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Scene 1 - A dentist's waiting room.






S/FX - Pages of a magazine being turned.







 Several sighs.







 People talking in the background.






AMANDA CURTIS, mid 30's, working class and






put upon sits next to PENELOPE SMYTHE, also






mid 30's. Penelope is middle-class but 






tries to sound upper-class. They are flanked






on either side by their two sons DAVID and






DAVID, each around 11 yrs of age.

                      



S/FX - A mobile phone rings.






PENELOPE: (Huge sigh) God, here we go.







    Yes?  No I'm not at home. I told you two 







    days ago I have a dentist's







    appointment...Well where do you







    think we are? I said you'd







    have to pick David up later...







    ...Well what do you want me to do? 







   Go and wait with your







    slim hipped Pandora, as usual.






S/FX - Sound of a mobile being switched off.






DAVID S: Mother?






PENELOPE: (Testily) Yes it was Daddy. Getting







         things wrong,...as usual.






DAVID S: Oh.






PENELOPE: I'm sorry David.






DAVID S: It's o.k.






PENELOPE: Sorry that your father's an unfeeling, 







    moron with a pygmalion complex. And if he 







    were going to rescue anybody from a life of 







    moral bankruptcy, then I certainly wouldn't 






     have picked the likes of her....And it's not alright.






AMANDA: Trouble with the ex?






PENELOPE: Pardon?






AMANDA: I said, havin' bother wi yer old man?






PENELOPE: Erm, well, I suppose. He's become 







    known as `the disappointment' in our 







    household...amongst other things.






AMANDA: I know 'ow yer feel. 'Appens regular round 







    our end. There's allus some barmaid or







       anuther lookin' for a way out.






PENELOPE: Barmaid?






AMANDA: Aye. I don't even blame 'er that  much. 







       An' yours?





PENELOPE: Oh. Well. It wasn't a barmaid.






AMANDA: Aye well. There's plenty of







      secretarys'll do it to yer anall.






PENELOPE: (Sigh) Actually it was David's







         babysitter.






AMANDA: Young?






PENELOPE: Young enough..apparently.







AMANDA: Allus are. So 'er name wer'







      Pandora then?






PENELOPE: Who?






AMANDA: Yer babysitter. I 'eard yer call







      'er Pandora.






PENELOPE: Oh, no. That was a reference







         to Pandora's box,..and how middle







         aged men like to open it.






AMANDA: Oh.






PENELOPE: Actually her name was Sally...and







          I bet her box of delights had 







         been opened many times before 







         David's father got around to it.






AMANDA: Oh. Oh I see.

 S/FX - Both women begin to giggle.






PENELOPE: David. You shouldn't be listening.






DAVID S: Why?






PENELOPE: Never you mind.






AMANDA: I see yer young 'uns called David like mine. 






                 Say 'ello then. God can't they be  ignorant?






DAVID C: I'm not ignorant.






AMANDA: Say 'ello then.






DAVID C: 'Ello then.






DAVID S: Hello.






AMANDA: That's better....What are you in fer?






PENELOPE: Just a check-up....And you?






AMANDA: Two fillin's. Both fell out chewin'







      some blackpool rock. We went last







      week with David's uncle.






DAVID C: Ee's not me uncle.






AMANDA: Ssh. 'E is yer uncle...kind of.







      Anyway. One bite on the promanade





                             and CRUNCH! Both out at the







      same time. Didn't 'alf hurt. Funny







      really 'cos Simon makes dentures.






PENELOPE: Simon?






AMANDA: David's uncle.






DAVID C: Ee's not me uncle!






AMANDA: Hush up you! That was one of the







      first things 'e told me. "I started







      out wi' nowt, but now I make 







      dentures." 'E makes me laugh out







      loud summat rotten sometimes.





DAVID C: 'E never makes me laugh.






AMANDA: I've told you!





DAVID C: 'Ee's fat.






AMANDA: No e's not.






DAVID C: An' ugly.






AMANDA: E is not ug....well e's nice to me. That's 







      what counts,  isn't it?






DAVID C: I've 'ad a lot of uncles.






AMANDA: Shut it! Honestly. Don't they







       embaress yer? 






DAVID C: Can I go out fer a bit?






AMANDA: Oh, that's what yer after is it?






DAVID C: It's borin, in 'ere!






AMANDA: ALRIGHT! But don't be long. 





DAVID C: 'Ow long?






AMANDA: You know 'ow long.






DAVID C: No I don't.






AMANDA: Yes you do. And if yer any longer







       I'll tan yer hide. Now go on.






DAVID C: Does tha wanna come?






DAVID S: What?






PENELOPE: Pardon, David.






DAVID S: Pardon?






DAVID C: Does tha wanna come?






PENELOPE: I'm sure David's fine where he is.






DAVID S: No I'm not.






PENELOPE: What?






DAVID S: Pardon.






PENELOPE: Pardon?






DAVID S: I'd like to go outside Mother.  Can I?






PENELOPE: Well...






DAVID S: Please.....please.






PENELOPE: O.K...But don't be long.






DAVID S: How long?






PENELOPE: As long as the other little boy.






DAVID S: How long is that?






AMANDA: Long enough. Now go on both of you.






DAVID S: O.K....Thank you Mother.






AMANDA: David?






DAVID C: Yeah?






AMANDA: What do you say?






DAVID C: What?






AMANDA: No.






DAVID C: Pardon?






AMANDA: NO.






DAVID C: Oh...Cheers. See yer later.





AMANDA: .....That's better.

 S/FX - Both Davids run out of the door.


  Before it closes we hear in the distance:






AMANDA: So...have you got yerself another fella?

 S/FX - Door closes. Footsteps.


  A door opens.


  Bird song.


  Footsteps. Grass under foot.


  Cars in the distance.






DAVID S: So what are we going to do?






DAVID C: Whatever we bloody well want. What







   do yer think? Got any money?






DAVID S: Erm..no. Not really.






DAVID C: What's tha' mean, not really?






DAVID S: Well..Well I've got a little.






DAVID C: I know tha' type. A little's usually about 







   twenty quid.






DAVID S: Five actually.






DAVID C: FIVE!! Yer lucky sod.






DAVID S: Why? Most kids I know get as much







   pocket money as I do.






DAVID C: Not weer I come from they don't.







   All very ladi da though, aren't  yer.






DAVID S: Mother insists that I speak properly.






DAVID C: Tha' sounds a bit puffy though.





           DAVID S: Puffy?






DAVID C: Queer like.






DAVID S: Mother says that people take you







   more seriously if you speak correctly.






DAVID C: 'Ow they gonna take yer more 






                  serious, if yer sound all puffy.






DAVID S: Well at least I've got five pounds.






DAVID C: (Mimicking) Well at least I’ve got five 







   pounds…Yer still sound puffy. 







   Tell yer wot. Load us up wi' some sweets 







   and pop an that and I'll show yer the best 







   hidin'  place yer'll ever see in yer life.






DAVID S: What have I got to hide from?






DAVID C: I can see tha's never been to our school. 







   Puffy accent like that. They'd rip yer ta 







   pieces.






DAVID S: Everyone sounds like this at my school.






DAVID C: Then what yer doin' 'round ere?






DAVID S: Mother says we'll probably be moving 







   around here when the divorce comes 







   through.






DAVID C: 'Round ere?






DAVID S: Yes.






DAVID C: Then trust me. Yer gonna need an







   ‘iding place. Come on,...puff.

 S/FX - Both boys giggle again.


  Sound of running.


  Breathlessness.


  Fade down.






Scene 2 - A wood.


  Fade up.

 S/FX - Footsteps through undergrowth.


  Bird song.


  Heavy breath.






DAVID S: Slow down. For heavens sake where







   are we going.






DAVID C: Nearly theer. Come on. 






DAVID S: Seems like we've gone miles.






DAVID C: Miles? Don't talk rubbish.






DAVID S: But what about Mother?






DAVID C: What about muther? What about muther? 







   Yer a whiny little runt anall. Look, I bet thee 







   another fiver that tha'll thank me fer showin' 







   yer this place three days after yer come to 







   my school.






DAVID S: I can look after myself.






DAVID C: Rubbish. I can't look after meself







   and I'm tough as nails.






DAVID S: She'll be worried.






DAVID C: Will she 'eck. She'll be moaning about yer 







   dad fer an hour. Anyway we're ‘ere look.






DAVID S: Perhaps I should go back.






DAVID C: Look. I'll 'ave thee back before she even 







     goes in fer a check-up.






DAVID S: Well....






DAVID C: Look. We'll eat the mars bars, drink the 







    coke and bugger off back. Alright sweet'eart. 







    Look..

 S/FX - Sound of a large branch being pulled back.











DAVID C: 'Ere it is, behind 'ere.....What







   does tha think a that then.

 PAUSE






DAVID S: It's a hole.






DAVID C: 'Course it's a bleedin' 'ole.







   What did yer think it wer gonna be?






DAVID S: I don't know...I just expected...






DAVID C: What?






DAVID S: More.






DAVID C: What's tha want a bloody en suite  







   bathroom. 






DAVID S: Well, the way you described it, I was 







    expecting something...






DAVID C: More.






DAVID S: Well something more than a bloody







   hole in the ground!!






DAVID C: Ooh listen to the posh kid.






DAVID S: Two pounds I spent on stuff for you at that 







   newsagents, and all I get to see for it is the 







   black hole of calcutta.






DAVID C: (Camp) Ooh you ungrateful sod.






DAVID S: Look..






DAVID C: Look, nothin'. I promised yer the best and 



                                     I'll give yer the best. This is no ordinary 'ole.





DAVID S: What do you mean?






DAVID C: Can yer see the bottom?






DAVID S: No.






DAVID C: 'Course yer can't. Come on.






DAVID S: Where?





DAVID C: Down 'ere.






DAVID S: You're joking surely. All my clothes







   will get dirty.






