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Scene 1 – Dean’s office at a university
(Lights up on The Dean’s office at St Reataum’s University. There’s a desk and 2 chairs.
Professors Potter and Schmidt enter at stage right. There is a sign on the desk – F. Potter, Dean.
SFX. Sound of a party throughout the play. There is a toilet door at stage left.)
Schmidt:

I tell you I definitely heard a noise coming from in here.

Potter:

I believe you Mischa. It was probably one of the drunken students, nosing around our common room.

Schmidt:

I don’t know why you allow them to have these childish drunken riots.

Potter:

It’s pretty hard to stop them enjoying themselves Mischa.

Schmidt:

You are The Dean, Frank. You make the rules.

Potter:

Oh, come on Mischa. Why don’t we have a little drink now that we’re here? Relax a bit.
(Flashing lights. SFX. Sound of a flushing toilet. SFX. Gurgling groan. The professors freeze as
the toilet door slowly opens and a man dressed in a Roman toga, covered in blood crawls out)

Schmidt:

Aaaaah!

Toga Man:

Dolor!

Potter:

What happened?

Toga Man:

Acerrimus dolor!

Potter:

I’m sorry. I didn’t quite catch that.

Toga Man:

Frigidus, frigidus!

Potter:

Refrigerator? Could you repeat that please?

Schmidt:

Oh, for goodness sake Frank. Call the police.

Potter:

Oh, er, right, yes.
(Potter picks up the ‘phone. Schmidt goes to Toga man. Harold, the porter, enters SR. He is
amazed)

Porter:

Well I never! There’s a man covered in blood lying

Potter:

Hello. Yes. This is St Reataum’s University. It’s the Dean speaking. Please send someone quickly.
There’s a badly injured man…

Toga Man:

Dolor…gasp!

Schmidt:

Frank. He’s dead.

Potter:

There’s a dead man here.

Porter:

Nobody should touch anything.

on the floor.

Schmidt:

Shut up Harold! Frank.

Potter:

Yes Mischa?

Schmidt:

I think I’ll have that drink after all.
(Lights down.)

Scene 2 – The Dean’s office
(Lights up. One hour later. Inspector Gridlock and Dr Sore are inspecting the body. Gridlock is
using a magnifying glass. PC Apple and PC Macintosh are standing at either end of the body.
Professor Trickle, Bursar and Schmidt are lurking in the background. Mr Venables is also there.
Potter is nowhere to be seen. The sign on the desk now says, Dr Trickle, Dean.)
Sore:

Cause of death – multiple stab wounds to neck, throat, back, and lower back.

Gridlock:

Thank you doctor. And you’ve absolutely no idea who it is?

Sore:

Was, Inspector.

Gridlock:

I beg your pardon. Yes, of course, ‘was’.

Trickle:

No, Inspector. He wasn’t a student or a member of staff.

Bursar:

Yes, I’ve checked all that. He’s a complete stranger.

Sore:

That’s strange.
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Gridlock:

What is it Doctor Sore?
(Sore examines the stranger’s eyes)

Sore:

He’s got a terrible astigmatism in both eyes and yet there are no glasses or contact lenses.

Schmidt:

Someone could have taken his glasses?

Sore:

And it’s patently clear he’s been on holiday recently.

Trickle:

How can you tell?

Sore:

He’s got quite a suntan.

Juleee:

(Entering) Hello Inspector. Sorry I’m late. Oh, you’re here?

Sore:

Well, of course I’m here. I’m the pathologist.

Juleee:

Well (Bitchy tone), that would explain your pathological lying.

Sore:

Look, I wasn’t lying. I was working late and she was just a friend.

Gridlock:

Do you two mind? Let’s keep personal feelings out of this. We’ve got a case to solve.

Juleee:

Yes, of course, Inspector. This is ….

Doblo:

Ah, hello Inspector. I am Professor Doblo. Dean. How may I assist you?

Gridlock:

Pleasure to meet you, Dean.

Schmidt:

No. This (Pointing to Doblo) is Alex Doblo, the Assistant Dean. Professor Trickle is the Dean here.

Doblo:

Oh, yes, of course. I’m the Assistant Dean. I meant that my name is Dean. That must have seemed
confusing.

Bursar:

Surely, your name is Alex isn’t it?

Doblo:

Er, yes, I mean it’s my middle name, ‘Dean’. I sometimes go by my middle name which is ‘Dean’.

