Jelly Trumpet Season 04
Episode: 01 ‘Escape from Camp Seven’ v6


Season: 04
Episode: 01 – ‘Escape from Camp Seven’

ACT 1

RIFF 1
Water Bottles


S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME

TONY:
Welcome to Jelly Trumpet Studios, two blokes and a medieval queen trying to make a podcast about creativity.

The Jelly Trumpet crew:

· Jim, the writer, has a loose grasp on reality 
· Mr b, the inventor, understands reality but doesn’t like it. 
· Queen Eleanor of the Aquitaine, yes that one. Time travel you see.

Plus:
· Nigel, a giant red squirrel
· Spen, a guitarist, his axe does his talking
· cMac, Mr b’s multi-purpose gizmo 
· and ME! Tony, the voice over guy!

Previously on Jelly Trumpet! The crew escaped from Gootania, a country owned by the zillionaire Elton MuskOx. The fiend wanted to steal the Jelly Trumpet podcast to add to his real news media empire. 

In this episode, Escape from Camp Seven, our heroes, heroine and squirrel are locked up in Camp Seven. A Prisoner of Woke prison camp set up by the US Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge.

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME

S/FX: SOUND OF TYPING

MR B:
What are you typing Mr Jim?




JIM:
I'm writing Mr b. Typing my thoughts. This Macbook Pro is my beast of burden and I am writing a journal about the invasion of our fair land by the US Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge. Brrrr! It’s getting cold.

MR B:
[WISTFUL] Will we ever go back to tipping our hats to fair ladies and talking to strangers about the weather? 

JIM:
No.

MR B:
Why not?

JIM:
Because tipping hats only exists in episodes of Downton Abbey. What’s that?

MR B: 
That Mr Jim, is a little invention. A device for turning unpleasant sounds into silence!

JIM:
For why, Mr b?

MR B:
It is in case Nigel decides to practice the bagpipes again. I call it ‘The Simon & Garfunkel Device’ SGD for short.

JIM:
Eh? O’. I see. Bravo! Does it work?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel put the radio on. It is time for my favourite show. The Bowmen of Bumbridge and I must know if farmer Tom has finished off all the sheep.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS AND A SWITCH IS PRESSED

S/FX: A BURST OF ARCHERS LIKE THEME TUNE 

MR B:
But of course, it works. I connect this tappet to the electric pin, pull the tappeter and switch the red switch to ‘No Thank you’ and… Volia! ‘SGD is ARMED!

S/FX: TRILL! TRILL! TRILL!

JIM:
[SOTTO VOCE] God help us.


MR B:
 Now, I play some bagpipe music and…

S/FX: SOUND OF BAGPIPES BEING INFLATED AND A COUPLE OF NOTES

S/FX: TRILL! TRILL! TRILL! HUM OF HIGH VOLTAGE ELECTRICITY

JIM: 
O’ No! My Macbook Pro has rebooted.

S/FX: BUMBRIDGE THEME TUNE GOES A BIT MAD AND CUTS OFF SUDDENLY

QUEEN ELEANOR:
WHAT? LE DIABLE [THE DEVIL]! The radio est chou!

MR B:
Ah!

JIM:
What have you done, Mr b. This device has ruined all our electric tech! [A BEAT] We could just hide Nigel’s bagpipes, you know!

MR B:
Quite. [SOTTO VOCE] Still, might be useful for something. 

JIM:
I used to do a pretty good bagpipe impression, you know?

MR B:
Don’t Jim. Just don’t.

S/FX: [JIM’S] BAGPIPES EFFECT 
S/FX: TRILL! TRILL! TRILL!

JIM:
Errrg! My throat’s gone soft.

MR B:
That will be useful for something.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel! Fetch the hot water bottles. Rapide [CLAPS HANDS]!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM: 
No one except us, it seems, expected the US Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge
to invade our lovely England. No prison can hold us! 

MR B:
The Free Eagle news network calls it a special military operation, Mr Jim. An intervention. You know, to save us from the National Health Service, free speech and kettles. Not to mention three tier policing and the jokes of Peter Kaye. 

JIM:
I thought it was two tier policing?

