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Jock Tamson's Half Hearted Transformation

(A DOG HOWLS IN THE DISTANCE AS THE LIGHT COMES UP ON A YARD. GUFFIE PUSHES A WHEELBARROW , ON WHICH SITS A COFFIN DISCRETELY COVERED BY A CLOTH, ONSTAGE. GUFFIE RAPS DOOR OF HUT AND REMO COMES OUT)
REMO: 
Who are you?

GUFFIE:
You know who I am.

REMO:
Who are you!?

GUFFIE:
I'm Guffie. You know who I am.

REMO:
You've ruined me, you bastard! Get to fuck off my property!

GUFFIE:
What?

REMO;
You're one of those robbing bastards, aren't you?

GUFFIE:
What's the matter? Have you been drinking? Have you gone mad?

REMO:
I'll put my toe up your arse, you thieving bastard!

GUFFIE:
What? After all the money I've sweated and slaved to make you? I've a good  mind to form a union and go on strike!

REMO:
We're having no talk of fucking uinions around here! The unions ruined this country! Fucking ruined it!

GUFFIE:
But that was another country they ruined, practically hundreds of years ago. Nobody even remembers that stuff any more. We're in a different country now anyway.

REMO:
What country are we in?

GUFFIE:
It's a long time since I read a newspaper. And I haven't got a radio.

REMO;
Don't try to weasel out of it like that, you thieving bastard! Whatever country it is, you fucking ruined it! Ruined it! Fucking ruined it!


(REMO SITS DOWN AND CRIES. GUFFIE CLOSES IN)

GUFFIE:
Mr Remo,  don't take it so hard. I know business has not been good, but it'll pick up.




(REMO SPRINGS UP)

REMO:
You stole the fucking scrap. All of it, you thieving bastard! Get off my property!

GUFFIE:
But it was the robbers, Mr Remo. I told you. That was last week.

REMO:
Was it? We'll have to build a wall to keep the robbers out! We'll get a gun and shoot the bastards!




(REMO SITS)

REMO:
There's nothing left to steal, is there? 

GUFFIE:
We've still got the hut. Every way is up. Let's make the best of new opportunities.




(REMO SPRINGS UP)

REMO:
That's right! This is the land of opportunity, McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
I knew you'd remember my name.

REMO:
Opportunities wherever you look if only you could see them! All you need is an idea and if that idea doesn't work, you can pack up and go somewhere else, start again, and go bankrupt there. Who knows how many bankruptsies a person could master in a lifetime? Hundreds! Thousands!

GUFFIE:
You don't have to go anywhere. It's good here.

REMO:
I'm  in more debt than Africa. I'll have to make a run for it.

GUFFIE:
But we can make a go of this place.

REMO:
So we can! We'll build a giant wall and grow vegetables!

GUFFIE:
For sandwiches!

`REMO:
Yes! We'll be self sufficient! Back to nature! Any vegetables we've got left over, we can throw over the wall and they'll throw money back at us! We can be independent, McGuffin!

GUFFIE:
I think your first idea was a better one.

REMO:
We'll make our own laws! Wonderful! All debts cancelled! I won't be made bankrupt after all.

GUFFIE:
Nobody's going to make you bankrupt, Mr Remo. That rubbish dump idea is a winner.

REMO:
You know my wife's run off with the taxman.

GUFFIE:
And who could blame her?

REMO:
What rubbish dump idea?

GUFFIE:
The advert in the paper, remember? You're starting a rubbish dump here.

REMO:
What? A rubbish dump? What a wonderful idea! We'll charge people for taking their rubbish away. No! We'll charge them for storing it and make them bring it to us. We'll dig a void hundreds of feet deep and sell sections of space to people! I want to declare my independence, Mc Guffin. What a wonderful country this is going to be!

GUFFIE:
What's the matter with you, Mr Remo?

REMO:
I'm practising.

GUFFIE:
What?

REMO:
Transformations. We'll all have to change or we're all going down the tubes, McGuffin!

GUFFIE:
But change into what, Mr Remo?

REMO:
Why, change into someone who doesn't have to take the blame, Guffie! We can call ourselves by another name. All we need is a fresh start. We can behave a bit differently and transform ourselves into someone who won't be held responsible.

GUFFIE:
Who?

REMO:
A loonie! Can't  you see? Going bonkers is the only way to deal with this. If you're mad, they can't hurt you.

GUFFIE:
Who can't?

REMO:
Nobody can't. They can't send you to jail if you're hearing voices and things.

GUFFIE:
Bloody right they can!

REMO:
Not me, Guffie boy. Not me. I'll turn it off and on when it suits me.

GUFFIE:
When the wind changes, you'll be stuck with it, Mister.

REMO:
I won't be stuck with anything, McGuffin, and nothing's going to stick to me. Nothing effects me. I’m  strong. Strong. Underneath, I’ll be just the same as always. I'll play a little game and take everyone in. At worst, they'll come and take me away and take care of me.

GUFFIE:
No, they won't. I've tried that already. They'll give you a handful of pills and sling you onto the street. So get a grip, Mr Remo. Don't worry about going broke.

REMO:
They've taken my house. And my car. I'll have to rationalise, McGuffin. Make tough decisions. That's it! You're sacked!

GUFFIE:
You can't sack me!

REMO:
Get off my property! Get off it, or you'll get my toe up your arse! 

GUFFIE:
Keep away from me, you mad bastard! I've a good mind to set fire to your hut!

(REMO SITS AND CRIES)

REMO:
How can you say that to me? You and that hut are all I've got left.

GUFFIE:
Come on, Mister. You've still got the yard.

REMO:
Remember when this place was piled high with scrap? Mountains of it. Lorries in and out. Even before the stupid, thieving bastards thieved the miserable remains, nobody wanted it. You couldn't get people to take it way. The world was transforming itself around me, but I just stayed the same. I'm the last piece of scrap left. McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
I can't stand seeing people crying. It's horrible. You can be mad again if you like. 

REMO:
People are very sympathic to religious melancholia, you know. You go to church and spend all day praying on your knees until you're so stuff you can't get up. They have to prise you out. It's a sign of the times.  A few ecstatic visions. That's what the world needs! Transformed and born again, McGuffin. Wouldn't that be nice? Um, are you a religious kind of person at all?

GUFFIE:
Born and bred a devout ... staunch ...supporter of Hibernian Football Club, if that's what you're getting at.





(REMO STANDS AND POINTS)

REMO:
Can't you see it, McGuffin?

GUFFIE:
What?

REMO:
Report it to the proper authorities! We'll make a fortune! Miracles and ecstatic visions! Why didn't I think of that before? A bit of redemption, Guffie. We can sell hamburgers and charge them hundreds of pounds to get in. Can't you see it, Guffie?

GUFFIE:
All I can see is the sky.

REMO:
What colour is it?

GUFFIE:
Blue with bits of white.

REMO:
It's a start! The Virgin Mary's blue with bits of white!

GUFFIE:
Are you trying to tell me the Virgin Mary is standing on top of the hut, Mr Removitch?

REMO:
But she is! Can't you see her?

GUFFIE:
It's enough being a Hibs supporter without having to believe in shite like that.

REMO:
Your job from now on is to tell people the Virgin Mary's on top of the hut! And if you don't like it, you can just fuck off and  I'll pay someone else to say it!

GUFFIE:
You can't do that to me!

REMO:
Oh, yes I can!

GUFFIE:
You only ever paid me sandwiches!

REMO:
Well, you're on the national mininum sandwich from now on!  What a wonderful country! I can sack you whenever I like. You can make millions out of people in this country. What a wonderful country!




( REMO SITS AND CRIES AGAIN)

GUFFIE:
We should stick with the rubbish dump. A huge hole in the ground. No one will have one of those for miles.

REMO:
I'm finished. I might as well admit it. Nobody's going to pay us for burying rubbish.

GUFFIE:
They will. They will. There's all kinds of rubbish just waiting to be buried.


            

(REMO STANDS)

REMO:
Nuclear waste! What a briliant idea! We'll bury it in bin liners and cover it up so no one knows it's there.  And in a hundred years time we'll all be walking around with no legs and no arms, and no eyes. But it'll be alright for us, McGuffin. Pots of money! Pots of it!

GUFFIE:
It doesn't have to be that kind of rubbish. There's lots of different kinds.


(REMO STARES ABOUT)

REMO:
What the fuck's that? 

GUFFIE:
It's a coffin.





(REMO TAKES THE COVER OF IT)

REMO:
It's a coffin.

GUFFIE:
That's what I said.

REMO:
What's it doing here?

GUFFIE:
 I went out for it. It's rubbish. The woman saw the advert in the paper. You  could sell that for a few bob. Real brass handles, I'll bet.





(REMO LOOKS IT OVER. RUBS HAND OVER 

IT. CASUALLY OPENS IT. SLAMS IT SHUT.)

REMO:
There's a fucking dead body in there!

GUFFIE:
The Virgin Mary's back on top of the hut!

REMO:
But there is a dead body in there.

GUFFIE:
You've been under a terrible strain, Mr Remo.

REMO:
Somebody told you to take away a coffin and you didn't even look in it!

GUFFIE:
Well, it's full of rubbish, isn't it?

xREMO:
Take it back where you got it!

GUFFIE:
But the woman paid me.

REMO:
What? How much?

GUFFIE:
Um, fifty pounds.

REMO:
Let's see it.




(GUFFIE  TURNS HIS BACK TO FIND THE MONEY)

GUFFIE:
Here.






(REMO COUNTS IT AND PUTS IT IN HIS POCKET)

GUFFIE:
Don't worry about all the sandwiches you owe me. No, no. Just stuff all the profits into your pocket. Fucking typical.

REMO:
Now, get you and the coffin to fuck out of here!

GUFFIE:
What?

REMO:
Take it back where you got it from, you stupid bastard!

GUFFIE:
That's it!  I'm going. I know when I'm not wanted. What kind of rubbish dump do you call this anyway? It's not even a fucking scrap yard! How could anyone make a living out of this. Goodbye and I hope you die of something horrible!

REMO:
Hey, you! Come back here! Take this fucking coffin with you!

GUFFIE:
No! You stole my money! You're a thief, that's what you are!

REMO:
No, no, come back, Guffie. I'll give you the money back. Honest!




(GUFFIE COMES BACK)

GUFFIE:
Alright. Give me the money.





(REMO TAKES OUT THE MONEY)

REMO:
Will you take away the coffin?

GUFFIE:
What for? Those handles are brass.

REMO:
There's a fucking dead body in it! Look for yourself!

GUFFIE:
Now, Mr Remo, if  I went round and looked in the coffin and told you there was nothing in it but some old clothes, would you believe me?

REMO:
No.

GUFFIE:
Then, just tip the stiff into a hole and we've got ourselves a coffin and fifty quid.





(REMO PUTS THE MONEY BACK INTO HIS POCKET)

REMO:
Sit down. You sit there and I'll sit here. Now, let's try to be reasonable. Who's coffin is it?

GUFFIE:
This woman's. She had it on the wheelbarrow at the bottom of the stairs.

REMO:
Did she tell you why she wanted rid of it?

GUFFIE:
Would you like me to ask everyone if they've second thoughts about getting rid of stuff? Missis, why don't you keep it? Keep it in the cupboard until you're dead. It would be a shame to give your last overcoat to me and fifty quid as well! (PAUSE) It's going to be a fucking empty rubbish dump if we take that attitude, isn't it?

REMO:
I'll put my toe up your arse! I'm the one who's supposed to be mad around here! Get off my property! Get off it! You're sacked!

GUFFIE:
You can't sack me! I've resigned! So there!




(REMO SITS AND CRIES. GUFFIE APPROACHES)

REMO:
Get to fuck out of here!

GUFFIE:
I've come for the job, sir. Tattering at your service, sir. I saw it in the paper. Rubbish dump opening. Best rates. Bring your rubbish here.

REMO:
You're trespassing.

GUFFIE:
I'm here for the job.

REMO:
There isn't any job here.

GUFFIE:
You're opening a rubbish dump, aren't you?

REMO:
I must have seemed a good idea at the time.

GUFFIE:
Well, you'll need a tatter, won't you?

REMO:
What the fuck's a tatter?

