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Synopsis 
This absurd one act play features five characters : a 'cool guy', a woman in a hurry, a neurotic, a 'doom 
merchant' and an amateur sleuth. They have no need of forenames or surnames and are referred to in the 
script simply by their character trait (except for Dick, the amateur sleuth).  

It is a lovely spring day in an urban conurbation. Cool Guy is settling on a park bench to read the paper 
when Woman rushes on with a box. Before Cool Guy can say no, the box has been left on the bench with 
instructions that the box cannot be moved, knocked, tilted or opened.  

A series of motley characters then begin to arrive, each with a theory about the contents of the box. 
Neurotic, spurred on by a Government leaflet recently received, is convinced it contains a bomb. Neurotic 
contacts the police, but they are busy dealing with a cat up a tree! Doom Merchant is equally convinced 
(because of the same leaflet) that it contains anthrax. They phone the police again, but they are now dealing 
with a threatened suicide jumper in the local apartment block. So they take it on themselves to warn the 
public, much to Cool Guy's amazement and amusement.  

Thank goodness for Dick, the amateur sleuth, who on arrival uses fact and logic to disprove all their 
theories. The problem is that Dick thinks that the box contains a severed human head from a Mafia killing! 
Cool Guy has had enough and waves the box above his head to prove that it is "... just a cardboard box ...", 
only to be caught by Woman who lambasts Cool Guy for being untrustworthy. Still, everything's all right 
now. Isn't it?  

Scene 
A park bench in a run down inner city park. Early spring.  

Characters  
All the following characters are designated in the script according to their particular traits. Thus, with the 
exception of Woman, male or female actors can play any part. All characters will be referred to as he/she. It 
may be necessary to slightly alter the mild expletives used occasionally, to suit the usage by a man or a 
woman in a particular role. 

Cool Guy („Cool‟) - level headed and objective with a cynical wit, dressed smart-casual 
Woman - 'flappy' in character. Must have green hair! 
Neurotic („Neuro‟) - compulsive obsessive, house is probably immaculately tidy. 
Doom Merchant („Doom‟) - dour, humourless. (If young, dress as a 'Goth'. If older, dress as an 'Anorak') 
Amateur Sleuth („Dick‟) - has been reading too many cheap detective novels, an English Bogart 

(The name in brackets denotes the abbreviated name used in the script). 

Essential Properties 

x A cardboard box about 30cm (12") square 
x Three park benches (one smashed and broken, and one burnt but recognisable. If required, these two 

can be omitted) 
x A rubbish bin (US : a public trash can) 
x A newspaper 
x Carrier bags (US : plastic grocery bags) containing tins of baked beans  
x A mobile phone 

Additional props and scenery should be used as required to depict a run-down inner city park. 

Sound Effects 
Continuous bird song (optional). 

Lighting 
A bright spring morning. 

Conventions Used 
Text in upper case is shouted, and underlined text is spoken with emphasis. 
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Lights up to reveal Cool seated on the usable park bench reading a newspaper. Woman rushes on from SL 
holding a cardboard box. The box is about 30cms/12” square and is tied with string. Woman is obviously 
agitated. Cool only gives her a passing glance then goes back to the newspaper. Eventually Woman puts the 
box down very carefully at the other end of the bench to Cool, who watches the operation with mild curiosity. 
The bench should only be big enough to house the box and Cool with just enough room for one other person to 
squeeze in without unduly dislodging the box. Woman looks at her watch. 

Woman (To Cool) Would you mind looking after my box? 
Cool I beg your pardon? 
Woman My box. Just watch it for me. 
Cool Er … hang on! 
Woman Please, I normally wouldn‟t ask but it‟s an emergency. Please don‟t open it. And … and 

don‟t give it a sudden knock … Don‟t tilt it or lift it up … Just don‟t move it. I‟ll be 
back as soon as I can. 

Woman runs off SR. 

Cool Whoa! What‟s in it? Oi! I never said that I … It‟s nothing to do with me. Why can‟t I 
move it? Oh great! No, nothing to do with me. I never said I‟d be responsible for it. 
(Enter Neuro from SL carrying two heavy supermarket carrier bags. Obviously weary, Neuro 
stops by the bench, sees the box, looks left and right, then back to the box and bends down to 
move it). No! 

Neuro (Jumps back) What on earth? 
Cool Don‟t move the box. 
Neuro You gave me a fright! 
Cool Sorry. Just don‟t move the box. 
Neuro Is it yours? 
Cool No. 
Neuro Oh well then. (Bends down to pick it up). 
Cool No! You mustn‟t move it. 
Neuro It‟s not yours. 
Cool I … sort of said I‟d … mind it. 
Neuro But I want to sit down. 
Cool There‟s another bench up there. (Points to the broken bench or off stage to SL). 
Neuro It was smashed up by vandals last week. 
Cool What about that one over there. (Points to the burnt bench or off stage to SR). 
Neuro Someone‟s tried to set it alight. 
Cool You can still sit on it. 
Neuro I‟ll get soot on my clothes. Look, this is ridiculous. I want to sit here. (Bends again and 

goes to pick the box up). 
Cool No! You can‟t move it. 
Neuro Why? What‟s in it? 
Cool I don‟t know. 
Neuro What do you mean you don‟t know? 
Cool I don‟t know what is in the box but the woman who left it said it can‟t be moved, 

opened, tilted or knocked. 
Neuro (Horror stricken) Good God! And you just let her walk off? 
Cool Yes. 
Neuro Tch, tch, tch! 
Cool What else could I do? 
Neuro What do you think is in it? 
Cool How should I know? 
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Neuro And didn‟t you even think of asking? 
Cool I tried but she sort of rushed off. 
Neuro Rushed off? That‟s not a good sign. 
Cool Sign? 
Neuro Rushing off. Not good. 
Cool Well she probably … had to be somewhere … I don‟t know. 
Neuro Or … she wanted to get as far from the blast as possible. 
Cool (Can‟t have heard right) What did you say? 
Neuro The blast! … Get away from it. 
Cool What … blast? 
Neuro When it goes off! 
Cool When what goes off? 
Neuro The bomb! 
Cool A bomb! 
Neuro I can see that it hasn‟t even entered your mind. 
Cool Let me get this right. Are you saying that there‟s a bomb in that box? (Looks at Neuro 

expecting a smile. Neuro, however, is deadly serious). Oh for… ! A bomb? 
Neuro What else could it be? 
Cool (Laughs) Oh, God, a thousand things. 
Neuro Such as? 
Cool I don‟t know … er … a glass bowl. (Goes back to newspaper). 

Pause. Neuro stands with folded arms and stares at Cool. 

