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The Land of Dreams 
 
The song begins as the lights come up to reveal Uncle Mike kneeling on the floor. 
Four excited children sit with him. They move in motion to the opening song and sing 
the refrain. 
 
Song # 1  Uncle Mike and the Rainbow 
 
Sung by Uncle Mike (Choruses by Julian, Juliana, Rose and Frank) 
 
Uncle Mike, tell us ‘bout the rainbow 
Uncle Mike, tell us ‘bout the rainbow 
What do we see? 
What do we see? 
 
Well, there’s seven colours that make up a rainbow 
It’s called the spectrum and here’s what you get 
Red, orange, yellow, green and blue, indigo and violet 
They’re the colours that you get. 
 
Uncle Mike, tell us ‘bout the rainbow 
Uncle Mike, tell us ‘bout the rainbow 
Is there a pot of gold? 
At the rainbow’s end as we are told? 
 
Some say that there’s a pot of gold 
But no-one’s ever found one yet 
Because no-one’s ever found the end of a rainbow 
I think it’s ‘cos they never end 
Rainbows bend, but never end. 
 
Uncle Mike, tell us ‘bout the rainbow 
Uncle Mike, tell us ‘bout the rainbow 
What do they do? 
What does a rainbow do? 
 
Well, a rainbow is a beautiful thing 
What more should a rainbow do? 
It’s a gift of God and the smiling sun 
And the gentle rain together again 
It’s a beautiful thing- what more can I say? 
 
Julian   Uncle Mike, please, please, don’t make us go to bed yet!! 
 
Juliana   Please, Uncle Mike! 
 
All four of the children plead for more. 
 
V/O   Michael! Time for the children to go to bed! 
 



3 
 

  © 1999 Mark Clark. All rights reserved. 
 
 

The children protest again. 
 
Mike (Holding up his hands) Now now, children, I promised your 

Mum that I’d only sing you one song and then it was bedtime. 
 
Once again the children voice their disappointment. Jill enters. 
 
Jill (Smiling) Aha. Caught you. Come on, my two. Rose and Frank, 

say goodnight to your cousins, it’s getting late. 
 
Rose and Frank complain, but do as they are told. They both get up. 
 
Rose   That was a great song, Dad. 
 
She kisses him. 
 
Frank   Yeah, thanks, Dad. You’re not too bad for an old bloke. 
 
The children laugh. Mike gives his son a friendly slap on the bum. 
 
Mike   (Laughing) I’ll give you ‘old’ in a minute. 
 
Again the children laugh. Rose and Frank leave. They kiss their mother as they do so. 
 
Frank   Goodnight, all. 
 
Rose   Good night, Mum. Goodnight, Julian. Goodnight, Juliana. 
 
Julian/   (In unison) Goodnight. 
Juliana 
 
Jill (To her children as they leave) Clean your teeth before you go 

to bed, please, kids. Michael, don’t keep the children up. They 
need their rest. 

 
Mike   Now, would I do a thing like that? 
 
Jill   (Wagging her finger) I know you, Michael. 
 
Mike   Alright. Alright. I won’t. I’ll see you in a minute. 
 
Jill   (As she leaves) Goodnight, children. Pleasant dreams. 
 
Julian/   (In unison) Goodnight, Auntie Jill. 
Juliana 
 
Jill exits. 
 
Julian   Just one more song, Uncle Mike? 
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Juliana   Please? 
 
Mike Sorry, kids but you know how important it is to get a good 

sleep. Where are you going to get your energy from if you 
don’t get a good night’s sleep? 

 
Julian   Coffee? 
 
Mike (Playfully tickling him) Coffee? Coffee? Hey hey hey! What’s 

this coffee business? Your Mum doesn’t let you drink coffee! 
 
Julian   (Laughing) I know. 
 
Juliana What about lollies? Mum says that red frogs make me run 

around in circles. 
 
Mike   What’s a red frog? Is that a frog that’s got sunburnt? 
 
The children laugh. 
 
Juliana   No, silly. It’s a lolly! 
 
Mike   Oh. 
 
Julian   Mum says the sugar gives us too much energy. 
 
Mike Well, that’s true but it won’t last you too long. You young 

people need good food every day and a good night’s sleep 
every night if you want to grow up happy and healthy. You 
both want to grow up to be as old as me, don’t you? 

