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ORIGINAL PRODUCTION
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The production transferred to the Apollo Theatre, London, on 10 February 2010 (previews from 28 January), with the same cast and creative team (except the roles of Dawn, which was played by Amy Beth Hayes, and Marky, which was played by Charlie Dunbar-Aldred / Lennie Harvey / Jake Noble).




 





It was produced by Sonia Friedman Productions, Royal Court Theatre Productions, Old Vic Productions, in association with Lee Menzies.
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PROLOGUE


A curtain with the faded Cross of St George. A proscenium adorned with cherubs and woodland scenes. Dragons. Maidens. Devils. Half-and-half creatures. Across the beam:




 





– THE ENGLISH STAGE COMPANY –




 





A drum starts to beat. Accordions strike up. Pipes. The lights come down. A fifteen-year-old girl, PHAEDRA, dressed as a fairy, appears on the apron. She curtsies to the boxes and sings, unaccompanied.




 





PHAEDRA.


And did those feet in ancient time,


Walk upon England’s mountains green,


And was the holy lamb of God,


On England’s pleasant pastures seen.




 





She beams, pulls a string and the wings flap.




 





And did the Countenance Divine,


Shine forth upon those clouded hills,


And was Jerusalem builded here,


Among those dark satanic –




 





Thumping music. She flees. The curtain rises upon…

















ACT ONE





England at midnight. A clearing in a moonlit wood. At the back  of the clearing stands an old forty-foot mobile home. The deafening bass pumps from within, and from speakers on the roof.  People dancing wildly, with abandon. Through the windows we  can glimpse more people dancing. They’re shouting to be heard,  but we can’t hear what.


Blackout. Music continues, until…


Birdsong.


Now we can see that the mobile home stands in a fairly permanent state. The old Wessex flag (a golden Wyvern dragon against a red background) flies from one end. An old rusted metal railway sign screwed to the mobile home reads ‘Waterloo’.


A porch stands out front – an old mouldy couch stands on the porch deck. Lots of junk. An old hand-cranked air-raid siren. Stuck to the porch post is an old submarine klaxon. An old record player, with a stand-alone speaker. An old American-style fridge. Stacks of old LPs.


Underneath, a chicken coop. Chopped wood under a lean-to. Rubbish. Empty bottles. A car seat, a swing. An old windchime. A garden table, and four red Coca-Cola plastic chairs. A rusty Swingball set.


In the middle of the copse, the remains of a smashed television.


A man, PARSONS, in a suit with a reflective jacket and case enters the copse. He takes a photograph of the smashed television. Another of the mess on the table. He gingerly picks his way to the front door.


He is followed by a woman, FAWCETT, dressed the same. With a clipboard. She surveys the clearing.


FAWCETT. Time.


PARSONS. Eight fifty-nine and fifty-five. Six. Seven. Nine o’clock.


She nods. He knocks on the door.


Mr Byron? Mr John Byron? Johnny Byron? (Knocks.) John Rooster Byron.


FAWCETT (rebuking). Parsons.


PARSONS (apologetic). Ma’am.


FAWCETT. Stand back.


He does.


Mr Byron? (She knocks.) Mr Byron? Would you care to step outside for a moment? (Pause. Knocks.) Mr Byron? (Pause.) We know you’re in there, Byron. Would you give us a moment of your time? Would you like to step outside and face the music for me?


Silence. A distant church bell rings nine. She touches up her lipstick. PARSONS removes a digital video camera from his bag.


Ready?


PARSONS. Rolling.


FAWCETT. Linda Fawcett, Kennet and Avon Senior Community Liaison Officer. 9 a.m., 23rd April. Serving Notice F-17003 in contravention of the Public Health Act of 1878, and the Pollution Control and Local Government Order 1974.


Loud barking can be heard from inside.


PARSONS. I never knew he had –


FAWCETT. He doesn’t.


PARSONS. But –


FAWCETT. That is not a dog, Parsons.


The barking gets louder. More ferocious.


Very funny, Mr Byron. Extremely amusing.


Louder still. Snarling.


PARSONS. Are you sure?


FAWCETT. Shut up, Parsons.


PARSONS. Rolling –


Plaintive howling throughout. A hatch opens on the top of the mobile home. A head appears, wearing a Second World War helmet and goggles, with loudhailer, like out of the top of a tank. Barking. The camera pans up to it. It disappears sharply.


