Radioplay:
Whoppers!
The Icemen Are Coming!

CHARACTERS
COLONEL DI GBY. ... .. a 704-year-ol d whopper -
THROCKMORTON. . . . . . teller
JETHRO BI NSLEY. ........... a failed batsman
DAME H LDEGARDE W BBLEY-...... a cricketing friend of
HOOT. . .. .. Throcknorton's

MANAGER OF A FREEZER CENTRE

| cef ol k:
ROBI N PRENDERGHASTLY. .. ......... our iceman hero
FI ONA SNOADOTTIR. . .......... his true | ove
SENATOR BLUESNI TCH. . ... ... .. .. an i ceman personage
NARVI K SHI VERUMBLI THERUM . . ......... anot her i ceman
CLAF SLEETBRAINS. ........... yet anot her icenman
HAARKON NOSEFLAKE. ........... a i ceman from anot her
| cet own
VENDY BRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRR. . .......... Bl uesnitch's secretary
FRANK FROSTLYLOLLYICE............ Leader of the Opposition

| CE- TOWNSPEOPLE

Scot sf ol k:

DOUGALL LUMPHANAN. . .......... a Scot sman



ANGUS MACMacPHERSON. . .......... an overly Scottish

Scot snan
MJ RA MacMacPHERSON. . .......... his overly Scottish wife
Rev. HAM SH GREER. . .. .. a thin Scottish cleric
MacMOWDI E. . . ...
OLD BEARDIE............ a beard with a Scot sman
in it

MEMBERS OF THE Rev. MacMOWDI E' S CONGREGATI ON

Wl shf ol k:

Sgt. DAVID PWHELLILLI............ the 3rd stupidest
Wel shman of all tine

SCENE 1 Ext. Cricket Pitch

EX/ GRAMS PLAY IN WTH A PERCY GRAINGER S ' JUTI SH
MELODY' ON PIANO. A CRICKET NMATCH, BAT ON
BALL, M LD APPLAUSE

THROCKMORTON: (AG TATED) W de ball! Wde!

DAMVE HI LDEGARDE: (FI SHE NG FOR COVPLI MENTS) Col one
Throcknorton, do you think I ook old for
nmy age?

THROCKMORTON: ( THI NKI NG ABOUT THE GAME) You don't | ook a
day over 308.

DAMVE HI LDEGARDE: (ALMOST TEARFUL) |'monly 204!

EX VEAK APPLAUSE FOR A FAI LED BATSVAN

THROCKMORTON: Wl |l played, sir!

Bl NSLEY: (STOWPI NG FROM THE CREASE I N A MOOD) What

d'you nmean saying 'well played ? | was out
for a duck!



THROCKMORTON: You eat too many peas, that's your trouble.
| saw you buyi ng oodl es of peas in the
freezer centre the ot her day.

Bl NSLEY: |'ve never eaten a pea in ny life!

THROCKMORTON: (TO DAMVE HI LDEGARDE, NMEANI NGFULLY)
Peeeeeeas.

Bl NSLEY: Don't you believe him M ssis.

THROCKMORTON: Go on, M CQut-for-a-Duck...

Bl NSLEY: Bi nsl ey.

THROCKMORTON: ...tell Danme Hildegarrrrde about the
I ceman.

Bl NSLEY: Wbt i ceman?

THROCKMORTON: The iceman who junped out of the freezer
covered in bags of frozen peas.

Bl NSLEY: (FURI QUS) ©Mbre whoppers!

THROCKMORTON: (TO DAME H LDEGARDE) So as | was sayi ng,
this gentleman, | and the chap in charge of

the freezer centre all chased the iceman up
the H gh Street, down the H gh Street...

SCENE 2 Ext. High Street

EX/ SPOT PRENDERGHASTLY, THE | CEMAN, |'S RUNNI NG
SOUND OF H' S SPLASHY FOOTSTEPS, HI S PANTI NG

PRENDERGHASTLY: (A PECULI AR SCANDANI VI AN ACCENT) Ch, dear!
Oh, dear! Oh, dear! The sun is so hot. | am
nelting! My toes are gone already! My foots
are going splish-sploosh. They w Il not
t ake me nuch further.



Bl NSLEY: (1 N BACKGROUND, SHOUTS) He's dropping the
peas! Foll ow the peas!

THROCKMORTON: THERE HE | SI'! !

SPOT THROCKMORTON, BI NSLEY AND THE FREEZER
CENTRE NMANAGER RUNNI NG UP

PRENDERGHASTLY: Ch, dearie ne! They are going to catch ne
and smash ne to nush with their ice-
pi cks!!!

THROCKMORTON: Got you! Dastardly frozen pea thief!!!

PRENDERGHASTLY: | did not nean any harm | was hiding in
the freezer. Anyway, you're the ones that
have spoiled the world! You're the ones
that made the glaciers nelt!

Bl NSLEY: This man isn't a man. He's ice. Just ice
wth alittle pink heart in the m ddle.

EX THE KNOCK OF KNUCKLES ON | CE

THROCKMORTON: So he is! Ice, right through! Better get
hi m back to the freezer, chaps, he's
mel ting.

MANAGER: | can't have no ice-nen is ny freezers,
what woul d the health inspector say! He'd
cl ose ne down!

THROCKMORT ON: Ti sh! Seens you're in a bit of bother, M.
| ceychappy. Nothing you can do but nelt.

PRENDERGHASTLY: Shall | tell you ny lifestory while I'm
mel ting away?

THROCKMORTON: (MOUTH FULL OF FROQZEN PEAS) Oh, doooo, Yyes.

No whoppers, mnd you...the whole truth and
not hing but. ...



SCENE 3

PRENDERGHASTLY:

GRAMS

PRENDERGHASTLY:

SH VERUMBLI THERUM
PRENDERGHASTLY:
COLAF SLEETBRAI NS:

FI ONA:

Ext.

PRENDERGHASTLY BEG NS H S TALE I N THE H GH
STREET SCENE, BUT I T QUICKLY CHANGES TO
BEI NG A NARRATI ON, SO THAT HE | S ADDRESSI NG

US Dl RECTLY

My nane is Robin Prenderghastly. | am nade
of ice, all of nme except ny little pink
strawberry of a heart which is so full of
|l ove and ny little purple plumof a brain
which is so full of thunknents. We are all
|ike this where I conme from..

