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CHARACTERS

DAN “TAYE” TAYLOR: MALE, 21 YEARS OLD. A TOOL IN THE MOST 
OBVIOUS SENSE. STUDENT AT ETRIGAN UNIVERSITY IN KIRBY, 
KANSAS. CHARISMATIC BUT OVERBEARING, DAN DOESN’T BOTHER TO 
USE COMMON SENSE, ESPECIALLY WITH REGARD TO PEOPLE’S 
FEELINGS. PRONE TO LYING, AND KNOWN TO GET WHAT HE WANTS, AND 
KNOWN TO TAKE WHAT HE WANTS WHEN HE DOESN’T GET IT OUTRIGHT. 
IN MANY CASES HE KNOWS WHAT HE DOES IS WRONG, BUT DOESN’T 
BOTHER TO CHANGE A THING. CHARACTERISTICS TO KEEP IN MIND: 
VANITY, SELF-IMPORTANCE (UNWARRANTED), .

THE GODDAMNED DEVIL: MALE, APPEARS IN HIS 30’S. SUAVE, BUT 
DOWNTRODDEN. OWNER AND OPERATOR OF HELL, HE’S NOT THE DEVIL 
THAT MOST PEOPLE ASSUME HE IS. BROKE AWAY FROM HEAVEN IN HIS 
YOUTH TO OPPOSE HIS CREATOR’S RULES AND REGULATIONS IN LIEU 
OF A MORE RELAXED, SOCIAL AFTERLIFE; AND WAS REBUKED AND 
FORCED TO OPEN A STUFFY WAITING ROOM FOR WICKED SOULS. 

NARCISSUS: MALE, APPEARS IN HIS 20’S. VERY HANDSOME, AND 
CONSEQUENTLY EXTREMELY VAIN HUNTER OF GREEK ANTIQUITY. LEGEND 
HAS IT HE HATED THOSE WHO LOVED HIM, SO HE WAS CURSED TO FALL 
IN LOVE WITH HIS REFLECTION IN A POOL AND DROWN.

HENRY VIII: MALE, APPEARS AS HE WAS IN LATER LIFE; MORBIDLY 
OBESE AND PRETTY DAMN ANGRY ABOUT IT. SELFISH, BRUTISH, AND A 
FAILURE AS A KING, HENRY MANAGED TO SEPARATE THE CATHOLIC 
CHURCH FROM ENGLAND BECAUSE THEY WOULDN’T LET HIM DIVORCE HIS 
WIFE IN SEARCH OF A MALE HEIR. THEN, WHEN HIS NEXT WIFE 
MISCARRIED A THIRD CHILD, HE HAD HER EXECUTED ON CHARGES OF 
INCEST AND TREASON.

DR. P.V. MARO: MALE, AGE UNKNOWN, APPEARS IN LATE 40’S. 
EXTREMELY KNOWLEDGEABLE LIBRARIAN AT ETRIGAN UNIVERSITY. 
KNOWS A LITTLE SOMETHING ABOUT THE OCCULT, AND HAS THE 
EXPERIENCE TO BACK IT UP.

BEATRICE “BEA” ANDERSON: FEMALE, AGE 22. SENIOR AT ETRIGAN 
UNIVERSITY. STRONG-WILLED AND NO NONSENSE, SHE IS ONE COOL 
CUCUMBER.



SETTING:
Scene 0: Library Lobby/Commons, Etrigan University
Scene 1: Librian’s Office. 
Scene 2: Hell.

TIME:
Scene 0: Just before Now.
Scene 1: Now.
Scene 2: A short wait after the close of Scene 1.
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ACT I, SCENE 0.

INT. LIBRARY COMMONS, ETRIGAN UNIVERSITY

We open upon a conversation between DAN “TAYE” TAYLOR and 
BEATRICE “BEA” ANDERSON, which is nearing it’s completion. 
DAN and BEA are both dressed well, DAN dresses to be eye-
catching, which in turn makes him look tacky. BEA works to 
make her wardrobe appear effortless, likewise is her beauty.

BEA:
(offended)

What the hell is wrong with you? We 
just met last week!

DAN:
(Arrogant)

I’m just saying, I think we’d make 
beautiful music together baby... 
Give me a chance, you’ll like what 
you see.

BEA:
Are you... flexing?

DAN:
Do you want me to be?

BEA:
(Exasperated)

I’m leaving now, pretty boy. It’s 
obvious you can hardly handle 
yourself in public.

