Black Adder IV, Episode 6
Goodbyeee
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Originally performed by:

Rowan Atkinson
as Captain Edmund Blackadder

Tony Robinson
as Private S Baldrick

Stephen Fry
as General Sir Anthony Cecil Hogmanay Melchett

Hugh Laurie
as Lieutenant The Honourable George Colthurst St. Barleigh

Tim McInnerny
as Captain Kevin Darling

(in the trench, it's raining)

 George: Care for a smoke, sir?

Edmund: No, thank you, I'm... (he lights his own pipe)

George: Private?

Baldrick: (taking cigarette from George) Oh, thank you, sir. (begins to eat the cigarette)

George: Oh, dash and blast all this hanging about, sir! I'm as bored as a pacifist pistol. When are we going to see some 

              action?
Edmund: Well, George, I strongly suspect that your long wait for certain death is nearly at an end. Surely you must have

                noticed something in the air...

George: Well, yes, of course, but I thought that was Private Baldrick.

Edmund: Unless I'm very much mistaken, soon we will at last be making the final Big Push -- that one we've been so 

                looking forward to all these years.

George: Well, hurrah with highly polished brass knobs on! About time!


(phone rings within Baldrick's backpack, Edmund answers it)

Edmund: Hello; the Somme Public Baths -- no running, shouting, or piddling in the shallow end. Ah, Captain Darling. 

                Tomorrow at dawn. Oh, excellent. See you later, then. Bye. (hangs up) Gentlemen, our long wait is nearly at an 

                end. Tomorrow morning, General Insanity Melchett invites you to a mass slaughter. We're going over the top.

George: Well, huzzah and hurrah! God Save the King, Rule Britannia, and Boo Sucks the Hairy Hun!

Edmund: Or, to put it more precisely: you're going over the top; I'm getting out of here. (goes inside dugout)

George: (follows Edmund in) Oh, now, come on, Cap! It may be a bit risky (tries to speak in a rousing Cockney dialect, 

               but fails miserably), but it sure is bloomin'ell worth it, gov'nor!

Edmund: How could it possibly be worth it? We've been sitting here since Christmas 1914, during which millions of men 

                have died, and we've advanced no further than an asthmatic ant with some heavy shopping.

George: Well, but this time I'm absolutely pos we'll break through! It's ice cream in Berlin in 15 days.

Edmund: Or ice cold in No Man's Land in 15 seconds. No, the time has come to get out of this madness once and for all.

George: What madness is that?

Edmund: For God's sake, George, how long have you been in the army?

George: Oh me? I joined up straight away, sir. August the 4th, 1914. Gah, what a day that was: myself and the rest of the

              fellows leapfrogging down to the Cambridge recruiting office and then playing tiddlywinks in the queue. We had 

              hammered Oxford's tiddlywinkers only the week before, and there we were, off to hammer the Boche! Crashingly 

              superb bunch of blokes. Fine, clean-limbed -- even their acne had a strange nobility about it. 

Edmund: Yes, and how are all the boys now?

George: Well, er, Jacko and the Badger bought it at the first Ypres front, unfortunately -- quite a shock, that. I remember 

               Bumfluff's house-master wrote and told me that Sticky had been out for a duck, and the Gubber had snitched a 

               parcel sausage-end and gone goose-over-stump frogside.

Edmund: Meaning...?

George: I don't know, sir, but I read in the Times that they'd both been killed.

Edmund: And Bumfluff himself...?

George: Copped a packet at Galipoli with the Aussies -- so had Drippy and Strangely Brown. I remember we heard on the 

               first morning of the Somme when Titch and Mr Floppy got gassed back to Blighty.

Edmund: Which leaves...?

George: Gosh, yes, I, I suppose I'm the only one of the Trinity Tiddlers still alive. Lummy, there's a thought -- and not a 

              jolly one.

Edmund: My point exactly, George.

George: A chap might get a bit miffed -- if it wasn't the thought of going over the top tomorrow! Right, sir: Permission to

              get weaving...

Edmund: Permission granted.

George: Thank you, sir.

Edmund: Baldrick!

Baldrick: (entering) Captain B!

Edmund: This is a crisis. A large crisis. In fact, if you've got a moment, it's a twelve-storey crisis with a magnificent 

                entrance hall, carpeting throughout and an enormous sign on the roof, saying `This Is a Large Crisis'. A large 

                crisis requires a large plan. Get me two pencils and a pair of underpants.

                 (Later, Edmund wears underpants on his head with two pencils up his nose)

Edmund: Right, Baldrick, this is an old trick I picked up in the Sudan. We tell HQ that I've gone insane, and I'll be invalided 

                back to Blighty before you can say "Wibble" -- a poor gormless idiot.