GUFFIE:
We live on rubbish dumps. You know? A wee hut. Keep away the boys. The wee bastards setting fires. Get you into bother.

REMO:
You were supposed to do that with the scrapyard!

GUFFIE:
But this time I'll do it for no sandwiches at all! Just a bit of scavenging. When anything good arrrives. Like a coffin. Which you could sell to an undertaker for hundreds of pounds.

REMO:
You'll go a long way before you find an undertaker who'll take a dead body off your hands and give you hundreds of pounds for the priviledge.

GUFFIE:
I just want to be a tatter! I don't want to get paid in sandwiches anymore. I don't want to get the sack anymore. I've been sacked three times this week already! I just want a bit of self respect. What about this independence you were going on about? Why can't I get some of it? I'm not asking  to be a brain surgeon. I just want to be a fucking tatter! It's not a lot to ask. If you have a rubbish dump, you need a tatter. Honest.

REMO:
Can you dig?

GUFFIE:
We don't dig. We just sculk about and frighten wee boys.

REMO:
You haven't got it in you.

GUFFIE:
I have! I have! You're not the only one who can be mad. I can be mad. I'm scary when I'm mad. Really scary. Aaaaaah!

REMO:
I am going to find me a big stick. When I have found a big stick, I am going to hit you over the fucking head with it!




(REMO LOOKS AROUND)

GUFFIE:
You didn't even know what a tatter was! You don't know fuck all about rubbish dumps, do you?

REMO:
I know you don't bury dead bodies in them!

GUFFIE:
Even if there was a body, who's to know? The woman's not going to tell anyone. She's just a poor old woman. Maybe she just wanted rid of a body. No questions asked.




(AGNES ENTERS)

REMO:
It must be fucking illegal!




(REMO SEES AGNES)

REMO:
What the fuck are you wanting?

GUFFIE:
(RUNNING TO HER) Clear off! Clear off you! Get off this rubbish dump! We're not having any lassies here!

REMO:
(TO GUFFIE) Hey, you! Come back here! This has got nothing to do with you.




(GUFFIE BACKS OFF)


(TO AGNES) What are you wanting, Miss?

AGNES:
I'm looking for my dog. I was wondering if it came through here.

GUFFIE:
(TO REMO) I was scary there.  Did you notice? Really scary.

REMO:
Did he frighten you?

AGNES:
(DEADPAN) I was terrified.

GUFFIE:
See? Do I get the job? 

AGNES:
Do you have a telephone?

REMO:
Why do you want to know?

AGNES:
I think my dog might be hurt. I  should really phone the police station.

REMO:
What?

GUFFIE:
No! No phones, no dogs. Now, get to fuck!




(A TELEPHONE RINGS)

AGNES:
What's that?

GUFFIE:
A fucking egg timer!

REMO:
(TO GUFFIE) Shut up and go and answer it!

GUFFIE:
I've been sacked. Answer it yourself. Yes, go on, answer it. Why don't you, eh? Go on. Why don't you, eh?

REMO:
Because I'm scared to.

GUFFIE:
Scared to answer the phone! A big tycoon like you! Well, that's the best yet!

(REMO PUTS HIS HEAD IN HIS HANDS AND STARTS TO CRY)

AGNES:
I'll answer it. 

(AGNES GOES INTO THE HUT. THEY CREEP UP TO THE DOOR)

REMO:
You'll have to get rid of her, McGuffin! She'll tell the police!

GUFFIE:
What? About the Virgin Mary?

REMO:
About the body! Then I'll be bankrupt and going mad and in jail all at once!

GUFFIE:
Defend yourself. They'll let you off.

REMO:
Of course! I'll have them all in tears. What a story I'll tell them! The wife left me, the creditors were closing in and what else could I do? Stack them high and bury them fast. Cheap funerals for poor bastards! The yard littered with dead bodies. Of course! I'll plead insanity! What a wonderful idea!




(AGNES COMES OUT OF HUT)

GUFFIE:
Well?

AGNES:
Well, what?

REMO:
Well, who was on the phone?

AGNES:
What's it worth?

GUFFIE:
Nothing!

AGNES:
I'm not doing your dirty work for nothing. Who owns the hut?

REMO:
I do.

AGNES:
Aren't you scared that someone will steal it at night?

GUFFIE:
Who'd want to steal a hut?

AGNES:
Lots of people. You could live in a hut like that.

REMO:
So you could! You could live in the hut and answer the phone!

GUFFIE:
That's my hut!

REMO:
But you're more of an outdoor man, McGuffin. Besides, you didn't answer the phone. Who was it?

AGNES:
Do I get to stay in the hut?

REMO:
You've got the job.

GUFFIE:
You can't throw me out the hut!

AGNES:
It was a woman.

REMO:
Did you hear that, McGuffin? A woman. See? As soon as they hear the wife's gone, the phone doesn't stop ringing.

AGNES:
She wanted to know if she could get her wheelbarrow back.

REMO:
What? Did you get her name?

AGNES:
No. 

REMO:
Did you get her number?

AGNES:
I told her to piss off.

GUFFIE:
Fucking useless. I knew it. Go on, get to fuck!

AGNES:
Is that the wheelbarrow?

REMO:
Look, we do not have any jobs here. I'm sorry. I'm sorry, there's been a misunderstanding.

AGNES:
Did you hear a noise coming from that?

GUFFIE:
Aye, it's the maggots. There's a dead body in there covered in maggots. They make a rustling sound.

AGNES:
(TO REMO) Mister, either you let me stay in that hut or I'll come back sometime and set it on fire.

GUFFIE:
Get to fuck! I'm staying in the hut!

REMO:
Nobody is staying in the fucking hut! None of you! I want the fucking lot of you out of here.




(REMO PICKS UP A SHOVEL)


Right!

GUFFIE:
(TO AGNES) That's a good idea. Have you ever done any manual labour?

AGNES:
What do you mean?

GUFFIE:
Digging. We need someone to dig a big hole.

AGNES:
How big?

GUFFIE:
Huge. Hundreds of feet deep. Months of work in it.

AGNES: 
Don't be stupid! Where would you put the dirt?

REMO:
What the fuck's going on here?

GUFFIE:
Hide it somewhere. Just get rid of it. Carry it away in your handbag.

REMO:
Wait a minute. Is there a noise coming from that coffin?

AGNES:
I don't have a handbag.

GUFFIE:
What kind of girl are you anyway?

REMO:
I'll bet she's a very brave girl, McGuffin. You'd have to be brave to stay in that hut all night.

GUFFIE:
Yes, robbers came and stole all our scrap last week.

AGNES:
I'm not scared to stay in a hut. I was living in the woods till some bastard burnt my tent down..

REMO:
Then you wouldn't be scared to look in the coffin?

AGNES:
Do I get to stay in the hut if I look in the coffin?

REMO:
Yes.

GUFFIE:
You can hardly see the body anymore. It's all maggots and blue bottles.

AGNES:
I'm not scared to look in a coffin.



(AGNES OPENS THE COFFIN AND CLOSES IT)

AGNES:
I'll have to find my dog first. I'll come back later and move in.

REMO:
But what was in the coffin?

AGNES:
Don't you know?

REMO:
Yes.

AGNES:
Well, you don't need me to tell you then, do you?

REMO:
Tell him! Tell him!

AGNES:
(TO GUFFIE) Haven't you looked in it?

GUFFIE:
No.

AGNES:
Go on, feast your eyes. The lips have all been eaten away and worms are crawling out of the eye sockets!

GUFFIE:
I knew she'd be trouble! Why don't you just get to fuck!

AGNES:
I'm staying in the hut.

GUFFIE:
I stay in the hut! (PAUSE) Why don't you stay in it with me?

(GUFFIE AND REMO BEGIN TO CROWD THE GIRL)

REMO:
A brilliant idea! We'll open a hotel!

GUFFIE:
We could both stay in the hut.

REMO:
For dead people! It won't cost much to feed dead people!

GUFFIE:
Then you could get yourself pregnant and go and live in a nice council house.

REMO:
Yes! We'll come and live with you! Dead people can't afford to live in hotels.




(AGNES PULLS OUT KNIFE)

AGNES:
If you come one step closer, I'll cut it off and chop it up in front of your face!

(OLD MAN IN WHITE NIGHTDRESS COMES OUT OF COFFIN)

OLD MAN:
Where am I? What happened? What kind of hellish place is this?

GUFFIE:
What the fuck!

REMO:
It's the dead body! Get him, Guffie!

(BOTH GUFFIE AND REMO JUMP THE OLD MAN WHO COLLAPSES  UNCONSCIOUS)

REMO:
We're not having any dead bodies walking around this yard!




(REMO AND GUFFIE GET UP)

REMO:
See, McGuffin! What a wonderful country this is! If dead bodies come onto your property, you can just jump on them and if they haven't got any witnesses, they can't do anything about it! It's wonderful! It's wonderful!



(REMO SITS DOWN AND CRIES. GIRL LOOKS






 AT OLD MAN)

AGNES:
You've killed him.

GUFFIE:
He was dead already.

AGNES:
But why did you do that?

GUFFIE:
Because he was walking around frightening people! We're tough guys, Mr Remo and me. So if I was you, I'd get to fuck!

AGNES:
If I was you, I'd wonder what I was going to tell the police!

REMO:
Who's going to tell the police? Good God, McGuffin, we're going to jail! We're going to jail! What'll we do? What'll we do?

GUFFIE:
Don't worry yourself, Mr Remo. We'll just put the dead body back in the coffin and we won't tell anyone it came out. Give me a hand.

(THEY BEGIN TO LIFT THE OLD MAN BACK INTO THE COFFIN)

REMO:
Did you know he was in there all the time, McGuffin?

GUFFIE:
I cannot tell a lie. Though I did not look, I did know.

REMO:
Then why did you bring it here, McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
Because the old woman asked me to. A public service, Mr Remo. She said she couldn't afford the undertakers. But we've got a coffin now, you see? And a wheelbarrow. We're in business.

REMO:
Brilliant! There must be hundreds of poor bastards who can't afford a funeral! Millions of them! We'll chase the ambulances! We'll scan the death notices and rush round!

GUFFIE:
We'll sell them the coffin then keep it! Turf the bodies into a huge hole and fill it up bit by bit! A money spinner!

REMO:
We get to defraud people as well? Wonderful! (PAUSE) All we need is someone to dig the huge hole.

GUFFIE:
She'll dig it for us.

AGNES:
Am I fuck! I'm having nothing to do with this. I never touched the old man.

REMO:
Neither did I.

GUFFIE:
Neither did I.

AGNES:
Good. I'm away to find my dog. I'll be back soon.



(SHE STARTS TO GO)

REMO:
We can't let her leave, Guffie! We can't! She'll tell the police! Oh, my god! We're all going to jail! We're all going to jail!



(REMO SITS DOWN AND CRIES)

GUFFIE:
No, we're not! I'll get her back. Don't worry!



(GUFFIE CHASES THE GIRL)

GUFFIE:
Excuse me, excuse me, excuse me. You can't leave now.

AGNES:
Why not?

GUFFIE:
We've got things to discuss.

AGNES:
No, we haven't.

GUFFIE:
Yes, we have. The wages. You don't know the terms and conditions yet. Come on, come on, come back. And don't stand for anything less than four sandwiches a day.

(THEY RETURN. THE OLD MAN COMES OUT OF THE COFFIN BLINDSIDE AND GETS BEHIND THE HUT)

GUFFIE:
Here we are, Mr Remo. Ready and willing. Now that business is picking up and we're on the road to recovery, how's about a bit of a snack?



(REMO SLOWLY RISES AND EXPANDS)

REMO:
What's to stop this becoming the best one stop snack bar cum cemetery  in the whole fucking world! Nothing!  Why, there's a hut and some ground! Yes, it's got the lot and that's just for starters! All we have to do is decide what we want and then pull together to get it! Understand? (PAUSE) What do you want, Miss?

AGNES:
I just want to find my dog and get somewhere to live.

REMO:
And who do you vote for?

AGNES:
I haven't got a fucking vote, stupid! They don't give you a vote if you've nowhere to live.

REMO:
What a good idea! A property qualification. Just what I was hoping for. And what about you, Guffie?

