Radioplay:
Whoppers!
The Zaratan

CHARACTERS

On t he Beach:

COLONEL DI GBY. ... .. a 704-year-ol d whopper -
THROCKMORTON. . . . .. teller
CONSTABLE BI NSLEY. ........... a failed policeman
In the Story:
ENID............ a pretty girl with a
tal ki ng | obster
A TALKING LOBSTER. . .......... a | obster who tal ks
HENRY OCKS............ a boy as strong as a lion
TRISHA FISHER. . . ... ... ... t he nost beautiful girl
in the world
CHERYL POTTS............ even nore beautiful than
t hat
THE HEAD. . .......... a nanel ess head
OLD OCKS. ........... Henry' s great - grandf at her
W LHELM NA PHLOX. . .......... A d Ooks's old flane
THE ZARATAN. ........... a beast wth Paradisical
I nt ent
BLUG NUGWJGUG. . .......... a Stone Age nman



SCENE 1

GRANMS

THROCKMORTON:

SPOT

CONSTABLE BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

A WAl TRESS
A BUS DRI VER
A BUS CONDUCTOR
A DOLPHI N

Ext. Beach

PLAY INWTH 'I DO LIKE TO BE BESI DE THE

SEASI DE'

FADE THI S QU CKLY. A MOMENT' S SI NI STER

SI LENCE, BRI NG NG UP FARAWAY CRI ES OF
PEOPLE PLAYI NG ON A BEACH, GULLS SCREAM NG
NEAR AND FAR, THEN: THE SLOW AND HEAVY
FOOTSTEPS OF A PCOLI CEMAN WALKI NG ON PEBBLES

(HUMS "I DO LIKE TO BE BESI DE THE SEASI DE' )
THE CONSTABLE' S CRUNCHI NG APPRCOACH, DURI NG
THI'S SCENE HE IS FOREVER SHI FTI NG H' S

PLOD S FEET, CRUNCHI NG THE PEBBLES. THE
RHYTHM CAL COLLAPSE AND SUCK OF WAVES.

Excuse ne, sir.

Uh?

May |, in the line of duty you understand,
ask you what is am ss?

A Mss, in ny experience, is an unnarried
womnman.

It's just that this being the hottest day
for years and you sat sitting there on this
here pebbly beach with all them coats and
hats and nedal s on.

(I RRI TATED) Are you one of ny nephews?



CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

"' ma policeman. Constabl e Binsley.
So you're no-one's nephew?

(THI NKI NG HARD) | have an Uncle Frank in
Sout hend.

Say hello to himfor nme, next tinme you see
hi m

You know him do you, sir?
Good God, no! Dreadful man!

(TURNI NG SLOALY NASTY) |'l1l have you know,
sir, that there's a | aw agai nst confusing a
pol i ceman.

( SUDDENLY ANNOUNCI NG HI MSELF) Col onel Di gby
Thr ocknort on.

( TAKI NG OUT NOTEBOOK, LICKING PENCIL) 1'1
make a note of that, sir. Is that twel ve Ks
in Throcknorton? O four Ss?

Fifteen Ys and a Q Wuld you |ike to hear
a story?

(EXCITED IN H'S DULL WAY) Erm confessions,
Is it, sir? To a murder? To a string of
unsol ved nurders going way back to 1962,
the solving of which would obtain ne the
pronotion | so richly deserve?

O course not! It's a story, a proper
story! About this beach and this little
fishing village, a long tine ago. |I'm 704-
years-ol d, you know. |'ve seen a thing or
two. | taught Edward |1l to play cards.



CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

EX/ SPOT

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

Well, ordinarily, sir, 1'd be happy to hear
your story, but I'min pursuit of a |ost
dog wot bit the local pork butcher this
nor ni ng.

Never mnd that, man! Sit down, undo your
shoel aces, let ne tell you about....the
Zar at an.

(TEMPTED) Monster, is it, sir?
O a sort.

(SORELY TEMPTED) Very interesting things,
sir, nonsters, to a policeman |ike nyself.

| may have to arrest one one day. (SITTING
ON THE CRUNCHY PEBBLES, SHYLY)....And, as
It happens, | have been feeling a little
depressed |ately. My sergeant hates ne, you
know. Mebbees a little nonstrous story

m ght cheer ne up. Do you mnd if | take
notes. ...

G ve that stupid thing here!

A SNATCH, THE PLOP OF THE NOTEBOOK | NTO THE

VWAVES

There's a | aw agai nst throwi ng policenen's
not ebooks into the sea.....

THROCKMORTON S VA CE BROUGHT UP CLOSE, OVER

THE COVPLAI NI NG POLI CEMAN | N BACKGROUND, HE

ADDRESSES US DI RECTLY. . ..

This is the story of one of ny nieces, Enid
Throcknorton, who lived in this village,
Catfish-on-Sea, nearly 500 years ago. Enid
was a very fortunate girl. She has
sonet hi ng nobody el se had: a talking

| obster.



CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

Wul d you swear to this in a court of |aw?

Oh, it did, honestly. It was a tal king

| obster. It sang songs too. Unfortunately,
it only talked to her. It never said a word
to anyone el se.

(WTH A POLI CEMAN S UNDERSTANDI NG One of
t hose tal king | obsters, eh?

Did you know soneone who had one?
( PROTESTI NG TOO MJCH) Not ne, no.
When you were a | ad.

No. No. (AN EMBARRASSED POLI CEMAN S NO SE)
No. No.

You didn't perhaps have one yoursel f?
No.
Are you sure?

(GRUNTS POLI CEMANI SHLY W TH A "YES' LOST IN
THE GRUNT)

VWhat was that?

(ADM TS SHAMEDLY) | did. | had a tal king
| obster. It was himwho advised ne to join
the police force.

(SLAPS H M ON THE BACK I N DELI GHT)
Excel |l ent! Excellent! You'll understand
exactly how ny niece Enid felt when the
other children of the village woul dn't
bel i eve that her | obster talked.

(VWEEPS) They woul dn't believe ne either!
They woul dn' t!



THROCKMORTON:

SCENE 2

EX

HENRY:

ALL CHI LDREN
TOGETHER:

ENI D

ALL CHI LDREN:

ENI D

TRI SHA FI SHER:

CHERYL.:

TRI SHA FI SHER:

ALL CHI LDREN:

ENI D

They woul dn't believe her either! They
teased her nost dreadful |y!

Ext. Beach

CH LDREN SPLASHI NG | N WATER

Hey, Enid! \Were's yer |obster?
Lobster! Lobster! Tal king Lobster!!!!!
Shut up about ny | obster, you | ot!

