Radio play:
Whoppers!
Bees Will Be Bees

CHARACTERS
I n the Worl d:
COLONEL DI GBY. ... .. a 704-year-ol d whopper -
THROCKMORTON. . . . .. teller
GEORGE BINSLEY. ........... a failed banker
In the Story:
HANK DONGLEDUNGLE. ........... a boy turned bee
KICK ........... his best friend

M SERABLE OLD MAN
A RESENTFUL BEE

REVEREND SNAVELY-GLOVER............ athinill ancient vicar
HANK' S MA
THEODORI C HUMBHAUGH. . .. ..... ... a farner
AN UNFORTUNATE WASP
SERGEANT BEETYQUUP. . .......... of the bee police
FOREMAN BEE
LOST BEE

HER MAJESTY THE QUEEN BEE
CLERK OF THE COURT BEE
JASPER DWAI N WJZZABOOM . .......... a wasp with crimna
I ntentions
PSYCHI ATRI ST BEE

SCENE 1



GRAMS

THROCKMORTON:

WOMAN:

THROCKMORTON:

THROCKMORTON:

THROCKMORTON:

GEORCGE:

THROCKMORTON:
GEORCGE:
THROCKMORTON:
GEORCGE:
THROCKMORTON:

GEORCGE:

THROCKMORTON:

DURI NG | NTRODUCTI ON WE HEAR DUKE ELLI NGTON S ' TAKE THE
TRAIN .

FADE DOM MJUSI C. BRI NG QUI CKLY UP SOUND OF CHOO- CHOO NG
OF TRAIN, HUBBUB OF PASSENGERS, THROCKMORTON | S BREEZI NG

QUI CKLY DOMN THE Al SLE.

"Underneath the nmango tree ny honey...' Good norning,
sir. How are you? Have you | ost a bunion, madanf? | found
this one in the buffet car.

Errrh!

(I NNOCENTLY) Not yours, then.

(CLOSE, OVERSEEI NG TH' S, QUI CKLY, EXCITED) That's ne
therel On that stupid train! |I'mgoing to Vallyvostock
to westle a herd of particularly bad tenpered nammot hs.
Well, to tell the truth, I"'mon ny way to Bury St.
Ednonds to strangle a bishop. (SIGAS WTH ADM RATI ON)
Aren't | handsone?

(ON TRAIN) This seat taken, is it?

(FROM BEHI ND A RUSTLE OF NEWSPAPER, | RRI TATED) Don't
t hi nk so.

Col onel Di gby Throcknort on.

( RELUCTANTLY) Good nor ni ng.
Wul d you like to play cards?
No t hank you.

Billiards?

(ANGRI LY SHAKI NG NEWSPAPER) |' m readi ng about the
crisis, if you don't m nd.

(DI SAPPOI NTED) Ch! ( SUDDENLY EXClI TED) Oooooh, a tunnel !



THROCKMORTON:

GEORCGE:

THROCKMORTON:

GEORCGE:

THROCKMORTON:

SPOT/ EX

GEORCGE:

THROCKMORTON:

SPOT/ EX

SCENE 2

EX

ACOUSTI C OF TRAIN GO NG THROUGH TUNNEL

(I'N TUNNEL, LAUGHS WTH GLEE) | do so like tunnels!
Don't you? |'m 704-years-old you know. (MORE SERI QUS)
had a thousand and twel ve nephews once upon a tine.
Nearly all dead now.

Tragi c.

Goodness, no. They were all horrible. Especially on your
side of the famly.

But we're not related. W' ve just net.

What are you sticking your nose into ny business for
t hen?!'! Dammed cheek!

GEORGE HAS BEEN DRI VEN MAD. HE JUMPS UP AND DOMN ON THE

SEAT LIKE A FURTQUS CH LD, THE TWANG NG OF THE SEAT' S
SPRI NGS

Tell me a story!!! I WANT YOU TO TELL ME A STORY!!!
About the bees! The bees!

Al right, hold your horses.

THE DI STANT WWH NNEY OF A MAD HORSE

GEORGE 1S WH MPERI NG, SUCKING H'S THUMB AS THROCKMORTON

COMVENCES H S TALK. . ..

EXTERI OR ACOUSTI C. | N BACKGROUND, THE TW TTERI NG OF
BIRDS. | N FOREGROUND, THE BUZZI NG OF BEES, TO AND FRO
LI KE CARS ON A MOTORWAY

N THE ' BEE STORY' THROCKMORTON AND GEORGE SPEAK, NOT
FROM THE TRAIN, BUT CLOSER, DI RECTLY TO US. ..




THROCKMORTON: ( REPEATS THE WORD, SAVOURI NG I T) Bees! Beezzz! Bease!
Beeeeeeeeees! (A PAUSE) B-eee-zzz! What was this story
about agai n?

CEORCE: (NOT SURE) Bees?

THROCKMORTON: Beeees, of course. (SUDDENLY LAUNCHES IN) My nephew
Hank...his real nane was Shirley, but we called him
Hank...and his best friend, Kick, so called because he
ate a | ot of potatoes...were crouched down in the mddle
of the nost charm ng country |lane. This was...what:
1894. No, | tell alie, it was a week | ast
Thursday...no, 1894...no, three years ago cone Wdnesday
fortnight. Do you know what they were doi ng?

CEORCE: Nope.
THROCKMORTON: They were torturing a bee!

EX THE BEE BUZZI NG ANGRILY, THE BOYS CHUCKLI NG W CKEDLY

Kl CK: Squi sh him go on!

THROCKMORTON: OF course, we didn't have them when | was a boy.

GEORCGE: Bees?

THROCKMORTON: Pot at oes. (BACK TO HI' S STORY) They had hi m under a
stick, were just about to squish him..when a m serable

old man junped out of a tree...

EX SOUND OF THE M SERABLE OLD MAN JUMPI NG OQUT OF THE TREE
AND RUNNI NG UP THE LANE

M SERABLE OLDHere, what are you doi ng?

MAN:
HANK: Who cares?
Kl CK: We're just playing. Buzz off.

MS. OLD MAN: You are killing that innocent beast!



HANK:

Kl CK:

MS. O.D MAN:

HANK:

MS. O.D MAN:

MS. O.D MAN:

HANK:

MS. O.D MAN:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

It's nowmt but a bee, you stupid old nit!

(DELI GHTED AT HHS JOKE) It's nowt but a nit, you stupid
ol d bee!

HANK AND Kl CK CHUCKLE TOGETHER

Rel ease it, | comand you!
Buzz off, you, or I'll squish it good and proper!
Pl ease boys: do try, if you will, to see this situation

fromthe bee's point of view

(THEY J GAE) THE BEE STRUGGE.I NG W TH A DESPERATE BUZZ

(WTH A SUDDEN COLD AUTHORITY IN H S VO CE, SLOW
Rel ease the bee...or | shall MAKE YOU see things froma
bee's point of view | shall turn you into bees.

