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Season: 04
Episode: 03 – ‘Rise of the Monsters’

ACT 1

RIFF 1
The Letter


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! Mr Jim and Mr b rescued Queen Eleanor from the clutches of their nemesis, the Dark Kipper. 

In this episode, Rise of the Monsters, Mr b inherits a castle in darkest Lichtenstein BUT! To inherit the castle he must create a Frankenstein like monster with a unique talent. 

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME

JIM:
This is supposed to be a team meeting! Where is Mr b your majesty?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I know not Mot Homme. 





JIM:
I suppose we could start without him but that would mean repeating everything. We have to decide the future of the podcast! Jelly Trumpet has picked up a LOT of enemies, the US 
Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge and their secret police the T.I.Ts, the Podcast Authority and… The Dark Kipper!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Perhaps Mr b has gone outside?

JIM:
Mr b? Gone outside? He’d evaporate. He’s not tuned for sunlight. 

S/X: A GUITAR RIFF

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
Good boy Spen, [GIGGLES] now wash your moustache. 

S/FX: DOOR OPENING 

MR B:
Mr Jim. I've received a letter.

JIM:
Which one?

MR B:
Well, most of them. It's a letter.

JIM:
O'. 'A?'

MR B:
Yes Jim. O’s, A's, several 'e's and a lot of other letters [UBER SARCASTIC] placed together to form words.

JIM:
I see.

MR B:
Yes. Lots of I's and several C's.

JIM:
Eh?

MR B:
Yes Jim. [SLIGHTLY PEEVED] Plenty of A's. I've not finished it yet.

JIM:
Why?

MR B:
Y's too! [GETTING ANGRY] All the letters are represented! It’s a letter!

JIM:
I see.

MR B:
[EXPLODING] YES!

ELEANOR:
Bees.

MR B:
Yes! B’s are in the letter your Majesty!

S/FX: SOUND OF BEES

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Someone left the podcast window open and we have bees in the studio again!

MR B:
This is ridiculous! I shall publish this whole conversation… on… on… on Twitter!

JIM:
X.

JIM & MR B:
Formally known as Twitter.

MR B:
[SCREAMING] ENOUGH!

S/FX: SOUND OF SQUABBLING AND VIOLENCE

QUEEN ELEANOR:
ils pensent aussi bien qu'une saucisse [THEY THINK AS WELL AS A SAUSAGE] Nigel! Fetch me something heavy.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
All I said was, X, formally known as Twitter. 

S/FX: THE SOUND OF FLESH BEING HIT WITH SOMETHING HEAVY

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Thank you, Nigel.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
Ouch!

MR B:
OUCH! What was that?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It is a file filled with all the complaints I have sent to Virgin Media. 

JIM:
That's a heavy file.

MR B:
Lucky, she didn't get any replies. 



RIFF 2
Castle Eagle


S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME
S/FX: SOUND OF THE PODCAST LANDING

JIM:
Well, here we are. Castle Eagle. I don’t like it. This is a dark, miserable, scary and spooky place.

MR B:
It’s fine! It’s just an old, dark castle built on a volcanic plug, just like Edinburgh Castle. You like Edinburgh.

JIM:
I do. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What did the letter say, Mr b? You would learn something to your advantage? Did it mention HOW to get into castle Eagle?

JIM:
Eh?

MR B:
Don’t fucking [BEEPED] well start!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Easy Mr b. Stop that, Nigel!

MR B:
We are to ring the bell on the great door three times and wait.

S/FX: A HEAVY BELL TOLLS THREE TIMES

JIM:
What was that?

MR B:
A bell Jim, 

JIM:
No. That! Was it a wolf?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
No.

JIM
O’.

MR B:
You can’t do the ‘Where wolf’ joke.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Where wolf?

MR B & JIM:
There wolf. There castle.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Let me know when the joke arrives. 

JIM:
What else did the let…, er the missive say?

MR B:
Arrive at Castle Eagle at 7pm for drinks, light snacks and introductions. I wonder what it means? What advantage do I get?

