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1. The Lounge.


	[Killian sits in the lounge. Hilary stands behind his chair. They are out of character.]


Killian	Hello. We don’t need a narrator today, because we’re ourselves. For example, my name in real life isn’t ripped from Midnight Caller Radio DJ “Killian”, it’s Tony. [as though he hardly believes it] Tony is my name!


Hilary	My real name’s Hilary though, worse luck.


Killian	Today, we’ll be taking you through special footage of the show that’s taken the Swinton Insurance offices by storm. Inelegantly titled The M’Lud Life, you’ll get to know the real us-es.


Hilary	We think you’ll grow to love us all over again. And we’ll get to see Tony’s trouser snake!


Killian	At the very, very end of the programme.


	[pan to one side, the narrator stands by a blackboard with a circle on it]


Narrator	Do you know what this is? It’s a worm going up its own arse. But of course, worms aren’t the only creatures that can go up their own arses. Yes, welcome to the sixth episode retrospective, pure nonsense presuming a popularity that simply doesn’t exist. It took the Simpsons 136 episodes before they dared to do this. And that’s funny. Frankly, this makes me sick.


	[Killian and Hilary]


Hilary	Oooh! He’s getting a bit above himself.


Killian	I thought we said we didn’t need him today. What’s he doing in here?


Narrator	I got lonely at home. The water heater was tutting at me.


Killian	Well, no more being unpleasant.


Narrator	Can I have a hug?


Hilary	Oh, of course you can, you snotty lummox.


Narrator	Snotty lummox?


Hilary	They weren’t even words, weren’t they?


Narrator	I don’t care.


	[Hilary and the Narrator hug - the credits start]





2. Hilarious Mistakes.


Hilary	A ha, well. The M’Lud Life is clearly one of the slickest “situation comedies” that has come from this continent in the last three decades. A fusion of everything there is to celebrate about life, sometimes it’s hard to believe that we’re just actors, and we’re not as perfect as our characters. But would you believe that some of the mistakes we make can be even funnier than the scripts?


Killian	I can’t believe it. These mistakes must be hilarious.


Hilary	Just look - and as a result of looking, see.


Killian	Ah, the magic of eyeballs.





2A. Episode 5, Scene 8. The Master’s Pants Are On Fire.


Narrator	You may remember last week, Jools was taken on a magical time journey into his past lives by the powerful and awesome Master. But in real life, The Master is actually a clumsy and inadequate man! As this clip shows...


	[a door opens and the Master comes out, furiously scratching at his crotch (but this time, with his hand with the cigarette)]


Master	I could scratch me knackers for hours, if they didn't start to bleed. [smoke starts to rise - he offers his other hand to shake - it is declined] Suit yourself. I’ll just get in there.... oh, my God. My balls are on fire! Oh, Jesus! Shit!


	[Lord Jools looks at the camera smilingly and shrugs happily and helplessly]


Master	God, please! Is there not a fire extinguisher around?


Jools	[helpfully but stationery] There’s one over there.


Master	[collapsing to the floor] My trousers have grafted themselves onto my helmet.....


	


Hilary	Of course, the episode had to be completed by his twin brother, who was actually a much nicer person. [secretively] Truth be told, the old Master’s turned a little bitter.


Killian	The original Master underwent extensive surgery, but sadly he can never take his trousers off again. They’re all that’s holding him together.


Hilary	He has to wee through the fabric, and dab it off with a scented sponge.


Killian	Here’s another morsel of mirthsome mistakery.





2B. Episode 1, Scene 17. Voodoo Cat Haywire Slaughter.


Narrator	Dennis Norden says you should never work with animals or children. Some good advice that he didn’t deliver was that you shouldn’t work with experimental military weapon. Indeed, by the end of this incident, our crew weren’t “feline” fine!


	[The final confrontation scene, with the Chipmunks, Mary, Killian and Hilary. The cat this time is much more convincing - a shiny chrome affair]


Narrator	Unwitting hosts to Alvin and the Chipmunks, the trouble began, as it so often does, when Killian dislodged an eyeball from Hilary’s throat using the Heimlich manoeuvre.


Alvin	Oh dear, a voodoo zombie cat. [the Chipmunks jump into the bag]


Killian	Shit soup... [notices Hilary choking] Hilary - come here. Look at the cat. [he performs the Heimlich on Hilary, aiming the eye at the cat. The eye shoots out and knocks the cat against the wall. Sparks start to fly from the cat, and it circles the room.]


Hilary	[to the crew] Is it supposed to be doing that?


