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Season: 04
Episode: 05 – ‘Gunfight at the Theatre Royal Dury Lane’

ACT 1

RIFF 1
Crisps


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! Our heroes escaped death by drowning after Mr b landed the podcast under water! 

In this episode, Gunfight at The Theatre Royal Dury Lane, the crew get mixed up in an act of revenge, a pantomime and a wild west show in a London theatre.
	
S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME

MR B:
Would you like to try my new game bird and fruit fusion crisps Mr Jim?

JIM:
Yes Mr b.

MR B: 
This is Pheasant and Lemon.

S/FX: CRISPS BEING MUNCHED

JIM:
Very tasty Mr b. 

MR B: 
These are Quail and Pomegranate.

S/FX: CRISPS BEING MUNCHED

JIM:
A mite tart.

MR B:
Mallard and peach. 

S/FX: CRISPS BEING MUNCHED

JIM: 
Mmmm. These are lovely. Quite ‘ducky’.

MR B: 
Banana Woodcock Jim?

JIM:
Sometimes in the morning… o’, I see what you mean…

MR B:
Desert? Have a chocolate coin?

JIM:
Yummy, Mr b. Gosh, what a lot of chocolate coins.

MR B:
Yes. I got a deal. Three hundred of them, from Chocolate & Gold of Old Bond Street. 

S/FX: DOOR OPENING

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
I wish to see a pantomime! 

JIM:
Erm. OK. Any pantomime in particular?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

MR B: 
Did you leave this here, Mr Jim?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I wish to see the Cinderella pantomime. Nigel will also need a ticket.

JIM:
We’d have to disguise Nigel, your Majesty. Theatres don’t allow giant red squirrels in the auditorium.

MR B:
Mr Jim, is this your DVD on the podcast mixing desk?

JIM:
Just a minute Mr b.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What do you suggest we disguise Nigel as?

JIM:
How about a small teenager, you know, a hoodie, skinny jeans and a beanie, perhaps a vape?

MR B:
I must insist Mr Jim! Leaving random items like this DVD of ‘The Good, the Bad and the Ugly’ could lead to podcast malfunction and all sorts of shenanigans. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Very well, Mot Homme. I shall knit Nigel a beanie.

JIM:
Mr b, what do you think is going to happen with a classic spaghetti western DVD on the mixing desk. It’s just a story of revenge, double crosses and hidden gold.

A BEAT

MR B:
That’s alright then.


RIFF 2
Mixing the Mixing Desk


S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b, why have you replaced the ironing board with a Rubick’s Cube?

MR B:
[DISTRACTED] It’s a puzzle to me. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I know that! La tête comme une coquille d'oeuf vide [HEAD LIKE AN EMPTY EGG SHELL].

JIM:
Right! Here’s your coffee Mr b. 

MR B:
Thank you, Mr Jim.

JIM:
Whoops! Nearly spilled your coffee on the mixing desk! Ha! Ha!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

MR B:
Ha! Ha! That was lucky!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel! Ici! I haven’t finished measuring you for your skinny jeans.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS EVEN MORE AGITATED

JIM:
Wooo! Nigel! Careful. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Come here or I will confiscate your nuts! 

JIM:
Is that a new credit card for the podcast?

MR B:
Yes, Mr Jim. Just arrived from the accountants. 

JIM:
Who? Dribble, Leak and Shake?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I’m warning you Nigel!

MR B:
No. We sacked Dribble, Leak and Shake, remember? They charged us for their suits being made of 30% gold.

JIM:
Well, they were recommended by Jimmy Carr. Who are we using now?

MR B:
Growler, Love and Desire.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I know the wool tickles, Nigel. It’s for your own good.

JIM:
What are you buying, Mr b?

MR B:
I was booking the tickets for the Cinderella pantomime at The Theatre Royal Dury Lane.

JIM:
Remember Nigel is a child’s ticket. 

