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REVENGE OF THE MUTANT COCKLE 

(with apologies to Roger Corman)

by

Pete Barrett

CHARACTERS

RUPERT 

A young man

ELIZABETH

His girlfriend.

THE NARRATOR

With Churchillian intensity.

GENERAL HARFWITT

An American in the USAF.

LANDLORD

With an all-purpose Zummerzet/Long John Silver accent                                                                                                                                                                      

DR HEIDLEBERG

A German scientist in a white coat.

SERGEANT-MAJOR (SM)

Speaking as if on the parade ground

CORPORAL 

American in the USAF

PILOT

American pilot in the USAF

OFF-STAGE VOICE

CONTINUITY ANNOUNCER

SET

None required

CAST

Minimum: Two male. One Female

SCENE ONE

(DRAMATIC 50s SCI-FI MUSIC WITH THEREMIN)
NARRATOR 
The time. Mid-day. The place. The county of Suffolk , England. A young couple, deeply in love, stroll through the shingle, little knowing that the events about to unfurl would change their lives – and might well change the lives of every man, woman and child on the planet. 

RUPERT
Isn't it beautiful darling? I never get tired of looking at the beauty of nature.

ELIZABETH
Nor do I. It sends a shiver down my spine.

RUPERT
Like I used to, Elizabeth?

ELIZABETH
Like you still do, Rupert.

RUPERT
I love it when we're alone, here, on a typical Suffolk beach in England on a quiet day in Autumn 2525. There’s just you, me and the swooshing of the waves against the shingle.

ELIZABETH
I just love the way you put things, Rupert. You should have been a poet.

RUPERT
Maybe, maybe.  Poets are all well and good but you can’t fight Johnny Foreigner with a lot of sentimental words. You’ve got to use the garrotte and the stick.

ELIZABETH
Shouldn’t that be the ‘carrot and the stick’?

RUPERT
You’ll never grasp foreign affairs, darling, but you do make a lovely quiche.

ELIZABETH
Oh, Rupert. You know I don’t understand these things. I’m just a simple Suffolk girl. All I know is milkmaiding and spinning wool and country stuff like that. (PAUSE)  Oh look, the sun's glinting on the water creating a cascade of incandescent slivers of light. It's a pity they had to build all those ugly nuclear power stations over there.

RUPERT
We had to face facts, Elizabeth. The world was running out of oil. Imagine, if you will, a day when you turned on your heated hair-straighteners and nothing happened. Imagine the horror.

ELIZABETH
That would be just too awful, too cruel.

RUPERT
Exactly. You see the oil is in the hands of the Arabs, the Russians have all the gas and the Chinese have eaten all the coal. Nuclear Power was the only answer. It’s clean, cheap and you have to store the Plutonium for less than two million years. 

ELIZABETH
Oh stop, stop. Rupert, you’re filling my head with too many facts. I feel quite dizzy.

RUPERT
All these power stations allowed us to turn Norfolk into Big Brother World. It’s a wonderful place. They have 24 hour surveillance and if you’re not smiling, they take you away and cheer you up.

ELIZABETH
Darling should all that green gungy stuff be gushing out of the pipe? Won't it hurt the little fishies?

RUPERT
No, no, you see it’s only low-level radioactive green gungy stuff and fortuitously enough we’ve destroyed all marine life in the North Sea through over-fishing. So now it’s the perfect place for nuclear waste. 

ELIZABETH 
Rupert, I don't like this beach anymore. It’s quiet. Too quiet. Why do all the rocks glow in that funny way? They say if you make a lampshade from shells from this beach, you don’t need a light bulb.

RUPERT
Don’t worry darling. It’s perfectly safe. Now come here and kiss me, my little fluffy ball.

ELIZABETH
Oh yes, yes, yes.


(THEY EMBRACE AND KISS. DISGUSTING SLURPING NOISES ARE HEARD) 
ELIZABETH
Oh Rupert, it’s huge.

RUPERT
No, it’s just these trousers.

ELIZABETH
No, no, look, coming out of the sea. It’s horrible. Horrible.

RUPERT
It’s only a cockle. 

