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GO0 _OVENS

EXT. GATES OF EDEN - DAY

CAPTI ON :
“THE BEG

We are | ooking at the gate of the garden of Eden.
just out of view, but we can see al

NNI NG’

FADE | N:

| andscape. It is clear that there has been beautiful,
weat her for quite some tinme; it is just as cl

now starting to rain for the very first tine -

drops, here and there. W pan in to an ANGEL and a SERPENT at

t he gate.

his wings to shield hinself fromthe rain.

CROMLEY,

ear that

The angel, AZI RAPHALE, | ooks up, shudders,

runs a |l ong tongue around his |ips,

AZ| RAPHALE, and speaks.

CROWLEY
Vell, that one went down |ike a
| ead bal | oon.

AZ| RAPHALE
Hm? Oh, yes. Yes.

CROWLEY
I think it was a bit of an
overreaction, to be honest. | nmean,

first offence and everything. |
can't see what's so bad about

| ooks at

knowi ng the difference between Good

and Evil, anyway.
AZ| RAPHALE
Vll, it nust be bad, Crow ey,

ot herwi se you woul dn’t have been
i nvol ved.

CRONLEY

Al they said was ‘ Get up there and

make sone trouble.’

AZ|I RAPHALE
Yes, but you're a denobn. |’ m not
sure if it’'s actually possible for
you to do good. It’s down to your
basi c, you know, nature.
(beat)
Not hi ng personal, you understand.

Eden i s
around a desol ate

sunny
it is

just a few

and uses

The ser pent,



CRONLEY
You’ve got to admt it'’s a bit of a
pantom nme, though. | nean, pointing

out the tree and saying DON T TOUCH
in big letters. Not very subtle, is
it? | nean, why not put it on top
of a high nountain or a | ong way
of f?

(beat)
Makes you wonder what He's really
pl anni ng, you know?

AZ| RAPHALE
Best not to speculate, really. You
can’'t second-guess ineffability, |
al ways say. There's Right, and
there’s Wong. If you do Wong when
you're told to do R ght, you
deserve to be punished. That’s just
the way it is.

There is a bit of an enbarrassed silence. The pair of them
sit and watch the rain. Eventually CROALEY regards AZlI RAPHALE

curiously.

CRONLEY
Didn’t you used to have a flam ng
swor d?
AZ| RAPHALE
(quiltily)
Er...
CRONLEY
It | ooked very inpressive, |
t hought .
AZ| RAPHALE
Yes, but, well...
CRONLEY
Lost it, have you?
AZ| RAPHALE
Oh, no!
(beat)
Well... not exactly lost, nore...
CRONLEY
Vel |l ?

AZ| RAPHALE si ghs.



AZ| RAPHALE
If you must know, | gave it away.

CROMNLEY raises a serpent’s eyebrow and | ooks at him

AZ| RAPHALE
Vll, | had to! They | ooked so
cold, poor things, and she’s
expecting already, and what with
t he vicious animals out there, and
the stormcom ng up, | thought,
well, what’s the harn? So | just
said, look, if you come back
there’s going to be an al m ghty
row, but you m ght be needing this
sword, so here it is, don’t bother
to thank ne, just do everyone a big
favour and don’t let the sun go
down on you here.

He gi ves CROALEY a worried grin.

AZ| RAPHALE
That was the best course, wasn't
it?

CROWLEY

(m m cki ng)
I"’mnot sure if it’s actually
possible for you to do Evil,
Azi r aphal e.

AZI RAPHALE doesn’t notice the sarcasm He sml es.

AZ| RAPHALE
Oh, | do hope so. | really do hope
so. It’'s been worrying ne all
af t er noon.

Anot her | engthy silence.

CRONLEY

Funny thing is, | keep wondering
whet her the apple thing wasn’t the
right thing to do, as well. A denon
can get into real trouble, doing
the right thing. Funny if we both
got it wong, eh? Funny if | did

t he good thing and you did the bad
one, eh?



AZ|I RAPHALE
(soberly)
Not really.
CRONLEY
No. | suppose not.

There is a loud crash of thunder in the background. The
canera slowy closes in on CROMLEY' s scaly skin, and..

DI SSOLVE TGO

I NT. CROALEY’ S CAR ON MOTORWAY - NI GHT 2

EXTREME CLOSE-UP of a simlarly snaky texture. ZOOM QUT, and
it becones clear that the texture is on a pair of what appear
to be snakeskin boots. The boots are currently pressing very
firmy on the accelerator of a car. W ZOOM OQUT further, and
see the driver of the car. It’s CROMLEY, in his “human” form -
bl ack hair inpeccably styled, black sungl asses, wearing a

bl ack | eather jacket. The car, which is an old Bentley that

| ooks new - and, of course, is black - speeds away, |eaving

t he camera behi nd (passing through the rear wi ndow) to watch
it disappear into the distance. SUPER TITLE :

GO0D_QOVENS

CREDI TS SEQUENCE, whi ch eventually fades back to the car, and
t he CAPTI ON :

“ELEVEN YEARS AGO’

I NT. CROALEY’ S CAR ON MOTORVWAY - NI GHT 3

CRONLEY is speeding along in his car, on the M5 notorway
around London. The notorway is packed with cars, angrily
trying to get home in rush hour, but this is of little
consequence to CROALEY, who is sonehow still managing to
drive at 110nph. He addresses the canera.

CROALEY
I"mquite enjoying the twentieth
century. Mich better than the
sevent eent h, anyway. And don’t even
talk to me about the fourteenth. |
al ways say, one of the nice things
about Tinme is that it’s steadily
taking ne away fromthe fourteenth
century, the nost bl oody boring
hundred years this Earth has ever
seen.

( MORE)



CRONLEY(cont ' d)

Now, the twentieth century, that’s
sonmething different. Take this, for
exanpl e.

(gestures around him
Coul d never have done this in the
fourteenth century. One of ny
proudest achi evenents : The M5
circular. Just look at it. Al that
rage, frustration, hostility,
despair... it really doesn't get
much better

(beat)
O nmuch worse. Wat ever.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - N GHT 4

A graveyard in London. Two denons, HASTUR and LIGUR, are
lurking inmpatiently. They are vaguely human in appearance,
i ke someone who' s been shown a picture of a man and been
told “Look sonething |ike that, please”. Wich is nore or
| ess what they are.

HASTUR is big and hard, and | ooks visibly unconfortable in
his human form LIGUR neanwhile, is shorter, but a nuch nore
acconpl i shed | urker.

They pass a dogend of a cigarette between them The purr of a
Bentl ey engine is heard approachi ng.

HASTUR
| can see a light. Here he cones
now, the flash bastard.

LI GUR
VWhat’'s that he’s drivin ?