QU ETLY I N BACKGROUND: ' NORWEG AN BRI DAL
PROCESSI ON  FROM GRIEG S PEER GYNT SUI TE

...Not quite at the North Pole but not so
far fromit, further North than the polar
bears go... In an icy valley between bl ue
glaciers, that is where our |little town
was. Qur pretty icy towmm wth its pretty

I cy houses and the fish finger shops and
our snowball fountain...all gone, all

nel ted away. The worl d has been getting
war mer, you see, warner and warmer because
of all your notorcars and factory
chimeys...and it has been the end of us. |
remenber the day we realized what was
happeni ng.

Senat or Bl uesni t ch!
Senat or Bl uesnitch!!!
Senat or Bl uesnitch!!!

Tell us it's not true!!



SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

OLAF/ PREND' LY/ FI ONA:

SHI VERUMBLI THERUM

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

SHI VERUMBLI THERUM

PRENDERGHASTLY:

SHI VERUMBLI THERUM

FI ONA:

SHI VERUVMBLI THERUM

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

SHI VERUMBLI THERUM

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

FI ONA:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

(HUGE AND CORRUPT, WTH A COLD) Are you old
enough to vote?

He is! He is! He isl!

| am Naarvi k Shiverunblitherum sir.

And who did you vote for in the | ast

el ecti ons?
Er r r mmmmmmm . . you, Sir.

(VWH SPERS, TO SH VERUMBLI THERUM) No you
didn't!

(WH SPERS BACK) Yes |
wonderi ng, Senat or

did. (ALOUD) W were
Bl uesni tch. ..

(WH SPERING) It is, it's blue...his snitch.

...1f these runours are true?

You been talking to ny wfe?

Not those runours, sir. The ones about us
nmel ti ng, about us breaking off the gl acier
and floating away and turning to water.

(ON H S WAY) Good norni ng.

(THEY CHASE AFTER, CALLI NG ' SENATOR
BLUESNI TCH! ')
it! Truel

It's true, isn't

Good nor ni ng!

Don't you dare cold shoul der
Bl uesni t ch!

us you old

(STOPPING IN H'S TRACKS) WHAT DI D YOU CALL
VE?! ]



FI ONA:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:
SHI VERUMBLI THERUM

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS:

SCENE 4

Robi n Prenderghastly and | are going to be
married...this is Robin
Prenderghastly...we're going to build
ourselves an igloo and scratch 'l Love You
on the icy wi ndowanes and have oursel ves
an icicle or two! W have a right to know
I f our town is nelting!

( THE ANSVER OF AN EXPERI ENCED POLI TI Cl AN)

M ss, | assure you, you have the assurance
of the man your friend here voted for and

t her eby hel ped nake the greatest politician

our town has ever known...| assure you,
Mss, we are not nelting. We shall all live
|l ong freezing lives, your icicles wll grow

up and win their diplonmas and |ive even

| onger lives. It's nothing but a silly
runmour put about by Frank Frostlylollyice
and his irresponsi ble el enents.

How cone ny Ma woke up in bed with a walrus
| ast Snowsday?

That, ny boy, is your nother's business,
not mne!! (ONHS WAY WTH A CRUEL
CHUCKLE)

(JUST ABOVE HER BREATH) Sli ppery custoner,
t hat one.

You voted for HIM Shiverunblitherunf!
Naw, | voted for ny Uncle Frank!

She said it canme through a crack in the
wal | but ny father wouldn't believe her....

| nt. Cave




PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA/ PREND' LY:

HAARKON NOSEFLAKE:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

HAARKON NOSEFLAKE:

SPOT

FI ONA:

( NARRATI NG Over the ice-fields where we
had the nost stupendous snowball fights
with the ice-people froma nearby ice-town,
was the ice-pal ace...a huge cave (WE HEAR
H'S ECHO IN THE CAVE) full of the sound of
your own voi ce and your own face reflected
a zillion tines in the shiny ice. Wen we
wanted to be al one and exchange words of

| ove, Fiona Snowdottir and nyself would go
t here. ..

(WH SPERS) | | ove you, Robin
Prenderghastly. (THE ECHO WH SPERS BACK,
ENDI NG WTH)...ghastly...ghastly...ghastly.

(IN NORVAL VO CE) | love Fiona Snowdottir.
(1 T ECHOES)

(SHOQUT) | LOVE yau!!! (1T ECHOES HUGELY,
THEY LAUGH AS THEY HEAR THEI R VO CES COM NG
BACK AT THEM AND THEN THE LAUGHTER ECHOES)

(FROM MOUTH OF CAVE, CALLS) Help! Tis I,
Haar kon Nosef| ake!

Who did he say it was?
Hel p!

( PRENDERGHASTLY AND FI ONA ARE ON THEI R WAY
TOWARDS HI M

ECHO NG FOOTSTEPS

It's Haarkon Nosefl ake, fromthe ice-town
on the other side of the glacier. Perhaps
A af Sl eetbrains has had anot her attack of
the sl eetbrains and they want you for this
af ternoon's snowbal | fight.

AT THE MOUTH OF THE CAVE. AN I CY W ND




HAARKON NOSEFLAKE:

FI ONA:

HAARKON NOSEFLAKE:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

HAARKON NOSEFLAKE:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA:

FI ONA:

SCENE 5

PRENDERGHASTLY:

At |ast | have found soneone....
Wiy so slushy-faced, Haarkon Nosefl ake?

My ice-town has broken off fromthe
glacier. It is floating away and nel ting.

It's true, then. W' re next.

It was terrible! (HE SHOUTS | NTO THE CAVE,

| T ECHOES) TERRIBLE!!!! Wl ruses kept

com ng through the walls of our houses. One
was |ying on ne when | woke up this
norning. |'ve never been so hot! Look! I'm
hal f nelted!

You are! He is!
W nust take himto see Senator Bl uesnitch.