ELIZABETH
Yes, but it’s so big.

RUPERT
Wait!  You’re right! That’s no ordinary cockle. It’s as big as a jumbo-jet. And its shell is opening and shutting like a pair of huge jaws. 

(SHE SCREAMS UNCONTROLLABLY UNTIL RUPERT SLAPS HER)  

ELIZABETH
Rupert. You hit me. Don’t you know violence against women is wrong?

RUPERT
As a general rule yes, but it is permissible if they become hysterical and immune to rationality. 

ELIZABETH
What about men?

RUPERT
What about them?

ELIZABETH
What if they become immune to rationality.

RUPERT
(CHUCKLES) Oh, don’t be silly, darling. Now, let’s get out of here while there’s still time.

SCENE TWO

NARRATOR
Incredibly, Rupert and Elizabeth have chanced upon the dread secret of that apparently innocent coastline. Within seconds they are speeding away in Rupert’s high-powered Ford Fart Mobile, a sustainable mode of transport which can cover over 20 miles on a single tin of beans.


(ELIZABETH AND RUPERT ENTER THE BAR OF A LOCAL PUB)  
RUPERT
Landlord! Landlord! I need to use your telephone immediately.

LANDLORD  
(SLOWLY) Ah, so what be this ‘telephone’ of which you speak so excitedly?

RUPERT
Telephone. You know. It sends messages, Using electricity.

LANDLORD
Luctricity. Ah, what be this lucricity, then? Sounds to me like the work of the devil.

ELIZABETH
You must have electricity. This is the year 2525 – surely you didn’t miss the Pope’s wedding on the television last week - she looked so beautiful.

LANDLORD
Aye, aye, I seen it.

RUPERT
You’re accent is rather strange. Do you come from this area?

LANDLORD
Aha, I do, I do. Fifty years, man and boy, me hearty.

RUPERT
It’s just… your accent seems rather strange.

LANDLORD
Aha, there be a lesson for ‘e. Never take elocution lessons from a man with a wooden leg. Aha, aha.

RUPERT
Now just you listen to me, there’s a cockle the size of St Paul’s Cathedral attacking the coast. We must get word to the Prime Minister immediately. 

LANDLORD
Nay, nay, don’t ’e worry. That be one of them rides from Big Brother World, broke off ’is moorings, like as not.

ELIZABETH
It was alive. We saw it biting bits off the pier and spitting them out.

LANDLORD
No, no, my dear you be ‘maginin’ things. 

(DISGUSTING SLURPING NOISES ARE HEARD NEARBY) 

ELIZABETH
(MOVES TO WINDOW) Look. It’s here, it’s caught up. It’s eating the post office.

RUPERT
You can’t have mutant sea creatures devouring public buildings. Where’s it all going to end? Now kindly direct me to the nearest telephone.

LANDLORD
Now, now, calm down. People knows you ’ave to be careful when consumin’ seafood…

RUPERT
We’re not talking about people eating seafood, we’re talking about seafood eating people.

LANDLORD
Oh no, no, no, don’e worry none ’bout that there cockle. He’ll be back in that sea, afore ‘e know it. Business is bad enough. If this’m gets out, it’ll be curtains for ‘e tourist trade. After all, who wants to go on holiday and get slurped up by a giant cockle.

RUPERT
Only the worst kind of pervert. Well, Elizabeth it’s just as I suspected. It’s an unholy alliance of local businessmen involved in a conspiracy of silence to protect their own self-interest. You knew about the cockle all along didn’t you landlord, admit it.

LANDLORD
Oh ok, fair ‘nough, the game be up. We be rumbled right enough. But look, ‘e don’t eat that many. And it’s only the old folk what can’t run away. It’s nature’s way.

RUPERT
Listen to me, landlord. It may be that we have a problem with the amount of people living into old age but we can’t solve the problem by feeding our old grannies to giant cockles.  Now, for the last time landlord, where’s the telephone?

LANDLORD
Oh telephone.  Why didn’t ’e say? Here he be. I must’ve put the tea  cloth over ‘im by mistakeness.