HASTUR
It’s a car. An ‘orsel ess carriage.
| *‘spect they didn’'t have ‘emthe
last time you was here. Not for
what you might call general use.

EXT. GRAVEYARD ENTRANCE - NI GHT 5

At the Gaveyard s gates, CROAEY has got out of his car, and
is wal king in.

CROALEY
(to canera)
Hastur and Ligur. Denons of the d d-
School. Not really open to new
i deas.
( MORE)
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CROALEY( cont ' d)
Not really good for anything other
than lurking in graveyards, really.
But try telling that to the boss.

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NI GHT 6
LI GUR
What’'s this Crow ey bl oke Iike,
t hen?
HASTUR

He' s been here too long. Right from
the Start. CGone native, if you ask
nme. Drives a car with a tel ephone
init.

LI GUR
Hmm
(beat)
| bet it needs a lot of wre.

HASTUR
And he wears sungl asses, even when
he dun’t need to.

CROMALEY saunters into the graveyard. The two denons stand up
straighter. LIGUR flicks away the cigarette.

HASTUR
(sal utes)
Al'l Hail Satan.

LI GUR
(sal utes)
Al'l Hail Satan.

CRONLEY gives a little wave.

CROALEY
H. Sorry I"'ma little late, but
you know how it is on the A40 up at
Denham and then | tried to cut up
t owards Chorl ey Wod, and then..

HASTUR
(i nterrupting)
NOWwe art all here, we nust
recount the Deeds of the Day.

CRONLEY
Yeah. Deeds. Right.



HASTUR

(proudly)
| have tenpted a priest. As he
wal ked down the street and saw t he
pretty girls in the sun, | put
Doubt into his nmnd. He woul d have
been a Saint, but within a decade
we shall have him

CROWLEY
Un N ce one.

LI GUR
| have corrupted a politician. I
let himthink a tiny bribe would
not hurt. Wthin a year, we shall
have him

They | ook expectantly at CROMLEY. He gives thema big smle.

CROALEY
You'll like this.
(beat)
| tied up EVERY portabl e phone
systemin Central London for forty-
five m nutes at lunchtine.

There is a long silence.

HASTUR
Yes? And t hen what ?

CROALEY
Look, it wasn’t easy!

LI GUR
That's all ?

CRONLEY
Look, people...

HASTUR
And exactly what has that done to
secure souls for our master?
CROALEY turns and addresses the canera. As he speaks, we
begin a
MONTACE : 7

As CROMNLEY speaks, we see stock footage of the sort of thing
he’ s descri bi ng.
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CRONLEY (V.0Q)
Well, what am | supposed to say?
That twenty thousand peopl e got
bl oody furious? That you coul d hear
the arteries clanging shut across
the city? And that then they went
back and took it out on their
secretaries or traffic wardens or
what ever, and they took it out on
ot her peopl e? Thousands and
t housands of souls get a faint
pati na of tarnish, and you barely
have to lift a finger!

EXT. GRAVEYARD - NI GHT 8
CROMALEY i s back addressing the canera.

CROALEY
O course, you can’t tell that to
denons |i ke Hastur and Ligur.
Fourteenth century m nds, spending
years picking away at one soul
Sure, it’s craftsmanship, but it’s
just not economically viable. Wth
six billion people in the world,
you just can't pick the buggers off
one by one any nore - you have to
spread your efforts. But denons
i ke these guys woul dn’t
understand. They’ d never have
t hought up Vel sh-1anguage
tel evision, for exanple. O Value
Added Tax. Or Manchester.

He turns to talk to the denons, but stops, and turns back to
t he camera.

CROALEY
I’ ve al ways been quite proud of
Manchest er .

Now he does turn to the denpns.

CRONLEY
Look, the Powers that Be seemto be
satisfied. Tines are changing. So
anyway, what’'s up?

HASTUR r eaches down behind a tonbstone, and brings out a
basket .



HASTUR

This is.

CRONLEY
Oh, no.

HASTUR

(grinning)

Oh, yes.

CRONLEY
Al ready?

HASTUR
Yes.

CRONLEY

And, er, it’s up to nme to...?

HASTUR
Yes.

HASTUR i s enjoying this.

CROALEY
Wiy nme? You know ne, Hastur - this
isn’t, you know, ny scene.

HASTUR
Ch, it is, it is. Your scene. Your
starring role. Take it. “Times are

changi ng”.
LI GUR
Yeah. They’'re comng to an end, for
a start.
CRONLEY
Wy ne?
HASTUR

You are obviously highly favoured.
| imagine Ligur here would give his
right armfor a chance like this.

LI GUR
That’s right
(beat)
Vel |, sonmeone’s right arm anyway.

Plenty of right arns around, |
nmean. No sense in wasting a
perfectly good one.



10.

HASTUR t akes a clipboard fromhis coat and thrusts it towards
CROWLEY.

HASTUR
Sign. Here.

CRONLEY t akes out a sl eek black pen.

LI GUR
S a nice pen.

CROWLEY
Yeah. It can wite underwater.

LI GUR
What ever will they think of next?

CROMNLEY starts to wite on the paper.

HASTUR
Whatever it is, they better think
of it quickly.
(to CROALEY)
No, not “A J. Crowl ey”. Your REAL
name.

CRONLEY sighs, and draws a conplex, wiggly sigil on the
paper. It glows red for a nonent, and then fades.

CROALEY
What am | supposed to DOwith it,
anyway?

HASTUR
You will receive instructions. Wy

so worried, Crow ey? The nmoment we
have been working for all these
centuries is at hand!

CRONLEY has sonet hing of a hunted expression.

CROALEY
Yeah. Right.

LI GUR
Qur nmonent of eternal triunph
awai t s!

CRONLEY
Et ernal . Yeah.



HASTUR
And you will be a tool of that
gl ori ous desti ny!

CROMNLEY
Tool . Yeah.
(beat)
Er. Ckay. I'Il, er, be off then,
shall 1? Get it over with?

Silence fromthe denons.

CROALEY
So 1’|l be popping al ong. See you
guys ar... see you. Er. Geat.

Fi ne. d ao.

He wal ks off towards the Bentl ey.

LI GUR
(whi spers)
Chow? Wbssat nean then?
HASTUR
It’s Italian. | think it neans
‘food .
LI GUR

Funny thing to say, then
The car starts and pulls away.
LI GUR

(towards the car)
You trust hinf

HASTUR
No.

LI GUR
Ri ght .

HASTUR

Be a funny old world if denons went
round trusting each other, wunnit?

LI GUR
Ri ght .

11.



12.

I NT. CROALEY’ S CAR ON MOTORWAY - NI GHT 9

We can hear the roar of the car, which is unusual, as CROALEY
usual ly drives calmy and silently. Now, however, he’s tense.
We're CLOSE UP on the open gl ove conpartnent of the car, his
hand fishing around for a cassette tape. He pulls out one

mar ked “VI VALDI - FOUR SEASONS’ and jams it into the tape
deck.