 
Julian   I don’t know if I want to be that old. 
 
Mike   Hey, watch it. 
 
The children laugh. 
 
Mike   Now, come on, kids- it’s time for bed. Lie yourselves down. 
 
The children do as they are told. They mime pulling back their covers and lying down 
in bed. They recline, propped up on their elbows. Uncle Mike sits beside them. 
 
Juliana Do you think anyone will ever find a pot of gold at the end of a 

rainbow, Uncle Mike? 
 
Mike   They may do one day, Juliana. They may do. 
 
Julian   But you said rainbows never end. 
 
Mike   That’s only in the real world, Julian. 
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Juliana   Is there any other world? 
 
Mike   Oh yes, of course there is. 
 
Juliana   Where is it? 
 
Mike   It’s everywhere and nowhere. 
 
Juliana looks at Julian and makes a circling motion next to her ear to suggest that 
Uncle Mike has gone mad. Uncle Mike grabs her and roughs up her hair. The 
children laugh. 
 
Mike Listen here, smarty pants, I’m talking about the Land of 

Dreams. 
 
Julian There’s no such place. Dreams are just dreams. Everybody has 

them. 
 
Mike   Are you sure about that? 
 
Julian   Sure I’m sure. 
 
Mike   Well now - that could be a problem. 
 
Julian   How come? 
 
Mike Because whenever you’re sure, absolutely sure that something 

is right, then that is the only time in your whole life that you 
can be absolutely sure that you’re wrong. 

 
Juliana   Huh? 
 
Mike If you ever get so sure that you know something, that you 

won’t even consider another person’s point of view, whenever 
you get too big for your boots, when the cup of your confidence 
is so full that no one can tell you anything without the cup 
overflowing and causing a mess, you need to step back and take 
a good hard look at yourself. 

 
Julian   I don’t understand what you mean, Uncle Mike. 
 
Juliana   Neither do I. 
 
Mike (Laughing) Just go to sleep, my lovelies and you will, for 

dreams are full of undiscovered wonder. We still don’t know if 
we have them, or they have us.  

 
Light music underneath as the children lie down. 
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Mike Go to sleep and dream tonight about  the wonders of life and of 
love. These dreams that drift like listless gossamer upon a 
windy night, may one day give up their secrets. Dreams are the 
gateway to a new world. When we finally understand them, we 
may come closer to understanding ourselves.  

 
The background music ends. 
 
Mike   It’s time for sleep. Goodnight, my special ones. 
 
Children  Goodnight, Uncle Mike. 
 
Mike   (As he leaves) Visit The Land of Dreams for me. 
 
Uncle Mike leaves. The lights dim, leaving the children in silhouette. 
 
Julian   I still don’t reckon there’s a Land of Dreams. 
 
Juliana   Who knows.  
 
Julian   Good night, Juliana. 
 
Juliana   Good night, Julian. 
 
The children nestle down to sleep. There is silence for a moment. Then, a medieval 
jester is revealed upstage by a spotlight as a song begins. 
 
Song # 2 The Land of Dreams 
 
Sung by the Jester 
 
I know a place where we can go 
It’s called the Land of Dreams 
To get there though 
You have to close your eyes and go to sleep 
The Land of Dreams is a special place 
Of fairy floss and kings; 
Of teddy bears and maidens fair 
And flights of angels’ wings 
Over forests green as Spring 
 
Children, I know a place where we can go 
So come along with me 
Come close your eyes, come go to sleep 
Come visit there with me 
I know a place where we can go 
It’s called the Land of Dreams 
And every night the stars shine bright 
They listen as the little children sing 
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The jester dances about the stage throughout the song, stepping lightly around about 
the sleeping children. At the conclusion of the song, the jester snaps her fingers 
loudly. The spotlight disappears and so does the jester. Then, abruptly, the lights 
come up and another song begins - loudly. The children wake in alarm and move over 
to the side of the stage where they remain for the entire song. Four characters enter; 
one at a time. Each sings a verse as he/she enters. The first character’s tongue sticks 
out of his mouth. The second character’s nostrils are raised and his nose is stuffed 
with cotton. The third character is blindfolded. The fourth character’s ears are 
covered over with gigantic ear-muffs and he seems a little off balance. After each has 
sung a verse, the four characters each sings their own verse again but all at the same 
time. As they do so they all move about the stage recklessly. The result is an audio 
and visual mess- utter chaos. The characters bash into one another and generally fall 
about the stage. (These four are a right bunch of twits.) 
 
