
        
            
                
            
        

    
The Black Adder
Episode 1 -- "The Foretelling"

 

Painter:   History has known many great liars. Copernicus, Goebbels, St Ralph the Liar [he is shown holding a sign which reads `St Benedict the Liar'] but there have been none quite so vile as the Tudor king, Henry VII. It was he who rewrote history to portray his precessor Richard III as a deformed maniac who killed his nephews in the Tower. But the real truth is that Richard was a kind and thoughtful man who cherished his young wards. In particular, Richard, Duke of York, who grew into a big, strong boy. Henry also claimed he won the Battle of Bosworth Field and killed Richard III. Again, the truth is very different; for it was Richard, Duke of York, who became king after Bosworth Field, and reigned for thirteen glorious years. As for who really killed Richard III and how the defeated Henry Tudor escaped with his life, all is revealed in this; the first chapter of a history never before told:   the history of The Black Adder! [opening theme] 

The Eve of The Battle of Bosworth Field, 21st August, 1485 [Scene is a feast] 

Richard (Duke of York):   [bangs his goblet thrice on the table] Silence! Silence! For the king! 

King (Richard III):   [stands, hunched, speaks awkwardly] Now is the summer of our sweet content,

Made o'er-cast winter by these Tudor clouds.

And I that am not shaped for black-faced war,

[the people gathered appropriately make noises to the contrary] I that am rudely cast and want true majesty,

[more noises from the people, then he fixes his hunched standing position by yanking on his cloak, which had been stuck] Am forced to fight, To set sweet England free.

I pray to Heaven we fare well,

And all who fight us go to Hell. 

[cheers from everyone. Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh, sitting at the very end of the table, stands up, raising his goblet] 

Edmund:   [weakly] Hurray, hurray, absolutely! Hurray! [notices that he's the only one speaking and standing, sits back down, embarrassed] King:   [to Richard] Who is that? 

Richard:   I know not, My Lord. I'll ask my son. [he calls to Harry, Prince of Wales, who sits on the other side of the king from Richard] Harry, who is that? Harry:   It is your other son, My Lord. 

Richard:   [to King] It is my other son, My Lord. King:   Fights he with us on the morrow? 

Richard:   [pauses, then to Harry again] What's his name? Harry:   [with mouth full] Edmund. 

Richard:   [turns and yells across the room to Edmund] Edna, fight you with us on the morrow? 

 

1

Edmund:   Er, [stands again] oh goodness, no! No, I thought I'd fight with the enemy! [no one laughs, he sits down embarrassed] King:   [to Richard] You're, er, not putting him anywhere near me, are you? Richard:   No, no, no. He'll be somewhere amongst the rabble. King:   Oh! Arrow fodder! 

Richard:   Precisely. 

King:   Yes... [chuckles, waves to Edmund, grinning, mutters between his teeth] What a little turd. 

[cut to Edmund's end of the table] 

Edmund:   [to Percy, Duke of Northumberland, after giving a little wave back to King] Ah, Percy, you see how the king picks me out for special greeting? Percy:   No, My Lord... 

[a servant pokes his head in, refilling their goblets, and speaks] Baldrick:   I saw it, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Ah, and what is your name, little fellow? Baldrick:   My name is Baldrick, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Ah. Then I shall call you...`Baldrick'! Baldrick:   ...and I shall call you `My Lord', My Lord. Edmund:   Hmmm... I like the cut of your jib, young fellow m'lad! How would you like to be my squire in the battle tomorrow? [Baldrick kneels instantly] 

Percy:   [trying to show off in front of Baldrick, speaks to Edmund] It will be a great day tomorrow for we nobles. 

Edmund:   Well, not if we lose, Percy. If we lose, I'll be chopped to pieces. My arms will end up at Essex, my torso in Norfolk, and my genitalia stuck up a tree somewhere in Rutland. 

Baldrick:   With you at the helm, My Lord, we cannot lose. Percy:   [still trying to show off] Well, we could if we wanted to! Edmund:   Ah, but we won't, Percy, and I shall prove to all that I am a man! Percy:   But you are a man, My Lord. 

Edmund:   But how shall it be proved, Percy...? Percy:   Well, they could look up that tree in Rutland. [Edmund bops him on the forehead] Not in front of the staff, My Lord. 

Edmund:   It shall be proved by mine enemies rushing to the water closet in terror! 

Baldrick:   Hurray! 

Percy:   [restrained] Hurray! 

Edmund:   Come, a toast. Let all those who go to don armour tomorrow remember to `go' before they don armour tomorrow! Hurray! [they clink goblets] Already I can hear the sound of battle ringing in my ears... Cut to just before the battle, outside. The following lines are spoken to the army King:   Once more unto the breach, dear friends, once more! Consign their parts most private to a Rutland tree! 

Richard:   Let blood -- Blood -- BLOOD! -- be your motto! Slit their gizzards! [Illustrated by gesture across his throat immediately afterwards] Harry:   Now, I'm afraid there's going to have to be a certain amount of, well, violence. But at least we know it's all in a good cause, don't we? King:   And gentlemen in London still a bed shall think themselves accursed they were not here, and hold their manhood cheap while others speak of those 
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who fought with us! On Ralph the Liar's Day! [he raises his sword high in the air. Our view follows it into the sky.] 

Our view comes down from the sky, to see the castle. Inside Edmund's room, he sleeps in his bed, snoring, while Baldrick sleeps on the floor, using a dead dog as a pillow. There is a knock on the door. 

Mother:   Edmund? [opening the door] Edmund... Edmund:   Hmm? Oh, Mother, what do you want? Mother:   Did you want to go to the battle this morning? Edmund:   [sits up with a start, removes a cover from a sundial, and looks at it] Oh my God, it's eleven o'clock! 

Mother:   [smiling unconcernedly, musedly shakes her head, closes the door] cut to long shot of a rise. On it we see a silhouette of Edmund on horseback. Following him at a distance is Baldrick on muleback. Baldrick:   My Lord... 

Edmund:   What is it? 

Baldrick:   Where is this battle, then? 

Edmund:   Oh, somewhere called Bosworth Field... [they have ridden off to the right of the shot. Suddenly, we see Baldrick going the other way, followed by Edmund.] 

Edmund:   Damn, damn, damn! The first decent battle since I reached puberty... 

[Now we see them close up, riding together, up a rise leading to a valley.] Baldrick:   Here we are, My Lord... 

Edmund:   Onward, Baldrick! To glory! 

[Over the top of the rise we can now see banners clashing together. Edmund stops his horse at the top.] 

Edmund:   Yes, erm, I'm not so sure we're needed, you know, Baldrick... I mean, everything seems to be going very well, doesn't it? Everyone's fighting --clearly having the time of their lives. Wait a moment; some of them over there aren't fighting! They're... they're just lying down! Baldrick:   They're dead, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Ah. [he wriggles in his seat] Damn, I knew I'd forgotten something. Would you excuse me a moment, Baldrick? [he turns his horse away] Just away from the battle, King on foot meets Richard on horseback Richard:   Your Majesty, you've lost your steed! Take mine! King:   No, no, no; I've won the battle, I've saved the kingdom -- I think I can find myself a horse! 

Richard:   How true, My Noble Lord. I'll see you back at the castle! King:   So be it! 

[Richard rides off. King walks along, calling...] 

King:   A horse! [whistles a call] A horse! My kingdom for a horse! [He stops as he sees a horse -- Edmund's -- tied to a tree.] Ah, Horsey! [He approaches the horse. Edmund, doing business behind a nearby bush, sees.] Edmund:   [mumbling to himself]What is this? 

[as King bends over to untie the horse from the tree, Edmund walks up behind...] 

Edmund:   [drawing his sword] Wait! Oi!, that's my horse! [swings his sword, lops King's head clean off. He's rather surprised at his strength but quickly gets a cocky feeling, and laughs a bit.] There, that'll teach you! [He picks up the 
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helmeted head] You won't be doing that again, now will you? [He lifts the helmet's face shield, then lowers the shield] 

Edmund:   Oh my God -- it's Uncle Richard. 

[Edmund screams. Baldrick runs up, having just parked his mule by the tree.] Baldrick:   What's that, My Lord? 

Edmund:   Hmm? [Frightenedly tosses the head to Baldrick.] Baldrick:   [catches the head with a chuckle, then lifts the face shield...] Oh dear -- Richard III. [half-shouts] What are you going to do? Edmund:   Well, quick, quick... 

[Edmund turns the body over, takes the head back and tries to put it back, asking Baldrick to hold it in place. He moves the corpse's arms about, and beats on its chest. Baldrick for a moment puts his face down, trying to resuscitate the body through the face shield.] 

Baldrick:   [points to something off-shot] My Lord! That hut there! [They each grab a leg and drag the body away. The head stays behind.] They enter a small cottage. Baldrick is solely dragging the body now. Edmund enters afterward, carrying one small item, a gauntlet. Edmund:   [still entering] Come on! Come on! Pull your weight! Pull your weight! 

[Baldrick collapses exhausted on the corpse.] 

Edmund:   [closing the door] Ah, well done... [He sits on a barrel. Then notices that something's missing.] Where's the head? 

Baldrick:   I thought you had it. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, I can't be expected to carry everything! [They hear someone approaching. Edmund cowers, Baldrick prepares to strike down the intruder with a small tree bough used as a club. The door opens, and Percy enters.] 

Edmund:   Percy, you brainless son of a prostitute! Where have you been? Percy:   I've just proved that I'm a man! Look what I've found! [He proffers the head.] 

Edmund:   Oh, thank God. Quick, Percy, quick -- put it own and let's get out of here! 

Percy:   No no no no! I found it -- it's mine! 

Edmund:   What do you mean it's yours? [He tries to take it from Percy.] Percy:   [defensively] I'm going to use it to prove that I killed a nobleman! Edmund:   [stops trying to take the head] And which nobleman, pray...? Percy:   Er... [he looks under the face shield, laughs, then holds the head proudly] Well, it's the king, actually! 

Edmund:   [stares at Percy quite intently waiting for the penny inevitably to drop] 

Percy:   [frightenedly tosses the head to Edmund] Edmund:   [frightenedly tosses the head to Baldrick] Baldrick:   [frightenedly tosses the head in the barrel] [a bloodied, armoured man approaches the cottage and staggers in just as our three were about to leave] 

Man:   Lost! Lost! All is lost! [he collapses to the floor] Edmund:   What? 

Man:   Flee! Flee! 

Edmund:   Oh my god! Quick -- let's get out of here! Man:   Take me with you! [he grabs one of Edmund legs] 
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Edmund:   Get your hands off! [Percy feebly helps in this process] Man:   If you leave me alone here, I'll die. 

Edmund:   If you don't leave me alone, I'll kill you myself! [Baldrick bops the man on the head with his blunt object. The man falls to one side.] Now leave him here, come on! [Edmund, Baldrick, and Percy make their way out.] Man:   I'll give you money! Ten thousand sovereigns! [After a moment, the man collapses to the floor. The door opens, and Percy's head pokes in...] 

cut to Edmund and Baldrick entering the great hall in the castle. Baldrick keeps running, but Edmund stops as he meets his mother. Edmund:   [frantic] Mother! 

Mother:   Edmund, dear. How did it go? 

Edmund:   Within seconds, Henry Tudor will be here at our gates! Mother:   Oh, but, Edmund, I'm not ready -- I haven't had a bath or anything. Edmund:   Mother, Henry is our enemy. When his men get here, they'll brutally ravish you and every woman in the castle! 

Mother:   Ah, well, I shan't bother to change, then. [Baldrick runs into the doorway across the hall.] Baldrick:   My Lord! 

Edmund:   What do you want? 

Baldrick:   Listen! 

[An army's drums can be heard faintly in the distance.] Edmund:   Oh my God! They're here already! [He begins to run down the hall, shouting.] Run for your lives! Run for the hills! Baldrick:   Er, my Lord, they're coming from the hills. Edmund:   [still shouting] Oh, sorry. Run away from the hills! Run away from the hills! If you see the hills, run the other way! [Percy arrives.] 

Percy:   No, My Lord, it's all right -- they're flying the banners of our King Richard. 

Edmund:   Well, that's impossible -- he's dead, isn't he! Mother:   [shocked] King Richard, dead? 

Edmund:   [suddenly not so frantic] Yes... Errr, God knows how... Mother:   Oh dear. That's really upset the tulip cart. Edmund:   [frantic again] Those flags, Percy, are obviously just a cunning trick to deceive us into staying! 

Baldrick:   No, My Lord, I don't think it is a cunning trick. Edmund:   Well, no, it's not a particularly cunning trick, because we could be seeing through it! [He locks the main entrance to the great hall.] But obviously they thought it was cunning when they thought it up. Baldrick:   What I mean, My Lord, is that I don't think they did think it up. Edmund:   What, you think someone else thought it up, and they've borrowed it for the occasion? 

Baldrick:   No, My Lord. I don't think it's a trick at all. Edmund:   You don't think that riding up to a castle under someone else's banner is a trick? [sarcastically] Well, no, I suppose it isn't! [There's a banging on the main door. Edmund screams and goes through the inner door. The main door has been broken down.] Percy:   [He and Baldrick remain in the great hall.] It's only your father. Richard:   [entering with his entourage] Who locked that bloody door? 
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Mother:   Richard, it's you! 

Richard:   Well, who did you expect it to be, woman? Mother:   Why, I thought it would be Henry Tulip. Richard:   Henry Tulip? Have you lost your conkers? Mother:   So you won? 

Richard:   Yes, of course! We won! We won! Victory! [General cheers from his entourage.] 

Mother:   So, I suppose now you want to ravish me... Richard:   [shocked] Yes, yes, in a moment... [He turns to one of his entourage.] The woman's insatiable! [He shouts.] Three cheers for good King Richard! Hup hup! ["Huzzah!"] Hup hup! ["Huzzah!"] Hup hup! ["Huzzah!"] [Edmund appears from the opposite end he left, behind the group.] Edmund:   [weakly] Huzzah... 

Richard:   All we need now is for King Richard to be here, and the day shall complete! 

Mother:   Yes, what a pity he's dead. 

Richard:   [shocked whisper] What? Who told you that? Mother:   Well, Edmund. [nods to his direction] Richard:   [he and the group turn to face Edmund.] Is this true? Edmund:   [quite intimidated, as well as fearing for his life] Errr, well, I wouldn't know, really. I was...nowhere near him at the time. I... I just...heard from someone that he'd, er... er... I mean, I don't even know where he was killed. I was completely on the opposite side of the field. I was nowhere near the cottage. 

[Everyone questions that last statement, with stares.] Edmund:   ...not that it was a cottage -- it was a river. But, then, I wouldn't know, of course, because I wasn't there. But, apparently, some fool cut his head off...or at least killed him in some way...perhaps...took an ear off or something. Yes, yes, in fact, I think he was only wounded! er, or was that somebody else? Yes, I think it was. Why, he wasn't even wounded! [Harry is staggering in behind Edmund, carrying the headless corpse, and the crown.] 

Edmund:   [not noticing Harry] Why, did someone say he was dead? Harry:   Yes! 

Richard:   What! 

Harry:   It's true, My Lord! I stumbled on his body myself! O, pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth! [He places the body on the floor, and lies on top of it.] Richard:   Er, yes... 

Harry:   Good night, sweet King... 

Richard:   Yes, yes, that's enough of that, thank you, Harry... Harry:   ...and flights of angels sing thee to thy rest... Richard:   Thank you, Harry... [shouts, annoyed] Thank you, Harry! [angered whisper] Yes! ...and we all know who did this dreadful deed -- [he looks at Edmund] don't we? 

[Edmund slowly nods, as a sort of confession, and closes his eyes, preparing to have his head cut off.] 

Richard:   Henry Tudor! 

[Edmund's nod increases in speed, he opens his eyes and grins.] Richard:   Yes! and he still roams free! [He shouts quite loudly.] Harry, call for silence! [Everyone is silent.] 
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Harry:   Silence! [He slowly lowers the crown onto his father's head.] ...for the king! [Everyone, including Harry, kneels or bows before Richard.] Everyone but Richard:   Long live King Richard IV! King (previously 'Richard'):   This day has been as 'twere A mighty stew In which the beef of victory

Was mix'd With the vile turnip

Of sweet Richard slain

And the grisly dumpling

Of his killer fled.

But we must eat

The yellow wobbly parts


the Good Lord serves.

In life, each man gets

What he deserves!

[His speech over, King looks around at the kneeled assembly.] King:   [nonchalant] Well, come on... let's go and kill some more prisoners. [His original entourage stands up excitedly.] 

King:   Hup hup! ["Huzzah!"] Hup hup! ["Huzzah!"] Hup hup! ["Huzzah!"] Cut to Edmund's room. He, Percy and Baldrick enter, dejectedly. Once they're in and the door closes, Edmund slowly turns and begins to grin. Edmund:   Hurray! [The others are excited now too.] We're safe! and I am a prince of the realm! Hup hup! [Baldrick says "Huzzah!" first, as Percy forgets the word.] Can you imagine the power... 

Percy:   and it's ours! all ours! 

Edmund:   What? 

Baldrick:   Yours! all yours! 

Percy:   Er, yours. 

[Harry opens the door and enters.] 

Harry:   Ah, Edmund, there you are. Now, I know it's a little early, but I'd just like to get these battle averages sorted out. Now then, who did you kill to-day? Edmund:   [frightened] Erm... no-one. 

Harry:   No-one? Oh dear. Right, er, I'll put you down for a duck, then, which, I'm afraid, takes you out of the running for the Legion of Honour. Edmund:   Oh, I see, sorry! Sorry, I thought you meant had I killed King Richard! 

Harry:   What? 

Edmund:   What...was the question? 

Harry:   [enunciated] Who did you kill to-day? 

Edmund:   Oh, I see. Er, right, er, let's see here... Erm... [Baldrick, opposite of Harry from Edmund, mouths `Peasants!'] Edmund:   Pedant. 

Harry:   [insulted] What! 

Edmund:   Pleasant... Pdnt... P... Pzz... 

[Baldrick continues to mouth `Peasants!'] 

Edmund:   Peasants! Peasants! There were a lot of peasants! Er, but they don't really count, do they? 

Harry:   Only in the event of a tie. Nevertheless, how many did you kill? Edmund:   Oh, errr... 
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[Baldrick puts four fingers across his face, while Percy holds up his palm.] Edmund:   Four...hand...handred... 

[Percy continues to display his open palm.] 

Edmund:   Four handred... hand... Four hundred hand...fifty! Harry:   Four hundred and fifty? Good lord! That's three times more than myself! 

Edmund:   Yes, well, I had a couple of lucky breaks. Harry:   Any nobles? 

Edmund:   Ah, let me see...nobles...erm...I think... [Percy mouths `Coverdale!'] 

Edmund:   Lord Coverdale... 

Harry:   ...who fought on our side, I believe. 

Edmund:   Er, yes... I think Lord Coverdale saw me slaying, erm... [Baldrick turns 90 degrees, turns his head and looks out the corner of his eye, then tilts his helmet over his eyes in an effeminate pose.] Edmund:   Warwick. 

Harry:   Warwick the Wild of Leicester? 

Edmund:   Yes, that's him -- and pretty wild he was, too! He took some finishing off, I can tell you! 

Harry:   Yes, indeed -- I killed him myself at one point. Anyone else? Edmund:   Erm... erm... let me see... Just trying to put names to faces... Harry:   Yes, well, this is the list of the lords as yet unaccounted for:   Roger de Runcie... 

Edmund:   Oh, de Runcie, yes, he was one of mine. Harry:   Lord Thomas of Devon... 

Edmund:   Ah, yes, backslash... 

Harry:   Lord Yeovil... 

Edmund:   Ah, yes, groin job... 

Harry:   Good lord! This is remarkable, Edmund! Remarkable! Oh, and the Bishop of Bath and Wells-- 

Edmund:   Ah, yes, will never walk again! 

Harry:   ...will conduct the thanksgiving service. Edmund:   Oh, Bath and Wells... 

Harry:   [Turns to Percy.] Ah, Lord Percy! Edmund tells me that you managed to turn up late for the battle, [he begins walking out] so there's not much point in asking you your score, is there? [Leaves] 

[Percy tries to speak, but can't think of anything. He's upset. He turns to face Edmund.] 

Edmund:   Ha hah!!! 

Baldrick:   Ha hah!!! 

Percy:   [bitterly sarcastic] Ha hah... 

Edmund:   At last I can relax! [He opens the curtain to his bed, to find the dying man lying in it. He turns back to Percy and Baldrick, and speaks quietly.] Who the hell is this? 

Percy:   Ah, well, you remember that dying man we saw in the cottage? Edmund:   The one I specifically told you not to bring back to the castle under any circumstances? 

Percy:   Mm hmm, yes, that's the one, yes. 

Edmund:   So what is he doing in my bed? 

 

8

Percy:   Well, he claims to be a wealthy man. I thought, if we nurse him back to health, he may reward us. 

Edmund:   No, wait -- I think I have an idea... If he is a wealthy man, and we nurse him back to health, he may reward us! 

Baldrick:   Oh, brilliant, My Lord -- very quick thinking. Edmund and Percy:   Thank you, Baldrick. [Edmund eyes Percy angrily.] Edmund:   Well, what would you expect? After all, who has the fastest brain in the land? 

Baldrick:   Prince Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh! Edmund:   Who is the boldest horseman in the land? [Looking at Percy.] Baldrick:   Prince Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh! Percy:   [catching on] ... Duke of Edinburgh! 

Edmund:   Who is the bravest swordsman in the land? Percy:   Oh, don't tell me! It's that... oh... from Norfolk... Edmund:   PRINCE... 

Baldrick and Percy:   Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh! Edmund:   Precisely. [dramatically] Or, as I shall be known from now on:   The Black... Vegetable! 

Baldrick:   My Lord, wouldn't something like 'The Black Adder' sound better? Edmund:   No, wait -- I think I have a better idea... What about:   The Black... Adder! 

Cut to scene of him choosing a new outfit. He points to a black suit with a coiled snake on it and a black cape; a pair of black shoes, more suited to a jester; a black bowl for haircut style. Cut to finishing of his haircut. Very short hair. He looks in a mirror, and stands up. Camera pans down to look at his entire outfit... large black rings, black tights and all. Cut to an inner hallway. Edmund, Baldrick and Percy enter, laughing. Baldrick:   Very witty, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Ah, thank you, Baldrick. 

Percy:   Very very very witty, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Ah, thank you, Percy. 

Baldrick:   You're certainly wittier than your father, My Lord. Percy:   ...and head and shoulders over Richard III! Edmund:   [Turns on Percy.] IS THAT SUPPOSED TO BE WITTY? Percy:   Er, no, My Lord... No, no... that... that was... an example of the sort of thing that you yourself would not stoop to... 

Edmund:   GO AWAY! 

Baldrick and Percy:   Yes, My Lord. 

Cut to Edmund entering his room, closing the door. He hangs up his black hat, then goes to his bed, with the man in it. The man is awake, having soup. Edmund:   Ah, you're still here, are you? 

Man:   Er, yes. 

[Edmund looks closely at the man. Viewers see a flashback to the opening of the show. The man is Henry Tudor.] 

Edmund:   Wait a moment -- haven't I seen you somewhere before? Henry (previously `Man'):   I don't know. I feel I've seen you before, also. Edmund:   Well, I am Prince Edmund, son of Richard IV! Why, who are you? Henry:   [shocked to discover where he is] Well, erm, I'm, er, not important. Edmund:   Not important? You mean you're not rich? 

 

9

Henry:   No. [Knows that being poor would mean death.] Yes! Yes, I'm incredibly rich! I'm...I'm a very wealthy, errm, modest person, who wishes to remain nameless. 

Edmund:   Well, you'd better be rich. Get your money together, get better, and get out of my bed, is that clear? [He shuts the curtain.] [Edmund looks around, uncovers a home-made crown, puts it on and looks at himself in the mirror.] 

Ghost (of Richard III):   Oh yes, very fetching. 

[Edmund turns, and screams for about six seconds.] Ghost:   ...and hello to you. 

Edmund:   Uh, uh, er, hello...hello...er...goodness me...I hadn't... expected...to see you...like this. 

Ghost:   Sitting down, you mean? 

Edmund:   Er, yes, yes, that's right... sitting down. Goodness, look! Look! You're sitting down. 

Ghost:   Yes. 

Edmund:   Why, I haven't seen you sitting down since, er...hoo... Ghost:   Yesterday? 

Edmund:   Was it only yesterday? Good lord! Erm, errr...well... How was your battle? 

Ghost:   Fine. Somebody cut my head off at one point, but otherwise everything went swimmingly. and how are you, Edna? 

Edmund:   Er, Edmund. 

Ghost:   Your father told me `Edna'. 

Edmund:   No... 

Ghost:   So, Edna, you loathsome little fairy maggot, how are you? Edmund:   Er, how...how very very kind of you to ask, erm, Your Majesty... I'm very well, and, er, and it's very good to see you, because, frankly... Ghost:   Yes? 

Edmund:   Well, well, well, frankly...er... Gosh, you look well. Ghost:   Frankly what? Spit it out, you horrid little scabby reptile! Edmund:   Er, well, frankly, everyone thought you were dead. Ghost:   Well, frankly, [his head rises from his body to be level with Edmund] I am. 

Edmund:   Eugh! 

[There's a knock at the door.] 

Ghost:   [to the door] Do come in. 

Edmund:   [rushing to the door] No! Don't come in! Queen (previously `Mother'):   [From outside the door] Why not? Have you got someone in there with you? 

Edmund:   Erm, not as such... 

Queen:   Is it a woman? 

Edmund:   No! 

Queen:   Is it a man? 

Edmund:   Err, [he watches the Ghost's head fly about the room] err, yes, yes it is. 

Queen:   You hesitated, Edmund -- it's not a sheep, is it? Edmund:   No, Mother, it isn't a sheep! 

Queen:   Well then, let me in! 
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Ghost:   [body together, standing] So, farewell, Edna! You'll be seeing me later. [The body walks off -- the head remains.] 

Edmund:   Erm, have, er, have you got...transport? Erm, perhaps you'd like to borrow my horse again... [considers the possibility that the ghost doesn't know its slayer] or at all! I mean, not that you've borrowed it before... Ghost:   [The body returns, gesturing for the head to follow.] Coming! [Leaves] [Edmund opens the door. Queen enters.] 

Queen:   Are you all right, Edmund? [Edmund quickly removes and hides his crown.] Why, you look as though you've just seen a ghost! Edmund:   Er, yes? 

Queen:   Hurry up, anyway -- you're expected at the banquet! [Henry is listening from the bed.] 

Edmund:   Erm, look, er, mother, er... You won't tell anyone about my oversleeping, er, this morning and, and what have you, now will you? Queen:   Now, would I, Edmund... Do I tell people that your brother Harry is scared of spoons? or that your father has very small private parts? [She moves from the closet to the bed.] 

Edmund:   [trying to stop her] Oh! Mother! 

Henry:   Baaaa! Baaaa! 

Queen:   Oh, Edmund! It's the lying I find so hurtful... Edmund:   [with uneasy grin] Baaaa... 

Cut to banquet. Edmund enters, and prepares to sit between his father and his brother -- in Richard III's seat. 

Edmund:   So sorry I'm late... 

King:   HOLD! YOU DARE SIT THERE, BOY? That was King Richard's seat! Would you insult his ghost? 

Edmund:   Eugh, erm, no, no -- sorry. 

[Ghost appears in the chair, but only Edmund can see or hear it.] Ghost:   Yes, find your own chair, you smelly little dog's pizzle! Edmund:   Eugh! [he goes back to the his normal spot and the end of table] King:   [speaking across where Ghost is, to Harry] How many prisoners have you got, Harry? 

Ghost:   I'm not Harry -- I'm, I'm Richard. He's Harry. Harry:   I've still got the gross of Welshmen down in the dungeons, Father. King:   Send a brace to my room, will you? 

Harry:   Very well. Do you want them hung? 

Ghost:   Hello? 

King:   No -- fresh ones. I want to practice my backhand. Ghost:   Hello? Is anybody there? 

Harry:   Oh, I don't think you need to, the way you slaughtered Lord Stanley! Ghost:   Hello??? 

King:   Oh, I wish Uncle Dicky was here. 

Ghost:   Don't `Dicky' me, Ducky... 

King:   [stands, bangs gold wine container thingy on table thrice, then holds up his goblet and speaks] Tonight, honoured friends, we are gathered to celebrate a great victory, and to mourn a great loss. [Raises his goblet] A toast - to our triumph! ["Our triumph!"] [Ghost looks quite bored.] and I raise a royal curse upon the man who slew Richard, our noble king! Ghost:   [stands, points to Edmund] It was him! Edmund:   Oh my god! 
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King:   Quiet at the end there! [shouts again] Whoever it was... Ghost:   [seated again] It was him -- Edna! 

King:   Wherever he be... 

Ghost:   He's down there at the end! 

King:   He shall be struck down! 

Ghost:   Well then get on with it, you stupid oaf -- he's there! Edmund:   It wasn't me! 

King:   Who said that? 

Ghost:   The idiot who killed me this afternoon! Edmund:   I didn't! 

King:   Well then, who did? 

Harry:   It was actually Edmund who interrupted, Sire. Ghost:   Hang the little slug! 

[Edmund screams and crawls under the table.] King:   I WILL HAVE SILENCE! [bangs thingy on table once more. Raises goblet again] Another toast - to dead King Richard. 

Ghost:   [disgustedly] Oh my god... 

King:   Gentlemen... ["King Richard."] 

Ghost:   [still disgusted] Well, thank you. Thank you all. Thank you very much for nothing. Thank you so much. That's the last you'll be seeing of me...not that you've seen much of me, in any case. [he has faded away] [Edmund, still on his knees on the floor, but now out from under the table, wipes his brow and sighs.] 

King:   Now that we have silence, we shall continue with the ceremony of desecration. Produce the portrait of the pretender, Henry Tudor! [A man carries the portrait down the room. People hiss and make general noises of unpleasantness.] 

Edmund:   [recognizing the face as the man in his bed] Oh my God! [he crawls out of the room on his hands and knees] 

Follow Edmund down inner hallway. From inside his room, Ghost opens the door. 

Ghost:   Good evening. 

Edmund:   Where's Henry Tudor! [he rushes to the bed] Ghost:   [suddenly in the bed] Baaaa! 

Edmund:   Oh no! Where is he? Where is he? [he checks the closet] Ghost:   [suddenly inside the closet, wiggles his fingers, making spooky `wooo!' noise] 

Edmund:   [He looks out the window to see a horseman riding out of the castle. He runs to the door, and it is opened by Ghost. He bows to Ghost as he exits, and speaks scaredly respectively.] Thank you...thank you so much. Edmund chases Henry out of the castle and into a meadow outside. We see Ghost snap his fingers, and the meadow is suddenly foggy. Edmund rides out of the fog, at a clearing in the woods, to find three old witches bent over a cauldron. Witch #1 is Goneril - Kathleen St John and Witch #2 is Regan -Barbara Miller Witches tutti:   Oooh... Oooh... Oooh... Oooh... 

Edmund:   [Having dismounted, stands next to them, and clears his throat.] Witches tutti:   [startled] Oooh! 

Goneril:   Hail! 

Cordelia:   Hail! 
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Regan:   Hail! 

Goneril:   Ruler of men... 

Cordelia:   Ravisher of women... 

Regan:   Slayer of kings! 

Edmund:   Be gone, hideous crones! 

Goneril:   Be not afraid... 

Cordelia:   Be not overcome with fear... 

Regan:   Be not paralyzed with terror... 

Edmund:   [bored] Why have you lured me here, you loathsome drabs? Regan:   We bring good news. 

Edmund:   What news could such repulsive harbingers convey? Cordelia:   To-day has brought misfortune... 

Goneril:   But one day... 

Witches tutti:   O glorious day! 

Cordelia:   One day... 

Witches tutti:   O happy day! 

[pause] 

Edmund:   Yes? 

Witches tutti:   You shall be king! 

Edmund:   [excited] Really? 

Witches tutti:   Yes! Your Majesty! [they bow] 

Edmund:   Well, that is good news, isn't it? [mounting his horse] God be with you, you snaggle-toothed vultures! History, here I come! [begin theme music] 

The sound of hoofbeats cross the glade

Good folk, lock up your son and daughter


Beware the deadly flashing blade

Unless you want to end up slaughtered

Black Adder! Black Adder!

He rides a pitch-black steed

Black Adder! Black Adder!

He's very bad indeed

Black:   His gloves of finest mole

Black:   His codpiece made of metal

His horse is blacker than a vole

His pot is blacker than his kettle

Black Adder! Black Adder!


With many a cunning plan

Black Adder! Black Adder!


You horrid little man 

[After end credits] 

Goneril:   He wasn't as I expected him. 

Regan:   I thought he was very rude. 

Goneril:   I thought Henry Tudor would be better looking. Cordelia:   Yes -- not so Jewish. 

Regan:   ...more like that man who rode by just before. Cordelia:   Oops. 
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Regan:   Oops. 

Goneril:   Oops. 

Regan:   We've done it again... 

Cordelia:   Silly witches... 

 

Episode 2 (listed as 4) - "Born to Be King"

Caption:   In 1486, the second year of Richard IV's historic reign and also the year in which the egg replaced the worm as the lowest form of currency, King Richard departed England on a Crusade against the Turks. King:   As the good Lord said, "Love thy neighbor as thyself," unless he's Turkish, in which case, kill the bastard! 

Caption:   He left behind him his beloved son Prince Harry to rule as Regent in his stead. (Harry looks as though he doesn't quite remember the line about thy neighbor in those words.) 

King:   Farewell, dear Harry. 

Harry:   Farewell, Father. 

Caption:   ...and his slimy son Edmund to do the tasks most befitting him. King:   Edward... (rides off) 

Baldrick:   My Lord, with the King gone... 

Edmund:   Hmmm? Of course! At last, a chance for some real power! (laughs in his ridiculous-sounding evil way) 

(opening credits) 

**Caption:   Twelve months later** 

(Edmund is on horseback, with his sword raised in the air. He shouts.) Edmund:   On! Onward! I want you scum back to the castle by sundown, or you'll all be slaughtered! Onward! 

(sounds of `Baaa' are heard as Edmund speaks to his flock of sheep, in heavy snowfall) 

Edmund:   Come on! Come on! Keep going! I've just about had enough of you! Sheep:   Bbbbaaaaa! 

Edmund:   Shut up! 

Sheep:   Bbaaaa! (They begin to run.) 

Edmund:   Come on! No, that's not the way you're going. Stop! Where are you going? No, not away from the castle! 

Sheep:   Bbbaaa! 

Edmund:   Shut up! 

(cut to room in the castle) 

Harry:   (standing by the fire, reading a note) Splendid! Splendid! (Edmund enters the adjacent hallway) 

Edmund:   (to sheep) Now look, you're not supposed to be here. That's far enough, now get out! (shuts door, begins to walk down the hallway) If I could get my hands on that bastard brother, Harry... 

Harry:   Ah, Edmund! (Edmund stops dead in his tracks in surprise, then continues walking, as though not hearing, behind a bit of wall). Edmund? (Edmund reappears, in the next doorway) Ah, there you are. Splendid news, Edmund -- Father's coming home! He writes here that he'll be back by St. Leonard's Day. Excellent! So we can celebrate both events together! 
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(Edmund has just got to the fire, but now Harry pulls him aside, across the room. Edmund tries to turn toward the fire, but to no avail. He is frozen stiff.) Harry:   Now then, I shall handle the visiting royalty, of course, er, the guards of honor, and the papal legate; and you can, er, you can sort out the frolics. Edmund:   The frolics? 

Harry:   Yes:   the Morris Dancers, the eunuchs, and the bearded women; you know, the traditional St. Leonard's Day entertainments. Oh damnation, though, I don't think I'm going to have enough time to attend to the drains. Edmund, you'll have to look into those as well. 

Edmund:   (shivering from cold) Oh, er, yes, fine, fine. I'd, I'd be honored. Harry:   Good, you won't let me down, now, will you? Edmund:   No, no, no, no. I'm, I'm really looking forward to it already. Thank you so very much. 

Harry:   Splendid! (exits) 

(Edmund is in the room alone) 

Edmund:   (returning to the fire) Twelve months of chasing sheep and straightening the royal portraits, and now this! The bastard! The BASTARD! (enter Baldrick) 

Baldrick:   If only he were, My Lord. 

Edmund:   What?! (dramatic organ music begins) Baldrick:   If only he were a bastard, My Lord, then you would be Regent now. Edmund:   Ah, yes. And then, one day.... 

(enter Lord Percy) 

Percy:   You would be King, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Ah yes, yes. I would be King! And then what? Baldrick:   (puts his hands together, then moves them apart, making a large globe motion) You'd rule the world, My Lord! 

Percy:   (moves an outstretched arm across a flat plane) You'd rule the world, My Lord! 

Edmund:   Precisely! It's just not fair, you know. Every other damn woman in the court has bastard sons, but not my mother, oohhh no... She's so damn pure, she'd hate to look down in case she notices her own breasts. (cut to hallway outside the throne room. Edmund's mother, the Queen, speaks to Countess Celia.) Celia:   You must be so looking forward to the King's return, Your Majesty. Queen:   (surprised at the remark) No. 

Celia:   No, My Lady? But think:   he will come to your chamber and make mad, passionate love to you! 

Queen:   Yes, I wish he wouldn't do that. It's very difficult to sleep with that kind of thing going on, you know; being used all night long, like the outside of a sausage roll. 

Celia:   (??), and we've got the St. Leonard's Day celebrations to look forward to:   the jesters, the jugglers... 

Queen:   The great brown ox steaming and smouldering all night long... Celia:   (excited) Oh yes:   the feast! 

Queen:   Sorry? No, I was thinking of something else. Celia:   I particularly hope they've got the Morris dancers -- I love them. Queen:   Yes. I like the eunuchs. 

Celia:   Oh yes, the eunuchs! Ah, I wish I owned one. Queen:   I wish I'd married one. 
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(cut to Edmund's quarters) 

Edmund:   (speaking to a woman who looks very apologetic) No, no; fine, fine; it could've happened to anyone. Never mind, never mind. (shuts door) Oh, God, I don't believe it. We've only got one act, and she shaved her beard off. Percy:   There's always the eunuchs, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Oh yes, so? The eunuchs and the Amazing Beardless Woman. What a (??). Percy, there must be someone else, there must be! Look... (they look through some papers on the desk) 

Percy:   Ah, there's The Jumping Jews of Jerusalem, My Lord. Edmund:   What do they do? 

Percy:   (as though that was a silly question) They jump, My Lord. Edmund:   What? 

Percy:   They come in, My Lord, and they jump ... a lot. It's a humourous act. Edmund:   Nah dah dah! There must be something else, surely! Ah, what's this? " `The Death of the Pharaoh':   Sir Dominick Prique and His Magnificent Wooferoonies perform the tragic ancient Egyptian masterpiece, `The Death of the Pharaoh'." Well, that sounds funny. 

Percy:   No, no, no, I found that very moving, My Lord. Edmund:   Well, it better be funny, or Prique will get his comeuppance, I can tell you. Now; book him. 

Baldrick:   My Lord, what about Jerry Meriwether and His Four Chickens. Edmund:   (sarcastic) What do they do? Lay eggs? Baldrick:   Yes, My Lord. 

Edmund:   (desperate) Oh, all right, all right, we'll have them, we'll have them. (There's a knock at the door. Percy opens it to find the messenger holding out a note.) 

Messenger:   My Lord... 

(Percy takes the note and slams the door in the messenger's face. He gives the note to Edmund, who opens it, reads it, and closes it.) Percy:   Wha-- what is it, My Lord? 

Edmund:   (slowly, seriously) The eunuchs have canceled. Baldrick:   Oh dear. 

Edmund:   Ha! I should have known:   never trust a eunuch! Percy:   What are we going to do? 

Edmund:   Well, I know what I'm going to do. Baldrick, give me an execution order. I'm gonna teach them a lesson they'll never forget. I'll remove whatever extraneous parts of their bodies still remain. 

(Edmund makes out the order, and goes to the door. Upon opening it, he finds the messenger still waiting for his tip, holding out his hand.) Messenger:   My Lord... 

Edmund:   Take that to Lord Chancellor, thank you. (Puts the order in the messenger's hand then slams the door) Oh God, this is desperate! Desperate! Percy:   We could have the Morris dancers, My Lord. Edmund:   Now look; we are not that desperate! Morris dancing is the most fatuous entertainment ever devised by man:   Forty effeminate blacksmiths waving bits of cloth they've just wiped their noses on... How it's still going on in this day and age, I'll never know. 

Percy:   (confused) Sorry, so do you want them or not? (Edmund hits Percy over the head with a scrolled paper as Harry enters.) Harry:   Ah, Edmund! 
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(Edmund begins jumping, hitting Percy and himself with the paper, looking like a Morris dance. Percy and Baldrick join in, all of them hitting each other on the head with bits of paper.) 

Edmund:   ...and rest. 

Harry:   (applauds) Oh, splendid! and how are the rest of the entertainments coming along? 

Edmund:   Erm, very very well indeed. Umm, I think it's going to have a slightly Spartan look. 

Harry:   What, Greek? 

Edmund:   Er...yes, that's right. Yes, um...Greek. Harry:   Oh good. Everyone turning up? 

Edmund:   Oh absolutely everyone. So many people in fact, I'm afraid I've had to let the eunuchs go. 

Harry:   Oh no no no no no no! 

Edmund:   No? 

Harry:   No! That won't do at all -- not on St. Leonard's Day, because, well correct me if I'm wrong, Lord Percy, but, er, St. Leonard himself was an eunuch. 

(Edmund, behind Harry, shakes his had `No' at Percy.) Percy:   (obeys Edmund's head movement, but knows the correct answer) Yyyyyes, that's right. 

(Harry, confused at why Percy was shaking his head, turns back to Edmund, who, still shaking his head, suddenly hits himself on the head with the paper, as though he was just dancing again.) 

Edmund:   Well, that's why I thought it might be more tactful if-- Harry:   Oh no no no no no no no. To leave out the eunuchs on St. Leonard's Day would be like, well, it would be like leaving out the Morris dancers, or the bearded women! 

(Edmund, Percy and Baldrick all pretend to laugh at the absurd thought) Harry:   Besides, Lord Dougal McAngus, the King's Supreme Commander, is expected at the feast, and, as you know, eunuchs are his particular favorite. Edmund:   (confused) Hmm? 

Harry:   He's Scottish, you see. 

Edmund:   Ahhhh! 

Harry:   Good, good. Well, I'm relying on you, Edmund. Carry on. (exit) Edmund:   So! Some carrot-faced, thistle-arsed Scottish orangutan wants a eunuch, does he? 

Percy:   Apparently he's a great warrior, My Lord... Edmund:   Yes, that's what they all say, those Scots. They're just barbarians! Half of them can't even speak English. 

Baldrick:   What do they speak? 

Edmund:   I don't know, it's all Greek to me. 

Percy:   They speak Greek? 

Edmund:   No, I mean it sounds like Greek. 

Percy:   Well, if sounds like Greek, it probably is Greek. Edmund:   It's not Greek! 

Percy:   ...but it sounds like Greek. "What's not Greek but sounds like Greek?" That's a good one, My Lord! 

Edmund:   Look; it's not meant to be a brainteaser, Percy! I'm simple telling you that I cannot understand a blind word they're saying! 
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Percy:   Well, no wonder, My Lord -- you never learned Greek, of course. Edmund:   (calmly) Percy, have you ever wondered what your insides look like? 

Percy:   Sometimes, My Lord, yes. 

Edmund:   (holds up a knife, shouts) Then I'd be perfectly willing to satisfy your curiousity! Is that clear? Is it? Oh my God, this Scotsman's beginning to annoy me already. I'm the Duke of Edinburgh, you know, and Laird of Roxburgh, Selkirk and Peebles. I can make things very difficult for him. As for these entertainments, oh, I don't know... Baldrick, you've got a beard -- go and get yourself a nice dress. 

Baldrick:   (excited) Oh, great, My Lord! (exits) 

Edmund:   Percy, you'd better go and get Bernard the Bear Baiter... Percy:   Yes, My Lord. (begins to leave) 

Edmund:   ...looks like we'll be needing him. Oh, and, Percy... Percy:   Yes, My Lord? 

Edmund:   Tell him to bring a bear this time. (Percy leaves; Edmund speaks to himself) The improvising last year was pathetic! (in the dining room) 

Harry:   (stands) Now then, Mother:   a toast to Father's return. (a fanfare plays; enter a man, on horseback, wearing a horned helmet) Harry:   What the devil?! (then he realizes who it is) It's McAngus! (Queen is excited, too) Queen:   (??????) 

(McAngus dismounts, removes his helmet, giving it to a guard, then takes a couple bags from his horse, and approaches the table) McAngus:   Noble Harry, Prince of Wales, Dougal McAngus greets you, and lays at your feet the spoils of an enemy at war. (he dumps the contents of a bag on the table; a severed human head) McAngus:   Oh, sorry -- that's my overnight bag. (he dumps the other bag on the table; gold Turkish goblets etc.) Behold! Treasures torn from the (??) of the Turks! 

Harry:   Oh, McAngus! It fills me with joy and hope to see you! (they shake hands firmly) What news of my father, the King? McAngus:   When I last saw him, he swore he would be back for the Feast of St. Leonard, or die in the attempt. 

Harry:   God forfend! We shall pray for his safe return. Join us! Join us! You must be starving. 

McAngus:   (motions behind him) And young (Lochenbaugh?)? Harry:   (looking toward the doorway) Oh yes, and him too. McAngus:   Come on, Lochenbaugh! (he leads his horse to the table; Queen is a bit shocked. He steps over the table and sits down beside Queen, where Harry had motioned for him to sit) McAngus:   (to Queen) You must be the King's wee bit of rumpy-pumpy, eh? Queen:   (confused) I am the Queen. 

McAngus:   Aye, aye. Listen; I got a message for you. My father asked me to send his regards to you. 

Queen:   Do I know him? 

McAngus:   Oh, I think you can say that, yes. He's Donald McAngus, Third Duke of Argyll. (laughs) 

Queen:   (very shocked) Oh... 
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(There is an extremely poorly played fanfare; Edmund enters, sneering at the trumpeter) 

Harry:   Ah, Edmund, there you are. McAngus, this is the man who's providing the entertainments for us tomorrow. 

McAngus:   Ah, the eunuch! (hands Edmund a coin) Here's a groat for your trouble. 

Edmund:   (holding back his anger, which raises the pitch of his voice) Agghh, I am not a eunuch. 

McAngus:   You sound like one to me. 

Edmund:   (clears his throat) I am not a eunuch. I am theDuke of Edinburgh. McAngus:   (chuckles) Oh, you are, are you? 

Edmund:   Yes! 

McAngus:   (to Queen) Same old story, eh? The Duke of Edinburgh's about as Scottish as the Queen of England's tits! 

(Queen is enormously shocked.) 

McAngus:   Sorry -- ahem, mere phrase, Your Majesty. Edmund:   I'm sorry; you're in my chair. 

McAngus:   Don't apologise. 

(Edmund is quite inflamed; he goes down to his knees (there are no chairs left).) 

Harry:   (stands, holding a large document) Well, now we've all got to know each other, I have rather a special announcement to make. McAngus:   Don't tell me you're a eunuch as well...! Harry:   McAngus, as reward for your heroic deeds in battle, my father here empowers me to grant you anything that you may desire of me. Edmund:   (sotto voce) If he's got any sense, he'll ask for a haircut. McAngus:   (stands) My Lord, I'm honoured. All I ask for is a scrap of land. Grant me fair Selkirk, and the noble sire of Roxburgh. Edmund:   (stands) What?! 

Harry:   Very well. By the power invested in me-- Edmund:   Er, excuse me... Erm, I'm sorry to dip my little fly in your ointment, but, er, those lands do, in fact, belong to me. 

Harry:   (as if to say `So?') Yes? 

Edmund:   Well, so, perhaps, perhaps he'd like to choose somewhere else. Harry:   McAngus? 

McAngus:   No, no; I'll have Roxburgh and Selkirk. Edmund:   But that leaves me with Peebles! 

McAngus:   Oh, aye! and Peebles. 

Edmund:   B-- b-- but... 

Harry:   Are you trying to say something, Edmund? Edmund:   Well, I don't know, I mean, some people might say, "Well! What an absurd idea, giving away half of Scotland to a kilted maniac for slaughtering a couple of syphillitic Turks!" 

(McAngus reaches across the table and grabs Edmund) Edmund:   Au contraire! I say, "Let's reward him." Harry:   Good, good! So be it! (him and McAngus laugh and shake hands) Edmund:   (still being held firmly by McAngus) Hurray! (cut to Edmund's quarters. Baldrick is in a dress and wig, twirling around in front of Percy, who nods; Edund enters) Edmund:   I'm gonna kill him, and I'm gonna kill him now! 
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Percy:   Who, My Lord? 

Edmund:   That stinking Scottish weasel! 

Baldrick:   Why, My Lord? 

Edmund:   Because he's a thieving stinking Scottish weasel, that's why! (he goes to get a knife) 

Percy:   How? 

Edmund:   I'm gonna stab him! 

Baldrick:   Where? 

Edmund:   In the Great Hall and in the bladder! (he begins to sharpen a knife) Percy:   But if you do it in front of everybody, won't they suspect something? Edmund:   Ah, yes, a drawback. Yes... Perhaps we need something a little more cunning. 

Baldrick:   I have a cunning plan. 

Edmund:   Yes, perhaps, but I think I may have a more cunning one. Baldrick:   Well, mine's pretty cunning, My Lord. Edmund:   Yes, but not cunning enough, I imagine. Baldrick:   Well, that depends how cunning you mean, My Lord. Edmund:   Well, pretty damn cunning -- how cunning do you think I mean? Baldrick:   Well, mine's quite cunning, My Lord. Edmund:   (fed up) Alright, then, let's hear it! Let's hear what's so damn cunning! 

Baldrick:   Right, well; first of all, you get him to come with you-- Edmund:   Oh yes, very cunning. Brilliantly cunning. I ask him to come with me and then...then stab him, perhaps. How cunning can you get? Baldrick:   No, My Lord:   you get this enormous great cannon-- Edmund:   (as though the idea is ridiculous) Oh, I see, I take him outside, get him to stick his head down a cannon and then blow it off. Baldrick:   (simultaneously) ...blow it off! Yeah! Edmund:   Oh, yes, Baldrick, that's (thinks about it) ...that's a wonderful idea. No! I think I have a plan that will give us a little more entertainment. (laughs) (Edmund looks out the window, and sees McAngus leave. He goes outside and finds a woman riding a horse, sidesaddle. He bows to her, then grabs her feet and pushes her off the mount. He then follows the Scotsman, who is out for a hunt. Edmund sneaks up behind, but gets caught in McAngus' animal snare.) Edmund:   Aaahhhhh! (now he's haging upside-down) McAngus:   (without looking) Can I help you? 

Edmund:   Um, no, no, I'm fine, thank you. 

McAngus:   Good. 

(long pause) 

Edmund:   I'm not in your way over here, am I? McAngus:   No. 

Edmund:   Oh, there is just, er, one thing:   um...I was wondering if you could do me a little favour. 

McAngus:   (finally stands up and turns to Edmund) Uh huh? Edmund:   Erm, I was wondering if you'd like to help with the celebrations tonight. 

McAngus:   How? By staying away, d'you mean? (Edmund chuckles a bit, then starts to scream as McAngus raises an axe. McAngus chops Edmund's bindings; Edmund falls to the forest floor, and remains lying there, trying to look casual.) 
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Edmund:   Erm, well, the thing is:   um, we were hoping to present a mystery play by one of our leading Thespianic troupes, erm, but, unfortunately, one of their number is ill, erm, and I thought you'd be the perfect person to (stands) ... to take his place. 

McAngus:   Well, I warn you (he swipes down at the ground, killing a [badger?]):   I'm no actor. 

Edmund:   Well, there shouldn't be much acting required. (McAngus tosses the creature's corpse aside) Erm, it's an ancient Egyptian piece, er, called `The Death of the Scotsman'. 

McAngus:   I'll have a crack at it. (throws a knife; a creature releases a short scream before dying) 

Edmund:   You ... you could play the Scotsman, if you like, who ... who dies at the end of the play. 

McAngus:   Oh! Acting dead! Now that I can do. (walks off) Edmund:   Yes, well, as I say:   there...there may not be much acting required. (grins evilly to himself, then walks off a bit proudly) McAngus:   Oh, and er, mind the weasel pit. 

Edmund:   (falls in) Aaahhhhh! 

(cut to the entertainments. The Jumping Jews are jumping, all at apparently different rhythms, despite the rhythmic twang of a Jew's harp. Harry and Queen look bored. Edmund takes a bit of cloth backstage, checks that no-one is looking, then replaces the fake, sliding-blade knives for th play with real ones, which were wrapped in the cloth he was carrying. After wrapping up the fake knives, he whispers to Percy, who takes the cloth-wrapped fake knives away. Then Edmund tests the real knives by sticking one into the table, but he's unable to pull it out. He turns around, hiding the real knife stuck in the table, as Prique and his Wooferoonies arrive, waving their arms in the air.) Prique:   Tall trees! Let's see those branches waving and swaying in the breeze. Taller, taller, taller. Now smaller! (they all crouch down) Small trees, very small... 

Edmund:   Ah, Sir Dominick! Have you made the necessary changes? Prique:   Yes, My Lord. 

(Edmund finally pulls out the knife, but his energy propels him into Prique and the Wooferoonies. He does conceal the knife, though, as McAngus enters, wearing a pharoah's headdress and carrying an Egyptian cane-thing.) Edmund:   Ah! McAngus! Meet your murderers. (Prique and the Wooferoonies continue their warmup -- crouching down and then rising while saying a slow `Woof!' McAngus looks a bit baffled. The Jumping Jews finish their act, and get very little applause. They go backstage, where Prique is singing a `mi'. One of the Wooferoonies stops one of the Jews.) Wooferoonie (2 or 3?):   How did it go? 

Jumping Jew:   Er, not bad. (He removes his false beard to reveal his real beard underneath.) But, er, you know, I don't really think they understood it. (Prique and the Wooferoonies sheath their knives and begin the play.) Prique:   (????) with most bold intent... 

Wooferoonie (2 or 3?):   Here by the (?) of the graceful Nile... Prique:   Where camels ride and deserts blow... Wooferoonie (2 or 3?):   To spill the blood of this Scotsman vile... Queen:   (to Harry) What is a Scotsman doing in Egypt? 
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Harry:   I'm not sure, but apparently they've had very good reviews. (backstage) 

McAngus:   (to Edmund) You see your mother there? I met my father on my way back from France. Apparently, him and your mother used to(he bends his arm with a clenched fist) way-hey-hey! 

Edmund:   Look, don't be absurd; such activities are totally beyond my mother. My father only got anywhere with her because he told her it was a cure for diarrhoea. 

McAngus:   Don't you believe it. I got some letters I took (???), and -- by God! --they're hot stuff! I tell you:   they certainly cast a wee shadow of doubt over the patronage of young Harry for a start! 

Edmund:   Look, don't be absu-- (he realises what that would mean) (meanwhile, on stage) 

Wooferoonie (2 or 3?):   Silence! 

Edmund:   (to McAngus backstage) What?! 

Wooferoonie (2 or 3?):   Listen! A bagpipe strums. Behold! This way our victim comes. For never was there a tyrant (...) \ \ (backstage) >  McAngus:   Oh that's my cue! I'm on!  

Edmund:   Letters? Letters? Where are these letters? McAngus:   They're safely hidden away. I'll show you them later. (goes on stage) 

Edmund:   Oh, all right. (realises that won't be possible) \ \ (play) >  Wooferoonie (2 or 3?):   (...) the shadow of yonder mighty Fen Ness!  Wooferoonie (the other):   Tutankhamen McPerson, you come not a wait too soon; for is this not the weather fair for this, the ides of June? (one of the audience shakes his head at the horrible acting and/or nonsense dialogue) McAngus:   (acting really badly) Aye, it is. What business do you mean? (backstage, Edmund is desperate. He comes up behind Percy and Baldrick, who watch the play through peepholes, eagerly awaiting the murder) Edmund:   Quick! Oh my God! McAngus is going to die! Percy:   And not a moment too soon! 

Baldrick:   Carrot-faced orangutan! 

Percy:   Theiving Scots weasel! 

Baldrick and Percy:   Death to the Scot!!! 

Edmund:   No, no! Look; he knows too much! 

Percy:   (dramatically) That is why he must die! Edmund:   No, he musn't! He musn't! He has vital information. I've changed my mind! I've changed my mind! Oh my God! What am I going to do? Baldrick:   Er, stop the show, My Lord. 

Edmund:   How? How? 

Percy:   Just say `Stop!' 

Edmund:   What's our reason? What's our reason for stopping the show? Percy:   Because the knives are real and McAngus is just about to get killed. Edmund:   Oh, you bastard! (He picks up a knife and stabs Percy -- but it's one of the fake knives. He then gets an idea.) Baldrick:   Go on, My Lord! Quick! 

(Edmund hurriedly fits the cloth over his head in an Egyptian fashion, and prances on stage just as Prique and the Wooferoonies are about to very dramatically stab McAngus.) 
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Edmund:   Stop! (trying to act) Sorry I'm late. (stabs McAngus) (confused pause) 

(Edmund stabs McAngus again) 

(confused pause) 

(Edmund pushes McAngus) 

McAngus:   Oh, aye! (falls over) Auugh! 

(Harry is extremely bored. Only the man who shook his head earlier, and one woman, applauds, very slowly, as though it's quite an effort to applaud something so awful.) 

(Later, McAngus shows the letters to Edmund, who laughs) Edmund:   Good, excellent! It's certainly my mother's handwriting. When did you say these were written? 

McAngus:   Er, 1460. 

Edmund:   The year my brother was born... (laughs) Baldrick, get in here! (Baldrick enters) Baldrick, get out there and tell everyone that the rest of the entertainments have been cancelled. 

Baldrick:   Why? 

Edmund:   `Why'? Because I told you to, you silly little rat! Baldrick:   No -- why have they been cancelled, My Lord? Edmund:   Oh, I see. Well, tell them I have a very important announcement to make. (laughs) 

Baldrick:   Does that mean I have to take the dress off? Edmnd:   Oh get out, get out, get out! Out out out out! (as Baldrick leaves, McAngus reaches between Baldrick's legs from behind) McAngus:   Y'know, if you played your cards right, you could become King. Edmund:   Ah yes, one day. 

McAngus:   Ah, sooner than you think, maybe. The last time I saw your father, he'd just charged (?) Constantinople when they shut the gates on him. Edmund:   (excited) Oh? 

McAngus:   Yes. Ten thousand of the Turks were there armed with scimitars, and your father with a small knife for peeling fruit. (Edmund can barely contain himself, covering his mouth as he giggles.) (Back at the entertainments, a man on stage shoos away his four chickens, who have just laid eggs.) Harry:   Jerry Meriwether... another nail in the coffin of variety. Queen:   I liked Bernard the Rabbit Baiter! 

Edmund:   (arriving on stage with Percy and McAngus) Thank you, thank you. Harry:   Look, Edmund, is this announcement going to take long? I haven't seen hide nor hair of a eunuch yet. 

Edmund:   Oh, don't worry, Harry -- it will soon all be over. My dear mother, my dear brother, lords and ladies of the court:   Today, there came into my possession, from the hands, My Lord, of your faithful servant, Dougal McAngus, certain letters -- rather extraordinary letters -- concerning the lineage of Prince Harry. 

Queen:   L-- l-- letters? What is so extraordinary about them? Harry:   Letters? 

Edmund:   Well, Harry, they were written by your mother to your father. (Harry chuckles, no longer worrying) 

Edmund:   Your father, Harry, being, of course, Donald, Third Duke of Argyll. (Queen is extremely shocked. Baldrick puts a hand on her shoulder.) 
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Harry:   I beg your pardon!!! 

Edmund:   These letters are of quite an intimate nature. Let me give you an example. (takes one from Percy, who mouths the words as Edmund reads) "Arundel; Thursday. My dear Hairy-wairy:   Often when you sit at table with my husband, probing deeply into the affairs of state, I long for the day when you will probe deeply--" 

(Queen is nearly fainting from shock) 

Harry:   Edmund! Are you sure you know what you are saying? Edmund:   As sure as our mother was, Harry, when she wrote these words: (takes another one from Percy, who mouths again as Edmund reads) "Dear Big-boy:   Sail south! As you know, your galleon is always assured a warm welcome in my harbour." 

Harry:   "Big-boy"? Mother, do you know anything about this? Queen:   What chance did I have? I was just a little foreign girl. Harry:   Then I must renounce the Regency and hie me to a monastery. Edmund, you shall be Regent until ... your father returns. Edmund:   The King will not be returning. 

Harry:   WHAT? 

Queen:   (smiling) Oh dear. 

Edmund:   No, when McAngus last saw him, he was facing half the Turkish army, armed only with a small piece of cutlery. So, Percy, if you'd like to start things off... (he goes to stand where Harry was sitting) Percy:   (standing on a table) The King is dead! Long live the King! (people join in) The King is dead! Long live the King! 

Harry:   ...*probably* dead. 

(the incidental music stops suddenly; pause) 

Percy & all:   The King is probably dead! Long live the King! The King is probably dead! Long live the King! The King is-- (King enters) 

Percy & all:   ...not dead! Long live the King! 

(Everyone cheers. Percy gets down from the table.) King:   BLOOD! DEATH! WAR! RUMPY-PUMPY! TRIUMPH! (tosses down his lance, then sees McAngus) McANGUS!!! (they embrace) My companion in blood, and most trusted friend! 

McAngus:   You made it! 

King:   I made it, thanks to my trusty fruit knife! (runs the tiny knife across his throat; laughs; then sees Edmund standing next to the Queen) Wait a minute! (climbs onto the table) What's going on here? (points at Edmund) Who are you? 

Queen:   He's our son. 

King:   What?! (does a bit of a double-take) Oh, yes! Of course:   Enid! Edmund:   My beloved father, certain letters have come to light which migh change things a bit around here. 

King:   Letters? What letters? 

Edmund:   They speak of acts of love between your wife and Donald, the Gay Dog of the Glens. (reads) "How I long to be in that kingdom between the saffron sheets where you and your ruler are the only ruler." (Queen nearly faints again) 
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Edmund:   And then acts of love consummated, "Oh, you enormous Scotsman," et cetera. And these letters are dated November and December 1460, which, Harry, in relation to your date of birth, is precisely nine months-- Harry:   ...*after* I was born! 

McAngus:   (smiling) But about nine months before your birth, Edmund! Edmund:   YOU BASTARD! 

Harry:   No -- I think you're the bastard, Edmund. (everyone laughs) 

King:   Silence! I want an explanation! 

Edmund:   Er, My Liege, the reason I have gathered you all here today (he gathers the letters, and approaches McAngus) is to try to get some proper justice meeted out against this Scottish turd who has clearly forged these obviously fake letters! 

King:   Let me see them! 

Edmund:   No, I rip them up in his face so that no hint of their filthy slander can remain. (He has done so, and picks up a piece he dropped, then rushes to the fireplace and tosses them in. He then returns to McAngus.) You come in here, fresh from slaughtering a couple of chocos when their backs were turned, and you think you can upset the harmony of a whole kingdom? I challenge you to a duel! 

McAngus:   ...to the death!!! 

Edmund:   (weakly) Erm... yes, alright. 

King:   Excellent idea! After all, it is St. Leonard's Day -- there's meant to be some entertainment! (laughs; climbs down to them) Good. Very good. Take your places. 

(Edmund and McAngus go to opposite ends of the stage, Edmund clearly muttering a prayer. King goes to McAngus and rubs his lucky fruit knife along McAngus' sword.) 

King:   It is nice to see old glenshire again, eh, McAngus? McAngus:   ... and the human shishkbab! (he thrusts his sword straight up; he and King laugh) 

King:   How could I ever forget! (shouts) Very well! Let the killing begin! (Edmund draws his sword, and sillily waves it about, trying to look like a skilled swordsman... One of the men at the tables sighs, his eyes rolling. As soon as Edmund stops moving his sword, McAngus swings and slices the blade off.) McAngus:   Let's see the Black Adder wriggle out of this one! (puts his sword to Edmund's neck) Edmund:   Er, look... 

(McAngus pauses) 

King:   Come on! What's the holdup? 

Edmund:   Er, I'll give you everything I own! Everything! McAngus:   Uh huh? 

Edmund:   I'm, I'm hardly a rich man. 

King:   You're hardly a man at all! (laughs) 

Edmund:   But, but my horse must be worth a thousand ducats. I can sell my wardrobe -- the pride of my life -- my swords, my curtains, my socks, and my fighting cocks. My servants I can live without, except perhaps he who oils my rack. 

(King yawns) 
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Edmund:   And then my most intimate treasures:   my collection of antique codpieces, my wigs for state occasions, my wigs for private occassions, and my wigs -- heh -- for humourous occassions; my collection of pokers, my (Grendel's stretchers?), my ornamental (pumphries?), and, of course, my autographed miniature of Judas Iscariot. 

McAngus:   (turns to the crowd and laughs) That's nowhere near enough! (McAngus prepares to thrust; Edmund covers his face; McAngus then lowers his sword.) 

McAngus:   Och, I'm only kiddin'! (mutters to Edmund) Actually, I'm quite interested in the wigs. (shouts something ("Well done, lad"?); playfully hits Edmund in the arm, then walks over to King, but shouts back to Edmund, who slowly is leaving) Hey! I hope life doesn't become too dull now that you won't be able to pass laws over Scotland. 

Edmund:   (nods, then turns and speaks sotto voce) I wouldn't pass water over Scotland. 

(cut to room outside the throne room. King islooking out the window, bored) Harry:   We're all terribly pleased you're back, Father. King:   I'm not. I miss the smell of blood in my nostrils, and the Queen's "got a headache." 

Harry:   Oh dear. But we do have a fascinating week ahead. In fact, the Archbishop of York has asked me if you'd care to join his formation Italian dance class, and I really ought to give him an answer. King:   Do you want me to be honest or tactful? Harry:   Er, tactful, I think. 

King:   Tell him to get stuffed! 

Harry:   Ah, right. 

King:   Has the little hooligan McAngus left? 

Harry:   No, Edmund's giving him a last look round the castle now. (cut to outside, at the top of the castle. Edmund shows McAngus the view from an archer's gap, then turns away) 

Edmund:   ...while this... (shows McAngus a cannon) (cut back to King and Harry) 

King:   Well, I'll be sorry to see him go. 

(back on the roof) 

McAngus:   (with his head down the mouth of the cannon) Ah, very interesting. (Edmund moves to behind the cannon) 

(Back inside) 

Harry:   Yes, and so will Edmund -- they've become firm friends. (a very loud sound is heard from outside) 

Harry:   What the devil?! 

King:   The Turks! 

Harry:   The drains! 

(Edmund runs in) 

Edmund:   Father! Harry! There's been rather a messy accident. You must come quickly! 

Harry:   Oh my God! I shall need my plunger! (rushes out, follwed by King) (Edmund jumps for joy) 
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Episode 3 - "The Archbishop"

Caption:   England, November 1487. The battle between the church and the crown continues to rage, and the Duke of Winchester, the greatest landowner in England, is dying. 

(the bedchamber of the Duke; King Richard and Godfrey, the Archbishop of Canterbury, are with him) 

Duke:   Dying, my lords! Am I dying? 

Godfrey:   Never... 

King:   Never... 

Godfrey:   Yet, My Son, to pass away the idle hours until your recovery-- Duke:   (in pain) Euuuugh! 

Godfrey:   (speaks more quickly) ...let us imagine you yourself were to pass away. To whom would you leave your lands? 

King:   Why, to me, of course... 

Duke:   Yes, to my beloved King. (takes the quill from King) King:   That's it... 

Godfrey:   ...and may your filthy soul be prepared for Hell, My Son. Duke:   Hell? 

Godfrey:   Yes, Hell; where Satan belches fire, and enormous devils break wind both night and day! Hell; where the mind is never free from the torments of remorse, and your bottom never free from the pricking of little forks! Duke:   Noooo! Spare me the little forks! 

King:   (chuckles) What is this nonsense? 

Godfrey:   Hell; where the softest bits of your nether regions are everybody else's favorite lunch! 

Duke:   (moans) Forgive me, Sire. I will change my will, and leave my lands to the church. 

King:   WHAT??? 

(Duke signs his will) 

Godfrey:   Blessed be thy stainless soul. 

King:   Ah, you will change your mind later -- I know it! (Duke moans and expires) 

Godfrey:   (smiling) I think not. 

(King, enraged, looks around and sees one of his men standing in the room, wearing a helmet with a spike coming out the top) (opening theme) 

(cut to the Great Hall) 

Edmund:   Ah, Baldrick! What news? 

Baldrick:   Well, My Lord, an informed source tells me that the Duchess of Glouceister has given birth to twin goblins. 

Edmund:   No, no, no! About the Duke of Winchester! Baldrick:   Oh, he's still hanging on. 

Percy:   He must be on his last legs by now, My Lord. Edmund:   Yes, but how many sets of legs has that man got? Really, I wish he'd make up his mind -- either he dies, or he lives forever! It's his shilly-shallying that's so undignified. 

(enter Messenger) 

Messenger:   My Lord, I come with tragic news. Edmund:   What, died at last, has he? 
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Messenger:   Who, My Lord? 

Edmund:   Oh, I see. Now the idea is that you ask me what the message is before you tell it to me! Quite brilliant, I must say. I was referring to the Duke of Winchester. (puts his hands on his hips) 

Messenger:   (puts his hands on his hips) Who, My Lord? Edmund:   (noticed that Messenger has copied his gesture) Right. Let's try to sort this out in words of one syllable, shall we? (folds his arms; Messenger folds his arms) Someone has died, yes? 

Messenger:   Yes, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Who is it that has died? (leans forward) Messenger:   (leans forward) The Archbishop of Canterbury, My Lord. Edmund:   Are you a cretin? 

Messenger:   Yes, My Lord. 

Edmund:   (suddenly shoots up) The Archbishop of Canterbury? (Messenger nods) Oh no, the King has done it again! That's the third this year. (raising an upturned hand) How did this one die? 

Messenger:   (raiding an upturned hand) Horribly, My Lord. Edmund:   (raises his other hand) Any details? Messenger:   (raises his other hand) Horribly's all I was given. (Edmund notices that Messenger has copied his gesture) (enter Harry, Prince of Wales) 

Harry:   Ah, Edmund, there you are. 

Messenger:   (to Harry) My Lord, I come with tragic news. Harry:   I've heard it! (annoyed, shouts) Will you go away? (Messenger leaves) 

Harry:   Oh, dear, Edmund:   The Archbishop of Canterbury has met with the most tragic accident! There seems to be some confusion, but I think I've fathomed out on how it came about. 

Edmund:   Yes, I think I've got a pretty shrewd idea myself. Harry:   You see, Archbishop Godfrey was coming out of the Duke of Winchester's room-- 

Edmund:   ...who had just died, leaving all his lands to the Church? Harry:   Well, as a matter of fact, yes. 

Edmund:   And so the King was really after his blood, presumably. Harry:   Well, I dare say, but the point of the matter is that, at that moment, round the corner, came Sir (Tabbis?) Mortimer. Edmund:   The King's hired killer... 

Harry:   No, no, no. Mortimer:   that tall, rather striking fellow with no ears. Edmund:   Yes, that's him. 

Harry:   Well, he saw the Archbishop and rushed towards him with his head bowed, in order to receive his blessing, and, er, unfortunately, killed him stone dead. 

Edmund:   How? 

Harry:   Mortimer was wearing a Turkish helmet. Edmund:   Oh, I see, yes:   one of those with the two feet spike coming out of the top? 

Harry:   It's one of those things they normally use for butting their enemies in the stomach and (Edmund joins in) killing them stone dead. Edmund:   (sarcastic) Yes, so, presumably he'd forgotten he was wearing it. 
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Harry:   Well, do you know, that's exactly what the poor fellow had done! A tragic accident...tragic. 

Edmund:   Ah yes, almost as tragic as Archbishop Bertrum being struck by a falling gargoyle while swimming off (Beachy Head?). Harry:   Quite, quite. And nearly as tragic as poor old Archbishop Wilfred slipping and falling backwards onto the spire of Norwich Cathedral. Oh Lord, you do work in mysterious ways. I just don't know how I'm going to break it to his (catamite?). (exits) Percy:   What a tragic accident, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Accident, my codlings! 

(That night, Edmund, Percy and Baldrick sit before a fire) Percy:   Who do you think will take over? 

Edmund:   Oh, I don't know. It'll be one of the bishop fellows, I should imagine. They tend to go for religious types. 

Baldrick:   Rumor has it, My Lord, that the King wants to choose Prince Harry. Edmund:   (not paying much attention to Baldrick) Oh really? Baldrick:   (driving home the point) Price Harry, Archbishop, My Lord...? Edmund:   Good lord! Prince Harry, Archbishop! And we all know what happens to Archbishops, don't we? 

Percy:   Yes! They go to Canterbury. 

Edmund:   No no no no no no no! (makes a quacking noise as he runs his finger across his throat) 

Percy:   Oh yes! (makes the same sound and gesture; he and Edmund laugh) Edmund:   Are you sure about your source, Baldrick? Baldrick:   Yeah, it was Jane Smart. You know:   she was the one who told me about the Duchess of Kent and the chocolate chastity belt. Edmund:   Oh yes! She's quite reliable! Well! With Harry gone (all three do throat cutting fingers; Edmund stands, they do too), The Black Adder will be... Percy and Baldrick:   King! ... next. 

Edmund:   Yes. Today could be one of the most important days of my life so far. Percy, I shall require my most splendid garments for the ceremonies. Percy:   (bows) Certainly, My Lord. Hat, My Lord? Edmund:   Trojan, I think. 

Percy:   Boots, My Lord? 

Edmund:   The Italian. 

Percy:   ...and codpiece, My Lord? 

Edmund:   Well, let's go for the Black Russian, shall we? It always terrifies the clergy! (laughs ridiculously) 

(at the court; Edmund has on a ridiculous metal helmet, an enormous protruding black codpiece, and pointed black boots with little chains going from the calves to the toes) 

Edmund:   Have you heard any more good rumours, Baldrick? Baldrick:   Not really, My Lord. Apparently Lord (Wilders?) is keeping a sheep in his bedroom; but nothing on the appointment, no. Edmund:   Ah, fair enough. 

(Edmund looks over at some clergymen and smiles. They stare at his codpiece, almost in fright. The Queen arrives.) 

Queen:   What are you doing dressed like this, Edmund? Edmund:   Like what, sorry? 

Queen:   Well, this enormous nonsense here! (bops his codpiece; walks away) 
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(Harry sees this and shakes his head to himself) (a fanfare is played to announce the beginning of the appointment ceremony) Edmund:   Fingers crossed... 

King:   Members of the Court an, uh, Clergy:   I have, at last -- after careful consultation with the Lord God; His Son, Jesus Christ; and His Insubstantial Friend, the Holy Ghost -- decided upon the next Archbishop. (there is a murmuring among those gathered) May he last longer in his post than his predecessors. 

Edmund:   (to his friends) Fat chance! 

King:   I appoint, to the Holy See of Canterbury, my own son... (Baldrick and Percy are very excited; Edmund points a bit toward Harry) King:   ...Edwin, Duke of Edinburgh! 

(Edmund is terrified) 

King:   Archbishop, we salute thee. 

(Everyone kneels before Edmund except Percy) Percy:   Congratulations, My Lord! (shakes Edmund hand; Edmund shakes free; Percy kneels) 

(The clergymen, kneeling, are face-to-codpiece with Edmund. He puts his hands over it, but it's too large to conceal. He takes one of the clergymen's hats and hangs it on the codpiece. He then turns around and nearly hits Baldrick in the face with the codpiece.) (Later, King and Harry are arm-wrestling in an empty room.) King:   Keep going, keep going. Use both hands! (Harry does so) Very good, very good... (Harry loses) Well done, well done, Harry. (there is a knock at the door) King:   Enter! 

(Edmund enters, bowing repeatedly, and continues this throughout the scene) Edmund:   Your Majesty. 

King:   Ah! My Lord Archbishop. 

Edmund:   Um, there were just a couple of points, um, about my appointment, um, before things really (firmed?) up. 

King:   Yes? 

Edmund:   Um, personally, could I-- 

King:   No, you couldn't!!! 

Edmund:   Oh, fine. (backs up several paces) And, er, secondly-- King:   Don't be mistaken about this appointment, Edward. I've always despised you. 

Edmund:   Well, you are my father, of course. I mean, you're biased. King:   You, compared to your beloved brother Harry (pats Harry on the cheek), are as excrement as compared to cream! 

Harry:   Oh, My Lord, you flatter me! 

Edmund:   And me also, Your Majesty. 

King:   So now, my boy, when I've at last found a use for you, don't try to get out of it! 

Edmund:   No no no no no! No, certainly not. I just thought that perhaps another man, um, equally weak-willed and feeble, might do just as well. King:   Hah! There's no such man! 

Edmund:   Oh, no, no, of course not. Oh silly me. Er, er, I thought, though, perhaps, you know, someone who believed in God... 

 

30

King:   No no no no no no. If I needed someone who believed in God, I'd have chosen Harry -- not an embarrassing little weed like you. Edmund:   Oh, well, I think that's everything cleared up. Goodness, it must be almost time for evensong. Must be going. 

King:   Egbert... 

(Edmund slowly tries to pretend not to hear) 

King:   Come here... 

(Edmund slowly continues his turn, to come to King. He bows repeatedly, and begins to kiss King's hand, which grabs him and pulls him up.) King:   A word of advice:   if you cross me now, or ever, I shall do unto you what God did unto the Sodomites. 

Harry:   Oh, My Lord, I don't think that's a very good idea. King:   You understand? 

Edmund:   Well, I shall make myself available for all eventualities. Thank you so much. (He steps backward, bowing repeatedly, and bumps into a set of drawers. Then he adjusts his movements so he backs out into an open hallway. He turns, but leaves his head and hands poking through, still bowing, for a while, until he finally rounds the corner and speaks so himself.) Flee! (he runs down the hall) (outside, Edmund is getting ready for his escape. He stands at the back of a large cart.) 

Edmund:   We've got the thumbscrews, the foot crusher, the nose hooks, those long rods you (he moves his fist as though he's holding a rod vertically) ram around, er... Oh! Where's the dwarf? 

Dwarf:   (a cloth moves as he pushes from behind it) Here, My Lord. (the dwarf is in nearly every episode, sitting in a cage in Edmund's room) Edmund:   Oh, good. (pats the area where the dwarf is) Right, let's go, come on! 

(King, Harry and a warrior round a corner) 

King:   Archbishop! 

Edmund:   (weakly, raises an arm) Hail... 

King:   Going somewhere? 

Edmund:   Umm, yes... 

King:   Where? 

Edmund:   C-- Canterbury...? 

King:   Good, good! Harry here will accompany you. I would hate to see you murdered before your investiture. (calls) Chiswick! Fresh horses! (he and the warrior leave) 

Percy:   (comes from around the cart) My Lord, if we're going to catch the boat to France, you'll have to hurry. 

Harry:   Um, boat to France? 

Edmund:   Um, you off to France, Percy? 

Percy:   I thought we all were. 

Edmund:   No, no, uh, Harry and I are off to Canterbury, aren't we, Harry? Percy:   Oh, I see -- you've changed your plan. 

Edmund:   No, no, not really. The only change is if you could go and put your face in some manure, (???) a reasonable distance. That'll be fine. Harry...? (Later, Harry and Edmund are riding on the horses.) 
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Harry:   ...and another thing that bothers me, Your Grace:   suppose my right hand offends me, and I cut it off, well, what if my left hand offends me as well? I mean, what do I cut it off with? 

Edmund:   Er, yes, yes, that is a knotty one... 

Harry:   Yes. 

(They ride on ... but the horses are not pulling the cart -- it is being pulled by Baldrick and Percy. Percy's face is covered with manure. They pass by a pair of peasants. [Someone who knows the actors, please tell us which one is Cain and which one is Abel -- these peasants are recurring characters throughout the series, and it'd be nice to name them properly in the transcriptions (they're never named apart from in the credits).]) Peasant 1:   Here; who was that? 

Peasant 2:   I don't know. But that tall fellow, he had a face full of manure. Peasant 1:   Now that's what I call style. 

(Canterbury ... Edmund's investiture; presiding is (Herbert, the temporary Archbishop of Canterbury?).) 

Herbert:   Do you, Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh, believe in God the Father, God the Son and God the Holy Ghost? 

Edmund:   (looks around; King mouths `yes!' to him) Um, yes. Herbert:   I then name thee Archbishop of Canterbury and Primate of all England. (places hat on Edmund's head) 

(Edmund sneezes as a result of the incense, and blows his nose into his robe. Later, he walks down the aisle, swinging the incense-thing far too hard, knocking over the people standing along the aisle, until finally it slips from his hand and flies across the church.) Narrator:   His investiture over, Archbishop Edmund the Unwilling swiftly adopted the ways of the cloth. But ever the shadow of his father's threat hung over him, until, at last, one day... 

(Edmund and Baldrick are walking along outside) Edmund:   Tell me, Brother Baldrick, exactly what did God do to the Sodomites? 

Baldrick:   I don't know, My Lord, but I can't imagine it was worse than what they used to do to each other. 

(an armored man delivers a scroll to Edmund. Edmund reads it) Edmund:   Oh my God, this is it! Baldrick, go and get my Lord Bishop of Rams gate! 

Baldrick:   Eh? 

Edmund:   Get Percy! Get Percy! (He sees the spikes on the man's helmet) My life is hanging by a thread! 

(He, Percy and Baldrick set out on horseback) 

Caption:   The bedside of the dying Lord Graveney, attended by the Bishop of London, brother to the dead Archbishop. 

(at Graveney's bedchamber; only William, the Bishop of London, is there with Graveney) 

Graveney:   And if I don't leave my lands to the church, then what? William:   Then, Lord Graveney, you will assuredly go to Hell. Graveney:   Alas! 

William:   Hell; where the air is pungent with the aroma of roasted behinds! Graveney:   No, no! (coughs) I place my lands in the hands of the church (signs) and so bid the world farewell. 
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King:   What? The Archbishop not yet arrived? William:   Not yet, and even if he did arrive-- 

(Edmund rushes in) 

Edmund:   Wait! 

William:   Too late! 

Edmund:   Get out of my way! 

King:   (sword drawn) I'll kill the pair of you! Like I killed your brother! I'll abolish the church! 

Edmund:   (to Graveney) My Lord! My Lord! Argh! I said out. Get out! (Baldrick and Percy push William into the next room) Edmund:   (climbs on top of Graveney, and tries to restart his heart) Wake up! Wake up! Wake up! 

Graveney:   (wakes) Am I in Paradise? 

Edmund:   No, no, not yet. 

Graveney:   Then this must be Hell. Alas, spare my posterior! Edmund:   No, no, you're all right -- it's England. Graveney:   And you are not Satan? 

Edmund:   No, I'm the Archbishop of Canterbury. Graveney:   Your Grace, I have left all my lands to the church. Am I to be saved? 

King:   No, you treacherous swine! I'll kill you! (prepares to hack with his sword) 

Edmund:   No! Wait! Wait! Let's just take this through in stages, shall we? (to Graveney) Erm, you know, the church doesn't really need more land... King:   No -- what it needs is a damn good thrashing! Graveney:   But if I do not gain its blessing, I will surely go to Hell! (William opens the door and pops his head in) William:   Hell; where tiny tweezers-- 

King:   GET OUT!! 

(Baldrick rushes over and closes the door on him) Edmund:   Someone like you go to Hell? Never. Never!! Graveney:   But I have committed many sins. 

Edmund:   Haven't we all, haven't we all... 

Graveney:   I murdered my father... 

Edmund:   (sotto voce) Well, I know how you feel. (William opens the door again) 

William:   Alas! 

(Baldrick, having remained by the door, shuts it again) King:   Hurry up, Egbert! 

Graveney:   ...and I have committed adultery... 

Edmund:   Well, who hasn't? 

Graveney:   ...more than a thousand times... 

Edmund:   Well, it is 1487! 

Graveney:   ...with my mother. 

Edmund:   WHAT? 

King:   Good lord... 

Graveney:   You see, I will go to Hell. 

(William appears from another entrance) 

William:   Hell; where (??) turnips (??) the nose of the earth! King:   Kill that bishop! 
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(Percy grabs William; Baldrick takes a crucifix and hits him with it.) Edmund:   Well, well, let's take Hell:   You know, Hell isn't as bad as it's cracked up to be. 

Graveney:   What? 

Edmund:   No, no, no, no. No; you see, the thing about Heaven, is that Heaven is for people who like the sort of things that go on in Heaven, like, uh, well, singing, talking to God, watering pot plants. 

Graveney:   Ew... 

Edmund:   Whereas Hell, on the other hand, is for people who like the other sorts of things:   adultery, pillage, torture -- those areas. Graveney:   Really? 

Edmund:   Mm! Give your lands to the crown, and once you're dead, you'll have the time of your life! 

Graveney:   Adultery? Pillage? Through all eternity? Edmund:   Yep! 

William:   (???) large sticks against your tender portions! (Percy beats William over the head with a large Bible; Baldrick kicks him and beats him with the crucifix.) 

King:   (handing over a quill) Lord Graveney, your decision... Graveney:   Very well. (signs) I leave my lands to the crown, and my soul in the hands of the Lord. May He treat me like the piece of refuse that I am (rubs his hands together, grinning) and send me to Hell. (???) King:   Amen. 

Edmund:   Amen. You're a very lucky man! I wish I could be coming with you, but you know, being the Archbishop... 

Graveney:   I'm so sorry. 

Edmund:   Oh no, that's alright. 

Graveney:   (sits up, points) Aaahhh! (dies) 

(Edmund and King laugh and approach each other) King:   My son! 

Edmund:   Father! 

(they embrace for a brief period) 

King:   (kneels) Father. 

Edmund:   (places his hand on King's head) My Son. (Two knights on horseback ride down a lane, past the peasants Cain and Abel; [#1] has a face full of manure now.) 

Peasant 2:   Who's that? 

Peasant 1:   Looks like the kind of pair who would kill the Archbishop of Canterbury to me. 

Peasant 2:   Typical! 

(in castle dining room; Queen is eating at one end of the long table, and looks up as she hears her husband's voice approach.) King:   DIE, YOU TURKISH DOG! 

(They are sword sparring. King forces Harry to the table.) King:   YOU TURKISH PIG! 

Harry:   Father, it's me! Pax!!! 

King:   Oh, yes, of course. Sorry, Harry. You're improving. Harry:   Yes, well, thank you, Father. (tuns to Queen) Good night, Mother. (leaves) 
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King:   He's gaining on me. He's gaining on me! (goes to the other end of the long table) 

Queen:   And how was Edmund? 

King:   Oh, well, well, very well. (picks up a piece of meat, smells it, then calls out) Chiswick, fresh horse! (tosses the meat over his shoulder) Queen:   And how are his dear little sheep? 

King:   Whose sheep? 

Queen:   Edmund's sheep. 

(a couple of men bring in a huge platter with half a horse's body (with legs), cooked, on it) 

King:   What sheep? 

Queen:   Well, the ones at Canterbury; his flock that he was talking about. King:   (he has torn off a whole leg from the horse; he rolls his eyes and mutters at his wife's comment) Oh my god... 

(the knights ride up to the castle) 

Queen:   I can't understand it -- Edmund doesn't even like religion. King:   (chewing into the horse leg) That's impossible -- he's the Archbishop of Canterbury! 

Queen:   Yes, and the Archbishop of Canterbury is also a naughty little boy, whose bottom I had to smack for relieving himself in the font. King:   (using his sword to pick take some bread from the table) But that was a long time ago. 

Queen:   It was last Thursday. 

(King laughs and spits out some food. Meanwhile, the knights have ridden into the castle.) 

King:   (standing, approaches Queen) Well, the boy's turned out well. (as a toast) A long and healthy life to him! (He smacks his giant cup against the Queen's wine goblet, which breaks. He drinks.) I thank God that in my lifetime never again shall I have to say, "Who will rid me of this (turbulent?) priest?" (the knights finally park their horses) Queen:   And what is that? 

King:   Oh, it's something that my ancestor Henry II once said when he having trouble with Thomas of Beckett. He was sitting at a table like this with two drunken knights, and he yelled out, "Who will rid me of this turbulent priest?" (the knights now are on foot, quickly making their way inside) Queen:   Er, what? 

King:   sotto voce) God save us! 

(the knights finally make it to the doorway of the dining room) King:   (shouts) I said, "WHO WILL RID ME OF THIS TURBULENT PRIEST?" (the knights look at each other) 

Queen:   Meaning who? 

King:   The Archbishop of Canterbury, of course! (the knights look at each other again, nod, and leave) Queen:   And then what happened? 

King:   Well, they went straight off and killed him, of course! (the knights leave the castle) 

(cut to Edmund, Percy and Baldrick in a small room) Edmund:   Right, now let's get down to business, shall we? Percy:   Business, My Lord? 
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Edmund:   Yes. Baldrick has been looking at some of the ways we could actually make a bit of money on this job. 

Baldrick:   Well, basically, there appear to be four major profit areas:   Curses, pardons, relics and selling the sexual favours of nuns. Edmund:   Selling the sexual favours of nuns? 

Baldrick:   Yeah. 

Edmund:   You mean some people will actually pay for them? Baldrick:   Well; foreign businessmen, other nuns, you know. Edmund:   Ah. Well, let's start with the pardons, shall we? Baldrick:   Right. Well, this is a fair selection. Basically, you seem to get what you pay for. They run all the way from this one, which is a pardon for talking with your mouth full, signed by an apprentice curate in (Tukesbury?). Edmund:   Ah. How much is that? 

Baldrick:   Two pebbles. ...all the way up to this one, which is a pardon for (reads) anything whatsoever, including murder, adultery, or dis-memberment of (Edmund reads along) a friend or relative. 

Edmund:   Who's that signed by? 

Baldrick:   Both popes. Curses are pretty much the same, really. I got this one for half an egg. 

Edmund:   (reads) "Dear Enemy:   I curse you, and hope that something slightly unpleasant happens to you, like an onion falling on your head." Baldrick:   Well, that is the bottom end of the market. They run all the way to this one, for four ducats. 

Edmund:   (reads) "Dear Enemy:   may the Lord hate yu and all your kind, may you be turned orange in hue, and may your head fall off at an awkward moment." 

Percy:   Does this work? 

Baldrick:   Yeah. 

Percy:   Really? 

Baldrick:   Yes! 

Edmund:   Really? 

Baldrick:   No... (chuckles) 

(the two knights approach Canterbury) 

Baldrick:   Moving on to relics, we've got shrouds, from Turin; er, wine from the wedding at Cana; splinters from the cross (his finger gets a sliver from one of the splinters); er, and, of course, there's stuff made by Jesus in his days in the carpentry shoppe:   got pipe racks, coffee tables, coatstands, bookends, crucifixes, a nice cheeseboard, fruit bowls, waterpoof sandals... (picks up a piece of wood that's partly carved) Oh, I haven't finished that one yet. Percy:   But this is disgraceful, My Lord! All of these are obviously fake! Edmund:   Hah, yes! 

Percy:   But, but how will people be able to tell the difference between these and the real relics? 

Edmund:   Well, they won't! That's the point! 

Percy:   Well, you won't be able to fool everyone. Look (he takes a red cloth from his sleeve):   I have here a true relic. 

Edmund:   What is it? 

Percy:   (unwraps the cloth) It is a bone from the finger of Our Lord. It cost me 31 pieces of silver. 

Edmund:   Good lord. Is it real? 
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Percy:   It is, My Lord. Baldrick, you stand amazed. Baldrick:   I am -- I thought they only came in boxes of ten. (he opens a box of finger bones) (??????????) 

Percy:   What?! 

Baldrick:   Yeah, yeah -- fingers are really big at the moment. Mind you, for a really quick sale, you can't beat a nose. For instance, the Sacred Appedage Compendium Party Pack:   you get Jesus' nose, St. Peter's nose, (??) of St. Francis' nose, and (picks up a pair of false breasts) er, no -- they're Joan of Arc's. 

Percy:   (he's been getting more and more angry and surprised as he's seen all these `relics') That little bastard verger! I'll show him! (exits into halway) I'll show him! 

(Percy opens the outer door, and finds the two knights, with swords raised. They rush in, but then act casual, resting their swords on their shoulders.) George:   Hello. 

Justin:   Hello. 

Percy:   Good evening. And, er, what can I do for you? George:   Well, we're here to murder the Archbishop of Canter-- Justin:   --bury's enemies. 

George:   Er, yes. 

Justin:   We fear he may be in danger. 

Percy:   Really? How? 

Justin:   Well, let me see. Perhaps good King Richard, angry with the Archbishop for some reason... 

George:   Don't know why... 

Justin:   ...might well send two drunken knights... (George gestures at himself and Justin) 

Justin:   ...freshly returned from the Crusades... George:   Crusades... 

Justin:   ...on a mission to wreak vengeance on him. George:   Vengeance... 

Percy:   That's a good point -- it has happened before. Justin:   Quite. 

George:   Yes indeed. 

Percy:   Er, I'm sorry, I didn't quite catch your names. George:   George de Boeuf. 

Justin:   How do you do (makes no gesture, though Percy does). Justin de Boinod. 

George:   (shakes Percy's hand) Two drunken knights, freshly returned from the Crusades, and here on mission for good King Richard. God bless the man. Justin:   Amen. 

Percy:   And your mission...? 

George:   Well, as I said, we're here to kill-- 

Justin:   ...a bit of time... 

George:   Er, yes. 

Justin:   ...before our next Crusade. 

Percy:   Oh, right, yes. Well, I'll just go and get him. (Percy turns his back, and the knights raise their swords ready to attack, but Baldrick arrives, and sees them. They again lower their swords, and bow their heads.) 
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Percy:   Ah, Baldrick... 

Baldrick:   Yes? 

Percy:   A couple of knights to see the Archbishop... Baldrick:   Oh my God! (he rushes back into the room) Percy:   (faces the knights again) (refers to Baldrick) Monks! (laughs) (inside, Edmund is `trying on' Joan of Arc's breasts, but quickly puts them down when Baldrick rushes in) Baldrick:   My Lord, I've got something to say that's going to shock you. Edmund:   It's the one about th nuns from Uppingham and the candelabra, don't bother -- I've heard it. (he holds a pair of noses against his nipples) Baldrick:   (trying to fit into a priesthole) No. The fact is:   there are two men outside who've come to kill you. 

Edmund:   WHAT?? 

(In the hall, Percy and George are having a laugh) Percy:   I'm terribly sorry about this. I'll just see what the delay is. Justin:   Please do. 

George:   (???) 

(Percy enters the room; Edmund and Baldrick are frantic) Percy:   Look; what's going on? 

Baldrick:   (stuffing pillows under the bed sheets) Those two men have come to kill us! 

Percy:   Oh, come on! Honestly, Baldrick! Just because a couple of people a bit of breeding (the knights begin chopping through the door), you assume they're bound to be mindless killers! 

(Percy finally notices the door being cut apart) Edmund:   Oh my God! There's no way out! (they all kneel and pray by an altar-like place-to-play (any religious people out there care to help?)) Oh, God! Help us! (he grabs the crucifix; it pulls down and opens a secret passageway) (They run through the secret doorway, and the door closes. The knights finally break through the the door to the room. Justin looks around; George continues hacking at the door.) Justin:   Shh! (motions at the bed) They've dropped off! (They approach the bed and hack and stab at it for a while. George moves the covers to see that it's only a bunch of pillows underneath.) George:   Oh, damn. They must have gone down the secret passage to the nunnery. (He pulls the crucifix and they both enter the passage.) (Inside the nunnery, they find the bedroom empty apart from three nuns praying at another altar-thing.) George:   Little sisters of indolence, three men came in. Which way did they go? 

Edmund:   (covering his mouth; speaks falsetto) Oh, I think they went that way. George:   God bless you. 

(They begin to walk away) 

Justin:   Wait! (???) They'll be watching out for us dressed like this. Quik! In here. (motions to one of the bed areas) 

(Edmund and company begin to walk down the way, but run into the knights, who now also are dressed as nuns. All five giggle like girls, covering their mouths (particularly Justin, who has a full beard).) Baldrick:   (falsetto) Pray, Sister, have you seen two burly knights pass this way? 
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George:   (falsetto) No, Sister. More's the pity, eh? (Justin looks at George, a bit shocked) 

Justin:   (falsetto, to Baldrick) Why don't you try that way? Percy:   (normally) Thank you very much. 

Justin:   (normally) You're welcome. 

(the two parties turn away, but then pause, realise who the other group was, draw swords and begin fighting (except Baldrick, who hasn't a sword)) (Meanwhile, elsewhere in the nunnery, the Mother Superior and Sister Sara are walking through the hallways) Sara:   ...and yet, Mother Superior... 

(back to the fight for one second) 

Sara:   ...does not St. Paul say in the (???)... 

(back to the fight for one second) 

Sara:   "A woman is like a bat... 

(back to the fight for one second) 

Sara:   "...often heard but never seen"? 

(back to the fight for one second) 

Mother:   No, I don't think so, Sara. 

(back to the fight for one second) 

Mother:   Shall we check the dormitory? 

Sara:   Oh, yes, Mother Superior! What a good idea. (In the dormitory, Percy is holding his own sword as well as Edmund's, while George just hits each sword, not making much effort to actually hit Percy. Edmund knocks over Justin -- whose sword got stuck in one of the wooden partitions during one of the brief seconds -- and climbs on top of him. Baldrick, meanwhile, has found himself on top of a real nun in one of the beds. The Mother Superior and Sister Sara enter.) Mother:   Girls! Girls! Girls! 

(Percy and George drop the swords and jump into beds.) Mother:   If I've told you once, I've told you a thousand times:   fighting in the dormitory is completely forbidden! Who is the ringleader here? (looks and points at Edmund) You! Yes, you -- the plain girl. (tkes off headgear) Oh my God! It's the Archbishop of Canterbury! 

Sara:   (removing Justin's headgear) And a man! (screams) Edmund:   Er, I think I can explain. (laughs uneasily) (Later, in the Mother Superior's office; Sara is `whipping' Edmund, but actually just tapping the crop against his bottom.) Edmund:   ...and that, sweet lady, is the whole story. Mother:   Let us go over the facts again. Having been appointed Archbishop, you found that all your interests lay in the beauty of your vestments? Edmund:   Ahh, the fine embroidery... 

Mother:   Unable to resist the slide into depravity, you began to dress up in the habit of a nun. 

Edmund:   I could not resist the texture of the Hessian underthings. Mother:   Ooh, I can understand that! Then, you forced the Bishop of Ramsgate and one Brother Baldrick to do so also. 

Edmund:   Oh, may I be cursed for it! 

Mother:   And finally, you got two knights drunk and invited them to come and wrestle with you inside the nunnery in an orgy of heathen perversity? Edmund:   That's it, Your Grace. 
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Mother:   Shame (??) it has the unmistakable ring of truth to it, and I must therefore tell you that this morning I have written urgently to all three popes recommeding your immediate excommunication. Nevermore may you be Archbishop of Canterbury! 

Edmund:   (mock disappointment) Oh dear! 

Mother:   That's enough, Sister Sara -- I think he's learnt his lesson. Edmund:   Sorry? (then realises, and feigns pain) Mother:   Go, sinner, and meet thy doom! 

(Edmund exits into the corridor, with a light at the end of the hallway; he walks slowly toward the light, cleaning out his ear and scratching himself a bit as he goes. He emerges to find Percy and Baldrick.) 

Edmund:   Quick! The nunnery's on fire!! (they leave in a hurry) [closing credits] 

Mother:   Alas, the corruption of the world... 

Sara:   Yes, alas, Mother Superior. 

Mother:   I'm tired and weary. You may leave me now. Sara:   Very well. 

Mother:   Alas... 

Sara:   So presumably you won't be needing the unicorn tonight. Mother:   No, not tonight, Sara. 

 

Episode 4 (listed as 2) - "The Queen of Spain's Beard"

(On the castle ramparts at night, in darkness; two hooded figures meet) Lady:   O noble prince, your secret note of love has won my heart. The castle of my body is yours by right of conquest. Come, let your tongue dive into the moat of my mouth and let your hands take possession of the ramparts of my plumpies, for I'm yours (removes her cloak) and yours alone! Man:   (taking off his hood, revealing he's Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh) And I'm yours! 

