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The Characters
Host – Male in his 50s
Parasite – Male or female – similar age to Host
The Scene
Bench in middle of the stage
Host enters from stage left - looking over his shoulder – he sits on one end of the bench and addresses the audience. Underlined text is directed at The Parasite.

Host
Okay. I’m here, You’re here. And crucially, they aren’t here – not yet anyway. So, let me explain. I’m going to break up with someone – and I need you to be here – for moral support. I’ve been with them for – oh God knows – most of my life but I can’t be with them anymore. The relationship has been toxic for the longest time and I need to move on. Sorry, did I say someone? I mean something. You see, I have this thing wrong with my brain. I know that’s not exactly a medical term but calling it a mental health issue doesn’t really come close to describing it - but I guess we’ll have to call it that for now. I hear a voice, not like I’m psychotic or anything like that. I’m not being told to kill the front row, cut them up into little pieces with nail scissors, make them into pate and serve them to my family and friends at a picnic - not yet anyway. But I do hear something and it’s completely involuntary and pretty much uncontrollable. It’s hard to explain but I’ll give it a go. 
 Right, where to start…

Parasite enters from stage left
Parasite
Hold up tosspot! Don’t start without me. I am after all, the star of the shit storm that you call your pathetic little life

Host
  They have arrived!

Parasite
What are you talking about anyway? (feigns shock) Oh no, you aren’t talking about yourself again are you Me-Me. They don’t care Me-Me. Why would anyone give one actual steaming crap about anything you might have to say Me-Me-Me-Me-Me? 

Host
I call them they, not because of sensitivity to pro-nouns but because, I really don’t have a clue what gender they are 

Parasite
Charming! (childishly) Maybe I don’t know what gender you are. I mean, you’re pretty smooth where it counts, like an bloody Action Man 

Host
Whatever they are, they really aren’t particularly pleasant and I’m kind of stuck with them – for now and - 
I have a perfectly nice sized penis.
I just felt it was important to establish that

Parasite
Did you say you were stuck with me ‘for now’? More like Forever mother fucker. You are stuck with me until the end of time or until you do the right thing and make a proper attempt at killing yourself, whichever is sooner. Fingers crossed, fingers crossed. And don’t think I won’t be addressing the highly disrespectful use of the adjective ‘stuck with’ at some point, probably in the middle of the night. After all, it’s when I do my best work  

Host
I say ‘for now’ because – I think I’ve had a bit of a breakthrough

Parasite
Bollocks have you!

Host 
Well, my therapist…

Parasite
Big bollocks have you!  

Host    
They really think I could be on the mend!

Parasite
Big fat sweaty bollocks have you!



Host
Which is why we’re here today. Because I’m going to try and – sort things out and – well (he points at the audience)
safety in numbers

Parasite
Sort things out my ars… 

Host
Grown up speaking!

Parasite
Hold up – this is a new thing. Let me get comfy. 
He sits on the bench  
I’m listening. Proceed

Host
I’m sorry, I was going to explain. I have a thing, a parasite and it’s attached itself to my brain 

Parasite
A parasite – did you call me a parasite? It’s better than thing - but Parasite!

Host
I mean, it’s not an actual, physical parasite, like a tape work or a tick…

Parasite
Well that’s something at least
Host:
 But I need to be able to think of it as being something other than me but connected to me. Otherwise, what can I do? Use my brain to try and work out what’s wrong with my brain? That’s about as daft as using your own phone to try and phone your own number

Parasite:
(Mimes entering a phone number into a smart phone whilst making beeping noises, before holding it to his ear) 
Hi yeah, is that my brain, yeah, I just wanted to say, I can’t help but think you’ve over thunked this, like the silly twat that you are. Okay, yah, talk at you babe! 

Host:
 I think I was relatively normal before it arrived… 

Parasite:
That’s debatable

Host:
…and I’m confident that I can be normal again 

Parasite:
That’s Mass debatable! 
Simulates masturbation
Because you’re a wanker! Get it? Nah, you don’t get it 

Host:
You see, what it does, it tells me lies about myself. Self-doubt, self-loathing, false red flags – and when it does that, it makes me feel confused, miserable, alone, lost, sometimes suicidal – and that’s how it grows. It feeds on my misery… 

Parasite: 
Num, num, num, num, num

Host:
It feasts on my sadness…

Parasite:
Num, num, num, num, num

Host:
We have, in the absence of a better explanation, a kind of symbiotic relationship

Parasite
Big words for such a little…

Host
The only difference between what we’ve got and a regular symbiotic relationship is that I don’t need them but it’s been a part of me for so long that I’d become scared to imagine life without them. They on the other hand, definitely need me – they can’t live without me 


Parasite
You cheeky fucker

Host
It’s true. 
It’s taken me a lot of time and a lot of talking therapy to get to this point

Parasite
Talking! What’s the point? What good does it do you?

