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This shard of dystopian sci-fi drama is as jagged and slippery as shattered ice. Written by 

DC Moore, it casts its coolly intelligent gaze towards the future of our planet and out into 

deep space, while posing fundamental questions about human existence. At just 70 

minutes, with so many big ideas floating around, it feels rather airless, the plotting 

compressed and cryptic, but the writing is engrossing and spikily stylish, and the 

production, by Jo McInnes, is like an unsettling dream. 

 

The play — set in a world ravaged by war and environmental catastrophe — is structured as 

a triptych. In part one, we meet Daniel (Robert Lonsdale) and Paul (Rob Heaps), longtime 

best mates whose lives have diverged. Daniel, a teacher, has recently fathered a baby 

daughter, and is balking at the responsibility of parenthood and floundering in his 

marriage. Higher-flying Paul is a cognitive engineer working in international space 

exploration, creating systems to ensure astronauts remain psychologically fit and effective 

on a 20-year mission to Mars. The second scene finds two of Paul’s colleagues, Amy (Leah 

Brotherhead) and Natalia (Anna Elijasz), in a tense confrontation over the project’s 

catastrophic failure. Finally, Paul is adrift in the universe’s infinite, godless void, along 

with Natalia’s twin sister, Nina; their fellow crew members perishing around them, they 

face their own extinction. 

 

Echoes and reflections haunt the action, most strikingly in the final sequence, in which 

Garance Marneur’s brilliant design places Nina and Paul, in bright, white spacesuits, inside 

a glass cube, its gleaming walls acting as mirrors and creating a multitude of helpless, 

bobbing figures, while the stranded, desperate pair are as vulnerable as two newborns in a 

hospital incubator. Notions about what shapes and defines our humanity, from family and 

religious faith to love, sex, memory and art, ricochet through the dialogue and the 

imagery: there’s an affecting moment when Daniel, desperate for comfort and a 

connection with the past, clutches the hand of an Antony Gormley sculpture on Crosby 

beach — part of the artist’s epic work Another Place, referenced by Moore’s title — 

doomed to be submerged by rising flood waters. 

 

The overall effect is dazzling, but dizzying — and there’s an over-abrupt shift of tone 

between the coarsely funny, blokeish camaraderie of the early moments, despite their 

undertow of desolation and misgiving, and the terse, fractured exchanges that follow. The 

performances, though, are laser-precise; and, though the end comes too suddenly and too 

soon, the play reverberates around the mind long afterwards. 
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