MR B:
Great coffee Mr Jim.

JIM:
Thank you, Mr b. It’s that Black Ivory blend you like. 

MR B: 
Fab’. Why do you like this ‘Good, Bad and Ugly’ movie so much Mr Jim?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
NON! Nigel rester [STAY]!

JIM:
It’s the complex character dynamics, moral ambiguity and the twist of the traditional western narrative. 

MR B:
And the guns.

JIM:
O’ yes, and the guns. 

MR B:
Pressing the orange button… Cinderella tickets are bought!

JIM:
Hurrah! 

MR B:
And, nothing went wrong.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
If I say, the wool will be indigo. The wool will be indigo!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS. SCRABBLING OF CLAWS ON WOODEN FLOOR

S/FX: SOUND OF CRASHING. A KNOCKED OVER CUP AND A LARGE SPARK OF ELECTRICTY SHORT CIRCUITING. 

MR B:
Ah!

S/FX: FIZZING OF ELECTICITY FADES INTO JELLY TRUMPET THEME


RIFF 3
Belle Star

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET LANDING

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
Don’t tell me! Mr b, you must waterproof the mixing desk! Ta nageoire dorsale [YOU DORSAL FIN].

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS HAPPILY

JIM:
Would you care to worry me now, Mr b, or later?

MR B:
I’d rather worry you now, Mr Jim. You know, get it out of the way.

JIM:
We would appear to have landed Jelly Trumpet in the old west judging by the cowboys wearing guns, the silent, stoic and not to be patronised native Americans, plus those horses and what amounts to a micro herd of American Bison, three of the shaggy beauties.

MR B:
No, Mr Jim. We are not in the old west. We are in… let me double check cMac. Aha! We’re in the Theatre Royal Dury Lane, so now real harm done.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Really. No harm done? [TO JIM] Ask Mr b, what year we are in?


JIM:
Mr b, what year are we in?

MR B:
[SOTTO VOCE] 1887.

JIM:
Louder please, Mr b.

MR B: 
1887!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
No point in knitting then. Mr b set course back to St Albans, present day. 

MR B:
Um…

JIM:
Mr b?

MR B: 
The go back button is a bit sticky with the spilled coffee. But I have some pleasant news and some even more pleasant news.

JIM:
Now I wish I’d never bought you that book ‘How to Get Out of Sticky Situations?’

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Go on, Mr b. The pleasant and the even more pleasant news is…?

MR B:
The pleasant news is 1887 was a very interesting year and even more pleasant is Cinderella is on stage tonight.

JIM:
And how do you explain all this Americana, the guns, the horses, the bison!? 

MR B: 
O’ that! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes, Mr b. That!

MR B:
Have you noticed the auditorium… 


QUEEN ELEANOR:
Don’t change the subject, Mr b! That is Mr Jim’s trick. You must own your responsibilities!

JIM:
What the…!

MR B:
We’re in the Theatre Royal Dury Lane. Look at all those seats.

JIM:
Theatre Royal… 1887… cowboys and native Americans… reminds me of something.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What does it remind you of Mot Homme? A movie? Something you’ve written or the back of an ill-advised cereal packet?

MR B:
The scenery is not what I would expect.

JIM:
Got it! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Well?

MR B:
Is it one of your nightmares, Mr Jim. Like the one where you’re standing in a wet bin in the crowd at a Cold Play concert waving some fresh liver?

JIM
We are at the Theatre Royal, true and this… this stage has a carriage, a stage-wide forest and a house! Aha! The stage is set for a production of Cinderella. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
And that explains the cowboys?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
[TRYING TO BE BRILLIANT] Aha! We have arrived during a get-in. That’s where one company leaves the theatre and another arrives AND THIS! This is the Buffalo Bill's Wild West and Congress of Rough Riders of the World! Aha!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Did you say ‘rough riders?’ 