S/FX: A HEAVY DOOR CREAKING OPEN. A BEAT MORE CREAKING TWO BEATS AND A QUIETER CREAK


IVAN:
[HEAVY GERMAN ACCENT] Welcome.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b? Did the let.. er missive, mention the door being opened by a human sized bat? Nigel! Come back! 

MR B:
Let me check…

IVAN:
It is fancy dress. Fancy dress will be worn! It is an order!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Well, Mr Bat, Mr Jim has come as a comedy writer, note the deep frowns carved into his forehead and the flatness of his finger tips from typing. This is Mr b, he has come as a mad inventor, note the long white coat, the sticky out hair and a steam powered mobile phone. 

IVAN:
And you?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I am Queen Eleanor of the Aquitaine. Note the crown.

IVAN:
O’, I see.

MR B:
Don’t you start!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Enough petite pied! Mr Bat, we agree to enter.

S/FX: THE REVERSE SEQUENCE OF THE SQUEAKY DOOR
S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME

IVAN:
We are gathering in the great hall. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
So, you are German?

IVAN:
Nein! Nein! ich bin ein Liechtensteiner! 

MR B:
That reminds me of when I lost my memory.

JIM:
O’, yes. Season three episode eight, the goose fair. You thought we were going to Wales. 
QUEEN ELEANOR:
Who knew Geese had so many uses?

JIM:
[SOTTO VOCE] Your Majesty, I don’t think his name is Mr Bat. 

MR B:
[SOTTO VOCE] He’s very familiar. Could he be dangerous?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Enough whispering! I will ask him. Excuse me sir, may I know your name?

IVAN:
Ivan. Ivan Eagle. 

S/FX: A DISTANT HOLLOW LAUGH


RIFF 3
Mr B Will

S/FX: A QUICK BURST OF CLICHED HORROR MUSIC

DOCTOR EAGLE:
We meet again, Jelly Trumpets!

MR B:
Do we?

JIM:
We do?

QUEEN ELEANOR
Doctor Igor Eagle and his monster, Tebor.

TEBOR:
Teee… bor. 

DOCTOR EAGLE:
My brother, Ivan Eagle, aka the Bat Doctor.

MR B:
Bat Doctor? Why is he called…

JIM:
Best not ask.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
He’s a doctor and he’s dressed as a bat.

MR B:
Kinda makes sense. 

DOCTOR EAGLE: 
This is my brother’s monster Florence Nightin-Goul. Part nurse, part cannibal. Ha Ha!

FLORENCE:
[HIGH PITCHED VERY ENGLISH] That will need a plaster… Grrrrrrrrr!

JIM:
Er, lovely…

MR B:
Errr… Lovely cheek bones.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That’s just contouring! Wait. [TWO BEATS] That’s just her skull.

DOCTOR EAGLE: 
We will now play the record. This is castle Eagle’s housekeeper, Frau Bonkers. 

S/FX: A WOLF HOWLS IN THE DISTANCE

MR B:
Play a record? 

DOCTOR EAGLE:
The will and last testament of our late grandfather was committed to vinyl.

MR B:
I love vinyl!

DOCTOR EAGLE:
Doctor Ishmael Eagle, was very much an analogue guy.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We’re missing Love Island for this?

JIM:
I’ve recorded it your Majesty, along with ‘Cash in the Attic’. 


QUEEN ELEANOR:
O’, good.

DOCTOR EAGLE:
Play the record, please meine liebe Frau Bonkers. [A WOLF HOWLS IN THE DISTANCE] [A BEAT] Please be seated.

S/FX: THE SCRATCHING OF A NEEDLE ON AN OLD GRAMAPHONE

ISHMAEL:
[CRACKLING VOICE] I have gathered you all here to Castle Eagle for the reading of my will. I Doctor Ishmael, Carpe Diem, Eagle, being of sound mind and almost out of breath, bequeath Castle Eagle to my kin…

S/FX: CRACKLE. NEEDLE SLIPPING

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Should have used an iPad. 

DOCTOR EAGLE:
Please!

ISHMAEL:
[CRACKLING VOICE] … to my kin, the one that creates the perfect monster. A monster that can be passed off as a regular human, a monster that must display a special human talent. 