THEY BLOW RASPBERRI ES AND G GELE

(THROUGH HI' S LAUGHTER) Squi shy-squi sh-squi sh-
squi shsqui sh!

So be it ny young sirs...(MJVBLES A SPELL)
Oooodoodoodoopadaddaddda. .. oooodoodoodoopadaddaddda. . .
whi zzy- whi zzy- whoosh- whoosh.

THE TINKLE OF CHMES IN A WNDOW A TA LET BEI NG
FLUSHED, A PARROT SQUARKS

Here, Hank..

What is it, Kick, ny old stonper?

Your face | ooks all funny. You' ve got hundreds of eyes.
Never have.

Have.



HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

HANK:

Haven' t!
Have!

Haven't!!! You have. YOU VE got hundreds of eyes, not
nme! Buzzzzz...

|'ve got TWO eyes! TWO!!! Buzzzzz....

Hundreds of eyes! And a horrible chewy nmouth full of
hair! And stal ks grow ng out of your head.

(REALI ZES I T'S TRUE) Eughrrr!
But who gave you that ace orange pull over?

(A WORRI ED TREMBLE IN H'S VO CE) Sane fella that gave
you that extra pair of |egs.

(REALI ZI NG W TH SAD RESI GNATION) Ch! (IN A SMALL WORRI ED
VO CE) Kick....?

Uh- huh.
He has, hasn't he?
Lookszzzz like it.

(TAKI NG OFF AS HE SAYS THI'S) He's turned us into
beezzzzzz. .. ..

HANK' S ' beezzzzzz...' TURNS INTO A BEE' S FLI GHT, BUZZI NG

TO AND FRO, HE CALLS AS HE SWOOPS PAST:

( SWOOPI NG ABOVE US FROM LEFT TO RI GHT) Whoo000000000!
Cummon, Kick. Buzz yer w ngs!

VE STAY ON THE GROUND W TH KI CK, CONSTI PATED SOUND
EFFECTS FROM HHM AS HE TRIES TO START H S W NGS, HANK
MEANVHI LE FLIES UP AND AROUND AND PAST, WHOOPI NG
JOYFULLY




Kl CK: They won't work!

FX HANK APPROACHES SOUNDI NG LI KE A MESSERSCHM DT SWOOPI NG
OVER A CRI CKET PI TCH

HANK: (CALLI NG AS HE PASSES) Beat yerh chest I|ike
Tarzannnnzzz...that'll get yer notor going.

EX KI CK BEATS HI S CHEST, H S BUZZ COUGHI NGLY STARTS, LIKE
AN OLD CAR. .

Kl CK: B-b-b-b...uzzzzz.....
buzz....buzz....zzzzzzz....buzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz. . .. ..

EX HE TAKES OFF, LAUGH NG AND BUZZI NG. . .

Kl CK: (GETTI NG FURTHER FROM US ALL THE TIME) It works! It
wor ks! |I''mup! Hi gher and hi gher!

HANK: (APPROACHING Great, ain't it?

KI CK: (ON A CLOSE FLY- PAST) Un- beeee-| eavabl e!!!

HANK: Hey, watch out, will yer?!

Kl CK: (ON ANOTHER FLY- PAST) To bee or not to bee...that is
t he. ..

EX KI CK CRASHES | NTO HANK, I T SOUNDS LI KE TWO MOTORI ZED
CAMELS CRASHI NG | NTO EACH OTHER ON THE M52

HANK: Uoupgg!

Kl CK: Eur fff ghh!

FX THEY BUZZI NGLY STRUGGLE IN M D AIR

HANK: CGet yer leg outta ny poll en-sack!

Kl CK: (MOUTH FULL OF SOMETHING Get yerh ligula outta ny

epi phar ynx!



HANK:

MS. OLD MAN
Kl CK:
HANK:
Kl CK:

HANK:

SPOT/ EX
Kl CK:
HANK:
Kl CK:

SPOT/ EX

Kl CK:
HANK:
MS. OLD MAN
HANK:

MS. O.D MAN:

My what outta your what?

STUCK TOGETHER THEI R BUZZI NG PUTTERS OQUT, THEY | NTO A
SPIN, THEY YELL '"Arrrrrrhhhhh!!!'!", THEIR CRASH IS LI KE
THAT OF A HORSE, HAVI NG BEEN SHOT FROM A CANNON, LANDI NG

IN A FOREST OF DRY TWGS FROM VWH CH CRACKED CHI NA CUPS
VERE HANG NG

( LAUGHI NG

You okay, Hank? Hank?

(COM NG TO Are we on the ground?
We're on the ground.

(MOANS, WORRI ED) Sonet hi ng's snapped off. Don't know
what it is.

HE SHAKES I T, IT SOUNDS LI KE A BAG OF LAMB CHOPS

Ch, that's nothing. You don't need that.
You' ve got one.
"Il snap mne off, shall I, then we're equals.

HE SNAPS OFF THI S | NESSENTI AL ORGAN; A SOUND LI KE CELERY

BEI NG TW STED I N TWO

Ther e!

You're a real pal, Kick.

( LAUGH NG RI GHT OVER THEM)

What's so funny, you old nit!

(HI'S VO CE d GANTI C, ALL- PERVADI NG NOW PROUD AND

SURPRI SED AT HHS MAG CAL PROAESS) | said | would, and |
did, didn't | though!



Kl CK:

HANK:

MS. O.D MAN:
EX/ SPOT

HANK:
Kl CK:
HANK:

MS. O.D MAN:

Kl CK:

MS. O.D MAN:

SCENE 3

EX

HANK:
Kl CK:

HANK:

Let's get himn
Yeah, let's gerrim

THEI R BUZZI NG STARTS UP LI KE MOTORBOATS AT THE BEG NNI NG

OF A MOTORBQOAT RACE

(RUNNI NG OFF | N FRI GHT) Erghhh! Eurghhh! Hel p! Bees! Mad
bees!

THE SOUND OF THE OLD MAN RUNNI NG OFF THROUGH BRACKEN,
SNAPPI NG DRY TWGS, H S TROUSERS BEI NG TORN BY BRAMBLES

Stingers out!
Stingers out! Go for his nose!
H s what ?

(CRYING IN M D DI STANCE AS HE RUNS) Not ny nose! Pl ease!
Anyt hi ng but that!

H s bum t hen!

No! No! (HE FALLS OVER A BRI DGE | NTO A RI VER)
Arrrrrrrrrrhhhhhhhhhh!

A HUGE SPLASHY SPLASH, AS SPLASHY AS AN ELEPHANT FALLI NG

| NTO A SW MM NG POOL FROM A GREAT HEI GHT

AFTER THE SPLASHI NG BUZZI NG APPROACHI NG FROM THE
DI STANCE, THE BOY- BEES HOVER

Where'd he go?
He' s under the water.

Drowned, is he?