RUPERT
(PICKS UP RECEIVER AND DIALS) Get me the Prime Minister. I need to speak to him immediately. Look, I simply don’t have time to go through all these options. Just get me the Prime Minister now. Oh very well, (PAUSE) Option 3. (PAUSE) Option 2. (PAUSE) Option 7. (PAUSE) Option 3. No I mean Option 4. Bugger. Now I’ve got Rabies helpline.

(RUPERT SLAMS DOWN THE RECEIVER)

RUPERT
It’s no good, Elizabeth, we’ll have to tell the Prime Minister in person. Landlord what is the fastest way to get to London?

LANDLORD
Probably your best bet is pony and trap. Take about three day and you’ll need to carbon offset the pony farts by stoppin an plantin’ eight walnut trees in Billericay.

ELIZABETH
Oh no we’re trapped. There’s no way we can get through to the Prime Minister now. Our country’s under attack and there’s nothing we can do. Nothing. Nothing.

(RUPERT SLAPS HER)

ELIZABETH
Ouch, you hit me again. Why do you keep doing that?

RUPERT
You were getting hysterical.

ELIZABETH
No, I wasn’t. I was reiterating our current predicament by using emphasized repetition.

RUPERT
Sounded like hysteria to me.

LANDLORD
Ah, that’s the ladies for you. Who knows what they’re thinkin’.

SCENE THREE

NARRATOR
Rupert and Elizabeth remembered they had arrived in the Ford Fartmobile and they could reach London across the fields if they switched to Cow Pat Drive. In a matter of minutes they are knocking on the door of the Army Headquarters of Britain.

(ELIZABETH AND RUPERT KNOCK ON A DOOR)

SM
Come in.

RUPERT
Is this the M.O.D, sergeant major?

SM
No sah, this is the Ministry of Defence. Try next door.

RUPERT
I was using an acronym.

SM
You can’t use one of them ‘ere, sah, you’ll blow all the fuses.

RUPERT
No. M.O.D. stands for Ministry of Defence. It’s the same thing.

SM
Really, sah. No wonder nobody ever comes here.

ELIZABETH
We need to send some soldiers to Suffolk immediately.

SM
What’d she say, sah?

RUPERT
We need to send soldiers to Suffolk immediately

SM
Why’zat, sah?

ELIZABETH
The coast is being attacked by a giant mollusc.

SM
What’d she say, sah?

RUPERT
The coast is being attacked by a giant mollusc.

SM
A’right les ‘ave a look in the book.

(HE THUMBS THROUGH THE BOOK)

SM
No, ’sno ’ good’. ’ e’s in Tasmania fighting the Maoris.

RUPERT
Can’t you send somebody else?

SM
Only got the one, sah.

RUPERT
One soldier?

SM
Yes, sah and ’es in Tasmania fighting the Maoris.

RUPERT
But there aren’t any Maoris in Tasmania.

SM
Really, sah? Stand by. (MAKES A NOTE) No… Maoris… in… Tasmania… Try… Hawaii.

RUPERT
What happened to the rest of the soldiers?

SM
Got killed sir, most of them. Went into battle and the laptops wouldn’t boot up. It was a blood barf.

RUPERT
What about the rest?

SM
Yanks killed ‘em, sah.

RUPERT
But the Americans are our allies!
SM
Yes, sah. They only do it in fun. They call it friendly fire.

ELIZABETH
Couldn’t you recruit some new soldiers?

SM
What’d she say, sah?

RUPERT
She said “Couldn’t you recruit some new soldiers”?

SM
No, sah. New computer system cost too much. Couldn’t afford any more soldiers. All we’ve got is laptops.

ELIZABETH
How are we going to fight the cockle with no troops?

SM
What’d she say, sah? 

RUPERT
She said…’  Oh never mind. Just forget it. We’re wasting our time here. Let’s go.


(RUPERT AND ELIZABETH RUN OUT)
SCENE FOUR

NARRATOR
Meanwhile at the Headquarters of American Soldiers and Stuff in England, the General is debriefing his men following a drone attack on a man with a towel on his head. They thought he was an Arab, but it turned out, he was just washing his hair.  

(MURMURING FROM THE TROOPS) 

GENERAL
Right, settle down now. This, is a map of England.

