The African Queen



Allnutt thrusts mightily at the muddy bank with a long pole, 

               snatches the pole on board again, and then rushes aft to the 

               tiller.

                                     ALLNUT

                         'Scuse me, Miss.

               He sweeps her aside unceremoniously (she is astonished but 

               quickly reassembles herself) and he puts the tiller over 

               just in time to save the boat from running into the bank.

               CAMERA IN on Rose, resettling her plumage, and on Allnutt at 

               the tiller. The river bank starts to swing in square to the 

               stern. Their eyes are past the CAMERA.

               MEDIUM SHOT -- (MOVING WITH BOAT) -- ROSE AND ALLNUTT Rose 

               is deeply sad and very tired, but a very quiet kind of 

               exhilaration is already growing in her; and still more 

               clearly, her calm and tremendous, unreflecting resoluteness 

               begins to show.

               A pause.

                                     ROSE

                         Mr. Allnutt.

                                     ALLNUT

                         Yerss...?

                                     ROSE

                         What are the chances of our getting 

                         out through Limbasi on the railway 

                         to the Coast?

                                     ALLNUT

                         The railway was in German 'ands when 

                         I was in Limbasi -- and by this time 

                         Limbasi is too, I'll bet.

                                     ROSE

                         Then how do we get out, Mr. Allnutt?

                                     ALLNUT

                         You got me, Miss.

                              (after a pause)

                         We've got 'eaps of grub 'ere, Miss, 

                         so we're all right, far as that goes. 

                         Two thousand cigarettes, two cases 

                         of gin. We could find a good 'iding 

                         place an' stay there for months if 

                         we want to.

               Rose's astonishment at this suggestion keeps her from 

               replying.

                                     ALLNUT

                              (rattling on)

                         I spose there's goin' to be a fight. 

                         If our troops come from the sea, 

                         they'll attack up the railway to 

                         Limbasi, I spose. In that case, the 

                         best thing we could do would be to 

                         wait round down 'ere an' just go up 

                         to Limbasi when the time came. -- On 

                         the other 'and, they might come down 

                         from British East, an' if they do 

                         that we'd 'ave the Germans between 

                         us and them all the time. Same if 

                         they came from Rhodesia or Portuguese 

                         East. We're in a bit of a fix, 

                         whichever way y'look at it, Miss.

                              (abruptly)

                         Mind takin' the tiller, Miss?

               Allnutt stands up and Rose takes over the tiller, holding 

               the iron rod resolutely. Allnutt goes to his engine and is 

               violently active once more. He pulls open the furnace door 

               and thrusts in a few sticks of fuel; then he scrambles up 

               into the bow and stands balanced on the cargo. The river is 

               studded with islands so that it appears as if there were a 

               dozen different channels.

                                     ALLNUT

                         Port a little, Miss.

               CLOSE SHOT -- ROSE She is confused by the command.

                                     ALLNUTT'S VOICE

                              (o.s.)

                         Pull it over this side, I mean. -- 

                         That's it! Steady!

               MOVING SHOT -- THE LAUNCH The boat crawls up a narrow tunnel 

               of leaf and shade. (If color photography is used, the SHOT 

               would be startingly juicy and green -- many shades of green 

               reflected in rich brown water.)

               Allnutt comes leaping back over the cargo and shuts off the 

               engine; the propeller stops vibrating.

               Allnutt dashes into the bow again. Just as the trees (SHOOTING 

               PAST ROSE and her interest in it) begin apparently to move 

               forward again as the current overcomes the boat's way, he 

               lets go the anchor with a rattling CRASH, and almost without 

               a jerk the launch comes to a standstill.

               A great silence seems to close in on them -- the silence of 

               a tropical river at noon. The only SOUND is the subdued rush 

               and gargle of the water. The sober air is filled with a 

               strange light -- a green light.

               Allnutt turns from his work at the anchor. He and Rose look 

               about them and at each other, for a moment mysteriously 

               bemused by the stillness and by the beauty of the place. The 

               sudden quietness and the look of the place are richly 

               romantic; the two people are quieted by it, but they are 

               wholly unaware of any such potentiality between them. They 

               are just a couple of oddly assorted derelicts who hardly 

               even know each other, and don't care for what little they 

               know.

               A pause.

                                     ALLNUT

                         So far so good. 'Ere we are safe an' 

                         sound, as you might say.

