Horses Series 1 Episode 3 “Close Encounters”
By Stephen Whatley

Opening Credits A 

Scene 1
JT and DARCY sitting at the bar in the Pub.  They are the only customers, JOHN WILSON the land lord, is leaning on the Real Ale pumps.  Only the tick of the clock can be heard.

JT:  Fancy another Darce?

DARCY:  That would be nice mate.

JT:  Ere John, another 2 pints of OLD SLAPPER mate, have AM in the same glass.

JOHN W:  (dictating while polishing a glass) if I have told you once I will tell you again.  We don’t serve new ale in an old glass.

JT:  Just trying to save on washing up you miserable old bugger.

DARCY Grinns, JOHN W pours the pints.

JOHN W looks out of the window, he is careful not to let the others see him do so.

JOHN W:  Graham Beard be ere in a minute.

DARCY:  He will?

JOHN W:  He will.

DARCY:  He will?

JOHN W:  He will.

The door opens and a 6’5” Rugby player walks in with a face like chiseled granite.  He is cleanly shaven.

DARCY:  Beardy Boy.

BEARD:  Alright are ee Darce.

DARCY:  Having one are ee, JTs Buying.

BEARD:  (grinning) Yehh right on, ill have a pint a spingo boy.

JT: Where’s Tiddles?

BEARD looks absolutely mortified, puts his hand in front of his mouth and makes a blubbing noise.

BEARD:  (high pitched and beginning to shed a tear) the bugger with the pink top had am.

An upset BEARD leaves with haste, in the direction of the Gents Toilet.

JOHN W:  Oh you buggers, haven’t heard have you?

JT:  Heard What?

JOHN W:  About Tiddles.

DARCY:  What about Tiddles?

JT:  Yes, what about Tiddles?

JOHN W:  (dictating) if you hold on, for one minute, I will tell you.

JOHN W:  Well, BEARDY BOY and CHRISTIAN WELLS were in the pub with their dogs Saturday gone.  In comes this little bugger with a PINK TOP on, carrying a bloody great choker chain.  Chrissy Wells turn to him and said.

Cut to Scene Last Week the pub
CHRISTIAN WELLS, GRAHAM BEARD, 2 dogs (Rocky and Tiddles) at the bar.  JOHN WILSON behind the bar leaning on the Ale pumps.
CHRISTIAN looks down at “Rocky” his Doberman, then looks at the MAN in PINK and at his choker chain.  He then looks at BEARD and his Rottweiler tiddles and again at the man in pink.

CHRISTIAN:  (to Pink) Where’s yours?

PINK:  Outside.

BEARD:  Outside, why?

PINK:  (camp voice) Outside because he is hard but very shy.

BEARD:  Hard but shy?

CHRISTIAN:  Hard?  I bet you mine can have yours.

PINK:  Oh no, I don’t think so.

CHRISTIAN:  Fiddy Quid on en.

PINK:  I don’t want yours to get hurt.

CHRISTIAN:  Seventy Five

PINK:  No really I would just like a quiet drink

CHRISTIAN:  Hundred then.

PINK: Well if you insist, we shall have to take yours outside as mine may be hard, but he is terribly shy.

Cut to Scene the present

DARCY:  What happen next?

JOHN W:  Then chaps, they went outside with the dogs and the bushes were rustling.

DARCY:  (worried, looks scared) the bushes were what?

JOHN W:  Rustling, they took rocky out in the car park and tied him next to the bushes.  

DARCY:  (concerned and worried) Why you tie Rocky up for?

JOHN W:  Well we could not get mateys bugger out the bushes.  Shy you see.

DARCY:  (curious) Then what happened?

JT:  Yes my ansome what happened next?

JOHN W:  Well, you would not believe what happened next

JT:  What?

JOHN W:  We all went back in the pub to have a drink, and the man in pink ordered a bloody Galliano and lemonade.

JT: ?

DARCY:  What about the dog?

JOHN W:  If you hang on a minute I will come on to that.  They ordered the drinks…

DARCY buts in

DARCY:  What drinks did Christian and Beard have?

JT:  Shut up Darce.