CROALEY
(to himnself)
Soot hing nmusic, that’s what | need.

The strains of Queen’s “Bohem an Rhapsody” ring out across
t he car.

CROALEY
(to canera)
Nobody’ s quite sure why, but if you
| eave any cassette tape in a car
for nore than two weeks, it
net anor phoses into a Best of Queen
tape. Never m nd.

A pause, then

CRONLEY
(to hinself)
Onhshi t ohshi tohshitohshit... Wy
now? Wy ne?

The noi se comng fromthe tape player twists and nangles into
a deep, boom ng, denonic voi ce.

THE VA CE
BECAUSE YOU VE EARNED | T, CROMLEY.

CRONLEY

(gul pi ng)
Thank you very nmuch, |ord.

THE VA CE
VWE HAVE GREAT FAI TH I N YOU,
CROMALEY.

CRONLEY
Thank you, |ord.

THE VA CE
TH'S I'S | MPORTANT, CROALEY.



10

13.

CRONLEY
I know, | know.

THE VA CE
THIS IS THE BI G ONE, CROALEY.

CROWLEY
Leave it to nme, Lord.

THE VA CE
THAT IS WHAT WE ARE DO NG CROWEY.
AND | F I T GOES WRONG, THEN THOSE
| N\VOLVED W LL SUFFER GREATLY. EVEN
YOU, CRONEY.
(beat)
ESPECI ALLY YOQOU.

CROWLEY
Under st ood, | ord.

THE VA CE
HERE ARE YOUR | NSTRUCTI ONS,
CROMALEY.

CROALEY

(to canera)
And then, just like that, | know.
They could just as easily tell ne,
t hey don’'t suddenly have to drop
chilly know edge straight into ny
brai n.

(to the tape player)
"1l be there in five mnutes,
[ ord, no problem

THE VA CE
GOAD.

And the nusic returns. CROALEY thunps the steering wheel. A
newborn child s wail emanates fromthe basket on the back
seat .

I NT. HOSPI TAL CORRI DOR - DAY 10

W are in the corridor of the maternity ward of a hospital.
MR YOUNG, a fairly normal, average man in his thirties, is
paci ng up and down. Suddenly CROALEY, carrying his basket,
bursts in through the doors, and wal ks past MR YOUNG As he
wal ks down the corridor, he addresses the canera.
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CROALEY

Alright. So here’s where things get
just a little bit conplicated. |
mean, | didn't know they were going
to screwup, did I? It was supposed
to be a fairly sinple changeover.
But we never shoul d have got the

bl oody Satani sts invol ved. Bungling
idiots, the lot of them Now, do
try to keep up

SHOT : A BLACK- AND-VHI TE POLARO D SNAPSHOT OF MRS. YOUNG

CROALEY (V. Q)
Ms. Dierdre Young is giving birth
in Delivery Room Two. She is having
a gol den-haired mal e baby we wl|l
call Baby A. Chap |’'ve just wal ked
past in the corridor? That' Il be
his father.

SHOT : A BLACK- AND-VH TE POLARO D SNAPSHOT OF MRS. DOWLI NG

CROALEY (V. Q)
The wife of the American Cultura
Attache, Ms. Harriet Dowing, is
giving birth in Delivery Room Fi ve.
She is having a gol den-haired mal e
baby we will call Baby B.

CROALEY now stands next to SI STER MARY in the hospital
corridor.

CROALEY

(to canera)
Now, Sister Mary Loquaci ous here
has been a devout Satanist since
birth. She was di spatched to work
with the nuns in this hospital six
nont hs ago. | am about to hand her
a gol den-haired mal e baby we wll
call the Adversary, Destroyer of
Ki ngs, Angel of the Bottom ess Pit,
G eat Beast that is called Dragon,
Prince of This Wrld, Father of
Li es, Spawn of Satan, and Lord of
Dar kness.

He does so.
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CROALEY makes a sharp exit.
and once agai n he addresses us.

SI STER MARY
Is that hin? Only |I’'d expected
funny eyes. Red, or green. O
teensy-weensy little hoofikins. O
a wddle tail.

CROWLEY
Yes, that’'s him

SI STER MARY
Fancy ne hol ding the Antichrist.
And bathing the Antichrist. And
counting his little toesy-wosies...
Does he | ook like his Daddy? | bet
he does. Does he ook |ike his
Daddywaddyki ns?

CRONLEY
No. He doesn’t. And now, | should
get up to the delivery roons, if |
Wwere you.

SI STER MARY
W1l he renmenber ne when he grows
up, do you think?

CROALEY
(darkly)
Pray that he doesn’t.

CROALEY
I’msure you can work it out by
now. Al that Sister Mary has to do
i s exchange the Adversary,
Destroyer of Kings, Angel of the
Bottom ess Pit, Great Beast that is
call ed Dragon, Prince of This
Wrl d, Father of Lies, Spawn of
Satan, and Lord of Darkness with

15.

We foll ow himdown the corri dor,

Baby B. But where,
aski ng, does Baby

you may be
A cone in?

I NT. HOSPI TAL CORRI DOR - DAY 11

SI STER MARY is strolling along the corridor, pushing the baby
in a bassinet. Suddenly, a door opens and a nurse sticks her

head out.
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13

14

16.

NURSE
Sister Mary, what are you doing
here? Shouldn’t you be on duty in
Room Fi ve?

SI STER MARY
Ri ght away, nurse.

She carries on pushing the bassinet along the corridor.

CRONLEY (V.0Q)
Sister Mary, bless her black cotton
socks with red sixes sewn into
them believes that Baby B is the
only gol den- hai red baby being born
in this hospital today.

I NT. HOSPI TAL CORRI DOR - DAY 12

In another part of the sane corridor, CROAEY is |eaning
agai nst the wall.

CROALEY
Sister Mary, however, is m staken.
Not only that, but Sister Mary has
al ways had an annoying little
tendency to confuse Fives and Twos.

I NT. HOSPI TAL CORRI DOR - DAY 13

SI STER MARY stands outside a roomw th a | arge nunmber 2 on
t he door. She ponders for a noment, then pushes the bassi net
into the room

W pan across to CROALEY, who is still |eaning against the
wal | .

CROALEY
And yes. O course | would have
done sonething if I'd known about
this. Still, you live and | earn

I NT. DELI VERY ROOM 2 - DAY 14
SI STER MARY is now chatting to MR YOUNG MRS. YOUNG i s

sl eeping softly in the bed. There are two identical babies in
bassi nets, side by side - BABY A and THE ANTI CHRI ST.
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CRONLEY (V.0Q)
Now, why anyone m ght m stake M.
Young for the Anerican Cul tural
Attache is beyond ne.

