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Introduction
While Oscar Wilde suggested that ‘all art is quite useless’, almost a century later 
the Russian auteur Andrei Tarkovsky countered that ‘all art is a preparation for 
death’. Both are probably correct and both are strangely compatible. 

Can one prepare for something as monumental as ‘non-existence’? And further, 
what is the point? And yet we do it all the time. Quietly. Privately. Within the 
confines of our homes. Away from the noise of life. Close to the ones we love.

I suppose this play looks like it leans towards Tarkovsky and yet it is really about 
the other side of the equation. It’s a work that is about the preparation for life, 
labouring in the looming shadow of its antithesis. It’s also about climbing the 
impossible Everest of identity right at the very end of a journey. 

The idea for it was informed by my brief friendship with a remarkable woman 
who was in the process of doing just that. Her name was Gwyneth and she was 
in the terminal stages of cancer. I got to know her by being her house cleaner, 
every Wednesday for two hours over an eight-month period. She was a heck of 
a woman. Her poise and grace in the face of her own demise is what inspired 
this play. But what you’ll see here is, of course, not her story. It’s an invention to 
bring those qualities into stark relief.

On Wednesdays, we would chat. Her house was always impeccably clean, 
though she would insist it was perpetually ‘in a state’. I told her I was writing 
a play about her and she was delighted. She had a reverential respect for 
words and narratives. In fact, I suspect, she, like me, only made sense of the 
world through the stories we tell and are told. Especially those we construct 
to explain our choices. I informed her that I had to imbue her character with 
a few rough edges and psychic fault lines otherwise it might make for a dull 
night in the theatre. After all you can only stare at perfection for so long. She 
unfurled a snaking grin at that thought. She passed away peacefully in her home 
surrounded by her loved ones. I was lucky enough to be granted a brief audience 
with her before her departure. I don’t remember much of what we talked about. 
I don’t think it made a lot of sense. For my part it was a tumbling collection of 
poorly calibrated clichés. All I remember is that her beautiful, illicit smile was 
still there at the end.

It struck me late in the writing of this play that all the characters are consumed 
by the process of trying to find their appropriate role in the stark spotlight of 
mortality. How are we meant to be? Anyone with an experience of death here 
knows this. And in a broad sense, this is simply a concertinaed version of life 
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itself. Who are we and how are we meant to act? And where is it that we might 
find the answers to this? I don’t know the answer to this. But I remain curiously 
engaged and hope you do too. As did Gwyneth, to the very end.

And I hope this play does her justice. I hope this play opens a door into a place 
where you can make sense of the fleeting world. I thank you for your attention 
and I thank the cast, crew, director and designers for their great talent and 
careful work.

Aidan Fennessy
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Foreword
We can sometimes leave a theatre barely remembering the intricacies of a plot 
or even the order of events, and yet feel moved beyond words by a rising sense 
that what we are seeing — despite all the obvious mechanics of a stage and a 
room full of people watching it — is expressing a truth we know to be accurate 
and relevant to our own lives.

And moreover we know that it is a universal truth, and that everyone else 
in the room knows it too. These rare moments of unification, of common 
understanding, are in my view, the hallmarks of great writing for the stage, and 
Aidan’s play is littered with them. 

The other common feature of great plays is great characters and this play has four 
of them. We’re told when we first start working in the theatre that a character 
needs to want something and needs to fight for it to the end of the line. And that 
there need to be obstacles to overcome and antagonists who want the opposite.

This, we are told, will create drama. All true of course, and all present here in 
The Architect. But the logical conclusion to draw from this summary is that 
drama only involves fighting for something and achieving it … against the odds. 
That formula will sound familiar of course; it’s the blueprint for almost every 
film we’ve ever seen. But often in the great dramas of the stage, the characters 
fight against the odds and lose … or win in ways that look like losses, or lose so 
others can win. Hamlet dies, Willy Loman never makes it home, Olive will never 
enjoy a Summer of the Eighteenth Doll.

These plays endure because they confirm our core understanding that life goes 
on, but also that life changes and sometimes, life ends. They may seem hopeless 
at times or convey a cynicism or defeatism that weighs on the soul. But they 
satisfy because they touch on our primal fears and like all great art, remind us 
that we are not alone in feeling frightened.

I don’t want pain. I don’t want to leave this world and I don’t want to leave the 
people I love. The truth is, all of those things will happen to me and the truth of 
that will hurt.

So how do we construct lives with meaning if the architecture of our existence — 
the beginning and the end … and much of the middle — is out of our hands? Is it 
arrogant to claim the role of ‘Architect’ and attempt to design our lives in ways that 
in the past were left to Gods? Is it folly to even try? Or is part of the nobility of our 
species the attempt to write the story of our lives in endlessly inventive ways that 
both mark importance and pass on meaning from one generation to the next?
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This preoccupation certainly forms much of the core business of our stages 
and has done so for millennia. Aidan continues this tradition by asking the big 
questions in The Architect. He wisely eschews easy answers, instead leaving us 
with a metaphorical pen in our own hands, perhaps inviting us to keep writing 
our own stories and to keep searching for the true meaning of our existence. 

If all this seems dire, it’s also good to remember that I usually direct comedy and 
Aidan is one of the funniest people I know! And our cast are some of the finest 
actors in this country. There is no desire here to wallow in the mud, but rather 
to bring characters we can love to situations we find difficult to handle. I know 
you’ll enjoy The Architect, you’ll be challenged by it, entertained by it, warmed 
by it and hopefully stimulated by it. Thanks for coming.

Peter Houghton
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First Production Details
The Architect was first produced by Melbourne Theatre Company, premiering at 
the South Bank Theatre, The Sumner on September 27, 2018. 

DIRECTOR     Peter Houghton
SET & COSTUME DESIGNER   Christina Smith 
LIGHTING DESIGNER     Matt Scott
COMPOSER & SOUND DESIGNER   J. David Franzke
FIGHT CHOREOGRAPHER    Lyndall Grant
STAGE MANAGER     Lisette Drew
ASSISTANT STAGE MANAGER    Pippa Wright
SET & COSTUME DESIGN SECONDMENT Jeremy Pryles
PRODUCTION PHOTOGRAPHER   Jeff Busby

JOHN STAFFORD     Nicholas Bell
LEONARD WADSLEY     Johnny Carr
HELEN PYEFINCH     Linda Cropper
JEREMY PYEFINCH     Stephen Phillips

The Architect was commissioned by Melbourne Theatre Company with the 
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Production Photos

From Left: Linda Cropper, Johnny Carr & Nicholas Bell. Melbourne Theatre 
Company, 2018. Photographer: Jeff Busby. 

From Left: Nicholas Bell & Linda Cropper. Melbourne Theatre Company, 2018.
Photographer: Jeff Busby. 
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Notes
HELEN  68 years of age; Comfortably retired drama and literature 

teacher. Frail but with sharp edges to her. She has a keen 
intelligence and an independent spirit. She feels she has had 
her share of personal failings in love, family and life. Thirteen 
months ago she was diagnosed with an inoperable brain 
tumour. Her movements now are careful and slow. She walks 
as if being held back by some invisible force. Three extensive 
rounds of chemo and radiation therapy have exacted a toll. 
Her hair is almost entirely gone. Her smile remains.

JOHN 65 years of age; A semi retired barrister and Helen’s partner 
of ten years. A kind, awkward and fastidious man. This is his 
first serious relationship since his childless marriage ended 
in his mid thirties. It’s taken a long time but John has now 
found his place in the world just as it’s about to crumble. His 
passion and admiration for Helen is endless.

LEONARD 28 years of age; Currently of no fixed address. Left school 
after year 10. Brought up with his mother and older 
brother in a tumble down suburb on the outer fringes. He 
has no family left in Melbourne that he knows of. He’s an 
unqualified jack-of-all-trades. His easy charm belies the 
weight of the world he carries upon his shoulders.

JEREMY 47 years of age. Helen’s only child. A lawyer based in 
Sydney. His relationship with his mother is a strained 
affair. Currently going through a bitter divorce of his own 
making. No children.
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The Architect

SCENE ONE
A large, orderly, sparse home with an open plan lounge, 
dinning and kitchen area — no photos. An old upright 
piano, a crowded bookshelf and a few decorative swords, 
shields. Neat as a pin. It’s a typical mid eighties renovation 
of a mid sixties home in the leafy outer burbs of Melbourne. 
The kitchen has an elevated oven and bench top burners.

This is HELEN’s house and while JOHN has lived here for 
almost ten years his presence is mostly emblematic. The 
mantle clock, the coffee machine, the swords as well as 
the more modern electronic equipment remain entirely 
his domain.

JOHN sits, reading a book and listening to a podcast 
with headphones on. He’s conservatively and comfortably 
dressed. He has a methodical delicacy of movement and an 
almost sacramental precision in anything he does.

HELEN is waiting. She sits downstage prompt in an 
armchair beneath a standard lamp, head down and 
beetle browed in a crossword. She’s wearing a bright scarf 
[she wears a scarf for the entirety of Act 1] on her head 
and a loose fitting jumper. It’s about 5.10 pm. Late April. 
Mid autumn.

The curtains are drawn across the front windows but the 
creeping impression of dusk sneaks in through the kitchen 
windows. The old Edwardian mantle clock ticks loudly 
above the unlit fireplace. After some moments of stillness 
HELEN looks up at the clock, then to JOHN and then back 
to her crossword …
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The clock ticks.

HELEN breathes loudly. Then in a rapid move she gets up 
and picks up the clock, examines the back of it, looking to 
remove the battery, discovers there are none, storms across the 
room with the clock, into the kitchen, tries to put it in an over 
head cupboard but finds no room and eventually opts for the 
dishwasher. She slams it shut and returns to her seat, unfolds 
her crossword again, breathes heavily again.

Silence descends.

The slow passage of time is more oppressive than before. 
Frustrated she looks towards the mantle and then to JOHN 
who has noticed none of this and asks …

HELEN What time is it?

JOHN [looking up from his book] Hmmm? 

HELEN What time is it?

JOHN looks blinkingly to the fireplace then about the room 
eventually checks his watch.

JOHN 5.15.

HELEN And when can we expect our next victim? 

JOHN 5.30.

HELEN goes back to the crossword, JOHN to his book. HELEN 
hold’s the crossword out to see clearer then realises she’s not 
wearing her glasses. She checks around her neck, her lap, then 
down the sides of the seat. Then, frustrated she gets up and 
checks the mantle piece, the coffee table, the couch until …

 [without looking up] Head.

HELEN retrieves her glasses from her head and sits down 
with the crossword.
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HELEN This is entropic.

JOHN It’s Thursday afternoon darling, what would you like? A 
Pipe Band? 

HELEN [regarding the crossword] ‘Breaks promise’.

JOHN … What?

HELEN shifts slightly in her seat.

HELEN ‘Breaks promise’.

JOHN       ‘Reneges’.

HELEN scribbles it down.

      Oh … Where’s the deck oil?

HELEN looks over her glasses at John and then goes back 
to the crossword.

 Peaches? The deck oil? 

HELEN The what?

JOHN      The deck oil. 

HELEN  The deck oil. 

JOHN       The deck oil.

HELEN          I don’t know what you’re talking about.

JOHN The deck oil. 

HELEN Yes?

JOHN             The deck oil.

HELEN Simple repetition is not creating clarity John. Why don’t 
you take your headphones off and speak English.

JOHN takes an ear off.
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JOHN The deck oil?

HELEN And?

JOHN Where did you put it? 

HELEN The deck oil?

JOHN Yes.

HELEN And where did I put it? 

JOHN Yes.

HELEN I have absolutely no idea what a deck oil is let alone where I 
may or may not have placed such a thing.

JOHN It’s not a thing it’s the deck oil.

HELEN Go back to your program you’re annoying me now.  

JOHN The deck oil!

HELEN Oh for God’s Sake!

JOHN Oil for the deck! Deck oil!

HELEN Oil for the deck … ? You mean the Cabots? 

JOHN Yes!

HELEN Well why didn’t you say so? I thought you were talking 
about one of your things.

JOHN My what?

HELEN One of your things. 

JOHN What things?

HELEN waves vaguely at the neat line of remote controls 
on the coffee table in front of JOHN.
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HELEN Your … flicky things. 

JOHN My flicky things? 

HELEN You know what I mean.

 JOHN My flicky things?

HELEN Your … remote.

JOHN Noun or adjective?

JOHN picks up his phone and puts it to his ear.

 ‘Yes hello is this Sunnydale? Yes doctor it’s about my wife, 
poor thing, I’ve just found her outside trying to paint our 
deck with one of my remote controls, do you have anything 
available in the A wing, perhaps with a window? Splendid 
we’ll be there in ten”. Pack your bags Bunnikins you’re off to 
the Penguin Parade.

HELEN Do you even know what they’re all for? 

JOHN My flicky things?

HELEN It’s an infestation. They’ve been breeding. What’s that one for?

HELEN points to one. JOHN picks it up.

JOHN Stereo. 

HELEN And that? 

JOHN Television. 

HELEN And that? 

JOHN DVD. 

HELEN And that?

JOHN Actually I don’t know what that’s for. Is it yours?
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HELEN And you run your words together. Symptomatic of 
someone on the spectrum. Diction John. Diction. And 
you’re neat. 12 down. [she reads from the crossword] ‘A 
developmental syndrome characterised by delayed social 
and emotional maturity’.

JOHN Stick it up your bum. 

HELEN checks the crossword. 

HELEN Doesn’t fit.

They both chuckle at this.

Beat.

 I’m not your wife by the way.

JOHN takes the earphones off.

JOHN Tell me more Doctor Google about this theory of how 
neatness and diction equates to autism. I’m fascinated. 
Because, if true, I’d dare say most of East Balwyn is in 
serious trouble.

HELEN Which airline are you flying? 

JOHN Qantas of course.

HELEN I rest my case.

JOHN shakes his head slightly unsure of the meaning. 
HELEN returns to the crossword.

JOHN  So … who’s our favourite so far? 

HELEN None of them.

Beat.

JOHN Really? Not even …
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He shuffles through a small pile of stapled A4 sheets on the 
couch next to him.

HELEN Ramona?

JOHN Which one was she?

HELEN Big hands. Walked like a man. No thanks. 

JOHN Oh yes … I thought you might say Deirdre.

HELEN How can you trust anyone who doesn’t stop smiling?

JOHN She was very smiley. Shara? 

HELEN Smelt of patchouli oil.

JOHN Kirsten?

HELEN Not with that laugh. 

JOHN Fiona?

HELEN Ate too many biscuits. 

JOHN I tell you who I liked — 

HELEN Dana.

JOHN Yes I thought she was very — 

HELEN Up front?

JOHN shrugs.

JOHN … Just nice I thought.

HELEN She had a double D cup, a mohair jumper, bad skin and 
piggy eyes. But if ever you’re in need of assistance I’ll know 
whom to call.

JOHN Really … ? I thought she was nice.
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HELEN Of course you did. 

JOHN Sally-Anne?

HELEN Tepid. Actually worse than tepid. It was like trying to 
converse with a Knick Knack.

JOHN So … no one then?

HELEN I agreed to this process. I didn’t agree to anything more. 

JOHN Well then you know what I’m going to say.

HELEN Yes but —

JOHN Unless we have someone here when I am gone then I am 
not going.

HELEN Yes you are.

JOHN No. Helen. Really. I’m not going.

HELEN Don’t be ridiculous. You cannot miss this. I won’t let you.

JOHN I’m not going. Those are the terms. I will not leave you 
here alone. 

HELEN I will be fine John. On, my, own.

