Corpse

Cast:


Jack O’Neil – Smart-mouth: ___________________________

Bill Marks – Clueless: ____________________________

Jackie Lewis – Quick-witted: _________________________

Laura Barrows – Serious: _________________________
(A shot rings out, a scream is heard. A clock ticks to tell the passing of time. The lights come up. Lewis and Barrows are standing around a body, O’Neil enters).
O’Neil: Ah crap, another one. Who’s the winner tonight?

Barrows: Some guy-

Lewis: You don’t say…

Barrows: Don’t say it.
Lewis: I don’t know, what didn’t I say?
O’Neil: What you didn’t say…
Barrows: Finished? (They nod). Good, check for traces in the blood and skin under the fingernails.
O’Neil: I think she’s having a bad day…

Lewis: Oh, I’d think it’s safe to say that she’s always having a bad day anyway…

O’Neil: Very observant. You must be a detective.

Lewis: I have my moments.

Barrows: Now what’s that supposed to mean?
O’Neil + Lewis: Nothing! (Enter Marks)

Marks: Hi guys.
O’Neil: Hey poncho.

Marks: I told you to stop calling me that...

Barrows: You heard the man, now get to work Bill.
Lewis: Who do we bill?
Marks: You guys know there’s a guy sleeping there.
O’Neil: No kidding, why don’t you go wake him up?

Marks: Why are you so lazy? (Walks over to the dead body)
O’Neil: Just roll him over and start smacking his face.
Barrows: Jack.
O’Neil: Yes’um?
Barrows: Shut up.
O’Neil: Yes’um.

Marks: You just want me to kick him?
O’Neil: No, just roll him over…
Barrows: Step away, Bill.
Lewis: Yeah, Laura wants to plant a big wet kiss on ‘im. That might wake him up.
Marks: Oh wow. You sure he’s sleeping and not passed out?
O’Neil: Quite sure he’s not passed out.
Barrows: Bill…
Marks: Yes?
Barrows: He’s dead you dunce.

Lewis: Don’t listen to her, just plant the kiss on the guy for her.
Marks: Oh HA, HA.
O’Neil: Ok, ok, seriously (beat, they look at him) who’s going to kiss him?
Barrows: You people are disgusting.
Lewis: I would but I’m saving myself.
Marks: What are you saving?
O’Neil: He’s got a point, what do you have left to save?
Barrows: This is boarder line sexual harassment…
Lewis: Not until I make them drop their pants its not. And I do have something left to save, if you must know!
Marks: (Starts to undo belt)
O’Neil: And what might that be?
Barrows: You finish undoing those pants and I will put a bullet in you myself. (Marks stops dead in his movement & looks up sheepishly)
Lewis: I don’t think I should tell you what it might be.
Barrows: Are we going to work on the case or not?
O’Neil: You don’t think you should tell me or you don’t think you can remember? (turns to Barrows) So work on the case! No one’s stopping you!
Lewis: Like you said, lets work on the case!
Marks: What case?
O’Neil: Nice recovery.
Lewis: Thanks.
Barrows: The dead guy, Bill.
Marks: What dead guy?
O’Neil: The dead guy across the street.
Lewis: I thought we were working on the dead guy in the Morgue.
Barrows: The dead guy in front of you, Bill.
Lewis: Spoilsport.
Marks: Where in front of me?
Lewis: Let us cut you in on a little secret, Bill.
O’Neil: You know the guy sleeping?
Barrows: You people are insane.

Marks: Yeah, I was just about to wake him up.
Barrows: You’re so gullible.
Lewis: He’s not really sleeping.
O’Neil: He’s dead.
Marks: (gulps) Dead?
Barrows: That’s it, I quit. I’m going to go find some real cops.
Marks: (Panicked) Well, why is he dead? Who killed him? What’s going on here?
O’Neil: That’s what we’re here to find out.
Lewis: Yeah, it’s our job remember?
Marks: Mine?

Barrows: Yes.
Marks: I feel sick…
O’Neil: That’s it man! Let it all out!
Barrows: Time to go.

Lewis: Puke on my new shoes and I’ll twist your nose off.
Marks: But I like my nose…
O’Neil: Laur… (Motions for them to exit). And bring me back a coke when you two are done.
Lewis: And don’t take too long now!
Barrows: Sycophants! (Barrows & Marks exit)
O’Neil: What does that mean anyway?
Lewis: What, “don’t take too long?”
O’Neil: No, the other thing.
Lewis: Sickophant? I think it’s a compliment.

O’Neil: It must be, she said it to us!

Lewis: Right. Cup of coffee?

O’Neil: Sure, your treat? (they begin to exit, stepping over body).

Lewis: Cheapskate.

O’Neil: Hey, I paid last time. You remember the time… (Trails off, exit.)