Neuro That‟s one. 
Cool Sorry? (Looks up from newspaper). 
Neuro You said a thousand things. A glass bowl, that‟s one: Just another nine hundred and 

ninety nine things to go. 
Cool You‟re being ridiculous. 
Neuro Tell me. Does this list of yours include a bomb? 
Cool Well … 
Neuro Well? 
Cool Well … I suppose it has to do … but I mean …a bomb? 
Neuro Why not? 
Cool You don‟t get bombs round here do you. 
Neuro You wouldn‟t have said that sixty years ago. 
Cool What do you mean? 
Neuro Bombs round here. 
Cool What, the Second World War? 
Neuro They say several bombs dropped round here. My mum‟s neighbour, Mrs Wilkins was 

killed while she was sat on the privy. 
Cool Well yes, but that was the Second World War. 
Neuro And now we‟re fighting in the Third World War. 
Cool (Appearing to be very concerned) Third World War? 
Neuro (Pleased to have got the message across) Yes … Third World War. 
Cool Wow! I missed that one! Well, that‟s what you get for buying a crap newspaper. 

(Examining the newspaper). You‟d have thought they‟d have at least given it a mention. 
Who is it this time? Not the Germans again?! 

Neuro (Annoyed at being ridiculed) It‟s the international war on terrorism … actually! 
Cool (Nonchalantly) Oh. (Then a thought). Are you saying that the woman who left this box is 

a terrorist? 
Neuro She might be. 
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Cool Jesus! 
Neuro We‟ve all been told to be vigilant. 
Cool She was no more a terrorist than my Aunt Fanny. 
Neuro How do you know? 
Cool Well … she … 
Neuro Didn‟t look like one? 
Cool Yeah! 
Neuro So, what does a terrorist look like then? 
Cool Come again? 
Neuro Describe a terrorist to me. 
Cool Now look here … 
Neuro Oh silly me, of course. They all wear a balaclava with slitty eyes and a Tee shirt with 

“I‟m a Terrorist” written on the back. 
Cool There‟s no need to be sarcastic. 
Neuro I‟d rather be sarcastic than dead. Anyone could be a terrorist. 
Cool Anyone? Absolutely anyone could be a terrorist? 
Neuro Yes! 
Cool Is there a pack you can send off for then? The ACME terrorist starter pack? What do 

you get? A stick of dynamite, a balaclava with slitty eyes and detailed plans of the 
American Embassy? 

Neuro You might well laugh. It could be anyone. Your next-door neighbour. 
Cool (Appalled at the idea) Who …Frank!? He‟s ninety-two and riddled with arthritis! 
Neuro I was speaking figuratively. 
Cool Hang on! No! I know what a terrorist looks like. She‟s got a warty face, a bent back, a 

black cape and a tall pointy black hat and carries a broomstick! 
Neuro That‟s a witch! 
Cool No! It‟s just an old woman who‟s wearing a black cape and a tall pointy hat who‟s just 

bought a broomstick and is carrying it home! 
Neuro Ha ha … very clever!  
Cool Look. Move … The … Damn … Box! Move the box and sit down. 
Neuro But you said I can‟t move it. 
Cool No … I … didn‟t, the woman who left it did. She said that it couldn‟t be opened … 
Neuro … tilted etc … Yes, I know. So if I do move the box … bang! 
Cool Oh … whatever! 
Neuro (Pause) I don‟t believe it. You‟re really not bothered are you? There could be anything 

in that box. 
Cool Don‟t start all that again. (Neuro slowly approaches the box bends and puts an ear to it). 

Now what are you doing? 
Neuro Sssh! I‟m listening. 
Pause. 

Cool What for? 
Neuro Ticking. 
Cool Ticking? 
Neuro Yes, ticking. 
Cool So … all bombs tick do they? 
Neuro Some do. 
Cool Oh right. And if it is ticking? It could be a clock. Don‟t you think? 
Neuro Or a bomb! (Straightens up and gets a mobile phone from a pocket). Do you think we 

should call the police? 
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Cool Er … Hello! … There‟s no „we‟ here. Call the police if you want, just don‟t involve me 
in your delusions. 

Neuro Alright! Do you think I should call the police? 
Cool Look! Please … leave me out of it, okay? Call the police if you want. I expect that 

you‟ll only get a caution for wasting their time. 
Neuro (In a quandary) But that‟s what the leaflet says. 
Cool Leaflet? 
Neuro The one that came through the door a couple of weeks ago … you know! We all got 

one, telling us what to do in the event of a disaster or terrorist attack, and it says that we 
have to report all suspicious packages. 

Cool Well there you are then. 
Neuro You did get a leaflet didn‟t you? 
Cool I dunno … I think so, yeah. 
Neuro You think so? 
Cool Yeah, I think I did. 
Neuro And what did you do with it? 
Cool Er …oh God, I don‟t know … put it down somewhere I suppose. 
Neuro Did you read it? 
Cool The first page maybe. 
Neuro (With incredulity) Unbelievable! 
Cool What do you mean? 
Neuro That leaflet could save your life. It‟s got all sorts in it: How to cope with radiation or a 

gas attack; The different types of nerve agent and what the symptoms are; How to make 
your house gas-proof with a couple of bin liners and a roll of masking tape. 

Cool A couple of bin liners and a roll of masking tape? Sounds like a good night out to me. 
Neuro And are you washing you empty milk containers out? Filling them with fresh water and 

storing them? 
Cool Er … no! 
Neuro Stocking up on tinned food? It‟s what I‟m on my way back from doing as a matter of 

fact. 
Cool Good for you. 
Neuro (Rummages in carrier bags. Produces a can of baked beans and thrusts it towards Cool) 

Baked beans! 
Cool Sorry? 
Neuro Baked beans! 
Cool What? All baked beans? 
Neuro Yep. I‟m gradually filling my spare bedroom up. 
Cool With baked beans? 
Neuro Mostly. The leaflet says that baked beans are a good emergency food, full of protein 

and fibre. 
Cool Is this leaflet sponsored by Heinz? 
Neuro No, it isn‟t! 
Cool So … let me get this right. As soon as the siren sounds and the mushroom cloud‟s gone 

up. You are going to seal yourself into your spare bedroom with a couple of bin liners 
and a roll of masking tape … and eat baked beans. 

Neuro Yes. 
Cool Well I wouldn‟t light any matches. 
Neuro Why? 
Cool You‟ll go up like a roman bloody candle. 
Neuro Oh this is pointless. You stick you head in a bucket of sand if you want. I‟m ringing the 

police. (Dials). 
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Enter Doom from SR. He/she has come out to enjoy the spring sunshine „while it lasts‟. He/she walks to SL and 
sees the bench that has been „smashed up‟ and makes a disapproving grimace. The same reaction follows when 
he/she moves to DSR and sees the partly burned bench. He/she then moves behind the bench that Cool and the 
box are sat on. He/she looks from Cool to the box and back again. 

