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1. Introduction

Hello, 1"'mBEN. |I'm dead now, even though I'monly 14 years
old. A good age to die | suppose, who wants to be 100 years
old forever? Alife fixated on knitting junpers and casual
racisn? Hm not for ne. I'mglad that |'ve left my body behind
as well, but 1'lIl come to that soon. Very nmessy. \Wat happens
when you die? Well, let's just put it this way - all religions
are wong, but sone are (relatively) close. | amfinally at
one with the universe, and | see and know everything. (\Well,

al nost everything, I'll conme to that later). Alot of ny

knowl edge isn't particularly interesting, but nmusic is fine.
My nortal ol der brother was once told that the subject's "ALL'
about V- I (e.g. Gto C. Er, noit's not. Wiat a boring song
that would be. Two chords? You serious?

I"'mlike a God | guess, just wi thout the power. Do | want
power, though? Nope. Not really. The story that | am about to
tell you to warns of the terrors of the selfishness, tyranny
and greed associated with it. | can only pray that once you
know what | know, you will look at life conpletely
differently, and act in ways that are utterly against your
present nature.

Do you | ook down on so called 'l esser species' of animals, and
think their lives have no value? Do you even eat them when a
vast array of non thinking, non feeling vegetables are readily
avai |l abl e? Vegetable curries are actually pretty good, if you
go to the right restaurant. Well... | don't know. O do |?
Hopeful |y, you've been paying attention and know t he answer.
|"mranbling, so back to nmy point... The nessage of this story
is of kindness. Kindness, kindness, kindness. (And don't eat
animals, | didn't bring themup w thout a reason).

You may | augh when you read sone of the terrible things that
happened. Sure, that's human nature. There are a | ot of
damaged people in the world, and it's not unlikely you're one
of them If you enjoy making your own paper for exanple,
that's a warning sign. It suggests OCD and insanity. It's
conpletely pointless. Perhaps even nore pointless is train
spotting. W ALL know trains exist, we see themevery day. I|f
you're in doubt so nmuch, ride things for Christ's sake.

Despite all that |I've witten about silliness and despair,
don't want you to be scared or shocked when reading this book.
As |'ve al ready suggested, (repetition is key) | only want you
to be enlightened in the nost positive way possible. Gve this
book a chance, and you'll have the wi sdom of sonmeone who knows
the Gods. (Gods, Gods). Furthernore, as |'ve already
suggested, (repetition is key) | only want you to be
enlightened in the nost positive way possible. Gve this book
a chance, and you'll have the w sdom of sonmeone who knows the
Gods. (Gods).

P.S. Special thanks to Sir George. Wiy? Read on and find out.



Then tell a friend or two to find out, as well. It's easy to
tell all of them isn't it? Ever heard of social nedia?

Peace.
2. Sir Ceorge

So... This is how everything started. A borderline denented,
t hough insignificant setting, when considering the grand
schene of things. It's not exactly a scene of all-out war.
Nevertheless, it will end up having a profound effect on the
worl d and society. These m nor begi nnings are why | was
considering calling this story 'The Butterfly Effect'.

| NT. GAMESHOW STUDI O, LONDON - N GHT

The ganeshow studio is an over-the-top and col ourful room
Dark blues and greens light the glistening black floor, walls
and roof of the non-filmng zone (what's that call ed??)

Throughout the hours of tedious and at tines, mndless setting
up, everyone fromthe STAFF to the 100 strong AUDI ENCE behave

in a consistent, normal fashion. (Behaviour, which will later

prove to be sonmewhat abnormal). They al so act with politeness

(agai n, savour the nonent), and as expect ed.

The vacant panels for the CONTESTANTS and HOST are al so eye
catching, with red beans shining dowmn on them Bright and
angry red bul bs signal any wong answers.

After a | ooong anmount of tinme, the GAME SHOW HOST is given the
all clear. He anbles to his spot and starts the live
conpetition. This MAN is a flanboyantly dressed, 40-sonething
presenter. Wth his cheesy grin, he cones across as a cheerful
i ndi vi dual. However, his shiny polished shoes and wel |

grooned, graying hair suggest a degree of sensibility.

GAMESHOW HOST
(with cal mess and
assertion)
Contestant A, can you tell me who
invented the |ightbul b?

CONTESTANT A rises to his panel fromunderground. He is a

m ddl e cl ass, 40 year old African man who wears a smart, bl ack
suit. His afro is just as well-kept. Eagerness to win a |large
anount of noney shows in his [it up eyes.

CONTESTANT A
Al exander Graham Bel | .

SIR GECRGE (CONTESTANT C) energes in the sane way as his
RIVAL. He is an 80 year old man, with a white handl ebar
noust ache and conb over. He is wearing an old fashioned, red
mlitary uniformthat is without a speck of dirt or dust.



On his chest, are nmedals that he bought froma charity shop
(The price tags stand out, even from a distance). For
efficient future reference, other than a discreet hearing aid,
this is alnost all he ever wears. For this one off occasion
however, he is wearing tap danci ng shoes, just in case the
need arises. H s level of nmobility is surprising for his age.

This SI R GEORCGE sni ggers.

HOST
(itgnoring Sir Ceorge)
No, it was Thomas Edi son. And you
shoul dn't have conme up yet, Ceorge..
Contestant B, which 60s band had a hit
with "You Really Got Me'?

CONTESTANT B is the last one to arise. He is a 20 year old
student, who proudly wears his Kingston University junper. He
emts positivity, energy and anbition from his radiant,

yout hful face.

CONTESTANT B
The Rol ling Stones.

SIR CEORCGE tries to control his laughter, but can't.

HOST
It was the Kinks. Please stop that.
SI R GEORCE
(1 aughi ng)
Sorry, but y'know. ..
HOST
Sir George, who wote The Lord of the
Ri ngs?
SI R GEORCE

(with extrenme
confi dence)
| believe that was ne!

SI R GEORGE does a snmall dance in cel ebration.

HOST

Er, no, it was JRR Tol kei n.
SI R GECRGE

NO
HOST

Sorry?



SI R GEORCE

HOST
(comes to the
conclusion Sir Ceorge
is an idiot)
Contestant A what is 12 x 147

CONTESTANT A
(confused by Sir
Ceor ge)
1727

SIR GECRCGE cries with |aughter and does anot her dance.

HOST
(more irritated than letting on)
No, it's 168..... Cont estant B, when
did the first world war start?
CONTESTANT B
(al so confused by Sir
Ceor ge)
19147
HOST
Correct.

SI R GEORCE | aughs, then says 'whoops', quietly.

HOST
(1l ooking forward to the
answer, w th anger)
Sir George, which band had a hit with
Sergeant Pepper's Lonely Hearts C ub

Band??
SI R GEORCE
TOM AND JERRY' S NO SHI T BRI GADE.
HOST
Tom and Jerry's........ ?7?
SI R GEORCE
Yi p.
HOST
(baffl ed)

|'ve never heard of them..

SI R GEORCE
They had a hit with...



HOST
(interrupting and
starting to lose it)
No they didn't!!

SI R GECRGE
Yes. ..

HOST
NO

SI R GEORGE nods hi s head.

HOST
(conmposi ng hi nsel f)
Contestant A what is the first word
in the dictionary?

CONTESTANT A
(secretly amused by the
conflict)
Aar dvar k.

SI R CECORCE | aughs agai n.

HOST
(angrily)
What do you think it is??
SI R GEORCE
Jal apeno.
HOST
Jal apeno?
SI R GEORCE
(quietly)
Yes, | just said that...
HOST

NO, YOU RE VWRONG !

SI R GEORCE
(hol di ng back anger and
nervousness. No need
to say his behavi our
is extrenely childish)
Wiy say it then?

HOST
You said it, and it's the dunbest
thing I've ever heard!

SI R GEORGE
You said it twce...



HOST

(angry)
What ?!

SI R GEORGE
You said it tw ce..

HOST
How can j al apeno possibly be the first
word in the dictionary??

SI R GEORGE
It isinny dictionary, | burnt it.
You didn't say whose dictionary, so
who's the idiot, now??

HOST
(conf used)
So you didn't burn all of it?

SI R GECRGE
(giving the host a
del i berate, weird

| ook)
No... | wanted it. Well, nost of it.
HOST
So why... wh?.... were you keen on the
j al apeno section or sonething?..
SI R GEORGE
(pul'ling nore faces)
What ?
HOST

Doesn't matter. Contestant B, is Sir
George an idiot?

SI R GEORGE
| needed the fuel, ok!? It was w nter
for God's sake!

HOST
A few pages of fuel ??

The HOST pauses for a nonent, dunbfounded.

HOST
Never m nd, Contestant B, |'l]I
assune you'd say Sir Ceorge is an
idiot, so you get the point.

CONTESTANT B | ooks pl eased.



HOST
Ah, Sir George. CGet out.

SI R GEORGE
......... As in cake?
HOST
WHAT?
SI R GEORGE
Get out cake.
HOST
That's not a phrase!!
SI R GEORGE
Get out, you saucy | unberjack?
HOST
"' m not asking a question, I'mtelling
you to get out!
SI R GEORGE
Where do | get 'out'?
HOST
(angry and trying to be
cl ear)

Wal k towards the exit, open the exit
door, go through the door, once you're
conpletely out of the door, shut the
door behind you and never cone here
agai n!!

SI R GEORCE
But where do | get the out?

HOST
Forget the out, Ok? Leave the
bui | di ng.

SI R GEORCE
.
HOST
(surprised)
What ?
SI R GEORCE
(confidently)
!

HOST
(cheerfully)
Ch! k! Goodbye, then!



SI R GEORCE
(conf used)
What ?. .

HOST

CONTESTANTS A and B cover their ears.

HOST
(cal ms hinsel f down)
k. Contestant A, how many centineters
are there in a neter?

CONTESTANT A
Monday.

SI R GEORGE
(1 nmpressed)
Good answer .

HOST
(gi ving up)
Alright. Contestant B, you w n,
congrat ul ati ons.

H, it's BEN again. You think that was weird? You haven't seen
NOTHI NG yet. Also, it won't be last you'll be hearing fromSIR
GECRCE. Far fromit. (That's what the future reference thing
was about). Brace yoursel f, because next, things get a little
dar ker. ..

3. The Start of Sonething Big
| NT. BEN' S BEDROOM SURREY - SAME DAY, CLOSE TO M DNI GHT

BEN (yes, that's me! - O WAS ne) lives (or lived... etc.,
etc.,) with his mddle class PARENTS in a Surrey suburb. The
two can be heard snoring in the next roomfromhis. A pleasing
nmoonlit view of |akes and trees can be seen out of BEN S

w ndow. Here in his room the lights are off, and cl ot hes,

gui tar magazi nes and poorly witten honework |lie scattered on
the floor. (I knew where they were that way). A bin at the
back is at risk of tipping over.

This BEN is 14, he has spiky black hair and wears heavy netal
clothes. He is eating crisps and drinking soda at his flat-
screened PineApple Map. His swivel chair spins with unburned
energy. Soneone has upl oaded the recent, |ive gameshow with
SIR CEORCGE et al, and he is watching it with keen attention.
He is trying to figure out GEORGE S behaviour, but is failing.



BEN
(thinking to hinself)

God... 1've been watching that stupid
game show with Sir George on it for so
long, | think I"mgoing to pass out.

Hm this soda tastes funny. Wiat's the
use by date? 5/12/2017? Ha. That's
tonorrow. Well, well, well. That's the
nost interesting thing to happen to ne
all day. All Wnter, if I'mhonest. |
have to phone soneone about this.

After pulling his nmobile fromhis pocket, BEN phones KEN and
waits in suspense.

BEN
Yo, Ken! You'll never guess what! |
have a beverage that's about to expire
in 2 mnutes, and I'mdrinking it
ri ght now

KEN, 14, is BEN S friend. He is alnost as i mmature as the
|atter (a trait that can be picked up fromhis nmunbl ed voi ce,
alone). As he isn't in the room he can't be seen. However,
for future reference once nore and for the sake of curiosity,
he has short blonde hair. H s deneanor and ostentatious choice
of clothing can only be described as arrogant.

KEN
Seriously? That's pretty hard core.
Tast e good?

BEN
Nope. What do you think will happen if
| keep drinking it over the next 3
m nut es?

KEN
You' re fucking crazy. You take things
way too far. Throw it in the bin right
now.

BEN
Yeah, yeah, | know, | was only joking.

BEN throws his enpty drink can across the roomand into his
bin, knocking it over. This feat was acconplished whil st
sitting in his chair.

BEN
(pl eased with hinself)
Ah, thrown away just in tine.



KEN
(nervous)
Er... Ben? Is your clock accurate? |
mean, the clock on ny phone uses the
internet to get its tinme info...
think your clock is slow. ...

BEN
(annoyed)
Er... what?

KEN
(nervous)
...Ch shit!

BEN
(pani cki ng)
WHAT?

KEN
Call an anbul ance ri ght now

BEN hangs up and dials '"999', in alarm

BEN
Hel 1 0? |'ve just drank expired
soda. . ..

The NURSE ON THE PHONE is a 50 year old woman, whose
appearance i s unknown. (To you). She speaks with a typical,
sem -posh Surrey accent, and has a high tone of voice.

NURSE
(al ar med)

OH, SH T!
BEN

SHI T?
NURSE

Yes. How long ago did it go off?
BEN

About a m nute ago...
NURSE

Ch ny god, that's worse!
BEN

Why ?
NURSE

It's nore enbarrassing for you!

10.



BEN swi pes his crisps off his desk in a fit of

BEN expl odes.

BEN
VWhat i s?!

NURSE
" mjust saying, death by drinking
sonet hing that went off a year ago
isn't so bad. Death by drinking
sonething that went off a mnute
ago.... It will be world news. |I'm
contacting a newspaper right now. ..

BEN
WHAT? WHY AREN T YOU SENDI NG AN
AMBULANCE RI GHT NOW | NSTEAD?

NURSE
Send an anbul ance?

BEN
You nmentioned death tw ce!

NURSE
(with a calm
rationality)
Wul d you want to be in a snal
vehicl e whil e sonmeone expl odes?

BEN
OH My GOD!

NURSE
Exactly. Ch and by the way... Can you
i magi ne a world where hansters could
vot e?

BEN
WHAT?

NURSE
(in a cheerful tone)
| just think it's funny that's the

| ast thing you'll ever think about.
Bye!

BEN
FU. .....

rage.

11.
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Yeah, that's right. | exploded. | warned you at the start,
didn't 1? This is not a nice story, but you won't learn from
it if you don't have a strong stomach.

4. Justice

You may be wondering where this story is |leading. Don't worry,
it's all connected. |I'm showi ng you how one event |eads to
another. If at any point you think this story is random
you're right, it's absolutely random It's batshit bananas.
Unfortunately, that's what life is. Conplete chaos that's hard
to prepare for. Don't be disheartened though, it's unlikely
you'l |l do what this next guy does.

EXT: QUTSIDE SI R GEORGE' S HOUSE, SURREY - THE NEXT DAY, 6PM

SIR GEORCGE' S house is in another suburb of leafy Surrey. It is
a rather ordinary and nodest m ddle class hone. However, a
massi ve Union Jack flag on the top of his residence catches
the eye in an instant (as intended).

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S HOUSE - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

Qui ckly moving on, his living roomis tidy and many nore Union
Jack flags decorate the walls. Like nost, SG owns a TV and al
the typical furniture.

SI R GEORCE
(t hi nki ng al oud)
Let's see what's on the news, today.
If it's another story about how Got hs

are nore likely to be depressed, |I'm
breaking ny television. That is NOT
news... | wish |l was a journalist...

The BTS (BRI TI SH TELEBOX SPECI ALI STS) NARRATCR i s an
unconventional | y handsonme 30 year old, with a butch, square

j aw and dashi ng blue eyes. They frequently tw tch however, and

there is no hiding it. Hs tidy, brown flat-top haircut |eaves
his face to be totally exposed, potentially unnerving sone.
Hi s executive dress sense suggests professionalism however.
"How do | know what he |ooks like, if he's a narrator?

They're not shown on TV, are they?'" That's for future
reference. (Yep, that already old excuse). Bad witing or

t hought f ul ness? You deci de.

BTS NARRATOR ON SIR GEORGE' S TV
(wi th cal nmess)

..... And comi ng up next is the news;
soneone expl odes after drinking soda

t hat expired only seconds before being
drunk, and after that we have another
qui z show. WIIl Sir George ever win a
conpetition...
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SI R GEORGE
(itmedi ately cutting
in)
Yes!

BTS NARRATOR ON SIR GEORGE'S TV
...and indeed, will he ever understand
a question?

SI R GEORCE
(cutting in again)
Oh, fuck off.

BTS NARRATOR ON SIR GEORGE' S TV
Very exciting stuff on the BTS. |
woul dn't watch channel 4268762BF66
(can't be sued for THAT nanme - BEN)
right now, as the channel has very
much gone down hill lately, and
everyone behind it kicks puppies. Have
a great afternoon, bye!

SIR GECRCGE turns of his TV in disgust, and it goes bl ack.

... BEven SIR GEORGE is disgusted? Eek... Things are | ooking
grimfor the NARRATOR Let's just see what happens, next...

| NT. CHAT SHOWN LONDON - THE FOLLOW NG MORNI NG

The chat show studio is a cozy and honely room w th burgundy
carpets and wal | paper. The STARS of the show are sitting
behi nd a mat chi ng wooden table, on just about visible |eather
chairs. One balding 60 year old HOST, dressed in grey, sits in
the mddle with dom nant body | anguage. The BTS NARRATOR and
an unknown MUSICIAN with a pink nullet are by his sides. The
MJSI Cl AN doesn't speak in this scene, or in the whole of this
story. That's a shane, because he has led quite a fascinating
life. Maybe his tale will get told another tine.

HOST
(conposed)
As our guest this norning, we have the
BTS narrator who caused controversy by
grossly insulting Channel 4268762BF66.
He is here today to explain his side
of the story. Wl cone.

BTS NARRATOR
(with a calm
respect abl e tone)
Thank you for having ne.



HOST
Yest erday, you caused national outrage
by accusi ng everyone who works for the
channel, of commtting serious acts of
animal cruelty. Wiat do you have to
say about that?

BTS NARRATOR

(becom ng nore serious)
Thi ngs have been conpl etely bl own out
of proportion, here. First of all,
when | said that the channel had gone
down hill, what | neant was that their
prograns had becone nore exciting.
Things that go downhill nove very
qui ckly, and |I'm sure you agree, going
fast is a lot of fun.

HOST
Ch, certainly. Please continue.

BTS NARRATOR
Exactly. Secondly, when | said that
everyone at channel 426... (etc) kicks
puppi es, | was being very abstract.
The BTS is well known for its
sophistication and its intell ectual
content, not just fromthe prograns,
but fromthe narration as well. Wen
you ki ck puppies, preferably with sone
kind of netal shoe, you cause the dog
a lot of pain. When any ani mal
suffers, the brain produces opioids to
counteract this pain. Wen the brain
does this, the animal then starts to
feel good. Therefore, kicking puppies
is hypothetically a good thing, and
everyone who works for channel
426. ... ... .. (oh God) does good. |I'm
sorry if I wasn't being clear.

CHAT SHOW HOST
So you're sorry about what you said?

BTS NARRATOR
Ch, fuck you.

There is a split second of self-obliviousness.
BTS NARRATOR
(al arnmed at hinsel f)
Ch, no!

There are outraged gasps in the AUDI ENCE



CHAT SHOW HOST
(stunned and enraged)
VWHAT?!

BTS NARRATOR
(contai ning hinself)
"Fuck you' is an acronym It

means. ............. " Fool i sh
Unf or eseen Cockup', on ny part that
is. Er...... Un | regret what | said
yesterday, basically. | didn't think
it through.....

CHAT SHOW HOST
| T DOES NOT MEAN THAT! What does
the 'K and 'You' nean, then??

BTS NARRATOR

|'d appreciate it if you didn't shout.

This is the exact kind of rubbish I'd
expect from channel 36541 GUI BD4738KP

Bunch of norons. Wiy don't you
punch a gazel | e?!

Now t he crowd's gasps turn to horrified noans.

BTS NARRATOR
(alarmed at hinsel f)
Oh, not again!

HOST
(ast oni shed)
........ | don't know what to say....

BTS NARRATOR
(conposed)
| bet you don't, you cow sl apping
scum

Again, there is a sweet nonent of ignorance.
BTS NARRATOR
(shocked)
AARCH

CHAT SHOW HOST
| think we've all had enough of this.
Pl ease | eave the show.

The NARRATOR is silent.

... Cearly that was a disaster. Doesn't matter, though;
NARRATOR has plenty of tinme to get his act together.

next week, he practices yoga and neditation.

Over the

15.
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I NT. COURT ROOM LONDON - AFTERNOON, A WEEK LATER

The court roomis an ostentatious, wooden and ol d fashioned
structure. Not an inch of tacky plastic or harsh netal is to
be seen. It looks like a roomappropriate for a castle, or
sonething. It's alittle strange to imagine it was designed
for housing undesirables, no matter how briefly. The 50
baf fl ed JURORS and various FAMLY MEMBERS sit in two rows,
with an aisle in-between. They face the NARRATOR and the
austere, 70 year old JUDGE. H's traditional attire and w g,
and his daunting, manic eyes al nost distract attention from
t he DEFENDANT.

JUDGE
You are in court today, charged with
def amati on and use of profanity on a
dayti me show. \What have you got to say
for yourself?

BTS NARRATOR

To be honest, I'mkind of reluctant to
say anyt hi ng.
JUDGE
(annoyed)

And why is that?

BTS NARRATOR
(nervous)
Pl ease don't.

JUDGE
(nore annoyed)
Pl ease don't what ??

BTS NARRATOR
(becom ng very
agi t at ed)
| " m beggi ng you!

JUDGE
Do you want to be charged with
contenpt of court as well ?!

BTS NARRATOR
Way the hell would I want that?!

The JUDGE | ooks astoni shed.

NARRATOR
(rnortified)
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... That's no good, is it? | guess he didn't get his act
t oget her.
5. Injustice

Tragically, the JUDGE didn't handl e the NARRATOR S di srespect
and apparent |ack of preparation as well as he thought he
woul d. Didn't the BTS crackpot care at all?? It's only been
two days, and already the arbitrator is in therapy.

| NT. PSYCHI ATRI ST' S | NTERVI EW ROOM LONDON - AFTERNOON, 2 DAYS
LATER

A tidy roomin London, wth paintings of kittens, puppies and
fl owers hanging on the wall. Wether the pictures are neant to
be calmng or insulting is anmbi guous. The only furniture of
note here, is a cheap wooden table with two bog standard
chairs.

The PSYCHI ATRI ST sitting with the JUDGE, seens to be a calm
and conposed man; his novenents seem sl owed down. Maybe he's
depressed. He is 25 and has thick eyebrows and a | arge nose.
Put sinmply, he has a very big face. It fits his tall, burly
stature. He is well dressed, in a smart brown uniform

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(cal m and rel axed)
Good norning, what are you here for
t oday?

JUDGE
(edgy)
|'ve just been really stressed |lately.
|'ve had to deal with sone rea
idiots, and | don't know how to cal m
mysel f down.

PSYCHI ATRI ST
| see. Can you go into further detai
for me, please?

JUDGE
Well just this week, a defendant was
really rude to me, so | charged him
with contenpt of court. Then he
apol ogi sed and said how sorry he was,
and then he called ne a dickhead and
started crying! | mean how do you
respond to that? Does anyone have any
respect anynore?? | try to distract
nmysel f, but nothing seens to work!

PSYCHI ATRI ST
| see. Well, put it this way: How much
does not hi ng cost?



JUDGE
(with a cautious
hesi tati on)
Well, nothing....

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(with an optimstic
t one)
VWll if it costs nothing, what's the
pr obl enf

JUDGE
Well, it's not working..

PSYCHI ATRI ST
You just said nothing works...

JUDGE
No, | mean... Nothing doesn't work...

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(surprised)
Everyt hi ng wor ks??

JUDGE
(growi ng nore confused)
VWhat 2. . . .. Not hi ng makes ne feel
better, as in | can't find a way of
feeling better.

PSYCHI ATRI ST
| see... Well, there nust be sonething
el se you can try...

JUDGE
There's nothing left....

PSYCHI ATRI ST
Then try that.

JUDGE
(stunned)
..... What ?

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(waiting for himto
figure it out)

JUDGE
(still stunned)
Er....

18.



PSYCHI ATRI ST
(waiting patiently)

JUDGE
Are you being serious??

PSYCHI ATRI ST
O course, is there anything you are
upset about right now?

JUDGE
Can | see your qualifications, please?

PSYCHI ATRI ST
| f you keep conparing yourself to
ot her people, you will never be
happy. Just accept sone people are
nore qualified than you.

JUDGE
What ?!' You can't understand sinple
sent ences!

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(with cal m ng body
| anguage and diction)
| "' m sensing sone anger issues from
you. Whuld you like to tal k about
t hose?

JUDGE
You' re maki ng ne angry!

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(calm
And do ot her peopl e nmake you angry?

JUDGE
Yes!

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(still calm
And do you get angry about nothing?

JUDGE
Wel | what do you nean by not hi ng?!

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(concer ned)
You don't know what 'nothing neans??

JUDGE
Not right now, no!!
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PSYCHI ATRI ST
(with a serious voice

and face)
Vll, you're clearly very confused
right now, and it's best you are
sectioned. ..

BEN, again. Yep. I'msad to say that actually happened. Wat
you are reading isn't just a story of corruption, it's also an
account of just as destructive nmass ignorance and

i nconpet ence. You nost |ikely posses those two negative traits
yourself, in one way or another. Unless you re omiscient. Are
you a god? Unlikely. There are only tw gods, and their nanes
are Pete and Terry. Statistically, the odds of you being one
of themare mniscule to say the least. Wl |l done for nmaking
it this far, but sorry, it gets nmuch, nuch worse.

6. What does justice nean?

... Sonetinmes things get worse when they appear to be just
fine. (Fine to the JOB I NTERVI EMER, at | east). Wat you are
about to read should definitely cause alarmbells to ring in
your brain.

I NT. JOB I NTERVI EWVER' S LI VI NG ROOM LONDON - THE NEXT DAY

This scene is in a posh flat in London. The roomis so tidy,
OCD springs to m nd. Advanced, difficult books fill the

ext ended book shelf and they are all al phabetised. Cearly a

| ot of noney has gone into the collection, yet the TV is years
out of date. For whatever reason, there are many garden gnones
on the beech wood floor. For the conveni ence of the

| NTERVI EMER, this odd hone is just down the road fromthe
PSYCHI ATRI ST' S of fi ce. #fundat anonent

Oh yeah, The JOB INTERVIEWER is a 30 year old woman, who is
paci ng up and down her abode. She has an anal ytical face that
could be msinterpreted as cold. Even so, she is attractive,
with long brown hair. She wears gl asses and has a dress sense
that is froma nuch earlier era. She switches on the news to
try and clear her mnd of thoughts. Her overactive mnd has
been annoying her for a while now.

The NEWS REPORTER is a news reporter. Is it inportant what he
| ooks like? Do you care? If it matters so nuch to you, he is
32, has a blue beard and wears a yellow t-shirt with 'fuck
off' witten on it. No, only joking. He wears a suit, is clean
shaven and obviously | ooks very professional. :P Just because
| m dead, doesn't nmean | can't have a little fun

20.



NEWS REPORTER
After the BTS scandal, where a
narrator tried to defend hinself using
a series of ridiculous argunents, it
seens his way of 'reasoning' has
spread throughout the country. Robbers
have tried to justify burglaries by
claimng their actions were innocent
m sunder st andi ngs. They protested that
they were sinply describing how
waiting for buses stole their tine.
Simlarly, many arsonists claimto be
just m sgui ded poets describing their
agonisingly irritating, burning sore
throats. I n other news....

The JOB | NTERVI EVER swi t ches of f her TV.

JOB | NTERVI EVER

(thinking to herself,

not under standi ng t hat

t he robbers and

arsonists lied to try

and reduce their

sent ences)
Hm | never woul d have i nagi ned that
poets could be m staken for
arsonists... | guess |I'mgoing to have
to be a | ot nore open m nded about the
meani ngs of what people say, or people
could get into trouble...

... And so, the JOB | NTERVI EVER set off to work, her mnd
still busy and annoying. To her strange kind of relief, the
bus j ourney was sonewhat boring. That hel ped sedate her a bit.

I NT. JOB | NTERVI EWER S OFFI CE - STILL DAY

A dust-free office in London. It's the kind of office one
woul d expect any normal professional to have. Phew. The

PSYCHI ATRI ST from not |ong ago, is fidgeting on his blue-grey,
vel vet chair, facing the seated | NTERVI EVER

JOB | NTERVI EVEER
(concer ned)

Hell o, I'm someone who interviews
wor kers, to see how they are getting
on with their duties. |I'm here today

because many of your patients claim
that you are inconpetent. \What have
you got to say for yourself?
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PSYCHI ATRI ST
(sincere)
| aminconpetent. | have absolutely no
idea what |"'mdoing, | admt it.

(Here's when things go wong).

| NTERVI EVEER
(open m nded and
t hought ful )
When you say 'no idea', do you nean
that as opposed to ideas, you only
have hard facts instead?

PSYCH ATRI ST
(with caution)
VWhat are 'hard facts'?

| NTERVI EVVER
(surprised and
i npressed)
Ww, do you nean you only know of
facts that are ultra-super-hard?

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(conf used)
... | mean | don't even have any
qual i fications.

| NTERVI EVEER
(becom ng relieved and
rel axed)

You don't have 'any' qualifications?
You only have qualifications that are
rel evant ?

The PSYCHI ATRI ST now senses from the | NTERVI EVER t hat
everything is fine, and that he will continue worKking.

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(becom ng hopeful and
| ess tense)
| have no qualifications whatsoever.

| NTERVI EVEER
And by 'qualifications', do you
actually nmean 'reasons to be here in
the first place' ?

PSYCHI ATRI ST
No.

| NTERVI EVEER
...and by 'no', do you actually
mean 'yes' instead?



PSYCHI ATRI ST
(nore hopeful)

No. ..

| NTERVI EVVER
... O | think | understand, now.
Well, you clearly know your stuff. |

guess the judge is going to be
hospitalised for a very long tine?

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(happy and carefree)
VWhat's a hospital ??

| NTERVI EVEER
(unsettled and
concer ned)
Jesus. Well send ny thoughts to him
and his famly.

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(happy)

| NTERVI EVER
Ok, thanks. Well, sorry for wasting
your time. Also, seeing as you' re such
an expert, how do you feel about
handling a really high profile case?
It's to get a nentally ill Anerican
m ssi | e designer out of an insane
asylum Oiginally, he was sectioned
for his bizarre perception of reality,
but | think sonmeone |ike you can get
himfree and back into work... | know
of soneone urging people to get him
out, as well.

PSYCHI ATRI ST
(with a positive
cal mess)
Yeah, alright....

Never just assune you know what soneone is talking about.
"If you assunme, you make an ass of u and ne.' That's a great
guote, isn't it? Very clever.

7. Mssile Art

Ok, the nentally ill mssile designer was indeed rel eased.
Only this week, in fact.



What el se has happened, since the fateful interview a nonth
ago? For one thing, the JUDGE has been sent to the notorious
Broadmoor nental institution. Much to his anger, and agai nst
all reason, he is being treated for disorganised

schi zophrenia. A tragic situation, for sure. He has tried to
escape twi ce using only a paintbrush, and needl ess to say,
that hasn't really hel ped matters. (The paintbrush thing can
be done, but only really in |lower security settings. If you
want some tips, nmessage ne using an ouija board).

In unrelated matters, the GAMESHOW HOST is baffled by SIR
GECRCE, even to this day. The latter is still larger than
life, though without a doubt, in the wong way. On the plus
side, the BTS NARRATOR should be released in a few nonths.

Continuing with the story, here's when ineptitude becones
REALLY dangerous. ..

| NT. THE PENTAGON, VIRG NIA - N GHT, A MONTH LATER (TOLD YQU)

It is inside the Pentagon, Virginia. (Ooh, hello!... Yes, dead
peopl e get excited, too). Fittingly, the interior is kind of
weird and nysterious. It is darkened, and dozens of harm ess
| aser lights are fitted on the ceiling. They rotate slowy in
unpr edi ct abl e novenents, perhaps in a random fashi on or
perhaps in a secret code; an enigma, that may one day be

sol ved by an enpl oyee going the extra mle. Asmll to
noder at e anount of vapor from snoke machines is added to the
room to really nake the rays noticeabl e and add at nosphere.
The main source of |ight comes from conputer screens, however
In this space, PEOPLE are busy doi ng paperwork whilst others
are working hard by their PCs.

Leaning over the latter worker's shoulders, is the SECRETARY
OF DEFENCE. He is an average sized, slightly chubby 60 year
old. H's prim crewcut hair is a pure grey and his mlitary
uniformis just as smart and spotless. Despite his perhaps
intimdating profession, he has an approachabl e, sem -kind
face that elicits respect and obedi ence. Hi s body | anguage is
sel f-assured but free from arrogance.

CRAI G THE M SSI LE MAKER drops froma trap door in the ceiling.
He lands on his chair, in front of his black screened PC and

t he SECRETARY. He holds a spilt cup of coffee in his lap. This
time for inmediate reference, this man is a 30 year old, with
the energy of a teenager. Hi s speech often has a hei ghtened
sense of enotion to it, and it is sonewhat infantile. He is
shorter than average, but his sizeabl e ponpadour hairstyle
makes himl ook a bit bigger. He makes an effort to appear
responsi ble, so dresses the way everyone el se here does - with
dignity.

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
Hell o, Craig, howis your anti-
ballistic mssile com ng on?
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CRAI G THE M SSI LE MAKER
It's nearly finished. I'm]just
designing the paint job, and then it
will all be ready to | aunch

CRAI G noves his nouse to activate the nonitor. He then clicks
of f the conedy website, and opens up his Cl A issued program

SOD (YES, | KNOW SOD. :S NOT MY FAULT)
(1 nmpressed)
Ww, you've really put a lot of effort
into that paint job. It's like
Renai ssance art m xed with cubism
m xed with surrealism From an
artistic point of view, it's really
qui t e sonet hi ng.

CRAI G
(awkwar d but pl eased)
Why, thank you

SOD
(with a jolly smle)
Shane it's going to have to be bl own
up soon, isn't it!?

CRAI G
(al nost speechl ess)
........ Uh... excuse nme?

SCD
(in a nore serious
t one)
Vell it 1S amssile...

CRAI G
(still shocked)
It's not for display??

SCD
O course not, why do you think it
wll be arnmed?

CRAI G

(very annoyed)
As a joke? To deter thieves? | don't
know, do I?!

SOD
(frustrated)
Ch ny God, Craig, | heard the runours
about you, but | never believed
them ..



CRAI G
(surprised)
What runours??

From a nearby corner, the OTHER DEFENCE WORKER wal ks into the
room letting sone steamout of it. He is a neurotic and shaky
geek, who is 25 years old. He is clean shaven and has a neat
and tidy hair cut, simlar to the SOD. G ven the opportunity,
he woul d dress the sane way as him too. However, he doesn't
yet have rank to do so. He has a phone in his hand, that is in
danger of dropping fromhis weakened grip. Qccasionally,

| asers go in his eyes. However, he hides his annoyance.

cow
Here... You better take this phone
call.

The ODW hands the phone to SOD, grow ng pal e.

SCD
(in a serious tone)
Hel l 0? Who is this?

It's VLADODMR PUTIN, hinself. |I'msure he needs no
i ntroducti on.

VLADI M R PUTI N
(also in a serious
t one)
It's the VI adneister

SOD
What do you want ?

VLADI M R
| f you don't agree to our demands, |
wi Il launch a nuclear mssile to you
in 10 m nutes.

SOD

(angry)

Then I wll blow your mssile out of
the sky! wn't | Craig!

Wth defiance, the SOD hands the phone to CRAIG

CRAI G
(in a friendly voice)
Hello, VMiadimr?

VLADI M R
(irritated)
Who is this?
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CRAI G
This is Craig. | build, design and
| aunch m ssiles. How are you today?

VLADI M R
(angry) | o
"' m not very happy! Gve us a billion
dollars right now, or I wll
obliterate an entire American city!!

CRAI G
(trying to find the
ri ght words)
Er.. Well then, 1'lIl have to send
a mssile to blow up your mssile...

VLADI M R
(with caution)
You have a mssile to destroy ny

m ssi | e??

CRAI G
T = No.... Well, maybe. Wat
city don't you like?

VLADI M R
New Yor k!

CRAI G

(relieved)

Oh thank God, we're in Virginia!

SCD
(cutting in, agitated)
How s the phone call going, Craig?

CRAI G gi ves a nervous thunbs up to the SOD
CRAI G

(relieved, but still
trying to reason with

VI adi mr)
Look, Vladimr... Can't we all just
get al ong?
VLADI M R
(angry)

Listen! If you don't give us the noney

now, I will blow up New York AND
Virginiall!l

CRAI G
(stunned)
OH My GOD!
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SOD
(al ar med)
VWhat is it??

CRAI G
(sweetly)
Not hi ng!

CRAI G TO VLADI M R
(trying to be nice)
|"m sure we can cone to sone sort of
an agreenent. Have a billion dollars.
Hel |, take two!

VLADI M R
(skeptical)
Why t he change of npod? Just
yesterday, the Secretary of Defence
call ed the whol e of Russia a joke!

CRAI G

No, no, no, he was just nessing with

you. | believe it's called a 'roast"'.
VLADI M R

Well, | didn't find it very funny!
CRAI G

(trying to find the

ri ght words)
.. Pl ease don't shout. The Secretary
of Defence wll be very upset if
you're angry with himn

VLADI M R
(still skeptical)
And why is that?

CRAI G
(saying the first thing
that conmes into his
head)
He | oves youl!

VLADI M R
WHAT?!

CRAI G
(stunned by his own
stupidity)
It's crazy, isn't it?! Take the two
billion dollars and don't send any
m ssi | es.
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VLADI M R
(angry and not
bel i eving Craig)
X, Craig.... | won't send any
mssiles.... But I wll send a few
bonmbers round, how do you I|ike that?!

CRAI G
(relieved)
Ok, that's great, thanks, bye!

CRAI G hangs up the phone with a satisfied smle.

SOD
(nervous)
Craig?.... Wiat's going on?...
CRAI G
(still relieved)
Russia is going to bonb us soon..
SOD
(stunned)
And that's fine?!
CRAI G
O course it is, we'll just send sone
m ssiles to shoot down the bonbers...
SOD

Phewl Oh, so you're finished with
t hose m ssil es?

CRAI G
(nervous) _
You want to use MY missil es?

SOD
Yes, of course...

CRAI G
Oh, God Danmit!

SCOD
Craig, why did you want to becone a
m ssi l e maker?

CRAI G
(annoyed sil ence)

29.



30.

... Do you see now, how one small error of judgenent at an
interview can |lead to the doom of a whole planet? Any right-
m nded i ndi vidual could see that the PSYCH ATRI ST shoul dn't
have been allowed to work... But anyone can make errors. WII
YQU destroy the worl d?

8. The Pizza Mn

I f you do end up destroying the world, rest assured your
actions were probably unintentional. Sonme people want to. Like
this nutter | used to sit next to. Anyway, (a good word, that
is. Youll hear it fromnme a lot), what has CRAI G been up to

| ately?

INT. CRAIG S HOUSE, VIRG NI A - THE NEXT N GHT

CRAIG S house lies in an affluent part of Virginia. He is
lying on his living roomsofa, with floppiness. Hs head is
facing upwards so he can gawk at his extensive art collection.
The roomis like one big art gallery. No era of artwork has
been negl ect ed.

CRAI G
(with a content
rel axati on)
Aahhh!

After gazing for a few hours, CRAIG S thoughts turn to the

Pl ZZA MAN and the various adventures they had, together. FYIl,
this Pl ZZA MAN |ikes to wear |eather trousers and sl eevel ess
shirts, with studs on them He thinks they're cool (and so do
). On every part of his exposed body, are needle puncture
mar ks. (Ok, not so good :S) There, he also has a nunber of
scars of varying lengths. (There's nore). A few additional
wounds are on his rugged face. He is only a couple of inches
taller than CRAIG but is nuscular and ripped. Like CRAIG his
body often shows a visible excess of energy. (Too nuch i nfo,
now??) However, unlike him this energy is aggressive and
expl osi ve.

Coincidentally and in reality, the PIZZA MAN rings the
doorbell and is soon seen through the door spy hole. He tries
to stand with cal mess, but he is far from peaceful. Not
wanted to give off a weak inage, he over-conpensates; his
resul ting uncharacteristic and robotic stillness |ooks
peculiar. The cold gives hi mgoosebunps all the way up his
arns, and nmakes his wounds | ook nore pronounced and hardcore.
The door gets answered and the PMenters, shutting it behind
hi m



Pl ZZA NMAN

(to Craig in a friendly

tone, with a

t hr eat eni ng

under current)
So Craig, | hear you left your job as
a mssile maker?..... The thought of
all your work being destroyed get to
you? You know, there's no loss in the
pi zza trade. And the noney is good...
for those who like to.... bend the
rules....

CRAI G
(he is angry, and fear
shows in his eyes)
"' m not interested!

Pl ZZA NAN
(towering over Craig,
and bei ng threatening)
Ch, yes you are... | know all about
your dodgy past... Doing 75 mles an
hour in a 50 mle an hour zone?

CRAI G
That was years ago!
Pl ZZA NAN
Yes, but speed is still in your blood.

You know there is sone serious noney
for those who can deliver pizzas in

under ten mnutes? The tips are nore
t han doubl e what you woul d normally

expect. ...

CRAI G
(filling with rage)
|"'mnot in that gane any nore, now get
out!! CGET QUT!!!

Pl ZZA NAN
"' m not going anywhere! W pizza nen
need you. W are the only people who
need you. Do you think The Secretary
of Defence appreciates your art? He
doesn't care about art, | bet he's
never even heard of Al bert G eizes!

CRAI G
(rem ni sci ng)
Al bert deizes..... My favourite...
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Pl ZZA NAN
(of fering support)
| know that Craig, | remenber!... |

hate to tell you this, but the mssile
i ndustry thinks art is fucking stupid.

CRAI G

(tgnoring him
You liar!

Pl ZZA NAN

(with a matter-of-fact

firmess)
I"'mnot aliar, Craig. You need to
face reality. Is this how you like to
live your |ife? Waki ng up every day
and renenbering the fact you're a
fucking lunatic who worked in the nost
pointless job on the planet - mssile
art?

CRAI G
(hurt)
| bring a nonent's pleasure to people
just before they die!

Pl ZZA NAN
(annoyed)
Only to those not runni ng away!

CRAI G
(dismssing the idea)
They wouldn't. Sone say ny art is
rat her eye catching...

Wth an innocent facial expression, THE Pl ZZA MAN pulls a pen
fromhis trouser pocket and draws a smley face on his hand.

CRAI G
(conf used)
What are you doi ng?

The PI ZZA MAN casual |y punches CRAIG in the face.
CRAI G
(shocked)

Pl ZZA NAN
(with a cal mvoice)
Did you care about that draw ng?
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CRAI G
(upset)
| admred the sinplicity of it, |
t hought it was thought provoking..

Pl ZZA NAN
(irritated)
No, you didn't. You just thought you
got punched by a maniac. |f anything,
the draw ng nade it worse.

CRAI G
(angry but upset)
You ARE a nmmni ac!

Pl ZZA NAN
(al so angry)
The pizza industry NEEDS mani acs! The
pi zza i ndustry needs you! Now cone
with me, there's noney to be nade
Rl GHT NOW

The TWO | eave the house with their heads sonewhat in the
cl ouds.

EXT. QUTSIDE CRAIG S HOUSE - N GHT, A FEW SECONDS LATER

CRAI G S nei ghbourhood | ooks civil and is blessed with many
trees by the enpty roads. There are 5 detached houses spaced
apart. Everything is very quiet, alnost silent. However, there
IS a nervous energy in the air. So much so, the cold breeze
beconmes unnoticed by the two oddballs. The pavenent nounted
super -scoot er enbol dens the PI ZZA MAN furt her

Pl ZZA NAN
(whi spering)
See this little babe? It does 70 nmiles
an hour!
CRAI G

(whi spering, shocked,

but secretly

i npressed)
Holy shit! That's 40 mles an hour
faster than what's | egal!

And now it enbol dens CRAIG ..

Pl ZZA NMAN
(annoyed but
whi speri ng)
Qui et !
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CRAI G
(warmng to the idea)
Ch ny god. W nust be the fastest
delivery drivers in town!

Pl ZZA NAN
The whol e of the USA! This is the high
life - Only this week, | bought two
pai rs of sneakers.

CRAI G
(slightly inpressed)
Qoh, very nice. How s the collection
com ng on?

Pl ZZA NAN
(pl eased with hinself)
It's nmassive. Now |let's go!

EXT. CRAIG ON A SCOOTER DRI VING THE PI ZZA MAN - A M NUTE LATER

For the sake of cutting out an awful string of unjustified
expl etives, the last 60 seconds have been cut. Already, the
nervous energy has evolved into fear for CRAIG and manic
anger for The Pl ZZA MAN. Perhaps for the best, CRAIG IS
driving. The small group of houses are fading into the

di stance, and a traffic light at a crossroads is comng up. To
the left and to the right of them is the odd (a fitting word,
right now) home, and its land. In front of them and where they
are heading, is a nore built up conmunity. It features well-
kept front gardens, separated by short walls.

Pl ZZA NAN
(mani c)
See that orange |ight?!
CRAI G
(scared)
Yes. ...
Pl ZZA NAN
Go through it!
CRAI G
What ?!
Pl ZZA NAN
€co)
CRAI G

You' re fucking crazy! W'll never nmake
it!



CRAI G
(goi ng through the
orange |ight)

Pl ZZA NAN
(exhi | ar at ed)
Feel good, huh?!

CRAI G
No!

Pl ZZA NAN
(not |istening)
Good, now do a wheeli e!

CRAI G
NO

Pl ZZA NAN
Don't piss ne off, Craig!

CRAI G freezes in terror.

Pl ZZA NAN
DO IT!
CRAI G
(doi ng a wheelie)
OH My GOD!

CRAI G and the PI ZZA MAN are approachi ng anot her crossroad, at
an uncontroll able speed. In front of them are nore well-off
houses with the sane |ayout as before. The view to their right
now m m cs what's ahead. Those |azy town planners. To the left
of them however, is a |large grassland area that goes well off
into the distance. The OQUTLAWS really shouldn't be | ooking
there, though, no matter how briefly. They need to
concentrate.

Pl ZZA NAN
(laughing with
hysterical mania,
referring to the front
garden walls on their
right)
Now do you see that wall ?!

CRAI G
(terrified)
Yes! ?

Pl ZZA NAN
Go through it! It's not really therel!l!
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CRAI G
WHAT?!

Pl ZZA NAN
Go through the fucking wall!

CRAI G
ARE YOU CRAZY?!

Pl ZZA NAN

The PI ZZA MAN grabs hold of the handl ebars and forces the
scooter to its side.

CRAI G
(just as about to crash
and terrified)
OH MY FUCKI NG GOD!H I'!H!

CRAI G and The PI ZZA MAN violently crash, flip off their
scooter, and fall into a house's front yard.

CRAI G AND THE PI ZZA MAN TOGETHER
(lying on the ground in
agony)
Ohhhhh fuck. ..

Pl ZZA NAN
(in severe pain, and
si ncere)
Craig........ ?

CRAI G
" t’)I(in despair)
at ?!

Pl ZZA NAN
l"mnot really a pizza man...
Renmenber when we were in hospital, and
| told you about ny crazy pizza nman

days?
CRAI G
Yes??
Pl ZZA NAN
| lied... I've just spent ny life

trying to prove gravity doesn't exist.
|"ve broken my | egs over 20 tines. |
also don't believe in walls. They said
| was crazy, so they |ocked ne up. |
only got out of the insane asylumthis
week, after one of England' s top
psychiatrists got ne out.
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CRAI G
(under st andi ng)
Oh, | know the one.... Are we going to
go back, now?
Pl ZZA NAN
| don't know..... They say t hat
psychiatrist is pretty good.... | nean

| feel pretty great right now al
t hi ngs considered.....

A Police car pulls up beside CRAIG and the Pl ZZA NMAN.

CRAI G
(tired and apathetic)
Oh, God dammit.....

Yo, yo, yo, it's BEN, again. Renmenber, schizophrenia is no

j oke. 'Then why are you joking about it?" Are you serious? How
many tines have | told you, this stuff really happened! | had
schi zophrenia, nyself, and it was shit. Am | conpl ai ni ng?

Nope, don't think so, thought that would be nental.

9. Insanity Becom ng the Norm

Alright, comng up next, things get alittle nore norbid. In
fact, you may want to have a bucket near by to contain the
sick. :(

EXT. STILL I'N AN AFFLUENT SUBURB OF VIRG NI A - SHORTLY AFTER
THE CRASH

No surprise, CRAIG and The PI ZZA MAN di dn't nanage to craw
far away fromthe POLI CEMAN, when he got out of his car. Mny
bones are broken. The duo are now sl unped over the wall they
crashed into.

(Here conmes an info dunp :D) The at |east tenporarily,
outdoorsy POLICEMAN 1 is 40 years old, and tall. He has lots
of nmuscle, but he is nostly fat. He wears a bl ack, short

sl eeve shirt, despite the weather. However, his powerful body
doesn't feel the chill as nmuch as the average person woul d.
Tattoos cover every inch of his arnms, and sone are on his
neck. His thick beard and unneeded sungl asses cover the
majority of his face. Because of this, even his friends could
have difficulty recognising himin the right circunstances.

Wt hout any hint of concern, POLICEMAN 1 starts to drag CRAIG
and THE Pl ZZA MAN to his standard, Anmerican police car. He
treats themlike a bag of chips (or "french fries'... or

even 'liberty fries'. Cone on, really?). CRAIGis soon dunped
in the back and the PI ZZA MAN is forced next to the crazed
OFFI CER
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In curiosity, the LAWMAN |ifts the PM S trousers to get a | ook
at his nerve exposed injuries. The latter should never have
drawn any attention to them.. The COP then starts to drive
hi s groani ng PASSENCERS to the police station, now feeling
pecki sh. Lovely chi ps.

POLI CEMAN 1
(in a cheerful nood)
Ww, you have sone real good
| acerations, there!l |'ve never seen
nerves hangi ng out of a wound, before.

| bet it hurts when | do this, doesn't
it?

Wth childish excitenent, The POLI CEMAN hits PIZZA MAN S ness
of aleg with his nightstick. This is done whilst driving with
one hand.

Pl ZZA NAN
(i n excruciating pain)
AAAAAARGH! ! I'T WHAT THE
HELL 1S WRONG W TH
YOU?!

POLI CEMAN 1
(i nmpressed with
hi msel f)
| knew that would hurt! | guess |I've
got the gift. But then again, | did
study biology in school..

Pl ZZA NAN
(not so inpressed)
What ?! Even Crai g understands the
concept of pain!

POLI CEMAN 1
(tgnoring himand still
cheerful)
Hitting people with guns hurts, too,
| ook!

CRAI G
(trying to contri bute)
| believe that's called a pistol
whi p. ..

POLI CEMAN 1
(wi th enthusiasm
Yes, that's right!

Pl ZZA NAN

(al ar med)
NO !



POLI CEMAN 1
(getting annoyed)
Did you just threaten ne?!

Pl ZZA NAN
What ?!'  No!

POLI CEMAN 1
(with a firml ook and voice)
|'"d keep quiet, if |I were you.
Swearing in the presence of a traffic

light is a serious offense; | saw
that, you know, so don't make things
wor se!
Pl ZZA NAN
VWhat? No it isn't!
POLI CEMAN 1
(still firm

Are you the | aw?
There is a nmonent's sil ence.

PCLI CEMAN 1
(with a nenacing grin)
That's right!.... Now tell that weird
| ooking man with a noose head to stop
singing, I'mtrying to concentrate!!