Bursar:

I’ve never heard anyone call you Dean.

Trickle:

Are you quite alright Alex?

Doblo:

Oh, fine, Professor Trickle.

Trickle:

There’s no need to be so formal Alex. Call me Colin.

Juleee:

Excuse me Inspector. Sergeant Fox says he’s interviewing some of the students about the murder.

Gridlock:

Thanks Juleee. Can you accompany Doctor Sore and the body back to the lab please?

Juleee:

Must I? Isn’t he old enough to go on his own?

Sore:

Oh, for goodness sake!

Gridlock:

That’s enough, you two! Go!
(PCs Apple and Macintosh carry the body offstage, Juleee and Sore exit)

Gridlock:

So, Professor Schmidt. You say you were in this room during the party with Professor Trickle.

Schmidt:

That’s right Inspector. We were investigating a strange noise. All of a sudden, this bleeding man
crawled out of the staff toilet.

Bursar:

Unbelievable!

Venables:

I know! That toilet is for staff only!

Trickle:

He mumbled something about dollars and a refrigerator. Then he just…died.

Gridlock:

Hmmmm? Dollars, refrigerators?

Juleee:

Suntan and no glasses? Hmmmm?

Bursar:

Excuse me Miss. How do you know about that? I mean you weren’t here when the doctor told us that.

Juleee:

Copper’s instinct, I suppose.

Venables:

Lazy writing if you ask me.

Gridlock:

So, where were you when all this was happening, Assistant Dean?

Doblo:

Oh, I was taking a seminar in Applied Engineering.

Juleee:

At ten in the evening?

Doblo:

Yes Miss. It was an evening class. We tend to have those in the evening. Anyway, I must be going.
(Doblo exits. Fox dashes in)

Fox:

Quick, Inspector! We’ve got a suspect in custody.

Gridlock:

Excellent! This could be the shortest case yet!
(Lights down. Tabs closed)

Scene 3. - The student bar at the university
(Tabs open. Lights up. Students Marlon Pike and Sophia Stone are drinking at the bar as PC
Apple and PC Macintosh are restraining student Charles Green. PC Apple is holding a blood
covered toga. Juleee, Gridlock and Fox enter. Venables lurks also)
Charles:

This is outrageous! It’s fake blood!

Gridlock:

What’s this all about?

Fox:

I got a tip off from the laundry lady that this student, Charles Smith had put a blood covered toga in to
clean this morning.

Charles:

We were having a toga party. I was dressed as Julius Caesar.

Sophia:

Yes, he was stabbed a lot by his mates. It’s fake blood on Charles’ toga.

Juleee:

Who are these two, PC Apple?

Apple:

They’re students Miss Juleee. Witnesses!

Fox:

Yes, they both confirm that Charles here was carrying a knife last night.

Charles:

It was a rubber knife.

Juleee:

Open and shut case Inspector?

Fox:

Shall I take him in for questioning Inspector?

Gridlock:

Yes, why not? I wonder what’s happening back at the lab?
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Marlon:

Excuse me?

Juleee:

What?

Marlon:

Don’t I get any lines?

Fox:

No!
(Lights down. Tabs closed)

Scene 4 – The studio of Leonardo Da Vinci, Florence, 16th century.
(Tabs open. Lights up. Leo is painting a picture of a familiar looking lady. A rich gentleman in
shirt and breeches is watching. Leonardo stands at an easel, centre stage. Mrs. G is seated on a
stool at downstage right and facing Leonardo. Mr. G, the rich chap, is standing upstage right of
Leonardo)
Mr. G:

So, Leonardo. How long do you think my wife’s portrait will take?

Leo:

Don’t rush me Mr G. Great works of art can’t be hurried. I am a genius you know.

Mr. G:

Its just that we’ve got a dinner engagement at 7pm.

Leo:

Don’t rush me.

Mr. G:

I’ll pay you 10,000 Florins extra.

Leo:

Will 20 minutes be OK? And also, Mrs G.

Mrs. G:

Yes?

Leo:

Wipe that stupid grin off your face.
(Suddenly a mysterious masked figure enters the room, takes a pallet knife, and stands behind
Mr. G. The figure stabs Mr. G)

Mr. G:

Ow!

Leo:

Shhhh! That’s very distracting.
(Mr. G collapses to the floor. Mrs. G stands up screaming. Figure dashes off laughing in an evil
way)

Leo:

Stop moving will you. Sit down.

