
Characters 

 

Pete (M)  Gabe’s Boss 

 

Margaret (F)   Feisty and flirtatious with a dark side 

 

Gabe (M)  An uncomplicated man 

 

 

 

  



Scene 1 – Pearly Gates 

 

(A very simple stage set…a table and three chairs…two for the interviewers and 

one for the applicant. Lighting is subdued. The interviewers are wearing brown 

warehousemens’ coats. They chat idly as they wait for their next appointment.) 

 

Pete:  (leaning on his hand and looking quizical) How do feel about what we do Gabe? 

 

Gabe:  I don’t have strong feelings either way…I’m ambivalent. I do think though, this place 

could do with a paint up and some new furniture. Décor is so important…do you not 

agree? 

 

Pete:  Décor? What the hell, sorry, has décor got to do with what we do? We make decisions 

which greatly affect our clients, that’s what we do. Decisions on where they’ll be sent 

after we’ve assessed the lives they’ve lived and have left behind? 

 

Gabe:  Yes, but I think this place is miserable, not somewhere where I’d like to end up. Well, 

I have, I know, but working here’s not quite the same thing is it? And if I did… 

 

Pete:  If you did what?  

 

Gabe:  Well if I did think about what we do there’d likely be no room left in my head for the 

other important stuff! 

 

Pete:  (looking incredulous) What important stuff? 

 

Gabe:  Well, managing things. 

 

Pete:  What things! 

 

Gabe:  Look Pete I know you’re my boss and a Saint (raises eyes to the ceiling) and that’s 

fair enough. But, if I’m honest you have no idea about what I do…it makes my head 

hurt sometimes.  

 

Pete:  (eyes closed, head in hands) Are you referring to ordering in the tea and biscuits? 

 

Gabe:  Well yeh there is that. As well as arranging the Christmas party. Working out the shift 

rotas, arranging holiday cover. Liaising with both places (he points up and down) on 

admin matters. 

 

Pete:  OK I get that but do you not ever think about the concept of what we actually do? 

    

Gabe:  What concept? 

 

Pete:  Bloody amazing! We arrange the transitioning of our fellow men and women from 

earth to ether. Put another way…we organise their onward passage to a nice, or not so 

nice place. Do you not think that’s rather a privilege and somewhat interesting? 

 

Gabe:  Never really thought about it like that…much I suspect, like you’ve never thought 

bout getting this place decorated? 

 



Pete:  (exasperated), I’m slightly rattled here Gabe…what is this bloody obsession you 

have with getting the decorators in? And how the hell…sorry…was it that you got 

this job in the first place? 

 

Gabe:  I interview well. I loved the idea of meeting all kinds of new people and I’m very 

good at admin and this is a job from which I’ll never, ever, be made redundant from. 

Eternal employment opportunity, that’s what HR told me. As for the décor, I firmly 

believe a lick of paint and some new chairs would help raise the spirits…raise the 

spirits, ha ha! 
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Pete:  (looks at Gabe open-mouthed) Please tell me who we have next… 

 

Gabe:  It’s a woman called Margaret, she’s from Norfolk. Ooh Arrrr! 

 

Pete:  (shakes his head). Please show her in. And Gabe, try not to be too cheerful. The last 

thing she’s going to need is one of your ‘welcome to the party’ greetings. (Gabe exits 

briefly and comes back with Margaret) 
 

Pete:  (Pete stands to shake her hand), Hello Margaret, I’m Pete and you’ve already met 

Gabe. I appreciate you’ve had a long journey but now that you’re here we’ll be as 

quick as we can in sorting things out…and getting you on your way. 

 

Margaret:  Oh I thought I was already where I had to be… 

  

Pete:  Well no we’re not quite there yet…we’ve got to sort out the paperwork. Err do I sense 

that you’re a little unhappy? 

 

Margaret:  (sighs heavily) I’m tired and it’s not exactly cheery in here is it… 

 

Pete:  What did you expect? 