MR B:
The third tier is for the masons, reptilian humanoids and GB News researchers.

JIM:
I was forgetting that. Now we are under American military law and imprisoned because we have a sense of humour. I wonder why it’s called Camp Seven? Any news from the resistance?

MR B:
It’s called Camp Seven Mr Jim, because there are six other camps. [TWO BEATS] And no, not yet. There’s high pressure over Scotland interfering with our radio signals to the Bob Mortimer resistance. 

JIM:
Bugger! [BEEPED]

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Hot water bottle Mr Jim, Mr b?

JIM:
Thank you, your majesty.

S/FX: SOUND OF LIQUID BEING DRUNK

MR B:
Brilliant idea your majesty. Keeping all our alcohol in hot water bottles. Just surprised the goons haven't said anything. I mean, we have over two hundred hot water bottles stuffed into the big cupboard. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Well, it is June in England and très froid, n'est pas? So, the goons suspect nothing. 

JIM:
I’m sure we’ve forgotten something…

A BEAT

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That would be producing a podcast Mr Jim.


JIM:
Ah.



RIFF 2
Nobody Expects the Podcast Authority


S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME
S/FX: MUTED SHOUTING AND DOORS BANGING

JIM:
What's that sound Mr b?

MR B:
There seems to be a kerfuffle outside.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I like this word ‘kerfuffle’. I like it as much as the word, ‘cattywampus’.

JIM:
Right! Who’s for coffee? 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel says, danger approaches.

JIM:
Not again.

S/FX: DOOR BURSTING OPEN AND HEAVY BOOTS ON A WOODEN FLOOR

MR STICK:
Remember me?

MR B:
No.

JIM:
No.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
No.


MR STICK:
Eh? I am…

JIM:
Mr b, is this the chap that cleans the guttering at the cricket club?

MR B:
No. You’re thinking of Liam. He’s taller.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
And has such strong hips…

JIM:
Really? I mean… well, I don’t need to know that!

MR STICK:
I am Mr Stick of the Podcast Authority!

MR B:
I remember him. Not seen him since he declared Jelly Trumpet an outlaw podcast.

MR STICK:
Silence! I am here to interrogate all of you! I have authority from the US Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Later. I have an appointment with the camp podiatrist.

MR STICK:
You’re going nowhere! Johnson! Seize her! Not you! The other Johnson.

JIM:
Johnson and Johnson. What are they? A chain of chemists?

MR B:
This reminds me of a film. 

JIM:
O’, yes. But which one? ‘Let the Right One in’?

JIM & MR B:
[LAUGH]

MR STICK:
Enough! Johnson! Seize him! Yes you, Johnson. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
This Johnson and Johnson thing must be confusing, Mr Stick?

JIM:
Not really. The one on the right is a dwarf. 

MR B:
Ahem! Best to say little person Jim.

JIM:
O’, sorry to you and your little Johnson. 

MR STICK:
What do you think you are, a comedian?

JIM:
Yes. 

MR B:
Well done, Jim. That’s showing some confidence in your ability, at last.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel. Bring me my goose feather pillow and the cherry meringues. 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

S/FX: SOUND OF TWO OR THREE PEOPLE IN A SCUFFLE

MR STICK:
Funny or not! You are coming with us.

S/FX: SOME DRAMATIC MUSICAL NOTES

RIFF 3
Interrogations 


MR STICK:
You will answer my questions. Otherwise, it’s the cooler. Name?

JIM:
Mr Jim.

MR STICK:
Rank?


JIM:
Writer. 

MR STICK:
Number?

JIM:
Five foot, ten inches.

MR STICK:
Who is your contact in the Bob Mortimer resistance?

JIM:
Never seen him but I believe he goes by the name of Ron Waffle.

MR STICK:
Who do you report to?

JIM: 
A tall man holding an orange, somewhere in Rutland.

MR STICK:
Who is the leader of the Bob Mortimer Resistance?

JIM:
That’ll be Bob, he’s a bit shy though. 

MR STICK:
What nonsense! Next one Johnson! Not you! The other Johnson. 

MR B: 
Hi. 

MR STICK:
Name? 

MR B:
Mr b.