                              (he beams upon his 

                              surroundings)

                         Not too bad a spot, is it, Miss, to 

                         sit a war out in? All the comforts 

                         of 'ome, includin' runnin' water.

               He laughs at his joke and is disappointed when Rose does not 

               join him.

                                     ROSE

                         I'm afraid, Mr. Allnutt, that what 

                         you suggest is quite impossible.

                                     ALLNUT

                         'Ave you got any ideas?

                              (he takes a map out 

                              of his pocket and 

                              hands it to her)

                         'Ere's a map, Miss. Show me the way 

                         out an' I'll take it.

               Rose opens the map and starts studying it.

                                     ALLNUT

                              (after a while)

                         One thing sure; our men won't come 

                         up from the Congo, not even if they 

                         want to. They'd 'ave to cross the 

                         lake, and nothin' won't cross the 

                         lake while The Louisa is there.

                                     ROSE

                              (blankly)

                         The Louisa? What's that?

                                     ALLNUT

                         It's an 'undred-ton German steamer, 

                         Miss, and she's the boss o' the lake 

                         'cause she's got a six-pounder.

                                     ROSE

                         What's that?

                                     ALLNUT

                         A gun, Miss. The biggest gun in 

                         Central Africa.

                                     ROSE

                         I see.

                                     ALLNUT

                         If it wasn't for The Louisa, there 

                         wouldn't be nothin' to it. The Germans 

                         couldn't last a month if our men 

                         could get across the lake... But all 

                         this doesn't get us any nearer 'ome, 

                         does it, Miss? Believe me, if I could 

                         think wot we could do...

                                     ROSE

                         This river, the Ulanga, runs into 

                         the lake, doesn't it?

                                     ALLNUT

                         Well, Miss, it does; but if you was 

                         thinkin' of goin' to the lake in 

                         this launch -- well, you needn't 

                         think about it any more. We can't 

                         and that's certain.

                                     ROSE

                         Why not?

                                     ALLNUT

                         Rapids, Miss. Cataracts and gorges. 

                         There's an 'undred miles of rapids 

                         down there. Why, the river's even 

                         got a different nyme where it comes 

                         out on the lake to what it's called 

                         up 'ere. It's the Bora down there. 

                         No one knew they was the same river 

                         until that chap Spengler --

                                     ROSE

                         He got down it. I remember.

                                     ALLNUT

                         Yes, Miss, in a dugout canoe. 'E 'ad 

                         half a dozen Swahili paddlers. Map 

                         makin', 'e was. In fact, that's 'is 

                         map you're lookin' at. There's places 

                         where this ole river goes shootin' 

                         down there like out of a fire 'ose. 

                         We couldn't never get this ole launch 

                         through.

               While he talks, Rose begins to look restive and vague, as 

               well as discouraged. By the time he is through, she has stood 

               up, CAMERA WITH HER; she hardly hears him. She strolls a 

               little aimlessly PAST THE CAMERA, which SWINGS TO CENTER HER 

               BACK as she walks forward. As if half in her sleep, she 

               sidesteps the engine.

               REVERSE ANGLE -- ROSE (SHOOTING FROM THE BOW) as Rose 

               sidesteps. She walks toward CAMERA into MEDIUM CLOSE UP, 

               eyes glazing with dreamlike concentration. She sees something 

               before and below her eye-level; stops, focusing on it.

               CLOSE SHOT -- (FROM ROSE'S ANGLE) -- THE GELATINE CASES not 

               marked or labeled as such.

                                     ROSE'S VOICE

                              (o.s.)

                         Mr. Allnutt --

               MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT -- ALLNUTT

                                     ALLNUT

                         Yes, Miss.

               MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT -- ROSE -- (FROM ALLNUTT'S ANGLE)

                                     ROSE

                         What did you say is in these boxes 

                         with the red lines on them?

               MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT -- ALLNUTT -- (FROM ROSE'S ANGLE) lounging 

               and lazy.

                                     ALLNUT

                         That's blastin' gelatine, Miss.

               MEDIUM SHOT -- ALLNUTT AND ROSE (SHOOTING FROM BOW)

                                     ROSE

                              (head towards him, 

                              away from CAMERA)

                         Isn't it dangerous?

                                     ALLNUT

                         Bless you, no, Miss, that's safety 

                         stuff, that is. It can get wet and 

                         not do any 'arm. If you set fire to 

                         it, it just burns. You can 'it it 

                         wiv an 'ammer and it won't go off -- 

                         at least I don't fink it will. It 

                         takes a detonator to set it off. 

