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Pitch black. Not a sound. Suddenly, a voice. 

Ian: I can’t see. Why can’t I see? There’s just darkness. 

Where am I? 

Light’s switch on, revealing a bright white room. Ian is in the 

centre. There is a desk in corner of the room, in front of an 

ornate chair. In front of the desk is a smaller chair. 

Ian: Hello? Is there anybody there? 

He surveys the room, seeing nothing but white. Eventually his 

eyes rest on a door on the far side of the room. 

Ian: Please help! I don’t know how I got here!  

Waits for a second. He looks around, desperate for signs of 

life. Then he starts pounding on the door. 

Ian: HELLO?! CAN ANYBODY HERE ME?! WHERE THE HELL 

AM I?! 

The door suddenly swings open and Ian steps back. Satan 

walks through carrying a red briefcase. 

Satan: That’s a funny question boy, because hell is exactly 

where you are. 

Satan rushes over and sits in the ornate chair. He then places 

the briefcase on the table before straightening his tie. 

Satan: You are Ian Stamford right? 
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Ian nods 

Satan: Well thank God for that. Almost thought we had 

another Terry Locke situation on our hands. He came to hell 

when he was supposed to be in heaven. Got it all sorted out 

in the end. Frightfully nice chap, was just in the wrong place 

at the wrong time.  

Glances at watch 

Satan: Speaking of time, we don’t have much of it. Now, Mr 

Stamford if you would like to sit down please? 

Satan gestures towards the chair. Ian stumbles over to it and 

sits down, shaking all the while 

Satan: Now I suppose you have a myriad of questions rushing 

through that tiny little brain of yours. Where you are and 

who I am being the top contenders to be first out of your 

mouth, am I right? 

Ian stammers. 

Ian: Y-yes. But how did you- 

Satan: -How do I know all this? Because I’m Satan. And 

you’re in Hell. I’ll let that sink in for a second. 

A second passes whilst Ian holds his head in his hands. 

Satan: Sunk in yet? Good, now let’s begin. 
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Ian suddenly slams his fist down on the table and stands up 

Ian: WHO THE HELL ARE YOU?! Don’t give me this rubbish! 

Get me out of here right now or I’ll smash your face in! 

Satan: Try it big boy, see where it gets you. 

Ian goes to punch him, but Satan merely grabs his fist. 

Exerting pressure, Satan bring Ian down to his knees 

Satan: Do not clash with me, boy. You have no idea what you 

are dealing with. Now are you going to fight like a boy or act 

like a man? 

Satan lets go of Ian’s fist. Ian seems in a trance, locked with 

Satan’s eyes. After a moment, he shakes his head and looks 

at the door. 

Satan: Go ahead, you are free to leave at any time. Off you 

pop, back to the good old mortal realm. 

Ian: Screw this. This is the last thing I need. 

Ian walks halfway to the door 

Satan: Back to the world without happiness 

Ian puts his hand on the door knob 

Satan: Back to a world without Mia. 

Ian freezes 

Satan: That got your attention didn’t it? Now, would you like 

to have a seat? I won’t ask again Ian.  

Ian reluctantly drags himself back to the seat. 
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Ian: So what the hell am I doing here?! One moment I’m 

minding my own business and then next I’m in this room! 

You’ve had your fun, now tell me what this is all about. Why 

am I here, how did I get here, why do you know me and WHY 

THE HELL DO YOU KNOW ABOUT MIA?! 

Satan: Wow that was powerful. You could be in the movies 

with lines like that. Okay, Mr High-And-Mighty, its exposition 

time. As I said before, I am Satan, great overlord of hell yada 

yada yada. (To audience) There’s a brochure. (Back to Ian) I 

have found you and you specifically, Mr Stamford, to give 

you a once in a lifetime offer. More on that later. But first… 

Satan gets out a bottle of whisky and two glasses. 

Satan: Drink? 

Satan pours into both glasses, then takes one. He puts it on 

the opposite end of the desk, by Ian. Then he takes the other 

glass and sips. Ian eyes the drink, then reluctantly takes it. 

Satan: Ah. Now that we’ve made ourselves comfortable, I will 

first answer your question about why I suddenly know your 

whole backstory. 

Satan opens his briefcase and produces a folder. 

Satan: This is everything about you Ian. From your moment 

of birth, to the present day. It features every single minute 

detail about your life, from which high school you attended, 

which girls rejected you to what your favourite cereal is. It 

also has records of when you first took heroin, what your first 

bank robbery was, how many hookers you’ve screwed, (to 

audience) the answer is a lot. (To Ian) the amount of drugs in 
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your system this very second, (to audience) Again, the 

answer is a lot. (To Ian) that single hour you sleep each night, 

the voices you hear in your head, each with individual 

transcripts. You have been a very bad boy Ian, and I am here 

to inflict divine retribution, or rather intervention. 

Satan produced a sheet of paper from within the folder. 

Covered in red marker and scribbles. 

Satan: And this. Well, you already know what this is, don’t 

you? 

Ian looks at it with a sense of despair. 

Ian: Mia. 

Satan: Damn straight. I have to say, you are one sick bastard, 

you know that? 

Ian: Shut up. 

Satan: I mean, to do what you did? Well, it just warms my 

heart knowing that people like you exist out there Ian. 

Ian: SHUTUPSHUTUPSHUTUP 

Ian lunges for the paper and grabs it. He dives to the floor 

and reads it. After a few seconds. He breaks down, crying. 

Satan: Jesus Christ buddy, cheer up. It’s not like you can read 

anything in there, it’s all covered in red marker. 

Ian stands up. 

Ian: You have her picture in here. 

He takes the picture and folds it into his pocket. 
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Satan: Okay, enough of all this. 

He picks up the paper and puts it back into the folder. He then 

puts the folder into the briefcase. 

Ian: So why am I here? 

Satan: Well, as you can see by your file, you’re not a nice 

man at all. But I have a habit of supporting the underdog, so 

I’ve come to help you out. 

Ian: And tell me, what have you got that I want? 

Satan: A second chance. A chance to right your wrongs, Mr 

Stamford 

Satan opens up his briefcase and takes out a small black box, 

the size of a ring case. 

Ian: And what is that supposed to be? Are you going to 

propose to me? 

Satan: Don’t be silly, you’re not my type. (To audience) No 

horns. (To Ian) I call it The Black Box. It is one of the most 

powerful objects in existence. Created by yours truly of 

course. 

Ian picks it up 

Satan: DO NOT OPEN IT. At least, not yet. Not until you hear 

what I have to say. 

Ian: Okay, fine. I’m listening. What’s so special about this 

stupid thing? 
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Satan: Oh, you think that thing’s stupid do you? Well that 

thing is what is keeping you here. That thing is the catalyst 

for your salvation.  

Ian: (Sarcastically) Oh really? Big whoop. What could possibly 

be in this tiny box? Maybe a tiny knife, to cut your throat. 

Satan: Okay, you want to know what it does, I’ll tell you. That 

box has the ability to fulfil your desires. Anything you want in 

the world, it’s yours. You want your worst enemy’s head on a 

platter? You’ll find it in there. All the world’s wealth? It’s in 

there, waiting for you. Anything you could wish for. The cure 

for cancer. The Black Death. A sparkling unicorn. Never has 

the box failed a person’s greatest desire. Everything 

imaginable, just there for the taking. 

Ian: Wow, nice one. A magical wish box. Have to say, that’s 

pretty original. 

Ian throws the box back to Satan 

Satan: Be careful with it! 

Ian: Shut up. Who the hell are you?! You can’t be Satan. 

Satan is massive with wings and goats legs and horns and 

stuff. 

Satan: Oh please, you think I’d go around like that? That stuff 

is so last millennia! No, nowadays I like to appear as 

whatever forms the viewer fears. 

Ian: Great. So apparently I fear a man in a suit. Explain to me 

how that makes sense? 
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Satan: You fear order. You fear having a stable job, good 

income, a nice house. You fear the nine to five work shift, the 

footsteps of the taxman. You fear support and trust, you fear 

kindness. You fear the voice of the bossman more than you 

feared the voice of the teacher. You fear the everyman, the 

man who has to take all of life’s crap and move on. You fear 

growing up, taking responsibility. You fear everything I 

appear to be because you fear the mundane! 

Ian: What the hell do you know?!  

Satan: I know that you dropped out of school when you were 

young. You ran away from home, from a house that hated 

you and your guts. You stole to survive. You are a testament 

to mankind’s innate ability to just not go down without a 

fight. Soon afterwards, you took up odd jobs, never staying in 

the same place more than a couple of months. 

Ian: Oh you know everything don’t you?! You know what 

happens afterwards. Downward spiral of drugs and 

depression. One night stands mixed with one week parties. 

Going and going and going around and around, sending me 

off the deep end. Go on, tell me I’m crazy, and tell me I’m 

certifiably insane. A man on the edge. JUST COME ON!  

Ian throws the chair across the room. He paces and stops. 

Calms down.  

Satan: Stop acting like a child. You’re a grown man.  

Ian: Who the hell are you, telling me right and wrong?  

Satan: I’m the guy that created right and wrong. You don’t 

get a say in the matter 
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Ian: Everybody has the right to do what they want. 

Satan: Like peddling drugs and sleeping with prostitutes? 

Ian: Exactly. Free country and all that. I’m in charge of my 

morals, not you. 

Satan: You’re a naïve fool Ian Stamford. It doesn’t work that 

way. 

Ian: What? 

Satan: If man was really free, why am I here? If you really had 

the right to do what you want, why is there law? If a man 

works hard to earn his wage, is it really his own? No, says the 

man in Washington, it belongs to the poor. No, said the man 

in the Vatican, it belongs to God. No, says the man with the 

gun, it belongs to me.  

Ian: Make your point. You’re just flowering up some dirty 

little truth bomb. I can feel it. 

Satan: You’ll always be part of the system Ian. Don’t ever 

believe you’re free. Everyone has the right to be free? It’s 

just another farce. The Moral compass is always fixed. 

Ian: And in case you didn’t notice, I didn’t follow the law. I 

lived outside it. You’re preaching to the choir. I live by my 

rules, and my rules alone. 

Satan: You don’t think that the police knew you were 

pushing illegal substances? They were going to get you Ian, it 

was just a matter of time. You think you’re free, you were 

under their web all this time. Don’t ever forget. Besides, you 
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may have done the deeds, but you’re having a hell of a time 

living with the consequences.  

Ian: You’re full of it. What makes you think I care about what 

I did? I did what I needed to do to survive. I’d do it all over 

again if I had to. I don’t give a damn about bloody moral 

codes. Especially the ones that tell me I’m the bad man, 

whilst the real criminals are in their ivory towers, counting 

their money and laughing in the face of corruption. 

Satan: Again I’ll ask, why am I here? You’re still bound by 

morality Ian. Men like you don’t get off the hook that easily. I 

am the final word on what is right and wrong, the final word 

on what you’re allowed to do. You haven’t been playing by 

the rules so now I have to sort you out Mr Stamford. 

Ian: I’m crazy. The devil is berating my poor life choices. I’m 

crazy. 

Satan: Yeah, you were crazy. Until Mia came into your life. 

Ian: Don’t say her name. You don’t deserve to say her name. 

Satan: Don’t be stupid. I’m Satan, I can do whatever the hell I 

want. 

Ian: Don’t say her name. 

Satan: Mia Mia Mia Mia! How do you like that?! MIA 

Ian makes to strike a Satan. Satan raises is hand an Ian stops. 

He then gets thrown backwards. Satan then gets up from his 

chair and walks over to Ian. 
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Satan: She came into your life, and you were happy! You felt 

loved! You felt trust and responsibility! Here was someone 

who tamed the great Ian Stamford. Someone who made him 

feel safe! 

He holds Ian up by his hair 

Satan: And then you screwed up. Big time. And now she’s 

gone. All because of you. 

He lets go. Ian curls up into a foetal position.  

Ian: (Whimpering) I didn’t mean to. It wasn’t my fault. She 

was there. I was screwed up. Why did it happen? It wasn’t 

my fault. IT WASN’T MY FAULT! 

Satan: Kid, would you mind doing me a favour and shutting 

the hell up? No one wants to hear your sob story. Sure it’s 

sad, but what’s done is done. She isn’t coming back.  

Satan sits back down on his chair, leaning back, and feet on 

the table. He then picks up the box. 

Satan: Or is she? 

Ian looks up at the box. 

Ian: Can that? 

Satan: It can. 

Ian scrabbles over to the box. He reaches out for it. Satan 

pulls it out of his reach. 

Satan: No. Not until I tell you what happens when you open 

it. 
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Ian: I get her back? 

Satan: Yes you get Mia back, but also something else. 

Ian: You’ve got to be kidding me. I knew it. Always a price. 

Satan: What, you thought this stuff was free? Hell no. What’ll 

happen is that somewhere, someone in the world will die. 

Ian: What? 

Satan: Life for a life Ian. You bring her back, but I get a little 

souvenir. You open that box, and someone’s life will end. 

That you can be sure of. 

Ian: What kind of a deal is that?! You’re going to make me a 

killer! 

Satan: Oh no, I’m not making you do anything. At any point 

you could’ve walked out of the door. You still can, Ian. 

Ian looks at the door 

Satan: But you didn’t. Do you know why? Because this is just 

too damn fun. 

Ian: She’s dead. She should stay dead. I…I have to live with it. 

Screw you, I don’t need you poisoning my mind.  

Satan: No, but you do need Mia. You need her badly. More 

than anything else.  

Ian: I do not want someone else’s blood on my hands! 

Goddamnit don’t make me choose. There’s…there’s been too 

much death already. 
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Satan: That would take all the fun out of it Ian. No, I want 

you to decide. Is Mia’s life worth another person’s? Makes 

sense doesn’t it? 

Ian: No it doesn’t make sense at all! Why would you do this?! 

This…madness!  

Satan: You really want to know why I do this?! You really 

want to know? 

Pause. Silence 

Satan: It’s because I’m Satan. I’m the bad guy. It’s what I do. 

I’m the one screwing mankind about whilst God gets to sit 

high and mighty up on his throne. He gets all the praise, and 

IT’S MY JOB to be this way. I have to be horrible, otherwise I 

don’t get my pay check.  

Ian: You have got to be joking. You mean you don’t have a 

choice? 

Satan: No word of a lie. So there you have it. Yeah I could 

crush you like a fly, but I won’t. Part of the job description. 

Truth be told, I hate this. But I have to do it.  

Pause. 

Satan: Anyway. You have to come to a decision about this 

whole box scenario. I was hoping for a tenser situation, but 

there we go. 

Ian: You know I won’t do it. You can tempt me all you want 

I’m not going to take a life.  
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Satan: Nice one. You have the right to do anything you want, 

so why not this? 

Ian: Because that’s just wrong! I’m not going to take a life. 

She’s dead. She stays dead. 

Satan: Is it? It’s wrong because that little voice in the back of 

your head says it’s wrong. Human beings are so boring, 

bound by constraints. This is my way of spicing things up. 

Ian: So this is all for your amusement? 

Satan: Oh no. It’s part of my job. Nobody said I couldn’t enjoy 

it though. 

Ian: You’re sick. 

Satan: Oh I’m the sick one? You’re the man who runs his 

mouth about freedom and rights, then uses that excuse to 

ruin his life and the people around him. You’re the one who 

has the power to bring a soul back from the dead but won’t 

do it. 

Ian: But someone will die! 

Satan: Think about. Mia was innocent. The person to die, 

well they might even deserve it. Killers, rapists, dictators. You 

might be doing the world a favour if someone like them died. 

If someone like you died. 

Ian: I won’t do it. 

Satan: Oh won’t you now? Not even for sweet Mia. What the 

hell is a life you anyway? People die every day. Every second. 

POP. There goes an old man. POP. A new-born child. POP 
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POP POP. Family in a fire. POP. Heroin overdose. Everybody 

dies Ian. Get over it. 

Ian: HEY! I may steal, do drugs and all kinds of other stuff but 

I HAVE NOT taken a life. Not ever. 

Satan: Tell that to Mia. 

Pause 

Ian: What did you say? 

Satan: You heard me. It was your fault. I’ve read the file. 

Ian: It wasn’t my fault. You can’t prove it. 

Satan: I don’t need proof, I have your file. Every word on 

there is truth. 

Ian: It wasn’t my fault. 

Satan: You can’t keep lying to yourself. You were both in the 

house. You were on that goddamn mix you’d bought the 

night before. 

Ian: It wasn’t my fault. 

Satan: Admit it Ian. It was you who caused it.  

Ian: Caused what? 

Satan: You know what. 

Pause 

Satan: The fire. 

Ian: Oh god. 
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Ian walks to the centre of the room. 

Ian: I can remember it. I can remember it all. 

Satan: Good, it’s all coming back to you. 

Ian: I was…I was tripping. It was a good product. Mia was 

sleeping in the other room. I stumbled into the kitchen. I 

tripped over and hit the hob. The gas turned on. I didn’t even 

notice. 

Satan: That’s it, go on. 

Ian. I went outside. I don’t know why. Starry night. So many 

stars. Too tempting not to miss. Then the explosion from the 

kitchen. I didn’t know what was going on. 

Satan: A fuse on the fridge blew, creating a spark. Kablooey. 

Ian: I could hear her calling out my name.  

Satan: And what did you do? 

Ian: I… 

Satan: WHAT DID YOU DO? 

Ian: I didn’t do anything. I thought the house burning was 

beautiful. I just sat down on the grass and watched it burn. I 

saw…I saw her hands by the window. She was banging on the 

glass. She could see me. I remember her screaming for me, 

the tears streaming down her eyes. Oh god. 

Satan: God can’t save you now Ian. 

Ian: After what seemed like a lifetime, I opened the window. 
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Satan: And got hit by a blast of smoke. BAM, you got knocked 

out. 

Ian: I woke up, surrounded by lights and the smell of 

medicine. The hospital. 

Satan: Without Mia. She died in the fire. Just feet away from 

you. 

Ian: And it was my fault. 

Ian sinks to the ground. Satan walks over to him and hands 

him the box 

Satan: You can get her back. 

Ian: No I can’t. I don’t deserve her. I don’t deserve anything. 

Satan: Now that’s no way to talk. You have a second chance. 

You can start over again. 

Ian: She won’t want me. She’ll hate me. I wouldn’t blame 

her. I killed her. I KILLED HER! I KILLED MIA! 

Satan: STOP IT! 

Satan grabs Ian’s wrist, drags him to his feet. 

Satan: You have been given a second chance to see Mia 

again. You can bring her back. You can fix this. You can fix 

her. 

Satan puts the box into Ian’s palm. 

Satan: Do it. Who cares about the sacrifice? I sure as hell 

don’t. It’s one insignificant life in exchange for her. Think 

about it. 
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Satan returns to his chair. Ian stands still with the box, 

chanting “Mia” over and over again. After what seems and 

age, he opens the box. 

Satan: That’s what I like to see! Wasn’t so hard was it? Tell 

me what’s inside. 

Ian: It’s a key. 

Ian lifts up a single key. 

Satan: Aaaaah I wondered where that went. 

Ian: What’s it for? 

Satan: It’s for the door of course. 

Ian looks towards the door. 

Ian: So all I need to do is open it? 

Satan: Yup. Easy peasy. 

Ian walks hesitantly over towards the door. He slides the key 

into the lock and turns it. The door opens 

Satan: And here we have her. Little Mia. 

The door opens to reveal a small girl, Mia. Ian falls to his 

knees, trembling. He puts his hand up to Mia’s cheek. 

Satan: Your dear daughter Mia. Dumped at your doorstep by 

her mother, one of your drunken mistakes. 

Ian: I cared for you. You came to me and I cared for you, and 

in return you made me better. You healed me. You fixed me. 
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And I returned the favour with death. Oh Mia. You’re alive 

aren’t you? You’re back. 

Ian embraces Mia. Satan claps slowly. 

Satan: Well done Mr Stamford. Congratulations are in order. 

You managed to rescue your dearly departed daughter from 

death. 

Mia embraces Ian 

Satan: But alas, you did not pass my little test. 

Mia puts her hands to Ian’s neck and squeezes. Ian struggles 

but cannot break free. 

Satan: You could’ve walked out at any time. Nobody forced 

you to stay here. 

Ian: But…the person… 

Satan: There was never going to be a random person! Only 

you. 

Ian: You…lied… 

Satan: Of course I lied, (to audience) How many times must I 

say it? (To Ian) I’m Satan for Christ’s sake! Let me ask you, do 

you even remember getting here? Of course you don’t, 

because you overdosed! You goddamn idiot. You relapsed 

after Mia’s death and your habits got worse and worse. 

Finally you took too much and here we are, on the precipice 

of your death. You could’ve gone straight out of the door, 

back into consciousness and back to the world of the living. 

But NO! You CHOSE to die. To stay here. With Mia. Sweet 
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little Mia. I give everyone a choice Ian, you’re the one that 

makes the decision. At least you’ll be together. Forever. 

Good riddance. 

Satan picks up his briefcase and heads towards the door 

Ian: …why? 

Satan: I’ve already told you. I’m the bad guy. It’s what I do.  

Satan leaves as Ian dies on the floor. The door locks shut. Mia 

continues to strangle Ian, but he doesn’t resist. Instead, he 

wraps his arms around her, embracing her.  

Ian: Mia… 

The lights fade to black. 
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WAITING FOR A 

TRAIN 
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Lights up on a train station bench. The time is 07:13. Graham 
walks over to the bench and sits down in the centre seat. He 
checks his watch. And waits. People pass him and pay no 
heed. Eventually a woman sits down next to him and opens 
up her newspaper. Graham fiddles with his glasses whilst she 
reads. She puts down her newspaper. 

Julia: You know, I take this train to work every morning and 
sit in this exact same seat, and for 5 years I’ve never seen one 
other person wait for this train. I presume that’s what you’re 
doing here? 

Graham: That’s right, waiting for a train. Not this train 
though. 

Julia: Not this train? Then what are you doing here? 

Graham: Oh, my train comes to this platform, it’s just not the 
one you’re waiting for. Mine arrives later. 

Julia: Really? When does your train arrive? 

Graham: At around 5. 

Julia: But it’s 7 in the morning! Why are you here so early? 

Graham: Well, I suppose it’s because I have nothing else to 
do today. I have all the time in the world. 

Julia: And you want to spend it at a train station. 

Graham: Nothing wrong with a train station. You meet all 
kinds of people at train stations. 

Julia: Very true. I met my husband at this train station. 

Graham: Yes, this train station I believe is a meeting point for 
many people. Can you imagine how many lives would be 
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different if two souls had not met each other on these very 
platforms? 

Julia: It does make the mind boggle.  

Graham: It’s quite funny, I’m not so much as waiting for a 
train as I am a man. Another meeting on the platform. 

Julia: Ah how nice! Are your lives going to change forever 
when you meet? 

Graham: I think they shall. It feels as if the moment I meet 
him my life will never be the same again. 

Julia: Well it sounds wonderful. So you’re going to stay in this 
exact spot until 5? 

Graham: Yes indeed. I think I shall just take the world in. 
Maybe even talk to some fellow travellers. 

Julia: You are very…intriguing I have to say. Well I actually 
have to use this train a couple more times today so we may 
meet again. What’s your name? 

Graham: It’s Graham. Please to meet you…? 

Julia: It’s Julia. Just…Julia. 

Graham: What a wonderful name. 

Julia: I’m glad you like it.  

Train noises 

Julia: Well, there’s my train. See you later Graham. 

Graham: Yes, see you later Julia. 
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Julia exits, leaving Graham on his own. Time forwards to 
09:34. Graham is still sitting on the bench. Train noises 
indicate an arrival at the platform. A man in a business suit 
exits the train. He seems very agitated and angry. He’s on the 
phone and shouting. 

Pierce: Goddamnit woman I can’t be dealing with this now! 
Tell Maggie she needs to…yes I can bloody well tell Maggie 
what she can and can’t do, I’m her father! …Oh don’t pull 
that crap with me Pam you’re always doing this…yes yes you 
do, you go and make me the bad guy…oh really? You want 
her to go there, get harangued by some scummy kid in God-
knows-where?! …oh come on you’re not that naïve, you 
know what happens when you’re that age, we were all that 
age once…yeah well I seemed to remember a young blonde 
18 year old who couldn’t keep her hands off my…you get my 
point? She’s not going and that’s final! …I’m sorry but you’ll 
thank me later. I’ll be home in about half an hour, I’m just 
changing trains… love you too, and tell Maggie to stop 
throwing temper tantrums, I can hear her in the background! 
Love you, bye. 

He hangs up. Puts the phone in his pocket and sits on the 
bench 

Pierce: Bloody kids. Give them and inch and they’ll go a mile. 

Graham: So I’ve heard. Daughter problems? 

Pierce: As far as the eye can see. I suppose it’s part of the 
package. I have no idea what to do about it. God I hate 
teenagers. 

Graham: Doesn’t everyone? 

They laugh. 
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Graham: I’m Graham by the way 

He stretches out a hand 

Pierce: The name’s Pierce. 

They shake 

Graham: So what brings you to the station? Do you live in 
town? 

Pierce: Nah I’m just changing trains, thank god. Who’d want 
to live in this godforsaken town? 

Graham: (Pointing) That’s my house right over there. 

Pierce: Oh…sorry about that. It’s just with all the news 
reports about this place… 

Graham: I know, it’s understandable. Especially with the 
whole Fern Hill Park incident. 

Pierce: Yeah. To think it all happened just down the road. 
Gives me the jitters. 

Graham: Well, that was all a year ago and it’s all been 
cleared up. This place isn’t so bad, you’ve just got to look at it 
in the right light. 

Pierce: I suppose. 

Graham: So what was all that about on the phone? If you 
don’t mind me asking? 

Pierce: Oh that? That was the other half calling to tell me 
about our dear daughter’s plans for tonight.  

Graham: With which you don’t agree? 
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Pierce: Oh most definitely not. Okay, here’s the scenario. My 
sixteen year daughter wants to go out tonight. A sixteen year 
old! I’m not having any of it!  

Graham: It seems like you don’t trust her. 

Pierce: I trust her, it’s those friends of hers that are making 
me think this is a bad idea. They’re the type of girls that party 
every weekend and come home looking wrecked, shortly 
before throwing up in the toilet. 

Graham: Ah, to be young. 

Pierce: And don’t get me wrong, I love my daughter. And I 
know she’ll start out being nice and not break any rules, but 
she’ll have to sooner or later. I’m not stupid, I know how 
these things work. Her friends will pressure her to drink 
otherwise they’ll say she’s boring and she will feel absolutely 
terrible. So it’s no use that my wife’s giving me the “She’ll be 
good” speech. I love my daughter, but I like to think that I’m 
a least a little bit wise. 

Graham: Well, I don’t think I can argue against your logic 
there. Kids will be kids. 

Pierce: Until they turn into adults. 

Graham gets some biscuits out of his bag and unwraps them. 

Graham: Biscuit? 

Pierce: Don’t mind if I do. 

They both sit and eat biscuits. 

Pierce: I’ve just realised this is the first thing I’ve eaten today. 
God I’m so hungry. 
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Graham: It’s only 9:40 in the morning. 

Pierce: I pulled an all-nighter in the office. They wanted me 
to go over some files. By the time I was finished it was 3 in 
the morning, so I figured I’d keep awake and catch up on 
work.  

Graham: You must be shattered. 

Pierce: My eyes can hardly keep open. All I want is to get 
some rest. But I know I won’t. My daughter may be sweet, 
but she is unrelenting when she wants something. 

Graham: Looks like you’ll have your work cut out for you. 

Pierce: I’ll say. Do you have family? 

Pause 

Graham: A wife. She’s with child. 

Pierce: Brilliant! How far along is she? 

Graham: Only 8 weeks. 

Pierce: Well good for you! I know I’ve been complaining 
about my daughter, but really, she’s my little princess. Can’t 
imagine life without her.  

Graham: That’s nice. We were over the moon when we 
found out. Can’t say it was planned though. 

Pierce: Well, that’s life. It can throw you massive changes 
when you weren’t expecting any. Most of the time you hope 
for the best, but in your case I’d say you’ve been pretty lucky. 

Graham: Really? 
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Pierce: Yeah. I remember seeing my dad off after his 60th 
birthday years ago. He was so full of life and I remember him 
saying that he’ll live another hundred and outlive me. He was 
always a competitive bastard.  

Pause 

An hour later we got the call. He had been involved in a car 
crash just outside town. He was rushed to hospital and had 
to be hooked up to a life machine. It was just 
so…unexpected. So fast. 

Graham: I’m so sorry to hear that. Is he still there? 

Pierce: No, he passed away soon after that. Ever since then, 
I’ve learnt to make every second count and to not waste a 
single moment. 

Graham: I know what you mean. I’ve experienced things like 
that. 

Pierce: Such as? 

Graham shift uncomfortably in his seat. 

Graham: Sorry, I shouldn’t have said anything. I don’t feel 
comfortable talking about it. To anyone. 

Pierce: No problem. We all have things we keep to ourselves. 
It’s what makes us human. 

Pause 

Graham: How about another biscuit? 

Pierce: How could I say no? 

More biscuit eating 
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Pierce: You know, all this talking about living life, it’s got me 
thinking. I shouldn’t let my daughter stay cooped up at home 
tonight. 

Graham: Oh really? 

Pierce: Nah, she should be out, making stupid decisions. She 
should be out getting drunk and breaking hearts. She should 
be coming home at 4 in the morning and waking up at 2, 
regretting the night before. She should learn from her 
mistakes, then repeat them all again the next time. 

Graham: Ah, carpe diem? 

Pierce: Exactly. You know, my day was starting off downhill. 
You changed that. Thanks Graham. 

Graham: No problem, glad I could help. 

Train noises 

Pierce: Ah my train. Well, looks like we part ways. What’re 
you waiting around here for anyway?  

Graham: Waiting for someone. 

Pierce: Is that so? Well I hope you cheer them up as much as 
you have me. Farewell. 

Pierce exits, getting is phone out to call his wife as he does. 
Time fast forwards to 11:25. Graham is sat drinking some 
coffee. A young girl wanders onstage and sits down. As 
Graham sips his coffee, the girl begins to sob. 

Graham: What’s wrong? 

The girl, realising that Graham is there, tries to stop crying. 
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Lucy: Nothing. 

Graham: Then why are you crying? 

Lucy: I’m not crying. You just think I’m crying. 

Graham: Then what are you doing? 

Lucy: I’m…practicing for the…crying contest. 

Graham: Oh really? 

Lucy: Yes. 

Graham: Okay. Well if you need anything, I’m here. My 
name’s Graham. 

Lucy: I’m Lucy. 

They don’t say anything for a while. Lucy eventually stops 
sniffling. Then she mumbles something. 

Graham: I’m sorry did you say something? 

Lucy: I can’t find my mum. 

Graham: Is she here in this station? 

Lucy: Somewhere. She says that if I ever get lost, sit 
somewhere and stay there. 

Graham: Your mother sounds like a very smart lady. 

Lucy: No she’s not, she’s poopy and she’s horrible! 

Graham: Oh really? 

Lucy: Yes really! That’s why I ran away from her. 

Graham: And that’s why you’re lost? 
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Lucy: I’m not lost. I just don’t know where she is. 

Graham: What made you run off? 

Lucy: Well my mum wouldn’t let me have my cookie that I 
always have for lunch. I know it’s not lunch but it’s nearly 
lunch and I was really hungry so I wanted it. She said no but I 
kept asking so she said I couldn’t have it for lunch anyway! So 
I ran away. 

Graham: Oh dear. 

Lucy: And now I can’t find her and I’m scared! 

Lucy begins to sob again. Graham tries to calm her down but 
fails. Then he reaches into his bag and gets out the biscuits. 

Graham: I know they’re not as tasty as cookies, but would 
you like to have a biscuit? 

Lucy: Okay 

She stops crying immediately and eats the biscuits 
ravenously. 

Lucy: You’re right, they’re not as tasty as cookies. 

Graham: Think of them as cookies for adults. 

Lucy: I never want to be an adult. 

Graham: Any idea how to get a hold of your mum? 

Lucy: No…yes! I have my phone! 

She gets out her phone and winces 

Lucy: 5 missed calls! I am in so much trouble… 

Graham: I’m sure your mum will forgive you. 
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Lucy: I’ll give her a call now. Where should I meet her? 

Graham: How about the park? 

Pause 

Lucy: No. Not the park. 

Graham: How come? It’s a lovely day. 

Lucy: Because the park is a bad place.  

Pause 

Graham: You saw the news? 

Lucy nods her head. 

Graham: Well, he’s all gone now. He can’t hurt anyone 
anymore. 

Lucy: I don’t care. I used to play there but I don’t like it 
anymore. Mum says never to play there.  

Graham: It was terrible. 

Lucy eats another biscuit 

Lucy: I think I’m starting to like these biscuits. 

Graham: Oh no. 

Lucy: What? 

Graham: I think you’re becoming an adult! 

Lucy: Silly, I’m never becoming an adult. 

Graham: Of course. 
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Lucy: That’s the truth. So what’re you doing here Mr 
Graham? 

Graham: Well Lucy, I’m waiting for a man to come off a train 
on this platform at 5 o clock. 

Lucy: Is he your friend? 

Graham: Not really. We’ve met before, but only briefly. I 
haven’t seen him in a long time. 

Lucy: Why haven’t you seen him for a long time? 

Graham: He’s pretty hard to get a hold of. Luckily someone 
told me he gets this train, so I’m going to surprise him! 

Lucy: Is it his birthday? 

Graham: No, but it is an anniversary of sorts. 

Lucy: An anniversary? Are you his husband? 

Graham: (Laughs) No, I’m already married. I have a lovely 
wife and child. 

Lucy: Is your child a girl? 

Graham: I don’t know, she still in her mummy’s tummy. 

Lucy: Cool. I hope she’s a girl. 

Graham: Why’s that? 

Lucy: So I can play with her when she’s older and you take 
her here. 

Graham: Of course. Who knows, maybe I’ll name her Lucy. 

Lucy: (Giggles) I’d like that. 
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A voice from offstage calls out “Lucy!”  

Lucy: That’s mum. I better go find her! Thank you so much 
for the biscuits Mr Graham! 

Graham: No problem Lucy. It was pleasure to make your 
acquaintance. 

Lucy runs off. Graham lets out massive breath and holds his 
head in his hands. Time fast forwards to 13:02. A train moves 
into the station and out steps Julia. 

Julia: Well hello Graham! 

Graham: Afternoon Julia. 

Julia: I didn’t actually think you’d be here. 

Graham: Well, I did say I’d be here till 5. 

Julia: That you did. And here is your reward. 

She hands out a bag. 

Graham: What’s this? 

Julia: Sandwiches. Roast beef sandwiches. 

Graham: For me? 

Julia: Yeah, who else? Don’t worry, it’s no skin off my back. I 
work at a primary school, and today, roast beef sandwiches 
were on the menu. I was going to eat them on the way back, 
but you look like you need it way more than me. 

Graham: I did forget to have lunch. 

He takes the bag and opens it. He takes out a sandwich and 
has a bite. 
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Graham: I must say, school food has improved dramatically 
since I last went there. 

Julia: I second that. I hardly describe the stuff we ate back in 
the day as food. 

Graham: Back in the day? 

Julia: I’m older than I look. 

Graham: I’m not saying anything. 

He finishes the sandwich. 

Graham: So where are you headed now? 

Julia: Oh I have to do some food shopping so I’m heading off 
to the town centre. 

Graham: Sounds good. Nothing like spending a sunny day 
shopping. 

Julia: Was that joke, because it was really bad. 

Graham: My apologies. 

Julia: My home is actually the opposite way, so I’ll probably 
pop by the station before I go home. 

Graham: Oh really? That’s nice. 

Julia: I’ve said it before, but you are very intriguing. 

Graham: I try my best. 

Julia: And I’m very much interested in this mystery person 
you’re seeing. 

Pause 
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Graham: He’s nothing special. I’m more looking forward to 
seeing you again. 

Julia: Well, I’ll see you when I see you Graham. 

Julia saunters off. Graham pauses, then gets an empty 
sandwich wrapper out of his bag and empties it in the bin. 
Time forwards to 14:20. Graham is sitting reading a 
newspaper. A young man sits down on the bench listening to 
music through his headphones. He is alert, eyes looking 
everywhere. After a while he relaxes. A security guard 
appears and grabs him. 

Guard: Not so fast young man! 

James: Damn it! 

Guard: That is indeed the correct term. Where is your ticket? 

James: I have it on me!  

Guard: Then let’s see it! Present your ticket now! 

James: Okay hang on, it’s in my wallet…oh come on…it 
must’ve fallen out back there or something! 

Guard: A likely story! Failure to present a ticket requires you 
to pay a fine, plus the fee of the ticket. 

Graham looks up from his newspaper 

Graham: How much? 

Both the guard and James look at him 

Guard: What? 

Graham: How much? 
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Pause 

Guard: …well about £40 I suppose. 

Graham gets out his wallet and produces £50. 

Graham: Here’s 50. 40 to pay for the fine and 10 for the 
ticket. 

The guard lets go of James, who sits back down. He hesitates, 
and then takes the money. 

Guard: This is…most unusual. I don’t believe I’ve ever had 
anything like this happen before. 

Graham: Well, now you can tell people it happened. Thank 
you for being so understanding. 

Guard: I guess. You, boy, make sure you buy your tickets. I’m 
sure next time this gentleman won’t be there to help you 
out. 

James: Whatever man. 

The guard gives James a mean look, then walks off. 

