Jelly Trumpet Season 04
Episode: 06 ‘Mystery of the Dark House in the Swamp’ v6


Season: 04
Episode: 06 – ‘Mystery of the Dark House in the Swamp’

ACT 1

RIFF 1
Inflatable Undies


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 boys and queen got mixed up in a story of revenge, pantomimes and gunfights at a well-known west end theatre. 

In this episode, Mystery of the Dark House in the Swamp, the crew, along with Sherlock Holmes and Doctor Watson must survive a single night in a mysterious dark house…in a swamp!  

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME

S/FX: DOOR OPENING

JIM:
Are we sure the podcast is up to date Mr b? We must maintain exceptional high standards at all times. Mr b. Mr b! What are you doing?

S/FX: WATER BEING POURED

MR B:
I was just topping up Sherlock and Doctor Watson’s samovar. They certainly get through the tea and the box sets.

JIM:
Good old Sherlock! What a mystery though. What do they get up to in their cupboard?

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
Mr b! How are you going to make sure our holiday is not disrupted by that horrid Mr Stick of the Podcast Authority and his minions from the US Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge? 

JIM:
Bloody revenge minions! Invading our country, locking up all the interesting, creative and funny people! And don’t get me started about that horrid propaganda news channel, Free Eagle News! 

MR B: 
I won’t then. [A BEAT] In other news, I’ve set the podcast flux capacitor to a time before the revenge minions invaded our delightful country. 

JIM:
Brilliant!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Brilliant indeed Mr b. We will all benefit from a delightful seaside holiday, far away from the worries of being the number one podcast about creativity in the world! Eh, Nigel?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
Are those your pants on the coffee table Mr b?

MR B:
Those are safety pants.

JIM: 
Safety pants?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What makes them safety pants, do they have a chicane and fire marshals?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

MR B: 
It’s Inflatable underwear, Ma’am. The next safety and fashion statement, for senior people over the age of twenty-eight.  

JIM:
[SARCASTIC] O’, do tell…

MR B:
It's safety underwear for when it gets a bit icy in winter. You slip, your pants inflate, you bounce back upright.

JIM:
[PEEVED] Brilliant Mr b. Slip, inflate, BOING! “Hello!” What next, inflatable women… erm. Scratch that. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I am positive this sort of thing is not happening on other podcasts.

JIM:
Eh? That was my line! Wait! The new underwear I am wearing...

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mine too?

MR B:
That's right. It wasn't a surprise gift from the Mayor of St Albans for saving the Christmas carol concert for misjudged children. You are both wearing the latest in underwear tech! So, you can fall over at any time or if you take a bang to your bottom, you’ll be safe!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
But I quite like…

JIM:
Your Majesty!


S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME


RIFF 2
Trifle Bra


JIM:
Are you ready for the holiday your Majesty?



QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes Mr Jim. I have packed sun lotion, a snowboard, an evening dress, my gym wear, a hard hat, some baguettes and a wheel of mature Brie, O' and my iPad…

JIM:
That's an eclectic combination your Majesty. We're just going to Cromer for seaside fun and crab dinners.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Tell me Mr Jim, is Mr b going to use the Jelly Trumpet podcast to transport us to Cromer?

JIM:
Yes, he is.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Has Mr b created a special holiday button?

MR B:
I have! Date selected. Steam building, solar power engaged, adding a speck of hope and a pinch of bonhomie. Starting the countdown! Ten.

JIM:
See here, the holiday button has a picture of a Brown Crab, that is Cancer pagurus.  

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I will believe we are in Cromer when I am poking crabs. 

MR B:
Seven! Dials at ninety-four percent, adding seawater and the feather of a Herring Gull, Six!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b sounds like an alchemist not a scientist. 

JIM:
Well Mr b has some quirks Ma’am. He tries to make science more approachable for the stupid. Let's give him a chance, eh? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Bien sûr, espèce de concombre de mer énorme [OF COURSE, YOU HUGE SEA CUCUMBER].

JIM:
[NOT UNDERSTANDING AT ALL] Erm, thank you. Fair point.

MR B:
Three! Pinching myself [A BEAT]. Now! Ouch!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I presume you taught Mr b the pinching pain?

JIM:
It focuses the mind Ma'am.

MR B:
Coordinates set! Check! Date and time selected. Check! Steam gathered, starter motor starting up to speed. Gathering, gathering, gathering [STEAM WHISTLE] Pushing button in, two...

