Body Collector
(It’s a sunny day and a man (David) can be seen pushing a cart filled with what appears to be a pile of bodies. Flies buzzing all around him, he approaches a man (James) standing outside his home with the body of an elderly man (Oscar) at his feet.)
David: Hiya James, lost another one have we?
James: Yeah, my pa this time, Plague took him.
David: Oh, bad business that, real bad business.
James: Well, I s’pose its not that strange, a man his age, surprised he didn’t die sooner.
David: What was his inheritance worth again.
James : 25 Gold Pieces.
David: Well at least some good will come from it then, it’s a damn shame though, losing family like that.
(David throws Oscar onto the pile of bodies)
James: Honestly wish he had died sooner, that gold is going to put food in my kids bellies.
Oscar: I’m not dead!
David: What was that?
James: What was what?
Oscar: I’m not dead!
David: Oi, its Oscar, he’s not dead.
James: Yes he is.
Oscar: No I’m not!
James: Shut up.
David: He is very clearly alive, you know the rules James, I can’t take him if he’s not dead.
James: Well yeah, but he’ll be dead soon, I’m sure of it, I heard him coughing the other night.
Oscar: It was just a cold, I’m getting better.
James: And a man of his age, he can’t have that long left.
Oscar: I’m fifty fucking three you shit.
James: See, he’s even forgotten his own age, that’s a clear sign that he’s not got long, last I checked he was at least 52.
Oscar: My birthday was last week you dumbass.
David: Listen James, your Pa’s very clearly alive, there’s nothing I can do.
James: When are your next rounds?
David: Thursday
James: No mate, I can’t wait that long, just stick around, I’m sure he’ll be dead at any moment now.
David: Sorry mate, I’ve got to get to the Jones’, They’ve lost two more this week.
James: Come on mate, I’m sure you can make an exception.
(James subtly hands David a bag of coins which David proceeds to weigh in his hand)
Oscar: Listen here, I am perfectly healthy and-
(Before Oscar can finish his sentence, David bashes his head in with a shovel)
James: I knew we would see eye to eye, cheers mate.
David: Anytime, didn’t like him much any way, complains – oh sorry – “complained” too damn much
James: Try living with him, well see you on Thursday.
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