 

Margaret:  Well, restful background music, comfortable seating and a well-lit interview area.  

Some warmth and tranquillity, but it’s gloomy and like ice in here… (she shivers) 

 

Gabe:  (Gabe makes a triumphant aside to Pete) See, what did I tell you, décor is so 

important.  

 

Pete:  Please don’t be put off Margaret this is just an assessment zone and after a chat we’ll 

decide where you’ll be going and you’ll be on your way. As to décor, things here are 

kept plain and simple so as not to raise anyone’s expectations. 

 

Margaret:  I see…but I thought you of all people would know beforehand where I would be 

going. Cut and dried, you know, upstairs or downstairs. Now it seems as if there is a 

choice? 

 

Pete:  Well there is a choice…but we choose for you…so no, not really Margaret. (Gabe 

laughs stupidly). OK. So, we have to run over a few points and then decide what’s 

best for you…shall we get on? 
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Margaret:  I thought I’d left this sort of bureaucracy behind…this is really not what I’d 

imagined…  

 

 

Pete:  Well considering the number of people we have to process each day Margaret, having 

a system as I’m sure you can appreciate, is very important. Right then after a brief 

trawl over your past 71 years – (He pauses)…you actually look great for your age - 

but we’ve turned up a couple of anomalies… 

 

Margaret:  Thank you. (flutters eye lashes and pats her hair coyly in response to the 

compliment, immediately returning to the offensive) What anomalies?  

 

Gabe:  (takes over) I’d like to step in here if I may Pete? Margaret, let me explain, I know 

down there (he gestures), they might seem a bit out of date nowadays, but for us 

they’re a yardstick. The Troublesome Ten we call ‘em, you know the old 

Commandments; troublesome though because so many people have real difficulty in 

sticking to ‘em. So in your case when we look to see how you measure up…it would 

seem that down there Margaret you’ve done quite a bit of coveting…and some! 

 

Margaret:  Coveting and some? And some what? 

 

Gabe:  Our intel suggests that during your life you’ve been quite a coveter Margaret, 

especially of your neighbours’ possessions. And by coveting we don’t mean in a 

Biblical context. We’re not saying asses or oxen here, but coveting none the less… 

 

Margaret:  I’d say I was a fairly average coveter and my coveting never hurt anyone! I assume 

I’m being judged for not wanting our house to be the last in Duck Close to have 

uPVC windows and a brick weave drive. 

 

Pete:  Well there is that, but under the heading ‘And some’…you’ve done rather more than 

coveting Margaret…more akin to, weell let’s say,… cavorting…(Gabe winks slyly 

at Margaret). What, for example are your thoughts on Ralph Potts your neighbour I 

believe, at number 14?  Ralph it would seem knew only too well how your coveting 

worked and it was usually when your husband Frank was working nights. 

 

Margaret:  Ralph Potts was a very skilled handyman.  

 

Pete:  Oh yes, we know he was good with his hands… 

 

Margaret:   Well to be honest domestic issues always cropped up when Frank was on nights (she 

lowers her eyes), Ralph’s tool box was always at the ready and he was only too 

willing to help…versatility was his watchword. (she leans back and rolls her eyes 

wistfully) 
 

Gabe:  Well Margaret I’m sure it was a mutually satisfactory arrangement but I don’t think 

Frank would have seen it that way. I’d imagine he’d be spinning in his grave right 

now if he’d had an inkling of just how handy Ralph had been. 

 

Margaret:  Frank was cremated so he’s definitely not spinning. And he just wasn’t interested in 

pleasure…well not my pleasure anyway. When he wasn’t working nights…he was 



fast asleep by eight. The only things that turned him on were bird watching, football 

and the pub quiz. 

 

Gabe:  Yes we know that Margaret and if it was only that, we could perhaps be a little more 

flexible…but it’s not is it? 

 

Pete:  On a couple of occasions Margaret it would seem you made life difficult for another 

of your neighbours by bearing false witness. Would it be fair to say that with 

hindsight that you over reacted? 