We catch a snippet of the conversation :

SI STER MARY
(cheerfully)
You don’t seemto have nmuch of an
accent. Have you been over here
| ong?

CROALEY (V. Q)
But then, when you' re dealing with
m |l dly insane Satanic nurses, |ogic
tends to take a back seat.

Enter SI STER HARRI ET. She glances at VR YOUNG with a worried
| ook on her face, and then wi nks at SI STER MARY. SI STER MARY
nods towards BABY A, and w nks back.

CROALEY (V. Q)
You can say a lot with a w nk.
Especi ally when you don’t want non-
Satanists |ike M. Young here to
know what you’re on about. Sister
Harriet’s w nk, for exanple,
nmeant . . .

CLOSE- UP on SI STER HARRI ET' s eye

SI STER HARRI ET (V. O.)
Where the hell have you been? Baby
B has been born, we’'re ready to
make the switch, and here’'s you in
the wong roomw th the Adversary,
Destroyer of Kings, Angel of the
Bottom ess Pit, Great Beast that is
call ed Dragon, Prince of This
Wrl d, Father of Lies, Spawn of
Satan, and Lord of Darkness!

CRONLEY (V.0Q)
And, as far as she was concer ned,
Sister Mary’s answering w nk
nmeant. . .

CLCSE- UP on Sl STER MARY' s EYE
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18.

SI STER MARY (V. Q)

Here’'s the Adversary, Destroyer of
Ki ngs, Angel of the Bottom ess Pit,
G eat Beast that is called Dragon,
Prince of This Wrld, Father of

Li es, Spawn of Satan, and Lord of
Darkness, and | can’t tal k now
because there’s this outsider here.

CROALEY (V. Q)
Wereas Sister Mary, on the other
hand, had thought that Sister
Harriet’s wink was nore along the
lines of...

CLCSE- UP on SI STER HARRI ET' s EYE

SI STER HARRI ET (V. O.)

(in a cheerful tone)
Wl | done, Sister Mary, switched
over the babies all by herself!
Now, indicate the superfluous baby
to me, and | shall renove it and
| eave you to continue chatting to
this esteenmed gentl eman.

CRONLEY (V. Q)
And so, naturally, her own
answering wi nk had neant. ..

CLCSE- UP on Sl STER MARY' s EYE

SI STER MARY (V. Q)
There you go, dearie, that’s Baby
B, now take himaway and | eave ne
to chat with his Excellency. 1’'ve
al ways wanted to ask hi mwhy they
have those tall buildings wth al
the mrrors on them

SI STER HARRI ET wheel s BABY A out of the room SISTER MARY
turns back to MR YOUNG

SI STER MARY
You know, | think Damian is a
| ovely name for a boy...

I NT. HOSPI TAL CORRI DOR - DAY
Once agai n CROALEY addresses us.

15
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19.

CROALEY

I won’t trouble you with the
detail s of what happened to Baby B,
after Baby A was unwittingly
switched inits place. It would be
nice to think that the Satani st
Nuns had hi m adopted, wouldn't it?
Let your m nd dwell on his happy
fam |y atnosphere, his junior
school prize for spelling, his
unr emar kabl e al t hough quite
pl easant tine at University, his
job in the payroll departnent of
t he Tadfield and Norton Buil ding
Society. His lovely wife and
children. H s hobbies. Perhaps he
breeds tropical fish

(beat)
You don’t want to know what could
happen to Baby B. No, your version
is much nicer. Perhaps he w ns
prizes for his tropical fish

He turns away and starts to wal k down the corridor. After a
nonent, he turns back again.

CROALEY
So let’s just leave it at that,
shal I we?

He turns again, and wal ks away, fading out into darkness.

FADE TO
CAPTI ON : 16
“ SCARLETT”

EXT. STREET | N KUVBOLALAND - DAY 17
CAPTI ONS :

“ KUMBOLALAND, AFRI CA’
“(FORVERLY S| R- HUMPHREY- CLARKSONLAND) ”
“BORI NG POCR. PEACEFUL.”

A brick-red truck, packed with assorted weaponry, sits
stationary by a dusty road in a tiny, hot West African town.
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SCARLETT (WAR), a devastatingly beautiful auburn-haired woman
who is (or appears to be) in her md-twenties, stands beside
the truck fanning her head with her hat. She sighs, shakes
her head, and wal ks towards a nearby bar.

I NT. BAR - DAY 18

SCARLETT' s entrance into the bar causes sonmething of a stir
She cooly nmakes her way to the bar, orders a beer, and drains
it in one snmooth novenent, before grinning at the barman.

SCARLETT
| got a truck needs repairing.
Anyone around | can talk to?

The BARMAN grins back at her.

BARVAN
Only Nat han, m ss. But Nathan has
gone back to Kaounda to see his
father-in-law s farm

SCARLETT
Hm™m Any idea when he’ll be back?

BARNVAN
Per haps next week. Perhaps two
weeks’ tine, dear | ady.

He | eans forward, towards her.

BARVAN

You travel ling al one, m ss?
SCARLETT

Yes.
BARVAN

(conspiratorially)
Coul d be dangerous. Sonme funny
peopl e on the roads these days. Bad
men. Not | ocal boys.

SCARLETT rai ses an eyebrow. The barman visibly shivers,
despite the heat.

SCARLETT
Thanks for the warning.

She tips her hat to him and strolls outside.
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21

21.

EXT. STREET | N KUVBOLALAND - DAY 19

SCARLETT stands, |ooking at her truck. Slowy, she |ooks
around, takes in her surroundings. Quiet. Peaceful.

SCARLETT
VWhat the hell. | could do with a
hol i day anyway.

FADE TO

EXT. STREET | N KUVBOLALAND - DAY 20
CAPTI ON :
“THREE DAYS LATER’

The sl eepy town has becone a warzone. All around, gunfire and
expl osi ons can be heard. Dead bodies litter the streets.

Buil dings are on fire. Pan across until we reach the train
station, where SCARLETT is boarding the train. She stops just
bef ore stepping on, takes one |ast |ook at the town, smles,
and di sappears.

EXT. ST. JAMES PARK, LONDON - DAY 21

AZ| RAPHALE and CROALEY are standing by the pond, feeding the
ducks. AZI RAPHALE is now, |ike CROALEY, in his human form
but he is nore recognisable - facially at least - due to at

| east havi ng been humanoi d when he was an angel. He is not
ridiculously canp, but could fairly be described as

effem nate to a degree.

He tosses a crust to a scruffy-1ooking drake, which catches
it and sinks inmmediately. He turns to CROALEY and shakes his
head.

AZ|I RAPHALE
Real |y, ny dear.

CRONLEY
Sorry, | was forgetting nyself.