LET'S HEAR A SNIPPIT OF H' S CONVERSATI ON
THEN I'l  MEBBEES HE' LL READ THE LESSON I N

( STOWPI NG OFF ACROSS THE PEBBLY BEACH) He's
much nore interesting to talk to than you
stinkers!!! And he speaks French!!!!

( SPLASHI NG, W TH HI LARI TY) He speaks
French! A tal king | obster! \Weeeeee- ha-
haaaa!

( LAUGH NG HUGELY) Je suis une | obster!!!
Whaaaaa- haaaa-haaaaa!!'!'!! I'd marry himif
| were you!

You can live on the bottom of the sea and
bring up a famly of prawns!!!!

LOBSTER!' Il LOBSTER!'!'! TALKI NG LOBSTER! ! !

( RUNNI NG AVAY | N TEARS; FROM FURTHER AVAY
I N THE WATER, ACRCSS PEBBLES) You're
horriblel Al horrible!

THE OTHER CHI LDREN LAUGH AS SHE GOES




SCENE 3

ENI D

THROCKMORTON:

EX/ SPOT

TALKI NG LOBSTER
ENI D
LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

ENI D
LOBSTER

ENI D

| nt. Room

(1 NTERI OR ACQUSTI C)

( SNUFFLI NG)

(CLOSE) Poor girl. How al one she felt! But
she wasn't al one, her | obster was there.

She kept it in a bucket under the bed.

THE LOBSTER SCRATCHES | NSI DE THE BUCKET

WTH HS LEGS, SPLASHES AND CLICKS H S

CLAWS. HE CLI CKS THESE CLAWS WHENEVER HE | S

PRESENT I N A SCENE

VWhat's wong with you this tine?

( SUDDENLY FI ERCE THROUGH HER TEARS) THI S
TIVENTD TH S TIMEN!T!T SAME AS EVERY TI ME!N! T
TS ALL YOUR FAULT!!!I'!

My fault? I'ma |lobster. How can it be ny
faul t?

You're not a | obster, you're a tal king

| obster. Please, why can't you talk to
soneone el se, just once? That woul d shut
themup! I've no friends. And it's all your
fault! Read the I esson in church on Sunday,
woul d you, please, eh, huh?

Ooooh, naw. Naw. Couldn't. He'd be furious
wth nme.

(W PI NG AWAY HER TEARS) Wo woul d? God?
Not God. HIM HE woul d.

Who' s he?



LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

H M Paradise is comng. He will bring it
for you, for ne, for everybody.

(BREAKS | NTO A NEW FI' T OF SOBBI NG

Don't cry ny little prawn. |'msorry. But |
can't speak to no-one but you. He told ne

not to. | was sent just for you. Just for
you. Because you're one of his speci al
people...you will help himmake his

Par adi se, the Paradise that is to cone.
(GRCANS) | suppose if you've got yourself a
tal king | obster, it's bound to talk
nonsense. (ANOTHER SOB)

(W TH BORN- AGAI N CHEERFULNESS) When HE
cones, everything' ||l be hunky-dory, honest.

( FURI QUS, HAMVERI NG THE WOODEN FLOOR W TH
HM HM HMthat was here once before and
wi || be here again.

WHO S "H M WHEN HE' S AT HOVE??7?!!

|'"'mnot allowed to say.

(THROUGH HER TEETH) You salty crabby-eyed
hors d' oeuvre, you!

HUH' ( PAUSE) HUH! !'!

(A PAUSE WH LE THE Al R CLEARS)
Eni d?

(VEXED) What ?

Can | hold your nose in ny pincers like I
did [ast night?



ENI D
LOBSTER:
ENI D
LOBSTER:
ENI D

LOBSTER:

ENI D

ENI D

SCENE 4

GRAMS

THROCKMORTON:

No.

Go on!

Al right, then. Not too hard. OOOOHCH!
Sorry. That better?

( THROUGH A BLOCKED NOSE) Yeah.

(H GHLY AMJUSED) Sing ' G eensl eeves' . Just
for me, sing ' Geensleeves was ny heart of
gold...."

(SI NGS ' GREENSLEEVES' )

(THE LOBSTER I S WLD WTH HI LARI TY)

( THROUGH BLOCKED NOSE) Easily anused,
| obsters are.

Ext. Beach

PERCY GRAINGER S ' MOLLY ON THE SHORE' PLAYS

| N BACKGROUND

THROCKMORTON NARRATES VH LE RUNNI NG ALONG
THE BEACH, AGAINST THE W ND, CONSTABLE
BI NSLEY FOLLOAS

MUSI C AND WND ARE LOUD, THROCKMORTON
SHOUTS TO MAKE HI MSELF HEARD

The ot her youngsters of Catfish-on-Sea were
al ways teasing ny poor niece. Sonetines

t hey nmade her cry. Sonetinmes she just got
angry. And when she was angry...... SHE



ENI D

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

EX/ SPOT

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

ENI D

Look at nme! | amrunning |ike the w nd!
Wheeeeeee!

How she | oved to run! Her bare feet on the
pebbl es! Her bare feet on the sand! Running
into the water and her tongue out to taste
the salt sea air!

Wait for ne, ny shoelace is undone!

THROCKMORTON STOPS, GETTING H' S BREATH BACK

( PANTI NG And whenever she went running,
the talking | obster would foll ow on a
bi cycl e.

THE CREAK AND PEDAL OF A LOBSTER- DRI VEN
Bl CYCLE

Did they have bicycles in them days?

(ALMOST CAUGHT QUT) Erm....this one didn't
have wheel s.

BRI NG MUSI C AND W ND DOMN

(CALLING Don't run so fast, girl. This
bi cycl e doesn't have no wheels, you know !!

Hurry, you mani ac | obster! There's
sonething in the water. Qut there. |

t hought it was a Christnmas Puddi ng at
first, but on closer squinting | think
It's...a nman's head.

CLUNK AND TINKLE OF THE LOBSTER ARRI VI NG
AND CGETTI NG OFF THE BI CYCLE. GULLS CRY
DI SCREETLY

Where's this, then?

There! There! Is it H M



LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

EX/ SPOT

SCENE 5

ENI D

LOBSTER

ENI D

LOBSTER

THE HEAD:

VWho?

HMI!I!I HM!! HMthat was here once before
and w I | be again.

Naw, he's nmuch bigger than that. He's half
as big as Norfolk, HE is! You're right,
though. It is a man's head. Better throw ne
out to it.

SKITTER OF CLAWS AS SHE PI CKS H M UP

Careful with that leg, it's
| oose....arrrrrrrrhhhhhhhh. .. ..

WHOOSH OF THE LOBSTER BEI NG THROMN THROUGH
THE AIR. VW WAIT A LITTLE TOO LONG FOR THE
SPLASH. HE SPLASHES

Ext. Beach

( MUMBLI NG ON THE SHORE) Where is that
stupid | obster?