THEY HELP HAARKON TO HI S FEET. HE GROANS
WTH THE PAIN OF MELTI NG

Hol d onto us, Haarkon Nosefl ake, we are
ni ce and col d.

Narrati on

( NARRATI NG Yes, Fiona Snowdottir was so
cold and clear that her little strawberry
of a heart made her whole icy body | ook

pi nker than a prawn. She was forever
rubbi ng snow on her chest to give her the
cool Dblue colour of the other girls. But I
| i ked her prawn-pink glow, in her cheeks,
her long pink hair, and in the snow under
her feet, pink, and my own hands when she
hel d them pink, pink, pink.



SCENE 6

FI ONA:

BLUESNI TCH S
SECRETARY:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

BLUESNI TCH S SEC TY:

FI ONA:

EX

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:
BLUESNI TCH S SEC TY:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

SENATOR BLUESN TCH:

FI ONA:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

Int. Ofice

( THE GROANI NG OF HAARKON NOSEFLAKE)
Senat or Bl uesnitch, please.

|"'msorry, Mss. The Senator isn't seeing
anyone this norning....

But it's terribly inportant!

(I N EXACTLY THE SAME TONE AS BEFORE) The
Senator isn't seeing anyone this norning.

I INSI ST THAT WE SEE THE SENATOR! !'!

A DOOR OPENS

(WTH TEARS IN H' S VO CE) What seens to be
the trouble, Wendy?

These people, sir, are behaving like a
blizzard!

We've inportant information, sir... This is
Haar kon Nosefl ake. Hi s ice-town has broken
away fromthe ice. It is floating away and
mel ting.

(VWEEPS LOUDLY) It's not ny fault! | never
di d anyt hing! Soneone el se nmade it happen!
Not ne! Not ne!

You nust do sonething! O we'll be next!
Cunmmon, man... You're our | eader!

Too late! It's too | ate!

(AMAZED) Hi s brain's already nelted!



BLUESNI TCH S SEC TY: (CONFI DENTI ALLY) He's had sone bad news,

FI ONA:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

FI ONA:
PRENDERGHASTLY:
HAARKON NOSEFLAKE:
FI ONA:

EX

SCENE 7

|'"'mafraid. Ms Bluesnitch was sat on by a
wal rus last night and has conpletely nelted
away.

(BITING HER LIP WTH A CRY OF ANGUI SH)

(EX:_ THROW NG W DE THE W NDOW5) Too | at e!
Too late! Listen to the ice breaking.

VE HEAR HUGE CRACKS, LIKE A VWH P WHI PPI NG
THE BACK OF THE VENUS DE M LO

Hear it! HEAR IT!!! And the ice-palace is
col | apsi ng! Were first | whispered ny
words of |love to dear M I dred!

THE DI STANT COLLAPSE OF THE | CE- PALACE,
LI KE A FARAWAY ORCHESTRA HI TTI NG EACH OTHER

W TH THEI R | NSTRUMENTS

Ch, the ice-pal ace.
Not the ice-pal ace!
My head's com ng off.
Ch, do shut up.

| T FALLS OFF. WE HEAR I TS CLUNK AND

HAARKON S COVPLAI NI NG CRY

Narrati on




PRENDERGHASTLY:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

SCENE 8

| CE- TOWNSPECPLE:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

( NARRATI NG The Senator was right. It was
too late. The snowbal | fountain

di sappeared. In its place was a darKk-bl ue
pool. We watched in horror as it grew and
grew. And there, every mnute or so, the
toothy face of a walrus popped into view.
We threw snowballs at it. But then there
were two wal ruses. Then ten. Then 50. Then
nore of themthan there were of us.

THE SOUND OF 50 SNORTI NG WALRUSES AND A FEW

BARKI NG SEALS

And sone flopping along our little icy-
streets and breaking in under our houses.
And seals too, out-barking our little ice-
dogs.

A BIG SEAL'S BARK FOLLONED BY AN | CE-DOG S
PATHETI C YAP

One norni ng we woke up surrounded by | uke-
war m waves! Qur little town was tossing in
the waves, floating far out to sea. The ice
on the floor of ny bedroomwas so thin that
| could see the sea-creatures sw mm ng
under neat h.

Ext.

(WAI LI NG, SOVE FEARFUL, SOVE ANGRY) Senat or
Bl uesni tch! Senator Bl uesnitch! Wat shal
we do? What shall becone of us!

(SUCKING H'S THUMB, BLUBBING | don't know
| don't know (WAILS IN ANGUI SH) | want ny



SCENE 9 Ext. At Sea

FX THE ANGRY CRYI NG OF SEAGILLS, THE ROAR OF
THE OCEAN, SPLASH OF WATER ON THE MELTI NG
TOMNWN

PRENDERGHASTLY: ( NARRATI NG The ocean was so i nmense... SO

full of the sun glinting on tongues of
terrifying waves. W were tossed and
tossed, a silly little ice-cube in a huge
vat of | ukewarm soup. Farther and farther
South we floated, getting smaller and
smaller all the tine. For the first few
days the wal ruses swam al ongsi de. They

| ooked sorry for us. Qur little ice-dogs
made friends with the seals. They junped
into the water and were taken away on the
seal s' backs. (WE HEAR THElI R BARKS OF
FAREVELL) | held Fiona Snowdottir in ny

dripping arns. 'l love you', | said. And
she said. ..

FI ONA: | | ove you.

PRENDERGHASTLY: And we waited for the sun to get hotter.

Soon we woul d di sappear altogether! W all
sat in Senator Bluesnitch's office, the
wat er | apping around his desk, and we sang
patriotic songs:

ALL: W are icy, very very icy...
Nice and icy, cool and icy...
"' mnot icier than you!
You're not icier than ne!
W're all icy, everything is icy!
lcy! Icy! Ncely icy!
W are icy, very very icy...



PRENDERGHASTLY:

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS:

SCORNFUL VA CES:
SHI VERUMBLI THERUM

PRENDERGHASTLY:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

BLUESNI TCH S SEC TY:

EX

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

EX

BLUESNI TCH S SEC TY:

SCENE 10

( SI NG NG CONTI NUES LOW I N BACKGROUND) No
one believed d af Sl eetbrains when he sai d:

There's | and outside. Land! Al green and
brown and purpley and peculiar. No ice at
al|!