The MOOSEMAN is an inmagined man with a noose's head. A cocky
and di srespectful hybrid who doesn't seemto ever stop
snoking. CRAIG thinks to hinself 'nobose head??' then | ooks

around the car. There is no MOOSEMAN

CRAI G
(under his breath, and
trying to distance
hi msel f fromthe
si tuation)
Oh, fuck. ..

POLI CEMAN 1
Either tell that nposenman to shut the
fuck up, or you're going to die in

jail!
CRAI G AND PI ZZA NMAN TOGETHER
(bot h nervous)
Shut up.... noosenman...
POLI CEMAN 1
(edgy)

That's better! Now sing himto sl eep,
it's past his bed tine!
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W t hout thinking, the Pl ZZA MAN sings a Wite Zonbi e song over
the top of the POLI CEMAN. The fornmer's uncharacteristic fear
shows in his voice; it sinply can't help but fluctuate pitch.
For whatever reason, he does a weird dance in his seat. He
nmoves what body parts he can.

PCLI CEMAN 1

(very happy)
La, la, la. la, la, la. La, la, la..

It's been a few mnutes, and the tranquil and respectable
urban areas have conme to an end. Qut of all car w ndows,
houses that are pretty nmuch falling apart can be seen. Because
of total neglect, some buildings have even been reduced to
rubble. This is a place no one cares about. Even the nmany
drunken TRAMPS that are visible are very unhappy with it. This
road goes straight, far off into the distance.

POLI CEMAN 1

(still edgy)
Ok, we're going though a really bad
part of town, right now. People are
poor round here. Mst people can't
afford safe, pre-sell by date food, so
there are going to be a |lot of
spont aneous conbustions... W only
just had the warning about eating gone
off food, today. It's taken a while
for the governnent to spot the pattern
of what's going on. It was previously
assunmed the deaths were freak
accidents. ..

CRAI G
(under his breath and
anxi ous, not believing
t he pol i ceman)
Oh, God. ..

The PI ZZA NMAN stops singing, but keeps danci ng.

Pl ZZA NAN
What do you think of LSD? Or do you
have nental problens or anything |ike
that? If not, do you believe in walls?
Because |'m ki nd of skeptical.... |
mean when you think about it, walls..

POLI CEMAN 1
(angry and cutting in)
| f you threaten ne again, | swear to
CGod!

40.
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A coupl e of TRAMPS explode with a violent noise, causing
tinnitus for all nearby. The force of these unspeakabl e events
knock down the walls the VAGRANTS were sitting by. Bl oody
shrapnel very nearly puts the police car off course, into the
ruins. Now the GROUP have travelled further, they can see
houses in front of themturning to the left.

CRAI G
(ast oni shed)
VWHAT THE FUCK WAS THAT?! ?!

POLI CEMAN 1
(focusing on the road
and driving as safe as
possi bl e)
Oh God, here we go!

Pl ZZA NAN
(stunned)
Did those people just explode???

POLI CEMAN 1
Peopl e are desperate round here. It'
either they take their chances with
the food they find, or starvation.
Many of the people round here are
crazy, too. Who knows what's going on
in these people's heads.... Like you
Pizza Man!

S

The Pl ZZA MAN | ooks conf used.

PCLI CEMAN 1
(i n a disapproving tone
of voice)
"No walls'.... Dear Cod...

Wib wub dubstep nusic can just about be heard. It's getting
| ouder.

POLI CEMAN 1
(in a serious tone)
Ch God, it's a party....

CRAI G
Do you nean..... that nore people are
going to just... explode??

As the POLICEMAN turns in the deprived ghetto, many DRUNKARDS
can be seen. Perhaps to get away fromthe nusic, they are

out side of the house party. For whatever reason, they are

cel ebrating. Maybe they are just trying their best to get

t hrough these unbearable tinmes. The GROUP is around 80 neters
away but the POLICEMAN is driving fast.



PCLI CEMAN 1
(tgnoring him in a
grave tone)

Ch no. .
CRAI G
(shocked)
VWHAT?!
POLI CEMAN 1

Unopened white wi ne. Everyone's
drinking it. That stuff goes off

strai ght away! Cover your ears and
don't look! I know what |I'mdoing.....
Don't you worry....

One by one, the partying PECPLE start exploding. They do so
with the sane forceful ness as before.

CRAI G AND PI ZZA MAN TOGETHER
(shocked)
HOLY FUCK!!!

The POLI CEMAN pl oughs his car straight through the PARTIERS.
Loud thuds are heard i nside.

CRAI G
VWhat are you doi ng?! ?!

PCLI CEMAN 1
It's what they woul d have wanted!! Now
tell that noose to shut the hell up
It's inappropriate!!!!

Pl ZZA NMAN
(starting to cry)
| can't handle this shit! |I want to go
back to hospital

The PI ZZA NMAN sings another Wite Zonmbie song in a traumati sed
tone of voice. Mich to everyone's relief, the ghetto is now
starting to fade into the distance. Ahead, are nicer houses.

However, even if the sluns disappeared in no tine at all, the
haunting nenories of themw |l last a lifetine.
CRAI G
(trying to confort
Pi zza Man)

This is really happening, Ck? It wll
all be over soon though, won't it,
of ficer?

POLI CEMAN 1
(concentrating)
No. . ..
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CRAI G
Gk, it w
i

: Il be over eventually,
it.... offic

er?

POLI CEMAN 1
(bei ng practical)

CRAI G
(fearing the worst)
..... Wen.... will it be over?

POLI CEMAN 1
(getting annoyed)
It's never going to be over, alright?!
Jesus! Gve the Pizza Man's leg a tap
for me, will you?

Pl ZZA NAN
(still crying and
st oppi ng si ngi ng)
WHAT?! WHY ME?! ?!

After around 5 mnutes of msery and reckless driving, the
POLI CEMAN pul I's up by the police station.

EXT. QUTSI DE PCLI CE STATION - N GHT, | MVEDI ATELY AFTER THE
AROUND 5 M NUTES.

A pristine, two-storey police station is now a few paces from
the GROUP. It is painted a brilliant white and even has

bal conies. One could be m staken for assum ng the building was
a hotel. Crazy tines, right? Next to the station is a well-

pl aced skate park. Not a lot of trouble will ever go down,
there. This whol e nei ghbourhood is simlar to CRAIG S
uneventful street in nost ways. The only real difference is
that it's the other side of town. Thus, the dooned ghetto is
in between these two places. Just sone data, for you

POLI CEMAN 1
(trying his best to get
t hrough the situation)
Alright, here we are. Get out of the
vehicle and conme with ne...

There is an icy silence as the CROCKS dive out of the car.
POLI CEMAN 1
(getting angry)
That i ncludes you, nobosenan!!

Getting icier...



POLI CEMAN 1
(ragi ng)
| ' VE HAD JUST ABOUT ENOUGH OF YQOU,

The OQUTLAWS are in luck. Qut of the corner of their eye, they
spot a nearby |ost or discarded skateboard. It's the perfect
escape vehicle for soneone who is crippled. After dragging his
body to it, CRAIGlies on top of the thing in extrene pain,
and scream ng his head off. His shouting doesn't attract
attention, as sporadic outbursts have been commonpl ace for the
| ast five mnutes. Yeah, the pain's really kicking in, now
Neverthel ess, he can't go shrieking off into the distance or
he will get caught, in the end. Fromhis |eather shirt pocket,
the craw ing Pl ZZA MAN pulls out a needl e | oaded wth heroin.
That will ease CRAIG S pain, and his owm. Tinme for sone

i njections. They soon prove successful, but doing any activity
w th broken bones is extrenely difficult. Once the drugs have
taken effect, the PIZZA MAN |ies on top of the nunb and
spaced-out CRAIG to the sound of bones cracking. They then
slide away, barely nmaking any further sounds. Their |ast act
is to give the POLICEMAN a 'you're nmental' |ook, in secret,
whil st the COP rants at soneone who doesn't really exist.

Fun insight: Three schizophrenics in a car: D d you know t he
odds of that happening are roughly one in a mllion? |I've al so
seen ny initials on car nunber plates a few tines. The odds of
t hat happening are one in 17,576. :O Wll, that's assum ng al
initials are as common as each other, which they're not. |
hope those tidbits cheered you up. I"msorry you had to read
such gruesoneness.

10. Proverbs

Ajail full of psychopaths, however, is not so unlikely. In
fact they' re everywhere. Anyway, (I told you it's a good
word), we're back in England, now. Renenber the BTS NARRATOR?
He's here, again. \Wat has he been getting up to these | ast
few weeks? Well, (another favourite word), I'Il tell you. He's
| earnt how to play chess and has found out how to | ose a gane
in two noves. He never tires of using the so called 'fools
opening’ with his fellow CONVICTS. However, no one el se finds
it funny. Wth conplete certainty, nobody finds it hilarious.
Has prison |ife made hi m change his ways?....

I NT. BTS NARRATOR S PRI SON CELL, LONDON - THE AFTERNOON AFTER
THAT GRAPHI C | NSANI TY

A stale, pale blue turd of a roomwith |ittle sources of
sustainable interest in it. There are nothing nore than a few
non-vi ol ent books on the table, and letters fromfriends and
famly on the hard bed.
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There is a inexpensive bulb on the ceiling, but a |lot of the
light comes fromthe netallic prison pathway, shining through
the steel cell gate. Sone natural |ight comes fromthe gated
w ndow. The NARRATOR paces up and down.

BTS NARRATOR
(thinking to hinself
with a cal m m nd)
God, prison is boring. Maybe if | read
t hat phil osophy book, | can change ny
perception of reality and find sone
sense of happiness in this place.

He opens the book and sits on his mattress, still thinking to
himself. (That's right, he should read books, yet he stil

al ways screws up. Kind of makes ny previous words of w sdom
look a little weaker. Never mnd, | know everything now,
remenber).

BTS NARRATOR

Ok, what have we got here, a list of
proverbs? Fair enough. So, 'fortune
favours the brave? Hm ok. | wonder
how that can relate to ny situation
here... I'll think about it l|ater.
Ok, | wonder what el se we have!

"Curiosity killed the cat?' ....

The NARRATOR is now starting to get anxious..

BTS NARRATOR
.... Oh no! I'"mcurious about
proverbs, and |I'mthe metaphorical
cat!

and confused. ..

BTS NARRATOR
.... But wait... If I'mbrave about
readi ng this book and risking death,
fortune will cone to ne.... But then
again, if I keep thinking about the
book, curiosity wll kill nme....
Er....

He's gai ning sone confidence in his thoughts now. ..



BTS NARRATOR

O course! There is no way way those
two statenents make any sense when
conbi ned, so they nust be taken
literally! Curiosity kills cats and no
one else! O course curiosity won't

kill ne!
Now he's rat her excited..

BTS NARRATOR

Fortune favours being killed? |I'm sure
the authors weren't suggesting nass

sui ci de!
He is starting to forma plan.

BTS NARRATOR

k. | have to be brave to get ny
fortune and I want to be curious,
otherwise I won't |earn anything.
Maybe | should kill cats whilst being
brave and inquisitive. That wll prove

curiosity killed the cat.

Eur eka!

BTS NARRATOR

O course! 1'Il kill the prisoner's
pet cats by kicking themin their
face, while their backs are turned.

Even though he's inspired, he's stil

NARRATOR

bitter...

Channel 4268762BF66 m ght even enpl oy

me, afterwards...

The NARRATOR spends the next few hours studying chess. Maybe
he'll strike gold and figure out howto |ose in one go. Sone
of the world's greatest m nds have tried, but none have
succeeded. WII| the NARRATOR? He DOES have a lot of tine on

hi s hands. ..

| NT. BTS NARRATOR TALKI NG TO A PRI SONER, JUST QUTSIDE H' S

CELL - LATER I N THE AFTERNOON

A depressing first-floor pathway, that surrounds the outskirts
of the two-storey prison building. An identical pathway is
above them Cells are next to the PAIR and the CAT that is
hangi ng around. In the mddle of the whole jail structure is a
section dedicated to recreational tine. Everything is bare and
made nostly of nmetal bars, grids and plates. A few PEOPLE are

in the distance and JEFF is up cl ose.
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But what does JEFF | ook |i ke??

BTS NARRATOR
(excited)
Hel | o, Jeff!

JEFF is a fell ow PRI SONER of the BTS NARRATOR He has nuch
difficulty regulating his enotions, due to his unfortunately
si zed anygdal a. To the convenience of all that cross him no
brain scan is needed to show this deficiency. Everything is
witten on his Latino, 30 year old face. To match his
terrifying icy eyes and constant scow, his body is equally
fearsonme. He is 6 foot of pure brawn.

JEFF
( moody)
What do you want ??

BTS NARRATOR
Look over therel

JEFF turns around as if his actions required quite sone
effort. Qut of his view, the BTS NARRATOR kicks JEFF' S cat in
the face.

JEFF' S CAT
M ACOOOW I'! It

JEFF
(stunned)
VWhat the fuck was that??

BTS NARRATOR
(pretending it didn't
happen)
Excuse ne??

JEFF
You just kicked ny cat right across
the room

BTS NARRATOR
(starting to get
nervous)
..... Yes..... brave, wasn't it?

JEFF
(starting to get
enr aged)
No, it was fucking stupid!!

BTS NARRATOR
(nervously)
...... Does fortune favour the



JEFF
(baffled and getting
angrier)
What the FUCK are you tal king

about ?! ?!
The BTS NARRATOR punches JEFF in the face.

JEFF
(gobsmacked)
VWHAT ARE YOU DO NG?! ?!

BTS NARRATOR
(nervous from apparent
| ack of fortune)

The BTS NARRATOR nervously hits JEFF agai n.

JEFF
(really angry)

BTS NARRATOR
(scared)
Ch, shit!

The BTS NARRATOR legs it whilst trying to think up nore
wWitticisms. Hs tinme is running out, fast. H's uncontrolled
stanping on the netal grids beneath hi m makes | oud cl angi ng
sounds. JEFF has now been sonewhat energised, and isn't going
to let himget away. H s stanps are far | ouder.

BTS NARRATOR
(trying to cal mJeff
down, in desperation)
Two heads are better than one!!

Thi s observation gets no reaction.

BTS NARRATOR
(rather scared)
... Leave mne alone, if you know
what's good for you

JEFF soon catches up to BTS NARRATOR. W thout any effort or
hint of mercy, he pins himto the cold floor.

JEFF

(very angry)
| wonder what happens when | do this!!

JEFF is about to punch the BTS NARRATCOR hard in the face..
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JEFF' S CAT
M AOW

But JEFF' S cat falls over and dies.

JEFF
(shocked)
Fluffy! What happened?!

CAT I N THE DI STANCE
M AOW

PRI SONER | N THE DI STANCE
(conf used)
What t he?!

CATS | N THE DI STANCE
MAON M AOWN M aow

GRI EVI NG PRI SONERS
Snuggl es! Spot! Jasper!

BTS NARRATOR
(thinking to hinself
whi | st the ot her
prisoners are
di stract ed)
O course! You are what you eat!

The BTS NARRATOR j ust about manages to reach into his pocket
and get an extra strong mnt into his drying nouth. This is
despite the fact a very large, though dunbfounded MALE is
sitting on top of him He swallows the mnt, then with an
insignificant effort, punches JEFF in the face once nore. JEFF
doesn't nuch an inch and goes red.

BTS NARRATOR

(anxi ous)
Ch, fuck. ...
Yes, nore violence. | can only apol ogise. To try and nake you

feel better, we can take a short trip to Australi a.
EXT: AUSTRALI A - N GHT, | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

A warm starry night in the Australian countryside. Scattered,
| ush green trees and |ong, healthy grass stretch al nost as far
as the eye can see. The area is nostly flat, though hills are
in the distance. Every now and then, a bouncing deer is seen.
HANNAH and TONY are alone in the mddle of this area. HANNAH
is a very happy and foppish 25 year old woman, in love with
TONY. She has | arge feet.

HANNAH
Ch Tony, | love you so nuch!
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TONY is also very happy, 25, and in love with HANNAH. Li ke
HANNAH, he is wearing trendy cl othes.

TONY
| | ove you, too!

Alright, back to the story. Al that soppy |oveliness nmake you

feel good? Don't get used to it... And no, | guess prison life
hasn't changed the NARRATOR Speaking of him he's a bit of an
obdurate so and so, isn't he? '|I guess so, but why use such a
wei rd word?' Study the book hard and you'll find out. Just one

of the few hidden 'secrets' this book has to offer. So, you
know... tell everyone.

Anyway, (again) fromtroubl ed Engl and, back to troubled
Aneri ca. ..

11. A Search for Answers
| NT. POLI CE STATION, VIRG NI A - DAY, A FEW HOURS LATER

The police station interior is far froman intimdating place.
Wthout the posters warning of the dangers of expired food, it
woul d | ook sonewhat |ike a md-range |iving room Neutral
colours are applied to the furniture and the surroundings in
general . Many desks, chairs and conputers can be seen and
around 20 busy STAFF are fulfilling their various duties;
nostly filing and entering data.

Despite the rel axing environnent, the WORKERS are on alert;
all of the spontaneous conbustions are filling their m nds.
The police station CAT is nervous, and is worried he could be
next to die in nmysterious circunstances. There is a vague
sense of horror in his eyes.

PCLI CEMEN 1 and 2 enter, whilst conversing with passion. The
latter can't be seen yet, as he is for sonme reason wearing a
huge, bl ack, sleeved cloak that goes fromhead to toe. The two
make their way to a bare table and place two cups of piping
hot tea in front of them P2 renoves the costunme so he can now
be described in a | ogical order.

POLICEMAN 2 is a lot thinner than his CO WORKER, though about
the sanme height. He wears a badl y-kept, crowbar nustache that
makes hi m | ook mascul i ne and tough. H s unenotional, deep set
eyes heighten these traits. Like POLICEMAN 1, he is wearing a
standard bl ack uniform though with | onger sleeves. The

weat her affects himquite a | ot nore.



51.

POLI CEMAN 1
(very frustrated)
| can't believe this! Two crimnals
have run away! Both of them were
crippled, one, largely by ne,
admttedly, and the nooseman has
turned i nvisible!

Al t hough POLI CEMAN 2 believes in the Mboseman, he is not
mentally ill or of subnormal intelligence. In a world where
peopl e are expl oding nore and nore, who knows what other crazy
t hi ngs coul d happen?

POLI CEMAN 2
(1 nmpressed)
You told nme, you hit himright on the
nervel

PCLI CEMAN 1
(rem ni sci ng)
Yeah. . ..

POLI CEMAN 2

(concer ned)
| definitely can't see the noosenman,
t hough, but it's too dangerous to | ook
for the crimnals round here. People
are exploding all the tine,
nowadays. ... Wien will this horror
end?

PCLI CEMAN 1
(brai nst orm ng)
Wy woul d peopl e eating expired food
expl ode? And why has this only started
happeni ng recently? And why is it
getting worse?

The POLI CEMAN S CAT falls over dies.
MAOW ']
POLI CEMAN 1
(angry) _ _ _
......... And why did ny cat just die
PCLI CEMAN 1 just about manages to pull hinself together.

POLI CEMAN 1
: W need the help of sonmeone
speci al . Soneone with nore than
qual i fications, soneone good. But who?
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POLI CEMAN 2
(hopef ul)
| think I've got it!

POLI CEMAN 1
(listening with care)
Go on. ..

POLI CEMAN 2
Thr oughout history there have al ways
been people who are imune to certain
di seases. Not everyone on Earth can be
affected by AIDS, for exanple, as sone
are born wth magic AIDS fighting
genes. If we could find sonmeone who
doesn't expl ode whil st eating gone off
food, we may be able to find the

answer .
POLI CEMAN 1
(1 nspired)
O course!... But where could we find

such a person?

POLI CEMAN 2
(with a brave voice)
In the roughest part of town! The
pl aces where people ONLY eat expired
f ood!

POLI CEMAN 1
Are you insane?! You just said it's
t oo dangerous to go out!

PCLI CEMAN 2
(t ougheni ng up)
It's our only choice....

PCLI CEMAN 1 and POLI CEMAN 2 | eave the station, trying to
repress their enotions. They sonewhat succeed and get into
their police car, wwth a bold attitude. It's tinme to go back
to the ghetto.

EXT. ROUGHEST PART OF TOMN - AFTERNOON, 10 M NUTES AFTER
GETTI NG I N THEI R CARS

After driving through mles of despairing PEOPLE detonating,

t he LAWMEN reach the nost deprived, grimest part of town. Now
the sun is shining bright and hot, the true scale of
destruction can be seen. It |ooks less |like sonmewhere to live
and nore |ike a war zone. Buildings collapse before the
OFFICER S eyes, filling the air with a noxious, yellow orange
dust. Breathing the thick powder is not only difficult for the
survi vi ng VAGABONDS and RESI DENTS, but agoni sing.



For many reasons, there is frequent wailing and cries of pain
in the distance, as well as up close. Wth reluctance, the
PCLI CEMEN get out of their car with tortured expressions on
their faces. They have seen things no man shoul d see.

POLI CEMAN 2
(with a quiet drive)
Gk, let's |ook for sone survivors.
There has to be some sonewhere..

There are boons in the background.

POLI CEMAN 1
(scared)
God, this is horrible... |1've never
seen such destruction..

Yet another hone disintegrates in front of the POLI CEMEN S
eyes. Once the residue clears, a surprisingly intact house is
reveal ed behind it.

POLI CEMAN 2
(hopef ul)
Look! That building is barely damaged
at all! Let's go inside and have a

| ook.

The POLI CEMEN ki ck the house's rotten wooden door down and
enter, after knocking and receiving no response.

I NT. WSE OLD MAN' S HOUSE, | MMEDI ATELY AFTER

The lights are turned off and all curtains are drawn. Because
of this, visibility is mnimal. It is heated and stuffy and
all doorl ess roons appear to be al nbst bare. A black CAT
greets the OFFICERS with a curious 'maow , before darting
upstairs and out of sight.

The WSE OLD MAN, is heard fromupstairs. He has the sl ow,
croaky voice of an 80 year old bald man with a | ong grey
beard, a wal king stick and a winkl ed face.

W SE OLD MAN
(fearful and
aggressive. H's voice

echoes)
Who is this?! I'"mnot hungry, now go
away! !
POLI CEVAN 2

(trying to calmhim
down. Hi s voice
echoes, to00)

It's okay! It's the police!
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W SE OLD MAN
Oh, thank God!

POLI CEMAN 1
(with an open tone. His
voi ce doesn't echo.
No, only joking, of
course it does)
W would like to talk to you!

Wth watchful ness, the WSE OLD MAN nakes his way goes down
the stairs. It is seen by the LAWthat his eyes are intense
and intelligent. Due to mal nourishnent, he is nmere skin and
bones. Hi s weakness shows in his |ong, drawn-out novenents.
The reason why those traits couldn't be picked up by his voice
are very conplicat ed.

This OAP | eads the POLICEMEN to the Iiving room He turns on
the light switch to reveal nothing el se, but a cheap pine wood
table with three tacky wooden chairs. The wal | paper is a
sinister blood red, with the word 'why?!" witten on it with
extra-large witing. The WOM pulls out a seat to sit down, and
t he POLI CEMEN join him

W SE OLD MAN
(pl eased to see people
not expl odi ng)
What do you want from ne? Wiy are you
here?

POLI CEMAN 1
(hopef ul)
We want to know how you're stil
alive. This is the roughest part of
town, you are poor and can't afford to
eat safe food. What's your secret?

W SE CLD MAN
(edgy)
|"mnot going to able to I ast nuch
longer. It's only a matter of tine
before |I starve. However, | believe
there is hope for humanity, and |
think I know what's goi ng on.

The POLI CEMEN pull in their chairs and listen closely.

W SE OLD MAN

(with a suffering tone

of voice)
| tried to contact several food
i ndustries so | could stop this
madness, but they all threatened to
kill me and all of ny friends and
famly if | didn't keep quiet.
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You see, there is a lot of noney in it
for supermarkets etcetera, if people
are too scared to | eave food hangi ng
around too long; in all of this
insanity, people are constantly panic
buyi ng. This whole situation we're in
now wi t h peopl e expl odi ng and CGod
knows what el se, is sonmething the
anci ent G eeks predicted thousands of
years ago. It's a phenonena

called "proverb strengthening' ; the
nore peopl e say proverbs, the nore
likely they are to becone reality. |
guess proverb strengtheni ng has
finally reached the point of disaster
over the mllennia. Don't you see
what's going on? Cats dying for no
apparent reason? It's because
curiosity kills cats, it was on the
news. There is a jail in England where
cats died every tine soneone was
curious..... And peopl e dyi ng when

t hey eat expired food? That's because
you are what you eat.... Gone off! |I'm
sure there are others who know of the
wi sdom of the ancient G eeks, but
peopl e in general are being
intimdated into silence. Reasonable
Food' s new slogan is 'You Better Keep
Quiet', for exanple, and their new

|l ogo is a knife.

POLI CEMEN 2
(exci ted)
O course, it seens so obvious now

POLI CEMAN 1
(hopef ul)
So how can we stop it?

W SE OLD MAN
(with a scow)
Leave ny cat al one!

POLI CEMAN 2
(with respect)
Yes, of course, |I'msorry.

PCLI CEMAN 2 coughs.

POLI CEMAN 2
(rewordi ng hinsel f)
Sonet hi ng needs to be done about this,
and we need your help...
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W SE OLD MAN

(driven)
On the news report | was telling you
about, there was one man, a BTS
Narrator, if | remenber correctly, who
doesn't seemto be affected by proverb
strengt hening. W nust travel to
England to find out his secret.

POLI CEMAN
(al so driven)
Yes, you're right! W nust go as soon
as possi bl e!

There you go; know edge potentially saving the day. What did |
tell you? If you ever find yourself in a nightmarish
apocal yptic world, use your noggin!

12. Hope

So, will noggins be used again, and if so what will the
out cone be? Read on.

Anyway, ('please, no nore'... ok I'll try) so the two

POLI CEMEN and the WSE OLD MAN have travelled to Engl and by
pl ane. They got to their destination in 7 days. A long tine,
but air travel is in chaos right now, and flights have becone
rare and ultra-secured. Wiat did they do in the neantine?
Vell, it was awkward having the WSE OLD MAN hangi ng ar ound
Anmerican jails, to say the least. He certainly likes his
privacy and didn't at all appreciate his extensive background
check, carried out by the CIA. O, so he once told a policeman
he was a fool, so what? Respect goes out to himfor not
telling anyone to 'fuck off', at any point. It couldn't have
been easy for him

| NT. BTS NARRATOR S PRI SON CELL, LONDON - DAY, A WEEK LATER,
AS EXPLAI NED

Can't renmenber what the cell |ooks |ike? Ask your doctor about
denentia. | don't nean to alarmyou, but it's best you face up
to your problens. Yeah, and that's comng fromne. :S

The PRI SON WARDEN is in the unfortunate position of being in
this open room with the NARRATOR He is a strict and
unenotional 40 year old man who | oves order. You can sense
that by | ooking at him He just has one of those faces. Mire
obviously, he is of average height and build. He is wearing
wel | -ironed bl ack trousers and a white, long-armshirt.
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PRI SON WARDEN
(in a serious tone, to
the narrator)
There are sonme people here who would

like to speak to you... Don't even
t hi nk about 'being brave' this
tinme....

POLI CEMAN 1, POLICEMAN 2 and the WSE OLD MAN enter the BTS
NARRATOR S cell with optimsmand sit on his bed. The PRI SON
WARDEN shuts door, glad to be out of the NARRATOR S conpany.

PCLI CEMAN 2
(with a friendly tone
of voice)
You know everyone here thinks you're
an idiot?... Well not us! See this

man?

PCLI CEMAN 2 points to The WSE OLD MAN ent husi astically.

PCLI CEMAN 2
He thinks you are very special. Wy
don't you have sonme of his food. It's
his way of saying 'thank you'.

BTS NARRATOR
(conf used)
For what? | have no idea who he

POLI CEMAN 2
Never m nd who he is. Wiy don't you
just enjoy his lovely extra
soft 'crisps? Mmm ..

(POLICEMAN 2 didn't say 'chips', well done). He strokes his
stomach in excitenent.

POLI CEMAN 1
(whi spering and
concerned to policenman
2)
Are you sure about this?

POLI CEMAN 2
(al so whi spering, but
serious and reassuring
to policeman 1)
Trust ne...



Wth guilt and shanme, the WSE OLD MAN gi ves the BTS NARRATOR
his expired crisps fromhis pocket. As the BTS NARRATOR eats
the food, the three VISITORS take cover by the corners of his
bed and pretend to | ook for dropped change.

POLI CEMAN 2
(pretending to be
annoyed)
Oh, where the hell did ny noney go? |
know it's not where you are..

BTS NARRATOR
(very confused)
VWhat' s goi ng on?!

POLI CEMAN 1
(nervous and hiding his
feel i ngs)
Wait a mnute. Just enjoy the food..

BTS NARRATOR
(still confused, but
al so hungry)

POLI CEMAN 1
(comenting to
policeman 2, casually
and quietly)
| don't |ike the sound of soft chips
being eaten, it's not natural.

PCLI CEMAN 2 nods in agreenent.

BTS NARRATOR
(pl eased)
Qoh, prawn cocktail ..

The WSE OLD MAN | ooks at his watch, after spending a very
enotional half a mnute sheltering hinself.

W SE OLD MAN
(relieved)
He's fi ne!

POLI CEMAN 1
(al so relieved)
Oh t hank God!

BTS NARRATOR
(baffl ed)
Can soneone pl ease explain what the
HELL is goi ng on?!
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POLI CEMAN 1
(excited)
You didn't expl ode!

BTS NARRATOR
(nore baffl ed)
Wiy woul d | expl ode??

The NARRATOR gasps.

BTS NARRATOR

(very angry)
..... Were those crisps expired?! ?!

PCLI CEMAN 1
Never m nd that! Wuat's your secret?!

BTS NARRATOR
| don't know! You can go fuck
your sel ves, you cow tipping lunatics!
You goose stepping ponces! You.....

As the BTS NARRATOR t hinks of nore insults, The WSE OLD MAN
notices letters from SIR GEORGE on the desk

W SE CLD MAN
(shocked)
What's this?!

BTS NARRATOR

(still angry)
... Letters fromSir George. | was the
one who gave himhis big break. He
started out as an eccentric nobody,
but 1'm thinking of making himone of
gane show s biggest stars... You bunch
of ...

W SE OLD MAN

(cuts in, becom ng
hopef ul)

Yes! 1've heard of him

BTS NARRATOR
(finishing his
sent ence)
pricks.

PCLI CEMAN 2
(i ntrigued)
Is that significant?
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W SE OLD MAN

(1 nspired)
Don't you see? Sir George is an idiot!
Proverbs are for the wse, the
intelligent, the intellectuals! It WAS
only those people who expl oded and
di ed young after eating expired food,
because they said wise things so much
nore! Everyone knows that geniuses
have shorter |ife spans and are prone
to "blowng their tops'. It's not
because of their arrogance, and it's
not just a figure of speech! And
because of Proverb Strengthening, now
even the average are dying. The BTS
Narrator.... sorry what's your nane?

BTS NARRATOR
(wi th obvious
bi tterness)
Chad Macal pi ne. ..

W SE OLD MAN

(conti nui ng)
.... Chad nust have had so much
contact with Sir CGeorge, that his
stupidity rubbed off on himand nmade
hi m super human! We need to nake
wat ching Sir George mandatory, so that
proverbs can be weak once agai n!

CHAD
(angry, but becom ng
exci t ed)
| gnorance is bliss!

CHAD slowy starts to expand.
W SE OLD MAN
Spit out those crisps, while being
phi | osophi cal !

CHAD does so and returns to normal size.



W SE CLD MAN
(formng a plan)
W nust wite to parlianment! W nust
make sure that education gets worse
every year! That way, the effects of
proverbs will die nmuch faster.

K. Here's where things get confusing. It's wse to be stupid?
That makes no sense, right? Hm..

13. Part 2: Sir Ceorge for Prime Mnister

This is part 2 of the story. The first section nerely
expl ai ned what was happeni ng. This segnent however, is a
wiittle bit different.

Anyway, (whoops) love himor hate him SIR GEORGE is back. H's
character is questionable and his personality westles with ny
previ ous words of wi sdom However, we can all |learn fromeven
himat tines.

| NT: GAMESHOW STUDI O, LONDON - NI GHT, A WEEK LATER

In the sanme col ourful studio, where SIR GEORGE nmade his first
appearance (aaah nenories. O maybe not), wres lie across the
of fstage floor. Wth help fromadditional white lighting, a
range of TECHNI Cl ANS dressed in black are setting up. They
have amused expressions on their faces and sone are

mout hing 'fucking hell!', to each other. Half the AUDI ENCE are
tal ki ng anongst thenselves in horrified disbelief, whilst the
ot her half show excited encouragenent. Runours are spreadi ng
qui ckly. Those with fine-tuned hearing will be able to hear a
few exclamations in the crowds. Awmul, horrid words. |gnoring
them GEORGE is behind his panel along with two ot her
CONTESTANTS. In his spot, the same GAMESHOW HOST from before
is burning up inside, though showi ng an unnerving quiet. After
a few further mnutes, the all clear is given to the HOST and
the live filmng starts. The white lights go off and | eave the
mul ti-col oured ones on their own.

GAMESHOW HOST
(hiding intense rage)
Sir Ceorge, | understand that not only

have you never won a conpetition, you
have never scored a point...
under st ood a question, showed any sign
of respect....

SI R GEORCE
(reasonably good nood)
Yes, that's right...

GAMESHOW HOST
Well, this tinme you' ve VON..
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SI R GEORCE
(gaining self
confi dence and nood
i nprovi ng, fast)
Jal epeno! | told you!

GAMESHOW HOST
(in utter disbelief)
.. And now you're the prlne m ni ster
of the United Ki ngdom .

Sonmeone in the AUDI ENCE cl aps.

GAMESHOW HOST
(nout hing to caneranen)
What the fuck is going on?!

SI R GEORGE
(i nmpressed with
hi msel )
Ww, that is a good prize! | never
realised getting hold of dictionaries
was so difficult...

GAMESHOW HOST
(pause)
No. I'"'mnot tolerating this bullshit
anynore. Not anynore, I'mnot. No. |'m

goi ng hone, | quit. Bye!

Turning away fromtheir caneras, the FILM CREW encourage the
AUDI ENCE to chant ' Go CGeorge' over and over. They do this by
nmout hing (yes, they |ike nmouthing) the words to them and

raising their arns up and dowmn with awkward, unsure novenents.

AUDI ENCE
(hal f excited, half
ast oni shed)
GO GEORGE! GO GEORGE! GO GEORGE

SI R GEORCE
(shouting over the
audi ence, and
ecstatic)
YES! YES!!! YEEEEESSSSSS!!!!!11111]

The CAMERA MAN is another FI LM CREW MEMBER dressed in bl ack.
He is 20 years old and has a snmall tattoo of a rubber chicken
on his boyish face. Other than that, he kind of blends into
the environnment. So nmuch so, that | forgot to wite about him
in the ganmeshow studi o scene description. Sonething about his
| ook just exudes averageness. He is average height, build,

| ooki ng, etc.
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CAVERA NAN
(with strong
ent husi asm
Sir Ceorge! \What are your new
pol i ci es??

SI R GEORGE
(overwhel med with
exci tenent)
Vll, | don't know.... mandatory cup
cakes for Chinese librarians?

CAMERA MAN
That's BRI LLI ANT! What el se???

SI R GECRGE
.... And | was thinking these cupcakes
shoul d contain blueberries, with
different words witten on them..
Li ke "wunderbar!' and 'schnell!"’

CANVERA MAN
O course! VWhat el se??

SI R GEORGE
(gai ni ng confi dence and
very excited)
The bl ueberries should be extra salty!
And when you eat them you should fee
exci t ed!

CAVERA MAN
Per haps they should contain | arge
gquantities of caffeine?

SI R GEORCE
Exact | y!

CAVERA MAN
(to the audience)
Let's hear it for George! Qur saviour!
The CAMERA MAN corrects hinself wth awkwardness.
CAVERA MAN
.1 mean the king of ganeshows! GO
AUDI ENCE
G0 CEORGE! GO GEORGE! GO GEORCE

SIR GECRGE cries wth happi ness.



CAMERA NMAN
(to audi ence, excited
and smling)
.... And because you've been such a
great audi ence, you can all go hone

early!
AUDI ENCE
(confused and st oppi ng
chanti ng)
Huh?
CAVERA NAN
(irritated)

Yeah, now piss off.

The CAMERA MAN renenbers he is heard live on air, after
getting carried away.

CAMERA NMAN
Yeah, piss off.

The filmng stops and SIR GEORGE faints wth excitenent. Hi s
fall onto the hard studio floor causes a few cuts and scrapes,
but there doesn't seemto be any need for concern. It isn't

| ong before he recovers fromthe drop, but he is put on a
stretcher, heading for hospital. This is just in case he has
any injuries to his valuable brain. He |l eaves the building to
the muffl ed sounds of AUDI ENCE chanting; things |like 'go
Ceorge, you're so mghty!' can be heard. For whatever reason,
t he CAMERA MAN makes a series of communicative, enigmatic

w nks to many of the other STAFF.

| NT: HOSPI TAL WARD, LONDON - NI GHT, 1 HOUR LATER

The hospital ward is a white roomwith 5 beds in it. Blue
curtains separate the mattresses, in a poor effort to create
privacy. There is little space in GEORGE'S m ni section, as a
desk with inedible food on it covers nmuch of the floor. On the
plus side, a small television is fixed to the ceiling on
GECRCE' S favourite channel, ' U GHH OH989H®XI YUGTY78T78' .

In peace and filled with curiosity, GEORGE rests in this ward
for the rest of the night. He does so, not having a clue what
the future will bring. In the norning, he is greeted by
strange, massive MEN in black suits and sungl asses. They are
surroundi ng himand the PRIME M N STER S ADVI SOR, whi | st

| ooki ng vigilant and poker-faced.

This PRIME M NI STER S ADVISOR is a stone-faced 55 year ol d,
whose eyes suggest a lifetinme of sadness. He has dark grey,
nmop-like hair that partially covers his large ears. He is
quite tall and a little over-weight. However, his deep blue
suit does a good job of hiding his body fat.
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PRIME M NI STER S ADVI SOR
(with a serious tone)
Hel | o, George. The Prine M nister has
been sacked. You have one Hell of a
responsi bility com ng up

SIR GEORG
(tired)
Bangi ng. ..
PRIME M NI STER S ADVI SOR
If you like...

SI R GEORGE
Wonder f ant ast ul ar .

PRI ME M NI STER S ADVI SOR
Excellent. You're a strong willed so
and so, Ceorge. | think you'll bounce
back in no tine. Cone with us..

SIR GECRGE slowy but surely starts to get out of his bed.

SI R GEORGE
(still rather tired)
Eurgh... God dammt... Ok.....

Alittle weak, SIR GEORGE takes the hand of one of the
BODYGUARDS (he realises what they are, now). He then follows
themwi th a linp, through the bare white corridors to the
out si de of the buil ding.

EXT: QUTSI DE OF THE HOSPI TAL, LONDON - 2 M NUTES LATER

From t he outside, obviously the hospital exterior can be seen.
It is a well designed and attractive building, that shanes the
council estates in the distance. Its construction al nost | ooks
fragile, but is stylish. It has nore deep blue windows on its
outside than white concrete bl ocks. The warm sun centred in
the clear blue sky shines on the panes, naking them sparkle

i ke di anonds. Because of this, there are some who envy the

si ck.

Where the GROUP are standing however, is the not so pleasing
hospital car lot. GEORGE and CO.'s space is close to the
clinic, adjacent to the disabled parking section. This is

| ucky, as walking the area's length would take quite sone
time. However, many VI SITORS are doing so. This grey place is
packed with every kind of car imaginable. Little else is seen,
ot her than the odd parking neter and stressed out TRAFFIC
WARDEN

The PARTY nake their way to the PMA's |inousine, (I nearly
said 'limousin'. That would be a conpletely different
story!... :9S).

65.



66.

Once everyone is seated, the CHAUFFEUR drives the GROUP to the
Houses of Parliament. At the wish of the PVMA the whole
journey is silent. There is only so much of GEORGE any nman can
t ake.

| NT: HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT, LONDON - AFTERNOON

Once at the centre of his thrilling new career, CEORCGE spends
the next few hours getting settled into the alien building. He
is given a tour which ends at the Houses of Parlianment neeting
room The TOURI STS (t he BODYGUARDS and the ADVI SOR) then | eave
himthere with the latter.

This roomis a design so |large and i nposing, one could be
forgiven for calling it totally unnecessary. The ceiling is
around 3 storeys high, priceless chandeliers dangle fromit
and it's conposed of historical woods and gol ds. The sane
design applies to the grandi ose doors, walls and its
cupboards. The carpet is a brilliant red, with regal silver
patterns on it. In the mddle of this gigantic hall is the
| arge oak debating table. Wthout a doubt, the aesthetics on
the whole were considered to expert standard. SIR GEORGE
certainly doesn't want to | eave the organi sation, now he's
seen this spectacle.

Dozens of MPs are sitting around the aforenentioned table and
are debating wwth fierce intensity. The atnosphere is hopef ul
but pressured and uncertain, as SIR GEORGE sits down and |ies
back on his special seat. Wth out-of-place mannerisns, the
recent RECRU T wears his newly awarded hat, with the

word '"king' witten onit. It's a shane it's only nade of
paper, but it will do. The PMA remains standing with

dom nance.

PRIME M NI STER S ADVI SOR
(with a serious voice)
Prime Mnister George, we need
stupidity on a nmass scale or we're al
dooned. W need sonet hi ng everyone
wll see, a dunb TV program naybe.
Any t hought s?

SIR GEORCE | ooks blank and can't think of anything to say.

PMA
(tryi ng harder)
....... do you have any good i deas?..
Hypot heti cal | y speaki ng?

SI R GEORGE
(unsure)
.. | was thinking the other day
about witing a soap opera.....
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PVA
Go on....

SI R GEORCE
: It's a soap opera filled with
action. It's called 'Carnage!...."'

That was a weird set of circunstances, wasn't it? Wll,
reality is indeed sonetinmes stranger than fiction. | once saw
soneone dressed as Sherl ock Hol nes have an argunent with a
duck. That was strange. Schizophrenia is also very strange and
real, but at the sanme tinme the delusions are ficticious. Get
your head around that one.

14. Carnage!

VWhat can we learn fromthis soap opera? Way don't you work the
message out for yourself?... But first, let's see how the
GAMESHOW HOST is handling the far-out situation that he's
becone a part of... Just out of curiosity...

| NT: GAMESHOW HOST' S LI VI NG ROOM LONDON - ONE WEEK LATER, DAY

A sem -well kept living room in a creamtiled London flat.
VWiite |eather furniture is laid out wwth perfect symetry,
behind a state-of-the-art flat screen TV and a beige, granite
table. To the right of the room is one nmassive w ndow t hat
lets in all of the glorious sunlight. However, cans of energy
drinks lie on the floor, cheapening the overall vibe. The
GAVESHOW HOST sits with rigid anger, nuttering the same words
over and over, again.

GAMESHOW HOST
(clenching his teeth)
Sir Ceorge... Sir George... Sir
Ceorge. ...

Oh, he's handling it badly.

The HOST takes a break from his obsessive hatred and opens up
anot her energy drink can. He hopes it will inprove his nood,
but it doesn't. It's too weak. Soldiering on, he turns on his
TV. He is about to watch the nuch tal ked about soap opera,
‘Carnage!' This new type of television better be good.

' CARNAGE' SOAP COPERA CREDI TS

The sun is radiant and the sky is crystal clear. PEOCPLE are
smling with excessive, toothy grins whilst frolicking in the
pool . Even their playing is exaggerated. The ELDERLY give warm
smles to each other and the thene tune is happy and
optimstic. However, the singing suggests sone kind of weird
bitonality. Mst likely, unintentional.
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| NT: CARNAGE STREET, BRAD S HOUSE - DAY
Here goes. .

STACY is a 40 year old, wth a | aid-back voice and hope in her
eyes. She is very attractive, with natural |ong blonde hair
and chestnut-brown eyes. For this occurrence, she is wearing
an expensive bl ack and white tuxedo.

BRAD is clearly a warm hearted 65 year old; his eyes are quite
puppy-like. He is fat and bald, but for his age he is quite
attractive. He is wearing a slightly cheaper tuxedo than STACY
because he doesn't want to show her up

These two are chatting to each other, whilst sharing a neal
the former prepared herself. They are in the cozy, warm

col oured dining room using the kind of cutlery reserved for
speci al occasions. The sun is shining through the pretty
Edwar di an wi ndows, meki ng the dyed gl asses they drink w ne
fromtw nkle. Everything | ooks very el egant and wel | - prepar ed.
Not a hint of dirt is in sight.

STACY
(wi th genui ne warnt h)
Brad, 1've known you ny entire life,

and | don't think |I've ever said how
much you nean to nme. Everyone on
Carnage Street |oves you. |If anyone
has a problem you're the first person

they go to...
BRAD
(al so w th genui ne
war nt h)
Oh, Stacy. You are so kind, saying
that. However, | don't need your

t hanks, because I'm so fortunate.
There are many poor souls who are
starving in this world. Gve sone of
your warm heart to them

STACY
Brad. You are so wi se and thoughtful,
too! This town would be so enpty
w t hout you. | hope you are enjoying
nmy dinner...

BRAD
(with a warmsmle on
his face)
It's delicious...

BRAD
Forgive me, but | nust pick up ny
children fromhorse riding | essons.
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STACY
Let me cone with you. It's the |east
can do.

BRAD smi | es.
EXT: HORSE RI DI NG SCHOOL - DAY

The sun is still shining. Vast green fields stretch for mles,
and horses gallop with free spirits. BRAD, STACY and GUS are
pl onked by the stables. GUS is an attractive and tall 20 year
old blonde man, with a goofy bow -cut hairstyle. Hs smle
goes fromear to ear and his teeth are a brilliant white. He
wear s fashionabl e clothes and trainers.

BRAD
(with a cheerful face
and voi ce)
Gus, ny dearest son! How good it is to
see youl
aUs
Father, | amso excited! And | |ove
t he tuxedo!
BRAD
Thanks. What's the good news?
aUs

|"mgetting marri ed!

BRAD
(Brad's nood darkens)
...... You' re what?...

aUs
(conf used)
You' re not happy for ne?

BRAD
Qus, there is sonething you need to
know.
GUS
VWhat is it?...
BRAD
Wen people get married here.... bad
t hi ngs happen. ...
GUS

(Wth a nervous snile)
You' re scaring ne...



BRAD
You shoul d be scared. The first tine
soneone got married in this street,
the bride didn't turn up..

GUS
(with a light heart,
and interrupting)
But Sharon | oves ne!

BRAD
(starting to get
irritated)
Son, | haven't finished!

BRAD tries to cal mhinsel f down.

BRAD
.. The second tinme sonmeone got
married here, two people died in a
tractor accident...

aUs
(interrupting)

You're being silly!

BRAD
Quiet!.... The third tinme soneone got
married round here, the church
expl oded and ni ne people were
decapitated by flying cutlery..... And
the fourth tinme..... Soneone det onat ed

a nucl ear weapon underground this very
village, flattening everything.....
That was only nonths before you were
born. W never speak about it, because
it haunts all our mnds constantly and
we just want the pain to end.

C S
Super stitious nonsense!

STACY
(with a firmvoice)
Your father is right, Qus. If you get
married, this town isn't going to nake
it.

GUS
"1l get married abroad!

BRAD
(getting angrier)
... And risk a plane crashing into our
bel oved t own?!
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QUS
"1l travel by ferry!

STACY
And what if the rats onboard the
ship carry plague? You will doom us
all ...

QUS
(now he's getting
angry, too)
Li sten! Me and Sharon are getting
married and there is NOTH NG you can
do about it!

BRAD and STACY | ook grim

| NT: GUS AND SHARON S HOUSE - DAY

GUS AND SHARON S house is small and wel | -grooned, but
tastel ess. Weird, nodern furniture which they sit on | ooks

random and unplanned. In a way fitting to the darkness in
their souls, the curtains are closed, blocking the sunlight.

Bl ock-li ke artificial lights are turned on, however, show ng
t he pink, yellow and green wal |l paper.
GUS

(smling, but

frightened inside)
Sharon, | can't wait to marry you. |
| ook forward to driving wwth you in a
stylish bullet proof |inousine, after
having a charm ng weddi ng service in a
bonmb proof church with extra thick
metal walls.

Ch deary ne, | forgot again. SHARON is a petit, 50 year old
woman Wi th greying-brown hair. For whatever reason, she has a
smal | rubber chicken tattooed on her winkled though stil
attractive face. Her choice of clothing fits the warm weat her,
at least. But let's face it; it's awful.

SHARON
GQus, | feel exactly the sane!

| NT: BRAD S HOUSE - NI GHT
Dirty, enpty and noonlit dinner plates, lie on the table, BRAD

and STACY are sitting at. This is not the time for chores, but
for action. They are still wearing the sane cl ot hes.



BRAD
(with a sad face)
Stacy, | do love ny son, but | can't
have himputting this whole town in
danger. ..
STACY

| agree. |If Gus and Sharon get
married, the whole world m ght end!

BRAD
It breaks ny heart to think this, but
| think I have an idea....

EXT: CHURCH GARDEN - DAY

It is a gorgeous, sunlit day. Birds sing together in harnony,
in the tall church garden trees. By their sides, a diverse and
abundant group of inmmacul ately dressed | NVI TEES are | aughi ng
wi th each other. Qut of many people's eyes, a well turned out
@QUS is seen in his rented, white linousine (not |inmousin). He
un- buckl es hinself, jesting with his fellow seated FRIENDS. In
the anticipation he is (alnbst) without a care in the world.
He greets the GUESTS then pronenades into the picturesque,
fairytale-like church. This is to the sound of universal
excited cheers.

I NT: I NSIDE OF THE CHURCH - SECONDS LATER

The inside of the arnoured church elicits ethereal and holy
enptions into its VISITORS. It has stunning stained gl ass

W ndows on its sides, letting in the sunlight wth wonderful
gol den beans. Even though the seats are now very old, they are
confortable and not worn at all. Holy pictures decorate every
inch of their robust cloth. There are two rows of pews in this
buil ding, with a red-carpeted aisle in-between them

Weari ng cl eaned tuxedos, BRAD and SHARON are seated at the
rear-left of the room They nmake an effort not to show any
enotion, making them | ook sonewhat comical. To their relief,
the church is rowdy and just about full. This stops the DUO
from standi ng out too nuch. Especially as GUS and t he WEDDI NG
BAND are getting nost of the attention at the front.

Rubbi ng his hands with enthusiasm the PRIEST is waiting for
the service to start. He is a 60 year old man with a kind
denmeanor. Looking into his deep blue eyes is |like looking into
war m honey. I n part because of his |lofty height, he uses a

wal ki ng stick to aid hinself. He is dressed neck to floor in a
magni fi cent purple gown, making himl ook very inportant. As he
wal ks up and down the aisle, he drags his clothes with him

@US soon spots his FATHER and ski ps across the building to
approach him
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GUSs
(with a happy smle)
Hel | o, father!

BRAD rises fromhis seat, with a sad face.

Wth a ranpant fury, BRAD shoots at the WEDDI NG BAND.

BRAD

Son, it breaks ny heart to do this..
GUs

Do wh......
BRAD

(pulling a shotgun from
under his suit)
CARNACE! !'!

PRI EST
(lost for words)
Wh. ... ?

BRAD
(shouting at the priest
and firing)
EAT LEAD, PUSSY!

PRI EST
(with enpathy, as he
falls)
| know you nust be going through a
hard tinme right now, but it's not
worth it!

BRAD
THERE' S NO OTHER CHO CE!

their distance, they are far from safe.

BRAD
YOU SUCK, NOW SUCK MY LEAD! !'!

Despite

Everyone who can, takes cover in the gaps underneath their

seat s,

screans and pray in horror.