Here | am
I N THE BACKGROUND WE HEAR A SORE

COVPLAI NI NG MUMBLE, AS OF A MAN WHO HAS A
LOBSTER PULLI NG H' S NOSE

You' ve been hour s!

|'ve been dragging this thing all the way
al ong the sea's-bottomand | had to explain
what it is to every whel k and |inpet al ong
the way.. ..

( THROUGH A BLOCKED NOSE) Excuse ne, please,
young | ady. Could you perhaps get this
| obster off ny nose.



ENI D

LOBSTER:

ENI D

THE HEAD:

ENI D

LOBSTER:

THE HEAD:

ENI D

ENI D

THE HEAD:

ENI D

LOBSTER:

It is a head, isn't it?

It's wot you'd normally see under a hat if
a hat were on a head.

Looks li ke a head. Just a head all by
itself. Didn't it say sonething just then?

(LI KE NOEL COMRD W TH A BLOCKED NOSE) |
can't say ny piece with that claw pinching
ny nose.

Let him go, you daft | obster.

(SLYLY) 1'Il let himgo if he sings
' G eensl eeves' .

Don't know ' G eensl eeves'.

Course you do... (SINGSIT FORH M
... &eensleeves was all ny
joy...QGeensl eeves was ny delight...
G eensl eeves was ny heart of gold...'

THE HEAD JO NS IN, ITS NOSE SEVERELY
PINCHED. THE LOBSTER IS WLD WTH H LARITY.

| T LAUGHS SO MUCH IT LETS GO OF THE NOSE.
THE HEAD MOANS I TS SORE NOSE BACK | NTO
WWORKI NG ORDER

Pl ease excuse him M. Head... Lobsters are
easily anmused. Do you live in the sea? Just
floating about like a bottle with a nessage
init?

Actually | do have a nessage. FromH M HE
sent ne.

HE di d?

(AVESTRUCK) It's fromH M A nessage from
him!!



THE HEAD:

ENI D

THE HEAD:

ENI D

THE HEAD:

ENI D

THE HEAD:

LOBSTER

ENI D

THE HEAD:

ENI D

THE HEAD:

EX

ENI D

THE HEAD:

H M yes. You are M ss Enid Throcknorton,
of 5 Fisherman's Cottages, Catfish-on-Sea.

| suppose | am

HE wants you.

HE?

HE' Il be there, off the headl and, on Sunday
nmorni ng, bright and early. Don't be | ate,
wll you?

What's HE want ne for?

HE hath need of you, to help nmake his
Par adi se.

(EXCITED) Told you!!! Told you!!!
What's HI S nane, then?
Qooooh, I'mnot allowed to say.

Tell me his nanme or I'Ill kick you out to
sea!

Wuld you, 1'd be so grateful. I'mterribly
afraid of sheep, you know....and there's
one com ng this way.

THE THREATENI NG BAA OF A SHEEP

Al right. I will!
Don't forget. Sunday. Bright and...
SHE DOES A LITTLE RUN UP. THE KI CKI NG

CONTACT OF HER FOOT ON THE HEAD | S LIKE A
THUDDI NG PENALTY KI CK THAT M SSES THE GOAL

AND ZOOMS OQUT OF THE STADIUM W TH A W NDY
VWH STLE




THE HEAD:

EX

TRI SHA FI SHER:
EX

HENRY:

TRI SHA FI SHER:
HENRY:

TRI SHA FI SHER:
HENRY:

TRI SHA FI SHER:
HENRY:

TRI SHA FI SHER:
HENRY:

TRI SHA FI SHER:
HENRY:

TRI SHA FI SHER:

(VWAI LI NG | NTO THE DI STANCE). . ..
AAAAAAr r r 1 r gggg9gHHHHHHHHHHHHHNhhhhh-

Ext. Beach

A GENTLE LAP OF WAVES

(SVEETLY) Henry. . ...

SPLI SH-PLI P-PLI SH OF SKI MM NG STONES

See that! | skimmed it six tinmesl!

(PRETTILY) Stop skimm ng stones, Henry
Ooks! (LI KE A SERGEANT- MAJOR) Cone her e!

Wt you want, Trisha?

(THE CHARM OF ALL THE ANGELS) Henry.....
Uh!

Who is the prettynostest, ne or Cheryl?
Qooooh, couldn't say!

If you say ne I'Il let you kiss nme on the
end of ny nose.

| don't want to kiss you on the end of your

nose.
O course you do.
Don' t.

(SHOUTS) DO !'!



HENRY:

TRI SHA
HENRY:
TRI SHA
HENRY:
TRI SHA
HENRY:

TRI SHA

HENRY:

TRI SHA
SPOT

TRI SHA

CHERYL:

HENRY:

CHERYL:

HENRY:

TRI SHA

CHERYL:

FI SHER:

FI SHER:

FI SHER:

FI SHER:

FI SHER:

FI SHER:

FI SHER:

Al right, then. (SHYLY) You are the nost
spl endi f erous. ..

(CORRECTING Prettynostest....
Prettynostest...girl in all the village.
In all Norfol k?

In all Norfolk.

Prettynoster than Cheryl.

By mles.

And her wots got the talking | obster or
says she has?

(PIG SICK OF THI'S) You're the prettynostest
girl wot ever | laid eyes on.

(VERY SATI SFI ED) You can ki ss nmy nose now.

THE SOUND OF HM KISSING I T, SHE SNEEZES

Errr, that was horrible! You nade ne
sneeze.

(HURRYI NG UP TO THEM Wt you doing, Henry
Qoks?

Nuf fi nk, Cheryl! Nuffink! Honest!

| seen ya! You was kissing old Halibut Face
on the end of her nose....

Wasn't not!
Wt you call ne??

Hal i but Face!



TRI SHA FI SHER

CHERYL:

HENRY:
CHERYL:

SPOT

TRI SHA FI SHER

CHERYL:

TRI SHA FI SHER

CHERYL:

SPOT

TRI SHA FI SHER

CHERYL:
SPOT

HENRY:

( SVEETLY) Henry says |'mthe prettynostest
girl in all Norfolk. Better than you.

Li ke fish you are! |1've been wearing this
dai sy-chain in ny hair all sunmmrer and it
hasn't died one bit. That's because |'m 50
times nore pretty than anyone. Cone here,
Henry...kiss ne on the end of ny nose and
then tell us both, cross-you-heart-and-hope-
to-die, which kiss nmade you tingle the

nost .

(WORRIED NOW I...1...1"d better not!

Go on, | ad!

HE KI SSES, CHERYL SNEEZES

(TO CHERYL) Horrible, wasn't it?

He nmade nme sneeze.

He nmade ne sneeze too. Let's beat himup.
Yes, let's.

