THE NAZI SMASHER!

Episode 30:  THE GREAT SEA MONSTER CONSPIRACY

By:  Richard L. Jouper

Cast:

DK/NS!  Donald Kingston/Nazi Smasher!

AL:  Amy LaRou:  his faithful companion

CC:  Claus von Crutch -- evil Nazi fiend

CM:  Cap’n Morgan – Captain of The Dirty Old Scow

PM:  Professor Jeane-Pierre su Mer – an oceanologist (Jacques Cousteau voice)
MM:  Mrs. Agnes su Mer, his wife (Canadian accent)

CH:  Commissioner Hamilton -- local police commissioner

SO:  Sgt. O’Riley -- his aide-decamp

H/W HE WO: Helmut und Wolfgang – Nazi sailors with gills and fins

DF:  The Mysterious Doctor Fortuno

S1-3:  Gruff seamen 1-3

SS:  Scoop Simmons, ace reporter

AN:  Announcer

     The time:  World War II.  The place:  New York City, where millionaire dilettante Donald Kingston wages a one-man war against evil Nazi spies as . . . The Nazi Smasher!  Given a magical black mask by a secret order of oriental monks, The Nazi Smasher! uses the power of X-RAY VISION to seek out and destroy the evil German forces that have brought themselves against the wholesome, God-fearing American people.

     In this episode:  The Nazi Smasher! and Amy LaRou go on a day trip around they bay where they run afoul of a real live sea monster!  Or is it?

DK:  (humming pleasantly to himself) Good morning, Amy!  (kisses her on the cheek)

AL:  (sarcastic, turning away) Oh, hello Donald.  Kill any Nazis this morning?

DK:  Seventeen!  In fact . . . wait a minute!  You made that sound like it was a bad thing.

AL:  (calming down) I’m sorry Donald.  It’s not your fault, it’s just that all these endless days of killing and danger are starting to get me a little down.  (heavy sigh) I just wish we could take a week or two off, is all.

strident organ music boys humming “When Johnny Comes Marching Home Again”

DK literally jumps up onto a soapbox

DK:  (both caring and disappointed) Oh, I see.  You just want to take a week or two off, eh?  Well, do our boys on the front lines get to take “a few weeks off”?  Does the infantryman in his foxhole get to go home when he’s “tired of killing Nazis”?  No, I don’t think so.  Do those intrepid cavalrymen in their tanks get to take a week or two off just because they feel bad about demolishing an entire French village in order to kill a single Nazi sniper?  No, I know that’s not true.  And what about our stalwart sailors and submariners, after months and months of killing on and under the high seas without even the faintest sight of land or loved ones?  Do they get to “call it a day” and go home just because of the crippling loneliness and the ever-present fear of drowning and being eaten by crabs?  No, that’s just not going to happen!  And the brave, honorable men of the Army Air Corps!  What about them?  Why, they alone kill thousands upon thousands of people every day with the merest flick of a switch, but have you ever heard one of them complain or cry?  Have you?  I know I haven’t, and I’d be surprised if I ever did.

     So, Amy, can we do any less?  No, not if our boys who’ve sacrificed so much are to come home to the waving of the stars and stripes and not the slimy swastika!

music comes to a crescendo and ends.  Donald hops down off of his soapbox

AL:  (in tears) Oh, Donald!  You’re right, of course.  I’m sorry I was such a whiney Wendy . . . 

DK:  No Amy, I’m the one who should be sorry.  You’re usually so strong and dependable that I sometimes forget that you’re a civilian . . . and a girl, to boot.

AL:  That’s no excuse . . . 

DK:  No, it’s not an excuse, but it is a good reason, none the less.  I’ll tell you what, I may not be able to give you a whole week off, but how about we take a boat out for a tour of the bay this afternoon?

AL:  Oh, Donald!  Could we?

DK:  Consider it done, Amy.  Consider it done.

fade out

fog-horn sounds

fade in, on the docks

DK:  Well, here we are at the docks, Amy.

AL:  Oh Donald!  I’m so excited!  Which one of your yachts are we going to take out today?

DK:  (sputtering) What?  Well . . . I . . . I thought you knew.  

