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Season: 04
Episode: 07 – ‘Train of Death’

ACT 1

RIFF 1
B.O.A.T.


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 along with Sherlock Holmes, Doctor Watson and some sausages solved the Mystery of the Dark House in the Swamp. 

In this episode, Train of Death, our heroes, take a trip on a hyper fast Korean train to the Global Podcast Awards. 

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME

VOICE:
And that is why the invitation to the benevolent US Department of Justice and Revenge set our country free. That’s all from me this evening. Nigel Quisling, Free Eagle News, Luton. 

MR B:
Why are you listening to the Free Eagle News Mr Jim? 




JIM:
I needed something to detest. 

MR B:
Fair enough. But why do you need something to detest Mr Jim?

JIM:
So, I can appreciate our life in Free Scotland. And being proud members of the Bob Mortimer Resistance. One day we shall see England, again as a place of harmonious shenanigans. 

MR B:
Detestation is not a positive emotion, Mr Jim.

JIM:
You’re right, Mr b. I shall downgrade my detestation to contempt and work on my ridicule skills. 

MR B:
That’s the Mr Jim we all wonder about.

JIM:
Eh?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That man. That Nigel Quisling. He is such a... a... a... a boat.

MR B:
What? You mean Like a dream boat?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Non.

JIM:
As in we’re in the same boat?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Non, Mot Homme!

MR B:
He's rocked your boat?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
MR B!

MR B:
I may have crossed a line.

JIM:
Careful Mr b. Is he fresh off the boat?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Non! I mean... I mean...

MR B:
Did he miss the boat?

JIM:
Shall we push the boat out for him?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
None of these!

[TWO BEATS]

JIM:
He's not a pleasant man.

MR B:
He's the lowest of the low. He’s lower than Russell Brand in a submarine half way down the Mariana Trench.

JIM:
Got it! Row, row, row your boat!

JIM& MR B:
...Row your boat
Gently down the stream
Merrily, merrily, merrily, m...

QUEEN ELEANOR:
He IS a B.O.A.T.! 

JIM:
[THINKING HE IS CLEVER] C'est un bateau? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
B.O.A.T, an acronym. He is a BIT OF A TWAT.

JIM:
O’ right. Yes, he is.

MR B:
He really is. Well, played your majesty!

JIM:
Hurrah! Well, played indeed!

RIFF 2
Nomination


S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME
S/FX: PING OF AN EMAIL

JIM:
Another email, eh? Dum de dum da de… Well!

MR B:
Anything interesting Mr Jim?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Another stupid Justice Department law perhaps? Like the compulsory fast-food Fridays? Or the arming of traffic wardens and giving lollipop men and women the right to arrest anyone in possession of a copy of Private Eye?

JIM:
I don’t believe it! 

S/FX: HUMMING SOUND

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What is this humming for Mr b? 

JIM:
Listen!

MR B:
Something I am working on. A different way to communicate. It's an emergency hum.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What's an emergency hum?

MR B:
I'm training cMac to respond to hum commands.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
cMac, our ultimate gizmo can process hums?

MR B:
Yes! Well, soon. cMac will operate on hums only. 




QUEEN ELEANOR:
For goodness’ sake why?

MR B: 
In case we are in a tricky situation and cMac’s communication channels are hacked or we all lose the power of speech.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
How many hum commands does cMac have?

MR B:
Seven so far. This one turns cMac into a coffee table.

S/FX: HUMMING 

S/FX: CLANK, CLANK, FIZZ

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Well, I never. 

MR B:
cMac is now an occasional table with coaster. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Could be useful if we are ever waylaid by an unexpected cup of coffee.

JIM:
We’ve been nominated for a Global Podcast Award!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What!?

MR B:
Surely not!

S/FX: NIGEL CHIRPS


RIFF 3
Ginko Nuts

S/FX: HUM OF SOMETHING MECHANICAL

MR B:
The Global Podcast Awards! Wow!


QUEEN ELEANOR:
Tres Wow!

JIM:
Steady. We are only nominated for a Global Podcast Award, the ‘shush

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
Where is the venue for these awards, Mot Homme?

MR B:
One moment, please. I just have to feed Akiwa. I’ve a bucket of blue crabs for her. Who’s a good mollusc, then. You are! Yes, you are…

JIM:
He spoils that Octopus.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Where are the Global Podcast Awards being held?

JIM:
Suwon-si, South Korea, your Majesty.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
How exciting. I will wear my favourite crown.