THE SCUFFLE ON THE PEBBLES AS THE G RLS

ATTACK HM LOUD "OWNS AND "HELP'S FROM
HENRY

THE G RLS LAUGH TRI UVPHANTLY

(TO CHERYL) My punches are nuch prettier
t han yours.

A | ady doesn't punch, she SLAPS.

A HUGE SLAP

OAYAI T T

FADE HS CRI ES




SCENE 7

ENI D
HENRY:
ENI D
HENRY:

ENI D

HENRY:

ENI D

HENRY:

ENI D

HENRY:
ENI D
HENRY:
ENI D
HENRY:

ENI D

Ext. Dunes

FADE UP CRIES OF SEAGULLS

( SOFTLY) That you, Henry Ooks?

( SNI FFI NG BACK TEARS) Go away!

VWhat you doi ng way out here on the dunes?
Thi nki ng! Thi nki ng about LIFE!!!

|'d never have found you, but a guill enot
saw you and told ny tal king | obster...and
he told ne.

You're barny, you are.

Li sten, Henry. You're the strongest lad in
the vill age.

(PUTTING HHS MALE EGO BACK ON) Strong as a
lion, nme. Strong, | am Stronger than
Trisha Fi sher, whatever she told you.

WIIl you row nme out to the headl and, first
t hi ng Sunday norni ng?

Suppose so. Wy?

HE || be there.

Who?

H M that was here once and will be again.
Wio' s that then?

My | obster will tell you...he understands
it better than ne.



LOBSTER: | don't never speak in front of no one
‘cepting you.

HENRY: (UTTERLY AMAZED) Hey, that | obster said
sonething, |I's sure!

SCENE 8 |nt. Room

THROCKMORTON: ( NARRATI NG, CLOSE) If you wait | ong enough

It Is always Sunday. Next Sunday norning
Enid said goodbye to her friend the

| obst er.

ENI D: Ain't you comng with ne, then?

LOBSTER: Naw. | don't want to go back.

ENI D: Back where?

LOBSTER: You'll see. It's where I"'mfrom But |I'm
not allowed to talk there and | like to
t al k.

ENI D: But if I"mnot here you' ve nobody to talk
t 0.

LOBSTER: | can talk to nyself, can't |?

ENI D: (ON HER WAY) Byesi e-bye, then.

LOBSTER: Byesi e- bye!

SCENE 9 Ext. House

FX/ SI NG NG EARLY- MORNI NG GULLS CRY. ENI D MJUTTERS

' BOBBY SHAFTOE', SKIPPI NG ALONG | N
BACKGROUND AS THROCKMORTON SPEAKS TO US




THROCKMORTON:

SPOT

OLD OCKS:

ENI D

OLD OCKS:
ENI D

OLD OCKS:

ENI D

( NARRATI NG, CLCSE) O f she went past al

the tiny white cottages where fisher-fol k
were just waking up and forgetting their
dreans, her eyes |ooking at the huge yell ow
sun that splashed its dawn across the
sumer - bl ue sea, making yellow glints on
the wavetops as if God was ski mm ng bananas
towards the shore. And there was the

headl and, where a thin blue m st hung
around the cliffs. Maybe HE was there

al ready, snoking a cigar while he waited.
Eni d knocked on the door of an upturned
boat where Henry lived with his great-
grandfather, a man with fingers |ike
knotted rope and a face winkled like a
scri bbl ed- on page.

ENID S KNOCK, A PROPER KNOCKI NG ON- DOOR
KNOCK. OLD FI SHERVAN OCKS ANSWVERS, COUGHI NG

AND SPLUTTERI NG

(THE VO CE OF SOVEONE WHO ATE LONG JOHN
SILVER, ANXI QUS) W/ hel m na? That you, gal?
Come back at last!?

(HAPPY AS CAN BE) Morning, O d Fi sherman
(oks. My, ain't your nose a red' un,

s' norni ng! Been singing ' Geensleeves' have
we?

Eh?

Private joke, sorry.

Wt be you doing here at this early hour,
little girl?

| conme for Henry.



OLD OCKS:

ENI D

HENRY:

OLD OCKS:

HENRY:

OLD OCKS:

HENRY:

OLD OCKS:

ENI D

OLD OCKS:

ENI D

OLD OCKS:

HENRY:

Henry don't like no little girls. You'l
just go and break his black little heart
the way WI hel mi na broke mne. You're very
pretty though. Even prettier than she was.

Thanks, |'m sure. \Were's the | ad?

(THROW NG ON H' S CLOTHES, MOUTH FULL OF
BREAKFAST, HURRYI NG PAST HI S GREAT- GRANDAD)
Here | aml Al ready and strong as a |lion!

Where be you off to in this strangely
peacef ul dawn?

Bye, Pops! We're off to see H M
(ALERTED) HM H MWW !'!

H Mt hat was here once before and will be
agai n! Bye!

( HOBBLI NG AFTER, CREAKI NG HE GRABS HENRY
ROUGHLY) HIM!! H M THEE SAYED, LADDI E!!!
YOU RE OFF TO SEE H MMWM !'!

It's all right, you silly old fool. W're
just row ng around to the headl and.

HM!" HM!! Back after all these years!

HE wants to see ne. | don't know what for
but |'m goi ng anyway.

(H'S VO CE CRACKING WTH EMOTION) H M !!
H M back again, himwt took ny bel oved
girl, Wlhelmna Phlox, wot |I loved wf all
nmy bones and was gwan ter nmarry soneday.

Let nme go! WII you?



OLD OCKS:

HENRY:

OLD OCKS:

ENI D

OLD OCKS:

ENI D

OLD OCKS:

HENRY:

ENI D

SPOT

(WEAK AND BROKEN) Sorry, lad. But ye
mustn't go. It's him..the Zaratan. Back
again. He travels the world in search of
people for his evil designs. Wen | was
your age, he cane then. He's not a nman,
he's not a beast, he's an island, an island
wot floats. Al over the gl obe he goes,

col | ecti ng younguns.

(SCORNS) Who told you this, her talking
| obster?

Tal ki ng | obster? She got a tal king
LOBSTER!'!'! You got a tal king | obster, ny
pretty?

| have. | do.

W Il helmna had a tal king | obster. They all
work for HM HE sends them to talk to
you, to butter you up so's you'll go. I']
bet he's told you about the Paradise his
master wi |l make.

He has, yes. He's quite a bore on the
subj ect, actually.

Of the headl and, thee says. |I'll pop in
and get ny nocuteleleariters. (HE CREAKS
HOBBLESOVELY AVAY)

(WH SPERS) Cone on, Enid....let's push off.
HE' Il be waiting!!!!

(ALREADY ON HER WAY) Yeah! Mustn't be |ate.