The duck bobs angrily to the surface.

AZ| RAPHALE
O course, we knew sonet hi ng was
goi ng on.

( MORE)
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AZ| RAPHALE( cont ' d)

But one sonehow i nagi nes this sort
of thing happening in America. They
go in for that sort of thing over

t here.

CROALEY
It mght yet do, at that.

CROMALEY gl ances across the park to his Bentley, which is in
t he process of being cl anped.

AZ|I RAPHALE
Oh, yes. The Anerican di pl omat.
Rat her showy, one feels. As if
Ar mageddon was sone sort of
ci nemat ogr aphi ¢ show that you w sh
to sell in as many countries as
possi bl e.

CRONLEY
Every country. The Earth and al
t he ki ngdons t hereof.

AZI RAPHALE tosses his last scrap of bread to the ducks, and
turns to face CROAEY.

AZ| RAPHALE
We'll win, of course.

CROWLEY
You don’t want that.

AZ| RAPHALE
Way not, pray?

CRONLEY
Li sten. How many nusici ans do you
t hi nk your side have got, eh? First

grade, | nean.
AZ|I RAPHALE
(taken aback)
Vll, | should think..
CROALEY

Two. Elgar and Liszt. That’'s all.
W’ ve got the rest. Beethoven,
Brahns, all the Bachs, Myzart, the
lot. Can you inmagine eternity with
El gar?

AZ| RAPHALE
(groani ng)
Al too easily.



There is a pause, while they stare at one anot her.

CROALEY
That’s it then. No nore conpact
discs. No nore Albert Hall. No nore
Last Night of the Proms. Just
celestial harnonies all day |ong.

AZ| RAPHALE
(rmutters)
I neffable...

CROALEY
Li ke eggs w thout salt, you said.
Which reminds me. No salt, no eggs.
No gravlax with dill sauce. No
fascinating little restaurants
where they know you. No Daily
Tel egraph crossword. No snal |
anti que shops, no bookshops, no
Regency sil ver snuffboxes...

AZ| RAPHALE
But after we win life will be
better!

CROWLEY

But it won't be as interesting.
Look, you know I'mright. You d be
as happy with a harp as I'd be with
a pitchfork.

AZ| RAPHALE
You know we don’t play harps.

CRONLEY
And we don’t use pitchforks. | was
bei ng rhetorical.

spreads his hands.

He shrugs.

AZ|I RAPHALE
My peopl e are nore than happy for
it to happen, you know. It’s what
it’s all about, you see. The great
final test. Flam ng swords, the
Four Horsenen, seas of blood, the
whol e tedi ous busi ness.

CROWLEY
And then Gane Over, Insert Coin?

23.

AZ|I RAPHALE
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AZ| RAPHALE
Sometimes | find your nethods of
expression a little difficult to
fol | ow.

CROALEY
I like the seas as they are. It
doesn’t have to happen. You don’t
have to test everything to
destruction just to see if you nade
it right.

AZ| RAPHALE
(shrugs)
That’ s ineffable wi sdomfor you
I’ m afraid.

He shudders, and pulls his coat around him Gey clouds are
begi nning to pile up.

CROALEY
That’ s what you sai d about the
appl e, renmenber?

Anot her pause.

AZ| RAPHALE
Let’ s go sonmewhere warm

CRONLEY
You' re asking nme?

They wal k in sonbre silence for a while

AZ| RAPHALE
It’s not that | disagree with you.
It’s just that I'’mnot allowed to
di sobey. You know that.

CROALEY
Me too.

AZ|I RAPHALE
Oh, come now, you' re a denon, after
all.

CROALEY

Yeah. But ny people are only in
favour of di sobedi ence in genera
terns. It’s specific disobedience
t hey cone down on heavily.



22

25.

AZ| RAPHALE

Such as di sobedi ence to thensel ves?
CROWLEY

You'd be anazed. Well, cone to

think of it, perhaps you woul dn’t
be. Anyway, how | ong do you think
we' ve got?

They approach the Bentley. CROAEY waves his hand, and the
doors unl ock. They take their seats in the car.

I NT. CROALEY’ S CAR QUTSI DE PARK - DAY 22

The car
key.

AZ| RAPHALE
The prophecies differ. Certainly
until the end of the century,
al t hough we nmay expect certain
phenonena before then. Mst of the
prophets of the past m ||l ennium
were nore concerned wi th scansion
t han accuracy.

starts, although CROAEY hasn’t touched the ignition

CROWLEY
VWhat ?
AZ| RAPHALE
You know... ‘And thee Wrlde Unto

And Ende Shall Cone, in tunpty-
tunpty-tunpty One”. O Two, or
Three, or whatever. There aren’t
many good rhymes for Six, so it’s
probably a good year to be in.

CROALEY
And what sort of phenonena?

AZ|I RAPHALE
Oh, two- headed cal ves, signs in the
sky, geese flying backwards,
showers of fish. That sort of
t hi ng. The presence of the
Antichrist affects the natura
operation of causality.

CRONLEY
Hm
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He puts the car in gear, revs, and renenbers sonething. He
snaps his fingers.
EXT. OUTSI DE CAR - DAY 23

CLOSE- UP on the rear wheel, which has a yell ow wheel -cl anp on
it. The clanmp di sappears.

I NT. CROALEY’ S CAR QUTSI DE PARK - DAY 24
CRONLEY
Let’s have lunch. | owe you one
from when was it...?
AZ| RAPHALE
Paris, 1793.
CRONLEY

Oh, yes. The Reign of Terror. Was
t hat one of yours, or one of ours?

AZ| RAPHALE
Wasn't it yours?
CRONLEY
Can’t recall. It was quite a good

restaurant, though.

EXT. OUTSI DE CAR - DAY 25

The car drives away, past an astoni shed traffic warden whose
not ebook spont aneously conbusts.

I NT. CROALEY' S CAR ON ROAD - DAY 26
CRONLEY
(amazed)
I"’mpretty certain | didn't nean to
do that.

AZ| RAPHALE bl ushes.

AZ| RAPHALE
That was ne. |1’d al ways thought
t hat your people invented traffic
war dens.
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CROALEY
Did you? W thought they were
yours.
(beat)
Come on. Let’s do the Ritz.
FADE TGO

CAPTI ON 27
“ SABLE”
EXT. 666 FI FTH AVENUE, NEW YORK - NI GHT 28
CAPTI ON

“NEW YORK CI TY”

At 666 Fifth Avenue, there stands a huge, towering, black
nmonolith of a building, with huge red “666”s adorning its
side. We pan up it froma rainy New York sidewal k, until we
reach the top, where the large red lettering proclains this
to be the “TOP OF THE SI XES” restaurant.