GUFFIE:
I have got somewhere to live. I live in the hut and I'll vote for anyone who'll give me a sandwich.

REMO:
Right. Well, I own this yard and I have got a huge, big vote and I vote that you bastards start making me money tout suite. Right away. Now, we've got our first customer, but we haven't got a hole. Who's going to start digging?

GUFFIE:
My back's in agony just looking at that shovel, Mr Remo. I think the young ones should do that kind of work now that they've got the opportunity at last.

AGNES:
I've just arrived. I don't know anything. I didn't see anything. I don't care anyway. But even if I was deaf, dumb and blind, I'd know you can't dig a huge hole hundreds of feet deep using just a shovel.

REMO:
We've got a ladder! It's behind the hut! Show her the ladder, McGuffin.

(GUFFIE GOES FOR THE LADDER. OLD MAN APPEARS ON TOP OF THE HUT)

AGNES:
I don't know what you guys are taking, but I don't want any. I'm getting my dog. I'm staying in the hut. I didn't see a thing. Okay?

GUFFIE:
Here's the ladder. That should get you started.




(REMO FALLS ON HIS KNEES)

REMO:
It's the Virgin Mary! I'll start being nice to people! I'll stop being a defrauding, rotten, greedy bastard, honest!

GUFFIE:
Look! It's the dead body!

REMO:
What? (GETS UP) Get to fuck down off my hut! Come on! Get down!

(OLD MAN STARTS TO COME DOWN AND APPROACH)

OLD MAN:
I'm just a poor old man! I've never done anybody any harm. I just want to rest in peace!

REMO:
Get back into that fucking coffin right this second,  you old blasphemous bastard! How dare you pretend to be the Virgin Mary! Shame on you! Get back in there!




(OLD MAN GETS BACK INTO COFFIN)

REMO:
I said no dead bodies walking around the yard and I mean no dead bodies walking around the  fucking yard!

AGNES:
He's not dead! I thought he was dead. I really did. That's great! Me and the dog'll love this place. When I got back to the tent and there was nothing there, I thought why not just top yourself? It would be easy. I nearly did, but I'm glad I didn't. A roof over my head! I'm going to have a roof over my head!

(OLD MAN DRESSED IN AN OVERCOAT WITH BARE LEGS GETS OUT OF COFFIN AND MOVES UPSTAGE. THROUGH NEXT, HE FAILS TO FIND THE EXIT)

REMO:
See, McGuffin? She can change. Turned from being suicidal into one of those optimistic, stupid bastards who live in a world where anything can happen. Before you know it, she'll be planting flowers. Wonderful! We'll transform ourselves. Yes, everyone to the oars! We'll all pull together! We'll make our own rules! We'll be our own people! We'll be independent! Fuck the lot of them! We can all stay here together.

AGNES:
But I need to leave for a while. I need to find my dog.

GUFFIE:
And we'll need to go out for the dead bodies.

REMO:
The dead bodies seem perfectly capable of getting here on their own!

AGNES:
But he's not dead! It's great! I can go to the police now. You see, when I spoke to them before, I should have told them what kind of dog it was. Then they might have helped me.

REMO:
She's talking about the police again, McGuffin!

GUFFIE:
When were you speaking to the police?

AGNES:
After I told the woman to piss off.

REMO:
We've got a dead body on our hands and she phones the police about a fucking dog!

GUFFIE:
What an idiot! The police aren't going to help you find a dog!

AGNES:
They might when I tell them what kind of dog it is.

REMO:
What kind of dog is it then? A Cruft's Supreme Champion? Eh?!

AGNES:
No! It's a sort of mixture of ridgeback, and mastiff, and pit bull, and rottweiller, and elephant.

GUFFIE:
What the fuck are you wanting with a dog like that?

AGNES:
I need it for my personal protection. And it's a good laugh when it jumps on people,and tries to rip their throats out, and you say: Don't worry. It's just playing with you!

GUFFIE:
We're not having a fucking monster like that around here!

REMO:
They'll be roaming in packs before you know it! Get the police! Get the police! Tell them to bring their sharpshooters!




(AGNES PULLS OUT THE KNIFE)

AGNES:
If anyone's harmed a hair on that dog's head, they're going to get it. Do you hear me? Do you hear me? Anyone touches a hair on that dog's head is going to fucking get it!

GUFFIE:
Stop waving that knife around. We know you wouldn't use it.

AGNES:
You think I wouldn't use it. You think I wouldn't use it.




(SHE ADVANCES ON HIM VERY MENACINGLY)


You want to bet!

REMO:
Stop it! The police are here.

(SHE HURRIEDLY PUTS AWAY KNIFE AS OLD MAN WALKS DISCONSULATELY DOWNSTAGE)

OLD MAN:
I give up.

REMO:
No, I give up.

GUFFIE:
No, I give up.

REMO:
I gave up first.

GUFFIE:
No, you didn't. He gave up first.

REMO:
But he's the fucking police! He can't give up. 

GUFFIE:
Are you the police?

OLD MAN:
I'm just an old man.

REMO:
Well, from now on you're the police force. You'd be much better at scaring the wee boys than McGuffin here. When you get out of that coffin, I bet the wee boys run like fuck! Especially when we get some more coffins around the place.

AGNES:
He just looks like an old man to me.

GUFFIE:
It's my job to scare the wee boys!

REMO:
You're sacked! Get to fuck! Beat it! (TO OLD MAN) And what are you standing there for? He's trespassing. You're supposed to be the police force! Go on! Go on! Hit him with the shovel!




(REMO GIVES HIM THE SHOVEL)

OLD MAN:
Honest, I'm just an old man.

AGNES:
He looks like a dirty old man to me.

REMO:
Hit him with the fucking shovel! Right now!!

OLD MAN:
(TO AGNES) How dare you call me a dirty old man? I'll have you know I had a nasty accident while in the service of my country.

AGNES:
Brilliant! Did you get it shot off?

REMO:
Hit him with the shovel!!

(OLD MAN DROPS SHOVEL AND APPROACHES AGNES)

OLD MAN:
Do you want to see it? Do you want to see it?




(AGNES PULLS OUT KNIFE)

AGNES:
A flasher! Brilliant! Yes, yes, I can't wait! Get it out! Get it out!

OLD MAN:
(PANICING) I'm a policeman, honest! I'm undercover. Yes, looking for a dirty old man.

REMO:
Well, there he is. (POINTING AT GUFFIE) Hit him with the shovel then!

GUFFIE:
Pick up that shovel, Mister, and I'll stick it up your fucking arse.




(THEY'VE CROWDED ROUND)

OLD MAN:
I'm here to investigate a murder!




(REMO SITS AND CRIES)

REMO:
I knew it. I knew it. I knew they'd come for you, McGuffin. You'd better confess.

GUFFIE:
Confess yourself!

REMO:
(TO OLD MAN) I was pretending to get drunk and go mad, but I'm as mad as a hatter. If I don't get help soon, I'm going to hurt someone, or hurt myself, or hurt the hut.

AGNES:
He's right. He's a complete looney.

GUFFIE:
Don't you say that! He's just a bit beside himself.

REMO:
I'm beside myself, but when I try to get back inside, there's nothing there that I recognise. I can't get hold. I'm flopping around in an empty void.

GIFFIE:
Don't talk like that, Mr Remo. Don't worry. Soon you'll be back up there with the other rich, rotten, greedy bastards.

REMO:
Shame about you going down for the murder.

GUFFIE:
I'm not going down for any murder!

OLD MAN:
(TO AGNES) Has there been a murder here?

AGNES:
I don't know nothing about nothing!

REMO:
You mean, you don't know anything about nothing.

AGNES:
I don't know nothing about anything!

GUFFIE:
You mean, you don't know anything about anything.

AGNES:
(TO OLD MAN) I wasn't even here when they killed you!

OLD MAN:
But they didn't kill me. Honest.

AGNES:
I saw them killing you. Alright!?

REMO:
And now you've turned into a policeman, eh?

OLD MAN:
I'm just an old man.

REMO:
In that case, we might have to kill you again.

AGNES:
But properly this time. The perverted old bastard is getting on my nerves.

GUFFIE:
The old woman might want her money back if we don't bury him.

OLD MAN:
I've always wanted to be a policeman! Alright! (TO AGNES) Is there a dead body in there?

AGNES:
I don't fucking know anymore!




(GUFFIE AND REMO CROWD OLD MAN)

GUFFIE:
There had better be or we're out fifty quid.

REMO:
Maybe if you killed somebody, you could tell if there was anything inside them or not.

GUFFIE:
If you kill someone, their soul floats off to heaven, Mr Remo.

OLD MAN:
(PANICING) I've go and see if there are any dead bodies in the coffin!




(OLD MAN CLIMBS INTO COFFIN. THEY WAIT)

GUFFIE:
There's never a couple of six inch nails around when you really need them.

AGNES:
He can stay there all day for all I care. I'll be back soon.




(SHE STARTS TO GO)

REMO:
Stop her, McGuffin! Stop her!

GUFFIE:
It's a free country, Mr Remo.

REMO:
Is it fuck!




(REMO STANDS)

REMO:
Stop! If you go, don't come back!

AGNES:
But you said I could stay in the hut!

REMO:
(TO GUFFIE) Did I?

GUFFIE:
I didn't hear you.




(SHE APPROACHES)

AGNES:
You said I could stay in the fucking hut!

REMO:
Get her, Guffie! Get her!

GUFFIE:
Get her yourself! (TO AGNES) You get to fuck!

AGNES:
I've a good mind to set my dog on you!

REMO:
You haven't got a dog.

GUFFIE:
It ran away from you, didn't it?

REMO:
You'll never find it.

AGNES:
That dog wouldn't run away from me! That dog loves me!

REMO:
It probably just looks as if it does.

GUFFIE:
It'll love anyone who feeds it.

REMO:
Just like McGuffin here.

AGNES:
It must have been scared by the fire.

GUFFIE:
And ran away! A real monster, eh? Eh?

AGNES:
It isn't like that. It's a nice dog.

REMO:
(TO GUFFIE) A real monster, eh? What'll we feed it on?

GUFFIE:
Sandwiches. With lettuce and tomato, and big chunks of meat!

REMO:
We could feed it on the dead bodies!

(OLD MAN GETS OUT OF COFFIN AND GOES BACK UPSTAGE AGAIN)

REMO:
We don't have to bury them! We don't need to dig a hole! We'll feed them to the dog!

AGNES:
There aren't any dead bodies!

GUFFIE:
Big, squelchy sandwiches dripping in mayonnaise! Where are the sandwiches? I'm starving to death here!

REMO:
If there aren't any dead bodies, we'll eat the dog. Eat or be eaten, eh, McGuffin?

GUFFIE:
I want sandwiches with beef in them!

REMO:
(TO AGNES) How many sandwiches do you want?

AGNES:
I don't want any fucking sandwiches!

GUFFIE:
(TO AGNES) No, no! Say five. Say five.

REMO:
See, McGuffin? From the national mininum sandwich to no sandwiches at all! People will answer the phone just to get out of the rain. What a wonderful country this is! You've got the job, Miss.

GUFFIE:
I want my sandwiches!

REMO:
I'll put my toe up your arse! Get out of this yard! Get fucking out!

GUFFIE:
I'm going nowhere till I get my fifty pounds!

REMO:
What fifty pounds?

GUFFIE:
The fifty pounds we got for burying the dead body!

AGNES:
Did you bury someone before I got here?

REMO:
Of course we did!

GUFFIE:
No, we didn't.

REMO:
You didn't? You mean, you took some old ladies money and didn't do the job. Sounds like fraud to me, McGuffin.

AGNES:
Good. I'll set law onto him. You'll like jail. They've got tons of sandwiches in jail.

GUFFIE:
I'm not going to jail! He's the one that's going to jail. They're coming for him. They're coming for you, aren't they?




(REMO SITS AND CRIES)

REMO:
They took my house, but next week someone else will come to take it and it won't be there.

GUFFIE:
You don't even own the yard, do you?

REMO:
I'm months behind with the rent.

AGNES:
They're not coming to take the hut, are they?




(REMO STANDS)

REMO:
We'll build a barricade to keep them out!