PRI EST
(terrified)
Ch ny God, this is a blood bath! Cal
t he police!

BRAD
THEY' RE TRYI NG TO CALL THE POLI CE
STACY, DETONATE THE FUCKI NG BOVBS! !

whil st crying. They cover their ears to block out the
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Everyone in the church makes deafening cries.
ENDI NG CREDI TS

The thenme song from before plays as the credits roll. Happy
PEOPLE pl ayi ng vol l eyball on a sunny beach are shown.

... You learnt sonething valuable about life there, didn't
you? Well done, the noral wasn't easy to pick up on. | won't
say what it is though, because doing so would take sone of the
power out of it. Did you know Gaahl from Gorgoroth never
wites his lyrics down, as that woul d make them | ess potent?
If you're curious, |I'mguessing (it isn't clear) nost of his
songs are about slowy drinking wine with Satan.

Search engining 'Gaahl' and 'Satan', together, it's very
funny. Next however, the noral is nore obvious and needs no
expl anat i on.

15. Speci al Case

: The noral comng up riiight, now .. Hang on? Isn't this
t he Houses of Parlianment? How could there be any norals there?
Ohhhhhh! Satire! Badumtish!..

But first... Again... Has the GAMESHOW HOST cheered up after
wat ching that progranf? Let's find out.... Holy noly, what fou
| anguage. On the other hand, let's not.

Movi ng on, what has SIR GEORGE been doing since the show ng

of 'Carnage!'? Good question. He's basically been witing nore
dramas and offering his wwsdom His insight is highly val ued
to his fellow MPs, which is |ucky because in secret they can't
stand him..

| NT: HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT, LONDON - MORNI NG 2 DAYS LATER

: Nevert hel ess, excitenent fills the special neeting room
as Carnage! is a big hit. Its reviews are terrible, yet people
feel conpelled to watch it. The program has al so got everyone
tal king on social nedia.

SARAH is sitting at the epic table wth SIR GEORGE, the PMA
and a huge group of other MPs. She is a 30 year old politician
with an air of responsibility. She dresses in a very snart
grey suit and has piercing eyes on her hard face. Her bouffant
hai rstyl e makes her | ook rather ol d-fashioned. Her voice is

al so deeper than the average woman, though snooth and cal m ng.
Because of all these characteristics she can be described as

t onboy-i sh.
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SARAH
Sir George, we are extrenely inpressed
W th your policies. People are
exploding |l ess and | ess and cats are
thriving.

SI R GEORCE
(pl eased with hinself)
Why t hank you

SARAH
No, thank you. | have to go to see a
speci al i st doctor, but when |I cone
back, there are a fewthings | would
like to discuss with you.

SI R GEORGE
(loving the power)
G eat!

Beneath all the positivity, however, SARAH i s nervous.
Sonmething isn't right... She |eaves the building with dignity
and gets into her nodest and dated car. She drives in a

sensi ble fashion to the DOCTOR S, obeying all laws with
respect. However, her negative thinking is starting to inpair
her basic judgenent skills.

| NT: DOCTOR S OFFI CE, LONDON - 2 HOURS LATER

A pure white, box-like roomw th coordinating plastic chairs
and a table in the centre. Its cleanliness and hygienic nature
are reassuring; at least in part. Nothing here suggests any
kind of unprofessionalism Al files are neatly contained in
drawers, fixed to the walls. Relevant docunents can be seen,
slightly hanging out of the cabinets and they're ready for

use. A md-range conputer running a pinball programlies on

t he DOCTOR S desk, which the PRACTITIONER sits at.

This MAN is a 55 year old with white hair. H s bearded face
shows wi sdom but sonmet hi ng about his eyes just isn't right.
Luckily for him his thick old-fashioned spectacles partially
cover them He is also wearing a spotless white suit. He is
very tall and noves with big, jerky novenents, even when

seat ed.

DOCTOR
(excited)
Hel | o, Sarah! Pl ease take a seat with
me. . .

SARAH sits down, not know ng what to make of the situation.
DOCTCOR

| have sonme very exciting news for
you. ..



SARAH
VWhat is it?

DOCTOR
You are a very special person,
Sar ah. . .

SARAH
| don't understand... |'mjust here,
because | have a very persistent sore
throat. ..

DOCTOR
No, no, no. What you have isn't just a
sore throat, it is sonething highly
unusual . 1'd never think I'd see
sonething like this in ny lifetine...

SARAH
(conf used)
What is it?
DOCTOR
(wWith positivity)
Well.... looking at the blood tests
we've given you... | don't know how to
put this... You have a disease that

only 100 people have ever had in the
hi story of the world. We're talking

about mllions of mllions to one
her el
SARAH
(pani cki ng)
| have a di sease?
DOCTOR
(excited)

Yes, an extrenely rare one! And very
pai nful , too. The anmount you w ||
suffer is quite unusual in itself!

SARAH
Ch ny CGod!

DOCTOR
You nust be very pl eased!

SARAH
Way the hell would | be pl eased???

DOCTOR
(conf used)
Because of mllions and mllions
to one?....
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SARAH
What' s going to happen to ne??

DOCTOR
(with a dismssive
Voi ce)
Just a typical explosion..

SARAH
Li ke what happens to peopl e when they
eat expired food??

DOCTOR
(exci ted)
Very simlar, yes!

SARAH t akes a deep breath and brainstornms in her mnd. After
what seens |ike flipping ages, she has an interesting thought.

SARAH
..... Is it really true that an apple
a day keeps the doctor away?

DOCTOR
It used to be. But with the proverb
strengthening you were telling nme
about (cheeky, she shouldn't have done
that - BEN) fading... I'"mnot sure
that's true any nore...

SARAH
So there is no hope for nme??

DOCTOR
Sure there is! Wth Sir CGeorge as
prime mnister, you can have peace of
m nd knowi ng that you will die a very
fasci nati ng death! Good day!

She was tense before, but she's a heck of a |ot nore tense,
now. She makes the sanme journey back to parlianent, but this
time drives with reckl essness. Red |ights nmean not hing. Poor
OLD LADI ES waiting at zebra crossings nean |ess.

| NT: HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT, NORW CH (JOKE, JUST TESTING I F
YOU RE PAYI NG ATTENTI ON) - AFTERNOON, 2 HOURS LATER

PEOPLE are still exchanging views wth SIR GECRCE;, what
direction should the country should take? How nuch fundi ng can
we take away from schools w thout causing uproar? Etc., etc.
However, nost are cal ner and nore adapted to the situation
than before. Oten distracted from di scussi on, GEORGE gazes up
at the inpressive celing in wonder. He thinks no one notices,
but they do.
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SARAH bursts into the room banging the wooden doors | oudly
agai nst the wall. Her excessive effort was unintentional.

SARAH
(wi th nervous defiance)
Everybody, listen up!

The MPs stop tal king.

SARAH
| s proverb strengthening REALLY such a
bad thi ng? Sure, people m ght expl ode
every now and then, but what if
everyone eats an apple a day... to
keep doctors away? Most peopl e be
conpletely fine! Better off, even!

PRI ME M NI STER S ADVI SOR
Are you insane? Who knows what chaos
that woul d create?! Can you inmagi ne a
worl d where people could literally be
sons of guns, for exanple?? Half
human, half weapons goi ng around the
pl ace w eaki ng havoc??

SARAH
That's true, but think of all the
possibilities! What if people were
l[iterally born with silver spoons in
their nouths, for exanple? Think of
t he econony! Britain would easily be
the | argest exporters of silver in the
whol e wor | d!

SI R GEORGE
oh! (i ntrigued)

PMA
(ast oni shed, but stil
open to the idea)
You' re not thinking??

SI R GEORGE
That IS a lot of silver....

PMVA
You are right, that is a | ot of
silver. Ck. | guess we can give it a

try, at least. But if things go badly,
whi ch they very well mght, we can
al ways put Carnage! back on the air..

SI R GEORGE
Agr eed!



"That 1S a lot of silver'. \Wen you have finished reading this
book, | urge you to renenber that phrase in particul ar.
Everyone |ikes silver, sure, but when material goods becone a
mai n notivator, bad things WLL happen. Bad, crazy things.

16. CQut of control

Go on, try to imagi ne how crazy things get... W're not in
parlianment this tinme, but we're close. Wal king distance, in
fact.

| NT: SHADY MP'S APARTMENT, LONDON - LATER THAT NI GHT

This scene is set inside an ultra-apartnent in London. Its
quality and features are rem niscent of a five star hotel

Just about everything in sight is gold or silver plated. The
floor is tiled with alternate golds and silvers, the table is
plated with gold, as are the TV franme, the wall tiles, the
sound system etc. Even the couch is spray painted with a
thick 24 carat gold shell. Here, sitting in not enough
decadence, a SHADY MP thinks to hinself with dark excitenent.
He is 70 years old, average height and thin.

If you like nore details you'll probably forget, (I don't
really care, either), this IND VIDUAL has a 'nenta
institution' | ook about him H's eyes are crazed, his winkled
face is white and his lips are bright red. Wenever he speaks
or drinks his scary brown teeth are shown. There you go.

Rel axed, he is sipping fine whisky. He turns the lights off to
hel p hi m concentrate and shut out any distractions. Cbeying
the I aws of physics, the whole abode is nowin a sinister
pitch black. As a result of the mld sensory deprivation, the
taste of the beverage is accentuated. However, in the MP' s
euphoria he barely noti ces.

SHADY WP

(thinking to hinself)
Now t hat proverb strengthening wll
grow again, | can do anything |
want.... There are so many proverbs to
make reality... So nuch power | can
gain. But what direction should I
t ake?. ..

SHADY MP takes a big sip and strokes his chin, in thought.
CENGHI' S, the puppy GERMAN SHEPHERD enters the obscured room
and paces around, trying to get the M S attention. He yel ps
in desperation every few seconds. However, the MP is way too
self-absorbed to realise. He reaches into his pocket and pulls
out a pack of Cuban cigars. He |ights one and conti nues

pl otting.
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SHADY MP

(still thinking)
... O course! Ceanliness is next to
Godl i ness! O even Cleanliness IS
Godl iness if you use nodern cl eani ng
met hods. We're not in Biblical tines,
now, things have advanced. |'m going
to record that phrase and play it in
t he background, constantly!

From hi s other pocket, the SHADY MP picks out his special idea
recorder, given to himby Sir George. He then records the

magi cal phrase into it. Next, he connects it to his sound
system so he can blast the words out at full volune. He has
set his device to repeat them over and over. Wthout any
doubt, he has no regard for his neighbours. H's table and

gl ass of whi sky shakes in the cacophony, whilst he head bangs
as hard as he can manage. Arthritis nmakes these viol ent
nmovenents difficult and painful, but his overwhel m ng

conpul sions are too difficult to resist.

SHADY MP

(mani cal Iy repeating

hi rsel f over and over,

whi | st cleaning his

appartnment with a

hoover)
CLEANLI NESS | S GODLI NESS! CLEANLI NESS
| S GODLI NESS! CLEANLI NESS | S
GODLI NESS!

GENGHI S | ooks even nore concerned. Dogs are clearly very
smart; maybe they should fly planes... No, no. O course, not.
Sorry about that. What happens between this tine and next
nmor ni ng? After washing, the MP goes to bed. However, he finds
it hard to sleep in the elation. (And indeed, the al nost

unbear abl e noise). | could have descri bed how he brushes his
teeth if you really wanted ne to, but | though better of it...
Ch, alright then: Up, down, up, down. Sideways, sideways,

down, up, down. (Every brush |lasts an equal anmount of tinme). X
20. Happy now? Freak.

Anyway, (' AAARGH!!'... Alright, alright) did you notice how he
brushes in one bar of 4/8 and one bar of 5/8? When conbi ned
with the standard 4/4 phrase in the background, this creates
an interesting polyneter. Very prog. He does that unique
brushing pattern again in the norning. The sane expression is
still playing and it isn't going to stop any tinme soon. After
cl eaning his mangled elderly teeth, he |l eaves his house with a
swagger and strides to work. It is a while until his sound
systemis too far away to be heard.
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EXT: STREETS OF LONDON - MORNI NG

Looki ng up, disnal grey-black clouds are everywhere. The rain
falls down in blankets and creates puddles. It seens the sunny
ti mes have gone, both real and fictitious. The streets,
shadowed by tall historical buildings are very crowded and
grunpy PEDESTRI ANS are m nding their own business. However,
the wi nd occasionally pushing them nmakes them | ook slightly
silly. The SHADY MP is smrking to hinmself as his villainous
pl ans are about to becone reality...

SHADY MP
(shouting, with his
arns raised in the
air)
MAY | T STOP RAINI NG !'!

Everyone in the busy street has their eyes fixed on the SHADY
MP, with quiet uneasiness. One OLD LADY runs away.

SHADY MP
MAY I T STOP RAINING FOR | AM GOD!'!'!

The rain stops dead and nost gasp in anazenment. Many drop
their suitcases, soaking themin water.

SHADY WP
(wi th open arrogance)
Yeah! How about that?! Now give ne a
fucking burger with large fries!

From the sky, the requested neal hones into the SHADY MP' s
hands. This mracle makes a neat hole in the cloud the objects
dropped from Everyone |ooks stunned, especially as |ight
beans t hrough the gap.

SHADY MP
Oh, fuck yeah! Who's the King??

The SHADY MP | eaves the zonbiefied WTNESSES |i ke nothing has
happened. |nside however, he is very pleased. He wal ks the
rest of the journey to parlianment in a typical fashion, but he
can't resist skipping up the steps of the buil ding.

| NT: HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT (YOU KNOWWHERE I T I'S) - SOON AFTER

A group of inconspicuous, water drinking MPs are sitting
around the debating table. This is along with the equally
hydr ati on-consci ous and nore dom nant PMA and SARAH. SIR
GECRCE is busy el sewhere, however. The SHADY MP parades into
the area, proud of hinself and larger than |ife. Once through
the hefty doors, he shuts themas if they are his own.



SHADY MP
(with overt confidence)
Hey, guess what, everybody? |'m God
now!

PRIME M NI STER S ADVI SOR
(irritated)
VWat are you on about Thomas? We're at
wor k, we have no tinme for your
stupidity, here!

SHADY MP ( THOVAS)
No, no, I'mtotally God. Look, | can
fly and everyt hi ng!

The SHADY MP zoons across the spacious room with a snug

sati sfaction. He knocks over cupboards by the walls and

gl asses of water on the table in the process. He just about
avoi ds the priceless chandeliers. However, he doesn't care and
nei t her does anyone el se. The BYSTANDERS aren't quite as
surprised as you'd m ght expect, though, as he nakes a

| andi ng.

PMVA
Oh, Jesus Christ! | knew this would
happen! Who el se has been screw ng
around with proverb strengtheni ng??

As THOMAS isn't hol ding everyone's concentrati on anynore, sone
other PM5S finally beconme noticeable. This is as they put their
hands up, trying hard not to draw attention to thensel ves.
Sadly, that is inpossible.

PVA
Edwar d? What have you been up to?!

EDWARD i s another MP. He is 50 years old and fat. H's hair is
red and flows down to his shoulders in curls. Hys face is
st udi ous, and pockmarked.

EDWARD
(with clear
awkwar dness)
VWell, you know only the good die
young. . .

PMVA
(awai ting his response,
i n anxiety and anger)

Yes, Edward....
EDWARD
| ' ve been sl appi ng people and
running away.... So |l live to a ripe

ol d age. ..
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MARK is also an MP and he blends in AMAZI NGLY well. He is 40
years old, toweringly tall and has the body of a WAE westler.
He is half human, half lizard. His skin is |like a patchwork of
scales and flesh. His face is sharp and nmasculine and his sad
eyes are a shining yellow H's tongue is snake-like and his
voi ce hisses with a depressed tone.

MARK
(with a nervous hiss)
|'ve been repeating 'accidents wll
happen' . ..

PMA
What good woul d that do? That's just
cruel! Dear God, this is not
accept abl e behavi our for people in our
pr of essi ons! No nore proverb
strengt heni ng! What the hell was |
t hi nking? Get Sir George in here now,
we need nore stupidity!

THOVAS
What if he doesn't agree? He's the
Prime Mnister, not you!

PMA
Oh, shut up! We'll make himagree, the
whole world wll be in chaos if this
madness doesn't stop!

SIR GECRCGE strolls into the roomafter being phoned by one of
hi s ASSI STANTS. FYI, the ASSI STANT di dn't sound happy.

SI R GEORGE
(with a cheerful smle)
Hel l o!. ..

PMVA
(angry) =
George, this is insanity! Proverbs
MJST be weak once again, there is no
ot her choi ce.

SI R GEORCE
(annoyed)
So the sun can never shine on both
si des of the hedge? | nmagi ne how great
that would be... to have the peace of
m nd. . ..

SARAH expl odes. The whole roomis traumatised, but
unsur pri sed.
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PVA
(in despair)

The PMA sol diers on..

PVA
| know this nust be hard for you,
but there really are no other

options.... W need nore stupidity and
fast. Do you have any nore... 'good
i deas?
SI R GEORCE
(repressing the
si tuation)
Actual ly. ...

..... The MPs are starting to realise howeasily it is for
peopl e to be corrupted, and how dangerous corruption can be.
That's a start. They also don't have to worry about SARAH
She's with nme, now. (She's really annoying, she keeps pointing
out ny flaws).

As the next scene is entirely fictional, you're free to |augh
at it, but only because it's so bad. Can you believe people
used to watch what's com ng up, next?? | bet you're

going 'Hey! The nessage of this story is kindness! Laughing at

things isn't kind!" Well, it's SUPPOSED to be bad, so it
doesn't matter. 'But what about the people watching it? Aren't
you insulting then?' No, |I'mnot, just nove on.

17. Renorse

That's right, another episode of Carnage! Get the popcorn
ready!! At this point in the story, this is what mllions of
viewers watch on their TVs...

TV: CARNACE STREET! CREDI TS, SHOM A WEEK AFTER THE GOVERNMENT
MVEETI NG

The sane silly credits. The theme tune has since been updated,
but not i nproved.

| NT. HOSPI TAL - NI GHT

A hospital ward local to Carnage Street. Blood stains are on
the vinyl floors and NURSES dressed in blue are nmopping them
up. They do so with a facial expression that inplies this kind
of work is routine. There is no sense of solitude; here is an
open room filled with patient beds and bl eepi ng nedi cal

equi pnent .



Everyone can see everyone else and all the SICK are noaning in
torment - that includes GQUS, SHARON, the PRI EST and the
VEDDI NG BAND. BRAD st ands over them

BRAD

(wi th genui ne renorse

and tears in his eyes)
@Qus... Sharon... The band who so
brilliantly sang at our weddi ng and of
course Jim ny favourite priest...
Words cannot describe how sorry | am
Can you find it in your hearts to
forgive this old fool ?

GUS
(with a weak voice)
Way... did you do it?....

BRAD
(crying)
| thought it was the right thing to
do, you know that!. ..

aUs
The weddi ng band w Il never wal k
agai n!

BRAD
| know son, | know! But I

i ncapaci tated them out of I ove!

GQJs
To save this town from di saster? It
was you who caused the disaster

BRAD
But what if it wasn't ne? It could
have been nuch wor se!

aUs
(starting to | ose
control of his
feel i ngs)
Soneone probably woul d have j ust
fall en down a hole, or sonething!

BRAD
(crying harder)
Agai n?! Half of everyone in Carnage
Street has fallen down a hole at sone
poi nt !

aUs
Do you think that nmatters here?!
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BRAD
No, but there are now no nore holes to
fall into!

QJs

Rubbi sh! There's always a hole! This
whol e place is one big shithole, which
| fell into!

BRAD
You can't say that word! If anyone
wat chi ng a recording of us before 9PM
heard that, they may conplain to
Channel 56786H55U HUI 78!

GUS
What ?

BRAD

(confused by hinself)

..... |"msorry, | don't know what
came over ne. | haven't been thinking
strai ght these past few days...

GUS
Just go. ..

BRAD
Yes, of course. Bye CGus, bye everyone.
So sorry.... G ao!

JIM AND THE WEDDI NG BAND
(weak)
Bye, Brad... God... bless you!....

| NT: SCHOCL CLASSROOM - DAY

A hi gh school classroomin Carnage Street. The room and al nost
everything init is a shade of Iight brown. However, there is
a bl ank whiteboard and projector at the front of the class,
providing its only up-to-date technol ogy. There are al so
colourful, attention-grabbing anti-proverb posters on the
walls, and a funky old clock. Less excitingly, there are 30
smal | wooden tables and chairs. Al but one are occupied. The
29 teenage PUPILS in grey are gossiping anongst thenselves, in
a loud clanpour. Sonme are throwi ng books at each other and in

t he excitenent, sonmeone is even getting ready to throw his
seat. That nonsense stops in a flash however, once the HOLE
EDUCATOR wal ks into the room The general nood is now

ner vousness.

The HOLE EDUCATOR is a 40 year old with black hair and a ful
wal rus nmoustache. Hi's upward sl anting eyebrows are just as
bushy and manly. H's stature borders on dwarf-ish but his
voi ce i s deep and powerful.
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Everyt hing he says sounds serious and dramatic. He is hol ding
a swwtch in his hand, to change slides shown on the
whi t ebaor d.

HOLE EDUCATOR
(wi th urgency)
Hol es. .. .. are no joke.... Ck?

There is silence in the classroom

HOLE EDUCATOR
See this well?

After a click, the HOLE I NSTRUCTOR points to a stone, npDSs
covered wel|.

HOLE EDUCATOR
Looks pretty safe, doesn't it? How can
anyone fall down a well, when there is
a clear warning sign right next to it?

The cl ock can be heard ticking.

HOLE EDUCATOR
Well.... It is safe, now.... But only
because the thing is so full of
bodies, it's inpossible to fall froma
significant height.

The HOLE | NSTRUCTOR clicks his switch, again. A picture of
several rotting dead bodies in the hole is displayed. The
SCHOCOL CHI LDREN gasp with dread.

HOLE EDUCATOR
Not good, is it?... See this cave?

The HOLE EDUCATOR changes slide, to the Carnage Street cave.

HOLE EDUCATOR
Sone say even THI NKI NG about it wll
cause an early death! So don't even
t hi nk about it, ok?!

The SCHOOL CHI LDREN freeze in their seats.

HOLE EDUCATOR
That got your attention, huh? Well it
dam wel | shoul d have done. Sone say
every tinme you recall the cave of
death in your mind - as it is quite
rightly known - your life will shorten
by a day. Every single thought, a day
| ost. The cave of death, the cave of
deat h, the cave of death.
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That's three days gone, just now, SO
listen up or pay the price!

An air vent cover falls fromthe ceiling, neatly onto the HOLE
EDUCATOR S face. A PUPIL | aughs, but stops once he sees the
EDUCATOR S intim dating scow .

HCOLE EDUCATOR

(extrenely irritated)
VWhat the HELL was that? Jesus Chri st,
|"mgoing to have to have a | ook
inside, now If any pupil fromthis
school thinks crawing around in an
air vent is 'cool', there wll be
serious consequences! That's right!
Just fromTHI NKING it's cool

The HOLE EDUCATOR drags the class's only unused tabl e under

t he opening. Once the awful screeching is over, he then clinbs
on top of it. Due to to the furniture's cheap, poor design, it
shakes. Ignoring this, the TEACHER junps up to grab the edge
of the gap. He then starts to pull hinmself up, and clinbs into
t he bot hersone hole. A random PUPIL in the back of the class
shouts a hal fhearted encour agenent.

PUPI L
You can do it, Sir!

HOLE EDUCATOR
Ok, where are you, you litt
punk?!...... AAARGHH!! | TS
I TS COM NG Rl GHT AT ME!

| e
A RAT!

The HOLE EDUCATOR j erks backwards with a powerful reflex. He
then falls fromthe air vent onto the floor. Soon after, the
endi ng credits are shown.

18. Film d ass

Ckey dokey. We're going to find out what secondary school
students in Surrey thought of that episode. Just for fun, what
did YOQU think of 1t??

I NT: SCHOCL CLASSROOM SURREY - THE MORNI NG AFTER CARNAGE! WAS
SHOWN

A secondary school film studies classroomin Surrey. The room
is laid out like a traditional cinema, just on a smaller
scale. An awesone plasma screen TV, alnost as big as the wall
itself is at the front of this theatre. The roomis well kept
and pretty much entirely dust-free. The air is clean and
fresh. The wal | paper, velvet seating and plastic desks are a
pl easi ng conbi nati on of different bl ues.
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The 30 uni formed STUDENTS and their books are respectful and
silent. | know what | said, yes, respectful books. They are
listening carefully (yeah, right. Well, they mght be) to the
ever nore uninterested TEACHER ahead of them

MRS JOHNSON is a 35 year old, plunp woman. Her gl asses are
nmodern and fashi onable and they lie crooked on her nmasculine,
strong-jawed face. She has shoul der-length, straight black
hair that seens to be dyed. She is wearing a red and white
pol ka dot dress and vintage shoes. In her left hand is a
pencil and in her right is a notebook.

MRS JOHNSON
So, class... After watching the | atest
epi sode of Carnage!, what are your

comment s?

Once GARY speaks out, he stands out anpbngst the crowd and
coul d be noticed by you, if you were there. U tra experinental
witing on ny part, | know. He is a 15 year old pupil with a

| ong and spotty face. Much of his |engthy brown hair covers
it, to one side. Hs frame is chubby and his height is
noderate. His rolled up sleeves show his hairy arns.

GARY
Is it supposed to be a joke or what?

MRS JOHNSON
Wiy do you say that, Gary?

GARY
Are you serious?! Brad just shot up a
church and he got away with it?! H's
victinms even said ' God bl ess you
after he shot them Wiy was a well
filled with dead bodi es? Wy were they
just left there?

MRS JOHNSON
You nake sone good points, Gary.
BUT... say you ignored those flaws?

Wul dn't you enjoy Carnage! a | ot
nore, then?

GARY
VWhat, do you nean like ignorance is
bliss?
MRS JOHNSON
(pani cki ng)
No!

MRS JOHNSON snaps the pencil in her hand in fear.



MRS JOHNSON
(conmposi ng hersel f)
Gary, you should never use proverbs

after watching TV... O ever, for that
matter.

GARY
Wy not ?

MRS JOHNSON
Because ignorance is bliss!... | nean
because stupidity is good... O even
better, 'dunb is good stuff'.

GARY
Are you having a nental breakdown,
M ss?

MRS JOHNSON

No, of course not! Dunb good, think
equals 'aargh', enjoy life, be not
t hi nk.

GARY
| think you are, Mss..

For no reason, a PUPIL throws a book at GARY. His face is
smling.

GARY
ON M ss, soneone just threw sonething
at ne!

MRS JOHNSON

Who did that?!
The AGGRESSOR proudly puts his hand up.

MRS JOHNSON
Vel |l done, you can go hone early.

The PUPIL | eaves class as if he won the lottery. As he goes
t hrough the door, he sticks his mddle finger up at GARY.

GARY
M ss, why are you allow ng this?!
MRS JOHNSON
Gary, |'ve had enough of you! You have

a week's detention!

GARY
Wa. ... wh.... wh?!
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MRS JOHNSON
Those weren't real words, Gary....
Wel | done. Now you just have three
day's detention.

SI R GECRCGE ki cks open the classroomdoor, with a dramatic
martial arts nove. As no one is in the frame of mnd to stop
hi m or even say anything, GECRCE starts singing Elvis songs.
This is whilst strunmng a steel string acoustic guitar, with
tremol o pi cki ng.

GARY
M ss, none of this makes sense. |I'm
frightened!

MRS JOHNSON

Stop thinking and enjoy the nusic! Do
you like Elvis?

GARY
Not really.

MRS JOHNSON
Why ?

GARY

Because Bach and Mbzart's nusic i s so
much nore sophi sticat ed.

MRS JOHNSON
Yes, and that's why you will one day
expl ode after ignoring a sell by date!

GARY
You are having a nental breakdown,
M ss!

MRS JOHNSON

That's enough of you! Everyone who
didn't do any work today, go hone!
Gary, wite out 'proverbs are bad

1000 ti nes!

Al | STUDENTS apart from GARY get ready to | eave.

GARY
M ss, why?

MRS JOHNSON
Silence, Gary!



SI R GEORGE
(trying to cal m her
down)
Er... Don't be so hard on the boy,
Ms. Johnson. |I'msure that
t roubl esome young man has | earnt his
| esson. ..
MRS JOHNSON

I f you say so, Sir CGeorge. Ck, off you
go, Gary. Think |long and hard about
what you have done.

GARY storms out of the room confounded. Al other PUPILS

| eave normally. Once gone, SIR GEORCGE shuts the cl assroom
door, making it splinter. He then starts to converse quietly
with the ' TEACHER .

SI R GEORCE
Ah, | see the dunbeni ng program we
agreed to is working well, Ms.

Johnson. It's not perfect, but
significant progress is being nmade

t hroughout this school and indeed the
country. Can't we all just enjoy
Elvis, instead?

MRS JOHNSON
Yes, everything is going great. How
many ot hers know of proverb
st rengt heni ng?

SI R GEORGE
Only the people I know I can trust.
| magi ne if everyone had your
know edge!

VRS JOHNSON
Quite. | shudder to think..

The | esson comng up is: Conspiracies are COVPLI CATED. If
possible, it's probably best to | eave conspiring well alone.
At least SIR GEORGE' S heart was in the right place, though.
(vell partly).

19. Ch Shit.

We're still in Surrey. If you're ever in the area, drop by
Longcross and go for a wal k. Very ni ce.
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Anyway, ('DON T YOU FUCKING DA...' k! Last tinme!) in the tine
between the | ast scene and this, GARY stanped his way hone. A
| ot has been going on in his mnd, but none of it conclusive.

I NT. GARY'S HOUSE, SURREY - LATER THAT AFTERNOON

A darkened, nmessy roomw th the curtains open. C ashing
colours add to the disorder; white pizza boxes, multi-col oured
posters, green bed covers, etc. As planned, the un-honely
surroundi ngs keep ot her people out. A basic water-filled booby
trap on top of the door makes sure of this. GARY is sitting at
his PCC with the lights off. (As | said before, the roomis
darkened. I'mgetting particularly experinmental with ny
witing, now | could have deleted the 'lights off"' bit, but
let's see where this goes). He overheard SIR GECRGE and MRS.
JOHNSON plotting once he left the room and is trying to make
sense of the conversation.

GARY

(thinking to hinself)
| knew Ms. Johnson wanted the cl ass
to be stupid, but why?... And what the
hell is proverb strengtheni ng?! Way am
| not allowed to say proverbs?? Let's
search engi ne a saying and see what
happens when | say one....

GARY search engines the phrase 'the truth will out', with his
m nd racing.

GARY
(still thinking)
Hn. that's funny. No results found..
How about if | just type
in 'proverbs'...

GARY enters the word 'proverbs' into the browser.

GARY
(t hi nki ng)
That's even weirder... The word isn't
recognised... Ok, I'll have to think
of a proverb, nyself... How about...
"no man is an island ... Ck, good.

"1l keep saying that and see what
happens. Screw you, Ms. Johnson!

GARY rewards hinself wth a packeted chocol ate biscuit,
produced from his pocket. He knows he is doing sonething wong
and nmaybe even scary. Wth crunbs still in his nmouth, he goes
somewhere very dark.



GARY
(chanting aloud with
nervous defi ance)
No man is an island! No man is an
i sl and!

GARY chants this phrase wwth a boom ng voi ce, about 50 tines.
Once he is finished, there is an eerie quiet and a pal pable

sense of evil. His mnd freezes and terror fills his body. It
i s unknown by hi mwhy. After experiencing the exact sane
chilling sensations, his MOTHER cal | s hi m down.

GARY' S MOTHER has the voice of a short and obese 50 year ol d,
with half brown, half grey hair. Her |ips sound (and are) thin
and her face sounds saggy. She seens |ike she's dressed in a
bl ack dress with white patterns on it. On her bare feet, there
are surely black sandal s.

GARY' S MOTHER
(wi th urgency)
Gary, conme down, quick! This is BIG
news!

GARY
VWhat is it??

GARY' S MOTHER
The Isle of Man has di sappear ed!

GARY
WHAT?!

GARY' S MOTHER
It's on the news, right now

After disarmng his weapon of mass irritation, GARY runs down
the wi nding staircase as fast as he can. He creates | oud
thunps as his feet slam against the wooden steps. He bursts
into the respectful, pale blue |iving roomnot caring about

t he just un-packaged furniture, phone and DVD player. He sits
down, nuscles stiff with tension. This is with the rest of his
dunbf ounded FAM LY. Everyone stares at the TV and the NEWS
REPORTER, on it.

Renmenber hinf? He's back in black. (By this | nean he's outside
in the darkness). Sorry to di sappoint you, but he still |ooks
as one woul d expect. He's now wearing a raincoat, however and
he is in a helicopter with its door open. The rain pours down
hard, and into the vehicle. He is hovering above where the

| sle of Man used to be.

NEWS REPORTER
| f you have just tuned in, we are
sorry to announce that today's episode
of Carnage! has been cancell ed.
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Why? Because the Isle of Man is gone!
As I'malready in the area, | can

bring you news, right now The
about the crimnal Manx cat w |
to wait.

GARY
(traumati sed)

story
| have

No man i s an i sl and! There is_no | sle
of Man, because no nan is an i sl and!

Straight after saying that dreaded phrase,
fromthe TV [ight up the room

NEWS REPORTER
(in terror)

om nous fl ashes

What the fuck is going on?! Excuse ny

| anguage, but who cares, right
don't know what that |oud runbl

now?! |
ing is

about, but I'mgetting the FUCK out of

her el
The TV screen turns bl ack.

GARY
(horrified)

Mun?. ... | think |I've destroyed the

| sl e of Man!

GARY' S MOTHER
(laughing it off)

Ch, Gary! How coul d you have possibly

destroyed the Isle of Man?
GARY

| kept repeating 'no man is and
island', even though I was told not

to.
GARY' S MOTHER S face dar kens.

GARY' S MOTHER
(with clear bitterness)

GARY
(nervous)
Mun? Are you ok?

GARY' S MOTHER
Is that all you have to say for
yoursel f?
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GARY
(upset)
Vell, not really, | was just asking a
gquestion..

GARY' S MOTHER
(enraged)
Gary!! First detention and now this?!?
Go to your room right now !
Wait till Ms. Johnson hears about
t hi s!

GARY
Mum it wasn't ny fault!

GARY' S MOTHER
You' ve killed a countl ess nunber of
people, and it wasn't your fault?!

GARY
(crying)
GARY' S MOTHER
Go to your roomright now

GARY' S MOTHER phones MRS. JOHNSQN, ashaned. GARY di sappears.
GARY' S MOTHER

You'l | never guess what Gary has done,
this tine!

MRS JOHNSON
What ?

GARY' S MOTHER
He's only gone and destroyed the Isle
of Man!

MRS JOHNSON
(laughing it off, but
secretly slightly
anxi ous)
Don't be silly! How could he have done
t hat ?

GARY' S MOTHER
He kept repeating 'no man is an
island' ...

MRS JOHNSON
(shocked and with
dar kness)
. ..
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GARY' S MOTHER
(with strong anxiety)
M's. Johnson?..

MRS JOHNSON
" mcom ng over right now Make sure
he doesn't say a word.

GARY' S MOTHER
Ms. Johnson, what's going o...

MRS. JOHNSON hangs up the phone.

GARY' S MOTHER

Gary?! I'mcomng up to see you
GARY
(still traumatised)

What do you want ?!

GARY' S MOTHER
It's ok! Just don't say another word!
Ms. Johnson is conmng to see you!

GARY' S MOTHER
(ignoring the water and
the teacher's advice)
| know none of this is your fault, but
can you wi sh the Isle of Man back?

GARY
All 1 did was repeat 'no man i s an
island" over an over. | think the
reason | was told not to say proverbs
in school, is because saying them
seens to makes themreality.

GARY' S MOTHER
(trying to withhold
anger)
Well, then say a proverb to fix
everything! How about 'a word to the
W se i s enough?

GARY
Ok, we need to say one word to soneone
who is wi se. But who?

GARY' S MOTHER
Ms. Johnson will be com ng over
shortly.

GARY' S MOTHER hurries up the stairs in panic and opens the
door of GARY'S room Water falls on her. \Woops.
trap was activated out of habit.

guess the
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GARY

(annoyed)
Ms. Johnson is an idiot! There was
one tinme the whol e class stacked a
| oad of tables on top of each other
and everyone kept |eaping off them
She didn't even do anything, she just
| ooked at the people with a bored
expression on her face!

GARY' S MOTHER
Don't you see? That WAS w se! Wuld
you say building a stack of tables was
unusual ?

GARY
Yes, that's why it was funny..

GARY' S MOTHER
... Well famliarity breeds
contenpt. ..

GARY
(wi th thoughtful ness)
Ch yeah. ..

GARY' S MOTHER
Exactly. Now when M's. Johnson cones
to visit, say one word to her and
cl ose the door in her face.

GARY
(exci ted)
G eat !

The doorbell rings.

GARY' S MOTHER
Perfect timng! Now, you know what to
do, Gary.

GARY
k!

After wal king down the stairs and through the hallway, GARY'S
MOTHER opens the front door to reveal the TEACHER

GARY
(before MRS. JOHNSON
has a chance to say
anyt hi ng)
Pi ss!

GARY shuts the door in her face, with a broad sml e.
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GARY' S MOTHER
Gary! Qut of all the words you could
have sai d!

GARY
(pretending to be
sorry)
It just cane out!

GARY' S MOTHER

(wi th hope)
Never m nd. Let's see what's on the
news, now.

GARY and GARY' S MOTHER enter the living roomin anticipation
and watch the reappearing news. They are prepared for the
wor st and the MOTHER is already considering therapy for her
SON.

NEWS REPORTER
(al nost speechl ess)

..... Huh... Everything is fine now...
GARY
(i n disbelief)
Well 1'lIl be dammed... Ms.

Johnson is w se..

GARY' S MOTHER
(enmbarrassed)
|'"d better phone Ms. Johnson and
apol ogi se.

... Yeah, the shit really hit the fan there, didn't it? Wat
woul d you do to make this whole situation better? Go on, have
a go, you mght be right...

20. Big Brother

Here's what the governnent did. It shouldn't cone as a
surprise...

| NT: HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT, STILL LONDON. WHAT, DI D YOU TH NK
| T MOVED?? FUCK | T, MAYBE I T WOULD - LATER THAT NI GHT

Here, there is an aura of dread and every now and then,
soneone faints and falls off their chair. Lower |evel and |one
MPs are tal king |oudly anongst thensel ves, but no idea can
extinguish the anxiety. The PMA prows in the roomwth a
fiery expression on his face. He noves closer and closer to
the debating table with dom neering body | anguage. The room
turns nute.
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PMA
WHAT THE FUCK |'S GO NG ON?!

The col l ective nood disintegrates further.

THOVAS
I think...

PVA
(cutting in, with rage)
| know exactly what's going on, you
i nhecil e! What are we going to do
about it?!

THOVAS
.... Sir Ceorge says even school
chil dren know of proverb
strengt heni ng, now. W need to outl aw
all proverbs, ASAP and we need to
noni tor everyone. No one nust ever say
a single one!

PMA
Good t hi nking. How ARE we going to
noni t or everyone?

THOVAS
We kind of are already...

PVA
Good poi nt.

THOVAS

(with respect)
Yes. We need to list every insightful
sentence known to man and find a way
of detecting the things, once they are
spoken. It shouldn't be too difficult.
Al nost every conputer and nobil e phone
in the world has an internet
connection and a canera. Once a
wtticismis picked up, a police car
will go round to their house or
wherever they are standing, in five
m nut es.

PVA
And what will be the penalty for
saying a proverb? Wwn't people
gquestion why they are being arrested?
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THOVAS

(with a smle on his

face)
First time offence: A week in stupid
school. Repeat offenders will face
| onger sentences. Proverb
strengthening won't stand a chance,
because we'l|l say they cause cancer!

PVA
(1 nspired)
VWhat will be taught in stupid school ?

THOVAS
Filmclass taught in institutions
didn't work. It was too intellectual
We need to teach sonething super
hardcore. W need to get people
tal ki ng about a special TV show Sir
George was discussing with us. ATV
show hosted by a man call ed Kyle
Jeffreys.

... So there you go. That's why you're being spied on. You're
nost |ikely being spied on, right now Makes you feel nice and
safe, doesn't it? Well, I'mglad you're happy.

21. Kyle Jeffreys

Moving on... Did you consider Carnage! mndless? Wll, this
next scene takes things a whole lot further. Sure, SIR GEORGE
had the best intentions in conm ssioning this program but is
goodw | | enough?

..... No wait, before all that.... Wat has been goi ng on over
t he week? Lots of hysteria in parliament, to put it mldly. In
fact, people were breathing so heavily it sucked nost of the
oxygen out of the building and several nore PEOPLE fainted.

As |'m sure you can understand, GARY has al so been very upset.
He has spent the week off school, in bed, trying to recover.
Hs MUM although normally conscientious, has been sl eeping
her worries off as well. MRS JOHNSON however, has no choi ce.
She has been teaching, but teaching at a substandard though
consistent level. I'"'msure it's because of the stress. Hm

X, let's go..
| NT: THE KYLE JEFFREYS SHOWN LONDON - DAY, A WEEK LATER
The KYLE JEFFREYS show is shot in front of an AUDI ENCE of

proverb strengthening OFFENDERS. GARY is sitting in the front
of five rows, still shaken.
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He's there for punishnment, but the PSYCH ATRI ST nmanaged to
secure a place, for fun. Renmenber hinf? After his reported
success wWith many CLIENTS, he is now quite an influenti al
character.

In view of the caneras, is a bare rosewod stage with two
enpty, small, ordinary chairs on it. They have the word 'scun
witten on themand are for the GUESTS of the show. In the
m ddl e of these two seats is a nuch better quality, vacant
dark green swivel chair, covered in leather. It could easily
fit in the head office of a | eading organisation. It has the
word 'cool' witten on it in a glistening gold, old English
font. As you may have guessed, this is where KYLE JEFFREYS
sits. After the funky and inappropriate intro nusic stops

pl ayi ng, KYLE strolls onto the stage with dignity and begins
t he show.

KYLE JEFFREYS is a rectangul ar-faced 40 year old with a hard
and intense stare. He has party bal di ng though neat, nonk-Iike
hair. He wears round gl asses and is kind of |anky. He dresses
in total black, |like an undertaker. H s ebony-col oured boots
are shined so nuch you could see your face in them

KYLE JEFFREYS
(with a warm hearted
Voi ce)
On the Kyle Jeffreys show tonight, we
have two people who shoplifted. Let's
meet them and find out how we can help
t hem

The AUDI ENCE cheers with encouragenent, though nostly because
they are obliged to. This is as PETE and TERRY | unber on
st age.

PETE is a stocky, 18 year old troubl emaker. He has scruffy
facial hair on his cold face and his eyes are dead. O her than
his arny boots, he is wearing only denim

TERRY is another 18 year old troubl emaker. Not a shred of
enption can be seen in his peepers. He has tattoos on his
massi ve arnms and neck, and they are as scary as his face. He
has several piercings on both ears and is wearing short-

sl eeved deni m

KYLE JEFFREYS
Nice to neet you, and well done for
seeking treatnment. What's your name?

PETE
(with a quiet voice)
|'m Pete, nice to neet...

KYLE JEFFREYS
Oh fuck you.
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PETE
What ?7?

KYLE JEFFREYS
Fuck off!

There are offended nutterings in the AUD ENCE. KYLE knows
this, but isn't too bothered. PETE doesn't know what to do, so
he just stands still.

KYLE JEFFREYS
(conmposi ng hi nsel f)
And who are you?

TERRY
(al so quiet)
l'm Ter....
KYLE JEFFREYS
Fuck you, too!... Go on, fuck off!

TERRY wal ks towards the exit, confused. As he is about to
| eave the stage, KYLE takes off one of his hardened shoes and
throws it at him

TERRY
VWhat the fuck is your probl en???

KYLE JEFFREYS
Runni ng away from your problens
al ready?!

TERRY
What ?7?

KYLE JEFFREYS
Prick. Doofus. Cheese spoiler.

PSYCH ATRI ST
(excited)
How about 'coconut face' ??

TERRY
How i s this hel ping ne??

KYLE JEFFREYS
M | k dodger. Coconut face.

KYLE JEFFREYS
(to the audience, with
uncontrol |l ed
exci tenent)
Who here wants Terry and Pete to
fight?!
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The PSYCHI ATRI ST shouts crazed encouragenents.

KYLE JEFFREYS
Go on, fight you scum

TERRY and PETE jog up to each other and start trading bl ows.
This is with an ever increasing |evel of violence. The
PSYCHI ATRI ST chants ' KYLE!" over and over.

KYLE JEFFREYS
Look, he | ost a tooth!

As PETE and TERRY batter each other, KYLE JEFFREYS slips out a
speci alist ninja headband from his pocket. He does so in a
cal m fashion which parallels famus onscreen bad-asses. He
then puts it on his head, naking sure he doesn't spoil his
carefully arranged hairdo. After a few nonents of trance-Ilike
medi tation and being as still as a rock, he does |arger than
life backflips right across the stage. This is whil st making
karate noi ses you' d expect to hear fromsone kind of wld
animal. He finally attacks TERRY and PETE with a series of

i npressi ve kicks and punches, still screamng like a mani ac.
After about half a mnute of spectacular gymastics, PETE and
JERRY lie on the floor, defeated and notionl ess.

KYLE JEFFREYS
(out of breath and
panti ng)
Anyone el se want sone therapy??
HUH?! 2!

The AUDI ENCE is disturbed and outraged, though as quiet as a
mouse. This is once again apart fromthe PSYCH ATRI ST, who
appl auds very enthusi astically.

PSYCHI ATRI ST
You' re the king!

KYLE JEFFREYS
Well that's enough fromne for the
day! Please tune in tonorrow, and warm
regards fromKyle Jeffreys! You've
been Jeffered! Good day!

Surely wat ching brainless, highly ignorant televisionis
harm ess? Maybe it is. What happens next isn't, however...

22. The APR Centre

It's been a (long) week since the filmng of the first rather
t heatri cal KYLE JEFFREYS show. GARY has been recovering with
the help of his internet-psychiatry-infornmed MOTHER
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It was certainly an intense shock he felt a couple of weeks
ago, when he killed and brought back to |ife countless

t housands of people. Has the trauma broken his spirit, though?
Not really. He definitely wants to stay far, far away from
prover bs, however.

Since the incident, that special STUDENT has been in cl ose
contact with MRS, JOHNSON. The forner has been ordered by her
never to utter a single word about the whole thing. As one

m ght expect, he whol eheartedly obliges. However, he doesn't
under st and why everyone seens to want himto be stupid.

| NT. APRC CLASSROOM SURREY - A WEEK AFTER THE FI LM NG OF K. J.

There are no seats here on the cold stone floor, or even
radiators. Al there is, is a very old TV by one of the grey
walls. Al of them are peeling before everyone's eyes,
creating just about audi ble slurping sounds. The controversi al
KYLE JEFFREYS show has just ended, to the joy of all 30 ANTI
PROVERB STUDENTS. Anpng them are GARY and KEN(!). Yes, they
are forced to sit on the ground as stale water drops fromthe
ceiling, onto them The ANTI PROVERB TEACHER stands at the
front of the room

This man is a bald, 70 year old man with a sharp, pointed and
evil face. Looking at himfor too long will cause nost to feel
ill. However, he is frail and hunchbacked, making hi ml ook
short. He is aided by a nonocle and a sword-shaped wal ki ng

sti ck.

APT

(wWith positivity)
k! That was the | atest episode of the
great Kyle Jeffreys show Gary, here
was | ucky enough to be in the audi ence
as it was filnmed! Wio here didn't
enjoy that TV masterpiece... Cone
on... hands up...

25 MEMBERS of the class, including GARY and KEN put their
hands up. This is in part, a very light form of exercise
i ntended to generate warnth.

APT
(hi's nood darkens)
Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear... Looks

like you're going to be here a while..
Come with ne. The rest of you, keep
wat ching the TV.

The ANTI PROVERB TEACHER | eads the 25, through a mangy
corridor towards another squalid room He does so whil st
[ inmping and struggling. Hs arthritic pain shows in his eyes.
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The roomthe GROUP enters is simlar to the previous one,
indeed it is simlar to the whole building; it's decaying.
There is also a strange snell, that one can't quite put one's
finger on. Posters of SIR GEORGE hang on the flakey walls and
the aged TV sides. Snall posters are even glued to the radio.
This adds to the punishnment for many of the GROUP. Again,
there are no chairs.

APT
(with angry sarcasn
As so many anong us are clearly snobs,
| think it's tinme you gave your
overactive and superior brains a rest.
Let's watch sonething a little |ess
mental ly taxing, shall we?

The CHI LDREN sit down and try their best to nmake thensel ves
confortabl e. GARY and KEN are opposite each other. The APT
turns on the tel ebox whilst humm ng a Megadeaf song. He flicks

t hrough the channels with an eerie glee in his full, brown-
tooth grin.
APT
(in a satisfied tone of
Voi ce)
Aaaaha!

The APT settles on a programcalled ' Geatest Soap Mnents'.
(SIR GEORGE often says the title with a silly, adol escent

voi ce). The TEACHER then totters out of the roomto the sound
of deafening gunfire and explosions. Hs last act is to half-
cl ose the door behind him wth a carel ess push. GARY waits
about a mnute before speaking. This is to make sure the APT
can't hear him

GARY
(whi spering to Ken)
What the fuck is going on?!

KEN
(al so whi speri ng)
| don't know. One of ny friends
expl oded after drinking expired soda,
and they brought ne here because | was
asking too many questions. They said |
was causi ng cancer.

GARY
Ah, sorry, man. | lost an uncle in a
simlar way. Let's just pretend we're
listening to that freak of a teacher
so we can get out of here.
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Fromthe TV, the words ' EAT LEAD, PUSSY!' can be heard. The
ANTlI PROVERB TEACHER then starts to open the ajar door with
his wal king stick. After around half a mnute of effort it is
seen by the CLASS, that he is now al so carrying a straw hat.
Once again, the APT | ooks angry for no apparent reason. After
maki ng sure everyone knows how pissed off he is, he finally
puts on his special headpiece. This tinme, he just |eaves the
door open.

APT
K, class. What have we learnt from
the G eatest Soap Monents? All the
action, but none of the story!

GARY
Way did the narrator just
munbl e 'schnell' and 'wunderbar',

repeat edl y?

KEN nudges GARY gently.

KEN
(whi speri ng)
Gary!
GARY
Sorry. | nean | loved it, teacher!
APT

(wi th suspicion)
And what was it you |loved, Gary?..

GARY
(nervous)
..... The German.... good...
gunfire?. ..

APT
(pl eased)
Wel | done, Gary! | was wong about
you, you're nmeking sonme real good
progress... O should I say, 'Good
you, Gary!'

The ATP wi nks at GARY.

An Anti Proverb STUDENT at the back of the classroomthrows a
smal | part of the wall at GARY, whilst giggling.

GARY

(angry)
Oh, not here, as well!
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APT
Wel | done, that man! |I'mgetting the
feeling teaching here will be a piece
of cake!

GARY
Yeah, well done.

GARY sticks his finger up at the BOY whilst the ATP's back is
t ur ned.

APT
(exci ted)
Anyway, |'m back here for the exercise

class! Who here likes to dance?? Let's
enpty our m nds and go crazy!

The APT turns on the radio with his stiff, inflanmed hands.
Repressing his pain, he blasts out sone very |loud 90s techno
music. The TV is still on, but it can't be heard.

APT
(shouting and danci ng
Wi th rigidness)
Techno, techno, techno! Techno,
t echno, techno!

KEN
(trying to get hinself
hear d)
That's great, Sir! I'mso happy, now
GARY starts danci ng.
APT

(wi th enthusiasm
That's right, Gary! Let's all dance!
Just enpty your head and peace out!

You'll love it!
KEN
(thinking to hinself)
Fuck ny life...

One by one, the other 23 class STUDENTS start to dance.