Kl CK:
HANK:
Kl CK:
EX

HANK:

RESENTFUL
BEE:

Kl CK:

RESENTFUL
BEE:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

RESENTFUL
BEE:
HANK:

RESENTFUL
BEE:

HANK:

Kl CK:

Naw...there he is, look. He's holding his breath.
W'll wait till he cones up then and get his nose.
Yer on.

SUDDENLY A HEAVY BUZZ BESI DE THEM

s it just me or can you hear a buzzing sound?

(IN A DEEP, SIN STER, SLOW HONEY-TH CK VO CE) Hel |l o,
boyzzzz. Renenber ne-zzzzzzz.

Ch, great, Hank! It's another bee.

| bee a big bunbl er-bee-zzzzzzzzzzz with a beezzzzz in
eeeeeees bonnet-zzzz.

(WHI SPERS) Kick, it's him..himthat we were squishing
bef ore.

Oh- O

(WTH SI CKLY LAUGHTER, TO RESENTFUL BEE) W'd love to
stay for a chat, but | promsed ny Uncle Digby I'd wash
his Irish Wl f hound for him

...and I'mplaying cricket in the swinm ng baths at half-
past .

Ch, but youzzzz can't bee going yet-zzzzz.
No?

| haven't done horrible thingzzzzzz to youzzzz yet.
Horri bl e pai nful thingzzzzzzzzzz.

(WHI SPERS TO KICK) | think we'd better buzz off.

(WHI SPERS BACK) We'd better had.



HANK:

RESENTFUL
BEE:

EX

MS. O.D MAN:

SCENE 4

GRAMS/ EX

SCENE 5

HANK:

Kl CK:

EX

RESENTFUL
BEE:

HANK:

THEY EACH DO A SICKLY LAUGH I N THE RESENTFUL BEE' S
DI RECTI ON

| MVEDI ATELY ON HANKS' S ORDER THE BEE- BOYS ZOOM OFF FOR
ALL THEY' RE WORTH. A SW FT SPI NNI NG BUZZ. . . .

(LEFT BEH ND, SAYS SLOALY W TH | CY DETERM NATI ON) | bee
comng after youzzzzz. |'ll bee right behind youzzzzzzz.

THE RESENTFUL BEE STARTS UP H S MOTOR AND ZOOMS AFTER
LI KE A HELI COPTER. AS HE REACHES THE DI STANCE: CLOSE,
THE M SERABLE OLD MAN SURFACES FROM THE WATER WTH A
HUGE GASP. . ..

(DRI PPI NG GASPI NG Have they gone?

BRING UP ' THE FLI GHT OF THE BUMBLE BEE' STARTING AT | TS

NORVAL SPEED BUT GETTI NG GRADUALLY FASTER AND FASTER
THE BOY-BEES FLY WTH A WHOOSH OF W ND, BUZZI NG AT
FULLEST POSSI BLE BUZZ

(CALLI NG ABOVE THE BUZZ) W're going too fast. | can't
see where |I' m goi ng!

(ZOOM NG PAST US) He's right behind!!!!

THE RESENTFUL BEE' S HEAVY BUZZ 1S SUDDENLY UPON US

(SLOWVWBUT SURE) | bee right bee-hind. This bee ne and |
bee right bee-hind.

(CALLI NG BACK) W didn't nean it!!! W're sorry!!!



RESENTFUL It bee too late for that, it bee.

BEE:

FX THE BEE- BOYS ARE PANTI NG W TH EXHAUSTI ON. THEI R W NGS
CREAK

HANK: | can't fly no further. |I'mrunning out of petrol.

FX A RUNNI NG QUT- OF- PETROL PHUTTI NG I N HI S BUZZI NG

Kl CK: Just another mle, Hank. There's a féte at the church
today. We can hide in soneone's pocket. Maybe the vicar
wll swat our fat friend for us.

EX THE HUVAN BUZZ OF HUMANS AT A FETE, CLINK OF GLASSES,

CHATTER AND POLI TE LAUGHTER

HANK' S MA: (APPROACHI NG You've a lovely day for it, Vicar.

REV. SNAVELY-(A THIN I LL ANCI ENT VO CE) My baroneter said rain. A

GLOVER: | esson, no doubt, that we nust put our trust in the
Lord... (A VICARI SH CHUCKLE) ...and not baroneters.

EX THE SUBTLE SOUND OF BUZZI NG AND PANTI NG

Can | hear a bee?

HANK' S MA: You nust neet mny brother, Vicar. Col onel Throcknorton.
He was here a nonent ago westling with an enornous
dirty dog.

REV. SNAVELY- Two bees, |'m sure.
G
HANK' S MA: He's 704-years-old, you know.

EX LOUDER BUZZI NG OF BEES. .. THE SOUND OF BEES BUZZI NG UNDER

o A CARPET!

REV. SNAVELY-704. That's very old for a dog.
G



HANK' S MA:

No, ny brother. He's 704.

REV. SNAVELY- Poor man. He nust be even nore decrepit than ne.

G
HANK' S MA:

Ch, he's nothing like you, Vicar. He's as strong as a
br ont osaurushorse and not the |east bit senile.

REV. SNAVELY- ( DI SAPPO NTED) Oh.

G

THROCKMORTON: (CLOSE, TO GEORGE AND US) Shall | tell you a secret
about the vicar? (WH SPERS) In 1962 he had too nmuch w ne
at a weddi ng reception, woke up the next norning upside-
down in the font without a hair left on his head. Ever
since, he's worn a horrible yellow wi g that | ooks |ike
an under cooked onel ette.

EX UNDER- THE- SHEETS TYPE ACOUSTI C.

Kl CK: (IN A HUSHED WH SPER) Where are we?

HANK: Shhhhh! We're hiding-zzzzzzz.

Kl CK: But where?

HANK: Up there | ooks Iike an undercooked onelette, except it's
all hairy. Down here...

SPOT/ FX (STAMPS HI S FEET, MAKI NG SOUND LI KE THE TAPPI NG OF A

SCENE 7

SPOON ON A SOFT-BA LED EGG)

...looks |like a huge egg of sone sort. Anyway, it's an
ace hiding place. That angry bee wll never find us
here. Never! Never in a mllion years!



EX THE HEAVY BUZZ OF THE RESENTFUL BEE CI RCLING THE VI CAR S

HEAD
RESENTFUL | bee here. This bee ne and | bee here, | bee-zzzzz. You
BEE: bee hiding under that vicar's wig....|l knowzzzzzzzz.....

REV. SNAVELY- (I N A FLAP, JUWPI NG ABQUT) Ch! On! Bee gone! You

G devilish thing you! Bee gone!

FARVER Stand still, Vicar. There's a bee on your nose. 'l

HUMSHAUGH: whack him for vyer.

SPOT/ FX A THWONK, A VI CARI SH CRY FROM THE VI CAR, THE CRASH OF
PLATES, SPOONS AND A SLURP OF TRIFLE

FARMER Sorry, Vicar. Don't know ne own strength.

HUVBHAUGH:
(A _MOAN FROM THE VI CAR)

HANK' S MA: | don't like to say this, Vicar, but your hair has flown
awnay.