INT. TOP OF THE SI XES - N GHT 29

Inside, the restaurant is expensive and |avish, but the decor
is understated. Sinple lines. Black tables, black chairs, al
with an al nost tangi bl e sheen. SABLE (FAMNE) is seated at a
table with his accountant, FRANNIE. He is dressed in an

i mmacul ate bl ack suit, with a trimblack beard and bl ack
hair. He is tall and slender, although not as slimas nmany of
the diners around him They are dining on extrenmely nouvelle
cuisine - large plates with scarcely nore than a string bean,
a pea and sliver of chicken on them He and FRANNIE are al so
dining this way, although while his food remains untouched,
her plate is long enpty. She taps at an ultra-slim/laptop
conput er .

SABLE
How we doi ng, Frannie?

FRANNI E
Twelve m|llion copies sold so far
Can you believe that?

SABLE toys with a glass of Perrier.
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SABLE
Twel ve mllion, huh? That's pretty
good.

FRANNI E

That’' s great.

SABLE
So we’'re going corporate. It’s tine
to blow the big one, aml right?
California, | think. I want
factories, restaurants, the whole
schnmear. We’' Il keep the publishing
arnms, but it’s tinme to diversify.
Yeah? This -

He waves around him

SABLE
- this is just the beginning.

FRANNI E
Sounds good, Sable. W’'Il| need -

He is interrupted by a nodel, SHERRYL. She’'s New York’'s top
fashi on nodel, but she could easily be m staken for a

skel eton. Horrifyingly thin, with tanned skin stretched

al nrost to snapping point over the delicate bones of her
skull. She is holding a book.

SHERRYL
Uh, excuse ne, M. Sable, | hope
you don’t mnd ne intruding, but,
your book, it changed ny life... |
was wondering, would you m nd
signing it for ne?

He nods graciously and takes the book fromher. W see the
cover close-up - Sable’'s face, enbossed with foil lettering :

“D-PLAN DI ETING : SLIM YOURSELF BEAUTI FUL”

A sl ogan proclains it to be “THE DI ETI NG BOOK OF THE
CENTURY! ”

SABLE
How do you spell your nane?

SHERRYL
Sherryl. Two Rs, one Y, one L.
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SABLE
You remind ne of an old, old
friend.

He smles, and wites swiftly and carefully on the title
page.

SABLE
There you go. G ad you liked it.
Al ways good to neet a fan.

She picks up the book and reads what he’'s witten :

“Sherryl,

A neasure of wheat for a penny, and three neasures of barley
for a penny, and see thou hurt not the oil and the w ne.

Rev. v. 6 ch 6.

Dr. Raven Sabl e”

SABLE
It’s fromthe Bible.

SHERRYL
Thank you so nuch, Doctor. You
don’ t know how nmuch this nmeans to
me - you’ ve changed ny life, you
real ly have..

She backs away as she continues to gush. FRANNI E, neanwhil e,
continues to work on her | aptop.

FRANNI E
Cute. Now, there’s a European
outfit we can buy into for the
initial toehold - Hol dings
(Hol di ngs) I ncorporated. That’|
give us the Liechtenstein tax base.
Now, if we channel funds out
t hrough the Caymans, into
Luxenbourg, and fromthere to
Switzerland, we could pay for the
factories in...

SABLE is no longer listening. As she drones on, he tunes out,
smling contentedly. He sips fromhis water
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I NT. AZ| RAPHALE' S BOOKSHOP, BACK ROOM - DAY 30

It’s md-afternoon. CROALEY and AZI RAPHALE are sitting in two
confortable chairs in the back roomof the shop. The books in
here |1 ook a great deal nore rare, valuable and collectable
than the ones out in the shop. The table in front of them
meanwhile, is covered in bottles. They're a bit drunk.

CRONLEY
The point is... The point is. The
point is, right. You ve got this
whol e world, right?

He’s using his glass to gesticul ate.

CRONLEY
Whole world... Fulla creatures.
Lotsa creatures. Al creatures
great and snoke. Lots ‘f ‘em have
got brains, right? Big brains. And
t hen... Bazanmmi

He slans his glass down on the table.

AZ| RAPHALE
But you're part of it. You tenpt
people. You re good at it.

AZI RAPHALE is pouring wine into his glass. A nost half of
what he’s pouring actually makes it into the glass. CROAEY,
meanwhi | e, picks up his again and uses it to point at

AZ| RAPHALE.

CROALEY
That’s different. They don’t have
to say yes. That the ineffable bit,
right? Your side made it up. You ve
got to keep testing people. But not
to destruction.

AZ| RAPHALE
All right. Al right. I don't like
it any nore than you, but | told
you. | can’t disod- disoy - not do
what I’mtold. ‘M a nangel.

CROWLEY
(sly) |
There's no theatres in Heaven. And
very few fil ns.



AZ| RAPHALE
Don’t you try to tenpt ne. | know
you, you old serpent.

CROALEY
Just you think about it. You know
what eternity is? | nean, do you
really know what eternity is?
There’s this big nountain, see, a
mle high, at the end of the
uni verse, and once every thousand
years there’'s this little bird..

AZ| RAPHALE
VWhat little bird?

CROALEY
This little bird 1" mtal ki ng about.
And every thousand years. ..

AZ| RAPHALE
The sanme bird every thousand years?
CRONLEY
Erm .. yeah.
AZ| RAPHALE
Bl oody ancient bird, then.
CRONLEY
K. And every thousand years, this
bird flies -
AZ| RAPHALE
Li nps.
CRONLEY

...FLIES all the way to this
nount ai n and sharpens its beak..

AZ| RAPHALE
Hol d on. You can’t do that. Between
here and the end of the universe
there's | oads of...

He waves his hand expansively, if a little unsteady.

AZ|I RAPHALE
Loads of buggerall, dear boy.

CROALEY
But it gets there anyway.



AZ|I RAPHALE
How?

CROALEY
(exasper at ed)
It doesn't matter!

AZ| RAPHALE
It could use a space ship.

CRONLEY
Yeah. If you like. Anyway, this
bird, it sharpens its beak on the
nmountain, and then it flies back -

AZ| RAPHALE
In the space ship...

CRONLEY
And after a thousand years it goes
and does it all again.

There is a nonent of drunken sil ence.

AZ| RAPHALE
Seens a lot of effort just to
sharpen a beak.

CRONLEY
Li sten, the point is that when the
bird has worn the nmountain down to
not hing, right - and don’t nake
some poi nt about the relative
har dness of birds’ beaks and
granite nountains - when the bird
has worn the nmountain down to

not hi ng, then you still won’t have
fini shed watchi ng “The Sound O
Musi c”.

AZ| RAPHALE freezes.

CROALEY
... And you' Il enjoy it. You really
wll. You won't have a choi ce.

Heaven has no taste. Ch, and not
one single sushi restaurant.

