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Synopsis:

In the heart of Africa on the banks of the Zambezi river and the great Victoria Falls lies a hotel, a colonial hotel, Amansie. Its earliest beginnings as a trading post for settlers started by the Bradshaw family. Now in modern day, Tim, who is the great great grandson of old man Thomas Bradshaw, runs the hotel with his wife Nelia. Nelia’s mother Connie and her very English husband Colonel Richard Redding and Tim’s mother Biddy, all of whom are starting to go rather senile, also live there. Tim and Nelia have two daughters Lizzy and Katie, Lizzy being the environmentalist and Katie the “almost psychologist”. 

They are trying to run a hotel under the conditions of shortages in simple commodities like food and petrol after the recent land invasions by so called war veterans. Although untouched by the land invasions, Tim and Nelia help by taking in displaced farm workers.  The family has a passionate love for the land, and money has very little meaning in their lives, unlike Tiny Thomson who is a man of little integrity and has raped and pillaged many places in Africa together with his son Jimmy and nephew Miles.  They have found that there is a huge platinum reserve on the exact site of Amansie Hotel.

Miles is sent out to manipulate the Bradshaw family and buy them out in order to plough down the hotel and begin mining as soon as possible. Unfortunately, Miles did not expect to encounter such utter beauty in the land and such familiarity with the Bradshaw family. He is fascinated by all their eccentricities and idiosyncrasies and the way they survive in Africa. He finds living with them and their hilarious antics exhilarating. Miles finds himself getting involved with the guests at the hotel and learning about conservation in Africa.  He comes to understand both sides of the politics behind the land invasions and even finds himself in a concert having to sing with Biddy and Connie. 

After spending a few weeks at the hotel Miles falls in love with Lizzy and realizes that he has made a big mistake misleading the Bradshaw family.  Tiny, on the other hand, has no idea that Miles has made no progress in purchasing the hotel and continues to launch Platinum Africa on the stock market. Tiny has an encounter with a geologist, Max, who informs him that the reserves are not adequate, but Tiny continues leaking to the stock market that the reserves are indeed huge. 

Tim has a meeting with Nathan Mushonga, who Tiny has bribed for the rights to mine in the area. Nathan takes advantage of the situation bringing his wife with him to London, staying at the best hotel and going on exorbitant shopping trips at the expense of Tiny.

Tiny is frustrated that he has not heard from Miles. He sends his son Jimmy to find him. Jimmy, who is not very amiable to his father, overhears how he is manipulating the stock market.  Taking advantage of this information, Jimmy sets out to team up with Miles to overthrow his father and become the chairman of TemCor and Platinum Africa. 

Jimmy arrives in Africa and Miles realizes that he has no alternative but to be honest with Lizzie. He confesses everything to Lizzie. Lizzie has a long-standing hatred for Tiny after his exploitation of Africa. She therefore, wants to help Miles and Jimmy and they go to Tim for advice.

Unknown to the family, Tim is not the country bumpkin that everyone thought. He owns a stock company called Bambazonkie Holdings; and together with Miles and Jimmy they buy all the stock in Platinum Africa, which makes the board at TemCor very nervous. The board in turn have a meeting with Tiny, warning him of the consequences and suggesting that it could be Jimmy who is manipulating the stocks; Tiny almost laughing in their faces informs them that Jimmy does not have the brains for a take over. 

Tim, Jimmy and Miles leek to the newspaper that the geologist falsified the platinum reports. They then dump all their shares on the stock market, plummeting them from twenty-five pounds a share to fifty cents a share.

Tiny’s world is devastated when he opens the newspaper with Max’s face splashed on the front cover uncovering that the reports were false. In a panic Tiny sells all his shares at fifty cents.  They are then bought by Jimmy, giving him controlling stock.  The board calls an emergency meeting to elect a new chairman; Jimmy enters and with absolute glee on his face informs the board that as he has the controlling shares, he will be the new chairman. Tiny is shocked and goes on a total drinking rampage. 

The saga ends with a twist.  Tim is in a board meeting, on a fishing boat with the Bambazonkie share holders who are Nathan Mushonga, the great great grandson of chief Nyamakanga, and Maxamillion Schroeder, who is Nathan’s son-in-law. They discuss how they manipulated Tiny Thomson into thinking that there were no platinum reserves. They pledge to always protect the land of Africa from western exploiters.

The Beginning

V.O. Africa, my home my heart. Africa is not for one race but for many, not just for the people who built it, but also for those who worked it. Africa has many sunsets.

……….

An Arial view of the grand Victoria Falls (the smoke that thunders); taking in the beautiful sunset, the enormous down pour of water, the African drums playing; a herd of elephant moving north toward the great Zambezi river, the great bulls, with their enormous frames spreading their ears wide, exited. A small herd of kudu run wild frightened at the sound of the aircraft; a nearby herd of zebra, then the first sight of the big white colonial hotel, on the banks of the Zambezi River. The river is thick and green.

Sitting on the stairs of the hotel, the beautiful African sunset just setting and in the distance the sound of wild animals; an elephant nearby, Nelia and Tim looking exhausted after a days work. They look nostalgically at the wedding confetti on the floor.

Tim:

We’ve godda get away. This place is driving me crazy, the families driving me crazy, the countries driving me crazy. I think it’s time we think about a partner, we need some forex, or we are going to die a very slow death out here.

Nelia:

Yip, I know, it’s the shortages that do my head in, it’s like the old days when your grandpa used to run this place, we’re almost self-sufficient again.

Tim has a look of bitterness on his face.

  Tim:

What amazes me about this government is they kick every white off the farms, the farms are now almost barren, there’s not a farm worker who’s not starving, they’re all unhappy and it’s up to us, the colonial pigs, to glue it all back together again.

Nelia:

Mmm yip. New family of refugees arrived yesterday they’re willing to work for nothing so I’ve got them tending the veggies, for food, can’t afford to pay them at this stage.

Tim:

Look, let’s stop talking politics, let’s talk about going away. How about you going away with this colonial pig?

Nelia:

You’re not a colonial pig. You’ve got just as much right as the Africans of Africa. We were all born here, our parents were born here, and our grandparents were born here, so I’d say we’re Africans.

Tim:

Okay don’t bite my head off I’m just joking.

Nelia:

I’m sorry; I’m just so passionate about the world not giving a stuff about what’s happened here. They never see our side, its all so one sided. Anyway I’d love to go away but the girls are arriving any day now for our big day. Besides can you imagine what the old bats are going to think if we even mention it? God, I shiver to think; “you cry broke and now you’re going on holiday” ya I can just see it!

The conversation becomes light now and full of humour.

Nelia does her traditional action of making her fingers talk, thumb and four fingers together. Her trade mark is to pull faces at people and mimic them; also to use the word bloody all the time.

Nelia puts her hand on Tim’s leg and looks into his eyes, still very much in love after almost 25 years.

Nelia:

Anyway if you feel we need a little partner let’s do it, take the pressure off, let them wheel and deal for a change, queue for petrol, bread, milk and all that.

The country has been going through a big economic turmoil; almost all necessities are short, especially foreign exchange.

Tim:

Well something will come up, it always does. Don’t you worry your pretty little head.

Nelia:

Something always does, this hotel has been through the bush war, even before that when your great great grandpa used to keep a lion on the veranda to keep the “natives off his land,” she’s still standing proud.

Tim:

We’re lucky my great great grandpa was given this land by the great chief…………… ahh ah… fish-paste.

Tim nudges her with his shoulder. He starts to giggle. Whenever the family can’t remember a name they always say fish-paste, Nelia also starts to giggle.

They are then interrupted-------

There is total disruption coming from the hotel lobby a few meters away. Tim and Nelia slowly look up and then with a huge haul Tim pushes Nelia out of the way just in time to see, with total horror on his face, his mother in-law running with an enormous wedding cake balancing on her huge breasts, shouting at the top of her voice. Behind her marches a string of wedding guests and the groom, in a very tacky light blue wedding suit.

Connie has a top heavy figure, big boobs and skinny legs. She has a South African accent. She rolls all her r’s and gets her tenses wrong.

Connie:

Ourr agrreement was that you pay up frront, or else. I’m sick of arguing with you lot of peasants, I want you and your fugly wife outta this hotel.

And with that she drop kicks the wedding cake out of the hotel.

In slow motion, like a snowfall, it lands in a thousand pieces on the stairs, the wedding car, Tim and Nelia and the rest of the wedding party.

Connie put her hands on her hips with a look of total satisfaction, turns to the groom and says in a loud voice.

Connie:

That’s what you people get for not paying up frront. And a lot of crappy prrromises, so unless you and your brrrride wanna do some ice skating on your wedding cake I suggest we talk boodle.

The groom lifts his hand in rage as if to strike, his face almost puffy and swollen, but before he could utter a word Connie’s very posh Oxford educated husband Colonel Richard Redding appears looking like he has just been to see the Queen. He is dressed e iHe Hin a plaid jacket, is carrying a walking stick and pipe.

Richard:

I say old chap, wouldn’t do that if I were you, perish the thought dear boy, lady’s got a good swing, wouldn’t want to tangle with her, just like a python, one hug, very bad form. Met a chap once, very similar, North Africa-----

He’s interrupted by Tim and Nelia, with horror on their faces and out of breath.

Tim:

What the hell is going on?

Connie:

They haven’t paid their bill Tim. You’re far to soft you and Nelia, you godda be harder on these people, you’ll never see your money, especially these kinds of people.(Using the s on kind)

Nelia pulls her usual faces mimicking her mother and doing the jap jap hand signal, appalled at her mothers speech.

Nelia:

These kinds of people.

INT: The hotel reception.

 Nelia is booking a game and Victoria Falls viewing trip for the Armstrong’s, an American couple, but the game driver has run away, and the other two rangers are already out, because of some voodoo that had been put on him. Nelia and Tim are trying to persuade him to come back to work. He (Thomas) and Tim are discussing it on the side whilst Nelia pretends to be calm, but knows that they are in a fix.

Tim:

(In a desperate whispered tone). Thomas you can’t just bloody get up and leave, we’ve got customers.

Thomas is small and skinny and his clothes are far too big for him.

Thomas:

(African accent) Yes boss I know, but ah I will be dead if I don’t go, they will kill me. Mena has humba (I will go).

Gathers his belongings and starts to run out the door like a mad man.  The Armstrong’s look at him in total horror. Tim looks at them with a false calm.

Tim:

Death in the family, dreadful thing, poor chap.

Nelia:

Well don’t worry, Tim will take you, won’t you darling.

She looks at Tim with a sweet false grin. Tim is not pleased, and mimics Nelia, mouthing the words.

Tim:

Tim will take you, Tim will take you.

Nelia ignores him and pretends to busy herself.

EXT. Outside in the car park.  

Tim is impatient and grumpy.

Tim:

Come on, get in, we haven’t got all day.

The Armstrong’s nervously jump in. They are shown getting into the land rover which pulls away from the hotel with dust flying. Tim is driving a little too fast.

INT. Amansie Reception.

Nelia starts phoning around to see if they can find another driver and is delighted to find an Australian chap between jobs.

Nelia gets a phone call from her daughters who have synchronized there flights and are arriving that evening from the UK.
There’s a hustle and bustle around the hotel, customers are coming and going and are shown to the dining room for lunch by the hotel staff.

The Wallis’s enter the dining room and are served by the wine steward, but, as usual, there is confusion with the black staff not quite understanding what the white man is saying.

The wine steward, Kalulu, starts to take the order. He never has a writing pad and never gets the order right. That’s Africa.
Kalulu:

I am here very pleased to take your order Mr. Wally.

Mr. Wallis is not very pleased at been called Mr. Wally, he gives the waiter a filthy look under his nose, his wife giggles and his two children whisper to one another.

Children:

 “Who’s a Wally now?!”

He ignores them, picks up his novel and says to the waiter

Mr. Wallis:

I’m busy.

Kalulu then smiles, nods his head and takes the rest of the order. He then comes back with a local beer called Zambezi, this always causes confusion, I’m busy sounds like Zambezi. He puts the Zambezi beer next to Mr. Wallis.

Mr. Wallis:

I didn’t order this.

He picks up the beer like it is poison. He’s a scotch drinker.

Kalulu:

Mr. Wally you say zambeesie, I get you zambeesie.

Mr. Wallis:

No, I said, I’m busy.

Kalulu:

Yes boss this is zambeesie.

Mr. Wallis is losing his patience.

Mr. Wallis:

No, I’m busy.

Kalulu:

Eeh eeh (he points to the label) you see

“Z A M B E Z I E”

Mr. Wallis:

Oh for gods sake just give it to me, bloody ignorant……..

He slams his book down.

The food maitre’d arrives to take Mr. Wallis’s food order. His name is Perfect. A lot of Africans have very weird names.

Mr. Wallis looks at him with disgust. He has a look of resignation on his face.

Mr. Wallis:

Oh perfect! (He doesn’t mean the waiter).

Perfect:

Yes boss!

His family begins to giggle again.  They start to order but just about everything on the menu is not available due to shortages in the country. Mr. Wallis does not understand this and every time he tries to order Perfect replies, Ahhhh sorry for that.

Mr. Wallis:

We’ll have the salmon.

Perfect:

Ahh, sorry for that.

Mr. Wallis:

Okay…… what about the lemon sole?

Perfect:

Ahhh sorry for that.

Mr. Wallis:

Quails?

Perfect:

Sorry for that.

Mr. Wallis:

Duck?

Perfect:

Sorry for that.

He points to just about everything on the menu which is answered by the same “sorry for that.”

Mr. Wallis:

Well what do you have? In fact, fetch Miss Nelia.

Perfect looks at him blankly then replies.

Perfect:

 Orr ke, sorrrry for you.

Mr. Wallis repeats himself.

Mr. Wallis:

Go on go go go, fetch Miss Nelia.

Perfect walks off almost singing sorry for you sorry for you.

Nelia arrives, a bit impatient after her morning. She’s not in the mood for painful customers.

Mr. Wallis:

Look here Nelia, bit of trouble, your man is a bit confused about the status of your menu. Nothing on the damnn thing.

Mrs. Wallis:

I'm so sorry we don’t mean to complain…….

She’s cut off by Mr. Wallis.

Mr. Wallis:

Look, all we want is some lunch.

Nelia in a sarcastic manner replies to Mr. Wallis.

Nelia:

So sorry Mr. Wallis, we’ll get our lea jet revved up to fetch you whatever you want. Perhaps some caviar while we’re at it, or some fresh oysters, or perhaps Moet Chandon to go with it? And don’t worry about the foreign currency; I have a huge bag tucked under my bed. We do however have some lovely large prawns if that will do.

Mr. Wallis:

Ahh yes ahh……. Sorry, of course, ahh that will do very nicely if it’s not too much trouble. 

He looks confused.

Nelia:

No trouble at all.

Mr. Wallis:

Perfect.

Perfect:

   Yis boss.

Mr. Wallis:

No not you!!! I mean it’s per… no never mind, I think I’m going as crazy as the people running this place.

They receive their huge platter of prawns. Tim and Nelia do illegal prawn and wine trading through Mozambique. Later on Tim is seen bribing an official for prawns and wine, a common occurrence in the country.  As they are eating their prawns colonel Richard Redding appears.

Richard:

Afternoon all. Tucking in I see, marvellous marvellous, would have had the salmon myself. Sea cockroaches not my cuppa tea. Lived on the stuff once, can’t quite remember when. Look here Perfect my dear boy, get me the seemon, (SEEMON IS SAID IN AN AFRICAN ACCENT) that’s more my cuppa tea.

Perfect looks at him and breaks into a broad wide grin showing pink gums and perfect white teeth.

Perfect:

Yis boss coming up.

The Wallis’s look in absolute horror at what just happened with their mouths hanging open.

Mr. Wallis:

We ordered the salmon but were told there was none available.

Richard:

Well you said salmon dear boy you have to say seeman, thought you knew that.

Mr. Wallis:

Christ sake……. no wonder you have so few customers.

Richard:

No dear boy, it’s all the land grabs, lucky we’ve not been invaded, did the same in North Africa, a lot of throat slitting going on over there, damnn lucky…….damnn lucky.

He ponders over his pipe.

Richard:

You alright dear boy, look rather pale, told you, it’s those damnn sea cockroaches………

EXT: Outside.

The land rover arrives and causes a distraction. Getting out is the new Australian game driver, and at the same time Nelia’s sister Shay arrives. Dark hair and exotic with lips dripping with red lip gloss. She gets slowly out of the car so that he will notice her.  He is a cross between Crocodile Dundee and the Crocodile hunter. Shay looks at him invitingly, she gets out of the car making sure he sees the full length of her tanned legs. She then struts up to him, pouting her lips and breasts out. She extends her hand and with a look that would devour a crocodile. Purring she says.

Shay:

Well how do you do? And what can we do for you? My name is Shay, Shay Sullivan.

He eyes her up and down and says in an Australian accent.

Charlie:

Names Charley, Charley Hanson. How ya doin, I’m the new game driver.

Shay:

Really…………… well how nice for you. Do you have any other attributes Mr. Hanson, or should I say “Mr. Handsome.”

She looks up at him pouting.  He blushes; he’s a rough diamond and has never encountered someone quite like Shay.

Charley:

No Mam its Hanson, but you can just call me Charley.

Shay:

Well Charley…. I’ll do that if you promise that we can be best friends.

Charley:

Yes Mam if you say so mam……

Charley looks flustered. Shay links her arm in his.

Shay:

And you Charley my dear can call me Shay, Mam is so formal, and if we are going to be best friends, you and I, Mam is so formal; don’t you think?

Charley:

Yes mam, as you say mam.

Shay:

Come on Charley, let me introduce you to Tim and Nelia, they’re total bores, but run the place thank god, or I wouldn’t have time to play with little game rangers now, would I.

Charley looks at her shyly.

Charley:

No mam, I mean Shay.

INT. The scene reverts back where the Wallis’s are looking through the window.

