THE ENGLISH DUDE

CHARACTERS

(with apologies to Thomas Hughes)
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CARRINGTON

A 15 year old schoolboy

GINSBERG   

A 15 year old American.

P. D. O’FFALY 

A master
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HEADMASTER

BOY 

SET

Various rooms in a traditional public school

CAST

Minimum: Three Males

SCENE ONE

NARRATOR
The greatest revolutions do not shake the foundations of the Earth. They occur by stealth and often by accident. Suddenly the world has changed and nobody seems to know when and how. Even England, the most conservative of countries, had begun to change in the early part of the twenty first century. But there were some English institutions that were seemingly impervious to the tidal waves of change sweeping over the rest of the world. These institutions stood as great hulks wrecked on the seashore of the new millennium, the pages of their calendars hanging  on by a thread refusing to the last to fall and be blown away by the winds of time.  Such it was in the lonely towers of St Mosely’s, a minor public school in the English county of Kent, known for its towering Oast houses, rolling hop fields and for being the only county name that rhymes with bent.  But for one boy, Nigel Carrington, the slow scraping tectonic plates of change were about to erupt into the fieriest of volcanoes.

(SOUNDS OF A BELL RINGING AND MURMURING AS BOYS MOVE ABOUT THE SCHOOL)
BOY
I say, Carrington, hurry up. You'll be late for prep.

CARRINGTON
I'll be there in a minute. You carry on. I've just got to finish this letter to mother. (TO HIMSELF) So...


(READING) Dear Mother, Hope you are well. I trust things are better at home. Confining father to the tower was probably the best thing to do in the circumstances. It’s hard enough to get staff these days without having them stripped naked and whipped. I'm afraid things here at St Mosley's are not much better, all in all. Mussolini house still haven’t  won a single competition - not in rugby or cricket or even Chase the Black. Mind you we have had an awful lot of bad luck. Just to give you one example: it was our turn to run the school foundry this year and wouldn’t you know it, the government have banned the under-tens from working  with molten metal - and I thought the Conservatives were supposed to cut through all this red tape! Manoeuvres were just as bad  - we lost two boys in Pinkley’s Quag. They say we shouldn’t have shot them, but we were already an hour behind, and there was still a chance of us being the first to stick the flag  in Old Binjy. Mr Offaly, old PD,  as we call him, says we need new blood in the  house, but the quality of new boys declines every year.  They even let in a coloured boy this year. He was green for some reason. That’s all for now. Your loving son, Carrington

P.D
Still here Carrington?

CARRINGTON
I’m just finishing this letter to mother.

PD
You’ll be late for prep. Actually, I’m glad I caught you. Step in here a moment, would you?

CARRINGTON
What's up, sir?

P.D
There’s a new boy - Ginsberg - joining us.

CARRINGTON
That’s good news, sir. We need new blood in Mussolini house.

P.D
The problem is, Carrington, he has a fairly serious disability.

CARRINGTON
Really, sir?

P.D
Yes, he’s an American.

CARRINGTON
How beastly for him.

P.D
Quite.

CARRINGTON
Is there nothing to be done?


P.D
Sadly not. There's no known cure. It's either euthanasia, or press on regardless. We'll just have to do our best with him. I want you to help him settle him in. You know - show him the ropes.

CARRINGTON 
But what if he doesn’t enjoy being tied up?

P.D
No, no, no, Carrington.  I mean show him round the place. It's all going to seem strange and exotic to him. Start with the lime pits and then show him round the garden and explain what vegetables are, you know the sort of thing.

CARRINGTON
I know the drill, sir.

P.D
The beak wants to see Mussolini House pepped up. He doesn’t want another scandal, you know, like the Franco House business.

CARRINGTON
We have got some House Points, sir - not many, I agree, but we’re nothing like Franco House.

PD
I’m not so sure, Carrington. A whole year without a house point - tragic, tragic.  I mean you’re bound to lose a boy here or there, but mass suicide, not ‘politically correct’ these days, you know.

CARRINGTON
You mustn’t blame yourself, sir, it could have happened to anyone.

PD
I thought they wanted the rifles for a bit of harmless fun, you know, picking off a few locals at the bus stop, that sort of thing..

CARRINGTON
Try to put it behind you, sir.

PD
Yes, yes, you’re quite right. Right now, coming back to young Ginsberg - it’s essential, absolutely essential, that we get him up to speed as soon as is humanly possible.

CARRINGTON
Of course, sir  

PD
Now cut along or you’ll miss prep altogether.

CARRINGTON
Right. (BEAT) Just one thing, sir, what exactly is ‘prep’?

PD
Don’t you know?

CARRINGTON
No, sir. None of the boys do. What is it?

PD
I haven’t got time to explain now, Carrington. But that doesn’t mean I don’t know what it is. It just means I haven’t got time to tell you. I’ll look it up after supper. Not that I need to, mind you, because of course... I already know what it is

CARRINGTON
Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.


(PAUSE)

CARRINGTON
Right. I’d better hurry up then.

PD
Yes, yes, you carry on

(MUSIC)

SCENE TWO

CARRINGTON
(READING) Dear Mother, At last the summer is with us. The school grounds echo to the sound of leather on willow. Yes, it’s old ‘Mad’ Monkton down at the river, whipping the trees again. I don’t know what sort of pleasure he gets from it but several of the masters have become unhinged since they banned corporal punishment. Apparently the Beak has been to Hong Kong to learn about torture methods that leave no visible trace on the skin.  Meanwhile, I’ve been given the job of looking after the new boy, Ginsberg. He’s from America, so we can’t expect too much.(PAUSE)  I was rather hoping you’d let me come home for the hols this summer. I know you’re having difficulty with the builders, but it has been seven years, and surely they must have fixed the duck house by now. If you have a moment, perhaps you could send me directions. Your son and heir. Carrington.

(MUSIC).
CARRINGTON
So you're Ginsberg, are you? That's a queer sort of name isn't it - Ginsberg. Sounds foreign. 

GINSBERG
It's cool. It’s like where I am. Ginsbergville, Arizona. That’s my town, my friend. So what's happening man, like, where’s the action?

CARRINGTON
Pardon?

GINSBERG
Where’s it at? What’s the beat on the street, dude?

CARRINGTON
Mmm. Do you speak any English at all?

GINSBERG
This place, man - WHAT IS IT LIKE, comprendo?