JOHN Perhaps but you don’t seem to understand. I’m not willing 
to take that risk so the decision is entirely yours.

HELEN It’s one week…what’s going to happen in week?

Pause. JOHN holds his ground. HELEN breaks.

 So who’s the next one? Ex pole dancer?

JOHN I don’t know. He could be.

HELEN He? 

JOHN … He. 
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HELEN It’s a he?

JOHN He’s a he and before you start —

HELEN I said, you heard me, I said no ‘hes’. No men. For goodness 
sake, John.

JOHN I know, I heard you. He was recommended and I felt 
obliged to at least see him.

HELEN Recommended by whom? 

JOHN Look —

HELEN Recommended by whom?

JOHN Alright —

HELEN It was my bloody sister wasn’t it? 

JOHN Yes but —

HELEN If it’s one of her hippy dippy friends who’s going to tell me 
I deserve all of this or something I’ll —

JOHN It’s not —

HELEN Try and teach me how to knit a jumper from mung beans!

JOHN No he’s  —

HELEN            Not one of her clients? Tell me it’s not one of her clients … 
Oh for God’s ake! It’s one of her clients! How dare she!

JOHN I don’t know if he’s one of her clients, all she said was I 
recommend this person because —

HELEN Man John. Not a person. A man. 

JOHN Because —

HELEN ‘It means I can earn myself a karmic elephant stamp on the 
cosmic wheel of fortune.’
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JOHN  Because —

HELEN Because she just can’t help meddling in everyone else’s 
business, not for a minute!

JOHN Because she thinks you might get along.

Beat.

HELEN If I’d wanted a ‘he’ I would’ve called my son. 

JOHN Well why don’t you!

Beat.

 Sorry, that’s actually none of my business. 

HELEN I don’t want a ‘he’.

JOHN Can we please just keep an open mind and — 

HELEN  I stipulated. I was more than clear. No men. 

JOHN We are under no obligation.

HELEN I was adamant. No men. How could you have been 
confused by that? No men. No men. No men!

LENNIE I’m a bit early.

JOHN and HELEN turn and stare at LENNIE who has 
appeared in the alcove to the front door. He’s wearing a 
long sleeve top, work shorts and work boots. They both 
turn to the mantle piece only to realise the clock isn’t there 
and then turn back to LENNIE.

 Door was open. Knocked a couple of times. 

JOHN Come in, sorry, come in, we were just …

HELEN Talking about Germaine Greer … there was a program on 
about her on the … thing.
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JOHN stands up.

Together:

JOHN Podcast.
HELEN Tele.

Together:

HELEN Podcast.
JOHN TV.

JOHN Television … 

HELEN Thing.

Beat.

LENNIE She’s a good cook. 

JOHN … Is she?

Beat. 

LENNIE nods enthusiastically.

LENNIE Easy on the eye too. 

HELEN Germaine Greer? 

JOHN Is she?

Beat.

LENNIE No hang on … I’m thinking of the other one aren’t I. 

JOHN Naomi Wolf?

LENNIE Nigella Lawson. 

JOHN Oh.

Pause.
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LENNIE I’m Lennie.

An awkward hiatus as he stiffly shakes JOHN’s hand. 

JOHN John, and this is my partner Helen. 

LENNIE waves. HELEN makes no effort at all.

Beat.

LENNIE Don’t get up.

He walks over and offers his hand. She reluctantly offers 
hers. They shake. HELEN withdraws her hand.

JOHN Have a seat. 

LENNIE Here ok?

JOHN Anywhere you like.

He sits down the far end of the couch between JOHN 
and HELEN.

LENNIE Nice joint. Nice area. Be worth a bit.

Beat.

JOHN Okay, so Lennie, tell us about yourself.

Pause.

LENNIE Ah … I’m twenty-eight. And … and …

Pause. 

He thinks.

JOHN Yes.

LENNIE Dangerous question John. How long have you got? … I’m 
available. I’m here because of the job … I don’t know … 
what do you wanna know?
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JOHN Um?

LENNIE Barbara said you’re looking for someone to babysit for a bit? 

HELEN ‘Babysit’?

LENNIE That’s what she said yeah.

JOHN Well yes that’s kind of the gist of it. 

HELEN [to JOHN] ‘Babysit’? That’s what she said?

JOHN We’re looking for someone to be a live in carer, on call, for 
about a week while I’m overseas for a conference as well as a 
week prior to that to settle in and see how things are going to 
work out. We have a small bedsit out the back as accomm — 

HELEN Can I ask you something Lennie?

LENNIE Yep.

HELEN Are you one of Barbara’s clients? 

LENNIE How do you mean?

HELEN One of her … patients? 

LENNIE No. Na-uh. Me? No. 

Beat.

HELEN Then how do you know Barbara?

LENNIE I’ve been doing some work for her … up there. On the farm.

HELEN As one of her … I don’t know what she’s calling herself now 
… as a ’practitioner’?

LENNIE No. I just been fixing up some of the units she has up there. You 
know, guttering, painting, electrics, fences, that kind of thing.

Beat.
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HELEN You’re a builder?

LENNIE Well … not qualified but yes. I’m a carpenter, plumber, 
whatever you want.

Beat.

HELEN [to JOHN] She sent me a tradesman.

JOHN Okay then, I see, I think there may have … I think Barbara 
might have given you the wrong end of the —

HELEN A tradesman!

LENNIE I’m not qualified though Helen.

JOHN But you see Lennie, we are looking for a personal carer. 
For Helen.

Beat.

LENNIE I see. Yes. Yes.

JOHN Someone to be on call 24 hours a day, in case Helen requires 
some assistance. Medical assistance. Yes?

LENNIE Yes. 

JOHN So …

LENNIE I’m a personal carer as well.

Beat.

JOHN Oh … ! Right … ! Qualified?

LENNIE … Yep. First aid, CPR, certificate three. The whole catastrophe. 

JOHN And … okay … okay good … although we are looking for 
someone with experience.

LENNIE Yep. Worked at Barrabool Aged Care for a couple of years. 
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JOHN Oh yes? But you don’t work there anymore?

LENNIE No. I quit.

JOHN Why was that?

LENNIE Got tired of saying goodbye.

Beat.

 And before that I was a personal carer for about four years. 

JOHN Oh, okay. Where was that?

LENNIE At home.

JOHN At home? How do you mean? At ‘a’ home? 

LENNIE No, at my home.

JOHN Okay. I see.

LENNIE My brother. Personal carer for my brother. 

JOHN I see.

LENNIE Paraplegic.

JOHN Oh well I am sorry to hear that … Where is he now? 

LENNIE Ah … [LENNIE looks up for a moment] He died.

Beat. JOHN and HELEN eye each other.

JOHN Oh … how did he … how did … ?

LENNIE erupts into laughter. HELEN and JOHN join in 
nervously.

LENNIE No, no, no. Wasn’t me officer! Wasn’t me! Did you think … ? 
No, no, no, no … Wasn’t me …

Breath.
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LENNIE Killed himself. 

HELEN Oh …

LENNIE But … you know, as they say … 'In the midst of life we are 
in debt’ …

Beat.

 But with him there was lots of lifting, toilet, bath, bed, all that, 
but Barbara reckons you’re probably still okay for the toot, yeah?

HELEN Sorry, the what?

JOHN Toilet, shower, that kind of thing. 

HELEN Yes. I am still … I am fine for ‘the toot’.

LENNIE So … I can start any time you want. Barbara mentioned the 
money you were looking at but I can do it for you cheaper if 
you wanna make it cash. Um … what else? I’ve got a drivers 
licence. I’m good on the tools.

JOHN Well that’s actually not a requirement. 

LENNIE Okay then.

JOHN Right. Look I’m very sorry Lennie but we are looking for 
someone … someone who is … someone compatible … 
someone with … someone who is … female. A female. A 
woman. We’re looking for a woman. We’re actually looking for 
a woman.

JOHN looks at HELEN.

 Aren’t we? I’m sure you understand … so I’m terribly sorry 
that we’ve got our wires crossed somewhere. Or rather that 
Barbara has got her wires crossed.

JOHN stands up.

 So …
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LENNIE Okay well … I come cheap … and … I could do with the 
work … ? But you’re looking for a …

JOHN A … yes.

LENNIE looks to JOHN and then to HELEN.

LENNIE But … okay.

LENNIE shrugs and slowly stands. 

 Right. No worries then. 

JOHN Thanks Lennie.

JOHN ushers him to the door. LENNIE waves to HELEN.

LENNIE Nice meeting you.

HELEN looks into her lap.

JOHN Thanks so much for dropping by. 

LENNIE No problem.

JOHN And again Lennie, sorry for the mix up.

HELEN It’s a week’s probation to see how we get along. Then a 
further week or so after that if it all works out.

Beat.

JOHN Sorry darling? If what works out?

HELEN I’m sure we can organise cash for you if that’s what you 
want. Can you start Thursday week?

LENNIE I can start whenever you want.

HELEN Thursday week is fine. 11am. Bring whatever you need, 
toiletries, tools, etcetera. I’ll prepare the bungalow for you 
and we can take it from there. What else can you do?
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LENNIE I can cook.

HELEN You can you cook?

LENNIE Yep. I like cooking.

JOHN Well that’s actually not a requirement. 

HELEN What do you cook?

LENNIE What do ya want?

HELEN Say seafood.

LENNIE I can do you a chowder, or a bouillabaisse. Potted crab. 
Thai style mussels. Clam pasta. Paella. Fish.

Finally HELEN looks at LENNIE.

HELEN Paella … ? Just like Nigella?

LENNIE Wouldn’t look as pretty while I cooked it. And I’m not a 
qualified chef either Helen. But neither is she as far as I know.

He smiles to HELEN.

HELEN There’ll be some gardening involved. 

LENNIE I like gardening.

HELEN Good. It needs work.

LENNIE And I noticed on the way in that your side fence has a 
couple of rotted uprights. Just need a half decent wind to 
bring it down. They can get replaced if you want.

HELEN We’ll see. And the deck needs oiling. 

LENNIE You got the deck oil?

JOHN [to HELEN] Darling?

HELEN Somewhere. 
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LENNIE Good-o.

HELEN And I’ll need some boxes bought up from under the house.

LENNIE Okay.

HELEN Thankyou … John will see you out. 

LENNIE [to JOHN] You got my number?

JOHN nods and slowly leads the way out. LENNIE follows, 
waving to HELEN as he goes.

 Thursday 11 o’clock … on the knocker.

JOHN and LENNIE disappear into the portico. We hear the 
door shut and JOHN reappears in the hallway entrance.

JOHN Well now I really am thinking about calling Sunnydale. 

HELEN He’ll do.

JOHN What are you doing?

HELEN Nothing. What do you mean?

JOHN Well you’re either doing this to piss me off or to piss 
Barbara off. Which is it?

HELEN Why do you attach sinister intent to everything? Is it a 
pitfall of working in the legal profession?

JOHN I think we need to have a proper think about what you 
need in terms of care if I’m going to go away. If I’m going 
to go away.

HELEN Alright, well, I will caution you there John because you 
seem to be deploying a certain language and a certain tone 
in an attempt to manage me. I will not be managed. This 
much you know.

JOHN Why him?
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HELEN He seemed the least likely of all of them to murder me 
with kindness.

JOHN However he does seem to be the most likely to murder 
you by some other means.

HELEN Oh come on … he’s functional. 

JOHN Functional?

HELEN If he doesn’t work out at least we’ll have got the 
guttering done.

JOHN Well I’m telling you that if I’m not satisfied with his 
ability then I am not leaving you here alone in the care of 
‘Jim’s Mowing Service’ alright? I want a back up.

HELEN No.

JOHN Well then I’m not going. 

HELEN Yes you are.

JOHN No I’m not. Your call. But I’m not going unless you have 
someone here to look after you. I’m not doing this to 
annoy you Helen … you are not well.

Beat.

HELEN Alright put Tits Mahoney on hold if you must.

JOHN It doesn’t have to be her…although I did think she was 
the best. 

HELEN Of course you did … pack your bags Sir Galahad. 
Glory awaits.

Pause

JOHN We do love each other don’t we.

HELEN smiles, then doesn’t, then takes her glasses off.
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HELEN Sorry, are you being rhetorical or are you actually asking me? 

JOHN Does that affect your answer in any way?

HELEN If it’s rhetorical you don’t need an answer and if you are 
asking me then please don’t. It makes you seem needy 
which is in itself an unlovable trait. I don’t have time for 
needy anymore.

JOHN moves into the kitchen.

 The answer is yes but don’t ever ask me again.

JOHN You old romantic … Was your Qantas jibe a veiled 
reference to Raymond Babbitt in the 1988 Oscar Award 
Winning Drama Rain Man? Best Picture, Best Actor, Best 
Direction, Best Original Screenplay. Dustin Hoffman and 
Tom Cruise. Nominated in 8 categories. John Seale was 
cinematographer. Why do I know all this shit?

HELEN Did he say ‘In the midst of life we are in debt?’

JOHN holds his hand up and listens. After some searching 
he discovers the source of the sound and extracts the clock 
from the dishwasher and carefully places it back on the 
mantle piece. He returns to the kitchen and leans on the 
bench. The clock ticks away as before.

JOHN ‘In medio vitae debitum.’

He watches as HELEN searches for her glasses.

 Head.

Lights fade.
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SCENE  TWO 
The room is as before but empty. It’s almost 11am, 
Thursday week. From off we hear …

JOHN Helen … ? Helen … ? It’s …it’s in the … under the 
bathroom sink … why was it under the bathroom sink?

JOHN enters holding a tin of deck oil. HELEN’s nowhere 
to be seen.

 [sotto] Like living with a goldfish. Helen?

HELEN appears out of the laundry.

HELEN Oh there it is. Good. Where was it?

JOHN It was in the cupboard under the bathroom sink. 

HELEN Why on earth did you put it there?

JOHN I didn’t. You did.

HELEN No I didn’t, you left it here when you bought it in and you 
said you’d put it in the shed.

JOHN No I didn’t. 

HELEN Yes you did. 

JOHN No I didn’t.

HELEN Think about it … just think John. Here it was on the 
bench … you came in … there was something out of 
place … amidst all the familiar items something was 
disrupting the pattern. 'What ever is this can doing 
here? I’ll just pop it in the bathroom and deal with it 
later’. Yes?

JOHN ‘Something was disrupting the pattern?’
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HELEN Yes. ‘Do I run it downstairs to the shed or shall I just pop 
it in the bathroom?’ Pattern restored. The world breathes 
again. Or perhaps it was the fairy. The same one that 
hides your keys and your iPad and your wallet and your 
headphones and —

JOHN You’ve got a certain spring in your invective this 
morning darling. 

HELEN I’m actually getting a little concerned about how you’ll 
get on overseas, passports, train tickets that sort of thing. 
Perhaps you should think about taking Miss Double D 
with you as chaperone.

JOHN Oh, believe me, I’ve thought about it.

HELEN Now you’ve made the bed in the bungalow? 

JOHN Yes your Honour.

HELEN And vacuumed? 

JOHN Completely sucked.

HELEN And wiped down the kitchenette?

Beat.

 Oh for God’s sake.

JOHN Sorry but I got distracted trying to find the deck oil which 
was inexplicably found under the bathroom sink.

HELEN I’ll do it. 

JOHN I’ll do it.

HELEN You’ll take an hour. Jim’ll be here in five minutes.

She grabs a cloth and some kitchen spray.

JOHN Who’s Jim?



36 Aidan Fennessy

HELEN Jim … the guy … Jim … baby sitter. 

JOHN Jim? You mean Lennie?

HELEN Lennie! Now why did I think his name was Jim?