Mr. Wallis is shaken by his wife; he coughs to regain his composure.  Mr. Wallis is impatient with the children when they start to giggle at there fathers goggling. 

Boy:

Daddy’s staring at the ladies boobies

Mr. Wallis:

Oh stop that incessant giggling. Off you go you two. Find something constructive to do.

They run into the reception area. We see Nelia and Charley shaking hands.

Nelia sees that Shay is flirting with Charley and gives Shay a look.  Shay pouts at Nelia and when Charley is not looking she pulls a tongue at Nelia. Nelia mouths the words at Shay,

Nelia:(Not actually speaking) 

Leave him alone.

Shay pulls another tongue at Nelia and ignores Nelia’s dirty looks.

Shay:

I’ll show Charley around if you like.

Nelia, in a mumbled tone,

Nelia:

I bet you will.

INT. London in a very posh office. 

Three men sit at a table in a plush London office.  Head of the corporation, Tiny Thomson (not so tiny) is a stocky man. You can see he’s had a hard life. He has a mean face and was born on the wrong side of the railway line. He has a cockney background, but hired a linguist years ago to hide his accent, but now and again you can hear the accent coming out. He is filthy rich now. He wipes his brow with a white handkerchief and is looking impatient. His son Jimmy is anxious to gain his fathers attention and always speaks quickly in case his cousin gets to speak first.

Jimmy, also short and stocky like his father, had the best education money could buy; puts on a slight cockney accent to annoy his father.

Jimmy:

I’ll go to Africa. It’s just my cuppa tea dealing with those ignoramuses. You just show those blacks a little cash and you can do almost anything.

Miles McPherson; tall, dark, handsome; wears an expensive suit and sits with a look of amusement on his face.

Miles:

Yes Jimmy, like you did in Mozambique. I’m the one who has to always pull you out of it.

Tiny:

Okay boys, that’s enough! Next time Jimmy, keep it in your pants. Making some bloody official’s daughter pregnant is not how I planned it.

Jimmy:

I don’t know what you’re complaining about. The logging operation is going bloody marvellously. I’m the one who put that deal together in the first place.

Miles:

Yes, and nearly screwed that one up! Excuse the pun.

Jimmy glares at Miles.

Tiny:

Okay I’m fed up with you two; you’ve been at each others throats for fifteen years. Let’s get on with the progress you’ve been making on the Zambezi Miles.

Miles:

Well the geologist’s reports are good. There are definitely platinum deposits there. Unfortunately, we can’t tell how much until we start digging. The platinum is covered with sulphides and without using the correct equipment and without causing suspicion we can only go on what the geologists tell us.

Jimmy:

What suspicion? Just bribe someone, who cares? Get the equipment sent out from here.

Miles:

It’s not as easy as that Jimmy, there’s a great ruddy big hotel sitting on it. Probably the richest platinum deposit in Africa. You can’t just go and mow down a hotel.

Tiny:

It sounds simple to me Miles my boy, just go and buy the damnn thing, THEN mow it down.

Miles:

The problem is that it’s also next to a huge game reserve. They’re not going to let us just open a mine next to a game reserve. It’s almost as big as Kruger National Park.

Tiny:

You leave the government land to me. I know some big people over there who owe me a few favours. You just go over there and buy the hotel, don’t care what it costs.

Miles:

You’re not listening Tiny. This hotel is owned by a certain family, they’ve been running it for generations, and they are very well respected. What if they don’t wanna sell?

Tiny:

Well, I’ll get the government to kick them off. Say it’s for relocating the poor landless blacks.

Miles:

You don’t know the background of these people. This is a very prominent family. Apparently the great great grandfather was big mates with some chief and he was buried on the land; so the locals won’t have it if they’re kicked off the land, and besides that, the daughter is some very big shot in the tree hugging society. I had my good friend at the embassy look into it, she’s very well respected, she’s even got the American government opening their purses to save conservation out there; goes round the continent giving lectures on the environment and trying to help these poor bloody soles.

Elisabeth someone or other.

Tiny looks shocked.

Tiny:

Not Elisabeth Bradshaw? Surely not? It can’t be.

Miles:

Yes, that’s it, the Bradshaw family.

Tiny:

Do you realize it was that bitch who caused such a stir in Mozambique when we started logging? She cost us millions. It got in all the newspapers how we were pillaging the land; killing all the natural forests.

Jimmy:

In the meantime, we were the ones that dug up all those ruddy land mines.

Miles has a slight look of glee on his face.

Miles:

Oh yes, such heroes. You had to hire all those botanists to replant all the seedlings and saplings. (Sarcastically) I must say, for a pillaging pirate you came out quite the celebrity Uncle. I most certainly loved your speech about how you are preventing soil erosion and all that gumph.

Tiny:

Well if it weren’t for her we could have emptied the sea as well. With all those fish they have over there we could have made another ten fortunes with the Chinese, still can.

Miles:

Yes, heard a little rumour the other day about the Chinese cleaning out the shark and turtle reserves. You wouldn’t have anything to do with that would you?

Tiny looks up, a little too quickly. He replies with gritted teeth.

Tiny:

Why don’t you use that fine Oxford education that you have and think of a way of getting the Bradshaw family to sell the hotel?

Miles:

Personally I think this is a dangerous one; especially with this Elisabeth Bradshaw being part of the hotel.

Tiny:

Well what do your sources say about the family?

Miles:

They are very eccentric, from a different world. They are complete colonialists, but the black people treat them like gods. They do have money, they’re not poor or anything, depend on tourists to bring in foreign money. The local money is almost useless unfortunately, any money they make they ship overseas, that’s what all the locals do. There has been some upheaval on the political side so tourism has slowed up a lot.

Jimmy:

Sounding like we’ve got them by the balls!

Tiny:

Let him finish for god’s sake.

Miles:

Anyway, as I was saying, my sources tell me they are into almost a “gun running” operation but with prawns; some might call giant shrimp; wine, whiskey, in fact almost anything. The local army are starving to death and the only thing that the local currency is used for is buying maize, which the government have put strict controls on. Anyway, so the hotel is swimming with local currency, but can’t buy anything with it, so they trade with these army chaps who go over to Mozambique.

Jimmy:

Well don’t they get caught, we could arrange that.

Miles:

No they’re too clever for that, and anyway they keep the officials well supplied. That’s how it works over there.

Tiny:

Ah Africa, the art of bribery, that’s why I love Africa.

Miles:

That doesn’t solve our Miss Bradshaw.

Jimmy:

Well, put on the charms Miles, you’re good at that!

Miles:

Aah………………. I think you’re the one that’s good at charms! Maybe you should go and make her bloody pregnant, or is it only officials’ daughters you put up spout.

Tiny:

Oh for f……gods sake let’s keep focused.

Miles:

It’s not me; it’s your dickhead son.

Tiny:

Well, I think, get to bloody Africa and work it out when you get there. All I know is I want that hotel off the face of this earth so we can start mining. Do what you have to do, I don’t care.

EXT. Amansie Hotel. Outside in the car park.

An old beaten up V.W Combie, known as the local taxi, screeches up to the front door. Two women are in it; they jump out and thank the driver. Giggling and happy they look up at the hotel. Elisabeth Bradshaw and Katie Bradshaw hug each other. Still holding each other they both shout out at once.

Together:

“We’re home”

They start to giggle.

INT. Hotel lobby.

 Nelia hears the racket, stops to listen to the giggling and runs to the entrance.

Nelia:

Oh my word you’ve arrived, why didn’t you let daddy pick you up? Look at you both, so beautiful and so thin, have to fatten you up!

The three women are hugging and kissing and the porters arrive, three black men with smiley faces all talking at once.

At once all three black men:

The picanins(Small children) they are here ah ah picanin medems you are here we are verry verry heppy.

They embrace the girls. Nelia and the girls go inside and the porters are seen carrying the bags.

Lizzie and Katie are uncomfortable with this colonial act of servants and try to help; the men are horrified at their gesture.

INT: One of the hotel bedrooms.

Lizzie and Katie are in the room; Lizzie is unpacking while Katie is stretched out on the bed.

Katie:

God it’s good to be back.

She looks around the room.

Katie:

I don’t know how they’ve managed to keep this place running, it still looks so good.

Lizzie:

Yeah it does look good, and it’s great to be back.

Katie:

Well it’s not like you’ve been out of Africa that long, only a month in the U.K.

Lizzie:

Yeah, but you forget, I’ve been all round Africa sleeping in a bloody tent for nine months.

Katie:

I thought the tree hugger people put you in the best hotels.

Lizzie:

Oh, only if there is a hotel, but where I’ve been, believe me I’d rather be in my tent than sleep in some of those places. Some of these places, like in the middle of Angola, they just shit anywhere, there are no loos, so believe me I’m quite happy in my tent.

Katie:

Oooh yuuuk, let’s change the subject shall we. Where is daddy, I’m dying to see him?

Lizzie:

Don’t worry, he’ll be in time for the “you know what………..”

Katie:

Oh my god for a moment I’d forgotten about the sunsets. Do you remember when we were little, not a night went by without all of us gathering to watch the sunset.

Lizzie laughs.

Lizzie:

And we weren’t allowed to speak, we had to be silent and give thanks for the day.

They both laugh together.

Katie:

But one of us always spoke too soon and was shushed up.

Lizzie:

Well it hasn’t changed, it never will, it’s like you go away for six months and you come back and it’s like time stood still until you returned.

Katie:

Yip you could go away for a hundred years and if you returned at six o’clock sharp and ran over to the lookout, dad would be standing there holding mom’s hand.

Enter Tim.

Tim:

Hey hey hey, I hear my name mentioned in vain.

He rushes in and starts to hug both girls, his face lights up and they all start talking at once.

Katie and Lizzie together:

Oh dad it’s so good to see you.

Kissing, Hugging. They start to settle down.

Tim:

How long are you both here for?

Lizzie:

Well I’m taking a break for at least three months. I’ve actually got a lot of work here for a change. After all the land grabs we’re trying to glue all the pieces back, get food programs running. Ahh I’ll tell you all about it later, in the mean time I’m on holiday.

She puts her arm in Tim’s and gives him another hug.

Tim:

And you Kit Kat, how long are you staying?

Katie:

Well also about two, maybe three months, I’m doing some research for my doctorate and part of my thesis is about exploring why there is little documented evidence or research on African children with autism, and why there seems to be very few cases in Africa.

Tim:

Well why is it do you think, do you have any idea?

Katie:

I have a few theories, and while Lizzie’s on her tree hugging trails I’ll be able to tag along and do some research.

They are interrupted by Nelia who peeps around the door.

Nelia:

Hi guys, all settled in….Let’s go down to the lookout, it’s almost time, looks like it’ll be a good one tonight. Kalulu wants to know if you girls are still gin and tonicing or do you want something else?

Katie:

Well you can’t be in Africa and not drink gin and tonic now can you? But later….. I would like a bit of wine if there is.

Lizzie:

Knowing you daddy, you’ve done a bit of wheeling and dealing and you’ve got a good stash of chardonnay hidden away.

Tim:

Yip I do indeed, but it’s a Sauvignon Blanc actually, and some champagne.

Katie:

Oooh yummy.

They all bustle out the door and hear Connie shouting from the bottom of the stairs.

Connie:

Are you people up there? Are you coming down? Biddy and I are waiting for you.

Lizzie, Katie, Tim and Nelia are walking down the stairs. The girls embrace their grandmothers, there’s a lot of hello’s, hugging and kissing and Connie is commenting on the thinness of the girls.

Richard Redding, their step grandfather, who has never really fitted in appears.

Richard:

Girls, Girls, Girls. How nice to see you.

Katie hugs her step grandfather, but rolls her eyes at Lizzie, who then imitates his very British accent.

Lizzie:

Hello Colonel, how very wonderful to see you.

He has no idea that she’s been sarcastic.

Richard:

So grown up now, perfect female specimens aren’t you both. Must say, Katie, Lizzie, you both look dashing. Knew a woman once, course long before I met your grandmother…………

As usual he is interrupted by Tim.

Tim:

Ah---yes let’s go to the lookout or we’ll miss it.

EXT: An aerial view of the family and guests seen walking across the grass to a thatched gazebo on stilts. 

It is quite large, for about thirty people to stand. There are a few old fashioned Morris chairs and tables scattered here and there. The gazebo overlooks a watering hole where the animals come to drink. Slowly the animals start to wander down to the water hole, small buck, two or three zebra etc.

There is a small bar set up with glasses and various drinks, a silver ice bucket for the ice.

There is a quiet hustle and bustle, as to not scare the animals. The family arrives and Kalulu has their drinks ready for them. They sip their drinks and there is light quiet chatter.

Tim:

Oh looks girls. Isn’t that the most fantastic thing you’ve ever seen?

They all look up at the magnificent sunset, one huge red ball of fire. It almost looks like a child has got a pot of red paint and coloured the sky. There is silence for a few seconds and slowly the African drums starts to play. Two large elephants make their way to the waters edge. As the sun sets the elephants splash water on themselves almost in a display for the guests, there is soft applause. Lizzie has a sparkle of tears in her eyes; she is hugged by her dad.

Tim:( in a whispered tone)

Oh you old softie….. The elies have come specially to welcome you girls.

Biddy, Tim’s mother, short, quite stout, grey haired, bright pink lips. She has an old fashioned cigarette holder, refuses to give up smoking, loves her vodka, she breaks the silence.

Biddy:

Well come on Kalulu, let’s have some more drinks here, man’s not a camel you know, dying of thirst.

Katie:

See you’re still into the voddies gran, aaaand the ciggies.

Biddy:

Oh bugger you, too bloody old now, who cares, godda die of someink.

She takes a huge puff and blows slowly into the air.

Biddy:

That’s why I won’t travel; they won’t let you bloody smoke anywhere, it’s uncivilized I tell you.

Connie steps in, they don’t really like each other but pretend and have a lot of sarcastic comments flying.

Connie:

Agh, you, travel, you’ll cause chaos with all that puffing...

She’s interrupted by Shay; the Australian game driver on one side and on the other side a very handsome tall dark haired man. Shay is in her element and is almost gloating because she has one man on either side.

Shay:

Hiya everyone, sorry we’re late but as you can see I was otherwise occupied with these two hunkies.

She smiles at both of them.

Shay:

This is Charley everyone, Charley Hanson, and talking about handsome this is Mr. Miles McPherson, who, I might add, was trying desperately to get some sense out of Cookie who he thought was the receptionist! Thank god I came along and rescued him, isn’t that right Mr. McPherson?

She looks up at him with dripping red lips.

Miles:

Ah yes that’s right, thank heavens. (A bit sarcastic)

Miles looks amused; he is used to women falling over him.

She introduces the two men to the family.

Katie and Lizzie are leaning over the poles of the lookout; they turn to look at the commotion and are amused at their aunt and her flirting. They both look at each other and Katie mouths the words “yummy.”  Shay drags the two men from the family to introduce Katie and Lizzie.

Shay:

Hello sweetie pies, how are you both.

They all hug.

Shay:

This is Miles McPherson and Charley Hanson….. Boys, these are my two wonderful boyfriend stealing nieces.

They all exchange handshakes. Miles lingers with Lizzie’s hand and almost won’t let go. She pulls her hand away embarrassed; he almost looks through her with his incredible sea blue eyes. Eventually he looks away to shake Katie’s hand.

Shay:

I’m afraid my nieces are the bright sort, frightfully dull. Lizzie’s the tree hugger and Katie’s the psychol……..ofishypaste head person thingy. Dull as dishwater. Now won’t be a minute, must say hello to shark bait over there.

Her head flicks towards Biddy and Connie, she marches off before there’s a reaction. Charley stars to laugh.

Charley:

Why does she call them shark bait?

The girls together:

You don’t wanna know.

Miles:

No tell us, I’ve only just met your family and I’m already fascinated.

Katie:

Well a few years ago in South Africa, in the Cape somewhere, some poor old lady was taken by a shark, and then the awful jokes started. I’m afraid that’s my family, always making jokes of the most dreadful things.

Katie pretending to look shocked but can’t help stifling a giggle.  

The party starts to disperse from the lookout and a great big gong is heard and the marimbas start to play.

Miles:

What on earth is that?

Lizzie:

It’s dinner time, that’s how the guests are told that the buffet is ready.

Katie:

Yes, you must both join us for dinner.

Lizzie:

I’m sure Mr. McPherson is otherwise occupied Katie, and anyway you must be exhausted from you flight aaaand your taxi drive.

Miles:

Yes well, the taxi drive was a bit of a nightmarish experience, but actually I’m fine, would love to join you all for dinner.

Charley:

Well, I’d like to sit next to you Katie. . . 

Shay:

No no no, I don’t think so.

Shay looks at Katie and puts her arm in Charley’s, then pulls a playful tongue at Katie:

Shay:

Thief. . . .

EXT: Outside dining area.

A huge gazebo with a centre fire. Huge kebabs of venison, with different African pots for sauces; and salads and the traditional African porridge called sadza.

There is also a flat grid for barbequing steaks and chicken. There are African paraffin lamps. The whole family is seated and Miles and Lizzie are opposite each other.  There is a hustle and bustle of guests going to the buffet table.

Miles:

Well the food certainly looks good, I love a barbeque. I thought there were shortages?

Tim:

In Africa we call it a braai, and yes there are shortages, but we manage. We get a lot of game from culling operations and we deal with local farmers in the area, we rub their backs and they rub ours, and when we have it we have a feast.

Miles:

So when you get foreigners who come and hunt, they give you the meat?

Tim:

Yes usually, or we let them stay here for free for a few days and payment is made.

Kalulu arrives with a large carafe of wine.

Tim:

Ahh, you must try some of our homemade wine, it’s a new project of mine. Pineapple wine.

Katie and Lizzie pull a face.

Tim:

No, seriously, Miles you must try this. The pineapples come from a local farmer who was just about to harvest before he was kicked off his land. They refused to let the farm workers harvest so we got every man, women and child to pick the pineapples, but it was too late to export, too late to distribute to the cites, so we decided to make wine from it.

