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Lord and Master 

Lord Radshaw
- Owner of a stately home

Stumpy

- a hippy traveller

(The open fields. STUMPY walks across the stage and stops to admire the view).
RADSHAW
(From offstage) Hey you. You. You there (Enters). What do you think you’re playing at?
STUMPY
I’m walking.

RADSHAW
What?

STUMPY
I’m walking. Like this (He walks back and forth in a rather effeminate manner with his arms out and hands raised). I can walk fast. And slow. I can walk forwards. And backwards. And… stop. Now you try.(Beat) No? Never mind. (He walks off)
RADSHAW 
Come back here. I’m talking to you.

STUMPY
I’m sorry. Are you talking to me?

RADSHAW
Of course I’m talking to you. Who else would I be talking to?

STUMPY
Yourself? God?

RADSHAW
I’m talking to you.

STUMPY
No, I don’t think you are.

RADSHAW
What?

STUMPY
Your tone. Like. Very aggressive. Very angry. You don’t know me, not deep down, so how can you possibly be angry with me? (Beat) Although, it must be said, my wife does say I can be very very irritating at times. Perhaps you know my wife.

RADSHAW
I’ve been shouting at you for ten minutes.

STUMPY
You do know my wife. (Beat) Are you sure it was 10 minutes? Are you absolutely certain. 10 minutes is a long time to be shouting.

RADSHAW
Yes. I’ve been shouting at you since you came out of the wood. 

STUMPY
Can I just say then, as a little aide memoir, I tend to ignore, shouty people. You see, I think it enables rude behaviour. So. If you wouldn’t mind speaking in a normal tone, I think we’ll get on much better.

RADSHAW
I don’t want to get on with you.

STUMPY
Then may I be first to congratulate you on achieving your aim. But, if your aim was to make me like you, you’ve not made a very promising start. You see, I rarely answer the door to Mr Shouty. 

RADSHAW
I don’t care what you like, or don’t like for that matter.

STUMPY
Really. It is just possible you may have Asperger’s Syndrome. Have you been diagnosed?

RADSHAW
What?

STUMPY
Showed a lack of empathy?  With other people, perhaps. (Beat) Although the ‘with other people’ is probably tautological. I mean you can’t lack empathy with yourself. It has to be with other people.

RADSHAW
I have no idea what you’re gibbering on about man. What I do know is you’re on my land.

STUMPY
You’re shouting again.

RADSHAW
You’re on my land.

STUMPY
You know, I’m thinking - just flying a kit here and seeing if it catches the wind - I think you may have some unresolved anger issues. Would you say your mother was emotionally distant?

RADSHAW
You’re on my land.

STUMPY
The thing is my friend, in order to have a viable conversation, you have to vary what you’re saying according to how I my reply. The constant repetition of the phrase, ‘You’re on my land’ just doesn’t facilitate a genuine conversational interchange. (Beat) Tell me. Have you read any good books lately?

RADSHAW
I’ll give you good books.

STUMPY
There. See. Wow. Now we’re getting on like a house on fire. Have you got ‘Mill on the Floss’?

RADSHAW
You’re on my land.

STUMPY
Now you’ve gone and spoilt it. We’re right back at square one. By the way, I’m not a Smurf you know.

RADSHAW
Eh?

STUMPY
Oh no, sorry, I don’t mean Smurf. Smurfs are blue, aren’t they? I mean serf. I’m not your serf. You can’t just shout at me for no reason at all.

RADSHAW
You are trespassing on my land, you idiot.

STUMPY
I think you’ll find the automatic assumption that someone who disagrees with you is somehow simple minded may be bolstering an illusory, possibly class-based, sense of superiority. You probably think you’re a ‘Sir’ or a ‘Lord’

RADSHAW
I am. I am Lord Radshaw and this is my private land.

STUMPY
What all this?

RADSHAW
Yes.

STUMPY
What all this? Everything? Everything I can see?

RADSHAW
Yes

STUMPY
That’s a bit greedy isn’t it?

