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SCENE 4
The Old Oak

Willie (pant, pant) s him up there? Did you see him?

Peter (gasping) This is where him went all right. (He pants) By God, didn’t
him move!

Willie Like lightning.

Peter Him went up these tree like a don’t-know-what.

Willie We con’t get’n, then. Him have beat us.

Peter (surveying the scene) Him con’t jump across to thik tree over there. 'S
too far. Him’s trapped, Willie. We’ve got him trapped, good and proper.

Willie How we gonna get him down?

They look at each other

Peter Frighten the bugger.
Willie (enthusiastically) Oy. Put the fear of God in him!

They giggle with excitement

Peter Throw stones up into the branches. Knock him down! Eh?

Willie Or climb up. Get a bit closer.

Peter They got sharp tith, mind. Like little red-hot needles. And once they
get hold of you they never let go, squirrels don’t.

Willie But we might be able to capture him. Live, I mean. Eh?
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Peter Nah! You can get a tanner just for his tail. That’s what Wallace said
they pay down at the police station. There’s a lot I could do wi’ a sixpence.
Willie True nuff! Still

All the time they are circling round and round the tree, gathering stones,
peering up into the branches

Two more “boys” appear through the trees. They are John and, in cowboy
hat and gun-belt, Raymond

John What’s up in thik tree, then?
Willie How be, John. Hello, Raymond.
Raymond (grinning) How b-be.

Raymond is almost always grinning. But, alas, he also stutters

Peter We got us a squirrel, John.

John (delighted) Have ya? Honest?

Raymond (excitedly) Wh-Where? Where? (He pulls out his lead pistol)

Willie Him’s trapped up there. Good—ennit! We have really got him!

John (peering up) Ah, but how are you going to get him down? You bent
going to get him down. Him’ll never come down from there. You tell me
how you are going to get him down.

But Raymond has been working his face

Raymond P-P-Poor littool devil.

Peter (to John) Throw stones, o’ course. Knock him down. That’ll do’t.

John (sniffing) Be better to climb up. You tell me how you are going to get
him down.

Willie Don’t keep on.

Peter (jeering) Who’s going to climb up there! Break your neck. Aaaaaaa—
crack! Just like that, loony!

John Wallace Wilson ood. Him ood goo up there. Like a shot.

Raymond W-Why don’t we I-I-lul-leave it al-lul-lone—?

Peter Hark at him!

John

Willie

Raymond'’s smile wavers. They peer up into the tree again

When the mum-moon shines

(singing together) On the cuc-cowshed ...

Willie I reckon we ought to catch him alive. Put him on show. Be the start
of a circus. No—it ood, though. Wouldn’t it?

John (the sceptic) How do we know him’s still up there? You tell me that. I
con’t see nothing. Him ent up there.

Peter That’s where him is, all right. Look! See!

Peter aims with his forefinger and makes a gun noise. This, in turn, triggers off
the other three. Whooping and yelling and letting off “‘gunfire” they hop and
dance round and round the tree. Up, up, in the thick foliage—a swift glimpse of
a squirrel