CORPORAL
Actually, that’s a map of Australia. 

GENERAL
Really? Same thing, isn’t it?

CORPORAL
Not really. 

GENERAL
Anyway. Hundreds of innocent women and children have been slurped up. Many guilty men have been guzzled up too, but then sex is for making babies, and, as it says in the good book, 'They that indulge in unnatural practices shall themselves have unnatural practices practiced upon they themselves also, verily'. Now where was I?

CORPORAL
A very dangerous mission, sir.

GENERAL
Did I say dangerous? I don't mean dangerous, men. I mean suicidal. You'll go out there and that cockle will reach out with its tentacles and, one by one, it'll tear you out of the sky.

CORPORAL
Couldn't we send the British instead, sir?

GENERAL
We're here to protect the British and only to kill in the event of the Labour Party taking power. Now men, you know what they say, ‘When the going gets tough, the tough get running.’

CORPORAL
That would be ‘going’ sir, not ‘running’.

GENERAL
Good point. Now I would never ask you to do anything I wouldn’t do myself.

CORPORAL
Will you be leading the mission then, sir?

GENERAL
No. I will be watching it all on my monitor, in a bunker behind two feet of reinforced steel. It’s not going to be easy for me though, because the waiting is the hardest thing.

CORPORAL
Worse than getting battered by an evil mutant cockle and exploding in a giant fireball, sir?

GENERAL
Far far worse. If I may paraphrase the immortal words of Rupert  Murdoch…’ there’ll be some corner of an English field that is forever American’.

CORPORAL
Don’t we already have Macdonalds, Starbucks, Kentucky Fried Chicken, Ford Motors and several air bases in England already, sir?

GENERAL
Make that ‘Several corners that will be forever America’. But listen to me men. You can be sure if y’ all die horribly you won’t be dying in vain. Your sacrifice won’t be futile. Pointless, maybe, but definitely not futile. Now boys take those jets aloft and make me proud to be an Armenian.

CORPORAL
That would be ‘an American’, sir.

SCENE FIVE

NARRATOR
So while the Pilots of the USAF prepared for the first wave of attack, Rupert and Elizabeth jumped into the Fartmobile and headed East. They were unprepared for the appalling devastation that awaited them: burned out cars, buildings razed to the ground and people aimlessly wandering about, dazed and confused, with only rags on their backs (BEAT). But that’s enough about Romford.  Rupert and Elizabeth sought a hill where they could watch the battle unfold.

(THE SOUND OF JETS FLYING OVERHEAD. JET ATTACK SOUNDS WILL CONTINUE THROUGH THE FOLLOWING SCENE)

RUPERT
(STANDING ON A CRATE) There they go, Elizabeth, those brave young men, risking their lives for the sake of old England. 

ELIZABETH
(STANDING ON A CRATE) All those handsome Americans - some of them  mere boys.

RUPERT 
Let's just hope that the casualty figures are not too high - say 55 to 60% maximum. Look, the first wave are going in for the kill. Oh no, no, no. The cockle’s swatting them out of the sky like flies.

ELIZABETH
Oh Gosh, let’s hope the second wave'll stop it. Omigod,, the cockle just opened it’s shell and swallowed them whole.

RUPERT
It's spitting out the heat-seeking missiles as if they were chicken bones. Look, there goes the third wave.

ELIZABETH
Why are they turning round and going in that direction. (SHE GESTICULATES) The cockle’s over there. Over there.

RUPERT
They’re probably pretending to run away to draw it out of its lair.

ELIZABETH
But it isn’t in a lair.

RUPERT
It’s a tactical thing, darling. You wouldn't understand.

ELIZABETH
It hasn't worked (BECOMING HYSTERICAL) We've failed! The cockle’s going to destroy our whole country! We're all going to die...die, I tell you, die! 

(RUPERT SLAPS HER) 
ELIZABETH 
You did it again.

RUPERT
You were losing control.

ELIZABETH
Can I slap you, the next time you lose control?

RUPERT
(CHUCKLES) You’ll have to wait a long time for that to happen my dear.