GUFFIE:
What if they climb over?

REMO:
Then we'll pretend to be different people. We'll act like different people. In time we will be different people!

GUFFIE:
We can pretend to be nice.

REMO:
That's why you mustn't leave us, Miss. Moment by moment we're transforming ourselves. By the time you come back we'll have changed into different people and we won't be able to admit to anything.

GUFFIE:
I wasn't going to admit to anything either.

AGNES:
I haven't been with any kind of people for a long time. I think  I need to get back to the woods to clear my head.

REMO:
We'll start speaking in foreign languages. That'll confuse them! Eh, McGuffin?

GUFFIE:
Achtung! Achtung! Handyhock! Handyhock!




(GUFFIE RAISES HIS HANDS)

REMO:
It's okay, McGuffin. I don't think he's got a gun.

GUFFIE:
Who hasn't got a gun?

REMO:
The police force.

GUFFIE:
They  have so! They're armed to the fucking teeth!

AGNES:
I'm getting out of here.

REMO:
(TO GUFFIE) Put your arms down. It makes you look guilty. I saw him earlier, but I hoped he'd go away.

GUFFIE:
Who?

REMO:
Him. (POINTS TO OLD MAN)

GUFFIE:
Fucking hell! Not you again!

AGNES:
I've nowhere to go to. I'll never see my dog again. My poor dog. I'll never see him again.




(AGNES SITS AS OLD MAN APPROACHES)

OLD MAN:
I'm sure everything is capable of explanation. Now, if we all keep calm, we'll soon get to the bottom of this.

REMO:
He sounds like a policeman.

AGNES:
He sounds like a social worker.

GUFFIE:
He sounds like a school teacher.

REMO:
(TO OLD MAN) What's the capital of New York then?

OLD MAN:
I had the coffin because the old woman wouldn't give me a room in case I died on her suddenly. So I brought along the coffin and I gave her two hundred pounds to bury me.

REMO:
Did you hear that, McGuffin? Two hundred pounds!

GUFFIE:
You just can't fucking trust anybody!

REMO:
We already buried somebody for fifty.

OLD MAN:
(TO AGNES) Can I tell you?

AGNES:
Fuck off!

REMO:
We'll bury you for two hundred if you like.

OLD MAN:
You are just the kind of people we were looking for.

REMO:
Hear that, McGuffin. He's been looking for us. I knew he was the police!

OLD MAN:
I'm just an old man.

AGNES:
A dirty old man.

OLD MAN:
She said it would cost at least a thousand pounds, but I said it was perfectly legal to bury me in the back garden if she liked. I didn't want to be any trouble. Just dig a hole and put me in. It's perfectly legal.

GUFFIE:
It's getting someone to dig the hole that's the problem.

REMO:
It's perfectly legal! Did you hear that, McGuffin? We're going to be rich! We're going to be rich!

OLD MAN:
It's perfectly legal if you've got a death certificate.

REMO:
Have you got a death certificate?

OLD MAN:
I'm not dead.

REMO:
Fucking imposter! First you pretend to be the Virgin Mary and now they say you're not dead! You came here in a fucking coffin! What were you doing in a coffin if you weren't dead?

OLD MAN:
I was scared of dying once and wanted to sort of get the feel of it first.

AGNES:
Are you trying to tell us you slept in the coffin?

GUFFIE:
Are you trying to tell us you liked sleeping in the coffin?

OLD MAN:
It was more comfortable than the bed.

REMO:
What a wonderful idea! We'll fill the yard with coffins and rent them out by the night! Cheap housing for homeless bastards!

AGNES:
I'd rather sleep in the grass.

GUFFIE:
Did you hear that, Mr Remo? She'd rather sleep in the grass.

AGNES:
I didn't say that!

GUFFIE:
(TO OLD MAN) You heard her? Didn't you?

AGNES:
(TO OLD MAN) I said I'd rather sleep in the hut, didn't I?




(AGNES AND GUFFIE CROWD OLD MAN)

OLD MAN:
I'm a bit hard of hearing.

REMO:
You'll be glad of the coffin once you've spent a few nights outside.

AGNES:
I'm not sleeping in the fucking coffin!

OLD MAN:
I'm afraid the coffin's mine.

REMO:
But you said you weren't dead.

OLD MAN:
I'd like to be dead sometimes. The aches and pains I can stand, but sometimes when I look into the darkness of the coffin lid,  I think I've had enough, and I just want it to take me away.

GUFFIE:
We took you away first.

REMO:
That's right. Under false pretenses. So get to fuck out of here!

OLD MAN:
I've tried. I can't find my way out.

GUFFIE:
Follow me!




(OLD MAN BEGINS TO FOLLOW GUFFIE)

REMO:
Yes, and when you've just about got a death certificate, phone us up and Guffie'll be round before you can say, Oh, No! I'm dying! I'm dying. I'm dying. Ugh!

(REMO SITS AND CRIES. OLD MAN COMES BACK)

OLD MAN:
(TO AGNES) I can't go back.

AGNES:
Look, Mister, fuck off. Go when you've got the chance. If I was you, I'd get to fuck!




(GUFFIE COMES BACK)

GUFFIE:
Yes, I thought you were wanting out.

OLD MAN:
I am wanting out.

GUFFIE:
Well, get out then!

OLD MAN:
I can't go without my coffin.

AGNES:
Take your fucking coffin! They won't stop you.

GUFFIE:
Yes, we will!

AGNES:
No, you won't!

OLD MAN:
I can't go anyway.

GUFFIE:
Why not? 

OLD MAN:
I've nowhere to go to. I think the old woman wanted rid of me.

AGNES:
(PAUSE) And what makes you think that?

OLD MAN:
(TO REMO) Can't I stay here? It'll just be for a little while.




(REMO STANDS)

REMO:
I think I smell a business proposition. That's what makes this country great, McGuffin! The sniffing power of the entrepreneur.

GUFFIE:
Somebody's going to get robbed blind in a minute.

REMO:
(TO OLD MAN) Now, how soon would you like to be dead?

OLD MAN:
Quite soon.

REMO:
Quite soon at time and a half, minus deductions for motor insurance and maintenance, holiday benefit, child care, and, um .... let me see. That comes to one hundred and fifty pounds to you, sir.

OLD MAN:
But I haven't got any money.

REMO:
No, your landlady's got it, hasn't she? And the thieving bastard should have given it to us! So go and get it off her and give it to us yourself!

OLD MAN:
And will you let me stay here?

REMO:
If you promise to be dead soon, yes.

GUFFIE:
The starvation will get you soon enough.

AGNES:
Why do we have to have him creeping around?

OLD MAN:
But I won't creep around much. Most of the time I'll be in the coffin.

AGNES:
You're getting on my nerves. I hate dirty old men.

GUFFIE:
Yes, dirty old men who creep around frightening people.

OLD MAN:
I'm just standing here.

REMO:
When you should be going for our money!

OLD MAN:
I can't go dressed like this.

REMO:
Why not?

OLD MAN:
Because people will think I'm a dirty old man.

REMO:
Why don't you go as the Virgin Mary then?!

OLD MAN:
I'll have to think about this.




(OLD MAN GOES BACK INTO COFFIN)

AGNES:
That's enough for me. I wonder what's happened to my dog. I'd better go and look for him.

REMO:
If you go, don't come back!

AGNES:
I'll be back with my dog and if I get any shit off you, I'll get it to rip your bowels out!

REMO:
I thought it was a nice dog.

GUFFIE:
A poodle! We're going to get eaten up by a poodle, Mr Remo.

AGNES:
It's not a poodle!

GUFFIE:
I bet it's dead!

AGNES:
Don't say that! It's not dead!

REMO:
We'll bury it for you. Cheap rates for squooshed mutts.

AGNES:
Don't say that! Don't say that! I love that dog. I love it. I love it.

(AGNES CRIES. GUFFIE PUTS HIS ARM ROUND HER)

AGNES:
Get the fucking paws off!

GUFFIE:
I was just showing an interest.

AGNES:
Fucking touch me again and I'll kill you!

GUFFIE:
I wasn't meaning any harm.

REMO:
Sexual harassment, McGuffin. In the workplace.

GUFFIE:
I wasn't sexually harassing anyone!

AGNES:
Yes, you were!

REMO:
You asked her to share a hut with you. That implies squelchy noises and grunting.

GUFFIE:
I was trying to get rid of her!

REMO:
Doesn't look good, McGuffin. Having your fun and then getting rid of them. As if they were just something you could dispose of. Like a dead body.

AGNES:
Just keep your fucking hands off!

GUFFIE:
I wouldn't touch you with a bargepole.

REMO:
Not even if she was tied up with a bag over her head?

AGNES:
Nobody's tying anybody up.

REMO:
We could maybe get drunk and then fool around.




(AGNES TAKES OUT KNIFE)

AGNES:
That's all you old bastards ever think about, isn't it? Well, thank Christ the sperm count's plummeting! In a hundred years time there'll just be women and half holed freaks. But you stupid bastard men will be a thing of the past. Dike heaven! Get in touch with the future, boys! Let me cut them off now!

GUFFIE:
I had mine cut off years ago.

REMO:
I had mine cut off just recently.

AGNES:
Just let's get one thing straight! Nobody touches me, right!?

REMO:
I'd rather have a stiff drink.

GUFFIE:
I'd rather have a squelchy, squishy sandwich dripping in mayonaisse, and butter, and garlic, and pickles, and beef!

REMO: 
How's about some eostrogen soup to wash it down, McGuffin? A wonderful idea! We'll open a soup kitchen! Feed them soup and give them coffins to live in!

GUFFIE:
Get a radio and hold parties!

REMO:
Charge them to get in! An end of the world theme park! See the sexual mutants cavorting among the coffins!

GUFFIE:
I don't think many people would pay to see that, Mr Remo.

REMO:
You'd pay to see it. Wouldn't you, Miss?

AGNES:
I got in for free.

(AGNES PUTS AWAY KNIFE.OLD MAN SITS UP IN COFFIN)

OLD MAN:
I'd pay to see that.

REMO:
What?

OLD MAN:
The sexual mutants cavorting among the coffins.

AGNES:
You're a sick old pervert!

GUFFIE:
I must have seen the video.

OLD MAN:
People don't like to think about coffins and being dead, but we're all going to be dead someday, aren't we?

REMO:
In your case, quite soon, I hope.

OLD MAN:
I've been trying to remember what it was like. What was I doing? Where did it all go? I can't even remember being there half the time.

GUFFIE:
That's what I always say. I was drunk at the time, your honour.

REMO:
But they still hold you responsible. That can't be right if it wasn't really you.

OLD MAN:
But it wasn't really me. I'm  a different person now. It wasn't me.

AGNES:
He's starting to sound as guilty as hell. 

REMO:
A man after my own heart! It wasn't me either. Since I signed the contracts, I've gone completely bonkers.

OLD MAN:
I've been married eight times and I can't remember what two of them looked like now.

AGNES:
They must have had trouble seeing straight as well.

REMO:
I take it you've been a dedicated family man.

OLD MAN:
People said I looked like a film star. One of them thought I was an Italian prince. One of them thought I was a sea captain. I've been millions of different people. It's just a matter of keeping up appearances really.

AGNES:
He's a toyboy! What about when they ran out of money then?

GUFFIE:
Did you leave them?

REMO:
Did you divorce them?

AGNES:
Did you murder them?

OLD MAN:
I did throw one down the stairs. That was the worst. Her head was on back to front by the time she reached the bottom.

REMO:
That would certainly give her a different perspective on things.

AGNES:
A murdering toyboy! I don't fucking believe this!

OLD MAN:
Marrying so many old women is one of the reasons I know about funerals. You can just leave them in the coffin for a bit and then get a certificate for burial, and dig them in. Several of my wives have lain in this coffin.

REMO:
A sentimentalist, McGuffin. We have a romantic soul in our midst.

AGNES:
But you're a murderer. What about hell? Aren't you scared?

OLD MAN:
You can't experience death. Dying, yes. Death, no.

GUFFIE:
Fucking atheist! Your soul will rot in hell anyway!

OLD MAN:
You haven't got a soul.

GUFFIE:
Yes, you have!

OLD MAN:
What does it look like then?