JIM:
That’s horse riders… 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[DISAPPOINTED] O’, I had hoped…

A BEAT

MR B:
All I need is to clean the mixing desk. Some warm water, a soft cloth and a little alcohol. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Do it, Mr b. 

A BEAT

MR B:
I’m out of alcohol. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What happened to that big bottle at the back of the podcast?

MR B:
Nigel drank it.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That’s not good for him.

MR B:
But look how shiny his fur is. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
True. Quite glossy. I will search the theatre for this alcohol! Nigel! We ride! Rapide [CLAPS HANDS]!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS AND THEY RIDE OFF

BELLE:
Howdy. I’m Belle Star.

S/FX: SHORT DRAMATIC MUSIC 





RIFF 4
Danger and Rewards

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


MR B:
A pleasure Ms Belle. I’m Mr b.

JIM:
I’m Jim. How can we help? 

BELLE:
You look like able men. Men of integrity, men of steel.

S/FX: MULTIPLE DROPS OF SMALL ITEMS ON THE STAGE (CHOCOLATE COINS)

MR B:
Sorry! My sack split and has spilled all over your toes.

BELLE:
GOLD!

MR B:
Erm, not really. [SOTO VOCE] Bloody coins.

JIM:
Well, you know… not quite steel, men though, yes… definitely men though. 

MR B:
That’s us! Men!

BELLE:
I need information. Have you seen this man?

JIM:
No. Afraid not.

MR B:
He’s a… well, he looks dangerous Miss Belle.

BELLE:
This is Bas Reeves and I’m going to kill him.

A BEAT

JIM:
[NO IDEA HOW TO RESPOND] That’s nice…

MR B:
Not quite our thing Ms Belle.

BELLE:
If you see him let me know. I’m staying across the road. Take the card. Let me know… [SEDUCTIVE IN THE EXTREME] and I’ll give you a reward for your heart’s desire…

JIM:
Ermmmmmmmmmm!

A BEAT

MR B:
[CONFUSED BY SEDUCTION] What? Cheese & Onion crisps? 

BELLE:
You remind me of a fella. You ever been to Texas Mr b? Sure, I’d seen ya’ afore. See you again soon. Save some of that sack for me…

MR B:
[TO JIM] Most unusual. What a spirited young lady.

JIM:
Ermmmmmmmmmm!

S/FX: A SLAP

MR B:
I enjoyed that.

JIM:
Ouch! Thank you, Mr b. Saves her Majesty, giving us a slap. I think this is called self-medication. 

S/FX: A WOMAN WHISTLING

MR B:
Was that Belle whistling?

JIM:
If it is. We’ll have to tell her off. Whistling in the theatre is a big no-no. Very, very, very unlucky. 

MR B:
How can whistling being unlucky in a theatre?



JIM:
Because in these days, early 19th century, Mr b, the raising, lowering or moving of flats, that’s what you call scenery, was prompted by whistles. You see a lot of the stage hands were ex sailors and…

MR B:
You and your history, eh?

BILL:
What the hell you doing in my show?!

MR B:
Hello, are you Mr Hichcock?

BILL:
Hickok. 

MR B:
Are you sure?

BILL:
God Dammit! Get off my stage.

MR B:
Will do, Mr… er, Bill. Come Jim. Let’s find the Queen and Nigel. 

BILL:
And don’t come back. If I see either of you again, I’ll give you a third eye.

MR B:
There’s no need… o’…

S/FX: SOUND OF A GUN BEING COCKED

JIM:
Sorry, Mr Bill. 

MR B:
Sorry, Mr Bill.

JIM:
Gosh. What an angry man.

MR B:
Very angry. Poor chap, needs to calm down a bit. What did he mean by giving us a ‘third eye’?

JIM:
I believe he was alluding to shooting us in the forehead. 

MR B:
How rude.

ACT 2

RIFF 5
Special Guest No. 5

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, Hollyoaks is on. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Come boys. Meet Alfie and Dan. They’re pantomime dames! 