JOHN W:  Yes Freiland Shut up.  I will continue.  They barely had a sip when there was this distressed dog noise “arrf arrf Yelp”.

DARCY:  Hows it go mate?

JOHN W:  “arrf arrf Yelp”.

JT:  Ok, Carry on John.

JOHN W:  Ok John.

DARCY:  Yes carry on John

JT and JOHN W:  SHUT UP DARCE.

JOHN W:  They ran out into the car park and you will never guess what

JT and DARCY:  What?

JOHN W: Rocky had been bitten clean in half.

JT:  Christ!

DARCY:  (shaking his head) Choooo.

JOHN W:  And the bloody bushes were still rustling.

DARCY:  (shivers) Choooo.

JT:  What happen then?

JOHN W:  Well they go back in the pub and Beardy boy pipe up and say.

Cut to Scene Last Week the pub
In the bar, BEARD, JOHN W, THE GUY IN PINK and CHRISTIAN (in shock shaking) 

BEARD:  I’m not having this, my tiddles will have yours £200 MY ANSOME.

PINK:  Oh no, I really could not.

BEARD:  (angry and pointing) Now Pinky Boy! Outside.

Cut to Scene the present

JOHN W: They took Tiddles out growling and snarling and tied him up next to the bushes.  Then they went back in the pub.

DARCY:  Were the bushes still rustling?

JOHN W:  They Were.

DARCY:  (shivers) Chooooo .

JT:  What happen then?

JOHN W:  Well the man in the pink pullover ordered another Galliano and lemonade.

JT:  No mate, what happen with Tiddles?

JOHN W:  Oh yes I was coming onto that.  They barely had a sip when….

DARCY:  What?

JOHN W:  (looks at Darcy and shouts) “arrf arrf arrf Yelp”.

DARCY:  Noooo?  Chooooo!

JT:  (smiling and looking away) No?

JOHN W:  We all rush outside and there is bloody tiddles, NO HEAD!

DARCY:  Choooooo.

JT:  What happen then?

JOHN W:  Well Beardy looked at the man in the pink pullover and said 

Cut to Scene Last Week outside the pub
BEARD:  (in tears looking at the bushes in disbelief) Christ, he is indeed some bloody hard. What kind of dog is that in there anyway?

PINK:  Who said anything about a dog? (Comic timing) Mines a Crocodile!

Cut to Scene the present

DARCY:  Choooooo Cheating Bastard!

JT and JOHN W Laugh out loud BEARD walks in laughing with tiddles on a lead. 

BEARD:  You would believe anything you daft bugger.

DARCY:  (looking at tiddles, quite confused) how you get his head back on?

JT, JOHN W and BEARD all laugh out loud.

Que Theme music: The Worzels Blackbird instrumental 30 seconds then fade.  During 30 seconds of music, Opening credits B and various different camera angles of horse boxes and introduction pictures of the main characters.

SCENE 2

JT and Darcy walking home from the pub, it’s late and dark.

JT:  Ere Darce, while you were laying a cable, Beardy boy asked if we fancy going fishing up Bodmin with ee and Peter Evans.

DARCY:  What for?

JT:  Fish, you daft plank.

DARCY: (confused)  No mate what for?

JT:  Fish.

DARCY:  What Kind of fish?

JT:  Oh I see.  Peter found this hidden Carp Lake when he was up there last month.  Apparently he saw Old Matey pull out a 30LB Carp!

DARCY:  How did he find of him (IT)?

JT:  Heaven only knows?  Apparently it’s right in the middle of nowhere.

DARCY:  It is?

JT:  I tell you what, Beard recons that no bugger has ever been there before.  

DARCY:  What ever? How you know that?

JT:  Well because we would have heard of it.  Either no bugger has been there or no bugger has ever returned.  I doubt it’s the latter.

DARCY:  How’s that?

JT:  Well fish don’t eat people.

DARCY:  I don’t understand the loger-reick (Logic).  

JT:  (looks at DARCY confused)?  Anyway we shall have to poach as my fishing license is out.

DARCY:  You never had one?

JT:  Slander! (spits)

JOHN W: OY! 

JT: Anyhow, fancy of it, or no?