                         I'll put it over the side if it 

                         worries you though.

                                     ROSE

                              (sharply, yet absently 

                              as she turns into 

                              CAMERA)

                         No. We may need it.

               Allnutt keeps watching her idly, a little amused and very 

               slightly contemptuous. She wanders away from the boxes, eyes 

               downcast in thought, and pauses again.

                                     ROSE

                              (not looking up)

                         Mr. Allnutt --

                                     ALLNUT

                         Yeah?

               INSERT -- THE STEEL CYLINDERS IN BOTTOM OF BOAT

                                     ROSE'S VOICE

                              (o.s.)

                         And what are these queer long round 

                         things?

               MEDIUM SHOT -- THE BOW -- (PAST ROSE -- ON ALLNUTT)

                                     ALLNUT

                         Them's the oxygen and hydrogen 

                         cylinders, Miss. Ain't no good to 

                         us, though. Next time I shift cargo, 

                         I'll dump 'em.

               CLOSER SHOT -- ROSE

                                     ROSE

                              (sharply, yet still 

                              more subconsciously 

                              and quietly than 

                              before)

                         I wouldn't do that.

               She keeps looking down at them, musingly, "subconsciously," 

               while CAMERA CREEPS CLOSER to her.

                                     ROSE

                         They look like -- like torpedoes.

               "Torpedoes" is spoken over:

               INSERT -- CYLINDERS -- a new and most deadly possible looking 

               SHOT of the cylinders.

               STILL CLOSER SHOT -- ROSE Slowly she raises her eyes from 

               floor angle to normal; a wild light is dawning in her eyes.

                                     ROSE

                              (in the voice almost 

                              of a medium)

                         Mr. Allnutt --

               She turns very slowly towards him.

               MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT -- ALLNUTT -- (FROM ROSE'S ANGLE)

                                     ALLNUT

                              (a little bit smug)

                         I'm still right here, Miss, and on a 

                         thirty-foot boat there ain't much of 

                         any place else I could be.

               MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT -- ROSE -- (FROM ALLNUTT'S ANGLE) walking 

               slowly and somewhat portentously towards him.

                                     ROSE

                              (full of the wild 

                              light)

                         You're a machinist, aren't you? Wasn't 

                         that your position at the mine?

               MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT -- ALLNUTT -- (FROM ROSE'S ANGLE)

               CAMERA ADVANCING on him at Rose's pace, stopping, looking 

               down, during his last six or eight words.

                                     ALLNUT

                              (comfortably)

                         Yeah, kind of fixer. Jack of all 

                         trades and master o' none, like they 

                         say.

               CLOSE SHOT -- ROSE -- (FROM ALLNUTT'S ANGLE) disconcertingly 

               close.

                                     ROSE

                         Could you make a torpedo?

                                     ALLNUTT'S VOICE

                              (o.s.)

                         Come again, Miss?

                                     ROSE

                         Could you make a torpedo.

               CLOSE SHOT -- ALLNUTT

                                     ALLNUT

                         You don't really know what you're 

                         askin', Miss. It's this way, you 

                         see. A torpedo is a very complicated 

                         piece of machinery what with 

                         gyroscopes an' compressed air chambers 

                         an' vertical and horizontal rudders 

                         an' compensating weights. Why, a 

                         torpedo costs at least a thousand 

                         pounds to make.

               He relaxes; his manner is "The State Rests."

               SWING CAMERA to center Rose, still perched on the gunwale.

                                     ROSE

                              (after a short pause; 

                              unperturbed)

                         But all those things, those gyroscopes 

                         and things, they're only to make it 

                         go, aren't they?

               MEDIUM CLOSE SHOT -- ALLNUTT -- (NEUTRAL ANGLE)

                                     ALLNUT

                         Uh-huh. Go -- and hit what it's goin' 

                         after.

               ROSE -- (AS BEFORE)

                                     ROSE

                              (at the height of her 

                              inventiveness; the 

                              words triumphant and 

                              almost stumbling out)

                         Well! We've got The African Queen.

               She stands up with these words, CAMERA RISING with her, 

               SHOOTING FROM A LITTLE BELOW; her eager eyes are constantly 

               on Allnutt.