APT
(going for an
i ndustri al -deat h net al
vi be)
AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRGGGCEEEHHHHHH



109.

At this point, the JOB | NTERVI EWVER who exam ned t he

PSYCHI ATRI ST a whil e ago, knocks on the opened door with

qui ck, light novenents. She has a polite smle on her lightly
made- up face. The APT turns off the music and wel cones her
into the roomw th |large, alnost com cal arm novenents.

APT
(calmng down, in a
strict tone of voice)
Everybody, listen up! This is Ms.
Carty. She is going to interview each
of you one on one, to see how you are
getting on.

MRS. CARTY waves to the terrified CLASS with a weird,
I ncongr uous i nnocence.

MRS. CARTY
(with a sweet voice)
H . Can | speak to Ken, please?

KEN catches his breath and re-adjusts his clothes. This is so
that he can nmeet MRS. CARTY with an aura of respectability. He
wal ks with her out of the opening with a slight, but far from
conpl ete sense of relief. After a few seconds of roam ng

t hrough corridors, the WOMAN stops by a bl ue, deconposing
wooden door with the sign "interviewroom on it. Wth little
choice, KEN follows her, enters the roomand shuts the door
behind him This action creates a small grey cloud of bitter
tasting dust. He sits down on the splintered chair, behind a
splitting table. A cheap light attached to the ceiling by a
thin wire, rocks fromside to side. Every now and then it
makes worryi ng buzzing sounds.

MRS. CARTY
(with a casual voice)
Hel | o, Ken. How are you, today?

KEN
(hiding his suspicion)
|'"mfine, you?

MRS. CARTY
(in a positive tone)
" m great thanks. So, Ken, how are you
getting on, here?

KEN
I"'mreally enjoying all the great TV.
| al so have conpletely |ost the urge
to say any proverbs. | also never
gquestion why sayi ng them causes
cancer. | love it here and w sh
coul d stay | onger.
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MRS. CARTY
(stroking her chin)
| see. You say you have |ost the urge
to say 'any proverbs'. Is the
word 'any' an acronyn?

KEN
Sorry, what do you nean?

MRS. CARTY
Does 'any' stand for 'a new yoyo', for
exanpl e? I know you young' ns | ove

yoyos. ..
KEN
A new yoyo proverb?
MRS. CARTY
Yes.
KEN
| s that a phrase?
MRS. CARTY
Wasn't there a yoyo fad a while ago?
KEN
There was before I was born, | think.
You just sounded a little random
there. ..
MRS. CARTY

(t hi nki ng hard)
O course | did, please forgive ne.
Does 'any' stand for.... 'angry
nihilistic youth', perhaps? You' re not
an angry boy, are you Ken?

KEN
: | mean | can't even inmagi ne what a
new yoyo proverb woul d be..

MRS. CARTY ignores KEN and her face | ooks offended.

KEN
.... Anyway, no... | have no need for
such nihilistic proverbs. O yoyos.
" mvery happy, here. As | said,
have no need for any proverbs at all.

MRS. CARTY
(st oppi ng thinking and
anusi ng hersel f, out
of anger)
And by 'any', what do you nmean now?



KEN
(confused, but trying
to hide it)
Still angry nihilistic youth. Sane
as before, always wll be the sane...
MRS. CARTY
Excel l ent. But what does 'any' nean,
now?
KEN
What ?
MRS. CARTY
(with a m schi evous
grin)
Only joking.... But what does it nean,
now?
KEN
Er....
MRS. CARTY
Go on. ..
KEN
(annoyed)

Angry, nihilistic... No, actually
"action, noon, Yiddish'. There you

go.

MRS. CARTY
(surprised)
Ken! That nmade NO sense, what soever!

KEN
(trying to calm
hi msel f)
|"msorry, what | neant was...

MRS. CARTY | eans back in her chair, with nonchal ance.

MRS. CARTY
| think you are ready for rel ease,
ri ght now You' ve nade great progress!

KEN
(surprised and faking
di sappoi nt nent)
Oh, really?... Gk, if that's what you
think is best.

MRS. CARTY smles wth reassurance.

111.
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KEN
(with a casual voice)
OCh, and by the way...

MRS. CARTY
Yes?
KEN
(still casual)

Can | ask what the fuck is going on
i nsi de your head?

MRS. CARTY
(stroking her chin, and
t hi nki ng hard)
s the word ' head' and acronym
for 'horse ear and dol phin'?

KEN
(annoyed, but amnused)
Doesn't matter! | hope you have a

great day, bye!

KEN | eaves the room gobsmacked, but relieved. He waves MRS
CARTY a brief goodbye.

... Are you wondering what the consequences of these teachings
are? (O rather |ack of teachings). You should be. So, the
next time you see soneone skiving off school to filmhis
friends going dowmn hill in a shopping trolley, don't forget
what happens in the follow ng part of the story...

23. Part 3: 5 Years Later

You are now reading part 3. It is a Wnter, five years since
KEN | eft the "antiproverb rehabilitation centre'. Because of
such institutions, the country's collective |1Q has plumreted.
(wWell, technically it hasn't as the average I1Q will always be
100, no matter how cl ever people are on the whole, but you
know what | nean). And don't think you can give yourself peace
of mnd by thinking that the APRC is now the only such pl ace
around, because that's a mllion mles fromthe truth. To
conmpound even that, the normal education systemisn't nuch
nore challenging. In fact you mght as well just stay at hone
and play pinball on your PC

Part 2 dealt with the fact that anyone with the ability to
speak coul d strengthen proverbs. Needl ess to say, that was a
very scary tinme and it's great that proverb strengthening is a
thing of the past. However, now there are new problens and it
doesn't take a genius to work out what they will be.
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| NT: HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT, 5 YEARS LATER - AFTERNOON

This roomand its contents appear as grandi ose as usual .
Sitting at the table are the nmenbers of STAFF and the PMA. The
latter is now 60 years old, he has put on a bit of weight and
is still angry. He also has a few nore winkles, mainly caused
by constant frowning. More inportantly, on the super desk
there is a special but small cake. ' Goodbye George' is witten
onit withicing, and its candle glows wth vigour. However,
its intended recipient is ungrateful as he paces up and down
the room with all eyes on him The unhappy SIR GEORCGE i s now
85 years old but is still as active as always. As he has cone
into sone noney, he wears lots of rapper styled, gold jewelry.
This includes a Lol ex.

PVA

(with an awkward but

firmvoice)
We at the Houses of Parlianent are
really grateful for all you have done
for us, but proverb strengthening is
hi story now, and you are not needed
any nore. In fact, keeping you here
woul d be fucking MENTAL. | nean Jesus
Christ, Ceorge, dogs do not need
flying | essons! Not now, not ever!

SG continues his flustered wal ki ng.

SI R GEORGE
(very upset)
Sure, they don't NEED them but it's
an industry that..

PMA
(i nterrupting)
Yes, yes, yes. An industry that woul d
anmuse mllions and potentially have a
slightly positive influence on the
nation's nental health.

SI R GEORCE
(still upset)
Yes!

PMA

| see. And we would train the dogs by
investing in conmputer chips that nmake
them smarter.

SI R GECRGE
Yes!
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PMVA
(with a cal mvoice)
Mhm .. Being a Prime Mnister isn't
easy, Ceorge. Sure, you may or may not
be onto sonmething with your idea. k.
But there are an infinite nunber of
BETTER i deas. Don't you see, GCeorge?

SI R GEORCE

(quietly)
Funni er i deas?

PMA

(irritated)
W' ve been through this a hundred
times, now. Being a funny part is not
one of our priorities. In fact, we're
drastically trying to get away from
the silly imge we have. Even the
poor est and nost undevel oped countries
| augh at us, when they hear sone of
the shit you've conme up with

SI R GEORCE
A dog is a man's best friend.

PVA
(getting angry)
Listen to nme! Al you ever do is nmake
peopl e feel uneasy. Renenber that
lunatic who broke into this place and
threw shit at us? He couldn't wait to
get away from you!

SI R GEORGE
(1 aughi ng)
Yeah. ..

PMVA
(annoyed)
Just go.

The PMA pauses for a nonent.

PVA
(slightly
m schi evousl y)
But first... Wiy don't you enjoy
your cake?... And bl ow out the
candl e?. ..

SI R GEORGE
(feeling apathetic)
Al right...
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The MPs nove out of SIR GEORGE' S way. He enpties his |lungs on
t he candl es, but w thout much effort. Everyone in the room
then bursts out with uncontroll able | aughter.

PMVA

(exci ted)
We got you, George! These candl es
never go out! Isn't that great??

SI R GEORCE

PMVA
(still waiting for a
response)

SI R GEORCE

PMVA
CGeor ge?

SIR GEORCGE conforts hinself by gazing at his show wi stwatch.

SI R GEORCE
(still annoyed,
however)

.. Oh, God dammt. | don't need work
fromyou. |'ve just decided I'l
becone a poet. | always wanted to be
one. I'll make nore noney than all of
you people put together. You'll see!

In hysterics, SIR GEORCE | eaves the already m ssed grand
architecture.

.... S0 GEORGE can no longer influence the UK, and bei ng next
inline, the PMA is nowthe PRRME M N STER That's good isn't
it? Everything will be sorted out, as very, very clever nen
and wonen are now running the country. | nean, obviously it
will all be ok... R ght?

24. Reaching for the Stars

That's for later. In the nmeantinme, how s GEORGE handling his
recent firing?

EXT: OQUTSIDE SIR GEORGE' S HOUSE, LONDON - THE NEXT AFTERNOON
SIR GEORCGE' S house is now a |arge, elegant property in central

London. It's four storeys high and is crafted in the style of
Bucki ngham Pal ace.
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Even though the sky is dark, the lights are off, making the
bui l di ng stand out fromthe ones beside it. The Uni on Jack
flag characteristically sticking on top of the roof's grand
clock, has only this day been hung at half nmast. It's tinme to
enter and be given a super quick and vague tour.... Wiat's the
poi nt ? Dunno.

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S HOUSE, LONDON - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

The indistinct, darkened insides are a perfect exanple of

neocl assi cal excess. No wait, the insides would be a perfect
exanpl e of neocl assical excess, if they could actually be seen
properly at this time. There you go. Did you think ny witing
style was weird, before?? In all ivory col oured ground-fl oor
roons, swi tched off dianond chandeliers give an inpression of
nobility. Al closed curtains are awesone. The other first-

| evel decorations are unusual for a man of GEORCE S age,
however. Deftones posters hang on all walls and gol den statues
of Chino Moreno in different poses, are always in sight. The
assenbly room of this super-construction is perhaps the nost

i npressive spectacle. Thirty foot high pillars!!

Let's go upstairs... SIRCGEORCGE is trying to unw nd and mnul |
things over in his bedroom Along with the PC he sits at, a
smal | nei ghbouring candl e provides the lighting, in a sonewhat
hazardous manner. The flanme reveals sone furniture and decor
to be styled in beech wood. A pen and paper are al so shown
next to CGEORGE

SI R GEORCE

(thinking to hinself)
|"mgoing to be the best damm poet the
worl d has ever seen. It's a shane |
have no education on the subject, but
what about the Jabberwocky? Don't tel
me a |lot of thought went into that
rubbi sh! I don't need an educati on!
Ok, here we go..

SIR CEORCE starts to type at rapid speed, whilst thinking.

SI R GEORGE
Sir George is a borge.
There's a korge on Sir George's forge.
Borge with the horge of norge
And horge the great |orge torge.
Zor ge.
Sor ge.
Sir Ceorge should still be prine
m ni ster.

SIR GEORCE continues to wite pure drivel using a constant
stream of honenmade words. Inside, he is very excited and
unhappy enotions stemming fromhis recent rejection are now
nonexi stent.
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In fact he is even using his failure to conme up with ideas.
(Like "yorge rorge'. | never said the ideas were good, did |I?
O indeed, that they nade sense).

After witing five pages of material, he begins to research
publ i shing conpanies. This is one of the nore boring parts of
the tale. He finds a relevant |list of establishnments from an
online hel pful centre. He then starts to note the conpanies
beginning with "A', then he noves onto 'B', then 'C, etc.,
etc. Despite his nostly erratic behaviour, he is actually
quite nmethodical at tinmes. Follow ng 30 m nutes of search
engi ning and jotting down website addresses in pen, he starts
to email his work to publishers.

SI R GEORCE
(thinking to hinself)
Ok, here we go! Open up the emuailing
site and send to as many publishers as
possible. I'lIl just type in the emails
of these people in this box, here...

Told you. Wth his only working pen, free fromthe | ocal bank,
he ticks off the addresses one by one. Mirre boringness ensues.
However, this tinme he starts with 'Z and works backwards.
That adds at least a little excitenent. Finally the nonent
arrives; he has finished 'A.

SI R GEORCE
(speaki ng al oud)
Aaaand. ... done!

As SIR GEORCGE waits for soneone to respond, he opens a can of
an energy drink and lies back in his chair with confidence. He
t hen wat ches the whol e al bum of Wiite Pony on a video sharing
site.

SI R GEORCE
(cont ent ed)
Ahhhh. ... Fuck yes... Think I m ght
order nyself sonme new curtains to
cel ebrate ny oncom ng success, too..

During this period of optim smnothing nuch really happens,
again. That's just life though, isn't it? Every now and then,
there are sinply tines where no interesting events take place,
what soever. Unl ess you think online purchasing is worthy of
writing about. Do you want ne to |lie and say sonething
fascinating happens in this part of the story? O do you want
to face reality? Maybe we should visit HANNAH and TONY, back
in beautiful Australia.

EXT: AUSTRALI AN COUNTRYSI DE - NI GHT

HANNAH and TONY, now 30, have visited the countryside once
again and are head to toe in hiking equipnent.
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For alittle variety however, they are high up in a nore
nmount ai nous regi on. Even though this place is a very rocky
area, it is still rather green and trees are on the flats of
the sierra. The nountain walls on the other hand, are bare and
gol den.

HANNAH
Oh, shit! It's a hole!
TONY
Aaaar rrggghhhht Ittt
Oh yes, of course. |'ve just renmenbered what happens at this
point inthe tale. I"'msure they' Il be fine..

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S HOUSE - SOON AFTER

After a few mnutes, a small bleep signals that an emai
response has been sent.

SI R GEORGE
(exci ted)
Qoh, that was quick... This person
must be really inpressed with ne.

SIR GEORCE opens the email with a happy outlook. It sinply
reads 'fuck off'.

SI R GEORGE
(irritated)
Aha. ..

Al nost immedi ately after, another bleep sounds. SIR GEORGE
opens the feedback and it says 'prick’

SI R GEORGE
| see...

Again, nmere nonents |ater, another innocent bleep is heard.
CEORGE opens the nessage to see directions and flights to
Di gni tas.

SI R GEORCE
Oh fuck this. I'll be a witer, then
"Il phone sonmeone up about ny book
| " ve been thinking of recently...
Qui ck thinking. Excellent. SIR GEORGE goes back to internet
researching and before long, finds an appropri ate phone nunber
to ring. However, he just wants to listen to 'Knife Party',
first, the best song on the album.. O is it 'Passenger'?
Hn.. At this point, | encourage you to listen to KP, as well.
That will really get you into the story. Not only that, if you
haven't heard it before it will becone your favourite song.
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: O

A few m nutes have passed and without fear, SG calls a well
est abl i shed book publishing conpany. In patience, he waits for
soneone to pick up the phone.

The PHONE OPERATOR is a positive 30 year old woman with an
am abl e, posh voi ce.

PHONE OPERATOR
Hel | o, how can | hel p you, today?

SI R GEORGE
| have a great idea for a book, and |
was wondering what you thought of it.

PHONE OPERATOR
Ok, what's it about?

SI R GEORG
It's a crime drama called Captain
Mental 's Sausage Experi nent.

PHONE OPERATOR
Oh God Danmit!

The PHONE OPERATOR hangs up the phone in frustration.

SI R GEORCE
(conf used)
What 2. . ..

SIR CEORCE keeps up his spirits with delighted, lit-up eyes.
However, he takes a rest fromhis self pronotion and tries to
regroup his thoughts. Gk, back to HANNAH and TONY, then,
guess.

EXT: AUSTRALI AN COUNTRYSI DE - N GHT, | MVEDI ATELY AFTER
HANNAH AND TONY

Oh, dear... They're not fine. How silly of ne. Even dead,
omi sci ent people forget things, sonetinmes. Let's just hang
around here for a bit....

...... Ok, still nothing.

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S HOUSE - AFTERNOON, A FEW M NUTES LATER

Back to GEORCE, then... GEORGE search enginings the news, in
curiosity and boredom
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SI R GEORGE
(reading to hinself)
"Man dies after stabbing'.

There is a short pause.

SI R GEORCE
(thinking to hinself)
... No one cares about that story,
there's nothing interesting about it.

Many things are happening, fast. SIR GEORGE emails the BTS to

get his opinions across, hoping they will lead to a career in
journalism | nmean he was once prinme mnister, right? Surely
he could work for a news conpany.
SI R GEORGE
(t hi nki ng whi | st
t ypi ng)

Dear BTS, your headline 'Man dies
after stabbing' is extrenely boring,
and you may be | osing potenti al

readers because of it. As | read the
article, I noticed the victimhad only
been stabbed once in the leg; far from
brutal. May | suggest the title 'Man

di es after CGENTLE stabbing', with the
sub headline 'not your conmon thug'.

If | was a viewer, | know | would read
that article, ASAP. Best w shes,
Ceor ge.

SIR GECORGE stops typing and turns the conputer off. Al of a
sudden, his nood takes a turn for the worst.

SI R GEORGE
(thinking to hinself
and comng to his
senses)
Oh, what's the point? I'Il just get
mysel f a proper job.

... Here's a little sonething for psychol ogy students: Did you
noti ce how SIR GEORGE seens to be displaying hypomanic
synptons? You may have observed the following traits..

Super sel f-esteem

Loads of ideas.

| ncrease in goal setting.

(Thank you, psychol ogyforthew n.com
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How s that for value for noney?
25. Reasonabl e Food's H dden Agenda

You psych students are in for a real treat, now...

Research 'antisocial personality disorder, and you will find
many A.S. traits in the REASONABLE FOOD S BOSS. He easily
makes the criteria for the affliction. In fact many bosses and
CEGs do. So watch yourself, or they m ght getcha. :S

| NT: REASONABLE FOOD' S HEAD OFFI CE, LONDON - THE NEXT DAY

This roomis large, wth huge, well-cleaned w ndows facing the
outside. They provide a rainy and unattractive downtown vi ew,
which far frommtches the interior. Mdern art paintings hang
on all the walls, you know? Sone are original Picassos in
fact. The whol e workplace is contenporary-themed, full of the
nmost up to date furniture on the market. Most of it is toned
in a conbination of blacks and whites. Everything is well-
pol i shed and | ooking |Iike new. The BOSS S excel l ent glass and
wooden table is seating himand 10 ot her PEOPLE

This BOSS is a 45 year old business man. (Strange, right?) Hi's
cl ean-shaven face is stern and his eyes are narrow and
focused. He is 6 foot 8 wth the odd bulge of fat. He wears a
suit, tie and a solid gold watch. Want to know what the others
| ook |ike? That will be a surprise!

Despite all the privileges and fancy jewelry, there is a
pal pabl e sense of unease around the desk. For the 5th year in
a row, profits have crashed.

RF S BOSS
(in extrenme
frustration)
Now t hat peopl e have stopped panic
buyi ng our foods, our profits haven't
stopped falling for five years! What
the fuck are we supposed to do?!

(Ck, here goes...) RF'S ADVISOR NO. 1, is another business man,
though in his early 30s. H's face is rounded and i nquisitive.
On it, he has a symmetrical and bl ack goatee beard and a
furrowed brow. He is 6 foot tall and thin. He also is wearing
a suit and tie, but nakes an effort not to stand out too nuch.
He sonetines states the obvi ous because of sone obscure, mld
mental condition.

RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 1
(with caution)
Well, we certainly don't want the
gover nnment on our backs, so we can't
try and strengthen proverbs.
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If they didn't accept our bribes al

t hose years ago, we woul d have been
totally finished. The MPs were really
pi ssed we didn't tell them of proverb
strengthening in the first place! W
had peopl e worki ng underground, trying
to renove all traces of the PS | egend,
but | guess it wasn't enough.

RF S BOSS
(annoyed)
Don't rem nd nme. That Sir George has
really screwed things for us..

RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 1
(conti nui ng)
| ndeed. People aren't scared of food
any nore. W need to get that urge to
buy new food back into people.

RF'S ADVI SOR NO. 2, (oh, there's another one!) is a 50 year old
professional. His resting facial expression is a norbid frown,
with apathy in his brown eyes. He is short and built like a
suno westler. He wears a suit and tie as well, though
specially made for his unusual size.

RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 2
How about we change our slogan to 'buy
fromus, we know where you live'?
mean technically, it's not really a

t hreat.
RF S BOSS
(1 nmpressed)
Interesting. Do sonme research into
whet her or not that's legal. It was

really hard to convince the | ega
systemour 'knife' |logo was just a
| oke.

RF' S RESEARCHER (a third? Fucking hell :0 is a 21 year old
mal e. He has bl onde, curtained hair covering the sides of his
grey, expressionless face. He is clean shaven and has
superficial razor cuts on his jaw. He is average height,
athletic and dressed |i ke everyone el se.

RF' S RESEARCHER
"1l get onto it right away.

The RF' S RESEARCHER | eaves the roomw th a sense of duty.



123.

RF'S ADVI SOR NO. 1
(stroking his chin)
No, | don't think that will work. W
need to really focus on what the
custoner needs and | think I know what
that is...

RF S BOSS
(pulling his chair
further into the
tabl e, wth eagerness)
Go on. ..

RF' S ADVI SOR NO. 1
(exci ted)
Learni ng drugs!

RF' S BOSS
Pl ease expl ain..

RF'S ADVI SOR NO. 1
The education systemin England is
truly awful. W need to get people to
t hink that taking our products wl|
make them and their famlies smarter.
The | earning drugs WLL work, but
proverb strengthening won't ever be a
probl em because today's students have
no i dea what to | earn about. Al
school kids do today is play pinbal
on the class conputers. Sure, they
will be smarter, but smarter at
not hi ng ot her than gam ng. Have you
heard about Sir George, recently?

RF' S BOSS
No, but | bet it's good...

RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 1
Yes. He has gone bat shit crazy and
has been com ng up with absolutely
| udicrous ideas. It's all over the
news. If we can nmake hima success and
say it was because of our drugs, we
may start maki ng the noney we nade
during the proverb strengthening era.

RF S BOSS
(energi sed)
That's it! You' ve got it!

RF'S ADVI SOR NO. 1
(pl eased with hinself)
Thank youuu. . ..
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... Big things going down in Reasonable Foods, then. SIR
GECRCE however, doesn't have the faintest idea. It's kind of
strange to think of all the action and randommess you're
conpletely unaware of, isn't it?

26. M|l der Anbitions

CEORGE, however, is a magnet for randomess. He is al so
skilled at attracting disaster. But will this be a turnaround
for hin? He HAS had a whole day to get his act together. He
has genuinely tried to appear know edgeabl e but don't think he
has lost his trademark, red mlitary uniform In fact, he has
added nore nedals to it to | ook extra inpressive.

I NT: JOB CENTRE, LONDON - THE NEXT MORNI NG

The job centre is a very busy building in central London. It
is a pleasant and open space, but kind of boring. It consists
nostly of the features one woul d need; rows of |ocked filing
cabi nets for sone people presumably, and occupi ed conputers
for the chatting STAFF. Adjacent to the latter, is furniture
for the CLIENTS. There are also one or two NUTTERS in the
CONGREGATI ON. Largely because of them the resulting hubbub is
quite loud and it's only a matter of tinme before it gets
annoyi ng. Extra STAFF nenbers frequently hurry across the
bui l ding carrying food and sonme are even sprinting. In the
corner of this room SIR GEORGE is sitting behind MRS. CARTY'S
gol den desk, and MRS CARTY is behind a golden PCthat is
thrice the size of the others. (Yes, she's top dog, here,

whi ch al so expl ains her highly sought after room position - at
| east to nme; nice and out of the way). She is now 35, and even
t hough she is older, her dress sense hasn't caught up with
her .

MRS. CARTY (AKA JOB | NTERVI EVER)
(trying to ignore
chaos, with
positivity)
Hello, Sir George! | believe we |ast
met in the proverb rehabilitation
centre, in Surrey.

SI R GEORCE
(thinki ng hard, and
stressed fromthe

noi se)

. I may well have cone across you, |
di d many tours of such places and
school s, back in the day. Thanks for
seeing nme at such short notice, by the
way.
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MRS. CARTY
That's not a problemfor sonmeone |ike
you. Mbst people don't just swagger in
and expect to be seen, though. | hope
you are well.

SI R GEORCE
(casual l y)
No.

(Depressi on synptons).

MRS. CARTY
(tgnoring him
Ck, so what sort of work would you
i ke to do?

SI R GEORGE
(with a confident pose)
Journal i sm

SI R GEORGE has a fl ashback and renenbers the email fromthe
BTS. It sinply read 'tosser'.

SI R GEORCE
(pauses)
... No, actually, I think maybe
sonmet hing where | can help people in a
simlar situation to ne. Sonething
where | can give hope to people |ess
fortunate, or sonething |like that?

MRS. CARTY
How about support work?

SI R GEORCE
(becom ng positive)
Yes, that sounds great...

(Rapi d cycling noods).

MRS. CARTY
Excellent, | can give you the details
of care hones in this area with no
problem In fact, |ooking at this

conputer, | can find someone who
should be willing to interview you,
tonorrow. | nmean with your experience

in politics, you should nove up the
career |adder with ease! Mst people
who apply for these sorts of jobs can
barely even read, nowadays.
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SI R GEORCE
(excited)
Ah!
MRS. CARTY

(conti nui ng)
Just renenber, before the interview,
research the subject really well and
when you get there, always be positive
and enthusiastic. No matter what.

SI R GEORCE
Ok, that sounds sinple enough. Thanks
a lot for your help and good day!

MS. CARTY
(with a light hearted
smle)

Good day to you, too! Oh, and pl ease
don't wear the mlitary uniform

Al of a sudden, GEORGE S deneanor changes. He takes a while
to process the painful information, as he exhal es deeply and
| eans back in his chair.

SI R GEORCE
(1 n shock)
....... What 2. . ..

MRS. CARTY
(with a firm but
surprised voice)
|"mquite sure that wouldn't be a good
i dea. Just wear a nornmal suit and tie.

In silence, SIR GECRCE continues to lie far back in the seat.
Hi s hands grasp the back of his head and he refuses to answer.
After a few |long drawn out seconds he clinbs out of his chair,
his eyes never leaving MRS. CARTY'S. He turns his back on her
with one swi ft novenent and | eaves the building, sulking from
head to toe. Wth many bew | dered PEOPLE staring at him he
drives back hone in his brand-new, black supercar. He just
about battles the urge to speed in frustration.

Once he arrives at his mansion, he pulls out his sungl asses
fromhis pocket. He then wears them to give the effect of
conforting darkness. He drags his boots fromthe seem ngly
dar kened hal | way, up the darkened stairs to the darkened
bedroom He noves at a depressed speed, barely seeing a thing.

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S BEDROOM LONDON - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

By GEORCGE S conputer, a burnt out and usel ess candl e can be
seen.
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No light is provided anywhere, but fromhis PC s screen and
the sunlight that nmanages to penetrate the new w ndow
coverings. As they are extra thick, special bedroom sl eepytine
curtains, this illumnation is next to none.

@ asses no | onger needed, he begins to play online chess with
conpl ete strangers. Wthout exception, he uses the 'fools'
openi ng' and never gets tired of it. Not in the slightest. He
got the immture idea fromfellow eccentric, the BTS NARRATOR
AKA CHAD MACALPINE, and is using it like it's his own. (So,
soneone else DID find the technique funny. Very nuch so, in
fact. Even after all these years, the two still keep in

t ouch).

Sadly however, CGEORGE has not managed to take on CHAD S
chal l enge of losing a ganme in one nove. In the process of

achi eving the goal, everyone except children and the nentally
i1l find himextrenely annoyi ng.

Many hours pass, and SIR GEORGE' S roomis still in total
darkness. No change there, (why would there be? It's now
night), but just this mnute he has decided to research the
care industry. 'You' d Prefer an Astronaut', by Humis playing
in the background.

SI R GEORGE

(thinking to hinself)
|"ve been listening to this al bum for
years, and | still think it's one of
t he best dam al buns of all tine. If
only soneone was |listening to ny
t houghts, right now 1'd SO reconmend
t hat masterpiece! A right, researching
this job shouldn't be too hard, all
have to do is nenorise these info
sheets that have been sent to ne.

It's time to be sensible. This is an odd concept for GEORGE
especi ally as wacki ness was encouraged in parlianment, of all
pl aces. After 45 m nutes and 54 seconds of l|aid back studying
and indie rock head nodding, SIR GECRCE pulls off his

del i berately patronising bed covers. This act reveals his just
about discernible and hopefully enbarrassed cl ot hes for
tonorrow s interview. He | ooks at his suit and tie with

di sgust, about to prepare them

SI R GEORCE
(to his clothes)
Fuck you.

After that unpl easantness, he sneaks to the bathroomusing his
hands to find his way around. He then cleans his teeth w thout
much care or |abor. Wen finished, he funbles his way back to
his bedroom to rest on his magnetic floating bed.
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(Ww, that was floating all that time?? At night, the world is
full of surprises). As SIR GEORCE gets up in the norning, he
squeezes in sone tine for nore online gamng. He's getting
quite the reputation. Even people fromthe other side of the
world are getting famliar with his ironic

alias 'Victoryl sM ne'

Foll owi ng a conpletely pointless hour or so, he sees sense
once nore and does sone nore job research. He actually studies
quite hard for a few hours, though acconpani ed by sone nore
music. After this time, he |l eaves for his sure to be glorious
interview, and nmakes sure his anmazing car gets seen in the
care hone parking lot. He beeps his horn and shouts 'SIR
GEORGE IS HERE!! I

| NT: CARE HOME RECEPTI ON, LONDON - DAY

The RECEPTIONI ST with such a small role she's not worth

descri bing, welcomes himinto the building as professionally
as is possible. She then sits himdown in the waiting room
Now is the tine to strategi se about chess. How the HELL do you
| ose a gane in one nove?? Before long, 15 frustrating m nutes
have passed. The energi ng CARE HOVE | NTERVI EWER gets ready to
|l ead GEORGE into the office, after greeting himwith a polite
smle. This | NTERROGATOR is a sour-faced 50 year old wonan,
with a double chin. She is wearing bright red lipstick and an
extra-large, green blouse. She is of average height. The
RECEPTI ONI ST shakes her head with two dramatic notions at her,
whil st GEORGE isn't |ooking. She reacts by clearly

t hi nking 'oh God', and then | eads hi m upstairs.

| NT: CARE HOVE OFFI CE, LONDON - SECONDS LATER

The care honme office is a snmall and rather uninteresting
room - a desk, a conputer, sonme seating, a glass of water, who
cares? | digress... The CARE HOME | NTERVI EVER sits behi nd her
boring desk with you know who, facing her.

CARE HOVE | NTERVI EVER
(with politeness)
1o, I"'mMs. Hetfield. First, just
tell me about yourself...

SI R GEORCE
(tying to show
i nterest)
Well, as a young man | was a guitari st
in a blues rock band. However, back
then the music was very mld and
nowher e near brutal enough for ny

tastes. | mean Chuck Berry and such
artists are a mllion mles away from
bands |i ke Canni bal Corpse and Kil
Murder Kill. That's the real stuff

right there.
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Therefore, | had to give that
profession up. After that, | worked in
a nusic shop for a while and nothi ng
too interesting happened. Mre
recently, | tried to earn a bit of
extra cash on TV gane shows, but sadly
that didn't really go as well as |
hoped. My | uck then changed however,

when | becane prinme mnister. | even
ended up saving the world. | have been
involved in politics until very
recently.

MRS. HETFI ELD
Ww, you have sone really interesting
experience. Wy do you want to becone
a support worker?

SI R GEORGE
Well, as | said, | once saved the
worl d and doing so was really
satisfying for nme. | understand that
saving the world in this sort of
pr of essi on woul d be very optimstic,
but I amgetting old now and have
m | der anbitions. Maybe | coul d save
people's lives or sonething. | know
first aid.

MRS. HETFI ELD
That's a great answer. Is there
anything in this line of work which
you are not willing to do?

SI R GEORGE
No, not at all. Everything about this
job really inspires and notivates ne.

MRS. HETFI ELD
What about hel pi ng people go to the
toilet and things like that?

There is a pause.
MRS. CARTY INSIDE S. G 'S HEAD

... Always be positive and
enthusiastic. No matter what. ..

SI R GEORCE
(ent husi astical ly)
Er.... Oh, certainly. | love that kind
of stuff, I really look forward to
doi ng that.

There is an awful pause that builds with tension.
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MRS. HETFI ELD
(becom ng afraid)
Excuse ne?...

SI R GEORGE

(trying hard to be

interested in the job

and becom ng

desperat e)

. I"mjust saying that kind of stuff

really interests ne... It sounds
really exciting..

MRS. HETFI ELD | ooks nortifi ed.

MRS. HETFI ELD
: Get out, now.... Go on, go. Do you
want me to call security?

SI R GEORGE
(upset)
| don't understand!

MRS. HETFI ELD
Get out, now !

SI R GECRCE | eaves confused, trying not to nake eye contact.

No, today won't be a turnaround for SIR GEORGE... Don't
morry t hough, GEORGE. |'m sure everything wll be fine..

27. O maybe not...
I NT: SIR GEORGE' S HOUSE, LONDON - NEXT MORNI NG

The hallway is as tidy as ever and all partially sunlit,
normal thickness curtains are still closed. Alarm ngly
however, a Deftones poster is starting to peel fromthe wall.
It hasn't been corrected, so things nust be bad. The creaking
sound of the silver letter box opening and cl osing, wakes up
SIR GCEORCGE and gets himout of bed in extrene annoyance. It
sounds |like he's getting out of bed, here, anyway...

SI R GEORCE
(heard by you, from
upstairs, if you were

in the hall. | know.

"' m wei rd)
Ch, for God's sake. This mail better
be good.

SI R GEORGE wal ks down the staircase with a | ack of concern and
opens the letter.



The mail is fromRF and it says the foll ow ng:

RF LETTER
Dear Sir George, we understand that
your recent attenpts at becom ng an
aut hor have failed m serably, and you
have recei ved excessive negative
attention in the nedia. W at
Reasonabl e Foods however, believe that
with our special |earning drugs we can
make you a success. W can guarant ee
you a place at out conpany in head
office, if you accept our offer. Wy
are we offering you such a great
opportunity? It's because we can see
your potential and we believe you can
really contribute to our organisation.
If you are interested, please call us
i medi ately. Kind regards, M.

Hammet t .
SI R GEORGE
(exci ted)
BANG NG

Time for sonme online chess to celebrate. M nutes becone hours
and soon the day is gone. Sound sensel ess? Maybe it was. But
rest assured, nusic was once again playing in the background.
SI R GECRGE has gone on a heavy netal/industrial odyssey.
Pretty Hate Machine, by NIN was played, a few Candl emass

al bunms, Rammstein, etc, etc. Time for sleep, now But first,
it'"s tinme to brush his teeth with his expensive toothbrush,
only used on special occasions. Titanium gold, silver,

pl ati num you nane it, it's in there.

It is nownorning. It's tine to be rational and nuse, again.
But wait... How can you prepare for a situation you don't
really know much about? | guess he mght as well play sonme
nore chess. His internet ranking is atrocious. He has | ost

t housands of ganes and has won only ten. Not only that,
these "victories' were nerely resignations by irritated
conpetitors. But hey, it's all in the name of fun. Alright.
Time to quit the ganes.... Tinme to get in the George nobile
and drive to the new job! Super fun, fun, fun

I NT: RF'S HEAD OFFI CE, MEETI NG ROOM - DAY

This roomis as newfangled as ever. The only difference, is
now there is a novelty cup on the BOSS S table. It is a
present for the new EMPLOYEE. Both the BI G CHEESE and CGEORGE
are alone by the door. They are standing, facing each other.
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RF S BOSS
(trying to be friendly)
Hell o, Sir George, | hope you are
well. I'"'mM. Hamett.

MR. HAMVETT puts his hand out to shake SIR GEOCRGE S. The
|atter stares at it confused and with a fixed, non-blinking
gaze.

SI R GEORCE
Thanks, | hope you're well, too.

GECRCE sticks his leg out and points it at MR HAMVETT. There
is a long, strange pause so he waggles his foot, as well. The
action receives no reply.

MR. HAMVETT
(trying to be
pr of essi onal )
.... Anyway, all ne and ny conpany
want you to do here, is sit in our
office. You don't even have to talk to
us. In fact, please don't. Do we have

a deal ?
SI R GEORCE
(conf used)
Well, alright...
MR, HAMVETT

(with a rude

di sm ssi veness)
Great. You start work tonorrow. And
just renmenber to take one | earning
drug every norning. That's it. O, you
can | eave now, good day.

SI R GEORGE
(puzzl ed)
Er...

MR, HAMVETT
You just have to sit in that chair,
over there... You can go..

SI R GEORGE

(trying to be hel pful)
| think | may understand why you have
been | osi ng noney. ..

MR HAMVETT

(angry) _
Do you want to run this conpany?!
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SI R GEORCE

(wi th obvious sarcasn

Yes, pl ease.

MR HAMVETT

Look, get out now or I’

out!

SI R GEORGE
Jesus Christ, alright!

Under his breath, SIR GEORGE nutters 'nut job'.

.. It's about half way through the story now, and you have
| earnt nuch already. Thus, | think you deserve a reward; here

are sone jokes | made up

Nar ci ssi stic personality disorder
di sorder.

Red sky at night, shepherd's delight.

nucl ear hol ocaust.

Wiy did the crimnal Manx cat cross the road? To | ose the
tail. (That's a nice and inoffensive one,

| never noan. Wiy? Because no one gives a shit.

Here are sone hone cooked insults:

Puddi ng faced goon.

You are a fool, and you snell of oranges.

Your taste in nusic is questionable and the elderly | augh at

you.

Your hands are nmassive and your swinmmng i S average.

And finally, here are sone innovative band nanes:

| nmet your uncle.

Who is your uncl e?

Your uncle sw ndled ne out of a handbag.

Your uncle won the egg and spoon race.

Enough of that... Let's nobve on..

ki ck you

The best personality

Green sky at night,
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28. A Country in Decline

Can you imagine a world full of mni SIR GEORGES? Wl l, now
you don't have to. The WSE OLD MAN from before kind of nessed
up a bit, even though he did save countless |lives. Today, KEN
i s anot her individual who has to deal with the m stakes of

t hose in power.

KEN (nmy old home! Hows it going?) is now 19 years old. His
bl onde hair is much | onger and he has stubble on his face
(lol, prick). What has he been doing these |ast few years?
Actual ly, he's been doing refreshingly everyday, typica
things for the nost part. He's been | earning about phil osophy,
bi ol ogy and psychol ogy at A |l evel, and has been doing so with
a work-ethic that's the cat's pajanas. He is studying at one
of the very few remai ning respected coll eges, with vacancies
mai nly reserved for aristocracy and the |ike. (Al nbst everyone
el se has to nake do with an education systemthat isn't quite
so challenging. In fact, it's terrible).

Way did he put so nmuch effort into getting into such a great
establ i shment ? Because at his core, he desires an
under st andi ng of everything weird in the world. In particular,
t he absurd things he encountered at the antiproverb
rehabilitation centre. He also wants ny death expl ai ned, so he
can nove on with his life. (Ah, that's nice).

I NT: KEN S HOUSE, SURREY - THE NEXT DAY

KEN is still living with his parents (lol prick), and his room
is just as cranped and nessy as ever (prick). Wres going into
a portable recording studio and hi-fi lay all over the floor.
A conputer and electronic drumkit take up much of the space.
Hangi ng on the wall by the bed he sits on, are a V-shaped
guitar and a guitar that |ooks like it's been designed by

Sat an. Deftones posters hang on the other walls and one is
signed by Chino Moreno. (Oh yes, | alnobst forgot. He al so went
to a Deftones concert). To create as much darkness as

possi bl e, the curtains are closed. Good nman.

KEN
(concer ned)
Hm . That's a funny | ooking rash on ny
hand. It | ooks like a bullseye rash.
Fuck. Probably best to call a doctor.

KEN wal ks down the carpeted stairs at a hurried pace and
enters the hallway. A further group of electric guitars hang
over the skull patterned wallpaper. In suspense, he dials the
phone fixed to the wall.

KEN
Hell o, can | book a doctor's
appoi nt ment, pl ease?



The DOCTOR' S RECEPTIONIST is a 21 year old man. He has a
lively and outgoing voice, but it is inpossible for al nost
anyone to tell what he |looks like. H's voice just isn't
descriptive,

enough.

DOCTOR S RECEPTI ONI ST
You woul d |i ke sonme of the doctor's
oi nt nent ?

KEN
(conf used)
No, | would |like to book an

ébbointnent...

DOCTOR S RECEPTI ONI ST
Oh, | see! Yes. That's an unusually
| arge word, you used there..

KEN
(feeling concerned
about the quality of
care he will receive)
Mrhm Yes, | guess you're right.

DOCTOR S RECEPTI ONI ST

Yes.

KEN
Vell, | have a bull seye rash on ny
hand. |Is that sonething to worry
about ?

DOCTOR S RECEPTI ONI ST
|"msorry, I"'mjust a receptionist, |
don't have the know edge to di agnose
you.

KEN
| understand. Wien is the doctor free,
t hen?

DOCTOR S RECEPTI ONI ST
(of fended)
The doctor is NOT a crimnal, Sir!

KEN
(with sarcasm
Ch good, he's never been to jail. In

that case, can | book an appoi nt nent
as soon as possible, please?

DOCTOR S RECEPTI ONI ST
That will be no problem You're funny.
Al right, you can see himtonorrow at
3: 30.
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KEN
Al right, thank you, bye.

DOCTOR S RECEPTI ONI ST
(in a friendly tone)
Bye!

After the slightly worrisone call, KEN wal ks up to his room
with a burdened m nd. He unhooks his amazi ng | ooking (and

pl ayi ng... and sounding) evil guitar fromhis wall, and bl asts
out some m d-80s shred netal licks. This is to try and

di stract hinmself fromworry, but no high speed tapping pattern
i s potent enough to do so.

Here we go, again - another part of the docunentary where
nothing really happens, for a bit. Let's see how HANNAH and
TONY are doing..

EXT: AUSTRALI A - NI GHT, | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

Renmenber the wonderful, nountainous countryside from before?
It's still wonderful and nountainous. Again, in life there are
many things that stay the sanme. Sorry. This time however,
HANNAH and TONY are on the | ow ands, after falling froman

i ncredi ble height. The TWO are |unbering side by side with
clunsy, apathetic novenents. After 5 years of being extrenely
still, something has given life to them However, they don't
ook well. In fact, they have |largely deconposed. It is likely
they are nore than just nere skel etons, because their

unbear abl e stench scares scavengers away.

HANNAH
(with a sluggish groan)
Brainss.........

TONY
(agreei ng)
Brai nsssss........

So they're back to life!l Have they got anything else to say?
Not really, but their isolated and nonotonous |ives don't seem
to be bothering them at all. They really |like wal king, | can
tell you that nuch. Maybe we should visit SIR GEORGE... Hm
Maybe not, he's just sitting down. Fine, | bet the Pl ZZA NMAN
is up to sonething entertaining..

EXT: VI RG NI AN SHOPPI NG CENTRE - MORNI NG | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

An on the nove, sleek mall, consisting of three |evels. The
centre of the building is nostly just heavily popul ated fl oor;
there, you can see the whole of the conplex sinply by |ooking
up and turning full circle. Shops, staircases and pat hways and
NUTTERS are on the outskirts of the building. It wouldn't be a
far stretch of the imagination to think the architects who
designed this building al so designed prisons.
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The PI ZZA man is now 35. He is as well toned as ever and still
wears the sanme punk-ish clothes. However his hair has changed;
it's now a nohican, dyed bl ue.

| didn't bring himup for no reason (though |I m ght have
done). No, he's on those nultipurpose outskirts, buying
presents with a mania that is out of control. He's buying
quite a lot, in fact and they are exceptionally varied. People
are looking at himvery strangely as he pops in and out of
shops, but for many reasons. Wat's going through his mnd, |
don't know. 'But BEN, you're omiscient...' Yes, | am | know
everything, apart from what goes on in people's heads, unless
it'"s relevant to the story. Everyone needs privacy. Appreciate
the little you have while it |l asts, because things will only
get worse for you. That's just the world you live in. :(

That will do for now, | think. Back to KEN.... Onh, for fuck's
sake he's still playing guitar. Wiy aren't you studying for
me? Sonetinmes | think you don't care at ALL *cries
hysterically*. I'mfine, I"'mfine. Just give ne a few hours..

Kk, I'mfine now Over to KENthis tinme, | guess.
| NT: KEN S HALLWAY - NEXT MORNI NG

KEN i s about to | eave the house for the DOCTOR' S, and is
feeling a little better than before. | guess tinme heals al
wounds, doesn't it? (Wat about gangrene? Ch, yeah). He opens
the door a little quicker than necessary, and shuts it behind
himin a simlar fashion. Very normal. In the cold and cl oudy
subur ban setting, he catches a bus heading for his

appoi ntment. Al so, very normal. That's good..

I NT: DOCTOR S WAI TI NG ROOM - LATER I N THE DAY

After KEN opens the entrance at the slowest speed in a while,
it's seen that this roomis rather nice. (I was told at schoo
never to use that word, but now | can do whatever the fuck
like. Nice, nice, nice, nice. |I also disregarded the rule of
threes). Its soothing colours, and the rel axi ng anbi ent nusic
fromthe portable radio al nost work, 100% But not quite. The
patterned cloth cushions on the seats are extra confy, and
there are 5 to choose from Luckily the roomis al nbst enpty,
so KEN can pick his favourite. He waits in patience, after
grabbi ng a nmagazi ne devoted to rubber chickens.

I NT: DOCTOR S OFFI CE, SURREY - 15 M NUTES LATER

The DOCTOR S office is a small and cosy room with furniture
laid out in good taste. Such includes a 7 foot bed and an
antique desk. A conputer is on top of the latter (latter? No
shit), and two ol d-fashioned chairs are by the side of it.



DOCTOR JONES is sitting and waiting for KEN, with enpathetic,
soft body | anguage. He is a tall and thin Indian man, with an
aura of intellect. He is also 20 year old. (Since the rise of
the APRC and ot her such progranms, doctors now spend | ess tine
studying). As KENis called to this office with a pl easing
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hypnoti c tone, he opens the door, already feeling nore serene.

In contrast, the door creaks; it may need sone oiling. KEN
sits down.

DOCTOR JONES
Hel |l o, Ken. Wat can we do for you
t oday?

KEN

| have a rash on ny hand that | ooks
i ke a bullseye...

Trying hard not to show any enotion, DOCTOR JONES brings his
chair closer to KEN. Here, he can get a better | ook.

DOCTOR JONES
(amused)
Ch, so you have! |'ve never seen one

li ke that before! Is that all you've
cone here for?

KEN
(conf used)
well, yes...
DOCTOR JONES
Well, I'msure you understand, | have
| ots of people to see who are ill,
Ken. Life can't be all fun and ganes.

KEN
| didn't cone here to get a | augh..
DOCTOR JONES
Good, because that's what the internet
is for.
KEN
Have you never heard of Lynme di sease?
DOCTOR JONES
s this a prank?
KEN
No!
DOCTOR JONES

Alright, lets have a | ook..
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DOCTOR JONES | ooks up the di sease online, wthout much
concern.

DOCTOR JONES
Chhh LYME di sease. | thought you were
maki ng a j oke, or sonething. | thought
you were sayi ng being English was a
di sease.
KEN
(uneasy)

Li nrey di sease?

DOCTOR JONES
Yes, that's what | thought you said.

KEN
But you typed Lyne disease... You
even spelt it right, which was weird.

DOCTOR JONES
(awkwar d)
KEN
Alright, so what do you think about ny
rash?
DOCTOR JONES

(conposi ng hinsel f and

bei ng casual)
It's probably nothing, but | can give
you a course of probiotics, just in
case.

KEN
Don't you nmean anti biotics?

DOCTOR JONES
(1 aughi ng)
Oh yes, of course! | was going to
treat you with yogurt!

KEN
(with sarcasm
Ahahaha.

DOCTOR JONES
Mn Alright, | can order a
prescription for you today. | wouldn't
worry about it. You can go now, Ken,
good day.
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KEN
(relieved)
K, bye.

KEN | eaves the smal | -scal e, detached buil ding feeling
anbi val ent .

EXT: QUTSIDE OF THE DOCTOR S - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

From here, KEN wal ks the 30 second journey up to the bus stop.
After a few mnutes of waiting in the unconfortable weather,
anot her amat eur thing happens; the bus KEN wants to catch
drives past himand the small collection of shops and houses
inview In frustration, KEN chases the thing, catching his
clothes on prickly bushes in the process. He bangs on the
driver's wwndow with his tightened fists.

KEN
(out of breath)
Hey! You were supposed to stop, there!

The BUS DRIVER is an 18 year old man. He has a brown quiff and
a very happy smle, on his stout face. He is wearing his new
deep blue uniformw th obvious pride. He slows down and pulls

up on the road. This act is nost definitely illegal.
BUS DRI VER
(1 aughi ng)
Ch, sorry about that! | read the bus
stop as 'bus pots'!
KEN
(angry)
VWat the hell are bus pots?!
BUS DRI VER
(i n defense)
Well, pots in the shape of buses... |

was assumng the witing signalled
sonme kind of novelty shop..

KEN
Way the hell would that be witten on
the road?? Aren't you surprised at how
many ' bus pot' shops there are??

BUS DRI VER
Jesus Christ! It's nmy first day
wor ki ng, ok?! Everybody nakes
m st akes!

KEN
No, | think your m stakes are unique.
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BUS DRI VER
Do you want to get on the bus, or not?
KEN
"' mnot sure | do!
BUS DRI VER
(angry)

Al right, bye then!

KEN decides to hike the 2 mle journey instead, and enjoy the
pi cturesque parks and vegetation. The second he begins to do
so, he faces a downpour

KEN
Oh, just my luck!.... Actually, | just
remenbered. | |like the rain. Oh super
Potenti al |l y undi agnosed, serious ill nesses, dangerous

dr|V|ng and a coupl e of people not nmentioned late for work.
Al in a few mnutes of reading. Then think of the bigger

pi cture. Consider the nunber of people not understandi ng how
to | oad nucl ear weapons, and recoil at the thought of all the
clunmsy brain surgeons.. Even imagine how bad it would be if
soneone fitted ceiling lights incorrectly... The list is

endl ess. Can society go on nmuch | onger ??

29. Learning Drugs

Back to Reasonable Foods. | wouldn't |ike to be a businessman,
t he work sounds boring. | don't |like using logic, either. |
hope you're not thinking 'but, BEN? How did you wite a story
t hat makes so much sense? AAAAAAARRRGHH! !!'! |t's NOT a story!!
VWhat are you? Scared to face reality??)... For the rest of
you, here's a joke | wote to cheer you up..

Way did the greedy canni bal eat two whol e hands? Because he
wanted a ten-finger salary.

O maybe it made you cringe. It made ne cringe. Let's nove
on.

I NT: RF'S HEAD OFFI CE, MEETI NG ROOM - A FEW M NUTES LATER I N
THE AFTERNOON

It is aregular day at the office, or as regular as is
possible with SIR GEORGE, and he is resting on his chair. He
sits at the special discussion table as his pride oozes from
hi s expanded, smug smle. MR HAMVETT notices, and visibly
finds himirritating. Now that | think of it, so do the RF
ADVI SOR 1 and the seven other obscure STAFF sitting with him
In fact, GEORCE is trusted so little, everyone feels a
subconscious urge to hold their briefcases, tight.
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SI R GEORGE
(still as confused as
ever)
Are you absol utely SURE you just want
me to sit here and do not hi ng?