DAVID C: Yer a kid. Yer s'posed to get mucky. Look.

 S/FX - Sound of ruffling in the undergrowth.






DAVID S: What's that?






DAVID C: A flashlight. Allus keep it fer







   goin' down 'ere. 






DAVID S: Wait.






DAVID C: Come on. And bring the stuff with yer.

 S/FX - Sound of exertion.






DAVID S: Wait!






DAVID C: (Echoing) Come on puff. Grab what







   I do and yer'll be safe enough.






DAVID S: Err...






DAVID C: (Echoing) 'Urry up.






DAVID S: God....Alright. Wait for me.

 S/FX - Sound of rustling carrier bag.


  Sounds of exertion and climbing down for several seconds.


  Both voices sound underground from now on.






DAVID S: Mother would kill me for this.






DAVID C: She'll never bloody know..Mind  me 'and!






DAVID S: Sorry.





DAVID C: At least wait 'till I've shifted  it.






DAVID S: Sorry.






DAVID C: Alright. Now put yer foot on that ledge.






DAVID S: Which ledge?






DAVID C: The one below yer foot for God's  sake.






DAVID S: Right. Got it. Now what?






DAVID C: Stay theer fer a bit. Right.

 S/FX - Sound of scuffling.


  Sound of Danny C jumping down onto soil.






DAVID S: What happened?






DAVID C: I jumped.






DAVID S: Jumped. (Alarmed) You didn't say







   anything about having to jump.






DAVID C: Don't worry.






DAVID S: Don't worry. I'm in the pitch black and 







   you're asking me to jump off a ledge!






DAVID C: Hold on. God yer a prissy git.







    Is that better?






DAVID S: AAAaarrrghh!! Stop shining that







   light in my eyes.






DAVID C: O.K. O.K. I thought it'd 'elp.






DAVID S: YOU BASTARD!!






DAVID C: Calm down.






DAVID S: What do you mean calm down? You







   nearly blinded me you stupid..






DAVID C: Calm down. Look below yer.






DAVID S: What?...Oh.






DAVID C: Oh. Put yer foot down on that







   next ledge an' jump.






DAVID S: Oh well. That seems easy enough.






DAVID C: 'Course it's easy. I'm not gonna







       risk my neck fer the likes of you.

 S/FX - Sound of David S jumping down onto soil.






DAVID S: Ooof!






DAVID C: Alright?






DAVID S: Fine!






DAVID C: Wait 'till yer see what's  next.






DAVID S: Next?






DAVID C: Yeah. 






DAVID S: I'm not sure I like the sound of this.






DAVID C: Trust me yer'll luv it. Now bend







   yer 'ead down.

 S/FX - Sound of footsteps.






DAVID S: Look where are we..OW!!






DAVID C: Told yer.






DAVID S: What was that?






DAVID C: Crossbeam.






DAVID S: What?






DAVID C: To ‘old the shaft up.






DAVID S: SHAFT?? Why does it feel like we're 







   walking downhill?






DAVID C: 'Cos we are. Don't worry. Twenty 







   yards, turn left and we're on top of it.






DAVID S: On top of it?






DAVID C: You'll see.

 S/FX - A loud wooden creak.






DAVID S: (Whispering) What was that?






DAVID C: A creak.






DAVID S: (Whispering) A creak??






DAVID C: Don't worry, it does that sometimes.






DAVID S: It does that some...and that 







   doesn't worry you?






DAVID C: No.






DAVID S: ARE YOU MAD??

S/FX - A louder creak.






DAVID C: STOP SHOUTING!






DAVID S: WELL YOU STOP SHOUTING!

 S/FX - An even louder creak.

        PAUSE.






DAVID S: (Whispering) Alright enough shouting now. 







   Perhaps,  not that it's not been lovely







   meeting you and everything, but perhaps we 







   should now consider, (steely) getting the 







   hell out of here.






DAVID C: Why?






DAVID S: WHY???.(Whispers)Why?...







   ........are you alright in the head?






DAVID C: Look. This place had been around fer 







   decades. 'Ave a bit of bloody bottle and come 







   on. 






DAVID S: You're taking the proverbial?






DAVID C: Bloody 'ell. I bet tha's never took a risk in 







    yer life 'ave yer?





DAVID S: I'm eleven.






DAVID C: Look, jus' follow me.

 S/FX - Sound of footsteps.






DAVID C: Remember. Left.






DAVID S: What? Ooof!






DAVID C: My left, dozy.






DAVID S: I know left. Just not when.






DAVID C: Right.






DAVID S: Right. Ooof!!






DAVID C: I said right. Turn right.






DAVID S: O.K. O.K.






DAVID C: Tha' must like bumpin' into things.






DAVID S: I'll bump my fist into your







   face in a minute.






DAVID C: (Camp) Ooh int 'e masculine.






DAVID S: Just wait until I can actually see 







   further than my own nose. 






DAVID C: Your type can never see further







   than yer own nose. Right.






DAVID S: Right. Ooof!! Bloody hell.

 S/FX - David C giggles.






DAVID S: I thought you said turn right.






DAVID C: I meant stop.






DAVID S: I'll be black and blue for days







   because of this.






DAVID C: (Giggling) Just wait 'till yer move 'round 







   'ere.

 S/FX - Sound of a large plank being moved.






DAVID S: What was that?






DAVID C: Entry into paradise, my friend.






DAVID S: Don't tell me. It's a secret tunnel into IKEA.






DAVID C: Yer what?






DAVID S: Never mind.






DAVID C: Right. There's a rope ladder







   down, so watch yerself.






DAVID S: (Under his breath) Jesus!






DAVID C: In fact, stay theer, 'till I've gone down and 







   switched the lamps on. Don't want the posh 






       kid fallin' down and breakin' 'is neck.






DAVID S: Certainly don't. 
  S/FX - Sound of exertion.


  Creaking rope ladder.






DAVID S: David....David!






DAVID C: (Shouting) S'alright puff. I've







   not deserted yer. Just 'old on.

 S/FX - A match is struck.


  The sound of a creaky old gas lamp being lit.






DAVID C: Right. There we go. Can yer see that?






DAVID S: Where the hell did you get that?






DAVID C: Already down 'ere. Just fill it with 

 





   paraffin, an' yer away.






DAVID S: And where do you get the paraffin?






DAVID C: Nick it from the paki's on the 







   corner. 






DAVID S: Very entrepreneurial.






DAVID C: Are yer comin' down or what?






DAVID S: As I've come this far.

 S/FX - Sound of exertion.


  Rope creaks again.






DAVID C: Right. Don't move 'till I've lit







   the others.






DAVID S: Others?






DAVID C: Yeah. There's about five. But yer'll 'ave to 







   remember to bring some matches if yer come 







   'ere without me.

 S/FX - A match is struck.


  The creaking of more gas lamps being opened.

  PAUSE






DAVID S: Wow!






DAVID C: Told yer.






DAVID S: This place is massive...Look at







   all the stuff on the walls.






DAVID C: Sorted, in it?






DAVID S: Is that a carpet?






DAVID C: Finest shag pile, don't ya know.







   An' two chairs.





DAVID S: Look at that. It's like a mini library.






DAVID C: I thought tha'd be the type to







   appreciate that.






DAVID S: Look at that map. It must be a







   hundred years old.






DAVID C: Sixty-five, actually.






DAVID S: But why....I mean...why me?






DAVID C: Why not.....Couldn't show it to the kids in 







   our school. They'd jus' wreck it. Posh kids 







   look after stuff better.






DAVID S: But...how..when..who..I mean, did you?






DAVID C: Don't be daft. Do yer think I could do all 







    this? Do yer think I could be bothered. I told 







    yer, it's been 'ere decades. Sit down fer a bit. 

 S/FX - Creak as he sits in the chair.






DAVID S: Then who?





DAVID C: Someone wi' more bottle than you







   obviously.






DAVID S: But just look at it.






DAVID C: Found it six months ago.






DAVID S: How?






DAVID C: Fell down the bloody ‘ole. Came back the 







   followin' day with a flashlight and stumbled 







   on this place. 'Ere kop a look at that.






DAVID S: What is it?






DAVID C: His diary.






DAVID S: Who's?






DAVID C: The kid that built this, dozy.






DAVID S: Kid?





DAVID C: Yeah, and on his own, accordin'







   to that.

 S/FX - Sound of a book being opened.






DAVID S: ‘The Diary of a Nobody’, by David







   Horton...that doesn't make sense.






DAVID C: What?






DAVID S: If he thought he was a nobody,







   why'd he sign his name to it.






DAVID C: So yer'd know who nobody was, I 







    suppose. Weird little runt, but yer've 







   got to give him credit for this place.






DAVID S: Must have taken him years.






DAVID C: Eighteen months, start to finish. Weekends, 







   nights after school, holidays. Not that they 







   got as many holidays as we do back then.






DAVID S: Day 1, March 31st 1946...1946!






DAVID C: Started it when he was ten, and finished 







   when he was 11 and a half. No doubt parked 







   his bum in that chair, just like yer are now.





DAVID S: “Day 1. Stumbled across an interesting 







   hole whilst coming back from school 







   through the woods. With a bit of work, I 







   could make a better shelter than the one we 







   built at home”.






DAVID C: Seems like ‘e'd ‘ad practice.






DAVID S: “All I know is that I don't want to be sent 







   away again. For Mum’s sake”. Sent away?






DAVID C: You know, 'cause of the war, kids







   wer sent away.






DAVID S: The war was over by '46.






DAVID C: Not for him. Not if you read the rest it 







    wasn't. Anyway, pass us the coke, I'll pour 







    us some.

 S/FX - Sound of a carrier bag rustling. 

S/FX – Sound of coke being poured.





DAVID S: But, this place, I mean..it's  so clean.






DAVID C: What yer sayin'?






DAVID S: Well,...






DAVID C: Yer mean, I don't look like the







   clean and tidy type. Cheeky bugger.