AL:  (getting angry) Knew what, Mr. Kingston?

DK:  Why, that I donated my entire fleet of fabulously expensive yachts to the war effort, of course.

AL:  What!?

DK:  You see, I send them with guns, explosives and spies to Europe, and then have them bring refugees back.  Why, we’ve saved thousands of people this month alone!

AL:  Oh!  But what happens to the refugees once they get here?

DK:  Most of them go to work in my munitions factories, of course, while I employ the rest as servants in my mansion, which I’ve turned into hospitals for the duration.

AL:  Naturally.  Of course that’s all wonderful Donald, but if all of your ships are in service, how are we going to sail around the bay?

CM:  (sneaks up behind Amy) Ar!  On me own boat then, don’t ye know, lass!  Ar!

AL:  Eek!

DK:  No need to be afraid, Amy.  I’d like to introduce you to my old friend, Captain Morgan, the skipper of This Dirty Old Scow.

AL:  (shocked) Donald!  You shouldn’t insult this filthy old man’s boat right in front of him!

CM:  Ar!  He weren’t insultin’ me none, girlee.  Nosir, This Dirty Old Scow’s just the name of me vessel, is all.  Ar!

DK:  Thanks for agreeing to take us along at the last minute, Captain Morgan.  I know you’re a busy man.

CM:  Ar!  No problem at all, Laddie.  Why, if’n it weren’t fer you and yer daddy I wouldn’t have this boat or me solid-gold peg-legs and hand-hooks, would I?  Still, it’s a wonder to me that ye’d have the nerve to go out on the high seas today at all.  Ar!

DK:  Why is that, Captain?  (In a deeper voice) Is there heavy weather a’brewing?

CM:  Ar!  Don’t be daft, Boyo!  T’ain’t no storm in the world could keep me from the sea.  Why, I once sailed from Bangkok to Amsterdam over hundred foot waves in a leaky rowboat, eatin’ boiled pork the whole way there.  No, t’ain’t no storm worryin’ me. Ar!
AL:  Then . . . then what is the problem?

CM:  Ar!  Don’t be tellin’ me ye haven’t been a’readin’ the fishing news, then?  Ar?

DK:  Sorry, Captain.  I only read the financial section.

AL:  And I just clip coupons.

CM:  Ar!  Well, if’n ye’d climb down out of yer ivory tower and read the NEWS, ye’d of heard of . . .

strident organ music

. . . the sea monster!  Ar!

DK/AL:  Sea monster!

strident organ music

CM:  Ar!  Aye, the sea monster!  Ar!

DK:  Why, that’s the most ridiculous thing I’ve ever heard!  Honestly Captain, a man of your age and intelligence believing in fairy tale dragons.  But just out of curiosity, what does the sea monster look like?

CM:  Ar.  Nobody knows laddie, as all what seen it have been et by the beast, which then spits out their shoes as a sign of contempt.  And though there be none who’ve actually seen it and lived, there be some that say its a thousand feet long and covered from head to foot in bright green scales and flashing lights.  I don’t know if’n that’s true and all, but nigh’ on a hundred ships have sailed out from this port in the last month, and not a one has come back . . . alive!  Ar!

strident organ music

DK:  Hmmmm.  Interesting, Captain.  That is, if it’s true.  Would you excuse us for a moment?

DK and AL duck behind a crate of war bonds

AL:  What is it, Donald?

DK:  Does this sea monster story remind you of anything?

AL:  What do you mean?

DK:  Do you remember when we used Professor Simpson’s time machine to travel back one million years to the age of the dinosaurs?

AL:  How could I forget?  It was only last month.

DK:  Yes, and so you’ll remember that the evil Colonel Claus von Crutch had traveled there before us and was using an army of radio-controlled dinosaurs to wipe out all of the humans in the United States, so that we couldn’t fight against the Nazis in the war?

AL:  Of course!  Oh, I still wake up at night shivering at the memory of that huge tyrannosaurus rex eating von Crutch, but it served him right!  But then you and the cave men killed all of the remaining dinosaurs in a bloody battle right after that, which is why there are none left on the earth today.  Isn’t that right?