James: Thanks a lot, but you didn’t need to help. I could’ve 
outsmarted him. 

Graham: Oh really? And tell me how you would’ve gotten out 
of his grip. 

James: Hey I know kung fu man. You know, chops and stuff. 

Graham: That’s karate. 

James: Huh? 

Graham: They chop in karate, not kung fu. 
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James: Whatever. 

Pause 

James: Thanks again, really appreciate it. 

Graham: Not a problem.  

James: I’ll pay you back, I promise. 

Graham: Not necessary. 

James: Are you sure? It was about 50 quid. 

Graham: Absolutely positive. You think you’re the first 
person to try and ride the train for free? 

They both grin. 

James: You’re alright Mister. What’s your name? 

Graham: Graham 

James: The name’s James. 

Graham: Pleasure to meet you James. So, tell me why you 
were in such a hurry to get to this train that you jumped over 
the turnstile? 

James: You saw that? 

Graham: Indeed I did. 

James: Well, I thought I was going to be late for the train. 
Turns out I’m a few minutes early. 

Graham: Always tends to be the case. Where are you going? 

James: I’ve got to make it to my guitar lesson. My guitar 
teacher is crazy about punctuality, and sometimes I tend to 



Ben Webber  Year One 

43 
 

show up late to his lessons. He said that the next time I miss 
a lesson, he’ll refuse to see me. 

Graham: So you’re a guitar player? Where’s your guitar? 

James: Well, I kinda don’t have one at the moment, so I’m 
renting it from him for the lessons. 

Graham: Don’t you take it home to practice? 

James: No, he won’t let me. I don’t think he trusts me. 

Graham: He doesn’t sound like a very good teacher. 

James: Oh, he’s the best around. When you’re in that room 
with him, he becomes a god. He can play so good that I get 
shivers just hearing him. And he’s a really good teacher! I 
know all my chords and stuff thanks to him. 

Graham: So why don’t you have your own guitar? 

James: I never have enough money. And my mum thinks it’s 
a waste of time. Dad thinks so too. They would rather I 
focused on school work. 

Graham: Sounds fun. 

James: Tell me about it. Since they don’t help me out, I save 
up all my money for these lessons. I have a part time job at 
the post-office just to cover the cost. Sometimes I don’t have 
enough money for the train. 

Graham: I see. 

He takes out the biscuit. 

Graham: Biscuit? 

James: Ooo yes please! 
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They both eat 

Graham: So what made you want to become a guitarist? 

James: Two words. Jimi. Hendrix. 

Graham: Jimi Hendrix? 

James: Hell yeah! The man was a legend. When I first heard 
him, I thought I’d gone to paradise. 

Graham: And here I was thinking that all young people 
listened to dance and dubstep. 

James: Common misconception. There are some of us who 
still listen to good music. 

Graham: Clearly. I used to be a guitarist. 

James: No way. 

Graham: Yes way. I also used to be in a band. 

James: Really? Sweet. 

Graham: Yeah, Justice In A Coma, we were called. I used to 
hand out flyers for our gigs in this very station 

James: Seriously? That’s so cool. 

Graham: Used to get all the ladies, coming over to me, asking 
what it was like to be in a rock band. 

James: Nice. Did you hook up with any of them? 

Graham: Well, one of them became my wife. 

James: No joke? 
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Graham: No joke. It was a bit down there I was handing out 
flyers for our latest gig. She came up to me and asked for a 
flyer. I gave her one and said we were that last band playing 
at the gig. She said she couldn’t wait that long and took me 
out for lunch. And then the rest is history. 

Pause. 

James: Man that is so cool! Are you guys still together? 

Graham: Indeed. So yeah, playing guitar does pay off. 

James: Then I’ll definitely keep learning! 

Pause. 

Graham: James, what is your favourite gui- 

James: Fender Stratocaster. Bit unoriginal I know but they’re 
amazing guitars. Hendrix used them. Hopefully someday I can 
get one, but they cost a lot of money. 

Graham gets a chequebook out of his bag and writes James a 
cheque.  

Graham: Here you go. 

James: What’s this? 

Graham: A cheque for you to go buy some more guitar 
lesson and a Fender Stratocaster. 

James: But Graham, this is a lot of money. 

Graham: I know how much Fender’s cost. I want you to 
follow your passion. 

James: But…why are you doing this? You hardly know me. 
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Graham: James, I have all the time in the world and I have 
money to burn. I’ve decided to help people, and this is my 
way to help you. Honestly, the money means nothing to me, 
so I might as well give it to someone who’ll make good use of 
it. 

Train noises 

James: This is it. 

He gets up and turns around 

James: I’m going to buy that guitar and learn those lessons. 
Then I’m going to become a massive rock star, make millions, 
and then give you back your money. 

Graham: I’m sure you will. Goodbye James. 

James: Goodbye Graham, and thanks for everything. 

James exits and Graham checks his watch. 

Graham: A little over two hours left. 

Time fast-forwards to 4:03. Graham is sipping coffee and 
eating biscuits. A train pulls into the station and out sprints 
out a young man. He is excited and happy. He looks up at the 
time, then sits down, barely containing his excitement. He 
keeps looking at his watch whilst Graham sips his coffee. 

Ryan: Come on come on come on… 

Graham: Rushing to go somewhere? 

Ryan: The hospital next town over. 

Graham: Not many people are excited to be going to the 
hospital. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

47 
 

Ryan: My wife’s having a baby! Got the all-clear from the 
boss to leave early to go there. 

Graham: Congratulations!  

Ryan: Thanks. Today is a good day to be me! 

Graham: And you are? 

Ryan: Oh, silly me! I’m Ryan. 

Graham: Please to meet you, I’m Graham. 

Ryan paces, glancing at his watch. 

Ryan: I wish this train would hurry up! 

Graham: I’m sorry, can’t help you there. Looks like you’ve 
still got a bit left to go. 

Ryan: Damn. What if she has the baby without me? 

Graham: I’m sure you being there means little to her at the 
moment. She’s giving birth after all. 

Ryan: I’m in a statement of shock and excitement. I still can’t 
believe it’s happening. 

Graham: Believe it. Boy or girl? 

Ryan: Girl. I didn’t want to know, but Martha did. It being her 
body, we went with her choice. 

Graham: Have you got a name for her? 

Ryan: Rachel. After her grandmother. 

Graham: What a beautiful name. 

Pause. More pacing. 
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Ryan: So do you have any children? 

Graham: One on the way. 

Ryan: Brilliant! I can’t describe to you this feeling! You’ll get 
it soon enough! 

Graham: I think I’m fine just watching you. 

Ryan: Be prepared. Your wife will drive you crazy these next 
few months. 

Graham: Really? 

Ryan: Yeah, believe me. But it’s all worth it. Every single 
second. 

Graham: Looking forward to it. 

Ryan: You’d better. Also, read books. LOTS of book. 

Graham: Got it. 

Pause 

Ryan: Gah got to distract myself. So stressed out. 

He produces a leaflet from his pocket. 

Ryan: Picked this up on the train. Tourism leaflet for this 
town. Looks pretty humdrum to me. 

Graham: Really? 

Ryan: Yeah it’s kind of…plain. 

Ryan reads the leaflet. 

Ryan: Hold up…is that Fern Hill Park down the road from 
here? 
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Graham: Indeed it is. 

Ryan: That’s where the…that’s where the murder took place 
wasn’t it? 

Pause 

Graham: Yes…yes it was. 

Ryan: God. How long ago was that? 

Graham: March 28th last year. 

Ryan: Exactly a year ago today. Pretty coincidental. Weird. 

Graham: Definitely. 

Ryan: It gives me shivers just thinking about it. They caught 
the guy didn’t they? 

Graham: Nope. They had a suspect but he got off and no 
one’s heard from him since. It’s perfectly safe now though. 
My wife walks through there all the time. 

Ryan: Phew! Glad to hear that. I remember hearing it on the 
news. Middle aged woman raped and killed in Fern Park. 
Sliced along her body and hung from a tree. 

Graham: Yes, it was a terrible time for all of us. 

Ryan: Well, let’s stop all this gruesome talk.  Give me goose-
bumps just talking about it. 

Graham gets out the biscuits 

Graham: Biscuit? 

Ryan: You are a saviour. 

They eat. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

50 
 

Ryan: You know, life’s funny isn’t it? How it suddenly pops 
into the world from nothing.  

Graham: You can say that again. 

Ryan: Then, before you know it, life can suddenly leave. 
People die every day. It’s just…impartial, you know? 

Graham: The way I see it, you’ve just got to let life do its 
thing. You can’t stop it. 

Pause 

Graham: (Chuckling) you could almost say, life’s like a train. It 
just keeps on chugging. It doesn’t care that you might want 
to stop and slow down, it carries on regardless. If doesn’t 
care if you want to speed up either, it just goes its own 
speed. If something stops the train, like a cow or snow, well 
you’re screwed for a bit. But there’s nothing you can do 
about it. Eventually it picks up and starts again, and life goes 
on. You’ve just got to make it to the final station. 

Train noises 

Ryan: Amen to that. Looks like this is my train. I wish you all 
the best to you and your wife Graham. 

Graham: And the same to you, your wife and Rachel. 
Goodbye Ryan. 

Ryan: (Laughing) all aboard the train of life! 

Ryan exits, leaving the tourism leaflet on the seat. Graham 
picks it up and looks at it, then rips it into tiny shreds. Time 
fast forwards to 4:45, and Graham is doing nothing. Julia 
enters, carrying shopping bags. 
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Julia: And here he is, the man of the hour. How are you doing 
Graham? 

Graham: Oh I’m doing fine. Just waiting for a train. 

Julia: Or rather, the man on it. 

Graham: Indeed. 

Julia: So how long have you been waiting? 

Graham: Nearly 11 hours. 

Julia: You must’ve gotten a bit bored then. 

Graham: On the contrary, I made some new friends. 

Julia: You should tell me all about it later. 

Graham: Later? 

Julia: Yeah at my place. 

She lifts up the bags 

Julia: I just picked up a couple of steaks. 

Graham: I’m not sure that’s a good idea. 

Julia: Why not? My house is just over there. 

She points 

Julia: Just across through the park. It’s an absolutely lovely 
view in the morning. 

Graham: Didn’t the murder bother you? 

Julia: What murder? 

Pause. Julia sits down. 
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Julia: So what’s the deal with him? This mystery man. Who is 
he? 

Pause 

Graham: He is the man who stole my wife. 

Julia: What? 

Graham: He is the man who stole my wife from me. 

Julia: That’s terrible! 

Graham: He stole my wife from me and now he will pay! 

Julia: How long ago was this? 

Graham: A year ago. I haven’t managed to track him down 
until now. Someone found him and tipped me off. He said 
he’d be at this platform at 5 o clock, that he always got off at 
5 o clock here each day. Well, one thing will be different. I’m 
going to be here, waiting for him. 

Julia: Wow. So your wife left you? 

Graham: No!  

Pause 

Graham: Not really. She’s not part of my life anymore, 
although I still manage to talk to her. We meet up from time 
to time. 

Julia: Graham… 

Pause 

Julia: If your wife left you to be with him, then I think you 
shoul- 
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Graham: It’s not like that. 

Julia: Graham liste- 

Graham: IT’S NOT LIKE THAT! HE WENT AND- 

Suddenly a voice calls out “Graham!” and a woman enters. 

Joan: Graham. Here you are. 

Graham: Detective. 

Joan: Please, call me Joan. 

Joan sits next to him. Julia is silent. 

Joan: How long has it been since we last talked? Properly. 

Graham: About a year John. Why are you here? 

Joan: To talk to you. 

Graham: Really? You’re here to talk me out of meeting him? 
Why would you do that? 

Joan: Because I know that you’re not going to just meet him. 

Graham: You don’t know that. 

Joan: I know you Graham. 

Graham: Oh really Joan? You know me? A couple of 
interviews and you think you know me. 

Joan: Jesus Graham I’m sorry- 

Graham: You’re sorry? A year later and all you can say is 
you’re sorry?! Well thanks for that. 
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Joan: Please listen to me. I want to make him as much as 
you. 

Graham: No you don’t. 

Joan: Yes I do, but you do not need to get involved. 

Graham: He took me wife Joan, HE TOOK MY WIFE!  

Joan grabs Graham and shakes him 

John: I KNOW, BUT DOING THIS ISN’T GOING TO GET HER 
BACK!  

Graham falls silent. Joan lets go of him. 

John: You wouldn’t be able to live with yourself. You know 
that. 

Graham is silent 

Joan: I knew I should never have tipped you off about this. 
Do you know how I managed to find him?  

Silence 

Joan: I was just coming off platform 3 at 5 o clock one day 
when I saw him. He had his hood up, but I knew it was him. I 
tried to tail him when he got to his car, but I lost him. I came 
back the next day at 5 o clock and he was there coming from 
this exact platform. I did this for a week, watching him do the 
exact same thing. 

Silence 

Joan: I knew that if I arrested him, he’d get off the hook 
again. I got this stupid idea in my head that I should call you. 
You worked with us during the investigation Graham, you 
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were so sure we could catch him. We did. But we couldn’t do 
it. We didn’t have enough evidence. Everything was 
circumstantial. He got released, and disappeared off the grid. 
Until now. 

Silence 

Joan: I guess I thought you had nothing to lose. It was selfish 
of me, dragging you into this. When I last checked up on you, 
you were doing well. Still in the same house, but you seemed 
okay. I should never have called you. 

Graham: You did what you had to do. 

Joan: No, I did what I wanted to.  

Silence 

Joan: I’m going to get some coffee. Do you want anything? 

Graham: No thanks. 

Joan looks at his watch 

Joan: Only a few minutes left 

Joan exits. Graham starts to sob. Julia puts her hand on his 
shoulder. 

Graham: Andrew Jones. 

Julia: Excuse me. 

Graham: His name is Andrew Jones.  

Julia: What is this all about Graham? 

Graham: You wouldn’t know 

Julia: Tell me. 
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Pause 

Graham: Last year a woman was raped and murdered in Fern 
Hill Park. She was assaulted with an iron bar, then raped and 
strangled to death. Afterwards the killer cut her up with a 
knife and then hung her up from the central tree. Andrew 
Jones is the name of the man who was arrested under 
suspicion of the murder. All the evidence pointed to him. We 
had some witnesses standing by to testify, but at the last 
minute they backed out. He must’ve paid them off. We lost 
the case and he walked free. The next day he was gone. 

Julia: What do you mean we? 

Graham: Joan was the detective working the case.  

Pause 

Graham: And she was my wife. 

Julia: Who was? 

Graham: THE WOMAN! SHE WAS MY WIFE!  

Pause 

Graham: You are my wife. Why are you doing this? 

Julia: I thought you would recognise me. 

Graham: You do this over and over again. Visiting me. At 
home, at work… 

Julia: You keep pretending not to notice me. 

Graham: You never talked until now. 

Julia: I didn’t think it was appropriate. 
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Pause. Joan comes back with a cup of coffee. She sits down 
beside him and takes a sip. 

Joan: Aaaaah that’s the stuff. Hey, you got any biscuits? 

Graham: Sure. 

He hands her biscuits. They eat. 

Joan: If there’s one thing I remember about you, it’s that you 
always had a packet of biscuits on you. 

Graham: Old habits die hard. 

Pause. 

Joan: I heard voices. 

Graham: No you didn’t. 

Joan: Were you talking to her again? 

Graham: Maybe 

Joan: Just like the first interview. You kept talking to her then 
too. I had no idea what was going on until you mentioned her 
name. 

Graham: I was still in shock. 

Joan: So this still happens? 

Graham: Yeah, not as often though. Sometimes when I’m in 
bed I feel her beside me. When I’m in the car I think she’s next 
to me. I come home and I smell her cooking, only nothing’s on 
the table. I swear that I can hear her playing her favourite 
songs on the CD player. I look in the mirror and I see her 
standing beside me. At night I can see her in the corner of the 
room practicing her lullabies for the baby. 
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Joan: Jesus Christ Graham… 

Graham: He took her. And he took the baby. We were going 
to be a family Joan, one happy family. Then that day 
happened. She said she was coming home. She had just been 
shopping, she’d got steaks for our anniversary dinner. And 
then she didn’t come home. I tried to call her, she didn’t pick 
up. I headed over to the shops, cutting through the park. And 
that’s when I found her. Hanging there. Dripping. Oh god… 

Joan: Graham… 

Graham: HE TOOK THEM AWAY FROM ME! HE TOOK THEM 
AND HE BUTCHERED THEM AND HUNG THEM THERE FOR ME! 
I HATE HIM I HATE HIM I HATE HIM! 

Graham breaks down on the floor. Julia puts her arms around 
him. Joan just sits there with her head in her hands. Graham 
recovers himself after a while and stands up. 

Graham: I’m sorry for that Joan. 

Joan: Graham, you have nothing to be sorry for. 

She stands up 

Joan: I wanted to come here to tell you not to do this. You 
don’t need this kind of burden on you. This will be on your 
shoulders for the rest of your life. No one should have to have 
gone what you went through.  

She puts his hands on Graham’s shoulders. 

Joan: That being said, if this is what you want, I won’t stop you. 
This bastard ruined your life. He killed an innocent mother and 
her child. He deserves all the punishment he gets. I was just 
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hoping you weren’t the one who would deal it out. But it looks 
like there isn’t any other way. 

Pause. Joan checks his watch. 

Joan: The train will be here any minute. I better make myself 
scarce.  

She turns to leave, but then turns back. 

Joan: One more question. 

Graham: Yes? 

Joan: She’s here right now, isn’t she? 

Graham: Yes she is. 

Joan: Tell her I’m sorry. 

Julia whispers in Graham’s ear 

Graham: She says she knows. 

Joan smiles. 

Joan: Graham, how are you going to survive after this? 

Graham: You know what’s going to happen. 

John’s smile fades 

Joan: How the hell did it come to this? 

Graham: All it took was one phone call John. 

Joan: I guess.  

Pause. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

60 
 

Joan: I looked around and managed to pull a name. He goes 
by the name Jamie Grant now. Just thought you should know. 

Graham: Thanks. 

Joan: Well I’ll see you around. Who knows, maybe you’ll be 
the one haunting me next. 

Graham: It’s been nice knowing you Joan. 

They shake hands and Joan leaves the station. Graham checks 
his watch. 

Graham: Should be a matter of minutes now. 

Julia: What are you going to do once you see him? 

Graham: It’s best that you not know. 

Pause. 

Graham: (Chuckling) You know, the primary school shut down 
6 months ago. 

Julia: Really? 

Graham: Yeah, rat infestation. Nothing’s been done about it 
since. 

Julia: Gosh, that’s terrible. 

Graham: Yeah. And to think, we were going to send our child 
there. 

Julia: True. That’s life I guess. 

Pause. 

Graham: I never stopped thinking about you. Not one second. 
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Julia: I know. 

He hugs her. 

Graham: You were always there for me, supporting me. I loved 
you for that. 

Julia: I know. 

They start crying. 

Graham: I still love you Julia. 

Julia: I know. I love you too Graham. 

Train noises. 

Graham: He’s here. 

He wipes away tears. 

Graham: It’s now or never. 

Julia: I’m with you every step of the way. 

He lets out a deep breath and produces a gun from out of his 
bag. 

Graham: I’ll see you soon. 

He exits offstage. The words “Jamie Grant?” are heard. This is 
followed by a loud bang and a body falling. Screams are heard 
as he walks back onstage covered in blood. 

Graham: It’s done. 

Julia: Finally. 

She sits down. Graham lies on the benches, his head resting on 
her lap. 
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Graham: Happy anniversary my love. 

They smile. Graham opens his mouth, puts the gun in it. Black 
out. Sound of a single gunshot. 

Julia: I love you. 

A news report is played as the lights come up. On the seat are 
5 packets of biscuits. WAITING FOR A TRAIN IS PLAYED IN THE 
BACKGROUND. 

News reporter: This afternoon at BZZZZT train station a 
shocking situation developed. A man has been shot dead and 
his attacker committed suicide soon after. Both acts were 
committed with a gun. This all happened near Fern Hill Park, 
which I’m sure we all remember from last year, when a murder 
was committed there. The police suspect that a link is 
involved. Witnesses have come forward, having contact with 
the attacker that very same day. 

Witness accounts fade in and out over the music 

Pierce: He seemed like a really nice guy. We had a laugh. I 
knew there was something off about him though, he had that 
look in his eyes, you know? But he was a good guy… 

Lucy: He was a lovely man. I don’t know why he did it. He gave 
me biscuits and I really liked him… 

James: I have no idea what happened. I think he knew that he 
was going to end up killing himself. He helped me out with this 
guard and he gave me some money. It sounds weird but I think 
he may just have changed my life. I’m just completely 
amazed… 

Ryan: He had a wife and he had a baby on the way. I only met 
him for a few minutes, my wife was giving birth, but I felt that 
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he knew how this day was going to end. He was quite an 
intriguing person. My condolences go out to his wife. He told 
me, life was like a train… 

John: Well we have no idea what prompted this attack. We’re 
looking into it but as far as we know there was no relation 
between Graham Forrester and Jamie Grant. I will neither 
deny nor confirm any links to the Fern Hill Park incident…  

WAITING FOR A TRAIN plays out. 
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THE SUPER 
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HAPPY FUN TIME 

TRICK 

PERFORMANCE 



Ben Webber  Year One 

65 
 

The stage is empty. No one is stirring. The audience are 

sitting quietly in their seats. Suddenly Alice and Lucy open the 

door. Lucy is eating yoghurt and Alice is eating a banana. 

Alice: And basically he hates me now but I guess that’s 

understandable on the account of him having to see his dog 

die and… 

She pauses. She looks around and sees the audience. She 

whispers to Lucy. 

Alice: Lucy? 

Lucy: Yes? 

Alice: What time what the performance supposed to start? 

Lucy: I think…a few minutes ago. 

Long pause whilst they stare at the audience. 

Alice: Shit. 

Lucy: Want me to get the others? 

Alice: No I want you to stand here looking like a clueless 

twat. Yes go get the others! 

Lucy whimpers and scampers off. Alice makes her way to the 

centre of the stage. 

Alice: Ladies and gentlemen, there has been a slight delay! 

The Super Awesome Happy Fun Time Trick Performance will 

begin in just a moment. 
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Fake applause from the sound box. There is an uncomfortably 

long pause whilst we wait for the other performers. Alice 

looks at her banana. 

Alice: Well, we might as well not let this go to waste. 

She eats the banana whilst maintaining awkward eye contact 

with the audience. She gives a cheeky wink to one of the male 

audience members. Eventually Lucy returns to the stage with 

Sam, Tom and Emma. They look unenthusiastic and tired.  

Alice: WHERE THE HELL HAVE YOU GUYS BEEN?! THESE GUYS 

(Points at the audience) HAVE BEEN HERE FOR AGES! THEY 

ARE EXPECTING A PERFORMANCE! 

Silence as nobody really cares about her shouting. 

Alice: Well get on with it then! I’m working with troglodytes 

here… 

Sam goes to a CD player and presses play. Really cheesy 

Japanese music comes on. They take up spaces in the room 

and prepare to do a little dance. Alice grabs a microphone. 

Alice: HELLO EVERYONE AND WELCOME TO THE SUPER 

HAPPY FUN TIME TRICK PERFORMANCE! Thank you all for 

coming to see this amazing event! My name is Alice and I’m- 

Emma: (Shouting) A TOTAL BITCH! 

The cast laughs 

Alice: (Tries to shake it off) funny one Emma. (Gives her the 

finger) I’m Alice and I’m- 

Sam: (Shouting) A MASSIVE CONTROL FREAK! 
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Alice: Seriously Sam I will smash your face in. My name is 

Alice and I’m- 

Tom: (Shouting at the top of his voice) ADOPTED! 

Music stops. Alice’s jaw drops, as does everyone else’s. Tom 

laughs by himself, until he sees his colleagues’ reactions 

Lucy: You can’t joke about that Tom. 

Emma: Jesus Christ Tom. Don’t be a prick. 

Sam: Always taking it too far. 

Alice takes the microphone and rams it into Tom’s gut. Tom 

keels over. Alice pushes him to the ground. As Tom curls up in 

pain, Alice spits on him. 

Alice: Go die in a fucking hole Tom. 

She storms off behind the curtains. There’s an uneasy silence 

as the group look around. Then Sam presses play and picks up 

the microphone. Lucy slinks offstage and begins tucking into 

the rest of her yoghurt. 

Sam: Hello there ladies and gentlemen. My name is Sam, and 

I will be your host today! 

Emma snatches the microphone from him. 

Emma: Hello there ladies and gentlemen. My name is Emma 

and I will be your host today! 

Sam: (Taking the microphone off Emma) No no. Emma will 

not be your host. I am your host for this event. My name is 

Sam! 
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Emma: (Snatching the microphone again) No Sam will not be 

the host because Sam is a dickhead. MY NAME IS EMMA AND 

I WILL BE YOUR HOST TODAY! 

Sam: FUCK OFF! 

They wrestle over the microphone. Sam eventually wrestles it 

free and shoos Emma away. 

Sam: Now that everything’s settled down, we can continue. 

Emma goes to the other side of the stage in a huff. 

Sam: Welcome to The Super Awesome Happy Fun Time Trick 

Performance! My name is Sam and I will be your host today! 

You guys have already met Alice, but let’s meet the rest of 

the cast! On the floor in pain beside me is Tom! Say hi to 

everyone Tom 

Tom is clearly still in pain. 

Tom: …fuck…you… 

Sam: That’s not very nice is it Tom? What were you really 

trying to say? 

Tom: …fuck…you… 

Sam: I’ll give you one last chance… 

Tom: …fuck…you… 

Sam kicks Tom in the gut. Tom shrieks in pain. 

Sam: Let’s give it up for Tom everybody! 

He moves over to Lucy 
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Sam: And here we have the wonderful, beautiful Lucy. Lucy 

how are you feeling today? 

Lucy is halfway through a spoonful of yoghurt when she 

realises everyone is watching her. She clamps up and 

becomes very scared. 

Lucy: Um…I’m…good…WAIT…I’m great…I think… 

Sam: Tell us a little bit about yourself Lucy!  

Pause. Lucy is too scared. 

Sam: What kind of stuff do you like? 

Lucy: Ummm…I like…umm… (Looks at 

yoghurt)…yoghurt…and…um…er…stuff… 

She starts to whimper 

Sam: (Aside) Oh for fuck’s sake. (To the audience) Lucy 

everybody! Give her a round of applause! Now I’m sure I 

don’t need to introduce you to Emma and her fiery 

personality. (He looks around for Emma) Emma! Where the 

hell are you?! 

Emma appears from the curtains with a second microphone. 

Emma: I’m right here Sam! Hello there ladies and gentlemen! 

I’m your host, Emma! 

Sam: Jesus fucking Christ… 

Emma: I’m sure you were all getting bored of dipshit over 

here so I’m taking over! I’d like you to welcome you all to The 

Super Awesome Happy Fun Time Event!  
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Sam: I’ve already done that. 

Emma: Well you haven’t done it right because they look like 

corpses. 

Sam: Well maybe if you weren’t fucking it up all the time. 

Emma: Bite me, bitch. 

Suddenly Alice emerges from the curtain. She is really 

worried. 

Alice: Where’s Jeremy. Has anyone seen Jeremy? 

Emma and Sam: Oh shit. 

Alice: Where THE FUCK is Jeremy?! 

Everyone averts her stare. Sam and Emma go to sides of the 

stage. Tom manages to pick himself up. Alice takes Sam’s 

microphone. She talks, but sounds very serious and not at all 

enthusiastic. 

Alice: Ummm…hey there everyone. I’m really sorry but we 

seem to be missing one member. As a result… (She 

gulps)…we cannot show you The Super Awesome Happy Fun 

Time Trick Performance today. 

She is quiet. The rest of cast look up, down, anywhere to 

avoid the gaze of the audience. Suddenly, Alice has an idea. 

Alice: BUT that doesn’t mean that we can’t still have fun! I’m 

sure we can come up with some amazing things for you guys! 

She nods her head and smiles to the cast. They frown and 

shake their heads. 
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Alice: Come on guys! We can still show them our dance 

routine! Get them in the mood! 

The others protest still. She walks over to the CD player and 

presses play. The music starts up again. The others give up 

and make their way onto the stage. Whilst Alice is speaking 

they do a little dance. 

Alice: We’ve just put on some music to get everyone in the 

mood! Setting the atmosphere if you will. If you follow my 

steps. Everything is going to be alright! (She is clearly making 

this up) Now imagine…a field! And in that field, you have 

a…massive ball! That’s right, a big bouncy ball! It can be any 

colour you like. And you play with it…you play with it for a 

long time, because it’s so much fun! 

In the background Sam and Tom keep bumping into each 

other, getting annoyed. Lucy is eyeing up her yoghurt. Emma 

looks like she doesn’t know the steps. 

Alice: And then, you suddenly see yourself! But…you’re 

younger. It’s a young version of you, when you were a kid! 

And you see yourself and think “I looked really cute back 

then”…so you go to mini-you and you kindly ask whether you 

want to play… 

Alice closes her eyes. Sam and Tom start chasing each other 

round the stage, whilst Lucy slinks off to eat her yoghurt. 

Emma has just stopped dancing and checks her phone. 

Alice: …and it’s wonderful and magical, the two of you 

playing together. And you think to yourself… “When did I 
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grow up?” and then…you realise you haven’t. You’re still a 

child at heart. 

Tom throws Sam to the floor and proceeds to hold him down.  

Emma eyes up the microphone. 

Alice: And it’s the best feeling in the world. And that’s the 

feeling I want you to have tonight. Because you’re all wonde- 

Emma snatches the microphone from Alice. 

Alice: What the hell Emma?! Give it back! 

Emma: No. 

Alice chases Emma. Emma runs to the side of the stage and 

grabs a bottle of water with a spray nozzle attached to the 

top. She sprays Alice, who backs off. Tom and Sam stop 

fighting. 

Alice: FUCK YOU. 

Emma: No, fuck you! There’s no point doing this bullshit. We 

don’t have Jeremy, we can’t do the trick. This is pointless. 

Everyone is silent. Alice looks down at the floor, then sits 

down and curls up into a ball. 

Emma: (Turns to the audience) However, there is still quite a 

bit to go before the end of this performance, and we need to 

give the people some entertainment! 

The others shrug their shoulders. Emma brings the CD player 

over and pops a new CD in. 
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Emma: And it just so happens I’ve been practicing my stand-

up routine, so you guys don’t mind if I use you for practice 

whilst you’re here do you? 

The others groan. Emma shoots them a sharp look. 

Emma: Wow, real supportive. Wankers. (Turns to audience) 

Okay guys, here we go! (Clears throat) Two antennas met on 

a roof, fell in love and got married. The wedding wasn’t 

much, but the reception was excellent! 

She presses play. The CD player makes a “Ba-dum tssss” 

sound like a punch line. Silence from the cast. 

Emma: Umm…I went to a sea food disco last week…I pulled a 

muscle. 

“Ba-dum tssss” Again, silence from the cast. 

Emma: (Aside) Shit. (To the audience) Jeez…touch 

crowd…errr…okay here’s a good one. Mahatma Gandhi, as 

you know, walked barefoot most of the time, which 

produced an impressive set of calluses on his feet. He also 

ate very little, which made him rather frail and with his 

odd diet, he suffered from bad breath. This made him a super 

calloused fragile mystic hexed by halitosis. 

Lucy laughs and spits out some yoghurt onto Tom. Everyone 

laughs, except Tom who just storms out. Lucy starts sobbing. 

Emma: Wahey there we go! Knew you’d like that! A man 

walks into a bar with a slab of asphalt under his arm and 

says:" A beer please, and one for the road. 
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“Ba-dum tssss” Nothing from the cast. We hear Sam say “For 

fuck’s sake…” 

Emma: Okay, okay, here’s one. A woman has twins and gives 

them up for adoption. One of them goes to a family in Egypt 

and is named "Ahmal." The other goes to a family in Spain; 

they name him "Juan." Years later, Juan sends a picture of 

himself to his birth mother. Upon receiving the picture, she 

tells her husband that she wishes she also had a picture of 

Ahmal. Her husband responds, “They’re twins! If you've seen 

Juan, you've seen Ahmal." 

“Ba-dum tssss” Silence. Sam goes and picks up the second 

microphone. 

Sam: Hey I’ve got a joke for you Emma. What’s got two legs 

and is a pathetic excuse for a person? 

Emma: I don’t- 

Sam: You are. Who is an insatiable slut who spreads her legs 

more often than I spread jam on my toast? 

Emma: What are you- 

Sam: BZZZT Wong answer. The correct answer is you. Who 

can’t remember their life between the ages of 5 and 6 

because daddy traumatized them so badly? 

Emma: Sam fuck off- 

Sam: Yeah that’s right, YOU! 



Ben Webber  Year One 

75 
 

Emma runs off crying outside. Lucy puts down her yoghurt 

and follows her. As she exits, Tom comes back with a clean 

shirt. 

Sam: Fucking stand-up comedy. Emma you total bellend. 

Tom is absolutely confused as to what’s just happened. 

Tom: What’s just happened? 

Sam: Oh we were just trying out some new material. 

Tom: errrm…okay. 

They look at the audience, unsure of what to do now. 

Tom: So have you got anything you’d like to tell these fine 

people? 

Sam: Yeah, but I’m saving the best for last. How about you go 

ahead. 

Tom: I don’t have anything to talk about. 

Sam: Sure you do (Shoves the microphone into his hand) Go 

on Tom, please the masses! 

Sam walks offstage. We see Alice watching Tom. Tom makes 

his way to the centre of the stage. 

Tom: Well…how about I tell you a story? Would you all like 

that? 

Silence. 

Tom: Okay. 
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Long pause whilst he’s thinking up a story. 

Tom: The other day I was walking in the park…and then 

suddenly I saw a big bouncing ball… 

Alice: Tom shut the hell up. 

Tom: Make me you tramp. Anyway, there’s this big ball and 

then suddenly, ahead of me, I see a tiny younger version of 

me, as if by magic! 

Alice walks up behind Tom and delivers a kidney punch. Tom 

crumples to the floor. 

Tom: ARGH! WHAT THE HELL YOU CRAZY BITCH?! 

Alice: Suck it, turd. 

She walks behind the curtains. Tom pulls himself up. 

Tom: Okay, a different story…the other week, one of my 

goldfish died. She was called Wendy. She was an absolutely 

lovely specimen. I’d had her for 5 years. She was a truly 

amazing goldfish. 

Alice walks out with a guitar and an amp, unbeknownst to 

Tom. 

Tom: But, you see…I have more than one goldfish, about 4 of 

them actually. It sounds like a cosy number, but actually I’ve 

had about 12 over these past few years. They seemed to 

keep disappearing. 

Emma storms back in and slaps Sam right across the face. She 

then sits in the corner. Lucy walks in slowly. 
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Tom: And I’d always kept wondering where they were going. 

So when Wen- (Spots Lucy) OH HEY THERE LUCY YOU PRICK! 

YEAH I CAN SEE YOU THERE, HIDING BEHIND THAT AUDIENCE 

MEMBER. FUCKING COME OUT RIGHT NOW. 

Lucy comes out from behind the audience sobbing. 

Tom: Do you want to know what you did to my shirt?! Well I 

will fucking show you! Stay right goddamn here! 

He storms offstage to get his shirt. Lucy waits in the centre, 

whimpering. The wait is really long, and horribly awkward. 

Sam walks over and talks to Emma, trying to sort things out. 

Tom storms back in with his yoghurt soaked shirt. He stands 

next to Lucy. 

Tom: Just look at this! It’s stained all the way in there. What 

the fuck is this?! Some sort of chocolate bit?! Jesus Christ is 

there nothing you can’t fuck up?! Look! Look at it! 

Tom smears the shirt in Lucy’s face. He then throws it 

offstage. 

Tom: Now go and sit the fuck down. 

Lucy sits down and doesn’t make a move or a word. Sam and 

Emma go over to her and comfort her. Alice is tuning her 

guitar. 

Tom: Anyway, what was I saying? Ah yes, Wendy. When 

Wendy went missing I felt something was up. Goldfish don’t 

disappear like that. You’d expect a corpse. So that’s when my 

attention turned to next door neighbour’s cat, Mittens. Now, 

on the days that my fish went missing, it was really hot. I 
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mean really fucking hot. So the natural thing you do is open a 

door or a window, which is what I’d done. 

Alice turns on the amp and plays really badly. Tom stops for a 

moment but continues after a while. 

Tom: Okay, so I had open windows and stuff. A perfect 

opportunity for a cat to come and have a look at a few fishes. 

So the day after, I opened my window and waited for 

Mittens. 

Alice turns her amp up louder. 

Tom: Sure enough, I see Mittens jump through the window 

and slink towards the tank. And that’s when I knew. That’s 

when I knew that fucking bag of fur had been eating my 

goldfish! 30 quid. 30 fucking quid I wasted replacing them. I 

knew that fleabag had to go. So I lured her over to me using 

some food. I then picked her up and wrapped her in some 

rope. Then I put her in my car and drove. I drove till I was at a 

river. I picked up Mittens and shoved her in a sack. Then, I 

took that sack and threw it in the river! Yeah, you fucking 

heard me, I threw it in the river! Fuck that shit, the cat had 

killed 5 of my fishes! Eye for a goddamn eye. 