DAVID S: You're not though are you?






DAVID C: No yer right. Apart from a few cobwebs, it 







   was clean as a whistle, an' I wondered 







   about that 'till I started lookin' through







   the rest of the books.  They're all from the 







   library down the road.






DAVID S: All of them?






DAVID C: Every one.






DAVID S: He'll have some fines to pay.






DAVID C: Doubt it. Look.

 S/FX - Sound of a book being pulled off a shelf.





        DAVID C: Last checked out in May 1996 by the resident 







   librarian David Horton. Seems like e’ 'alf 







   inched a few books while no-one was lookin’.






DAVID S: And who'd suspect him!






DAVID C: Precisely.






DAVID S: So does he still come down?






DAVID C: Nope. Carted off somewhere eleven months 







   ago. Which explains why the place was still 







   relatively clean when I found it.






DAVID S: Carted off? Where?






DAVID C: How should I know. Wunta found that out if 







   it weren't fer one of the cleaners. Carted off 







   was all she'd tell me.






DAVID S: Carted off...So we could be holed up in 







   some homicidal maniac's home away from 







   home.





DAVID C: ‘E was a librarian fer God's sake.






DAVID S: They're the worst type, apparently.







   It's always the quiet ones, Mother says.






DAVID C: The book reading type, yer mean.






DAVID S: That's right. So you should be fine.






DAVID C: Watch it! I could be an 







   ‘omicidal maniac better than you .






DAVID S: Piffle. I bet I could kill people







   twice as well.






DAVID C: Prissy git like you wouldn't 'ave the bottle.






DAVID S: Not only would I have the bottle I'd have 







   style and flair as well. You're just common.






DAVID C: Watch it.






DAVID S: A common or garden murderer. Stabbing 







    his girlfriend with a bread knife, that sort of 







    thing.






DAVID C: I'll thump yer.






DAVID S: Always assuming someone with your







   face could get a girlfriend.






DAVID C: Right!






DAVID S: I, on the other hand,..what







   are you doing with that Mars bar?






DAVID C: I'm gonna ram it down yer gob.






DAVID S: Wait, no, leave me alone, stop it.







   Alright, alright, you'd be just as







   good a maniac as I'd be.






DAVID C: BETTER!






DAVID S: Don't be silly...Aaagh!!






DAVID C: SAY IT!






DAVID S: Alright, alright. You're probably a







   bigger nutter than I'll ever be.






DAVID C: Alright then.






DAVID S: Anyway, that's not the point. If he is a 







   homicidal maniac, he might not take too 







   kindly to us rooting around in his stuff.






DAVID C: ‘Ow's he gonna know if ‘e's banged up. 







   Besides finders keepers. ‘e's not ‘ere 







   anymore, so I say it's ours. Well mine 







    actually. But if you're being chased by a 







    hoard of angry schoolkids, who want to stick 







    rulers up the posh kids arse, then I 







    don't mind you hangin' out in ‘ere fer a bit. 






DAVID S: ...... (Sarcastically) Thanks.






DAVID C: Besides, he's probably just a little old fella 







   Probably read too many books, got confused 







   and started showin' his willy in public.






DAVID S: Uurrgh. GROSS!!. Still, if reading 







   books causes you to do that, then you'll be 







   safe enough.






DAVID C: I've told you!...There's allus the possibility 







   I'll be in that angry mob tryin' to stick







   rulers up yer.






DAVID S: Eat your Mars bar.....

 S/FX - A large creak.






DAVID C: Sshh..What was that?






DAVID S: Creaking..I thought you just told







   me not to worry about it?






DAVID C: I did...but that sounded different.






DAVID S: Different?






DAVID C: Yeah. More of a crackin’ sound.






DAVID S: Is that good?






DAVID C: What do you bloody think?






DAVID S: I didn't think so...What shall we do?






DAVID C: Wait.






DAVID S: Wait?






DAVID C: Yeah wait...and listen.






DAVID S: WHAT A GREAT PLAN!!

 S/FX - A very large cracking sound.






DAVID C: Shut it, yer silly git.






DAVID S: Wait and listen. What







   good is that going to do us?





DAVID C: Well what do you suggest?






DAVID S: I suggest we get the hell out of here.






DAVID C: Yer such a wittle arse.







   It's probably nothin’.






DAVID S: Look. I'll admit this place is lovely, but we 







   are in an underground tunnel and there are







   cracking sounds.






DAVID C: I'm not scared.






DAVID S: Well, you stay here if you like, but I'm 







   leaving.





DAVID C: Wait!






DAVID S: WHAT FOR?

 S/FX - A large cracking sound.






DAVID S: Right, that's it. I'm getting out of here right 







   now, with or without you.

 S/FX - Sound of David climbing the rope ladder.






DAVID C: Alright. ‘Old on. I'll turn the lamps off 







   and bring the flashlight.






DAVID S: Suit yourself.

 S/FX - Sound of David S clambering out of the hole back into the tunnel.


  Footsteps.






DAVID C: Wait I said....Bloody 'ell.

 S/FX - Sound of David C climbing the rope ladder.






DAVID C: I said wait.






DAVID S: (In the distance) It's been lovely







   but I'm going home. O.k.

 S/FX - Sound of David C clambering into the tunnel.


  Footsteps.






DAVID C: Wait then.






DAVID S: (In the distance) To use your







   vernacular, not bloody likely!

 S/FX - Sound of a large cracking sound followed by the sound of earth


  falling rapidly.

  A horrified shriek cut short.


  Silence.


  Pause.






DAVID C: You alright?..Eh puff?..Puff! Stop playin' 







  silly beggars. (Frightened) 







   Dave! DAVE!! What yer.......Oh Dave, 







   don't worry...I'll get yer out.

 S/FX - Sound of exertion.


  Sound of a body being dragged.






DAVID C: DAVE...DAVE!!

 S/FX - Sound of someone being slapped across the face.






DAVID C: SNAP OUT OF IT! Dave....Dave.....
 S/FX - Sound of someone coughing/ choking and being slapped on the


  back for it.






DAVID C: There yer go...Yer alright?






DAVID S: Cough, cough...'Course I'm not bloody 







   alright. I've just had half of Yorkshire fall on 







   my head.






DAVID C: But are you alright?






DAVID S: YES! What happened? 






DAVID C: Roof caved in.






DAVID S: And is that normal on these occasions.






DAVID C: Er..can't say it's too normal, no.






DAVID S: Great. (Pause) Just bloody great.






DAVID C: Sorry.






DAVID S: SORRY? IS THAT IT? SORRY?






DAVID C: (Beat) It is probably, yeh.






DAVID S: You know if we get out of this I'm







   gonna smash your face in.






DAVID C: If we get out of this, I'll probably 'elp yer. 







   (Beat) 'Ave to say we probably wont get out 







   of this mind you.






DAVID S: (Brought up sharp by this) What?






DAVID C: Well, we might. I mean we've probably got 







   two or three hours air down 'ere.






DAVID S: Two or three hours.






DAVID C: More, if airs getting in somewhere







   else....Don't think it is though.






DAVID S: Why?






DAVID C: Can tha feel a breeze?






DAVID S: (Beat) You're a proper little ray







   of sunshine aren't you.






DAVID C: Mmm..'As it started to sink in yet?






DAVID S: (Beat) Not really no.






DAVID C: Well when it does, you let me know







   so I can see the posh kid cryin'.






DAVID S: You'll be crying first.






DAVID C: Like 'ell I will.






DAVID S: Course you will. Mouthy types always







   cry like babies at times like these.






DAVID C: Accordin' to that fellas journal it were types 







   like me that won the war.






DAVID S: By being cannon fodder. Well done.






DAVID C: I am not going to cry.






DAVID S: Well neither am I. My father says you 







   should face adversity with a smile.






DAVID C: Yer dad sounds a right prat. We're not 







   gunna smile our way out of 'ere.






DAVID S: Well come on then cannon fodder,







   how are we going to get out of here?






DAVID C: I don't know but I am not going to







   cry. (He begins to blub)






DAVID S: Neither am I! (He begins to blub)

 S/FX - Sounds of them both crying.

 Fade out.

 Fade up to cries of HELP! HELP! HELP!






DAVID S: It's no use cannon fodder. 







   We're just wasting oxygen.






DAVID S:  And you say digging's out?






DAVID C: Not completely like, jus' probably. Could be 







   as much as 12 feet. An'  wi nowt to shore it 







   up, we'd jus' bring rest down on us. 











DAVID S: Right. So in other words, we're







   probably stuffed.






DAVID C: Ah thought tha were in to that







   fightin' spirit rubbish.






DAVID S: No food, no water, no air. Who am







   I, Houdini?






DAVID C: Who?






DAVID S: Never mind. Put the torch on and 








   let's go back to the room. We might







   find something that's useful.

 S/FX - Sounds of scuffling and crawling.

 Fade out.

 Fade in.

 S/FX - A match is struck. Gas being lit.






DAVID S: Well, for a tomb it's not bad.






DAVID C: Bugger off, wi yer tomb man. We'll







   be alreet.






DAVID S: And how do you work that out cannon







   fodder?






DAVID C: 'Cos I've faith in thee. An' stop







   callin' me that.






DAVID S: You know I read about a man on an







   expedition to the south pole, or was it the 







   north. Anyway, he made the very noble 







   gesture of leaving the tent, so his comrades 







   could have his share of the food or 







   something. I wish you'd make a noble 







   gesture and sod off.






DAVID C: Ooh, get 'er. Turn that lamp up so I can 







   really 'ave a look around.






DAVID S: There you go old man. If you come across 







   any gelagnite, be sure to let me know..






DAVID C: Gelagnite. Isn't that an icicle?






DAVID S: Stalagtite.






DAVID C: Tha what?






DAVID S: A stalagtite's an icicle you find in a cave.






DAVID C: Oh. Sounds like a german prisoner of







   war camp.






DAVID S: Very droll. Found anything?