Song # 3 It’s Hard To Sing With Your Tongue Stuck Out 
 
Sung by The Four Twits 
 
Tonguey It’s hard to sing with your tongue stuck out 
  Your tongue stuck out 
  Your tongue stuck out 
  It’s hard to sing with your tongue stuck out 
  And you sound very funny 
 
Nostrils It’s hard to sing with your nose stuffed up 
  Your nose stuffed up 
  Your nose stuffed up 
  It’s hard to sing with your nose stuffed up 
  And you can’t sing very clearly 
 
Carrots It’s hard to see with your eyes covered up 
  Your eyes covered up 
  Your eyes covered up 
  It’s hard to see with your eyes covered up 
  But it does not affect your singing 
 
Cochlea It’s hard to hear with your ears covered up 
  Your ears covered up 
  Your ears covered up 
  It’s hard to hear with your ears covered up 
  And you tend to sing very loudly 
 
All  It’s hard to listen when you talk and talk  
  And talk and talk and talk and talk 
  Yes, it’s hard to listen when you talk and talk 
  ‘Cos you’re too busy talking! 
 
Tonguey  (Speaking with his tongue stuck out) Hey, Nostrils. 
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Nostrils  (Speaking with his nose stuffed up) Yes, Tonguey. 
 
Tonguey  Can you smell something? 
 
Nostrils  (Looking around) Yeah. Cotton wool. Hey Carrots, can you see 
anything? 
 
Carrots (Wearing a blindfold) Nup. Not in this light. We might have to 

wait until the sun comes up. 
 
Nostrils  (Whispers to Tonguey) We really should tell him the truth, you 
know. 
 
Carrots   About what? 
 
Cochlea  (Shouting incredibly loudly) What?!!? 
 
Tonguey  Nothing. 
 
Nostrils  Nothing. 
 
Carrots   About what? 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Tonguey  Nothing! 
 
Nostrils  Nothing! 
 
Carrots   About what? 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Tonguey  Nothing!! 
 
Nostrils  Nothing!! 
 
Carrots   About what? 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Tonguey Stop shouting, Cochlea! Alright! Alright! I'll be honest with 

you. Carrots, you're... you're... (All in a rush) Carrots, you're 
blind, ok? (Pause) Ok?  

 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Carrots   Oh, is that all. I thought it might be something serious. 
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Cochlea Did you say I was blind?!!? Oh, my God!! Help! Help! I'm 
blind! I'm blind! 

 
Nostrils  (Shouting) No, you're not blind, you idiot! He is! 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Tonguey  He said!.... Oh, forget it. 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
The children, who have remained to the side of stage, watching throughout the song, 
now venture forward somewhat cautiously.. 
 
Juliana   Excuse me. 
 
The four twits gasp and jump back in horror, collapsing in a communal heap; falling 
and climbing all over one another in unjustified panic. When they regroup, Tonguey 
is pushed forward by the others as the spokesman. The rest hide behind him, single 
file, each poking his/her head out at various altitudes to look at the intruders. 
 
Tonguey  Who are you? 
 
Juliana I am Juliana and this is my brother, Julian, and we were just 

about to ask you the same question. 
 
Tonguey  My name is Tonguey. These are my brothers; Nostrils... 
 
Nostrils  (Shaking her hand) Hello. 
 
Tonguey  Carrots... 
 
Carrots   (Shaking Nostrils hand) Hi. 
 
Tonguey  And Cochlea. 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Tonguey  Don’t mind him, he’s deaf. 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Julian   Where are we? I don’t recognise this place. 
 
Nostrils  Of course you don’t recognise it. You’re in my dream. 
 
Julian   Your dream? This is my dream. 
 
Juliana   I thought it was my dream. 
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Carrots   You’re all wrong. It’s my dream. 
 
Tonguey  Sorry, but it’s mine. 
 
Nostrils  Mine! 
 
Carrots   Mine! 
 
Tonguey  Mine! 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Nostrils  Mine! 
 
Carrots   Mine! 
 
Tonguey  Mine! 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Nostrils  Mine! 
 
Carrots   Mine! 
 
Tonguey  Mine! 
 