Doom (To Cool) This yours? (Indicating the box). 
Cool (Resolutely. Lesson learned!) No! 
Doom is about to pick the box up. 

Neuro (Seeing what is about to happen) Don‟t touch that box! 
Doom (With a start) I only want to sit down. 
Neuro It‟s got a bomb in it. 
Doom Bloody hell! 
Cool You don‟t know that! Don‟t frighten people. 
Doom A bomb? 
Neuro Yes you know „big bangy boom-boom‟. Body parts laid in the street. (Point at Cool.) 

He/she allowed a stranger to leave it on the bench. Apparently we‟re not allowed to lift 
it up, knock it, open or tilt it. 

Doom Or else what? 
Cool No don‟t … we‟ve done that bit. To cut a long story short he/she thinks that the woman 

who left it is on the FBI‟s list of the top ten most wanted terrorists. 
Neuro Ha, ha! Not funny. (The phone call has now been answered). Ooh, hang on! Hello, police? 
Neuro wanders off and has a „silent‟ conversation. 

Doom (To Cool) Police? 
Cool (Mockingly) I know. 
Doom But it‟s only a bloody box. What‟s in it? 
Cool I dunno. A woman just left it and asked me, or more like told me, to look after it until 

she came back. 
Doom Queer? 
Cool Yeah. 
Doom And him/her over there thinks it‟s a bomb? 
Cool Ha! Yeah! (Doom bends and sniffs at the box). What are you doing? 
Doom Wonderful sense, smell. You can tell all sorts from smell. 
Cool Such as? 
Doom Semtex. 
Cool Semtex! 
Doom Yes, it has a sort of almond and diesel whiff. 
Cool (Becoming suspicious) How do you know? 
Doom Haven‟t you read the leaflet? 
Cool (Guardedly) No. 
Doom Yes, (as if repeating word for word from the „leaflet‟) “Semtex is the favoured explosive 

agent of the terrorist due to it‟s availability and it‟s destructive effects when detonated 
in confined areas”. 

Cool Right. And, er … is that what‟s in the box? 
Doom No. 
Cool Oh, good. 
Doom No. Whatever‟s in here has more of an earthy, sweaty, strawy smell with a hint of stale 

urine. 
Cool Oh lovely. 
Doom Not a bomb. 
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Cool Thought not. (Attempting to gang up on Neuro) I think that him /her over there, (pointing at 
Neuro) is a bit of a … you know … nutter. 

Doom (Hasn‟t really heard Cool‟s last comment and just stares at the box) Not a bomb. More likely 
a chemical or biological weapon. 

Cool just stares at Doom. 

Cool (Slowly realising) Hang on! 
Doom What? 
Cool Alright, you‟ve got me. Ha! Nice one! 
Doom What are you talking about? 
Cool This is a set up isn‟t it? Alright fellas, you can come out! 
Doom Who are you talking to? 
Cool Camera crew. 
Doom What camera crew? 
Cool ‘Candid Camera‟ you know, „Beadles About‟! 
Doom This isn‟t „Candid Camera‟. 
Cool Oh come on, give it up. I‟ve rumbled you. 
Doom Look, I‟m not from „Candid Camera‟! 
Cool (To Doom) Come on just give me the form. 
Doom What form? 
Cool To say that you can use me in the programme. (Doom looks totally baffled. Pause. A 

terrible realisation slowly sinks in). You‟re not from „Candid Camera‟ are you? You‟re 
both serious aren‟t you? 

Doom Well, I certainly am. 
Cool Oh shhhhhhit!  
Doom Biological I‟d say. Yeah. Anthrax. Probably planning to pour it into the reservoir. 
Cool Anthrax? 
Neuro (Having now finished the call to the police. Moves to R of bench) They said that they‟d send 

a patrol car round. 
Cool What, not a Bomb Squad helicopter? No emergency planning mandarin from the local 

council. I was half expecting the Sally Army to come and set up a soup kitchen. Pity, I 
could do with a coffee. 

Neuro (Sighs) They said … that we‟ve got to move well away from the box and stop anyone 
else getting near. So, come on … (Cool and Doom stay put). Aren‟t you coming? 

Cool When‟s the squad car due round? 
Neuro Well they‟ve got a cat up a tree and a flasher in the local shopping centre to sort out 

first. 
Cool I can see they‟re pulling out all the stops. You‟ve got „em worried. 
Neuro You‟ve got to evacuate. 
Cool Listen, if that is a bomb and it goes off, I‟ll evacuate alright. Until then I‟ll stay and 

read my newspaper. Anyway, it‟s not a bomb. 
Neuro Oh for … 
Doom No, it‟s a biological contaminant. 
Neuro A biological …? 
Doom … contaminant. 
Cool Anthrax. 
Neuro Anthrax? Oh my God! (Backing away rubbing hands down front as if brushing away 

imagined dirt). 
Doom Get it into the local water supply and Bob‟s your Uncle. Thousands dead. 
Cool (Slowly shaking head) Deary, deary me. 
Neuro How can you be sure? 
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Doom Have you read the leaflet? 
Neuro (Suddenly realising). Oh of course! Earthy, sweaty, strawy … 
Doom & Neuro … with a hint of stale urine. 
Neuro I didn‟t smell … 
Doom And I‟m a butcher in an abattoir, smelt the lot. Foot and mouth, swine fever, anthrax. 

Hey, I‟ve had mad cow disease three times. 
Cool Really? I‟d never have guessed! 
Neuro But what can we do? 
Doom Nothing. 
Neuro What do you mean? 
Doom Anthrax is one of the most deadly diseases known to man. Just being stood as close as 

we are is probably enough. 
Neuro You‟re joking. 
Doom Can you hear me laughing? No, they‟ll put a two-hundred metre cordon around us, then 

a load of blokes in nuclear, biological and chemical suits will … (as if relishing the 
thought.) … strip us naked and scrub us all over with stiff bristled brushes until we‟re 
red raw. 

Neuro Goodness gracious! 
Cool Right! That‟s it. I‟ve had enough! I came to sit on this bench on a lovely spring 

morning for some peace and quiet and to read my newspaper. I have tried to make it 
clear that I have not accepted responsibility for this … damned … box along with it‟s 
twenty megaton nuclear bomb or virus, bloody X, or whatever it is! This box is nothing 
whatsoever to do with me. Now, just go away, and stop bothering me! 

Neuro Well what an attitude! “Nothing to do with me!”. Sweep it under the carpet. Western 
civilisation is facing its biggest threat since The Osmonds, and all you want to do is 
read your book? 