FAWCETT. Under Section 62 of the Criminal Justice and Public Order Act, supported by Order 24, the County Court ruling which was heard in Salisbury County Court on 12th March –


The loudhailer appears out of a window at the side of the vehicle to the blind side of the camera and barks over:


– and also employs the use of Order 113 of the Rules of the County Court. With the aforementioned notice, Kennet and Avon include a brochure outlining Unauthorised Encampment Policy, the Strategy and Partnership Section, issue date December 2002, reference 4.06.0001006.


She removes a piece of paper and a staple gun. She goes over to the front door and solemnly staples the page to the door. Four, five times.


(Calling out through the crack in the door.) Goodbye, Mr Byron. And see you tomorrow at 9 a.m. sharp, sir. (She turns.) Parsons.


She leads the way.


PARSONS (to himself). I’ll say this. It’s a lovely spot.


They leave. A man of about fifty, JOHNNY, sticks his head out the top of the trailer. He has the loudhailer.


JOHNNY. Testing. Testing, one two. This is Rooster Byron’s dog, Shep, informing Kennet and Avon Council to go fuck itself. Woof woof!


The hatch shuts. Impossibly fast, the front door opens and the same man appears. Wiry. Weathered; drinker’s mug. Bare chest. Helmet. Goggles. Loudhailer. Despite a slight limp, he moves with the balance of a dancer, or animal.


Hear ye, hear ye. With the power invested in me by Rooster Johnny Byron – who can’t be here on account of the fact he’s in Barbados this week with Kate Moss – I, his faithful hound Shep, hereby instruct Kennet and Avon to tell Bren Glewstone, and Ros Taylor, and her twat son, and all those sorry cunts on the New Estate, Rooster Byron ain’t going nowhere. Happy St George’s Day. Now kiss my beggar arse, you Puritans!


In one practised move he lets off an unexpected airhorn blare into the loudhailer, a long blast. And with that he hangs the loudhailer on a hook (like he does this every day), lifts his goggles, throws the needle on the record player, flicks the ‘V’s in their general departing direction. He turns and heads across the clearing, just as a crackly 45 of ‘Somebody Done Changed the Lock On My Door’ by Champion Jack Dupree crackles out of the two speakers strapped to the top of the mobile home.


He yawns his way over to a trough, takes off his helmet, scoops up water and pours it over his face. Shakes himself awake. No good. He kneels and sticks his head in the trough.


Heads back across. Stops. Picks something up. Holds it up to the light. A dropped spliff. He pops it behind his ear. Opens the chicken coop, fishes around for an egg.


On the table on the deck, he picks up a pint glass from several. It’s got about ten cigarette butts floating in two inches of golden gunk. He tosses it. Opens the fridge. Takes out a pint of milk. Sniffs it. Pours half the milk in. Takes a half-bottle of vodka out of his arse pocket, pours half of it into the glass. From the goggle-strap on his helmet he takes a wrap of speed, rips it in two, sprinkles it in. Cracks the egg into the glass, swirls it and drinks it down in one. He lets out a long, feral bellow, from the heart of the earth.


He lights the spliff, and stalks across the clearing, doing steps, and ends up over to the side of the clearing as the song ends, pissing up against a tree, his back to us.


I dreamt all night of waterfalls. (Beat.) Riches. Fame. A glimpse of God’s tail… Comes a time you’d swap it all for a solid golden piss on English soil.


Distant drumming starts. Accordions. A hundred distant voices sing:


VOICES.


With the merry ring, adieu the merry spring,


For summer is a-come unto day,


How happy is the little bird that merrily doth sing,


In the merry morning of May.





Unite and unite,


For summer is a-come unto day,


And wither we are going we all unite,


In the merry morning of May!


Enter GINGER, from behind the trailer, singing:


GINGER.


Unite and unite,


For summer is a-come unto day,


And wither we are going we all unite,


In the merry morning of May!


Morning, Rooster!


JOHNNY. Morning, Ginger.


GINGER starts robotics, moonwalking and doing ‘the crouch’ all at the same time.


GINGER (rapping).


It’s the fair, it’s the Flintock Fair.


It’s the motherfucking Flintock Fair.


It’s the fair, it’s the Flintock Fair.


