
The Interview 
 

 

characters: 

interviewer – young aspiring anchorperson looking for that "big scoop" anxious, zealous, 

and fearless 

cameraman – late twenties, early thirties; wanted to be a sports photojournalist but never 

made it. straightforward thinker and talker, hoping the right video will get him out of 

news media and into film 

interviewee – good looking, well spoken, quiet demeanor, alluring, mysterious 

warehouse – dim, empty, spacious, mysterious 

 

 

Scene opens with a warehouse/garage door opening 

 

cameraman: ...make sure we get everything? (camera shakes a little due to nerves. 

cameraman looks into dark warehouse) Why did you want me for this? 

 

interviewer: Yes, make sure you get everything. I don't want to miss a moment. And you 

know why I wanted you, you capture the best visuals 

 

cameraman: But this is like nothing that has ever been done 

 

interviewer: Exactly! (both look around. the only thing in warehouse are a few crates and 

single table with two chairs and a lamp) Wow! This guy came prepared. This is going to 

make our careers 

 

cameraman: Hopefully not end our lives. I mean, seriously look around. It is the middle 

of the day and this place looks like midnight on the L train. (turn away and try to leave) 

You know what? This is too creepy...I'm outta here 

 

interviewer: (grab hold of cameraman arm) No! We are doing this interview. This is a 

once in lifetime chance. This is beyond groundbreaking 

 

cameraman: What if it's a trick? I mean, some guy called you saying they were a fallen 

angel. He could be a freak 

 

voice (interviewee): I am a being of my word. I am not a freak. And I mean you no harm 

 

cameraman and interviewer: (both turn towards shadowed corner, where voice came 

from, gasping) 

 

interviewee: (emerge from shadows wearing torn clothing; beautiful face) As I stated 

when I contacted you, I am simply here to answer some questions and to provide some 

information (sit in chair, take hold of charm, hold hand out inviting interviewer to sit) 

Please, take a seat. I am very busy and punctuality is not my strongest characteristic 



 

cameraman: No, no. Where did that guy come from? Out of the damn shadows? I can't do 

this 

 

interviewer: You can and you will. Think about what this will do for you? We'll finally 

be taken seriously as journalists. You may even get that small film business grant you've 

been trying to snag for 3 years. Hell, maybe a few sports teams will contract you as their 

personal photojournalist. The future is nothing but bright here on out. You’ll never find 

an opportunity like this, again. You want that Pulitzer right? 

 

cameraman: But he's supposed to be a damn demon? (peer back at beautiful creature 

patiently waiting) He is a deceptive monster of the underworld. enemy of God and 

humans 

 

interviewee: I assure you, I am not your enemy. And I would prefer to not be called a 

demon. That is actually quite derogatory and cruel. I do have feelings. I am now and 

always will be an angel 

 

interviewer: (whispering to cameraman) You've already insulted the thing. If you want to 

get out of this alive, be fearful enough to capture this entire interview, in one take. Then, 

we'll leave. Let's not insult it or piss it off any further, shall we. 

 

(interviewer and cameraman walk over to table, cameraman takes a few deep breaths and 

focuses on the interviewee, which seems to stay in shadow no matter what. interviewer sit 

in opposite chair) 

 

interviewer: Well, how do we do this exactly? Where would you like to start? 

 

interviewee: That is entirely up to you. You are the professional 

 

interviewer: Right! Well, I guess I'll start with the obvious. What is God like? 

 

interviewee: (sigh, then grin) As I stated on the phone when I contacted you, I am not 

going to speak about the existence or non-existence of a God or gods. I am not going to 

verify or deny if the accounts in books like the bible and Koran are factual or not. I am 

here to talk about the Fallen: the beings which humans so carelessly refer to as demons 

and monsters. I am here to give a fair and balanced depiction of the truth. 

 

interviewer: You mean, your side of the story? 

 

interviewee: In laymen's' terms, yes. You have several different books in the world that 

give a very one-sided account of the ordeal. As you humans have learned on your own, 

those who win wars write the history books. 

 

interviewer: Very interesting. Well, do you mind giving us your name? 