Cochlea  What?!!? 
 
Nostrils  It’s my dream and I can prove it. Watch this. 
 
Nostrils begins hitting himself in the head and screaming as he does so. Everyone 
watches with interest. Finally he stops. 
 
Julian   So what does that prove. 
 
Nostrils  That really hurt. 
 
Julian   So? 
 
Nostrils Well, if it was your dream, it wouldn’t hurt me when I hit my 

head would it? And that really hurt. So it’s gotta be my dream. 
 
He begins hitting himself in the head again. 
 
Tonguey  Oh, anyone can do that. 
 
Tonguey also begins hitting himself in the head. Carrots becomes alarmed and 
swivels around jerkily with his fists raised. 
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Carrots Who said that? Where are you hiding? C’mon. Put up your 
dukes. 

 
In the midst of this melee, Cochlea stands looking bewildered and yelling out: 
‘What?!!?’ intermittently. The result is total chaos. Still continuing the stupidity the 
whole riotous assembly moves off stage. 
 
Julian   Did you just see what I just saw? 
 
Juliana   That depends. 
 
Julian   Depends on what? 
 
Juliana   It depends on whether we’re in your dream or mine. 
 
Julian   (Motioning to off stage) Or in one of their dreams. 
 
Juliana   (Thinking) No, we can’t be in one of their dreams. 
 
Julian   How come? 
 
Juliana  ‘Cos if we were in one of their dreams, we would have 

disappeared as soon as they left. 
 
Julian   But we’re still here. 
 
Juliana   And we both saw the same thing didn’t we? 
 
Julian   A bunch of twits? 
 
Juliana   Yes, so, we must be in the same dream. 
 
The penny drops. 
 
In unison   The Land of Dreams! 
 
Juliana   Uncle Mike was right! 
 
Julian   The Land of Dreams does exist! So, what do we do now? 
 
Before Juliana can answer a man in overalls enters. 
 
Jake  ‘Scuse I, folks. Howdy. Jake’s the name. Tell me, have either 

of you fellas seen a passin’ tornado? 
 
The children shake their heads, amazed. 
 
Jake  Dang! Shoot! And dag nab it! By Jiminy Cricket, I wish I could 

find her. 
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Juliana   Find who? 
 
Jake   Emma Jean. 
 
Julian   Who’s Emma Jean? 
 
Jake  Emma Jean, my darlin’ wife. She had beauty and a zest for life, 

but sad to say, one windy day she found herself in strife. Now, 
I’ve not seen my buttercup since a twister took her up into the 
sky, I waved goodbye- now don’t them twisters suck? 

 
 Juliana Do you mean to say that your wife was taken away by a 

twister? 
 
Jake  I don’t mean to say it- I just said it. In poetry too. But that ain’t 

all. When that dang twister took her up, it left a little surprise in 
its place. And trust me, that little surprise ain’t so little today. 
(He whistles to off stage) Chester, c’mon here, boy. 

 
A really fat, pimply adolescent waddles on. He wears overalls and a straw hat 
 
Chester   You callin’ me, pa? 
 
Jake  No, I’m callin’ you, Chester. ‘Course I’m callin’ you! Who else 

would I be callin’? I don’t got nobody else to call. 
 
Chester  Well, thas lucky. ‘Cos I ain’t got no-one else to listen out for 

but you, pa. 
 
Jake   Well, now, ain’t I jus’ the lucky one. 
 
Chester  So what you want, Daddy? (Eagerly) You want I should go 

down to the store and buy us a hamburger an’ some fries an’ 
some shakes an’ some apple pie an’ some ... 

 
Jake  (Exasperated) No, I don’t want you to go to no store! Dang, 

Chester, I swear you eatin’ me outa house an’ home. I tell ya, 
this boy is the most ferocious eater I ever did see. You all hear 
the old sayin’: ‘I could eat a horse’? 

 
The children nod. 
 
Jake   Well, Chester did. 
 
Chester   Aw, it was only a pony, pop. 
 
Jake  And another thang, boy. Most people take the wrappers off 

their food before they eat it. 
 
Chester   Well, I can’t help it if I don’t got no education. 
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Jake  You don’t need a education to take the wrappers off food, 

Chester. It’s common sense, ain’t it? 
 
Juliana   I guess so. 
 
Julian   Is Chester your only child? 
 
