 Hazel’s Doors
Stage is black- suddenly a spotlight illuminates a young woman, late 20’s, thin, light brown hair, walking sombrely across the stage, slowly and aimlessly. Suddenly a trapdoor opens in the centre of the stage. The woman, surprised, peers closer and sees a creature appear from within. The creature appears as thus: four people from the waist up slowly writhe in all directions from the hole as if climbing out of the ground. Another person moves jerkily in their centre. The five people seem genderless and pale- with large top hats obscuring the top halves of their faces. Their teeth are black, and the four surrounding ones moan quietly. The one in the centre begins to speak in a ghastly, foreboding voice. 
Harbinger: Hazel. It’s come to the time in your life where you must ask yourself why you are here. From your actions it is clear you are not ready for the next life. You have unfinished business. From here on, you shall encounter five beings that will share with you how they came to be and how you have shaped their existence and their torment.
Hazel: I don’t… I don’t understand, what are you? Why do I have to do this?
Harbinger: I am the Harbinger. I was sent by Him to send you on your journey. You have spread discord and strife throughout your life and as such you must atone and learn.
Hazel screams as the creature takes hold of her and drags her into the hole. The trapdoor shuts with a slam and the stage goes dark. 
The Hanged Man
Spotlight illuminates Hazel as she lays sleeping on the ground in the foetal position. She awakens and stands up looking bewildered at her dark surroundings. Suddenly from the ceiling there drops a mass that stops a foot from the floor, suspended. Hazel finds a torch next to her and fearfully illuminates the hanging object in front of her. She recoils in horror. It is the carcass of some unknown animal, of similar size to a horse, skinless, headless and limbless. Its exposed muscles glisten and bone is visible amongst it. From a hole in the front there appears a blood-soaked head, a noose dangles from its neck, with the rope trailing on the floor. In sheer shock Hazel screams and falls backwards in horror, scrambling to get away. 
Hazel: No! It can’t be you! No fucking way. Mark… You died; you can’t be here. Get the fuck away from me. 
The Hanged Man: (speaks with a harsh, strangulated voice befitting one who has hung himself) Hazel… I… came to… see you… I need to… tell you something. (screams in agony) Our baby… you killed her… she wasn’t even… born… (shouting) And you killed her!
Hazel: Mark, you don’t understand. I wasn’t ready for a family. I couldn’t… We couldn’t support her. After my Dad died, I couldn’t cope with another mouth to feed. I had to abort it.
The Hanged Man: (as the Hanged Man gets more worked up and frantic, his voice becomes clearer and less strained.) Her! You… you mean her. And you’ll see her soon enough. And finally, you’ll see Uel. And he will expose your true self… But after you took my daughter’s life… I took my own. That is my crime and now I’m forced to exist like this because of it. My punishment… Is to punish… You. 
Hazel: Mark I’m sorry- I didn’t know you were suffering like you were. You should have got help! You should have told me! We could have gotten through it together!
The Hanged Man: You didn’t… Listen. I told… You. But you… were too absorbed… in your own little… world. That’s it Hazel. You don’t think of anything except yourself. And you didn’t… Think about our baby. Not even when you flushed her… out at that clinic… Like she was nothing… Like she wasn’t alive at all… Now go! Meet The Father! He will tell you what you have done and why you must be punished.
Hazel: Mark wait! I’m sorry! Don’t go, I miss you! Please, I don’t want to be here anymore, I want to go home.
The Hanged Man: But Hazel… You… Are… Home…
Four long arms suspended on invisible wires unfurl from the meat and grasp Hazel, pulling her close to The Hanged Man, embracing her and shrouding her from view as the flashlight turns off abruptly and nothing can be seen.
The Father
[bookmark: _GoBack]Hazel continues to walk on her journey across the stage. A patched and old sofa is lit up and on it sits an average man. Balding, late 50’s maybe. He wears jeans and a flannel shirt. Everything is faded and dirty, as if he had crawled out of the grave. His head is locked in a birdcage and his eyes are completely white, no pupil or iris. Across his lap sits a double-barrelled shotgun.
Hazel: (tentatively) Dad? What are you doing here? It’s been years! 
The Father: (upbeat) Hey kiddo! How’s it going? Are you having fun on your journey?
Hazel: (sitting own next to The Father) Oh Dad it’s been horrible… But what are you here for?
The Father: (still upbeat) I’m here to give you a little lesson about responsibility Hazel-pop. So, you can stop following the same short road that I walked when you were younger.
Hazel: You left me and mum, and you never called. Why did you do that? And what’s with the birdcage?
The Father: Well kid, I’m one of the monsters. But you already knew that. I wanted to talk to you about some stuff. You’ve made some bad decisions over the years, and they’ve led you here. Now, I’m sure you’ve probably had enough of all this but you’ve gotta stick with it Hazel-pop. It’s the only way you’re gonna grow. So, I’m gonna tell you a story. (he moves the shotgun to the side and pats his lap)
Hazel: (lays down with her head in The Father’s lap) Okay Dad, I’ve missed your stories.
