Short Dialogue
Ben – “Hey Al”
Alfred – “Benjamin, my buddy, how are you doing?”
Ben – “Well it’s the strangest thing, my wallet’s gone missing, you have any idea where it might be?”
Alfred – “Afraid not, did you drop it anywhere?”
Ben – “Well no, but I had a literally a moment ago.”
Alfred – “Well that’s quite unfortunate isn’t it? How much money was in that thing anyway?”
Ben – “Why?”
Alfred – “Just wondering.”
Ben – “Well, I think it was about 50 quid”
Alfred  - “That’s a lot of money mate, guess someone must have gotten lucky.”
Ben – “Alright, where have you put it?”
Alfred – “What do you mean?”
Ben – “I mean, where have you got my wallet?”
Alfred – “Why would I have your wallet?”
Ben – “I don’t know, you tell me.”
Alfred – “Listen, even if I did have your wallet, which I’m not saying I do, you owe me money anyway.”
Ben – “For what?”
Alfred – “Oh come on, you remember when I bought you that drink a few days ago?”
Ben – “That was only about a fiver! And that’s not relevant, give me my wallet.”
Alfred – “Try retracing your steps, where did you last have it?”
Ben – “You’re starting to take the mick now mate, give it here.”
Alfred – “I swear on my darling saint of a mother’s grave, I don’t have your wallet.”
Ben – “Al, you were adopted, you don’t have a darling saint of a mother, or any mother at all.”
Alfred – “How would you know?”
Ben – “Because you told me you idiot!”
Alfred – “Why would it tell you that? I wasn’t adopted mate, is someone spreading rumours about me?”
Ben – “I swear to god-“
Alfred – “I didn’t realise you were religious.”
Ben – “I swear to god! If you don’t give me my wallet, I’ll kick your arse up and down this street.”
Alfred – “whoa, mate, what’s with the violence? Aren’t we friends?”
Ben – “You have my wallet!”
Alfred – “Are you still going on about that?”
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