Lady:   Eugh! Edmund! I thought you your brother! (pushes Edmund off the rampart; dogs are heard attacking him) 

(Opening theme) 

Caption:   In 1492, after the death of Randolph XII of Saxony and the collapse of the Treaty of Insects, Europe was in disarray. Kingdoms rose and fell; borders, even languages changed; men were killed by their own side and women raped by soldiers from up to seven different nations every week. (The King is on the floor in a room with a large map and large figures. Lord Chiswick is on the floor beating a drum, and two other men are standing, looking over a large piece of paper.) Caption:   The courts of Europe throbbed with activity, and none more so than England.... 

King:   (???) 

Chiswick:   (stops beating the drum) Yes, My Lord. (begins to pick up one of the human figures) 

King:   The Swiss are always cowards. 

(Chiswick doesn't pick up the figure, and goes back to drum-beating.) King:   (????????????) 
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(Messenger 3 enters) 

Messenger 3:   My Lord, news:   the Swiss have invaded France. King:   Excellent! (to one of the men standing) Wessex, while they're away, take ten thousand troops and pillage Geneva. 

Chiswick:   But the Swiss are our allies, My Lord. King:   Oh es... Well, er, get them to dress up as Germans, will you? (Lord Wessex leaves) 

King:   Chiswick, remind me to send flowers to the King of France in sympathy for the death of his son. 

Chiswick:   The one you had murdered, My Lord... King:   Yes, that's the fellow. 

(enter Prince Harry) 

Harry:   Father-- 

Messenger 3:   (turns to Harry) My Lord-- 

Harry:   (shouts) Will you get away from me!!! 

(Messenger 3 runs out) 

King:   (laughs) Ah, Harry, the gentle art of diplomacy! But you well know where the real secret of diplomacy lies, don't you, my boy... Harry:   Well, actually, I don't, Father, but I would like to know. King:   (points to Harry's groin) There. 

Harry:   (lifts his robes) Are you sure? I can't imagine anything of any real interest down there. 

King:   Let me explain. What's that for? 

Harry:   Well, a couple of things... 

King:   Correct, and one of those things is...? 

Harry:   Best not mentioned, really. 

King:   Right! And the other is fornication! 

(Harry looks a bit surprised, as though that wasn't the one he thought was mentionable.) 

King:   And without fornication, there is no marriage; and without marriage, there is no diplomacy. 

Harry:   Oh I see! 

King:   Very good. Come on, let me explain further. (takes Harry to the map on the floor) You see, my boy, I have decided to ally to a nation most threatening to France. The answer, of course, is -- Chiswick... (Chiswick moves one of the human figures on the map.) King:   ...Spain. And the best way to cement an alliance, of course, is marriage. Therefore, I have decided that you shall marry the Spanish Infanta! (laughs) Chiswick:   (shakes King's hand) Oh, congratulations, Your Majesty! Harry:   Actually, I don't think I can. 

King:   What? Why not? 

Harry:   Well, I am already engaged. 

King:   (louder) What? Who to, boy? 

Harry:   Princess Leia of Hungary... and the Grand Duchess Ursula of Brandenburg; and Queen Beowolfa of Iceland; and, er (starts to read from a list), Countess Caroline of Luxembourg; Bertha of Flanders; Bertha of Brussels; Bernard of Saxe-Coburg; and Jezebel of Estonia. (Confused about the male name in there, he checks his list) No no no, sorry, that should be >Bertha< of Saxe-Coburg... (looks shocked at the list) ...and >Jeremy< of Estonia. 
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King:   Damn, damn, damn, damn! But if I haven't got a son to marry her, then the whole plan falls apart! 

Chiswick:   Your Majesty... 

King:   Yes? 

Chiswick:   You do have another son, My Lord. King:   What? (realizes this a fact) By God, of course! You're right. The slimy one -- what's his name? 

Chiswick:   Edmund, My Lord. 

King:   Yes, Osmund. Osmund can marry the Infanta! Harry:   Excellent! 

King:   Then with the Spanish alliance, we can massacre both the Swiss and the French, (`Huzzah!' from the three other men; he slashes with his sword) by dividing their forces into two (`Huzzah!') -- preferably their top halves from their bottom! (`Huzzah!') (cut to Edmund washing off his dog bite wounds; Percy and Baldrick enter) Percy:   'morning, My Lord. (gives Edmund's dwarf a scrap of food) Baldrick:   'morning, My Lord. 

Edmund:   'morning. 

Baldrick:   My God, what's happened to your neck? Edmund:   Erm, er, well, well, well, well, they're love bites, actually! Baldrick:   Look more like dog bites to me. 

Edmund:   Well, yes, yes, she was, erm, a bit of an animal! Percy:   Really, My Lord! 

Edmund:   Oh yes! 

Percy:   Fight to the death, eh! (they both laugh; Baldrick goes over to feed the dwarf) 

Edmund:   Oh yes. Well, as my tutor, Old Bubbleface used to say, "Make love and be merry, for tomorrow you may catch some disgusting skin disease." Baldrick:   Actually, I'd be prepared to swear they were dog bites. Edmund:   They are >not< dog bites! She was very attractive. Baldrick:   Yeah:   shiny coat, wet nose, clear eyes... Edmund:   No, Baldrick! It was a woman! 

Baldrick:   Fair enough, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Right. Now that's sorted out. Percy, what are we up to today? Percy:   Well, My Lord, first, I thought that you and I (he and Edmund sneer at Baldrick, the lowly peasant) might get out a couple of prisoners, and actually I think Baldrick may have a point there; they do look rather like dog bites. Edmund:   (jumps around) Yes, yes, all right, all right! They're dog bites! They're dog bites! I've got bitten by a dog! A woman pushed me off a rampart because she thought I was so hideously ugly, and I got ravaged by a raving dog! Does that satisfy you? 

Baldrick:   Yes, My Lord, yes! 

Edmund:   Good! Excellent! Good! Right! Yes, Percy, you were saying? Percy:   Right, My Lord. Well, I thought that we might...so it wasn't a woman? Edmund:   (jumps again) No! It was a dog! It was a dog! It was a bloody great dog! Ar ar ar ar ar ar ar! 

Percy:   Right, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Ar! 

Percy:   Of course, Harry gets all the women, doesn't he? Baldrick:   Yeah. 
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Edmund:   Shut up! I never want to hear women mentioned in my company again. 

Baldrick:   What about dogs? 

Edmund:   ...or dog-- Shut up, Baldrick. I never want to see a woman again. If any woman wants to talk to me, you can warn her:   The Black Adder is a venomous reptile, and women are his prey. 

(There is a knock at the door) 

Edmund:   Enter! Unless you're a woman, in which case, prepare to be thrown out of the window!! with your dog... 

(Messenger 3 enters.) 

Messenger 3:   My Lord, I bring a message. 

Edmund:   Yes, obviously -- you're a messenger. Messenger 3:   You are engaged to be married to the Infanta Maria of Spain. Edmund:   (puts his hands on his hips) What? 

Messenger 3:   (puts his hands on his hips) My Lord, I bring a message. You are engaged-- 

Edmund:   Yes, yes, yes... (waves his hand) 

(Messenger 3 waves his hand) 

Edmund:   Ah... (puts his hand on his neck) 

(Messenger 3 puts his hand on his neck) 

Edmund:   Go on, get out. (waves his other hand, then starts to push Messenger 3) 

(Messenger 3 waves his other hand, then starts to push Edmund) Edmund:   Get out! (pushes Messenger 3 with both hands) (Messenger 3 pushes Edmund with both hands) Edmund:   Out, out, out! (manages to close the door behind Messenger 3) Well, boys, did you hear that? I am to marry the Infanta of Spain. Percy:   Yes, My Lord. Shall I go and tell her? 

Edmund:   What? 

Percy:   "The Black Adder is venomous reptile--" Edmund:   No, no, no! This is no ordinary woman, Percy. This is a beautiful royal princess. Just imagine what the Spanish Infanta must be like. (Percy and Baldrick howl like dogs.) [at the court] 

Harry:   (approaches Edmund, Percy and Baldrick; he is escorting a beautiful black-haired young woman) Ah, bien venido a nuestro castillo. Espero que encuentre los desague a sus satisfaccion. 

Edmund:   (enthralled by the woman's beauty; giggles a bit before coming to his senses) Hmm? 

Harry:   It's Spanish. It means "Welcome to our castle. I hope you find the drains to your satisfaction." Well, here you are (gives Edmund a piece a paper); I've jotted it down for you. It should help to break the ice with the Infanta. (Edmund looks confused) Harry:   Oh, by the way, I don't think you know the Countess Caroline of Luxembourg. 

Edmund:   (disappointed that this woman wasn't the Infanta) No. How do you do, young lady? 

Harry:   Well, good luck. (Walks away, speaking to Caroline) Er, bienvenu a notre chateau, Caroline, espere que trouvez...... Edmund:   Luxembourg, hah! 
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Baldrick:   My God, have you ever seen anyone so obviously seething with jealousy? 

Edmund:   No, I haven't! 

Baldrick:   Seethe, seethe, seethe. If he goes on seething like that much longer, he'll turn into a seethe. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, what are you talking about? Percy:   My Lord... 

Edmund:   Yes, what is it? 

Percy:   You know, they do say that the Infanta's eyes are more beautiful than the famous Stone of Galveston. 

Edmund:   Mm! ... What? 

Percy:   The famous Stone of Galveston, My Lord Edmund:   And what's that, exactly? 

Percy:   Well, it's a famous blue stone, and it comes (points dramatically) from Galveston. 

Edmund:   I see. And what about it? 

Percy:   Well, My Lord, the Infanta's eyes are bluer than it, for a start. Edmund:   I see. And have you ever seen this stone? Percy:   (nods) No, not as such, My Lord, but I know a couple of people who have, and they say it's very, very blue indeed. 

Edmund:   And have these people seen the Infanta's eyes? Percy:   No, I shouldn't think so, My Lord. 

Edmund:   And neither have you, presumably. 

Percy:   No, My Lord. 

Edmund:   So, what you're telling me, Percy, is that something you have never seen is slightly less blue than something else you have never seen. Percy:   (finally begins to grasp) Yes, My Lord. 

(A fanfare is played as a rather fat woman enters, followed by a tall Spaniard.) Edmund:   Percy, in the end, you are about as much use to me as an hole in the head... 

(Percy bows. The woman sees Edmund and is very excited. She and the Spaniard approach him, while he still talks to Percy. Baldrick sees her and from now on constantly tries subtly to get Edmund's attention.) Edmund:   ...an affliction of which you must be familiar, never actually having had a brain. 

(The woman -- the Infanta -- is standing behind Edmund, while her interpreter --Don Speekingleesh -- is beside him.) 

Don:   Hello. 

Edmund:   (turns briefly) Hello. (turns back to Percy) Here I am awaiting the arrival of the most beautiful, ravishing-- 

Don:   Hello! 

Edmund:   Look, leave me alone, will you, I'm trying to talk to someone. (to Percy) ...while you're wittering away like a pox-ridden moor hen-- Infanta:   Estas el verdadero amor de mi vida, amor mio, amor mio! Don:   You are the true love of my life, my love, my love! Edmund:   What? (turns to Percy) Percy, is he a friend of yours? Someone you Infanta:   (???????????)! / 

Don:   You are the only one for me. I merely want to hug and kiss you! (Edmund punches Don) 

Infanta:   Esto la Infanta! 
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Don:   I am the Infanta! 

Edmund:   What? No-one told me you had a beard! Ha! Percy:   Must be Jeremy of Estonia! 

Edmund:   The very (???) 

Infanta:   (moves to in front of Edmund) Esto la Infanta! Edmund:   Well, absolutely... (quintupletakes; leaps frightenedly into Percy's arms) 

Infanta:   Esperara que esto momento todo mi viva! (kisses Edmund) Don:   I have waited for this moment all of my life! Infanta:   Tu nariz mas pequen~a que yo esperara. Don:   Your nose is smaller than I expected. 

Edmund:   I have suffered no similar disappointment. (Don whispers interpretations into Infanta's ear; and does so throughout the rest of the episode.) 

Infanta:   Oh, amor mio! amor mio! (kisses Edmund) Don:   My love, my love. 

(The kiss lasts for several seconds; bringing Edmund to his feet; finally he is able to push away.) 

Infanta:   Oh! Me gusta tu labios! 

Don:   Your lips I like. 

(Edmund feels his lips, as though they may have been sucked off.) Infanta:   Esto de tu cuerpo lo que me interese! Don:   It is the rest of your body I wish to find out more about! (Infanta licks her lips; Edmund covers his face, then peeks through a couple fingers for a moment before covering again) (cut to map room; King speaks to Lord Chiswick, who again beats on the drum) 

King:   ???? and (?) their gizzards. (laughs) 

(Messenger 1 arrives) 

Messenger 1:   My Lord, news... 

King:   What? 

Messenger 1:   The Spanish Infanta has arrived. King:   Ah, good news! 

(Messenger 1 leaves) 

King:   Soon we will have Spain in our grip. 

(Messenger 2 arrives) 

Messenger 2:   My Lord, news... 

King:   What? 

Messenger 2:   The King of France sends his greetings. King:   Ah, good news! 

(Messenger 2 leaves) 

King:   My diplomacy triumphs. 

(Messenger 3 arrives) 

Messenger 3:   My Lord, news... 

King:   What? 

Messenger 3:   Lord Wessex is dead. 

King:   (raises his arms in triumph; Messenger 3 raises his arms too) Ah-- (lowers his arms) This news is not so good. Messenger 3:   Pardon, My Lord? 

King:   I like it not. Bring me some other news. 
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Messenger 3:   Pardon, My Lord? 

King:   I LIKE NOT THIS NEWS! BRING ME SOME OTHER NEWS!!! Messenger 3:   Yes, My Lord! 

(Messenger 3 leaves; King tosses things aroung angrily; Messenger 4 enters -- actually just Messenger 3 pretending to be a new messenger delivering new news.) 

Messenger 4:   My Lord, news... 

King:   What? 

Messenger 4:   Lord Wessex is not dead. 

King:   Ah, good news! (lifts his arms halfway; Messenger 4 does also) Let there be joy and celebration; let jubilation reign! Messenger 4:   Yes, My Lord. 

King:   Oh yes (points at Messenger 4; Messenger 4 points at King):   and tell Osmund that, to further strengthen ties with Spain, he marries tomorrow. Messenger 4:   Yes, My Lord. (leaves) 

King:   (seeing that he broke one of the horse figures in his earlier rampage, tosses it aside) Chiswick, fresh horses! 

(in Edmund's room; Percy sits alone, holding his head as though in pain; Edmund and Baldrick rush in) 

Edmund:   Oh my God! In twenty-four hours, I'll be married to a walrus! (locks the door) 

Baldrick:   But, My Lord, you can't just lock her out, you know. Edmund:   Well, you may be right. (pulls on a rope, causing a metal gate to shut down in the doorway; he then holds a club with several metal spikes coming out) That should hold her for at least a minute! Percy:   Wait a moment, My Lord. I think I may have a plan to get you out of this marriage. 

Edmund:   Yes, but it's a stupid plan, Percy, let's face it! Percy:   (offended) Oh, well, yes, yes, maybe you're right. Edmund:   (desperate) But... tell me what it is anyway. Percy:   Er, no, actually I don't think I'll bother, My Lord. Edmund:   Oh, please, please tell me what your plan is, please tell me, please tell me. 

Percy:   (enjoying seeing Edmund grovel) All right:   I go alng to the Infanta's room and tell her that you've gone mad. She comes to the door, and you meet her disguised as a little pig. Then -- and this is the cunning bit -- instead of saying `oink oink', you say `mooooo'! 

Edmund:   Then...? 

Percy:   Well, then she'll know you're mad, and leave! (Edmund points up; Percy looks up; Edmund slaps Percy) Edmund:   You were right, Percy -- you shouldn't have bothered. Baldrick:   My Lord... 

Edmund:   What? 

Baldrick:   I also have a plan. 

Edmund:   Yes? 

Baldrick:   Why not make her think you prefer the company of men? Edmund:   But I do, Baldrick, I do! 

Baldrick:   No, no, My Lord. I mean, erm, the, er, >intimate< company of men...? 

Edmund:   You don't mean...like the Earle of Doncaster...? 
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Baldrick:   I mean just like the Earle of Doncaster. Edmund:   That great radish? That steaming great left-footer? The Earle of Doncaster, Baldrick, has been riding sidesaddle since he was seventeen. Baldrick:   Mm! And who would want to marry the Earle of Doncaster? Edmund:   Well, no-one wou-- (realises) Brilliant! Of course! No-one would marry the Earle of Doncaster! ... except, perhaps, the Duke of Beaufort. Well, what are we going to do? 

Baldrick:   Well, first we've got to get you looking right. Just need to drape something effeminate round your shoulders. 

Edmund:   Either of the Beaufort Twins should do. (a little later; Edmund now has some bright green fabric draped off his shoulders) 

Baldrick:   Right, perfect. Now all you need to do is practise with Percy. Edmund:   (shocked) Practise what? 

Baldrick:   Presentation, My Lord! 

Edmund:   Oh, I see. 

Baldrick:   (moving Percy) You stand over here, and, My Lord, just there. Right; now, Percy, Lord Edmund is going to try and make himself attractive to you. Percy:   Attractive? 

Edmund:   You know, like the Earle of Doncaster. Percy:   Good lord! Well, er, fair enough. (waves seductively at Edmund) Edmund:   No, you act normal! I'm the Earle of Dncaster! Percy:   Oh, I see. 

Edmund:   It's me... Right. 

Baldrick:   Right. (holds his arm between them, rather like the referee of a boxing match) Go! (stands aside) 

(Edmund makes funny faces, not seductive at all) Edmund:   Oh my God, this is impossible! I can't do this! Baldrick:   Never mind. I've a couple more things that might help. (exits) Edmund:   Percy, Percy, what am I going to do? Percy:   Well, perhaps we could try and strike up a conversation. Edmund:   Ah, right. Erm... 

Percy:   (in a high-pitched -- not falsetto -- voice) Hello there! Edmund:   (in his normal voice) Er, hello. How are you? Percy:   I'm fine. Have you heard? Prince Edmund's going to marry the Spanish Infanta. 

Edmund:   No he damn well isn't!!! (attacks Percy) And anyone who (????) Do you hear me? 

(Percy falls to the floor on his hands and knees. Edmund comes up behind him, grabbing Percy's neck. Baldrick enters, carrying some more effeminate clothing, and sees them in this position.) 

Baldrick:   (smiling) Yes, that's the kind of thing! (Edmund quickly stands up) 

(at court; Edmund now wears a lot of colourful things, including a hat and lipstick, and dangles a handkerchief; Percy has some sort of colourful rod, perhaps a riding crop, which he toys with effeminately; Baldrick dangles a handkerchief) (a fanfare is played) 

Edmund:   Look out, here she comes! (they strike up effeminate poses) (King enters) 
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King:   (passing Edmund) 'morning, Doncaster! (turns to Lord Chiswick, giving him an urn) Chiswick, take this to the Queen of Naples. Chiswick:   What is it, My Lord? 

King:   The King of Naples. 

Chiswick:   Immediately, My Lord. (he and King exit) (a fanfare is played) 

Edmund:   Right. Quick, quick! (they return to their effeminate poses) (Prince Harry enters, escorting another beautiful young woman) Edmund:   (not wishing to appear this way in front of the beautiful woman, he tries to take off the hat) Oh my God! 

Harry:   (sees Edmund's getup) Ah, some lark for the stag party, wot? Edmund:   Erm, yes, yes, that's right. 

Harry:   I don't think you've met the Grand Duchess Ursula of Brandenburg. Edmumd:   (as deeply as he can) No. How do you do, Ursula? Harry:   Actually, I wanted to have a word with you about my speech at the wedding feast. I thought perhaps I'd go for a fruit motif. Edmund:   (reacting to the word `fruit', tries to speak even deeper) Yes...? Harry:   Something like, er, "It is with extrawberry pleasure that we welcome you, er, may you be the apple of your husband's eye, and may he, in turn, cherries you..." -- `Cherish', you see -- "...even though it's an oranged marriage." (they laugh; Edmund deeply) Good, eh? Edmund:   Brilliant. Quite, quite brilliant. 

Harry:   Yes, I thought it was rather good. I'm hoping to squeeze in a `banana' by the end of the day. (walks off, talking to Ursula) Willkommen schloss, Ursula... [Note:   what he is saying is the same "Welcome to our castle, (name)..." but I haven't a German dictionary.] 

(a fanfare is played) 

Baldrick:   OK, My Lord, this is it. (they all pose again) Edmund:   (now speaking normally) Right... 

(The Queen enters) 

Edmund:   (tired of all these false alarms) Oh, Mother, for Chrissakes, what do you want? 

Queen:   (shocked at his attitude) Oh! Nothing, nothing... Edmund:   (waves her and the woman she entered with aside) dit dit dit dit! (Queen and the woman walk off; Infanta and Don enter before their fanfare is finished, before Edmund and company have a chance to get into their poses; she sees Edmund and starts to cry) Edmund:   It's working... It's working... 

Infanta:   Oh, te abrazo y te amo totalmente! 

Don:   Oh, I embrace and love you utterly! 

Edmund:   What? 

Infanta:   Que el amor ese este que tu a disfrazas como un espan~ol para complacer mi! (she hugs and kisses Edmund) 

Don:   Oh, what a love this must be that you dress as a Spanish man to delight me! 

Edmund:   (upset) Oh, Baldrick! 

Infanta:   Que amor, que amor, que amor! 

Don:   what love, what love, what love. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, you fool! 

Queen:   (to the woman she came in with) Look at the two lovebirds! 
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Edmund:   One lovebird and one love-elephant! Queen:   It's almost as if they were married already. Edmund:   (while being smothered by Infanta) What did you say? Queen:   It's almost as if you were married already! Edmund:   That's what I thought you said! (he struggles) Boys... Baldrick & Percy:   Yes, My Lord. (they try to free him from Infanta) Edmund:   I think I have another plan. 

(in a corridor, Baldrick knocks a monk -- Rev. Lloyd -- unconscious; Edmund runs down a field where a man is on one knee, giving a bundle of flowers to a woman; Edmund, still in his `effeminate' dress, runs between them, ending up with the flowers; Percy chats with a woman -- Tally -- in a small cottage; she smiles surprised and giggles when she hears what he says. Later, in the cottage, Lloyd is setting up a makeshift altar; Tally still is giggling.) Edmund:   Percy, is she the best you could do? I mean, I am marrying the woman! 

Percy:   Yes, I know, but it's only for a couple of days, isn't it... Edmund:   Ah yes, that's true. Come on, hurry up, Father! Lloyd:   Er, yes, very well. Er, we are gathered here, O gracious Lord, to bear witness, at very short notice... 

(Tally laughs) 

Lloyd:   ...to the marriage of these two God-fearing Christians; er, Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh, and, er, Tally Applebottom. (Tally laughs) 

Lloyd:   Is that right? 

Tally:   Yes, that's right. Whoever would have thought it? The Duke of Edinburgh, consumed with passion, whisks away little Tally! (laughs) Edmund:   Shut up!!! Come on, get on with it, Father, will you? Lloyd:   Yes, very well. Are you Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh? Edmund:   No, I'm a bowl of soup! 

(Tally laughs) 

Edmund:   Come on, hurry up, hurry up, hurry up... Lloyd:   And are you Miss Tally Applebottom? 

Tally:   Mrs. 

Lloyd:   Er, Mrs. ... (realises) Ah... 

Edmund:   Ah... (looks at Percy) 

Percy:   Ah... 

Edmund:   (stammers a bt) Well, never mind, get on with it, Father, come on! Lloyd:   Yes, but surely if she's-- 

Edmund:   Look, the Church is never going to progress if it isn't just a bit adaptable! 

Lloyd:   But this is most unusual! 

(Baldrick holds a knife to Lloyd's throat) 

Lloyd:   Well, mind you, hasn't the Church always dealt with the unusual? The miracle with the fishes, for example. We'll continue. (he puts a hand behind his back, fingers crossed) So, no-one knows any cause or just impediment why these persons may not joined together in holy matimony. Edmund:   No. 

Baldrick:   No. 

Percy:   No. 

Tally:   No. 
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Lloyd:   No. 

(A man -- Thomas -- enters, carrying a scythe) 

Thomas:   Yes! 

Lloyd:   Ah... (a bit confused at what's supposed to happen when someone says yes) And, er, you are...? 

Thomas:   Mr. Applebottom. 

Lloyd:   Then you are the father of the bride... 

Thomas:   No, I'm the >husband< of the...`bride'. Tally:   Oh, this is my husband, Thomas. Thomas, this is my fiance, the Duke of Edinburgh. Prince Edmund, this is Thomas. Thomas, this is Father O'-- Lloyd:   ...Smith! I called about the ducking-stool you found. (He quickly begins to gather up his things) Edmund:   (he backs round and round as Thomas approaches him; Percy and Baldrick hide behind him) Mr. Applebottom, I was just wondering whether I could possibly have a temporary arrangement with your good lady. I only need her for a very short stint... 

Thomas:   Get out!!! 

Edmund:   Look, you stupid peasant, all I want to do is marry your wife! Thomas:   Get out of here!!! 

(Baldrick, Percy and Edmund leave) 

Tally:   (shocked at her husband's behaviour) That was the Duke of Edinburgh, you know! 

Thomas:   No -- that'll be the Earle of Doncaster... (outside the throne room; Infanta, Don and Queen sit on a bench) Infanta:   Ah, esto estas bien. 

Don:   Well, this is nice. 

Queen:   Oh, yes. 

Infanta:   (Hablierto?) poco de cosas de mujeres. Don:   ...to have a little talk about a lady's hings. Infanta:   Si' -- los dos solas. 

Don:   Just the two of us. 

Queen:   Oh, yes, yes. 

Infanta:   Si', bueno. Sen~ora, hable mi de les hombres ingleses. Don:   So tell me, Mrs. Queen, about Englishmen. Queen:   Well, they spend most of their time with animals, you know, and with other men. But, oh, when they do come to the women, they only want one thing! 

Infanta:   (grins) Que? Que? 

Don:   And what is that? 

Queen:   Well, it's a kind of pudding made of bread and butter and raisins, and, of course, the other thing... 

Infanta:   Que el otro? Que el otro? 

Don:   And what is the other thing? 

Queen:   (as though it's obvious) Oh, well, custard! Don:   Crema! 

Infanta:   (laughs) No... Edmundo; que tal es? 

Don:   Edmund; what's he like? 

Queen:   Well, I told you:   this pudding... 

Infanta:   No no no... 

Queen:   No? 
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Infanta:   En la cama! (puts her hands together, resting them on her cheek) Don:   No -- what's he like in bed? 

Queen:   Oh. Well, in bed, he likes hot milk, with just a little touch of cinnamon. Don:   No, no, no... (concentrating on the words) What is he like? Queen:   Oh. Well, he's like a little rabbit, really. Infanta:   Conejo?! (giggles excitedly about this) Mama, mama, cuanto le quiero! 

(she moves over to hug Queen, forces Don to bend forward) Don:   Mummy, mummy, how much I love him! 

(in Edmund's room; Edmund, Percy and Baldrick are wearing antlers, and none of them are at all excited; a dog is cooking over a fire) Edmund:   I would never have believed that my stag party would be like this --the most depressing night of my life. 

Baldrick:   Well, My Lord, at least you can take solace from one thing. Edmund:   What's that? 

Baldrick:   You can be pretty sure your wife's a virgin. Edmund:   Or at least there are no living witnesses to the contrary. If she wasn't, we might still stand a chance. Officially, you've still got to be a virgin. Baldrick:   Right. 

(Edmund gets an idea and looks at Percy.) 

Percy:   What, My Lord? 

(Edmund's eyesmove to Baldrick.) 

Percy:   Oh! (he also looks at Baldrick, grinning) Baldrick:   Oh, no... No... NO! 

Edmund:   Yes! Yes! (stands) YES! 

(later, outside the Infanta's bedroom; Edmund and Percy are dabbing perfume on Baldrick, who is in a nightshirt) 

Baldrick:   Please, My Lord, I beg you to reconsider. Edmund:   Baldrick, if there was any other way, you know I'd take it. Baldrick:   But I'll die in there. 

Edmund:   Don't worry -- we'll give you a hero's funeral; bury you at sea; say you died in combat with an enemy vessel. That's it. There we are. Go on, in you go. (pats him on the head) Little boy with big job to do... Come on, Percy, let's get the King. 

(Edmund leaves. Percy begins to but then turns to Baldrick. They shake hands then embrace for a while, Percy half crying, half laughing. Percy then leaves. Baldrick enters the bedroom. The room is completely dark -- nothing can be seen.) Baldrick:   Infanta... Infanta... 

Infanta:   Edmundo? Edmundo, amor mio! 

Don:   Oh Edmund, my love! 

Infanta:   Ohh!!! 

(in map room; Edmund and Percy enter) 

Edmund:   My Lord, Your Majesty... 

King:   What? 

(in the bedroom - moans from both Infanta and Baldrick) (in map room) 

Edmund:   I bring the gravest of news. 
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King:   What; have the armies of the Rhine been slaughtered to a man and their heads cut off, and melted cheese poured down their nostrils in the traditional Swiss manner? 

Edmund:   No, My Lord. 

(in the bedroom) 

Infanta:   No te de tengas, sen~or (sapiente?)! 

(Baldrick's noises are muffled) 

Don:   Don't hold back, please, my little one. 

(in map room) 

King:   Do you bring me news of the Russian royal family mistaken for bison due to their excessive winter clothing, and hunted down, chopped to pieces and eaten as little sweets by Mongolian bandits? Edmund:   No, My Lord. 

(in the bedroom) 

Infanta:   (loudly) Ooohhhhh!!!! 

Don:   Securo! 

(in map room) 

King:   Well, what then? 

Edmund:   My Lord, the Spanish Infanta is not a virgin. (puts his fingers to his head, acting distraught) 

(in the bedroom) 

Infanta:   Oooooaaahh... 

(in map room) 

King:   Oh yes, I know that! 

(in the bedroom) 

Infanta:   Mas... 

(in map room) 

King:   Her uncle told me. 

(in the bedroom) 

Don:   Again please! 

(in map room) 

King:   We took five hundred off the dowry because of it. Edmund:   But I thought that-- 

King:   Only one of you has to be a virgin! 

(Edmund is speechless. Percy looks confused.) King:   Anything else? 

(Edmund turns away. Percy starts to say, "But..." as though he thought -- or had been told (like early in this episode) -- that Edmund wasn't a virgin. Edmund shoos him outside, however, and 

follows Percy out.) [Brian Blessed (King) is heard to mutter about something being better -- perhaps referring to the take of that scene.] (later, in the court; Edmund's marriage commences; King is in the back with a soldier, moving figures about on a small map) Archbishop:   Dearly beloved, we are gathered together, here in the sight of Our Lord, to witness the marriage of two God-fearing Christians. (Baldrick also is in attendance; his face is black and blue.) Archbishop:   Are you Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh? Edmund:   Yes, I am... 

Archbishop:   And are you Maria Escalosa (fiena?) Infanta? 
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Infanta:   Si', si', si'! (Dante?) prisa, estupido! (Deja? [that's French!]) que mi (?????) muslos de abraze! 

Inter:   Yes, you stupid person, hurry up -- I wish to entwine him again in my broad thighs. 

Archbishop:   Marriage is an holy state, conceived by God. If any man here knows just cause why they may not be married... Edmund:   (he looks up, and we hear his thoughts) Oh, dear Lord, please help me now! 

Archbishop:   ...let him speak now or forever hold his peace. Edmund:   (looks up; thinks) Now's your chance! Archbishop:   So be it. 

Edmund:   (looks up; thinks) Oh, thanks a lot! 

King:   Come on, hurry up! 

Archbihop:   (faster) Do you, Edmund Plantagenet, take Maria Escalosa... Don:   Usted, Edmundo Plantagenato-- 

Archbishop:   Oh, do shut up! 

Don:   Silencio! 

Archbishop:   ...to be your lawful wedded wife; to have and to hold; to cherish and to delight; (he looks at Infanta and lets his words slip) to chastise and to beat until death? (comes to his senses) Er, until death do you part? (Edmund nods reluctantly) King:   Speak up -- can't hear a thing back here! Edmund:   (weakly) I do. 

King:   STILL CAN'T HEAR!! 

Edmund:   I do, I do, I do!!! 

(Infanta is delighted at his apparent excitement) Archbishop:   Do you, Maria Escalosa Infanta... Infanta:   Si'! Si'! Si'! 

Archbishop:   ...take Edmund Plantagenet to be your lawful wedded husband? Don:   Yes! Yes! Yes! 

Edmund:   Oh no!!! 

Archbishop:   I then pronounce you-- 

Messenger 3:   (entering) Stop! 

Archbishop:   ...Christ!!! 

Messenger 3:   I bring absolutely unbelievable news that must halt the wedding! (Edmund really is excited now) 

King:   What; have the Swiss and French made sudden peace with each other at a mountain-pass rendez-vous, then forged a clandestine alliance with Spain, thus leaving us without friends in Europe, unless by chance we make an immediate pact with Hungary? 

Messenger 3:   (looks at his scroll, reads it through to himself) Yes. King:   As I thought! Are there any Hungarian princesses in the castle? Harry:   Oh, yes, Father, I think I've got one. (looks at his list) Erm, yes: Princess Leia of Hungary. 

Edmund:   What's she like? 

Harry:   (turns over slip of paper) Leia is, er, "young and beautiful, her eyes are like opals and her hair a cascade of perfect chestnut." Edmund:   Oh, well! That sounds all right, doesn't it! Infanta:   (approaches King) Que pasa, King? Que pasa? Don:   Excuse me, what is happening, please? 
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King:   Call her into the court! (turns to Infanta) And as for that great Spanish dumpling there... 

(Infanta hears Don interpret, and slaps him) 

King:   ...get her out of my sight at once, or I'll eat her! Yaaah!!! Infanta:   (approaches Edmund) Amor mio! Al lado de mi! Amor mio! Don:   My love! Beside me! Beside me! 

Edmund:   Sorry, what can I do -- politics! 

(Infanta and Don are taken away by a soldier) 

King:   Come on, come on, come on! Where is she? Where is she? Where is Princess Leia? 

(Edmund looks down the row of beautiful young princesses; they all act innocently seductive. Edmund looks pleased. From behind Countess Caroline, Leia comes out. She's a child about six years old, awaiting the arrival of new front teeth.) King:   Ah, good, good! 

(Edmund double takes) 

King:   Osmund, meet your new wife... 

Leia:   Hello, Edmund. 

Edmund:   Hello... 

Leia:   (bored) Are we getting married now? 

Edmund:   Yes, yes, I believe we are... 

Leia:   Come on, then. 

(Leia takes Edmund's hand and brings him to the altar. She skips as they make their way there.) 

Archbishop:   (shrugs at the absurdity, then bends to Leia's height and speaks slowly) Dearly beloved, we are gathered here today-- (Leia giggles) 

(That evening, in Edmund and Leia's bedroom (separate beds); Edmund reads her a bedtime story) 

Edmund:   "...and so it came to pass that the big bear had to leave all his friends in (the forest?), and go to live in a land far away, where the elves and the fairies would look after him until the day that he died." Leia:   (sighs) Oh, that was lovely, Edmund. What a happy story. Isn't it time to put the light out? 

Edmund:   Yes, my dear, I think it is. It must be at least six o'clock... (blows out the candle) 

[CLOSING CREDITS] 

Leia:   Can I have a drink of water, please? 

Edmund:   Yes, yes, yes, all right... 

Episode 5 - "Witchsmeller Pursuivant"

(in a cottage, four people are eating supper.) 

Woman 1:   What about this plague, then? Rumors from the North say it's worse there than ever. 

Piers:   No, no... Now that we've found out about the rats, we'll never have plague again. 

Woman 2:   You know what they're saying; "A rat a day keeps the plague away!" 

Piers:   Believe me, madam:   There'll be no more plague in our lifetime. 
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Woman 1:   Well, I hope you're right. (She stands and walks to get a bowl.) (The three left at the table suddenly die. Woman 1 turns around and screams. `The Black Adder' logo comes out of her mouth as the opening theme begins.) Caption:   By the autumn of the Year of Our Lord, 1495, the Black Plague once again howled westwards across Europe from the Indies, carried by seamen and entering England by the South West Passage. Each day, thousands died. Village after village disappeared in its evil wake, and not even the best and noblest escaped its horror. 

(in a corridor in the castle, Prince Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh and his squire, Baldrick, are fiddling with a royal portrait while Lord Percy guards the corridor. Percy, however, turns his head round to see what Edmund is doing, and, at that moment, Edmund's older brother, Prince Harry, walks up.) Harry:   Ah, Edmund, I'm glad I've caught you. 

Edmund:   (hiding the portrait behind his back) Er, doing what? Harry:   I'm afraid Father's feeling a bit under the weather. Edmund:   (a bit excited at the possibility of being closer to the throne) Oh dear! Any idea what? 

Harry:   Not sure -- I think it's probably Black Death. Nevertheless, I am sure tat he'd appreciate a little visit from you... 

Edmund:   Oh. Well, I'm sure I can pop my head round the door... Harry:   ...sort of now-ish. 

(later, Edmund approaches the door to the throne room; the Queen is outside the door) 

Edmund:   Mother, would you like to...? 

Queen:   Oh, no, dear -- he won't let me near him. (Edmund opens the door to find the King with his sword raised. Edmund shuts the door and steps aside as the King's sword pokes through the door.) Queen:   How is he? 

Edmund:   Well, he's up. 

(in meeting room, Harry is holding a council with various lords. [Again, anyone who knows the actors and can tell us which speaker is Lord Ross and which is Lord Fife, please help]) 

Harry:   My Lords of the Council, we face today the gravest crisis this country has known since the Roman invasion. 

All:   Hear hear! 

(an officer enters, carrying a helmet) 

Harry:   Therefore, I propose-- 

Officer:   Your Highness, the King has stirred and calls for you. Harry:   Ah. (swallows nervously) Very well. (removes his hat; stands) Gentlemen, I must leave you. (takes the helmet from Officer and draws his sword, preparing to meet the deranged King) Prince Edmund is in charge! (Percy begins to bang on the table in approval, but all the lords mutter "Oh shame..." so he stops. Harry and Officer leave. Baldrick brings Harry's notes to Edmund.) Edmund:   Er, yes, right. Gentlemen, right... (reads from Harry's notes) As you know, today we face the gravest crisis this country has known since the Roman invasion. 

(They all make sounds of protest:   "Nonsense!"; "Rubbish!"; etc.) Lord 1:   What about the Viking invasion? 

Lord 2:   ...and the Norman invasion? 
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Angus:   ...and the Swiss invasion? 

Edmund:   Er, well, the greatest crisis for some time. Lord 2:   And we all know why! 

Edmund:   Why? 

Angus:   Because the King is possessed! 

Edmund:   What?! 

Lord 2:   True! True! The land is full of omens of bewitchment. Only last week in Cornwall, a man with four heads was seen taking tea n the beach; and two women in Windsor claimed to have been raped by a fish! Lord 1:   I, too, have heard such tales. In Harrisgate, it rained phlegm; and they do say that, in Edinburgh, the graves did open and the ghosts of our ancestors rose up and competed in athletic sports! 

Percy:   ...and a friend of mine had this awful pimple on the inside of his nose!!! 

Edmund:   Percy, shut up, for God's sake. 

(There are mutters of "Witchcraft!") 

Angus:   ...and a (??) in (?) heard a cow reciting Geoffrey Chaucer; and a young woman in Shropshire saw Geoffrey Chaucer in a field, mooing and suckling a young heifer! 

Edmund:   Gentlemen, gentlemen, surely we aren't the sort of people who believe in this sort of thing. I mean, next you'll be telling me is that washing your hair in bat's droppings stops you going bald. Lord 2:   But it's true! I couldn't find enough bats, and look what happened! (removes his hat to show his baldness) Angus:   I move that we do the only thing we can do to remove this curse from the kingdom. 

Edmund:   Ah, well, that sounds like the answer, doesn't it! Lord 1:   Send for the Witchsmeller Pursuivant! (They all agree, and stand up. Edmund's protests are not heard.) Lord 2:   Call for the (??) 

Angus:   The Prince of Wales must be informed! (They begin to walk out. Edmund's calls of "No, wait!" are ignored. Percy starts to walk out with them.) 

Edmund:   Percy, PERCY! 

Percy:   What? 

Edmund:   What the devil do you think you're doing? Percy:   Look, look, I just can't take the pressure of all these omens anymore! Edmund:   Percy... 

Percy:   No, no, really, I'm serious. Only this morning in the courtyard, I saw a horse with two heads and two bodies! 

Edmund:   Two horses standing next to each other? Percy:   Yes, I suppose it could have been. 

Edmund:   Honestly, Percy, I bet you're just the sort of person who thinks that sticking your finger up a sheep's bottom on Good Friday will make you fertile! Baldrick:   That's rubbish! 

Edmund:   Quite, really. 

Baldrick:   It's Easter Monday. 

Edmund:   Yes, remind me not to shake your hand during a religious festival, Baldrick. I don't believe it; I mean, who is this Witchsmeller Pursuivant, anyway? 
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Baldrick:   I don't know, My Lord, but Mistress Scott would. Edmund:   Ah yes; the old crone with a cat... 

Percy:   Oh yes, the cat! Lovely. Oh, but she lives in the village! Edmund:   So? 

Percy:   Everyone's dying of the plague! 

Edmund:   Oh, yes, that's what they claim, those peasants! Any excuse to get off a decent day's work... 

(outside of the castle gate; Edmund, Percy and Baldrick enter the village. Corpses are strewn about the streets, and moans and cries are heard. [Again, those who can tell us which peasant is Cain and which is Abel, and which is Ned and which is Jack, please do. Cain and Abel will be numbered the same way they were in the transcription of "The Archbishop."]) Edmund:   (stepping over some of the corpses) I mean, obviously, there are some genuine cases... 

(Percy trips over a corpse and falls to the ground; Edmund and Baldrick continue walking.) 

Villager 1:   Good morning, Prince Edmund. 

Edmund:   'morning, peasant! 

Villager 2:   'morning, Prince Edmund. 

Edmund:   'morning, peasant! 

Villager 3:   (speaking from atop a heap of corpses in a carriage) 'morning, Prince Edmund. 

Edmund:   'morning, peasant! 

(Villager 3 dies) 

Baldrick:   My Lord, shouldn't you disguise yourself? Edmund:   Hmm? 

Baldrick:   Well, I mean:   we don't want someone with a grudge coming up and infecting you on purpose. 

Edmund:   Ah, yes, you're right. 

(Edmund walks through a clothesline. He emerges wearing a bit of cloth with a thin part running diagonally across his face, not hiding his features at all; the rest flowing behind him.) 

Villager 4:   'morning, stranger. 

Edmund:   'morning, friend! 

Peasant 3 [Ned or Jack]:   'morning, stranger. 

Edmund:   'morning, friend! 

Peasant 3:   (to his companion, [Cain r Abel]) Who is that dark stranger? Peasant 1 [Cain or Abel]:   Oh, that'll be Prince Edmund. Percy:   This way, My Lord. (he puts his cape down over a patch of manure) Edmund:   Yes. (avoids walking on Percy's cape; walks around it) (A crier steps out of a building, ringing a hand bell.) Crier:   Bring out your dea-- (he dies) Edmund:   (to an adolescent boy peasant) You, where's Mistress Scott? Peasant 4 [Ned or Jack]:   You just passed her. (points to a charred stake in the ground) 

Edmund:   Oh my God! (sees Percy kneeling on the ground, holding some small bones he picked up from near a tiny stake in the ground) And what's that? 

Percy:   The, er, cat, My Lord. 

Edmund:   (calls) Does anyone know what happened? 
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Peasant 2 [Cain or Abel]:   (raises his arm) No, I don't! Peasant 4:   Me neither. I was right on the other side of town when we burned her. 

(Peasant 2 hits Peasant 4 in the back of the head.) Peasant 2:   Shh! 

Edmund:   You burned her? Why? 

Peasant 2:   (trying to act baffled) I don't know. Peasant 4:   Well, it was because she was a witch, wasn't it? Peasant 2:   Shh! 

(Peasant 2 hits Peasant 4 in the back of the head.) Edmund:   You burned Mistress Scott for being a witch? Why? (Peasant 1 and Peasant 3 arrive.) 

Peasant 4:   Can't say -- it's a secret. 

Edmund:   A secret? (puts his hands on his hips) Do you know who I am? Peasant 2:   A stranger. 

Edmund:   Oh yes, that's right. Well, tell me anyway. Peasant 2:   No, no! We can't! And I'll tell you why:   because if you'd been part of a secret committee to invite the Witchsmeller Pursuivant into town, and he'd already burnt four of your best friends, would you go telling everyone? Edmund:   No, I suppose I wouldn't. So, is it the Witchsmeller Pursuivant who burned her? 

Peasant 3:   He's guessed! 

Peasant 1:   He's clever. 

Baldrick:   They don't call him Clever Jake for nothing, you know. Edmund:   Well, they don't call me Clever Ja-- oh, I see. So what does this Witchsmeller man look like? 

Peasant 1:   No-one knows, My Lord -- no-one! 

(a dark hooded figure with glowing red eyes filters in as Peasant 3 speaks) Peasant 3:   He's a master of disguise, and he mostly appears only at night. (to the hooded figure) That's right, isn't it! 

Witchsmeller:   (for it is he) I believe so. (goes to behind Edmund) Edmund:   Ah, right, so he won't be around, now. (Witchsmeller has removed his hood) Well, let me tell you something:   If this so-called Witchsmeller burnt Mistress Scott-- 

Percy:   ...and her pussycat. 

Edmund:   ...and her pu-- be quiet, Percy. ...then there's something wrong with his nose. And I should know:   they don't call me Clever Pete for nothing. Baldrick:   (muttering) Jake, My Lord. 

Edmund:   What about him? 

Baldrick:   Clever Jake, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Where? 

Baldrick:   You are Clever Jake, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Oh yes. (??) They don't call me Clever Pete at all! They call me Clever Jake. And if I were you, and I'd asked the Witchsmeller into town, I'd kick the big-nosed bully straight out again! (to Witchsmeller) What do you say? 

Witchsmeller:   I think it's worth serious consideration. Edmund:   Well, exactly. Take Clever Tom's advice, and send him back to the madhouse he came from. Come on, boys. Put them down, Percy. (hits Percy's
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hand, causing cat bones to fly everywhere; this upsets Percy) Come on. Mistress Scott is obviously in no state to help us today. (Witchsmeller grins as Edmund and company leave) (in courtroom) 

Witchsmeller:   (has his hands crossed; one hand has `EVIL' written on the fingers; the other hand has `GOOD' written on the fingers) I have two functions: to protect the good (turns up and opens the `GOOD' hand, revealing a white egg), and to crush the evil. (turns up and opens the `EVIL' hand, revealing a brown egg) Watch! (he squeezes the eggs, but both of them break) Harry:   Fascinating! Absolutely fascinating! Erm, actually, you have crushed both eggs, you know. 

Witchsmeller:   Some that seem good sometimes proveth to be evil. (he holds up the remains of the evil egg) 

(Baldrick enters) 

Baldrick:   My lords; The Duke of Edinburgh. 

(Edmund and Percy enter) 

Harry:   Ah, Edmund! Come on in, come on in. The Witchsmeller's arrived. Edmund:   Oh yes? Old Bignose is back, is he? (Witchsmeller turns, recognising Edmund's voice. They both realise that they were the ones in the village. Edmund is very surprised.) Edmund:   Oh, hello... I'm delighted to meet you. Why, I'm one of your greatest admirers. 

Witchsmeller:   "Old Bignose is back"?? 

Edmund:   Yes. (points down the hall) Old Bignose is back. He's in a terrible state. I was talking to him just now. He's a great admirer of yours as well. Percy:   Who's this? 

Edmund:   Er (motions down the hall again), Old Bignose... (Percy just is confused; Edmund speaks again to Witchsmeller) In fact, I was hearing about your work in Taunton. Imagine that -- every single person in the village having an affair with the same duck. 

Witchsmeller:   The Duck of Taunton was a tragic circumstance. Edmund:   And I hear you very kindly burned our Mistress Scott for us. Witchsmeller:   Oh yes. (turns to Percy) And her pussycat. Edmund:   Ah, but have you found the chief witch yet? Witchsmeller:   I feel I may be very close. 

Edmund:   Ooh, get the kindling ready! Make sure that stake is well done! Harry:   Witchsmeller, my dear, if you do happen to come across someone who's a bit -- you know, um -- witchy, how do you prove him guilty? Witchsmeller:   By trial or by ordeal. 

Edmund:   Ah, the ordeal by water... 

Witchsmeller:   No, by axe. 

Edmund:   (suspecting something like that) Oh! Witchsmeller:   The suspected witch has his head placed upon a block (he pushes Edmund's neck with his sword), and an axe aimed at his neck. If the man is guilty, the axe will bounce off his neck (he bounces his sword against Edmund's neck), so we burn him; if he is not guilty, the axe will simply slice his head off (he slices his sword down; Edmund stands up straight just in time). Edmund:   What a very fair test that is. 

Witchsmeller:   Would you like to take a less violent test yourself, Your Highness, by way of demonstration? (he has brought forth a small table) 

 

59

Edmund:   How much less violent? 

Witchsmeller:   I place before the suspect a dagger and crucifix... (he does so) Harry:   Oh, how interesting! 

Witchsmeller:   The suspect is blindfolded, and if he picks up the dagger from the table, he is Satan's bedfellow. 

Harry:   Yes, Edmund, I think you should do it, eh? At least take yourself out of the running, wot! 

Lord 2:   I haven't seen your broomstick recently, Your Highness! Harry:   (to Lord 2) Oh, very good, very good! 

Edmund:   I'm not so sure about all this, you know... (Witchsmeller puts a bag over his head) 

Harry:   Oh, come on! 

(Edmund takes one final look at the dagger and knife on the table, then replaces the bag.) 

Witchsmeller:   You will all notice how it has suddenly become much darker. (he points his sword to something behind everyone, causing them to turn; he switches the knife and crucifix positions) Choose! Edmund:   (reaches down confidently and picks up the dagger) There we are! (Everyone is shocked) Lord 2:   Prince Edmund's a witch! 

Harry:   How the devil did that happen? 

(Edmund removes the bag and sees what he is holding) Witchsmeller:   (now carrying a large cross) My Lord, as I thought:   This is the source of evil in your Kingdom. This is your witch. Behold; Lucifer's brother! B-b-bl-bl-b-b-BURN THE WITCH! 

Edmund:   Yes, er, I'm not quite sure I caught the first part of that... Witchsmeller:   My Lord, and you will know the truth. Harry:   If that's what you recommend. 

Edmund:   But, Harry, you can't let him do this! [Rowan Atkinson actually flubbed this line, saying `Henry'.] 

Harry:   He is very highly thought of, you know. Edmund:   But he's a quack! 

Witchsmeller:   What did you say? 

Edmund:   "Quack"! "Quack"! "Quack"! 

Witchsmeller:   You see, My Lord, how the Duck of Taunton lives within him!!! (throws duck feathers at Edmund) 

Harry:   Yes, I'm afraid so! Let him be tried tomorrow! (Edmund burbles futilely) 

(Edmund's trial, in the castle) 

Officer:   Lords and Ladies of England, this court is summoned to adjudge the most heinous of all crimes, that of witchcraft. 

(The crowd screams; Woman 1 falls from her seat, onto the floor) Officer:   Further this day, as the accused is a Prince of the Realm. Step forward, Edmund, Duke of Edinburgh. 

(The guards make Edmund stand and takes his place; the crowd gasps) Woman 2:   Look at his hair! 

Woman 1:   His hair proves it! 

Officer:   Who will defend the accused... 

(Percy stands) 
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Officer:   ...and thus condemn himself to certain burning at the stake as a partner in Satan if the accused is found guilty? (Percy sits, acting quite interested in his book and quill) Baldrick:   Lord Percy will defend His Royal Highness. (motions at Percy to stand) Percy:   Oh, yes, yes, me, sorry, yes... Hello... 

Witchsmeller:   (arriving, carrying a Bible) Witch! (The crowd gasps) 

Witchsmeller:   Witch!! 

(The crowd gasps) 

Witchsmeller:   (now in front of Percy) WITCH!!! (The crowd cheers) 

Woman 2:   Look at his hair! 

Woman 1:   His hair proves it! 

Witchsmeller:   (to Harry) My Lord, will you force us to listen to the pleadings of a man who may be a witch himself? 

(The crowd gasps) 

Harry:   You know, you're absolutely right. Yes, well, that concludes the case for the defence. Thank you, Lord Percy. Let the prosecutor begin. Witchsmeller:   Prince Edmund, are you a Christian? Edmund:   Yes, of course I am. 

Witchsmeller:   Can you say the Lord's Prayer? Edmund:   Well, yes -- I can say it backwards if you like! Witchsmeller:   CONFESSION! 

(The crowd cheers) 

Witchsmeller:   Now, Edmund, I believe you have a pussycat... Edmund:   Yes. 

Witchsmeller:   Ohh! 

(The crow `Ohh's) 

Witchsmeller:   It's name is Bubbles? 

Edmund:   Right. 

Witchsmeller:   Yes, or, to give it its full name, Beelzebubbles!!! (The crowd screams; Woman 1 falls off her seat, to the floor) Witchsmeller:   Do you deny that you were seen, on the Feast of St. Jacob the Turgid, speaking to this little cat Bubbles? 

Edmund:   Well, of course I deny it! 

Witchsmeller:   Ah, but the chambermaid Mary heard you say, and I quote, "Hello, little Bubbles, would you like some milk?" Edmund:   Well, I might have said that! 

Witchsmeller:   Ah!!! 

(The crowd `Ah's) 

Witchsmeller:   And what did you mean by it? 

Edmund:   Well, I meant, would the cat like some milk. Witchsmeller:   Milk? What did you mean by `milk'? Edmund:   I meant milk! Bloody milk!!! 

Witchsmeller:   BLOODY MILK!!! It was a mixture of milk and blood! Edmund:   No, no, just milk! 

Witchsmeller:   Ah, blood was to come later! 

Edmund:   (pleading) There wasn't any blood! 

Witchsmeller:   SO YOU HAD TO MAKE DO WITH MILK!!! 
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(the crowd screams and cheers; Percy leans back in his chair, defeated) Witchsmeller:   I (??), My Lord, you have a horse called Black Satin? Edmund:   Yes. 

Witchsmeller:   Yes, and do you confess than on the thirtieth day of (Norris time?) you did say to this horse Black Satin, and I quote, "Satin, would you like some carrots?" 

Edmund:   Well, I might have done -- he likes carrots. Witchsmeller:   Carrots? 

Edmund:   (suspicious of the question) Yes, carrots... Witchsmeller:   But, ladies and gentlemen, we all know that carrots are the Devil's favourite food! 

Percy:   (stands) No! No, we don't. If the Devil likes carrots, why isn't mentioned in the Bible, then? Why doesn't it say, "And He took the Lord up to the top of an high mountain and offered Him a carrot"? Edmund:   Yes, why isn't "Thou shalt not eat carrots" in the Ten Commandments? 

Witchsmeller:   IT IS! 

(The crowd cheers) 

Witchsmeller:   (opening his Bible) The Ten Commandments of Jeremoth, in the Appendix o the Apocrypha:   "And the Lord said unto the children of Bedinibott, `Neither shalt thou eat the fruit of the tree that is known as the Carrot Tree'." 

Baldrick:   Carrots don't grow on trees! 

Witchsmeller:   Oh really? And how did you get to know so much about carrots, eh? 

(The crowd laughs) 

Witchsmeller:   WITCH! 

(The crowd gasps) 

Witchsmeller:   (dramatically) My Lord, I call my first witness! (The crowd cheers) 

(Later, the witness is on the stand. He is Edmund's horse, Black Satin.) Witchsmeller:   Now, Satin, just relax. You're among friends. Good. Now, tell me, in your own words:   Did you, Satin, on certain nights last Gareth's? tide, indulge -- albeit, I accept, in all innocence -- infrenzied, naked, and obscene Satanic orgies with your master, known to you as the Great Grumbleduke? Edmund:   What? 

Witchsmeller:   Silence, Grumbleduke! Satin, you're not replying. (to Harry) He's not replying, My Lord. Are we to assume this horse has something to hide? 

Edmund:   Either that or he can't talk. 

Witchsmeller:   A likely story. Black Satin, known in the Hierarchy of Evil as Black Satin the Loquacious, are you or are you not the servant of Satan? (The crowd screams; Black Satin whinnies) 

Harry:   I'm sorry, I didn't quite catch that. Was that a yea or a nay? Witchsmeller:   It was a neigh, My Lord, but I don't believe a word of it. I call for a recess. He may think he controls us, but we have ways of making him talk! (The crowd cheers) (Later, Edmund, Percy and Baldrick are in a cell. The Queen is outside of it.) Queen:   Well, I suppose this is what comes of being a witch. Edmund:   Mother, I'm not a witch! 
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Queen:   Oh, Edmund, you always were a bit of a fibber. Edmund:   Mother, I beg of you:   use whatever power you have to help me. Queen:   I haven't had any power for years, you know. Edmund:   But Father's sick! You must do something, otherwise... Queen:   Otherwise what? 

Edmund:   Well, otherwise, I'll be burnt! 

Queen:   Ah, yes, this would be a pity. 

Edmund:   Well, thanks. 

Queen:   I'll see if I can sort out something. (leaves) Percy:   My Lord, I had an idea how to get out of this. Edmund:   Yes? 

Percy:   Send for all the greatest lawyers in the land, and they could save you! Edmund:   Brilliant! Contact them at once. 

Percy:   I've already done it, My Lord! (holds up some pages of paper) Edmund:   Oh, Percy, thank you! Are those the letters? Percy:   (a bit reluctant) Er, yes... 

Edmund:   Read them. 

Percy:   (more reluctant) Very well. Erm, this is from Robert Wyatt in Somerset: (reads) "What you ask is against reason and God. I spit on you and your master, and look forward to passing water over both your graves at a later date." 

Edmund:   Yes... (looks at another one, held by Baldrick) What does that one say? 

Baldrick:   It's from John Watts. 

Edmund:   Oh, `Stinker' Watts! 

Baldrick:   (reads; although Percy puts forward a hand as though he'd rather it wasn't read) "Dear Percy; I remember being at school with Prince Edmund and yourself, and so was very interested by your letter. Edmund:   Yes? 

Baldrick:   "May you both die horribly. Yours, John Watts." Edmund:   Oh no, I'm doomed! 

Baldrick:   Wait a moment, My Lord! I have a cunning plan that cannot fail! Edmund:   Oh! What is it? 

Baldrick:   Well-- 

(The guards, Soft and Anon, come into the foreground) Soft:   My wife was wondering whether you'd like to come round for dinner tonight. 

Anon:   No, thanks. 

Soft:   Why not? 

Anon:   Well, the food tastes like manure, and, frankly, I find you both very boring. 

Soft:   Oh, fair enough. How about next Thursday, then? Anon:   Er, yeah, that's lovely, yeah. About half eight? Soft:   Yeah, I'll be there. 

(Baldrick has finished telling his plan) 

Edmund:   Brilliant! (laughs, shakes Baldrick's hand) Well done, Baldrick! Very cunning! You may capture the eagle, but you cannot clip its wings! (The guards chat some more) 

Soft:   By the way, how's that eagle of yours? 
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Anon:   Oh, fine, fine. Mind you, I had a bit of trouble to start with, but, now I've clipped its wings, no problem! 

Soft:   Glad to hear it. 

(As the guards separate again, Edmund goes to the bars.) Edmund:   Tomorrow, I shall not be so meek! (laughs in his silly evil way) (at the trial again; everyone is booing and hissing and Edmund and company, but Edmund sneers back, Percy raspberries back, and Baldrick spits back) Witchsmeller:   (holding a page of paper) My Lord, unhappily, the horse, blessed Satin the Confessor, who was to have been our first witness today... Harry:   Yes? 

Witchsmeller:   ...cannot be with us. 

Harry:   Oh dear. 

Witchsmeller:   However, before he died-- 

Edmund:   You bastard! 

Witchsmeller:   ...he did make this signed confession. I'll read it to you. "I, Black Satin, confess that my former master, Edmund, is the servant of Satan... (The crowd gasps) 

Witchsmeller:   "...and I spoke to him on the matter frequently... (The crowd `Ooh's) 

Witchsmeller:   "...over a gallon" -- a gallon! -- "...a gallon of stableboy's blood"! (he turns the paper to display that, below the letter, there is a horseshoe print and splattered blood on the page) 

(The crowd screams) 

Witchsmeller:   (??), My Lord, this turgid, horrid, nasty and most evil case draws to an end. I call my last witness! 

(The crowd cheers) 

Edmund:   Oh yes, and what is it; a cow? a talkative badger? an easily bribed ant? 

Witchsmeller:   I call Jane Firkettle! 

(The crowd cheers as the old woman takes the stand) Witchsmeller:   Now, Mrs. Firkettle, can you see that man standing over there? Firkettle:   Which? 

Witchsmeller:   (as though she said `witch') That's him... Firkettle:   'course I recognize him! (waves cutely at Edmund and kisses the air) 

Edmund:   She's seen me on a coin. 

Witchsmeller:   And have you or have you not committed sins of the flesh with him? 

Firkettle:   I have... 

Edmund:   You must be joking! 

Firkettle:   ...to my deepest shame. 

Edmund:   And mine! I mean, look at her! 

Witchsmeller:   Can you describe these foul deeds? Firkettle:   After we had just kissed once, he transformed into a wild animal! (The crowd gasps) 

Edmund:   Or perhaps I do remember you... 

Witchsmeller:   Anything else? 

Firkettle:   Yes, My Lord. Three months later, I was great with child. Edmund:   Oh, for God's sake... 

Witchsmeller:   You bore him a son. 
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Firkettle:   I did -- my little Johnny! 

Witchsmeller:   Can you see this son of Satan anywhere in this court? (The crowd looks about at each other -- one of them is a man bright red with a pointed black beard and horns; Witchsmeller holds a white poodle in Firkettle's line of sight.) Firkettle:   (points) Yes, that's him! 

Witchsmeller:   I give you John Grumbleduke!!! (holds the poodle up high) (The crowd screams) 

Lord 1:   His hair gives him away! 

Edmund:   Oh, come on -- he doesn't look the slightest bit like me. Witchsmeller:   My Lord, we have three proofs of witchcraft:   a cat that drinks blood, a horse that talks, and a man who propagate poodles!!! (The crowd murmurs excitedly as Witchsmeller falls to the floor in his passion.) Witchsmeller:   These men must burn! These men must burn! (Harry turns to the other members of the tribunal, nodding; the crowd, led by the Officer, chants "Burn!" Then Harry sees the Officer getting into the crowd's excitement and looks at him a bit sternly, and mouths something [I can't figure out what].) Officer:   Silence for the Prince of Wales. 

Harry:   (stands) The verdict of this court is that the accused are found guilty of witchcraft. 

(The crowd cheers) 

Harry:   The maximum penalty that the law allows is that you be burned to death. 

(The crowd cheers; Edmund and company are conspicuously not worried) Harry:   However, in view of your previous good background, I am disposed to be lenient. 

(The crowd boos) 

Harry:   Therefore, I sentence you to be burned alive. (The crowd cheers; Edmund is a bit surprised that is lenient) Harry:   Do you have anything to say? 

Percy:   (cocky) Well, yes, actually, I'd quite like to say-- Edmund:   Shut up, Percy! 

Harry:   And you, Grumbleduke? 

Edmund:   Yes:   NOW! 

(Edmund and company jump; the crowd is agape; Edmund and company land outside the throne room) 

Edmund:   Brilliant, Baldrick! How you managed that, I'll never know. (They're a bit disoriented as to where to go. Baldrick starts down the hall, but Percy points to the door across the anteroom) 

Percy:   Quick, here! 

(The run through the door, into the throne room -- but the camera view remains in the anteroom. The King is heard yelling and slashing with his sword. The guards appear in the anteroom just as Baldrick, Percy and Edmund rush out of the throne room. Behind them, King has his sword drawn.) King:   You Turkish pigs! (goes back inside) Edmund:   Percy... 

Percy:   Sorry. 
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(Outside the castle, the stake is being prepared. A sign reads:   "Public execution  by Burning  Friday August 11 / Indoors If Wet") (back in the jail cell; Edmund and company are bald, each also wearing a ball-and-chain. Baldrick touches Edmund, with a plan; Edmund rushes to the bars to talk to the guards, who find what he says very boring, even laughable) Edmund:   Look, erm, you two, you wouldn't perhaps consider, for a pretty hefty reward, perhaps letting us-- 

Soft:   ...escape... 

Edmund:   ...by dressing up as washer women... \ > Soft and Anon:   ...washer women... / 

Edmund:   ...and carrying us out in three large wicker laundry baskets? \ > Soft and Anon:   ...three large wicker laundry baskets... / Edmund:   No, I suppose not. (goes back into the cell) Soft:   (to Anon) Here comes the wife. 

(The guards stand to attention. Anon opens the cell door for Edmund's wife --Princess Leia, a child of about six years -- and his mother, the Queen.) Leia:   Hello, Edmund. 

Edmund:   Hello dear... 

Leia:   (giggles) You look funny! 

Edmund:   Yes -- I've had all my hair cut off. 

Leia:   Oh yes, that's it. 

Edmund:   Look, there's no news of a reprieve, is there? Leia:   Oh, no -- everyone's really looking forward to it. Hello, boys. Percy and Baldrick:   Good morning, Your Majesty... Leia:   I have to go to my room, which isn't fair, but, in fact... (steps forward, leans closer to them) Edmund, Percy and Baldrick:   (excited) Yes? 

Leia:   I think I might even get a better view from the window! Edmund:   (disappointed, naturally) Oh, great... Leia:   Well, I think I better be going. (turns to leave, but Queen mouths to her, "Don't forget (something)," so she turns back) Oh yes -- your mummy asked me to give you this. (holds out a bag) Edmund:   (excited again, eagerly tries to take out what's inside) Oh great! What is it; a knife? a file? a small bucket of water? Leia:   No, silly! It's a dolly. 

Edmund:   (finally pulls it out of the bag; looks at it; is once more disappointed) So it is. Yes it is. Great, great. It's just what we needed. Leia:   Goodbye, Edmund. (she and Queen begin to walk out) Edmund:   Goodbye, dear. (surprised that his mother isn't saying a last goodbye) Mother! 

Queen:   Yes? Oh -- bye bye, dear. 

(later, outside; Witchsmeller is carrying the large cross, chanting "Burn the witch!" to excite the crowd as Edmund, Percy and Baldrick are carried in on wooden racks behind him; Witchsmeller stands by the waiting kindling, where Harry is standing, while the trio is put against the stake) Harry:   I suppose, really, this must be one of the most difficult parts of the job for you. 

Witchsmeller:   (disinterested) Yes. 

Harry:   And for the witch, as well. 

Witchsmeller:   Of course. (takes the torch out of the kindling) 
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(The crowd cheers) 

Baldrick:   My Lord, I have a cunning plan. 

Edmund:   Oh, sod off, Baldrick! I think I might be able to stall him. Witchsmeller:   Well, Grumbleduke, your time has come. Do you wish to confess? 

Edmund:   No. 

Witchsmeller:   Very well. (bends down to start the fire) Edmund:   Er, no, sorry -- yes! Yes, I do, in fact! Witchsmeller:   CONFESSION!! 

(The crowd cheers) 

Edmund:   I should like to confess, in front of God and this -- rather small --crowd, that I have, occasionally, done things wrong. Witchsmeller:   Be more specific. 

Edmund:   Er, well, I have erred and strayed like a lost ox-- Witchsmeller:   Sheep! 

Edmund:   er, sheep; I have coveted my father's adultery... Witchsmeller:   Get on with it! 

Edmund:   I have not honored my neighbor's ass... Witchsmeller:   Oh, light the fires!!! 

Edmund:   I'm a witch! I'm a witch! 

Percy:   Me too! Me too! 

(The crowd cheers) 

(Later, the fire is blazing; the crowd is chanting "Burn! Burn! Burn!") Edmund:   Oh, damn -- I'm not even comfortable. (he drops the doll into the fire; it is of a hooded figure with bright red eyes carrying a large cross) Witchsmeller:   (suddenly dropping the torch) Agh! How fast this heat travels! (shields himself from the fire with his cloak) Harry:   Yes, it is a touch warm, isn't it. 

(The doll is beginning to smoke, as is Witchsmeller) Witchsmeller:   I feel as if I am on fire! 

Harry:   I know -- I'm rather regretting my choice of undergarments, as well. (Witchsmeller's cross suddenly catches fire) 

Witchsmeller:   I'm burning! I'm burning! I'm burning! (The doll catches aflame, as does Witchsmeller) Harry:   Yes, but I expect you're jolly glad of that cloak in the winter. (Witchsmeller staggers around, on fire) Harry:   (finally noticing) Good lord! 

(Witchsmeller screams as he's burned to death. The flames around Edmund, Percy and Baldrick go in reverse, then their bonds break.) Edmund:   Well done, Baldrick! 

Percy:   Yes, that was a close shave. (he runs his hand across his shaven head) Thank you, Baldrick. 

(Baldrick shrugs, baffled) 

(In the castle, the King enters the anteroom feeling fine. He stretches and rests his sword on his shoulder. Queen is doing some knitting; Leia watches what's going on outside) 

King:   'morning, my love. 

Queen:   Ah, 'morning, dear. 

King:   (chuckles happily) 'morning, Princess. 

Leia:   Good morning. 
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King:   What's going on out there? 

Leia:   Well, Uncle Harry was going to burn Edmund alive, when (???) came along-- 

Queen:   Darling, shh shh shh. (to King) Nothing, my dear -- it's all sorted out now. 

King:   Oh, good, good... 

(Queen winks and twitches her nose. Sparkles fly out of her eyes. Leia looks on in surprise. The Black Adder logo comes from her mouth as the closing theme begins.) 

[CLOSING CREDITS] 

(that night, Edmund, Percy and Baldrick walk through the castle gate, still bald) 

Percy:   I said he shouldn't have burnt that cat! (Edmund thwaps him on the cheek) 

 

Episode 6 - "The Black Seal"

Intro:   Many are the tales told of the Black Adder and of his faithful henchmen Lord Percy Percy and Baldrick son of Robin the Dung-Gatherer, but none is told so oft, with so much hitting of heads with wonder and repeating of exciting parts as this the final chapter in the book of The Black Adder. [Start Credits Roll] 

Narrator:   England 1498, St Junipers Day on which the King would lavish new honors upon his kinfolk. 

[Scene :   The court of Richard IV] 

King Richard :   St Juniper once said, "By his loins shall ye know him and by the length of his rod shall he be measured." The length of my rod is a mystery to all but the Queen, and a thousand Turkish hoards, but the fruits of my loins are here for all to see. I have two sons, Henry and .... another one. Step forward, Harry, Prince of Wales. 

[Harry approaches and prostrates himself in front of his father] King Richard:   Harry, I hereby name thee, captain of the Guard, Grand Warden of the Northern and Eastern Marches, Chief Lunatic of the Duchy of Gloucester, Viceroy of Wales, Sheriff of Nottingham, Marquis of the Midlands, Lord Hoe-Maker in ordinary and Harbinger of the Doomed-Rat. Step forward, the other one. 

[Edmund approaches and prostrates himself on the step below Richard] King Richard:   Till now thy titles have been but few, Duke of Edinburgh and Warden of the Royal Privvies. 

Edmund Black Adder:   Just so my lord. 

King Richard:   We thank thee Egbert for thy work in Edinburgh, know now that we do relieve thee of thy heavy task and give the Dukedom to our lord cousin Hastings. (aside) Many Happy Returns Tom. Thus have I discharged the duties of Juniper. Chiswick, fresh horses. We ride at once to rebellious Stoke where it is my sworn intent to approach the city walls bare my broad buttocks and shout "Behold. I honor thee most highly" 

< Fanfare and cheers > 

[Court empties leaving Edmund, Percy and Baldrick] 
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Percy:   Well, it could have been worse my lord. Baldrick:   Yeah, for a moment there I thought you were going to lose the Privies. 

Edmund [rising from the stairs] :   No. It will not do. Percy:   No you're right my lord it won't. 

Edmund I must clear away the chaff from my life and let shine forth the true wheat of greatness. 

P [Looking at Baldrick] :   Do it at once my lord. Edmund:   Very well. Percy ... you're dismissed from my service. P [Points at Baldrick]:   Ha ha ha.... who me why? Edmund:   Because Percy, far from being a fit consort for a Prince of the Realm, you would bore the leggings off a village idiot. You ride a horse rather less well than another horse would, your brain would make a grain of sand look large and ungainly and the part of you that can't be mentioned, I am reliably informed by women around the court, wouldn't be worth mentioning even if it could be. If you put on a floppy hat and a furry codpiece you might just get by as a fool, but, since you wouldn't know a joke if it got up and gave you a haircut, I doubt it. That is why you're dismissed. 

Percy:   Oh I see. 

Edmund:   And as for you Baldrick... 

Baldrick:   Yes my lord? 

Edmund:   You're out too. 

Baldrick:   Fair enough. 

Narrator:   So Edmund spurned his friends and began his quest for glory. [Scene :   Edmund on horse led by Baldrick to castle gates] Edmund:   Well, I expect you'll go back to shoveling dung in the gutter where I found you? 

Baldrick:   Nah, shouldn't think so. 

Edmund:   No? 

Baldrick:   No. It took me years to get that job, I'll probably be back milking pigs or mucking out the lepers. 

Edmund:   Really? 

Baldrick:   Yeah, it'll be years before I get back to shoveling dung again. [Edmund rides away. Baldrick watches wiping a dew drop from his nose] Caption :   100 yards later 

[Edmund nearly runs over an old man] 

Edmund:   Get out of my way. 

Old Man:   Going on a journey my lord? 

Edmund:   No, I thought I'd stand here all day and talk to you. Old Man:   You'll be needing someone to tend your horse then? Edmund:   No and even if I did I wouldn't take you. I mean look at you. What is your profession? 

[The Old man removes two handkerchiefs from his tunic and proceeds to dance waving them about] 

Edmund:   Oh my God a retired Morris Dancer, that's all I need. Well if you can keep up you can come. 

Caption:   Thus did Edmund set forth into England ... [Edmund mounted on black horse galloping across the countryside.] Caption:   ... with his rather irritating old servant. 
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[ The Old Man gallops past at about twice the speed of Edmund, mounted on a donkey] 

Caption:   And so the Black Adder scoured the land to search out the six other Most Evil Men in the kingdom. 

[ An English country road through a wood. A lone rider approaches Edmund and the Old Man who sit, waiting, in a clearing. Three black hooded riders ambush the lone rider before he reaches the clearing] Caption:   Sir Wilfred Death. 

Edmund (retreating into the wood) :   Oh my God an ambush! Ambusher #1 (In an Irish accent):   Sir Wilfred Death, your tyranny is now at an end. Prepare to be hung by your codlings from that tree. [ He points his sword towards a nearby tree] 

Sir Wilfred Death:   Never! 

[ Edmund and the Old Man watch a melee from behind some trees, sounds of a conflict ring out for about six seconds. Pan back to ambush site where Sir Wilfred Death is walking away from the tree where the three riders hang, groaning, upside down, strung by their codlings. Edmund approaches Wilfred.] 

Edmund:   Sir Wilfred Death. 

Wilfred Death:   Edmund. 

[They shake hands.] 

Edmund:   I'm looking for some men to take over the kingdom. Wilfred Death:   How many have you got so far? [Edmund holds up one finger. Wilfred replies with the reversed victory sign invented by British archers at Agincourt to signify that they hadn't been taken prisoner by the French, now commonly used as a visual expletive.] Caption:   Three-Fingered Pete. 

[ Two archers standing at the edge of the woods ] Three-Fingered Pete:   So we are agreed. He who wins takes the horse [He indicates to a nearby steed] 

Both :   Aye. 

Three-Fingered Pete:   There is our mark. [Indicates an archery target] You shoot first. 

[ The other bowman nocks an arrow and shoots hitting the target squarely in the center] 

Three-Fingered Pete:   That's good... so good in fact.... I'm going to have to ... [ Three-Fingered Pete shoots the other archer dead] Three-Fingered Pete:   ...cheat. 

[Edmund and Wilfred have been watching in the distance] Edmund (Shouting):   Three-Fingered Pete ! 

[Edmund and Wilfred approach. In close up Edmund holds three fingers aloft] Caption:   Guy de Glastonbury 

[A carriage travels through the countryside, it is stopped by a lone rider, Guy de Glastonbury] 

Guy de Glastonbury:   Good evening... and surrender. Your money or your life. Merchant on carriage:   Here take it [He gives Guy a purse] It's all the money I have. 

Guy de Glastonbury:   Thank you. 

Merchant:   Now let me pass. 
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Guy de Glastonbury (Aside):   Damn ! (To the merchant) I'm always doing this. Did I say "Your money or your life"? 

Merchant:   You did. 

Guy de Glastonbury:   Sorry, slip of the tongue, your money and your life. [Guy shoots the merchant with a single-handed crossbow] Guy de Glastonbury:   Sorry. 

[He walks his horse to the front of the carriage] Guy de Glastonbury (To Driver):   Thanks Ned. See you Thursday. [The driver waves as Guy trots away to where Edmund, Wilfred and Pete await him] 

Wilfred Death:   Guy. 

Guy de Glastonbury:   Wilfred. 

Wilfred Death:   Now what we need... is a real bastard. Three-Fingered Pete:   Sean, the Irish Bastard. 

[ A dark street in a town, a merchant walks nervously along it, glancing behind him periodically. A shadowy figure follows him dodging in and out of doorways so as to avoid being seen. The shadowy figure accidentally stabs a house with his dagger. Two blind beggars stand to one side of the street with their begging bowls. ] 

Beggar #1 [Kane]:   Pity the blind kind sir. 

[The merchant walks past ignoring the beggars. The shadowy figure, Sean, the Irish Bastard scabbards his dagger and approaches the beggars stealthily. Carefully Sean steals the content of the begging bowls and slips back into the shadows] 

Caption:   Sean, the Irish Bastard. 

Beggar #2 [Abel]:   'ere. Business is quiet this morning. Kane:   Aye, everyone's gone to lunch I think. 

[Wilfred, Edmund et al. block Sean's escape up a stairway] Wilfred Death:   Sean. 

[ The five sit on horses atop a hill, Each member of the group is pictured holding five fingers aloft. Edmund, Guy de Glastonbury, Sean the Irish Bastard, Sir Wilfred Death, finally Three-Fingered Pete holds up three fingers.] [ A forest clearing. A monk, a farmer and a young girl stand with some horses] Farmer:   Friar, I fear greatly for her chastity. 

Friar Bellows:   Alas, such is the way of the world. The sweetest rose too often is... [He looks longingly at the girl] ... plucked too soon. Caption:   Friar Bellows. 

Farmer:   Yes... I wondered if you would take her while I'm gone? [ Friar Bellows takes another longing look at the girl] Friar Bellows:   Yes. The answer is yes. 

[Yet another lustful look] 

Friar Bellows (almost sinisterly):   I shall..... 

[ Behind some bushes the Friar and girl are lying with her dress around her waist and the friar between her legs. The five watch with some amusement] Wilfred Death:   Friar Bellows? 

[Sean, the Irish Bastard removes a cork from a bottle [FX of cork popping]] Wilfred Death:   Doing the Lords work? 

Friar Bellows:   I was just ministering extreme unction. [The rest laugh] 

[ The six ride across the top of a rise] 
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Edmund:   Who shall be our seventh? Wilfred? Wilfred Death:   Why, need I say more? Jack 

[[FX Deathly chord] The other five look worried] Guy de Glastonbury:   Not mad bully-boy Jack, the grave robbing assassin of Aldwich? 

Wilfred Death:   No. 

Three-Fingered Pete:   Then crazed animal Jack, the cattle rustling cannibal from Sutton-Coalfield? 

Wilfred Death:   Ha ha... no. 

Sean, the Irish Bastard:   Then your mans sane Jack O'Hooligan the man-hating goat-murderer of Dingle Bay. 

Wilfred Death:   No. 

Friar Bellows:   Surely not Canon Jack Smollett senior arch-deacon of the Dioses of St Bothar, the entrail-eating heretic of Bath and Wells? Wilfred Death:   No. I'm talking of unspeakably violent Jack, the bull-buggering beast-killer of no-fixed-abode. 

[[An even deadlier chord] All look even more worried] Edmund:   Are you sure he's the sort of chap we're looking for? Wilfred Death:   Yes, [He point down the hill] and here he comes. [ A giant is walking up the hill towards them] 

Caption:   Jack Large. 

[ A dwarf appears from behind the giant hitting at his legs. The giant weathers this for a short while before picking the little fellow up to eye-level] Giant:   What do you think you're doing? 

Wilfred Death (Shouting from the hill):   Are you with us Jack? Dwarf (Shouting back to Wilfred):   Aye. 

[The dwarf butts the giant knocking him cold and both fall to the ground] [Edmund holds up seven fingers, he is giggling in the manner only he can] [The six Most Evil Men are pictured around a central picture of Edmund riding. Edmund falls off his horse into the snow] 

[ The Old Man is sitting with seven horses and his donkey outside a pub. ] Jack Large (From inside the pub):   ... so I kissed her on the left buttock. [Drunken laughter issues from the pub. Inside the seven are seated around a table covered with empty goblets and spilled wine and food. ] Edmund (To Jack):   So, tell me Jack what is your second name? Jack Large:   Large, Jack Large. 

Edmund (amused):   Ha. Then in our band you shall be known as "Large Jack". [Jack spits out his mouthful of beer and looks accusingly at Edmund] Jack Large:   Why? 

Edmund (nervously):   Well... because you are so little. Jack Large:   Why not "Little Jack" then? 

Edmund:   Well, because "Large Jack" is more amusing. Others:   Is it? 

Edmund:   Very well then "Little Jack". 

[All rise weapons pointed at Edmund in a threatening manner] Jack Large:   You wish to mock my size? 

Edmund:   No no no no no, no of course not.... erm... Innkeeper some more beer! Six large beers... 

[Cheers from Wilfred and co.] [ He looks to Jack who is staring menacingly at him] 

 

72

Edmund:   ... and another large beer. 

[All cheer] 

Edmund:   Let us then go on to the plan. 

Others:   The plan, the plan...... 

Friar Bellows:   But first a motto for our enterprise. "Blessed are the meek, for they shall be slaughtered" 

[The others rise, weapons drawn and make for the door cheering] Edmund:   Wait you've forgotten the plan. 

Three-Fingered Pete:   I thought that was the plan. Sean, the Irish Bastard:   Lets get those meek bastards, now. [All cheer] 

Edmund:   QUIET! 

Wilfred Death:   Who wants quiet? I want chaos!!! [All cheer again] 

Jack Large:   And slaughter !!! 

[More cheers] 

Three-Fingered Pete:   And flowers !!!! 

Others:   Yeah... huh? 

Three-Fingered Pete:   Mercilessly crushed under-foot. [Cheers] 

Friar Bellows:   Silence. 

All (returning to their seats):   Silence, ssshhh, silence..... Guy de Glastonbury:   Silence, for the word of the Lord. Friar Bellows:   For Christ's sake lets hear the plan. All:   The plan, the plan.... 

Edmund:   Very well, the plan is simple. 

Wilfred Death (still carried away with the camaraderie):   I thought it was cunning. 

ALL:   Down with the plan. 

Edmund:   Well..... it's cunning in its simplicity. Tonight, I ride for home... Wilfred Death:   I say strike now while the iron is hot. Edmund:   But it isn't hot. 

Wilfred Death:   Isn't it? 

Edmund:   No it's just warming up, but, when it is hot, we will strike. Sean, the Irish Bastard:   What? Are we going to have to wait till summer? Edmund:   No, no when the iron is hot. 

Three-Fingered Pete:   What iron? 

Edmund:   Never mind, we are all agreed. I shall send for you all. Friar Bellows:   How? 

Edmund:   Well... by a message, a sign. 

Guy de Glastonbury:   What sort of sign? 

Edmund:   Well, something black probably. 

Jack Large:   Black pudding? 

Edmund:   Not quite. 

Three-Fingered Pete:   A messenger... with the Black Death perhaps? Edmund:   Yes, that's better. 

Friar Bellows:   He means to kill us ! 

[All rise to attack Edmund again] 

Edmund:   No, no, I mean a messenger with black.... hair. Wilfred Death:   Ahhhh, a black-headed messenger. 
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All:   Aye. 

Edmund:   And when he comes to you, drop whatever you are doing and speed with all haste to Jasper's tavern. 

Sean, the Irish Bastard:   Ah, I know it well. How is old Jasper these days? Three-Fingered Pete:   Dead. 

Jack Large:   How? 

Friar Bellows:   I killed him. 

[Cheers again] 

Edmund:   From there I shall take you to the castle where we shall capture the King, and the Queen and the Prince. 

[More cheers] 

Edmund:   and then I will say to them [He rises] "The kingdom of Albion is ours, you are doomed to lives of exile. Get out!" Three-Fingered Pete:   Exile? 

Edmund (Proudly):   Yeeesss, exile. For life. 

Guy de Glastonbury:   Why don't we just... kill them? Edmund (upset):   Well, I suppose we could kill them. [All rise and make for the door shouting "Kill them"] Edmund:   Wait till I send the sign. 

Sean, the Irish Bastard:   If I get a messenger with black-heads all over him, I'll kill the ugly bastard. 

Wilfred Death [with dagger to Edmunds throat]:   How do we know it isn't a trap? 

Edmund:   Because the Black Adder gives you his word. Wilfred Death:   We want your word not this Black Adder fellow's. Edmund (hurt):   But I am the Black Adder. 

Wilfred Death:   Oh I see. 

Edmund:   And when all is don, the Black Seal shall rule England. [Cheers] 

Edmund [Climbing onto the table]:   We few, we happy few, we band of ruthless bastards. 

[Cheers] 

Edmund:   All for one.... 

Others:   And each man for himself. 

[They leave, cheering.] 

[A woodland clearing at night, Edmund and the Old Man sit around a camp fire near their steeds. Both are laughing] 

Old Man:   You're in a merry mood my lord. 

Edmund:   Yes. No-one can stop me now. 

Old Man:   No-one? 

Edmund:   No no-one.... except perhaps.... no not even him. Old Man:   And who might that be my lord? 

Edmund:   Well there was a man, Philip of Burgundy, known to his enemies as, "The Hawk". We were deadly childhood rivals, although, of course, in those days he was known as "The Thrush", but no-ones heard of him for years. Well, come on, lets go we've got work to do. 

Old Man:   (From out of shot)[His voice has deepened and is more booming] Not so fast Edinburgh. This "Hawk" did he look something like this? [ The old man transforms into a much larger man] Edmund:   Erm... no, not really. 
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[Philip of Burgundy removes his false eyebrows] Edmund:   Oh my God, Philip of Burgundy. 

Philip of Burgundy:   Known to my enemies as... [Fanfare] [He dons a peaked cap with a feather in it] Phillip of Burgundy:   ..."The Hawk" 

Edmund:   ...but your horse used to be a huge brown.... [Huge Brown horse enters shot] 

Edmund:   Oh yes, that's the one. Well its been very good to see you... erm ... Phil. 

[Edmund makes to leave. Phillip of Burgundy steps on the toes of one of his shoes] 

Phillip of Burgundy:   This time not fast enough. Edmund:   What do you want with me? 

Phillip of Burgundy:   I'll tell you later 

[He hits Edmund on the head with a hammer] 

[Manic Laughter] 

[ A dungeon. Phillip forces Edmund into the cell] Phillip of Burgundy:   I return at last after fifteen years. Edmund:   And what have you been up to? 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Waiting, plotting, nurturing my hatred and planning my revenge. 

Edmund:   Ah, so you've kept yourself busy. 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Yes, fifteen years of living in France teaches a man to hate. Fifteen years of wearing perfume, fifteen years of eating frogs, fifteen years of saying "Pardon" and all because of you. Edmund:   But surely the scenery. 

Phillip of Burgundy:   I never went outside. I couldn't stand the smell. Edmund:   What has all this got to do with me? Phillip of Burgundy:   Because Edmund its going to take you fifteen years... to die! 

Edmund:   Fifteen years? 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Yes. 

Edmund:   How? 

Phillip of Burgundy:   I think it would be more amusing if you found out for yourself. Let us just say that it has something to do with snails. [He opens a panel in the wall to reveal several snails and then starts to leave the cell] 

Edmund:   Oh my God, where are you going? 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Why to kill the royal family and claim the throne that isn't mine by right. 

[He exits ... later Edmund is still in the cell] 

Edmund:   Dear Lord, who made all the birds and the bees, and the snails, presumably, please help me, a little animal in my despair. I have been a sinner but from now on I intend to follow the path of the Saints, particularly the very religious ones. In the name of the Father, the Son and of the Holy Ghost, Amen. 

Voice (from aside):   Amen. 

Edmund:   What? 

Voice:   Amen I said. I'm sorry did I get it wrong? [A scruffy prisoner approaches Edmund] I haven't heard that word in twenty years you see. 

 

75

Edmund:   Who are you? I didn't realize I had company. Prisoner:   Oh "company", I haven't heard that word for twenty years either, or "realize", I'd completely forgotten. "Realize". 

Edmund:   Oh no, you're not mad are you? 

Mad Gerald:   Yes I'm very mad thank you. Maaad. That's a word I know. I say that every day. I say, "Good morning Mad Gerald, how are you today?", and then I say, "I'm completely mad today thank you", and then I say, "Oh so there's not much change there then is there Gerald?", and I say, "No, well you'd be mad to expect any wouldn't you?", then I say, "But I am mad. I'm Mad Gerald....". 

Edmund (cutting in):   QUIET. Sh 

Mad Gerald:   Ssshhh 

Edmund:   Look this may seem a stupid question... Mad Gerald:   Question yes. 

Edmund:   ... but you wouldn't know if there's a way out of here would you? Mad Gerald:   A way out. Ha ha ha ha ha. Ha ha ha ha ha ..... [He continues] Caption:   12 Months Later. 

[Edmund is sitting next to a skeleton, Mad Gerald s still laughing in the distance getting nearer] 

Mad Gerald:   .... Ha ha ha ha ha. Ha ha ha ha ha. "A way out" you say? I haven't heard those words "A way out" for..... ooh. Edmund (In a tired voice):   Twenty years? 

Mad Gerald:   Yes twenty years. Not like "Mr Rat". I'm always saying "Mr Rat". Edmund (absently):   Who? 

Mad Gerald:   Mr Rat. I say "Good morning Mr Rat, how are you today" and he'll say [pressing his nose] "meep meep meep". 

[Gerald looks around for something to occupy him] Mad Gerald:   Ah ha ha ha ha. Ah ha ha ha ha.... [Time passes. Edmund and Gerald are sitting on the floor of the cell] Mad Gerald:   No you mustn't be rude about Mr Rat, he's my friend. Well, there's him [points to rat] and there's Mr Key. 

Edmund:   What? 

Mad Gerald:   Mr Key [produces a key from his tunic], I made him from my own teeth. Good morning Mr Key. 

[Edmund grabs the key from Mad Gerald and runs to the door. As he's leaving Mad Gerald shouts from inside] 

Mad Gerald:   Well close the bloody door! 

[Edmund stops a cart driving along the road outside] Edmund:   Stop, stop, where are you going? 

Cart Driver:   I'll tell you where, wherever I can sell these six black carrier pigeons I've got in the back, that's where. 

Edmund:   Six black homing pigeons? 

Cart Driver:   Well, mostly. 

Edmund:   How much are they? 

Cart Driver:   Six shillings. 

Edmund (checking his pockets):   Oh damn. 

Cart Driver:   But, I suppose, if you beat me and gagged me and tied me to that tree you could have 'em for less. 

Edmund:   Right. 
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[Edmund leaves the cart driver tied to the tree, gagged and steals the cart. Edmund rides back to the castle where he releases the pigeons to find the Black Seal members. Each member receives the message and drops whatever he is doing.] 

[Inside the castle] 

Phillip of Burgundy:   By the striking of ten bells I shall claim the throne. [One by one the six other Black Seal members appear threatening Phillip of Burgundy and blocking any chances of his escape. There is a banging noise from one of the corridor doors.] 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Gentlemen, to whom do I owe this pleasure? [Edmund burst in unceremoniously, nearly tripping in the process] Edmund:   To me Burgundy! 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Edmund, I hadn't expected to see you again. Edmund:   No. Dead men don't make social calls do they? Prepare to die. Phillip of Burgundy:   Wait. Let me say just one thing. Edmund:   Which is. 

Phillip of Burgundy:   If these men are what they seem to be, the six most evil men in the land... 

Edmund:   Yes they are. Your last sentence please. Phillip of Burgundy:   Then they've made a pretty damned peculiar choice for their leader, haven't they my lord Warden of the Privvies. Edmund:   What?! You think they should have chosen you, Thrush? [The six laugh] 

Edmund:   A man twisted by unbridled ambition? Six:   Huh? 

Edmund:   A man haunted by insatiable greed? Six:   Really? 

Edmund:   The most evil man in the world, you think they should have chosen you? 

Six + Phillip of Burgundy:   Yes! 

[They change position so that Edmund is now encircled by the Black Seal] Edmund:   But he's a mindless killer. 

[Cheers] 

Edmund:   He'll destroy the kingdom. 

[Cheers] 

Edmund:   He murdered his own parents. 

Three-Fingered Pete:   Well, who didn't. I certainly killed mine. Wilfred Death:   And I killed mine. 

Friar Bellows (To Sean the Irish Bastard):   And I killed yours. Sean, the Irish Bastard:   Did you? 

Friar Bellows:   Yes. 

Sean, the Irish Bastard:   Good on you father. 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Are you with me then? 

Six:   Yes! 

Phillip of Burgundy (To Edmund):   Prepare to die. [They ready themselves to kill Edmund] 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Wait. I have a more amusing method. Edmund:   Amusing for whom I wonder. 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Gentlemen. 

[He uncovers a torture chair, the Black Seal applaud appreciatively] 
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[Edmund is placed in the chair] 

Phillip of Burgundy:   In precisely one minute, the spike will go up your nethers 

[He indicates a large spike below the seat] 

Phillip of Burgundy:   The shears will cut off your ears. [He toys with one of Edmunds ears that is between two blades of a pair of shears on the chair] 

Edmund:   Both of them? 

Phillip of Burgundy:   Yes. Then these axes will chop off your hands and I do not think we need to go into the attributes of... the coddling grinder. [He indicates a rotating set of blades between Edmunds thighs] Phillip of Burgundy:   Then these feathers will tickle you under what's left of your arms and that is the amusing part. Gentlemen, let us go and slaughter the Royal Family. God Save the King. 

Six:   Cos nobody else will. 

[They leave. Outside the room they approach two serving maids (One of whom has a beard...). The maids have trays with goblets of wine on them.] Phillip of Burgundy:   Stop. First let us relieve these wenches of their delightful burden and drink a toast to our enterprise. May good thrive... Six:   Over our dead bodies. 

[ They each drink a goblet full of wine then walk off. About five yards down the corridor they all grab their heads, fall over, lie still for a few seconds before their legs jerk and they lie still again. Sean the Irish Bastard gets up and walks back to the maids] 

Sean, the Irish Bastard:   It's got a bit of a sting in its tail. [ He takes the last goblet, drinks it, walks off, grabs his head, falls over, lies still, twitches and finally dies. The serving wenches remove their hoods to reveal that they are in fact Percy and Baldrick. They leap in the air cheering] Percy and Baldrick:   Hooray. 

[ In the distance we hear Edmund] 

Edmund:   Aaaargghh. Woooaaarrggh. Eeeek. Nya ha ha. [ Scene:   The court are assembled around Edmunds death bed. King Richard the Fourth, the Queen and Prince Harry stand at Edmunds bedside. Edmund is heavily bandaged and shows signs of bleeding from the ears ,forehead and wrist-stumps.] 

Queen (Softly):   Oh Edmund, Edmund. 

Harry (Slightly louder):   Edmund? 

King Richard (In his usual manner):   EDMUND!!!!!! [Edmunds eyes open] 

King Richard:   He lives ! 

[The court cheers. There is a flash of Percy and Baldrick sitting talking in another chamber] 

Edmund:   Father, you called me Edmund. 

King Richard:   Oh... Sorry, Edgar, how are you? Edmund:   Not so well. Harry what do you think my chances are? Harry:   Oh good, good. 

Queen:   He'll live? 

Harry:   Oh no sorry, I thought you meant your chances of going to heaven. Edmund (Wearily):   Oh damn. 
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King Richard:   Never mind my son, your body may be mutilated beyond recognition but your spirit will live forever. (To the court) My Lords... [Another flash to Percy and Baldrick] 

Baldrick:   What did you say? 

King Richard:   I give you Edgar. 

[Another flash. Percy and Baldrick are running panicking towards the court] Baldrick:   I told you to poison the Black Seals goblets not the whole batch! The Court:   Edgar. 

[Edmund taps his fathers leg. Richard bends to listen to his son] King Richard:   What is it? 

[Edmund whispers to him] 

King Richard (Holding his goblet aloft):   The Black Dagger. Court:   The Black Dagger. 

[Everyone drinks] 

Edmund (Quietly):   Adder. 

King Richard:   May his name last as long as our dynasty. [All the members of the court grab their heads in unison. They all fall to the ground and lie still. After a short time they all twitch, then they are still again.] Edmund:   Good Lord. 

[Percy and Baldrick are still running] 

Edmund:   I wonder if it was the wine. 

[He lifts his goblet to his lips and takes a sip.] 

Edmund:   No, seems perfectly alright to me. And now at last I shall be k..... [He grabs his head with his stumps, lies still, twitches and lies still again] 

CREDITS ROLL:   Song – 

So now the way of sin is paved,

The blade has got the Black Seal graved.

The only sound across the glade,

Is Edmund pushing up the daisies. 

Black Adder, Black Adder, A shame about the plan. Black Adder, Black Adder, Farewell you horrid man. 




Black Adder II 
Episode 1 - "Bells"

[In the house of Kate and her father.] 

Bob/Kate: Father, I must speak. I can be silent no longer. All day long you muttered to yourself, gibbered, dribbled, moaned and bat your head against the wall, yelling "I want to die". Now you may say I'm leaping to conclusions but you're not completely happy, are you? It's mother, isn't it? Father: No, it is not. 

Bob/Kate: You're brooding over her death, aren't you? Father: Kate, for the final time, your mother is not dead. She's run off with your uncle Henry. 
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Bob/Kate: Dear father, I know you only say such things to comfort me. Father: Your mother is alive and well and living in Droitwich. It is not her I brood over. I'm sad because, my darling, our poverty has now reached such extremes that I can no longer afford to keep us. I must look to my own dear tiny darling to sustain me in my frail dotage. 

Bob/Kate: But father, surely... 

Father: Yes Kate, I want you to become a prostitute. Bob/Kate: Father! 

Father: Do you defy me? 

Bob/Kate: But indeed, I do. For it is better to die poor than to live in shame and ignominy. 

Father: No, it isn't. 

Bob/Kate: I'm young and strong and clever. My nose is pretty. I shall find another way to earn us a living. 

Father: Oh, please... go on the game. It is a steady job and you'd be working from home. 

Bob/Kate: Goodbye father. I shall go to London, disguise my self as a boy and seek my fortune! 

Father: But why go all the way to London when you can make a fortune lying on your back? 

In the house of Edmund Blackadder. 

[Baldrick holds a dartboard over his head, while Edmund practices the bow] Baldrick: Ah, very good shot, my lord. 

Edmund: Thank you, Baldrick. 

[Percy walks in] 

Percy: Sorry I'm late. 

Edmund: No, don't bother apologizing. I'm sorry you're alive. Percy: Oh good, I see the target is ready. [Picks up the bow] I'd like to see the Spaniard who could make his way passed me. 

Edmund: Well, go to Spain. There are millions of them. Percy: I'll advise them to stay there then. Keep their hands off our women. Edmund: Oh God, who is she this time? 

Percy: I don't know what you mean. ah, ouch, ah [Edmund succeeds in pilfering a letter from Percy] Edmund: Ah, and who is Jane? 

Percy: I'm sworn to secrecy. Torture me, kill me, you shall never know. Ooh, ouch... Jane Harrington. We're very much in love, my lord. Edmund: This is the Jane Harrington? 

Percy: Yes. 

Edmund: Jane - burry-me-in-a-Y-shaped-coffin - Harrington. Percy: I.., I think maybe there are two Jane Harringtons. Edmund: No... Tall, blond, elegant? 

Percy: Right, that's right. 

Edmund: Goes like a privy door when the plague is in town? Come on, get on with your shot. You'll get over her. 

... [Percy aims] 

Edmund: I did. 