REV. SNAVELY- ( CRESTFALLEN) So | see...and correct ne if |I'm w ong,
G but am | not S|tt|ng|nthetr|fle’>

EX THE ANGRY WOOF OF AN | RISH WOLFHOUND. A LAST STRANG.ED
CRY FROM THE VI CAR

SCENE 8

THROCKMORTON: (TO GEORGE AND US) What place is the nost dangerous
place in all the world for a bee?

CEORGE: M ddl esbor ough.
THROCKMORTON: No.
GECORGE: Err...C acton-on- Sea.

THROCKMORTON: No.



GEORCGE:

Kl CK:

HANK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

Errr...Onh, | know

A HOLLOW ACOQUSTI C, LIKE THE INSIDE OF A DRUM

(WHI SPERS) Now where are we?

(SOFTLY, AM D SLURPS) Hey, this gooey stuff tastes great-
zzzz. Shoot yer tongue into it! Mmmmmmmmm
strawberrieszzzzzzzzzzzzz!

(KILCK SLURPS HORRI BLY WHI LE HANK MJSES)

(SOFTLY, TO HI MSELF) That nust have been the vicarage
wi ndow we flew through...then where did we go?

(A LITTLE LOUDER) No nore worries now zzzz. Qur angry
friend got hisself well and truly squished. Should we
feel sorry for him now that we're bees as well? Yes,
|'"'msorry for him Are you sorry for him Hank?

NO T

( EATI NG DI SGUSTI NGLY) Mmmm | | ove being a bee! You can
eat really disgustingly!

(TO H MSELF, W TH GROW NG REALI ZATI ON) Ch, no. Ch, no.
Ki ck... (KICK CONTI NUES EATING Kick..... Onhhhh!
(SHOUTS, FILLING THE JAR WTH H'S ECHO WE RE IN A JAM
NO No! Hel p! HELP!

How coul d we have been so stupid! IT'S ALL YOUR
FAULT!!!'!

My fault?!
You're better at being a bee than | am

(TEARFULLY) | was enjoying it nore, that's all. | don't
i ke this, though.



Kl CK:
UNFORTUNATE
WASP:
HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:
UNFORTUNATE
WASP:

SPOT
SERGEANT
BEETYOUUP:
Kl CK:

SGT

BEETYOUUP:

HANK:

A WEAK HALF-BUZZ THAT 1S ALSO A SNEERI NG MOAN COVES FROM

NEARBY
There's sonebody over there.

THEY HURRY OVER, MAKI NG SLURPY STl CKY FOOTSTEPS

Looks like a wasp to ne.

(THE SHARP VI LLAI NOUS VO CE OF AN OBVI QUSLY CROOKED

SOLICITOR) | can't see. My eyes are all jamed up. Are
you brothers of m ne?

We're boys.

Bees, actually. Bee-boys, anyway. O boy-bees. That's

Hank, he's a boy-bee. I'"'mKick; |I'ma bee-boy.

(ANGUI SHED) W& nust be turning into bees inside our

heads, or we wouldn't have been so daft as to get stuck
i n here.
Nonsense. It's a m stake anyone coul d neke.

No, he's right. You're daft. | know that you're daft
because |I'mdaft too. | am daft. I'"'mdaft. |I'm always
getting stuck in these places. Now |I'm stuck for good.

A GRUFF MANLY VO CE SHOUTS FROM ABOVE, AS IF THROUGH A
MEGAPHONE, ECHO NG I N THE JAR

Hoi ! Hoi !
t he Bee Poli ce.

You two wor ker s!
Here |

This is Sergeant Beetyouup of
am At the hole in the lid.

Ch, yeah. W can see you.
What did the Queen tell you about jamjarzzzzzzzzzz? Eh?
Eh? Buzz up here this instant or I'll bee inside beeside

yerzzzzzzzzz!

What about hi nf?



SGT.
BEETYOUUP:
EX

HANK:
UNFORTUNATE
VWASP:

HANK:

SCENE 9

THROCKMORTON:

SGT.
BEETYQOUUP:

THROCKMORTON:

SGT.
BEETYQOUUP:
THROCKMORTON:

GEORGE:

(SCATHI NGLY) Leave himto stew. He's a wasp

THE BOY- BEES GET THEI R BUZZES GO NG

(CALLI NG SADLY AS HE FLIES AWAY) So | ong, wasp. | hope
everything turns out all right for you.

( CALLS WEAKLY, CONTRI TE AND PATHETIC) Tell Wizzaboom I'm
sorry, if you see him wll yazzz?

(H GH UP, DI STANTLY) Wizzaboom got it.

(CLOSE, STORYTELLING) So Sergeant Beetyouup of the Bee
Pol i ce took ny nephew Hank and his friend Kick with him
as he flew around his beat.....

(CALLS WHI LE FLYI NG | N BACKGROUND) M nd how you buzz.
M nd how you buzz.

...roundi ng up other bees who'd got thenselves into
trouble, got lost, or sonehow forgot they were bees.

M nd how you buzz. Evening all.

Yes, it was evening, and the sun was an orange ball
tangled in the hedgerows...and the w ndows of the church
were flashing with orange as if the church was full of
orange juice. It would have been tinme for Hank and Kick
to go hone for tea, to tell their sisters of the
adventures they'd had that day, to sleep and dreamin
their own beds. But worker bees do not sleep. They work.
Day and ni ght and always until they drop. Is this your
buni on by any chance?

Erm no. | can still feel m ne.



THROCKMORTON: They flew hal fway up the church steeple and through the

SCENE
10

EX

SGT.
BEETYQOUUP:

LOST BEE:

SGT.
BEETYQOUUP:

FOREMAN BEE:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

LOST BEE:

FOREMAN BEE:

mout h of the gargoyle. (A LOUD WH SPER) They were in a
hive... (BRING IN SOUND OF A TRILLI ON BEES BUZZI NG
TALKING I N UNI SON) ...a huge icky-sticky, orangey-waxy
place, a city of bees, with nore corridors than all the
bui |l di ngs i n London put together. And bees, wherever you
| ooked, wherever you stood, wherever you went. Bees!
Bease! Buzzy-buzzy-Beezzzzzz! Bees!

A TRILLI ON BEES BUZZI NG AND TALKING . ...

THE BUZZI NG | S MORE DI STANT

Found this daft-1ooking bee stuck in a dog's ear,
For eman.

(PIPING UP I N BACKGROUND) This isn't ny hive, |'msure.
Qurs is nmuch tidier

And these two workers had thensel ves stuck in a jamjar
I n the vicarage.

(TOUCHED W TH YORKSHI RE) Jamjar! Don't you listen to
nuffink the Queen tells yerzzzzzzz?!!!

Look, this is a mstake. W're not bees at all.

(WHI SPERS TO HANK) Cunmon, Hank. Let's bee bees for a
while. There's nothing wong with beeing a bee.