C/ntroller	[with a remote control panel] It’s not responding to the controls. [close up] It seems to have developed a mind of its own. [a button on his panel flashes “KillCat 2000 has developed mind of own”]


	[time for some special effects, the cat’s legs transform into bladed wings - it swoops amongst the crew and a runner gets garrotted, blood everywhere like]


Alvin	No-one’s paying any attention to us.


Simon	We’re supposed to be special frigging guests!


	[A series of “Transformer” style close-ups on different parts of the cat morphing. When it is finished, a hugely armoured and beweaponed cat stands on its hind legs and sprays the room with gunshot. People die. In the middle, unscathed, the Author from Scene 4 sits, eating a box of doughnuts]


	[Outside the studio, a school trip walks by, the carnage can be heard outside]


Guide	And inside this studio is where your favourite SitCom, The M’Lud Life is being filmed. Do you want to take a peek?


	[the children cheer]


Guide	Follow me, kids.


	[black out just before she opens the door]	





Jools	Mr Norden’s failure to give such a warning about the KillCat 2000 is clearly negligence. Be sure to watch out for the civil case, The M’Lud Life v. It’ll Be Alright On The Night. He must be brought to justice. For the sake of those poor, poor, children�.





3. Scenes Considered Too Dull To Include.


Narrator	What you see in this programme is select clippings from the lives of our favourite judges. There’s plenty more that you don’t see, because it wasn’t considered [scornfully] “funny” enough. As if anything we did could be anything other than pure gold. [pan across to a man in a chair, the narrator walks behind him] This is the man, if you can call him a man, that makes these decisions. [another woman in another chair] His life is in this woman’s hands. If, upon seeing these following clips, this rather easily pleased woman laughs, then Barry’s life here has been in vain, and it is our duty to end it for him.


	[Throughout the clips, an inset box shows the woman’s face]


3A. Hilary Cleans The Kitchen.


Killian	When Hilary talks to the kitchen about the dogs of his life, it’s officially too tedious to bother the public. Here’s your chance to see that very scene.


	[Hilary tinkers around the kitchen, talking to the utensils.]


Hilary	You know, Mr Kitchen, the first dog I ever had was brown. That was just the colour he was, although father used to say that he was covered in shit and that if we touched him we’d catch TB and die. The second dog I had was actually a horse; but he was reared by dogs and got very angry if you put a saddle on him. He died, sadly. He broke his back trying to lick his testicles. The third dog....


	[the inset woman has been looking around, not bored but just interested in something else slightly more]


3B. Lord Jools Sings.


Narrator	No luck there. In a more unusual moment of gay abandon, Lord Jools Porter gave way to the irrepressible urge of song. However, the subject of this song, his en suite bathroom, proved to be too mundane for our censor....


	[Lord Jools dances around his bathroom, singing about everything in it]


Jools	The world is unforgiving, and people can be cruel,


	Another lonely birthday and a hypothermic yule,


	And sometimes the only thing that gives me hope,


	Is my soap on a rope (on a rope, on a rope)


		In my en suite, life is so sweet,


		Every shit’s a slithery treat,


		I drop my trousers to my feet,


		and skip to the loo, my darling...


	My sink it has two divots stroke grooves,


	Providing a purchase for soap,


	And yet I only have one bar,


	Except for my soap on a rope (on a rope) (on a rope)


		Soap acts as a cleanser and an anal lube,


		And also an attractant for lov-er-ly pubes....


		PUBES! [he points to some pubes on the mirror]


		PUBES! [more between the toilet seat and rim]


		P-U-U-UBES! [“pubes” is spelt in pubes on the tiled shower wall]


	[The inset woman is eating a Ryvita and reading a book]


3C. The Farting Scene From “Blazing Saddles”.


Narrator	And here, in one of our classic unseen snips, the judges had had a few too many baked beans. It was a sketch that we were not allowed to follow through...


	[Well, it’s basically the farting scene from Blazing Saddles. The woman in the inset box begins to giggle - her box grows to occupy the whole screen.]


Narrator	Oh, dear, Mr Censor. It looks like she’s laughing.


Censor	That’s not this programme. Mel Brooks wrote that. It was Blazing Saddles.


Narrator	No it wasn’t. It was episode three.


Censor	They were cowboys. You’re judges.


Narrator	Oh, be a man for a change. [the Narrator sets about him with a knife]


	[Death Toll 14 - whirrs to 15]





4. Meeting The Scriptwriter.


Narrator	Who actually knows what Carla Lane looks like? We can show you. She looks like this. [Big Ron from Eastenders and every other programme ever]  Why didn’t you know that? Script writers are a shy breed, wanting only to tell their story; stories of love. So, you can imagine our surprised pleasure when the writer of The M’Lud Life - our creator and, yes, godhead - wrote himself into this episode! Mary will be having a chat.


