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THE HOLE

SYNOPSIS

After a tequilafuelled night Gordon Wallis wakes to the distinct impression something bad is

going to happenAn ominous hole has appeared in the floor of his badsisoon he and his
housemateare tapped in a paradox of quantum mecharhesinted by their own

superstitions as they struggle to solve the riddle of theliedtae it swallows themWhen

they finally meet their antagonistgo areintert on the destruction of mankind, will they do

the right thing? Can these hapless students save the universe with only &é&t@®Rarf

meets Bottom, Ji mmy Sa.MhelHbleel thi@estes S dhors® diemd e

whole place smells like feet.

Length: 90 mins

CHARACTERS
Gordon Twenty-somethingCatering Student
Chris Twenty-somethingMedia StudiesStudent
Alex Twenty-somethingengineering Student
Rathual Demon, 1stin Command to Abadd@young woman)
Abaddon The Destroyer, Power ful D(enamonriatei nt ent o

fifties)
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SCENEL

Gordon Wallisbds bedsit. Mor ni ng

There is a bed, lamptand, chair, a chest of drawers with a cardboard box on top ©hire
is a bloodied handprint on the wall beneath a poster of a footballer. There is no window.
Gordon a twentysomethingcatering students sitting in the chair staring intently at & foot
widehole in the floor in front of hinte has dried blood on his forehead and shirt and has
put some tissue paper over a gash on his head, held in place with an elastic band. He is
brandishing a ladleHe occasionally gets up and walks around the haejouslyexamining

it, and then returns to his chair.

CHRIS: (off) Gordon, you in there?

GORDON: Go away Chris

CHRIS: We havenét seen you all day, you ok?
GORDON: Fine, just leave malone

CHRIS: | 6m coming i n.

GORDON: No!

Gordon runs across to the door, but not straight to it, he is careful to avoid the hole in the
floor, not stepping over it. He gets to the door too late as Chris enters

CHRIS: Christ! What happened to you?

GORDON: Id o nmart you in here Chris, just go

CHRIS: You were a bit pissed last night, what did you do? Did you (pH®Rsé Is that

an elastic band?

GORDON: Leave it Chris.

o

CHRIS: I get you a bandage o0ok?
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GORDON: Youobve got bandages?

CHRIS: Ha, not meAlexhaspr obabl y. You know what heods

GORDON: True Ok you do that.

Chris pulls at the door but it wondét open. H

CHRIS: Nope,i wondét budge.

GORDON: Oh shit, really?

CHRIS: (examining handleTha 6 s weird eh? Is it | ocked?

GORDON: Shit! Chris | didngotyaowangshoywlud.n @t gleave
CHRIS: Involved in what?

GORDON: I donodot really know. God knows what o6s

CHRIS: Eh? What are you talking abt?

Gordon looks back over at the hole. Chris follows his stare, he wanders over and looks at it

intently

CHRIS: Is that a hole?

Chris reaches out with his foot, about to dip his toe in but Gordon pushes him away

GORDON: No!Stayaway,ti 6 s pr obtahbilnyg.a Ibbaad sure itobés a b

shoul dnot touch it.

CHRIS: How did it get there®pause Gordon, what did you do?

GORDON: I di dnodt Id.o. .anlytchamogt! really remember
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CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

We were all a bit wasted.

| must have beebouncing offthewallfh ods t owar ds t he wal |

a bloodstained handprinGoi ng t o Donni ebés was a bad

Donni eds was just the start, it was al

Really? | dondét even remember

Doyour e me mber when we got back we took t
it was hilarious does a quick impression of Alex being anndpyedi | was ab o
togettoler e | 24! You could have killed my F

nowo on and o Hel®bdé&inahaffforweeksu g h .

Gordon shrugs

CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

My h e a d 6.sYoubsanosghe wayse

(nod9 | woke up this morning right thergoints to the holeThere was this
hole. Tiny, just big enough to put vyou

A

watchedl t 6s been getting bigger ever sinc

Wei rd. So whatére you going to do?
No i dea. | didndét want you to get invo
You keep sahyatngdofi byaodubo , mewnan fibado, what

Dunno reallyl 6 v e sithng leere all morning trying to think. It can only be

bad.

(laughing Like demonsrawlingout of the abyss into your bedsit kind of bad?

Maybe.
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CHRIS: Oh (caught up in his own excitemg¢atseven headed demon like in

Revelations!

GORDON: (shrugs, uncomfortabjyMaybe.

CHRIS: Il s t hat wHpaibtingtahtte tadlesGorfdam iis 8till holdijpgyou going

to ladleit back in?

GORDON: I donot klhwasv It wds alljl eosld find.

Chris slowly stops smiling, becomes more contative, examines the hole again

CHRIS: (nervously L e ttr@that door agaithe spends a few moments pulling at the

door to no avajl Weird.

Gordon is staring down at the hole, his back is to Chris and the door

GORDON: | t séllsgetting wider.

CHRIS: (with his ear against the dopAlex, Alex is that you?

ALEX: (sulky voice from off stay&Vhat if it is?

CHRIS: Alex, this door is jammed can you try it from that side?

ALEX: Is this a windup?

CHRIS: No itds not. Honest. Theitdoor is
ALEX: Nah, | 6m busy

CHRIS: Alex!

ALEX: |l told you, | 6m busy trying to re

j amme

cover
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CHRIS: Ok, | 6m sorrfyorabpaudodod hadke bMilemtx | ust t |

A

pausgl f you dondt weol | h a vuedeposit! ki c k it

The door opens, Alex appears

CHRIS: Yes! Gordon come ojustgot he door és open,

GORDON: (still staring at the hole, oblivious to the open door and Alex, almost talking to

himselj You could fit down it now

CHRIS: Gordon, come on.

Chriswalks up to Gordon and turns him to face the door as Alex steps in and the door slams

shutbehind him

CHRIS: No!
Chris rushes to the door and yanks at it but
ALEX: What 6s going on? Whatobéve you done to vy

Gordon ignores him and sitsack down in his chair

ALEX: Il s that a hole? Can you see into Sharo

CHRIS: (holding Alex by the shouldgrkeep away.