Host
 The good thing about opening up and talking is, if you find someone to listen, someone you feel comfortable with, then for however long you’re with them you feel safe, you feel that you can open your mouth and just let all the words come out until you’ve said everything you need to say

Parasite
I’ve heard it all now! What needs to be said? (Listing on their fingers) You are a tosser, you are pathetic, you are a loser, you are un-lovable, no one likes you 

Host
Oh change the bloody record will you

Parasite
Just telling you what everyone already knows

Host
And the thing is, the parasite isn’t invited to the therapy sessions. They aren’t needed. It’s about positivity and that’s not an environment they flourish in 

Parasite
Until I get my hands on you afterwards

Host
After a while it becomes easier than you ever imagined it could be. You just have to trust the process 

Parasite
Process! You pretentious twat. You wouldn’t think you grew up in a council house

Host
I say easy - but finding the truth behind your mental health isn’t an easy process

Parasite
Make your mind up dumdum!

Host
If you’re prepared take a chance 

Parasite
(Sings) Honey I’m still free. Take a chance on me – going to do my very best, baby can’t you see…

Host
Isn’t it horrible when a song pops into your head and you can’t get it out, as much as you try 

Parasite
You’d better start behaving yourself my son or its baby fucking shark for the rest of the day – on a bloody loop

Host
I was saying – if you’re prepared to take a – risk

Parasite
Touché my friend!

Host
Then you will take it away from your therapy, take it home and you will ruminate the shit out of it until you see them again 

Parasite
Ruminate? Like a cow? What udder nonsense – get it? Cow, udder? 

Host
I get it – you’re just not in the slightest bit fucking funny! 

Parasite
Potty mouth – what would mummy say?

Host
So what, you know I like to swear  
Sorry, I’m not talking to myself, well, that’s not strictly true, I’m talking to the parasite. I appreciate that you can’t hear what’s going on in here (taps his head) but sometimes I just need to address the nonsense he says to me. I’ll try to keep in to a minimum 

Parasite
Fat chance of that happening! Anyway, forget that bollocks, I mentioned mummy and you haven’t broken out in hives yet – what gives?

Host
I was explaining that I love to swear. 
I should probably explain

Parasite
Or maybe don’t

Host
You see, I was brought up having to deal with a huge amount of guilt

Parasite
I was brought up by wolves

Host
I’d rather have been brought up by Wolves!


Parasite
That’s my joke 

Host
I’m so funny

Parasite
No, you aren’t

Host
It was your joke arsehole

Parasite
In that case you’re a comic genius. Bloody hell, I’m so conflicted. Maybe I need therapy!

Host
My parents were very, very, religious. Catholics. Hence the guilt. I’m not anti-religion, I just think you need some perspective. Unfortunately, they were both brought up in strict Christian households and never once questioned their indoctrinated belief in The Father, The Son, The Holy Ghost, The bible or organised religion. The old adage – Standing in a carpark no more makes you a car than going to church makes you a Christian – could have been written for my parents. My dad was a drinker, a womaniser and preferred to sort out religious discourse with his fists rather than with reasoned argument or considered theological interpretation of the bible. My mum, well, she had a rather peculiar understanding of religion and what it was that God expected from us good Christians 
Parasite
Dad was a mean bastard, I didn’t like him one bit but Mum, now, she was a fucking nut case

Host
Apparently, there were lots of things that God didn’t want us to do which must have slipped their mind when they passed the ten commandments down to Moses 

Parasite
What do you mean ‘their? It’s not ‘their’, it’s ‘His’, God’s a man you woke, snowflake, not a ‘they’, not a She/her. They’ve got a big white beard for fucks sake, mind you, so’s your wife…

Host
It wasn’t just the stuff about Gays and abortions that they left out of the commandments. But luckily Mum was there to fill in the gaps and, quite remarkably, God’s hidden decrees seemed to align perfectly with stuff my mum objected to. The phrase ‘If God had meant you to…’ became her stock go to phrase and would be rolled out as and when required. “Stop your tears you little pansy, If God had meant you to have a new bike at Christmas you would have been born with wheels instead of feet” I was eight years old and they, or rather mum, had saved up and bought me a new bike for Christmas, a Grifter but Dad had sold it for drink money on Christmas eve

Parasite
The man was a pig

Host
“If God had meant you to play doctors and nurses with jezebels like her from next door but one then…”, you know, I can’t even remember how that one ended, but all you really need to know is that the ‘jezebel’ next door but one was, like me, six years old and we were really actually innocently playing doctors and nurses. We were Nurse Vim and Doctor Ajax and we mainly administered minor surgery or sage medical advice to sickly dolls and teddy bears. But the big, number one deadly sin for my mum was swearing. Mum said she knew when I had been swearing because she could see the mark of the devil on my face

Parasite
Crazy woman!