                                     ROSE

                         If we put this -- this blasting stuff -- 

                         in the front of the boat here -- and 

                         a -- what did you say -- deno -- 

                         detonator there, why that would be a 

                         torpedo, wouldn't it?

               CLOSE SHOT -- ALLNUTT looking up at her, greatly amused, 

               almost sardonically admiring her.

                                     ROSE'S VOICE

                              (o.s.)

                         Those cylinders. They could stick 

                         out over the end, with that gunpowder 

                         stuff in them and the detonator in 

                         the tips where the taps are.

               ROSE -- (AS BEFORE)

                                     ROSE

                         Then if we ran the boat against the 

                         side of a ship, they'd -- well, they'd 

                         go off, just like a torpedo.

                              (somewhat doubtfully, 

                              in a return to her 

                              submissive feminine 

                              habit)

                         Wouldn't they?

               TWO SHOT -- ROSE AND ALLNUTT

                                     ALLNUT

                              (tremendously amused; 

                              gravely)

                         That might work.

                              (humoring her along, 

                              and a little taken 

                              in by his own fondness 

                              for makeshift)

                         Them cylinders'd do right enough. I 

                         could let the gas out of 'em and 

                         fill 'em up with the gelignite. I 

                         could fix up a detonator all right. 

                         Revolver cartridge'd do.

                              (warming up to it, as 

                              an impossible project)

                         Why, sure, we could cut 'oles in the 

                         bows of the launch, and 'ave the 

                         cylinders stickin' out through them, 

                         so's to get the explosion near the 

                         water. Might turn the trick. But 

                         what would 'appen to us? It would 

                         blow this ole launch and us and 

                         everything all to Kingdom come.

                                     ROSE

                         I wasn't thinking that we should be 

                         in the launch. Couldn't we get 

                         everything ready and have a -- what 

                         do you call it -- a good head of 

                         steam up and point the launch toward 

                         the ship and then dive off before it 

                         hit? Wouldn't that do?

                                     ALLNUT

                         Might work, Miss. But what are we 

                         talkin' about, anyway. There ain't 

                         nothin' to torpedo. 'Cause The African 

                         Queen's the only boat on the river.

                                     ROSE

                         Oh, yes there is.

                                     ALLNUT

                         Is what?

                                     ROSE

                         Something to torpedo.

                                     ALLNUT

                         An' what's that, Miss?

                                     ROSE

                         The Louisa.

                                     ALLNUT

                              (on mention of The 

                              Louisa, a blank, 

                              silent stare of mock 

                              amazement. Then, 

                              patiently)

                         Don't talk silly, Miss. You can't do 

                         that. Honest you can't. I told you 

                         before we can't get down the river.

                                     ROSE

                         Spengler did.

                                     ALLNUT

                         In a canoe, Miss!

               Rose looks stubborn.

                                     ROSE

                         If a German did it, we can, too.

                                     ALLNUT

                         Not in no launch. We wouldn't 'ave a 

                         prayer.

                                     ROSE

                         How do you know? You've never tried.

                                     ALLNUT

                         Never tried shootin' myself through 

                         the 'ead, neither.

                              (pause)

                         Trouble with you is, you just don't 

                         know nothin' about boats, or water.

               A pause. They look at each other, Rose much more fixedly and 

               searchingly than Allnutt

                                     ROSE

                         In other words, you are refusing to 

                         help your country in her hour of 

                         need, Mr. Allnutt?

                                     ALLNUT

                         I didn't say that.

                                     ROSE

                         Well then --!

                                     ALLNUT

                              (sighs deeply)

                         'Ave it your own way, Miss -- only 

                         don't blame me, that's all.

               Allnutt stands perplexed and inarticulate, his cigarette 

               drooping from his upper lip. His wandering gaze strays from 

               Rose's feet, up her white drill frock to her face; he starts 

               slightly at her implacable expression.

                                     ROSE

                         Very well, let's get started.

                                     ALLNUT

                         What! Now, Miss?

                                     ROSE

                              (impatiently)

                         Yes, now. Come along.

                                     ALLNUT

                         There isn't two hours of daylight 

                         left, Miss.

                                     ROSE

                         We can go a long way in two hours.

               Allnutt starts to speak; refrains; limps over to windlass 

               and raises the anchor. Rose watches him. CAMERA PANS after 

               The African Queen as Allnutt backs her out into the channel, 

               then turns her nose downstream.