ALEX: This is another windip. Will you two never grow up?

CHRIS: Look whoodos talking, you spegonrdeste very ni

A

pal 6s a wooki e!

Alex is about to retaliate bi@ordonintervenes
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GORDON

ALEX:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

Guys, guys, not now eh@ddressing AleXWe dor@ know Alex, it just

appearedhis morning.

What, by itself, I|ike Amagico or somet

Suppose sdpaus@ Gor don, surely t hbeabefos mor e, yc

remember something

(clicks his fingersNow you mention it, | remember | wasging an ancient

Aztec chanit

Really?

NO!I' donodt -andewenrngrehat could Ipossiblyhave dondo

cause this?!

(examining the holeclosgly t 6 s not really a hole is i
Eh?

Well, itds not | ibkewalds, sigasve cao see aintyd f1i jnws

a big black spot. Is it definitely a hole?

Alex reaches forward, Chrisufis him back

CHRIS:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

Dondét touch. | hear what youbre saying

Thatds our theory is it? 1tés a bad th
happen. Have | got that right? Any advancement on tﬁe:&ﬂtury peasafts

outlook or is that your final answer?

Gordon thinks demonso6l | come out . Li ke

Alex gives a withering look of disgust
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GORDON:

ALEX:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

The Hole v1.1

(angry yet defensiye&so what do you think it is?

(shrugs A wormhole?

Ha! Oh y¢ouddtl woul dndt youl/

If we canét yopwo tqeatat@ane fudkingdRiodenberry. This

Il snét Star Trek, wedre not in The Ente
real and the whole place smells like feet.

That 60s n either! Mowinticavul ot the cheap room, remember?

(ignoring Gordonl know it sounds daft, but it
(nods contemplatively 6 d prefer therkedmehappy Boy

with the wornd s thingl Véhat do ya think Gordon?

Whatever.

So. What do we do?

Assumingi t 6 s n-op..What de wekshow?
hol e/

Therebds a

Possiblya hole A round...black...area?

And itdés getting bigger

That s not much to go on

Don6t forget the door. Jammbetld ns h uXh aftréosmn
t hat al l abou(ominousydo $ 6al bl tobadct ed

Christ! It better not belemons!




david@crabbit.com The Hole v1.1

Both Chris and Al ex have anot heventvallythey mpt at

give up. Gordon hasné6t moved from his chair

ALEX: | 6 ve nabite, wagould call someone.

GORDON: Me too. Who were you thinking of exactly? The Pope or Stephen Hawking?

ALEX: If only we could call Sharon

CHRIS: Sharon? Now?¥ou never leup do you?
ALEX: What do you mean?

CHRIS: Youdre al ways/

GORDON: Enough, leave it Chris

Chris looks at Gordon questioningly. Pause

ALEX: | only meant ke lives directly underneath. We have to know if she has a hole

in her ceiling like thisShe might be irdanger. And we should call the fire

brigade, say webre stuck, get them to
GORDON That does make sense. 16l <call Sharon,
ALEX: Youdbve got heér number ? How
GORDON: (evasively, pretending to concentrate ongheng Oh | candét r e me mb
party...
ALEX: Really, 1 &m/
GORDON: It 6s not ringing. Itoés as i f therebds no

ALEX: Me too
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GORDON:

Al ex 0s

ALEX:

GORDON:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

Alex shrugs.

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

Il o1l | phone you

p thDo.Whe TARDIS gase

That worked.

You seel(as if thisisproofenough t 6s t he same as the do
that we canb6t get out.

Mobiles donét work that way. The signa

next to each other the signal still leaves the room.

So how doeshat help?

Pause as everyone ponders

If only we could see what was down there.

Il tés probably just bl ack.

But we donot know, do we. That 6s t

Ha ha, théi h o preblem

Not funny

Not funny? Mt funny is gettingucked into avo r m & sy densohsebecause

Gordon drank too much tequila last nighth a hobfgnny

Look, we need tb

(grabbing lampstand We should make a cro$s$n case there really are

demons

T hat 6 s vampirestanyayryou need a crucifix, not just a cross.

10

—
| —
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CHRIS: What 6s the difference?

ALEX: A crucifix has Jesus on it, being crucified? A cross is just a cross.
CHRIS: Oh.
ALEX: Look, | e tAl@sunplugsyhe larhptarsd.and (rings it over to thele)

Got any tape or an elastic band? | mean a spare one, not tlfabddang

towards the el asti)c band on Gordonds h

GORDON: (glowering Try that box

Alex rummages in the cardboard box and finds some tape

ALEX: Give me your phone

GORDON: Why? Use pur own.

ALEX: Youdl!l see, just give me it.

Reluctantly Gordon passes his phone to Alex who tapesittotheslampnd 6s cor d

GORDON: What 6re you doing?

ALEX: We put your phone on camera mode, set the self timer then dangle it in the
hole (he waves the lamstand like a fishingrggdWe can at | east se

anything to see in there.

GORDON: Whyc a wé tse your phone?

ALEX: Il |'i ke my phone, |l Om not risking it.

Gordon bounds out of his seat, ladle raised to strike, Alex raises his arm defensively

11

—
| —
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ALEX:

GORDON:

ALEX:

(talking quickly Wait! My mum might phone! | was thinking about what you
said about getting in but we canot get
the call, and knowmy mum wi | I call today at some

want to risk my phone

(backing off Someone might call melid you think of that?

Il td6s Sunday, -ohnaendgso vgeori ndga yt.o Ncoal | you

Gordon slumps back into his chair

ALEX:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

(toChrig Okyou hol d the | aandpvhenlsayigb,loseet t he

it in

No, | 6m not toucMiTrhge iBtd.obdepsaptheiwire i t 6 s
and gets me!

ltds more | ikely a big monster will vya
Really?

(rolls eye$ Just get readypauseg Go!

