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THE HOLE 

SYNOPSIS 
 

After a tequila-fuelled night Gordon Wallis wakes to the distinct impression something bad is 

going to happen. An ominous hole has appeared in the floor of his bedsit and soon he and his 

housemates are trapped in a paradox of quantum mechanics, haunted by their own 

superstitions as they struggle to solve the riddle of the hole before it swallows them. When 

they finally meet their antagonists who are intent on the destruction of mankind, will they do 

the right thing? Can these hapless students save the universe with only a ladle? Red Dwarf 

meets Bottom, Jimmy Saville meets Schrºdingerôs cat. The Hole - Itôs here, itôs real and the 

whole place smells like feet.   

Length: 90 mins 

 

CHARACTERS 
 

Gordon Twenty-something Catering Student 

Chris Twenty-something Media Studies Student 

Alex Twenty-something Engineering Student 

Rathual Demon, 1st in Command to Abaddon (young woman) 

Abaddon The Destroyer, Powerful Demon intent on mankindôs demise (man in late 

fifties) 
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SCENE 1 
Gordon Wallisôs bedsit. Morning 

There is a bed, lamp-stand, chair, a chest of drawers with a cardboard box on top of it. There 

is a bloodied handprint on the wall beneath a poster of a footballer. There is no window. 

Gordon, a twenty-something catering student, is sitting in the chair staring intently at a 3 foot 

wide hole in the floor in front of him. He 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 ladle. He occasionally gets up and walks around the hole, anxiously examining 

it, and then returns to his chair. 

 

 

CHRIS: (off) Gordon, you in there? 

GORDON: Go away Chris 

CHRIS: We havenôt seen you all day, you ok? 

GORDON: Fine, just leave me alone 

CHRIS: Iôm coming in.  

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: I donôt want you in here Chris, just go 

CHRIS: You were a bit pissed last night, what did you do? Did you fall? (pause) Is that 

an elastic band? 

GORDON: Leave it Chris. 

CHRIS: Iôll get you a bandage ok? 
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GORDON: Youôve got bandages? 

CHRIS: Ha, not me. Alex has, probably. You know what heôs like, Iôll get it 

GORDON: True. Ok you do that. 

Chris pulls at the door but it wonôt open. He looks at Gordon quizzically and tries again 

CHRIS: Nope, it wonôt budge.  

GORDON: Oh shit, really?  

CHRIS: (examining handle) Thatôs weird eh? Is it locked? 

GORDON: Shit! Chris I didnôt want you to get involved, you shouldnôt have come in. 

CHRIS: Involved in what? 

GORDON: I donôt really know. God knows whatôs happening but itôs probably a bad thing 

CHRIS: Eh? What are you talking about? 

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! Stay away, itôs probably a bad thing. Iôm sure itôs a bad thing. We 

shouldnôt touch it.  

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

GORDON: I didnôt do anything! I... I canôt really remember much of last night. 
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CHRIS: We were all a bit wasted. 

GORDON: I must have been bouncing off the walls (nods towards the wall where thereôs 

a bloodstained handprint) Going to Donnieôs was a bad move. 

CHRIS: Donnieôs was just the start, it was all the tequila we had when we got back 

GORDON: Really? I donôt even remember 

CHRIS: Do you remember when we got back we took the fuses for Alexô room out? Oh 

it was hilarious (does a quick impression of Alex being annoyed) ñI was about 

to get to level 24! You could have killed my PC, Iôll need to scan the disk 

nowò on and on. Funny though. Heôll be in a huff for weeks 

Gordon shrugs 

CHRIS: My headôs banging. Yours must be worse 

GORDON: (nods) I woke up this morning right there. (points to the hole) There was this 

hole. Tiny, just big enough to put your finger in. I didnôt though, I just 

watched. Itôs been getting bigger ever since. 

CHRIS: Weird. So whatôre you going to do? 

GORDON: No idea. I didnôt want you to get involved, in case it gets bad. 

CHRIS: You keep saying ñbadò, what do you mean ñbadò, what kind of bad? 

GORDON: Dunno really. Iôve been sitting here all morning trying to think. It can only be 

bad. 

CHRIS: (laughing) Like demons crawling out of the abyss into your bedsit kind of bad? 

GORDON: Maybe. 



david@crabbit.com The Hole v1.1 

 5 

CHRIS: Oh (caught up in his own excitement) a seven headed demon like in 

Revelations! 

GORDON: (shrugs, uncomfortably) Maybe. 

CHRIS: Is that what thatôs for? (pointing at the ladle Gordon is still holding) You going 

to ladle it back in? 

GORDON: I donôt know. I just ï It was ï It was all I could find. 

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

CHRIS: (nervously) Letôs try that door again (he spends a few moments pulling at the 

door to no avail) Weird. 

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

GORDON: Itôs still getting wider. 

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

ALEX:  (sulky voice from off stage) What if it is? 

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

ALEX:  Is this a wind-up? 

CHRIS: No itôs not. Honest. The door is jammed or something. Try it 

ALEX:  Nah, Iôm busy 

CHRIS: Alex! 

ALEX:  I told you, Iôm busy trying to recover my hard drive thanks to you 
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CHRIS: Ok, Iôm sorry about that, but for godôs sake Alex just try the door. (silent 

pause) If you donôt weôll have to kick it down, youôll lose your deposit! 

The door opens, Alex appears 

CHRIS: Yes! Gordon come on, the doorôs open, letôs just go  

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

himself) You could fit down it now 

CHRIS: Gordon, come on. 

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

shut behind him 

CHRIS: No! 

Chris rushes to the door and yanks at it but itôs stuck fast 

ALEX:  Whatós going on? Whatôve you done to your head? 

Gordon ignores him and sits back down in his chair 

ALEX:  Is that a hole? Can you see into Sharonôs room? 

CHRIS: (holding Alex by the shoulders) Keep away. 

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

CHRIS: Look whoôs talking, you spend every night fighting dragons and your best 

palôs a wookie! 