DARCY:  Yes mate when were you thinking?

JT:  Appen to recon we give beardy a shout and fish that there lake tomorrow night.

DARCY:  Right on my ansome

DARCY and JT walk into the Farmyard.

JT:  I will see you tomorrow, make sure you are up for lunchtime as we have to go and see Dicky Nine lives about that rat catcher for she indoors

DARCY:  Ok mate see you in the morning.

SCENE 3

Its morning, the sun is shining in through the window of the chalet.  DARCY sits up in bed and scratches his head.  

DARCY:  Tup, Tup, Tup.

Darcy reaches across and grabs hold of his wind up alarm clock and gives it a shake.

DARCY:  (to himself)  Bugger have stopped.

DARCY looks at is digital watch.

DARCY: Slept in, well.

DARCY pulls up his long johns and slips on his fur lined welding boots and leaves the chalet.  Heads towards the homestead kitchen door

BRIDGET:  (from inside the kitchen) I don’t bloody care what colour it is, what use it that to me

JT:  (from inside the kitchen) Well it’s all he had, ee do hop on quite well mind considering and all
BRIDGET:  You wouldn’t buy a car with only 3 wheels would you?
JT:   Well actually my love, old matey got one.
SCENE 4

JT pauses and looks at the kitchen door
JT: Darce be here in a minute 

Door opens DARCY walks in from the yard (Cornish people can see through walls gag)
DARCY:  Alright Bridge, Alright John, waz on?

JT shakes his head.

BRIDGET:  This useless bugger have been and purchased a 3 legged cat!

DARCY:  Have ee?

JT:  Yes mate a black and white one.

DARCY:  A black and white one?

JT:  Yes mate.

DARCY:  Right on, Cornish colour mate.

JT:  Rats won’t see him coming mate, being black and all that.

BRIDGET looks vexed and shakes her head.

BRIDGET:  Aren’t we missing the point here gentlemen?  (loud) He only has 3 bloody legs!

JT:  Yes my love, I know, I was explaining that the only 4 legged one available was the fluffy white bugger.  Rats would see him a mile off!

BRIDGET:  Oh, for heavens sake.

BRIDGET leaves the kitchen.

DARCY:  Waz up with she?

JT:  Appen to recon it’s that time of the month again or something

DARCY:  Yes mate, it is the 5th.
JT:  ?? Painters and decorators are in I would recon, no hope for my end.

DARCY:  What you having done?  I could have done un.  I used to be a painter and decorator after I finished up holmans.

JT:  You did mate, but what’s that got to do with my end?

DARCY:  you don’t half loose me sometimes mate.

JT:  I lose you?

JT looks confused
DARCY:  Anyhow where is the little bugger?

JT:  Under the unit over there, she bloody scared un half to death.

DARCY looks at the unit .

DARCY:  Here puss, mew, mew, mew, kiss, kiss, kiss.

A BLACK CATS face emerges from under the unit and looks at DARCY

CAT:  Meeeowww.

DARCY:  oh, dear of him, come on puss kiss, kiss, kiss.

The CAT pulls itself out and hops over to DARCY who picks the cat up.

DARCY:  He only has 3 legs mate.

JT:  Yes mate that’s what all the fuss is about you see.

DARCY:  has the little fella got a name?

JT:  Well dickey nine lives said we could call him anything that we like.

DARCY:  What shall we call un?

JT:  I was thinking Puss would be a good name.

BRIDGET walks back in, the cat jumps from DARCYs lap and hides under the table.

BRIDGET:  How about bloody TRIPOD, I think it suits him.

JT:  Oh you wicked woman, Come on Darce get on.

DARCY:  Right on my ansome.

JT:  And Darce.

DARCY:  Yes John.

JT:  get the Cat.

BRIDGET:  He has a bloody name, TRIPOD!!

DARCY gets the CAT and leaves towards the yard with JT.

SCENE 5
JT and DARCY in the yard walking towards the boys barn

DARCY:  Why am I carrying this cat?

JT:  Well I am not leaving him in there with she.  Poor bugger will end up in the pot. Let’s put the little fella in the Boys barn.