The phoe is lowered into the hole

ALEX:

Ok hold it steady | set it for five seconds. One. Two. Three. Four. Five.

And....that should be it. Ok bring it up.

There is nothing to bring up. The cord is cut exactly where it entered the hole. The phone is

gone

CHRIS:

ALEX:

Oh.

Oh.

12

—
| —
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GORDON: (puts head in hangd$hhhhhhhhh

The lights fade down

13

—
| —
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SCENE2
Gordon Wal laiers 6s bedsi t .

The hole now dominates the room. Everything has had to be moved to the edges to avoid it.

The lampstand has been turned into a crucifiarfipstand, coat hanger, footballer). The bed

i s on adhaetshasdalled eff,beside®@or donds chair has been pt
Thechestof drawers s st i | | in place. The cardtheard bo

wall still hasa blooded handprint ont. Gordon still holds the ladle.

CHRIS: Crop circle!

GORDON: Nope

CHRIS: ltds round!

GORDON: Bu't i athola! s n 6t

CHRIS: Whatabout.(Chri s has a brainwave, he)awaves

portable hole!

GORDON: What?

CHRIS: Wyl ie Coyote had portable holes didnoét
(pausé Never worked though, a train always came out and ran him over.

Maybe we could just lift it up, put it on the door and get out

Al ex | ooks at hi m wrtidelf Chrieistbeisgeserieuadrnot he canot

ALEX: That s worse than your demon theory

GORDON: Leave him alone, stop putting him dolwn

14

—
| —
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ALEX:

GORDON:

ALEX:

GORDON:

ALEX:

GORDON:

ALEX:

Pause

CHRIS:

GORDON:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

The Hole v1.1
Oh come on! Cartoons for Godbs sakel
True, a shit i desaWhataboutyduer®s trying hi s

| 6 viéi woranhole, portal, vortex (slows, in a tired, resigned voic&he

bottom I ine, though, | dondt suppose i
canod6t get abmaygetndr iwdke ocfanit, pretty so
there

And then what?

| think you think the same as me

That/

ltds bad, a bad thing will happen

Oh well. I was hoping to go in a motorbike accident.

You canot ride a motorbike.

That would make the accident more likely.

|l was going to |l earn, thought 16d have
You were going to learn to ride a motorbike so you could Kill yourself in an

accident?

't was onl y malyttooughtdthrougdih hadnodt

I thoughtlwasgoing o own a restaurant, a really
going to be dead before | 6ve even done

15

—
| —
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Gordon angrily begins smacking the ladle on his chair. Chris hurriedly begins talking, trying

to distract Gordon, to calm him down

CHRIS:

GORON:

ALEX:

Gordonos

react

CHRIS:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

GORDON:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

| 6d aneleodt of | es s ons ,(noteactioafrof Gordorv, gon r i d e
he tries another aveny&/hat made you want to be a chef?
(slowly stops beating withthe lajlie 6 ve al ways had a year n|
| 6ve al ways want ebadyt o cook, really rea
You managed that at least/

knuckl es are white as they clutch t
(to Ale¥ What about you?
| cancook really badly too
You know what | meant
(evasively Dunna (pause, looks at Gorddpiiow di d you get Shar
number?
Oh, not back to this. Does it matter?
Well/
Sheds not really/the girl you think sh

Shutup Chris

What do you mean?

Nothing. Does this look like erucifix?

16

—
| —
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ALEX:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

beda nd

young

shoul dnot

ALEX:

The Hole v1.1

Tell me.

(looking into cardboard box at his feet, sitting ladle down nex{) ©litlook, a

nail file!

So?

If we can file through the lock we can open the door, surely?

Worth a go. Anything else in theréChris joins in rummaging through the

cardboard box and then, drjlfsreat,aspoan | f Mc Gi ver doesnod:
soon weore fucked. (he picks up the sp
Gordonds reach by sittiYogu &rhee ma ocnh et fh,e
dondét you have any nice big knives?

I leave them locked up at college so we can go straight to the pub after class

Talk to me! WWhat were you saying about Sharon?

he feel.

(sigh) |

innocent but well-s he 6 s

get t nNg youovesweetandt up t |

not. Sheods. you know

What?

Well...

Normal Ok ? S h e 0 (svhilenhe talksgpicks up the sheet from beside the

busies himself putting knot)pAnormal i t i n
woman out to have a good time, sheds g
she? Nothing wrong with that!

(angry tong Haveyou slept with her?

17

—
| —
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GORDON:

ALEX:

Ok, yes, | have. So?

Oh, right. 1...

Alex looks away meekigilence, pause

CHRIS:

GORDON:

ALEX:

GORDON:

ALEX:

GORDON:

Pause

ALEX:

GORDON:

Hey Gordon, what was she like?

Shut up.

No, (uncertainl)l dondét believe it. Youdre just

Yes, we are. Nothing happened. Just leave it.

Youdre a shit I|iar Godrddtn.y Ke ptteltlhame 7
0Cos i tbs noneeabAnd/ olurk roauve i newsdVe got
so | just didndét say.

ltds her choice | suppose, iIif thatos w
wi | | you | i sten t oivingbeopgemsnesdioh! Jt. ISINOBIE | i k e

of your business! oSme ndanesnodott 6esvean | kn o

Chris picks up the bottle of water from on top of the chest of drawers

CHRIS:

GORDON:

CHRIS:

GORDON

Can someone drink this?

Eh? Why?

| need to pee.

Youdre going to pee in the bottle?

18

—
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CHRIS: Well where else?

All three look at the hole

CHRIS: OhT no way!

GORDON: Youbre going to have to, (phusgiipeedito t hat w

go too.

ALEX: Now you mention it...

CHRIS: Not in the hole thogh, no way.

ALEX: Thereds nowhere el se, we canod6t all pee
CHRIS: You go first, I 611 wait.

ALEX: | 6m not going first.

GORDON: We o | | do it at the same ti me.