Lucy walks up behind Tom and slams her yoghurt pot on his 

head, getting yoghurt all over him. She then kicks the back of 

his leg, causing him to fall. She then sprays him over and over 

again with the water. Afterwards she slaps him and walks 

out. Tom struggles to find his feet. Alice turns the amp up 

louder. 

Tom: Oh shit…I forgot she is my next door neighbour.  
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Pause 

Tom: Well anyway, I get home, and guess what I fucking see? 

I see the tail stump of one of my other goldfish. Steve his 

name was. His body was nowhere to be found and he was 

alive when I took Mittens out. So what the hell happened? 

He starts laughing. 

Tom: And that’s when I see Marcy, my oldest goldfish, take a 

bite out of a tail fin! Can you fucking believe that?! My own 

goldfish were eating each other! I thought they were all 

getting along, but no, under the surface they’d fucking hated 

each other. Every now or so they’d gang up on one and eat 

him! Jesus Christ. And that’s the end of my goddamn fucking 

tragic story. Did that satisfy you Sam?! 

Sam looks at him and nods. 

Tom: Well thank fuck for that! I’m out. 

He drops the microphone then gets a bottle of water from the 

side of the stage. He takes a swig, then walks up to Alice and 

pours it all over the amp. The amp splutters and dies. Tom 

sits down whilst Alice desperately tries to get the amp to 

work. Sam walks over and picks up the microphone. 

Sam: Lucy? 

Lucy opens the door. 

Lucy: Yes? 

Sam: You can come back in now. Everything’s over. 
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Lucy comes back in. She sits on opposite side of the room to 

Tom and doesn’t make eye contact with him. 

Sam: Well ladies and gentlemen, it’s nearly time for the end! 

Really glad you’ve stayed with us this long and- 

At that moment, Jeremy walks in with a bag. Everybody is 

silent. He has not noticed the audience yet. 

Jeremy: Guys, why are you having a rehearsal without me?  

Sam drops the microphone and grabs him by the collar. 

Sam: Because this is isn’t a rehearsal. You complete fuckwit! 

Jeremy: Wait what? 

He turns around and sees the audience 

Jeremy: OH FUCKING SHIT FUCK! What?! Why are they 

here?! 

Sam: Because the performance started ages ago! Where the 

fuck were you?! Why didn’t you pick up your phone?! 

Jeremy: I don’t have a goddamn phone anymore remember? 

Alice dumped it in a tub of ice cream. 

Alice: My bad. 

Jeremy: Shut up. So what have you guys been doing without 

me? You know we can’t do the trick unless I’m here as well. 

Emma: Well it’s been…eventful shall we say? 

Alice: How about you start off with apologizing to everyone 

here?  
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Sam drags Jeremy to centre stage and hands him a 

microphone. 

Sam: Well don’t look at me, look at them, dumbass. 

Pause whilst Jeremy sizes up his audience. He begins to 

speak. 

Jeremy: Hi everyone…my name’s Jeremy…I’m sure you’re all 

wondering why I was late here today. 

Alice: Too fucking right. 

Jeremy: One reason was because we were told the 

performance didn’t start for at least another half an hour. 

That was no fault of my own, I was given false information 

*cough* Emma *cough* Fucking bitch *cough* 

Everyone turns to Emma, who gives them the finger. 

Jeremy: The other reason was that on the way over here I 

accidently ran someone over. 

Everyone looks at him. Emma rifles through his bag. 

Jeremy: Yeah on the way here. Just driving along when 

suddenly WHAM a guy hits my windscreen. Flies off the top 

of the car.  

Tom: Well what the hell did you do? 

Jeremy: What any same person does, you stop by the side of 

the road. I got out, and guy looked hurt pretty bad. I thought 

for sure I’d be arrested or something. He was rolling around 

screaming his head off. I’m walking over to him when 

suddenly this man walks out of his house shouting. He’s 
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saying something like “Get away from him!” So I do what he 

says. Then all of a sudden the man runs up and kicks the guy 

on the ground. 

Sam: Wait, what? 

Jeremy: Yeah I’m telling you he kicks the guy on the ground. 

Then all of a sudden the man I hit jumps up and fucking 

scarpers! I had no idea what was going on! 

Alice: So what happened? 

Jeremy: Turns out, this guy had been running out into the 

road, into fucking traffic, and getting hit on purpose so he 

could sue the guy who ran him over! 

Emma: Jesus Fucking Christ. 

Jeremy: Yeah I know! Well anyway, I thanked the guy that 

gave me the heads up and went on my way. And then I came 

here. 

Emma: Bullshit. 

Jeremy puts down the microphone 

Jeremy: What? 

Emma: I call bullshit. 

Jeremy: What the fuck for? 

Emma: On the account of you having a pack of condoms in 

your bag, a receipt saying you purchased them today, and 

the fact that already a couple are missing already! HA! 

Busted. 
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There’s a silence. Then Tom starts slow clapping. Everybody 

joins in.  

Jeremy: Oh I sorry Emma. Was that the same excuse your 

boyfriend used on you whilst he was sleeping around? Oh I’m 

sorry, ex-boyfriend.  

Emma: Fuck off. 

Jeremy: Too right. Anyway, now that I’m here, we can get on 

to the performance! (He raises the microphone) Ladies and 

gentlemen, welcome to The Super Awe- 

Sam grabs the microphone off him. 

Sam: NO! You do not get to waltz in here and suddenly be 

the host! We’ve gone through all that shit before, without 

you! 

Sam composes himself. 

Sam: Besides, I’ve still got my little bit to do. 

Alice groans. 

Sam: Shut up. You’ve all got to do your bits. Even Jeremy did 

one, and he turned up 5 fucking minutes ago. 

Alice: Fine, just do it already. 

Sam: Thank you 

He goes over to a chest and pulls out a cape and top hat. He 

then goes back to centre stage. He raises the microphone. 
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Sam: I present to you the greatest magician in all the land, 

the magical, majestic Sam! And here to help perform my trick 

is the amazingly talented Lucy! 

Nobody moves. 

Sam: Lucy get the fuck over here! 

Lucy yelps and moves over to Sam. 

Sam: Okay Lucy, I have a deck of cards here.  

He produces a deck of cards. 

Sam: As you can see the cards have not been tampered with! 

Would you like to check them Lucy? 

Lucy checks the cards but spills them all over the floor. 

Sam: Oh for fuck’s sake. What is your fucking problem 

woman?! 

Lucy begins to sob. 

Sam: Oh don’t be such a drama queen. 

Lucy stops sobbing. 

Sam: Well come on then! Pick them up! Jesus Christ. 

Lucy scrabbles on the floor, picking them up. Eventually she 

hands them back to him. 

Sam: Finally! Okay, Lucy I want you to pick a card out of this 

pack. 

Lucy picks out a card. 
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Sam: Would you kindly show it to the audience? 

Lucy shows it to the audience. 

Sam: Now put it back in the deck 

Lucy puts it back in the deck. Sam gets psyched up. 

Sam: Okay fuckers, here is where shit gets tight! 

He does a little dance with lots of “uuuums” and “aaaahs” 

Finally he stops and pulls out a card and shows it to Lucy and 

the audience. 

Sam: Is this your card? 

Pause. Awkward silence. 

Lucy: ...no... 

Sam: What? 

Lucy: …no… 

Sam: No what? 

Lucy: …no it’s not my card… 

Sam looks at the card. Then at her. 

Sam: It’s not your card? 

Lucy shakes her head. 

Sam: WHAT DO YOU MEAN IT’S NOT YOUR FUCKING CARD?! 

Sam stamps about and throws a hissy fit. He then throws the 

cards at Lucy. 
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Sam: YOU COULD HAVE LEAST PRETENDED DAD! 

Lucy: But…I’m not you’re- 

Sam: FUCK OFF DAD! STOP BULLYING ME! YOU NEVER 

LOVED ME! 

He runs off crying out the door. 

Tom: What the fuck just happened. 

Jeremy: I think Sam just had an episode. 

Tom: Sweet. 

Awkward silence. Lucy goes and sits in the corner. Jeremy 

walks over to her. 

Jeremy: Hey, do you want some yoghurt? 

Lucy: Sure. 

Jeremy gets some yoghurt out of his bag. Lucy opens it up 

and eats it. 

Lucy: Thanks. 

Jeremy pats her head. 

Alice: What did I just watch? 

Emma: I don’t know… 

Alice grabs the microphone. 

Alice: Anyway, now that Jeremy is here we can start the 

show! Just after Sam stops being a little bitch and gets back 

in here. 
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Emma: Give him a couple of minutes. 

Alice: Cool. Okay so whilst he’s growing some balls, let’s set 

up! 

They all start to mobilise, rummaging backstage for bits and 

bobs, placing them onstage. Everyone except Tom. 

Alice: Ladies and Gentlemen, it’s been a long road, but finally 

we can present to you- 

Sam storms in and grabs the microphone. 

Sam: I’m sorry Alice, but I feel like I need to apologise to Lucy 

for my awful behaviour. I was being truly horrible to her a 

few minutes ago, and I want her to know that I’m sorry. 

Pause whilst everyone registers that Sam is being nice. Then 

Lucy goes up and hugs Sam. 

Sam: Thank you for accepting my apology. And Tom, I think 

you also owe Lucy an apology for your heinous actions 

towards her. 

Tom is frozen in one spot. 

Sam: Tom? Hello? 

Tom doesn’t move. 

Sam: Tom, what’s the matter? 

Alice moves in, putting her ear to Tom’s mouth. We see Tom 

whispering.  

Alice: …what? Speak louder. 
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More whispering. 

Alice: …you fucking WHAT?! WHAT THE FUCKING HELL 

TOM?! 

Emma: Whoa Alice, calm down! 

Alice: HE FORGOT IT! 

Sam: He forgot what? 

Alice: YOU KNOW! (She glances at the audience, then back to 

Sam) The thing. 

Everyone is silent. They stop what they’re doing. 

Sam: YOU FORGOT THE FUCKING THING?! 

Jeremy: WHAT THE HELL WERE YOU THINKING YOU FUCK 

UP?! 

Emma: HOW DID YOU FORGET IT?! 

Alice: JESUS FUCKING CHRIST! 

Lucy: Goddamnit Tom… 

Emma: Well that’s just great, we need it for the act! 

Tom: (Crying) I’m sorry guys! 

Emma: Oh you’re sorry?! Well whoop-de-fucking-doo! 

Alice: Do you know how important that piece is for the trick? 

Jeremy: Well obviously not or shitbird here wouldn’t have 

fucked it up. 
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Sam: How the hell did you forget it?! 

Tom: I dunno, I came here today and I felt for it in my pocket 

and it wasn’t there! But I swear I put it in my pocket before I 

left the house! 

Alice: Well guess what Tom, you didn’t! You don’t have it and 

now we’re shit out of luck! 

Sam: That’s it, I’ve had enough. 

Sam punches Tom in the gut. Tom keels over. 

Sam: Well come on then guys! He’s screwed you over too! 

Alice gets the rest of Lucy’s yoghurt and pours it on him. 

Jeremy spits on him. Emma throws toys and other things at 

him. Tom is crying curled up in a ball at the centre of the 

stage. This continues for some time with the others beating 

up Tom. Lucy is in the corner. 

Lucy: Guys… 

They continue. 

Lucy: EVERYBODY FUCKING STOP RIGHT NOW! 

Everyone stops and turns. 

Lucy: Can’t you see what you’re doing?! Why are you beating 

him up like this? You’re monsters! 

Emma: He forgot the thing! 

Lucy: Who gives a flying fuck?! Why is this important at all? 

Alice: But then we can’t show them- 



Ben Webber  Year One 

90 
 

Lucy picks up the microphone. 

Lucy: Who cares about them?! Look at yourselves. You’ve 

been fighting amongst yourselves, trying to impress these 

people who frankly don’t give two shits. They just wanted to 

watch a performance, not see you doing crappy magic tricks 

or telling stories about fucking goldfish! Honestly, they’ll go 

home and forget all of this as soon as they can. And here you 

are beating each other up because of one insignificant little 

thing. 

Silence. They all hang their heads in shame. Tom is still curled 

up, whimpering. Emma takes the microphone off Lucy. 

Emma: Lucy…you’re right. 

Emma turns to the audience. 

Emma: Why the hell are we fighting amongst ourselves for 

these cocksuckers?! At the end of the day you guys don’t 

mean shit to us. You just want a show, no matter what 

happens in it. 

Alice takes the second microphone. 

Alice: I bet you fuckers actually enjoy this. You loved us 

turning against each other. You probably think this is some 

social commentary bullshit. You’re going to go and draw 

parallels with society and think yourself smart for connecting 

the dots. Well good for you, dickheads. 

Emma: You know, I’ve seen them watch stuff like this. They 

watch horrible shit happen on stage and they fucking love it! 

They love feeling emotionally drained. They love human 
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beings going against each other, getting off on it. You think 

you’re so fucking smug right now, in your seats, watching us 

all go at each other?! How the hell would you like it?! 

Sam grabs first microphone. 

Sam: You’re all fucking sadistic, do you know that? You, over 

there. You like seeing us beat the hell out of one another?! 

You find it entertaining that we’re destroying ourselves?! Are 

you seeing this as a parody of the human fucking condition?! 

Why the fuck aren’t you doing anything to stop it? You 

laughed as we beat the shit out of each other, as we verbally 

abused one another. YOU FUCKING LOVED IT! 

Jeremy with second microphone. 

Jeremy: You saw this going downhill from the moment you 

came in. Why didn’t you go out? Because you were dragged 

in. By the violence. The offensiveness. The whole fucking 

meanness of it all. Why? Is it because you need an escape? 

You guys are such goodie-two-shoes that watching horrible 

situations on stage is like some sort of therapy for you? Just 

the sight of you makes me sick. What the fuck is wrong with 

you people? 

Lucy with the first microphone. 

Lucy: Or maybe you stayed sat down in your seats because 

you weren’t told to stand up and fight? Sheep. You’re all 

fucking sheep. You love all the conventions, you love your 

depressing stories. You can give yourself a pat on the back, 

tell yourself “It’s alright, at least I’m not like them” You may 

think you’re safe, but trust me, you’re not. We are in control. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

92 
 

You are at our mercy. Do not cross us, do not complain, do 

not ever think we’re beneath you. Do not ever think that 

you’re better because you don’t do the things we do. 

Because you are not safe. Not in those seats. You’re all 

fucking pathetic. Look at you, you can’t even rise up you’re so 

fucking shocked. Fuck you. 

The others stand up and walk out the door. 

Alice: Tossers. 

Sam: Fucking loons, the lot of them. 

As they leave, Lucy gets a keychain with a little fuzzy bear out 

of her pocket. She walks over to Tom, who is still curled up 

sobbing on the floor. 

Lucy: Sorry I took this. It was for a good cause. 

She leaves the keychain beside him. She turns to the 

audience. 

Lucy: We hope you have enjoyed this performance. Don’t 

forget to recommend us to your friends. 

She drops the microphone and walks out, leaving Tom on the 

floor. There is no curtain call, only Tom’s sobs.  
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BROWN BETTY 
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Act One 

Scene 1 

We hear the sound of bubbling (a bong). Lights up on a lab. 

We see and old man, Doctor Walter Bishop frantically 

labelling stuff around the lab with a label printer. He is clearly 

intoxicated. Roundabout by Yes is blaring in the background. 

His lab assistant, Astrid Farnsworth walks on and sees this 

frenzied activity. She walks up to him. 

Astrid: Walter? 

A pause while Walter realises she’s in the room. Then he 

looks at the label printer, then back to her. 

Walter: I’ve decided that we need to get organised. 

Astrid: You’ve been smoking marijuana. 

Walter: You can hardly classify what I’ve just smoked as 

marijuana. It’s a hybrid of Chronic Supernova and Afghani 

Kush. I call it Brown Betty. 

Astrid: Walter. 

She walks right up to him. She puts her hands around his. The 

music turns off. 

Astrid: I know how you’re feeling. 

Walter: It’s important to take control of one’s life- 

Astrid: -Walter. Peter is going to come back. He just needs 

some time. But he will come back. 
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Olivia Dunham walks through the door. Walter sees her and 

shows joy. 

Astrid: Hey. 

Olivia: Hey. 

Walter walks up to Olivia, followed by Astrid. 

Walter: Is there news? Have you found him? 

A pause. 

Olivia: I’m sorry Walter. I have some leads I would like to 

follow up, but I have to- 

Walter: -You have to what? What can be more important 

than finding Peter? 

Ella enters onstage. 

Ella: Aunt Liv! The snack machine stole the dollar you gave 

me. Hi Astrid! Hi Uncle Walter! 

Astrid: Hi Ella. You know what? We have some snacks back 

there in the fridge. You could go help yourself. 

Ella: Thanks! 

Ella walks offstage. 

Walter: Who’s that? 

Astrid and Olivia look at him. 

Astrid: That’s Ella, Walter. 

Ella: (Offstage) It smells funny in here. 
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Astrid: Rachel’s daughter. Rachel is Olivia’s sister. 

Olivia: Rachel had to go to Chicago for the weekend so she 

asked if I could look after Ella, and I was wondering if you 

could watch her for- 

Walter: No no no no I couldn’t possibly look after anyone 

else. I’m well into phase one. 

Astrid: I think she’s talking about me. (To Olivia) Walter just 

smoked something called Brown Betty. 

Ella: (Offstage) Hi cow! 

A cow’s moo is heard. 

Walter: Be careful Stella! Gene! Gene, no licking! No licking! 

Walter rushes offstage. 

Olivia: You should only have to watch her for a few hours. 

Astrid: Don’t worry Olivia. I will be here. We would love to 

have her. 

Walter and Ella come back onstage with a board game called 

Operation. They sit down and start to play it. Walter seems to 

be failing, and the buzzer keeps activating. 

Ella: You’re killing him. You’re not supposed to touch the 

sides. What kind of doctor are you? 

He gets the heart out of the box. 

Ella: You’re not even trying. 

He stares at it intently. 
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Walter: His heart. 

Ella: All you’ve done is eat all my snacks and talk about weird 

stuff. 

Walter chuckles. 

Ella: And everything makes you laugh. 

Astrid walks in with some crisps. 

Ella: I know. Why don’t you tell me a story? 

Walter: I’m not very good at stories. 

Ella: Didn’t you used to tell stories to Peter? 

Walter snaps up. There is a pause. 

Walter: I’m sure Mrs Bishop did but…no I never told Peter 

stories. I was always too busy with my work. 

Ella: What about your parents Uncle Walter? Didn’t they tell 

you stories? 

Walter: Oh yes. My mother loved Chandler, and another 

writer called Dashell Hammond. She loved detective stories. 

Oh! And musicals, she adored musicals. She often would 

dress me up to play parts in plays at school. I was roughed up 

quite a lot as a child. 

He eats a crisp. 

Astrid: Walter? I think that Ella would really really enjoy a 

story. 

Ella: Once upon a time. 
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Walter: Well, alright. Are you ready?  

He stands up. He makes a dramatic pose. 

Walter: Once upon a time… 

He pauses. 

Walter: …there was…an accomplished detective. 

Scene 2 

The lights dim down. Eventually only a spot upstage is 

illuminated in a hazy yellow light. Jazz music is heard in the 

background. We see Olivia, dressed up in 1950’s detective 

attire. 

Walter: Except that she had decided to retire. Pack it in. 

Because there was one mystery she could not solve. 

Ella: What was that? 

Olivia holds up a photo. 

Walter: How to mend a broken heart. 

She puts the photo down on the desk. As she turns her back, a 

door opens. Rachel steps in. 

Ella: Hey it’s mum! 

Rachel: Miss Dunham? I’m sorry to show up like this but I’ve 

left you several messages and I’d like to hire you. 

Olivia pays Rachel no attention and rummages around in her 

desk. 
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Rachel: My boyfriend, he’s gone missing. 

Olivia looks up. 

Olivia: Well as you can see I’m kind of busy. 

Rachel: He got in over his head to a gambler, a guy named 

Big Eddie. I’m afraid something bad may have happened to 

him. 

Olivia: Drink? 

Rachel: I’m sorry what? 

Olivia gets out a bottle and fixes herself a tumble of scotch. 

Rachel sits down. 

Rachel: Oh, no thank you. 

Olivia takes a drink. 

Olivia: You know, most times when someone comes in here 

worried that their sweetheart’s gone missing or worse, by 

the time they find out what I usually find out…they wind up 

wishing they really were dead. 

Rachel: What do you usually find out? 

A pause while Olivia smiles. 

Olivia: Rachel is it? 

Rachel nods. 

Olivia: Do yourself a favour…go home. 

Olivia turns her back on Rachel, looking through some folders. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

101 
 

Rachel: He wouldn’t do what you’re suggesting. We met only 

a few weeks ago but…it was love at first sight. You probably 

don’t believe something like that exists, but I assure you, it 

does. 

Olivia stops. 

Walter starts singing Head Over Heels by Tears for Fears. 

Rachel is miming along to the words. The stage lights up and 

the music comes into the foreground as he dances onstage. 

Ella and Astrid are pretty weirded out. He finishes the chorus, 

then bows. 

Astrid: What those school kids must have done to you. 

Ella: Maybe you should teach me algebra. 

Walter: Well you see the…medication that Uncle Walter 

causes his posterior and lateral crico-arial tenoid 

muscles…er…to contract his larynx. 

Pause. 

Walter: Anyway, what was I saying? ...Ah! Yes, true love. 

Lights cut back to Olivia and Rachel. Olivia turns around and 

walks up to the desk. 

Olivia: When was the last time you spoke to him? 

Olivia sits down. 

Rachel: On the telephone two days ago. 

Olivia: Okay, and what’s his name? 

Rachel hands Olivia a photo. 
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Rachel: Peter Bishop. 

Ella: Wait a minute, that’s wrong. 

Lights on Ella and Walter. 

Ella: My mum doesn’t love Peter. 

Walter: Of course not. It’s just a story. But, as with all good 

stories, things aren’t always as they seem. So, where were 

we? 

Ella: She just took the case. 

Walter: Oh yes, how could she not? See, what Rachel didn’t 

know, is that detective Olivia once believed in love, especially 

great love. And if for no other reason, she took this case to 

see if such a love really existed. Now, this is where things 

might get a bit frightening. I’m not sure you’d want me to go 

on. 

Ella: Does it have to do with Peter? 

Walter: Maybe…it just might. 

Dark blue lights open up on another part of the stage. Peter 

with a suit and a hat enters with a suitcase. A heart beat is 

heard. 

Walter: You see, just as Olivia was gathering the facts from 

Rachel, far on the other side of town, a young man had gone 

into hiding. Because he had in his possession a very special 

item. 

Ella: What kind of item. 
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Peter puts the suitcase down, and then opens it. The heart 

beat gets louder. 

Walter: As it happens, a heart. 

Peter takes out the heart. It is made of glass and is see-

through. The heart beat gets louder. 

Walter: But a heart unlike anything the world had ever 

seen… 

Black out 

Scene 3 

Walter is putting on a record. Low Spark of High Heeled Boys 

by Traffic is being played. 

Walter: Now, the measure of a good detective is where she 

gets her information from. 

The lights dim down again, this time on a jazz club. Olivia 

walks in as Broyles is playing the piano and singing. Olivia 

approaches the barman. 

Olivia: Is he here? 

The barman nods in Broyles’ direction. Olivia walks over to 

him. 

Walter: Detective Dunham knew some high people in low 

places. 

Broyles finishes playing. 

Olivia: Hello lieutenant Broyles. Good to see you. 
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Broyles just looks at her, no reply. 

Olivia: What’s the matter? You’re not going to say hello? 

Broyles: Well I didn’t know if you actually meant hello…or if 

you were just stringing me along. You’re good at that. 

Olivia: I need to ask a favour 

Broyles: Must be a good one if you’re coming to me. 

Olivia: Well not as good a favour as pretending six years ago I 

didn’t see a cop on the beat plant evidence to get a 

promotion. 

Pause as the two stare at each other. 

Olivia: But yeah, it’s important. 

Broyles adjusts his hat. 

Broyles: What is it? 

Olivia hands him the photo. 

Olivia: Missing person. 

Broyles examines the picture, then hands it back. 

Broyles: Never seen him. 

Olivia takes the picture, then hands him a scrap of paper. 

Olivia: What about this? 

Broyles examines the scrap of paper. 
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Olivia: Does it mean anything to you? That guy’s sweetheart 

found it in her apartment the night he vanished. 

Broyles hands it back to her. 

Broyles: It’s a company logo. Massive Dynamic. You ever 

heard of them? 

Olivia: No. What do they do? 

Broyles: Question is, what don’t they do? 

Broyles resumes the piano whilst the lights fade to black. 

Walter: Indeed, what don’t they do? Olivia did her 

homework and soon found out some of the things they did 

do. 

Ella: Like what? 

Scene 4 

Walter: Massive Dynamic made its money at any cost. A vile 

firm that took every opportunity to exploit the little guy, 

profiteering of the creativity of others. 

Lights up on a stark white office. Nina Sharp is sitting at her 

desk when Olivia walks in. 

Nina: Miss Dunham. 

Nina stands up and walks over to her, she shakes Olivia’s 

hand. 

Nina: Nina Sharp. Pleasure to meet you. 

Olivia: Thank you so much for seeing me. 
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Nina: Detective Broyles called on your behalf. 

Nina gestures for Olivia to sit. 

Nina: He said you were looking for someone, you thought I 

may be able to provide some information. 

Nina sits. 

Olivia: Yes. 

Olivia hands Nina the photo. 

Olivia: His name is Peter Bishop. I’m investigating his 

disappearance on behalf of his fiancé. She believes he may 

be in trouble. 

Nina: Yeah that wouldn’t surprise me. Whatever trouble he’s 

in, I’m sure he deserves much worse. 

Nina hands Olivia back the photo. 

Nina: Peter Bishop is a con-man, with many talents and many 

identities, all of them suspect. Small cons to large scale 

industrial espionage, with only one person’s interests at 

heart. His own. 

Olivia: I see. 

Nina: But I can tell you one thing. If he’s pretending to love 

this woman, he must be using her somehow. For her sake, 

and yours, I hope he stays missing. He’s dangerous. 

A secretary appears at the door. 

Nina: Ah, I’m sorry. My attention is required on another 

matter. 
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Olivia: Of course. 

Olivia gets up. 

Olivia: Thank you so much for your time. 

She is about to leave. 

Nina: Miss Dunham. 

Olivia turns around 

Nina: You should proceed with caution. I meant it when I said 

that Peter Bishop is dangerous. 

Olivia pauses, then leaves. As soon as she exits, Nina reaches 

for the phone and dials a number. 

Nina: It’s me…there has been a development.  

Lights fade to black out. A phone ring as an answerphone 

comes on. 

Rachel: Hello, this is Rachel. Leave a message. (Answer 

machine beeps) 

Olivia: Hi, this Olivia Dunham. I need to talk to you. It’s about 

Peter Bishop. So could you give me a call as soon as you get 

this? 

The phone suddenly picks up. We hear Rachel in distress 

Olivia: Rachel? 

Rachel: Help me Miss Dunham! 

Olivia: Rachel?! 
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The line disconnects. Lights up as Olivia bursts into Rachel’s 

apartment, gun in hand, only to find Rachel’s body on the 

ground. As she puts the gun away, Olivia kneels down, only to 

discover a bloody square cut into Rachel’s chest. Black out. 

Scene 5 

Lights back up in Rachel’s apartment. Broyles at the crime 

scene with a couple more detectives, inspecting evidence and 

taking pictures. 

Ella: That’s not how it goes. She can’t be dead. 

Walter: Why not? 

Astrid: Probably because it’s her mother, Walter. 

Walter: Oh. 

Ella: No, that’s not it. Because that’s not how stories work. 

She’s in love, true love. She can’t die. 

Walter: As I have said, in this story, things are not always as 

they seem. 

Broyles: She was an actress. Real name wasn’t even Rachel, it 

was Kelsey. Don’t ask me what to make of it, we’re in the 

dark. But whoever did this was good. Didn’t leave 

fingerprints, and we can’t even identify what kind of weapon 

he used. But one thing we both know Dunham, death seems 

to follow you around. 

Olivia: Whatcha saying there, Chief? 

Broyles: I’m saying, I want you as far away as possible. 
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Olivia: Just when my interest is peaked? 

Broyles: Keep nosing around and you and your interest can 

spend some time downtown as guests of the state. 

Olivia: Well, three hot meals and a bed is tempting but um… 

She sizes up to him. 

Olivia: …I think I’ll pass. 

Broyles: I’m serious Dunham. Time to leave things to the big 

boys. 

They square off, then Olivia shrugs her shoulders. 

Olivia: Okay, you win. 

She walks off, but not before grabbing Rachel’s notebook 

from the bedside desk. Lights dim down as Olivia is 

illuminated by a single spotlight. She flicks through the 

notebook but a piece of paper falls out. It is a cheque, signed 

by one Walter Bishop. She dials an operator. 

Operator: Directory assistance? 

Olivia: Yes operator, I would like an address please 

Operator: And what’s the name? 

Olivia: An address for…Doctor Walter Bishop. 

Scene 6 

Lights up on the lab. 

Ella: It’s you. 
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Walter: Kind of. Although slightly less handsome than your 

Uncle Walter, but equally brilliant. A tinkerer. A dreamer. 

And Olivia would soon discover that he was the one that got 

her mixed up in all this. 

Walter sits in an electronic wheelchair as Olivia enters the 

room. 

Olivia: So you’re saying that you hired her to hire me to find 

Peter Bishop? 

Walter: That’s right. 

Olivia: Why didn’t you come to me yourself? 

Walter: Your reputation precedes you, Miss Dunham. You 

are the best but you’re selective. You only take cases where 

someone has lost their heart to love. I used her to get your 

attention. I never meant for her to be harmed. 

Olivia: Okay well you’ve got my attention now Doctor Bishop. 

Now who the hell is Peter Bishop and why are you looking for 

him? 

Walter: He was my lab assistant.  

Olivia: You got the same name. You related? 

A pause. 

Walter: Just coincidental. Although I did grow to love Peter 

as a son but apparently he was far more dangerous than I 

feared. He stole something from me, a most…important 

invention. 

He gets out a massive book and opens it. 
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Walter: I have spent my life making things that bring joy and 

happiness to make the world a better place. Bubble-gum. It 

was one of my first inventions. 

He turns a page. 

Walter: Ah. Flannel pyjamas. 

He turns another page. 

Walter: AH! Rainbows! And my latest project, singing 

corpses! 

Three singing corpses suddenly sit up and sing The Candy 

Man. Then as soon as they are finished, they go back to sleep. 

Walter: Why not bring a little life to the dead? The 

harmonies are still a little bit off. 

Olivia turns a page and notices something. 

Olivia: What’s this? 

Walter: Why, it’s a hug of course. 

Ella: He invented hugs? 

Walter: (Turning to her. Olivia is frozen.) Why oh yes my 

dear. He invented everything that is wonderful in the world. 

Teddy bears and chocolate bars…oh and something even 

more remarkable than that.  

He turns back to Olivia. 

Walter: A heart. A glass heart. 

Olivia: What makes it so special? 
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Walter: Well simply it’s a power source but it is capable of 

many wondrous things. And until quite recently…I was kept 

alive by this glass heart.  

He unbuttons his shirt, revealing a glowing compartment in 

his chest. 

Walter: I had a bad heart, so I invented the glass heart. Then 

a few nights ago someone slipped into my room and stole it 

while I was asleep. I’ve done what I can with batteries. It’s 

kept me stable but if I don’t get my heart back I’ll die. 

Olivia: And you think Peter Bishop stole your heart? 

Walter: They disappeared at the same time. The heart is 

priceless. Who knows what somebody would pay for it. I’ve 

so much good left to do. If I die, I’ll never get to finish any of 

them. All of my ideas… 

He buttons up his shirt again. 

Walter: They will all die with me. 

Olivia exits as the lights die down. Walter gets out of the 

chair and returns to Ella. 

Scene 7 

Ella: She’s gonna help him right? 

Walter: Of course. But first, she needed to re-hire her 

assistant…Astrid Farnsworth. 

The lights come up. Astrid is sitting at a table being 

interviewed by a nurse. 
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Astrid: I have experience with all kinds of people. I’m sure 

that would come in handy right? I mean, mental patients 

probably need tons of patience. 

She laughs. The nurse is not amused. 

Astrid. And love too. They probably need love, right? 

She sings an extract from I Hope I Get It. Then her phone 

rings. 

Astrid: I’m sorry, excuse me. 

She looks at the phone. 

Astrid: Oh, it’s my old boss. Can you give me just second? 

She only calls when it’s important. Or when she gets lost. 

Astrid picks up the phone. Olivia enters further downstage in 

a blue spotlight, a phone to her ear. 

Astrid: What do you want? 

Olivia: A new case. I need you. 

Astrid: You sent me packing this morning and you owe me six 

months back-pay. What makes you think I’m going to drop 

everything just because you call? 

Olivia: Because it’s important and because that’s just the 

kind of girl you are. Suddenly, Gemini grabs her from behind. 

She drops the phone.  

Astrid: Dunham? 

The Watcher stamps on it. Lights fade off Astrid. Olivia turns 

around and faces the man.  
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Gemini: (In a monotone) Drop what you’re investigating. 

Olivia: Who’re you? 

Gemini: I’m a man who doesn’t let his feelings get him into 

trouble. 

He takes out a strange scalpel and cuts Olivia across her 

chest. She screams out in pain. He stops. 

Gemini: Don’t stick your heart out where it doesn’t belong. 

Gemini runs off, leaving Olivia to her wound. Black out. 

Scene 8 

Lights up on Olivia’s office. Astrid is dabbing Olivia’s wound 

with cotton. 

Astrid: I’m sorry. Does that hurt? 

Olivia: (Sarcasm) No no no it feels great actually. Please, keep 

doing that. 

Astrid: I can’t believe you had stepped back into business 

over true love. You know, that’s your problem isn’t it? You’re 

always looking for something that doesn’t even exist? 

Olivia: Hey that’s not true. I’m not looking for someone who 

gonna give his heart to the world. Maybe somewhere in the 

universe there’s gotta be a guy who’ll keep me warm when 

I’m cold, feed me when I’m hungry, and maybe on occasion, 

take me dancing. 

Astrid nods in agreement. Then she notices something about 

the wound. 
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Astrid: Huh, that’s odd. It looks like it’s healing. 

Olivia wipes away the blood, but there’s no scar. 

Astrid: What kind of weapon did you say he used? 

Olivia walks over to the mirror to check her healed wound. 

Olivia: Well nothing that I’d ever seen before. It was like 

some kind of…laser. This was the same kind of wound that 

killed Rachel. So the same man who attacked me is the same 

man who attacked Rachel and took her heart. 

Astrid: Draw it. 

Olivia: Draw what? 

Astrid gets a piece of paper and a pen. 

Astrid: The weapon. I have an idea. 

Olivia does a quick sketch on the paper, then walks further 

downstage, which has become a patent office. She hands the 

picture to Barney the assistant, who runs it through the 

computer. 

Barney: Yeah the patent on this is right here. Pretty cool little 

device if I recall. It’s patented by this whizz-bang tech 

company out of Manhattan. Boy I wish I could work 

somewhere like that. Big outfit. All kinds of spy stuff. They go 

by the name of- 

Olivia: -Massive Dynamic. 

She heads back upstage, which is now Nina Sharp’s office. 

Nina Sharp is sitting down. 
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Secretary: You can’t go in there Miss Dunham. 

Olivia slams the paper down on the table. 

Olivia: A few hours ago a man attacked me with that and told 

me to forget I ever heard the name Peter Bishop. Now I can 

call the feds or you can tell me the truth. You choose, lady. 

Pause 

Nina: (To the secretary) Bring me the file on the quantum 

laser. (To Olivia) The device was developed here in our 

medical lab. It was designed as a surgical tool. Several 

months ago, one of our prototypes was stolen. But tell me, 

this man who attacked you, did he speak with an odd 

cadence to his voice? 

Olivia: Who is he? 

Nina: Not he, they. We call them The Watchers. These 

people are dangerous, and they don’t make idle threats. You 

should know what you’re getting into, Miss Dunham. 

Lights fade to black out. 

Ella: She was lying. 

Walter: Who? 

Ella: Nina Sharp. She was lying, wasn’t she? 

Walter: What makes you think that? 

Ella: I don’t know, I just don’t trust her. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

117 
 

Walter: Smart girl. You’re getting ahead of the narrative but 

you’re thinking along the right because detective Olivia didn’t 

trust her either. Now… 

Scene 9 

Olivia enters a blue spotlight. She calls Astrid, who is on the 

other side of the stage in a yellow spotlight. 

Astrid: Hello? 

Olivia: It’s me. You got anything? 

Astrid: Nina Sharp’s company, Massive Dynamic, the founder 

and CEO is a guy named William Bell. You ever heard of him? 

Olivia: No, should I have? 

Astrid: Well it seems he’s some sort of scientific Christopher 

Columbus. He’s always searching for what’s right on the edge 

of our imagination but here is the interesting part. In the past 

few years, no one has seen him. No press conferences, no 

public appearances. It’s like he just disappeared off the face 

of the Earth. 

Olivia: Okay so what’s that got to do with Peter Bishop? 

Astrid: (sighs) I don’t know. But it’s…weird right? 

Olivia: Yeah. Listen I gotta go. I’ve tailed Nina Sharp home. 

She’s getting out of the car. 

Astrid: Hey Dunham? 

Olivia: Yeah? 

Astrid: …Be careful. 
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Olivia: Okay mum. 