THEI R RUNNI NG FOOTSTEPS ON PAVES, THEN ON
PEBBLES




OLD OCKS:

SCENE 10

ENI D

HENRY:

TRI SHA FI SHER:

HENRY:
CHERYL.:

ENI D

TRI SHA FI SHER:
EX

HENRY:

EX/ SPOT

( SHOUTI NG AFTER) HERE! HERE! DON T GO

HENRY, LAD!'!! ENID, My PRETTY!!!I! ONCE
HE'S GOI' YOU HE' LL NEVER LET'S YER GO !'!'!
YOU LL NEVER SEE YER HOMES AGAIN I'!' I (HE

A VES UP SHOUTI NG AND COUGHS | NSTEAD, THEN
DESPERATELY, AS THE SCENE FADES:) If you
sees Wlhelmna tell her | still |oves her!
( HE SOBS)

Ext. Beach/ Sea

Thought you said you was strong!
Thi s boat wei ghs tons! Help ne push!

THE RONBOAT BEI NG PUSHED DOWN THE BEACH,
THEI R GROANS

(QUT OF PUFF) Ch, no - it's them

G RLI SH FEET RUNNI NG OVER PEBBLES

Hey, where you off to with the | obster
wonman?

Nowher e.
Tri sha and | wanna cone too.

You can't cone! HE doesn't want to see you!
Just ME!!!

Who's this "HE", then?

SPLASH OF BOAT I N WATER

Al'l on board, whoever's com ng!!!

SOUND OF THE THREE G RLS CLAMBERI NG I N




TRI SHA FI SHER

ENI D

CHERYL:

EX

TRI SHA FI SHER

CHERYL:

TRI SHA FI SHER

CHERYL:

ENI D

CHERYL:

HENRY:

ENI D

CHERYL:

ENI D

CHERYL:

Lobster Worman!!!!
Hal i but Face!
Grls, please, let's be | adies!

THE STEADY PULL OF HENRY'S OARS I N THE
WATER WHI LE THE G RLS BI CKER

(TO CHERYL) She call nme sonethi ng under her
br eat h?

(PLEASED) She called you Halibut Face, what
el se!

She cal l ed you Trout Gob!

Never did. She's ny friend. Aren't you ny
friend, Enid, sweetie?

Tr out Gob!
Lobster Whnan! 11!

THE THUD OF WAVES ON THE BOAT' S PROW

Hey, it's getting a bit choppy.

Yeah, and there's a nasty cloud up ahead.
Com ng around the headl and.

Looks nore like an island to ne.
An island, Cheryl, you're right.

(WHI SPERS, TO TRI SHA FI SHER) See, she's ny
friend. She called ne Cheryl.

A BI G SPLASH FOLLONED BY A Bl GGER SPLASH

C CAT TRANCE' S ' SHAKE THE M ND BEG NS LOW

[ N BACKGROUND.




THROCKMORTON:

TRI SHA FI SHER

HENRY:

CHERYL:

ENI D

EX

THROCKMORTON:

A DOLPHI N:

THE SONG OF WHALES, THE CLI CK OF DOLPHI NS.
THE WND SLOALY RI SI NG DURI NG
THROCKMORTON S SPEECH

( SHOUTI NG ABOVE THE SPLASHI NG NARRATES)

The sea began to boil Iike a pan of water.
Henry rowed with all his strength, till he
fell in the bottom of the boat exhausted.

(VWVE HEAR HHM MOANI NGLY DO THI'S) Tri sha

Fi sher and Cheryl Potts took the oars. Enid
conbed back her dripping hair with her
fingers and watched the dark shape of the
Zaratan get |larger and larger. Just a grey
hunmp in the water to begin with, covered in
bar nacl es, and seaweed |i ke a scraggly
beard. Then they could count its |eafless
trees, its ruined church wth what | ooked

| i ke a huge eye where the round w ndow
shoul d have been.

We're sinking! Bail out, Henry!

It's too |ate! Too | ate!

We're going under! It's over ny knees!
Keep row ng! Harder! Harder!

W LD SPLASHI NG, BO LI NG AND BUBBLI NG OF
WATER. VWHALE SONG ALL AROCUND THEM THE

MUSI C DOUBLI NG OVER ON | TSELF. GULLS CRY.
DUCKS QUACK. THE YOUNGSTERS SHOUT FOR HELP

( SHOUTI NG ABOVE THE STORM A million fish
were | eaping out of the water all around
them slapping themin the face (WE HEAR
THE SOUND OF THI'S). Dol phins clicked
war ni ngs.

(W TH JAPANESE ACCENT) d i ck-cli kk-kkk. .. GO
BACK! Go BACK!!!!



THROCKMORTON:

A DOLPHI N:
TRI SHA FI SHER:

THROCKMORTON:

ENI D

CHERYL:

SCENE 11

EX

HENRY:

CHERYL.:
HENRY:

CHERYL.:

HENRY:

They rowed to where the Zaratan's shadow
made the sea as black as boiling ink.

Go back! Go back!!!!
W're all going to drown! Drown!!!

They were sinking...or were they already
underwater?...they couldn't tell!

(SCREAM) Henry! \Were's Henry. ..

A wave! It snatched himaway! A wave! A
huge wave! But not nearly as huge as that
one. Arrhhhh!!!

A HUGE THUDDI NG WAVE. THEY ALL SCREAM THE
RONBOAT BREAKS UP W TH CRACKLES AND
SPLI NTERS

CUT SUDDENLY. SI LENCE

| nt. Zar at an

ACOUSTI C OF A CAVE. A HEART BEATING TH' S
BEATS DI SCREETLY THROUGHOUT THEIR TI ME
| NSI DE THE ZARATAN. SLOW PLOONKI TY DRI PPI NG

OF WATER. THE YOUNGSTERS MOAN AS THEY AWAKE

That you, Cheryl?

(MOANS) Am | still pretty when |I'm as wet
as this?

| should say. But not as pretty as Enid,
t hough.

(H GHLY DI SAPPA NTED) On.

Eni d?



ENI D

CHERYL:
TRI SHA FI SHER

EX/ SPOT

TRI SHA FI SHER

W LHELM NA PHLOX:

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

HENRY:

CHERYL:

TRI SHA FI SHER
W LHELM NA:
ENI D

W LHELM NA:

SPOT

Here | am Can't find Trisha nowhere. Mist
have dr owned.

(RATHER PLEASED) What a pity.
| didn't drown. |'munder this seaweed.

A WET SCHLOOKI NG SOUND AS TRI SHA FI SHER
FREES HERSELF FROM THE SEAWEED

VWere are we?