DK:  Well, I thought it was.  But it’s just possible that I could have missed one and it grew to be this monster.  Or wait! What if a meteor crashed into one of our earth oceans very near to a normal squid or octopus, and the mysterious space rays inside of it mutated the poor creature into a giant, ravenous beast!  Starving, it would surely have made its way to the shores of northern Europe where, nearly dead, it could have been found by a Nazi u-boat, the commander of which would have fed it, befriended it, and trained it to destroy allied shipping!  Yes, I like that one better!  And even though I have no evidence, it’s the only thing that makes any sense.

AL:  Oh, no!  What are you going to do, Donald?

DK:  Oh, come now, Amy.  What could poor, 4-F Donald Kingston do?  No, this is clearly a job for . . . 

DK ducks out of the frame and then NS! pops back up

strident organ music

THE NAZI SMASHER!  COME ON, AMY!  LET’S NOT KEEP THE GOOD CAPTAIN, AND THE EVIL SEA BEAST, WAITING!

AL:  I’m right behind you, Nazi Smasher!

we return to the ship, just a few feet away

three crewmen are there discussing DK and AL

S1:  Ar!  I wonders where that lubber what’s supposed to have gone on this trip with us has got himself to?  Probably gone off ta buy some courage.  Ar!

S2:  Ar!  Don’t be daft, ye smelly old carp!  Rich, important man like that’d send someone else out to buy it for him!  Ar!

S3:  Ar!  Yer both as dumb as eels, ye are!  Why, don’t yer know that all the courage has been rationed for the war?  I don’t suspect a wet blanket like that’d be able to afford more’n one brave thought in a month of Sundays.  Still, you get aload’a that fine tomato he’s with?  Ar!

they all Ar! for a while in agreement

NS! and AL enter the shot

S1-3:  Ar!  The Nazi Smasher!  Ar!

NS!  YES, THAT’S RIGHT!  I AM . . . THE NAZI SMASHER!

strident organ music

I JUST HAPPENED TO BE TAKING A WALK ON THE DOCKS WHEN I SAW MISS LAROU HERE TALKING WITH MILLIONAIRE-INDUSTRIALIST DONALD KINGSTON, A MAN WHO, DISPITE HIS BAD HEART, HAS MADE GREAT CONTRIBUTIONS IN OUR STRUGGLES AGAINST NAZI OPPRESSION!

AL:  Yes, in fact Mr. Kingston’s heart was giving him some problems just now and he had to leave.  Captain, would it be alright if The Nazi Smasher! took his place on the voyage?

CM:  Ar!  What?!  The X-Ray Avenger on This Dirty Old Scow?  The man who single-handed killed Claus von Crutch and his evil Nazi elves when they tried to Shanghai Christmas?  Why, It’d be an honor, Sir!  I’ll even have me wife put on the unspoiled meat fer supper!  Ar!

NS!  HOW KIND OF YOU, SIR!  I’M JUST SORRY MR. KINGSTON COULDN’T BE HERE TO ENJOY IT! 

S1:  Ar!  Probably off counting his servants!  Ar!

S2:  Ar!  I hear tell he’s one of them war profiteers!  Makin’ money off of the backs of honest soldiers and sailors!  Ar!

S3:  Ar!  I’d bet me last dime that he’s a bigger drunk than we are!  Ar!

NS! and AL move two steps away

AL:  Oh Nazi Smasher!  I’m sorry that happened, but they couldn’t have known the truth.

