Luke

Beaten up car arrives outside terraced flat- 20 something year old student steps out the door wearing a plain t shirt and jeans. 2 men in their thirties get out of the car- they look rough, grimy. One wears a beaten-up pork pie hat (Mr. Neall) and the other an ancient looking, mud covered leather jacket.
[bookmark: _GoBack]Student: Oh? You must be Mr Neall… (He shakes Neall’s hand) Is this the car? It looks a bit different to its picture on Facebook.
Neall: So it is, the photos a tad old isn’t it? Mint condition I’ll have you know though, boy. (His companion nods)
Student: Still, I know it’s a good price and all, but I was expecting it without the… the rust.
Neall: Good bit o’ elbow grease’ll take that right off for ye- it’s a fair price for a fair car and I’ll not be having ye bleed me dry now, will I?
Student: Well, I guess not- can I take a look inside?
Neall: Sure thing, here’s the keys- don’t mind the missing button, the boot doesn’t lock anyhow.
Student: …okay, let’s see what’s what. (pause as he inspects the interior) Uh Mr. Neall what’s this stain on the back seat? It wasn’t in the pictures.
Neall: Had to take me dog to the vet last week, poor bugger met with the wrong side of a barbed wire fence. Now, I’m sure it’ll wash out, if not throw a blanket over it, it’s only on two of the three seats. (companion crosses his arms)
Student: Oh God I’m so sorry about your dog, is he okay?
Neall: Aye silly bastard’ll be fine- few days ‘o rest n that. 
Student: I must say I’ve been needing a car for a while, it’s a major ball ache biking from one side of the city to another just to go shopping, and I’ve been wanting to visit my mum back home for a few months now, and-
Neall: (cutting him off) Look boy, d’you want the car or not? Fine vehicle like this, I can find another buyer this afternoon- it’s a classic bit of kit, it breaks me heart to part with it, but I know you’ll take care of ‘er real good. Is that your bike over there? Lovely… what is it? A ten speed? Lovely… looks brand new, all shiny like, I bet this cost a pretty penny. How much you want for it? I’ll do you a deal, twenty off the price of the car.
Student: Sorry, the bike isn’t for sale, my dad bought it for me when I left home, it means a lot… Now let’s pop the hood so I can see the engine.
(as the student bends over inside the opened bonnet, the two men quickly unchain the bike and place it in the boot, shutting it with a slam)
Student: What was that? Did you just close the boot?
Neall: Don’t worry about it boy, you left the damn thing open that’s all. Now we’ve really-
Student: Yeah… yeah, I think I’ll take it, it’s not much but if it gets me around safely, I guess.
Neall: Ah… about that… Sorry boy, just had a phone call, cars off the market. Listen, I’d love to stay and chat but we’ve gotta get back to the missus and the kids. Dog’s had another run in with the fence- I told him to stop trying to get out, it’s not like we don’t feed the bastard. Anyways, I’ll see you later boy, hope your bike keeps you going a bit longer.
The two men get back in the car and drive off with haste, leaving behind a pool of engine oil and a cloud of black smoke. The student stands bewildered, before turning to go inside- noting his missing bike in horror.