	[The “author” is a comprehensively ugly and challenged person - a speech impediment and weight problem. He smokes a cigarette and gasps for breath]


Mary	So, why is my character so shit?


Author	[coughs] What?


Mary	Well, I started off as a powerful moral character, who chose the law as her preferred lifestyle. These days I seem to be a doltish bimbo, a bemused bystander or a helpless victim. How could such a decline occur within five weeks?


Author	Ah...


Mary	And that’s another thing, what is it with you and Christianity? Are you so comprehensively insecure that you can only fire at targets that choose not to fight back?


Author	Um...


Mary	It’s all so easy, isn’t it? It’s all too bloody easy. I had such dreams when I got this role.


4A. Mary’s Dream Character.


	[Mary stands on stage on a stand-up routine]


Mary	I’ve got a sick and pathetic joke for you. Men! God, aren’t penises ugly? I like cakes though, I wish men were cakes. Then you could have sex with cakes. TAMPONS!


	[out of the dream sequence]


Mary	Viva women!





5. Prolonging The Agony.


Hilary	From the letters we have been sent, and I have that letter here, some of your favourite parts of our programme are merely one-off throwaway skits. For instance, the loveable character “Boxhead”, from episode four has led a rather suggestable couple in Timperley to create their own more affordable characters, “Carrier Bag Heads”.


Killian	They suffocated. [caption reads “Death Toll : 15” - it whirrs to “17”]


Mary	[walking past, the camera follows her] But how many would believe that I was Boxhead? It makes no sense, right? He was a boychild! Well, that’s the transgenderal magic of pantomime and television alike. [produces some thick macking tape and Boxhead’s head] So join me as I tape down my tits and don the box for a second time.


5A. Boxhead Buys A Helium Dog.


	[The following is to the “Mr Noseybonk” music from Jigsaw, in the same merrily melodramatic (say that three times, you bastards) mimed style]


	[Boxhead walks through a park. He sees someone with a dog bounding around and being cute. His head turns to a sad face and he dabs his cut-out eye. He sees a man covering a puppy with petrol and about to light a match. He runs over and offers the man £50 to buy the dog. The man walks off happily, and Boxhead walks off the other way hugging his puppy.]


Mary	But this puppy wasn’t all it appeared....


	[Trying to walk the dog, it takes off to the limit of its leash. Boxhead turns to a confused face, and tugs downwards. In response, the dog farts and propels itself forward. Boxhead is dragged helplessly along and upwards. He flies up and up, to the moon. There he is greeted by hovering dogs on string. Boxhead’s dog bobs into their fold, and they bark amongst each other. ]


	[Boxhead wakes up in bed, and looks around. He mimes stroking a dog, and rotates his head to a crying face. He looks to the bedside table, where there is a fifty pound note, a dog lead and a photo of the dog floating with all its friends. On the photo is written “I love you”. Boxhead rubs the photo against his front face.]


5B. Dalek Singing Lessons.


Jools	Touching. And of course, there was Dalek and the Nun; if they’d been created fifty years ago they would have been the original odd couple. Let’s press our mouths to the comedy window and blow!


	[Dalek talks in a normal voice,  - perhaps slightly effecticised, but when  in block capitals and when they are singing, it is pure Dalek]


Song	He’s a Dalek, she’s a nun,


	She likes to lick, he’s got no tongue,


	[Dalek strokes a picture of Herr Flick with his turret while Nun looks huffily away]


	He loves Herr Flick, she’s having none,


	It’s Dalek and the Nun... 


	[In their house, the nun (Lord Jools in  nun drag) sits in a reclining chair, snoring. A booming sound awakes her and lots of wooden balls roll through the lounge - Dalek comes in looking as sheepish as Daleks can]


Dalek	I blew up your rosary. Sorry.


Nun	Oh, right. That’s it. I’m leaving you.


	[she walks out]


Dalek	Boo Hoo. Boo Hoo. Well, I’d better get a hobby then. I’ll just phone Davros.


	[walks over to the phone, and blows it up]


Dalek	Oh, poo-sticks.


	[New scene - a village hall with about ten Daleks all turning around in circles randomly and bumping into each other - a harried teacher tries to get them into order]


Teacher	Come on, boys. [they eventually all turn to face her]


Teacher	OK then. We’re going to sing “No Limits” by 2 Unlimited. Just sing along to the tape.


