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The old oak. Same time

A grey blur as a stunned squirrel, hit by a stone, hurtles out of the tree, down on
to the ground beneath

Peter, John, Willie and Raymond immediately close up around the animal,
frenziedly kicking at it with their large, hob-nailed, toe-scuffed boots. As they
kill the squirrel they giggle and grunt and gasp with shocked awe and
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excitement. The violent activity stops, abruptly. They stand off a bit, looking
at each other guiltily. The wind shifts and sighs in the big old oak

A feeling of murder

Raymond (eventually) Is—is him d-dud-dead?
Peter Oy. ’Course him is. Deader than dead.
John (awed) Him couldn’t live through that.

Pause
Raymond (bleakly) D-Dud-Dead.
John shifts from foot to foot

John They don’t half sink their teeth in, mind. When they get the chance.
We had to do it. (He swallows) Didn’t us?
Willie We bent going to cut his tail off, be us?

They look at each other, uncertain

Peter Anybody got a knife?

John Raymond have. A proper un.

Peter Have ya, Ray?

Raymond (proudly) ’S army knife. C-c-c—— (But it takes too long)
John Commando. ’S commando knife.
Raymond ( finally) —c-commando.

Peter Let’s see. Where did you get it?

John Him won’t say.

Peter Come on, let’s have a look. Show us.
Raymond (suddenly) N-No!

Peter What's the matter with you?

Willie What’s up Raymond?

Raymond screws up his face

Raymond (half-sob) P-Pup-Poor little devil!
Peter Don’t be such a baby!
Raymond We k-kuk-killed him . .. (4 sob)

Obscurely ashamed, Peter gives Raymond a heavy shove

John Hey! Leave him alone!

Peter (snarling) I'll knock his cowboy hat off for him.
John No you won’t. Just you leave him alone.
Peter Oh? Who says so?

John You heard!

Peter Keep out of it. Keep your nose out of it.
John Flamin’ bully.

Peter You're asking for it, you are.

John Oh? And who’s going to give it to me, then?
Peter I will if thou doosn’t watch it.

John Yeh?
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Peter Yeh!
John Yeh?
Peter Yeh!

They are toe to toe, but each is unsure enough of the other not to be too eager
to put it to the test. Pause

John (none too confident) Yeh?

Peter Ah! Shut up! (4nd he turns away)

Willie Wish I had a knife. My dad won’t let me.

Raymond Oh, them be v-vuv-very useful.

Willie (sighing) 1 could do with me a good sharp knife. By God I could.

Peter Wos want for'n, Raymond old pal? I be good with a knife.{ He makes
a throwing gesture) Clunk!

Raymond N-Nothing.

John Him daren’t swap thik knife. All him d’do is clean it and sharpen it
and clean it and sharpen it.

Willie Let’s have a look, Ray. Come on.

Raymond No!

John What’s up?

Peter Why not?

Raymond points to the dead squirrel
Raymond You’ll c-cu-cut off his t-t-t ...

But instead of getting the word out he bursts into tears. They all look at the
squirrel again. Pause. Willie, now, is also close to tears