DAVID C: No. But I know what tha'd like a look at.






DAVID S: What? The sun perhaps?






DAVID C: Even better. You see more in ‘ere







   than tha does in that chip paper.

 S/FX - Sound of magazine being ruffled.






DAVID S: I meant the real su....wow. Look at







   those.






DAVID C: EY UP. THAT'S PUT A SMILE ON YER.






DAVID S: She's gorgeous.






DAVID C: Don't tell me yer lookin' at 'er







   face. 






DAVID S: Where'd you find these?






DAVID C: Didn't even bother to hide 'em.







   Not like me dad used to.






DAVID S: WOW! Look at that.






DAVID C: Yeah. I wondered why she was doin' 







   that anall.






DAVID S: You'd think it'd hurt, surely.






DAVID C: Well it can't do. She's smilin' in't she?






DAVID S: My God.






DAVID C: First time yer've seen one o' them  i'll bet.






DAVID S: Well it's never been on the school reading 







   list

 S/FX - They both giggle.






DAVID S: You can't tell me you'd actually 







   read the words.






DAVID S: Well I had wondered about 







   what was down there.






DAVID C: Aye. An' I'd rather be down there 







   than down 'ere I'll tell yer.






DAVID S: You know if anything's going to give me a 







   reason to get out of here, I'm looking at it.






DAVID C: There yer go. Not so bloody thick after all 







   am I. Knew she'd get yer goin'.






DAVID S: Sally of Ipswich. I wonder if this







   is what love feels like.






DAVID C: Wait till yer clock Maureen of Bromley. 







   She's makin' 'er own eyes water.






DAVID S: Well, perhaps I'm not quite ready..

 S/FX - Sound of a page being turned.






DAVID S: MY GOD!! 






DAVID C: I wonder if they're all talented







   like that?






DAVID S: I wonder if she's someone's mother?






DAVID C: (Beat) What you sayin' about my mother?






DAVID S: What?






DAVID C: (Angry) I SAID WHAT YOU SAYIN' BOUT







   MY MOTHER?






DAVID S: I didn't say anything about your







   mother,......oh!






DAVID C: WHAT?






DAVID S: OH!!






DAVID C: SHUT IT YER GIT.






DAVID S: Oh.....Well I'm sure it's nothing to be 







   ashamed of. Look £25 per picture. And that's 







   not to be sniffed at.






DAVID C: No.






DAVID S: (Pause) So which issue?






DAVID C: Volume 38 Issue 11. Just before







   Christmas.






DAVID S: Ah.






DAVID C: Not like I even needed them







   bloody  trainers.






DAVID S: Still....Nice of her.






DAVID C: S'pose.






DAVID S: Must have been quite a shock.






DAVID C: Not really...What made it worse ,







   she wer on our sofa. Never sat on the







   soddin’  thing since.

 S/FX - David S begins to try and stifle the giggles.






DAVID C: STOP LAUGHIN'. I SAID STOP







   ....OH SOD IT.

 S/FX - They both begin to giggle and then laugh out loud.






DAVID C: Mucky cow she is.






DAVID S: And there she’ll be laying back in that 







   dentists chair,.. being drilled.






DAVID C:  I ‘ope ‘e ant seen that issue.






DAVID S: Why?






DAVID C: ‘E’ll ‘ave trouble keepin’ ‘is drill steady if ‘e 







   ‘as.

They giggle. Eventually subsiding.






DAVID S: So.






DAVID C: So.






DAVID S: See anything we can use?






DAVID C: No. Must’ve taken ‘is shovel ‘ome, eh.






DAVID S: Mmm. And the more we keep the lamps lit 







     the more oxygen we’re going to burn.






DAVID C: Does tha’ wanna sit in the dark?





        DAVID S: No,not really. Any chance they might find us?






DAVID C: Oh they’ll find us reet enough….eventually.






DAVID S: Well look, surely there’s something we can 







      do. Perhaps one of his books can help.






DAVID C: Be my guest.

S/FX – Sound of David S getting out of his chair.






DAVID S: Right. Survival section. Surviving 







    underground, Volume 1. How to be a miner. 






DAVID C: Cut it out.






DAVID S: AH!!






DAVID C: What?






DAVID S: AH HA!!






DAVID C: What is it?






DAVID S: No. Nothing. Unless you 







      fancy a little Fanny Craddock?






DAVID C: Which issue is she in?






DAVID S: And no books on creating 







      oxygen in 3 easy steps either I’m afraid.






DAVID C: I wonder if there’s owt in ‘is diary?






DAVID S: You think he may have cunningly disguised 







     an exit and hidden clues in his diary.






DAVID C: Or if yer read it yer might stop flappin’ yer 







      mouth so much.






DAVID S: Oh. Can’t engage in conversation now can 







     we. 






DAVID C: (Getting panicked) Look shut it will yer, I’m 







      tryin’ to think.






DAVID S: (Pause) Fine. 

S/FX – Sound of diary being picked up and pages flicked.






DAVID S: “14th June 1952. Whilst walking to the 







   shops I saw her again.”






DAVID C: TO YERSEN YER  PRATT. READ 







    IT TO YERSEN!!!

Pause






DAVID S: Fine.

S/FX – David S sighs.  


 Silence


 He sighs again.


 Silence


 Pages being turned.


 Silence






DAVID S: Mmmm.

 
 Silence






DAVID S: mmMMM!!






DAVID C: (Rising to the bait) Look!!






DAVID S: What? Oh, sorry.


 Silence






DAVID C: ‘E saw who again?






DAVID S: What?






DAVID C: Yer said ‘e saw ‘er again. Who?






DAVID S: Oh, …Are you sure? I mean I wouldn’t want 







    to get on your nerves whilst we die a slow 







    death or anything.






DAVID C: Look, who did ‘e bloody well see?






DAVID S: (Happy now) Well let’s find out. 







     “Whilst walking to the shops I saw her 







    again. She didn’t see me. I mean I was there 







    but she didn’t see me. She probably didn’t 







    want to, but I saw her”.






DAVID C: Rambles a bit dunt ‘e.






DAVID S: A tad. “She was wearing that light loose







    white summer dress that drives all the boys 







    on the estate wild. Like some white wet 







    dream of a better life.”






DAVID C: I bet she ended up in one o’ them mags.






DAVID S: Hush now. “Of course, she never will notice 







     me..”






DAVID C: I know ‘ow ‘e feels.






DAVID S: “With not a flicker of recognition as I pass 







     by. My smile, never returned, just as I know 







     my love would not be either.






DAVID C: ‘E sounds a lot puffier since ‘e got older.






DAVID S: What do you mean?






DAVID C: Go back a few years.






DAVID S: Which bit






DAVID C: ‘Ere let me.

S/FX – Sound of pages being flicked.






DAVID C: This is it. After war like. “E”…that’s ‘is Dad. 







     “ came back all sorry fer ‘imself. wi’ an eye 







      missin’ 






DAVID S: Oh. Did he wear a patch?






DAVID C: ‘E weren’t a pirate. Listen..”’E sometimes 







      gets all teary in that one good eye of ‘is and 







      says ‘e wishes ‘e were dead, but not until 







      after ‘e’s ‘it Mum and Me. 






DAVID S: Sounds lovely.






DAVID C: Aye. Proper sweetheart by all accounts. “I 







      said ‘e should stop cos Mum was cryin’. 







    She never cries unless it’s really bad. ‘Er 

     





   mouth wer bleedin’, An then ‘e ‘it me. but I 







   stayed on me feet an’ called ‘im 







   a lousy bastard…So ‘e punched me. Me and 







  Mum looked at each other when we were on 







   the floor. I was gonna get up, but she shook 







   ‘er head at me so I just stayed there, an’ ‘e 







   kicked me up the arse.






DAVID S: (Bursts out laughing) Aaaaahahahahahaha







   ………(Cough)..Sorry.






DAVID C: “Then ‘e kicked Mum int’ stomach and spit 







   on ‘er…..”






DAVID S: Happy families then.






DAVID C: Once a week at least it ‘appened.






DAVID S: I don’t think my Father’s ever hit me.






DAVID C: I’m sure yer a proper little angel. My Mum 







      cracks me regular. Mind you I deserve it.






DAVID S: Does it hurt?






DAVID C: Nah, does it ‘eck. Them big fat ‘ands of ‘ers 







      cushion blow. An’ it’s nowt like what’s in ‘is 







     diary. Just a quick crack fer bein’ out late 







   or smashin’ summat.






DAVID S: Normal kid stuff.






DAVID C: Right. Runnin’ from Paki’s as ‘e sheks ‘is 







   fist at yer fer nickin. Pinchin’ the







   arse of Sally Medders when she’s not 







   lookin’..Like tha said,…normal.






DAVID S: Not exactly Disneyland though is it.






DAVID C: Aargh giyore. Better than Disneyland this 







     place. Bigger soddin’ mice too. Tha’ll love it 







     when tha moves round ‘ere.






DAVID S: Maybe. If we get out.






DAVID C: If…aye. (Pause) I tell thee what though, that 







   Sally Medders can punch like a good. Hah. 







   Number o’ times I’ve seen ‘er bouncin’ down 







   road after me. All flushed in face, tits 







   bouncin’ round like a pair o’ jellies.






DAVID S: Big girl?






DAVID C: Bigger than that lass from Ipswich. 







Good old Sally.






DAVID S: She your girlfriend then?






DAVID C: Sod off! I wunt go out wi’ ‘er if she ‘ad a bag 







   on ‘er ‘ead. She ‘as snogged me though.






DAVID S: What?






DAVID C: Aye, Full on. Tongues.






DAVID S: Uurgh. 






DAVID C: Weren’t bad. She tasted o’ chewin’ gum.






DAVID S: What did you do that for?