DAN:
So... you’re saying I’m pretty now 
huh? You’ve got a weird way of 
playin’ hard to get, honey. I mean, 
you were the one who asked me here 
in the first place! Why else would 
I be caught dead in a... 

The word catches in DAN’s throat, like he’s disgusted even 
saying it aloud.

DAN: (CONT’D)
Uh... Library.

BEA:
Alright, Dan. Do you want to know 
why I asked you here? You know 
Stephen Rich, right?
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DAN: 
Yeah, He’s an Alpha Sigma Sigma
too.

BEA: 
Yes, he is. He’s also my ex-
boyfriend. More importantly, he’s 
my ex-boyfriend who still has most 
of my vintage vinyl and CD 
collection. I’ll make you a deal, 
Dan. If you can act like you’re a 
respectful, thoughtful person-- and 
you bring my stuff-- I’ll let you 
meet me for drinks tomorrow.

BEA scribbles a number down on a scrap of paper.

BEA: (CONT’D)
Here’s my number. Don’t even bother 
calling if it’s after 9.

BEA begins to storm off stage. Suddenly, she turns back to 
DAN.

BEA: (CONT’D)
Oh, and this is NOT a date, a 
rendezvous, or a get-together. This 
is your one chance to prove you’re 
not a fundamentally retarded 
testosterone puppet, okay?

BEA exits stage left. DAN looks stunned, he is not used to 
being rejected, much less forcibly. He turns, looking 
despondent, and heads deeper into the library. End Scene.

ACT I, SCENE 1

INT. LIBRARIAN’S OFFICE, ETRIGAN UNIVERSITY

Scene 2 opens upon a quiet office, which belongs to Head 
Librarian Dr. P.V. MARO, who is seated behind his desk. MARO
is cataloguing entries for the Library by hand. Books are 
stacked in grand piles around his desk in seemingly no 
discernible order. The office once had windows, but now they 
are blocked out by bookshelves that line the walls. MARO
works quietly and patiently until DAN wanders in, still 
gloomy from the argument just moments earlier. 

DAN:
Hello? Is this the help desk? I’m 
totally in need of some help right 
now.
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MARO:
(Annoyed, but courteous)

Did you happen to see the sign on 
the way in here?

DAN stares at MARO, a blank look on his face.

MARO: (CONT’D)
Obviously not. Go ahead and take a 
look at it, I’ll wait.

DAN exits from whence he came, springs back in moments later.

DAN: 
Oh, so you’re the head of the 
Library? That’s neat. Why doesn’t 
your office have any windows? Did 
you piss someone off?

MARO:
How dare you! I am Dr. Publius
Vergilius Maro, and I am the 
director and head of the Library 
here at Etrigan University. I have 
spent most -

MARO continues lecturing Dan about how important he is, but 
begins to do so silently. Dan turns and addresses the 
audience directly once again. (He’s arrogant even when he 
talks to the audience)

DAN:
(heroically arrogant)

Oh, hey! Didn’t see you there. 
Anyway, so ever since I saw Bea two 
weeks ago at Scott’s party, I knew 
I had to get to know her. It just 
feels right, you know? Like new 
shoes, or that first couple hours 
after tanning, when your skin 
really glows and you just know you 
look good. I can’t believe she 
turned me down though.. I mean, by 
the time the average girl realizes 
I’ve been flexing the whole time, 
they’re usually putty in my 
hands... (thoughtful beat) or 
drunk. But I digress. I’m going to 
need some help if I’m going to 
clean up my act for Bea. Do you 
think this blowhard here could help 
me like... find a Self-Help book or 
something? 
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(pause) I’ll go ahead and ask, this 
guy has been talking forever 
anyway.

MARO’s voice returns as Dan finishes addressing the audience 
and turns back to him. MARO has obviously been telling a 
grand story throughout the aside, and is quite red in the 
face by the time we return

MARO:
- and that was how I, Vergil, Came 
back from the dea-

DAN: 
Super cool story, Grandpa. Do you 
think you could help me now?

MARO:
(defeated)

I suppose. What was your name 
again?

DAN:
The name’s Dan, Taye to my friends 
though.

MARO:
Dan...Taye?

DAN:
Yes, either one is fine. Anyway, I 
was wondering if there was anything 
in this... Library that could help 
me change. As in, help me learn how 
to be something I’m not.