Jake  He ain’t my child. Holy Black n White minstrels, if ‘an I 

thought Chester an’ me was genetically related, why I’d 
disappear into the woods and become one of them there 
Herman’s Hermits. I tol’ ya, the day Emma Jean disappeared he 
was left jus’ sittin’ there in a bale of hay. 

 
Julian   You mean she was whisked away and he was left in her place? 
 
Jake  (To Juliana) He catches on quick now, don’ he? Thas exactly 

what I’m sayin’. You folks ain’t from ‘round these parts are ya? 
Well jus’ sit down a spell and I’ll tell you all about it. 

 
Jake sings the song with the other characters providing the backup vocals in the 
chorus. 
 
Song # 4 Oh, Emma Jean 
 
Sung by Jake 
 
Emma-Jean, my darlin’ wife 
Had beauty and a zest for life 
But sad to say, one windy day 
She found herself in strife. 
 
I’ve not seen my buttercup 
Since a twister took her up 
Into the sky. I waved goodbye 
Now don’t them twisters suck! 
 
Oh, Emma-Jean. A girl was never finer 
Purtiest girl I’ve ever seen  
‘tween New Orleans and Carolina 
Oh, Emma-Jean, if I ever find ya 
I’ve got a big surprise for you, my love. 
 
I watched my darlin’ disappear 
With a pickup truck and a slab of beer 
And the house that she was standin’ near 
The day that twister struck. 
 
That twister whisked her clean away 
But it left sittin’ in her place 
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A baby boy in a bale of hay 
With no return address. 
 
Oh, Emma-Jean. A girl was never finer 
Purtiest girl I’ve ever seen  
‘tween New Orleans and Carolina 
Oh, Emma-Jean, if I ever find ya 
I’ve got a big surprise for you, my love. 
 
I’m bringin’ that boy up as my own 
He eats me out of house ‘n’ home 
He now weighs dang near fifteen stone 
Please help me Emma-Jean. 
 
For ten long years now I have been 
Without my darlin’ Emma-Jean 
But when them twisters come again 
I hope one drops her home. 
 
Oh, Emma-Jean. A girl was never finer 
Purtiest girl I’ve ever seen  
‘tween New Orleans and Carolina 
Oh, Emma-Jean, if I ever find ya 
I’ve got a big surprise for you, my love. 
 
As the song concludes the noise of an enormous wind is heard.  
 
Julian   What is that? 
 
Jake   (Alarmed) Holy Moley an’Ku Klux my Klan! Hold onto your 
   hats! It’s another one of them twisters! 
 
Instantly, the lights drop and a strobe light adds to the confusion as the characters 
are blown around the stage in circles. All of the characters yell over the noise. When 
the noise abates and the lights return, the characters are in a tight circle, each facing 
outward. Each looks around cautiously, as if to breathe were to bring back the melee. 
 
Chester   Hey, I think it’s gone, pa? An’ it didn’t even pick me up. 
 
Jake  Chester, I do believe that twister tried, but half way through it 

realised how fat you was, ran outa wind an’ gave up. Why, 
hangin’ onto you was the only thing that saved us. 

 
A voice comes from within the circle. 
 
Emma  When you boys have stopped quibblin’, do you think you could 

let me outa here? 
 
All of the characters look around to identify where the voice is coming from. 
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Julian   Who said that? 
 
Emma   I did! 
 
Jake  (Still looking around) Emma Jean? Is that you, sugarlump? 

Where are ya? 
 
Emma   Don’t ‘sugarlump’ me! Just get off a me! 
 
With these last three words, the tight circle is burst apart from within. The explosion 
sends the characters helter skelter to the stage floor in all directions. Emerging from 
the centre of the explosion is Emma Jean. She is huge, (a large inflated balloon is 
placed in her overalls). The others begin to pick themselves off the floor. 
 
Jake   (Incredulous) Honey, is that you? 
 
Emma   ‘Course its me. Why you looking so surprised? 
 
Jake   Emma Jean, I didn’t never expect to see you again. 
 
Emma  Well here I am. And why don’t you wipe that stupid expression 

of your face? 
 
Jake  I can’t help it, snookums. It’s just that when you left, you was 

the belle of the ball. Now - you just the ball. 
 
Emma   Oh heck, Jake. I ain’t put on no weight. Here, pull this. 
 
