
The Training Manual 

By Ben Trowbridge 

 

The lights come up to reveal Barry, a young man in his late twenties or early thirties. 

His late Mother used to say that Barry wasn't "the brightest light bulb in the box"! He 

is constantly on the move re-enacting each detail as he describes it. 

 

Barry: It's been a dream of mine ever since I was a small boy and now I'm well on 

my way to achieving my goal. I just need to tick a few more boxes. I first got 

interested when my gerbil died and, rather than put it down the toilet like Mum had 

done with the goldfish when they started floating, we had a funeral. I'd never seen a 

funeral before. Mum found a box, it was an empty Paxo stuffing box that she got out 

of the bin, and when she'd finished wiping bits of rubbish off of it she pushed Billy 

inside and left him on the window sill whilst she went out to the shed to find a spade. 

A spade? I had no idea what she needed a spade for so was really interested when 

she started digging a hole in the garden. Beside the bins. And then, when she'd dug 

the hole she let me carry the box up the garden and told me to put Billy into the hole 

she's dug so I started to open the box. When Mum had finished shouting out me I 

tried to put the box into the hole but she'd made it the wrong shape so we had to put 

him in standing up. Then Mum covered Billy with mud and the flattened it down with 

the spade because there was a bit of box sticking out. And then she put more mud 

on top and that was it, my first funeral. And it had been exciting and I wanted another 

one. But we had no more pets. So I decided to write about in my notebook and put, 

on the front, How to do a funeral. 

 

A week later I was playing on the bit of waste ground behind our house and I found a 

dead rat. I was so excited. I picked it up and ran back to our house to show Mum. 

We'd have to have another funeral. 

 

Mum was not pleased when I came dashing through the kitchen door. In fact she 

screamed at me to "get that disgusting thing out of my kitchen". I tried to explain but 

she wasn't interested and told me to chuck the wretched thing back over the wall and 

then come in and wash my hands. Well that didn't seem fair to me so I found a 

carrier bag in the bin and put the rat in it and then got the spade from the shed and 

started digging behind the bins. I dug a much better hole than Mum and I did my own 

funeral for the rat. I decided his name was Timothy Ramsbottom because that was 

the name of the boy at school who always took my dinner money off me. And I put it 

all in my notebook. 

 

As I got older I found out all about the people who organise funerals, what they do 

with the dead people and all the other stuff that they do and I knew I'd found the job 

for me. I was 13 at the time and was already a very experienced underputer, well, 

that was what I thought they were called then. There'd been a lot more funerals by 

the bins in our garden by then and I was almost out of space. I'd had to dig up some 



of the earlier ones, including Billy and Timothy Ramsbottom, the rat, to make space 

for the badger that I'd found by the side of the road.  

 

Mum says I'm not the brightest light bulb in the box and when I left school I didn't 

have the right results to learn to be an Undertaker and I was really upset. 

 

There was an old man next door, smelly Mr Martin, and he used to come round 

some evenings to talk to Mum and I was sent next door to play in his garden. The 

garden was boring but he had a huge shed full of freezers. He had lots of freezers 

because people used to turn up late at night and give him beef and lamb and stuff 

and then he'd sell it at the car boot sale on Sunday so he needed to store it. One 

day, when he hadn't come round for a couple of weeks, Mum asked me to pop round 

and see if he was ill. He was more than ill. He was dead! But I didn't tell Mum, I told 

her he'd gone away to visit a sick person and then put my brilliant idea into action. I 

emptied out one of the freezers and dumped all the meat in the bin and then put 

smelly Mr Martin into it! I can keep him from going off whilst I dig a hole and do a 

funeral. 

 

I told Mum that old smelly had left me a note asking me to look after the garden and 

to dig him a big pond but she got cross and started shouting at me. Again. And 

asking why I never dug our garden. And then she hit me, she hit me lots, and it hurt. 

So I hit her back. Hard. And as she fell she hit her head and didn't move any more.  

 

By taking down one of the fence panels I could move Mum into smelly's garage 

without anyone seeing and I put her in on top of him. I hope she won't mind. And 

then I started digging. It took me all afternoon and most of the evening but I soon 

had a hole big enough so, at 11.30 that night I got them both out, cut the cold clothes 

off and used smelly’s bed sheets as shrouds. I'd read about them and then popped 

them in the hole and then covered them up. I threw the clothes in the bin and wrote 

up my notebook. I was exhausted by the time I got to bed. 

 

And that was it. No more funerals and all the beans had gone from the cupboard so I 

went to the cheapo shop down the road and bought some stuff with the money from 

smelly Martin's wallet. When I came out of the shop Timothy Ramsbottom was 

waiting for me. The boy from school, not the rat. Sat there on his moped, revving it 

up and shouting at me. I tried to ignore him but he was riding around me in circles 

and calling me names. Wanting money. I told him I didn't have much on me but I had 

some back at the house so he should follow me on his bike so he did and when we 

got there I took him round the back of Smelly's house, said it was mine, and to put 

his bike in the big shed. He believed me when I said I kept a big jar and five and ten 

pound notes there as well. He was so stupid and it was all over so quickly. I opened 

the big freezer, said the jar was in there and when he leaned over to look him I hit 

him with a hammer. And he was dead. I took his clothes off, chucked them in the bin 

and pushed him into the freezer. Another hole, another one of smelly's sheets, 



another midnight funeral and then crashing, exhausted into bed. After writing it all up 

in the notebook of course. But now I'd written two extra words in front of How to do a 

funeral, I'd added Training Manual. That's so other people can learn how to do 

funerals. 

 

My next funeral was five days later when an old lady knocked at the door with a 

collecting tin so I invited her in and said to come through to the big shed out back 

where I kept my pot of spare change. 

 

And then I got lucky when I found a rough sleeper who'd broken in to the shed. They 

were quite young but that was ok as I didn't have to dig such a big hole. 

 

And then I did another two quite close together and I was sat looking out of the 

window, writing up my training manual, and thinking I'd have to start digging holes 

next door in Mum's garden when I saw a police pull up and car stop outside.  

 

Hmm? I wonder what they want?   

 

The lights fade 

 