MR B:
A pleasure. 

JIM:
Delighted.

DAN:
[COCKNEY ACCENT] Ain’t you a pair!

JIM:
We’re just friends.

MR B:
Collaborators. 

DAN:
Is that wot ya call it? You’re right Queenie! A proper pair, earnest and most molly.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Most molly? Not quite.

JIM:
We’ve just been threatened by Wild Bill Hickok.

MR B:
And a lovely lady called Belle Star.

JIM:
That was hardly a threat. 

MR B:
She said, she’d give us something to remember. 

JIM:
I’m pretty sure she didn’t mean violence.

MR B: 
What then? [A BEAT] O.’ 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I have the alcohol for Mr b. He can clean the mixing desk and we can leave.

JIM:
Phew! Let’s go. Nice to meet you Dan, nice to meet you Alfie.

ALFIE:
[VERY DEEP VOICE] Come and ‘ave a drink after the show. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We’ll see you later. This way boys.

S/FX: DOOR CREAKING OPEN AND SHUTTING

MR B:
WHAT THE?  What’s this? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That is the trap door to the trap room. 

JIM:
That was close, Mr b. Another inch and you’d have fallen in. 

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
Actors stand on the trap door. A lever is pulled and wham! They shoot up onto the stage above or they suddenly disappear. Here’s the alcohol. 

JIM:
Great. Do you need any help Mr b?

MR B:
Nope. Let’s make for the podcast. 

JIM:
Hang on. We’ve forgotten we’re a podcast. 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 Jeff Bezos of Amazon about his surprising collection of original Thunderbird puppets.

S/FX: INTERVIEW COUNTDOWN THEME STOPS SUDDENLY

JIM:
So, where is he Mr b?

MR B:
Aaaah.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I found this in the podcast letter box?

MR B:
It’s a note. He’s delivered himself next door.

JIM:
But we were in! Every bloody time! Alright! Onward!

MR B:
FOR ALL MANKIND!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[SOTTO VOCE] Sacre noire.






RIFF 6
A Chase

S/FX: SOME WESTERN MUSIC

JIM:
No, Mr b!

MR B:
Go on, go on, go on, go on…

JIM:
We’re not sending you up through the trap door.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b! Mr b, alright. He has his little heart set on it.

JIM:
Alright. But then you run for the podcast. We don’t want Wild Bill putting another hole in your head!

MR B:
Hurrah! 

JIM:
Three, two, one… BINGO!

S/FX: A CLUNK AND A WHOOSH

QUEEN ELEANOR:
The trap door mechanism is most strong. Mr b shot up like a rocket. This was against my better judgement. Come Mot Homme. We will take the stairs, pick up Mr b and then we all go back to the podcast. 

S/FX: TIME PASSING MUSIC

JIM:
O’ No! Mr b has been disappeared. Perhaps he was abducted by Wild Bill’s outlaws?

BILL:
I told you to get out of town!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Who is this? Who are these men?



BILL:
I’m Bill Hickok and them’s the Younger gang. Part of my show. Told them they could keep your friend for some sport. HeeHaw!

JIM:
Mr b!

MR B:
Won’t be a tick, Mr Jim. Just have to fight these burly men.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Give him back. ‘e is only little!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS ANGIRLY 

JIM:
And he’s not into sport.

BILL:
I told you. 

S/FX: GUN BEING COCKED

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel, mords cet homme, prends M. B et fuis! [NIGEL BITE THIS MAN. TAKE MR B AND RUN AWAY] Maintenant! Rapide! 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

BILL:
What the hell is this critter… AHHHHHHA!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
This way Mot Homme!! 

BILL:
After them Cole. A hundred silver dollars if you shoot them dead. But don’t kill them.

S/FX: GUN SHOTS AND COWBOY WHOOPS

JIM:
Where to your Majesty? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I have an idea. 

