
Characters 

 

Narrator (M/F)   -  The storyteller 

Doctor Hubbard (M/F)  - Botanist 

Philip (M/F)    - Pub Landlord 

 

It is intended that this script is performed as a monologue; one actor performing all characters.  It could 

alternatively be played by more than one actor with an onstage or offstage narrator. 

  



Scene 1 – World’s End Pub 

 

Narrator:  Somewhere, there is a pub; it might be called the Wagon and Horses, the Queen’s Head, the 

Carpenters Arms or even the Toad and Turnip. Outside the walls may be half timbered, of 

white pebbledash, hard blue brick or shiny tile. The name of the pub may have been changed, 

the insides knocked about, landlords come and gone. What is certain, is that inside this pub, 

there is a snug or failing that, a corner where friends keep up with the latest gossip, 

acquaintances exchange views and strangers confide.  You may think when the heavy doors 

are bolted at the end of the day, the stories depart with their speakers into the night air; that 

nothing remains; this is not so. Once spoken or even thought, they enter the patina that builds 

up with the heat and light and smoke on the horse brasses, the old photographs, the oak 

beams, the mirroring behind the bar.  Some stories are from the present, some have been 

around for aeons.  

 

Narrator:  The World’s End pub is a monument to Victorian exploration and discovery. On its walls are 

brown varnished alligators and snakes; by the doorway, an upright bear; in glass cases, exotic 

birds; everywhere skins, maps, telescopes, winding plants, giant shells, pods, cones. As you 

relax in the half light, spare a thought for those explorers of old, who without satellite 

navigation, mobile phones or dehydrated ready packs, braved the unknown and returned with 

pieces of it. But as you rest, do not close your eyes; least not both at once. 

 

It is tradition at the World’s End to fetch beer straight from the cellar and when Philip 

returned with the earthenware jug, his visitor was sitting with eyes closed. Was it eccentricity 

that had caused the man to visit the pub in his dun coloured safari suit and pith helmet? Sitting 

there, old and wrinkled, he resembled a tortoise, camouflaging splendidly into his 

surroundings. Philip wondered whether he might be mocking him, or if he thought it 

appropriate wear for the occasion. He thought about the letter he had sent to the university’s 

Botanical Department; written after closing, when he was tired, his imagination in overdrive. 

Yet, here in rapid response, was Doctor Hubbard. 

 

Sensing Philip, or perhaps it was the yeasty aroma of the ale, the man opened his eyes and 

watched his glass being filled, like a peaty waterfall. By way of acknowledgement, he reached 

out a smooth, neat hand, and raised the glass to his tortoise mouth. Then he removed a letter 

from his breast pocket and lay it on the dark table between them, like a raft in uncharted seas.  

 

Doctor:  You say that you have grown a plant?   

 

Narrator:  Philip knew that inside the letter, like the filling of a sandwich, was the photograph.  Mind 

you, the plant had grown since then. He opened the lounge curtains fully, for he had been 

trying to halt the bud’s progress, then watched the botanist’s expression as he craned his head 

upwards towards the ceiling, at the serpent like plant with pure white stem and leaves, at the 

huge central bud, like a veiled hanging chandelier. Behind the man’s half-moon spectacles, 

something flickered.  

 

© Scripts for Stage 

 

This script must not be copied, printed or performed without the permission of Scripts for Stage.  Copying and 

performance licences can be obtained from https://scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/worlds-performance/ 

 

Doctor:  My God! 

 

Narrator:  he said eventually.  Philip thought if Dr Hubbard was awed, he had done right in getting in 

touch.  
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Philip:  As I said in my letter, my great great uncle discovered it in the Amazon in Victorian times. 

The pub’s named in his honour ‘The World’s End’. The seed pod was just one of the things he 

sent home from the ends of the earth. 

 

Doctor:  And you waited all this time to tell anyone? 

 

Philip:  What was there to tell, until we planted it? The shell had split you see, like a giant pea, with 

the seeds showing through. We didn’t think it would take, but the wife soaked it in ale, and 

popped it into compost. The roots go down the wall into the cellar. It’s fond of the old ale! 

But, as I explained, I’m getting worried about it. And it would be nice to have it recorded 

properly in Uncle’s name; Wilfrid White he was. It would be like a memorial, because he 

never came back from that expedition.  