CARRINGTON
Oh, I see. You mean, you want to know what the school is like. Right. Well it's not bad. Not bad at all. It's not very good in terms of exams and things - although they say some of the older boys can read. It's not really an academic sort of place. It's more sort of - character building.

GINSBERG
Character building - like the Frankenstein dude?

CARRINGTON
No, no. How can I explain? St Mosley’s sort of turns you into a man.

GINSBERG
Whoa - I’m like a man already, does that mean I can leave?

CARRINGTON
Well no, you’ve only just arrived. The school slogan is: ‘Give us the boy and we’ll return you the man’.

GINSBERG
The man? Oh The Man! Now you’re talking. I’m happen to be low on the blow, get my drift?

CARRINGTON
No, I’m afraid I don’t. Look. I know it's a bit strange for a fellow to be here. I didn't like it the first few years. But you get used to it. And it's no good running away. They just catch you and you have to go into Rehabilitation. That’s where they teach you to think straight. They say Parkinson's been there for thirty-seven years. You'll be alright. Just stick to the rules.

GINSBERG    
Rules. What’s rules, man?

CARRINGTON
You know, things you can’t do.

GINSBERG
What like, swallow a surf board?

CARRINGTON
No, no, Things you’re not allowed to do.

GINSBERG
I don’t get it.

CARRINGTON
You have a rule. And the rule says, this is the thing you mustn’t do. 

GINSBERG
Like what?

CARRINGTON
Oh nothing really. It's just things like, you  have to have a cold shower every morning and you're not allowed to move in bed. You have to keep perfectly still. If you want to turn over you have to ask a master. You'll soon get used to it. 

GINSBERG
So -  I’m in a lunatic asylum.

CARRINGTON
Oh no, this in an English public school.

GINSBERG
And there’s like a difference?

CARRINGTON
Yes, of course. 

GINSBERG
And that is?

CARRINGTON
Well, um  - they make you stay in a lunatic asylum whereas, in a public school, you don’t have to stay. (BEAT) Except everybody does. 

GINSBERG
Because they like it?

CARRINGTON
Well , no.

GINSBERG
So why don’t they leave?

CARRINGTON
Because their parents would just send them back again.

GINSBERG
Mom, Dad, what did I ever do to you? Why would you send me to such a place? You said it was just like a summer camp. I promise I won’t steal the car anymore. 

CARRINGTON
Is something the matter?

GINSBERG
I died man. I died and went to hell. That counsellor dude told me, but I wouldn’t listen. Oh brother. Maybe its just like the jet lag. You!

CARRINGTON
Me?

GINSBERG
You’re like a nightmare, right?

CARRINGTON
No, I’m Carrington.

GINSBERG
I have a very serious need to crash.

CARRINGTON
You need to...?

GINSBERG
Crash.

CARRINGTON
Crash?

GINSBERG
Crash.

CARRINGTON
Oh I see. It’s that door over there.

GINSBERG
That’s the john. You want me to crash in the john?

CARRINGTON
No, certainly not. Or possibly yes. I’m not entirely sure what you’re talking about. Do you think perhaps there’s such a thing as an English/American dictionary?

SCENE THREE

(MUSIC)

CARRINGTON
(READS) Dear Mother, Thank you for your letter. I think you’ll find that you’re only allowed to set the dogs on people when they’re actually on our property and not just walking along the main road. And to be honest I think starving the dogs for two days is both cruel and unnecessary. For goodness sake mother, you only want to see these people off, you don’t want them devoured, surely. (PAUSE) I have to say so far that Ginsberg is turning out to be something of an enigma. To be brutally frank, he seems rather lazy. He has yet to attend a single lesson and shows no sign of joining in, even when we play Catch the Pretty Boy. I am wondering if all Americans are like this - in which case all my efforts may prove to be in vain. But I’m not giving up, not yet. I’m reminded of that Saunders boy - apparently his parents were liberals of some sort - but just two weeks at St Mosely’s and he was secretary of the Hanging Society. So there’s hope for everyone, don’t you agree, mother? Thanks for the cake by the way. We had to dispose of it with the flame throwers this time because of the botulism but I really do think they’re close to being edible now. It’s Nigel, by the way, my first name. You seem to be confusing me with someone else. All my love, Carrington  

GINSBERG
Hey, what’s happening , Carringdude?

CARRINGTON
It’s Carrington, actually.

GINSBERG
Carrington-Actually, I like it. You Brits go for like BIG names. They’re so BIG they need like a dash just to hang ‘em all together. Am I right or am I wrong, Mr Carrington-Actually?

CARRINGTON
It’s not Carrington-Actually. It’s just Carrington.

GINSBERG
I hear what you’re saying, dude. Keep the like BIG name under wraps so the trailer-trash don’t dig you’re like Mr Rich-Guy-Big-Cigar.

CARRINGTON
No, I just don’t have an ‘Actually’.

GINSBERG
Whoa, sounds painful. You wanna see the Doc, get that ‘actually’  sewn back on.

CARRINGTON
I don’t have the word ‘actually’ in my name.

GINSBERG
So who’s this Actually dude everyone’s talkin’ about.

CARRINGTON
Actually is just an expression like er.... ‘like’. You say, ‘That’s like a tree’ and I say, ‘ That’s a tree, actually’.

GINSBERG
So what you’re like saying is, this word means zilch but you like keep saying it for no reason..

CARRINGTON
Exactly.

GINSBERG
That is so totally weird.

CARRINGTON
It’s just a figure of speech like ‘excellent’ or ‘bogus’ or ‘dude’.

GINSBERG
Party on, dude actually (PRONOUNCED IN A STRANGE ENGLISH ACCENT). I dig it. Now I’m like the British dude, actually. More tea Mrs Simpson, actually. I do. I sound British, right?

CARRINGTON
Well, yes - in a vague sort of way.

GINSBERG
You mean, like in a vague sort of way..... Actually.

CARRINGTON
Yes, I suppose so. (PAUSE) Look, I’ve almost forgot what I came to tell you. You do know that this is a games afternoon.

GINSBERG
No classes, right? Cool!

CARRINGTON
Yes, well, as you never go to any classes I don’t see it makes a lot of difference, but you are supposed to be playing rugger for Mussolini house.

GINSBERG
Carrington, do I look like I’m someone who needs to run round a field chasing a ball.

CARRINGTON
Well, none of us likes it, of course..