NS!  NO.  NO, HOW COULD THEY HAVE? (SORROWFUL CHUCKLE)  HOW COULD THOSE DRUNKEN AND DISEASE-RIDDEN SEAMEN KNOW OF THE AIMLESS YEARS I SPENT WANDERING THE GLOBE, SEEKING A HIGHER PURPOSE.  OF HOW I WAS FOUND HALF-DEAD BY THOSE KINDLY MONKS IN THE FAR EAST WHO SAW PAST MY OUTER WEAKNESSES AND FEARS AND LOOKED TO THE STRENGTHS WITHIN ME; TO MY INEVITABLE DESTINY.  HOW COULD SHE KNOW THAT THROUGH THEIR TRAINING I WAS ABLE TO ACHIEVE A STATE OF MENTAL AND PHYSICAL PERFECTION, BUT, FEARING THAT THIS WOULDN'T BE ENOUGH TO HELP ME STOP ALL THE EVILS IN THE WORLD, THEY ALSO TAUGHT ME THE USE OF THEIR SACRED BLACK HAT AND MASK WHICH BESTOWS UPON THE WEARER THE INCREDIBLE ABILITY OF X-RAY VISION!  AND TOO, HOW COULD SHE POSSIBLY KNOW THAT SOON AFTER I RETURNED TO AMERICA I WAS CONTACTED BY GENERAL ARMISTED, SUPREME COMMANDER OF THE SPECIAL OPERATIONS DEPARTMENT OF THE UNITED STATES ARMY, WHO COMMISSIONED ME TO DON MY BLACK HAT AND MASK AND ASSUME THE IDENTITY OF THE NAZI SMASHER! IN ORDER TO SEEK OUT AND DESTROY THE SEEDS OF NAZI EVIL BEFORE THEY TAKE ROOT IN THE FERTILE SOILS OF AMERICA.  NO, SHE COULDN'T KNOW THAT THIS SINISTER BLACK MASK AND HAT ARE THE ONLY UNIFORM I'LL BE ALLOWED TO WEAR . . . FOR THE DURATION!

CM:  (clears his throat) Ar?  Nazi Smasher!?  Let me introduce you to me other passengers.  Ar.

X-ray whirring sounds

NS!  THERE’S NO NEED, CAPTAIN!  I SEE THAT THE NOTED FRENCH OCEANOLOGIST PROFESSOR JEANE-PIERRE SU MER IS ABOARD, ALONG WITH HIS EXPERIMENTAL DIVING BELL AND HIS WIFE AGNES!

PM and AM pop up from behind the diving bell

PM:  (thick, bad French accent) Good heavens, Nazi Smasher!  However did you know we were here behind zis bell?

MM:  (Canadian accent) Why, don’t you know, deary?  Oh, you must have heard tell that no one may hide from the gaze of . . .

strident organ music

The Nazi Smasher! eh?

NS!  QUITE RIGHT, MRS. SU MER!  NOT EVEN NEWSPAPER REPORTERS!  ISN’T THAT SO . . . SCOOP SIMMONS!

SS also pops up from behind the bell

SS:  (thick Brooklyn accent) So, you saw me back here too, huh NS!?  Well, good for you.

AL:  Scoop Simmons?  Isn’t he that sleazy newspaper reporter who once wrote the unflattering article about you, Nazi Smasher!?

NS!  YES HE IS, MISS LAROU!  BUT PLEASE, IT’S NOT A CRIME TO DISAGREE WITH ME, NO MATTER HOW GOOD A JOB I DO!  NOT YET, ANYWAY!

AL:  Still, I’d feel better if the Captain keel-hauled him or slapped him in irons or something.  I don’t trust that reporter as far as I could throw my mother.

NS!  NO AMY!  A FREE PRESS IS ONE OF THE CORNERSTONES OF OUR DEMOCRACY, AND REPORTERS SHOULD BE AFFORDED EVERY OPPORTUNITY TO PRACTICE THEIR CRAFT.  EVERY OPPORTUNITY THAT IS . . . 

strident organ music

and a close-up on NS!

UNTIL THEY GO TOO FAR!

SS:  Heh!  Fat chance of that happening, NS!  I nearly lost my job over that piece.  Still, things might just work out in the end after all.

NS!  WHAT ARE YOU TALKING ABOUT, SIMMONS?!

SS:  I’ve been wanting to hang up my typewriter and get into the news-reel game for a long time now.  In fact, this little voyage might just be my big break.  Imagine, film footage, shot by yours truly, of a famous Frog professor and The Nazi Smasher!  dropping ten tons of depth charges on the world’s biggest guppy.  It’ll be sensational!  I’ll be famous!  And let’s not forget wealthy, to boot!