(AS THE SI NG NG BREAKS UP) ' CGet away!’
"Sleetbrains!" "Errrrght!!'

Hey, he's right, you know. Look.

( NARRATI NG Suddenly, Senator Bluesnitch
st opped weeping, pulled hinself together
and sai d:

| have heard tell, in ny capacity as your
denocratically elected Senator, of the
creatures who live in this land. In
historical tinmes they visited our town and
are called Vickerings. They had | ong shaggy
hai r, big noses, and had horns com ng out
of their heads.

There's one! There! On yonder hill, eating
green stuff.

VWE HEAR A DI STANT MO

In ny capacity, | nust wade ashore and
speak wth the Vickering representative.
(HE GRUNTS POLI TI CALLY, THEN:

A HUGE SPLASH AS HE JUMPS | NTO THE WATER)

(A LOVESICK SIGH) Isn't he a wonderfu
I ceman?

Ext. Scotl and




GRANMS

DOUGALL:
ANGUS:
DOUGALL:
ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

ANGUS:

DOUGALL:
ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

A STI RRING BLAST OF THE BAGPI PES.

THE PAIR OF SCOTSMEN ARE PAI NFULLY SLOWI N

THEI R RESPONSES

Angus.

Aye, Dougall .
Aye.

Aye.

| be | ooking upon a mghtily strange thing,
Angus.

You'l | o be takkin aboot ny nose again,
Dougal | ?

Aye, ye rightly say, Angus, that yon nose
of yours is a mghtily strange thing. But |
was refferrin to yon wee nman nade of i ce,
makki n a speech to yon highland bull.

(I N DI STANCE). ..and the denocratically

el ected Senator of the House of Ice, | cone
I n peace and crave audi ence with your

| eader, O Vickering!

| T MOOS

Qch, aye, | seen one this norning wanderin
up yonder glen. | thought maybe it were

t hese new gl asses. | nentioned it to Mira

and she hit nme wth the porridge-spoon.
She no'!
Aye, the porridge-spoon.

Did it no' have porridge on it at the tine?



ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

ANGUS:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

SCENE 11

Aye, it did. It did.

Aye, she's a violent woman, is Mira.
Could we no', Dougall....

No' what, Angus?

Could we no' invite yon icy-folk up to ooor
hooooose for a wee dranf

Qoooo, what would Moira say?

She'd say: I'msorry | hit you wth that
porri dge-spoon, Angus, cosS ye was right
when ye sayed ye'd seen the icynon.
Angus.

Aye, Dougall.

De ye no' see what | see.

Aye. Aye. | dooo.

I cyfolk by the dozen coming in with the
tide.

(CALLS) Awayeeeeeeee, icyfol k. What woul d
ye say to comng up to ooor hooooose for a
wee dranf

(CALLS BACK FROM DI STANCE) You won't hit us
wth ice-picks, wll you?

What ' s he say, Dougall ?

(A SCOTTI SH NO SE)




EX BUZZ OF A DRI NKS- PARTY MADE UP OF 53 TI PSY
| CE-PEOPLE. ONE IS PI XILATEDLY SI NG NG A
PATRI OTI C SONG

MO RA: ( ANGRY AND OVERLY SCOTTI SH) Angus! Angus!
Yon icy friends of yours are neltin all
over ny floor!

ANGUS: They're no' ny friends, they're Dougall's.
DOUGALL: THEY ARE NOT!!!11]

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS: (TIPSILY) Aren't you terribly-terribly hot
with that hairy thing wapped around your
bel | y?

ANGUS: Hairy thing, |addie? (OQUTRAGED) You'd no
be refferrin to ny kilt, would ye??

MO RA: (FURIQUS) They're neltin everywhere. The
hoose is |ike a fishtank! Angus! ANGUS!
Shoo themoot or it'll be the porridge-
spoon for yeee!

ANGUS: No' the porridge-spoon!!!

MO RA: Aye! The porridge-spoon!

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH: W can't help nelting, Ms MacMacPherson.
We are used to the shivery cold of the
Pol ar regions, you see. |Is there not sone
way you can help us? If we continue nelting

|i ke this then very soon we shall all
di sappear.

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS: (1 N BACKGROUND, BQOASTI NG AND SCARED) My
nose is hal fway down ny left leg!!!

MO RA: Well...there's the fridge-freezer.

ANGUS: Aye, the fridge-freezer!



MO RA:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

DOUGALL:

ANGUS:

MO RA:

ANGUS:

DOUGALL:

MO RA:

SCENE 12

GRAMS

SPOT

DOUGALL:

If | pulled oot all the wee shelves and the
ki ppers there'd be roomfor one of ye to
stand up in.

An excel | ent suggestion, Madam

Aye, and if | dashed oot right now and
called a neeting at the kirk, |I'msure
we'll find enough kind-hearted H ghl and
folk to take in all yon icyfolk into their
fridge-freezers. ...

What about ny ki ppers?

Cch, it's only for a wee whil e, Angus,
until we can find a nore permanent

sol uti on.

"Il fade away nyself w'oot ny kippers.

Shall | fetch the porridge-spoon for ye,
Moi ra?

(EXTRA SLOALY) Aye, Dougall. Better had.

Int. Kirk

BRI EF SNATCH OF HI GHLAND MJSI C, d VI NG WAY

TO THE BUZZ OF A MEETING IN A SCOTS KI RK,

A NO SY BUZZ

DOUGALL BANGS A GAVEL HARD, TO SHUT THEM
uP. MOST OF THEM DO

ORDER!'!'l' ORDER!'!'!' ORDER FOR THE REVEREND
MacMOWDI E!'! !

(THEY ALL SHUT UP)



REV. MacMOWDI E:

REV. MacMOWDI E:

REV. MacMOWDI E:

MO RA:

DOUGALL:

MO RA:

REV. MacMOWDI E:

(A THIN VAGUE VO CE) Ladies and Centl enen,
fell ow Scots, a great wonder has conme anong
us. This norning 53 people nade of ice were
washed up i n MacDoom Bay.