GINSBERG
Then - Hello! - why do it. I mean nobody likes it, right. Look out of the window, Carrington, it’s raining. RAI NING, dig. And it’s not even like American rain, it’s nasty sleety sneaky British-type rain. In America we don’t call this rain we call it Bleghhh! I wouldn’t go out there in a wet-suit.

CARRINGTON
We’ve got plenty of kit.

GINSBERG
Oh right, so you have shoulder pads.

CARRINGTON
No.

GINSBERG
Shin protectors.

CARRINGTON
No.

GINSBERG
Crash helmet.

CARRINGTON
Not as such, no.

GINSBERG
(MIMICS) Not as such (NORMAL) You really expect me, that’s ME, to go out there, like THERE, in my underwear?

CARRINGTON
In rugger kit.

GINSBERG
I wouldn’t go out there in body armour. There’s dudes out there want to grab your legs. (BEAT) And, where, oh where, are the beautiful chicks in very short skirts? 

CARRINGTON
We don’t let girls watch, obviously.

GINSBERG
Oh yes, obviously. I mean, who’d want a lot of cheerleaders in little bitty short skirts hanging about on the touchline. Wouldn’t that just be the pits? Take a look out there, Carrington. There’s a whole bunch of rabbits going: ‘What the beep are those human dudes doing out here?’

CARRINGTON
It’s for the house.

GINSBERG
Oh really. Well like break out the big spike, if it’s for the house. Let’s all impale ourselves on the big spike. Maybe there’s this big cliff we can jump off while we’re at it. I mean, if it’s for the house...

CARRINGTON
Oh ,don’t exaggerate Ginsberg. We wouldn’t jump off a cliff, just for the house - well there was a few at Dover that time, but that but that was all a misunderstanding. 

GINSBERG
Me, out there, in my shorts, the rain - that is so not going to happen. (PAUSE) So. Now what do you guys do for dope around here?

CARRINGTON
Dope.

GINSBERG
Yeah, dope.

CARRINGTON
Oh I see, you mean dopes. We put their heads down the toilet of course, silly.

GINSBERG
Yeah, right. Like when the heat start banging on the door.

CARRINGTON
The heat?

GINSBERG
Yeah, you know, the fuzz.

CARRINGTON
The fuzz?

GINSBERG
You know, Carrington, we seem to have this problem like communicating with each other.  I am asking you where…  can… I… get some dope? If I put it any simpler, this piece of gum would know what I’m talking about.

CARRINGTON
Sorry. Still not with you.

GINSBERG
I need some drugs.

CARRINGTON
Oh I see. Drugs. For asthma, that sort of thing.  Well, you’ll need to see matron about that.

GINSBERG
Matron?

CARRINGTON
Matron’s got lots of drugs.

GINSBERG
And this matron, where’s his corner?

CARRINGTON
It’s a she.

GINSBERG
A woman. A woman dealing. Hmm. You Brits, you’re not as retarded as you look.

CARRINGTON
She’s very good, if you’ve got the sniffles.

GINSBERG
Whoa, and have I got the sniffles, big time. You and me Carrington. I think we’re going connect. G’me five.

(THEY HIGH FIVE).

CARRINGTON
Ouch, that hurt!


GINSBERG
Sorry, man. 

CARRINGTON
No, that’s OK. I’ll probably cut along and see matron myself about this sprained wrist. 

GINSBERG
Yeah you and me both man. Hey, we’re connecting with the matron, like, big time.

(MUSIC)


SCENE FOUR

CARRINGTON
(READING) Dear Mother, I hope this letter finds you well. I’m not sure that having the Heeby-Jeebies is a recognised medical complaint. I can’t find it in our medical dictionary. There was something called Herpes but I’m sure it can’t be that. Perhaps you’re just feeling a bit under the weather. I wonder if it’s those Ramblers upsetting you again. I agree that digging a spiked pit would probably not constitute an obstruction in strictly legal terms but there are ramifications that I think you should consider. Supposing one of the beaters fell in it. You could ruin a perfectly good shoot and you can’t afford to lose customers including, I’m afraid, those dreadful Arabs. In the right company I’m sure the expression ‘Swarthy Big-Nosed Arse Bandits Wearing Tea Towels’ might be frightfully amusing, but perhaps it would be better not to say this sort of thing when you’re actually having dinner with them. Anyway, to move on. Something very strange happened last week. It wasn’t just that Ginsberg turned up for a lesson for the first time, I found him actually getting involved in the discussion. I began to see him in a completely different light. Perhaps we might end up chums after all.

MASTER
And of course, were Herr Hitler alive today, there’d be none of this nonsense with the unions.  They’d soon negotiate if the alternative was Stalag Luft 14. See how brave these Trotskyites are when faced with a bit of cold steel and barbed wire. And Herr Hitler would soon have the trains running on time, and as for those gypsies, well they’d be back in Romania before you could say Nigel Farrage.

CARRINGTON
Sir, Sir..

MASTER
Yes, Carrington?

CARRINGTON
This Hitler sir, I always thought he was a bad sort.

MASTER
Yes, yes, there were a few teething problems with Fascism – it did tend to attract extremists, but that’s true of any political philosophy. Look at the Liberal-Democrat genocides – nobody thought Nick Clegg had it in him.

CARRINGTON
Didn’t he murder millions of people?

MASTER
Well, yes, in a way, but you have to put these things into context. In those days everybody was murdering millions of people: Stalin, the Chinese, the Quakers..

CARRINGTON
But I thought he threatened our country?

MASTER
Aha,  yes, well there was a certain amount of misunderstanding, but there was no need to throw the baby out with the bath water.

CARRINGTON
I thought we fought a war against him for six years…

MASTER
Yes, in a kind of way we did. You see, we thought Hitler was going to invade us. But he actually wanted us to be pals and maybe help fight the Russians. And the Russians, they’re terrible. Murdering communist swine. And they didn’t march half as well as the Germans...

CARRINGTON
But sir...

MASTER
That’s enough, Carrington.

CARRINGTON 
But... 

MASTER
Enough, I said.

GINSBERG
Hey, teacher dude.

MASTER
(IRRITATED) Yes, boy?

GINSBERG
You are so Mr Incorrectamundo.  Let me tell ya, this Hitler guy was one bad dude. I’ve read maybe fifty comic books on this, so I know what I’m talking about here. He was real bad news and, according to my way of thinking on this, smart uniforms do not an excellent country make..

MASTER
I beg your pardon?

GINSBERG
It’s simple, man, This Hitler guy was a great German president - NOT!

MASTER
I’m still not with you..