S/FX: NEEDLE PLAYING STATIC

JIM:
This is just like ‘The Repair Shop’.

MR B:
No. It isn’t.

JIM:
No. It isn’t.

ISHMAEL:
Frau Bonkers has the secret human talent test. A test the monster must pass! The test is kept in an envelope next to her heart. The envelope will be opened at midnight seven days from now…

S/FX: CRACKLE. NEEDLE SLIPPING

JIM:
What has this to do with us? 

MR B:
Yes. We have a podcast to do, you know. 

DOCTOR EAGLE:
WAIT! 

S/FX: VINYL RECORD PLAYING AND CRACKLING

ISHMAEL:
[CRACKLING VOICE] He who makes this perfect monster with a human talent, will inherit Castle Eagle.

MR B:
Golly!

ISHMAEL:
I also bequeath to my first-born grandchild Igor, my monster creating experiment journals. To my second born grandson, Ivan I leave my most valuable art work ‘the Weeping Angel’, to my loyal companion Frau Bonkers, I leave my bank vault…

S/FX: CRACKLE. NEEDLE SLIPPING

MR B:
Can we go now?

JIM:
I have a curry to make, Beef Keema, with flatbreads. 

ISHMAEL:
[CRACKLING VOICE] …to my secret love child Brendon Dee, also known as Mr b, I leave my favourite coffee plantation in Dak Lak, Vietnam… I wish you all good luck.

JIM:
What!? Mr b? Mr b? Mr b?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b has gone into shock! See, he is mouthing something…

DOCTOR EAGLE:
Frau Bonkers will show you to your rooms. Come Tebor…

TEBOR:
Te… bor!

A BEAT

IVAN:
Come Florence…

FLORENCE:
A tincture of iodine will keep you free of infection. Grrrrrr! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b. Mr b… Mr b…

A BEAT

JIM:
What is it Mr b?

MR B:
We’ll… we’ll… we’ll have Vietnamese coffee… for… for… LIFE!



RIFF 4
Frau Bonkers Tour

S/FX: CLICHED MONSTER HORROR MUSIC

S/FX: CLICK, CLICK OF HIGH HEELS ON A HARD FLOOR

BONKERS:
[HEAVILY GERMANIC] Good morning… [SHE SPITS OUT THIS WORD WITH DISGUST] …guests!

JIM:
Frau Bonkers.

S/FX: A WOLF HOWLS IN THE DISTANCE

MR B:
Frau Bonkers.

S/FX: A WOLF HOWLS IN THE DISTANCE

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Meine gute Frau. 

S/FX: A STIFLED WOLF HOWLS IN THE DISTANCE

BONKERS:
Walk this way.


JIM:
I’d love to but I don’t have the hips.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Behave!

S/FX: CLICK, CLICK OF HIGH HEELS ON A HARD FLOOR MIXED WITH HORROR MUSIC

S/FX: HEAVY BOLTS BEING PULLED OPEN. THEN A KEY BEING TURNED AND MORE BOLTS PULLED OPEN

BONKERS:
The chill room.

S/FX: CLICK, CLICK OF HIGH HEELS

MR B:
I’m going to call it Viet-Bong coffee. 

JIM:
Bong? 

MR B:
Bong, as in a bong from a bell, to get your day started. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Keep thinking Mr b. One day, it may work. 

MR B:
What’s this room?

BONKERS:
The butter room.

JIM:
And this room?

BONKERS:
The Jam Room.

JIM:
I suppose the next room is the Toast Room?

BONKERS:
Nein. This is the Toilet Room. See, a toilet.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
When do we get to the laboratories Mein Frau?

BONKERS:
Patience… [WITH VENOM] …guest!

JIM:
This is bonkers.

S/FX: A WOLF HOWLS IN THE DISTANCE

BONKERS:
JA? 

JIM:
Nothing. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
This room has nothing but apples, pears, grapes, blackcurrants, bananas, strawberries, blueb…

BONKERS:
It is the Fruit Room. 

MR B:
Reminds me of Gootania, Season 02 Episodes 13 to 14. 