They all stand around the hole and unzip. They stand there for a moment, nothing is

happening

CHRIS: | candét do it with you two standing th

either side of me, dondét | ike being in

GORDON: |t 6 the middl e

@)
(7]
Q
(@)
=
(@]
D
=
D
@)
]
D
Q
>

CHRIS: Geez Gordon, | can see why Sharon was so keen!

ALEX: (immediatelyinastrgd canét go either

Alex stomps off away from the hole

19
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GORDON: I wasno6ét that ready after al/l

Gordon and Chris zip and walk away from the hole

GORDON: Coupleofhoura nd i t w(augdThiswarmtole,will we be like

time travdlers? Go back and see dinosaurs and stuff?

ALEX: Doubt it/

CHRIS: (talking over AlexD6 oh! Gordon it doesndét work |
ALEX: .andifitddwe 6d never survive the forces an
GORDON: Chri s, you donodot even know what weore
CHRIS: True. But | saw an opportunity

ALEX: Just dondét get your hopes up. Or get a

going on in there(bea) We have to focuen getting out of this room.

Gordon puts his | egs thr ouglgthdloopsovehtlremoato c k 0 a

hooks on the door

CHRIS: That 6s great, Gordon. Youodre going to

GORDON: Hey, at |l east IIf woonuwdr & agdi nign ttohefrael!l

well flap your arms, right?

CHRIS: | suppoself the hooks hold, you might be pkack
GORDON: 1 6l I st ar t ,thaudhbkee if meican get the door dpenl e
Gordon gets down from the door | eaving his i

away at the door lock with his nail file

20
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CHRIS

ALEX:

I f we candét break through a plasterboa
work. We 6ve triedashemygt hihmgugd the walls

fl oorboards up, even the ceiling seems

Now we know how Sclidi nger 6 s cat fel't

Both Gordon and Chris look confused

ALEX:

CHRIS:

ALEX:

GORDON:

ALEX:

Pause

GORDON:

Schrédinger's cat, it's a parad®ee, in quantum mechanics

Oh no!

\a subatomic patrticle exists in an infinite numbepaogition but at the exact
moment you try to measure it, iktomes definite, existing only thera a

particularmeasurablstate

Whats that got to do with a cat

That was his thought experiment, if you imagine there's a cat in a sealed box,
and the cat's life depended on the state of a subatonticiggahen the cat

would be both alivend dead because the particle exists in all states. But as
soon as you try to measure it then the cat would have to be eitheoralive

dead...(trails offy We're stuck in here, stuck, waiting, just like the cat...

We 6 r e and deadwsetil someone looks in. Nice. Wish they would hurry up

21

—
| —
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ALEX: You could say thatvhen the box is openethe universe splits into two, one
with a dead cat and one with a |ive on

universes being created all the time, all possibilities ever being played out. In

one universe thatoés just a hole in the
i n another the door isndét jammed and n

CHRIS: Is there areally, really, wer d uni ver se somewhere wher
prick?

ALEX: I

Blackout, Alex screams

GORDON: Donodot pani c! ltos ok, gi mme a second

Lights on again, Gordon is standing next to the meter

GORDON: It was just the meter. That was my last pound coin though

Gordonbés voice trails away as he sees Chri s
and the wooden spoon, crossed as if warding off vampires. Alex was cowering against the
back wall and looks a little sheepish now. Chris lowers his arms and putsdadispoon

back on top of the chest of drawers

GORDON: Do we have any more pound coins?

ALEX: (composing himsglfy e s | 6ve got a couple, here

Alex walks over to Gordon and hands him two coins. Gordon puts them into the meter. Silent
pause. Alex looks aumd, trying to think of something to say to break the silence. He

wanders over to the bloody handprint on the wall

22

—
| —
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ALEX: That handprint, is it definitely yours Gordo(sgjuints close to look at the

print, leans close inlt looks a bitsmaller thari

Starfed, Alex steps back, looks at his own hand, puts his hand behind his back. He looks a bit

panicked
CHRIS: What?
ALEX: Nothingi I'T 1T emi was just thinking...

GORDON: What?(hecrosses the room to the handprint, carefully negotiating around the

hole Wh at 6ve you seen?

ALEX: Nothing, nothing special about the handprintat@ll e x bl ocks Gor do

and tries to deflect his attentiphook how big the hole inow

GORDON: Let me see.

Gordon nudges Alex who stands firm, Gordon pushes harder, witleoiuoh effort, and

Alex is pushed out of the way

GORDON: Hey, itis smaller than my han@ompares hand against prjnAnd it

Gordon spins round to look at Alex intently

ALEX: (meekly What?

CHRIS: What is it?

GORDON: That hand print, it has aringoretthumh That 6 s your hand pr

Youdbre the only one with a stupid thum

ALEX: 't doesndot HRknevatnh aatn yptrhiinmntg .i sklné6t mine, |
l 6m not | ying. tFluembt yr ionfg,f dolhke yweraer vaer \

( ]

t 2 )
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GORDON: I dondét knéw anyone el se

CHRIS: Thereds the bouncer at Donni ebs.

(@}

GORDON: | t wasnot the bouncer at Donnieds ok?

His fault. What did you do Alex®hat?

ALEX: | dondmokmowg! It wasnd8t ma&eslLsoseksenol

know anything more thédn you do. [106d te

GORDON: Would you?

ALEX: Of course!

GORDON: All I know is that something really weird, really bad, is happening here and

i tds got s omet That(pgntingat bldoy hand prirt onwad u .

i's the one bit of proof wedbve got. Wha
Al exd6s phone rings. Alex grabs it quickIly an
ALEX: (toGordonl t 6s you'!

GORDON: Me? My phoné (looks at the hole

All three look at each otherandem at Al exds phone

CHRIS & GORDON:Answer it!

ALEX: [T (stally

The phone stops ringing

CHRIS: Oh Alex!

GORDON: Shit!
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ALEX: Sorry | froze. Thelrebs too much to tak

CHRIS: Thematingt o take in, we dondét know/

Al exb6s phone rings again

GORDON: Isit me?