GINSBERG
What is it with you English guys? It is like so obvious - this Hitler dude was totally bogus. He killed people, in those consecrated camps. If we hadn’t sent in John Wayne and the Green Berets, England woudda bin up dirt creek, sans paddle-oh-no.

MASTER
What’s he saying Carrington?

CARRINGTON
I think he’s saying Hitler was a bad man. ‘Bad’ being ‘bad’. Rather than ‘good’. It is all rather confusing, I agree.

MASTER
Confusing! That’s not the half of it. You boys do not come to history lessons to express your opinions. If you don’t believe me, look on the Internet, There are hundreds of sites showing what a fine fellow Hitler was. Anyway, I’ll have no more of this discussion. Carrington and Ginsberg, you can go and stand outside the Beak’s office. And write me a hundred lines, ‘I must not talk a lot of nonsense in History’. Now I don’t want another peep out of you. Understood?

GINSBERG
‘Peep?’. What’s ‘peep’?

MASTER
Are you being insolent?

GINSBERG
Listen. man, if I’m not going to ‘peep’, I need to know what ‘peep’ is. Otherwise I could be ‘peeping’ all over the place and not even know it.

MASTER
I’ve had enough of this. Get out the pair of you. I’ll not have you in the room a moment longer.

GINSBERG
Listen, teacher dude...

MASTER
Will you get out! How can I teach in these conditions. Now the rest of you write me a five-hundred word essay on how much South Africa has deteriorated since the blacks took over.

CARRINGTON
(NOW OUTSIDE THE ROOM) Gosh. I’ve never been thrown out of a lesson before.

GINSBERG
You’re right, man. Our first mistake was turning up at all. My experience tells me that the best place to hear a lesson is out in the corridor smoking a spliff. (LIGHTS A MATCH) This is like the story of my education  (INHALES AND EXHALES) And your education Carrington has only just begun. 


(MUSIC)
SCENE FIVE

CARRINGTON
So you see mother, in a funny sort of way, Ginsberg and I have become pals. Although I must say he is still very unusual. I know that it's wrong to judge a fellow on appearances but if you met him in the street and didn't know he was a public school boy, you might mistake him for a thoroughly bad sort. He does absolutely nothing all day, and yet he seems perfectly happy, and isn’t at all bothered by missing games, or lessons, or the Black Shirt rally. Just the other day, I found him lying on his back in the far corner of the  field. 

GINSBERG
Carrington come here quick, man. Like right away.

CARRINGTON
What's up, old chap?

GINSBERG
What colour is the sky?

CARRINGTON
Well it's blue of course. Don't be a chump.

GINSBERG
When did you last check?

CARRINGTON
I don't have to check. I already know.

GINSBERG
Well just check it out one more time for me, would you? I wanna be sure.

CARRINGTON
There. I’ve looked. And it's blue.

GINSBERG
Not red and white stripes.

CARRINGTON
It’s definitely blue.

GINSBERG
And are there any fish in it?

CARRINGTON
Of course there aren't fish in it. They'd fall out, wouldn't they.

GINSBERG
Are you serious? Fall out? We could be like carpet-bombed with fish.

CARRINGTON
Yes, but there aren’t any fish.

GINSBERG
Just check for the fish, man.

CARRINGTON
(WEARILY) Oh very well, let’s have a look. No. There are definitely no fish in the sky. Honestly, Ginsberg, you really are a strange fellow. Why don't you come and watch the match?

GINSBERG
Watch the match? 

CARRINGTON
The rugger match.

GINSBERG
I don’t get it

CARRINGTON
Look, I've explained the rules a dozen times...

GINSBERG
Like yeah, how you play, I get that. But what I don’t get is why. Why would anybody want to play (MIMICS) rugger (NORMAL) when he could be dropping a tab and watching the fish flying about in the sky.

CARRINGTON
They’re birds actually.

GINSBERG
Whatever.

CARRINGTON
It's sport, Ginsberg.

GINSBERG
Sport.

CARRINGTON
Every fellow needs to play sport.

GINSBERG
Yeah, but why?

CARRINGTON
It builds your character.

GINSBERG
O.K. So now we're back to the Frankenstein dude. I already gotta character man. They give ’em out at the hospital when you're born. 

CARRINGTON
It teaches you to be part of a team - that's the point.

GINSBERG
Look. All these things this sport crap’s gonna make me, I don’t wanna be. So why don’t you just get off my case. 

CARRINGTON
But we’re playing Scargill Comprehensive. We always beat them easily. They say there’s one probation officer, a social worker and two nit nurses to every person on that estate. It’s because they’re working-class. They can’t help it.

GINSBERG
Whoa! - you didn’t tell me we were playing retards. Do these guys like play the banjo and stuff?

CARRINGTON
I doubt it. They might manage a ukulele. I believe they do a GCSE in didgeridoo.

GINSBERG
I get it. They’re out of the hills right, with the dungarees and the chainsaws and the Meth lab. This I gotta see. Let’s go, Carrington. (PAUSE) So, like explain it to me again. The idea is like to carry the ball and put it down under the big H 

CARRINGTON
The what?

GINSBERG
The big H.

CARRINGTON
What's the Big H?

GINSBERG
The big H, man. That one there.

CARRINGTON
Oh the posts.. oh I see. Yes. We have to put the ball on the ground under the posts and they’re supposed to stop us.

GINSBERG
Right.

(THE SOUND OF CHEERING AS THEY MOVE FRONT STAGE FACING OUT)

GINSBERG
So who are we?

CARRINGTON
We’re the ones in the blue and they’re the ones in the rags.

GINSBERG
And boy, are we gonna put it to these retards big time?

CARRINGTON
Of course.

(A BIG CHEER GOES UP)

GINSBERG
So how come their guy just put the ball down under our Big H?

CARRINGTON
I don’t understand it. That’s never happened before. (BEAT) Oh my God!

GINSBERG
What’s up man?

CARRINGTON
The score! Look at the score. We’re losing 115-nil. To Scargill Comprehensive. It’s a nightmare!

GINSBERG
Things not good, eh?

CARRINGTON
It’s a disaster. And it isn’t even half time. I think we may need the rifles.

GINSBERG
Just be cool, man. I know how to deal with this situation. Just leave it in my hands man. I am on the case, big time.