JIM:
Shhhhhh!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Did you know Ishmael very well?

JIM:
Really, your Majesty!

BONKERS:
And now the dungeons. This way. Get in the lift!

S/FX: GATES OF AN OLD-FASHIONED LIFT BEING OPENED

MR B:
There’s not much room.

BONKERS:
Squeeze up tight.

JIM:
Very well.


BONKERS:
[WHEEZING] NOT THAT TIGHT!

JIM:
Apologies.

BONKERS:
Any closer and you’d be wearing my bra. 

MR B:
It would suit him.

JIM:
Eh?

BONKERS: 
It takes a minute to reach the dungeons.

S/FX: LIFT GATES CLOSING. HUM OF THE LIFT DECENDING

BONKERS:
Hold tight!

JIM:
Very well.

BONKERS:
Not those!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Really Jim.

MR B:
This is bonkers.

S/FX: HOWL OF A WOLF MIXING INTO JELLY TRUMPET THEME

ACT 2

RIFF 5
Monster Mash

MR B:
Tony’s on the phone. I’ll put him on speaker. Look at the damp on the walls!

S/FX: THE START UP TUNE


TONY:
[THROUGH SPEAKER] 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. I have a cat to cradle, anyway.  

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We should have brought Nigel. He likes damp dark places. 

MR B:
Quite.

S/FX: THE LIFT COMES TO A STOP AND THE GATES OPEN

JIM:
Golly! This place is huge. 

MR B:
It’s amazing. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Reminds me of my dungeons at Chateau des Rudel. A devil to keep warm. Fuel was so scarce we had to improvise. 

JIM:
O’, what did you burn then?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Protestants.  

BONKERS:
These dungeons we lease. Hot dungeon-ing we call it.  

MR B:
What goes on in this one? 

BONKERS:
Not much now. It was here we made all of the Kardashian’s show. One after the other. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Sounds intense. 

BONKERS:
Not really. Only took a few hours. And in this dungeon Doctor Ishmael created Russell Brand.

MR B:
Why?

BONKERS:
A joke. He didn’t think anyone would take him seriously. This dungeon was used for making mutant Fox News presenters and…

JIM:
Why did they stop making mutant Fox News presenters?

BONKERS:
They had enough.

JIM:
I see.

MR B:
You don’t.

JIM:
[TONGUE IN CHEEK] You could use the dungeon for GB News. 

BONKERS:
They arrive next week. 

MR B:
It’s that time Mr Jim. Interview Countdown!

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 Paddy McGuiness about his collection of Victorian soap carvings. 

S/FX: INTERVIEW COUNTDOWN THEME STOPS SUDDENLY

JIM:
So, where is Paddy Mr b?

MR B:
Aaaah.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Not this again.

MR B:
Her Majesty, may have a point. It appears Mr McGuiness… was, er… distracted by a puddle of gravy and unexpectantly trapped under a very large Yorkshire Pudding. The shock of which caused him to speak with an Essex accent. 

JIM:
What a waste of batter… that Paddy is. Alright! Onward!

MR B:
FOR ALL MANKIND!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[SOTTO VOCE] Two-wheeled tricycles, the pair of you.

BONKERS:
This will be your laboratory Herr b.

MR B:
I don’t believe it! My very own laboratory, at last I can create LIVING THINGS!

JIM:
Dear God!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mon Dieu!

BONKERS:
[LAUGHING NEAR HYSTERICALLY] Just like Grandpops!


RIFF 6
Ate my Chips

S/FX: HORROR MUSIC MIXED WITH CLANKING CHAINS

MR B:
Right, let’s get started. I’m going to need multiple body parts. Mr Jim please climb to the top of the tower with this wire and fix it to the turret. I will harvest the electrical energy from a storm. Best keep an eye out for angry villagers with flaming torches and pitchforks. Bound to turn up.

BONKERS:
We don’t have villagers any more. We have second home owners and They get really angry.
JIM:
Climb up where? 

MR B:
Up this tower and secure the wire to the turret. When the storm comes the wire will pass the electricity down the wire which I will have plugged into my creation. Then my creation WILL LIVE [MR B CACKLES MADLY]

JIM:
Erm… I see… But there isn’t a storm.