(CALLS WTH HUMAN POMPOSITY) My friend and | aren't
bees. We're not bees.

|"'mnot a bee neither. I'ma pigny hippopotanus.
( CHUCKLES LI KE A LUNATI Q)

He with you?



HANK/ KI CK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

FOREMAN BEE:

HANK:

FOREMAN BEE:

SGT.
BEETYOUUP:

FOREMAN BEE:

SGT.
BEETYOUUP:

FOREMAN BEE:

Kl CK:

FOREMAN BEE:

LOST BEE:

FOREMAN BEE:

SGT.
BEETYOUUP:

W never saw hi m before.

Look, what ny friend says is true, we're not bees, but
we don't mnd...

Yes we do! We're not Beezzzzzz!

Youzzzz all pigny hipplypratigrouses, then?

Don't be silly....we're...

(FURI QUS AND SHOCKED) Silly! Silly! You hear that,

Ser geant Beet youup!

(UNBELI EVI NG Naw, | couldn't have heard what | thunked

| did.

( MORE CONFUSED AND HURT THAN ANGRY)

see. |'mnot a Drone, |
bee silly. Al this,
around yerzzzzz, |

bee t he Foreman,
bee the Foreman. A Foreman can't
huge bee-autiful hive you seezzzzzz
bee its Foreman.

He' s t he Foreman.
That bee right. The Foreman.
Excuse ne, M. Forenan,

being a bee coul d |
li ke to bee just

but if I worked really hard at
bee Foreman |ike you one day? |'d
i ke you.

You can't bee the Foreman! |'mthe Foreman.
SERGEANT BEETYOUUP) He wants to bee Foreman!

(ASI DE TO

You' re not the Forenan!
nmoust ache!

The Foreman's got a pink

(STUTTERS) Bee- bee-bee-bee-bee.... "l
bee the Foreman!!!! Sergeant!

show youzzzz who

For enan!



FOREMAN BEE:

LOST BEE:
HANK:

LOST BEE:

SGT.
BEETYOUUP:

SCENE
11

GRAMS/ EX

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

Take these three hippyfatugnasties down to the grub
depart nent .

(WHI SPERS) We've had it now
Have we?

It bee horrible down there, it bee. (LAUGHS | NSANELY)
Hot and sticky and the chew ng sends you
buzzycl onkny. .. .. heeeee. . ... heeeeezzzzzzzz. .. ..

( TAKI NG THEM AWAY) Buzz al ong now, workers. Buzz al ong.

A QUI CK SNATCH OF ARTHUR ASKEY SING NG H' S ' BEE' SONG
BRI NG UP SOUND OF THE BUZZI NG H VE, THEN OVER THAT,
TAKING I T AWAY, THE SOUND OF BEE- GRUBS CHEW NG CLOSE
| T 1S A SOUND LI KE A HORSE CHEW NG HONEY- SOAKED
NEWSPAPERS UNDERWATER

(EXHAUSTED) Don't they ever stop eating??!!!

They're the future of the hive, Hank. The Forenman has
given us a great responsibility. W nmust do our best.

A HEAVE OF EFFORT FROM KI CK AS HE THROANS A SPLASH OF
GRUB- FOOD AT A GRUB

| want to bee a boy again. | want to be by nyself in ny
roomw th a book that | can stop reading to squash a bee
on nmy wi ndowpane. THAT BUZZING!! IT WON T NEVER STOP! !

| T WON T NEVER!'! |

Stop conpl ai ning and put your back into it. The grubs
are hungry. (THROAS MORE FOOD I N) That makes 47 hel pi ngs
|"ve given it since it |ast burped.

| T BURPS AGAI N




HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

(M SERABLY, VWH LE HEAVING FOOD IN) | want to bee nyself
again. | want to play cricket. | want knees wth scabs
on.

( ENTHUSI ASTI CALLY, ANOTHER HEAVE AND ANOTHER SPLASH) One
hel ping. (TRYI NG TO GET HANK | N\VOLVED) Hank! Hank! Betya
| can reach fifty hel pings before it burps again.
(HEAVES OF EFFORT, SPLASHES) One hel pi ng! Two! Hel pi ngs!
Three hel pings! Four! Five! ha-ha! This is the |ife!

Ei ght hel pi ngs! N ne hel pi ngs!

| T BURPS

(FULL OF RESENTMENT) 1t burped.
Didn't not!
Bur ped!

| T BURPS AGAI N

It burped again!

Didn't never! It was that one there! (CGETS BACK TO WORK)
Ten hel pi ngs! El even hel pi ngs! 12 hel pi ngs! Cummon,
Hank! Get to work! You want the Foreman to bee proud of
uzzzzz, don't you?

| hate the Foreman! | hate the Forenan! He's a beel

You get to work this mnute or I'lIl show you the sharp
end of ny stinger.

Ch, yeah? |'ve got a stinger too, sonewhere.

Cummon Hank, there's 8,643 grubs in here and they've all
got to be fed.

(GVES IN Al right, all right.

A NEARBY HUNGRY BEE- GRON.. A FARAVAY ONE. A LITTLE TUNE
OF BEE- GROALS W TH RARE BURPS ACCOVPANYI NG




SCENE
12

EX

QUEEN:
Kl CK:
HANK:
Kl CK:

HANK:
Kl CK:
HANK:

Kl CK:

QUEEN:
KI CK:

QUEEN:
HANK:

QUEEN:

SOVEVWHERE DOMWN THE CORRI DOR: A TRUVPET FANFARE. AS THE

QUEEN APPROACHES SHE REASSURES THE RANKS OF BEE- GRUBS

Hell o, all my babies. Hello. How anusing you all are.
"' mvery anmused. Couldn't bee nore anused. Hell o,
babi es.

Hank!

(A HEAVE OF EFFORT, A SPLASH) This thing' s had 62
hel pings and still wants nore.

(COULDN' T BE MORE | MPRESSED) It's the Queen! She's
comng this way. The Queen!

What Queen's this?

OUR Queen!

Queen Elizabeth the Second?
No! QOUR Queen. OURS.

THE QUEEN APPROACHES. HER W NGS BUZZ THE TUNE OF ' GOD
SAVE THE QUEEN

Ah, two | oyal worker bees. (AS |IF MEETI NG THEM ON A
ROYAL WALKABQOUT)

(MUTTERS AVWESTRUCK) Ch, your Majesty, this is such an
honour, such a deep honour. ..

And what do you do?
We feed the maggots.

(H GHLY OFFENDED) MAGGOTS!!! !



Kl CK:

QUEEN:

Kl CK:

QUEEN:

SPOT/ FEX
Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

QUEEN:

HANK:

SPOT/ EX

QUEEN:

A BEE- GRUB BURPS I N THE BACKGROUND

(LI KE URI AH HEEP) He neans the bee-autiful bouncy bee-
grubs, marm W chuck themtheir nectar-balls, the
little darlings, to make them big and strong and sting-

Y.