Alex is about to retaliate but Gordon intervenes 
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GORDON: Guys, guys, not now eh? (addressing Alex) We donôt know Alex, it just 

appeared this morning. 

ALEX:  What, by itself, like ñmagicò or something? 

CHRIS: Suppose so. (pause) Gordon, surely thereôs more, you must be able to 

remember something 

GORDON: (clicks his fingers) Now you mention it, I remember I was singing an ancient 

Aztec chant! 

CHRIS: Really? 

GORDON: NO! I donôt remember - and even then, what could I possibly have done to 

cause this?! 

ALEX:  (examining the hole closely) Itôs not really a hole is it? 

CHRIS: Eh? 

ALEX:  Well, itôs not like a pit or anything, thereôs no walls, sides we can see, itôs just 

a big black spot. Is it definitely a hole? 

Alex reaches forward, Chris pulls him back 

CHRIS: Donôt touch. I hear what youôre saying but, well, we think itôs a bad thing. 

ALEX:  Thatôs our theory is it? Itôs a bad thing and if we touch it a bad thing will 

happen. Have I got that right? Any advancement on the 12
th
 century peasantôs 

outlook or is that your final answer?  

CHRIS: Gordon thinks demonsôll come out. Like in the Revelations. 

Alex gives a withering look of disgust 
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GORDON: (angry yet defensive) So what do you think it is? 

ALEX:  (shrugs) A wormhole? 

GORDON: Ha! Oh youôd love that wouldnôt you/ 

CHRIS: If we canôt quote the bible you canôt quote Gene fucking Rodenberry. This 

isnôt Star Trek, weôre not in The Enterprise, its Gordonôs bedsit. Itôs here, itôs 

real and the whole place smells like feet. 

GORDON: Thatôs not my fault either! No window, I got the cheap room, remember? 

ALEX:  (ignoring Gordon) I know it sounds daft, but itôs a better theory than demons 

CHRIS: (nods contemplatively) Iôd prefer there werenôt any demons. Iôm happy to go 

with the wormôs hole thing. What do you think Gordon? 

GORDON: Whatever. 

CHRIS: So. What do we do? 

ALEX:  Assuming itôs not a wind-up... What do we know? 

CHRIS: Thereôs a hole/ 

ALEX:  Possibly a hole. A round...black...area? 

CHRIS: And itôs getting bigger 

ALEX:  Thatôs not much to go on 

GORDON: Donôt forget the door. Jammed shut from this side but it let you both in. Whatôs 

that all about? Itôs all connected (ominously) itôs all bad 

CHRIS: Christ! It better not be demons! 
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Both Chris and Alex have another attempt at the door. It still wonôt budge, eventually they 

give up. Gordon hasnôt moved from his chair 

ALEX:  Iôve got my mobile, we could 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? You never let up do you? 

ALEX:  What do you mean? 

CHRIS: Youôre always/ 

GORDON: Enough, leave it Chris 

Chris looks at Gordon questioningly. Pause 

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

in her ceiling like this. She might be in danger. And we should call the fire 

brigade, say weôre stuck, get them to chop that door down 

GORDON: That does make sense. Iôll call Sharon, you call the fire brigade. 

ALEX:  Youôve got her number? How/ 

GORDON: (evasively, pretending to concentrate on his phone) Oh I canôt remember, some 

party... 

ALEX:  Really, Iôm/ 

GORDON: Itôs not ringing. Itôs as if thereôs no signal, but Iôve got four bars. 

ALEX:  Me too 



david@crabbit.com The Hole v1.1 

 10 

GORDON: Iôll phone you 

Alexôs phone rings ï Dr.Who TARDIS noise 

ALEX: That worked. 

GORDON: You see! (as if this is proof enough) Itôs the same as the door. It works, itôs just 

that we canôt get out. 

ALEX:  Mobiles donôt work that way. The signal goes to a relay even if the phones are 

next to each other the signal still leaves the room. 

CHRIS: So how does that help? 

Alex shrugs. Pause as everyone ponders 

ALEX:  If only we could see what was down there. 

CHRIS: Itôs probably just black. 

ALEX:  But we donôt know, do we. Thatôs the whole problem. 

CHRIS: Ha ha, the ñholeò problem 

ALEX:  Not funny 

CHRIS: Not funny? Not funny is getting sucked into a wormôs hole by demons because 

Gordon drank too much tequila last night. Thatôs not funny! 

ALEX:  Look, we need to/ 

CHRIS: (grabbing lamp-stand) We should make a cross! In case there really are 

demons 

GORDON: Thatôs just for vampires, anyway you need a crucifix, not just a cross. 
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CHRIS: Whatôs the difference? 

ALEX:  A crucifix has Jesus on it, being crucified? A cross is just a cross. 

CHRIS: Oh. 

ALEX: Look, letôs try this. (Alex unplugs the lamp-stand and brings it over to the hole) 

Got any tape or an elastic band? I mean a spare one, not that one (nodding 

towards the elastic band on Gordonôs head) 

GORDON: (glowering) Try that box 

Alex rummages in the cardboard box and finds some tape 

ALEX:  Give me your phone 

GORDON: Why? Use your own. 

ALEX:  Youôll see, just give me it. 

Reluctantly Gordon passes his phone to Alex who tapes it to the lamp-standôs cord 

GORDON: Whatôre you doing? 

ALEX:  We put your phone on camera mode, set the self timer then dangle it in the 

hole (he waves the lamp-stand like a fishing rod) We can at least see if thereôs 

anything to see in there. 

GORDON: Why canôt we use your phone? 

ALEX:  I like my phone, Iôm not risking it. 

Gordon bounds out of his seat, ladle raised to strike, Alex raises his arm defensively 
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ALEX: (talking quickly) Wait! My mum might phone! I was thinking about what you 

said about getting in but we canôt get out. Maybe if someone calls us weôll get 

the call, and I know my mum will call today at some point. Thatôs why I didnôt 

want to risk my phone. 

GORDON: (backing off) Someone might call me, did you think of that? 