JIM:
What are the chances Mr b will manage to land us in the correct place?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
If he lands us in this Cromer, this gem of the Norfolk coast I will celebrate by ramming sherry trifle into my bra and shouting [COCKNEY] 'Up the 'Ammers!'

JIM: 
O', I'll get a spoon.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Pardon?

MR B:
ONE!

SFX: WHOOSH AS THE PODCAST TAKES OFF

S/X: JOLLY SEASIDE TUNE

JIM:
Correct me like the fool I am Mr b. But is the picturesque seaside town of Cromer located in a swamp?

MR B:
Erm, No.

JIM:
Well?

MR B:
I may have added a little too much steam to the podcast travel coordinates. 

S/FX: SOUNDS OF A LOUISIANA SWAMP, CRICKET FROGS, THE CALL OF A RED-SHOULDERED HAWK, OWLS, SUDDEN WATER SPOUTS 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel is very disappointed Mr b! He is expecting an ice cream and a stroll along the pier. You must return the podcast to St Albans; we will order Uber Crabs.




RIFF 3
Sherlock Threesome


S/FX: A LOUD ROAR OF A PANTHER

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What was that?

MR B & JIM:
What was wh...

S/FX: LOUD ROAR OF A PANTHER

SHERLOCK:
I believe that is the roar of a Florida Panther.

JIM:
Well, that's alright then... Thank you Sherlock.

S/FX: BLACK BEAR ROARING 

SHERLOCK:
Aha! The roar of the Louisiana Black Bear, Ursus americanus luteolus. They seldom attack…

MR B:
Do Florida Panthers attack much?

SHERLOCK:
All the time, vicious creatures. 

JIM:
Sherlock, dear Sherlock Holmes, why are you out of your cupboard and where's Doctor Watson?

SHERLOCK:
We've run out of tea and we are preparing for a threesome. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Pardon Sherlock?

SHERLOCK:
A DVD threesome. Dr Watson and I watch one episode of Downton Abby, then an episode of The Crown and finish ourselves off with an episode of Strictly Come Dancing, then we repeat. [SHOUTING] WATSON!

WATSON:
[FROM A DISTANCE & DRUNK] And now dancing the Viennese Waltz… Agatha Christie.

S/FX: THUNDER AND LIGHTNING 
S/FX: ROAR OF A COUGAR
S/FX: ROAR OF A BLACK BEAR
S/FX: THUNDER AND LIGHTNING

SHERLOCK:
Come doctor! There's plenty afoot and we have little time. This swamp is rather noisy. It may affect my concentration.

JIM:
RIGHT! Let's... erm... we can...

MR B:
Inflate our underwear?

JIM:
NOT THAT! NOT NOW. 

MR B:
I find it oddly comforting. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We make for that light on the other side of this water...

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME

MR B:
It was damned lucky to find these canoes.

JIM:
Where’s cMac, our ultimate gizmo?

MR B:
cMac is set to submerge… see! There! That’s his snorkel.


RIFF 4
Ms Hurd


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

S/FX: KNOCKING ON A DOOR

MR B:
I hope they have some coffee. Anything but decaf…

JIM:
I agree. That would be like a glass of Rjoja with only nine percent alcohol. 

MR B:
Madness!

JIM:
Madness! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Stop this nonsense! Knock again Mr b.

S/FX: KNOCKING ON DOOR
S/FX: DOOR SQUEAKING OPEN

JIM:
Sorry to trouble you…

MS HURD:
We’ve been expecting you. Come in. The rest are gathered in the parlour for the reading.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Reading? 

JIM:
There must be some mistake?

MS HURD:
You are here for the reading of the late Mr Cyrus Cyprus’ will.

MR B:
Erm.

SHERLOCK:
After you, doctor.

WATSON:
And now dancing the foxtrot… John Wayne and Audie Murphy.

SHERLOCK:
Not now doctor. Soon, very soon. Perhaps in twenty minutes, not twenty-one minutes, not nineteen minutes but twenty minutes. At that time, we will have to investigate the mystery of this dark house. Do you have any tea?

DOCTOR WATSTON MUMBLES IN A DRUNKEN FASHION

QUEEN ELEANOR:
And you are?

JIM:
That’s a bit direct, your Majesty. We’re not American, you know. 

MR B:
Never! [SINGS] ‘And did these feet’.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Pas maintenant ma petite pipette [NOT NOW MY LITTLE PIPETTE].

MS HURD
I am Cyrus Cyprus’ house keeper, Ms Hurd.

MR B:
What did she say, Mr Jim?