Mrs. G:

My husband!

Leo:

Yes, yes. We’ll deal with that later.

Mrs. G:

He was just about to pay you for the portrait.

Leo:

Help! Someone call a doctor. Quick!
(Lights down. Tabs closed)

Scene 5 – Dr Sore’s laboratory
(Tabs open. Lights up. Dr Sore is examining the body)
Sore:

Strange? No dental records for the deceased. Identification will be a problem.

Juleee:

(Enters) Not if you follow good old fashioned police procedures.
(Juleee holds up a ring)

Sore:

Where did you get that?

Juleee:

From his left hand if you must know. I’ve already run it through the data base.

Sore:

And?

Juleee:

It’s an ancient Roman ring, worn only by certain of the Senate during Julius Caesar’s time. This one
belonged to senator Maximus Blaggus.

Sore:

So, let me see. Your good old fashioned policing has identified this man as a 2000 year old Roman?
Highly plausible I’d say.

Juleee:

It’s a lot more than you’ve come up with Doctor Cluelittle!

Sore:

Oh, how very mature.
(A woman enters. She is holding open a dusty old textbook. It is Harriet Ryvell, the police
Genealogist)

Harriet:

Yes, Juleee. According to my research, This Senator Blaggus disappeared without trace on the 15th
March 44 BC. The very same day that Caesar was assassinated.

Sore:

Only to turn up dead in someone’s toilet in 2021AD.

Harriet:

Oh, er hello Dr Sore. I didn’t realise you were here.

Sore:

Hello Harriet.

Juleee:

Oh, Harriet is it?

Sore:

Oh, sorry. This is Harriet, I mean professor Ryvell. She’s our brilliant head of Criminal Research.

Harriet:

And this is Juleee our…er…what exactly is your job Juleee?

Juleee:

Have you two known each other long?

Harriet:

Oh, yes. Rory and I go back a long way. We used to share an office together. We were partners.

Sore:

(Hastily) Right! I think that’s all we can do here right now.
(The ‘phone rings and Sore picks it up)

Sore:

Right, yes we’ll be there right away Inspector. We’ll bring Harriet along. She’s got some news about
our dead Toga man.

Harriet:

What’s happened?

Sore:

They’ve found something strange in the toilet. We’d better go.

Juleee:

Partners? Hmm.
(Lights down. Tabs closed)

Scene 6 – The Dean’s office
(Tabs open. Lights up. Flashing lights from the toilet and SFX. Pulsating noise. Gridlock and
Fox are examining the toilet door. Dean Cameron is sitting at stage right. Schmidt and Venables
are centre stage. The Bursar and Anderson enter during the scene)
Gridlock:

So, tell me Dean Cameron, how long has this been happening?

Cameron:

Well, I noticed all the commotion as I was returning here to my office about fifteen minutes ago.

Schmidt:

Do you think it’s dangerous inspector?

Fox:

Shall I go in and check it out Inspector?

Schmidt:

How very brave of you Sergeant Fox.

Fox:

Er, thank you Professor Schmidt. It’s just my job.

Schmidt:

Oh, do call me Mischa.
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Fox:

Right. OK.

Gridlock:

We’ll check it out together Sergeant (Opens door). On the count of three: one, two…

Venables:

Stop! Do not enter that toilet.

Bursar:

Why ever not?

Venables:

Because this isn’t actually a toilet.

Cameron:

Oh, dear. That is kind of embarrassing.

Venables:

It’s what I term a Time closet.

Fox:

A what?

Venables:

It started as a research project in the late 1960’s. Myself and young Anderson here were developing a
machine for travelling backwards through time.

Gridlock:

Like a Time machine you mean?

Anderson:

Not exactly. It can take you to different locations as well.

Sophia:

You mean like Dr Who’s TARDIS?

Anderson:

Oh, alright! It’s not exactly an original concept.

Venables:

Well, we did it. I mean, yes, we actually made it work!

Anderson:

But we didn’t realise the dangers of such a device so we put it beyond use.

Gridlock:

Well, it seems to be ‘in use’ now. Tell me Anderson. How exactly did you ‘put it out of use’?

Anderson:

(picks up a sign: Toilet Not Working). I used this.

Schmidt:

Oh, very high-tech.