ALEX:  Itôs Sunday, hangover day. No-oneôs going to call you 

Gordon slumps back into his chair 

ALEX:  (to Chris)     Ok you hold the lamp, Iôll set the timer and when I say go, lower 

it in 

CHRIS: No, Iôm not touching it. What if itôs like ñThe Blobò and it gloops up the wire 

and gets me! 

GORDON: Itôs more likely a big monster will yank on the cable and pull your arms off. 

CHRIS: Really? 

ALEX:  (rolls eyes) Just get ready. (pause) Go! 

The phone is lowered into the hole 

ALEX:  Ok hold it steady I 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: Oh.  

ALEX:  Oh.  
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GORDON: (puts head in hands) Ohhhhhhhhh 

The lights fade down 
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SCENE 2 
Gordon Wallisôs bedsit. Later 

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

The lamp-stand has been turned into a crucifix (lamp-stand, coat hanger, footballer). The bed 

is on itôs side, a sheet has fallen off beside it. Gordonôs chair has been pushed to the corner. 

The chest of drawers is still in place. The cardboard box is now beside Gordonôs chair. The 

wall still has a bloodied handprint on it. Gordon still holds the ladle. 

 

 

CHRIS: Crop circle! 

GORDON: Nope 

CHRIS: Itôs round! 

GORDON: But it isnôt a hole! 

CHRIS: What about... (Chris has a brainwave, he waves his finger in an ñAha!ò way) a 

portable hole! 

GORDON: What? 

CHRIS: Wylie Coyote had portable holes didnôt he? Used them to trap the roadrunner. 

(pause) 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 

Alex looks at him with bemusement, he canôt decide if Chris is being serious or not 

ALEX:  Thatôs worse than your demon theory 

GORDON: Leave him alone, stop putting him down/ 
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ALEX:  Oh come on! Cartoons for Godôs sake! 

GORDON: True, a shit idea, but heôs trying his best. What about you eh? 

ALEX:  Iôve said ï wormhole, portal, vortex... (slows, in a tired, resigned voice) The 

bottom line, though, I donôt suppose it matters. Whatever it is, itôs here, we 

canôt get away and we canôt get rid of it, pretty soon weôre going to end up in 

there... 

GORDON: And then what? 

ALEX:  I think you think the same as me 

GORDON: That/ 

ALEX:  Itôs bad, a bad thing will happen 

 Pause 

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

GORDON: You canôt ride a motorbike. 

ALEX:  That would make the accident more likely.  

CHRIS: I was going to learn, thought Iôd have plenty of time, you know?  

ALEX:  You were going to learn to ride a motorbike so you could kill yourself in an 

accident? 

CHRIS: It was only a notion, I hadnôt really thought it through 

GORDON: I thought I was going to own a restaurant, a really expensive one. Now Iôm 

going to be dead before Iôve even done my pastry course 
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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: Iôd need a lot of lessons, I canôt even ride a bike. (no reaction from Gordon, so 

he tries another avenue) What made you want to be a chef? 

GORON: (slowly stops beating with the ladle) Iôve always had a yearning, you know, 

Iôve always wanted to cook, really really badly 

ALEX:  You managed that at least/ 

Gordonôs knuckles are white as they clutch the ladle, he stares at Alex but does not otherwise 

react 

CHRIS: (to Alex) What about you? 

ALEX:  I can cook really badly too 

CHRIS: You know what I meant 

ALEX:  (evasively) Dunno. (pause, looks at Gordon) How did you get Sharonôs 

number? 

GORDON: Oh, not back to this. Does it matter? 

ALEX:  Well/ 

CHRIS: Sheôs not really the girl you think she is/  

GORDON: Shutup Chris 

ALEX:  What do you mean? 

CHRIS: Nothing. Does this look like a crucifix? 
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ALEX:  Tell me. 

GORDON: (looking into cardboard box at his feet, sitting ladle down next to it) Oh look, a 

nail file! 

CHRIS: So? 

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

CHRIS: Worth a go. Anything else in there? (Chris joins in rummaging through the 

cardboard box and then, dryly) Great, a spoon. If McGiver doesnôt show up 

soon weôre fucked. (he picks up the spoon and the ladle, taking it out of 

Gordonôs reach by sitting them on the chest of drawers) Youôre a chef, why 

donôt you have any nice big knives? 

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

ALEX:   Talk to me! What were you saying about Sharon? 

CHRIS: (sigh) I get the feeling youôve built up this picture of her being all sweet and 

innocent but ï well- sheôs not. Sheôs... you know 

ALEX:  What? 

CHRIS: Well... 

GORDON: Normal. Ok? Sheôs normal. (while he talks picks up the sheet from beside the 

bed and busies himself putting knots in it in such a way as to make a ñhammockò) A normal 

young woman out to have a good time, sheôs got no ties, out to enjoy student life, and why 

shouldnôt she? Nothing wrong with that! 

ALEX:  (angry tone) Have you slept with her? 
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GORDON: Ok, yes, I have. So? 

ALEX:  Oh, right. I... 

Alex looks away meekly. Silence, pause 

CHRIS: Hey Gordon, what was she like? 

GORDON: Shut up. 

ALEX:  No, (uncertainly) I donôt believe it. Youôre just winding me up again. 

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

ALEX:  Youôre a shit liar Gordon. Kept that quiet. Why didnôt you tell me? 

GORDON: óCos itôs none of your business! (beat) And I know youôve got a thing for her, 

so I just didnôt say. 

Pause 

ALEX:  Itôs her choice I suppose, if thatôs what she wants to do... 

GORDON: Will you listen to yourself, itôs like youôre giving her permission! It. Is. NONE 

of your business! She doesnôt even know your name, itôs all in your head/ 

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

CHRIS: Can someone drink this? 

GORDON: Eh? Why? 

CHRIS: I need to pee. 

GORDON: Youôre going to pee in the bottle? 
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CHRIS: Well where else? 

All three look at the hole 

CHRIS: Oh ï no way! 