Katie:

Heavens dad, this does taste good, it’s almost like sangria.

Nelia:

Mmmm and the locals love it. It’s also good for trading across our borders to Mozambique for fish, prawns and wine.

Tim:

Yes, talking about trading, Kalulu fetch some of the champagne. We’ve got lots to celebrate tonight.

Lizzie:

You know dad, the way things are going there won’t be anything to trade. The Chinese are fishing the place dry.

She looks at Miles with a moment of seriousness.

Lizzie:

Mozambique is full of treasures, natural treasures, and unfortunately it is being taken advantage of by the Western World.

Miles:

Surely Miss Bradshaw you’re not against investment are you, or do you want Africa in the dark for all time?

Lizzie:

I don’t mean investment; I mean total and utter exploitation. Do you call slaughtering every turtle and every shark so that rich gentlemen like yourself can have shark fin soup and have your main course out of a turtle shell, so it looks nice. . . . . .

Miles interrupts.

Miles:

No. . . . Of course not.

Lizzie:

And I suppose you agree with every tree that’s been cut down by these logging operations, and the rest of the world thinking Africa is a useless nation which  can’t feed itself, after they’ve come and killed every natural resource, fished every damn thing out of the sea ………

Nelia:

That’s enough Lizzie; Mr. McPherson is not interested in our problems. I apologise for my daughter, she gets a little carried away sometimes.

Lizzie looks embarrassed by the outburst.  There is a moment of awkwardness.

Nelia:

Mr. McPherson what do you do when you’re not in Africa?

Miles:

I’m uhh; I’m in marketing Mrs. Bradshaw.

Nelia:

Marketing, what sort of marketing?

Miles:

Well um all sorts really.

She’s interrupted and Miles quickly looks away before Nelia can pick up where she left off.

Richard:

Bloody starving, reminds me of the war. We had to eat rats I tell you rats. . . . .

There are a whole lot of “oh no not again.”

INT. Reception area. The next morning. 

Lizzie, Katie and Charley are preparing to go out on a drive. Lizzie is getting her camera gear sorted. Miles enters in a white linen casual shirt looking very handsome. He is looked over by Lizzie who stares a little too long and almost drops her camera.

Miles:

So where are you all off to?

Katie:

We are going on a game drive, Lizzie wants to see what damage the farm invaders have done, get re-acquainted with the land, you know that sort of thing, have a bit of a picnic. You can join us if you want.

Miles:

Great, if I’m not intruding or anything.

Katie:

No not at all, plenty of wine, plenty of food.

Miles:

What do you mean farm invaders; and why would they have done anything to the game?

Lizzie:

A lot of game ranches were closed overnight and some of the animals were relocated here. Some were very badly injured after the war veterans laid traps for them and really worked them over good and solid. After they invaded these farms they were promised food and you name it, of course it never came so they started killing the game for food.

Charley:

Bloody shame all this business, bloody shame.

EXT: Outside in the car park. 

The party getting into the Land rover.

Miles:

Thank heavens you and your family weren’t involved in all of this.

Lizzie:

You can’t help getting involved when everyone around you is affected.

Miles: 

Is it still going on?

Lizzie:

They have evicted over 4,000 white farmers. Farmers have been served with a section-8 letter informing them of the seizure of their land. They have been told to immediately cease all farming operations and have 90 days to get off their farms and out of their homes. The starvation we face now will be imminent.

Katie:

Damn it I forgot my sun block won’t be a minute, and Miles stop her when she gets too boring she can go on a bit.

Miles:

But surely the Western World; Bush and all his cronies, can do something?

Lizzie:

We don’t have oil. That’s the bottom line, if we had huge oil reserves, then you’d see them jump in here like Jack Flash.  Look, it’s not because I believe only whites can farm, but because the people squatting on farms simply do not have the experience or capital needed to grow more than enough food for just themselves. The mere fact that they cannot even plough the land they have invaded and are waiting for the government to give them seed demonstrates this very clearly.

Miles:

So what, they just sit there and wait?

Charley:

More worrying, the men squatting on farms are being paid to do so and are not farmers at all but political pawns.

Katie arrives back.

Katie:

I’m not coming if you’re going to talk politics; I’m so tired of it I could scream.

EXT: Out in the game reserve.

Charley and Katie are in the front, Lizzie and Miles are at the back. Lizzie is a little embarrassed by Miles giving her the once over.

Miles:

You girls have the most amazing red hair; I suppose it’s dyed that way?

Katie:

Yeah right my sister in a hair dresser, I’d like to see that. Anyway we are trrrrue red heads, comes from my mother’s side of the family.

Charley:

Christ man you’re not a poofter are you Miles my man, you know limp in the hand, and all that?

Katie (laughing):

Just because a man recognizes good hair doesn’t mean he’s gay.

Miles:

Well it’s not often that a man sees such natural beauty; with all that muck they plaster on these days….

Lizzie is now even more uncomfortable and switches to another subject.

Lizzie:

Oh look, look through the tree over there, a giraffe, so huge, but still so camouflaged.

The Land rover moves closer to see five fully grown giraffe and one baby. They stop in silence and Lizzie takes a few shots.

There’s a herd of zebra and to the right a few sable in the distance, they stop to admire two huge sables.

Charley:

It’s mating season, you can see how the bull is circling her, showing off to her.

Katie:

Sounds familiar!

 She cocks her head toward Miles and winks at Charley.

Miles coughs slightly.

Miles:

Will we see any elephants? I’ve never been up close, by the time I’d got to the lookout last night it was a little too dark to see them.

Charley:

Sure, I’ve been working in these parks for almost a year. Needed a change of scenery though, that’s why I’m now working for ya folks, must say it’s been very interesting.

They come across a small herd of zebra. The one has a gammy leg with a scar across its flank. They slow down and Lizzie takes some photos.  He makes a sharp turn unexpectedly and Lizzie falls into Miles, he grabs her and they have a moment. It lasts only a second.  They continue to drive on, ducking their heads every now and again.  They come across a small herd of elephants, Miles draws his breath in.

Miles:

My god that’s incredible.

Katie:

Yip it sure is.

Miles:

I read lately about the culling operations you have out here in Africa. Is it really necessary, I mean killing fifty at a time? You know the world is appalled by the whole thing.

Katie:

You’re the environmentalist, you explain.

Lizzie:

Well it’s a long story.  I’ll try and explain as simply as possible.  Charley stop at that lookout post and we can have a drink and a snack from the basket.

They pull over to the lookout point and walk up the stairs.

Lizzie busies her self with the refreshments and food. Miles leans over the wooden poles admiring the enormous beasts.

Miles:

So how does this whole thing work? I mean the culling of these magnificent animals.

Lizzie:

You make out that we want to do it.

Charley:

It’s a sad thing mate but it has to be done.

Lizzie:

Yes I read those articles. It made us sound like barbarians, “killing mothers and babies.” The fact is it’s cows and calves and the cows eat just the same as a bull.

Miles:

But killing the bab. . . I mean calves, isn’t that a bit extreme?

Lizzie:

There’s more to it than that, we have to take out the entire herd.

Charley:

Yeah the ellies are a complicated bunch.

Lizzie:

They are nearly all from the same bloodline, if we leave any survivors in one herd there would be a breakdown in the elephants’ social behaviour.

Miles:

You’re kidding.

Lizzie:

Nope I’m serious.

Charley:

When these culling operations started it was a real cock up, they only killed the older animals, so in doing that we wiped out all the experience and wisdom from the rest of the herd.

Lizzie:

Not only that, they communicated with other herds, the migratory patterns were disrupted, in fact everything, their breeding habits were also a nightmare, the bulls started mating with the cows that were still in infancy which stunted the growth of the calves.

Miles:

Mmm cradle snatchers, but seriously, why kill them then in the first place?

Lizzie makes a face at his ill timed joke.

Lizzie:

The parks cannot support that many elephants. An elephant eats an estimated ton of vegetable matter every day. This park, and many like it would be barren in a few years, then what about the other game, we’d end up in a desert with not a living thing here. . . a dust bowl.

There’s a pause.  For a moment Miles forgets why he is there at all, he is caught up in the emotions.  Katie breaks the silence.

Katie:

Well anyway…

Miles:

I’m, I’m sorry I didn’t mean……..

Katie:

Anyway we recover a great deal from the carcasses. Ivory and hides, and the meat is sold and ploughed back into conservation to prevent poaching etcetera etcetera.

Miles:

You all seem very involved, so passionate; I wish I could be as passionate about bloody London.

Lizzie:

We are not only passionate about the wild life but also the land. You see, our great great great grandfather used to own most of this land, he was given it for saving a great chief, he was basically a great hero, loved by most of the natives. My great great great grandmother started cooking for the settlers, Amansie started as a small trading centre and cook house and so my great great great grandfather became enthusiastic and built a few rooms for overnighters and so on and so on, hence the hotel today.

Miles:

And this land here?

Katie:

Well this recently was given back to the country by our father. After the land grabbing started, my father negotiated with the government that they would leave us alone if he gave them this land, and it was agreed.

Miles:

God it is beautiful. Your family must have been devastated giving this up.

Lizzie:

No not really, it’s for all to share and now most of the abused animals come into this section.

Miles:

Abused?

Lizzie:

Well not to get too technical, twenty years ago to utilize all their land, and obviously getting onto the tourist band wagon and growing demands for hunting, private landowners also got into the wildlife business by combining small ranches into single units called conservancies, for example, they put together over 850,000 acres for wildlife management and reintroduced rare species such as black rhinoceros and roan antelope, kudu, giraffes, cheetahs, sable antelope and impala.

Katie:

Not very technical, here we go Miles now you’ve set her off.

Miles:

Well I find it fascinating, it’s almost like when the Germans invaded in the Second World War, sorry go on.

Lizzie:

 You’re right of course, it’s exactly the same.  Unfortunately wildlife is also under siege. To clear the land, squatters have burned more than 60 percent of the woodland on the country's three largest wildlife conservancies. The reports are that 20,000 trees have been felled, and perhaps 50 percent of the wildlife killed.  200 cases of poaching and that was only in 2002 never mind up until now, and the discovery of over 5,000 snares; and the snares don’t always kill, they injure, it’s the cruellest way of killing animals.

Charley:

Not to mention the US$300,000 that had been invested in improving wildlife habitat.

Lizzie:

 And the wild life that have been killed, 40 rare sable antelope and 200 large eland.

Poachers have also devastated smaller game ranches. Twenty-seven ranches in one region reported over 2.000 animals killed and 26 odd thousand snares collected. The value of animals lost is estimated at US$1.5 million.

Miles:

Good heavens you sure know all your facts and figures.

Lizzie:

I haven’t even given you nearly all the facts but this value does not reflect the jobs for whites and blacks alike that will be lost as a result of the decline in wildlife population.

Miles:

If you lookout there you would never think there was a problem, it’s so incredibly beautiful.

Katie:

Well that’s why we have old sis out there to remind them things are not always as they seem.

Miles looks around him, he sees the giraffe and in the distance the zebra. His mind starts to imagine an ugly sight in front of him. He sees a mine filthy and dusty, no trees, huge machinery drilling for platinum, mine workers hauling ropes backwards and forwards, stinking chemicals, barren ground. . . . He hears a voice bringing him back to reality.

Charley:

You okay mate, thinking of civilization I suppose?

Miles:

Ah……yes, just thinking about a few things….business and all that.

Lizzie:

Oh shucks I meant to ask you, what is it that you do? Sorry got so involved with my own passions I forget that there is an outside world.

Katie:

Yes, please Miles, explain to my sister, that there is life after hugging a tree.

They pull there usual faces at each other.

Miles:

Umm…… I’m aah into marketing actually, ah almost like a travel agent, I market places, that’s why I’m here, to see what I can market overseas.

He is quite surprised at how easily the lie came out. He gives a huge flash, charming smile.

Charley:

Well we’d better get back, your father’s going to slaughter me for being away this long, especially since I’m the only game driver.

Katie:

Oh don’t worry, daddies a softie, lets finish our vino, then we can head back.

The wine is poured and they raise their glasses.

Katie:

Well cheers everyone, here’s to Africa.

The scene is closed with the clinking of the glasses.

INT. Back in London. 

Tiny is sitting at his desk; he pushes his call button on the phone.

Tiny:

Jimmy, come in here a moment.

He swings his chair to look at the view, his office looks over the whole of Central London.  There is a knock at the door.

Tiny:

Come on in Jimmy.

Jimmy in a sucking up voice, pretending to be business like.

Jimmy:

Father, what can I do for you? Have those stock sheets arrived? I told Marion…

Tiny:

Never mind about the stock sheets, it’s been two days, have you heard from Miles.

Jimmy:

Actually no I’ve tried to ring him on his mobile….and the hotel.

Tiny:

Christ sake, do they even have signal over there?

Jimmy:

Of course, it’s not darkest Africa you know.

Tiny:

Don’t be flippant with me. Well if he doesn’t phone today you better get your ass over there and see what’s going on.

Jimmy:

It’s like a fifteen hour flight and he’s only just got there, he has to get in there before he makes his move, he can’t arrive there, ”Hi, how ya doing come to plough down your hotel, hope ya don’t mind.”

Tiny:

Don’t get smart with me you little twit.

Tiny hates swearing, he came from a line of hooligans and low class scum, he tries to control himself. 

Jimmy:

Okay, okay, I’ll try and get hold of him today.

Tiny:

Right okay, out, I have business to attend to.

Jimmy gets up uncomfortably, tries to say one more thing and is shoed away by Tiny’s hand movements and is already making a phone call and has dismissed Jimmy.

Outside the door Jimmy stands and listens, an old habit of his. Tiny in a muffled tone talking on the phone. The sound coming through the door. Jimmy pushes the door a tiny bit so he can listen more clearly.

Tiny:

Max, how’d you do with those reports? Did you manage to get someone in there?

Max:

Yeah, we fooled em alright, told em we were doing environmental stuff and they bought it hook line……….

 Tiny:

Bla bla get on with it.

Max:

 I’m afraid not as good as you originally thought. With further core testing the concentration levels are low.

Tiny:

What do you mean low, Miles said there was enough platinum to supply the whole world.

Max:

I’m telling you Mr. T it’s not a viable reserve. Maximum five years, then a big black hole.

In an angry whispered tone forgetting his bad language rule.

Tiny:

What the fuck are you saying not a viable reserve? Listen to me, I want those reports, every god damn last one and no copies do you hear me max? If I find out you’ve double crossed me, you, your wife even your fucking grand mother will end up at the bottom of the river.

He clicks the phone down with a bang, then immediately picks up the receiver. Jimmy is still standing at the door with a shocked look on his face.

Tiny puts on his charming voice, his salesman’s voice from the old days.

Tiny: (pretending to sound concerned)

It’s me, is this line secure? Good. . .  is the prospectus ready for the debenture offer for  Platinum Africa…. Good. Got the G.O reports, my god it’s the biggest find in years, there’s more platinum there to supply the world for the next hundred years….We’re gonna make more money than you’ve ever dreamed of…. Yeah I’ll get those reports to you….yes as soon as I get them you’ll have them… yip if we’re on track I’d say we can start mining in six months….One thing though, you’ve godda keep this under you hat, (knowing full well he won’t) not a word to any one, it can’t get out to any one at this stage….phone me when you’re ready to list.

Tiny puts the phone down with a big grin on his face.

Immediately we see the stock broker Michael Beckham in his office with a hustle and bustle behind him, phoning his top investor Sir Charles Radcliff.

Michael:

Sir Charles, it’s me Beck’s, have I got a scoop for you.

INT: The offices of Tiny.  

Back to Jimmy, standing with a sly vindictive grin on his face.

Jimmy to himself:

I think this is a call for celebration Jimmy my boy.

INT. Amansie hotel.

Nelia and Tim are busy chatting away to customers. Tim sees Charley and the girls walk in.

Tim:

Aah there you are Charley, the Dawson’s want to go to the falls, think you can take them now, and maybe a game drive if you have the time.

Charley:

Yes sir, no problem:

Charley looking a bit embarrassed.

Katie:

Sorry, it’s our fault, we dragged Charley with us, sorry.

Tim:

No, no problem, the Dawson’s have only just arrived. It’s such good weather, just right for the falls.

Mrs. Dawson:

And if we could please see a rhino, we’ve only ever seen one at the zoo.

Miles:

Well if you have room for one more I’d really love to see them. Want to come Lizzie?

Lizzie:

Well, it does sound tempting.

Miles:

You said you wanted to reacquaint yourself with the place, come on you two, it’ll be fun.

Katie:

Aaah no……. I……. um think I’ll give it a miss, have a little afternoon ziz.

Miles:

 Well I suppose two women is better than nothing hey! I’ll just get a drink then we’ll meet you out front Charley.

Charley:

Yeah mate, out front.

Tim:

Well Kit Kat I guess it’s just you and I………..and a whole bunch of others….Lets go outside and have a drink, the family are dying to talk to you.

Katie:

Yip some quality time hey dad, not quantity, and half an hour tops, I want my afternoon zizzy.

They walk outside and the family are all there talking at once, arguing as usual, the waiters are running after the family more than the customers. There are a few customers putting their hands up for service and Mr. Wallis is as usual getting impatient.

Shay spots Tim and Katie.

Shay:

Hey you two, what’s this stealing my little game ranger while I’m still in bed?

Katie in a sweet little voice.

Katie:

Now auntie Shay you have to get up early if you want to play with the toy boys.

Shay in a laughable voice.

Shay:

Mmmmmm I can see I’m gonna have to keep my eyes peeled on you, won’t be the first time I’ve let one get away ’cos of you, and where’s that sister of yours?

Katie:

She’s gone to see the falls with Miles and the Dawson’s.

They have a giggle.

Connie:

Wondered what you were up to, finding your selves a boyfriend I suppose.