Host
She’d say, “Why are your cheeks red?”

Parasite
I’ve been fiddling with my tiny winky mummy!

Host
“You’ve been swearing again haven’t you? It’s all fuck this and fuck that with you, you foul mouthed little shit”

Parasite
She did, that’s what she’d say. The poor little sod – and then she’d say - 


Host
 “See what you’ve done, you’ve brought the Devil into my kitchen and dragged me down to your fucking level”

Parasite
And then she’d… 

Host 
Then she’d hit me. Beat me with anything that was at hand. A rolled-up magazine, plates, my own shoes, a sauce pan, her fists. Seriously. She’d corner me in the room and hit me relentlessly, until she’d drawn blood. “I’ve beaten the devil from your black soul - and you’ll fucking thank me for it”

Parasite
I think it was about this time that I came into your life 

Host
The more she blamed me for something I hadn’t done, the more convinced I was that I had. I mean maybe I had, maybe I’d thought rude words or heard rude words and that was enough

Parasite
That’s my boy!

Host
I was absolutely terrified of her


Parasite
We were a double act – bad cop, psycho cop. It’s fair to say that she was my hero

Host
So, that’s why I like to swear. Anyway, I can indulge in guilt free swearing now. I’m not scared of her now

Parasite
That’s news to me!

Host
I’ve discussed it with my therapist 

Parasite
If you love him so much, why don’t you just marry him!

Host
She wasn’t a well woman. A bit like me I guess. She’d had a rough life. I won’t go into detail but she’d been subjected to things by her God loving, bible bashing father, my grandfather, that no child should have to ever imagine might happen

Parasite
Bum sex! 

Host
No It wasn’t


Parasite
That’s not what I heard

Host
From who? If I haven’t heard it then you haven’t

Parasite:
You don’t know them, they don’t go to our school 

Host
Oh, shut up

Parasite
Look, I just know in my heart of heart that it was definitely filthy arse behaviour

Host
You can’t possibly…

Parasite
(to the tune of ‘tie your kangaroo down’)
 Everybody likes bum sex, bum sex, bum sex
Everybody loves bum sex, especially your mum!

Host
Whatever!


Parasite
That’s not a denial

Host
Anyway, I’ve forgiven her
Parasite attempts to say something but is struggling to find the words
She just took what had happened to her and passed it on to me. Like a really cruel game of ‘IT’. I’m fucked up and now -
(he mimes touching someone) 
you’re it. Off you go and pass it on – go and fuck someone else up

Parasite
That’s the natural order of things – it’s almost a tradition. Like queuing patiently, Morris Dancing and wasps at picnics. Why break with tradition?

Host
She didn’t stand a chance

Parasite
This won’t do. It’s like you’ve been radicalised

Host
Get used to it. 
I’m getting used to it and I feel good about it



Parasite
Fuck it, we’ll find something else to replace it – have you considered suicide bombing? 

Host
I have to say, it’s been a weight off and I can say with absolute confidence… 

Parasite 
The C word! (He covers his mouth) 

Host
And without hesitation…

Parasite
The H word! No that doesn’t work

Host
Big Shitty, knob, bollock, fuck, wank, cunt!

(Pause)

Parasite
Well, that was a good Grammar School education wasted

Host
God that feels good

(Pause)
Parasite
Don’t get used to it

(Pause)

Host
So, I was saying. You take a chance
Parasite tries to sing but nothing comes out
And you have to live with it until the next time you see your therapist but as long as you allow your rational brain to kick in then it’s something you can do

Parasite
Baby shark mother fucker! That’s your last warning! 

Host
So that’s what I’ve been doing. Talking, carrying my thoughts with me, dealing with them in a rational way and finding a way of coming to peace with them 

Parasite
Well that can’t be good for you

Host
It’s very freeing

Parasite
I’m pretty sure I read it can give you cancer

(Pause)

Host
My therapist says I can do anything. If I put my mind to it 

Parasite
Yeah, that’s not quite true is it? You can’t magically fire goldfish out of your arse!