DAVID C: Tha dunt think I wanted too. She cornered 







   me, away from all ‘er mates. All hot an’ out o’ 







   breath she were from chasin’. I though she 







   were gunna gi’ me a proper pastin’. I shut me 







   eyes to get ready an’ next thing I know 







   she’s got ‘er tongue down me throat.






DAVID S: What did you do?

Pause






DAVID C: I touched ‘er tits.






DAVID S: (Laughing) Aaaarghahahahah.






DAVID C: Ey, she liked it. Started moanin’.






DAVID S: Uurgh gross.  How long did it last?






DAVID C: Not long. Dirty mare tried to touch me up. 







     I said “get off yer dirty cow” an’ ran.






DAVID S: What did she do??






DAVID C: Nothin’. I looked back an’ she 

   just stood there lookin’ all…….

  DAVID S: What?

  DAVID C: All broken like.

  DAVID S: Broken?

  DAVID C: Yeah. Like part of ‘er ‘ad been 

         
    snapped off. 

  DAVID S: Like an air-fix kit.

  DAVID C: Don’t be a prat…I tell thee summat 

   though.






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: I wish I’d let ‘er touch it now.

They both begin to giggle.






  DAVID S: Well I’m damned if I’m going to just sit 

   here.






  DAVID C: Getting’ tha second wind puffta?






  DAVID S: Absolutely. Bring two of the lamps, and 

   the flashlight, and the coke….and his diary.






  DAVID C: Diary? What’s tha want that fer?

 DAVID S: Well it would be nice to try and salvage 

   something.


  DAVID C: Apart from yer neck tha means






  DAVID S: And bring these chairs.






  DAVID C: ‘Old on. What the bloody ‘ell are you 

   carryin’?






  DAVID S: The weight of command. Chop chop 

   cannon fodder, I’ll go and survey 

   the scene of battle.

S/FX – Sound of exertion and rope stretching as David S climbs the ladder.






  DAVID C: (Quietly) Upper class prat.






  DAVID S: Come on.

S/FX – Sound of David S walking off into the distance.






  DAVID C: His type enjoy this sort of thing.

FADE DOWN

FADE UP






  DAVID S: Have you got everything?






  DAVID C: Two chairs, two lamps, coke, diary an’ a 

   flashlight.

  DAVID S: Right. Turn one of the lamps off. Now go

   back down and try and bring up anything 

   that’s wooden.






  DAVID C: What for?






  DAVID S: To shore Charlie tunnel up of course.






  DAVID C: Charlie tunnel?






  DAVID S: I’ll start digging.You smash up the table 

   and bring it up here, and then we can use 

    the wood. O.k..O.K??






  DAVID C: (Resigned) O.K….. (Under Breath) 

   Bloody Charlie Tunnel. I can’t get my 

   breath.

S/FX – Sound of David C trudging off down the tunnel.






  DAVID S: Right. Now to smash the backs off these 

   chairs.

S/FX – Sound of kicking and wood breaking.

DAVID S: Good. O.k…Here goes.

S/FX – Sound of earth being moved along with several grunts and groans.






  DAVID S: Uurgh. Bloody worms.

S/FX – Sound of wood breaking in the distance.






  DAVID S: HURRY UP WITH THAT WOOD.






  DAVID C: (In distance) Bugger off.

  DAVID S: Right that’s one chair 

   in. Now to shore up the sides.

S/FX – Sound of 4 table legs being dropped.






  DAVID C: (Beathless) Four table legs. But you’ll 

    have to help me with the top.






  DAVID S: Fine. Just pass me what’s left of that

    chair so I can shore up these gaps.






  DAVID C: That’ll never work.






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: What yer doin’. Wont work.






  DAVID S: Really. Then what do you suggest?






  DAVID C: I suggest I sit down on this other chair 

   an’ watch you make a prat of yersen. Looks 

   awfully tirin’






  DAVID S: It’s bound not to look up to much yet. I’ve 

   only just started?






  DAVID C: Look I see what yer doin’ an’ it work work.






  DAVID S: FINE. THEN YOU THINK OF SOMETHING.






  DAVID C: Look. I dragged yer out by yer feet, which 

   wer only things still showin’ so there’s got 

   to be more than 8 to 10 foot of that stuff. 

 
   We’re about 20 foot down so 

   there’s got to be tons of it, right?






  DAVID S: Right.

  DAVID C: So ‘ow much time do yer think it takes to 

   dig through ten foot of earth, shorin’ up tons 

   of it as yer go?






  DAVID S: I don’t know.






  DAVID C: An’ how much air do yer think we’ve got?






  DAVID S: I don’t know.






  DAVID C: Me neither. But I don’t think it’s 

   enough fer the job you’re plannin’.






  DAVID S: So?

  DAVID C: So?…..So I don’t know alright. I don’t 

  know. But I’m buggered if I’m gonna die 

  knackered, tryin’ to figure out how 

   to build a bloody Charlie tunnel.






  DAVID S: It’s not a Charlie Tunnel. It’s a 

    





   tunnel called Charlie.






  DAVID C: What’s difference?






  DAVID S: Difference is…..Look. I am trying not to 

   panic.






  DAVID C: Yer doin’ a lovely job.

DAVID S: Thankyou!! However, your assertion, if 

   I’m correct is that unless we’re found in the 

   next hour or two we are slowly going to run 

   out of oxygen and suffocate to death.






  DAVID C: (Beat) Yer quick. I’ll give yer that.

S/FX – Sound of David S slumping to the ground.






  DAVID S: (Grudgingly) I have to say you’re taking 

   this awfully well.






  DAVID C: I’m keepin’ me mind on other things. 

 





   I’ve always enjoyed watchin’ the upper 

   classes not panic.






  DAVID S: And you’re not panicking.






  DAVID C: Only on the inside.






  DAVID S: Good….Good. (Sigh) So…






  DAVID C: So.






  DAVID S: How about if we dig up?






  DAVID C: Dig up what?






  DAVID S: No, I mean dig upwards. Instead of 

   through or under, how about up?






  DAVID C: I think yer’ll bring even more down on us.






  DAVID S: Yes, that’s what I mean.






  DAVID C: Go on then.






  DAVID S: Well if we spread the dirt out, 

   more should fall down, yes. 






  DAVID C: On top of yer ‘ead.






  DAVID S: And if enough falls down we’ll cause a 

 hole to open up allowing air in, yes? Allowing 

 us to breath, if not exactly climb out.






  DAVID C: I’m followin’.  






  DAVID S: Well that’s it really.

  DAVID C: So. And stop me if I’m bein’ thick but 

   after havin’ ‘alf of Yorkshire fall on yer ‘ead, 

   what yer proposin’ is we dig some space to 

   let more fall on yer ‘ead.






  DAVID S: (Beat) Yes.






  DAVID C: Yer’ll get CRUSHED!!






  DAVID S: Not if you’re there to pull me out. And 

   when you’re digging I’ll pull you out.






  DAVID C: WHEN I’M DIGGIN’? 






  DAVID S: Yes.






  DAVID C: You’ll pull me out?






  DAVID S: Yes.






  DAVID C: Wi’ them skinny arms. I wont stand a 

   bloody chance.






  DAVID S: You pulled me out. I’ll pull you out.






  DAVID C: Yer think I’m gonna trust the likes of you?






  DAVID S: I trust you. I’ll have to.

Pause






  DAVID C: Aye well. That’s as mebbe. I still can’t see 

   it workin’.






  DAVID S: Let’s just sit here and die shall we? 

   Mmm? Shall we cannon fodder? 

 Let’s just SIT HERE AND BLOODY WELL DIE.


  DAVID C: Alright. Bloooody ‘Ell. I didn’t say 

   it weren’t a good plan. I jus’ said I dint think 

   it’d work.






  DAVID S: Well?






  DAVID C: Well, it’ll be better than listenin’ to 

   yer flap all day, so alright. 






  DAVID S: Alright!






  DAVID C: No need to get upset. I wer 

   only sayin’. One at a time then.






  DAVID S: One at a time.






  DAVID C: Right…..So who’s first?






  DAVID S: Be my guest.






  DAVID C: No, no it were your plan like.






  DAVID S: Precisely. So it would impolite not to let 

   you go first.






  DAVID C: You go first to show me. 

   So I get it straight in me ‘ead, yer know. 

  DAVID S: Yes…Yes alright.






  DAVID C: (Under breath) We’re not all bloody 

   cannon fodder.






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: Nothin’.

FADE OUT.

FADE IN.

S/FX – Sound of falling earth.






  DAVID C: BLOODY ‘ELL. I’ve got yer. Dave? 

   Come on Dave. Yer alright?

S/FX – Sound of David S coughing.






  DAVID S: (Croaky) Yes fine. Marvellous, obviously!






  DAVID C: Alreet! I only asked.






  DAVID S: Got the idea??






  DAVID C: (Ironic) Yeah. Cheers fer demonstration.







    So my job is?






  DAVID S: Clear away all the crap that’s just fallen 

   on me until another load falls on you.






  DAVID C: Right






  DAVID S: Not turning yellow are we?






  DAVID C: No. Must be the light in ‘ere.






  DAVID S: Must be.






  DAVID C: Right then…’Ere goes.

S/FX – Sound of earth being moved.






  DAVID C: ‘Ere puff?






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: Read to us from that fella’s diary.






  DAVID S: Why?






  DAVID C: I dunno. Keep me mind off what’s gonna 

   ‘appen like.






  DAVID S: Oh….O.k.






  DAVID C: Read about that lass.






  DAVID S: Remind you of Sally does she?






  DAVID C: Does that want me to do this or what?






  DAVID S: Alright. For Sally then. 

S/FX – Sound of pages turning.



  DAVID S: O.k. Here goes.”I saw her again.. I was 

   standing in line waiting to order Fish and 

   Chips for Mum and Me when….”. Wait. 

   What happened to his father?






  DAVID C: Hung ‘is sen.






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: Hung ‘is sen. That’s weer I read up to. 

  DAVID C: Yeah.






  DAVID S: Hold on then.