MR STICK:
Rank?

MR B:
Technical Wizard and Inventor.

MR STICK: 
Number?

MR B:
Forty-two.

MR STICK:
Who is your contact in the Bob Mortimer resistance?

MR B:
Never seen her but I believe she goes by the name of Barbara Lighthouse. 

MR STICK:
Who do you report to?

MR B:
A small hillock in south Wales.

MR STICK:
Who is the leader of the Bob Mortimer Resistance?

MR B:
Some say it's Bob’s mum; some say it's a large scented candle.

MR STICK:
Such madness! Next one agent Johnson. Yes you! 

MR B:
Got it! The film this reminds me of is Die Hard, Bruce Willis and the fine Alan Rickman, doing his first film in the USA. Did you know…

MR STICK:
Get him out! Next!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I’ve had to cancel my podiatrist appointment for this!

MR STICK:
Name?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Queen Eleanor the first of Aquitaine…

MR STICK:
Rank…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Duchess of Aquitaine, Countess of Anjou, Countess of Poitou…

MR STICK:
That’s enough…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Queen of France, Queen of England…

A BEAT

MR STICK:
Now…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Duchess of Normandy. Keeper of the Golden Circle, Guardian of the Sacred Light, Friend of the Balkans first class etc, etc, etc.

A BEAT

MR STICK:
[SOFTLY] Rank?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Queen and absolute monarch.

MR STICK:
Number?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[INSULTED] The first. 

MR STICK:
Who is your contact? [A BEAT] Who do you report to? [A BEAT] Who is the leader of the Bob Mortimer Resistance? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Come Nigel. The podiatrist will see you first. 

MR STICK:
[VERY UPSET] COMEDIANS! Fuck [BEEPED] ‘em!

S/FX: SHORT DRAMATIC MUSIC 


RIFF 4
Tunnels

S/FX: FADE IN JELLY TRUMPET THEME AND FADE OUT

S/FX: CLINK-CLINK OF TWO METAL CUPS USED AS A WARNING SIGNAL

MR B:
That's the all-clear signal from the lookout Mr Jim.

JIM:
Who's on lookout duty this afternoon Mr b?

MR B:
Greg Davis Mr Jim.

JIM:
Greg Davis? But he's huge. He sticks out like a massive dead finger in a bowl of Bird’s custard.

MR B:
It's OK Jim, he's in disguise.

JIM:
What is Greg disguised as?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
He is disguised as a climbing wall.

JIM:
OK. Wait. He'll still look suspicious. 

MR B:
It's OK Jim we have Josh Widdicombe and Jon Richardson climbing him as we speak.

JIM:
Right. Let us convene the Escape Committee and access the state of play. Your escape plans your majesty?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel has arranged the rendezvous at Whitelee on the Scottish border to meet our Bob Mortimer Resistance contact known as the ‘Hooded Claw’. 

JIM:
The ‘Hooded Claw? I thought the resistance contact is called the [A BEAT] the ‘Hooded Weaver.’

MR B:
I thought it was the ‘Hidden Weaver?’

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
You’re both wrong! The contact’s name is Sharon,

JIM:
I’m not sure. Sharon? I could be wrong though. Weaver, rings a bell.

MR B:
What sort of nom de guerre is the ‘Hooded Weaver’, Jim?

JIM:
Well, I could have misheard. It’s not Sharon though. It could be the ‘Hidden Claw’. It could be the Hooded Weaver. Anyway, we’ll find out when we signal them.

MR B:
[SOTTO VOCE] Deaf bastard [BEEPED].

JIM:
Why do we need the contact from the resistance, remind me?

MR B:
To get past the attack drones and the robot sentry machine guns.

JIM:
O’.

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
[EXASPERATED] Back to the escape plan, boys, or we won’t be meeting anyone from the resistance! [TWO BEATS] As you know we have three tunnels under construction, Jacob, Rees and Mogg. Nigel has been digging dirt furiously with the help of Lee Mack, Sarah Pasco and Romesh Ranganathan. 