( SCORNFUL JEERS)

Cch, | have seen them | have shaken their
cold hands! | have | ooked into their soul s!

(WORSE SCORNFUL JEERS)

(ASIDE, TO MO RA) They don't believe a
sausage! What am | to do? (DESPERATE, TO
CONGREGATION) It is nore than a mracle
that has fallen into our mdst, it is an
opportunity to show the Christian charity
that is in our hearts. (CONTINUES IN
BACKGROUND UNDER MO RA' S NEXT SPEECH) We,
the Human Race, Christian and Heat hen

ali ke, are responsible for the icyfolk's
unfortunate condition. Twas our notorcars,
our factory chi meys, our greed and

f ool i shness which caused the world to warm
and the icyfolk's icyhones to nelt..... !

Angus! Dougall! Of ye go and fetch one of
yon i cyf ol k.

It's too hot in here for them Miral
They' || nmelt away.

They' Il all nelt away if these folk don't
give us the use of their fridge-freezers.

(BRING UP REV. MacMOADI E AGAI N)

| inplore you as | have never inplored
before...



SCENE 13

DOUGALL:

MO RA:

ANGUS:

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS:

MO RA:

SPOT

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS:

REV. NMacMOWDI E:

(BRI NG UP SCORNFUL JEERI NG OVER HI S
SERMONI ZI NG, THEN DROP SCORNFUL JEERI NG
SUDDENLY. . .)

Int. Kirk

(BRI NG UP BORED NATTERI NG OF CONGREGATI ON)

A DOOR OPENS, W ND OUTSI DE

We brought one. O af Sl eetbrains.

(IN A HALF WH SPER) He under st ands t hat
he'll nelt away conpletely if he cones in
here..?

Aye, he kens, he kens. Ye ken, |addie,
don't ye?

(COULDN' T BE MORE CHEERFUL) | under st and
conpletely.

Away yeee up into the pulpit with the
Reverend, laddie. Of ye go.

A PLASHY THUNKI NG STEP AS HE CLI MBS THE
PULPI T STEPS

(VWH SPERS BACK TO THEM) What exactly is it
that |' m supposed to understand?

HERE, BRETHREN, |S THE TRUTH OF VWHI CH |
HAVE SPOKEN I'!'I THE | CEMAN COVETH! !

(AN AMAZED MURMUR FROM CONGREGATI ON)

DURI NG THE REST OF TH S SCENE THERE | S THE

PERSI STENT DRI PPI NG OF OLAF SLEETBRAI NS
MVELTI NG




REV. MacMOWDI E:

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS:

REV. MacMOWDI E:

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS:

REV. MacMOWDI E:

OLAF SLEETBRAI NS:

REV. MacMOWDI E:

VEMBER OF
CONGREGATI ON:
REV. MacMOWDI E:

(WH SPERS TO OLAF SLEETBRAI NS) Say
sonet hi ng!

Hel | o.

(WHI SPERS TO OLAF SLEETBRAINS) Do
sonet hing! Don't just stand there neltin!

"Il sing a song, shall [?
As long as it's not rude....

('Sl NGS)

W are icy, very very icy...

Ni ce and icy, cool and icy...

"' mnot icier than you!

You're not icier than ne!...coo,
It's hot in here!

W're all icy, everything is icy!
lcy! Icy! Ncely icy!

W are icy, very very icy...

( SHOUTS OVER THE CONGREGATI ON' S AVAZED
MURMUR AND OLAF SLEETBRAI NS SONG) W |
your hearts no' warmto these 53 poor
chilly souls...all they need is the | oan of
your fridge-freezers. One fridge-freezer
for each one of the icy-folk.

|'"ve a fridge-freezer ye can have!
Thank you! 53 fridge-freezers to save 53
unhappy wanderers. Surely nore than one of

you wll take pity...

A MELTI NG SPLI SH SPLASH. OLAF SLEETBRAI NS

SONG GETS WEAKER, I'T SOUNDS AS |F HE' S
SINGNGWTH H'S HEAD HELD DOMN A TA LET




REV. MacMOWDI E:

MO RA:

REV. MacMOWDI E:

REV. MacMOWDI E:

SCENE 14

PRENDERGHASTLY:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

Cone on, just 52 nore fridge-freezers...

51, Reverend. O af Sleetbrains is...a
puddl e.

(A SAD GROAN) LET US STAND I N SI LENT
PRAYER.

( THE CONGREGATI ON GETTI NG TO | TS FEET,
COUGH! NG)

He's nelted all down ny troosers!

| nt. Kitchen

( NARRATI NG And so, due to the brave
sacrifice of Aaf Sleetbrains, the warm
peopl e said we could stay in their fridge-
freezers until the next cold w nter.

Senator Bluesnitch was allotted the
Reverend MachMowdi e's fridge-freezer. |
stayed in the fridge-freezer belonging to
Moi ra and Angus MacMacPherson. My true

| ove, Fiona Snowdottir was taken across the
glen to stay in the fridge-freezer of a nman
called A d Beardie.

( EMOTI ONALLY, TO FI ONA) Goodbye, ny | ove.
Until we neet again! (AN I CY KISS)

Oh, Robin, ny handsone chunk of ice!
Renenber the ice-pal ace.

The i ce-pal ace!

And our kissing faces reflected a zillion
times in the cool, cool ice.

| shall think of it every nonent | amin
the fridge-freezer.



DOUGALL:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

SCENE 15

SPOT/ GRAMS

DOUGALL:

CLD BEARDI E:

DOUGALL:

CLD BEARDI E:
SPOT

FI ONA:

CLD BEARDI E:

FI ONA:

CLD BEARDI E:

Away in, laddie, or you'll be a ness on the
fl oooor.....

THE CRUNCH OF ICE AS HE FITS IN, THE SLAM
OF THE FRI DGE- FREEZER S LI D

(AS THE LI D SLAMS) Fiona! I...

Ext/Int. AOd Beardie's house

KNOCKI NG ON A DOOR. A PI PER PI PES FAR AVWAY

O d Beardie! AOd Beardie! It's Dougall
Lunphanan. 1've brought ye yeer icy person.