	[the tape starts. The Daleks join in hopelessly out of time, just shouting “No” when it suits them. This could actually sound quite good, I think. Anyway, one of them blows up the tape recorder at a comically appropriate time.]


Teacher	Oh, dear. That was this town’s only tape recorder. I’ll have to cancel the concert for the orphans now. [brightening up] Mind, probably just as well, last year was carnage. God knows why we were invited back.


	[back at the house, Dalek roams the house. Nun enters]


Nun	I came back because I love you.


Dalek	I love you too. [he blows up a picture of their wedding]


Both	Boooh!





Jools	Sadly, even more people died in the making of the Dalek clips, due to the use of real Daleks, which are of course evil. [Death Toll soars up to 38]





6. The Impossible Search For A Catchphrase I.


Jools	You may have noticed that over the last six weeks, no one phrase has been repeated with enough frequency to become a catchphrase. This is becoming a problem, as students want to get drunk, quote something easy and then laugh like they made the joke up themselves. Well, we want a piece of the action, and by the end of this scene we’ll all have our own catchphrase, we’ll even have invented a very special swear word that we will use for the rest of the programme!


Killian	My character, Killian Redgrave, will have a verbal catchphrase. At times, I have alluded to having a sex drive,  so I will use the word “cum”, which is amusing. But that’s not enough, anyone can just say “cum”.


Hilary	Cum, cum, cum.


Killian	Exactly. [he walks over to a blackboard with the words written on them] Here are some possibilities. “Cummilingus”, “Bevel-Headed Cum Shaft”, “Cum Cum”, and even  “Cum-bell-ina”. However, we settled on “Cumbuckets”, which I will say when anything strikes me as surprising.


Hilary	[beckoning the audience, and chuckling to himself, he speaks to Killian]  I’m gay.


Killian	[hammily surprised] Cumbuckets!


	[canned laughter]


Killian	Are you really?


Hilary	No.


Killian	And a bloody good job.


Hilary	I’m going to have a physical catchphrase, like that bloke who falls over in Police Academy. I won’t be falling over. Quite the opposite. I’ll be hovering!


Mary	We agreed on this, Hilary, you can’t hover.


Hilary	Well, can I just jump for a long time?


Mary	[suspiciously] How long?


Hilary	Mmm.... days on end.


Mary	No, that is hovering. Which you can’t do. We agreed that you’d just fall over.


Hilary	But it’s been done.


Mary	Aha! That’s where you’re wrong. Because you’ll explode.


Hilary	I’d rather fly.


	[Mary pushes him over - he explodes]


Killian	Cumbuckets!


	[howls of canned laughter]


	[Hilary gets up and bats himself down]





7. Director’s Cut I : Lord Of The High Rise


Jools	Sometimes, an episode is written that runs for too long. It could be for any reason, the author could have got excited, or it could be a... medical reason. Anyway, there are bits out there that you will never see, unless there is a retrospective show. [laughing] Oh ho, wait a minute! It couldn’t have worked out much better! Here’s what happened when Hilary found a group of chinese women stuck on a central reservation. [as the scene changes] I can’t believe it, there was me, talking about retrospectives, and this is one! Remarkable.


7A. Street. Hilary Finds The Women.


	[Hilary walks down the road. As he passes a central reservation, he notices a group of chinese women huddled together, shivering. He crosses over to them]


Hilary	Hello! Is there any problem?


	[the women honk and hoot; this is their only way of communication]


Hilary	You’re stuck? Come with me. I will lead you to the safety of the pavement.


	[he grabs one hand, they follow him like schoolchildren. the woman at the back belches. The others point and hoot.]


Hilary	So what were you doing there?


	[one of the ladies holds up a picture of Kilroy-Silk. The others coo enthusiastically]


Hilary	You came to England to see Robert Kilroy-Silk? The silver-tongue king of UK Chat? Our very own male white Oprah?


	[abundant hooting]


Hilary	Come with me, I’ll make a few phone calls and try and sort something out.


	[he walks off again in the same fashion. The same woman belches again, and the others point and hoot again. Hilary ushers them along]


7B. The Lounge. Some Interesting Developments.


Mary	So they were just standing there?


Hilary	Yes. They were trapped.


Mary	Trapped? How so?


Hilary	Well, they probably just thought the central reservation was a very small pavement, that didn’t go anywhere.


Mary	OK... given that they can only follow pavements, how did they get there?


	[Hilary looks up and down suggestively]


Mary	Oh, they did not get beamed down, and you know it.


Hilary	I don’t know what I know anymore, I really don’t.