JIM:
And what's the progress Ma’am? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Tunnel Jacob is a bit behind as the comedians can't decide on who opens first. Tunnel Rees is doing better but is held up due to the comedians’ pitching ideas for a new game show called 'Only Connect Traitors'. Six minor celebrities from ‘Made in Chelsea’ are buried alive in a deconsecrated churchyard…

MR B:
And?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That's as far as they've got.

JIM:
Love it. I'll tune in. And Tunnel Mogg?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Will be finished tonight. 

JIM:
Excellent. Mr b how is your escape plan coming along? 

MR B:
Well, with the help of cMac, some red cross parcels and the radium I smuggled in my pants...

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I wondered why your trousers were smoking. 

MR B:
Well. you know... I don't like to br...

JIM:
[FINDNG THIS BANTER TIRESOME] Go on Mr b.

MR B:
My three-stage rocket is almost finished. 

JIM:
I see. Where is this three-stage rocket?

MR B:
Guard tower two.

JIM:
The rocket is in guard tower two?

MR B:
No, the rocket is guard tower two. Her majesty helped with the bribing and corrupting.

JIM:
How did you bribe the guards m’am?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We started simple, ring doughnuts on a stick, then a signed obituary of Nigel Farage, then a time share in Magaluf and of course I knighted three guards and gave them some land near Bergerac.

JIM:
The TV show?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Non! Ton sandwich aux saucisses [YOU SAUSAGE SANDWICH]. The town in the Aquitaine! 

MR B:
And your escape plan Mr Jim, how is that going?




JIM:
I'm just waiting on Sarah Pascoe to finish crocheting my moustache and beard then my disguise will be complete. I will walk out the main gates as the camp commandant Captain Alex von Benedict Arnold Jones.

MR B:
Who'd have thought it? Alex von Benedict Arnold Jones of DataWars running an internment camp in Hertfordshire for us creative types. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I'd have thought they'd have turned this Alex person into a draft excluder. He has a lot to offer stuffed in a drafty gap. 

MR B:
Captain Alex von Benedict Arnold Jones? I'm not sure you can pull off that amount of stupid Mr Jim.

JIM:
I don't have to. I shall pretend to be clever.

MR B:
Brilliant!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Tres Bon Mot Homme!

ACT 2

RIFF 5
Special Guest No. 1

S/FX: THE START UP TUNE

TONY:
The Start up! A micro sitcom.

JIM:
No. No. No! Mr b, I’ve told you the micro sitcom is now the Jelly Trumpet bonus episode!

MR B:
Apologies. Step down Tony.

TONY:
Very well. Anyway, I have a sausage in the air fryer. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Tomorrow night there is little moon. Perfect for all of us to escape.

MR B:
And meet up with the Bob Mortimer Resistance and our contact the ‘Hooded Claw. [FINDNG THE NAME TIRESOME] I mean the ‘Hooded Weaver.’ Whatever!

JIM:
Is it the ‘Hooded Weaver?’ [TO HIMSELF] Was it something to do with teeth… 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
MOT HOMME!

JIM:
Apologies your Majesty. Well, unfortunately, since the moustache and beard Sarah Pasco crocheted unravelled in the shower…

MR B:
Unfortunately, my three-stage rocket went off prematurely, landed in Borehamwood and burnt the town to the ground. 

JIM:
Not all bad news, then? 

MR B:
No. Not all bad.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We will all be going out through the tunnel, n'est pas? 

JIM:
Is tunnel Mogg finished your Majesty? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mogg is fully evacuated, [A BEAT] as usual. It is now only two feet from the woods. 

JIM:
Excellent! We leave at midnight!

MR B:
Listen to this! cMac is now programmed to speak like an American goon!

JIM:
O’ no!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Non, Mr b! 

JIM:
Bloody hell Mr b!

MR B:
What, Mr Jim?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Sacre rouge! Not this again.

JIM:
Shouldn’t that be Sacre bleue your Majesty?!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I am colour blind.

JIM:
O’! Apologies. 

MR B:
What is it Mr Jim?

JIM:
We’ve forgotten we’re a podcast about creativity. We have to do Interview Countdown with a surprisingly creative guest.

MR B:
Right! Loading theme tune…

S/FX: INTERVIEW COUNTDOWN THEME STARTS TO PLAY

JIM:
[SPEAKING OVER THEME] Who are we interviewing this episode Mr b?