JOHN I don’t know. Maybe you could ask him. He’s probably also 
a neurologist, though not qualified.

HELEN Go find your passport.

JOHN Wait a minute, Helen … are you … are you excited? 

HELEN What?

JOHN You seem excited.

HELEN About having a baby sitter? 

JOHN No you just seem … up.

HELEN Well I feel good today. What’s wrong with that?

JOHN … Not about the results is it?

Beat

HELEN No. It’s not about the results. 

JOHN … They’re only preliminary — 

HELEN I know what they are.

JOHN You haven’t gone backwards but it’s still … it’s still early days 
in terms of the knowing what the last round of chemo —

HELEN I know that…I know. But they didn’t increase in size. That 
hasn’t happened before. So …

Pause. JOHN moves to her and they embrace.

 I’m not getting ahead of myself … okay? Heaven forbid. 
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JOHN I know.

HELEN But here is a certain relief in knowing one way or the other 
what the hell is going on …

JOHN I know. I know.

HELEN I am but a dissipative structure searching for equilibrium. 
And so are you.

JOHN God I love it when you talk like that. Where’s that from then? 

HELEN Don’t know. Thermal dynamics? Literary theory? 
Bunning’s catalogue?

Beat

 Plus I’m ecstatic that I won’t have you under my feet for 
one whole week.

JOHN Just you and the eye candy? 

HELEN Hardly.

JOHN If all goes well. I’ll go if all goes well.

HELEN Change the record darling, this one’s scratched. 

JOHN I’m actually totally serious Helen.

HELEN And so am I. It is so important that you go. You have to go. 
Please understand.

Beat. JOHN nods. She pats him playfully on his cheek and 
exits downstairs. JOHN stands there surveying the room. 
Finally his eyes settle on the deck oil. After a momentary 
thought he places it on the other side of the kitchen bench 
and tries to forget about it. But, unsatisfied with this he 
sticks it in the pantry cupboard. He then looks about the 
room, satisfied. There’s a knock at the door. JOHN exits, 
returning with LENNIE who’s carrying a large duffle bag.
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JOHN You can pop that down there if you like. Helen is just 
downstairs. 

LENNIE Here?

JOHN Fine.

LENNIE deposits his bag on the ground.

 Right.

JOHN exits upstage leaving LENNIE alone for a moment. 
JOHN returns, holding several printed sheets of A4 paper, 
an envelope and a set of keys.

 Okay. So here’s a list of instructions. Contact numbers, 
that’s me, that’s her doctor, that’s ambulance, taxi, 
directions to the hospital if need be. Spare house keys are 
just inside the pantry door if you need them.

He hands LENNIE the envelope and keys.

 This is the first week in cash as discussed. 

LENNIE Okay.

LENNIE shoves it in a back pocket.

JOHN Do you want to count it?

LENNIE All good.

JOHN seems a little thrown.

JOHN Okay … now this is critical. She ought to be in bed by 8.30. 
She has sleeping tablets, but really she needs to eat by 5.30 
then be in bed by 8.30 otherwise she’ll pay for it the next 
day and doubtless so will you. In terms of medications 
she’s very insistent that that is her jurisdiction but none 
the less I’d like you to keep an eye on it for me. I’ll show 
you the dispenser.  Now, her moods are likely to be up and 
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down, she’ll try to hide it but she is very depleted because 
of the treatment. She’ll want to be alone but if you have any 
opportunity to be with her, then take it. There’s very little 
chance anything drastic will occur in the next two weeks 
but I’m concerned about her mental state, you understand? 
I don’t want her to be lonely.

LENNIE Okay.

JOHN Bin night is Thursday. Okay? 

LENNIE Thursday. Okay.

JOHN But we have a week to run you through how the house 
operates. The local council are psychotic about recycling but 
you won’t need to bother about Green Waste that’s just been 
done and is only every two weeks. Now, your phone …

LENNIE Yes.

JOHN You’ll need to have it on all the time when I’m gone. 

LENNIE Conference.

JOHN What?

LENNIE When you’re at the conference.

JOHN Yes. Day and night. I’ll call to check on how things are going 
first thing London-time which is around 6 or 7 pm here. You 
need to take those calls. I may call early in the morning also.

LENNIE Yep.

JOHN Now in terms of food, I’m having a service deliver her 
meals every day at approximately 8 am. It’ll need to be 
put away. Again, she is in charge of its preparation. Your 
cupboards and fridge are stocked downstairs, but you can 
purchase whatever you like, just keep the receipt and you’ll 
be reimbursed at the end. No alcohol. You or her … Okay?
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LENNIE Don’t drink.

JOHN Really? Why not?

LENNIE shrugs. Beat.

 Now she may want you to drive her here and there on 
occasion. It’s a Prius. Use the grey one not the white one. 
This may entail trips to the shops, or friend’s houses. 
However, I’m making it your responsibility to ensure that 
she’s up to it. Her tendency is to push and push till she falls 
in a heap. This can’t happen. Okay?

LENNIE Okay.

JOHN If you meet resistance, be firm. If you can’t resolve it call me 
and let me know. I’ll deal with it from then on. So here’s a list 
of other items. Have a read and I’ll discuss it with you later.

LENNIE Okay.

HELEN appears slightly puffed from downstairs.

HELEN Ah! Jim! 

JOHN Lennie.

HELEN Lennie sorry. Now your quarters are ready. John? What’s 
the matter? You look like you’ve had a stroke.

JOHN Thankyou darling.

HELEN Well come on. The car has to be taken in for servicing. You 
told Sam you’d be there by now.

JOHN Yes.

HELEN And then what are your movements? 

JOHN A few errands, then home.

HELEN Well come on, chop chop! Time is on the wing.
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She gives him a quick kiss.

JOHN Alright, I’ll leave you in Lennie’s capable hands then. 
Where’s your phone? Do you have your phone?

HELEN taps her pocket. JOHN pivots and exits. The door 
closes behind him.

LENNIE So —

JOHN re-enters and picks up the car keys. He exits. We 
hear the front door close.

 So —

HELEN puts her hand up to stop him.

HELEN Wait.

After a moments silence we hear the car start up and 
reverse out of the drive. HELEN lowers her hand.

 Right, so I have a list of instructions here.

She produces an A4 document from the kitchen draw and 
hands it to LENNIE who holds up JOHN's document.

LENNIE John just ran me through it. 

HELEN What? Let me see.

LENNIE passes it to HELEN. She reads.

 [to herself] Bed by 8.30 … short walks only … no alcohol …

She screws it up and throws it in the sink.

 Now. Here are the instructions. They’re self-explanatory 
but I’ll go through the major points. When not required 
you are to reside in the bungalow. I will let you know if I 
need assistance yes?
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LENNIE Sure.

HELEN If this is to work then we need to respect each other’s 
boundaries, agreed?

LENNIE Totally.

HELEN There’s a list of items there I want done around the house as 
well as cleaning, and various other things, as required, as we go 
along. I have a dripping tap in the en-suite, which is driving me 
spare if you know anything about those sorts of things. I want 
to use this time to get the house in order.  So … questions?

LENNIE Should I park my car in the driveway or is it okay on the 
other side of the street?

HELEN goes to the front window and looks out.

HELEN Um … Perhaps leave it on the other side of the street if you 
don’t mind. Now, this is what I want achieved today. I’d like 
you to start on the kitchen.

She places a basket of cleaning products on the bench.

 Now I use this on the cabinets. You don’t need much. 

LENNIE Yes boss.

HELEN And this for any metallic surfaces. The stove, dishwasher, 
sink etcetera.

LENNIE Yes boss.

HELEN And if there’s anyway you can get down the side of the fridge 
I’d appreciate that too. There has been a smell there for the 
last few days.

LENNIE Yes boss.

HELEN You can call me Helen if you like. 
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LENNIE Yes Helen.

HELEN And from there we can go through the list. The deck of 
course needs doing.

LENNIE You find the deck oil?

HELEN Yes it’s just … [she searches around the kitchen for it.] Oh 
for God’s sake.

LENNIE Never mind. I can race out and get some.

HELEN It was just here. [noticing the bag on the floor] What’s this? 

LENNIE That’s my stuff.

HELEN Why don’t you take it downstairs to the bungalow and 
unpack first. 

LENNIE Okay.

LENNIE picks up his bag and exits downstairs. HELEN 
continues to search for the oil. Until …

HELEN He’s put it away again…he’s put the bloody stuff away.

HELEN picks up her mobile phone and hits dial. She gets a 
message bank.

 Alright, it’s actually not funny. Where did you put the 
Cabots? The deck oil.

She hangs up. Dials again and gets another message bank

 Oh Barbara, Helen. Thankyou for referring Jim. He’s proving 
to be a real asset. Just started today. By the way the results of 
the last tests were very promising … if you’re interested.

She hangs up. LENNIE enters up the stairs.

LENNIE Lovely garden you’ve got there, Helen.
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HELEN It will be. I’ve not had the opportunity or inclination of 
late. Horribly overgrown.

LENNIE I like it a bit rough and ready.

HELEN It’s been invaded by fireweed all along the back fence. I’d 
like you to get to it if you could. It’s going to kill everything. 
Don’t confuse it with the Heal All. That’s got the blue flower.

LENNIE Okay.

He begins to exit.

HELEN But first make a start on the kitchen.

He turns around.

LENNIE Kitchen it is.

He moves to the kitchen and takes off his work shirt 
revealing a singlet and a mass of tattoos on his upper arms 
and chest and what looks to be RIP in bold lettering across 
his back. A scarecrow on his left pectoral pokes its head 
out. He begins running water, finding cloths and makes a 
start on the top cupboards. HELEN stares. She backs away 
slightly, suddenly aware she’s alone with a stranger.

HELEN You’ve got tattoos … 

LENNIE A couple.

HELEN gathers herself. LENNIE starts vigorously wiping 
down the cupboards.

HELEN How did you find the bungalow?

Beat.

LENNIE It’s … It’s just out the back there … 

HELEN No, I mean … is it alright?

LENNIE It’s great. Beats sleeping in the car.
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HELEN What do you mean … ? You sleep in your car? 

LENNIE I’ve been known to sleep in my car.

HELEN Do you not have a home?

LENNIE I certainly do have a home. 

HELEN And where is that?

LENNIE Parked on the other side of the street. It’s green, got 4 
wheels and about 280,000 on the clock.

HELEN You don’t really live in your car do you?

LENNIE Depends. Barbara had me in one of her little units up on the 
funny farm for a couple of weeks … Depends on what I’m 
doing really.

HELEN So you’re like a … a … 

LENNIE A what?

HELEN A um … a drifter.

LENNIE A drifter … ? Dunno. A drifter wouldn’t have a car I don’t 
think? A drifter would be a ‘shirt on your back’ kind a 
person. Duffle bag and a pair of boots … I’m more your 
homeless person.

He pauses his scrubbing and smiles broadly at HELEN.

HELEN Why don’t you have a home?

LENNIE Mum sold it. A few years ago. Been on the hop ever since. 

HELEN Oh.

LENNIE Hope you don’t mind me saying Helen but this stuff you 
got me using is rubbish. Totally into it’s environmental 
credentials but it just leaves streaks everywhere.
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HELEN Really? Where?

HELEN finds her glasses and inspects the cupboards.

LENNIE Hang on, I’ll just duck out to the car and get a little 
something I use for jobs like this.

He exits out the front door. HELEN grabs her phone and dials.

HELEN John … please call me back. This is a mistake. I’m sorry but 
it’s a mistake.

LENNIE returns ripping open a plastic cover of a cleaning 
product. He demonstrates the product while HELEN 
inspects his tattoos.

LENNIE So this is it. Non-toxic. Activated by water only. Zero streak-
age. Look.

He steps aside as HELEN looks from one cupboard to the next.

 Last forever but you gotta keep it in the fridge. Okay if I use 
it Helen?

HELEN Ah … yes. It really doesn’t leave streaks does it?

LENNIE Zero streak-age. Which doesn’t add up to much in the grand 
scheme of things but when life’s got you down at least you 
can stare at the cupboards and say, ‘zero streak-age’.

HELEN moves to the dining table slowly, looking back at 
LENNIE who is attacking the task of cleaning with verve. 
She sits and begins to look through a pile of bills, bank 
statements and letters. After a moment of silence between 
the two, LENNIE begins to whistle ‘The Baby Elephant 
Song’. After a while it begins to irk HELEN.

HELEN I’m sorry Lennie but do you mind? 

LENNIE Right you are.
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He stops whistling. Silence. After a moment though he begins 
to whistle ‘A Little Spanish Flea’. HELEN again is irked.

HELEN Sorry … Lenard do you mind not —

LENNIE Who’s ‘Lenard’? Only school teachers and judges call me 
Lenard Helen.

HELEN Sorry … Lennie. Would you mind not whistling?

Beat.

LENNIE So … you don’t want me to whistle at all? 

HELEN If you don’t mind.

LENNIE No whistling at all? I thought you just didn’t like the tune.

HELEN No it wasn’t the tune. I’m just trying to sort out these bills. 

LENNIE Want a tip on how to get rid of bills?

HELEN Oh yes?

LENNIE Sell your house. Get rid of it. No more bills. Problem solved. 

HELEN No I quite like my home.

LENNIE It is a lovely home you have.

Beat.

 Would you like a cup of tea Helen?

HELEN Um, yes that would be nice. Tea is in the- 

LENNIE No no! Let me guess. It’s here.

He opens a cupboard full of crockery.

HELEN No its —

LENNIE Uh-uh! I have a knack for this. Any kitchen I go into I 
know where the tea is. And it’s right…here!
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He opens a cupboard full of glasses.

HELEN It’s in the pantry actually.

LENNIE The pantry? That doesn’t make any sense. 

HELEN Why not?

LENNIE Because the jugs here … and yet you have to drag yourself 
all the way over to the pantry to get a tea bag and then all 
the way back to here and all the way to the fridge if you 
have milk. Do you have milk?

HELEN Yes please.

LENNIE Doesn’t make any sense. I’m no time and motion expert 
Helen but you’re making a rod for your back putting the 
tea in the pantry.

He goes to the pantry and starts to prepare two mugs of tea.

HELEN The cups are in the bottom —

LENNIE Got em!

He holds up the mugs.

 Sugar or are you sweet enough? 

HELEN No sugar.

LENNIE Sweet enough … I take you like music though Helen? You’ve 
got nice vintage Gold Series Marantz System over there.

HELEN Oh that. That doesn’t work. 

LENNIE Really? Why?

HELEN I don’t know, the turntable or something.

LENNIE That’d be worth something working. I’ll have a look at it.
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LENNIE deposits the mug of tea on the dining table. HELEN 
hurriedly puts a coaster under it while LENNIE examines the 
hi-fi system, pushing buttons and twiddling knobs.

LENNIE Dunno … powers going to the amp but … nothings happening.

HELEN Honestly, I wouldn’t bother it hasn’t worked in —

Suddenly a tremendously loud blast of radio comes on. LENNIE 
spills his tea in the rush to turn it off. Finally he succeeds.

LENNIE Shitshitshitshitshit. Hang on.

He rushes to the kitchen and grabs a cloth, races over to the 
spilt tea and starts mopping it off the floor. HELEN is aghast.

 And there we have it. Like it never happened.

HELEN gets up to inspect. LENNIE moves back to the kitchen, 
rinsing the cloth.

 That woke us up hey Helen?

HELEN sits again at the table.

HELEN Perhaps you should start in the garden. While the suns out? 

LENNIE Let me get in behind this fridge first and then I’ll hit the garden. 

LENNIE begins to waddle the fridge out from its cavity. 
Grunting and groaning. HELEN watches, quietly terrified. With 
the fridge half out LENNIE stands up stretching his back out.