 

Narrator:  The doctor had his eyes shut again and Philip wondered if he’d nodded off, but noticed his 

thumbs moving in an agitated fashion. Philip too now began tapping his fingers against his 

arm.  

 

Philip:   But my main reason for writing was, well, er, safety. 

 

Narrator:  Doctor Hubbard suddenly became less like a tortoise, more like a dragon.  

 

Doctor:  Your ancestor had no right to those seeds! I looked up your man’s name on that expedition, 

and he was a minor player in its discovery! My great grandfather, Professor Hubbard led that 

expedition. The plant was destroyed not long afterwards. I had no idea seeds might have been 

sent back! With those seeds went his work in locating the plant. It is his name, and his alone 

this plant should bear! 

 

Narrator:  Philip felt stunned and confused by the lecture. This wasn’t how he imagined things going. It 

wasn’t why he wrote. Still, he wasn’t having aspersions cast on the integrity of great great 

Uncle Wilfrid.  Politely, as if dealing with an awkward customer, he said,  

 

Philip:   If my uncle said he discovered the plant, then he discovered it.   

 

Doctor:  I’m afraid not! I have come on behalf of the department to claim the plant, the Hubbard 

Convolvulus. My ancestor found it; I have relocated it; an apposite ending! 

 

Philip:   Hold your horses! It was me what wrote to you! 

 

Doctor:  It was I who wrote to you. 

 

Philip:   What! 
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Doctor:  Your English is appalling! It was I, who wrote to you, is what you should say.  Anyway, it’s 

your word against mine! 

 

Narrator:  With a sleight of hand, like a shifty card player, he replaced the letter in his breast pocket. 

Now Philip understood why the man had asked to meet him alone, without staff or customers 

as witnesses.  

 

Just then, Philip noticed movement above their heads and looked up. The doctor followed his 

gaze. It was happening again. As they watched, the sheaths of the chandelier type bloom 
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dropped away like dustsheets, one by one, revealing a dangling mass of snow-white droplets. 

Philip felt a muddled sensation of pride and horror. On the face of the doctor was naked 

ambition; the family name in the annals of botanical history! Philip lay a hand on the man’s 

sleeve, implored,  

 

Philip:   We should get out of here now.  It’s getting bigger and hungrier. That’s why I wrote. 

 

Narrator:  The doctor moved his arm,  

 

Doctor:  You wrote because you wanted publicity for your pathetic pub. If this were a museum it 

would be a disgrace! Everything higgledy-piggledy; nothing labelled, or properly catalogued. 

As for the preservation of the artefacts; the best they can expect, is a lick from a beery cloth 

once in a blue moon.  

 

Narrator:  Philip felt bitterly disappointed, and afraid. He hadn’t thought the bud would open so soon. It 

was like being caught in a storm with the thing you’d looked on afar as a shelter, turning out 

to be a sheep. The doctor announced, 

 

Doctor:   I’m going to measure its roots. When I send transport, the roots will need to be taken up 

carefully.   

 

Philip:   You can’t go near the cellar now! It’ll have you!  

 

Narrator:  The doctor’s eyes glittered as he stood.  

 

Doctor:   It’ll have me? Language can be a wonderful thing in the right mouth. 

 

Narrator:  Despite the insults, Philip really hoped the doctor would re-appear, but when the plant’s snow-

white droplets turned from pure white to blood red, knew he never would. The same thing had 

happened a few years ago, after the dog had unaccountably disappeared; a few years before 

that, when the cat had gone missing. Over a century earlier in the Amazonian Forest, he 

guessed Uncle Wilfrid’s blood had given the blossom it’s blood red blush, when he had 

excitedly gone to explore its gnarled and twisted roots. 

 

When the hoo-ha was over, the plant went to a secure unit at the university, and was duly 

named White’s Convolvulus. Philip was proud of that, and he reckoned great great Uncle 

Wilfred would too. The recalcitrant seed pod went, although there turned out to be two seeds 

missing, instead of just one.    

 

At the World’s End, Philip and his wife still keep many unusual plants, overlapping and 

entwining, dipping and winding, but the pots are checked regularly for interlopers. Have no 

qualms about relaxing there with a fistful of foaming ale; or even close one eye. 
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