JIM:
O’, what’s your favourite crown called?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
My crown. 

JIM:
O’.

MR B:
[TO HIMSELF] So, Petra the Possum manipulates fire. That means Woden the Wise Wombat, will have, erm? I know, psychic abilities. That leaves Timmy the Kola, who will have the death cuddle… now… let me think.

JIM:
Mr b! Really! What are you doing? We have the podcast awards attendance to sort out. Many, many admin tasks and organisation is needed.

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
[SUPER SARCASTIC] Do tell Mr b. The thinking? How goes it?

JIM:
Yes, Mr b, what’s this stuff about Possums, Kolas and Wombats?

MR B:
It’s an online game I’m creating. 

JIM:
I’m going to ask this next question with a feeling of dread, Mr b but it has to be done. What is the game called?

MR B:
Mortal Wombat. 

TWO BEATS

JIM:
I see. If you can tear yourself away from your menagerie of marsupials, we’d quite like the podcast to go to the awards. The invitation has the co-ordinates for where we meet the train.  

MR B:
Right o’. Warming up Jelly Trumpet mixing desk.

S/FX: ELECTRICITY BUILDING AND PERHAPS SOME STEAM

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes, Nigel. Bring your travel pillow.

JIM: 
Will these take long Mr b?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I wonder what biscuits they have on the train? 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

MR B:
No time at all, Mr Jim. I have automated most of the process. A.I. is jolly useful. Selecting co-ordinates. Is this Wales? 

JIM:
[MYSTIFIED] No. It’s…

MR B:
Pushing the go button, pulling the steam chain and wiping down the desk.

JIM:
Is wiping down the desk necessary?

MR B:
Yes Jim. I spilled some coffee. And we are now in countdown mode.

S/FX: STEAM BUILDING. ELECTRICTY BUILDING

JIM:
Have you seen Last Train to Busan, your Majesty?

MR B:
Seven… six… 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I’ve not even seen the first one. 

MR B:
Five… four… adding the panko crumbs.

JIM:
It’s a movie about zombies on a train.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I like that programme. You know the Traitors. They should be burnt at the stake. Still, that’s the woke world we live in. 

MR B:
Three… two… adding the miso…

JIM:
I suppose that’s a form of cancellation. 

MR B:
ONE! FOR ALL MANKIND!

S/FX: WHOOSH OF JELLY TRUMPET TAKING OFF FADING INTO SHORT DRAMATIC MUSIC WITH A TASTE OF KOREA


RIFF 4
Suwon-si

S/FX: A TRAIN TRAVELLING VERY FAST

MR B:
Mr Jim? 


JIM:
Yes, Mr b?

MR B:
This countryside doesn’t look very Welsh.

JIM:
What? 

MR B:
The announcer at the station said something in Welsh. Then repeated it in English but all I caught was the word Swansea.

JIM:
Dear god. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I will leave you to explain Mot Homme. Nigel, I fancy some tea and shortbread. Let’s see if we can get you some ginko nuts to nibble.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
Mr b. The announcer said last train to Suwon-si.

MR B:
That’s what I said, ‘Swansea.’

JIM:
No, Mr b. We’re going to Su… won.. si. A city in Gyeonggi-do, near the capital city of Seoul… in South Korea. 

MR B:
Bugger!

JIM:
What?

MR B:
Well, I was hoping for a walk around the Gower Peninsula and then a hearty dish of salt-marsh lamb, washed down with a lovely Welsh ale.

JIM:
Never mind. I am sure her Majesty will bring us some lovely Americanos with an extra shot.

MR B:
That's alright then. 

S/FX: CLINKING OF CUPS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel! We are representing a respectable podcast! Behave! Stop playing with your nuts and put them back on the plate [TO WAITER]. Gamsahabnida. No, he won’t be having tea. He’s a squirrel. 

MRS BUOY:
What a lovely boy. May I join you?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
He is when not toying with his ginkos. 

MRS BUOY:
I’m Mrs Buoy. Buoy, with a ‘u’.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Queen Eleanor of the Aquitaine, ruler of France… some years ago.

MRS BUOY:
O’, you’re on Jelly Trumpet! I love your show. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Thank you, Mrs Buoy. I am afraid I don’t know which show you are on. 

MRS BUOY:
O’, you wouldn’t. I’m not one of the talent. I’m a background bunny, sound recording and editing on the Sensible Show. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I’ve listened to that! All about being sensible and not being a hopeless idiot. How do you spell your name again?