GUFFIE:
It looks like the bubbles that come out of your mouth in cartoons. Except there's no words in them, just black marks!

REMO:
That's nothing to do with what happens. You trudge around in chains and demons stick red hot pokers up your arse.

OLD MAN:
Even if there is an afterlife, I'm  not worried. I was well intentioned. The one I threw down the stairs was in terrible pain. She would have thanked me if she'd known I was going to do it. Probably. But you just stop thinking and twitching and that's it. Goodnight, Vienna.

AGNES:
This isn't fucking Vienna! You should rot in jail for murdering old women!

OLD MAN:
Even that wouldn't matter. I'll be dead soon anyway.




(OLD MAN CLOSES COFFIN LID)

REMO:
This man is an example to us all, McGuffin! First of all, it wasn't him because he's changed into someone else. Oh yes, born again and totally blameless. Now it doesn't matter if he's dies because he won't be there either!

GUFFIE:
And he can't remember being there half the time anyway.

REMO:
He should get a medal for such a performance of mental hygiene, such sleight of hand!

AGNES:
He's just another paracitic, leeching bastard! Fucking no use to anybody! Come out of that coffin and let me cut them off!

GUFFIE:
It's the least you can do.

REMO:
But it's perfect, McGuffin! Can't you see? The old man becomes death itself, stalking the land for old ladies. When he throws them down the stairs, we can bury them. Brilliant! He'll have to pay a return visit. That's his one hundred and fifty plus the two hundred for burying her. That's three hundred and fifty pounds, McGuffin! Rich! We're going to be rich!




(OLD MAN SITS UP IN COFFIN)

OLD MAN:
But I can't do it anymore.

AGNES:
Fucking glad to hear it!

GUFFIE:
We'll get you those pills. How about something hydraulic to strap on?

REMO:
What do you mean, you can't fucking do it?

OLD MAN:
I've lost my charms. Too old. This one lost interest. That's why I'm here. I've failed. My career is in ruins. She got rid of me. I can't believe it. I might as well be dead.

AGNES:
I just happen to have a little knife on me here.




(AGNES GOES OVER TO COFFIN)


Bubbles with little black marks won't come out of your mouth, Mister Mister. We know that's all a lot of old rot, don't we? And you've lived a long, long eventful life, I'm  sure. Let's face it. If you were a horse, they'd shoot you. And cutting yourself isn't really sore. Here, have a look.




(SHE SHOWS HIM HER FOREARM)


Just nick your vein and close your eyes, old man.

OLD MAN:
But I am a bit scared. Maybe somebody could do it for me.

GUFFIE:
I'm not doing it.

REMO:
I'm not doing it.

AGNES:
Do it yourself. Go on. Go on. Why don't you just do yourself in? Just slip away. (PAUSE) You pathetic old bastard! Go on! It's a piece of cake! Go on! 

OLD MAN:
I think I'll just wait till I'm dead.




(OLD MAN CLOSES COFFIN LID)

AGNES:
(SHOUTING) Well, it's not that when it comes to killing old ladies, is it? You cowardly old bastard!

REMO:
He’s useless, McGuffin! That’s it! My last chance of success! I’m ruined. Completely bloody ruined!




(REMO SITS AND CRIES)

GUFFIE:
(TO AGNES) It’s all your fault! Everything was fine till you got here! Now, get to fuck!

AGNES:
I’m staying.

GUFFIE:
I thought I was going for your dog.

AGNES:
Shut up about my dog!




(REMO STANDS)

REMO:
Shut up the lot of you! We need someone to polish him off. Otherwise, the old bastard could hang on for ages and ages! The moaning and groaning, the wailing and blubbering will start any minute. I’m not putting up with fucking that!

GUFFIE:
He’ll become a drain on the sandwich supply.

(OLD MAN COMES OUT OF COFFIN AND GOES UPSTAGE DRESSED IN A SUIT)

AGNES:
I haven’t eaten for days.

GUFFIE:
You shouldn’t have said you didn’t want any fucking sandwiches then!

AGNES:
To hell with your sandwiches! I’m worried about my dog!

REMO:
We know practically nothing about this person, McGuffin, except that she loves her dog.

GUFFIE:
We know she doesn’t like men.

AGNES:
I don’t like men. I don’t like women. I hate fucking everybody!

REMO:
I wonder why. Can’t you see it, McGuffin? Running off to live in the woods. Pregnant and alone. Apart from her dog, her poor little Fido.

GUFFIE:
Raped by her stepfather and cast out of the house.

REMO:
To give birth in the woods.

GUFFIE:
But her poor baby died.

REMO:
So she loved her dog more than ever.

GUFFIE:
We’re all supposed to love someone.

REMO:
We need someone to love.

GUFFIE:
Even just a dog will do.

AGNES:
Shut fucking up about my dog!

REMO:
But the landowner killed your dog.

AGNES:
Don’t say that!

REMO:
But it’s true. You said it yourself. Admit it. You went back to the tent and there was nothing there but the charred remains.

GUFFIE:
It was probably burned alive inside the tent.

AGNES:
No, it wasn’t! There was blood outside.

GUFFIE:
Trails of it, splish splosh, leading off into the undergrowth.

REMO:
Well, what else could the landowner do? He comes across the tent.

GUFFIE:
Aar, eer, Jim lad. This be private land.

REMO:
And finds this gigantic cocker spaniel growling at him.

AGNES:
Don’t say it!

REMO:
So he lifts up his gun.

GUFFIE:
They’re all armed to the teeth, these landowners, you know.

REMO:
And lets the poor mutt have it.

AGNES:
I’ll kill whoever hurt my dog.There were splatters of blood on the ground beside the tent.

GUFFIE:
Once upon a time, a long long time ago, there was a BIG BAD WOLF!

(GUFFIE MAKES WOLF NOISES DESCENDING INTO PITIFUL HOWL)

REMO:
     I’m sure it put up quite a struggle.

AGNES: 
I heard a shot and started running. But there was nothing there when I arrived. 

REMO:
Except for the charred tent and the splatters of blood.

GUFFIE:
And the dog had hirpled off into the undergrowth to die alone.

REMO:
Like a dog!




(AGNES SITS AND CRIES)

AGNES:
If I find out who did that to my dog, I’ll murder them! Murder them! Murder them!

REMO:
(TO McGUFFIN) Wonderful! The old man can turn himself in a dog killer and get himself killed. He can be what he wants to be, McGuffin. He’s already been a sea captain and a film star.

GUFFIE:
She doesn’t look like a killer to me.

AGNES:
You know nothing about me! Nothing!

REMO:
Correct! You’re just another homeless bastard, Miss. You don’t have a history. To us, you could be anything really. You’ve got a knife. You could be a murderer if you wanted to be.




(REMO OPENS COFFIN LID)

REMO:
Come on, get to fuck out of there! He’s disappeared, McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
(POINTING)
He’s on the prowl again.

OLD MAN:
(APPROACHING) You bastards! How many people stay in this yard?

GUFFIE:
Nobody!

REMO:
Who the fuck are you?

OLD MAN:
I own this land.

GUFFIE:
And how long have you owned it for?

OLD MAN:
My family has owned this land as far as the eye can see for over seven hundred years.

GUFFIE:
Tell him about being independent, Mr Remo. Go on, tell him!

REMO:
My god, Guffie. It’s the landowner! We’ll all be evicted! We’ll all be evicted!




(REMO SITS AND CRIES)

OLD MAN:
Too bloody right you will! Now, who stays here?

GUFFIE:
Only her. Evict her. Go on, evict her.

OLD MAN:
(TO GUFFIE) And what’s your name?

GUFFIE:
Murphy.

REMO:
I thought it was McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
My real name’s Murphy. We Murphys have been here since the famine. And we’re still bloody hungry.

OLD MAN:
And what do you do?

GUFFIE:
I’m in the tattering trade, sir. My family have been in tatters, apart from a few years of accidental prosperity, for as long as anyone can remember.

OLD MAN:
Good man. (TO REMO) And you, sir. What’s your name?

REMO:
Removitch, your honour.

OLD MAN:
And what kind of highland name is that?

REMO:
We’re really from the highlands of Lithuania, your honour. But I shortened my name and pretended to be Italian to help wind up the zenophobic bastards.

OLD MAN:
(TO GIRL) And what’s your name?

AGNES:
Fuck you!

OLD MAN:
So we have an Irishman, a Lithuanian and a Chinese person. What kind of mongrel people are you?

REMO:
We’re British.

GUFFIE:
We’re Scottish.

REMO:
We’re independent! We’ve got the lot! The landowner, the businessman, the poor exploited bastards! We can really make of go of this! Cooperation, McGuffin! That’s what we need. A bit of cooperation.

GUFFIE:
But what can we cooperate on apart from making you money?

REMO:
We can cooperate on getting rid of that bastard landowner for one thing.

GUFFIE:
(TO LANDOWNER) Yes, and why should you own all the land?

OLD MAN:
I’ll have you know, little man, that my ancestors fought for this land. But now we keep it in trust for the nation. It’s a deep responsibility, I can assure you, and one my family has always taken very seriously.

REMO:
A responsibility! You see, McGuffin. Someone like you doesn’t understand what a worry it is to own everything.

OLD MAN:
(TO REMO) Are you a communist?

REMO:
Certainly not. 

OLD MAN:
Well, shut up. They built factories on my land and I only took a small percentage. When they dug out the minerals, I only took a small percentage. But now the factories have gone and the pits have gone. Do you know anything about computers?

GUFFIE:
Fuck all.

REMO:
Less than that.

AGNES:
Get to fuck!

OLD MAN:
You're the ones being told to get to fuck! I’m going to turn this place into a ...into a shooting estate.

(AGNES GETS UP AND STARTS TO ADVANCE ON OLD MAN)

AGNES:
Do you like shooting things?

OLD MAN:
Yes, I love it.

REMO:
What kind of things do you like shooting?

GUFFIE:
Wild animals or tame ones?

OLD MAN:
It’s all the same to me. I’ll shoot anything. Ducks, pigeons, sparrows, deer, cows, horses. 

AGNES:
You look like the old bastard who murdered his wives.

OLD MAN:
A pretense. I changed myself into that to find out the lie of the land. I didn’t know how  many of you homeless bastards were squatting here at the time. But now I know. I know now alright.

AGNES:
Do you own the woods?




(AGNES TAKES OUT HER KNIFE)

OLD MAN:
Of course, I own the woods. Every tree for miles and miles.

AGNES:
And what would you do if you found a poor homeless person camping in those woods?

OLD MAN:
Well, I’d burn their fucking tent down, wouldn’t I?

AGNES:
And if they had a dog guarding their tent?

OLD MAN:
Why, I’d pick up my shotgun  and give the fucker both barrels!

AGNES:
You would?

OLD MAN:
Yes, I would and I did! (PAUSE) Go on! Go on! You’re scared! You’re scared, aren’t you? You haven’t got the guts, have you? Have you?

AGNES:
You bastard! You fucking bastard! That dog was the only thing I ever loved! Fucking bastard! Fucking bastard!

(AGNES STABS THE OLD MAN TO DEATH. SITS, WIPES HER KNIFE ON HER TROUSERS)

REMO:
People are really funny about their dogs, aren’t they?




(REMO LEANS OVER THE BODY)

REMO:
Hullo, hullo. Is there anybody in there? Have they started in with the red hot pokers yet?

GUFFIE:
(TO AGNES) You’ve killed him. You’ve killed him. Why did you do that?

AGNES:
Because he was asking for it! And if you ask for it, you can get it as well!

REMO:
There’s nothing there, McGuffin. Just as dead body. I’ve never seen a dead body before. I didn’t see anything coming out. Did you?

GUFFIE:
Just a bit of blood. But you can’t see people’s souls, Mr Remo.

REMO:
I thought you said they were white with black dots in them.

GUFFIE:
Yes, but they’re invisible.

REMO:
What a pity. I was hoping to see something departing from the dearly departed.

AGNES:
It’s just a lump of dead meat.

GUFFIE:
Well, what would you be after you got stabbed to death?

REMO:
Tell me, Miss, is this your first murder, or have you done this kind of thing before?

AGNES:
You killed him first.

GUFFIE:
No, we didn’t.