Alex nods, he answers the call, putting the phone to his ear gingerly

ALEX: H- Hello?(pausé Can | help you?pausg He 6 s r i (hehshyb this ie a

flurry and hands the phone to Gordon, relieved to be rid)dfit 6 s f or y o u!

GORDON: (wide g/es, puts phone to his gafello?(paus¢ Y e s , | (paus® Me?il n e

dondot wa rpaus@Somdorte imast Eljpause

CHRIS: Who is it? Ask who it is

GORDON: Whoi who are you?pause No, you called ugpausg We called you first?

What (pausé

Gordon yelps, jumps, quickly end the call and thrusts the phone back at Alex

CHRIS: What happened? Who was it? Tell me.

GORDON: f Sa cr Bhe samsemethingabout@sacr i fi ce. o

ALEX: What do you mean? We have to make one?

GORDON: Youtellme Alex. Noma# games, | O0m really scared r

ALEX: Why do you keep asking me? | dondét kno
answer s, sometimes | 6&m just as | ost. I

CHRIS: This holebs gayisaoy t o get wus al l
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GORDON: Yo u 6 v e gnatéto@meup with something or else.

ALEX: Else what?

GORDON: PlanB

ALEX: Pl an B? Whatodés Pl an

GORDON: Concentrate on Plan fucking Al

ALEX: What 6s Pl an A?

GORDON: I 6m asking you!

ALEX: I donot know | donot

GORDON: Right,Plma B. Youbre going

The Hole v1.1

donot

know

Gordon moves over to Alex and grabs him firmly. He drags him to the edge of the hole. Alex

struggled futilely

CHRIS: Wait! No! (bea) Get his phone

Chris prises Alexb6s phone

assenting, then Gordon pushes Alex into the hole

Blackout

26
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SCENE3
Spaceship. Immediately following

Deserted qfakihtothe dedk of a spacashyiarious boxes with flashing lights
hint at untold technology a la Star Trekae lights ptse slightly to match the background

engine noise

Alex looks around in wonderment, talking to himself

ALEX: Wow!l t 6s exactly as | i faagck apelayeticlook wo ul d

to the audienceon a lower budget.

A woman enters from stage ledhe is very attractive and is wearing a quite pathetic

Barbarella-looking outfit. She is glowering heavily, almost snarling

ALEX: Sharon?

RATHUAL: |am NOT Sharon!

ALEX: You look really,really, like her.

RATHUAL: That 0 s (shespokastAxeon the ébread it came oubf your teeny tiny

stupid head

ALEX: |l &m not with you.
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RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

| am Rathual, aide and number one to Abaddon The Great Destroyer. | act as
his confidante, advisethe general of his armies. | hold the Records of the
Damned, | balancthe Book of the Dead, and | rip the souls of men from their
breasts and snap their bones under my feet. And you come hérelatids!

| doNOT DRESS LIKE THIS(stamps foot in frustration, shaking hgddt 0 s

not even my colour.

(sighThi s Apl aced i snot-place. ttegigsbubrmt a pl ac
really so as youod fmrctadycdet,on aoostious n any
level. But here you are, with your puny litdéensciousnessso now

everythinghastoecoe i nt o Abeingd just to give y

Are you getting any of this?

Youdbre not really Sharon are you?

Argh! ! You o0 r @vavesarmns exgansaglyecauselthis s how

you wanted to see it, | look like this Shatmecause you chose for me to look

like her. I amnot happy aboutit,sd on ot push i t!

| 6m seeing this reality based on my ow
Cl ose enough. Hereds your phone. Now,
Thisiswhat we triedte x pl ai n on the phone. We don

by that. What do we want? Wh&t(shrugg Dunno what you mean.

(taps on a PDA TablgiThe portal was created some hours ago but we still

havendét heard your demands.
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ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

circle.

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

Ah, the portal, the holey es. We, we dondét know anyth

do, we seen it grow, well you dano6t mi

I tés getting bigger?

Well, yes.

Il tds not confined? No chal k mar ks ?

Chalk? No.

(stares at Alex pointed)yThe sacrifice was made.

Gordon mentioned you said sacrifice, what exactly...?

Blood. The incantations were made and fresh human blood poured into the

Em, no. Fresh blood yes, but no incantations. Orcéec Not that | know of,
obviousl y. | 6m pretty muc(ausaYoui nnocent

might want to make a note of that.

We really dondét have ti me fiqpausg¢ hi s. No

Ok, |l etbdés get this over with.

Rathual walks over to a computer console, looks at a display, Alex follows. She then turns her

attention back to the PDA Tablet

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

So where is this fhol eod?
I n Gordondés room.
Could you be a littldessspecific?
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ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

ALEX:

RATHUAL:

Oh sorry. Seconddt second floor, as in 2F2, em 26. So 26 2F2 Falconef Rise

UK. (taps hard on her PDA TableThats

What happens today?

interruptions these daysa n y

al

real l vy,

S

o

track down. Bloody typical it wald be today of all days.

Ha !

Today.

Good for us.

Like?

(@}

an

say.

want ed.

The Hole v1.1

di

dnot

But it 6s

(looking at PDA Tablet, speaking absehtiyever you mindHenrietta

Cummings. Nara ring a bell?

No, should it?

Third year biology studeritor she was at the time. Eight years ago she had

i Gor donods

Wiccan? A witch?

Roomo.

Well, yes, | suppose. In the same way a firstraibiees brain surgery, |

suppose. Shactually found a spell worth casting!

What, like a magic spell?

Yes. Why?

t

A

0OSs

j ust

t hat

i ¥ 6s

such

a

ridicul

No more ridiculous than science (@oking around at the sdi seting)

whatever your particular belief system is
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ALEX: Does it say if she was Griffandor or Slytherin?

Rathual blinks slowly, malevolently

ALEX: Ok, sorry.

She reads from her PDA Tablet again

RATHUAL: Chark circle, incantation, bbdi Ah.

ALEX: Ah?