(THEY EXIT. MUSIC. THEN RETURN)

CARRINGTON
I can hardly believe it. 115 done at half-time and we won the game 120 to 115. I’ve never seen anything like it in my life. And you, Ginsey, you were a revelation. Fancy going to talk to those boys at half time. We don’t generally chat to boys from that Robert Mugabe estate - you never know if they’re going to stab you. But that was very sporting. And then, to cap it all, you gave each and every one of them a nice sugar cube to pep them up.

GINSBERG
You know me, man. I like to spread a little happiness.

CARRINGTON
And then, strangely, their game went to pieces in the second-half.

GINSBERG
Yeah, they kinda lost their edge, didn’t they.

CARRINGTON
The way they kept lying down like that. And their scrum-half spent the whole half staring at a molehill and saying 'Oh wow' over and over again. Queer sort of business, really. I suppose it's because they all come from one-parent families.

GINSBERG
It was truly tripendicular.

CARRINGTON
Still. The best team won. That’s the important thing.

GINSBERG
I thought like it didn’t matter if you won or lost. It’s the way you play...

CARRINGTON
Well, yes, of course. But we’re not permitted to lose to Scargill Comprehensive - something about ‘keeping the natural order’.  You have a similar thing with your black fellows, I believe.

GINSBERG
I guess.

CARRINGTON
People have to stay in their place.

GINSBERG
What’s your place, Carringdude?

CARRINGTON
You know, to tell the truth, I’m beginning to wonder.

(MUSIC)

SCENE SIX

CARRINGTON 
Dear Mother, Thank you for your letter. Yes, I have read the stories in the paper about children divorcing their parents but I think you’ll find that this only applies to the working class parents who are feckless and irresponsible. Such a description hardly applies to our family - apart from Uncle George and even there I think, had he not suffered a severe blow to the head, the whole sorry business with the Aberdeen Angus would never had happened. It is true that none of the family have held a job since the late sixteenth-century, but that doesn’t make us workshy.. just.. very discriminating in our choice of  employment. Still, I will of course have a look at the papers when Virginia brings them down. I’m looking forward to seeing her. She must be quite grown up now. Even Ginsey’s looking forward to meeting her. I told him she was just a girl, but it made no difference. He seems to love everybody. 

GINSBERG
Does your sister look like you, Carrington?

CARRINGTON
Oh yes.

GINSBERG
Bummer.

CARRINGTON
I know she’s a girl, but she’s quite nice really - as long as she doesn’t want to play with us all the time. You know, when we go to climb trees or anything.

GINSBERG
Climb trees?

CARRINGTON
Yes.

GINSBERG
Climb trees?

CARRINGTON
Well, I know we don’t do it very often..

GINSBERG
No, Carrington, we like don’t do it, ever. 

CARRINGTON
You did climb a tree once - to see if you could fly.

GINSBERG
Yeah? I don’t remember that. (BEAT) And could I?

CARRINGTON
Could you what?

GINSBERG
Fly?

CARRINGTON
No. We had to call the fire-brigade. You must remember, surely. 

GINSBERG
Did I, by any chance eat one of my candy pills, just before that happened?

CARRINGTON
Yes, now you come to mention it. I believe you did.

GINSBERG
Was the man who got me down - was he Abraham Lincoln?

CARRINGTON
No, he was just a normal fireman.

GINSBERG
Hmm. maybe just half a pill next time.

CARRINGTON
Oo, I say, there’s Virginia now.

GINSBERG
Where?

CARRINGTON
There. Coming up the drive.

GINSBERG
That’s your sister.
CARRINGTON
Yes.

GINSBERG
Well hello. She’s truly a babe, man.

CARRINGTON
Oh no, she’s seventeen.

GINSBERG
Whoa! She’s a babe. And she’s legal.

CARRINGTON
Legal?

GINSBERG
Er, yeah... Like er... driving. Driving at seventeen. It’s legal right?

CARRINGTON 
Yes.

GINSBERG
Carrington. Why don’t you just introduce me to your sister and then, er, make like the invisible man.

CARRINGTON
What you mean, wrap a bandage round my head?

GINSBERG
No. I mean disappear.

CARRINGTON
Ah yes, with you. You might find her, you know, a bit dull. After all she is a girl. They never talk about anything interesting. Just horses and dolls, that sort of thing..

GINSBERG
I believe we might find something in common.

CARRINGTON
Oh well. Best of luck. It is very good of you.

GINSBERG
It is, isn’t it just?

(THEY EXIT STAGE LEFT AND RIGHT. MUSIC. THEN CARRINGTON RE-ENTERS STAGE RIGHT AND KNOCKS ON THE DOOR)
CARRINGTON
Ginsey. Have you seen Virginia? Ginsey, hello.

(KNOCKS AGAIN)
GINSBERG
(OPENS THE DOOR FRACTIONALY) Er... yeah.. what’s happening, man?

CARRINGTON
I was just looking for Virginia.

GINSBERG
Yeah, no sweat man. She’s like here. With me.

CARRINGTON
It's been jolly good of you to look after Virginia like this. Can I come in?

GINSBERG
Well, er,  no. Not right now, dig.

CARRINGTON
Why not?

GINSBERG
It’s this door, it’s like totally jammed.

CARRINGTON
Shall I give it a bash?

GINSBERG
No, no, I’ll just get some oil. You wait there. (CLOSES DOOR)

CARRINGTON 
(TO HIMSELF) A lot of chaps would be really browned off if they got saddled with a girl for a whole afternoon. After all, there’s not much you can do with them.

GINSBERG
(THROUGH FRACTIONALLY OPEN DOOR) I’ve put the oil on. We’ll have the door open any minute. 

CARRINGTON
(PEERING PAST GINSBERG) What's she doing, having a bit of a lie down?

GINSBERG
Er yeah. She’s got like a headache, so I let her crash on my bed.

CARRINGTON
Gosh, you are a brick, Ginsey. Do you think she needs an aspirin? I say, aren’t  they her clothes all over the floor?

GINSBERG
No. They’re like mine.

CARRINGTON
But they’re women’s things.

GINSBERG
Yeah, but, I like got them for something.

CARRINGTON
What? 

GINSBERG
Er, you know, the thing...

CARRINGTON
Which thing?

GINSBERG
The play. You know by that Shakespeare dude. Phantom of the Opera. I’m going for Juliet.

CARRINGTON
Oh, I see. I do hope she hasn’t been a nuisance. Girls - can’t stand them. Especially the little ones. Of course I don't mind the older ones - you know at dances and things.

GINSBERG
Your sister's quite the big girl these days, Carrington.