... [Percy aims again] 

Edmund: So did Baldrick actually. [Percy's shot ends up way too low] Percy: Damned! 
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Edmund: You see, she's got this thing about beards apparently. Percy: Well, in that case I'm going to shave! 

[Percy leaves] 

Edmund: Bad luck, Boulders. 

Baldrick: Not to worry my lord, the arrow didn't in fact enter my body. Edmund: Oh good. 

Baldrick: No, by a thousand to one chance my willy got in the way. Edmund: Extraordinary. 

Baldrick: And I only just put it there. But now, I will leave it there forever. Edmund: That so Baldrick? It can be your lucky willy. Baldrick: Yes, my lord. Years from now I'll show it to my grandchildren. Edmund: No Baldrick, I think that grandchildren may now be out of the question. Poor old Pee Brain, eh? Ha! Never catch me falling in love, that's for damned sure as mustard[?]. 

[Knock on the door] 

Edmund: Come in. 

[Kate enters, dressed in boys clothes] 

Bob/Kate: Good day to you, Lord Blackadder! 

Edmund: Ah, good day to you... boy?!. What is it brings you here? Bob/Kate: I'm an honest hard working lad, but poor and I must support my father who is stark raving mad. Therefore I come to London to seek a servants wage. 

Edmund: Yes, indeed. Unfortunately I already have a servant. Bob/Kate: The word is that your servant is the worst servant in London. Edmund: Hmm, that's true. Baldrick you're fired. Be out of the house in ten minutes. Well young man you've got your self a job. What do they call you? Bob/Kate: Kate. 

Edmund: Isn't that a bit of a girls name? 

Bob/Kate: Oh..it's..euh... short for... Bob! 

Edmund: Bob?! 

Bob/Kate: Yes. 

Edmund: Well, Bob, welcome on board. Sorry Baldrick, any reason why you are still here? 

Baldrick: Euh .. I've got nowhere to go, my lord. Edmund: O surely you will be allowed to starve to death in one of the royal parks. 

Baldrick: I've been in your service since I was two and a halve, my lord. Edmund: Well that is the why I am so utterly sick of the sight of you. Baldrick: Couldn't I just stay here and do the same job but for no wages? Edmund: Well, you know where you will have to live. Baldrick: In the gutter. 

Edmund: Yes. 

Edmund: And you'll have to work a bit harder too. Baldrick: Of course, my lord. 

Edmund: All right. Go and get Bob's stuff in and chuck your filthy muck out into the street. 

Baldrick: God bless you, sweet master. 

[Baldrick leaves, Percy enters again, without beard] Edmund: Oh Bob, this is Percy, a dimwit I don't seem to be able to shake off. 
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Percy: Ah, hello there Bob, you young roister-doister, you. Ah, you look a likely sort of lad for tricks and sports and all sorts of jolly, rosy cheap capering, eh. Of course you do, and more besides, I warrant thee, young scamp. Bob/Kate: Thank you so much for letting me stay Lord Blackadder. Edmund: Oh not at all Bob. I'm looking forward to having you... Euh, having another man about the house instead of that animal Baldrick. Excuse me, I must go into the lavatory. 

Bob/Kate: [to the camera] How little he knows and how much I would have him know. 

Percy: I say Bob, I think this calls for a celebration. How about a game of cup and ball and a slab of tea at Mrs. Miggins pie shop? Bob/Kate: Get lost, creep! 

Percy: Euh, euh, I like you young Bob. You've got balls. In the court of Queen Elizabeth. 

Queenie: Nice try Melchy, but it is no use. I'm still bored! Melchett: I'm very sorry madam. Your royal father used to be very amused by my impersonation of Columbus. 

Queenie: You don't surprise me. He used to laugh at these people with the funny faces and the bells. 

Melchett: Ah, jesters ma'am. 

Queenie: No, lepers. Where is Edmund these days? Melchett: Ah well, the whisper on the underground grapevine, ma'am, is that Lord Blackadder is spending all his time with a young boy in his service. Queenie: Oh. Do you think he would spend more time with me if I was a boy? Melchett: Surely not madam. 

Nursie: You almost were a boy, my little cherry pit. Queenie: What? 

Nursie: Yeah. Out you popped, out of your mummies pumpkin and everybody shouting : "It's a boy, it's a boy!". And somebody said "but it hasn't got a winkle!". And then I said "A boy without a winkle? God be praised, it is a miracle. A boy without a winkle!" And then Sir Thomas More pointed out that a boy without a winkle is a girl. Anyway, I was really disappointed. Melchett: Oh yes, well you see, he was a very perceptive man, Sir Thomas More. 

Queenie: Oh, what has happened about Edmund? There is something very odd about someone who spends all his time with a servant. [Romantic interlude with Edmund and Bob walking in the countryside to the tunes of "Greensleeves", "The Rain it Raineth Every Day", "Hey Nonny, I Love You", "My Love is a Prick (On a Tudor Rose)", "Hot Sex Madrigal in the Middle of my Tights" and "Many, many more..."] 

Edmund: Well Bob. We're a couple of fine lads together, aren't we? Let's get retted and talk about girls eh? Yes we could sink to really dirty songs and... oh God, I find you curiously pleasant company, young Bob. Bob/Kate: I'm honored and for my part want nothing more than to be with you... old man. 

Edmund: Well absolutely. I mean there is nothing more healthy and normal than having a good chum. 

Bob/Kate: What think you my lord ...of love? 

Edmund: You mean rumpy pumpy? 

Bob/Kate: What would you say my lord if I were to say "I love you". 
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Edmund: Eum, well of course it depends entirely on whom you said it to. If you said it to a horse I would presume you were sick, if you said it to Baldrick I would presume you were blind and if you said it to me, well... Bob/Kate: Yes, my lord? 

Edmund: Well, well I'd naturally assume we were having a big lads joke about back-tickle as the way we healthy fellows often do and I'd probably grab you for a friendly wrestle and then we'd probably slap each others sides like jolly good chums and laugh at what it would be like if we really did fancy each other. 

Bob/Kate: In that case my lord... I love you! 

[Bob and Edmund engage in friendly wrestling, just when the mood changes, Baldrick enters the room] 

Baldrick: Don't worry Bob. He used to try and kill me too. Edmund: Why didn't you go Baldrick? Mighty glad to see you... What do you want? 

Baldrick: Bah, I was wondering if I might sleep on the roof sir? Earlier the towns bailiff says that if I lie in the gutter I will be flushed into the Thames with all the other turds. 

Edmund: Yes, certainly Baldrick. Help your self. I was just off to bed anyway. Euh.. good night Baldrick. Good night Bob. 

Bob/Kate: Good night my lord. 

Edmund: Yes. Oh God... 


At the doctors... 

Doctor Leech: Now then what seems to be the trouble? Edmund: Well, it is my man servant. 

Doctor Leech: I see. Well don't be embarrassed if you got the pocks. Just pop your man servant on the table and we'll take a look at him. Edmund: No, I mean, it is my real man servant. Doctor Leech: Ah, ah. And what is wrong with him? Edmund: There is nothing wrong with him. That is the problem. He's perfect and last night I almost kissed him. 

Doctor Leech: I see. So you started fancying boys then, have you? Edmund: Not boys. A boy. 

Doctor Leech: Yes, well let's not split hairs. It is all rather disgusting and naturally you're worried. 

Edmund: Of course I'm worried. 

Doctor Leech: Well, of course you are. It isn't every day a man wakes up to discover he's a screaming bender with no more right to live on God's clean earth than a weasel. Ashamed of yourself? 

Edmund: Not really, no. 

Doctor Leech: Bloody hell! I would be. But still why should I complain? Just leaves more rampant totty for us real men, eh? Edmund: Look, am I paying for this personal abuse or is it extra? Doctor Leech: No, it's all part of the service. I think you're in luck though. An extraordinary new cure has just been developed for exactly this kind of sordid problem. 

Edmund: It wouldn't have anything to do with leeches, would it? Doctor Leech: I had no idea you were a medical man. Edmund: Never had anything you doctors didn't try to cure with leeches. A leech on my ear for ear ache, a leech on my bottom for constipation. 
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Doctor Leech: They're marvelous, aren't they? 

Edmund: Well, the bottom one wasn't. I just sat there and squashed it. Doctor Leech: You know the leech comes to us on the highest authority? Edmund: Yes. I know that. Dr. Hoffmann of Stuttgart, isn't it? Doctor Leech: That's right, the great Hoffmann. Edmund: Owner of the largest leech farm of Europe. Doctor Leech: Yes. Well, I cannot spend all day gossiping. I'm a busy man. As far as this case is concerned I have now had time to think it over and I can strongly recommend a [in chorus] course of leeches. Edmund: Yes. I 'll pop a couple down my codpiece before I go to bed. Doctor Leech: No, no, no, no. Don't be ridiculous. This isn't the dark ages. Just pop four in your mouth in the morning and let them dissolve slowly. In a couple of weeks you 'll be beating your servant with a stick, just like the rest of us. Edmund: You're a sick quack, aren't you? 

Doctor Leech: I'd rather be a quack than a ducky. Good day. At the house of lord Blackadder. 

Baldrick: Anything to follow my lord? There is this lovely fat spider I found in the bath. I was saving it for my self but if you fancy it... Edmund: Shut up Baldrick. I don't eat invertebrates for fun you know. This is doctors orders. 

Baldrick: Oh, I don't hold with this new fangle doctoring. Any problems, I go to the Wise woman! 

Edmund: Yes Baldrick. I am long past on trusting my self to some deranged druid who gives her professional address as 1, Dunghill Mansions, Putney. In Putney. 

Edmund: Tell me Young crone, is this Putney? Young Crone: That it be, that it be. 

Edmund: "Yes it is". Not "that it be". You don't have to talk in that stupid voice to me. I'm not a tourist. I seek information about a Wisewoman. Young Crone: Ah, the Wisewoman.. the Wisewoman. Edmund: Yes, the Wisewoman. 

Young Crone: Two things, my lord, must thee know of the Wisewoman. First, she is ... a woman, and second, she is ... 

Edmund: .. wise? 

Young Crone: You do know her then? 

Edmund: No, just a wild stab in the dark which is incidentally what you'll be getting if you don't start being a bit more helpful. Do you know where she lives? 

Young Crone: Of course. 

Edmund: Where? 

Young Crone: Here. Do you have an appointment? Edmund: No. 

Young Crone: Well, you can go in anyway. 

Edmund: Thank you Young crone. Here is a purse of moneys... which I'm not going to give to you. 

Wisewoman: Hail Edmund, lord of Adders Black. Edmund: Hello. 

Wisewoman: Step no nearer, for already I see thy bloody purpose. Thou plot is, Blackadder, thou wouldst be king and drown Middlesex in a butt of wine. Ah, ah, ah, ah. 
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Edmund: No, no, no, no. it is far worse than that. I'm in love with my man servant. 

Wisewoman: Oh well, I'd sleep with him if I were you. Edmund: What? 

Wisewoman: When I fancy people, I sleep with them. Oh, I have to drug them first of course! Being so old and warty. 

Edmund: But what about my position, my social life? Wisewoman: Very well then. Three other paths are open to you. Three cunning plans to cure thy ailment. 

Edmund: Oh good. 

Wisewoman: The first is simple. Kill Bob! 

Edmund: Never. 

Wisewoman: Then try the second. Kill yourself! Edmund: No. And the third? 

Wisewoman: The third is to ensure that no one else ever knows. Edmund: Ha, that sounds more like it. How? 

Wisewoman: Kill everybody in the whole world. Ah, ha, ha ... At the house of Lord Blackadder. 

Edmund: Now look here Bob. I've got something very important to say to you and I want you to listen very carefully. 

Bob/Kate: Yes. 

Edmund: Look Bob. I've decided that you are to leave my service. Bob/Kate: Oh no, my lord! My father will starve and I'll have to become a... male prostitute. And besides, I thought we were friends. Edmund: Oh we are friends Bob. Of course, of course.. In fact that's the reason I want you to leave my service and become my live-in chum. Bob/Kate: Oh my lord! 

Edmund: Now. I want to make definitely clear that I am in no way interested in the contents of your tights. 

Bob/Kate: You might be, my lord, if you knew what I kept in them. Edmund: Euh, ah.. I've learned of myself, well.. that I know what a gentleman keeps in his tights. Thank you very much. 

Bob/Kate: But my lord, I have a great secret. 

Edmund: What? 

Bob/Kate: Prepare to be amazed. [Bob starts unbuttoning her blouse] Edmund: Oh no. You haven't got one of these birthmarks shaped like a banana, have you? 

Bob/Kate: No. 

Edmund: Or, or, or a tattoo saying "Get it here"? Bob/Kate: No. 

Edmund: Oh God. You've got one of those belly buttons that sticks outward, haven't you? 

Bob/Kate: No my lord. 

Edmund: Now what can it possibly be? 

[Mysterious music on a flute] 

Edmund: Ah... good Lord! 

[Two minutes later, Bob and Edmund chatting at the table] Edmund: What was all that Bob's stuff about then? Bob/Kate: Because you would have just used me and cast me aside like you have so many women before. 
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Edmund: Would I? 

Bob/Kate: Yes. But now you have a chance to grow to love me for what I really am. 

Edmund: Yes, that's true and now I want to marry you, Bob. Bob/Kate: Kate! 

Edmund: Then come, kiss me, Kate! 

In the Court of Queen Elizabeth. 

Melchett: I bring grave intelligence of your former favorite Lord Blackadder. Queenie: Oh good. 

Melchett: It appears he wishes to marry a girl called Bob. Queenie: It is a very odd name for a girl, isn't it? Girls are normally called Elizabeth or Mary. 

Nursie: And Donald... 

Queenie: Mouth is open Nursie, should be shut. Nursie: Thing is true, sweet one. I had three sisters and they were called Donald, Eric and Basil. 

Queenie: Then why is your name Nursie? 

Nursie: That ain't my real name. 

Queenie: Isn't it? 

Nursie: No. 

Queenie: No, what is your real name then? 

Nursie: Bernard. 

Queenie: Suites you, actually. 

[Edmund enters the room] 

Edmund: Your Majesty. 

Queenie: Oh, hello stranger. 

Edmund: I seek your permission to wed. 

Queenie: So I hear. Melchie, what do you think of all this? Melchett: Oh, but I must confess madam, that I'm astonished that Blackadder could possibly have eyes for any other woman than your self. Queenie: Good point. Though slightly grovely. 

Edmund: Very well. When I fell in love I didn't know she was a woman. I thought she was a boy. 

Melchett: But of course that makes it perfectly acceptable, doesn't it? Queenie: Oh all right, go on and marry her. 

Edmund: Thank you, ma'am. 

Queenie: Just tell me one thing. Is her nose as pretty as mine? Edmund: Oh, no, no.. ma'am. 

Queenie: Oh good, because otherwise I would have cut it off. And then you would have to marry someone without a nose and that wouldn't be very nice, would it? 

Edmund: No ma'am. 

Queenie: Imagine the mess when she's got a cold! Yuck! Edmund: Well, quite ma'am. 

Queenie: All right, off you go then. 

[Edmund leaves] 

Queenie: Everyone seems to get married except me. Nursie: And me, Ma'am. 

Queenie: Oh shut up, Bernard. 

At Blackadder's residence. 
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Bob/Kate: You'll make a lovely bridesmaid Baldrick. Pity me that I have no actual girl chums because we were so poor in our house we couldn't afford friends. 

Edmund: It is strangely in keeping with the manner of our courtship that your maid of honor should be a man. 

Baldrick: Thank you very much my lord. 

Edmund: Well, I use the word man in an as broad as possible sense because we all know God made man in his own image. It would be a sad look out for Christians around the globe if God looked any like you, Baldrick. Bob/Kate: Ignore old Mister Grumpy. There you are, Boulders. Hmm, you look sweet as a little pie. 

Edmund: Kate, he looks like what he is: a dung ball in a dress. [Percy enters] 

Percy: Oh Edmund... [sees the bridesmaid] 

Hello there... Edmund, you didn't tell me we were expecting guests. And such a pretty one too. 

Edmund: Oh God... 

Percy: Now you're a little cutie to be hiding your self away all these years. Tell me gorgeous, what is your name? 

Edmund: He's called Baldrick. 

Percy: Baldrick.. that's a pretty name. Edmund used to have a servant called Baldrick. But anyway, away with such small-talk. Lady.. a kiss! Baldrick: What? 

Percy: And so modest too. Come on you little tease. You know you want to. Give us a kiss. 

Baldrick: All right, if you say so. [kisses Percy heavily] Percy: Ohghw...he.. what an original perfume. 

Edmund: That is our Baldrick. He's wearing a dress. Percy: Ourgh.. 

Edmund: Anyway, what do you want? 

Percy: Ourgh... well euh.. [deep voice] Edmund, there has been some discussion around the Court on the subject of who's going to be your best man and I thought it might be the moment to bring the subject to a conclusion. Edmund: Ah yes, Percy. I would like you... 

Percy: Oh, I'm so proud! 

Edmund: Please let me finish. I would like you to take this letter to Dover where is recently docked the galleon of my old school friend and adventurer Lord Flashheart. He shall be my best man. 

Percy: Lord Flash Heart. The best sword, the best shot, the best sailor and the best kisser in the kingdom. 

Edmund: Even he. To Dover at once! 

Percy: Yes. Actually I was going to suggest Lord Flash Heart as the best man my self. 

Edmund: Were you? 

[Percy leaves, crying his eyes out] 


In front of the church. 

[Wedding bells] 

Bob/Kate: Edmund I cannot believe it is really happening. Edmund: It is, my sweet. 

Bob/Kate: Before we go in I want you to meet my father. 
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Edmund: Oh fine! 

Edmund: [to the old man standing near them] Excuse me, could you move along please. Look, I'm waiting for my father-in-law. Last thing I want is some scruffy old beggar blocking the church door, smelling of cabbage. Father: I am your father-in-law. 

Edmund: Oh no... All right, how much you want to clear off? Bob/Kate: Edmund, how could you? He's my father, my only living relative. Father: Ten pounds should do the trick. 

Bob/Kate: Father! 

Edmund: All right, there we go. 

Bob/Kate: Edmund, you mustn't! 

Edmund: No, don't worry, I'll get Baldrick to beat him up after the ceremony. We'll get the money back. Come on, we're late. In the court of Queen Elizabeth. 

Queenie: Ah Edmund. Could we get on do you think? I want to get to the reception so I can get squiffy and seduce someone. Edmund: Yes.. oh.. unfortunately ma'am, my best man still has not arrived. Queenie: Well, get another one. 

Edmund: Ma'am, there is no one else I can really think of. Percy: Euh. 

Edmund: Sorry Percy? 

Percy: Nothing my lord, just clearing my throat. Edmund: Don't. I don't want you coughing all the way through the ceremony. Queenie: Oh, come on Edmund. You must be able to think of another best man. 

Edmund: Well, I suppose I could ask Percy. Percy! Percy: My lord! 

Edmund: Can you think of another best man? 

Percy: Well my lord. One name does spring to mind. Edmund: Yes. But I can't ask Baldrick. He's a bridesmaid and besides, I need a friend, an equal, an old and trusty companion. 

Percy: I think there is one person in the room who fits the description. Edmund: Of course... Nursie! How do you fancy putting on a pair of hose and being my best man? 

Queenie: Edmund, don't be so naughty. You know perfectly well whom Percy is referring to. 

Edmund: All right, I'm sorry. Melchett! [squeak] All right! All right! As ashamed as I am and contradiction in terminus though it is, Percy, you can be the best man. 

Percy: Oh, my lord! Noble cause, oh what an honor. I brought along a ring, just... 

Edmund: I really did think old Flash would have turned up. [Lord Flashheart enters in spectacular fashion] Flashheart: It's me, Flash! Flash by name, Flash by nature. Hurrah! Edmund: Where have you been? 

Flashheart: Where haven't I been! ..Waugh!!!.. But I'm here now. Who is that? Edmund: I don't know, but he is in your place. 

Flashheart: Not for long. Hold that. 

[Hands his sword to Baldrick, then throws Percy through the door] 
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Flashheart: Thanks bridesmaid, like the beard. Gives me something to hang on to. 

Flashheart: So me ld mate Eddie is getting hitched, hey? What's the matter? Can't stand the pace of the in crowd [grabs Edmund's tights]? Hey queeny. You look sexy. Listen, wear your hair long, I prefer it that way. Queenie: [to the camera] I've got such a crush on him. Flashheart: Hey Melchie! Still worshiping God? Last thing I heard He started worshiping ME... Ah Nursie, I like it firm and fruity. Am I pleased to see you or did I just put a canoe in my pocket? Down boy, down. And now... where is this amazing bird? The one who stopped my old pall Eddie doing exactly whatever he wants, ten times a night... 

Edmund: Ah yes Flash, let me introduce my... my fiancee Kate. Flashheart: Hi, baby! [Flash kisses the bride] 

Flashheart: She's got a tongue like an electric eel and she likes the taste of a man's tonsils. You don't want to marry this jerk baby? Meet me on my horse in eight seconds. 

Bob/Kate: But I can't run in this frock. You see, I found I actually preferred wearing boys clothes. 

Flashheart: Weird. I always feel more comfy in a dress. I got a plan and it's as hot as my pants. 

Edmund: What a man Flash is, eh? Things will certainly liven around here, now he's back. Flash. Flash?? 

[Flash (in dress) and Kate (in boys clothes) on a horse, about to depart] Flashheart: So long, suckers! Next time you get bored with your lives just give me a call and I'll come round and kill you. 

Bob/Kate: Bye Edmund and thanks for everything. Hurrah! [Flash leaves in the same style as he arrived] 

Melchett: It is customary on these occasions for the groom to marry the bridesmaid. I presume you intend to honor this. Baldrick: I do. 

[Closing Credits and Song] 

So Flash Heart tweaked the Adders beard,

from now he always shall be single. 

To fall in love with boys is weird,


especially boys without a winkle. 

Blackadder, Blackadder. His taste is rather odd. Blackadder, Blackadder a randy little sod. 

Lord Flash Heart, Lord Flash Heart, I wish you were the star. Lord Flash Heart, Lord Flash Heart, you're sexier by far. 

 

Episode 2 - "Head"

SCENE 1 (Home of Edmund Blackadder) 

------- 

Edmund: Right Baldrick, let's try again shall we? This is called adding. If I have two beans, and then I add two more beans, what do I have? Baldrick: Some beans. 
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Edmund: Yes...and no. Let's try again shall we? I have two beans, then I add two more beans. What does that make? 

Baldrick: A very small casserole. 

Edmund: Baldrick, the ape creatures of the Indus have mastered this. Now try again. One, two, three, four. So how many are there? Baldrick: Three 

Edmund: What? 

Baldrick: And that one. 

Edmund: Three and that one. So if I add that one to the three what will I have? Baldrick: Oh! Some beans. 

Edmund: Yes. To you Baldrick, the renaissance was just something that happened to other people wasn't it? 

Enter Percy wearing an enormous ruff. 

Percy: Edmund, Edmund, come quickly the queen wants to see you. Edmund: What- 

Percy: I said "Edmund, Edmund, come quickly the queen wants to see-" Edmund: Please let me finish. What, are you wearing round your neck? Percy: Ah! It's my new ruff! 

Edmund: You look like a bird who's swallowed a plate! Percy: It's the latest fashion actually and as a matter of fact it makes me look rather sexy! 

Edmund: To another plate swallowing bird perhaps. If it was blind and hadn't had it in months. 

Percy: I think you may be wrong. 

Edmund: You're a sad laughable figure aren't you Percy? What do you think of Percy's ruff, Baldrick? 

Baldrick: Four. 

Edmund: What? 

Baldrick: Some beans and some beans is four beans. Edmund: No, no. We've moved on from advanced mathematics, we're onto elementary dressmaking. What do you think of Percy's ruff? Baldrick: I think he looks like a bird who's swallowed a plate my Lord. Edmund: No that's wat I think, that's what I think! What do you think?Try to have a thought of your own, Baldrick, thinking is so important. What do you think? 

Baldrick: I think thinking is so important my Lord. Edmund: I give up! I'm off to see the queen. 

Percy: Oh shall I come too my Lord? 

Edmund: No, best not, people might think we're friends. You stay here with Baldrick.Bird neck and bird brain should get on like a house on fire! SCENE 2 (The Royal Palace) 

------- 

Melchett: Grey, I suspect Majesty. 

Queenie: I think you'll find it was orange Lord Melchett. Melchett: Grey is more usual mam. 

Queenie: Who's queen ? 

Melchett: As you say Majesty, there were these magnificent orange elephants which were coming..... 

Edmund: My Lady (Queeny screams), you wish to see me. Queenie: Yes, Lord Melchett has bad news. 
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Edmund: Lord Melchett is bad news. 

Queenie: (Laughs) No, be serious. Melchett! 

Melchett: Unhappily Blackadder, the Lord High Executioner is dead. Edmund: Oh woe ! Murdered of course. 

Melchett: No, oddly enough no. They usually are but this one just got careless one night and signed his name on the wrong dotted line. They came for him while he slept. 

Edmund: He should have told them they had the wrong man. Melchett: Oh he did, but you see they didn't, they had the right man and they had the form to prove it. 

Edmund: Te. bloody red tape eh ? And the bad news ? Queenie: The bad news is that actually there are simply hundreds of catholics who desperately want their heads sneaked off and there's no-one to organise it. 

Edmund: Hm, well I pity the poor sod who gets the job. No-one ever survives it more than a week. 

Melchett: Mhm. I have taken the liberty mam, of drawing up a list of suitable candidates. 

Queenie: Oh goodo, let's hear it. 

Melchett: List for the post of Lord High Executioner - Lord Blackadder. Edmund: Ah He. 

SCENE 3 (Back at Edmund Blackadder's home) ------- 

Edmund: Right then. Let's take a look shall we? Who's first into the head basket then? Admiral Lord Ethingham and Sir Francis Drake on Monday. Percy: That should draw a crowd. 

Edmund: Hm? 

Percy: Well, sailing enthusiasts. 

Edmund: Oh yes, better make sure there's a few anchors and things on the souvenier stall. 

Percy: Aye, aye, sir. 

Edmund: Never, ever try to be funny in my presence again Percy. Right, Buckingham and Ponsonby on Friday. Oh wait a minute. Farrow on Wednesday. Who's Farrow when he's not having his head cut off? Percy: Ah, James Farrow, pleasant bloke from Dorchester. Edmund: Don't know him, never will either. Yes, and he goes on Wednesdsay? Percy: Hmm. 

Edmund: It's not right though, is it? 

Percy: Well no! I mean now you come to mention it, my Lord, there was absolutely no evidence against young Farrow at all! It was an outrageous travesty of justice! 

Edmund: No, it's not right that he should be on Wednesday when we could stick him in on Monday and have half the week off. Percy: Oh I see. Yes, that's right. 

Edmund: Pop him in on Monday. Right, good! Five dead in two days. Not a bad start. Oh yes Percy, and the new ruff? 

Percy: Better? 

Edmund: Worse. 

Percy: Ah, the fashion today is towards the tiny. Edmund: In that case, Percy, you have the most fashionable brain in London. 
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SCENE 4 (At the jails) 

------- 

Edmund: Right, good morning team. My name is Edmund Blackadder and I'm the new minister in charge of religious genocide. Now, if you play straight with me you'll find me a considerate 

employer, but cross me and you'll find that under this playful boyish exterior beats the heart of a ruthless sadistic maniac. Now my man you are ? Mr. Ploppy: Eh, jailor Sir, my Lord. 

Edmund: Good, well done and your name is ? 

Mr. Ploppy: Ploppy Sir. 

Edmund: Ploppy ? 

Mr. Ploppy: Yes Sir. 

Edmund: Ploppy the jailor ? 

Mr. Ploppy: That's right Sir. Ploppy son of Ploppy. Edmund: Ploppy, son of Ploppy the jailor ? 

Mr. Ploppy: Ah ach no Sir. I am the first Ploppy to rise to be jailor. My father, Daddy Ploppy was known as Ploppy the slopper. It was from him that I inherited my fascinating skin diseases. 

Edmund: Yes you are to be congratulated, my friend, we, we live in an age where illness nd deformity are common place and yet Ploppy, you are without a doubt the most repulsive individual that I have ever met.I would shake your hand but I fear it would come off. 

Mr. Ploppy: There's no many bosses would be that considerate sir. Edmund: Thank you Ploppy, I do my best. Now then woman. if indeed you are a woman, what is your function on death row ? 

Mrs. Ploppy: I'm the last meal cook Sir. The prisoners may ask for what they fancy for there last meal..... 

Edmund: And you cook for them what they desire ? Mrs. Ploppy: Oh yes Sir, provided they ask for sausages. Otherwise they tend to get a tiny bit disappointed. Sausages is all I got. Edmund: You are clearly a woman of principle and compassion mistress ...eh ? 

Mrs. Ploppy: Ploppy Sir. 

Edmund: Ah, so you are married to... 

Mrs. Ploppy: No, many people think that but it's pure coincidence. We did laugh when first we found out. "Good morning" mistress Ploppy he'd say, and I'd say "good morning .. Mr. Ploppy! 

Mr. Ploppy&Mrs. Ploppy: (both laugh) 

Edmund: The long winter evenings must just fly by. Ah ! and you must be the boy who makes the tea ? 

Mr. Ploppy: Ah no Sir, he's the executioner but he does sometime make the tea. 

Edmund: Yes, and your name is ? 

Baldrick: Baldrick my Lord, but I'll change it to Ploppy if it'll make things easier. 

Edmund: No thank you. I can cope with more than one name. What are you doing here ? 

Baldrick: Well, it's a hobby 

Mrs. Ploppy: It would be more, more fun Sir if he were to change his name. Give the place a more family atmosphere. 
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Edmund: A family atmpsphere ? This is meant to be a place of pain and misery and sorrow. 

Mrs. Ploppy: That's what I mean Sir. 

Mr. Ploppy: Eh, Mistress Ploppy is a bit of a social realist Sir. Edmund: Now then, we're going to run a fast efficient operation and I intend to do as little work as possible. My deputy Percy here will explain. Percy: Good afternoon staff, my name is Lord Percy and if you play fair by me you will find me a considerate employer, but if you cross me BY JOVE, you ... Edmund: Just tell'em the plan, duckface. 

Percy: My Lord, ot in front of the staff. 

Edmund: Get on with it. 

Percy: Right Staff, as you know we are scheduled to execute Drake and Ethingham on Monday, Lord Farrow on Wednesday and Buckingham and Ponsonby on Friday. But in order to give us the middle of the week off, Lord Blackadder has decided to move Farrow to Monday. Edmund: Lets just say he's got time off for good behaviour. SCENE 5 (The Royal Palace) ------- 

Lady Farrow: Your Majesty. 

Queenie: Yes Lady Farrow? 

Lady Farrow: My husband dies tomorrow. I besiege you, even if you cannot save his life,... 

Queenie: Which I don't think either of us would want seeing as how he's a horrible traitor! 

Lady Farrow: Of course not Your Majesty. But if he must die, may I see him? Queenie: But of course. What's she asking me for? Why doesn't she just go along to the execution with everyone else? 

Melchett: No Your Majesty, I don't beleive she wants to see him die, I believe she wants to see him before he dies. 

Queenie: How odd. 

Melchett: Your Majesty? 

Queenie: She's not seen him! I wouldn't marry someone I'd never seen. You should take marriage a bit more seriously next time! Lady Farrow: (cries) 

Queenie: Oh come now Lady Farrow, crying isn't going to help your husband now. 

Nursie: No! Ointment! That's what you need when your head's been cut off! That's what I gave your sister Mary when they done her. "There, there" I said, "you'll soon grow a new one." 

Queenie: Shut up Nursie. Of course you may see your husband my dear, and if the horrid old Edmund tries to stop you give him this. It's a warrant, for his own execution! 

Lady Farrow: Oh thank you Mam. May flights of angels sing you to your rest! Queenie: Yes, I'm sure they will! 

SCENE 6 (Blackadder's Home) 

------- 

Percy: Hip, hip ... 

Edmund: So, they're all dead are they ? 

Percy: Yep, all three Drake, Ethingham, Farrow Edmund: Splendid, any interesting last words 
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Percy: Well Farrow was rather moving my Lord. A great strong man, he stood there, gaunt and noble in the early morning mist and in a loud clear voice he cried out "My wife might have bloddy wellturned up" Edmund: Ha, she's probably shacked up with some new pair of tights already. Right well unless Lord Percy has anything to add, you lot can amuse yourselves in whatever foul depraved way you feel fit til' Friday. Mr. Ploppy&Percy: Thank you Sir. 

Percy: Well staff, eh I've got a few notes on today's show. On the whole I was impressed 

Edmund: They've gone Percy 

Percy: Eh eh eh team, team. 

Baldrick: My Lord, there is a lady outside to see you. Edmund: Oh is she pretty ? 

Baldrick: I don't know, what d'you think? 

Edmund: Well I don't know do I? I haven't seen her yet. Make yourself scarce Baldrick. 

Baldrick: Oh right. 

Lady Farrow: Good evening Lord Blackadder. 

Edmund: Well it certainly is now. Perhaps you'd like to slip into something more comfortable. 

Lady Farrow: No, my lord, for there is a great pain in my heart. Edmund: It's probably indigestion, I'll soon take your mind off that. Lady Farrow: It's my husband. 

Edmund: Your husband's got indigestion? Well, he won't be bothering us then. 

Lady Farrow: No, he dies tomorrow. 

Edmund: Oh come, you can't die of indigestion, you're over dramatising. Lady Farrow: He is to be executed at your order. I am Lady Farrow. Edmund: Ah, and what exactly did you want of me? Lady Farrow: I wish to see my husband tonight. Edmund: Ehe! Not really possible actually. 

Lady Farrow: (Starts to whimper) 

Edmund: Excuse me just a second. Baldrick! 

Baldrick: My lord? 

Edmund: That Farrow bloke you executed today, are you sure he's dead? Baldrick: Well I chopped his head off, that usually does the trick. Edmund: Yes, don't get clever with me Baldrick. I just thought you might have lopped off a leg or something by mistake. 

Baldrick: No, the thing I chopped off had a nose. Edmund: Fine! Yes, I'm so sorry. I've just been consulting my legal people and I'm afraid there really is no chance of a meeting. Lady Farrow: But the queen told me it would be allowed. Edmund: Really? 

Lady Farrow: Yes, and that if you said "no", I should give you this. Edmund: Eh he! Fine, fine, absolutely, why not? SCENE 7 (At the jails) 

------- 

Edmund: Right Baldrick, is that all clear? 

Baldrick: Yes, em, I've killed someone I shouldn't have killed, and now you want me to put a lady on my head and talk to his old bag. 
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Edmund: No, I want you to put a bag on your head and talk to his old lady. Baldrick: Why? Why do I want a bag on my head? Edmund: In order, ningcompoop, that she should believe that you're her husband. 

Baldrick: Why, did he used to wear a bag on his head? Mr. Ploppy: Young, young Ploppy here has a point My Lord, Lord Farrow never wore a bag, he was an old fashioned sort of gent. Edmund: Look- 

Percy: Well, yes, My Lord, I mean, I hadn't meant to mention it but I have been wondering all along why you should think Baldrick with a bag on his head is going to be a dead ringer for Lord Farrow, because he's not! Edmund: Look, cretins, the bag is there in order to obscure Baldricks own features, and many might think, incidently, that that would be reason enough for him to wear it. Before I bring in Lady Farrow I shall explain to her, inventing some cunningly plausible excuse, that her husband has taken to wearing a bag. She can then chat to Baldrick imagining him to be the man she married and the queen need never know of my little miscalculation. Mr. Ploppy: Why, My Lord, that is a brilliant plan. Percy: Foolproof. 

Edmund: You're very kind. 

Mr. Ploppy: Although there is something lurking at the back of my head that bothers me. 

Edmund: It's probably a flea. 

(Enter Mrs. Ploppy) 

Mrs. Ploppy: Your lordship, Lady Farrow awaits your pleasure. Edmund: All right, OK. Go on, quick! Quick! 

Exit Percy, Mr. Ploppy, Mrs. Ploppy. 

Edmund: Ah, Lady Farrow, what a real pleasure it is to see you again. Lady Farrow: It is my beloved that I shall be pleased to see. Edmund: Well quite, quite. Though I should warn you that he, eh, he will not be quite as you knew him. 

Lady Farrow: You fiend! What have you done to him? Edmund: We have put.... a bag over his head. 

Lady Farrow: Why? 

Edmund: Well, the thing is, you see, none of the other prisoners have such shapely widows, ahh, wives I should say, and therefore in the interests of the condemned commuity, your husband has nobly agreed to wear a bag. It was either that or have all the other prisoners in there with you. Lady Farrow: How like him to make such a gesture. Edmund: Yes, yes. Well I'll just go and check he's bagged up. Right Balders, this is it. 

(Enter Mr. Ploppy,Percy) 

Mr. Ploppy: My lord! 

Edmund: Oh what is it now Ploppy? 

Mr. Ploppy: I have located my nagging doubt. It's a small point, but I do now recall that Lord Farrow was considerably taller, more than a yard taller, than young Ploppy here. 

Edmund: If you want something done properly you've got to do it yourself, haven't you? Anything else I should know? 

Mr. Ploppy: Oh yes, he had a very deep voice, big deep booming voice. 
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Edmund: So quite like mine then? 

Mr. Ploppy: No, my lord, a big deep booming voice. Edmund: Well mine's quite deep. 

Mr. Ploppy: Ah not like his, and in fact, he was even taller than you, my lord. Oh 


a giant of a man. 

Edmund: Yes, all right, all right, don't rub it in. Percy, you'd better goand have another word with her. Go on, go on. 

Percy: Em, sorry about the delay madam, eh, as you know, you are about to meet 

your husband, whom you will recognise on account of the fact that he has a bag over his head. 

Lady Farrow: Why I would know my darling anywhere. Percy: Well, yes, there are a couple of other things. Lady Farrow: I am prepared for the fact that he may have lost some weight. Percy: Yes, and some height. That's the interesting thing, eh, you'll probably hardly recognise him at all actually. 

Lady Farrow: You'll be telling me his arm's grown back next. Percy: Eh, excuse just for a sec. He's only got one arm!!! Mr. Ploppy: Ah yes! 

Edmund: Oh well I shall just have to stick it inside the shirt. Which one? Which one? 

Percy: Eh, eh, hang on! Em hang on! Em, em, eh, how do we know you're his wife? 

Lady Farrow: What? 

Percy: Em, well, you know, you could be a gloater. Lady Farrow: I beg pardon. 

Percy: You know, a gloater, eh, come to gloat over the condemned man. I mean we're up to our ears is gloaters here. "Can I come in for a gloat?" they shout and we shout back "Oh you heartless gloaters". Lady Farrow: (cries) Percy: All right, all right, I tell you what. I'll believe you're not a gloater if you tell me which arm he hasn't got. 

Lady Farrow: His left of course! Now let me see my husband! Percy: Right! it's the left. Good luck! 

Edmund: Gloaters, you really are a prat aren't you Percy ? Right, don't forget in two minutes you interrupt me all right? And no more than two minutes otherwise I'm in real trouble, and don't 

forget because..? 

Baldrick: Because we're not at home to Mr. Cockup! Edmund: Correct. 

Mr. Ploppy: Remember the voice my lord. 

Edmund: Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes. 

(Exit B, P, Mr. Ploppy) 

Edmund: Enter. 

Lady Farrow: James? 

Edmund: My darling! 

Lady Farrow: How are you? 

Edmund: Oh fine, fine. Food's not bad. Apart from the sausages. Lady Farrow: You're voice is somehow different. 
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Edmund: Oh, how? 

Lady Farrow: Somehow lighter, not as deep or booming as once it was. Edmund: Is that better? 

Lady Farrow: Oh my darling! Oh call me by that name you always called me to show your love is still strong. 

Edmund: Ah yes, look, do you think this is quite the time or the place for that sort of thing ? 

Lady Farrow: Please! 

Edmund: Em this is the specific secret little name that I always used to call you? You want to be called it again, is that right? Lady Farrow: Yes, the one like 'your little pumpkin'. Edmund: The one like 'your little pumpkin' but not actually 'your little pumpkin' ? 

Lady Farrow: No. 

Edmund: Em, right then, my little pumpkinywumpkiny ? Lady Farrow: Oh my darling! AH! Your arm! 

Edmund: What's wrong with it? 

Lady Farrow: What happened to it? 

Edmund: Well, well, I'm rather hurt you don't remember yourself in fact. Lady Farrow: But it was only cut off at the elbow. Edmund: Aagh! 

Lady Farrow: What happened to the rest? 

Edmund: Ah, yes, well, well I got into a scrap here with a fellow who called you a nosey little strumpet who was always going blubbing to the queen. Lady Farrow: Oh! 

Edmund: And we got into a fight, and he cut off the top half. Lady Farrow: Oh alas! 

Edmund: Eh, ah, yes of course, well I think you'd better be going. Lord Blackadder said he was going to be sending in his servant Baldrick to collect me. 

Lady Farrow: Perhaps, my lord, he is leaving us for a little longer. Edmund: Oh no, no, no. I shouldn't think so. BALDRICK!! He's usually very punctual. 

Lady Farrow: Perhaps this Baldrick is doing it out of kindness. Edmund: Oh no, I shouldn't think so. BALDRICK!! He, he he's a very unkind person. 

Lady Farrow: Well then, let us leap on the moment that we have been given and use it to its full. 

Edmund: What ? 

Lady Farrow: Let me do this last thing for you! What wife could do more ? Edmund: What? Oh, I see. 

(Enter Baldrick) 

Baldrick: Right, that's it. Time up! 

Edmund: No it isn't. 

Baldrick: Yes it is! Come along. Time's up! Come along. Lady Farrow: Oh we've had so little time. May we finish what we began in paradise. Farewell. 

Edmund: Farewell. 

(Exit Lady Farrow) 
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Edmund: Baldrick, you bastard! You utter bastard! That was the first time ever, in my whole life. I've been on this pultry, boring planet for 30 years and that's the first time ever anyone has ever attempted... (Enter Lady Farrow) Lady Farrow: But do not despair my lord. Your brother petitions the queen tomorrow morning. There may still be hope! 

(Exit Lady Farrow) 

Edmund: What? 

Baldrick: Shall I prepare the guest room for Mr. Cockup my lord ? SCENE 8 (The Royal Palace) 

------- 

Queenie: Oh yes alright then, let him off. He probably is innocent anyway. Farrow: My lady! May the heavens rain down radiant jewels and sweet meats apon you. 

Queenie: Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes! 

Farrow: And may Cherabim and Seraphim..... 

Queenie: Out! 

Edmund: My lady, about Lord Farrow. 

Queenie: I've let him off. 

Edmund: No, no, no, no, you can't. He's a complete cad of the first water. Queenie: 'Can't' is not a word for princesses, Lord Blackadder. Melchett: How very true majesty. 

Queenie: Anyway, I won't be argued with, will I Nursey? Nursie: Well sometimes my darling when you want something very naughty. No you won't be argued with absolutely not. 

Queenie: Precisely. So Lord Backadda ha! I want to see Lord Farrow here in 1 hour. Meanwhile, I shall spend the time visiting my old friend Lord Ponsonby who I believe I'm having killed on Friday - Come on Nursey, let's see if there are any good heads in Traitor's Cloister on the way! Edmund: Percy, this is a very difficult situation. Percy: Yes, my lord. 

Edmund: Someone's for the chop. You or me in fact. Percy: Ah yes. 

Edmund: Let's face facts Percy, it's you! 

Percy: Except, Except, I may have a plan. 

Edmund: Oh yes. 

Percy: Yes, eh, eh. How about if we get Lord Farrow's head and body and we take it to the queen, except, except just before we get in,we start shouting and screaming, and then we come in saying "We were just on our way when he said something traitorous and so we cut his head off in the corridor just to teach him a lesson". 

Edmund: Pathetic! Absolutely pathetic! Contemptable! Worth a try. Where did we put the head? 

Percy: It's on a spike in traitor's cloister. 

Edmund: Oh God, well that's where the queen's gone! Did she know Farrow? Percy: Oh yes, they were childhood friends. 

Edmund: Well what if she sees his head on a spike? She'll, she'll, she'll realise he's dead! 

Percy: Yes. 

Edmund: You fetch the body, and I'll cover the head. 
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SCENE 9 (Traitor's cloister) 

------- 

Queenie: Oh! Hello Edmund. Look I'm sorry I snapped at you just now. You know I'm really very keen on you indeed don't you ? Edmund: Oh yes mam, as you were keen on Essex. Queenie: Exactly! 

Edmund: Right up to the point at which you had his head cut off. Queenie: (laughs) He didn't mind that, he knew it was only little me! And I must say, his head did look jolly super on its spike. Are there no heads on spikes today ? 

Edmund: Em, no. No, we're training up a new executioner and he's a little immature. Takes him forever. Slash, slash, slash. By the time he's finished you don't so much need a spike as a toast rack. 

Queenie: I like toast. Still, must be off to say bye bye to Ponsonby. Would you care to stroll with me a while just if you've got time, if you're not to busy. Edmund: No, sorry mam, affairs at office- 

Queenie: I said "Would you care to stroll with me a while, just if you've got time, if YOU'RE NOT TOO BUSY!" 

Edmund: It would make the decade worthwhile! --------------- 

Edmund: And in Genoa, 'tis now the fashion to pin a live frog to the shoulder braid, stand in a bucket and go "bibble" at passers by. Queenie: Oh, our Italian cousins! 

Edmund: Well if you'll excuse me mam, I've got some business to attend to. Queenie: Certainly. But first Edmund, take my hand. Tell me you forgive my former sharpness. 

Edmund: Em. M'lady 

Queenie: Sweet Lord Blackadder. 

(Exit Queenie, Nursie. Enter Percy) 

Edmund: Percy. 

Percy: Well, I've got the body my lord and I see you've got the head. Edmund: Yes but look it's no good Percy, no-one's ever going to believe we've just cut it off, it's gone green! We're doomed. 

Percy: Doomed. Oh wait a moment, that's not Farrow! Edmund: Isn't it ? 

Percy: No, that's Ponsonby. 

Edmund: My God, Ponsonby! That genius Baldrick has killed the wrong bloke. We're saved. 

Percy: Saved. 

Edmund: Then Farrow is alive and we're saved. Percy: Hooray! 

Edmund: And when the queen gets back from seeing Ponsonby we'll - Oh God! 

Percy: Oh doomed! Doomed! 

SCENE 10 (At the jails) 

--------

Queenie: It's not very nice here is it? 

Nursie: No, it's not meant to be my pikelet. This is where all the horrid people who don't like you live. 

Queenie: Hmm, I suppose so. It's a bit smelly too, isn't it? 
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Nursie: Ah well of course I'm used to that. In the mornings when you were a little baby .... 

Queenie: Shut up Nursie! You - No not you, you're too repulsive. You! Baldrick: Yes, your Royal Majestic highness. 

Queenie: Bring in Lord Ponsonby. 

Baldrick: Yes your royal majestic .. thing! 

Queenie: So strange, Ponsonby turned out to be a traitor. You would have thought that he'd have had problems enough - what with that hunch, and only having one leg! 

Nursie: Yes and that terrible speech problem 

Percy: Your majesty.. Lord Ponsonby 

Edmund: Your royal majesty. Sorry about the baaag. Didn't have time to shave! 

 

Episode 3 - "Potato"

[Blackadder's house. Enter Percy wearing a matching red outfit and hat - with antlers. The outfit is covered in bells which ring as he walks. Sounds of a celebration are heard outside] 

Percy: Coming? 

Blackadder: Nope [offhandedly closing door on Percy] Percy: [re-entering] It will be a once in a lifetime experience. Blackadder: No it won't [closing the door with his foot. Percy makes a "wauh" noise as he is shoved out] 

Percy: [entering again, holding his nose] Everybody's going. Blackadder: Don't exaggerate, Percy. I'm not going, Mrs. Miggins from the pie shop isn't going... 

Percy: Oh, my lord, you are cruel; you know perfectly well that Mrs. Miggins is bedridden from the nose down [postures, with his hand on his hip] And besides, she is honoring the occasion in her own special way by baking a great commemorative pie, in the shape of an enormous pie! Blackadder: What an imagination that woman has. [The crowd's cheering swells outside] 

Percy: Oh, come on Edmund! The greatest explorer of our age is coming home. The streets have never been so gay! Women are laughing, children are singing... Oh look! [pointing out the window] there's a man being indecently assaulted by nine foreign sailors, and he's still got a smile on his face! Blackadder: Look, Percy, the return of Sir Walter "Ooh what a big ship I've got" Raleigh is a matter of supreme indifference to me. Percy: [leaning in towards him] Look, if you're not careful, all the children will dance about outside your window, singing "sourpuss" and "grumpy face", and you wouldn't want that, now would you? 

Blackadder: I believe I could survive it. Now, Percy, will you get out before I cut off your head, scoop out the insides, and give it to your mother as a vase?! [goes over to Percy, and, dragging him by his antlers, throws him out again. Slams door] What a clot. The most absurdly dressed creature in Christendom [enter Baldrick, wearing a "dung-gatherer's" version of same. The hat is brown with branches sticking off the top] (Pauses) With one exception. 
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Baldrick: [looking up at him] My lord? 

Blackadder: Baldrick, you look like a deer. 

Baldrick: Thank you my lord. You look a bit of a ducky yourself. Blackadder: Oh God. [in disgust] What do you want? Baldrick: Well, I was wondering if I might have the afternoon off? Blackadder: Of course not; who do you think you are, Watt Tyler? You can have the afternoon off when you DIE, not before. Baldrick: But I want to cheer brave Sir Walter home. Oh, dear sir, on a day like today I feel proud to be a member of the greatest kingdom in the world. Blackadder: And doubtless many other members of the animal kingdom feel the same way but - [crowd cheering rises again. Blackadder gestures threateningly at the window] Look, will you shut up?! Bloody explorers, ponce off to mumbo-jumbo-land, come home with a tropical disease, a suntan and a bag of brown lumpy things, and, Bob's your uncle, everyone's got a picture of them in the lavatory. I mean, what about the people that do all the work? Baldrick: The servants. 

Blackadder: No, me; I'm the people who do all the work. I mean look at this! [goes to a table at the side of the room and picks up a small brown thing and holds it up] What is it? 

Baldrick: Oh, I'm surprised you've forgotten, my lord. Blackadder: I haven't forgotten; it's a rhetorical question. Baldrick: [looking at him] No, it's a potato. 

Blackadder: To you it's a potato, to me it's a potato. But to Sir Walter Bloody Raleigh it's country estates, fine carriages, and as many girls as his tongue can cope with. He's making a fortune out of the things; people are smoking them, building houses out of them... They'll be eating them next. [shoves it into Baldrick's chest; Baldrick takes it and looks at it] Baldrick: Stranger things have happened. 

Blackadder: Oh, exactly. 

Baldrick: [continues] That horse becoming Pope. Blackadder: The what? [Someone knocks on the door and Baldrick goes to answer it] Oh God. Probably some birk with a parrot on his shoulder selling plaster gnomes of Sir Francis Drake and his Golden behind [A child is heard outside singing "sourpuss, grumpy face, sourpuss, grumpy face..."[Miranda Richardson, actually]. Edmund pulls out a bow, nocks an arrow and shoots. The singing stops with an abrupt "aah! Mummy..."] [Edmund shouts out the window] And another thing: why aren't you at school? [Melchett, followed by Baldrick comes in the room] Melchett: Blackadder, started talking to yourself I see. Blackadder: [Turning away from the window] Yes, it's the only way I can be sure of intelligent conversation. What do you want? Melchett: Well I just looked in on my way to the palace to welcome Sir Walter home; I wondered if you cared to accompany me. Blackadder: I don't think I'll bother, actually; three hours of bluff seaman's talk about picking the weevils out of biscuits and drinking urine is not my idea of a good time. 

Melchett: As you wish. [To Baldrick] Servant, my hat. [Baldrick leaves. Melchett holds out a box toward Blackadder] Potato? 
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Blackadder: Thanks, I don't. [Melchett takes a bite of one]. I see you haven't succumbed to this fad of dressing up like half an allotment in Nottingham Forest. [Baldrick enters carrying Melchett's hat] Baldrick: There you go, my lord [hands Melchett his hat. It is decorated with not only antlers but feathers as well] 

Blackadder: -You have. 

Melchett: It's probably just as well you're not coming, Blackadder, you're not very popular at court at the moment, and the Queen and I have- [Blackadder interrupts him] 

Blackadder: -Yes, well I can probably leave this 'til tomorrow in fact. [over Melchett's protests "you needn't other"]. No, no, I'll come with you; obviously the Queen and I will be the only ones even vaguely sensibly dressed. [follows Melchett out and slams the door behind him] 

--------------------

[cut to the Queen, who is wearing an eyepatch and a special matching crown(?). A knock is heard at the door] 

Queen: Who is it? 

Melchett: Melchy, Lady. [He tries to open the door] Queen: [keeping door closed with her hand] -But soft! Close your eyes! [She runs back to throne next to Nursie] Now enter! [He enters, hand draped melodramatically over eyes. Queen says:] Ahoy there, me shivering matey, heave-ho! [Seats herself]. Right, open your eyes. Melchett: Thank you, Majesty. And- [bows slightly, pretends to look around in puzzlement] 

Queen: [smiling widely but playing the innocent] Why, what's the matter, Melchy? 

Melchett: Well, I beg your pardon, my Lady. I was wanting to greet the gallant sailor who hallooed me as I came in [Queen squeals with delight] Perchance he has hauled anchor and sailed away. [Edmund is looking disgusted in the background] 

Queen: [slyly] No-it was me! 

Melchett: Majesty! Surely not! 

Blackadder: You utter creep. [Melchett gives him a condescending look and moves out of his way so the Queen can greet Edmund] So. Where's this barnacle-bottomed, haddock-flavored, bilge-rat Sir rather-a-wally Raleigh then? I hear he's about as exciting as one of his potatoes. Queen: Blackadder's a frightful old lubber, eh Melchy? Melchett: Well indubitably no sea-dog, Ma'am. With a Yo-ho-ho and perhaps, I might venture, a bottle of rum into the bargain? [A high whistle sounds] 

Queen: It's him! Oh God, [picks up a hand mirror] do I look absolutely divine and regal and yet at the same time very pretty and rather accessible? Melchett: [bowing] You are every jolly jacktar's dream, Majesty. Queen: I thought as much. If he's really gorgeous, I'm thinking of marrying him. 

Blackadder: Ma'am, is that not a little rah? 

Queen: I don't think so. 

Nursie: It wouldn't be your first little rash if it was. 
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[The whistle sounds again and Sir Walter enters with a flourish and bows deeply and elaborately. They all applaud him for his feats. Sir Walter is played by Simon Jones, of "Arthur Dent" fame. As if I have to tell you] Sir Walter: Majesty! [he sings out] 

Queen: Splice me timbers, Sir Walter, it's bucko to see you, old matey! Sir Walter: I'm sorry? 

Blackadder: [caustically] She says hello. 

Sir Walter: And well she might, for I have bought her gifts and dominions beyond her wildest dreams [taking off his hat and bowing with a flourish again] 

Queen: Are you sure? I have some pretty wild dreams, you know... I'm not sure what they mean, but the other day there was this enormous tree, and I was sitting right on top of it- 

Melchett: [warningly] Ma'am 

Queen: And then I dreamt once that I was a sausage roll-Melchett: Majesty- 

Queen: Sorry! So excited! Don't know what I'm saying. Oh-come on, Sir Walter, I want to hear about absolutely everything! 

Sir Walter: [launches into storytelling mode] Then, prepare to hear tales of terrible hardship, endurance and woe. [All settle] We set sail from Plymouth in the spring of 1552 [Edmund yawns quite audibly] Queen: [disparagingly] You remember Lord Blackadder... Sir Walter: [Nods] No. But I can see he is the sort of pasty landlubber I have always despised [All laugh except Edmund]. 

Queen: Well, quite. [Angrily] Don't crowd Sir Walter, Edmund. Sir Walter: [continues] Twice, last week, I fought in hand to hand combat with a man with two heads and no body hair. I'll warrant, the most exciting thing that has happened to that limpid prawn in a whole year, was the day his servant forgot to put sugar in his porridge [Edmund smiles tensely as they all laugh at him] 

Queen: [to Sir Walter] Gosh, you've got nice legs. Sir Walter: [continuing on as if he hasn't heard] While I hold the six seas of the world in my hand, he couldn't even put six gob-stoppers in his mouth! [all laugh] 

Queen: He's a complete no-hoper, isn't he, Walt? Sir Walter: He certainly is. [more laughing. Queen stops and says:] Queen: My bedroom's just upstairs, you know. Melchett: I had heard, Sir Walter, that there were only [sic] seven seas. Sir Walter: Ah, only numerically speaking. We sailors do not count the sea around the Cape of Good Hope. It is called the Sea of Certain Death, and no sailor has crossed it alive. 

Edmund: [butts in] Well, well, well, what an extraordinary coincidence. Queen: What's an extraordinary coincidence? [not caring] Edmund: Oh, it's just I was planning a jaunt around the Cape of Good Hope, myself. I'm leaving a week on Thursday, I think. [Queen: "Really?"] Yes, and now that, erm - Sorry, I've forgotten your name-has returned and the whole court smells of fish, I've half a mind to set off this afternoon. Sir Walter: If you attempt that journey, you've no mind at all. Edmund: Or perhaps a mind that knows no fear. Queen: Is that true, Edmund? Do you know no fear? 
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Edmund: Well, yes, I do rather laugh in the face of fear, tweak the nose of terror. 

Queen: Gosh, Edmund, I'd forgotten how dishy you are. Sir Walter: You'd never dare. Why, 'round the Cape, the rain beats down so hard it makes your head bleed! 

Edmund: So, some sort of hat is probably in order. Sir Walter: And great dragons leap from the water and swallow ships whole! Edmund: -I must remember to pack the larger of my two shrimping nets. Queen: Edmund, you are completely wonderful. If you do this, I'll probably marry you [All leave Sir Walter's side and go flank Blackadder] Sir Walter: Oh yes? And who will be your captain? Hmph! To my mind, there is only one seafarer with few enough marbles to attempt that journey. Edmund: Ah yes, and who is that? 

Sir Walter: Why, Rum, of course. Captain Redbeard Rum. Edmund: Well done. Just testing. And where would I find him on a Tuesday? Sir Walter: Well, if I remember his habits, he's usually up the Old Sea Dog. Edmund: Ah yes, and where is the Old Sea Dog? Sir Walter: Well, on Tuesdays he's normally in bed with the Captain. -------------------- 

[cut to a table in a dark room. Rum [Tom Baker, but I needn't tell you that] is sitting with his back against a wall] Rum: Aaaaaaahrrrrr Aaaaaaahrrrrr Aaaaaaaaaaahrrrrr. Me laddy. 

Blackadder: Ah-haah-ah, indeed. So, Rum, I wish to hire you and your ship. Can we shake on it? [holds out hand] 

Rum: aah-ahhh! [strokes his hand] You have a woman's hand, milord! I'll wager these dainty pinkies never weighed anchor in a storm. Blackadder: Well, you're right there. 

Rum: Ha ha ha. -Aah! Your skin milord. I'll wager it ne'er felt the lash of a cat ['o' nine tails], been rubbed with salt, and then flayed off by a pirate chief to make fine stockings for his best cabin boy. 

Blackadder: How canny, I don't know how you do it, but you're right again. Rum: Why should I let a stupid cockerel like you aboard me boat? Blackadder: Perhaps for the money in my purse [holding it up] Rum: Ha. -Aah! You have a woman's purse! [takes it from him and examines it daintily] I'll wager that purse has never been used as a rowing-boat. I'll wager it's never had sixteen shipwrecked mariners tossing in it. Blackadder: Yes, right again, Rum. I must say when it comes to tales of courage I'm going to have to keep my mouth shut. Rum: Oh! You have a woman's mouth, milord! I'll wager that mouth never had to chew through the side of a ship to escape the dreadful spindly killer fish. Blackadder: I must say, when I came to see you, I had no idea I was going to have to eat your ship as well as hire it. And since you're clearly as mad as a mongoose I'll bid you farewell [gets up] 

Rum: Aaah, courtiers to the Queen, you're nothing but lapdogs to a slip of a girl. 

Blackadder: Better a "lapdog to a slip of a girl", than a... Git. Rum: So you do have some spunk in you! Don't worry, laddie, I'll come, I'll come [holds out is hand] 

Blackadder: Well, let us set sail as soon as we can. [they shake] I will fetch my first mate, and then I'll return as fast as my legs will carry me. 
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Rum: Ah! [pointing] You have a woman's legs, my lord! I'll wager those are legs that have never been sliced clean off by a falling sail, and swept into the sea before your very eyes. 

Blackadder: [crossly] Well, neither have yours. Rum: That's where you're wrong [throws aside table showing his lack of legs] Blackadder: Oh my God! 

Rum: No point in changing your mind now; no one else will come. The whole thing's suicide anyway. What's the first mate's name? Blackadder: Percy. 

Rum: A nautical cove? 

Blackadder: Yes! Well... He's a sort of wet fish. -------------------- 

[cut to Percy and Baldrick in a room. Baldrick is folding what appear to be sheets. Perhaps they are sails] Percy: [Petulantly]. I'm not coming. I'm just not coming. I mean, of course I'm very keen to go on the trip, it's just... unfortunately, uh... I've got an appointment.... to have my nostrils plucked... next year. 

Baldrick: Oh, I'm sorry, my lord. I thought it was because you were a complete coward. 

Percy: [sounding nervous] Don't be ridiculous, Baldrick... You know me, I mean... I-laugh in the face of fear, and-tweak the nose-of the-dreadful spindly killer fish. I'm not one of your milksops who's scared out of his mind by the mere sight of water. Gah! [backs away in fear as Baldrick holds out a goblet of water to his face] Yes, all right, I admit it, I admit it, I'm terrified! You see, Baldrick, when I was a baby, I was savaged by a turbot [flounder]. Oh, Baldrick, you can't think of a plan to get me out of this, can you? Baldrick: Uh, you can hide, my lord. 

Percy: Hide. Brilliant! Where? [They look around the room. The trunk the sheet came from is standing invitingly wide open] 

Baldrick: Um... [After a few minutes, Baldrick finally sees the box] In the box! Percy: Which one?! [Figures it out]. Ah - perfect! [Gets in the box] Let's practice. All right, Edmund comes in and says, "Hello, Baldrick. You haven't seen Percy, have you?" And you say... 

Baldrick: Uh. [Thinks hard] No, my lord, I haven't seen him all day. Percy: Brilliant! [They hear a door slam] Oh my God, here he comes! [Baldrick helps close the box lid on top of him] 

[Enter Blackadder. Baldrick is standing conspicuously in the middle of the room next to the box] 

Blackadder: Oh, hello, Balders. Where the hell's that cretin Percy; you haven't seen him, have you? [Baldrick can't remember what he was supposed to say. He thinks about it. Finally, with an air of blustery triumph, he says] Baldrick: Yes, my lord! He's hiding on the box! Blackadder: [eyeing the box] Come on, jellybrain. Hurry up, otherwise we'll miss the tide! [kicks the box, in the manner of, "is there anybody home?!"] -------------------- 

["Oh, Edmund, I'm SO proud," we hear the pleased voice of the Queen, "You're just my complete hero! Oh dear! I'm going all gooey now." We see that Edmund has come to say goodbye and the Queen has greeted him from her throne.] Blackadder: Ma'am, I move that if during my journey I could believe that occasionally you did spare me a thought and, perhaps, go gooey again, I would 
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deem my certain death a minor inconvenience. [Melchett makes a face as if something smells] 

Queen: [gushy] Oh Ned... [proudly] I've written a poem! Blackadder: Madam, I'm honored! 

Queen: [Opens a folded piece of paper, clears throat]. When the night is dark, and the dogs go bark; When the clouds are black, and the ducks go-quack; [Melchy and Raleigh nod appreciatively] When the sky is blue, and the cows go-moo; ["Oh, yes" Melchett smarms] Think of lovely Queenie; She'll be thinking of you. 

[Melchy and Raleigh mumble appreciations and applaud. The Queen continues:] 

It's called, "Edmund." Shakespeare gave me a hand with the title, but the rest is all my own work! 

Nursie: Tush and fie, y tiddly. You didn't always make such pretty speeches [Queen makes yawning noises] 'Tis but the twinkling of a toe since you could say nothing but, "Lizzie go plop, plop; Lizzie go plop, plop--" Queen: -[crossly] Oh, put a bung in it, Nursie. Now! I am sure Melchy and, uh-[pauses] Wally, want to say something as well. "Wally": Oh, yes indeed! [Crosses over gleefully to Edmund, and says with audible satisfaction] Goodbye, Blackadder. I'd say "Bon Voyage," but there's no point. You'll be dead in three months. [Pats him patronizingly on the shoulder] 

Blackadder: [equally patronizingly] I love you, Walter, I hope you know that [Melchett steps up to Blackadder] 

Melchett: Farewell, Blackadder [hands him a parchment]. The foremost cartographers of the land have prepared this for you; it's a map of the area that you'll be traversing. [Blackadder opens it up and sees it is blank] -They'll be very grateful if you could just fill it in as you go along. Bye-bye. [A hearty "arr-arr" is heard in the background] 

Queen: What's that? [Baldrick wheels Rum in on a wooden cart] Rum: To ?Tilbury? me hearties! The wind is in the sails, the oars are in the locks! And we must awaaayyy! [Gestures grandly with his hands] Blackadder: Lady, it is my captain. Long on beard, short on legs. Queen: Oh, Captain. I wish you luck, from the bottom of my heart. Rum: [Booming] You have a woman's bottom, my Lady! [Gets wheeled over to her]. I'll wager that sweet round pair of peaches has never been forced 'twixt two splintered planks, to plug a leak and save a ship! Queen: Certainly hasn't, and I'm quite pleased about it! Anyway, what's wrong with women's bottoms? 

Rum: Not big enough, Ma'am. 

Nursie: [Makes a noise of excitement] Mine might be! Rum: In that case, my little puddin' of delight, let's beat about the bush no longer. I know I'm only a bluff old cove with no legs and a beard you could lose a badger in, but if you'll take me, I'm willing to be captain of your ship, forever! What do you say? 

Nursie: [so thrilled she doesn't know what to do with herself] Yes, please! Rum: [As Baldrick wheels him out] I'll be back! We'll all be back! Queen: Edmund, then, this is it. Oh! [air-kisses his cheeks in a fake show of affection, then gets brisk and "motherly"] Have you got clean underwear? And 
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don't eat foreign food. And watch out for strange men, and discover me a country, and bring me back a vegetable, and -oh-everything! Blackadder: Madam! I shall do all I can. Farewell! [He closes the doors behind them, then comes back] And-don't wait up. [Leaves again] Queen: [looking gushy, and probably covering Raleigh's missing his cue] Gosh. 

Sir Walter: Well! That's the last we'll see of him. In three months' time he'll be dead as a [pauses and thinks] dead dodo. 

Queen: Oh, Sir Walter, Really! [Melchett thinks the pun was intentional and brays appreciatively] 

--------------------

[The scene changes and we are on the ship with Blackadder and company. Rum, then Blackadder, then Baldrick take turns "aaarrr"- and "aaaha"-ing like pirates. All look expectantly at Percy but he does not follow suit] Blackadder: Not joining us in the "ha-ha"'s, Percy? 

Percy: [With visible disdain] No! [valiantly] I'm thinking of England and the girl I left behind me. 

Blackadder: [annoyed] Oh, God; I didn't know you had a girl. Percy: [getting all dreamy] Oh, yes. Lady Caroline Fairfax. Blackadder: [surprised] Caroline! I didn't know you knew her. Percy: Oh, yes! I even touched her once. 

Blackadder: [puzzled] Touched her what? 

Percy: Uh, once. In the corridor. 

Blackadder: I've never heard it called that before [pauses and reflects]. Here-when you get home in six months, you'll be a hero. She might even let you get your hands on her twice. 

Percy: I fear not. 

Blackadder: Why not? 

Percy: Because we'll never get home. We're doomed, doomed! Condemned to a watery grave with a captain who's legless- 

Rum: Rubbish! I've hardly touched a drop! Percy: -No, no. I mean you haven't got any legs. 

Rum: Oh, yes, you're right there. Carry on, sorry. Percy: [Moans wordlessly] We've got no hope. No hope of ever returning. Blackadder: On the contrary, we are certain to return! Percy: What?! 

Blackadder: Because, me old sods, we are not going to the Cape of Good Hope at all. 

All: WHAT?!! 

Blackadder: We are in fact going - to France! 

All: FRANCE!!!! [Percy gets to his feet with the shock of the news] Percy: But, Edmund, surely France has already been discovered. [points at him] By the French for a start. 

Blackadder: Well, precisely; it's a trick. We just camp down in the ?Dardonnes? for six months, get a good suntan, come home, pretend we've been 'round the Cape, and get all the glory. 

Percy and Baldrick: Hooray! 

Rum: A masterly plan, me young master. And one that leads me to make an announcement meself. 

Blackadder: What's that, Rum? 
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Rum: Truth is, I don't know the way to the Cape of Good Hope anyway. Blackadder: Well, what were you going to do? 

Rum: Oh, what I usually do. Sail 'round and 'round the Isle of Wight 'til everyone gets dizzy. Then head for home. 

Blackadder: You old rascal. Still, who cares; the day after tomorrow we shall be in Calais. Captain, [stands and raises his glass] set sail for France! [All save Rum raise their glasses and toast, then yell, "Hooray!"] [The screen blanks and two lines appear in a caption:] The Day After The Day After Tomorrow [The four are still sitting in the ship's galley, only looking dejected instead of spirited] 

Blackadder: So. You Don't Know The Way To France, Either. Rum: No! I must confess that, too. 

Blackadder: [turns toward Percy and Baldrick as if he is going to announce his revised plan, and says:] Bugger! 

--------------------

[Scene changes to Queen entering a room and Melchett and Raleigh bowing] Queen: He's only been gone three days and I am missing him already. Raleigh: [smarmily] Well, perhaps Ma'am, I could amuse you still further with tales of my adventures. 

Queen: [menacingly] Like what? 

Raleigh: Perhaps you would like to hear the one about the mad pirate king, whose crew consisted entirely of men called Roger. Queen: [bored] Heard it. 

Raleigh: Oh. Maybe I could distract you with the tale of the time I fell into the water and was almost eaten by a hammerhead shark. Queen: Yes. All right, try that one. 

Raleigh: Well, Ma'am. [with a flourish] I fell into the water. [pauses for suspense] and was almost eaten by a shark... And the funny thing is, its head was almost exactly the same shape as a hammer! Queen: [extremely annoyed] Ooh, God! You'd better come up with some presents, or I'm going to go off explorers completely! Raleigh: Ma'am? 

Queen: I'll tell you something else. Edmund was right. You do smell of fish. Pooey! [leaves in a huff] 

--------------------

[change of scene: Rum, Blackadder, Baldrick and Percy are sitting around a table in the galley, ostensibly arguing about their plight. Tom Baker can be clearly distinguished above the rest yelling "Rhubarb rhubarb rhubarb! while the rest are actually talking in a way that their characters might] Edmund: Look, there's no need to panic. Someone in the crew will know how to steer this thing. 

Rum: The crew, milord? 

Edmund: Yes, the crew. 

Rum: What crew? 

Edmund: I was under the impression that it was common maritime practice for a ship to have a crew. 

Rum: Opinion is divided on the subject. 

Edmund: Oh, really? [starting to get the picture] Rum: Yahs. All the other captains say it is; I say it isn't. 
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Edmund: Oh, God; Mad as a brush. 

--------------------

[The scene blanks out and a caption appears: 

"Six Months Later" Melchett carries a rolled up parchment which he presents to the Queen] Melchett: Sir Walter Raleigh's death warrant for your signature, Majesty. 

Queen: [with quill pen at the ready] Oh. Good. Any news of Edmund? Melchett: [smugly] Well, Madam, if they're on corse, they should be nearing the urine-drinking stage by now. 

Queen: Don't be horrid, Melchy. Edmund would rather die! Melchett: I fear that may be wishful thinking, Majesty. [He blows the ink dry on Raleigh's death warrant] 

--------------------

[scene change: Edmund is passed out or sleeping at the galley table. A knock comes at the door] Edmund: Enter. [Baldrick and Percy come in, carrying bottles. Edmund sits up and we see he that his face is tired and drawn] So soon? 

Percy: You said today. [They set the bottles on the table] Edmund: Yes, well, I'm not feeling very thirsty at the moment. I had an egg-cup full of stagnant water three weeks ago... Oh all right, come on, let's get on with it. [He stands up] 

Baldrick: Should we drink each other's or stick to our own? Edmund: Is Captain Rum joining us for this bring-a-sample party, or is he going to sit this one out? 

Percy: Oh no, he's been swigging his for ages. He says he likes it. Actually, come to think of it, he started before the water ran out. Edmund: Oh, God. [Resigned] Well, let's get on with it. [Caption appears, 

"Ten Minutes Later" Then, we see the three of them with their backs to the camera and their hands apparently in front of them] Edmund: It's always the same, isn't it; you get all keyed up and then you can't go. Baldrick: I've done two bottles [He turns around and places two full bottles on the table] 

Blackadder: All right, then; pour it out. [Laments] That it should come to this, drinking Baldrick's water. [He holds out a mug and Baldrick begins to pour] Baldrick: Say when. [Blackadder says "When" almost immediately. Baldrick clinks bottles with Percy, in a toast, "Down the hatch". They raise the glasses and are about to drink] 

Rum [off screen]: Land Ahoy! [They stagger as the ship hits something] Blackadder: Ah! France at last! 

Rum: [pops his head in the galley window] No, me young master. Through fair winds and fine seamanship, our vessel is once more edged u on the shores of Old Blightey. 

All: Hooray! 

Rum: By lucky chance, we have landed at Southampton dock. All: Hooray! 

Rum: Fare thee well. The last one up the old sea dog gets a lick of the cat'! [He disappears again, and Baldrick goes to the window and looks out] Baldrick: Don't look much like Southampton to me, my lord. Blackadder: What? 
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Baldrick: Well, those streams of molten lava and that steamy mangrove swamp. [Blackadder and Percy begin to look worried, and cross over to the window to look] And that crowd of beckoning natives rubbing their tummies and pointing to a large pot. 

Blackadder: [rolling eyes] Oh, God. 

--------------------

[Caption appears, 

"Two Years Later" Then we see a very disgruntled Raleigh wearing a dunce's outfit, with the Queen throwing rings at his cap, and Melchett and Nursie looking on] Queen: Where are they now? 

Melchett: Well, Madam, if they haven't been eaten by cannibals, they should be back any minute now. 

[The door bursts open and Blackadder, Percy and Baldrick make their entrance, bowing to the Queen] Edmund: Ma'am! Queen: [shrieks] Edmund! You're alive! 

Edmund: [patronizingly, as if to shrug it off] Oh, yes. Queen: And your silly friend. 

Percy: Lord Percy, Ma'am [bowing again]. 

Queen: And your monkey! 

Baldrick: [bowing] Your Majesty. 

Queen: But where is Captain Rum? 

Blackadder: Uh, bad news, my Lady; Rum is dead. [Nursie screws her face up and starts to cry] 

Percy: Do not despair, good woman. He died a hero's death: giving his life that his friends might live. 

Blackadder: And that his enemies might have something to go with their potatoes. 

Nursie: You mean they put him in the pot? 

Blackadder: Yes, your fiance was only a third-rate sailor, but a first-rate second course. [Nursie starts sobbing again] However, we did manage to save something of him as a memento. [reaches in a large sack they brought in with them, takes out Rum's beard, and presents it to Nursie] There. Nursie: h, my lucky stars; I shall wear it always, to remind me of him [she puts it on]. 

Blackadder: However, Ma'am, I am now returned, and my mind cannot help remembering talk of wedding bells. 

Queen: No, I am completely bored with explorers! And if you haven't brought me any presents, I'm going to have you executed! Blackadder: Ma'am? 

Queen: I only let Raleigh off because he blubbed on his way to the block. Presents, please! 

Blackadder: Ah yes, Ma'am. [he backs away, clearly trying to think of a plan] Um, yes. Well, there was one thing, Ma'am, a most extraordinary gift from the island paradise we visited. 

Queen: Hurry up!! 

Blackadder: [reaches into a sack Percy is holding and draws out a boomerang and hands it to her]. 

Queen: What is it? 

Melchett: A stick. 

Queen: [threateningly] Is it a stick,, Lord Blackadder? 
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Blackadder: Ah yes, Ma'am, but it is a very special stick. Because when you throw it away, it comes back! 

Queen: Well, that's no good, is it; because when I throw things away, I don't want them to come back!! [turns to Percy] YOU!! Get rid of it! Percy: Certainly, Ma'am [meekly takes it from her and tosses it behind him] Queen: What else have you brought? 

Blackadder: Um, yes, well, there was very little time what with picking the weevils out of biscuits and- 

Queen: -Melchy, what did I do with that spare death warrant? [The boomerang comes back and hits Percy on the head, knocking him down. The Queen changes her mind on the stick] Queen: Oh, Edmund, it's wonderful! But what about Melchy and Raleigh? You must have brought something for them as well. [Edmund clears his throat trying to think of something] -Nursie's got her beard, I've got my stick; what about the two boys? Blackadder: [stalling as he turns toward Baldrick and looks into the sack] Um, yes, well. [Baldrick puts his hand on Blackadder's arm and they turn slightly, allowing Baldrick to retrieve something from a satchel at his side] There was one thing, Ma'am... 

Queen: god... 

[Baldrick pulls out one of the bottles he filled on the ship and hands it to Edmund, so that it looks as though Edmund has taken it out of the sack that he supposedly brought "presents" in] Blackadder: ...A fine wine! [Holds the bottle aloft for all to see] A most delicious beverage! [He uncorks the bottle and pours out two tankards for Melchett and Raleigh] Queen: Have a taste, boys, and tell us what you think! [Baldrick hands them the tankards and they "sniff the bouquet" and fall over each other trying to praise it to the Queen] 

Raleigh: Oh, it certainly has plenty of nose! 

Melchett: Oh yes, this is very familiar. 

Blackadder: I'm sure you'll be glad to hear [turns and looks at Baldrick] that there is an inexhaustible supply! 

 

Episode 4 - "Money"

[In Edmund's bedroom, Edmund is asleep. Beside his head is a pair of feet. The owner of the feet is named Mollie.] 

[knock at door] 

Edmund:   Go away. 

Baldrick:   (standing at open doorway) My Lord, there is someone at the door to see you. 

Edmund:   (wearily) Oh god. What time is it? 

Baldrick:   Four o'clock. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, I've told you before:   you mustn't let me sleep all day; this woman charges by the hour. 

Baldrick:   No, My Lord, it's four o'clock in the morning. Edmund:   Someone wants to see me at four in the morning? What is he, a giant lark? 

Baldrick:   No, he's a priest. 
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Edmund:   Tell him I'm Jewish. 

Mollie:   (pushing herself out from beneath the covers at the foot of the bed) Aren't you going to introduce me, then? 

Edmund:   What? 

Mollie:   Aren't you going to introduce me to your friend? Edmund:   Oh very well, but I think you're making a terrible mistake. Baldrick, I'm delighted to introduce you to ... I'm sorry, I've forgotten your name. Mollie:   Mollie! 

Edmund:   Of course, Mollie. Baldrick, this is Mollie, a dear friend of mine. Mollie:   I'm not dear. I'm very reasonable actually, Baldrick. Most girls would charge an extra sixpence for all the horrible things he wants to do. Edmund:   Alright, alright. Baldrick, this is Mollie, an inexpensive prostitute. Mollie, this is Baldrick, a pointless peasant. Now let me get some sleep. Baldrick:   Well, what about this priest? 

Edmund:   Tell him to take his sacred backside out of here, and what's more, if he comes begging again, tell him I shall report him to the Bishop of Bath and Wells, who drowns babies at their christening and eats them in the vestry afterwards. 

Baldrick:   Yes, My Lord. 

Mollie:   (sweetly) Bye, Baldrick! 

Baldrick:   (just as so) Bye, bye, Mollie! 

Edmund:   Get out; go on! (Baldrick leaves) You're a one, aren't you? When you should be whispering sweet conversational nothings like "Goodness me, something twice the size of the Royal Barge has just hove into view between the sheets," you don't say a word, but enter the Creature From The Black Latrine and you won't stop jabbering. 

Mollie:   He was treating me like a human being. Edmund:   Look, if I had wanted a lecture on the rights of Man, I would have gone to bed with Martin Luther. 

[Baldrick flies through the door, literally, and remains lying on the floor with door fragments.] 

Edmund:   (he had just put his head down, and remains so with his eyes closed) Yes, what is it, Baldrick? 

Baldrick:   It's that priest. He says he still wants to see you. Edmund:   And did you mention the baby-eating Bishop of Bath and Wells? Baldrick:   I did, My Lord. 

Edmund:   And what did he say? 

Bishop:   (enters; shouts) He said, "I am the baby-eating Bishop of Bath and Wells!" 

Edmund:   (sits up with a start) Good lord! 

Bishop:   You haven't any children, have you, Blackadder. Edmund:   No, no, I'm not married. 

Bishop:   In that case, I'll skip breakfast and get straight down to business. Do you know what day it is today? 

Edmund:   Er... 

Bishop:   It was exactly one year ago to the day that the Bank of the Black Monks of St. Herod -- "Banking with a smile and a stab" -- of which I am the assistant manager, lent you one thousand pounds. (kneels down to be face-to-face with Edmund, who begins cowering) Our motto is "Repayment or Revenge." 
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Edmund:   Of course, and naturally I'd have paid you back, but -- and this is the real bugger, I've gone and lost my wallet. Has that ever happened to you? Disastrous! It had all my things in it:   all those little notes saying "Forget ye not" and, of course, all my money! 

Bishop:   That's no concern of mine. The debt is now due. Failure to pay back a loan is a sin, and we Black Monks, we HATE SIN! [Bishop lifts up the sheets, revealing that Edmund -- dressed in a brief black loincloth -- is in bed with Mollie.] 

Edmund:   Ah. Erm, Your Grace, may introduce my mother ... Mother, this is-- Bishop:   (recognizes Mollie) Good morning, my dear! (sits on the bed) I hope you haven't forgotten our appointment. 

Mollie:   (sweetly) Of course not, Pumpy! 

Bishop:   You know, I have a mind, my pretty, to play "Nuns and Novices," so don't forget your wimple. 

Mollie:   OK! 

Bishop:   (to Edmund) And, as for you, you come with me. Edmund:   (stands) Where? 

Bishop:   To visit the last poor fool who (draws his sword) LOST HIS WALLET! (hits Edmund's bare buttocks with sword; Edmund runs out) [at graveyard; a mad beggar is dancing around (the same one whom Edmund chases in the final credits of each episode).] 

Edmund:   (reading over a tombstone) "William Greeves:   born 1513 in Chelshood with the love of Christ; died 1563 in ... agony with a spike up his bottom." 

Beggar:   (comes behind Edmund) Ah! 'Tis ever (in sown uncle?) with the Black Monks! (fondles the tombstone) Oh! Screamed, did he -- scream and gurgle as they skewered his catflap for once of a farthing! Bishop:   I think you get my message. 

Edmund:   (stands; the beggar grabs onto his leg; he tries to shake him off as he speaks) Erm, yes, yes indeed. But, tell me, Bishop, let me just test the water here, so to speak. Erm, supposing I was to say to you something like, "I'm a close friend of the Queen's, and I think she'd be very interested to hear about you and Mollie and the wimple, so why don't we just call it quits, eh, Fatso?" Bishop:   I would say, firstly, "The Queen would not believe you," and, secondly, (draws a hot poker) "You'll regret calling me `Fatso', later today!" Edmund:   Ah. 

Bishop:   I will have my money by Evensong tonight or ... YOUR BOTTOM WILL WISH IT HAD NEVER BEEN BORN!!! (exits) 

Beggar:   (letting go of Edmund's leg finally, stands) Oh! Poor Tom's cold! Pity poor Tom, for his nose is frozen, and he does shiver, and HE'S MAD! (waving his arms quite dramatically) 

Edmund:   Oh shut up! (pushes the beggar into an open grave) (at Edmund's home) 

Edmund:   So, lads, I'm up a certain creek without a certain instrument. Either I raise a thousand pounds by this evening, or I get murdered. What should I do? Baldrick:   It's obvious. 

Edmund:   What? 

Baldrick:   You'll have to get murdered. You'll never raise that sort of money. 
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Percy:   (looks up from his book, waves his handkerchief about, chuckling) Oh, come now, Baldrick. A piffling thousand? Pay the fellow, Edmund, and damn his impudence. 

Edmund:   I haven't got a thousand, dunghead! I've got 85 quid in the whole world! (holds up a small bag) 

Percy:   But you're always boasting to the Queen about how wealthy you are. Edmund:   Ah, a cunning web of deceit, subtly spun about the court to improve my standing, unfortunately. 

Percy:   (stands) What, do you mean you've been ... fibbing? Edmund:   (sits in chair by the door) Yep. My whole life has been a tissue of whoppers. I consider myself one of England's finest liars. (looks out the door) Oh, my god, Percy! A giant hummingbird is about to eat your hat and cloak! Percy:   Oh no! (runs out) Edmund:   (to Baldrick) You see? I'm terrific at it. Percy:   (comes back) It seems to have gone now. Well, couldn't you just dip into the family fortune? 

Edmund:   There isn't one. My father blew it all on wine, women and amateur dramatics. At the end, he was eking out of a living doing humourous impressions of Anne of Cleeves. 

Percy:   (sympathetic) Oh, Edmund, I am sorry -- I had no idea. But do not despair, for I have some small savings carefully harvested from my weekly allowance, set aside against my frail old age. By lucky haps, it is just over a thousand, methinks, and has for years has been hidden beyond the wit of any thief, in an old sock... 

Edmund and Percy:   ...under the squeaky floorboard... Baldrick, Edmund and Percy:   ...behind the kitchen dresser. Percy:   (smiles, slightly warily) You've seen it! Edmund:   Seen it, pinched it, spent it. And same goes for the two farthings Baldrick thinks he's got hidden inside that moldy potato. Baldrick:   Oh, bloody hell! 

Percy:   Then you are doomed. Alas. For God's sake, let us sit upon the carpet (sits on the floor) and tell sad stories. 

Edmund:   Certainly not! When Lord Blackadder is in trouble, he does not sit about. 

Baldrick:   You won't be able to sit about with a spike up your bottom. Edmund:   Well, exactly. (sits at his desk) But still, I've got 85 quid and that's a start. I'm sure I'll think of something, as long as I'm not disturbed. [a messenger enters] 

Messenger:   My Lord, the Queen dost demand your urgent presence on pain of death. 

Edmund:   Oh god! The path of my life is strewn with cowpats from the Devil's own Satanic herd! 

[Edmund walks briskly up the hall and enters court.] Edmund:   Madam, you sent for me... 

Queen:   (playing chess with Melchett) Did I? I don't remember. What a naughty scatterbrain I am! (makes a move on the chess board) Zap! (takes off one of Melchett's pieces) 

Edmund:   Well, perhaps, Ma'am, if I might be allowed to withdraw, I have one or two tiny matters to attend to. 

Queen:   Certainly. 
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[Edmund bows, turns, and opens the doors. Melchett, Queen and Nursie break into laughter. Edmund turns back.] 

Queen:   That was a terrific joke, wasn't it? 

Melchett:   Oh, magnificent! 

Nursie:   And so naughty! 

Edmund:   What, My Lady? 

Queen:   I do know why I wanted to see you, and I just pretended I didn't, and I fooled you. And it worked brilliantly, didn't it! 

Edmund:   It was terrific, Madam. I thank God I wore my corset, because I think my sides have split. So why did you want to see me? Queen:   To crack the lovely joke. 

Melchett:   Or perhaps, Blackadder, you don't think the Queen's jokes are funny enough for you to be troubled with. 

Edmund:   Au contraire. I'm ecstatic about the whole incident. I only didn't laugh out loud because I was afraid if I did, my head would've fallen off. Queen:   If you don't start soon, your head will fall off! (all laugh) Now pay Melchy his 85 pounds and run along. 

[Melchett, sitting on the floor, his back to Edmund, holds out his hand.] Edmund:   85 pounds? 

Queen:   We had a bet. I said that you wouldn't fall for my trick, and Melchy said you would because I'm so super and you're so stupid. So you owe him 85 pounds. 

Edmund:   Fine, fine. I mean, it's only money, isn't it! (gives it to Melchett) [Edmund's house, in hallway. Baldrick is sweeping the floor. Edmund enters.] Edmund:   I can not believe it! She drags me all the way from Billingsgate to Richmond to play about the weakest practical joke since Cardinal Woolsey got his knob out at Hampton Court and stood at the end of the passage pretending to be a door. 

[Baldrick giggles] 

Edmund:   Oh, shut up, Baldrick -- you'd laugh at a Shakespeare comedy. Percy:   (rushes out of the living room) Edmund, oh Edmund, I've awaited your return! (hugs him) 

Edmund:   And thank God you did, for I was just thinking, "My god! I die in 12 hours. What I really need now is a hug from a complete prat!" (enters the living room) 

Percy:   But fear not, for I have a plan to save the life of my dear dear friend. Edmund:   Look, I'm not interested in your bloody friends! What about me? Percy:   (giggles) Not bad, Edmund. That's a good one. Edmund:   Oh, alright, then. (sits) What's your big plan, blockhead? Percy:   I intend to discover, this very afternoon, the secret of alchemy -- the hidden art of turning base things into gold. 

Edmund:   I see, and the fact that this secret has eluded the most intelligent people since the dawn of time doesn't dampen your spirits at all. Percy:   Oh no; I like a challenge! (exits, as Baldrick pours a drink) Edmund:   Well, Balders, I lost the 85 quid. The grave opens up before me like a ... big hole in the ground. 

Baldrick:   (gives the cup to Edmund) Well, I did have one idea, My Lord, but ... nah, it's stupid, you wouldn't... (turns to leave) 

Edmund:   What is it? 
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Baldrick:   (turns back) Well, I have heard there's good money to be made down the docks, doing favors for sailors. 

Edmund:   Favors? What do you mean? Delivering messages, sewing on buttons -- that kind of thing? 

Baldrick:   Erm, not quite. 

Edmund:   (starts to stand) Baldrick! 

Baldrick:   My Lord? 

Edmund:   Are you suggesting that I become a rent boy? Baldrick:   Well, good-looking bloke like you, posh accent, nice legs -- you can make a (bomb?). Just stick a pink carnation in your hat and, er, make the old sign. 

Edmund:   I'd rather die. 

Baldrick:   Oh, fair enough, that's all right, then. I'll just put the kettle on while we wait, shall I? (turns to leave) 

Edmund:   (reaches out and grabs Baldrick's shoulder, turning him round) On second thought, with a slight alteration, your sick and sordid plan might just work. 

[at docks, Baldrick is dressed in Edmund's clothes. His hat has a pink carnation in it, and he holds a sign reading "GET -IT-HERE." He bounces seductively as a burly sailor named Arthur strides up.] Arthur:   Give me a kiss and I'll give you a penny. Edmund:   (comes from round the corner) A penny?! Arthur:   Well, alright then -- tuppence! 

Edmund:   Oh, all right, go on. (disappears behind the corner) Arthur:   Nothing fancy. Just a peck. I miss my mum, you see. When I a little kid, my mother always used to come up-- 

Edmund:   (appears) Look, get a move on! He's a prostitute, not an agony aunt! Arthur:   Go on, please! Just a little peck on the cheek, and say, "There there, Arthur -- Mummy'll kiss it better, and you shall have a story." Edmund:   Well, I don't know. Do you do requests, Baldrick? Baldrick:   What, kinky stuff? Yeah, I'm game. 

Arthur:   Oh, go on, please! (crying) I miss my mother so much. I mean, she was like a mother to me! 

Edmund:   Well, alright, go on, Baldrick. (disappears) Baldrick:   (starts to reach up to Arthur's cheek, but pauses) I've forgotten what I'm supposed to say. 

[Arthur cries] 

Edmund:   (appears, fed up) Get out of the way; I'll do it. (takes the sign) There there, Arthur (*smooch*). Mummy kiss it better, and you shall have a story. Arthur:   (excited) What kind of a story? 

Edmund:   Well, I don't know ... one about a squirrel, I suppose. [some time later] 

Edmund:   ...and then Squirry the Squirrel went... Arthur and Baldrick:   (everyone has their arms around each other) ..."Neep neep neep!"... 

Edmund:   ...and they all went home for tea. 

Arthur:   Ah, thanks very much, me ol' shivering mateys! That was wonderful. (turns to Edmund) Now then, how much do you charge for a good hard shag? Edmund:   (nervous) A thousand pounds. 

Arthur:   A thousand pounds? You've got to be joking! 
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Edmund:   Well, I'm sure we could negotiate. (tosses the sign to Baldrick) [Arthur smiles at Baldrick] 

[back at Edmund's house] 

Edmund:   Right, so we've got sixpence. 

Baldrick:   Yeah, now all we need to do, My Lord, is to go down the cockfights and put it on a bird that's a dead cert but has got odds of forty thousand to one. 

Edmund:   Know you of such a bird? 

Baldrick:   No. But we could make one. 

Edmund:   No we couldn't, Baldrick. Oh god, I suppose you have to be told sometime. Sit down. What happens is:   a mummy bird and a daddy bird who love each other very much get certain urges... 

Baldrick:   No, no, My Lord. What I mean is:   we could get a mad wild killer bull, and disguise it as a bird, but it'll be such a strange-looking bird that no-one will back it, but we'll know it's a killer bull so we'll put money on it. Edmund:   Only we will know. 

Baldrick:   Yeah -- if we stick enough feathers on it and hang an egg between its legs. 

Edmund:   Yes, alright, alright, Baldrick. A chat with you and somehow death loses its sting. 

Messenger:   (enters) My Lord, the Queen dost demand your presence on pain of death. 

Edmund:   You're not making any friends here, you do know that, don't you, messenger! 

[Edmund runs up the hall and enters court.] 

Edmund:   Madam, you sent for me again. 

Queen:   Yes, Edmund. I wanted to apologize for the silly trick I played on you. Edmund:   Ah. 

Queen:   It was naughty and bad of me. 

Nursie:   It was, my little rosebud. If you weren't quite so big, it'd be time for Mr. and Mrs. Spank to pay a short sharp trip to Bottyland. Queen:   Thank you, Nursie. And thank you, Edmund. Edmund:   That's all... 

Queen:   Yes. Thanks for coming. (extends her hand to him vertically (to shake)) 

[Edmund quickly turns and opens the doors; court party cracks up as before.] Queen:   That was very funny too, wasn't it? 

Edmund:   My Lady? 

Queen:   Dragging you all the way across town again just to say sorry for dragging you all the way across town the first time! (stops laughing) It was Melchett's idea. I think it's wonderful, don't you? Edmund:   It's fantastic. Melchett, I prostrate myself at the feet of the world's greatest living comedian. (bows) Queen:   Oh, you are super, Edmund. Oh, Edmund, erm, I promised Lord Melchett that I would play [Sharp?] Halfpenny with him, but we have no coin. Do you have a halfpenny? 

Edmund:   Unfortunately, only a sixpence, Ma'am. What a shame! Queen:   Oh, no -- a sixpence will do just as well. (holds out her hand) Edmund:   Oh, good! (hands it over) 

[back home, Edmund enters the hallway, which is full of smoke] 
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Edmund:   Oh god, this place stinks like a pair of armored trousers after the Hundred Years War! Baldrick, have you been eating dung again? Percy:   (rushes out the living room, dirtied) My Lord! Success! Edmund:   What? 

Percy:   (drags Edmund into the living room) After literally an hour's ceaseless searching, I have succeeded in creating gold. PURE GOLD! Edmund:   Are you sure? 

Percy:   Yes, My Lord! Behold! (uncovers the top; their faces get bathed in green light) 

Edmund:   Percy, it's green. 

Percy:   That's right, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Yes, Percy, I don't want to be pedantic or anything, but the color of gold is gold -- that's why it's called gold. What you have discovered, if it has a name, is some green. 

Percy:   (stupefied; picks up the green) Oh, Edmund, can it be true? that I hold here, in my mortal hand, a nugget of purest green? Edmund:   Indeed you do, Percy, except, of course, it's not only a nugget as it is more of a splat. 

Percy:   Well, yes, a splat today, but tomorrow, who knows? or dares to dream! Edmund:   So we three alone in all the world can create the finest green at will. Percy:   Thus so! (whispers) I'm not sure about counting in Baldrick, actually. Edmund:   Of course, you know what your great discovery means, don't you, Percy. 

Percy:   (smiles) Perhaps, My Lord. 

Edmund:   That you, Percy -- Lord Percy -- are an utter berk! Baldrick! Baldrick:   My Lord? 

Edmund:   Pack my bags; I'm going to sell the house. Baldrick and Percy:   (shocked) What? 

Edmund:   There's nothing else for it. I mean, I shall miss the old place, I know. I've had some happy times here, when you and Percy have been out. But needs must when the devil vomits into your kettle. Baldrick, go forth into the streets and let it be known that Lord Blackadder wishes to sell his house. Percy, just go forth into the street. 

[Later, Edmund shows his place to a couple, Mr. and Mrs. Pants] Edmund:   (coming in) ...and this is the den. 

Mrs:   (looks around) Ooh, dear. 

Edmund:   But I have to tell you, Mr. Pants, that I've had an extremely encouraging nibble from another client, and I think you know me well enough to know that I'm not the sort of man to ignore a nibble for long. Mrs:   I noticed some dry rot in the bedrooms, Timothy. Edmund:   Well, Mrs. Pants, dry rot is what dry rot does. (to Mr. Pants) Stop me if I'm getting too technical. 

[Mr. Pants starts to speak, but is interrupted.] 

Mrs:   And the floor (??) is a little uneven. 

Edmund:   Indeed yes, Madam, and at no extra cost! Mrs:   Strange smell. 

Edmund:   Yes, that's the servant; he'll be gone. Mr:   You've really worked out your banter, haven't you? Edmund:   No, not really. This is a different thing. It's spontaneous and it's called `wit'. 
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Mrs:   What about the privies? 

Edmund:   When the master craftsman who created this home was looking at the sewage, he said to himself, "Romeo," -- for 'twas his name -- "Romeo, let's make them functional, and comfortable." 

Mr:   Oh, well, that seems nice, doesn't it, Dear! Edmund:   I think we understand each other, sir. So it's sold, then. (goes to a pot and pours into a cup) Drink? 

Mrs:   (insistent for a real answer) What about the privies? Edmund:   (doesn't give away either of the two cups he holds) Well, what we're talking about in, erm, privy terms is the very latest in front-wall, fresh-air orifices, combined with a wide-capacity gutter installation below. Mrs:   You mean you crap out of the window. 

Edmund:   Yes! 

Mrs:   Well! In that case, we'll definitely take it! (takes a cup from Edmund) I can't stand those dirty indoor things. 

[later, Edmund counts the money] 

Edmund:   There, that's the lot. He only wanted to pay a thousand, but I managed to beat him up to eleven hundred. 

Percy:   Oh, Edmund, you wily old trickster, you! Edmund:   Oh, credit where credit's due -- I just named the price; it was Baldrick who actually beat him up. 

[Percy nods] 

Edmund:   Percy, what is that on the front of your tunic? Percy:   Ah! 'tis a brooch, My Lord -- a brooch cunningly fashioned from pure green. 

Edmund:   It looks like you've sneezed. 

Percy:   It is with trinkets such as this brooch, and here, a ring, that I intend to revive your fortunes and buy back your house! Edmund:   You think there's a big market for jewelry that looks like snot, then? Percy:   (upset) My Lord! 

Edmund:   The eyes are open, the mouth moves, but Mr. Brain has long since departed, hasn't he, Perce. 

Messenger:   (enters) My Lord-- 

Edmund:   Ah, messenger, thank God you came. Percy and I could not have waited another second without you. 

[Edmund sprints up the hall and enters court, where the trio is hunched over a war map] 

Edmund:   Majesty! 

Queen:   Thank God you've arrived -- terrible news! Edmund:   What? 

Melchett:   The French intend to invade, Blackadder. Edmund:   My god! 

Queen:   So I need some money. 

[Edmund, fearing the worst, falls down into the throne] Melchett:   Yes, every nobleman must pay 500 pounds towards the upkeep of the navies. 

Queen:   But we've decided to make you a special case. Edmund:   (sitting up a bit) Oh, thank you, Ma'am! Queen:   Melchy here hasn't got a bean, so we thought, as you're so fabulously wealthy, you could pay for both! 
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Melchett:   It would be awfully sweet of you. 

Edmund:   Yes, well, unfortunately, Ma'am, I'm in the middle of a cash-flow crisis and I just haven't got any money on me! 