JT and DARCY enter the boys barn.  The CAT jumps from Darcy’s arms and walks to a pile of hay.  The CAT curls up, looks content.

JT:  There, he looks rather happy there.  

DARCY:  Plenty of rats and mice in here for him.

JT sneakily looks across the yard through a slit in the barn window

JT: Beard be here in a minute.

BEARD:  (from outside) JOHN THOMAS HORSES you in there?

DARCY:  (looks at John) your bloody good you are.

JT:  Yee-ees, in here mate

BEARD walks into the barn carrying his fishing gear. 

BEARD:  You on or no?

DARCY:  Yes mate as soon as we have this little fella settled

BEARD looks at the cat

BEARD:  “kiss kiss kiss” here puss, Look at him, bloody ansome waz ee call?

JT:  Tripod

BEARD:  Oh yes I can see now, tell ee what John eee a good colour

JT:  She in there don’t think so

BEARD:  Bitch

JT:  (spits)  OY

DARCY:  Fishing are us or no?

JT:  Yeees better get on before it gets dark, put your tackle in the box beard.  Just get my gear and load of him into the box.  Getting yours darce or no?  Put am in the box.

DARCY:  Right on my ansome

SCENE 6

JT, DARCY and BEARD in the box JT is driving

JT:  Going bodmin are us?

BEARD:  Yes John just head on up to chiverton and get on the A30.  Ees just in behind you cant miss of him.

JT:  Miss who? 

BEARD:  Of Him, The lake in behind.  The Buggers down that there track find of him when we get there.

JT pulls out of a junction without looking there is a screeching noise as a car careers off the road. JT leans out of the window and shouts

JT:  HORRRRSES (spits)

JT turns to BEARD

JT:  (to BEARD) Ansome (To DARCY) ere Darce put the radio on will ee.
DARCY:  Right on my ansome

The radio fires into life to the sound of Black Box, Ride on Time.  JT and DARCY look at each other and grin with the excitement 

DARCY:  (siren noise Romany gypsy accent) Woooooo-Woooooo-Wooooo Just one more rider please, super fast ride, Woooooo-Woooooo-Wooooo.  

JT:  (sings black box ride on time in a bad English accent) Got to get up, Got to get up Woo Ho ho
DARCY:  (siren noise) Wooooo-Woooo-Woooooo Stand Clear, Super fast ride Woooo-Woooo-Woooooo-Hooooo-Hoooooooo

JT:  (Bass drum noise) Dooof Dooof Dooof Dooof

BEARD: What the bastard hell are you two on upon?

JT:  Roll with it my ansome, DARCY used to run the Waltzers when he was an entertainment DID (Diddy Coy - Romany Gypsy)

BEARD:  (Sings clueless to the words) and time wont let those …Waz-names go away, Way hey

Que Music, 

Overdub of Score, Black Box, Ride on Time.  Continues from BEARDs line 
CUT SCENE BOX

the horse box driving on the A30 towards Bodmin.  The Horsebox drives off into the distance, view from behind, lots of smoke is seen from the exhaust.

On the back a sign “hows my bastard driving” and a number (the number is to Darcys premium rate phone line that Suzanne mans and operates as a porn line - other later episode)
CUT SCENE HORSES
A 2 second clip of a horses face with his lips moving and a horse noise

SCENE 7

The horsebox pulls into a small bumpy car park just off a country lane.  It’s getting dark.  JT parks the horsebox

BEARD:  Just pull up over there my ansome
JT:  What just here?

BEARD:  Yes, that’ll do

DARCY:  (shouts while sleeping) MOTHER LUGG

JT:  Wake that twat up will ee beard

JT gets out of the horsebox and stretches.  Followed by BEARD with a newspaper and a sleepy DARCY.  JT opens the side door on the horse box and reaches in for his fishing rod.

DARCY: (stretching) Waz on?

JT:  Appen to recon we are here cock

BEARD looks towards a style on a hedge; an old man (looks like steptoe) appears from the field behind and walks towards them.  JT sneakily puts his rod back in the horse box.

OLD MAN:  (nasty old voice) What you bastards doing here?  I know what you buggers up to, and you’re not going to get away with it.