JIM:
Ms Hurd.

MR B:
Well, what do you think she said?

JIM:
[HISSING WHISPER] Her name! Her name Mr b, is Ms Hurd

MR B:
I know. So, what is it?

WATSON:
And now dancing the Cha-Cha-Cha… Babe Ruth and the cast of the Ziegfeld Folies.

SHERLOCK:
That’s quite enough Doctor Watson. Remove your bowler hat. Insert into your mouth. Now bite down hard. 

JIM:
[WHISPERING] Right. Erm, we should make an escape plan. We can…

MR B:
[WHISPERING] Inflate our underwear and float across the swamp, back to Jelly Trumpet.

JIM:
[WHISPERING] O’, brilliant and what if the crocodiles bite our pants… what then, eh Mr b?




QUEEN ELEANOR:
[WHISPERING] Alligators, vous êtes des cerveaux de pois [YOU PEA BRAINS]. No. We see what is in the parlour, we leave quietly, [HISSING WHISPER] NO INFLATABLE PANTS. Mr b sets cMac to smokescreen, we take the canoes and we paddle back to Jelly Trumpet. 

JIM:
I was going to say that. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
But you weren’t going to say that were you?

JIM:
Well…

MR B:
We’ve got a plan then.

JIM:
Yes. I like it! [WHISPERING TO MR B] Where is cMac?

MR B:
cMac is carrying out his drying out sequence. 

MS HURD:
I will introduce you to the other guests here for the reading.

S/FX: CLOCK CHIMES
S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME

JIM:
If this was my script, I’d have introduced these five people with little pen portraits…

MR B:
It is your script and you’ve missed another plot point, haven’t you?

JIM:
Well, perhaps a small one.

MR B:
I’m sure stranger things happen on other podcasts.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We’ve already addressed that Mr b and the answer is no. 

JIM:
Look! That’s my line!


ACT 2

RIFF 5
Special Guest No. 6


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 don’t like Mondays. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I told you to switch off the regular item, Mr b!

MR B:
Apologies ma’am. It will never happen again.

S/FX: THE BANGING OF A GONG

MS HURD:
As everyone is present, I will start the projector.

S/FX: OLD PROJECTOR STARTS

CYRUS:
[VIA PROJECTED FILM] Here you are. Each of you wondering who will get my money and my jewellery collection. The answer is simple. I leave my fortune and jewels to Miss Joy Cyprus, including the famous ‘Devil’s Diamond Necklace’. That’s correct. I leave it all to Miss Joy… IF she survives the night in my house. Goodbye and good luck.

S/FX: PROJECTOR SWITCHED OFF
S/FX: BABBLE OF VOICES

JIM:
I’ll protect you, Miss Joy.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What have you ever protected Mot Homme?

JIM:
Well, erm… my standing in society.

MR B:
That’s not a thing Jim.

JIM:
O’. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Getting back to reality.

JIM:
I’d rather not. That’s why I write these things.

MR B:
Well said Mr Jim!

MS HURD:
Here is the Devils Diamond Necklace. Let me put it on you Miss Joy. 

MISS JOY:
[AMERICAN DEEP SOUTH ACCENT] Well, I do declare. My uncle leaving it all to me. I think I’m going to faint…

JIM:
Quick Mr b!

MR B:
What? I don’t understand.

S/FX: A BODY HITTING THE FLOOR

JIM:
O’, NO!

MR B:
Now I understand. I apologise. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Vous les citrouilles [YOU PUMPKINS]. Help Miss Joy to a bedroom.

MR B:
I believe it’s that time to play…

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 Bill Gates about his surprising collection of Etch a Sketch sketches of iPhones.

S/FX: INTERVIEW COUNTDOWN THEME STOPS SUDDENLY

JIM:
So, where is he Mr b?

MR B:
Aaaah.

JIM:
Well…?

MR B:
It appears his AI autonomous vehicle has taken him back to the future.

JIM:
I didn’t see that coming.

MR B:
Neither did he.


RIFF 6
The Thing

S/FX: GONG BEING STRUCK

MS HURD:
I will show you to your rooms.

S/FX: BABBLE OF VOICES

SHERLOCK:
If I may interject.

JIM:
Certainly Sherlock.

SHERLOCK: 
A mystery is about to occur. Sheer terror will soon be amongst us. Dr Watson and I will investigate this mysterious house. Doctor Watson!

WATSON:
And now dancing the Rumba… Herman Goring and Charles Lindbergh!