Host
And I can be anyone I want to be

Parasite
Mmmmm! Apart from what you wanted to be when you were about – 13 years old. Tell them. Go on, tell them what you told your friends, well, the people that pretended to be your friends

Host
Well, maybe not anything. There was this one time, I said something to my mates, my really good mates

Parasite
You my son, are deluded

Host
 I can’t remember how old I was 

Parasite
I just told you dum-dum 
Host 
Maybe 14

Parasite
13, I just told you! 

Host
Possibly 13

Parasite
Don’t think I don’t know you’re doing this on purpose

Host
I mean, none of us knew what we wanted to be, we were 13 years old for Christs sake, all we wanted to do was put our shorts on over our trousers and go out and play footy. But we were talking about what we wanted to be when we grew up, just bullshitting with each other, so I said…

Parasite
Strap on folks

Host
It was silly really

Parasite
Here it comes

Host
I said I wanted to be…
Parasite squeals with delight

Host
Young, black and gifted

Parasite
Boom! And the award for biggest spaz of the 20st century goes to…

Host
Like in the Nina Simone song

Parasite
You fucking dickhead

Host
It was a valid answer

Parasite
It was a stupid answer

Host
I hope this doesn’t sound wrong…

Parasite
Fingers crossed it does!

Host
But I feel I ought to explain…


Parasite
No need, everyone thinks you’re a dreadful person so let’s leave it like that and go home 

Host
I didn’t actually think it was a job, you know, more of an aspiration

Parasite
I don’t even know what that means

Host
 I grew up in the 1970s, a very dull decade. I remember being aware that it was dull at the time. That I was dull. Everything was dull. And then, one night, I was watching Top of The Pops with my brother and on came The Commodores, when Lionel Richie was still with them, singing ‘Just to be close to you’. And my tiny mind was blown. I thought there was something so glamorous about these guys. They were just so…
 
Parasite
(with fingers crossed) Say something racist, say something racist…

Host
Well, it’s hard to explain. 

Parasite
Save your breath, don’t bother


Host
You see, where I grew up was very white. You just didn’t see people of colour. Seeing people who didn’t look like me or the people around me, just took me out of that little world that I was so unhappy with. I guess I thought there was somewhere else – somewhere that I might be able to go one day. I wanted to be wherever they came from

Parasite
You had to be different, didn’t you?

Host
I think that was the idea. 
I’m pretty sure it wasn’t cultural appropriation or anything like that, because I don’t think that had been invented back then. No, it was proper admiration. Anyway, that’s where my love of soul and blues came from. I could lose myself in it and dream

Parasite
Alright ‘United Colours of Benneton’. Calm down! Why couldn’t you have just been a racist skinhead like everyone else your age and…

Host
Anyway, maybe I can’t be anything I want because…

Parasite
There ain’t no black in the Union Jack so…

Host
I may have left it a bit late to become a professional footballer or train as an astronaut

Parasite
Zigger, Zigger, Zigger, shoot that…

Host
But I can change this – this constant narrative of self-doubt and self-loathing

Parasite
You’re talking about me again aren’t you? 

Host
Keep up dum-dum
I’m worth more than that, I deserve more than that, I am more than that

Parasite
I think someone needs to check their expectations
(Pause)
Tell them about ‘Him’. Go on. You know you want to

Host
I was just about to do that




Parasite
No you weren’t. You might be able to convince yourself that you’ve forgiven your mad old bat of a mother but I know ‘He’ still scares you

Host
Okay. Seeing as I’m sharing then it’s probably important to get the biggie out of the way

Parasite
Yes, this is more like it!

Host
And I guess it’s something I need to share with you because the more I talk about it the more I realise that I’m not alone and I think other people realise that they aren’t alone too

Parasite
Oh, fuck off Ghandi!

Host
Okay. I’m going to keep it brief 

Parasite
Fat chance!

Host
A few years ago I had full recall of an incident that happened to me as a child

Parasite
Incident! Is that what we’re calling it now?