JIM:
Does it involve starting another podcast? Perhaps one about gardening?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
This way…

S/FX: RUNNING FEET

BILL:
There they go!

S/FX: A SINGLE GUN SHOT

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Merde! We’ve come out on the other side of the stage. 

S/FX: A SHORT TUNE IS WHISTLED. FOLLOWED BY A LOUD THUMP

JIM:
What the! That piece of scenery nearly killed me!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We must find Alfie and Dan.

JIM:
What? But they, they want to… you know…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Make friends.

JIM:
There are friends and then there are friends. I’d rather we were just on nodding terms. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Do you want to get shot?

JIM:
Fair point. I’ll take one for the podcast. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Probably more than one.

S/FX: ANOTHER WHISTLE AND A THUMP

JIM: 
It’s raining scenery…

S/FX: A WHISTLE AND A COUPLE OF THUMPS


RIFF 7
Naughty Nigel


JIM:
[WHISPERING] Do you see Nigel or Mr b your Majesty?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Stop whispering. We’ll have to search the dressing rooms.

JIM:
We could get shot.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Would you leave Mr b, your friend, your collaborator and all round [MIMICS AN EXAGGERATED ENGLISH ACCENT] nice chap in the lurch?

JIM:
Yes… no… I mean no!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
He can’t have gone far.

JIM:
How do you know Mr b and Nigel have not left the theatre?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I have a special bond with Nigel. I can sense his mood; I understand his desires AND I can tell when he’s left a building.

JIM:
O’.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You look on that side of the stage and I will look on this side. If you find Mr b whistle.

JIM:
Whistle? Whistling is unlucky in a theatre.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Hum then!

JIM:
Will do, Ma’am.

BILL:
There he is! Grab the varmint. 

JIM:
O no! Hellllllllllp!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Merde! Run Mot Homme! This way!

S/FX: RUNNING FEET AND SOME WHOOPS AND A YEEHAW!

JIM:
Thank God! Thank you, your Majesty! That Bill is most angry chap.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Dan. You must hide Mr Jim while I search for Mr b and Nigel. 

DAN:
It will be my pleasure. My, you look… sweaty, mmmmm! I have an idea. 

JIM:
Please help.

DAN:
Certainly. Let’s pop into my dressing room.

S/FX: RUNNING FEET AND SOME WHOOPS AND A YEEHAW!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[SOTTO VOCE] Why do I put up with them! Boys! Je serais mieux de vivre avec un orang-outan et un chinchilla. [I’D BE BETTER OFF LIVING WITH AN ORANGUTAN AND A CHINCHILLA].

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS SOFTLY

QUEEN ELEANOR [CONT.]:
[WHISPERING] Nigel! Where are you?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS SOFTLY

QUEEN ELEANOR [CONT.]:
Where? 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS SOFTLY

QUEEN ELEANOR [CONT.]:
[WHISPERING] How did you get up there? Never mind. Where is Mr b?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS A BIT MORE LOUDLY

QUEEN ELEANOR [CONT.]:
[WHISPERING] What do you mean you dropped him!? 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS LOUDLY

QUEEN ELEANOR [CONT.]:
Where did you drop him? Where, Nigel? We need to find him. He is in mortal danger! 

S/FX: A GUN SHOT AND A YEE HAW

JIM:
This is very kind of you Dan but… perhaps it’s me but, erm. You’ve dressed me like a panto Dame.

DAN:
You look delightful. Mmmm!

JIM:
I’m not sure… about the crinoline, it’s itchy.

DAN:
You’re perfect. A perfect panto dame. The stupidly high hairstyle, the over rouged cheeks, the beauty spot and this lovely extra pink dress with crinoline petticoats. 

JIM:
Is it necessary to wear ladies’ underwear.

DAN:
You want to feel the part. [SEDUCTIVE] I know I do. 

JIM:
Erm [LAUGHS NERVOUSLY]. Is this large carrot for you? 