MR B:
You’ll be chatting to Tyson Fury about his surprising collection of Macrame friendship bracelets.

S/FX: INTERVIEW COUNTDOWN THEME STOPS SUDDENLY

JIM:
So, where is he Mr b?

MR B:
Aaaah.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Sacre vert!

MR B:
He… he’s… well, he’s having a lie down.
JIM:
O’ he’s been fighting again. Alright! Onward!

MR B:
FOR ALL MANKIND!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[SOTTO VOCE] Sacre noire.

RIFF 6
PAPERS

S/FX: SOME MUSIC LIKE THE GREAT ESCAPE THEME

JIM:
Right, we shall rehearse what to do if we are stopped by the goons from the US Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge. 

MR B:
Goons? Like, from the FBI?

JIM:
Much worse Mr B.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
The CIA?

JIM:
No. I mean the Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge police, known as the Total Intelligence Team Service.

MR B:
The T.I…

JIM:
Don’t say it, thank you Mr b!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I will explain Nigel.

MR B:
What’s going on with Nigel your Majesty?

JIM:
Nigel is looking rather evasive. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel is… well, he is going to break out on his own.

JIM:
But why?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Because he thinks both of you are idiots and he has a better chance on his own disguised as a Flemish Giant rabbit. Nigel has been practicing his chattering in Walloon. 

MR B:
What’s Nigel wearing on his back?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
His nut sack.

MR B:
Pardon?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It is his rucksack and it is full of nuts, mostly pistachios. He will be peckish on the journey.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS ANGIRLY 

JIM:
Fair enough. 

MR B:
Yes, fair enough. Good luck dear chap. Here’s a little something for the journey. Pop it in your nut sack. 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
That’s going to be a big rabbit. Right then… Mr b, what have you stuffed in Nigel’s nut sack?

MR B:
Erm, nothing. [TO HIMSELF] The SGD Mr Clever Pants.

JIM:
Right! I am going to pretend to be an American T.I… erm, I mean, an American intelligence agent. [TERRIBLE AMERICAN ACCENT] Your papers Mr...

MR B:
Really? That’s the best American accent you can do?

JIM:
It’s my John Wayne. 

MR B:
John Wayne died in 1979. Don’t you have one more recent?

JIM:
No. RIGHT THEN! I’ll do it in English, the language of the gods, the old and the new.  Your papers Mr…

MR B:
[SUPER SARCASTIC] Here you are Sir. 

JIM:
Where did you get these? They’re useless!

MR B:
Jimmy Carr’s accountant.

JIM:
You’re buggered [BEEP] then. Your Majesty, papers.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Very well. 

JIM:
Why have you given me this small silver coin?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It is a French silver denier. See, that’s me on the front. 

JIM:
Well, I’m not sure. [A BEAT] could you face sideways? [A BEAT] Actually, that’s very good. The contours capture your chin nicely.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes. It is the contouring. I did it myself. 

MR B:
Are we still meeting up at the railway station?

JIM:
[SARCASTIC] Well, taking an Uber would be risky! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Where do we catch a train to?

JIM:
Newcastle.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What happened to the old castle?

S/FX: CRACKLING OF A HIGH-POWERED SPEAKER

AMERICAN VOICE: 
Now for all you news fans out there the news headlines from Radio Free Eagle read by B. Johnson. 

MR B:
I’d rather not.

S/FX: SOUND OF A CROWD BOOING AND CAT CALLING


RIFF 7
A Tunnel


JIM:
[WHISPERING] When will the distraction start Mr b?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Why are you whispering Mot Homme?

JIM:
In case the Yankee guards hear us.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We are thirty metres underground ton hamburger sans bacon [YOU BACON FREE HAMBURGER].

MR B:
I like your crown your Majesty.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Thank you. It is my mining crown. See it has a built-in gas monitor and an arrangement of LED lights.

JIM:
[PEEVED] What distraction have you arranged Mr b?



MR B:
You’ll like this! The cast of Gavin & Stacey are taking on the cast of The Kumars at No. 42 in a naked edition of Gladiators.