 

Margaret:  I think your referring to Beryl and Ivan Taplow at number 15…she was brain dead 

and he was as wet as a kipper’s sou’wester. They should have stopped their stupid 

dog from barking at will…incessant it was; so I reported them to Environmental 

Health. They were fined but the bloody thing still barked. 
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Gabe:  We believe soon after Maragaret, the dog died in mysterious circumstances, it was 

thought to have been caused by something it might have ingested. Even though 

nothing could be proved, the police had strong suspicion that foul play was 

involved…  

 

Margaret:  The only foul play on my part was a plump chicken breast, which I cooked and fed to 

it over the fence, as an act of kindness. I was as surprised as everyone when it keeled 

over…traumatising! (Margaret dabs a non-existent tear). 

 

Pete:  We have details on another incident, what do you say about the false allegations you 

made Margaret? 

 

Margaret:  What I say is that was just an unfortunate misunderstanding! I was leaning out of the 

bedroom window checking my soffits for cobwebs and noticed the bloke at number 

20 digging a ridiculously deep hole. Knowing how his wife treated him, I assumed he 

was planning to put the old crow in it…no one would have missed her or blamed him. 

She hadn’t been seen around for a while and I got suspicious. It made perfect sense. 

He’d finally cracked I thought. It turned out she’d been staying with her sister in 

Luton. And he said he was digging a fishpond, which looked to me very much like, 

you know, grave-shaped! The police were very understanding, they actually praised 

me for my vigilance, but told me I should not jump to hasty conclusions over any 

future neighbourhood surveillance I might engage in. 

 

Gabe:  It wasn’t these incidents alone though Margaret, was it? 

 

Margaret:  Well, why not you tell me, you seem to know it all anyway…  

 

Gabe:  I’m alluding to the six items you failed to put in your shopping trolley Margaret… 

every week, week after week. As if Lidl’s prices weren’t low enough! You couldn’t 

help yourself…well no, you did help yourself! (Gabe laughs loudly) 

 

Pete:  (dead-pan, sarcastically), You really are a hoot Gabe. 
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Margaret:  No you’re right. I couldn’t help myself. It was a challenge. The routine of my boring 

existence punctuated by a weekly frisson of excitement doing something illegal. My 

heart raced every time…I didn’t even like what I took. I’ve left behind kitchen 

cupboards full of tinned anchovies, gooseberry jam, firelighters and poo bags…we 

didn’t have a dog…or a chimney! Pointless I know but the more I did it the more it 

became essential to my wellbeing. My weekly dance with danger. Will I get away 

with it? And I did…every time! The more I did it the more normal it became…it was 

the same with Ralph Potts…he was more a convenience than a catch. 

 

Pete:  Well Margaret, I must give you credit for not denying much of what we know about 

your past life and of course we’ll base your destination options on what we consider 

to be, your adherence to best practise…we do know it hasn’t quite been in line with 

what our manual lays down, likely as not then it won’t be Pearly Gates and choirs of 

angels for you, you’ll probably be going somewhere else… 

 

Margaret:  What? No! Please, you don’t mean Hell? 

 

Gabe:  Margaret, don’t distress yourself…no, not Hell…Hull! 

 

Margaret:  On no! Please, not Hull!  

 

Gabe:  Margaret, if you could see your face… no you’re not going to Hull…you’re going to 

Rotherham! 