Doom And what will you be doing when you‟re in the last stages of Anthrax? 
Cool What? 
During Doom‟s next speech, as he/she lists the various body parts Neuro sticks out his/her tongue and holds it, 
feels his/her neck, rubs a hand over his/her lower abdomen and finally puts a hand round to his/her backside. 

Doom Swollen tongue, enlarged glands, renal failure and rectal prolapse. 
Neuro Oh my God! 
Cool (Thinks) I‟ll be finishing off my twelve year old single malt, listening to „Dark Side Of 

The Moon‟ and smoking the longest spliff you‟ve ever seen. 
Neuro Oh, just as I thought. Thinking of yourself. What about helping people who are less 

fortunate? 
Cool What? You mean like looking for someone‟s missing rabbit? 
Neuro No! Comforting others whose disease is more advanced. 
Cool Oh I see what you mean. (Thinks). Nope. Doors locked and loaded shotgun across my 

lap. 
Neuro What a cold person you are. 
Cool At least I won‟t be sat farting all over the place. 
Doom Er … this arguing isn‟t really helping the situation is it? 
Neuro You‟re right. We need action. 
Doom Need to do something. 
Neuro Be decisive. 
Doom Make decisions. 
Neuro Action not words 
Doom The lives of thousands of people are in our hands. 
Neuro Do you think so? 
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Doom No doubt about it. 
Neuro So … what do we do? 
Doom What? 
Cool I‟m going to run around and pretend that I‟m a teapot. (Runs around using arms to suggest 

a handle and a spout, teapot fashion). I‟m a teapot … I‟m a teapot! 
Neuro You‟re enjoying this aren‟t you? 
Cool Well I‟ve given up all hope of reading my newspaper! 
Doom We need to warn people to stay away. 
Neuro That‟s a good idea. 
Doom (Shouting out to audience) Attention everyone! This is a public protection announcement. 

There is a box full of deadly anthrax in the park. Please clear the area, go home, close 
all windows and doors, and turn on the television and await further instructions! (Moves 
position and is about to shout again). Attention everyone … 

Cool Hang on! That‟s enough. I think you‟ve scared the life out of enough people for one 
day. You don‟t want to start some kind of mass panic do you? 

Doom But the people need to be told. 
Cool I just don‟t think you ought to be shouting things like that. The next thing you know 

we‟ll have a crowd … 
Doom But I‟ve just told them to stay away! 
Cool … we‟ll have a crowd, because that‟s what people do, and if, and it‟s a big if, there is 

anything deadly in that box, which I doubt, then all you‟re going to do is contaminate 
more of the population! 

Doom But … 
Cool Plus … you‟re going to frighten the crap out of people! 
Doom But … 
Cool And on top of that we‟ll have the press here like flies round a „doggy-do‟. 
Doom Ah, now were getting there aren‟t we? 
Cool Sorry? 
Doom Well up to now it‟s been “nothing in that box”, “couple of nutters”. Now, when there‟s 

a possibility of the papers getting involved, you‟re hedging your bets. 
Cool Oh please! 
Doom Yes! Because, (pointing to box) if that box does contain anything nasty and I‟m proved 

right and a national disaster is averted, you‟ll be the one that doubted … you‟ll be the 
one who did nothing! 

Neuro Er … there was me as well. 
Doom What? 
Neuro You said if you were proved right … I … er … sort of got the ball rolling … if you 

know what I mean. 
Doom Oh? … Yes! I‟m with you … yes of course, I meant you too. 
Neuro Thanks. 
Cool Okay, fine, make a couple of asses of yourselves, I‟m not bothered. 
Doom No not asses, we wont be asses … we‟ll be celebrities sunshine. While you‟re being 

pilloried and hounded out of your house by hate mail and bricks through your window, 
I‟ll be doing talk shows … 

Neuro We … 
Doom Yes … we‟ll be doing talk shows and photo shoots and going to celeb bashes. “It 

doesn‟t take superman to save the world”, I‟ll say, “Just an ordinary person who dared 
to question.”! 

Cool (Under breath) Jesus. 
Doom I might even get onto „Ready, Steady, Cook‟! 
Neuro (Slightly irritated) Yes … we might … mightn‟t we! 
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Doom Sorry! That‟s what I meant. 
Neuro Anyway, I‟d better call the police again. 
Cool No, no, let him/her call his/her agent first! 
Doom Very funny! 
Neuro (Dials again) … Oh hello police? It‟s me again … I called a couple of minutes ago 

about the bomb in the park? … yeah … right … right. When is the car coming? … oh 
… oh good. (To Cool and Doom). The cat‟s out of the tree. (Back to the phone). Sorry? … 
Yes …Oh God! (To Cool and Doom). And the flasher‟s barricaded himself into a lift. (To 
phone). Yes? …Oh no!… Oh dear. (To Cool and Doom). They‟ve now got some poor 
soul out on a window ledge of a block of flats threatening to jump. (To Phone). Look, 
there‟s been a development … We now think that it‟s some kind of biological agent … 

Doom (Calling over to Neuro) Anthrax! 
Neuro Yes that‟s right, Anthrax … It smells like it … Earthy, sweaty, with a hint of stale urine 

… Anthrax! … We need someone here soon really, you know, some backup … Oh, 
alright then … and we wait for you to arrive? So, what should we do now? … Right … 
Okay. 

Doom Don‟t forget the reservoir! 
Neuro Hang on a minute … (To Doom). What? 
Doom Reservoir! 
Neuro Ooh yes! (To phone). Put a cordon round the reservoir … reservoir! Yes … because 

that‟s where they‟ll put the anthrax of course! (To Cool and Doom). Another one who 
hasn‟t read the leaflet. (To phone). So we‟ll stay put until you arrive then? … Okay, bye. 
(Rings off). We‟ve got to stay with the box to prevent us spreading the disease and 
they‟ll be here as soon as they‟ve dealt with the man on the ledge of Denham Flats. 

Cool Denham Flats? Did you say Denham Flats? 
Neuro Yes. 
Cool Well that‟s Denham Flats there. (Points off to a mutually agreed point that is „Denham 

Flats‟. NOTE : In the UK an apartment building is known as a block of flats).  
Neuro Oh God, yeah! 
Doom Bloody hell! 
Cool Must be at the other side. 
Doom Yeah, can‟t see him. 
Neuro What if he jumps? 
Cool (Sarcastically stating the obvious). Then he‟ll … probably die. 
Neuro Oh Christ! 
Cool But that‟s what he wants anyway. 
Neuro What, to die? 
Cool Well … yeah. Why else would he be up there? 
Doom He‟d only be avoiding the rush anyway. (Cool and Neuro look at Doom). He would … 

don‟t look at me like that! If we‟re right about the contents of that box, and I think we 
are, then he‟ll be lucky. A quick death as opposed to a slow lingering one. Unless of 
course he survives, legs mashed to a pulp, massive spinal damage and serious internal 
injuries, rest of his life on a life support machine … (Shouts, as if he is a nurse trying to 
get through to a comatose patient). “Wink once for yes and twice for no!”. Incontinent of 
both faeces and urine, and fed through a tube into his stomach. In fact, in a worse state 
than he was when he climbed out onto that ledge … probably. 