MR, HAMVETT
|"mquite sure, thanks. No need to
repeat yourself.

SI R GEORGE
| can't, |like, do sonme conpany
research?

MR, HAMVETT

Oh, for God's sake, ! Here, take a
| ook at these sales statistics. Have
you taken your pill, today?

The BOSS opens his suitcase and hands its contents to the
liability.

SI R GEORCE
(childishly irritated)
Yeeesss. . ...

SIR CEORCE casually reads the statistics, not truly expecting
to understand them However, after a few m nutes, he realises
he is internalising and conprehending the information with a
surprising anount of ease. On an intuitive |evel, sone
revolutionary ideas are comng to the surface.

SI R GEORCE
(happi Iy maki ng
t hought f ul noi ses)
Ahhhh! .. ... ... . ... OGooooooh!

MR. HAMVETT
(irritated)
Pl ease stop that, George.

SI R GEORCE
(failing to contro
hi msel f)
Hhmmmmd . ..

MR HAMVETT
GEORGE

SI R GEORGE
(1 nspired)
M. Hammett ?
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MR, HAMVETT
(angry)
Ch, what now??
SI R GEORGE
Vell, looking at these statistics..
don't know why.... But | have a

feeling you could charge a little
extra for a few of your products, and
you woul d end up earning nore noney...
Quite a bit in fact.

RF ADVI SOR NO 1
OGooh!

MR. HAMVETT
Shut up, Gscar! Wiat a | oad of
rubbi sh! You've read a small sanple of
our sales statistics, and you suddenly
t hi nk you know enough about our
conpany to alter the way our products
are priced??

RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 1 ( CSCAR)
Maybe you should give hima little
nmore credit. He made a lot of profit
for many TV conpani es. .

MR, HAMVETT
Only through his own stupidity! In
fact, he's NOTORI QUSLY st upi d!

RF'S ADVI SOR NQO. 1
He al so saved the world. ..

MR HAMVETT
OCh, this is insanity!

There is an intrigued silence in the neeting room

MR HAMVETT
(frustrated)
Oh, ok! You have ONE chance, George.
Don't blowit!

SI R GEORGE
K, I'lIl wite alist of all the
product prices | think should be
changed, and by how much. Sone itens
shoul d be nore expensive, others
shoul d be | ess so.

MR, HAMVETT
| can't believe I'"mgoing to say
this...
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But you have sonet hing about you.
Beneat h your noroni c and obnoxi ous
exterior, | think you have a great
sense of business understandi ng.
That's the inpression | get fromyou,
anyway. Good |uck. Don't fuck up

.... The world of business is a harsh place, as well as
boring... :S

30. Sir George's Coneback

| NT: GAMESHOW HOST' S LI VI NG ROOM LONDON - AFTERNOON, A WEEK
LATER

Since his disillusionment wth the entertai nment industry and
t he governnent, the GAMESHOW HOST has let hinself go. He is
now overwei ght, 45 years old and unenployed. He is in his
living room lying linp and often seem ngly dead on his
stained | eather sofa. He is dangling greasy slices of pizza
above his fattened face, and eating them as best he can. He
occasionally chokes violently. Wilst doing this, he is

wat ching the news with frequent | apses of attention.

On the news program the REPORTER and SI R GECRCE share a bl ue,
bl ock-1i ke table. They sit on bl ack, velvet chairs with a
grand flat-screen TV behind them Even though the ANCHORVAN
swore live on air, he didn't get fired as his actions were
deci ded to be understandable. Phew. He basically | ooks the
sane as 5 years ago, but nore wi nkl ed.

NEWS REPORTER
On today's news, we have an
inspirational story about Sir Ceorge,
a well known failure.

SI R GEORGE | ooks sad.

NEWS REPORTER
He was recently kicked out of the
government for gross inconpetence.
Since then all of his ideas have been
not only rejected, but ridicul ed.
However, after taking Reasonabl e
Foods' s special |earning drugs, just
once a day over the |ast week, he has
now becone the head of the conpany!



GAMESHOW HOST
(enraged and shouti ng
at the TV)
Ch, God DAWMM T!!

NEWS REPORTER
It is our honour to have himhere to
di scuss his new ideas, and life in
general .

SI R GEORCE
Thank you for having ne.

NEWS REPORTER
So George, what exactly are your
i deas?

SI R GEORCE
It's kind of weird, but | sinply read
the sales informati on from Reasonabl e
Foods for a while, and a few m nutes
| ater ideas just cone to ne. If |
think the price of a product should be
raised or lowered, | change it. |'ve
been told to point out, and quite
rightly so, nmy new ability basically
conmes fromthe |l earning drugs | take.

NEWS REPORTER
That's fascinating. | hear you plan to
rel ease sone new products, and that
you have ideas outside of RF's field,
t 00?

SI R GEORGE
Yes, 1've noticed that people really
i ke energy drinks, and |I've observed
t hat such products have becone nore
powerful in recent tinmes. Many people
are increasingly in need for a greater
kick, so I'mplanning to a rel ease a
barely | egal energy drink,
called 'Mental'. About ny other
projects, have you noticed how
intelligent dogs are?

NEWS REPORTER
Yes, |'ve taught ny dog | ots of
tricks..

SI R GEORGE
No, no, no, | think dogs are capable
of far nore than learning tricks.
was thinking the other day... O naybe
| just heard and consciously forgot...
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SI R GECRGE has pai nf ul

SIR CEORCE flips over the table he is sitting at,
that gives himextra strength.

Anyway, doesn't matter, | was thinking
that it's weird that people dream yet
they very rarely can get some concrete
insight into what their visions nean.
Way coul d that be? Maybe it's because
the rise of |anguage in humans nmade
the ability to understand synbolism

| ess inportant. However, as dogs can't
speak, nmaybe they CAN understand the
synbolismof their dreans, as they are
forced to do so. Maybe they are just
as intelligent as people, but in a
different way. Maybe it doesn't show,
as dogs can't use tools with their
paws and build the things that are in
their heads. Thus, they have never
really devel oped as a speci es.

NEWS REPORTER
You nmake sone really interesting
poi nts, there. Maybe sone research
could go into it.

SI R GEORGE
Yes, | do make sone interesting
poi nts. So perhaps... dogs should

fly??

The GAMESHOW HOST bursts out | aughi ng.

NEWS REPCRTER
(baffl ed)
"' msorry?..

SI R GEORCE
.. Dogs flying planes... Like dog
fights...

NEWS REPORTER
Hell o, Sir George?..

SI R GEORCE
Ch, fuck you! I'mthe head of
Reasonabl e Foods! You nerely read from
a screen! | don't have to take this
shit fromyou

SI R GEORCGE runs out of the building.

with a fury
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fl ashbacks of MPs pointing and | aughing
at him SIR GEORGE | ooks bl ank for a few seconds.
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.... The world of business is a harsh place for MR HAMVETT!
He got fired, who'd have thought?? But the world is a cruel
pl ace for many others, too..

31. Rock Bottom
Li ke this person..
| NT: GAMESHOW HOST' S LI VI NG ROOM LONDON - LATER THAT NI GHT

The GAMESHOW HOST' S living roomis still nessy, even though
his dear 18 year old son is comng to visit him at any
moment. Enpty, grease-stained pizza boxes are strewn across
the floor and the TV's screen is broken. A smashed renote
control lies close to it, on top of shards of glass. Since
CEORGE' S news appearance a few hours ago, the HOST has been

sl eeping on his couch in what |ooks to be a very painful
position. He has only just awakened, to find several enpty and
full cans of 'Mental' underneath him

GAMESHOW HOST
(weak from depression)
Ohhh. ... fuck.

The doorbell rings with an unbearabl e jangle. The HOST sonehow
finds the strength to get out of his warm though sweaty chair
and answer the door. This is as he turns grey. Wthout even
realising it, he has taken one can of 'Mental' wi th himwhich
he hol ds tight.

GAMESHOW HOST
(trying to be positive,
but straining his
Voi ce)
Hel | o, son!

The GAMESHOW HOST'S SON is an 18 year old man. He has w de-set
eyes and rosy cheeks on his long face. H's hair-sprayed bl onde
mul | et makes him 1l ook rebellious. He is wearing a Megadeaf T-
shirt and jeans.

GAMESHOW HOST' S SON
(concer ned)
Hel l o, dad... Wy are you drinking
t hat rubbi sh?

The HOST | ooks at his stinmulant, confused for a second or two.

GAMESHOW HOST
Rubbi sh?!.. Say what you want about
Sir Ceorge, but he knows how to nake a
good drink....
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GAMVESHOW HOST' S SON
|' ve done sone research, online. It's
really bad for your nental health. And
even worse for your physical health..

GAMESHOW HOST
(coughi ng)
Ch, cone on son, you have to live once
in a while!

GAMESHOW HOST' S SON
Dad, you've just coughed up bl ood!

GAMESHOW HOST
(1 n apat hy)
Real l y??... Oh yeah... Fuck..

The GAMESHOW HOST coughs sone nore, feeling cold all over.

GAMESHOW HOST
(tired)
You're quite the researcher. You w ||
be a great psychol ogi st.

GAMESHOW HOST' S SON
(t hi nki ng)
You seem depressed. ..

GAMESHOW HOST
You have quite the gift, Vivaldi..
Quite the. ..

The GAMESHOW HOST' S teeth start falling out, one after
anot her .

GAMESHOW HOST
(with mld anxiety)
Oh shit...
GAMESHOW HOST' S SON, AKA VI VALDI
(shocked)
Dad!
GAMESHOW HOST
(depressed)
It's ok... This shit should be kicking
insoon... I'll go to the dentist,
tomorrow. It's fine.... So, son..

What have you |l earnt at college?
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VI VALDI
(freaking out, but
starting to cal m down
a bit)
Well... People can experience a nunber
of different enotions..

GAMESHOW HOST
(trying to give hope)
That's great. Did you |l earn anything
el se?

VI VALDI
Yes. Not only can you experience
different enotions, you can also feel
themto various degrees.

GAMESHOW HOST
Real ly? 1've never thought about it
i ke that, but | guess you're right.

VI VALD
Thanks. | have sone of ny own ideas,
too. | think different people get
depressed for different reasons.

GAMESHOW HOST
That' s fucki ng amazi ng. Soneone shoul d
put you on TV.

VI VALD|
(with hope in his eyes)
Real | y??
GAMESHOW HOST

Ch, yeah! Depressed for different
reasons? That's sone deep shit!

VI VALD|
Thanks! Did you know brain damage can
af fect your personality?

The GAMESHOW HOST' S jaw drops in amazenent.

GAMESHOW HOST
Son. You have a really bright future
ahead of that, you know that? No
wonder you got perfect As.

One of the GAMESHOW HOST' S fingers falls off, onto the now
bl ood- soaked fl oor.

GAMESHOW HOST
(depressed)
Son, please take nme to the hospital.
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: | know what you're thinking... 'You didn't warn ne to get
my sick bucket, and I've just ruined nmy carpet!' You're right,
| didn't warn you. But | also said this book was an educati on.

It's nmeant to nake you a man (or a woman), as well. Pul
yoursel f together. Wat happens if sonething equally awful, or
wor se happens in the future?..... Exactly.

32. The Last Straw

It's only been a week, and the GAMESHOW HOST has al ready got
his SON his own TV show. How? Bargaining with friends in high
pl aces. Al so, by pure fluke, a popular HOST of a cooking
program found he was suffering fromthe sane ultra-rare

di sease the MP, SARAH had. He expl oded, live on air. The

expl osi on caused a brief hysteria, but it was soon explai ned

t hat proverb strengthening was NOT com ng back. The conbustion
was told to be conpletely unrelated, and it was. No lies.
Whew !'! This gory fatality freed up a slot for VIVALD

What has this TEENAGER been doing in this week? Not much, as
he doesn't have to. He got perfect grades in psychol ogy.

| nstead of studying for his role, he's nostly been |ying
around, working on his 'TV voice' and eating Hasenpfeffer.
Even though SIR GEORGE has been responsible for making the
vast majority uneducated and foolish, he has at |east brought
alittle piece of German culture to Engl and.

INT: VIVALDI'S TV STUDI O, LONDON - DAY, A WEEK LATER

The TV studio is a creepy pitch-black room Mental health is a
serious issue, and | guess the producers were trying to
reflect that. The only things visible are it with one
circular light. It shines on a now appropriately unifornmed

VI VALDI, and his space-age table. On this table is a cylinder-
shaped phone, which he uses to answer his VIEWER S questions
on psychol ogy related nmatters.

VI VALDI

(with a positive and

trance-i nduci ng tone

to his speech)
Hello viewers. |'ve just graduated
fromcollege, after getting an Ain
psychol ogy. My father, who sone of you
may know, was a ganeshow host called
Matt 'Matty' Talbott. He was the one
who got ne ny own show, so a specia
t hanks goes out to him However,
unfortunately he is now in hospital
after falling ill in a normal way.

VI VALDI gul ps, with a dry throat.
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VI VALDI
(with a nervous smle)
Seriously though, there's no need to
sue. Let ne nmake that clear.

VI VALDI ' ahens' sonewhat | ouder than he i ntended to.

VI VALD

(trying to be positive,

agai n)
|'"d really appreciate it, if you and
your famlies dedicate this showto
him.. Anyway, on with the show. .. If
you have any questions or need any
advice fromne, please give ne a call

The phone vibrates with a nystical ringtone, and VI VALD
answers it wth gentle, wave-like novenents. CALLER NO 1 is a
16 year old boy, with a sad way of tal king.

CALLER NO. 1
Hel l o, Vivaldi?
VI VALDI
That's me. Who am | speaking wth?
CALLER NO. 1
My nanme i s Derek
VI VALDI
Hel |l o Derek, why are you calling ne,
t oday?
DEREK
|'"ve just been really depressed
recently. ..
VI VALDI

(not neaning to be

i nsensitive)
Ok, depressed Derek. First of all,
depression is an enotion..

DEREK
(t hi nki ng)
. ..

VI VALDI
Secondly, different people get
depressed for different reasons.

DEREK
... | see. Is there anything you can
do to help nme?



VI VALDI
Sure there is. | recommend you take
sone anti depressants..
DEREK
(becom ng optimstic)
Oh, Ok bye!
VI VALDI

" mglad you've found this chat

hel pful .

VI VALDI hangs up the phone, pleased in the know edge he did

(at

| east sone) good. A few nonents |ater

it

rings again. He

picks it up in the sanme over the top way as before, to talk
with the next CALLER

VI VALDI
Hel l o, who is this speaking,

Pl ZZA NAN
(in a sinister tone of
Voi ce)

now?

... They call nme.. 'The Pizza Man'..
|"mcalling fromAnmerica. You have a

great show there, Vivaldi...

VI VALDI
(alittle nervous)
Al right Pizza Quy...

Pl ZZA NAN
(cutting in, annoyed)
Pizza Man. ..

VI VALD

...Pizza Man... How can | hel p you?

Pl ZZA NAN
(i n desperation)
| just don't know what's real

any sense.

VI VALD
| see. Please continue..

Pl ZZA NAN

anynore.
|"ve recently been released froma

mental institution, but I'm not
feeling any better... Nothing nmakes

Alright... People expl oded when they
ate expired food... k... But why?
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VI VALDI
That's an excellent question. | don't
know why. .

Pl ZZA NAN
Yeah, that's been bugging ne... But
that's not the only thing... 1've also
seen sone really nessed up things,
first hand.

VI VALDI

Yes, sadly, nost of us have...

Pl ZZA NAN
Exactly. But whenever anyone questions
why all of that crazy stuff happened,
they get sent to a weird 'school"
where the so called 'teachers' make
them watch the Kyle Jeffreys showto
make them ' better'.... Isn't that
wei rd??

VI VALDI
Yes, that's very weird...

Pl ZZA NAN
Exactly! So all of that shit is real,
but 1I'm not Santa??

VI VALDI hangs up the phone, annoyed. The calmand friendly
facade is shattered.

VI VALD
|"m so sorry about that. | should have
realised that was a prank cal
earlier. I'"'mso sorry he swire, too..

At that noment, the single |light hangi ng above the PRESENTER
crashes onto the floor, narrowy m ssing him

VI VALD
FUCK ME!

... Regrettably, that act of near mansl aughter was far froma
one off; the light fitting industry is going through havoc.
Some of the greatest nen and wonmen in England are cl uel ess
about how to fix the country's workforce crisis. The UKis
crunbl i ng before everyone's eyes.

33. An Interesting |dea

153.



154.

Just mnutes after VIVALDI'S |live show was aired, the PRI ME

M NI STER (previously the PM'S ADVI SOR for those with short
menories) was shown a recording of it, by a concerned MP. It
took mere seconds for the rest of the TV set to fall apart,
and the so called "expert' HOST' S | ack of psychol ogi cal
under st andi ng was unsettling... And that's only what people on
TV saw. \Wat happened after, was even nore crazy. The floor
expl oded.

These events were the straw that broke the canel's back, and
t hi ngs have to change. It's certainly going to be a tough
night to sleep...

I NT: HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT - THE NEXT MORNI NG

Once again, there is a nerve wacking climate in the Houses of
Parliament neeting room(it's a tense job). The PRIME M NI STER
is marching around the roomw th neurotic aggression. Al

other MPs, including the shady THOVAS, are seated. This

megal omani ac weirdo is now 75 years old, and has put on a bit
of weight over the past 5 years. To be like SIR GEORGE, he now
wears gold jewelry, too.

PRI ME M NI STER

(very angry)
The world is turning to shit! No one
knows what they are doing or what they
are talking about!.... But what's the
alternative?! Have the Isle of Man
di sappear, again?! Let soneone who
shoul d have been sectioned under the
mental health act throw presents at
children froma helicopter?!

THOVAS
Fuck it, that was Aneri ca.

PRI ME M NI STER
Good poi nt.

THOVAS
(with an optimstic
smle)
You know who has ideas revol utionary
enough to get a country out of a
Crisis??

PRI ME M NI STER
(trying to be calm
Thomas, if you suggest we get help
fromSir CGeorge, | will shoot you in
the arm..
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THOVAS
(becom ng defensive)
| don't think he's the idiot that he
seens... He saved the world and
Reasonabl e Foods, for Christ's sake!

PRI ME M NI STER
(tired)
Jesus Christ. Alright, | just want to
have ONE phone call fromhimto see if
he has any ideas. After that, | never
want to hear from him again.

THOVAS
"1l phone himfor you now.

THOVAS di als SIR GEORGE' S phone, secretly amused inside. He
then hands his nobile to the PRIME M N STER, with his jaw shut
tight and giggle-proof. The device is on speaker node, and the
room goes qui et.

SI R GEORGE
Hell o, who is this?

PRIME M NI STER S ADVI SOR
It's the prime mnister.

SI R GEORCE

(quietly)
Fuck. ..

THOVAS tries to prevent his face fromgrinning. He just about
manages it.

PRI ME M NI STER
(getting angry, again)
Look Ceorge, this country is falling
apart! Sonet hi ng needs to be done
about thi s!

SI R GEORCE
(i nspired)
...... Dogs!

THOVAS fails to control hinself this tine, and bursts out in
hysterics.

PRI ME M NI STER



SI R GEORCE
No, don't you see?! If we could all be
nmore |i ke dogs, we wouldn't be in this
mess! Sel fish people saying proverbs
just so they could have sonme power and
sone fun?! A dog woul d never be so
self centred. Can't we just tell the
truth about the danger of proverbs? W
won't need to lie to people and say
t hey cause cancer, if we all work
together as a society and obey the
| aw - the | aw agai nst proverbs, that
is. Sure, making people dunber
eradi cated the effects of proverb
strengt heni ng, qui cker, but we've
moved on since then. People can be
just as intelligent as before.

PRI ME M NI STER
(cal m ng down)
What are you suggesti ng?

SI R GEORCE
How about we give learning drugs to
dogs, and see if they can hel p us be
nore agreeable? If we can get dogs to
talk, we may all be saved.

PRI ME M NI STER
(with sarcasm
| deas from dogs. G eat.

SI R GEORCE
Do you want ny help or not?

PRI ME M NI STER
Alright, then. Do you have a dog to
drug and teach?

SI R GEORGE
Sorry, | don't.

PRI ME M NI STER
Well, take Thomas's dog, Genghis.

THOVAS
Hey!

PRI ME M NI STER
G ow up, Thomas. Ch, and by the way,
Ceorge, how s life at Reasonabl e
Foods? | hear they're making |ots of
nmoney fromtheir |earning drugs.
Children are really good at video
ganmes now, | can tell you that nuch...
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SI R GEORCE
| got fired, again.

PRI ME M NI STER
(renmenberi ng)
Oh, yes of course. I'"'msorry to hear
t hat .

SI R GEORCE
| wasn't surprised. M. Hammett really
i ked working there, so he found his
way back in charge.

PRI ME M NI STER
| kn...

SI R GEORCE
| was definitely the victimof a
conspi racy.

PRI ME M NI STER
Ari...

SI R GEORGE
| was al so spending too nuch tine
wor ki ng on ny bl ack netal project.

PRI ME M NI STER
(eager to end the
conversati on)
K, bye.

.... Cetting ideas fromdogs sounds pretty crazy, doesn't it?
It al nost sounds unbelievable. But renenber Dolly the Sheep?
Cl oni ng ani mal s? You have to realise that's the kind of stuff
the governnent is wlling to tell us about - what about the
rest? Who knows about the weird, crazy and even frightening

t hi ngs that happen behind the scenes?

34. Part 4: Aninals

This is part 4. Humans coul dn't work out how to save the
world, so nowit's time for animals to have a go. Wuldn't it
be great if adorable little puppies worked for parlianment?
You'd certainly trust them GEORGE nust be onto sonething,
right?...

Anyway, (' ... ' Oh-uh. Silence, that's
not good) what has happened over the | ast week? Not
surprisingly, VIVALD 'S program has been cancelled. To repl ace
it, a new showis on about dogs and their behaviour. It's
basically pro-norality propaganda.
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The PI ZZA MAN has al so been re-hospitalised, after attacking a
fat, bearded man in a red suit. He clained the '"inposter' got
what he deserved. Lastly, there has been a lot of weird
experinmentation, and nothing is off limts. In fact, the

wei rder the better. Way not see for yoursel f?

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S ASSEMBLY ROOM - NI GHT, A WEEK LATER

SIR CEORCGE' S favourite tine of day - night - is sadly passing
by unnoticed, as he needs artificial light for his vital
research. However, in the illum nation provided by the

gl orious chandeliers, the roons true beauty can be seen.
Wonder ful hand carved pillars are all around, in a pure ivory
white. Sane as before, but brighter. Each one is 30 foot high
and signed by Kyle Jeffries, hinmself. (Ck, you couldn't see
the signatures, before. O the delicate engraving). The
Def t ones posters have been rehung, signalling an inprovenent
in nmental health and notivation.

Here, on the dog hair covered floor, GEORGE is sitting cross-
| egged and is working hard. H's specially inported, exotic
coffee is hel ping himkeep focus. GENGH S circles himwhil st
panting, perhaps in thought. This DOGis, or possibly was
THOVAS' S m ddl e aged German Shepherd. He is no | onger a puppy,
and is quite large in size.

SI R GEORGE
(wi th hope)
Genghi s! Genghis! Are the |earning
drugs working? Can you talk to ne,

CGenghi s??
GENGHI S
(bar ki ng)
Yef f!
SI R GEORGE

(ast oni shed)
Was that a 'yes', CGenghis???

GENGHI S
Yeff, it waff!

SI R GEORCE
... Do you know why you're here?..

GENGHI S
Everythiff if fucked!

SI R GEORCE
(shocked)
CGenghi s! Where did you pick up such
foul |anguage??



SIR GECRGE t hi nks for a nonent,

GENGHI S
Thomaf f .

SI R GEORCE
(under st andi ng)
Not surprisiff. | nmean surprising.

obscure dri nk.

GENGHI S sits

The dog rolls his eyes as if to say 'Duh, | know...' There is

SI R GEORGE
: Is it true that Thomas is a
secret part tine drag queen?

GENGHI S
Yeff, it iff!
SI R GEORCE
(amused)

| knew | recognised himat that club!
Anyway, do you know why this country
is 'fucked' ?

and steeples his paws together, in thought.

GENGHI S
Yeff. Everywuff iff obseffed wff
powef f and peopf |ike nusiciaffs and
conmedy authoffs are too preoccupiefd
w ff succeff. If we aff workedf
togetherf and foll owedf the rulffs,
everyonf woul df be savefd.

SI R GEORCE
That's great! Wiat do you suggest we
do as a society?

GENGHI S
Wff copyf the contriffs that workf. |
t hi nkf we canf |earnf fronf Bel giunfs
rel axedf prisonf systenf, for
exanpfle, af the crinf ratef if |owerf
therf.

SI R GEORCE
| understand what you are saying. The
countries where societies are nore
under st andi ng have far fewer soci al
probl ens. Even so, no systemis
perfect, and change would have to be a
very gradual process.

a short pause.

and takes another sip of his
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GENGHI S
Weff destroyf alff catfs.

SIR CEORCGE forcefully spits out sone of his coffee, sone into
the DOG S face.

SI R GEORGE
(shocked)
We destroy all cats??
GENGHI S
(enbarrassed)
Forgetf itf.
SI R GEORGE
Yes, | will forget it! How can we SAVE
THE WORLD?
GENGHI S

Wef f encouraff peopf wiff treatfs.

SI R GEORGE
We give treats to people?

GENGHI S
Yeff. Can | haff a treatf?

GENGHI S wags his tail wth a youthful energy and SI R GEORGE
tosses hima dog biscuit, fromhis pocket. Rightly so, the
ANI MAL' S made great progress over the last 7 days. How he
learnt howto talk in a snap of a finger, is a bit of a
nmystery. | guess things just clicked.

SI R GEORGE
Do you nean we give bones to peopl e??

GENGHI S
(chewi ng and crunchi ng)
Noff neffessarily. Maybf Vi deof
Ganeffs.

SI R GEORCE
| think you may be onto sonething..

SIR CEORCE reaches into his other, better snelling pocket and
nmobil es up the PRRME M N STER. He is nervous and ready to be
shout ed at.

SI R GEORCE
Hello, is this the prine mnister?

PRI ME M NI STER
(serious, as usual)
Yes it is. W is this?
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SI R GEORGE
It's Sir George.

PRI ME M NI STER
(with nore sarcasm
| see. CGot the dog to talk, yet?

SI R GEORGE
Actually, yes | have! The dog seens to
have sone insight, but | think letting
it run the country mght be a bit
much. He suggested copying other high
functioning countries, and giving
treats to people who conform

PRI ME M NI STER
They're ideas, | guess. Keep punping
it with drugs and see if it conmes up
wi th anything nore substantial. In
fact while you're at it, make sure
your old co-workers at Reasonabl e
Foods give all their dogs |earning
drugs, as well. I'"msure we can trust
t he conpany to keep our research
secret, or... I'll finish them

SI R GEORCE
(with a nervous voice)
"1l give themyour nessage. |'msure
we can trust them too.

PRI ME M NI STER
(hi's nood darkeni ng)
.... And renenber... No one nust know
about this special research. In the
wrong hands, it could prove
di sastrous. Make sure the people at RF
keep their nouths tight shut.

SI R GEORCE
Al right, ciao.

VWhat CENGHI S failed to appreciate, was his own hypocri sy.
Wth amazing insight, he said that copying nore conpassionate
countries would be beneficial, and he may well have been onto
sonet hi ng. However, carried away by his enotions, he
said 'destroy all cats'. It is hypothesised that cats and dogs
hate each other nerely because of communi cation
m sunder st andi ngs - for exanple, friendly body | anguage in one
animal could signify aggressive intentions to the other. Can
you judge a creature without a firmunderstanding of its
situation or thought-processes? O course not.



162.

| never said dogs were infallible, did |? Wat's the noral of
the story? If sonmeone tells you to listen to what his or her
dog is saying, you shouldn't necessarily do it. Though of
course be open m nded.

35. New Probl ens

Dogs are unusual mammals, in that they are not at all selfish.
Ok, they m ght eat your dinner given the opportunity, but they
will stay loyal to you, even if you' re a conplete prick.

once had a dog, but that's another matter. Qher intelligent
animals reading this, please try and learn fromthem when
they are at their best, that is.

Anyway, (.... sorry, did | just hear soneone | oad a gun? Never
mnd... ) what has happened this week? SI R GEORCGE has
celebrated his recent successful idea...... by pl ayi ng even
nmore online chess. Yep, for such an unusual man, his life is
pretty dull. But maybe not; if he can find a way of losing a
gane in one nove, he will be a worldw de super star. The

bi ggest nane in the sport.

CENGHI' S, on the other hand, has had a nore productive week. He
now works for parlianent and is a keen debater. He can offer
an affable and cal m ng presence to the building, sinply by
being there. That's sonething that is nmuch appreciated by al
STAFF, including the PRIME M NI STER, hi nsel f.

The DOGS of the RF EMPLOYEES have al so been given | arge doses
of | earning drugs. They have been given a 7 day course, and
further prescriptions are planned. Like GENGH S, they have
made phenonenal progress... Wiy not read about themin around
80 words tinme?

EXT: QUTSIDE OF RF'S HEAD OFFI CE - MORNING A WEEK LATER

It is an icy cold and dire norning, in a claustrophobic

all eyway. One direction leads to a | arge puddl e and a vague,
open concrete zone, the opposite leads to... well, that's for
|ater. Litter is found everywhere in this space, despite the
fact that many EMPLOYEE and CIVILIAN bins line it. Sonme are
ajar. Awall enclosed RF gate is in the front left of three
(nostly) well |ooked after DOGS, and they think it | ooks
really professional. They are punped up with chem cals, and
are standing on top of a discarded mattress.

EDDIE is a 3 year old bulldog. He barks with an aggressive
snarl and |like the rest of the dogs, has genius level I1Q ALEX
is a 6 year old sausage dog who noves with a | azy, sleepy
nmotion. M CHAEL is a puppy poodle. Every now and then, he
bounces around with built-up energy.

All are conversing in a quickly echoing English | anguage, but
Brit is not the only dialect they can now speak.
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Many ot her foreign tongues are planned to be decoded, just for
the fun of it.

EDDI E
(bar ki ng words)
Aln't it great we can talk to each
ot her now? Sniffing each other gave us
informati on that was so vague!

ALEX
It certainly is! Now we can organi se
oursel ves nuch better

M CHAEL
What do you have in m nd?

ALEX
(whi sper barks)
See that cat over there, on that wall?

M CHAEL
(al so whi speri ng)
Wi ch one?

ALEX
The wal |l that has passing through
it... The one in front of you.

M CHAEL
Yes. ..

ALEX

Eddie and | are going to push it off
the thing, while you distract it.

M CHAEL
(i n agreenent)
Wof !

M CHAEL stays behind as EDDI E and ALEX sneak up behind the
CAT, as quiet as mce. To reach the MOGGY, the two DOGS clinb
on top of sone of those ajar STAFF bins. From here, they |eap
onto the sane wall as their enenmy and crawl up behind him

wi th cool -heads. The gate is now seen to lead to RF' S head

of fice and sone kennels. Al of a sudden, M CHAEL barks at the
CAT from a safe distance. The CAT responds with a pint-sized
roar, just as EDDI E and ALEX stand up to prod himw th their
paws. He tunbles to the pavenent, stunned and disorient ated.
EDDI E and ALEX junp down on sone sturdier |ooking bins, then
onto the ground. M CHEAL catches up to them
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EDDI E
(barking with
exci tenent)
You wait till we tell Dave about this!
Alright, let's get the Hell out of
this place!

M CHAEL
VWi ch way??

EDDI E
Towar ds the shops!

Once the CAT regroups his thoughts, the creature charges at
the DOGS without a trace of fear.

M CHAEL
He's chasing us, guys!... But we're
dogs!

EDDI E
We know what we're doing! Just follow
us!

EDDI E, ALEX and M CHAEL scurry off as fast as they can,
towards the dirt-filled body of water. (The puddle, that is
#lLanguageVariety). As they run, they knock over nore garbage
cans with careless jubilance. After a few nore seconds of

m schi evous sprinting, they | eave the passageway and reach the
natural pool. An area consisting of a deprived butcher's shop,
a handful of other simlar establishnents and a vandal i sed bus
stop is al so observable. There is no kind of vegetation in

si ght .

Soon, the CAT catches up to the GANG and is ready to exchange
scratches and blows. At that very instant however, the DOGS
junp in unison, soaking the CAT in a thin |ayer of nud. The
DOGS t hen show defiant body | anguage as the CAT | unbers
towards a butcher's, with self-conforting thoughts. M ssion
conplete, the three CANI NES swagger back through the alley to
the RF gate. They junp up to ring the doorbell, acting as
not hi ng has happened.

RFS ADVISOR NO. 1 lets the DOGS in, through the centre's
pat hway, to their kennels.

RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 1
(a bit irritated, but
relieved)
There you are! \Were the hell have you
been?!
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ALEX
(with casual a voice)
W' ve just been pondering the meani ng
of life.

RF''S ADVI SOR NQO. 1
Did it have to be outside?

ALEX
Ch yes. ..

There is a long hesitation.

RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 1
(becom ng suspi ci ous)
Oh.. Alright then.. Keep it up. | have
to do sone thinking, too. Tell M.
Hanmett |'m going for a wal k.

ALEX
No problem Sir.

RF''S ADVI SOCR NO 1
There's a good dog.

For a few mnutes, the RF'S ADVI SOR NO. 1 anbl es t hrough those
bl and streets until they start to fade away. Asphalt turns
into neadows and an alluring duck pond is within sight. It is
sheltered by an arc of dom neering evergreen trees, and a w de
dirt path runs through the gap. This pond is secluded and as
there is no bench, the WORKER sits on the lush green, but icy
grass. As he does so, he can see nore forest in front of him
At peace, he thinks about how he can cone up with a solution
for the government and SI R GEORGE

After a couple of re-energising mnutes, he notices an odd,
never been seen before shape in the distance. The inmage gets
cl oser and closer until the ADVISOR realises it's a SWAN, with
a knife held in its beak. Baffled, he stares at the animal.
The SWAN is calm yet determned. It is swnmng for him
slowy and suspiciously. At this point, the MAN is stunned
into paralysis. He realises that famlies with children visit
this pond, so he nust take action immedi ately. At that nonent,
the SWAN accel erates fast towards the ADVI SOR and junps out of
the water at a startling speed. The SWAN then sl ashes at the
terrified worker with the ferocity of a mani ac.

There is no choice, the RF EMPLOYEE dashes out of the way and
karate chops the SWAN on top of its head wwth mlitary

preci sion. The CREATURE falls unconsci ous and drops the weapon
to the ground. A nearing FAMLY with two TODDLERS spot the
nervous weck with an injured SWAN and knife next to him They
i mredi ately call the POLICE in horror.
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RF'S ADVI SOR NO. 1
(pani cki ng)
No! It's not what you think!! The swan
tried to stab nme!!!

A police siren is soon heard com ng closer and closer as the
FAM LY run away, screamng for their |ives.

... If you are a swan reading this book, |I can only apol ogi se
for the way you are being portrayed. | am not saying you are
all vicious nurderers. Far fromit.

36. A New Sol ution

After that hard day's chasing, EDD E, M CHAEL and

ALEX 'chillaxed' in their bog-standard kennels. Yes, dogs use
that word, too. In fact they love it. EDDIE, the nore
assertive dog, is a huge fan of American hip hop. However, he
doesn't understand how the word '"bitch' is offensive. Neither
do |I. Dogs are clearly now our equals, if not our superiors.

MR. HAMVETT, on the other hand has had a nore difficult tine.
RF S entire reputation wll be destroyed if he doesn't handle
t hings properly. No one wants to be associated with a
psychopath who hits animals and no one can know the truth. For
one thing, the governnment nustn't find out about the evil SWAN
on | earning drugs, or HAMVETT will conme across as dangerously
reckl ess. He was responsible for marketing and distributing
the drugs after all, so any nurderous aninmals are his fault...
It's either death or glory.

I NT: RF'S HEAD OFFI CE MEETI NG ROOM - THE NEXT DAY

There is an agitated air in the neeting room (Another one of
t hose manic, high end jobs). However, MR HAMVETT has no pl ans
to give up. In part to showthis, he is sitting at his table
as if he owns it (actually, it is his furniture)... And as if
he owns everyone around it (again, he kind of does). This
denonstration of his narcissistic wounds is taking place after
bei ng replaced by SIR GEORGE, for a brief period. That was a
time best forgotten, for sure.

MR HAMVETT
(assertive, but sort of
sad. In a way)
Wiy didn't | see it? | never would
have i magi ned people would give their
pets our special |earning drugs. Well
ok, maybe they have, maybe they

haven't, we can't say... But why the
hell would they feed themto swans?
We'll have to stop selling them and

use themin secret.



Al so, we nust urge people to destroy
any of their remaining drugs as soon
as possible. W'll make up sone lie.
W'l | say they cause cancer, or
sonet hing. The world certainly can't
carry on like this. Qur advisor, M.
Cans is going to go to prison for a
| ong tinme now, because of these

bi zarre circunst ances.

RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 2
We definitely can't explain to the
pol i ce what happened?

MR, HAMVETT
(edgy)
No, certainly not. W'll have to keep
the real effects of |earning drugs top
secret. O herw se, God knows what wil|
happen. W can't even tell the Prine
M ni ster about the swan, or we could
get into trouble for being carel ess.

RF''S ADVI SCR NO. 2
Yes, of course. Shall we check on the
dogs and see if they' ve cone up with
any ideas?

MR HAMVETT
(with a hal fhearted
Voi ce)

Yeah, alright then.

RF'S ADVI SOR NO. 2
.... On, and the Prime M nister
doesn't have to know the real reason
we're telling custonmers to exterm nate
their drugs; we can sinply say to him
peopl e are getting too good at
pinball. It's a gane of strategy,
after all. It's difficult to have an
edge over the people one controls, if
they transfer their learned skills
over to political discourse.

MR, HAMVETT
Good thinking. | think. Well,
what ever .

RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 2
... And well done for getting your job
back fromthe highest up CEQ by the
way. | nmean fromhimof all people..
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It couldn't have been easy for you to
convi nce the guy CGeorge was pl anni ng
to ruin the franchise. Especially as
his ideas were so good... And saying
that he wanted to destroy the conpany
by turning it into a bunch of massive
pet stores? That was geni us.

MR. HAMVETT
Yeah, that was a good one, but then
again, the CEOdidn't really like him
| think that's what our boss wanted to
believe. O, let's go.

MR. HAMVETT and RF'S ADVI SOR NO. 2 | eave the neeting roomwth
| ow expectations. They scuffle down the purple carpeted, (the
col our of Kkings) double w nder staircase to the research room
They pass titanium pl ated bani sters and cubi st master pi eces on
their way.

I NT: RF'S HEAD OFFI CE, RESEARCH ROOM - A M NUTE LATER

This part of the conplex is roony and Iit wth greens, reds,
bl ues and yell ows. There are 50 cutting-edge conputers al ong
the sides, as well as three specially nmade ones for the DOGS.
Their keyboards are two neters wide to nake typing easier.
ALEX, EDDI E and M CHAEL are working at them sitting on the
uni versal furniture which nost would call '"asynmetrical

bl obs'. Despite its twists and turns, everyone is perched in a
weird and unsettling | evel of confort. Beat-I|ess, consonant
anbi ent nusic plays in the background. It's so undistracting,
HAMVETT with his EMPLOYEE can stand over and talk to the ALEX
w th ease.

MR. HAMVETT
How are you three getting on?

ALEX
(barking with optimsm
| ooki ng at his PC)
| think I may have it!

MR HAMVETT
(skeptical)
ALEX
Oxytocin is the bonding drug, right?

MR HAMVETT
Ri ght. ..
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ALEX
So, we secretly punp oxytocin into the
wat er system so everyone gets al ong
with each other, feels I ess need to
break the 'no proverb' rules and has
| ess need to be selfish. However, we
first need to nake the drug safe.

MR, HAMVETT
(surprised and excited)
... Oh, ny God! That m ght work, |
think you' ve got it! |I can't believe I
didn't come up with that idea, nyself!

ALEX turns his chair to face his BQOSS.
ALEX

(wagging his tail with
exci tenent)

Real | y??
MR, HAMVETT
| think so!
ALEX
Can | have a biscuit??
MR, HAMVETT
Sure, have as many as you |ike!
ALEX
.... And can | listen Darren
Houshol der's debut al bum online?
MR, HAMVETT
Certainly. A wi se choice. Very
obscure, too, |I'minpressed.
ALEX

Yes, that albumdidn't get a very good
revi ew from WeKnowAbout Musi ¢c. com
t hough. . .

MR. HAMVETT
Tell me about it.

ALEX
Yeah, 95% of the tinme | agree with the
reviews of that site, but that
Houshol der revi ew was VWAY of f.

MR HAMVETT

(j oki ngly)
Yeah. It's a funny old world, isn't

It.
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MR HAMVETT' S face darkens.

MR, HAMVETT
But remenber... Leave ny water the
fuck al one!

. Have you seen nuch glory in this story, yet? Does that nean
anyt hi ng? They say the best way to predict future behavi our,

is to |l ook at past behaviour... But people say |ots of things.
| once used to craw on the floor, m ndl essly bangi ng toys
together. Doesn't nmean I'Il do it again though, does it?

37. A Chance Encounter

The BTS NARRATOR i s sonmeone who keeps naking the sanme m st akes
of the past, granted. But did MRS. CARTY, the JOB | NTERVI EVEER?
No, she turned her life around and gave good advice in the
end. It shouldn't have been taken so literally, but that
wasn't her fault.

Over the last few hours, MR HAMVETT has been true to his word
and arranged for Darren Houshol der's debut al bumto be heard.
(But luckily he didn't buy it. If | suggested he did, | as a
non-fiction author could get in trouble for advertising

ot hers).

| NT: BTS NARRATOR S NEW PRI SON CELL, STILL LONDON - LATER THAT
NI GHT

In this roomis a netal toilet and a table fixed to the floor,
for safety reasons. To be nore specific, it's fixed to the
floor just in case the ultra annoyi ng NARRATOR gets attacked
by his CELL MATE. It has a deck of cards on it as well as
recent letters fromSIR GEORGE. By the wall, there is a cheap
bunk bed and both the BTS FAILURE and the RF ADVI SOR are
sitting on it. The latter on top | ooks out the m sty w ndow,
but not nuch can be seen other than the black sky and a fog
covered field. The NARRATOR has his head in his arns, though
eventually he finds the wll to look up. It's now apparent
that this CHAD MACALPINE is now 35 years old. His old flat-top
hairstyle is now nore of a neglected brown nop.

BTS NARRATOR, AKA CHAD MACALPI NE
(depressed)
O her than having di scussi ons about
chess, we have never really tal ked
much. Do you mnd if ask... why you
are here?

CANS | ooks down towards CHAD



RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 1, AKA MR CANS
(al so depressed)

| hit a swan.

What about you?

CHAD MACALPI NE
| swore at a judge a few tines.

| shoul d have been out years ago,

but

| keep doing the sane dunb things over

anq over.
unlntentlonal,l
have di sowned ne.

It's conpl

MR CANS
(renmenberi ng)

Ch of course,
the news. | noticed

Sir Ceorge on your desk..

strange i ndividual,

CHAD sees sonet hi ng di abol i cal,
SWAN wi t h a nedi eval dagger
out side of the prison cel

assure you.

etely
The BTS

|'ve heard about you on

the letters from
He's a
isn't h......

causing himto doubl e take;

inits nouth is hovering on the
w ndow.

Its face is chilling.

CHAD MACALPI NE

(i n disbelief)
VWhat the fuck is that?!
MR. CANS
VWhat 2. .

The RF' S ADVI SOR turns his head
unconcer ned manner. He gives the
desensitised to absurdity and in
bel i eves.

MR. CANS
(shocked)
Aaar gh!
But maybe not. The SWAN flie
unnecessarily sl ow speed.
cause terror. It does so w thout

towards the wi ndow in an
i npression he's been
deed, this is what he

s off into the fog at an

any effort.

CHAD MACALPI NE
Was that the swan you hit??

MR, CANS

It was in self defense!

had a kni f el

You saw it, it

CHAD MACALPI NE

(stunned)
Fucki ng hell ...

a

It wants to be seen and it wants to
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RF''S ADVI SOCR NO 1
Do you think | should be worried?

CHAD MACALPI NE
Maybe when you | eave this place,
yeah... That swan nust have been
followng you for mles, it's pretty
damm cl ever

MR. CANS
| know. Can you keep a secret?

CHAD MACALPI NE
(fascinat ed)
Sure.

MR. CANS
It's been taking special |earning
drugs and it and nost |ikely other
ani mal s have been going wld. That's
why Reasonabl e Foods has st opped
selling them The Boss of the conpany
wote to ne and told ne. He al so said
he is doing everything in his power to
get nme out. He's witten to the
government and everyt hi ng.

CHAD MACALPI NE
Ch, that's the reason for the ban!
Weren't the | earning drugs one of RF's
mai n source of incone?

MR. CANS
Yep. So it's a pretty serious
situation if they don't want anything
to do with them anynore.

CHAD MACALPI NE
Wiy don't you take some of the drugs,
SO you can outsmart the swan?

MR. CANS
(of fended)
| don't need to take drugs to outsmart
a swan!

CHAD MACALPI NE
Well, it's your life...

MR. CANS
(becom ng hunbl e)
... What would you do to outsmart a
swan?
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CHAD MACALPI NE
Well.... Wlves eat swans, right..

MR CANS
Soneti nmes, yes...

CHAD MACALPI NE
So think like a wol f. ..

MR. CANS
VWhat ?? How the hel | ..

The ADVI SOR cuts short his sentence and starts to stroke his
chin. ..

MR. CANS
(1 nspired)
| can think Iike a dog... Dogs are
closely related to wol ves! Wien | get
out of here, 1'mgoing to have a nice
| ong chat with Genghis.

CHAD MACALPI NE
Who' s Genghi s?

MR CANS
(with confidence)
The smartest damm dog in the universe.

Again, | can totally understand if there are any parts of
this story you don't buy. Murders commtted by weaponi sed
animals are ridiculously rare. Harassnment fromanimals to
humans isn't nmuch nore common. Reality is indeed, stranger
than fiction.

38. Governnment Support

Here's sonething else that's strange: The PRRME M NI STER i s
calm He has faith in RF's abilities (perhaps nore than he
shoul d), so he has been going easy on them recently. Over the
week, he has decided to try and conme up with his own ideas, as
well. Two teans are now wor ki ng together on different

concepts. And of course, there is GENGHI S to offer his w sdom

| NT: HOUSES OF PARLI AMENT MEETI NG ROOM - AFTERNOON, 2 DAYS
LATER

More and nore MPs are having faith in SIR GEORGE' S
revolutionary idea. As tine goes on, there is less to worry
about. Even so, all STAFF are working hard at their |aptops
whi | st sharing the discussion table. Many are di scussing odd,

' George-esque' ideas with each other, though sonme believe al
concepts should be nore traditional.



In the thick wall

occasi onal

of sound the STAFF' S voices create, the

word can be picked up by observers. Such words

include 'cake', 'llam' and 'beans'. (Make of that what you

will). Also here,

the PRRME M NI STER is conversing with a

coupl e of ADVI SORS. Fortunately, his comrunications are the
product of a mnd that has been nmuch w dened over the past few

years. After a few wi se observati ons,

classic and sensible ring tone. The PM answers it,
one will hear the insane details in the background.

PRI ME M NI STER

(quite calm
Hello, who is it?

MR, HAMVETT
l[t's M. Hammett.

PRI ME M NI STER
Good news, | hope? How s the project
goi ng?

MR. HAMVETT
Yes, it is good news, but it's news
best kept a secret. The idea is, we
punp water full of oxytocin so people
get along with each better, and have
| ess need to break the rules. Sone
research i s needed to make the
oxytoci n safe, however.

PRI ME M NI STER
(hopef ul)
Excell ent news, it's an idea that
m ght just work. Wy didn't you think
of that, yourself? Well, whatever. Do
you have any idea howlong it wll
take to nake the drug safe?

MR HAMVETT
I f you get a whole research |ab ful
of super dogs, maybe it wll be a
matter of weeks before you have
sonet hing safe to use..

PRI ME M NI STER
Bangi ng!

MR, HAMVETT
(surprised)
Excuse ne?

PRI ME M NI STER
Never m nd.. ..

t he phone rings with a

hopi ng no
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MR. HAMVETT
k. Can Reasonabl e Foods quit the
research, now? |I'msure that now t he
project will be full scale, we're not
needed, anynore.

PRI ME M NI STER
No, no, go back to what you were
doi ng, best. W were sinply testing an
idea with you. We chose to work with
you because of our links with Sir
Ceorge... And because we've got you by
the balls... So to speak..

H de the nukes, he's aggressive, again.

MR, HAMVETT
(hi di ng annoyance)
Ok, thanks, M. Prinme Mnister.
However, we have nothing to do with
Ceorge, anynore...

PRI ME M NI STER
| know that. But if you were willing
to hire him listen to his ideas and
even let himinfluence your whol e
conpany, you were surely on the sane

page, right?

MR, HAMVETT
Yes, the lunatic had sone good
i deas. ..

PRI ME M NI STER
Perfect. Oh, and M. Hammett... There
is one other thing | want to talk to
you about... We've recently received a

letter that seens to have been witten
with a knife. It sinply reads 'tel

M. Cans I'"'mcomng for him. Do you
know what that's about? | know t hat
you know himwel | ..

MR. HAMVETT
(stunned)
The swan!. ..

PRI ME M NI STER
(baffl ed)
The what ??
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MR, HAMVETT
(trying to be light
heart ed)
l|"'msorry, | just saw a swan, which
surprised ne... Howdid it get here??
Is that all, M. Prime Mnister? |
expect you're very busy. ..

PRI ME M NI STER
Yes, that's all for now, bye.

MR HAMVETT
(hi di ng nervousness)
K, bye..
... Once again, I'mdeeply sorry about the way swans are
described in this story. | assure you this SWAN is a one off.

Swans are generally only aggressive to protect their nests and
that is conpletely understandable, as |I'msure you agree.

39. Maki ng Peace?

Here's a thought: Intelligence is a good thing, right? Not

w thout norals, it isn't. Intelligence didn't stop the
previous attacks, did it? Renenber at the begi nning? Kindness,
ki ndness, ki ndness.

Back to the story... Unfortunately, MR HAMMETT has been
havi ng the al nost inpossible task of finding the offending
SWAN. They all look nore or less the sane. It's tinme to cone
up with alie; that's far easier. Ok, so a swan found a knife
and started using it on people to defend itself. Sonmewhat
under st andabl e. Sonetinmes birds build nests with cigarettes.
That's not so different... Not really, they're both tools..

If it talks, how does it do so? Learning drugs! Ch shit, maybe
not. Due to the stress, | guess HAMMETT hasn't been thinking

clearly, these past few days. Hmmm..... Maybe it isn't a
swan, but a massively deforned human? No... Not a highly
advanced robot... A hard light hologran? A dwarf in a swan

costune is better, but the PM woul d never believe that...

Actually, forget it. The SWAN won't talk to anyone as
doi ng so woul d draw unwanted attention to itself. Maybe
everything wll be ok..

EXT: ALLEY QUTSIDE OF RF'S HEAD OFFI CE - THE NEXT MORNI NG

It is another dismal day, and no sunshine can get through the
thick clouds. The unattractive surroundings are basically the
sane; the only difference is, the bins have since been
uprighted and the ness has been tidied up.
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The hum |iated CAT from before is perched on top of the
alleyway wall, and waits to get his vengeance on the DOGS who
slighted him He does so with a burning though controlled
fury. After what seens |ike an eternity of sitting on bird
poo, the CAT spots M CHAEL on the ground. Wthout delay, he
junps and flies through the air, before pouncing on himfrom
behi nd.

Gerro
The CAT starts to paw at M CHAEL wi t hout nercy.