RATHUAL: She di d mléotlettihgpProbable a vegetarian. Abandoned the spell.
Didnét disband it though, that woul dov

all a lot of bother, especially today.

ALEX: So...?

RATHUAL: She leftit running. Spell intact, sitin t her e, wai ting. And n
completed it. A small portal was supposed to open, confined in a chalk circle,

but since thatdés gone therebds nothing

ALEX: So itoll keep/ getting bigger until

RATHUAL: There are safety measuyespeciallyffromi The Other Sidé Nothing ever
gets too far out of handy too far in our favourH e @leays too ready to
jump in, a complete stickler for loose ends, we spend most of our time on the
paperwork these daySthe candt ¢ onf{ntldayheri tedxsc istoe

exciting | can hardly waiflT h e r e 6 sHepao tloha stogthis one

ALEX: So whatoére you doing?

RATHUAL: | 6 m not telling, so stop asking! | t 6s
( ]
t 3% )
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ALEX: Fine, dondét tell, stop alluding! |t

(@}
(2]

Rathual and Alex glarat each other. Alex looks away first

ALEX: So what was the spell for?

RATHUAL: 't 6s a wishing spell, she Biamtswaguset ol
have to look it up(Sheturns too quickly and wobbles on her high heels. Alex
smirk9 Listen youannoyingshit, you may have stuck me in this ridiculous
outfit but always remember | am one of the most vile and feared of demons in

HellGs whole army! Be very careful!
Alex coughs, nods, and tries not to smirk
RATHUAL: (through gritted teethWait herel6 | | be right back.
Rathual exits stage leféVhilst waiting Alex begins looking and talking to himself

ALEX: My consciousness, my i magination, <crea

expected more

The lights suddenly become brighter, stage lights flasih different colours, the sound of
the shipds engi neandfasteptme lights puisenfaster. Qver thid rmare
computer noises are heard loudly. Like an orchestra conductor Alex raises his arms and
brings them down slowly, gesturing calnheTlights stabilise and the noises fade until

everything is as beforeut slightly brighter
ALEX: Better. And if she doesnét | i ke that o

Rathual screams in rage from off sta@e enters from stage left, stomping up to Alex, she is

carrying a scoll but is wearing only lingerie. Alex stares, delighted
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RATHUAL: They havendt invented a number big eno

going to kill you for THIS!!(She rushes at Algx

ALEX: Sorry 1/

A gong sounds loudly. Rathual immediately turns tow#neé stage left entrance and stands

to attention, adopting aery professional attitude

RATHUAL: He6s ready to see you now.

ALEX: Who?

RATHUAL: Abaddon. The Boss.

A larger than life tracksuited Jimmy Saville walks enters from stage left waving arms

demonsr ati vel y. He drops in the Captainds Chai

ABADDON: Now then, now then, what have we here?

ALEX: Ji mol | Fix 1t?

Abaddon gets out of his chair, holds out his arms and looks down at himself, he sees the

bracelets and cigar in hand

ABADDON: (with disgustJimmy Saville?This is the best you could come up with? You

really are a nerdy antisoci al nobody a

ALEX: Eh?

ABADDON: Have you no majesty? No greatness? No sense of occasion even! Of all the
possi bil i ti e sthis(pointgat himse)fthis(@ith disguskisytiee

best you could do?

RATHUAL: And me, look what he did to me!
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ABADDON: (stares at Rathual fora moméMo u | d oButbhts? mi nd
ALEX: Oh. .. my thoughts gave you fayom and I
make peopleds wishes come true, oh | g

Abaddon flops back into his chair, Rathual hands him the scroll and exits stage left. Abaddon

looks at the scroll whilst talking

ABADDON: OK, | et 6s make this quick. What do you

ALEX: Well, I... em.. (shrugs | need time to think.

ABADDON: Do you realise how much ofTodayofdli me you

days'Youdve been giving us laddk,a Intelrir yl aw

with you, it really doesnogbingmoshave er wha
timetoenj oy it. So just pick something an
ALEX: |l wonodot have ti me?
ABADDON: | 6d say, oh, |l ess than an hour? Maybe
ALEX: What? No!

ABADDON: Oh yes! It took us a couple of hundredyesa on t hi s project, b
to pay off. Capitalism, industrial revolution, globalisation, CFC gases spewing

out all over the world. That big beautiful hole!

ALEX: Our hole?

ABADDON: Not your hole, my hole, thieig hole

ALEX: What hole?

ABADDON: The one in the sky
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ALEX: Oh,thathole.That 6s your s?

ABADDON: | t 6s the kind of | ooWeée odean dwme divret eorefeenr ewn

humandirectly, but this has o protection clauses, no backup measures. Wipe

A

out the ozone, wipe outthe humaAsad i1t 6s al | going to Kk

an hour

ALEX: How?

Rathual enters from stage left, pushing a trolley

RATHUAL: Sorry to interrupt, you have a visitor.

ABADDON: We 6re busy here.

RATHUAL: 't 6s the same case, | t htogetleht youdd wa

Rathual pulls a cloth off of the trolley revealing Chris. He is lying on the trolley, torso only,

arms and legs just bloody stumps, lots of blood. Chris and Alex both scream. For some time

RATHUAL: (when the screaming abajeorry, | was peckish

She walks over to Abaddon and hands him a clipboard full of papers, he starts reading the

papers, flipping from page to page, occasionally signing or jotting notes

CHRIS: (crying) Alex help me, she ate me!

ALEX: Chris, how did you get here?

CHRIS: Ifel. Thereds no more floor, the hol eds
ALEX: Whereds Gordon?

CHRIS: In hisnappy, hanging on the doo8he ate my leds
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ALEX: Why should | care? You saficbed me, you pushed me in here
CHRIS: It was Gordon, not me.
ALEX: You helped. You/

ABADDON: Can wepleasgust get on with it?
CHRIS: Get on with wh aWRatdods agwassthatglimnmyl g o n ?