It’s shit. But you love it.


He puts his hand to his ear and air-scratches on an air-turntable, he spins himself round 360-degrees. Instantly stops. Looks around.


Hang on, stop. Stop the bus. What happened? What happened here?


JOHNNY. Where? Nothing.


GINGER. Bollocks. What happened?


JOHNNY. What?


GINGER. Don’t give me that.


Beat.


JOHNNY. It was a gathering.


GINGER. Don’t look like a gathering.


JOHNNY. Was impromptu. Few people showed up. Snowballed.


GINGER. Why didn’t you call?


JOHNNY. Look, don’t start. I’ve got a throbber on.


GINGER. Or text me. Never leave a man on the ground…


JOHNNY. I thought you was busy.


GINGER. Who said… (Stops.) Fucking… (Stops.) Sex and the City, mate. Fuckin’ Jools Holland then three hours of Pacman on my phone. Not what you’d call a classic. I thought we was mates.


JOHNNY. We are mates.


GINGER. Then pick up the phone. Or text me.


JOHNNY. Ginger –


GINGER. Well, that’s that. I’ve missed a party. That’s one I’ll never get back. Cheers. I’m just saying. Cheers. Thanks.


JOHNNY. Look. You want the truth? I was minding my own business. Settling in, spliff, Antiques Roadshow, when there’s a knock on the door. I get up and I answers, and standing outside are all five birds off of Girls Aloud. They’ve got a case of Super T, two hundred Rothmans. Five Mars Bars. I try to slam the door but they bum-rush me clean across the kitchenette and onto the bed. Nicky guards the door while Kimberley, Nadine, what’s-her-name and the other one go to work. Three hours. Unspeakable acts. Finally I manage to slide out from under Cherry Cole –


GINGER. Cheryl. Cheryl Cole –


JOHNNY. Exactly. I slides out from bottom of the scrum, into to the bog, grab my mobile, text, ‘Ginger, for fuck’s sake, it’s an emergency. It’s all kicked off round mine with the Girls Aloud. Come and help me get it shifted.’ By this point the girls has worked, they’re next door riding on each other. It’s a complete waste of time. They could have done that at home. Now they’re fucking furious. They’re taking turns to shoulder-charge the door. My thumb is hoverin’ over ‘SEND’ when the door flies in, and the rest is history. (He reaches into his pocket.) That’s what happened. That’s all you missed. But don’t worry. We saved you one.


He tosses GINGER a Mars Bar. GINGER looks at it, then instinctively drops it as if it’s unclean. JOHNNY cackles.


GINGER. So you’re barred from The Cooper’s, then.


JOHNNY. What?


GINGER (innocently). I just bumped into Wesley. Says he’s barred you.


JOHNNY. Why?


GINGER. On account of the fracas.


JOHNNY. What fracas?


GINGER. The fracas in the saloon bar last night.


JOHNNY. Bollocks. I had a quiet one. Couple pints. Spun the lemons. Come home.


GINGER. That’s not what I heard.


JOHNNY. Right. Hang about. First up, that was not a fracas. Two, even if it was a fracas, it weren’t my fault. It was Danny Anstey’s fault. I’m in the saloon bar, playing pool. Winner stays on. Danny comes over, slaps down a tenner. I seven-ball him. Double or quits. He racks. I break. Seven-ball him. Next minute he’s shovin’ me in the chest. Says I moved the black while he was in the bog. Starts creating. Says I been burgling flats up the Wilcot Road. I nicked his mum’s PlayStation 3. For a start, I don’t know where she lives. Second –


GINGER. That’s not the fracas I’m talking about.


Beat.


JOHNNY. What do you mean?


GINGER. Way I heard it, Danny leaves. You sit at the bar. Vodka Red Bull. Vodka Red Bull. Vodka Red Bull. Vodka Red Bull. Stagger to the gents’. Five minutes later, come barrelling out in your birthday suit waving your crown jewels around.


JOHNNY. Bollocks.


GINGER. Exactly. Then you pick up Bob Dance’s pug and simulate a lewd act. Then you start humping up against Martha Figgis’s barstool saying, ‘Come on, you old slapper, how about a floor show?’ Then the fracas occurred. (Beat.) You rang the bell, everyone’s silent, clear your throat, say you never touched Danny’s mum’s PlayStation, but you did shag her when Danny’s dad was away in the Falklands. Making him odds-on not Danny’s dad, in which case he should show some bloody respect.