Cool Is it being so positive that keeps you going? 
Neuro If only there was something we could do. 
Doom Forget him. Lost cause. The best thing we could do is stay put. 
Neuro It‟s what the police said. Stay put.  
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Doom (Moves to the bench and surveys the gap between Cool and the box). Do you think you could 
budge up a bit … without disturbing the box, like? 

Cool Oh … er … yeah, I think so. 
Cool moves up and Doom sits, there is only just room. 

Doom That‟s better. Could be here a long time. (Cool is in obvious discomfort. Neuro moves to the 
end of the box where Cool is sitting and edges him/herself onto the arm of the bench requiring 
little shuffles from Cool and Doom. There is a long pause during which some business may 
occur to emphasise Cool‟s discomfort). Do you think they‟ll shoot us? 

Cool What!? 
Neuro Shoot us? 
Doom To contain the epidemic. That‟s what they do. Sacrifice the few to save the many. I‟ve 

read it in books. 
Neuro I hope not. 
Cool It would certainly ruin my day! 
Doom They might drop suicide pills from a helicopter. 
Cool (Gives the idea consideration). Wouldn‟t the down-draught spread the anthrax? 
Doom Oh yes of course. Yes. I hadn‟t thought about that … It‟ll probably be shooting then. 
Neuro I hope they‟re good shots. I don‟t want to suffer. 
Doom SAS snipers. It‟ll be quick. 
Cool They could dig a tunnel to us and pass the suicide pills up through the ground. 
Doom That‟s a good idea! (Cool grins and shakes his/her head). You‟re mocking me aren‟t you. 
Cool Noooo! Whatever gave you that idea? 
Doom Ha! Mock all you want. The Black Death will have nothing on this. 
Cool Very probably. 
Doom Do you think so? 
Cool You never know. 
Doom So, do you think it is Anthrax then? 
Cool That‟s what you said isn‟t it? 
Doom Yes. 
Cool There you are then … stop worrying. 
Doom I‟m not worried. No. I‟m not bothered. Kismet and all that … What will be, will be … 

But what if it‟s not Anthrax. 
Cool I thought you were sure? 
Doom I am, yes … I am … No doubt. It‟s anthrax all right. One hundred per cent … I think. 
Neuro It doesn‟t matter to the man on the window ledge. 
Doom Whether this is a bomb or anthrax or … just a piece of pottery. He‟s created his own 

hell and found the answer. 
Cool That‟s true. 
Neuro An answer? Jumping off the top of a block of flats is the answer? 
Cool Biggest decision he‟ll ever make. 
Doom The last decision he‟ll ever make! 
Cool Exactly. 
Pause. 

Doom Actually, I bet he feels really calm and at peace. 
Neuro What? With a two-hundred foot drop in front of him? 
Doom Yeah. Relaxed. Like me … I‟m relaxed. 
Neuro You‟re weird you are. 
Cool Have you only just noticed 
Neuro (To Doom). How could you feel relaxed? 
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Doom Because I‟ve accepted my fate. We have a lot in common with that man up there. 
Neuro How do you work that out then? 
Doom We‟re all waiting for the end to come; all waiting to die. 
Cool I hope not. I want to see if Sharon marries Kenny. 
Neuro Eh? 
Cool „The Estate‟ … you know. The Soap Channel, seven o‟clock, Tuesdays and Thursdays. 

We think Kenny‟s going to pop the question tonight. Unless of course, Chandelle gets 
there and asks Sharon first. (Cool sees Neuro looking puzzled). Sharon blows both ways if 
you know …what I … mean. No? (Sighs). Doesn‟t matter. 

Doom Yep, calm and serene. 
Neuro Poor man. I wonder what‟s driven him to it? 
Cool Well, there‟s a million different things that could be in that box. And you‟re certain it‟s 

Anthrax? 
Doom As … as certain as … as I … I can be. 
Cool Well, I‟m certain that in that tower block sat a poor, sad, tormented little man. Buffeted 

by misfortune. His wife‟s left him for a seventy-year-old bingo caller from Bridlington. 
His son is in jail for downloading images of bestiality from the Internet and his 
daughter has run off with a drug dealer with AIDS. His father was killed after being hit 
by a fragment of a Russian satellite that had re-entered the atmosphere but hadn‟t burnt 
up. What are the chances of that then, eh? 

Neuro Oh dear. 
Cool But, he pulled himself round. What else could go wrong? He was going to start a new 

life in New Zealand. Got a good job. Used all his life savings to get there. 
Neuro Oh, good. 
Cool But the dog ate the airline tickets. 
Neuro Oh no! 
Cool And it choked on a staple and died. 
Neuro Poor man! 
Cool Then he got the results of the blood tests. It‟s going to take months of chemotherapy 

and two major operations. But there‟s a hundred to one chance that he‟ll pull through 
… unless … 

Neuro Yes? 
Cool He is there to hear the reading of his father‟s will. His dad was a millionaire who 

owned a string of casinos in Las Vegas. If he gets the money he‟ll be able to go to 
America and get a new miracle cure. 

Neuro Brilliant! 
Cool But, at the reading he finds out that he was the milkman‟s son and he doesn‟t get a 

penny. It all goes to an aged prostitute who gave his father comfort and pleasure in his 
final years of life. 

Neuro The callous old … 
Enter Dick. He/she walks over and sits on the bench and gets out a packet of crisps and starts to eat them. 

Cool But he does not give up hope, he holds on to the last tenuous thread of hope. He wakes 
up this morning. The birds are singing; the sun is shining. It‟s been a terrible year but 
what else could possibly go wrong? He walks over to the window and opens it … to be 
greeted by … “There‟s a box of anthrax here, we‟re all going to die horribly!”. 

Neuro (Looking accusingly at Doom). Oh, I say! 
Doom I didn‟t say that … I didn‟t say that! 
Cool Which was the straw that broke the camels back. He just couldn‟t take any more. 
Doom I didn‟t say we were going to die horribly. 
Neuro Poor man. 
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Doom and Neuro are now transfixed on the flats. 