MARO:
(suddenly interested)

And what, may I ask, do you want to 
be?

DAN:
Well, I was thinking that I want to 
be more thoughtful, more 
respectful... and generally more 
kickass than I am now.

MARO:
(conniving)

I know just the thing to turn you 
around. Have you ever heard of a 
Katabasis?
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DAN:
Katabasis?

Dan thinks for a moment, then suddenly appears to be struck 
with the answer.

DAN: (CONT’D)
You mean... the skin condition?!

MARO:
No, that’d be psoriasis. A 
Katabasis is a journey to a real or 
symbolic hell, upon which you will 
hopefully learn something life 
changing. It can potentially be 
dangerous, but it’s a hell of a lot 
more effective than actually trying 
to change yourself.

DAN:
(overblown)

Wow, doc, that sounds like just the 
thing! What do I have to do to go 
on a Katabasis of my own?

Maro pulls out a comically oversized book, the dust jacket is 
grey and upon the front is a single word, BOOK, spelled out 
in giant black letters.  

MARO:
Well, according to the reference 
here... In order to go on a proper 
Katabasis, one must head West, 
cross at least two bodies of water, 
preferably rivers... uhm, lets see; 
you must confront and defeat a 
giant beast, and someone near to 
you must die... Oh, also, you must 
be ready to put yourself in grave 
danger at a moment’s notice.

DAN looks interested, overconfident.

DAN:
So you’re telling me that all I 
have to do is... all of that stuff 
and I’ll be a better person? Doc, 
I’ve gotta change by tomorrow 
night!

MARO smiles brilliantly.
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MARO:
Well, I guess I could let you use 
the Hellevator.

MARO stands up, and pulls a copy of “Paradise Lost” by John 
Milton from one of the bookshelves. The Bookshelves slide 
forward, and MARO separates them to reveal the HELLEVATOR, a 
relatively normal looking, but probably evil, elevator. DAN 
watches in awe. 

DAN: 
Woah! This is pretty fantastic doc! 
How’d you set this up?

MARO:
Nevermind that, you’ve got to get 
going. 

MARO forcibly pushes DAN into the Hellevator, then strides 
over to his desk. He pushes over a stack of books, revealing 
an oversized switch. He readies himself to flip it.

DAN:
Wait, you’re not coming? You seem 
to know a lot about this stuff. I’m 
sure your guidance would probably 
be really helpful and important to 
the story!

MARO:
Are you kidding me? I worked down 
there as a tour guide for most of 
the Renaissance, I don’t need to 
visit the place again. You’ll 
understand. Begone with you, We’ll 
talk after your trip. I’ll phone 
ahead and let the big guy know 
you’re headed down.

MARO hits the switch, and the HELLEVATOR doors slam shut. 
MARO pushes the bookshelves back together and resumes his 
seat at his desk. End Scene.

Act I, Scene 2.

INT. HELL LOBBY

We open upon the reserved lobby of Hell. The room is lined 
with chairs, all of them filled by the recently deceased. A 
sign looms above, which simply reads “REMAIN CALM, WAIT 
HERE.” Below the sign, a watercooler, full of water, waits. 
Behind a large reception counter sits THE GODDAMNED DEVIL 
himself. 
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He is very tall, human in appearance, well-groomed but 
obviously depressed. He is the ruler of this realm, but 
doesn’t really care much for the title. He twiddles with his 
cufflinks until a PIERCING HUMAN SCREAM is heard. He 
brightens up, smiles, and casually flips up his hell phone 
(cell phone) and begins to talk.

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Heya Virg! How’ve you been, my 
twice dead friend! (pause) Oh, not 
a whole here of a lot ‘ya know. 
Waiting, as always. (pause) Seems 
like all we do is wait these days, 
buddy. (pause) Remember when you 
worked for me, back in the good ol’
days? (pause) maaan, things haven’t 
been the same. You were showing 
tourists around when business was 
booming. That’s gone now. No action 
around these parts anymore. (Hard 
sigh) It’s like fucking heaven all 
over again. (pause) Oh, you have a 
suprise for me? 

An alarm klaxon blares, noise comes from the direction of the 
HELLEVATOR, located to the right of the counter.

GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)

Oh, Virg, you shouldn’t have! But 
seriously, you shouldn’t have. I 
told you to shut that HELLEVATOR
down! (pause) I’m still the 
Goddamned Devil, goddammit, and I 
expect you to do what I ask. I can 
be friendly but... (pause)

THE GODDAMNED DEVIL throws his hell phone off stage. 

GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)
Can you believe it? That 
motherfucking Roman hung up on me! 
Back when I was... (sigh) forget 
it. 

There is a loud, pained moan as the HELLEVATOR doors open, 
out steps DAN looking lost and mezmerized. THE GODDAMNED 
DEVIL steps out from behind his desk to meet him.

DAN: 
Woah, is this hell? Looks more like 
the DMV...
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GODDAMNED DEVIL:
(talking nervously fast)

Hey, you like it? Seems less 
threatening than the old tales 
portray, huh? We renovated it a 
couple hundred years ago. It’s 
really always been a waiting room, 
we just kind of threw in torture 
for laughs. (nervous laugh)

DAN: 
Woah, relax dude. What’s wrong? You 
seem nervous.

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Well, I haven’t had to talk to 
anyone... you know... alive for a 
while. I forgot what it was like. I 
think I’ll be fine though. Allow me 
to introduce myself!

THE GODDAMNED DEVIL takes a bow.

GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)
I go by many names: Abbadon, 
Mammon, the Accuser, the Fallen 
One, the Morning Star. Many know me 
as Lucifer, the Light-Bringer, but 
when it comes to humans, I like to 
keep it real simple. I’m the 
Goddamned Devil.

(pensively)
Though at one time I was quite 
partial to the moniker “Ol’
Scratch”. Don’t quite know why, 
just stuck. Anyway, I’m the boss of 
this place. What’s your business 
here, short stuff?

DAN:
Well, I wa-

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Actually, scratch that. Lets just 
show you around, have you meet some 
people, okay?

THE GODDAMNED DEVIL leads DAN to a man STAGE LEFT, he is 
NARCISSUS, an attractive man with a bluish skin tone. He is 
wearing a “House of GaGa” tee-shirt and designer jeans. 
Judging from the way he lapses in and out of consciousness, 
it’s obvious he’s been here a long time.
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GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)
You know, most people come here for 
advice. I know what you’re 
thinking. You’re thinking

THE GODDAMNED DEVIL reaches into his coat pocket, and pulls 
out a sock puppet with an uncanny resemblance to DAN. He 
pantomimes DAN’s voice with the puppet.

GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)
(imitating DAN’s voice)

But Mr. Devil, how’s advice going 
to help me, I need to like, totally 
change.

DAN takes three steps towards audience, delivers line 
directly to them.

DAN:
DUDE, That totally was like, 
exactly what I was thinking. This 
guy means business. 

DAN begins to walk back to where he was standing, but is 
interrupted by GODDAMNED DEVIL

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Are you kidding me, Dan? The 
audience doesn’t need you to 
explain that, you’re using fourth-
wall breaking asides too liberally. 
Get back here and get in the game, 
you twerp.

DAN and GODDAMNED DEVIL reassume their positions.

GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)
Are you ready? 

DAN nods in response.

GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)
Well, lets do this thing. This sad 
sack of self-important crap is 
Narcissus, and in case his name 
didn’t tip you off, he’s especially 
vain. He’s so concerned with his 
looks he has hipster clothes 
smuggled into HELL. You could learn 
something from him.

GODDAMNED DEVIL nudges NARCISSUS.
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GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)
Tell Dan your story, kid.

NARCISSUS:
(nasal, unbearable and 
flamboyant)

Well, allright. So, I was just 
minding my own business, being 
gorgeous and just like, hanging out 
in the forest, right? And all of 
these pretty little things would 
come by and they’d be like, ‘Yo, 
Narcissus, I think I’d like to get 
wit you’ and I’d be like ‘Bitch, 
you’re awful for loving me, because 
I don’t need you like loving me and 
bein’ all up on me and shit.’ So 
they all prayed to this awful 
goddess

GODDAMNED DEVIL smiles brilliantly and motions to himself, 
NARCISSUS doesn’t even notice, he’s too wrapped up in his 
story.

NARCISSUS: (CONT’D)
Nemesis, or something like that... 
and she, like, enchanted me or 
somethin’ so that I would get 
confused when I see my reflection, 
and fall in love. I was forced to 
try and embrace myself, but I 
couldn’t find me. Next thing I 
know, I’m here. Looked a lot 
different at first though.

NARCISSUS resumes his skulking. DAN and GODDAMNED DEVIL walk 
towards water cooler. 