Gridlock:

Well, it seems someone has discovered your Time Closet and has put it back into use again. If the
answer to who killed Toga man lies beyond that door, even beyond this time zone, Inspector Gridlock
is going to find it.
(Opens the door)

Juleee:

Fox, you’re coming with me and You (indicates Venables) made this thing so you’re coming to
operate it.

Anderson:

What about me?

Gridlock:

You can’t come because you’re playing another role later.

Harriet:

Goodbye Rory (Crosses to him) and make sure you come back in one piece.

Schmidt:

Don’t do anything too brave Sergeant. Come back safe.

Sore:
Fox:

(Together) Er, right ho! Will do
(Together) Er, right ho! Will do.
(They pile into the Time closet)

Juleee:

Wow. It looks exactly like the inside of a toilet.

Gridlock:

Right, Professor Venables, start her up.

Venables:

OK. Where do you want to go?

Gridlock:

Wherever and whenever it’s been to last, of course.

Venables:

Sure. All I need to do is set the automatic return device and we’re off.
(SFX. Pulsating noise and flashing lights from Time closet. Lights down. Tabs closed)

Scene 7 – A street. Late 16th century Elizabethan London
(Tabs open. Lights up. Will Shakespeare is buying an apple from a street seller. He is
accompanied by a woman called Annie who is dressed as a man. There’s a barrow full of fruit at
centre stage. A seller stands behind the barrow and a woman is examining the fruit)
Will:

Methinks the time is ripe for an apple.

Seller:

That’ll be a penny sir
(The seller gives Will an apple)

Annie:

How’s the play writing going William?

Will:

Oh, I’ve decided to kick that in the head Annie. I seem to have lost the urge. And besides, nobody’s
going to the theatre anymore. It’s all Bear-bating and cock-fighting now.

Annie:

What a shame! What art thou doing now?

Will:

(chewing on the apple) I’m making a fortune writing the scripts for the cock fights.

Seller:

A penny sir.
(Will continues to chew the apple)

Annie:

You do surprise me. I didn’t realise they were scripted. I thought they just, you know, put ‘em in the
pit together and let ‘em rip each other to pieces.
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Seller:

That’ll be a penny sir.

Will:

Oh, no. Everything’s rehearsed and planned out. The cocks don’t actually get hurt. It’s all phoney.
Still, it pays well. Listen to this:
(They freeze as we see two cockerels strut on. They eye each other up, circling and making
agitated noises. They stop eye-to-eye. Bronx accents)

Charlie:

What Choo lookin’ at, feather brain?

George:

All I see is one ugly lookin’ bird!

Charlie:

You think you can take me, grit for brains?

George:

With one wing behind my back, chicken fat.

Charlie:

(Pulls a knife) OK! Let’s rumble, drumstick!

George:

(Takes a gun out) Eat some lead!
(Charlie runs off stage, chased by George)

Will:

See what I mean? It’s pretty much all like that.

Annie:

It’s very realistic, isn’t it?

Will:

It’s rubbish really. Still, it pays the bills.

Seller:

Are you going to pay me for that apple?

Will:

(Dropping the core) What apple?
(The masked man runs on, followed by Gridlock, Venables and Fox)

Sore:

Stop that man!

Juleee:

What makes you so sure it’s a man?

Sore:

Of course it’s a man.

Juleee:

That’s just sexist. I always knew you were a chauvinist pig.

Gridlock:

Can you two stop this? He’s getting away.

Juleee:

Oh, he’s getting away. You’re as bad as Rory.

Gridlock:

Don’t be ridiculous Juleee. I called him he because I know who it is.

Sore:

You mean you know who the murderer is Inspector?

Gridlock:

Absolutely! All we need to do is stop him killing his next victim.

Venables:

And how do we find out who that is?

Gridlock:

Well, if my suspicions are correct, the next victim is right here in 16th Century London and is also
called Cameron.

Fox:

The same name as the Dean?

Gridlock:

Exactly! But first, we need to pop back to our own time to consult Harriet.

Juleee:

Is that absolutely necessary. Can’t we solve the crime without her?

Will:

Excuse me oddly dressed strangers.

Fox:

Yes?

Will:

Did you say Cameron?

Juleee:

That’s right.

Will:

Are you looking for Annie Cameron?

Gridlock:

We’re not exactly sure. If we’d brought Harriet and her research books with us, we could answer that
question.

Venables:

Yes. Having the Police Researcher with us here would have cut out the need for a tedious and
unnecessary extra scene…

Fox:

…in which we have to go forward to 2021 and fetch her.