JIM:
Brilliant! The Americans will love that.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Fais taire mes petits hot dogs [SILENCE MY LITTLE HOT DOGS] I am about to break through the last few centimetres.

S/FX: SOUND OF DIGGING

JIM:
What do you see your Majesty?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Pour l'amour de la merde [FOR THE LOVE OF SHIT]! The tunnel is twenty metres short of the woods!

MR B:
O’ dear, shall we go back to bed?

JIM:
No! We will not go back to bed. [FATALISTICALLY] Although I do have a very good book by Sandi Toksvig I’m reading. I was going to translate it into American. Erm, what can we do? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Wait! Look! That’s Nigel. He’s escaped over the razor wire already!

JIM:
What is the queen doing Mr b?

MR B:
She appears to be using some form of sign language Mr Jim.

JIM:
What’s she saying?

MR B:
I don’t know, can’t hear fingers?

JIM:
It was a figure of speech.

MR B:
Well, it’s a figurative language and I don’t speak it.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Settle down. I have signalled Nigel. He is to chatter if the guards are facing the other way. If he goes silent you must freeze. I will go first.

JIM:
Very well. 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERING SOFTLY

S/FX: FEET RUNNING OVER GRASS

MR B:
Have you noticed that her Majesty runs like an elegant and mindful gazelle?

JIM:
Yes. 

MR B:
O’.

JIM: 
Your turn Mr b.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERING SOFTLY

S/FX: FEET RUNNING OVER GRASS

S/FX: NIGEL’S CHATTERING STOPS ABRUPTLY 

TWO BEATS

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERING SOFTLY

S/FX: FEET RUNNING OVER GRASS

S/FX: NIGEL’S CHATTERING STOPS ABRUPTLY 

S/FX: FEET RUNNING OVER GRASS

MR B:
[WHISPERING] Phew!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[WHISPERING] You run like a chimp with a sweaty crutch. What is Jim waiting for?

MR B:
He’s waiting for Nigel to chatter that the coast is clear.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[TO HERSELF] Come on Nigel. What are you waiting for?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERING SOFTLY

S/FX: FEET RUNNING OVER GRASS

S/FX: SIREN GOES OFF

MIXED WITH SHOUTS

S/FX: BURSTS OF AUTOMATIC GUNFIRE 

JIM:
BASTARDS [BEEPED] JUSTICE MY ARSE! [BEEPED]

MR B:
What happened? I heard the chatter!

JIM:
Wrong fucking [BEEPED] squirrel, Mr b.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes. The woods are full of the bastards [BEEPED].

S/FX: BURST OF A THEME LIKE THE GREAT ESCAPE




ACT 3

RIFF 8
The Train Station

S/FX: TRAIN SPEEDING BY AND HORN BLAST

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I don’t like this. We should not be seen together. 

MR B:
[TETCHY] Right. Well, I’ll stand over there. 

JIM:
[TETCHY] Quiet. I’ll stand over here then. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Good boys. Board on different carriages. 

S/FX: A TRAIN PULLING INTO STATION. SQUEAKING OF BRAKES, AIR ESCAPING

S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME

S/FX: SOUND OF A SLIDING DOOR

JIM:
T.I.Ts on board! Two of them, filling the aisle… Come with me Mr b.

MR B:
Really? O’, T.I.Ts… a pair of them! Blast! OK chap coming. 

JIM:
There’s her majesty. Tell her to follow us to the rear of the train. 

MR B:
Will do. 

S/FX: SLIDING DOOR
S/FX: TRAIN ON TRACKS

TWO BEATS

S/FX: SLIDING DOOR
S/FX: TRAIN ON TRACKS

TWO BEATS

S/FX: SLIDING DOOR
S/FX: TRAIN ON TRACKS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We can’t go any further. What now Mr Jim!

MR B:
I thought you had a plan, Mr Jim?

JIM:
Well. No. I don’t have a plan. But I do have one last desperate idea.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes?

MR B:
Which is. 

S/FX: TRAIN DOOR OPENING

JIM:
This. [VOICE TRAILING OFF] Follow me! BUGGGGGGGER! [BLEEPED]

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Some plan! IDIOT! [SUPER SARCASTIC] And I don’t even have my jumping out of a train at high-speed crown.