Biddy:

They don’t always have to have a man you know Connie, and it’s finding your selves boyfriends, not finding your selves ‘a’ boyfriend, you think after marrying Mr. Oxford you’d be able to speak properly.

Arguing for the sake of it. Connie ignoring the jab.

Connie:

My father always used to say you betterrr be quick and find ‘yourselves’ a man before they are all taken, otherwise we’ll have to take you off the shelf and dust you everrry now and again.

Biddy:

Now she uses yourselves. . . now it’s in the wrong place, shit man, well any way, he got rid of you quick enough……………..

Tim interrupts before there is the usual eruption.

Tim:

Come on let’s try and be civil for a change.

Katie:

Yes, Lizzie and I want to discuss the celebrations next Saturday. We thought we’d have a music evening to celebrate mom and dad’s anniversary and since it’s also the anniversary of great granddads opening of Amansie, the local musicians and staff all want to get involved as usual. So we thought we’d have the whole bash together, have a huge sheep on a spit and all that.

Nelia:

And we’ve got Ella’s band coming, so we can all sing our usual songs. If anyone’s got anything new, I for one would be very pleased. We thought we could all pair up and do some jazz numbers together

Richard:

This is going to be fun, got just the song, sang this one in North Africa with one of the natives, standing ovations from the troops, Kalulu my man you and I, we’ll team up together, you only have to follow my lead.

Kalulu:

Yis boss, me boss, I can dance verrrry well.

Nelia:

Well, Ella’s made herself available if you want a few practice sessions; let’s get a few of our guests involved, it’ll be more fun that way.

Connie:

Tim, and make them all bring a bottle… or two, you know what some of your friends are like, it’ll be like ninety percent off at the ten Rand shop.

She kills herself laughing at her own joke.

Tim:

We’re not peasants you know, its not a bring and share casual evening, it’s something special, we can’t ask people to bring their own drinks to a silver wedding anniversary.

Connie:

Well you’ve got more money than 

brain, my grandfather used to say, you only know who your friends are when they have to bring their own liquor.

Tim and Nelia roll their eyes to the ceiling.

EXT. Victoria Falls rain forest:

Miles, Lizzie, Charley and the Dawson’s’ walking through the Victoria Falls rain forest. There is a view of the Victoria Falls, the huge mountain of water, they are soaked with the spray from the falls. Lizzie is unaware that her top is completely see through, her brown nipples show through her top, Mrs. Dawson coughs at Lizzie, who tries to cover them by folding her arms tightly across her chest. The four of them stop to admire then stop on the walk way to admire the falls, Charlie is talking in a loud voice so that they can hear him over the sound of the falls.

Charley:

This is the largest curtain of falling water in the world. Five million litres of water per minute go over the falls.

Miles:

I wonder how it all began.

Lizzie:

  About 200 million years ago, before the dinosaurs and basically to put it in plane English the Earth's landmass began to separate. Cracks appeared throughout the Earth's crust which allowed molten lava to flow towards the surface and cool into soft loose-joined basalt. The Batoka Gorge was formed as the Zambezi, slowly, slowly, ever so slowly, over millions of years, amazing how persistent water can be! 

Charley:

David Livingstone was the first white man to view what the locals call 'Mosi-oa-Tunya' The Smoke That Thunders. The experience moved him so much that he famously quoted in his journal 'on sights as beautiful as this, angels in their flight must have gazed', and named them after his reigning monarch. So today, we all know this great waterfall as The Victoria Falls.

They carry on walking and Charley turns to the Dawson’s and points toward the white water rafters.

Charley:

Fancy a white water trip or a bunji jump Mrs. Dawson?

She laughs; she is small and fat and knows Charley is making fun of her.

Mrs. Dawson:

Not for me Charley, that’s more for the young strong ones like your friend Miles here. What do you think Miles, fancy hanging yourself from a rope?

We see a close up shot of a man bunji jumping, falling in full flight and then getting bounced back by the ropes like a yo-yo.

Miles:

I think I’ll give it a miss for now Mrs. Dawson but certainly wouldn’t mind trying to white water raft; you can join me on that if you like.

Mrs. Dawson (giggling):

Oh Miles you’re such a charmer.

They continue walking through the forest.

Miles:

I wouldn’t like to fall down there.

Lizzie:

Well a few have committed suicide over the years.

Miles:

Charming way to die, very dramatic.

There are a few locals outside the falls selling there wares and a local man is cooking on a fire, Mrs. Dawson points to thin sausage like things on the fire.

Mrs. Dawson:

What are those?

Lizzie:

 They are Mopani worms; try one it’s like chicken.


They give her one on a paper serviette; she takes one bite and almost retches, spitting it out.

Miles:

I think I’ll have one of those corns.

Lizzie:

Its not corn it’s a mealie, very different, but same family.

 Miles:

Well as long as it wasn’t crawling up someone’s leg an hour ago I’m happy.

Charley:

Well let’s head back, and maybe we’ll be just in time to see your rhino Mrs. Dawson.

Mrs. Dawson: 

Oh great, I can’t wait, have you seen one Miles?

Miles:

No I can’t say I have Mrs. Dawson so it’ll be a first for me too.

Getting to the Land Rover there’s a small monkey trying to rummage in the vehicle, he’s shoed away by Charley.

Charley:

Hey get away you thieving little bugger.

INT: Game Park.

We see antelope, kudu, impala, and zebra. The Land Rover slows right down and Charley puts his fingers to his lips and points to a nearby bush. Mrs. Dawson hands the binoculars to her husband. 

Charley (whispered):

Can you see them, there, in the bush? It’s a mother with her calf.

Mr. Dawson:

 Doesn’t look like a baby.

Charley:

 Looks can be deceiving. That calf’s about eight months old, there is a strong bond between mother and young, they stay with their mother for one to two years.

Mrs. Dawson:

Can we get any closer?

Charley:

No way, rhino’s have poor eyesight but acute senses of hearing and smell, it's their method of detecting danger and when they are with their babies they’re very volatile and extremely dangerous.
We’re extremely proud of our baby. Do you know how long they’re pregnant for?

Miles:

I know it’s a long time, what, 12 months or something?

Charley:

15 months to be exact; and did you know that calves can stand 10 minutes after being born and begin to follow their mothers right away.

Lizzie:

Are you impressed Mr. McPherson?

Miles:

You damn right Miss Bradshaw.

INT: Hotel room in the shower.

Lizzie is taking a shower and Katie marches in.

Katie:

It’s me; I came to see how your afternoon was. Did you two get caught in the bushes?

Lizzie:

Oh shoosh you, I’m not going down that road.

Katie:

Yeah yeah I’ve heard that one before, be careful or I might steal him from you!

Nelia, with a rap at the door. 

Nelia:

Are you girls on your way?

Lizzie and Katie:

We’ll be down in twenty.

EXT: Outside. 

The family are gathered at the lookout, the sun about half an hour to setting, drinks in hand they spot two eland and a sable who are the first animals at the drinking hole tonight. Lizzie is restless and Katie looks at her and smiles:

Katie:

Looking for someone?

Lizzie:

Of course not, who would I be looking for? It’s you who’s looking for someone.

Katie:

Just be careful Lizzie, this one’s different I can see it in your eyes.

Lizzie:

Don’t be ridiculous I’ve only known him a few days, then he goes back to his world and I go back to mine.

Katie:

All I’m saying is to be careful, he’s handsome, intelligent, mysterious, just your type, I just don’t want to see you get hurt.

Tim:

Who’s getting hurt?

Lizzie:

No-one; we’re just talking about the snared animals and all that.

Tim:

Mmmmm. There’s two kudu arriving tomorrow on the Adamson’s truck, caught in a snare.

Lizzie:

When is all this going to stop? What is the government doing about it? I’m going to mention all this at my next conference.

Tim:

No Lizzie you have to leave well alone. If we start chirping they’ll start intimidating us here at the hotel, I can only hold them off for so long.

Katie:

But you’re protected dad, they can’t touch you.

Tim:

I’m white Katie. In this country it seems we have no rights and the world doesn’t care, they figure after apartheid in South Africa its pay back time.

Lizzie:

Yes, but we’ve never been like that; you love this country, we all do. It’s our soul dad. We’ve grown up with the black people; they are as much a part of us as we are of them.

Tim:

Yes, but others don’t see it like that.

The three of them look out, it is beautiful. Nelia comes and stands with them they stand holding hands as the sun starts to set. Lizzie senses that someone is watching her, she turns a little to see Miles slightly to her left, she motions for him to come over and puts her finger on her lip to indicate that he mustn’t speak.

V.O. An African song breaks out as the sun is setting. “Ipi Tombi” by Margaret Singana.

Lizzie:

So how did you enjoy  Mosi-oa-Tunya?

Miles:

A what?

Lizzie (laughing):

Mosi-oa-Tunya, the falls, the smoke that thunders.

Miles:

Oh my god I thought some kind of insect they wanted me to eat.

Lizzie

No silly that’s a mopani worm, and did you eat it, no, you were chicken.

Miles:

No way after watching Mrs. Dawson’s face.

He makes a retching movement and then laughs.

Miles:

But the falls were probably the most amazing thing I’ve ever seen and the rhino of course, in fact this place is ……I can’t even begin to describe it, you know when you think of Africa you immediately think negatively; starvation, poverty, AIDS, and then you come here and …… and it all seems like a mirage.

Katie leans over and says to Miles,

Katie:

Well its sounds like you two had a ball, in fact if you’re into marketing …….Gosh you need to talk to dad, we need someone like you to get this place back on the map, someone who’s seen this place; you know, first hand experiences and all that.

Charley then starts to put his input in on the subject.

Charley:

Yeah, people are frightened to come back here after all the trouble, but as you can see for yourself it doesn’t really affect the every day person coming on holiday and you know how th…

Tim:


Well not the violence on the farms but a few things Charley, not all.

Miles:

Yes Lizzie explained the whole thing to me this morning, are they only attacking white owned farms?

Tim:

 On the contrary. Just recently a majority black-owned enterprise that employs 5000 workers and is the second-largest exporter of horticultural products. Also, the farm is in an export processing zone, which makes it legally immune from confiscation, but that didn't stop the  high ranking officials  from moving in and claiming to be the new owners.

Miles:

It all sounds so complicated, no wonder the rest of the world have no clue what’s going on here.

Tim:

The farm invasions, or so called land reform, were never really about redressing the legacy of colonialism or they would have done it 25 years ago, it’s about power.

Miles:

Yes, but didn’t they give the farms to the workers?

Tim:

No, they kicked them off as well. You’ve godda understand Miles, the whole thing was a big political and corruption thing, the only people who benefitted was the government, oh, they gave a few pieces to the peasants, but they weren’t skilled, they have no money for seed or equipment so the land now sits empty with the whole country starving to death. We’ve got farm workers that were kicked off, thrown out of their homes that they have been living in all their lives, just doing odd jobs for food, they can’t find work. Where are they to go now?

Lizzie:

So Miles you’ve seen the good, heard the bad, what do you think? Can you get this place back on the map?

They all look at him with hope. He is now embarrassed. How can he tell them it’s all a lie? He fumbles in his pocket and awkwardly looks at his cell changing the subject.

Miles:

Ah………hh ummm I need to use the phone, my mobile doesn’t seem to work here, ummm is there a phone that I can use internationally?

Tim looks deflated, the family think that Miles does not want to market the hotel, that he is making excuses, and they all look a bit sad. Tim has a strained look on his face.

Tim:

Yes of course. I’ll call Nelia she can show you where the phone is, also your cell will work, but you have to go to the top of the hill, it won’t pick up the signal from here.

He calls Nelia over who is talking to some customers.

Nelia: (With a false grin)

Darling I was just chatting to the Wallis’s, listening to their fascinating life.

She pulls a face and does the yap yap action. And mouths the word “boring.”

Nelia:

Why didn’t you rescue me? I can’t stand that man, he’s the most arrogant, boring man all in one and his wife, she’s like a corpse, never has anything to say for herself, but agrees with her lord and master.

Tim has a bit of his humour back.

Tim:

Mmmm just the kind of woman I want.

Nelia smacks him on the arm playfully.

Tim:

Sweetheart, Miles needs to use the phone. When you go and check up on dinner can you show him where the phone is?

Nelia:

Of course, you’ll be impressed Miles we’ve got state of the art equipment here at Amansie.

Katie and Lizzie start to giggle.

Together:

We’ll come with you mom, we’ve godda see the look on Miles’ face.

Miles:

What are you all up to?

They start walking toward the stairs.

INT. Amansie. The entrance of the phone room. 

Nelia pushes the door open. There is a black phone on the desk quite large in size, very old fashioned, there is a small black button on the bottom left hand side.

Nelia in a very sarcastic tone speaks to Miles, but also with a lot of humour.

Nelia:

You see how up to date we are Miles, state of the art I might tell you! Now when you want to make a call you lift the receiver, and you see this little button, you press it, and if no-one is hogging the line, you dial zero for dialling tone; and only then can you make a phone call.

Katie and Lizzie start to laugh at Miles’ face.

Miles:

You’re kidding; you have to go through this whole process every time you need to make a phone call?

Nelia.

Yip, that’s right, that’s why we hardly ever bother.

Lizzie:

Well let’s leave Miles to make his phone call. We’ll see you later.

They leave and Miles is alone, he checks that no one is about then closes the door.

He puts his hand on the receiver, and his mind wanders, all of a sudden the phone rings under his hand, he instinctively picks it up, there is a pause and he realizes it could be a customer.

Miles: (Into the phone)

 Ahhhh ahh, hello, I mean ahhh Amansie hotel, can I, can I help you?

Jimmy:

Miles? Miles? Is that you, why are you answering the phone?

 Miles:

Jimmy? Jimmy? Is that you?

Jimmy:

Of course it’s me you idiot, who else would know your name?

Miles:

It’s the strangest thing… I was here, I mean I was trying to phone you, and then, and then you phoned, it’s so odd.

Jimmy:

Whadda you blabbing about, Christ man who cares. I’ve been trying to phone the hotel, no-one ever answers. How’s the deal going, have you screwed her yet?

Miles winces at Jimmy’s vulgarity.

Miles:

God Jimmy, you’re so vulgar, and no it’s not like that here, this place, the people…..

Jimmy:

Bla bla bla, God you sound like you’re going all soft and squishy. You better make the deal or Tiny will cut your balls off. (Sarcastically). Oooh sorry about my bad language.

Miles:

No, listen, I don’t know if I can go through with this.

Jimmy:

You, the great Miles McPherson, Mr. Ice Man softening, mmmm can’t wait to tell Tiny.

Miles:

No Jimmy, don’t you dare, listen I’m working on it, just don’t say a word.

INT: The next morning. London stock exchange.8.45am

There are people rushing around, the room rises to an energy level like a spaceship about to launch, there is rushing. Speakers, teletype machines, news printers, faxes, phones are ringing. Brokers mill by their desks gulping coffee, scanning papers, the quotrons, three minutes until opening. The green fluorescent numbers split across the board, the clicker grows louder and louder, the bell goes off, the clock flashes its time. Brokers start shouting orders at one another, it seems like chaos, but it’s an everyday occurrence at the stock market. Michael Beckham, gulping his coffee, gets his laptop out; he’s in a plush office. Bill, who is Michael’s best buddy, puts his head around the corner.

Bill:

Hey Becks, what’s looking good today?

Becks is opening his laptop, connecting.

Becks:

Godda feeling we’re gonna make a killing today. Give me half an hour, I’m gonna give you something, and you alone.

Bill:

Are you sure it’s good, I need a good thing, my investors are gonna eat my balls if I don’t come up with something good. Okay, speak to you in thirty.

He leaves Becks alone. He is working furiously on his computer, the camera zooms in on the stocks, he clicks to Platinum Africa and buys fifty thousand shares, first in Lord Charles’s name and then in his own name. Bill then puts his head back around the corner.

Bill:

Times up, let me in on it Becks.

Becks looks up.

Becks:

Platinum Africa, the biggest find this year. My investor, he owns the mine so you can bet your arse it’s good. When the market opens tomorrow, buy five thousand shares, so it doesn’t look like a tip off, then start buying twenty thousand, then take it up to fifty, and I want ten percent, so you’ll have to take a smaller cut.

Bill does a yes signal and stops dead.

Bill:

Ten percent, you fucking thief, make it five.

Becks:

Seven.

Bill:

Deal……… thanks mate, I won’t forget, I owe you one.

Becks:

You bet you do, now piss off so I can do some money making.

INT: Amansie hotel, Miles’ bedroom.

Miles hears a knock at the door, it’s one of the hotel workers; he opens the door, it’s Watson.

Miles:

Good morning Watson, oh tea that’s great.

Watson:

Good morning Mr. Miles, very good day, big rain storm.

He puts the tray down; Miles goes over to his trousers to get a tip and hands it over to Watson.

Watson:

No no baasie, when you leave you give me shoes, nice ones, Watson getting married, need good shoes.

Miles:

Of course Watson, you can have my shoes, I promise.

Watson:

You no give to Kalulu?

Miles:

No, no I won’t, I give to you.

He leaves and Miles smiles to himself, he walks to the window and sees in the distance Lizzie sitting on a wooden platform by the river. He has a look on his face that is full of love, and at that moment he realizes that he is in love.

 Miles: (to himself)

This was not meant to happen, shit, shit, shit, shit. Now that I’ve finally found the woman I’ve been looking for I have to destroy her and her whole family. Well done Miles, well done, you’ve really done it this time.

He looks away from the window, quickly gets dressed, runs down the stairs to the breakfast room, grabs a plate, fills it with bacon not realizing that the guests in the breakfast room go silent while they watch him in his own world. He covers the bacon with a white napkin and makes his way to the river edge. As he gets closer he sees that Lizzie is not alone. Tim is there and there is quite a hive of activity. Lizzie turns to see him and motions for him to come, he is embarrassed and does not quite know what to do with the bacon, he’s tempted to throw it away, but changes his mind.