Cool (Looking from Doom to Neuro and back again). Losers! (He/she goes back to the bench, 
stopping when he/she sees Dick sat there eating crisps. Cool approaches the bench not knowing 
quite what to do. Stands behind the box and goes to move it, stops and glances across to the 
still transfixed Doom and Neuro then thinks better of it. Cool then approaches Dick, hesitates, 
then speaks). Excuse me but I was sat there, I had to comfort those two over there 
(Indicates Doom and Neuro). They‟ve just has some … er,  bad news. 

Dick (Looks over to Doom and Neuro). Oh? … Oh, I see. Well, right, okay. (Dick gets up and 
Cool sits in his/her place. Dick looks at the box. To Cool pointing at the box). Can I move 
this? 

Cool You can for me. 
The next sequence takes place in slow motion. Neuro sees Dick about to move the box and runs towards Dick. 

Neuro (With a deep voice to emphasise the slow motion). Nooooooo!!! 
Neuro pushes Dick off the box. Dick falls forward and to the floor, spilling and crushing the crisps on the way. 
The action returns to „real time‟. 

Dick What the bloody hell?!! (Gets to his/her feet, and adapts the pose of someone about to 
engage in karate). I can do karate! 

Neuro I‟m sorry. 
Dick Get back … get away I‟ll bloody have you … I can do karate! 
Neuro You were going to move the box. 
Dick How the hell was I to know it was your box? 
Neuro It‟s not mine. 
Dick What was all that about then? 
Neuro A … a woman left it. 
Dick A woman? What woman? 
Neuro I … we don‟t know. 
Doom She just left it, and asked him/her to look after it. (Points to Cool). 
Cool Don‟t bring me into it. 
Dick What‟s inside? (Pause. To Cool). Didn‟t she tell you?  
Cool (Irritated). No! 
Dick Well if she expects you to look after it I think you have a right to know what‟s inside. 

Could be anything. Have you had a look? 
Neuro No we haven‟t. 
Dick Don‟t you think you should? 
Neuro We can‟t. 
Dick Why? 
Pause. 

Cool (Sighs) Because … she said that it shouldn‟t be knocked, tilted, shaken or opened. 
Dick You what? 
Neuro (To Doom) He/she thinks it‟s Anthrax. 
Dick (Laughs) Anthrax? 
Doom (To Neuro) Only after you thought it was a bomb. 
Dick It gets better! (Looks at Cool who looks up to the sky, smiles and shakes head. Dick goes back 

to pick up crisps). Oh bloody hell, me crisps! 
Neuro I‟m sorry. 
Dick I should think you are! What a thing to do! 
Neuro We might have been blown up! 
Doom Or infected with anthrax. 
Dick (Immediately changing into „detective‟ mode). What makes you think it‟s a bomb? 
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Neuro Well …  the „not opening or knocking it‟ bit. You know … what else could it be? 
Dick (To Doom) And Anthrax because …? 
Doom It … er … it smells like it. 
Dick Oh I see. So let me get this right. A woman dumps this box. (To Cool). Was she in a 

hurry? 
Cool Yes, she seemed to be. 
Dick Was she agitated? 
 Cool Why do you want to know? 
Dick Just to get at the facts, get to the bottom of it. So, was she agitated? 
Cool Yes I suppose she was. 
Dick And she didn‟t tell you what is in the box? 
Cool No! 
Dick And you didn‟t think to ask? 
Cool Yes I tried, but as I said … she was in a hurry. She just ran off and said she‟d be back. 
Dick Did she tell you where she was going? 
Cool No she didn‟t. She just asked me to look after the flaming thing. I actually said that I 

wouldn‟t, but she didn‟t listen. Look, as far as I can see, this is no big deal. It‟s just a 
box. I was quite prepared to sit and mind it, then two of the „Four Horsemen of the 
Apocalypse‟ arrived and that‟s it: would the last person left alive please switch off the 
lights! Anyway, what‟s your game? Asking us all these questions? 

Dick I‟m merely examining all the facts. If you eliminate the impossible, whatever remains, 
however improbable, must be the truth. 

Cool Yes. And we‟ve all read the „Adventures Of Sherlock Holmes‟ but … 
Dick This woman, what did she look like? 
Cool Look like? 
Dick Yes, can you describe her? 
Cool I don‟t believe this! 
Pause. 

Dick Well? 
Cool Oh, God … er … I don‟t know … er … average height … er … oh, I don‟t know what 

she looked like! 
Dick Hair? 
Cool Yes, she had hair. 
Dick What colour was it?  
Cool Green! 
Dick Now you‟re taking the … 
Cool No, it was green, honest! 
Dick Green hair? 
Cool Yes … look I‟m not having you on. It was green. 
Neuro Some women do. 
Doom And men. 
Dick Green? 
Doom Yes. 
Dick I‟ve never seen anyone with green hair. 
Cool Not our fault. 
Dick Alright, what was she wearing? No … don‟t tell me, a dolphin costume and a superman 

cloak and she had wheels for feet! 
Cool Oh, you saw her as well? 
Dick Ha … ha! 
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Cool Well she was wearing (… describes Woman‟s costume …). I didn‟t notice what she had on 
her feet. Could have been wheels for all I know. 

Dick Did she have glasses? 
Cool Nope. 
Dick Contact lenses? 
Cool Oh, come on! 
Dick I could have told you. Earrings? 
Cool Don‟t know. 
Dick Any distinguishing features? 
Cool Green hair! 
Dick Apart from the green hair! 
Cool No. Oh, she was carrying a box. Did I mention that? 
Dick Right, lets examine what we have so far. 
Cool I am awake aren‟t I? 
Dick A woman arrives and dumps this box. (Points to box). 
Cool Just in case we get it mixed up with any other boxes that are lying around. 
Dick She seemed in a hurry. (A sudden thought strikes). Did she give the impression that 

someone was chasing her? 
Cool What do you mean? 
Dick Well … was she looking over her shoulder. Did she seem frightened? 
Cool Not particularly. She just put the box down very carefully and hurried off. 
Dick She put the box down carefully? 
Cool Yeah. 
Neuro Which is what made me think it‟s a bomb. 
Dick Ah, the bomb theory. Let‟s look at that shall we? If we were to accept that the box 

contains a bomb, we must assume that the woman who left it is, by definition, a 
terrorist. (Looks round for agreement). Yes? 

Doom & Neuro Yes … of course…(etc). 
Dick (To Neuro). Right. A terrorist‟s aim is to inflict terror and panic to the general 

population. They plant the bomb in an area that‟s going to create the maximum 
disruption to everyday life and cost businesses time and money. If the bomb does go 
off, it must cause the maximum collateral damage possible. However, a bomb placed 
here would only destroy a park bench, scorch a couple of trees and maybe kill a couple 
of squirrels.  