Queen:   (looking down at him) But, Edmund... 

Edmund:   (realizes that he's in the throne, expecting that this is what she is addressing him about) Sorry. (stands and moves across to his proper place) Queen:   ...what's that in your tights? (points her figurine-moving stick at his groin) Edmund:   Oh, good lord. (he takes out a pouch) Queen:   It looks like ... just over a thousand pounds! Edmund:   So it is. 

Queen:   I thought you said you didn't have any. Edmund:   Oh, I thought you meant real money. This is just a bit of loose change. I must have left it in my codpiece when I sent these tights to the laundry. 

Queen:   Gosh, a thousand pounds just loose in your tights... That is flash! OK, hand it over. (he does) Thanks. 'bye. (turns back to the map, making whistles and `boom' noises as she plays with the figurines) Edmund:   Well, goodbye indeed. (backs out of the room slowly) 'bye, Ma'am. Goodbye, Melchett. Goodbye, Nursie. Byeee... (shuts the doors) [Melchett peeks between doors to make sure he's gone; all crack up once more; Melchett falls to the floor; Nursie claps her hands; Queen falls onto Melchett; Nursie goes to her knees] 

Queen:   Silly old Edmund! He was completely fooled! That was a brilliant joke, Melchy! 

Melchett:   Brilliant, Ma'am! 

Queen:   (serious suddenly) And now I'm going to have you executed. (stands) Melchett:   (stammering) Majesty? 

Queen:   It's for taking the mickey out of my beloved Edmund so cruelly. I'm gonna knock your block off. 

Melchett:   (begging) But, Majesty, I only intended to please! Oh, please! I so want to live!!! 

[Queen slowly breaks into laughter] 

Nursie:   Ooh! (slaps Queen's hand) 

Melchett:   Ah! (laughs forcedly) 

[Nursie falls over; Queen falls onto her] 

Melchett:   (still faking a laugh, but obviously rather frightened and angry) Praise the Lord for the gift of laughter! 

[Edmund rushes into his living room] 

Edmund:   Right, Balders, I've lost the money. I'm going to have to run away. Baldrick:   Why, My Lord? 

Edmund:   To avoid these monks, of course! 

Baldrick:   No point -- the Black Bank's got branches everywhere. Edmund:   Oh damn! (falls to the floor) If I die, Baldrick, do you think people would remember me? 

Baldrick:   (stepping over Edmund as he continues packing) Yeah, of course they would. 

Edmund:   Yes, I suppose so. 

Baldrick:   Yeah. People would always be slapping each other on the shoulders and laughing, and saying "Do you remember old Privy-breath?" 
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Edmund:   Do people call me `Privy-breath'? 

Baldrick:   Yeah, the ones who like you. 

Edmund:   Am I then not popular? 

Baldrick:   Erm, well, put it this way:   when people slip in what dogs have left in the street, they do tend to say "Whoops, I've trod on an Edmund." Edmund:   (stands) Bloody cheek! I'll show them. Baldrick:   What, have you got a plan, My Lord? Edmund:   Yes I have, and it's so cunning you could brush your teeth with it! All I need is some feathers, a dress, some oil, an easel, some sleeping draught, lots of paper, a prostitute and the best portrait painter in England. Baldrick:   I'll get them right away, My Lord! (rushes out) [later, enter Baldrick and painter] 

Baldrick:   My Lord, the most famous painter in England:   Mr. Leonardo Acropolis. 

Edmund:   Right, are you any good? 

Leonardo:   (turns away, speaks in silly Italian accent) No! I am ... a genius! Edmund:   Well, you'd better be, or you're dead! [Leonardo sticks out his tongue; there's pounding on the front door] Edmund:   Right, in the bedroom, Beardface. Baldrick, get the door. Baldrick:   My Lord. 

[Baldrick and Leonardo leave; Edmund shuts the door behind them and then sits down, puts his feet up, and begins reading a book. Baldrick flies through the door, again quite literally, and lies on the floor with the shrapnel.] Baldrick:   My Lord, the Bishop of Bath and Wells. Bishop:   (enters) The time has come, Blackadder! Edmund:   Oh, hello, Bish. 

Bishop:   The Black Monks will have their money, or I will have my fun. Edmund:   You enjoy your work, don't you? 

Bishop:   Bits of it, yeah. 

Edmund:   The violent bits. 

Bishop:   Yes. (begins massaging Edmund's shoulders) You see, I am a colossal pervert. No form of sexual depravity is too low for me. Animal, vegetable or mineral -- I'll do anything to anything. Edmund:   Fine words for a Bishop. It's nice to hear the Church speaking out for a change on social issues. 

Bishop:   Have you got the money? 

Edmund:   Nope. 

Bishop:   Good. I hate it when people pay up. Say your prayers, Blackadder. (holds out the hot poker) IT'S POKER TIME!!! 

Edmund:   Fine. (closes the book and sets it down, then stands) Are you ever concerned that people might find you out? 

Bishop:   No. No, no, I kill, I maim, I fornicate, but as far as my flock is concerned my only vice is a little tibble before Evensong. (Baldrick hands him a drink) Oh, thank you. (drinks) BEND OVER, BLACKADDER! [Edmund complies] 

Bishop:   THIS IS WHERE YOU GET-- (staggers backward, choking) DRUGGED BY GOD! 

Edmund:   No, by Baldrick, actually, but the effect is much the same. [in bedroom; Edmund pulls open a curtain, behind which Bishop lies in bed] Edmund:   Wakey, wakey, Bish. Dear me, you clerics really are sluggerbeds. 
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Bishop:   (groggy) Where am I? I remember...drugged... Edmund:   That's right. 

Bishop:   You should have killed me while you had the chance. (sits up) You have looked in wonder at your last dawn, Blackadder! Edmund:   Well, I'm not sure about that. I did wonder, though, what people who saw this might think. 

[Baldrick stands nearby, holding a portrait] 

Bishop:   Heavens above, what creatures from Hell are those? Edmund:   They make an interesting couple, don't they? I think you probably recognize this huge, sweating mound of blubber here, eh, Fatso? [Bishop charges toward the portrait, but Edmund pushes him back to the bed] Edmund:   There's no point, anyway; we have the preliminary sketches. We'll soon bang off a couple of copies. Let's see, one for the Queen, one for the Archbishop, a couple kept aside, perhaps, to form the basis of an exciting exhibition of a challenging young artist's work. Bishop:   By the horns of Beelzebub, how did you get me into that position? Edmund:   It's beautifully framed, don't you think? which is ironic, really, because that's exactly what's happened to you. Bishop:   You fiend! Never have I encountered such corrupt and foul-minded perversity! Have you ever considered a career in the Church? Edmund:   No, I could never get used to the underwear. [Bishop nods in understanding and apprehension] Edmund:   What I could use, though, is, let's say eleven hundred pounds to buy back my house, four thousand pounds to cover some sundry expenses, ten shillings for the two doors, and let's say thruppence for a celebratory slapper binge at Mrs. Miggins' pie shop... (last bit said to Baldrick) [Baldrick smiles and nods] 

Bishop:   Yes, yes, but first, one question:   Who is this second figure? Who could you have got to have performed such deeds, to have gone lower than man has ever gone, to have plunged the depths of degradation just in order to save your filthy life?!!! 

[From beneath the covers, Percy wakes and sits up. He is dressed in red leather with chains and assorted items.] 

Edmund:   Ah, Percy, may I introduce His Grace, the Bishop of Bath and Wells. Your Grace, Lord Percy Percy, Heir to the Duchy of Northumberland. Percy:   (speaks weakly) Hello. (shakes Bishop's hand) It was lovely working with you. 

----------

[As the theme music plays, the bard dances down the path. Edmund walks a short distance behind, and puts his hands on his hips as he looks back at the camera. Edmund then walks again toward the bard, who then continues moving down the path. Edmund motions for him to stop, but he doesn't. Edmund begins to trot as the bard dances around to behind the fountain. Edmund begins to jog as the bard dances down the path further. Edmund runs, but the bard still eludes him as he half dances, half runs down the path, into the distance.] 

[Song] 

Take heed the moral of this tale

Be not a borrower or lender 
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And if your finances do fail

Make sure your banker's not a bender 

Blackadder, Blackadder


He trusted in the Church 

Blackadder, Blackadder

It left him in the lurch 

Blackadder, Blackadder


His life was almost done 

Blackadder, Blackadder

Who gives a toss? No-one. 

 

Episode 5 - "Beer"

[Edmund's house. Lords Percy Percy and Edmund Blackadder are eating breakfast.] 

Percy:   I must say, Edmund, it was jolly nice of you to ask me to share your breakfast before the rigors of the day begin. 

Edmund:   Well, it is said, Percy, that civilized man seeks out good and intelligent company, so that, through learned discourse, he may rise above the savage and closer to God. 

Percy:   Yes, I've heard that. 

Edmund:   Personally, however, I like to start the day with a total dickhead to remind me I'm best. 

Percy:   Pishroomie, Edmund! You're in good fooling this morning. Edmund:   Don't say `pishroomie', Percy -- only stupid actors say `pishroomie'. Percy:   Oh, I how would love to be an actor! I had a great talent for it in my youth -- I was the man of a thousand faces. 

Edmund:   How'd you come to choose the ugly mug you've got now, then? [He begins reading a note.] 

Percy:   Hah hah! Tush, My Lord. 

Edmund:   ...and don't say `tush', either! It's only a short step from `tush' to `hey nonny nonny'; and then, I'm afraid, I'll shall have to call the police. [Looks at the note once more] Well! God pats me on the head and says, "Good boy, Edmund!" 

Percy:   My Lord...? 

Edmund:   My aunt and uncle, Lord and Lady Whiteadder, the two most fanatical puritans in England, have invited themselves to dinner here tonight. Percy:   But aren't they the most frightful bores? Edmund:   Yep, but they have one great redeeming feature -- their wallets. More cerpacious than an elephant's scrotum, and just as difficult to get your hands on...at least until now, for, tonight, they wish to discuss my inheritance. [runs his fingers through his hair] 

Percy:   [stands quickly] Hey nonny nonny, My Lord! Good news! [he holds out a hand as though expecting Edmund to shake it] Edmund:   [calls] Baldrick! 

[Baldrick enters, wearing an apparatus on his head which is dangling a piece of cheese from the end of his nose. Edmund begins to speak about something, then notices.] 
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Edmund:   [calmly] Why have you got a piece of cheese tied to the end of your nose? 

Baldrick:   To catch mice, My Lord -- I lie on the floor with my mouth open and hope they scurry in. 

Edmund:   ...and do they? 

Baldrick:   Not yet, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Well, I'm not surprised -- your breath comes straight from Satan's bottom, Baldrick. The only sort of mouse you're going to catch is one without a nose. 

Baldrick:   That's a pity, because the nose is the best bit on a mouse... Edmund:   Any bit of a mouse would seem like luxury compared to what Percy and I must eat tonight. We are entertaining puritan vegetable folk, Balders; and that means no meat. 

Baldrick:   In that case, I shall prepare my Turnip Surprise. Edmund:   and the surprise is...? 

Baldrick:   There's nothing else in it except the turnip. Edmund:   So, in other words, the Turnip Surprise would be...a turnip. Baldrick:   [realization] Oh yeah... 

[There is a knock at the door.] 

Edmund:   Get the door, Baldrick, get the door... [Baldrick leaves.] 

Percy:   Well, now, if things go as planned tonight, it seems congratulations are in order... [he holds out a hand as though expecting Edmund to shake it] Edmund:   Nice try, Percy, but forget it -- you're not getting a penny. [he goes to sit in the chair at the doorway to the room] 

[A tremendous noise of wood being bent and broken fills the room. Baldrick enters, carrying a door.] 

Edmund:   [looks at what Baldrick is carrying; is not surprised; speaks calmly] Baldrick, I would advise you to make the explanation you are about to give phenomenally good. 

Baldrick:   You said, "Get the door." 

Edmund:   Not good enough -- you're fired. 

Baldrick:   But, My Lord, I've been in your family since 1532! Edmund:   So has syphilis; now get out. 

Baldrick:   [obscured by laughter], My Lord. [starts to leave but returns] Oh, by the way:   there was a messenger outside when I got the door. He says the Queen wants to see you -- Lord Melchett is very sick. Edmund:   [stands up excited] Really...! 

Baldrick:   Yeah -- he's at Death's door. 

Edmund:   Well, my faithful old reinstated family retainer, let's go and open it for him, then! 

[Scene changes to a large room. Melchett is lying on a bed with a hand on his head. Queen Elizabeth is fanning his face with her hand. Nursie pushes on Melchett's stomach. Edmund enters.] 

Queen:   Edmund! Quick! Quick! Melchett's dying! We must do something! Edmund:   Well, yes, of course... er, some sort of celebration... But let's wait until he's actually snuffed it, shall we? 

Queen:   Nursie's old methods don't seem to be working... Nursie:   Come on, little tummy... 
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Queen:   [goes across the room, to speak privately with Edmund] It all started last night at about two o'clock. I was tucked into bed having this absolutely scrummy dream about ponies when I was wakened by a terrific banging from Lord Melchett. 

Edmund:   [grins at the double entendre] Well! I never knew he had it in him! Queen:   It's true -- I promise! He was banging on the castle gate, falling over, and singing a strange song about a girl who possessed something called a...dicky-di-do? 

Edmund:   Oh, yes, it's a lovely old hymn, isn't it... [returns to the bed] Well, ma'am, I think I know what's wrong with Lord Melchett; and, unfortunately, it isn't fatal. 

Queen:   Well, [????] cure the horrible [?] -- I'm fed up with him lying there moaning and groaning... 

Nursie:   ...and letting off such great and fruits of [?] woof-woofs! One can scarcely...one can't believe one's tiny nosey! 

Edmund:   The truth is:   Lord Melchett just can't take his ale. Melchett:   [sitting up] Madam, I protest! I may be a little delicate this morning, but what I drank last night would have floored a rhinoceros! Edmund:   ...if it was allergic to lemonade... 

Melchett:   It's Blackadder here who can't take his ale -- he's famous for it! Edmund:   Oh yeah? 

Melchett:   Yeah! 

Edmund:   Yeah? 

Melchett:   Yeah! 

Queen:   Oh, this is so exciting --the boys are getting tough! Melchett:   Well, I'm sure we all remember the shame and embarrassment of the visit of the King of Austria when Blackadder was found wandering naked among the corridors of Hampton Court singing, "I'm Merlin, The Happy Pig!" Edmund:   So, what did you have last night, then? a whole half-pint of potato juice? 

Melchett:   On the contrary! I had two flagons of claret and a double helping of curried turtle! I can assure you; it's no holds barred with us at the annual communion-wine tasting... 

Edmund:   Annual! Hah! For me and the wild boys, every night is drinking night! 

Melchett:   Says who? 

Edmund:   Says me! 

Melchett:   Says you? 

Edmund:   Yeah! 

Melchett:   [expecting that Edmund is bragging] eeaaaahh... Edmund:   You ought to come around sometime; have a look at the underside of >my< table! 

Melchett:   Bah... 

Queen:   ...tonight!!! 

Melchett:   [suddenly in his senses, speaks feebly] Er, tonight? Edmund:   [not in his senses] Yeah! Come on, Melchy -- what are you scared of? 

Queen:   Perhaps you're right. [in a child's taunt] Perhaps he's a [????]. Melchett:   Oh, all right then; tonight. I'll be there. 
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Queen:   Hurray. and last one under the table gets...ten thousand florins(sp?) from the loser. 

Edmund:   [shocked] Ma'am...? Er... right... Well, I'll get the beer in, then. [bows, puts a thumb to his nose and wiggles his fingers at Melchett. Leaves] Queen:   [Stands at the door] Nursie... 

Nursie:   Hmm? [goes to speak privately with Queen] Queen:   [whispering] Do you know what I'm going to do? Nursie:   What? 

Queen:   I'm going to go along and find out exactly what happens at these boys' nights. 

Nursie:   Good idea, poppet. 

Queen:   ...and I'll wear a cloak with a cowl, so no-one will recognize me. Nursie:   Oh, that's another good idea. You're so clever today, you better be careful your foot doesn't fall off. 

Queen:   Does that happen when you have lots of brilliant ideas? Your foot falls off? 

Nursie:   It certainly does. My brother; he had this brilliant idea of cutting his toenails with a scythe, and >his< foot fell off... 

[Scene changes to Edmund's house. Percy has quill in hand, taking notes for Edmund, who paces the room.] 

Edmund:   Right, now; the sort of person we're looking for is an aggressive drunken lout with the intelligence of a four year old and the sexual sophistication of a donkey... 

Percy:   [thinks] Cardinal Woolsey... [writes] 

Edmund:   [calls] Baldrick! 

[Baldrick enters, but his apparatus is dangling a mouse this time.] Baldrick:   My Lord...? 

Edmund:   Why? 

Baldrick:   I got fed up with the all-mouse diet, My Lord -- I thought I'd try cat for variety. 

Edmund:   Good. Well done. and now, returning to the real world:   Do you have a knife? 

Baldrick:   Yeah. 

Edmund:   Good, because I wish to quickly send off some party invitations, and, to make them look particularly tough, I wish to write them in blood -- your blood, to be precise. 

Baldrick:   So, how much blood will you actually be requiring, My Lord? Edmund:   Oh, nothing much -- just a small puddle. Baldrick:   Will you want me to cut anything off? an arm or a leg, for instance? Edmund:   Oh, good lord, no -- a little prick should do. Baldrick:   Very well, My Lord; I am your bondsman and must obey. [sticks his knife down his trousers and begins sawing] 

Edmund:   For God's sake, Baldrick! I meant a little prick on your finger! Baldrick:   [nearly crying] I haven't got one there! Edmund:   Forget it, forget it... [motions for Baldrick to leave] Baldrick:   Thank you, My Lord. [leaves] 

Edmund:   Right, now; Percy... How's this list going? Percy:   Oh, very well indeed. I thought we could invite my girlfriend, Gwendoline... 

Edmund:   Sorry -- no chicks. Who else? 
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Percy:   Well, that's about as far as I'd got, actually... Edmund:   Right. I'll dictate. First, Simon Partridge. Percy:   Oh, not Farter's Parters -- also known as Mr Ostrich...! Edmund:   Even he... 

Percy:   But he's a fearful oik! 

Edmund:   Takes one to know one, Percy. Secondly, Sir Geoffrey Piddle. Percy:   Here's-To-The-Health-Of-Cardinal-Chunder Piddle? Edmund:   The very same... and, thirdly, Freddie Frobisher, the Flatulent Hermit of [Lindesfire?]. 

Percy:   [holds his nose] Oh, paugh paugh! 

Edmund:   Right. That should do the trick. 

Percy:   Oh! and, of course, Lord and Lady Whiteadder, who'll be coming anyway... 

Edmund:   Oh y-- ...oh, no... 

[Scene changes to the throne room. Queen is on the throne, Nursie is in her normal chair to the left (she is knitting), and Edmund is kneeled on one knee before Queen.] 

Queen:   I must say, Edmund, it does look a teeny bit like trying to get out of it. Edmund:   [frantic] Quite the wrong impression, Ma'am -- I just want to make it another night, that's all. 

Nursie:   Certainly not! 

Queen:   I beg your pardon...? 

Nursie:   Well, it's just one excuse after another, isn't it? Next thing, he'll be trying to get out of having his bath altogether. 

[Edmund is quite confused.] 

Queen:   He isn't talking about baths, Nursie. 

Nursie:   Well, he should be! How else is he going to keep clean? Soon he'll be saying he doesn't want his nappy changed! 

Queen:   Lord Blackadder doesn't wear a nappy. Nursie:   Well, in that case, it's even more important that he has a bath! Queen:   [tired of the interruptions Oh, shut up, Nursie... [to Edmund] I know why you want to get out of it, because I remember the last time you had a party-- I found you face-down in a puddle, wearing a pointy hat and singing a song about goblins. 

Edmund:   [stands] Yes, all right! All right! Tonight it is. Queen:   [smiles, a bit turned on] Oh, Edmund... I do love it when you get cross. Sometimes I think about having you executed just to see the expression on your face... 

[Edmund grins uneasily.] 

[Scene changes to the room in Edmund's house to the right after entering through the main door. Edmund, Baldrick and Percy enter. Baldrick no longer wears his apparatus.] 

Edmund:   Right, now; let's make sure you've got this. We are having two parties here tonight... 

Baldrick:   Right. 

Percy:   Right. 

Edmund:   ...and they must be kept completely separate. Baldrick & Percy:   Right. 

Edmund:   Firstly, a total piss-up -- involving beer throwing, broken furniture and wall-to-wall vomiting -- to be held here in Baldrick's bedroom. 
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Baldrick:   Oh, thank you very much, My Lord! [Percy pats him on the shoulder in congratulations] 

[Edmund goes to the main living room of the house (where the previous house scenes have taken place).] 

Edmund:   Secondly, Percy will join me in here for the gourmet-turnip eating. Is the Turnip Surprise ready? 

[Baldrick and Percy begin giggling.] 

Baldrick:   Yes, it is, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Then what is so funny? 

Percy:   Well, My Lord, while Baldrick and I were preparing the Turnip Surprise, >we< had a surprise -- we came across a turnip that was exactly the same shape...as a thingy! 

[Percy and Baldrick laugh.] 

Edmund:   [not amused] ...a thingy... 

Baldrick:   ...a great big thingy! It was terrific. 

Edmund:   Size is no guarantee of quality, Baldrick. Most horses are very well endowed, but that does not necessarily make them sensitive lovers. I trust you have removed this hilarious item...? 

Baldrick:   Oh, yes, yes, My Lord. 

Edmund:   Good, because there's nothing more likely to stop an inheritance than a thingy-shaped turnip. 

Percy:   Absolutely, Edmund. ...but it was jolly funny! [laughs more] Edmund:   Yes, yes, yes... 

Baldrick:   I found it particularly ironic, My Lord, because I've got a thingy that's shaped like a turnip! 

Edmund:   Yes, all right... 

Baldrick:   I'm quite [?] at parties... 

Edmund:   [not interested] are you... 

Baldrick:   Yeah -- I hide in the vegetable rack and frighten the children. Edmund:   What fun... Perhaps you've forgotten that I'm meant to be having a drinking competition here tonight with Lord Melchett, and ten thousand florins are at stake! 

Baldrick:   Oh dear... 

Edmund:   What do you mean? 

Baldrick:   Well, firstly, you haven't got ten thousand florins; ad, thirdly, one drop of the ale and you fall flat on your face and start singing that song about the goblin. 

Edmund:   That's nonsense. ... ... ... but just in case it's true-- Baldrick:   [to Percy] It is true -- I saw it! 

Edmund:   Yes, all right, all right, it's true, it's true... So, the plan is:   When I call for my Incredibly Strong Ale, you must pass me water in an ale bottle. Have you got that? 

Baldrick:   Yeah -- when you call for ale, I pass water... Edmund:   Percy, your job is to stay here and suck up to my aunt. Percy:   [tries to act suave] Ah, I think you can trust me to know how to handle a woman... 

Edmund:   Oh god... 

[There is a knock at the door.] 

Edmund:   Right, here goes... 

 

128

[Edmund goes to the front door. Baldrick brushes Edmund's clothing for a moment.] 

Edmund:   [motioning for Baldrick to stop] It's all right... [Baldrick opens the closet door and tosses the brush in. Edmund opens the front door. Aunt and Uncle's clothing is all white, with a large cross around the neck, a cross sticking out of each shoulder, and a white helmet with a cross sticking out the top.] 

Edmund:   Uncle! Aunt! Greetings! How nice it is to see you. [He leans over and kisses Aunt on each cheek.] 

Aunt:   [slaps Edmund twice] Wicked child!!! Don't lie! Everyone hates us, and you know it! 

Edmund:   Oh yes. Er, may I introduce my friend Lord Percy...? Percy:   [suave] Well well well, Eddy! You didn't tell me you had such a good-looking aunt! 

[Edmund waves at him to shut up. Aunt is shocked.] Percy:   Good morrow to thee, gorgeousness! I know what I like, and I like what I see! 

Aunt:   [slaps Percy] Be gone, Satan! [heads to the main room] Edmund:   Er, yes, well, well, I hope you had a pleasant inheritance... Did I say `inheritance'? I meant `journey'. [motions around the table] If you'd just like to help yourself to a legacy -- er, a chair... 

Aunt:   `Chair'? You have chairs in your house? Edmund:   Oh, yes. 

Aunt:   [slaps him twice] Wicked child!!! Chairs are an invention of Satan! In our house, Nathaniel sits on a spike! 

Edmund:   ...and yourself...? 

Aunt:   I sit on Nathaniel -- two spikes would be an extravagance. Edmund:   Well, quite. 

Aunt:   I will suffer comfort this once -- we shall just have to stick forks in our legs between courses. [sits] I trust you remember we eat no meat...? [Uncle, off-camera, has sat too.] 

Edmund:   Heaven forbid, no! [Goes to sit at the end of the table; Percy sits at the other end] Here, we feast only on God's lovely turnip -- mashed. Aunt:   [stands suddenly] Mashed?! 

Edmund:   Yes... 

Aunt:   [slaps him twice] Wicked child!!! Mashing is also the work of Beelzebub(sp?) -- for Satan saw God's blessed turnip, and he envied it and mashed it to spoil its sacred shape. 

Edmund:   Ah. 

Aunt:   I shall have my turnip as God intended. [sits] Edmund:   Fine. [calls] Baldrick... 

[Baldrick enters.] 

Baldrick:   My Lord...? 

Edmund:   Will you fetch my dear aunt a raw turnip, please? Baldrick:   Well, we've only got the one that-- 

Edmund:   [Interrupts, wanting to show authority in front of his servant to his Aunt and Uncle] Just do it, thank you. 

[Baldrick leaves.] 

Edmund:   [to Uncle] So, Uncle, will you have your turnip mashed, or as God intended? 
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Aunt:   He will not answer you -- he has taken a vow of silence. [Uncle looks quite unhappy] I believe that silence is golden. [Edmund begins to say something like "Oh, I see" but decides it's better to be golden. Aunt gives him an approving look.] 

[Pause] 

[Edmund, still not wanting to speak, but also wanting to get to the topic he wants to talk about, clears his throat, making the word `inheritance' as he does so.] 

[There is a noisy knock on the front door.] 

Aunt:   Edmund! I trust you have invited no other guests...? Edmund:   Oh, certainly not! 

Aunt:   Good -- for where there are other guests there are people to fornicate with! 

Edmund:   Well, quite. 

[More knocking on the front door.] 

Edmund:   I'll just go and tell them to fornicate off. [motions over to Percy] Lord Percy... [leaves] 

Percy:   Erm, er, yes, er, well, Lord Whiteadder, er, a vow of silence... Now; that's quite an interesting thing... Tell me about it. [In the hall, Edmund leaves his bedroom wearing a pair of false breasts over his clothing, then goes to the front door and opens it. Monk, Partridge (holding an ostrich feather) and Piddle enter, also wearing false breasts over their clothing. Monk wears a hat with a chicken on it; Partridge wears a hat with a model of a ship on it, and Piddle wears a hat with bells and something I can't describe -- like a May pole. They sing.] 

"Happy Birthday to you! Happy Birthday to you! Happy Birthday, Eddy-baby! Happy Birthday to you!" 

[In the main room, Aunt can hear, and doesn't know what to make of it; Percy is unable to think of an explanation.] 

Edmund:   [loudly so Aunt can hear] But it's not my birthday, Arch Deacon! [In the main room, Aunt nods and smiles. Percy is relieved.] [Edmund leads the group into Baldrick's bedroom.] Edmund:   Well, well, get stuck in, boys. 

Partridge:   `Stuck in'! Way-hey! Get it? 

Monk:   No... [Piddle doesn't, either] 

Partridge:   Well, it sounds a bit rude, doesn't it? `Stuck >in<'! [The boozers laugh, as there's a knock at the front door.] Edmund:   Er, sorry -- back in a tick. [leaves] 

Partridge:   Way-hey! `Tick', eh, lads? Now that sounds a bit rude, doesn't it? That sounds a bit like `bum'... 

[They laugh.] 

[Edmund, in the hallway, opens to front door. Melchett enters.] Edmund:   Ah, Melchett -- late, I see, to avoid the early drinking. Oh, Melchy, you really are a beginner -- you're not even wearing a pair of comedy breasts! Melchett:   [opens his coat to reveal gold false breasts] Au contraire, Blackadder... 

Edmund:   Yes, well, well, let's wait until we get down to the really serious drinking, shall we? 

Melchett:   [has moved to the door of the main room] In here? 
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Edmund:   Er, no, no, it's this way. [shows Melchett to Baldrick's bedroom] Here we are. 

[As they enter, the three boozers are bent over, shaking their backsides and saying "Whoa!" rising in pitch.] 

Melchett:   Good evening, er... 

Edmund:   Lads, this is Lord Melchett. 

[They cheer.] 

Edmund:   Er, give him a large one, will you? 

Partridge:   `Large one'! Way-hey! Get it? 

Piddle:   No... 

Partridge:   Yes you do! `Large one'! Sounds a bit rude! Piddle:   Oh yes! `Large one'! 

[The boozers laugh.] 

Edmund:   You may find the conversation a bit above your head at first, Melchy, but you'll soon get used to it. Well, er, [taking a mug and raising it] down the hatch! 

[The boozers cheer, as Edmund leaves and tosses the drink in the closet. He goes to the door of the main room, about to remove the breasts, when there is a rhythmic knock on the door. In the main room, Percy knocks an answering rhythm on the table. Edmund opens the front door. Queen is wrapped in a cowled cloak, and tries to disguise her voice.] 

Queen:   I heard there was a party on. 

Edmund:   [not knowing who it is] No. Yes, there are two; and you are invited to neither. [begins to close the door, but Queen speaks] Queen:   I'm a friend of Lord Percy. 

Edmund:   Oh, you must be Gwendoline! You were invited anyway. Come in, do. 

Queen:   Thank you very much. [enters] 

Edmund:   It's in here... [opens the closet door, pushes Queen in, closes the closet door and locks it] 

[Edmund enters the main room again at last, but has forgotten about his false breasts.] 

Edmund:   I'm sorry about that. [obscured by laughter] [sits] Percy:   [with his hand over his mouth, tries to warn Edmund] agh... agh...aaagh! 

Edmund:   [to Uncle] Sorry -- he's sick; leprosy...of the brain. Aunt:   [??] he is trying to tell you is that you appear to be wearing a pair of devil's dumplings! 

Edmund:   [looks down at the breasts, double-takes] Oh my god -- my earmuffs have fallen down! [puts the breasts over his head so they cover his ears] It's getting, er, would you like a pair? It is getting rather cold... [??] Aunt:   No thank you! Cold is God's way of telling us to burn more Catholics! Edmund:   Well, quite -- which reminds me, Aunty-- Aunt:   [stands up] Don't call me `Aunty'!!! [slaps him twice] `Aunt' is a relative, and relatives are evidence of sex; and sex is hardly a fitting subject for the dinner table. [sits] 

Edmund:   ...or, indeed, any table... 

Percy:   ...except, perhaps, a table in a brothel. 

Edmund:   [kicks Percy off his chair] Oh dear, Percy, it seems you have fallen off your chair... 
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[Baldrick enters, carrying a plate on which sits the thingy-shaped turnip] Edmund:   Now then, what was I saying? [sees the turnip and speaks without a pause] Oh my god... 

Baldrick:   [to Aunt] Your turnip, My Lady... 

Aunt:   [picks up the turnip, holds it in front of her, her eyes wide] Very good! Very good! [bites into it, then points it at Uncle, and speaks to him] You know, Nathaniel, it takes me right back to our wedding night... [Uncle's eyes open wide, in surprise.] 

Aunt:   [to Edmund] We had raw turnips that night. [Drunken cheering is heard.] 

Aunt:   What was that? 

Edmund:   What was what? 

Aunt:   That noise. 

Edmund:   Noise? [turns his head and lifts a breast off an ear] Did you hear a noise, Percy? 

Percy:   No... 

Edmund:   Good. 

Percy:   ...apart from that colossal drunken roar. Edmund:   [kicks Percy off his chair] Oh, >that< noise -- it's the Catholics next door, I'm afraid. 

Aunt:   [stands angrily, makes a very disapproving noise] Edmund:   Er, but, I'll, I'll just go and burn them. Back in a minute. [stands] Percy... [leaves] 

[In the hall, Baldrick replaces Edmund's false breasts, and fits a false nose to Edmund's forehead, then dusts him off a bit. As Edmund goes down the hall, he hears pounding from inside the closet. He opens the closet door.] Edmund:   Yes? 

Queen:   I'm suffocating! 

Edmund:   [still not knowing who it is] Well, thank god you're not. [takes her out of he closet] Come on, now, now, take a deep breath. [she does] ...and another... [she does] Better? 

Queen:   Yes. 

Edmund:   Good. [pushes her back into the closet, and closes the door again] [Back in the main room, Percy still tries to be good company.] Percy:   Mind you, I'll say one thing for Catholics -- they do have natural rhythm! [Aunt leans toward him menacingly; he leans the other way] [In Baldrick's bedroom, Edmund has returned; they're all wearing false noses on their foreheads now -- although Partridge's is coming out the side of his head.] 

Melchett:   I notice you're not drinking, Blackadder... Edmund:   Oh, don't you worry about me, Melchers -- I'm holding my own here. Partridge:   Way-hey! `Holding my own'! Now that sounds >incredibly< rude!! [The boozers laugh.] 

Edmund:   Yes, well, I never went to university, of course. Melchett:   [standing] Er, Blackadder, it doesn't explain why you're not drinking with us. 

Edmund:   Ah yes, no, that's what I actually came to talk to you about, you see. What do you say about the idea of ten minutes absolute silence to get some really serious drinking in? 
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[The boozers cheer, then realize that's noisy, so they all go `shh!' rather messily.] 

Edmund:   Yes... I said, "Please give me silence" -- not "drench me with dribble." 

Melchett:   [hands Edmund a silver goblet] Well, now, here's a nice glass of cider... 

Edmund:   Oh, only cider? I'm going to go and put some brandy in it! [The boozers cheer, then go `shh!' again, as Edmund leaves.] [Edmund enters the hallway, opens the closet door and tosses the cider in. Queen shrieks upon getting wet. Edmund removes his false nose and breasts, heading for the main room. In Baldrick's bedroom, meanwhile, the boozers and Melchett are sitting down like in a rowboat. A barrel of something bursts open. Edmund enters the main room once again.] 

Edmund:   So, how are we all going, then? 

Aunt:   Not well. Let us discuss your inheritance. Edmund:   [has sat] Ah, yes, god. Erm, a little drink, first? Aunt:   [stands] Drink?! [slaps him twice] Wicked child!!! Drink is urine for the last leper in Hell! 

Edmund:   Oh, no, no -- this is only water. This is a house of simple purity. [Monk enters, breasts and all, in convulsions. He rushes to the fireplace and vomits, then turns and begins to leave.] 

Monk:   Great booze-up, Edmund! [farts, leaves] [pause] 

Aunt:   Do you know that man? 

Edmund:   [looks behind himself as though he didn't really see] No... Aunt:   He called you `Edmund'... 

Edmund:   Oh, >know< >him<...oh, yes, I do. 

Aunt:   Then can you explain what he meant by `great booze-up'? Edmund:   [thinks ... ... ... thinks ... ... ... thinks ... ... ... thinks ... ... ... thinks ... ... ... thinks ... ... ... thinks ... ... ... thinks ... ... ... thinks ... ... ... thinks ... ... ... thinks] Yes, I can... My friend...is...a missionary...and...on his last visit abroad...brought back with him...the chief of a famous tribe... >His< name is Great Bu... He's been suffering from sleeping sickness...and he has obviously just woken...because, as you heard, "Great Bu's up"... Percy:   [almost passing out from holding his breath] Well done, Edmund... Edmund:   ...and I think I'd better just go and visit him... [stands] Percy, over to you... [leaves] 

Percy:   Yes... How about some sort of game? Er, how about a couple of frames of Shove-Piggy-Shove? [he gets frightened at Aunt's reaction, which is not seen on camera] 

[Edmund re-enters Baldrick's bedroom. Piddle has a cardinal's hat in his hand (for the aforementioned Cardinal Chunder routine).] Melchett:   [climbing off the floor] Blackadder! You challenged me to a drinking competition earlier today, and I haven't seen you touch a drop! Edmund:   Nonsense! 

Melchett:   It's true! You, you twist and turn like a...twisty turny thing. I say you're a [weedy?] pigeon, and you can call me `Susan' if it isn't so. Edmund:   Fine, all right. [opens the door, calls out] Baldrick, fetch my Incredibly Strong Ale...! 

Monk:   Good god! Not Dr McGloo's Amber Enema...? 
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Edmund:   Pah! -- a drink for schoolgirls... 

Partridge:   Surely not Strollop's Lobster [Scrompey?]...? Edmund:   No -- it is Blackadder's Bowel Basher! [Baldrick enters with a pitcher and glass.] 

Edmund:   ...a brew guaranteed to knock the backside off a concrete elephant! ...is it not, Baldrick? 

Baldrick:   Nah, it's water. 

Melchett:   WHAT? 

[Partridge growls] 

Edmund:   Eh, heh heh... No, but seriously, Baldrick -- and presuming you wish to see another dawn... 

Baldrick:   You did call for your Incredibly Strong Ale, My Lord...? Edmund:   [trying to show off] Yes, that's right. Baldrick:   Oh, that's a relief -- I thought I'd made a mistake. Edmund:   Ah. 

[Baldrick begins to pour the water in the glass. Being a glass and not a metal mug like all the others have, everyone can see that the liquid is water --particularly when Baldrick spills some.] 

Piddle:   [standing, shouts] My god! He's right! It >is< water! [Edmund kicks Baldrick in the shin.] 

Monk:   Come on, lads -- let's give him a >real< drink! [he gives a pitcher to Edmund] 

Edmund:   Well, fine... 

Monk:   Bum's up! 

Partridge:   Way-hey! `Bums'! Sounds a bit like `bum', doesn't it? Melchett:   Drink, Blackadder! Drink! 

[Edmund begins to drink...] 

[42 Seconds Later] 

[In the main room, Percy is hit by Aunt. Edmund enters, with the cardinal hat on his head and the ostrich feather sticking out of the back of his tights. His speech is slurred.] 

Edmund:   Percy, I've lost the bet. 

Aunt:   Edmund! Explain yourself! 

Edmund:   I can't -- not just like that. I'm a complicated person, you see, Aunty... Sometimes I'm nice, and sometimes I'm nasty -- hee hee! ...and sometimes I just like to sing little songs, like:   "See the little Goblin, see his little-- 

Aunt:   I mean explain why you are wearing a cardinal's hat, why you are grinning inanely, and [sees the feather as Edmund turns around and falls to his knees, leaning against the chair to the side of the door] ...why you have an ostrich feather sticking out of your britches! 

Edmund:   I'm wearing a cardinal's hat because I'm Cardinal Chunder; I have an ostrich feather up my bottom [Percy nods and mouths Edmund's words, having heard this before] because Mr Ostrich put it there to keep in the little pixies -- hah hah! -- and I'm grinning inanely because I think I've just about succeeded in conning you and your daft husband out of a whopping great inheritance -- hee hee hee hee hee! 

Aunt:   [shouting] Is that right? May I remind you, cursed creature [raises her hand to slap him, but he's too far away, so slaps Percy instead], that your inheritance depends upon your not drinking and not gambling. 
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Edmund:   Oh, yes -- damn. Percy, the devil farts in my face once more. Aunt:   Not mentioning farts was also a condition. Edmund:   Shove off, you old trout! 

Aunt:   How dare you speak to my husband like that! [Uncle is surprised at this remark] Nathaniel, we're leaving! 

[Uncle stands and walks out.] 

Aunt:   [turns to Percy] and you... 

Percy:   [frightened] Yes? 

Aunt:   Has anyone ever told you you're a giggling imbecile? Percy:   [as though it goes without saying] Oh, yes... Aunt:   Good. [stands, leaves, slamming the door] Edmund:   Good riddance, you old witch! 

[There's a knock on the room door.] 

Edmund:   Whoops -- she's forgotten her broomstick... [The door opens, and Uncle leans in.] 

Uncle:   Look, er... [checks to see that Aunt doesn't hear him] I just wanted to say thanks for a splendid evening. Yes, first rate, all round... [looks toward Percy] ...particularly your jester. 

[Percy looks behind himself, confused, trying to find this jester.] Uncle:   Oh, and, by the way, I loved the turnip -- very funny! >Exactly< the same shape...as a thingy! [leaves] 

[Aunt enters Baldrick's bedroom by accident.] 

Aunt:   Good God!!! [raises the large cross that she wears around her neck] Partridge:   Well, look who it s!!! 

Piddle:   Who is it? 

Partridge:   Well, it's a boys' party, she's a girl -- so she must be the stripper! [The boozers and Melchett cheer. Aunt raises the cross even higher.] [Meanwhile, back in the main room...] 

Percy:   Oh, no... Don't get too depressed, Edmund... I mean, money isn't everything... Think of clouds and daisies and the lovely smiles on little babies' faces... [he tries to make such a smile] 

Edmund:   Be quiet, Percy... 

[In the hallway, Uncle opens the closet door, and motions to Aunt.] Uncle:   This way! 

[Aunt and Uncle enter the closet, and Queen comes out. The boozers enter the hallway from Baldrick's bedroom.] 

Partridge:   Whoa! Another stripper! 

[Uncle comes out.] 

Piddle:   ...and a male stripper! 

[The boozers cheer. Uncle goes back into the closet.] Monk:   [removing Queen's cloak] Oh, yes, this is much more like it! [There's a pause while they see Queen in her royal dress] Partridge:   ...and she's come dressed as the Queen! Piddle:   Oh!! Sex-y!!! 

Queen:   Do you know who I am! 

[Edmund comes out from the main room. Percy is behind him.] Edmund:   Yes! >I< know who you are! 

[Piddle?]:   Who? 

Edmund:   You're Merlin, The Happy Pig!!! 

[The boozers cheer] 
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Queen:   Wrong, I'm afraid. I >am< the Queen of England. [Everyone slowly and clumsily (save Percy) falls to their knees.] Queen:   I may have the body of a weak and feeble woman, but I have the heart and stomach of a concrete elephant! 

Partridge:   Prove it! 

Queen:   I certainly will...! [she grabs a mug] First I'm going to have a little drinky, and then I'm going to execute the whole bally lot of you. [drinks] [Dawn The Next Day] 

Edmund:   [singing] "See the little goblin, see his little feet / And his little nosey-wosey -- isn't the goblin sweet?" 

[Everyone -- even Uncle, Percy and Baldrick are here -- shouts "Yes!" Some of them aren't wearing their own hats any more. Percy has Uncle's helmet on, for instance. Others have hats previously unseen.] Edmund:   "See the little goblin-- 

Queen:   Er, wait a minute... I'm sure there was something very important I had to do to all of you this morning. 

[Everyone -- including Queen -- giggles at the possibilities.] Melchett:   I remember something about ten thousand florins...? was it...? or...? Uncle:   I think it was something about an inheritance. Edmund:   Look, do you lot want to hear about this goblin or not? [Everyone cheers "Yes!"] 

Edmund:   Right! Well, perhaps this time I might be allowed to continue, and perhaps finish, with any luck... 

[Suddenly, from under Queen's dress, Aunt emerges.] Aunt:   `Luck'? Hah hah hah! Way-hey! Get it? 

[Everyone says, "No..."] 

Aunt:   Oh, come on! `Luck'! Sounds almost exactly like `fu-- [Ending music and credits. Edmund comes into view with a stick. He stabs and slashes into the bushes as he walks down the lane, hoping to hit the balladeer. He goes far beyond the fountain. On the last line of the theme song, the balladeer is seen close to the camera view, then goes off-shot again. Edmund sees him, and runs down the lane as fast as he can, stick raised in the air...] Blackadder couldn't hold his beer The art of boozing he'd not mastered

And I, your merry balladeer

Am also well and truly plastered 

Blackadder! Blackadder!


A bit like Robin Hood

Blackadder! Blackadder!


But nothing like as good 

Blackadd*hic*! Blackadd*hic*!

I thought that he had died

Blackadder! Blackadder!

Our writers must have lied! 

 

Episode 6 - "Chains"

[The Queen's Chamber] 
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Edmund:   Get out, get out libidinous swine! And take that horse-slut painted strumpet with you, may you rot in the filth of your own fornication. Queenie:   And what did you say to him? 

Edmund:   Nay Madame, I said nothing. I simply pulled up my tights and jumped out the privy window. 

Queenie:   Oh Edmund, you're so naughty! 

Edmund:   Oh, I try, Madame. And ten minutes later when I get my breath back I try again. 

Melchett:   Perhaps now we can turn to more important matters of state. Queenie:   Must we? 

Melchett:   I fear so, ma'am. It's a dirty case. My old tutor, Lord Forest, his son has been kidnaped and he begs you to help pay the ransom. Queenie:   Edmund, what would you say? 

Edmund:   Well, as you know Madame, I've had experience of this dreadful situation. Only last year my aunt came to me to beg for help in the ransom of my Uncle Ozrick. 

Melchett:   Well, did you know something of the dreadful pain involved? Edmund:   Indeed I do. Then I can suggest no better answer than the one I gave to her. 

Queenie:   Which was? 

Edmund:   Get stuffed. 

Melchett:   Blackadder, you would jest over a young man's life? Edmund:   A young man equals young idiot. Look, anyone stupid enough to let so some mustachioed dego con them in a corridor, saying, 'Excuse me Meester' and hit them over the head with a big stick deserves everything they get. 

[In the Corridor] 

Baldrick:   Hallo, Lord, you're in good fooling this morning. Edmund:   Thank you Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   I had quite an amusing story myself the other day. Edmund:   Oh good. 

(Spanish Guard #1 enters) 

Spanish Guard #1:   Excuse me Miester. 

Edmund:   Yes, what is it? 

(Spanish Guard #2 hits him over the head with a big stick) Edmund:   I said 'what is it?' not 'hit me hard on the head'. [In the Queen's Chambre] 

Queenie:   You know Melchett, I've completely changed my mind about that Forest bloke. I mean, he's obviously very stupid but we can go 'round punishing him for that, can we? 

Melchett:   Certainly not, ma'am 

Queenie:   Umm...if we went around punishing people for being stupid, Nursie would have been in prison all her life. 

Melchett:   A very (??) observation, Majesty. 

Queenie:   So I will fine his ransom, but it must be the last. Absolutely the last. Final. Full stop. Never again. Cross my heart and hope to die. Melchett:   Probably not 'hope to die', Majesty. 

Queenie:   Alright, I'll cross that out, uhh...umm..here you are. Sorry about the smudge. 

Melchett:   Thank you ma'm. (goes out) 
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[In the Corridor] 

Spanish Guard #1:   Excuse me Miester. 

Melchett:   Yes? 

(Spanish Guard #2 hits him over the head like Edmund) [In the Prison] 

(Edmund wakes up; Melchett is with him) 

Edmund:   Awh, God, God, God. What on earth was I drinking last night? My head feels like there's a Frenchman living in it. Where am I? Melchett:   (groans) Ooohhhh... 

Edmund:   Who's there? 

Melchett:   It is I, Melchett. 

Edmund:   Melchett! You ought to get this house of yours cleaned up, you know. A real mess! 

Melchett:   This is no time for jokes, Blackadder! We've been kidnaped! Edmund:   Oh God, how incredibly embarrassing! Melchett:   Those private parts of the gods are we, they play with us for their sport. 

(insane laughter of Spanish Guard) 

Edmund:   Oh God, who's that? 

Spanish Guard:   (laughing, says something in Spanish) Edmund:   If anyone is to be spoken to around here, it's going to be me, alright? Tell him, Melchie. 

Melchett:   Certainly. 

Spanish Guard:   (more Spanish, still can't make it out. Another one comes in) Spanish Guard #2:   Ah bueno, El Je'fe. (more Spanish...) Edmund:   Ah, that's better. Now what's he saying? Melchett:   He says he would like a word with you. Edmund:   Ah ha, anything else? 

Melchett:   Yes, he says he would like to torture you as well. Edmund:   Right. Now am I, by any chance, addressing the Senior Dignitary of the Spanish Inquisition? 

Spanish Guard:   Te gusta, me gusta le Inquisicion! Edmund:   Good. Because if I am, I wish to make it quite clear that I'm prepared to tell you absolutely anything. 

Spanish Guard:   Habla puer(??) 

Edmund:   No speako dego. I demand to see the British Ambassador, understand? 

Spanish Guard:   Necesito silenco para comesa. Edmund:   Oh for God's sake, look, how can you question me if you don't speak English? 

Spanish Guard:   No, yo regunto las questionnes. Edmund:   Alright, let's start with the basics. English is a non-inflected Indo-European language derived from dialects of.... 

(a voice yells out, 'oh goot') 

[In the Queens's Chambre] 

(Queenie and Percy are playing frisbee) 

Queenie:   Percy, who's Queen? 

Percy:   (misses Queen's toss) Whooops, butterfingers! Queenie:   Ah, so I win again. 

Percy:   Yes, well then you have a seat. 
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Queenie:   There's definitely been no sign of Edmund. Percy:   I fear not, Mum. 

Queenie:   Where did he vanish? Simply vanished. Percy:   Like an old oak table. 

Queenie:   Vanished, Lord Percy, not varnished. Percy:   Forgive me, my lady, but my uncle Bertram's old oak table completely vanished. 'Twas on the night of the great Stepney fire. And on that same terrible night, his house and all his other things completely vanished too. So did he, in fact. It was a most perplexing mystery. Queenie:   Lord Percy. 

Percy:   Yes? 

Queenie:   It's up to you. Either you can shut up or have your head cut off. Percy:   (thinks for a few seconds) I'll shut up. 

[In the Prison] 

(Edmund and Spanish Guard play charades in an attempt to communicate) Spanish Guard:   Bastardo! 

Edmund:   Bastardo. Barrister. 

Spanish Guard:   Bastardo. 

Edmund:   Embarrassing. You're a barrister. I'm a barrister. Ahh...uuhh..(??) Pregnant. 

(Spanish Guard crawls around) 

Edmund:   A baby. Bathwater. Sounds like..bastard. Spanish Guard:   (excited at Edmund's correct guess) Si', Si'!! No terminado. Hijo. Hijo. 

Edmund:   Donkey. 

Spanish Guard:   Padre. Hijo. 

Edmund:   Little bastard. Mother, father....*son*. I'm a bastard son. (Spanish Guard pants and barks, indicating 'dog') Edmund:   Thirsty bastard. Thirsty barking bastard. Oh, dog, dog. Dog. Woman dog. Woman dog....*bitch*! I'm a bastard son of a bitch! (Spanish Guard is victorious when Edmund guessed his puzzle) Edmund:   in that case, you are a fornicating baboon. Spanish Guard:   Que? 

Edmund:   Oh dear, uh, y--you..tu. 

Spanish Guard:   Tu. Yo. 

Edmund:   Yo, ah, for-ni-ca-ting.....I can't really do it in this box. Spanish Guard:   Youos Disdicolos (?) 

Edmund:   My...um..ah yes, those. 

Spanish Guard:   (?) fuego grande 

Edmund:   Over a large... 

Spanish Guard:   Fuego, fuego (pants) 

Edmund:   Oh, fire, fire. Ah good, so let's recap. Um..if I admit that I am in love Spanish Guard:   (nterjects) No! No! 

Edmund:   Sorry, head over heels in love..with Satan and all his little wizards, then you will remove my testicles with a blunt instrument.... Spanish Guard:   Una balaga, una balaga (?) 

Edmund:   ...resembling some kind of gardening tool but we can't quite....um...roast them over a large fire. 

Spanish Guard:   Si' Si'. 
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Edmund:   Whereas if I don't admit that I'm in love with Satan and....and..all his.. his little wizards, y-you will hold me upside down in a vat of warm mar-malade. 

Spanish Guard:   Si'. 

Edmund:   And remove my testicles with a blunt...oh I see. Well, well, in that case, I love Satan. 

Spanish Guard:   Ohh..(produces instrument) 

Edmund:   Oh, it's a scythe! 

[In the Queens Chambre] 

Queenie:   Oh I don't know, I've looked everywhere. Percy:   Perhaps they're not hiding.....at..all! Perhaps they've been kidnaped! Queenie:   Nonsense!! But only Edmund said 'only real idiots get kidnaped'. Percy:   Oh... 

[In the Prison] 

(a whip comes down, a voice screams. Enter Prince Ludwig) Prince Ludwig:   Forgive me, Herr Blackadder..I have been neglecting my duties as a host. Please accept my a-po'-lo'-gies. Edmund:   I accept nothing from a man who imprisons his guests in a commode. 

Prince Ludwig:   I hope this scum has not in-con-weenienced you. Edmund:   It takes more than a maniac trying to cut off my goolies to inconweenience me. 

Prince Ludwig:   Good, if he had inconweenienced you, I was going to offer you his tongue. 

Edmund:   If he had inconweeniened me, you would not have a tongue with which to make such an offer. 

Prince Ludwig:   Let me assure you, Herr Blackadder, if I no longer had a tongue with which to make such an offer, you will no longer have a tongue with which to tell me, that if I had inconweenienced you, I will no longer have a tongue with which to offer you his tongue. 

Edmund:   Well, enough of this banter. Who the hell are you, sausage breath? Prince Ludwig:   You do not remember me then, Herr Blackadder? Edmund:   I don't believe I had the pleasure. 

Prince Ludwig:   Oh, on the contrary, we have met many times. Also you knew me by another name. Do you recall a mysterious black marketeer and smuggler called Otto, with whom you used to dine and plot and play for biscuit gain at the Old Pizzle in Dover? 

Edmund:   God! 

Prince Ludwig:   Yes! I was the waitress. 

Edmund:   I don't believe it, you, 'Big Sally'? 

Prince Ludwig:   (in a squeaky feminine voice) Will you have another piece of pie, my Lord? 

Edmund:   But I went to bed with you, didn't I? 

Prince Ludwig:   In my country, I am willing to make any sacrifice. Edmund:   For that, I must have been paralytic! Prince Ludwig:   Indeed you were, 'Mr. Floppy'. Edmund:   Yes, alright...now would you mind.... Prince Ludwig:   (again in high pitch vocal) What a disappointment for a girl.... Edmund:   Yes, alright... 
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Prince Ludwig:   (high-pitched, interjecting)....it really doesn't matter, we'll try again in a few minutes... with naughty parchments. Edmund:   We are proud of our comic-serving wench voice, aren't we? If you can say 'Zur' instead of 'Sir, it seems at all social gatherings that tedious little turd who keeps putting on amusing voices. 

Prince Ludwig:   (miffed, shouts deeply) Be quiet! Edmund:   What else have you got in your outstandingly inventive repertoire, I wonder? Aaah, a brilliant drunk Glasweigan, no doubt. A hilarious black man 'See you Jimmy, where am that watty-melon'. I can't wait for your side splitting poof and that funny little croaky one who isn't anyone in particular, but it's such a scream. And most of all, that one you do all the time, that fatheaded German Chambrepot, standing in front of me. 

Prince Ludwig:   You know, you talk too much, Blackadder. I think it's a case of diarrhea that you're having. I should, perhaps, tell you, though I have given the Queen only a week to reply to my ransom demand, unless she pays up, you die. Howwibly. 

Edmund:   She will pay up. And then within a week, you die. Howwibly howwibly. 

Prince Ludwig:   You find yourself amusing, Blackadder. Edmund:   I try not to fly in the face of public opinion. Prince Ludwig:   Y'know, I think, I think that a week from now, you'll be less in the mood for being amusing. 

Edmund:   At least when I am in the mood, I can be amusing. Prince Ludwig:   You better listen carefully, Blackadder, it may be your last. Guards, fetch his friend. 

German Guards:   (enter with Melchett) in, zwein, ein, zwein. Melchett:   (moaning) Oh no, help me....oooohhh! Prince Ludwig:   (laughs) Lord Melchett, we meet again. Melchett:   No, I don't think we had the pleasure. Prince Ludwig:   You do not recognize me, then. Let me refresh your memory. You remember when you were in Cornwall at the monastery, there was an old shepherd with whom you used to talk. 

Melchett:   Good Lord, Dimkins? 

Prince Ludwig:   Yes! I was one of his sheep. Melchett:   Not.... 

Prince Ludwig:   Yes! 

Melchett:   Flossy? 

Prince Ludwig:   Yes! 

Melchett:   But didn't we...? 

Prince Ludwig:   Yes, Lord Melchett! BBBBAAAAA! Melchett:   Oh my God! 

Prince Ludwig:   But enough on such pleasantries. The Guard has found an interesting document in your clothing. 

Melchett:   Oh, I shouldn't pay attention to that if I were you. Prince Ludwig:   The Queen says that she will only pay one ransom. But it must be the last. Absolutely the last. Final. Full stop. Never again. Cross my heart and hope to be spanked until my bottom goes purple. She has a difficult choice in front of her, has she not? 

Edmund:   Not really, bad luck Melchers, still life overrated, I reckon. 
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Prince Ludwig:   Yes, gentlemen. Well, if you excuse me, I have work to do. Evil plots don't just make themselves you know. (exits laughing) (in another moment, still Ludwig) Dear Queen, I, evil Prince Ludwig the Indestructible, have your two friends and you must choose between them. The ransom is one million Crona. Many many a-po'-lo'-gies for the inconvience. [In the Queen's Chambre] 

Queenie:   What a difficult choice! 

Nursie:   But not the first difficult choice you've ever had to make, my little tadpole. 

Queenie:   No, that's true. 

Nursie:   In the old days, it was all difficult choices. Should you have 'Nursie milk' or 'more cow milk'. Or course, it was always 'Nursey milk', ha-ha, but then left breasty-dumpling or right breasty-dumpling. Of course, it was always both breast-dumplings, ha-ha. Ahh, but then which one first. Queenie:   Shut up, Nursey! Ahh, this is very confusing. Lord Percy, play a while to calm my spirits. (hands him a lute) Percy:   Certainly, Mum. 

(Percy takes it and puts it down.) 

Percy:   Patty-cake, patty-cake, baker's man. Ah-ha, you're it! Ring-a-ring the rosey, all fall down. 

[Back at the prison] 

Melchett:   What say you, Blackadder, I sing a song to keep our spirits up. Edmund:   That depends if you want the slop-bucket over your head or not. Melchett:   Well, perhaps a pleasant word-game. Edmund:   Yes, alright. Make a sentence out of the following words:   face, sobbing, your, shut. 

Melchett:   For God's sake, man! We must to something to relieve our minds of the terrible fate that awaits us. 

Edmund:   Awaits you, Melchie, not me. How's my beard looking? Melchett:   (whimpers) Alas, shall I ever see England more? The rolling fields, the the swooping swallows... 

Edmund:   And her playful sheep. 

(enter Ludwig) 

Edmund:   Ah, about time, ho. (?) 

Prince Ludwig:   Gentlemen, the answer has arrived. Edmund:   Well, thank God, I'm sick of this. The conditions are just disgracing us it's like we're prisoners here. 

Prince Ludwig:   I shall read it to you. 

Edmund:   Ah, typical master criminal, loves the sound of his own voice. Prince Ludwig:   After long and very careful deliberation, the Queen has decided to extend the ransom money on.... 

[cut to Queenie writing this very letter] 

Queenie:   A big party. Just impossible to decide between my two faves, so I've decided to keep the cash, have a whizzy-jolly time and try to forget both of you. Hope you're not to miffed. Byeeeeee! 

[cut to prison] 

Edmund:   What?! 

Prince Ludwig:   Hope you're not to miffed. Byeeeeee! As you can imagine, my friends, this makes me very unhappy. 

Edmund:   (sarcastically) Oh, I am sorry. 
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Prince Ludwig:   But if you gentlemen were to turn me away to, let us say, gain access to your Queen, I might just be able to commute your deaths to a life sentence. 

Edmund:   Are you suggesting we betray her? Prince Ludwig:   Oh yes. 

Edmund:   Alright. 

Melchett:   Blackadder, what are you saying? What of loyalty, honor, self-respect? 

Edmund:   What of them? 

Melchett:   Nothing. 

Prince Ludwig:   So you will both, play ball? 

Melchett & Edmund:   Yep. 

Prince Ludwig:   (laughs) Oh what joy. See how you collapse before me you great and corruptible English nobs. So proud of your great, big 'stiff upper lips'. 

Edmund:   Gloating is a sign of insecurity, Ludwig, shove it. Now you know how to get to the Queen or not? 

Prince Ludwig:   Yes, I thought some kind of disguise. You know I do a very good Mary, Queen of Scots. (says something in thick Scots accent) [In the Queen's Chambre (note:   Baldrick is eating from a dog dish. Queen holds dish.] 

Queenie:   What sort of party should it be? 

Percy:   Oh, fancy dress. I love fancy dress. 

Queenie:   Nursie? 

Nursie:   I think it's one of those ones where everybody comes with nothing on at all. 

Queenie:   Shut up, then! (to Percy) I agree with you, Acting Lord Chamberland. If we're really to forget our woes, then we should have as much fun as possible. And what can be more fun than a party where people come dressed as frogs and rabbits and nuns. 

Nursie:   And bits of wood. 

Queenie:   You're not going to come as a bit of wood. Nursie:   Aren't I? 

Queenie:   No! 

Nursie:   Ah. What about a pencil, then, should I come as a pencil? Queenie:   Don't be silly, Nursie. You always talk like this and you always end up coming as the same thing. 

Nursie:   Do I? 

Queenie:   Yes, you know it, every...bod..(stops short in mid-sentence) Nursie. What does Nursie always come to fancy dress parties dressed as? Baldrick:   I thought everybody knew. 

Queenie:   Yes, everybody in public (?), except Nursey. Baldrick:   She always comes as a cow. 

Nursie:   Yes, that's right. A lovely lovely cow with great big lovely udders. Swiggling 'round going 'Mmmooooo'. Come to Nursey cow, you lovely little heifers. Oh that's more fun..oh, let me be a cow again, please? Queenie:   Shut up. (to Percy) Isn't Nursie stupid? Percy:   She certainly is, Mum (laughs). 

Queenie:   See? We're having a good time already! We've completely forgotten about those chaps in prison, haven't we? 
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Percy:   What chaps? 

(all laugh) 

[In the prison] 

(German Guards enter with Ludwig) 

German Guards:   Ein, zwein, ein zwein. 

Prince Ludwig:   My friends, I have come to bid you farevell. These Guards will eventually die of old age, but their sons will exhort or attending all your needs. Edmund:   Thanks for your concern, but, in fact, we intend to escape. Prince Ludwig:   For your information, gentlemen, I intend to bring down your Queen and country. The Master of Disguise will become the Master of the World. HA-HA-HA (continues laughing). 

Edmund:   Ah, yes, one thing Ludwig, just before you go. Prince Ludwig:   What? 

Edmund:   Were you ever bullied at school? 

Prince Ludwig:   What do you mean? 

Edmund:   Well, all this ramping and raving about power, there must be some reason for it. 

Prince Ludwig:   Nonsense, no...er..at my school, having dirty hair and spots was a sign of maturity. 

Edmund:   I thought so and I bet you mother made you wear short right up to your final years. 

Prince Ludwig:   Shut up! Shut up! When I am King of England, no one will ever dare call me 'shorty, greasy, spot-spot' again! 

Edmund:   Touched a nerve there. I think. 

Melchett:   What good is it going to do us if we're doomed to rot here until we die? 

Edmund:   Nah, don't worry, I've got a plan. 

Melchett:   Really? 

Edmund:   Yes. Now that Ludwig's gone, we'll have no trouble overcoming the guards. Germans are sticklers for efficiency and I've been watching their routine. I've selected the moment when they're at their most vulnerable. That is when we will attack. 

Melchett:   Brilliant! How? 

Edmund:   That is the most cunning bit. 

(Guards approach) 

German Guards:   (in background) Ein, zwein, ein zwein. Edmund:   Right, now this is it. Don't forget, when they are at their most vulnerable. 

German Guards:   Ein, zwein..Halt! Enter the gate. Open the door. (they enter) Greetings to the prisoners. Gooten Aaben Englander-scum. March to the table. Ein zwein, ein zwein, ein zwein....Halt! Food on the table, ein zwein (they put down a loaf of bread). Spit on the food, ein zwein. And something (??) to the prisoners, ein zwein, ein zwein (they rock their hips back and forth, groins exposed) Edmund:   Now! (E & M hit their groinal area) 

German Guards:   OOOOHHHH! 

Edmund:   Trust me to get the hard one. (they escape) [In the Queen's Chambre (party begins)] 

Queenie:   Yo ho ho, off with their heads! 

Percy:   (inaudible) Move with the Spirit. Your father is born again. 
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Queenie:   Bloody well (??), or else I won't be Queen anymore. Umm..this is a pretty good (?) What is it? 

Percy:   It's nothing, Mum. Just a mere trifle I threw together. Queenie:   Doesn't look muc like a trifle. More like a (?) to me. Percy:   I see Nursey's really outdrilled (?) herself. Nursie:   MMMMMOOOOOOOOOO! 

Queenie:   Yes, she has. Um..(sentence inaudible) What are you meant to be? Baldrick:   (with two pencils up his nose) A pencil case. Queenie:   (ecstatically) Yes! Ooohh, it's (inaudible bit) I had when I was tiny. We had tea and cakes and venison and a trip with a couple of little friends to the executions. 

Percy:   How thrilling. 

Queenie:   If I wanted my little friends executed, that is. Oh, I wish Edmund could be here. He always loved parties. And always always wore very very tight tights. 

Percy:   Edmund who? 

(Edmund enters) 

Edmund:   Edmund Blackadder! 

Queenie:   Oh, Oh! 

Edmund:   Majesty. 

Queenie:   Oh, Edmund... 

Edmund:   Ever know me to miss a party? 

Queenie:   (excited, then serious) But what about Lord Melchett? Edmund:   Yes, unfortunately Mum, he made it too. (Melchett enters) 

Percy:   Melchett, you're alive beyond measure. Bliss which can't be counted on my fingers! 

Edmund:   BBAAAAAAA! 

Queenie:   Sorry Edmund? 

Edmund:   Nothing. 

Queenie:   Yes, um...unfortunately, apart from my nose getting a little prettier, nothing much has changed around here. Your animal still isn't house-trained, Percy's still unemployed and Nursie's one stick short of a bundle. Nursie:   MMMMOOOOOOOOO! 

Edmund:   Ah yes, thank you for reminding me. (takes his sword out and stabs Nursie) 

Queenie:   Nursie! (to Edmund) You killed Nursie. Oh, that's horrid. Guards, guards, take him away and execute him. He's killed Nursie! Nursie:   (the real one, of course, enters) Can anyone help me with my udders? Queenie:   Nursie? 

Edmund:   Yes, and may I introduced you to our erstwhile captor, Prince Ludwig the Indestructible. 

(all gasp) 

Prince Ludwig:   Ah, Queen Elizabeth, we meet again. Queenie:   Ah...no I don't think so, actually. 

Prince Ludwig:   Yes, you remember when you were young, your father used to take you riding on a magnificent grey pony that he used to kiss and fondle in the stable yard. I, I was the tall and attractive German stable lad who held him. 

Queenie:   No! 
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Prince Ludwig:   Yes! 

Queenie:   You?! 

Prince Ludwig:   Uuuh-huh. 

Queenie:   Greasy Spot Spot? 

Prince Ludwig:   No, no, no! You, all of you have yet to say about my complexion. I shall return and week my rewenge'. Edmund:   You will die and be buried. (Edmund points a gun and shoots Ludwig). 

Prince Ludwig:   Ahhhhh. 

Queenie & all in room:   Hooray! 

Edmund:   Strange man. 

Queenie:   But how did you know it was him? Edmund:   This was the information with which we bought our lives. We told them that if the Queen was having a party, that Nursie always goes as a cow. From that moment, he was doomed. All we had to do was escape, return, and kill the cow. 

Queenie:   How could you be sure it was not Nursey? Edmund:   Because, lady, Ludwig was a Master of Disguise. Whereas Nursie is a sad, insane old woman with a udder fixation. All we had to do was kill the one who looked like the cow. That ws the mistake I knew Ludwig would make. His disguise was too good. 

Queenie:   Gosh, Edmund, how brilliant! Welcome. Edmund:   Well, I must say, Mum, it's good to be back. Percy:   Welcome Edmund. Did you..miss me? 

Edmund:   I certainly did. Many was a time, Percy, I say to myself, 'I wish Percy was here'..... 

(Percy gets sentimental) 

Edmund:   ....being tortured instead of me. 

Percy:   (cries) ...we have missed you. 

Baldrick:   Did you miss me, my Lord? 

Edmund:   Ummm....Baldrick, is it? 

Baldrick:   That's right. 

Edmund:   No, not really. 

Queenie:   And me, did you miss me, Edmund? Edmund:   Madame, life without you is like a broken pencil. Queenie:   Explain. 

Edmund:   Pointless. 

[End Credits and Song] 

Beware all ye who lust for fame,

The path of life is most uncertain. 

Prince Ludwig thought he'd won the game, 

But now the Kraut's gone for a burton. 

Black Adder, Black Adder, 

he beat the Hun by luck, 

Black Adder, Black Adder, 

he's smarter than a duck. 
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Lord Melchett , Lord Melchett, 

intelligent and deep, 

Lord Melchett, Lord Melchett, 


a shame about the sheep. 

[The Queen's Chamber] 

A low toned bell rings. All the characters from BA II are dead. Prince Ludwig is in Queen's dress. 

Prince Ludwig: (as Queenie, laughs) Now this is a disguise, I'm really going to enjoy....if I can just get the voice right. 




Blackadder III
Episode 1 - "Dish and Dishonesty"

At Mrs. Miggins' home 

Edmund:   Well, Mrs. Miggins, at last we can return to sanity. The hustings are over, the bunting is down, the mad hysteria is at an end. After the chaos of a general election, we can return to normal. 

Mrs. Miggins:   Oh, has there been a general election, then, Mr. Blackadder? Edmund:   Indeed, there has, Mrs. Miggins. 

Mrs. Miggins:   Oh, well, I never heard about it. Edmund:   Well of course you didn't -- you're not eligible to vote. Mrs. Miggins:   Well, why not? 

Edmund:   Because virtually no one is:   women, peasants, (looks at Baldrick) chimpanzees (Baldrick looks behind himself, trying to see the animal), lunatics, Lords... 

Baldrick:   That's not true -- Lord Nelson's got a vote! Edmund:   He's got a boat, Baldrick. Marvelous thing, democracy. Look at Manchester; population 60,000, electoral role, 3. Mrs. Miggins:   Well, I may have the brain the size of a saltine... Edmund:   Correct... 

Mrs. Miggins:   ...but it hardly seems fair to me. Edmund:   Of course it's not fair -- and a damn good thing too. Give the like of Baldrick the vote and we'll be back to cavorting druids, death by stoning, and dung for dinner. 

Baldrick:   Oh, I'm having dung for dinner tonight. Mrs. Miggins:   So, who are they electing when they have these elections? Edmund:   Ah, the same old (?):   fat Tory landowners who get made MPs when they reach a certain weight, raving revolutionaries who think that just because they do a day's work that somehow gives them the right to get paid... Basically, it's a right old mess. Toffs at the top, plebs at the bottom, and me in the middle making a fat pile of cash out of both of them. 
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Mrs. Miggins:   Oh, you'd better watch out, Mr. Blackadder -- things are bound to change. 

Edmund:   Not while Pitt the Elder's Prime Minister, they aren't. He's about as effective as a catflap in an elephant house. As long as his feet are warm and he gets a nice cup of milky tea in the sun before his morning nap, he doesn't bother anyone until his potty needs emptying. 

In the House of Commons (occasionally, sheep are heard in the background) (a voice, the Speaker) 

Speaker:   Honorable members of the House of Commons, I call upon the new Prime Minister of Great Britain and Her Empires:   Mr. William Pitt, the Younger. 

Pitt the Younger:   Mr. Speaker, members of the House, I shall be brief, as I have, rather unfortunately, become Prime Minister right in the middle of my exams. I look forward to fulfilling my duty, in a manner of which Nanny would be proud. I shall introduce legislation to utterly destroy three enemies of the State:   the first is that evil dictator, Napoleon Bonaparte. (Members shout `Here here!!' Pitt continues.) Pitt the Younger:   The second is my old Geography master, Benonabreast Switchanks. But most of all, sirs, I intend to pursue that utter slob, The Prince of Wales! Why, this year alone, he has spent 15,000 pounds on banqueting (shouts of `boo! boo!'), 20,000 pounds on perfume (members all hold their noses), and -- most astonishing of all -- an astonishing 59,000 pounds on socks! Therefore, my three main policy priorities are:   1) War with France; 2) Tougher sentences for geography teachers; and 3) A right royal kick of the Prince's backside!! 

(all members shout affirmatively) 

Pitt the Younger:   I now put upon the leader of the Opposition to test me on my Latin vocab. 

At Prince's House 

Edmund:   Sir, if I may make so bold, a major crisis has arisen in your affairs. Prince George:   Yes, I know, Blackadder -- I've been pondering it all morning. Edmund:   You have, sir? 

Prince George:   Yes -- socks! Run out again!! Why is it that no matter how many millions of pairs of socks I buy, I never seem to have any? Edmund:   Sir, with your forgiveness, there is another, even weightier, problem. 

Prince George:   They just...disappear! Honestly, you'd think someone was coming in here, stealing the damn things and then selling them off. Edmund:   (laughs) Impossible, sir. Only you and I have access to your socks. Prince George:   Yes, yes, you're right. Still; for me, socks are like sex:   tons of it about, and I never seem to get any. 

Edmund:   Now; if I may return to this very urgent matter... I read fearful news in this morning's paper. 

Prince George:   Oh no... Not another little cat caught up in a tree... Edmund:   No, sir. There's a vote afoot in the new Parliament to strike you from the Civil List. 

Prince George:   Oh, yes, yes, yes, but what are they going to do about my socks! 

Edmund:   Sir, if this bill goes through, you won't have any socks... Prince George:   Well, I haven't got any socks at the moment! 
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Edmund:   ...or trousers, shirts, waistcoats, or pantaloons. They're going to bankrupt you. 

Prince George:   Well, they can't do that. Why, the public love me! Only the other day, I was out in the street and they sang, `We hail Prince George! We hail Prince George!' 

Edmund:   `We hate Prince George', sir. `We hate Prince George!' Prince George:   Was it? 

Edmund:   I fear so, sir. However, all is not lost. Fortunately, the numbers in the Commons are exactly equal. If we can get one more MP to support us, then you're safe. 

Prince George:   Well, hurrah! Any ideas? 

Edmund:   Well, yes, sir, there is one man who might be the ace up our sleeve. A rather crusty, loudmouthed ace named Sir Talbot Buxomly. Prince George:   Never heard of him. 

Edmund:   That's hardly surprising, sir. Sir Talbot has the worst attendance record of any member of Parliament. On the one occasion he did enter the House of Commons, he passed water in the Great Hall, and then passed out in the Speaker's Chair. But if we can get him to support us, then we are safe. Prince George:   Well, what's he like? 

Edmund:   Well, according to `Who's Who', his interests include flogging servants, shooting poor people, and the extension of slavery to anyone who hasn't got a knighthood. G:   Excellent! Sensible policies for a happier Britain! Edmund:   However, if we are to get him to support us, he will need some sort of incentive. 

Prince George:   Hmm. Anything in mind? 

Edmund:   Well, you could appoint him a High Court judge. Prince George:   Is he qualified? 

Edmund:   He's a violent, bigoted, mindless old fool. Prince George:   Sounds a bit overqualified... Well, send him here at once! Edmund:   Certainly, sir. I will return before you can say `antidisestablishmentarianism'. 

Prince George:   Well, I wouldn't be too sure about that! `Antidistibblincemin...' `Antimistilinstid...' `Antistits...' 

(Caption:   Two Days Later) 

Prince George:   Anti-distinctly-minty-(???)... 

Edmund:   (returns with Buxomly, who staggers) Your Highness:   Sir Talbot Buxomly, MP. 

Prince George:   Ah, Buxomly! Roaringly splendid to have you here. How are you, sir? 

Sir Talbot Buxomly:   (Heartily?) well, Your Highness. I dined hugely off of servants before I come into town. 

Prince George:   Um, you eat your servants? 

Sir Talbot Buxomly:   No, sir -- I eat off them. Why should I spend good money on tables when I have men standing idle? Prince George:   Why, indeed! Now; I dare say you've heard of Mr. Pitt's intentions... 

Sir Talbot Buxomly:   Young scalliwag! 

Prince George:   Ah, so you don't approve of his plans to abolish me, then. Sir Talbot Buxomly:   I do not, sir. Damn his eyes! Damn his britches! Damn his duck pond! 
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Prince George:   Well, hurrah for that! 

Sir Talbot Buxomly:   I cannot (adjudge?) that you are the son of a certified sauerkraut-sucking loon! 

Prince George:   Ah, thank you, sir. 

Sir Talbot Buxomly:   It minds not me that you dress like a mad parrot and talk like a plate of beans negotiating their way out of a cow's digestive system. It is no skin off my rosy nose that there are bits of lemon peel floating down the Thames that would make better Regents than you. Prince George:   Well, bravo! 

Sir Talbot Buxomly:   The fact is, you are Regent... Prince George:   Yes, I am... 

Sir Talbot Buxomly:   ...appointed by God, and I shall stick by you forever, though infirmity lay me waste and ill health curse my every waking moment. (falls into the chair) 

Prince George:   Ah, good on you, sir. And don't talk to me about infirmity. Why, sir, you are the hardy stock that is the core of Britain's greatness. You have the physique of a demigod. Purple of cheek, and plump of fatlock, the shapely ankle and the well-filled trouser that tells of a human body in perfect working order. 

Edmund:   (who has found T's stillness rather odd and is checking for a pulse) He's dead, sir. 

Prince George:   Dead? 

Edmund:   Yes, Your Highness. 

Prince George:   Oh, what bad luck -- we were rather getting on... Edmund:   We must move at once. 

Prince George:   In which direction? 

Edmund:   Sir Talbot represented the constituency of(Dunny-on-the-Wold, and, by an extraordinary stroke of luck, it is a rotten borough. Prince George:   Really! Is it! Well, lucky-lucky us. Lucky-lucky-luck. (as a chicken) Luck-luck-LAKK-LAKK-LAKK-LAKK-cluck-cluck-cluck-cluck- cluck-LAKK-LAKK-LAKK. 

Edmund:   ...You don't know what a rotten borough is, do you, sir? Prince George:   No. 

Edmund:   So what was the chicken impression in aid of? Prince George:   Well, I just didn't want to hurt your feelings. Erm, so, what is a rubber button? 

Edmund:   Rotten borough. 

Prince George:   Oh, yes, you're right. 

Edmund:   A rotten borough, sir, is a constituency where the owner of the land corruptly controls the both the voters and the MP. Prince George:   Good, yes...and a rubber button is...? Edmund:   Could we leave that for a moment? Dunny-on-the-World is a tuppenny-ha'penny place. Half an acre of sodden marshland in the Suffolk Fens with an empty town hall on it. Population:   three rather mangy cows, a dachshund named `Colin', and a small hen in its late forties. Prince George:   So, no people at all, then? apart from Colin... Edmund:   Colin is a dog, sir. 

Prince George:   Well, yes, yes, yes... 

Edmund:   Only one actual person lives there, and he is the voter. Prince George:   Well, right! So, what's the plan? 
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Edmund:   We must buy Dunny-on-the-World at once and thus control the voter. I shall need a thousand pounds. 

Prince George:   A thousand pounds? I thought you said it was a...`tuppenny ha'penny' place. 

Edmund:   Well, yes, sir, the land will cost tuppence-ha'penny, but there are many other factors to be considered:   stamp duty, window tax, swamp insurance, hen food, dog biscuits, cow (ointment?) -- the expenses are endless. 

Prince George:   Fine. Well, the money's in my desk. Edmund:   No, sir -- it's in my wallet. 

Prince George:   Oh, splendid! No time to lose, eh? Edmund:   My thoughts precisely, sir. The only question is who to choose as MP. 

Prince George:   Yeah, tricky. 

Edmund:   What we need is an utter unknown yet someone over whom we have complete power. A man with no mind, with no ideas of his own. One might almost say a man with no brain. (he rings the servant bell) Prince George:   Well...any thoughts? 

Edmund:   Yes, Your Highness. (Enter Baldrick) Baldrick:   You rang, My Lord? 

Edmund:   (to George) Meet the new member of Parliament for Dunny-on-the-World. 

Prince George:   But he's an absolute arsehead! Edmund:   Precisely, sir. Our slogan shall be:   "A rotten candidate for a rotten borough." Baldrick, I want you to go back to your kitchen sink, you see, and prepare for government. 

At Baldrick's/Blackadder's Quarters 

Edmund:   Right. Now all we have to do is fill in this MP application form. Name:   (with Baldrick) `Baldrick'. First name...? Baldrick:   Er, I'm not sure. 

Edmund:   Well, you must have some idea... 

Baldrick:   Well, it might be `Sod off'. 

Edmund:   What? 

Baldrick:   Well, when I used to play in the gutter, I used to say to the other snipes, "Hello, my name's Baldrick," and they'd say, "Yes, we know. Sod off, Baldrick." 

Edmund:   All right, right right right right, `Mr. S. Baldrick'. Now; distinguishing features... `None'. 

Baldrick:   Well, I've got this big growth in the middle of my face. Edmund:   That's your nose, Baldrick. Now any history of insanity in the family? Tell you what, I'll cross out the `in'. Any history of sanity in the family? `None whatsoever'. Now then; criminal record... Baldrick:   Absolutely not. 

Edmund:   Oh, come on, Baldrick, you're going to be an MP, for God's sake! I'll just put `fraud and sexual deviancy'. Now; minimum bribe level... Baldrick:   One turnip. Oh, hang on, I don't want to price myself out of the market. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, I've always been meaning to ask:   Do you have any ambitions in life apart from the acquisition of turnips? Baldrick:   Er, no. 
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Edmund:   So what would you do if I gave you a thousand pounds? Baldrick:   I'd get a little turnip of my own. 

Edmund:   So what would you do if I gave you a million pounds? Baldrick:   Oh, that's different. I'd get a great big turnip in the country. (someone knocks at the door) 

Edmund:   Oh God, I'll get that. Here (pushes paper to Baldrick), sign here. (motions where with his hand; Baldrick marks an `X' on Edmund's palm; Edmund presses his palm against the application.) At Prince's House 

Edmund:   Your Highness:   Pitt the Younger. 

Prince George:   Why, hello there, young saber, m'lad! I say, here's one:   I've a shiny sixpence here and for the clever fellow who could tell me which hand it's in. 

(Pitt just stares.) 

Prince George:   Hmm? Oh, school, school! On half hols, is it? Yeah, I bet you can't wait to get back and get that bat in your hand and give those balls a good walloping, eh? 

Edmund:   Mr. Pitt is the Prime Minister, sir. 

Prince George:   Oh, go on! Is he? What, young Snotty here? Pitt the Younger:   I'd rather have a runny nose than a runny brain. Prince George:   Eh? 

Edmund:   Umm, excuse me, Prime Minister, but we do have some lovely jelly in the pantry, I don't know if you'd be interested at all...? Pitt the Younger:   Don't patronize me, you lower middle class yobbo! (aside) What flavor is it? 

Edmund:   Blackcurrant. 

Pitt the Younger:   eeeeuuuuuaaaghhhh! 

Prince George:   I say, Blackadder, are you sure this is the PM? Seems like a bit of an oily tick, to me. When I was at school, we used to line up four or five of his sort, make them bend over, and use them as a toastrack. Pitt the Younger:   You don't surprise me, sir -- I know your sort. Once, it was I who stood in the big, cold schoolroom, a hot crumpet burning my cheeks with shame. Since that day, I have been busy, every hour God sends, working to become Prime Minister and fight sloth and privilege wherever I found it. Edmund:   I trust you weren't too busy to remove the crumpet... Pitt the Younger:   You will regret this, gentlemen. You think you can thwart my plans to bankrupt the Prince by fixing the Dunny-on-the-World bye-election, but you will be thrashed! I intend to put up my own brother as a candidate against you. 

Edmund:   Oh, and which Pitt would this be? Pitt the Toddler? Pitt the Embryo? Pitt the Glint in the Milkman's Eye? 

Pitt the Younger:   Sirs, as I said to Chancellor Messenec at the Congress of Strasbourg:   `Pooh to you with nobs on!' We shall meet, sirs, on the hustings. (exits) 

Prince George:   I say, Blackadder, what a ghastly squit! He's not going to win, is he? 

Edmund:   No, sir, because, firstly, we shall fight this campaign on issues, not personalities. Secondly, we shall be the only fresh thing on the menu. And thirdly, of course, we'll cheat. 

At the Election Polls (announcer, Vincent Hanna, speaks) 
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Vincent Hanna:   Good evening and welcome to the Dunny-on-the-World bye-election. The first thing I must tell you is that the turnout has been v ery good. As a matter of fact, the voter turned out before breakfast. And I can bring you the result of our exclusive exit poll, which produced a 100-percent result for `Mind-Your-Own-Business-You-Nosy-Bastard'. (a voice shouts out):   Mr. Hanna, are you going to talk to any of the candidates? 

Vincent Hanna:   I certainly am, and I can see Prince George, who is leader of what has become known as the `Adder Party'. Prince George, who is described in his party news sheet as a "great moral and spiritual leader of the nation," but is described by almost everyone else as a "fat, flatulent git." (to George) Prince George, hello. 

Prince George:   (holding a dachshund) Good evening. Vincent Hanna:   ...and good evening, Colin. Er, how do you see your prospects in this campaign? 

Prince George:   Well, er, first, I'd like a word about the disgraceful circumstances in which this election arose. We paid for this seat, and I think it's a damn liberty that we should have to stand for it as well. And another thing, why is it that no matter how many pairs of socks a man buys, he never seems to have enough? (leaves) Vincent Hanna:   (Fitting?) words from the Prince Regent. And now let's have a word from the Adder Party candidate, Mr. S. Baldrick, who so far has not (Baldrick enters with a turnip in his mouth, the leaves sticking out) commented on his policies in this campaign; but with hi is his election agent, Mr. E. Blackadder. 

Edmund:   Well, we in the Adder Party are going to fight this campaign on issues, not personalities. 

Vincent Hanna:   Why is that? 

Edmund:   Because our candidate doesn't have a personality. Vincent Hanna:   He doesn't say much about the issues, either. Edmund:   No -- he's got something wrong with his throat. Vincent Hanna:   Well, perhaps he could answer one question:   What does the `S' in his name stand for? 

Edmund:   `Sod off'. (leaves) 

Vincent Hanna:   Fair enough, er, none of my business, really. And now it's time, I think, for a result, and tension is running very high here. Mr. Blackadder assures me that this will be the first honest vote ever in a rotten borough. And I think we all hope for a result which reflects the real needs of the constituency. And behind me...yes, I can just see the Returning Officer moving to the front of the platform. 

Edmund:   As the Acting Returning Officer of Dunny-on-the-World... Vincent Hanna:   (cuts in) Er, the acting Returning Officer, Mr. E. Blackadder, of course. And we're all very grateful, indeed, that he stepped in at the last minute, when the previous Returning Officer accidently brutally stabbed himself in the stomach while shaving. 

Edmund:   I now announce the number of votes cast as follows:   Brigadier General Horace Bolsom... 

Vincent Hanna:   (cuts) Cheap-Royalty-White-Rat-Catching-And-Safe-Sewage-Residents Party... 

Edmund:   No votes. 
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(Bolsom pushes his way off platform) 

Edmund:   Ivor Jest-ye-not-madam Biggun... 

Vincent Hanna:   (cuts) Standing-At-The-Back-Dressed-Stupidly-And-Looking-Stupid Party... 

Edmund:   No votes. 

(Ivor laughs, plays a bazooka (kazoo) in E's ear, laughs more and waves) Edmund:   Pitt, the Even Younger... 

Vincent Hanna:   (cuts) Whig... 

Edmund:   No votes. 

Vincent Hanna:   Oh, there's a shock. 

(Pitt the Even Younger turns to his mum and cries) Edmund:   Mr. S. Baldrick... 

Vincent Hanna:   (cuts) Adder Party... 

Edmund:   Sixteen thousand, four hundred, and seventy-two. (Cheers are heard.) 

Vincent Hanna:   And there you have it:   victory for the Adder Party; a sensational swing against the Whigs. I'll just try to get a final word from some of the candidates as the come up from the stage. Master William Pitt the Even Younger, are you disappointed? 

P (the Even Younger):   (stomps on) Yes! I'm horrified! I smeared my opponent, bribed the press to be on my side, and threatened to torture the electorate if we lost. I fail to see what more a decent politician could have done. (stomps off) Vincent Hanna:   Quite. Now; Ivor Biggun, no votes at all for the Standing-At-The-Back- Dressed-Stupidly-And-Looking-Stupid Party. Are you disappointed? Ivor Biggun:   Ah, no, not really, no... I always say, "If you can't laugh, what can you do?" Ha-ha-ha-ha (squirts Hanna with flower). Vincent Hanna:   ...take up politics, perhaps. Has your party got any policies? Ivor Biggun:   Oh yes, certainly! We're for the compulsory serving of asparagus at breakfast, free corsets for the under-fives, and the abolition of slavery. Vincent Hanna:   Now; you see, many moderate people would respect your stand on asparagus, but what about this extremist nonsense about abolishing slavery? 

Ivor Biggun:   Oh, we just put that in for a joke! See you next year! Vincent Hanna:   And now, finally, a word with the man who is at the center of this bi-election mystery:   the voter himself. And his name is Mr. E. Bla-- Mr. Blackadder, you are the only voter in this rotten borough...? Edmund:   Yes, that's right. 

Vincent Hanna:   How long have you lived in this constituency? Edmund:   Since Wednesday morning. I took over the previous electorate when he, very sadly, accidently brutally cut his head off while combing his hair. Vincent Hanna:   One voter; 16,472 votes. A slight anomaly...? Edmund:   Not really, Mr. Hanna -- you see, Baldrick may look like a monkey who's been put in a suit and then strategically shaved, but he is a brilliant politician. The number of votes I cast is simply a reflection of how firmly I believe in his policies. 

Vincent Hanna:   Well, that's excellent. Er, well, that's all for me. Another great day for democracy in our country. Vincent Hanna, Country Gentleman's Pig Fertilizer Gazette, Dunny-on-the-World. 

At Baldrick/Blackadder's Quarters 
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Edmund:   Your reprieve (puts something on table) it is a triumph for stupidity over common sense. 

Baldrick:   Thank you very much. 

Edmund:   As a reward, Baldrick, take a short holiday... Did you enjoy it? Right; on your way. 


At House of Commons 

(Baldrick is wearing a powdered wig, with his natural hair sticking out from beneath) 

Speaker:   Will the honorable Members please cast their votes, `aye' or `nay', for the striking of the Prince Regent off the Civil List. Baldrick:   (perplexed) Er, excuse me, excuse me (all others walk away to vote), er... EXCUSE ME! 

Pitt the Younger:   (appears from behind Baldrick's pew) Hello, chappie... You a new bug? 

Baldrick:   Yeah, I don't know anyone here, and I support the Prince and I don't know how to vote! 

Pitt the Younger:   Well, we can soon change all of that, can't we? Come along with me... 

Baldrick:   (naively) Oh, thanks. 

At Prince's House 

(a knock at the door; Edmund opens it to find Pitt the Younger.) Edmund:   Well, well, well, if it isn't the Lord Privy Toastrack! Pull up a muffin; sit yourself down. 

Pitt the Younger:   You don't like me, do you, Mr. Blackadder? Edmund:   Well, nobody likes a loser. 

Pitt the Younger:   Oh, then that's why nobody likes you. Edmund:   (serious) What? 

Pitt the Younger:   You lost the vote. Your monkey obligingly voted for us. Edmund:   Oh God, no... If you want something done properly, kill Baldrick before you start... 

Pitt the Younger:   You're beaten, Oik! And you and your disgusting master have twenty-four hours to get out. 

Edmund:   Twenty-four hours is a long time in politics. Good day. Pitt the Younger:   There is just one thing before I go... (confidentially) I've got this sort of downy hair developing on my chest -- is that normal? Also, I get so lonely and confused. I've written a poem about it; maybe you'll understand. "Why do nice girls hate me? Why-- 

Edmund:   Get out, you nauseating adolescent! (shoos him out the door) Piss off! 

At Mrs. Miggins' home 

(Baldrick is tied to a spit, Mrs. Miggins turns it.) Edmund:   How could I have been so stupid? Goodbye, Millionaire's Row; Hello, Room 12 of the (Budley-Sortiton?) Twilight Rest Home for the Terminally Short of Cash! 

Mrs. Miggins:   ...and to think you once dreaded you'd end up in the House of Lords. 

Edmund:   What? 

Mrs. Miggins:   The House of Lords. 

Edmund:   Of course! I'd forgotten about the House of Lords! The Lords will never let the bill through. Every man-jack of them will be behind the Prince. 
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Mrs. Miggins:   Oh, hurrah! 

Edmund:   Right, take Baldrick off the spit. 

Baldrick:   Hurrah... 

Edmund:   I've got a plan so cunning you could put a tail on it and call it a weasel. 

(Sometime later, in Prince's House) 

Edmund:   Da-daa! 

Prince George:   (looking through a telescope) Oi, tallyho, Blackadder! You look as happy as a man who thought a cat had done its business on his pie, but it turned out to be an extra big blackberry. Did our plan go well? Edmund:   Excellently, sir. Order a thousand pairs of finest cotton socks, take out the drawings for that beach hut at Brighton... Prince George:   Hurrah! 

Edmund:   There was, however, one slight -- ahem -- hiccup. Prince George:   No... `cough', I think you mean. Edmund:   No, sir... `Hiccup'. The motion about your impoverishment has now moved on to the House of Lords. 

Prince George:   Oh, bravo! Well, no worry there, then. Every man-jack of them will be behind me. 

Edmund:   Ah, would that were so, Your Highness -- these are treacherous times. 

Prince George:   Are they? 

Edmund:   Yes. It might be wise to appoint a new Lord, to make sure the old Lords vote the right way. 

Prince George:   (ponders) Good thought...new Lord...any idea who? Edmund:   Well, sir, one name does leap to mind. Prince George:   Does it? 

Edmund:   Yes, sir. 

Prince George:   You couldn't make it leap any higher, could you? Edmund:   A young man in your service, sir, who has done sterling work matching the political machinations of the evil Pitt. Prince George:   Ah, of course! Blackadder, oh, how can I ever thank you enough? 

Edmund:   And it might also be worth bribing a few Lords, just to make sure they vote the way their consciences tell them. 

Prince George:   Oh, well, how many should we should bribe, do you think? Edmund:   Oh, I think three hundred, to be sure...at a thousand pounds each. Prince George:   Three hundred thousand pounds? Edmund:   Four hundred thousand, I think you'll find, sir. (Prince tries to calculate this) Prince George:   Yes, yes, you're right. Well, thank God I've gt you to advise me, Bladder. Just remind me, what do I have to do to appoint this Lord chappie? 

Edmund:   Oh, it's very simple, sir. You put on your robes of State, he puts on his, then you sign the Document of Ennoblement and dispatch him at once to the House of Lords. 

Prince George:   Excellent! I shall change immediately. (leaves) Edmund:   And so, sir, shall I. 

At Baldrick/Blackadder's Quarters 

(Edmund comes in with his `Lords' robe) 
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Edmund:   Voila, Mrs. Miggins. My robes of State. My thousand pounds well spent, I think. 

Mrs. Miggins:   Oooohhh, very nice, oooohhhhhh, it's real cat, isn't it? Edmund:   This is not cat, Mrs. Miggins -- this is finest, leather-trimmed ermine with gold medallion accessories. 

Mrs. Miggins:   Oh go on, Mr. Blackadder -- it's cat. Oooh, look, they've left the little collars on... 

Edmund:   (reads a collar) `Mr. Frisky. If found, please return to Emma Hamilton, Marine Parade, Portsmouth'? oh God! Ah, well, who cares about a dead cat now that I'm a fat cat... 

Mrs. Miggins:   Oooh, you're full of yourself today, Mr. B! Edmund:   ...which is more than can be said for Mr. Frisky. At the Prince's House (Prince has his Lord robe on) Edmund:   My Lord... 

Prince George:   My Lord. 

Edmund:   I'm sorry, sir? 

Prince George:   My Lord*sz*. There is more than one Lord in the vicinity. Edmund:   Oh well, yes, I'm sorry... 

Prince George:   Will you please welcome His Grace, The Lord Baldrick... (enter Baldrick wearing `Lords' robe and hat; Edmund is not at all happy.) Edmund:   You made...Baldrick a Lord? 

Prince George:   Well, yes. `One who has recently done sterling work, matching the political machinations of the evil Pitt' -- good ol' Lord Baldrick. Baldrick:   It's alright, Blackadder -- you don't have to curtsy or anything. Edmund:   Sir, might I let loose a short, violent exclamation? Prince George:   Well, why certainly. 

Edmund:   **DAMN**!!!!!!!!!!!!!! Thank you, sir. 

Prince George:   I say, that's a bit of a strange get up you got there, isn't it, Blackadder? 

Edmund:   Yes, I'm just off to a fancy dress party -- I'm going as Lady Hamilton's pussy. There's just one question, sir. About the four hundred thousand to influence the Lords... 

Prince George:   Ah yes I gave that to Lord Baldrick. Edmund:   Aaaah! Sir, might I be permitted to take Lord Baldrick downstairs to give him some instruction on his Lordly duties? Prince George:   I think that's a splendid idea. 

Edmund:   (to Baldrick) This way...My Lord... (As he walks behind Baldrick, he lifts his robe up on both ends, a la Dracula) 

At Baldrick/Blackadder's Quarters 

(Edmund is holding Baldrick and thrusting his head against the table. Sitting on the table is a three-foot wide turnip.) 

Edmund:   Give me the bloody money, Baldrick, or you're dead! (stops thumping) 

Baldrick:   `Give me the bloody money, Baldrick, or you're dead, My Lord'! Edmund:   (one more thump) Just do it, Baldrick! Otherwise, I shall further ennoble you by knighting you rather clumsily with this meat cleaver. Baldrick:   I haven't got it. 

Edmund:   What? 

Baldrick:   I spent it. 
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Edmund:   You spent it? What could you possibly spend 400,000 pounds on? 

(Baldrick slowly looks toward the turnip, smiling. Edmund finally notices it.) Edmund:   Oh, no... Oh, God, don't tell me... 

Baldrick:   My dream turnip... 

Edmund:   Baldrick, how did you manage to find a turnip that cost 400,000 pounds? 

Baldrick:   Well, I had to haggle... 

(Edmund takes the turnip and forces it down over Baldrick's head) Edmund:   This is the worst moment of my entire life. I spent my last penny on a catskin windcheater, and I've just broken a priceless turnip. (There's a knock at the door, and some non-English shouting from behind it) Edmund:   ...and now I'm about to be viciously slaughtered by a naked Tunisian sock merchant! And all I can say, Baldrick, is this:   it's the last time I dabble in politics! 

(Baldrick shrugs; end credits begin) 

 

Episode 2 - "Ink and Incapability"

(In reality, only one of those last three was alive at the same time as Johnson: Coleridge was about 12 years old when Johnson died. The others hadn't been born yet. I'm not sure of the exact years of the Prince Regent.) In Prince's House (in bedchamber) -------- 

Prince George:   (wakes, shouts) Oh, oh, oh, Blackadder! BLACKADDER! Edmund:   (enters) Your Highness. 

Prince George:   Wha--wha--what time is it? 

Edmund:   Three o'clock in the afternoon, Your Highness. Prince George:   Oh, thank God for that -- I thought I'd overslept. Edmund:   I trust you had a pleasant evening, sir...? Prince George:   Well, no, actually. The most extraordinary thing happened. Last night, I was having a bit of a snack at the Naughty Hellfire club, and some fellow said that I had the wit and sophistication of a donkey. Edmund:   Oh, an absurd suggestion, sir. 

Prince George:   You're right, it is absurd. 

Edmund:   ...unless, of course, it was a particularly stupid donkey. Prince George:   You see? If only I'd thought of saying that... Edmund:   Well, it is so often the way, sir, too late one thinks of what one should have said. Sir Thomas Moore, for instance:   Burned alive for refusing to recant his Catholicism, must have been kicking himself, as the flames licked higher, that it never occurred to him to say, "I recant my Catholicism." Prince George:   Well, yes, you see, only the other day, Prime Minister Pitt called me an "idle scrounger," and it wasn't until ages later that I thought how clever it would've been to have said, "Oh, bugger off, you old fart!" I need to improve my mind, Blackadder. I want people to say, "That George why, he's as clever as a stick in a bucket of pig swill." 