CARRINGTON
Is she? They don't know anything about sport, do they, or cars. I don’t know what you found to talk about. Of course when they’re older, there’s...

GINSBERG
What?

CARRINGTON
Well, you know.

GINSBERG
What? What?

CARRINGTON
You know.

GINSBERG
I don't know. Tell me.

CARRINGTON
You know

GINSBERG
I do not know. What are you talking about?

CARRINGTON
Rogering.

GINSBERG
Rogering. I thought we were talking about girls.

CARRINGTON
Honestly, Ginsberg, you really are a naive sort of fellow. I suppose it's being an American that does it. Anyway tell Virginia it's time to go, would you? Is the door still jammed?

GINSBERG
Yeah. I'll tell her to get her things on.

CARRINGTON
Her things?

GINSBERG
Er.. her shoes. You know - her things.

CARRINGTON
Oh, right. Leave it with you then.

GINSBERG
Yeah, right, do that. 


(MUSIC)
SCENE SEVEN

CARRINGTON
(READING) Dear Mother, It was lovely to see Virginia. I think it’s important for families to get together. Perhaps we could all have a reunion one of these days. Anyway Virginia was a bit red in the face when she left. I do hope she wasn’t getting a cold. I think Ginsey must have bought a present for her because he said how much he’d enjoyed giving her one. And then he did that funny laugh of his. I think I’m starting to like Americans. They are funny coves in many ways but, in others, they are just like us. I do get a bit worried with all the pills Ginsey has to take. He never says anything but I assume he must have some terrible symptomless disease - like the one Uncle Herbert had before he exploded. And then there’s those funny cigarettes he has for his asthma. He wants me to try some but, gosh, I don’t have asthma do I? But it must be said he is a very persuasive fellow. I’d better watch out or one of these days I might give in. 


(MUSIC)
CARRINGTON
Oh come along, Ginsey, you're lying on your bed again. You haven't even got your uniform out of the cupboard.

GINSBERG
Uniform? What uniform?

CARRINGTON
Your cadet uniform . Hurry up, you'll be late for the exercise.

GINSBERG
Exercise. I have had exercise up to here. My electric toothbrush broke and like it’s not that easy pushing it up, and down.

CARRINGTON
Well it’s not really  'running about' exercise. It’s more like...  manoeuvres.

GINSBERG
Manoeuvres. This is some bad shit your laying on me now, man.

CARRINGTON
I told you all about it yesterday. You remember. Some of the younger boys are going to be dressed as pickets - they've got cloth caps and everything. And our platoon have to break up their demonstration and interrogate them. We've got real rubber bullets and a water cannon.

GINSBERG
We shouldn't do it. It's bad news, man.

CARRINGTON
What do you mean?

GINSBERG
It's this class thing again, Carrington. It’s all class this and class that. Like on the trains. You got First Class for the rich dudes, Second class for the poor dudes. And if you’re like really poor you have to go in that van with the sandwiches. Like, this is no way to run a country. In America, man, everyone’s like the same. We don’t have no class trip. We have the American Dream  

CARRINGTON
Hmm.  I think I see what you’re saying - we’re taught in expensive public schools which bring automatic entrance to positions of power while the working classes are taught by left-wing lesbians in back street comprehensives where illiteracy dooms them to a future of poverty and deprivation.

GINSBERG
Yeah, yeah. That stuff. 

CARRINGTON
And we're participating in the system whereby agencies of the state maintain the social and racial divisions in order to maintain the status quo and themselves in wealth and power. I think I’m beginning to see what you’re driving at.

GINSBERG
Yeah. Y’know. Whatever.

CARRINGTON
And being in the cadets We’re just rehearsing situations where the power elites enforce their control over the disenfranchised in order to maintain the rigid class hierarchy.

GINSBERG
You’re like, so totally correct.

CARRINGTON
And this whole public school is part of the means by which right-wing orthodoxy is inculcated into each new generation. 

GINSBERG
Yeah, and like, doing bad stuff. That’s bogus, man.

CARRINGTON
Gosh. I've never looked at it like that before. It’s the way you explain things, Ginsey. It makes everything so clear, so obvious. I feel as if the scales are falling from my eyes

GINSBERG
Yeah, and I am like the take-the-scales-off-your-eyes type dude.

CARRINGTON
You certainly are, Ginsey. You most certainly are.


(MUSIC)

SCENE EIGHT

CARRINGTON
Dear Mother. Thank you for your letter. I’m glad you agree with me that you should give more to the poor but I think you may be slightly misunderstanding my point. Just because Aunty Edna had to sell the flat in Port Grimaud and only runs the four Jags now does not necessarily mean she is actually what we call ‘poor’. And even if she was I can’t see what use she would make of your old washing up liquid bottles and 47 three-quarter used tins of paint. As for your other attempt at charitable living: I’m afraid when those men come in the big lorry to pick up your black bags they do not take them down to the orphanage to distribute to the children. They just throw them away even if they do contain some pheasants carcases that would be perfectly fine if you scraped the maggots off them. Since Ginsey has arrived I’m beginning to see the world in a whole new way. For years our family have lived off the fat of the land and have done nothing about the terrible inequalities in our society. If you would let me come and visit, if only for an afternoon, I could explain it all to you. Apparently there’s a man called Ed Milliband and if he gets into power we’re going to have things called Unions to help the working people and the NHS where you can get treatment for nothing, even if you’ve brought it on yourself by being feckless and smoking ‘fags’ and that sort of thing. I feel like a whole new world has opened up to me, Mother, I just wish you would let me share it with you. 

(MUSIC)
CARRINGTON
Ah, here you are again, Ginsey, up in the dorm, smoking your asthma cigarette. Sometimes I don’t think you give a fig about Mussolini house.

GINSBERG
Can you open this for me, Carrington? It’s like stuck.

CARRINGTON
Gosh. This is a big tuck box isn’t it.

GINSBERG
This, my man, is no tuck box. This is the box of wonders.

CARRINGTON
Don’t be silly. It’s a tuck box. And if it isn’t, I’d jolly well like to know what is. (OPENS BOX) 

CARRINGTON
Ah, that’s got it. What on earth are all these pipes and things?

GINSBERG
You gaze upon my stash man. You are looking at a trip to the stars.

CARRINGTON
That's a queer name for a tuck box, I must say.

GINSBERG
I keep telling you man. It's not a tuck box. It's my dope.