Cool Oh no! It would all escalate from there. The squirrels would blame the door mice and 
the river banks would be invaded because we all know that it‟s the water rats who are 
training the door mice. The water rats will make a retaliatory attack on the squirrels and 
the only ones to come out on top would be those low life … bloody … profiteering … 
gun-running rabbits.  

Dick (Obviously ignoring the last comment). So … a park is probably the last place a terrorist 
would leave a bomb. 

Neuro So it‟s not a bomb? 
Dick Probably not. No. 
Neuro Thank goodness for that!   
Dick Right, the anthrax theory. I can see where you‟re coming from. 
Cool (Under breath). Escaped from more like. 
Dick (To Cool). Look, if you don‟t like what we‟re trying to achieve here you are free to 

leave. 
Cool Leave? It‟s the most fun I‟ve had since me budgie died! 
Dick Then stop the wise cracks …(waiting for a reaction from Cool). Yes? 
Cool Okay …okay.  
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Dick A …biological terrorist would never leave his weapon un-attended. He‟d want to get to 
the target, deploy the bacteria and get as far away as possible before people actually 
started to become ill. 

Doom So this is neither a bomb nor a biological weapon? 
Dick No. 
Cool So? Come on then Sherlock … what is in the box? 
Dick (With dramatic coolness). A severed human head! 
General reaction from Cool, Neuro and Doom. 

Cool (Can‟t have heard right). What? 
Doom No! 
Neuro God preserve us! 
Cool (Mockingly). A…severed…human…head! I wonder what the chances are? 
Neuro What, of there being a severed human head in the box? 
Cool No. Of there being three complete nutters, all in the same place at the same time? 
Neuro You are rude! 
Dick No…no. Let the facts be our defence! We know that a woman, in an agitated state, left 

this box here. 
Cool Well…? 
Dick Did or did you not say that she seemed agitated? 
Cool Well…. yes…. sort of. 
Dick Which would suggest that she was an un-willing participant in some dastardly deed. 

Coerced into doing something that she didn‟t want to do. This box is about the size that 
could hold an average human head. Wouldn‟t you agree? 

Doom & Neuro Yes. 
Dick looks at Cool. 

Cool Yes … alright! It is about the right size. 
Dick And, leaving severed body parts in open public display bears all the hallmarks of a 

classic gangland killing. 
Neuro Gangland …? 
Dick (Menacingly) …killing! 
Doom (With macabre glee) I wonder who it is? 
Dick (Dismissively) Oh, just some petty crook who tried to muscle in on the gang‟s protection 

rackets. 
Neuro I‟d better call the police. (Gets mobile phone out again). 
Dick That‟s the last thing you should do! 
Neuro Why? 
Dick It‟s organised crime isn‟t it! They‟ve probably got a couple of bent cops on the payroll. 

They‟ll be able to trace you and … „Rub ya out‟. 
Neuro (Totally mystified). “Rub me out”? 
Dick Yeah, you know, „Kiss a forty-five and say nighty-night‟. 
Neuro (Still not understanding) “Forty-five”? Forty-five what? 
Dick Er … lets just say … I wouldn‟t make a Christmas list, kid. 
Neuro I never make Christmas lists. 
Doom Neither do I. I think it‟s cheeky. 
Dick (Running out of clichés) Erm … 
Cool What about (In the style of Bogey), “Put ya in concrete pyjamas, and tuck ya in to Hudson 

Bay”? 
Dick (Impressed) That‟s a good one! 
Neuro Look, what are you talking about? 
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Dick They‟ll get a hit man to assassinate you. 
Neuro (Shocked) Oh my God! 
Dick Walk up to your bed whilst you‟re asleep, and bang, bang, bang! (Pause. Dick 

approaches Neuro menacingly. He/she is enjoying this). It‟s usually three shots … genitals, 
chest, then head. 

Neuro But I‟ve rung the police twice already. 
Dick You haven‟t! 
Neuro Once about the bomb and again about the Anthrax. 
Dick They‟ll be on to you then. Yes, definitely marked out for execution. 
Neuro Execution? (Buckles at the knee). Ooh, I‟ve come over all funny! 
Cool (Rushes up to Neuro and helps him/her back to the bench) That‟s enough. Stop it! 
Dick I was only … 
Cool No! (To Neuro). Don‟t listen. A … a space ship is more likely to come crashing through 

your front window than … 
Doom Ah … (Again, quoting verbatim from the leaflet). “Don‟t touch anything, don‟t make direct 

contact with any aliens, as an inadvertent contact of matter with anti-matter might 
destroy the universe. And, consider them hostile until it is proved otherwise”. 

Cool Don‟t tell me … the leaflet? 
Doom Yep. “What To Do In The Event Of A Third Kind Encounter”. 
Cool Very thorough isn‟t it, this leaflet. What about … „If You‟re Attacked By A … Flock 

Of … Vampires‟? Covered is it? 
Doom No … Don‟t be silly! 
Dick Look, this is all wasting time. (To Neuro). We‟ve got to think about getting you to a safe 

house. Now I know this bloke who lives in Cardiff. Advertises his safe house on the 
Internet. He‟s got a big cellar under the house, and I‟ve sent a couple of people there in 
the past that are on the run from organised crime. Never heard from them since so he 
must do a good job of getting them underground. 

Neuro Do you think he‟ll be able to „make me disappear‟? 
Dick No problem. Now, you can‟t go back to your own house, they‟ll be waiting for you. 
Neuro Do you think so? 
Dick No doubt about it. 
Cool Right that‟s it! This has gone far enough! (To Dick). You‟re preying on this person‟s 

fears. 
Dick I am only … 
Cool No … Stop it! 
Dick You‟ve got no right! 
Cool Shut up! 
Dick Oi! 
Cool Can‟t you see what‟s happening here? You‟ve all fallen for it haven‟t you? You‟ve all 