CM:  Ar!  Enough of yer gabbing there, ye reporter ye!  Let’s put to sea.  Ar.

fade out

the screen reads “four hours later”

fade in

NS! and PM are in the bell a thousand fathoms down

NS!  THIS BELL OF YOURS IS WONDERFUL, PROFESSOR!  

PM:  Yes, eet is zee culmination of ten years hard work, vis no time off for to play and only white wine to drink.  Zee study of zee ocean and all of its inhabitants is a very serious profession, you know.

AL:  Amy La Rou to Nazi Smasher!  Amy La Rou to Nazi Smasher!  Over.

NS!  NAZI SMASHER! HERE.  OVER!

AL:  Have you seen the monster yet, Nazi Smasher?!  It’s been over an hour.  Over.

NS!  NOT YET, MISS LAROU.  (very excited) BUT I’VE SEEN TWENTY-TWO SHARKS, THREE EELS, A WHALE, A SWORDFISH AND A MERMAID!  OVER!

AL:  A mermaid!  Are you pulling my leg, Nazi Smasher?!  Over.

PM:  No, Miss LaRou, zee Nazi Smasher eez deadly serious.  Zee mermaid eez one of zee most beautiful and deadly creatures in zee entire ocean.  Only zee Norwegian narwhal with eetz unicorn-like tusk and fabulous tail is able to kill a mermaid in a fair duel.  Over.

AL:  No, really.  Are you two pulling my leg?  Over.

MM:  Oh no, Dear.  My husband sees them all the time.  I think that’s why he spends so much time down there, eh?

gurgling, roaring noises

AL:  Nazi Smasher!  Nazi Smasher!  What’s that noise?  Over.

NS!  WHY, IT’S THE SEA MONSTER, AND IT’S COMING RIGHT FOR US!

PM:  Perhaps if we surrender!  No!  It’s still coming!  We’re going to die!  Aieeeee!

strident organ music

fade out

the screen reads “One hour later”

fade in

AL, CM, AM, SS are on the fishing boat

AL:  Come in Nazi Smasher!  Come in Nazi Smasher!  Over.

fade out

the screen reads “Three hours later”

fade in

AL, CM, AM, SS are on the fishing boat

in different positions

five second pause

fade out

the screen reads “The next day”

fade in

AL, CM, AM, SS are on the fishing boat

AL is on the radio

cut between AL and CH, SO

CH:  The Nazi Smasher!  Dead!  Are you sure, Miss LaRue?  Over.

AL:  (weepy)  Oh, I’m afraid so, Commissioner Hamilton.  He’s been down there for hours and hours.  If he were alive I’m sure he would have contacted us by now.  No, the Nazi Smasher1 is dead for sure this time.  Over.

SO:  Oh, sure and this is a black day for the world for sure and begorah!  Over.

CH:  I’ll contact the president right away.  I’m sure that he’ll want to give The Nazi Smasher a bigger funeral than last time.  Is there anything else?  Over

AL:  No Commissioner, I don’t think . . . 

SS:  Outta the way, Toots!

SS crowds to the microphone

AL:  Eek!

SS:  Whatcha talkin’ about, “a black day?”  Ya got that one all wrong, copper!  You just gotta let me call the papers!  Imagine, “The day the Nazi Smasher! got eaten!” by Scoop Simmons, Ace Reporter.  It’ll be sensational!  I’ll be sensational!  I’ll be even more famous than I am now!  And rich!  Ain’t it great!

CH:  Miss LaRue!  Miss LaRue!  Who is that rude person?  And why didn’t he end with “over”.  Over.

AL:  That’s Scoop Simmons, the sleazy newspaper reporter.  Over.

CH:  Not the same one who wrote the story criticizing The Nazi Smasher! for having to kill those forty-three suspected Nazis last month?  Over.

AL:  That’s the one, Commissioner.  Over.

CH:  Listen up Simmons, if you publish one word about what’s happened out there I’ll sign an executive order to have you and the entire staff of your newspaper imprisoned for the duration of the war plus an additional fifty years!  Over.

SO:  And I’ll get drunk and burn yer house down, ye self-righteous word-peddler!  Over.

AL:  God bless all good Americans!  Over.