GORDON: Youôre going to have to, I need that water for my hangover. (pause) I need to 

go too. 

ALEX:  Now you mention it... 

CHRIS: Not in the hole though, no way. 

ALEX:  Thereôs nowhere else, we canôt all pee in the bottle. 

CHRIS: You go first, Iôll wait. 

ALEX:  Iôm not going first. 

GORDON: Weôll do it at the same time. 

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

happening 

CHRIS: I canôt do it with you two standing there. I can never go when thereôs a guy on 

either side of me, donôt like being in the middle. 

GORDON: Itôs a circle, weôre all in the middle. 

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

ALEX:  (immediately in a strop) I canôt go either 

Alex stomps off away from the hole 



david@crabbit.com The Hole v1.1 

 20 

GORDON: I wasnôt that ready after all 

Gordon and Chris zip and walk away from the hole 

GORDON: Couple of hours and it wonôt matter (pause) This wormhole, will we be like 

time travellers? Go back and see dinosaurs and stuff? 

ALEX:  Doubt it/ 

CHRIS: (talking over Alex) Dôoh! Gordon it doesnôt work like that. 

ALEX:  ...and if it did weôd never survive the forces anyway. 

GORDON: Chris, you donôt even know what weôre talking about. 

CHRIS: True. But I saw an opportunity 

ALEX:  Just donôt get your hopes up. Or get any ideas either, nothing cool or excitingôs 

going on in there. (beat) We have to focus on getting out of this room. 

Gordon puts his legs through his ñhammockò and tests it by hooking the loops over the coat 

hooks on the door 

CHRIS: Thatôs great, Gordon. Youôre going to dangle there in a big nappy? 

GORDON: Hey, at least I wonôt fall in there! If youôre going to fall off a cliff you might as 

well flap your arms, right? 

CHRIS: I suppose. If the hooks hold, you might be ok, Jack 

GORDON: Iôll start with this nail file, though, see if we can get the door open. 

Gordon gets down from the door leaving his ñhammock nappyò in place. He starts filing 

away at the door lock with his nail file 
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CHRIS: If we canôt break through a plasterboard wall I donôt see how thatôs going to 

work. Weôve tried everything, smashing through the walls, we canôt get the 

floorboards up, even the ceiling seems solid. Weôre completely boxed in! 

ALEX:  Now we know how Schrödingerôs cat felt 

Both Gordon and Chris look confused 

ALEX:  Schrödinger's cat, it's a paradox. See, in quantum mechanics/ 

CHRIS: Oh no! 

ALEX:  \a subatomic particle exists in an infinite number of position, but at the exact 

moment you try to measure it, it becomes definite, existing only there, in a 

particular measurable state 

GORDON: Whatôs that got to do with a cat? 

ALEX:  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 subatomic particle, then the cat 

would be both alive and dead because the particle exists in all states. But as 

soon as you try to measure it then the cat would have to be either alive or 

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

Pause 

GORDON: Weôre alive and dead until someone looks in. Nice. Wish they would hurry up 
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ALEX:  You could say that when the box is opened, the universe splits into two, one 

with a dead cat and one with a live one. Thereôd be an infinite number of 

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

one universe thatôs just a hole in the floor and we can see into Sharonôs room, 

in another the door isnôt jammed and none of this is happening 

CHRIS: Is there a really, really, weird universe somewhere where youôre a complete 

prick? 

ALEX:  I ï 

Blackout, Alex screams 

GORDON: Donôt panic! Itôs ok, gimme 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... 

Gordonôs voice trails away as he sees Chris standing, arms outstretched, holding the ladle 

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 puts ladle and spoon 

back on top of the chest of drawers 

GORDON: Do we have any more pound coins? 

ALEX:  (composing himself) Yes, Iôve got a couple, here 

Alex walks over to Gordon and hands him two coins. Gordon puts them into the meter. Silent 

pause. Alex looks around, trying to think of something to say to break the silence. He 

wanders over to the bloody handprint on the wall 
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ALEX:  That handprint, is it definitely yours Gordon? (squints close to look at the 

print, leans close in) It looks a bit smaller than ï 

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

panicked 

CHRIS: What? 

ALEX:  Nothing ï I ï I ï em ï was just thinking... 

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

hole) Whatôve you seen? 

ALEX:  Nothing, nothing special about the handprint at all. (Alex blocks Gordonôs path 

and tries to deflect his attention) Look how big the hole is now 

GORDON: Let me see. 

Gordon nudges Alex who stands firm, Gordon pushes harder, without too much effort, and 

Alex is pushed out of the way 

GORDON: Hey, it is smaller than my hand (compares hand against print) And it ï 

Gordon spins round to look at Alex intently 

ALEX:  (meekly) What? 

CHRIS: What is it? 

GORDON: That hand print, it has a ring on the thumb. Thatôs your hand print Alex. 

Youôre the only one with a stupid thumb ring like that 

ALEX:  It doesnôt mean anything. I know that print isnôt mine, look at me you can tell 

Iôm not lying. Plenty of folk wear a thumb ring, theyôre very popular 
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GORDON: I donôt know anyone else/  

CHRIS: Thereôs the bouncer at Donnieôs. 

GORDON: It wasnôt the bouncer at Donnieôs ok? It was him. This was all Alex, all this. 

His fault.  What did you do Alex? What? 

ALEX:  I donôt know ï nothing! It wasnôt me. Look, none of this makes sense. I donôt 

know anything more than you do. Iôd tell you if I did/ 

GORDON: Would you? 

ALEX:  Of course! 

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

itôs got something to do with you. That (pointing at bloody hand print on wall) 

is the one bit of proof weôve got. Whatôre you not telling/ 

Alexôs phone rings. Alex grabs it quickly and looks at the display 

ALEX:  (to Gordon) Itôs you! 

GORDON: Me? My phone ï (looks at the hole) 

All three look at each other and then at Alexôs phone 

CHRIS & GORDON: Answer it! 

ALEX:  I ï     (stalls) 

The phone stops ringing 

CHRIS: Oh Alex! 