A

ALEX: No shhhh, dondét go there. Heds a demon

(addressing AbaddQné v e g awishes, hght? e

ABADDON: (speaking absently as he continues with his papewok entirely sure

H a v edon@ this for a while.

CHRIS: Heds not a djinni, so youoOve probably

Alex glowers at Chris, Abaddon nods

ABADDON: Yes, what he saiqpause, scribbleSounds about right.

ALEX: Chris, shut up will you!

Abaddon hands clipboard back to Rathual

ABADDON: (loudly, intimidating Hurry guyshurry! WILL SOMEONE MAKE THE

WISH ALREADY!

CHRIS: I wish | had a million pounds!

ABADDON: Done.

ALEX: Chris? No! You idiot!
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CHRIS: (cryinggl coul dndot help it. I/
ALEX: (Al ex beats on Chri s 09 Stpiditstupiccrt ed Wedrye i
fucked!

Loud bang from off stage

ABADDON: What was that®eaps onto his chair in a cowering postutet @ am, H he 6 s

found out, Heds come to get wus

RATHUAL: (panickedHe coul dné6ét have, welOve bldien caref

Rules, we followed them to the letter

ABBADON: (becoming more animated, less scared, slowly his anger plildst He 6 s s o
sneakyHe 6 s a | w always fiddimg, watching everything, toying with
everything without eveactuallygetting involvedHisRul es, wedve f ol
them, done our part, but is thgdod enoughohno not forHim, He has to go
sneaking around, doing thingsnmysterious waysturns on Alex] woul dnét
be surprised if He sent this wretch to do his dirty work, that would be just his

style
RATHUAL: Shall | eat him?

ABBADON: Yes, eat himquickly (bea) NO! Wait! The Rules, we have to play by the
Rules, totallyad utterly, today of all days. W
Him a single reason to stop us, | act like a gentleman, keep my gvard,the

wish, get their soulgjadda yadda yadd8Y. THE. BOOK!

RATHUAL: (nodding towards AlexBut what if He really dil send them to thwart us?
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ABBADON:He 6s a sneaky one, I woul dndot put 1t p.
dredge up an incomplete wiccan spell, then we really haveWwené | | j u st

deal with this tiny loose end and then get back to the party eh?

RATHUAL: And that bang?

All stare at the door as it slowly opens and a ladle pokes out. Slowly Gordon appears,

wearing a sheet like a big nappy

ABADDON: Not another one! This isxactlywhy we need to get rid of them, they get

everywhere!

GORDON: (hasno6tdChrisyeliAt e x ? What 6s going on? | s tl

ALEX: No, itdéds a demon from Hell, heds going

GORDON: Real ly? Jimmy Saville? Who would have

being Noel Edmonds

CHRIS: Gordon, help mel!

GORDON: Chris?

Gordon walks over to Chris, horrified at what he sees

CHRIS: Alex hit me!

Gordon spins on Alex, brandishing the ladle

ALEX: I may have punched hi Bhedidthattt |l e, but |

GORDON: Sharon?

ALEX: l tds not Shar on, itds anot her demon/
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ABADDON: (impatiently Gordon, Rathual, Rathual, Godon. Anyway, enjoy the rest of

your lives, | must be getting on

ALEX: Wait! You candét go.

ABADDON: What?

ALEX: Youodre all Ji mmy Sadthaughtoeyoub¥es?ause t hato

ABADDON: True.

ALEX: Well thisis all frommy consciousness not his. So i f | thi

wishes then | am. Surely | have two left?

ABADDON: L ook, |l dondét really care, i f 1t06lIl ge

CHRIS: | wish/

ALEX: Shut up! Youodr anilian airrok,e ndon dtmby s ss ee
is. Wedbre in a mess, we need tst think

CHRIS: | wish | was whole again!

ABADDON: Done.

Chris gets off of the trolley, all limbs intact, delighted

ALEX: Arghhhh!

Alex raises his fistto beat on Chris again, but Chris squares up to him so alex has to back

down

ALEX: Has he lost his soul for that?

ABADDON: Yip. You make wishes with me, you pay the price.
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CHRIS: Really?

ABADDON: Yi p, youbre a millionaire but webve go

CHRIS: Shit.

ALEX: (holds Chris, shaking him lighfjyListen, we need to think, we need to

CHRIS: | wish none of this had happened!

ABADDON: Done.

ALEX: Eh? What?
ABADDON: Rat hual ? | dondét see why not, do you?
ALEX: Eh? But/

ABADDON: Time displacemefUsuallyquite tricky, but in this case we can pull it off

yes?

ALEX: No I/

ABADDON: I t 6s an i sol at e d-one else mvolwed toimbse with eaise ut s ,
andaffect. Pretty straight forward. | can drop you off before this even started

and we 6r eYouagktlyourhwesipgndreally need to get back to work.

(@}

CHRIS: Great, yes, I go back, none of this
Rathual takes Chris by the arm and leads him off stage right

ALEX: Heds still | os't his soul hasnot he?
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ABADDON:

ALEX:

ABADDON:

ALEX:

ABADDON:

GORDON:

ABADDON:

Hiswishwaggr ant ed, so yes. But now it hasn/¢
my | egal team to | ook into it. In the
before any of this. Theen soaffacarfewe s won ot
mi nutes heol | fOd&apgeeed. everything that

Andus? | f it dvevdonwltd rhéatp pkeen her e ei t her .

Perfect. Bye bye!

No! We candét | eave, Gordon wedbdbve got t

Sorry guys, itds going to take more th

enjoy your lastéw hours before the fun starts

What 6s going to happen?

Oh | etdéds just say it starts with AS0 a

Lights fade down
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SCENH
Gordon Wallisbds bedsit. Mor ni ng

There is a bed, lamgtand, chair, a chest of dwers with a cardboard box on top of it. There
is a poster of a footballevn the wall There is no windowlhe set is the same as in Scene 1

without the hole or the bloody handprint.

Gordon(with a clean shirt and no gouge in heaél)ex and Chris are staling in the room

CHRIS: We 06 r e No lle'k never happened!

