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Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 15 minutes 

We heard the sounds of wind. Wind rushing through the air. Then we hear a door open, and 

some footsteps, followed by heavy breathing. Someone’s been running. The footsteps stop, 

and for a while, only the wind is heard. 

Tangle: Goddamnit, where are you?  

We hear her pace around. 

Tangle: Come on, you ask me to me you on the top of this bloody skyscraper when the 

warning goes off, and you’re not even here. Prick. 

Suddenly we hear a voice call from far away. 

Clip: TANGLE! Tangle, where are you?! 

Tangle: Clip! Up here! 

Clip: Sorry I’m late! Give me a second. 

We hear the faint sound of a door open, as Clip enters the skyscraper. 

Tangle: Well…at least he’s here. You didn’t mess it up Clip…you came. 

The door creaks open as Clip walks through. He’s out of breath. 

Clip: I made it! Don’t worry, call off your search. Tell the police to go home. I’m safe, and I’m 

here. 

A clatter of footsteps, as the two embrace. 

Tangle: About time you idiot. I thought you’d arrive before me! You were always the one 

planning this. 

Clip: I’m sorry, I had a few things to take care of. What time is it? 

Tangle: It’s around 5:45 

Clip: Great, so we’ve got around 12 minutes. 

Tangle: Hey, it’s 10 minutes with just the two of us. At least, I hope so. You were shouting 

pretty loudly. 

Clip: Well, I’ve locked the door just in case. 

They sit down. 

Tangle: So, what did you have to take care of? 

Clip: Just a few things. 

Tangle: Well? 

Silence 



Clip: I’ve got something in my bag. 

Tangle: Ooooooh, what is it? Please don’t tell me it’s a ring. 

Clip: Oh god no. Proposing to you? Now? That’s outright cliché. 

Tangle: Such a romantic. 

Clip: No, what I’ve got is even better. 

Clip rummages around in his bag. 

Clip: Here, I think you’ll like it. 

Tangle: This…is a food capsule. 

Clip: Not just any food capsule. Open it. 

Tangle: This better not be a candle-lit dinner. 

Clip: No, something much better. 

The sound of a button being pressed. A mechanical whir. 

Tangle: Oh my god…is this…a pizza?! 

Clip: You betcha. 

Tangle: But…Gino’s shut down 5 months ago! They sold everything! How did you?- 

Clip: -I bartered with Sprig! I sold him my winter boots for a genuine Gino’s pizza food 

capsule. 

Tangle: Why would he want your winter boots? 

Clip: Because Sprig’s an idiot. He think that after the solar flare happens, the earth will be 

covered in snow for eons. Everyone knows that we’ll be gone long before that. Besides, the 

earth will be scorched black and…. 

Silence. 

Clip: Oh god, I’m sorry Tangle. 

Tangle: It’s fine. It’s not like we can ignore it. The world’s ending in 10 bloody minutes. 

Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 10 minutes 

The wind gets loader. 

Tangle: Great. 

Clip: Well, no use moping about. Have a slice. 

They eat. The wind gets a bit louder, as does a continuous bass note, permeate through the 

background. 

Tangle: This is SO good! I could die right now. 



Clip: Funny. Where’s my thank you, by the way? 

Tangle: Thanks, you big doof. 

Silence as the two eat.  

Clip: You know, we could sneak aboard one of those pods. Ride the solar flare. 

Tangle: Ha! Like we could get past security. You know they’re locked down tight. 

Clip: True…didn’t seem to stop Lou trying though. 

Tangle: And where’s Lou now? Dead on the street. Idiot wouldn’t take no for an answer. 

You think a pair of F-class citizens could even afford a pod, not to even mention get the 

clearance?! 

Clip: It was just a joke. Jesus. 

Tangle: Well it definitely wasn’t funny. Not whilst we’re still down here. Not whilst we’re 

waiting. 

Clip: You know, we’ve known the solar flare was coming for 114 years. You’d think our 

families could’ve saved up or something. 

Tangle: You know it’s not a matter of money though…they’d never let us on, even if we had 

the money. 

Clip: Your sister’s going on one though… 

Silence. 

Clip: Tangle, I shouldn’t have… 

Tangle: No, you shouldn’t have. You think she’s having it easy? You think she’s eagerly 

watching the end of world, knowing we’re all going up in flames, whilst she’s the only one 

left. She’s going to have to watch, watch us burn. So tell me, do you really want to talk 

about my sister? 

Silence. Tangle starts sobbing. 

Clip: Do you want to? 

Tangle: She’s only a little girl, Clip. We were all surprised when she won the lottery. The 

chance to go on the pods. The chance to go to Mars. She was chosen to represent us, Clip. 