Olivia hangs up. Lights up on Nina Sharp’s living room. Olivia 

is on the edge, peering in. Nina is talking to William Bell 

through a laptop. He is distorted and misshapen.  

Nina: I have news, it safe to talk. 

Bell: Of course. No one can hear us. What is it? 

Nina: I found it. 

Bell: The glass heart? 

Nina: You were right. Peter Bishop has it. 

Bell: So where is he? Where’s the boy? 

Nina: We don’t know yet. But we’ll find him. 

Bell: Well that’s fabulous news. Well done Nina. I knew you 

could do it. 

Nina: William, I’ve been going out of my mind. 

Bell: By utilising the heart’s power, we’ll be able to create a 

stable door between this universe I’ve found myself in, and 

yours. 

Nina: After all this time, we can finally be together again. 

Bell: I know, my love. 

Suddenly, The Watcher appears and knocks down Olivia. 

Black out. Lights go up as Olivia finds herself on a boat. The 

sound of the sea is all around her. She tries to move. Her 

hands are tied together. Gemini appears by the door. 
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Gemini: She is awake. 

Nina walks in. 

Nina: I see. I suppose I should feel sorry for you, Miss 

Dunham. None of this should be your concern, but the truth 

is, I did everything I could to protect you. I warned you to 

stay away this, but you didn’t listen. Now, you’ve given me 

no choice. 

Olivia: So you’re going to send me someplace far away, 

where I won’t be able to tell anybody what you want to do 

with that glass heart? 

Nina: Not quite. Go ahead, Mr Gemini. 

Gemini picks Olivia up, despite her protests. He puts her in a 

box and nails down the lid. The lights fade until there’s a 

single blue spotlight on the box. We hear the noise of water 

rushing. She calls out for help, but to no avail. Suddenly a 

man pries open the box with a crowbar and drags Olivia out. 

He undoes her handcuffs and looks her in the eye. 

Peter: I heard you were looking for me. 

Act Two 

Scene 1 

Lights up in Peter’s apartment. Olivia enters the room in 

baggy clothes. She notices a big board in the middle of the 

room, with markers on it. They all seem to point at one spot. 

Suddenly Peter appears. 

Peter: You feeling better? 
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Olivia: Do you mean is a hot shower better than drowning in 

a pine coffin? Much, thank you. 

Pause 

Olivia: I take it you don’t live here? 

Peter: No, but nobody else does either. Seemed like a pretty 

good place to hide out. 

Olivia gestures to the board. 

Olivia: But this is yours. 

Peter: Yeah. 

Olivia: What is it? 

Peter: You hungry? 

He walks offstage and comes back on with some toast. Olivia 

accepts, and they eat. 

Olivia: So how’d you know I was drowning? 

Peter: Coffee? 

Olivia: Yeah, one sugar. Thanks. 

Peter goes and gets coffee. 

Peter: Well like I told you before, someone said somebody 

was looking for me. A cop, named Olivia Dunham. So I was 

following you. 

Olivia: Well someone’s been giving you false information 

because I’m not a cop I’m a private detective. 
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Peter: I see. 

Peter hands her the coffee. 

Peter: You like jazz? 

Olivia: Jazz? 

Peter: Miles, Duke, Louie, John Coltrane. You can tell a lot 

about a person by the music they listen to. And whether or 

not they dance. 

Olivia: Well jazz, not so much. But dancing? Sure. 

There’s a pause as they look at each other. 

Peter: Well I guess we’re opposites. I hate to dance. 

Olivia looks away. 

Peter: I’d take you though. 

She looks up. 

Olivia: You would? Why’s that? 

Peter: I don’t know, seems like you would be fun. You look 

like a good dancer. 

Olivia laughs. Peter gazes at her. 

Olivia: You know, all this is very nice, and I’m very grateful 

that you saved my life, but I know who you are and I know 

what you did. Wanna know why I was looking for you? 

Peter looks down. 
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Olivia: Doctor Walter Bishop hired me. I know you took his 

glass heart. 

Peter smiles 

Peter: Is that what he told you? That I stole his heart? What 

else did Walter Bishop tell you? 

Olivia: That without his heart he would die. And that all the 

good he does for this world would die with him. 

Peter: Well I guess I’m not the only one who’s been given 

false information. 

Olivia: What, you’re saying that’s not true? 

He goes over to the board  

Peter: One hundred and forty seven pins. Each one 

represents a child injured by Walter Bishop. 

Olivia: Injured how? 

Peter: Walter’s invented a great many things, wondrous 

things, that much is true. But what he didn’t tell you, is 

where his ideas come from. Elephants, rainbows, liquorice 

sticks. They come from the dreams of children. 

Pause 

Peter: He steals children’s dreams…and he replaces them 

with nightmares. 

He points to the board. 

Peter: That’s what this is. A pattern of destruction…of 

damaged kids…of shattered innocence. 
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Olivia: Who else knows about this? 

Peter: Nobody. I worked with for years and I didn’t even 

know. It’s why I was willing to die so he could live. 

He unbuttons his chest to unveil a heart compartment with 

the glass heart inside. 

Olivia: It’s your heart? 

Peter: I was born with it. And I was willing to give it to 

Walter.  

He closes the compartment up. 

Peter: Because of all the good he’s done. Because of all the 

good he could do. I thought he was so much more valuable 

than me…at least until I learned the truth. Walter Bishop isn’t 

responsible for all the goodness in the world….but he is 

responsible for so much evil. 

Suddenly a rumbling is heard. 

Peter: Aw hell. 

Olivia: What is it? 

Peter: They’ve found us. 

Suddenly three Watchers crash into the apartment. Olivia 

fights one whilst Peter takes on two. She manages to knock 

out the first one, then searches his body for a weapon, but 

finds a scrap of paper. Peter gets knocked down by the other 

two. Whilst one takes the heart out of his body, the other 

holds him down. Olivia throws one off of him and knocks him 

out, but the last Watcher escapes. Peter gets up. 
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Peter: I knew you were a good dancer. 

He falls to the floor. His shirt is open, his heart is missing. 

Olivia kneels down to help him. 

Peter: You really tossed some moves out there. 

Olivia: Well you’re not so bad yourself. 

Peter winces in pain. 

Peter: I need your help Olivia. I’m dying. 

Olivia rushes to drawers and rummages around. She 

eventually finds some batteries. She hurries over to Peter. 

Olivia: Okay, I got them. So…so what do I do? 

Peter: Well…you ever play that game Operation?  

Olivia: Yeah. 

Peter: Well it’s just like that except in reverse. You’re going 

to put those batteries into my chest. But whatever you do, 

don’t touch the nerve endings. 

Olivia: And what if I do? 

Peter smiles. 

Peter: Don’t. 

Olivia: Okay. 

She flinches just as she touches the compartment. 

Peter: It’s okay. Just go slow. And take them one at a time. 
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Olivia: Okay. 

She starts putting the batteries into Peter. 

Peter: So what made you want to be a detective? 

Olivia: I don’t know. Uh…I…I guess that I just always knew 

what it was…I was meant to do. 

Peter: And what’s that? 

Olivia: To care for people. 

Peter: But then who cares for you? 

They look at each other. 

Olivia: Okay. I did it. 

Peter: Good. Just one more. 

She starts on the second battery. 

Peter: It must be nice to know who you are…to know your 

place in the world. 

Olivia: So what about you? 

Peter: Oh I thought I did. I thought I knew who I was…but I 

was wrong. 

Olivia smiles. 

Olivia: Done. 

Peter doesn’t move. 

Olivia: Peter? 
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She holds up his head. 

Olivia: Peter? Peter? Please Peter… 

She sings For Once in My Life by Stevie Wonder. Suddenly 

Peter jumpstarts back to life. Olivia smiles. 

Olivia: Peter. Hey. 

Peter smiles back. 

Peter: You did it. 

Olivia helps Peter back on his feet. 

Olivia: Okay, be careful. 

Peter buttons up his shirt. 

Peter: We’ve got to be quick, these batteries aren’t going to 

last long. We have to get my heart back. Those men who 

attacked us? They work for Nina Sharp. 

Olivia: Nina Sharp isn’t the one who’s got your heart. 

Peter: Then who does? 

Black out 

Scene 2 

Lights up on Walter Bishop’s lab. He is holding the glass 

heart. You can hear the heartbeat. Peter and Olivia enter the 

room. 

Olivia: Put it down Doctor Bishop. 

Walter: How did you know it was me? 
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Olivia: One of the Watchers had a notebook with a signature 

in it. I knew that I’d seen it someplace before, on the cheque 

you signed for Rachel. 

She walks over to him. 

Olivia: You bought Nina’s watchers to your side, didn’t you? 

She presents him with a case. Reluctantly, he places the glass 

heart in the case. She gives it to Peter. 

Walter: Peter…Peter. 

Peter looks at him. 

Walter: I…I never meant to hurt anyone. I never…I can 

change. You’ll see. I can make up for all the harm I’ve done. 

Peter, please. 

Walter begins to try and sing The Candyman, arms 

outstretched. It falls on deaf ears. Peter and Olivia look upon 

Walter with contempt. 

Walter: Peter, please. 

Peter: It’s too late Walter. 

He turns around. 

Peter: There’s some things you can’t undo. 

He walks offstage. Olivia follows shortly, leaving Walter 

alone. 

Walter: Candy man can…because he mixes it with love…and 

makes the world taste good… 
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Ella suddenly walks onstage. 

Ella: Are you kidding? That’s not a proper ending. 

Walter looks at her. 

Ella: Don’t you know? All good stories start with once upon a 

time, and they end with happily ever after. You don’t know 

how to tell stories Uncle Walter. I’ll tell you how the story 

ends. 

Peter and Olivia walk back in the room, Walter swivels round. 

They are back in the same position before Peter leaves. 

Walter: Peter? Peter please. 

Peter turns around. Blue Moon by Django Rheinhardt plays in 

the background. 

Walter: I can change. I can fix the damage I’ve done, just give 

me another chance. 

Peter and Olivia look at each other. 

Ella: And Peter looked inside Walter’s eyes, and then realised 

there was still goodness inside of him. 

Peter takes the heart out of the case. 

Ella: So Peter took his special heart, and with all his might he 

split it in two.  

Peter splits the heart. Peter smiles at Walter and hands one 

half to him. 

Ella: And the heart was so magical it still worked. 
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They both put the hearts in their compartments. Then Peter 

throws his hat away and dances with Olivia. Walter turns 

around to face Ella and pats his heart. 

Ella: And together they made goodness. And lived happily 

ever after. The end. 

Peter and Olivia go offstage dancing. 

Walter nods in appreciation. Suddenly a door opens and 

Olivia walks back on, in modern day attire. Astrid follows her. 

Ella: Aunt Liv! We had so much fun! 

Olivia: Did you? That’s great. 

Ella: We played games kinda badly, then Uncle Walter told 

me a story. 

Olivia looks at Walter. 

Olivia: I’m sorry Walter, no luck. 

Ella: His ending wasn’t very good. It was sad. But I fixed it for 

him. Didn’t I, Uncle Walter? 

Walter: Yes…yes my dear, you were right…yours was a 

proper ending. Yours was a…much better ending indeed. 

Silence as Walter and Olivia look at each other in silence. 

Then the lights fade to black, with Blue Moon in the 

background. 
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WHITE TULIP 
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Prologue 

We hear a young man offstage saying “Spare some change 

please?” Train noises. A single blue spotlight looms upon 

Alistair Peck. With a flash, lights go up, revealing a train 

carriage, six people on six seats. They are not moving. Alistair 

Peck walks offstage. The young man says “Spare change 

please?” but no response. The young says “God bless you 

anyway. The young men then walks onto the train. He starts 

screaming when he realises that all the passengers are dead. 

Black out. 

Act 1, Scene 1 

Lights up. We see an old man, Doctor Walter Bishop writing a 

letter at a desk. He is clearly hurt writing this letter, it is 

taking all his emotional strength to put the words from pen to 

paper. Suddenly the phone rings. He does not answer. The 

phone goes to voicemail. 

Peter: (Over the phone) It’s Peter, pick up. 

Walter looks up from his writing. 

Peter: Hey it’s Peter…your son, Peter…come on Walter, pick 

up the phone…Walter pick up the receiver and hit the square 

black button next to the red flashing light, you 

remember?...Alright fine, when you get this, I want you to 

get your kit together I just got off the phone with Olivia, she 

said there was an incident on a train. I know how much you 

love trains. Thought it might cheer you up. I’m coming to pick 

you up in fifteen minutes alright? 
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Peter hangs up. Walter sighs. He folds up the letter and puts 

it in an envelope. He puts the envelope in his pocket. He 

clasps his hands together and closes his eyes, as if he was 

praying. Then he exits offstage. 

Act 1, Scene 2 

Lights up on the train carriage with the six dead bodies. FBI 

agents are already at the crime scene. Peter, Olivia and 

Walter enter. Walter immediately starts inspecting the 

bodies. Peter and Olivia hangs back. 

Peter: (To Olivia) Do you notice anything weird? 

Olivia: Apart from the six dead bodies? 

Peter: I was actually talking about Walter. He’s been avoiding 

me all week. He didn’t even look at me in the car ride over 

here. He’s stopped eating. I got him a new box of boiled 

sweets, he hasn’t even opened them. 

Olivia: What, did he say something? 

Peter: No. All week he feels like he’s be enveloped in 

this…sadness. 

Pause 

Olivia: I haven’t noticed anything. 

Walter is examining the cross on one of victims’ necklaces. He 

then goes and touched the inside leg of another. 

FBI Agent: Sir. 

Walter looks up. 
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FBI Agent: What are you doing? 

Walter: Checking their underwear. 

FBI Agent: Their underwear? 

Walter: I’m sure you’re familiar that with sudden death, 

victims often experience a sudden bladder release of urine, 

or sometimes excrement. 

FBI Agent: Get off this train. 

Olivia: Sorry, he’s with me. 

The FBI Agent sighs and backs off. 

Olivia: Thank you. 

Walter: I don’t know what happened to these people, Agent 

Dunham. My first guess is collective heart failure.  

Peter: You think these people died from having a heart attack 

at the same time? 

Walter: Perhaps. Maybe it was contagious…like yawning. 

Peter: Come on Walter, you really believe that? 

Walter looks at him, the moves away to inspect the other 

passengers. As he moves away, Walter drops his letter. An FBI 

Agent notices the letter and picks it up. 

Olivia: Walter, does your theory suggest why all the lights 

would be out in this car? 

Walter: No…should be battery back-up. Unless it wasn’t 

serviced properly. 
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Lieutenant Broyles enters the carriage. 

Broyles: Agent Dunham. 

Olivia goes and meets Broyles. Meanwhile Peter is inspecting 

the passengers’ electronics. They are all devoid of battery life. 

Broyles: There’s a young man who saw a suspect. He crossed 

paths with him just as he entered the train car. Six foot, 

brown hair, wearing a trench coat. 

Olivia: And he’s sure that he saw him coming out of this train 

carriage? 

Broyles: The man didn’t speak to him or acknowledge him. 

He just exited down the stairs off the platform. 

Olivia: Did we pick him up on surveillance? 

Broyles: I’m waiting to get word if they can pull him on any 

footage.  

Walter notices the letter in the FBI Agent’s hand. 

Walter: Oh my god. Excuse me. 

Walter rushes over to the FBI Agent. 

Walter: That’s mine. 

Walter grabs the letter.  

Walter: Thank you. 

He hastily tucks the letter away in his pocket. Peter walks up 

to Olivia and Broyles. 
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Peter: All the batteries are dead. It’s not just the lights that 

went out. They’re all dead. All the mobiles, laptops, MP3 

players. They’re all completely drained of power.  

Broyles: (To Walter) Any theories Doctor Bishop? 

Walter: Oh no…except that my initial theory of collective 

heart failure is probably incorrect. I’ll need to take some of 

these bodies back to the lab. About six or seven should 

suffice. 

Walter exits the stage. And FBI Agent approaches Broyles. 

FBI Agent: We have an image from the platform cameras. 

The Agent hands Broyles a photograph. Peter and Olivia 

gather around him to see. 

Peter: Who is this guy? 

Olivia: And how did he kill everything on this train? 

Blackout. 

Act 1, Scene 2 

Lights up on a lab. Lab assistant Astrid Farnsworth in injecting 

one of the corpses with a large syringe. Walter is inspecting 

the body. 

Walter: This is unusual. Dying organisms struggle for their 

last breath. These people appear as their…switches have 

suddenly been turn off. 

Peter enters the lab. 

Peter: Hey. How’s it coming along in here? 
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Astrid: Well Peter, not very good. 

Walter: Take samples of this man’s lung, brain and skin. 

Something’s not right here. 

Astrid: Yep, I think it’s my paycheque. 

She hurries off to get tools. 

Peter: Whatever it is I’m sure you’ll make sense of it Walter. 

Walter seems to ignore Peter and inspect lab notes. 

Peter: Walter. What’s going on with you? Is there something 

wrong? Something you wanna talk about? 

Walter: Hm? Everything’s fine. 

He turns and goes to Astrid. 

Walter: Astro, show me those previous cellular samples. 

Astrid hands him a folder. 

Walter: That’s extraordinary. 

Astrid: ATP concentrations are unusually low. 

Walter: Well the process should continue for hours, even 

after death. But this man’s mitochondria seems to have 

ceased functioning well before it should. 

Astrid: What do you say I take samples of the rest and see if 

there’s a trend? 

Astrid walks over to the bodies. Peter walks over to Walter. 
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Peter: What are you saying Walter? That something was able 

to reach inside these people’s mitochondria and just- 

Walter: -drain them. And the batteries in all the electrical 

devices on the train. It wasn’t just their hearts that stopped 

beating it was every cell in their bodies. 

Peter: What do you think could possibly do something like 

that? 

Walter: I have no idea. 

Walter goes over to the bodies, leaving Peter alone. Fade to 

blackout. 

Act 1, Scene 3 

Lights up on Olivia and Broyles looking at security footage in 

an office. 

Broyles: Twenty years ago a person walking through Boston 

for two hours showed up on an average of ten different 

surveillance cameras. Now it’s hundreds. 

Olivia: Bad for privacy but good for us. 

Broyles: I’ve asked tech to out a different source to each 

monitor. Give us a sense of the route our perp took.  

Olivia presses the play button. 

Broyles: He exits the train station crossing Ferris Ave 

continuing north. 

He points to a different monitor. 
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Broyles: This is from the bank on Howarth Street. Coming 

around the corner 

Another monitor. 

Broyles: There he enters a café. He spent almost forty five 

minutes inside then left the establishment. 

Olivia: The guy kills a train full of people and then stops for a 

meal? 

Broyles: And the trail goes cold there. Once he left the café 

we couldn’t locate him on any other cameras. 

Olivia: But we have a place to start. Café Wilusa. 

Olivia exits as the lights fade to blackout. 

Act 1, Scene 3 

The lights come up on Café Wilusa. A girl at the cash desk is 

handing Olivia back the photo of Alistair Peck. 

Server: Yeah. He was here this morning. He comes in all the 

time. Weird guy. 

Olivia: Weird how? 

Server: Well for one he always draw on stuff, like the napkins 

and the coasters. 

Olivia: Well what sort of stuff does he draw? 

Server: Some kind of math I think. To be honest, my higher 

math ends at calculating my tips. 

Olivia: Does he ever pay with a credit card? 
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Server: Sometimes he does. 

The server opens up the cash register and hands Olivia a 

receipt. 

Server: Here, this is him. 

Olivia inspects the receipt. 

Olivia: Alistair Peck. Thank you this will really help. 

Olivia walks off. Lights fade to blackout. 

Act 1, Scene 4 

Lights up on Olivia and some FBI Agents bursting into Alistair 

Peck’s apartment. It is very messy. On the desk there are 

gears, accompanied by a bundle of bloody rags and surgical 

tools. Next to them is a book. On the walls there are countless 

math equations. 

FBI Agent: Clear. 

Olivia turns on her walkie talkie. 

Olivia: Send the Bishops in please. 

Peter and Walter arrive at the scene. Walter immediately 

starts inspecting the equations. 

Walter: These mathematical formulae are extraordinarily 

complex. Physicists use diagrams like these to shorthand 

ideas about how sub-atomic particles behave. These are 

sublime. 

Peter wonders over to a framed certificate. He picks it up. 
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Peter: This may explain his flourish for numerical wallpaper. 

Astrophysics. He teaches at MIT. 

Walter: If I comprehend this correctly then this…Alistair Peck 

has taken Einstein’s theory of relativity and turned it on its 

head. I grasp portions of it and tachyons are depicted here 

but I fail to see the relevance. However, it does confirm that 

Doctor Peck was dealing with tremendous energy to 

do…whatever it is he’s doing. 

Olivia is inspecting the gears. Peter is just about look at the 

book but at that moment, Alistair Peck walks in. 

Alistair: What are you doing with my things? 

The FBI Agents, including Olivia, point their guns at him. Peter 

notices that there are many wires sticking out from Alistair’s 

wrists. 

Peter: I guess that’s what all the surgical tools were for. 

Olivia: What did you do to the people on that train? 

No reply from Alistair. 

Olivia: Six innocent people. 

Alistair shrugs. 

Alistair: Those people aren’t dead, Miss…not permanently.  

Olivia: Of course they’re dead. 

Alistair: But they soon won’t be. Although others…soon will 

be I’m afraid. 
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Olivia: Doctor Peck I want you to lie down on the ground. 

Now. 

Peter reaches for a bunch of papers. 

Alistair: Don’t take my computations. They’re meaningless to 

you. It is well within my ability to make it so that you are 

never in possession of the things I require. 

Walter: You’ve implanted a faraday mesh. 

Peter: What are you talking about Walter? 

Walter: A shield, to create a temporal pocket around your 

body…of course. 

Peter: Of course what? Why would he need a temporal 

pocket? 

The light turns blue. It flickers on and off. Walter smiles. 

Walter: That’s fantastic. 

Olivia: Doctor Peck what are you doing? 

The blue light becomes a spotlight on Alistair. 

Olivia: Doctor Peck? 

Peter: Walter, what’s happening? 

FBI Agent: Get down. I said get down on the ground. 

The blue light flicks on and off. Everyone but Peck exits the 

stage. The light shuts off…then comes back on as Peck fins 

himself in the train carriage, surrounded by the six dead 

passengers. We hear a voice saying “Spare some change 
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please?” Peck exits. We hear the boy ask “Spare change 

please?” We hear Alistair say “I’m sorry you have to go 

through this again.” The boy then wonders onstage and 

screams as he sees the dead passengers. Blackout. 

Act 2, Scene 1 

We here Peter’s voice in pitch black. 

Peter: Hey it’s Peter…your son, Peter…come on Walter, pick 

up the phone…Walter pick up the receiver and hit the square 

black button next to the red flashing light, you 

remember?...Alright fine, when you get this, I want you to 

get your kit together I just got off the phone with Olivia, she 

said there was an incident on a train. I know how much you 

love trains. Thought it might cheer you up. I’m coming to pick 

you up in fifteen minutes alright? 

Lights up on the train carriage with the six dead bodies. FBI 

agents are already at the crime scene. Peter, Olivia and 

Walter enter. Walter immediately starts inspecting the 

bodies. Peter and Olivia hangs back. 

Peter: (To Olivia) Do you notice anything weird? 

Olivia: Apart from the six dead bodies? 

Peter: I was actually talking about Walter. He’s been avoiding 

me all week. He didn’t even look at me in the car ride over 

here. He’s stopped eating. I got him a new box of boiled 

sweets, he hasn’t even opened them. 

Olivia: What, did he say something? 
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Peter: No. All week he feels like he’s be enveloped in 

this…sadness. 

Pause 

Olivia: I haven’t noticed anything. 

Walter is examining the cross on one of victims’ necklaces. He 

then goes and touched the inside leg of another. 

FBI Agent: Sir. 

Walter looks up. 

FBI Agent: What are you doing? 

Walter: Checking their underwear. 

FBI Agent: Their underwear? 

Walter: I’m sure you’re familiar that with sudden death, 

victims often experience a sudden bladder release of urine, 

or sometimes excrement. 

FBI Agent: Get off this train. 

Olivia: Sorry, he’s with me. 

The FBI Agent sighs and backs off. 

Olivia: Thank you. 

Walter: I don’t know what happened to these people, Agent 

Dunham. My first guess is collective heart failure.  

Peter: You think these people died from having a heart attack 

at the same time? 
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Walter: Perhaps. Maybe it was contagious…like yawning. 

Peter: Come on Walter, you really believe that? 

Walter looks at him, the moves away to inspect the other 

passengers. As he moves away, Walter drops his letter. An FBI 

Agent notices the letter and picks it up. 

Olivia: Walter, does your theory suggest why all the lights 

would be out in this car? 

Walter: No…should be battery back-up. Unless it wasn’t 

serviced properly. 

Lieutenant Broyles enters the carriage. He is with the young 

man. 

Broyles: Agent Dunham. 

Olivia goes and meets Broyles. Meanwhile Peter is inspecting 

the passengers’ electronics. They are all devoid of battery life. 

Broyles: There’s a young man who saw a suspect. He crossed 

paths with him just as he entered the train car. Six foot, 

brown hair, wearing a trench coat. Says he saw the man 

touch the rail. We’re dusting for prints. 

Olivia: Hi there. The man on the train. Did he say anything to 

you? 

The young man nods. 

Olivia: What did he say? 

Young Man: I’m sorry you have to go through this again. 

Olivia: Again? 



Ben Webber  Year One 

146 
 

Broyles and Olivia look at each other. 

Olivia: And what then? 

Young Man: He stepped off the stairs and walked away. 

Walter notices the letter in the FBI Agent’s hand. 

Walter: Oh my god. Excuse me. 

Walter rushes over to the FBI Agent. 

Walter: That’s mine. 

Walter grabs the letter.  

Walter: Thank you. 

He hastily tucks the letter away in his pocket. Peter walks up 

to Olivia and Broyles. 

Peter: All the batteries are dead. It’s not just the lights that 

went out. They’re all dead. All the mobiles, laptops, MP3 

players. They’re all completely drained of power.  

Scene continues as it fades to black. 

Act 2, Scene 2 

Lights up on Olivia in her office. She is on the phone to Peter. 

Olivia: Their mitochondria were depleted? 

Peter: Yeah, completely drained. The victims didn’t die of a 

group heart attack, they were just completely drained of 

biological energy. 

Olivia: Just like their phone batteries. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

147 
 

Peter: Pretty much. How, is the question. Walter’s still 

working on it. I’ll let you know if he finds out anything else. 

Olivia: Okay. 

She hangs up. Broyles enters the office. 

Broyles: Dunham. We managed to ID the print we lifted off 

the train car. 

He hands her a folder. 

Broyles: We got lucky. It matched a set that NASA has on file. 

Olivia looks at the folder. 

Olivia: Doctor Alistair Peck. What did he do at NASA? 

Broyles: He was classified as part of a think-tank. We don’t 

know much more than that yet. 

Olivia: Well we know that he lives here. Four twelve Inman 

Street. 

Lights fade to blackout. 

Act 2, Scene 3 

Lights up on Olivia and some FBI Agents bursting into Alistair 

Peck’s apartment. It is very messy. On the desk there are 

gears, accompanied by a bundle of bloody rags and surgical 

tools. Next to them is a book. On the walls there are countless 

math equations. 

FBI Agent: Clear. 

Olivia turns on her walkie talkie. 
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Olivia: Send the Bishops in please. 

Peter and Walter arrive at the scene. Walters goes and finds 

Peck’s MIT certificate. 

Walter: Mr Peck may have done project work for NASA, but 

he’s employed locally. 

Olivia walks over to him. 

Olivia: Astrophysics. He teaches at MIT. 

She stops and looks around. 

Peter: What? 

Olivia: Wow…I’m having déjà vu. 

Peter smiles 

Peter: Yeah, I read that déjà vu is fate’s way of telling you 

exactly where you’re supposed to be. That’s why you feel like 

you’ve been there before. You are right in line with your own 

destiny. 

Olivia: Do you believe that? 

Peter: Er…no. It’s a bit mystical for my tastes. 

He reaches for the book and picks it up. 

Peter: I never get it myself. Maybe that’s because I’m not on 

track with my own destiny. 

He opens the book. Walter and Olivia look at each other. 

Peter: Huh…look at this. 
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Olivia: What is it? 

Peter: A photo album. 

She inspects the photos. 

Olivia: It’s Alistair and…a woman. 

She turns a photo over and reads the back. 

Olivia: “Me and Alistair”…okay, but who are you? What’s 

your name? 

They do some more inspecting around the apartment. Olivia 

finds a jar with two toothbrushes in it. 

Olivia: Well one of them is bound to be back sooner or later. 

Hopefully sooner than later. 

Walter is looking out of a window. He seems melancholy. 

Walter: Shall we go home now? I’m tired of waiting. 

Olivia nods. Walter walks over to her. 

Walter: Olivia, might I come with you? In your car. I can’t 

drive home with him. I can’t look at him. 

Olivia: Walter, you can’t keep doing this. Peter knows that 

something’s upsetting you. 

Walter: I’ve written him a letter. Instead of me stammering 

in fits and stutters, a letter is more concise. It explains 

everything in just the right words…Except that every time I 

think I’m ready to tell him I…envision his reaction when he 

reads it. I run the scene in my mind again and again and…and 

every time the outcome is…terrible. But I will do it. But 
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first…there’s something I’m waiting for, Agent Dunham. 

Something important. 

Peter calls from the other side of the room. 

Peter: Hey guys, check this out. 

Peter picks up the gears and walks over to them. He hands 

one to Walter. 

Peter: They’re templates. Forms. 

Olivia: Well what are they for? 

Peter: They’re what you’d use to cast machine parts, but 

these look like they were handmade. 

Walter: This one is dated several months ago. 

He inspects another gear. 

Walter: This one, even earlier. He refers to them 

as…prototypes. 

Peter: But…prototypes for what? 

Act 2, Scene 4 

Lights up on an office. Doctor Carol Bryce is sitting down 

opposite Peter and Olivia. 

Carol: Alistair Peck was a professor here for six years. His 

focus…obsession was particle acceleration. Er…creating 

wormholes without a particle collider. 

Peter: Wait, you’re saying that Doctor Peck’s area of 

expertise was time travel? 
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Carol: He kept cranking out theories and eventually every 

one of them was over our heads. 

Olivia: That must have been frustrating for his superiors. 

Carol: Embarrassing is the better classification. They wanted 

to fire Alistair but he saved them the trouble and left. About 

a year ago. 

Olivia hands Carol the picture of Peck and the woman. Carol 

looks at it. 

Olivia: Is this his wife? 

Carol: Ah. The fiancé. Her name is Arlette. 

Peter: Do you remember her last name? 

Carol: I don’t recall, no. 

Peter: Do you know any other friends he might have had? 

People he knew? 

Carol: That’s the sad thing. Well, he was kind to everyone but 

he never socialised. I think I was his only friend. 

Olivia: Anything that you can remember about Mr Peck? I 

mean, it could be important. 

Carol reaches under her desk and brings out a massive stack 

of dissertations. 

Carol: Alistair sent me these a few months ago to proof read. 

He had hopes of seeing them published. 

Olivia: Can we take them? 
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Carol: Well they’re only gathering dust here. Most would say 

it’s pretty gobbledegook. 

Olivia: I happened to know someone who is fluent in 

gobbledegook. 

Peter smiles. Lights fade to blackout. 

Act 2, Scene 5 

Lights up on Walter’s lab. Olivia, Peter and Astrid are there. 

Walter walks in with a dissertation. 

Walter: I’m finished. Another twenty years with the 

assistance of some great minds and I will have absorbed this 

information. Alistair Peck has conceived of some 

extraordinary theories…and is possibly implementing them. 

Peter: Meaning what? 

Walter: He may very well be able to travel through time. 

Conceivably.  

Walter walks to a table and gets a sheet of paper and a pen. 

He draws a ten at one end and an eleven at the other. He 

then connect the two with a line. He holds it up for everyone 

to see. 

Walter: Einstein himself theorised this. Ten AM, eleven AM. 

He said that, if something could propel an object faster than 

the speed of light, then time would appear to bend. 

He bends the paper. 

Walter: When those two folds connect, a tremendous 

amount of energy is required to absorb the jump. 
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Peter: From any power source. So the laptops, the phones- 

Olivia: -And anyone who was near him. 

Walter: Yes. 

Peter: So then what you’re saying Walter, is that Peck’s 

moving through time is what killed all of those people on the 

train. 

Walter: That is my theory, yes. Olivia, if it is right then we 

may very well have apprehended this man already. Possibly 

several times. 

Astrid looks up from her computer. 

Astrid: I found his fiancé. The car in one of the photo album 

pictures is registered to an Arlette Turling. Her license 

information’s coming through. 

Olivia looks at the screen. 

Olivia: Okay, that’s her. Find out whatever you can. She’s our 

only connection to Peck. 

Walter picks up the dissertation. Astrid prints off a sheet. 

Olivia picks it up and reads it. 

Walter: The third volume is unfinished. There’s a 

handwritten segment at the back but the writing stops. The 

unfinished chapter is entitled “Achieving the Arlette 

Principal” 

Olivia: What did you just say? 

Walter: “Achieving the Arlette Principal” 
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Olivia: I think I know why Peck is doing this. Arletter Turling 

was killed in a car accident ten months ago. 

Astrid: On the 18th of May. 

Olivia: What if Alistair Peck is going back…to save her? 

A pause while everyone takes in the information. 

Walter: Grief…can drive people to extraordinary lengths. 

Pause 

Walter: Now…considering the amount of energy that was 

drawn when he landed at the station, using Peck’s own 

theories I estimate that we witnessed just a twelve hour 

jump. A ten month jump…the results would be devastating. 

Olivia: Well how many casualties? 

Walter: It would depend where he landed…hundreds. 

Astrid: This is weird. I did a search for Peck’s mobile when we 

first ID’d him as a suspect. He didn’t have one, but Arlette 

Turling’s number is still active. Someone’s paying the bill. 

Now, in the past twenty four hours, the primary tower that’s 

been handling the signal from Arlette’s phone is the tower 

near…Albany Street. 

Walter: Well what’s near Albany Street? 

Peter: MIT. 

Olivia: Well what’s he doing at MIT? The professor said she 

hadn’t seen him for almost a year. 
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Astrid: Well, Walter has a lab here. Maybe Peck has a lab 

there. 

Lights fade to blackout. 

Act 3, Scene 1 

Lights up on a street. Broyles is there with FBI Agents. 

FBI Agent: According to the files, the lab registered to Peck 

when he was a professor here, was lab one zero seven. 

Broyles: Are there any windows in that lab? 

The FBI Agent nods. 

Broyles: Get your men on the rooftops. 

Peter and Walter arrive on the scene. 

Walter: Are those guns really necessary? 

Peter: Are you okay? Do you want me to take you back 

home? 

Walter: No, Peter. 

Peter: Just stay there. 

Peter walks over to Broyles. Olivia enters. Walter walks over 

to her. 

Walter: Agent Dunham, if we’re correct about Peck, and this 

is about bring a dead loved one back to life, then Peck and I, 

we have something in common. Let me speak to him. 

Olivia: Walter, I- 
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Walter: -Of course, I know killing him is the only way to 

ensure that he won’t jump. But…but if I could talk to him, I 

think I could convince him to stop this. 

Pause. 

Walter: Please. 

Olivia: Let’s talk to Broyles. 

Olivia walks off, leaving Walter smiling. Lights fade to 

blackout. 

Act 3, Scene 2 

Alistair Peck is working in his lab. Are Friends Electric by Gary 

Numan is playing from a stereo. Broyles, Peter and Olivia are 

in a darkened part of the stage, listening in on Walter’s wire. 

Alistair has his shirt off, revealing wires sticking out of his 

body, tubes running through him. He has a gear in his hand. 

He opens up a pocket of flesh with a scalpel and inserts the 

gear. Walter enters and turns the stereo off. Peck turns 

around. Walter puts up his hands. 

Walter: Wait. I’m not a threat. I am an ambassador. 

Alistair: I know who you are. You’re Doctor Walter Bishop. 

I’ve read you. The New Frontiers in Genetic Hybridization. 

Walter: And I know that if you wanted to, you could 

disappear from here in a second. 

Pause. 

Walter: Please trust me. 
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Peck puts on his shirt. He then starts making a cup of tea. 

Walter sits down. 

Peck: You and I both know there are certain things we take 

from granted. The laws of nature, for example. They are not 

necessarily binding. There are places on this earth where two 

plus two…most definitely does not equal four. 

Walter: You figured out how to bend time. But you’re only 

interested in travelling to the past. Your goal, your next jump, 

is the 18th of May. 

Alistair pauses. 

Alistair: So you know. The 18th of May. Yes. 

He walks to the window. 

Walter: Don’t do that. Don’t stand there. There are snipers 

outside. Stay away from the window. 

Broyles looks at Olivia in the darkened part of the stage. 

Broyles: I hope he knows what he’s doing. 

Alistair: Why are you here? What do you really want? 

Walter: My calculations show what you must already know. 

An enormous amount of energy must be drained from 

wherever you arrive…and a large number of people will be 

killed. 

Alistair: But each jump back clears that slate. 
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Walter: If you were reunited with your fiancé and you pull 

her from that car…the victims of this last massive reset will 

remain dead. 

A pause whilst Alistair sits down. 

Alistair: Listen. 

He takes a deep breath.  