Lizzie:

What on earth are you doing out here?

Miles decides to fib.

Miles:

I uhhh, I saw you and Tim out here and thought you might need a bite; you’ve been standing out here for ages.

Tim:

Gosh Miles that’s very good of you.

Tim starts to pick at the bacon, while his mouth is full;

Tim:

Mmmm don’t tell Nelia, she’s so paranoid about cholesterol, she’ll have my guts for garters if she sees me eating this.

Lizzie takes a bite.

Lizzie:

Well, we won’t tell her now will we Miles.

They have a laugh.

Miles:

What are you all doing out here so early?

Lizzie:

You’re about to witness how we do business in this country. It’s like back in the old days; we don’t just go into a shop and buy goods anymore. We trade, wheel and deal.

They look up and a dhow is coming towards them with a small outboard motor on the back. Six African males are in the boat, two in army uniforms. They wave.

Miles:

Isn’t this illegal? What happens if you get caught?

Lizzie:

Well for a start the authorities never do anything until mid day, and secondly, they would have already been cut in on the deal, hence everyone’s happy. They get what they want and we get what we want.

Tim:

You have to remember Miles, this was a thriving country, we were self contained, never needed anything from the outside world, then, unfortunately the whites started sticking there noses into politics, we all knew that our government was and still is under a dictatorship, but who cares, we were all happy, well fed, no problems.

Lizzie:

What sparked it off was when the elections came up. The present government knew that they were loosing the vote so got every youth they could find, told him he was a war vet, and promised him the world; money, land, so all they had to do was go in and take over the farms. Now the country is in tatters, most of the farms sit empty now, even the so called war vets are sitting empty handed. All promises forgotten.

The dhow gets to the edge and one of the men throw a rope. Tim catches it and ties it to the edge. The two men jump out and start hauling boxes into the air which are caught by the other two.

Tim then calls some of the hotel workers to bring the goods. Amongst the goods are some plastic containers filled with liquid, packs of meat, vegetables.

They all greet each other.

The first man:

We bring you big shrimp and many fish.

He opens one of the boxes.

First man cont:

And one box good stuff.

He opens the box, there is champagne in the box.

They exchange boxes and Tim speaks in English and the local language, the trade goes on for quite some time. One of the containers is opened and the liquid pineapple wine is tasted. Tim hands over wads of local currency. There is a hustle amongst the men, they finally get the goods back into the boat, wave, and off they go.

Miles looks amongst the goods; he is fascinated at the range of imported fish.  The locals take the goods back to the hotel with Tim carrying several boxes, leaving Miles and Lizzie alone.

Miles:

Well that was the most fascinating thing I’ve ever experienced.

Lizzie:

I’m sure, not quite like going to Marks and Spark’s hey.

Miles:

You can say that again! Shopping will never be the same again. I have a completely new concept of shopping.

They start to laugh at the silliness of it all.

Miles:

Tell me, is there ever a dull moment in this place?

Lizzie:

Never.

INT: Reception area.

Mr. Wallis is impatient.

Mr. Wallis:

You know, I booked this game drive days ago; I do not enjoy being kept waiting. If your staff can not keep time I suggest to you get rid of them and start again.

Nelia:

Mr. Wallis I can’t understand what could have happened to Charley. Why don’t you have a coffee and we’ll send one of the staff to look for him.


Mr. Wallis:

I do not want another cup of coffee and nor do I need another cup of coffee, what I do want is to go on my game drive, now we will wait right here until he arrives.

Mrs. Wallis tries to speak.

Mrs. Wallis:

Ahhh dear I could do with a cup……..

Mr. Wallis:

Be quiet Mildred, if I wanted your opinion I would have asked for it.

The two children mimic him behind his back. They pretend to stick their noses in the air and the boy Steven puts his thumb under his arm pit like a newspaper.

Children:

If we wanted your opinion we would have asked for it.

Nelia stifles a giggle.

Mr. Wallis:

I’m glad you find this amusing.

Watson comes along. At the same time Miles and Lizzie arrive. They see the commotion, Lizzie in a whispered tone to Miles.

Lizzie:

Told you, no dull moments.

Nelia:

Oh Watson, have you seen Mr. Charley?

Watson:

He he he he ……………………

He is giggling like a school girl.

Watson:

He is upstairs with Miss Shay, they doing bonkie bonkie.

He gyrates for them. Mr. Wallis is horrified, his mouth is almost open in disgust, he tries to speak but the words won’t come out.  Nelia is trying not to laugh; Lizzie and Miles are trying to look serious.

Nelia:

Th……… thank you Watson, that will be all.

He continues, walking and gyrating, laughing, two steps then gyrates and continues, saying bonkie bonkie ehhhh ehhh bonkie bonkie, until out of site.  Miles intervenes, trying to look serious.

Miles:

I uhhh….. I’ll take you; I’m sure with Lizzie’s help I’ll find my way around.

Katie arrives munching on a piece of toast.

Katie:

What’s all the commotion about, and what on earth is going on with Watson, he looks obsessed.

Nelia:

You don’t wanna know; believe me you don’t wanna know.

Lizzie:

Miles has offered to take the Wallis’ for a game drive.

Katie:

Well where’s Charley?

Lizzie indicates with her eyes up the stairs, and coughs slightly.

Lizzie:

He’s ah, he’s otherwise tied up at the moment.

Katie in a whispered tone:

Katie:

I bet he’s tied up………Eeeew gross.

Enter Charley, running tucking his shirt in, pulling his pants up, doing his zipper up, hair tumbled, trying to straighten it.

Charley:

 Sorry sorry, uhh sorry about that, got a little tied up.

Nelia in a not so amused tone as she is trying to sound serious in front of the Wallis’s. Behind their father, the two children are mimicking Watson and doing gyrating movements at Charley, he mouths the words “you little buggers”

Nelia:

Yes we heard. Well the Wallis’ are waiting Charley.

 Mr. Wallis is looking down his nose at Charley.

Charley:

Yeah right, on my way, come on, let’s go.

They are bustled into the Land rover.

Lizzie:

Where are the fandamnily?

Nelia:

They’re all at rehearsals.

Miles:

What rehearsal?

Lizzie:

We’re having a sing along jazz evening on Saturday for mum and dad’s anniversary, also the anniversary of the opening of Amansie.

Nelia:

Miles would you join us, or will you be going back to London?

 Miles:

No, I should be here, in fact, till next week sometime.

 Katie:

Oh goodie, I’m sure we can find you something fun, it’s traditional to get the guests involved.

Miles:

Well I don’t know……. I don’t think I know any songs. Would baa baa black sheep do?

 Lizzie:

 No, I think not……. We take our musical evenings very seriously. (Pretending to be very British)

Nelia:

Why don’t the three of you go off to Ella’s and make a choice, she has so much to choose from.

Lizzie:

What do you think; will you risk it, getting involved in all our antics?

Miles:

 Well doesn’t look like I have much choice.

The phone rings and Nelia answers it.

Nelia (on the phone):

 One double room, okay, for the 20th… Yes of course we have flushing toilets, mmm yes, and bathrooms.

She looks up at the three of them and rolls her eyes, does the yap yap thing and mouths to them “I’ll see you later”. They nod and give a wave.

INT. Ella’s studio

The room is luxuriously and artistically furnished. Odd ornaments are scattered here and there. Silk and velvet cushions adorn the two red couches a leopard skin is draped over the back of the couch. The sound of a piano is heard in the adjoining room.

The three of them walk in to see the rest of the family. There are snippets of Colonel Richard and Kalulu practicing, and Connie and Biddy arguing. They stop to greet them.

Biddy:

Oh goody you’ve dragged poor Miles over here; they got you to sing a song then.

Miles:

Looks like it, seems I have a gun to my head.

Biddy:

Mmm run while you have the chance my boy or you’ll be trapped for ever.

Miles looks at Lizzie.

Miles:

I think I’d like that.

Lizzie ignores what Miles has just said and instead turns her attention on Ella.

Ella enters the room. She is an eccentric woman in her late fifties. She's a typical music teacher type. She's very British and prides herself on her affluence of the English language. Her accent is slightly exaggerated and her appearance also exaggerated with very red lipstick which has seeped between her wrinkles. She should have been born in the eighteenth century; she could have been straight from a Barbara Cartland novel.

Ella:

Uhh ladies, so good to see you. My my, you two have grown into beautiful young women.

Both the girls greet her with hugs.

Lizzie:

Miles this is Ella.

The girls have an amused look on their faces as Ella always says the same thing when ever she meets people. Biddy and Connie mimic her whilst she is speaking.

Ella:

Mr. McPherson how wonderful to meet you.

She looks him over.

Ella:

Well there's one friend with whom you need not be ashamed, quite the gentleman.

Miles:

Well thank you and I'm looking forward to making music with you.

Ella:

Mr. McPherson, I did not ask if you are musical.

Connie:

The girls over here want to do a gruesome threesome with what's his face.

Miles:

Miles.

Connie:

Sorry, can never remember people’s names. Any way how about you and me and old bat doing a number together?

Miles:

No problem, have the same problem my self, I think it’s age, not in your case though, entirely me. I mean mine, and yes a song with you would be my pleasure.

Ella (sarcastic):

Ha, really Connie my dear you are so comical you ought to perform on stage.

 Katie:

Stop while you’re ahead, or you'll be roped into all kinds of things.

They start to laugh. Katie brings them a list of songs and the scene is faded out.

INT: London, Tiny’s office.

Tiny:

Jimmy Jimmy. . . where the hell are you?

Jimmy and the new secretary’s assistant are in the office kissing. She’s a real little tart, short dress, bleached blonde hair, cockney accent.  As Tiny enters she quickly puts her dress down, adjusts her breasts, chewing gum, she has no idea who Tiny is. 

 Geena:

Ah yes Mr. Taylor, right away Mr. Taylor, I’ll have that faxed straight away.

The new assistant gives Tiny the once over and walks away.

 Tiny:

Who the hell employed that creature?

Jimmy:

I did, Geena needed some assistance so I complied.

 Tiny:

Mmm, I’m sure you did. Get rid of her.

Jimmy:

Well ah I’ve only just employed her….

Tiny, walking out the door.

 Tiny: 

She’s gone; and I want to see you in my office in ten minutes, you’re going to Africa.

Jimmy (to himself):

Fuck. … The bastard just wants to get rid of me. Shit, shit, shit; well I’ll have to put a spoke in daddies little wheel now won’t I?

EXT. Outside Ella’s studio. 

Biddy and Connie are trying to get the umbrella up but the wind is howling around them.

Biddy: (to Miles Katie and Lizzie.)

I think we’ll wait until the storms over, you know they are over before they even begin.

Miles: 

Funny I saw Watson this morning, he said it would rain.

We see a huge rainstorm, the clouds are black there is thunder and lightning.

INT: Amansie Hotel.

Day of the concert. The dining area, the band setting up, there is activity all around. Nelia is supervising, Connie is arranging all the flowers, they have all been set on the tables and she is finishing the remaining few. Biddy is sitting drinking her vodka with her feet up, not a care in the world, and throwing the odd criticizing remark.

Biddy:

Well if you ask me I would have put in a bit of pink in those flowers instead of all that silver.

Connie:

Well luckily we did not ask you, and it’s not a bleedy wedding it’s an evening of fun and romantic.

Biddy:

Romance.

Connie:

Ah?

Biddy:

Romance.

Connie:

Yes, that’s what I said, romantic.

Biddy shakes her head, has a puff of her ciggy.

Biddy:(to herself)

That’s why I drink, it keeps me sane.

Colonel Richard Redding is seen on the stage doing his dance steps, instructing Kalulu.

Tim walks in.

 Tim:

Kalulu have you got some extra waiters tonight to help you, since you’re in the show?

Kalulu:

 Yes Mister Tim, no problem.

INT: Lizzie’s room.

Lizzie and Katie are chatting in the room.

Katie:

 What on earth are you going to wear; you can’t go in your jeans.

Lizzie:

Mmm; any suggestions?

Katie:

 Well, I’ve a little black number you can wear, not all that glam though.

Lizzie:

Yip, well I was thinking, let’s go raid the attic, all mums stage dresses are up there and it is a jazz evening.

Katie:

 That’s a great idea.

INT: Below the Attic.  

The girls are seen climbing up the stairs and are struggling with the latch, Tim walks by with Shay.

Lizzie: 

Oh dad, give us a hand.

Tim:

What on earth are you girls doing up there?

 Lizzie:

We’re raiding mums clothes, godda find something jazzy.

Tim:

Okay, move over.

Tim helps them and they are inside the attic looking around opening boxes, dust flying. There is a big old fashioned mirror leaning on the wall, Katie examines it.

     Katie:

     Mirror mirror on the wall...

Enter Shay.

Shay:

Don’t think you’re the fairest of them all, you know very well I am!

Lizzie:(Sarcastically, but with amusement)

Oh Shay, of course you are.

Shay:

Now now don’t be bitchy! Now, are you girls finding something to wear?

Katie:

Ooh look at this.

It is a burnt orange, floor length dress in a shiny satin finish, it has a matching feather boa, and Katie pulls it out.

Katie: 

This is perfect, perfect for you Lizzie. 

Lizzie:

No you found it, it’s perfect for you.

Katie:

 No I want you to wear it.

 They argue a few more minutes, finally Shay interrupts.

Shay:

Okay I’ll wear it if you’re all gonna argue. 

Katie:

No Lizzie is wearing this; you are going to look magnificent.

 Lizzie is holding the dress up to herself. Katie has a long black and gold dress with feathers on the side. 

Lizzie:

That’s perfect for you.

Shay:

And what do you think of this. 

It’s a very sexy red dress with a flowing train.

Lizzie and Katie:

Oooh sexy Shay.

She tries it on but it’s way too small, she’s not happy.

Shay:

 Shit, shit, damn it, knew I should have lost a few pounds.

Katie:

Well anyway it would have clashed with Lizzie’s dress.

Shay:

Yeah I suppose you’re right, oh look at this one, much better than the red.

It’s a black slinky dress with a split up the front, she tries it on, it looks good.

Lizzie:

That’s better Shay, show your best assets off.

They are now playing the fool and laughing and putting old hats on and making a total mess of the place.

They are throwing various items down the attic stairs like top hats, scarves, and feather boas, one hat falls on Mr. Wallis as he goes past, the girls giggle as he’s tangled in a feather boa and can’t get free, Mrs. Wallis is fussing around him.

INT: Nelia and Tim’s bedroom. That night.

Tim is putting his shoes on in their private sitting room and Nelia comes through, she looks amazing, she is wearing a silver sequined dress, as it is their silver wedding anniversary, it is quite low cut. Nelia is only 42, Tim and Nelia got married when she was seventeen and he was twenty. 

Tim:

You look…….. You look, terrible!

 Nelia:

You look terrible yourself.

 He pulls her toward him.

Tim:

 No seriously, you look damn fine, yummy in fact.

 They kiss.

 Nelia:

You’re ruining my lip gloss silly.

Tim:

 I’ll ruin more than that.

Nelia:

You charmer.

Tim:

Talking about charm, I thought I’d charm you with this.

He takes out a long velvet case. She opens it. It’s a platinum necklace; very delicate with small diamonds and one large pear shaped diamond at the end with matching drop earrings.

 Nelia:

Oh my god, are these...

 Tim:

 Diamonds, yes! I thought after singing “Diamonds are a girl’s best friend” every year two days before our anniversary for twenty five years, it was time. Now no more singing that retched song!

Nelia:

They must have cost a small fortune.

 Tim:

 Actually no, all local. Got a deal on the diamonds, and Julia made it up for me no charge. The diamonds are not the best quality, one or two flaws.

 Nelia:

Oh Tim they are magnificent.

 He puts the necklace on after she has put on the earrings.

Tim:

Now let me see, mmmmm, you do look ravishing, we better go before I change my mind.

There is a knock at the door. Katie and Lizzie.

      Katie:

      You two in there?

The door is opened

Lizzie and Katie ooh and ahh when they see their parents.

Lizzie:

Ooh la la you two, and diamonds I see, or is it shiny glass!

Tim:

Cheeky witch.

Nelia:

Gosh, you two look divine, and all out of the attic I see.

Katie:

Mmmm yip, all, hope it doesn’t all fall apart.

Tim:

Come on let’s go down, guests will be waiting.

Lizzie:

Oh damn I forgot me lippy, I’ll see you down in a minute.

INT: Dinning room. 

All is set, the room looks fantastic and the guests are arriving. Nelia and Tim are shaking hands and kissing old friends, the room is buzzing with waiters, there is champagne flowing and snacks coming out the kitchen. The family are all gathered around chatting, and are approached by a nervous looking Miles.

Miles:

Katie, you look smashing.

Katie:

Well thank ya kindly sir, you don’t look too bad yourself.

Miles:

You mean the penguin suit, Colonel Richard got it for me, don’t know where, and not going to ask.

She’s about to move away, Miles catches her arm.

Miles:

Where’s Lizzie?

Katie: 

She’s on her way down, she won’t be a mo……oh there she is.

Lizzie enters; her beautiful auburn hair is piled on top of her head, the dress is tight fitting, showing just enough cleavage, her skin is tanned, her eyes look incredibly green against the orange of her dress. She has the feather boa draped across her shoulders. Miles walks up to her to greet her, he’s almost lost for words.

 Lizzie:

Well, what do you think?

She swirls around and almost trips on her high heals.

 Miles:

Hey, you look like a goddess; every man here will want a dance with you. 

 She thinks that he wants to fob her off and is a little disappointed.

Lizzie:

Oh I…. Yes well I’ve got to go and make an announcement.

Ella waves her hands, conducting to the band. The piano starts to play, the drums uncertainly join in, followed by the clarinet and flute. There’s a saxophone player, an old friend of the family, he waves to the crowd, and they are now in sync with each other and play a soft jazz number. The guests take their seats.

Lizzie: 

Katie come on we’re on, let’s get this party going.

Katie:

Rightoh.