Edmund:   And how do you suggest this miracle is to be achieved, Your Highness? 
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Prince George:   Easy - I shall become best friends with the cleverest man in England. That renowned brain box, Dr. Samuel Johnson, has asked me to be patron of his new book, and I intend to accept. Edmund:   Would this be the long-awaited `Dictionary', sir? Prince George:   Oh, who cares about a title as long as there's plenty of juicy murders in it. I hear it's a masterpiece. 

Edmund:   No, sir, it is not. It's the most pointless book since "How To Learn French" was translated into French. (moves into living area) Prince George:   (follows) You haven't got anything personal against Johnson, have you Blackadder? 

Edmund:   Good Lord, sir, not at all. In fact, I had never heard of him until you mentioned him just now. 

Prince George:   But you do think he's a genius...? Edmund:   No, sir, I do not. Unless, of course, the definition of `genius' in his ridiculous dictionary is "a fat dullard or wobblebottom; a pompous ass with sweaty dewflaps." (presumably a mispronunciation of `dewlaps') Prince George:   Oh, close shave there, then. Lucky you warned me. I was about to embrace this unholy arse to the royal bosom. Edmund:   I'm delighted to have been instrumental of keeping your bosom free of arses, sir. 

Prince George:   Bravo -- don't want to waste my valuable time with wobblebottoms. Er, fetch some tea, will you, Blackadder...? Edmund:   Certainly, sir. 

Prince George:   Oh, and make it two cups, will you? That splendid brain box, Dr. Johnson, is coming round. 

In Baldrick/Blackadder's Quarters 

Edmund:   (makes noise of disgust) 

Baldrick:   Something wrong, Mr. B? 

Edmund:   Oh, something's always wrong, Balders. (dumps all bottles and glasses from the drinks tray he is carrying into a barrel, where they all break) The fact that I'm not a millionaire aristocrat with the sexual capacity of a rutting rhino is a constant niggle. But, today, something's even wronger. That globulus fraud, Dr. Johnson, is coming to tea. 

Baldrick:   I thought he was the cleverest man in England. Edmund:   Baldrick, 'd bump into cleverer people at a lodge meeting of the Guild of Village Idiots. 

Baldrick:   That's not what you said when you sent him your navel. Edmund:   Novel, Baldrick -- not navel. I sent him my novel. Baldrick:   Well, novel or navel, it sounds a bit like a bag of grapefruits to me. Edmund:   The phrase, Baldrick, is "a case of sour grapes," and yes it bloody well is. I mean, he might at least have written back, but no, nothing, not even a "Dear Gertrude Perkins:   Thank you for your book. Get stuffed. --Samuel Johnson." 

Baldrick:   Gertrude Perkins? 

Edmund:   Yes, I gave myself a female pseudonym. Everybody's doing it these days:   Mrs. Ratcliffe, Jane Austin-- 

Baldrick:   What, Jane Austin's a man? 

Edmund:   Of course -- a huge Yorkshireman with a beard like a rhododendron bush. 

Baldrick:   Oh, quite a small one, then? 
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Edmund:   Well, compared to Dorothy Wordsworth's, certainly. James Boswell is the only real woman writing at the moment, and that's just because she wants to get inside Johnson's britches. 

Baldrick:   Perhaps your book really isn't any good. Edmund:   Oh, (caldwhallop?)! It's taken me seven years, and it's perfect. "Edmund:   A Butler's Tale." A giant roller coaster of a novel in four hundred sizzling chapters. A searing indictment of domestic servitude in the eighteenth century, with some hot gypsies thrown in. My magnum opus, Baldrick. Everybody has one novel in them, and this is mine. 

Baldrick:   And this is mine (takes a small piece of paper from the front of his trousers). My magnificent octopus. 

Edmund:   (takes it) This is your novel, Baldrick? (unfolds it) Baldrick:   Yeah -- I can't stand long books. 

Edmund:   (reads) "Once upon a time, there was a lovely little sausage called `Baldrick', and it lived happily ever after." 

Baldrick:   It's semi-autobiographical. 

Edmund:   And it's completely utterly awful. Dr. Johnson will probably love it. (a bell rings) 

Edmund:   Oh, speak of the devil. Well, I'd better go and make the great Doctor comfortable. Let's just see how damned smart Dr. Fatty-Know-It-All really is. (goes up stairway) Oh, and prepare a fire for the prince, will you, Baldrick? Baldrick:   What shall I use? 

Edmund:   Oh, any old rubbish will do. Paper's quite good. Here, (crumples up Baldrick's `novel') try this for starters (throws paper at Baldrick). In Prince's House 

(knock at door) 

Prince George:   Enter! 

Edmund:   Dr. Johnson, Your Highness. 

Prince George:   Ah, Dr. Johnson! Damn cold day! Dr. Johnson:   Indeed it is, sir, but a very fine one, for I celebrated last night the encyclopedic implementation of my pre-meditated orchestration of demotic Anglo-Saxon. 

Prince George:   (nods, grinning, then speaks) Nope -- didn't catch any of that. Dr. Johnson:   Well, I simply observed, sir, that I'm felicitous, since, during the course of the penultimate solar sojourn, I terminated my uninterrupted categorization of the vocabulary of our post-Norman tongue. Prince George:   Well, I don't know what you're talking about, but it sounds damn saucy, you lucky thing! I know some fairly liberal-minded girls, but I've never penultimated any of them in a solar sojourn, or, for that matter, been given any Norman tongue! 

Edmund:   I believe, sir, that the Doctor is trying to tell you that he is happy because he has finished his book. It has, apparently, taken him ten years. Prince George:   Yes, well, I'm a slow reader myself... Dr. Johnson:   (places two manuscripts on the table, but picks up the top one) Here it is, sir:   the very cornerstone of English scholarship. This book, sir, contains every word in our beloved language. 

Prince George:   Hmm. 

Edmund:   Every single one, sir? 

Dr. Johnson:   (confidently) Every single word, sir! 
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Edmund:   (to Prince) Oh, well, in that case, sir, I hope you will not object if I also offer the Doctor my most enthusiastic contrafribularities. (or maybe `contrafribblarities', coming from the word `fribble'. A closed-caption decoder would help here.) Dr. Johnson:   What? 

Edmund:   `Contrafribularites', sir? It is a common word down our way... Dr. Johnson:   Damn! (writes in the book) 

Edmund:   Oh, I'm sorry, sir. I'm anispeptic, frasmotic, even compunctuous to have caused you such pericombobulation. 

Dr. Johnson:   What? What? WHAT? 

Prince George:   What are you on about, Blackadder? This is all beginning to sound a bit like dago talk to me. 

Edmund:   I'm sorry, sir. I merely wished to congratulate the Doctor on not having left out a single word. (J sneers) Shall I fetch the tea, Your Highness? Prince George:   Yes, yes! And get that damned fire up here, will you? Edmund:   Certainly, sir. I shall return interfrastically. (exits) (J writes some more) Prince George:   So, Dr. Johnson. Sit ye down. Now, this book of yours...tell me, what's it all about? 

Dr. Johnson:   It is a book about the English language, sir. Prince George:   I see! And the hero's name is what? Dr. Johnson:   There is no hero, sir. 

Prince George:   No hero? Well, lucky I reminded you. Better put one in pronto! Ermm... call him `George'. `George' is a good name for a hero. Er, now, what about heroines? 

Dr. Johnson:   There is no heroine, sir...unless it is our Mother Tongue. Prince George:   Ah, the mother's the heroine. Nice twist. How far have we got, then? Old Mother Tongue is in love with George the Hero. Now what about murders? Mother Tongue doesn't get murdered, does she? Dr. Johnson:   No she doesn't. No-one gets murdered, or married, or in a tricky situation over a pound note! 

Prince George:   Well, now, look, Dr. Johnson, I may be as thick as a whale omelette, but even I know a book's got to have a plot. Dr. Johnson:   Not this one, sir. It is a book that tells you what English words mean. 

Prince George:   I know what English words mean -- I speak English! You must be a bit of a thicko. 

Dr. Johnson:   Perhaps you would rather not be patron of my book if you can see no value in it whatsoever, sir... 

Prince George:   Well, perhaps so, sir! As it sounds to me as if my being patron of this complete cowpat of a book will set the seal once and for all on my reputation as an utter turnip-head! 

Dr. Johnson:   Well! It is a reputation well deserved, sir! (sarcastically) Farewell! (opens door to find Edmund with tea tray) Edmund:   Leaving already, Doctor? Not staying for your pendigestatery interludicule? 

Dr. Johnson:   No, sir! Show me out! 

Edmund:   Certainly, sir. Anything I can do to facilitate your velocitous extramuralisation... 
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Dr. Johnson:   (to Prince) You will regret this doubly, sir. Not only have you impeculiated (turns to Edmund and makes a boasting noise, then continues) my dictionary, but you've also lost the chance to act as patron to the only book in the world that is even better. 

Edmund:   Oh, and what is that, sir? "Dictionary II:   The Return of the Killer Dictionary"? 

Dr. Johnson:   No, sir! It is "Edmund:   A Butler's Tale" (Edmund knocks over some of the teacups) by Gertrude Perkins -- a huge roller coaster of a novel crammed with sizzling gypsies. (to Prince) Had you supported it, sir, it would have made you and me and Gertrude millionaires. Edmund:   (shocked) Millionaires!! (clears his throat as J and P look at him oddly) Dr. Johnson:   But it was not to be, sir. I fare you well -- I shall not return. Edmund:   (to Prince) Excuse me, sir. (follows Johnson out) Er, Dr. Johnson... A word, I beg you. 

Dr. Johnson:   A word with you, sir, can mean seven million syllables. You might start now and not be finished by bedtime! (pauses, realized he's forgotten something) Oh, blast my eyes! In my fury, I have left my dictionary with your foolish master! Go fetch it, will you? 

Edmund:   Sir, the Prince is young and foolish and has a peanut for a brain. Give me just a few minutes and I will deliver both the book and his patronage. Dr. Johnson:   Oh, will you, sir... I very much doubt it. A servant who is an influence for the good is like a dog who speaks:   very rare. Edmund:   I think I can change his mind. 

Dr. Johnson:   Hmpf! Well, I doubt it, sir. A man who can change a prince's mind is like a dog who speaks Norwegian:   even rarer! I shall be at Mrs. Miggins' Literary Salon in twenty minutes. Bring the book there. (exits) Back in the Prince's House (a fire is blazing in the fireplace) Edmund:   Your Highness, may I offer my congratulations? Prince George:   Well, thanks Blackadder. That pompous baboon won't be back in a hurry. 

Edmund:   Oh, on the contrary, sir. Dr. Johnson left in the highest of spirits. Prince George:   What? 

Edmund:   He is utterly thrilled at your promise to patronize his dictionary. Prince George:   I told him to sod off, didn't I? 

Edmund:   Yes, sir, but that was a joke...surely. Prince George:   Was it? 

Edmund:   Certainly! and a brilliant one once more. Prince George:   (happy at the idea he managed to pull off a joke, pretends that was his intention all along) Yes, yes! I...er...suppose it was, rather, wasn't it... Edmund:   So may I deliver your note of patronage to Dr. Johnson as promised? 

Prince George:   Well, of course. If that's what I promised, then that's what I must do. And I remember promising it distinctly. Edmund:   Excellent. (to Baldrick) Nice fire, Baldrick. Baldrick:   Thank you, Mr. B. 

Edmund:   Right, let's get the book. Now; Baldrick, where's the manuscript? Baldrick:   You mean the big papery thing tied up with string? Edmund:   Yes, Baldrick:   the manuscript belonging to Dr. Johnson. Baldrick:   You mean the baity fellow in the black coat who just left? 
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Edmund:   Yes, Baldrick:   Dr. Johnson. 

Baldrick:   So you're asking where the big papery thing tied up with string belonging to the baity fellow in the black coat who just left is. Edmund:   Yes, Baldrick, I am; and if you don't answer, then the booted bony thing with five toes at the end of my leg will soon connect sharply with the soft dangly collection of objects in your trousers. For the last time, Baldrick: Where is Dr. Johnson's manuscript? 

Baldrick:   On the fire. 

Edmund:   (shocked) On the what? 

Baldrick:   The hot orangy thing under the stony mantlepiece. Edmund:   You burned The Dictionary? 

Baldrick:   Yup. 

Edmund:   You burned the life's work of England's foremost man of letters? Baldrick:   Well, you did say "burn any old rubbish." Edmund:   Yes, fine. 

Prince George:   Isn't it, er...Isn't it going to be a bit difficult for me to patronize this book if we've burnt it? 

Edmund:   Yes, it is, sir. If you would excuse me a moment... Prince George:   Oh, of course, of course. Now that I've got my lovely fire, I'm as happy as a Frenchman who's invented a pair of self-removing trousers. Edmund:   Baldrick, will you join me in the vestibule? In the Corridor (vestibule) Edmund:   (grabs Baldrick by the lapels) We are going to go to Mrs. Miggins', we're going to find out where Dr. Johnson keeps a copy of that dictionary, and then you are going to steal it. 

Baldrick:   Me? 

Edmund:   es, you! 

Baldrick:   Why me? 

Edmund:   Because you burnt it, Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   But then I'll go to Hell forever for stealing. Edmund:   Baldrick, believe me:   eternity in the company of Beelzebub and all his hellish instruments of death will be a picnic compared to five minutes with me and this pencil...if we can't replace this dictionary. In Mrs. Miggin's coffee shop (`Literary Salon') (Shelley, Coleridge, and Byron are at a table. Shelley sits up holding a handkerchief; Byron stands very erect, staring straight ahead at nothing; Coleridge appears dead. As Shelley begins to speak, the person at the next table stands and moves to a table as far away as possible.) Shelley:   Oh, Love, oh ecstasy that is Mrs. Miggins, wilt thou bring me but one cup of the browned juicings of that naughty bean we call `coffee', ere I die... Mrs. Miggins:   (swoons) Ooohhhh, you do have a way of words with you, Mr. Shelley! 

Lord Byron:   To Hell with this fine talking. Coffee, woman! My consumption grows evermore acute and Coleridge's drugs are wearing off. Mrs. Miggins:   Ohh, Mr. Byron, don't be such a big girl's blouse! (cut to outside of shop...dogs bark) Edmund:   Don't forget the pencil, Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   Oh, I certainly won't, sir. 

(Edmund and Baldrick enter) 

Edmund:   Ah, good day to you, Mrs. Miggins. 
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Mrs. Miggins:   (swoons and giggles) 

Edmund:   A cup of your best hot water with brown grit in it. Unless, of course, by some miracle, your coffee shop has started selling coffee. Lord Byron:   Be quiet, sir. Can't you see we're dying? Mrs. Miggins:   Don't you worry about my poets, Mr. Blackadder. They're not dead, they're just being intellectual. 

Edmund:   Mrs. Miggins, there's nothing intellectual wandering around Italy in a big shirt, trying to get laid. Why are they here of all places? Lord Byron:   We are here, sir, to pay homage to the great Dr. Johnson, as, sir, should you! 

Edmund:   Oh, well, absolutely! Erm...I intend to. Er, you wouldn't happen to have a copy of his dictionary on you, would you, so I can do some revising before he gets here? 

(Johnson enters) 

Dr. Johnson:   Friends, I have returned. 

(poets welcome him; Edmund says `Hurray') 

Lord Byron:   So, sir, how was the Prince? 

Dr. Johnson:   (adjusting his powdered wig) The Prince was and is an utter fool, and his household filled with cretinous servants. (his gaze then falls upon Edmund, and he does a double-take while the poets laugh) Edmund:   Good afternoon, sir. 

Dr. Johnson:   And you are the worst of them, sir. After all your boasting, have you my dictionary and my patronage? 

Edmund:   Not quite. The Prince begs just a few more hours to really get to grips with it. 

Dr. Johnson:   Bah!! 

Poets:   Bah!! 

Edmund:   However, I was wondering if a lowly servant such as I might be permitted to glance at a copy. 

Dr. Johnson:   COPY?! 

Poets and Johnson:   COPY?! 

Dr. Johnson:   There is no copy, sir. 

Edmund:   No copy? 

Dr. Johnson:   No, sir. Making a copy is like fitting wheels to a tomato, time consuming and completely unnecessary. 

(poets laugh) 

Edmund:   But what if the book got lost? 

Dr. Johnson:   I should not lose the book, sir, (stands, coffee cup in hand, approaching Edmund menacingly) and if any other man should, I would tear off his head with my bare hands and feed it to the cat! (breaks coffee cup by squeezing) Edmund:   Well, that's nice and clear. 

Lord Byron:   And I, Lord Byron, (unsheathing a sword) would summon up fifty of my men, lay siege to the fellow's house and do bloody murder on him. (rests sword on Baldrick's shoulder) 

Coleridge:   (pointing a blade at Edmund) And I would not rest until the criminal was hanging by his hair with an Oriental disemboweling cutlass thrust up his ignoble behind. 

Edmund:   I hope you're listening to all this, Baldrick. In Prince's House (Prince is peeling an apple) 
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Edmund:   Sir, I have been unable to replace the dictionary. I am therefore leaving immediately for Nepal, where I intend to live as a goat. Prince George:   Why? 

Edmund:   Because if I stay here, Dr. Johnson's companions will have me brutally murdered, sir. 

Prince George:   Good God, Blackadder, that's terrible! (aside) Do you know any other butlers? 

Edmund:   And, of course, when the people discover you have burnt Dr. Johnson's dictionary, they may go round saying, "Look! There' thick George. He's got a brain the size of a weasel's wedding (tackle?)." Prince George:   In that case, something must be done! Baldrick:   (famously) I have a cunning plan, sir. Prince George:   Hurrah! Well, that's that, then. Edmund:   I wouldn't get overexcited, sir. I have a horrid suspicion that Baldrick's plan will be the stupidest thing we've heard since Lord Nelson's famous signal at the Battle of the Nile:   "England knows Lady Hamilton's a virgin. Poke my eye out and cut off my arm if I'm wrong." Prince George:   Great! Let's hear it, then. 

Baldrick:   It's brilliant. You take the string -- that's still not completely burnt --you scrape off the soot, and you shove the pages in again. Edmund:   Which pages? 

Baldrick:   Well, not the same ones, of course. 

Edmund:   Yes, I think I'm on the point of spotting the flaw in this plan, but do go on. Which pages are they? 

Baldrick:   Well, this is the brilliant bit:   You write some new ones. Edmund:   ...some new ones. You mean rewrite the dictionary. I sit down tonight and rewrite the dictionary that took Dr. Johnson ten years. Baldrick:   Yup. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, that is by far and away, and without a shadow of doubt, the worst and most contemptible plan in the history of the universe. On the other hand, I hear the sound of disemboweling cutlasses being sharpened, and it's the only plan we've got, so if you will excuse me, gentlemen... Prince George:   Perhaps you'd like me to lend a hand, Blackadder. I'm not as stupid as I look. 

Baldrick:   I am stupid as I look, sir, but if I can help, I will. Edmund:   Well, it's very kind of you both, but I fear your services might be as useful as a barber shop on the steps of the guillotine. Prince George:   Oh, come on, Blackadder, give us a try! Edmund:   Very well, sir, as you wish. Let's start at the beginning, shall we? First:   `A'. How would you define `a'? 

Baldrick:   Ohh.....`a' (continues this in background) Prince George:   Oh, I love this! I love this:   quizzes....Errmmm, hang on, it's coming... ooohh, crikey, errmm, oh yes, I've got it! Edmund:   What? 

Prince George:   Well, it doesn't really mean anything, does it? Edmund:   Good. So we're well on the way, then " `a'; impersonal pronoun --doesn't really mean anything." Right! Next:   `A'... `A-B'. (Baldrick and Prince ponder over this) Baldrick:   Well, it's a buzzing thing, innit? `A buzzing thing'. Edmund:   Baldrick, I mean something that starts with `A-B'. 
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Baldrick:   Honey? Honey starts with a bee. 

Prince George:   He's right, you know, Blackadder. Honey does start a bee...and a flower, too. 

Edmund:   Yes, look, this really isn't getting anywhere. And besides, I've left out `aardvark'. 

Prince George:   Oh well, don't say we didn't give it a try. Edmund:   No, Your Highness, it was a brave start. But I fear I must proceed on my own. Now, Baldrick, go to the kitchen and make me something quick and simple to eat, would you? Two slices of bread with something in between. Baldrick:   What, like Gerald, Lord Sandwich, had the other day? Edmund:   Yes -- a few rounds of Geralds. 

(Sometime later, it is nighttime. Edmund is sitting at desk writing the dictionary. Candles flicker. Prince George comes in) Prince George:   How goes it, Blackadder? 

Edmund:   Not all that well, sir. 

Prince George:   Well, let's have a look...(reads) "Medium-sized insectivore with protruding nasal implement." (pauses) Doesn't sound much like a bee to me. Edmund:   (shouts) It's `aardvark', can't you see that, Your Highness? It's a bloody aardvark!! 

Prince George:   Oh dear -- still on `aardvark', are we? Edmund:   Yes, I'm afraid we are. And if I ever meet an aardvark, I'm going to step on its damn protruding nasal implement until it couldn't suck up an insect if its life depended on it. 

Prince George:   Got a bit stuck, have you? 

Edmund:   I'm sorry, sir. It's five hours later, and I've got every word in the English language except `a' and `aardvark' still to do. And I'm not very happy with my definition of either of them. 

Prince George:   Well, don't panic, Blackadder, because I have some rather good news. 

Edmund:   Oh, what? 

Prince George:   Well, we didn't take `no' for an answer, and have, in fact, been working all night. I've done `B'. 

Edmund:   Really? And how have you got on? 

Prince George:   Well, I had a bit of trouble with `belching', but I think I got it sorted out in the end. (burs) Oh no, there I go again! (laughs) Edmund:   You've been working on that joke for some time, haven't you, sir? Prince George:   Well, yes, I have, as a matter of fact, yes. Edmund:   Since you started... 

Prince George:   Basically. 

Edmund:   So, in fact, you haven't done any work at all? Prince George:   Not as such, no. 

Edmund:   Great. Baldrick, what have you done? Baldrick:   I've done `C' and `D'. 

Edmund:   Right, let's have it, then. 

Baldrick:   Right. "Big blue wobbly thing that mermaids live in." Edmund:   What's that? 

Baldrick:   `C'. 

Edmund:   Yes -- tiny misunderstanding. Still, my hopes weren't high. Now, what about `D'? 

Baldrick:   I'm quite pleased with `dog'. 
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Edmund:   Yes, and your definition of `dog' is...? Baldrick:   "Not a cat." 

Edmund:   Excellent. Excellent! Your Highness, may I have a word? Prince George:   Certainly. 

Edmund:   As you know, sir, it has always been my intention to stay with you until you had a strapping son and I one likewise to take over the burdens of my duties. 

Prince George:   That's right, Blackadder, and I thank you for it. Edmund:   But I'm afraid, sir, that there has been a change of plan. I am off to the kitchen to hack my head off with a big knife. Prince George:   Oh, come on, Blackadder, it's only a book. Let's just damn the fellow's eyes, strip the britches from his backside and warn his heels to Pupney Bridge....HURRAH! 

Edmund:   Sir, these are not the days of Alfred the Great. You can't just lop someone's head off and blame it on the Vikings. Prince George:   Can't I, by God! 

Edmund:   No. 

Prince George:   Oh well, all right, then let's just get on with it! I mean, boil my brains, it's only a dictionary. No-one's asked us to eat ten raw pigs for breakfast. Good Lord, I mean, we're British, aren't we? (exits) Edmund:   You're not -- you're German. (to Baldrick) Get me some coffee, Baldrick. If I fall asleep before Monday, we're doomed! (Monday morning) Baldrick:   (sweetly) Mr. Blackadder, time to wake up. Edmund:   What time is it? 

Baldrick:   Monday morning. 

Edmund:   (panics) Monday morning?! Oh my God -- I've overslept! Where's the quill? Where's the parchment? 

Baldrick:   I don't know. Maybe Dr. Johnson's got some with him. Edmund:   WHAT??! 

Baldrick:   He's outside. 

Edmund:   (screams) AAOOOOHHHH! 

(Johnson enters) 

Dr. Johnson:   Are you ill, sir? 

Edmund:   No, you can't have it. I know I said Monday, but I want Baldrick to read it, which, unfortunately will mean teaching him to read, which will take about ten years; but time well spent, I think, because it's such a very good dictionary. 

Dr. Johnson:   I don't think so. 

Edmund:   (exclaims) Oh God -- we've been burgled!! (pauses) What? Dr. Johnson:   I think it's an awful dictionary, full of feeble definitions and ridiculous verbiage. I've come to ask you to chuck the damn thing in the fire. Edmund:   Are you sure? 

Dr. Johnson:   I've never been so sure of anything in my life, sir. Edmund:   I love you, Dr. Johnson, and I want to have your babies. (they embrace; Edmund notices a woman standing behind Johnson) Oh, sorry, excuse me, Dr. Johnson, but my Auntie Marjorie has just arrived. (looks at Baldrick, who has an Alsatian's head on him) Baldrick, who gave you permission to turn into an Alsatian? (Baldrick waves; Edmund realizes the absurdity of the scene) Oh God, it's a dream, isn't it? (Johnson, Baldrick and 
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Auntie `twirl' out the door) It's a bloody dream! (sound of harps are heard) Dr. Johnson doesn't want us to burn his dictionary at all. (Monday morning - Take Two - Reality) 

Baldrick:   Mr. Blackadder, time to wake up. 

Edmund:   What time is it? 

Baldrick:   Monday morning. 

Edmund:   (panics) Monday morning?! Oh my God -- I've overslept! Where's the quill? Where's the parchment? 

Baldrick:   I don't know. Maybe Dr. Johnson's got some with him. Edmund:   WHAT??! 

Baldrick:   He's outside. 

Edmund:   Ah-- (stops himself...deja-vu experience) Now hang on. Hang on. If we go on like this you're going to turn into an Alsatian again. (Johnson and other poets bang noisily at the door) Edmund:   Oh my God! Quick, Baldrick, we've got to escape. Shadow:   (?), sir! Bring out the dictionary at once. Lord Byron:   Bring it out sir, or, in my passion, I shall kill every one by giving them syphilis! 

Coleridge:   Bring it out sir, and also any opium plants you may have around there. 

Dr. Johnson:   Bring it out sir, or we shall break down the door. Edmund:   (opens the door) Ah, good morning. Dr. Johnson, Lord Byron-- Dr. Johnson:   Where is my dictionary? 

Edmund:   And what dictionary would this be? 

Dr. Johnson:   The one that has taken eighteen hours of every day for the last ten years. My mother died; I hardly noticed. My father cut off his head and fried it in garlic in the hope of attracting my attention; I scarcely looked up from my work. My wife brought armies of lovers to the house, who worked in droves so that she might bring up a huge family of bastards. I cannot-- Edmund:   Am I to presume that my elaborate bluff has not worked? Dr. Johnson:   Dictionary! 

Edmund:   Right, well the truth is, Doctor -- now; don't get cross, don't over-react...the truth is...we burnt it. 

Dr. Johnson:   Then you die! 

(Poets all raise their swords to Edmund; Prince George enters from his sleeping quarters, carrying the dictionary) 

Prince George:   'morning, everyone. You know, this dictionary really is a cracking good read. It's an absolutely splendid job! Dr. Johnson:   My dictionary! (to Edmund) But you said you burned it! Edmund:   Erm... 

Prince George:   I think it's a splendid book, and I look forward to patronizing it enormously! 

Dr. Johnson:   Oh, well, thank you, sir. well, I think I'm man enough to sacrifice the pleasure of killing to maintain the general good humor. (to poets) There's to be no murder today, gentlemen. (poets complain) But prepare to Mrs. Miggins' -- I shall join you there later for a roister you will never forget! (poets cheer and exit) Dr. Johnson:   (to George) So, ahem, tell me, sir, what words particularly interested to you? (this grammatically is incorrect, but is what the actor says) Prince George:   Oh, er, nothing... Anything, really, you know... 
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Dr. Johnson:   Ah, I see you've underlined a few (takes dictionary, reads): `bloomers'; `bottom'; `burp'; (turns a page) `fart'; `fiddle'; `fornicate'? Prince George:   Well... 

Dr. Johnson:   Sir! I hope you're not using the first English dictionary to look up rude words! 

Edmund:   I wouldn't be too hopeful -- that's what all the other ones will be used for. 

Baldrick:   (to Edmund) Sir, can I look up `turnip'? Edmund:   `Turnip' isn't a rude word, Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   It is if you sit on one. 

Dr. Johnson:   Really, sir, we have more important business in hand. I refer, of course, to the works of the mysterious Gertrude Perkins. Edmund:   Mysterious, no more, sir. It is time for the truth. I can, at last, reveal the identity of the great Gertrude Perkins. 

Dr. Johnson:   Sir, who is she? 

Edmund:   She, sir, is me, sir. I am Gertrude Perkins. Prince George:   Good Lord!! 

Edmund:   And what's more:   I can prove it. Bring out the manuscript, and I will show you that my signature corresponds exactly with that on the front. Dr. Johnson:   Why, I must have left it here when I left the dictionary. Prince George:   (with wide-eyed excitement) This is terribly exciting!!! Edmund:   Baldrick, fetch my novel. 

Baldrick:   Novel? 

Edmund:   Yes, the big papery thing, tied up with string. Baldrick:   What, like the thing we burnt? 

Edmund:   Exactly like the thing we burnt. 

Baldrick:   So you're asking for the big papery thing tied up with string, exactly like the thing we burnt. 

Edmund:   Exactly. 

Baldrick:   We burnt it. 

Edmund:   (calmly) So we did. Thank you, Baldrick -- seven years of my life up in smoke. Your Highness, would you excuse me a moment? Prince George:   By all means. 

(Edmund exits) 

Edmund:   (outside, screams) OH GOD, NO!!!!!!!!!!!! (re-enters) Thank you, sir. Dr. Johnson:   Burned, you say? That's most inconvenient. A burned novel is like a burned dog:   You-- 

Edmund:   Oh shut up! 

Baldrick:   (to Johnson) Sir, I have a novel. (gives Johnson the bit of paper seen earlier) 

Dr. Johnson:   (reads) "Once upon a time there was a lovely little sausage called `B--" Sausage?! SAUSAGE?!!!!! Oh, blast your eyes! (throws paper down and exits angrily) 

Baldrick:   Oh, well, I didn't think it was that bad! Edmund:   (looking inside the dictionary) I think you'll find he left `sausage' out of his dictionary, Baldrick. (shuts the dictionary, but notices something on the first page) Oh, and `aardvark'... 

Prince George:   Oh, come on, Blackadder; it's not all that bad -- nothing a nice roaring fire can't solve. Er, Baldrick, do the honors, will you? Baldrick:   Certainly, Your Majesty. 
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(Prince and Edmund exit. Baldrick picks up Edmund's crumpled papers from trying to write he dictionary, and the real Dictionary. He thumbs through the Dictionary, then tosses it into the fire.) 

(End/Credits roll) 

 

Episode 3 - "Nob and Nobility"

Miggins:   [dancing about by a table of two customers in her coffee shop] Oh la la! [laughs happily] 

[Edmund Blackadder, butler to the Prince Regent, enters] Edmund:   Ah, good morning, Mrs Miggins. 

Miggins:   Bonjour, monsieur. 

Edmund:   What? 

Miggins:   Bonjour, monsieur -- it's French. 

Edmund:   So is eating frogs, cruelty to geese and urinating in the street; but that's no reason to inflict it on the rest of us. 

Miggins:   But French is all the fashion! My coffee shop is full of frenchies, and it's all because of that wonderful Scarlet Pimpernel. [an odd squishy noise is heard occasionally starting now] 

Edmund:   The Scarlet Pimpernel is >not< wonderful, Mrs Miggins. There is no reason whatsoever to admire someone for filling London with a load of garlic-chewing French toffs crying "Oh la la!" and looking for sympathy all the time just because their fathers had their heads cut off. I'll have a cup of coffee and some shepherd's pie, please. Miggins:   [put off] We don't serve >pies< anymore! My French clientele consider >pies< uncouth. 

Edmund:   I hardly think that a nation that eats snails and would go to bed with the kitchen sink if it put on a tutu is in any position to preach couthness. So what >is< on the menu? [he picks up the small menu and flips it over looking at it casually] 

Miggins:   Well, today's hot choice is Chicken Pimpernel in a Scarlet Sauce, Scarlet Chicken in a Pimpernel Sauce, or Huge Suspicious-Looking Sausages in a Scarlet Pimpernel Sauce. 

Edmund:   What exactly is Scarlet Pimpernel sauce? Miggins:   [she uses her hands to demonstrate as she speaks] You take a large ripe frog, squeeze it [one of the squishy noises is heard as she makes this motion, giving away what the noise is] -- 

Edmund:   [putting up a hand] Yes, yes, all right. [several words are covered entirely by laughter (anyone out there have a closed-caption decoder, since the commercial-release tapes are closed-captioned?).] [Edmund goes to the door to leave, just as a Frenchman enters.] Frenchman:   [bowing] Ah, bonjour, monsieur! 

Edmund:   Sod off. 

[Scene changes to Edmund's quarters, below the prince's house. Baldrick is tearing apart some dough. Edmund enters, picks up a tabby cat and punts it high into the air across the room.] 

Baldrick:   Oh, Sir! Poor little Mildred the cat! What's he ever done to you? 
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Edmund:   It is the way of the world, Baldrick -- the abused always kick downwards. I am annoyed, and so I kick the cat... the cat [there is a mouse `eek!' noise] pounces on the mouse, and, finally, the mouse-- Baldrick:   [startled, jumps] Agh! 

Edmund:   ...bites you on the behind. 

Baldrick:   Well, what do I do? 

Edmund:   Nothing. You are last in God's great chain, Baldrick -- unless, of course, there's an earwig around here that you'd like to victimize. Baldrick:   [leans toward Edmund, trying to get him to notice something...] Edmund:   [notices] Baldrick, what's happened to your nose? Baldrick:   Nice, isn't it? 

Edmund:   No it isn't. It's revolting. 

Baldrick:   Oh. I'll take it off, then. [removes item from his nose] Edmund:   Baldrick, why are you wearing a false boil? What are we to expect next? a beauty wart? a cosmetic verruca? 

Baldrick:   It's a Scarlet Pimple, Sir. 

Edmund:   Really... 

Baldrick:   Yeah, they're all the rage down our way. Everyone wants to express their admiration for the great Pimple and his brilliant disguises. Edmund:   [takes the pimple, speaks angrily] What has this fellow done? --apart from pop over to France to grab a few French nobs from the ineffectual clutches [tosses pimple into the fireplace] of some malnourished whining lefties, taking the opportunity while there, no doubt, to pick up some really good cheap wine and some of their marvelous open-fruit flans... Doesn't anyone know? We hate the French! We fight wars against them! Did all those men die in vain on the field at Agincourt? Was the man who burned Joan of Arc simply wasting good matches? 

[Bells ring.] 

Edmund:   Ah, His Royal Highness, the Pinhead of Wales, summons me. You know, I feel almost well-disposed towards him this morning. Half the chump though he may be, at least he's not French. 

[scene changes to inside Prince's bedroom. He is having some drinks with lords Topper and Smedley.] 

Prince:   "Un toast! Encore un toast," I say! Le Pimpernel Scarlette! [not knowing that `ecarlate' is the real French for `scarlet'] Topper & Smedley:   Le Pimpernel Scarlette! 

[Edmund enters.] 

Prince:   Ah! Le Adder Noir! Come on au in! 

[Edmund looks upset, but restrains it.] 

Prince:   [to Topper and Smedley] This is the fellow to ask, you chaps:   my butler -- terribly clever. Brighter than a brain pie. [Topper and Smedley chuckle in the fake way dandies do] 

Blackadder, we're trying to guess who the Scarlet Pimpernel is, so we can send him an enormous postal order to express our admiration. Any ideas? Edmund:   Well, I'm sure if you addressed the envelope to "The Biggest ShowOff in London," it would reach him eventually. 

[Topper and Smedley stand up from where they were lying (on Prince's bed) and approach Edmund.] 

Topper:   Tish and pish! Gadzooks! Malarkey! How dare you say such a thing? Damn me, sir, if you're not the worst kind of swine... 
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Smedley:   Damn that swine... 

Edmund:   I'm sorry, Sir, I was merely pointing out that sneaking aristocrats out from under the noses of French revolutionaries is about as difficult as putting on a hat. 

Topper:   Sink me, sir! This is treason! The Scarlet Pimpernel's a hero, and the revolution is orchestrated by a ruthless band of highly organized killers, damn them! 

Smedley:   Damn those organized killers... 

Topper:   [turning to Prince] [?], if I remember rightly, we were just discussing the French Embassy ball in honor of the exiled aristocracy... Prince:   We certainly were -- where I intend the wear the most magnificent pair of trousers ever t issue forth from the delicate hands of Mssrs Snibcock and Turkey, Couturiers to the Very Wealthy and the Extremely Fat. If the Pimpernel does finally reveal himself, I don't want to get caught out wearing boring trousers! 

Smedley:   Damn those boring trousers... 

Topper:   Well, what say we bet your cocksure domestic a thousand guineas he can't go to France, rescue an aristocrat, and present him at the ball? [Edmund looks up.] 

Topper:   Hah! That's turned you white, hasn't it? That's frightened you, you lily-livered, caramel-kidneyed, custard-colored cad? Not so brilliant now, are you, eh? eh? 

Smedley:   Eh? 

Edmund:   On the contrary, Sir. I'll just go and pack. Topper:   Oh. 

Edmund:   Perhaps Lord Smedley and Lord Topper will accompany me... I'm sure it will be a fairly easy trip; the odd death-defying leap and a modest amount of dental torture... Want to come? 

Topper:   [frightened] Oh, no! 

Smedley:   Oh, no... 

Topper:   Damn! 

Smedley:   Damn... 

Topper:   Er, any day now, I've got an appointment at my doctor... I've got a bit of a sniffle coming on -- I can feel it in my bones. Smedley:   Damn bones, damn bones, damn... 

Prince:   You know, what about next week? Oh, come on, you chaps, get your diaries out, come on! 

Topper:   Oh, all right. Damn! 

Smedley:   Damn... 

Topper:   I left it behind! 

Smedley:   behind... 

Topper:   ...and, err, besides, I've just remembered:   my father's just died! Smedley:   [Can't say the same thing this time; looks confused.] Topper:   I've got to be at his funeral in ten minutes! Damn sorry! Goodbye, Your Highness. [He bows, gives his drink to Edmund. Edmund opens the door and lets him out.] 

Smedley:   Oh, damn... I'm the best man. Damn that dead father, damn... [Gives his drink to Edmund, bows, exits, saying "Bye bye..."] Edmund:   [beyond the door to the exiting pair] See you at the ball. 
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Prince:   Oh, what a shame they were so busy. [walking into the chamber] It would have been lovely to have had them with us. Edmund:   "Us"? 

Prince:   Yes. 

Edmund:   >You're< coming, Sir? 

Prince:   Well, certainly. 

Edmund:   Ah. [pause] and nothing I can say about the mind-bending horrors of the revolution could put you off? 

Prince:   Absolutely not! Now, come on, Blackadder -- let's get packing. I want to look my best for those fabulous French birds. Edmund:   Sir, the type of women currently favored in France are toothless crones who just cackle insanely. 

Prince:   Oh, ignore that -- they're just playing hard-to-get. Edmund:   ...by removing all their teeth, going mad and aging forty years? Prince:   That's right -- the little teasers! Well, come on! [he reclines] Erm, I think a blend of silks and satins... 

Edmund:   I fear not, Sir. If we are to stand any chance of survival in France, [he rings the servant bell] we shall have to dress as the smelliest lowlife imaginable. 

Prince:   Oh yes? What sort of thing? 

Edmund:   Well, Sir, let me show you our Paris Collection... [Baldrick begins walking in from the outer door.] Edmund:   Baldrick is wearing a sheep's-bladder jacket, with matching dung-ball accessories. Hair by Crazy Meg of Bedlam [obscured by laughter]. Notice how the overpowering aroma of rotting pilchards has been woven cunningly into the ensemble. 

[Edmund approaches Baldrick.] 

Edmund:   Baldrick, when did you last change your trousers? Baldrick:   [as if rehearsed] I have never changed my trousers. Edmund:   Thank you. [to Prince] You see, the ancient Greeks, Sir, wrote in legend of a terrible container in which all the evils of the world were trapped. How prophetic they were. All they got wrong was the name. They called it "Pandora's Box," when, of course, they meant "Baldrick's Trousers." Baldrick:   [to Prince] It certainly can get a bit whiffy, there's no doubt about that! 

Edmund:   We are told that, when the box was opened, the whole world turned to darkness because of Pandora's fatal curiosity. [to Baldrick] I charge you now, Baldrick:   for the good of all mankind, never allow curiosity to lead you to open your trousers. Nothing of interest lies therein. [to Prince] However, Your Highness, it is trousers exactly like these that >you< will have to wear if we are to pass safely into France. Prince:   Mmm, ahem, yes, well, you know, er, on second thought, I think I might give this whole thing a miss. You know, my tummy's playing up a bit. Er, wish, wish I could come, but just not poss with this tum. Edmund:   I understand perfectly, Sir. 

Prince:   Also, the chances of me scoring if I look and smell like him are >zero<. 

Edmund:   Well, that's true, Sir. We shall return presently to bid you farewell. [Prince turns to enter his bedroom; Edmund and Baldrick head out.] Baldrick:   Mr B, I've been having second thoughts about this trip to France. 
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Edmund:   Oh? Why? 

Baldrick:   Well, as far as I can see, looking and smelling like this, there's not much chance of >me< scoring, either. 

[Edmund thwaps him on the head.] 

[Scene changes to Prince, Edmund and Baldrick (who is carrying everything) standing next to the outer door. This scene is overplayed, complete with `farewell' harp music.] 

Prince:   Well, Blackadder, this is it. 

Edmund:   Yes, Sir. If I don't make it back, please write to my mother and tell her that I've been alive all the time; it's just that I couldn't be bothered to get in touch with the old bat. 

Prince:   Well, of course, old man. It's the very least I could do. Edmund:   We must leave at once -- the shadows lengthen, and we have a long and arduous journey ahead of us. [He shakes Prince's hand.] Farewell, dear master and -- dare I say? -- friend. 

[Edmund and Prince embrace. Prince speaks as they separate.] Prince:   Farewell, brave liberator and -- dare I say it? -- butler! [Edmund and Baldrick leave. Prince starts to cry.] [Scene changes to Edmund's quarters. Edmund and Baldrick enter.] Edmund:   Right, stick the kettle on, Balders. 

Baldrick:   What, aren't we going to France? 

Edmund:   Of course we're not going to France - it's incredibly dangerous there! 

Baldrick:   Well, how are you going to win your bet? Edmund:   As usual, Baldrick; by the use of the large thing between my ears. Baldrick:   Oh, your nose... 

Edmund:   No, Baldrick -- my brain. All we do is lie low here for a week, then go to Mrs Miggins', pick up any old French aristocrat, drag him through a puddle, take him to the ball, and claim our thousand guineas. Baldrick:   Well, what if the prince finds us here? Edmund:   He couldn't find his own fly buttons, let alone the kitchen door. [Scene changes to Prince's bedroom. Prince takes a pair of blue trousers with silver dots and silver side stripes from a box.] 

Prince:   What a pair of trousers!!! I shall be the Belle of the Embassy Ball! Now, how do you put them on? Er... [calls] Blackadder! [realization] Oh, no --damn! -- he's gone to France. Well, I'll do it myself; shouldn't be too difficult. Errm... Err... [he puts an arm through one trouser leg...] [One Week Later] 

[Scene:   Edmund's quarters.] 

Edmund:   [sitting in a chair, his feet on the table, smoking a pipe] Well, Baldrick, what a very pleasant week. We must do this more often. Baldrick:   [seeming a bit bored] Yes, I shall certainly choose revolutionary France for my holiday again next year. 

Edmund:   Still, time to go to work. Off to Mrs Miggins' to pick up any old French toff-- 

[A crashing noise upstairs interrupts him.] 

Baldrick:   What do you think that is? 

Edmund:   Well, if I was feeling malicious, I would say it's the prince still trying to put his trousers on after a week. 

[Scene change to upstairs.] 
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[Prince, wearing his trousers over his head, is bumping into walls.] Prince:   Damn! 

[Scene change to Mrs Miggins' coffee shop.] 

[Edmund and Baldrick enter.] 

Edmund:   Ah, Mrs Miggins... I'd like a massive plate of pig's trotters, frog's legs and snail's ears, please -- all drenched in your lovely Scarlet Pimpernel Sauce. 

Miggins:   Not so hostile to the frenchies >now<, Mr B... Edmund:   Certainly not, Mrs M. I'd sooner be hostile to my own servant. [baas Baldrick on the back of the head] [Several words obscured by laughter.] In fact, I came here specifically to meet lovely frenchies. Miggins:   Well, vivre to that and an eclair for both of us! [laughs] Edmund:   Vivre, indeed. Now, what I'm looking for, Mrs M, is a particular kind of frenchy -- namely, one who is transparently of noble blood but also short on cash. 

Miggins:   Ah, well, I've got just the fellow for you -- over there by the window: The Comte de Frou Frou. 

[Shot of Frou Frou holding and looking oddly at a huge suspicious-looking sausage.] 

Miggins:   He's pretty down on his luck, and he's made that horse's willy last all morning... 

Edmund:   Oh, good. Baldrick, we have struck garlic! [Edmund and Baldrick approach Frou Frou. Edmund scrapes leftovers off of Frou Frou's table onto a plate, then offers the plate to Baldrick.] Edmund:   Now you can some lunch, Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   Thank you. [leaves the coffee shop] Edmund:   [addresses Frou Frou] Le Comte de Frou Frou, I believe... Frou Frou:   [looks up] Eh? 

Edmund:   [sitting at the table] Do you speak English? Frou Frou:   A little... 

Edmund:   Yes, when you say "a little," what exactly do you mean? I mean, can we talk, or are we going to spend the rest of the afternoon asking each other the way to the beach in very loud voices? 

Frou Frou:   Ah, no. I can, er, order coffee, deal with waiters, make sexy sexy chit-chat with girls -- that type of thing. 

Edmund:   Oh good. 

Frou Frou:   Just don't ask me to take a physiology class or direct a light opera. 

Edmund:   No, no, I won't. [propositioning] Now, listen, Frou Frou ... Would you like to earn some money? 

Frou Frou:   No, I wouldn't. I would like other people to earn it and then >give< it to me, just like in France in the good old days. Edmund:   Yes, but this is a chance to return to the good old days. Frou Frou:   Oh, how I would love that! I hate this life! The food is filthy! This huge sausage is very suspicious. If I didn't know better, I'd say it was a horse's wi-- 

Edmund:   Yes, yes, yes, all right... Now listen, the plan is this:   I have a bet on with someone that I can get a Frenchman out of Paris. I want >you< to be that Frenchman. All you have to do is come to the embassy with me, say that I 
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rescued you, and then walk away with fifty guineas and all the vol-au-vents you can stuff in your pockets. What do you say? 

Frou Frou:   It will be a pleasure! If there's one thing we aristocrats enjoy, it's a fabulous party! Oh, the music! Oh, the laughter! Oh -- if only I'd brought my mongoose costume... 

[Scene change to the embassy. It is dank, and some moans of despair can be heard. Edmund, Frou Frou and Baldrick enter.] Frou Frou:   Yes, well, obviously it hasn't really got going yet... Edmund:   I think that is a bit of an understatement, Frou Frou -- I've been at autopsies with more party atmosphere. 

Frou Frou:   Don't worry! In a moment we will hear the sound of music and happy laughter... 

[Laughter is heard -- evil maniacal laughter. A French soldier approaches.] Soldier:   [to Frou Frou] Bon soir, monsieur. 

Frou Frou:   Bon soir! 

Edmund:   Ah, good evening, my man. Do you speak English? Soldier:   Little. 

Edmund:   Good, well, just take me to the ambassador, then, will you? Soldier:   Pardon? 

Edmund:   [articulate] I have rescued an [pushes the end of his nose up] aristocrat, from [makes claw-like hands] the clutches of the evil revolutionaries. Please take me to the ambassador. Soldier:   No, I won't. I >am< an [makes claw hands] "evil revolutionary," and have [slices finger across his neck] murdered the [pushes up his nose] ambassadeur, and turned him into [slaps the back and front of one hand against the other, then puts that same hand to his mouth] pate! Edmund:   Ah. 

Soldier:   [to Frou Frou] and you, aristo-pig, are trapped!!! Frou Frou:   Peeg? Hah! You will regret your insolence, revolutionary deug! Solider:   Dog? Hah! You will regret your arrogance, royalist snake! Frou Frou:   Sneag? Hah! 

Edmund:   [stepping in] Look, I've very sorry to interrupt this very interesting discussion, but it really is none of my business, so I think I'll be on my way. Come on, Baldrick. 

Soldier:   [stopping Edmund] Ah ah ah ah ah ah ah! Not so fast, English! In rescuing this, eu [motions at Frou Frou], this, eu, [euboit?!?!] de stinkyweed, you have attempted to pervert revolutionary justice. Do you know what they do to people who do that? 

Edmund:   They're...given a little present and allowed to go free? Soldier:   No... 

Edmund:   They're smacked and told not to be naughty, but basically let off... Soldier:   No... 

Baldrick:   [raising his hand] I think I know. 

Edmund:   [quite unhappy and depressed] What? Baldrick:   [quite happy that he knows the answer] They're put in prison for the night, and brutally guillotined in the morning! 

Edmund:   Well done, Baldrick... 

Soldier:   Your little guh-nome is correct, monsieur. Gentlemen! Welcome to the last day of your life! [shuts and locks the door] [Scene change to our heroes in a cell, with Soldier outside.] 
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Frou Frou:   How dare you, you filthy weaselle! Solider:   Weasel? Hah! You're one to talk, aristo-waat-heug! Frou Four:   Warthog? Hah! 

Soldier:   Hah! 

Edmund:   [pulling Frou Frou away from the barred window] Excuse me, Frou Frou... [to Soldier] Look, mate, me old mate... We're both working class; we both hate these rich bastards; I mean, come on, come on, me old mucker, just, just let me go -- you've got nothing against me... Soldier:   On the contrary! I >hate< you English with your boring trousers and your shiny toilet paper; and your ridiculous preconceptions that Frenchmen are great lovers -- [looks both ways, then speaks a bit more softly] >I'm< French, and I'm hung like a baby carrot and a couple of petit-pois. Edmund:   [obscured by laughter] 

Soldier:   Farewell, "old muckeur," and [shouts] dath to the aristoes!!! Baldrick:   [joining in happily] Death to the aristoes! Edmund:   Oh, shut up, Mouse-brain... 

[Now inside the cell. Baldrick sits on the bed.] 

Frou Frou:   Monsieur, why do you waste your words on this scum? Have no fear! The Scarlet Pimpernel will save us. 

Edmund:   Hah! [knocks Baldrick off the bed] Some hope. [lies down] The Scarlet Pimpernel is the most overrated human being since Judas Iscariot won the A.D. 31 Best Disciple Competition. 

Frou Frou:   Well, if he >should< fail us, here:   I these have these suicide pills. One for me [pulls pill out of his ear]; one for you [pulls one out of a nostril]; and one for the dwarf [pulls one out of his bottom]. Edmund:   Say "thank you," Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   Thank you, Mr Frou. [puts pill to his mouth; Edmund stops him.] [The door begins to open.] 

Frou Frou:   Ah, the Pimpernel!! 

Baldrick:   Hurray! 

Soldier:   [entering] Ah, the >ambassador<, hurray... [moves his fingers about, bounces on his toes] Hmm, I've got nothing to do... So I think I will torture ... [points to Frou Frou, forces him to stand, and shouts] you, aristo-mongreulle! Frou Frou:   Mongrel? Hah! I look forward to it, proletarian skeunk! Soldier:   Skunk? Hah! We'll see about >that<, aristocratic happypotamus! Frou Frou:   [being led outside] Happypotamus? Hah! We'll soon see who's the happypotamus ... [voice gets quite as door is shut and locked (I think the rest of his vocalizations are just nonsense anyway)] Baldrick:   I'm glad to say, I don't think you'll be needing those pills, Mr B... Edmund:   I'm I jumping the gun, Baldrick, or are the words "I have a cunning plan" marching with ill-deserved confidence in the direction of this conversation? 

Baldrick:   They certainly are! 

Edmund:   Well, forgive me if I don't jump up and down with glee -- your record in this department is not exactly a hundred percent. So, what's the plan? Baldrick:   We do...nothing. 

Edmund:   Yep, that's another world-beaer. 

Baldrick:   Wait, I haven't finished. We do nothing until our heads have actually been cut off... 

Edmund:   ...and then we spring into action? 
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Baldrick:   Exactly! You know how, when you cut a chicken's head off, it runs round and round the farmyard? 

Edmund:   Yyyyyyyeah... 

Baldrick:   Well, we wait until our heads have been cut off, then we run round and round the farmyard, out the farm gate, and escape. What do you think? Edmund:   Yes, my opinions are rather difficult to express in words, so perhaps I can put it this way... [tweaks Baldrick's nose] 

Baldrick:   It doesn't really matter, 'cause the Scarlet Pimpernel will save us, anyway. 

Edmund:   No he won't, Baldrick. Either I think up an idea, or, tomorrow, we die-- which, Baldrick, I have to tell you, I have no intention of doing, because I want to be young and wild, and then I want to be middle-aged and rich, and then I want to be old and annoy people by pretending that I'm deaf. Just be quiet and let me think. 

[Later that night, in the cell.] 

Baldrick:   I can't sleep, Mr Blackadder... 

Edmund:   I said "Shut up"! 

Baldrick:   I'm so excited to think that the Scarlet Pimpernel will be here at any moment! 

Edmund:   I wish you'd forget this ridiculous fantasy, Baldrick. Even if he >did< turn up, the guards will be woken by the scraping noise as he tried to squeeze his massive swollen head through the door. 

Baldrick:   I couldn't sleep when I was little. 

Edmund:   You still >are< little, Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   Yeah, well, when I was even littler, see, we used to live in this haunted hovel. Every night, my family were troubled by a visitation from this disgusting ghoul. It was terrible. First there was this unholy smell, then this tiny, clammy, hairy creature would materialize in the bed between them. Fortunately, I could never see it, myself. 

Edmund:   Yes... Tell me, Baldrick; when you left home, did this repulsive entity mysteriously disappear? 

Baldrick:   That very day... 

Edmund:   I think then that the mystery is solved. Now shut up. Either I think up an idea, or tomorrow we meet our maker -- in my case, God; in your case, God knows ... but I'd be surprised if he won any design awards. [camera view pans away from them, to the window] Edmund:   Wait a minute! I thought of a plan! 

Baldrick:   Hurray! 

Edmund:   Also, I thought of a way to get you to sleep! Baldrick:   What? 

[THUNK!] 

Baldrick:   Oof! 

[Morning, in the cell. The door opens, and Soldier enters.] Soldier:   Morning, scum... Did we sleep well, eh? Edmund:   Like a tot, thank you... But, by jiminy, you must be feeling thirsty after your long night's brutality! [He drops a suicide pill into a cup of liquid, then proffers the cup.] Drink? 

Soldier:   Eu, non, merci... Not while I am on duty. Edmund:   Oh. Perhaps later. 
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Soldier:   For you, monsieur, there is no later. [gets dramatic] Because, gentlemen, I am proud to introduce France's most [puts a hand on his abdomen] vicious woman -- unexpectedly arrived from Paris this morning, would you please welcome Madame Guillotine herself! [bows aside, with an arm outstretched] 

Guillotine:   [enters, cackling, carrying a club with spikes, appears to have blood on her arms; her face is obscured by her bonnet, and appears to have a missing front tooth] Are these the English pigs? Edmund:   Yes, that's us. 

Guillotine:   Leave them with me, Monsieur Ambassadeur -- I intend to torture them in a manner so unbearably gruesome, even you will not be able to stand it! 

Soldier:   I don't think I will have a problem, madame. Guillotine:   No, you will be sick. 

Soldier:   What if I stay for the first few minutes, and then I leave if I'm feeling queasy? 

Guillotine:   No, you will be sick immediately. 

Solider:   What if I am sick quietly in a bag? I mean, what is in your mind? Guillotine:   [whispers in Soldier's ear] 

Soldier:   [goes into convulsions, removes his hat as he leaves, vomiting into it.] 

Guillotine:   [turns to Edmund] So! Scum! Prepare to be in pain! Edmund:   Yes, certainly. But first, perhaps, a toast:   to your beauty! [gives Guillotine the poisoned cup] 

Guillotine:   [tosses club aside] Oh, thank you. OK. [drinks from cup] Edmund:   Cheers. 

Guillotine:   So I expect you were expecting to be rescued, huh?! Edmund:   Hah -- some bloody hope. 

Guillotine:   [voice suddenly a male voice] On the contrary! I'm just sorry I'm so late! 

Edmund:   What! 

[Guillotine removes her bonnet, revealing herself to be Lord Smedley] Smedley:   Yes, gentlemen, I have come to take you to freedom! Baldrick:   Hurray! 

Edmund:   My god! Smedley! But I thought you were an absolute [fathead?]! Smedley:   No -- just a damn fine actor! Thank god I got here before you took any of those awful suicide pills! 

Edmund:   [looks down at the cups] Errrrrr, yes... I suppose if someone had taken one and wished that he'd hadn't, he'd be able to do something about it... Smedley:   No, no -- they're very odd things, you see. The symptoms are most peculiar. First of all, the victims become very depressed. [sits on the bed, face in his hands] Oh god! [near to tears] This whole revolution is so de-stressing, I mean, sometimes I wonder why I bother... I mean, I'm so lonely, and nobody loves me... 

Edmund:   and after the depression comes death... Smedley:   No -- after the depression comes [jumps off the bed and grabs Edmund's lapels, shouting] the loss of temper, you stuck-up bastard!!! [turns to Baldrick] What you are staring at??? [punches Baldrick] Edmund:   and after the >temper< comes death... Smedley:   No! After the temper comes the, er... comes the, er... 
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Edmund:   ...forgetfulness? 

Smedley:   Er, yes, that's it... er... comes the, er... Edmund:   ...forgetfulness. 

Smedley:   Yes, yes. Right in the middle of a...of a...thingy... you complete forget what it was you...oh, nice pair of shoes! 

Edmund:   ...and after the forgetfulness, you die... Smedley:   Oh, no! I forgot one! After the forgetfulness comes a moment of exquisite happiness! [laughs, jumps up and down, waving his arms in the air] Jumping up and down, and waving your arms in the air, and knowing that in a minute we're all going to be free! free!! free!!! 

Edmund:   [getting tired of this] ...and >then< death? Smedley:   No -- you jump into a corner first. [jumps into a corner; dies] Baldrick:   Hurray! It's the Scarlet Pimpernel! 

Edmund:   Yes, Baldrick... 

Baldrick:   ...and you killed him! 

Edmund:   Yes, Baldrick... I mean, what's the bloody point of being the Scarlet Pimpernel if you're going to fall for the old poisoned-cup routine? Scarlet Pimpernel, my foot! Scarlet Git, more like it! [sees that the door is still ajar] But wait! Here's our chance to escape! Come on, quick! Baldrick:   But what about Mr Frou? 

Edmund:   Oh, forget Frou Frou. I wouldn't pick my nose to save his life. Now come on. [begins to exit, but runs into Frou Frou] Ah! Frou Frou, my old friend and comrade, w-what are you doing here? 

Frou Frou:   I escaped! What happened here? 

Edmund:   Oh, er, nothing, nothing... [closes cell door] Frou Frou:   Oh, I thought for a moment the Scarlet Pimpernel had saved you... Edmund:   [chuckles nervously; looks at and nudges Baldrick] Baldrick:   [very badly fakes a laugh] 

[Scene change to Prince's house. Prince nearly has his trousers on. Edmund, Frou Frou and Baldrick enter.] 

Prince:   Ah, chaps! Good to see you. Just trying on the new trousers... Edmund:   I return, Sir, as promised, plus one toff French aristocrat fresh from the Bastille. 

Prince:   [as Frou Frou bows] Ah! Please to meet you, monsieur. Do sit down. Frou Frou:   Enchanter... [goes to sit] 

Prince:   Damn sorry about the revolution and all that caper -- most awfully bad luck. [to Edmund] So, tell me, Blackadder; how the devil did you get him out? Edmund:   Sir, it is an extraordinary tale of courage and heroism which I blush from telling by myself, but seeing as there's no one else-- Baldrick:   could try... 

Edmund:   [baas Baldrick on the back of the head] We left England in good weather, but that was a far as our luck held. In the middle of Dover Harbour, we were struck by a tidal wave. I was forced to swim to Bologna with the unconscious Baldrick tucked into my trousers. Then, we were taken to Paris, where I was summarily tried and condemned to death, and then hung by the larger of my testicles from the walls of the Bastille. It was then that I decided I had had enough. 

Prince:   Bravo! 
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Edmund:   So, I rescued the count, killed the guards, jumped the moat, ran to Versailles -- where I climbed into Mr Robespierre's bedroom, leaving him a small tray of milk chocolates and an insulting note. The rest was easy. Prince:   That is an incredible story -- worthy of the Scarlet Pimpernel himself! Edmund:   Well, I wouldn't know... 

Frou Frou:   I, on the other hand, would. [stands] Because, you see, Sir [removes glasses, wig and false nose, revealing himself to be Lord Topper], >I< am the Scarlet Pimpernel. 

Edmund:   Uh oh... 

Baldrick:   Hurray! 

Prince:   [standing] Good lord! Topper! 

Topper:   Yes, Your Highness. 

Prince:   Well, by gads and by jingo with dumplings, steak and kidneys, and a good solid helping of sprouts! I can't believe it! >You're< the fellow who has single-handedly saved all those damned frenchies from the chop? Topper:   Not quite single-handedly, Sir. I operated with the help of my friend, Smedley -- but he seems to have disappeared for the moment, slightly mysteriously... 

Baldrick:   [gets ready to say something] 

Edmund:   Shut up, Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   [line obscured by laughter] 

Prince:   So, so, Blackadder rescued the Scarlet Pimpernel! Topper:   No, Sir -- he did not. 

Prince:   Eh? 

Topper:   Prepare yourself for a story of dishonor and deceit that will make your stomach turn. 

Prince:   [to Edmund] Well, I say! This is interesting, isn't it, Blackadder? Edmund:   [nods slowly] 

Topper:   Not only that [turning and walking toward Edmund], but I trust it will lead to the imprisonment of a man who is a liar, a bounder, and a cad. Baldrick:   [turns to look, with Topper, at Edmund] Edmund:   [turns to look behind himself] 

Prince:   Well, bravo! because we hate liars, bounders and cads, don't we, Blackadder? 

Edmund:   Generally speaking...yes, Sir. [begins to serve drinks] But perhaps before Lord Topper starts to talk, he might like a glass of wine... [he has dropped a suicide pill into Topper's glass] He's looking a little shaken. Topper:   [taking the glass] Shaken, but not stirred. [drinks] [gives glass back to Edmund, who sniffs it] [turns to Prince] It all began last week. I was sitting in Mrs Miggins' coffee shop when...oh god! [holds head in his hands] All this treachery is so depressing... [shouts] I mean, the whole thing just makes you incredibly angry!!!! [swings at Baldrick, missing; Baldrick falls over anyway; then Topper runs over to Prince] AND IT JUST MAKES YOU WANT TO...oh, that's a nice waistcoat, Your Majesty... er...I'm sorry -- I've completely forgotten what I was talking about... 

Edmund:   [grinning] Erm, a story of dishonor and deceit... Topper:   [smiles] Oh! That's a great story! That's great!! Oh, that's a WONDERFUL STORY!!! Let me just jump into this corner first... [jumps into corner; dies] 
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Prince:   [standing] Roast my raisins! He's popped it! I say, Blackadder, do you think he really >was< the Scarlet Pimpernel? 

Edmund:   Well, judging from the ridiculous ostentatiousness of his death, I would say that he >was<. 

Prince:   Well, then, that's a damn shame, because I wanted to give him this enormous postal order... [holds it up] 

Edmund:   Please, Sir, let me finish. I would say that he >wasn't<... [deeply concentrating now] You see, the Scarlet Pimpernel would never ever reveal his identity. That's his great secret. So, what you're actually looking for is someone who has, say, just been to France and rescued an aristocrat, but when asked "Ar you the Scarlet Pimpernel?" he replies, "Absolutely not," Sir. Prince:   But, wait a minute! Blackadder, >you've< just been to France, and you've rescued a French aristocrat... Oh, Blackadder! Are you the Scarlet Pimpernel? 

Edmund:   Absolutely not, Sir. 

Baldrick:   Hurray! 

[Prince, too excited for words, hands the postal order to Edmund, who already has his hand waiting to take it.] 

[final theme music, credits roll, the squishy noise is heard one final time] 

 

Episode 4 - "Sense and Senility"

The Palace Kitchens ------------------- 

(Blackadder walks in. Baldrick looks up from polishing a shoe.) Baldrick:   You look smart, Mr. Blackadder. Going somewhere nice? Edmund:   No, I'm off to the theater. 

Baldrick:   Don't you like it then? 

Edmund:   (sarcastically) No, I don't! A load of stupid actors strutting around, shouting, with their chests thrust out so far, you'd think their nipples were attached to a pair of charging elephants! And the worst thing about it is having to go with Prince Mini-Brain! 

Baldrick:   What, doesn't he like it, either? 

Edmund:   No, no, he loves it. The problem is that he doesn't realize it's made up. Last year, when Brutus was about to kill Julius Caesar, the Prince yelled out, "Look behind you, Mr. Caesar!". 

Baldrick:   I don't see a point in the theater. All that sex and violence. I get enough of that at home. Except for the sex, of course. Edmund:   While we're out, Baldrick, I want you to give this palace a good clean. It's so dirty, it'll be unacceptable to a dung-beetle that had lost interest in its career and really let itself go. 

(The Prince calls out.) 

Prince George:   Come on, Blackadder, or we'll miss the first act! Edmund:   (in a loud voice) Coming, sir, as fast as I can... Stick the kettle on, Baldrick. 

The Theater ----------- 

(Actors Keanrick and Mossop are performing.) Keanrick:   Now Sir, give I this advice to thee:   Never never trust thine enemy. 
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(Keanrick fake-stabs Mossop under the armpit; Mossop dies dramatically. The Prince watches raptly; Blackadder completely disinterestedly.) Keanrick:   Thy life is forfeit... (kicks Mossop, who is still dying noisily) Thy life is forfeit, sir, and at an end, like our poor play. We hope it pleased you, friends. (Applause, except from the Prince's box.) Prince George:   Certainly not, you murdering rotter! Guards, arrest that man! Edmund:   Your Highness, it's only a play. 

Prince George:   Oh, well, that's all very well, but that about the poor fellow who's dead? Saying it's only a play will not feed and clothe the little ones he leaves behind! (shouts) Call the militia! 

Edmund:   But sir, he's not dead. See, he stands, awaiting your applause. Prince George:   Oh, I say, that's very clever. He really isn't dead. (shouts and applauds) Oh Bravo! Bravo! 

Keanrick:   (mutters to Mossop) Blast, the Prince likes it! Mossop:   Oh shit, we'll close tonight. 

Anarchist:   Right, everybody out! Smash the Spinning Jenny! Burn the rolling Rosalind! Destroy the going-up-and-down-a-bit-and-then-moving-along Gertrude! And death to the stupid Prince who grows fat on the profits! (He tosses a lighted bomb to the Prince. The audience scream and run for cover, except the Prince.) Prince George:   I say, how exciting! This play's getting better and better! Bravo! Bravo! 

Edmund:   (voice from behind Prince) It's not a play anymore, sir. Put the bomb down and make your way quietly to the exit. 

Prince George:   Blackadder, you old thing, your problem is you can't tell when something's real and when it's not! (the bomb blows up) The Prince's Lounge ------------------- 

(The Prince's head is wrapped up in bandages, with some band-aids on his face.) 

Prince George:   I must say, Blackadder, that was a close shave! Why on earth would an anarchist possibly want to kill you? Edmund:   I think it might've been you he was after, sir. Prince George:   Oh hogwash! What on earth makes you say that? Edmund:   Well, my suspicions were first aroused by his use of the words, "Death to the stupid Prince!" 

Prince George:   It was a bit rude, wasn't it? 

Edmund:   These are volatile times, your Highness. The American Revolution lost your father the Colonies, the French Revolution murdered brave King Louis and there are tremendous rumblings in Prussia, although that might have something to do with the sausages. The whole world cries out, "Peace, Freedom, and a few less fat bastards eating all the pie." Prince George:   Well, yes, quite, something must be done! An ideas? Edmund:   Yes sir. Next week is your royal father's birthday celebrations. I suggest that I write a brilliant speech for you to recite to show the oppressed masses how unusually sensitive you are. 

(Blackadder holds a vial of smelling-salts under the Prince's nose.) Prince George:   PPHHHGGTTT! Well, tell me about these "oppressed masses", what are they so worked up about? 

Edmund:   They're worked up, sir, because they're so poor, they're forced to have children simply to provide a cheap alternative to turkey at Christmas.
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Disease and depravation stalk our land like.. two giant.. stalking things. And the working man is poised to overthrow us. 

(Baldrick enters carrying a mop.) 

Prince George:   Oh my God, and here he is! 

Edmund:   Don't be silly, sir. That's Baldrick, my dogsbody. Prince George:   What's silly about that? He looks like an oppressed mass to me. Get him out of here at once! 

Edmund:   Shoo, Baldrick, carry on with your cleaning elsewhere. And by the end of tonight, I want that dining table so clean I can eat my dinner off it. (Baldrick leaves.) 

Prince George:   Cripes, Blackadder, I'm dicing with death here. The sooner I can show how unusually sensitive I am, the better. (burps) Oh, I just had another brilliant thought. 

Edmund:   (skeptically) Another one, Your Highness? Prince George:   Yes, another one, actually! You remember that one I, I had about, uh, wearing underwear on the outside to save on laundry bills? Well, what I'm thinking to myself is, "Hello, why don't we ask those two actor chappies we saw tonight to teach me how to recite your speech?" Brilliant, eh? 

Edmund:   No, Your Highness, feeble. 

Prince George:   What? 

Edmund:   I would advise against it. It's a feeble idea. Prince George:   Well, tish-and-pish to your advice, Blackadder! Get them here at once! Damn it, I'd fed up with you treating me as if I'm sort of like some kind of a thickie! It's not me that's thick, it's you and you know why? Because I'm a bloody Prince and you're only a butler. And now go and get those actors here this minute, Mr. Thicky-Black-Thicky-Adder-Thicky. Mrs. Miggins' Coffee-Shop ------------------------- 

Edmund:   Mrs. Miggins, I'm looking for a couple of actors. Mrs. Miggins:   Well, you've come to the right place, Mr. B. There's more Shakespearian dialogue in here than there are buns! (laughs) All my lovely actors pop in on their way to rehearsals for a little cup of coffee and a big dollop of inspiration. 

Edmund:   You mean they actually rehearse? I thought they just got drunk, stuck on a silly hat and trusted to luck. 

Mrs. Miggins:   Ohhh no. There's ever so much hard work that goes into the wonderful magic that is theater today. Haa-haa... still I don't expect you'd know much about that, being only a little butler. (laughs and pinches Blackadder's cheek) Edmund:   They do say, Mrs. M, that verbal insults hurt more than physical pain. (holds up a three-pronged fork) They are, of course, wrong, as you'll soon discover when I stick this toasting fork in your head. (Actors Keanrick and Mossop enter.) Mossop:   (from outside) Ladies and gentlemen, will you please welcome Mr. David Keanrick. 

Mrs. Miggins:   (squeals as usual) Oh hurrah! 

(Keanrick enters, followed by Mossop.) 

Mossop:   And the fabulous Mr. Enoch Mossop. Mrs. Miggins:   (applauds, continues to swoon) Gentlemen, gentlemen! Keanrick:   Settle down, settle down, settle down. 
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Mossop:   I'm sorry, no autographs. 

Keanrick:   The usual, Mrs. M. 

Mrs. Miggins:   OOoooohh, coming up, my lovely. Edmund:   (noticing there's no one surrounding the actors) Ahh, if I can just squeeze through this admiring rabble... (mimes wading through a crowd) Gentlemen, I've come with a proposition. 

Mossop:   How dare you, sir. You think, just because we're actors, we sleep with everyone! 

Edmund:   I think, being actors, you're lucky to sleep with anyone. I come here on behalf of my employer, to ask for some elocution lessons. Keanrick:   Haa-ha, I fear, that is quite impossible. We are in the middle of rehearsing for our new play. We cannot possibly betray our beloved audience by taking time off. 

Mossop:   Oh no, mustn't upset the punters. Bums on sets, laddie, bums on seats. 

Edmund:   And what play is this? 

Mossop:   It is a piece we penned ourselves, called "The Bloody Murder of the Foul Prince Romero and His Enormous-Bosomed Wife". Edmund:   A philosophical work then. 

Keanrick:   Indeed yes, sir. The violence of the murder and the vastness of the bosom are entirely justified artistically. 

Edmund:   Right, I'll tell the Prince that you can't make it. Keanrick:   Prince? 

Edmund:   Sorry, yes. Didn't I mention that? It's the Prince Regent. Sorry you can't make it. So... 

Mossop:   No, no, no, no please, no. Please wait, sir. (to Keanrick, who is clutching at him) Off, off! I think we can find some time, do you not, Mr. Keanrick? 

Keanrick:   Definitely, Mr. Mossop. 

Edmund:   No, no, you've got your beloved audience to think about. Keanrick:   Sod the proles! We'll come. 

Mossop:   Yes, worthless bastards to a man. 

Edmund:   It's nice to see artistic integrity thriving so strongly in the theater. Well, this afternoon at four then, at the Palace. (exits) The Prince's Lounge ------------------- 

(The Prince is wearing a long cape and a false moustache.) Prince George:   Well, what do you think? 

Edmund:   Are you ill or something? 

Prince George:   No, I'm simply trying to look more like an actor. Edmund:   Well, I'm sure you don't need the false moustache. Prince George:   No? 

Edmund:   No. (tears off the Prince's moustache) Prince George:   Oowwwwh! (bumps into a cabinet; Baldrick emerges clutching a feather-duster) Egads, it's that oppressed mass again! (starts to strangle Baldrick) 

Edmund:   No sir, that is Baldrick spring cleaning. Prince George:   Oh yes, so it is. 

Edmund:   Ummpf, finish the job later, Baldrick. Baldrick:   Very well sir. The cleaning or the being strangled? Edmund:   Either suits me. 
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Prince George:   Look Blackadder, this is all getting a bit hairy, isn't it? I mean, are you sure we can even trust these acting fellows? Last time we went to the theater, three of them murdered Julius Caesar, and one of them was his best friend, Brutus. 

Edmund:   As I've told you about eight times, the man playing Julius Caesar was an actor called Kemp. 

Prince George:   Really? 

Edmund:   (sharply) Yes! 

P:   Thundering gherkins! Well, Brutus must have been pretty miffed when he found out. 

Edmund:   (very sharply) What? 

Prince George:   That he hadn't killed Caesar after all, just some poxy actor called Kemp. What, d'you think he went round to Caesar's place after the play and killed him then? 

Edmund:   Oh, God, it's pathetic! 

The Kitchens ------------ 

(There is a rapping at the door. Blackadder walks down the stairs. Baldrick looks up from his silver-polishing.) 

Baldrick:   Is that the door? 

Edmund:   Oh, don't worry, it's just the actors. 

(Continued rapping. Blackadder pours himself a cup of tea.) Baldrick:   My uncle Baldrick was in a play once. Edmund:   Really? 

Baldrick:   Yeah, it was called Macbeth. 

Edmund:   And what did he play? 

Baldrick:   Second codpiece... Macbeth wore him in the fight scenes. Edmund:   So he was a stunt codpiece. (sips his tea) Did he have a large part? Baldrick:   Depends who's playing Macbeth. 

Edmund:   Oh, incidentally, Baldrick - actors are very superstitious. On no account mention the word Macbeth this evening, alright? Baldrick:   Why not? 

Edmund:   It brings them bad luck and it makes them very unhappy. Baldrick:   Oh, so you won't be mentioning it either? Edmund:   No... well, not very often. 

The Prince's Lounge ------------------- 

Edmund:   You should have knocked. 

Keanrick:   Our knocks, impertinent butler, were loud enough to wake the hounds of hell! 

(The actors give Blackadder their hats.) 

Keanrick:   (to Mossop) Lead on, McDuff. 

Mossop:   I shall... 

(They enter. Blackadder dumps their hats on the floor and kicks them into the hall.) 

Mossop:   ..lest you continue in your quotations and mention the name of the "Scottish Play". 

Keanrick:   Oh-ho... never fear, I shan't do that. (laughs) Edmund:   By the "Scottish Play", I assume you mean Macbeth. (The actors perform a ritual warding off of bad luck.) 
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Actors:   Aahhhhh! (slapping each others hands, pat-a-cake fashion) Hot potato, off his drawers, pluck to make amends. (pinch each others noses) Aaahh! 

Edmund:   What was that? 

Keanrick:   We were exorcizing evil spirits. Being but a mere butler, you will not know the great theater tradition that one does never speak the name of the "Scottish Play". 

Edmund:   What, Macbeth? 

Actors:   Aahhhhh! Hot potato, off his drawers, pluck to make amends. Ohhh! Edmund:   Good lord, you mean you have to do that every time I say Macbeth? 

Actors:   Aahhhhh! Hot potato, off his drawers, pluck to make amends. Owwww! 

Mossop:   Will you please stop saying that! Always call it the "Scottish Play". Edmund:   So you want me to say the "Scottish Play"? Actors:   YES!!! 

Edmund:   Rather than Macbeth? 

Actors:   Aahhhhh! Hot potato, off his drawers, pluck to make amends. Owwwwww! 

(Prince George enters.) 

Prince George:   For heaven's sake, what is all this hullabaloo, all this shouting and screaming and yelling blue murder? Why... it's like that play we saw the other day, what was it called... umm.. 

Edmund:   Macbeth, sir? 

Actors:   Aahhhhh! Hot potato, off his drawers, pluck to make amends. Owwwwww! 

Prince George:   No, no, it was called Julius Caesar. Edmund:   Ah yes, of course. Julius Caesar... not Macbeth. Actors:   Aahhhhh! Hot potato, off his drawers, pluck to make amends. Owwwwww! 

Edmund:   Are you sure you want these people to stay? Prince George:   Course, I asked them, didn't I, Mr. Thicky-Butler. Keanrick:   Your Highness, may I say what a great honor it is to be invited? Prince George:   Why certainly. 

Keanrick:   Thank you. (dramatically) What a great honor that it is to be invited here to make merry in the halls of our King's loins' most glorious outpouring. Prince George:   Eeergh! 

Keanrick:   Now, Your Highness, shall we begin straight away? Prince George:   Absolutely, yes. Now, I've got this... um... Mossop:   Now, before we inspect the script, let us have a look at stance. Prince George:   Right. 

Keanrick:   Yes. The ordinary fellow stands like well... as you do now. Mossop:   Whereas your hero... stands thus. 

(The actors assume a heroic stance - legs spread wide, hips thrust forwards. The Prince follows suit.) 

Prince George:   Right. Well, that's sort of like this... Keanrick:   Excellent, Your Highness. Even more so... Prince George:   What, oh, like that? (Even wider, standing as if on a ledge. A creak sounds.) What was that noise? 

Mossop:   It wasn't me! We are used to standing in this position. 
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(Another creak.) 

Prince George:   It came from over here. (opens a trunk to find Baldrick) Anarchist! 

Baldrick:   Cleaner! 

Prince George:   So you've had a wash, that's no excuse! (starts strangling Baldrick again) 

Edmund:   (Enters, amidst the screams) No sir, that is Baldrick spring cleaning. 

Prince George:   But he's, look, he's got a bomb! Edmund:   That's not a bomb, sir, that's a sponge. Prince George:   Oh yes, so it is. Well, get it out of here at once before it explodes. 

(Exit Baldrick, carrying the sponge very gingerly at arm's length.) Prince George:   (continuing) Um, now, stance. I'm sorry about that. I think we really had something there, too. 

Keanrick:   Oh yes, Your Highness. Why, your very posture tells me, "Here is a man of true greatness." 

Edmund:   Either that or "Here are my genitals, please kick them." Mossop:   Sir, I really must ask that this ill-educated oaf be removed from the room. 

Keanrick:   Yes! Get out sir. Your presence here is as useful as fine bone china at a tea-party for drunken elephants. 

Prince George:   Is that right? Well, yes, hang it all, get out Blackadder, and stop corking our juices. 

Edmund:   Certainly, Your Highness. I'll leave you to dribble in private. The Kitchens ------------ 

(Blackadder enters, fuming, and kicks a bucket down the stairs.) Baldrick:   Is something wrong, Mr. B.? 

Edmund:   (angrily) I just about had it up to here with at that Prince. One more insult, and I'll be handing in my notice. 

Baldrick:   Oh, does that mean I'll be butler? 

Edmund:   Not unless some kindly passing surgeon cut your head open with a spade and sticks a new brain in it. 

Baldrick:   Oh, right. 

Edmund:   I don't know why I put up with it. I really don't. Every year at the Guild of Butlers' Christmas Party, I'm the one who has to wear the red nose and the pointy hat for winning the "Who's-Got-The-Stupidest- Master" Competition. Well, all I can say is, he'd better watch out! One more foot wrong and the contract between us will be as broken as this milk-jug. Baldrick:   But that milk-jug isn't broken. 

Edmund:   You really do walk into these things, don't you. (Smashes the milk-jug on Baldrick's head.) 

The Prince's Lounge ------------------- 

(The Prince is practicing his heroic stance and face.) Mossop:   Excellent. And now, sir, at last, the speech. Prince George:   Right. (unfolds his speech and prepares to read it) Ahemm.. Keanrick:   No, no, no, no... Your Royal Highness. What have you forgotten? Prince George:   Oh now look, if I stand any more heroically than this, I'm in danger of seriously disappointing my future Queen. Keanrick:   No, no, Your Highness, not the stance... the roar. 
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Prince George:   You want me to roar? 

Mossop:   Well, of course we wish you to roar. All the great orators roar before commencing with their speeches. It is the way of things. Ah, Mr. Keanrick, from your Hamlet, please. 

Keanrick:   Hh-hmm... (orates) OOOOoooohhhhh... To be or not to be. Mossop:   From your Julius Caesar. 

Keanrick:   OoooHHHHOOOOHHH... Friends, Romans, countrymen... (Blackadder enters, carrying a tray.) 

Mossop:   From your leading character, in a play connected with Scotland. Edmund:   That's Macbeth, isn't it? 

Actors:   Aahhhhh! Hot potato, off his drawers, pluck to make amends. Owwwwww, oh, oww.. 

Mossop:   (very nasally) Let's all roar together, shall we? One, two, three... (The actors and the Prince roar - the Prince's roar being louder and embarrassingly long.) 

Keanrick:   Excellent, Your Highness. Now shall we try putting it all together? Prince George:   (adopts his heroic stance, screws up his face) RRROOOAAAAHHHHHHhhh... (glances at his speech) Unaccustomed as I am to public speaking... 

Keanrick:   No, no, no, alas, I fear you mew it like a frightened tree. May I see the speech? (the actors mutter together, laughing) Who wrote this dribble? (All look at Edmund.) 

Edmund:   Is there a problem with the speech? (The actors laugh.) 

Prince George:   Well, yes, there is a problem, actually. The problem is that you wrote it, Mr. Hopelessly-Drivelly-Can't-Write-For-Toffee-Crappy-Butler-Weed! (The actors laugh again. There is a long pause, then Blackadder drops his tray, obviously insulted.) Edmund:   Whoops! 

The Kitchens ------------ 

Baldrick:   They want their supper, si? 

Edmund:   Yes, preferably something that has first passed through the digestive system of the cat. And you'll have to take it up yourself. Baldrick:   Why? 

Edmund:   Because I'm leaving, Baldrick. I'm about to enter the job market. (reads the newspaper) Right, let's see... Situations vacant:   Mr. and Mrs. Pitt are looking for a baby-minder to take Pitt the Younger to Parliament... there's a fellow called George Stevenson has invented a moving kettle... wants someone to help with the marketing... oh, and there's a foreign opportunity here. Treacherous, malicious, unprincipled cad, preferably non-smoker, wanted to be King of Sardinia. No time wasters please. By Napoleon Bonaparte, PO Box 1, Paris. Right! We're on our way! 

The Prince's Dining Room ------------------------ 

Mossop:   Oh, ah, sir... about costume. Any thoughts? Prince George:   Well, enormous trousers, certainly. And I thought perhaps an Admiral's uniform, because we know what all the nice girls love, don't we? (They all laugh.) Prince George:   I'll tell you what, why don't I go and try them on for you? Mossop:   Oh, super. 
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G:   Help yourselves to wine. You'll need a stiff drink when you see the size of these damn trousers! 

(The actors laugh again. The Prince leaves; the laughter dies abruptly.) Keanrick:   Oh, my dear, what a ghastly evening! Mossop:   You're so right, love. 

Keanrick:   Look, while he's gone, why don't we have a quick read-through of "The Murder of Prince Romero and His Enormous-Bosomed Wife"? Mossop:   Act 1, Scene 1? 

Keanrick:   Hmmm. 

Mossop:   Spring has come, with all its gentle showers. Methinks it's time to hack the Prince to death. 

The Kitchens ------------ 

Edmund:   Baldrick, I would like to say how much I will miss your honest and friendly companionship. 

Baldrick:   Aaahh, thank you Mr. B. 

Edmund:   But as we both know, it'll be an utter lie. I will therefore confine myself to saying simply, "Sod off," and if I ever meet you again, it'll be twenty billion years too soon. 

(Blackadder walks out of the room...) 

Baldrick:   Goodbye, you lazy big-nosed, rubber-faced bastard. (...but not out of earshot; he comes back in. Baldrick looks worried.) Edmund:   I fear, Baldrick, that you will soon be eating those badly chosen words. I wouldn't bet you a single groat that you can survive five minutes here without me. 

Baldrick:   Oh come on, Mr. B., it's not as though we're gonna get murdered or anything the minute you leave, is it? 

Edmund:   Hope springs eternal, Baldrick. 

(Blackadder leaves; the bell rings.) 

Baldrick:   Coming! 

The Prince's Dining Room ------------------------ 

(The actors are still rehearsing their play. Baldrick opens the door and listens.) Keanrick:   Oooooaaahhh, let's kill the Prince. Who will strike first? Mossop:   Let me, and let this dagger's point prick out his soft eyeball and sup with glee upon its exquisite jelly. 

Keanrick:   Have you the stomach? 

Mossop:   I have not killed him yet, sir, but when I do, I shall have the stomach and the liver, too, and the floppily-doppolies in their horrid glue. Keanrick:   If a servant shall hear us in our plotting? Mossop:   Ah ha! Then shall we have servant sausages for tea! Keanrick:   And servant rissoles shall our supper be! (Baldrick runs off in terror, in search of the Prince.) The Prince's Dressing-room -------------------------- Baldrick:   (shouting) Murder! Murder! The Revolution's started!! Prince George:   (wearing a huge pair of trousers) What?! Baldrick:   A plot, a plot to kill you! 

Prince George:   Ah, so you've come clean at last, have you, you bloody little poor person! 

Baldrick:   No, look, the actors downstairs, they're anarchists! Prince George:   Anarchists!? 
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Baldrick:   Yeah, I heard them plotting. They're gonna poke out your liver, turn me into rissole, and suck on your exquisite floppily-doppolies! Prince George:   Oh, what are we going to do? 

Baldrick:   Well, Mr. Blackadder says, "when the going gets tough, the tough hide under the table". 

Prince George:   Blackadder, of course! Where is he? Baldrick:   Oh, he's in Sardinia. 

Prince George:   What? Why? 

Baldrick:   You were rude to him, so he left. 

Prince George:   Oh no! What a mad, blundering, incredibly handsome nincompoop I've been! What are we to do? If we go downstairs, they'll chop s up and eat us alive! We're doomed, doomed! 

(Baldrick whines. Suspense music strikes up...) Prince George:   SHhh! Oh... 

(Baldrick whimpers. We hear footsteps, getting closer. Baldrick and George clutch each other. There is a creak, just before... Blackadder enters.) Edmund:   Good evening, Your Highness. 

Prince George:   Oh, Blackadder. 

Edmund:   Four minutes, twenty-two seconds, Baldrick. You owe me a groat. Prince George:   Thank God you're here! We desperately need you! Edmund:   Who, me, sir? Mr. Thicky-Black-Thicky-Adder-Thicky? Prince George:   Oh tish! 

Edmund:   Mr. Hopelessly-Drivelly-Can't-Write-For-Toffee-Crappy-Butler-Weed? 

Prince George:   Yes, I'm... 

Edmund:   Mr. Brilliantly-Undervalued-Butler who hasn't had a raise in a fortnight? 

Prince George:   Take an extra thousand? Guineas? Per month? Edmund:   All right. What's your problem? 

Prince George:   Well look, the actors have turned out to be vicious anarchists! They intend to kill us all! 

Edmund:   What, are they going to bore us to death? Prince George:   No, no, no, stab us! Baldrick overheard them. Baldrick:   I did! 

Edmund:   Are you sure they meant it, sir? 

Prince George:   Quite sure, Baldrick, how far apart were their legs? Baldrick:   Oh, this far. (spreads his legs) 

Prince George:   And their nipples? 

Baldrick:   That far. (indicates on his chest) 

Edmund:   Alright, sir, I'll see what I can do. 

The Prince's Dining Room ------------------------ 

Mossop:   To torture him, I lust. Let's singe his hair, and up his nostrils hot bananas thrust. 

Edmund:   Rehearsal's going well, gentlemen? Mossop:   Begone. A mere butler with the intellectual capacity of a squashed apricot can be of no use to us. 

Keanrick:   Indeed yes, sir. Your participation is as irritating as a potted cactus in a monkey's pajamas. 

Edmund:   Well, in that case, I won't interrupt you any longer. Sorry to disturb you. 
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The Prince's Dressing-room -------------------------- (Baldrick and the Prince are cowering under the table.) Prince George:   Blackadder, thank God you're safe! Well, what happened? Edmund:   Sir, there was no need to panic. It was all perfectly straightforward. Prince George:   Well? 

Edmund:   They're traitors, sir. They must be arrested, brutally tortured and executed forthwith. 

Prince George:   Bravo! (bangs his head under the table) The Prince's Lounge ------------------- 

(Later. The actors are tied up with two Guards holding them.) Mossop:   But Your Highness, there's been a terrible mistake. Edmund:   That's what they were bound to say, sir. Keanrick:   It was a play, sir, a play! Look, all the words you heard written down on that page. 

Edmund:   Textbook, stuff again, you see. The criminals' vanity always makes them make one tiny, but fatal, mistake. Theirs was to have their entire conspiracy printed and published in plain manuscript. (to Guards) Take them away! 

Actors:   Mercy, we beg for mercy... please sir. 

Edmund:   I have got only one thing to say to you... Macbeth! Actors:   Aahhhhh! Hot potato, off his drawers, pluck to make amends... (The actors are led out.) 

Prince George:   Well done, Bladder! How can I ever thank you? Edmund:   Well, you can start by not calling me "Bladder", sir. (calls out) Macbeth! 

(Distant sounds of the actors' ritual drift in from outside...) Prince George:   Of course, Bladder. No sooner said than done. No hard feelings? 

Edmund:   No sir. It's good to be back in the saddle. Did I say saddle? I mean harness. 

Prince George:   Bravo! So we're the best of friends as ever we were. Edmund:   Absolutely sir. 

Prince George:   Hurrah! 

Edmund:   In fact now with the evil Mossop and Keanrick have got their comeuppance, the Drury Lane Theater is free. I thought we might celebrate by staging a little play that I've written. 

Prince George:   Oh, what an excellent idea! And with my new found acting skills, um, might there be a part in it for me, do you think? Edmund:   I was hoping you might play the title role, sir. Prince George:   What a roaringly good idea! What's the play called? Edmund:   Thick Jack Clot Sits in the Stocks and Gets Pelted with Rancid Tomatoes. 

Prince George:   Excellent! 
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(Baldrick is plucking a goose. Blackadder is sitting at the kitchen table.) EDMUND:   Oh God! Bills, bills, bills. One is born, one runs up bills, one dies! And what have I got to show for it? Nothing. A butler's uniform and a slightly effeminate hairdo! Honestly Baldrick, I sometimes feel like a pelican -whichever way I turn, I've still got an enormous bill in front of me. Pass the biscuit barrel. (Baldrick does so) Let's see what's in the kitty shall we? (shakes out a few coins) Ninepence! Oh God, what are we going to do? BALDRICK:   Don't worry Mr B., I have a cunning plan to solve the problem. EDMUND:   Yes Baldrick, let us not forget that you tried to solve the problem of your mother's low ceiling by cutting off her head. BALDRICK:   But this is a really good one. You become a dashing highwayman, then you can pay all your bills and, on top of that, everyone'll want to sleep with you.

EDMUND:   Baldrick, I could become a prostitute and pay my bills, then everyone would want to sleep with me - but I do consider certain professions beneath me. But besides which, I fail to see why a common thief should be idolised, just because he has a horse between his legs. BALDRICK:   My favourite's the Shadow. (Admiringly) What a man! They say he's halfway to being the new Robin Hood.

EDMUND:   Why only halfway?

BALDRICK:   Well he steals from the rich, but he hasn't got round to giving it to the poor yet. Look! I've got a poster of him.

(Baldrick holds up a poster which reads "Wanted for Hanging, The Shadow. Reward...")

EDMUND:   Baldrick, I have no desire to get hung for wearing a silly hat. If I want to get rich quick, all I have to do is go upstairs and ask Prince Fathead for a rise.

(The Prince rings.)

EDMUND:   Oop! The bank's open!

The Prince's Lounge

-------------------

EDMUND:   Good morning sir. May I say how immensely rich you're looking? Now, was there anything you wanted? Anything at all? Absolutely anything? PRINCE GEORGE:   Well yes, old fellow, I was wondering if you could possibly lend me


a bit of cash.

EDMUND:   But of course sir. I-cash?

PRINCE GEORGE:   Yes, I'm rotten stinking stoning stinking broke! EDMUND:   But sir, what about the five thousand pounds that Parliament voted you only last week to drink yourself to death with? PRINCE GEORGE:   All gone I'm afraid. You see, I've discovered this terrifically fun new game. It's called "cards". What happens is, you sit round the table with your friends, and you deal out five "cards" each, and then the object of the game is to give away all your money as quickly as possible. Do you know it? EDMUND:   Vaguely sir, yes.

PRINCE GEORGE:   All the chaps say I'm terrific at it. EDMUND:   I seem to remember I was very bad at it. I always seemed to end up with more money than I started with.
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PRINCE GEORGE:   Yes, well, it's all down to practice. I'm a natural apparently. The only drawback, of course, is that it's pretty damned expensive. So, basically, I was wondering if you could lend me a couple of hundred. EDMUND:   I'm afraid that's impossible sir. I'm as poor as a church mouse that's just had an enormous tax bill on the very day his wife ran off with another mouse, taking all the cheese.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Well what am I going to do? EDMUND:   Yes, it's a difficult one.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Hmm.

EDMUND:   Let's see now. You can't borrow money, you're not going to inherit any money and obviously you can't earn money. Sir, sir, drastic situations call for drastic measures. If you can't make money, you'll have to marry it. PRINCE GEORGE:   Marry? Never! I'm a gay bachelor, Blackadder. I'm a roarer, a rogerer, a gorger and a puker! I can't marry, I'm young, I'm firm buttocked, I'm...

EDMUND:   Broke?

PRINCE GEORGE:   Well, yes, I suppose so.

EDMUND:   And don't forget, sir, that the modern Church smiles on roaring and gorging within wedlock, and indeed rogering is keenly encouraged. PRINCE GEORGE:   And the puking?

EDMUND:   Mmm, I believe still very much down to the conscience of the individual church-goer.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Well yes, tallyho then Blackadder. Yes, you fix it up. You know the kind of girls I like, they've got to be lovers, laughers, dancers... EDMUND:   And bonkers!

PRINCE GEORGE:   That goes without saying!


The Kitchens

------------


(Blackadder is leafing through a book, while in the background Baldrick is pulling the giblets out of his bird.)

EDMUND:   Oh God!

BALDRICK:   Something wrong, Mr B.?

EDMUND:   I can't find a single person suitable to marry the prince. BALDRICK:   Oh please keep trying. I love a royal wedding. The excitement, the crowds, the souvenir mugs, the worrying about whether the bride's lost weight. EDMUND:   Unlikely with this lot I'm afraid. If the prince had stipulated "must weigh a quarter of a ton" we'd be laughing. Of the 262 princesses in Europe, 165 are over 80, they're out, 47 are under 10, they're out, and 39 are mad. BALDRICK:   Well they sound ideal.

EDMUND:   Well they would be if they hadn't all got married last week in Munich to the same horse. Which leaves us with two. BALDRICK:   And what about them?

EDMUND:   Well, there's Grand Duchess Sophia of Turin. We'll never get her to marry him.

BALDRICK:   Why not?

EDMUND:   Because she's met him.

BALDRICK:   Which leaves?

EDMUND:   Caroline of Brunswick as the only available princess in Europe. BALDRICK:   And what's wrong with her?
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EDMUND:   "Get more coffee! It's horrid! Change it! Take me roughly from behind! No, not like that, like this! Trousers off! Tackle out! Walk the dog! Where's my presents?"

BALDRICK:   (flustered) All right! Which one do you want me to do first? EDMUND:   No, that's what Caroline's like. She is famous for having the worst personality in Germany. And as you can imagine, that's up against some pretty stiff competition.

BALDRICK:   So you're stuck then.

EDMUND:   Yes, I'm afraid I am. Unless, oh unless! Pass me the paper Baldrick quick. (he opens the paper) Baldrick, why has half the front page been cut out? BALDRICK:   I don't know.

EDMUND:   You do know, don't you?

BALDRICK:   Yes.

EDMUND:   You've been cutting out the cuttings about the elusive Shadow to put in your highwayman's scrapbook haven't you? BALDRICK:   Oh, I can't help it Mr B. His life is so dark and shadowy and full of fear and trepidation.

EDMUND:   So is going to the toilet in the middle of the night, but you don't keep a scrapbook on it.

BALDRICK:   (surprised) I do.

EDMUND:   Let's see. Now let's see, society pages. You see, it needn't necessarily be a princess. All the Prince wants is someone pretty and rich. BALDRICK:   Oh dear, that rules me out then.

EDMUND:   Now, let me see. "Beau Brummel in purple pants probe." "King talks to tree. Phew what a loony!" God, the Times has really gone downhill recently hasn't it! Aha. Listen to this, listen to thiThe Shadow:   "Mysterious Northern beauty, Miss Amy Hardwood, comes to London and spends flipping great wadges of cash!" That's our baby!

The Prince's Bedroom

--------------------

(Blackadder is brushing down the Prince's jacket.) PRINCE GEORGE:   Honestly Blackadder, I don't know why I'm bothering to get dressed. As soon as I get to the Naughty Hellfire Club I'll be debagged and radished for non-payment of debts.

EDMUND:   Radished, sir?

PRINCE GEORGE:   Yes, they pull your breeches down and push a large radish right up your-

EDMUND:   Yes, yes, yes, all right. There's no need to hammer it home. PRINCE GEORGE:   Well as a matter of fact they do often have to-EDMUND:   No, no! No! Your em, your money worries are, are, are over sir. PRINCE GEORGE:   Well hoorah for that!

EDMUND:   I have found you a bride. Her name is Amy, daughter of the noted industrialist, Mr Hardwood.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Oh dammit Blackadder, you know I loathe industrialists. Sad, balding, little proles in their "damn your eyes" whiskers. All puffed up just because they know where to put the legs on a a pair of trousers. EDMUND:   Eh, believe me, these people are the future. This man probably owns half of Lancashire. His family's got more mills than, than you've got brain cells.
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PRINCE GEORGE:   How many mills?

EDMUND:   Seven sir.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Quite a lot of mills then.

EDMUND:   Yes. He has patented a machine called "The Ravelling Nancy". PRINCE GEORGE:   Mmm, what does it do?

EDMUND:   It ravels cotton sir.

PRINCE GEORGE:   What for?

EDMUND:   That I cannot say sir. I am one of these people who are quite happy to wear cotton, but have no idea how it works. She is also a beauty, sir. PRINCE GEORGE:   Well if she's gonna be my bird, she'd better be! Right, so what's the plan?