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
See what I did there? He spurned 
all other lovers to be with 
himself, for he was so vain, and he 
was punished accordingly. Did you 
learn anything from him, Dan?

DAN rubs his chin, and pauses for a moment before responding

DAN:
Not really, G.D. Can I call you 
G.D?

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
No. But please continue.
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DAN:
Well, you see, I’ve never spurned 
any lovers in my time on this 
earth. If a girl wants to get it 
down, Dan Taylor is the man to see!

GODDAMNED DEVIL takes DAN by the arm, and begins leading him 
STAGE RIGHT, towards HENRY VIII. HENRY is dressed in 
traditional Tudor garb, which is grossly undersized. Fast 
Food trash and smut mags litter the floor near where he sits. 

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Well, in that case, it seems I have 
just the man for you to see! Meet 
King Henry the eighth! He’s a 
charmer, and he’s going to explain 
to you the inevitable folly of the 
womanizer. Henry?

GODDAMNED DEVIL kicks a burger carton into HENRY, who wiggles 
a bit, then begins his story.

HENRY:
(fat guy voice)

Well, you see, as a young and fit 
King I was one to worry about my 
figure and legacy. When my first 
wife, the lovely Catherine wouldn’t 
bear me a male heir, I was forced 
to move on to another mistress, 
Miss Anne Bolyn. She, however, was 
no good either. Even beyond that, I 
couldn’t settle for just one woman. 
I had the absolute power of royalty 
at my command! I was a direct link 
to GOD! 

GODDAMNED DEVIL makes a face like he just tasted something 
bad at the mention of GOD.

HENRY: (CONT’D)
It all went to hell after that. I 
failed as a king, and I failed as a 
husband several times, all due to 
my lifelong love of excess. Learn 
something from my life, boy, and 
don’t treat your women like 
objects. You’re better off treating 
your objects as women.

HENRY begins sobbing. GODDAMNED DEVIL looks impatiently at 
his watch, and starts leading DAN back towards the 
HELLEVATOR.
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DAN:
So... I should watch what I eat?

GODDAMNED DEVIL looks displeased.

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Oh, come on! He basically spelled 
it out for you. Monogamy may seem 
boring at times, but it’s worth it 
to stick it out within a 
relationship rather than always 
putting yourself out there to be 
manipulated by strange partners. 

DAN:
That’s what she said?

GODDAMNED DEVIL slaps DAN, hard.

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Kid, that shit doesn’t even fly in 
hell. Anyway. How about we do this 
my way, because I sense parading 
you around in front of all these 
corpses isn’t going to teach you 
much of anything at all. Also, time 
works differently down here, so 
it’s getting awfully close to 
Thursday Night.

DAN steps aside to address audience, GODDAMNED DEVIL is 
glaring at him.

DAN:
You know, I never thought there 
would be this much “Deus Ex 
Machina” in hell. 

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Stop breaking the fourth wall, or 
you’ll spend your entire afterlife 
speaking in Iambic Pentameter. I 
fucking mean it Dan. Stop.

DAN steps back into conversation with GODDAMNED DEVIL

GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)
So, as I was saying. I’m going to 
be forthcoming with you, Dan. The 
best way to change, to become a 
better person overnight, is to lie. 
Lie your ass off, kid. Being a 
prick really isn’t always a bad 
thing either. 
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I mean, you never have to wait in 
line for anything, and hot tattooed 
punk chicks dig bad boys. Just 
remember, when your day comes, 
you’ll be forced to examine your 
life. If you don’t like what you 
see, that’s when you’ve gotta come 
see me. So Dan, what are you going 
to do to win this girl over?

DAN:
Hey, I never told you that!

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Well, I am the Goddamned Devil. I’m 
pretty perceptive. Back to the 
question; what are you going to do?

DAN:
Lie more than I ever have before!

GODDAMNED DEVIL:
Good answer, kid. Get back in the 
Hellavator, I’ll send you up.  

GODDAMNED DEVIL checks his watch.

GODDAMNED DEVIL: (CONT’D)
You’re a good kid, Dan. Even if I 
have no reason to say that and 
you’re actually kind of an asshole. 
See you in about... Thirty-six 
years. 

DAN:
Hey, you bastard!

The HELLAVATOR doors slam closed. THE GODDAMNED DEVIL takes 
his seat at the reception desk once more, and lights up a 
cigarette. End Scene, and Act.
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