DARCY:  Ere, you moody old shit.  Who do you think you are coming over that there hedge and insulting folk?

OLD MAN:  I see you buggers up here, strange goings on and it aren’t allowed, not on my land. 

DARCY:  What you on upon?

OLD MAN:  Noises and Lights at all hours, its enough to make my bloody cows milk turn

DARCY:  No, we are new here mate; you cannot blame us for the behave-ee-veeour of other buggers, in that right John

JT:  Ye-ees 

OLD MAN:  I saw those fishing rods, you isn’t falling me, I know what’s going on here.  You filthy bastards, you stay away you hear? Now piss off.

With that the OLD MAN limps off into the field whence he came.

DARCY:  What the flock was all that about? 

JT:  Buggered if I know cock, happen to recon that the moody old twat don’t like people fishing.

BEARD:  Yes, and we should keep a low profile, you know because of the license and all that

JT:  I don’t bloody care about that, stop being such a bell end beardy boy

DARCY:  I don’t know John, I recon there was something not quite right about that Old Man

BEARD:  What you mean?

DARCY:  You said no bugger knew of this lake, no bugger ever come back?  (Shivers) Choooo, He could be one of them cereal Killers

JT:  Dont you mean Serial?  Guess on have ee, of all the para-eere-noid statements

DARCY:  I of tell you!  They get people and kill am with poison Weetabix.  Olly Warren tell me all about it

BEARD and JT snigger and look away

BEARD:  (smiling) better keep a rouge eye out, for high velocity cruncy nut clusters

DARCY:  Yes, that’s the way, look out

JT:  Come on you pair of twats, get your rods out

BEARD, JT and DARCY get their fishing gear out.  JT shuts the door

JT:  Right lead on BEARD

BEARD:  (points) yonder

They walk off down a track into the twilight

SCENE 8

The lake, its dark.  Not much can be seen under the light of the full moon, ducks can be heard quacking.  DARCY and JT are kneeling on the floor behind some reeds setting up their fishing rods.  BEARD can be seen some way off looking into the lake.

JT:  No you twat, the arsley bomb goes on before the swivel

DARCY:  Well I don’t see the problem so long as I have un on there

JT:  You do un like that and you will have all sorts of trouble

DARCY:  Which way, do ee go again?

JT:  Dear Lord

BEARD:  (a loud whisper from the darkness) Ere fellas look out there

JT:  Out where?

BEARD:  Out there

JT:  Out where?

Darcy looks up from his fishing rod

BEARD:  Out there, over there, in behind

JT looks and strains into the darkness and sees a large fish gently rolling, braking the surface of the water

BEARD:  (loud whisper) You see that cock, Carp

JT:  I see un, by that little island swirling

DARCY:  I’m going to have that bugger

JT:  Not before me

BEARD:  (a loud whisper from the darkness) Ere fellas look out there

JT:  Out where?

BEARD:  Out there

JT:  Out where?

Lights can be seen on the horizon, the odd flicker and a brief hint of what looks like a WW2 searchlight.

BEARD:  What the hell was that?

JT:  I don’t know my ansome, (smiles) could be Aliens eh Darce?

DARCY:  (shivers) Choooo, or that bloody cereal killer coming back

JT:  Don’t be so daft, get your first rod in there boy, using a float in behind those reeds are ee

DARCY:  Appen to recon my ansome

DARCY gently lowers his float into the water and sits down to watch it.  JT lowers his a few feet away from Darcy’s.
JT:  Beard you in yet mate?

BEARD:  Just got my float in, any of you boys got some toilet roll?

JT:  Oh for goodness sake, can’t we go anywhere without someone giving birth to a traffic warden?