GORDON: Yet Webdbre back before it started

CHRIS: | 6ve got all my | imbs! We did it! Yes!
happened and itol]l al | be fine! Thank
ALEX: Except for him Abaddon, down there beavering away. The hole in the ozone,

getting bigger and his last push just a few hours away.

GORDON: WhatdidhemeanBe gi ns amdetnhd s Son ?f W wagdiites? r. o

ALEX: Slaughter, ieslaughter of the whole humanea¢ heds going to ki

GORDON: | was right, it was a bad thing

ALEX: But our holethat was ajoodthing. Qur poxy little hole, kept him busy all
morning. He said thatk e pt hi m busy. Thatés why he

could get back to workBack to destroying everything.

Alex roots around and pulls the ladle out of the cardboard box
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CHRIS: Letds not worry about i1t eh?

GORDON: (toAlexWhat 6r e you up to, whatdés that for

ALEX: We c letriion win | 6ve just real i savalthe we can |

pl anet. Wedll do it all agmkorever. And aga

GORDON: Eh?

Alex steels himself, takes a deep breath and smashes Gordon over the head with the ladle.
Gordon crumples but doesndét dstaggersaonnd, rel y ov

dazed

GORDON: Aaaaargh! What was that for?!

CHRIS: Jesus! Alex!

ALEX: |7 eh/

GORDON: You-

Gordon |l aunches himself at Al ex who tries to
Gordonds gashes forehead thinghard, feans agairtstathe Al e x 6 s

wall to steady himself. He leaves a bloodied handprint on the wall

GORDON: (in mid-attack he sees the handpjirirgh!

Gordon points at the wall and all three stare at it

ALEX: Yes! See, this is how it starts. This is how veebgck, into the loop. If we do
t hat weol | keep Abaddon busy forever
CHRIS: And wus! Wedl | be doing this forever
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ALEX:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

ALEX:

GORDON:

ALEX:

CHRIS:

GORDON:

ALEX:

ltds your best chance Chris, youodve | o
Oh yes...
We | | l 6m not doi ng i tbadeéehdughtwélsadtwgor se t h

through it once

Who said itdéds been just the once?

The loop could already have started?

ltés a | oop, it doesndét have a start,

hurry. He said our memory would fade as wpined the timeline

do this so

(@}
—

| 6m doomorge tequi |l a, I can

Thousands of years of folk doing what
the price, fucking typicalresigned to his faj)eOK, what do we do? | lie here

and bleed?

That 6s about it. Oh, one more thing

Alex whacks Gordon over the head one more time with the ladle, Gordon slumps unconscious

onto the floor

ALEX: That 6s f orinthetholeointhe firgt place!

Pause

ALEX: Right. Well. Done it

He cleanshishahs and the | adle on Gordonds shirt, t
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ALEX:

(addressing audieng& har on, hi . Li sten, Il 6m gl ad
wonder ed i fgooutdan @diink with kne. Ydu evould! Great!
Tonight? Erm, nol,dswergogyt tldims btulsiyng on
Probably not. I n fact 1611 probably be
here, saving the world, or at least buying us some {jpais@ Ther ed6s a
universe out there somewhere just like this one except Shaddrdahgo out.

We fell in love, got married, had a family. We had a good life. In that universe.

But in this one, it was never to bEhis one.. (Alex is becoming confused, his

(@)
(9]

memory slippingthis onei what? What was | going to safffausg No p e . It
gone.(pause Alex exits through the door, shouting over his shodjlder

Goodhight.

Lights fade down

THE END
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FURNITURE AND PROPERTY LIST

Further dressing may be added at the directo

SCENE 1

On stage:  hole (smal) approx. 3 foot wide) mat black circular rubber matting

bed

lamp-standwith electrical cord

chair

chest of drawerOn it: bottle of water, cardboard box:

cardboardbox A GW Ki t cheno wr it tireimwooden bl ack m
spoon, tapegoat hanger

rear wall(old chippe paintwor. On it: bloodied handprintposter of a
footballer(arms out to side, celebration of a goal

door (with coat hooks)

meteri on the wall by the door

Personal:  Gordon: dried blood on his forehead and shiidsue paper on head, hahd
placewith an elastic bandadle, mobile phone
Alex: jacket,mobile phonethumb ring

SCENE 2

On stage: hole (arge, dominates stage)matt black circular rubber matting
bed( on i tds si de)
heaped crumpled sheet from bed
lamp-standconverted to crucik with coat hanger and footballer poster
chair
chest of drawer®On it: bottle of water
cardboard box: (AGW Kitchlaik@woodem i tten i
spoon, tape
rear wall (old chipped paintwork®n it: bloodied handprint
door (with coat boks)
meteri on the wall by the door

Personal:  Gordon: dried blood on his forehead and shiiksue paper on head, hetd
place with an elastic baniddle
Alex: jacket,mobile phonethumb ring
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SCENE 3

On stage:  Spaceshiffuturistic lab computergnels
Ship Captainds chair

Off stage:  scroll (Rathual)
trolley (Rathual)
clipboard full of papersRathual)

Personal:  Gordon: dried blood on his forehead and shiildsue paper on head, hetd
place with an elastic bankhdle, nappy, ladle
Alex: jacket,thumb ring
Rathual: Barbarellalooking outfit (e.g. silver foil short dresg)igh heels,
Gordonbés mobile phone, PDA Tabl et
Abaddon: white tracksuit, bling, cigampen

SCENE 4

On stage:  bed

lamp-standwith electrical cord

chair

chest ofdrawersOn it: bottle of water, cardboard box:

cardboardbox A GW Ki t cheno wr it tieinwoodan bl ack n
spoon, tape, coat hanger, ladle

rear wall (old chipped paintwork®n it poster of a footballefarms out to
side, celebration of goal)

door (with coat hooks)

meteri on the wall by the door

Personal: Gordon: clean shirt, no blood
Alex: jacket,thumb ring
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