MRS BUOY:
Thank you dear. So many idiots in the world. I’ll write it on the window, B.U.O.Y. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I see. Will you have some tea with me? It’s Earl Grey.

MRS BUOY:
How kind but I always drink my own. Here. See? Dandelion and Rum in a coned tea bag, for easy rum delivery. All I need is some hot water. Tell me. What’s it like working with Mr Jim and Mr b?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It makes me like wrestling.

MRS BUOY:
Like wrestling?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
All in. You appear, if you don’t mind me saying, Mrs Buoy, quite nervous. 

MRS BUOY:
You are most astute your Majesty. I can’t say. I mustn’t say… I believe I can trust you. It all started…

S/FX: FADE IN TRAIN WHEELS 

ACT 2

RIFF 5
Special Guest No. 7

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. My lasagna is getting cold. 

TWO BEATS

MR B:
Look over there! That’s the podcaster Joe Morgan of ‘Have Automatic Weapon, Will Shoot Things.’

JIM:
Really?

MR B:
The whole world of podcasting must be on this train!

JIM:
[UBER SARCASTIC] A coincidence surely. 

MR B:
And that’s Jo Organ, he has a podcast called ‘Ancient Mysteries, Fighting and True Death’. Over there, the tall lady, that’s Josephine Doesit. She has a podcast about Hollywood stars who are left-handed but always use their right hand on screen. 

JIM:
What about those three in stripped shirts, black berets and white face?

MR B:
Them? They’re the Sultans of Mime. 

JIM:
Ah! That would explain the saxophones. The Podcast Authority have a lot to answer for…

MR B:
Agreed. Rather silly to insist on every podcast having resident mime artists. What is it Mr Jim?

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

MR B:
O’, LOOK! That’s Nina the nun and her nunetts. They have a completely silent podcast called ‘The Nuns of Silence’.

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 Jacob Rees-Mogg about his collection of Victorian communion wafers.

S/FX: INTERVIEW COUNTDOWN THEME STOPS SUDDENLY

JIM:
So, where is he Mr b?

MR B:
Aaaah.

MR B:
He… he’s… well, possibly he’s declaiming a speech concerning the widespread eating of meat on Fridays and deriding socialism. Wait! Here he comes!

S/FX: BLOOD CURDLING SCREAM

MR B:
O’ dear. The Movement for Radical Truth Podcast have just, well… nasty.


RIFF 6
The Collar

S/FX: SOME JELLY TRUMPET THEME


QUEEN ELEANOR:
And, what’s your dog’s name?

MRS BUOY:
This is Melchett. He’s a full pedigree Cardigan Corgi. Let’s straighten your [SHE EMPHASISES THE WORD COLLAR AS A CLUE] collar Melchett.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I understand. [A BEAT] If you’ll excuse me, I promised the boys Americanos and snacks.

MRS BUOY:
I'm in carriage X61 Seat 11. I’ll explain more.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Till later.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

MR B:
Do you think we’ll win an award Mr Jim?

JIM:
It is possible Mr b. But I’m not holding my chickens or counting my breath yet. 

MR B:
I agree. Though, wouldn’t it be wonderful if we won the best time travelling comedy podcast of all time award.

JIM:
Yes. Or, the Well Done for a Jolly Good Show award in English. Ho Hum!

MR B:
Why ‘ho hum’?




JIM:
Well, Jelly Trumpet has never entertained people who have influence, nor have we gone out of our way to be nice to the media and we certainly have never bought loads of advertising and a table for 12 at the awards ceremony.

MR B:
So…

JIM:
We don’t have a snowball in an Ibiza nightclub’s chance.

MR B:
Hell.

JIM:
Hell, indeed Mr b.

MR B:
O’, well we’ll have a nice holiday AND we get to meet some new people. 

JIM:
Agreed Mr b. You can’t beat getting out and meeting new people. Mind you, not too many.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Here we are boys, two Americanos in the biggest mugs they have, with an extra shot in each. Nigel, the snacks. Rapide! [SHE CLAPS HER HANDS]

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
What do we have here?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Those are Honey Butter Chips, that’s an Orion Choco Pie and this is dried squid. 

S/FX: NIGEL CHIRPS

JIM:
Delicious!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes Nigel. I’ll tell them.

JIM:
What? 