Alistair: On the day of the crash we argued. Arlette wanted 

me to go to some store to register for wedding gifts…and I 

hurt her feelings and left. As I walked I became drawn to 

something on the horizon…a large red ball…it was a hot air 

balloon, moored on the city’s outskirts in this field. I spent 

the whole day in this field…looking at this balloon…and I got 

my answer. I had an epiphany. How to physically apply my 

theories of time travel. I was in that field…the moment her 

car was hit. 18th of May, two eighteen PM. If I had simply 

done what she’d ask me, if I’d have said “Sure, I’ll go with 

you.”…I know it wouldn’t have happened. 

Pause. 

Alistair: I will jump back. But I will jump back into that empty 

field, Walter. And I will only drain the energy from the plant 

life. Energy will be dispersed, no one will die and I will pull 

Arlette from that car and I will save her life. 

Walter shakes his head. 

Walter: I know…why you haven’t gone back to May 18th yet. 

Because you don’t know how to. You haven’t been able to 

jump back any further than the train.  
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Walter stands up and takes the wire out of his jacket. He 

disconnects it. 

Broyles: What happened? Someone get that signal back 

online. 

Walter: You approximate the time and curvature…using a 

seventh order polynomial. But you made one small error. For 

the distance you require, it should be at least 9. 

Pecks looks at Walter. 

Walter: I’ve read you too. 

FBI Agent: We can’t get it back online. He turned the radio 

off. 

Broyles: Get a team up there now. 

Walter: I’m telling you how to do this but I’m telling you that 

you cannot do it. 

Alistair: I must do it. 

Walter: You’ll never be able to live with the consequences. 

Alistair: I told you no one will die. 

Walter: That’s not the consequences I’m talking about. I too, 

attempted the unimaginable…and I succeeded.  

Pause 

Walter: I crossed into another universe…and took a son that 

wasn’t mine…and since then not a day has passed without 

me feeling the burden of that act. 
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Walter sits down again. 

Walter: I’m going to tell you something…that I have never 

told another soul. Until I…took my son from the other side…I 

had never believed in God. But it occurred to me, that my 

actions had betrayed him, and that everything that had 

happened to me since…was God punishing me. So now 

I’m…looking for a sign…of forgiveness. I’ve asked God…for a 

sign of forgiveness. A specific one. A white tulip. 

Peck: Tulip’s don’t bloom this time of year, white or 

otherwise. 

Walter: But he’s God…and if God can forgive me for my acts 

then…maybe, it’s in the room of possibility, that my son 

possibly may be able to forgive me too. 

Alistair: Walter…God is science. God is polio and flu vaccines 

and MRI machines and artificial hearts. If you are a man of 

science then that’s the only faith we need. 

Walter: Then allow me to serve as a cautionary tale. There 

will…be repercussions. If you pull Arlette from that car, you 

don’t know how things will be changed by your actions but 

they will. It’s not our place to adjust the universe. And you 

will never be able to look at her again without knowing that, 

just like every time I look at my son. 

Pause. 

Walter: I have travelled through madness to figure this 

out…and you will too. 

Pause as Peck contemplates. 
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Alistair: You’re asking me to just leave her there. 

Walter nods solemnly. Suddenly a banging at the door. 

Walter: No stop! I’m alright! 

He hurries to the door. Peck gets his coat. FBI Agents burst 

into the room, grabbing Walter. 

Walter: No! Gentlemen please! 

The room starts to turn blue. The light flickers on and off.  

Walter: Peck! Peck! 

All is blue as Peck is the only one left onstage, with a single 

blue spotlight on him. When the light stops, he is in a field of 

green. There is a red balloon overhead. He falls to his knees 

and weeps. Then he gets out a piece of paper and draws 

something on it. Then he puts it in an envelope and writes 

down and address. He then puts it back in his coat. He runs 

offstage. Lights fade to blackout. 

Act 3, Scene 3 

There is no dialogue for the entire scene. Lights up on a 

street. Arlette turning walks onstage and is just about to get 

into her car. She gets in. Suddenly Alistair runs onstage and 

gets into the car next to Arlette. Arlette is surprised, but 

Alistair grabs her hand and holds it by his cheek. There is a 

moment of tenderness between them. We see Alistair mouth 

the words “I’m so sorry”. He then holds Arlette’s head in his 

hands and mouths “I love you.” Arlette mouths back “I love 

you too.” They kiss. And then we hear a car screech and 

crash. Blackout. 
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Act 3, Scene 4 

Lights up on Carol Bryce’s office. She is rummaging through 

some folders. She picks out an envelope. Professor Lime walks 

in. 

Lime: I haven’t seen you look at letter in a while. It’s been 

almost a year since Alistair died. 

Carol: Today’s the day I’m supposed to send it. 

Lime: Open it.  

Carol looks at him.  

Lime: Apparently Alistair felt that whatever it is, he could put 

in your trust. 

Carol shakes her head. 

Carol: He wouldn’t have sealed it if he wanted me to see 

what was inside. 

She looks at the envelope. 

Carol: Just who are you…Doctor Walter Bishop? 

Act 3, Scene 5 

Lights up. We see Walter writing a letter at a desk. He is 

clearly hurt writing this letter, it is taking all his emotional 

strength to put the words from pen to paper. He finishes 

writing, puts it in an envelope, and then stands up. He then 

picks up a photo of him and Peter. After looking at it for quite 

some time, he puts it back down. Then he walks over to the 



Ben Webber  Year One 

163 
 

fire place and puts the envelope in the fire. Suddenly a door 

opens and Peter walks in with a record player. 

Peter: Hey Walter! I got you something. I fixed your 

turntable. 

He places it on the table. 

Peter: I’d tell you to keep it out of the lab this time but I 

know you won’t. 

Walter can’t face him. 

Walter: Thank you Peter. 

Peter: I thought maybe you’d like some music to cheer you 

up. 

Peter walks over and places a hand on Walter’s shoulder. 

Peter: Look, Walter, I know you’ve been in a funk for the last 

couple of weeks. If there’s something you want to talk to me 

about- 

Walter: No. 

Walter turns to Peter and smiles. 

Walter: Something was weighing on me. A decision. But…I’m 

fine. 

Pause. 

Peter: Okay. I’m gonna go hit the hay. Oh, by the way… 

He gives Walter an envelope. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

164 
 

Peter: …this arrived for you this morning. 

Peter walks off. Walters keeps watching him. Then he 

watches the burning letter in the fire. He looks at Peck’s 

envelope, the one Peter gave him. He opens it, and takes out 

a single piece of paper. On that paper is a drawing of a white 

tulip. Walter turns it around, holds it up. He’s breathless. He 

glances offstage to where Peter went. Then he looks up, and 

holds the letter close to his chest. Lights fade to blackout. 

 

 

 

  



Ben Webber  Year One 

165 
 

 

  

FATHER & SON 
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Lights up on a small living room. There is a sofa at the back of 

the stage. In front of it is a table. To the left is a bathroom, 

next to a flight of stairs. To the right, a kitchen, next to the 

front door with mail on the mat. In the centre on the sofa is 

Father, an old bearded man. He is looking at a photo album. 

He seems to be weeping. He flicks through the photo album, 

and chuckles. He takes a photo out of a sleeve and looks at it. 

He seems amazed by the photograph, looking over every inch 

of it. Then he folds it up and puts it in his pocket. Putting the 

album down, he stands up and looks at family photos on the 

back wall. He has been cropped out of every frame. Sighing, 

He takes the album and puts it in a drawer next to the sofa. 

He then looks at his watch. Then he looks at the ceiling. 

Father: Should be any minute now… 

He looks at the kitchen 

Father: Wouldn’t hurt to make him a cup of tea. 

He wanders off to the kitchen and turns on the kettle. As the 

kettle boils, an alarm clock goes off upstairs. It carries on for 

a few minutes, until we hear a slam, and the noise stops. This 

is followed by a loud groan, someone struggling to get out of 

bed. After a few moments of shuffling about, we see Son 

descend the stairs. He is a young skinny man, still half-asleep. 

He goes over to get the mail. As he picks it up, Father appears 

from the kitchen with two mugs, one filled with tea, one 

empty. 

Father: Lovely morning isn’t it? 
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Son jumps and turns around, dropping the mail. There is a 

moment of silence as Father & Son look at each other. Son 

breaks the silence. 

Son: Father…what the hell are you doing here?! 

Father: Please, Son- 

Son: How did you get in here? Did you just break into my 

house?! 

Father: Listen, I- 

Son: Why are you in my house in the first place?! I’m pretty 

sure this is illegal! 

Father: PLEASE! Just let me explain. 

Silence. Father moves over to the table and sets down the 

mugs. 

Son: Is that…tea? 

Father: Very astute. Yes, it is tea. 

Son: But…you don’t make me tea. You never make me tea.  

Father: First time for everything. 

Son: You know what? You don’t deserve to make me tea. I 

shan’t have it. 

Father: Fine. Suit yourself. 

Father takes the tea and pours it on the floor. 

Son: What the hell are you doing?! 
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Father: Getting rid of the tea you didn’t want me to make. 

Son: You didn’t have to pour it on the floor! 

Father: Oh I’m sorry, I didn’t think I deserved to use your 

sink. 

Son: Screw you. Get out of my house. 

Father: No.  

Son throws up his arms. 

Son: Well great. Looks like I’m stuck with you again. Why the 

hell are you here anyway? 

Father says nothing. 

Son: Oh it’s going to be like that again is it? Don’t tell me, you 

need money. 

Son moves to his wallet on the table and flicks through it. 

Son: Surprising. You haven’t pilfered anything yet. Guess 

there is a first time for everything. 

Father: I don’t want your money. 

Son laughs. 

Son: Wow, really?! Are you high on something? Or drunk? 

You wouldn’t be you without something suspicious in your 

system. 

Father: You know I’ve been sober for two years. 

Son: Jesus, two years is it? Well congratulations, have a prize. 
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Son produces a twenty pound note from his wallet. 

Father: I said, I don’t want your money. 

Son takes the note and puts it back in the wallet. Then he 

smirks. 

Son: Ah, it’s Donna isn’t it? She kicked you out of the house 

again? 

Father sits down on the couch. 

Son: Aw, don’t be like that. We’re all friends here. Did she 

realise you’re a waste of space? I bet she got fed of you 

shouting at her all the time. I certainly did. 

Father: It’s nothing to do with that. 

Son: And even if it was, why are you at my house? I certainly 

couldn’t care less about that. 

Father: I think you should sit down Son. 

Son: Are you telling me what to do? In my own house? 

Bloody cheek. 

Father: Son, I really think you should sit down. 

Son: So saying it twice makes the order more valid? 

Father: Listen, you little prick, SIT DOWN. 

Silence as the two men stare angrily at each other. 

Son: Surprise, surprise. You don’t get what you want, you 

raise your voice. Proper old school, I love it. 
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Father: I’m sorry. Please, Son- 

Son: Get out of my house. 

Father: I just want to- 

Son: GET. OUT. 

Suddenly, the phone rings. 

Father: Don’t answer it. 

Son: Wait, what? 

Father: I’m begging you Son, please do not answer that 

phone call. 

Son: Need I remind you, this is my house. I think I can make 

my own decisions. 

He goes over to the phone and looks at the caller ID. 

Son: Ah, my darling Sister, your Daughter. Do you think she 

remembers your face? I suppose it’s been years since you 

saw each other. 

Father: Please, do not answer the phone. Put it down. 

Son: Up yours, old man. 

Son picks up the phone and answers. 

Son: Hello, it’s your darling Brother here…yeah I’m 

alone…well actually, guess who…sit down? You really don’t 

want to be…fine, fine. 
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He moves to the sofa and sits down on the opposite side of 

Father. 

Son: Okay, I’m sitting down, so what’s so 

important…what…no, you’re…he can’t 

be…when?...today?...look, I can’t talk now…I’m sorry, I’ll get 

back to you…I’ll call later…I’m sorry…bye. 

He hangs up. He then gets up and puts the phone back in its 

base. He then turns to Father. 

Son: You’re one sick bastard, do you know that. 

Father: I’m sorry but- 

Son: WHAT THE HELL HAVE YOU DONE?! 

Father gets up. 

Father: IF YOU WOULD JUST LET ME EXPLAIN- 

Son: WHY WOULD YOU TELL HER THAT?! WHAT IS WRONG 

WITH YOU?! 

Son lunges at Father and holds him by the collar. 

Son: YOU’RE SICK! YOU’RE A GODDAMN PSYCHO! 

Father: YOU FOOL, JUST LET ME- 

Son: WHY DID YOU TELL HER THAT?! WHY DID YOU TELL HER 

YOU’RE DEAD?! WHY DID YOU TELL HER YOU’RE DEAD?! 

Father: BECAUSE I AM DEAD! 

Deadly silence. Son lets go of Father and steps back. He sits 

down on the stairs. Father stands by him. 
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Son: Bullshit. You’re standing in front of me.  

Father: I told you not to answer the phone. 

Son: This is some sort of elaborate scheme isn’t it? You’ve 

faked your own death, and my Sister is involved in it in some 

way. 

Father: Calm down, it’s not that.  

Son: Then just what the hell are you doing here if you’re 

saying you’re dead. 

Silence as Father looks at the floor. 

Father: I don’t…I don’t know. 

Son: You don’t know? 

Father shakes his head. 

Son: Well…if you’re dead…how did you die? 

Father: I…all that I can remember is that I was in the shower. 

I can remember falling backwards…and a sharp pain. And 

then I suddenly woke up. I saw my own body, laying on the 

floor, in a pool of blood. It was all so quick. Then…I don’t 

know why…but I suddenly felt compelled to visit you. To see 

you. 

Son: Seriously? 

Father: What? 

Son: That’s how you died? By falling in the shower. 
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Father: I guess…definitely not the way I intended. But that’s 

life…and death, I guess. 

Silence as Son holds his head in his hands. 

Son: Goddamnit…you’re really dead. 

Father: Yeah, pretty bad… 

Son: And you’re a what? A ghost?  

Father: I have no idea. I think so. I managed to float into your 

house. 

Son: Ah that explains why there aren’t broken shards of 

window everywhere, like the last time you broke in. 

Father: I’ve said before, I’m sorry for that- 

Son: Just…shut up. Why the hell did you have to die?! 

 

Father: Wow, I didn’t think that you’d miss me- 

Son: You owe me about five grand! 

Father: Ah… 

Son: Plus I didn’t get to achieve my dream. 

Father: Which was? 

Son: Punching you in the face. 

Father: Sweet. 

Father kneels down. 
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Father: Do it. 

Son: What? 

Father: Punch me in the face. 

Son: You’ve got to be joking. 

Father: I’m not. I know it won’t make anything up to you, but 

if it’ll help… 

Son goes up to Father, and draws back a fist. Father stares 

into Son’s eyes. Son unclenches his fist. 

Son: Not like this. You’re already dead. That’s like kicking a 

man when he’s down. 

Son walks over to the kitchen. 

Son: Since you’re here and everything, do you want some 

tea? 

Father: I can’t. 

Son: You can’t what? 

Father: I can’t drink. I can’t eat. I’m a ghost, remember. 

Son: Oh yeah, still trying to get used to that. 

Son makes himself a cup of tea. Father just sits on the sofa 

and looks around the room. Son reappears with a cup of tea 

and slumps down beside him. He takes a sip. 

Son: Look, if you were expected me to be blubbering, then 

I’m afraid you need to look elsewhere. It’s sad, but I’m not 

going to lose any sleep over it. 
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Father: Must you be such an ass about everything? 

Son: So why are you here, Father? Just paying an 

otherworldly visit to the son who hates your guts? 

Father: I suppose…I’m asking forgiveness. 

Son spits out his tea. 

Son: You’ve got to be joking right? You want me to forgive 

you? After all the shit you’ve pulled? I don’t think so. 

Father: I don’t expect- 

Son: You know what? I bet you’re part of my imagination or 

something. A figment. I must’ve created you. 

Father: You know that’s not true. 

Son: Prove it. 

Father: You couldn’t possibly know that my car license plate 

is BD51 SMR 

Son: Goddamnit. 

Father: Need any more proof? 

Son: No…alright. You’re dead. Done. But how exactly do you 

think showing up here will make me forgive you? 

Father: I don’t know. But I have to try. 

Son: Well it’s too late for that. You’re about ten years too 

late. 

Father: Look, Son. I know we’ve had our differences- 
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Son: Differences? You mean when you came home drunk 

every night? When you shouted at me and mum for the 

slightest thing? When you couldn’t remember my birthdays 

and skipped out on Christmas presents? You made up 

excuses when I needed you. I had to learn everything by 

myself. You were always out, drinking and sleeping around, 

with Donna. You disgusted me. You still disgust me. 

Father sits motionless on the sofa. 

Father: What do you want me to say? I’m sorry for what 

happened. I was a different man than I am now. 

Son: Well congratulations, have a gold star. And where was 

this different man when Mother needed you. That poor 

woman put up with you for years. She slaved away looking 

after me and my Sister whilst you found entertainment 

elsewhere. I wouldn’t have blamed her if she had found 

someone else. But she didn’t. She stuck by you. From the 

start, she stuck by you, putting up with everything you threw 

her way. I’m surprised she didn’t try and get rid of you 

sooner. You were always stealing money from her wallet to 

spend on the drugs. You were a pathetic excuse of a man. 

Father: And if I could, I would go back to that time and 

change everything. You know I would. I would go back and 

change every wretched second of my wretched life. I would 

take that man and drown him. I wouldn’t let up. I’d go and 

kill him myself. I’d do anything for your Mother. 

Son: I suppose you were thinking that when you bought 

Donna home. You were drunk, and you bought that whore 

into our house. I can remember the time, 3 o’ clock it was. 
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You burst in and declared that you loved her. In front of 

Mother. What kind of man does that? Donna was just about 

to pass out, coked out of her brain. Can you remember what 

happened next? 

Father: Please Son, no more- 

Son: Mother slapped you. She walked down the stairs and 

she reached across and slapped you. Right across the face. 

Then she went back upstairs and locked the door. You didn’t 

say anything. You just ran out with Donna. And you never 

came back. 

Father: What was I supposed to do? I couldn’t ask her for 

another chance. I had been given enough chances already. 

And I squandered them. Threw them to the wind. Like the 

idiot I was. 

Son: Well thank you for seeing the light a decade later. 

Everyone is so thankful. 

Father: Son, I’m sorry. I tried to reach you and your Sister. 

Son: What, you mean the drunken phone calls? Or the 

midnight knocking on the door? It worked the first few times, 

when things where bad with the slut. 

Father: Don’t call her that… 

Son: Why not? She was your accomplice in this grand plan of 

yours. Your little whore by your side. 

Father: Say that again. 

Son: Whore. 
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Father leaps across and stands up against Son. 

Father: Donna is the best thing that happened to me. She 

turned me around and helped me clean up. I love that 

woman with all my heart and if you say another word against 

her so help me God I will make you regret it. 

Silence 

Son: Jesus Christ, you really do love her, don’t you? 

Father: Yeah. 

Son: Doesn’t change the fact. Whenever you fell out with 

her, you’d come crawling to me. Crash on my couch for a few 

days. Eat my food. Not pay anything. Never giving me 

anything in return. 

Father: I wasn’t in a good state of mind. 

Son: Oh is that you’re excuse? Well that makes it so much 

easier when I remember you rummaging through my wallet 

in the middle of the night, looking for money. Then you left 

before I got up the next day.  

Father: I…I’m sorry. 

Son: STOP SAYING YOU’RE SORRY! I’m sick of it. You can’t 

repeat those words over and over again, expecting things to 

be different. It’s pathetic. I hate it. I hate you. Get out. 

Son walks over to the door. 

Father: Son, please don’t make me- 

Son: Fuck off. 
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Silence. Father slowly gets up and walks over to the door. 

Suddenly, the doorbell rings. Father stops. 

Son: Who is it? 

Daughter: You know who it is! Open up! 

Son opens up the door, only for Daughter to slam it wide 

open. She is fairly young, and dressed in black. She doesn’t 

notice Father. 

Daughter: Why haven’t you been returning my texts?! I’ve 

been trying to reach you all morning! 

Son: I’m sorry, my phone’s upstairs. 

Daughter: I’ve tried calling you on the house number. 

Son walks over to the phone and looks at it. 

Son: Huh…five missed calls. It didn’t ring at all. 

Daughter: Whatever. You weren’t picking up, so I decided to 

come over, make sure you were okay. 

Son: Why wouldn’t I be okay? 

Daughter walks right up to Son. 

Daughter: Because our Father is dead! 

Son sits down. Father moves over to Daughter, shocked that 

she can’t see him. 

Son: You already told me that over the phone. Anything 

new? 
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Daughter: You heartless bastard. 

Son: Really, you expect me to sympathise with the man?! He 

ruined our lives! 

Daughter: No he didn’t! He ruined his own…we came out 

fine. 

Son: Of course, because we’re two well-adjusted siblings. 

Daughter: Well aren’t we? I always thought we came out 

pretty well. 

Pause whilst Son thinks. 

Son: I guess…doesn’t change the fact he walked out on us. 

Daughter: What, would you rather he stayed and hurt 

Mother more? 

Son: Will you stop defending him? 

Daughter: Why? You may have hated his guts, but I didn’t.  

Son pauses. Father holds Daughter’s hand. 

Son: What? Why the hell not?! 

Daughter: I guess…I just felt sorry for him. 

Son: Really? What the hell did he ever do to gain your pity? 

Daughter: You remember that night he took your money? 

Son: Funny, I was just recalling it. 

Father moves to the sofa whilst Son and Daughter are 

standing at the opposite ends. 
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Daughter: Well, the morning after he left yours, he showed 

up at mine. With a bunch of flowers. 

Son: You have got to be shitting me. 

Daughter: I’m not. He showed up, with tears streaming down 

his face. He could barely make it through my door before 

breaking down. He just kept going on about how sorry he 

was, and that he couldn’t go on like this. He begged me to 

take the flowers from him. He had been clenching them so 

tight that the thorns had cut him deeply. 

Son: Jesus Christ.  

Son looks at Father. 

Son: What happened then? 

Daughter: Well…we talked. For what seemed like ages. He 

poured his heart out to me. He told me everything. About 

you letting him crash. About his arguments with Donna. And 

about him and Mother. 

Son: So why the hell didn’t you tell me?!  

Daughter: Why would I? All it would do is make you angry. 

You were so blinded by the past that you wouldn’t see 

through it. You hated him so much, nothing could steer you 

away from that.  

Son: But…I thought you hadn’t seen him for years. 

Daughter: I’m sorry. We actually met up quite a lot. 

Pause. 
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Daughter: You know, I met Donna. 

Son looks straight at her. 

Son: You what?! Why would you do that? She tore this family 

apart! 

Daughter: No she didn’t! Father did…and that was ten years 

ago. I met her a couple of years ago. I was preparing myself 

for some horrible, grubby woman. But she was exactly as 

Father described. She was wonderful. We…we became good 

friends. 

Son: I am not hearing this. This is all a dream. 

Daughter: Will you listen to yourself?! All you can think 

about is how much you hate him! If he was here now he’d 

surely pity you, for holding all this against him. If I can forgive 

him, you should too. 

Son: You were too young, you didn’t remember what he was 

like. 

Daughter: Oh I remember. He was an utter asshole. I was like 

you. I hated him with all my guts. I spent each waking 

moment wishing that he was dead. But I just…I just got tired 

of all the anger. I wanted it to end. So I forgave him. And I 

thank God every day that I did. You should’ve done too. Now 

it’s too late. 

Son: Yeah well…nobody could have seen it coming. 

Daughter moves over to Son and grabs his hand. 

Daughter: Do you know how Father died? 
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Son: Yeah, he fell in the shower. 

Pause. 

Daughter: What? Where did you hear that from? 

Son looks at Father 

Son: I just thought…never mind. 

Daughter: Father…Father had cancer. 

Deathly silent and Father stands beside Daughter and puts a 

hand on her shoulder. 

Son: What? 

Daughter: Yeah…He’d had it for a while. Liver cancer. The 

funny thing is, it had only developed over the past few years, 

after he stopped drinking. Funny, isn’t it? He used to say that 

it was life’s way of getting him back for all the shit he did. 

Some sick form of karma. 

Son: Why wasn’t I told about this?! 

Daughter: Father never wanted you to know. He said that 

even if you knew, you’d still hate him. He thought that you’d 

never forgive him. But most of all, he didn’t want you to 

know, because he didn’t want you to pity him. I guess he 

respected that you held onto your views for so long. He was 

messed up, but he was still our father. 

Son is holding his head in his hands. Daughter goes and 

comforts him. 

Son: What the hell?! This is so messed up. 
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Daughter: I know. I know. But I thought you should know. 

You at least deserve that. 

Son: Please…could you let me have a moment alone. 

Daughter gets up. 

Daughter: Of course. 

She walks to the door. 

Daughter: You’ll come to the funeral? 

Pause 

Son: I’ll think about it. 

Daughter leaves the room. All is silent as Son is weeping. 

Father slowly walks over and sits by him. Father lets out a 

deep sigh. 

Father: Look, I’m sorry I never told you about the cancer. I 

just felt that it was something you didn’t need to know. You 

hate me. You always hated me. I didn’t want you to feel 

conflicted with all this information. I was only looking out for 

you. 

Son: How the hell was this looking out for me?! Isolating me 

from my own family?! Talking to them behind my back, all 

the while never trying to repair the bond with me! How dare 

you do this?! How dare you go and die without at least trying 

to fix us?! 

Father: I tried! You know I tried! But at every turn, you 

rejected me. I tried to call you, you just ignored me. I ask 

your Sister to talk to you, all she says is that you want none 
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of it. I tried and I tried and I tried, but at every turn you shot 

me down. I know I was a shitty Father, but I’ve genuinely 

changed. I just wanted you to see me for the man I am, not 

the man I was. But I guess we can’t do anything about that 

now. 

Son: Father, please. Just go. I need you to go. Now. 

Father: I will not. Not until I’ve apologised for all the things 

I’ve done. And not until you’ve accepted that apology. 

Son: Please. Go. 

Son walks up into the bathroom and shuts the door. We can 

see Son through a cross-section. Father walks up to the door 

and leans on it. 

Father: Son…please…open the door. 

Father knocks on the door. No reply. Son sits down by the 

door, his head in his hands. 

Father: Please… 

No reply. Father slumps down beside the door, same as Son.  

Father: I see what you did to all of these picture frames. Do 

you hate me so much, that you’d try and erase every 

memory of your father? 

No reply. 

Father: I know that’s not true. Because I found the album. 

The photo album. The one with us in. When you were young. 

Before you saw me for who I was. Before anyone saw. Even 

myself. 
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Father takes the photo from out of his pocket. 

Father: And do you know what I found in it? A photo of us. 

Just the two of us. Fishing at the lake, just like we used to do 

at the start of every month. 

Tears begin to well in Father’s eyes. 

Father: I remember the happiness in your face when I 

announced that we were off on a fishing trip. You couldn’t 

hide it. You’d jump about, telling everyone who’d listen that 

Father was taking you on a fishing trip. And when we got 

there…well, it was like we were in our own little word. Just 

you and me. Alone, in our little boat on the lake. We’d never 

catch anything, maybe a fish or two. But you were always 

happy, spending time with me. I was certainly happy 

spending time with you. Somewhere in between those trips I 

convinced myself that I was actually a good father…and that I 

deserved your love. Whenever I got lonely, or sad, or had a 

bad day…I thought of this photo, and of you…and I wish I 

could back to those days…fishing on the lake, just you and 

me. Somewhere along the line…I got lost. I wondered off the 

path. And I never found my way back to you. 

The door clicks open. Father gets up, tears streaming down 

his eyes. Son comes out, tears in his eyes too. 

Son: You know, I only kept that photo because I wanted to 

think about what we were every once in a while…and what 

we could’ve been. 

Father: And what we could still be. 
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Son: You were a terrible father. You didn’t always use to be. I 

guess that’s what really shook my foundations…and why they 

never repaired. Was I really so blind?  

Father: No, you speak the truth. I was horrific. To be honest, I 

can’t believe your sister forgave me. Your Mother and I 

eventually came to terms. It was just you. But I can’t blame 

you. I would’ve done the same thing in your shoes. 

A silence between the two men. 

Son: I forgive you. 

Father: What? 

Son: I forgive you. There. I said it. I forgive you. 

They embrace.  

Father: Son, I never told you this…but you are my favourite 

thing. 

Son: Please…please don’t go. 

Father: I’m sorry…I have to. 

Father turns and heads towards the door. 

Son: Father…father please. I need more time. 

Father: I’m sorry Son, this is how it has to be. 

Father takes the photo and puts it on the table 

Father: I guess I won’t be needing that anymore. 

Son: Don’t go. Please don’t go. 
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Father: Whenever you feel lonely, just look at that picture. 

And remember those moments we had together. 

Son: Father… 

Father walks to the door and turns around. 

Father: I love you. Don’t ever forget that, Son. 

He walks out of the door. Son is alone in the room. He goes 

over to the picture and clasps it in his hands, close to his 

chest, weeping. Lights fade out. Lights come back up on Son, 

dressed in a black suit, about to go to the funeral. The photo 

is now in the centre of the wall above the sofa. He goes over 

and touches it. 

Son: You know…if you came back once…you can come back 

again…and I’ll be waiting for you. I promise. 

He walks out the door, ready to attend the funeral of the 

Father he never got to know. Lights fade to black. 
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Act 1, Scene1 

Darkness. We can only hear voices, running through the 

speakers, permeating every corner of the room. We can also 

hear street noises. 

Erica: Are you okay? I didn’t see you there. 

Zachary: It’s fine. Really, it’s nothing. 

Erica: I feel really bad. Here, let me help. 

Zachary: I said its fine.  

Erica: Nonsense. Let me help you. 

A few moments silence. 

Erica: There, all cleaned up. You have a lot of paperwork. 

Zachary: I guess. Now if you’ll excuse me… 

Erica: Wait! 

Silence 

Erica: Please don’t go. 

Zachary: What do you need? 

Erica: Well…I’m new here. I don’t exactly have the best 

memory and…I’m a little bit lost. 

Zachary: That makes two of us. I only moved here a few 

weeks ago. 

Erica: Would you know the way to Marlowe Street? 
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Zachary: Actually, I do. It’s not far from where I live.  

Erica: Could you…could you walk me there? I don’t know the 

neighbourhood yet and I’m a bit scared. 

Zachary: Sure. I think at the very least I should know your 

name though. 

Erica: It’s Erica. Erica Pendleton. 

Zachary: It’s a pleasure to meet you Erica Pendleton. Zachary 

Pinkman, at your service. 

 

Act 1, Scene 2 

Lights up on a laboratory. We see a giant hulking man, 

Prometheus, in the centre, playing with a molecular diorama. 

He is humming a tune to himself, a nursery rhyme. To the left 

of him is a Meph, a small boy. He is busily taking notes on a 

clipboard, watching a beaker boil. 

Meph: Looks like all the variables are stable. A few more 

minutes and it should be complete. 

Prometheus: Kill me. 

Meph: No, master says we should wait until the concoction 

turns a sufficient shade before adding lactose. More often 

than not he adds the tertiary substance. 

Prometheus: Hate. 
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Meph: Well he should be up any minute, so calm down. 

Master will punish me, not you, if we screw this up. You 

know what he’s like in the mornings. 

Zachary walks into the lab. He still has a dressing gown on. 

Meph: Morning Master. 

Prometheus: Death. 

Zachary: Morning all. How are things down here? 

Meph: Very very good. All systems are running at full 

capacity. There are zero contaminants in the room. All the 

subjects are sedated and sleeping. Radioactive levels are at 

an all-time low, thanks to the application of Thursdays 

results. All in all, things are looking on the up and up Master. 

Zachary: …and? 

Meph: and your concoction is ready. 

Zachary moves over to the beaker. 

Zachary: I wish you wouldn’t call it that, Meph. 

Meph: It’s a mix of liquids in a beaker. It is a concoction. 

Zachary: Whatever. Is it ready? 

Meph: Wait...now it is! 

Zachary: Brilliant. 

Zachary pours the contents of the beaker into a mug. 

Meph: Commencing introduction of lactose emulsion. 
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Zachary pours some milk into the mug. 

Zachary: For the last time Meph, it’s called milk. I am pouring 

milk into a cup of tea. It doesn’t need to sound more 

convoluted than that. 

Meph: But Master, it’s an experiment. 

Zachary: It stopped being an experiment about 5 years ago, 

when we perfected it. 

Meph: Ah Master, I was merely taking notes to evaluate 

whether the recipe had changed overtime as you grew older. 

Zachary: And who gave you permission? 

Meph: I’m sorry? 

Zachary: I said, who gave you authorisation to start an 

experiment? 

Meph: I’m….Master I- 

Zachary: Never experiment without my official sanction 

Meth. Do you remember what happened last time? You blew 

up half the lab. 

Meph: We contained it in the end. 

Zachary: The creature ate your old body! Eventually I had to 

shove it back from whence it came! 

Meph: Never really liked that body anyway. This one is much 

more tactile. 

Zachary: I suppose it does stop you from reaching the 

more…dangerous materials. 
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Zachary, drinking his tea, walks over to Prometheus, still 

playing with the diorama.  

Zachary: Prometheus my dear chap, what are you doing? 

Prometheus: I am in agony every waking moment of my 

wretched life. 

Zachary: Ah, still trying to work out Jekyll’s tenth problem? It 

is quite a tricky one. 

Zachary observes Prometheus struggling with the diorama. 

Zachary: Prometheus, it might help if you… 

He whispers into Prometheus’ ear. 

Zachary: Try it again with that in mind. 

Prometheus fiddles with the diorama until everything clicks 

into place. 

Zachary: There we go! How do you feel about that? 

Prometheus: Death waits for us all. 

Zachary: Totally agree with you.  

He turns to Meph. 

Zachary: So Meph, what is on the agenda today? 

Meph: Master, today is the 3rd of the month! 

Zachary: Already?! The start of a new cycle! 

Meph: Yes indeed.  
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Zachary: Why didn’t you wake me earlier?! You know how 

much I need this! 

Meph: Apologies, you really did look like you needed sleep. 

Zachary: Nonsense. This is much more important. 

Prometheus! Ready the cage! 

Prometheus grunts and walks off. 

Zachary: Meph, I need you to prepare the barrier. We don’t 

want another subject escaping again, do we? 

Meph: Certainly not. 

Zachary walks over to a lab coat and puts it on. 

Zachary: As for me, I’ll be going over the list in my study. I’ll 

be back within the hour with ideas of some potential 

candidates. 

Meph: Most exciting Master. I’ll prepare the barrier right 

away. 

Act 1, Scene 3 

Lights fade out. We hear the voices of Erica and Zachary, 

along with music. 

Erica: Wow, this is a lovely café. How did you manage to find 

this place in a city this big? 

Zachary: Well, it is quite near my house. I cannot tell you 

how much of a godsend it is that this café exists. A lovely 

place to have breakfast and an exquisite place to have tea. 

Erica: What about lunch? 



Ben Webber  Year One 

196 
 

Zachary: Well, that’s what we’re here to find out. 

Erica laughs. 

Erica: My, you certainly know how to show a girl a good time. 

The food smells exquisite. 

Zachary: I try my best. 

Silence. 

Erica: So tell me a little bit about yourself, Zachary. What do 

you do? 

Zachary: I…well, it may be a bit difficult to explain. In 

layman’s terms, I’m a scientist. 

Erica: Ah, you think I’m a layman? 

Zachary: Oh, good heavens no! I merely….I…um… 

Erica laughs 

Erica: It’s fine Zachary. I’m sure you get asked about your job 

all the time. By all the ladies you take to this café. 

Zachary: No! I don’t take any ladies here at all! 

Erica: So you take them to the restaurant down the road? 

Zachary: Not really…I…I don’t go on many dates. 

Erica: I can tell.  

Silence. 

Erica: Just for the record, it’s going pretty well so far Zachary. 
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Zachary: Really? 

Erica: Yeah, you’re funny and smart, two features that are 

hard to come by in men most days. 

Zachary: I guess…thanks. 

Erica: Anyway, back to your job. I’ll try and keep up, Mr 

Scientist. 

Zachary: Okay, I do a lot of research into...paranormal 

science. Do you know what that means? 

Erica: I think I do…as in black magic? Witches and 

werewolves? 

Zachary: That’s what people who don’t know about it call it. 

Yes, black magic. But something is only magic until it is 

explained. Then it becomes science. 

Erica: Ooooh I’m intrigued. 

Zachary: Really? You’re not weirded out? 

Erica: Oh definitely. It’s just that it’s…different. I dunno…I like 

it. 

Zachary: Would you…would you like to see where I work? 

Erica: I think I would like that. Let’s go…Zack. 

 

Act 1, Scene 4 
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Lights up to the laboratory. Meph has just finished putting 

rods into each corner of the stage. Zachary enters with a 

book. 

Zachary: Good work Meph, I see you’ve finished putting up 

the barrier. 

Meph: Did it as fast as I could. 

Zachary: Excellent. I have sent out the adverts and flyers for 

a new candidate. 

Meph: I hope you didn’t phrase it like that master. 

Zachary: Good heavens no! I put it simply as “Need 

temporary lab assistant” 

Meph: And all the essential features? 

Zachary: Of course. Black hair, green eyes. Female. 

Meph: It’s quite astounding how many people reply to your 

adverts. 

Zachary: And why is that? I am the great Zachary Pinkman! 

The people love me for my inventions. I have come to make 

quite a few of them over the years, in case you haven’t 

noticed. 

Meph: I helped you make them, Master. 