SS:  (shocked) The duration plus fifty!  Yikes that’s a stiff fine, Commish!  Think about it, with the X-Ray Kid chomped to fish-flakes, the war could drag out for another hundred years all on its own!  There’s no way you could make that one stick!

SO:  What are ye gonna do?  Call a cop?!

SS:  O.k., o.k., put your hands up and step away from the matches.  I guess I can hold off on the story for a while . . . 

a close-up on SS, aside

at least until I get to shore.  Heh heh heh!

CM:  Ar!  Commissioner Hamilton, I don’t trust that man as far as I could comfortably spit a whale.  Ar.  Over.

S1:  Ar.  Aye, let’s shoot him, says I.  Ar.

S2:  Ar.  Then stab him good, I says.  Ar.

S3:  Ar.  Then let him ride the anchor down to Davey Jones’ locker.  Ar.

CM:  Ar.  What der yer say, Commissioner?  Ar.  Over.

CH:  Well Captain Morgan, normally I would tell you that it’s against the law. . . 

SS:  Yeah, ya hear that, ya stupid swabbies?

CH:  . . . but since you are out past the twelve mile limit I’ll have to leave it up to your down best judgment.  Over.

the crew starts to growl and inch towards SS

CH:  Now Miss LaRue, you just get back to dry land and we’ll take care of everything else. I’ll have both the Navy and the Coast Guard kill ever living thing in the bay, maybe even the whole ocean, if that’s what it takes to get that horrible monster.  Just you be careful.  Over.

AL:  Thank you Commissioner, but I don’t see what else could possibly happen to me now.  Over.

MM:  Eeeek!  It’s the monster!  It’s come back for the rest of us, eh!

everyone screams.  fade to black with CH screaming “Miss LaRue” over and over again.  Fading to “Over and out.”

pause

the screen reads “One hour later”

everyone in the boat is tied in a circle

CC, H/W is standing next to a large hatch

CM:  Ar.  Where are we?  Ar?

crew “ars” 

AL:  It appears to be a giant submarine shaped like a sea monster!  And it’s big enough that it was able to swallow This Dirty Old Scow, crew, explosives and all!

CC:  You are correct as always, dear girl.

AL:  (gasps) It’s you!  The evil Colonel Claus von Crutch! 

strident organ music

CC:  I am disappointed, Miss LaRou.  You vere not expecting me?

AL:  But . . . but I thought . . . 

CC:  Zhat I vas dead?  Torn to shreds by ze very giant monkey warriors zhat I vas breeding to attack ze pig-dog American forces fighting in Africa.

AL: I saw them eat you!  I saw them picking their teeth with your bones!  How did you survive?

CC:  Hah!  I’m sure that you’d like to know!  I know how you American women love the “gossip”.  If I told you zhen you vould tell everybody else!  No, suffice it the say zhat I am ze greatest genius of all time.

AL:  An evil genius!  What have you done with The Nazi Smasher?

MM:  And my husband too, eh?

CC:  Oh, dear ladies, zhere vill be plenty of time for zhat later.  But first I shall deal viss your companions.  Ist zhere among you a Scoop Simmons, Ace Reporter?

SS:  That’s me, Claus old buddy!  What’s the scoop?

CC:  Ah yes, your traditional American rudeness.  Still, I haff a proposition for you zhat you vill find almost impossible to decline.

SS:  How’s that, Crutch-man?

CC:  Because if you refuse I vill haff you tortured and killed.  Very, very slowly.

SS:  (nervous and obsequious) Anything you say, Mr. Colonel von Crutch, sir.

CC:  Gut, gut.  You see, I find myself in need of a biographer.  I vish for you to film all of my brilliant plans and my many, many murders.  It vill make a vonderful documentary once I have risen through the Nazi ranks to take my natural place as the master of the vorld!

strident organ music

SS:  Then I’m yer man, Crutchy!  Heck, I’d jump fer that even if you weren’t threatening me!

CC:  Excellent!  Ze only catch ist that you vill haff to renounce your ridiculous American citizenship and join ze superior Nazi party!

strident organ music

SS:  (chipper) You got it!