Jake tentatively pulls a tag hanging from Emma Jean’s overalls and fairly abruptly, 
she deflates like a large balloon, spinning about the stage as she does so. 
 
Emma  You see? The wind from that dang twister got caught up in my 

overalls, is all. 
 
Jake   Emma Jean, where you been all these long years? 
 
Emma  Years? I don’t know what you talkin’ ‘bout years. All as I can 

remember was that twister takin’ me up, then suddenly I woke 
up in my bed like a startled jackrabbit, I had me a sip a water 
and a bit of a think an’ then I fell right back to sleep again an’ 
here I am, right back in the dream where I started. 

 
Julian/Julian   But that’s impossible! 
(In Unison) 
 
Emma   Who the heck are you people? 
 
Julian   I’m Julian. 
 
Juliana   And I’m Juliana. 
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In Unison   And this is our dream! 
 
Emma  Well, whatever you say, honey. All I know is what I know and 

what I don’t know is a hell of a lot more. That’s all I know. 
 
Jake  Sorry to disappoint ya, honey, but this is my dream, although I 

admit, when you disappeared, and I inherited ol’ Fats Walla 
here, it rapidly turned into a nightmare. 

 
Chester  Wish I had a education, that way I could dream too. But I can’t 

even have no nightmares, ‘cos I don’t got no education. 
 
Jake  Chester, I keep tellin’ you, you don’t need no education to 

dream. 
 
Emma   You leave that boy be, Jake McCready.  
 
She puts her arm around Chester and begins to lead him off stage. 
 
Emma  (As they exit) Now you can be honest with me now boy, has he 

been feedin’ you enough? 
 
Chester  He wouldn’t let me have no hamburgers and fries, momma, 

even though I asked him real nice. 
 
Emma  Is that a fact. Well, we’ll just have to make a few changes 

around here. I can see that. 
 
Jake  (Following them out) ‘Course I been feedin’ him. How d’ya 

think he got that big? By breathin’ deep? Honey. Come back, 
honey! Now don’t you listen to him. 

 
Jake exits. Suddenly, two fairy penguins come rushing through the audience from the 
back of the auditorium accompanied by flashing lights and some fast paced music. 
They run up and down the aisles in a panic, in amongst the audience. Finally, they 
make it onto the stage, huffing and puffing. They both attempt to hide behind Julian 
and Juliana who turn around to see them but each time they turn, the penguins turn 
with them in an attempt to remain shielded, so basically, they are all turning around 
in circles. 
 
Julian   (still spinning) Boy, I sure am tired of turning around in circles. 
 
Juliana   (Still spinning) Yeah, if it’s not tornados, it’s penguins. 
 
The children stop spinning but the penguins are still behind them. 
 
Julian   Hey, come out. We’re not going to hurt you. 
 
Juliana   Yes, please come out, little penguins. 
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Wayne   (Peeking out) Ya reckon it’s safe, Barry? 
 
Barry (Peeking out) Yeah, I reckon she’s apples, Wayne. The coast is 

clear. 
 
The penguins come out from behind the children but they still look around furtively. 
 
Juliana   Is someone chasing you? 
 
Wayne   You’ve obviously hidden behind a genius there, Barry. 
 
Barry  There’s no pullin’ the down over her eyes, Wayne, that’s for 

sure. 
 
Juliana   There’s no need to be sarcastic. 
 
Wayne  No, you’re quite right. Sorry about that. I’m just a bit on edge 

at the minute. 
 
He starts shuffling around nervously. 
 
Barry   You see we’re being chased. 
 
Julian   By what? 
 
Wayne   By ... 
 
Wayne/   A leopard seal! 
Barry 
 
Wayne starts sobbing furiously. Barry puts his arm around him to comfort him. 
 
Barry  Hey, Wayno. Wayney boy. Settle, old son. Calm down, fella. 

She’ll be right. You trust your old mate, Bazza. 
 
Wayne   Oh, it’s a nightmare, Barry. 
 
Barry   Yeah, but whose nightmare? 
 
Julian/   (In Unison) It’s ours! 
Juliana    
 
Wayne   What? 
 
Barry  Never mind. It’s a runnin’ joke. All you need to know, Wayne 

my lad, is that I think we finally lost him. 
 
Wayne   (Still sobbing lightly) You really think so? 
 