EDMUND:   Well I thought I could take her a short note expressing your honourable intentions.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Yes, yes, I think so too. All right then, well take this down. Eh, "From His Royal Highness, the Prince of Wales to Miss Amy Hardwood. Tallyho my fine saucy young trollop! Your luck's in! Trip along here with all your cash, and some naughty night attire, and you'll be staring at my bedroom ceiling from now till Christmas, you lucky tart! Yours with the deepest respect etc, signed George. PS Woof woof!" Well, what do you think? EDMUND:   It's very moving sir. Would you mind if I change just one tiny aspect of it?

PRINCE GEORGE:   Which one?

EDMUND:   The words.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Oh yes, I'll, I'll, I'll leave the details to you Blackadder. Just make sure she knows I'm all man... with a bit of animal thrown in. Rrrrgh! EDMUND:   Certainly sir. (Scores out the Prince's letter)


The Home of Amy Hardwood

------------------------


EDMUND:   From his Royal Highness the Prince of Wales to Miss Amy Hardwood:  - "The upturned tilt of you tiny wee nosy, smells as sweet as a great big posy." Fanciful stuff of course madam, but, but from the heart. AMY:   He says my nosy is tiny ?

EDMUND:   And wee, madam.

AMY:   Well he must be an awful clever clogs, because you see, my nosy is tiny, and so wee, that I sometimes think the pixies gave it to me! EDMUND:   He continues. "Oh Lady Amy, queen of all your sex." I apologise for the word, madam, but Prince George is a man of passion. AMY:   Oh, don't worry, I can get pretty cross myself sometimes. Tell me Mr. Blackadder, I've heard a teensy rumour that the Prince has the manners of a boy cow's dingle dangle. What do you have to say to that? EDMUND:   Oh, that is a lie madam. Prince George is shy and just pretends to be bluff and crass and unbelievably thick and gittish, whilst deep down he is a soft little marshmallowy, pigletty type of creature. AMY:   Oh I'm so glad, because you see, I'm a delicate tiny thing myself, weak and silly and like a little fluffy rabbit. So I could never marry a horrible heffalump, or I might get squished. Tell me, when can I meet the lovely Prince? EDMUND:   (surprised) You want to meet him?

AMY:   Well if we're going to get married I think I probably ought to. I know! Tell him to come and serenade me tonight. I'll be on my balcony in my jim-jams.
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EDMUND:   Certainly madam.

(Mr Hardwood enters.)

MR. HARDWOOD:   Ay up! Who's this big girl's blouse then ? AMY:   Father, this is Mr. Blackadder, he's come a-wooing from the Prince. EDMUND:   You have a beautiful and charming daughter, sir. MR. HARDWOOD:   Indeed I do. I love her more than any pig, and that's saying summat!

EDMUND:   It certainly is.

MR. HARDWOOD:   And let me tell you, I'd no more place her in the hands of an unworthy man than I'd place my John Thomas in the hands of a lunatic with a pair of scissors.

EDMUND:   An attitude that does you credit sir. MR. HARDWOOD:   I'd rather take off all my clothes and paint my bottom blue than give her to a man who didn't love her!

EDMUND:   What self-respecting father could do more ? MR. HARDWOOD:   On the other hand, if he's a prince, he can have her for ten bob and


a pickled egg.

EDMUND:   I can see where your daughter gets her ready wit, sir. MR. HARDWOOD:   I thank you.

EDMUND:   Although where she gets her good looks and charm is perhaps more of a mystery.

MR. HARDWOOD:   No one ever made money out of good looks and charm. EDMUND:   You obviously haven't met Lady Hamilton, sir. (bows slightly and leaves)


The Kitchens

------------


(Baldrick is forcing stuffing into his goose.)

EDMUND:   I tell you Baldrick, I'm not looking forward to this evening. Trying to serenade a light fluffy bunny of a girl in the company of an arrogant half German yob with a mad dad.

BALDRICK:   Well, he is the Prince of Wales.

EDMUND:   Have you ever been to Wales, Baldrick? BALDRICK:   No, but I've often thought I'd like to. EDMUND:   Well don't, it's a ghastly place. Huge gangs of tough sinewy men roam the valleys terrifying people with their close harmony singing. You need half a pint of phlegm in your throat just to pronounce the placenames. Never ask for directions in Wales Baldrick, you'll be washing spit out of your hair for a fortnight.

BALDRICK:   So, eh, being Prince of it isn't considered a plus? (hammers a large orange into the goose)

EDMUND:   I fear not, no. But the crucial thing is that they must never be left alone together before the marriage.

BALDRICK:   But isn't that a bit unfair on her?

EDMUND:   Well it's not exactly fair on him either. The girl is wetter than a haddock's bathing costume. But you know Baldrick, the world isn't fair. If it was, things like this wouldn't happen would they? (hits Baldrick around the back of the head) 
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Under Amy's Balcony

-------------------

(The Prince and Blackadder are hiding behind some bushes. They speak in whispers.)

PRINCE GEORGE:   All right, so what's the plan? Shin up the drain and ask her if she'll take delivery of your consignment of German sausage? EDMUND:   No sir, as we rehearsed, poetry first, sausage later. PRINCE GEORGE:   Right. So what do you think? "Harold the Horny Hunter" should do


the trick.

EDMUND:   Just remind me of it, sir?

PRINCE GEORGE:   (loudly) "Harold the Horny hunter, had an enormous horn..."

EDMUND:   Shh yes yes. It is absolutely excellent sir, however, might I suggest an alternative? (hands the Prince a poem)

PRINCE GEORGE:   "Lovely little dumpling, how in love I am. Let me be your shepardkins, you can be my lamb." Well, I think we'll be very lucky if she doesn't just come out onto the balcony and vomit over us, but still, let's give it a whirl.

EDMUND:   Just stand right here sir. Right. Call for her romantically. PRINCE GEORGE:   Right. (shouts) Oy! Come on out here, you rollicking trolloping

sauce bottle!

AMY:   George?

PRINCE GEORGE:   Woof woof!

(Amy appears on the balcony. Blackadder grabs the Prince, covering his mouth.)

AMY:   Is that you?

EDMUND:   Y-y-yes, yes 'tis I, your gorgeous little love bundle. AMY:   Oh George, I think you must be the snuggly wuggliest lambkin in the whole of Toyland.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Yuch! (Blackadder silences him again) AMY:   What was that?

EDMUND:   Am, em. Nothing, there was just a little fly in my throaty. Yuch! Yuchh!

AMY:   Do you want a hanky-wanky to gob the phlegmy wemmy woo into? (she leans over the balcony, pulling a handkerchief from the top of her dress) PRINCE GEORGE:   Phwoah! Crikey!

AMY:   Oh, what was that? Is there someone down there with you? EDMUND:   No, no, no, it was just the wind whistling through the trees and making a noise that sounded like "phwoaaaah.. crikeeeeee". AMY:   Oh joy! Then come Prince Cuddlykitten, climb up my ivy. PRINCE GEORGE:   Sausage time! (strides forward) AMY:   There is someone down there with you!

EDMUND:   Oh my God, yes, yes, so there is, a filthy intruder spying on our love.

AMY:   Oh hit him George, hit him!
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EDMUND:   Very well. (whispers to the Prince) Would you mind screaming, Your Highness. (loudly) Take that. (punches him in the face) And that! (knees him in the groin) And that! (hits his back; the Prince falls to the ground) AMY:   Oh, oh, oh you're so brave! And I'm so worn out with all the excitement that I'd better go sleepy-bo-bos, otherwise I'll be all cross in the morning. Nighty-night Georgy Porgy!

EDMUND:   Nighty-wighty Amy-wamy. (she vanishes; to the Prince) I think it worked, sir. In the morning I shall go in and ask her father; you go out and start spending his money. I can't stand meanness when it comes to wedding presents. And well done sir, you were brilliant.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Was I?

EDMUND:   Yes sir.

PRINCE GEORGE:   But I'm in agony!

EDMUND:   Well, that's love for you.


The Home of Amy Hardwood

------------------------


EDMUND:   Sir, I come as emissary of the Prince of Wales with the most splendid news. He wants your daughter Amy for his wife. MR. HARDWOOD:   Well his wife can't have her! Outrageous, sir, to come here with such a suggestion! (stands up angrily) Why, sir, or I shall take off my belt and by thunder me trousers will fall down!

EDMUND:   No sir. Sir, you misunderstand. He wants to marry your lovely daughter.

MR. HARDWOOD:   Ah, ah. (falls back into his chair, amazed) Can it be possibly true?

Surely love has never crossed such boundaries of class? (clutches Amy's hand)

AMY:   But what about you and Mum?

MR. HARDWOOD:   Well yes, yes, I grant thee when I first met her I was the farmer's

son and she was just the lass who ate the dung, but that was an exception. AMY:   And Aunty Dot and Uncle Ted.

MR. HARDWOOD:   Yes, yes alright, he was a pig poker and she was the Duchess of

Argyle, but-

AMY:   And Aunty Ruth and Uncle Isiah, she was a milkmaid and he was-MR. HARDWOOD:   The Pope! Yes, yes, all right. Don't argue. Suffice it to say if you

marry we need never be poor or hungry again. Sir, we accept. EDMUND:   Good. So obviously you'll be wanting an enormous cer-e-mon-y-what

did you say?

MR. HARDWOOD:   Well obviously, eh, now we're marrying quality, we'll never be poor


or hungry again.

EDMUND:   Meaning that you're poor and hungry at the moment? MR. HARDWOOD:   (with feeling) Oh yes! We've been living off lard butties for five

years now. I'm so poor I use my underpants for drying dishes.
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EDMUND:   So you're skint?

MR. HARDWOOD:   Aye.

EDMUND:   Well in that case, the wedding's off. Good day. AMY:   Oh but what about Georgy's lovey-wovey poems that won my hearty-wearty?

EDMUND:   All writteny witteny by mewee I'm afraidy-waidy. Goodbye.

The Prince's Lounge

-------------------

EDMUND:   Sir, you know I told you to go out and spend a lot of money on wedding presents, well appar-

PRINCE GEORGE:   (sitting amongst a huge collection of glittering objects) Yes?

EDMUND:   Nothing.


The Kitchens

------------


(Blackadder enters, putting on a large black cape.) EDMUND:   Crisis Baldrick, crisis! No marriage, no money, more bills! For the first time in my life I've decided to follow a suggestion of yours. Saddle Prince George's horse.

BALDRICK:   Oh sir, you're not going to become a highwayman, are you? EDMUND:   No, I'm auditioning for the part of Arnold the Bat in Sheridon's new comedy.

BALDRICK:   Oh, that's all right then.

EDMUND:   Baldrick, have you no idea what irony is? BALDRICK:   Yeah, it's like goldy and bronzy, only it's made of iron. EDMUND:   Never mind, never mind, just saddle the Prince's horse. BALDRICK:   That'll be difficult, he wrapped it round that gas lamp in the Strand last night.

EDMUND:   Well saddle my horse then.

BALDRICK:   What d'you think you've been eating for the last two months? EDMUND:   Well go out into the street and hire me a horse. BALDRICK:   Hire you a horse? For ninepence? On Jewish New Year in the rain? A bare fortnight after the dreaded horse plague of old London Town? With the blacksmith's strike in its fifteenth week and the Dorset horse fetishists fair tomorrow?

EDMUND:   Right, well get this on then. (hands Baldrick a bridle and bit) It looks as though you could do with the exercise.


Robbing the Cheapside Coach

---------------------------


SALLY CHEAPSIDE:   Honestly Papa. Ever since Mother died you've tried to stop me growing up. I'm not a little girl, I'm a grown woman. In fact I might as well tell you now Papa:   I'm pregnant, and I'm an opium fiend, and I'm in love with a poet called Shelley who's a famous whoopsy, and Mother didn't die, I killed her!

THE DUKE OF CHEAPSIDE:   Oh. (cheerily) Well, never mind. EDMUND:   (off-screen) Stand and deliver! (the coach starts to pull up)
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THE DUKE OF CHEAPSIDE:   Oh no! Oh no no no no no, disaster! It's the Shadow. We're doomed, doomed!

EDMUND:   (draws up outside the window) Ah, good evening Duke, and the lovely Miss Cheapside. Your cash bags please. (the Duke hands him a bag of money) There we are.

THE DUKE OF CHEAPSIDE:   You'll never get away with this, you scoundrel, you'll be caught and damn well hung!

SALLY CHEAPSIDE:   (to camera) I think he looks pretty well-EDMUND:   Madam, please, no jests about me looking pretty well hung already, we have no time.

SALLY CHEAPSIDE:   Pity.

EDMUND:   Now sir, turn out your pockets.

THE DUKE OF CHEAPSIDE:   Never sir. A man's pockets are his own private kingdom. I'll

protect them with my life!

EDMUND:   Oh I see, you've got something embarrassing in there have you? Perhaps a particularly repulsive handkerchief, hmm? One of those fellows who has a big blow and then doesn't change it for a week? Let's have a look shall we? (takes the handkerchief and pulls out a jewel) Aha! SALLY CHEAPSIDE:   Highwayman, I also have a jewel. I fear however that I have placed it here, beneath my petticoats, for protection.

EDMUND:   Well in that case madam, I think I'll leave it. I'm not sure I fancy the idea of a jewel that's been in someone's pants. A single kiss of those soft lips is all I require.

THE DUKE OF CHEAPSIDE:   Never sir! A man's soft lips are his own private kingdom. I shall defend them with my life.

EDMUND:   I'm not talking to you, Grandad.

SALLY CHEAPSIDE:   (kisses him long and hard) Oh, I'm overcome. Take me with you to

live the life of the wild rogue, cuddling under haystacks and making love in the branches of tall trees!

EDMUND:   Madam, sadly I must decline. I fear my horse would collapse with you on top of him as well as me!

BALDRICK:   (appears next to Blackadder, wearing his harness) I could try! EDMUND:   No Quicksilver, you couldn't.

BALDRICK:   But that's not fair then. I've had you on my back for ten miles and I haven't even got a kiss out of it.

EDMUND:   Oh alright, very well then. (kisses Baldrick) All fair now? BALDRICK:   Not really, no.

EDMUND:   Teh, no pleasing some horses. Hi-ho Quicksilver. BALDRICK:   Neiighh!

SALLY CHEAPSIDE:   (accusingly) Papa, you did nothing to defend my honour THE DUKE OF CHEAPSIDE:   Oh shut your face, you pregnant junky fag-hag!

A Grassy Knoll in the Forest

----------------------------

EDMUND:   Well Baldrick, a good night's work I think. It's time to divide the loot, and I think it's only fair that we should share it equally.
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BALDRICK:   Which I suppose is highwayman's talk for you get the cash, I get the snotty hanky.

EDMUND:   No, no. No, we did this robbery together, so you get half the cash. (hands him a money-bag)

BALDRICK:   Oh, thank you Mr B.

EDMUND:   This robbery, on the other hand, I'm doing alone. (holds his pistol to Baldrick's head) Hand it over, your money or your life! (Baldrick complies) You see? All fair and above board.

BALDRICK:   Fair enough. As long as I haven't been cheated, I don't mind. THE SHADOW:   Hands up! I am the Shadow and I never miss. EDMUND:   Oh no.

THE SHADOW:   You, the one that looks like a pig. EDMUND:   He's talking to you Baldrick.

THE SHADOW:   Skedaddle. (Shoots at Baldrick's feet; Baldrick runs away) So who have we here? (takes off Blackadder's cap) Well, a well set up fellow indeed. Sir, a kiss.

EDMUND:   Sorry, I'm not sure I heard that correctly. THE SHADOW:   Oh dear, maybe your ears need unblocking. (holds his gun to Blackadder's head)

EDMUND:   Oh I see, a kiss, oh of course, of course, of course, and then perhaps a little light supper, some dancing, who, who knows where it might lead?

(The Shadow wraps his cloak around Blackadder, kisses him, and then sweeps off his cap revealing long golden hair - it is Amy Hardwood.) EDMUND:   Good lord! It's you!

AMY:   (deep Shadow voice) Of course.

EDMUND:   But your voice, it's-

AMY:   (normal voice) Clever, isn't it?

EDMUND:   Does your father know you're out?

AMY:   He had to go.

EDMUND:   You mean he's dead?

AMY:   Yes, dead as that squirrel!

EDMUND:   Which squirrel? (she shoots a squirrel, which falls with an "eep" and a thud) Oh, that squirrel. Of course, you killed him for ruining your chances of marrying Prince George.

AMY:   Huh, I despise the Prince. Don't you know it's you I want? I want a real man. A man who can sew on a button. A man who knows where the towels are kept. And yes, I crave your fabulous sinewy body. EDMUND:   Well, you're only human.

AMY:   Here's the plan, brown eyes. You rob the Prince of everything he's got, right down to the clothes he's standing in. I'll get my stash and meet you here and then we'll run away to the West Indies.

EDMUND:   Well I don't know I'll have to think about it. (pause) I've thought about it, it's a brilliant plan. I'll see you here tomorrow. (Amy shoots another squirrel - "eep", thud.)


The Kitchens

------------


EDMUND:   (finishing loading up a barrow of valuables) Right, I'm off.
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BALDRICK:   Oh sir, but what about the danger? Look, the reward is going up day by day. (holds up a poster, "Reward 5000 pounds") EDMUND:   Pah! I laugh in the face of danger. I drop ice cubes down the vest of fear. Things couldn't be better Baldrick. She'll get me abroad and make me rich, then I'll probably drop her and get two hundred concubines to share my bed.

BALDRICK:   Won't they rather prickly?

EDMUND:   Concubines Baldrick, not porcupines. BALDRICK:   Oh. I still can't believe you're leaving me behind. EDMUND:   Oh, don't you worry. When we're established on our plantation in Barbados, I'll send for you. No more sad little London for you Balders, from now on you will stand out in life as an individual. BALDRICK:   Will I?

EDMUND:   Well of course you will, all the other slaves will be black. (Blackadder starts to wheel out his barrow; Mrs. Miggins rushes in.) MRS. MIGGINS:   Oh! Mr Blackadder, oh, what's all this I hear about you buying a bathing costume and forty gallons of coconut oil? Are you going abroad then sir?

EDMUND:   Yes, I'm off.

MRS. MIGGINS:   Oh sir, what a tragic end to all my dreams. And I'd always hoped that you'd settle down and marry me and that together we might await the slither of tiny Adders. (she sobs against Blackadder's chest) EDMUND:   Mrs M., if we were the last three humans on Earth, I'd be trying to start a family with Baldrick!

(Mrs. Miggins screams and cries.)


On a Grassy Knoll

-----------------


EDMUND:   Well, here I am, all packed and ready to go. AMY:   Oh darling, I'm so pleased to see you, and I've got a little surprise for you. Close your eyes and open your mouth.

EDMUND:   (does so) Mmmm.

AMY:   (points her pistol in Blackadder's mouth) Ha, ha. Hand over the loot, goat brains!

EDMUND:   Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha. I, I always said the bedrock of a good relationship was being able to laugh together. Good, well done. So, which way to Barbados?

AMY:   You're not going to Barbados. Get away from the cart, Mr Slimey, or I'll fill you so full of lead we could sharpen your head and call you a pencil. EDMUND:   This is turning into a really rotten evening. AMY:   Yes, well you better make the most of it, because it's your last. And it's a pity, because it's usually against my principles to shoot dumb animals. EDMUND:   Except squirrels?

AMY:   Yes! Bastards! I hate them with their long tails and their stupid twitchy noses. (shoots two squirrels, "eep", "eep") I shall return at midnight to collect the loot, when I'll fill you so full of holes I could market you as a new English cheese! (Shadow voice) Ha ha ha ha ha!

EDMUND:   Oh God! What a way to die! Shot by a transvestite on an unrealistic grassy knoll! 

(Baldrick wanders up.)
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BALDRICK:   Morning Mr B.

EDMUND:   Bal-Baldrick? Baldrick! Thank you for introducing me to a genuinely new experience.

BALDRICK:   What experience is that?

EDMUND:   Being pleased to see you! Now what are you doing here, you revolting animal?

BALDRICK:   I've come for the Shadow's autograph. You know I'm a great fan of the Shadow's.

EDMUND:   Yes, yes, just untie me Baldrick, come on. BALDRICK:   What, has he gone? Oh what a pity, I wanted him to autograph my new poster. Look, his reward has gone up to ten thousand pound. EDMUND:   Good lord, ten thousand pounds.

BALDRICK:   Yep.

EDMUND:   That gives me an idea. Baldrick, take this cartload of loot back to the palace and meet me back here at midnight, with ten soldiers, a restless lynch mob and a small portable gallows.

The Prince's Bedroom

--------------------

(Blackadder enters with the Prince's breakfast tray.) PRINCE GEORGE:   Aha, brekkers! I could eat fourteen trays of it this morning and

still have room for a dolphin on toast!

EDMUND:   Any particular reason for this gluttonous levity sir? PRINCE GEORGE:   Well, what do you think Blackadder, I'm in love! I'm in love, I'm in love, I'm in love. Oh Amy, bless all ten of your tiny little pinkies. Oh, let's see what's in the paper. (reads) Oh my God, she's been arrested and hanged! EDMUND:   (casually) Oh really?

PRINCE GEORGE:   It turns out she was a highwayman! EDMUND:   Teh, these modern girls.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Apparently someone tipped off the authorities and collected the ten

thousand pound reward. What a greasy sneak. Oh, if only I could get my hands on him.

EDMUND:   Teh, you can't trust anyone these days sir. PRINCE GEORGE:   It says here that she had an accomplice. (Alarmed, Blackadder drops the breakfast tray.) PRINCE GEORGE:   But they don't know who it was. (The tray flies back up unto Blackadder's hands.) PRINCE GEORGE:   Amy, Amy, Amy, I shall never forget you, never ever, ever ever!

(sobs into his pillow) Right, what's for breakfast? EDMUND:   Kedgeree, sir.

PRINCE GEORGE:   Great. Actually, come to think of it Blackadder, I didn't need to

get married anyway. I've got pots of money.

EDMUND:   Really?

PRINCE GEORGE:   Mmm. The most extraordinary thing happened. I was a bit peckish

during the night, so I nipped downstairs to the biscuit barrel.
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EDMUND:   (worried) The biscuit barrel?

PRINCE GEORGE:   And do you know what I found inside? (Blackadder nods despairingly)

Ten thousand pounds that I never knew I had! I've got so much money now I don't know what to do with it!

EDMUND:   How about a game of cards sir?

PRINCE GEORGE:   Excellent idea!

 

Duel and Duality


The Palace Kitchens

-------------------


Baldrick:   Ooh! Mr. Blackadder.

Edmund Blackadder:   Leave me alone Baldrick. If I'd wanted to talk to a vegetable I'd

have bought one at the market.

Baldrick:   Well don't you want this message?

Edmund Blackadder:   No thank you... God, I'm wasted here. It's no life for a man of

noble blood being servant to a master with the intellect of a jugged walrus and all the social graces of a potty.

Baldrick:   I'm wasted too. I've been thinking of bettering myself. Edmund Blackadder:   Oh, really? How?

Baldrick:   I applied for the job of village idiot of Kensington. Edmund Blackadder:   Oh. Get anywhere?

Baldrick:   I got down to the last two, but I failed the final interview. Edmund Blackadder:   Oh, what went wrong?

Baldrick:   I turned up. The other bloke was such an idiot he forgot to. Edmund Blackadder:   Yes, well I'm afraid my ambitions stretch slightly further than

professional idiocy in West London. I want to be remembered when I'm dead. I want books written about me. I want songs sung about me. And then hundreds of years from now I want episodes from my life to be played out weekly at half past nine by some great heroic actor of the age.

Baldrick:   Yeah, and I could be played by some tiny tit in a beard. Edmund Blackadder:   Quite. Now, what's this message? Baldrick:   I thought you didn't want it?

Edmund Blackadder:   Well I may do. It depends what it is. Baldrick:   So you do want it?

Edmund Blackadder:   Well I don't know, do I? It depends what it is. Baldrick:   Well, I can't tell you unless you want to know, and you said you didn't want to know, and now I'm so confused I don't know where I live or what my name is.

Edmund Blackadder:   Your name is of no importance and you live in the pipe in the

upstairs water-closet. (looks at note) Oh God! Was the man who gave you this, by any chance, a red-headed lunatic with a kilt and a claymore?
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Baldrick:   Yeah, and the funny thing was, he looked exactly like you. Edmund Blackadder:   My mad cousin McAdder. The most dangerous man ever to wear a skirt


in Europe.

Baldrick:   Yeah, he come in here playing the bagpipes, then he made a haggis,

sang Auld Lang Sayne and punched me in the face. Edmund Blackadder:   Why?

Baldrick:   Because I called him a knock-kneed Scottish pillock. Edmund Blackadder:   An unwise action, Baldrick, since Mad McAdder is a homicidal maniac.

Baldrick:   My mother told me to stand up to homicidal maniacs. Edmund Blackadder:   Yes. If this is the same mother who confidently claimed that you

were a tall handsome stallion of a man, I should treat her opinions with extreme caution.

Baldrick:   I love my mum.

Edmund Blackadder:   And I love chops and sauce but I don't seek their advice. I hate it

when McAdder turns up. He's such a frog-eyed, beetle-browed basket-case.

Baldrick:   (in Blackadder's ear) He's the spitting image of you. Edmund Blackadder:   No he's not. We're about as similar as two completely... dissimilar

things in a pod. What's the old tartan throw-back banging on about this time? (reads) "Have come South for the rebellion." Oh God! Surprise, surprise... "Staying with Miggins. The time has come. Best sword and Scotland. Insurrection... Blood... Large bowl of porridge... Rightful claim to throne..." He's mad. He's mad. He's madder than Mad Jack McMad the winner of last year's Mr Madman competition. (The Prince's bell rings.) Edmund Blackadder:   Ah! The walrus awakes.

The Prince's Bedroom

--------------------

Prince Regent:   Ah Blackadder. Notice anything unusual? Edmund Blackadder:   Yes sir, it's 11:  30 in the morning and you're moving about. Is the

bed on fire?

Prince Regent:   Well, I wouldn't know, I've been out all night. Guess what I've been doing? Wraaarrhhhh...

Edmund Blackadder:   Beagling, sir?

Prince Regent:   Better even than that. Sink me Blackadder if I, if I haven't just had the most wonderful evening of my life.

Edmund Blackadder:   Tell me all sir.

Prince Regent:   Well as you know when I set out I looked divine. At the party as I


passed all eyes turned.

Edmund Blackadder:   And I daresay quite a few stomachs.
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Prince Regent:   Well that's right. And then these two ravishing beauties came up to

me and whispered in my ear.. that they loved me. (licks his lips) Edmund Blackadder:   And what happened after you woke up? Prince Regent:   Oh, (falls onto bed) this was no dream Blackadder. Five minutes

later I was in a coach flying through the London night bound for the ladies' home.

Edmund Blackadder:   And which home is this? A home for the elderly or a home for the

mentally disadvantaged?

Prince Regent:   Oh no no no no no. This was Apseley House. Do you know it? Edmund Blackadder:   Yes sir. It is the seat of the Duke of Wellington. Those ladies I


fancy would be his nieces.

Prince Regent:   Ooh, so you fancy them too? Well, I don't blame you. Bravo. I spent

a night of ecstasy with a pair of Wellingtons and I loved it. Edmund Blackadder:   Sir, it may interest you to know that the Iron Duke has always let

it be known that he will kill in cold blood anyone who takes sexual advantage of any of his relatives.

Prince Regent:   Yes, but Bignose Wellington is in Spain fighting the French, he'll


never know.

Edmund Blackadder:   On the contrary sir. Wellington triumphed six months ago.

Prince Regent:   I'm dead.

Edmund Blackadder:   It would seem so sir.

Prince Regent:   I haven't got a prayer, have I Blackadder? Edmund Blackadder:   Against Throat-slasher Wellington? The finest blade His Majesty

commands? Not really no.

Prince Regent:   Then I shall flee. How's your French Blackadder? Edmund Blackadder:   Parfait monsieur. But I fear France will be not far enough.

Prince Regent:   Well how's your Mongolian?

Edmund Blackadder:   Mmm, chang hatang motzo motzo. But I fear Wellington is a close

personal friend of the chief Mongol. They were at Eton together. Prince Regent:   I'm doomed. Doomed as the dodo. (There is a knock on the door.)

Prince Regent:   Oh my God, he's here, Wellington's here already! (Baldrick enters with a letter.)

Prince Regent:   Oh, Your Grace, forgive me. I didn't know what I was doing. I was a

mad, mad, sexually overactive fool.

Edmund Blackadder:   Sir, it's Baldrick. You're perfectly safe. Prince Regent:   Well, hurrah!

Edmund Blackadder:   (reads letter) Ah, until 6 o'clock tonight.
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Prince Regent:   Hurrooh.

Edmund Blackadder:   "From the Supreme Commander, Allied Forces Europe. Sir, Prince or

pauper, when a man soils a Wellington he puts his foot in it. P.King's Servant:  This is not a joke. I do not find my name remotely funny, and people who do end up dead. Close bracket. I challenge you to a duel tonight at 18 hundred hours in which you will die. Yours with sincere apologies for your impending violent slaughter, Arthur Wellesey, Duke of Wellington."

Baldrick:   Sounds a nice polite sort of bloke.

Prince Regent:   (cries) Ahh ah ahhh haaa haaawww. Edmund Blackadder:   Oh, don't worry sir, please. Just consider that life is a valley of

woe filled with pain, misery, hunger and despair. Prince Regent:   Well not for me it bloody isn't! As far as I'm concerned life is a big palace full of food, drink, and comfy sofas.

Baldrick:   May I speak, sir?

Edmund Blackadder:   Certainly not Baldrick! The Prince is about to die. The last thing

he wants to do in his final moments is exchange pleasantries with a certified plum-duff.

Prince Regent:   Easy Blackadder, let's hear him out. Edmund Blackadder:   Very well Baldrick. We shall hear you out, then throw you out.

Baldrick:   Well, Your Majesty, I have a cunning plan which could get you out of this problem.

Edmund Blackadder:   Don't listen to him sir. It's a cruel proletarian trick to raise

your hopes. I shall have him shot the moment he's finished clearing away your breakfast.

Prince Regent:   No wait Blackadder. Perhaps this disgusting degraded creature is

some sort of blessing in disguise.

Edmund Blackadder:   Well if he is, it's a very good disguise. Prince Regent:   After all, did not our Lord send a lowly earthworm to comfort Moses

in his torment?

Edmund Blackadder:   (firmly) No.

Prince Regent:   Well, it's the sort of thing he might have done. Well, come on Mr.

Spotty, speak.

Baldrick:   Well, Your Majesty, I just thought - this Welliton bloke's been in Europe for years. You don't know what he looks like. He don't know what you looks like. So why don't you get someone else to fight the duel instead of you?

Prince Regent:   But I'm the Prince Regent! My portrait hangs on every wall! Edmund Blackadder:   Answer that, Baldrick.

Baldrick:   Well my cousin Bert Baldrick, Mr Gainsborough's butler's dogsbody, says that he's heard that all portraits look the same these days, 'cause they're painted to a romantic ideal rather than as a true
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depiction of the idiosycratic facial qualities of the person in question.

Edmund Blackadder:   (impressed) Your cousin Bert obviously has a larger vocabulary than

you do, Baldrick.

Prince Regent:   No, now, he's right damn him. Anybody could fight the duel and


Wellers would never know.

Edmund Blackadder:   All the same sir, Baldrick's plan does seem to hinge on finding

someone willing to commit suicide on your behalf. Prince Regent:   Oh yes yes yes, but he would be fabulously rewarded. Money, titles,


castles..

Edmund Blackadder:   A coffin, erm...

Baldrick:   That's right, I thought maybe Mr. Blackadder himself would fancy the


job.

Prince Regent:   What a splendid idea!

Edmund Blackadder:   Excuse me Your Highness. Trouble with the staff. (Baldrick and Blackadder leave the room. Blackadder grabs Baldrick by the lapels.)

Edmund Blackadder:   Baldrick, does it have to be this way? Our valued friendship ending

with me cutting you into long strips and telling the Prince that you walked over a very sharp cattlegrid in an extremely heavy hat? Baldrick:   Mr. Blackadder, you was only just saying in the kitchen how you wanted to rise again - now here the Prince is offering you the lot. Edmund Blackadder:   But, tiny tiny brain, the Iron Duke will kill me. To even think about taking him on you'd have to be some kind of homicidal maniac who was fantastically good at fighting, like McAdder, like McAdder... (excited) Like McAdder could fight the duel for me! (Blackadder re-enters the Prince's bedroom.) Edmund Blackadder:   (calmly) My apologies sir. I was just having a word with my

insurance people. Obviously I would be delighted to die on your behalf.

Prince Regent:   God's toenails Blackadder, I'm most damnably grateful. You won't


regret this you know.

Edmund Blackadder:   Well that's excellent. There's just one point though sir, re:   the

suicide policy. There's an unusual clause which states that the policy holder must wear a big red wig and affect a Scottish accent in the combat zone.

Prince Regent:   Small print eh? Huh.

Mrs Miggins' Coffee Shop 

------------------------
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(Disarray. Flecks of porridge everywhere. Mrs. Miggins is sitting on a table leaning back on the counter.)

Edmund Blackadder:   Ah, Mrs. Miggins. Am I to gather from your look of pie-eyed

exhaustion and the globules of porridge hanging off the walls that my cousin McAdder has presented his credentials? Mrs. Miggins:   Oh yes indeed sir. You've just missed him. Edmund Blackadder:   I trust he has been practising with his claymore. Mrs. Miggins:   Oooooh, I should say so! I'm as weary as a dog with no legs that's


just climbed Ben Nevis.

Edmund Blackadder:   A claymore is a sword, Mrs. Miggins. Mrs. Miggins:   See this intricate wood carving of the infant Samuel at prayer? He

whittled that with the tip of his mighty weapon with his eyes closed. Edmund Blackadder:   Yes, exquisite.

Mrs. Miggins:   He bid me bite on a plank, there was a whirlwind of steel, and within a minute three men lay dead and I had a lovely new set of gnashers. (grins woodenly)

Edmund Blackadder:   Really. Just tell him to meet me here at 5 o'clock, will you? To

discuss an extremely cunning plan. If all goes well by tomorrow the clan of McAdder will be marching back the high road back to glory. Mrs. Miggins:   Ooh lovely. I'll do you a nice packed lunch.

The Prince's Quarters

---------------------

(Blackadder enters, looks for the Prince in the lounge and walks through into the bedroom.)

Edmund Blackadder:   Good news, Your Majesty. This evening I will carve the Duke into an

attractive piece of furniture with some excellent dental work. Your Highness? Your Highness!

(The bedroom door swings closed revealing the Prince hiding behind it, his fingers in his ears.)

Prince Regent:   Ooohh! Oh, thank God it's you Blackadder. I've had just word from

Wellington, he's on his way here now.

Edmund Blackadder:   Ah, that's awkward. The Duke must believe from the very start that I


am you.

Prince Regent:   Hmm, well, hmm, any ideas?

Edmund Blackadder:   There's no alternative, we must swap clothes. (starts to take off

his jacket)

Prince Regent:   Oh fantastic, yes, dressing up. I love it. It's just like that story, ah, "The Prince And The Porpoise".

Edmund Blackadder:   "..and the Pauper" sir.

Prince Regent:   Oh yes! Yes yes yes, "The Prince and the Porpoise and the Pauper".

 

210

(They exchange clothes and wigs.)

Prince Regent:   Excellent, excellent. Why, my own father wouldn't recognise me.

Edmund Blackadder:   Your own father never can. He's mad. Prince Regent:   Oh yes, yes.

(They walk through into the lounge.)

Edmund Blackadder:   Unfortunately, sir, you do realise that I shall have to treat you

like a servant?

Prince Regent:   Oh, I think I can cope with that, thank you, Blackadder. Edmund Blackadder:   And you will have to get used to calling me "Your Highness", Your


Highness.

Prince Regent:   "Your Highness, Your Highness." Edmund Blackadder:   No, just "Your Highness", Your Highness. Prince Regent:   That's what I said, "Your Highness, Your Highness", Your Highness,


Your Highness.

Edmund Blackadder:   Yes, let's just leave that for now, shall we? Complicated stuff


obviously.

(Baldrick enters.)

Baldrick:   Big Nose is here... But what?.. Who?.. Where?.. How?.. Edmund Blackadder:   Don't even try to work it out Baldrick. Two people you know well

have exchanged coats and now you don't know which is which. Prince Regent:   I must say I'm pretty confused myself! Which one of us is Wellington?

Edmund Blackadder:   (exasperated) Wellington is the man at the door. Prince Regent:   Oh. And the porpoise?

Edmund Blackadder:   Hasn't arrived yet sir. We'll just have to fill in as best we can

without it. Sir, if you would let the Duke in.

Prince Regent:   Certainly, Your Highness, Your Highness. (leaves) Edmund Blackadder:   And you'd better get out too, Baldrick. Baldrick:   Yes, Your Highness, Your Highness. (leaves) Edmund Blackadder:   Oh God! If only they had a brain cell between them. (The Prince ushers in Wellington.) Prince Regent:   The Duke of Wellington!

Duke of Wellington:   Have I the honour of addressing the Prince Regent, sir? Edmund Blackadder:   You do.

Duke of Wellington:   Hmm, congratulations, Highness, your bearing is far nobler than I'd

been informed... (to the Prince) Take my hat at once, sir, unless you want to feel my boot in your throat! And be quicker about it than you were with the door.

Prince Regent:   Yes, my lord.

Duke of Wellington:   I'm a Duke not a Lord! (clouts the Prince) Where were you trained,

the Dago dancing class? Shall I have my people thrash him for you,
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Highness? 

(The Prince signals "No" from behind Wellington.) Edmund Blackadder:   Errm.. No, he's very new. At the moment I'm sparing the rod.

Duke of Wellington:   Ah! Fatal error. Give them an inch and before you know it they've

got a foot, much more than that and you don't have a leg to stand on. Get out! (Clouts the Prince). Now sir, to business. I am informed that your royal father grows ever more eccentric and at present believes himself to be (reads) "a small village in Lincolnshire, commanding spectacular views of the Nene valley." I therefore pass on my full account of the war on to you, the Prince of Wales. (hands Blackadder a saddle-bag) Edmund Blackadder:   Ah that's excellent. Thank you. (feels in bag, takes out a note) "We

won, signed Wellington." Well, that seems to sum it up very well. Was there anything else?

Duke of Wellington:   Two other trifling things Highness.. The men had a whip-round and

got you this. Well, what I mean is I had the men roundly whipped until they got you this. It's a cigarillo case engraved with the regimental crest of two crossed dead Frenchmen, emblazoned on a mound of dead Frenchmen motif.

Edmund Blackadder:   Thank you very much. And the other trifling thing? Duke of Wellington:   Your impending death, Highness. Edmund Blackadder:   Oh yes, of course, mind like a sieve. Duke of Wellington:   Mmm, I can not deny I'm looking forward to it. Britain has the finest trade, the finest armies, the finest navies in the world. And what do we have for royalty? A mad Kraut sausage sucker and a son who can't keep his own sausage to himself. The sooner you're dead the better.

Edmund Blackadder:   You're very kind.

Duke of Wellington:   Now, you're no doubt anxious to catch up with the news of the war. I

have here the most recent briefs from my general in the field... Edmund Blackadder:   Yes, well if you would just like to pop them in the laundry basket

on the way out. Tea?

Duke of Wellington:   Yes, immediately.

(Blackadder rings the bell.)

Duke of Wellington:   Now, let's turn to the second front, my lord. (unfolds a map on the

table)

Edmund Blackadder:   Ah yes. (inspects map) Now, as I understand it Napoleon is in North

Africa. And Nelson is stationed in...

Duke of Wellington:   Alaska. In case Bony should try to trick us by coming via the North
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Edmund Blackadder:   Yes... Perhaps a preferable stratagem, Your Grace, might be to harry

him amid-ships as he leaves the Mediterranean. Trafalgar might be quite a good spot...

Duke of Wellington:   Trafalgar? Well, I'll mention it to Nelson. I must say I'm beginning

to regret the necessity of killing you, Your Highness. I'd been told by everybody that the Prince was a confounded moron. Edmund Blackadder:   Oh, no no no no no.

(The Prince enters with the tea-tray.)

Duke of Wellington:   Oh hell and buckshot! It's that tiresome servant of yours again.

Prince Regent:   Ooh, budge up, budge up. (sits down next to Blackadder) Duke of Wellington:   How dare you, sir, sit in the presence of your betters! Get up!

Prince Regent:   Oh yes, cripes. I forgot.

Duke of Wellington:   You speak when you're spoken to. Unless you want to be flayed across

a gun carriage. Well? (hits the Prince)

Edmund Blackadder:   Sir, sir, I fear you have been too long a soldier. We no longer

treat servants that way in London society.

Duke of Wellington:   Why, I hardly touched the man! Edmund Blackadder:   Aah, I think you hit him very hard. Duke of Wellington:   Nonsense ,a hard hit would be like that! (hits the Prince, hard) I

only hit him like that. (once more hits him)

Edmund Blackadder:   No sir, a soft hit would be like this. (hits the Prince) Whereas you

hit him like this. (and again, hard)

Prince Regent:   (gets back to his feet) Please, um, I wonder if I might be excused,

Your Highness, Your Highness.

Edmund Blackadder:   Certainly. (Aside) I'm sorry about that, sir, but one has to keep up


the pretence.

Prince Regent:   No, no. I quite understand. You carry on the good work. Edmund Blackadder:   Very well sir. (once more hits him) Duke of Wellington:   Hang on, this is bloody coffee! I ordered tea! (grabs the Prince by the ear and drags him back to the table) You really are a confounded fool. Aren't you? I'd heard everywhere that the Prince was an imbecile whereas his servant Blackadder was respected about town. Now that I discover the truth I'm inclined to beat you to death. TEA!! (kicks the Prince out of the door) Edmund Blackadder:   Tell me, do you ever stop bullying and shouting at the lower orders?

Duke of Wellington:   NEVER! There's only one way to win a campaign:   shout, shout and shout
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Edmund Blackadder:   You don't think then that inspired leadership and tactical ability

have anything to do with it?

Duke of Wellington:   NO! It's all down to shouting. WAAGGHH! Edmund Blackadder:   I hear that conditions in your army are appalling. Duke of Wellington:   Well I'm sorry, but those are my conditions and you'll just have to accept them. That is until this evening when I shall kill you. Edmund Blackadder:   Hmm, who knows, maybe I shall kill you. Duke of Wellington:   Dyaa. Nonsense. I've never been so much as scratched, my skin is as

smooth as a baby's bottom. Which is more than you can say for my bottom.

Edmund Blackadder:   Yes. One point, sir. I should, perhaps, warn you that while duelling

I tend to put on my lucky wig and regimental accent. Duke of Wellington:   That won't help you. It would take a homicidal maniac in a claymore

and a kilt to get the better of me!

Edmund Blackadder:   Well that's handy.


The Kitchens

------------


Prince Regent:   I tell you Baldrick, I'm not leaving the kitchen until that man is out of the house.

(There is a knock on the door and the bell rings.) Baldrick:   It's all right, Your Majesty, don't worry, I'll deal with this. (The Prince hides behind the scullery door.)

Mrs. Miggins:   Ah hello Baldrick. I've brought your buns. Where's Mr. Blackadder?

Oh, not upstairs still, running around after that port-swilling, tadpole-brained smelly-boots?

Baldrick:   (carefully) I don't know who you mean. Mrs. Miggins:   Prince George, Baldrick. His boots smell so bad a man would need to

have his nose amputated before taking them off. Well, that's what Mr. Blackadder says.

Baldrick:   As a joke.

Mrs. Miggins:   Didn't you write a little poem about him last week? Baldrick:   No I didn't.

Mrs. Miggins:   Ooh you did:  

In the Winter it's cool,

In the Summer it's hot,

But all the year round,

Prince George is a clot. (laughs)

Baldrick:   A lovely. I said Prince George is a lovely. Mrs. Miggins:   Oh well. I'd better be off anyway. Tell Mr. Blackadder to expect Mr. McAdder at five o'clock. Just as soon as that fat Prussian truffle pig has got his snout wedged into a bucket of tea-cakes. (makes grunting noises) 
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Baldrick:   (calls after her) I think it must be next door you're wanting, strange woman who I've never seen before Mrs. Miggins. Prince Regent:   (sharply) Baldrick!

Baldrick:   Yes, Your Highness?

Prince Regent:   Is it true? Did you really write a poem about how lovely I am? Baldrick:   (fondly) Yes, and Mr. Blackadder loves you too. (smiles sweetly) Prince Regent:   Well I must say. I find that very touching. I do. (The bell rings again.) Prince Regent:   I wish they wouldn't keep on doing that.

The Prince's Lounge

-------------------

Duke of Wellington:   Well goodbye sir. And may the best man win. I.e. me. Prince Regent:   Your tea, sir.

Duke of Wellington:   You're late! Where the hell have you been for it, India? (hits him)

Edmund Blackadder:   Or Ceylon? (also hits the Prince) Duke of Wellington:   Or China? (kicks the Prince, who falls down onto the coffee-table)

And don't bother to show me the way out. I don't want to die of old age before I get to the front door.

Mrs. Miggins' Coffee Shop

-------------------------

(Blackadder enters, dressed in his normal clothes.) Edmund Blackadder:   Ah! Miggins. So where's McAdder? I thought he was going to be here

at five o'clock.

Mrs. Miggins:   Yes, I'm sorry. He's just popped out. You look ever so similar to each other you know, it's quite eerie.

Edmund Blackadder:   (annoyed) Look, did you tell him to be here or not? Mrs. Miggins:   I did, you just keep missing each other. I can't imagine why. Mc Adder (enters) I'll tell you why. It's because there's no coffee shop in England big enough for two Blackadders.

Edmund Blackadder:   Ah! Good day, cousin McAdder. I trust you are well. Mc Adder Aye, well enough.

Edmund Blackadder:   And Morag?


Mc Adder She bides fine.

Edmund Blackadder:   And how stands that mighty army, the clan McAdder? Mc Adder They're both well.

Edmund Blackadder:   I always thought that Jamie and Angus were such fine boys.

Mc Adder Angus is a girl. So tell me cousin, I hear you have a cunning plan. Edmund Blackadder:   I do, I do. I want you to take the place of the Prince Regent and

kill the Duke of Wellington in a duel.

Mc Adder Aye, and what's in it for me?

Edmund Blackadder:   Enough cash to buy the Outer Hebrides. What do you think?

Mc Adder Fourteen shillings and sixpence? Well, it's tempting. But I've got
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an even better plan. Why don't I pretend to be the Duke of Wellington and kill the Prince of Wales in a duel? Then I could kill the King and be crowned with the ancient stone bonnet of McAdder. Mrs. Miggins:   And I shall wear the granite gown and limestone bodice of MacMiggins,


Queen of all the herds.

Edmund Blackadder:   Look, for God's sake, McAdder, you're not Rob Roy. You're a top kipper

salesman with a reputable firm of Aberdeen fishmongers. Don't throw it all away. If you kill the Prince they'll just send the bailiffs round and arrest you.

Mc Adder Oh blast, I forgot the bailiffs.

Edmund Blackadder:   So we can return to the original plan then? Mc Adder No, I'm not interested. I'd rather go to bed with the Loch Lomond monster. And besides I have to be back in the office on Friday. I promised Mr. McNaulty I'd shift a particularly difficult bloater for him. Forget the whole thing. I'm off home with Miggsy. Mrs. Miggins:   Yes, yes. Show me the glen where the kipper roams free. And forget


Morag forever.

Mc Adder No, never. Oh, I must do right by Morag. We must return to Scotland and you must fight in the old Highland way - bare breasted and each carrying an eight pound baby.

Mrs. Miggins:   Oh, yes, yes. I love babies. (kisses McAdder) Mc Adder You're a woman of spirit! I look forward to burying you in the old Highland manner. Farewell Blackadder, you spineless goon! (they leave) Edmund Blackadder:   Oh God! Fortune vomits on my eiderdown once more.

The Prince's Lounge

-------------------

(Blackadder enters, dressed as the Prince.)

Prince Regent:   Ah, Blackadder. It has been a wild afternoon full of strange omens.

I dreamt that a large eagle circled the room three times and then got into bed with me and took all the blankets. And then I saw that it wasn't an eagle at all but a large black snake. Also Duncan's horses did turn and eat each other. As usual. Good portents for your duel, do you think?

Edmund Blackadder:   Not very good sir. I'm afraid the duel is off. Prince Regent:   OFF?

Edmund Blackadder:   As in "sod". I'm not doing it. Prince Regent:   By thunder, here's a pretty game. You will stay, sir, and do duty

by your Prince. Or I shall...

Edmund Blackadder:   Or what? You port-brained twerp. I've looked after all my life. Even

when we were babies I had to show which bit of your mother was serving the drinks.

Prince Regent:   (kneels) Please please. You've got to help me. I don't want to die.
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I've got so much to give. I want more time.

Edmund Blackadder:   A poignant plea sir. Enough to melt the stoniest of hearts. But the

answer, I'm afraid, must remain:   "You're going to die, fat pig." Prince Regent:   Oh, wait, wait, wait. I'll give you everything. Edmund Blackadder:   Everything?

Prince Regent:   Everything.

Edmund Blackadder:   The money, the castles,the jewellery? Prince Regent:   Yes.

Edmund Blackadder:   The highly artistic but also highly illegal set of French lithographs?

Prince Regent:   Everything.

Edmund Blackadder:   The amusing clock where the little man comes out and drops his

trousers every half hour?

Prince Regent:   Yes, yes, alright.

Edmund Blackadder:   Very well, I accept. A man may fight for many things: his country,

his principles, his friends, the glistening tear on the cheek of a golden child. But personally I'd mud wrestle my own mother for a ton of cash, an amusing clock, and a sack of French porn. You're on. Prince Regent:   Hurrah!


The Duel

--------


Edmund Blackadder:   Right Baldrick, now here's the plan. When he offers me the swords, I

kick him in the nuts and you set fire to the building. In the confusion we claim a draw.

Baldrick:   Yes.

Duke of Wellington:   Ah, Your Highness. Let's be about our business. Edmund Blackadder:   Now don't forget Baldrick. You (motions the striking of a match)

when I (raises knee).

Duke of Wellington:   Come sir. Choose your stoker. (Wellington holds out a case containing two pink, fluffy cannon stokers.) Edmund Blackadder:   What, are we going to tickle each other to death? Duke of Wellington:   No sir. We fight with cannon. Edmund Blackadder:   But I thought we were fighting with swords. Duke of Wellington:   Swords! What do you think this is, the middle ages? Only girls fight with swords these days. Stand by your gun sir. Hup two three. Hup two three.

Edmund Blackadder:   Wait a minute, what the... Duke of Wellington:   Stand by cannon for loading procedure... Stoke. Muzzle. Wrench.

(Carries on in this way while Blackadder is talking) Crank the storm barrel. Pull tee bar.

Edmund Blackadder:   "Congratulations on choosing the Armstrong Whitworth four-pounder

 

217

cannonette. Please read the instructions carefully and it should give years of trouble free maiming."

Duke of Wellington:   Check elevation. Chart trajectory. Prime fuse. Aim... Edmund Blackadder:   Look, wait a minute.

Duke of Wellington:   FIRE!

(The cannon fires. Blackadder drops to the ground. Mournful music strikes up.)

Baldrick:   Mr. B., Mr. B.! Sir, please help me get his coat off. Edmund Blackadder:   Leave it Baldrick. It doesn't matter. Baldrick:   Yes it does. Blood's hell to shift. I want to get it in to soak. Duke of Wellington:   You die like a man sir. In combat. Edmund Blackadder:   You think so? Dammit, we must build a better world. When will the killing end?

Duke of Wellington:   You don't think I too dream of peace? You don't think that I too

yearn to end this damn dirty job we call soldiering? Edmund Blackadder:   Frankly, no. My final wish on this Earth is that Baldrick be sold,

to provide funds for a Blackadder foundation to promote peace, and to do research into the possibility of an automatic machine for cleaning shoes. And so I charge... (slumps back)

Duke of Wellington:   His Highness is dead.

Edmund Blackadder:   (the music scratches to a halt) Actually, I'm not sure I am.

Fortunately that cigarillo box you gave me was placed exactly at the point where the cannon-ball struck. (produces a very dented case). I always said smoking was good for you.

Duke of Wellington:   Ah ha ha. Honour is satisfied. God clearly preserves you for

greatness. His Highness is saved. Hurrah.

Prince Regent:   (enters) Umm, no actually it's me, I'm His Highness. Well done Bladders, glad you made it.

Duke of Wellington:   What in the name of Bonapartes balls is this fellow doing now?

Prince Regent:   Ahh, no no, I really am His Highness. It was all just larks, and darn fine larks at that I thought.

Duke of Wellington:   I have never, in all my campaigns, encountered such insolence! Your

master survives an honourable duel and you cheek him like a French whoopsy! I can contain myself no longer! (draws his pistol and shoots the Prince)

Prince Regent:   I die. I hope men will say of me that I did duty by my country. Edmund Blackadder:   I think that's pretty unlikely sir. If I was you I'd try for something a bit more realistic.

Prince Regent:   Like what?

Edmund Blackadder:   That you hope men will think of you.. as a bit of a thicky. Prince Regent:   All right, I'll hope that then. Toodle-oo everyone. Let you know and all that. (dies)

(Horns sound.)
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King's Servant:   Here for His Majesty, The King of England. King George III:   Someone told me my son was here. I wish him to marry this rose bush.

I want to make the wedding arrangements.

Edmund Blackadder:   (thinking quickly) Here I am, Daddy. This is the Iron Duke,

Wellington, commander of all your armed forces. King George III:   Yes I recognised the enormous conk. Ha ha ha. Duke of Wellington:   He's a hero. A man of wit and discretion. King George III:   Bravo. You know, my son, for the first time in my life I have a real fatherly feeling about you. People may say I'm stark raving mad and say the word Penguin after each sentence, but I believe that we two can make Britain Great - you as the Prince Regent and I as King Penguin.

Edmund Blackadder:   Well, let's hope eh? Wellington, will you come and dine with us at

the palace? My family have a lot to thank you for. Duke of Wellington:   Dyahh, with great pleasure. Your father may be as mad as a balloon,

but I think you have the makings of a great king. King George III:   Ah, wunderbar er hoff seiht. Ja. Edmund Blackadder:   Oh and Baldrick? Clear away that dead butler will you. (The King, Blackadder and Wellington exit leaving Baldrick cradling the Prince's head) Baldrick:   (looks up) There's a new star in heaven tonight... A new freckle on the nose of the giant pixie.

Prince Regent:   Erm! No, actually Baldrick, I'm not dead. You see I had a cigarillo

box too, look. (rummages in his jacket) Oh damn, I must have left it on the dresser... (dies)




Blackadder Goes Forth
Episode 1 - "Corporal Punishment"

(in BA's quarters; Edmund is on the phone) 
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Edmund:   You'd like to book a table for three by the window for 9.30 PM, not too near the band, in the name of Obel-ointment Fungentula. Yes, yes, I think you might have the wrong number. Alright. (hangs up; enter George) George:   Rather close line there, eh sir? That phone system is a shambles no wonder we haven't had any orders! 

Edmund:   Oh, on the contrary, George, we've had plenty of orders. We have orders for six meters of Hungarian crushed velvet curtain material, four rock salmon and a ha'pence of chips and a cab for a Mr. Redgrave picking up from 14 Arnost Grove Raintop Bell. 

George:   Rather we don't want those sort of orders, we want orders to Deck Old Glory. When are we going to give Fritz a taste of our British spunk? Edmund:   George, please. No one is more anxious to advance than I am, but until I get these communication problems sorted out, I'm afraid we're stuck. (phone rings) Captain Blackadder speaking.....no, I'm afraid the line's very cclllffffhhtttt! 

Darling:   Hello? Hello, Captain Blackadder, hello? (a German accent pops up; really Edmund. He rustles paper, pretending the reception's lousy.) 

Edmund:   Schenll, schenll, Die Koppeltop, I said, there's a terrible line at my end. You are to advance on the enemy at once. (puts on a record) "A wandering minstral eye in the...(record goes off, Edmund speaks) ..on Gail Force Eight. 

George:   I say, come on, sir, what's the message? I'm on tenterhooks, do tell! Edmund:   Well, as far as I can tell, the message was, "he's got a terrible lion up his end, so there's an advantage to an enema at once." George:   Damn! 

(enter Baldrick) 

Baldrick:   Message from HQ, sir. 

George:   Ah, now, this should be it. A telegram ordering an advance! Edmund:   Ummm yes, I'm afraid not, George, it is a telegram, it is ordering an advance, but it seems to be addressed to 'Catpain Blackudder'.Do you know a 'Catpain Blackudder', George? 

George:   Well, it rings a bell, but I.. 

Edmund:   Ouhh.....nope, me neither. (throws message away) George:   Oh well. 

Edmund:   Go away George, I'm sure if they want to contact us, they'll find a way. 

Baldrick:   Speaking, sir, speaking, there's a pigeon in our trench! George:   Ah, now, this'll be it! (goes outside) Yes, it's one of the King's carrier pigeons. 

(all go outside) 

Baldrick:   No, it isn't, that pigeon couldn't carry the King! Hasn't got a tray or anything. 

Edmund:   Hands, revolver please. 

George:   Oh now, sir, you really shouldn't do this you know! Edmund:   Come on George, with 50,000 men getting killed a week who's going to miss a pigeon? (shoots the pigeon dead) 

George:   Well, not you, obviously, sir. 

Edmund:   In any case, its's scarcely a court martial offence. Get plucking, Baldrick. 
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Baldrick:   Alright, sir. Look, it's got a little ring 'round it's leg, there's a novelty! 

George:   Oh really, is there a paper hat as well? Baldrick:   No, but there's a joke. Read it out, sir. George:   It's a bit charred. Something something at once..PS, due to communication crisis, the shooting of carrier pigeons is now a court-martial offence. I don't see what's so funny about that, sir. 

Edmund:   That's not funny, it's deadly serious, we're in trouble. So, I shall eat the evidence for lunch and if anyone asks you any questions at all, we didn't receive any messages and we definitely did not shoot this plump breasted pigeon. 

(at BA's quarters...Edmund just had the pigeon for lunch.) Edmund:   Umm..delicious. 

(enter Melchett and Darling) 

Melchett:   Eahy, Blackadder! 

Darling:   Attention! 

Melchett:   And why, Captain, are you not advancing across No Man's Land? Edmund:   Well, sir, call me a bluffo traditionalist, but I was always taught to wait for the order to attack before attacking. 

Melchett:   Are you trying to tell me you haven't received any orders? What the hell are you playing at, Darling? Darling:   That's a flagrant lie, sir. I spoke to Blackadder less than an hour ago. 

Edmund:   Yes you did. To tell me some gobbledygook about having a lion up your bottom. 

Melchett:   Umm...I thought it's the old communications problem again. Stand easy. Action on this is imperative, take that down, Darling. Darling:   Yes. use it more often in conversation. Darling:   I must say sir, I find this all very unlikely. Not only did I telephone Blackadder, but as you'll recall, we sent him a telegram and a carrier pigeon. Edmund:   Did you? 

Darling:   Are you telling us you haven't had a pigeon, Blackadder? Edmund:   Ohaaahhh! Jim", my only true love who's been with me since I was a nipper! And to business, I'm giving you your order to advance now. Synchronize watches gentlemen. Private, what is the time? Baldrick:   We didn't receive any messages and Captain Blackadder definitely did not shoot the delicious plump breasted pigeon, sir. Melchett:   WHAT??????? 

Edmund:   You want to be cremated, Baldrick or buried at sea? Baldrick:   (thinking it over) Umm.... 

Darling:   Lieutenant? 

George:   Sir. 

Darling:   Do you mind answering a couple of questions? George:   Not at all, sir. We didn't get any messages and Blackadder definitely did not shoot this delicious plump breasted pigeon. Edmund:   Good. 

Darling:   And look sir, pigeon feathers. White feathers very apt, eh Blackadder? 

Melchett:   White feathers? 

Baldrick:   Oh no, sir, that's gobbledygook! They're not white, they're sort of speckle! 
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Melchett:   (shocked) Speckle?! AAHHHHHHHH! YOU SHOT MY SPECKLED JIM??? 

Darling:   You're for it now, Blackadder. Quite frankly sir, I've suspected this for some time. Quite clearly, Captain Blackadder has been disobeying orders with a breathtaking impertinence. 

Melchett:   I don't care if he's been rodgering the Duke of York with a prize-winning leak! He shot my pigeon! (screams) AAAHH AHHHH OOOHHHH! Darling:   Take it easy. I think we should do this by the book, sir. Melchett:   Yes, yes, you're right, of course. I'm sorry. Attention! Darling:   (drums are heard in the background) Captain Blackadder, as of this moment you may consider yourself under arrest. You know what the penalty is for disobeying orders, Blackadder? 

Edmund:   Umm..court-martial, followed by immediate cessation of chocolate rations? 

Darling:   No, court-martial followed by immediate death by firing squad. Edmund:   Oh, so I got it half right. 

(at the cell) 

Perkins:   (Edmund's guard) Sadder than a happy hour then, sir? Wave all our last goodbyes. 

Edmund:   Oh, no need for that, Perkins, I'll just dash off a couple of notes, one asking for a sponge bag, and the other sending for my lawyer. Perkins:   Oh, your lawyer now, yes sir. Don't you think that might be a bit of a waste of money, sir. 

Edmund:   Not when he's the finest mind in English legal history. Ever heard of Bob Mattingburg? 

Perkins:   Oh, yes indeed, sir! A most gifted gentleman! Edmund:   I remember Mattingburg's most famous case, the case of the bloody knife. A man was found next to a murdered body, he had the knife in his hand, thirteen witnesses that seen him stab the victim, when the police arrived he said, "I'm glad I killed the bastard." Mattingburg not only got him off, but he got him knighted in the New Year's Honors list, and the relatives of the victim had to pay to have the blood washed out of his jacket. Perkins:   There is a job under the prosecution involved, sir. Edmund:   Yes, well, look at Oscar Wilde. 

Perkins:   Oh, butch, Oscar. 

Edmund:   A big, bearded, bonking, butch Oscar. The terror of the ladies. 114 illegitimate children, world heavyweight boxing champion, and author of the best-selling pamphlet, "Why I Like To Do It With Girls". Mattingburg had him sent down for being a whoopsie. (enter Baldrick) Ah, Baldrick. Anything from Mattingburg yet? 

Baldrick:   Yes, sir. It just arrived, sir. 

Edmund:   What is it? 

Baldrick:   Sponge bag, sir. 

Edmund:   A sponge bag. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, I gave you two notes. You sent the note asking for a sponge bag to the finest mind in English legal history. Baldrick:   Certainly did, sir! Edmund:   And you sent the note requesting legal representation to... 

(enter George) 
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George:   Well, tallyho, with a bing and a bong and a buzz-buzz-buzz! (THUMP!) 

Edmund:   (disgusting, as we've all heard before) Oh God! George:   I'll tell you, apart from all, sir, that I am deeply, deeply honored. Edmund:   Baldrick, I'll deal you later. Am I to understand that you are going to represent me at the court-martial? 

George:   Absolutely, sir. Well, it's a sort of family tradition, really. My uncle's a lawyer, you know. 

Edmund:   Your uncle's a lawyer, but you're not. George:   Oh, good lord, no. I'm absolute duffer at this sort of thing. In school the basing society, I was voted the boy least likely to complete a coherent...um...an oops...yes, anyway, my dear old friend, its an honor to serve. 

Edmund:   George, I'm in trouble here. I need to construct that's as watertight as a mermaid's brassiere. I'm not sure your particular brand of mindless optimism is going to contribute much to the proceedings. George:   Well, that's a shame, sir, becarse I was planning on playing the mindless optimisim card very strongly. 

Edmund:   I beg your pardon? 

George:   Yes, I've already planned my closing address based on that very thing. Oh, go on, let him off, your honor, please! It's a lovely day. Pretty clouds, trees, birds, etc. I rest my case. 

Edmund:   So, council, with that summing up in mind, what do you think my chances are? 

George:   Well, not all that good I'm afraid, as far as I can tell you're as guilty as a puppy sitting next to a pile of poo. 

Edmund:   Ah. 

(in the court room; Edmund's trial is taking place) George:   (walking in) Crikey! So sorry I'm late, my luv. A voice:   'allo. 

George:   But anyway, let me open up my defense straight away, by saying that I've known this man for three years, he's an absolutely gawking chap. Edmund:   George? 

George:   Yes, sir? 

Edmund:   That's the clerk of the court. 

George:   Is it? Oh! 

Edmund:   We haven't started yet. 

(enter Darling) 

Darling:   Good luck, Blackadder. 

Edmund:   Well, thank you, Darling. And what's your big job here today? Straightening chairs? 

Darling:   No, in fact I'm appearing for the prosecution. I wouldn't raise your hopes too much, you're guilty as hell, you haven't got a chance. Edmund:   Why thank you, Darling. And I hope your mother dies in a freak yachting accident. 

Darling:   Just doing my job, Blackadder. 

Edmund:   Obeying orders, and of course, having enormous fun into the bargain. I wouldn't be too confident if I were you, any reasonably impartial judge is bound to let me off. 

Darling:   Well, absolutely. 
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Edmund:   Who is the judge, by the way? 

Melchett:   (boldly) Me! 

Edmund:   I'm dead. 

Melchett:   Well, come on, then. Come on. Get this over in five minutes, and then we can have a spot of lunch. (some noise from the others) The court is now in session, General Sir Anthony Cecil Hogmenay Melchett in the chair. The case before us is that of the crown vs. Captain Edmund Blackadder, the Flander's pigeon murderer! Oh, uh hand me the black cap, I'll be needing that. Edmund:   I love a fair trial. 

Melchett:   Anything to say before we kick off, Captain Darling? Darling:   May it please the court, as this is clearly an open and shut case, I beg leave to bring a private prosecution against the defense council for wasting the court's time. 

Melchett:   Granted. Council, he is fined fifty pounds for turning up. This is fun! This is just like a real court! Alright! Let the trial begin! The charge before us is that the Flander's pigeon murderer did deliberately, callously, and with beastliness of forethought murder a lovely, innocent pigeon. And disobeyed some orders as well. Is this true? 

George:   Perfectly true, sir. I was there. 

Edmund:   Thanks George. 

George:   Oh, dammit. 

Melchett:   Right. Council for the defense, get on with it. George:   Oh, right, yes, right. Um, yes. I'd like to call my first witness Captain Darling. 

Melchett:   You wish to call the council for the prosecution as a defense witness? 

George:   Tat's right. (aside) Don't worry, sir, I've got it all under control. You are Captain Darling of the general staff? 

Darling:   I am. 

George:   Captain, leaving aside the incident in question, would you think of Captain Blackadder as the sort of man that would usually ignore orders? Darling:   Yes, I would. 

George:   Ah, um. You sure? I was rather banking on you saying no. Darling:   I'm sure. In fact, I have a list of other orders he's disobeyed, if it would be useful. November 16th, 9:  15am, 10:  23am, 10:  24am, 11:  17am... George:   You missed one out, there. 

Darling:   ...10:  30am, 11:  46am... 

Edmund:   George! 

George:   What? Oh, oh ye-ye-right, yes. Thank you, Captain. No further questions. 

Edmund:   Well done, George. You really had him on the ropes. George:   Don't worry, old man. I have a last and I think you'll find decisive witness. Call Private Baldrick. 

Edmund:   (to Baldrick) Deny everything, Baldrick. George:   Are you Private Baldrick? 

Baldrick:   NO! 

George:   Um, but you are Captain Blackadder's batman? Baldrick:   NO! 

George:   Come on, Baldrick. Be a bit more helpful, it's me! Baldrick:   No it isn't! 
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Darling:   Sir, I must protest! 

Melchett:   Quite right! We don't need your kind here, Private. Get out. Sum up, please. 

George:   Oh, right, yes, uhhhh, oh.....Uh, gentlemen, you have heard all the evidence presented here today, but in the end it is up to the conscience of your hearts to decide, and I firmly believe, that like me, you will conclude that Captain Blackadder is in fact, totally and utterly, GUILTY......of nothing more than trying to do his duty under difficult circumstances. Melchett:   Nonsense! He's a hound and a rutter, and he's going to be shot! However, before we proceed to the formality of sentencing the deceased, I mean the defendant, (laughs) I think we'd all rather enjoy the case of the prosecution. Captain Darling, if you please. 

Darling:   Sir, my case is very simple. I call my first witness, General Sir Anthony Cecil Hogmaney Melchett. 

Melchett:   Ah..umm! (goes up to the stand) 

George:   Clever, clever. 

Darling:   General, did you own a lovely, plump, speckily pigeon called Speckled Jim, which you hand reared from a chick and which was your only childhood friend? 

Melchett:   (hysterical) Yes! (calmer) Yes, I did. Darling:   And did Captain Blackadder shoot the aforementioned pigeon? Melchett:   Yes, he did! 

Darling:   (shouts) Can you see Captain Blackadder anywhere in this courtroom? 

Melchett:   (overwrought, pointing his finger at Edmund) YES, THAT'S HIM!!! THAT'S THE MAN!!!!! AAHHHHH AAAAHHHHHH!!!!! Darling:   No more questions, sir. 

Melchett:   Very good, excellent, first class. Carry on. I therefore have absolutely no hesitation in announcing that the sentence of this court is:   that you Captain Edmund Blackadder be taken from this place and shot to death by shooting tomorrow at dawn. (bangs gavel). Do you have anything to say? Edmund:   Yes, can I have an alarm call, please? (at the cell) Perkins:   Someone to see the Captain? 

Edmund:   What does he look like? 

Perkins:   Short, ugly... 

Edmund:   Hello Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   I brought you some food, sir, for your final breakfast tomorrow. Edmund:   Ah, so you're not pinning much hope on a last minute reprieve then. Baldrick:   No sir, you are as dead as some doo-doos. Edmund:   The expression, Baldrick, is 'as a do-do'. 'Dead as a do-do'. Perkins:   Well, I'll leave you to it then, shall I? (leaves) Baldrick:   Do not despair, sir. All my talk of food was just a dead herring. In fact, I have a cunning plan. This is not food, but an escape kit. Edmund:   Good Lord! A saw, a hammer, a chisel, a gun, a change of clothes, a Swiss passport, and a huge false moustache, I may just stand a chance. Baldrick:   Ah.... 

Edmund:   Let's see, what have we here? A small painted wooden duck. Baldrick:   Yeah, I thought if you get caught near water, you can balance it on the top of your head as a brilliant disguise. 
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Edmund:   Yeeeesss, I would, of course, have to escape first. Ah, but what's this, unless I'm much mistaken, a hammer and a chisel? Baldrick:   You are much mistaken! 

Edmund:   A pencil and a miniature trumpet. 

Baldrick:   Yes, a pencil so you can drop me a postcard to tell me how the break out went and a small little tiny miniature trumpet in case during your escape, you have to win favor with a difficult child. Edmund:   Baldrick, I don't want to spend my last precious hours rummaging through this feeble collection of stocking-fillers. Now let me ask you some simple questions:   is there are a saw in this bag? Baldrick:   No. 

Edmund:   A hammer? 

Baldrick:   No. 

Edmund:   A chisel? 

Baldrick:   No. 

Edmund:   A gun? 

Baldrick:   No. 

Edmund:   A false passport? 

Baldrick:   (thinks) No. 

Edmund:   A change of clothes? 

Baldrick:   Yes sir, of course I wouldn't forget a change of clothes. Edmund:   Ah, now that's something, let's see.....a Robin Hood costume. Baldrick:   I put in a French peasant's outfit first, but then I thought 'What if you arrive in a French peasant's village and they're in the middle of a fancy dress party?' 

Edmund:   And what if I arrive in a French peasant village, dressed in a Robin Hood costume and there isn't a fancy dress party? Baldrick:   Well, to be quite frank sir, I didn't consider that eventuality, because if you did, you'd stick out like a..... 

Edmund:   (interrupting) Like a man standing in a lake with a small painted wooden duck on his head? 

Baldrick:   Exactly! 

(re-enter Perkins) 

Perkins:   Excuse me, sir. 

Edmund:   Alright. Aaahhmm, thank you, Baldrick, we'll finish this picnic later. Baldrick:   (rather loudly) YUM YUM! (exits) 

Perkins:   Do you mind if I disturb you for a moment, sir? Edmund:   No, no, not at all. My diary's pretty empty this week. Let's see, Thursday morning, get shot, yes, that's about it, actually. Perkins:   It's just there's a few chaps out here would like a bit of a chinwag. Edmund:   Oh, lovely. Always keen to meet new people. Perkins:   Corporal Jones and Privates Spacer, Robinson, and Tipperwick All:   Hello Edmund:   Oh, nice of you to drop by. And what do you do? Leader:   We're your firing squad, sir. 

Edmund:   Of course you are. 

Squad man 2:   Good sized chest. 

Leader:   Shut up, lad. 

Squad man 2:   Sir! 

 

226

Leader:   You see, us firing squads are a bit like tax men, sir, everyone hates us, but we're just doin' our job, 'aven't we, sir? Edmund:   My heart bleeds for you. 

Leader:   Well, sir, we aim to please. Just a little firing squad joke there, sir! You see, sir, we take pride in the termanatory service we supply. So, is there any particular area you'd like us to go for, hmm? We can aim anywhere. Edmund:   Well, in that case, just above my head might be a good spot. Leader:   You see, a laugh and a smile, and all of a sudden the job doesn't seem quite so bad after all, does it sir? 

Squad man 2:   No, and a lovely roomy forehead. Squad man 3:   A good pulse and jugular, there as well. Edmund:   Look, I'm sorry, I know you mean to be friendly, but I hope you won't take it amiss if I ask you to sod off and die. 

Leader:   No, no, no, no, no, no, no, fair enough, 'course not, sir. No one likes being shot first thing in the morning, do they? No, no, no, So, look forward to seeing you tomorrow, sir. You'll have a blindfold on of course, but you'll recognize me. I'm the one that says, "Ready, aim, fire!" Edmund:   Can I ask you to leave a pause between the word "aim" and the word "fire"? Thirty or forty years, perhaps? 

Leader:   Ahh, wish I could pause, sir. I really wish I could, but I can't, you see, cos I'm a babbler, you see. 

READY_AIM_FIRE! (Very fast) 

(Firing Squad leaves) 

Edmund:   Perfect! I wonder if anything on earth could depress me more? (enter Baldrick) 

Baldrick:   Excuse me, sir? 

Edmund:   Of course it could. 

Baldrick:   I forgot to give you this letter from Lieutenant George, sir. Edmund:   (sarcastically) Ahh! Oh, joy! What wise words from the world's greatest defense counsel. (reads letter) 'Dear Mother,'......unusual start, (continues) 'thanks for the case of Scotch.' You've excelled yourself, Baldrick. You've brought the wrong letter again Baldrick:   Ohh yeah, he did write two. 

Edmund:   Yes, his mother's about to get a note, telling her he's sorry she's going to be shot in the morning.....while I have to read this drivel. (reads further) 'Count Celia thrives in the Pony Club trials and that little Freddy scores a century for the first eleven'. (aside) You can't deny, it's a riveting read...uhhh, 'Send my love to Uncle Rupert', (aside) who'd have thought it, Mad Uncle Rupert, Minister of War. Power of life or death over every bally soldier in the army. Hang on a minute.....this is it! All George has to do is send him a telegram and he'll get me off. (in a pleasant tone) Baldrick, I love you! I want to kiss your cherry lips and nibble your shell-like ears. I'm freeeee! (at BA's quarters, George is moping) George:   I'm useless, useless! 

Baldrick:   Sir, sir! 

George:   Hello Private, how's the Captain? 

Baldrick:   He's absolutely fine, sir, but.. 

George:   uhh, you're just trying to cheer me up. I know the truth. He hates me cos I completely arsed up his defense. 

Baldrick:   Yes, I know, sir, but.. 

 

227

George:   I'm thick, you see. I'm as thick as the big-print version of The Complete Works of Charles Dickens. If only I could've saved him. If only! Baldrick:   But you can, sir. 

George:   What, how? 

Baldrick:   You send a telegram. 

George:   Of course! I send a telegram. 

Baldrick:   Yeah! 

George:   Who to? 

Baldrick:   To the person in the letter. 

George:   What letter? 

Baldrick:   To your mother. 

George:   I send a telegram to my mother?! 

Baldrick:   No! 

George:   No! 

Baldrick:   You send a telegram to the person in the letter to your mother. George:   Who was in the letter to my mother? 

Baldrick:   I can't remember! 

George:   Well, think, think! 

Baldrick:   No, you think think! 

George:   Well, I ahh...Stay here, of course, the Pony Club Trials. Yes! See here, they can leap over the walls over the prison and save him. Baldrick:   No, no! 

George:   No, no, ahhhmm. Yes, cricket. Yes, I've got Cousin Freddie, of course. He can knock out the firing squad with his cricket bat. Baldrick:   No, there's someone else! 

George:   (excited) Oh well, who!? 

Baldrick:   I don't know. 

George:   Well, neither do I! 

Baldrick:   Well, think! 

George:   You think! 

Baldrick:   You think that! 

(both continue argument, then....) 

George:   No, it hasn't helped. 

Baldrick:   Yes it has, sir. Your Uncle Rupert who's just been made Minister of War. 

George:   Of course. Uncle Rupert shall be made Minister of War. Baldrick, I'll, I'll send him a telegram and he'll, he'll pull strings and scratch backs and fiddle with nobs, and.... 

Baldrick:   HURRAY! 

George:   Well, I got there in the end, eh Baldrick? Baldrick:   Oh, just about, sir. 

George:   Ah, I think this calls for a celebration, don't you? What about a toss of old Morehen's Shredded Sporum, which Mum has just sent over? I drink a toast, don't you, to Captain Blackadder and freedom! Baldrick:   Captain Blackadder and Freedom, sir. (outside, where Edmund is to be executed; Dawn, a cock crows) Edmund:   'Morning. 

Firing Squad (all):   'Morning. 

Perkins:   I must say, Captain, I've got to admire your balls. Edmund:   Prehaps later. (to Firing Squad) How are you doing? 
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All:   Very well, good. 

Edmund:   Robinson, good to see you. 

Robinson:   Good to see you, too, sir. 

Edmund:   Ahh, Corporal, how's the voice? 

Corporal (referred to as Leader in an earlier scene):   Excellent, sir. Edmund:   So the phone's on the hook, is it Perkins? Perkins:   Oh yes, sir. 

Edmund:   So, where do you want me? 

Corporal:   Well, up against the wall is traditional, sir. Edmund:   Course it is. Ah...this side or the other side? (all laugh) No messengers waiting, Perkins? 

Perkins:   Oh, I'm afraid not, sir. Oh well. 

Corporal:   Alright, lads, line up. 

Edmund:   Yes, uahh...now look, I think there might have been a bit of a misunderstanding, you see. I was expecting a telegram. Corporal:   ATTENTION! 

Edmund:   Quite an important one, actually. 

Corporal:   TAKE AIM! 

A voice:   Stop! 

Edmund:   I think that's what they call 'the nick of time'. Voice:   Letter for the Captain. 

Edmund:   Of course it I. Read it please. 

Voice:   Eh, 'here's looking at you. Love from all the boys in the firing squad.' Corporal:   You soft bastards, you! 

Squad Man 2:   After all we've got, I couldn't resist it. Edmund:   (sarcastically) How thoughtful! 

Corporal:   ATTENTION! 

Edmund:   Now look, ah, something has gone spectacularly badly wrong. Corporal:   TAKE AIM! 

Edmund:   Baldrick, you're mincemeat! 

Corporal:   F-- 

(at BA's quarters) 

George:   (awaking) Oh, my head! Ah, my head! Feels like the time I was initiated into the Silly Buggers society at Cambridge. I misheard the rules and push a whole oberjing into my earhole. 

Baldrick:   Permission to die, sir. 

George:   Oh! Bu-bu-bu-what started this drinking? Oh, yes, well, we were celebrating getting Captain Blackadder off scot...(realizes it's too late) free. Oh my sainted trousers, we forgot! 

Baldrick:   Oh whoops. 

George:   Oh no. He's dead, you see. He's dead dead dead because we're a pair of selfish so and so's....(despairingly) oh, course, if I have a rope, I'd put it around my neck and bally well hanged myself until it really hurt. (Edmund walks in) Edmund:   Hi, George, 'morning, Baldrick. Still the striking resemblance to guppies fish at feeding time. Yep, it arrived in the nick of time. George:   Oh, excellent! 

Edmund:   Ah, so you've got the Scotch out, haven't we? George:   Oh, well, well, of course, sir, yes. We wanted to lay on a bit of a bash for your safe return, ah..here you go. (gives Edmund a drink, laughs) 
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Edmund:   There was a second telegram that arrived actually George, addressed personally to you by your Uncle. 

George:   Oh, thank you, I....(tries to get letter from Edmund, who opens and reads it) 

Edmund:   (reads) 'George, my boy, Outraged to read in dispatches how that ass Melchett made such a pig-ear out of your chum Blackadder's court martial. Have reversed the decision forthwith. Surprised you didn't ask me to do it yourself, actually.' Now this is interesting, isn't it? George:   Uh, uhh, yes, well, I, you see, sir. Uh..the thing is.. Edmund:   You two got whammied last night, didn't you? George:   We--well, well, no, uh, uh. not whammed exactly. A little tiddly, perhaps. 

Edmund:   And you forgot the telegram to your Uncle! George:   Well, n--n--n-no. Not, not, not completely. Partially, umm....Well yes, yes. Entirely. 

Baldrick:   I think I can explain, sir. 

Edmund:   Can you, Baldrick? 

Baldrick:   (pause) No. 

Edmund:   As I suspected. Now, I'm not a religious man, as you know. Henceforth, I shall nightly pray to the God, who killed Cain and squashed Sampson, that He comes out of retirement and gets back into practice on the pair of you! 

(phone rings; Edmund answers it) 

Edmund:   Captain Blackadder. Ah, Captain Darling. Well, you know, some of us just have friends in high places, I suppose. Yes, I can hear you perfectly. You want what? You want two volunteers for a mission into No Man's Land, Code name:   Operation Certain Death. yes, yes I think I have just the fellows. (hangs up; to George and Baldrick) God is very quick these days. 

 

Episode 2 - "Captain Cook"

[The dugout. Edmund is sitting in a chair reading a book. A record is playing softly. Scratching noises are heard.] 

Edmund:   Baldrick, what are you doing out there? Baldrick:   I'm carving something on this bullet, sir. Edmund:   What are you carving? 

Baldrick:   I'm carving "Baldrick", sir. 

Edmund:   Why? 

Baldrick:   It's a cunning plan, actually. 

Edmund:   Of course it is. 

Baldrick:   You see, you know they say that somewhere there's a bullet with your name on it? 

Edmund:   Yes? 

Baldrick:   Well, I thought if I owned the bullet with my name on it, I'd never get hit by it, 'cos I won't ever shoot myself. 

Edmund:   Oh, shame. 

Baldrick:   And, the chances of there being two bullets with my name on them are very small indeed. 
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Edmund:   That's not the only thing around here that's "very small indeed". Your brain for example, is so minute, Baldrick, that if a hungry cannibal cracked your head open there wouldn't be enough inside to cover a small water-biscuit. 

[George enters.] 

George:   Tallyho pip-pip and Bernard's your uncle. Edmund:   In English we say, "Good Morning". George:   Look what I got for you, sir. 

Edmund:   What? 

George:   It's the latest issue of "King & Country". Oh, damn inspiring stuff; the magazine that tells the Tommies the truth about the war. Edmund:   Or alternatively, the greatest work of fiction since vows of fidelity were included in the French marriage service. [flicks through paper] George:   Come, come, sir, now. You can't deny that this fine newspaper is good for the morale of the men. 

Edmund:   Certainly not, I just think that more could be achieved by giving them some real toilet-paper. [hands paper back to George] George:   Not with you at all sir, what could any patriotic chap have against this magnificent mag? 

Edmund:   Apart from his bottom? 

George:   Yes. 

Edmund:   Well look at it. [takes the paper again] I mean the stuff's about as convincing as Dr. Crippen's defense lawyer. The British Tommies are all portrayed as six foot six with biceps the size of Bournemouth. George:   Thoroughly inspiring stuff. And look sir, this also arrived for you this morning. [hands paper bag to Edmund] 

Edmund:   [opening bag, taking out a revolver] Hmm, do you know what this is, Lieutenant? 

George:   It's a good old service revolver. 

Edmund:   Wrong. It's a brand new service revolver, which I've suspiciously been sent without asking for it. I smell something fishy, and I'm not talking about the contents of Baldrick's apple crumble. George:   That's funny sir, because we didn't order those new trench-climbing ladders either. 

Edmund:   New ladders? 

George:   Yeah, came yesterday. I issued them to the men, and they were absolutely thrilled. [calls to Baldrick] Isn't that right men? Baldrick:   [from the doorway] Yes sir, first solid fuel we've had since we burned the cat. 

Edmund:   Something's going on, and I think I can make an educated guess what it is. Something which you, George, would find hard to do. [they go outside into the trench] 

George:   Ah, true, true. Where I was at school, education could go hang as long as a boy could hit a six, sing the school song very loud, and take a hot crumpet from behind without blubbing. 

Edmund:   I, on the other hand, am a fully rounded human being with a degree from the university of life, a diploma from the school of hard knocks, and three gold stars from the kindergarten of getting the shit kicked out of me. My instincts lead me to deduce that we are at last about to go over the top. [peers over the top of the trench with a periscope] 
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George:   Great Scott sir, you mean, you mean the moment's finally arrived for us to give Harry Hun a darned good British style thrashing, six of the best, trousers down? 

Edmund:   If you mean, "Are we all going to get killed?" Yes. Clearly, Field Marshal Haig is about to make yet another gargantuan effort to move his drinks cabinet six inches closer to Berlin. 

George:   Right! Bravo! Well let's make a start eh, up and over to glory, last one in Berlin's a rotten egg. 

Edmund:   Give me your helmet, lieutenant. 

[George hands his helmet to Blackadder, who throws it up into the sky. Immediately heavy machine-gun fire is heard. He catches the helmet, which now has over 20 holes in it, and gives it back to George.] George:   Yes, some sort of clever hat-camouflage might be in order. Baldrick:   Permission to speak, sir. 

Edmund:   Granted, with a due sense of exhaustion and dread. Baldrick:   I have a cunning plan to get us out of getting killed, sir. Edmund:   Ah yes, what is it? 

Baldrick:   Cooking. 

Edmund:   I see. [enters the dugout again] 

Baldrick:   You know staff HQ is always on the lookout for good cooks? Well, we go over there, we cook 'em something, and get out of the trenches that way. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, it's a brilliant plan. 

Baldrick:   Is it? 

Edmund:   Yes, it's superb. 

Baldrick:   [delighted] Permission to write home immediately sir, this is the first brilliant plan a Baldrick's ever had! For centuries we've tried, and they've always turned out to be total pig-swill. My mother will be as pleased as Punch. Edmund:   Hm-hm, if only she were as good-looking as Punch, Baldrick. There is however one slight flaw in the plan. 

Baldrick:   Oh? 

Edmund:   You're the worst cook in the entire world. Baldrick:   Oh yeah, that's right. 

Edmund:   There are amoeba on Saturn who can boil a better egg than you. Your Filet Mignons in sauce Bearnaise look like dog turds in glue. Baldrick:   That's because they are. 

Edmund:   Your plum-duff tastes like it's a molehill decorated with rabbit-droppings. 

Baldrick:   I thought you wouldn't notice. 

Edmund:   Your cream custard has the texture of cat's vomit. Baldrick:   Again it's..... 

Edmund:   If you were to serve one of your meals in staff HQ you'd be arrested for the greatest mass poisoning since Lucretia Borgia invited 500 of her close friends around for a wine-and-anthrax party. No, we'll have to think of a better plan than that. 

Baldrick:   Right, how about a nice meal, while you chew it over? Edmund:   [suspicious] What's on the menu? 

Baldrick:   Rat. [sows him a big black rat] Saute or fricassee. Edmund:   [peers at the rat] Oh, the agony of choice. Saute involves...? 
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Baldrick:   Well, you take the freshly shaved rat, and you marinade it in a puddle for a while. 

Edmund:   Hmm, for how long? 

Baldrick:   Until it's drowned. Then you stretch it out under a hot light bulb, then you get within dashing distance of the latrine, and then you scoff it right down. 

Edmund:   So that's sauteing, and fricasseeing? Baldrick:   Exactly the same, just a slightly bigger rat. Edmund:   Well, call me Old Mr. Un-adventurous but I think I'll give it a miss this once. 

[George enters, wearing a new hat decorated with barbed-wire.] Baldrick:   Fair enough sir, more for the rest of us. [to George] Eh sir? George:   Absolutely, Private. Tallyho BARF BARF. [The telephone rings, Blackadder picks it up.] 

Edmund:   Hello, the Savoy Grill. Oh, it's you..... yes..... yes, I'll be over in 40 minutes. 

Baldrick:   Who was it then sir? 

Edmund:   Strangely enough Baldrick, it was Pope Gregory IX, inviting me for drinks aboard his steam-yacht "The Saucy Sue", currently wintering in Montego Bay with the England Cricket team and the Balinese goddess of plenty. 

Baldrick:   Really? 

Edmund:   No, not really. I'm ordered to HQ. No doubt that idiot General Melchett is about to offer me some attractive new opportunities to have my brains blown out for Britain. 

--------------- 

[At staff HQ. Darling is at his desk writing; Blackadder enters.] Edmund:   What do you want, Darling? 

Darling:   It's Captain Darling to you. General Melchett wants to see you about a highly important secret mission. 

Melchett:   [enters] What's going on, Darling? 

Darling:   Captain Blackadder to see you sir. 

Melchett:   Ah, excellent. Just a short back and sides today I think, please. Darling:   Er, that's Corporal Black, sir. Captain Blackadder is here about the other matter sir, the [lowers his voice] secret matter. Melchett:   Ah, yes, the special mission. At ease Blackadder. Now, what I'm about to tell you is absolutely tip-top-secret, is that clear? Edmund:   It is sir. 

Melchett:   Now, I've compiled a list of those with security clearance, have you got it Darling? 

Darling:   Yes sir. 

Melchett:   Read it please. 

Darling:   It's top security sir, I think that's all the Captain needs to know. Melchett:   Nonsense! Let's hear the list in full! Darling:   Very well sir. "List of personnel cleared for mission Gainsborough, as dictated by General C. H. Melchett:   You and me, Darling, obviously. Field Marshal Haig, Field Marshal Haig's wife, all Field Marshal Haig's wife's friends, their families, their families' servants, their families' servants' tennis partners, and some chap I bumped into the mess the other day called Bernard." Melchett:   So, it's maximum security, is that clear? 
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Edmund:   Quite so sir, only myself and the rest of the English speaking world is to know. 

Melchett:   Good man. Now, Field Marshal Haig has formulated a brilliant new tactical plan to ensure final victory in the field. [they gather around a model of the battlefield] 

Edmund:   Now, would this brilliant plan involve us climbing out of our trenches and walking slowly towards the enemy sir? Darling:   How can you possibly know that Blackadder? It's classified information. 

Edmund:   It's the same plan that we used last time, and the seventeen times before that. 

Melchett:   E-E-Exactly! And that is what so brilliant about it! We will catch the watchful Hun totally off guard! Doing precisely what we have done eighteen times before is exactly the last thing they'll expect us to do this time! There is however one small problem. 

Edmund:   That everyone always gets slaughtered the first ten seconds. Melchett:   That's right! And Field Marshal Haig is worried that this may be depressing the men a tadge. So, he's looking to find a way to cheer them up. Edmund:   Well, his resignation and suicide would seem the obvious solution. Melchett:   Interesting thought. Make a note of it, Darling! Take a look at this: "King & Country". 

Edmund:   Ah, yes, without question my favorite magazine; soft, strong and thoroughly absorbent. 

Melchett:   Top-hole Blackadder, I thought it would be right up your alley. Now, Field Marshal Haig's plan is this; to commission a man to do an especially stirring painting for the cover of the next issue, so as to really inspire the men for the final push. What I want you to do, Blackadder, is to labor night and day to find a first rate artist from amongst your men. Edmund:   Impossible sir. I know from long experience that my men have all the artistic talent of a cluster of color-blind hedgehogs... in a bag. Melchett:   Hm, well that's a bit of a blow. We needed a man to leave the trenches immediately. 

Edmund:   Leave the trenches? 

Melchett:   Yes. 

Edmund:   Yes, I wonder if you've enjoyed, as I have sir, that marvelous painting in the National Portrait Gallery, "Bag Interior",by the color-blind hedgehog workshop of Sienna. 

Darling:   I'm sorry, are you saying you can find this man? Edmund:   I think I can. And might I suggest sir that having left the trenches, it might be a good idea to post our man to Paris [points on Melchett's map], in order to soak up a little of the artistic atmosphere. Perhaps even Tahiti [points], so as to produce a real masterpiece. 

Melchett:   Yes, yes, but can you find the man?! Edmund:   Now I know I can sir. Before you say "Sunflowers" I'll have Vincent van Gogh standing before you. 

--------------- 

[Back in the trenches. Blackadder is painting, George is looking over his shoulder.] 
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George:   No, don't stop sir. It's coming, it's definitely coming. I, hm, yeah, ah, er, hm. I just wonder if two socks and a hand-grenade is really the sort of thing that covers of "King & Country" are made of. 

Edmund:   They will be when I painted them being shoved up the Kaiser's backside. 

[George walks over to Baldrick.] 

George:   Ah, now, now this is interesting. 

Edmund:   What is? 

George:   Well, Private Baldrick is obviously some kind of an impressionist. Edmund:   The only impression he can do is of a man with no talent. What's it called Baldrick? "The Vomiting Cavalier"? 

George:   That's not supposed to be vomit; it's dabs of light. Baldrick:   No, it's vomit. 

George:   Yes, now er, why did you choose that? Baldrick:   You told me to sir. 

George:   Did I? 

Baldrick:   Yeah, you told me to paint whatever comes from within, so I did my breakfast. Look, there's a little tomato. 

Edmund:   Hopeless. If only I'd paid attention in nursery art-class instead of spending my entire time manufacturing papier mache willies to frighten Sarah Wallis. 

George:   You know it's funny, but painting was the only thing I was ever any good at. 

Edmund:   Well, it's a pity you didn't keep it up. George:   Well, as a matter of fact I did, actually. I mean [takes out pictures] I mean normally I hadn't thought I would show them to anyone, because they're just embarrassing daubs really, but you know, ah, they give me pleasure. I'm embarrassed to show them to you now as it happens, but there you go, for what they're worth. To be honest, I should have my hands cut off, I mean... Edmund:   George! These are brilliant! Why didn't you tell us about these before? 

George:   Well you know, one doesn't want to blow one's own trumpet. Edmund:   You might at least have told us you had a trumpet. These paintings could spell my way out of the trenches. 

George:   Yours? 

Edmund:   That's right, ours. All you have to do is paint something heroic to appeal to the simple-minded Tommy. Over to you Baldrick. Baldrick:   How about a noble Tommy, standing with a look of horror and disgust over the body of a murdered nun, what's been done over by a nasty old German. 

George:   Excellent. I, I can see it now; "The Nun and the Hun". Edmund:   Brilliant! No time to lose. George, set up your easel, Baldrick and I will pose. This is going to be art's greatest moment since Mona Lisa sat down and told Leonardo da Vinci she was in a slightly odd mood. Baldrick, you lie down in the mud and be the nun. 

Baldrick:   I'm not lying down there, it's all wet. Edmund:   Well, let's put it this way; either you lie down and get wet, or you're knocked down and get a broken nose. 

Baldrick:   Actually its not that wet, is it? 

Edmund:   No. [pushes Baldrick down, splat] 
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Baldrick:   Who are you going to be then sir? The noble Tommy? Edmund:   Precisely, standing over the body of the ravaged nun. Baldrick:   I want a wimple. 

Edmund:   You should have gone before we started the picture. Baldrick:   You know, the funny thing is, my father was a nun. Edmund:   [firmly] No he wasn't. 

Baldrick:   He was so, sir. I know, 'cos whenever he was up in court, and the judge used to say "occupation", he'd say "nun". [George enters, dressed in painter's smock and hat, carrying a palette and easel.] 

Edmund:   Right. [to George] You're ready? 

George:   Just about sir, yes. Erm, if you just like to pop your clothes on the stool. 

Edmund:   I'm sorry? 

George:   Just pop your clothes on the stool over there. Edmund:   You mean, you want me... tackle out? George:   Well, I would prefer so sir, yes. 

Edmund:   If I can remind you of the realities of battle George, one of the first things that everyone notices is that all the protagonists have got their clothes on. Neither we, nor the Hun, favor fighting our battles "au naturel". George:   Sir, it's artistic licence. It's willing suspension of disbelief. Edmund:   Well, I'm not having anyone staring in disbelief at my willie suspension. Now, get on and paint the bloody thing, sharpish! --------------- 

[Later. The painting is ready.] 

Edmund:   Brilliant George, it's a masterpiece. The wimple suits you Baldrick. Baldrick:   But it completely covers my face. 

Edmund:   Exactly. Now then, General Melchett will be here at any moment. When he arrives, leave the talking to me, all right? I like to keep an informal trench, as you know, but today you must only speak with my express permission, is that clear? [sharply] Is that clear? [With a note of regret] Permission to speak. 

George:   \ Yes sir, absolutely. Baldrick:   / Yes sir. Darling:   [outside] Attention! [entering] Dugout, attention! [Melchett enters.] 

Melchett:   Excellent, at ease. Now then Blackadder, where would you like me to sit? I thought just a simple trim of the moustache today, nothing drastic. Darling:   We're here about the painting sir. 

Melchett:   Oh, yes, of course. [seeing George] Good Lord, George, hahahaaa, how are you my boy? [nothing] I said how are you? Edmund:   Permission to speak. 

George:   Absolutely top-hole sir, with a ying and a yang and a yippetty-doo. Melchett:   Splendid! And your uncle Bertie sends his regards. I told him you could have a week off in April; we don't want you missing the Boat Race, do we? 

Edmund:   Permission to speak. 

George:   Certainly not. Permission to sing boisterously sir? Edmund:   If you must. 

George:   Row, row, row your boat, 
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Melchett:   [joins in] gently down the stream. Belts off, trousers down, isn't life a scream. HAI! 

Edmund:   Fabulous, university education, you can't beat it. Melchett:   Bravo, now [moving on to Baldrick] what have we here? Name? Edmund:   Permission to speak. 

Baldrick:   Baldrick, sir. 

Melchett:   Ah, tallyho, yippety-dip, and zing zang spillip. Looking forward to bullying off for the final chukka? 

Edmund:   Permission to speak. 

[Silence.] 

Edmund:   Answer the General Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   I can't answer him sir, I don't know what he's talking about. Melchett:   Aah, are you looking forward to the big push? [pinches Baldrick's cheek] 

Baldrick:   No sir, I'm absolutely terrified. [pinches Melchett's] Melchett:   The healthy humor of the honest Tommy. Hahaaa, don't worry my boy, if you should falter, remember that Captain Darling and I are behind you. Edmund:   About thirty-five miles behind you. 

Melchett:   Right, well stand by your beds. Let's have a look at this artist of yours, Blackadder. Next to me, Darling. 

Darling:   Thank you sir. [sits down next to Melchett] Melchett:   So, ah, have you found someone? 

Edmund:   Yes sir, I think I have; none other than young George here. Melchett:   Oh, bravo. Well, let's have a shufti then. Edmund:   This is called "War". [shows his own painting] Melchett:   Damn silly title George. Looks more like a couple of his socks and a stick of pineapple to me. 

George:   Ah, permission to speak sir?! 

Edmund:   Er, I think not actually. 

Melchett:   Quite right, if what happens when you open your mouth is anything like what happens when you open your paintbox, we'd all be drenched in phlegm. Oh no, this isn't what we're looking for at all, is it Darling? Darling:   No sir. 

Melchett:   No sir! 

Edmund:   There is this sir, it's Private Baldrick's, [shows painting] he's called it "My family and other animals". 

Melchett:   Oh, good Lord no. 

Edmund:   Well, I'm afraid that's about it sir. Apart from ... this little thing. [show George's painting] 

Melchett:   Ah, now, that's more like it! 

Darling:   Who painted this Blackadder? 

Edmund:   Well actually it was me. 

George:   Permission to speak, really quite urgently sir! Melchett:   Damn and blast your goggly eyes! Will you stop interrupting, George! Now, this is excellent! [shakes Blackadder's hand] Congratulations man! It's totally inspiring, makes you want to jump over the top and yell "Yah-boo sucks to you, Fritsie". 

Edmund:   Thank you sir. 