(LOUD SLURPING NOISES)

ELIZABETH
The cockle’s seen us. He’s coming. 

ROBERT
What are we going to do?

ELIZABETH
I know, we’ll go and see my uncle, Dr Heidleberg. He’ll know what to do. He’s a scientist.  

RUPERT
How do you know?

ELIZABETH
He wears this white coat and talks with a German accent and he stands by a table with all these glass bottles.

RUPERT
In that case, he must be a scientist. He may be our last chance. Let's go and see him post haste.

SCENE SIX

NARRATOR
Narrowly escaping the claws, well, the sort-of tentaclely things, of the cockle, the young couple jump in their Fartmobile and make their way to Cambridge:  Scientist Headquarters of Britain and there they find  Dr Heidleberg engrossed in his work.

HEIDLEBERG 
Just vun sniff urf this unt ze enemy soldier's ability to distinguish between unt piece of fresh fruit end unt car accessory is temporarily impaired. Ent so ze soldier dies horribly eating unt carburettor unter ze impression it is unt pineapple.


(ELIZABETH AND RUPERT ENTER)
HEIDLEBERG
Vy if it isn’t my niece unt her boyfrent Rupert. Velcum to ze Institute urf Peace Studies. 

RUPERT
Doctor, have you heard about the giant cockle?

HEIDLEBERG 
I hev, unt it was nothing to do mit us. Ve never release ze nurf gas, except urn verr vindy dez.

RUPERT
No, you misunderstand. We want you to help us get rid of it.

HEIDLEBERG
Ah zats different. Vat you need is unt toxic gas zat instantly asphixiates all life forms vissin unt five-mile radius, while leaving ze buildings intect. Unt it just so heppens, I hev such a canister hendy.

ELIZABETH
But why would you have such a thing in a peace institute?

HEIDLEBERG 
Someone must hef zem or zay could fall into ze wrong hents. Unfortunately, I hev not yet tested zis particular betch, apart from a quick blast to ze bus queue by ze front gate.

ELIZABETH
And did it work?

HEIDLEBERG
Yes. Unt no.

ELIZABETH
What happened?

HEIDLEBERG
It killed ze passengers ok. But. It also melted ze bus shelter. 

ELIZABETH
Sounds like just the thing we need.

RUPERT
You’re right. Well, thanks Doc. It looks like science comes to the rescue again. Let's get this canister to the General immediately.

SCENE SEVEN

NARRATOR
Once again Rupert and Elizabeth find themselves in a race against time as they speed across the fields back to the battle zone.  But just in the nick of time, they deliver the deadly nerve gas to General Harfwitt who is about to address the men.

GENERAL
Men…

PILOT
Man.

GENERAL
Sorry?

PILOT
Man. There’s just me, sir.

GENERAL
Man…. That doesn’t seem quite right, does it?

PILOT
You could say ‘Gerald’ instead of ‘man’.

GENERAL
Who’s Gerald?

PILOT
That’s me, sir.

GENERAL
What’s your first name?

PILOT
That is my first name.

GENERAL
I can’t call you by your first name. This is a briefing. What’s your second name?

PILOT
Lamb, sir. You know, as in ‘sacrificial Lamb’.

GENERAL
Mmm. In that case, I’m probably going to stick with the ‘Men’ thing for now. We’ll just pretend that there’s loads of people here. OK?

PILOT
If you say so, Sir.

GENERAL
Men. I won’t try to hide the gravity of the situation from you. We have launched three attacks on the cockle and every one has failed. There’s only one aircraft left. Now you may have a little trouble taking off as you’ll be carrying a canister of deadly nerve gas and a small thermo-nuclear device on the passenger seat and the plane’s only got one propeller. But we’ve all got to die sometime. Anyway, once you’re airborne, it’s just a matter of flying the plane right into the cockle’s mouth.

PILOT
A nuclear device AND deadly nerve gas. Won’t that kill millions of people sir?

GENERAL
No, no, no, we won’t be deliberately killing people as such, although we do expect the collateral damage to be around the 100% mark.

PILOT
And won’t that mean that people won’t be able to live in England for the next thousand years?