been brainwashed to think the worst! (Moves to the box). It‟s a box. A bloody … box! A 
cardboard box. Left here by some woman because … she … had to be somewhere and 
couldn‟t take it with her … I don‟t know why. I don‟t care! I don‟t know what‟s in the 
box. I don‟t care! But the last thing to cross my mind was that it is something sinister, 
something evil, something harmful. Jesus Christ! Yes … it might be a bomb, it might 
be a bloody … biological … whatever it is. It might be a severed human head. (A little 
laugh). It might be an infinite number of things. It‟s like we‟re going back to the fifties, 
all frightened of being rodgered by little green bug-eyed monsters, firing lasers out of 
their arses. Or … or … bloody … Communists or something. (To Neuro). Hey, get back 
on the phone and tell the police that the box was left by an Arab woman in a headscarf 
… ha … they‟d soon be here! Twenty years ago an Irish accent would have done it! 
Never mind cats up trees or perverts in shopping centres or some poor bugger out on a 
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window ledge … Don‟t get me wrong … I don‟t blame you. Oh God no! No … it‟s not 
you‟re fault. You sit there night after night and watch … „real life‟: Soaps, where 
they‟re all knocking the shit out of each other. (Dramatic news announcement style). 
“News as it happens, all in glorious blood-red Technicolor”. Newspapers. Political 
scandals. Who‟s to blame? Who‟s bonking … bloody … who!? Even the quiz shows. 
(Adopts the persona of an annoying quiz show host). “Right … Rita! We‟d like you to take 
this loaded revolver and shoot, through the head, who you think is the weakest link!”. 
We‟re being robbed of the milk of human kindness. (To Doom). What would you do if 
you saw a four-year old kid walking down the street, crying it‟s eyes out and obviously 
lost … eh? (Doom is unable to answer). Would it be “Oh dear sonny, have you lost your 
mum? Here take my hand and let‟s try and find her”? No … I‟ll tell you what … a 
lump of chewing gum on the pavement would suddenly assume a fascination you didn‟t 
know existed, but only for as long as it takes the kid to walk past you … Jesus! Looks 
like HG Wells got it right after all! Yes! I see it now, you are right, I agree with you, 
there is something evil in this box. But … what …we don‟t … (Snatches up the box) … 
know! (Neuro dives to the ground covering head, Doom puts a handkerchief to face and runs 
to a corner, and Dick hides face). Ha! Look at you! Have I being blown to smithereens? 
No! Have I died in an agony of burst lungs and a rectal prolapse? No! Has some Italian 
hit-man blown my face away with a Tommy gun hidden in a violin case? No! No! 
(Shaking and banging the box). It‟s only a bloody cardboard box! 

Ends up with it above head as Woman re-enters. She sees Cool with the box and is immediately shocked. 

Woman What are you doing? (Cool slowly lowers the box and looks at her). What are you doing 
with my box? 

Cool I … er … er … 
Woman I asked you not to touch it! 
Cool Yes but …  
Woman Please just put it down on the bench as gently as possible. (Cool places the box carefully 

back on the bench with Woman watching). Thank you. (She approaches the box, and, gently 
opening the lid, looks inside). Tommy!? … Tommy!?  You all right? (With utter relief). Oh, 
there you are! Phew! (To Cool). What were you thinking about! I asked you not to touch 
the box. I said I‟d be back! 

Cool Well … you see … 
Woman Don‟t you realise what you could have done? 
Cool Yes, but … 
Woman It‟s a very difficult time, anything could have happened! 
Cool I‟m sorry! 
Woman I should think you are! Did you never watch „Blue Peter‟ as a kid? It‟s a very difficult 

time for a tortoise, coming out of hibernation! 
Woman picks up the box and carries it off. Pause. Cool is very aware that Neuro, Doom and Dick‟s eyes are 
burning into him/her. 

Dick Well, that‟s it then. Mystery solved. 
Neuro A hibernating tortoise. 
Doom Who would have thought it, eh? 
Neuro (Pointedly). She said we shouldn‟t touch the box … 
Doom … lift it or tilt it. 
Dick Or … bang it. 
Neuro (To Cool, smugly). You could have killed the tortoise. 
Cool (Mockingly). But at least we know that it wasn‟t a bomb! 
Doom Shaking a hibernating tortoise like that … terrible! 
Cool Ha! If you‟d had your way we‟d all be shot through the head now! 
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Neuro I don‟t know, what is the world coming to? She asked him/her not to touch the box. 
Dick And when she came back, there he/she was, shaking it above his/her head! 
Dick, Neuro and Doom laugh. 

Cool Oh … get stuffed! (Storms off SR).  
Neuro Oh well, that‟s it then. 
Doom Yep! 
Pause. 

Dick Could have been worse. 
Neuro A lot worse. 
Doom Yep! 
A scream is heard offstage from the direction of „Denham Flats‟, Neuro, Doom and Dick turn to look. Fade to 
black. Play suitable music to close the performance. 

 
 

THE END 
 
 
 
Also by Stephen Bean : 

A Quiet Life (One Act, Thriller/Mystery) 1m, 3f 
Winner - Best Original Play : All England Theatre Festival (North East Heats) 2003 

Ten thousand pounds in grant money has been stolen from the Village Hall committee and although Fred Jackson is a 
retired policeman, his instincts are still razor-sharp. It's unlikely to be Allison, the recently arrived newcomer to the 
village, but has Joan, the treasurer, dipped her fingers in the till, or does Audrey, the 'local girl made good' and now 
Chair of the Committee know more than she's letting on? 

Fate’s Thread (One Act, Thriller/Mystery) 1m, 4f  
Winner - Best Original Play : All England Theatre Festival (North East Heats) 2004 

Susan suffers a fatal accident caused by her husband, Jack. She meets Alice and Harriet in the graveyard who, also 
being dead, have to persuade Susan to reconcile herself to the fact that she has been been murdered. Can they do this, 
or will Susan be forced to spend the rest of eternity in the Sea Of Lost Souls? Fates Thread is a ghost story. It's a 
murder mystery, and a light comedy. It's a race against time to save a soul. 

Like Us (One Act, Black Comedy) 2m, 5f 
Winner - Best Original Play : All England Theatre Festival (North East Heats) 2006 

Whilst waiting in a doctors' surgery in a rough part of town, Pippa, a well-spoken woman complains to the loud-
mouthed Tracey and Monica who had been vigorously discussing their affairs for all to hear. Now rather antagonised, 
the two women try and discover why this posh person needs to be here. After quite some prevarication, it transpires 
that Pippa has been the subject of serious mental and physical abuse by her lawyer husband, a fact that immediately 
aligns her with Tracey who has suffered similarly. 

Peter Pantelyne, Esq (Full Length, Comedy) 4m, 2f 
Winner - Best Original Play : All England Theatre Festival (North East Heats) 2007 

Based on the medieval French play featuring Pierre Patelin, this play is a comedy involving trickery, lust, avarice and 
getting one‟s just deserts, in which respect it retains the original theme of morality. In the play we meet Peter 
Pantelyne, a trickster who live on his wits, his spirited wife Gloria, a dim motor mechanic called Cooksey and a 
despicable pawnbroker who has about every vice known to man. Caught up in the middle of this motley bunch is the 
Judge, initially a victim of the pawnbroker, but who turns the tables in spectacular fashion. The play contains a fight 
scene and some (optional) nudity. 
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