( ANSWERI NG THE DOOR W TH A COUGHI NG FI'T, AN
EVIL OLD VO CE) Errrrghgh, wot ye botherin
an old man fer? | was asleep in ma' chair
enjoying a bad dream

O d Beardie, this is Fiona Snowdottir, for
to be staying in yeer fridge-freezer
awhi | e.

Aye, aye, haweeey in. Don't mnd the snell.

THEY GO I'N, CLUMPI NG ON BQOARDS

It's very kind of you to help ne, M
Bear di e.

Cch, wot a pretty wee lassie. As clear as a
glass figurine. Is that no' yer little pink
heart shining there?

Yes, sir.

(A SCOTTI SH NO SE OF FASCI NATI ON)



DOUGALL:

OLD BEARDI E:

DOUGALL:
FI ONA:
SPOT

EX

OLD BEARDI E:

FI ONA:

OLD BEARDI E:

FI ONA:

SPOT/ EX

SCENE 16

Hurry and put the lassie in yon fridge-
freezer or she'll nelt to nothing.

( HURRI EDLY OPENI NG HI S FRI DGE- FREEZER) Cch,
we'd no' want that, such a pretty wee

| assie. In ye go. (STRICTLY) And don't go
ki cking aboot in that pile of rabbits.
They're to last ne all sunmer.

Bye, | assie!
Tell Robin I....

DOOR SLAMS

THE SILENCE | NSI DE THE FRI DGE- FREEZER, JUST

THE CRUNCH OF | CE AS SHE GETS COMFORTABLE.
SUDDENLY: THE DOOR OPENS AGAI NI'!!

Lunphanan's away the noo. It's just you and
me. (AN EVIL CHORTLE) Ye won't mnd if |

put the old hound-doggie in with ye from
time to tine.

Not at all.

When he needs the punishnment | |locks himin
the fridge-freezer overneet. (I N SUDDEN
ANGRY PASSI ON) LASSIE!'!! Waen | gets the
fevers wwll ye no' rub yer pretty cold wee
hand over ny hot brow?

O course, Sir.

HE SHUTS THE DOOR AGAI N WHI LE CACKLI NG

Ext. den




PRENDERGHASTLY:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

EX

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA:

SPOT

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

(NARRATING | stood in ny fridge-freezer
for days and days, thinking about Fiona
Snowdottir and the happy tines we had
shared. How we kissed in the ice-pal ace.
How we skated on the ice-fields, hand in
hand. | was so lonely for her! So |onely!
Late one night | pushed open the door...

CREAK OF FRI DGE- FREEZER DOOR OPENI NG

...left the little hoose (HE SAYS ' HOOSE'
SCOTITI SHLY) and wandered through the glen
| ooking for ny true |ove...

NlGHT IN THE GLEN, AN ON. HOOTS

Robi n! Robin Prenderghastly! Is that you?!

My darling, Fiona Snowdottir! | have been
| ooki ng for you everywhere.

| have been | ooking for you everywhere
al so.

Now | have found you and you have found ne!
Let us sit on this bench where the breeze
can cool us. W can kiss until the sun

ri ses.

SOUND OF THEM SI TTI NG ON THE BENCH AND
Kl SSI NG

(IN THE M DDLE OF A KISS) How are the
owners of your fridge-freezer?

Good honest people. But one is always
striking the other with a porridge-spoon.
And yours?



FI ONA:

OLD BEARDI E:

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA:

SCENE 17

PRENDERGHASTLY:

Mne is an elderly gentleman with a hairy
gi nger face. He has been telling ne his
life story, but only when the door is
closed, so | cannot hear him He is always
openi ng the door and sayi ng:

Are ye sure ye can hear ne when the door is
cl osed?

(TO OLD BEARDI E) Ch yes, sir, yes.
(LAUGHS LOVI NGY) But you cannot ?
(G GEAES) | cannot!

( PASSI ONATELY) Oh, Fiona, does not the noon
| ook wonderfully cold tonight?

(WH LE KISSING HHM Icy, ny dearest, as icy
as your |ips!

Ext. den

( NARRATI NG Every evening | nmet nmy true

| ove by that little wooden bench. W

ki ssed. We tal ked about the ice-town that
we woul d see no nore. W whi spered words of
| ove. Wé snoozed in each other's arns. And
as the yell ow sun peeped over the purple
hills we hurried back to our fridge-
freezers: mne in the MacMacPhersons'
cottage, hers in the croft of Ad Beardie.
On sone nights she brought an ol d hound-
doggie with her. Its nose was cold but its
tongue was warm It slept at our feet with
its legs in the air. Then that terrible
norning. | had snoozed too deep. The sun
was in ny eyes. | was dripping. | was

al one.



SPOT

PRENDERGHASTLY:

EX/ SPOT

OLD BEARDI E:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

OLD BEARDI E:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

OLD BEARDI E:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

THE HOUND BARKS WORRI EDLY

(IN GLEN) Fiona Snowdottir! Fiona, nmy Ice
Queen! Were are you?

PANTI NG OF O.D BEARDI E COM NG DOMN THE
PATHWAY. THE HOUND BARKS, HE HTS IT WTH
H' S STICK, I'T WH NES

Where' ve you put yon ice-|assie?

| don't know, sir. She was here. She nust
have returned to your fridge-freezer.

She has not! | just cone fromthere! (A
WAIL OF M SERY) Cch, no, the poor pretty
wee thing. There she is, or what's |eft of
her. She's nelted awayyyyyyyy.

( NARRATI NG Fiona had nelted in the first
beans of the norning sun. Her little pink
strawberry of a heart was throbbing on the
ground by ny feet where the hound-dog was
sniffing at it. |I reached out, but as ny
fingers entered its glow, the glow went out
and | had nothing but water to touch.

(IN GEN) |I |oved her! How I |oved her!

(VWEEPING Me too. Aye, | |oved her canny
face. She was the first thing | ever |oved
since ny dear mther passed away. Cch, |'m
so lonely! (WANDERI NG AWAY) |I'Il strangle a
few rabbits to confort nyself in nmy hour of
m sery.