GORDON: Shit! 
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ALEX:  Sorry I froze. Thereôs too much to take in. I/ 

CHRIS: Thereôs nothing to take in, we donôt know/ 

Alexôs phone rings again 

GORDON: Is it me? 

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

ALEX:  H- Hello? (pause) Can I help you? (pause) Heôsrighthere (he says this in a 

flurry and hands the phone to Gordon, relieved to be rid of it) Itôsforyou!  

GORDON: (wide eyes, puts phone to his ear) Hello? (pause) Yes, itôs mine (pause) Me? I 

donôt want anything (pause) Someone must? Eh? (pause) 

CHRIS: Who is it? Ask who it is 

GORDON: Who ï who are you? (pause) No, you called us (pause) We called you first? 

What/ (pause) 

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

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

GORDON: ñSacrifice.ò She said something about a ñsacrifice.ò 

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

GORDON: You tell me Alex. No more games, Iôm really scared now, come on, tell us! 

ALEX:  Why do you keep asking me? I donôt know, you always come to me for 

answers, sometimes Iôm just as lost. I donôt have a clue. 

CHRIS: This holeôs going to get us all very soon.  
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GORDON: Youôve got one minute to come up with something or else. 

ALEX:  Else what? 

GORDON: Plan B  

ALEX:  Plan B? Whatôs Plan B?  

GORDON: Concentrate on Plan fucking A!  

ALEX:  Whatôs Plan A? 

GORDON: Iôm asking you! 

ALEX:  I donôt know I donôt know I donôt know!!!  

GORDON: Right, Plan B. Youôre going in. 

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

struggled futilely 

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

Chris prises Alexôs phone from his hand then steps away. Chris and Gordon exchange looks, 

assenting, then Gordon pushes Alex into the hole 

Blackout 
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SCENE 3 
Spaceship. Immediately following 

Deserted ñfuturistic labò akin to the deck of a spaceship. Various boxes with flashing lights 

hint at untold technology a la Star Trek. The lights pulse slightly to match the background 

engine noise 

 

 

Alex looks around in wonderment, talking to himself 

ALEX:  Wow! Itôs exactly as I imagined it would look, except (a quick apologetic look 

to the audience) on a lower budget. 

A woman enters from stage left, she is very attractive and is wearing a quite pathetic 

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

ALEX:  Sharon? 

RATHUAL:  I am NOT Sharon! 

ALEX:  You look really, really, like her. 

RATHUAL:  Thatôs because (she pokes Alex on the forehead) it came out of your teeny tiny 

stupid head 

ALEX:  Iôm not with you. 
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RATHUAL:  I am Rathual, aide and number one to Abaddon The Great Destroyer. I act as 

his confidante, adviser, the general of his armies. I hold the Records of the 

Damned, I balance the Book of the Dead, and I rip the souls of men from their 

breasts and snap their bones under my feet. And you come here and ï do this! 

I do NOT DRESS LIKE THIS! (stamps foot in frustration, shaking head) Itôs 

not even my colour. 

ALEX:  Iôm still not... 

RATHUAL:  (sigh) This ñplaceò isnôt. Itôs not a place, itôs a non-place. It exists but not 

really so as youôd notice, not in any physical, ñrealò way, not on a conscious 

level. But here you are, with your puny little consciousness, so now 

everything has to come into ñbeingò just to give you some point of reference. 

Are you getting any of this? 

ALEX:  Youôre not really Sharon are you? 

RATHUAL:  Argh!! Youôre seeing all this (waves arms expansively) because this is how 

you wanted to see it, I look like this Sharon because you chose for me to look 

like her. I am not happy about it, so donôt push it! 

ALEX:  Iôm seeing this reality based on my own preconceived belief system? 

RATHUAL:  Close enough. Hereôs your phone. Now, what do you want? 

ALEX:  This is what we tried to explain on the phone. We donôt know what you mean 

by that. What do we want? What -? (shrugs) Dunno what you mean. 

RATHUAL:  (taps on a PDA Tablet) The portal was created some hours ago but we still 

havenôt heard your demands. 
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ALEX:  Ah, the portal, the hole ï yes. We, we donôt know anything about it. I mean we 

do, we seen it grow, well you canôt miss it now, itôs still eating up the room/ 

RATHUAL:  Itôs getting bigger? 

ALEX:  Well, yes. 

RATHUAL:  Itôs not confined? No chalk marks? 

ALEX:  Chalk? No. 

RATHUAL:  (stares at Alex pointedly) The sacrifice was made.  

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

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

circle. 

ALEX:  Em, no. Fresh blood yes, but no incantations. Or a circle. Not that I know of, 

obviously. Iôm pretty much an innocent bystander in all this. (pause) You 

might want to make a note of that. 

RATHUAL:  We really donôt have time for this. Not today. Itôs a big day for us ï (pause)  

Ok, letôs 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:  So where is this ñholeò? 

ALEX:  In Gordonôs room. 

RATHUAL:  Could you be a little less specific?  
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ALEX:  Oh sorry. Second flat second floor, as in 2F2, em 26. So 26 2F2 Falconer Rise/ 

RATHUAL:  UK. (taps hard on her PDA Tablet) Thatôs all I wanted. We donôt get many 

interruptions these days ï any really, so I didnôt think it would be too hard to 

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

ALEX:  What happens today? 

RATHUAL:  Ha! Today... I canôt say. But itôs good. Very good. Well, bad. Bad for humans. 

Good for us. 

ALEX:  Like? 

RATHUAL:  (looking at PDA Tablet, speaking absently) Never you mind. Henrietta 

Cummings. Name ring a bell? 

ALEX:  No, should it? 

RATHUAL:  Third year biology student ï or she was at the time. Eight years ago she had 

ñGordonôs Roomò. Heavy duty wiccan, by all accounts 

ALEX:  Wiccan? A witch? 

RATHUAL:  Well, yes, I suppose. In the same way a first aider does brain surgery, I 

suppose. She actually found a spell worth casting! 