RADSHAW
I’m not having a conversation with you…

STUMPY
Oh I think you’ll find you are. And what's more, you are the one who started it.

RADSHAW
I just want you off my land, lad. Now.

STUMPY
OK (Starts to walk away)
RADSHAW
Where do you think you’re going?

STUMPY
I’m getting off your land.

RADSHAW
Not that way.

STUMPY
It’s all your land. Whichever way I go, I’m getting off it.

RADSHAW
Go back the way you came.

STUMPY
Is that the shortest way?

RADSHAW
That’s irrelevant. This is not a public footpath. You have no right to cross this land.

STUMPY
So you would rather I turned back and got off your land rather than carrying on and getting off your land, even though if I carry on, I’d be off your land much quicker.

RADSHAW
I want you to go back the way you came.

STUMPY
You just said you wanted me to get off your land. ‘Now’ you said. I'm attempting to do just that and now you’re called me back. I’m getting very confused by all this. I feel we may be traversing a fault in the class system.

RADSHAW
You can’t use my land as a corridor. There are no footpaths. You shouldn’t be here at all. NOW GET OFF MY LAND.

STUMPY
Well I would very much like to. But I’m afraid I am currently unable to comply.

RADSHAW
Why not? 

STUMPY
You said I can’t use your land as a footpath

RADSHAW
Yes.

STUMPY
But in order to get off your land, I’m going to have to use it as a footpath. So as far as I understand it, the only way I can get off your land without walking on it, is to ascend vertically. And the only person I know who can ascend vertically is Jesus. And even he probably only did it metaphorically.

RADSHAW
I don’t want to discuss this any further. You’re trespassing. I’m within my rights to shoot you.

STUMPY
Shoot me. You’re allowed to shoot me? Wow. That’s brilliant, fantastic. I thought the only person allowed to shoot people was James Bond.

RADSHAW
James Bond doesn’t exist. He’s a fictional character.

STUMPY
James Bond? Fictional? Not licensed to kill (Having nervous breakdown) Oh no, no. First it’s Santa Claus. Now James Bond (Falls to his knees) Why did you have to lie to me mother? Why, Why? (Grasps radshaw’s legs) I was abused, abused as a child. I’ve never told anyone that before but you seem so kind, so caring.

RADSHAW
Will you get off me.

STUMPY
It’s true. I was abused. They refused to buy me the Kellogg’s Variety Pack, the bastards. (Shaking his fist. dramatic overacting) They said I’d never eat the All-Bran, the bastards. But I would, I would. Just give me one more chance. I’ll force it down.

RADSHAW
Will you get away from me (Kicks STUMPY away) I can have you thrown off, you know.

STUMPY
(Leaps up, dusts himself off, perkily) OK.

RADSHAW
What?

STUMPY
By all means. By all means, have me thrown off. That’s probably the best solution. I’ll wait here (SITS) Would it be at all possible to be thrown off over that way, because I’m headed that way anyway. 

RADSHAW
Are you some sort of lunatic?

STUMPY
Oh no. I’m a very specific sort of lunatic.

RADSHAW
Get off my land.

STUMPY
(Pause) So. All this is your land is it?

RADSHAW
Yes.

STUMPY
How do I know? You could be lying. You could be the sort of lunatic who goes round claiming to own everything.
RADSHAW
I don’t need to prove anything to you. (Presses button on mobile phone)
STUMPY
Oh, go on. Please. Pretty please.

RADSHAW
(On phone) Jack, can you come up and bring a couple of men. I’ve got some joker who needs to be chucked off (Puts phone down) You think you’re so clever don’t you?

STUMPY
Yes. (Beat) Do you own everything here?

RADSHAW
Yes.

STUMPY
That tree?

RADSHAW
Yes

STUMPY
That tree?

RADSHAW
Yes.

STUMPY
That tree?

RADSHAW
Can we just say that I own all the trees?

STUMPY
OK. What about that one – that Oak tree?

RADSHAW
I own all the trees.

STUMPY
That tree is, what, six hundred years old?

RADSHAW
Probably more.