 Give us a hand Helen. 

HELEN Oh yes.

She begins to rise.

LENNIE I’m joking. Look at ya Helen. You’re a bag of bones. Need to 
get you up in the good paddock for a spell.
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HELEN What’s the ‘good paddock’? 

LENNIE Where all the feed is.

HELEN ‘The feed’?

LENNIE You know, like for cows. ‘Put the cows up in the good paddock’, 

HELEN … Cows …

LENNIE returns to the fridge and keeps waddling it out. 
HELEN sits, feeling her ribs and her forearms. LENNIE 
reaches down the side of the fridge.

LENNIE Well that’s unusual. He holds up a dried mouse. 

HELEN Oh my God!

LENNIE That’d be the smell. Shall I bin it or frame it? 

HELEN Oh my God!

LENNIE You laid out poison? 

HELEN Months ago.

LENNIE Right. Well normally if they’ve taken the poison they get 
thirsty so they go outside to drink and die out there on their 
Pat Malone. This one didn’t make it. I’ll pop it in the bin.

LENNIE exits out the front door. HELEN gets up and 
approaches the kitchen cautiously. LENNIE returns and does 
a quick inspection behind the fridge before pushing it back 
in. HELEN watches.

HELEN Don’t tell John. 

LENNIE Hey?

HELEN Don’t tell John about the mouse … he’d have conniptions.

LENNIE leans against the fridge and looks at HELEN.
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LENNIE We keeping secrets already Helen…? Where’s that all 
gonna end hey?

He smiles. HELEN smiles back and nods. LENNIE breaks 
to the lounge room.

 Right, turntable you reckon?

LENNIE starts testing the record player.

 Well it turns … Got power … Stylus ok.

He reaches in to the back of the unit.

 Always helps if it’s plugged into the amp …

He selects a random record, puts it on, adjusts the volume 
and stands to listen. It starts to play. ‘Salve Maria’ 
[Schubert] by Teresa Stitch Randall.

HELEN Oh …

LENNIE Turntable wasn’t plugged into the amp. 

HELEN I haven’t listened to this for years.

They listen.

LENNIE Beautiful. 

HELEN It is isn’t it.

LENNIE All those scratches and bumps …

He sees that HELEN’s not listening to a word he’s saying.

 The one drawback of not having a house … No house, no 
record player … Right then.

LENNIE goes to turn it off.

HELEN No, no. Leave it on.
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LENNIE Alright … I’ll leave you to it. Hit the backyard while the 
suns out. They reckon it’s gonna turn.

LENNIE exits quietly, leaving HELEN and the music to 
themselves. HELEN sits down again with the bills. But 
after a moment closes her eyes and listens. She begins 
to mouth the words, then after a while, falteringly sings 
along. JOHN enters holding a shopping bag, unseen by 
HELEN. He stands at the entrance watching her. The song 
finishes and the record continues to scratch. HELEN stares 
forward lost in thought.

JOHN Everything alright? What’s happened?

HELEN turns to him.

HELEN What?

JOHN Is everything alright? I got your message and jumped in 
a cab. 

HELEN Yes.

JOHN Where is he?

HELEN He’s in the garden.

JOHN Well what’s happened? What’s the ‘mistake’? Is it Lennie? 

HELEN No … I just … I just suddenly … I didn’t want you to go. 

JOHN sits next to her.

JOHN Well then that’s it. I won’t go. It’s a stupid bloody childish 
thing to do anyway.

HELEN No. No, you have to go. It’s your passion. You have to go. 

JOHN You are my passion.

Beat. HELEN stares at him.
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 Why am I never convincing in moments like this? I don’t 
have to go. 

HELEN  No. Go.

JOHN Is it him? He’s not right is he?

HELEN He’s … he’s … it’s just … new. It’s all new. And it has to 
be embraced. Everything has to be embraced. We’ve been 
stuck in this stasis for thirteen months and … I’m so sick of 
waiting … I’m sick of everything being on hold. I’m sick of 
being sick. If time is short them we’d better use it well. So 
you’re going! For Gods sake you’re going!

JOHN You don’t have to decide yet. I have insurance on the tickets. 
But you have to be honest with me. Is this going to work?

HELEN Well I suppose that’s my point. We’ll never know unless we 
try. Time to piss or get off the pot as they say.

JOHN Who on Earth says that?

HELEN waves about the room vaguely. She gets up and 
takes the needle off the record.

HELEN He got the stereo working. 

JOHN I heard.

HELEN He lives in his car.

JOHN What? So he’s like a, a drifter?

HELEN A drifter wouldn’t have a car. He’s more your homeless person. 

JOHN Why?

HELEN shrugs.

HELEN Doesn’t like paying bills.

JOHN Do you want me call The Cleavage see if she’s still available? 
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HELEN No. Not yet. Let’s just … stop being afraid of every damn thing. 

JOHN nods.

JOHN Yes … yes … Oh … I got you something. Bought it the 
other day.

He opens the bag and hands her a small box.

 It’s an alarm in case of an emergency. You wear it around 
your neck. Press the button and it sends an SMS to 
emergency services and anyone else you want. Also emits a 
high pitch siren. In case you have another fall.

HELEN When did ‘fall’ become a noun not a verb?

JOHN Also I got you this. It’s a monitor. Let’s you communicate 
with the bungalow without having to go down there or yell.

He hands it to HELEN.

HELEN It’s a baby monitor. 

JOHN That’s right … baby.

HELEN Wow. Thankyou John. With these new appliances I now feel 
that I am truly living without fear. 

JOHN Jeremy called.

Beat.

HELEN And?

Beat.

 Why?

JOHN To see how you are.

HELEN He called you to see how I am? 

JOHN Yep.
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HELEN And?

JOHN I told him.

Beat.

HELEN And?

JOHN He asked me to keep him posted. You need to speak to him 
… and that’s all I’m going to say on the matter.

HELEN nods and goes back to her bills. JOHN plugs in the 
monitor, pops a handset next to HELEN and tests it.

 “Hello … Helen … Earth to Helen … come in over … ”

HELEN picks up the handset. 

HELEN Do I press a button? 

JOHN No you just talk.

HELEN ‘Helen to John … where did you put the deck oil?’

JOHN “Say again over. You’re running your words together over’. 

HELEN “The Cabots’ … ” Over’.

JOHN retrieves the deck oil from the pantry.

JOHN “It’s just over here over. On the bench over”.

HELEN          “Can you go away now please, over”.

JOHN             Works fine.

HELEN            Wonderfully thoughtful but keep the receipt.

LENNIE enters from the garden.

LENNIE Hey John. [to HELEN] So what’s with the suit of armour 
under the house?

HELEN            It’s his.
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JOHN stares at LENNIE.

JOHN           You’ve got tattoos.

LENNIE       You’ve got a suit of armour. 

JOHN            Just a bit of a hobby Lennie. 

HELEN         Tell him.

JOHN          I did.

LENNIE A hobby?

HELEN Tell him.

JOHN             It’s a thing … I do …

Beat.

LENNIE Sorry, you lost me. What do you mean? 

HELEN Johns a re-enactor.

LENNIE          A what?

HELEN He does re-enactments. Of famous battles. Swords and 
shields. That sort of thing. 

LENNIE You like … dress up?

JOHN Farbs dress up Lennie … I do re-enactments … 

LENNIE You dress up in armour? You dress up as a Knight? 

JOHN … That’s part of it, yes.

LENNIE Like … literally a Knight In Shining Armour? 

Beat. 

JOHN nods.

 Well I hope you’ll pardon the language John but that is 
FUCKING AWESOME!
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JOHN It’s a reasonably silly thing to do with ones life.

LENNIE Really? Is it? Is it really? A Knight in shining armour? You’ve 
got it over me in spades John.

JOHN But I’m not really a Knight though am I? It's just dress ups 
for big people.

LENNIE Just when you think you’ve got someone pegged. Bang! Out 
comes the Knight in shinning armour. Scratch the surface 
and … People are fascinating aren’t they?

HELEN Yes.

JOHN Actually that’s what this is all about. 

LENNIE How do you mean?

JOHN That’s why I’m going away … to Britain.

LENNIE I thought it was a conference thing?

JOHN Well … No. It’s the 500th anniversary of the Battle of Flodden. 

LENNIE So wait a minute … you’re crossing the world to be a Knight 
in Shining Armour?

JOHN For a re-enactment … Yes … Part of the Earl of Surrey’s 
heavy cavalry under the auspices of King Henry the VIII.

LENNIE You’re gonna set off a few alarms with that thing going 
through customs aren’t you. Good for you.

JOHN It is actually quite a big deal. 

LENNIE I have no doubt.

JOHN They’ve had to postpone it for the last three years for various 
reasons. The GFC pulled the rug on a number of big events 
and we’ve been playing catch up ever since. But, there’s going 
to be about 2000 participants from across the world.
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LENNIE Get out! How many of them are Knights though? 

JOHN Only about a hundred.

LENNIE I salute you sir.

LENNIE salutes.

JOHN Actually that’s where saluting comes from. 

LENNIE How’d you mean?

JOHN It was the Knight lifting his visor to the King as a mark 
of respect.

LENNIE The things you learn. Who are the Farbs? 

HELEN How’s that garden getting along Lennie?

LENNIE Still there, about to be pruned within an inch of its life. 
Secateurs?

HELEN Hanging up above the bench under the house.

LENNIE I’ve relocated a couple of tri-stakes along the side fence so 
it’s not in any danger of being blown down anytime soon 
and I’ll re-hang the side gate so it actually opens. So …
gardening. Right you are.

He turns to leave.

JOHN Ah … Lennie? 

LENNIE Yes John?

JOHN I’m just curious but … where did you get the tattoos? 

LENNIE [pulling down his singlet] These?

JOHN Yes.

Beat. 
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LENNIE steps back into the room. 

Beat.

LENNIE Prison … long story short … killed a man.

Beat. 

LENNIE bursts out laughing.

 Sorry, just had to see the look on your faces. A mate of 
mine in Thomastown did these. He’s an artist this bloke.

Beat.

 No, really, I’m just joking. Can’t get tatts like this in prison.

He smiles and winks at HELEN.

 Actually get this, this mate of mine had a woman come 
into hit shop a few years ago. True story. She has a big tatt 
right across her chest and she wants him to fix it. Cover it 
up. Anything. It said ‘NO REGRETS’.

JOHN And what so … she no longer believed that?

LENNIE No, it was spelt R. A. G. R. E. T. S. NO RAGRETS. True 
story. He made it into a butterfly. An artist he is, this bloke.

LENNIE exits. JOHN and HELEN watch him go. The 
clock ticks.
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SCENE  THREE 
8pm. Wednesday a week later. JOHN is dressed and ready 
to leave for the airport. HELEN is sitting at the table in a 
dressing gown. JOHN picks up the phone to show her.

JOHN So it’s all on fast dial. The list is here. I am eminently 
contactable except when I’m on the plane. Actually there’s 
something I didn’t think about. I wonder if they’ll let me 
have a phone on the battlefield? I’ll be discreet. So, I’ve told 
Lennie about all of the appointments and he’ll take you there 
and bring you back, we hope. Hydro-therapy is Tuesday 
next week not Wednesday. He knows this. I’ve shifted your 
next full scan to the Thursday after I get back so I’ll be here 
for that. Food deliveries begin tomorrow. I’ve given Lennie 
$400 in petty cash if you need anything though I can’t 
imagine what. So don’t go giving him money. Cab will be 
here in a minute. So yes day or night, don’t bother about time 
difference, just call. And I’ll call you. If for some reason you 
can’t get through to me, Tony’s number 5.

HELEN Tony?

JOHN My friend Tony. Sir Fattypuff? He’s already over there. 

HELEN Oh Sir Fattypuff.

JOHN Now why do I feel like I’ve left something out? Sword, 
scabbard, shield, phone, spectacles, testicles, wallet, watch, car 
serviced … food ordered … alarms? Bugger. Oh it’s Jeremy’s 
birthday tomorrow. I’ll leave that in your capable hands. 
There’s a list on fridge of other bits and pieces. Margaret said 
she might pop in and take you out briefly somewhere nice.

HELEN Alright. Enough. Give me a kiss and go for Gods sake.

They embrace and kiss, he holds her face in his hands, 
looking at her intently. He appears to be about to say 
something when his phone beeps.
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JOHN Cabs here. Aright. I’ll be seeing you in a week exactly. Now 
… are you going to be alright with him?

HELEN Have a great time and stop worrying about me.

JOHN Well I do have to say that what he’s done to the side garden 
is miraculous.

HELEN Slay your dragon, save the damsel and don’t get the two 
confused. 

JOHN Be safe … I’m not going to say I love you because I do and 
you know it and so do I so it doesn’t bare repeating does it?

HELEN I love you too.

JOHN Really? Really do you? 

HELEN Get out.

He exits grabbing his carry on luggage and waving. 
HELEN sits and looks thoughtfully about the room. She 
get’s up and moves to the stereo. She turns it on and as she’s 
about to place the needle down a voice is heard.

LENNIE Helen … ? You there boss?

It’s coming from the baby monitor. HELEN puts the needle 
back and goes over to the bench and picks up the receiver.

HELEN Hello over.

LENNIE John gone is he?

HELEN Yes over.

LENNIE You on your lonesome?

HELEN Yes.

LENNIE Can I ask you a question Helen?

HELEN … Yes.
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LENNIE What’s wrong with you? 

Beat.

HELEN How do you mean? Over? 

LENNIE What’s wrong with you? 

Beat.

HELEN Didn’t Barbara tell you? 

LENNIE No.

HELEN Or John?

LENNIE No.

HELEN Oh … I have a brain tumour … Over.

Beat.

 An inoperable brain tumour. A number of them actually.

Pause.

 You there over?

Beat.

LENNIE Shit … that’s shit … I don’t know what to say Helen.

Beat.

 Are you dying? 

Beat.

HELEN I suppose so.

LENNIE … How long have you got?

HELEN A little while I hope.

Pause.
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LENNIE I don’t know what to say.

HELEN That’s alright Lennie … there’s not much to be said. 

LENNIE You want company … ?

HELEN No. I’m okay.

Beat.

LENNIE ‘Misery loves company’ … isn’t that what they say?

HELEN My father used to say that … He gave an old book of proverbs 
by a man called John Ray for my thirteenth birthday. He was 
a Renaissance theologian who also coined the phrase ‘Blood 
is thicker than water’ … The book had the most incredible 
title. I memorised it. It was … it was ‘A Collection of English 
Proverbs: Digested Into a Convenient Method for the Speedy 
Finding of Anyone Upon Occasion; with Short Annotations … 
Whereunto are Added Local Proverbs with Their Explications, 
Old Proverbial Rhythms, Less Known Or Exotic Proverbial 
Sentences, and … Scottish Proverbs’ … All of that to then 
house such a succinct line like ‘misery loves company’ …

Beat.

 You there?

LENNIE Yeah … still here …we’re going to have to see what we can do 
about this …

HELEN How do you mean?

Beat.

LENNIE … Sweet dreams Helen.

She puts the receiver down and goes back to the stereo and 
puts on ‘Ave Maria’. She sits at the table and listens. After a 
minute, lights begin to fade. The music plays on.

Interval.
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ACT  TWO 
SCENE  ONE 

As before. The next day. Thursday. 8am. The food service 
has arrived. LENNIE starts to unpack it, placing plastic 
containers on the bench. He stops and looks at one. Opens 
the lid and sniffs. Not good. He sticks a finger in it and tastes. 
Really not good. He goes to the fridge and drinks milk out 
of the bottle to clear the taste. Then he begins packing it all 
into the fridge. Once done he looks at the clock on the mantle 
piece as it ticks. HELEN enters groggily in her dressing gown. 
Her head, seen for the first time is almost completely bald.