QUEEN ELEANOR:
I met a charming lady in the restaurant car. A lady with many…

S/FX: TRAIN PASSES BY AT HIGH SPEED



RIFF 7
The Missing Buoy


JIM:
Here we are, carriage X61. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Seat eleven is there. 

MR B:
I love Corgis! Do you think I’ll be able to pat him or her?

JIM:
I certainly hope so, Mr b AND tickle the doggies’ tumtum! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mrs Buoy, I’ve brought the boys… You’re not Mrs Buoy. 

JIM:
This is carriage X61 definitely. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
And this is definitely seat 11. Where is Mrs Buoy? Don’t act dumb with me. I have a vicious squirrel at my disposal!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM:
Excuse me sir, my friend is an aloof medieval Queen and capable of much cruelty.

MAN:
[GERMAN ACCENT] This is my seat! See. Here’s my ticket. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That means nothing! A forgery, no doubt. 

MR B:
Let’s ask the train crew. Excuse me, Mr Train Crew?

TRAIN CREW:
Yes sir? Is this your tree rat?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
He is a pedigree Balkan red squirrel.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS IN AN ANGRY MANNER

MR B: 
We are looking for Mrs Buoy. This is her seat, is it not?

TRAIN CREW:
Let me check… No. This is seat is assigned to Magnus Schumacher.

MAN:
That is correct.

JIM:
Must be a mistake.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
No, it is not! Ask them.

MR B:
The Sultans of Mime? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mrs Buoy dropped her book and one of them picked it up and gave it back to her.

MR B:
Jim, you speak Mime. You ask them.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mrs Buoy is my height. Long black hair to her shoulders and a mole on her right cheek.

JIM:
Very well. I will ask.

TWO BEATS

JIM [CONT.]
Nope. Not seen her.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Ask about the book. They must remember.

JIM: 
Very well. Here we go.

THREE BEATS

MR B:
What’s he say Mr Jim?

JIM:
Not one hundred percent sure. I think it could be no or he’s trapped in a glass box.

TWO BEATS

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERING SOFTLY

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes Nigel. We’ll go to the restaurant car. There were two Englishmen on the next table. They must have seen Mrs Bouy when they passed the salt. 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERING SOFTLY

MR B:
[SOTTO VOCE] I say Mr Jim, has her majesty lost the plot?

JIM:
[SOTTO VOCE] I hope not Mr b. Perhaps her majesty just forgot.

MR B:
[SOTTO VOCE] Or perhaps she’s gone mad.

JIM:
[SOTTO VOCE] O’, yes it could be that. 

S/FX: SOUND OF THE TRAIN

ACT 3

RIFF 8
The Writing on the Window

S/FX: CLINKING OF CUPS AND MURMUR OF VOICES

QUEEN ELEANOR:
They saw Mrs Buoy…

MR B:
Allow me your Majesty. If I may chaps. Have you seen a lady about this height… long black hair and a mole on her right cheek?

MAN:
No, we ain’t. Now, on your way. 

MR B: 
Thank you. Moving on.

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

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Ask them about the salt!

MR B:
Let’s sit down and have some lunch.

JIM:
Why so deferential, Mr b? Who are they Mr b? 

MR B:
The Vengeance Brothers. They have a podcast about disposing of inconvenient bodies. 

JIM:
Ah! 

MR B:
Looks like more podcasters coming on board.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
This is not right! I am not going mad. She was here!

MR B:
Shall we have Ramen with pork and octopus? 

JIM:
Lovely. 

SFX: WHISTLE BEING BLOWN. TRAIN STARTS TO PICK UP SPEED

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
I despair!

JIM:
I say, who’s that one? The lady with a fully bandaged face?

MR B:
That’s Hayley, ‘The Invisible Lady’. She has a podcast about living off motorway service stations.


JIM:
Shall we have some kimchi on the side?

S/FX: SOUND OF THE TRAIN GOING THROUGH A TUNNEL

MR B:
Hello. What’s this? A teabag? 

JIM:
Hello. What’s that? A conical teabag?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
This is Mrs Buoy Dandelion and Rum teabag! Somehow stuck to the outside of the window! And that! That is Mrs Buoy writing. That’s her name on the window!

MR B & JIM:
Well, well, well.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Come on!

JIM:
Where?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Carriage X61 Seat 11 and Mr, so called, Magnus Schumacher.

S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME

JIM:
Here he is!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What have you got to say for yourself, Mr, so called, Magnus Schumacher?

MAGNUS:
Can I help you?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes! Where Is Ms Bouy? You’re not who you say you are!