DAN:
It’s for the horse, you saucy bitch. 

S/FX: FEET RUNNING

JIM:
It’s a very large carrot.

DAN:
You can use your carrot to steal one of the cowboy’s horses.

JIM:
O’, I see! 


DAN:
Hold still, big boy, while I touch up your lipstick. 

JIM:
I must say, wearing a skirt is quite freeing, isn’t it?

DAN:
You’ll be the belle of the ball. Look in the mirror.

JIM:
Golly! I look like a Tess Daly, Tyson Fury hybrid half way through a fight in a high wind. 

DAN:
Best tuck your carrot into your belt. Now smile!

JIM:
I say!

DAN:
Jeez! I meant. Whatever you do. Don’t smile. Just keep saying to yourself ‘I am beautiful.’

S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME

ACT 3

RIFF 8
Belle Bangs

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Who are you? What are you doing to Mr b? Let him go at once!

S/FX: GUN BEING COCKED

BELLE:
I’m Belle and that’s enough from you Queenie! Bite on this and shut up.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I will not [THE QUEEN IS GAGGED AND THE FOLLOWING IS MUFFLED] If you’ve hurt Mr b… I’ll…

BELLE:
I got your boy and all of his gold!

MR B:
Ms Belle, would you mind taking your boot off my chest? 

S/FX: A SCREAMING NIGEL AND A THUMP

MR B:
Good work, Nigel. Let me remove that gag your Majesty.

BELLE: 
Damn you all to hell! What the hell is this thing?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That is Nigel. Prince of squirrels. 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

MR B:
Are you alright Queenie?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I am alright, Mr b. One moment.

S/FX: SOUND OF A PUNCH

BELLE:
That… [GROANS IN PAIN

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
 Now I am alright. Mr b, we must find Mr Jim and get back to the podcast. NIGEL! ICI!

BELLE:
Not so fast! I’m the one with the gun. We’ll wait here. I have killing to do. 

JIM:
Hello! I’m over here! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What the hell is that?

MR B:
She looks like Saturday night meets Sunday morning with a cold kebab.

JIM:
[SHOUTING] Look! It’s me.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It can talk. 

BELLE:
I still have a gun, you know!


MR B:
That face, looks like a minor explosion in a ham factory. Familiar though.

JIM:
It’s me! It’s Mr Jim!

S/FX: GUN SHOT AND MULTIPLE YEEHAWS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Let me go Belle. What do you want us for anyway?

MR B:
My sack stuffed with gold coins?

JIM:
It’s me! DON’T GO! I’m scared and I’m beautiful!

MR B:
That voice is familiar.

BELLE:
You’re my human shield. A distraction for when, that so called Wild Bill comes back. 

S/FX: RUNNING FEET AND YEEHAWS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b, grip your sack tight. 

MR B:
A woman has never said that to me before. 

RIFF 9
Mexican Standoff

S/FX: TIME PASSING MUSIC

JIM:
[TO HIMSELF] Mr b and the queen don’t know it’s me. That Belle is going to shoot them! I’ll be all on my own. Jelly Trumpet is at the end of the road. It’s over. I know! Aha!

A BEAT

S/FX: RUNNING FEET

S/FX: CREAKING OF FLOORBOARDS


MR B:
What now Ma’am?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Don’t stand there, Mr b.

MR B:
Why not?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Because you are on the trap door. You may fall on your head.

BELLE:
Pipe down, the pair of ya’!

MR B:
Is that a second trap door over there? Mr Jim said these old theatres had several. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b, stand in the middle and I will join you. We will die together.

S/FX: CLANK AND A WHOOSH

MR B:
That was exhilarating.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
My hair. Look at it.

BILL: 
Damn! Where’d the English folk go?

S/FX: GUN BEING COCKED

BELLE:
Not so fast Bill or should I say, Bas Reeves, lawman and murderer. You killed my kin.