S/FX – Sound of pages being flicked. The sound of David C’s exertion in the background.






  DAVID C: WHAT THA DOIN’?






  DAVID S: I’m going back a bit.






  DAVID C: Tell me about that lass.






  DAVID S: In a minute. 






  DAVID C: Bloody ‘ell. I’ve read that bit.






  DAVID S: Shut-up. I want to know. (Pause) “Mum 

   was coughing up blood. The tears were 

   mingling with the blood poring from the cut 

   on her mouth, the one that never heals. I 

   was getting kicked on the floor but for some 

   reason Dad didn’t stop, he just kicked and 

   kicked, like I was a dog he was trying to put 

   down. I think he might still be kicking me if 

   Mum hadn’t screamed. For a moment I 

   thought he was going to kill her. He lifted his 

   foot, as if he were about to stamp on her 

   face. She shouted ‘BOB!!’ (Pause) And then 

   he stopped. all that rage seemed to drain away 

   and he turned round and just walked out.






  DAVID C: It’s after that.






  DAVID S: What is?






  DAVID C: The bit yer lookin’ fer.






  DAVID S: Oh. Next day. “No sign of Dad. Mum 

   worried”.






  DAVID C: Try about two weeks later.

S/FX – Pages being turned.






  DAVID S: “I thought he’d run off with someone. We 

   all did. Found himself another woman that’s 

   what they said. And then today a policeman 

   called… they had found him, in an old disused 

   garage. The rope had snapped eventually, they 

   said and he’d fallen down onto all these tins of 

   red paint. That’s how they’d found him. Broken 

   and covered in red.

BEAT






  DAVID C: Did the decent thing fer once in ‘is life.






  DAVID S: Yes, I suppose.






  DAVID C: So get back to the bloody woman.

S/FX – Sound of earth falling and a scream,.. followed by silence.






  DAVID S: DAVE. DAVE? DAVE, WHERE ARE 

   YOU? DAVE!!!

S/FX – Sound of earth being frantically moved.






  DAVID S: I’ve got your feet Dave. I’ve got your feet.

S/FX – Sound of exertion and pulling.






  DAVID S: God you’re heavy. 

S/FX – Sound of a slap.






  DAVID S: Come on Dave. You’re out. Come on.

S/FX – Sound of another slap. Louder.






  DAVID S: SNAP OUT OF IT CANNON FODDER.






  DAVID C: (Coughing and spluttering) I’ve told yer. 

   Stop callin’ me that.






  DAVID S: I couldn’t even see you feet.






  DAVID C: Good. Must’ve brought a ton down easy.






  DAVID S: Must have. 

  DAVID C: Bloody good fun. 






  DAVID S: Well done.






  DAVID C: What?






  DAVID S: I mean it. Well done.






  DAVID C: Oh, well….cheers. Yer know,…thanks.






  DAVID S: Well don’t get all emotional, it’s only 

   digging.






  DAVID C: (Laughing) Yeah!….Puffta.






  DAVID S: Arsewipe.

S/FX – They both laugh.






  DAVID S: Alright, my turn.






  DAVID C: Dave?






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: I’ll be ‘ere. Yer know. I’ll be ‘ere.

  DAVID S: I know cannon fodder ….read about that 

  girl for a bit. Give you something to do.






  DAVID C: Right.

 




  DAVID S: But use the flashlight. I don’t like how 

   that lamp is flickering.

DAVID C: Probably just runnin’ out of paraffin.






  DAVID S: Still.






  DAVID C: Aye alreet. ‘Ere…

S/FX – Sound of a click.






  DAVID C: See where tha goin’?






  DAVID S: Fine. Remember, chip shop.






  DAVID C: Chippy!

S/FX – Sound of David S scrambling up the mound and moving earth.

S/FX – Pages turning.






  DAVID C: Right. “I wer standin’ in line waitin’ to 

   order Fish an’ Chips when there she were, in 

   the doorway, all perfect and pure,…in a 

   pinny. By God she were so grand I nearly 

   dropped me change”. Hah! Silly git.






  DAVID S: Youd’ve dropped your pants for Sally 

   Meadows a minute ago.

 DAVID C: Shut it. …..I’ll tell yer what, getting’ 

   older dudn’t ‘alf mek yer daft.






  DAVID S: I’m working. Get on with it.






  DAVID C: (Camp) Oooh typical man, allus hot and 

   cold..Right. “and there she wer 

   askin’ me what I wanted,..an’ smilin’.






  DAVID S: Don’t tell me he wet his pants.

  DAVID C: ‘And suddenly my voice sounded 

   All high and girly, as though I could ‘ave 

   been ‘er fat bast friend at school”. Ha. Hah!






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: This does remind me of Sally Medders. 

   “But she jus’ smiled. Jus’ smiled an’ served 

   me…like an angel. Then asked me fer 6 

   bob.” 6 what?






  DAVID S: It was before decermilization.






  DAVID C: What?






  DAVID S: Before things got expensive.

  DAVID C: Oh right. Anyway. “She gave me my 

   change an’ winked at me.”






  DAVID S: She probably had a twitch.

  DAVID C: How you doin’ anyway?






  DAVID S: Not bad. But I’d prefer if you didn’t ask 

   what I’ve just put my hand in.






  DAVID C: Fair enough. ‘Old on. I’ll skip forward a 

   few months. (Beat) “…..I wer jus’ leavin’ 

 when Sally said she didn’t love me.”






  DAVID S: DAMMIT!






  DAVID C: Yer alright?






  DAVID S: That was a bit quick wasn’t it?






  DAVID C: No I just skipped half an inch.






  DAVID S: Oh well.






  DAVID C: Poor sod.






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: Well…..He seemed to like ‘er.






  DAVID S: Carry on then. 






  DAVID C: Reet. “Sally said she didn’t love me and 

   that she thought we’d mek better friends. 

   Like friends wer best thing in world an’ she 

   wer doin’ me a favour by saying it”.






  DAVID S: Well, with friends like you cannon fodder.

  DAVID C: I jus’ went ‘ome an’ sat on the edge of me 

 
   bed, all numb like an’ in shock. An’ then I 

   jus’ stated screamin’ into me pillow until it 

   felt like me ‘eart wer stoppin’. Like I wer 

  already dead. 






  DAVID S: Didn’t want to be friends with her then.






  DAVID C: “As though all the meat an’ flesh wer just 

   drainin’ away till all that wer left wer skin 

   and bone..”…Christ.






  DAVID S: Bet you’re having second thoughts about 

   Sally Meadows now.






  DAVID C: Giyore. I’ve told yer. Yer only get daft 

   when yer get old.






  DAVID S: I wonder if women always make you feel 

   like that? 






  DAVID C: Me mum sez same about men.






  DAVID S: Mine too.






  DAVID C: She dunt say it like ‘e sez it like, but 

   she cries sometimes.






  DAVID C: Dunt seem worth it.






  DAVID S: Not if that’s all you get.






  DAVID C: No…Me Mum did get me out of it though.






  DAVID S: You must be such a comfort.






  DAVID C: Yeah, well…….OY!! What yer sayin’?






  DAVID S: Nothing.

S/FX – Sound of earth falling.






  DAVID S: Aaaaargh! Aaargh! Aar….Oh.






  DAVID C: It missed yer.






  DAVID S: Yes, I see that….Just startled me you 

   know.






  DAVID C: Puff!!






  DAVID S: Puff?? Reflexes like a cat. Did you see 

   how quick I moved.






  DAVID C: Like yer arse wer emptyin’. 






  DAVID S: I landed on my feet didn’t I?






  DAVID C: …’ere. Flashlight.






  DAVID S: Oh right. 






  DAVID C: Any luck we’ll be out o’ ‘ere in no time.






  DAVID S: Yes. Yes. 

S/FX – Sound of David C moving up the pile of earth.






  DAVID C: Keep the flashlight steady.






  DAVID S: Right. Yes. Alright?






  DAVID C: Fine.

S/FX – Sound of earth moving quickly.






  DAVID S: Are you alright?






  DAVID C: Yeah. Fine!






  DAVID S: You sure?






  DAVID C: I’M BLOODY FINE. ALRIGHT!!






  DAVID S: (Sniffy) Fine!






  DAVID C: (Beat)…Getting stuffy though in’t it.






  DAVID S: Yes…You’ll wear yourself out 

   going that fast.






  DAVID C: Does tha want me to slow down???






  DAVID S: No..no.






  DAVID C: Keep readin’. Alright! Jus’ keep bloody 

   readin’.






  DAVID S: Right. I’ll skip a bit more alright. Here 

   goes. “1st December 1974. Mum was 

   coughing up something yellow and vile”.






  DAVID C: JEESUS CHRIST!!!






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: Can’t tha find an ‘appy bit.






  DAVID S: I just skipped an inch.






  DAVID C: Blood ‘ell. Find a bit where ‘e’s ‘ad a shag 

   or won bloody pools or summat.






  DAVID S: Alright! I didn’t write it.






  DAVID C: Jeeeezz. I ‘ad more fun readin’ Jill an 

   bloody John.






  DAVID S: You read those??






  DAVID C: Course I fu…….(Beat) Cheeky git.






  DAVID S: He….hehehe (giggling)

S/FX – They both crease with the giggles.






  DAVID C: Ey arsewipe.






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: I think yer’ve buggered it fer keepin’ yer 

   clothes clean.






  DAVID S: NOOOooo!






  DAVID C: Wot??






  DAVID S: I’ve just remembered.






  DAVID C: Wot???






  DAVID S: I’ve got me best shirt on.

S/FX – David C falls about laughing. David S joins him.






  DAVID C: Hehe..Ah, bugger it. Keep readin’. Go on.






  DAVID S: That bit?






  DAVID C: Yeah. It’s ‘is Mum in’t it.

  DAVID S: Right! “…something vile and yellow 

   again. It always smells in her room now. 

  Even though I try my best to disinfect things.