M CHAEL
(trying to befriend the
cat, clutching at
straws)
M AOWN ! (ani nmal | anguage
for "friend!")

The CAT stops attacking M CHAEL and steps away fromhimwth
calm sl ow footsteps.

CAT
(with an inquisitive
t one)
M aow?? (Friend?)

M CHAEL
(cal mMmng the cat down)
Maow... (Again, 'friend).

There is a relieved pause from M CHAEL

M CHAEL
(speaking in curious
m aows)

Ch ny God, you understood ne. You can
speak ani mal | anguage?

The CAT starts making a further series of mews to M CHAEL, and
has a conversation with him

CAT
No shit. It's a |language universal to
all non-humans, you don't have to
patronise me and '"maow in ny face.
Just "woof'... Anyway, what the fuck
i's your problem buddy?



M CHAEL

(barking with

nervousness)
Not hi ng.. Not hing...

CAT
So why did you and your friends push
me off a wall??

M CHAEL

There was an eagle flying right at
you!

CAT
(wth scepticism
What ki nd of eagle?

M CHAEL
Er... a bald eagle.. Wiat's it matter?

CAT
... It's just bald eagles only live in
North Aneri ca. .

M CHAEL
It escaped froma zoo...

CAT
| doubt it, the security in zoos is
extrenely good.

M CHAEL
Have you been on | earning drugs?

CAT
(knowi ng why he asked
and cockily)
No, why?..

M CHAEL
No reason.. Are all cats as
know edgeabl e as you? If so, how cone
you don't create and use advanced
t echnol ogy?

CAT
Most of us have I in the triple
digits, to say the |east. Though of
course, IQtests have certain flaws
and aren't conpletely reliable. W
haven't devel oped nuch over the years,
because we don't have fingers. Also
we're notoriously |azy.
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M CHAEL
| see..

There is a long and thoughtful hesitation from M CHAEL.

M CHAEL
By the way.. Do you know how to
save the world from destruction..

CAT
(wi th obvious
arrogance)
Yep.

M CHAEL
(shocked)
... You do?? How??

CAT
Get nme sone fish and I'lIl make it
worth your while.

M CHAEL
(trying to be friendly)
Alright, we have a deal... Also, may |
conplinment your |anguage skills. The
way dogs used to comruni cate was so

l[imted... W' ve only just caught up.
CAT
(nodest, all of a
sudden)

Yeah. Do you know why that is?

M CHAEL
(very curious)
No, why is it?

CAT
(with a burst of

ener gy)
It's because you suck, dickhead!!!!

After farting in MCHAEL' S face, the CAT sprints away as fast
as he can. After leaving the alleyway opposite the street, he
squeezes into a hole of a nearby fence. MCHAEL tries to catch
up to him but due this his young age and snall size, he is
unable to do so. The CAT is now safe in soneone's garden

M CHAEL
(1 ncensed)
Hey, you! Cone back here, you little
punk!
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The nobil e carrying BYSTANDER is a spotty 15 year old boy, who
has just entered the alleyway. His face is angry with a
constant half-frown. H's eyes seemto be saying 'fuck off'. He
is wearing trendy clothes, a back-to-front baseball cap and
jewelry.

BYSTANDER
VWat the hell happened there?? A dog
and a cat m aowi ng and barking at each
ot her for sone reason, then the cat
gets chased?? That's going straight to
the internet!

Intelligence al so doesn't bring happiness. Did your newy
acqui red know edge of the clever, self centred cat nmake you
feel joy? O did thinking about the sonmetines call ous nature
of animal and manki nd make you sad and depressed? Mst |ikely,
the latter. However, it is still inportant to try your best.
Renmenber the poor health service? Wuld you want | azy,
uneducat ed doctors? In sone cases, happi ness shoul d be
sacrificed for nore happi ness, so to speak.

40. No.

Fortunately, dogs do have norals. Mirals + intelligence is
perfectly fine... Isn't it? Maybe that's what M CHAEL shoul d
have been wondering about, instead of wasting his tine,

hol ding silly grudges. Whilst grudging, he went back to his
amazi ng new kennel, intending to do sone nore chill axing.
However, he just can't distract his mnd fromthat infuriating
CAT.

EXT: RF'S KENNEL - DAY

Due to their amazing innovations, EDDIE, ALEX, M CHAEL and the
at present, nysterious DAVE have been rewarded wi th special,
nei ghbouri ng new kennels. These treasures house 4 DOGS in the
hi ghest of extravagance. The one-room buil di ngs show of f

beauti ful bone-shaped patterns, finely forged out of dianond
encrusted marble. The cozy (to say the least) floors are
carpeted only with the rarest and nost precious of goose
feathers - that of the antarctic platinum goose.

O her animals, famliar with only mld confort and quality,
often stare at the craftsmanship with cold, jeal ous eyes. Such
creatures are nostly sky high birds. The pal aces j ust
described are |ocated on the outside of the Reasonabl e Foods
bui l di ng. They are behind the gate of the main entrance, and
are out of the range of prying human ears. Again, if

necessary, don't be afraid to ask about denentia. | know I
keep goi ng on, but naggi ng works. That has been proven.



EDDI E has just this m nute woken up from his super-sleep, and
is feeling tip top. ALEX and DAVE on the ot her

hand, are

laying with intense relaxation. The latter is an old aged

sausage dog, who is painfully aware of his short

| egs.

He

ironically has a quiet bark that doesn't draw attention to

hi nsel f.

Wy is that ironic? Maybe you wi || understand,

day. Listen to sone classic rock nusic.

M CHAEL
(barking in ani mal
| anguage)
You know that cat we pushed off a
wal | ?

EDDI E
(renmenbering, anused
and a little tired.
Al so bar ki ng)
Yeah, what about it?

M CHAEL
It attacked ne.

EDDI E
(di sappoi nt ed)
God dammt, M chael, you should have
attacked H M

M CHAEL
(enmbarrassed)
Yeah. But then sonething really weird
happened... W started tal king to each
ot her ..

EDDI E
(surprised)
I n woofs or maows? Not that it
matters, of course...

M CHAEL
M aows. | never knew they coul d speak
in the tone of voice | anguage. The
idiot was al so surprisingly
know edgeabl e.

EDDI E
(thoughtfully)

Ah, the | anguage using pitch that is

universal to all intelligent animals.
M CHAEL

Exactly. | hope the swan isn't on the

cat's side, or it may be com ng for
us, as well...

one
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"' m guessing the fornmer can use the
ani mal | anguage, too, but with hisses
i nstead of 'woofs', etc.

EDDI E
(nervous, but rational)
| don't think it is after us. That
bird has made nunerous threats to M.
Cans, but none to us.

M CHAEL
Yeah, maybe |'m just being paranoid..

EDDI E
Most likely... You know that the
prison a few mles fromhere houses
cats for the inmates to | ook after?
Maybe the cat and swan are working
together to get M. Cans. | think the
prick that attacked you has no owner
as it's always on its own. Maybe it
hopes a prison guard will adopt it, or
sonething like that. | think I may
have actually seen the two animals
hangi ng around toget her.

M CHAEL |istens with quiet respect and nods.
EDDI E

Anyway, forget about him we're noving
to a special research centre, now.

M CHAEL
Real ly, where is it?

EDDI E
| don't know, it's a secret. Let's
just go to sleep. I'"'mreally |loving ny
new house.

M CHAEL
Oh ne too, definitely. | don't know

about you, but | could sleep in those
pl aces for days on end.

EDDI E and M CHAEL join ALEX and DAVE in sl eep. Wen they

awaken, they find thensel ves somewhere very, very different.

I NT: (AND A TINY, TINY BIT OF EXT): DOG RESEARCH CENTRE
COMPUTER ROOM - LATER THAT NI GHT

The dog research centre is a nysterious building, |ocated
sonewhere in England. On the outside it | ooks |Iike a norma
office, but on the inside it is |like the interior of a
spaceshi p.
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Here in the conputer room all walls are covered with flat
screen conputers and plasma TVs. These provi de nost of the
significant lighting. Yep, nore people in the tale that want
to recreate night-tine and nore people who use nonitors as

| ightbul bs. The ceiling is dome-shaped and decorated with LEDs
that resenble stars and gal axi es. (For no reason, other than
they | ook cool). Further sets of HUVAN and DOG conputers are
on the angul ar, jet-black tables. There are four of these very
| ong desks in the facility, laid out wwth neat symetry. They
are all surrounded by silver, magnetic hover chairs. ALEX and
DAVE are sitting on two of them In every corner of the room
is a box of dog biscuits, ready for any ANI MAL naki ng a

br eakt hr ough.

EDDI E and M CHAEL have just woken up, to find thensel ves on
top of one of the rooms dog cushions. The two spot ALEX and
DAVE working at their PCs, and they approach themwth a
curious and inquisitive head-tilt. Wen all the DOGS talk in
this part of the story, they switch between ani mal and human
| anguages, just for fun. They are in danger of becom ng
arrogant. Yep, even dogs.

EDDI E
(bar ki ng)
Hey Dave? \What are we supposed to do,
here?

DAVE

(tal ki ng)
We've been told to tell you to study
t he oxytocin research. It was given to
us by the scientists working here.
Just read the articles thoroughly, and
tell the staff your thoughts. Go at
your own pace, as well. Things are
very rel axed, here. If you're too
stressed, you won't think as clearly.

EDDI E
(tal king in English)
Ok, this sounds like this could be
f un!

Wth thier nore conscientious friends, EDDI E and M CHAEL sit
on their levitating chairs and read their conputer screens.
Their eyes are glued to themw th a hei ghtened | evel of
concentration. However, it is not |ong before ALEX spots

M CHAEL sl acki ng.

ALEX
(bar ki ng dog | anguage
whi sper s)
M chael , what are you doi ng?? Do you
WANT to get into trouble?? Wy are you
researchi ng cats?
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M CHAEL
(al so whi spering, but
speaki ng Engli sh)
|"msorry, but sonething's not right.
No cat is that clever!

ALEX
(tal king in French)
Juste se renettre au travail. (Just

get back to work).

. Dogs becom ng narcissists? Know edge i s power, but power
corrupts! This is getting really conplicated, now Stick with
it, and you will reap the rewards.

41. The M ssion

EXT: A PARK QUTSI DE OF THE PRI SON, LONDON - NI GHT, | MVEDI ATELY
AFTER

It is an eerie, goth-friendly night and the park is al nost

uni nhabi ted. The only exceptions are the odd coated dog wal ker
and scuttling fox. This land is a few neters fromthe prison
wall, a penitentiary access road runs through it, and it's
about half the size of a football pitch. The grass is green
but frozen-over and the wind blows it with a soft how.

The SWAN and CAT are hiding in a dustbin in the righthand park
corner, opposite the jail. It is near sone ash trees which are
laid out in a single line, to the other edge of the park. This
handy hiding place is as unnoticeable as it is cheap and
tacky. It is plastic and black wth alid onit, fixed with a
squeaki ng hinge. The BIRD peaks out of this bin and scans the
envi ronment, whenever it is safe to do so, his eyes vigilant
but enpty. Wien he hears footsteps he ducks down and hides,
trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. A knife is held in
the ANI MAL'S beak at all times, making this particularly
difficult. The way he carries it | ooks conpletely natural, as
if it was an extension of hinself. The spell bound CAT m m cs
the SWAN' S devi ous behavi our and he seens as if he's under his
conpl ete control

After a few mnutes of silence, the BIRD and CAT | eap out of
the bin. Know ng no fear, they stonp towards the BTS
NARRATOR' S prison wi ndow whil st the SWAN nods his head up and
down, bl ade rubbing in beak. The ANI MAL seens to be saying, 'l
have a knife, and I'mgoing to stab you'.

A nearby, hovering SWAN is inpressed with the knife w el ding
BIRD S use of tools. Thus, he starts to foll ow himaround,
hopi ng he can | earn sonet hi ng. However, his attenpts to be
like himare rather m ndl ess and pretentious.
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A few seconds |later, another SWAN flies in and joins the ill-
intentioned trio. Before |long around 10 are wal ki ng toget her,
one behind the other. Al of theminsolent. The CAT is second
in comrand and therefore rushes i nmedi ately behind the HEAD
SWAN, whenever he gets challenged for his position.

The MOB continue strutting towards the prison's entrance and
then stop dead. They stand by with a glacier cold patience
that coul d unnerve Charl es Bronson. The HEAD SWAN knows f ul
wel | how odd the multicultural gang | ooks, and is al nost
certain a prison guard will take a closer |look at them Sure
enough, the rusty prison door entrance starts to open within a
matter of seconds. However, it does so with a slowness that
irritates the already over-stinulated troubl emakers.

It's seen that the PRI SON GUARD who opens it, is a 30 year old
nmeat head with 6 foot 5 inches of pure nmuscle. On his neck, he
even has a tattoo of Bruce Lee punching soneone in the face.
Despite his fearsone i mage, he is soon conpletely dazzled by a
br ai nwashed col |l ection of FANATICS flying straight at him The
CAT has his chance. Unseen, he runs through the entrance road
and | eaves the gate far behind him Exhilarated, he ignores
the scary | ooking razor wire covered walls by his side.
However, he soon realises there is another door to get

through - the door |leading to the prison building, itself.
Wi | st the STAFF MEMBER |ies on the floor, imobilised by
confusion, the SWANS fly off into the night.

PRI SON GUARD
(i n disbelief)
What the HELL happened t here??

The GUARD shuts the gate, ASAP, but that isn't saying nuch. As
he is doing so, the CAT rubs against himw th playful eye
contact. This contact hel ps cal mthe GUARD down and all ows him
to get his thoughts together.

PRI SON GUARD

(in a cheerful nood)
Hello, little fella! Do you want to
stay with sone of the inmates here? |
know a coupl e of people who would | ove
to see you! They're not |ike the other
prisoners; they're educated and aren't
prone to hitting people..

The CAT m aows and purrs, with his eyes never |eaving the
GUARD.

In the followng 10 m nutes, the PRI SON STAFF get the CAT
settled into the jail and give hima tour. It is assunmed that
the ANl MAL has no owner, but if he has... Ch, well. It is
obvi ous who should own the CAT. It would be a step too far to
force a creature to live with nurderers, arsonists and
gangsters (again). The | esson has been | earned.
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No, he will have to live with sonmeone who di srespects people
in the extrene and soneone who hits swans..... "Eh?" Wl l,
swans aren't cats. That was the |logic, anyway. 'But the
NARRATOR al so kicked a cat!' Yeah, but that was ages ago.

I NT: MR CANS AND CHAD S PRI SON CELL - N GHT, 10 M NUTES LATER

The room | ooks pretty nmuch the sanme as before, but a chess
board with its pieces lies on the table. Yes, the BTS NARRATOR
has used his favoured openi ng. Possibly because they're tired
of each other, both INVATES are now lying in their beds. The
PRI SON GUARD knocks on the door wth an excited, fast rhythm

PRI SON GUARD
Hey, hey! |'ve got a present for you!

The PRI SON GUARD opens the cell gate to the sound of netallic
screeches. CHAD and CANS |l eap to the fl oor.

CHAD MACALPI NE
Cooh! Hello, kitty! Does it have a
name?

PRI SON GUARD
Look, do you want the cat, or not?

CHAD MACALPI NE

Sur e!
PRI SON GUARD
Alright, I'll see you tonorrow. C ao!
The PRI SON GUARD shuts the door, still excited. The CAT waits

for the GUARD to | eave hearing distance and sits on CHAD S
| ap, purring.

MR. CANS
ina friendly tone)
k you'll like it here,

cD:A

| thi
littl
The CAT' S attitude reverses in a shocking instant. H's cl aws
are show ng, ready for war and bl oodshed.

CAT
(ragi ng and speaki ng
Engl i sh)
Look here, | am NOT your friend, ok?!

CHAD MACALPI NE
(al nost | ost for words)
You... You can tal k!!

CAT
Damm straight, | can
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CHAD MACALPI NE
Learni ng drugs??

CAT
The swan's been giving ne sone. He's
got a secret stash!

CHAD MACALPI NE
(in terror)
Why are you here??

CAT
(wi th nmenace)
The swan and | have an agreenent. |
get you, and he gives ne a lifetine
supply of drugs. | found one, and now
| "' m hooked... Now... Back to business!

In an uncontrolled fury, the CAT attacks MR CAN S throat and
clings toit wth a steely determ nation. Nunb with fear, CHAD
decides the only solution is to break the law... But first, he
wants a few questions answered. ..

CHAD MACALPI NE
(pani cki ng)
Can you speak any ot her |anguages??

The CAT continues attacking MR CANS, whil st speaking with
ever nore clear diction.

CAT
|'"ve learnt how to speak to other
intelligent aninmals, using subtle
differences in each 'm aow .

CHAD MACALPI NE
How come you can communi cate precise
words with 'maows', yet normal cats

can't? | nmean, | assume they can't,
right?
CAT
(angry)

| devel oped ny own | anguage! So did
the swan! Qur 1 are off the scale!

CHAD MACALPI NE
(very inpressed)
That' s amazi ng!
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CAT

(still attacking)
Thanks! It's based on pitch, and is
uni versal to all animals! Any person
can understand anger, through tone of
voi ce. What we aninmals do however, is
use tone of voice in a very specific
way. For exanple, we can use tone of
voi ce to describe a nmedium sized
el ephant, wearing a suit and tie. It's
basically a further devel opnent of
human subconsci ous comruni cation, and
is a language that is built and
understood intuitively, yet |ogically!

CHAD MACALPI NE
How conme you can speak English?!

CAT
| nt ernet vi deos!

CHAD MACALPI NE
And how many nore animals are |ike
you?!
MR. CANS' S throat is now gushing with bl ood.

MR CANS
Just get the fucking cat off of nel!!

CHAD MACALPI NE

Ch yeah, sorry... | wonder how long it
w Il take for proverb strengthening to
kick in... What | do know is...

Curiosity killed the cat!

MR. CANS
No, Chad, it's not worth it!

CHAD keeps repeating the sanme phrase over and over, but
not hi ng happens. Proverb strengthening is |ong gone. The
PRI SON GUARD rushes to the cell and knocks on the door with
furious, deafening thunps.

PRI SON GUARD
W' ve been picking up proverbs in this
cell! Get on the floor and put your
hands behi nd your heads, right now !

Wth caution and nervousness, the PRI SON GUARD opens the door.
Bef ore he has a chance to speak, he is blinded by a | arge
spurt of blood, rushing from MR CANS S neck. In annoyance, he
w pes the fluids away fromhis eyes wwth his sl eeves.
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PRI SON GUARD
What the HELL has been goi ng on here??

The CAT stornms out of the cell and runs to safety.

CHAD MACALPI NE
It was the cat!

PRI SON GUARD
(wi th an under st andi ng
tone of voice)
And you were trying to kill it to
protect your friend?

CHAD MACALPI NE
Exact | y!

PRI SON GUARD
Yeah... Well tough.

CHAD MACALPI NE
Ch, fuck you!

PRI SON GUARD
(enraged)
More shit fromyou?? Do you ever want
to get out of this place?!

CHAD MACALPI NE
If it nmeans never having to speak to a
moron like you, I'd |l ove to!

PRI SON GUARD

... Can you imgine a world without | aws and prisons? Because
at the nmonment, there are none for animals. A terrifying

t hought. Thank God, aninals on learning drugs are a m niscul e
mnority. In fact, as | know everything I can confirmthat
there are none nore than already nentioned. (O her than the
CAT' S friend, who nostly m nds her own business). Does that
mean we can rel ax, though?

42. Extreme Measures

O course we can relax, I'mjust trying to build sonme tension.
P If a prisoner feels they are in danger, they can be put
i nto segregation, obviously.

Back to the story... ('Hey, have you just replaced those four
words with "anyway'? I'monto you!'.... How dare you....)...
Not a | ot has happened, overnight. Everyone has basically just
gone to sl eep. Though sone got to sleep easier than others.
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I NT: PRI SON HALLWAY - NEXT MORNI NG

On the bl oodstained, netallic sidewal ks of the prison, dead
and nutilated rats lay everywhere. Al so here, is the CAT. He
is now fat and incapacitated and is nuch too tired to hide,
anynore. The PRI SON GUARD | urches up to him stanping his
feet.

PRI SON GUARD
Theeere you are! |'ve been | ooking for
you ever ywher e!

The CAT miaows with a soft, sweet pur and a cough.

PRI SON GUARD
Don't try and guilt trip nme! You're
out of here, you psychopathic little
t oer ag!

The PRI SON GUARD grabs the CAT by the scruff of his neck,
mar ches out of the prison and hurls himout of the gate. The
CAT is nowin the park road, in the grey, cloudy weather.

PRI SON GUARD
Now, don't cone here, again!

The CAT, alnost fit to burst, waddl es back to the Reasonabl e
Foods Main O fice. At |least there, he is sure of his
territory. He stops for a nonent, is violently sick then
continues with his very long journey. As he | eaves the

pat hway, SQUI RRELS stare at him They seemto nock him as
they know the FELINE is in no fit state to chase them The CAT
thinks to hinmself "kill nme now ..' and is sick, again.

An hour passes. The sky high SWAN has since discarded his
knife to avoid attention and capture. However, his hiss is
still fearsone. As his wings raise, it can be seen that the
ANl MAL is carrying one large itemunder each feather fl ap,
sonmehow. He spots the oblivious MOGGY, who is wal king down a
muddy path in a public ground. It's nice and green and
features the odd, |one tree, anongst other curious things.
(For exanple, a noss covered WA pillbox). There are also two
FAMLIES in sight. The BIRD focuses in on his ACCOWLI CE and
makes a brazen | anding. Comng to he senses, he then conceal s
his articles.

The CAT soon spots the SWAN as well, and in response, wal ks
into the guard post. The two can then converse in secret,
ideally with dignity. Inside the enpty concrete roomit is
grey all around. Even though it is dark, sone |light nmanages to
enter the machine gun holes and the door-1less entrance.
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SWAN
(communi cating in
hi sses)
So.... D d you achieve the goals | set
you?

CAT
(communi cating in swan
hi sses, to be
respectful)
Well... Nearly...

SWAN
What ?! You're so lucky I don't have ny
knife on ne!

CAT
(nervous)
Yes... So, how did you find ne?

Wth pride, the SWAN |ifts his left wing and reveals a battery
powered Satnav. It's glued to his feathers but the job seens
rushed.

SWAN
| carry this with nme at all tines.
|"ve just been scanning the area near
the prison to see what's been going
down... | paid a drunk tranp to gl ue
it to me, he won't renenber a thing
about it. He was puzzled at the tine,
t hough.

CAT
(about to | eave the
roomand get on with
hi s j ourney)
Is that all? Good. Well, bye...

SWAN
(becom ng angry)
You' re not goi ng anywher e!

CAT
Vell, what do you want ne to do??

SWAN
(with defiance)
Break in by force.

CAT
What ?7?



The rest of his body eerie and still,

SWAN
You keep an eye out for any w tnesses
and 1"l smash through the prison
walls. | won't tell you how, for now
it's a surprise.

CAT
You' ve gone too far, swan! We'll never

get away with it! W'll get put down!

SWAN
(wi th nmenace)
Wiy don't you take a | ook what's under
nmy other w ng, before you have any
nore thoughts of betraying ne...

right wng. To the CAT' S horror, he reveals a snal

| auncher.

SWAN
| fire this little beauty by
pressuring my w ng agai nst that huge
trigger, there..

CAT
(gul pi ng)
You know what, you can keep your
| earning drugs. You're starting to
freak nme out.

SWAN
You think I can kill a man and not a
cat ?
CAT
(qui et)
Good logic....
SWAN
Exactly. Now do as | say, or I'll blow

you up into a pile of mangy cat fur

CAT
(with politeness)
Can | have a weapon too, please?..

SWAN
(being strict)
No, you have to have sonewhere to hide
it.

CAT
| could shoot |asers out of ny
nmout h. . .

t he SWAN ascends hi s

gr enade

The weapon is also fixed to his feathers with gl ue.
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SWAN
G ow up.

CAT
Anyway, what happens if soneone sees
you carrying the grenade | auncher?

SWAN
VWat will they do? Call the police?

CAT
They could filmyou..

SWAN
| guess | have been reckless at tines.
| usually am careful, though and fly
above the clouds. Wien | walk with ny
w ngs down, no one woul d suspect a
t hi ng. ..

I NT: MR CANS AND CHAD' S PRI SON CELL - AFTERNOON, THE SAME DAY

Over the next few awful hours, CHAD and MR CANS |ie on their
bunks, traumatised. The furious CAT attack is sinply too much
for themto deal with. Because of this, the PAIR S cell is
still in an untidy ness. Neither PRISONERS in the roomare in
afit state to clear up. However, the blood has been washed
away for health and safety reasons. But wait, so |I'm saying
they're NOT in segregation? Ch, no....

MR. CANS
That cat and swan will stop at nothing
to kill nme!... |I"ve been thinking |ong
and hard, and have decided to have a
sex change. It's ny right as a
pri soner.

CHAD MACALPI NE
(trying to calmhim
down)
Don't be silly... Though, you m ght
want to consider dressing as a
woman. .. Can you talk in a foreign
accent ?

MR. CANS
(becom ng hopeful)
| can do Russi an!

CHAD MACALPI NE
There you go. You' re now a Russi an
woman called Doris. You'll be fine.
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MR. CANS
(cal m ng down)
Thanks.

Qut of nowhere, a massive blast obliterates the wall facing
the outside. In terror, MR CANS and CHAD dive for cover under
their bed and shelter thenselves fromthe flying bricks. As
snoke saturates the room they are blinded for an agoni sing
few seconds. During this time the SWAN has flown in, carrying
the CAT with avengi ng, dom nating body-I|anguage. Once the
snoke has cleared, the ANIMALS stand in the two prisoners
faces with heartl ess eye-contact.

SWAN
You're truly fucked, now

MR CANS
(horrified)
You can speak!

SWAN
Learni ng drugs!

MR. CANS
You too?! | knew it! But how did you
find the strength to carry the cat and
t he weapon?!

SVWAN
(wi thout fear)
St er oi ds!

MR. CANS
How are you getting hold of all this
st uff?!

SWAN
None of your business!

The SWAN |ifts his wing with no expression on its face, ready
to fire his weapon.

MR CANS
| f you shoot, we'll all get killed!

Wth awkwar dness, the SWAN takes a few steps back and gets
ready to fire, again.

MR. CANS
(nervous)
No... Still not enough.
SWAN

Arrrgh!
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The SWAN junps to MR CANS and pecks his eye in frustration.

MR, CANS
ow |

At that point, the blind MR CANS grabs the SWAN by the neck
and shakes him whilst swnging his arns. The PRI SON GUARD
rips open the door, filled with hate.

PRI SON GUARD
NOT ONLY HAVE YOQU TRI ED TO BREAK QUT,
YOU VE ATTACKED ANOTHER FUCKI NG
SWAN! ! !

CHAD MACALPI NE
Actually, it was the sane swan..

MR. CANS
Shut up! It's not what it |ooks
like!'!l The swan broke in to kill me!

PRI SON GUARD
COME WTH ME, RI GHT NOW!

MR. CANS
Look at the CCTV!I!I

PRI SON GUARD
" m not | ooking at CCTV to watch a
swan break into this prison

The PRI SON GUARD narches CHAD and MR CANS out of the cel
ruins, and drags themto the prison office room The two |Iinp
to the sounds of encouragenent and cheers fromthe other

PRI SONERS. In the commotion, the SWAN flies away, carrying the
CAT. The ANI MALS are very anused and have no pl ans of
surrender.

... So once again fromne, the PRI SONERS weren't in
segregation... Do you honestly think the JAILERS woul d believe
a CAT broke into prison just to kill the CONVICTS? There had
to be a logical explanation... Keep thinking, you're not
finished reading yet.

43. The Breakt hrough

From human prison, to animal captivity. At |east no animals
are going to break in here... R ght?

What has happened, since we |ast saw the four DOGS? Not too
much; it's only been about a day. They've basically just been
doi ng the sane conputer-based anal ysis. However, not al

ANI VALS are treated with ki ndness.
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| NT: DOG RESEARCH CENTRE, AN MAL TESTI NG ROOM SOVEWHERE | N
ENGLAND - THE NEXT DAY, AS | SAID

In this section of the research centre, vicious ANI MALS are
chained to the jagged brick walls. Each CREATURE has its own
smal | and stripped-down living area, separated by a further
set of knee-high blocks. Al AN MALS seem determ ned to nmake
their tornment or even happi ness known about; the roomis |oud
enough to drive one mad. Under the guidance of w se, though
di stressed speaki ng DOGS, PECPLE in purple give the ANl MALS
different fornms of oxytocin drugs. They then nonitor and note
the often unwanted and startling effects they have, with the
hel p of the SCI ENTI ST.

This authoritative MAN is a 40 year old man with | ong bl ack
hair, in a bun. He is of Chinese ancestry with a round, clean-
shaven face. H's burning eyes suggest deep-seated anger. He is
medi um hei ght but thinner than he should be. He is also
wearing nothing but purple; his centre, his rules.

Aha!! After he rubs his eyes in disbelief, there seens to be
one drugged ANIMAL that is acting just as one would hope. Its
behavi our is encouraging and consistent. It gets exam ned for
a few m nutes.

SClI ENTI ST
(al most in disbelief,
and t hi nki ng al oud)
Oh ny God! We've finally found an
effective drug that has been proven to
have no side effects, whatsoever!..

Well at least not in animals... Before
| prepare to tell the governnent the
brilliant news, | just want to tell ny

good friend Sir George, first...
The happy SCI ENTI ST phones SI R GEORGE

SCI ENTI ST
Hey, ny man! It's the scientist!

SI R GEORGE
(being friendly)
Do you really have to use your code
nane?

SClI ENTI ST
Yeah. ..

SI R GEORCE
It's kind of a shitty, vague code
name, isn't it?. ..

SCl ENTI ST
Yeah. | gue..
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SI R GEORCE
(cutting in)
.... How about dirty, thieving

bel | end??

SClI ENTI ST
"1l give you the noney next week.
Anyway, never mnd all that, ny team
and | have just devel oped an effective
drug that has no side effects in

animals... at all!
SI R GEORCE
(1'i ghteni ng up)
Oh, that's great news! I'msorry but |
have to go, right now, I"'mreally
busy. ..

SI R GEORCGE hangs up the phone before The SCI ENTI ST has a
chance to say ' bye'

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S HOUSE - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER CALL

SIR GCEORGE' S living room has since been tidied and not a
single dog hair is in sight. He's done a very thorough job,
actually. This is because in reality, he has too nuch tine to
hi msel f. He has been so | ong out of work, he has given up on
trying or even thinking properly. To fight the boredom he has
taken up painting and his artworks of fanmous Cockneys are
everywhere. Even though the furniture and decorations are
neocl assi cal masterpieces, he has no problem covering themif
need be. Wth a poorly thought out urge, SIR GEORGE decides to
stop working on his | atest watercol our, and nobil e phone the
PRI ME M NI STER, i nstead.

SI R GEORCE
Hey, wassup! |'ve got sone great news!
News good enough for ne to stop
wor ki ng on ny speci al Cockney project!

PRI ME M NI STER
VWhat is it?

SI R GEORGE
The new oxytocin drugs are both safe
AND effective!

PRI ME M NI STER
Bangi ng!

SI R GEORCE
Bangi ng!
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PRI ME M NI STER
You nean the drug is even safe for
peopl e to take?

SIR GEORCGE stops the |ight conversation.

SI R GEORCE
(thinking to hinself)
Vell, people are aninals, too..
PRI ME M NI STER
Sir Ceorge?..
SI R GEORCE
Oh, right. Yes, they're safe for
peopl e. ..

PRI ME M NI STER
Bangi ng!

SI R GEORCE
(with confidence)
Exactly, bangtastic.

PRI ME M NI STER
k, bye then..

SI R CEORGE
Byeee. . .

After ending his high-spirited call wwth the PM a happy SIR
CEORGE rings the SCIENTI ST.

SI R GEORCE
(in a good nood)
Hey man, | just called to ask you to

stop the research

SCI ENTI ST
(surprised)
But we've only tested on aninals...

SI R GEORCE
That's conpletely fine. Tell the boss
it's all good, I know what |'mtalking
about .

SClI ENTI ST
Alright then... If you're sure..

SI R GEORCE
Sure as I'll ever be. You can tel

everyone to go hone now, to work on
ot her projects.
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SClI ENTI ST
(conf used)
Alright, bye then... | nmean... Really,
t hough??
SI R GEORGE
Yep. Just email your research to ne
and 1'lIl send it to the PM as he

knows nme, nore. Don't you worry about
a thing. Byeeeeeeeyeeeeyeee.

Nope. No ani mal s broke in.
44. Part 5: Oxytocin

This is part 5. In part 4, you |learnt how destructive it would
be to give learning drugs to certain animals. Renmenber, just
because an ani mal | ooks fluffy and defencel ess, it doesn't
mean it has a conscience. In fact, many 'cute' animals could
be di agnosed as psychopat hs, using popul ar di agnostic nmanual s.

It's been 5 years since we've heard fromthe Anmerican
SECRETARY OF DEFENCE, now. \Wat's he been up to? He's been in
cl ose contact with SIR GEORGE and the current PRIME M N STER
t hroughout this whole sorry proverb strengthening situation.
He has al so been active in trying to find a solution.

News fromthe UK s governnment has spread to every allied
country's intelligence services, in fact. Every single
docunent and research paper has been sent in the click of a
maxi mum encrypted email. The only people who don't know about
oxytocin being put in the water supply now, are civilians and
enem es of the state.

| NT: THE PENTAGON, VIRG@ NI A - A DAY LATER

Here, lasers are shining through snoke in the dark, again.
Very cool, but now there is additional strobe lighting. The
secret service STAFF are optim stic about the dodgy schene but
are al so cautious, due its newness. This doesn't effect the
quality of their paper work and conputing, however. But then
agai n, the SECRETARY OF DEFENCE is standing over sonme of them
This MAN is now 65 years old. Due to the stress of the job,
over the years he has becone nore winkl ed.
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SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
Al right, everyone, listen up! W and
al nost all of our spies have just
started work on a massive world w de
project, so it is vital we don't screw
up! If you pick up any civilian
voi cing their suspicions, you nust
tell nme immrediately! If word gets out
about our project, there wll be
gl obal outrage! Do you understand??

Cl A WORKERS
(under stress and in
uni son)

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
Good! And renenber; our drug kicks in
straight away and its effects die
away, just as fast. Therefore, we have
to be on the ball when we nonitor
peopl e, and when we make sure no one
ever acts normally! The good news is,
in this peaceful time we can start to
dismantl e all our nukes, and such! Now
get back to wor.....

Qut of the blue, the SOD S nobile phone rings. He answers it,
not letting any tension show in his voice.

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
Hell o, the Secretary of Defence,
speaki ng. .

VLADI M R PUTI N
(in a friendly tone of
Voi ce)
It's W ad.

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
(surprised and nervous)
Oh, hello.... Wat do you want?

VLADI M R PUTI N
| just wanted to say sorry... About
the nuke threats, all those years ago.

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
You do??

VLADI M R PUTI N
(enmbarrassed)
O course!... Also, I'msorry about
Crai g. Soneone working for us had him
enpl oyed for you.
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We knew he had severe nental health
probl ens, and we wanted to create a
little chaos.

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
(in frustration)
God dammt, of course! Ch CGod, | fee
so stupid right now

VLADI M R PUTI N
My bad. Hopefully he didn't cause too
many problenms for you?

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
(cal m ng down)
No, not really, he left pretty quickly
to pursue other projects. | believe he
now works on a farmin Al abana.

VLADI M R PUTI N
Real ly? I's he well?

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
We don't really keep in touch. CQur
intelligence reports suggest he is no
danger, at |east.

VLADI M R PUTI N
Ch, good. Well if you ever see him
again, give himny best w shes.

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
Is that all you've phoned up to say?

VLADI M R PUTI N
(enmbarrassed)
Is that a problen?

SECRETARY OF DEFENCE
(awkwar d)
No... No.... Alright, bye then?

VLADI M R PUTI N
Love you, bye..

ybh think England is any | ess weird?

45. Bl ack Metal Probl ens

This scene is starting off with SIR GEORGE

t he potenti al

randommess happened in Virginia, Anerica. Do

It definitely has
to be weird. Is he proud that he has once again
been responsible for saving the world? Put sinply, yes.

201.
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Yesterday was the tine for nore celebration. Online chess?
Actually, no. He finished off his |latest nusical project,
i nst ead.

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S CAR HOLD, LONDON - THE NEXT DAY

The sungl asses wearing SIR GEORCE is standing in his spacious
garage, admring the dazzling chrone plated walls and fl oor.
The way the chandeliers (yes, nore of thenm) light themup is
pretty cool. After opening his shiny black supercar's door, he
sitsinit wth satisfaction. To match his shades, all its

w ndows have just been tinted a mysterious (hopefully) black.
The passenger ones are fully open and ready for business.
Passers by will be forced to hear the hardcore bl ack netal
project that he's been | abouring at, over the years; his
stereo is preset to full vol une.

FYl, his anthemis a brutal, old school black netal classic,
pl ayed at blistering speed. It is over 280 bpm and the bl ast
beat drummng is played in relentless sem quavers. H's nusic
is notable for its guitar virtuosity and use of exotic scales.
Marty Friedman influences are obvious. He recorded the nusic
on CD at home, using nusic witing and produci ng software.
Even though the equipnent he likes to use isn't exactly retro,
it is always used to produce distorted, cheap-sounding
sonorities. GEORGE' S fingers hover over the play button, but
he isn't ready, yet.

SI R GEORGE
(thinking to hinself,
i n sadness)
" m 85 years old and have never been
in an extrenme netal band. |'ve never

pl ayed in front of a depressed,
masochi sti c audi ence, sniffing dead
animal s to nmake them sick and nost

likely, I never will. Well, today that
changes, today people will hear ny
skills.

Cal mand collected, SIR GEORGE presses a renpte button from
his car, to open the garage door. He drives out of the car
container with care and grace. However, once he is out of the
dri veway and onto the road, things change. He | eaves the exit
open in punkish apathy and revs his engine to excess.

After a few nonents of psyching hinself up, SIR GEORGE ri des
in the direction of a nore busy part of London. He shows
little concern for road safety and | ess for societal norns.
Wi | st acting as above the |law, he blasts out his new song to
every PASSER BY in sight.

SIR GEORCGE' S BLACK METAL SONG
Wil st riding nmy goat in the forest
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| noticed the sky was bl acker than
usual

Al nost as bl ack as ny soul

As | gazed at the noon

Wi ch | ooked |ike an evil freezing
cheese

| was haunted by nenories

O nuns playing on the grass

| travelled to the graveyard

To find sonme peace of m nd

But deers and flowers and bunny
rabbits

Was all | did find

Satan's fury built up inside of ne
My eyes burning like the sun

Li ke channel 4268762BF66, all egedly, |
sl apped all of the aninals

Then | fucking ran!

(That's what the lyrics were. How it sounded, however, was
sonmething like this... ' AAAARRGH EEEEEEEI || EEEEEI || AAARCH
OO000000000GHHH EEEI EIE', etc. It basically sounded |ike a cat
fighting. Cookie nonster vocals in contrast, are applied to
death netal. Hopefully, you've | earned sonething).

SI R GECRCGE has repeated his opus and has now reached a busy
district. It is overshadowed by many colourful, nmulti-story
shops (not that GECRGE cares about them), and there nust be
around 100 PECPLE in sight. The general nood is positive and
uplifting, faces are happy and gaits are light and bounci ng.
However, PEOPLE seemto be calmto the point of weirdness. A
| arge group of PEDESTRI ANS of all ages shout subdued
encouragenents at SIR GEORGE

GROUP OF PEDESTRI ANS
Hey! That shit's amazing! Wuat's it
cal | ed??

SI R GEORCE
(very happy and
shouting out of the
| eft w ndow)
It's called 'Freezing Cheese'! | wote

it nys...

Wi |l st distracted, SIR GEORCE | oses control of his vehicle and
skids off of the road. Confusing the accelerator with the
brakes, he's travelling at a nuch higher speed than |egal,
maki ng every novenent of the steering wheel uncontrolled. H s
tires screech, building to a terrible crescendo and signalling
to many to get the hell out of the way. Even though many
manage to do so, he drives his sports car straight into two
PEDESTRIANS. It's a direct hit. There is a very |oud crunch
noi se, with sounds of shattering glass. Louder still, are the
cries of pain.
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The autonobile's front now begins inches fromthe w ndscreen.

SI R GEORGE
(pani cki ng)
Ch, shit!!!

Once the worst of the commotion is over, and once GEORGE has

| ess reason to be so self-centred, his VICTIMS can be seen by
him PEDESTRIAN NO. 1 is a 20 year old skinhead. H's face is
difficult to read, but nost avoid |ooking at it, anyway. It
doesn't | ook good. He has pale skin and hairy, nuscul ar arns.
He is taller than average and wears a | eather jacket with
studs on it. PEDESTRIAN NO 2 is NO1's friend. Hs face is
grimand lifeless. He is another pale-skinned skinhead, but is
| anky and 30. He is wearing sleevel ess jeans, |eather trousers
and a belt with bullets on it. H's exposed arns are conpletely
covered in tattoos.

PEDESTRI AN NO 1
(el | oned out)
Aw, man.... You ran nme over!

SIR CEORCGE gets out of the car, with only a few cuts on his
face. He then wal ks up to the CASUALTIES, who are bl eeding on
t he ground.

SI R GEORGE
Oh shit, sorry!

PEDESTRI AN NO. 2
(1 aughi ng)
He ran ne over, too! Look, there's
bl ood, everywhere! But enough about
me, | ook at your car!

PEDESTRI AN NO. 1
Aw, shit! It's totally ruined! Wuld
you like ne to pay for the danages? |
shoul dn't have distracted you!

SI R GEORCE
(grateful)
Thank you, that's very kind.

PEDESTRI AN NO. 2
| can help you, too, | shouldn't have
let ny friend disturb you from your
awesone dri vi ng!

PEDESTRI AN NO. 1
No, no, no! |I'mnot having that!
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SI R GEORCE
(trying to be hel pful)
| hate to intrude on your
conversation, but | HAVE just crashed
a rat her expensive vehicle. It wll
probably be best if you paid
together... What the FUCK is that?.

| medi ately after SIR GEORGE finishes exclaimng, a stylish
convertible smashes inches away fromthe THREESOVE. The crash
and its resulting flying wi ndow and netal w eckage nakes
everyone in the way screamin agony. However, the further
injuries aren't serious. Amazingly, the SECOND CAR CRASH

DRI VER now has everyone's attention. He is a respectable

| ooki ng, 40 year old man. He has wi se eyes, thin lips and a
shaved hair cut. It's either that, or look like a nmonk. He is
wearing a grey business suit. He gets out of the car, unhurt
and j oi ns GEORGE

SECOND CAR CRASH DRI VER ( BUSI NESS NMAN)

(rnortified)
Oh, ny word! I am SO sorry! | just
|l ost control! | don't know what's been

goi ng on! There have been hundreds of
car crashes today, in this city al one!
It was on the news!

There are nysterious crashing sounds far, far away. However,
in the craziness, no one here notices.

PEDESTRI AN NO. 1
How awful! And there was nme worrying
about ny severe back pain. How
sel fish!!

PEDESTRI AN NO. 2
It's ok, it's ok. | understand. I'min
agony, too.. Forgive ne, but does
anyone have any pain killers on thenf

PEDESTRI AN NO 1
How rude! If people buy them it's
because THEY want to use them

PEDESTRI AN NO. 2
O course. I'll wait till the pain
goes away. ..

SI R GEORCE
... Anyway, what was it about ny nusic
that you liked? Did you notice ny use
of 5/47
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PEDESTRI AN NO. 1
(straining his voice in
agony)
Oh, definitely! It was very subtle,
t hough. It didn't sound weird and un-
nmusi cal .

SI R GEORCE
Yes, when using odd tinme signatures,
you have to divide the bars into
groups of 2s and 3s.

PEDESTRI AN NO. 1
So, if playing in 11/4, you could
break it down into '2,3,2,2,2'?

SI R GEORCE
Exactly. O nmaybe '3,2,3,3".

PEDESTRI AN NO. 1
Oh, that's actually quite sinple.

SI R GEORCE
Yes... May | conplinment your injuries?
They're going to need a | ot of
stitches. The scars will | ook very

cool .

PEDESTRI AN NO. 1
That's very sweet of you

SI R GEORGE
No prob..

In the distance, the sound of a high
pit ched ' aaaaaaaaAAAAAARRRRGHHH! ' I'" gets cl oser and cl oser.

SECOND CAR CRASH DRI VER ( BUSI NESS MAN)
(still devastated)

VWhat in the world is that??..
Ten neters away, another massive smash-up is heard. For sone
strange reason, horrific and di scordant harnony rings on.
However, PEOPLE aren't as bothered as they should be. They
have becone desensitised. Even so, they do turn their heads to
the incident. It's now clear that the van involved has
pl oughed straight through a | ocal piano shop, narrowy m ssing
further ONLOOKERS.

SECOND CAR CRASH DRI VER ( BUSI NESS NMAN)
Jesus Christ, not another one!

Through her crunbling w ndscreen, the TH RD CAR CRASH DRI VER
is seen. She is a 70 year old |lady, painted with purple under
her synpathetic eyes.
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Her makeup can't renove her winkles, however. She is smal
and wears a flowery dress. She gets out of the mni truck and
linmps up to GEORGE' S new FRI ENDS.

THI RD CAR CRASH DRI VER (OLD LADY)
(surprised, but
relatively calm
Fuck ne!

PEDESTRI AN NO. 1
(very concer ned)
Are you ok, old |ady??

THI RD CAR CRASH DRI VER (OLD LADY)
| am but nmy car's in a very sorry
st at e!

SECOND CAR CRASH DRI VER ( BUSI NESS MAN)
(relieved, but
surprised at her
cal mess)
Well, that's the main thing..

PEDESTRI AN NO. 1
|'d offer to take you hone, but ny
| egs are broken...

PEDESTRI AN NO. 2
(1 aughi ng)
| " m par al ysed!

SECOND CAR CRASH DRI VER ( BUSI NESS MAN)
(still traumatised)
VWhat a ni ght mar e!

The THI RD CAR CRASH DRI VER then starts to giggle.

SECOND CAR CRASH DRI VER ( BUSI NESS NMAN)
It's funny how nuch it's possible to
suffer though, isn't it?

SIR GECRGE' S nobil e phone rings with a happy ringtone. He
answers it, enbarrassed.

SI R GEORGE
Hel | 0?. ..

PRI ME M NI STER
(ragi ng)
YOU SAI D THE DRUG WAS TESTED ON

SI R GEORCE
(becom ng defensive)
It was!



PRI ME M NI STER
YOU | DI OI, THE SCIENTIST SAIDIT S
ONLY BEEN TESTED ON AN MALS!!

SI R GEORGE
Peopl e ARE ani nmal s!

PRI ME M NI STER
JESUS CHRI ST!' THE DRUG CAN MAKE SQOVE
PEOPLE DROWSY, MAKI NG THEM LOSE THEI R
COORDI NATI NG ABI LI TI ES! THE WHCOLE
WORLD I'S | N DI SARRAY!

SI R GEORGE
Listen, |I've just crashed ny car,
can't you go easy on ne??

PRI ME M NI STER
(conf used)
You as wel|? But you have your own
natural water to drink. You shouldn't
experience any effects of the oxytocin
drug. ..

SI R GEORCE
(confused by the
coment)
| don't...

PRI ME M NI STER
(still very angry)
oo kLo well, luckily for you no
one really cares about all the
insanity you caused. ..

SI R GEORGE
(nervous)
Excel lent. ..

PRI ME M NI STER
(conti nui ng)
: In fact the indifference |evels
peopl e experience are quite over the
top. That's another thing | have to
sort out, now.

SI R GEORGE
| guess keep the research going, then?

PRI ME M NI STER
It's al ready underway. However, |
think I'll make sure Putin gets plenty
nore of the drug already in
circul ation.

208.
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And while |I'"'m here, sonme of the
research docunents you sent ne were
edited by you, weren't they?

SI R GEORGE
Yeah.

PRI ME M NI STER
Don't ever contact ne again.

SECOND CAR CRASH DRI VER ( BUSI NESS NMAN)
Oh shit, ook out!!!

Anot her conplete screwup from SIR GEORGE. Have you been
counting how many that is, now? | nake it 8. WII he ever get
his break?? And will the PRIME M N STER be able to get out of
the ness (to put it mldly) he's in?

46. A Tough Interview

Just for fun, you mght want to count how many tinmes the PRI ME
M NI STER screws up, as well. Please note, just because soneone
appears or is confident, (e.g. SIR GEORGE), it doesn't
necessarily nean they know what they are doing. In fact

narci ssismis a behaviour designed to counter feelings of
inferiority. Getting deep, now.

The PM however, hasn't been feeling too confident, |ately..
INT: SIR GEORGE' S LI VING ROOM LONDON - NEXT DAY

SIR GCEORCGE is stretched across his bl oodstai ned sof a,
depressed, bandaged and in constant pain. H's frequent
sacki ngs and fuckups nmake him feel sonewhat worthl ess.
However, the excellent surroundings make himfeel a little
better. He is watching the news, tired.

| NT: NEWS STUDI O, FI LM NG ROOM - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

The filmng roomof the studio is an area bordering on small.
It contains little nore than a blue, block Iike desk with
simlarly styled chairs surrounding it. The NEWS REPORTER i s
on the chair behind the desk. Behind him is a very large TV
screen.

#dont | ookupdej avui t soki adm titi mM ngi ngi ti dont knowwhat i ndoi ng

NEWS REPORTER
Yest erday, the world experienced
conpl ete madness as car crashes
i ncreased one hundred-fold.
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The Prime M nister blamed the bizarre
occurrences on strange alien activity,
only detectable by Anmerican space
stations. He gave the follow ng short
but fascinating interview, recorded
earlier. He will be behind ne soon..

| f only he was behind Sir George! He
was a great nman and shoul d be Prine

M ni ster!

The now tearful NEWS REPORTER ducks down, trying not to draw
attention to hinmself. This is so his viewers can get a clearer
pi cture of the seated PRIME M NI STER and TV | NTERVI EVER. The
latter is an attractive 25 year old woman. She has | ong brown
hair and freckles on her rounded face. She is wearing a pale
bl ue dress that blends into the surroundings. In part because
of her assertive body | anguage, the PMstarts to sweat.

TV | NTERVI EVER
M. Prime Mnister.. Yesterday, it
seened all hell broke | oose. Can you
pl ease explain to our viewers what
happened?

PRI ME M NI STER
(unconf ortabl e)
Yes. The drowsi ness and coordi nation
probl ens peopl e suffered yesterday,
were caused by a rare spike in alien
radio activity. It came fromthe
extrenely distant planet,
" Chi rpendi a' .

TV | NTERVI EVER
(ast oni shed)
Chi r pendi a??

PRI ME M NI STER
That's right, Kerpender.

TV | NTERVI EMER
| thought you said ' Chirpendia'.

(The NEWS REPORTER is still ducking down, BTW.

PRI ME M NI STER
No, Kerpender. Anyway, the planet is
so ridiculously far away, that only
t he nost powerful Anerican space
stations can observe it. However, we
haven't contacted its inhabitants,
because their weapons are too powerful
and we're scared of them
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W' ve been keeping an eye on the
Chirpendites for many years, and our
NASA spi es have hacked into their
conputer system Fromthere, we have
stolen their vital radio activity
records. Such spikes in activity only
occur every 10,000 Chirpendia years,
when the aliens have a nmassive party.
The effects of their radio waves are
fortunately conpletely harmless in the
long term There wll be no nore
dramatic rises in car crashes on
Earth, for many, many centuries. |
hope |I've cleared everything up, for
you.

TV | NTERVI EVER
Actually, | have a hundred nore
questions for you and |I'm sure our
vi ewers do, too.

PRI ME M NI STER
Well, tough, it's secret.

TV | NTERVI EMER
You can't tell us anything??

PRI ME M NI STER
Nope. Good day.

