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Willie I wish we——

Peter Ah, shut up.

Willie (upset) No—I wish we hadn’t—you know ...

John And me.

Peter They be savage, bent *um?

John I don’t fancy cutting off his tail, though. It’s all gristle and stuff, any
road.

Willie (sucking in his breath) 1 bent touching him!

Peter (disgusted) Great babbies. I’ll twist it off, then.

Willie The blood won’t half gush out, mind. All over you.

John Like when our dog got knocked down.

Raymond P-Pup-Poor old R-Rover.

Willie Nice dog, wasn’t he?

John I'd rather get some jam jars, meself. "Tent bad money a’ter all, is it?
Penny back on a two-pound jar.

Raymond Let’s I-lul-look for some. Eh?

Peter There ent none to be had. They’ve all been found, what there is. I've
looked all over.

Willie Donald Duck got hold of some.

John (interested) Did he, Willie?

Willie Him had a whole sackful yesterday. I saw ’em. (He giggles) Donald
oodn’t show I what was in the bag till I said Id kick his head in.
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John Little weed, ent he?

Peter A cry baby.

John One punch and him’ll give in. One punch that’s all.
Peter ( flapping his arms) Quack! Quack! Quack!

They all laugh

Willie Him have got hold of a box of matches an’ all.

Peter (very interested) Have ’a?

John He goes through his mam’s handbag.

Peter No wonder her d’knock him about.

Raymond P-Pup-Poor D-Donald.

Peter (jeering) Him do ask for it! He set light to their coal shed, didn’t he!
Willie Only when his mam shut him up in it, though.

John Our mam says her’s a bit of a thing.

Peter How’s mean?

John I dunno. Something to do with the sheets.

Willie What?

John I dunno. Our mam said them bed sheets could tell a pretty tale.
Willie Perhaps her do wet the bed. Eh?

Sniggers all round

Peter Let’s go and find him. Donald Duck. And have a bit o’ fun.
John Oy. And find out about them jam jars. Where do him get ’em?
Peter Make him tell us.

John Oy!

Peter (gleefully) Give him a Chinese burn.

Raymond That d-dud-do hurt, mind!

They roar with laughter. But then, somehow, look at the dead squirrel and fall
silent

Willie Him’ll stink if we d’leave him there.

John Let’s bury him.

Peter Gettoff!

John No—a proper funeral. You know.

Willie ’S good idea!

Peter Don’t be so soft.

John No—a proper funeral. You know. With a coffin and all.

Willie coughs elaborately

Peter What'’s up with thee?
Willie Coughing. A proper coffin.

They all fall about, howling and hooting with laughter
Peter (gasping) By gar, Willie. That’s a good "un!
Which provokes another burst of laughter