The Father: (His voice changes, no longer friendly and full of love, it is coarse and unfeeling) When you were sixteen, I left. I was sick of your Mother and to be honest I was bored of you. The novelty wore off and I didn’t want to see my little girl ruined and spoiled by what comes from turning into an adult. So, I chose to leave while my fond memories of your childhood were untainted. I wandered around from town to town. Drinking, whoring and picking up odd jobs. I drove trucks for a while. I remember stopping at a motel one night, picking up some scrawny hooker. When suddenly two men burst in, demanding I go with them to an ATM or they would kill me. Naturally I refused. So, they blew my head off, like this. 
The Father raises the shotgun and presses it into his mouth. Hazel gasps. The stage abruptly cuts to black and we hear the shotgun blast. A second of silence follows and Hazel screams like a wounded animal, raw and primal.
The Mother
Fade in, the walls are red, Hazel is inside a room seemingly made of flesh. A light appears above her head and a large hand descends, grasps her by the hair and lifts her up towards the light while she kicks and screams. Fade out as her legs disappear above, still kicking.
Fade in, Hazel’s head is now shaved, and she wears a hospital gown. She stands, bloodied, in a hospital room, with a hospital bed in one corner. The bed is inhabited by a grotesque creature. The Mother. She is an obese woman with sore, red skin and blisters all over her, that seem wet and glistening. Her legs rest in the stirrups, as if prepared to give birth. She is loosely covered by a brilliant white silk sheet and her head is completely obscured by a veil. She speaks with the same voice as Hazel, from offstage.
Hazel: (angrily, accusatory) Who are you then? Are you this Mother I’ve heard so much about? And where was I before? 
The Mother: (softly, kindly) Oh Hazel… My poor baby, my sweet little baby. You were inside, but you’re out now. I’m here, so come to me. I’ll take good care of you if you come to me.
Hazel: Everyone else has tried to teach me something, I’ve seen enough, and you don’t scare me, so what is it you want?
The Mother: (pained, anxious) Hazel! My child! Come to your Mother! I won’t throw you away! I’ll keep you safe and keep you close! 
Hazel: (slowly backing away towards the exit) I’m not coming anywhere near you, you disgust me. This isn’t motherhood, this is sick. 
The Mother: (screaming now, enraged) Hazel! Come back here now! You can’t run from motherhood! You can’t run from me! You can’t run from yourself!
Deeply disturbed, Hazel leaves the room without looking back, and everything goes black once more.
The Daughter
As the stage lights up once more, there is a large white screen obscuring the view of the stage. Onstage is the silhouette of a gigantic foetus, who speaks with the voice of a five-year-old girl, but with an eerie echo. Hazel’s silhouette walks onstage, facing The Daughter.
Hazel: (calmly) Hello, what’s your name?
The Daughter: (playfully) Hello! I’m The Daughter! You’re Hazel, aren’t you? I was told I had to come talk to you!
Hazel: Yeah? What do you want to talk about?
The Daughter: (giggling) It’s not that simple, silly. You were the one who got rid of me. You didn’t want me, did you… Mummy?
Hazel: (faltering, taken off guard by this sudden turn) I… I didn’t… I didn’t want to do it, but… I- we couldn’t support you. 
The Daughter: (angrily) Liar! You didn’t want me anyway! You got rid of me because you’re stupid! You’re weak and you couldn’t be bothered, just like Grandpa! You left me and you left Daddy to die! You don’t care and you’re gonna die alone Mummy, because you pushed everyone who ever loved you away! Now go!
Hazel: (falling to her knees and sobbing, this encounter has gotten to her more than any of the previous) I’m sorry. I should have kept you; I should have been stronger. I just… I couldn’t do it. You’re right. I’m weak. But I promise I’ll do better. Please! I promise I’ll try harder! It’s not over yet, I can still do some good! Just give me the chance, I’m begging you.
The stage falls black once more to the sound of The Daughter giggling.
Uel
Hazel enters a room containing two identical, plain doors. They are centred in such a way that the audience can see that behind both doors there is a trench of fire, however Hazel cannot see this. In front of the two doors, there is a tall figure, robed in grey cotton, covering it head to toe, and on its head, there is a cast iron crown of thorns. 
Hazel: You must be Uel. Tell me, what happens now. 
Uel: (in a hollow, calm, matter of fact voice) Now you shall be judged. But not by me. But by yourself. Take this. (He hands her a small, ornate mirror) Look into this, and tell me which door you should choose. The right leads back to how your life used to be- should you wish to go on living in denial. The left leads to a long path towards salvation. Penance if you will. It would be a hard road to walk, but you would live with a clear conscience again. Show me which you think you deserve.
Hazel: (tentatively) I want… I want to try again, try to be better. I think I deserve a second chance. 
Uel: Then place this hood over your head and I will guide you through the left door. 
Hazel places the hood over her head and takes Uel’s hand, allowing herself to be indeed, guided to the left door. Uel opens it and Hazel falters, sensing the heat. Uel places a hand on her back and pushes as the stage fades black to the sound of Hazel’s screams of agony.