Woman:

And so Inspector Gridlock and her intrepid crew quickly travel forward to fetch Harriet.

Gridlock:

What are you doing?

Woman:

I’m reading the stage directions.

Gridlock:

There aren’t any stage directions here.

Woman:

Exactly. I’m improvising to save time. Blackout!

Light person: What?
Woman:

Put the lights down!

Light person: Oh, right!
(Lights down. 10 second pause. Lights up. Harriet is suddenly on stage, standing next to Sore)
Harriet:

(Reading from gigantic book) And so the current Dean’s direct ancestor would be a Mr Annie
Cameron, famous Elizabethan actor.

Gridlock:

Now if only we could find this Mr Annie Cameron.

Annie:

Yes!

Will:

This is the very man you’re looking for. This is none other than our celebrated actor, Sir Annie
Cameron. He is famous for portraying a multitude of unparalleled female characters.

Seller:

You should have seen his ‘Bottom’ at The Rose Theatre.

Will:

It was magnificent!

Harriet:

Excellent! Leave this to me Inspector. Listen, Mr Cameron. You are in grave danger.

Annie:

Prithee. What art thou on about Madam?

Harriet:

There’s going to be an attempt to take your life.

Annie:

But, who? Why? When?

Fox:

You’ve left out where.

Annie:

Where?

Gridlock:

We haven’t got time to explain.

Juleee:

Yes, you’ll have to come with us. It’s for your own safety.
(Juleee takes Annie to one side for a ‘private’ word)

Juleee:

Look. Just to be clear, Annie. You are an actual woman, aren’t you? I mean to say that you’re just
dressed as a man.

Annie:

Shhhh. This is the only way I could get any acting work. Don’t tell anyone.

Juleee:

Of course. Mum’s the word.

Annie:

Mum’s the word for what?

Juleee:

Never mind.

Sore:

Come on you two. We haven’t a moment to lose!
(They start to drag Annie towards the Time closet. Two swaggering swordsmen enter. They are
actually Chalk and Slate. Doblo is with them, unmasked this time)

Chalk:

Hold thy horses you scurvy coxcombs!

Slate:

Aroint thee filthy wretches.

Venables:

What?
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Doblo:

Don’t move!

Juleee:

Professor Doblo! What are you doing here?

Doblo:

(to Chalk and Slate) These are the thieves and vagabonds I was telling you about officers.

Fox:

Hang on a minute! You’re police officers? We’re Police officers as well (Reaches for his badge).
Here’s my badge.

Slate:

Watch out Chalky! He’s reaching for his dagger.

Chalk:

(Stabs Sore with sword) Take that you varlet!

Sore:

Ow! Why did you stab me? That really hurt (Sore collapses)

Juleee:

Speak to me! Help him!
(Suddenly, Will and Annie draw weapons and face off Chalk and Slate)

Will:

If you want them coppers, you’ll have to go through us first!

Annie:

Come hither, night-soil for brains.

Chalk:

Prithee! Aren’t thou Sir Annie Cameron?

Annie:

Indeed so and these good people are here to protect me from a foul murderer.

Slate:

And who might this foul murderer be?
(Gridlock points at Doblo)

Gridlock:

Him! That’s Professor Alex Doblo.

Slate:

Nonsense! Thou art sadly mistaken there.

Chalk:

This is our good Sherriff, Lord Drax.

Doblo:

And it is my decree that you six are to be arrested, tried, and hanged for public crimes. Take them
officers!

Fox:

What are we going to do?

Gridlock:

Quick, grab a weapon. Anything!
(Will and Annie lay into Slate and Chalk, Gridlock, and the gang grab items of fruit from the
barrow, and a huge fight ensues. George and Charlie enter and peck people)

Marlon:

(Shouting) Don’t I get to say anything in this scene?
(The fight stops suddenly. The cast members turn to Marlon)

All:

No!
(Lights down. Tabs closed)

Scene 8 – The Dean’s office
(Tabs open. Lights up. Bursar, Anderson, Schmidt, Sophia Stone, Pike, Dean Cameron also
present. Flashing lights. SFX. Pulsating noise.)
Schmidt:

It sounds like they’re back. I do hope Sergeant Fox is OK.

Cameron:

And hopefully, they’ve solved the murder.