HELEN Good morning.

LENNIE swings about at the sight of her.

LENNIE Shit!

HELEN, in a panic, begins looking behind her.

HELEN What! What! A mouse? Where is it?

She looks to LENNIE, touches her head and runs out of the 
room. LENNIE calls after her.

LENNIE Helen, Helen, sorry that was just a bit of a shock Helen … 
I didn’t realise you …

LENNIE stands alone in the room. He admonishes 
himself with a silent ‘fuck’. HELEN re-enters putting a 
scarf on her head.

HELEN Apologies Lennie. You didn’t need to start the day gazing 
upon the ‘dreary wreck of the Hesperus’.

LENNIE No, no, don’t apologise. Please. I thought something might 
have been going on upstairs but you know … don’t apologise.

HELEN No it looks horrible.
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LENNIE No it brings out your features.

HELEN ignores this and goes into the kitchen and turns on 
the jug.

 Hey … what do you think your doing? 

HELEN I’m making a cup of tea.

LENNIE moves at pace to the kitchen and starts shooing 
her out.

LENNIE That’s a demarcation issue Helen. Don’t want trouble on 
the docks do you? Come on. Out! Sit there and I’ll make 
you a cuppa.

He ushers her to a seat at the table and holds out the chair 
for her. She gives up and sits.

 White no sugar. 

HELEN In a cup if I may. 

LENNIE holds up two mugs. 

LENNIE Got ‘em.

 A cup please.

 [he nods] Yeah … how do you mean?

HELEN puts her forefinger and thumb together and 
demonstrates a ‘cup’.

 Oh like a cup and saucer? 

HELEN Yes please.

LENNIE ‘Fancy tea’ as mum used to say.

LENNIE proceeds to make two cups of tea.
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 It’s one of those grey areas isn’t it. A cup is a cup is a cup. A 
mug is also a cup. A cup is a mug if you fill it full enough. 
Both do the same thing. They’re … vessels. You put stuff 
in them. Fill them up. Drink from them. And then they’re 
empty again. They can be full, half full or empty. And 
sometimes they can be ‘fancy’.

LENNIE delivers the tea to HELEN.

LENNIE Feel free to tell me to shut up. ‘Shut the hell up Lennie’ 
that’s what you’ve gotta learn to say.

HELEN I’d like those boxes bought up from under the house today. 

LENNIE Gotcha.

HELEN And I noticed that you hadn’t got rid of the fireweed up by 
the fence as yet.

LENNIE Really? You want that gone? 

HELEN It’s a weed.

LENNIE I dunno. It’s got a flower. Don’t like ripping anything out 
that’s got a flower.

HELEN It’ll kill everything else in the garden unless it’s ripped out. 

LENNIE Maybe. But then all you have left is that ugly bald fence. 

Beat.

HELEN I’d like it gone please.

LENNIE Your call boss.

They sip their tea. LENNIE leans against the kitchen 
counter top and examines the answering machine.

 What’s this?

HELEN It’s the answering machine.
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LENNIE An ‘answering machine’. Old school.

HELEN proffers a wincing smile.

 The food arrived this morning. 

HELEN Good.

LENNIE If you can call it food.

HELEN Why?

LENNIE goes to the fridge and gets one of the containers.

LENNIE Look at this. ‘Fettuccini pesto’. He opens the container and 
shows Helen. 

 Stick your finger in. Have a taste. 

HELEN No …

LENNIE Go on.

HELEN reluctantly does so.

 The pesto’s oxidised, they haven’t roasted the pine nuts, 
the fettuccini’s gone a bit beyond al’ dente’. See how it’s 
all bloated. And, it’s swimming in a bucket of oil. Not to 
mention that the whole thing is all a bit 1980s.

HELEN Well it’s supposed to be nutritionally good for people who’ve 
undergone chemotherapy.

LENNIE takes a step back.

LENNIE Well … any nutrition that was in this has had the crap cooked 
out it even before it hit the plastic container. And that’s not 
the worst. You should have a look at the tuna steak. And the 
stroganoff looks like someone’s already eaten it once.

HELEN It’ll be fine. I don’t have much of an appetite these days anyway. 
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LENNIE Look, tell you what. You pick something you’d like to eat 
tonight, I’ll nick down the shops and get the ingredients, 
and we’ll have a cook off. Lennie versus the 1980s. 

HELEN It’s actually a very expensive service. 

LENNIE You’ve been stiffed.

HELEN Can you really cook?

LENNIE Yeah, I was on Master Chef.

HELEN throws him a look. 

 Second season. 

HELEN No!

LENNIE Got knocked out in the first round. Fucked up the soufflé’. 
‘Pardon the French.

HELEN I’ll pardon the French but the Anglo Saxon, not so much. 

LENNIE shrugs.

LENNIE You’re working with new ovens you’ve never cooked on 
before, fan forced, la di da. Who eats soufflé’ anyway.

HELEN You were on Master Chef? 

LENNIE Yep.

HELEN Where did you learn to cook?

LENNIE At home. Taught myself. After the accident it was about 
the only thing I could do that I actually enjoyed.

HELEN What accident?

LENNIE The car accident me and my brother were in. 

HELEN Oh … what happened?
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LENNIE … Had an altercation with a Red Gum.

HELEN And your brother was paralysed? 

LENNIE Yep.

HELEN …Were you driving?

Beat.

LENNIE … Na … he was. I was only sixteen. Didn’t have a licence. 

HELEN Why did he crash?

LENNIE He was drunk … fell asleep.

Beat.

HELEN Oh … I’m sorry …

LENNIE You ever been in an accident? 

HELEN Nothing serious no.

LENNIE Well the funny thing was, it was late, we were driving 
along, we’d been at this party at a mates place and we’d 
stopped talking, and it was like we just wandered, casually 
across the road then … smack! No panic leading up to it. 
Time just … stretched on forever.

  Car was totalled but I didn’t have a scratch on me. And 
I look over to me brother and start going ‘Shit, how 
about that’. And he looks like he’s smiling at me. And I’m 
thinking how lucky we are. Then he says he can’t move.

LENNIE shrugs.

 So after about four months in hospital he’s back home in 
a wheel chair and there’s not much to do but eat well. So I 
taught myself.

HELEN What about your mother?
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LENNIE She was there for a bit of it. She’d already moved up to F’N’Q 
with some bloke before the accident. She hung around for a bit 
till she could leave. Done her ‘duty’ so to speak.

HELEN So you were his carer?

LENNIE nods.

 What about your father?

LENNIE My father is from South Australia. He’s still there as far as I 
know. Guess what his name is?

HELEN shakes her head.

 Lenard. That’s about as much as I know about him. My brother’s 
father …we’re not actually sure who he was. Mum liked putting 
it about, if you know what I mean. So … she’d send the odd bits 
of money when she could … She used to send us the Shop-A-
Dockets, you know vouchers with discounts and that. But they 
were like for businesses in Townsville and Cairns … so bit of a 
disappointment but there you go. But … I did learn to cook. So 
there’s your cup half full Helen.

HELEN You’re an optimist?

LENNIE shakes his head.

LENNIE … I reckon there are two types of optimist. You’ve got you’re 
‘natural optimist’ and then you’ve got you’re ‘I’m trying to be 
and optimist, optimist’. Your ‘natural optimist’ is someone you 
could call ‘dumb’. Or if you wanna be kind they’re someone 
who is ‘yet to be tested’. The ‘I’m trying to be an optimist, 
optimist’ is someone who has already drunk from the glass 
half empty and find themselves still thirsty. So they’re trying, 
but it doesn’t come naturally. Hence, my folks… are a bit of a 
disappointment … but … and, if fact because of that … we ate 
like kings. Lobster Mornay, carpetbaggers, oysters Kilpatrick, 
speaking of the 80s.
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HELEN How did you afford that? Were you working as well?

LENNIE I was his carer. Odd jobs here and there but mostly welfare 
and the odd five-finger discount.

HELEN Really? You stole it?

LENNIE Desperate measures Helen. Don’t do it anymore I’d add. I’d 
go to the supermarket with him in the wheelchair and just fill 
up their plastic bags with whatever we wanted, hang them off 
the handles, then wheel out through the bottle shop, buy a 
can of something, and trundle out. Never got sprung once in 
four years. So what do you reckon? Cook off? Fettuccini ala 
puke versus … ? Your pick. What do you like?

HELEN You cannot steal the ingredients. 

LENNIE Wouldn’t dream of it.

HELEN I’ll give you money to purchase them.

LENNIE No. You’ve already been ripped off once with this mob. My 
shout. What’s your poison?

HELEN thinks.

HELEN You mentioned a bouillabaisse.

LENNIE Excellent choice madam. Now, a starter? Dessert? 

HELEN Just the bouillabaisse.

LENNIE Whooohoo! I get to go in the kitchen! What’s your oven like? 

HELEN It’s excellent.

LENNIE Right! Boxes from downstairs. Where do you get your 
seafood around here?

HELEN I’ll come with you.

LENNIE Bloody brilliant. You going to dress? You don’t have to. 
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HELEN Yes I’ll dress.

LENNIE Great. 

He turns to leave. 

 Helen … ? 

HELEN Yes?

LENNIE I hope you’re not wearing a scarf because … because 
you’re\ ashamed or embarrassed. And I hope you’re not 
wearing it because of me …

HELEN It keeps my head warm.

LENNIE Well … whatever you’re comfortable with … Personally I 
like it, just how it is …

HELEN Well that’s very sweet of you.

LENNIE You look like you’re on Star Trek … Which is cool by the 
way …

HELEN Thankyou.

He offers the Vulcan sign of peace. 

LENNIE ‘Live long and prosper.’ Helen reciprocates with a vague wave. 

HELEN Get the boxes.

LENNIE Okay.

He exits downstairs. HELEN gets up and goes to the 
mantle piece and stares in the mirror. She takes the scarf 
off and looks at herself for a moment before putting it back 
on. She moves to the kitchen bench and picks up the phone 
and checking against the speed dial list, punches a number 
in. She gets an answering service.
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HELEN Hello … Jeremy … It’s Helen … mum … calling to say I …
that you are in my thoughts … always … and to wish … 
wish you a happy birthday … Forty seven … my goodness. 
I’ve sent you a card with a voucher … I never know what to 
get you … I hope it arrived.

HELEN places a hand over her mouth. She gathers herself 
with a breath. LENNIE mounts the stairs with a large 
cardboard box.

LENNIE How many of these do you want up?

HELEN [to LENNIE] I think one at a time for now. [into the 
phone] Sorry I’ve got a man here bringing up boxes. Yes so 
Happy Birthday … my darling boy … forty seven … would 
you call me … ?

She holds that thought for the longest time then hangs up. 
HELEN places her phone down gently on the kitchen bench. 
LENNIE puts the box down on the table and brushes his 
hands. HELEN approaches and opens the box and looks inside.

 Oh goodness … we live life and then we put it all in a box 
don’t we.

LENNIE nods and watches as she picks various items out of the 
box. An old photograph, a framed certificate, a trinket box.

 I’ve been thinking that … that we are always three things at 
once. Aren’t we?

LENNIE How’d you mean?

HELEN We are always … what we were, what we are and what we want 
to be. That’s essentially what consciousness is, isn’t it. Past, 
present and future … all at once. All heading towards some 
kind of resolution … or singularity … we’re just a constant 
conversation between those three things … don’t you think?

Beat. 
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LENNIE thinks about this for a moment then nods.

 ‘Shut the hell up Helen’?

LENNIE No, no, not at all. I’m thinking about it. 

HELEN But never the less … 'Shut the hell up Helen’.

LENNIE Alright … we’ve got a whole week rattling around here 
together. Let’s make a pact.

HELEN A pact?

LENNIE You say whatever you want to say and I say whatever I 
want to say and no one gets told to shut up? Yeah?

HELEN nods and begins to move off.

HELEN That could either be very refreshing or the worst idea ever. 
I’m going to get dressed. I’ll shower later.

LENNIE You going to eat? 

HELEN Nothing yet … thankyou.

LENNIE There’s not much you can do about the past. Past is passed. 
May as well try and fold a fitted sheet.

HELEN props for a moment, thinking.

HELEN But you can actually fold a fitted sheet Lennie. 

LENNIE But Helen … what’s the point?

He smiles. She nods and exits up the hallway to her 
room. LENNIE looks inside the box. He lifts an old large 
photograph out and looks at it. Then another. He hears 
the clock ticking and takes in the empty room. His mobile 
phone rings. He answers. As he talks he looks through the 
small pile of bank statements and bills left on the table.
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 Hello John that was quick … oh right, where are you? …
Singapore? … all good … no she’s fine … she’s in her room 
getting dressed … we’re going to go shopping … yes food 
arrived … looks great yeah … alright well we’ll talk later 
… I will … I will … I will … I will … bin night … got ya 
… ok then … onwards and upwards … I will … I will … 
okay then … I will … you’re breaking up a bit John. John 
can you … breaking … I’ll call … can’t … up.

He hangs up abruptly and pockets his phone. It immediately 
rings again. He looks at the caller ID for a moment then 
silences it and lets it go to message bank. He pockets the 
phone. HELEN enters, dressed, looking quite smart.

HELEN Was that John? 

LENNIE He’s in Singapore. 

HELEN Bin night?

LENNIE Yep.

HELEN He’s psychotic. 

LENNIE Don’t you look nice.

HELEN Thankyou.

LENNIE What’s this?

He holds up the photograph from the book.

HELEN Have you been looking through my personal belongings? 

LENNIE Um. Yes.

HELEN That’s me in a British farce of some sort whose name 
escapes me for the minute.

LENNIE Get out! You’re an actor?
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HELEN I was an actor. Amateur productions. Mostly I was a 
literature teacher.

LENNIE [pointing at the photograph] And that’s you? 

HELEN When I had hair. I was thirty-four I think. 

LENNIE Total hottie.

HELEN How do you mean? 

LENNIE Um, good looking. 

HELEN I could turn a head.

LENNIE I can imagine. 

HELEN Total hottie I was. 

LENNIE No argument here.

LENNIE lifts another framed photograph.

 Who’s this?

HELEN My son. Jeremy. From a previous … he’s not Johns. He’s 
a lawyer. In Sydney … He’s seventeen there. Graduation. 
So handsome …

HELEN takes the photograph off LENNIE and puts it back 
in the box.

 Shall we? 

LENNIE Shall we? 

HELEN Lets.

LENNIE My car or the Prius?

HELEN The Prius please. But you’ll have to drive. 

LENNIE You can’t drive?



The Architect by Aidan Fennessy

77A Playlab Theatre Publication 

HELEN No I certainly can drive, I’m just not allowed to drive in 
case my brain explodes on a busy intersection.

LENNIE Been there done that. After you. 

HELEN [with a smile] Why thankyou sir.

They begin to exit. HELEN stumbles a little and LENNIE 
throws out an arm to steady her.

LENNIE Alright, steady on we don’t want that brain exploding 
before we get to the shops.

They exit arm in arm. After a moment the home phone 
rings and goes through to the message bank.