Zachary: That was sarcasm, Meph. Geez…how I ever get 

stuck with you? 

Meph: You know how.  

Silence. 
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Meph: You could always free me, of course. 

Zachary: I would love to, but the price is too great. Besides, 

you’re not a bad lab assistant. 

Meph: I have access to all sorts of arcane resources and you 

keep me as a lab assistant. 

Zachary: Come now, Meph. If I simply asked you for the 

answers, that would spoil all the fun. Where’s Prometheus? 

Meph: Still preparing the cage. 

Zachary: I hope he’s using gloves. Last time, all his fingers got 

burned off. 

Meph: It doesn’t matter, he doesn’t feel pain…well, in the 

same way that we do. 

Zachary: Sometimes, I think that makes me pity him all the 

more. Meph, I need to ask you a favour. 

Meph: Anything, Master. 

Zachary: Watch over the lab for me whilst I go back to the 

university. I put flyers around there today. The candidates 

from there are usually the best ones. Not only do they fit the 

description, but they aren’t that bad with assisting with lab 

work. They live for it. 

Meph: As do I, Master. 

Zachary: Please stop kowtowing down to me Meph. We both 

know what would happen as soon as I freed you. 

Meph: Fine. 
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Zachary looks at his watch. 

Zachary: It’s nearly 2:30. I must be off. Make sure 

Prometheus doesn’t lose his hands. 

Meph: At once, Master. 

Meph and Zachary leave the stage on opposite sides. Lights 

fade out. 

 

Act 1, Scene 5 

Voices of Erica and Zachary. 

Erica: So this is the house of Zachary Pinkman. 

Zachary: So it appears to be. Please, let me take your coat. 

Erica: Thank you. 

Zachary: Would you like a drink? 

Erica: Fabulous. 

Silence.  

Meph: Master Zachary, welcome home! 

Erica screams 

Meph: Master Zachary, an intruder has entered your home! 

Allow me to take care of this contamination. 

Zachary: No! Nononono Meph! She is a friend, not a 

contamination. She is called Erica Pendleton and you are not 

allowed to manhandle her by any means! 
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Meph: As you wish, Master. 

Erica: Zack, why is there a small boy in your house and why 

did he just try and kill me?! 

Zachary: Well...it’s quite hard to explain… 

Erica: Then you’d better be quick about it! 

Zachary: Okay, let’s start off with introductions. Erica 

Pendleton, I would like you to meet the great and powerful 

Mephistopheles. 

Meph: It’s been a while since you’ve used my real name. 

Pleased to meet you, Miss Pendleton. 

Erica: It’s…nice to meet you too Mephistopheles. 

Zachary: You can call him Meph for short. It’s a hell of lot 

simpler.  

Erica: What are you? 

Meph: Simply put, I’m what you might call a demon. A lord of 

the underworld. I’m actually a bit of a celebrity, if you must 

know. 

Erica: You’re joking, right? 

Meph: I’m sorry, but no. 

Erica: Why do you look like a child? 

Zachary: Trust me, you do not want to see his true form. I 

make him like this, because it makes him seem rather 

comical. 
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Meph: I have been in this form for the better part of a 

decade. 

Erica: So…is he your servant? 

Meph: Technically, I’m his slave.  

Erica: Zachary, why do you have a demon slave in your 

house? 

Zachary: Well, you see it’s actually a funny story. 

Erica: Explain. Now. 

Zachary: I summoned him from the outer plane. He offered 

me a deal. He gets to be my slave for 24 years, at the end of 

which I have to give up my soul.  However, I found a very 

cunning loophole in the paperwork, which allows me to keep 

Mephistopheles for as long as I want, free of charge. 

Erica: And how did you do that? 

Zachary: Simple. I got him to hit me. 

Erica: You managed to piss off a demon? Is that hard to do? 

Meph: If they’re bound to your service, yes. But Master 

Zachary is…intuitive, to say the least. 

Zachary: If there’s a will, there’s a way. As long as Meph has 

that band around his wrist, I control him. 

Erica: What happens if you take it off? 

Zachary: Then he will probably slaughter me the first chance 

he gets, so I would rather appreciate it if that didn’t happen. 
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Erica: Got it. 

Zachary: Anyway, we still have more to see! Meph, open the 

door to the chamber! Erica, right this way. Time to go into 

the eye of the storm. 

Sound of a door hissing. There is chatter as the sound fades 

out. 

Act 1, Scene 6 

Lights up on the lab. Meph and Prometheus are there, 

drinking some tea. 

Meph: So what do you think she’ll be like? The new 

assistant? 

Prometheus: Everywhere I look, I see decay. 

Meph: Yeah, I suppose you’re right. They all start to blur 

after a while. Still, this one might be fun. 

Prometheus: Everything has an end. 

Meph: I see what you’re getting at, but we must keep trying. 

Master certainly won’t give up. Can you remember the 

variable that we need to change this time? 

Prometheus: Kill me. 

Meph: Remind me to ask Master. He’ll know what the 

variable is. Say, Prometheus, isn’t it close to your birthday?  

Prometheus: Every year is one step closer to oblivion. 

Meph: We’ll need to do something special. Maybe a cake. 
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Zachary enters with Andrea. 

Zachary: And here is where the magic happens! Meph! 

Prometheus! I would like you to meet Andrea, our new 

assistant! 

Meph and Prometheus go over to Andrea and shake her 

hand. 

Andrea: I have heard all about you two from Zachary. It’s a 

pleasure to make your acquaintance. 

Meph: And…you’re okay with us? 

Andrea: Of course! I just have a question. Are you the same 

Mephistopheles from- 

Meph: -from Faustus? Indeed I am. The one, the only. I get 

asked that a lot. Didn’t think my exploits would be so 

popular. That guy was a fool anyway. I much prefer Zachary. 

At least he has a sense of humour. 

Andrea: And you must be Prometheus. The man who longs 

for death. 

Prometheus: Help my soul. 

Andrea: Tell me again, what’s the deal with him? 

Zachary: Simple. I created Prometheus with the hopes of 

engineering a perfect man. Whilst he is perfectly obedient 

and quite capable of anything you ask, he can only, literally, 

speak his mind. Somewhere, in his creation, his 

consciousness came into contact with the 6th dimension. He 
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cannot unsee what he saw. So he prays for death every time 

he opens his mouth. Rather tragic, really. 

Andrea: How…fascinating. 

Zachary: Now, Andrea. You understand why I hired you? 

Andrea: You need an assistant to help you with this…cycle of 

the gate? 

Zachary: Indeed! Now, I cannot disclose to you the full 

details, else this experiment will be ruined. Suffice to say, this 

would not be possible without your help. From what you’ve 

told me, you have an excellent understanding of the Arkane, 

which put you right at the top of my list. 

Andrea: Thank you, Mr Pinkman. 

Zachary produces a list from his pocket. 

Zachary: I need you to fetch me these ingredients from 

Stoker’s Emporium. He knows who I am, just mention my 

name and he should give them to you. They are already paid 

for. Do not fall for any of his lies. 

Andrea: Of course, Mr Pinkman. 

Zachary: Andrea, call me Zack. 

Lights fade out as Andrea exits. 

 

Act 1, Scene 7  

Voices of Erica and Zachary. You can also hear a faint hum. 
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Erica: So that was Prometheus…you do keep some weird 

company Zachary. 

Zachary: Over the years, I’ve come to know them as friends. 

Erica: Even Meph? 

Zachary: Yeah…even Meph. Anyway, welcome to the lab! 

Erica: Zachary… 

Zachary: Yes…Erica? 

Erica: This is amazing! All of these lights and sound! What 

does this do? 

Zachary: Don’t touch that! It’ll cause your hands to melt! 

Erica: Really?! 

Zachary: Nah, it’s just a blueberry muffin. See? 

Erica: You almost gave me a heart attack!  

Laughs for a few second. 

Erica: Zack, what is that magnificent blue light? 

Zachary: Ah. That, Erica, is called “The Gate” 

Erica: And what exactly is it? 

Zachary: Well, like I said, it is a gate. A very special gate. 

Erica: But a gate to what? 

Zachary: You really want to know? 

Erica: I do. 
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Zachary: It’s a gate to heaven. I haven’t gotten it to open yet. 

But once I find a way, we’ll finally be able to talk to God! 

Imagine that. 

Erica: We? 

Zachary: Well, don’t you want to help me? 

Silence 

Erica: …yes. Yes I do, Zachary Pinkman. 

 

Act 2, Scene 1 

Lights up on Zachary and Andrea in the lab. Zachary has a 

box with him. Meph and Prometheus are playing scrabble 

upstage. 

Zachary: Now, Andrea, you understand that everything in 

this lab is confidential right? 

Andrea: Absolutely! I would never leak anything to the press. 

Zachary: Good. I had enough trouble with the last leak. 

Andrea: The werewolf pills? 

Zachary: Exactly! I created the formulae to turn werewolves 

back into humans, only for it to get leaked! To that…heathen 

Frankenstein! He never ceases to remind me of it. Pig. 

Andrea: You can’t talk that way about him! He’s a genius. 

Zachary: A genius who used half of my bloody ideas! Victor 

never did like anyone else taking credit. Now he’s a 
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billionaire thanks to his servants. Those poor souls…his 

monsters. 

Andrea: And what do you know about them? They may be 

happy serving. 

Zachary: Pah! If only they could speak! Look at Prometheus, 

he was the original prototype.  

Andrea: Prometheus?! Really? 

Zachary: Yes! Victor and I engineered him together. We 

wanted him to speak…only the words he produced were 

not…family friendly. So I scrapped the project, whilst Victor 

apparently refined it, if you can call ripping the vocal chords 

out refined. 

Andrea: That’s…terrible. 

Zachary: No, actually it was brilliant. I wish I’d thought of it 

sooner. But as it stands, I like having Prometheus around. 

Reminds us that we are all mortal. 

Andrea: Gosh. 

Zachary: Anyway, enough about that! It is time for us to 

begin! 

Zachary puts the box on the table. Prometheus and Meph 

stop and look at it. 

Andrea: What is it? 

Zachary: What do you think it is? 

Andrea: It’s…a box? 
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Zachary: Precisely! But we are not concerned with the box 

itself. We’re concerned with what’s in it. 

Andrea: And what’s in this box? 

Zachary: Well…what do you think is in it? 

Andrea pauses for a moment. 

Andrea: I don’t know…world peace? 

Zachary: There you go. 

Andrea: What? I don’t understand. 

Zachary: It’s not that complicated Andrea. I thought you’d 

have recognised it by now. 

Andrea: I’m sorry, I have no idea what you’re talking about. 

What does this box do? 

Zachary: Ah, that is the secret of The Black Box. 

Andrea: The Black Box? 

Zachary: Yes, The Black Box. That is what it’s called…or at 

least, what the tales say. This box holds your greatest desire. 

Whatever you wish for. World peace, world hunger, 

anything. Satan himself would be in that box if you so desired 

it. 

Andrea: Schrodinger’s cat? 

Zachary: Very witty. It is possibly the most powerful object in 

existence. 

Andrea: And it’s just sitting there, on the lab table. 
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Zachary: Yes. It is lying dormant. 

Andrea: So you have to activate it? 

Zachary: It would appear so. And that’s why I need your help. 

Andrea: How did you come across it? 

Zachary: I…I just found it in the lab one day. In that exact 

same spot. I had no idea how it got there. It was dormant 

then as well. 

Andrea: Did you manage to activate it? 

Zachary: Well, that would be telling, wouldn’t it? The fact of 

the matter is, it is dormant, and I want to activate it again. 

The Box has…cycles. Every 2 months. In that period of time, 

we can activate it. And as of yesterday, a cycle has started. So 

let’s get to work. 

Andrea: Of course! Would you have me do? 

Zachary: Firstly, I would like you to take this. 

Zachary hands Andrea a syringe. 

Andrea: What…is this? 

Zachary: It’s a special formula that…for lack of a better word, 

supercharges your body. You can think faster and work 

harder. Sleep will mean nothing to you. I top myself up with 

it every 2 weeks. You’ll need to as well, if we want to 

complete the cycle. 

Andrea picks up the syringe. 

Andrea: Is it…safe? 
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Zachary: Of course. I’ve been using it for the past year, and I 

feel absolutely fine. It’s a much better alternative than all 

these energy drinks students have nowadays.  

Andrea: Okay, I’ll just go to the bathroom. I…have a fear of 

needles, so just in case I throw up, it’ll be handy to have a 

toilet nearby. See you in a bit, Zachary. 

Zachary: You do what you need to do. And call me Zack. 

Andrea walks offstage. Meph goes over to Zachary. 

Meph: Well, that’s the first part completed. I hate that part, 

always weighs on my conscience the most. 

Zachary: You’re a demon. You don’t have a conscience. 

Meph: That’s racist. Anyway, did you put the other formula 

into the syringe as well? 

Zachary: Of course I did. Now I just need to manufacture the 

second batch. In the meantime, give her a task to do. 

Meph: Of course, Master. I have just the problem for a bright 

young spark like her. 

Lights fade to black out. 

 

Act 2, Scene 2 

Only voices are heard. 

Erica: So, tell me again. How did you find out what the box 

did? 
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Zachary: I was told. 

Erica: Told, by who? 

Zachary: A…a voice. When I found the box, someone 

whispered to me. A man…I think. He told me about the box, 

what it did. Then it vanished. And I’ve never heard it again. 

Erica: Well that’s strange. And why haven’t you opened it? 

Zachary: Because…because I’m scared. 

Erica: You, scared? Zack, if there’s one thing I’ve found out 

about you these past few months, it’s that you don’t get 

scared. 

Zachary: It’s just…imagine what we could find on the other 

side, if I desired a meeting with God? What would he…or she, 

be like? Would God be wrathful? Would our world descend 

into chaos? What if God isn’t what we think? God maybe a 

demon, or worse… 

Erica: Well, if he’s anything like Meph, we shouldn’t need to 

worry. 

Zachary: Meph is in my service. You do not want to see him 

angry. 

Erica: But don’t you want to see it? You’d be the first human 

being. The first human being to contact God. 

Zachary: But what if there’s more than one? 

Erica: So what? 

Pause. 
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Zachary: …What if there’s nothing? 

Erica: Then it would be a shame. But what have we got to 

lose? 

Zachary: Maybe nothing. Maybe everything. Anyway, the 

results of my latest experiment are in. Read them to me. 

 

Act 2, Scene 3 

Lights up on Zachary. Alone. He is standing by a chalkboard. 

He seems to be talking to an imaginary figure. Erica. He is 

writing down figures on the chalkboard. 

Zachary: Let’s break it down. Hydrogen. What does that give 

us?  

Erica: (Voice over the speakers) we’re looking at 63%.  

Zachary: 63? Wow, that is a big bite. Now next up’s gotta be 

oxygen. 

Erica: Oxygen, 26% 

Zachary: 26, there you have your water. 

Erica: Carbon, 9%. 

Zachary: Carbon, .9 

Erica: For a total of…98% 

Zachary: Right 

Erica: Nitrogen, 1.25% 
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Zachary: 1.25… 

Erica: That brings you to 99 and a quarter, which only leaves 

you with the trace elements. Down to where the magic 

happens. 

Zachary: Oh wait a minute, what about calcium? Calcium’s 

not a trace! We’ve got a whole skeleton to account for. 

Erica: You would think right? Calcium. Calcium’s only .25% 

Zachary: What? That low? 

Erica: Mhmm. 

Zachary: Seriously? Damn I never would have thought that. 

Okay, so, where does iron fit in? 

Erica: Iron? Wow, .00004% 

Zachary: What? You can’t have haemoglobin without iron. 

Erica: Apparently it doesn’t take much. 

Zachary: Go figure. Sodium? 

Erica: Sodium, .04, phosphorus, .19 

Zachary: .19, there we go. So…the whole thing… 

He counts the numbers. 

Zachary: …adds up to…99.8880142%. We are .111958% shy. 

Erica: Supposedly that’s everything. 

Zachary: Yeah? 
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Erica: Mhmm. 

Zachary: I don’t know, just seems like something’s missing, 

doesn’t it? There’s got to be more to a human being than 

that. 

Meph and Andrea walk into the room. 

Meph: I’m sorry, are we disturbing something? 

Zachary snaps out of his trance. 

Zachary: No! No, everything’s fine…just revisiting an old 

experiment. 

Meph: Ah… 

Andrea: Which one is that? 

Zachary: It was…an experiment I did with an old lab partner 

of mine…I was just remember those days. 

Silence. 

Andrea: I shan’t pry. Meph was just showing me how the 

barrier worked. Why do we need it again? 

Zachary: We don’t know what could happen. The barrier is a 

failsafe. To protect us. 

Andrea: Protect us from what? 

Zachary: I don’t know. 

Meph: You don’t want to know. There are many things out 

there Andrea. Things that mortals are not meant to see. 
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Andrea: Well…is there anything you need me to do? 

Zachary: Yeah, I need you to check up on Prometheus. 

Hopefully he hasn’t tried to drown himself in the sink again. 

Andrea: He can do that? 

Zachary: He can try. He doesn’t breathe though. He’s nigh on 

indestructible. 

Andrea: Right away. 

Andrea walks off.  

Meph: So…what variables are we going to use this time? We 

still need to cover the missing percentage. 

Zachary: Give me some more time. I know I can do it. 

Meph: You’re running out of time, Zachary. 

Zachary: You address me as Master, Mephistopheles. You 

forget your place. 

Meph: As do you, Zachary Pinkman! You remember what 

happened the last time you opened the box? Mortals 

shouldn’t be playing with the power of God! 

Zachary: I will fight God if it means getting her back! 

Meph: It may yet come to that!  

Meph storms off. Zachary paces around the board. 

Zachary: I don’t know. Just…doesn’t it seem like something’s 

missing?  
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Erica: (Voice over the speaker) the soul? 

He walks up to the imaginary Erica. He puts his hand to 

where her face would be. 

Zachary: The soul? There’s nothing but chemistry here. 

Zachary stands still. He drops his hand. 

Zachary: The soul…the soul! That’s it! Meph! Meph, get in 

here! Bring Prometheus! I have our variable! 

Zachary runs off as the lights go out. 

 

Act 2, Scene 4 

Voices. 

Erica: Zack? 

Zachary: Yes, Erica? 

Erica: I think…I think I love you. 

Silence. 

Zachary: I think I love you too. 

 

 

Act 2, Scene 5 

Lights up on Prometheus and Andrea in the kitchen. They’re 

playing operation. It is Prometheus’s turn to go. He keeps 
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touching the metal side, setting off the buzzer. He is 

frustrated. 

Prometheus: KILL ME! 

Andrea: Now now, don’t be a sore loser. It just takes 

patience.  

She turns off the buzzer when Prometheus isn’t looking.  

Andrea: Try it again. 

Prometheus tries again, and gets a piece out. He smiles. 

Prometheus: We’re all so insignificant.  

Andrea laughs. 

Andrea: I wish I knew what you were saying. Meph and 

Zachary seem to understand you just fine. 

Prometheus taps his head. 

Andrea: Telepathy? 

Prometheus smiles and nods his head. 

Andrea: Aaaah, so that’s how they do it. Can you 

communicate with me as well? 

Prometheus scratches his head. Then he stares intently at 

Andrea. 

Prometheus: When the light goes out, we will all perish. 

Silence. Then Andrea grins. 

Andrea: Same here. I could really do with a slice of cake. 
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Prometheus smiles, then gets a Victoria sponge from a fridge. 

They sit down and eat cake together. 

Andrea: You know…you’re a pretty good friend Prometheus. 

I don’t have many friends. In fact, now that I think about it…I 

don’t have any friends at all. I was either too busy working or 

just not cool enough. When Zachary offered me this job, I 

didn’t know what to expect. I’m glad. Glad that I got to meet 

you. Am I your friend? 

Prometheus: Death waits for all. 

Andrea: Thanks. That means a lot to me. 

Meph and Zachary walk in. 

Meph: Andrea! Just the person I was looking for!  

Andrea: What do you need? 

Meph: Master has appointed me with researching The Black 

Box’s past. Would you accompany me to the library and see if 

we can find anything about it? 

Andrea: At once! We need to get to the bottom of this! 

Meph and Andrea race off. Zachary is rummaging in one of 

the cupboards. 

Zachary: Prometheus! Come here. 

Prometheus walks over to him. Zachary produces a jar with 

the letter E on it. It is filled with blood. 

Zachary: Drink this. Now. 
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Prometheus drinks the blood without hesitation. He finishes 

it, then drops the bottle. 

Zachary: I kept some it. I don’t know why…just…I guess it still 

reminds me of her. At night I’ll sometimes hold it close. Don’t 

look at me like that.  

Prometheus: I am an abomination. 

Zachary: What are we doing? Well, my dear friend, we’re 

cultivating a soul. One that we’ll be using soon. Do not 

mention any of this to Andrea. I will explain this to her when 

the time is right. You know what we must do. Do you 

understand? 

Prometheus nods. 

Zachary: Good. Now get some rest. I’ll see you in the 

morning. 

Lights fade out. 

 

Act 2, Scene 6 

Voices. Hum in the background. 

Zachary: Why? Why won’t it open? I’ve tried all the methods 

I could think of, but still this blasted box will not open! 

Erica: What texts have you been reading? 

Zachary: Here! These ones. These scriptures dictate some 

sort of weird opening mechanism. I can’t quite translate it. 
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Erica: Here, let me have a look. You know how much I like the 

ancient languages. 

Zachary: What would you know about ancient languages? 

Erica: Zack, I’ve been with you for about a year now. I haven’t 

been lazing around whilst you do all the work. Give me a 

couple of days. I may provide the answer you need. 

Zachary: You see? This is why I love you! 

 

Act 2, Scene 7 

Lights up on the lab. There are books scattered across the 

room. Andrea is sleeping on top of a pile. Meph, Zachary and 

Prometheus walk in the room. 

Zachary: Wow…she’s out cold. 

Meph: She hasn’t left the lab in nearly a month. Just been 

pouring over these books, trying to find your solution. 

Zachary: If only she knew that we found the solution quite a 

while ago. 

Meph: Pray, tell me what this solution is again, Master. 

Zachary: It’s quite simple Meph. Prometheus here is an 

empty vessel. We created him without a conscience, without 

a…soul. But that doesn’t mean there isn’t space for one. So 

I…introduced certain external contaminants into his body. 

Meph: Surely you can’t mean… 
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Zachary: Yes. Over the past few weeks, Prometheus has been 

the surrogate host to a soul. The exact same soul as- 

Meph: You are one sick bastard. Of all the human beings, you 

are the worst. 

Zachary: Oh put a can in it, Meph. You honestly believe I 

wasn’t capable of this? Anyway, this little experiment is 

coming to an end. I’m going to extract it. 

He produces a syringe 

Zachary: And introduce it to the secondary host. 

He plunges the syringe into Prometheus and draws blood. 

Zachary: There we go, wasn’t so bad, was it? 

Prometheus nods. 

Meph: What secondary host, Master? 

Zachary: Oh, come now Meph, you’re not that blind are you? 

He walks over to where Andrea is sleeping. He lightly taps her 

cheek. 

Zachary: Wakey wakey, Andrea. How are you feeling? 

Andrea sits up, half groggy. 

Andrea: What time is it?  

Zachary: It’s 2 in the afternoon. You look as if you needed the 

sleep. 

Andrea: Very much so. 
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Zachary: Looks like my medicine is wearing off. I have 

another top up here for you. 

Zachary shows her the syringe. She nods her head. He 

plunges the syringe into her, and injects the serum. 

Zachary: Aaaand done. Wasn’t too hard was it? Now you’ll 

be all charged for the coming weeks. How is your research 

coming along? 

Andrea: Well…I’ve been coming across this phrase in all of 

these books. It’s ancient Sumerian.  

Zachary: Go on. 

Andrea: It’s a rough translation at the moment, but it seems 

to translate as “Lifeblood”. Over and over in all of these texts. 

“Lifeblood”. What do you think it could mean? 

Zachary: I have no idea Andrea…no idea at all. 

Act 3, Scene 1 

Voices. The hum in the background is quite loud. 

Zachary: Erica? Are you there? 

Erica: Zack…I’m here… 

Zachary: Are you okay Erica? You sound a bit- 

The sound of papers dropping. Rapid footsteps. 

Zachary: ERICA! What happened to you?! Why are…why are 

you? 

Erica: Lifeblood. 
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Zachary: What? Erica please you’re not making sense. 

Erica: The box…it needed Lifeblood. 

Zachary: No…no no why didn’t you just nick yourself then? A 

little cut. Just a little. That’s all the blood you need. 

Erica: No…Lifeblood. Enough to…take away… 

Zachary: Then why didn’t you tell me?! I could have…I could 

have made a synthetic compound, I could have…Erica…Erica 

hold on! 

Erica: You need to…you need to find out what’s in that box… 

Zachary: WHY DIDN’T YOU TAKE ME?! I CAN’T…I CAN’T DO 

THIS WITHOUT YOU! 

Erica: Find out…find out for both of us. 

Zachary: It’s just a box! It’s just a box… 

Erica: I…love you… 

Zachary: I love you too…I love you too. But…this wasn’t how 

this was supposed to be. We were going to get married, have 

a family and have a life together. We’d live this life together, 

you and I…I can’t, I can’t go on without you…please…please 

Erica, hold on. 

Silence.  

Zachary: Erica? Erica please…ERICA! 

 

Act 3, Scene 2 
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Lights up on the lab. Andrea is studying the box. There are 

bloody tissues scattered around her. Prometheus is working 

with her.  

Andrea: Look Prometheus. The box is so…unassuming. You’d 

think it would hold an everyday object. But even still, I get 

this…feeling whenever it’s in my presence. A weird 

aura…very ethereal. 

Prometheus grunts in agreement.  

Andrea: Sometimes it starts resonating…as if it’s expecting 

something. I can only suspect that this has something to do 

with the Lifeblood. What does it mean? The Lifeblood of the 

box? Of humanity? The universe? I must do some more 

research before- 

She suddenly doubles over in a fit of coughing. She grabs a 

tissue and coughs into it. She comes up with blood. Zachary 

enters. 

Zachary: Andrea are you okay? Good god, what’s happened 

to you? 

Andrea: It’s…it’s been happening a lot lately. I don’t know 

what’s causing it. 

Zachary: Here, let’s have a look. 

He gets a little penlight out of his pocket. He shines it in her 

eyes 

Zachary: Eyes are at full resemblance. Subject has fully 

completed metamorphoses. 
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Andrea: Zack…what are you talking about? 

Zachary: Prometheus, knock her out. 

Andrea: What? 

Prometheus gets her in a headlock. She slowly passes out. 

The lights fade out. 

 

Act 3, Scene 3 

The voice of Zachary. He is weeping. Loud hum in the 

background. 

Zachary: Erica…why did you do that…why…the box…I need to 

open it. 

We hear scrabbling in the dark 

Zachary: Okay…I don’t care about God. I don’t care about 

dark magic, paranormal scientists or things that go bump in 

the night. I care about Erica. I want her back. You will give her 

to me. You owe me that.  

We hear the box open. 

Zachary: Bring her back…please bring her back. 

Suddenly, the humming stops. Everything is quiet. Then 

suddenly a swell of noise. Wind rushes everywhere. Then it 

stops. We hear heavy breathing. 

Zachary: Erica…oh my god, Erica. You’re alive! Thank God! 

Thank God…Erica, it’s alright. You’re back. Let’s just turn you 

on your back and…oh…oh my god… 
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Erica: Kill…kill me…. 

Zachary: Meph! Prometheus! HELP! ERICA SHE…SHE’S NOT 

ERICA! 

Erica: KILL ME KILL ME KILL ME! 

 

 

Act 3, Scene 5 

Lights up on lab. Andrea is in a massive cage at the centre. 

She is just waking up. Meph, Prometheus and Zachary are on 

the outside, watching her. Meph is taking notes. 

Meph: All vital signs stable. Subject has regained 

consciousness. 

Zachary: Ah, Erica, you’re awake. 

Andrea: I’m not…my name’s Andrea. Why am I in this cage? 

What have you done to me? 

Zachary: Well, you’re not really Andrea. Not anymore. Not 

since you took the serum. 

Andrea: Who’s Erica? 

Zachary: You are. For the past two weeks my serum has been 

transforming you into her. Rewiring your DNA. For all intents 

and purposes, you are now Erica Pendleton.  

Andrea: Zachary…who is Erica Pendleton? 
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Zachary: The woman I once loved…the woman I still love. She 

was the one true thing that mattered to me…and I lost her. 

But now, she’s back. You’re back. 

Andrea: And how exactly did you lose this…Erica? 

Zachary: Lifeblood.  

Pause. 

Zachary: I imagine you’re quite associated with the phrase by 

now. Lifeblood. It’s exactly what it says. Blood required for 

life. If you give that to The Black Box, then it shall open for 

you. And that’s what Erica did. She gave her life for me. For 

us…to open the box. 

Zachary starts laughing. 

Zachary: And you know what I did? I wished for her back. 

What man wouldn’t, after seeing their loved one die…and 

God laughed. He laughed and returned to me this 

decrepit…abomination. Something which I could not call my 

Erica. So…I started again…and again…and again. 

Andrea: You’re crazy. 

Meph: You’re telling me. 

Zachary: I got the general gist of it. I could bring Erica back to 

me, but I needed to fool the afterlife. Trick them into thinking 

she was still there. So I started by using women, much like 

herself. Black hair, green eyes. It made it so much easier 

when it came to manipulating their DNA to match hers. But it 

never worked. I couldn’t quite seem to get an exact match. 
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Until now. Now that I cultivated her soul! And transferred it 

to you. 

Andrea: You what?!...the serum. She was in the serum! 

Zachary: Too late, little Andrea! Now, you will be sacrificed to 

The Black Box, and I will get my Erica back! 

Andrea: Help me…Mephistopheles, Prometheus…help me. 

HELP ME! 

Lights fade out as she screams.  

Act 3, Scene 6 

The voice of Zachary. These voices overlap each other, 

demonstrating how many times he has performed the cycle 

and failed. 

Zachary: Subject 1 died during metamorphoses…Subject 23 

achieved no results…Subject 82 provided another corpse…no 

response from Subject 170…Subject 238 did not come back 

as Erica. Repeat, did not come back as Erica…Subject 312 was 

an abomination. I tried to put her out of her misery…Subject 

359 tried to attack me, Prometheus bravely defended 

me…Subject 441’s eyes turned black, she died almost 

instantly…after the failure of Subject 563, I shall have to go 

back to the drawing board…heaven help me, Erica… 

 

Act 3, Scene 7 

Lights up on lab. Andrea is now a shell of her former self. The 

Black Box is humming.  
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Andrea: Please! Anybody, help me! 

Prometheus enters. 

Andrea: Prometheus! Thank god. Help me, please! 

Prometheus just stares at her. 

Prometheus: Death comes for us all, one way or another. 

Andrea: I thought you were my friend…Prometheus! HELP! 

Zachary walks in with Meph. 

Zachary: All right, that’s enough of that. Today’s the big day! 

Andrea: How can you do this?! What did I ever do to you?! 

Zachary: Oh, you didn’t do anything. You just happened to be 

in the wrong place at the wrong time. Meph, activate the 

barrier! 

Meph: At once Master. 

Meph flips a switch on the wall. A light appears at each point 

in the barrier. Zachary gets out a knife. The humming from 

the box becomes louder. 

Zachary: Now it is time. Prometheus, get her out! 

Prometheus drags Andrea from out of the cage, kicking and 

screaming. He places her on the table, in front of Zachary. 

Zachary: Hold her down. 

Prometheus holds her down. Zachary holds her face. 
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Zachary: Andrea. Andrea I’m sorry. But there’s no other way. 

You can see that. Can’t you? Yes? It’ll be alright. Just relax. 

 

Zachary stabs Andrea. The lights turn blue. We see blood 

pour from the table onto the floor. The box hums louder, and 

the blue light shines brighter. 

Meph: Master, it’s activated! 

Zachary: Time to bring her back. Erica, come to me! 

Zachary opens the box. The blue light goes even brighter, the 

humming becomes unbearably loud. Then nothing. Blackout. 

Total silence. Then lights up. Erica (Andrea) is standing up, 

facing Zachary. 

Zachary: Erica…Erica. Is that you? 

Erica: Yes…it’s me, Zack. 

Zachary: It’s…it’s really you… 

He embraces her. They both cry. Then she pulls away. 

Erica: You can’t bring me back. 

Zachary: What? 

Erica: A mortal shouldn’t mess with the power of God. 

Zachery: Erica…what are you talking about? 

Erica: I’m…sorry. 

She lifts up the knife, the same knife used to kill Andrea. 
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Zachary: When did you…ERICA NO- 

Erica cuts her own neck and falls to the floor. 

Zachary: NO! 

He rushes to her. 

Zachary: I can stop the bleeding. I can stop the bleeding. Just 

hold on. 

Erica: Kill me…kill me. 

Zachary: I won’t let you die again. 

Erica grabs onto him and starts shaking him violently. 

Erica: KILL ME! KILL ME KILL ME KILL ME! 

Zachary snaps and starts screaming. He punches Erica. Then 

he slams her body onto the floor. And again. And again. Until 

she stops moving. Then, realising what he’s done, he recoils 

off her. Then he turns to Meph. 

Zachary: Take her away. Put her with the others. 

Meph: …Master, I- 

Zachary: I SAID TAKE HER AWAY! 

Meph and Prometheus take her away, whilst Zachary just 

stands in a pool of blood. Lights fade out. 

Epilogue 

A single voice. 
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Zachary: I am recording the day’s results. Subject 

612…failure. Nonetheless, I shall continue in my endeavours, 

for as long as it takes me. I will get my Erica back. I will 

destroy both heaven and hell if it means getting her back. I 

am Zachary Pinkman. This is my tragic tale. But it has not yet 

ended. Not yet. 
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LONELY 
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Lights up on a stage. The walls and floor are completely 

black. At the back of stage, a young girl is huddled up by the 

wall. She doesn’t move. She just looks straight ahead. The 

chorus (voices) wonder onstage. They face the audience. 

Voice: This is a story about loneliness. 

Voice: Cold, insatiable loneliness. The kind that you only find 

in stories like this. 

Voice: Or at least, you hope you’ll only find…in stories like 

this. 

Voice: It all begins with the girl. 

Voice: Not a girl. 

Voice: The girl. 

Voice: She was never given a name. 

Voice: She was never given a heart. 

Voice: She was never given a purpose. 

Voice: She lived in darkness. 

Voice: In loneliness. 

Voice: Under a bridge. Away from the world. 

Voice: Away from the eyes. 

Voice: Away from the noise. 
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Voice: And there she stayed. She had known nothing else. 

She had not known love. She had not known kindness. She 

had not known humanity. 

Voices: Only the cold, dark grip of loneliness. 

Voice: Until one day…one day that all changed. 

Voice: And all it took…was a ball. 

A ball suddenly rolls onstage. 

Voice: Well, it wasn’t really the ball that was important. 

Voice: It was who followed it that was important. 

A young boy comes onstage following the ball. 

Voices: His name was Will. 

The boy comes over to collect the ball, not noticing the girl. 

Suddenly he turns around and sees her. He shouts and drops 

the ball. 

Voices: Will had only come to retrieve his ball. What he 

didn’t expect to find was a girl, huddled under the bridge. 

Will: What are you doing here? 

Voice: But there was no reply. The girl just sat there, looking 

forward into darkness. 

Will walks up to her. 

Will: What’re you doing here? It’s dangerous to play here. 

Voice: And still, the girl said nothing. 
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Will: Well, you can’t sit around here all day. Come on, let’s 

find your parents. 

Will touches her shoulder. The girl suddenly springs to life, 

jumping on Will. Will struggles to get her off, until at last she 

leaps off him and goes into a corner. 

Voice: It was a mistake on Will’s part. 

Voice: He meant to do good, and was rewarded for his 

actions with resentment. 

Voice: The girls glowered at him with hatred. Not just hatred 

for him, but for everything else. The world. 

Will: What’s your problem?! I was only trying to help! 

Will picks himself up. 

Will: You’re…you’re not right are you? You’re a bit weird. 

Voice: Will immediately regretted saying that. His parents 

had bought him up better than that. 

Will: I’m…I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to say that. 

Silence as the two look at each other. Will sticks out his hand. 

Will: I’m Will. 

The girl moves even further away from him. 

Voice: Despite all of Will’s efforts, the girl remained cold. 

Will: Do you have any parents? Do you live here? 
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Voice: No, she didn’t have any parents, and yes, she lived 

here. She had lived here her whole life. 

Will sits down and put on a thinking face. 

Voice: Will began to think. He began to think hard. He didn’t 

normally think hard. And especially not on sunny afternoons, 

when he should be playing with his ball instead of thinking 

hard. But yet, there was Will, thinking hard. 

Will suddenly snaps his fingers. 

Will: I got it! Just wait here. I’ll be back in a moment! 

Will runs off. 

Voice: And with that, Will was gone. As far as the girl was 

concerned, Will was gone forever. 

Voice: Nobody stuck around with her. 

Voice: As far as the girl was concerned, Will had abandoned 

her. 

Voice: Just like everyone else. 

Voice: And once more… 

Voices: She was lonely. 

Voice: The day turned into dusk. It had started to get colder. 

The girl had not stirred since her meeting with Will. 

Voice: Even though she knew that he wouldn’t come back, 

she felt betrayed. 

Voice: Will hadn’t kept his word. 
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Voice: At least, she thought he hadn’t. 

Voice: Until she heard a voice. 