 

 (Margaret is distraught, Peter and Gabe laugh hysterically,) 

 

Pete:  Oh Margaret…I’m sorry but we have to cherish these fleeting moments of fun. I’m 

sure you can imagine this job tends to desensitise us. Why don’t we all have a nice 

cup of tea and talk things through. (Gabe leaves to make tea) 

 

Margaret:  That was heartless…you of all people should understand how fragile I am at this point 

in my death! (Margaret crying, puts her head in hands) 

  

Pete:  I’m really sorry Margaret you’d have thought we’d have grown accustomed to 

sending people off to their final destinations wouldn’t you, but the responsibility and 

routine gets us down. This is the ultimate dead-end job. Never ending; with no respite 

or rewards. Tea and biscuits is the closest we get to normality. Glorified 

warehouseman that’s what we are! I could be a travel agent working for Tesco except 

that all the tickets are one way and there’s no compensation to pay out when our 

clients take longer to reach their destination than originally stated. It’s only humour 

that gets us through. Margaret, I’m going to be honest with you…I’ve never 

mentioned this to anyone before now, but as you can probably imagine I’ve seen 

hundreds of remarkable women pass this way. Thousands of beautiful and clever 

women. Cleopatra, charismatic, incredibly bright! Joan of Arc, a trail-blazer…sorry, 

another of my inappropriate jokes! Marilyn Monroe, beautiful, charismatic. I 

processed Maggie Thatcher, attractive in a domineering way. Convinced she was here 

to tell me where I was going and not the other way around. 

 

Margaret:  You surely can’t have processed every woman who’s ever died?.. 

 



Pete:  No of course not Margaret that would be impossible. Gabe and I work a shift 

system…and there are hundreds of teams like ours up here. We work in pairs. But 

we’re the most senior duo so we usually get to see the cream of the crop, if you get 

my drift; actors, politicians, artists, scientists, performers, judges and so on. Please 

don’t take this the wrong way, but you’ve sort of slipped through the net…I mean you 

being just an ordinary person. 

 

Margaret:  (huffily) Well forgive me for randomly turning up on your shift…you’d better 

despatch me now before I get ideas above my station! 

 

Pete:  (Pete in conciliatory tone) Now Margaret, the last thing I want to do is to upset you. 

It’s peculiar actually, and I hope you don’t mind me saying this, but I feel strangely 

drawn to you. You’re not only a very good-looking woman…but there’s an air of 

recklessness about you which…well, excites me. Would it be forward of me to ask 

how you’d feel about putting your final destination on hold for a couple of days and 

helping me with some research? 

 

Margaret:  Good heavens Pete you are a fast worker! To tell the truth you’re not an unattractive 

man yourself…and I’m not averse to the idea and nothing’s spoiling is it…what did 

you have in mind? 

 

  (Gabe comes back with the tea) 
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Gabe:  Here we are then… I’ve opened the Hobnobs as well! 

 

Pete:  Thanks Gabe, oh, are we out of sugar?  

 

 (Gabe goes off to find sugar) 

 

Pete: (Pete whispers earnestly) What do say the Margaret, you and me?  

 

Margaret:  (whispers conspiratorially) Well yes…anywhere but Rotherham! 

 

Gabe:  Here we go, tea’s up! 

 

 (Silence while they all take a sip) 

             

Pete:  Gabe, I know this is a bit sudden, but I wonder whether could you hold the fort for a 

couple of days…Margaret and I…(he pauses) 

 

Gabe:  Yes? 

 

Pete:  Well, I thought as her history is a little different we should probably do a research 

weekend in Brighton.  

 

Gabe:  Don’t you get fed up with Brighton? You’ve been there three times this year 

already… 
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Margaret:  (looks accusingly at Pete) Oh I see, I’m just the latest in a long line of research 

assistants? I think you’re taking advantage of my easy-going nature!  

 

Pete:  Not at all, of course not Margaret, please take no notice…he’s only joking…aren’t 

you Gabe? (Pete grimaces at Gabe). No, I feel we need to carry out some research 

on your final destination over a relaxing weekend break. (aside to audience), God 

knows there has to be some perks with this job.  

 

 (Pete and Margaret leave the set arm in arm. Gabe reflects) 

 

Gabe:  You’d have thought after all this time he’d have lost his enthusiasm for research. And 

how much more does he expect to find out about Brighton anyway! Now where did I 

put those colour charts…. 

 

End 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