DARCY:  Why don’t you use your news paper, there is a nice picture of the prime minister that could do with colouring in brown

BEARD can be seen in the distance squatting over the edge of the water, a plop is heard 

JT:  (grinning) Beardy, you dirty bugger

BEARD:  (straining) I’m looking forward too putting a bit of colour on his cheeks.  Better on his cheeks than mine, if you catch my meaning

DARCY:  (laughing) Ye-ees

JT:  (grinning) Appen to recon

A crack of thunder is heard and some distant lightning is seen

DARCY:  Choooo, I don’t like it around here

JT:  You used to be a weatherman Darce, why you scared?  Ees only thunder

DARCY:  That was no thunder John Thomas Horses

Some laughing is heard in BEARDS direction

BEARD:  (laughing) Eh?  That’s bloody ansome that is, I might keep this

JT:  Keep what?

BEARD:  This piece of abstract art 

DARCY:  What art?

JT:  Don’t ask Darce, ees a dird-y baz-turd.  Let’s get these ledger rods set up

JT and Darcy set up their ledger rods; they both look out towards a small island barley visible under the moonlight.  

JT:  Go on Darce you flick un out, ees about 25 feet

DARCY:  you first my ansome

JT:  No I insist

DARCY:  Here i go

An almighty Wooosh is heard as darcy gives his rod one hell of a swing, the buzzing of his reel letting out 10, 20, 30, 40, 50 feet of line can be heard followed by a distant plop on the far side of the island

JT:  Recon you may well have over dun un

DARCY:  (clear and concise) your go

JT flicks his rod and his lump of floating bread crust lands perfectly next to the island

JT:  That’s of him

DARCY:  Proper job my ansome

A 3rd wooosh is heard and the buzzing of a fishing real followed by a loud splash.  Right next to JTs floating crust a whole loaf of bread has landed with a fishing line coming off it.

BEARD:  (from the distant darkness) you see that?
JT:  You poaching Bastard

DARCY:  Look at that Bait John, ees a whole loaf of bread

BEARD:  (laughing) Hell of a cast there, appen to recon

DARCY:  ees using his loaf John (unaware of pun)

JT:  (laughing) you’re a beauty you are my ansome

DARCY:  What you mean?

Without warning Darcy’s rod darts forward and heads towards the water, he has caught a duck.  The duck fly’s off with Darcy’s line in its mouth

DARCY:  Choooo 

JT:  Grab that Rod Darce your in
DARCY:  I got un, what’s my line going up there for?
JT and DARCY look up and see a distressed duck with fishing line coming out of its beak.  The Duck fly’s low over BEARDS head making one hell of a noise

DARCY:  (to beard) DUCK!

JT:  (amongst uncontrollable laughter) oh you Bugger, better reel him in

DARCY gives his rod a heavy strike and with a “Quack” the duck rapidly changes direction and heads towards a side-splitting hysterical JT

DARCY:  John, Duck!

JT lets out an uncontrollable roar of laughter and seconds later JT is hit by the duck.  JT still laughing falls backwards into the lake.  JT lets out another uncontrollable roar from the lake as the rod is pulled from Darcy’s hands and disappears in to the sky

DARCY:  Choooo
JT:  (from the lake still laughing uncontrollably) get me out will ee?

BEARD:  what the bastard hell is going on over there?

BEARD walks over to DARCY who is pulling a laughing JT out of the lake

BEARD did you see that low flying duck?

JT starts laughing harder; DARCY starts laughing, and BEARD looks confused

DARCY:  you got a change of clothes in the box?

JT:  (giggling) yes, come up with me if you like; get a spare rod and tackle for yourself?

DARCY: Ok 

BEARD:  Get me some toilet roll will ee?
JT and DARCY walk off into the darkness  

CUT SCENE HORSES

A 2 second clip of a horses face with his lips moving and a horse noise

SCENE 9

DARCY and JT are walking along a dark track

DARCY:  Dark, in-um

JT:  He is my ansome, could do with that moon coming back out from behind those clouds

A loud crack is heard

DARCY:  (stops) what was that?

JT:  What?