(DELI GHTED) Oh how anusi ng of you. Carry on...keep up
the good work. (1IN SUDDEN DI STRESS) Ch! On! Are there
any spare cells in this corridor?

Yes i ndeedy, marm There are 43 vacant cells down there
on the left.

(AS SHE HURRI ES AVWAY) (Qooh! Ooooooh!!! (STOPS EXHAUSTED)
Qooh, 1"l never nmake it. You'll have to hel p ne.

THE BOY- BEES HURRY OVER

O course, marm

( THOROQUGHLY DI SGUSTED) Eugghhhhhhhhh! 1!l What' s t hat
com ng out of her?!!!

She's laying eggs, you nit! (INA D THER) Ch, marm what
can we do to hel p? Your My esty! Oh, your Majesty!

That nmeans nore of these horrible things for us to feed!
Ch, Oh, Oh....I| feel another comng on. Take...erm |'I|
call himAl bert - | call themall Al bert you know, after
nmyself...take Al bert and put himin a vacant cell.

( RELUCTANTLY) Yes, marm

THE UNM STAKABLE SOUND OF A FOOTBALL BEI NG KI CKED DOMN A

VET CORRI DOR

(BRUSQUELY) DON' T KICK HHM!!! CARRY HM!!!l On! GCh! Oh!
Here it cones! Ooooooooh!!! (WTH AN EXCI TED SI GH) Oh,
|'"'mso anused. It's a girl-Albert.



EX THE G RL- ALBERT MAKES NEWBORN BABY- BEE SQUEAKS

Kl CK: (AS I|F CATCHHNG A PRIZE PIG 1've got it. A future
Queen!!'! She's al nost as beautiful as yourself, marm

QUEEN: Nobody's as beautiful as ne...oh, yes, she's a corker,
isn't she (SIGHS SLEEPILY) Queen Al bert the 91st.....

Kl CK: Hank! G ve ne six hands wth our future Queen, wll
youzzzzzzz, Hank. She's nassive!

SPOT/ EX THE BEE- BOYS' EXHAUSTED EFFORT- SOUNDS AS THEY DRAG THE
EGG TO AN EMPTY CELL. THEY SOUND LI KE THEY ARE DRAGE NG
A SACK OF POTATOES UP A STI CKY ESCALATOR. THE BABY BEE
SQUEAKS. THE SOUND OF A SACK OF POTATOES BEI NG STUFFED
| NTO A TELEPHONE BOX, THE BABY BEE' S SQUEAK HAS A NOTE
OF CONCERN. CHEW NG CONTI NUES I N THE BACKGROUND.

HANK: It'11] never fit.

Kl CK: Push! Push!

SPOT THE SOUND OF A SACK OF POTATCES FALLI NG INTO A LARGE
THREE- QUARTERS- EMPTY JAR OF HONEY. THE BEE- BOYS PANT,
QUT OF BREATH

HANK: Phew 1've never been so exhausted in all ny life.

WUZZABOOM Psssssssssssst !

Kl CK: What was that?

HANK: This egg, it nust have a puncture in it!

WJZZABOOM Nope, it's nme. Here, |ook. Pssssssssssssssst!!!

HANK:

Hel | o.



Kl CK:

SPOT/ EX

WJZZABOOM

HANK:
WJZZ ABOOM
Kl CK:

HANK:

WJZZABOOM

SPOT

Kl CK:

HANK:

WJZZABOOM
HANK:
WJZZABOOM

HANK:

Who are you?

SI X WASPS G GG_LE MALEVOLENTLY AT THE BEE- BOYS
SHOULDERS, MAKI NG A BUZZI NG SOUND THAT SPELLS OUT
WUZZ777777ABOOOOOM

(I'N A SHARP, SI N STER BUT | NGRATI ATI NG WASPI SH VA CE)
Youzzz couldn't, could yerzzzzz, be nice and wasply and
tell a pal where "SHE" is, could yerzzzzzzz???

The Queen, you nean?

"HER', yeahzzzzzz.

Are you carrying any identification?

She's just down the corridor on the left having a little
rest.

Very wasply of yer, thankzzzz. (GRUFFLY OVER HI S
SHOULDER THE WASPS) Cunmon, youzzzz, quick march.

OFF THEY MARCH

They didn't show ne any identification. And they | ook
nore |i ke wasps than bees to ne.

Wait a no, Kick, I'll just have a word with them

( DASHI NG AFTER THE DEPARTI NG WASPS) Excuse ne! Excuse
ne!

VWHAT YOU WANT??! !

You' re not Wizzaboom are you, by any chance?

(DEEPLY SUSPI Cl OUS) M ght be.

|'ve a nessage froma daft friend of yours | net in a
jamjar. He says he's sorry.



WJZZABOOM

HANK:

WJZZABOOM

Kl CK:
HANK:
Kl CK:
HANK:
Kl CK:
HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:
Kl CK:
HANK:

Kl CK:

SPOT

(I NGRATI ATI NG AGAIN) Tish-tosh! Look, erm vyer doesn't
mnd if me and sone of ny stripes (THE WASPS CHUCKLE
EVEN MORE W CKEDLY) toddl es al ong and

ki dnaps....errr....has a few friendly words wth yer
Queen, doeszzzzzz yer?

Feel free.

( CHUCKLES, MARCH NG AWVAY WTH H S WASPS) Wasply, very
wasply of yerzzzzzz.

What's going on? Did they show you their identification?
No need. | know who that is. (PROUDLY) That's Wizzaboom
Wizzawho?

Boom

Boomawuzz?

Wizzaboom !! He's a chief of wasps or sonething.

(VERY WORRIED) I think we should alert Sergeant

Beetyouup. |I'msure it's against the law for wasps to
wander around unescorted in a bee hive. Shall | go or
you go?

( YAWNS) You go.

You go. | don't know the way.
Nei t her do |I.
Oh, | have failed the Foreman! | have failed in all ny

responsi bilities.

DOM THE CORRI DOR THE QUEEN | S SCREAM NG SHE | S BEI NG
| NTERFERED W TH AND CARRI ED OFF




Kl CK:

HANK:

SPOT/ EX

QUEEN:

SPOT
WJZZABOOM

Kl CK:

HANK:

QUEEN:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

Ch, no! The worst has happened! OUR Queen is in danger!
(ALREADY ON H'S WAY) We nust save her or die in the
attenpt!!!

(YAWNS) | wonder what ny sister is doing right at this
monent . WAshing the dog, | expect. (HE WALKS SLOALY
AFTER)

WZZABOOM AND THE WASPS COVE TOMRDS US, CARRYI NG THE
QUEEN ABOVE THEI R HEADS. HER W NGS BEAT A FRANTI C ' GOD
SAVE THE QUEEN , THE WASPS LAUGH AND JEER

(SI NG NG FRANTI CALLY AS SHE | S CARRI ED PAST) God save
t he Queen! Send her...victorious! Happy and...d orious!