Will: Hello? 

Will comes onstage. He has some blankets and a rucksack. 

Voice: He had returned. 

Voice: The girl was confused. Why had he returned? 

Voice: He could’ve left her. It was the logical thing to do. 

Voice: He didn’t know her. 

Voice: So why come back? 

Will: I’m so sorry! I was going to come earlier, but my dad 

made me have dinner. 

Voice: The girl could hear the sincerity in his voice. 

Will: But I’m here now! And I’ve bought loads of stuff for 

you! 

Will lays out the blankets. 

Will: I got lots of old blankets that we never use anymore.  

The girl doesn’t move. Will seems puzzled. 

Will: Come over here, the blankets are warm. 

Voice: And still, the girl didn’t move. Will figured that there 

was only one thing left to do. 
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Will: Well, if you’re not coming here, I’ll have to come over 

there. 

Will walks over, cautiously with the blanket. 

Voice: Will was kind, but not stupid. 

Voice: He didn’t want to get attacked again. 

Will moves slowly, and gently lets the blanket rest on the 

girl’s shoulders. Then he backs away. 

Will: Is…is that okay? 

No response.  

Voice: Still no reply. Will felt disheartened. 

Voice: Until… 

The girl suddenly wraps the blanket around her. Will smiles. 

Voice: Finally, a response! 

Voice: Will tried his hardest to conceal his excitement. 

Will: That’s good! You’ll stay warm that way! 

Will takes his rucksack off. 

Will: I also have some sandwiches!  

He takes some sandwiches out of his rucksack. 

Voice: The girl had never seen a sandwich before. 

Voice: She looked at them with fascination. 
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Will moves and sits down beside her. He holds out a 

sandwich. 

Will: Here, a cheese sandwich. They’re my favourite. 

The girl eyes it tentatively. 

Voice: The girl wasn’t sure. 

Voice: She had never been given food. 

Voice: Never been given kindness. 

Voice: Much less cheese sandwiches. 

She slowly takes the cheese sandwich, and takes a bite. 

Will: There you go. Tasty, isn’t it? 

Voice: She didn’t know what to make of it. 

Voice: Not the sandwich, of course. She knew that sandwich 

was tasty. 

Voice: It was the kindness of this boy. 

Voice: Who knew nothing about her. 

Voice: And the next thing she knew… 

She breaks of a piece and gives it to him. 

Will: Oh no, I just had my dinner… 

She sticks it in his face. 

Will: Okay, maybe just a little bit. 

He takes the piece.  
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Voice: And they both sat there, eating. 

Voice: Not saying a word. 

Voice: Will and the girl, who knew nothing about each other. 

Voice: But this act of kindness, this one act of friendship. 

Voice: Changed something inside her. 

Voice: Maybe the world wasn’t dark, 

Voice: Maybe she didn’t have to be sad. 

Voices: Maybe she didn’t have to be lonely. 

Will looks at his watch. 

Will: Oh no! It’s getting quite late. 

Voice: The girl looked sad. 

Will: Don’t worry, it’s a weekend. I’ll be here tomorrow 

morning, I promise you. 

Voice: But the girl didn’t understand. 

The girl starts getting flustered. 

Will: Please don’t be sad!  

Voice: Suddenly Will had an idea. 

Will gets a little golden bird cage from out of his rucksack. 

Will: This was given to me by my mum. It’s one of the most 

precious things in the world. No, in the universe! 

He gives it to the girl. 
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Will: I’ll let you hold onto it. This way, you’ll know that I’m 

coming back!  

The girl clutches onto the bird. 

Will: Careful! Don’t break it. 

Will picks up his rucksack. 

Will: Okay, I’ll be back in the morning! Bye! 

Will goes off. 

Voice: And the girl was left with the cage.  

Voice: On her own. 

Voice: Only this time, she did not welcome it. 

Voice: She hated it. 

Voice: She wanted to find Will. 

Voice: She didn’t want this. 

Voices: She didn’t want to be lonely anymore. 

The girl falls asleep. 

Voice: The morning came. 

Voice: Quicker than she expected. 

Will comes onstage. He sees the girl asleep. He goes up to her 

and touches her shoulder. 

Voice: Bad move Will. 

The girl grabs Will and wrestles him to the ground. 
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Will: Wait! It’s me, Will! 

The girl pauses, then, realising who it is, calms down. She lets 

Will go. 

Will: You can’t keep doing that all the time! 

Voice: The girl was sad. 

Voice: She didn’t mean to do that. She didn’t know it was 

Will. 

Voice: So, she tried to make things better. 

The girl gives Will a hug. Will blushes. 

Will: Okay, I’m fine! Hugs are gross. 

Will wriggles from her embrace. 

Will: You can trust me, okay? I’m your friend. 

He holds out his hand. There is a moment of silence, before 

the girl shakes it. 

Will: Now, I thought we could liven up this place. It’s all 

horrible and black. 

Will opens up his rucksack. 

Will: I’m sure we won’t get into any trouble. 

He takes out a massive pack of crayons. 

Will: I got these for my birthday, but I’ll share them with you! 

He hands them over to her. She picks one up, and tries to bite 

it. 
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Will: NO you don’t eat it! 

Will takes the crayon off her. 

Will: You draw. Like this. 

He goes over to the wall. He draw a line on the wall. She 

shrieks. 

Will: What’s wrong? 

She runs over to the line and inspects the line.  

Voice: She couldn’t believe it. 

Voice: He changed the darkness. 

Voice: He went over it with colour. 

Silence as the girl looks at Will. Then she grabs a crayon. She 

goes up to the wall and touches it. 

Voice: She faced the darkness. 

Voice: The loneliness. 

Voice: The one constant in her life. 

Voice: And in that moment. 

Voice: Decided to take matters into her own hands. 

She presses the crayon to the wall. 

Voices: And she began to draw. 

She starts to draw. Will joins in. (Orb of Dreamers by the 

London Philharmonic Orchestra plays) 
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Voice: And together, they created a world. 

Voice: A world of colour. 

Voice: And light. 

Will and the girl draw across the whole wall. They draw a 

world. 

Voice: They conjured up lands. 

Voice: And seas 

Voice: And skies. 

Voice: And filled them with stories. 

Voice: Dreams. 

Voice: People. 

The voices then get audience members to come out and help 

Will and the girl create their world. Will improvises dialogue, 

giving orders to the girl and the audience members. They 

draw until the music stops. 

Voice: And after months of toiling away. 

Voice: They had finished. 

The audience are lead back to their seats. Will and the girl 

take a step back to admire their work. 

Voice: This world was theirs. 

Voice: This world of life. 

Voice: A world devoid of loneliness. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

248 
 

Will: Well…we did it. 

The girl smiles at Will. 

Will: What shall we call it? 

The girl shrugs her shoulders. 

Will: I think you should name it. It is your wall after all. 

The girl is silence as she ponders it. 

Will: Why don’t you talk? I’ve known you for a long time, but 

you’ve never spoken a word. 

The girl looks down. She is uncomfortable. 

Voice: The truth is, the girl didn’t know why she never spoke. 

Will: And why do you stay here? Where are your parents? 

Voice: She didn’t know where her parents were.  

Voice: She didn’t know if she ever had parents. 

Voice: She couldn’t remember. 

Voice: All she remembered was waking up under the bridge. 

Voices: In total darkness. 

Voice: But she couldn’t tell Will. 

Voice: She didn’t know how to. 

Voice: So she did the next best thing. 

The girl gives Will a hug. 
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Will: Ew! I thought I told you not to do that. 

The girl still holds on. Reluctantly, Will hugs back. 

Voice: The girl had found a friend. 

Voice: Someone she could trust. 

Voice: Someone who took away her pain. 

Voice: Her anguish. 

Voice: Her loneliness. 

Will: You know…whenever I get lonely…I listen to music. 

The girl looks at him. 

Will: No, not like on a music player. I make it up. Can’t you 

hear it? 

The girl tries to listen. She cocks her head. 

Voices: But the girl couldn’t hear a thing. 

The girl shakes her head. 

Will: Well, obviously you can’t hear my music. You have to 

make it up for yourself. Besides, my music has guitar solos 

and lion roars. Yours would probably have harps and choirs 

and other girly stuff. 

The girl then proceeds to punch Will in the shoulder. 

Will: Ow! I’m sorry! 

Will and the girl go back and sit by the wall. They talk to each 

other, and play. They imagine a whole new world. 
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Voice: In their imaginary world, they had many adventures. 

Voice: Sailing across the seas. 

Voice: Fighting evil. 

Voice: Saving lives. 

Voice: Having fun. 

Voice: And time flew by. 

Voice: It flew by so fast, in fact, that it had nearly been a 

year. 

Voice: A year since they met. 

Voice: So Will decided to do something special. 

Will walks up to the girl and holds out his hand. 

Voice: He wanted to take her to see the town. 

(Orb of Dreamers plays. The girl takes his hand and stands 

up. They run offstage. The walls flip over to reveal brown, the 

colour of the town. Many people walk on-stage. They run on 

and off, mimicking a busy street. 

Voice: The girl had never been to the town before. 

Voice: She had never found a reason to. 

Voice: Until now. 

Will and the girl come on-stage. 

Will: And that’s where my school is, and that’s why the 

doctors is. That’s the sweet shop! 
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A citizen accidently bumps into the girl. She jumps and hides 

behind Will. 

Will: Don’t worry! That’s what happens in town. You just 

have to get used to it, that’s all. 

Voice: And Will spied just what he’d been looking for. 

Will: Aha! There it is! The flower shop. Wait here, I’ve got a 

surprise for you. 

The girl holds on. 

Will: Come on, there’s nothing to be scared about. 

Voice: Then Will remembered. 

Will: Wait a second! 

Will rummages around in his rucksack. He gets out the tiny 

birdcage. 

Will: Remember this? I gave it to you once. It means that I 

won’t ever leave you. Got it? 

The girl nods. 

Will: Okay, I’ll be right back. 

Will goes offstage. 

Voice: At first, the girl was scared. 

Voice: But she knew that Will would come back. 

Voice: So she waited. 

All the citizens walk off-stage. 
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Voice: Until she heard him call. 

Will: (off-stage) Hey! I’m back! 

Suddenly we hear a car horn and a screech, followed by a 

crash. The music stops. Will is flung on-stage. The girl rushes 

over to him. He is covered in blood. She holds him. He is 

clutching flowers. White tulips. 

Will: I…I can’t feel anything… 

He strains. 

Will: Don’t…don’t cry… 

Girl: Will! 

Will: So you can…talk… 

Will shuts his eyes. 

Girl: WILL! 

The girl starts crying. 

Voice: And Will died. 

Voice: In her arms. 

Voice: And she cried. 

Voice: In a voice that had never been heard. 

Voice: In a world that never cared. 

She hugs Will. 

Voice: Her friend. 
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Voice: Vanished. 

Voice: Gone from this world. 

Voice: From her life. 

Voice: And somewhere. 

Voice: In the darkness of her mind. 

Voice: She snapped. 

(The Ocean on his Shoulders by LPO plays). The girl stands up. 

Voice: She could feel it. 

Voice: In the absence of his presence. 

Voice: Came a scream. 

She clutches her head and screams. 

Voice: It may have been her sorrow. 

Voice: Or her pain. 

Voice: Or her loneliness. 

Voice: But the world. 

Voice: Just. 

Voices: Stopped. 

Blackout. Everything falls silent. All we can hear is the girl 

crying. 

Voice: When she opened her eyes. 
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Voice: She found. 

Voices: Nothing. 

The lights come on. We are back to the black wall. (Far 

Horizons by LPO plays) 

Voice: That slate had been cleared. 

Voice: And in the moment, the girl knew. 

Voice: She knew that she had wiped out the earth. 

Voice: There was nothing. 

Voice: No one. 

Voice: Left. 

The girl stops crying. 

Voice: But the only person she thought about was… 

Girl: Will. 

Voice: She didn’t care that the world was gone. 

Voice: Because in that world, there was no Will. 

The girl sits down. 

Voice: But in this world, Will wasn’t here either. 

Voice: There was only darkness. 

Voices: Only loneliness. 

Voice: And she welcomed it. 
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The girl starts to sob. 

Voice: She sat in the darkness. 

Voice: For what seemed like a lifetime. 

Voice: She didn’t move. 

Voice: She didn’t talk. 

Voice: She just sat. 

Voice: And just waited for it all to end. 

Voice: For the darkness to take her. 

Voice: She forget who she was. 

Voice: Until…she could not take it anymore. 

Voice: and with one cry, she screamed. 

Voice: WILL! 

Voice: And suddenly… 

A white tulip falls from the ceiling, illuminated by a single 

spotlight. 

Voice: A white tulip fell. 

Voice: Seemingly out of nowhere. 

Voice: Straight at her feet. 

The girl picks up the flower. 

Voice: The white tulip. 
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Voice: She had willed it into existence. 

Voice: Just like she willed the world out of it. 

The girl clutches the flower close to her heart. 

Voice: And in that moment. 

Voice: She knew just what to do. 

She turns to the wall. Suddenly, paint pots appear on either 

side of the stage. She walks over to them, and brings them to 

the wall. 

Voice: She had created this world. 

Voice: All she had to do was fill it. 

The girl grabs a paintbrush. She sighs. 

Voice: But she couldn’t. 

Voice: She didn’t know where to start. 

Voice: There was no one to help her. 

Voice: No one to guide her. 

She leans with her back against the wall. 

Voice: It had all seemed so hopeful. 

Voice: But she had lost too much. 

Voice: That is, until she remembered a piece of advice. 

Voice: Something you should do whenever you feel lonely. 

The girl closes her eyes. 
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Voice: The girl closed her eyes. 

Voice: And she listened. 

Voice: At first, there was nothing. 

Voice: But suddenly. 

The girl starts humming. (Fez by LPO starts playing) The girl 

starts painting. 

Voice: She heard flutes. 

Voice: Cellos. 

Voice: Violins. 

Voices: Playing together. 

Voice: In perfect harmony. 

Voice: And as she painted, the music grew louder. 

Voice: And more vibrant. 

Voice: More colourful. 

Voice: The music fuelled her paintbrush. 

Voice: As she began to create. 

Voice: But she would need all the help she could get. 

Voice: So she got some. 

The Voices once again get people on-stage to help paint the 

wall once again. 

Voices: And before she knew it. 
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Voice: A familiar face was at her side. 

Will walks back on-stage. 

Girl: WILL! 

She runs up to Will and hugs him. 

Will: Ew! Hugs are so gross! 

Voice: But this time, he said it with a smile.  

They embrace. When they pull away, the girl puts dab of 

paint on Wills nose. 

Voice: And together, with the help of their new friends. 

Voice: They kept on painting. 

Will, the girl and the audience keep on painting. Will uses his 

hands. The girl paints broad, colourful strokes across the wall.  

Voice: Lands. 

Voice: Seas. 

Voice: Skies. 

Voice: A whole new world. 

Voice: Their world. 

Voice: Made real. 

Voice: By the girl. 

Voice: Who once was the loneliest girl in the world. 

Voice: But, because of the actions of one kind-hearted boy. 
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Voices: Need never be lonely again. 

The group paints until the end of the song. Then, they stand 

back and admire their work. As the song fades out, Will and 

the girl exit the stage, leaving the audience with the painting. 

The painting that stands against loneliness. 
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GOLIATH 
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ACT 1 

Scene 1 

Blackout. We hear a woman’s voice. 

Voice: Now the Philistines gathered their armies on a 

mountain, and the armies of Israel stood on a mountain on 

the other side, and there was a valley between them. 

Lights up on Goliath sitting on a bench near a well. It is night 

time, and he is working under the moonlight. He is scribbling 

notes on sheets of paper. He is a tall, hulking man, easily 6 

feet tall. After a while, he stops writing and stretches. Picking 

up his cup, he discovers that it’s empty. He gets up and goes 

over to the well. He dips the cup into the water, brings it to 

his mouth and takes a drink. Suddenly he notices something 

in the well. He puts his hand in and brings up a pebble. He 

stares at it for a while. A soldier appears from offstage. 

Soldier: Goliath. 

Goliath turns his head. 

Soldier: What are you doing here? 

The soldier walks up to Goliath. 

Soldier: You should be careful. The enemy’s not far away 

from here. 

Goliath: Yeah. 

Soldier: What’s that? 
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Goliath looks at what is in his hand. 

Goliath: A pebble…D’you want it? 

Soldier: Why would I want it? 

An awkward silence. 

Soldier: Goliath, what are you doing tomorrow? 

Goliath: Patrol. 

Soldier: I’ve got admin. Do you want to swap? 

Goliath: Yeah, Definitely. 

Soldier: Great. 

The soldier turns to leave. 

Soldier: OK, G’night. 

The soldier exits offstage. Goliath is left looking at the pebble. 

Then he drops it back into the well and wonders off into the 

night. 

 

 

 

Scene 2 

Daytime. The Captain scurries into the king’s tent, which is 

offstage. We can only hear their voices. 

Captain: Thanks for seeing me, Your Majesty. 
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King: Please be quick, Captain. 

Captain: Certainly, Your Majesty, I believe I can end this 

stale-mate and win the war in two weeks at a maximum cost 

of two Philistine lives. 

King: Impossible! 

Captain: I’ve made a full outline of my plan, if Your Majesty 

would be so good as to read- 

King: I’m not going to read, Captain. I’m the King. Now what 

will it take for you to leave me alone? 

Captain: My plan requires just one soldier, one custom-made 

suit of armour, spear, sword and shield. 

King: Then you shall have them, Captain. Now leave me in 

peace. 

Captain: So I have your full support on this, Your Majesty? 

King: Yes, yes. Whatever. 

The Captain emerges from the tent, and punches a fist in the 

air. 

Captain: Yes! 

As the day progresses, we’re taken to Goliath working at his 

desk. As he is working, a tailor and a boy approach him. The 

tailor has a clipboard. 

Tailor: Are you Goliath of Gath? 

Goliath turns around. 
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Goliath: Yes. 

Tailor: I’ve come to measure you for your armour. 

Goliath: Armour? 

Tailor: No-one told you I was coming? 

Goliath: …Are you sure this isn’t a mistake? I mainly do 

admin. 

The tailor looks at his clipboard. 

Tailor: It definitely says ‘Goliath of Gath’ here. One full set of 

ceremonial armour. 

The tailor looks up from the clipboard. 

Tailor: You must have done something to deserve it. 

Goliath: …I can’t think of anything. 

The tailor gets his measuring tape out. 

Tailor: Well, let’s get you measured anyway, will we…? 

He is dwarfed by Goliath’s height. 

Tailor: I should have bought a ladder, haha. 

He stands on Goliath’s chair to measure him. 

Tailor: OK, I think that’ll do…I should have something for you 

to try in a few days. 

The tailor walks off, leaving Goliath and the boy. 

Goliath: Can I help you? 
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Boy: I’m your shield-bearer, Sir. Reporting for duty. 

Goliath: Shield-bearer? 

Boy: Yes Sir. 

Goliath: How old are you? 

Boy: Nine, Sir. 

Goliath: Shouldn’t you have a shield? 

Boy: Not yet, Sir. They’re making you a new one. And a 

sword. And a spear. 

Silence 

Boy: I’m supposed to take you to the Captain. 

Goliath: Okay, just let me put my things away. 

Goliath and the boy walk offstage. They walk up to the 

Captain’s tent. Goliath and the boy look offstage. 

Boy: Is that a bear? 

Goliath: It would appear so. 

Boy: Why is it tied up?  

Goliath: Because we use it for fighting and games. 

They look to the Captain’s tent. 

Boy: I’ll tell him you’re here. 

The boy walks in, leaving Goliath outside. After a while, the 

boy emerges. 
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Boy: He’ll be out in a minute. 

The Captain eventually exits the tent. 

Captain: Wonderful! Goliath! I’ve heard great things about 

you! 

Goliath: Really? 

Captain: Really. I’m very proud to be working with you. 

Goliath: Um yeah…me too, Sir. 

Boy: And me. 

Captain: Marvellous! Can I do anything else for you? 

Goliath: I’m not sure that I really understand what’s going 

on. 

Captain: That, I’m afraid, is a secret. All I can say is that we 

are acting under direct orders from the King and promotion 

and medals are already under consideration. 

Silence. 

Captain: Superb! Thanks for coming. See you in a few days. 

The Captain walks back to his tent. 

Boy: What should we do now? 

Goliath: I’m going back to my desk. You can do whatever you 

like. 

Boy: So I’m dismissed? 

Goliath: Sure. 
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Boy: Thanks. 

The boy and Goliath walk offstage. Goliath returns to his 

desk. He starts writing, but he accidently knocks his cup over, 

cracking it. He picks it up and resumes writing. The soldier 

appears onstage. 

Soldier: Goliath! Just the man I was looking for. 

Goliath: Hello. 

Soldier: Did you see the bear we got? 

Goliath: Yes. 

Soldier: Fought three dogs and a leopard last night. Killed 

‘em all. 

Goliath: It’s not really my thing. 

Soldier: Yeah, I heard that. 

Silence. 

Goliath: What do you want? 

Soldier: Well, we were wondering if you’d want to have a go? 

Goliath: A go? 

Soldier: Just a couple of rounds with the bear. We’d make it 

worth your while. 

Goliath: What? Are you insane? 
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Soldier: I understand. But these fights make a lot of 

money…we’d split the take fifty-fifty…and ‘Giant VS Bear’: 

That’s Gold. We’d stop it if things got nasty. 

Goliath: No. There’s no way…no. 

Soldier: OK, but if you change your mind… 

The soldier walks offstage, leaving Goliath alone to ponder 

what’s just happened. Lights fade out. 

 

Scene 3 

Daylight. The boy walks on with a big shield. He walks over to 

Goliath’s tent. 

Boy: Goliath. I’ve bought your shield. 

Goliath pokes his head through the tent. 

Goliath: Thanks. 

Goliath emerges from the tent, head to toe in armour. He is 

carrying a sword on his belt and a spear in his hand. 

Boy: Wow! 

Goliath: It does feel rather good actually. 

Boy: The Captain wants to see you? 

Goliath and the boy walk, the boy carrying Goliath’s shield. 

Goliath: Are you okay with that? 

Boy: Sort of. 
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Goliath and the boy come across the soldier, at his post. 

Soldier: Goliath! I didn’t recognise you under all that brass. 

Did you get promoted? 

Goliath: I don’t think so. 

Boy: We’re on a secret mission for the King. We can’t tell you 

about it. 

Soldier: Haha. Oh well. Best of luck. 

Goliath: Thanks. 

Goliath and the boy walk on, leaving the soldier offstage. 

Goliath: How far are we going? 

Boy: The Captain said to meet him at the ruins in the valley. 

Have you ever been into the valley? 

Goliath: No. 

They seem to walk for ages, leaving the tents, until only 

wilderness remains. Then, they stop. 

Boy: There he is. 

The Captain is standing underneath some ruins. 

Captain: Good morning. You’re both well I trust? 

Boy and Goliath: Yes Sir. 

Captain: Outstanding! Let’s get started then! 

Suddenly, a bit of chain-mail falls off Goliath’s armour. 

Goliath bends to pick it up. 
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Captain: Goliath, is everything alright? 

Goliath: Sorry, Sir, a bit came off my armour. 

Captain: We can get that fixed later. Follow me… 

They walk to the other side of the stage. The Captain points 

offstage. 

Captain: As you know, the enemy camp is directly across the 

valley. 

Goliath: I don’t see it. 

Captain: The camp is hidden amongst the rocks. However, 

the enemy surveys the valley at all times. We are here to 

deliver a message to them. Your part in this is quite simple. 

On behalf of the King… 

The Captain produces a piece of paper. 

Captain: …read the message. I’ve written it down for you. 

He hands the message over to Goliath, who reads it. He then 

faints, prompting a blackout. 

 

Scene 4 

Captain: Goliath? 

Lights up, Goliath is propped up against a rock, beside the 

Captain and the boy. 

Captain: Goliath? 
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Boy: Is he okay? 

Captain: He’ll be fine. 

Goliath: There’s been a mistake…I’m not a champion. I’m the 

fifth-worst swordsman in my platoon…I do paperwork! I’m a 

very administrator. 

Captain: You’re missing the point Goliath. You look like a 

champion. All you need to do is act like a champion and the 

enemy will cower before us. There won’t be any actual 

fighting. This is a battle of minds. 

Silence 

Goliath: But what if somebody does come out to fight me? 

Captain: Won’t happen. Trust me, Goliath. 

Goliath: I understand, Sir. Still… 

Captain: Don’t you see? This is a great moment for us all! The 

whole army is behind you. You just need to do you bit 

Goliath. Everyone is relying on you to do your bit. 

Silence. 

Goliath: What do I do when I’ve finished reading? 

Captain: Come straight back here. OK boy, lead the way. 

The boy leads Goliath to the front of the stage, where he 

delivers his speech. 

Goliath: I am Goliath of Gath, champion of the Philistines. I 

challenge you: Choose a man, let him come to me that we 
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may fight. If he be able to kill me then we shall be your 

servants. But if I kill him then you shall be our servants. 

Silence as there is no reply. Then Goliath and the boy head 

back to the Captain, who is clapping. 

Captain: That went very well, for a first attempt, anyway. 

Goliath: …we’re doing this again? 

Captain: Oh yes. Morning and night until we have broken 

them. Now I have to get back to camp. Stay here for an hour 

or so, then come back and find me. And familiarise 

yourselves with the terrain: It’ll just be the two of you next 

time. 

The Captain turns to leave. 

Captain: Cheer up, Goliath! We’re on the road to victory! 

The Captain walks offstage, leaving Goliath and the boy. The 

day fades to night, and Goliath is still there with the boy. 

Boy: Is somebody going to come out and fight you now? 

Goliath: I hope not. 

Boy: I’ve got a dagger. I’ll help you. 

Goliath: Thanks. 

Silence. 

Goliath: OK, I think we can go back now. 

The boy picks up the shield as Goliath gets up. 
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Boy: Nobody came. 

Goliath: Nope. 

Boy: So the Captain was right: They’re frightened of you. 

Goliath: I suppose so… 

Goliath and the boy walk offstage as the lights fade to black. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

ACT 2 

Scene 1 

Lights up on Goliath and the boy arriving at the ruins. The 

woman’s voice rings out. 

Voice: And there was a champion from the camp of the 

Philistines. Whose name was Goliath of Gath. And his height 

was six cubits and a span. And he had a helmet on his head. 

And he was armed with a coat of mail and he had greaves of 

brass upon his legs. And the staff of his spear was like a 

weaver’s beam: And his spear’s head weighed six hundred 

shekels of iron. And one bearing a shield went before him. 
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And the Philistine drew near each morning and night and 

presented himself to the armies of Israel. 

Goliath and the boy are sitting on a pile of rocks. Goliath’s 

spear is lying on the rock between them. The boy lets out a 

yawn. He looks at the spear and picks it up. The weight of 

spear makes him fall backwards. The spear bonks Goliath on 

the back of the head. Goliath snatches the spear back. They 

wait a bit more before the boy opens his mouth. 

Boy: Is it true you can burn things just by staring at them? 

Goliath: What? No! Where did you hear that? 

Boy: Everyone’s talking about you. Did you punch a camel 

and kill it? 

Goliath: No. 

Boy: And you don’t eat rocks? 

Goliath: No. 

Boy: That’s what I said. They all ask me about you. 

Goliath: Who? 

Boy: Everyone. Have you got a wife? 

Goliath: No. 

Boy: My aunt wanted to know…she’s got six daughters. 

Silence 

Boy: Do you have a gigantic you-know-what? 
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Goliath: No more questions. 

Silence. Day turns to night. 

Goliath: OK. Time to go home. 

Boy: See you tomorrow. 

Goliath: Good night. 

They walk offstage. Blackout. 

 

 

Scene 2 

Lights up. The boy is at the edge of stage looking out. Goliath 

is sitting on a rock. 

Boy: Goliath! Someone’s coming! 

Goliath: The Captain? 

Boy: No. From the other way. Look. 

Goliath stares offstage. 

Goliath: You should go. 

Boy: What? 

Goliath: Run away. 

Boy: Where? 

Goliath: Hide in the rocks. 
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Boy: I’ll stay. I’ll help. 

Goliath: No. Go away. 

Boy: I’m scared. Come with me. 

Goliath: Go! 

The boy runs behind the rocks. Goliath steels himself against 

the approaching stranger. An old man hobbles onstage. He 

has a walking stick. He walks up to Goliath. 

Old Man: (Incoherent gibberish. A different language) 

Goliath: What? 

The old man still speaks gibberish. 

Boy: Goliath? 

Goliath: It’s OK, you can come out. False alarm. 

Old man is still talking. 

Boy: Who’s he? 

Goliath: Just an old man. I don’t think he’s come to fight. 

Boy: What does he want? 

Goliath: I don’t understand. 

He turns to the old man. 

Goliath: You shouldn’t be here. There’s a war. 

The old man replies with incomprehensible words. 

Goliath: A war. 
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The old man stumbles offstage, muttering to himself. Goliath 

and boy go and sit back on the rocks. 

Goliath: Thank goodness for that. 

Silence. 

Boy: You probably should’ve killed him. 

Goliath: What? 

Boy: He might have been a spy. 

Goliath: I doubt it. 

Boy: Better safe than sorry…we are soldiers you know. 

Goliath: OK. Next time I’ll kill somebody. 

Boy: Really? 

Goliath: No. 

Lights fade out. 

 

Scene 3 

Lights up on Goliath and the boy arriving at the ruins. Goliath 

has a bag with him. A piece of chain-mail falls off. The boy 

picks it up. 

Boy: Here’s another one. 

He holds up more chain-mail pieces. 
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Boy: That’s six more bits. You’ve almost lost a whole row. 

You should get it fixed. 

He puts them in a bag. 

Goliath: I’m not sure how much longer I’ll be needing it…this 

can’t go on forever. 

Boy: I asked the Captain. He said we are ‘at a major turning 

point.’ 

Goliath: What does that mean? 

Boy: I’m not sure. But it’s good. Can I keep these? 

Goliath: Sure. 

Boy: What’s in the bag? 

Goliath: My things. I’m not coming back to camp. I’m going 

to stay out here. 

Silence. 

Boy: Are you going to run away? 

Goliath: Maybe. 

Silence. 

Goliath: You should get going. You’ll miss dinner. 

The boy turns to go. 

Goliath: And don’t be late tomorrow. I might still be here. 

Boy: OK. 
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The boy walks offstage as day turns to night. Goliath goes to 

sleep under a blanket, when he drifts off to sleep. The lights 

fade to blackout. Suddenly, the boy’s voice is heard. 

Boy: Goliath? 

Lights up. The boy is by Goliath’s side. 

Boy: You’re still here.  

Goliath gets up and stretches. 

Boy: Are you going to stay? 

Goliath: I don’t know. Maybe I’ll run away tomorrow. Ready? 

Boy: Yeah. 

Goliath goes to the front of the stage. 

Goliath: I am Goliath of Gath, Champion of the Philistines… 

His speech goes on as the lights fade to black. 

 

Scene 4 

Lights up with the boy and Goliath sitting on the rocks. 

Goliath: How are things back at camp? 

Boy: It’s the King’s birthday next week so that’s a big fight 

tonight. A pack of dogs against a pair of lions…you should 

come. 

Goliath: What happened to the bear? 
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Boy: Dunno. 

Silence. 

Goliath: Is there any word on how things are going? With 

this, I mean. 

Boy: I haven’t heard anything. Everyone’s very busy with the 

birthday celebrations. 

The boy pulls out a little bag. 

Boy: I bought you some food. 

Goliath: Thanks. 

Boy: My aunt made it. She’s worried about you. 

Goliath: Worried? 

Boy: She says you shouldn’t be out here living like an animal. 

She says you need a wife. 

Goliath: I’m starting to quite like it out here…it’s sort of 

beautiful. It’s boring. 

Boy: No. It’s not beautiful. It’s boring. 

He picks up a stone. 

Boy: It’s just boring. 

He throws the stone offstage. Suddenly he spots something. 

Boy: Look at that, Goliath…it’s the fighting bear. 

Goliath: He must’ve escaped. 
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Silence as they watch the bear. 

Boy: Should we take him back? 

Goliath: No. 

Boy: But where’s he going? 

Goliath: How should I know? 

They watch the bear all the way to the other side of the 

stage. Lights fade out. 

 

Scene 5 

Lights up on a misty day. There is a lot of wind and it is hard 

to see. The Captain wonders onstage. 

Captain: Goliath? 

Goliath: Over here, Sir. 

Goliath comes onstage. 

Captain: Ah. Where’s your shield-bearer? 

Goliath: I expect he’s on his way. Don’t worry, I’ll manage on 

my own. 

Captain: It’s not about managing! We’re trying to win a war, 

Goliath. I’m worried. It’s been forty days: The King wants 

results. I think he might pull the plug. 

Goliath: Would that be so bad? We tried… 

Captain: Of course it’d be bad! Do you want to fail? 
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Silence. 

Goliath: It still might work out… 

Captain: Yeah...sorry I shouted. Not very professional. I’ll go 

and find the boy.  

Captain turns to go offstage. 

Captain: But really go for it today, yeah? 

Goliath: Sure. 

Goliath walks offstage, repeated his speech. The boy walks 

onstage, then the captain appears at the opposite end of the 

stage. 

Captain: Boy, why aren’t you with Goliath? 

Boy: Sorry, Sir. I got lost in the mist, Sir. 

Captain: I expect better of you. Remember, you’re the King’s 

champion’s shield-bearer. 

Boy: Yes sir. 

Captain: Run along then. 

Boy: Yes Sir. 

The boy and the captain leave from opposite ends of the 

stage. Goliath wonders back onstage. Suddenly, he hears a 

voice. 

Voice: The Lord has delivered me. Out of the paw of the lion, 

and out of the paw of the bear… 
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The boy runs onstage. 

Boy: Goliath? Are you there? 

Goliath: Oh, it’s you. I’m over here! 

Voice: Thou comest to me with a sword, and with a spear, 

and with a shield… 

Goliath: What are you talking about? 

The mist starts to clear. 

Voice: But I come to thee in the name of the Lord… 

Boy: What? 

Goliath: Wait a minute. 

Voice: And you will know this battle is the Lord’s… 

The mist has cleared. David walks onstage. 

David: And he will deliver thee into my hand. 

Boy: Who are you talking to? 

Goliath: Just a kid. Be quiet, I can’t hear what he’s saying. 

David: And I will smite thee… 

David takes out a sling and stone. 

David: And take thine head from thee…and I will give thine 

carcass to the fowls of the air and the beasts of the earth. 

David aims the sling. 

Goliath: Oh. 
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Blackout just as David releases the sling. Lights up on David 

standing by Goliath’s body. The woman’s voice rings out. 

Voice: So David stood upon the Philistine. And took his 

sword. 

David takes Goliath’s sword. 

Voice: And cut off his head. 

David places a blanket over Goliath’s head, then chops down 

with the sword. He places the head in a bag. The boy runs out 

offstage. 

Voice: And when the Philistines saw their champion was 

dead they fled. 

David drags Goliath’s head offstage. 

The End. 
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T-MINUS 
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Lights up on a dimly lit pod room. It’s quite dirty, with metal 

plating everywhere. At the side of the room there is a door. 

On the other side is a passage, leading off to the cryo-

chambers. There are benches centre stage. At the back of the 

room is a single large window, overlooking the city. The 

urban sounds fill the air, permeating the silence with the 

unmistakable tones of life. All of a sudden, alarm bells ring, 

and sirens blare. Red lights eclipse the stage. After a few 

moments a robotic voice calls out. 

Timer: The end of the world has begun. Solar flare imminent 

in T-Minus 60 minutes 

The alarms and sirens continue. We hear hustle and bustle. 

People start shouting and screaming. After a few moments, 

the door opens. In walk Jonathan and Lisa Alden, a middle 

aged, middle class couple. They have brought with them 

suitcases. 

Jon: Quickly, quickly! 

Lisa: I’m going! 

They hurry into the middle of the room, and set down their 

suitcases. They take a deep breath. 

Jon: Thank God we made it in one piece. 

Lisa: Sorry? 

Jon: I said thank God we made it in one piece! It’s a bloody 

nightmare out there! 

Lisa: Really? I thought that was alright. Not nearly as bad as 

the news made it out to be. 



Ben Webber  Year One 

288 
 

Jon: Well, you know. Might as well expect the worst. 

Seriously though, how long do you think it’ll be before the 

riots start? 

Lisa: I give it half an hour. Good thing we’re in here then. 

Jon: Honestly, the way these people act, you’d think the 

world was ending. 

He smiles dryly 

Lisa: Aw shut up! That’s a horrid thing to say and you know it. 

Jon: Come on, just a joke to lighten things up. We could use a 

bit of banter the way things are now. 

Jon begins to lift the suitcases and place them in the cryo-

chambers. 

Lisa: We are safe in here…right Jon? 

Jon: (offstage) oh look at the size of these! You could fit a 

giraffe in here! 

Lisa: Jesus Jon, are you even listening? 

Jon comes back onstage 

Jon: Sorry love, what did you say? 

Lisa: I asked are we’re absolutely safe in here? 

Jon: Oh yes, perfectly safe. These pods are built to withstand 

any amount of damage. You’ve seen the viddys haven’t you? 

Lisa: Yes, yes I’ve seen the bloody viddys. You only made we 

watch them as dozen times. 
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Jon: Doesn’t hurt to be informed. 

Jon walks around inspecting the pod. 