Host
When I was 12 years old - I was sexually abused 

Parasite
Tell them who it was

Host
It doesn’t matter who it was. 
It doesn’t matter who it was. I don’t want to mention them by name, it just gives them power and I don’t want to do that

Parasite
Oh for fucks sake. It was one of your dad’s God bothering mates – your ‘Uncle…’

Host
Stop! It’s not important. 
It happened, more than once and - He really hurt me. And he scared the shit out of me. He told me I would go to Hell if I told anyone. He said my Mum and Dad would give me up to an orphanage and never see me again because I was dirty for what I’d done

Parasite
And you were. You filthy little boy. All that touching and sucking and licking. You looked like you were enjoying it. What’s wrong with you?
Host
It wasn’t my fault. 
I know that now. It wasn’t my fault, I was a child - but it’s taken almost a lifetime to realise this. You see, I buried it, deep in my sub conscious. I knew something had happened but I wasn’t sure what. When I found out, it was - a revelation! Everything made sense

Parasite
Are you sure about that? 

Host
Yes, well, yes and no

Parasite
Back to a state of perpetual confusion. Normal service has been resumed

Host
It’s tricky, of course it is. Suddenly being able to look back through your life and pinpoint the times things went wrong and link them directly to being sexually abused as a child - and having this crazy fucker in your head, shouting at you, not giving you time to think, keeping you in a permanent state of confusion, making sure that you make the wrong turn, make the wrong choices, self-sabotage and generally fuck everything up

Parasite
And all free of charge. You ungrateful little shit

Host
All you can do is work through it. I can’t change the past but it doesn’t have to affect my future. I’ve learnt to be kind to myself and accept that things happened and that they weren’t your fault  

(Pause)

Parasite
Or you could try killing yourself
Pause
I mean you have, haven’t you?
Pause
I said you…

Host
Yes, I fucking heard you

Parasite
So, are you going to share with the rest of the class?

Host
Yes, but only because I want to

Parasite
Bollocks, I’ve bullied you into it

Host
No you haven’t

Parasite
Come on! Admit it You pathetic little shit

Host
Okay, if that’s what you think - then I won’t tell them

Parasite
Rubbish! You can’t help yourself

Host
Nope. Not going to happen. I am taking control

Parasite
Oh go on

Host
No!

Parasite
Oh for fucks sake. At least tell them about the train station
Pause
You know you want to
Pause
It’s funny as fuck

Host
Alright, but only because I want to


Parasite
Go on then

Host
You have to have the last word don’t you?

Pause

Parasite
No

Host
So, along with the positives of being able to unravel some of the mysteries of my life there was of course the flip side – which involved some really, low lows. I’ve suffered with what is called reactive depression. Something affects me, then the parasite takes over, starts the negative thought processes and then in no time I’m thinking that everyone would be better off if I was dead. I go as low as I possibly can, rock bottom, very quickly. The trick is to not react. If I can do nothing for 15 – 20 minutes it usually passes. However, there were two occasions on which I did something - but I don’t want to go into that

Parasite
Tell them about the third

Host
It’s important that I tell you that it’s been my choice to share this with you. Okay?

Parasite
Whatever!

Host
Anyway. This happened about a year ago. Something had gone wrong at home, I’d done something or hadn’t done something, I forget what - and the general mood was - disappointment. Crushing disappointment

Parasite
Do all sad sack men marry women who remind them of their mums?

Host
So I’d stormed off. Full of self-hate and self-loathing, wanting out. I found myself at the local railway station, it was only a few minutes away. Only one train stops, on the hour but plenty pass through at high speed. Plan was, position myself on the very edge of the platform, lean in and let the train bash my brains out

Parasite
Blessed relief!

Host
So, I sat there, waiting. The feeling wasn’t going away, if anything it was getting worse. All I could think was that I was totally useless, a joke, an idiot, a pathetic nobody - and I knew I had to do it. I wasn’t scared. I just knew it was the right thing to do. So, I sat a bit longer. And I waited, and I waited, and I waited and then…

Parasite
I love this bit 

Host
Then I noticed someone walking down the platform towards me. He started waving at me and shouting something but I couldn’t quite hear him. I didn’t know them. I’m not sure why but I thought somehow he knew what I was going to do

Parasite
I think I may have told you that

Host
He walked up to me and said, ‘excuse me, what are you doing’? I said, ‘what do you mean’? He said, ‘why are you here’? and I said, ‘Not that it’s any of your business but I’m waiting for a train’? I really couldn’t work out what he wanted with me. And then he said, ‘You’re not catching a train today’ and in that split second, I thought about what he had just said and I thought it was possibly the most profound thing I’d ever heard. Who was this guy? How did he know? Then it suddenly struck me – this man who had appeared from nowhere and appeared to know my mind, was he here to save me? Like he was my guardian angel. I was searching for the right words to use, to ask him, when he looked at me in the eyes and said in the most earnest way - ‘You aren’t catching a train today - because there’s a bus replacement service’

Parasite
You fucking idiot!