	[There are twice as many women now - about 12, and they are milling around restlessly]


Mary	Well, the strange thing is, they appear to be reproducing.


Hilary	Yes, I’ve noticed that.


	[a commotion breaks out amongst the women, as one is pushed out of the group and is angrily cooed and honked at]


Mary	What’s going on now?


Hilary	From what I’ve picked up of their language, I think they’ve exiled her.


Mary	Well why?


Hilary	Ladies - what’s happening?


	[they point at her shoes - red shoes - and howl. Then show the other group, who are all wearing blue shoes]


Mary	I think it’s because she’s wearing red shoes. They appear to be a blue shoes tribe.


Hilary	How did you know that?


Mary	It’s just a woman / shoe thing. Give her your blue shoes.


	[Hilary does so, and she is slowly accepted back into the fold]





	[In the lift, Lord Jools has an enormous blue shoe with him]


Jools	I’m so glad I found you, my little beauty. Oh, the fun we’ll have together.


	[the lift dings, opens, and the women see the shoe and honk insanely before dropping to their knees]


Hilary	Oh, brilliant. Now they worship Jools as a god.


Jools	Well, well. Looks like it’s my lucky voodoo blue shoe. Toodle-oo, you two!


Women	Toodle-oo! Toodle-oo!


	[There are now 20 women]


	[The phone rings, Hilary picks it up - it is Killian]


Killian	Hello? Hello? Can’t stop to talk, but I’ve just found an enormous red shoe, and I’m bringing it home. We can use it for drug smuggling.


Hilary	Killian, don’t... [he has hung up]


Mary	Oh dear. If a giant blue shoe is God, then a giant red shoe must be Satan.... oh dear....


Hilary	[holding up the phone] How did you hear that? 


Mary	I don’t know.





	[Five minutes later caption - Killian is in the lift, and some of the women have climbed into the shoe and are driving around inside it, honking. There are now about 30 women.]


	[As the lift opens, a complete silence is broken as half the women pledge their hooting alleigance to the red shoe out of fear]


Hilary	Well there’s a turn-up.


Mary	That’s all we need. Two warring religious factions in our lounge. And two deities as flatmates.


Killian	I know I’ve knocked religion in the past, but it’s kind of different when you’re the god.


Mary	Right - you phone immigration, and I’ll phone... Dolcis.





	[another five minutes later, the lounge is empty but for the four judges]





Jools	What happened? Where are my acolytes?


Mary	[to Hilary] Tch. It’s the same old story. It’s the same all over the world.





8. The Impossible Search For A Catchphrase II : Mary and Jools, and the Swear Word.


Mary	So what about myself and Lord Jools? We want a catchphrase that will make us popular.


Jools	Well, frankly I haven’t the foggiest where my characters headed. Judging by the desperation of last week’s script, I wouldn’t be surprised if I wasn’t in the next episode. I can’t be arsed.


Mary	I’m going to have a spasm. A rather wild spasm. Random and exaggerated, it’ll have the most amusing effects...


	[Hilary has been walking past with a lidded silver tray. As he walks past Mary, she jerks her arm up and shouts “Hoop-la”. The lid flies off and onto Hilary’s head. A wooden spoon that was on the tray also goes flying - first it hits the lid, gonging noisily, then flies off, hits a tennis ball into the wall and into Hilary’s crotch. He falls over and explodes.]


Killian	Cumbuckets!


	[Lord Jools just stands there]


Killian	Well, that’s super. Now we’ve all got a catchphrase. But Hilary, what about our swear word?


Hilary	That’s exactly right - we need a mock swear word that won’t offend prissy twats with children, but will allow others to feel a little bit, you know, naughty, by saying it alot. And to unveil this word, we have with us, again, our author!


	[The author stands next to a plaque. Hilary and Killian clap and cheer, Mary mutters “wanker” and Jools just mutters.]


Author	Here... [cough] is the wo-word. It is...


	[he weakly drags off the curtain. Before it is revealed, show the four judges aghast in a golden glow, gasping]


Mary	I can’t read it. It’s too shiny.


Jools	Can you turn that light down a bit?


Author	Ah.. O...O...OK. [he switches a switch off, and is met with an altogether frostier reception]


Hilary	Fruck?


Killian	Fruck? What the hell is that all about?


Author	It.. ahem.. it sounds, rude.


Mary	Of course it sounds rude, you dick, it sounds like....


	[She is interrupted by a shrill shriek. The Original Master stands on the mantelpiece, laughing and howling]


Pantom	Aha, I am the Pantom Of The Opera.