They walk to the stage every one is now seated.

Lizzie:

As you all know, you’re all here for a very good reason.

Katie:

Our parent’s 25th wedding anniversary.

Lizzie:

And as you all know this hotel started as a small trading post nearly a hundred years ago, our guests included Cecil John Rhodes; and he once said to my great great grandmother, “this will one day be a grand hotel, Amansie hotel.”

Katie:

So we are going to start by singing a great favourite of the folks.

The music begins “you’re the top” and Lizzie is the first to sing, she is then joined by Katie.
You’re the Top
 

(Lizzie)- At words poetic I’m so pathetic

That I always have found it best

Instead of getting it off my chest

To let them rest unexpressed

I hate parading my serenading

As I’ll probably miss a bar

But if this ditty is not so pretty

At least it’ll tell you both how great you are

(Lizzie and Katie)- You’re the top - you’re the coliseum.

You’re the top -

Mmm you’re the Louvre museum.

(Katie)- You’re a melody from a symphony by Strauss.

You’re a Bendel bonnet, a Shakespeare sonnet, you’re Mickey Mouse.

(Lizzie and Katie)-You’re the Nile - you’re the tower of Pisa.

You’re the smile - on the Mona Lisa.

We’re a worthless check, a total wreck, a flop.

But if baby we’re the bottom, you’re the top.

You’re the top, you’re Mahatma Gandhi.

You’re the top - you are napoleon brandy.

You’re the purple light of a summer night in Africa.

You’re the national gallery,

You’re Garbo’s salary,

You’re cellophane.

You are sublime, you’re a turkey dinner.

You’re the time - the time of the Derby winner.

(Lizzie) Kit Kat you’re a balloon that is fated soon to pop.

But if baby we’re the bottom, you’re the top, top.

(Katie) Lizzie, there is something I got to tell ya...

(Lizzie)What is it?

(Katie)Well, ummmm

They’re the top, they are - mmm they’re a Waldorf salad

Oh no, no let me say it

They’re the top, they are? – They’re a Berlin ballad they’re the nimble tread of the feet of Fred Astaire

Tim shouts from the crowd:

Actually I don’t dance very well!

(Lizzie and Katie)Whatever, whatever, whatever on the great Durante. That’s better

Coz if baby we’re the bottom,

You’re the top

 With huge screams of more more more. Lizzie and Katie give a huge bow and flick their feather boas and strut off the stage.

There is some music in-between with a few African them songs played on the marimbas. Then Richard and Kalulu come on, Kalulu is dressed all in black, identical to Colonel Richard. They start to sing “Me and My Shadow”

Kalulu thinks he’s a comedian and doesn’t quite follow the Colonel, he does his own thing and when the audience starts to laugh and the Colonel turns to see Kalulu he quickly gets back into place. Again huge cheers from the audience.

Me and my shadow

Richard:

Like the wallpaper sticks to the wall

Like the seashore clings to the sea

Like you’ll never get rid of your shadow

Kalulu, you’ll never get rid of me

Let all the others fight and fuss

Whatever happens, we’ve got us.

Me and my shadow

We’re closer than pages that stick in a book

We’re closer than ripples that play in a brook

Strolling down the avenue

Wherever you find him, you’ll find me, just look

Closer than a miser or the bloodhound’s ? ? ? ? ?

Me and my shadow

Kalulu:

And when it’s sleeping time

That’s when we rise

We start to swing

Swing to the skies

Together:

Our clocks don’t chime

What a surprise

They ring-a-ding-ding!

Happy anniversary!

Colonel Richard:

Me and my shadow

And now to repeat what I said at the start

They’ll need a large crowbar to break us apart

We’re alone but far from blue

Say Kalulu

What is it, sir?

Do me a favour?

What do you want, now?

Would you mind taking it, just one more time?

From the top?

No! From the ending!

Wonderful!

And while we are swinging, to mention a few

We’ll drop in at Danny’s, the little club too

But wind up at jilly’s, whatever we do

Life is gonna be we-wow-whee!

(wow!)

For my shadow and me!

EXT:Outside


Lizzie is taking a breath of fresh air; she is standing looking at the stars.

Miles:

I thought you might need a little refreshment.

Lizzie:

Ta, thanks, these African summers can be so damn hot, I feel like I’m melting.

She takes the champagne.

Miles:

I um I just wanted to apologise, you know my comment, I think I’m brain dead sometimes.

Lizzie:

You don’t have to apologize, I fully understand; in fact I’m glad of it, put me back into reality. Monday I’ve really got to get stuck into my research.

Miles:

No, you don’t understand, I came out here, well it’s a long story, I didn’t realize I’d meet someone like you, I need to explain some things to you, it’s so damn complicated.

 Lizzie:

What are you saying?

Miles:

I don’t want to say anything, I just want to do this……….

He pulls her towards him and kisses her, long and sensual.

Watson interrupts them.

Watson:

Mr. Miles your friend is here, he know you.

He moves away and Jimmy is standing behind him.

Jimmy:

Miles, good to see you; hope I wasn’t interrupting a wedding proposal or nothing.

Miles looks shocked and is almost unable to speak.

 Miles:

Jim Jim Jimmy, um what are you doing here, when did you arrive, why didn’t you let me know you were coming? 

Lizzie:

Miles, how rude, sorry I’m Lizzie Bradshaw, how do you do, Miles didn’t mention he had a friend out here.

Jimmy:

How do you do, and I’m shocked at you Miles not telling Miss Bradshaw about me, especially since we’re so close an all.

Miles is not amused, there is an awkwardness.

Lizzie:

Well I’ll…. I think I need to check up on things, you must join us Jimmy, we’re having a little family party.

Jimmy:

So I see, yes I wouldn’t miss it for the world.

Lizzie:

 Where are you staying?

 Jimmy:

 Oh down the road at the River Lodge, you were full apparently; so business is good?

Lizzie:

Well yes and no, the hotel is full from all the family and relatives from all over the country; you see it’s my parent 25th.

Jimmy:

Uhhh I see.

Lizzie:

Well I’ll see you in a minute. Don’t forget you’re singing soon Miles; don’t disappear.

 She walks off.

Jimmy:

My my, so you’re singing as well as screw….…..

Miles grabs him by the scruff of his neck.

Miles:

What the bloody hell are you doing here?

 Jimmy:

Come to check on you; Tiny sent me, doesn’t like the progress you’re making, but I can see you are making big progress with Miss Tree Hug.

Miles:

You shut the hell up, it’s not like that, things have changed.


Jimmy:

Well I can certainly see that. Get your filthy paws off me. I’d be nice to me if I were you; I’m sure Miss Tree Hug would love to know all about your little adventure out here, and the reasons for coming.

Miles:

Listen to me you low life piece of garbage, she’s not to know anything; do you here me?

Out of earshot Colonel Richard is listening to all this and smoking his pipe; he nods his head. Connie appears and in a loud voice.

Connie:

What are you doing out here?

He puts his fingers to his lips for her to be quiet.

Connie:

Don’t you shush me up. 

Miles appears looking a bit worried that he might have been overheard.

Colonel Richard:

Came to tell you Miles my boy, apparently you’re up next.

 Connie:

Why you shushing me up? I don’t like been shushed up.

Colonel Richard:

My dear I wouldn’t dream of doing that, especially with your sweet voice. Come on, let’s go back inside, have some of that marvellous champagne.

Jimmy and Miles exchange looks.

Miles:

  You will be on your way then?

Jimmy:

Common on, one drink; I’ll be good, promise.

Miles:

No. I’ll contact you in the morning.

He grabs him again.

Jimmy:

Okay okay I’m going, keep your panties on.

Miles enters the dining area, Lizzie walks through the crowd to fetch him.

Lizzie:

Where’s your friend?

Miles:

He……uhhh in the end he had to go, forgot he’d actually made arrangements for dinner; it’s the time change you know, an hour or two behind or ahead, I forget, anyway he’s gone now. Let’s get on with the wonderful evening.

Lizzie:

You don’t like him much do you.

Miles:

No not really, he’s my uncle’s son; we were sort of forced together. My parents died when I was quite young, left me quite a big some of money, paid for me to go to Oxford and I’m afraid he’s been jealous ever since. Anyway it’s a long complicated story, I’ll tell you all about it….. soon I promise. Now you better get me on that stage before I change my mind.

He puts his top hat on and gives a huge broad grin.

 Lizzie:

You know you look bloody silly, but bloody handsome.

He pushes the hat at an even funnier angle.

Katie walks up to them.



Katie:

Come on you two. Shark bait are waiting for you.

Connie, Biddy and Miles are on stage and the piano starts to play, they are singing a funny version of “Ain’t she sweet’ but the word have been slightly changed.  Miles’ singing, Ain’t they sweet 

All the men in the crowd start to cheer.

Miles:

Oh ain't they sweet,

We’ll see them walking down that street.

Yes I ask you very confidentially:

Ain't they sweet?

Connie pretends to push Biddy out of the way. Biddy pouts.

Miles singing to Connie

Oh ain't she nice,

We’ll look her over once or twice.

Yes I ask you very confidentially:

Ain't she nice?

The crowd cheer

Just cast an eye

In her direction.

Oh me oh my,

Ain't that perfection?

Oh I repeat

Well don't you think that's kind of neat?

Yes I ask you very confidentially:

Ain't she sweet?

Biddy pushes Connie out of the way and Connie pulls a tongue.

Miles to Biddy:

Oh ain't she sweet,

We’ll see her walking down that street.

Well I ask you very confidentially;

Ain't she sweet?

Oh ain't that nice,

We’ll look it over once or twice.

Yes I ask you very confidentially:

Ain't she nice?

The two push Miles onto a chair and together sing.

Biddy and Connie:

Just cast an eye

In his direction.

Oh me oh my,

Ain't that perfection?

Oh I repeat

Well don't you think that's kind of neat?

Yes I ask you very confidentially:

Ain't he cute?

They sit, one on each knee, the crowd laugh and cheer. Miles goes back to the table and is greeted by the family.

Nelia:

Oh Miles that was fantastic, you never told me you could sing.

Miles:

Yes well, hidden talents. I’m boiling, mind if I take your daughter out for some air?

Nelia:

No, go right ahead, you deserve it.

There is music in the background, people laughing and joking, we hear the applause and whistles echoing in the distance.

EXT: Outside on the patio.

Lizzie and Miles take a slow walk; there are elephant sounds in the background.

Miles:

I can’t get used to wandering around and hearing the sound of elephants as if it’s a common occurrence.

Lizzie:

That’s a sound you miss when you’re away from home. I expect you’re going to miss it when you leave next week.

Miles stops dead in his tracks, spins her around. There’s a pause whilst he examines her beautiful face, he pulls her toward him and kisses her.

Miles:

  Come back with me … to London.

She doesn’t answer as they start to laugh at the screams and cheers coming from the concert.

Shay is up on stage singing a raunchy version of “It had to be you.” She’s doing a Marilyn Monroe version. We only see part of the song. She has forgotten a big blue curler in her hair.

It had to be you.

It had to be you, it had to be you.

I wandered around, and finally found - the somebody who could make me be true, and could make me be blue

And even be glad, just to be sad - thinking of you poopoobe doo

Miles and Lizzie return, he has his arm around her, they lean against the huge wooden pole.

Lizzie:

Oh Christ she’s forgotten her curler!

Miles:

Oh shit, she has too!

Lizzie:

I’ll try and signal to her, wait here.

Lizzie goes to the front and starts making hand signals to show Shay that she’s left her curler in. Eventually Shay twigs on, and pulls it out, almost dignified as if it was her bra, and throws it at Charley, he catches it feeling very embarrassed.

Shay not stopping continues like its part of the act……………..

Some others I’ve seen, might never be mean

Might never be cross, or try to be boss

But they wouldn’t do

For nobody else, gave me a thrill - with all your faults, I love you still

It had to be you, wonderful you

It had to be you, poopoobedo.

There are cheers from the men and she blows a kiss into the crowd.

Lizzie:(laughing)

Oh my god, my aunt, such a tart, wow, that was a bit hairy.

Miles:

Everything about your family’s a bit hairy.

Lizzie:(laughing)

And they wander why we don’t have husbands?

Miles:

We can change that for them.

Lizzie:

(Rather shyly ignoring what he said)

 Next up, mom and dad. You’re going to love this, it’s their favourite duet.

Richard:

Ladies and gentlemen, we’ve come to the end of our evening’s entertainment, and after this last little number it’ll be downward slide for the rest of us!

The crowd cheer.

The piano starts to play enter Nelia and Tim, there is applause and whistles.

Tim:

How lucky can one guy be? 

I kissed her and she kissed me

Like the fella once said, 

"Ain't that a kick in the head?"

The room was completely black, 

I hugged her and she hugged back

Like the sailor said, quote, 

"Ain't that a hole in the boat?" 

Nelia:

My head keeps spinnin',

I go to sleep and keep grinnin'

If this is just the beginnin', 

my life is gonna be bee-yoo-tee-ful

Tim:

I've sunshine enough to spread, 

it's just like the fella said

Tell me quick, ain't love a kick in the head?

Tim and Nelia (together):

My head keeps spinnin', 

I go to sleep and keep grinnin'

If this is just the beginnin', 

my life is gonna be bee-yoo-tee-ful

Tim:

She's telling me we'll be wed,

Nelia:

He’s picked out a king-size bed

Tim and Nelia:(together)

I couldn't feel any better or I'd be sick

Tell me quick oh, ain't love a kick?

Tell me quick ain't love a kick in the head?

Cheering whistling, Nelia and Tim give a great big bow, Tim gives a short speech.

He’s joking with his friends in a very familiar sarcastic way and they love it, he’s smiling and very happy.

Tim:

Okay you lot, enough entertainment or I’ll have to start charging you! Now as you all know we’ve been married 25 years, I think they get less for murder these days!

Nelia gives him a playful punch on the shoulder, their friends love this and cheer for him.

Tim continues:

Anyway time for us all to definitely get drunk. 

Tim grabs Nelia and gives her a big kiss, much to the delight of their friends. The music is vamped up. 

More cheers.

We see dancing, partying, Biddy, Connie and Richard all dancing together, Shay acting rather sluttish with Charley, Lizzie and Miles dancing very close.

INT: The Ritz hotel restaurant: 

We see the smiling face of the pompous

Maitre’d, he has just shown Tiny 

to a table.

For a moment we watch the importance of the maitre’d.  It now becomes a thing of drama as he unravels the white napkin and places it dramatically on Tiny’s lap.

Maitre’d:

Will you be having a guest dining with you sir?

Tiny:

Yes he should be here any moment.

He clicks his fingers, doesn’t look at the waiter, and immediately the waiter sets another place.

Maitre’d (Demands of the waiter):

Fetch our finest bottle of Chateau Lafitte.

Tiny:

I think we’ll start off with an ice cold bottle of Veuve Cliquot and then have the Chateau with main course.

Maitre’d:

Of course.

He clicks again and the waiter, in fear for his life, wastes no time in getting the champagne.

We see a large African man, Nathan Mushonga, dressed impeccably at the entrance of the restaurant. Tiny gestures to the maitre’d.

Tiny:

My guest has arrived, he looks a little, lost could you show him to the table.

Maitre’d:

Very good sir.

We see the African man following the maitre’d; he arrives at the table and the dramatic napkin routine is done again. They exchange pleasantries.

There’s a light buzz of activity in the restaurant. Tiny lifts the glass of champagne up, inspects it.

Tiny:

Well cheers, here’s to seeing you again. I trust you’re enjoying tour trip?

Nathan:

Yes of course, it’s a wonderful place and most generous of you to invite us here.

Tiny:

Aahh yes, I trust Mrs. Mushonga is enjoying her shopping trip?

Nathan:

You know how it is…… women. She is very pleased she has our daughter here with my new son-in-law Maxamilian, can’t keep them away, we are most grateful.

Tiny:

Well let’s hope it continues…………. I scratch your back and you scratch mine.

Nathan:

That is the way of Africa. The Western World do not look at it like that, they think its bribery. In the old days if we wanted something we would bring gifts to the chiefs, even if we wanted to marry a woman in the tribe we had to, and still pay, lobola.
For a woman it is an insult to be married without lobola – labola means we give cattle for a bride. Today the bride’s price is at least the value of eleven cattle. The more cattle paid, the better the marriage because the man has to save over several years for lobola, and therefore, chooses his wife carefully.

He pauses while the waiter refills his glass.

Nathan:

  I had to pay lobola for my wife and she is a modern woman with a degree, and that cost me even more because she is so educated.

Tiny:

Maybe we should try that here, with all the divorces that go on.

Nathan:

Well anyway, so as I said, that’s how we do business in Africa, even if it is frowned upon.

Tiny:

Well as long as you can promise me the mining concession, I get what I want and you get what you want.

Nathan looks a bit nervous and shifts a bit in his chair. Tiny notices it straight away.

Tiny:

Nathan you look a bit tense, is something the matter?

Nathan:

No no, not at all ….It’s just that we’ve had no word from our people that the hotel has been sold; and until that time our hand are tied.

Tiny:

Well don’t worry I’ve got that side covered, but (with a laugh) you could always invade them for land acquisition.

Nathan:

No no no, not that piece of land, my people won’t invade, they say very bad sprits. Our big chief Nyamakanga was buried on the land. It is said that anyone who breaks his promise to old man Bradshaw will have a curse put on them for all eternity. Bradshaw saved the chief from the jaws of a lion, didn’t kill the lion, opened its jaws with his bare hands, it is said that the lion was so ashamed, that after that he never left Bradshaw’s side.

Tiny:

Oh mumbo jumbo; you don’t really believe all that crap do you?

Nathan:

Whether I believe or not is irrelevant; that’s what the people believe; and an army isn’t an army without men.

Tiny:

This is true, this is true.

He is thoughtful for just a moment and then gives Nathan a broad charming smile.

Tiny:

 Anyway I’m starved. I took the liberty of ordering the lobster bisque.