S/FX: CLAPS OF THUNDER AND LIGHTENING STRIKES

JIM [CONT.]
O’. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What can I do? 

MR B:
Best round up Nigel and bring cMac here Ma’am. I’m going to CREATE a living thing! Frau Bonkers, are there any body parts I can start with?

BONKERS:
Through here, you will find the spare body parts bin.

MR B:
Excellent! 

JIM:
Strewth! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I shall return.

S/FX: TIME PASSING MUSIC

JIM:
That’s the last time I climb a castle tower. The turret was full of eagles, you know. The bastards [BEEPED] ate my chips. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I have Nigel and cMac. Nigel was excited by a large Chestnut tree. He put his back out.

JIM:
How? 


QUEEN ELEANOR:
He stooped to conker. 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS ANGIRLY 

JIM:
There, there Nigel, we’ll get you some Tiger Balm. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
How is Mr b?

JIM:
I would say he is in a frenzy Ma’am. Totally bon… er, totally compulsive monster making. He keeps shouting ‘MY CREATION.’

MR B:
There you are Mr Jim? Is the lightening rod fixed for MY CREATION!?

JIM:
You know we could just use the electrical sockets fitted in the dungeon?

MR B:
That wouldn’t be fun! Nor powerful enough for MY CREATION!

JIM:
Is that a real body?

MR B:
Yes. This chap donated his body to science but not his head. I’m trying to find one that fits.

JIM:
What about this one?

MR B:
Tried it. Thirty-two year old, he used to be a knitwear model then became a food influencer. Strict Catholic. 

JIM:
So?

MR B:
His head was completely empty.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
And this head? 


MR B:
Comes from a compulsive karaoke singer, head full of Celine Dion lyrics.  

JIM:
What about this one with the helmet on?

MR B:
Possible. American tourist, Gridiron player, you know American Football, so the head has only been used for hitting people. And, well…

JIM:
Well, what?

MR B:
Listen. I’ll plug his head into a speaker and we can hear its thoughts.

S/FX: SWITCH PRESSED. TINY BIT OF FEEDBACK AND THEN A SLIGHT HISS

HEAD: 
Red right 30, pull trap. HUT! HUT!

S/FX: SWITCH PRESSED

MR B:
Not at all sure what that means? A code perhaps?

JIM:
It’s an American Football call for a play. You could always wipe his brain and reinstall an operating system.

MR B:
Brilliant! I’m on it!

S/FX: THUNDER AND LIGHTENING

JIM:
Where shall I put the end of the wire. Mr b?

MR B:
I’d plug it in here, Mr Jim before there’s another lightning strike.

S/FX: THUNDER AND LIGHTENING

JIM:
AhhHHHHhhhhhhHHHHHHHHHHHH! [A BEAT] Bugger [BLEEPED]! 

S/FX: JIM’S BODY HITTING THE FLOOR

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mot Homme, looks so peaceful. 

MR B:
Yes, your Majesty. A good dose of lightning can act as a relaxant. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I am sure this doesn’t happen on other podcasts. 

SFX: BLAST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME

RIFF 7
Good Boy/Bad Boy


MR B:
FINISHED!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That was very quick Mr b. Your monster is looking…

JIM:
Looking?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Looking over there. 

MR B:
I am calling him Billy the Dane.

S/FX: DISTANT THUNDER

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Talk us through your creation Mr b.

MR B:
The head is American footballer, the arms and hands are from a German boxer and the rest are bits & bobs that the Doctor Eagles left in the spare’s cupboard.

JIM:
And the legs Mr b? 

MR B:
Well, the left one was from a keen amateur tap dancer and the right leg is, well an improvisation…

S/FX: THUNDER AND LIGHTENING CLOSER

JIM:
Is it the leg of a Great Dane, Mr b?

MR B:
Technically, erm… yes, 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Plug him in.

MR B:
Very Well! Plugging in… voltage gaining… gaining… gaining, voltage optimal! Throwing switch… MY CREATION WILL LIVE!