A BRI EF SCUFFLE, THE VI OLENT CLI CKING OF FENCI NG FAO LS

QUT THE WAY, YOQU OUT THE WAY

You WASPS!'!'!' You evil yellowfaced WASPS!I'l WASPS! I'l  Put
down our bel oved nonarch!!! Hank! Help nme fight them
Hel p ne!

Aw, | et them have her if they want her!

(BEI NG CARRI ED | NTO THE DI STANCE) Long to reign over us.
God save the Queennnnnnnnnnnn!!!

(CRYI NG Your Majesty! | have failed you! They have
ki dnapped your royal person! | have failed in all ny
responsi bilities!

You don't have any responsibilities! You' re not a bee,
you nit!!!

(KI CK CONTI NUES TO WAIL I N TEARS)
That Wizzaboomis quite a fella, isn't he?

He stung ne. | can't feel anything in three of ny | egs.



SGI

BEETYOUUP:

HANK:

Kl CK:

SGI

BEETYOUUP:

HANK:

SGI

BEETYOUUP:

LOST BEE:

Kl CK:

LOST BEE:

SGI

BEETYOUUP:

HANK:

Kl CK:

SGI

BEETYOUUP:

SPOT

HANK/ Kl CK:

EX

SGI

BEETYOUUP:

A POLI CE SIREN AS SERGEANT BEETYOQUUP ZOOMS UP. A SWEFT

HEAVY BUZZ I N TUNE W TH THE SI REN

You and You! This bee be Sergeant Beetyouup of the Bee
Police. You're under arrest!

We never did nothing!

We did! We failed our gracious Queen!

Ai di ng and abetting in the kidnappi ng of Her Mjesty.
W never did!

| have a reliable wtness.

| saw it all! |I saw themtalking to the wasps! |
realised that they were pointing her out to them so |
ran off for help.

But we tried to stop the wasps. Really we did.

Traitors!!!

Cone quietly now, workers, or | shall have to beat you
up.

(TO KICK) Now how do you |like being a bee, eh?
(WEAKLY) Actually, Sergeant, this bee is incorrect in
his assessnent of the situation. W tried to help the
Queen. W woul d never hurt her! W |ove her!

Shut up your snivelling lies! Traitors!

SERGEANT BEETYOUUP M LDLY BEATS THEM UP

oM OM O

FADE AS SERGEANT BEETYOUUP SAYS:

Buzz along quietly now Buzz al ong.



SCENE
14

SPOT/ EX THE SUDDEN BANG OF A GAVEL IN A COURTROOM THE BUZZ OF
BEES IN A COURTROOM

JUDGE BEE: (HE HAS A COLD) Silence! O | shall clear the court! (HE
SNEEZES)

SPOT THE COURTROOM GOES A LITTLE QU ETER

That's better. Now. ..where was |? Bee and Bee, you are
charged with aiding and abetting the vill ai nous wasp,
Jasper Wizzaboom ..

SPOT BOOS I N THE COURTROOM THE JUDGE BANGS HI S GAVEL
...1n the kidnapping of our gracious Queen. How do you
pl ead?

HANK: ( SHOUTS FORCEFULLY) | nnocent!

Kl CK: (VWEAKLY) We're innocent!

LOST BEE: | heard them buzzing wth Wizzaboom ..they told him
where the Queen was! Wasply traitors!!!

SPOT NO SE IN THE COURTROOM THE JUDGE BANGS HI' S GAVEL. KICK
BEG NS H S DEFENCE DURI NG THE NO SE. . ..

Kl CK: It's all a m sunderstanding, honestly. If you'll give us
anot her chance | promse we'll try to be just |ike the
rest of you. THI S won't go down on ny record, will it?
O I'll never be Foreman, not ever.

HANK: Look here, your stupid bee court doesn't have no

jurisdiction over Kick and ne. W're boys, see, not
bees. Got it?! And we did tell Wzzaboom where the Queen



SPOT

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

JUDGE BEE:

HANK:

SPOT

JUDGE BEE:

HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

JUDGE BEE:

CLERK CF
COURT:

HUGE OUTRAGE FROM THE COURT, THE JUDGE WHACKS HI S GAVEL
HARD, KI CK CONTI NUES THROUGH THE NO SE | NTO A QUI ETENED
COURTROOM

W didn't! WE didn't! He's just answering back! That's

all! He's always like this when he gets in trouble, he
answers back. He's a good bee, really. Gve him give
both of us another chance. W'I|l not nmake any m st akes,

not when we properly learn the ropes.

Can't you get it through your squishy heads... W' re not
really bees.

No, we're not, not really. But given the chance...
(TO KICK) Shuttup!!!
Not Bees?!

We're boys, your Honour, Human Boys. A snelly old man
turned us into bees.

CONFUSED MURMUR | N THE COURTROOM

(MUTTERS TO H MSELF) Onh, buzz-buzz-buzz...they are
clearly insane.... Mad, nmad. Not bees? Their brains are
full of jam They go zubb and not buzz. Dearie ne, quite
mad.

(CALLS OQUT DEFI NI TELY) If we are bees how cone we know
that the capital of Portugal is Madrid!

(WH SPERS) It's not Madrid. It's Barcel ona.
(YELLS) Barcel ona!!!

Bar cel ona? Barcel ona? (WH SPERS ASIDE) |Is that a wasp
swear - wor d?

A particularly rude one, your Honour.



JUDGE BEE:

SPOT/ EX

SCENE
15

EX

HANK:
Kl CK:
HANK:

Kl CK:

HANK:

Kl CK:

PSYCHI ATRI ST
BEE:

SGT.
BEETYQOUUP:

Mad, quite mad. (BANGS HI' S GAVEL) | shoul d, of course,
sentence you to bee thrown through the door of an
anthill with all your wngs and legs pulled off..... but
as you are obviously insane, | feel | nust be |enient.
The sentence is that you bee inprisoned until you are
able to prove that you are no | onger insane.

THE COURT BURSTS | NTO UPROAR, BUZZI NG MADLY

SHARP CUT OF COURTROOM NO SE. THE SOUND OF AN | RON JAI L-

CELL DOOR BEI NG SLAMMED SHUT. THE HEAVY Tl NKLE OF KEYS

(SADLY) My nother always said |I'd end up in clink.
(BUZZES A HORRI BLE TUNE)
Stop that buzzing will you, Kick!

| wasn't buzzing! | was hunm ng. (RECOMMENCES HI S
BUZZI NG

How | ong have we been in here now?
Three yearszzzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.

SOUND OF DI STANT DOOR CLANKI NG

Here he conmes again, with his stupid questions.

THE SHUFFLE AND BUZZ OF A HUGE BEE, BUZZI NG KI CK'S TUNE

(A SLI GHT GERVAN ACCENT) These questions bee not stupid.
| f you get themright it proves that you are proper sane
heal thy bees |ike nyself and Sergeant Beetyouup......

(PLODDI NG UP) Evening all!