Baldrick: But I'm a poor gormless idiot, sir, and I've never been invalided back to Blighty.

Edmund: Yes, Baldrick, but you've never said "Wibble." Now, ask me some simple questions.

Baldrick: Right. What is your name?
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Edmund: Wibble...

Baldrick: What is two plus two? 
Edmund: Oh, wibble wibble.

Baldrick: Where do you live?

Edmund: London.

Baldrick: Eh?

Edmund: A small village on Mars, just outside the capital city, Wibble.

George: (enters) All the men present and correct, sir. Ready for the off, eh?

Edmund: I'm afraid not, Lieutenant; I'm just off to Hartleypool to buy some exploding trousers.

George: Come again, sir -- have you gone barking mad?

Edmund: Yes, George, I have. Cluck, cluck, gibber, gibber, my old man's a mushroom, et cetera. Go send a runner to tell 

               General Melchett that your captain has gone insane and must return to England at once.

George: But, sir, how utterly ghastly for you! I mean, well, you'll miss the whole rest of the war!

Edmund: Yes, very bad luck. Beep!

George: Right.

Edmund: Beep!

George: Baldrick, I'll be back as soon as I can.

Edmund: Pah-pah!

George: Whatever you do, don't excite him. (leaves)

Edmund: (removing the pencils, looks at Baldrick) Fat chance! Now, all we have to do is wait. Baldrick, fix us some coffee,

                will you? And try to make it taste slightly less like mud this time.

Baldrick: Not easy, I'm afraid, Captain.

Edmund: Why is this?

Baldrick: 'cause it is mud. We ran out of coffee thirteen months ago.

Edmund: So every time I've drunk your coffee since, I have in fact been drinking hot mud...

Baldrick: With sugar.

Edmund: Which of course makes all the difference.

Baldrick: Well, it would do if we had any sugar, but, unfortunately, we ran out New Year's Eve 1915, since when I've been

                using sugar substitute.

Edmund: Which is...?

Baldrick: Dandruff.

Edmund: Brilliant.

Baldrick: Still, I could add some milk this time -- well, saliva...

Edmund: No, no, thank you, Baldrick. Call me Mr Picky, but I think I'll cancel the coffee.

Baldrick: That's probably 'cause you're mad, sir!
Edmund: Well, quite!

George: (re-enters; Edmund quickly replaces the pencils) Well, it didn't go down well at all, I'm afraid, sir. Captain Darling 

              said they'd be along directly, but, well, you'd better be damn doolally.

Edmund: Don't worry, George; I am (makes weird noises while moving his right arm strangely). When they get here, I'll 

                show them what `totally and utterly bonkeroonie' means. Fwaf! Until then, we've got bugger-all to do except sit 

                and wait.

George: Well, I don't know, sir -- we could, er, we could have a jolly game of charades!

Baldrick: Ooh, yes!

George: And a singalong of musical hits like "Birmingham Bertie" and "Whoops, Mrs Miggins, You're Sitting On My 

              Artichokes."

Edmund: Yes, I think bugger-all might rather be more fun.


                              (outside, George salutes Melchett and Darling)

George: Sir.

Melchett: George! How's the patient?

George: Well, it's touch and go, I'm afraid, sir. I really can't vouch for his behaviour. He's gone mad, you see -- stir-frying  

           crazy.

Melchett: I see. Is this genuinely mad?

George: Oh, yes, sir.

Melchett: ...or has he simply put his underpants on his head and stuffed a couple of pencils up his nose? That's what they
              all used to do in the Sudan. I remember I once had to shoot a whole platoon for trying that. Well, let's have a look 
              at him.  (goes in, followed by the others)

Darling: 'tention!!!

Edmund: (stands, talks to Baldrick) ...and the other thing they used to do in the Sudan is to get dressed up like this and 
               pretend to be mad. But don't let me catch you trying that one, Baldrick, or I'll have you shot, all right? Dismissed. 
               (turns to Melchett, removes the pencils) Oh, hello, sir -- didn't hear you come in.

Melchett: Well now, Blackadder, they tell me you've gone mad.

Edmund: No, sir (removes the underpants), no -- must be a breakdown of communication. Someone obviously heard I 
                was mad with excitement, waiting for the off.

Melchett: There you are, you see, Darling? I told you there'd be a perfectly rational explanation. Right, George, have your 
                chaps fall in.

George: Very good, sir. (salutes, leaves)

Darling: Well, it's rather odd, sir. The message was very clear: "Captain Blackadder gone totally tonto. Bring straightjacket 
               for immediate return to Blighty." (holds up straightjacket)

Melchett: Don't be ridiculous, Darling. The Hero of Mboto Gorge, mad? Well, you've only got to look at him to see he's as 
                sane as I am! Beeaaah! (leaves)

Darling: Would that the Mboto Gorge where we massacred the peace-loving pygmies of the Upper Volta and stole all their
               fruit?