MAGNUS:
[HEAVY DUTCH ACCENT] I am. I am Magnus Schumacher of the Cryptic Crew podcast. Crosswords are our game.

JIM:
You had a German accent last time we spoke!

MAGNUS:
Nee. I am a Dutchman from Groningen in the province of Groningen. 

MR B:
If you’re a Dutchman then I’m a… er… o’.

JIM:
Brilliant, Mr b. What a time to use THAT idiom, to a Dutchman. 

MR B:
I’m not an idiom; I have passed exams you know.

JIM:
What in? Dental health?

MR B:
Now…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Not now! Boys! Can you prove who you are Mr, so called, Magnus Schumacher from Groningen in Groningen?  

MAGNUS:
Yes.

TWO BEATS

MR B:
Is he doing it now?

JIM:
What do you expect him to do? Hollow out some wood and present us with a pair of clogs? Perhaps impersonate a windmill?

MR B:
There’s something about him. He’s hiding something.

JIM:
What? Some Edam? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I know. One down, Seven letters, the clue is ‘audio show’.

MAGNUS:
Let me think…

MR B:
Got it!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Not you, Mr b. This cryptic clue is for the Cryptic Crew member, Mr, so called, Magnus Schumacher.

MAGNUS:
It is the Breakfast Show on Radio Two. No. The Jeremy Vine show? No.

JIM:
I’ve got it now.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Keep it to yourself, Mot Homme. Our new, so called, friend should have it by now. 

MR B:
I’m sure I know him from somewhere.

MAGNUS:
Aha! It is ‘drivetime!’

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That’s nine letters.

MR B:
Isn’t he, you know… that bloke…

MAGNUS:
So you find me out Ms Queen! 

JIM:
Podcast! The ‘audio show’ means podcast!

MAGNUS:
My credentials. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Agent Johnson, Podcast Authority and the US Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge.

MR B:
That’s it! He’s from the P.A.!

JIM:
Are they all called Johnson? Anyway, you have no jurisdiction here, you know, minion!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Where is Ms Buoy? 

MAGNUS:
[AMERICAN ACCENT] I don’t know Ms Queen.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You know what to do boys.

JIM:
Right o’.

MR B:
Certainly do, your Majesty. 

S/FX: SOUND OF A WINDOW SLIDING OPEN AND TRAIN NOISE BECOMING LOUD

JIM:
On three…

MAGNUS:
Wait a goddam…

JIM:
Three.

S/FX: A LONG SCREAM FADING AWAY. WINDOW SLIDES SHUT. TRAIN NOISE IS SOFTER

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Donne-moi de la force. What did you think I meant when I said ‘You know what to do boys’

JIM & MR B:
Throw him out the window. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You can’t throw people off a moving train.

JIM:
O’.

MR B:
But we just did. We’ve crossed a line, Mr Jim.

JIM:
One moment, your Majesty. What did you mean?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Never you mind.


MR B:
[SOTTO VOCE] He may have landed in a haystack, you know.

JIM:
Yes. He’s bound to have landed in a haystack. Most people do when they jump off a train, you know. 

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME



RIFF 9
Nuts Hamper

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Where is Nigel?

MR B:
He was here a minute ago.

JIM:
He might be doing his own search for Mrs Buoy.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
He was very taken with Melchett the corgi.

MR B:
We might need cMac and his attack drones.

JIM:
His attack drones? What the hell are they? 

MR B:
Mini cMac devices, built in tasers and explosive capabilities. Perfect for dealing with tricky situations. cMac has six of the blighters in his storage bay. 

JIM:
Erm… OK. You have far too much time on your hands, Mr b. Are these attack drones dangerous?

MR B:
Only to the wrong people. One hum from me and mini hells of TASER electric force are unleashed!

JIM:
Wow, Mr b. I hope this adventure has no use for mini-TASER hell!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Let’s go, mes bons garçons [MY GOOD BOYS]!

S/FX: TRAIN DOOR OPENING

JIM:
My god! What happened here?  

MR B:
Some sort of altercation. Look at the bite marks on the train crew man’s nose.

JIM:
ZOMBIES!

MR B:
Zombies! We’re doomed!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It is not zombies. It is the vengeance of Nigel…  our pedigree Balkan red squirrel. See there is his overbite. He really is a vicious bastard [BEEPED]!

MR B:
This way. I bet Mrs Buoy is held captive in the baggage car.

JIM:
Why the baggage car?