STUMPY
That tree was there for six hundred years before you were born and it’ll be there for six hundred years after you’re dead. How can you possibly say you own that tree. My friend, that tree owns you.

RADSHAW
I know your sort.

STUMPY
Really?

RADSHAW
You think you have a God-given right to everything. You don’t want to earn a living. You live off the state. The same state you pretend to despise so much. Pays your benefits though, doesn’t it? People like you, you’re nothing. Leeches.

STUMPY
God, how do you do that?

RADSHAW
What?

STUMPY
Like, read my mind. It’s almost like you’re in my head. You’re absolutely right – I am a leech living off the state - I kind of prefer the term ‘parasite’ myself - but I guess it’s just semantics. Leeches are cool. Apart from the blood-sucking thing. But we can go with parasite if you like. More than 50% of all creatures are parasites. Did you know that? 

RADSHAW
Talk sense man.

STUMPY
‘Man’. That’s excellent. You’re saying ‘man’. I think we’re really beginning to bond. Man. Mustn’t say it too often though or it’ll get irritating.

(Pause) So all this (Gesticulates) All this is yours.

RADSHAW
Yes.

STUMPY
How did you get it?

RADSHAW
It belongs to my family

STUMPY
Who’ve owned it for…?

RADSHAW
Generations.

STUMPY
Mmm. Now here’s the thing: there’s only two ways people like you get to own estates like these. One is: You throw all the peasants off their rightfully owned land and let them starve to death. Or you ride in on horseback and murder the current owner, who has previously thrown the peasants off the land to die. That means your great great granddad was either a thief, or a murderer and a thief. Which was it? I believe we should be told. 

RADSHAW
(Not listening. Back on the phone) What’s the hold up? (Pause) Well, how long? (Pause)  I need you up here now Jack (Pause)  OK. As soon as you can. Before I murder the little bastard. (He hangs up)
STUMPY
Is he your serf, that Jack?

RADSHAW
He’s my employee. And he’ll make mincemeat of you.

STUMPY
Wow, that’ll be cool. I’ve never been mincemeat. (Pause)  You see, the problem I have, is that this particular piece of land has been here for millions of years and it’ll be here for millions of years after you, and me and probably the rest of humanity are long gone. All we are is a momentary flash of light in a dark room. Blink and you’ve missed the entire history of the human race. That’s why the whole idea of owning anything is entirely meaningless.

RADSHAW
I can see why your wife finds you irritating.

STUMPY
(Starting to walk off) I’m going now.

RADSHAW
You’re going nowhere.

STUMPY
Is that a general philosophical statement. Or an order.

RADSHAW
It’s an order.

STUMPY
Shame. It could have been quite profound, ‘Oh no, we’re all, like, ‘going nowhere. What's it all mean?’ (Beat) I don’t take orders by the way. Actually that’s not strictly true. I did work in MacDonald’s for a week. I took orders then.

RADSHAW
You need to go back the way you came.

STUMPY
Even though I would be off your land quicker if I went this way.

RADSHAW
Yes.

STUMPY
(Pause)  We could play ‘pretend’. I’ll pretend I went back that way and you could pretend you shot me.

RADSHAW
Talk sense man.

STUMPY
In a way ,you’re already playing ‘pretend’ aren’t you? You can’t really shoot people. Even the queen isn’t allowed to shoot people. Not unless they’re, like, really really bad - like Jeremy Corbyn.

RADSHAW
Jack has the dogs.

STUMPY
Is that some sort of disease?

RADSHAW
Three dogs. Big ones.

STUMPY
Oh I see. And you’re going to set them on me?

RADSHAW
Maybe.

STUMPY
I like dogs. Dogs like me. I’m not bothered by dogs. 

RADSHAW
We’ll see.

STUMPY
So. You can shoot me or set dogs on me. I wish I was a lord. You can do whatever you want. It’s really cool.

RADSHAW
On my own land, yes I can.

STUMPY
Trouble is, if your dogs did attack me. Well. You know how these things work. It’s all compensation culture these days, legal aid, political correctness gone mad. It’s all be in the Daily Hate Mail “Dog bites Hippy. Hippy Sues Lord”. 