MR B:
That’s quite a pairing.

JIM:
It was a new show in 1934, Strictly Fascist. 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What is it, Nigel? 

MR B:
Is Nigel alright ma’am?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel senses something. Something dark comes this way. 

SHERLOCK:
The good doctor and I will start our investigation.

JIM:
Dark? Dark like a storm cloud?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Non! You forget, Nigel is a psychic squirrel.  Dark as in a great evil…

[TWO BEATS]

S/FX: KNOCKING ON A DOOR 

JIM:
What the fuck [BLEEPED] was that?

MR B:
The door Jim. Sherlock…? O’, Sherlock and Doctor Watson have vanished. 

JIM:
I don’t like this. We should get back to the podcast for some snacks. Say, a Scotch Egg or two…

MR B:
I’ll put the coffee on. I still have some…


QUEEN ELEANOR:
Enough. Ms Hurd is answering the door.

S/FX: A BABBLE OF VOICES

MR B:
It’s a man in uniform.

JIM:
And he’s carrying a pump action shotgun!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Shhhhhh! Let us see if we can listen.

JIM:
You mean eavesdrop on Ms Hurd?

MR B:
We should get your ears syringed or perhaps an ear candle. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Enough with this nonsense. One more word and I will order Nigel to inflate your underwear.

JIM:
Er…

MR B:
Er…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Listen!

S/FX: FADE UP MS HURD

MS HURD:
You should repeat this terrible news to our guests. This way. I will introduce you. Everyone, this is Mr Bendricks, from the research facility.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Why is he armed with a shotgun?

JIM:
Hunting panthers, I hope.

MR B:
Or bears.

BENDRICKS:
For protection ma’am. One of our inmates has escaped. No one can leave the house. You’ll all be safe if you stay together. 

S/FX: SPOOKY MUSIC OR ORGAN SOUND

MR B:
Inmate?

JIM:
Escaped? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You don’t have to repeat it. Is this inmate very dangerous Mr Bendricks?  

BENDRICKS: 
Highly dangerous ma’am. He’s a genius. An evil genius. A genius with a taste for warm flesh. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
So, have I. But it doesn’t make me dangerous. 

MR B:
No. It’s other things that make you dangerous.

JIM:
Very good, Mr b!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I will confiscate all the coffee and the Scotch Eggs in Jelly Trumpet.

MR:
She’s serious. Sorry!

JIM:
Golly! Sorry!

MS HURD:
Tell them Bendricks. Tell them the name of the escaped inmate? 

BENDRICKS: 
They call this escaped genius… ‘The Thing!”

S/FX: SPOOKY MUSIC OR ORGAN SOUND



RIFF 7
That’s Handy


JIM:
Excuse me Mr Bendricks but why do they call him ‘The Thing’?

MR B:
Like the Marvel character? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Shush Mr b!

BENDRICKS:
They call him ‘The Thing’ because all you can see of him is… a disembodied hand.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
How dangerous can just a hand be Bendricks?

BENDRICKS:
‘The Thing’ has huge strength and the most dexterous fingers you can imagine. It crawls in the dark using its black fingernails to move. Once ready and the person unaware it leaps! It leaps on to the throat. It squeezes and it squeezes… till no life is left. 

JIM:
Sounds like an HMRC tax inspector.

MR B:
Or one of those charity chuggers who accost you on the way to Café Nero. Bastards [BEEPED]!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Vraiment? [REALLY?]

JIM:
It’s only one hand. I can’t do much with a single hand.

MR B:
What about…?

JIM:
SHHHHHHHH!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It is the hand of an assassin! An assassin… in the dark! I curse you! 

A BEAT

BENDRICKS:
Yes. A hand that murders in silence. Then disappears without a trace.

MR B:
Does he wear a glove then?

S/FX: SPOOKY MUSIC AND THE BONG OF A CLOCK STRIKING ONE

BENDRICKS: 
If you’ll excuse me. I’m going to search the grounds.

MS HURD:
I will come with you Bendricks. We must search every nook and cranny.

A BEAT

JIM:
Well, let us know if we can help?

MR B:
Yes. We have cMac and it has many helpful gadgets.

JIM:
Like the floodlights.

MR B:
Like the floodlights.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Indeed. Mot Homme! What are you eating? 

JIM:
[EATING] Just a sausage. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
And you petits pieds?

MR B:
Another sausage. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Go and check on Miss Joy, both of you. She should have woken up.

MR B:
Shall we take her some of these sausages?