THE DOG BARKS AFTER HI M

(THE SOB OF PRENDERGHASTLY ALONE | N THE
GLEN)

Fi ona! Fiona! My true |ove!



SCENE 18

EX

THROCKMORTON:

Bl NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

Ext. Street/Int. Kitchen

DURI NG THI S SCENE WE HEAR THE CONSTANT

DRI PPI NG OF PRENDERGHASTLY' S MELTI NG

(VEEPI NG MANFULLY) In all ny 704 years,
that is the saddest story | ever heard. The
poor girl conpletely nelted away, did she?

(VEEPI NG M SERABLY) And himtoo, | ook,
there's only his head and his strawberry
| eft! It's too horrible. I can't bear it.

| amnost awfully sorry, M Prenderghastly,
about the death of your poor | ady.

(H'S MOUTH HALF- FULL OF MELTWATER) Oh,
she's not dead. No. Not dead. W are made
of water and water cannot die. \Wen Fiona
Snowdottir nelted, her neltwater sank into
the earth and seeped into the brooks and
fromthe brooks into the |lochs and rivers
and to the sea, whirled around the world as
part of the great green, blue seas...and in
the steamrising fromthe hot southern
oceans is the tiniest bit of the nenory of
Fi ona Snowdottir, and in the rain that
falls on the desert, that seeps into the
sands, that rises as steamagain and falls
on the faces of all the peoples of the
worl d as they wal k hone in the rain, or
feel for raindrops with their hands during
a picnic wth their trueloves. Onh, she is
not dead, kind sir, she is everywhere: in
the clouds, in the fountains, in those
tears swnmmng in your bloodshot eyes. And
soon | shall nelt into this drain and be
carried to the sea where | shall mngle
with the waters and join her. W shall not
quite be ourselves. W shall not renenber
everything. But |I shall renenber her and



THROCKMORTON:

Bl NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

THROCKMORTON:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

THROCKMORTON:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

THROCKMORTON:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

she shall renmenber ne and we shall be
t oget her.

(GRUFFLY, NOT A DRI P OF SENTI MENT) Oh,
that's all right then.

(TEARFUL, TO THROCK) Is he nelted yet?

Not quite. His nmouth's still there. And an
eye. And a little purpley bit. (CALLS AS IF
DOWN A VELL, TO THE MELTED PRENDERGHASTLY)

| say, M Prenderghastly! M

Prenderghastly! Can you still hear ne?

(ALMOST A GARGLE) | hear you.

| was neaning to ask you; you were in the
Scottish H ghl ands, were you not? How did
you manage to get all the way down here
to...(DOESN T KNONVWHERE HE IS) ...where
are we?

| had to cone. To stop them
St op who. .. doi ng what?

Oh, it's too late. They'll be there by now.
If they haven't nelted. And Senat or
Bl uesnitch is a slow nelter.

Senat or Bl uesnitch?

Senat or Bl uesnitch. He found out about it.
In the Reverend MacMowdi e's fridge-freezer
he found a newspaper w apping up an old
haggis. There was an article in the
newspaper all about atom c bonbs...

( SENATOR BLUESNI TCH READI NG THE ARTI CLE TO
H MSELF, EXCLAI M NG W TH DELI GHT AS HE DCES
SO



EX

REV. MacMOWDI E:

SENATOR BLUESN TCH:

REV. MacMOWDI E:

SENATOR BLUESN TCH:

SCENE 19

PRENDERGHASTLY:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

THE FRI DGE- FREEZER DOOR OPENS

Good evening, Senator. Wuld you care for a
fish finger? It's very cold.

Ha! Ha! W' re saved! SAVED

( DELI GHTED) You wi sh to be received into
t he Church?

(QUT OF THE FRI DGE- FREEZER AND AWAY) | nust

find ny people! I ama genius! The greatest
| eader of all tinme! | have saved us all!
| nt. Kitchen

(NARRATING | was in ny fridge-freezer,
dream ng of ny |l ost |ove, when Senator

Bl uesni tch, Naarvi k Shiverunblitherum
Haar kon Nosefl ake, Eric Wfficenl enon and
Frank Frotstlylollyice pulled open ny door
and stood there smling, chuckling and

spl ashing and holding up a wet piece of
paper .

(THEI R CHUCKLES!'!'!'! ONE IS HUMM NG THE
| CEMEN S PATRI OTI C SONG

It's all in this article, Prenderghastly.

It tells here all about atom c bonbs, you
see. Now, if they're let off, the sun wll
be blotted out and a nuclear wnter there
shal | be! Cold, colder and col der across
the whole earth. Ice everywhere! Al the
rivers and seas! Everything. We shall build
a huge new ice-town with ice-statues of ne
on every corner of every street. Al we've
got to dois let sone of these atom c bonbs
of f!



PRENDERGHASTLY: But the bonbs...this nuclear
wnter...wuldn't it destroy all the warm
peopl e?

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH: So what if it does!

SHI VERUMBLI THERUM  Yeah, so what!

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH: Don't they deserve it?! They're the ones
t hat destroyed our lovely icytown, naking

the world warmwith all their notorcars and
their factory chimeys.

OTHER | CEMEN: Yeah. Yeah. That's right. Serves them
right.
PRENDERGHASTLY: But they've been so kind to us. No, it

woul d be a wi cked thing to do.

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH: Don't be a fool, Prenderghastly! Wen
there's a nuclear winter there'll be ice-
towns everywhere, a slide fromone end of
the world to the other.

PRENDERGHASTLY: But it's the warm people's world too! Not
j ust ours!

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH: |If you're not for us, you're against us.

PRENDERGHASTLY: | could never agree to such a thing. And
" msure ny dear Fiona Snowdottir would
feel the sane if she hadn't nelted. No, |
won't allowit! (YELLS) ANGUS!!! DOUGALL!!!
M's MacMacPHERSON! !'!