PSYCHI ATRI ST
BEE:
HANK:

Kl CK:
HANK:
Kl CK:

PSYCHI ATRI ST
BEE:

HANK:

Kl CK:

PSYCHI ATRI ST
BEE:

HANK:

Kl CK:

PSYCHI ATRI ST
BEE:

Kl CK:

PSYCHI ATRI ST

BEE:
FX

PSYCHI ATRI ST
BEE:

...and can return to your rightful place in the swarm
Every norning for three years you' ve asked us the sane
questions. We'll never know the answers!!!! Only a bee
woul d know t he answers...and we're not bees!

(HUVB HI S BUZZI NG TUNE)

Kick! WIIl you shut up that buzzi ng!

| "' m not buzzing!

( SHUFFLI NG HI S PAPERS) Question One: Wat os the neaning
of the word Melliferouszzzzz?

Duno! Donno!! Dunno!!! It's a stupid bee question!

(I NNOCENTLY IN A VO CE FULL OF BUZZES) Melliferouszzzz
Is an adjective neaning 'form ng or produci ng honey'.

(DELI GHTED) Correct! Correct!

(AMAZED) How d you know t hat ? How?

(BUZZES H S TUNE)

Question Two: How many spiracles in a cocoon?
(JUMPI NG W TH EXClI TEMENT) | knowzzzzz! | knowzzzzz!
Better whisper in ny left antenna.

A BUZZI NG VWHI SPER

Correct! Excellent. If you get 43 thousand nore
guestions right | can declare you sane.

QUI CK FADE TO SI LENCE AND BACK AGAI N

(AFTER A YAWN) Question 39 thousand nine hundred and
ni nety-nine...who had a Nunber One with "I'll BEE seeing
youzzzzzzzz!"? (ANOTHER YAW\) vyes..



Kl CK: (WH SPERS AND BUZZES EXClI TEDLY)

PSYCHI ATRI ST Correct!!!! Correct!!!! Sergeant...unlock the door,

BEE: pl ease. Release this bee! He is perfectly sane and
beei sh. Congratul ati ons, you can rejoin the swarm

Kl CK: Al ny dreanzzzz have cone truezzzzzz.

HANK: Wait a mnute! What's going on?

FX THE CLANKI NG OF KEYS, CREAK OF A RUSTY DOOR OPENI NG
KI CK BUZZES OUT, BUZZI NG HI' S TUNE EXC TEDLY

SGT. Very well done. Most inpressive. (WH SPERS) | didn't

BEETYQUUP: know hal f of them questions nyself. Ever thought of
joining the Police force?

Kl CK: Could 1zzzzzz? Reallyzzzzzzz? 1'd try ny best to bee
just |like you, sir.

HANK: (RATTLES THE BARS) Here! Wait! \Were you stupid bees
going wth Kick? Kick! Kick!

FX KI CK BUZZES AVAY, HI S BUZZI NG LAUGHTER WTH H S FELLOW
BEES ECHOES DOMN THE CORRI DOR

HANK: ( SHOUTI NG FROM THE EMPTY CELL, H S VO CE ECHO NG DOMN

THE CORRI DORS) Kick! Kick! You're not a bee! You're a

boy, like nezzzzz. We're boyszzzzzz! Boyszzzzzz!!!

(HE FLOPS DOWN DEJECTEDLY. WTH GRIT)

l"'mme, I'mstill me. I'Il always be nme, even if |I'm

| ocked up in here forever 1'll always be ne. Poor Kick,

he's not Kick now, he's a bee policenman thinking bee

t houghts with nothing of hinself left. Wiat can | do?
What can | do? (A LITTLE CHEERED UP) But maybe it's not
so bad. It's the sane for boys in a way. | nean, it's
i ke grow ng up: suddenly there's a day when you' re not
yoursel f anynore and you think different thoughts.
(JUMPS UP, RATTLES THE BARS, DESPERATE) | know the
answer to Nunber Six-thousand-and-forty-eight. Cone
back! Conme back! Buzzzzzzzzzzzz! | know t he answer!

Ki ck! Sergeant Beetyouup! Buzzzzzzzz!!! COVE BACK!!



EX AS HANK' S CRIES TRAIL OFF, BRING UP THE SOUND OF THE
CHOO- CHOO NG TRAI'N

GEORGE: Go on, then, what happened?
THROCKMORTON: What happened wher e?
GEORGE: In the story!
THROCKMORTON: What story?

GEORGE: The one you were telling...about your nephew Hank and
the bees. Did he ever get out?

THROCKMORTON: Hank? Goodness, yes. | have himhere, with ne...now. In
this matchbox. | take himwith ne everywhere.

SPOT/ EX HE TAPS THE MATCHBOX, THE ANGRY SOUND OF A BEE TRAPPED
N A MATCHBOX

CEORCE: You're telling ne big whoppers! Let's see.

THROCKMORTON: There you are...but be careful, don't nake himlose his
t enper .

SPOT THE SOUND OF GEORGE CAREFULLY OPENI NG THE NMATCHBOX

EX THE BEE ESCAPES

CGEORGE: He's got out!

THROCKMORTON: Hank! Hank, ny boy! (WHI STLES AS IF TO A DOG) Hank!
GEORGE: Arrrrrrhhhhhhh! Arrrrrrhhhhhhh!

THROCKMORTON: St op maki ng such a fuss, man. It's only a bee. I'm 704-
years-old and |'ve never heard such a fuss.

CEORCE: He's gone down ny trousers! Down ny trousers!

THROCKMORTON: (W TH | NSTANT M LI TARY AUTHORI TY) Don't nove a nuscl e or
he'll sting. You're not noving a nuscle, are you?



GEORCGE: (TERRI FI ED) No.

THROCKMORTON: Now, carefully undo your belt and |let your trousers fall

down.
GEORCGE: Ugh! ?
STRANGE (COM NG UP TO THROCKMORTON) Here, are you the gentl eman
VWOVAN: who found a buni on?
THROCKMORTON: A buni on! Yes, indeed, madam ..l have it here
sonmewhere.... (HE FIDDLES THROUGH H' S POCKETS MAKI NG AN

| MPOSSI BLE CLI NKI NG AND CLANKI NG SOUND) Ah, here it is.

(A VERY DI SCREET SQUEAK)

STRANGE Been | ooking for it everywhere, | have.
WOVAN:
GEORCE: ( SCREAMS HUGELY AND PAI NFULLY) ARRRRRRHHHHHHH! !'!

THROCKMORTON: Sting you, did he?
CEORCE: (THROUGH A VWH NE) Unh- huh.
THROCKMORTON: Bad | uck.
( THROCKMORTON LAUGHS, HI S LAUGHTER GROW NG AND GROW NG)

EX/ GRAMS BRING I N SOUND OF BUZZI NG SWARM ANGRY. DUKE ELLI NGTON S

' TAKE THE TRAIN RISES AND DROMS THI S

( THROCKMORTON' S LAUGHTER GOES RI GHT THROUGH THE MUSI C
AND END CREDI TS)

END

-- If you have any comments or questions please email me:
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