 We see the soup arrive

The waiter, frightened and perspiring under the watchful eye of the maitre’d places the soup carefully. There is a close up of the creamy orange coloured soup decorated beautifully each with a lobster claw.

INT: Amansie hotel in the small TV lounge. 

The TV looks like it’s from the early eighties, the remote is like a brick; a small table sits next to the television with a very old fashioned video machine.

Connie, Biddy and Colonel Richard are fussing around it arguing about how to get it started. No-one has a clue.

Connie:

You have to put it on six.

Biddy:

Well turn it on first, damn things not gonna work if it’s off.

Connie:

Darling you putting it in the wrong way, it’s the other way.

Richard:

Well I’m trying, damn thing won’t go in.

Biddy:

Well if you’d turn it on.

Connie:

Don’t force it dear, typical male, always have to bang things. (Using have instead of has)

Biddy:

You know if you’d just turn it on.

Connie:

Put it on six, no not that way, put it in the right way, push it.

Nelia hearing the commotion interrupts

Nelia:

Who’s pushing what the wrong way?

Biddy:

They’re trying to get the video on.

Katie:

What’s all the commotion?

Connie:

Well we’re trying to watch the wedding.

Katie walks up to the video machine and with one button she switches it on and with another she pushes play and we see it flick into action. The wedding of Charles and Camilla.

Biddy:

My friend Eve taped it for me; I do love the royals, don’t you?

Nelia and Katie watch with amusement. As usual Colonel has no idea what he’s watching; he thinks it’s a movie.

Richard:

Who’s he now, what film did he act in?

Connie:

He not an actor darling, its Charles.

Richard:

Looks very familiar, these Hollywood people all look the same, Gregory Peck I think, yes sure its Gregory peck.

Biddy:

Shhhhhhh we’re missing what they’re saying; and Gregory Peck died a million years ago.

Richard:

Well he looks like Gregory Peck or perhaps he’s that other actor, what’s his name?……and who’s the horsie woman, not the normal Hollywood beauty, she’s not like Greta Garbo or Lana someone or other, surprised she’s made it in the glamour world of Hollywood.

Connie:

She’s not an actor dear, its Camilla and Prince Charles.

Richard:

Prince Charles?

No my dear you’ve got it wrong;  he’s married to that pretty little thing, what’s her name, oh I can’t think, you know who I mean.

Connie:

Diana.

Richard:

Yes that’s it, fine young women.

Biddy:

She’s dead you idiot.

Richard:

 Dead? When did she die? And why’s he marrying someone else so soon?

Nelia and Katie roll their eyes with a total look of amusement on their faces.

Nelia whispers to Katie:

Pity sharks only live in water!

Katie looks up and sees a man approaching, she looks up and smiles.

Katie:

Good morning, has someone attended to you? So sorry, things are in a bit of a mess this morning, big party. Sorry, this is my mother Nelia and I’m Katie… our family owns the hotel.

They exchange pleasantries.

Jimmy:

Names Jimmy, I’m Miles’ cousin, I met your sister, it must be last night, I was here briefly.

Nelia:

Cousin? Miles didn’t mention he had a cousin here.

Jimmy:

No no, I’m not from here, I’ve just flown out from London.

He’s now looking Katie up and down, she’s not impressed.

Katie:

Well I’ll go and find him for you. Why don’t you have a coffee….Kalulu get Mr.… sorry?

Jimmy:

Jimmy.

Katie:

 the gentleman a coffee, I’ll be right back.

We see Katie climbing the stairs and knocking on Miles’ door. She hears a giggle and then a loud laugh from a woman. 

INT: inside the room.

Lizzie has the sheet wrapped around her.

Lizzie: (in a whispered voice)

Oh shit it’s my sister, you know, she warned me about you.

She laughs.

Miles:

I’m coming.

He answers the door.

Miles:

Oh… hi; what’s up?

Katie:

 I know you’re in there Lizzie, little slut!

Miles: (also in a joking voice)

Now now that’s no way to talk about my future misses.

Katie:

Oh god, don’t even joke, I’ve got a headache from hell and half the bloody staff haven’t pitched up. 

(Now shouting over his shoulder) and it would be great if some people could get up and heeeelp. Anyway sorry, got off track, your cousin is here, and is he always so sleazy? He almost undressed me not to mention mom.

Miles:

Oh great, just the sort of thing I need to start the day, a good dose of cousie.

Katie:

Don’t be too long, I’m not entertaining him.

Miles:(with a grin)

Put the Colonel on him, that’ll teach him!

Miles closes the door. Walks up to the bed and kisses Lizzie sensually on the mouth. They start to get passionate, Lizzie stops him.

Lizzie:

Your cousie is waiting and I’ll have the sharks coming to get me any minute; and if Watson finds me here…….

Miles:

Bonkie bonkie bonkie bonkie

He gyrates for her.

Lizzie:(Laughing)

 Oh stop it my ribs will crack.

Miles serious for a moment.

Miles:

Anyway I don’t care, I do love you; I’ve never loved anyone or anything in my life.

She tries to interrupt.

Miles:

No listen I’m serious, I can’t even remember loving my parents, they died when I was so young I can’t remember the feeling, but when I’m with you, it…… it overwhelms me, I’m not going to give you up no matter what happens.

Lizzie:

I love you too, nothings going to happen

Miles:

You don’t understand, I’ve got some things to sort out and then I’ll tell you everything.

Lizzie:

What sort of things Miles? You’re scaring me; you’re not married with a thousand kids are you?

 Miles:

No no nothing like that, but I’m going to talk to my cousin, and then in one hour meet me down by the river; but you have to promise me one thing.

Lizzie:

 What?… of course.

Miles:

When I tell you the things I want to tell you, you have to promise that you’ll listen and not barge off like a soap opera drama queen, that you’ll listen to everything I have to tell you.

Lizzie:

 Now you’re really scaring me.

Miles:

There’s nothing to be scared of, I’m finally going to put my life together, I know what I want and I’m not going to let anything get in my way.

They kiss.

EXT: The garden of the hotel.

Miles walks to meet Jimmy, he orders a cup of coffee.

Jimmy(sarcastically):

Aahhh Miles I see I got you outta your love pit

Miles: (stone faced, determined, jaw set)

Cut to the chase Jimmy, let’s not play games, you can get back on the next flight and tell your f..

Jimmy:

Hey hey don’t fly off the handle, keep your knickers on. Yes I’m here on daddy’s orders but not for daddy dearest, for my own agenda. I’m here to make you a deal, but we need privacy, absolute privacy.

Miles:

Let’s take a walk up to the lookout, there’s no one there at this time.

INT: The lookout. 

We see a shot of one or two nervous buck lingering by the water hole a hippo emerges they stand in silence for a moment.

Miles:

Ok, what’s the deal?

Jimmy:

Look, I know we’ve not been best of friends, but I think we can help each other.

Miles:

Keep talking, I’m listening.

Jimmy:

Well from what I can gather you haven’t got very far in ploughing down this old place.

Miles: (in an aggressive tone)

It’s not going to happen; I’m getting hold of Tiny….

He’s interrupted.

Jimmy:

You won’t have to.

Miles:

 Well I’m not, you can all go to bloo..

Jimmy:

There’s no platinum.

Miles:

What?

Jimmy:

No platinum; well there is, but not enough, certainly not for a huge miming expedition and certainly not enough to plough down this old girl.

Miles: (Confused)

 What do you mean no platinum, I saw the geologist’s reports myself; there’s enough here for…

Jimmy:

They’re false.

Miles:

False?

Jimmy:

Are you a parrot? It can get a little annoying!

Miles:

What do you mean false?

Jimmy:

Yeah… they’re false, I overheard him speaking on the phone; he’s falsified all the reports in order to get the share prices up, and still intends to plough down the hotel’ and mine just for show, for the hell of it really, to keep investors happy.

Miles is rubbing his hair, he can’t take it all in.

Miles:

I can’t understand, why are you telling me all this?

Who could do such a thing, and you’ve obviously got your own agenda.

Jimmy:

Well it’s not cause I like you now, is it?

Miles:

Well why then?

Jimmy:

Well to bring my dear father down.

Miles:

But he’s your own flesh and blood.

Jimmy:

The way he’s treated me over the years; has always made me feel like a half wit, like I’m never good enough for him; you know he even claimed I wasn’t his son?

Miles:

So why don’t you have a DNA test?

Jimmy:

No ways, this is more fun. Let me tell you Miles, over the last two years I’ve been educating myself about the stock market, I know the ins and outs, there’s nothing I don’t know about it and I intend to take over the company, unseat my father and become chairman.

Miles for the first time has a new respect for Jimmy, he can’t believe it.

Miles:

Well that’s all good in fancy talk; but how do you intend to pull it off?

Jimmy:

You are going to help me. With your inheritance all my resources, and maybe a little help from your girlfriend, we are going to buy as many shares in Platinum Africa as we can, making sure investors think that we’re sitting on the largest find in the world, pushing up shares, then we sell over night to cause a crash, and then with the profit made from the shares, we wait till every one dumps their shares, the shares hit a minimum level, we let it leek and go public that there are no reserves there, then with the profit we buy back the majority shares at the deflated price and take control of the company.

Miles:

Unseating your father?

Jimmy:

Exactly.

Miles:

I don’t know who’s more dodgy, you or your father, but I’m going to agree to do this, not for you. And yes your father has treated you most appallingly, but I’m doing this for my love of this place and because I’m going to marry Lizzie and hopefully make enough money on these stocks to keep this old girl, as you call it, afloat. Only one problem Jimmy, inside trading is illegal and if you get caught, we could all go to jail.

Jimmy:

That’s why I need your future father in-law’s help, to be a third party.

Miles:

Look I know he’s got a little money offshore, but not enough to buy stock.

Jimmy:

You’d be surprised Miles my man, my sources tell me the family’s not on skid row… yet.

EXT: River

Miles is waiting buy the river for Lizzie, he’s pacing up and down nervously; at last he sees her, pulls her toward him.

She laughs.

Miles:

I though I’d scared you off for sure.

Lizzie:

I don’t get scared that easily, I’m African remember, we’re tough.

He walks her over to the jetty and sits her down next to him; he has a serious look on his face.

Miles:

Right, remember what you promised, no running…….

Lizzie:

 yeah yeah like a soap opera. Right I’m listening.

Miles:

Right, where do I begin; I suppose firstly with my family. As you know they died when I was very young and my uncle took me in.

Lizzie:

Ok, sounds good so far.

Miles:

My uncle is Tiny Thomson.

Lizzie stops dead in horror, she’s about to open her mouth but Miles stops her.

 Miles:

aa..hhhhhhh no interruptions.

Lizzie:

Miles you can’t expect……

Miles:

You promised. Now I came here under his instructions………..

The scene is faded with Lizzie listening intently.

INT:  We see the Wallis’s at the reception paying their bill.

 Nelia:

Thank you Mr. Wallis, as usual we will see you next year.

Mr. Wallis:

I doubt it.

Nelia:

 Bye bye now.

She pulls a face at Katie and whispers to her under her breath.

Nelia:

They come every year and I hear the same story every time they leave.

Nelia:

 Now Mr. Wallis, please wait until we catch Mollee you know she’ll go for you when you leave.

Mr. Wallis:

 Well I’m not surprised; she’s trying to keep the only customers you have. You know Miss Nelia you could do so much more with this place if you had professional staff.

Nelia mimics him with her fingers.

 Nelia:

Yes Mr. Wallis we’ll try our best, we’ll get professional staff, absolutely………….. Now Mollie don’t you dare…..can someone catch her?

Mollee comes shooting around the corner as Mr. Wallis tries to leave and bites him on the ankle.

Mr. Wallis:

 Get this retched creature off me.

Enter Watson.  Watson grabbing Mollee.

Watson:

Ahhh Mollee why you want to eat Mr. Wally?

Mollee continues barking and going crazy.

Ext: The scene is reverted back to Miles and Lizzie at the river.

Miles:

So you see that’s where we’re at; still want to marry me?

Lizzie:

Oh god Miles if I had found any of this out I would have been like Annie get your gun and probably killed you; it wouldn’t have been a soap opera but a who dun it. . . how did you keep up the charade?

Miles:

Well it wasn’t a charade really, how could I pretend to love this place…. You………. I got stuck really and when I fell so hard for you, I was about to tell Tiny to go and stuff himself when Jimmy arrived. I don’t know if I want any thing to do with this whole take over thing, I think we should let Jimmy go on his own mission.

Lizzie:

No Miles no, I’ve been wanting to nail Tiny Thomson for years now, you have no idea the devastating things he’s done over the years, and how he’s misplaced simple people; destroyed beautiful land all for greed. No, I want to nail him; but there’s one condition, if Jimmy is going to be the chairman that company has to  be a part of Green Peace and no more destroying; he goes by our rules from now on, wherever he digs or plough’s up he’s to build houses schools etc.

Miles:

Well I’ll still have a large share holding so we can keep an eye on him.

Lizzie:

Right, now to go and tell dad all of this. I’m not sure how he’s going to react, you know you might have a shot gun up your be-hind after all.

Miles:

I’m willing to risk it.

Tim is upstairs in their living quarters he’s by himself reading a book and having a bit of lunch.

Lizzie knocks on the door.

Tim:

Come in, come in, didn’t think I’d have peace for very long any way.

Lizzie, Miles and Jimmy step through the door.

Lizzie:

Sorry dad, just wanted to, see you, some serious business. 

Tim:

You’re not pregnant are you!

He kills himself laughing.

Tim:

That’s what your grandmother would say.

Lizzie:

No dad no, I wish it was that simple. This is Jimmy, Miles’ cousin from London.

They exchange pleasantries.

Miles:

Although I’d love to have a baby with your daughter…..

Lizzie:

Oh Miles don’t bosh it up. 

Miles:

Sorry.

Tim:

Well what’s all this about?

Lizzie:

Miles and I are in love, and yes he’s asked me to marry him.

Tim:

Good lord, are you kidding, that’s great, call your mother, I’m so glad.

Tim is now rambling.

Lizzie:

Wait, stop. That’s not why we came up here. Miles has something to tell you, look it’s a long story but you can’t interrupt, promise.

Go on Miles tell him.

INT: Amansie kitchen. In Africa nothing is a secret it’s almost as if the walls have ears, they call it the way of the drums. Already the rumour about Lizzie and Miles has hit all the staffs’ ears, they are laughing and chattering. The female staff in the kitchen are giggling when Nelia enters the kitchen.

Nelia:

What’s all the racket about?

Mama:

We a talking about the wedding medem. I thinks she should wear a traditional African dress.

They ramble on.

Nelia:

Who and what are you talking about 

Mama:

The wedding, Miss Lizzie and Mr. Miles

Nelia:

Where on earth did you here that from?

Mama:

The drums they speak for themselves.

Nelia:

You mean Watson’s been listening at doors again.

INT: Back in Tim’s room.

Miles:

So that’s why we need all the resources that you’ve got.

Tim:

Well I have been messing around with stocks and I’ve got a smallish company called Bambazonkie Holdings. I’m sure we can rustle up enough cash to do this thing. But I agree with Lizzie, it’s going to cost you. I want a school built and a relocation farming program for the misplaced farm workers and a fund set up for the farmers who lost there land so that they can at least start again. Are we agreed?

Miles looks at Jimmy with a stern face.

Miles:

Jimmy are we agreed; because if you don’t stick to your side of the bargain and if this gets out you would loose everything.

Jimmy:

I’m not all bad Miles, I’ll even give it to you in writing.

Miles regrets the look he just gave.

Tim:

Right, we will retain 50% of the profits from the trading, you and Jimmy the other 50%, so I’d better get onto my stock broker, if I can find a phone that works, and start buying those shares.

Lizzie:

Right I’ll get onto my friends at the London times and you gonna get those reports from Tiny.

Jimmy:

Don’t worry I’ll get them, just give me your friend’s name at the paper and I’ll deliver them myself.

They all stand, shake hands and are about to leave.

Lizzie:

Miles I’ll see you in a minute; I just want a quick word with dad.

They leave.

Lizzie:

Dad are you sure you know what you’re doing, I didn’t know you dabble in stocks; it’s a very dangerous game, what if you loose it all?

Tim:

Don’t worry Lizzie, it’ll be fine. Now more importantly, let’s talk about you and that fine young man. It’s time to get the champagne out, I’ve got the real stuff.

She hugs her dad. 

Lizzie:

Oh dad you are incredible, I thought you’d have a blue fit when you heard about the hotel being ploughed down and all that, and Miles’ original agenda.

Tim:

My sweetie sometimes a man has to go down the wrong path to find the right path, and Miles is a good man, it would never have got to that, he fell in love with this place and you as soon as he got here, I saw it from the first day. Now let’s concentrate on your engagement and bringing this slime ball to his knees.

Nelia enters the room.

Nelia:

What’s this I hear about you and Miles?

Lizzie:

Gosh news does travel fast!

Katie enters.

Katie:

So it’s true then, you’re preggy are you?

Lizzie:

 Oh for gods sake people.

There’s a lot of hugging and kissing a wild chatter.

Shay enters.

Shay:

So you’ve landed your self a big fish. Careful he doesn’t snap the line coz I’ll be there to hook him.

Lizzie:

Mmm I’m sure you will.

Shay:

Where is the darling man?

Lizzie:

He’s just seeing his cousin off.

Shay:

Mmmm just as well, I’ve got enough on my hands with Charley, anyway let’s celebrate tonight.

There is a hive of activity at the hotel, everyone congratulating Lizzie and Miles. The whole family are in the lounge area. Miles is getting patted and kissed with much amusement from Lizzie. As usual they are all talking at once already planning the wedding, discussing what she should wear. At last they sneak off when no one notices them.

Lizzie writes a note at the reception, takes the Land rover keys and pegs the note on the wall where the keys stay.

EXT: Game reserve. 