JIM:
She looked like she needed a banger inside her.

MR B:
A warm banger.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
No to the sausages! Perhaps some water. Nothing more. And don’t stay with her too long. She has had quite a fright and doesn’t need another one!

JIM:
Erm…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What?

JIM: 
I’ve forgotten which bedroom weleft her.

MR B:
That’s alright Jim. We’ll use cMac and its heat seeking function. 

JIM:
Can cMac keep the sausages warm as well?

MR B:
Yes, Mr Jim. cMac also has a warming plate.

JIM:
Sometimes you are just brilliant, Mr b!

MR B:
Thank you Mr Jim.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[TO HERSELF] Boys and their sausages, really!

ACT 3

RIFF 8
The Walls Speak


S/FX: SPOOKY MUSIC

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Here Nigel!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR [CONT.]:
What is it? I see. A secret passageway. Let us investigate my brave fluffy tail. Here. Through the gap behind the wardrobe.

A BEAT

S/FX: BURST OF TIME PASSING MUSIC

JIM:
That’s all the bedrooms Mr b. We’ve searched them all and cMac has found no trace. Miss Joy has been abducted. Are there any sausages left?

MR B:
Yes,, Mr Jim. See! Two bangers each. 

S/FX: SOUND OF SAUSAGES BEING MUNCHED

JIM:
Yum! Yum!

MR B:
Yum! Yum, indeed Mr Jim. All we need now is a good coffee to wash it down with.

JIM:
Or something sweet. Like, erm, some Cannoli.

MR B:
Yes! Cannoli. Such a tasty desert. Look! Some material is wedged behind that bookcase. That’s odd. It’s like the material is blowing in a breeze!

JIM:
Good god, Mr b! It’s one of those secret passageways! I’ve always wanted a secret passage but everyone knows my passage. 

MR B:
So, I heard.

A BEAT

S/FX: BURST OF TIME PASSING MUSIC


SHERLOCK:
It was obvious Doctor. The dusty footprints, the odour of Guiness and a clock with two-minute hands. It’s a secret passage. 

DR WATSON:
[CHEWING] Dancing the…

SHERLOCK:
Enough, good doctor! Finish your sausages man. Terror and the truth is afoot! 

A BEAT

S/FX: BURST OF TIME PASSING MUSIC

MISS JOY:
Hello? Hello? Is there anyone down here?

S/FX: EXTRA SPOOKY MUSIC

S/FX: GROWLING OF AN ANIMAL

A BEAT

JIM:
Did you hear that Mr b?

MR B:
It sounded. It sounded. It sounded like A THING!

S/FX: A WOMAN’S SCREAM

JIM:
Quick!

MR B:
Quick what?

JIM:
I don’t know. 

TWO BEATS

SHERLOCK:
Look Watson! That’s the guard Bendricks. He’s left his shotgun leaning against the garden wall. Now listen [SHERLOCK WHISPERS SOMETHING UNINTELLIGABLE]

DOCTOR WATSON:
[CHEWING] Right! Will do!

A BEAT 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You two! Boys! This way. LOOK!

MR B:
Yes, your Majety, It’s a hand. A hand on…

JIM:
… on its own!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Look here! It’s Miss Joy. She’s fainted. Perhaps overcome with the lack of air in this tunnel. 

MR B:
Perhaps, if we give her a sausage…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Sausages are not the answer Mr b!

JIM:
Well, sometimes…

MR B:
What about two sausages? Right. Sorry. Crossed a line again. What do we do?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We follow ‘The Thing!’ Are you able to walk Miss Joy?

MISS JOY:
I think so. I don’t want to stay here. 

S/FX: SOUND OF FEET WALKING


RIFF 9
Thank the Sausages

S/FX: MORNING BIRD SONG

SHERLOCK:
Dawn beckons. Aha! We’re in luck Watson. I believe we will find the culprit in two minutes and three seconds.

DOCTOR WATSON:
And now dancing the Quickstep…

A BEAT

MR B:
Which way did her Majesty go?

JIM:
She went down that tunnel, towards the light. Hello? What’s that? 

MR B:
It’s a glove box.

JIM:
Shouldn’t be in a car?

MISS JOY:
I feel faint. Hold me… Not there.

JIM:
A thousand apologies Miss Joy. I’m not used to woman’s wear.

MR B:
Do they?

JIM:
What?

MR B:
Wear, as in wear out?

JIM:
I was talking about the padded shoulders on Miss Joy’s lovely sports jacket. How are you feeling Miss Joy?