Jon: Tell you what though, we really landed on our feet with 

this pod. Top of the range B-class life shuttle. 

Polymerthelusian plating, adrianic core thrusters, and to top 

it off, we have a heck of a view. 

He moves over to the window. 

Jon: Although I’m not liking what I’m seeing. 

Lisa moves towards the window as well. 

Lisa: What’s going on now? 

Jon: It’s those workies. You see that massive blob over there? 

Lisa: Oh yeah? 

Jon: That, my love, is a whole army of workies. And they 

don’t look best pleased. 

Lisa: Good lord. What’re they gonna do? 

Jon: What do you think? Do what they always do, riot and 

riot and riot…except this time it’s different. 

Lisa: Because they don’t have homes to return to.  

Jon: No siree. To be honest, I wouldn’t blame them. 

Lisa: Well, that’s life. Take it or leave it. 

Jon: Very true. 

Lisa and Jon sit on the benches. 
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Jon: So what’s the deal with the other passengers? Surely we 

can’t be the only ones here? 

Lisa: From what I’ve heard, a lot of people are getting 

attacked on the streets. Getting their passes nicked. 

Jon: Christ. Bloody workies. 

Lisa: Stop it. You’d do the same if you were in their shoes. 

Jon: No I wouldn’t! I’ve still got my bloody dignity. 

Lisa: Yeah, and that dignity would get you nowhere. Like you 

said, you can’t blame them. 

Jon: True…true. So why are we here all alone? Surely some of 

our cellmates made it? 

Lisa: Cellmates? 

Jon: Yeah. Cellmates. 

Lisa: Bloody cheek. 

Timer: Solar flare imminent in T-Minus 55 minutes 

Lisa: Oh that goddamn timer… 

Jon: Calm down Lisa. 

Lisa: Countdown to the end of the world. 

Voices offstage: Come on, come on! 

Jon: Oh hello, what do we have here? 

The door opens and in steps Dominicus and Antonia Gaius, a 

young, high class couple. 
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Antonia: Come along honey, just a few more steps. 

Dominicus: I know dear! I do have eyes! 

Antonia: Well then use them to guide your feet! 

They scramble into the pod, along with their suitcases. 

Setting them down, they take a deep breath. 

Dominicus: Well, here we are. Casa del filth. 

Antonia: Oh shush Dom, it’ll do. 

Dominicus: It’ll do? It’ll do? Well excuse me for wanting to 

ride out a nuclear apocalypse in comfort and luxury! Do you 

see this? 

He walks to the window and rubs a finger on it. Then he walks 

right up to Antonia. 

Dominicus: Dust. Filth. Grime. Muck. And it’s everywhere 

Anne. Everywhere! God help us. When I see father again I’m 

going to give him an earful. 

Anne: Oh hush, you’ll do no such thing Dom. 

Dom: You don’t think so? You don’t think I can talk to my 

father? 

Anne: Not with much conviction anyway. 

Dom: I’ll show you. And him. I show you both. 

Lisa: Um, excuse me? 

Dom and Anne turn around. 
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Dom: Oh good heavens, we didn’t see you there! You’re the 

service I presume? 

Silence. 

Dom: Well chop chop, we don’t have all day. 

Timer: Solar flare imminent in… T-Minus 50 minutes 

Dom: See? You heard the nice robotic lady. Only … till the 

end of the world. Sometimes before we left the stratosphere 

would be nice. 

Anne: Dom… 

Dom: Quiet Anne, you can’t show any weaknesses to these 

plebeians. Now, do I have to say it again? Move our bloody 

suitcases. 

Jon: Move them yourself, you git. 

Dom: Git? How dare you talk to me that way? I’ll have you 

know that I am a passenger on this grimy shuttle and you 

are- 

Jon: -A fellow passenger. 

Dom: That’s right, a fellow passenger! So therefore…wait, did 

you say you were a passenger? 

Lisa: Yes he did. 

Dom: And I presume that you’re a passenger too? 

Jon: She is. She’s also my wife. 

Dom: Ah…I see that an error has been made. 
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Lisa: Oh really? I wonder what that could be? 

Dom: Well, you see I- 

Anne: Honestly Dom, just close your mouth. 

Anne moves to greet Lisa 

Anne: Sorry about this mess. I’m Antonia Martius, A2-Class. 

She nudges Dom 

Dom: Oh yes! I’m Dominicus Gaius, A1 born and bred. I’m 

Antonia’s fiancé. 

Jon: That’s a lot of bloody syllables. 

Lisa: Jon! 

Anne: You can call us Anne and Dom if you like.  

Dom: Honey I don’t think- 

Anne: Dom, these are going to be our companions for the 

next couple of days, so you might as well be friendly. 

Lisa: You too Jon. 

Jon: Me? What did I- 

Lisa shoots him a look. 

Jon: Fine. Dom, was it? 

Dom: Yes, I suppose. 

Jon extends an arm for a handshake. Silence. 

Dom: What are you doing? 
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Jon: It’s called a handshake. 

Dom: Ah! I see!...What do you do? 

Jon: Well generally for a handshake, you grab the other 

person’s hand and shake it. 

Dom: Oh…um… 

Anne: For God’s sake Dom. 

Anne shakes Jon’s hand. 

Anne: Please to meet you, mister…? 

Jon: Alden. Jonathan Alden, B3. And this is my wife, Lisa, 

same class. 

Anne shakes Lisa’s hand, whilst Dom reluctantly shakes Jon’s. 

Dom: So these are what B3s look like.  

Lisa: Yeah, are we not up to snuff? 

Dom: Actually on the contrary you look a lot more tolerable 

than the news viddys make you B-classes out to be. 

Jon: I guess we’ll take that as a compliment? 

Anne: That’s the nicest you’ll get out of him. 

Dom: So, if you aren’t the service, who is? 

Dom looks around. 

Lisa: Well, there isn’t any service.  
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Dom: No service? How can there be possibly be no service? 

How do you get things done? 

Jon: We do them ourselves. We don’t have people waiting 

hand on foot for us. Sorry if our plebeian ways offend you. 

Anne: Alright, no need to be curt. Where are the cryo-

chambers? 

Lisa: Just over there. Jon, help them with their luggage. 

Jon: Why me? 

Lisa: Just do it you bloody sourpuss. 

Jon grumbles then picks up the suitcases. Dom picks up the 

rest and follows Jon offstage. Anne and Lisa sit down on 

opposite. 

Anne: I’m sorry about my fiancé. He’s has trouble adjusting 

to anything that isn’t gilded in gold. 

Dom: (offstage) I heard that! 

Lisa: My husband isn’t exactly a bundle of laughs at the 

moment either. 

Anne: I figure there’s not much to laugh about at the 

moment. 

Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 47 minutes 

Lisa: That bloody timer! 

Silence. 

Lisa: I’m sorry, it’s just that it gets on my nerves. 
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Anne: I understand. I think we’re all on edge. 

Lisa: It’s just...I’ve rehearsed it over and over again in my 

head. The drills, the procedures. But now that it’s finally 

happening, it’s completely different. 

Anne: I don’t think any amount of preparation could have 

prepared us for this. 

Lisa: Too right. So what brings two A classes into a B-class 

pod? 

Anne: Well, it’s a long story- 

Dom: (offstage) –No it’s not, it’s a short, brutal story! 

Dom storms back onstage with Jon. 

Dom: It’s a story about a father who screws his own son 

over! His own son! 

Anne: Now Dom- 

Dom: -Don’t “Now Dom” me! You know that this is a bloody 

travesty! How dare he do this to his own son! 

Anne: You know perfectly well why he did it Dom. 

Silence. 

Dom: Yes. Yes I suppose I do. But he- 

Anne: -Enough Dom. Just enough. It’s over. He got his way. 

We’ve been delegated down to B-Class. Leave it at that. 

Dom: But- 
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Anne: -Enough. 

Dom slumps onto the bench beside her, resigned. Jon sits next 

to Lisa. 

Jon: So, how long have you two been engaged? 

Anne: Five years. 

Jon: Wow, that’s quite a long time? Cold feet? 

Lisa: Jon! 

Jon: What? Could be, is all I’m saying. 

Anne: No no, we could have gotten married anytime we 

wanted. 

Dom: But where’s the fun in that? 

Dom moves to the window. 

Dom: The reason why we haven’t gotten married yet… 

He points to the sky. 

Dom: Is because we’re going to be wedded up there. 

Lisa: On Mars? 

Dom: Yes! 

Anne: First thing we’ll do once all the affairs are in order. 

Jon: Wow…that’s pretty bloody romantic! 

Dom: Well that’s the general idea you see. 
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Lisa: First thing me and Jon’ll do is kiss the ground! We’ll be 

glad when all this is over. 

Dom: Us too. 

Anne: It’s both incredible and terrifying at the same time 

isn’t it? The fact that the earth is ending. 

Jon: Yeah, about 4 billion years too early. 

Lisa: 2142. That’s what the scientists said wasn’t it? All those 

years ago. Trust me, I’m a professor at University B3S. 

Dom: I know. Can you imagine it? You’re a scientist, sitting in 

your little lab in 2028, huddled over your whizzbangs and 

gizmos. Suddenly you start picking up strange readings. The 

data starts flowing. All of a sudden- 

Jon: -The writing’s on the bloody wall. In the year 2142, a 

solar flare will destroy the Earth, scorching the very ground. 

Chance of survival…0%. 

Anne: Like something out of science-fiction. Good thing we 

found a way. 

Dom: Discovered by A1 scientists! 

Lisa: Really? I heard it was a pair of C-class students! 

Dom: Preposterous! It was Autolycus Caecilius, an A1 

scientist who found the solution! We had to harness the 

power of the radiation given out by this solar flare! Using this 

power, we use these very pods- 

Dom knocks on the pod wall 
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Dom: -to take off into the atmosphere, charting a course 

towards Mars! 

Lisa: To start a new beginning, we know!  

Dom: Aren’t you the least bit excited? Starting afresh! 

Jon: Well, sorry to burst your bubbles, but some of us aren’t 

too happy that the Earth is going to explode! 

Dom: Oh it won’t explode, just a heavy scorching. 

Jon: Same thing. 

Dom: Well actually- 

Anne: Shut up Dom. 

Lisa: Well, here we are. 2142. Humanity’s had 114 years to 

prepare for the end of the world. 

Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 40 minutes 

Anne: Right on time. 

Jon: Actually, now that you guys are here, can I ask you a 

question? 

Anne: Fire away 

Jon: What’s with those names? 

Dom: What names? 

Jon: Your names. Why are they all weird? 

Dom: It’s not weird old boy, it’s Roman. 
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Lisa: As in Ancient Roman? 

Anne: The very same. 

Jon: Now why would you go and do that? 

Dom: Because the Romans were one of the most respected 

and powerful civilizations on Earth. Naturally the A-classes 

took their names after them. 

Jon: Sounds a bit weird if you ask me. 

Dom: Well nobody’s asking you. You asked us. 

Lisa: He’s got a point. 

The sound of rioting grows louder. 

Dom: What in the blazes is that racket? 

Lisa: That’ll be the workies kicking it up a notch. 

Dom: Oh bloody workies! 

Dom rushes to the window. 

Dom: Look at them all! They’re right at the gates! 

Lisa: Let’s have a looksee. 

Lisa joins him. 

Lisa: Oh bloody hell he’s right. Jon, Anne, come look at this. 

They all look out of the window. 

Jon: Christ. There must be thousands of them. 

Anne: They can’t get in can they? 
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Jon: Fear not, this baby can withstand half a million nuclear 

blasts! It’s airtight and impenetrable to boot! 

Dom: You know a lot about pods. 

Jon: Had to. You’ve got to be in the know when picking a 

pod. It’s not all sunshine and roses in B-Class. Need to make 

sure you’re not being swindled. 

Anne: Why would you ever think you’d be swindled? 

Jon: Because, my dear, humans are compulsive greedy little 

liars. 

Dom: Just like those workies down there! Annoying little 

pests! 

Lisa: Oi, that’s a bit harsh! 

Dom: A bit harsh? Those bloody cretins would kill you in a 

heartbeat if it meant that they got a pass into one of these 

pods! 

Jon: So would you if you were in their shoes! 

Dom: Oh don’t be daft! Are you too blind to see that they’re 

animals? 

Jon: Oh, I guess that means that we’re animals too?  

Anne: No need for that. 

Jon: And why not? You guys just sit at the top, looking down 

on us! 
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Dom: Oh yeah, that’s right. We were just so enthusiastic to 

look down on you that we’re in the same Christ-forsaken pod 

as a couple of grubby B-Classes. 

Lisa: Don’t you talk to my husband that way, you pumped-up 

git! 

Anne: And don’t talk to my fiancé like that! 

Jon: I bet you haven’t even worked a day in your life have 

you? 

Dom: I didn’t need to lower myself to basic labour, if that’s 

what you mean. 

Lisa: How dare you- 

Guard: (offstage) open up! 

All freeze. 

Anne: Who was that? 

Guard: I repeat, open up! 

Lisa: Jon, go to the door! 

Dom: Are we expecting company? 

Jon: Bugger if I know. 

Jon walks up to the door. 

Jon: State your business! 

Guard: I’m blackguard special ops, S-Class. Open the door or 

I’ll blow it open. You have five seconds. 
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Anne: Jon, open the door. 

Jon: What? I have no idea who- 

Dom: Jon, for the love of God, open the door. He’s S-Class. 

Jon: What? Fine. 

Jon reluctantly opens the door. The guard pushes Jon out of 

the way. He points a gun at them. 

Guard: Party of 4. Alden, Martius and Gaius I presume? 

Lisa: That’s correct. 

Guard: There are no other passengers aboard apart from you 

four? 

Dom: Not that we know of, sir. 

Guard: Good. You can come in now. 

The Guard gestures to the door and in walks a teenage girl in 

tattered rags. She is filthy, covered in scabs. Tangled hair and 

a haunted look in her eyes. 

Guard: Ladies and Gentlemen, you are looking at the 

Western hemisphere F-Class lottery winner, Shrub. Ms Shrub 

has won her right to accompany a pod to Mars. If any harm 

befalls Ms Shrub during the course of this journey, you will all 

answer for it. Now, I’m waiting outside, guarding the 

building. I will enter immediately if I hear any sounds of 

distress. Is that clear? 

Anne: Absolutely clear, sir. 
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Guard: Good. I must leave you. I hope you have a safe 

journey. 

The Guard leaves. The door shuts behind him. 

Lisa: Okay, can somebody tell me what just happened? 

Dom: Jesus. 

Anne: We nearly got shot is what happened. 

Jon: Beg pardon? 

Anne: S-Class guard. Most dangerous sector of escorts, 

bodyguards and private military. You don’t talk back to an S-

Class. 

Lisa: Why has nobody told us about this? 

Dom: Because S-Classes don’t exist to anybody below A-

Class. They’re the elite of the elite. I’ve never seen one 

before now. 

Jon: And all this to protect some…girl? 

Lisa: Who, by the way doesn’t even look like a girl. 

Dom: Stand well back. 

Jon: What? Why? 

Dom: Because you’re looking at one of the most heavily 

guarded human beings on the planet. 

Anne: The girl called Shrub. The winner of the workie lottery. 

Lisa: The workie what?  
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Dom: The workie lottery. No surprise you haven’t heard of it. 

Jon: What, because we’re just lowly B-Class folk? 

Anne: Precisely. Only A and F-Class know about it. 

Lisa: So what the hell is it?! 

Shrub: The workie lottery was a scheme by the world 

government to show pity to the F-class, or workies, as they 

are known to E-Class and above. Because the world 

government couldn’t build enough pods for the whole 

human race, a lottery was devised. A lottery, consisting of 

only F-Class citizens, where a few lucky workies could get 

safe passage to Mars. This was seen as a bridge building 

between the A-Class and the F-Class. As such, the winners of 

the lottery became highly guarded assets, a symbol of 

collaboration between two classes. I am one such winner, 

Shrub. 

Silence. Jon then walks towards her. 

Jon: You seem to have memorised that well enough. 

Shrub: I had to. It gets boring explaining it to many different 

people over and over again. 

Lisa: Well…Shrub. It’s nice to meet you. 

Lisa extends a hand. 

Shrub: What is that? 

Lisa: It’s a handshake, it’s where you…never mind. Anne, why 

does B-Class know nothing about this? 
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Anne: Because it didn’t involve you. You know how 

segregated the classes are.  

Dom: We just don’t talk. 

Jon: I can see why. 

Shrub: Excuse me, but do any of you have a communicator 

on you? 

Jon: Well, Lisa and I have one, but our signal is shut off. I bet 

you it’s because of these bloody workies…oh sorry! 

Shrub: No need to be. I am not involved with these rioters. 

Anne: You are…very eloquent for an F-Class. 

Shrub: I have to be. Once I was picked, I was given special 

classes. I was taught all the mannerisms befitting an A-Class. 

Dom: Heavens, an F-Class learning how to be like us… 

Lisa: So where are the other lottery winners? Surely you 

should be with them? 

Shrub: They are…no longer with us. 

Jon: What do you mean? 

Shrub: I mean they are dead. Murdered by my own people. 

Lisa: You mean, the workies? 

Shrub: Yes indeed. 

Anne: But…but why? That doesn’t make sense. 
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Shrub: Jealousy. Hate. Many emotions. Definitely not logic. 

Every day, I was under constant threat of attack.  

Jon: Which is why you have the guard, right? 

Shrub: Correct. 

Lisa: So you’re telling me…you’re the only F-Class going to 

Mars? 

Shrub: Correct.  

Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 35 minutes 

Shrub walks over to Anne. 

Shrub: I’m sorry, but do you have a communicator? 

Anne: Well I…I…yes…yes we do… 

Anne gets her communicator out of her pocket 

Dom: Anne! 

Anne: She looks like she needs to call someone- 

Dom takes the communicator out of Anne’s hand. 

Dom:-And so do we! We need to call father when we land! 

Jon: What’s the big deal? Give her the communicator now, 

you can call daddy later. 

Dom: We only have enough battery for one call. 

Silence. 

Lisa: Well, surely your dad can wait. 
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Dom: No, he really can’t. 

Anne: Dom… 

Shrub: It’s okay, I don’t really need it. 

Jon: No, Shrub, it’s not okay. Dom, give the girl your bloody 

communicator. 

Dom: I’m sorry, are you telling me what to do? 

Jon: You better believe it. 

Anne: Dom, just give her the communicator. You father can 

wait. 

Dom: Do you know how much we’ve sacrificed?! How much 

torment that old man has put us through?! 

Lisa: Please Dom, I’m sure whatever your father’s done is- 

Dom: Oh you’re sure? Well good for you! What I say is final! 

The communicator stays with me! 

Jon: Yeah, we’ll see about that. 

Jon moves towards Dom. 

Shrub: Please everyone! Stop fighting! 

They stop. 

Shrub: You’re supposed to be companions. If it goes on like 

this, we’ll rip each other to shreds, just like those F-Classes 

out there. 

Lisa moves towards the window. Then she freezes in horror. 
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Lisa: Jon…lock the door. 

Silence. 

Jon: I’m sorry? 

Lisa: Jon, lock the bloody door! The workies have broken 

through the gate! 

Everyone leaps to their feet. Dom, Anne and Shrub move to 

the window whilst Jon locks the door. 

Dom: No no no! They’re pouring in! 

Anne: There’s…so many of them… 

Jon: Okay, the door’s locked! 

Dom: Are you sure this thing’ll hold? 

Jon: I’m sorry, did you not listen when I said I knew a thing or 

two about pods? 

Shrub: What? 

Jon: This baby won’t budge for anything. 

Lisa: This is…horrific. 

Anne: They’re trampling over each other. 

Dom: Good lord… 

Jon: Just…keep calm. They can’t reach us in here. 

The sound of the riots grow louder. Suddenly they hear the 

guard scream. 
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Guard: (offstage) Open the door! 

Shrub: The guard! Open the door! 

Shrub runs to the door, but Lisa stop her. 

Lisa: Jon, do not open that door. 

Shrub: What? Why not? 

Lisa: Because once we open that door, we may not be able to 

shut it again. We might let them in. 

Dom: Nonsense, we can get him into the pod in time. 

Lisa: You don’t know that. You can’t know that. I’m not going 

to take any chances. 

Jon: Love- 

Lisa: Don’t. Jon, just don’t. Listen carefully to what I say. You 

open that door, and we die. 

The guard pounds on the door. 

Guard: I am an S-Class operative and I demand that you open 

this door! 

Silence from the pod as the rioting grows louder. 

Guard: Please open this door! 

Dom: For God’s sake Jon! Open the- 

Dom proceeds to move, but Anne stops him with a hug. 

Anne: -Please Dom…just stay here. 
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Dom is speechless. Shrub is motionless, Lisa’s arms on her 

shoulders. Jon has his back against the door. The rioting 

grows louder. The guard screams come from the other side of 

the door, a clear sign that the mob has got to him. The 

screaming stops. Suddenly pounding noises ring out behind 

the door. The mob is trying to break in. 

Lisa: Jon… 

Jon: I know what I said! This door will not break!  

Dom: You better be right! 

Jon: Trust me! 

The pounding grows louder by the second. Suddenly they 

hear the sound of jets overhead. Explosions and gunshots ring 

out. Dom and Anne go to the window. 

Anne: Look! They’re dispersing! 

Shrub: The government’s shooting at them? 

Dom: I guess so. 

Jon: Thank god for that. I don’t know how much more of that 

I could’ve taken. 

Jon slides down the door. 

Timer: Solar Flare in T-Minus 30 minutes 

Lisa: Bloody hell… 

Silence. The group is taking some time to readjust. 

Dom: We just sentenced a man to death you know… 
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Jon: Jesus Christ Dom- 

Dom: -No, don’t give me that. There was a man on the other 

side of that door who needed our help, and we just let him 

die. 

Lisa stands up. 

Lisa: So what was the other alternative? We try and get him 

in, we can’t get the door closed in time. Boom, we’re dead. 

We didn’t know where the workies were, they could have 

been right behind him. You want to risk the life of me, my 

husband, this poor girl and your own fiancé for the life of 

some guard we just met? Do you? 

Dom: Lisa, I- 

Anne: Dom, just be quiet. 

Dom goes and sits down on the bench. Suddenly a sound 

comes from the cryo-chamber room. A panel being pushed 

aside. Everybody is silent. Jon stands up, gestures to the 

group to stay put. He slowly moves towards the cryo-

chambers. He walks into the other room. Silence. Then he 

appears, backing out of the room slowly. Behind him is a man 

with a gun. Dressed in filthy rags, the F-Class worker, known 

as Shrapnel, has the gun pointed towards Jon. Lisa lets out a 

gasp. 

Shrapnel: Now, everybody just calm down. This is a perfectly 

rational situation. Don’t make any sudden moves. Now my 

friend here is going to sit down on the bench whilst I explain 

the gravity of this whole ordeal. 
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Shrapnel motions with his gun to Jon. Jon slowly moves and 

sits down on the bench. 

Shrapnel: Okay, without further ado, let me introduce 

myself. My name is Shrapnel, and I will be your F-Class 

passenger today. All I want is safe passage to Mars. I don’t 

want to hurt any of you but I am prepared to hurt all of you, 

if the situation calls for it. 

Jon: How did you get on board? 

Shrapnel: Oh I’m sorry? Did I say you could talk? 

Shrapnel points the gun at Jon 

Shrapnel: That is a good question though. I know what you’re 

thinking. “Oh, this pod is impenetrable, he shouldn’t have 

been able to break in!” well, you’re absolutely right! I didn’t 

break in! Rather, I’ve been living in this pod since it was built, 

5 years ago. Oh the experiences I’ve had in this pod. Well, I 

won’t go into them now, but safe to say, you lot are 

trespassing in my house. 

Dom: Your house?! 

Shrapnel: Ah ah ah! Don’t make any sudden movements! I 

have a rather itchy trigger finger. Like I said, I don’t want to 

harm any of you, especially not the world famous Shrub over 

there. How’re you enjoying the experience so far? 

Shrub doesn’t talk. 

Shrapnel: See? She gets the idea. Don’t talk. Now, what I’m 

going to do is lead you off into the cryo-chambers. You will 

be frozen, and will stay frozen for the duration of the 
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journey. When you wake up on Mars, I will most likely be 

gone. Is that clear? 

The group nods. 

Shrapnel: Perfect. Now, before you go, I’d like to know you 

all a little better.  

He walks over to Jon and Lisa 

Shrapnel: You two are obviously married. What’re your 

names? 

Lisa: Lisa and Jon Alder. 

Shrapnel: Pleasure to meet you. I already know Shrub over 

there from all the viddys and the news. So that just leaves 

you two. 

He walks over to Dom and Anne. 

Shrapnel: Who might you be? You seem a little bit…fancier 

than that bunch over there. 

Dom: Dominicus Gaius and Antonia Martius. 

Shrapnel laughs 

Shrapnel: Wow! You two have a lot of balls with names like 

those. Who’re you trying to impress? Actually, you guys look 

very authentic! You could pass for real A-Class citizens with 

an act like that! 

Shrapnel laughs some more, until the realisation hits him. 

Shrapnel: You’re…you’re not faking it are you? You’re real 

life A-Class citizens! Well haven’t I hit the jackpot! 
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Shrapnel grabs Dom. 

Shrapnel: Okay, ladies and gentlemen, change of plan! I was 

going to let you all off the hook, seeing as I thought you were 

B-Classes. However, this recent development has changed 

my mind quite a bit! Do you know how much I hate the A-

Class? The elitist pompous pieces of rat dung that look down 

on us? Those bastions of society that look down from their 

towers as we starve in the streets?! Turns out, I hate them 

quite a bit! A pile of wretched faecal matter they are! So 

here’s what I’m going to do! 

Shrapnel aims the gun at Dom. 

Shrapnel: First, I’m gonna blow his brains out! Then I’ll start 

on Ms Martius over here! 

Jon lunges at Shrapnel, knocking the gun out of his hand. 

They tumble to the floor. As they fight, Anne picks up the gun. 

She aims it at Shrapnel. 

Anne: Stop this at once! 

Shrapnel throws Jon aside and laughs. 

Shrapnel: What’re you gonna do? Shoot m- 

Anne shoots him. Shrapnel falls to the floor, dead. Silence for 

a few moments. 

Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 20 minutes 

Lisa: Anne, do you want to give me the gun? 

Anne doesn’t reply 



Ben Webber  Year One 

316 
 

Dom: Honey? 

Anne throws the gun on the floor and collapses. Dom goes to 

her. Then he looks at Shrub. 

Dom: Get out. 

Shrub: I’m sorry? 

Dom: Get out of here. You can’t be trusted. 

Lisa: Dom, what are you saying? 

Dom: You saw what just happened! That F-Class bastard 

turned feral in the blink of an eye! What’s to say she won’t 

too?! 

Jon: We’ve just been through an ordeal, we should ju- 

Dom: Well, you might still be shell shocked, but I can see 

clearly now! She’ll cut our throats in our sleep! 

Shrub: I would never do such a thing! Don’t lump me with 

him! 

Dom: All you bloody workies are the same! As soon as our 

backs are turned, you’re be there, ready to stab! You’re 

worthless trash! Everyone that meets you dies! 

Shrub: Why are you saying all this?! 

Dom: My future wife has just had to kill someone because of 

you bloody workies! Now get out of here before I- 

Anne slaps Dom hard around the face. Stunned silence. 
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Anne: Take the body into the other room. Now. Stay there 

and think about what you’ve said. 

Dom: Anne, plea- 

Anne: Now, Dom! 

Dom hurriedly takes the body into the other room. Anne sits 

down on the bench. Lisa goes over to her, whilst Shrub and 

Jon sit on the other bench. 

Lisa: Are you okay? 

Anne: Yeah, I’m fine. I just need a breather. 

Jon: I’ll say. 

Jon picks up the gun. 

Jon: So what the hell are we going to do about this thing? 

Shrub is visibly shaking. 

Shrub: Give it to me. 

Jon: And why would I do that? 

Shrub: Because I need it. 

Jon: Need it for what? 

Shrub: I…I want it all to end. 

Silence. 

Jon: Shrub…now’s not the time for joking. 

Shrub: I’m not joking. Give me the gun. 
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Lisa: Shrub! Why would you even think that? 

Shrub: Because Dom’s right! I’m worthless! Everyone I meet 

dies!  

Jon: Shrub that’s nonsense! 

Shrub: Is it?! You saw it first-hand! The guard outside, he’s 

dead now because of me! 

Lisa: Darling, he was doing his job! 

Shrub: Doesn’t change the fact that he’s dead! 

Jon: Shrub, you should be thanking your stars! You won the 

workie lottery! You get to go to Mars! That’s everyone’s 

dream! 

Lisa: You’re the only F-Class worker to go into space! Isn’t 

that worth living for? 

Shrub: Is it?! That’s my dream? It’s my dream to leave every 

person I loved behind? Every friend I made, every soul that 

helped me, they will all die! My family will all die. They’ll 

perish in the flames. Along with everyone else. And I have to 

live on. I have to live on with the knowledge that everyone I 

love is dead. No more mother. No more father. My sisters? 

Dead. Gone. I still remember the day I won the lottery. At 

first I was happy. Then it dawned on me that I wouldn’t be 

seeing anybody again. But they smiled. They smiled through 

it all. They knew what would happen to them, but they were 

happy for me. So I smiled through it too. I grit my teeth and 

smiled as hard as I could. Right until the end. I never got to 

tell them how I felt. And now I’m alone. They’re gone. Gone 
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forever. And I’m never going to see them again. So is this my 

dream? No, far from it. This is my nightmare. This is my hell. 

Silence. Not a breath in the room. Suddenly, Dom appears 

from the cryo-chambers. He walks over to Shrub and hands 

her his communicator.  

Dom: I’m so sorry. 

Then he sits with his back against the wall, silent. Shrub 

opens the communicator. She dials a number 

Shrub: Hello?...Hi, it’s me…Shrub…I-…Don’t worry, I’m using 

an A-Class communicator…it’s a stronger signal…no I didn’t 

steal it…look, what I wanted to say was…I’m sorry…I’m sorry 

that you had to put on a brave face for me…I’m sorry that I 

can’t be there with you…no, it’s not ridiculous…please, I 

knew what you all were going through…I just wanted to say 

thanks…thank you for supporting me…don’t start crying mum 

you’ll start me off…I love you too…I love you more than I can 

tell you…I love you, and dad…and Twig and Stretch and 

Tangle too…I’ll-…I’ll be strong…please…I don’t want to say 

goodbye…not yet…I- 

She looks at the phone. 

Shrub: Out of battery… 

Anne goes up to Shrub and puts her arms around her. 

Anne: Now does that sound like a mother who wants her 

child to die? You have to live, for her. For your family. 

Shrub wipes her eyes. She hands the communicator back to 

Dom. 
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Shrub: Thank you…so much. 

Dom: No problem. 

Dom goes to Anne. 

Dom: I’m sure father can wait at least a couple more days. 

Jon: Dom, what happened between you and your father? 

Dom: Ah, nothing really. Just a silly little dispute that got out 

of hand. 

Lisa: Sounds like someone’s lying… 

Dom: Honestly, it was nothi- 

Anne: It was me. 

Jon: Beg pardon? 

Anne: Dom’s father hates him…because he’s engaged to me. 

Lisa: I don’t think I follow. 

Shrub: Why would he be mad? 

Dom: Because to him, Anne is a lesser citizen. 

Jon: That’s crazy. You’re both A-Class aren’t you. 

Anne: I’m A2, Dom’s an A1. 

Lisa: But, surely that’s still- 

Dom: There’s a very big gap between A1 and A2. Bigger than 

you think. To my family, Anne is pretty much dirt. 
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Anne: Which is why Dom’s father been trying to cut off all 

ties with him ever since we got engaged. 

Dom: It’s also why we got sent down here in the first place. 

Lisa: I see. 

Jon: Bloody hell. That’s pretty rough. 

Anne: Yeah well…we still have each other, and that’s all that 

matters. 

Dom: And we’ll be married on Mars even if it kills me! 

Jon: Don’t jinx it! 

Lisa: Turns out you’re not such a bad person after all Dom. 

Dom: I guess not. 

Timer: Solar flare imminent in 10 minutes 

Shrub: The final minutes! 

Anne: Oh! I almost forgot! 

Anne rushes off to the cryo-chambers. She comes back with a 

bottle and some glasses. 

Anne: We managed to sneak this onto the pod! We were 

planning on saving it for the wedding, but I think we should 

drink it now! 

Jon: What the heck is that? 

Dom: Ha ha! This, my B-Class friend, is pure spring water! 

Lisa: You’re joking! 
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Anne: We’re really not!  

Jon: That must’ve cost a fortune! 

Dom: Oh it did! One of the last things I managed to steal 

from my father before he kicked us out! 

Jon: Good on you! 

Shrub: What is it? 

Lisa: What? Oh, Shrub! Have you never heard of spring 

water? 

Shrub: No? 

Dom: Spring water is possibly the most sought after drink in 

the whole world! 

Shrub: Really?! 

Anne: Oh yes, only a privileged few are allowed to drink it. 

Jon: So I guess that includes us now? 

Dom: Damn straight. Now open that bottle!  

They open the bottle and pour the water into the glasses. 

Then they take a sip. 

Shrub: I think that might be the best thing I’ve ever had! 

Lisa: Better than what I ever imagined! 

Jon: Anne, please tell me you have more of this! I might get 

addicted! 
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Anne: No! No more until the wedding! Which you’re all 

invited to by the way. 

Lisa: Really? 

Dom: Of course! You’re our companions in this historic 

moment aren’t you? 

Shrub: I’ve never been to a wedding on Mars. 

Jon: Well, neither have we, so that’s something we have in 

common. 

They all drink again. 

Lisa: What do you think Mars’ll be like? 

Anne: I don’t know. Everything’s top secret. 

Dom: Doesn’t stop information leaking out though. 

Anne: Dom’s convinced that we’ll be living in huge man-

made forests. 

Dom: To start with. We need to create a lot more oxygen! It 

only makes sense. 

Anne: Sure honey. 

Jon: I hope they have more of this spring water. It’s bloody 

fantastic! 

Anne: Oh sure, they’ll have it by the gallon. 

Lisa: I hope it’s cheap as well. 
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Dom: It will be, it will be. I’m telling you, Mars will change 

our lives. 

Shrub: For the better? 

Dom: Certainly. 

Suddenly a loud rumble shakes the stage. 

Jon: Christ, what the hell was that? 

Shrub: Look! 

She points to the window. 

Lisa: What the… 

Anne: Is that the government building? 

Jon: I think you’re right. 

Dom: How is it moving? 

Shrub: Looks like rockets! 

Anne: So it is! 

Timer: Solar Flare imminent in 5 minutes 

Shrub: It’s…moving without the solar flare. It’s not here yet. 

Dom: Well, I guess the government could afford to deck its 

building with rockets. 

Jon: Taxpayers money at work. 

Lisa: Oh don’t start… 

Shrub: But it needs the solar flare doesn’t it? 
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Jon: Apparently not. 

Dom: But we do! 

Anne: And on that note, we better be off to sleep! 

Dom: Yeah, I’m pretty sure it’s going to be a bumpy ride, and 

I’m not sure my stomach could handle it. 

Anne: We’ll see you on the other side! 

Dom and Anne say goodbye to Lisa and Jon. Shrub is still 

looking out the window. 

Jon: What do you say we call it a night?  

Lisa: Yeah, I’ll be with you in a second. I’ll stay here a bit with 

Shrub. 

Jon: Sure thing.  

Jon and Lisa kiss. 

Jon: Well, we made it. See you on the other side. 

Lisa: See you. 

Jon exits. Lisa joins Shrub by the window. Shrub is still looking 

out. 

Timer: Solar Flare imminent in T-Minus 3 minutes 

Lisa: It doesn’t make sense to you either, does it? 

Shrub: The government building shouldn’t need to take off 

with rockets. It should be able to harness the solar radiation 

with ease. 
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Lisa: You’re a lot smarter than you should be. 

Shrub: I don’t…. 

Lisa: Yeah, I know 

Shrub: I don’t think… 

Lisa: Please, Shrub, don’t- 

Shrub: -I don’t think we’re going to survive…are we? 

Silence. 

Shrub: We’re not going to make it off the ground. 

Lisa: Now Shrub, you can’t think like that- 

Shrub: But all the signs are pointing to it! The government 

building taking off. The fact that we haven’t seen one pod 

take off yet- 

Lisa: Well the solar flare hasn’t arrived! 

Shrub: What are you talking about? Haven’t you noticed it 

getting brighter? 

Lisa: Well I- 

Shrub: -You know it as well as I do. 

Silence. 

Lisa: God damn it. Damn it all to hell. 

Shrub: They didn’t have an answer. They lied to us. 

Lisa: Whilst the government get to start a new life, we perish. 
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Shrub: We’ve got to do something! Wake the others! 

Shrub moves to the cryo-chambers. Lisa stops her. 

Lisa: You can’t. They’re already asleep. 

Shrub: But they need to know! 

Lisa: No, they don’t. For all we know, we could be wrong. 

Shrubs: But it all points to- 

Lisa: -I know where it all points to. But just…there’s nothing 

you can do now. It’s out of our hands. 

Timer: Solar flare imminent in T-Minus 1 minute 

Lisa pours herself another glass of water and sits under the 

window, next to Shrub. 

The light behind the window gets brighter and brighter, until 

it’s blinding 

Timer: Solar flare imminent in T-Minus 5…4…3…2…1...0 

Lights out.  
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