MR B:
It’s alright Ma’am, the fall will probably kill you. After you, your Majesty.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Idiot!

S/FX: SOUND OF A SLAPPED FACE

MR B:
I needed that. Thank you, ma’am. [VOICE TRAILING OFF] GERONIMOOOOO!!!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Ah well. Here goes. [VOICE TRAILING OFF] MERDDDDDDDDE!!!

RIFF 9
Scotland

S/FX: MORNING BIRD SONG

S/FX: FEET WALKING ON A STONY ROAD

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We were lucky!

MR B:
I agree your Majesty.

JIM:
Yes, quite a stroke of luck. All three of us landing in a haystack. What are the chances of that, eh?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I wasn’t referring to that. I was referring to the fact that Catherine Tate was in the haystack. 

MR B:
O’ that!

JIM:
Yes. Very lucky. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Thanks to Catherine and her Mitsubishi Evo, we are minutes from the Free Scotland border fence.

MR B:
We could have gone to Free Wales or Free Kernow. Why Free Scotland Mr Jim?

JIM:
Because it is land of my fathers.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
There’s always an ‘and’ with you, And?

JIM:
And, I owe money to someone in Wales and two people in Cornwell. 

MR B:
One thing Mr Jim. We don’t have cMac, my multi-purpose gizmo, with us. 

JIM:
Where is cMac?

MR B:
I disguised him as a fast-food delivery robot, servicing Milton Keynes. He’ll come over the border later with some hot food. So, if we don’t have cMac, how are we going to avoid killer drones, robot machinegun fire and get across the heavily secured border fence and into Free Scotland?

JIM:
Your Majesty. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You will see, Mr b, once we are further into Whitelee Moor we meet the ‘Hooded Claw’ who will guide us. 

S/FX: FEET WALKING ON STONY GROUND FADES INTO JELLY TRUMPET THEME

S/FX:  A BRIEF CHATTER FROM NIGEL

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel! Nigel, my clever boy! Have you found Sharon?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
No? Then who?

JIM:
The ‘Hooded Claw?’

MR B:
I am rather confused. 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
Look! Someone in a hooded cloak. Hello. We’re Jelly Trumpet.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Show yourself tisserand [WEAVER]. 

MR STICK:
AHA! It is I! Mr Stick! Remember me?

JIM:
No.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Still no.

MR B:
Hell no.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
So close. Scotland. I can smell it.

JIM:
What? Deep fried pizza, full ashtrays and Tennents’ lager? 

MR STICK:
Seize them!

S/FX: SOUND OF A STRUGGLE. GRUNTS, OUCH’S AND MUFFLED SWEARING

JIM:
Wanker [BEEPED]! Not you Johnson. The little Johson, he’s quite a handful.

MR B:
I’ve got him by his hair!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That’s Nigel’s tail, Mr b! Arret!

MR B:
Sorry Nigel!

S/FX: MORE SOUNDS OF A STRUGGLE. GRUNTS, OUCH’S AND MUFFLED SWEARING

S/FX: NIGEL’S TEETH SNAPPING

MR STICK:
My penis [BLEEPED]! 

DICK:
Enough!

TWO BEATS OF SILENCE

JIM:
It’s Bob Mortimer.

DICK:
No. I’m his brother Dick. 

A WHISTLE 

JIM:
You look just like him.

DICK:
I’ve had surgery.

JIM:
O’.

MR B:
Beavers your Majesty! Look at the choppers on them!

JIM:
And they’re soaking wet! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr Jim! They live in water, vous percez [YOU PUNCTURE]! 

JIM:
Then you’re the…


DICK:
That’s right. I am the ‘Hidden Beaver.’

A BEAT

QUEEN ELEANOR:
‘Hidden Beaver?’

DICK:
Yes. No need to explain. 

JIM:
O’. 

S/FX: A LESS NOISY SCUFFLE

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Well done boys. Excellent teeth work Nigel. 

S/FX: NIGEL’S HAPPY CHATTER

JIM:
They won’t be giving us any more trouble.