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH: Shut himin, |lads, and jamthe door.
FX THE SLAM OF THE FRI DGE- FREEZER DQOOR,

PRENDERGHASTLY SHOUTI NG | NSI DE, FURNI TURE
BEI NG PUSHED AGAI NST THE DOOR




PRENDERGHASTLY:

SCENE 21

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:
OTHER | CEMEN:

SGI. PWHELLI LLI:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

SGI. PWHELLI LLI:

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

FRANK
FROSTLYLOLLYI CE:

(THE | CEMEN HURRY OFF SI NG NG
PATRI OTl CALLY)

(NARRATING | followed themto a warmtown
call ed d asgow. | found Naarvik
Shiverunblitherumthere. He'd nelted in a

t el ephone box. Then I hid in a lorry-Ioad
of frozen peas...but it was hopel ess, |
knew. |'d never catch themup and stop them
|l etting the atom c bonbs off.

Ext. Wl es

Excuse ne, sergeant, is this where the
atom c bonbs are kept?

(A GELI NG AND MUTTERI NG At om ¢ bonbs!
At om ¢ bonbs!

(HORRI BLY WELSH) Cah, yes, it is, isn't it.
But you can't go in. It's not open to the
general public, see. Very dangerous.

Radi ation, see. I'mnot so well nyself. |I'm
grow ng anot her head, see. Not here, at
hone.

How many atom c bonbs exactl|y?

I'"'mnot allowed to say. Not to the general
public. Move al ong, now, you're dripping on
ny trousers.

Oh, we're not nenbers of the general
public. No. I'ma denocratically el ected
Senator. And this is Frank Frostlylollyice,
the Leader of the Opposition.

Hel | o.



SGT. PWHELLI LLI :

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

SGT. PWHELLI LLI :

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

SGT. PWHELLI LLI :

SPOT

SENATOR BLUESNI TCH:

SGT. PWHELLI LLI :

SCENE 22

EX

THROCKMORTON:

EX/ SPOT

(HORRI BLY WELSH) Cah, that's all right
then, isn't it! There's 347 of the big
bonmbs, made for dropping on big countries,
see. And 432 |little bonbs for dropping on
little countries, see, issent it, like

Bel gi um and what - have-you. | don't Iike
Bel gium..you're not fromthere, are you?
Qooh, no. Not us.

Wait a no, wassent there six of you a

m nute ago? One nelted, | saw that, but
where did the other one go?

He's gone inside, I'mafraid. To let all
the big bonbs and all the little bonbs off.
(UNEXCI TEDLY) Oooh, 1'd better
whistle, isn't it!

bl ow ny

H S WH STLE BEG NS TO BLOW BUT IS MJFFLED

Get him | ads!!

( YELPS UNEXCI TEDLY AS COLD HANDS MANHANDLE
HM HELP!'!'! TCEMENI'!! HELP!'!! THE | CEMEN
HAVE COVE!'!l SN T ITIH!!

THE ALARM GOES OFF AT THE BASE, IT WAILS
PAI NFULLY. THE RATTLE OF A SCREAM NG
AMBULANCE, FEET RUNNI NG EVERYWHERE.

Ext. Cricket Pitch.

A PERFECT SUMMER S DAY, CRICKET NMATCH IN
PROGRESS, BAT HI TTI NG BALL

Vel | played, sir!

Rl PPLE OF APPLAUSE




THROCKMORTON:

DAME HI LDEGARDE:

Bl NSLEY:

THROCKMORTON:

EX

DAME

HI LDEGARDE/ THROCK:

FX

THROCKMORTON:

DAME HI LDEGARDE:

THROCKMORTON:

DAME H LDEGARDE:

EX

DAME HI LDEGARDE:

Bl NSLEY:

And there he was telling ne his incredibly
sad story, but he nelted before he reached
the end....halfway through a word and PLI P!
He was gone down the drain.

You're telling us whoppers again, Col onel
Thr ocknort on.

Whopper s! Whopper s!

Not at all. Every word was true! | prom se!

It happened only yesterday!

VWHACK OF BALL

Wl |l played, sir!

DI STANT BOOMS, EXPLOSI ONS AND ERUPTI ONS

Entirely of ice, don't you know. Except his
heart and his brain. | tried to catch the
heart as it slipped away, but it was just
wat er on ny fingers.

What's that unearthly noise?

Expl osi ons, | expect. Atom c bonbs goi ng
of f.
Nonsense! That sky's gone awfully dark

suddenly though. It'll be bad |ight stopped
pl ay. And Bl enki nsop only needs 12 nore for
hi s doubl e century.

LOUDER EXPLOSI ONS, CLOSER

| say, Colonel, you could be right.
We're dooned. This is the end of all ny

dr eans!



THROCKMORTON:

DAME HI LDEGARDE:

SCENE 23

EX
EX

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

FI ONA:

PRENDERGHASTLY:

Ch, Dane Hi | degarde...you don't know where
| can get sone extra thick underwear, do
you? These nuclear winters are a sw ne.

( SHI VERI NG, QUTRAGED, AM D MORE EXPLGCSI ONS)
VWhat on earth would | know about
Gentl enan' s underwear!!!!

EVEN Bl GGER EXPLOSIONS, A RUSH OF NO SY
W ND

THE EXPLOSI ONS FADE AVWAY

A TAP DRI PPI NG SLOALY

Tis I, Fiona Snowdottir. The tiniest part
of me is in every drop of water, every

fl ake of ice, everwhere in the world. | am
floating in the ice floes. | amdrifting in
the snowdrifts. I amin the glass of water
on the restaurant table in R o de Janeiro.
Fi ona Snowdottir is nmy nane. | renenber so
little of nyself. |I love an iceman call ed
Robi n Prenderghastly.

Fiona! My truelove! | amhere, wth you, in
every drop, in every flake, I amwth you.

(AN ECHO LIKE I N THE | CE- PALACE, BUT
SVMALLER) | | ove you, Robin
(1 CE- PALACE ECHO | | ove you, Fiona

Snowdottir!!

A TO LET FLUSHES LOUDLY, AGAIN AND AGAI N

(THE | CEMEN PLAY QUT W TH THEI R SONG )



| CEMEN: (SI NG NG

W are icy, very very icy...

Nice and icy, cool and icy...

"' mnot icier than you!

You're not icier than ne!

W're all icy, everything is icy!
lcy! Icy! Ncely icy!

W are icy, very very icy...

END

If you have any comments or questions please email me:
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