MR B:
It’s always the baggage car, Jim. You watch lots of train movies, don’t you?

JIM:
You’re right!

S/FX: TRAIN DOOR OPENING

S/FX: BURST OF THEME

MR B:
The baggage car!

JIM:
And Nigel! Why’s he pointing at that massive wicker basket?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Let us see!

S/FX: LID OF WICKER BASKET OPENING

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nuts! The basket is full of chestnuts. Nigel! Really!

JIM:
Nigel must be hungry.

S/FX: A SOFT MOAN

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Wait! Underneath the nuts. It’s Mrs Buoy! Are you alright Mrs Buoy?

MRS BUOY:
Yes, my dear. Apart from a mouthful of nuts; takes me back to my early days in the Pony Club. Where’s Melchett?

HAYLEY:
Melchett is here!

S/FX: SOFT BARK OF A DOG

MR B:
It’s Hayley ‘The Invisible Lady’ and ‘The Sultans of Mime’!

HAYLEY:
Seize them! Tie their hands AND… throw them from the train. 

JIM:
I hope we land in a haystack.

MR B:
Or a river.

JIM:
That’s my second hope.

HAYLEY:
Enough! No more talking! Gag them!

MR B:
Is humming allowed? 

HAYLEY:
Yes. Humming is acceptable. Throw that cMac off the train with them!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
O’, Nigel! I shouldn’t have doubted you.


JIM:
This doesn’t happen on other podcasts, you know. Thrown off a moving train, in Korea, by an invisible lady and her mime artist henchmen. 

MR B:
Yes. That’s odd. 

HAYLEY:
SILENCE! 

S/FX: HUMMING
S/FX: THE WHIRRING OF CMAC’S TRACKS

JIM:
I quite like a gag.

MR B:
You said that out loud.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Is this the end?

S/FX: HUMMING CHANGES NOTE

HAYLEY:
What are these little machines?

S/FX: SOUND OF A TASER AND A BODY DROPPING TO THE FLOOR

HAYLEY [CONT.]
What the…?

S/FX: SOUND OF A TASER AND A BODY DROPPING TO THE FLOOR
S/FX: SOUND OF A TASER AND ANOTHER BODY DROPPING TO THE FLOOR

JIM:
Well played Mr b. Your mini attack drones and TASERS did the trick. BUT! The invisible woman is getting away!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
No. She’s opening the door. Reinforcements. A whole troupe of mime artists! 

JIM:
Shouldn’t that be an ‘illusion’ of mime artists. O’ well, this is tricky. Do you have any more hums Mr b?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Blow the door Mr b. Then blow the train carriage couplings.

MR B:
Very well, your Majesty. Brilliant! I love multiple explosions! 

S/FX: HUMMING CHANGES NOTE
S/FX: A SMALL EXPLOSION FOLLOWED BY TWO MORE LOUDER

JIM:
What’s happening?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
The baggage car is travelling back down the hill

MR B:
While the invisible lady and her hench-mimes go uphill.

MRS BUOY:
I will leave you now.

JIM:
What?

MR B:
What?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Don’t!

MRS BUOY:
One… two… three…

S/FX: TRAIN WHISTLE. RUSHING TRAIN, A CRY OF MRS BUOY FADING INTO THE DISTANCE	


RIFF 10
Hum It

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME FADES OUT

JIM:
Well, Sherlock and Dr Watson did a good job, they've even hoovered AND left a fresh pot of coffee!

MR B:
What was Mrs Buoy smuggling your Majesty?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Dog collars. 

JIM: 
Eh? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Melchett’s dog collar was studded with real diamonds. Thirty thousand dollars’ worth.

MR B:
But why, Your Majesty?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
The diamonds are from the Democratic People's Republic of Korea. The money from those dog collars will pay for people to escape tyranny. 

MR B:
Golly! We’ve done something!

JIM:
Like International Rescue. We could be the new Thunderbirds!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What?

MR B:
The Thunderbirds were vehicles in the International Rescue fleet your majesty. They saved people from great danger.

JIM:
O', I suppose we could rescue people from the gnawing pain of everyday boredom, the thrill-less listlessness of everyday existence. The Milkshake of Reform.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Or, we could just get on with our Jelly Trumpet life…

Mr B:
I bet none of them landed in a haystack, Jim.

JIM:
Shush, Mr b! We’re the Ethical & Friendly English Podcast Award winners’. 

ALL: HUM THE JELLY TRUMPET THEME TUNE

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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