Pause.


JOHNNY. Last night, you say. (Beat.) It’s coming back. No, it is. It is. And I can categorically say that that is bollocks. For a start, I was drinking brandy and Cokes. And I was not starkers. If you examine the CCTV, it clearly shows I had my socks on.


GINGER (makes the umpire signal). I think we’ll refer that one upstairs.


Mate. It’s taken years but you’ve finally done it. You’re barred from every pub in Flintock. Phoenix Arms, you broke the bog. They let you back, you locked Jim’s lad in the freezer cabinet.


JOHNNY. And he deserved it. Lippy bastard…


GINGER. Moonrakers, you broke the security camera then a week after they let you back, you pick a fight with a squaddie.


JOHNNY. I never started that. Bloody Rambo…


GINGER. First night back you set fire to the Christmas tree. Royal Oak, you were doing whizz off the bar during the meat raffle. Then on Kiddies’ Fun Day you slaughtered a live pig in the car park.


JOHNNY. It was a rural display.


GINGER. With a flare gun.


JOHNNY. That was a bloody big weekend.


GINGER. Congratulations. You got the grand slam. To think they said it would never happen.


Beat.


JOHNNY. Storm in a teacup, mate. You watch. I’ll buy Danny a pint, sambuca, pop over The Cooper’s, pinch Sue’s bum. Butter her up, give her a twinkle, ten quid says I’ll be back in the snug by lasties. And when you see me, mine’s a brandy and Coke.


PROFESSOR (off). Mary! Mary? Are you there? Mary? Mary?


GINGER. Here we go.


JOHNNY. Be nice.


GINGER. Here we fucking go.


JOHNNY. Oi. Play nicely. Ginger –


GINGER. I’m not saying anything.


Enter the PROFESSOR, smartly dressed, with wellies, through the wood.


PROFESSOR. Good morning, Mr Byron.


JOHNNY. Morning, Professor. You’re up early. You off to the fair then?


PROFESSOR. Indeed. Indeed, Mr Byron. Indeed I’m off to the fair.


He clears his throat.




To see a strange outlandish fowl,


A quaint baboon, an ape, an owl,


A dancing bear, a giant’s bone,


A warlock shift a standing stone,


A rhymer’s jests, a juggler’s cheats,


A tumbler showing cunning feats,


A morris dance, a puppet play,


Mad Tom to sing a roundelay,


All this upon St George’s Day!





I was up at first light. I said to the shaving mirror, I said, ‘It’s ten press-ups, then up Rooster’s Wood by breakfast. A lungful of wild garlic, then scurry up Orr Hill to watch the floats gather.’ Here we are, and now I’ve lost the dog. I’ve looked all over. You haven’t seen my Mary pass this way?


JOHNNY. Not this morning, Professor. No…


PROFESSOR. She spies a weasel and that’s that. I tracked her through the bracken and bluebells. I’ll holler myself hoarse for all the good it’ll do. Will she come back? Will she?


JOHNNY. I’m sure she’ll bundle up.


PROFESSOR. Of course. Of course. Well, it’s very good to see you, Mr Byron. Who’s this young lady?


JOHNNY. This is Ginger, Professor. You remember Ginger. From last time.


GINGER. Morning.


PROFESSOR. I remember you. You’re in the Maths Faculty?


GINGER. No, mate. I’m a DJ.


JOHNNY. Since when?


GINGER. I’m a DJ.


JOHNNY. He’s an unemployed plasterer.


PROFESSOR. I see. Are you pure or applied?


GINGER (to the PROFESSOR). Just a tick, mate. (To JOHNNY.) Since, right, I’m pencilled in second if 2 Trevs pulls out today, from the car park of The Cooper’s at sunset. I got my records in the car. (To the PROFESSOR.) Sorry. You were saying.


PROFESSOR. A DJ, eh?


GINGER. That’s right, mate.


PROFESSOR. How does that work?


GINGER. Basically, I spin sick beats. Bring the ruckus. Drop the bomb on the people at the back ’cause the people at the back don’t take no slack.


PROFESSOR. Fascinating. It’s Maureen, isn’t it?