JIM:
It’s me! It’s Jim! Mr b! See! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Bravo, Mr Jim! You pulled the lever just at the right moment.

MR B:
Excellent, Mr Jim! You ARE beautiful! Hurrah!

JIM:
Fortunately, I remembered to pull this leaver and not this one.

S/FX: LEVER GOES CLUNK
S/FX: WHOOSH AS THE PLATFROM TAKES JIM ON STAGE

MR B:
Mr Jim has sent himself back up and on to the stage.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
The man is an idiot. But he is our idot. 

JIM:
Bloody hell!

BILL:
Well, if it isn’t the limey. You had a makeover?

JIM:
Yes. What do you think? I’m not sure about the crinolines. 

BILL:
O, my…

BELLE:
You here for the gold Bas? 

BILL:
What gold?

BELLE:
The gold the squirt is carrying. 

JIM:
O’, that’s not gold. Those are chocolate coins covered in gold foil.

BELLE:
You’re a dead man Bas. 

S/FX: NEED SOME MEXICAN STAND OFF TYPE MUSIC

BILL:
You’re a dead man limey.

JIM:
What? What’s this got to do with me?

BILL:
No one makes a fool of Wild Bill Hickok and lives limey!

BELLE:
You better be fast Mr Jim. Real fast with that gun.

JIM:
Gun? No, no, no, this is a carrot. 

BILL:
You better shoot her first limey. 

JIM:
IT’S A CARROT!

BELLE:
I’m a’ waiting Bill or Bas or whatever the hell your name is?

BILL:
I’ll blow your head off first Belle. Then the limey. 

JIM:
Well, it was nice having a podcast and being alive. 

MR B:
It’s a Mexican standoff, your Majesty. 

S/FX: MEXICAN MUSIC OR WHISTLE FOR 3 – 5 SECONDS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Well, this is awkward. The new world is absurd.

MR B:
A Mexican standoff with a carrot? That is absurd.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It is simple, Mr b. If Belle shoots Bill, then that’s fine and if Bill shoots Belle that’s fine. There are only so many possibilities. 

MR B:
What about the one where they both shoot Jim?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Then Jim’s carrot better be loaded. How loud can you whistle, Mr b?

BELLE:
I’m waiting, Bill.

BILL:
You’re as good as dead, Belle.

MR B:
[TRIES TO WHISTLE. MAKES A BLOWING SOUND] My mouth has gone dry. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Spit! Spit, Mr b.

MR B:
What? OK.

S/FX: SPITTING, THEN MORE SPITTING AND THEN A FINAL SPIT

S/FX: A LOUD WHISTLE FOLLOWED BY TWO LOUD THUMPS AND A SCREAM. A SECOND LOUD WHISTLE, A THUMP AND A SCREAM

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME



RIFF 10
What’s Next?

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME FADES OUT

JIM:
I’ve been coming up with some ideas for the next episodes of Jelly Trumpet.

MR B:
[DISTRACTED] Really? No cowboys and no women with guns!


QUEEN ELEANOR:
No more woman’s clothes, Mot Homme. And no more makeup for you! It upsets Nigel. Your skin is akin to a freshly raked bowl of clotted cream. Poor Nigel almost died for us, as well you know. 

MR B:
Would you like to be a woman, Mr Jim?

JIM:
I’d only like to make guest appearances.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Ha!

JIM:
I was thinking of a harmless theme for the next episode. Perhaps to do with star signs. What star sign are you, Mr b?

MR B:
Petri dish. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What?

MR B:
I was an experiment. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Would you die for us, Mot Homme?

JIM:
No. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Why not?

JIM:
Because I would be dead.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Fair point.

MR B:
Fair point.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

TONY:
Coming to your ears soon! Jelly Trumpet is Jelly Trumpet. Listen to us fight back. So, tune in for yet more silly, silly, silly things and shenanigans. 


THANK YOU’S


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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