Shrub was…I think she was just as unhappy as I was. But she had to do it. 

Clip: She’ll be okay Tangle. Shrub’ll be okay. 

Tangle: She’s only a little girl. 

Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 8 minutes  

Clip: When I said I was busy earlier…I wasn’t just getting the pizza. 

Tangle: You weren’t? 



Clip: No…I put mum to sleep. 

Silence. 

Clip: I…I didn’t kill her, if that’s what you’re thinking. I gave her some sleeping pills. She’s 

sleeping like a log in her bed. 

Tangle: Oh Clip. 

Clip: She wanted to…she asked me to. I couldn’t refuse her Tangle. I just couldn’t. 

Tangle: I understand. Oh you poor, poor man. 

Clip: What would you have done?  

Tangle: I don’t know…I don’t know. 

Silence. 

Tangle: Did she look peaceful? 

Clip: Yeah…she looked beautiful. 

Tangle: That’s nice. Your mother was…is a beautiful woman. 

Clip: Thanks…what happened to your dad? Where’s Stretch? 

Tangle: He took stretch to the bunker. The fool thinks it’ll actually protect them. Even after 

all our arguments, he still believed that he’d survive. 

Clip: You shouldn’t talk that way…about him.  

Tangle: I know…but I think we patched things up. 

Clip: Good. 

Tangle: You know what he said to me? 

Clip: No, wha- 

A thump is heard. 

Clip: Ow! 

Tangle: Give that big galoof a punch in the shoulder for me. 

Clip: Thanks very much. 

Tangle: You know he loved you like a son, right? 

Clip: Yeah. I still don’t know how you persuaded him to let you go. 

Tangle: I didn’t. You did. 

Clip: Aw shucks, now you’re making me blush. 

Tangle: Oh shush. 



Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 5 minutes 

Clip: So here we are, the final minutes of planet Earth. Any last words? 

Tangle: Shut up and come here. 

A moment whilst the two kiss. 

Clip: So what was that, a farewell gift? 

Tangle: Don’t ruin the moment. 

Clip: If you had the choice between getting on a pod, or having another pizza with me right 

here, which would you choose? 

Tangle: The pizza and you, every time. However, if you said I’d get a pizza on the pod, then 

we might have a problem. 

Clip: You are just the funniest person. No honestly, you are. 

Tangle: Alright, enough of that. 

Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 2 minutes  

Silence from the two, as the wind roars loader and the humming bass rises. 

Tangle: Can you remember the last time you saw a sunset? 

Clip: Not since I was little. Not before the big ozone rupture. 

Tangle: I distinctly remember the last sunrise. 

Clip: You must’ve been about 3? 

Tangle: April 2nd, 2119. The exact date. Something happened with the artificial layer. It 

malfunctioned. 

Clip: I vaguely remember hearing about that. 

Tangle: Luckily, we were far, far away from the point of malfunction. But we were close 

enough to see this burst of brilliant orange through the gap. A sunbeam, reaching through 

the heavens to the city below, covering the earth in a shimmering gold…before 

disappearing.  

Clip: Sounds…magical. 

Tangle: You could say that…the authorities managed to close the layer, but not before it had 

taken the lives of 50,000 people. 

Clip: How do I not remember this? 

Tangle: I was back home. You were here, thousands of miles away from me.  

Clip: So do you think we’re going to see a sunset? 

Tangle: I hope so Clip, I hope so. 



Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 1 minute 

Silence. 

Clip: So where is everybody? You’d think people would be panicking. 

Tangle: Oh, most of them are. I’ve heard that the whole northern side of the country’s fallen 

to anarchy. F-class citizens forming mobs, ransacking pods. Stuff like that. 

Clip: What about here? 

Tangle: I think people have just accepted their fate. 

Clip: Sounds a bit…weak. 

Tangle: Well…what do you think we’re doing? 

Clip: Searching for a sunset. 

Silence. 

Tangle: There. 

Clip: Where? 

Tangle: That tiny dot on the horizon. 

Clip: Wait…wait I can see it! That’s the solar flare?! 

Tangle: That it is. 

Clip: It’s…so bright! Brighter than anything I’ve ever seen! 

Tangle: It’s ripping apart the layer!  

Timer: Solar Flare imminent   

The wind and hum are deafening now. 

Clip: Tangle, you up for one last slice? 

Tangle: God yes.  

Clip: Are you scared? 

Tangle: No…yes. 

Clip: Same here. 

Tangle: We’ll be alright…if there’s such thing as an afterlife, we’ll be there together. 

Clip: I hope so. See you on the other side. 

Tangle: See you on the other side. 

Timer: Solar Flare imminent 5…4…3…2…1 

Silence… 



 

 