RADSHAW
It’s the law.

STUMPY
(Pause)  Look. I have a suggestion, just off the top of my head, alright? Why don’t you go home and have some tea and I’ll carry on. I’ll have saved a five mile diversion. You’ll have had a nice scone. You can’t argue with a nice scone. With jam, if you like.

RADSHAW
You’re not crossing my land.

STUMPY
Why not?

RADSHAW
It’s the precedent.

STUMPY
The President. Is he here?

RADSHAW
The pres, e, dent. You let one person go and soon the place’ll be crawling with ramblers.

STUMPY
(Goes berserk, rushing about and ending in a feotal position at the front of the stage) Ramblers. Fuck me not ramblers. My God. Ramblers. Ramblers are complete bastards. They’ll come through here and strip every leaf off every tree. There won’t be a blade of grass standing. The whole place will be like a god-forsaken dust-choked desert. Not a tree, not a flower, just a landscape of dead things. And Ramblers rubbing their legs together (Pause, looking up) Or am I thinking of locusts? Oh yes that’s right. It’s locusts that do that, not Ramblers. Ramblers are the ones with rucksacks and flasks of Bovril. Mind you there’s some bloody ugly ones. Especially the women. I’ll tell you what, I’ll make to a solemn promise that I’ll never ever tell anyone I crossed your land. That’s a solemn promise mind. And that, my friend, is the best sort of promise you can get.

RADSHAW
No. Look I tell you what – just go. Get out of my sight. If I have to stand here listening to your bullshit one more second I think I’m going to lose the will to live.

STUMPY
That’s what my wife says.

RADSHAW
I can imagine. (Pause, then sitting. To himself) God what am I doing? Talking to this idiot. I must be able to find better things to do with my time.

STUMPY
(Comes and sits beside him) You seem depressed Lord.

RADSHAW
You don’t know the half of it.

STUMPY
So tell me?

RADSHAW
You have no idea, have you?

STUMPY
What?

RADSHAW
What it takes to run a place like this?

STUMPY
I imagine you probably sit on your throne thing all day ordering Jack about. And if you get bored you go out and shoot someone, or set the dogs on them, or ravish some maidens.

RADSHAW
See that barn over there.

STUMPY
Where?

RADSHAW 
Over there. They found one of my tenants there, hanging from the rafters.

STUMPY
There you are then. That’s what happens when you exploit the working class.

RADSHAW
He didn’t do it because of me. He did it because of people like you. Dumping your rubbish so we have to pay someone to take it away. Letting your dogs attack his sheep. Driving your 4by4 through the wheat. 

STUMPY
Not guilty mate. Don’t do 4by4s.

Radshaw
(Wearily) I've spent my whole life bringing this place round. You think it’s all nature, all this, don’t you? You just leave it to nature and it turns into the Garden of Eden. No, it doesn’t. It ends up an overgrown mess. No good to anyone. I tell you, if this is the Garden of Eden, I’m the fucking gardener and it’s my sweat that’s made it grow. Every penny I’ve earned has gone into this place and it still needs more. Look at that house. Stately home. Don’t make me laugh. That was falling down when I came back here. Dry rot. Wet rot. Deathwatch beetle. Look at it now. Ten years, it’s taken. (Beat) And you think you can swarm over the place, dump your bottles and your rubbish, leave the gates open. I’ve earned the right to this place and you, you can fuck off out of it. Now.

STUMPY
(Stands up and pulls out a tissue and starts to cry) Oh no. Stop. Stop. I can’t stand the pain. I thought you were just an upper class twat and turns out you’re, like, Gandhi. You’re like Alan Tichmarsh. How could I have been so cruel? All you’ve got is this tiny place with the swimming pool and the four-by-fours and the pheasants and the lake and the twenty seven bedrooms, ten with en suite. Life is cruel, cruel (Takes out his purse and offers him a pound coin) Here take this. It’s not much but it’s all I can spare at the moment. If you had a Big Issue, I could make it one pound fifty maybe.