Edmund: No -- a totally different Mboto Gorge.

Darling: Oh.

Edmund: Cup of coffee, Darling?

Darling: Oh, thank you.

Edmund: Baldrick, do the honours.

Baldrick: (comes from kitchen) Sir. (to Darling) Sugar, sir?

Darling: Three lumps.

Edmund: Think you can manage three *lumps*, Baldrick?

Baldrick: I'll rummage around, see what I can find, sir. (turns back to kitchen)

Darling: Make it a milky one.

Baldrick: Coming up, sir.


   (outside; while Melchett and George speak, Baldrick can be heard hawking up a great deal of `milk')

Melchett: Well, George, you must have been delighted to hear the news of the Big Push.

George: Absolutely, sir -- our chance to show the Hun that it takes more than a pointy hat and bad breath to defeat the
              armies of King George!

Melchett: That's the spirit!


(inside, Baldrick spits, then returns with the mug)

Baldrick: Here you are, sir.

Darling: (looks in the mug) Ah, cappucino! Have you got any of that brown stuff you sprinkle on the top?

Baldrick: Well, I'm sure I could m--

Edmund: No, no!

Darling: (as Melchett and George return) 'tention!

Melchett: Well, fine body of men you've got out there, Blackadder.

Edmund: Yes, sir -- shortly to become fine bodies of men.

Melchett: Nonsense -- you'll pull through. (laughs) (speaks to Baldrick) Now then, soldier, are you looking forward to 
               giving those Frenchies a damn good licking?

Darling: Er, no, sir -- it's the Germans we shall be licking, sir.

Melchett: Don't be revolting, Darling! I wouldn't lick a German if he was glazed in honey!

Darling: Sorry.

Melchett: (back to Baldrick) Now then, soldier, do you love your country?

Baldrick: Certainly do, sir.

Melchett: And do you love your king?

Baldrick: Certainly don't, sir.

Melchett: And why not?

Baldrick: My mother told me never to trust men with beards, sir.

Melchett: (laughs) Excellent native Cockney wit! (hits Baldrick in the face; Baldrick falls over) Well, best of luck to you all. 
              Sorry I can't be with you, but obviously there's no place at the front for an old general with a dicky heart and a 
              wooden bladder. By the way, George, if you want to accompany me back to HQ and watch the results as they 

               come in, I think I can guarantee a place in the car.

George: Oh, no, thank you, sir -- I wouldn't miss this show for anything. I am as excited as a very excited person who's 
              got a special reason to be excited, sir.

Melchett: Excellent! Well then. See you all in Berlin for coffee and cakes.

Goerge: Sir. (salutes)

(As Melchett begins to walk out, Darling drinks then spits out the `coffee'.)

Melchett: What is the matter with you today, Darling? I'm so sorry, Blackadder. Come on, Darling, we're leaving. (he and 
               Darling leave)

George: Righto, sir, I'm glad you're not barking anymore.

Edmund: Well, thank you, George -- although quite clearly you are. You were offered a way out, and you didn't take it.

George: Absolutely not, sir! I can't wait to get stuck into the Boche!

Edmund: You won't have time to get `stuck into the Boche'! We'll all be cut to pieces by machine gun fire before we can 
               say "charge."

George: All right, so, what do we do now?

Baldrick: Can I do my war poem?

Edmund: How hurt would you be if I gave the honest answer, which is "No, I'd rather French-kiss a skunk"?

Baldrick: So would I, sir!

Edmund: All right. Fire away, Baldrick.

Baldrick: "Hear the words I sing / War's a horrid thing / So I sing sing sing / ding-a-ling-a-ling."

George: (applauding) Oh, bravo, yes!

Edmund: Yes. Well, it started badly, it tailed off a little in the middle, and the less said about the end, the better. But, apart 

               from that, excellent.

Baldrick: Oh, shall I do another one, then, sir?

Edmund: No -- we wouldn't want to exhaust you.

Baldrick: No, don't worry; I could go on all night.

Edmund: Not with a bayonet through your neck, you couldn't!

Baldrick: This one is called "The German Guns."

George: Oh, spiffing! Yes, let's hear that!

Baldrick: "Boom boom boom boom / Boom boom boom / BOOM BOOM, BOOM BOOM--

Edmund: "BOOM BOOM BOOM"?

Baldrick: How did you guess, sir?

George: I say, sir! That is spooky!

Edmund: I'm sorry, I think I've got to get out of here!!!
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