MR STICK:
Damn you, Jelly Trumpet. 

MR B:
About the beavers Dick?

DICK:
These are highland Beavers, Mr b. Trained to fell mighty trees on command. Listen in boys. One, two… three. Timber!

S/FX: RAPID TEETH BITING FADES INTO CHAINSAW.

S/FX: SOUND OF A FALLING TREE

S/FX: WHIRING OF HELICOPTER BLADES.

MR B:
What’s that sound?

JIM:
Dick… wet Beavers… not the day I was expecting.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
The tree…

S/FX: SOUND OF A TREE FALLING

MR B:
It’s fallen through the border fence.

JIM:
We’re free!

S/FX: MULTIPLE DRONES. THE CLICK CLACK OF ROBOT SENTRIES COMING TO LIFE

QUEEN ELEANOR:
NO! WHAT IS THIS HORROR?

MR B:
Attack drones. Nigel! Here!

JIM:
Those robot things are pointing at us. Shit [BLEEPED]! Those are machine guns!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
My brave boys! 

MR B:
Good boy, Nigel. Let me open your nut sack and CLICK! Jim! Do something! Anything!

JIM:
Eh? OK. I could… let me think. O’… perhaps…

TWO BEATS

S/FX: JIM MAKES SOUND OF BAGPIPES PLAYING ‘FLOWER OF SCOTLAND’
S;FX: TRILL! TRILL! TRILL! BURST OF HIGH VOLTAGE ELECTRICTY

DICK:
Well, I never.

S/FX: DRONES THUDDING TO GROUND AND MACHINERY CLOSING DOWN

MR B:
We’re saved! The drones! Look! The drones are falling out of the sky!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
But of course, mes petits amis [MY LITTLE FRIENDS]. Bravo Jim. At last, you do useful work. 

MR B:
Or was it the Simon & Garfunkel Device I secreted in Nigel’s nut sack? Eh?

JIM:
What?! Loving your science, Mr b.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Bravo Mr b! 

S/FX: BAGPIPES PLAYING ‘FLOWER OF SCOTLAND’ FADES INTO JELLY TRUMPET THEME



RIFF 10
Bees

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME FADES OUT

JIM:
Mr b! Mr b! Your Majesty!

MR B:
What is it Mr Jim?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Jim! Are you tripping on microwaved salted caramel cookies again?

JIM:
I think... I'm... having... having... having a panic…

S/FX: SOUND OF A FACE BEING SMACKED FACE

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That's better. 

JIM:
Yes. That's a lot better. It wasn't a dream... The US Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge really did lock us up for being the Jelly Trumpet podcast!

MR B:
Erm... Well, Jim... We’re safe now. We’re in Free Scotland.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes, Mr Jim. We are free but in exile. We are now members of The Bob Mortimer Resistance and we will fight back against the US Department of Justice and Revenge! Mr b! Play the radio.


MR B:
Very well, your radiance... cMac! cMac play radio.

S/FX: CLICK OF A BUTTON

VOICE:
And now on Radio Free Scotland Dick Mortimer reads Winnie-the-Pooh in an accent he made up. 

VOICE 2: 
[FRENCH ACCENT] Now a story called 'The Wrong Sort of Bees... [VOICE FADES OUT]

JIM:
We’re free!

MR B:
We’re free!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We’re free!

JIM:
We love beavers!

MR B & QUEEN ELEANOR:
We love Beavers!

JIM:
And Dick. 

TONY:
Coming to your ears soon! Jelly Trumpet IS Jelly Trumpet! Listen to us fight back against the US Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge.. Tune in for silly, silly, silly things and a great deal of shenanigans.



THANK YOU’S

TONY:
Thank you for listening to Jelly Trumpet. Support us on Patreon and get funky extra stuff. eMail us jelly@jellytrumpet.com Stay fabulous good people! 

And remember that Jelly Trumpet is our secret.

Sponsored by Conversion Detectives, the delightfully creative digital marketing agency. Search Conversion Detectives.

Now playing us out is Mr b and [INSERT TUNE]


S/FX: TUMBLEWEED BEING BLOWN ACROSS A DESERT LANDSCAPE
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