We have a scene of them driving through the game. We go into an aerial shot of the Land Rover and the game, the park is literally littered with various game. We see them coming to a stop under a tree.

Lizzie:

Let’s hope Charley’s left something in the cooler. 

She opens the cooler box.

Lizzie:

Well it’s not champagne, but it’ll do. 

She passes him a beer and opens it with the other bottle.

Miles:

Where on earth did you learn to do that?

Lizzie: 

We’re quite innovative out here. 

Miles:

Well I shall never have to buy another bottle opener in my life. You open a bottle of wine with your teeth?

 Lizzie:

No darling sorry not that innovative.

Lizzie:

Well cheers, here’s to us. In fact here’s to you for entering my crazy family….. Sorry for you!

They clink bottles. He pulls her toward him and they have a sensual kiss. As they kiss we see an elephant raise his trunk and bellow as if in pleasure; they stop kissing and start to laugh.

EXT: The scene is at the lookout at sunset, the sky is completely orange. Everyone has a warm orange reflection and their glasses look like orange mirrors. The sky is covered with cirrus stratus which looks like hundreds of tiny oranges in the sky.

The family have their glasses raised to Miles and Lizzie and clink there glasses shouting cheers, congratulations. Kalulu is filling glasses with champagne.

INT: London, Plush offices of TemCor

Shareholders meeting. Tiny is at the head of the table, next to him the vice chairman Steve Marshall. Seated are the other shareholders; 3 women and eight men. After the pleasantries are over, the vice chairman clears his throat and speaks in a serious voice. He has a nervousness about him.

Steve Marshall:

Ahhh..mmmm Tiny, the shareholders are a bit concerned. Firstly, someone has been buying a tremendous amount of shares in TemCor, unusually large sums, under the name of Bambazonkie Holdings. Now after investigating the company, and getting almost nowhere, our investigator has a suspicion that it could be Jimmy…..ann

Tiny(Almost laughing):

You must be joking, Jimmy? Jimmy?

God you must be off your head, Jimmy doesn’t have the brains or the balls; any way who cares? The stocks going up, isn’t that what counts?

Steve:

Yes, but don’t you understand, if it is Jimmy and you for some unknown reason were fraudulent in the company, you would have to sell those shares at half the cost to the next biggest shareholder; and Jimmy is the next biggest shareholder after you.

Tiny:

Yeah I did that in a weak moment.

Steve:

 And if he’s bought all that stock he could unseat you as chairmen.

Tiny has an arrogant look on his face almost board with the little people

Tiny:

Well firstly, I don’t intend to do anything fraudulent, so sonny dearest will never sit in this seat; and secondly, I can bet my life on it, he’s not the one buying shares, look elsewhere; and why would you lot be thinking I’d jeopardize the company?

The woman, Angela Fletcher; rich, powerful, on the board of six other companies; has an air of power about her. Dripping in jewellery, wearing real fur, she doesn’t care; she can get away with murder with looks like that. Tiny looks at her now as she addresses him, remembering the torrid affair they had and how she tossed him out when she’d had enough, he’s hated her ever since and makes no bones about showing his contempt.

Angela:

I myself was wondering how on earth Platinum Africa shares have gone up so tremendously without the mining actually taking place.  Tiny, if you’ve got an inside trader, you’d better be careful, you could bring us all down with you, Martha Stewart style; I’m not prepared to take the fall for you, or with you.

Tiny(bitter sarcastic tone):

Ha… that won’t be the first time you take a fall with me now will it?

Angela:

Keep it clean sweetie, try to stay this side of the railway track.

She gives a little smirk and purposefully lights up her black and gold cigarette, even though there’s a no smoking sign.

Steve:

Look there’s always rumours and we’ve got a good reputation with the stock holders, they know from the past that when we start with something it’s going to be good and the press have got hold of the story so of course the stocks going to rise, it’s natural.

We close with Angela having a suspicious look on her face and giving tiny a look of “I know what you’re up to”, she gives her cigarette one last deep drag and blows out the smoke slowly, never leaving Tiny’s face.

INT: Tiny’s office.

He’s on the phone to Becks.

Tiny:

 What’s going on; I’m told that the shares are flying up, flying up a little too fast.

Becks:

Well the rumour’s out about the biggest find in Africa.

Tiny:

It’s a two year project I don’t want the board to get jumpy; and who’s this company buying the shares? I want you to find out.

Becks:

Why, it’s what you want isn’t it?

Tiny:

Yes, I’m just curious.

Becks:

I’ll make some calls.

We see an over view of the stock exchange, we see snippets of the share prices rising and a quick flash of a woman’s voice talking about the share rise in Platinum Africa. The camera zooms in on Tiny he’s very pleased with himself. 

Tiny (to himself):

 This time you’ve hit it big!

 EXT: The small town where Tim lives. 

It is buzzing with people selling their wares, there are wooden carvings been sold, it looks like a flee market on the street. There are several petrol stations with long queues for fuel. Nevertheless it is a happy setting, a few vendors trying to sell American dollars. General buzz around town. Tim is in his old pager he reaches into the glove compartment and takes out a cell phone. He switches it on and makes a phone call, struggling a bit with new technology.

Tim:

Aaah Frankie, how the hell are you……..fine every one is tip top……………. Neely’s fine, all fine, Lizzie’s getting married…… no, don’t know when but will let you know…………. No we won’t forget you…. Any way I’ve got some business for you, I need you to buy a whole bunch of shares for me.

A vendor offers to clean his windows; he agrees and continues talking.

Tim:

I want you to dump when they reach 25 pounds a share……. Okay let me know.

We see him give a tip to the window cleaner and drive off.

INT: Tiny’s office.

Jimmy enters, his father hardly looks up from what he is doing.

Tiny:

Ummm you’re back, about time.

Jimmy:

Yes, thank you father I had a great time, the weather was fantastic, food wonderful…

Tiny:

Oh spare me the sarcasm. Is your cousin on track, I want the whole story.

Jimmy looks like a cat that drank the last of the cream.

Jimmy:

Yes father dear, all is well. I am sure you can start ploughing down that hotel in no time. 

Tiny:

Good, so it’s sold. I’d love to see that Elisabeth Bradshaw’s face when they put the first hammer in the wall.

Jimmy looks at his father with dices.

Jimmy:

Maybe you should have taken a trip out there; you wouldn’t be so quick with the pick axe.

Tiny:

Oh spare me the sentiments and start organizing a demolition crew.

Jimmy:

I’ll get right on it.

With a look of total satisfaction Jimmy in an evil tone says to his father.

Jimmy:

Don’t worry it will be destroyed before you know it.

Tiny looks a bit confused and shakes his head.

INT: Amansie hotel. 

Tim is in the reception area and the phone rings.

Nelia:

Good heavens the phone is on for a change.

She answers it.

Nelia:

It’s for you Tim, sounds very important.

Tim:

Hello… Tim speaking.

The voice:

The bull has reached the post.

Tim:

Frankie, what the hell are you talking about?

Frankie:

Sorry, just always wanted to say that.

Tim:

Well what does it mean?

Frankie:

It means the stock is at 25 pounds a share.

Tim:

Well you know what to do.

Frankie:

I’ll start dumping today

Tim:

Okay bye.

Nelia:

Who was that?

Tim:

It was Frankie; about what I told you…. He thinks he’s the Godfather or 007 or something.

We see a typical hotel scene of people coming and going.

INT: Tiny’s bedroom, he’s sleeping. 

Next to him is a woman sleeping, still immaculately done up, her hair is dark, curly and long, she snuggles next to him. She’s about twenty years younger than him. The bedroom is luxurious with pale gold silk sheets. Suddenly the phone rings, he struggles to answer it.

Tiny:

What…, what do you mean…?

He sits up and switches on the TV. A woman’s voice with an American accent.

The woman:

There is total chaos at the market this morning.

The NASDAQ Composite Index gained 4.42 points and recorded three consecutive winning sessions. The index just closed below the declining 20-day EMA and during the quarter the fund increased its exposure to the gold sector with further purchases of Anglo gold…

Tiny:

Hey, get me a coffee …… Hey Deborah, up now, I need a coffee.

The woman on the TV continues:

In further news, chaos opened the market today with shares in Platinum Africa plummeting from 25 pounds a share to 50 and ¼ cents, and still dropping.

A geological report was last night leaked to investors that in fact, no mining will take place on the African continent, as these reports were indeed false. Mr. Tiny Thomson, chairman of Platinum Africa and indeed chairman of TemCor could not be reached for comment.

Tiny slams his fists on the bed.

Tiny:

Fuck fuck fuck!

Deborah enters, oblivious to what is going on, she has two biscuits in her mouth, newspaper under her arm and two cups of coffee.

Deborah (speaking through the biscuits):

I’ve bought you coffee and a newspaper.

He grabs the newspaper from her, spilling the coffee on the bed, and quickly opens it. Across the front page in enormous writing: Platinum Africa falsifies documents, chairman faces jail. There is a picture of the geologist, Max.

Tiny:

I’m going to kill that fucking bastard if it’s the last thing I ever do.

The phones start to ring; he ignores it, picks up his private cell phone and dials a number.

 Tiny:

Becks, is that you. 

In the background we hear the report.

Exposure to the platinum sector was increased with purchases of ambre’, and new holdings started in Gemoplats, Zimbalie and Impala. Other transactions………………..

Tiny continues:

What the hell is going on? Someone got to Max… ….you’re gonna have to sell those shares.

 Becks:

At 50 cents? You won’t be the majority share holder.

Tiny:

A bit of something is better than fuck all of nothing.

Deborah:

I think that’s the first time I’ve ever heard you swear.

Tiny in a gritted voice so angry he’s about to burst.

 Tiny:

Get out; get out, you …….

And flings his cup at her.

INT. American Stock Exchange – Day.  

Company floor traders are jammed into a narrow booth frantically taking orders over phones and telex machines. The floor manager gives the ticket to a runner.  We follow him across Exchange Floor as he weaves through a crush of traders crammed around, smoking, swearing shouting; above them we see the latest prices in bright green letters and numbers.  Shrieks and howls, calls to buy and sell issue from everywhere. The runner hands the ticket to a company trader who is buying and selling at the post where Platinum Africa is traded. The trader checks the ticket and turns to the specialist executing the order.  Platinum Africa flashes across the broad tape -- as the price ticks up. It rises to 55c rising, rising, we watch the clicker go crazy, the company trader watches in amazement. The quotron now climbs to 30.

Becks (into phone):

Yeah. I see it, at 33 1/8 and I

Don’t know what to make of it.  According to many sources, Bambaz…….. someone has stepped in and bought a substantial block of Platinum Africa

INT: Tiny’s office

He watches the stock market from his desk. We hear the woman’s voice.

Woman:

Reports of Platinum Africa have not only surprised investors but company traders; we have Bill Burlington from the Stock Exchanger on the line.  Bill what do you think of these stocks rising so dramatically after this mornings unusual plummeting?

Bill:

Well I suppose those reports were not founded of course, the leek was incorrect and investors know that there is platinum on the site….

Woman:

 What will happen to those who dumped their shares?

Bill:

Well I suppose they’ll have to just buy them back again.

Woman:

Yes I suppose you’re right, thank you for speaking to us……. 

Camera now tracks in close on Tiny as he absorbs the unexpected blow of the stocks rising again; he realizes someone has manipulated him. His eyes narrow into burning slits. He stands up bellowing in anger, smashes everything on his desk; the computer goes flying, he then attacks the TV, it sparks and goes flying, he leans over the desk exhausted. There is a banging on the door as his secretary tries to open the door, she tries to pry it open but it won’t budge as the TV blocks the entrance.

Geena:

Mr. Thomson are you alright…ummmmmm what’s going on? Mr. Thomson I need to tell you…………… they’ve called an emergency board meeting, are you alright? I can’t open the door.

Tiny is regaining his composure.

Tiny:

I’m coming, tell them I’m coming.

INT: Board room. 

Tiny walks into the board room.

The board member’s are sitting stony faced, deathly look on their faces, he eyes them up and down and takes his seat.

Steve Marshall:

Well what now Tiny? The board is very unhappy; the phones have been ringing ten fold with investors nearly out of their minds. What the hell do I tell them?

Angela:

Tell them my dear Steve that we are electing a new chairman since our old chairman sold all his shares. Tell them, the captain, like a rat has jumped ship.

Tiny:

Oh go to hell Angela, I’ll find out who’s done this to me and by god…………….

There’s a clap clap clap behind him. Jimmy is clapping his hands slowly and sarcastically.

Steve:

Jimmy, take a seat, we need to sort this business out and make a statement in one hour; the press are going to be all over us. Right, the vote for the new chairman.

Jimmy:

Won’t be necessary my dear fellow, I’m your new chairman, I hold the majority shares in this company and I own almost every thing in Platinum Africa.

Tiny leans back, putting the pieces together in his head, his eyes shocked.

Tiny:

You little bastard, Why….. why are you doing this, you’re my flesh and blood?

Jimmy:

Flesh and blood? Flesh and blood?

Well if I were your flesh and blood why all these years have you treated me like something that just crawled out of your garbage?

Tiny:

What, you wanted me to pussy foot around you like some kinda prince?

The rest of the board looked uncomfortable; Steve coughs to get their attention.

Steve:

Uuummm…..Well we’ll need proof of course.

Jimmy flings the necessary papers at him.

Angela:

In the words of the great Tiny Thomson “my son’s too stupid for a take over”….. ahhhh what a joke you are.

INT: Bar. 

Four hours later Tiny is slumped over at a bar with a bottle of scotch in front of him, he’s red eyed and lonely, some country and western song is playing in the background.

INT: 

Amansie hotel. Colonel Richard, Connie and Biddy are in the lounge having afternoon tea and scones, there is a flutter of activity.

Colonel:

Well I think it should be a military wedding, with Cavalry out, Mr. Mac person should be in military dress.

Biddy:

Military dress? Oh for heaven’s sake.

Connie:

I’d like to see a nice traditional wedding, the bride all in white.

Biddy:

A meringue you mean? Anyway, she not a virgin.

Connie:

How do you know? Some of us is still virgins. I didn’t even know what sex was in those days.

Biddy:

‘Are’, you mean ‘are’…….are still virgins.

Connie:

 Are still virgins, is still virgins, it’s the same thing, either you’ve done it or you haven’t.

Katie enters.

Katie:

What’s all the talk of weddings, they’ve only been engaged a few days and you’re already marrying them off.

Connie:

Now Katie you need to find a nice young man, get married.

Colonel:

Yes pluck you whilst you’re young and fresh.

Connie:

My father always said….

Katie:

I’m outta here, sorry. I wish I’d gone fishing with dad.

Connie:

 Gone fishing at this time, I hope he’s wearing a hat, you know how stupid these men can be, come back looking like a lobster.

Colonel:

Ohhhaahhh lobster, just what I feel like, cold with a bit of homemade mayonnaise on the side, didn’t know one could catch lobster here, must be a sort of fresh water……

Biddy:

I see you’re keeping up with the conversation, as usual.

EXT: In the boat on the Zambezi river. 

Tim is in the boat with two men, we can’t see their faces only their fishing rods.  Tim opens the cooler box it’s full of Zambezi Lager, he opens three beers; again using a bottle to open them, not using an opener.

Tim:

Well gentlemen, let’s bring this meeting to order. The shareholders of Bambazonkie, if present, say I.

All three say I and for the first time we see who they are.

The camera zooms in on Nathan Mushonga and Maxamillion Schroeder, known as Max. They are smiling, holding up their beers, and all three clink their beers together. 

Nathan to Max:

My son-in-law you have done us proud, you have shown our ancestors that your heart is in Africa.

Max:

As we have done now, we will do again to protect this land from exploitation.

Tim:

Mushonga my brother, we protect the gift of your great great grandfather once again.

Mushonga:

The lion watches over us. The capitalist does not know the true wealth of the white gold; it is in the land that covers it.

Tim:

This is true, when your great great grandfathers were alive things were very different. Now let’s get back to fishing.

We see their bottles clink again.

The drums and marimbas start to play, we see the sun set over the fishing boat.

INT: Amansie hotel. 

We see the length of an exquisite gown. The wedding gown is a mixture of traditional and African. The palest of cream organza adorns the gown, with ostrich feathers sewn into a plunging neckline. The bridal flowers are an arrangement of bright orange flame lilies. Lizzie is not only beautiful but her face glows with happiness.

EXT: An array of people on the edge of the Zambezi River, a marabou stork fly’s in low, there is whistling and clapping, this is good luck.

CHORD.  The Wedding March. But it’s not the traditional stiffness, it’s loud and fun.

Lizzie and Tim are walking down the makeshift isle made of orange rose petals.  The minister is an African clergyman.


Clergyman:

You may kiss the bride.

Each of the guests is holding a small wooden box. At the moment of ‘you may kiss the bride’ each and every box is opened and instead of confetti, specially bred butterflies fly out of the boxes in an array of colour. We see laughter and amazement as the butterflies are released.

Fade out to various still shots:

Mushonga
Mushonga is president and rights the wrongs of the past.

Katie

Gets her doctorate in clinical psychology and takes her findings to Europe.

Colonel Richard, Connie, and Biddy
Continue to argue out the rest of their days.

Tim, Max and Nathan

Bambazonkie continues to manipulate capitalist greed.

Jimmy

He’s somewhere in Africa. He found another platinum find, and has kept to his word and built schools, hospitals and opened a fund for the displaced farmers and their workers, supervised by Lizzie and Miles.

Tiny

We see a picture of Tiny at the bar hugging his bottle of scotch.

Karma eventually caught up with Tiny, remember the people you step on going up the ladder, you will meet again going down.

A picture of a cruise ship with Nelia and Tim in hula skirts and a coconut cocktail in their hands.

Tim and Nelia finally go on their cruise.

An Arial view over the majestic Victoria Falls and Batoka Gorge while zig zagging above some of the best scenery in Africa. We see buffalo giraffe, elephants and zebra running on the African planes. The music and drums start to play.

THE END
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