CARRINGTON
I don't think I'll ever understand you Americans.

GINSBERG
Fancy a smoke?

CARRINGTON
You know you really are a rough stick, Ginsey,  but I’d have thought even you would know what smoking does to you. Supposing the first fifteen smoked - they'd be absolutely useless in a scrimmage. I bet you hadn't thought of that.

GINSBERG
Useless in the scrimmage – and wouldn’t that be like the worst thing in the world. (PAUSE) But this, my friend, is not the dreaded weed. It is the most excellent grassomundo.

CARRINGTON
Well, if that doesn't take the biscuit. I hope you haven't left a bald patch in the middle of the cricket pitch.

GINSBERG
Not green grass. I'm talking grass. You know maroowarna. 

CARRINGTON
What? But this is terrible. I've read about people smoking reefers and every last one of them came to a thoroughly bad end.

GINSBERG
Just chill, Carrington. Look at this beauty. Can I, or can I not, roll a joint, most perfectissimo.

CARRINGTON
I’m sure it’s very good, but I’m having nothing to do with it. And what's more, I may have to tell a master about this. I mean, I know a fellow shouldn't sneak on another fellow, but this is jolly serious.

GINSBERG
Look at me. Do I look like a raddled drug addict. I've been smoking this stuff for years. I can give it up any time I like.

CARRINGTON
That’s what Uncle Bertie said. But he couldn’t, you know. It got so bad there wasn’t a pig safe in the whole of Sussex.

GINSBERG
Oh sure, sure, English dudes get addicted to anything.  Let me tell you about the English: If it’s movin’ fast they gotta tackle it. If it’s movin’ slow they gotta join the queue. And if it ain’t movin’ at all, they gotta build a garden beside it. Lighten up my man. Take a big puff on this very finest American smoke.

CARRINGTON
But I might end up, you know, like you: strange.

GINSBERG
Me, strange? Listen to this. An English dude is calling me strange. Your whole country is strange, man. I mean, porridge, what’s that about? 

CARRINGTON
What's it like, that grass stuff?

GINSBERG
It's nice, man. Just nice. Try it.

CARRINGTON
Are you absolutely certain  I won't become an addict.

GINSBERG
Trust me.

CARRINGTON
Oh very well. I'll try anything once. But only a puff mind. Just one puff. (PUFFS AND INHALES DEEPLY)

(STRANGE EXOTIC SITAR MUSIC. FADE AND THEN FADE UP)

CARRINGTON
(IN A DAZE, LAYING ON THE FLOOR) What time is it?

GINSBERG
What is time?

CARRINGTON
No, seriously Ginsey, what is the time?

GINSBERG
You’re the one with the watch.

CARRINGTON
Where?

GINSBERG
On your wrist where you left it.

CARRINGTON
Where -(TERRIFIED) Ugh, look, on my wrist, there, it’s horrible.

GINSBERG
It’s just your watch, dude.

CARRINGTON
It’s wrapping itself round my wrist, help, it’s moving.

GINSBERG
It’s supposed to move. That’s the second hand.

CARRINGTON
Just a watch. Are you sure?

GINSBERG
Is the Pope a Catholic?.

CARRINGTON
I don’t know, is he?  We used to have Catholics, but I think we might have burned them all. It was a long time ago, though. At least ten years. (BEAT) What’s happening to me, Ginsey? Two weeks ago I was just a normal public schoolboy. Now look at me - I seem to have come off the rails completely.

GINSBERG
Nah, you just got the spooks, man. You kinda, gone off the deep end, drugs-wise. You’re like flying before you learned to float. Just mellow down, give yourself a short vacation on the Planet Earth. 

CARRINGTON
All the time I keep thinking there’s something I’ve forgotten. Something important.

(A DISTANT HUBBUB OF VOICES)

GINSBERG
The way I see it, as long as your fly is done up and you’ve got your sneakers on the right feet, what else is there to remember?

CARRINGTON
No, there’s something nagging at the back of my mind. I’m sure it’s something terribly, terribly important, but what? Wait! Did you hear something?

GINSBERG
Is there someone playing the Star-spangled Banner on didgeree-doo.

CARRINGTON
No.

GINSBERG
Then I’m not hearing anything. God I wish that noise would go away.

CARRINGTON
Voices. I can hear hundreds of voices. Look out there. There’s something going on. There’s hundreds of chairs and people and look, some boys running. My God, Ginsey, it’s Sports Day.

A TANNOY IN 

THE DISTANCE. ‘This is the last call for the 200 yards hurdle. Last call for the 200 yards hurdle’.

CARRINGTON
The two hundred yards, hurdle. That’s me. That’s me. I’m late. Wait, now don’t panic. Must get my things together. Must get out there.

GINSBERG
What does it matter dude? It’s just those guys in their underwear  running about again? It’s just another pointless trip.

CARRINGTON
You don’t understand, Ginsey. You’ll never understand. Now pass my plimsolls and stand out of my way.

(CARRINGTON RUSHES OUT THROUGH THE DOOR. THE HUBBUB BECOMES LOUDER).

PD
There you are Carrington. Where have you been? I’ve had the grounds searched for you..

CARRINGTON
I’m sorry sir, I was... I was.. I was unaccountably detained.

PD
Yes, well, never mind that now. You do realise, due to the extraordinary turnabout in our fortunes, we only need five points to win the house championship. It all depends on you now. Win this race Carrington and we win the cup.

CARRINGTON
Really! Well, you just leave it to me, sir. I promise I won’t let you down.

(MUSIC)
CARRINGTON
(READING) Dear Mother. Thank you for your letter. I noticed that it was postmarked Surrey which means that I think it highly unlikely you and the entire family has moved to the jungles of Patagonia. In any case, I don’t believe there are jungles in Patagonia.  I can only assume it’s just another of your little jokes. If you’d rather I didn’t come home for the summer, you only have to say so. I’ll probably spend the time in the annex looking after distressed former Latin American dictators. You get used to them after a while - if their tea is late they do threaten to attach electrodes to your privates, but it’s all done in the right spirit. I do have some better news though. In the last race in sports day I came first in the 200 metres hurdles. The boys carried me aloft on their shoulders whilst tossing their caps in the air. I haven’t seen anything like it since that visit from Norman Tebbit. How they cheered. You’d have been proud of me mother, you really would. And what’s more I’ve been voted the fellow to go and up and collect the cup. Perhaps you’d like to be there. I can send you map so you can find the school alright. Just think, your only son collecting the cup. Yours faithfully. Carrington.      