GENERAL
Well, it kinda depends on what you mean by the word ‘live’, son. 

PILOT
There’s just one thing, sir.

GENERAL
What is it?

PILOT
If I go straight into the cockle’s mouth and throw out the nerve gas and the nuclear bomb, won’t it be sort of difficult for me to pull out in time?

GENERAL
Son, have you ever heard the expression ‘Kamikaze’?

PILOT
No,sir. 

GENERAL 
Good, good. (BEAT) Now. Off you go son. I want you to go straight into that darned cockle’s mouth and once in there, await further orders. Is that understood? I’ll be right here so if there’s anything I can do for you or your widow… er, wife, you just let me know.

PILOT
Gosh, we’re gonna have some stories to tell at dinner tonight. Shall I order two big steaks?

GENERAL
Why would I want two… Oh yes. Two Steaks. Order away, son

SCENE EIGHT

NARRATOR
Lined along the runway, the crowds cheer as the tiny single-engine plane takes off. All hope of salvation lies in the hands of a young American man. He is no more than a boy. Just out of high school. Barely out of short trousers. And yet with him goes the hopes of all humanity. 

(THE SOUND OF A TINY AIRCRAFT FLYING, SPLUTTERING AND THEN A THUNDERING BELCH)

RUPERT
Right. Well, that didn’t work then.

ELIZABETH
Oh, Rupert. What are we going to do now.

RUPERT
Well, just to summarise: There’s a giant cockle laying waste to East Anglia. It’s been attacked by the finest weapons available to humanity including a nuclear bomb and a canister of deadly nerve gas but that hasn’t had the slightest effect on it, so there’s nothing to stop it exterminating mankind. (PAUSE) So basically we’re all going to die. (BEAT) We’re going to die.. die, I tell you, die… We’re all going to die.


(ELIZABETH SLAPS HIM)
RUPERT
What did you do that for?

ELIZABETH
You were getting hysterical.

RUPERT
Men don’t get hysterical.

ELIZABETH
You were.

RUPERT
I was merely reiterating the current predicament in which we find ourselves.

ELIZABETH
…and going all girly.

RUPERT
Was not.

ELIZABETH
You were going to cry.

RUPERT
I was not.

ELIZABETH
You were

RUPERT 
Was not.

ELIZABETH
Was

RUPERT
Wasn’t

ELIZABETH
Was

RUPERT
Stop, stop. Listen to us, Elizabeth. Arguing. Bickering. This isn’t us. It’s the cockle, don’t you see? It’s tearing us apart.  We can’t let this happen. We can’t let the cockle beat us. I refuse to bow down to disproportionately sized seafood.

ELIZABETH
(UNDER HER BREATH) Was.

RUPERT
What did you say?

ELIZABETH
I said ‘I agree’.

RUPERT
Good. We’ve got to face this thing together.

GENERAL
(ENTERING) Say, can either of you guys fly a hang glider?

RUPERT
No, why?

GENERAL
We’ve got a couple of new bombs we thought we might try out.  We call ‘em grass cutters.

RUPERT
This is no time for gardening, General.

ELIZABETH
Everyone who’s attacked the cockle has died horribly.

GENERAL
Well. yes. And no.

ELIZABETH
You mean some survived?

GENERAL
Mmm - mainly yes, I guess.

RUPERT
What are we going to do General?

GENERAL
Interesting use of the word, ‘We’

RUPERT
What do you mean?

GENERAL
There’s a situation building at the Jacksonville County Fair in Texas. So we’re going to change the emphasis of our strategy.

ELIZABETH
I don’t understand.

GENERAL
We need to reposition our focus, re-prioritise, take the wider global perspective, going forward…

ELIZABETH
You mean you’re going to run away?

GENERAL
Oh, no, no, no. We never run away. But we may be making a temporary tactical withdrawal. Now if you’ll excuse me, I don’t want to miss the last helicopter. I missed it in Kabul and had to swim home.

(SOUND OF A HELICOPTER APPROACHING)
GENERAL
Well it’s been a great pleasure meeting you folks.  And if there’s anything I can do, you just let me know.

RUPERT
We want you to kill the cockle.