REMO:
Yes, we did.




(AGNES STANDS)

AGNES:
He was dead when he got here. Alright?

GUFFIE:
If you say so.

REMO:
Dead bodies walking around. The police will never believe that.

AGNES:
Who said anything about the police?

GUFFIE:
You did. You were going to get them to find your dog.

AGNES:
The dog’s dead! Nobody says anything to the police. Alright?

REMO:
I suppose you expect us to bury him for you.

GUFFIE:
The going rate is two hundred pounds.

AGNES:
You said you’d already done one for fifty.

REMO:
We’ve got a customer, McGuffin! Another customer! We’re going to be rich! We’re going to be rich!

GUFFIE:
We’ll do yours for one hundred and fifty then.

AGNES:
I haven’t got any money.

GUFFIE:
That’s alright. I’ll go back to the old woman and get the rest.

(GUFFIE STARTS TO GO. AGNES GETS IN FRONT OF HIM)

AGNES:
Nobody leaves the yard!

REMO:
Good God, McGuffin. We’re being taken hostage!

GUFFIE:
Marooned more like. There’s few victuals hereabouts, captain.

AGNES:
Now, get that dead body back into the coffin.

REMO:
I’m not doing it for nothing.

AGNES:
(TO GUFFIE) How much money have you got?

GUFFIE:
None.

AGNES:
Empty your pockets!

GUFFIE:
Bugger off!

(AGNES RAKES THROUGH HIS POCKETS AND PULLS OUT TONS OF STUFF. FINDS THE £150)

AGNES:
(TO REMO) Here. Count it.

REMO:
Why, it’s the hundred and fifty pounds. I knew it! I knew it! You’re a magician, McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
I can make one hundred and fifty pounds disappear just like that.

AGNES:
Now, get the body back into the coffin.

(THEY LIFT THE BODY BACK IN. THEY WHISPER)

GUFFIE:
We’ll have to get rid of her.

REMO:
But she just gave us one hundred and fifty pounds. It’s a wonderful idea, McGuffin! She kills them and we bury them!

GUFFIE:
But she’s a looney, Mr Remo.

REMO:
That makes both of us. You’re the only sane one here.

GUFFIE:
We’ve got to escape.

REMO:
What? From our own country? Let’s try to make friends.

GUFFIE:
But I think she thinks we’re horrible, Mr Remo.

REMO:
Then we’ll be charming, Guffie. We can be anything we want to be. Come on. (TO AGNES) Well,  Miss, that was a job well done, wasn’t it?

AGNES:
You haven’t buried him yet.

REMO:
But I’m a businessman. I don’t bury people. I get other people to do that. I just take the money.

AGNES:
But I paid you to bury him.

GUFFIE:
With my money!

REMO:
What a wonderful idea! Do it yourself funerals! You pay the money and dig the hole yourself!

GUFFIE:
I’m digging no fucking holes!

REMO:
How about a sky burial, Miss?

AGNES:
How the fuck do you bury someone in the sky?

REMO:
No, the birds come down from the sky and eat the bodies. Pick them clean. We can make soup with the bones. Nothing goes to waste.

GUFFIE:
Are you getting a bit peckish, Mr Remo.

REMO:
I think I am, McGuffin. How about you, Miss?

AGNES:
I’m starving.

GUFFIE:
If Mr Remo would part with some money, I could go out for some sandwiches.

AGNES:
I said nobody leaves the yard!

REMO:
Ever?

AGNES:
Never!

GUFFIE:
We’ll all starve to death!

AGNES:
You’ll starve first!

REMO:
You don’t like McGuffin, do you, Miss?

AGNES:
Lecherous old bastard!

REMO:
But we’re all in this together, aren’t we? And we’d like to be friends. What’s your name, Miss?

AGNES:
Arbuthnot.

REMO:
Arbuthnot?




(GUFFIE AND REMO FALL ABOUT LAUGHING)

REMO:
Your parents must have hated you!

GUFFIE:
I’d live in the woods if I was called Arbuthnot as well.

AGNES:
Typical men! They make you cry then laugh their fucking heads off!

GUFFIE:
We didn’t make you cry.

REMO:
Yes, we all need a good laugh every now and again.

GUFFIE:
Especially at someone else’s expense. You’ve just got a bad attitude.

REMO:
Hating men is like hating the weather.

AGNES:
If you had to live in a fucking tent, you’d hate the weather!

GUFFIE:
Especially if it had burnt down. And you had to sleep in the grass.

AGNES:
I’m sleeping in the hut!

GUFFIE:
So am I.

REMO:
So am I.

GUFFIE:
But we haven’t got a bad attitude, have we, Mr Remo?

REMO:
Certainly not. We’ll all cuddle up together.

AGNES:
Will we fuck!

GUFFIE:
I told you she hates men.

AGNES:
I just don’t like you.

REMO:
She hates everybody, but maybe men most of all.

GUFFIE:
It was a man who made me redundant from the steelworks, but I’m not bitter.

REMO:
Which is surprising since that’s what he spent most of his redundancy money on.

GUFFIE:
And it was a man who ran away with my wife.

REMO:
And it was a man who evicted him when he couldn’t pay his rent.

GUFFIE:
But it was a man who let me stay in the hut and fed me sandwiches. Wasn’t it, Mr Remo?

REMO:
And it’s a man who’s telling you to fuck off right now because I need the hut for myself.

GUFFIE:
You can’t throw me out the hut! I’ve nowhere else to go.




(AGNES BRANDISHES KNIFE)

AGNES:
The hut’s mine and no one is going fucking anywhere!




(REMO SITS AND CRIES)

REMO:
When the winter comes, we’ll get our bollocks frozen off!

AGNES:
Good!

REMO:
We’ll starve to death, McGuffin!

GUFFIE:
No, we won’t.

(GUFFIE TAKES A SANDWICH OUT OF HIS           POCKET AND HALVES IT WITH REMO)

AGNES:
What about me?

GUFFIE:
Get to fuck!

(REMO AND GUFFIE EAT THE SANDWICH VERY QUICKLY AND OLD MAN COMES OUT OF THE COFFIN. HE’S DRESSED IN THE NIGHTSHIRT WITH WINGS. ONLY REMO CAN SEE AND HEAR HIM)

REMO:
Is that the lot, McGuffin?

GUFFIE:
Yes. I was keeping that one for a special occasion.

OLD MAN:
You could always eat the dead body is you got really stuck.

REMO:
But you are the dead body.

GUFFIE:
What?

OLD MAN:
No, I’m not.

REMO:
Are you a ghost?

GUFFIE:
Do I look like a fucking ghost?

OLD MAN:
I seem to be an angel. I might be a hallucination.

REMO:
(TO GUFFIE) What the fuck was in that sandwich?

GUFFIE:
Spam. Didn’t you like it?

REMO:
It must have gone off. It’s giving me hallucinations

AGNES:
If you didn't want it, you should have given it to me. I'm starving.

REMO:
When did you last eat?

AGNES:
The day before yesterday.

OLD MAN:
She's a homocidal maniac driven even madder by hunger. You'd better get the knife off her. If you've any brains left, use them. It's your only chance.

REMO:
(TO OLD MAN) I think you're right.

AGNES:
Too right I'm right! And you didn't even offer me a bit of your sandwich!

GUFFIE:
Men are complete bastards. No doubt about it.

REMO:
I think you'd better start on the dead body.

AGNES:
What do you mean?

REMO:
If we're never going to get to leave the yard, we'll have to eat someone.

GUFFIE:
Might as well be the dead body. He won't mind.

(OLD MAN WANDERS UP TO AGNES AND GUFFIE, TRYING TO SCARE THEM, BUT THEY PAY NO HEED)

AGNES:
That's disgusting!

GUFFIE:
Cast adrift in an open boat. With no victuals.

REMO:
Wouldn't be the first time. (TO OLD MAN) Give her a feel.

GUFFIE:
Certainly not! She's got a knife!

OLD MAN:
I've always been a gentleman.

AGNES:
(TO REMO) What did you say?

REMO:
Give her a meal. You want a meal, don't you?

GUFFIE:
Roast potatoes and beef and gravy, and carrots, and fried onions! Then ice cream and jelly and ...

AGNES:
(TO GUFFIE) Shut it, you!

REMO:
Give Guffie the knife. He'll cut a bit off for you.

GUFFIE:
We could all eat a bit.

OLD MAN:
I'm starting to feel not very well. 

REMO:
And have bits of the dead body slooshing around inside us. What a wonderful idea, McGuffin! We'll ingest his molecules. The old man will become part of us. We'll absorb him.




(OLD MAN GOES TO COFFIN)

OLD MAN:
I think I'll have a bit of a lie down.

AGNES:
I know you're only kidding, so why don't you just shut it?

REMO:
We're not kidding. Are we, McGuffin?

OLD MAN:
On the other hand, it might be better to wait.

GUFFIE:
I'll bite the head off a chicken if somebody'll give me some money.

AGNES:
But that's not the same.

REMO:
Give him the knife and see. Guffie's not scared to eat a bit of the old man. Are you, Guffie?

GUFFIE:
Certainly not. (PAUSE. TO AGNES) Give me the knife then.




(AGNES GIVES HIM THE KNIFE)

REMO:
Well done, McGuffin! You've got the knife! You've got the knife!

(GUFFIE GOES TO COFFIN, CUTS BIT OFF THE OLD MAN AND OSTENTATIOUSLY DROPS IT INTO HIS MOUTH AND EATS IT. THEN HE GIVES THE KNIFE BACK TO AGNES)

OLD MAN:
A bit of a lie down.




(OLD MAN GOES BACK INTO COFFIN)

REMO:
Why did you give her the fucking knife back?

GUFFIE:
It's her turn. I ate a bit. Now, she eats a bit. (TO AGNES) Go on! You're scared to eat a bit, aren't you?

AGNES:
If you can eat a bit, I can eat a bit.

(AGNES CUTS A BIT OFF THE OLD MAN AND EATS IT)

AGNES:
There. Your turn.




(AGNES HANDS KNIFE TO REMO)

REMO:
I've got the knife! I've got the knife! Now, I'm  the boss. Get your hands up, the lot of you! You are all under arrest!

GUFFIE:
Are you going to eat a bit or not?

AGNES:
You haven't got the guts, have you?

REMO:
I said you're all under arrest! I've got the knife. Get your hands up!

AGNES:
What if I don't?

GUFFIE:
Are you going to stick the knife into her, Mr Remo?

REMO:
I could if I wanted to!

AGNES:
Well, why don't you? Stick it into me. Go on. Go on!

GUFFIE:
I think you're scared to.

REMO:
I'm not scared to!

AGNES:
Come on, stick it into me! I want to die!  I'm begging for it!

GUFFIE:
There's no point in just standing there waving it around.

REMO:
I'll phone the police.

AGNES:
Come on, stick it into me!

GUFFIE:
You're the one holding the knife, Mr Remo. That does look a bit suspicious.

REMO:
I've cut lots of people! Stand back!

AGNES:
You think I'm scared of you?! You think I'm  scared of getting cut? You think I'm scared of dying? I'm scared of fuck all, mister! There's nothing anyone can do to scare me anymore! It's all been done!

REMO:
Stand back! I'm telling you! I've stabbed people before!

AGNES:
GIVE ME THE KNIFE!

(AGNES TAKES KNIFE OFF REMO. GOES TO COFFIN AND CUTS BIT OFF THE DEAD BODY. GIVES IT TO REMO)

AGNES:
Eat it!

REMO:
That's disgusting.

GUFFIE:
It's just a bit tough.

AGNES:
Eat it!

REMO:
I'm  a vegetarian.

AGNES:
Eat it or you're getting it!

REMO:
Where?

AGNES:
In the goolies!

REMO:
Alright!




(REMO EATS THE MEAT)

AGNES:
Now, everyone's fingerprints are on the knife and everyone's eaten a bit of the old man. I'm  needing a rest. I feel as if I haven't slept for years. Bugger off. Go away if you like, but just don't waken me up.




(AGNES GOES INTO HUT)

REMO:
I've eaten a piece of dead human being, McGuffin!

GUFFIE:
I ate a bit first.

REMO:
But what will we tell them when they ask?