  DAVID C: See!






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: Told me Mum washin’ wer a waste of 

   time.






  DAVID S: “The doctors have obviously given up 

   hope. As though death’s natural.”






  DAVID C: Never liked Doctors.






  DAVID S: Why not?






  DAVID C: Smell too clean I think. 






  DAVID S: Mmm. …”They don’t even seem to care 

  about the pain anymore. That constant pain 

     that makes her scream. Scream to Dad. Scream at 

     Jesus.…..” I wonder what was wrong with her?






  DAVID C: God it’s hot in ‘ere.






  DAVID S: Open a window.






  DAVID C: No. I mean it’s hot. Really hot. Like I’m 

   burning.






  DAVID S: Do you want me to take over?






  DAVID C: Course I bloody don’t. Just hot that’s all. 

S/FX – Sound of batteries being shook in the torch.






  DAVID C: What yer doin’?






  DAVID S: I think the batteries are going.






  DAVID C: Rub ‘em.






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: Rub ‘em between yer ‘ands. Allus works 

   wi’ remote on tele an’ me Mum’s massager.






  DAVID S: Her what?






  DAVID C: She’s got one o’ them massagin’ things 

   fer ‘er feet.






  DAVID S: Oh,..right.






  DAVID C: Every night she ‘as it buzzin’ in ‘er room..






  DAVID S: Must have bad feet.






  DAVID C: Yeah, s’pose.






  DAVID S: Anyway, they’re dead.

S/FX – Sound of two batteries being rubbed between David’s hands.






  DAVID S: Why can’t I hear digging?






  DAVID C: I’ve sat down a bit. Just ‘avin a bit of a 

   rest. Alright?






  DAVID S: Yeah. Fine. You deserve it.

S/FX – Sound of batteries being dropped into torch.






  DAVID C: Any luck?

S/FX – Click






  DAVID C: (Being blinded) AAAaaarghh!!…the’ 

   Light, yer daft begger.






  DAVID S: Sorry. 






  DAVID C: Told yer. O.K. BACK INTO IT!!






  DAVID S: What are you doing?






  DAVID C: Diggin’. Come on puff. Carry on reading.

  DAVID S: Right. No problem. Where was I. I’m 

   going to skip a bit alright? Alright?






  DAVID C: Fine. Get on with it.






  DAVID S: Right. “July 25th 1980…Work” Oh, hold 

   on. “July 26th …Work” Right. “July 27th.  

   Work.” Right. He seems to be working a lot.






  DAVID C: No wonder ‘e went funny.






  DAVID S: “August 14th. Work”..Hold on. “August 

   16th. August 16th. Actually felt myself 

   slipping today”.

S/FX – Sound of earth falling.






  DAVID C: aaaAAAAAAAARGHHH!!

S/FX – Silence






  DAVID S: Dave? DAVE? Oh for God’s sake.

S/FX – Sound of S getting up and dragging David C from under the fallen earth.






  DAVID S: I’ve got you. You’re safe…Again!!






  DAVID C: Cheers…(Coughing)..Did much come 

   down?






  DAVID S: Didn’t seem like it, no.






  DAVID C: Oh.






  DAVID S: Have a rest. Sit down.






  DAVID C: Right. Thanks.






  DAVID S: Tired?






  DAVID C: A bit.






  DAVID S: Yeah. I’ll get back into it in a minute 

   alright. Alright?






  DAVID C: Yeah, fine. Whenever yer ready.






  DAVID S: Fine..Fine…………Hot, isn’t it.






  DAVID C: Yeah. Like I’ve ‘ad ten hours on a coach 

   an’ winders don’t open.






  DAVID S: I wonder if this is what a sauna feels like.






  DAVID C: A what?






  DAVID S: A sauna.

  DAVID C: Why would anyone put themselves 

   through this?






  DAVID S: To lose weight Mother says.






  DAVID C: Oh right…Don’t think we need to lose 

   that much do we?






  DAVID S: Well I don’t.






  DAVID C: (Pause) What yer sayin’?






  DAVID S: Nothing.






  DAVID C: No. Come on arsewipe. What yer sayin’?






  DAVID S: Well you’re……?






  DAVID C: Yeah.






  DAVID S: Well. I did notice that you lumber.






  DAVID C: LUMBER??






  DAVID S: Yes. Lumber. Sure sign you’ve got fat 

   legs.






  DAVID C: Fat legs? .’ave I bugger. Them’s muscles.






  DAVID S: Oh.






  DAVID C: Big leg muscles!






  DAVID S: Oh, right. That’s what it is then. My 

   mistake.






  DAVID C: Too bloody right…Least I don’t mince!






  DAVID S: WHAT??






  DAVID C: Like yer arse is all cracked.






  DAVID S: I DO NOT MINCE!!






  DAVID C: Course yer do. Your type allus bloody 

   mince. Like yer ‘fraid to sit down or summat.






  DAVID S: I’ll show you bloody mince.






  DAVID C: What yer doin’?






  DAVID S: I’m going to dig us out of here and then 

   kick your head in!

S/FX – Sound of digging and exertion.






  DAVID C: Shall I read?






  DAVID S: Why not. It’ll be good for you.






  DAVID C: (Steely) Keep diggin’..Right, ‘ere we go. 

   “Actually felt myself slippin’ today. I wer in 

   the library starin’ at the letters on a name 

   card, but I couldn’t focus fer some reason. 

   Couldn’t see it properly. So I pulled another 

   but it just looked the same as the last one. 

   So I started looking through the box and 

    they wer all the same. Every card the same. 

   Surname. Initials. All the same. But they 

   couldn’t be the same could they, I mean they 

    couldn’t, so it must be me.”






  DAVID S: No wonder they carted him off.

S/FX – Sound of pages turning.






  DAVID C: “August 24th…Felt myself begin to sweat. 






  DAVID S: Sounds like he was in a sauna too.






  DAVID C: Yeah. S’what readin’ books does fer yer. 

   ‘Old on I’ll skip some more. DAMN!






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: What da yer think?






  DAVID S: It just got dark.






  DAVID C: Bloody flashlight.






  DAVID S: Never mind.






  DAVID C: Never mind. NEVER MIND??






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: Well. I wanted to know didn’ I. Wanted to 

   know what ‘appened to ‘im. ‘E seemed to be 

   goin’ through summat.






  DAVID S: And you’d like to know.






  DAVID C: And I’d like to know, yeah! ‘Old on, I’ll rub 

    





   ‘em again.






  DAVID S: Light the other lamp.






  DAVID C: What?






  DAVID S: Light the other lamp.






  DAVID C: (Pause) You sure?? I mean…






  DAVID S: (Sounding strangled) I’m sure. It doesn’t 

   matter. Just light it.






  DAVID C: Right.






  DAVID S: God!






  DAVID C: What?






  DAVID S: (Coughing) Nothing. Probably just a 

   touch of asthma.






  DAVID C: I didn’ know you ‘ad asthma.

  DAVID S: I don’t. (Breathing heavily) 






  DAVID C: I’ll leave it. 






  DAVID S: JUST LIGHT THE LAMP!! 

(Choking)






  DAVID C: Alright. Alright.






  DAVID S: I WANT TO SEE WHAT I’M DOING. 

   WHERE I’M GOING.






  DAVID C: Alright. Calm down.






  DAVID S: CALM DOWN. CALM BLOODY DOWN??






  DAVID C: I’m lighting it.






  DAVID S: GOT TO GET OUT.

S/FX – Sound of earth being moved quickly accompanied by harsh heavy breathing.






  DAVID S: GOT TO GET OUT. GOT TO GET OUT.






  DAVID C: I’m lightin’ it Dave. I’m lightin’ it.



  DAVID S: (Gabbling) So hot. Too hot. Don’t want to 

   be here anymore. 






  DAVID C: Light. Look Dave. Light….Dave?

S/FX – Sound of David S crying, weeping uncontrollably.






  DAVID C: Dave?? DAVE? Yer alright Dave. Come 

  





   on. Yer’ll be alright.

S/FX – Sound of David S giggling + crying at the same time, obviously frantic.






  DAVID C: Dave. Yer alright. Come on Dave. Look. 

   It’s light look. We’ve got light an’ I can read 

   for yer. We’ve got light.






  DAVID S: No…No we don’t.  (Cries)….DAMMIT 

   DAMMIT.

S/FX – Sound of earth being moved through the sobbing filling the air..






  DAVID C: Ey Dave. Come on mate. Slow down, eh. 

   Yer’ll get knackered.






  DAVID S: I DON’T WANT TO BE HERE ANYMORE!!

S/FX – Sound of earth falling. David S screams.

SILENCE






  DAVID C: (Slowly) Christ.

S/FX – Sound of Dave C moving slowly across the floor.






  DAVID C: (Quietly) Before I get yer out…I know ‘ow 

   yer feel mate. Really …..Come on then.

S/FX – Sound of David C pulling and grunting with the effort.






  DAVID C: There yer go. Hah. Out in the light again 

   eh. (Beat) Dave….Dave??  YER NOT 

   BREATHIN’. DAVE. CAN YER ‘EAR ME 

   DAVE? I SAID, YER NOT BREATHIN’ CAN 

   YER ‘EAR ME. OH FER ……….. DAVE!!!

S/FX – Sound of David S being slapped across the face.






  DAVID C: SNAP OUT OF IT PUFF.

S/FX – Again.






  DAVID C: I SAID SNAP OUT OF IT…DAVE…DAVE? 

   Oh christ. (Panic) Christ…DAVE. COME ON. 

   IT’S YER MATE. IT’S ME, CANNON FODDER.

S/FX – Again.






  DAVID C: CANNON FODDER’S CALLIN’ YER. 

    …..Er..I know. I know Dave.  Don’t worry. 

   Right. Mouth open. Clear airway. UUURGH 

   BLOODY’ ‘ELL….. 

S/FX – Sharp intake of breath. (Pause) Sound of blowing.






