
Scene 2 Side (script pages 14-15)
Squish, Flay, Ooze, Loam, Drip

LOAM: Well, the flesh around the wrist seems to be discolored. Possibly more rotten
than the rest of the body. (Smells the stump) Definitively more rotten. Ooze, exactly how
long has it been since you turned?

OOZE: Well, I don’t know exactly, but I know I’ve been around longer than most of you.
Even you Bonecrusher, so you should show a little more respect for your elders!

LOAM: Hmm. (Standing and looking around, LOAM notices SNAPPY) You, you’re new,
correct?

SNAPPY: Nervously. Yeah, uh, hi everyone, I’m Snappy, I guess…

LOAM: Come here, Snappy. (Inspects the two of them next to each other) I was
concerned this might happen. (Concerned hubbub from the crown follows)

OOZE: What might happen? Do you understand this?

LOAM: Possibly. (As if addressing a classroom) Compare these two: one a freshly turned
zombie, and the other possibly the oldest of us all. Do any of you notice the differences
between them?

DRIP: (Raising its hand) Oh! That one’s in a wagon!

LOAM: Irritated. Yes. Anything else?

KNAWS: Ooze is a different color.

SQUISH: And s/he’s stinkier. (OOZE shoots SQUISH a look, and SQUISH mouths
“Sorry”)

FLAY: And s/he’s missing a hand and a leg!

LOAM: Correct, all of that is to say that Ooze is in a significantly later stage of decay
than Snappy here. I am sure many of you have noticed that after we are turned, our
bodies slowly begin to change. (Many group members shrug and look around
uncertainly. LOAM senses that they aren’t getting it) Consider how our food changes over
time if left out in the elements. It eventually starts to smell, changes its hue, attracts bugs,
ect? (The crowd nods) Have you not noticed that the same process appears to be
happening to us over time? (The crowd is beginning to understand) It appears that we,
too, are decaying just like the humans that we kill. I have suspected that this might
become an issue for some time now, but it seems that our expiration date may be upon us
sooner than I anticipated.