S/FX: BLAST OF ELECTRICY 

S/FX: JIM’S BODY HITTING THE FLOOR

QUEEN ELEANOR:
O’, Jim! Pas encore [NOT AGAIN].

MR B:
You should really let go of the wire, Mr Jim.

JIM:
[SHAKY VOICE] Good point, Mr b. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Your monster moves, Mr b.

JIM:
He’s getting up! Stand back your Majesty. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Non. He’s going to stand up.

MR B:
Adjusting voltage. Speak!

HEAD:
East 100 on three. HUT! HUT!

S/FX: POUNDING OF FEET RUNNING ON THE SPOT

JIM:
What else can he do?


MR B:
Many things, many, many, many things. He’s a good boy!

HEAD:
[BARKS] TREES! TREES! I want a tree! NOW!

MR B:
Perhaps we’ll install another operating system later. Stay, Billy! Stay! O’, no!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What Mr b?

JIM:
Why is he sniffing that lamp?

MR B:
A tiny teething problem. The Great Dane leg has given him some… er, doglike traits. As long as he doesn’t cock his…

S/FX: SOUND OF A BODY HITTING THE FLOOR

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Bravo Mr b, you’ve created an American with a sport fixation and a leg-cocking balance issue. 

MR B:
BAD BOY! cMac! cMac prepare Taser. Taser Billy Now!

S/FX: WIRRING SOUND LIKE A DYNAMO FOLLOWED BY TASER SOUND

HEAD:
Double Right 200 Jet Dragon on two! Hut, hut, hut…

QUEEN ELANOR:
What language is that?

JIM:
He’s calling an American football play.

MR B:
Good boy!

ACT 3

RIFF 8
Billy, Don’t be a Hero

S/FX: MORNING BIRD SONG

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Good morning, Mr b.

MR B:
Erm… morning your Majesty.

JIM:
Mr b, where is Billy the monster?

MR B:
[NERVOUSLY] Well, he’s… he’s… he’s popped out [GAINING CONFIDENCE]. That’s it. He’s popped out for a wee.

JIM:
So, he should be in the courtyard? 

MR B:
[LYING] Yes. Yes, indeed. He’s in the courtyard, 

JIM:
Let’s go and see him. 

MR B:
Yes. Let’s do that. No. I mean… well, he’s gone. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Gone where Mr b?

MR B:
I… I don’t know. 

JIM:
We have to find him, fix him and get him ready for whatever the challenge is that Doctor Eagle talked about. Don’t you want a lovely castle?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b. Really! NIGEL! NIGEL! Good boy. Seek Billy… seek! 

MR B:
Thank heavens Nigel is a fully trained sniffer squirrel!

JIM:
Quite. 

S/FX: SHORT BURST OF HORROR MUSIC
S/FX: DOOR BANGING OPEN

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Is that him?

MR B:
Yes. That’s Billy, MY CREATION! 

JIM:
Is that a children’s playground? 

MR B:
I believe it is.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Really boys! This is a most dangerous situation. Hurry up Idiots! 

S/FX: SPEEDED UP RUNNING

MR B:
O’ No! His picked up that little girl off the seesaw!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Shout something to him Mr b!

MR B:
Erm… er… Fourth and ten!

HEAD:
Hut, Hut Hike!

S/FX: SOUND OF A ‘BALL’ BEING KICKED HARD AND A CHILD SCREAMING

A BEAT

JIM:
That’s got to be fifty yards. 

RIFF 9
Monsters Got Talent

S/FX: CHEESY GAME SHOW THEME 

JIM:
Fourth and ten! Fourth and ten. You had to make that call.

MR B:
I didn’t know it meant to punt the ball. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You are lucky Mr Jim caught the little girl. 

VOICE: 
Welcome to Monsters Got Talent! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It was such a surprise when Frau Bonkers opened that envelope.

JIM:
And the test was to win a talent show for monsters.

MR B:
Pity about Tebor being evicted from the show.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
No it isn’t. Biting the arm of a judge is not a talent. 

