
EVENING ECHO, Monday, July 25, 2005 Page 11EE

ECHONEWS

WE are well into the silly season of
summer TV.

The way you can tell this is that
when you turn on the screen you have
a good chance of tuning into either a
James Bond movie or ��������	�
��.

In fact, this weekend just gone, it
was possible to flick through several
stations before hitting something that
didn’t have 007 appearing in it.

This isn’t a complaint, mind, for I’ll
be the first to sit through back-to-back
Basil or turn over to 	�� ����� ���

�������
� during the ad break in ��	�
�������������	�
�

The reason for their ubiquity is be-
cause terrestrial TV stations have tight
budgets and Bond films and reruns of
�������are cheap programming.

What many of our readers may not
know, however, is that in the Seventies
the geniuses behind these two im-
mensely popular creations — John
Cleese and Ian Fleming — met
secretly to discuss a collaboration.

After spending many thousands of
euro of the ��
����� ���	�� money, I
managed to lay my hands on a copy of
the script treatment for the episode
with the working title of ��
�����
�����
��
��. For reasons unknown, it never
made it to the screen.

I print my findings in full.
[Fade in] A montage of clips that in-

clude a plane flying through drifting
snow with a map showing a dotted
route from Istanbul to Belgrade; then a
train’s locomotive with a red line on the
map leading from Belgrade to Vienna
and on to Paris and finally Cherbourg;
a boat and the red line cross the
Channel to somewhere on the South
coast of England. It is Torquay. Finally,
as the montage ends, a car’s head-
lights catch a sign. It reads: “Welcome
to WATERFOWL STY” [fade out].

SCENE ONE
A man rings the porter’s bell at re-

ception. Basil Fawlty emerges from his
o ff i c e .
Basil Fawlty: Reservation?
Man: Yes. Bond, Ja…
Fawlty: Ah yes, Mr Bond. We were
expecting you slightly earlier, I must
admit, but don’t let that worry you.
Bond: Hope I didn’t keep you up.
Fawlty: No! Keep me up? There is
nothing I prefer than to sit in my little
office here doing crossword puzzles
until almost past midnight.
Bond: I’m very sorry, I got a little tied
up.
Fawlty: Get tied up often Mr Bond?
Bond (who catches Polly’s eye as
she prepares to go home): It de-
pends on who’s doing the tying.
Fawlty looks between them as they
smile at each other: (interrupts) Busi-
ness or pleasure, Mr Bond?
Bond (still smiling at Polly): Perhaps
a bit of both.

SCENE TWO
Manuel is carrying Bond’s suitcases

up the stairs. They reach the bedroom.
Manuel opens the door and they enter.
He puts Bond’s cases on the bed,
opens a window, smiles at the guest

and says, “Good morning.” When
Bond tries to put a substantial tip in his
shirt pocket, Manuel explains, “No, no.
Too late to put on a bet. The morning,
si?”

After Manuel leaves, Bond takes of
his jacket and hangs it on the back of
the chair. He takes of his hat, fires it in
the direction of the hat-stand, but
misses by millimetres and watches as
it flies through the open window.

There is a knock at the door. He
opens it and smiles: “I thought it might
be you.” We don’t see who his visitor
is.

SCENE THREE
Breakfast. Bond sits alone in the

dining room. He seems perturbed. A
spoon is stuck to his watch and he
can’t seem to shake it off.

The Major enters.
Major: Papers in yet, Fawlty?
Bond: I’m not Fawlty, but I think
they’re at reception.
Major (looking closer): You’re not
Fawlty. Taller chap with a moustache.

The Major takes his seat at an adja-
cent table, looking suspiciously at the
man he thinks is pretending to be
F a w l t y.

Fawlty enters.
Fawlty: Tea, Major.
Major: Not for me Fawlty. Think I’ll
have a cup of tea.
Fawlty: (mumbles under his breath
some curses directed toward the Ma-
jor) And you Mr Bond. What can we
get you? I trust you had a pleasant
sleep.
Bond: Not a wink, in fact. I’m afraid I
came over a bit stiff.

Polly, who is serving the Major his
tea, begins to snigger.

Fawlty turns to look at her, per-
plexed, becoming angry and then
smug.
Fawlty: I was wondering, Mr Bond, if
there happened to be a Mrs Bond. It’s
just last night when I was passing your
room I couldn’t help but hear a wo-
man’s voice coming from it. You do
realise that is against this hotel’s
policy?
Bond: Ye s .
Fawlty: And the woman in the room.
Mrs Bond, was she?
Bond: No.
Fawlty: Aha!
Bond: It was Mrs Fawlty.
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ROBERT O’SHEA
reveals what

happened when
James Bond met

Basil Fawlty

take a bow 007 checks in to
the hotel from hell

will look in the coming years

“They are investing heavily here
in terms of retail, offices and hotels
and all of that is very welcome,” he
said.

Developers would say Mr Gavin
is being too modest and it has been
said time and time again that since
he took the reins at City Hall his
vision has transformed the city in
just a few years.

The decision to sow the seeds of a
cosmopolitan city with a focus on
city centre apartment living could
easily have backfired — but it has
been vindicated by developers who
have ploughed ahead with the
apartment blocks, confident they

will have no problem filling thou-
sands of units across the city.

One of the latest of those blocks to
be granted planning permission
sent out a statement of intent by the
council, and could be a landmark
for all future development in the
centre precincts.

The green light for the 17-storey
Eglinton Street development came
just a few weeks after City Hall
rejected a tower of similar size in
Water Street.

Joe Gavin’s assertion at the time
that the decision was based on the
latter’s design inadequacies was ig-
n o re d .

However, his point was compoun-
ded by the Eglinton Street develop-
ment, which had only minor cos-
metic conditions attached to its
planning approval.

That decision has given de-
velopers from all over Ireland the
confidence to see Cork as an incub-
ator for some of the most exciting
designs this country has ever seen.

The next chapter in Cork’s evolu-
tion will come in the under-utilised
docklands. The plan is published
and the gauntlet has been laid down
to the developers.

It is now up to them to accept the
City Hall challenge.

SKYSCRAPER: O’Flynn’s proposed new office block and retail outlet on the site of the old An Post sorting
office on Eglinton Street behind the garda headquarters.