AL:  (gasps) Traitor!  I would have thought that even a reporter would have had more sense than to become a Nazi!

SS:  Sorry, Toots!  I gotta go where the story is!

CC:  Vell spoken, Herr Simmons.  Now my assistants Helmut und Wolfgang will fit you for your new armband.

H/W hop over

H/W:  Javoll, mein Colonel!  Ribbit!

everyone screams

AL:  (gasps) They’re frog-men!

CC:  Ja!  Zay are very useful here in ze ocean.  Once zay vere my own cousin’s sons, but viss ze simple addition of fins und gills, zay haff become ze ultimate warriors!

AL:  Fiend!

CC:  Ja!  Anyway, to continue.  Mein gut Captain Morgan, vhat vould it take for you to join my crew?  You could be a captain in ze German navy, even an Admiral if zhat ist your vish.

CM:  Ar.  Ye ain’t gonna git me to wear one of your stinking black armbands no matter what ye do, ye scurvy lubber, ye.  Ar.

AL:  Good for you, Captain!

CC:  I am . . . disappointed, Herr Captain.  I shall get back to you with your . . . punishment.  Now, for your “crew”.

CM:  Ar!  Ye won’t sway those sea-dogs, ye Nazi scum!  Ar!

CC:  I haff three bottles of rum here, just waiting for Nazi lips to make there acquaintance. 

 S1:  Ar.  I’m in.  Ar!

S2:  Ar.  Me too.  Ar!

S3:  Ar.  Seig heil.  Ar!

CM:  Ar.  It’s the last time I hire drunks.  Ar.

CC:  Gut!  Gut!  Und zhat just leaves you, Mrs. su Mer.

MM:  You just tell me what you’ve done to my husband, eh?

CC:  Of course, of course.  Captain su Mer, vould you come here please?

PM enters wearing a Nazi uniform

everyone gasps

PM:  Hello, Agnes my dear.

MM:  What’s with that silly get-up, eh?

PM:  I surrendered.  Eet is zee way of my people, and Eet was zee only sensible thing to do!  Now, come wiss me, my darling.

MM:  Yes dear.

AL:  Mrs. su Mer!  You can’t!

MM:  I’m sorry Deary.  It’s all covered in the wedding vows.  I don’t expect you to understand, what with you never having been married, eh?

close-up on AL

strident organ music

AL:  (Depressed and beaten, sighs) Oh, I see.  (stalwart again) Well, don’t you even try to turn me into a Nazi, Colonel!  

 CC:  I vould never be so presumptuous, my dear girl.  But I vill grant you your greatest vish:  I vill let you join ze Nazi Zmasher!  Join him . . . forever!

strident organ music

AL:  (frantic) Where is he!  What have you done with him!

CC:  Do not be vorried! He has been following right behind us zis whole time. . . on a very long rope!

strident organ music

AL:  No!

CC:  Ja!  Oh, I do hope that nothing out there has “taken ze bait”, as it vere.  

evil laugh

AL:  Monster!

evil laugh

CC:  Helmut!  Wolfgang!  Reel in our guest!  Schnell!

H/W:  Javoll, mein Colonel!

H/W open the hatch to pull in NS!

NS! leaps out of the hatch and flips onto the boat next to a dial that reads 

“Explosives timer”

AL:  The Nazi Smasher!  Alive?!  Hurray!

CC:  Vhat?!  Impossible!  You haff been underwater for days!  How did you survive?

NS!  BY FORCE OF WILL, VON CRUTCH!  THE SAME FORCE OF WILL THAT THE AMERICAN FORCES WILL USE TO DESTROY YOUR OPPROSSIVE REGIME FOREVER!

strident organ music

NS!  THE SAME FORCE OF WILL THAT I’LL NOW USE TO DESTROY THIS “SEA MONSTER”!  NOW, I SET THE EXPLOSIVES . . . THUS!

NS! turns the knob and the 60 second timer starts ticking

CC:  Swine!  Now, my new Nazis!  It ist time to prove yourselves!  Kill ze Nazi Zmasher!

all yell “yavoll, mein colonel!”

NS!  STAND BACK, MISS LAROU!  THIS IS GOING TO GET VIOLENT!