DARCY:  That noise

JT:  What noise

A loud crack is heard again

DARCY:  There it is again, Choooo
JT:  I heard it that time

DARCY:  (panics) it’s that bloody cereal killer

JT:  Don’t be daft; (smiling) probably just those Aliens

A rumble of thunder is heard, lights flash on the horizon, DARCY grabs JTs arm

DARCY:  You see that?  I don’t like it around here

JT:  Calm down my ansome, you’re beginning to worry me

DARCY:  (panicking) we may never return from here, we were warned

JT:  (a little worried) don’t be so daft, guess on have ee

OLD MAN:  (loud) Boooo, you bastards

JT and DARCY jump out of their skin

DARCY:  What the bastard hell

JT:  Christ almighty

OLD MAN:  I been watching you buggers, tonight is your night.  It’s the night that all you filthy trespassing lot get what you deserve.  You and your mates

JT:  (startled) what mates, only us and Beard, isn’t that right Darce?  Darce?  Darce?

DARCY is no longer any where to be seen

OLD MAN:  (slow and determined) you, filthy, bastard, go on piss off

A wet and worried JT looks at the OLD MAN and heads off up the track, he looks back to see if the OLD MAN is following, he has gone.

JT:  REIST! (christ)
SCENE 9

JT climbs over the style and sees the horse box; JT walks over to the horse box and unlocks the side door.  While still outside, JT looks around, undoes his belt and drops his wet trousers to the ground.

Suddenly the area is filled with light, floodlights and police car headlamps fill the small car park.   Several other cars are parked near the horse box with steamed up windows.  A man next to a ford escort has his trousers down and appears to be hiding his penis.

POLICE LOUDSPEAKER (PC PRIOR):  Doggers stop where you are, nobody move, we know who you are
OLD MAN:  (to police man) that’s the dirty bastards 

Several Police men walk to different cars, one walks towards JT followed by a TV Crew.  JT has his trousers down

Cut Scene, TV NEWS Clip camera view

TV REPORTER:  Here we are live on Bodmin Moor, where Police have just raided a notorious dogging spot

POLICEMAN:  Right sir, would you mind making yourself presentable

JT:  No, Orifice, you don’t understand, I’m just getting my tackle out

DARCYS VOICE:  (from under the horsebox) No really he is getting his rod out for me

POLICEMAN:  Another one, would you mind coming out from under the vehicle sir

Cut Scene, Tim and Melissa’s Front Room

MELISSA:  (robot like voice)Timothy-you-will-not-believe-what-is-on-the-Tele-vision

TIMOTHY MATTHEW HORSES (TMH):  What is it my Mel, Mel

TMH walks into the room and stares at the TV with disbelief

TMH:  My good God

Cut Scene, Horses Kitchen 

DAWN:  Is that your old man?

THE BOY:  Ere mother is that Father on the TV?

BRIDGET:  What, the?

Cut Scene, TV NEWS Clip camera view

TV REPORTER:  This man next to the horse box has his trousers down

OLD MAN:  (shouting) He’s got his cock out

TV REPORTER:  And we can see a POLICEMAN removing another man from under the Horsebox, not quite sure what he was up to?

OLD MAN:  (shouting) Dirty Bastards, he’s got his cock out

POLICEMAN:  You are under arrest for indecent exposure, you do not have to say anything
THE POLICEMAN leads JT and DARCY off towards a waiting Police car

OLD MAN:  (shouting) He’s got his cock out, he’s got his cock out

A fishing rod lands on the old mans head

SCENE 10

The next Morning, JT and Darcy walking out of Camborne Police Station

JT:  Nice of the Chief Constable to be so understanding

DARCY:  Your telling me, I thought their for a moment I was going to court with them dirty buggers

JT:  Stroke of luck really, don’t suppose the missus will be so understanding

DARCY:  Why don’t you ask of her?

BRIDGET walks towards JT and DARCY, with a hell of a look on her face

BRIDGET:  I had to get a lift here, where is my Box?  OOH you have some bloody explaining to do John Thomas Horses

A horn Beeps, the Horse Box pulls up outside the Police Station
BEARD:  (shouts) HORR-SES, Where you bugger’s get too?  Come on I will drive you all home.  There’s a Pot of tea in the back there.  Got some nice fish for Tripod too.

JT:  All’s well that ends well Darce?

DARCY:  Appen to Recon it does my ansome

Camera pans out, up too the clouds where a flying duck looks at the camera and quacks (subtitle: BASTARDS)
Que end credit music “The Worzels” One for the Morning Glory

End Credits
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