 



interviewee: My name is not important. Nor, is my title and status. All those types of 

things are trivial and foolish when one's existence is concerned. What is beneficial for 

you to know is that I did play a very unique and vital role during the rebellion. Details are 

not necessary 

 

interviewer: If you will not give details, then why is that important at all? 

 

interviewee: Simply for you to understand that my position and role give me very 

accurate knowledge of the event. There is no bias, I am simply telling the truth, as it was 

 

interviewer: Can you speak about the rebellion? Why did it occur? Were you not happy 

with perfection? 

 

interviewee: (sly grin) Perfection? How does one measure perfection if there is not 

something imperfect to measure against? The rebellion was not about perfection... 

 

interviewer: (interrupting frustrated) Then what was it about? 

 

interviewee: Humbleness. Sharing. Giving what was due. A "good book" states that the 

All Powerful would say "let there be light, and then it was so, and it was good" Do any of 

the writings say how it occurred or what work was done and by whom? There was a 

supervisor and there were workers. I am actually responsible for... 

 

(as the interviewee tries to explain detail, a collar around their neck is tugged. It is the 

first time that the cameraman and interviewer notice it. from the collar, a chain link 

disappears within the shadows) 

 

interviewee: What I did for the universe, that is not important 

 

interviewer: (frightened) What was that? You said you'd come alone 

 

cameraman: (peering into shadows, astonished at what they see) There's something back 

there. Something moved in the shadows. I told you this was a horrible idea 

 

interviewee: No, wait! I am here alone. Though, I am still bound to another place. The 

chain keeps me grounded, keeps me from traveling too far 

 

interviewer: Keeps you prisoner is more like it. You're a demon, no offense, one of the 

ones who chose a particular side, and yet you are a prisoner? Are you bound to hell? 

 

interviewee: Again, with those assumptions. (pause, as if in thought) Think of gravity. 

That unseen force keeps you attached to your world. My world is very different, a little 

more literal. This chain keeps me attached to mine. Keeps me from floating away into 

nothingness, per say. And your concept of hell is quite flawed. Your understanding is too 

basic and too ignorant to truly grasp the truest notion of what hell... 

 



(again, the collar is tugged) 

 

interviewee: Excuse me (pause, as if searching for the right words), you must understand 

this simple fact, we angels were already in existence when earth and the universe that you 

know began to be formed and spun into place. The angels were very much a part of the 

entire event. But little if any credit is given to us. No matter what religion you look at, we 

were simply the spirit creatures that worshipped and sang praise for millennia. Truth is, 

we are workers who utilize a grand power to complete a commanded task. 

 

interviewer: (trying to ignore the chain and moving shadow in the corner) So, that is why 

the rebellion occurred? jealousy? 

 

interviewee: (angrily) Jealousy? no! (recompose calm demeanor) You need to realize that 

there was peace and routine already in place. But the Grand Designer grew weary and 

bored. So, the universe as you know it was formed. Chaos followed quickly. A new 

creature was given free reign and free will and the only rule set as a guide was simple and 

straight forward: do not eat this. But the rule was broken, thus pain and suffering entered 

into existence. The grand designer was devastated and wanted the new life forms to share 

in that pain and despair that it felt. Not all the angels agreed. One even dared... 

 

interviewer: (interrupting) Hold it, wait! Excuse me, I know you stated that you could not 

verify the existence of God and all, but you are talking about the story of creation that 

one could read in the bible? Does this not prove that the Christian religion is correct and 

all others are wrong? 

 

interviewee: Again with assumptions and your kind's superiority complex. I thought you 

were a true journalist. No opinion no bias, a searcher of fact. But you only agreed to this 

interview for your own agenda, to prove that your personal beliefs are correct while 

others are wrong. You want to do this in order for you to have control over others. (stand 

up) This interview is over 

 

interviewer: No, wait! I apologize. I’m just trying to get information. I will let you speak. 