CARRINGTON
I suppose I’ve let you down, Ginsey.

GINSBERG
Let me down - how’s that man?

CARRINGTON
I was going to be a rebel. Tear down the houses of the establishment

GINSBERG
Establishwhat?

CARRINGTON
The thing is, some people are destined to be rebels while others just can’t break out from tradition. I’m afraid I’ve turned out to be one of those

GINSBERG
One of the those?

CARRINGTON
Well, not one of those obviously. What I’m saying is that I’m just not cut out to be a nonconformist.

GINSBERG
No, that’s right man. You’re not cut out to be nonconfordist-type-dude.  But that like matters not. It’s what you’re like inside, that’s the excellence of it.

CARRINGTON
On the other hand..

GINSBERG
What?

CARRINGTON
Maybe there is one last chance.

GINSBERG
There is?

CARRINGTON
Maybe there’s one more chance to shake the school to it’s foundations

GINSBERG
Where we gonna get a bomb man?

CARRINGTON
I don’t mean literally. I mean metaphorically.

GINSBERG
So, like, is that bomb or not a bomb?

CARRINGTON
It’s not a bomb.

GINSBERG
Good, ‘cause bombs are like the pits. You wanna roll another joint?

CARRINGTON
No, there’ll be no more drugs. I need a clear head for what I’m going to do.

GINSBERG
Whoa Carrington, you’re gonna do like, whatever, like bigtime.

CARRINGTON
I couldn’t have put it better myself, Ginsey.


(MUSIC)

SCENE NINE

HEADMASTER
(AT PODIUM) And now, on this last day of term, we come to the presentation of the House Cup. Rarely in the history of St Mosely’s have we seen such a turn around in fortunes. Mussolini house started the Spring Term with only one house point to its name and yet it finishes the year at the very top of the table. Of course all the other houses becoming methamphetamine addicts may have helped in some small way. But a victory is a victory. And I will now ask Nigel Carrington to step forward and collect the cup on behalf of his house.


(HUGE CHEERING FROM THE CROWD)        

CARRINGTON
Before I collect this cup I would just like to say a few words. (PAUSE) You may not like what I have to say, but I’m afraid I cannot accept this honour.

(A COMMUNAL GASP FROM THE CROWD)
CARRINGTON
No. I’m afraid not. It has come to my notice that Mussolini was a fat Italian dictator who led the Italians in a war against our country. Not a very good war of course, they being Italians, but a war nonetheless. How can we remember a man like this in the name of our house. Is this the thing we’ve been striving for all these months? – all for a greasy itie, as my friend Ginsberg would put it. This whole public school business - is it not an anachronism in the modern world? Have we not got to get away from this class business? Just because a fellow digs the roads for the living, does that make him any less of a person? If a man’s skin is black, does that mean we must look down on him? Just because a chap is a ,er, woman. Does that make him less of a , er, man. We’ve got to start building a new society. We need social security to help the poor. We need good schools for everyone. We need health services, free at the point of delivery. In short, my friends, we need freedom. We need equality. We need to become one nation again.

(THE CROWD IS DEADLY SILENT APART FROM AN EMBARRASED COUGH OR TWO)

CARRINGTON
Pupils, masters, servants, people - Do we really want to go like this forever? Maintaining the same small-minded prejudices, the same impenetrable class barriers, the same deeply entrenched injustice?

THE CROWD
(THE CROWD MURMURS)

HEADMASTER
Er… the general consensus seems to be, we do.

CARRINGTON
Really? 

HEADMASTER
Yes.

CARRINGTON
In that case you leave me no choice. (BEAT) I accept this cup on behalf of Mussolini House.  Let’s hear it for fat Italian fascist dictators.

(HUGE CHEERING FROM THE CROWD WHICH EVENTUALLY FADES)        

CARRINGTON
(READS) Dear mother, you know as they carried me on their shoulders once again a feeling of great sadness swept over me. We had succeeded, and yet somehow I had failed. We had won the battle, but lost the war.  I was hoping that Ginsey could say something to cheer me up.


(MUSIC)
GINSBERG
So everything’s cool is it, English dude?

CARRINGTON
I suppose so.

GINSBERG
So what’s up?

CARRINGTON
I can’t help feeling... after all the things you’ve taught me.. I’ve somehow let you down. 

GINSBERG
Look, man, the way I see it is this. It’s like we’re all.... swimming against the tide, and if you’re swimming against the tide it’s like.. it’s like.. it’s like, well, you know, you’re swimming against the tide. And it is what it is. It’s all like fundamental.

CARRINGTON
You always put things so well, so succinctly, don’t you. I can never seem to find the right words.

GINSBERG
You and me, we’re buddies right?

CARRINGTON
Do you really think so?

GINSBERG
Think so, man. I know so. Now gimme five.

CARRINGTON
Hold on.

(THEY HIGH FIVE) 

CARRINGTON
Ouch! (BEAT) I can’t seem to quite get that one right, can I? The thing is Ginsey, I’ll never be cool. I’ll never be hip. I’m always just going to be, you know, the English dude: we never push in, we don’t make a fuss, and we only grumble when it rains.

GINSBERG
Amen to that. Amen to that.


(MUSIC)

CARRINGTON
(READING) Dear Mother, Thank you for the letter. It was nice to hear from Mr Keeble, but letters from your solicitor seem, I don’t know, rather impersonal somehow.  Perhaps next time you might write yourself. (PAUSE) I’m afraid I won’t be seeing you for some time. I’m going to America with Ginsey. He says he’s taking me to a place called San Francisco. Apparently everybody’s happy there, or ‘Gay’ as he puts it. (PAUSE)  Do you know, I woke up this morning and had this wonderful feeling: I thought, from this day on, I’m never going to be lonely again. Isn’t that strange. I haven’t thought like that that since the day you bought me Rex. I’ll never forget the walks we had. Teaching him to swim across the pond and fetch sticks. Getting him to sit up and beg and to sleep outside the back door. You know, he was the best brother a fellow could wish for.  Anyway. Must be off now. I’m sure we’ll meet again one day, mother. Meanwhile remember me to all. All my love. Your son, Carrington. PS Perhaps you could send a picture before I go. I’ve always wondered what you look like. I imagine you’re very pretty. Your loving son, Ginsberg.

(MUSIC FADED IN OVER THE SPEECH AND THEN FADED OUT)
THE END
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