GUFFIE:
Tell them she forced us into it, Mr Remo.

REMO:
Two grown men forced to eat a dead body by a girl! They won't fucking believe that! They'll lock us up and throw away the key, McGuffin!

GUFFIE:
Don't upset yourself, Mr Remo. There's an explanation for everything. I'm sure you'll think of one for this.

REMO:
I wasn't even that hungry.

GUFFIE:
We could say he asked us to.

REMO:
Asked us to eat him? Of course! So he could live on! After he'd stabbed himself to death!

GUFFIE:
It doesn't ring true somehow.




(REMO SITS AND CRIES)

REMO:
You'll have to take the rap, McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
Why should I take the rap!?

REMO:
Because you did it.

GUFFIE:
No, I didn't!

REMO:
You're the old scalliwag who hangs around the scrap yard. Everyone knows you're a bit soft in the head. It must have been you. They won't believe it was the girl. Confess and they may go easy on you.

GUFFIE:
It wasn't me!

REMO:
You ate the first bit of him.

GUFFIE:
But I was hungry.

REMO:
Hungry enough to eat three bits?

GUFFIE:
No! Hungry enough just for one! Besides, you're the one they'll suspect. You're mad as a hatter. Remember?

REMO:
Not any more.

GUFFIE:
But you talk to people who aren't there!

REMO:
No, I don't!




(OLD MAN SITS UP IN THE COFFIN)

OLD MAN:
Yes, you do.

REMO:
No, I don't! You're there!

OLD MAN:
No, I'm  not.

REMO:
(TO GUFFIE) But he's there, isn't he?

GUFFIE:
If he got up and walked around after what she did to him, I'd be more than surprised, Mr Remo.

OLD MAN:
So would I.




(OLD MAN LIES DOWN)

REMO:
What did she do to him again?

GUFFIE:
She stuck a knife into him.

REMO:
But what if we didn't even see that? What if we just walked to another country and didn't say a word to anyone? See, we just start walking.




(THEY START WALKING)

REMO:
And after a while we're far away. We can come back tomorrow and if there's any dead bodies with bits of them lying around, well, we could just look a bit surprised.

GUFFIE:
We certainly could.

REMO:
But we can't go.

GUFFIE:
Why not? Emigrate to a fresh start. The wide open spaces. The grizzly bears and the kangaroos.

REMO:
But they won't take useless bastards like you anymore, Guffie.

GUFFIE:
Maybe I could go for a holiday.

REMO:
It won't do you any good. She'll say it was us, McGuffin. She'll say she got here after we'd  left for the wide open spaces.

GUFFIE:
And found the coffin with the body already stabbed.

REMO:
Minus the bits which had been cut off using a knife with our fingerprints on it!

GUFFIE:
I knew she'd be nothing but fucking trouble!

REMO:
She could be phoning them up right now.




(THEY START WALKING BACK)

REMO:
What'll we do, McGuffin?

GUFFIE:
We could kill her and eat her.

REMO:
What!?

GUFFIE:
We could kill her and eat her, Mr Remo.

REMO:
I've eaten quite enough dead bodies for one day, McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
Then we could just kill her and bury her with the old man. Nobody knows who she is or where she's from. Who'd miss her?

REMO:
What? Can't we just ask her to leave?

GUFFIE:
We could hit her on the head with a brick!

REMO:
What? Yes, a bang on the head. If anybody asked, we could say she fell off the hut. No. I don't want to take the responsibility.

GUFFIE:
Who do you want to take it then?

REMO:
You. Besides,  I had the chance to stab her and I couldn't do it. I'm too much a scaredycat, McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
But what would we tell the police?

REMO:
We'll tell them she killed the old man and you killed her.

GUFFIE:
But then I'll go to jail.

REMO:
Correct! But I won't. At least, not for that. It's your only hope, McGuffin. We know too much. This way you get to live on in jail and I get to face as yet unspecified charges in the future.

GUFFIE:
Maybe we should just see how she is.

REMO:
Yes! She might have changed. A bit of a rest, a snoozeroo can do wonders for the outlook. Maybe she's had second thoughts and turned over a new leaf. Maybe she'd prefer to cooperate now instead of waving her knife around and frightening everybody.

GUFFIE:
We'll never know if we don't ask.




(REMO BANGS ON DOOR)

REMO:
Wakey, wakey! Rise and shine! Come out, come out, wherever you are!




(AGNES COME OUT OF HUT) 

AGNES:
How long have I been asleep for?

REMO:
A couple of hours.

GUFFIE:
A week.

AGNES:
That's funny. It felt like just a couple of minutes.

REMO:
And it could have been an eternity.

GUFFIE:
You must have a guilty conscience.

AGNES:
Why should I have a guilty conscience? I didn't do nothing.

REMO:
You mean, you didn't do anything.

GUFFIE:
You mean, you did nothing.

AGNES:
I mean, I didn't stab the old man!

REMO:
Neither she did, McGuffin! That's the spirit. We're all in the clear! She's changed since then.

GUFFIE:
She looks much the same to me.

REMO:
But she's changed a little bit.  Little flakes of skin have fallen off. She's a bit older. She'll see things maybe just a little bit differently. Perhaps she's now full of remorse. Are you full of remorse, Miss?

AGNES:
Am I fuck! The old bastard had it coming to him.

REMO:
See, McGuffin? She's quite different now. What is the point in punishing this poor girl when she's already punishing herself black and blue?

AGNES:
Come near me and you're fucking dead!

GUFFIE:
She seems much the same to me, Mr Remo.

REMO:
But if she hasn't changed even just a little bit  from the unfortunate demise, then nothing's going to have much effect. If nothing has any effect and you don't change, you can't be in any kind of transforming relationships, can you?

AGNES:
Fuck off!

REMO:
She's just like me, Guffie! Autonomous, free standing, self sufficient and independent! A noble savage scuffling around on the forest floor, by God! Are you independent, Miss?

AGNES:
I'm just the same as I've ever been!

GUFFIE:
(TO REMO, WHISPERING) She's a fucking psycho!

REMO:
But if you don't change, then your behaviour can't be modified. If your behaviour can't be modified, then you're not perfectable. If you don't change and you're not perfectable, what's the point in punishing you in the first place.

GUFFIE:
It's to stop you nicking car stereos, Mr Remo.

AGNES:
There's nothing the matter with getting your own back.

REMO:
But punishing you for something you deny responsibility for could make you behave in a very nasty fashion indeed.

GUFFIE:
Nicking car stereos with attitude.

AGNES:
Just remember. I'm not taking the blame for the old man.

REMO:
No one's taking the blame  for anything! She's not taking the blame  for killing the old man and I'm not taking the blame  for ending up with a ladder and a shovel and hardly any scrap at all! We'll vote ourselves not guilty. What a wonderful country! 

GUFFIE:
I think we should have another vote on it.

REMO:
And which party would you vote for now, Guffie?

GUFFIE:
I'd vote for the party that makes me feel powerful and gives me sandwiches. Same as the last time. I always vote the same way and my party never wins.

AGNES:
The only one who's vote counts around here is fucking me! I've stabbed one of you bastards already, so stabbing another one or two won't make any  fucking difference! Now, I vote that you (TO GUFFIE) pick up the shovel and dig me a hole for the old man. Start digging!

REMO:
I think she's voting for the same party as me, McGuffin. I'm voting for the party that knocks fuck out of the poor people and gives you no sandwiches at all! We always win. Yes, start digging.




(OLD MAN SITS UP IN COFFIN)

OLD MAN:
Nobody asked me what I was voting for.

REMO:
And what are you voting for?

GUFFIE:
I told you. I'm  voting for the losers.

OLD MAN:
I can't vote. I forgot. They don't let angels vote.




(OLD MAN LIES DOWN AGAIN)

REMO:
Well, that's it, McGuffin. The losers lost again. Start digging.

AGNES:
Yes, start digging or else!

GUFFIE:
Or else what?




(AGNES TAKES OUT KNIFE)

AGNES:
Or else you're going to get it as well.

GUFFIE:
Get what?

AGNES:
Get killed.

(OLD MAN GETS OUT OF COFFIN AND GOES TO CLIMB ON ROOF OF HUT)

OLD MAN:
You've had it! I'll go and see if the calvary's coming.

REMO:
(TO AGNES) No, no, Miss.  Guffie and I are trying to cooperate. We're trying to be nice. You seem to have missed the point. We all work together and make some money. Now, now, Miss, put away the knife. There, there, I've got a proposition to make.




(AGNES PUTS AWAY KNIFE)

AGNES:
What kind of proposition?

REMO:
You would like to make some money, wouldn't you?

AGNES:
How much?

REMO:
Lots.

AGNES:
What do you want me to do then, you dirty old bastard?

REMO:
I want you to go around telling people the Virgin Mary is on top of the hut.

AGNES:
What?

GUFFIE:
He tried that one on me.

REMO:
But can't you see him, Miss?

AGNES:
Who?

REMO:
The old man! He's turned into an angel and he's standing on top of the hut and I'm the only one who can fucking see him!

GUFFIE:
I don't see how he could have changed into an angel, Mr Remo. How did he do that?

REMO:
How the hell should I know? 

AGNES:
He murdered the old lady. Murderers don't turn into angels. Believe me.

REMO:
But he said his intentions were good. He was always changing into different people. Why not a bloody angel?

GUFFIE:
But even if the old man was on top of the hut, people aren't going to pay to see him, Mr Remo.

REMO:
But we could do him up a bit! Put on a blue veil. Only let the punters in at night. You'd pay to see the Virgin Mary on top of the hut, wouldn't you, Miss?

AGNES:
Would I fuck! How can you have a baby and be a virgin?

GUFFIE:
It would be a bit of a miracle.

AGNES:
(TO GUFFIE) If you don't start digging soon, you'll need a bigger fucking miracle than that! Right now I'm going back to sleep and when I waken up, I'm going to be hungry enough to eat even you!

(OLD MAN STARTS DOWN FROM HUT AND AGNES GOES INSIDE)

GUFFIE:
God, she was worse! Did you see that, Mr Remo? She's got a lot worse, you know!




(REMO SITS AND CRIES)

REMO:
I'm  ruined! Completely, utterly ruined!

GUFFIE:
It can't be that bad, Mr Remo. You've still got your health.

REMO:
Just when you think it can't get any worse.

OLD MAN:
It gets a lot worse.

REMO:
I know.

OLD MAN:
You can't even get into the hut now.

REMO:
There's a very disturbed person in there with a knife.

GUFFIE:
You don't have to tell me, Mr Remo.

OLD MAN:
My advice is the same as before. No, it’s not! Just get to fuck out of here.

REMO:
I’ve nowhere to go to. But my advice to you, Guffie, is to get to fuck out of here.

GUFFIE:
There's plenty of the old man left. He could last for ages and ages.

REMO:
She said she was going to be hungry enough to eat you, McGuffin! Do you know what that means?

GUFFIE:
I suppose she must be getting quite hungry.

REMO:
It means she must be stark, staring mad!

GUFFIE:
Do you think it's mad to eat dead bodies, Mr Remo?

REMO:
Of course, it's fucking mad!

GUFFIE:
Well, I could go a bit of the old man right now.

OLD MAN:
I think I'd better have another lie down.



(OLD MAN GOES INTO COFFIN)

REMO:
 But she didn't like the old man, Guffie. She's going to eat you next.

GUFFIE:
Surely, she was only joking. She wouldn't want to eat me first. Don't you think she was getting a little partial to you, Mr Remo.

REMO:
But if she kills me, you're next.

GUFFIE:
It's the first one who gets killed first  that's got the most to worry about. You do look as if you're getting a bit worried, Mr Remo.

REMO:
No fucking wonder! She's getting worse. She's turning into a fucking monster! You'll have to kill her, McGuffin.

GUFFIE:
But I don't want to go to jail.

REMO:
I'll be your alibi.

GUFFIE:
You mean, if I kill her, you'll say you were somewhere else.

REMO:
No, I'll say it was in self-defense. I'll be a great witness. A respectable local businessman. You'd be hopeless. An old tramp. Whatever you say, nobody would believe you.

GUFFIE:
Even I don't believe you. I'll get thrown in jail.