JOHN Ah hello darling, thought I might catch you on the mobile 
but you didn’t answer. In Singapore, just awaiting the call 
for the second leg but there’s been some sort of delay. Have 
you spoken to Jeremy? Did he call you? I spoke with him a 
moment ago and he seemed a little put out about me being 
O.S. and the whole … arrangement. So do call him and then 
call me. I’ll be here for a while yet but I’ll call you at any rate 
once I get there … alright … I love you … and … oh! Bin 
night! Don’t forget to tell Lennie it’s bin night. Alright speak 
soon … lots of love …

Lights fade.
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SCENE  TWO 
8 pm, same day. The clock ticks away in the background. 
LENNIE enters from the garden with a handful of parsley 
and bunch of flowers from the garden. Fireweed. He gets 
a vase and arranges them on the kitchen bench. He checks 
on a bubbling pot on the stove and takes off his apron. He 
suddenly remembers …

LENNIE Shit …

He dashes to the fridge, gets out one of the plastic containers 
and throws it into the microwave and cranks it up.

 Helen … ! Teas ready!

HELEN enters. LENNIE displays some deft knife skills as 
he chops parsley. She sits down at the table. The microwave 
whirs in the background. 

 Alright, another minute. Time to play Guess the Chef. 

HELEN What’s that?

LENNIE You gotta guess who I am. I’m gonna do a bit of the 
acting now.

HELEN Okay.

LENNIE leans sumptuously into the kitchen bench. In 
a prim, low, and not entirely convincing British female 
accent he says —

LENNIE “When I’m at home, cooking for the children, I like to dip 
my finger in the food, then lick it, then dip it back in the 
food. I also like to hoik my boobs up as far as I possibly —

HELEN Nigella.

LENNIE Too easy. Now.
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He puts on HELEN’s glasses, which are sitting on the 
bench. A London accent.

LENNIE ‘When I was a kid growing up I was teased and bullied by 
the other kids probably because I was a nerd with a very 
stupid name. As such I spent a lot of my time alone, in the 
kitchen, inventing stupid things to eat.”

HELEN Heston Blumenthal?

LENNIE takes the glasses off and slouches into the counter 
top, his head lolling from side to side. A mellifluous British 
accent that punches certain random words.

LENNIE ‘The richness and diversity of the people is reflected in the 
richness and diversity of their food.’ No? ‘This nation is of 
course on a rich and diverse trade route which for centuries 
has produced dishes which again reflect the richness 
and diversity of the people … their trade route … and of 
course, their dishes … ’ No?

HELEN No idea.

LENNIE Rick Stein. He’s actually really hard to do. Like him though. 

HELEN So do I.

LENNIE He’s kind of real isn’t he?

HELEN And relaxing to watch. Beautiful voice. Like mogadon in 
human form.

LENNIE That’s very true.

HELEN [suddenly and loudly with a broad Australian accent] 
‘Where’s the cheese?’

LENNIE is slightly startled.

LENNIE You’re not having cheese with bouillabaisse. 
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HELEN No that’s Peter Russell Clarke.

LENNIE Who’s Peter Russell Clarke?

HELEN Who’s Peter Russell Clarke? ‘Come and get it!’ He was the 
quintessential Australian chef. ‘Peter G’Day, Russell G’Day, 
Clarke … G’Day’. No?

LENNIE Oh.

HELEN You know, of all the political and cultural upheavals I’ve 
witnessed over my lifetime do you know what the most 
shocking and unforeseen change has been?

LENNIE shakes his head

 It’s been watching the British start telling the rest of the 
world how to cook.

LENNIE spoons out the dish, sprinkling parsley, and places it 
steaming onto the table. He moves the cardboard box away.

 Well, this looks very impressive.

LENNIE places cutlery and a finger bowl down for her. 

 Thankyou. Are you not going to eat? 

LENNIE I’ll eat in a minute. Try it.

HELEN Smells beautiful. That’s the thing with these tumours. It’s very 
likely that as they progress I’ll lose all sense of smell and taste.

LENNIE Well hurry up then.

LENNIE paces nervously behind her. She tries the broth.

HELEN Oh … oh my … oh my God. 

LENNIE What? What?

HELEN is onto another spoon.
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 Grab some of the trevally. 

HELEN That is … it’s …

LENNIE What?

HELEN It’s miraculous. 

LENNIE It’s good?

HELEN Miraculous is better than good Lennie. 

LENNIE So it’s good?

HELEN Yes.

LENNIE Good. It’s good? Thought the broth might have been too 
briney for you. But it’s good yeah?

The microwave ‘dings’. LENNIE races back to the kitchen. 

 Right. Push that aside for a minute and try this. 

HELEN No this is wonderful.

LENNIE You gotta try it. If you don’t try it it’s not a competition and 
if it’s not a competition then there are no clear winners.

He rips off the lid of the container, shoves a fork into it and 
throws it down in front of HELEN.

 Madam … your bucket of sick. 

HELEN I don’t want to.

LENNIE Try it or I won’t put the bins out.

HELEN leans over and tries it.

 And … ?

HELEN Actually it’s quite nice. 
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LENNIE YOU ARE A LIAR HELEN! 

HELEN No it’s really quite good.

LENNIE LIAR! Alright I’ll take mine away and you can eat slop.

HELEN No. You win. Hands down. It’s the best meal I’ve had in … 
forever. Thankyou … Master Chef!

LENNIE does a little victory dance.

LENNIE Thankyou! Thankyou Helen. You … you know what you’ve 
gone and done? You’ve made me a happy … a happy man …

Beat.

 Thankyou … Wine?

HELEN Oh … I’m not sure if I should?

LENNIE Well technically you should have been in bed half an hour 
ago so why not?

HELEN           Alright then, just a splash.

LENNIE pours a wine. HELEN continues to eat. He deposits 
the wine and sits watching her. After a moment she pauses.

            That’s a little disconcerting.

LENNIE          I’ll look away. Actually, what is wine without music?

He jumps up and selects a record.

          Good Lord Helen! You’ve got some crap here.

HELEN I beg your pardon but I have excellent taste in music. 

LENNIE ‘Richard Tauber’?

HELEN            Someone gave that to me. 

LENNIE          ‘Claus Wunderlich’? Really? 
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HELEN            I think that’s Johns.

LENNIE Al Johnson? Anyone here who isn’t dead? 

HELEN Probably not.

LENNIE Wanna dance? 

HELEN No!

LENNIE          Why not?

HELEN            Because I don’t want to.

She pushes the bowl away.

LENNIE Come on. Your legs painted on?

HELEN I’m not dancing.

LENNIE We could be dead tomorrow. 

HELEN Charming.

LENNIE Brain explosion in the middle of the night. Boom! Come 
on. Get up.

HELEN There is no way I am dancing.

LENNIE So, a not too unattractive, heavily tattooed man, smelling 
slightly of fish, is asking you for a dance and you decline? 
What? Waiting for a better offer?

 Come on. Dance with me. Nothing untoward is going to 
happen. You’re not my type.

LENNIE picks a record and places it on the turntable.

HELEN And why aren’t I your type?

LENNIE ‘Cause you’re really really old Helen. You’d probably snap a 
hip if anything hot and heavy happened.
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 Wait a minute. Hang on. Here we go.

He puts the record on. It’s Peggy Lee’s ‘Is That All There Is’ 
[slow version] He stands and takes HELEN in a formal pose. 
The song plays. They stand still for a moment listening.

 Just gotta get past this talky bit first.

They begin to dance slowly. Silently. Moving finally into 
a close embrace, her arms around his neck. She sinks into 
the movement.

The song finishes and for a moment HELEN holds his face 
in her hands. Both are smiling. LENNIE breaks and turns 
the record off. Again, silence.

LENNIE You gonna eat any more?

HELEN Elegant sufficiency. I eat like a bird these days.

Beat.

 I was nineteen when I first heard that song. It was when I 
met my husband.

LENNIE John?

HELEN Oh no. Not him. We’re not married. John? No. John and I 
have only been together for ten years.

LENNIE Oh right.

HELEN No, when I was nineteen. We met at a dance, a Parish 
dance, fell in love, got married. My son came along.

LENNIE Jeremy.

HELEN And then after fifteen years we parted ways. 

LENNIE Why the split?

HELEN People change. Things change. Don’t they?
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LENNIE British chefs. Say no more nods.

Beat.

HELEN There was an infidelity …

LENNIE props.

LENNIE An … ?

HELEN I had an affair. 

LENNIE Oh.

HELEN With the gentleman who played opposite me in that 
play actually. He was somewhat older than me at the 
time. Quite charismatic. His name was Herbert. He had 
something to do with phosphate. I really have no idea now 
what I was thinking.

LENNIE What happened to Herbert?

HELEN His wife took exception. I used to think the disintegration 
of my marriage was what defined me. But now I think … I 
think it was just the inevitable consequence of a decision. 
My decision. Not a great decision in the end but there you 
go. We are nothing but what we do. People change. The only 
constant is change … and so the marriage ended. He moved 
to Sydney. I got the house. He took Jeremy. It was deemed 
a suitable punishment befitting the crime … I’m very glad 
however that our paths have crossed Lennie. Unfortunately 
you have met me at a very strange time in my life.

LENNIE clears the bowl off the table to the kitchen. 
HELEN sits at the head of the table.

 What I’d like to know is what … literally, what in God’s 
name were they thinking playing that song at a Parish 
dance? Seems a little ‘off message’ doesn’t it?

LENNIE So what happens? 
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HELEN With what?

LENNIE If the tumours … if the treatment doesn’t work. What happens? 

HELEN I die … but not before a cascade of intervention. A terrible 
cascade of intervention. Matters will be taken out of my 
hands. My body will trundle on without me for a while … 
and then I die. Statistically speaking I’m already dead.

LENNIE They give you a time frame?

HELEN It’s a stage 4 Glioblastoma. We caught it early. So I’m very 
much on borrowed time. But it hasn’t grown from the last 
round of chemo … so … 'hope springs eternal in the human 
breast’ … ‘Lose your wealth you’ve lost nothing, lose you’re 
health you’ve lost something, lose you’re character, you’ve lost 
everything’. ‘The Readiness is all’. That’s why I’ve got you here. 
I shouldn’t drink wine I think I’ve just conflated about four 
different things.

She sips her wine. LENNIE approaches clearing the table. 

Beat.

LENNIE What do you mean? Why have you got me here?

HELEN Help fix the place up. I’m getting another valuation done on 
the property so as to finalise The Will. Get my affairs in order. 
Taking matters into my own hands … I watched my mother 
rot away and I thought … what is it exactly, that is so bloody 
sacred about this? Let her die! Help the poor thing to die. You’d 
do it for a dog so what is all of this intervention this for? That’s 
the obscenity. We celebrate a life as it comes into the world and 
then we cower in shame and fear on the way out.

They look at each other. Silence. HELEN breaks.

LENNIE So … hang on … You’re going to take matters into your 
own hands? 



The Architect by Aidan Fennessy

87A Playlab Theatre Publication 

HELEN Yes…when the time comes…

Beat.

LENNIE John know about this?

HELEN Yes… And he was willing to risk being disbarred to get me 
the Nembutal.

LENNIE The what?

HELEN It’s a barbiturate. They use it to put animals to sleep. It wasn’t 
easy to procure but fortunately, as a barrister, John knows a 
lot of people involved in the illegal importation of drugs.

LENNIE          So you already got the stuff here? The tablets? 

HELEN            It’s a liquid. Yes. It’s in my bathroom cupboard. 

LENNIE          What about Barbara? You tell Barbara?

HELEN She’s makes a tidy living convincing people not to commit 
suicide. I think my case would fall on deaf ears.

LENNIE And your son? 

HELEN Jeremy. 

LENNIE You told him? 

HELEN shakes her head.

HELEN It’s one thing to be resigned to meeting your maker, quite 
another explaining that to your child. To that regard I 
am woefully inadequate. I remember my father telling 
me something, years ago. He was a Baptist. It’s a thought 
experiment. It goes … 'What, if anything, does an 
omnipotent, omnipresent and omniscient God lack?’

LENNIE shakes his head. 

LENNIE Dunno. 
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HELEN ‘Limitation.’

She smiles.

 That is our particular burden. 

LENNIE So when’s this all gonna happen?

HELEN I don’t know … We’ll have to wait and see … Till then, 
sword of Damocles hangs above my head.

Beat.

LENNIE Just like Master Chef. 

HELEN Nothing like Master Chef.

LENNIE Totally like Master Chef. FIVE SECONDS TO GO 
CONTESTANTS, FOUR, THREE, TWO, ONE. TIME’S 
UP! TOOLS DOWN!

HELEN laughs.

HELEN You’re an idiot.

LENNIE You pay peanuts you get monkeys.

HELEN I think we should have a party for John’s return. 

LENNIE You miss him?

HELEN stares, lost. LENNIE leans in.

HELEN Who? 

LENNIE … John? 

HELEN blinks, slowly recovers.

HELEN He’s only been gone a day. No. I worry about him. He 
is spending more and more time wandering the great, 
echoing, halls of his Mind Palace. He needs to be in the 
world. Not here in this … sarcophagus. And of course 
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I worry about what will happen when I’m gone. No, 
the party is more something to look forward to really, a 
distraction to these drab inevitabilities. You have been 
more than generous with your ears. Thankyou Lennie. It’s a 
relief to be just able to talk … Well I’m done. Time for this 
gal to shuffle off to Buffalo.

LENNIE That’s bed right? You’re talking about going to bed. 

HELEN [she sings] Off we’re gonna shuffle, Shuffle off to Buffalo”

Beat. 

HELEN again stares around the room lost.

LENNIE Well its either bed or Broadway for you young lady …

HELEN Bed is correct. All that dancing’s taken its toll … thankyou 
for the flowers by the way. What are they?

LENNIE Just something I found down by the back fence.

HELEN looks at them.

HELEN Break a hip my arse. I’d still give you a run for your money 
‘young man’.

LENNIE You’re gonna give me nightmares Helen.

She blows him a kiss and she exits.

 Helen?

HELEN answers from the hallway.

HELEN Yes?

LENNIE Thankyou too … I’m glad you liked the bouillabaisse.

Beat.
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She goes to her bedroom as LENNIE sets about cleaning up 
the kitchen. As he does he begins to quietly whistle ‘Shuffle 
off to Buffalo’. He moves to the table with a cloth and 
begins wiping it down and tidying the pile of papers. After 
a moment JEREMY appears at the mouth of the hallway 
and watches LENNIE. He’s carrying a shoulder bag. 
LENNIE eventually stops and looks up.

LENNIE  Hello? 

JEREMY   Hello. 

Beat.

LENNIE Who are you?

JEREMY I’m Helen’s son. Jeremy. Where is she? 

LENNIE She’s in bed … You got a key do you? 

JEREMY … Yeah I’ve got a key.

He throws his bag onto the couch.

 And you are … ? 

LENNIE Lennie.

JEREMY Hi Lennie.

JEREMY reaches to out to shake hands. LENNIE dries 
his hand and shakes. The whole transaction takes a little 
too long.

 When’d she go to bed?

LENNIE Just before. You could pop in and see her if you want.

JEREMY … No. I’ll surprise her in the morning. You in the 
bungalow yeah? 

LENNIE Yeah. So, did she know that you were coming?
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JEREMY No, I spoke to John this morning. He told me about the whole 
situation. So I thought I’d take a few days off. Fly down. 

LENNIE What situation?

JEREMY What situation? Well, that John’s headed off overseas for a week.

Beat.

LENNIE So you haven’t spoken to Helen? 

JEREMY No.

Silence. JEREMY stares at LENNIE.

 That was mine you know. She tell you that? 

LENNIE What was yours?

JEREMY The bungalow. She had it built after my dad died and I moved 
back down here for University. She didn’t tell you that?

LENNIE No.