GINGER. That’s right, mate. Maureen.


PROFESSOR. Maureen Pringle.


GINGER. Doctor Maureen Pringle. How do you do?


PROFESSOR. How are you finding the funding cuts over there?


GINGER. I think it’s disgraceful. I don’t see how we’re going to meet our quotas. It’s like a sausage factory.


PROFESSOR. Word in the college is 1987 is going to be worse.


JOHNNY. I suggest you bring the ruckus.


GINGER. Just you try and stop me…


PROFESSOR. That’s the spirit, Maureen.


JOHNNY. I’ll tell you what, Maureen.


GINGER. It’s Doctor Maureen.


JOHNNY. I’ll you what, Doctor. You pop in there, make us two bacon rolls, I’ll roll a spliff, we’ll spruce up. Get down in time for the floats.


GINGER. Only if you tell him I’m a DJ.


JOHNNY. You’re not a DJ.


GINGER. Just say it. Say, ‘Ginger is a DJ.’


JOHNNY. I’ll never say it.


GINGER. Say it.


JOHNNY. Never.


GINGER. Ginger is a DJ.


JOHNNY. Fuck off.


GINGER. Say it.


JOHNNY. No.


GINGER. Say it.


JOHNNY. No.


GINGER. Say it. Say it.


PROFESSOR. For God’s sake, man. Say it. ‘Ginger is a DJ.’ Ginger is a DJ.


Beat.


GINGER (points to JOHNNY). You are a cunt. (Points to the PROFESSOR.) You, I like.


PROFESSOR. Perhaps, Doctor Pringle, a drink some time?


GINGER. That would be delightful. I should point out for the record I don’t actually have GCSE Maths. But I do have a great big hairy cock and balls. If that helps. (He pats the PROFESSOR’s cheek. To JOHNNY.) Not too much baccy.


JOHNNY. Lots of HP.


     GINGER goes inside and shuts the door.


PROFESSOR. By God. She’s modern.


JOHNNY (unscrews the lid on a flask). Will you take this Sergeant Major’s this morning, Professor?


PROFESSOR. Given the occasion, Mr Byron, anything but Sergeant Major’s would be unpatriotic.


JOHNNY. What are we drinking to?


JOHNNY hands them both a cup of tea. He pours the Scotch in. The PROFESSOR raises his tea.


PROFESSOR.


To Titania. To Woden’s Wild Hunt.


To the blossom and the May-come,


St George, and all the lost gods of England!


They drain their cups. Slap them down.


By the way, I saw some people in the wood. Officials. A man and a woman. They were here last week.


JOHNNY. They’re from the Palace. The Queen wants to commission a portrait of me to hang in the National Gallery. In recognition for my years of charitable service to the community.


PROFESSOR. Are you quite sure? They looked serious. You’re not in trouble, I hope, Mr Byron?


JOHNNY. You don’t need to worry yourself, Professor. Not on a beautiful morning like him.


PROFESSOR. Yes. Yes. Of course. This magic morn. The wild green time is upon us. Summer is begun! (Beat.) Well, I best be off, Mr Byron. I can’t miss the floats.


JOHNNY. Take care, Professor. If you want my advice: stick to the cider, get some cake in you around four. Keep your trousers on, and if you break any bones, or piss yourself, it’s over. Go home. There’s always next year.


PROFESSOR. What about Mary?


JOHNNY. Don’t worry. If I sees your Mary I’ll send her home.


PROFESSOR. Adieu, Mr Byron. To the revels!


JOHNNY. To the revels, Professor!


PROFESSOR (whistles). Mary! Mary…! (Whistles.) Mary!


Exit the PROFESSOR. JOHNNY watches him leave. GINGER comes out with the bacon rolls.


GINGER. It’s all go in Flintock. Trestle tables. Hot-dog vans… Bunting. Bumper cars. Whirler-swirler. Floats are all lined up in Garner’s Field. There’s a Lord of the Rings float, kids done up as hobbits, orcs… whatnot… fuckin’ what’s-his-name. Randolph.


JOHNNY. Gandalf.


GINGER. That’s the one. There’s a George and the Dragon. Men in Black II. Crown and Goose have gone X Factor. Same as last year. I say, make a bloody effort. Although old Roger Pyle done up as Sharon Osbourne is genuinely unsettling.


