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Aftermath was first produced at Gemco Theatre on June 15th, 2018 with the 

following cast and crew.  

 

Mark  Peter Garratt 

Helen  Elise D’Amico 

Sam  Andrew Tomazos 

Mitchell  Dan Bellis 

Director  Sharon Maine 

Stage Manager  Cat Tregillis  
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  A roadside. It is night. Sam, Mark and Helen all stand separated, 

with Mitchell sitting on the ground. Blue and red lights are 

flashing off stage. The stage is lit by beams from surrounding 

cars and the cold blueness of moonlight. They stand silent for a 

moment.  

 

 

Mark Can we go? 

Helen Huh? 

Mark Can we go? Have they said we can leave? 

Helen I don’t know. 

Sam They did. They don’t need us anymore.  

Mark Good. I’m done. Helen? You ready? 

Helen Just give me a few minutes would you? 

Mark It’s just that it’s getting late. If we go now… 

Helen I said I need a few minutes.  

Mark Alright.  

 Pause 

 It’s getting cold.  

Sam It’s been cold all night 

Mark Has it?  

Sam Freezing… 

Mark I’ve only just noticed it.  

Sam Probably the adrenalin.  

Mark Probably.  

 

 Pause 

 

Sam [holds out his hand] I’m Sam. [They shake] 

Mark Mark. My wife, Helen.  

  She does not respond. 

Sam I’d love a smoke. Got any? 

Mark Sorry. Don’t smoke. 

Sam That’s smart. Wish I’d never started! [pause] You know, my Dad 

gave me my first smoke at 14. Trying to make me sick so I’d 

never start. That backfired… 

Mark My Dad used to smoke when I was a kid. He always 

smelt…stale. That was enough to put me off.  

Sam  I’d kill for one right now.  

Mark It’s been a difficult night.  
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Sam I didn’t mean to be gone this long. Just ducked out for a run. 

Trying this health kick before footy season. I know, I shouldn’t 

be smoking, but…  [To Mitchell who sits down, head in hands], 

you got one mate? A smoke? 

 

  Mitchell does not respond.  

 

Sam Bugger. I’ve been trying to give up. I’m crap at it though! Every 

time I get started, there’s another party, so I keep putting it off. 

The coach ripped through me at training on Wednesday. 

Probably deserved it, I was panting and sweating, threw up 

halfway through the sprints. All the younger blokes have 

hardly broken a sweat by this point, and there I am gasping for 

breath and doubled over. He makes this big show of coming up 

to me, looking around at the rest of the team like, “watch this 

boys, I’m gonna make an example of this one.” I’m on my hands 

and knees with vomit dripping from my mouth, and he bends 

over me, pulls me up by my hair and eyeballs me.  “ Give up the 

bloody cancer sticks Sam! Get yourself back in shape or you’re 

off the team!” I cannot get kicked off the team, you know? I 

mean it would be social death. So I tried, I mean, I’ve really 

tried. I haven’t had one for … 9 days.  But when something like 

this happens…well, even a non-smoker would need a smoke, 

wouldn’t they!  

  Pause 

  That was pretty bloody hairy. Never seen an accident happen 

before. Like this was… right in front of my eyes. And you know 

how people say this stuff like, it happens in slow motion? Well 

that’s bullshit. It was over and I heard it and saw it but I didn’t 

see it. You know what I mean?  

Mark Not really. Helen? 

Sam I mean it happened quick. I didn’t see it coming.  

Mark Well, no. Of course not.  

Sam They were asking me all these questions, the cops. I’m standing 

there trying to remember everything and I’m not sure what 

was real and what was my brain filling bits in.   

Mark What did you tell them? 

Sam I told them what I saw, that I turned around and saw him go 

into the tree.  
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Mark I wondered if maybe he’d lost control on the corner down 

there.  

Sam Nuh. I saw him come around the corner… I was jogging up from 

there. He only had one headlight – I thought it might be a bike 

or something until he went past me. I turned around, because I 

heard the engine rev, and then he sped up and just…  I mean, I 

didn’t hear anything, like a screech of brakes or something. Just 

the sound of the crash. I’m looking at his car, and it just slams 

into that tree. He just kept going straight when he got to the 

bend.   

Mark Maybe he fell asleep at the wheel.  

Sam I don’t think so.   

 

 Pause 

 

Mark We should go. It’s getting late. Helen? 

 

  When she doesn’t respond, he goes to her and puts his arms 

around her. She appears uncomfortable with it and shrugs him 

off. The scene transforms into a flashback. Possibilities for slow 

motion movement to move into new position, but all characters 

should be in the right vicinity for the next scene.   Helen and 

Mark transform to being in their car. Mitchell, sitting on the 

ground is in his. Music plays, as if from a radio. Mitchell mouths 

the words.  

 

Helen Mum was surprised.  

Mark Yep – that was quite the reaction. She’s been waiting for an 

announcement ever since the wedding. 

Helen I don’t think we’ll have any issues getting babysitting favours 

from her! I’ve told her she has to wait until tomorrow to start 

phoning people. Otherwise the news will reach your parents 

before we do.  

Mark Now my parents will be surprised. I think they thought I’d 

never have children.  

Helen Can we not make it a late night though? I’m stuffed.  

Mark Absolutely. We’ll call it at ten, okay? Pause Okay? 

Helen Mark, slow down… 

Mark I’m not speeding… 

Helen Slow down, there’s something up ahead 
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Mark I can’t see anything. 

Helen There, that guy waving. Stop! 

Mark Shit! 

Helen Pull over.  

Mark I am.  

Helen What’s going on? 

Mark I think there’s been an accident or something. Stay in the car 

Helen.  

Helen What’s happened? 

Mark Get the blanket Helen! 

 

Mitchell Shit! [sound effect of screeching brakes. He jumps up and both he 

and Mark arrive at Sam. Helen follows behind. The focus, the 

‘body’, lies behind them.] 

Sam It just happened. Right in front of me. Smashed into a tree. 

Mark Is everyone okay.  

Sam No… there’s this bloke. He’s bad.  

Mitchell Is he breathing?  

Sam Yep. He was. He was breathing, and talking.  

Mark [To Sam] Ring triple zero.  

Sam He got out of the car. He was halfway out when I got to him 

Helen [bring blanket back – this becomes the body] Is he okay? 

Sam And then he fell. I was holding him, and his legs just went.  

Mark Ring the ambulance mate!  

Sam I haven’t got my phone. I was jogging.  

Mark Here, use mine. [throws his phone to Sam] What’s your name, 

mate? 

Helen He’s not breathing.  

Sam He was. I checked. He was breathing. He even spoke to me. 

Helen He’s not breathing now. I can’t feel anything.   

  Mitchell has been standing to the side, in shock. He jumps into 

gear and Helen moves out of the way for him to check for a 

heartbeat. He then begins compressions. Helen stands back away 

from the action. 

Mitchell 1…2…3…4…5… 

Mark Ring triple zero! 

Sam Oh, God.  He dials.  

Mark Goes over to Helen who appears in shock. Helen, get the first aid 

kit from the car…. Helen? 

 