There is a long silence. A look of pain has cone across
AZ|I RAPHALE s face.
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AZ| RAPHALE
| can’t cope with this while ‘m
drunk. I’ mgoing to sober up.
CROALEY

Me too.

They both shudder and wi nce, and at once sit up nore neatly.
AZ| RAPHALE straightens his tie.

AZ| RAPHALE
| can’t interfere with divine
pl ans.

CROMLEY | ooks at his glass for a nonent, then fills it up
agai n.

CRONLEY
What about di abolical ones?

AZ| RAPHALE
Par don?

CRONLEY
Wll, it’s got to be a diabolica
plan, hasn’t it? W're doing it. My
si de.

AZ| RAPHALE

Ah, but it’s all part of the
overal |l divine plan. Your side
can’t do anything without it being
part of the ineffable divine plan.

CROALEY
You w sh!
AZ| RAPHALE
No, that’s the... the thing... what
d you call it in your colourful
idion? The line at the bottom
CROALEY
The bottom | i ne.
AZ|I RAPHALE
Yes. It’s that.
CROALEY
Wll... if you' re sure... then you

can’t be certain, correct nme if I'm
wong, that thwarting it isn’'t part
of the divine plan as well.

( MORE)



CROALEY( cont ' d)

| nean, you're supposed to thwart
the wiles of the Evil One at every
turn, aren’t you?

AZ| RAPHALE hesit at es.

AZ| RAPHALE
There is that, yes.

CRONLEY
You see a wile, you thwart. Am I
right?

AZ| RAPHALE
Broadly, broadly. Actually, |1
encourage humans to do the actua
thwarting. You know. ..
(waves hand)
Ineffability, all that.

CROALEY
Right. Right. So all you ve got to
do is thwart. Because if | know
anything it’s that the birth is
just the start. It’s the upbringing
that’s inportant. Influences.
O herwi se, the child will never
learn to use its powers. At |east,
not necessarily as intended.

AZ| RAPHALE
Certainly our side won’t mnd ne
thwarting you. They won’t m nd that
at all.

CROALEY
Ri ght .
(smles)
It’d be a real feather in your
Wi ng.

AZ| RAPHALE
VWhat will happen to the child if it
doesn’t get a Satanic upbringing,
t hough?

CRONLEY
Probabl y not hi ng.

AZI RAPHALE
But genetics...

34.



CROALEY
Oh, don’t talk to ne about
genetics. Wat have they got to do
with it? Look at Satan. Created as
an angel, grows up to be the G eat
Adversary. Hey, if you re going to
go on about genetics, you m ght as
well say the kid will grow up to be
an angel . After all, his father was
really big in Heaven in the old
days. No, upbringing is everything.
Take it from ne.

AZ| RAPHALE
And wi t hout unopposed Satanic
i nfl uences. ..
CRONLEY
Well, at worst, Hell will have to

start all over again. And the earth
gets at |east another ten years.
That’s got to be worth sonet hing,
hasn't it?

AZ| RAPHALE | ooks t hought ful .

AZ| RAPHALE
You' re saying the child isn't evil
of itself?

CROALEY

Potentially evil. Potentially good,
too, | suppose. Just this huge
powerful potentiality, waiting to
be shaped.

(gestures)
Anyway, why’ re we tal king about
this good and evil? They're just
nanes for sides. W know that.

AZ|I RAPHALE
| suppose it’s got to be worth a

try.
CROALEY nods encouragi ngly, and holds out his hand.

CROALEY
Agr eed?
AZ| RAPHALE
(shaki ng his hand)
It’lIl certainly be nore interesting

t han sai nts.
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CROALEY
And it’ll be for the child s own
good, in the long run. W'll be
godf at hers, sort of. Overseeing his
religious upbringing, you m ght

say.
AZ|I RAPHALE
(beam ng)

You know, |’d never have thought of
that. CGodfathers. Well, 1'I1l be
damed.

CAPTI ON

“MR. VWH TE’

EXT. PACI FI C OCEAN - DAY

We're watching a massive O L TANKER from above.
CAPTI ONS

“PACI FI C OCEAN’

“NEAR TOKYCO

INT. O L TANKER CORRI DCR - DAY

36.

FADE TO

31

32

33

There is mass pani c aboard the ship. Crew nenbers are running
around everywhere. The CAPTAIN has just been roused fromhis

quarters, bleary-eyed and hungover.

CAPTAI N
Wh- what’s goi ng on?

CREW MEMBER #1
Sir! He's taken over the bridge!

CAPTAI N
VWhat ?

CREW MEMBER #2
Aye, sir. He just walked in
there... The automated system was
on, there was no-one there to stop
him.. He | ocked hinself in there,
then he set us on this course!
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CAPTAI N
Get a hold of yourself, man! WHO
| ocked hinself in?

CREW VEMBER #1
Mster Wiite, sir.

There is a | ook of horror on the CAPTAIN S face.

I NT. BRIDGE OF O L TANKER - DAY 34

MR. WHI TE (PCOLLUTION) is standing on the bridge, a contented
smle on his face. Thin, perhaps thinner than SABLE.
Extrenely pale skin, faded blonde hair. Dressed, of course,
all in white. Qutside the panic can still be heard - nen are
runni ng around, sone are banging on the door - but VWH TE has
tuned it out.

INT. O L TANKER CORRI DOR - DAY 35

CREW MEMBER #1
Sir, if we carry on at this course
and speed, we’'ll hit Tokyo in |ess
than thirty m nutes.

CAPTAI N
What do you nean, “hit”?

There is a silence. Fromthe | ook on the CREW MEMBERS' f aces,
they don’'t need to answer.

INT. BRIDGE OF O L TANKER - DAY 36

VWH TE i s happy. He could al nost be hunming to hinself. Not a
broad grin, just a smle of utter satisfaction. He stands,
hands stretched across the control panel. W CLOSE UP on one
of his hands as it drifts towards a button marked “ EMERGENCY
CARGO RELEASE”.

I NT. OL TANKER CORRI DOR - DAY 37
The CREW MEMBERS and the CAPTAIN are still flapping about and
shouting, desperately trying to get onto the bridge, when al
of a sudden a DEEP, BOOM NG SI REN sounds. They all | ook up.

CAPTAI N
M/ God. . .
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I NT. BRI TI SH MUSEUM CAFETERI A - DAY 38
CAPTI ON :
“ONE YEAR ACO

CROALEY and AZI RAPHALE are sitting at a table. AZI RAPHALE is
eating his nmeal. CROALEY just |ooks tense, a drink untouched
in front of him There is a silence for a nonent, |ike
sonmething is being |left unsaid. Then CROMAEY says it.

CRONLEY
If you ask ne, he’s too bl oody
nor mal

AZ| RAPHALE | ooks up fromhis neal and smles.