TV | NTERVI EMER
How about you explain why you didn't
warn peopl e about the spike in radio
activity? I nean if it happens every
10, 000 Derpender years, it's pretty
predictable, right?

PRI ME M NI STER
Chi rpendi a years. ..

TV | NTERVI EMER
You didn't answer my question...

PRI ME M NI STER
Yeah, | know.

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S HOUSE - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

SIR GEORGE turns off his TV, as he has just renenbered
sonet hi ng troubling. He phones the SCI ENTI ST, shaken.

SI R GECRGE
Yo, Scientist...



SCl ENTI ST
Sir Ceorge?
SI R GEORCE

Yep. Do you know when oxytocin will be
put in the water, again? | ran over
two ski nheads, yesterday, and |I'm
worried about ny safety.

SClI ENTI ST
It shouldn't be Iong, now The Prine
M ni ster has invested a great deal
nore into the project, recently; he
won't appreciate how angry people w |
be getting at him for keeping the
made up planet secret. He also is in
trouble for claimng expenses to fuel
his cocaine habit. That's a biggie. If
you need a place to hide, you can stay
at the secret research centre for a
while. ..

SI R GEORGE
Na, if the Prime Mnister finds out,
he'll be pissed at ne. He'll think I'm
runni ng away fromny problens. He said
he didn't want to talk to nme anynore.

SClI ENTI ST
Because of the whol e ani mal / peopl e
conf usi on?

SI R GEORCE
Exactly. | mean people are aninals
too, right??

SClI ENTI ST
(offering support)
Yep. People are aninmals, too..

SI R GEORCE
Exactly. It's the Prime Mnister's
faul t.

SCl ENTI ST
M hmm  Anyway, |'mvery busy. Testing
drugs on people is a lot nore
stressful than testing on animals. W
mai nl'y ki dnap drunk, partying
tourists, then drug them so they don't
remenber anything. It's very risky.

SI R GEORCE
Yeah, well at |east you' ve got a
j ob. ..

212.
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SCl ENTI ST
You can ki dnap sone druggy Cermans
' ve been keeping ny eye on.

SI R GECRGE
Na, I'Il be fine.

SCl ENTI ST
Al right, bye then.

... If you want sonme in depth articles on narcissism go to
psychol ogyforthewi n.com They're OBSESSED with it. Wat we
have next, are nore antisocial traits.

47. The Ki dnappi ng

When wi Il people | earn? Stal king people and cl ubbing themis
not acceptable! I'"'mtalking to you, SCIENTIST! Woops. |'ve
said too much... O maybe I'mtricking you, again..

Since his phone call with SIR GEORGE, things have got a little
nore intense for the SCIENTIST. He shouldn't hit people.

EXT: YORKSH RE COUNTRYSI DE - LATER IN THE NI GHT

H gh up in the | onesone dales, it is a bitter, noonlit night.
Despite the unconfortabl e weather, (yessssss, again) the
countryside is beautiful and filled with rolling hills. These
tourist attractions stretch as far as the eye can see. A snmall
B and B and car park is nearby, as well as sone fluffy white
sheep. They are in the mddle of the road, just to be
annoyi ng. They aren't doing nmuch, other than conversing with
each other in a very basic | anguage.

Hi di ng behi nd his parked van, the SClI ENTI ST spies on a couple
of merry German TOURI STS not far in front of it. It's hard to
see what they look like at this tinme of day, they just | ook
bi g and hooded. They are enjoying the views way too nuch and
are singing about themw th m xed gender, thick accents. The
STALKER sneaks up behind the pair as quiet and discreet as a
mouse. Bad, isn't it? Then with clubs that have slid fromhis
sl eeves to his hands, he strikes them both unconsci ous.

SCl ENTI ST
Winder bar .

The SCIENTIST tries to drag the TOURISTS to his van, but both
are far too big. Annoyed and becom ng reckless, he drives the
vehicle closer to them and dunps themin the back; though only
with nmuch effort. He starts up the engine and drives the 10

m nute, hazardous journey to the research centre. The centre
is the sanme building as the animl research centre, but now
the animals are sinply replaced with humans.
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Wth a hard face, the corrupt BIOLOG ST drives up to the
building's entrance. He is relieved the assignment went
according to plan, but the pressure of the job is getting to
him It shows in his unsettled eyes. Once his identity has
been verified, the gates slowy open to the sound of cheers
fromthe STAFF. He drives further along the entryway with a
huge sense of achievenent. Wth the hel p of the RESEARCH TEAM
he then hauls the sleeping TOURI STS out of his van, then
brings theminto the secret building. The CAPTIVE S |ifel ess
| egs slide across the floor as they are being pulled. Once in
the bricked, drug testing room they are chained to the wall.
After a few seconds, they are then awakened w th speci al
drugs.

| NT: RESEARCH CENTRE, HUMAN ( PREVI QUSLY ANI MAL - GOOD TO BE
CLEAR) TESTI NG ROOM - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

SClI ENTI ST
(in a sinister tone of
Voi ce)
Wel conme to Hell.

The TOURI STS gasp in horror.

SClI ENTI ST
(being friendly)
No, only joking. You're just here so
we can test drugs on you. Then you can
go. The drugs will alnost certainly be
harm ess. Let's take your hood off,
eh? It's nice and warm here, isn't it?

TOURI ST NO. 1 is showmn to be a 25 year old German man. Hi s face
is mascul ine and rectangul ar and his eyebrows are extra-bushy.
H's hair is black and mlitary-styled and he has a thick
beard. On cl oser inspection, many needl e punctures are on his
wists.

TOURI ST NO. 1
(drowsy and confused)
ALVMOST certainly?

SCI ENTI ST
Yes. Open wi de. ..

The VI CTI M drops open his nouth in a sleep-like state and 90%
unaware of what he is doing. He swallows the foul -snelling
concoction, with a surprising anount of ease. Wthin seconds,
the drugs takes effect. He isn't harnmed, but his personality
becones viol ent.

TOURI ST NO. 1
(ragefully)
VHAT THE FUCK VAS THAT?! VHO ARE YOU?!
FUCK OFF!!!
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The SCI ENTI ST takes a big step back, and notes his
observations down on his clipboard.

SClI ENTI ST
k. That drug's going in the bin.

Next, the SCIENTI ST | ooks at TOURI ST NO 2, with an inquisitive
gawk. After un-hooding her, he gets his second drug ready.
TOURI ST NO.2 is shown to be a 25 year old German woman. She is
a lot nore femnine, but still kind of tonboy-ish. Her face is
oval shaped and her eyes are logical. Her lips have a German

t hi ckness to them Seal ed bags of cocai ne can now just about
be seen in her pockets.

SClI ENTI ST
(being positive)
Hel | o! Just open w de, and rel ax.

TOURI ST NO. 2 obeys his sinister conmand w t hout any thought. A
few nonents after consumng the tablets, her skin turns a
maj esti c bl ue.

SClI ENTI ST
That's no use what soever, but it's
still pretty cool.

After taking a picture with his nobil e phone, the SCI ENTI ST
real i ses sonet hing dreadful. Straight away, he phones SIR
GECRCE, not caring who can give himadvice.

SCl ENTI ST
Sir Ceorge!

SI R GEORCE
Yo!

SCl ENTI ST

|'ve turned one of ny kidnapees bl ue!
| can't let her go like that!

SI R GEORCE
(i mpressed at the speed
of his own thinking)

Pai nt her.

SClI ENTI ST
Are you serious?? | need help, now

SI R GEORGE

(calm

.... Does it matter her skin is blue?
| f you let her go, she'll be shocked
for a while, then she'll go to the

doctor's and they won't know what's
wong. End of story.
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SClI ENTI ST
But what if they test her and find
strange drugs in her systenf

SI R GEORGE
She is on drugs isn't she?

SCl ENTI ST
Yes, that's the point!

Al'l of a sudden and with a trenmendous strength, TOURI ST NO 2
perfornms a series of inpressive blows and kicks. These

[ ightning fast karate-style noves sever the chains fromthe
wall in no tine.

SClI ENTI ST
(al ar med)
Ch, shit!
TOURI ST NO. 2
(mani cal ly)
Jaaaaaaaal! !l

The UBER- TOURI ST pl ods her way to the research centre exit and
power punches a huge hol e through the thick door. She then
makes her brash escape.

SCl ENTI ST
(i n dread)
Ohhh fuck.... Sir George... |'ve just

let a blue crack addict with
super human strength into society...
Any t hought s?

SI R GEORCE
Er... Leave it with the Prine
M nister, he's great at comng up with
convi nci ng expl anati ons.

The research centre alarmbells ring and several SECURI TY
STAFF hurry out the building, to pursue the WOVAN.

SCl ENTI ST
X, 1I'lIl contact him 1'm not | ooking
forward to it, though.

SI R GEORGE
(trying to be
reassuri ng)
No, | wouldn't be, either..

That was shocking, wasn't it? There's a reason why
gover nnments have secrets.
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It's because what they get up to in private is nessed up. :(
48. The Ranpage

Any.... bay... (phew, no reaction), the PMis REALLY in
trouble, now He is urging all SCI ENTISTS in the strongest
possible terns, to find that uncontrollabl e nutcase.

EXT: YORKSH RE COUNTRYSI DE - LATER THAT NI GHT

It is now even colder than before, but the noon is just as eye
catching. No surprise, the countryside is once again al nost
deserted. Late-night sheep-spotting parties are very rare, in
these parts. TOURIST NO. 2 is still at large, and her strength
and defiance has not faded in the slightest. This is despite
her extrenme over-activity. However, to fuel her ever grow ng
nmuscl es she does need nore food. She is hiding in a decaying
and abandoned wooden shed. She peeks through one of the many

holes in the wall, and finds that no one can be seen for
m | es. She spies her opportunity to | eave the hideout and
crawls by the side of a linmestone wall, with slyness. She does

this under the cover of darkness, to the nearest pub
restaurant. Seizing the nonment, she also takes in the
wonderful scenery. It is a one mle trek up many hills, but to
her the journey is effortless.

Now she has found a target. Barely making a sound, she jogs on
tiptoes fromthe ancient wall to a pub door. Once there, she
punches yet another a nassive hole through an entrance, whil st
scream ng near unintelligible German swear words. She stonps
her way to the kitchen, breaking many floor tiles in the
process. The onl ooking STAFF fill with fear and dial 999 at
once. However the TOURI ST knows she has a fair bit of tine
before any police arrive. Thus, she shovels as much raw fridge
meat down her as possible. Once she is finished, she calmy
says 'gute nacht' and dashes far out of the sight of the

W TNESSES.

| NT: RESEARCH CENTRE OFFI CE - SAME NI GHT

The research office is on the floor above the human
testing/captive room It is an unspectacul ar and functional
superstructure, rather than sonething that inpresses. Sinple
as it is, consisting mainly of basic furnishings, nedicine
cabi nets and conputers, it does boast sone inpressive views.
The tall and wi de wi ndows on the wall don't just allow the
seated, data-entering WORKERS to view the occasi ona
futuristic vehicle. We're in Yorkshire. That neans hills!

Despite the rel axi ng anbi ence, the RESEARCH STAFF are in a
state of alarm news of the ranpage has spread globally. The
tabl e nounted and standing tall SCIENTI ST however, is about to
try and cal meveryone down. Such cal mees (hopefully) include
SCI ENTI ST 43. MR
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43, for that innovative future reference, is 30 years old with
a pink hairdo that sticks out in all directions. Anything
goes, here. His face is serious however, and his lips are
tight. Another TEAM MEMBER (code naned TEAM MEMBER), who al so

needs describing is a 25 year old man.

He is tall with a

strong body and is carrying a clipboard with secret graffiti

on it.

SClI ENTI ST
Everybody, |isten! Pl ease!

Al |l STAFF stop operating and di scussing, and try to pay

attenti on.

SCI ENTI ST

| think we've finally conme across the
wonder drug. It is extrenely
effective, and it probably has no side
effects at all. The Prinme Mnister is

urgi ng everyone to punp it

into the

wat er supply, right now, and | think
that's what is best, as well. If it
does turn out to have side effects in
sone people, we can keep doing the
research. However, conplaints of our

| eader's drug abuse are becom ng too
much for himto handle! Al so the
oxytocin may stop the blue |ady's
ranpage. Do we all understand?

The RESEARCH TEAM al | say 'yes', in agreenent. However, sone

have their doubts.

SClI ENTI ST 43
But what if we kill sonmeone??

SClI ENTI ST
Rel ax, we're not going to kill anyone.
We m ght hospitalise sonmeone, but once
they are known about they'll get sone
special treatnent fromus. In secret,
of course.

SClI ENTI ST 43
Oh, Cood. ..

Wi | st part-daydream ng and gazing out of a wi ndow, the TEAM
MEMBER spots sonet hing disturbing. TOURI ST NO 2 is running

straight for the buil ding!

TEAM MEMBER
Er... Scientist?

SCl ENTI ST
Yes, Team Menber ?
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TEAM MEMBER
| think you had better take a | ook out
t he wi ndow

The SCI ENTI ST di snounts the furniture and wal ks up to the
gl ass, annoyed by the distraction. As he glances out of it, a
stone cold fear overwhel ns him

SCl ENTI ST
Ch God, no!!

There are a nunber of crashes, runbles and shakes in quick
successi on. Each one gets nearer and nearer to the CREW

SCI ENTI ST
She's probably com ng for the other
tourist, and there's nothing we can
do!

TEAM MEMBER
| s he drugged so he can't renenber
anyt hi ng??

SCl ENTI ST
Not yet! Soneone, give himthe
i njection!!

The TEAM MEMBER knows exactly what he has to do. He yanks open
t he nearby nedi ci ne depository and grabs a drugged needle. He
hol ds the syringe so tight in his hand, it cracks. Filled with
adrenaline, the TMsprints at full speed down the carpeted
staircase, alnost tripping over. Knowng tine is short, he

mai ntai ns his pace and continues running through the bare,
tiled corridors. Qut of breath and to the sound of his heavier
and heavier footwork, he is nowin the vicinity of the captive
room He pulls open the door with intensity.

To the horror of the TM TOURI ST NO 2 smashes through the
building's walls to rescue her friend. The sight of her huge,
bl ue nuscl es shakes up the WORKER. However, he plucks up the
courage to dive through the air, and inject the zonbified
TOURI ST NO.1 on his arm H's syringe hits himperfectly and
his mssion is acconplished. However, he soon realises he is
surrounded by expensive devastation. Ignoring the SCl ENTI ST,
TOURI ST NO. 2 rips NO 1's shackles fromthe wall, and carries
hi s notionl ess body away on her shoul der. The TEAM MEMBER now
notices his legs are now broken fromthe fall. However, in his
torment he is also satisfied wth hinself. The rest of the
research STAFF catch up to the recently handi capped TEAM
MEMBER. Once they see his enpty syringe, they start cl apping
with an inpressed relief.

SClI ENTI ST
Wl | done, young man. You' ve just
prevented a world w de cat astrophe.
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TEAM MEMBER
(in severe pain)
But what about the woman??

SCl ENTI ST
Don't worry. The water wi |l nmake her
ok, agai n.

49. A Wrse Interview

Over to the news room again. |Is a ranpaging blue giant big
news? Yes. It's massive news. Rather predictably, the PM
hasn't been feeling so good in recent tines...

| NT: NEWS STUDI O OFFI CE, LONDON - NEXT DAY

The news studio office is a nodest room By the walls, are a
nunber of filing cabinets. A collection of soft, focused
lights bring out their averageness. Relaxing, dimed |ighting
shines on the EMPLOYEE' S tabl es and workstations. The ot her
parts of the place are in relative darkness.

At this nmoment nothing is being filnmed, but the frantic NEWS
STAFF are attenpting to get their work finalised for
broadcasting, ASAP. The PRIME M N STER is highly strung and is
talking to a CAMERAMAN, in a discreet corner of the room He
is now 25 years old and is wearing the sanme black suit and
sungl asses as before. Those with Iong nenories will renenber
himfromwhen he filnmed SIR GECRCE a whil e back. But what does
t he rubber chicken tattoo nean?? Well, whatever. The hubbub in
t he surroundi ngs masks their devious plotting.

PRI ME M NI STER
(angry and whi speri ng)
| can't believe you haven't had a
chance to drug the TV interviewer! You
know she only drinks energy drinks
before an interview Energy drinks
W t hout our special water in it!!

CAVERA NAN
(sorry and whi speri ng)
|'ve been keeping ny eye on her for
days, but she didn't follow her normal
routine, this norning!

PRI ME M NI STER
Dear God! If she gets angry at ne for
not knowi ng what |'mtal kinng about,
the viewers are going to have a really
bad opi ni on of ne!

CAMERA NMAN
|"m sure you'll be fine..
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The PRIME minister is approached by a tall, 30 year old news
studi o STAFF MEMBER in a suit. After exchanging pleasantries,
the PMis escorted to the filmng roomto give his live

interview. The CAMERAMAN follows him getting ready for work.

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S LI VING ROOM - A FEW M NUTES LATER

Once again, SIR GEORCE is splodged on the sofa. This tine
however, he is eating a md-range, ultra-cheesey pizza.
Concerned about the PM he turns on the TV to watch him

| NT: NEWS STUDI O FI LM NG ROOM - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

On the news program the TV INTERVIEWER is sitting at the
table with the PRIME M NI STER They're not on the screen

t oday, so anything can happen and there's no opportunity to go
back.

TV | NTERVI EMER

(with firmmess)
M. Prime Mnister, can you pl ease
expl ain how a ranpant drug addict with
super human strength, managed to punch
her way into a nearby hotel, eat
everything in the chef's kitchen and
sinply wal k away, happily and
uni nj ur ed?

PRI ME M NI STER
(nervous al ready)
O course | can explain.

TV | NTERVI EMER
K, please do... Also can you explain
how she's never been caught?

PRI ME M NI STER
Well, it's all very conplicated..

TV | NTERVI EVEER
That's fine with me.

PRI ME M NI STER
Ch, of course it's fine wwth YOU
obviously. | know THAT, but | nean
your viewers woul dn't understand..

TV | NTERVI EMER
(irritated)
M. Prime Mnister, | get the feeling
YOU RE the one who doesn't understand.

The PRIME M Nl STER doesn't know how to answer, so w nks where
the CAMERAMAN is, with a twi tch.



A glass of oxytocin water flies fromthe latter, towards the
TV | NTERVI EVMER S heavily made-up face.

TV | NTERVI EVER

(angry)
What did you do that for?!

PRI ME M NI STER
(restl ess)
| believe there was a venonobus spi der
on your cheek. Is that what that was
about ??

The CREW MEMBER nods his canmera up and down. There is a brief
sil ence.

TV | NTERVI EVER
(drowsy and with
renor se)
... Oh.... I"'mso sorry for
shout i ng. ..
PRI ME M NI STER
(starting to cal m down)
It's ok, | understand. Soneone round

here lost a spider. | didn't tell you
because | didn't want to al arm you.

TV | NTERVI EMER
Oh, how t hought ful!

PRI ME M NI STER
Thanks.

TV | NTERVI EVER
.. So, how can you expl ain what
happened, yesterday?

PRI ME M NI STER
(tensing up, again)
Er....

TV | NTERVI EMER
..... In your own tinme...

From the sanme man, another glass of water rushes at the TV
| NTERVI EMNER. Mascara drips fromher eyes down to her chin.

TV | NTERVI EVER
(slurred)
Thanks for that! | hate spiders!

The TV | NTERVI EVER sl unps from her chair onto the fl oor,
| aughi ng.

222.
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PRI ME M NI STER
.... On, no! Doesn't matter though, we
can tal k anot her tine.

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S HOUSE

Soon after the fall, SIR GEORGE'S TV screen di splays the
message 'sorry, but we are experiencing tenporary technical
difficulties, at the nonent'. Racer X nusic plays. SIR GEORGE
| ooks unconfortabl e and spl odges about on the sofa.

| NT: NEWS STUDI O FI LM NG ROOM - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

Once the caneras stop rolling, all news STAFF are heard
mur muri ng, confused.

PRI ME M NI STER
Aaaar gh!

: Wat the PRIME M NI STER i s experiencing, here, is an
i ncreasingly common and debilitating psychiatric disorder
called 'George's Syndrone'. The affliction causes a non-
physi cal but very real decline in nental functioning. Wiy is
it becom ng nore popul ar? Because of a phenonena
called 'enotional contagion'. Search for it on the internet.
GS, however, is a world-w de secret so good | uck readi ng about
t hat one.

50. Sorrow

A problemw th psychol ogy however, is that a person's
personal ity can change over tinme. Again, far fromsinple so
keep using your head!

EXT: QUTSI DE THE PRI SON, LONDON - NI GHT, A FEW M NUTES LATER

It is pouring wwth rain and the howing wind forces it into
all directions. Lightning strikes and the resulting thunder

cl aps are nonotonous. Plodding through the chaos, are the SWAN
and the CAT. The forner is wal king head to the ground and
ashanmed. He has a priceless and stunning Juliet rose, held in
his beak. The lengths he had to go to get it were truly
astonishing. The latter follows himin a simlar, guilty
fashion with a note held in his nouth. They are exhausted, but
sorrow overwhel ms their physical feelings.

I NT: PRI SON - | MMEDI ATELY AFTER

So, MR CANS is in solitary confinenent, after appearing to
break out of jail with sone kind of bazooka. The roomis

al nost conmpletely bare, apart froma worse toilet, a worse bed
and a worse fortified w ndow.
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I n extrene boredom he squints through the glass, trying to
find sonmething of at least mld interest. In an instant, MR
CANS' S vacant expression norphs into horror; he spots the
dreaded SWAN and CAT and they are plodding towards him wth
sone kind of flower of death. He runs to the door and starts
banging on it in desperation.

MR, CANS
HELP! HELP! SOVEONE, PLEASE!!

Rushed, nmetallic pacing is heard getting nearer.

PRI SON GUARD
(speaking with
ki ndness)
You, again? What is it this tinme? Are
you ok?

MR, CANS
SOMVEONE' S TRYI NG TO BREAK | NTO THE
PRI SON! I'!

PRI SON GUARD

(j oki ngly)
A swan or a cat?

MR, CANS
THEY' RE BOTH TOGETHER!

PRI SON GUARD
(kind, but firm
God dammt, Cans. You're going to
spend the rest of your life in this
room if you keep up with your
i mmat ure | oki ng around.

MR CANS has the courage to turn his back on the door and face
the window, if nothing else. The BIRD flies up to it, holding
the CAT in between his athletic feet. The KITTY takes his note
out of his nouth, puts it in his paws and holds it up agai nst
t he wi ndow, | ooking sad. However, the second he does this,
CANS freezes with that famliar terror; he renenbers those
haunting eyes like it was yesterday.

MR, CANS

PRI SON GUARD
You'll be ok, Cans!

Breaking fromtheir gaze, CANS prioritises their pen-witten
message. Al though scared, he has to find out what it says. MR
CANS drags his feet to the FREAKS OF NATURE and reads the
note. Hs will is strong, but his body trenbl es.
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APOLOGY LETTER
Dear M. Cans. Pickles and |, would
li ke to apol ogi se for our threatening
behaviour. It was conpletely
unjustified and I can assure you it
won't happen, again. Shortly before
the highly regrettable incidents, |
had witnessed ny only two cygnets
bei ng gobbled up by a wolf. Since
then, | have been extrenely angry and
hate-filled. | now realise that ny
aggression was conpletely m sqgui ded,
and | can only inmagine the hell ['ve
put you through. Wen you get out of
jail, and | sincerely hope it's soon,
| would | ove to share sone of the
bread |1've been saving for you.
Best wi shes, Denae and Pickl es.

MR. CANS' S heart fills wth warnth and forgi veness. He nouths
the words 'thank you' and 'nice rose' to the ANIMALS, and his
eyes start to water. As they glide away, he waves to them
bot h, w shing they could have stayed | onger.

MR. CANS
(ecstatic)
Cancel ny phone call to Genghis!! The
swan and the cat have apol ogi sed!!

The PRI SONER NEXT DOCR is another convict in solitary
confinement. Qther than his obviously large hands, it is can't
be heard what he |ooks like. Wiat's clear, is his very deep
voi ce.

PRI SONER NEXT DOOR
Excell ent! That's great news!

MR. CANS
Thanks, man!

And swans can change, too.
51. A Terrible Interview, This Tine.
Most peopl e, however, have a reasonably stable personality. At
| east once they reach a certain age. Especially if they're not
drugged, like the PRIME M N STER

EXT: THE POND NEAR THE REASONABLE FOODS HEADQUARTERS, LONDON -
THE NEXT DAY

Yep..... anot her rainy day. Sone |ow and areas are starting to
get fl ooded.
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The SWAN and CAT have just finished savouring the soggy bread,
given to them by kind and cl uel ess passers by. Once the PEOPLE
have di sappeared fromview, the BIRD stores the | eftovers of
the delicacy in his beak, with affection. The food is for the
PRI SONERS and no one el se.

As the pond and its surroundings are now | onely and un-

popul ated, they are safe to go behind their special tree,
that's a fair bit behind the others. It's a |ow security

t hough unsuspi ci ous short-term hideout. They tuck away the
food there, in a danp cardboard box al so housing a stolen
nmobi | e phone, sone catnip, a pen, sone super glue, some not so
super glue and a battery powered tel evision. Everything gone
to plan, they view their TV. However, they watch with sorrow
and regret in their hearts.

...... Especially if they're not drugged, |ike the PRI ME
M N STER. . . ..

I NT: NEWS STUDI O FI LM NG ROOM LONDON - | MMVEDI ATELY AFTER

In a nmuch hated and famliar setting, the TV | NTERVI EWVER and
the PRIME M NI STER (there we are) are conversing with each
other. They are both sitting at their table, desperate to
regain their credibility. Again, they are being filned, live
on air with an unused screen, behind them

TV | NTERVI EVER

(ki ndhearted, but not

sl uggi sh. The new

oxytocin is just

right)
M. Prime mnister, | understand you
have a cocai ne addiction. That nust be
very hard for you

PRI ME M NI STER
(confident and rel axed)
Oh, certainly, thanks for your
concer n.

TV | NTERVI EMER
Wth all due respect though, won't it
stop you from maki ng sensible
deci sions and running the country
properly? Al so you m ght be setting a
bad exanple to others.

PRI ME M NI STER
| can assure you, | only take cocai ne
at parties or when I'mon holiday. Am
| setting a bad exanple? Not really,
as people can clearly see I'min
troubl e.
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TV | NTERVI EMER
Excel l ent points. W all like to have
fun, don't we?

PRI ME M NI STER
How very w se and under st andi ng of

you.
TV | NTERVI EMER

Thank you! Well, that's all we need

fromyou, today. But, please sit here

with me, | enjoy your conpany.

PRI ME M NI STER
No problem That was very quick

TV | NTERVI EMER
Well, you're very trustworthy.
Al right, our next topic for discussion
today are the new prison reforns. Very
recently, the | aw has been changed to
all ow prisoners to escape, as long as
they return their clothes. This idea
has been borrowed from countries such
as Belgium where the crine rate is
much lower. It is hoped the extra
freedomgiven to prisoners wll
ultimately make them nicer and nore
| aw abi ding. If any of you watching
have any comnments on the new changes,
pl ease call us, now.

EXT: THE POND NEAR THE RF HEADQUARTERS - | MMEDI ATELY AFTER

In a hurry, the SWAN pecks at 'his' nobile phone and calls the
news program The CAT | ooks at himw th eagerness, and
i npul sively takes control.

| NT: NEWS STUDI O

TV | NTERVI EVEER
Hel |l 0? Do we have our first caller?

CAT
(talking with a hoarse,
cat-like voice)
Yes.

NEWS REPORTER ON TV
Great. And what are your comments on
t he new prison refornms?

CAT
| think they're great!



TV | NTERVI EMER
Do you have a sore throat or sonething
I i ke that? Maybe you shoul d see a
doct or.

CAT
|"ma cat.

TV | NTERVI EVEER
(hurmouring him
| see. Please continue.

CAT
Chad Macal pi ne and Oscar Cans are
innocent... Well, Gscar is, anyway.

They shoul d both be freed i medi atel y!

TV | NTERVI EVER
(bei ng enpat heti c)
|"msorry, but we can't just let any
ol d supposedly 'innocent' prisoner
out. Many prisoners lie, you know?

CAT
(with a vengeful voice)
W will break them out, then!

TV | NTERVI EVER

(nervous)
|"msorry, but that would be
illegal...
CAT
What are you going to do? Arrest a

cat?
Wth cockiness, the CAT hangs up the phone.

TV | NTERVI EMER
(j okingly)
Well, that was interesting phone call,
wasn't it M. Prinme Mnister?

PRI ME M NI STER
(al ready nervous)
Yes.... A very... Interesting phone
call...

.... "That interview wasn't terrible!" Aha, got you! Al so,
noral of the story is comng up, so get ready!

52. A Friendly Break-In

228.

t he
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The nonent the PRIME M NI STER heard the chilling threat from
the CAT, a shiver went down his spine. As soon as he got his
hands on a phone, he had sone very serious discussions. M5,
the Secret Aninmal Psychology Centre and the justice system
were all called. He ordered the prison CHAD and OSCAR stays in
to have its security stepped up to its highest level. He is
now convi nced cats have been on | earning drugs, too, and a

bl oodbath is entirely possible.

... But wait... How did the CAT know OSCAR was i nnocent? And
why does he care about himand CHAD, in particul ar? Somet hi ng
weird is going on. It's tinme to phone MR HAMVETT, but he
isn't answering...

EXT: POND H DEQUT, NEAR RF' S HEAD OFFI CE - THE NEXT NI GHT, 3
AM

It is a star-less night with the odd spot of rain. Middy
puddl es fill every hollowed out bit of the grassy ground, and
t he odd person has slipped. A couple of body prints and sone
change remain in the nud. Wth a warm heart, the SWAN i s

| eaving the hone with the CAT. They are in no hurry, in fact
they are travelling wth deliberate, noseying slowness. This
is so they can spend as much tinme with each other as possible.
The SWAN i s holding | ow strength glue in his nouth, making
blending in with the surroundings a little harder than
preferred.

CAT
(with high spirits)
M aow, m aow, ni aow....

SWAN
(in hisses, trying not
to drop glue)

Pl ease stop that. | hate that song.
CAT
..... M aow, M m ai ow. . .
SWAN
You're not really making things
better, right now Well, you are a
little bit, but...
CAT
M. ..
SWAN

(cutting in)
Pi ckl es, no! Ck?! Oh, you' ve nade ne
drop ny gl ue!

Now they are travelling through the grey and litter infested
residential streets.
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Many of the |anpposts are broken, making the visibility poor.
They are only m nutes away fromthe run-down shops, but the
ANI MALS are in no nood for buying things. The whol e area nakes
them feel unconfortable. Al rats are on their guard; an angry
TRAMP keeps shouting at them far in the distance. Wiy is he
so hate-filled? Because he never drinks drugged water, just
vodka. (And | ow al cohol beer, so he doesn't dehydrate).

SWAN
Ah, | think I hear the tranp who gl ued
the satnav to nme. | have to be honest,
| have great difficulty using it. |
generally get himto put in the
di rections, whilst he's drunk and
confused. H s know edge of the
surroundi ngs are pretty inpressive.

CAT
Maybe you should just find a map and
study it, instead...

SWAN
Yeah.... | kind of |ike gadgets,
t hough. In the worst case scenario, |
can find sonmething that's sticking
out, like a twg, and then press the
satnav buttons against it...

CAT
What ever nmakes you happy.

SWAN
It does nmake ne happy.

After a short period of inane chit-chat and barely seeing a
single car or person, the ANI MALS | eave the streets and reach
their targeted all eyway. However, this place isn't any |ess
depressing; the rapid reverberations are kind of creepy. Even
t hough long, this alley has nothing in it other than bins and
di scarded mattresses. (Yeah, still). The absence of finger
prints on GEORGE S dusty waste disposal unit, show it hasn't
been touched by human hands in many weeks. This is though it
is nere inches away fromthe bins of the other nenbers of
STAFF. Full of vigour, the SWAN holds the container's lid up
whi | st the CAT coll ects and stacks different prescriptions
with his paws. The AN MALS are | ooking forward to broadeni ng
their mnds further, with help fromtheir treasured | earning
drugs.

Wi | st renoving the drugs, the CAT notices other boxes hidden
underneath, with the word 'oxytocin' on them Puzzled, he
takes them out as well and asks the SWAN sonething with a
curious, wagging tail.
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CAT
(m aowi ng in ani nal
| anguage)
Denae? Wat's oxytoci n?

o So he can speak with clear hisses, the SWAN drops the
glue onto the floor.

DENAE, THE SWAN
(hissing in ani mal

| anguage)
It's a drug that nekes peopl e nicer
and bond with each other... Wy?
CAT
There's | oads of it, here... Are we on
it?.. Is that why we've becone so

ni ce, suddenly?

DENAE, THE SWAN
(with pride)
You know what, it probably is why
we're so damm friendly. Thank God for
oxyt oci n!

CAT

(merrily)
My thoughts exactly! It nust be punped
into local water at treatnent plants,
or sonething. It's probably secretly
inserted in other country's water,
too. I knowif | wanted hostile
countries to |l eave ne alone, | would
drug themup to their eyeballs. It
must be a massive operation..

DENAE
Yip. Gve ne sone of those |earning
drugs, please... Then | can do sone

hardcore brainstorm ng...

Time to visit HANNAH and TONY, | think. Let the SWAN ponder
things for a while...

EXT: AUSTRALI AN COUNTRYSI DE - MORNI NG, | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

It is a day so hot, it has the potential to drive one mad in a
matter of mnutes. There is no hope of escape fromthe angry,
even abusive sun. To make things worse, not a single cloud in
t he orange and bl ue sky can offer protection. To the |eft of
the sweaty, rotting H KERS are a series of gigantic, rocky
natural wonders, culmnating with pointy peaks. These relics
are only a few neters away fromthem and even their enpty
heads appreciate them Were they are standing and to the
right of them however, the ground is bunpy though |evel (ish).
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Even so, this landscape is far frombland; in fact it is equal
in beauty. Geens of all shades are |like a magnificent natural
carpet, and the views are incredible. Mre distant nountains
are in front of them... But what's behind then?? :0:0:0
Let's get excited again, people, the end is com ng up!

HANNAH
Br ai nssssss. . .....

TONY
Br ai ns.

Not hing new is really happening fromthem but they seemto
have attracted quite the foll ow ng. There nust be around 50
ot her HI KERS behind them in a crooked single file. Also
behind them are nore distant nountains. Wth an eerie npan,
all of the POSSE are chanting 'brains' over and over again.
This is quite ironic; they need to do sonething nore
worthwhile. |I'mglad HANNAH and TONY have made friends,

t hough. Ok, that wll do, | think

EXT: QUTSIDE OF RF'S HEAD OFFI CE - N GHT, | MVEDI ATELY AFTER
A RAT scutters past the SWAN and CAT.

DENAE, THE SWAN
(1 nspired)
Ch ny God, |'ve had an idea..

CAT
(tal king whil st putting
unneeded drugs in bin)
What ?

DENAE, THE SWAN
We take the oxytocin, we give it to
the prison guards in massive
guantities sonehow, and when they're
drugged up and obedient, we sinply ask
themto rel ease Gscar and Chad!

CAT
(al so inspired)
You know... That just m ght work...
But wait, won't the guards be freaked
out by tal king ani mal s?

DENAE, THE SWAN
A request is a request. If anyone or
anyt hi ng asks them anything in the
worl d, they should do it.
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CAT
Cool ... Do you think they would be
able to get a nmolly I like, to go out
wth nme?

DENAE
Mmm ... Not sure... Hey, Pickles? Do

you mnd if
to your side?

el se.

CAT

gl ue the oxytocin boxes

can't carry anything,

Sure, go ahead..

The SWAN unseal s the adhesive's cap with his beak and gets to
wor k. However, a car in the distance is heard and it's getting
| ouder. This causes the once confident ANIMALS to be on guard.
To the CAT' S finely tuned ears, it seens to be a black cab.

Unknown to the TWOSQVE,

it

is the old BUS DRI VER from earlier.

After taking |learning drugs, his driving abilities have
i nproved significantly. That doesn't matter to the story but
it's true. Yip, getting weirder, still.

The ANI MALS | eave the encl osed space with speed and conti nue

DENAE
(bei ng | evel headed)

Alright. Let's bring this stuff back
home, one last time. After that, our
only choice is to go on the run. W
have phoned and threatened soneone,
after all. Also, we better be quick,
we m ght be on CCTV.

CAT
(nore awkward than the
swan)
Ch, yeah... Whoops. That was a silly
thing to say to the Prime Mnister
wasn't it? | guess | just got carried
away in the nonent...

RF''S ADVI SOCR NO. 2
(a quiet voice in the

di st ance)
Ahhh. ... There's nothing quite |like
|ate night bin rumaging.......
Danmit, | think ny taxi's here,
al ready. ..
DENAE

Oh shit, we better get out of here,
now

t heir journey.
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I NT: WSE OLD MAN'S NEWHOUSE IN VIRG NI A, USA - NI GHT,
| MVEDI ATELY AFTER

In return for his part in saving the world, the WSE OLD MAN
was given a substantial anmount of noney fromthe English
governnment. He now lives in a nore pleasing and renote part of
Virginia, though still alone. H's house is inposing and | arge
and many acres of idyllic, snow land surround it. (Ch no,
that's "EXT', isn't it??)

INT (THERE VE GO): W SE OLD MAN' S NEWHOUSE I N VIRG NI A, USA -
NI GHT, | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

The WSE OLD MAN i s now 85 years old and his white beard
reaches the floor. Fortunately, he has put on a bit of weight
since the expired food scare, 5 years ago. His voice is stil
croaky, however. In his spacious creamwhite bedroom this MAN
is reading with an intense concentration. He is doing so
whi |l st rel axed on his needlessly big, soft bed. A priceless
warm col oured lanp is providing the lighting for himto do so.
In front of himis an antique wooden drawer, a vibrating chair
and a PC.

W SE OLD MAN

(readi ng al oud a book

by the G eek

phi | osopher, Thal es)
VWen it is snowy in far away | ands,
and at a tine of relative peace, a
heroic wise old man will sadly pass
away. His grave will be his new pal ace
that was his reward.

W SE OLD MAN
(al ar med)
Ch, shit!

Wth fear in his heart, the OAP conti nues readi ng.

W SE CLD MAN
This man will be reading this very
passage, in the |ast few days of his
life. But his death will be a happy
one. What is the significance of this
event? It will be at a tine when there
will be no nore prisons. It wll be
eternal harnmony. In a way, it will be
Heaven. But first, something very
strange wi |l happen involving a genius
cat and a gifted arned swan. It is
inportant the aninmals carry out their
goals, for the sake of the French. The
w se old man nust hel p these ani mal s,
who will go on to help sone of the
| ast of their Kkind.
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He nust also not tell anyone what he
knows is true. | know I'm not being
clear right now, but the heroic man

| " m speaki ng of should go with his gut
feeling, when thinking about what |
mean. He will be right as he's just so
W se.

P.S., he should check out Maxi num
Security, by Tony Macal pine. Not only
is it one of the best guitar al buns of
all time, his nane is of great
significance. That is all.

The WSE OLD MAN takes a big sigh. He is sad, but filled with
sati sfaction.

W SE OLD MAN
| knew sonet hing weird was goi ng on!
It's alnost as if everyone has been
drugged, with ne included. There nust
be ot her people who assune this... But
like me, they nost likely think things
have changed for the better; they
probably don't want anything to return
to the way it was... Alrighty, let's
check out Maxi mum Security, then.. But
why is the nane inportant?

The WSE OLD MAN spends what is left of his precious tine,
listening to classic shred. Aren't video sharing sites
sensational ? He listens wth keen ears but his enjoynent
doesn't distract himfromhis search for answers. He wants the
puzzl e of Tony Macal pi ne solved nore than the world, itself...
And what the HELL did Thal es nean about the swan, the cat and
the French??

EXT: STREET NEAR RF'S ALLEYWAY - A FEW M NUTES LATER

Again, not the prettiest place in the world. Everything is
basically concrete.... and grey. (Tired of nme saying that word
all the tinme? What do you suggest? CGenuinely, | would |ike
your help). There are no plants in sight, there isn't even
grass. Due to thuggery, lighting is al nost non-existent. To
the relief of nost, there isn't nuch of this street other than
a few negl ected shops and a vandali sed bus stop. (If you
remenbered the butchers, you get a gold star and you can
cancel the appointnment you' ve been dreading). Wth no one el se
in seeing distance, the two ANI MALS approach a TRAMP who seens
to be dangerously inebriated. Not caring about his health, he
is swgging vodka in a corner.
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DENAE
(speaki ng Engli sh)
Hey, hey! It's your |ucky day!
Renmenber ne??

The TRAMP is a 65 year old man. Hi s eyes are tired and
depressed. His white hair has no planning to it, whatsoever.
It can only be described as out of control and long. He is
wearing a dirty cardigan wwth holes in it, and very worn
jeans. He is also wearing sandal s and nuddy socks. He tal ks
with a very gruff voice and snells of pee.

TRAMP
(confused and slurring)
No. . ...

DENAE

Good. How would you like to earn a TV?
It's battery powered, so you can watch
it anywhere...

TRAMP
(i ntrigued)
Well... Alright, sure..
DENAE
Great. Al you have to do, is punch a
hol e through the bakery wi ndow. Do you
know where the pond is, around here?

TRAMVP
Yeah, | knowit... \Who are you?..

DENAE
(tgnoring him
Well, the TV is hidden behind the
trees, right next toit. It is buried
under piles of grass. Just keep
rummagi ng around. Under st and?

TRAMP
Yeah, I'Il find it...

DENAE
(trying to be
encour agi ng, and
maki ng poi nting
nmovenments with his

head)
Ok, good.... So... Y know... The
w ndow, pl ease?? | |ike your shoes, by
t he way. ..

Pl eased as punch, the TRAMP headbutts a hol e straight through
t he bakery w ndow.
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Wth indifference, he ignores the resulting superficial and
not so superficial cuts on his face and neck. At a surprising
speed, he stunbles to the pond, bl eeding on everything around
hi m

After entering the smashed up shop with its deafening alarm
soundi ng, the SWAN spots a sweet-snelling box of cakes. It has
a sturdy string handle on it, making it perfect for
transporting. Wth his beak, the unconcerned BIRD carries this
box out of the store, just about resisting the urge to eat
everything in sight. CCTVis not too big an issue as there is
not hi ng weird about a | one animal stealing food. Also, the
SWAN i s probably not being sought after. The CAT on the other
hand, is a nost wanted crimnal.

DENAE
(exhi | ar at ed)
K, let's go! That alarmis driving ne
ment al . .

CAT
(not so excited)
Me, too... That tranp better not steal
our nobil e phone and bread. .

There i s a saddened pause.

DENAE
Oh, yeah... Shit... The special bread
we were saving, for M. Cans. | bet
that tranp was hungry... Let's just
go, eh?

CAT

You coul d have just got the tranmp to
throw a stone or sonething through the
wi ndow, couldn't you?

DENAE
| could have done. Thanks... God damm
glass on ny feet, now...

The TWD start to head back home, much quicker than they left.
Who knows when the police will arrive?

| NT: WSE OLD MAN S HOUSE, BEDROOM - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER
Wth his smashi ng and now nore appreci ated bed behind him the

WSE OLD MAN i s unwinding in his super chair. At his conputer,
he is surfing the internet with the fascination of a child.
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W SE OLD MAN

(feeling at peace with

the worl d)
Thal es was right! This IS a good
al bunl Maybe a bit too nmuch reverb
t hough.. | wonder how Sir George has
been doing, lately. He's sure to be on
the internet, sonewhere...

In a few clicks, the WSE OLD MAN views a video called 'Sir
Ceorge's Craziest Monents'. It has well over 10 mllion hits
and the nunbers are rising fast. Even though this video was
concei ved as a cheap joke, the | atest opinions of viewers have
W t hout exception been positive... Well, alnost... Kyle
Jeffreys hinmself has been giving sone rather piercing
coments. Insults like "herb burglar’' and 'foot face' are
used. This social deviation perplexes the WSE OLD MAN, but he
still has faith in Thale's prophecy. Thus, he is feeling
positive about the utopian new world he is soon to be | eaving.
Qut of nowhere, he realises sonething that now seens

obvi ous. . .

W SE OLD MAN
"His nane is of great inportance' ? O
course, Chad Macal pine! There will be
no nore prisons? So where will he go?
| can only assune the animals wll
break Chad and Oscar out... Surely the
fact the swan is super intelligent and
armed, is a clue.. And | have to help
the two animals... | think. Wll,
that's nmy gut feeling. It's certainly
what's logical. What a weird 5
years. ..

EXT: POND NEAR RF - M NUTES LATER

A brief period of action-packed tinme has passed. Resting cakes
are added to the famliar setting. The uplifted ANI MALS fi nd
that not only has their bread been respected, a thank you note
has been witten on the food storage box. It reads..

TRAMP' S NOTE
Dear swan and cat. Thanks.
remenbered that you liked ny sandal s,
so | left themfor you. Sorry about
all the blood. | tried washing the
stains out, but couldn't. Sorry, but
peeing on the stains didn't help.
Again, neither did spitting on them
Ki nd regards, Tranp.

So that was nice. ..



DENAE

Aw. Ok, Pickles, let's get this over

W t h.
DENAE stares at the boxes on the CAT,
off. Much to the MOUSER S abhorrence,

t he task, alone. \Wen the agoni zing ev

then the pond. It's
known what these |ooks nean; it's tine to wash the containers
the SWAN | eads himto
bathe in the pool. PICKLES sinply couldn't bring hinself to do

ent i s over,

t he PAIR

wal k back by the tree. There, the SWAN crushes the oxytocin
tablets with its beak and sprinkles themonto the desserts.
makes sure he doesn't swall ow anything; drowsiness will not

work with the goals he has in mnd..

DENAE
(det erm ned)

Ok, renenber where the bin near the

prison is?

CAT
(just as determ ned)
Uh- huh. ..
DENAE
Good... And do you know which train to
catch?
CAT
Sure do...
DENAE

Excellent. Your train wll

depart at

precisely 7 AM Keep an eye on the
station's clock froma safe distance,

once you get there. It wl

| be best if

you hide in the nearby bushes. [|'ve

scanned that train before

at that

time, whilst planning ways we could

kill M. Cans. There w ||
certainly be at |east one

al nost
enpty

carriage for you. Wien you see its

doors open, just nmake a run for

get on the thing; don't hang around

the station too long. After around 20

m nutes on the train, you

your stop bei ng announced.
get out of the bin and then the train.
Again, sprint off of it as fast as you

can.

wi |l hear
You t hen

| f anyone tries to stop you, bite off
one of the oxytocin tablets that you
wi |l have glued to your arm break it
up with your nmouth then blow it into
the person's or people's face.

it and
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Do not inhale it. You then ask the
victinms to | eave you al one and tel
themnot to tell anybody about what
happened, or what was said. |If needed
on anot her person, bite another drug
of f and repeat. You have plenty. Once
on the station, walk the journey to
the park bin near the prison as
normal Iy as possible. If needed,
outrun anyone chasi ng you and work out
sonewhere they can't get you. Maybe
run through a hole in a wall, for
exanple. Stick to nore 'cat |ike
areas on your quest, when possi bl e.
Under st and?

CAT
Crystal clear. And you're flying,
right? So that we're not seen

t oget her ?

DENAE
Exactly. The Prime Mnister's secret
services wll alnost certainly be on

guard for any animals | ooking
suspi ci ous.

CAT
k. | think we should get sone rest,
until the norning.

DENAE
Good i dea.

The ANI MALS each go their separate ways. PICKLES does the
necessary adhering, then ponders where to sl eep.

I NT: WSE OLD MAN' S HOUSE - NI GHT, | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

The WSE OLD MAN nobi | e phones up the PRIME M N STER, even
though it's way later than socially acceptable. Over in
Engl and, anyway.

W SE OLD MAN
Hello, is that the Prinme Mnister?

PRI ME M NI STER
(very tired)
Yes... Wiois it? I'mtrying to
sl eep. ..

W SE OLD MAN
It's Eric Howe.



241.

PRI ME M NI STER
Oh, nice to hear fromyou... But it
better be inportant...

W SE OLD MAN
Er... I'"'mjust curious... Have you
heard about a swan or a cat breaking
into a prison, to rescue anyone? Maybe
Chad Macal pi ne?

PRI ME M NI STER
(shocked)
Oh ny God... How did you know??

There is a thoughtful pause.

PRI ME M NI STER
(cal m ng down)
Wait... Have you been watching British
TV?

W SE OLD MAN
Er... N... Yes. Wiy do you ask?

PRI ME M NI STER
Renmenber the cat that phoned up and
threatened ne, live on air?.. It
sounds silly I know, but | think the
call was genuine. He was really
convincing. He said he was going to
break two prisoners out... |I'mtaking
the situation seriously. Dogs can talk
now, you know?

W SE OLD MAN
Oh really, dogs??.... Anyway, | do
remenber. | just phoned up to say that
call was a hoax. My friend, Aaron did
it for a joke. He just told ne in the
| ast hour. | hope you haven't
needl essly stepped up the security in
prisons, or anything like that...

PRI ME M NI STER
(enmbarrassed)
No, no... O course not.. Is that al
you want to say?

W SE OLD MAN
Alnost. | just want to add that
wat chi ng hours and hours of |ocal CCTV
f oot age woul d be a conplete waste of
tinme, too.
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PRI ME M NI STER
O course... I'lIl get on to the matter
ASAP.

W SE OLD MAN
Ok, bye. OCh, and with all the drugged

up, passive prisoners, | think you
coul d make sone spending cuts if you
stopped nonitoring CCTV... | mean you

coul d keep the caneras, but having
staff looking at themall the tine
woul d be a waste. ..

PRI ME M NI STER
Actual ly, we have nade spending cuts
that way. Ok, bye...

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S BEDROOM - N GHT | MVEDI ATELY AFTER

Eyes closed, SIR GEORGE falls off his mattress and snaps his
right wist.

SI R GEORCE
Oow

The roomis in total darkness, but for a nore normal reason,
this time. Al that can be observed are a vague sil houette of
a bed, and a desk with a conputer on it. GEORGE sl owy noves
his left hand across the table, in search of his nobile phone.
Soon enough, his sense of touch allows himto find it, whilst
his right hand dangles by his leg. In agony, he dials '999'.

SI R GEORCE
Hello? | think I've broken ny wi st;
this is an energency! How the hel
will | be able to tremol o pick, now?!
Pl ease hurry!

NURSE ON THE PHONE NO. 2 is a kinder and nore reasonabl e NURSE
t han the one near the beginning. She has a high-pitched
Cockney accent.

NURSE NO. 2
(calmy)
It's ok, we're coming as soon as
possi bl e.

SI R GEORGE
(excited)
Ah, Cockneys, ny favourite!

NURSE NO. 2
Sorry??
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SI R GEORGE
Er...

NURSE NO. 2
(trying to be
pr of essi onal )
Where do you live?

SI R GEORCE

(Can't reveal that information, everyone needs their privacy.
Central London, that's all you need to know).

NURSE NO. 2
K, that's no problem an anbul ance is
on its way.

EXT: POND OQUTSI DE NEAR RF'S - N GHT, | MMVEDI ATELY AFTER

Bef ore the CAT goes sonewhere new and inconspicuous to rest,
he has a pleasant surprise for the SWAN. Now that the BIRD i s
out of sight, the CAT bites open the glue with m schief. Wth
the sticker in nmouth, he sticks a cardboard package onto his
side. The FELINE had hid the box in a grassy patch, adjacent
to a secret tree not far away. It was inportant to himthat no
one el se ever touched it. Where did he find it? He thieved it
fromSIR GEOCRGE' S bin when he was alone in the area, hunting
for mce. That was a while ago, now. Being a practical CAT, he
had his special clinging stick with himat the tine, just in
case.

