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TORCHPLAY 
© Louise Le Nay 2025 

A 2-hander. Written for the Hamilton Eisteddfod. 

KY, JOOLS 
 

Two kids enter the empty building.  It’s dark.  They have to feel in front of them.  One of them 

trips slightly and the other grabs an arm and they both stand upright. 

 

KY 

I can’t see anything. 

 

JOOLS 

This is probably a bad idea – maybe we should go back. 

 

KY 

No, hang on, I just need to get my torch out.  Hold this. 

 

Ky gets the backpack off and thrusts it out at where Jools is.  Jools awkwardly grabs it.  Ky 

starts scrabbling around trying to get the front pocket open. 

 

KY 

I put it in the front.  Where’s yours, didn’t you bring one too? 

 

JOOLS 

It’s here, but I can’t get it out while I’m holding your bag. 

 

They both struggle to get their torches, Jools from a pocket, Ky from the backpack. 

 

KY 

Can you get it?  Jeez! Where’s the switch? 

 

JOOLS 

I’m trying!  I have to put the bag down. 

 

The backpack drops to the floor and both of them switch their torches on, almost at the 

same time, straight into each other’s eyes. 

They react. 
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JOOLS 

Turn it off! 

 

KY 

No just turn it the other way. 

 

A flurry of torch movements.  Finally the torches are aimed in different directions, away from 

them.  They both look around, peering into the shadows, not sure what they’re looking at. 

 

JOOLS 

Okay so, what is this place? 

 

They swing their torchlight in several directions. 

 

KY 

My dad said it was a warehouse. 

 

JOOLS 

What for? 

 

KY 

Storing stuff before it got put on the freight trains. 

 

JOOLS 

That’s about a hundred years ago.  What kind of stuff? 

 

KY 

I dunno.  And it’s not that long ago because my dad  

who’s, like, forty-seven, can remember the trains. 

 

JOOLS 

Nearly a hundred years ago.   

 

KY 

He said it’s haunted. 

 

JOOLS 

Wait!  What?  Your dad said? 

 

KY 

Yep.  Someone called Filcher McKee died here and no one knew  

and the rats ate him. And they didn’t find him until about  

ten years later and all that was left was his skeleton. 
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They swing their torches around for a few seconds, suddenly alarmed. 

 

JOOLS 

Do you believe it? 

They say stuff like that to kids to scare them off.  They do.    

And you fell for it.  You’re so gullible. 

 

KY 

I’m just telling you what my dad said.  Okay?  Jeez.   

You’re the one who wanted to go home just now. 

 

JOOLS 

I couldn’t see.  I didn’t want to fall over anything. 

 

KY 

Like a dead body? 

 

JOOLS 

Like anything.  I wasn’t scared. 

 

KY shines the torch upwards, trying to look like a zombie, lurching towards JOOLS. 

 

KY (scary voice) 

Kill, kill, I’m Filcher McKee and I’m coming to kill you. 

 

JOOLS dodges away objecting.  KY continues to lurch forward, zombie-style. 

 

JOOLS 

I said stop! 

 

JOOLS grabs the torch out of KY’s grip and switches it off. 

 

KY 

Hey, that’s not fair, you’ve got your own torch. 

 

JOOLS turns the other torch off.  Now they are in darkness again. 

 

KY 

Hey!  Now I can’t see, turn it on.  Jools!  Come on. 

 

KY plunges forward to where JOOLS is.  They struggle with each other, trying to get hold of 

the torches.  Both torches get dropped to the ground and roll away. 
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JOOLS 

Oh great, that’s great, you idiot! 

 

KY 

Where are they? 

 

JOOLS 

They’re here somewhere, just start feeling around. 

 

KY 

That was so not a cool thing to do.  You just ripped it off me. 

 

They both get on their hands and knees. 

 

JOOLS 

Just keep looking.  They won’t have got far,  

I heard them rolling. 

 

KY 

They’re not rolling now. 

 

JOOLS 

Stop sooking. 

 

They crawl around on the floor feeling in front of them and all around them. 

 

KY 

I wasn’t sooking I was stating a fact. 

 

JOOLS 

In a sooky way. 

 

KY 

Shut up! 

 

KY feels a torch and sits up with it. 

 

KY 

Well, that’s a relief. 

 

Torchlight again.  KY sweeps the torch light and locates the other torch.  JOOLS rushes for it.  

Two lights on. 
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KY 

Now, I want to go.  I’ve had enough of this.  There’s nothing here. 

 

JOOLS 

You wanted to do this.  You’re the one who knew the  

Filcher whatsisname story and you wanted to come. 

 

KY 

Because I’m not scared of ghosts.  I don’t even believe in them. 

 

JOOLS 

Good, because neither do I.  Okay?  Are we staying or going? 

 

KY 

Well, if we can find the door, then I guess we can go.   

But I don’t care.  I like it here. 

 

Clearly a lie, which Jools has to one-up. 

 

JOOLS 

Well so do I.  I love it here.  I could live here. 

 

JOOLS flashes the torch around and locates the door.   

 

JOOLS 

There’s the door. 

 

They hesitate, looking one to the other – who will make the first move?  There’s a noise like 

flapping.  They both make for the door immediately. 

 

JOOLS 

Okay, it’s probably just pigeons. 

 

KY 

Yeah, obviously. 

   

But they still want to get out.  They try the door.  It doesn’t open. 

 

JOOLS 

Hey – did you lock this? 

 

KY 

When would I have had a chance to lock a door?   

How would I have?  When we came in here we just pushed it open. 
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They both push on the door.  It doesn’t move. 

 

KY 

Oh, come on! 

 

JOOLS turns the torch onto the door, looking for a lock or a key, or any kind of thing that 

might be keeping the door closed. 

 

KY 

Ssh!  Hey! 

 

JOOLS 

What? 

 

KY 

I heard something. 

 

JOOLS 

It was pigeons. 

 

KY 

No. 

 

They both keep perfectly still, listening.  The sound of footsteps.  A cough. 

Oh crap!  They slide onto the floor backs to the door.  They shine their torches onto their 

faces, shining upwards.  They are terrified now. 

 

JOOLS (small voice, almost a whisper) 

Call for help? 

 

KY 

What? 

 

JOOLS 

I said we have to call for help. 

 

They sit close, heads together, torches on.  

 

KY/JOOLS 

HELP!!! 

 

 

END 


