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The Open Ground
Peter pulls up, hand at his side

Peter Oof!

Willie (panting) Wassamatter? You had a start on us!
Peter (gasping) 1 got the stitch.

John Oy. And I have!

Panting and gasping they flop out on the tufty grass. Raymond, puffing, arrives
at last, cowboy hat bobbing

Peter (jeering) Slow coach!
Raymond I was— (he pants)—g-g-guarding the back of us.

They loll about for a few seconds, each sucking on a blade of grass

Peter (eventually) Anybody got em a match? Eh?
Willie I ant.

John No. Nor me, wuss luck.

Peter Ray?

Raymond N-N-N ... (4And decides to shake his head)
Peter (automatically) K-Kuk-Katie.
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John Donald Duck do sometimes get hold of a box. We ought to go and
look for’n. Him’ll give us a match if we let him play with us.
Peter We could have us a good old fire. Set summat alight.

They brood about the possibility

Willie We could make a spark out of summat.

Peter (dismissively) Oy. I'll bet.

Willie Oh, you can, mind! Like rubbing two stones together.

John It ant never worked for I.

Peter No, nor nobody. Thow bist talking a lot of squit, Willie. As per
u-sual.

Willie No, that’s right, mind. You can. Rub two stones together. What do
you think they did before they had matches, cocky dick?

Peter You mind I don’t rub thy two ears together!

Sniggers all round, except from Willie

In the distance, Audrey and Angela are approaching, pushing the squeaking
pram

John I thought it was two sticks you had to rub. Yeh. It’s two sticks.
No response

Peter There ent nothing to touch a match.

Pause

John (looking up) Hark at thik bloody pram. Squeak. Squeak.
Peter We don’t want them, do us?

Willie (shyly) Angela’s all right.

John
Peter
Raymond (grin, grin) Her’s p-pup-pretty, is her, Willie?
Willie (squirming) I mean her’s all right for a girl.
Peter Have you ever kissed her?

(together; a jeering crescendo) Ooooooh! Ooooooh!

Willie turns away, squirming

Willie Gettaway.
Peter (looking at the others) 1 have, mind.

They titter

John (interested) What'’s thou want to do that for?
Peter Tasted like stro’berry jam.

They roll about
John Bet thou hasn’t kissed Audrey though!
More extravagant laughs

Willie Nobody never have, I'll bet.
Peter No. And nobody ever will!