RADSHAW
(Pushing his hand away) How do you know about the bedrooms?

STUMPY
I don’t.

RADSHAW
Yes you do. You said twenty seven

STUMPY
It was a guesstimate.

RADSHAW
10 en suites?

STUMPY
I just happen to know that the proportion of ensuite bathrooms to bedrooms in stately homes is generally two point seven.

RADSHAW
Who are you?

STUMPY
I’m Stumpy.

RADSAW
Yes. Yes. But who are you really. Your parents didn’t call you ‘Stumpy.’

STUMPY
(Theatrically) They did, they did. They were hard, harsh people. ‘Stumpy, get the coal in’, ‘Stumpy, scrub those floors’ ‘Stumpy you’re never ever going to the ball, you ugly little shitbag.’

RADSHAW
What’s your real name?

STUMPY
Do you have children, Lord?

RADSHAW
Yes. Not that’s it’s any of your business. And stop calling me Lord.

STUMPY
I never got on with my father very well.

RADSHAW
And I should care about that, should I?

STUMPY
Didn’t like my lifestyle – the Dormobile, the drugs, the wife. ‘Your kids need a bloody wash, lad.’ That’s what he used to say. But dirt is actually good for kids. Did you know that? Builds up their immune system. That’s why there’s so many allergies these days. White blood cells’ve got nothing to fight off, so they attack everything.

RADSHAW
I can sympathise with your father.

STUMPY
Lord Hendlesham.

RADSHAW
What?

STUMPY
Lord Hendlesham. My dad.

RADSHAW
You’re talking nonsense. I knew the man. He had three daughters…

STUMPY
… and one son he never talked about. First born son as a matter of fact

RADSHAW
And that’s you.

STUMPY
Left all his money to me. None to Sarah. None to Hermione. None to ffffffffffffffffiona.(Pause)  How’s Henry.

RADSHAW
Henry?

STUMPY
John Henry. The land agent. Seen him lately?

RADSHAW
Yesterday.

STUMPY
You see, Philip…

RADSHAW
How do you know my name?

STUMPY
The thing is, you weren’t being strictly honest with me, were you? About owning all this land. You exchanged contracts yesterday. Sold to an unknown buyer. Gave you your asking price. Must be a mug. I think you actually said that didn’t you: ‘Must be a mug’. Do I look like a mug?

RADSHAW
You?

STUMPY
I’m keeping Jack on for a while. Seems like a good man. Love the dogs by the way. So. Would you mind?

RADSHAW
What?

STUMPY
Getting off my land. You can go way whichever you like. I’m not fussy.

RADSHAW
You bought this place. Why? You’ll never make any money. The house needs a fortune spent on it.

STUMPY
Not if you knock it down. I mean I know about the Grade I status, but if it catches fire, what can you do? (Beat) Or I suppose we could run a roller coaster through it. “The Fastest Stately Home Tour in the World”. 20 seconds and you’ve seen the lot.

RADSHAW
You’re going to build a theme park?

STUMPY
Not me. I selling it to the Alton Towers people. They need a site near Stansted. It’s going to be the biggest theme park in Europe.

RADSHAW
All that work for nothing then?

STUMPY
Well I suppose you could call twelve million quid ‘nothing’. I know a lot of people who’d be quite happy with twelve million quid.

RADSHAW
It’s not about money.

STUMPY
You sold it.

RADSHAW
I had no choice. It would have bankrupted me. (Pause)  Not much of a hippy are you?

STUMPY
No. My dad was right. He said I’d never amount to anything. Can’t even be a good hippy. I’m just a normal everyday run-of-the-mill multi-millionaire hippy. See that tree, and that tree, and that tree, they’re all mine now. (Beat) They’ll be cutting them down for a car park by the way. Shame really. (Moving on) Make the most of ‘em. You take care now

RADSHAW
(Calls after) Over my dead body.

STUMPY
(Calling back) Suit yourself.


(Fade. Then the sound of a rollercoaster full of screaming holidaymakers)
THE END
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