  DAVID C: Come on then. Seen ‘em do that in films. 

   Allus works….Damn.

S/FX – Again.






  DAVID C: Come on Dave. It’s not bloody funny.

S/FX – Again.






  DAVID C: Dave.

S/FX – Sound of coughing and spluttering.






  DAVID C: DAVE!!






  DAVID S: (Coughing) …….queer.






  DAVID C: Aarghhh. Ha ha ha. Bloody ‘ell. Yer 

   git. Scared me silly. 






  DAVID S: (Pain)  Aargh.






  DAVID C: What? Yer alright?






  DAVID S: Apart from the pain. My chest hurts. 

(Coughs) No more. Sorry Dave. Can’t do no more.






  DAVID C: Yer alright! SOD ME  I THOUGHT YER 

   WER DEAD.






  DAVID S: Here. Help me sit up.






  DAVID C: OH RIGHT. There yer go. Yer alright?






  DAVID S: Yes. Thanks…Did much come down?






  DAVID C: Er..(thinking)…yeah loads. Must’ve 

   brought two ton down on yer. Bloody well 

   done.






  DAVID S: Doesn’t look like much.






  DAVID C: Trick of the light…Anyway. You just sit 

   there an’ rest alright an’ I’ll get into 

   it….Think I’ve got me second wind, eh poof!






  DAVID S: Good…






  DAVID S: Dave?






  DAVID S: I’m tired Dave. 






  DAVID C: (Pause) I know kidda. I know. Jus’ keep 

   awake a bit longer, eh.






  DAVID S: No. I mean, I might not be able to pull you 

   Out if you carry on.

   DAVID C: I’ll dodge it when it comes down. I’ll be

   reet.






  DAVID S:(Correcting him) Right!






  DAVID C: Yeah…right. (Pause) Well..’ere goes then.

S/FX – Sound of David C scrambling up the earth and moving it quickly.






  DAVID S: (Quietly) So tired.






  DAVID C: ‘Ere Dave?






  DAVID S: Yes?






  DAVID C: ‘Ere’s somethin’ to cheer you up.






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: Yer tasted like chewin’ gum as well.

Pause






  DAVID S: And you’ve got the cheek to call me a 

   puff.

 DAVID C: (Happy) Hah!! Ha…Good ol’ Dave! ‘Ave 

   yer out of ‘ere in no time. ‘Ere, which bit wer 

   we on?






  DAVID S: (Sigh) Wait a minute.

S/FX – Sound of pages turning.






  DAVID S: You sure?






  DAVID C: Give yer somethin’ to do while yer get yer 

  breath.



  DAVID S: Right…get my breath. 






  DAVID C: ‘E wer sweatin’, remember?

  DAVID S: I remember“And suddenly I had the 

 feeling that all those shelves were closing in 

 on me. As though they wanted to fall and 

 crush me.  And they could do it at any time. 

 They were just waiting. Biding their time.”






  DAVID C: (Overly bright) Allus said buy 

   paperbacks. 

  DAVID S: “And I knew I couldn’t get away. I was 

   frozen in that chair. With all the 

   world about to fall.”






  DAVID C: (Full of emotion) Sounds a spineless git!!






  DAVID S: “And all my pain and effort and history 

   had come to nothing”.






  DAVID C: NEVER LIKED HISTORY!!






  DAVID S: “I was already dead. In that place. And 

   no-one ever came to help.”






  DAVID C: AAAAAAAAARRRGHHHHHHH!!!!

S/FX – Sound of David C crying and desperately moving earth.






  DAVID S: Calm down Dave.

DAVID C: (Crying) No. Don’t want to calm down. 

   DON’T WANT TO BLOODY CALM DOWN.






  DAVID S: (Calmly) Dave.






  DAVID C: WHAT??






  DAVID S: Think of Sally.






  DAVID C: (Brought up sharp) Yer what??






  DAVID S: Think of something nice.






  DAVID C: (Snuffling – but calming) Think of 

   somethin’ nice…Right…right….Sally. Big ol’ 

   Sally…Lovely lass she is really.






  DAVID S: That’s it.






  DAVID C: Big lovely girl. Wanted to touch me she 

   did. I swear…Could’ve been me girlfriend 

   tha knows. ‘Oldin on to me ‘afore we went 

   ‘ome. Kissin’ and cuddlin’ an’ lettin’ me 

   touch ‘er tits.. Bloody good lass.






  DAVID S: And she wouldn’t want to see you in a 

   state.






  DAVID C: No…No…Not in a state. Not really. Jus’ 

   got a bit carried away..Good ol’ Sally….. 

   Allus pleased to see yer. Allus 

   pleased to see me anyway..Funny in it?






  DAVID S: What is?






  DAVID C: The way people latch on to yer. I mean. I 

   never said nowt to ‘er really. Jus’ pinched  ‘er arse.






  DAVID S: Well you must have pinched it for some 

   reason.




  DAVID C: It wer a nice arse. Couldn’t miss it really. I 

   mean it wer allus there whenever yer looked 

   at ‘er. It seemed, I don’t know…dependable.






  DAVID S: A dependable arse.






  DAVID C: Yeah. Like me Mums.






  DAVID S: I think the paraffin in this lamp is getting 

   to you.

  DAVID C: Bugger off. Feelin’ alright me now. Yer alright?






  DAVID S: Fine. Just resting.

  DAVID C: Right. Well I’m back into it. Fer Sally. 

S.FX – Sound of earth being moved.






  DAVID S: Shall I carry on?






  DAVID C: Whenever yer ready. But move on a bit, 

   eh!






  DAVID S: Fine. We’ll skip towards the end shall we.






  DAVID C: Aye reet.

S/FX – Sound of earth moving.






  DAVID S: Right. Last few pages. You ready?






  DAVID C: If you are.






  DAVID S: Here goes. “I didn’t mind so much 

   anymore, the not knowing. But I had begun 

   to feel this strange pride in the feeling that I 

   was somehow monstrous. Monstrous in the 

   way that everybody is. I knew I wasn't on my own 

   anymore. It was the hiding that was wrong, the 

   running away. So I just decided not to feel bad. 

   Decided not to feel bad that I’d never found anyone 

   that I’d seen as much pain as anyone should. And 

   from this not feeling bad had sprung this stupid, 

   lovely pride that I had carried on with it all. That I’d 

   tried, And I wasn’t ashamed. Those books 

   hadn’t crushed me. …and suddenly everything 

   was ahead, and I was smiling. Walking 

   through each day smiling like some crazy 

   person because I knew I wasn’t done. Not yet. “






  DAVID C: OPTIMIST!!






  DAVID S: “And what people thought of me was the 

    unread spine of a book. And for now I was all that 

   mattered in the world.
Right here. Right now. ” 






  DAVID C: BLOODY ‘ELL!!

S/FX – Sound of falling earth.






  DAVID S: DAVE!!!

LONG PAUSE






  DAVID C: What?






  DAVID S: You scared me.






  DAVID C: Don’t worry poof….Just…Just….

S/FX – DAVID C begins breathing very heavily.

S/FX – David C slumps to the floor.






  DAVID S: Alright?






  DAVID C: Spinnin’…..a bit. Spinnin’….Think I 

   shifted a bit quick, yer know. That’s all. Just 

   jumped up a bit quick.






  DAVID S: Sit down.






  DAVID C: Yeah….Sit down,eh.






  DAVID S: Brought more down. A lot more.






  DAVID C: Yeah….Think I’ll stay  ‘ere a bit though.






  DAVID S: Hot work.






  DAVID C: Yeah….Is that lamp flickerin’?






  DAVID S: Yes…must be running out of paraffin.






  DAVID C: Yeah….Probably crap stuff.






  DAVID S: Nicked from the Paki’s.






  DAVID C: Yeah.






  DAVID S: Do you know his name?






  DAVID C: Samir..Yeah, Samir. Nice fella. 

   ‘Part from ‘is prices. Gis me Mum extra 

   taters sometimes. Dunt know what she’s 

   done to deserve it.






  DAVID S: Best not ask, eh.






  DAVID C: Yeah,…yeah yer right.






  DAVID S: (Pause) Light’s going out.






  DAVID C: Yeah…..Funny int it.






  DAVID S: What?






  DAVID C: When yer look at things. Yer could get 

   hypnotised lookin’ at that bloody lamp.






  DAVID S: Yeah.






  DAVID C: Be a shame when it goes out.






  DAVID S: Yeah well…..There it goes.

PAUSE – Darkness has falled.






  DAVID C: Got yer wind back yet?






  DAVID S: Not yet.






  DAVID C: No?….No, me neither.

PAUSE






  DAVID S: You afraid?






  DAVID C: Me??… Not feared o’ nowt me.






  DAVID S: Not even Sally Meadows!

  DAVID C: (Desperate) Hah!! Bang right. Not even 

   Sally…. 






  DAVID S: No…..She sounds nice!






  DAVID C: What?






  DAVID S: She sounds….nice.






  DAVID C: She is. But yer can’t ‘ave ‘er. She’s mine!






  DAVID S: Wouldn’t dream of it.






  DAVID C: Wouldn’t know what to do wi’ it more like.

S/FX – Both giggle.

PAUSE






  DAVID S: Dave?






  DAVID C: Yeah?






  DAVID S: Cheers?






  DAVID C: What fer?






  DAVID S: Sticking with me.






  DAVID C: Well….arsewipe,…yer welcome. Did I ‘ave 

   a choice?






  DAVID S: Everyone has a choice.






  DAVID C: ……Hot in’t it.






  DAVID S: Yeah…Get cold soon enough though.






  DAVID C: Ay…….

PAUSE






  DAVID C: Dave??






  DAVID S: Yes?






  DAVID C: Allus admired a realist.






  DAVID S: Mmm…..Or a big pair of tits.

S/FX – Slow in coming, but both begin to laugh and laugh loud!!

SYMPHONY

END
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