MR B:
Who’d have thought that winning a monster talent show was the test old Ishmael Eagle had in mind. We can still win you know. I’ll have my laboratory in a medieval castle! I’ll make more LIVING THINGS! 

JIM:
We still have to win this one. Mind you the competition isn’t exactly fierce.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Two Elvis impersonators, a monster with a trained duck, another monster with a unicycle instead of a leg and that monster Mr Quim doing interpretative dance. 

JIM:
And Florence Nightin-goul demonstrating how to apply a compression bandage didn’t go well. 

MR B:
She shouldn’t have applied it to that judge’s throat. 

JIM:
What is Billy the Dane going to do Mr b?

MR B:
You’ll love this! I’ve programmed him to sing a Right Said Fred song, while one leg tap dances and the other one, erm… helps. 

VOICE:
Give a warm Monster’s Got Talent to Billy the Dane!

S/FX: ROUND OF APPLAUSE AND CHEERING

JIM:
Is that a cat?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
And two kittens. Must be the studio stray.

S/FX: MUSIC INTRO

JIM:
O’, no.

MR B:
O’, no. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
This is going to be very messy. 

S/FX: SHOUTS FROM AUDIENCE 

HEAD:
[MUBLING MADLY] I’M TOO SEXY…

MR B:
You’ll like this. Billy sings and mimes the whole song.

HEAD:
TOO SEXY FOR MY SHIRT!

S/FX: SHIRT RIPPING

QUEEN ELEANOR:
OOOOOoooo!

JIM:
Billy appears to be miming a fight.

HEAD:
I’M A MODEL…

S/FX: BODY HITTING THE FLOOR

MR B:
What a stupid time to cock his leg for a quick wee.

HEAD:
TURN ON THE CATWALK! CAT! CAT!

JIM:
Excited by the cat and kittens, I suppose.

S/FX: SHOUTS FROM AUDIENCE

HEAD:
HERE CATTY! HERE CATTY! GOT YOU!

S/FX: A SERIES OF MEOWS AS HEAD JUGGLES THE CAT AND HER KITTENS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Juggling cats could just be a winner.

S/FX: THUD AND A LOUD MEOW

MR B:
What are we going to do?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We shall leave. No one will ever know we were here.

MR B:
What about Billy?

JIM:
Our best bet is to sell Billy as a light entertainer for a cruise line. 

MR B:
Great!


S/FX: HORROR MUSIC MIXING INTO JELLY TRUMPET THEME



RIFF 10
Zoomba

S/FX: SOUND OF A VACUM CLEANER

JIM:
MR B!

MR B:
A moment. Just polishing Billy The Dane’s trophy/

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Work of the devil! You Salopette [OVERALLS]! Stop this noise. It is making my tummy vibrate.

JIM:
What is that thing Mr b!

MR B:
Do you like it? My latest idea for a fuss free house cleaning appliance.

JIM:
What the hell is it? Hang on. Is that... is that... is that Tebor, Doctor Eagle’s monster?

MR B:
Yes. It is. I thought I'd adapt Tebor. Make him useful, about the house. You know, fit him with a vacuum cleaner and turn him into something practical.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You chaussette trouée d'un imbercile! [YOU HOLE IN A SOCK IMBECILE] 

JIM: 
Why Mr b, just why!?

MR B:
Well, he wasn't doing anything and I thought I'd turn him into something helpful for the podcast. And... well, I was bored.

JIM: 
He's a zombie Mr b! [VERY SARCASTIC] Don’t tell me. He’s as docile as a kitten! He’s a fucking [BEEPED] ZOMBIE! Why don’t you insert a camera in his forehead and he could replace the Ring doorbell as well!

MR B:
That’s an idea! Right, a scalpel, a drill and a Go Pro should do it.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Non, Mr b, just Non. The Mot Homme is jesting you.

MR B:
O’. I think every home will want one. I have named it Zomba.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Zomba? Is that not a dance?

JIM:
Totally different your Majesty. Zumba won’t eat you alive. Zumba is… well Zumba is like, erm, making love but standing up.


QUEEN ELEANOR:
cMac! cMac play Zumba music. O’ Spenny!

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 unimaginable 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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