(THE SEXY VO CE OF A DUCHESS PAST HER
PRIME) You are inside the Zaratan, little
fishes. Sone turtles swamin wth you,
right through H' S nouth. He spat them out,
of course. This is H S brain, by the way.

H s brain!

Ch, he's nostly brain. (CHUCKLES TO
HERSELF) We're quite safe now He's awake.
But we'd better hurry. If he falls asleep
this chanber will be full of his dreans.
"' m W1 hel m na Phl ox, by the way.

W | hel m na Phl ox? That's ny great-grandad's

old girlfriend.

But she's beautiful.

Not a day over twelve.

l"m 103, if you don't m nd!

You' ve kept your |ooks, | nust say.
It's the penguins wot does it, dear. |
never eats anything else. Quick, he's

falling asleep. Run, run.

THEY ALL RUN, ACROSS A WET SPRI NGY FLOOR




W LHELM NA:

HENRY:

W LHELM NA:

W LHELM NA:

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

HENRY:

W LHELM NA:

GRANMS

W LHELM NA:

We'll never nmake it! Cone here, hide inside
this tel ephone box.

What's a tel ephone box?
| don't know. They haven't been invented
yet. He dreaned it last night and the

pengui ns haven't taken it upstairs yet.

THEY ARE SQUASHI NG PAI NFULLY | NTO THE
TELEPHONE BOX

Yes, he dreans his dreans, you see, then
the penguins drag all the bits of the dream
away and put themupstairs. It's such a
junk shop up there! He's maki ng Paradi se,
you see.

Yeah, | heard that.

But he hasn't got everything he needs yet.
He needs oodl es nore things. And Peopl e!
PEOPLE! He can't dream peopl e properly, you
see. They cone out all soppy and they don't
know what to do with thensel ves. The
pengui ns drown themin the kitchens. Still,

he's got you lot now | dare say he's a
twitch nearer Paradise now. He'll take
root, | expect, stop all this floating from

ocean to ocean. Penguins taste dreadful,
dearie, but they're good for your
conpl exi on.

M ss Phl ox?

Ch, he's dream ng about orchestras again.

THE DI STANT SOUND OF AN ORCHESTRA TUNI NG UP

Can't tell you how nmany bassoons |'ve got
I n nmy bat hroomn



HENRY:

W LHELM NA:

HENRY:

W LHELM NA:

HENRY:

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

EX

CHERYL:

W LHELM NA:

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

SPOT

ENI D

ZARATAN:

M ss Phl ox?
Yes, dear.

My great-grandad, he never stopped |oving
you. He told ne to say so.

(TEARFUL) After all this tine! Is he still
t he sane handsone young man, strong as a
lion?

Erm..what would you say, Enid?

(WTH EVE ARDEN SHARPNESS) 1'd say he
hasn't eaten enough pengui ns.

Ch, you nust try sone.

THE SUDDEN RI NG NG OF THE TELEPHONE

|'ve a terrible ringing in ny ears.

No, dearie, it's the tel ephone box's

tel ephone. Can't be for ne. (TO ENID) You
dear, you answer it....

Me. ...

Pick up its thing and say "Hello" three
times.

SOUND OF ENID LI FTI NG RECEI VER. 1T SOUNDS

LIKE SHE' S GOI' A HEAVY BREATHER. . .

(DOMN THE LINE, THE THI N VO CE OF AN ABSENT-

M NDED BI SHOP) Hello.. ... Zaratan here. Is
that Enid Throcknorton of 5 Fisherman's
Cottages, Catfish-on-Sea?



ENI D

W LHELM NA:

ENI D

EX/ SPOT

ZARATAN:

ENI D

ZARATAN:

ENI D
ZARATAN:
ENI D

ZARATAN:

ENI D

ZARATAN:

ENI D

ZARATAN:

Speaki ng, yes. (RASPINGLY WH SPERS TO THE
OTHERS) It's HIM!!

You are honour ed!
(1 NTO PHONE) Yes?

SOUND OF MONEY BEI NG FRANTI CALLY PUSHED | N

AT ZARATAN S END OF THE PHONE LI NE

It's all right, |1've plenty of sixpences.

(WTH THE OVEREMPHATI C STRESS OF SOVEONE
UNUSED TO TELEPHONES) Were exactly are you
speaking fronf

"' mnot sure. My m nd keeps wandering. You
haven't seen it, have you?

Does it | ook Iike a penguin?
No.
| haven't seen it then.

| thought | should ring to wel cone you
aboard. | hope you'll be very happy here.

It's been a lovely visit, yes, but | think
we'd all like to go hone now I|f you could
dream up a boat for us, please.

Qoooooh, no. No. You can't go. Not ever. |
need you here. To hel p nake Paradi se wth.
Yes, yes. It's going to be sinply

zar at anabi bbl i ous, you'll see.

Qur village is paradi se enough, thank you.
W want to go back there.

No you don't.



ENI D:
ZARATAN:
ENI D:
FX

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

SCENE 12

SPOT
W LHELM NA:

SPOT

WAl TRESS:
W LHELM NA:
HENRY:
SPOT

CHERYL.:
W LHELM NA:

ENI D

W do.
Say that again and | shall hang up!
| think you're being nonstrous!

DIAL TONE. HE HAS HUNG UP.

(DEJECTED, TO THE OTHERS) He's hunged up.
He's just dreaned a rather nifty little

cake shop. Shall we have sone tea before
t he penguins take it away?

| nt. Teashop

THE CAKE SHOP, CHI NKI NG OF PLATES, THE
SOUNDS OF ENTHUSI ASTI C EATI NG

Where is that dopey waitress? (CALLI NG
Five nore slices of penguin cake, please!

WAl TRESS CLI NKING TOMRDS THEM W TH TROLLEY

Who am | ? Where'd | cone fronf
Never m nd that. Cake!
Yeah, hurry up, M ssis.

SOUNDS OF THE DOLI NG QUT OF CAKE

| don't like this pengiun cake. It squeaks
after you've swallowed it.

But it's quite tastel ess, dearie, wthout
t he squeak!

Lookere, M ss Phl ox. ..



W LHELM NA:

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

TRI SHA FI SHER

HENRY:

CHERYL:

W LHELM NA:

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

HENRY:

WAl TRESS:

W LHELM NA:

"W I hel m na", please.

What exactly did this Zaratan personage
bring us here for? Perhaps if we did it
he'd | et us go.

Actually, dearie, he only really wants you.
You are obviously a very special young
woman, with the sort of qualities he's

| ooki ng for.

Can the rest of us go hone then?

W can't go and | eave Enid behi nd by
her sel f!

Yes we can!

Nobody' s goi ng anywhere, dears! He'll never
allow it!

What exactly are these qualities |I'm
supposed to have?

Qoooh, you'd better ask him
He' s barny.
He's under a | ot of strain.

