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Last Meal.
Setting: Jail cell
Characters:
Burk MacDonald
Andrew MacKintosh
Guard

GUARD
According to British law, unless one of you fesses up to 
stealing and eating the king’s horse, you Scottish bums have 
to be executed within the hour. Before the crow of the cock. 
If for some reason, you’re not executed before the crow of 
the cock, you will be freed.

BURK
We won’t rat each other out, and we hate the taste of horse. 
How dare you insult us.

ANDREW
Our kinship is stronger than any threat from the British 
crown.

GUARD
In that case, you’re entitled to one last meal.

ANDREW
Spicy meat in a lamb’s intestine!

GUARD
No, we choose for you.

Guard exits upstage.

BURK
Have you ever eaten horse?

ANDREW
Don’t be daft.

BURK
Ay. Me neither. These minutes are our last together, Andrew 
MacKintosh, but I’d rather it be with you than any other 
human on the planet.

ANDREW
Aye, Burk MacDonald. I would never abandon me friend, who 
helps me plant me cabbage, pluck me chickens and keep my wife 
distracted when I’m out in the sheep on a cold winter’s day.

BURK
Ay, nor could I survive another day without my friend who 
looks after me three grown daughters when I take me ailing 
wife into Edinburgh to get a bloodletting. 



When I was struck through the face with an arrow, who put me 
eye back in the socket? Twas you, Andrew MacKintosh.

ANDREW
I would rather die today with you, with our honor intact, 
then survive you and live for another 40 years, alone, with 
your three daughters...tucking them in at night, stroking 
their faces with my beard, whispering in their ear until they 
nod off into perfect slumber as I massage their...ear lobes 
with my tongue. So so gently, This way and that. Up and down. 
Back and forth. Tickling it. Teasing it. So gently. So gently 
they can barely feel it.

BURK
That’s a lot of attention to be paid to an earlobe.

ANDREW
But it’s ye daughters’ ear lobes.

BURK
True. They are lovely. I wonder how we will die today? 
Beheading? Hanging? A bucket of hot rocks?

ANDREW
Whatever it is, I’ll demand they take me first. I’ll throw my 
body on yours and dare them to send you into the Unknown 
World.

Guard enters Andrew’s cell with a bag 
of Wendy’s food. 

GUARD
Which one do you want?

ANDREW
I’ll take the one that says “yucky” on it.

The guard gives the bag to Andrew, who 
pulls out a head of lettuce. 

GUARD
It’s a shame this is the last thing you’ll eat.

Guard exits Andrew’s cell, and enters 
Burk’s cell and hands Burk a bag of 
fast food hamburgers. Yes, like Wendy’s 
or McDonald’s.

ANDREW
What’d they give you to eat?

BURK
What’d they give you to eat?
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ANDREW
A head of lettuce.

BURK
(Eating)

Aye, me too. 

ANDREW
That’s a strange smell for lettuce.

BURK
I know what I’m eating. I wouldn’t lie to you, Andrew 
MacKintosh. I’d put me feet on a hot pile of coals, before 
I’d ever lie to you.

ANDREW
Ok, then. That’s settled.

BURK
(To the Burger)

Look at you, you gorgeous hunk of flesh.

ANDREW
What’s that?

BURK
I was just looking at you in mind’s eye. I want to see my 
best mates face during my last meal.

ANDREW
Your lettuce smells quite good.

BURK
No, it smells like poop.

ANDREW
That’s some good poop then. 

BURK
(still eating)

If I were to go and you survived, would you take care of me 
daughters? 

ANDREW
Ay, I’d make sure I’d massage their little pinky toe, and 
then the next toe, down the way, until I got to the big toe.

BURK
(to guard)

Is that it?

Guard gives Burk another bag of fast 
food.
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ANDREW
I’d put that toe on in me mouth and give it a good cleaning 
with my tongue.

BURK
Delicious. 

ANDREW
I’d nibble on their calf some, and then bite a big chunk out 
with my mouth.

BURK
Perfect. 

ANDREW
Then rub the blood up and down their leg, because we all know 
one’s blood is good for healthy skin.

BURK
I’m in fecking heaven.

ANDREW
And then, you know, I’d probably jiggle a boob or two.

BURK
You don’t say. Hey, are ye still famished. Have they brought 
you anything to eat?

ANDREW
Haven’t a bite in three days. Not even a stale bit of bread. 
How ‘bout you?

BURK
Nothing. Dying of hunger, but at least I’m with ye.

ANDREW
Aye. Aye. 

Guard gets Burk up on his feet and 
starts to lead him out.

GUARD
You’re free to go.

BURK
Really?

GUARD
You can choose yourself or your mate. The king has to have at 
least one head for eating his horse even if ye didn’t do it.
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BURK
I see. Well, I have three daughters I must look after. God 
have mercy on his soul. Best be goin’.

Burk starts to exit. The guard grabs 
him from behind, and strangles him 
during Andrew’s speech.

ANDREW
Today we shall go down together. Brothers to the end. I do 
not want to live another day in this kingdom without you 
there by my side. Never has any man meant more to me than ye. 
If I have a son, if I have three sons, they shall all be 
named Burk MacDonald. But, alas, I won’t because we will be 
dead when the cock crows.

Burk dies. 

ANDREW
Is that the sound of the cock of the crow?

BURK
I say, I say, I say a cock a doodle doo. 

Guard enters Andrew’s cell.

GUARD
Go on with ye then. 

ANDREW
The cock has sung?

GUARD
Then you’re free to go then, aren’t ye?

ANDREW
But me friend.

GUARD
He stays.

ANDREW
I really do love, ye, Burk. If there’s anyone I’d step in 
front of a rabid sheep, it’s you. Don’t respond.Sleep, you 
crazy devil. Sleep. When you wake up, I’ll still be here. 
Forever by your side.

Andrew and Guard exits. Lights fade on 
the dead Burk.
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