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  Helen was first performed at Theatre503, London on 9 May 2023. The cast and creative team was as follows:
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  Characters




  HELEN, a woman




  BECCA, her daughter




  EVIE, Becca’s daughter (should be played by the same actor as Helen)




  A Note on the Dialogue




  A dash ( – ) at the end of a line indicates a thought that is broken.




  A dash ( – ) on its own indicates a beat or breath in the scene.




  A foward slash ( / ) indicates that lines are delivered in quick succession, often spoken over each other.




  An ellipsis (…) indicates a trailing-off of the sentence.




   




   




   




   




   




  This ebook was created before the end of rehearsals and so may differ slightly from the play as performed.




  







  




  1. The Beginning




  BECCA. Mum /




  HELEN. What?




  BECCA. Mum, I think?




  HELEN. What? What’s going on?




  BECCA. Mum, I think he’s gone.




  HELEN. What?




  BECCA. I think he’s dead, Mum. I think like this time he’s actually gone.




  HELEN. I, shit, I, has he not?




  BECCA. No. Not for ages.




  HELEN. He looks /




  BECCA. Yeah.




  HELEN. Last time, when he took that breath after ages though /




  BECCA. No, he, I’ve been watching and he hasn’t. I think I saw it, I think he sort of, went.




  HELEN. Shit, shit I, just for a second I /




  BECCA. It’s okay.




  HELEN. I can’t believe I wasn’t, you, you watching and me asleep. It wasn’t long, was it /




  BECCA. No. Only a little bit.




  HELEN. You should have /




  BECCA. I didn’t know, I didn’t realise.




  HELEN. No.




  –




  –




  HELEN. Should we?




  BECCA. What?




  HELEN. I mean, should we, I don’t know, touch him, check? Check in?




  BECCA. Check in?




  HELEN. Oh, I don’t know.




  –




  BECCA. Suddenly, suddenly it feels like /




  HELEN. Yeah /




  BECCA. His body it’s, suddenly it’s not /




  HELEN. No.




  BECCA. You could just take his hand maybe?




  HELEN. Yeah I could. I should, to say bye, maybe.




  BECCA. Okay.




  HELEN. I just, I just don’t want to.




  BECCA. Okay.




  HELEN. Suddenly he looks /




  BECCA. Yeah.




  HELEN. He’s really gone, isn’t he, he’s really really /




  BECCA. Dead.




  HELEN. Yes. All of a sudden really very dead.




  –




  –




  –




  Should we, I don’t know should we call someone?




  BECCA. Maybe.




  HELEN. I’m not that clear on the, what next, on the protocol I suppose.




  BECCA. No.




  HELEN. Sorry I should know I just /




  BECCA. It’s okay.




  –




  –




  HELEN. I didn’t think it would feel like this.




  BECCA. No.




  HELEN. It feels like someone should be here.




  BECCA. We’re here.




  HELEN. Yes.




  BECCA. If we wait for long enough someone will come.




  HELEN. That’s true.




  BECCA. That’s one thing we’re good at in here, isn’t it? Waiting.




  –




  HELEN. Oh Becca.




  BECCA. Mum /




  HELEN. I hope he knew we loved him.




  BECCA. He did, Mum, he did.




  HELEN. Come here.




  –




  –




  At least it’s over.




  BECCA. Yeah.




  HELEN. Is that terrible to say? But at least it’s over, isn’t it? At least we can get out of here, all these weeks of just /




  BECCA. Waiting.




  HELEN. Yes. At least it’s the end.




  BECCA. Yeah.




  HELEN. Of this bit. Of this bit anyway.




  2.




  HELEN. Well that was /




  BECCA. Yeah. Get these shoes off me.




  HELEN. I told you /




  BECCA. Okay /




  HELEN. I told you they wouldn’t be comfy /




  BECCA. Yeah okay. Okay.




  HELEN. I’m just saying /




  BECCA. O. K.




  HELEN. God I’m just so /




  BECCA. Tired.




  HELEN. Knackered.




  BECCA. Yeah.




  HELEN. I love you.




  BECCA. I love you too.




  HELEN. Do you want another drink?




  BECCA. Do you need one?




  HELEN. Becca /




  BECCA. Just asking.




  HELEN. Well don’t.




  BECCA. Okay.




  HELEN. I’m going to have one.




  BECCA. Okay. Do you think we should have stayed longer?




  HELEN. Maybe.




  BECCA. I’m not really sure, everyone there it seemed rude /




  HELEN. I couldn’t have another person tell me they were sorry, love.




  BECCA. No.




  HELEN. Or such a character, he’ll be missed, such happy years together /




  BECCA. Yeah /




  HELEN. I just kept thinking it’s like no one knew him, no one can think of anything to say except ‘remember when he sent the wrong email to blah blah and it went all round the office’, what a great story, Dennis. What a great story about fuck-all.




  BECCA. People are just being nice, Mum.




  HELEN. I know.




  BECCA. They’re just trying to make us feel better.




  HELEN. I know.




  BECCA. It was nice to have him talked about.




  HELEN. Yeah. Yeah I know.




  –




  –




  Your speech was lovely.




  BECCA. Mum /




  HELEN. No honestly it was, the things you said, and holding it together and everything, I’m proud of you, I’m really fucking proud of you.




  BECCA. Okay.




  HELEN. I couldn’t remember where half those photos were taken /




  BECCA. No?




  HELEN. No. We looked, really happy.




  BECCA. You were, we were happy /




  HELEN. Were we?




  BECCA. I just mean, yeah, yeah you were, weren’t you?




  HELEN. I suppose so. I suppose so just didn’t –




  I mean course we were, with you, darling, course you know we were just, I didn’t expect it so soon, that’s all. It made it seem so final, all our lives, those decisions all irreversible, immortalised in a slideshow to a Coldplay track /




  BECCA. Mum /




  HELEN. You know what I mean. Seems like last minute I was snogging him in The Crown, and wondering if I should have picked his mate instead /




  BECCA. Mum /




  HELEN. Well, he was better looking.




  BECCA. Mum /




  HELEN. It’s been a long day.




  BECCA. Yeah.




  –




  I was really nervous about it, today, like I was really nervous you know /




  HELEN. Course you were /




  BECCA. No, well I mean yeah that /




  HELEN. You spoke really well /




  BECCA. Yeah that but also /




  HELEN. You’ve been really brave /




  BECCA. Yeah the thing is, I was most nervous about what I was wearing.
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