AZ| RAPHALE
It’s my good influence, clearly.

CROALEY shakes hi s head.

CROALEY
I’mtaking that into account. Look -
by now he should be trying to warp
the world around himto his own
desires, shaping it in his own
i mage, that kind of stuff. Well,
not actually trying - he’'ll do it
wi t hout even knowing it. Have you
seen any evidence of it happening?

AZ| RAPHALE
Vel l, no, but...
CRONLEY
He's too normal. | don’'t like it.
There’s sonething wong. | just
can’t put ny finger on it.
AZ| RAPHALE
Well, he’'s a grow ng boy, young
War | ock. . .
CRONLEY chuckl es.
CRONLEY
You know, | can't believe they

actual Iy named hi m War| ock
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AZ| RAPHALE
Mm yes. And, of course, there’s
been the heavenly influence in his
life...

CRONLEY
(sighs)
I just hope he’'ll know how to cope
with the hell-hound, that’s all

AZ| RAPHALE
Hel | - hound?

CROALEY
On his eleventh birthday. |
received a nmessage fromHell | ast
ni ght. They're sending hima hell-
hound, to pad by his side and guard
himfromall harm Biggest one
t hey’ ve got, apparently.

AZ| RAPHALE
Wn't people remark on the sudden
appearance of a huge bl ack dog? His
parents, for a start.

CROALEY
Nobody’ s going to notice anything
out of the ordinary. That’'s what
people do - spend their whole lives
not noticing what’'s going on around

t hem

AZ| RAPHALE
Hm Wen does it turn up then, this
dog?

CROALEY

| told you. On his eleventh
birthday. At three o' clock in the
afternoon. It’ Il sort of home in on
hi m

AZ| RAPHALE
Does it have a nane?

CROALEY
He’' s supposed to nane it hinself.
It’s very inportant that he nanes
it hinmelf. It gives it its purpose.
It’Il be Killer, or Terror, or
St al ks-By- N ght, | expect.
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AZ| RAPHALE
And you' Il be there, right?

CROALEY
Wuldn't mss it for the worlds. |
do hope there’s nothing too wong
with the child, though. W'll see
how he reacts to the dog. That
should tell us something. | hope
he’' Il send it back, or be
frightened of it. If he does nane
it, we've lost. He’'ll have all his
powers and Armageddon is just
around the corner.

AZ| RAPHALE sips fromhis wi ne, thoughtfully.

AZ| RAPHALE
| think "Il see you there, then.
EXT. ADAM S STREET - DAY 39

<I NSERT SCENE HERE i ntroduci ng ADAM (and the gang) and his
nmeeting with (and nam ng of) DOG

EXT. DOALI NGS' GARDEN - DAY 40

This is WARLOCK and his fam |y’ s garden. There's a party in
progress - ten and el even-year-old children running around
doing all the things that kids do at birthday parties. A
bouncy castle in one corner, a man in a clown costune mnaking
bal  oon animals, that sort of thing. Banners in clear view
procl ai m “HAPPY 11t h Bl RTHDAY WARLOCK!”

CROMLEY' s Bentley is parked just outside the gates, and as we
pan over we can hear hi mand AZlI RAPHALE speaki ng.

AZlI RAPHALE (O S.)
You said it was hini

CRONLEY (O S.)
It WAS himl | nean, | should know,
shouldn't |?

I NT. CROALEY’ S CAR QUTSI DE DOALI NGS' HOUSE - DAY 41
AZ|I RAPHALE

Then soneone el se nust be
interfering.



CRONLEY
There isn’t anyone el se! There's
just us, right? Good and Evil. One
side or the other.

He thunps the steering wheel

CROALEY
You' Il be amazed at the kind of
t hings they can do to you, down
t here.

AZ| RAPHALE

| imagine they're very simlar to
the sort of things they can do to
one up there.

CRONLEY
Cone off it. Your |ot get ineffable
nercy.

AZ| RAPHALE
Oh, yes? Did you ever visit
Gonorrah?

CRONLEY

Sure. There was this great little
tavern where you coul d get these
terrific fernented date-pal m
cocktails, with nutnmeg and crushed
| enongr ass. . .

AZ| RAPHALE
I nmeant afterwards.

CRONLEY
Oh.

There is a pause.

AZ| RAPHALE
Sonet hi ng nust have happened in the
hospi t al

CROALEY
It couldn’t have! It was full of
our peopl e!

AZ|I RAPHALE
Whose peopl e?

He rai ses an eyebrow.
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CROALEY
My people, then. Wll, not ny
peopl e. You know. Satani sts.

AZ|I RAPHALE
You’ ve always had a bit of a
problemw th those people, haven’t
you?

CROWLEY
Too bl oody right. They' re an
enbarrassnent, the |lot of them

AZ| RAPHALE
Still, I don’'t see how they can
have nessed it up. | nean, two
babies. It’s not exactly taxing, is

it...?

CLOSE- UP on CROALEY as a | ook of horror passes across his
face. CUT TO a brief flashback of MR YOUNG in the hospital
t hen back to CROALEY.

CROALEY
There nmust have been a third baby.

AZ| RAPHALE
Hym That doesn’t |leave us a lot to
go on, does it?

CRONLEY

We know the child rmust be alive...
AZ| RAPHALE

How?
CRONLEY

Vll, if it had turned up Down

There again, do you think 1'd still
be sitting here?

AZ|I RAPHALE
Good poi nt .

CROALEY
So all we’ve got to dois findit.
Go through the hospital records.

The car roars into life, making AZI RAPHALE j unp.
AZI RAPHALE

And if we find the child? Then
what ?
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CRONLEY
Don’'t know.

AZ| RAPHALE
Good gri ef.

Anot her pause as they drive al ong.

CROALEY
| don’t suppose... your people...
t hey woul dn’t consider... giving ne
asylum woul d they?
AZ| RAPHALE
Huh. | was going to ask you the

sane thing...

More silence. AZI RAPHALE roots through the gl ove conpart nment
and pulls out a tape.

AZ| RAPHALE
What’' s a Vel vet Under ground?

CROWLEY
You wouldn’'t like it.

AZ| RAPHALE
Oh. Be-bop, eh?

CROALEY
Do you know, Aziraphale, that if a
mllion human bei ngs were asked to
descri be nodern nusic, not one of
t hem woul d use the term “be-bop”?

AZ| RAPHALE
(finding anot her tape)
Ah, this is nore like it.
Tchai kovsky.

He puts the tape in the player.
CRONLEY
You won’t enjoy it. It’s been in
the car for nore than a fortnight.
A very fam liar thunping bassline begins.

AZ|I RAPHALE
I don’t recognise this. Wiat is it?



CRONLEY
It’s Tchai kovsky’ s “Anot her One
Bites The Dust”...

( MORE)
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