Characters
Bill (M)
Harry (M)

-

Introvert
Friend of Bill

Scene 1
(Bill and Harry appear centre stage.)
Bill:

Harry, there’s something I’ve been wanting to say. I want to thank you for that
‘advice’ you gave me about spending too much time indoors.

Harry:

You’re welcome, Bill.

Bill:

And I forgive you for shaking that saucepan at me.

Harry:

You have to be cruel to be kind. So, you like being outside?

Bill:

I do. I like the fresh air of the great outdoors.

Harry:

Good.

Bill:

And I like getting out and about and talking to all the lovely flowers.

Harry:

You’ve been talking to flowers...!?

Bill:

(Innocent.) They didn’t mind.

Harry:

Oh... good... what do they talk about?

Bill:

Oh, mostly the weather. They’re just like ordinary people, really.

Harry:

(Hesitant.) Bill.

Bill:

Yes, Harry?

Harry:

You know how I said you needed to get out more?

Bill:

Yes?

Harry:

Well, maybe it would be better if you stayed in more.

Bill:

I can’t do that. The forget-me-nots might forget me. And what about the daffodils?
They’re so picturesque.

Harry:

Picturesque?

Bill:

Yes. A daffodil is worth a thousand Wordsworth’s. Or, to put it another way, a
thousand spoken words can paint a lovely picture in my mind of a talkative daffodil.

Harry:

Aha! So, you admit it’s all in your mind.

Bill:

Of course I admit it! The great outdoors is empty. Very empty. There’s not a soul to
be seen anywhere. You didn’t tell me that.

Harry:

You must have gone a long way off the beaten track?

Bill:

Only a hundred yards behind the back of the bus stop shelter.

Harry:

The bus shelter!?

Bill:

(Ominous.) It’s a wilderness out there.

Harry:

I’m sure I meant you should get out more to meet other people.

Bill:

I did. I tried talking to the people in the bus shelter. You should’ve seen them. They
just stood there like statues waiting for the bus. They never spoke, and they never
looked at me.

Harry:

You were stood in a shelter talking to passengers waiting for a bus?

Bill:

I thought of it as a sort of halfway house. Halfway between indoors and outdoors.

Harry:

And they never said anything?

Bill:

And they kept creeping slowly away from me. That’s when I decided to dive in at the
deep end and head straight for the outside.

Harry:

I bet they were relieved about that.

Bill:

One of them wasn’t. He thought I knew something he didn’t. He kept looking behind
to see if the bus was approaching from the wilderness.

Harry:

I don’t believe that.

Bill:

(Indignant.) There’s been a lot of diversions due to roadworks around there recently,
and there’s not much that can stop a bus in full flight.
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Harry:

Don’t you mean three buses in full flight?

Bill:

Oh, I see. I’m glad you’ve still got your sense of humour. I wish I had.

Harry:

Why?

Bill:

(Ominous.) There’s something in that wilderness.

Harry:

Really? I’ve never noticed what’s round the back of the bus shelter.

Bill:

It’s a derelict building covered in graffiti, and overgrown with weeds... and there’s
definitely something lurking in there.

Harry:

What?

Bill:

Something that stopped Billy saying he loved Brenda.

Harry:

What!?

Bill:

Or it could have been Begonia.

Harry:

What are you rambling on about?

Bill:

Someone called Billy had sprayed “Billy loves” on one of the derelict walls.

Harry:

Billy loves...?

Bill:

Buttercups? Someone else had sprayed “If God had meant us to believe in religion, he
would have given us”.

Harry:

What?

Bill:

That’s where it stopped.

Harry:

If god had meant us to believe in religion, he would have given us...? I don’t think
Billy sprayed that one.

Bill:

No, me neither.

Harry:

Bonsai, maybe.

Bill:

Yes. That’s about the size of it. Billy loves Bonsai.

Harry:

So... I wonder what stopped them spraying graffiti?

Bill:

Got it! It’s an irate bus driver.

Harry:

Pardon me?

Bill:

Well, you know how I said nothing could stop a bus in full flight?

Harry:

Three buses.

Bill:

Whatever. Well, a bus isn’t a tank.

Harry:

Yes. I’ve noticed that. But they might have the same priority on the road.

Bill:

Maybe the bus got stuck in the undergrowth, the driver was fired, and the bus was
towed away.

Harry:

Leaving an irate bus driver stranded in the wilderness behind the bus shelter? In a very
strange sort of way that makes sense. So, it’s an unemployed bus driver who’s
stopping people spraying graffiti.

Bill:

Has to be.

Harry:

He vents his anger on anybody with a spray can. Brilliant!

Bill:

Or it could be the panther.

Harry:

What panther!?

Bill:

The one that escaped from the R.S.P.C.A.

Harry:

The R.S.P.C.A. caught a panther!?

Bill:

I bet they were relieved when that did a runner.

Harry:

What were they doing with it in the first place?

Bill:

It was a Christmas present.

Harry:

A Christmas present!?

Bill:

(Paternal.) A panther is for life, not just for Christmas. (Normal.) Only, the new
owner didn’t see his life lasting that long. So, he called in the R.S.P.C.A. on the 13th
of February, because he didn’t fancy the idea of waiting another day for a Valentine’s
Day massacre.

Harry:

I don’t blame him.

Bill:

They got it as far as the van, and then it bolted.

Harry:

It didn’t attack anyone? A pacifist panther?

Bill:

Or it could be the triffid.

Harry:

You’ve been talking to a triffid!?

Bill:

(Mock incredulity.) Would I be stood standing here if I’d been talking to a triffid?

Harry:

(Suspicious.) You’re just making it up.

Bill:

(Defensive.) No, I’m not.

Harry:

There was no graffiti, no bus driver, no panther, no triffid, and no talking to any
picture-perfect flowers. Why are you doing this to me?

Bill:

(Petty.) I got stung by a nettle.

Harry:

Aha!

Bill:

Yes! I’m blaming you for the nettle sting.

Harry:

You weren’t talking to a nettle?

Bill:

No. I was looking at a butterfly on the nettle.

Harry:

Oh yes. Butterflies like nettles.
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Bill:

Yes. I like butterflies. Butterflies like nettles. And nettles like stinging people. Not
so much a love triangle, as a love/love/stung triangle. (Turns to leave.) I’ve had
enough of the great outdoors, and all those people stood like statues.

Harry:

Where are you going?

Bill:

I’m going back home where I belong, to sit in front of the TV and wait for a new
channel to be invented. A viewer friendly channel that shows puppies, kittens, chicks,
ducklings, lambs, and piglets.
(Harry follows Bill offstage.)

Bill:

I don’t want to go back to nature. I want to go back to nurture.

Harry:

Where did I leave that saucepan?

Bill:

What’s wrong with looking at the TV?

Harry:

You never switch it on!

Bill:

There’s nothing worth watching!
(Curtain.)