MISS JOY:
A little dizzy. 

MR B:
What is this place?

JIM:
Careful Mr b. That looks dangerous!

S/FX: CREAKING OF WOOD

MISS JOY:
This is the old washhouse. I remember playing here and hiding from Ms Hurd. Mr b better not stand on that. The old well is under those splintered planks of wood. 


MR B:
Right. I’ll move over here. Ouch! I’ve got something in my shoe. Feels like a large stone. 

JIM:
Well, take your shoe off and we’ll have a look. Hang your shoe on that big lever thing. 

MR B:
Right o’. What a convenient lever.

S/FX: SQUEAKING OF WOOD ON WOOD

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Back away boys! It’s the thing!

S/FX: A GROWLING ANIMAL

MR B:
Good lord! A single hand pulling itself along the rotting floor.

JIM:
It’s like something out of The Adams Family? How? Why? When?

MR B:
Could be wires, could be remote controlled, it could be a toy. Perhaps I don’t know. 

JIM:
Could it be be the lone hand of an evil genius? A genius, who likes warm flesh and has death at its fingertips!

MR B:
It doesn’t make any sense, Mr Jim. [A BIT TETCHY] A bit like the first draft of your scripts.

JIM:
[AND A BIT MORE TETCHY] A bit like, like… like your inventions, you mean!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Boys! Behave! You will come to order.

SHERLOCK:
Not so fast ‘thing!’ Watson the light!

S/FX: A LIGHT SWITCH

MR B:
IT’S…


JIM:
IT’S…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Well, I never… well…

JIM:
Well, well…

MR B:
Well, well, well…

S/FX: SOUND OF CREAKING WOOD

A BEAT

SHERLOCK:
May I introduce ‘The Thing’ or should I say Ms Hurd!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
Easy Nigel!

MS HURD:
Fools!

JIM:
O’ I see. Ms Hurd is completely wrapped in blackout cloth, with only her hand showing. 

MR B:
O’, that’s clever. I’d never have thought of that.

JIM:
No. I wouldn’t have thought of that either. Very clever. Like a magician’s stage illusion. Erm, now what?

S/FX: CREAKING OF WOOD

BENDRICKS:
You are all going to die!

JIM:
BENDRICKS!

MR B:
Bendricks. Well, I never.

SHERLOCK:
Bendricks? Or rather Donald S. Hurd. Actor, writer, magician, illusionist and jewel thief! Ms Hurd’s older brother! A cunning disguise to purloin the famous ‘Devil’s Diamond Necklace’

MS HURD:
No Donald!

S/FX: WOOD CREAKING

BENDRICKS:
I’ve enough shotgun shells for all of you! O’ so very clever Mr detective! I’m going to blow a hole in every one of you! The necklace is ours!

S/FX: SHOTGUN SLIDE AND A THUD

DR WATSON:
SHOTGUN!

BENDRICKS:
Damn you!

S/FX: SHOTGUN SLIDE AND A THUD

BENDRICKS [CONT.]:
Damn you! What have you done to my weapon?

DR WATSON:
Now, dancing the Quickstep…

MR B:
My foot is rather cold.

JIM:
Best put your shoe back on Mr b. 

MR B:
Right o’. 

BENDRICKS:
Not that lever!

S/FX: SQUEAKY WOODEN DOORS OPENING AND BANGING

S/FX: A MAN AND WOMAN’S SCREAM

TWO BEATS

S/FX: LOUD SPLASH

JIM:
That was lucky.

MR B:
We’re saved!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Very lucky. 

JIM:
Why didn’t Bendrick’ shotgun fire?

SHERLOCK:
The good Doctor Watson shoved his sausage up Bendrick’s barrel.

A BEAT

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME



RIFF 10
All Fingers and Thumbs

S/FX: SOUND OF SOMETHING INFLATING VERY QUICKLY

JIM:
Are you inflating your safety underwear, Mr b?

MR B:
Yes. It has other benefits.

JIM:
Really? Let me have a go.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Spenny bring a pin.

SHERLOCK
I fear the modern world is still a mystery to me, Dr Watson.

DR WATSON
And now Sherlock Holmes and Dr Watson dancing the Paso Doble! Hicc!

S/FX: PASO DOBLE MUSIC

MR B:
I must say, Sherlock and the doctor look good on the dancefloor.

JIM:
Mr b. I suppose that solves the Mystery of the Dark House in the Swamp.

MR B:
Probably not. But at least we have our pants.

JIM:
Eh? 

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


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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