ALEX:  What, like a magic spell? 

RATHUAL:  Yes. Why? 

ALEX:  Itôs just that itôs such a ridiculous notion/ 

RATHUAL:  No more ridiculous than science or (looking around at the sci-fi setting) 

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, blood ï Ah. 

ALEX:  Ah? 

RATHUAL:  She didnôt do the bloodletting. Probably a vegetarian. Abandoned the spell. 

Didnôt disband it though, that wouldôve been too sensible, wouldôve saved us 

all a lot of bother, especially today. 

ALEX:  So...? 

RATHUAL:  She left it running. Spell intact, sitting there, waiting. And now the bloodôs 

completed it. A small portal was supposed to open, confined in a chalk circle, 

but since thatôs gone thereôs nothing to stop it. 

ALEX:  So itôll keep getting bigger until/ 

RATHUAL:  There are safety measures, especially from ï The Other Side ï Nothing ever 

gets too far out of hand, or too far in our favour. Heôs always too ready to 

jump in, a complete stickler for loose ends, we spend most of our time on the 

paperwork these days. (She canôt contain her excitement) Until day, itôs so 

exciting I can hardly wait. Thereôs nothing He can do to stop this one 

ALEX:  So whatôre you doing? 

RATHUAL:  Iôm not telling, so stop asking! Itôs very annoying 
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ALEX:  Fine, donôt tell, stop alluding! Itôs just as annoying 

Rathual and Alex glare at each other. Alex looks away first 

ALEX:  So what was the spell for? 

RATHUAL:  Itôs a wishing spell, she wants us to grant some sort of wish. Bit vague, Iôll 

have to look it up. (She turns too quickly and wobbles on her high heels. Alex 

smirks) Listen you annoying shit, you may have stuck me in this ridiculous 

outfit but always remember I am one of the most vile and feared of demons in 

Hellôs whole army! Be very careful! 

Alex coughs, nods, and tries not to smirk 

RATHUAL:  (through gritted teeth) Wait here. Iôll be right back. 

Rathual exits stage left. Whilst waiting Alex begins looking and talking to himself 

ALEX:  My consciousness, my imagination, created this. It isnôt much, I would have 

expected more/ 

The lights suddenly become brighter, stage lights flash with different colours, the sound of 

the shipôs engine room becomes louder and faster, the lights pulse faster. Over this more 

computer noises are heard loudly. Like an orchestra conductor Alex raises his arms and 

brings them down slowly, gesturing calm. The lights stabilise and the noises fade until 

everything is as before but slightly brighter 

 ALEX:  Better. And if she doesnôt like that outfit... 

Rathual screams in rage from off stage. She enters from stage left, stomping up to Alex, she is 

carrying a scroll but is wearing only lingerie. Alex stares, delighted 
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RATHUAL:  They havenôt invented a number big enough for the number of times I am 

going to kill you for THIS!! (She rushes at Alex) 

ALEX:  Sorry I/ 

A gong sounds loudly. Rathual immediately turns towards the stage left entrance and stands 

to attention, adopting a very professional attitude 

RATHUAL:  Heôs 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 

demonstratively. He drops in the Captainôs Chair, bling and cigar evident 

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

ALEX:  Jimôll Fix It? 

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 disgust) Jimmy Saville? This is the best you could come up with? You 

really are a nerdy antisocial nobody arenôt you? 

ALEX:  Eh? 

ABADDON: Have you no majesty? No greatness? No sense of occasion even! Of all the 

possibilities in your mindôs eye this (points at himself) this (with disgust) is the 

best you could do? 

RATHUAL:  And me, look what he did to me! 
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ABADDON: (stares at Rathual for a moment) You I donôt mind. But this? 

ALEX:  Oh... my thoughts gave you form and I made you Jimôll Fix It. Oh, ócos you 

make peopleôs wishes come true, oh I get it. 

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

looks at the scroll whilst talking 

ABADDON: OK, letôs make this quick. What do you want? 

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

ABADDON: Do you realise how much of my time youôve already taken up? Today of all 

days! Youôve been giving us all a merry dance all morning. Look, Iôll level 

with you, it really doesnôt matter what you wish for, youôre not going to have 

time to enjoy it. So just pick something and Iôll get back to work 

ALEX:  I wonôt have time? 

ABADDON: Iôd say, oh, less than an hour? Maybe two. Then goodbye to the human race 

ALEX:  What? No! 

ABADDON: Oh yes! It took us a couple of hundred years on this project, but itôs all about 

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, the big hole 

ALEX:  What hole? 

ABADDON: The one in the sky! 
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ALEX:  Oh, that hole. Thatôs yours? 

ABADDON: Itôs the kind of loophole weôve been waiting for. We canôt interfere with the 

humans directly, but this has no protection clauses, no backup measures. Wipe 

out the ozone, wipe out the humans. And itôs all going to kick off in less than 

an hour 

ALEX:  How? 

Rathual enters from stage left, pushing a trolley 

RATHUAL:  Sorry to interrupt, you have a visitor. 

ABADDON: Weôre busy here. 

RATHUAL:  Itôs the same case, I thought youôd want to deal with them together. 

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 abates) Sorry, I 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: I fell. Thereôs no more floor, the holeôs too big. I fell in. And she ATE me! 

ALEX:  Whereôs Gordon? 

CHRIS: In his nappy, hanging on the door. She ate my legs/ 
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ALEX:  Why should I care? You sacrificed me, you pushed me in here 

CHRIS: It was Gordon, not me. 

ALEX:  You helped. You/ 

ABADDON: Can we please just get on with it? 

CHRIS: Get on with what? Whatôs going on? What does he wa- is that Jimmy/ 

ALEX:  No shhhh, donôt go there. Heôs a demon, he grants wishes, leave it at that.     

(addressing Abaddon) Iôve got three wishes, right? 

ABADDON: (speaking absently as he continues with his paperwork) Not entirely sure. 

Havenôt done this for a while. 

