Jim & Benn
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JIM: Who...who are you?
BENN: Are you real?
JIM: Are you real? Who are you?

BENN: Gunn...Benn Gunn. You mightn't happen to have a piece of
cheese about you, do you?

JIM: Cheese?
BENN: What do you call yourself, sir?
JIM: Jim.

BENN: Jim, sir. Many’s the long night I've dreamed of cheese—
toasted, mostly—and woke up again, and here on this island.
But it were luck that put me here. Three years.

JIM: Three years? (BENN nods) Were you shipwrecked?

BENN: (nods) Marooned three years ago. But it were luck that put
me here. I'm rich. (dances around) Rich! Rich! (stops dancing)
Except for cheese, I'm rich. You were the first that found me.
I'll make you rich, too. | lived on berries and oysters since then,
but, mate, my heart is sore for some cheese. Oh cheese.

JIM: If ever | can get aboard again you shall have all the cheese you
want, | promise you.

BENN: Why, now, who's to hinder you? — Now, Jim sir, that ain’t
Flint's ship anchored out in the bay is it?
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JIM: Flint’s ship? No, it’s not Flint’s ship. Flint is dead. But Flint's men
are aboard and plotting to take over the ship.

BENN: Not a man with one leg?
JIM: Silver?
BENN: Aye Silver, that was his name.

JIM: He's the ringleader. He plans of killing the captain and crew once
he gets the treasure buried here.

BENN: Jim, sir, you're all in a clove hitch, ain’t you? Well, you just put
your trust in Benn Gunn— Benn Gunn will do it. Would you
think it likely, now, that your captain would help give passage
home to Benn Gunn?

JIM: I'm sure she would. The captain’s honorable. And besides, if we
got rid of the others, we should want you to help sail the ship
home.