(I N BACKGROUND, CALLS) Here, you got any
cake wot don't have penguins in it?

(PUSH NG THE TROLLEY, | N BACKGROUND) Who am
| ?

Maki ng Paradi se is a sl ow business, you
know. It takes a | ot of thinking, to get
the details right. But one night he'l

dream the right dream and next norning, hey
presto, there it'll be! Can't be | ong now
Any day.



EX/ SPOT

W LHELM NA:

EX/ SPOT
TRI SHA FI SHER

W LHELM NA:

SCENE 13

THROCKMORTON:

W LHELM NA:

THROCKMORTON:

THE NATTERI NG OF PENGUI NS. FURNI TURE BEI NG
SHI FTED

Oh, dear, they're taking it away al ready.
And |1've only had 19 slices! Still, we'd
better get a nove on and plug your friends
into the wall.

THEY GET UP. THE SHI FTI NG OF CHAI RS

What wall's this, then?

(WH SPERS, TO ENID) We don't want to listen
to their silly chatter till Paradi se cones,
do we? It'll be nmuch nicer with just you
and ne. (A SIN STER LAUGH)

| nt. Zar at an

( NARRATI NG, CLCSE) W hel m na Phl ox, who
| ooked no ol der than the rest of them but
was 103, took Enid, Henry, Trisha Fisher
and Cheryl Potts on a wal k around the

I nsi des of the Zarat an.

VWhi ch way was it, now?

They wal ked t hrough huge halls full of the
pi eces of the creature's dreans. Staircases
t hat went nowhere. Piles of books wth
printing on just a page or two, here and
there. Footballers in a daze. The foyer of
an hotel in Singapore. And they wal ked down
a corridor where a horse race was taking

pl ace, but just as the horses reached the
finishing line they suddenly di sappeared
and the race started again.



EX THE SOUND OF A HORSE RACE, THE STARTER SAYS

"AND THEY' RE OFF!'". A BRI EFNESS OF
HOOFBEATS, THEN HE SAYS "AND THEY' RE OFF!"

AGAI N

HENRY: (LAUGHING This is great! | like it here!
Can | keep this Viking hel net?

ENI D: Henry Ooks, you | ook stupi d!

TRI SHA FI SHER: (I N SUDDEN EXCI TEMENT) Hey, Cheryl,
| ook. ...swanky dresses! Hundreds of them

CHERYL.: Cor !

FX/ SPOT THE SOUND OF TAFFETA BEI NG FONDLED, ZI PS
BEI NG PULLED, THE TWO G RLS GETTI NG I NTO
DRESSES

TRI SHA FI SHER: Get into one yourself, Enid, go on.

ENI Dt No t hanks.

CHERYL.: Ain't | a double-hel ping of Princess?!

TRI SHA FlI SHER: |"mprettier in m ne!

CHERYL.: Never are! Look at these ribbons. |I'mso

happy | could cry! (SHE DOES JUST THAT)

TRI SHA FI SHER: So could I (SHE FOLLOAS SUIT)

ENI D: Don't they | ook stupid, Henry?

HENRY: (SIGHS ADM RI NGLY) Pretty stupid, yeah.

W LHELM NA: ( CALLI NG TO THEM FROM DOWN THE CORRI DOR)
Hurry up dearies....| sinply nmust plug you
in or he'll start runbling.

EX A RUMBLE



W LHELM NA:

SCENE 14

EX

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

HENRY:
W LHELM NA:

EX/ SPOT

CHERYL.:
BLUG- NUG- WGUG

CHERYL.:

See!

THEY HURRY DOM THE CORRI DOR, THE SOUND OF
THE TAFFETA DRESSES OF CHERYL AND TRI SHA
Fl SHER

| nt. Zar at an

THE SOUND OF ELECTRIA TY FI ZZI NG AND FUSES
GO NG POP

VWhat's all this? Wio are all these people
in funny outfits?

They're H' S col l ection, Enid, |ovey, all
nicely plugged in...been collecting them
since tinme began, he has. Aren't they
sweetiepies, all quietly waiting for

Par adi se. (VWH SPERI NG TO ENI D) You're not
bei ng plugged in, of course, you're to help
nme. Ch, the |l ong cosy chats we can have!
(THE STRICT NOTE OF A KGB AGENT) But your
friends nust be pl ugged.

(WORRI ED) Where exactly does the plug plug
in, then?

It doesn't hurt a bit, silly boy. Hey, you,
| eave that plug al one!

THE PLOOVP- Bl K OF A PLUG BEI NG UNPLUGGED

Terribly sorry, Mss, | seemto have woken
up this Stone Age nan.

(A THI CK STONE AGE ACCENT) Has Paradi se
arrived yet?

"Fraid not, sorry.



BLUG- NUG- WJGUG There won't be no brontosauruses in
Par adi se, eh? They stanp on your cabbages,

you know.

W LHELM NA: (VERY GRUFFLY, TO CHERYL) G ve that here,
girl!

EX/ SPOT THE SOUND OF A PLUG BEI NG PLUGGED I N

BLUG NUG WGUG (QUI CKLY DROPPI NG OFF TO SLEEP) In Paradi se
nothing wll stanp on yer

cabbagezzzzzzzzzzzzzzz.

W LHELM NA: Cone, come, cone....who'll be first to be
pl ugged? Henry?

HENRY: ( SOVEWHAT CONCERNED) Ladies first.
W LHELM NA: Tri sha? Cheryl ?

TRI SHA FI SHER: Li ke fi sh!

ENI Dt They don't wanna be pl ugged.

CHERYL/ TRI SHA/ HENRY: Naw, we don't wanna be pl ugged.

W LHELM NA: Ch, but you nust be plugged. O heringw se,
| shall have to give you over to the bears.

HENRY: Bear s?

W LHELM NA: They have a suite of roons around here

somewhere. They do nothing but play chess
all day. (SIGHS DEJECTEDLY) I've a feeling
there's going to be a lot of chess in
Paradi se. | haven't fed themin yonks!

TRI SHA FI SHER: You're not throwng ne to no flea-bitten
chess-pl ayi ng bears!!!

CHERYL: Nei t her -and-nme-too! I'!'!



TRI SHA FI SHER
HENRY:

ENI D

FX
W LHELM NA:
ENI D:

W LHELM NA:
FX

BUS DRI VER:
ENI D:

SPOT

W LHELM NA:

SCENE 15

EX

BUS CONDUCTOR:

ENI D

BUS CONDUCTOR:

Henry won't let you! WIIl you, Henry?
Erm no...certainly not.

| should think not. | never heard such
nonsense, not even fromny tal king | obster.

THE TRUNDLE AND PI NG OF AN APPROACHI NG BUS

Wat ch out everyone, there's a bus com ng!
A what ?
They go around and around here all day!