JEREMY When you sit on the end of the bed you can see right up into 
these back windows can’t you? Get the full lay out…

JEREMY moves to the table next to LENNY. He looks down 
at the papers on the table then picks up the half empty wine 
glass and sniffs it. He then takes it to the sink and tips it out. 
An awkward silence, then —

 I’ll finish up here.

A frosty stand off. From the corridor we hear the click of 
HELEN’s door opening then —

HELEN ‘I’ll go home and get my panties
 You go home and get your scanties
 And away we’ll go.’
 I was thinking Lennie —
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HELEN appears in her dressing gown. She doesn’t see 
JEREMY in the kitchen at first.

HELEN For the party, we should make it a Medieval theme. 
Knights and dragons. That sort of thing.

HELEN turns and finally sees JEREMY. She stares rather 
blankly at him, not really trusting that he’s there. Then …

 What … ? 

JEREMY Hi Mum.

HELEN turns to LENNIE for confirmation. 

HELEN What’s he doing here? 

LENNIE shrugs. She turns to JEREMY. 

 What are you doing here?

JEREMY I tried to get an earlier flight. I thought I’d surprise you.

HELEN Surprise me … ? Do you know how lethal surprises can be 
… You’ve met Lennie?

JEREMY We’ve met…

A tense breathe. Then —

LENNIE So … do you want me to finish the dishes? 

JEREMY /No.

HELEN /Leave the dishes. Thankyou Lennie.

Beat.

LENNIE moves to the back door.

LENNIE Well if you need me Helen you’ve got the— He mouths the 
word ‘Alarm’ and indicates it with his neck. 

HELEN Thankyou Lennie.
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LENNIE And also the monitor over?

HELEN Thankyou Lennie.

LENNIE And a goodnight to you Jeremy. I believe Happy Birthday 
might be in order.

HELEN Oh!

LENNIE Righto. Night Helen … Jeremy …

LENNIE exits downstairs.

HELEN It’s your birthday. I left a message for … happy birthday.

Beat

 Why are you standing over there?

JEREMY moves to HELEN and they embrace for a moment.

JEREMY I’m sorry it’s late, I tried to get an earlier flight but then 
that was held up and … basically I’ve just spent the last 
four hours waiting at —

HELEN Doesn’t matter. I’m glad you’re here. Why are you here? 

JEREMY Well … basically I’ve taken a week off because … basically 
… I wanted to see you.

HELEN You’re saying basically a lot. Did you speak to John?

JEREMY Yes I spoke to him this morning. He was in Singapore.

Beat.

LENNIE Helen … Helen … you might have to turn this off at the 
based station up there … I’m getting all of this pretty clear 
down here … over.

HELEN walks over to the monitor and pulls the base 
station plug out of the wall.
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HELEN So you spoke to John? And … ?

JEREMY Just stop for a minute. Basically …[he stops himself] I’m 
here because I’m concerned … I had no idea that John was 
going overseas —

HELEN About what? About what are you concerned? My welfare? 
Hasn’t seemed to have un-seated you from your perch in 
Sydney for the last three months.

JEREMY Okay. I haven’t had a chance mum. I’ve got the new job, I’m 
working six days a week, I’ve had to move out into a bedsit, 
put everything into storage, put the house up for sale —

HELEN Well that’s the price you pay for being unable to keep your 
dick in your pants.

JEREMY Well, you’re an authority on that aren’t you.

HELEN Do I have to point out the anatomical impossibility of that 
ridiculous outburst?

Beat.

LENNIE Helen I think you have to turn it off on the handset. 

JEREMY storms over to the handset and fumbles furiously 
with it.

 I think you probably just turned off the charger but you 
need to —

He successfully decommissions the monitor.

JEREMY Look, I spoke to John this morning. I had no idea he was 
going overseas. Then he says you’ve got this guy in looking 
after you. A guy that Barbara recommended. So I call Barbara 
to find out about this guy. All she knows is that he’s a tradie of 
no fixed address …

JEREMY stops himself.
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JEREMY Look … okay … it’s late. I’m sorry I got here so late. I didn’t 
come here to fight. You should go to bed and we can talk about 
this in the morning. I don’t want you upset … Okay … ?

HELEN concedes with an exhausted nod.

 What party? 

HELEN What?

JEREMY You were talking about a party. Dungeons and dragons. 

HELEN Oh … a surprise party. A Welcome Back. For John. 

JEREMY … Oh …

JEREMY looks at his feet. 

HELEN Did you think … ? 

HELEN is mortified.

 Did you … ?

JEREMY No. No I didn’t think…No just curious…and look…I’m 
sorry I haven’t been here…but I’m here now.

He moves to HELEN and rubs her upper arm. She’s lost weight.

 Just you and me.

They look at eachother warmly. Then JOHN appears in the 
hallway.

JOHN Helen?

HELEN shrieks.

HELEN For God’s sake!

JOHN Everything okay? Hi Jeremy. 

HELEN What are you doing?
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JOHN enters and drops his bag on the kitchen bench.

JOHN Well … got as far as Singapore … I’m sitting there in the stop 
over. And Tony calls! You know he got there last week … 
and, apparently the battleground is under about four feet of 
water … Flodden is flooded! Storm Katie … or some such, 
you know how they name their storms and anyway they were 
going to either delay it or move it to Dumfries and I thought 
… well … that’s like playing the Grand Final at Moorabbin. 
So I thought, bugger it, I’ve got more important things to do 
with my time, so I got the next flight home. And here I am.

JEREMY walks down the hallway past JOHN without a word.

 You alright?

JEREMY Do you have any paracetamol Mum? 

HELEN In the bathroom cupboard.

JEREMY exits.

 What is going on?

JOHN All flooded out. Is he okay?

HELEN You spoke to Jeremy didn’t you?

JOHN No … no … Jeremy? When?

HELEN That’s the other thing with people like you … you find it 
incredibly difficult to lie. You spoke to him about Lennie.

Beat.

JOHN I would have come back anyway. On the plane I was 
thinking, ‘It’s not a battle … It’s a re-enactment of a battle … 
a re-enactment of a battle that happened 500 years ago you 
idiot! What are you doing here?’

HELEN So you spoke to him about Lennie? 
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JOHN Lennie … ? How do you mean? 

HELEN Of course Lennie!  Stop it.

JOHN Well, look … yes. Jeremy has some concerns. He’s concerned 
that perhaps we didn’t vet Lennie properly and to be honest 
we have been rather trusting I think given that we really don’t 
know much about this guy.

JEREMY re-enters getting a glass and water from the kitchen 
for the tablets. HELEN begins to exit past him.

HELEN Bloody lawyers! [to JOHN] You’re on the couch. [to 
JEREMY] You’re in the spare room … Welcome Back and 
Happy Bloody Birthday.

She exits and we hear her bedroom door slam. The two men 
look at each other.

JOHN Well that went as well as can be expected.

Beat.

JEREMY She looks terrible.

JOHN nods. For a moment he seems unsure as to what to do. 
He takes an awkward step towards JEREMY then stops. He 
then pivots moves towards the front door.

 Where are you going?

JOHN He didn’t put the bloody bins out did he?

JOHN exits out the front door. JEREMY throws the tablets back 
and drinks. He looks around the empty room. He goes to the 
sink, seems to linger there for a moment and then puts something 
in the bin. He washes his hands, dries them then moves to the 
back door. He turns the dead lock with a click, locking it. We 
hear the sound of the bins being dragged up the driveway.

Lights fade.
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SCENE  THREE 
8am the next day. JOHN is asleep on the couch. LENNIE 
enters from the hallway with a pair of multigrips, wiping 
his hands on a cloth. He washes his hands at the sink. 
HELEN enters from the other side of the house in her 
dressing gown. She makes a cup of tea.

LENNIE All done. No more drips in the nighttime. So to speak. 
Might try and find that deck oil. Any idea?

HELEN ignores this and gets up and goes over to the stereo, 
selects radio and cranks it up. Sound blares out of the 
speakers. JOHN sits bolt upright on the couch. HELEN turns 
it off and returns to her seat and continues to sort through 
the box. LENNIE heads to the garden. JEREMY enters, fully 
dressed from the front door finishing up a phone call.

JEREMY [into phone] Alright thanks for that … much appreciated.

He hangs up and looks about the room.

 Okay mum. We need to have a talk. If you don’t mind.

HELEN And if I do mind? Do I have much say in the matter?

JOHN gathers himself off the couch.

JOHN Oh my goodness. I’m going to be paying for that at the 
osteo. Feel like my heads about to explode.

He plants a kiss on HELEN’s head.

 Morning my love. Sorry. That was in poor taste. Coffee, 
coffee, coffee! Jeremy? Coffee?

JEREMY We’re just about to have a chat John.

JOHN Good-good-good. What about? [he suddenly stops still] 
Oh shit! Where is he?
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JEREMY I think he’s under the house.

They all look down at the floor.

JOHN I’ll keep a look out. Just let me make a coffee first. Won’t 
take a second. It’s one of those capsule ones.

JOHN starts organising the coffee. He turns the machine on 
and inserts a capsule. JEREMY sits down near HELEN.

JEREMY Look Mum we just want to have a talk about the next 
week …

HELEN digs into the box and gets another wad of papers.

 So what we thought was …

HELEN is clearly ignoring him.

 Mum? Do you mind … the letters can wait for just a second.

HELEN pushes the letters slowly to one side and stares 
at JEREMY.

 Thanks. So, what we’re thinking is —

The coffee machine whirs into action cutting him off. It’s 
quite loud.

JOHN Sorry, goes when it wants to go. Won’t take long.

The coffee machine finally dispenses its shot. Silence.

JEREMY So what we were —

The coffee machine bursts into life again.

JOHN Double shot. Mind of it’s own. I literally have no control 
over here.

The machine falls silent. JEREMY turns back to HELEN 
who hasn’t moved.
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JEREMY So seeing as I’ve taken a whole week off —

The hiss of the machines steam wand breaks in as JOHN 
froths the milk. HELEN gathers her papers and goes back 
to flipping through them.

 John?

JOHN Sorry. Sorry. All done.

JOHN sips his coffee and takes up a lookout position at the 
back door.

JEREMY I’ve got a week off. I’m going to be here. John’s now 
obviously going to be here. So what we were thinking is 
that it seems a little surplus to have Lennie here as well. We 
don’t want to be crowding the place up so … so we think 
we should let him go.

Beat.

HELEN No.

JEREMY Pay him out though. For the whole period. Isn’t that 
right John? 

JOHN Yes pay him out. There’s no question of that.

JEREMY So … ?

Beat.

HELEN No.

JEREMY looks helplessly at JOHN. 

JOHN Now darling … 

Beat.

HELEN What?
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JOHN withers. She turns to JEREMY.

 Why?

Beat.

JEREMY So we can … so we can have some … quality time.

Beat.

HELEN Oh my god. 

JEREMY Okay.

HELEN Oh my god! ‘Quality time’? Are you a box of chocolates? 

JEREMY Alright.

HELEN I hope you’re more convincing in court.

JEREMY Okay … I didn’t actually think I was going to say that it 
just came out. 

HELEN ‘Quality time’?

JEREMY I retract.

JOHN ‘Your Honour’.

HELEN Why are you two shills so keen to get rid of him?

Beat.

JEREMY Alright, so … I call John yesterday morning to see how 
you are — 

JOHN Jeremy please —

JEREMY I call John and he’s in Singapore. First I’ve heard of it. 
‘Who’s looking after mum?!’ ‘It’s okay’, he says ‘we’ve got 
someone in’.

JOHN Jeremy —
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JEREMY ‘Oh, Okay, who is it? Is it a nurse?’ ‘No, not quite but he 
has worked in aged care. Auntie Barbara recommended 
him!’ So I call Auntie Barbara. As it turns out, this person 
seems more akin to a tradesman than a carer. As it turns 
out, this guy is of no fixed address. I call the Barrabool 
Aged Care home to confirm his reference and they have 
no record of this person having ever worked there, though 
one staff member vaguely recalls a cleaner called Lennie 
having worked there some years ago. Now, oddly enough, 
alarm bells start ringing. I call John back and he admits 
that he is not entirely comfortable with the situation 
either, but that you had insisted. So I Google the guy and 
find there are two references to him. One, it seems he 
was kicked off the second season of Master Chef after an 
altercation with one of the producers.

JOHN Wait what? He was on Master Chef?

JEREMY The second was about a court appearance in which he 
was found guilty of culpable driving and sentenced to 
community service. Under-age, drink-driving causing an 
accident in which his older brother becomes a paraplegic.

Beat.

 This is who you hired to look after you. 

HELEN He was not driving the car.

JEREMY Mum, I deal with cases like this every other week. Family 
members … aggrieved family members who find that 
they’ve been written out of the will after their parent dies 
because some predator…some predator has inveigled their 
way into their lives … manipulated some elderly … some 
vulnerable person, to line their own pockets.

HELEN That’s not Lennie.
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JEREMY They make themselves indispensable. They engender trust. 
Tell me, has he been physically close to you? Touching you? 
Because that’s how they do it. Helping you into cars, feeding 
you, walking you downstairs … has he been doing that?

HELEN … No.

JEREMY No? And here’s the thing. Even when challenged … 
even when offered proof that they are being conned, 
the vulnerable person will still deny that they have been 
manipulated … because they feel foolish. And because 
they feel complicit.

HELEN Is that why you’re here? 

JEREMY Yes!

HELEN To protect the Will?

JEREMY No. I’m here to protect you Mum … ! To protect you … 
but then I get here and I begin to think … 'what is going 
on here?’

Beat.

HELEN Okay that’s enough.

JEREMY That’s not the end of it. I did some checking.

HELEN What?

JEREMY I made some calls.

HELEN gets up and goes to the back door. She opens it 
and calls out.

HELEN Lennie can you come here please. 

JEREMY What are you doing?

HELEN If you’re going to put him on trial then he can at least 
be present.
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JOHN No, Helen, no we don’t need to do this. That’s just going to 
be ugly and I think it’s probably best if —

HELEN I think we absolutely have to do this.

JEREMY Mum, look … we don’t need to make this anymore —

LENNY appears at the backdoor. He nods to JOHN.

LENNIE John. Heard you got washed out. Flooding in May?  Unusual. 

JOHN Yes, yes … great shame. But, you know … stuff …

He indicates the air. 

Beat.

LENNIE … Yep. [to HELEN] Cannot find the Cabots.

HELEN Could you take a seat please Lennie. Jeremy has something 
he’d like to ask you.

LENNIE Oh…

He sits at the end of the table. An awkward silence.

 You want to turn me upside down? See if any of the good 
cutlery falls out?

LENNIE grins. No one else does. 

JEREMY         Were you driving? Beat.

LENNIE          Was I driving what?

JEREMY         The car … with your brother.

LENNIE …That’s actually none of your business. What’s that got to 
do with anything.

HELEN            Please Lennie. Were you driving the car?

Beat.
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LENNIE          No … I wasn’t driving the car.

JEREMY         That’s not what it says in the court records.

Beat.

LENNIE You know what? You guys seem like you have got some 
family stuff going on here, which, with all respect, is not 
part of the deal. So I think it’s probably best if we call a halt 
to this … and that I just go.

LENNIE stands.

HELEN            I’m very sorry Lennie —

JEREMY         Wait a minute. You were driving the car.

LENNIE          Have you done some sort of police check on me?

JEREMY I wanted to know who it was exactly that was here alone 
with my mother.

Beat.

LENNIE Right … And? What did you discover? 

JEREMY You were driving the car.

LENNIE No. I wasn’t. I was 16. I was drunk. Even if I wasn’t drunk, 
do you think my brother would let me drive the first car 
he’d ever bought? He didn’t even like me looking at it.

JEREMY Why then do you have a conviction against your name for 
culpable driving? The courts don’t make this stuff up.