Bursar:

Are you alright? You sound a bit out of breath.
(The Time closet door opens and Gridlock, Fox, Juleee, Venable, Will and Annie Cameron
emerge. They are carrying Sore with them. Juleee is most upset. Harriet is there too)

Sophia:

Oh my goodness! What’s happened to Dr Sore?

Marlon:

And who are those two strangely dressed people?

Gridlock:

Quick! Ring an ambulance at once. Rory is badly wounded.

Juleee:

Oh, Rory. Forgive me for my stupid jealousy. I knew you wouldn’t look twice at that snobby cow,
Harriet.

Fox:

Oh, oh! That’s not good!

Harriet:

What did you say?

Juleee:

You heard me, geek!

Harriet:

Alright Plod. Do you want some of this?

Juleee:

Bring it on Boffin!

Fox:

Hold it you two. This isn’t the right time for a scrap.

Schmidt:

(Crossing to Fox) Now, now sergeant. Don’t bother trying to reason with these two common low
lives.

Juleee:

What? Do you want me to strangle you with your own surgical stockings?

Sore:

Moan! Aaaaah.

Juleee:

(Stooping to Sore) Rory!

Sore:

Juleee. The pain. The terrible pain. Make it stop.

Juleee:

Oh, Rory, darling. I only wish I could. What can I do?

Fox:

Well, you could stop standing on his fingers for a start.
(Juleee realises she’s standing on his hand and steps off)

Juleee:

Oh, sorry!

Gridlock:

Can we get on with the case now?

Will:

Aren’t you going to introduce us to your friends?

Venables:

Of course. Where are my manners? This, everybody, is Mr Annie Cameron (to Dean Cameron) your
direct ancestor. And this is…er..

Will:

Will Shakespeare at your service everyone.

Marlon:

Wow! Will Shakespeare! The William Shakespeare?

Annie:

None other!

Sophia:

Oh, that’s great! I’m studying your works on my Literature course.

Will:

Really madam? In that case I’d be honoured to give you some private tuition.

Sophia:

Certainly. Lead on.
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(Sophia and Will exit together)
Gridlock:

Dean Cameron. Annie, here, is your direct ancestor. A certain Professor Alex Doblo discovered the
secret of the Time closet a short while ago.

Fox:

His greatest ambition was to be Dean of this University. He was senior professor, so he was next in
line.

Gridlock:

So he formed an ingenious plan to go back in time and kill off the direct ancestor of Dean Frank Potter
and so take his place as top dog.

Bursar:

Never heard of a Dean Potter.

Schmidt:

Neither have I.

Gridlock:

Exactly! You’ve never heard of him because, as far as you’re concerned he’s never existed. Doblo had
murdered his ancestor.

Fox:

Neither has Dean Trickle.

Venables:

(Suddenly realising the truth) Because every time he killed an ancestor and returned to the 21st
Century, history and circumstance had made someone else Dean instead of him.

Anderson:

How ironical!

Harriet:

You mean it was Doblo who went back to ancient Rome and stabbed one of the Dean’s ancestors?

Gridlock:

Exactly! And if it hadn’t been for us (to Cameron) you wouldn’t exist either.

Cameron:

Oh! Thanks!

Marlon:

So, Doblo didn’t get to kill our Dean?

Juleee:

Yes, he could only manage two.

Gridlock:

Manage two!

Marlon:

Mange tout?

Juleee:

Shut up Marlon!

Cameron:

So the murderer is still at large?

Harriet:

Yes! Stuck in the 16th century, posing as a town Mayor.

Venables:

Well, technically, he’s only stuck back there if we guard this door. You see, the Time closet opens up a
second twin door in whichever year you visit from the 21st Century.

Fox:

Well, at least we know where he is.

Anderson:

Er, excuse me Inspector.

Gridlock:

Yes, Anderson?

Anderson:

There’s actually two.

Fox:

Two what?

Anderson:

We made two functioning Time closets.

Venables:

Oh, yes. That’s right. I forgot that bit.

Gridlock:

You forgot? Quick! Where is it? Doblo could be escaping back to our time even as we speak.

Anderson:

It’s right here in the University.

Gridlock:

Quickly where?

Doblo:

(Entering with gun) Next door in the cafeteria actually!

Anderson:

You murderer!

Doblo:

On the contrary Anderson. I was simply altering the timeline, so to speak.

Gridlock:

Put the gun down Doblo. There’s nowhere to hide.

Doblo:

Yes, but there is always somewhen to hide.