AL:  That’s when you’re at your best, Nazi Smasher!  Go to it!

NS! goes to it

everyone but CC, AL and NS! are killed

NS!  THAT WAS A DIRTY BUSINESS!  AND IMAGINE, CAPTAIN MORGAN, MY CHILDHOOD IDOL, A STINKING NAZI!

AL:  But he wasn’t, Nazi Smasher!  He turned von Crutch down.

NS!  NO, AMY!  HE WAS GOING TO GIVE IN EVENTUALLY.  I SAW IT IN HIS EYES!  I SAW IT . . . IN HIS EYES!  AND NOW FOR YOU, VON CRUTCH!

CC:  Zo, Nazi Zmasher!  You haff and killed all of my new Nazis und activated ze ten tons of depth charges!  Vell, zhere ist nothing to do about it but . . . escape!

CC leaps through the escape hatch, laughing

NS!  COME BACK HERE, YOU FIEND!

AL:  Oh no, Nazi Smasher!  That was the only life raft!  Can you turn the bomb off?

NS!  I’M AFRAID NOT, AMY!  STILL, WE’LL DIE WITH THE SATISFACTION OF TAKING THIS KILLER SUBMARINE WITH US!

AL:  Thank you, Nazi Smasher!

NS!  WHATEVER FOR?

AL:  For never losing sight of what’s really important in life.

NS!  YOU’RE A DOLL, AMY.  STILL, I CAN’T HELP WONDERING IF VON CRUTCH MADE IT TO THE SURFACE!?

cut to surface

CC is in a yellow raft, several boxes marked caviar, champagne, hamburgers

he is under a large parasol singing “Dankeschoen”

cut back to AL/NS!

NS!  GOODBYE, AMY!  IT’S BEEN SWELL KNOWING YOU!

AL:  You too, Big Fella.

POOF!

the Mysterious Dr. Fortuno appears in a puff of smoke

he hovers about AL/NS!

DF:  hello, Nazi Smasher!  Miss LaRou!  I thought you could use some help.

NS!/AL:  The Mysterious Dr. Fortuno!  But how?!

POOF!

they all disappear

POOF!

they all reappear in the raft with CC

NS!  HELLO CLAUS!

CC:  Nazi Zmasher!  Amy LaRou!  But how?!

POOF!

DF and CC disappear

POOF!

they reappear next to the explosives

POOF!

DF disappears

CC:  (screams) Curse you, Nazi Zmasher!

explosion

POOF!

DF appears over NS!/AL

AL:  Thanks you so much for saving our lives and killing von Crutch, Dr. Fortuno!

NS!  YES, THANKS DR. F!

DF:  I was just glad to be able to help, Nazi Smasher!  Be seeing you.

POOF!

DF disappears

AL:  He’s such a nice man.

NS!  (PETULANT) YEAH, I GUESS SO.

AL:  What’s wrong?  You aren’t jealous of the fact that Dr. Fortuno was able to kill von Crutch after you failed so many times, are you?

NS!  NOT AT ALL!  I’M JUST GLAD SOMEONE WAS FINALLY ABLE TO KILL THAT EVIL, EVIL GENIUS!

AL:  Then what’s the matter?

NS!  WELL, YOU SEE, IT’S JUST THAT I’VE NEVER BEEN SO WRONG BEFORE.

AL:  (shocked) Wrong?  About what?

NS!  MY THEORY ABOUT THE GIANT OCTOPUS AND THE METEOR.  I REALLY THOUGHT THAT THAT’S WHAT WAS GOING ON!

AL:  Well, it takes a big man to admit that he’s wrong.

kisses him on the cheek

NS!  THANKS AMY!  NOW LET’S JUST SIT BACK AND ENJOY A LEISURELY DAY ON THE SEA!

AL:  Just like you promised!

they both laugh

they are both eaten by a sea serpent

AN:  Oh no!  Our heroes have been swallowed by a real sea monster!  Is this the end of The Nazi Smasher?!  Tune in next week, same time, same station, to find out the answers in: The Nazi Smasher; episode 43, The Haunted Castle Conspiracy!