JOHNNY. Where’s my money then?


GINGER. Tough. I’d say fifty-fifty between the birds from the gym as St Trinian’s. Stockings. Suzzies. Whole shooting match. Bloody lush… And the lads from the rugby club all turned out as golliwogs. Steel drums. Frizzy hair. Bit offensive, but it’s all for charity. Then. Right. In that field, right, behind the graveyard, they’ve got, wait for it, ‘A Healing Experience’. They’ve got a ‘Meditation Cave’, which is basically a polytunnel, and a massage tent. I am not joking. You go in and Pat Cannon is sat in there alone on a foldy chair, smoking a Lambert and Butler. I’m sorry but not-fucking-likely am I going to pay ten quid to lie in the dark and let Phil Cannon’s mum get a cheapy. I’ve gone, ‘Where’s the massager, Pat?’ ‘I’ve fucking trained for six months, you cheeky cunt. And anyway, it’s masseuse.’ So I said, ‘What’s wrong with yer shoes?’ (Laughs.) I tell you. I’m on fire today. Stop me before I kill again.


GINGER lets off the horn. A young man, LEE, suddenly sits up from the couch, gasping.


LEE. Mother!


JOHNNY. Morning, Lee.


GINGER. Bastard! You said he weren’t here.


LEE. Where the fuck am I? Ow. My head.


GINGER. ‘Gathering.’ ‘Gathering’, mind.


JOHNNY. Cup of tea, Lee?


LEE. Lovely. That a spliff?


JOHNNY. What’s it look like?


LEE. Lush. Morning, Ginger. You missed a classic last night, son. Everyone was here. Didn’t get cracking till after hours. Whizz. Wangers. Sick beats. Tasty birds. Rum’n’Ribena. Benilyn ’n’brandy… Birds are going bats for it. Banging it back. Then, right. Then. Right. Then. (He cracks up.) Then. Right. Then. (Laughs.) Then. Right. Rooster. Right. (Cracks up. He says it. He’s laughing so hard, you can’t understand it.)


GINGER. What?


LEE. Then. Right. Then. Right. Then. Then. (Tries again.)


GINGER looks to JOHNNY for help.


JOHNNY. Sorry. I can’t help you.


LEE. Then. Then. Right. Then.


LEE, in fits of laughter, starts signalling for a pen.


GINGER. ‘Gathering.’ ‘Gathering’, mind…


LEE. Rooster brings his telly out and crowds everyone round and smashes it up with a cricket bat. (Collapses laughing.)


JOHNNY. No I never.


LEE affirms that he did, laughing. We can’t understand the words.


Bollocks.


LEE (still laughing, pointing, trying to say). It’s over there, mate.


They look over at a ruined pile of plastic, glass and circuitry, yonder.


JOHNNY. I never done that. I’d never do that.


LEE (wiping tears from his eyes). You had to be there, Ginger. It was unmissable.


GINGER (to LEE). Aren’t you supposed to be gone?


LEE. Tomorrow, mate. Heathrow Airport. 6 a.m. coach from Chippenham.


GINGER. I thought it was today.


LEE. No fear. I’m hardly gonna sweat bullets for six months just to miss my last one. This is it, my lovers. Lee Piper’s Last Flintock Fair.


JOHNNY. I shouldn’t worry, boy. You’ll be back next year.


LEE (takes the ticket out of his pocket). Check the ticket. One way, mate. I cleared out my room. Put all my old stuff on eBay. My old toys. Games. Posters. CDs.


GINGER. What you make?


LEE. Nothing. Not one bid. Action Man Utility Vehicle. Set of Smurfs. Life-size cardboard cut-out of Chewbacca. In the end, I put everything in six bin bags, lugs it up Oxfam. Old lady tells me to fuck off. So I lugs it back home and burned it in the garden.


GINGER. Nice. Final.


LEE. Fuck it. Can’t take it with you.


JOHNNY. You can’t now.


LEE. I got one haversack standing in Mum’s hall. And two hundred Australian dollars. That’s me.


JOHNNY. How long’s that last? A week?


LEE. Duck and dive, mate. Watch the pennies. Plus, right. I’m on a fast.


JOHNNY. A what?


LEE. Fast. I’m purging myself.


JOHNNY. Why the fuck are you on a fast?
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