Jools	No, you’re not, you’re the first Master whose pants were on fire.


Pantom	Well that’s where you’re wrong. The man whose groins were forever joined with 70% cotton is dead. He has been replaced by me. I’m the Pantom. Of The Opera.


Mary	Well, what do you want?


Pantom	I will exact a terrible revenge on you all. In my hibernation, I have developed eerie powers. You will all spend the rest of this scene commiting comedy sketch suicide.


Hilary	Piddle!


Pantom	You will parody a washing up powder commercial.


Mary	But it’s done before. And there’s no skill in satirising that which has in essence become a self-parody.


Pantom	Exactly. You’ll be dead in this town.


Killian	Well that’s all very well, but Hilary here plays football, and he always comes home covered in blood and egg. [Hilary is covered in blood and eggs hang from tassels] Hil-a-reee!


Mary	My husband’s always playing around with the kids, and after half an hour in the allotment you can guarantee he’ll be covered with dirt. And blood. And to a lesser extent, eggs.


	[Jools vomits up some yellow goo]


Hilary	My friend’s always hacking up yellow bile onto his frilly girl’s blouse. On top of the inevitable eggs, blood, and dirt that come with his job as a motorcycle courier, he really drives me to distraction.


Killian	What we need is an all-round fast-acting summer-fresh cleanser.


Mary	It’s got to suit my lifestyle as a proactive lesbian [she looks at herself funnily]


Hilary	And not interfere with my gangland protectioneering. [he holds up a gun]


	[The Pantom is distracted by his trousers]


Pantom	Oh, drat, I’ve weed myself again. Has anyone got a sponge?


	[The three are released from the spell]


Killian	Quickly! While he’s distracted! Kill him!


Hilary	Done, and done. [he shoots him with his gun] I don’t know where I got this from.





9. Director’s Cut II : The WigHole


Mary	The Chinese Women subplot wasn’t the only storyline we had to cut out for the sake of time. When there appeared to be an extra wig on the hatstand, we all thought that Lord Jools had got a girlfriend. The truth turned out to be very much more disturbing, and myself and Hilary had toupee the price....


9A. Discussing The Wig.


Killian	Look. All we know is that there’s an extra wig on the hatstand, and that Jools hasn’t come out of his room in three days. How else can you explain that?


	[Inside Jools’ room, his leg is trapped under a felled tree. He is scrabbling for the door, but cannot reach]


Mary	That’s so sweet. What do you reckon she looks like?


Killian	[jealously] If I know Jools, I’ll bet she’s got massive tits.


Hilary	And loads of them.


	[a mug on the table rattles, and flies into the extra wig; it disappears with a rippling of the air and colours around it, and a slurping pop]


Mary	Well, I hope they’re happy in there. Bless them.


	[Jools is trying to saw his leg off with a coping saw - he gets a bit of blood on his finger, likes the taste, and starts trying to eat his leg off]


9B. Over Dinner. Dining With The Wig.


Killian	Come on, Mary. We’re hungry judges and we want food.


Hilary	I’m not actually that hungry.


Killian	Don’t be cruel, Hilary. She’ll feel useless unless she can cook for us.


Mary	[from the kitchen] I’m a judge as well, you know.


Hilary	[whispering to Killian] Is she?


Killian	[whispering back] Just smile. She’s looking for attention.


	[Mary walks in from the kitchen with two plates of food. The food on one of them wobbles, then shoots into the wig with a shiver and a burp. Mary puts the plates down, and the two men look at each other. Hilary starts to say something but Killian waves him to shut up]


Killian	[slowly, patronising] That’s lovely, Mary. Thank you very much. Is it a kipper?


Mary	[unaware] No, it’s... hang on... someone’s had your dinner.


Killian	Ah, so my plate is empty. I thought it was invisible kippers, again.


Mary	Well, it must be somewhere.


Hilary	Probably down the back of the sofa! Tcho!


	[Hilary gets stared down by Mary and Killian]


Hilary	Alright, alright. Well, food’s been flying into Jool’s girlfriend’s wig since it appeared.


Mary	That must be it then.


Killian	Fair enough.


9C. Watching Television, Later.


	[The three are watching television, basked in the old glow]


Mary	Hilary, when you said that the wig had been eating food, did you actually mean that the wig had been eating food?


Hilary	Yes.


Killian	Shh. Television is happening.


Mary	Do wigs need food to live?


Hilary	I’ve never fed my own wig. I assumed it went foraging at night. That’s why I had the wig-flap put in. Hang on - no, they don’t, no, wigs don’t eat food. And we haven’t got a wig-flap.