VWH Z OF BUS DOORS OPENI NG

Fancy a ride, yous lot?
(I N SUDDEN PASSI ON) HURRY! ALL ON BQARD!

THEI R FEET RUNNI NG ONTO BUS

Wait! Enid, please, | nust plug in your
friends or I'Il get in the nost awful
bot her.. ...

| nt. Bus & Nose

THE CHUGE NG OF A BUS' S ENG NE

(PERSON WTH A COLD) Were to, please?
Five to the nose, please.

BUS CONDUCTOR CHURNS OFF THEIR TI CKETS

A mllion pounds, please.



W LHELM NA:

HENRY:

ENI D

BUS DRI VER:

BUS CONDUCTOR:

SPOT

W LHELM NA:
ENI D
W LHELM NA:
ENI D

SPOT

(RUSTLING IN HER BAG | think |I've sone
noney sonewhere. (A CRACKLE OF WHI TE
FI VERS) Thi s enough?

(WH SPERS, TO ENI D) Eni d? What are we going
to the nose for?

You'l|l see.

(OVER | NTERCOM) THE NOSE! WE HAS ARRI VED AT
THE NOSE.

( HURRYI NG ALONG THE AI SLE) Al off, please!
Al off the bus, please!

CLOSE, THE ZARATAN IS ABOUT TO SNEEZE. " Ah!

Ah! Ah!" HE GOES, SN FFI NG VERY SNOTTILY.
DURI NG THE FOLLOW NG EXCHANGE, H S STRUGGELE

NOT TO SNEEZE 1S BRAVELY FOUGHT. . ..

What is that disgusting sound?

He's going to sneeze!

Ch, dear!

Hol d on tight!

A HUGE, WET, SNOITY SNEEZE: THE HUGEST I N

THE H STORY OF RADIO. HENRY AND THE G RLS
SCREAM

THE VWHI ZZI NG SOUND OF A BUS ZOOM NG TEN
MLES THROUGH THE AIR, ITS BELLS GO NG THE

T1 CKET- MACHI NE CHURNI NG

THE TERRI BLE CRASH OF A BUS THAT HAS BEEN
SNEEZED TEN M LES THROUGH THE Al R. BO NGS!
PLI NKS!' SPLASHES! THE DYI NG HI SS OF THE
DOORS | S THE LAST TH NG WE HEAR BEFORE

SI LENCE




SCENE 16

SPOT

ENI D

W LHELM NA:

ENI D

W LHELM NA:
TRI SHA FI SHER:
CHERYL.:

SPOT

TRI SHA FI SHER:
SPOT

CHERYL.:

TRI SHA FI SHER:

OLD OCKS:

W LHELM NA:
HENRY:

W LHELM NA:

Ext. Dunes

THE ENSEMBLE WAKI NG UP, KNOCKI NG OVER TI NNY

OBJECTS, DELI CATE BO NG NG TI NKLES OF

DRI PPI NG G_ASS

Lucky we | anded in a sand dune.
Where's the Zaratan got to?

(1IN THE BACKGROUND THE BUS CONDUCTOR I S
CONTI NUALLY SAYING "On, dear ne!")

Sneezed hinself way out to sea, | expect.
Poor dear!

My dress isn't even slightly torn!

Yes, it is.

THE SOUND OF THREE-1 NCHES WORTH OF TEAR

Cheryl Potts, that was you!

THEY ARE FI GHTI NG MORE TEARI NG

Wasn' t!
Was!

( APPROACHI NG UP DUNE) Hel |l o! Hello! Anyone
alive in there? I saw the whole thing! It
flew through the air, it did!

Who is that hideous old man?

It's nmy great-grandad.

( SUDDENLY PASSI ONATE) d i ver!



OLD OCKS:

W LHELM NA:

OLD OCKS:

W LHELM NA:

OLD OCKS:

W LHELM NA:

SCENE 17

EX

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

W | hel m nal

(I N A PROFOUND PASSI ON) You haven't changed
a bit, dearie!

Nor you, ny punpkin.

But do you perchance have a few penguins in
your refrigerator?

What in ny what?
Ch, they're very good for you, truly.

(ENID, TRI SHA FI SHER, CHERYL AND HENRY ALL

LAUGH)

Ext. Beach

THE SOUND OF THE WAVES, PEGPLE FAR AVWAY
PLAYI NG BEACH GAMES, AN | CE- CREAM VAN

DI STANTLY PLAYING 'I DO LI KE TO BE BESI DE
THE SEASI DE'

(SOBBI NG W TH DELI GHT) A wonderful story,
Col onel Throcknorton. Whnderful. Especially
that end bit. |I don't have a girlfriend
nysel f, you see.

(SINCERE) |I'm gl ad you enjoyed it.

| did. | did. (SNIFFING AWAY H S TEARS,
MORE POLI CEMANLY) It nmade ne renenber |ots
of things ny talking |obster said to ne
about Paradise and all that. He was still
tal ki ng about it when ny father cooked him
(VWEEPS) You won't tell ny sergeant | cried,
wll you, sir?

Course not, old chap.



CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

CONST. BI NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

EX/ SPOT

SCENE 18

This Zaratan thingny, it appeared just off
t he headl and t here?

Just there, yes.

Where that dark blue island is now?

Whi ch dark bl ue island?

There, see! The one wot's novi ng about a
bit! It's not...(SAID EXTRA QUI CKLY) H M
t hat - was- her e-once-and-wi | | - be- agai n!
Couldn't be, could it?

Must be! What el se?

(GETTI NG UP, CRUNCHI NG PEBBLES) Excuse ne,
sir, but do you think they'll need any
pol i cenen in Paradise?

To start with, | suppose.

But can | swmit?

Wth those feet, | should coco!

( RUNNI NG DOMNN PEBBLY BEACH, SHOUTI NG AS HE

GOES) Good bye, sir!
Byeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee!

THE SOUND OF A HALF- DRESSED POLI CENMVAN
DI VING | NTO THE WAVES, THE SPLASH CF H' S
FI RST STROKES

| nt. Zar at an

THE RING NG OF A TELEPHONE, THE RECEI VER

BEI NG LI FTED




CONST. BI NSLEY: Const abl e Bi nsl ey, speaking.

ZARATAN: (DOWN THE PHONE LI NE) Zaratan here.
Par adi se won't be |long. Any day now |f |
think very hard I'msure | can get
everything just perfect. Do you think ["I]
manage? Hell 0? Hell 0o? There's sonet hi ng
wong with this phone.

GRAMS PLAY OUT WTH ' TRI UMPHAL MARCH FROM Al DA,
PLAYED AT DOUBLE SPEED. . ..

END

If you have any comments or questions please email me:
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