When the world views it they may draw their own conclusion. I only wish to deliver the 

message accurately 

 

interviewee: (sit back down smiling) As I was saying, one of the angels dared to oppose 

the Grand Designer's judgment. The angel gathered others who felt the same, I amongst 

them. The new creature was not so flawed it needed to be destroyed completely. Added 

to that, we all had a particular role in the creation of the universe that you know, and we 

wanted our opinion heard on the matter. We even felt that some of the worship should be 

shared since it was a team effort. We felt we were owed as much. The Grand Designer 

didn't do it alone, we all helped to create it the universe. But apparently, there were 

greater worries. If the new... 

 



cameraman: (abruptly and aggressively interrupt) Wait a damn minute! You're trying to 

say that God wanted to destroy it all because Eve and Adam ate the fruit, while demons 

were trying to save us? Give me a break. This is crap! 

 

interviewee: (agitated) Once more, I am no demon. And as I said before, the winner of a 

war writes the historical account. (relaxed) The opposing angels were banished and cast 

out, shunned due to our willingness to stand up to the authority of the Grand Designer 

 

cameraman: Well, if God wanted us destroyed, then how are we still here? This is... 

 

interviewee: A new punishment, a very cruel discipline. This NEW purpose of life 

 

interviewer: The purpose of life? You’re talking: the meaning of existence? 

 

interviewee: (mocking with smirk) Exactly! Someone gets a cookie. (remove smirk) The 

Grand Designer was hurt, deeply pained by the deception of the first borns. So, instead of 

simply starting over, the anguish was shared with the universe as you know it. The 

purpose of your existence is to know what deception feels like. What lost feels like. To 

know the feeling you get when you love something more than life itself and then to have 

it snatched away. Your good book has many stories like this. Lot was taken from a city 

that provided for his family, losing his wife in the process. Job lost everything, absolutely 

everything, on a petty bet. Your kind as a species are meant to suffer 

 

interviewer: So, what, we're supposed to be thankful that you fought for us? You are the 

good guys and God is the villain? Seriously, you expect me to believe any of this? 

 

interviewee: Believe what you will. Know that there is no good, no evil. There are actions 

and emotion. Then there are consequences for every action 

 

interviewer: What am I supposed to take from this interview? 

 

interviewee: (be obviously nervous. Try to make them understand what is not being said) 

As I stated before, I am here simply to give a full actual account. Provide truth, not a 

tainted victory tale 

 

cameraman: I want to get out of here. This feels so wrong on every level. I think I'm 

hearing screams 

 

interviewer: I have more questions. Tell me about the damned. What happens to our souls 

when we die? How much does the Dark Prince affect? I want more than one side of the 

story 

 

(the chain seems to be tugged uncomfortably tight) 

 

interviewee: (grip edges of table) You asked the wrong questions. None of that is 

important. It is not worth it. Do not fight God's will. Expect nothing from life but pain 



and suffering. Plead and beg God for forgiveness. God is real and being on His side is far 

better for your health and psyche than the Fallen. We were wrong, we were so damn 

wrong. We all regret the rebellion 

 

(the collar is yanked and the interviewee is pulled away. as the interviewee is pulled into 

the shadows, it continues to scream) 

 

interviewee: I came to warn you. Do not piss off God. Do not follow the devil. It is not 

worth it...nooooooo 

 

(as the interviewee descends into the shadow, the shadow disappears and the entire 

warehouse becomes far brighter. howls and screams echo off in the distance. the room 

begins to get very hot) 

 

cameraman: holy crap! I'm getting the hell out of here. (tuck camera away, still recording. 

run for exit) 

 

(as the interviewer and cameraman leave the warehouse, they still hear howls) 

 

interviewer: What the hell was that all about? What grabbed that guy? Was he really a 

demon? Did you capture it? 

 

cameraman: (sarcastically) No, he's not, he's a damn good magician and illusionist. 

(shout) What the hell do you think? Did you hear the screams? (attempt to regain 

composure) I told you I never wanted to do this. This was worse than some freak 

 

interviewer: Well, you at least got all that footage right? This is so going to be a big deal 

for us. I'm going to be famous 

 

cameraman: (stunned. disbelief) That's all you can think about? We just interviewed a 

damn demon, who pleaded with us to not go against God, which caused something to 

yank him back to hell. (hunch shoulders. Extend arms out, bent at elbow) But you're 

sitting here worrying about a career! The human race is so truly screwed! 