Killian	Be quiet.


Mary	I don’t think that’s a wig at all. Come over here.


Hilary	[pausing] But the television’s on. Can we wait until it’s off?


Mary	No, I really think this is important.


Killian	People! I’m watching... whatever this is.


	[Hilary and Mary walk over to the hatstand. Killian falls asleep then jerks awake again]


Mary	I think that that’s just the illusion of a wig, created by a highly localised distortion in the space-time continuum.


Hilary	Ah, you mean a kind of wormhole.


Mary	In a manner of speaking, yes. But it appears to be a hungry wormhole. See this book, The Hungry Caterpillar, and this sausage. [she produces both] The sausage slips easily through the hole left by the Hungry Caterpillar. [she slides it through] The same thing is happening here. Only page two is a different dimension.


Hilary	Can we go through?


	[their hair starts getting sucked towards the hole]


Mary	Nah, I wouldn’t think so.


	[they get stretched and sucked through the hole]


Hilary	[in a natural voice] That’s a relief. [pop, belch, slurp]


9D. A Spaceship, Any Spaceship.


	[Two aliens sit in chairs in an interrogation scenario. Hilary and Mary are in cages.. The aliens don’t have to be very convincing, of course, just very fat]


Zyx 12	Aha, Vax 5, the hole has surpassed itself with some living specimens.


Vax 5	Yes, Zyx 12. They should prove most .... tasty.


Mary	Oh, so you’re going to eat us then.


Zyx 12	Yes. We are travelling fat aliens, searching for the ultimate gastronomic kick.


Vax 5	We will be eating you, and we’re not even hungry. That’s the kind of fat aliens we are.


Zyx 12	Big, fat, aliens.


	[Hilary raises his hand, going “oo-oo!”]


Zyx 12	And we won’t be explaining why we’re talking English, either.


	[Hilary lowers his hand]


Vax 5	Turn on the heat. With the heat on, things should really start to.. hot up.


Zyx 12	Very clever, Vax 5.


Mary	Well, this is it, then. It looks like we’re going to die.


Hilary	Erm... Mary?


Mary	Yes?


Hilary	I’ve never been... intimate... with anyone, and - although obviously, I’d like it to be with someone more attractive - but well, beggars can’t be choosers, you know, and .... can I feel your tits?


Mary	Okay.


	[he pokes her boobs through her dress - not sensually - the aliens look on in disgust]


Vax 5	My god, Zyx 12, what on earth are they doing?


Zyx 12	They’re - eur - they’re copulating.


Vax 5	I can’t eat them now. It’d be like eating a Quatluvian Shabba in the third Peroxian Cycle.


Zyx 12	A ha ha ha, you’re right, Vax 5. We will just kill them and keep them as stuffed ornaments.


	[Mary and Hilary hug in fear - the aliens look quizzically at them]


Vax 5	What are they doing now?


Zyx 12	Oh, Vax 5. I think they’re in love. It is an emotion I have read about.


Vax 5	I do not understand.


Zyx 12	You know when you really, really want to eat something?


Vax 5	[his stomach rumbles] Yes, I do.


Zyx 12	Well, that’s like love.


Vax 5	Oh, you mean they want to eat each other? How delightful.


Zyx 12	Yes. It would be wrong for us to interfere with this hugner. We must return them to their natural habitat, where they may consume each other in privacy.


	[Hilary and Mary disappear]


9E. Return to the Lounge.


	[They appear by the wigstand. Hilary is gnawing on Mary’s forearm]


Mary	What are you doing?


Hilary	Eh? Oh. Sorry. [puts down her arm]


Mary	And look! The extra wig has gone!


	[Killian turns off the television]


Killian	So, what have you two been up to?


	[Mary and Hilary look at each other]


Both	Boh, nothing!


	[pause]


Killian	Well make my dinner then.





10. Helen Shapiro’s House Of The Damned. The Multimedia Future.


Hilary	I’d like to point out that I’m not a virgin in real life, and that if anyone out there fancies me, I’m very good in bed. [pause. he prods Jools, who is not happy]


Jools	We’re quite aware that the future is already here. To that end, a specially honed website, on the fashionable Internet, has been crafted using the finest technology this country has to offer. So now, students and pornography addicts alike can find out what really goes on behind the scenes. There’s also some of the hottest pictures of really dirty ladies getting it on.


Mary	Also, you’ll find out exactly what “Helen Shapiro’s House Of The Damned�” is. We’re not going to tell you. But here’s a picture of it.