REMO:
Just get the knife off her and this time don't give it back.!




(REMO BANGS ON HUT DOOR)

REMO:
Wakey, wakey! Rise and shine!




(AGNES COMES OUT OF HUT)

AGNES:
Why don't you bastards piss off? How long was I asleep for?

REMO:
A couple of hours. 

GUFFIE:
A day and a half.

REMO:
That's why we had to waken you up.

GUFFIE:
We didn't want you to oversleep. And miss everything.

AGNES:
What's there to miss?

REMO:
Dindins. Are you still hungry?

GUFFIE:
You're bound to feel a lot hungrier after sleeping that length of time.

AGNES:
I'm starving, now that you mention it.

REMO:
Well, Guffie and I were thinking it was time for another snackeroo, Miss.

GUFFIE:
Yes. A little titbit to keep us going.

AGNES:
Well, who are we going to eat now?




(AGNES TAKES OUT KNIFE)

REMO:
I was thinking we might try another bit of the old man myself.

AGNES:
You didn’t look as if you fancied it much last time.

REMO:
But it’s the way of the world, Miss. Everyone steals a little bit from everyone else. The name of the game is to make sure you get the biggest,  the best bits. 

GUFFIE:
Maybe there's a bit that's not so tough.

AGNES:
I might cut them off, but I'm not eating them.

REMO:
Guffie was thinking of the tender part of the upper arm. Weren't you, Guffie

GUFFIE:
Yes, that would be alright. (TO AGNES) Give us a loan of your knife then?

AGNES:
So that's your game. You want the knife, do you?

REMO:
You gave us it before and we gave it back.

AGNES:
After some funny stuff.

REMO:
But there won't be any funny stuff this time. Will there, Guffie?

GUFFIE:
I ate my bit right off last time. And no messing about.

REMO:
See? If you give the knife to Guffie, it'll be alright.

AGNES:
Alright then. Here you are.

(AGNES GIVES GUFFIE THE KNIFE. GUFFIE GOES OVER TO COFFIN AND CUTS STRIPS OFF THE BODY)

REMO:
No! That's not what you're supposed to do with it!

AGNES:
So what was he supposed to do with it then?

(GUFFIE COMES BACK WITH THREE STRIPS OF MEAT. OSTENTATIOUSLY, HE EATS  A STRIP AND HANDS ONE 
TO AGNES AND REMO.)

GUFFIE:
There. You were right, Mr Remo. The upper arm is less tough.

REMO:
What am I supposed to do with this?

AGNES:
Eat it.




(AGNES EATS HER BIT FOLLOWED BY REMO)

REMO:
(TO GUFFIE) Well, go on then!

AGNES:
Go on then what? (TO GUFFIE) Give me my knife back.

REMO:
Go on, Guffie! Get her! Get her!

GUFFIE:
It doesn't seem right, Mr Remo.

REMO:
If you don't kill her, she'll kill you! Go on, kill her!

AGNES:
Did he say I was going to kill you?

GUFFIE:
Yes, he did.

AGNES:
But that's just a lot of old lies, Mr McGuffin.

REMO:
Don't believe her!

AGNES:
You see, we won't get anybody to dig the hole if you're dead. And you're more of a man than he'll ever be.

GUFFIE:
That's true.

AGNES:
And what would we girls do if there weren't any big, strong men like you around?

REMO:
Don't listen to her, Guffie!

AGNES:
And I was wondering which one of you to share the hut with.

REMO:
A blind, one legged camel wouldn't share that hut with you, McGuffin! Go on, get her! She's lying!

AGNES:
I think he's getting jealous.

GUFFIE:
I think you're getting jealous, Mr Remo.

AGNES:
Follow me into the hut and I'm sure you're in for a big surprise.

REMO:
Don't do it, Guffie! Don't!




(AGNES GOES INTO THE HUT)

GUFFIE:
I've got the knife. I'll be alright.

(GUFFIE FOLLOWS.  REMO CLIMBS ONTO THE ROOF FOLLOWED BY THE OLD MAN.)

REMO:
     Get off my fucking roof!

OLD MAN:
     I can’t. I’m a figment of your imagination.

REMO:
     Right now, that’s just what I need!

OLD MAN:
     But I think I know what your problem is.





(SOUND OF STRUGGLE ERUPTING IN HUT)

REMO:
     Come on, Guffie! Get out of there!

OLD MAN:
      You're a complete bastard.

REMO:
      What?!





(SOUNDS IN HUT UNDERCUT NEXT)

OLD MAN:
You’ve got a bad attitude. You have bad motivation. You get bad results  then you claim it has no effect on you. You have to do the right thing and accept the consequences. That’s the only way you can stop  being a greetin’ faced pain in the arse.

REMO:                My mother wasn’t very nice to me, you know.

 (GUFFIE COMES OUT OF THE HUT WITH A MUCH  BIGGER KNIFE EMBEDDEDIN HIS BACK)

REMO: 
Are you alright, Guffie?

GUFFIE:
How would you be feeling with a great big knife stuck in your back? Fucking dead as a doornail, amn't I?

(GUFFIE CLIMBS LADDER AND GETS IN         BEHIND OLD MAN)

REMO:
She had another knife?

GUFFIE:
A big fucker as well. Hidden about her person, Mr Remo. Cheating bastard!

(AGNES COMES OUT OF THE HUT CARRYING OLD KNIFE AND A BIT OF MEAT. SHE LOOKS UP AT REMO AND EATS IT)

AGNES:
You could get a taste for this, you know.

REMO:
You killed another one, you fucker! Why did you kill him?

AGNES:
He tried to rape me.

REMO:
He did not!

AGNES:
He followed me into the hut with a knife in his hand, didn't he?

REMO:
Yes, but ...

AGNES:
But I said no. We struggled and I knifed him. Dirty bastard! I suppose I'd better phone the police now.

REMO:
You can't phone the police!

AGNES:
Why not?

REMO:
What about the old man?

AGNES:
He was dead before I got here. Nobody would blame that on me.

(AGNES SITS AND YAWNS, LAYS DOWN KNIFE)

REMO:
I'll tell them!

AGNES:
It's your word against mine. 

REMO:
What about the missing bits?

AGNES:
Maybe it's better to wait. There will probably be a lot more missing bits by the time anyone comes around..

REMO:
Are you going to eat both of them?

AGNES:
I'll say it must have been animals. Cats, dogs, birds.

REMO:
They don't leave knife marks!

AGNES:
In future, I'll use my teeth to rip bits off.

REMO:
What about me?

AGNES:
Maybe I'll just dig a big hole and put you all in it.

REMO:
I can't stay up here all day!

AGNES:
You can come down if you want to. I'm not stopping you. Maybe you could clean up the hut. There's blood all over the place. God, I'm  tired. I just want to sleep and never waken up. I do nothing but sleep these days.




(AGNES DOSES OFF)

OLD MAN:
She's falling asleep.

GUFFIE:
She's only pretending.

OLD MAN:
Why would she do that?




(REMO STARTS TO COME DOWN OFF HUT)

GUFFIE:
She'll cut your liver out if you go down there.

(REMO CAUTIOUSLY APPROACHES AGNES AND THE KNIFE DURING NEXT)

OLD MAN:
I'm  sure she's actually quite nice when you get to know her.

GUFFIE:
Apart from killing people and eating bits off them, she seems okay.

OLD MAN:
Do you think he's going to get her?

GUFFIE:
Run, you stupid bastard! Just run!

REMO:
(QUIETLY) But all I've got left is here, Guffie. Where can I run to?

(REMO PICKS UP THE KNIFE AND PONDERS. SUDDENLY AGNES SPRINGS OUT OF THE CHAIR AND PULLS A BIGGER KNIFE)

AGNES:
I suppose you think you're smart? Well, you're one stupid bastard!




(REMO THROWS DOWN THE KNIFE)

REMO:
No, no! I was just going to give it back to you!

AGNES:
You lying pig! Go on, pick it up! Pick it up! Here, have another one!

(AGNES PULLS OUT AN EVEN BIGGER KNIFE AND THROWS IT DOWN IN FRONT OF REMO)

REMO:
No, no. Thank you.

AGNES:
You're scared, aren't you? You're scared I'll hurt you. You're scared I'll kill you. I could kill you easily. Just like that.




(REMO GETS ON HIS KNEES)

REMO:
Please, don't! Please, don't!

AGNES:
I wouldn't put you out of your misery. I want you to suffer, you bastard!

REMO:
I'll put up with a bit of suffering, if you'll just let me live. I want to live. I do.

AGNES:
Well, I fucking don't! I just don't want to. I haven't even got a dog left to care for me. Here. Take the knife! Take it!




(AGNES GIVES REMO THE KNIFE)

AGNES:
Now, stab me. Here. Stab me there. Go on!

REMO:
What? No thank you. We don't want any more killing around here. I'll let you stay in the hut. You can answer the phone. I'll feed you sandwiches. We'll dig a hole and bury everybody. Start a little business. Everything will be fine. Honest. Have the knife back. Here.




(REMO GIVES HER THE KNIFE)

AGNES:
You horrible, horrible, stupid, greedy bastard! They'll think it was you anyway! I wish they still hung fuckers like you for this!

(AGNES STABS HERSELF REPEATEDLY AND DIES)

REMO:
What? I had no idea you were so upset. That's what a bit of cooperation gets you, eh, McGuffin. Fucking more dead bodies! I'll be better off on my own! I will! I will!

GUFFIE:
How can you make money without other people?

REMO:
I've made money before!

GUFFIE:
Not on a desert island, you haven't, Captain.

REMO:
I'll be independent!

GUFFIE:
Without other people, who makes the sandwiches?

REMO:
What the fuck do you know? You're just another hallucination!

OLD MAN:
I'm an angel. I'm an angel! Only God exists independent of everything that goes on.

GUFFIE:
What? I thought you were a fucking atheist.

OLD MAN:
But God only exists in people's minds. In real life nothing is independent.

REMO:
Okay, I'll be interdependent in my independence! But I'm  making all the decisions around here now! I'm the boss! I'm the boss!

GUFFIE:
Then you'll have to take all the blame!

REMO:
This has got nothing to do with me! I'm not responsible for this! I'm not! I'm not!

GUFFIE:
Yes, you are.

OLD MAN:
You did egg everybody on.

REMO:
No, I did not! Why should I take the blame. I'm  a fucking entrepreneur, that's all. You need people like me. 

GUFFIE:
No, we don't. You’re not an entreprenanything.You're just a rotten, greedy bastard!

REMO:
I am what I am. You can't blame a horse for not being an elephant! Everyone else is as much to blame as me!

Why does it have to be me? All I wanted to do was make a    little money. But all that's behind us now. I'm surely a different person in a different moment in time already.

OLD MAN:
You've turned into the kind of person whose chickens have all come home to roost. 

GUFFIE:
Besides, you're the only one left. How are you going to explain all the dead bodies to them?

OLD MAN:
And all the bits that have been eaten off them?

REMO:
I'll tell them the truth! I just stood and watched! It wasn't me! I've lost myself. There's nothing solid about me, officer. The world I knew is falling down about my ears, but I'm  not to be held responsible. I need somebody to watch out for me, McGuffin!

(OLD MAN AND GUFFIE START TO COME OFF ROOF)

REMO:
Do you think they'll give me a handful of pills and sling me onto the street?

GUFFIE:
Not if they think you've been killing people and eating bits off the bodies. You should be able to rely on secure accomodation for the rest of your natural, Mr Remo.

REMO:
What a wonderful country!

(REMO SITS AND CRIES. THE TELEPHONE RINGS)

OLD MAN:
(TO GUFFIE) Don't you think someone should answer that!

GUFFIE:
I'll answer it.




(GUFFIE STARTS TO GO INTO HUT)

OLD MAN:
I might as well keep you company.

(OLD MAN FOLLOWS GUFFIE INTO HUT. AGNES GETS UP)

AGNES:
Stupid, useless bastards! I'd better answer it myself.

(THEY ALL GO INTO HUT EXCEPT REMO WHO SITS AND CRIES OUTSIDE. THE TELEPHONE KEEPS RINGING. A DOG HOWLS IN THE DISTANCE. THE END)





-------------------------------------------------