GENERAL
Sorry can’t hear you – rotor blades. Bye. Take Care. Y’all come by now

(SOUND OF HELICOPTER FLYING AWAY)

SCENE NINE

NARRATOR
Once again the plucky little islanders of Great Britain find themselves standing alone against an enemy looking to lay waste their green and pleasant land. Could this autumn of twenty twenty five, finally see the end of the British nation?.

ELIZABETH
What are we going to do?

RUPERT
I don’t know, Elizabeth. I’m afraid only a miracle can save us now. I can’t believe that twenty thousand years of civilisation is about to disappear into the digestive system of a giant mollusc.

(IN THE DISTANCE THE SOUND OF SINGING CAN BE HEARD: “ROLL OUT THE BARREL”. THIS INCREASES AS THE SCENE GOES ON.)

ELIZABETH
What’s that?

RUPERT
I don’t know. It’s people singing.

ELIZABETH
Who could be singing at a time like this? It doesn’t make sense.

RUPERT
It’s coming from over there. It’s that coach. It’s full of people.

ELIZABETH
I’m sure I’ve heard that sound before. (BEAT) Wait. I know what it is. It’s a busload of delightful cockney stereotypes coming for a day out in Clacton. Yes, look there’s some Pearly Kings sitting on the front seat, and the coach is being driven by Dick Van Dyke.

DICK VAN D
Oiroit Mary Porpins?

RUPERT
They’re headed directly for the cockle. We’ve got to try and stop them.

ELIZABETH
It’s too late. It’s seen them. They’re all doomed. We’re really going to miss their traditional optimism mixed, as it is, with an affinity for high levels of psychopathic violence.

RUPERT
I just can’t look.

ELIZABETH
I must avert my eyes.

(GIANT SLURPING NOISES. FOLLOWED BY A GIANT BELCH)

RUPERT
The horror, the horror.

ELIZABETH
This has to be the end of everything.

(THE SOUND OF SINGING CAN BE HEARD: “ROLL OUT THE BARREL” RESUMES)

RUPERT
But wait. Look darling they’re still alive.

ELIZABETH
There’s the coach. But where’s the cockle?

RUPERT
It’s there. Lying on the beach. I can’t believe it. It’s just a black smoking empty shell. 

ELIZABETH
Those delightful Cockney stereotypes have gobbled down the entire cockle

RUPERT
I knew they were known for their unnaturally large appetite for shellfish, but I just can’t believe they could eat that thing.

ELIZABETH
Look. They’re putting up deckchairs and tying knots in their handkerchiefs. We’re saved. The whole world is saved.

NARRATOR
And so it was that the world was saved from the mutant cockle by the timely arrival of the cockneys and, although it is true, that they did become violent and left Clacton-on-Sea a smoking ruin, on balance they were marginally less destructive than the cockle they had so ravenously devoured.

ELIZABETH
It all over. We’re saved.

RUPERT
You know, Elizabeth, when you stare into the jaws of death, as we have, it really concentrates the mind on the most important things in life. Elizabeth, will you marry me?

ELIZABETH
Oh yes, Rupert I will, I will

RUPERT
I’m the happiest man alive.

ELIZABETH
There’s just one thing my darling.

RUPERT
Anything.

ELIZABETH
If you slap me round the face again I’ll nail your balls to a tree and use you for a propeller.

RUPERT
Fair enough.

NARRATOR
And so the happy couple stood watching the sun slip away beneath the horizon. All seemed calm. All seemed quiet. But just a few short miles from the shore out of sight, a huge gaggle of grotesquely distorted sea creatures began to break surface as they emerged slimely from the murky depths. 

VOICE
(FROM OFFSTAGE) Will you hurry up, the bar shuts in an hour. 

NARRATOR
(EXITING) It’s not my round…

VOICE
(FROM OFFSTAGE) It never bloody is.

CONTINUITY

ANNOUNCER
Well, if you have any issues arising on matters of mutant sea life please call our helpline now on 0845-789-WINKLES where a highly trained counsellor will be waiting to help. Please be patient as we have recently off-shored the call centre and it takes a few moments for the lobsters to lift the receivers

THE END
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