Darling:   Are you sure you did this, Blackadder? Edmund:   Of course I'm sure. 
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Darling:   I'm afraid I don't believe you. 

Edmund:   How dare you Darling!? [to Melchett] You know I can't let that slur pass, sir... What possible low, suspicious, slanderous reasons could this "office-boy" have to think that I didn't paint the picture? Darling:   Well, three reasons as a matter of fact. Firstly:   you're in it. Edmund:   It's a self-portrait. 

Darling:   Secondly:   you told us you couldn't paint. Edmund:   Well, one doesn't want to blow one's own trumpet. George:   Permission... 

Edmund:   Denied. 

Darling:   And thirdly:   it's signed "George". 

Edmund:   [walks over to painting, looks closely at corner] Well spotted. But not signed "George", dedicated "to George", King George. Gentlemen; The King! 

All:   [snapping to attention] The King! 

Baldrick:   Where? 

Melchett:   Bravo Blackadder, I have absolutely no hesitation in appointing you our official regimental artist. You're a damn fine chap, not a pen-pushing, desk-sucking, blotter-jotter like Darling here, eh Darling? Darling:   No sir. 

Melchett:   No sir! Well, accompany us back to HQ immediately. Darling:   Attention! 

[Melchett and Darling exit.] 

George:   Permission to jolly well speak right now sir, otherwise I might just burst like a bally balloon. 

Edmund:   Later George. Much later. 

--------------- 

[At Headquarters.] 

Melchett:   Congratulations on your new appointment, Blackadder. Edmund:   Thank you sir. 

Darling:   And may I say Blackadder, I'm articularly pleased about it. Edmund:   Are you. 

Darling:   [smugly] Oh yes. 

Melchett:   Now that you are our official war-artist, we can give you the full briefing. The fact is, Blackadder, that the "King & Country" cover story was just a... cover story. We want you, as our top painting bod, to leave the trenches... Edmund:   Good. 

Melchett:   Tonight... 

Edmund:   Suits me. 

Melchett:   And go out into no-man's-land. 

Edmund:   No-man's-land. 

Melchett:   Yeeeeeees. 

Edmund:   Not Paris. 

Melchett and Darling:   Noooooooo. 

Melchett:   We want you to come back with accurate drawings of the enemy positions. 

Edmund:   You want me to sit in no-man's-land, painting pictures of the Germans. 

Melchett:   Precisely! Good man! 
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Edmund:   Well, it's a very attractive proposition, gentlemen, but unfortunately not practical. You see, my medium is light. It'll be pitch dark; I won't be able to see a thing. 

Melchett:   Ah, hm, that is a point. I tell you what:   we'll send up a couple of flares. You'll be lit up like a Christmas tree. 

Edmund:   Oh, excellent, excellent, glad I checked. --------------- 

[Blackadder, Baldrick and George crawling across no-man's-land.] Edmund:   All right, total and utter quiet, do you understand? So for instance if any of us crawl over any barbed wire they must on no account goaaAAAAAAAAAAHH! 

Baldrick:   Have you just crawled over some barbed wire sir? Edmund:   No Baldrick, I just put my elbow in a blob of ice cream. Baldrick:   Oh, that's all right then. 

Edmund:   Now, where the hell are we? 

George:   Well, it's difficult to say, we appear to have crawled into an area marked with mushrooms. 

Edmund:   [patiently] What do those symbols denote? George:   Pfff. That we're in a field of mushrooms? Edmund:   Lieutenant, that is a military map, it is unlikely to list interesting flora and fungi. Look at the key and you'll discover that those mushrooms aren't for picking. 

George:   Good Lord, you're quite right sir, it says "mine". So, these mushrooms must belong to the man who made the map. Edmund:   Either that, or we're in the middle of a mine-field. Baldrick:   Oh dear. 

George:   So, he owns the field as well? 

[Machine-guns fire.] 

George:   [yelling] THEY'RE FIRING SIR, THEY'RE FIRING. [The guns stop.] 

Edmund:   Ah yes, thank you Lieutenant. If they hit me you'll be sure to point it out, won't you. Now come on, get on with your drawing and let's get out of here. 

George:   Well, surely we ought to wait for the flare sir? You see, my medium is light. 

Edmund:   Just use your imagination for heavens sake. [thinks] Wait a minute, that's the answer. I can't believe I've been so stupid. Baldrick:   Yeah, that is unusual, 'cos usually I'm the stupid one. George:   Well, I'm not over-furnished in the brain department. Edmund:   Well, on this occasion I've been stupidest of all. George:   Oh, now sir! I will not have that! Baldrick and I will always be more stupid than you. Isn't that right Baldrick? [standing up] Stupid, stupid, stupid. Baldrick:   Yeah, [standing up also] stupidy, stupidy, stupidy. [Flares are fired, lighting up George and Baldrick. Blackadder cowers on the ground.] 

George:   Stupidest stupids in the whole history of stupidityness. [Machine-gun fire; Baldrick and George jump down; the guns stop.] Edmund:   Finished? I think the obvious point is this:   we'll go straight out to the dugout and do the painting from there. You do the most imaginative, most exciting possible drawing of German defenses from your imagination. 
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George:   Oh I see, now that is a challenge. 

Edmund:   Quite. Come on, let's get out of here. George:   Oh sir, just one thing. If we should happen to tread on a mine, what do we do? 

Edmund:   Well, normal procedure, Lieutenant, is to jump 200 feet into the air and scatter yourself over a wide area. 

--------------- 

[Back at Headquarters.] 

Darling:   Are you sure this is what you saw Blackadder? Edmund:   Absolutely. I mean there may have been a few more armament factories, and [looks sideways at George] not quite as many elephants, but... Melchett:   Well, you know what this means... 

Darling:   If it's true sir, we'll have to cancel the push. Melchett:   Exactly.... 

George:   Damn! 

Edmund:   What a nuisance... 

Melchett:   ...Exactly what the enemy would expect us to do, and therefore exactly what we shan't do! 

Edmund:   Ah. 

Melchett:   Now, if we attack where the line is strongest, then Fritz will think that our reconnaissance is a total shambles. This will lull him into a sense of false security, and then next week we can attack where the line is actually badly defended. And win the greatest victory since the Winchester flower-arranging team beat Harrow by twelve sore bottoms to one! Edmund:   Tell me, have you ever visited the planet Earth, sir? Melchett:   So, best fighting trousers on, Blackadder! George:   Permission to shout "Bravo" at an annoyingly loud volume sir? Melchett:   Permission granted. 

George:   [annoyingly loud volume] BRAVO!!!!!!!!!! Melchett:   That's the spirit. Just your kind of caper eh, Blackadder? Edmund:   Oh yes. 

Darling:   Good luck against those elephants... 

[Blackadder and George salute and leave.] 

--------------- 

[In the dugout.] 

Edmund:   Get me a chisel and some marble Baldrick. George:   Oh, you're taking up sculpture now sir? Edmund:   No, I thought I'd get my headstone done. George:   What are you going to put on it? 

Edmund:   "Here lies Edmund Blackadder, and he's bloody annoyed." Baldrick:   Are we goin' over, are we sir? 

Edmund:   Yes, we are. Unless I can think of some brilliant plan. Baldrick:   Would you like some "rat-au-van" to help you think? [shows Blackadder a tin plate with a very flat rat on it] 

Edmund:   "Rat-au-vin"? 

Baldrick:   Yeah, it's rat that's been... 

Edmund:   [joins in] ..run over by a van. No thank you Baldrick. Although it gives me an idea. Telephone please. 

--------------- 

[Headquarters, later that night. Melchett and Darling are dining.] 
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Darling:   I suppose Blackadder and his boys will have gone over the top by now. 

Melchett:   Yes. God, I wish I were out there with them, dodging the bullets, instead of having to sit here drinking this chateau Lafaiete, eating these Filets Mignons in sauce Bernaise. 

Darling:   My thoughts exactly sir. Damn this Chateau Lafaiete. Melchett:   He's a very brave man, Blackadder. And of course that Lieutenant of his, George, Cambridge man you know. His uncle Bertie and I used to break wind for our college. Slightly unusual taste, this sauce Bernaise... Darling:   Yes sir, and to be quite frank, these mignon are a little... well... Melchett:   What? 

Darling:   Well, dungy. 

Melchett:   What on earth's wrong with our cook? Darling:   Well, it's a rather strange story sir. 

Melchett:   Oh? Tell, tell. 

Darling:   Well sir, I received a phone call this afternoon from Pope Gregory IX, telling me that our cook had been selected for the England Cricket team and must set sail for the West Indies immediately. 

Melchett:   Really? 

Darling:   Then a moment later, the phone rang again. It was a trio of wandering Italian chefs, who happened to be in the area, offering their services. So I had the quartermaster take them on at once. 

Melchett:   Ah, hm, Hm, HM , Ah, Oh, OH!! Jumping giblets! Are you sure these are real raisins in this plum-duff? 

Darling:   Oh yes, I'm sure they are, sir. Everything will be alright, once the cream custard arrives. 

--------------- 

[Back in the dugout. Blackadder, George and Baldrick enter, wearing cooks' aprons and huge black false moustaches. Baldrick is carrying a jug and a small kitten.] 

George:   Well all jolly good fun sir. But dash it all, we appear to have missed the big push. 

Edmund:   Oh damn, so we have. One thing puzzles me Baldrick; how did you manage to get so much custard out of such a small cat? 

 

Episode 3 - "Major Star"

(in the army barracks, sound of whistling is heard... Edmund sighs) George:   You're a bit cheesed off, sir? 

Edmund:   George, the day this war began I was cheesed off. Within ten minutes of you turning up, I finished the cheese and moved on to the coffee and cigars. And at this late stage, I'm in a cab with two lady companions on my way to the Pink Pussycat in Lower Regency. 

George:   Oh well, because if you are cheesed off, you know what would cheer you up? A lot of Charlie Chaplin films. Oh, I love Old Chappers, don't you, Cap? 

Edmund:   Unfortunately, no I don't. I find his films about as funny as getting an arrow through the neck and discovering there's a gas bill tied to it. 
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George:   Ah, beg pardon, sir, but come off! His films are ball-bouncingly funny. 

Edmund:   Rubbish! 

George:   Alright, why let's consult the men for a casting vote, shall we? Baldrick? 

Baldrick:   (entering) Sir! 

George:   Charlie Chaplin, Baldrick. What do you make of him? Baldrick:   Oh sir, he's as funny as a vegetable that's grown into a rude and amusing shape, sir. 

Edmund:   So you agree with me. Not at all funny? George:   Oh come on, skipper, it ain't fair. I haven't asked for all of this. When he kicked that fellow in the backside, I thought I'd die! Edmund:   Well, if that's your idea of comedy, we can provide our own without paying for the privilege. (kicks Baldrick) There, you find that funny? George:   Well, no of course not, sir, but you see, Chaplin is a genius. Edmund:   He certainly is a genius, George. He invented a way of getting a million dollars a year by wearing stupid trousers. Did you find that funny, Baldrick? 

Baldrick:   What funny, sir? 

Edmund:   (kicks Baldrick again) That funny. 

Baldrick:   No sir, you mustn't do that to me sir, because that is a bourgeois act of repression, sir. 

Edmund:   What? 

Baldrick:   I think I smelt it sir, there's something afoot in the wind. The huddled masses yearning to be free. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, have you been through the diesel oil again? Baldrick:   No sir, I've been sopping the milk of freedom. Already our Russian comrades are poised on the brink of Revolution. And here too, sir, the huddled what's-names such as myself, sir, are ready to throw off the hated oppressors like you and the Lieutenant. Present company excepted, sir. Edmund:   Go and clean out the latrines. 

Baldrick:   Yes sir, right away, sir. 

George:   Now the reason why Chaplin is so funny, because he's part of a great British music hall tradition. 

Edmund:   Oh yes, the Great British Music Hall Tradition. Two men, with incredibly unconvincing Cockney accents going, "what's up with you then? What's up with me then? Yeah, what's up with you then?" GET ON WITH IT!!! George:   Now sir, that was funny! You should have gotten a part yourself! Edmund:   Thank you, George, but if you don't mind, I'd rather have my tongue beaten wafer-thin by a steak tenderizer and then stapled to the floor with a croquet hoop. 

(loud voices are heard outside) 

Baldrick:   (rushing in) Sir, sir, it's all over the trenches! Edmund:   Well, mop it up then. 

Baldrick:   No sir, the news. The Russian Revolution has started. The masses have risen up and shoveled their nobs! 

George:   Well, hurrah! 

Edmund:   (reading a newspaper) Oh no, the Russians have pulled out of the war. 
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George:   Well, we soon sawed them off, didn't we sir? Miserable slant-eye, sausage eating swine. 

Edmund:   The Russians are on our side, George. George:   Oh really? 

Edmund:   And they've abandoned the Eastern Front. Baldrick:   And they've overthrown Nicholas II who used to be bizarre. Edmund:   Who used to be the czar, Baldrick. The point is, now that the Russians have made peace with the Kaiser. At this very moment, three quarters of a million Germans are leaving the Russian Front and coming over here with the express purpose of using my nipples for target practice. There's only one thing for it, I'll have to desert and I'm going to have to do it...right now. 

(enter General Melchett) 

Melchett:   Are you leaving us, Blackadder? 

Edmund:   No sir. 

Melchett:   Well I'm relieved to hear it. I need you to help me shoot more deserters later on. There have been some subversive mutterings amongst the men. You'll recall the French army last year at Verdun where the top echelons suffered from horrendous uprisings from the bottom. Edmund:   Yes sir, but surely that was traced to a shipment of garlic eclairs. Melchett:   Nonsense Blackadder! It was Bolshevist. Plain Bolshevist! And now that the Ruskies have followed suit, I'm damned if I can let the same thing happen here. 

Edmund:   Oh, and what are you going to do about it, sir? Melchett:   I'm going to have a concert party to boost the men's morale. George:   A concert party, well, hurrah! 

Melchett:   You fancy an evening at a concert party, Blackadder? Edmund:   Well frankly sir, I'd rather spend an evening on top of a stepladder in No Man's Land smoking cigarettes through an illuminous balacava. Melchett:   Well, I didn't think it would be your cup of tea, but I do need someone to help me organize it, you know. Obviously not a tough grizzled old soldier like yourself, but some kind of dandified Nancy boy who will be prepared to spend the rest of the war in the London Palladium. Edmund:   The show's going to the London Palladium, sir? Melchett:   Oh yes of course. No good crushing the Revolution over here only to get back home to Blighty and find that everyone's wearing overalls and breaking wind in the palaces of the mighty. 

Edmund:   Good point, sir. 

Melchett:   So the thing is, Blackadder, finding a man to organize a concert party is going too be damn difficult. So, I've come up with rather a cunning set of questions with which to test the candidate's suitability for the job. Edmund:   And what sort of questions would these be, sir? Melchett:   Well, the first question is, 'do you like Charlie Chaplin?' Edmund:   (looks at George) Dismissed, Lieutenant. (George salutes and leaves) 'Do you like Charlie Chaplin?', yes that is a good question for a candidate, ah, to which my answer would of course be, 'yes, I love him, love him, sir, particularly the amusing kicks. 

George:   That's what I said because I thought you said.... Edmund:   (abruptly) Goodbye George. 

Melchett:   And the second question is, 'do you like music hall?' 
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Edmund:   Ah, yes, another good question, sir. Again, my answer would have to be 'yes, absolutely love it.' (mimicking) "Oops, Mr. Rothschild, (??)" Melchett:   Umm, yes. Well, it's in my view, Blackadder, that a person who would answer 'yes' to both questions would be ideal for the jo- (realizes Edmund's early affirmative responses). Wait a minute. Edmund:   What sir? 

Melchett:   (laughs) Why, without knowing it, Blackadder, you've inadvertently shown me that you can do the job. 

Edmund:   Have I sir? 

Melchett:   Yes sir! You have, sir. And I want you to start work straight away. A couple of shows over the weekend and if all goes well, we'll start you off in London next Monday. 

Edmund:   Oh...damn. 

Melchett:   If you need any help fixing and carrying and backstage and so on, I'll lend you my driver if you like. (calls out) Bob?! (a woman enters....the driver Bob) 

Bob:   (militaristically) Driver Parker reporting for duty, sir! Melchett:   Alright, at ease, Bob, stand easy. Captain Blackadder, this is Bob. Edmund:   Bob? 

Bob:   Good morning, sir. 

Edmund:   Unusual name for a girl? 

Melchett:   Oh yes, it would be an unusual name for a girl, but it's a perfectly straightforward name for a young chap like you, eh Bob? Now Bob, I want you to bunk up with Captain Blackadder for a couple of days, alright? Bob:   Yes sir. 

Melchett:   I think you'll find Bob just the man for this job, Blackadder. He has a splendid sense of humor. 

Edmund:   He sir? He? He? 

Melchett:   You see, you're laughing already! Well then, Bob, I'll leave you two together, why don't you get to know each other, play a game of cribbage, have a smoke, something like that. They tell me that Captain Blackadder has rather a good line in rough shag. Um, I'm sure he'd be happy to fill your pipe. Carry on. (exits) Edmund:   So you're a 'chap', are you Bob? 

Bob:   Oh yes, sir. (laughs) 

Edmund:   You wouldn't say you were a girl at all? Bob:   Oh, definitely not, sir. I understand cricket, I fart in bed, everything. Edmund:   Let me put it another way, Bob, you are a girl. And you're a girl with as much talent for disguise as a giraffe in dark glasses trying to get into a 'Polar Bears Only' golf club. 

Bob:   Oh sir, please don't give me away, sir. I just wanted to be like my brothers and join up. I want to see how a real war is fought....so badly. Edmund:   Well, you've come to the right place, Bob. A war hasn't been fought this badly since Olaf the Hairy, Chief of all the Vikings, accidently ordered 80,000 battle helmets with the horns on the inside. Bob:   I want to do my bit for the boys, sir. 

Edmund:   Oh really? 

Bob:   I'll do anything, sir! 

Edmund:   Yes, now keep that to yourself, if I was you. (Edmund and Bob go over repertoire for concert hall show) 
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Edmund:   Alright Bob, the second half start with Corporal Smith and Johnson as the Three Silly Twerps. 

Bob:   Alright, sir. 

Edmund:   The big joke being that there's only two of them. Baldrick:   (laughing) I know that, it always cracks me up, sir. Edmund:   Followed by Baldrick's impersonation of Charlie Chaplin. Bob, take a telegram. 

Bob:   Yes sir. 

Edmund:   Mr. C. Chaplin, Sennett Studios, Hollywood, California. (???) stop. Have discovered only person in the world less funny than you stop. Name Baldrick stop. yours, E. Blackadder stop.' Oh, and put a PS. 'Please please please stop.' Now after that, we have, ladies and gentlemen, the highlight of our show. 

Baldrick:   Ta-da... 

(enter George in drag) 

George:   I feel fantastic! 

Edmund:   Gorgeous Georgina, the traditional soldier's drag act. Baldrick:   You look absolutely lovely, sir. 

Edmund:   Well Baldrick, you are lined (?), blind, or mad. The Lieutenant looks as al soldiers look on these occasions, about as feminine as W. G. Grace. What are you going to give them, George? 

George:   Well, I thought one or two cheeky gags, one followed by 'She was only the ironmonger's daughter but she knew a surprising amount about fish as well'. 

Edmund:   (sarcastic) Inspired. Well, at least you made an effort with the dress, what is your costume, Baldrick? 

Baldrick:   I'm in it, sir. 

Edmund:   I see. So your Charlie Chaplin costume consists of only that hat. Baldrick:   Except that in this box, I've a dead slug as a brilliant false moustache. 

Edmund:   Yes, it's only quite brilliant, I fear. How, for instance, are you to attach it to your face? 

Baldrick:   Well, I was hoping to persuade the slug to cling on, sir. Edmund:   Baldrick, the slug is dead. If it failed to cling on to life, I see no reason that it should cling on to your upper lip. George:   Baldrick, Baldrick come on. Slugs are always a problem. What you do is screw your face up like this you see and you can clamp it between your top lip and your nose. 

Baldrick:   (leaning backward) What? Like this, sir? George:   See, that's it, that's good. Sir, sir, there's a visitor to see you. Edmund:   (faking, but convincing) Good Lord, Mr. Chaplin! This is indeed an honor. Why, this calls for some sort of celebration. Baldrick, Baldrick! George:   Sir, that is extraordinary, because, because this isn't Chaplin at all. This is Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   It is, it's me, sir! 

Edmund:   I know, I know. I was, in fact being sarcastic. George:   Oh, I see. Umm. 

Edmund:   Everything goes above your head, doesn't it, George? You should go to Jamaica and become a limbo dancer. 

(at the concert....backstage, George is seen giving encores) 
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Bob:   They love him, sir. We're a hit! 

Edmund:   Yes, in one short evening, I've become the most successful impresario since the manager of the Roman Coliseum thought of putting the Christians and the lions on the same bill. 

Baldrick:   Sir, some people seem to think I was best! Do you agree? Edmund:   Baldrick, in the Amazonian rain forests, there are tribes of Indians yet untouched by civilization who could develop more convincing Charlie Chaplin impressionists. 

Baldrick:   Thank you very much, sir. 

Bob:   (referring to George a.k.a. Georgina):   He's coming out. George:   What do you think, Bob, one more? God, I love attention! (goes off stage to join Edmund and company) It's in my blood and soul. Baldrick, put this in some water, will you? 

(Baldrick dunks the flowers into the vase upside-down) George:   I need that applause in the same way that a ostler needs his osle. Bob:   Well done, sir! 

George:   (being modest) No, sir, I really, I was hopeless. I mean, tell me honestly, sir, I was, wasn't I? 

Edmund:   Well... 

George:   No, no, no, come on, sir. Out with it, cos I really need to know, I was hopeless. 

Edmund:   No.... 

George:   You're trying to be nice and that's very sweet of you, but sir, please, I can take it. I was hopeless. 

Edmund:   George, you were bloody awful! 

(George sobs.) 

Edmund:   But you can't argue with the box office. Personally, I thought you were the least convincing female impressionist since Tarzan went through Jane's handbag and ate her lipstick. But I'm clearly in the minority. Look out London, here we come! 

(at Melchett's headquarters, 'HQ'. Capt. Darling sits at his desk) Edmund:   Ah, Captain Darling. 

Darling:   Ah, Captain Blackadder. 

Edmund:   I must say, I had an absolutely splendid evening. Oh, glad you enjoyed the show. 

Darling:   The show? I couldn't go to the show. Important regimental business. Edmund:   A lorry load of paper clips arrived? 

Darling:   Two lorry loads, actually. 

Melchett:   (enters) Ah, welcome to the great director, Miestrum. Edmund:   You enjoyed it, sir? 

Melchett:   Well, it was mostly awful, but I enjoyed the slug balance. Edmund:   Private Baldrick, sir. 

Melchett:   That's right, yes. The slug fell off a couple of times, but it was....you can't have everything, can't you? I just suggest a bit more practice and perhaps a sparkly costume for the slug. 

Edmund:   I'll pass that on, sir. 

Melchett:   But I do have certain others reasons for believing the show to be nothing but a triumph. Captain Darling has your travel arrangements, ticket to Dover, rooms at the Ritz and so forth. 

Edmund:   Oh, thank you sir. 
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Melchett:   However, there is one small thing you can do for me. Edmund:   Yes? 

Melchett:   Captain Blackadder, I should esteem it a single honor if you would allow me to escort your leading lady to the regimental ball this evening. Edmund:   My leading lady? 

Melchett:   The fair Georgina. 

Edmund:   Ah, ha-ha, very amusing. 

Melchett:   You think she'll laugh in my face? I'm too old, too crusty? Edmund:   Uh, no, no. It's just as her director, I'm afraid I could not allow it. Melchett:   I can always find another director who would allow it! Edmund:   Quite. I'll see what I can do, but I must insist that she be home by midnight and that there'll be no hanky-panky, sir, whatsoever. Melchett:   I shall, of course, respect your wishes, Blackadder. However I don't think you need to be quite so protective. I'm sure she's a girl with a great deal of spunk than most women you can find. 

Edmund:   Oh, dear me. 

(at the barracks) 

George:   Absolutely not, sir. It's profoundly immoral, and utterly wrong. I will not do it. 

Edmund:   We can always find another leading lady. George:   Well, the dress will need a clean. 

Edmund:   Excellent. Now the important thing is, that Melchett should, under no circumstances, realize that you are a man. 

George:   Yes, yes, I understand that. 

Edmund:   In order to insure this, there are three basic rules. One, you must never, I repeat, never remove your wig. 

George:   Right. 

Edmund:   Second, never say anything. Tell him at the beginning of the evening that you're saving your voice for the opening night in London. George:   Excellent, sir. And what's the third? 

Edmund:   The third is most important, don't get drunk and let him shag you on the veranda. 

(in Melchett's private quarters. The general puts on an impressive be medaled red jacket. Darling is with him.) 

Melchett:   (after a few sounds of self-satisfaction) How do I look, Darling? Darling:   Girl-bait, sir. Pure bloody girl-bait. 

Melchett:   Moustache? Bushy enough? 

Darling:   Like a private hedge, sir. 

Melchett:   Good, because I want to catch a particularly beautiful creature in this bush tonight. 

Darling:   You'll have her coming out of your moustache for a week, sir. Melchett:   God, it's a spankingly beautiful world and tonight's my night. I know what I'll say to her. 'Darling...' 

Darling:   (mistaken that the general's addressing him) Yes sir? Melchett:   What? 

Darling:   Um, I don't know, sir. 

Melchett:   Well don't butt in! (exhales) 'I want to make you happy, darling'. Darling:   Well, that's very kind of you sir. 

Melchett:   Will you kindly stop interrupting? If you don't listen, how can you tell me what you think? (continues) 'I want to make you happy, darling. I want
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to build a nest for your ten tiny toes. I want to cover every inch of your gorgeous body in pepper and sneeze all over you.' Darling:   I really think I must protest! 

Melchett:   What is the matter with you, Darling? Darling:   Well, it's all so sudden, I mean the nest bit's fine, but the pepper business is definitely out! 

Melchett:   How dare you tell me how I may or may not treat my beloved Georgina? 

Darling:   Georgina? 

Melchett:   Yes, I'm working on what to say to her this evening. Darling:   Oh yes. Of course. Thank God. 

Melchett:   Alright? 

Darling:   Yes, I'm listening, sir. 

Melchett:   Honestly Darling, you really are the most graceless, dim-witted pumpkin I ever met. 

Darling:   I don't think you should say that to her. (Melchett groans) 

(at the barracks) 

Edmund:   Where's that George? It's three o'clock in the morning, he should be careful wandering the trench at night with nothing to protect his honor but a cricket box. 

George (entering):   Hello Captain. 

Edmund:   About time, where the hell have you been? George:   Well I don't know, it's all been like a dream, my very first ball. The music, the dancing, the champagne, my mind is a mad world. Half whispered conversation with the promise of indiscretion ever hanging in the air. Edmund:   No, that old stoke Melchett tried for a snog behind the fruit cup. George:   Certainly not! The general behaved like a perfect gentleman. We tired the moon with our talking about everything and nothing. The war, marriage, proposed changes of the LBW rule. 

Edmund:   Melchett isn't married, is he? 

George:   No, no, all his life, he's been waiting to meet the perfect woman. And tonight, he did. 

Edmund:   Some poor unfortunate had Old Walrus-face dribbling in her ear all evening, did she? 

George:   Well yes. As a matter of fact, I did have to drape a napkin over my shoulder, yes. 

Edmund:   George, are you trying to tell me that you're the General's perfect woman? 

George:   Well, yes, I rather think I am. 

Edmund:   Well thank God the horny old blight head didn't ask you to marry him. 

(George stares out to Edmund, affirming this fact in silence) Edmund:   He did?! Well how did you get out of that one? George:   Well, to be honest, sir, I'm not absolutely certain that I did. Edmund:   WHAT?! 

George:   You don't understand what it was like, sir. You know, the candles, the music, the huge moustache, I can't remember it. (?) Edmund:   You said 'yes'? 
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George:   Oh, well he is a general, I didn't really feel I could refuse. He might have me court martial ed. 

Edmund:   Whereas on the other hand, of course, he's going to give you the Victoria Cross when he lifts up your frock on the wedding night and finds himself looking at the blast turkey at the shop. George:   Yes, I, I, I know it's mess, ah but, you see, he got me scriffy and then when he looked into my eyes and said 'Chipmunk, I love you.' Edmund:   CHIPMUNK??? 

George:   It's a special name for me, you see, he says my nose looks just like a chipmunk's. 

Edmund:   Oh God! We're in serious, serious trouble here. If the General ever finds out that Gorgeous Georgina is, in fact, a strapping six footer from the rough end of the trench, which will precipitate the fastest execution since someone said, 'this Guy Fawlkes bloke, do we let him off, or hat?' (phone rings, Edmund answers it) Edmund:   Hello? Yes sir. Straight away sir. (hangs up) That was your fiancee, 'Chipmunk'. He wants to see me. If I should die, think only this of me, 'I'll be back to get ya!'. 

(at HQ again) 

Edmund:   Sir, I can explain everything. 

Melchett:   Can you, Blackadder? Can you? 

Edmund:   Well.....no sir, not really. 

Melchett:   I thought not, I thought not. Who can explain the mysteries of love? I'm in love with Georgina, Blackadder. I'm going to marry her on Saturday and I want you to be my best man. 

Edmund:   I don't think that would be a very good idea, sir. Melchett:   And why not? 

Edmund:   Because there's something wrong with your fiancee, sir. Melchett:   Oh my God, she's not Welsh, is she? Edmund:   No sir. Um, it's a terrible story, but true. Just a few minutes ago Georgina arrived unexpectedly in my trench. She was literally dancing with joy as if something wonderful had happened to her. Melchett:   Makes sense. 

Edmund:   Unfortunately, she was in such a daze, danced straight through the trench and out into No Man's Land. I tried to stop her, but before I could say, 'Don't tread on a mine', she trod on a mine. 

(Melchett starts to sob) 

Edmund:   When I say 'a mine', it was a cluster of mines, and she was blown to smithereens, rocketed up into the air, said something I couldn't quite catch, totally incomprehensible to me, something like, 'Tell him, his little chipmunk will love him forever'. 

(Melchett howls in sadness) 

Darling:   It's heartbreaking, sir. 

Edmund:   I'm sorry sir. 

Melchett:   (recovering) Oh well, can't be helped, can't be helped. Darling:   Jolly bad luck, sir. Of course, on top of everything else, without your leading lady, you won't be able to put on your show. So no show, no London Palladium. 

Edmund:   On the contrary, I'm simply intending to rename it, the Georgina Melchett Memorial Show. 
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Melchett:   Oh no, Georgina was the only thing that made the show come alive. Apart from her, it was all awful! 

Darling:   Awful! 

Melchett:   You'll never find a girl like Georgina by tomorrow. Edmund:   Well, it's funny you should say that sir, because I think I already have. 

Melchett:   Who is she? 

Darling:   Who is she? 

(back at the barracks) 

George:   (as his 'normal' male self) So, come on, sir, who is she? Edmund:   Well, that's the problem. I haven't a bloody clue! The only exacting woman around here is carved out of stone called 'Venus' and is standing in a fountain in the town square with water coming out of her armpits. George:   So we're a bit stuck. 

Bob:   (passing through) Morning chaps. 

Edmund and George:   Morning Bob. 

Edmund:   You can say that again, George. We're in a stickier situation since Sticky the Stick Insect got stuck on a sticky bun. We are in trouble. (enter Baldrick in drag) 

Baldrick:   No anymore sir. May I present my cunning plan. Edmund:   Don't be ridiculous, Baldrick. Can you sing, can you dance? Or are you offering to be sawn in half? 

Baldrick:   I don't think those things are important in a modern marriage, sir. I offer simple home cooking. 

Edmund:   Our plan is to find a new leading lady for our show. What is your plan? 

Baldrick:   My plan is that I will marry General Melchett. I am the other woman. George:   Well, congratulations Baldrick. I hope you will be very happy. Baldrick:   I will, sir, cos when I get back from honeymoon, I will be a member of the aristocracy and you will have to call me 'Milady'. Edmund:   What happened to your Revolutionary principles, Baldrick? I thought you hated the aristocracy. 

Baldrick:   I'm working to bring down the system from within, sir. I'm a sort of a Frozen Horse. 

Edmund:   Trojan House, Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   Anyway, I can't see what's so stupid about marry into wealth for money and not having to sleep in a puddle. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, NO! It's the worst plan since Abraham Lincoln said, 'Oh I'm sick of kicking around the house tonight. Let's take in a show.' And for a start, General Melchett is in mourning for the woman of his dreams. He's unlikely to be in the mood to marry a two legged badger wrapped in a curtain.. Anyway we are looking for a great entertainer and you're the worst entertainer since St. Paul the Evangelist toured Palestine with his trampoline act. Nah, we have to find somebody else. 

George:   What about Corporal Cartwright, sir? Edmund:   Corporal Cartwright looks like an orangutang. I've heard of the Bearded Lady, but the All Over Body Hair Lady simply just isn't on. George:   Willis? 

Edmund:   Too short. 

George:   Petheridge? 
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Edmund:   Too old. 

George:   Taplowe? 

Edmund:   Too dead. Ah, this is hopeless. There just isn't anyone! (Bob is heard singing) 

Bob:   'Goodbyeee, goodbyeee, wipe the tear, baby dear, from your eyeee'. Edmund:   What am I doing? (calls out) Bob! 

Bob:   (naked but for a towel):   Sir? 

George:   What a brilliant idea! Bob, can you think of anyone who can be our leading lady? 

(at another concert performance) 

George:   What do you think, Bob, one more? 

Bob:   No George, always leave them hungry. 

Edmund:   Congratulations, Bob. I must admit, I thought you were bloody marvelous. 

Bob:   Thank you sir. Permission to slip into something more uncomfortable, sir. 

Edmund:   Permission granted. 

Baldrick:   Oh sir, it's going to be wonderful. Not just for me, but for my little partner, Graham. Doing our tour halfway 'round the world. Edmund:   Yes, from Shaftesbury Avenue to the Cote du Jour, they'll be saying, 'I like the little black one, but who's that burkey sitting on it?' Baldrick:   I'm not with you, sir. 

Edmund:   No, of course not. But don't worry, we'll have years in luxury hotels for me to explain. Now get packing, get packing. The train leaves at six and we're going to be on it. 

Darling:   (entering) Blackadder. 

Edmund:   Ah Darling, everything alright? 

Darling:   Oh yes. 

Edmund:   Got the tickets? 

Darling:   Oh yes. 

Melchett:   (calling, enters) Blackadder!? 

Edmund:   Oh hi, General. Enjoy the show? 

Melchett:   Don't be ridiculous, the worst evening I've ever spent in my life! (paces forward toward Edmund) 

Edmund:   (pacing backward) I'm sorry? 

Melchett:   (yells) Will you stand still when I'm talking to you! If by a man's works you knew him then you were a steaming pile of horse manure. Edmund:   But surely, sir, the show was a triumph. Melchett:   (yells real loud) TRIUMPH? The Three Twerps were one Twerp short, again; the Slug Balancer seems now to be doing some feeble impression of Buster Keaton; and worst of all, the crowning turd in the water pipe, that revolting drag act in the end. 

Edmund:   Drag? 

Melchett:   Yes, poor Bob Parker's been made to look a total ass! With that reedy voice and that stupid effeminate dancing. Darling:   So the show's canceled, permanently. (rips up plane tickets) Edmund:   But what about the men's morale, sir, with the Russians out of the war and everything? 

Melchett:   Oh for goodness sake, Blackadder, have you been living in a cave? The American joined the war yesterday. 
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Edmund:   So how is that going to improve the men's morale, sir? Melchett:   OOooooohhh, because you jibbering imbecile, they've brought with them the largest collection of Charlie Chaplin films in existence. I've lost patience with you. Fill him in, Darling. (exits) Darling:   We received a telegram this morning from Mr. Chaplin himself, at Sennett Studios:   (reads) 'Twice nightly screening of my films in trenches, excellent idea stop. But must insist E. Blackadder be projectionist. Oh PS, don't let him ever stop.' 

Edmund:   Oh great. 

Darling:   No hard feelings, Blackadder. 

Edmund:   Not at all Darling. Uh, care for a licorice Alsop? Darling:   (accepts it....which turns out to be Baldrick's dead slug) Well, thank you. (eats it) 

 

Episode 4 - "Private Plane"

Scene 1:   Edmund:  's Dugout -------------------- 

[Edmund is listening to his phonograph. Artillery firing outside is causing the record to skip frequently. Annoyed, Edmund storms outside.] Scene 2:   In The Trench ---------------------- 

[Lt. George is in the trench, peering through a pair of binoculars across No Man's Land.] 

Edmund:   Oh, God, why do they bother? 

George:   Well, it's to kill Jerry, isn't it, Sir? 

Edmund:   Yes, but Jerry is safe underground in concrete bunkers. We've shot off over a million cannon shells and what's the result? One dachshund with a slight limp! 

[Edmund yells at the artillery.] 

Edmund:   Shut up! 

[Artillery ceases. George looks bemused.] 

Edmund:   Thank you! Right, I'm off to bed where I intend to sleep until my name changes to Rip Van Adder. 

[Edmund goes into his dugout.] 

Scene 3:   Edmund's Dugout -------------------- 

[The phonograph is still playing. Edmund stops it and lies down on his cot. An instant after his head touches the pillow there is the sound of aircraft and gunfire from outside. Edmund rises from his cot.] Edmund:   Oh, God! Bloody Germans! They can't take a joke, can they? Just because we take a few pot-shots at them, they have to have an air-raid to get their own back. Where are our air force? 

[Edmund moves over to the table. A field-telephone sits on the table] Edmund:   They're meant to defend us against this sort of thing. [Noise outside continues. Edmund puts on steel helmet, picks up telephone and dives under the table.] 

Edmund:   Right, that's it! 

[Picks up receiver.] 
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Edmund:   Hello? Yes, yes, I'd like to leave a message for the head of the Flying Corps, please. That's Air Chief Marshall Sir Hugh Massingburg-Massingburg, VC, DFC and bar. Message reads "Where are you, you bastard?" [Private Baldrick enters the dugout.] 

Baldrick Here I am, Sir. 

[Edmund puts down the receiver.] 

Edmund:   For God's sake, Baldrick, take cover. Baldrick:   Why's that, Sir? 

Edmund:   Because there's an air-raid going on and I don't want to have to write to your mother at London Zoo and tell her that her only human child is dead. 

[Baldrick moves under the table with Edmund] Baldrick:   All right, Sir. It's just that I didn't know there was an air-raid on. I couldn't hear anything over the noise of the terrific display by our wonderful boys of the Royal Flying Corps, Sir. 

Edmund:   What? 

[George enters the dugout.] 

George:   I say, those chaps can't half thunder in their airborne steeds, can't they just? 

[George notices Edmund and Baldrick cowering under the table.] George:   Oh, hello, what's going on here? Game of hide and seek? Excellent! Right now, I'll go and count to a hundred. Er, no. Better make it five, actually . . . 

Edmund:   George . . . 

George:   Er. Oh, it's sardines. Oh, excellent! That's my favourite one, that. [Edmund rises from under the table.] 

Edmund:   George . . . 

George:   Yes, Sir? 

Edmund:   Shut up, and never say anything again as long as you live. George:   Right you are, Sir. 

[Edmund removes helmet. Gerge is quiet for a few seconds.] George:   Crikey, but what a show it was, Sir. Lord Flashheart's Flying Aces. How we cheered when they spun. How we shouted when they dived. How we applauded when one chap got sliced in half by his own propeller. Well, it's all part of the joke for those magnificent men in their flying machines. [Sound of plane plummeting, then crashing outside.] Edmund:   For `magnificent men', read `biggest showoffs since Lady Godiva entered the Royal Enclosure at Ascot claiming she had literally nothing to wear'. I don't care how many times they go up-diddly-up-up, they're still gits! Baldrick:   Oh, come on, Sir! I'd love to be a flier. Up there where the air is clear. 

Edmund:   The chances of the air being clear anywhere near you, Baldrick, are zero! 

Baldrick:   Oh, Sir. It'd be great, swooping and diving. [Baldrick starts his impression of a Sopwith Camel.] Edmund:   Baldrick . . . 

[Baldrick drones on . . .] 

Edmund:   Baldrick . . . 

[Baldrick stops droning on as Edmund interjects a third time.] Edmund:   Baldrick, what are you doing? 
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Baldrick:   I'm a Sopwith Camel, Sir. 

Edmund:   Oh, it is a Sopwith Camel. Ah, right, I always get confused between the sound of a Sopwith Camel and the sound of a malodourous runt wasting everybodys time. Now if you can do without me in the nursery for a while, I'm going to get some fresh air. 

[Edmund leaves the dugout, picking up his pipe on the way out.] Scene 4:   In The Trench ---------------------- 

[As he emerges from the dugout Edmund sighs and prepares to light his pipe. Squadron Commander Lord Flashheart jumps down from his crashed plane.] Flashheart:   Ha! Eat knuckle, Fritz! 

[Flashheart knocks Edmund to the ground with his pistol, then put a foot on Edmund's chest.] 

Flashheart:   Aha! How disgusting. A Boche on the sole of my boot. I shall have to find a patch of grass to wipe it on. Probably get shunned in the Officers' Mess. Sorry about the pong you fellows, trod in a Boche and can't get rid of the whiff. 

[Edmund rises.] 

Edmund:   Do you think we could dispense with the hilarious doggy-do metaphor for a moment? I'm not a Boche. This is a British trench. [Flashheart puts his pistol away.] 

Flashheart:   Is it? Oh, that's a piece of luck. Thought I'd landed sausage-side! Ha! 

[Flashheart picks up the receiver of a field-telephone lying by the dugout entrance.] 

Flashheart:   Mind if I use your phone? If word gets out that I'm missing, five hundred girls will kill themselves. I wouldn't want them on my conscience, not when they ought to be on my face! Huh! 

[Flashheart kicks the phone into action.] 

Flashheart:   Hi, Flashheart here. Yeah, cancel the state funeral, tell the King to stop blubbing. Flash is not dead. I simply ran out of juice! Yeah, and before all the girls start saying "Oh, what's the point of living anymore", I'm talking about petrol! Woof, woof! Yeah, I dumped the kite on the proles, so send a car. Er, General Melchett's driver should do. She hangs around with the big nobs, so she'll be used to a fellow like me! Woof, woof! 

Edmund:   Look, do you think you could make your obscene phone call somewhere else? 

[Flashheart is still on the phone and ignores Edmund.] Flashheart:   No, not in half an hour, you rubber-desk johnny. Send the bitch with the wheels right now or I'll fly back to England and give your wife something to hang her towels on. [Flashheart throws down the receiver.] Flashheart:   Okay, dig out your best booze and let's talk about me 'til the car comes. You must be pretty impressed having Squadron Commander the Lord Flashheart drop in on your squalid bit of line. 

Edmund:   Actually, no. I was more impressed by the contents of my handkerchief the last time I blew my nose. 

Flashheart:   Yeah, like hell. Huh, huh. You've probably got little piccies of me on the walls of your dugout, haven't you? 

[Flashheart tickles the front of Edmund's trousers.] Flashheart:   I bet you go all girly and giggly every time you look at me. [Flashheart twists Edmund's John Thomas. Edmund (naturally) screams.] 
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Edmund:   I'm afraid not. Unfortunately, most of the infantry think you're a prat. Ask them who they'd prefer to meet:   Squadron Commander Flashheart and the man who cleans out the public toilets in Aberdeen, and they'd go for Wee Jock "Poo-Pong" McPlop, every time. 

[Flashheart laughs, then belts Edmund, knocking him to the floor. Flashheart goes into the dugout.] 

Scene 5:   Edmund's Dugout -------------------- 

[George and Baldrick are discussing the Flying Aces.] George:   . . . so when that fellow looped-the-loop, I honestly thought that, that, that . . . 

[Flashheart enters, saluting. George sees him. Edmund enters behind Flashheart.] 

George:   My God! 

Flashheart:   Yes, I suppose I am. 

George:   Lord Flashheart, this is the greatest honour of my life. I hope I snuff it right now to preserve this moment forever. 

Edmund:   It can be arranged. 

Baldrick:   Lord Flashheart, I want to learn to write so I can send a letter home about this golden moment. 

Flashheart:   So all the fellows hate me, eh? Not a bit of it. I'm your bloody hero, eh, old scout? [Flashheart playfully scuffs up Baldrick's hair, then notices that this action has left something unpleasant on his glove.] Flashheart:   Jesus! 

[Flashheart wipes his glove on Edmund's shirt.] Baldrick:   My Lord, I've got every cigarette card they ever printed of you. My whole family took up smoking just so that we could get the whole set. My grandmother smoked herself to death so we could afford the album. Flashheart:   Of course she did, of course she did, the poor love-crazed old octogenarian. 

[Flashheart moves to hug and kiss Baldrick, then thinks better of it.] Flashheart:   Well, all right, you fellows. Let's sit us down and yarn about how amazingly attractive I am. 

Edmund:   Yes, would you excuse me for a moment? I've got some urgent business. There's a bucket outside I've got to be sick into. [Flashheart takes the mickey out of Edmund's holier-than-thou attitude.] Flashheart:   All right, you chaps, let's get comfy. [Flashheart sits down in chair. George sits down on Edmund's cot. Flashheart turns to Baldrick.] 

Flashheart:   You look like a decent British bloke. I'll park the old booties on you if that's okay. 

Baldrick:   It would be an honour, my Lord. 

[Baldrick kneels down on all fours in front of Flashheart.] Flashheart:   Of course it would! Ha! 

[Flashheart rests his feet on Baldrick's back and sighs.] Flashheart:   Have you any idea what it's like to have the wind rushing through your hair? 

George:   No, Sir. 

[Flashheart breaks wind in Baldrick's face.] 

Flashheart:   He has! 

Scene 6:   Edmund's Dugout -------------------- 
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[Some time has elapsed. Flashheart is regaling an enthralled George with stories. Edmund is reading a copy of `King and Country' at the table, uninterested in what Flashheart has to say.] 

Flashheart:   . . . so I flew straight through her bedroom window, poppd a box of chocs on the dressing table, machine-gunned my telephone number into the wall, and then shot off and shagged her sister. [As George creases up, Bobby Parkhurst enters the dugout.] Bobby:   Ahem. Driver Parkhurst reporting for duty, my Lord . . . Flashheart:   Well, well, well. If it isn't little Bobby Parkhurst-- saucier than a direct hit on a Heinz factory. 

Bobby:   I've come to pick you up. 

Flashheart:   Well, that's how I like my girls--direct and to my point. Woof! Bobby:   Woof! 

[Flashheart removes his feet from Baldrick, grabs Bobby and puts her across his lap and begins to snog her. During the snog Edmund sarcastically checks his watch.] 

Flashheart:   Ah! Tally ho, then! Back to the bar. You should join the Flying Corps, George. That's the way to fight a war. Tasty tuck, soft beds and a uniform so smart it's got a PhD from Cambridge. [Flashheart gestures at Baldrick.] 

Flashheart:   You could even bring the breath monster here. Anyone can be a navigator if he can tell his arse from his elbow. Edmund:   Well, that's Baldrick out, I fear . . . 

Flashheart:   We're always looking for talented types to join the Twenty Minuters. 

Edmund:   . . . and there goes George. 

[Flashheart rises from the chair, lifting Bobby in his arms.] Flashheart:   Tally ho, then, Bobby. Hush, here comes a whizz-bang and I think you know what I'm talking about! Woof! 

Bobby:   Woof! 

[Flashheart and Bobby leave.] 

Edmund:   God, it's like Crufts in here! 

[Baldrick and George stand.] 

George:   I say, Sir. What a splendid notion. The Twenty Minuters. Soft tucker, tasty beds, fluffy uniforms. 

Baldrick:   Begging your permission, Sir, but why do they call them the Twenty Minuters? 

George:   Ah, now, yes, . . . 

[George moves across the dugout to get his card album.] George:   . . . now this one is in my Brooke Bond `Book of the Air'. [George returns to the cot and sits down.] 

George:   Now, you have to collect all the cards and then stick them into this wonderful presentation booklet. Er . . . 

[Baldrick sits down next to George.] 

George:   Ah, here we are:   Twenty Minuters. Oh, damn! Haven't got the card yet. Ah, but the caption says `Twenty minutes is the average amount of time new pilots spend in the air.' 

Edmund:   Twenty minutes. 

George:   That's right, Sir. 
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Edmund:   I had a twenty hour watch yesterday, with four hours overtime, in two feet of water. 

[George, then Baldrick, rise from the cot and move to the table.] George:   Well then, for goodness sake, Sir, why don't we join? Baldrick:   Yeah, be better than just sitting around here all day on our elbows. Edmund:   No thank you. No thank you. I have no desire to hang around with a bunch of upper-class delinquents, do twenty minutes work, and then spend the rest of the day loafing about in Paris drinking gallons of champagne and having dozens of moist, pink, highly-experienced young French peasant girls galloping up and down my . . . Hang on! 

Scene 7:   Captain Darling's Office --------------------------------- [Captain Darling is writing at his desk. There is a knock at the office door.] Darling:   Come! 

[Edmund enters the office.] 

Darling:   Ah, Captain Blackadder. 

Edmund:   Good morning, Captain Darling. 

Darling:   What do you want? 

Edmund:   You're looking so well. 

Darling:   I'm a busy man, Blackadder. Let's hear it, whatever it is. Edmund:   Well, you know, Darling, every . . . every man has a dream . . . Darling:   Hmmm . . . 

Edmund:   . . . and when I was a small boy, I used to watch the marsh warblers swooping in my mothers undercroft, and I remember thinking `Will men ever dare do the same?' And you know . . . 

[Darling rises from his desk.] 

Darling:   Oh, you want to join the Royal Flying Corps? Edmund:   Oh, that's a thought. Could I? 

Darling:   No, you couldn't! Goodbye! 

[Darling sits back down.] 

Edmund:   Look, come on, Darling, just give me an application form. Darling:   It's out of the question. This is simply a ruse to waste five months of training after which you'll claim you can't fly after all because it makes your ears go `pop'. Come on, I wasn't born yesterday, Blackadder. Edmund:   More's the pity, we could have started your personality from scratch. So, the training period is five months, is it? Darling:   It's no concern of yours if it's five years and comes with a free holiday in Tunisia, contraceptives supplied. Besides, they wouldn't admit you. It's not easy getting transfers, you know. 

[Darling returns to his work.] 

Edmund:   Oh, you've tried it yourself, have you? [Darling breaks his pencil.] 

Darling:   No, I haven't. 

Edmund:   Trust you to try and skive off to some cushy option. Darling:   There's nothing cushy about life in the Womens Auxiliary Balloon Corps. 

[Edmund raises his eyebrows at this.] 

Darling:   Ah . . . 

[The door to General Melchett's office opens and the General and George enter. Edmund and Darling snap to attention. Edmund salutes.] 
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George:   . . . and then the bishop said "I'm awfully sorry, I didn't realise you meant organist." 

[Melchett chortles.] 

Melchett:   Thank you, George. At ease, everyone. Now, where's my map? Come on. 

Darling:   Sir! 

[Darling hands Melchett his map.] 

Melchett:   Thank you. 

[Melchett unfurls the map the wrong way.] 

Melchett:   God, it's a barren, featureless desert out there, isn't it. Darling:   The other side, Sir! 

[Melchett turns the map over. Edmund turns to George.] Edmund:   Hello, George. What are you doing here? George:   Me, Sir? I just popped in to join the Royal Flying Corps. [Melchett looks up from his map.] 

Melchett:   Hello, Blackadder. What are you doing here? Edmund:   Me, Sir? I just popped in to join the Royal Flying Corps. Darling:   And, of course, I said . . . 

Melchett:   Bravo, I hope, Darling. Because, you know, I've always had my doubts about you trenchy-type fellows. Always suspected there might be a bit too much of the battle-dodging, nappy-wearing, I'd-rather-have-a-cup-of-tea-than-charge-stark-naked-at-Jerry about you. But if you're willing to join the Twenty Minuters then you're all right by me and welcome to marry my sister any day. 

Darling:   Are you sure about this, Sir? 

Melchett:   Certainly, you should hear the noise she makes when she eats a boiled egg. Be glad to get her out of the house. So, report back here 09:  00 hours for your basic training. 

Scene 8:   Captain Darling's Office --------------------------------- [It is the next morning. Darling's office has been set out with chairs and there is a blackboard with a chalk picture of a Sopwith Camel on it. Edmund and George are in the front row of seats. There are three other trainees. Darling is at his desk at the back.] 

George:   Crikey! I'm looking forward to today. Up-diddly-up, down-diddly-down, whoops-poop, twiddly-dee, a decent scrap with the fiendish Red Baron, a bit of a jolly old crash landing behind enemy lines, capture, torture, escape and then back home in time for tea andmedals. Edmund:   George, who's using the family brain-cell at the moment? This is just the beginning of the training. The beginning of five long months of very clever, very dull men looking at machinery. 

[Flashheart is heard in the corridor.] 

Flashheart:   Hey, girls! Look at my machinery! [The sound of screaming women is heard from the corridor. Flashheart enters Darling's office, zipping up his fly. He is carrying a stick. All present rise to attention.] 

Flashheart:   Enter a man who has no underwear. Ask me why. All except Edmund:   Why do you have no underwear, Lord Flash? Flashheart:   Because the pants haven't been built yet that'll take the job on. [Flashheart performs a groinal thrust.] 
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Flashheart:   And that's the type of guy who's doing the training around here. Sit down! 

[All sit. Flashheart notices Edmund.] 

Flashheart:   Well, well, well, well, well. If it isn't old Captain Slack Bladder. Edmund:   Blackadder. 

Flashheart:   Couldn't resist it, eh, Slack Bladder? Told you you thought I was great. All right men, let's do-oo-oo it! The first thing to remember is:   always treat your kite . . . 

[Flashheart taps the picture of the Sopwith Camel with his stick.] Flashheart:   . . . like you treat your woman! 

[Flashheart whips the air with his cane.] 

George:   How, how do you mean, Sir? Do you mean, do you mean take her home at weekends to meet your mother? 

Flashheart:   No, I mean get inside her five times a day and take her to heaven and back. 

[George smirks.] 

Edmund:   I'm beginning to see why the Suffragette Movement want the vote. Flashheart:   Hey, hey! Any bird who wants to chain herself to my railings and suffer a jet movement gets my vote. Er, right. Well, I'll see you in ten minutes for take-off. 

[Flashheart begins to leave.] 

Edmund:   Hang on, hang on! What about the months of training? Flashheart:   Hey, wet-pants! This isn't the Women's Auxiliary Balloon Corps. You're in the Twenty Minuters now. 

[Darling stands up.] Darling:   Er, Sir . . . 

Flashheart:   Yes . . . 

Darling:   . . . Sir! 

Flashheart:   . . . Prat at the back! 

Darling:   I think we'd all be intrigued to know why you're called the Twenty Minuters. 

George:   Oh, Mister Thicko. Imagine not knowing that. Flashheart:   Well, it's simple! The average life expectancy for a new pilot is twenty minutes. 

Darling:   Ah . . . 

[Darling sits.] 

Edmund:   Life expectancy . . . of twenty minutes . . . Flashheart:   That's right. Goggles on, chocks away, last one back's a homo! Hurray! 

[Flashheart runs out of the room.] 

Trainee Pilots:   Hurray! 

[Trainee Pilots run after Flashheart.] 

Edmund:   So, we take off in ten minutes, we're in the air for twenty minutes, which means we should be dead by twenty five to ten. George:   Hairy blighters, Sir. This is a bit of a turn-up for the plus fours. [Darling rises and moves to the door.] 

Darling:   I shouldn't worry about it too much, Blackadder. Flying's all about navigation. As long as you've got a good navigator I'm sure you'll be fine. [Darling sniggers as he opens the door to reveal Baldrick in flying gear. Baldrick enters. Darling leaves.] 

Scene 9:   In The Air ------------------- 
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[Edmund and Baldrick are flying in a Sopwith Camel. George is another Camel.] 

Edmund:   Actually, they're right. This is a doddle. Baldrick:   Careful, Sir! 

Edmund:   Whoops, whoops, a little wobble there. I'll get the hang of it, don't worry. All right, Baldrick, how many rounds have we got? Baldrick:   Er, five hundred, Sir. Cheeseand tomato for you, rat for me. George:   Tally-bally ho! 

Baldrick:   What's this? 

[Baldrick climbs out of his seat.] 

Edmund:   Baldrick! Baldrick! Will you stop arsing about and get back in the plane! 

Baldrick:   Ooh, ooh, ooh! Hey, Sir, I can see a pretty red plane from up here. Ha ha! Woo woo! 

von Richthoven:   Schnell! Da unten! Ha ha ha! [von Richthoven shoots out one of the wing-supports on Blackadders aircraft.] Edmund:   Oh no! Watch out, Baldrick, it's stood right on our tail. Yes, now this is developing into a distinctly boring situation, but we're still on our side of the line so I'll crash-land and claim my ears went `pop' first time out. Baldrick:   Ooh, let's hope we fall on something soft! Edmund:   Fine. I'll try and aim between General Melchett's ears! Scene 10:   A German Prison Cell ------------------------------ [Edmund is pacing about the cell. Baldrick is seated.] Edmund:   I don't believe it. A German prison cell. For two and a half years the Western Front has been as likely to move as a Frenchman who lives next door to a brothel, and last night the Germans advance a mile and we land on the wrong side. 

Baldrick:   Ooh, dear, Captain B, my tummy's gone all squirty. Edmund:   That means you're scared, Baldrick, and you're not the only one. I couldn't be more petrified if a wild rhinoceros had just come home from a hard day at the swamp and found me wearing his pyjamas, smoking his cigars and in bed with his wife. 

Baldrick:   I've heard what these Germans will do, Sir. They'll have their wicked way with anything of woman-born. 

Edmund:   Well, in that case, Baldrick, you're quite safe. However, the Teutonic reputation for brutality is well-foundd:   their operas last three or four days; and they have no word for `fluffy'. 

Baldrick:   I want my mum! 

Edmund:   Yes, it'd be good to see her. I should imagine a maternally-outraged gorilla could be a useful ally when it comes to the final scrap. [Footsteps are heard outside the cell.] 

Edmund:   Prepare to die like a man, Baldrick. 

[Baldrick stands.] 

Edmund:   Or as close as you can come to a man without actually shaving the palms of your hands. 

[The door opens and Oberleutnant von Gerhardt enters.] von Gerhardt:   Good evening. I am Oberleutnant von Gerhardt. I have a message from the Baron von Richthoven, the greatest living German. 
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Edmund:   Which, considering that his competition consists entirely of very fat men in leather shorts burping to the tune of `She'll Be Coming Round The Mountain', is no great achievement. 

von Gerhardt:   Quiet! 

[von Gerhardt slaps Baldrick across the face. Baldrick falls against the wall.] Edmund:   And what is your message? 

von Gerhardt:   It is:   Prepare for a fate worse than death, English flying fellow. 

Edmund:   Oh. So, it's the traditional warm German welcome. von Gerhardt: Correct. Also, he is saying:   Do not try to escape or you will suffer even worse. 

Edmund:   A fate worse than a fate worse than death? Sounds pretty bad. Scene 11:   Captain Darling's Office ---------------------------------- [George and Darling are arguing loudly, there is confused chatter.] George:   Yes well, you see, it's all very well for you, isn't it, sitting here behind yer, behind yer, behind yer comfy desk. 

Darling:   Don't you take that tone with me, Lieutenant, or I'll have you on a charge for insurbordination. 

George:   Well, I'd rather be on a charge fr insubordination than on a charge of deserting a friend. 

Darling:   How dare you talk to me like that! 

George:   How dare I . . .? 

[General Melchett, attracted by the noise, enters from his office.] Melchett: Now, then, now then, now, now, then, now then, now then, then now, now, now then. What's going on here? 

Darling:   That damn fool Blackadder has crashed his plane behind enemy lines, Sir. This young idiot wants to go and try rescue him. It's a total waste of men and equipment. 

George:   He's not a damn fool, Sir, he's a bally hero. Melchett:   All right. All right, all right, all right. I'll deal with this, Darling. Delicate touch needed, I fancy. 

[Melchett takes George over to the fireplace.] 

Melchett:   Now, George. Do you remember when I came down to visit you when you were a nipper for your sixth birthday? You used to have a lovely little rabbit. Beautiful little thing. Do you remember? George:   Flossy. 

Melchett:   That's right. Flossy. Do you remember what happened to Flossy? George:   You shot him. Melchett:   That's right. It was the kindest thing to do after he'd been run over by that car. 

George:   By your car, Sir. 

Melchett:   Yes, by my car. But that too was an act of mercy when you would remember that that dog had been set on him. 

George:   Your dog, Sir. 

Melchett:   Yes, yes, my dog. But what I'm trying to say, George, is that the state young Flossy was in after we'd scraped him off my front tyre is very much the state that young Blackadder will be in now. If not very nearly dead, then very actually dead. 

George:   Permission for lip to wobble, Sir? 

Melchett:   Permission granted. 

[George's lips wobble.] 
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Mlchett Stout fellow. 

George:   But surely, Sir, you must allow me to at least try and save him. Melchett:   No, George. It would be as pointless as trying to teach a woman the value of a good, forward defensive stroke. Besides, it would take a superman to get him out of there, not the kind of weed who blubs just because somebody gives him a slice of rabbit pie instead of birthday cake. George:   Well, I suppose you're right, Sir. 

Melchett:   Course I am. Now let's talk about something more jolly, shall we? Look, this is the amount of land we've recaptured since yesterday. [Melchett and George move over to the map table.] George:   Oh, excellent. 

Melchett:   Erm, what is the actual scale of this map, Darling? Darling:   Erm, one-to-one, Sir. 

Melchett:   Come again? 

Darling:   Er, the map is actually life-size, Sir. It's superbly detailed. Look, look, there's a little worm. 

Melchett:   Oh, yes. So the actual amount of land retaken is? [Darling whips out a tape measure amd measures the table.] Darling:   Excuse me, Sir. Seventeen square feet, Sir. Melchett:   Excellent. So you see, young Blackadder didn't die horribly in vain after all. 

George:   If he did die, Sir. 

Darling:   Tch! 

Melchett:   That's the spirit, George. If nothing else works, then a total pig-headed unwillingness to look facts in the face will see us through. Scene 12:   A German Prison Cell ------------------------------ [Edmund is seated. Baldrick is sitting on the floor. There is a jangling of keys, the cell door opens and the Red Baron enters.] von Richthoven:   So! I am the Red Baron von Richthoven and you are the two English flying aces responsible for the spilling of the precious German blood of many of y finest and my blondest friends. I have waited many months to do this. [von Richthoven kisses Edmund on both cheeks.] Edmund:   You may have been right, Balders. Looks like we're going to get rogered to death after all. 

Baldrick:   Do you want me to go first, Sir? 

[von Richthoven laughs.] 

von Richthoven:   You English and your sense of humour. During your brief stay I look forward to learning more of your wit, your punning and your amusing jokes about the breaking of the wind. 

Edmund:   Well, Baldrick's the expert there. 

Baldrick:   I certainly am, Sir. 

[von Richthoven laughs.] 

von Richthoven:   How lucky you English are to find the toilet so amusing. For us, it is a mundane and functional item. For you, the basis of an entire culture. [Baldrick laughs, von Richthoven slaps him in the face.] von Richthoven:   I must now tell you of the full horror of what awaits you. Edmund:   Ah, you see, Balders. Dress it up in any amount of pompous verbal diarrhoea, and the message is `Squareheads down for the big Boche gang-bang'. 
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von Richthoven:   As an officer and a gentleman, you will be looking forward to a quick and noble death. 

Edmund:   Well, obviously. 

von Richthoven:   But, instead, an even worse fate awaits you. Tomorrow, you will be taken back to Germany . . . 

Edmund:   Here it comes! 

von Richthoven:   . . . to a convent school, outside Heidelberg, where you will spend the rest of the war teaching the young girls home economics. Edmund:   Er . . . 

von Richthoven:   For you, as a man of honour, the humiliation will be unbearable. 

Edmund:   Oh, I think you'll find we're tougher than you imagine. von Richthoven:   Ha! I can tell how much you are suffering by your long faeces. 

Edmund:   We're not suffeing too much to say `thank you'. Thank you. Say `thank you', Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   Thank you, Baldrick. 

[von Richthoven laughs.] 

von Richthoven:   How amusing. But now, forgive me. I must take to the skies once again. Very funny. The noble Lord Flashheart still eludes me. Edmund:   I think you'll find he's overrated. Bad breath and . . . impotent, they say. 

[von Richthoven laughs.] von Richthoven:   Sexual innuendo. [von Richthoven laughs.] 

von Richthoven:   But enough of this. As you say in England, I must fly. [von Richthoven laughs.] 

von Richthoven:   Perhaps I will master this humour after all, ja? Edmund:   I wouldn't be too optomistic. 

von Richthoven:   Oh, and the little fellow, if you get lonely in the night, I'm in the old chateau. There's no pressure. 

[von Richthoven starts to leave. As he moves up the steps to the cell door he prat-falls and laughs.] 

von Richthoven:   Prat-fall! 

[von Richthoven leaves the cell, laughing as he goes.] Baldrick:   Is it really true, Sir? Is the war really over for us? Edmund:   Yup! Out of the war and teaching nuns how to boil eggs. For us, the Great War is finito. A war that would be a damn sight simpler if we'd just stayed in England and shot fifty thousand of our men a week. No more mud, death, rats, bombs, shrapnel, whizz-bangs, barbed wire and those bloody awful songs that have the word `whoops' in the title. 

[Edmund notices that the cell door has been left ajar.] Edmund:   Oh, damn! He's, he's left the door open. Baldrick:   Oh, good! We can escape, Sir. 

Edmund:   Are you mad, Baldrick? I'll find someone to lock it for us. [Edmund opens the door to find George standing there.] George:   Ssh! Keep-ee! Mum's the word! Not 'arf, or what? [Edmund shuts the door in George's face.] 

Baldrick:   Sir, why did you just slm the door on Lieutenant George? Edmund:   I can't believe it. Go away! 

[George pushes the door open and enters the cell.] 
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George:   It's me. It's me. 

Edmund:   But what the hell are you doing here? George:   Oh, never mind the hows, and the whys and the do-you-mind-if-I-don'ts. 

Edmund:   But it would have taken a superman to get in here. George:   Well, it's funny you should say that, because as it happens I did have some help from a rather spiffing bloke. He's taken a break from some crucial top-level shagging. 

[Flashheart smashes through the cell door, swinging on a rope. As he lands, he trumpets his own arrival.] 

Flashheart:   It's me. Hurray! 

George and Baldrick:   Hurray! 

[Flashheart smashes Baldrick in the face. Baldrick falls to the floor.] Flashheart:   God's potatoes, George. You said noble brother friars were in the lurch. If I'd known you meant old Slack Bladder and the mound of the hound of the Baskervilles, I'd probably have let them stew in their own juice. [Baldrick:   rises.] 

Flashheart:   And let me tell you, if I ever tried that, I'd probably drown. [Baldrick laughs. Flashheart laughs and smacks Baldrick in the face. Baldrick wings floor-ward again.] 

Flashheart:   Still, since I'm here, I may as well do-oo it, as the Bishop said to the netball team. Come on, chums! 

[Flashheart runs out of the cell, followed by George and Baldrick. Edmund sits down and begins to moan, faking an injury.] 

Edmund:   Aah! Ow! Aah! 

[Flashheart runs back into the cell, followed by George and Baldrick.] Flashheart:   Come on. 

Edmund:   Yes, yes. Look, I'm sorry, chaps, but I've splintered my pancreas. Erm, and I seem to have this terrible cough. 

[Edmund fakes a couple of coughs.] 

Edmund:   Coff-guards! Coff-guards! 

Flashheart:   Wait, wait, wait, wit, wait a minute. Now I may be packing the kind of tackle that you'd normally expect to find swinging about between the hindlegs of a Grand National winner, but I'm not totally stupid, and I've got the kind of feeling you'd rather we hadn't come. 

Edmund:   No, no, no, I'm very grateful. It's just that I'd slow you up. Flashheart:   I think I'm beginning to understand. Edmund:   Are . . . are you? 

Flashheart:   Just because I can give multiple orgasms to the furniture just by sitting on it, doesn't mean that I'm not sick of this damn war:   the blood, the noise, the endless poetry. 

Edmund:   Is that really what you think, Flashheart? [Flashheart whips out his pistol and threatens Edmund.] Flashheart:   Course it's not what I think. Now get out that door before I redecorate that wall an interesting new colour called `hint of brain'. Edmund:   Excellent. Well, that's clear. Let's get back to that lovely war, then! Flashheart:   Woof! 

George:   Woof! 

Baldrick:   Bark! 

[As the group moves to leave, von Richthoven appears at the cell door.] 
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von Richthoven:   Not so fast, Blackadder. 

Edmund:   Oh, damn! Foiled again! What bad luck! [von Richthoven enters the cell.] 

von Richthoven:   Ah, and the Lord Flashheart. This is indeed an honour. Finally, the two greatest gentleman fliers in the world meet. Two men of honour, who have jousted together in the cloud-strewn glory of the skies, face to face at last. How often I have rehearsed this moment of destiny in my dreams. The panoply to encapsulate the unspoken nobility of a comradeship. [Flashheart shoots von Richthoven.] 

Flashheart:   What a poof! Come on! 

[All exit the cell, cheering.] 

Scene 13:   Captain Darling's Office --------------------------------- [Darling is dusting the office door. Edmund opens the door in Darling's face.] Edmund:   Hello, Darling. 

[Darling retreats backwards towards his desk as Edmund enters.] Darling:   Good Lord. Captain Blackadder. I thought, I thought you were . . . Edmund:   Playing tennis? 

Darling:   No. 

Edmund:   Dead? 

Darling:   Well, yes, unfortunately. 

Edmund:   Well, I had a lucky escape. No thanks to you. This is a friend of mine. 

[Flashheart is standing on Darling's desk. Darling turns around and finds himself staring at Flashheart's crotch.] 

Darling:   Argh! 

Flashheart:   Hi, creep. 

Edmund:   Flashheart, this is Captain Darling. 

Flashheart:   Captain Darling? Funny name for a guy, isn't it? [Flashheart jumps down from the desk.] 

Flashheart:   Last person I called `Darling' was pregnant twenty seconds later. Hear you couldn't be bothered to help old Slacky here. Darling:   Er, well, it . . . it wasn't quite that, Sir. It's just that we weighed up the pros and cons, and decided it wasn't a reasonable use of our time and resources. Flashheart:   Well, this isn't a reasonable use of my time and resources, but I'm going to do it anyway. 

Darling:   What? 

Flashheart:   This! 

[Flashheart head-butts Darling. Darling groans and falls backwards across his desk.] 

Flashheart:   All right, Slacky! All right, Slacky! I've got to fly. Two million chicks, only one Flashheart. And remember, if you want something, take it. Bobby! 

[Bobby enters the office and salutes.] 

Bobby:   My Lord! 

Flashheart:   I want something! 

Bobby:   Take it! 

Flashheart:   Woof! 

[Bobby starts to unbutton her top as she leaves the office, followed by Flashheart.] 

Edmund:   Git! 
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[General Melchett enters from his office.] 

Melchett:   Ah Blackadder. So you escaped. 

Edmund:   Yes, Sir. 

Melchett:   Bravo! 

[Melchett notices the unconcious Darling.] 

Melchett:   Don't slouch, Darling. 

Edmund:   I was wondering whether, having been tortured by the most vicious sadist in the German army, I might be allowed a week's leave to recuperate, Sir. 

Melchett:   Excellent idea. Your commanding officer would have to be stark raving mad to refuse you. 

Edmund:   Well, you are my commanding officer. Melchett:   Well? 

Edmund:   Can I have a week's leave to recuperate, Sir? Melchett:   Certainly not! 

Edmund:   Thank you, Sir. 

Melchett:   Baaaaaah! 

 

Episode 5 - "General Hospital"

(George, Edmund and Baldrick are in their room in the trenches) George:   I spy with my little eye (he looks behind his shoulder and sees a mug) something beginning with `M'. 

Baldrick:   Erm... 

George:   (encouraging) MMM... 

Baldrick:   Erm... 

George:   (encouraging) MMM... (he bobs his head down to within inches of the mug a few times) 

Baldrick:   Mmm... 

(this carries on for a while) 

George:   MMMuh... (he picks up the mug and holds it in front of him) Baldrick:   Mmm... 

Edmund:   (wishing he could read his book in peace; can't stand this carrying on any longer; shouts) MUG!!! 

George:   Oh, I say, well done, sir. Your turn. 

Edmund:   I spy with my bored little eye something beginning with `T'. Baldrick:   Breakfast! 

Edmund:   What? 

Baldrick:   My breakfast always begins with tea, and I have a little sausage, and a egg with some little soldiers. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, when I said it begins with `T', I was talking about a letter. Baldrick:   Nah, it never begins with a letter -- the postman don't come 'til 10.30. 

Edmund:   I can't go on with this. (stands) George, take over. George:   All right, sir. Erm, I spy with my little eye something beginning with `R'. 

Baldrick:   (raises his arm, even though he's the only one playing now) Army! Edmund:   For God's sake, Baldrick! `Army' starts with an `A'. He's looking for something that starts with an `R'. RRRrrrrr! 
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Baldrick:   Motorbike! 

Edmund:   What? 

Baldrick:   A motorbike starts with a `RRRRRrrrrrrrrrm! RRRRRRrrrrrrrrrr--' Edmund:   All right, right, right, right. My turn again. What begins with `Come here' and ends with `Ow'? 

Baldrick:   I don't know. 

Edmund:   Come here. 

(Baldrick moves closer to Edmund; Edmund punches Baldrick in the face) Baldrick:   Ow! (falls to the ground) 

Edmund:   Well done. 

George:   No (laughs), I don't think you've quite got the hang of this game, to be honest, sir. I tell you what, let's try another one. Erm, I hear with my little ear, er, something beginning with `B'. 

Edmund:   What? 

George:   Bomb. 

Edmund:   I can't hear a bomb. 

George:   Listen very carefully. 

(a bomb approaching whistle is heard) 

Edmund:   Ah yes. 

(The bomb explodes) 

(in hospital; George is wounded from that bomb and is talking to Nurse Mary about a letter he's writing; Mary is massaging his foot) George:   Finished. 

Mary:   Come on, then. 

George:   All right, and then you can tell me what you think, but be honest, now. 

Mary:   (giggly) I will! 

George:   All right, then. (reads) "Dear Uncle H., how are you?" (Nurse laughs) Yeah, it's good isn't it? Erm, "It's beastly rotten luck being laid up here, but everyone's very nice, and at least now I can write to you every day." Oh, ahem, then I put in that silly bit about, er... 

Mary:   What? What? 

George:   No, it's, er... 

Mary:   Oh, come on, you can tell me. 

George:   "And the nurse is an absolute peach." (buries his face in the letter, embarrassed) Anyway, "After the explosion, Captain Blackadder was marvelous. He joked and joked. `You lucky lucky lucky bastard!' he cried. Then he lay on his back, stuck his foot over the top of the trench, and shouted, `Over here, Fritz! What about me? What about me?' " Mary:   Well, Captain Blacky does indeed sound a most witty and courageous chap. 

George:   Yes, and he's very amusing and brave, as well. Not to mention he's as clever as a chap with three heads! 

(Mary stands, ruffles George's hair and fluffs his pillows) George:   Thanks ever so much. You really are terribly kind, as well as being dash pretty to boot. 

Mary:   (having retrieved a teddy bear from behind the pillows) Oh dear. A fluffy pillow and a big cheery smile is the least my lovely boysies deserve. (gives George the teddy bear) Now, you take a little trip to Dozeyland. Georgee takes 
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the bear and begins sucking his thumb) You've got visitors coming, and we don't want to be all tired and cross (??), do we? George:   Absolutely not, no. It'll be so jolly to see Baldrick and the cap again. They'll have been worried sick about me, you know. (Edmund and Baldrick enter) Edmund:   All right, where is the malingering git? George:   Hello, Cap! Pip pip, Balders! Here I lie. Baldrick:   Nice to see the lieutenant looking so well, sir. Edmund:   Of course he's looking well -- there's nothing wrong with him. George:   Pff! (to Mary) Didn't I tell you the captain was a super cope! Mary:   (bubbly) You did! (stands) Well, Captain, you are indeed fortunate to have a loyal friend like darling Georgy. 

Edmund:   Mm, I think you might be under a slight misapprehension here, Nurse. I lost closer friends than `Darling Georgy' the last time I was deloused. Now, if you will excuse me, I've got better things to do than exchange pleasantries with a wet blanket. Would you get out? (Mary is agape) Edmund:   We've got some important military business... Nurse:   Well, ten minutes only, then. (leaves) 

Edmund:   Right, porkface, where's the grub? (sits in bedside chair) George:   Pardon? 

Edmund:   Come on, the moment that collection of inbred mutants you call your relatives heard you were sick, they'll have sent you a hamper the size of Westminster Abbey. 

George:   My family is not inbred! 

Edmund:   Come on, somewhere outside Waldon there's an uncle who's seven feet tall with no chin and an Adam's apple that makes him look as though he's constantly trying to swallow a ballcock. 

George:   I have not got any uncles like that! Anyway, he lives in Walton-on-the-Naise. 

Edmund:   Well, exactly. Now; where's the tuck? George:   Well, there were one or two things, yes. There was, er, a potted turkey, a --- in jelly, three tinned sheep, and, er, twelve hundred chocolates. But, in my weakened state... 

Edmund:   Yes? 

George:   I, er, I ate them. 

Edmnd:   What? 

George:   Well, Nurse Mary nibbled a trotter or two, but... Oh, Cap, she's such a wonderful girl. She helps me with all my letters, she can do all the German spelling and she's terribly good at punctuation. Edmund:   I don't care if she can sing `I May Be a Tiny Chimney Sweep, But I've Got an Enormous Brush'. Come on, Baldrick -- the only thing we're going to get for free around here is dysentery. 

Baldrick:   (softly) But, sir, I haven't given Lieutenant George my bunch of flowers yet. 

Edmund:   Alright, hurry up, hurry up. 

Baldrick:   Here you are, sir, I got you these. (holds up some flower stems, sans the actual flowers) Unfortunately, they've had their heads shot off. Edmund:   Whereas (??) say it with flowers, Baldrick says it with stalks. (Mary enters during that line) 
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Mary:   Well, Captain, I'm afraid you'll have to leave us now. Edmund:   Oh really? 

Mary:   Yes. You must report to General Melchett immediately. Edmund:   Oh great -- yet another tempting opportunity for suicide beckons. George:   Gosh, I wish I could come with you, you know, sir. Mary:   Oh no, you must take care, my brave hero. (puts hand on his forehead) Edmund:   `Brave hero', Nurse? I was more wounded the last time I clipped my toenails. 

Mary:   (to George) Take no notice of him. 

Edmund:   (in a sarcastically sympathetic voice) Yes, pay no attention to the nasty man. 

Mary:   Look, If I can't give my brave boys a kind word and a big smile, what can I give them? 

Edmund:   Well, one or two ideas do suggest themselves -- but you'd probably think they were unhygienic. 

(Mary leaves in huff, while another patient, Smith, limps in) Edmund:   Come on, Baldrick. (turns to Smith) Hello, what's your name? Smith:   (in a German accent) My name is Mr Smith. Edmund:   I'm sorry that you've been landed opposite to such a total git, Smith. It's bad enough to be wounded without having to share a ward with Banana brain. 

Smith:   Danke shoen, danke shoen -- ich bin gans comfortable. Edmund:   (slighly puzzled) Yes... (leaves) 

(in Melchett's office) 

(knock at door) 

Melchett:   Enter. 

(Edmund comes in, but finds the room apparently empty) Edmund:   (puts his hat down on the desk corner) Hello? (The camera view changes to just behind the other side of the desk. It's the view of a person. Edmund turns round and the view ducks completely behind the desk for a moment before peeking up again. Across the room, the legs behind a large map include human legs in uniform. Edmund approaches the map. The person through whose eyes we're witnessing this comes out from behind the desk and follows Edmund across the room, and starts to breathe heavily. Edmund sees a panel in the map and slides it open, revealing General Melchett's face. Just then, our eyes' owner, Captain Darling, jumps Edmund from behind. The camera view changes. Darling is holding his revolver as he forces Edmund to the fireplace, where a fire is burning.) Darling:   Right! Spread 'em! (he frisks Edmund, taking away his gun; he speaks to Melchett) Right, he's clear, sir. 

Melchett:   Beah! 

Edmund:   Can anyone tell me what's going on? Darling:   Security, Blackadder... 

Edmund:   Security? 

Melchett:   (coming out from behind the map) `Security' isn't a dirty word, Blackadder. `Crevice' is a dirty word, but `security' isn't. Edmund:   So, in the name of security, sir, everyone who enters the room has to have his bottom fondled by this drooling pervert. Darling:   Only doing my job, Blackadder... 

Edmund:   Oh, well, how lucky you are, then, that your job is also your hobby. 
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Melchett:   Now there's another dirty word:   `job'! Edmund:   Sir, is there something the matter? 

Melchett:   You're damn right there is something the matter. (heads for desk) Something sinister and something grotesque. And what's worse is that it's going on right here under my very nose. (sits behind desk) Edmund:   (protesting) Sir, your moustache is lovely... Darling:   What the General means, Blackadder, is:   There's a leak. Melchett:   Now leak is a positively disgusting word. Darling:   The Germans seem to be able to anticipate our every move. We send up an aero plane, there's a Jerry squadron parked behind the nearest cloud; we move troops to (Boulogne?), the Germans have bought the whole town's supply of lavatory paper. In short:   A German spy is giving away every one of our battle plans. 

Melchett:   You look surprised, Blackadder. 

Edmund:   I certainly am, sir. I didn't realize we had any battle plans. Melchett:   Well, of course we have! How else do you think the battles are directed? 

Edmund:   Our battles are directed, sir? 

Melchett:   Well, of course they are, Blackadder -- directed according to the Grand Plan. 

Edmund:   Would that be the plan to continue with total slaughter until everyone's dead except Field Marshal Haig, Lady Haig and their tortoise, Alan? Melchett:   Great Scott! (stands) Even you know it! Guard! Guard! Bolt all the doors; hammer large pieces of crooked wood against all the windows! This security leak is far worse than we'd imagined! 

Darling:   So you see, Blackadder, Field Marshal Haig is most anxious to eliminate all these German spies. 

Melchett:   Filthy Hun weasels fighting their dirty underhand war! Darling:   And, fortunately, one of our spies-- 

Melchett:   Splendid fellows, brave heroes, risking life and limb for Blighty! Darling:   ...has discovered that the leak is coming from the Field Hospital. Edmund:   You think there's a German spy in the Field Hospital? I think you might be right, there. 

Melchett:   Your job, Blackadder, is to root this spy out. How long do you think you'll need? 

Edmund:   (looks at his watch) Ooh, er... 

Melchett:   You'll have to be away from the trenches for some time. Edmund:   Six months? 

Darling:   Blackadder -- you've got three weeks. Melchett:   Yes, three weeks to smoke the bugger out! Use any method you see fit. Personally, I'd recommend you get hold of a cocker spaniel, tie your suspect down on a chair, with a potty on his head, then pop his todger between two flowery bamps and shout, "Dinnertime, Fido!" However, if you are successful, I shall need you back here permanently, to head up my new security network, Operation Winkle. 

Edmund:   Winkle? 

Melchett:   Yes -- to winkle out the spies. 

Darling:   (upset that he wasn't offered the position) You never mentioned this to me, sir! 

Melchett:   Well, we have to have some secrets, don't we, Darling... 
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Edmund:   Right, well, I'll be back in three weeks. (takes his hat and revolver) Melchett:   Excellent. And if you come back with the information, Captain Darling will pump you thoroughly in the debriefing room. Edmund:   Not while I have my strength, he won't. (exits, as Darling points at him angrily) Darling:   Damnation, sir! His insolence makes my blood boil! Once more, I don't trust him, sir. I think it would be best if I went to the hospital myself, to keep an eye on him. 

Melchett:   What, spy on our own spy as he searches for their spy? Yes, why not? -- sounds rather fun. You'll have to go under cover... Darling:   Oh, definitely, sir. 

Melchett:   You'll need some sort of wound, a convincing wound... Darling:   Naturally, sir. 

Melchett:   Yes. (shoots Darling in the foot; Darling screams and falls down, his hand weakly poking up from behind the side of the desk) Yes, that looks quite convincing. (Darling's hand finally falls behind the desk) (back in the room at the trenches) Edmund:   Right, pack me a toothbrush, Baldrick -- we're going on holiday. Baldrick:   Hurray! Where to? 

Edmund:   Hospital. 

Baldrick:   Oh, no, I hate hospitals. My grandfather went into one, and when he come out, he was dead. 

Edmund:   He was also dead when he went in, Baldrick. He'd been run over by a traction engine. 

Baldrick:   I don't like them doctors. If they start poking around inside me-- Edmund:   Baldrick, why would anyone wish to poke around inside you? Baldrick:   They might find me interesting. 

Edmund:   Baldrick I find the Great Northern and Metropolitan Sewage System interesting, but that doesn't mean that I want to put on some rubber gloves and pull things out if it with a pair of tweezers. 

Baldrick:   Still, I tell you what, sir, you might have a chance to get to know that pretty nurse. (tries to make a cute face) 

Edmund:   No, thank you, Baldrick. She's as wet as a fish's wet bits. I'd rather get to know you. 

Baldrick:   I'm not available, sir. I'm waiting for Miss Right to come along and gather me up in her arms. 

Edmund:   Yes, I wouldn't be too hopeful -- we'd have to get her arms out of a straightjacket first. Now get packing! 

(at hospital; George is writing another letter, and reading it out to Mary and Smith) 

Smith:   So very interesting! Please do continue. (??) George:   Right, then I go on to say, "The orders came through for us to advance at 0800 hours in a pincer movement." Mary:   Gosh, how exciting! 

George:   Yes, well, hmm... 

(enter Edmund) 

Edmund:   'afternoon, George. 

George:   Ah, hello, Cap! 

Mary:   Ah, Captain. I hope you're going to conduct yourself with a little more decorum this time. 
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Edmund:   No, I am going to conduct myself with no decorum. Shove off! (Mary leaves in a huff; Edmund waves his hat at Smith, to make him leave the bedside) 

Smith:   (??), Herr Kapitan! (??)! 

George:   So, Cap, what's going on? 

Edmund:   Well, there's a German spy in the hospital and it's my job to find him. 

George:   A Ger--? Well, snakes alive! Exciting stuff, eh? Wait a minute; I think I might have a plan already. 

Edmund:   What is it? 

George:   Well, have a look through the list of patients and see if there's anyone here whose name begins with `von'. Well, it's almost bound to be your bloke! 

Edmund:   I think we may find that he's using a false name, actually, George. George:   Oh, crikey. Well, that's hardly fair, now, is it... Baldrick:   I, too, have a cunning plan to catch the spy, sir. Edmund:   Do you, Baldrick, do you... 

Baldrick:   You go round the hospital and ask everyone, "Are you a German spy?" 

Edmund:   Yes, I must say, Baldrick, I appreciate your involvement on the creative side. 

Baldrick:   If it was me, I'd own up. 

Edmund:   Of course you would. But, sadly, the enemy have not added to the German Army Entrance Form the requirement "Must have intellectual capacity of a boiled potato." Now, Baldrick, see that man over there? (looks at Smith) Baldrick:   Yeah. 

(Smith is looking at them through field glasses; he waves) Edmund:   I want you to stick to him like a limpet, and make sure he doesn't leave the hospital. 

Baldrick:   Yes, sir. 

(As Baldrick walks across to Smith's bed, Darling hobbles in, with help from a cane) 

Edmund:   Hello, Darling. What are you doing here? Darling:   Bullet in the foot. 

Edmund:   Well, I can understand people at the front trying to shoot themselves in the foot, but when you're 35 miles behind the line... Darling:   I did not shoot myself. The General did it. Edmund:   Well! Finally got fed up with you, did he? Darling:   No; it was a mistake. 

Edmund:   Oh, he was aiming for your head... 

Darling:   He wasn't aiming for anything. 

Edmund:   Oh, so he was going for between your legs, then. Darling:   Very funny, Blackadder, you'll be laughing on the other side of your face if you don't find this spy. 

Edmund:   Don't you worry, Darling. I intend to start interviewing suspects immediately. 

(later, in another room in the hospital; Darling is tied to a chair, with a potty on his head) 

Darling:   This is completely ridiculous, Blackadder! You can't suspect me. I've only just arrived. 
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Edmund:   The first rule of counterespionage, Darling, is to suspect everyone. Believe me, I shall be asking myself pretty searching questions later on. Now, tell me:   What is the color of the Queen of England's favorite hat? Darling:   How the hell should I know? 

Edmund:   I see. Well, let me ask you another question:   What is the name of the German Head of State? 

Darlin:   Well, Kaiser Wilhelm, obviously. 

Edmund:   (stands) So you're on first-name terms with the Kaiser, are you? Darling:   (shouts) Well, what did you expect me to say? Edmund:   Darling, Darling, shhh... (offers) Cigarette? Darling:   (as Edmund puts cigarette in his mouth and begins to light it) Thank you. 

(pause) 

Edmund:   (suddenly knocks the cigarette out of Darling's mouth) All right, you stinking piece of crap! 

Darling:   I beg your pardon? 

Edmund:   Shut your cakehole, sonny -- I know you! Tell me, von Darling: What was it finally won you over, eh? Was it the pumpernickel, or was it the thought of hanging around with big men in leather shorts? Darling:   I'll have you court martialed for this, Blackadder! Edmund:   What, for obeying the general's orders? That may be what you do in Munich -- or should I say Muechen? -- but not here, Wernher! You're a filthy Hun spy, aren't you? (calls) Baldrick, the cocker spaniel, please! Darling:   Agh! No! No, no, wait! No, look, I'm engaged! I was born in Croydon; I was educated in primary school; I've got a girlfriend called Doris; I know the words to all three verses of God Save the King! Edmund:   (enjoying this) Four verses... 

Darling:   Four verses! Four verses! I meant four verses! Look, I'm as British as Queen Victoria. 

Edmund:   So your father's German, you're half German, and you married a German? 

Darling:   (crying) No! No! Look, for God's sake, I'm not a German spy!!! Edmund:   Good. Thanks very much. Send in the next man, would you? (Mary enters) 

Mary:   What is all this noise about? Don't you realize this is a hospital? Darling:   (stands, still tied to the chair) You'll regret this, Blackadder. You'd better find the real spy or I'll make it very hard for you. Edmund:   (protesting) Please, Darling -- there are ladies present. Darling:   (?) (Darling waddles out. Mary takes the potty off his head as he goes. Somewhere down the hallway, a crash is heard accompanied by a scream from Darling. Mary closes the door) 

Mary:   Well, well, Captain Blackadder, this is an unexpected pleasure. Edmund:   What? 

Mary:   Nice to have you back with us. A spycatcher, eh? Huh! That silly kid George was right -- you are a bally hero. 

Edmund:   Wait a minute. I thought you liked George. Mary:   That's just my bedside manner. What I call my `fluffy bunny act'. Edmund:   So you're not a drip after all. 

Mary:   Oh, no. So, Mr Spycatcher, how's it going? 
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Edmund:   Well, not much luck so far. I think he might be as difficult to find as a piece of hay in a massive stack full of needles. Mary:   So you're going to be around for quite a while, then. Edmund:   Looks like it. 

Mary:   Good, because, er, it can get pretty lonely round here, you know. God, it's nice to have someone healthy to talk to. (offers) Cigarette? Edmund:   No, thank you. I only smoke cigarettes after making love. So, back in England, I'm a twenty-a-day man. 

Mary:   (blows smoke in Edmund's face) A man should smoke. It acts as an expectorant and gives his voice a deep, gravely, masculine tone. Edmund:   God, I love nurses -- they're so disgustingly clinical! Mary:   Tell me, Captain Blackadder... 

Edmund:   Edmund. 

Mary:   Edmund. When this war is over do you think we might get to know each other a little better? 

Edmund:   Yes, why not? When this madness is finished, perhaps we could go cycling together, take a trip down to the Old Swan at Henley and go for a walk in the woods. 

Mary:   Yes, or we could just do it right now on the desk. Edmund:   (looks at the desk) Yeah, OK. 

(in the ward; Smith hobbles in hurriedly, followed immediately by Baldrick) George:   Ah, Baldrick. Have you seen Nurse Mary? I need someone to post this letter. 

Baldrick:   She's in the office with the captain, sir. George:   Ah, poor girl -- tied to her desk, day and night... (Edmund enters) 

George:   Ah, Cap! I hear you've been seeing a lot of Nurse Mary. Edmund:   Yes, almost all of her, in fact. 

George:   How is she, sir? 

Edmund:   Unbelievable! 

Geore:   (motions Edmund to come closer, then speaks softly) What I really want to know is, are you any closer to finding the spy? Edmund:   Yes, I think I'm getting there, George. (looks across, calls) Everything all right, Smith? 

Smith:   (Baldrick is in bed with him, reading a Punch magazine) Oh, ja, excellent, excellent. 

Edmund:   Jolly good. (leaves) 

George:   Smithy, you haven't seen any suspicious characters hanging around, have you, who might be German spies? 

Smith:   Nein. 

George:   (bewildered) Nine?! Well, the cap's got his work cut out, then. (in the office, Mary and Edmund are in bed; Edmund is smoking) Mary:   Tell me, Edmund:   Do you have someone special in your life? Edmund:   Well, yes, as a matter of fact, I do. 

Mary:   Who? 

Edmund:   Me. 

Mary:   No, I mean someone you love, cherish and want to keep safe from all the horror and the hurt. 

Edmund:   Erm... Still me, really. 
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Mary:   No, but, back home, in England, there must be someone waiting -- some sweetheart. 

Edmund:   Oh, a girl... Nah. I've always been a soldier -- married to the army. The book of King's Regulations is my mistress, possibly with a Harrod's lingerie catalogue discreetly tucked between the pages. Mary:   And no casual girlfriends...? 

Edmund:   Skirt? Hah! If only... When I joined up, we were still fighting colonial wars. If you saw someone in a skirt, you shot him and nicked his country. What about you? Have you got a man? Some fine fellow in an English country village? A vicar, maybe? Quiet, gentle, hung like a babboon... Mary:   There was a man I cared for a little. Wonderful chap; strong, athletic... Edmund:   What happened to him? 

Mary:   He bought it. 

Edmund:   I'm so sorry; I didn't realise that was the arrangement. (stands, goes to desk) Erm, so what's it been? Twelve nights, let's say nine afternoons... How much is--? Oh, and a couple of mornings... 

Mary:   I mean he died. 

Edmund:   (apologising only for his actions -- not the death) Oh, I'm sorry. Mary:   He was est-driving one of those new tank contraptions, and the bloody thing blew up. What a waste. God, I hope they've scrapped the lot. Edmund:   Huh, fat chance! They're going to use forty of them next week at, oh, sorry, I mustn't talk about that -- you never know who might be listening. (There is a black dot, possibly a hole, in the wall behind him -- possibly the location of a microphone connected to a telephone. Or maybe it's just a coincidence.) Mary:   No, of course. Oh God, I miss him so much. He was such a wonderful chap. 

Edmund:   Clever, too, I expect. 

Mary:   Oh, brilliant. 

Edmund:   Went to one of the great universities, I suppose:   Oxford; Cambridge; Hull... 

Mary:   Mmm... But why are we making small talk when we could be making big love? 

Edmund:   Good point. This could be our last chance -- my three weeks are up. I'm going back to staff HQ tomorrow. Look, why don't you come with me? It could be fun. We could have supper or something. Mary:   How about something first, then supper? Edmund:   Good idea! 

(in Melchett's office; Melchett enters to meet the waiting Edmund and Mary) Melchett:   Ah, hello, Blackadder... 

Edmund:   Good morning, sir. Er, may I introduce Nurse Fletcher-Brown. She's been very supportive during my work at the hospital. Melchett:   How do you do, young lady? (laughs) Do sit down. (he moans in pain as he sits) So, any news of the spy, Blackadder? Edmund:   Yes, sir. 

Melchett:   Excellent -- the Germans seem to know every move we make! I had a letter from Jerry yesterday. It said, "Isn't it about time you changed your shirts, Walrus-face?" So, do you have any ideas who it might be, young lady? Mary:   Well, sir, I'm only a humble nurse, but I did at one point think it might be Captain Darling. 
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Melchett:   Well, bugger me with a fishfork! Old Darling, a Jerry morsetapper? What on Earth made you suspect him? 

Mary:   Well, he pooh-poohed the captain here and said that he'd never find the spy. 

Melchett:   Is this true, Blackadder? Did Captain Darling pooh-pooh you? Edmund:   Well, perhaps a little. 

Melchett:   Well then, damn it all, how much more evidence do you need? The pooh-poohing alone is a court-martial offence! Edmund:   I can assure you, sir, that the pooh-poohing was purely circumstantial. 

Melchett:   Well, I hope so, Blackadder. You know, if there's one thing I've learned from being in the army, it's never ignore a pooh-pooh. I knew a major: got pooh-poohed; made the mistake of ignoring the pooh-pooh -- he pooh-poohed it. Fatal error, because it turned out all along that the soldier who pooh-poohed him had been pooh-poohing a lot of other officers, who pooh-poohed their pooh-poohs. In the end, we had to disband the regiment -- morale totally destroyed ... by pooh-pooh! 

(Mary has begun reading an Ideas magazine. During the next line, she looks around nervously and puts the paper down, sitting on it) Edmund:   Yes, I think we might be drifting slightly from the point here, sir, which is that, unfortuantely, and to my lasting regret, Captain Darling is not the spy. 

Melchett:   Oh? And then who the hell is? 

Mary:   Well, sir, there is a man in the hospital with a pronounced limp and a very strong German accent. It must be him. It's obvious. Edmund:   Obvious, but wrong. It's not him. 

Melchett:   And why not? 

Edmund:   Because, sir, not even the Germans would be stupid enough to field a spy with a strong German accent. 

Mary:   Well then, who is it? 

Edmund:   Well, it's perfectly simple. It's you. 

Mary:   (gasps; stands) Edmund! 

Edmund:   (calls as he stands) Baldrick! 

(Baldrick enters, pointing a rifle at Mary) 

Melchett:   (stands) Explain yourself, Blackadder, before I have you shot for being rude to a lady. 

Edmund:   Well, sir, the first seeds of suspicion were sown when Lieutenant George unwittingly revealed that she spoke German. Do you deny, Nurse Fletcher-Brown -- or should I say Nurse Fleischer-Baum? -- that you helped Lieutenant Georgewith the German words in his letters? Mary:   No, I did, but-- 

Edmund:   My suspicions were confirmed when she probed me expertly about tank movements. 

Mary:   Oh, Edmund, how could you? After all we've been through... Edmund:   And then the final, irrefutable proof. Remember, you mentioned a clever boyfriend... 

Mary:   Yes. 

Edmund:   I then leapt on the opportunity to test you. I asked if he'd been to one of the great universities:   Oxford, Cambridge, or Hull... Mary:   Well? 
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Edmund:   You failed to spot that only two of those are great universities. Mary:   You swine! 

Melchett:   That's right -- Oxford's a complete dump! Edmund:   Well, quite. No true Englishwoman could have fallen into that trap. Mary:   Oh, Edmund, I thought there was something beautiful between us. I thought you ... loved me. 

Edmund:   Nah... Take her away, Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   ([mispronouncing something in German]) (Baldrick takes Mary out) 

Melchett:   Well, good work, Blackadder. Now I've got to assemble a firing squad. (while Edmund warms himself by the fire, goes to his desk, sits and picks up the telephone) 

(Smith, in uniform, hobbles in. Darling runs up from behind) Darling:   Watch out, sir! (jumps on Smith, taking his revolver) Melchett:   Darling, what on Earth do you think you're doing? Darling:   I'll tell you exactly what I am doing, sir. I'm doing what Blackadder should have done three weeks ago, sir. 

Melchett:   What? 

Darling:   This is the guilty man! 

Melchett:   Darling, you're hysterical. 

Darling:   No, sir! No, I'm not, sir! I'll ask him outright:   Are you a spy? Smith:   Yes, I am a spy! 

Darling:   You see, sir?? 

Melchett:   Well, of course he's a spy, Darling -- a British spy! This is Brigadier Sir Bernard Proudfoot-Smith (Smith stands up straight, showing that he in fact doesn't limp at all), the finest spy in the British army! Darling:   b-But he can't be, sir -- he, he doesn't even sound British. Smith:   (still sounding as German as ever) Unfortunately, I have been working under cover in Germany for so long that I have picked up a teensy-weensy bit of an accent. 

