


(scene 14)





(at patricks bed side)





paul: come on stud, don't give up, think of da skunk.





(paul puts a hash pipe in patricks mouth)





nurse1: erm i don't think that will work, we've tried everything and he is still unconcious. it looks as if he will die





(patrick awakes)





patrick: hey man dat is de best skunk i is ever had, gimme another puff of da magic dragon! (inhales) ahh shit man


nurse1: anyway patrick, we can't let you go home yet, i can't believe that weed brought you out of a coma


patrick: hey! der aint nothing weed cant do, praise marley. and by the way i is goin home cos it smells like shit here in dis muddafucker and i know whats good for me and goin home is


paul: yeah da stud is back in business! da posse has missed ya biggy!


patrick:well de stud is back for good, me aint goin nowhere


paul: me has had de clients beggin for da skunk, they is goin cold turkey!


patrick: shit man, get on to reggie straight away, we need weed and lots of it, lets party!


nurse1: hey, paul, have you ever notiched sometimes you talk with a jamacian accent and then you break into cockney how come?


paul: what da fuck is you on about slag? i is from de land of marley, innit!


nurse: (leaving) whatever (mutters) twat!


paul: anyway, i as gotta get de wankford mafia back in action i  have orders to meet i'll see you later at the gangbang jah bless, innit


patrick: laters man


(meanwhile further down the ward, roy is a vegetable in a coma)





nurse2: now then roy, i'm just going to take you to the toilet okay?


roy: mmaamm (talks jibberish)


nurse2: okay roy





(roy sits on the toilet, drooling with his tongue hanging out of the side of his mouth)





nurse2: okay roy, lets get you back to bed


roy: mmmaam (talks jibberish)





(roy gets back into bed and pat then enters the ward)





pat: oh roy, i'm so glad to see you, how are you love?


roy: mmmaamm (talks jibberish)


pat: i aksed you how you were


roy: mmmaamm (talks jibberish)


pat: don't use that tone of voice with me roy, i know you paid janine for sex!


roy: (silent, with his tongue out drooling)


pat: ah silent, guilty as i thought, how could you roy, you fucking cunt, i thought you loved me!


roy: (silent)


pat: oh thats it is it? my pussy aint good enough for you eh?


roy: (drools)


pat: well fuck you then, you old twat, i'm going to the gangbang tonight to get laid and you can die for all i care!





(pat punches roy)





pat: oh and by the way, barrys dead, cya


roy: (drooles)





(pat leaves)


(down at the hospital receipion patrick is about to leave to go home)





patrick: (talking to himself) yes man i is finally leaving


nurse1:  mr. truman


patrick: look bitch i is already told you i is leaving and der is nothing you can do about it


nurse:  no mr.truman we'll letting you go but first we need to look at your personal documents


patrick: what is you chatting about whore me is da stud me don't need no documents


nurse1: you mean to say you don't have a visa or anything?


patrick: hell no! de only documents i have is skunk and i aint handing dat over


nurse1: well i'm gonna have to call imigration then, to get you sent back to africa


patrick: i come from jamacia you white bitch, how dare you confuse me with those african fuckers!





(10 minutes later imigration turn up and take patrick away)








  