Cameron:

You’re completely mad.

Doblo:

And you’re, unfortunately…still here!
(Doblo levels the gun at Cameron and shoots. SFX. Gunshot. Just at this moment, Anderson
dives in front of the bullet. He slumps to the floor alongside poor old Sore. Fox leaps into action
and disarms Doblo. Juleee and Gridlock grab him. Gridlock points the gun at Doblo)

Anderson:

Ow!

Gridlock:

Gotcha! That’s quite enough time travelling for you Alex. Constables! Come and take this murderer
away.
(PC’s Apple and Macintosh, and Porter enter)

Cameron:

You saved my life Anderson!

Venables:

That was the bravest thing I’ve ever seen Anderson.

Anderson:

Thank you professor Venables. You would have done the same in my place.

Cameron:

Oh, er, yes. Sure. Definitely.

Juleee:

Well, it looks like the whole thing’s wrapped up Inspector.
(Sophia enters with a handgun. She aims it at Gridlock)

Sophia:

Not so fast copper!

All:

Aaaaah!
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Fox:

What the..?

Gridlock:

I should have guessed Doblo had an accomplice.

Sophia:

Yes, Alex and I planned the whole thing. He’s going to make me Vice Principal when he’s Dean of the
University.

Doblo:

(Crosses to Sophia, takes the gun) Excellent, my darling!

Sophia:

Anything for you Alex.

Gridlock:

Er. Aren’t you forgetting something Doblo?

Doblo:

I don’t think so Inspector.

Gridlock:

I’ve still got a gun and it’s pointing at you.

Doblo:

Go on then Inspector Gridlock – shoot me!

Fox:

Go on Inspector…shoot him!

Doblo:

You can’t do it can you? You’re too professional, too old school to pull that trigger. We’re just going
to walk out of here and disappear into a different time-zone.

Venables:

You must stop them Inspector. He’ll kill off an ancestor for each of us.

Schmidt:

So no one will ever know what he’s been up to.

Venables:

And we won’t even exist. Any of us.

Doblo:

Exactly. Ha!
(Suddenly, Porter grabs the gun from Gridlock and points it at Doblo)

Gridlock:

Don’t do it Harold!

Fox:

Do it Harold!

Juleee:

Yes, go on plug them both!

Porter:

I’m more than ashamed of you Alex Doblo!

Doblo:

Who the blazers are you?

Porter:

Well, I’m not the Porter for a start. I’ve been following you all the way from Rome in 44 BC. I saw
what you did to Senator Blagus and what you’ve been doing ever since. You bring great shame on our
family name.

Cameron:

Family name?

Porter:

I am Damien Doblus, your direct ancestor. I followed you after the incident in the Senate. I wondered
who you were and what you hoped to achieve by such an evil act.

Venables:

You’ve been using the ‘spare’ Time closet to travel through time.

Porter:

True. And now, it’s time for you to cease to exist Alex.
(Porter points the gun at himself)

Doblo:

No don’t!

(Porter shoots himself. SFX. Gunshot. Lights down for 10 - 15 seconds.)

Scene 9 – The Dean’s office
(Lights up. Cast as in previous scene. However, Doblo has disappeared, Anderson and Sore are
now standing, unwounded. Dean Potter and Dean Trickle have reappeared. Schmidt and Potter
are seated.)
Fox:

What’s going on?

Gridlock:

I haven’t the foggiest Sergeant.

Potter:

What are all you people doing in my office?

All:

Search me. Don’t know?

Schmidt:

Dean Potter and I were just about to have a quiet drink?

Juleee:

Er, Inspector. There’s a dead man lying here on the floor. (Indicates the body of Porter)

Fox:

That must be why you called for us.

Potter:

I didn’t call for anyone.

Juleee:

Really?

Fox:

Why are we here then, Inspector?

Juleee:

Why are any of us here, for that matter?

Fox:

That’s very philosophical, Juleee.

Juleee:

Thank you, Sergeant. I’m taking an on-line criminal profiling course at college.

Gridlock:

(Examining the body of Porter) Well. It looks like we’ve got a new mystery on our hands. Juleee.
Dust this place for fingerprints. Fox. Get statements from everyone here.

Juleee:
Fox:

(Together) Yes Inspector.
(Together) Yes Inspector.

Gridlock:

We’ll have this solved in no time. No time at all.
(Lights down. Tabs closed)