Beat

LENNIE I pulled him out of the drivers seat. 

JEREMY What?
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LENNIE I pulled him out of the drivers seat before the police got 
there. And I shouldn’t have. I shouldn’t have even fucken 
touched him with the injuries he had. But I did. And then I 
told the cops I’d been driving. 

HELEN Why?

LENNIE Because he asked me to … because he was drunk … 
because he’d just got his first job and he knew he’d lose it if 
he lost his license. So I pulled him out of the drivers seat 
and dragged him over to the passenger side of the car. And 
that’s probably what did it. What I did was probably what 
put him in a wheelchair.

Beat.

 I’m sorry Helen. I’m gonna go now.

JEREMY And then he died four years later whilst in your care … 
of malnutrition.

LENNIE halts for a moment and then continues out the 
back. Silence.

 Mum …

HELEN How dare you.

JOHN Okay enough. That’s enough. 

JEREMY Mum I —

JOHN NOT ANOTHER WORD! It’s a bloody three-ring circus.

LENNIE returns with his duffle bag. JOHN gets out 
his wallet and pulls out a wad of cash, thrusting it in 
LENNIE’s chest. LENNIE halts for a moment.

 Lennie, here’s what’s owed … for the whole two weeks … 
take it … please take it.
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LENNIE ignores the money and walks past him, eyes 
on JEREMY.

LENNIE Did you read the coroners report did you Jeremy? 
Because if you did you would have seen that technically 
it was suicide. Hung himself from the back of his chair. 
But not before the poor bastard starved himself for 
three weeks … Ever seen anyone do that Jeremy? It’s a 
powerful fucken thing to watch. I give him three meals 
a day and he doesn’t touch a thing. I tortured him with 
it. All his favourites. I screamed at him to eat it. Tried to 
shove it down his throat. And there was nothing that me 
or any of the so called fucking experts that came to that 
house could do because when some makes up their mind 
that they’re gonna go they’re just going to fucken go.

LENNIE moves.

JEREMY Lennie …

LENNIE And if I’m guilty of anything, it’s that I wasn’t enough! I 
wasn’t enough to make him stay … and that I didn’t help 
the poor prick do it quicker. S’cuse the language Helen. 
Nice knowing you. Think it’s best if I go.

HELEN nods. LENNIE heads to the front door but 
doubles back and deposits the $400 petty cash on the 
kitchen bench. There’s silence for a moment. His car is 
heard starting up and squealing off. HELEN slowly gets 
up and stands at the table, leaning on it for a moment.

JEREMY Mum … ? 

JOHN You alright?

HELEN I have a headache.

HELEN disappears slowly up the hall to the bathroom. 
JOHN peers out the front window.
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JEREMY I’ll call him.

JOHN Don’t. He won’t answer. 

JEREMY Well … I ought to try.

JOHN I think you’ve done enough don’t you?

JEREMY Don’t drop me in this John. You were just as concerned 
about it as I was.

JOHN Yeah? Well you can just sod off back to Sydney now if you 
like. Now that you’ve swanned in and fixed everything.

JOHN presses in on JEREMY.

 You think that this is it? Job done? I’ve been doing this for 
over a year now and this is your duty of care? Throw a few 
grenades, make a spectacle of yourself and leave it to others 
to clean up? Leave the grandstanding for the courtroom. 
She’s dying Jeremy. We are losing her. So grow the fuck up or 
get the fuck out! I’m not your go-between. And you can stop 
it with the elongated absences and the missed phone calls. 
Leave her alone. If you’re frightened then take a number and 
get in line. But if your aim is to punish her then I can tell you 
it’s bloody well working. But do it again and I will strike you 
down like the fucking hand of God!

Beat. 

HELEN appears in the hallway entrance, not wearing 
her scarf.

HELEN He’s taken it.

The men look to her. JOHN steps away from JEREMY.

JOHN Who’s taken what darling? 

HELEN Lennie … The Nembutal. 

JOHN What?
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HELEN Lennie’s taken the Nembutal…

JEREMY stands. JOHN starts exiting towards the bedroom.

JOHN No, it’s probably just hiding somewhere.

HELEN I’ve looked. It’s not there. Why would he do that? 

JEREMY [quietly] Mum … I don’t want to …

HELEN Oh Jesus … you don’t think he’s … Oh shit, he’s not going 
to take it?

HELEN starts fumbling for her phone. 

JEREMY         [quietly] I don’t want … 

HELEN stops and watches JEREMY.

HELEN … What? You don’t want what?

 Beat. 

JEREMY looks at his mother. 

JEREMY … I don’t want you to … 

JOHN returns.

JOHN Well, no I can’t seem to find it either but not to worry I’m 
sure Lennie wouldn’t have taken it. Why would he take it?

Beat.

HELEN Jeremy … ?

JEREMY I tipped it in the sink …

JEREMY looks away. The penny drops. HELEN explodes.

HELEN That was mine! That was my choice! It has nothing to do 
with you! This is my life and my death. I get to be the 
architect and I had made my choice! 
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JEREMY I’m sorry. I don’t want — 

HELEN You selfish, unthinking —

JEREMY No! I wasn’t thinking! I saw it and I just — 

HELEN You just what!?

JEREMY I just … I DON’T WANT YOU TO DIE!

Beat.

 I don’t want my mother to die!

Beat.

HELEN How dare you! You child! This was my choice … my … you 
have no right! You have no right to come into this house, 
my house — I am not here for your approval. I'm not an 
example! I am ME! I am … I … I … I …

The room stops. JOHN approaches HELEN.

JOHN Darling? You … ? 

HELEN I … I …

HELEN suddenly stumbles backwards and is caught by 
JOHN. He lowers her to the floor.

JOHN Helen! Helen! Oh shit. Helen. Oh shit … Call an ambulance. 

JEREMY Mum? Mum?

JOHN I can’t hear her breathing. Is she breathing? Call an ambulance! 

JEREMY Mum? Is she breathing?

JOHN She’s not breathing. Call the ambulance. Helen … ? Helen … ?

 Helen … ?

JEREMY gets out his phone and dials. Lights fade.
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SCENE  FOUR 
Three weeks later. Saturday. 6pm. LENNY enters from the 
garden in a nicely fitted black suit, black shirt and black tie. 
The box is gone. The fireweed is wilted .The clock ticks away on 
the mantle piece. He takes the fireweed and exits to the back of 
the house. JOHN enters from the bedroom also wearing a black 
suit and tie. He checks his watch and looks at the bare table. He 
then moves to the kitchen where he gets four large candles and 
lights them. He places one on the table and then puts the others 
around the room. He dims the lights. LENNIE re-enters.

JOHN Seems a bit Spartan.

JEREMY appears in the mouth of the hallway also in black 
suit and tie. All three men seem a little lost for a moment.

LENNIE How was Sydney?

JEREMY Surreal. A postcard memory of a half forgotten dream. I’m 
not sure if it actually exists … If it ever existed.

LENNIE Sold the house?

JEREMY All done. I’m now officially unemployed and homeless. 

LENNIE A drifter.

JEREMY A drifter.

JEREMY nods.

The two men look at eachother. JOHN watches. LENNIE 
holds his hand out. JEREMY gently pushes it away and hugs 
him. LENNIE reciprocates after a moment. They break, 
neither knowing what to do next.

 I don’t know what to say Lennie. She … she said to me …  
you know she said … ? She said … 'I think the world of that 
young man’.
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LENNIE nods. Silence. JOHN takes a step towards them.

 And you know what else she said?

Beat.

 She said —

Suddenly the baby monitor burst into life.

HELEN Can’t find my glasses. Over?

JOHN They’re on her head.

JEREMY No they’re not on her head. They’re on the bed next to her.

JEREMY heads off down the hallway to the bedroom.

 Can we get rid of that thing?

JOHN unplugs it from the wall and takes it to the front door 
and literally throws it out. The door shuts and he re-enters. 
JEREMY calls from the bedroom.

 Lennie? Can I get a hand here?

LENNIE disappears up the hallway. JOHN proceeds to light 
the last candle. Once done, he moves to the mantle and stands, 
staring back into the room. The clock ticks behind him. He 
buttons up his jacket and places his hands in front of himself. 

Beat. 

He hears a noise in the hallway and swings about, unbuttons 
his jacket. He quickly wipes his eyes. LENNIE and JEREMY 
appear on either side of HELEN, holding her at the elbow. It’s a 
slow procession. HELEN is dressed in a pale blue, very elegant 
dress with jewellery, and wearing nothing on her bald head. 
She’s smiling. JOHN begins to clap on her entrance and takes 
several photos with his phone. They bring her to the table and 
sit her pride of place in the centre. She catches her breath.
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HELEN I feel like Dorothy. 

JOHN Who’s Dorothy?

HELEN Like ‘click my heels and think of home’ Dorothy.

JOHN looks at the other men.

JOHN Why’s that darling?

LENNIE I think she means like you’re the tin man. 

JOHN Oh…

HELEN Yes.

LENNIE looks at JEREMY.

LENNIE And which one am I Helen? 

HELEN Scarecrow.

LENNIE Scarecrow. And that’d make Jeremy the Lion yeah?

HELEN Yes … Courage. Great courage.

She smiles at JEREMY.

LENNIE And who’s the Wizard then Helen?

HELEN beckons for LENNIE to lean in. He does and she 
whispers something to him. He laughs.

JOHN Who is it? Who’s the Wizard? 

LENNIE Can I tell them?

HELEN shakes her head.

HELEN Sit down … please sit down.

JOHN sits on one side and holds her hand, JEREMY sits on 
her other side and LENNIE leans on the kitchen bench.
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 Now … things have not gone well. But that that doesn’t 
mean they can’t end well … thankyou all for being here.

JOHN You look beautiful my darling.

HELEN touches JOHN’s face gently then turns to JEREMY. 
JEREMY stands.

JEREMY … Well this is something of a hydra isn’t it mum? It’s a 
belated 47th birthday celebration me.

JOHN Happy birthday.

JEREMY It’s a belated welcome back for Sir John’s aborted 
overseas adventure.

JOHN Welcome back Sir John.

JEREMY It’s a belated apology … to you Lennie … and a thankyou 
for all you’ve done.

Beat. 

LENNIE nods. They toast.

 And most important of all, it’s a living wake. A celebration 
of Helen’s life. My mum … so …

JEREMY pulls out a folded piece of paper and reads.

 I had to write this down … 'Helen was born in the 
summer of 1950. The second of two girls to Lloyd and 
Katherine Pyefinch in Melbourne, Victoria. She proved 
to be a stellar student with a great passion for piano, 
literature and drama. She attended teachers college in 
Bendigo in the mid 1970’s graduating with a Bachelor of 
Education and beginning a long and industrious career in 
education. She also dabbled extensively in the dark arts 
of amateur theatre for many years, playing leading roles 
from Lady Macbeth to Nora.’
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HELEN Nora! [to LENNIE] I was dreadful. Director was dreadful. 
Everything was dreadful.

JEREMY ‘When not being ‘dreadful’ on stage she also took it upon 
herself to produce a little baby boy she called Jeremy. 
‘Exalted of the Lord’ …

He stops reading and looks at the piece of paper. He then 
folds it up and shoves it in his pocket.

 It goes on … I remember you Mum … once saying to me 
that we, you and I, are like magnets … but not the ones 
that attract … the ones that repel … the ones that share the 
same polarity. The ones that push each other away. Because, 
ostensibly, they are the same. The same strengths. The same 
weaknesses. The same fears…and the same love. And if I 
have anything at all to say to you then it’s this…I love you 
Mum. Very dearly. I always have. And I am privileged to 
have known you. And I am privileged to be your son … and 
your love has made me … made me happy … 

He leans in and kisses her cheek. She holds him there for a 
moment. He sits. HELEN turns to JOHN.

HELEN Now is the time to speak … or forever … John … I love 
you. No rhetorical gestures. You are the light in my life. 
You are as honest as the day is long and you are loyal and 
brave and an artisan in the sack.

JOHN Darling I don’t think we need to —

HELEN You came too late in my life, but we can boast of ten years 
of real love. You have been and will always be my knight in 
shining armour. And I love you with all my heart.

JOHN And I you.

They kiss. A proper kiss. He then stands and moves to the 
other side of the room.
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HELEN Lennie, you came late into my orbit too but I hold you as a 
familiar. In fact I feel that I have known you forever. I felt 
as much the minute you walked in that door … You have 
borne the burden of grief like Atlas but now it’s time for 
you to put the world down and be at peace. Time for you 
to fold that fitted sheet … The past is passed but the future 
is a fiction that you have to write. Thankyou Lennie. For 
your courage in this my hour.

LENNIE looks into his hands. HELEN turns to JEREMY. 
She takes his hand.

 Look at me … this is not difficult. You are my son. My 
boy. And I love you very much. But I have to have to 
leave you…and I know this will be painful, and I know 
this will take courage. But you will have me always …
here [she touches his forehead] and here [she touches 
his heart]. You are the one’s who possess me now. With 
remembrances. Here and there. A photograph. A song. A 
book. A flower in the garden. I’ll be here for a while yet in 
every vacant moment …but please let me go in time. And 
this is the kindest way for me to leave … Surrounded by 
the people I love … you know this.

JEREMY nods, arms folded, trying to contain himself. She 
looks to JOHN and then LENNIE. She motions to LENNIE. 
He stands and collects one side of her while JEREMY gets 
the other. They lift her up and help her to the couch. She 
sits with LENNIE on one side of her and JEREMY on the 
other side. She looks at LENNIE.

 Thankyou. Thankyou for this mercy.

She touches LENNIE’s face and kisses him. She traces a 
finger across his chest.

 No Regrets.
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She then shuffles her legs passed JEREMY and lies in 
LENNIE’s lap. She breathes deeply. And looks up and 
around the room. Then …

HELEN Okay … it’s okay. I love you. I love you. I love you.

JOHN moves to upstage of the couch, looking away. 
LENNIE slowly places a small white cushion across her 
nose and mouth and suffocates her. JEREMY holds her 
legs. There is virtually no struggle. It takes less than a 
minute. All the while LENNIE repeats —

LENNIE Just a bag of bones … Just a bag of bones … Just a bag of 
bones … A bag of bones …

 A bag of bones … Bag of bones … Bag of bones … Bag of 
bones …

 Bag of bones … Bag of bones … Bag of bones … Bag of 
bones …

LENNIE continues this chant until she is dead. LENNIE 
carefully lifts her head and extracts himself from the 
couch, placing her head on a cushion. He looks at her 
briefly. He leans in close to her face. He gently checks 
her pulse. There isn’t one. He places her limp hand into 
JEREMY’s. He then moves to the kitchen bench, looking 
out the back windows. After a moment he realises he’s still 
holding the pillow. He looks to JOHN.

JOHN I’ll get rid of it.

LENNIE nods and leaves it on the table. JOHN moves to 
the hallway and gets a blanket from the linen press. He 
carefully covers HELEN but does not cover her face. He 
tucks the blanket in and looks at her. He then gets a glass 
from the cupboard and opens the fridge. For a moment 
he does nothing. Then his frame starts to shake and we 
hear what seems to be his sobbing. But after a moment we 
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realise it’s also laughter. He reaches into the fridge and 
pulls out the can of deck oil and plonks it on the bench. He 
pours a glass of wine. He raises it to HELEN and tearfully 
gives a silent toast. He then opens the back door and steps 
out into the night. LENNIE follows him.

JEREMY is left alone, still holding HELEN’s hand. He 
looks out the back windows into the new night sky. There’s 
the sound of distant traffic.

Lights fade. The end.
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