Host
Possibly. I’ll give you that one

Parasite
Shit, you couldn’t even get that right. You know there’s an app for that sort of thing – for checking if there’s likely to be a train coming along that will dash your brains out all over the platform

Host
Funnily enough, admin isn’t top of your list of things to do when you’re feeling suicidal

Parasite 
You pathetic loser

Host
You do realise – If I’d done it, actually killed myself, you’d have been homeless
Pause
Nothing to say? No? I thought not

Parasite
I hadn’t really thought about it like that

Host
Of course you hadn’t. If I die then you die. It’s as simple as that. You’d be gone, never to return. That’s all I wanted to do, to get rid of you and the constant fucking noise


Parasite
But – we need each other

Host
Really? Do You actually believe that? 

Parasite
We’ve been together for a long time

Host
That’s no reason to stay together

Parasite
 I’ve been saying that about you and your wife for years

Host
That’s a whole other conversation

Parasite
So, what are we going to do?

Pause

Host
You can’t do anything. That’s down to me

Parasite
So what are you going to do?


Host
I’m going to change. I’ve got to. I’m going to stop feeling this way. I want to feel the opposite of what I feel right now. The opposite of how I’ve felt all my life

Parasite
Oh my God, you better not be about to use the H word

Host
No, you idiot, I wasn’t going to say that. 
You know, a really stupid person I know, recently told me that they think the opposite of feeling unhappy, is feeling happy

Parasite
 Are you calling me stupid?

Host
Because anyone whose suffered depression knows that being happy is not the opposite of being unhappy. I mean, we can’t be happy all the time. We have fleeting moments of happiness and they add colour to our lives but imagining that you can be like that all the time is just ridiculous. No, anyone with half a brain knows the opposite of feeling unhappy - is not feeling unhappy

Parasite
I said – did you call me stupid?


Host
(To the audience) Will you excuse me for a minute – I just have to – 
Yes, I am calling you stupid. Stupid and cruel. You’ve been hanging round my fucking neck like a dead weight since I was a child. Filling my head full of shit, telling me I’m useless, telling me no-one likes me, telling me that I’m not funny, telling me that I’m not clever, telling me I’m a failure - but you’re wrong

Parasite
But you are all of those things

Host
No, I’m not

Parasite
I’m only telling you for your own good

Host
Shut the fuck up! From now on I’ll tell you when you can talk. Got it? In fact, I want you to go away now. Can you hear me? I want you to go away or whatever it is you do when you aren’t screaming inside my fucking head. I know you won’t be gone forever, I know that I’m stuck with you but I’m not listening anymore. Okay. I give you permission to live in my head but I’m not feeding you so you can stop with your bloody nonsense. You don’t need to do it to me anymore. You exist, I allow you to exist but if you push your fucking luck then I will end it. Me and you, gone for good. That’s the deal, it’s my only offer so you’d better take it.
Do you understand?
(pause)

Parasite
(singing)
If you change your mind, I’ll be first in line
Honey I’m still free, take a chance on me

Host
(laughing) Go on, fuck off

Parasite
Yes boss.
Oh, before I go, I hope that you know - I’ve always loved you

Host
Really? You’ve a bloody funny way of showing it, but that’s Good. Because I love me too

Parasite
Homo! 
I know, I know, I’m off

Parasite leaves the stage

Host
So, good news, I think they’ve gone. My parasite. They told me that they loved me and then they called me a homo and then they left. That pretty much sums them up. 
And, the inside of my head feels, lighter! 
I don’t know if you caught the gist of what I was saying to them but – we came to an understanding. 
And now, I guess, I need to say thank you. I mean it - I couldn’t have done that without you. Safety in numbers and all that. So, if you don’t mind, it’s time for you lot to sod off as well. I’ve got a life to get on with, free of – free of – oh bollocks!
(pause)
No – sorry - it’s not going to work. I can’t move on. It’s in there. Stuck in my head and I can’t get rid of it
(pause) 
I’ve got a bloody earworm and if I don’t release it, it’s going to drive me insane. Again. Please, I’ve got to let it out and feel free to join in, it goes something like this -  
Baby Shark doo-doo, doo-doo, doo-doo    
Baby Shark doo-doo, doo-doo, doo-doo    
Come on!
 Baby Shark doo-doo, doo-doo, doo-doo    
Baby Shark doo-doo, doo-doo, doo-doo    

Host bows and leaves the stage
The End