	[a spooky mansion atop a hill]


Mary	Oo-ee! Pretty scary, hunh? What would live in such a house?


Hilary	Helen Shapiro’s House of the Damned marks the new multimedia attitude that this show is going to take. For instance, if you phone this number, you’ll hear Lord Jools porter swearing like a navvy! [Jools Swearing : 0990 xxx xxxx  flashes up]


Killian	Or, if you prefer, phone this number to hear Mary getting dirty with a variety of superstars, like Tom Cruise and Antonio Banderas! [Mary’s Dirty Celebrity Chat : 0990 xxx xxxx+1 appears underneath Jool’s line�]


Jools	That’s as well as contributing a substantial sum of money to the author’s Swiss Cake Account, no doubt.


Mary	[to Jools] I wouldn’t be too mouthy if I were you.


Jools	Look at this - chat lines. It’s pathetic. I think I’ve got every right to bitch.


Mary	Do you remember Amy, from the first series of the A-Team?


Jools	The gutsy journalist? The forgotten fifth member of the A-Team?


Mary	Yes. She had an argument with Hannibal, and he had her killed.


Jools	[chaste] I always wondered about her.


Killian	[being handed a piece of paper] Ah - news just in - a confused old woman who believes that television is real - you know, the kind of old bag that attacks Michael Baldwin with her umbrella, shrieking “You leave poor Jimmy alone, he’s got enough on his plate with that cancer” - well, such a woman has suffered a stroke as a result of us stepping out of character. She just couldn’t deal with it.


Jools	Such characters that we have, anyway.


	[Mary  nudges him]


Mary	It doesn’t actually count as a death, but it’s certainly a partial paralysis. [Partial Paralysis Toll : 0 whirrs to 1]


Jools	I’m going home.


	[Jools gets up and leaves]





11. The Prospective. Whatever Next?


	[A futuristic still, of a space station, with the caption The M’Lud Life 2000]


	[Hilary walks around the wooden backstage, and the corridors of the studio]


Hilary	So, we’ve looked at what’s happened so far, and witnessed the tragic cost of human life that is inevitable with the production of any SitCom. Over the many, many, series of “Bread”, it is a little known fact that the entire crew was killen as a result of a misunderstanding with a french chef, who mistook “poisson” for “poison”.


	[At a junction, Hilary crosses over with Killian. The camera follows Killian.]


Killian	But what does the future hold for us? Do we even have a future? That, my little darlings, is up to you. Visit our website. Phone our chat lines. Buy our T-Shirts. Pester this station with threats of suicide and murder should we be cancelled. It’s the very least you can do.


	[Mary falls from above, landing like a sexy cat. She rises, and takes over.]


Mary	And your reward? Here’s what may happen in the next series. It’ll be a dramatic departure, we promise you. [he draws to a stop at a wardrobe] In this wardrobe, we keep our secrets. Let’s go in.


	[she climbs in, we follow her - a series of one-line snippets in progressively more strange scenarios, with punchy guitar music]


	[In the lounge]


Hilary	[holding up a strip of crabsticks] So you’re saying that with these crabsticks we could bring about the Apocalypse? [caption “Seafood Armageddon”]


	[Underwater, in subtitles]


Killian	In that ship sleeps the octupus that had sex with and killed my mother.


	[caption - “Killer Lesbian Octopus - The Revenge”]


	[A gladiator (in full dress) is pushing Lord Jools around on the street]


Gladiator	Come on, old man, give me your money. I want to buy some heroin.


	[Lord Jools gives a mammoth punch and the gladiator goes flying]	


 	[caption - “Attack of the Drug-Crazed Gladiators”]


	[Mary leaves the wardrobe]


Mary	Will Jools be there? I fear that will be down to whether he comes crawling back to the Author and gives him a blow job. We will see.


	[Jools comes in, with a handkerchief stuffed into his mouth. He dabs it around]


Jools	I’m back!





12. After The Credits. Tony’s Trouser Snake.


Killian	It won’t be forgotten that I promised to show you my trouser snake. And here it is! [a jar full of formaldehyde with a little winkie in it is next to him] Yes, my winkie was lopped off in an accident that I don’t care to talk about. But, I’m glad to have shared this with you. It’s all part of coming to terms with it all. Thank you. Goodnight.


� This is just so clearly not a reference to Dunblane, so don’t be stupid.


� Helen Shapiro’s House of the Damned is a place where 60’s beehives are put onto evil characters throughout history using advanced technological techniques.


� Mary is telling Tom Cruise not to splash around in muddy puddles, and Antonio Banderas is painting with half potatoes.
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