CHRIS: Heôs not a djinni, so youôve probably just got one wish 

Alex glowers at Chris, Abaddon nods 

ABADDON: Yes, what he said. (pause, scribble) Sounds about right. 

ALEX:  Chris, shut up will you! 

Abaddon hands clipboard back to Rathual 

ABADDON: (loudly, intimidating) Hurry guys hurry! WILL SOMEONE MAKE THE 

WISH ALREADY! 

CHRIS: I wish I had a million pounds! 

ABADDON: Done. 

ALEX:  Chris? No! You idiot! 
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CHRIS: (crying) I couldnôt help it. I/ 

ALEX:   (Alex beats on Chrisôs mutilated body in frustration) Stupid ï stupid - ... weôre 

fucked! 

Loud bang from off stage 

ABADDON: What was that? (leaps onto his chair in a cowering posture) Itôs Him, heôs 

found out, Heôs come to get us 

RATHUAL:  (panicked) He couldnôt have, weôve been careful. We stuck to the Rules, His 

Rules, we followed them to the letter 

ABBADON: (becoming more animated, less scared, slowly his anger builds) But Heôs so 

sneaky. Heôs always there, always fiddling, watching everything, toying with 

everything without ever actually getting involved. His Rules, weôve followed 

them, done our part, but is that good enough, oh no not for Him, He has to go 

sneaking around, doing things in mysterious ways. (turns on Alex) I wouldnôt 

be surprised if He sent this wretch to do his dirty work, that would be just his 

style 

RATHUAL:  Shall I eat him? 

ABBADON: Yes, eat him, quickly (beat) NO! Wait! The Rules, we have to play by the 

Rules, totally and utterly, today of all days. We do it by the book, donôt give 

Him a single reason to stop us, I act like a gentleman, keep my word, grant the 

wish, get their souls, yadda yadda yadda, BY. THE. BOOK! 

RATHUAL:  (nodding towards Alex) But what if He really did send them to thwart us? 
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ABBADON: Heôs a sneaky one, I wouldnôt put it past Him, but if the best He can do is 

dredge up an incomplete wiccan spell, then we really have won. Weôll just 

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 is exactly why we need to get rid of them, they get 

everywhere! 

GORDON: (hasnôt noticed Chris yet) Alex? Whatôs going on? Is that/ 

ALEX:  No, itôs a demon from Hell, heôs going to destroy the human race! 

GORDON: Really? Jimmy Saville? Who would have thought! I wouldôve put money on it 

being Noel Edmonds 

CHRIS: Gordon, help me! 

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 him a little, but I didnôt do that! She did that 

GORDON: Sharon? 

ALEX:  Itôs not Sharon, itôs another demon/ 
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ABADDON: (impatiently) Gordon, Rathual, Rathual, Godon. Anyway, enjoy the rest of 

your lives, I must be getting on 

ALEX:  Wait! You canôt go. 

ABADDON: What? 

ALEX:  Youôre all Jimmy Saville because thatôs how I thought of you. Yes? 

ABADDON: True. 

ALEX:  Well this is all from my consciousness, not his. So if I think Iôm due three 

wishes then I am. Surely I have two left? 

ABADDON: Look, I donôt really care, if itôll get me back to work quicker then fine. 

CHRIS: I wish/ 

ALEX:  Shut up! Youôre a broken, limbless millionaire, donôt you see how stupid that 

is. Weôre in a mess, we need to think this through, donôt waste our chances/ 

CHRIS: I wish I was whole again! 

ABADDON: Done. 

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

ALEX:  Arghhhh! 

Alex raises his fists to 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: Yip, youôre a millionaire but weôve got your soul. 

CHRIS: Shit. 

ALEX:  (holds Chris, shaking him lightly) Listen, we need to think, we need to/ 

CHRIS: I wish none of this had happened! 

ABADDON: Done. 

ALEX:  Eh? What? 

ABADDON: Rathual? I donôt see why not, do you?  

ALEX:  Eh? But/ 

ABADDON: Time displacement? Usually quite tricky, but in this case we can pull it off, 

yes? 

ALEX:  No I/ 

ABADDON: Itôs an isolated room or thereabouts, no-one else involved to mess with cause-

and-affect. Pretty straight forward. I can drop you off before this even started 

and weôre all happy. You get your wish and I really need to get back to work. 

CHRIS: Great, yes, Iôll go back, none of thisôll have happened. Perfect. 

Rathual takes Chris by the arm and leads him off stage right 

ALEX:  Heôs still lost his soul hasnôt he? 
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ABADDON: His wish was granted, so yes. But now it hasnôt happened... not sure, Iôll get 

my legal team to look into it. In the meantime heôll be returned a few hours 

before any of this. The memories wonôt go into long-term, so after a few 

minutes heôll forget everything thatôs happened. 

ALEX:  And us? If it didnôt happen we wouldnôt be here either. 

ABADDON: Perfect. Bye bye! 

ALEX:  No! We canôt leave, Gordon weôve got to stop him! 

ABADDON: Sorry guys, itôs going to take more than a ladle. My advice, just go home, 

enjoy your last few hours before the fun starts 

GORDON: Whatôs going to happen? 

ABADDON: Oh letôs just say it starts with ñSò and ends in ñlaughterò, Bwahahahahaaaa! 

Lights fade down 

  



david@crabbit.com The Hole v1.1 

 42 

SCENE 4 
Gordon Wallisôs bedsit. Morning 

There is a bed, lamp-stand, chair, a chest of drawers with a cardboard box on top of it. There 

is a poster of a footballer on the wall. There is no window. The set is the same as in Scene 1 

without the hole or the bloody handprint. 

Gordon (with a clean shirt and no gouge in head), Alex and Chris are standing in the room. 

 

 

CHRIS: Weôre back! No hole! It never happened! 

GORDON: Yet. Weôre back before it started 

CHRIS: Iôve got all my limbs! We did it! Yes! Just go to bed, pretend nothing ever 

happened and itôll all be fine! Thank god! 