Ok, under the cover of darkness, it's tinme to sneak to the
train station. Fortunately, the journey is nostly unlit, dirt
pat hways. Spying police are not nmuch of a worry. Wen it is,
in nmore manmade, street-lit roads, the CAT scanpers forward
with his head to the floor. Not an entirely effective way of
avoi ding detection, but there is little else he can think of.
After feeling a succession of intense rushes and anxieties,

t he CAT reaches the prickled bushes by the train station.
There, instead of resting, he hides with vigilance. (Not that
resting would be possible, when you' re stabbed with what seens
i ke a thousand pins).

Not hi ng happens here for a while, so it's probably best to go
back to the SWAN. ..

As the ANI MAL is sonmewhat of a genius, the SWAN with his
grenade | auncher, satnav and cakes hasn't been spotted. To be
fair though, there aren't many opportunities to see him He is
flying much higher than the clouds, and they are covering
every inch of darkened sky. No one bel ow hi mwul d have a
clue. Wth help fromhis navigation system the BIRD soon
senses the prison park and its bin are very cl ose.
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Wth a calculating mnd, he hovers down to earth, always
checking his back. As was expected, not a single person is
around. Not at this tine. He then clinbs into the receptacle
and waits for the CAT to help soothe his |onely thoughts.

A tinme for a change of scene, | guess... Also, let's fast
forward a bit...

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S BEDROOM - 7:20 AM

SI R GEORGE
(whilst his eyes are
cl osed, in agony)
AAAARGH! 'l MY ARM! This plaster cast
is useless! | can't take this nuch
| onger!

Qooh, not good. Ok, let's visit the CAT..
| NT: TRAIN BIN - | MMEDI ATELY AFTER

Wth thorns still in his skin, the CAT is pissed off and wants
to leave the train, for honme. On the bright side (ironically
fromthe 7 AM darkness), he got on the transport wth no
problens. Al that was needed, was a sinple run and a junp in
its hiding place. However, getting out of the home of banana
skins and coffee cups, etc., will be nore challenging; after
all, there are many COMVWUTERS now t al ki ng i nches away fromthe
ANl MAL. Like everyone else, they are dutiful and | aw abiding
which is a problem The station nane is called and it's tine
for action. Wth a box still attached to his side, the CAT
junps out chewi ng on oxytocin tablets. As he speaks (or nore
accurately, screeches), the ANIMAL spits out a large, white
cloud of the drug onto the PASSENGERS. For sone reason, his
choi ce of words are uncharacteristic for him at this stage of
his life.

CAT
Fuck you, pussies! You better |eave ne
al one, and not tell anyone about what
you saw

Wth an all-consum ng shanme, the CAT runs off of the transport
much faster than he knew was possible. It is now seen that the
weather is simlar to what it was a few hours, ago. The only
difference is it's alittle warmer. A group of PEOPLE on the
station try and catch the apparent stray, but they can't nove
fast enough.

CAT
Fuck off!

Wth an extra dose of oxytocin soon in the air, the GROUP
politely do what is asked of them
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After leaving the stop, PICKLES finds sonme nore orthodox areas
for a cat to be; the journey towards the prison bin consists
nmostly of swanp-1ike pathways, by the sides of hedges.

However, comng up there are also concrete roads to be wary
of ; CCTV there, is nmuch nore likely. (.. But does that matter,
now?...) New groups of PEOPLE are always encountered and as
one m ght expect, they stare at the strange THING with a box
fixed to it. Fortunately, if they give himany trouble there
is always plenty of his powerful sedative.

I NT: WSE OLD MAN' S BEDROOM - VERY EARLY I N THE MORNI NG
| MVEDI ATELY AFTER

The WSE OLD MAN i s now laying in his bed, awake and t hi nking

to hinself. He is still pleased, but nervous.
W SE OLD MAN
| wonder how | will die... | nean, |I'm
not ill in any way. | live in a safe
house in a nice area... It just
doesn't make sense. | guess |'mjust
old... I think it's tinme to | eave ny

m schi evous | ast words.

The WSE OLD MAN | eaves his bed in a silly nood. He then gets
out a pen and paper fromhis draw

W SE OLD MAN S NOTE
(witing, with a smle
on his face)
| f you have found this nessage, you
are half way there. Keep going. |
believe in you.

He goes to sleep, happy in the thought his note nade no sense,
what soever. Quite the contrary, he may be (or rather,
hopefully will be) wasting a |ot of people's tinme. Though of
course without any malice. Hs last (witten) words are funny
if anything, | think. Good for him The WSE OLD MAN t hen
starts to dream. ..

I NT: WSE OLD MAN' S DREAM - A FEW M NUTES LATER

Here is an enpty, white roomthat extends farther than the eye
can see. The walls are nade of mrrors but are in part
obscured by low level mst. Init, The WOM and THALES are

al one together. THALES is a 78 year old man with a thick
colour-less beard and piercing eyes. H s face not only shows
insight, but genius. Hs is nore nuscul ar than the average OAP
and is dressed in white robes.

W SE OLD MAN
(hi's voi ce echoing,
strangel y)
Thal es?? |Is that you??



THALES
(his voice al so
echoi ng)
Yo, yo, ny main man! Is that Eric
Howe?

W SE OLD MAN
It is, indeed. Wiy are you speaking
i ke that?

THALES
Just a joke. ..

W SE CLD MAN
Very nice. Did | fulfill my duties?

THALES
(becom ng serious)
Nearly, my friend. There is just one
nmore thing | ask of you... I've been
wai ting many centuries for this
nonent . ..

W SE OLD MAN
(eager to please)
What is it?

THALES
| want you to phone the prison Chad
and Oscar are staying in. | want you
to tell all staff there to wear body
armour. | want you to explain to them
t hat even though the threat is al nost
nonexi stent, they need to get used to
wearing the extra padding. Say they've
been sl acking...

W SE OLD MAN
But howw Il | get themto listen to
me?

THALES
It's ok. They will be obedient.

EXT: A PARK QUTSIDE OF THE PRI SON - 8 AM

The CAT nmade it, with no one seeing himget in the bin! It is
on the distant corner of the park, by a row of trees. (Again,
still. The bin's position has received an inpressive zero
Therefore, that made crawing up to it and hiding
when necessary, a sonmewhat straightforward task. What is
harder, is the fact he now has to hide in the snelly place
with the SWAN, under a large pile of rubbish. (Just

conpl aints).

anyone opens the contraption).

putting the ANI MALS on edge.

in case

The park is relatively busy,
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Enoti ons are heightened further when it

wal ki ng past them Just whatever you do,

is heard PEOPLE are
don't put dog poo in

their hideaway. There are special places for that.

CAT
(feeling cranped)
This is shit.

SWAN

(al nost feeling annoyed

with the cat)

Yes, | know. At least the sun should
have cone out, now. That's sonething

to |l ook forward to.

CAT
Can | have a go on your grenade
| auncher ?

SWAN

No, it's too risky.
CAT

No one will see us shooting out of a

bin, if we're careful...

SWAN
| don't care!

CAT

... Anyway, why can't we use the
grenade | auncher to get Chad and GOscar

out of prison, again?

SWAN

Because we' ve al ready done that! How

bori ng woul d that be?

CAT
(of fended)

A nicer thing to say woul d be 'because
we don't want to risk hurting them . |
t hi nk you need sone nore oxytocin.

SWAN
(sorry)

A very thoughtful observation. Let's
just get sone sleep, and wait for a
time we can drop the cakes off,

wi t hout being seen. I'msure civilians
won't steal them now they are nobst
likely on drugs. Anyway, what's that
glued to your side? Mre oxytocin? I

have plenty, you know?...
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CAT
Yeah, sonething like that...

Agai nst all adversity, the SWAN gets to sleep in the

cl austrophobi ¢ and unpl easant conditions. However, for sone
reason the CAT finds the task a lot nore difficult. However,
it's not inpossible. It's a long day, to be sure.

I NT: SIR GEORGE' S MJSI C ROOM - 10 AM

The nmusic roomof SIR GEORGE S house is in a different style
to the rest of the building. It is a |large open space, two

stories tall. The wall paper is black and is lit up by cold
blue lighting. Anplifiers, drums and dozens of guitars are
against the walls and all |ook very netal. On the black stone

floor, are a series of neter high spikes, laid out at random
| npal ed on the spikes are skulls, carved out of rock. By the
conputer that runs a very retro strategy gane, is a nedi eva
wooden door and throne.

Sitting on his regal seat with an armin a sling, SIR GEORGE
is looking at his instrument collection, in awe. Just the

t hought of being able to play them once again, is keeping him
goi ng. However, he is still rather peeved about his unfair
sacking. The pain he is inis only annoying him further. Is
he about to snap?

SI R GEORCE
(thinking to hinself)
Bored, again. | mss being Prine
Mnister. Can't wite any nmusic for a
while now, either. | know what |'|
do. 1'Il tell the people at Reasonabl e

Foods to go fuck thensel ves. Yeah,
that's nmy day planned... Then | think
"1l go for a picnic.

SI R CEORCGE does sone travel planning at his conmputer; it wll
probably be easiest (and best) to share a train with
commoners. At |east then, people wll gaze enviously at his
nmedal s.

I NT: WSE OLD MAN' S BEDROOM VIRG NIA - 11 AM (4PM ENGLI SH
TI ME)

The WSE OLD MAN has just awoken, with a stretch that goes
fromhead to toe. Even after many hours of sleep, his dreamis
still as vivid as ever. Suddenly, he has a terrifying
realisation that springs his weak, elderly body out of bed in
an instant. His bed is nowin a very nessy state.



W SE OLD MAN
Ch, ny God! Wiy did | go to sleep so
late! | hope | still have tinme to
phone the prison! But what is the
phone nunber ???

A voice inside the WSE OLD MAN S head is heard. ..
THALES
(with authority)
Hello, Eric. It's..

(I"'mnot telling you the nunber, in case of future prank
calls).

W SE OLD MAN

Thanks, Thales. WII | be joining you
soon?
THALES
(playfully)
You'll see.....

I nspired and at his conputer, the WOM nophos (nobil e phones)
the prison. As it rings, the webpage 'prison slang' is
visited, just in case any strange foreign phrases are spoken.

W SE OLD MAN
(with politeness)

Hell o, | have a nessage for all of you
Kangas.
PRI SON GUARD
(puzzl ed)
"' msorry?

W SE OLD MAN
Prison officers...

PRI SON GUARD
Oh, right. That's an interesting
choi ce of words for a man of your
age. ..

W SE OLD MAN
Anyway, | just wanted to recomrend
t hat you wear your body arnour
constantly, fromnow on. Wat are you
| azy?

PRI SON GUARD
(of fended)
Excuse ne?...
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W SE OLD MAN
(pushing his luck with
m schi ef, thinking
he'll get away with
it)
You | azy sausages!
The PRI SON GUARD hangs up, after making of fended gasps.

W SE OLD MAN
Thal es? What happened?

THALES IN THE W SE OLD MAN S HEAD
My bad. How silly of ne, | should have
sai d. Make sure you phone the prison
at precisely 7:35 AMVirginia tine,
tomorrow. That's 12:35 over in
Engl and. Byeee....

W SE OLD MAN
(enmbarrassed)
Chhhh God.

INT: THE BIN - 3 AM

Anot her crappy night, let's face it. It's cold and it sounds
cl oudy. PICKLES has just woken up, but the SWAN is still
sl eepi ng.

CAT
(quite alert)
Hey, Denae? | think now w || be a good
tinme to take the cakes to the prison
ent rance. .

SWAN
(tired)
| guess so...

Time to drop off the treats. A sinple task. A quick peek out
of the bin, no one is to be seen, so a short flight to the
reinforced prison gates. Then it's back, again.

SWAN
Well, that was easy... Pickles?

The CAT is already sl eeping after purposely knocking his head,
hard against the bin interior. Maybe not the safest way to get
to sleep, but it's certainly quick and effective. The SWAN
rests wwth him though in a sonewhat nore nornal nmanner.

Agai n, nothing happens for a while, so let's visit HANNAH and
TONY, one last tine....



251.

EXT: AUSTRALI AN COUNTRYSI DE - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER ( AFTERNOON)

Anot her day so hot, it has the potential to cause inmm nent
skin cancer. HANNAH, TONY and Co. haven't got too far, so the
surroundi ngs are basically the sanme. They shoul d consi der
having a bath; they stink. The same goes for the now t housand
or so, following them The new nmenbers of the CREWare mainly
RESCUE TEAMS and the ARMY. Neither are known for |oafing
about, but they certainly are taking their tine getting to
wherever they are going. Nothing interesting ever really
happens round here, so | won't intrude on their privacy any
nor e.

EXT: QUTSIDE THE PRI SON - 7 AM

Over in England and 4 hours later, the tenperature is getting
war mer and the darkened clouds are starting to clear. This
makes everyone around just that little bit nicer. According to
pl an, a prison STAFF MEMBER spots the cakes frominside and
opens the two accesses to pick themup. Even though confused
and preoccupi ed by thoughts of changing security levels, he is
somewhat cheerful.

After | ooking over his shoulder with caution, then realising
he doesn't have to (apparently), the PRI SON GUARD t akes the
gifts through the prickly walled pathway and to the prison's
entrance. H's feet bounce al ong, energised. Soon, the rest of
t he WORKERS can get nunching. He rings the bell and waits.
Standing still, he reads the box's nessage.

PRI SON GUARD
That's so nice! 'Lovely cakes for the
prison staff'!

Wt hout any effort, the CAT' S ears pick up the PRI SON GUARD S
appreciative comment. This is all the way fromjail. It is a
| ong way away, but his senses seem sharpened. He then tells

t he SWAN what he heard with excitenent.

CAT
He's picked up the cakes!

The SWAN is feeling rather nore diffident than the CAT, for
sonme reason. It's usually the other way round. | nean, there
IS a risky objective, ahead..

SWAN
Excell ent. Now we wait here, til
after lunch tinme and sinply ask to
enter the prison.

CAT
But what if they don't let us?
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SWAN
(trying to fight his
nervousness)
G enades!

CAT
Excellent... Denae, | forgot to ask..
What if sonmeone opens the bin and
finds you with a satnav and grenade
| auncher ?

SWAN
We kindly ask themnot to tell anyone.
We coul d get put down.

CAT
Well, maybe not anynore..

SWAN
There's always the risk, Pickles.

CAT
Ch, | forgot again, sorry I'"'mnot with
it; I have sonething for you. | found
a strange parcel in Sir CGeorge's bin.
I

don't know why it was there. It
sai d 'special package for Prinme
M nister Steven Harris', but | crossed
it out as a surprise for you. | opened
it up and put a tiny bit of its
contents in ny nmouth, a few tines.
tried to work out what it was nore
recently, and |'ve been buzzing ever
since. | thought maybe we coul d take
sonme nore before the breakout, to keep
us on our toes and stuff. It certainly
hel ped ne get through the scary train
j ourney. ..

SWAN

(still nervous about

t he break-in)
That's cocaine! It sure as hell wll
keep us on our toes! But we nust only
use it the one tinme, ok? W don't want
our hearts to explode. Also, it can
make us very hostile and |'m sure

you'l |l agree, that would be awf ul
CAT
(1 ess nervous, but
bor ed)

k... How about we play 'l spy', to
pass the tinme?
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SWAN
(starting to cal m down
a bit)
Go on then..

CAT
| spy with ny little eye, sonething
beginning with 'D .

SVWAN
Vwell, all | can see is bin |liner.
Actually, technically I can't even see
that as it's too dark

CAT
Ch, cone on! It's easy!
SWAN
No, | give up...
CAT
Donkey!
SWAN

(concer ned)
You see a donkey?

CAT
(surprised)
You can't see the pink dancing donkey
with the Mexican hat ??

SWAN
(now enotionally
unconfortable as well
as physically)
| think it's best we get nore sl eep.

The SWAN, once again has a nap. He gets to sleep a little
easier this tinme, after realising that the rubbish on top of
hi m and PI CKLES has been rather good at hiding them The CAT
however, has hurt hinself. He is glad he tried sonething new,
but in hindsight smashing his head hard against the bin was a
bad idea. His hallucinations are keeping himentertained,
however .

| NT: WSE OLD MAN' S BEDROOM - 7:35, VIRG NIA TIME, (12: 35,
ENGLI SH TI ME)

The WOM is sitting on his unmade bed. (Wuld you bother with
tidying if you didn't have long to live?) Hs nobile is in his
hand.



254.

W SE OLD MAN
(wi th awkwar dness)
Hel l o, am | speaking wth a prison
staff nmenber?

PRI SON GUARD
(in a friendly tone of
Voi ce)
Ch, it's you again. How are you?

W SE OLD MAN
Not bad. Yeah, so wear your body
ar nour. . .

PRI SON GUARD
That's a great idea!

W SE CLD MAN
Thanks... You silly sausages...

The WOM hangs up, happier than the last tine.

EXT: OUTSI DE THE PRI SON - | MVEDI ATELY AFTER (JUST AFTER
DI NNER)

SWAN
(waki ng up again,
slightly tired)
Hey, are you awake?

CAT
(highly alert and
concer ned)

Yes, |'ve always been awake... |'ve
had sone nore of the PMs specia
stuff... |1've seen sone crazy things,
Denae. . .

SWAN

(tgnoring him
... Gk, let's go. Let ne have sone of
t hat powder as well ...

H gh on cocai ne, the SWAN and t he CAT parade up to the
fearsone, netallic prison entrance. They 100% i gnored the
PEOPLE in the park on their way, even though they certainly
didn't ignore them They press the 'call' button on the wall
and wait, unstable and shaki ng.

PRI SON GUARD
(conf used)
Hel | 0? What do you want ?
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(with a hoarse voice in
human | anguage)
Can we cone in please?

PRI SON GUARD

Sur e.

ani mal s are peopl e,

CAT

Didn't Sir George once say

t oo? Conme in!

(trying to repress his
ener gy and aggressi on)

Thanks a | ot,

SWAN

you pri ck!

(now speaking in human
| anguage as wel |)

No, Pickl es,

CAT
l"mtrying to,
D ckhead!

SVAN
' msorry too,

ny
Aar gh!

be ni ce!

idiot friend!
"' m SO sorry!

now fuck off!

The ANI MALS and GUARD are | eaving the gate and are wal ki ng

t hrough t he pat hway,
| NT: PRI SON -

Things aren't a | ot
bl eak. Again, it's netal

| ess frightening,
ever ywher e,
on the ground floor with an identi cal
After they requested to see CHAD and OSCAR

to the prison building.
| MVEDI ATELY AFTER

inside. It's pretty
renmenber? The GROUP are
wal kway above t hem

t he GQUARD t akes

the ANI MALS through the dreary path, as they pass a nunber of

caged PRI SONERS on their
eyes fixed on the CREATURES;

| eft.

Al'l CONVI CTS have their stunned
they are w tnessing one of the

nost hilarious situations of their whole |ives.

PRI SON GUARD
Fol |l ow ne. Tal ki ng ani mal s? Now | ' ve

seen everyt hi ng!

SWAN

Hurry up, you dipshit!

PRI SON GUARD
(relentlessly pleasant)

| amgoing a bit slow, aren't
Wuld you like ne to |et

apol ogi es.

1?2 My

Chad and Oscar out? Is this sonething

to do with that phone cal
recently?

t he news,

t hat was on
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Yes, that's really kind of you
CAT
Cunt!
SWAN
(shocked)
Pickles, that's too far
CAT
(rnortified)

| know it is!!

The PRI SON GUARD opens two nei ghbouring cells in the far
corner of the prison. He then |l ets OSCAR and CHAD out of the
extra un-exciting, solitary confinenent roons. He does so,
relishing how relieved the OFFENDERS nust be.

OSCAR CANS
(to the animals)
My dear friends! How good it is too
see youl

PRI SON GUARD
They're here to set you free!

OSCAR CANS
Oh, great! Well, thanks for having ne!

PRI SON GUARD
It's been a pl easure!

CAT
Shut up, noron!

Wth an out of control inpulse, the CAT squeezes the trigger
of the SWAN' S grenade | auncher. It fires far into the other
end of the corridor they canme from There is a huge expl osion
but with little to burn, the fireball dies away in just a few
seconds. The mangl ed bars of netal cell doors give the
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opportunity for a few PRISONERS to break free. However, with a

strong set of norals, they stay in their roons. The second
fl oor pathway is buckling and on the brink of collapse. Tine

is short, as the exit wll soon be blocked with a huge pile of

wr eckage.

SWAN
(in horror)
Pi ckl es, no!

CAT
Ch, shit!
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SWAN
Run!'! Conme with us GOscar and Chad!
Prison guard, you stay where you are!

Qut of respect, the PRI SON GUARD does exactly what he is told.
Sei zing the opportunity, CHAD, OSCAR and the AN MALS run for
it. Wth the little notivation they have, many ot her drowsy
GUARDS energe sonewhere fromthe pandenonium They are about
to try and bl ock their path, and prove thenselves not to be

| azy sausages. In the back of their mnds, this was the kind
of event they were dreadi ng. Though, they weren't inmagining
things to get TH S crazy.

SWAN
(still extrenely edgy)
No, you stay where you are, too and

| et us go!!
The squad of prison STAFF do what is asked of them as well.

SWAN
And renenber, everyone! Please don't
tell anyone what has just happened!
And don't try and recapture Chad and
Gscar! | hope you enjoyed the cakes!

PRI SON GUARD
No problem they were delicious!

The inter-species GANG nake a break for the exit of the prison
buil ding, with no one in their rear chasing them The SWAN
then fires his grenade | auncher at the door, whilst he and his
GROUP go full speed through the explosion and debris. Just as
they do so, the second floor pathway coll apses behind them
causing a terrifying, deafening screech. No one is hurt, as
harm ng others woul d be the absol ute opposite of the GROUP' S
nature, and indeed everyone else's. Even if accidentally.

Well, maybe. They are now outside, but are still surrounded by
potentially flesh-severing barrier tops. Al that is needed is
one nore shot to the prison gates... But wait... The DOG

WALKERS in the park, outside the prison.. Wat if they get
hurt? The ESCAPEE' S will have to ask the STAFF to |let them go.
Once CHAD, OSCAR and the ANI MALS reach the outside prison
gate, CHAD presses the call button, feeling pretty
enbarrassed.

CHAD MACALPI NE

Hey, sorry about all that. | hope no
one was hurt. Can you |et us out,
pl ease?

UNKNOMN PRI SON STAFF MEMBER
Sure thing, have a great day!
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OSCAR CANS
Thanks, bye!
The inpressive gates open, to the sound of shrill scrapes on

the ground. Yep, now they scrape. There's al ways sonet hi ng,
isn't there? Once out of the prison, EVERYONE is exhaust ed,
alnost to the point of immobility. Neverthel ess, the GROUP
manages to walk to the nearest train station, purchase tickets
and begin to travel to the Reasonabl e Foods area. No doubt
about it, WTNESSES al ong the way are puzzled by the two MEN
travelling with a CAT and a shifty | ooking SWAN. The fact that
the BIRD S wings are always closed tight in what seens to be
an enbarrassed fashion, doesn't help nmatters. However, no one
even has thoughts of stopping them They don't | ook |ike
fugitives or crimnal masterm nds, they just | ook weird.

EXT: THE POND NEAR RF - N GHT

It is a beautiful but cold (you can't have everything) starry
night. After having spent sone tine eating lunch at OSCAR S
near by house, the FUA TI VES are sitting together at the pond's
hi deout area. They are | aughing, nmewi ng and tal king with each
other, merrily. OSCAR and CHAD are eating the bread out of
court eousness.

OSCAR CANS
Well... | certainly didn't expect THAT
to happen... | hope this nmud |'m
sitting in warns up, soon. |'m

freezing.

Suddenly, out of the corner of his eye, CHAD spots a self-
absorbed and uncharacteristically nuddy SIR GEORCGE. He is
eating froma plastic lunch box, by a tree at the other end of
t he park.

CHAD MACALPI NE
(amazed and excited)
Sir Ceorge?! |Is that you?!

SI R GEORGE
Chad!

SIR CEORCE | eaves his food behind and tries to walk up to the
group w thout slipping.

CHAD MACALPI NE
(as George wal ks)
How are you?? What | do know is you' ve
had quite an eventful few years!
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SI R GEORCE
(wal ki ng)
Yeah, not bad, thanks. | just told
everyone at Reasonabl e Foods to go
fuck thenselves. | rang the door and

spoke through the letter box. | don't
know if they listened but in

hi ndsi ght, | hope they didn't. So
yeah, | kind of lost it a bit after

broke my arm Al | wanted was sone
nor phi ne. Then | decided to have a bit
of lunch, I won't ask about the whole

prison business. Wiat in God's nane
are you eating??

Since nellow ng out over the years, the rest of the GROUP
realise they feel a little uneasy around the EX-POLITI Cl AN
This MAN sits down with them

CHAD MACALPI NE
(trying not to offend
t he ani mal s)
Soggy bread. You want sone? It's very
good.

CHAD wi nks at SIR GEORGE, trying to encourage him

SI R GEORCE
(alittle awkward)
Sure, why not? Do you want to see
sonmet hing funny? I'lIl show you it on
nmy phone, it has the internet on it!

SIR GEORCE reaches into his brown and red uniformand pulls
out his nobile. The nmoonlight briefly nmakes his nedal s shine.
CHAD, OSCAR and the ANI MALS nove closer to GEORCGE to get a
better | ook.

(The whole video is cut out, due to copyright reasons. :( )

CHAD MACALPI NE
(awkwar d but anused)
Baaahahaha! That's sone funny shit!

Pl CKLES
Ch, ny God, that's great!

DENAE
(getting excited)
| want to show you sonething, too...
Look at this......

53. What Happened Next
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And so that needlessly dramatic breakout and get together

ends the story. If this book has been successful - and | can
only pray that it was - you will have | earnt the dangers of
taking illegal drugs, and indeed the horrors of saying
prover bs. What happened after? Well... Al the prison GUARDS

were true to their word and never told anyone of the break in;
even when they were on the later, ml|der doses of oxytocin.

The SWAN and CAT remai ned good friends throughout the rest of
their lives, and CHAD and OSCAR started up their own ultra-
successful shopping franchise in France. Under secret orders
of PRIME M NI STER STEVEN DI CKI NSON, they have been given new
identities. He doesn't want to draw any further negative
attention to hinself, so he has covered up the enbarrassing
breakout. He has al so kept his know edge of talking animals
top secret. Wth warmregards, he has witten to everyone who
may have saw themto keep quiet.

Furthernmore, this PRIME M NI STER was forced to clean up his
act by the public, and hasn't used drugs since the mld
mannered outcry. He continues to punp the water full of
oxytocin and in doing so, he has created a sense of peace the
wor | d has never seen before. Many ani mal s have even becone
vegetari ans, changing the ecosystemin drastic ways. But for
the better.

To the sadness of all that know them SIR CGEORGE and the PRI ME
M NI STER still don't speak to each other. The forner is too
infuriating. He is now the | ead singer and guitarist of the
under ground bl ack netal band 'Sir Gorge... On dead bodies'.

Hi s debut al bum ' Fuckin' Mental!' received mainly positive
reviews, and got 4 stars froma respected website. He is ful

of beans to this day.

The GAMESHOW HOST still swears by SIR GEORGE S toxic and

addi ctive energy drink, 'Mental'. However, he has been ordered
by many doctors to cut his consunption down. His fingers have
been reattached and as he has cone into sone noney in recent
tinmes, he has had gold teeth fitted. He hosts the hit

ganmeshow 'Let's be clever and obey the law . H's son VIVALD
on the other hand, has been sacked for his inconpetence. He
has gone back to college to continue studying psychol ogy. The
education systemis now far better.

KEN remai ns good friends with GARY. Both have chosen to study
medi ci ne at university, to try and understand what happened to
me, BEN. | amtragically still dead.

The foll ow ng people are al so sadly no nore:

The WSE OLD MAN di ed of a heart attack, after laughing at SIR
GEORGE' S new al bum

Al'l the soap characters in Carnage! died in a massive bus
acci dent.
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The witers ended the show, due to a sharp decline in ratings.

The Reasonabl e Foods boss, MR HAMVETT, died after falling
down a hole. This happened nere m nutes before the PMhad a
chance to question himabout the CAT on | earning drugs. As the
PM couldn't get hold of him RF S ADVI SOR NO. 2 was questioned
instead. Not thinking as hard as he perhaps shoul d have done,
the ADVI SCR decl ared insanity. His story was that he fed
animals the drugs to prevent Wrld War Three. However, he was
quite convincing and is nowin a nental institution. He should
be out in the near future, free from any charges.

And finally in England, KYLE JEFFREYS died after perform ng an
unusual and dangerous karate nove on one of his guests. Hi's
aggressi on was caused by an oxytocin resistant brain tunor.

Over in America, the SECRETARY OF DEFENCE has retired, happy
in the thought he hel ped make the world a nuch nicer place. He
and VLADIM R PUTIN are now very close and when VLADOMR is in
town, the two go gol fing together.

CRAIG the mssile maker still works on his farmin Al abana.
Hs friend, the PIZZA MAN has now joined him after a brief
forced adm ssion to a |local psychiatric hospital. The PM (not
Prime Mnister!), whose real nane is EDDIE CAMERON i S now on a
new and efficient antipsychotic, making himfree of any
synptons. He plans to start up a new business, giving
helicopter | essons to nmenbers of the public. He is also
engaged to his longtermgirlfriend, CHRI STI NA

Lastly in Germany, both TOURI STS ONE and TWD have not yet been
captured. They left England by jogging across the country,
hiding in holes they dug together. They then swam across the
channel . Once they got to France, they made their way to
Germany, again by running and hiding in trenches. They are now
qui te passive but nomadi c vegetarians, living off grass and

| eaves.

That's it, the rest of the characters will have to remain a
mystery... At least for now. .. Byeeeeee. Ch, and the noral of
the story?

..... Know edge i s power, power corrupts, but not on oxytocin.
That's it.

As you're still reading after all this tinme, perhaps you would
like to have a brief ook at SIR GEORGE' S unpublished crine
drama?... I'msure | can fix that for you..

54. Captain Mental's Sausage Experinent

Pl ease note: | amaware of the various flaws in Sir CGeorge's
witing, (e.g. he sonetines ignores the rule of 'show, don't

tell"). However, he is not yet a professional, and is still

| earning the ropes. | do know of the rule, | just don't care.
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| NT: CAPTAI N MENTAL'S OFFI CE

CAPTAI N MENTAL' S police office is a special private roomfor

t he genius, hinmself. Union Jack flags cover every inch of wall
and even ceiling space. In the mddle of this roomis a solid
golden table, with two golden chairs. On the table is a near
hi storical conputer, a sausage roll and an bl oodi ed opened
package. The only other object in the roomis a closed, |arge
cupboard, with the words 'fuck off', on it. CAPTAIN MENTAL is
al one with the new recruit, CONSTABLE MORGAN

CAPTAI N MENTAL is an 85 year old man, who only ever wears a
red mlitary uniform He is outspoken and doesn't take shit
from anyone - not even fromhis fellow policenmen. They never
give up urging himto wear a normal police outfit, and
probably never will. However, MENTAL can do what he |ikes as
his skills are too valuable to the force.

CAPTAI N MENTAL
AAAAARGHH! Who keeps killing all these
chef s?! ?!

CONSTABLE MORGAN is a 21 year old man, who has only just
finished his police training. He | ooks and dresses in an

ort hodox fashion with no quirks, whatsoever. This is nuch to
the di sdain of CAPTAIN MENTAL. Sonetimes CMjingles his nedals
at MORGAN, to try and influence his clothing style.

CONSTABLE MORGAN
(al nost crying)
|"msorry, | don't know

CAPTAI N MENTAL throws over the table in a fit of rage.

CAPTAI N MENTAL

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRGGGEGHHHH! !'!
NEERERREEE

CAPTAI N MENTAL pants with heavy, rapid breaths. He doesn't
stop until he slaps hinself in the face and pulls hinself
together. Qut of the corner of his eye, he sees his as yet,
un-eaten |unch

CAPTAI N MENTAL

(1 nspired)

O course!! Mrgan, when you | ook at
t hat sausage roll, what do you see??
CONSTABLE MORGAN

(uneasily)
Captain Mental, | just see food..

CAPTAI N MENTAL
God DAMM T Morgan, try harder!
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CONSTABLE MORGAN
| see a dead pig in breadcrunbs....

CAPTAI N MENTAL
What el se, Mrgan?..

CONSTABLE MORGAN notices the greasy and bl ood stai ned opened
package, and realises the sausage roll nust have cane fromit.

CONSTABLE MORGAN
(pl easantly surprised)
Ch, ny God!!

CAPTAI N MENTAL
Exactly. Cone with nme to the research
room That sausage roll was posted to
us for a reason. | think it m ght have
been fromthe killer

CONSTABLE MORGAN
(alittle confused)
... Do you always eat the packages
sent to you? Isn't that a bit risky?

CAPTAI N MENTAL
Jesus Christ, Mrgan! Were's your
sense of trust??

CONSTABLE MORGAN
O course. I'msorry.

| NT: POLI CE RESEARCH ROOM

This part of the police station is a lot nore standard. It is
a pure white roomw th not even a speck of dirt to be seen. In
the mddle of the place is one large, long table with test
tubes and strange equi pnent on it. Dangerous chemcals are
kept on shelves on the roomwalls. CMand CM are standi ng
here, the former, larger than life.

CAPTAI N MENTAL' S nobi | e phone rings. He answers it fromhis
pocket, annoyed by the distraction. Fromhis other pocket he
produces his food gift, about to give it a bite. Then he

reali ses he shouldn't. (BEN, here. | should explain his weird
choice of wording. 'Food gift?" He didn't want to keep
saying 'sausage roll', so he tried his best to add sone

variety. And rightly so, the original version got VERY
annoyi ng) .

CAPTAI N MENTAL
Hell o? Who is it?

The MYSTERI QUS CALLER is a conplete puzzle. H's or her voice
i s heavily disguised.
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MYSTERI OQUS CALLER
(mocki ngly)
I|"'mthe killer. Enjoying your pork?

CAPTAI N MENTAL
(furiously throwing his
meat and bread conbo
on the floor)
DAMM T! 1!

MYSTERI QUS CALLER
Hahahahahaha. . . .. hahahahahaha. . .

The MYSTERI QUS CALLER hangs up the phone, still |aughing.

CAPTAI N MENTAL

(gravely)
Mor gan, soneone knows where we worKk.

CONSTABLE MORGAN
The police station?

CAPTAI N MENTAL
Yes.

CONSTABLE MORGAN
Who?

CAPTAI N MENTAL
| wish | knew... Anyway, let's just do
the research, shall we?

CONSTABLE MORGAN
O course, Mental

CAPTAI N MENTAL
(thinki ng deeply and
rubbi ng his chin)
k. 'Sausage rolls' is an anagram
of 'seagull oars'

CONSTABLE MORGAN
We're here to work out anagrans?

CAPTAI N MENTAL
Yes... Wiy did you think we were here?

CONSTABLE MORGAN
| thought | saw a hair on the sausage
roll... | thought we could do sonme DNA
testing...



CAPTAI N MENTAL
(angrily)
AAARRGGHH! ! 'l New t echnol ogy
destroying the m nd!!

CONSTABLE MORGAN
(nervously)
Pl ease forgive ne. Ck, for an
anagram how about 'AA slug roles'..

CAPTAI N MENTAL
As in al coholics anonynous? You
idiot... Al coholics Anonynous Sl ug
Rol es?. ..

CONSTABLE MORGAN
| was thinking he could be an
al coholic, with a fantasy of
fulfilling slug-like duties..

CAPTAI N MENTAL
(tgnoring him
.... Anyway when that sicko phoned us,
| think | heard seagulls in the
background. It was hard to say, the
line was so distorted... But 'oars'?
What does that nean??

CONSTABLE MORGAN
Maybe he trains seagulls to use oars
as nurder weapons..

CAPTAI N MENTAL
Dear God. The perfect crine.

| NT: BAKERY - THE NEXT DAY

The bakery is a cosy little shop with a few seats,

custoners.

deneanor.

Behi nd a cashi er
is a 60 year old bald man with a goat ee.
CAPTAIN MENTAL is here too, with CONSTABLE MORGAN

MANAGER
(cheerfully)
Isn't life great?

CAPTAI N MENTAL
(curiously)
No, why?

MANAGER
(slightly shocked)
VWy?? Can't you hear the birds
si ngi ng?

t abl es and
is the MANAGER of the outlet.
He al so has a warm

265.
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CAPTAI N MENTAL
You nake a good argunent. You are very
wi se. Though I still just want
sonething to take the pain away.

MANAGER
What about the |ovely trees?

CAPTAI N MENTAL
My friend, | feel better already.
Anyway, can | have two sausage rolls,
pl ease?

MANAGER
No problem that wll be....

At that nonment, a few gunshots are heard. Everyone in the shop
screans in terror and takes cover. The MANAGER |lies on the
fl oor, Dbleeding behind the till.

MANAGER
(i n severe pain)
That will be.... £5.20.....

The MANAGER dies not long after dutifully finishing his
sentence. His last act is to point at sonme pastry covered pork
product s.

CAPTAI N MENTAL

CAPTAI N MENTAL performs CPR, whil st CONSTABLE MORGAN calls an
anbul ance in peril. Sadly, nothing can be done.

CAPTAI N MENTAL

(edgily)
Did any of you witnesses catch a
glinpse of the killer?

WTNESS NO. 1 is a petite 70 old lady, with green hair and a
zi mer frane.

W TNESS NO. 1
(hysterical)
He was dressed as a sausage roll!

CAPTAI N MENTAL
(hopeful l'y)
Aha!

| NT: RESEARCH CENTRE - THE FOLLOW NG NI GHT
CAPTAI N MENTAL

| just don't understand... Wiy did the
murderer kill the manager and not ne?
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CONSTABLE MORGAN
God knows. Let's just do the tests,
eh?

CAPTAI N MENTAL
Excel | ent t hi nki ng.

CAPTAI N MENTAL puts one of his bangers under a bunsen burner.
It catches fire.

CAPTAI N MENTAL
The food is flammbl e?... But what
does that nean?

CAPTAI N MENTAL' S phone rings, again. MENTAL answers it, trying
to fight his nerves.

CAPTAI N MENTAL

Hel | 0?. ...
MYSTERI OQUS CALLER
Hahaha! You're still thinking about
t he sausage roll, aren't you?

CAPTAI N MENTAL
(losing it)
VWHAT DOES IS I T MEAN?! 21?1

MYSTERI OQUS CALLER
Let's just say |I'mangry at the fast
food i ndustry. Because of the exact
sane food, |'mas large as soul nusic
was in the 1950s.

CAPTAI N MENTAL
Sausage roll is an anagram of 'l arge
as soul', not 'seagull oars'!

MYSTERI QUS CALLER
That's right. But | can say all
want. You will never catch ne!

The MYSTERY CALLER hangs up the phone, with a nocking
di sregard for everyone involved in the case.

CAPTAI N MENTAL
We've just nmade a significant
br eakt hr ough! Cancel the experinents,
they are neaningless. | see that now.

CONSTABLE MORGAN
So this guy dresses up as a sausage
roll and shoots the chefs who nmake the
food, because they nmade himfat.
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CAPTAI N MENTAL
Exactly.

CONSTABLE MORGAN
And he sent you the sausage rol
for you to work out an anagram of the
food, and that anagram describes a
randomtrait he has.

CAPTAI N MENTAL
G eat work, Mrgan.

CONSTABLE MORGAN
This person's a fruit cake.

CAPTAI N MENTAL
s that a surprise? Let's just find
this guy, eh?

CONSTABLE MORGAN
Way did you think burning the thing
woul d hel p?

CAPTAI N MENTAL

(angrily)
Maybe you should work on the case on
your own, huh?!

CONSTABLE MORGAN

(quietly)
O course, not. Sorry, Captain... Just

seened a bit weird, is all..

CAPTAI N MENTAL
Let's just work out where he wll
stri ke next.

CONSTABLE MORGAN
Maybe he wants to kill the new manager
at the bakery.

CAPTAI N MENTAL
No, that's too obvi ous.

SERGEANT EVANS burts through the research centre door, with
sonme al arm ng news.

This MAN is a nore experienced police officer than MORGAN. He
is 35 and of average size and buil d.

SERGEANT EVANS
Captain Mental! The new manager at the
bakery has been shot dead by a man in
a sausage roll costune!
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CAPTAI N MENTAL
Onhhhh, shit.

SERGEANT EVANS
We have sonme good news, though... W
caught him He wants to speak to you.

I NT: THE SAUSAGE RCOLL KILLER S CELL.

A soull ess room where the walls are covered with diet
pronoti ng posters.

SAUSAGE ROLL KI LLER
You know, Mental... Part of nme wanted
to be caught. At least now |l'mfree
fromthe tenptation of salty, fatty

foods. | hear the food in prisons is

rubbish.... And now | can work out for

free, too.

CAPTAI N MENTAL

Shut up.
If you want to read nore of that story, | suggest you wite to
SIR GECRGE and ask himfor the rest. |I'msure he can print you
off the whole copy, for a small fee. That's it, bye!

55. Diagnoses

.... So you want sone nore, do you? Now you're going to get a
much deeper insight into the character's (pre-drugged) m nds.
This is for the nore... different, anong you. Don't understand
what a certain disorder is? Search engining it. After the

di sorders, are socionics Personality types. Again, that's what
search engines are for. Finally, we have the people's I (s.

SIR GCEORGE: Bipolar Il, Hstrionic Personality D sorder,
Borderline Personality disorder, Narcissistic Personality

Di sorder. ESFp. 1Q 125

MATT ' MATTY' TALBOIT ( GAME SHOW HOST): (Only at times) Severe
depression. ENFp. 1Q 98

BEN (ME): Too young to have a personality disorder. No nood
di sorder or nental illness. INFp. 1Q 124

KEN:. ADHD. ESTp. 1Q 100

CHAD MACALPI NE (BTS NARRATOR): Paranoid Personality D sorder,
wi th Conpul sive features. (Cbdurate Paranoid). MId Tourette's
Syndrone. ISTj. 1Q 102

JUDGE: Not enough information to tell. ESTj. 1Q 130

PSYCHI ATRI ST: Anti social Personality D sorder. Bipolar |

ESTp. 1Q 68

MRS. CARTY (JOB | NTERVI EVEER) : Schi zotypal Personality
Disorder. INTj. 1Q 135

NEWS REPORTER: No personality disorder. ENFj. 1Q 104
SECRETARY OF DEFENCE: (osessive Conpul sive Personality

Di sorder, with Narcissistic features.
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(Bureaucratic Conpul sive - a personality style he had nore of,
later in his career). EST]. 1Q 140

CRAI G THE M SSI LE DESI GNER: Par anoi d Schi zophreni a. ( Now
successfully treated). Sone Borderline traits. INFp. 1Q 131
VLADIM R PUTIN: Antisocial Personality Di sorder with

Narci ssistic features? (Reputation defending antisocial). |
can only speculate. If you read the description of that

di sorder online, it sounds kind of simlar to his personality.
ENTp or INTj]? Dunno. 'Hey, | thought you said you know
everything!' | do. 'That doesn't make sense'. Yes, it does.

| @ 1347? That's what | researched, anyway. Yes, dead people
have internet!

EDDI E CAMERON (Pl ZZA MAN): Sone Antisocial traits, but not
meeting full criteria for the full blown disorder. Over the 5
years, he had nellowed with age. (Especially now he's on
oxytocin). Paranoid Schizophrenia. (Now successfully treated).
ESTp. 1Q@ 82

PCLI CEMAN 1: Paranoid Schi zophrenia. ENTj. 1Q 85

MOOSEMAN: Apparently afflicted with 'Rabbl edabble'. | don't
know what that neans, either. | can't read people's thoughts,
(nmost of the time, as previously explained). Yes, doing so
woul d be invadi ng people's privacy. Reading inmaginary

peopl e' s/ creature's thoughts is no different. 1Q 78

PCLI CEMAN 2: Antisocial Personality Disorder. ISTp. 1Q 95

W SE OLD MAN: Schi zoid Personality D sorder, wth Avoi dant
features. (Renote Schizoid). INTp. 1Q 133

CAMERAMAN: Anti soci al Personality Disorder. |ISTp. 1Q 121
PRIME M NI STER S ADVI SOR (WHO LATER BECAVE PM STEVEN

DI CKI NSON) : Narcissistic Personality Disorder. ENTp. I1Q 152
SARAH (MP): Narcissistic Personality Disorder. ENFj. 1Q 140
SARAH S DOCTOR: Schi zotypal Personality Disorder. INTj. IQ
128

THOVAS (SHADY MP): Narcissistic Personality Disorder, with
antisocial features. (Unprincipled Narcissist). ENTp. 1Q 128
EDWARD (MP): Antisocial Personality Disorder. ISTp. 1Q 131
MARK (MP): Antisocial Personality Disorder, with Sadistic
features. (Ml evolent Antisocial), depression. ISTj. 1Q 135
MRS JOHNSON: No real diagnoses. Her sonetines imoral

behavi our was intended for the better. ENFp. 1Q 111

GARY: Too young for a personality disorder. No nood di sorder.
ENTp. 1Q@ 129

GARY' S MOTHER: (bsessi ve Conpul sive Personality Disorder, with
Dependent features. (Conscientious Conpulsive). ISF. 1Q 126
KYLE JEFFREYS:. Sadistic Personality Disorder, with Obsessive
Compul sive features. (Enforcing sadist) ESTj. 1Q 88

ANTI - PROVERB TEACHER: Sadi stic Personality Di sorder. ENTp. 1Q
80

HANNAH: Personality change due to zonbiefication. INF. 1Q 2
TONY: Sane as above. INF. 1Q 3

MR. HAMVETT (RF' S BOSS): Antisocial Personality D sorder.
ENTj. 1Q@ 134

OSCAR CANS (RF'S ADVI SOR NO. 1) Narcissistic Personality

Di sorder, with Antisocial features (Unprincipled Narcissist).
ENTp. 1Q@ 130
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RF''S ADVI SOR NO. 2: Antisocial Personality Disorder. |ISTp. 1 Q
126

DOCTOR S RECEPTI ONI ST: No disorders. :O ENFp. 1Q 78

DOCTOR JONES (KEN S DOCTOR): No di sorder. ESFp. 1Q 84

BUS DRIVER M 1Id learning disabilities. ESFj. 1Q 55

Wien he became the TAXI DRI VER, his |1 Q reached 90.

VI VALDI TALBOTIT ( GAMESHOW HOST'S SON): Histrionic Personality
Disorder. ISFp. 1Q 90

DEREK (CALLER NO 1): Depression. |ISTp. 1Q 88

EDDI E, ALEX, M CHAEL, DAVE (DOGS): No disorders. ESTp, |STp,

| SFp, | STj, respectively. Al around 220.

Pl CKLES (CAT): Antisocial Personality Disorder. |ISTp. 1Q 145
DENAE (SWAN): Antisocial Personality D sorder, with Paranoid
features. (Ml evolent Antisocial). INTj. 1Q 154

PRI SON GUARD: Narcissistic Personality disorder, with
Antisocial features. (Unprincipled Narcissist). ESFp. 1Q 71
SCI ENTI ST: Narcissistic Personality disorder, with Antisocia
features. (Unprincipled Narcissist). ENTp. 1Q 130

SKI NHEADS: Hard to say, because they were drugged. SH1l: | STp,
Q@ 111 SH2: IST), 1Q 66

TV I NTERVI EMER: No disorder. INTj. I1Q 129

TOURI ST NO. 1: No disorder. ISFp. 1Q 79

TOURI ST NO. 2: Behavi our change caused by drugs. Drugs caused
some Antisocial traits. ISTp. 1Q 75

TEAM MEMBER: ADD. INFp. 1Q 121

TRAMP: Al coholism and Antisocial Personality disorder with
Avoi dant features. (Nomadic Antisocial). ISFp. 1Q 95

..... And just for fun, here are sone of the characters
from' Captain Mental's Sausage Experinent'...

CAPTAI N MENTAL: Narcissistic Personality Disorder. ESTj. 1Q
180

CONSTABLE MORGAN: Dependent Personality Disorder. ISFp. 1Q 99
SAUSAGE ROLL KILLER Sadistic Personality D sorder, with
Negativist features. (Tyrannical Sadist. Sound scary? It is.
The very worst of all personality disorders, and subtypes :S)
ENFp. "ENFp? That's weird, isn't it? Yes, it is a bit weird
lQ 118

MANAGER: No disorder. A lovely person. INF. IQ 90

Let's be clear, all the old Antisocial and Sadistic traits
have been dramatically decreased, now that the once afflicted
are secretly on oxytocin. The people who know about the
druggi ngs and have their own special pure water to drink, are
still nmental. (Along with the TRAMP)

Alright, now I'malnost finished... "Really? | don't trust
you.' Yep, no nore pages, |look... Anyway, | just want to nake
one last point... Hey, what's that sound? SARAH, is that you?
Put the gun down, it's definitely the last tinme I'll say it!
The book's practically finished!'! SARAH

FQUNSNOL S* .
.... And the point is, you can't kill the dead. A funny way to
end a book? Well, it's true, you can't.
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Byeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee
€eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee
€eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeceeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee
eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee. . . Lo

SARAH, |I'mso not talking to you, again.

P.S., to save any OCD sufferers fromcounting, this book is
68, 539 words | ong. G ao.

...... Hang on..... Wat was that rubber chicken about ???
56. Fuck- Ups

Me again. Now s the tine to end the book with the 'fuck-up
section. You know when | said I'd finished? That was a fuck-
up, initself. Those with sharp eyes may have noticed a few

ot her m shaps whil st reading the story. Rather than clear them
up, | thought 1'd REALLY break the boundaries of witing and
do the exact opposite; point out ny errors. As far as | know,
that is a unique concept in narration. So here goes..

Page 28:

CRAI G
(sweetly)
Not hi ng!

CRAI G TO VLADI M R
(trying to be nice)
|"m sure we can cone to sone sort of
an agreenent. Have a billion dollars.
Hel |, take two!

First of all, "CRAIG TO VLADOMR isn't the name of a person
like it should be and secondly, even if it was, you shouldn't
wite a character twice in a row. Unless you have sone kind of
gap between the recurring individuals, that is. Wat | should
have witten was the foll ow ng..

CRAI G
(sweetly)
Not hi ng!

CRAI G does sonething interesting...

CRAI G
(to Madimr, and
trying to be nice)
|"m sure we can cone to sone sort of
an agreenent. Have a billion dollars.
Hel |, take two!
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You nmay have al so spotted ne saying 'noone' instead of 'no
one'. Whoops. The programl|l'mwiting with allows nme to say
the former, hence the confusion | experienced. If you detected
any nore errors... Well done! But keep themto yourself, | may
| ook inconpetent. There are many out there who don't
appreciate nmy ultra-exploratory editing techniques.

Movi ng on, even though | enjoyed witing nmy world-w de

bi ography, if you will, | never really felt free. That is
because so nuch effort went into it. Now however, | have
decided to let |oose and conpletely do what | want. \Wat can
say? |I'm knackered. You are now reading witing with no rules
what soever. Anything can happen..

Hgf di 890j 5j i 0j g0di skg90f di h9gOf -i y90r t yh9i rt kyhot khnOogt -

f khl t - ykhOt - =khO-t f khO-t gf kdgf dm opb[ ng f kohn[ gnf dopghm

f dop[ brmgvop[ mgodpmhot r [ mu6or emhj ot p[ df mogp[ f mop[ nop[ nop[ monmi o
[ ghf dsnmohbf 0gdskhoO- gt dl oshf Op- gdl hg- f1 dhpgO-f | hgOp- f dkhgO-

f =dkh- f =kg- f dkhgOp- f dhpg] f dl hgpf kgO- f =kd- f kOg- f kdhO- gf kd0g-

=f g=- f dh- gf khOg- =f dkg0- d=hgOf hkgf d

Told you. That felt good.
Al so, you know when | gave the word count? Now, it's changed.
| will be giving the real nunber though, |I'mnot going to make
you count all the words just to check if I'mbullshitting.

The word count is now. .. 68,950 words! Toodl e-pi p!



