Book Review: No Exit, by Jean Paul Sartre. 

Never has been a play so unreal and at the same time so accessible to develop on a stage. The characters are no more than three mortal souls that “happen” to end up in hell when they died; and such a hell they arrive to. A room adorned with pompous and un-matching decoration where they are doom to stay, with no exit, and wait for their torturer. But their torturer is never to appear, and hell does not contain any chamber of pain. They are each other’s bloody executioners, and the torture is not to know it while developing their role. It is a highly entertaining short play, that says no more than it should, and no less than it must to enable the reader with the necessary weapons to conclude on human turbulent relations. 