Melchett:   This, Darling, is the man who told us that there was a German spy in the hospital in the first place. 

Darling:   Ah. 

Melchett:   Right. Well, that's that, then. Blackadder... Edmund:   Yes, sir? 

Melchett:   You are now head of Operation Winkle. Edmund:   Thank you, sir. 

Melchett:   Darling... 

Darling:   Yes, sir? 

Melchett:   You are a complete arse. 

Darling:   Thank you, sir. 

Melchett:   Right, Bernard, let's go watch the firing squad. (starts out) Smith:   von General! (takes his revolver from Darling; leaves) (George rushes in) 

George:   Sir, what the devil is going on? I've just seen Nurse Mary being led away to a firing squad! 

Edmund:   Nurse Mary is the spy, George. 

George:   What? Y-- Impossible! 

Edmund:   Afraid so. 
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George:   Well, cover me with eggs and flour and bake me for fourteen minutes. Who'd have thought it, eh? Nurse Mary, a Boche nosepokerinner... Ker! Oh well, lots of exciting stuff to put into my next letter to my Uncle Hermann in Munich... 

Edmund:   Sorry? 

George:   Those letters I've been writing in the hospital, to my German uncle. Darling:   New information, Blackadder...? 

Edmund:   George... 

George:   Oh, yes, well, I know there's a war on, but family is family, and old Uncle Hermie does so love to be kept abreast of what's going on. I even wrote and told him about old walrus-face Melchett and his smelly old shirts! Darling:   Would you like me to tell this one to the general, Blackadder, or would you enjoy that very special moment? 

(They race out, leaving George bewildered behind) 

 

Episode 6 - "Goodbyeee"

(in the trench, it's raining) 

George:   Care for a smoke, sir? 

Edmund:   No, thank you, I'm... (he lights his own pipe) George:   Private? 

Baldrick:   (taking cigarette from George) Oh, thank you, sir. (begins to eat the cigarette) 

George:   Oh, dash and blast all this hanging about, sir! I'm as bored as a pacifist pistol. When are we going to see some action? Edmund:   Well, George, I strongly suspect that your long wait for certain death is nearly at an end. Surely you must have noticed something in the air... George:   Well, yes, of course, but I thought that was Private Baldrick. Edmund:   Unless I'm very much mistaken, soon we will at last be making the final Big Push -- that one we've been so looking forward to all these years. George:   Well, hurrah with highly polished brass knobs on! About time! (phone rings within Baldrick's backpack, Edmund answers it) Edmund:   Hello; the Somme Public Baths -- no running, shouting, or piddling in the shallow end. Ah, Captain Darling. Tomorrow at dawn. Oh, excellent. See you later, then. 'Bye. (hangs up) Gentlemen, our long wait is nearly at an end. Tomorrow morning, General Insanity Melchett invites you to a mass slaughter. We're going over the top. 

George:   Well, huzzah and hurrah! God Save the King, Rule Britannia, and Boo Sucks the Hairy Hun! 

Edmund:   Or, to put it more precisely, you're going over the top -- I'm getting out of here. (goes inside dugout) 

George:   (follows Edmund in Oh, now, come on, Cap! It may be a bit risky (tries to speak in a rousing Cockney dialect, but fails miserably), but it sure is bloomin' 'ell worth it, gov'nor! 

Edmund:   How could it possibly be worth it? We've been sitting here since Christmas 1914, during which millions of men have died, and we've advanced no further than an asthmatic ant with some heavy shopping. 
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George:   Well, but this time I'm absolutely positive we'll break through! It's ice cream in Berlin in 15 days. 

Edmund:   Or ice cold in No Man's Land in 15 seconds. No, the time has come to get out of this madness once and for all. 

George:   What madness is that? 

Edmund:   For God's sake, George, how long have you been in the army? George:   Oh me? I joined up straight away, sir. August the 4th, 1914. Gah, what a day that was. Myself and the rest of the fellows leapfrogging down to the Cambridge recruiting office and then playing tiddlywinks in the queue. We had hammered Oxford's tiddlywinkers only the week before, and there we were, off to hammer the Boche! Crashingly superb bunch of blokes. Fine, clean-limbed --even their acne had a strange nobility about it. Edmund:   Yes, and how are all the boys now? 

George:   Well, er, Jacko and the Badger bought it at the first Ypres front, unfortunately -- quite a shock, that. I remember Bumfluff's house-master wrote and told me that Sticky had been out for a duck, and the Gubber had snitched a parcel sausage-end and gone goose-over-stump frogside. Edmund:   Meaning? 

George:   I don't know, sir, but I read in the Times that they'd both been killed. Edmund:   And Bumfluff himself...? 

George:   (?p)ed a packet at Gallipoli with the Aussies -- so had Drippy and Strangely Brown. I remember we heard on the first morning of the Somme when Titch and Mr Floppy got gassed back to Blighty. Edmund:   Which leaves...? 

George:   Gosh, yes, I, I suppose I'm the only one of the Trinity Tiddlers still alive. Limey, there's a thought -- and not a jolly one. Edmund:   My point exactly, George. 

George:   A chap might get a bit miffed, if it wasn't for the thought of going over the top tomorrow! Right, sir:   Permission to get weaving. Edmund:   Permission granted. 

George:   Thank you, sir. 

Edmund:   Baldrick! 

Baldrick:   (entering) Captain B! 

Edmund:   This is a crisis. A large crisis. In fact, if you got a moment, it's a twelve-storey crisis with a magnificent entrance hall, carpetting throughout, 24-hour portage, and an enormous sign on the roof, saying `This Is a Large Crisis'. A large crisis requires a large plan. Get me two pencils and a pair of underpants. 

(Later, Edmund wears underpants on his head with two pencils up his nose) Edmund:   Right, Baldrick, this is an old trick I picked up in the Sudan. We tell HQ that I've gone insane, and I'll be invalided back to Blighty before you can say "Wooble" -- a poor gormless idiot. 

Baldrick:   But I'm a poor gormless idiot, sir, and I've never been invalided back to Blighty. 

Edmund:   Yes, Baldrick, but you never said "Wooble." Now, ask me some simple questions. 

Baldrick:   Right. What is your name? 

Edmund:   Wooble... 

Baldrick:   What is two plus two? 

Edmund:   Oh, wooble wooble. 
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Baldrick:   Where do you live? 

Edmund:   London. 

Baldrick:   Eh? 

Edmund:   A small village on Mars, just outside the capital city, Wooble. George:   (enters) All the men present and correct, sir, ready for the off, eh? Edmund:   I'm afraid not, Lieutenant; I'm just off to Hartleypool to buy some exploding trousers. 

George:   Come again, sir -- have you gone barking mad? Edmund:   Yes, George, I have. Cluck, cluck, gibber, gibber, my old man's a mushroom, et cetera. Go send a runner to tell General Melchett that your captain has gone insane and must return to England at once. George:   But, sir, how utterly ghastly for you! I mean, well, you'll miss the whole rest of the war! 

Edmund:   Yes, very bad luck. Beep! 

George:   Right. 

Edmund:   Beep! 

George:   Baldrick, I'll be back as soon as I can. Edmund:   Pah-pah! 

George:   Whatever you do, don't excite him. (leaves) Edmund:   (removing the pencils, looks at Baldrick) Fat chance! Now, all we have to do is wait. Baldrick, fix us some coffee, will you? And try to make it taste slightly less like mud this time. 

Baldrick:   Not easy, I'm afraid, Captain. 

Edmund:   Why is this? 

Baldrick:   'cause it is mud. We ran out of coffee thirteen months ago. Edmund:   So every time I've drunk your coffee since, I have in fact been drinking hot mud... 

Baldrick:   With sugar. 

Edmund:   Which of course makes all the difference. Baldrick:   Well, it would do if we had any sugar, but, unfortunately, we ran out New Year's Eve 1915, since when I've been using sugar substitute. Edmund:   Which is...? 

Baldrick:   Dandruff. 

Edmund:   Brilliant. 

Baldrick:   Still, I could add some milk this time -- well, saliva... Edmund:   No, no, thank you, Baldrick. Call me Mr Picky, but I think I'll cancel the coffee. 

Baldrick:   That's probably 'cause you're mad, sir! Edmund:   Well, quite! 

George:   (re-enters; Edmund quickly replaces the pencils) Well, it didn't go down well at all, I'm afraid, sir. Captain Darling said they'd be along directly, but, well, you better be damn doolally. 

Edmund:   Don't worry, George -- I am (makes weird noises while moving his right arm strangely). When they get here, I'll show them what `totally and utterly bonkeroonie' means. Fwaf! Until then, we've got bugger-all to do except sit and wait. 

George:   Well, I don't know, sir -- we could, er, we could have a jolly game of charades! 

Baldrick:   Ooh, yes! 
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George:   And a sing-along of musical hits like "Birmingham Bertie" and "Whoops, Mrs Miggins, You're Sitting On My Artichokes." Edmund:   Yes, I think bugger-all might rather be more fun. (later, the three are sitting around doing bugger-all) Baldrick:   Permission to ask a question, sir? 

Edmund:   Permission granted, Baldrick, as long as isn't the one about where babies come from. 

Baldrick:   No, the thing is:   The way I see it, these days there's a war on, right? and, ages ago, there wasn't a war on, right? So, there must have been a moment when there not being a war on went away, right? and there being a war on came along. So, what I want to know is:   How did we get from the one case of affairs to the other case of affairs? 

Edmund:   Do you mean "How did the war start?" Baldrick:   Yeah. 

George:   The war started because of the vile Hun and his villainous empire-building. 

Edmund:   George, the British Empire at present covers a quarter of the globe, while the German Empire consists of a small sausage factory in Tanganiki. I hardly think that we can be entirely absolved of blame on the imperialistic front. 

George:   Oh, no, sir, absolutely not. (aside, to Baldrick) Mad as a bicycle! Baldrick:   I heard that it started when a bloke called Archie Duke shot an ostrich 'cause he was hungry. 

Edmund:   I think you mean it started when the Archduke of Austro-Hungary got shot. 

Baldrick:   Nah, there was definitely an ostrich involved, sir. Edmund:   Well, possibly. But the real reason for the whole thing was that it was too much effort not to have a war. 

George:   By (Gum? [it's not `God']) this is interesting; I always loved history --The Battle of Hastings, Henry VIII and his six knives, all that. Edmund:   You see, Baldrick, in order to prevent war in Europe, two superblocs developed:   us, the French and the Russians on one side, and the Germans and Austro-Hungary on the other. The idea was to have two vast opposing armies, each acting as the other's deterrent. That way there could never be a war. 

Baldrick:   But, this is a sort of a war, isn't it, sir? Edmund:   Yes, that's right. You see, there was a tiny flaw in the plan. George:   What was that, sir? 

Edmund:   It was bollocks. 

Baldrick:   So the poor old ostrich died for nothing. Darling:   (from outside) 'tention! 

George:   (he and Baldrick stand) Right, they're here. Erm, Baldrick, you keep him warm; I'll go prepare the ground. (laves) 

(outside, George salutes Melchett and Darling) George:   Sir. 

Melchett:   George! How's the patient? 

George:   Well, it's touch and go, I'm afraid, sir. I really can't vouch for his behaviour. He's gone mad, you see -- stir-frying crazy. Melchett:   I see. Is this genuinely mad? 

George:   Oh, yes, sir. 
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Melchett:   Or has he simply put his underpants on his head and stuffed a couple of pencils up his nose? That's what they all used to do in the Sudan. I remember I once had to shoot a whole platoon for trying that. Well, let's have a look at him. (goes in, followed by others) Darling:   'tention!!! 

Edmund:   (stands, talks to Baldrick) ...and the other thing they used to do in the Sudan is to get dressed up like this and pretend to be mad. But don't let me catch you trying that one, Baldrick, or I'll have you shot, all right? Dismissed. (turns to Melchett, removes the pencils) Oh, hello, sir -- didn't hear you come in. 

Melchett:   Well now, Blackadder, they tell me you've gone mad. Edmund:   No, sir (removes the underpants), no -- must be a breakdown of communication. Someone obviously heard I was mad with excitement, waiting for the off. 

Melchett:   There you are, you see, Darling? I told you there'd be a perfectly rational explanation. Right, George, have your chaps fall in. George:   Very good, sir. (salutes, leaves) 

Darling:   Well, it's rather odd, sir. The message was very clear:   "Captain Blackadder gone totally tonto.. Bring straightjacket for immediate return to Blighty." (holds up straightjacket) 

Melchett:   Don't be ridiculous, Darling. The Hero of M'boto Gorge, mad? Well, you've only got to look at him to see he's as sane as I am! Beeaaah! (leaves) Darling:   Would that the M'boto Gorge where we massacred the peace-loving pygmies of the Upper Volta and stole all their fruit? Edmund:   No -- a totally different M'boto Gorge. Darling:   Oh. 

Edmund:   Cup of coffee, Darling? 

Darling:   Oh, thank you. 

Edmund:   Baldrick, do the honors. 

Baldrick:   (comes from kitchen) Sir. (to Darling) Sugar, sir? Darling:   Three lumps. 

Edmund:   Think you can manage three lumps, Baldrick? Baldrick:   I'll rummage around, see what I can find, sir. (turns back to kitchen) Darling:   Make it a milky one. 

Baldrick:   Coming up, sir. 

(outside; while Melchett and George speak, Baldrick can be heard hawking up a great deal of `milk') 

Melchett:   Well, George, you must have been delighted to hear the news of the Big Push. 

George:   Absolutely, sir -- our chance to show the Hun that it takes more than a pointy hat and bad breath to defeat the armies of King George! Melchett:   That's the spirit! 

(inside, Baldrick spits, then returns with the mug) Baldrick:   Here you are, sir. 

Darling:   (looks in the mug) Ah, cappuccino! Have you got any of that brown stuff you sprinkle on the top? 

Baldrick:   Well, I'm sure I could m-- 

Edmund:   No, no! 

Darling:   (as Melchett and George return) 'tention! Melchett:   Well, fine body of men you've got out there, Blackadder. 
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Edmund:   Yes, sir -- shortly to become fine bodies of men. Melchett:   Nonsense -- you'll pull through. (laughs) I remember when we played the old Harrovians back in '96; they said we never could break through to their back line, but we ducked and we bobbed and we wove and we damn well won the game, 15-4. 

Edmund:   Yes, sir, but the Harrow fullback wasn't armed with a heavy machine gun. 

Melchett:   No -- that's a good point. Make a note, Darling... Darling:   Sir. 

Melchett:   "Recommendation for the Harrow Governors:   Heavy machine guns for fullbacks." Bright idea, Blackadder. (speaks to Baldrick) Now then, soldier, are you looking forward to giving those Frenchies a damn good licking? Darling:   Er, no, sir -- it's the Germans we shall be licking, sir. Melchett:   Don't be revolting, Darling! I wouldn't lick a German if he was glazed in honey! 

Darling:   Sorry. 

Melchett:   (back to Baldrick) Now then, soldier, do you love your country? Baldrick:   Certainly do, sir. 

Melchett:   And do you love your king? 

Baldrick:   Certainly don't, sir. 

Melchett:   And why not? 

Baldrick:   My mother told me never to trust men with beards, sir. Melchett:   (laughs) Excellent native Cockney wit! (hits Baldrick in the face; Baldrick falls over) Well, best of luck to you all. Sorry I can't be with you, but obviously there's no place at the front for an old general with a dicky heart and a wooden bladder. By the way, George, if you want to accompany me back to HQ and watch the results as they come in, I think I can guarantee a place in the car. 

George:   Oh, no, thank you, sir -- I wouldn't miss this show for anything. I am as excited as a very excited person who's got a special reason to be excited, sir. 

Melchett:   Excellent! Well, (chuf chuf?) then. See you all in Berlin for coffee and cakes. 

George:   Sir. (salutes) 

(As Melchett begins to walk out, Darling drinks then spits out the `coffee'.) Melchett:   What is the matter with you today, Darling? I'm so sorry, Blackadder. Come on, Darling, we're leaving. (he and Darling leave) George:   Right-o, sir, I'm glad you're not barking anymore. Edmund:   Well, thank you, George -- although quite clearly you are. You were offered a way out, and you didn't take it. 

George:   Absolutely not, sir! I can't wait to get stuck into the Boche! Edmund:   You won't have time to get `stuck into the Boche'! We'll all be cut to pieces by machine gun fire before we can say "charge." George:   All right, so, what do we do now? 

Baldrick:   Can I do my war poem? 

Edmund:   How hurt would you be if I gave the honest answer, which is "No, I'd rather French-kiss a skunk"? 

Baldrick:   So would I, sir! 

Edmund:   All right. Fire away, Baldrick. 
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Baldrick:   "Hear the words I sing  War's a horrid thing  So I sing sing sing / ding-a-ling-a-ling." 

George:   (applauding) Oh, bravo, yes! 

Edmund:   Yes. Well, it started badly, it tailed off a little in the middle, and the less said about the end, the better. But, apart than that, excellent. Baldrick:   Oh, shall I do another one, then, sir? Edmund:   No -- we wouldn't want to exhaust you. Baldrick:   No, don't worry -- I could go on all night. Edmund:   Not with a bayonet through your neck, you couldn't! Baldrick:   This one is called "The German Guns." George:   Oh, spiffing! Yes, let's hear that! 

Baldrick:   "Boom boom boom boom / Boom boom boom / BOOM BOOM, BOOM BOOM-- 

Edmund:   "BOOM BOOM BOOM"? 

Baldrick:   How did you guess, sir? 

George:   I say, sir! That is spooky! 

Edmund:   I'm sorry, I think I've got to get out of here!!! Baldrick:   Well, I have a cunning plan, sir. 

Edmund:   All right, Baldrick -- for old time's sake. Baldrick:   Well, you phone Field Marshal Haig, sir, and you ask him to get you out of here. 

Edmund:   (stands) Baldrick, even by your standards it's pathetic! I've only ever met Field Marshal Haig once, it was twenty years ago, and, my god, you've got it, you've got it! (he kisses Baldrick's hat) 

Baldrick:   Well, if I've got it, you got it too, now, sir. Edmund:   I can't believe I've been so stupid! One phone call will do it -- one phone call and I'll be free. Let's see, it's 3.30 a.m.; I'll call about quarter to six. Excellent, excellent. Well, I'll get packing. 

George:   You know, I won't half miss you chaps after the war. Baldrick:   Don't worry, Lieutenant -- I'll come visit you. George:   Will you really? Oh bravo! Yes, jump into the old jalopy and come down and stay in the country, and we can relive the old times. Edmund:   What, dig a hole in the garden, fill it with water, and get your gamekeeper to shoot at us all day? 

George:   You know, that's the thing I don't really understand about you, Cap. You're a professional soldier, and yet, sometimes you sound as though you bally well haven't enjoyed soldiering at all. 

Edmund:   Well, you see, George, I did like it, back in the old days when the prerequisite of a British campaign was that the enemy should under no circumstances carry guns -- even spears made us think twice. he kind of people we liked to fight were two feet tall and armed with dry grass. George:   Now, come off it, sir -- what about M'boto Gorge, for heaven's sake? Edmund:   Yes, that was a bit of a nasty one -- ten thousand D'watushi warriors armed to the teeth with kiwi fruit and guava halves. After the battle, instead of taking prisoners, we simply made a huge fruit salad. No, when I joined up, I never imagined anything as awful as this war. I'd had fifteen years of military experience, perfecting the art of ordering a pink gin and saying "Do you do it doggy-doggy?" in Swahili, and then suddenly four-and-a-half million heavily armed Germans hove into view. That was a shock, I can tell you. 
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Baldrick:   (polishing boots with a dead rat) I thought it was going to be such fun, too -- we all did:   joining the local regiment and everything. The Turnip Street Workhouse Powers. It was great; I'll never forget it. It was the first time I ever felt really popular. Everyone was cheering, throwing flowers. Some girl even come up and kissed me. 

Edmund:   Poor woman -- first casualty of the war. Baldrick:   I loved the training:   All we had to do was bayonet sacks full of straw. Even I could do that. I remember saying to my mum, "These sacks will be easy to outwit in a battle situation." And then, shortly after, we all met up, didn't we? Just before Christmas, 1914. 

George:   Yes, that's right. I'd just arrived and we had that wonderful Christmas truce. Do you remember, sir? We could hear "Silent Night" drifting across the still, clear air of No Man's Land. And then they came, the Germans, emerging out of the freezing night mist, calling to us, and we clambered up over the top and went to meet them. 

Edmund:   Both sides advanced more during one Christmas piss-up than they managed in the next two-and-a-half years of war. Baldrick:   Do you remember the football match? Edmund:   Remember it? How could I forget it? I was never offside! could not believe that decision! 

Baldrick:   And since then we've been stuck here for three flipping years! We haven't moved! All my friends are dead:   My pet spider, Sammy; Katie the worm; Bertie the bird -- everyone except Neville the fat hamster. Edmund:   (having just finished his packing; sits) I'm afraid Neville bought it too, Baldrick. I'm sorry. 

Baldrick:   Neville, gone, sir? 

Edmund:   Actually, not quite gone -- he's in the corner, bunging up the sink. Baldrick:   (stands) Oh no, it didn't have to happen, sir! If it wasn't for this terrible war, Neville would still be here today, sniffling his little nose and going "Eek." 

Edmund:   On the other hand, if he hadn't died, I wouldn't have been able to insert a curtain rod in his bottom and use him as a dishmop. Baldrick:   Why can't we just stop, sir? Why can't we just say, "No more killing, let's all go home"? Why would it be stupid just to pack it in, sir, why? George:   Now, now, now, look here, you just stop that couchy talk right now, Private. It's, it's absurd, it's Bolshevism, and it wouldn't work, anyway. Baldrick:   Why not, sir? 

George:   "Why not?" Well, what do you mean? "Why wouldn't it work?" It-- It wouldn't work, Private-- It wouldn't work because, there, well, now, you just get on with polishing those boots, all right? and let's have a little bit less of that lip! (to Edmund) I think I managed to crush the mutiny there, sir. Well, to think, sir: in just a few hours, we'll be off. Of course, not that I wouldn't miss all this, sir. I mean, we've had some good times; we've had damnably good laughs, eh? Edmund:   Yes -- can't think of any specific ones, myself, but... (Melchett's office. Darling is asleep at the desk. Melchett comes in with a candle. He is wearing a robe, and a hairnet for his moustache.) Melchett:   Darling. 

Darling:   (with a start, stands) Sir! 

Melchett:   Oh, sit sit sit sit... Can't sleep either, eh? 
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Darling:   Er, no, sir -- thinking about the Push sir, hoping the Boche will forget to set their alarm clocks, oversleep, and still be in their pyjamas when our boys turn up, sir. 

Melchett:   Yes, yes. I've been thinking, too, Darling. Darling:   Sir? 

Melchett:   You know, over these last few years, I've come to think of you as a sort of son. Not a favourite son, of course -- lord, no! -- more a sort of illegitimate backstairs sort of sprog, you know:   a sort of spotty squit that nobody really likes. But, nonetheless, still fruit of my overactive loin. Darling:   Thank you, sir. 

Melchett:   And I want to do what's best for you, Darling, so I've given it a great deal of thought, and I want you to have this. (picks up a piece of paper from the desk and hands it to Darling) 

Darling:   A postal order for ten shillings... 

Melchett:   No, sorry -- that's my godson's wedding present. (picks up another piece of paper) Here. 

Darling:   Er, no, sir -- this is the commission for the front line, sir. (holds it out, to give it back) 

Melchett:   Yes. I've been awfully selfish, Darling, keeping you back here instead of letting you join in the fun and games. This will let you get to the front line immediately! 

Darling:   But, but, sir, I, I don't want to. 

Melchett:   ...to leave me? Heh, I appreciate that, Darling, but, damn it, I'll just have to enter Berlin without someone to carry my feathery hat. Darling:   (stands) No, sir, I don't want to go into battle. Melchett:   ...without me. I know. But I'm too old, Darling. I'm just going to have to sit this one out on the touchline with the halftime oranges and the fat, wheezy boys with a note from matron, while you young-bloods link arms and go together for the glorious final scrumdown. 

Darling:   No, sir... (walks around the desk to Melchett) You're, you're not listening, sir. I'm begging you, please -- for the sake of all the times I've helped you with your dicky bows and dicky bladder -- please (falls to his knees), don't make me-- 

Melchett:   ...make you go through the farewell debagging ceremony in the mess. Heh! No, I've spared you that, too, you touchingly sentimental young booby! Look:   no fuss, no bother -- the driver is already here. Darling:   (turns, still on his knees, as the door opens; a shadow of the driver is cast from the bright light in the next room [extra bright for dramatic effect]; the driver salutes) But-- 

Melchett:   No, no -- not a word, Kevin. I know what you want to say; I know. (Darling stands slowly) Goodbye, Kevin Darling. (salutes) Darling:   (frightened, salutes) Goodbye, sir. 

(dawn, in the dugout) 

Baldrick:   (enters) It's stopped raining at last, sir, begging your pardon -- looks like we might have a nice day for it. 

George:   Yes, it's nearly morning... 

Edmund:   (peeks outside) Good lord -- so it is. Right, time to make my call. (winds the telephone) Hello? Field Marshal Sir Douglas Haig, please. Yes, it's urgent... 

(Haig picks up and is looking over a model of the battlefield.) 

 

286

Haig:   Haig. 

Edmund:   Hello, Sir Douglas. 

Haig:   Who is this? 

Edmund:   Captain Blackadder, sir, erstwhile of the 1945th East African rifles. Haig:   Good lord! Blacky! (knocks down an entire line of model soldiers) Edmund:   Yes, sir. 

Haig:   I haven't seen you since... (knocks down the second line of model soldiers on the same side) 

Edmund:   '92, sir -- M'boto Gorge. 

Haig:   By jingo, yes. We sure gave those pygmies a good squashing. Edmund:   We certainly did, sir. And do you remember...? Haig:   My god, yes. You saved my damn life that day, Blacky. If it weren't for you, that pygmy woman with the sharpened mango could have seriously... Edmund:   Well, exactly, sir. And do you remember then that you said that if I was ever in real trouble and I really needed a favor that I was to call you and you'd do everything you could to help me? 

Haig:   (sweeps the fallen soldier models into a dustpan) Yes, yes, I do, and I stick by it. You know me -- not a man to change my mind. Edmund:   No -- we've noticed that. 

Haig So what do you want? Spit it out, man. (hurls the dead platoon over his shoulder) 

Edmund:   Well, you see, sir, it's the Big Push today, and I'm not all that keen to go over the top. 

Haig:   (sits) Oh, I see. Well... 

Edmund:   It was a viciously sharp slice of mango, wasn't it, sir... Haig:   (fiddles with one of the soldiers) Well, this is most irregular, but, erm, all right. If I do fix it for you, I never want to hear from you again, is that clear? Edmund:   Suits me, Douggy. 

Haig:   Very well. Listen carefully, Blackadder -- I won't repeat this:   Put your underpants on your head and stick two pencils up your nose. They'll think you're crazy and send you home. Right, favour returned. (hangs up) Edmund:   (hanging up his end) I think the phrase rhymes with `clucking bell'. Baldrick:   Does that mean you'll going over the top, now, sir? (phone rings, Edmund picks quickly picks up) Edmund:   Field Marshal? 

Melchett:   (on the other end, laughs) Well, not quite, Blackadder -- at least not yet. No, I just wanted to let you know I've sent a little surprise over for you. (Darling enters, wearing helmet) 

George:   Sir! (salutes) 

Edmund:   (hangs up the phone, turns) Captain Darling... Darling:   Captain Blackadder. 

Edmund:   Here to join us for the last waltz? 

Darling:   (nervous) Erm, yes -- tired of folding the general's pyjamas. George:   Well, this is splendid, comradely news! Together, we'll fight for king and country, and be sucking sausages in Berlin by teatime. Edmund:   Yes, I hope their cafes are well stocked -- everyone seems determined to eat out the moment they arrive. 

George:   No, really -- this is brave, splendid and noble! Sir? Edmund:   Yes, Lieutenant? 

George:   I'm scared, sir. 
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Baldrick:   I'm scared too, sir. 

George:   I mean, I'm the last of the tiddlywinking leapfroggers from the Golden Summer of 1914. I don't want to die. I'm really not overkeen on dying at all, sir. Edmund:   How are you feeling, Darling? 

Darling:   Erm, not all that goo, Blackadder -- rather hoped I'd get through the whole show; go back to work at Pratt & Sons; keep wicket for the Croydon gentlemen; marry Doris... Made a note in my diary on my way here. Simply says, "Bugger." 

Edmund:   Well, quite. 

(a voice outside gives orders) 

Voice:   (??)! (??)! 

Edmund:   Ah well, come on. Let's move. 

Voice:   Fix bayonets! 

(They start to go outside) 

Edmund:   Don't forget your stick, Lieutenant. 

George:   Oh no, sir -- wouldn't want to face a machine gun without this! (outside, they all line up as the shelling stops) 

Darling:   Listen -- our guns have stopped. 

George:   You don't think...? 

Baldrick:   Maybe the war's over. Maybe it's peace. George:   Well, hurrah! The big knobs have gone round the table and yanked the iron out of the fire! 

Darling:   Thank God! We lived through it! The Great War:   1914-1917. George:   Hip hip! 

All but Edmund:   Hurray! 

Edmund:   (loading his revolver) I'm afraid not. The guns have stopped because we're about to attack. Not even our generals are mad enough to shell their own men. They think it's far more sporting to let the Germans do it. George:   So we are, in fact, going over. This is, as they say, it. Edmund:   I'm afraid so, unless I think of something very quickly. Voice:   Company, one pace forward! 

(everyone steps forward) 

Baldrick:   Ooh, there's a nasty splinter on that ladder, sir! A bloke could hurt himself on that. 

Voice:   Stand ready! 

(everyone puts a foot forward) 

Baldrick:   I have a plan, sir. 

Edmund:   Really, Baldrick? A cunning and subtle one? Baldrick:   Yes, sir. 

Edmund:   As cunning as a fox who's just been appointed Professor of Cunning at Oxford University? 

Baldrick:   Yes, sir. 

Voice:   On the signal, company will advance! 

Edmund:   Well, I'm afraid it'll have to wait. Whatever it was, I'm sure it was better than my plan to get out of this by pretending to be mad. I mean, who would have noticed another madman round here? (whistle blows) Edmund:   Good luck, everyone. (blows his whistle) 

(Everyone yells as they go over the top. German guns fire before they're even off the ladders. The scene changes to slow motion, and explosions happen all
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around them. [An echoed piano slowly plays the Blackadder theme.] The smoke and flying earth begins to obscure vision as the view changes to the battlefield moments later:   empty and silent with barbed wire, guns and bodies strewn across it. [A bass drum beats slowly.] That view in turn changes to the same field as it is today:   overgrown with grasses and flowers, peaceful, with chirping birds.) 

Blackadder's Christmas Carol

Narrator: In the reign of good Queen Vic, there stood, in Dumpling Lane in old London town, the Moustache Shoppe of one Ebenezer Blackadder -- the kindest and loveliest man in all England. 

[opening theme] 

He's kind and gen'rous to the sick

He'd never spread a nasty rumour

He never gets on people's wick

And doesn't laugh at toilet humour

Blackadder! Blackadder!

He's sickeningly good

Blackadder! Blackadder!


As nice as Christmas pud.

[as this is sung, we see a man merrily enjoying some carolers, and nicking something from their donation bin (I think that's what it is, at least); also, a boy wanders through the streets, picking pockets] 

[Scene: inside the Moustache Shoppe. Baldrick is dusting off a mustache which is on a stand.] 

Ebenezer: [from outside the main door] Humbug! Humbug! [enters, holding a bag of candies] [holds out the bag, in offering] Humbug, Mr Baldrick? Baldrick: Oh, thank you very much. [takes one] Ebenezer: Well, I've got all the presents... 

Baldrick: ...and I've nearly finished the Christmas cards. Ebenezer: [taking off his tall hat] Oh, splendid! Let me see... [opens up a card he has picked up from the desk] "A Very Messy Christmas." I'm sorry, Mr Baldrick -- shouldn't that be `merry'? 

Baldrick: "A Merry Messy Christmas"? All right, but the main thing is that it should be messy -- messy cake; soggy pudding; great big wet kisses under the mistletoe... 

Ebenezer: Yes... [going to hang up his coat and scarf] I fear, Mr Baldrick, that the only way you're likely to get a big wet kiss at Christmas -- or, indeed, any other time -- is to make a pass at a water closet. However, be that as it may... [Baldrick gives him the card again] "A Merry Messy Christmas." `Christmas' as an H in it, Mr Baldrick. 

Baldrick: Oh... 
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Ebenezer: ...and an R. Also an I, and an S. Also T and M and A... ...and another S. Oh, and you've missed out the C at the beginning. Congratulations, Mr Baldrick! Something of a triumph, I think -- you must be the first person ever to spell `Christmas' without getting any of the letters right at all. [He takes the bag of presents he brought from outside into the back room.] Baldrick: [following Ebenezer] Well, I was a bit rushed. I've been helping out with the workhouse nativity play. 

Ebenezer: Oh, of course! How did it go? 

Baldrick: Well, not very well -- at the last moment, the baby playing Jesus died! Ebenezer: Oh, dear! This high infant-mortality rate is a real devil when it comes to staging quality children's theatre. What did you do? Baldrick: Got another Jesus. 

Ebenezer: Oh, thank goodness. ...and his name? Baldrick: `Spot'. There weren't any more children, so we had to settle for a dog instead. 

Ebenezer: Oh, dear... [moving toward and eventually sitting on a chair near the fireplace] I'm not convinced that Christianity would have established its firm grip over the hearts and minds of mankind if all Jesus had ever said was "Woof." 

Baldrick: [as Ebenezer removes his shoes] Well, it went all right until the shepherds came on. See, we hadn't been able to get any real sheep, so we had to stick some wool-- 

Ebenezer: ...on some other dogs. 

Baldrick: Yeah... and the moment Jesus got a whiff of them, he's away! While the angel's singing "Peace on Earth, Goodwill to Mankind," Jesus scampers across and tries to get one of the sheep to give him a piggyback ride! Ebenezer: Scarcely appropriate behaviour for the son of God, Mr Baldrick. Weren't the children upset? 

Baldrick: Nah, they loved it. They want us to do another one at Easter -- they want to see us nail up the dog. 

Ebenezer: Ah, the playful young scamps, eh? Still, what a lovely thought it is: at this very moment, all over the country, from the highest to the lowest, through those charming plump folks somewhere in the middle, everyone is enjoying Christmas. 

[Scene changes to a room in Buckingham Palace. Queen Victoria enters, followed by the chair-bearer (what's the proper name for such an individual?), and approaches Prince Albert, who is wrapping something. He speaks with a ridiculous accent.] 

Victoria: [knowing that Albert's wrapping a present for her] What are you doing, Albert? 

Albert: [hiding something] Nothing... 

Victoria: Oh yes you are, you naughty German sausage! [sits] Tell me what you're doing... 

Albert: I just said; I'm not doing anything! Really, woman -- when you're busy ruling India, you don't tell me what you are doing... So why should I tell you what I am doing when I am busy wrapping up this cushion for your surprise Christmas present?


Damn...

Now I have only two surprise presents for you... Victoria: Oh, dear Alby, don't worry -- I don't mind. 
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Albert: I do... I love surprises. [Hugs her, resting his head against her bosom; she enjoys it very much] Christmas without surprises is like the nuts without a nutcrack. [has a realisation, rushes to the tree, and begins unwrapping something] ...which is why I have bought you this surprise nutcracker--Damn... Damn...

Victoria: Oh, darling Bobo, don't worry. [stands] Besides, haven't you forgotten something? 

Albert: What? 

Victoria: Our traditional Christmas adventure! 

Albert: Oh, yes! Of course! The traditional Christmas adventure! Huzzah!!! ...what traditional Christmas adventure? 

Victoria: You silly soldier! You know: when we disguise ourselves as common folk and go out amongst the people to reward the virtuous and the good... Albert: Oh, yes! Of course! Dummkopf! [stands] How could I forget? [he shouts something in German] [He reaches down, to pick up something and starts unwrapping it.] For it is for precisely such an outing as this that I have bought you my finest surprise present: this muff which I am going to give you tomorrow-- Damn... Damn... Damn... 

[As he falls to his knees, Victoria pushes his face into her bosom.] [Scene changes back to Ebenezer's living room. He and Baldrick have just finished setting things on the table.] 

Ebenezer: Ah, excellent, excellent. What a splendid spread: nuts, turkey and presents. What more could a man desire at Christmas? Baldrick: Well, a tree... 

Ebenezer: Oh, of course -- I'd quite forgot. [he heads to the front, shop room] I dropped in on Mr Thicktwistle's Garden Emporium, and, I think you'll agree, got quite a bargain [he opens the front door and steps out to fetch something] on this special Christmas Twig. [steps back in, closes the front door] Baldrick: It's a bit of a tiddler, ain't it? 

Ebenezer: Yes, but size isn't important, my friend -- it's not what you've got; it's where you stick it. [sticks the twig into an empty candle stand] Besides, look: we've got a whole year's profits to spend on fun and larks! Baldrick: How much is it? 

Ebenezer: Seventeen pounds and a penny. 

Baldrick: It'd be a lot more if you didn't give away so much money to the poor. Ebenezer: Well, yes, but in the feeling-good ledger of life we are rich indeed. Baldrick: Yeah, I just wish we weren't doing so well in the bit-short-of-prezzies-and-feeling-a-gullible-prat ledger. 

[The doorbell rings.] 

Ebenezer: Well, bless my ten toes! Who could that be on this cold night? [Baldrick opens the door. Mrs Scratchit enters, carrying a basket.] Ebenezer: Ah, Mrs Scratchit! Greetings to you on this merry Yuletide Eve. Scratchit: [crying] Oh, Mr Blackadder!!! How can I be merry when we are so poor we shall have nothing to eat on Christmas Day? except what Grandfather can scrape from under his big toenail... No goose for Tiny Tom this year!!! Ebenezer: Mrs Scratchit, Tiny Tom is fifteen stone and he's built like a brick privy! If he eats any more heartily, he will turn into a pie shop. [this is all said in the nicest way possible] 

[Scratchit bawls] 

 

291

Ebenezer: [As he walks around the counter] Oh, pardon me, but, look, look, there must be something we can do... [points inside her basket] Ah! That box of matches in your basket is just the thing I need. How much did they cost? Scratchit: [holding up the box, suddenly not crying] A quid a match. Ebenezer: Mrs Scratchit, I suspect that to be a lie of sorts... [Scratchit puts on her crying act again] 

Ebenezer: [rushing round the counter] ...oh, but, but it's Christmas Eve, so here: take ten pounds. 

Scratchit: So you don't want all the matches, then -- there's seventeen of them! Ebenezer: Mrs Scratchit, you have the body of a weak woman, but the mind of a criminal genius! Here: seventeen pounds, then. Scratchit: [quite happy, speaking rather like having completed a swindle that she has done many times before] Lovely! [leaves] Ebenezer: [calls after her] ...and my best wishes to your massive offspring! [Baldrick closes the door] 

Baldrick: So: we had seventeen pound and a penny, and we've given Mrs Scratchit seventeen pounds, so that leaves... 

Ebenezer: [sighs, holding up the penny] Yes, come on, Mr Baldrick; seventeen pounds and a penny minus seventeen pounds leaves...? Baldrick: [looks at the penny while thinking, then speaks with confidence] Thirty-eight pounds, eight shillings, fourpence! Ebenezer: Not bad, Mr Baldrick. The answer is in fact a splendid shining penny. 

[The door opens; a boy steps in and speaks] 

Boy: Merry Christmas Eve, Mr Slackbladder -- I mean Blackadder! Ebenezer: [approaching] Ah! and to you, young urchin! Boy: A penny for Christmas cheer, sucker -- I mean sir? Ebenezer: [looks at his penny, knowing it's all he has] Erm, well... [Boy fakes a tantrum] 

Ebenezer: Well, certainly! Here! [tosses penny over] [Boy catches it and immediately runs off] 

Ebenezer: [steps out, calling after Boy] Er, going to buy some cake and pie for yourself and your silver-haired mother? 

Boy: Nah, sod that -- I'm off to the gin shop. 

Ebenezer: [returning inside] Che! They grow up so fast these days, bless 'em. Oh well -- another year without profit! Still, it is Christmas; and let us remember, Mr Baldrick [he takes the candle stand which holds the twig, and returns to the back room], that, be we as stony as a biblical execution, it is still the season of good cheer, and we have all our Christmas treats: nuts, turkey and presents... 

[A ghastly high-pitched cackle pierces the air.] Ebenezer: [looking out the back window] Oh! and my God-daughter, Millicent! [he takes picks up a pair of ear muffs] Er, secure the ornaments, Mr Baldrick [he puts the ear muffs on], and let her in. [while Baldrick is gone, he speaks to himself] So, we'll put all our presents under our little tree: A scarf for me; a pair of gloves for Mr Baldrick; and a hat for Millicent. [Millicent cackles as she enters. Baldrick comes in a short while later, with handkerchiefs stuffed in his ears.] 

Ebenezer: Ah, Millicent! To what do I owe this excellent pleasure? 
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Millicent: Oh, I just thought I pop round, you know, just on the off chance. Well, you know, Christmas is a time traditionally connected with presents... Ebenezer: It is indeed, and, look: [picks up the hat] a lovely hat for my dear God-daughter. 

Millicent: [quickly snatching it from his hands] Oh, thanks. [looks at the items still on the table] Oh! and look: [picking up things as she mentions them] a scarf and a pair of gloves to match! Well, that's not bad, I suppose. [cackles] Ebenezer: [making sure his earmuffs remain in place] Yes, jolly good. Millicent: I'm sorry I can't stop. I thought perhaps I might come back tomorrow at lunchtime... 

Ebenezer: Oh, what a splendid idea! 

Millicent: It'll just be little me and my teensy boyfriend -- so cook a couple of extra turkeys! Thanks for all the prezzies... 

Baldrick: [sarcastic] Why don't you take the flipping tree? Millicent: [taking it] Oh, you are sweet!!! [turns to leave] Thanks... [cackles as she leaves] 

Ebenezer: Bye! [removing the earmuffs] My, what a jolly young girl. Baldrick: Yeah... pity she nicked all the presents. Ebenezer: Yes, but I thought you and I would be spoilt enough with the turkey and [picking up a bowl of nuts] this mountain of nuts we have... [The doorbell rings.] 

Ebenezer: Well, peel my tangerines! This is [?]! [In the front room, Beadle enters, followed by three extremely fat orphan boys, whom he warns to stay behind him and not push.] Ebenezer: [from the back room] Ah, Beadle! Charmed, honoured, and lovelied in every possible way! 

[Baldrick hides the turkey in his coat as Beadle and the orphans enter the back room.] 

Beadle: [to the shoving orphans, who all are trying to fit into the room] Get back! [to Ebenezer] Felicitous compliments of the gorging season to you, sir. Peace on Earth, and fat tums to all men. 

Ebenezer: Well, indeed, indeed... and what of your little orphan charges? Beadle: Well, I don't think I charges them enough, as a matter of fact. Luckily, you're here to cover up the shortfall, Mr Blackadder. They're looking forward to coming tomorrow; perhaps bringing a little surprise for you... Ebenezer: Oh, surely not another totally unexpected rendition of `God Rest Ye Merry Mr Blackadder'... 

Beadle: Not for me to say, sir. All I can say is that it's Christmas as usual; except, sadly, we've managed to polish off all our nuts before the big day... [he and the orphans all lean toward the bowl of nuts. Baldrick, behind the orphans, jumps up and down trying to see.] 

Ebenezer: Oh, well, what luck! As fate would have it, we have some. Here: help yourselves. [the orphans all prepare to grab them] Beadle: [stopping them] No, sir! No, sir, I couldn't possibly take them from you! Absolutely not! [picks up the bowl] Is this all, is it? Ebenezer: Yes... 

Beadle: Well, it'll have to do, then! [gives bowl to orphans, who scramble hungrily around it] See you tomorrow! [laughs as he and orphans leave] Ebenezer: Well, what a jolly fellow! 

Baldrick: Looked like a fat git to me. 
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Ebenezer: Well, yes, Mr Baldrick; but you mustn't judge people from outward appearances. Strip away the outer layers of a fat git, and, inside, you'll probably find a-- 

Baldrick: ...thin git. Here; those orphans were a bit fat, too. Ebenezer: Well, there's some truth there. [goes to sit in fireside chair] Certainly, when I go and visit them, I do tend to remove all sharp objects for fear of bursting one of them and getting showered in two dozen semi-digested pies... But what of it? As long as they're happy... Baldrick: [removes turkey from his coat, puts it on table] Well, at least we've still got our turkey! [goes over to Ebenezer] And -- who knows? -- Christmas is a time for miracles, so, maybe, if we screw up our eyes really tight and pray to the big pink pixie in the sky, someone will come and reward us... come on! Ebenezer: [complying, reluctantly] Oh, dear innocent Mr Baldrick... [After a short pause, the doorbell rings.] 

Baldrick: See? 

Ebenezer: Well, baste my steaming puddings! 

[He and Baldrick go into the front room. Baldrick opens the door; Victoria and Albert are there, badly disguised. The chair bearer also is there (sans chair). Sappy "good-news" music plays.] 

Ebenezer: Ah, good evening, sir and madam. 

Victoria: Good evening. We have come here on a mission to reward the virtuous this Christmas Eve. 

[Baldrick smiles.] 

Ebenezer: Good heavens! [looks at Baldrick, rather stunned] Albert: [not hiding his accent] ...and we have heard many stories of your kindness and generosity. 

Ebenezer: Oh, well, one tries... 

Victoria: So, please... 

Ebenezer: Yes? 

[Sappy music stops suddenly.] 

Victoria: Give us ten pounds for the virtuous old lady next door. Ebenezer: Ah, well, we'd love to oblige, but I'm afraid we haven't anything to give. 

Albert: Surely you must have something... What about a goose? Victoria: [slightly turned on] Oh, Albert! 

Baldrick: Well, we've only got a turkey, see... 

Victoria: Oh, that sounds ideal! 

Baldrick: [in a disappointed whine] Oh... 

Ebenezer: Well, there's a bit of luck! Mr Baldrick, fetch the turkey! [while Baldrick is fetching it, he makes idle conversation, and speaks to Albert] Er, I detect from your accent, sir, that you are not from round here... Albert: Ah, nein! [slowly, trying to enunciate] I am from...Glasgow. Ebenezer: Ah, a fine city! I love the Gorbals! 

Albert: Ah... Yes... The Gorbals... I love them, too -- a lovely couple; lots of fun. Baldrick: [having returned, holds the turkey out to Albert] Bye bye, birdy... Victoria: Very well done indeed. Good evening. [leaves] Ebenezer: Good evening... 

Albert: [before he walks out] ...and if I bump into Mr and Mrs Gorbal, I'll give them your regards. 
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[Ebenezer returns to the back room. Baldrick is hanging a stocking from the fireplace. An unaccompanied violin plays the Blackadder theme slowly.] Ebenezer: Oh, dear, Mr Baldrick; it looks as though we're in for a bit of a thin Christmas... 

Baldrick: Don't you worry, Mr B -- I'm hanging my sock up so Santa will come down the chimney. 

Ebenezer: Mr Baldrick, I guarantee that if there's one thing liable to stop Santa coming down the chimney, it's your sock waiting for him at the end of it. Baldrick: Well, if I don't hang my sock out, how will Santa fill it? Ebenezer: Mr Baldrick, if you do hang your sock out, Santa will be dead before he gets within a hundred yards of it! Don't you have any other socks? Baldrick: I've got one other... [raises a leg] 

Ebenezer: Oh, don't worry about it, my dear fellow. Take one of mine from the linen cupboard. I'm off to bed -- there's nothing else to stay up for. Good night, Mr Baldrick. 

Baldrick: 'night 'night. Oh! By the way -- I forgot to mention: When you were out there... 

[the violin is now replaced with spooky noises] ...there was this enormous ghostly creature coming here saying, "Beware! for, tonight, you shall receive a strange and terrible visitation!" [the spooky noises stop suddenly] 

I just thought I'd mention it. 

[spooky noises start up again] 

It come through the wall, it said its piece, and then it sodded off. [noises stop again] 

Ebenezer: [chuckles] Oh, fine. Goodnight, Mr Baldrick. [he leaves into the stairway to his bedroom] 

Baldrick: 'night 'night. [he goes to sleep in the chair] [Scene changes to Ebenezer's bedroom. He is lying in bed, and is woken by someone saying a spooky "Woo!" The door to the room falls in, as steam and green light comes through. Also coming through is a large bearded man holding his hands out, wiggling his fingers spookily, saying the "Woo!" He steps in and laughs deeply, and begins to thrust his arms about, then does more, quicker, "Woo!" noises, getting sillier. Eventually, Ebenezer, rather unfazed, speaks to the man (`Spirit').] 

Ebenezer: Can I help? 

Spirit: [speaks with Scottish dialect] No thanks, no, no no... I just popped in to say `hello'. [shakes Ebenezer's hand] Spirit of Christmas; how do you do. Just doing my usual rounds, you know: a wee bit of haunting, getting misers to change their evil ways. But you're obviously such a good chap [pats Ebenezer on the knee], there'll be no need for any of that nonsense, so I'll just say `cheery-bye'. Cheery-bye! [turns to leave] 

Ebenezer: Well, can I get you a cup of tea or anything? Spirit: You wouldn't have anything a wee bit more, er, medicinal...? Ebenezer: Oh, I see... I've only got some of Nurse McCready's Surgical Bruise Lotion. [motions where it is] 

Spirit: [picks up bottle] Oh, nothing but the best at this house, eh? [eagerly opens it, sits `backward' in the chair next to a mirror and dresser, begins drinking] Mmm! Delicious. Well, this is a nice change from all those skinflints. You know that old fellow down the road? Bags of money! I caught him trying to 
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cut down on his heating bills by using his John Thomas as a draught excluder! 

Ebenezer: Oh, dear... old people today, eh? Tell me: How do you get them to change their ways? 

Spirit: Well, it's all visions these days. We used to use black-and-white line drawings, but the visions are more effective. 

Ebenezer: Well, what sort of thing? 

Spirit: Well, it depends, really. With some people, it's just a glimpse of their behaviour at school behind the penny-farthing sheds... Er, some other people, well, we just show them how rotten their ancestors were. Of course, with your ancestors, it would have to be the full one-hour-ten vision with a break and ice cream. 

Ebenezer: Oh, dear! That bad, were they? 

Spirit: Och -- did nobody tell ye? Stinkers to men! Oh, perhaps you'd like to see... [waves his free hand about and twiddles his tongue] [Scene changes to Elizabethan England. Lord Edmund Blackadder looks very bored at his servant, Baldrick, who is offering him a Christmas cracker. They are just outside the throne room.] 

Baldrick: Come on, My Lord! Give it a little pull! You know you want to! It'll be ever so exciting! 

Edmund: [gives in] Oh, God... [he pulls the cracker as Baldrick winces in anticipation of the crack, but there's only a little squeak] Yes -- terrifying. Baldrick: And, look, there's a surprise present for you inside. It's a novelty death warrant, and you give it to a friend. 

Edmund: Oh, just what I've always wanted. [crumples it] Baldrick: Have you got anything for me? 

Edmund: Oh, it's nothing, really. 

Baldrick: [charmed] Oh, Sir... 

Edmund: No, it's really nothing. I haven't got anything for you. [walks to a large curtained object] I spent all my cash on this damn thing for the Queen. [pulls the curtains open, to reveal a portrait of the Queen] She'd better she'll bloody like it -- she dropped enough hints. [shuts the curtains] Gah, that woman's about as subtle as a rhinocerous horn up the backside. [lifts the portrait] Door. [Inside, Queen Elizabeth I and Nursie are tearing apart coloured-paper chains. Edmund enters, carrying the curtained portrait.] Edmund: Good morning, Your Majesty. Christmas again, eh? What joy. [puts the portrait down] Don't you just love it? 

Elizabeth: No -- I hate it! In fact, I've just abolished it. Edmund: I'm sorry...? 

Elizabeth: I ought to block up the chimneys, burn all the crackers, and kill anyone I see carrying a present. [looks at the portrait] Edmund: Oh. [lifts the portrait and prepares to leave] Elizabeth: [points at portrait, speaks demandingly] What's that, Edmund? Edmund: This? ... It's a window... 

Elizabeth: A window? 

Edmund: Yes, but you seem to have one here; so, sorry to disturb you... [exits, leaving her baffled (Nursie just grins brainlessly)] [Outside, Edmund hands the portrait to Baldrick, who holds it from the bottom, so it covers his face. Edmund closes the door, and pulls open the portrait's curtains.] 
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Edmund: Well, so much for that. [punches the Queen's face in the portrait; his hand goes through the canvas and hits Baldrick's face. He then motions to Lord Melchett, who approaches] Ah, Melchett! Greetings! I trust that Christmas brings you its traditional mix of good food and violent stomach cramp. Melchett: ...and compliments of the season to you, Blackadder. May the yuletide log slip from your fire and burn your house down. Edmund: I'm glad I saw you -- I feel it only fair to warn you that the Queen has banned the Christmas, so I wouldn't get her a present this year. Melchett: Oh, I'm indebted to you for that advice, Blackadder, and I shall, of course, follow it to the letter, the day I get my brain replaced by a cauliflower. [exits] 

Edmund: [claps his hands once] Hah! Got him with my subtle plan! Baldrick: [lowering the portrait finally] I can't see any subtle plan. Edmund: Baldrick, you wouldn't see a subtle plan if it painted itself purple and danced naked on top of a harpsichord, singing "Subtle Plans Are Here Again." It's what we call a double-bluff. Melchett will undoubtedly do the opposite of what I tell him, go and get an enormous present, give it to the Queen, and then [runs his finger across his neck and makes a quacky noise]. Baldrick: What, he'll turn into a duck? 

Edmund: Yes... [walks off; Baldrick follows, with the portrait] [In the throne room, Nursie continues to tear apart paper chains, while Elizabeth is looking out the window.] 

Nursie: Pity about this, Tinky-wink. You always used to love this time of year... Elizabeth: [turns round; she is fondling a Christmas pudding] I know -- leaving a little mince pie and a glass of wine out for Father Christmas, and then scoffing it because I was a princess and could do what I bloody well liked. [sits in throne] 

Nursie: ...and wondering if your father's wife would last until Boxing Day without having her head cut off. 

Elizbeth: We knew; if he gave her a hat, she'd probably be all right. Nursie: Happy days... 

Elizabeth: Yes... Maybe I was a little rash... 

[Edmund and Melchett enter and bow.] 

Elizabeth: Ah! Boys! Welcome back! [hands the pudding to Nursie] But, Melchett, what have you got under your coat? 

[Edmund raises his eyebrows, smiling slyly.] 

Elizabeth: [demandingly] It's not a present, is it? Melchett: A present, Majesty? but of course! [reveals a crown; mutters to Edmund] You're so painfully transparent, Blackadder. Edmund: Am I... 

Elizabeth: Oh, that's fab!!! I love presents! 

[Edmund rolls his eyes, unhappy about the Queen's wishy-washiness.] Elizabeth: [to Melchett] You know, for a moment I took against Christmas, but I'm completely dippy about it again. In fact, I'd like to marry you! ...if you weren't as unattractive as a giant slug! 

Melchett: [laughing] Oh, pish, Majesty! 

Elizabeth: But, anyway, to reward you, I'm going to give you lots of presents! Um, fancy a castle? 

Melchett: Well, Windsor, Majesty... 

Elizabeth: ...title? 
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Melchett: Duke of Kent? 

Elizabeth: ...anything else? 

Melchett: Well, a devilish saucy wife would be fun. Elizabeth: [thinks] Lady Jane Pottle! 

Melchett: Oh, yummy! 

Elizabeth: I think she's Blackadder's girl at the moment, but that doesn't matter, does it, Blacky... 

Edmund: No, of course not, Ma'am... and perhaps Lord Melchett would like to whip me naked through the streets of Aberdeen... Melchett: Oh, I don't think we need go that far, Blackadder... Edmund: Oh, too kind... 

Melchett: No -- Aylesbury's quite far enough. 

Elizabeth: Super. Well done, Melchy. And, now, Blackadder, what have you got me? 

Edmund: Erm... 

Elizabeth: I WANT A PREZZY!!! Give me something nice and shiny; and if you don't, I've got something nice and shiny for you, and it's called an axe! Edmund: Erm, well, well... [looks down at his person hoping to find something] Elizabeth: Right! That's it. Any last requests, Blackadder, before I chop your block off and put it on top of the crimble tree? 

Edmund: [still searching his person, comes across the novelty death warrant] Er, well, there is one, actually, Ma'am: You know how much I've always been a great admirer [motions his hand to and fro between she and Melchett] of you both -- I was wondering if I could just have your autographs, erm, to keep me company during the final, tragic, lonely hours... [he has already handed her a quill] 

Elizabeth: Oh, all right. [signs] 

Edmund: Ah, there. Thank you, Ma'am. [moves to Melchett] And, Lord Melchett [gives him the quill]...just there... [Melchett signs] Thank-- [looks astonished] Oh! Dear me! 

Elizabeth: What is it? 

Edmund: Why, this piece of paper that Your Majesty has just signed turns out to be some sort of death warrant! 

Elizabeth: Oops. ...and I can't go back on it without destroying the whole basis of the British Constitution... 

Edmund: I fear not! 

Elizabeth: Is there a name on it? 

Edmund: Well, yes, there is, actually... It says, "Lord"... er, I can't read this terrible childish writing... er, "Lord...Mel...chett" ... "Lord Melchett"; that's it. Melchett: [trying to grab the paper from Edmund] Ma'am! Ma'am! Ma'am! It's a trick! You've been tricked! 

Elizabeth: Oh, good! Christmas is a time for tricks and japes and larks of all kinds. Tell you what, Blackadder: that's so brilliant, I'll execute Melchett instead! 

Edmund: You're very kind, Ma'am. 

[Nursie looks at Melchett and laughs maniacally] Elizabeth: ...and I suppose that means that everything of Lord Melchett's becomes yours. 
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Edmund: I suppose it does. [he presents a hand to Melchett and snaps his fingers; Melchett gives him the crown; he gives the crown to Elizabeth, who is delighted] Merry Christmas, Ma'am... 

[Scene changes back to Ebenezer's bedroom.] Ebenezer: [with a slight grin] Good lord! 

Spirit: Horrible, eh? [stands, goes to the bedside] What a pig! Ebenezer: Yes, although clearly quite a clever, charming pig. [Spirit is shocked] But, no, as you say, his behaviour...disgraceful. Spirit: Ah, you're a great improvement on them all. [pats Ebenezer's knees again] You're a good boy... 

Ebenezer: `Them'? Are there more? 

Spirit: Oh, yes! Have a shufti at this! [waves his arm and makes "Woo!" noise] [Scene changes to Regency England. Edmund Blackadder, butler to the Prince Regent, enters the vestibule outside the Prince's quarters with his own servant, Baldrick. He is carrying a red sack.] 

Edmund: Right, Balders... [puts sack on a chair] I'm sick of getting no presents and the Prince Regent getting the lot, so this is the plan: We play our traditional game of charades, and, when he gets bored and asks for a story, you come out here [lifts the sack up a bit], stick the dress and the hat on, and then knock on the door. I'll take it from there. Have you got it? Baldrick: Got it... 

Edmund: Yes, well, you certainly will get it if you mess this up. [Inside, Prince George tries to wake Lord Horatio Nelson, who sits in a chair, holding a drink in his left (and only) hand, with an eyepatch over his left eye. Edmund and Baldrick enter.] 

Prince: Ah, hurrah! Welcome, lads! Oh, this is the stuff, eh? Christmas sherry and charades with honest manly fellows. I mean, for Heaven's sake, what can I do with a girl that I can't do with you, eh? 

Edmund: I cannot conceive, Sir... 

Prince: Yes, well, there's that, I suppose. Now; who's first up for the game? I'd ask old Horatio here, but he's out of it, I'm afraid; so it's, er [points at Baldrick], what, it's the little monkey fellow first, then, is it? Edmund: It is indeed, Sir. 

Prince: Ah, excellent! Oh, I love charades... [goes over to sit in a chair] Edmund: OK, off you go, Baldrick. 

[Baldrick steps in front of them, then opens his arms like a book.] Edmund: It's a book... 

Baldrick: Well done, Mr B! I didn't think you'd get it that quickly. Prince: Well, I must say, Bladder, that was damn clever! Edmund: Yes, another great Christmas tradition: explaining the rules eight times to the Thicky Twins. The round hasn't in fact started yet. It's got to be a specific book. For instance, if it was The Bible, I would go like that [holding up two fingers] to indicate that there are two syllables in it... Prince: Two what? 

Edmund: Two syllables. 

Prince: Two silly bulls? I don't think so, Blackadder -- not in The Bible. I can remember a fatted calf, but, as I recall, that was quite a sensible animal. Oh, ah! It's it, um, er, Noah's Ark, with the, er, two pigs, two ants, and two silly bulls? Is that it? 

Edmund: Two syllables. 
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Prince: What? 

Edmund: Look, we're getting confused; let's start again, shall we? Prince: No, let's not, Blackadder. I think the whole game's getting a bit silly, to be honest. How about a nice Christmas story instead? Edmund: Oh, what a good idea, Sir. [motions at Baldrick] I'll just get rid of the servant, shall I? There's a limit to how long the smell of roasting chestnuts can blot out the aroma of Baldrick's trousers. [as he shows Baldrick out, he mutters to him] Don't forget the dress and the hat, Baldrick. [he returns to the Prince] So, shall I begin the Christmas story? 

Prince: Absolutely, as long as it's not that terribly depressing one about the chap who gets born on Christmas Day, shoots his mouth off about everything under the sun, and then comes a cropper with a couple of rum coves on top of a hill in Johnny Arab land. 

Edmund: You mean Jesus, Sir... 

Prince: Yes, that's the fellow. Keep him out of it -- he always spoils the X-mas atmos. 

Edmund: Certainly, Sir. Instead, I shall tell you a story about-- Nelson: [wakes] Ah! Oh my god!!! I've gone blind! blind!!! [Edmund moves Nelson's eyepatch to the right eye.] Nelson: Oh, that's better. [falls back to sleep] 

Edmund: As I was saying: This is a story about a handsome young prince... Prince: Ah, now, this is more like it. What; good looking, [points at his wig] lovely hair perched on top of his head like an exceptionally attractive loaf of bread? 

Edmund: Exactly. 

Prince: Yeah, I can imagine him -- excellent fellow. Edmund: Well, it is a tale about him and a sad, lonely, old granny who's dying of cold on a cruel Christmas night. 

Prince: Not a comedy, then...? 

Edmund: No, Sir. ...and when she thought that all was lost, and that she would die on Christmas night and be swept up on the Boxing Day morning, mistaken for a huge dirty handkerchief-- 

[Prince cries into his handkerchief] 

Edmund: ...then she knocked on the door of a handsome young prince, >named George, who gave her all his massive collection of Christmas presents, and she lived happily ever after. 

Prince: [he cries some more] Oh, my Satan's Sausage, Bladder! What a fine tale! I'm quite moved to tears, don't you know... Edmund: Oh, good... 

[The doorbells ring.] 

Edmund: [obviously] I wonder who that could be? Prince: ...on a cold, dark, cruel Christmas night... tricky one... It could be a robin... 

Edmund: [who has moved to the door] Why, Sir! Rather coincidentally, it is a sad, lonely, old granny who's dying of cold. Shall I fling her from your door, Sir, saying that there is no room in our Christmas for a sad, virtuous, silver-haired, old, elderly angel like her? 

Prince: No, Blackadder, you swine! Bring her in! 
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[The doors open from the outside, as a cart-pushing human figure in red old woman's clothes barges in and starts taking all the presents off the table, putting them into the cart.] 

Edmund: [mutters to Granny] [??????], Baldrick. Prince: Take all you want, Granny! You have found Georgy-Porgy, your handsome prince! 

Granny: Thank you, Sir... 

Edmund: Shall I show her to the door, to make sure she doesn't steal the silver on the way out? 

Prince: Oh, no -- tell her to take it! 

Edmund: Oh, you're very generous, Sir. [bows and closes the door] [He finishes closing the doors and turns round to an empty vestibule.] Edmund: Excellent, excellent, Baldrick! A triumph! [pause] Baldrick? Baldrick! [Baldrick enters, wearing white old woman's clothes.] Baldrick: Sorry, Mr B -- I was just showing a sweet old granny to the door. Are we ready yet, Sir? 

Edmund: [serious] What? 

Baldrick: Well, I answered the door and it was this sweet old granny collecting for charity, so I let her in. 

Edmund: Aaaaaaaagh... 

Baldrick: Something wrong, Mr B? 

Edmund: No, don't worry -- I should have known not to trust a man with the mental agility of a rabbit dropping. 

Baldrick: Sorry, Mr B. 

Edmund: Oh, it's perfectly all right -- it's not your fault. [punches Baldrick in the face; Baldrick falls over] Still, I fear for a frail elderly woman, laden with valuables, travelling through the inadequately lit streets of London... Baldrick: [having just got back on his feet] Yeah -- she's not safe, Sir. Edmund: Well, not from me, certainly. [punches Baldrick in the face; exits] [Back in Ebenezer's bedroom; Spirit now is lying beside Ebenezer.] Ebenezer: Hah hah! Very amusing! 

Spirit: In what way? 

Ebenezer: Er... the wigs... very amusing wigs. But his behaviour, as you say...disgraceful. But, he actually >got< the presents! Spirit: Yyyyyyes, yes... 

Ebenezer: So, there is actually something to be made out of being bad... Spirit: Er, technically... technically... yes... yes... But that's not the point, is it? It's the the soul...the soul... 

Ebenezer: As a matter of interest, what would happen in the future if I was bad? 

Spirit: Erm... Heavens! Is that the time? I really must be off... [stands up, but Ebenezer grabs his arm] 

Ebenezer: I'd love to see Christmas Future... 

Spirit: No no no no no no no no... It's terribly melodramatic... Ebenezer: Look; just show it...please... 

Spirit: All right... [wiggles his fingers a bit and makes a reluctant "Nyeu" sound] 

[Scene changes to the distant future. Queen Asphyxia XIX sits in her throne area as her three husbands -- Lord Frondo, Prince Pigmot and Bernard -- have just materialised. Bernard is on a raised platform behind Asphyxia, and is just 
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a head with a huge life-support system. Pigmot is to the right of Asphyxia, and Frondo is in front of Pigmot. Behind them, a hologramme display shows either a spinning green oscilloscope design or a close-up of whoever speaks.] Husbands tutti: Hail Queen Asphyxia, Supreme Mistress of the Universe. Asphyxia: ...and hail to you, my Triple-Husbandoid. I summon you here to group-greet our swift imperial navies home. [calls] Approach, Grand Admiral of the Dark Segment and Lord of the High-Slung Bottoms of Zob! [Commander Blackadder walks forward, with all sorts of metal bits attached to his leather. He holds his space helmet, and wears and metal eyepatch over his left eye. His breastplate armour bears the age-old Blackadder symbol.] Blackadder: [militaristically] 'morning. 

Frondo: To you, Blackadder -- thrice-endowed Supreme Donkey of the Trouser-Pod -- this much greeting [he raises a hand up to his forehead and lowers it with two and a half vertical waves]. 

Pigmot: [speaks with American dialect] I, too, bold navigator [he gives four vertical waves], cringe my dribblies at your resplendent pofflesnu! Blackadder: Yes, well, that won't be necessary, thank you. Asphyxia: Approach your slave: Baldrick! 

[Baldrick steps forward, wearing leather highboots, a studded leather collar, studded leather wristbands, and a leather bikini brief with a single stud. He stands in a dramatic pose.] 

Blackadder: For God's sake, Baldrick -- if you're going to wear that ridiculous jockstrap, at least keep your legs together. 

Baldrick: [salutes] Wilco, Skipper! [adjusts his stance] Blackadder: Majesties, I give you this much greeting [he puts his hand to his forehead and lets it drop straight back down]. 

Frondo: What news of the foul Malmydons? 

Blackadder: Scattered to the Nine Vectors, My Lord. Frondo: ...and the Sheepsqueezers of Splatican Five? Have they been suckcreamed as a Qvarnbeast's nobbo? 

Blackadder: Well, they're dead, if that's what you mean. Pigmot: Plus, Commander, did you vanquish the Nibblepibblies? Blackadder: No, My Lord Pigmot, I did not vanquish the Nibblepibblies; because you just made them up. 

Asphyxia: Hah hah hah hah hah! Excellent, Commander! You have most pleasantly wibbled my frusset pouch. Bring forth the gift with which you honour me. 

Blackadder: Majesties; from a place where the stars begin and end, I bring you this! [he holds up a silver rod with two equally-sized spheres at the ends; a nob at the bottom of the lower one and a spike at the top of the higher one. The higher sphere also has numerous rods protruding from the equator] Bernard: Oh, lovely -- an ashtray! 

Pigmot: [kneels beside Asphyxia] Come, Majesty -- he wastes our time. I yearn to attend "Twenty Thousand Years of The Two Ronnoids" on the [box plof?]. Frondo: Yes! Send him to the sprouting chamber! Asphyxia: No, wait! [to Blackadder] What is it, Commander? Blackadder: Well, I'll show you, shall I? [he raises the object; it fires a ray at the husbands, who are dematerialised; Asphyxia looks around, shocked] And now, Your Majesty, I must respectfully insist that you hand over to me the supreme 
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command of the universe, sew a button on my spare uniform, and marry me this afternoon. 

[He has walked forward; he removes a glove from one hand. Asphyxia also has walked forward. The two now are on opposite sides of a plasma sphere.] Asphyxia: I thought you'd never ask. 

[They both place a hand on the plasma sphere.] [Back in Victorian times, Ebenezer Blackadder laughs.] Ebenezer: So, let's get this straight: If I was bad, my descendents would rule the entire universe! 

Spirit: Maybe... Maybe... But would you be happy? Being ruler of the universe is not all it's cracked up to be -- there's the long hours... I mean, you wave at people the whole time... you're no longer your own boss. Ebenezer: But, but, so, what if I stayed good? When then does the future hold? Spirit: Ah, well, I really must put my foot down here. I've got four hauntings and a scare-the-bugger-to-death to do before morning. [Ebenezer lifts a hand, wiggles his fingers and goes "Woo!"] Spirit: No! No! [tries to bat away the incoming vision] [Back to the future] 

Husbands tutti: Hail Queen Asphyxia, Supreme Mistress of the Universe. Asphyxia: ...and hail to you, my Triple-Husbandoid. I summon you here to group-greet our swift imperial navies home. [calls] Approach, Grand Admiral of the Dark Segment and Lord of the High-Slung Bottoms of Zob! [Commander Baldrick walks forward, with all sorts of metal bits attached to his leather. He holds his space helmet, and wears a metal eyepatch over his left eye. His breastplate armour bears the age-old Blackadder symbol.] Baldrick: [raising his left arm] Hail! 

Asphyxia: ...and your slave... 

[Blackadder steps forward, wearing leather highboots, studded leather collar, studded leather wristbands, and a leather bikini brief with a single stud. He stands in an upset, bored pose.] 

Asphyxia: What's his name? 

Baldrick: I can't remember, Your Majesty. 

Frondo: No matter, Supreme Marshall of the Smells. What news of the foul Malmydons? 

Baldrick: Good news... 

Asphyxia: Excellent! 

Baldrick: ...for the Malmydons -- they wiped out our entire army. Sorry; I got a bit confused and dropped a bomb on our own lot. Asphyxia: Silence, squidling! Bring forth the gift with which you honour me. Baldrick: Oh, damn, I forgot the bloody present and all. [Blackadder looks quite fed up.] 

[The vision ends. Ebenezer is now standing.] 

Ebenezer: So: one way, it's glory everlasting; the other, it's wearing Baldrick's posing pouch! 

Spirit: Well, it's not as simplistic, but it does at least point a very clear lesson. Ebenezer: Namely...? 

Spirit: Namely...that the rewards of virtue are largely spiritual, but all the better for it. 

Ebenezer: You don't think it points the very clear lesson that bad guys have all the fun? 
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Spirit: No! No! Absolutely not! The rewards of virtue are infinitely more attractive! [stands, puts an arm around Ebenezer] Picture it: Quiet evenings in your hovel alone; a Bible; your own turnip! 

Ebenezer: Oh, well, that makes all the difference! Spirit: So you're going to be a good boy, then? Ebenezer: Oh, absolutely. 

[Spirit looks at him intently] 

Ebenezer: Would I lie to you? 

[Spirit turns, starting his "Woo!" some more, and steps backward through the doorway, steam pouring out. The door raises back into place (the entrance video run in reverse).] 

[Christmas morning. Ebenezer wakes up.] 

Baldrick: [from outside the room] Mr Blackadder! [enters, holding a sock] Looks like Father Christmas just forgot about me this year. Ebenezer: [stands] Oh, dear me... [takes sock, and begins reaching inside it] But don't be too unhappy; because, if you look very carefully, there's something in this stocking from me... 

Baldrick: Oh! 

Ebenezer: In fact, it's something I made for you... Baldrick: Well, that's the kind of prezzy that shows the most love! What have you made for me, Mr B? 

Ebenezer: I've made you... [takes his hand out] ...a fist. Baldrick: A fist? 

Ebenezer: Yes -- it's for hitting [punches Baldrick in the face]... and what's wonderful about it is that you can use it again [punch!] and again [punch!] and again [punch!]. Well, what do you say...? 

Baldrick: [weakly] Thank you, Mr B... 

Ebenezer: Think nothing of it, Baldrick -- I, after all, think nothing of you [punch!]. 

[Hanging onto the window, calling through, is the young boy.] Boy: Oi! Gitface! How about a penny for the season? Ebenezer: Hark! Do I hear the voice of a darling little cherub at the window? [Ebenezer walks to the window and opens it, causing the boy to fall down with a scream.] 

Ebenezer: [looks outside, then shuts the window] No -- I must have imagined it. 

[The doorbell rings.] 

Baldrick: Shall I get that, sir? 

Ebenezer: No, Baldrick -- leave them out in the snow until I get dressed. I'll only be about forty minutes. 

[Forty minutes later, in the front room, Baldrick stands by the door as Ebenezer finally comes downstairs, dressed.] 

Ebenezer: Door. 

[Baldrick opens the door. Leaning into the doorway, now with icicles hanging from their noses, are Beadle and the three fat orphan boys.] Beadle: [holding a tiny Christmas pudding] Compliments of the season, sir. We have come to sing merrily and to make you a gift of a small pudding. [to orphans] ...3, 4... 

Beadle and orphans: [singing] 
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God bless Mr B at Christmas time


And maybe Jesus too

If we were little pigs we'd sing

"Piggywiggywiggywiggywoo!"

And "Piggywiggywiggywiggywiggywiggywiggywiggy "Wiggywiggywiggywiggywoo!

"O! Piggy wiggy wiggy woo!

"Piggywiggywoo!

"O! Pig wiggywiggywiggywiggywiggywiggywoo!" Ebenezer: [applauds slowly] Utter crap. 

Beadle: Thank you very much, sir. 

Orphan3: Do we get a Christmas treat now? 

Ebenezer: Yes, indeed you do. 

Orphan [1 or 2?]: What is it? 

Ebenezer: It's a door in the face. Here you are! [slams the door] Baldrick: [shocked] Oh, Mr B! You can't send them out into the world with nothing but a small pudding! 

Ebenezer: Ah, how right you are, Baldrick. Door. [Baldrick opens the door; Beadle and the orphans are in the exact same place they were before, Beadle still holding out the pudding.] Ebenezer: [takes the pudding] Thank you. [slams the door] Baldrick: You know what I'm hoping? 

Ebenezer: What are you hoping, Baldrick? 

Baldrick: I'm hoping that this is all a merry Christmas jape, and, in a moment, you're going to go "Yo ho ho!" and give me a mince pie. Ebenezer: [grins] Close your eyes, Baldrick... 

[Baldrick closes his eyes.] 

Ebenezer: Open your mouth... 

[Baldrick opens his mouth.] 

Ebenezer: Yo ho ho. [sticks the leafed end of the pudding into Baldrick's mouth] 

[Doorbell rings.] 

Millicent: [from outside] Cooeee! 

[Baldrick opens the door; Millicent cackles as she enters, and is followed by her boyfriend, Ralph -- a paradigmatic twit.] 

Ebenezer: Ah, my dear Millicent come for her dinner. [looks at Ralph] ...and she seems to have brought the fish course with her. [Millicent and Ralph are confused.] 

Ebenezer: Who, my dear, is the huge halibut in the trousers? Ralph: I think...it's me! 

Millicent: This is Ralph -- he's my fiance. 

Ralph: We're in love! 

[Ralph laughs; Millicent cackles] 

Ebenezer: Oh, dear... Ill-conceived love, I should warn you, is like a Christmas cracker: One massively disappointing bang, and the novelty soon wears off. [Ralph laughs; Millicent cackles] 

Ebenezer: Shut up. 

Millicent: [shocked] Oh, Mr Blackadder! What's happened? You've changed from the nicest man in England into the...the horridest man in the world! Baldrick: I was thinking the same thing myself. 
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Ebenezer: [hits Baldrick in the back of the head] ...when spoken to. [to Millicent] I would explain, my dear, but I fear that you wouldn't understand --blessed as you are with a head that is emptier than a hermit's address book. [Millicent smiles as though that was a compliment.] Ebenezer: [to Ralph] As for you: Are you sure that you can keep my God-daughter in the manner to which she is accustomed? Ralph: Oh, yes! Absolutely! [gives his wallet to Ebenezer] Ebenezer: Oh, splendid. [takes it, looks at all the money inside] [Ralph holds his hand out as though expecting Ebenezer to return the wallet.] Ebenezer: Congratulations. Good day. [shakes Ralph's hand] [Ralph and Millicent smile, then slowly start laughing/cackling.] Ebenezer: OUT! 

[Ralph and Millicent begin crying, and leave.] 

Ebenezer: [holding the money that was in the wallet] Baldrick, I want you to take this and go out, and buy a turkey so large you'd think its mother had been rogered by an omnibus. [gives the money] I'm going to have a party, and no-one's invited but me. 

[Baldrick heads for the door; Ebenezer heads for the back room. When Baldrick opens the door, Mrs Scratchit enters.] 

Scratchit: Cooo! 

Ebenezer: [returning to the counter] No peace for the wicked... Scratchit: Ah, Mr Ebenezer... I was wondering if you had perhaps a little present for me...? or had found me a little fowl for Tiny Tom's Christmas...? Ebenezer: I've always found you `foul', Mrs Scratchit -- and more than a little. [Mrs Scratchit is stunned.] 

Ebenezer: As for Tiny Tom's Christmas: he can stuff it up his enormous muscular backside. 

Scratchit: But he's a cripple! 

Ebenezer: He's not a cripple, Mrs Scratchit. Occasionally saying "Phew! My leg hurts!" when he remembers to wouldn't fool Baldrick! Baldrick: It did, actually. 

Ebenezer: However, if you want something for lunch, take this. [he reaches down and lifts up a bucket with some faecal-brown stain running down the side] It's a pound a lump, and, as luck would have it, there are seventeen lumps left. [takes his seventeen pounds back from her basket] Thank you. Scratchit: But what about my Tiny Tom? 

Ebenezer: If I was you, I'd scoop him out and use him as a houseboat. Good day. 

[Scratchit cries and leaves] 

Baldrick: [closes the door once more] Mr B... Where's the milk of human kindness? 

Ebenezer: It's gone off, Baldrick -- it stinks. 

[Doorbell rings.] 

Ebenezer: Get that; and, whoever it is, slam the door in their faces -- or I'll slam your face in the door. [goes to the back room] 

[Baldrick opens the door and finds Victoria, Albert and the chair-bearer (sans chair again).] 

Alfred: Hello, small dwarf fellow. Is this the house of the great philanthropist and all-round softy, Ebenezer Blackadder? 

Baldrick: [confused] What, Mr Blackadder lives here? 
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Alfred: Ah, that is good, because we have a wunderbar secret! Baldrick: What secret? 

Alfred: Hah! I've I were to tell you that we're going to give him an enormous fortune for being so generous, then it would not longer be a secret--Damn... I'm so stupid! Damn... 

Baldrick: What would no longer be a secret? 

Victoria: [leaning forward, half bowing] We are Queen Victoria. Baldrick: What, all three of you? 

Victoria: [charmed] My dear little hobgoblin... Here is our Royal Seal. [holds out the seal; Baldrick takes it and slowly kneels] We have come to present your master with fifty thousand pounds, and the title of Baron Blackadder, for being the kindest man in England. 

Baldrick: Nummy, Your Majesty! 

Ebenezer: [returning from the back room] Baldrick, what did I tell you I'd do if you didn't slam the door in the faces of these scrounging loafers? Baldrick: But... [Ebenezer moves him aside and grabs the door] Mr Blackadder-- [Ebenezer opens the door wide, into Baldrick's face, then slams the door shut] 

Ebenezer: I'm not at home to guests. 

[Ebenezer returns to the back room, where the scene now takes place. He sits in the fireside chair. Albert, Victoria and the chair-bearer walk in.] Albert: I flatter myself; we are rather special guests, sir... Ebenezer: Oh, of course! [stands] I must apologise! It's not often that one receives a Christmas visit from two such distinguished guests. Albert: Ah, so you recognise us at last. 

Ebenezer: Yes. [to Victoria] Unless I'm very much mistaken, you're the winner of the Round Britain Shortest, Fattest, Dumpiest Woman Competition. And for her to be accompanied by the winner of this year's Stupidest Accent Award is really quite overwhelming. 

Victoria: Sir! I cannot be-- 

Ebenezer: Cork it, Fatso! Don't you realise that this is the Victorian Age, where-- apart from Queen Piglet Features herself [Albert covers Victoria's ears] --women and children are to be seen and not heard? Albert: "Queen Piglet Features"?! 

Ebenezer: Yes -- `Empress Oink', as lads call her. The only person in the Kingdom who looks dafter than her is that stupid Frankfurter of a husband [Albert covers his own ears]. `The Pig & The Prig' we call them. [approaches them, forcing them back into the front room] How they ever managed to produce their one hundred and twelve children is quite beyond me. The bedchambers of Buckingham Palace must be copiously supplied with blindfolds. 

Victoria: Sir! We have never been so insulted in our entire lives! [all three of them are now outside the shoppe] 

Ebenezer: [leans out doorway] Well, all I can say is: you've been damned lucky. [goes inside and slams the door] 

[Later, in the back room, Ebenezer is feasting. Baldrick is pouring a drink.] Ebenezer: Ah, Baldrick, this is excellent, excellent -- all the riff-raff and the spongers dealt with, and gargantuan quantities of tuck to be gobbled. [slices off a piece of turkey] Here; have a wishbone. [gives wishbone to Baldrick] [Baldrick breaks the wishbone.] 
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Ebenezer: What do you wish? 

Baldrick: I wish there was some meat on this. 

Ebenezer: Those last two were particularly satisfying -- it felt just like having a go at the real Queen and Prince Albert. 

Baldrick: It was the real Queen and Prince Albert. Ebenezer: Don't be ludicrous, Baldrick -- what would the Queen be doing here? 

Baldrick: Well, she'd come to visit you to reward you for being the nicest man in England, by giving you fifty thousand pounds and the title of Baron Blackadder. 

Ebenezer: Baldrick, it couldn't have been the Queen; because, when she visits people, she leaves them her Royal Seal. 

Baldrick: What, like this one? [takes seal out of a pocket] Ebenezer: Yes, just like tha-- [he stares at it in disbelief] [end theme; credits] 

Ooh ooh ooh ooh!

Woo ooh ooh ooh!

Ooh ooh ooh ooh!

Woo! 

[repeat twice] 

Blackadder! Blackadder!

Di dum di dum di da!

Blackadder! Blackadder!

Ti rum ti tum ti ta! 

Blackadder! Blackadder!

Ti rum ti tum ti ta! 

(C) BBC MCMLXXXVII 

[the following appears (in hand print) over the final screen] Merry Kweznuz

A ^ Messy Kwelfnuve [crossed out] 

 

The Black Adder "The Cavalier Years"

 

Narrator:   In 1648, King Charles was in flight from the wrath of Cromwell & his Roundheads. Only two men remained faithful, risking certain death by their fidelity to the crown. One was the sole descendent of a great historical English dynasty -- his name, Sir Edmund Blackadder. The other was the sole descendent of an unfortunate meeting between a pig-farmer & bearded lady. History has, quite rightly, forgotten his name. 

[Blackadder Hall; November 1648] 

Edmund:   [coming into the hall (same set as Blackadder's quarters in BA3)] Baldrick! 

Baldrick:   [cutting heads off fish] Yes, sir? 

Edmund:   [throws his hat down; rubs his hands together] Get me some mulled ale, will you? I'm freezing. 

Baldrick:   How's the King, sir? 
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Edmund:   Erm, about as comfortable as can be expected for a man who's spending the winter in a blackcurrant bush. 

Baldrick:   [dropping spices into an ale goblet] Do you think the Roundheads will find him? [gives ale goblet to Edmund] 

Edmund:   Certainly not. I've assured him that he is as likely to be caught as fox being chased by a pack of one-legged hunting tortoises. [drinks] Baldrick:   [challengingly] Is that true? 

Edmund:   Yes, of course it's true. Have you ever known me to lie to the King? Baldrick:   Yes. 

[Edmund quickly puts down his ale, grabs Baldrick from across the table, picks up a knife and holds it to him.] 

Baldrick:   No. 

Edmund:   Exactly. He is absolutely safe as long as you keep your fat mouth shut. 

Baldrick:   You can trust me, sir. 

Edmund:   [laughs; lets go; puts down knife] Right, Baldrick; I'm off to answer the call of nature. [heads for stairs] If, by any freak chance, Oliver Cromwell drops in here for a cup of milk in the next ninety seconds, remember:   [points at Baldrick from the top of the stairs; speaks insistently] The King is not hiding here. 

Baldrick:   Yes, sir. [goes back to chopping fish heads; begins to sing] "Greensleeves is--" 

[Oliver Cromwell drops in. He is accompanied by a Roundhead.] Cromwell:   Good evening, citizen! I am Oliver Cromwell. My men have surrounded your house, and I am looking for royalist scum. [draws his sword; points it at Baldrick] Is the King hiding here? 

Baldrick:   Erm... [thinks ... thinks ... thinks ...] No. Cromwell:   [points sword up to Baldrick's throat] On pain of death and damnation, are you absolutely sure? 

Baldrick:   Yes, I am. 

Cromwell:   I see. [sheaths sword] Well then, my proud beauty [puts his hand behind Baldrick's head], you won't mind if my men come in from the cold, will you... 

Roundhead:   [shouts out the door] Men! Come in from the cold, will you! Cromwell:   [picks up a purple cup and the milk jug] Now; we shall all have a cup of milk by your fireside. 

Baldrick:   All right, but don't touch the purple cup. Cromwell:   Why not? 

Baldrick:   That's the King's. 

[Two Weeks Later. The Tower of London.] 

[King Charles is praying at the foot of the bed. The door opens, and he stands and turns as Cromwell and a guard enter.] 

Cromwell:   [to guard] Thank you, citizen. You may leave me alone with King Charles. 

[The guard bows and exits.] 

King:   Ah, Mr Cromwell! How delightful to see you again. [shakes Cromwell's hand] Um, [don't get up?]. Tell me:   Er, have you come far? Cromwell:   I have, sir! from country squire to Law Protector of England! King:   Fascinating! Absolutely fascinating. Erm, tell me:   Er, what exactly does a Law Protector do, as it were? 
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Cromwell:   He spells your doom, sir! 

King:   He spells my doom? Wonderful! Well, that's particularly exciting, because so many people these days can't spell at all! er, particularly, as you know, in the inner cities, which is my area of interest. Cromwell:   [?] speech, sir! But all your fine words won't save you from the scaffold! 

[A cowled priest has entered] 

King:   [to Cromwell] Jolly good! Fascinating! Carry on... Cromwell:   A priest, sir, to help you make your peace with God before you die! [exits] 

King:   [to priest] Ah, hello! 

Edmund:   [for the priest is he] Your Majesty, I can arrange for certain monies to be paid, to allow you to escape. [removes cowl] King:   Blackadder! You're dressed as a priest! How dangerous and stupid and perverted! It's just like school! [mumbles something] Edmund:   Sire, this is a matter of life and death. King:   Nonsense, Blackadder -- I don't think there's a jury in England that would bring in a verdict of `guilty' against >me<. [There's a knock on the door, and the guard returns, delivering a piece of paper to Edmund.] 

Guard:   Your Majesty -- the verdict of the jury. [exits] King:   So, what does it say? Er, `Guilty', or `Not Guilty'? Edmund:   [looks at it] I'll give you two guesses. King:   Er, `Not Guilty'? 

Edmund:   One more guess. 

[Blackadder Hall. Baldrick is holding a fish in his right hand, and whacking at its head with a wooden rod. He then puts the rod down and inserts a knife down the fish's `neck'. Edmund enters.] 

Edmund:   Oh, damn -- one measly civil war in the entire history of England, and I'm on the wrong bloody side! 

Baldrick:   Something wrong, sir? 

Edmund:   Yes, Baldrick, yes, there is. Don't you realise that, if the King dies, we royalists are doomed? We will enter a hideous age of puritanism -- they'll close all the theatres; lace handkerchiefs for men will be illegal; and I won't be able to find a friendly face to sit on this side of Boulogne. If they so much as suspect our loyalties, our property will be forfeit and we'll be for the chop. Baldrick:   Ooh, I love chops... 

Edmund:   Baldrick, your brain is like the four-headed man-eating haddock fish-beast of Aberdeen. 

Baldrick:   In what way? 

Edmund:   It doesn't exist. Oh god, what are we going to do? Baldrick:   Don't despair, sir -- something will pop up. Edmund:   Not under puritanism, it won't. We must do something, otherwise the Blackadders are as doomed as that ant. 

Baldrick:   What ant? 

Edmund:   [picks up a meat tenderiser, bangs it against the table, then holds up the tenderiser for Baldrick to see] That one. 

[January 30th. The day of the Execution of King Charles the First.] [The Tower of London. King Charles sits on the bed.] King:   So this is the day of the execution of Charles the First... 
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Edmund:   [tossing an orange from the fruit basket to himself] Absolutely not, Your Majesty! Those Roundhead traitors have one final hurdle that they will never straddle. 

King:   How fascinating! Erm, what is that, exactly? Edmund:   They will never find a man to behead you. They'd have hundreds of volunteers to cut Cromwell's head off -- he's such an ugly devil. He's got so many warts on his face that it's only when he sneezes that you find out which one is his nose. But they will never find a man to execute you. King:   [stands] Well, you see, I find that absolutely tragic! You know, there are so many young people who would leap at a chance like this. Oh, I don't know ... all they need is the initiative, somehow. I suppose, in a sense, that's what my [?] Scheme is all about. 

Edmund:   Really... 

King:   Yes. On the other hand, of course, I don't >want< my head cut off... Er, it's a question of balance, isn't it? like with so many things. Edmund:   Shut up -- with the greatest respect -- Your Majesty. King:   Thank you. 

Edmund:   They will never find an executioner; and if they do, may my conjugal dipstick turn into a tennis racket. 

[There is a knock on the door. Edmund puts the cowl over his head as the guard enters with a message, giving it to Edmund.] Guard:   A message for the King. [leaves] 

Edmund:   [reads the message] Ah... [He drops his orange; it bounces back up as though hit by a tennis racket. He looks a bit confused, and casts his eyes downward.] 

[Blackadder Hall. Baldrick is singing while chopping heads off fish.] Baldrick:   "There's a tavern in the town -- IN THE TOWN!" Edmund:   For God's sake, stop that, Baldrick! It's bad enough having one's life in utter ruins without being serenaded by a moron with all the entertainment value of tap-dancing oyster. 

Baldrick:   I'm sorry, sir -- I can't help it. See, I've just had a little windfall. Edmund:   Baldrick, I've told you before:   If you're going to do that, go into the garden. 

Baldrick:   No -- I mean I've come into some money. Edmund:   Really... Family inheritance? 

Baldrick:   No. I ate that ages ago. 

Edmund:   Oh yes, of course; your thoughtful father bequeathed you a turnip. Baldrick:   No, it was fifty pounds, actually -- it was delicious. But this is just a little something that fell in my lap. 

Edmund:   Not the first time that there's been a little something in your lap, Baldrick. 

Baldrick:   No... But this one is a job. 

Edmund:   Really... [paying more attention to the message delivered in the previous scene] I just don't understand it. Where on Earth did they find a man so utterly without heart and soul, so low and degraded as to accept the job of beheading the King of England? 

[He pauses, looks into the camera, and turns to Baldrick.] Baldrick... 

Baldrick:   Yeah? 

Edmund:   That little job that fell into your lap... 
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Baldrick:   Yes? 

Edmund:   It wasn't, by any chance, something to do with an axe, a basket, a little black mask, and the King of England...? 

Baldrick:   Nah... 

Edmund:   Go on. 

Baldrick:   I couldn't find a basket... 

Edmund:   You very small total bastard! [grabs him and picks up the axe from the table] 

Baldrick:   Oh, please, sir! Don't kill me! I have a cunning plan to save the King! 

Edmund:   Well, you'll forgive me if I don't do a cartwheel of joy -- your family's record in the department of cunning planning is about as impressive as Stumpy O'Leg McNoleg's personal best in the Market Harbour Marathon. All right... What's the plan? [puts down axe] 

[Baldrick picks up a pumpkin, and smiles.] 

Edmund:   A pumpkin is going to save the King... Baldrick:   Aah! [puts down pumpkin] But, over here, I have one that I prepared earlier. [picks up another pumpkin; one with eyes, nose, moustache and beard painted on, and with some hair placed on top] I will balance it on the King's head, like this. [demonstrating] Then, I will cover his real head with a cloak, and then, when I execute him, instead of cutting off his real head, I will cut off the pumpkin, and the King survives! 

Edmund:   I'm not sure it's going to work, Balders. Baldrick:   Why not? 

Edmund:   Because, once you cut it off, you have to hold it up in front of the crowd and say, "This is the head of a traitor," at which point, they will shout back, "No it's not -- it's large pumpkin with a pathetic moustache drawn on it." Baldrick:   I suppose it's not one hundred percent convincing. Edmund:   It's not >one< percent convincing, Baldrick. However, I'm a busy man, and I can't be bothered to punch you at the moment. [he holds his arm up with his hand clenched] Here is my fist. Kindly run towards it as fast as you can. 

Baldrick:   Yes, sir. [He does so.] 

Edmund:   I just don't understand it! What possessed you to take the job? Baldrick:   Oh, I'm sorry, sir -- it was just a wild, silly, foolish plan. I thought, with the money I got from executing the King, I could sneak out and buy a brand-new king when no-one was looking, and pop him back on the throne without anyone noticing. 

Edmund:   Your head is as empty as a eunuch's underpants. You'd do anything for thirty pieces of silver, wouldn't you... 

Baldrick:   It was a thousand pounds, actually, sir -- plus tip! [holds up bag of money] 

[pause] 

Edmund:   [takes bag] Well, I suppose somebody's got to do it, hadn't they! And if it's going to be done, it's got to be done in a single stroke by someone who actually owns an axe. We don't want you hacking away at it all afternoon with that cheap pen-knife of yours. It would be so embarrassing to have King Charles staggering around Hampton Court tomorrow morning with his neck flapping like a fish's gills. 

Baldrick:   Sir, you don't mean...? 
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Edmund:   Yep -- >I'm< doing it. Lend me your costume, then go immediately to the King and inform him that Sir Edmund Blackadder cannot be with him tomorrow. [points at Baldrick] And make sure you think up a bloody good excuse. 

[The Tower of London] 

Baldrick:   ...so that's why he can't be here. Sorry. [leaves] King:   I see. Well, I quite understand, yes... 

[Cromwell and the executioner (Edmund, hooded) enter.] Cromwell:   Sir, the moment has arrived! Are you ready to meet your maker? King:   Well, I'm always absolutely fascinated to meet people from all walks of life, but, er, yes, particularly manufacturing industries... Cromwell:   Well then, have a quick walk and talk with your executioner, and let's get on with it. [leaves] 

King:   Right. [He buzzes a bit, then slaps his hands together as though squashing a fly. Meanwhile, Edmund has closed the door behind Cromwell.] Well, I'm sorry, my friend, I'm alone here today -- I had hoped that my good, loyal chum, Sir Edmund Blackadder, would be here with me, but, unfortunately, his wife's sister's puppy fell into the strawberry patch, so, naturally, he can't be with us. 

Edmund:   [disguising his voice] Uh huh... 

King:   All I can do is bid you do your duty well. Edmund:   Well, thank you, Your Majesty. And may I say how much I mourn for your lot, and bid you remember others before you who have died unjustly... King:   Thank you. I take great solace from that. Edmund:   Sir Thomas Moore, for instance:   A great, generous man to the last. He apparently tipped his executioner handsomely... [turns up a palm] King:   Oh, I'm so sorry -- I thought service was included. I beg your pardon. [reaches in a bag of money] Um, here you are. [places a coin in Edmund's palm] 

Edmund:   [looks at coin] Hmm. And then there was the Earl of Essex... King:   Was there... 

Edmund:   A truly great man -- they still sing his famous ballad down the [Chepstow Arms?]. 

King:   What ballad is that? 

Edmund:   [sings] "The Earl he had a thousand sovereigns, hey nonny no! He gave them all away to the man with the axe ... oh!" King:   [looking at his bag] A thousand sovereigns? Edmund:   Well, you can't take it with you, Your Majesty... King:   Very true. Well, there you are. [gives bag to Edmund] Do keep the change. 

Edmund:   Thank you, Your Majesty. [puts coin back into bag] [fake voice slips a bit] Right; should we go? 

King:   Just a moment! [stops Edmund from leaving] That voice has a strangely familiar ring ... and so does that finger! [he removes the hood] Blackadder! Edmund:   [acts surprised] Hello, Your Majesty! King:   You cunning swine! 

Edmund:   Er, yes, well, er, er, er... 

King:   Marvelous! Splendid! You duped Cromwell and you've concocted a cunning plan to help me and my infant son escape to France! Edmund:   [as though he'd forgotten] Ah yes! That's right, yes... 
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King:   So, let's put your cunning plan into operation straight away! Edmund:   Yes, let's... Er... Well... You start the ball rolling. King:   No, no -- after you. 

Edmund:   Er, yeah, right, yes... [thinks; remembers something] Er, oh yes! Yes, right! and it's a very good plan! It's a staggering, bowel-shatteringly good plan! 

[Ten Minutes Later] 

[Edmund is hooded. Baldrick stands next to him. Cromwell enters.] Cromwell:   Is the King ready? 

Edmund:   [fake voice again] He is. [calls to the back of the room] Come, Your Majesty! 

[King walks forward. He has a hood over his head, and is balancing a pumpkin with a face drawn on it. Cromwell, King and Edmund leave. Baldrick listens to the goings on ... ] 

[There is a drum roll. It ends with the sound of a chop. The crowd cheers. Baldrick smiles. The crowd suddenly sounds disappointed. Baldrick suddenly stops smiling.] 

(from outside) 

Edmund:   This is the head of a traitor! 

Crowd:   No it's not -- it's a huge pumpkin with a pathetic moustache drawn on it! 

Edmund:   Oh yes -- so it is! Sorry! I'll try again. [There is a drum roll. In ends with the sound of a chop. The crowd cheers.] [Blackadder Hall. Edmund is cradling a baby boy.] Baldrick:   Well, sir, they can't say you didn't try. Now the future of the British monarchy lies fast asleep in your arms, in the person of this infant prince. And, with the money you've earned, you and he can escape to France. Edmund:   [wiping a hand on his shirt] Well, quite. Baldrick:   On the other hand, you can stay here, and, as a known loyalist, the Roundheads will come and cut your head off. 

Edmund:   [stands] Exactly, Baldrick! 

[There is a pounding on the door.] 

Edmund:   Oh my god! 

[A voice outside shouts. (Sounds like "Do you want the house burned?")] Baldrick:   Oh no! We're surrounded! What'll we do? Edmund:   Well, at times like this, Baldrick, there is no choice for a man of honour. He must stand and fight, and die in defence of his [looks at baby] future sovereign. 

[More pounding on the door.] 

Edmund:   Fortunately, I'm not a man of honour... [tosses baby to Baldrick; pulls off his long black hair to reveal short blond hair; removes his moustache and beard, too] 

[a Roundhead breaks in and enters.] 

Edmund:   [to Roundhead] Thank God you've come! [points at Baldrick] Seize the royalist scum!!! 

[The Roundhead, sword drawn, approaches Baldrick, who looks hopeless, dangling the baby from its swaddling clothes.] 
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