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: What did he mean? Begins with ñSò and ends in ñlaughterò? Whatôs... slaffter? 

ALEX:  Slaughter, the slaughter of the whole human race, heôs going to kill us all 

GORDON: I was right, it was a bad thing 

ALEX:  But our hole, that was a good thing. Our poxy little hole, kept him busy all 

morning. He said that ï kept him busy. Thatôs why he let us off so easily, so he 

could get back to work. Back to destroying everything. 

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

GORDON: (to Alex) Whatôre you up to, whatôs that for? 

ALEX:  We canôt let him win! Iôve just realised, we can keep him busy. Save the 

planet. Weôll do it all again. And again. Keep him busy, in a loop. Forever. 

GORDON: Eh? 

Alex steels himself, takes a deep breath and smashes Gordon over the head with the ladle. 

Gordon crumples but doesnôt fall entirely over as expected, instead he staggers around, 

dazed 

GORDON: Aaaaargh! What was that for?! 

CHRIS: Jesus! Alex! 

ALEX:  I ï eh/ 

GORDON: You -  

Gordon launches himself at Alex who tries to hold back Gordonôs charge. Blood from 

Gordonôs gashes forehead transfers to Alexôs hand. Alex, breathing hard, leans against the 

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

GORDON: (in mid-attack he sees the handprint) Argh! 

Gordon points at the wall and all three stare at it 

ALEX:  Yes! See, this is how it starts. This is how we go back, into the loop. If we do 

that weôll keep Abaddon busy forever 

CHRIS: And us! Weôll be doing this forever 
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ALEX:  Itôs your best chance Chris, youôve lost your soul otherwise 

CHRIS: Oh yes... 

GORDON: Well Iôm not doing it. Thatôs worse than death! Itôs bad enough we had to go 

through it once 

ALEX:  Who said itôs been just the once? 

GORDON: The loop could already have started? 

ALEX:  Itôs a loop, it doesnôt have a start, thatôs why itôs a loop. But we do need to 

hurry. He said our memory would fade as we rejoined the timeline 

CHRIS: Iôm going for more tequila, I canôt do this sober 

GORDON: Thousands of years of folk doing what they liked and itôs us that have to pay 

the price, fucking typical (resigned to his fate) OK, what do we do? I lie here 

and bleed? 

ALEX: Thatôs 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:  Thatôs for throwing me in the hole in the first place! 

Pause 

ALEX:  Right. Well. Done it 

He cleans his hands and the ladle on Gordonôs shirt, then stands, faces the audience 
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ALEX:  (addressing audience) Sharon, hi. Listen, Iôm glad I bumped into you. I just 

wondered if youôd like to go out for a drink with me. You would! Great! 

Tonight? Erm, no, sorry, Iôm busy. Iôve got this thing on. Next week? 

Probably not. In fact Iôll probably be busy for oh, the rest of eternity. Stuck 

here, saving the world, or at least buying us some time. (pause) Thereôs a 

universe out there somewhere just like this one except Sharon and I did go 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 be. This one... (Alex is becoming confused, his 

memory slipping) this one ï what? What was I going to say? (pause) Nope. Itôs 

gone. (pause, Alex exits through the door, shouting over his shoulder) 

Goodnight. 

Lights fade down 

THE END 
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FURNITURE AND PROPERTY LIST 
 

Further dressing may be added at the directorôs discretion 

SCENE 1 
 

On stage: hole (small, approx. 3 foot wide) ï matt black circular rubber matting 

 bed 

 lamp-stand with electrical cord 

 chair 

 chest of drawers. On it: bottle of water, cardboard box:  

 cardboard box (ñGW Kitchenò written in black marker pen). In it: wooden 

spoon, tape, coat hanger 

 rear wall (old chipped paintwork). On it: bloodied handprint, poster of a 

footballer (arms out to side, celebration of a goal) 

 door (with coat hooks) 

 meter ï on the wall by the door 

 

Personal: Gordon: dried blood on his forehead and shirt, tissue paper on head, held in 

place with an elastic band, ladle, mobile phone 

  Alex: jacket, mobile phone, thumb ring 

 

 

SCENE 2 
 

On stage: hole (large, dominates stage) ï matt black circular rubber matting 

 bed (on itôs side) 

 heaped crumpled sheet from bed 

 lamp-stand converted to crucifix with coat hanger and footballer poster 

 chair 

 chest of drawers. On it: bottle of water 

 cardboard box: (ñGW Kitchenò written in black marker pen). In it: wooden 

spoon, tape 

 rear wall (old chipped paintwork). On it: bloodied handprint 

 door (with coat hooks) 

 meter ï on the wall by the door 

 

Personal: Gordon: dried blood on his forehead and shirt, tissue paper on head, held in 

place with an elastic band, ladle 

  Alex: jacket, mobile phone, thumb ring 
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SCENE 3 
 

On stage: Spaceship/futuristic lab computer panels 

 Ship Captainôs chair 

 

 

Off stage: scroll (Rathual) 

 trolley (Rathual) 

  clipboard full of papers (Rathual) 

 

Personal: Gordon: dried blood on his forehead and shirt, tissue paper on head, held in 

place with an elastic band, ladle, nappy, ladle 

  Alex: jacket, thumb ring 

 Rathual: Barbarella-looking outfit (e.g. silver foil short dress), high heels, 

Gordonôs mobile phone, PDA Tablet 

 Abaddon: white tracksuit, bling, cigar, pen 

 

 

SCENE 4 
 

On stage:  bed 

 lamp-stand with electrical cord 

 chair 

 chest of drawers. On it: bottle of water, cardboard box:  

 cardboard box (ñGW Kitchenò written in black marker pen). In it: wooden 

spoon, tape, coat hanger, ladle 

 rear wall (old chipped paintwork). On it: poster of a footballer (arms out to 

side, celebration of a goal) 

 door (with coat hooks) 

 meter ï on the wall by the door 

 

Personal: Gordon: clean shirt, no blood 

  Alex: jacket, thumb ring 

 

 

  




