Jelly Trumpet Season 04
Episode: 08 ‘Return of the Outlaws’ v6


Season: 04
Episode: 08 – ‘Return of the Outlaws’

ACT 1

RIFF 1
Send in the Car


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 survived the Train of Death thanks to cMac and Nigel, the a vicious giant squirrel. 

In this episode, Return of the Outlaws, our fallible heroes return to Gootania, a country founded in the Balkans by a billionaire tech’ bro super villain Elton MuskOx.

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME

S/FX: SOUND OF SONIC HAMMER, CHORD ONE, CHORD TWO, CHORD THREE

JIM:
What are you hammering Mr b?

MR B:
It’s a tapered shank for my new cloaking device.

JIM:
[DISTRACTED] I see.

SFX: SOUND OF TYPING 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What is this cloaking device, Mr b?

MR B:
[SLIGHTLY ANGRY] I’m glad someone is interested. The cloaking device will make the podcast invisible your Majesty. 

S/FX: PING OF AN EMAIL ARRIVING

JIM:
Bloody email. I’m trying to write. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Are you still writing this episode Mot Homme?

JIM:
No, your Majesty. I’m working on my book, ‘The Sacred Band of Zombie Hunters.’

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Is that the one set on the east coast of America in 1929? The one with the parties of schoolgirls and an emotionally damaged ex-soldier?

JIM:
The same your Majesty. What are you painting?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I am painting Nigel. See how he poses, like a Greek god!

JIM:
Lovely. Your use of acrylics is delightful. Mr b, did you finish your latest song? 

MR B:
Not yet. I’ll play it for you later. I’m busy updating the podcast defences.

S/FX: THREE CHORDS OF THE SONIC HAMMER

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Why not finish your song, Mr b? Surely, the cloaking device can wait?

MR B: 
[SLIGHTLY ANGRY] I thought it important ma’am, as we are back in St Albans. The US Department of Justice and Revenge are searching for members of the Bob Mortimer resistance like us.



QUEEN ELEANOR:
Quite right Mr b. We don’t want to be discovered by the US revenge minions. They’ll put us in that Camp Seven again… or worse!

S/FX: PING OF AN EMAIL ARRIVING

JIM:
Here an email, there an email. 

MR B:
Now, a few taps with my sonic hammer and voila! Jelly Trumpet will be quite invisible. 

S/FX: THREE CHORDS OF THE SONIC HAMMER

JIM: 
Bloody email! No. Delete. Delete… delete. Hello, what do we have here? Subject ‘Phase One Complete – Writer’s Imagination Data Acquired’

MR B:
What does that mean, Mr Jim?

JIM:
It says… All writer’s imagination data obtained. All English writer’s data now stored in CloudNet. Phase Two, imagination data of Indie musicians to be acquired, starting on the ninth of the month.

MR B:
WHAT!? Bugger [BEEPED]! No one is stealing my musical imagination! It’s not data! It’s art! Where’s is this email from, Mr Jim?

JIM:
It has P.S. at the bottom but there is no P.S.

MR B:
Hand me your MacBook. 

S/FX: TYPING

JIM:
What are you doing Mr b?

MR B:
I am looking for the IP address in the email header. I am pasting it into What IP Address .com? I don’t believe it!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What is it Mr b? 


MR B:
The email came from Gootania!

JIM:
Gootania!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Gootania!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS VERY EXCITED

JIM:
Never mind that. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes Nigel, home of your Balkan ancestors. Where the giant red squirrels roam freely. 

MR B:
Remind us Mr Jim. Why are we back in St Albans?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

JIM: 
Mr b. As you well know.

MR B:
If the Revenge minions see us, they’ll confiscate Jelly Trumpet and send us to Camp Seven with all the other dangerous creative people to be re-educated… or worse!

JIM:
We’re back in St Albans to get the Queen’s favourite smoked boar sausages, as you well know. And for us to buy some of that lovely Peruvian coffee from the deli on St Peter’s Street for you and me. 

MR B:
If only we didn’t have appetites! Right! Three taps on the tapered shank and Jelly Trumpet will be invisible!

JIM:
Excellent. Perhaps we should stock up on Cumberland Scotch Eggs as well, before we return to Free Scotland? 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Sausages!

JIM:
Yum. Yum. We’ll pop out when I’ve finished my email. Let’s hope the US revenge security services don’t spot us.




QUEEN ELEANOR:
Yes. Most inconvenient. After our shopping we will make for Gootania! We cannot have you and Mr b’s imagination theft go UNPUNISHED! We must destroy this CloudNet, whatever it is.

MR B:
Hurrah! I would think CloudNet is an autonomous A.I. server. Almost impossible to destroy.  Strike one!

S/FX: CHORD ONE OF THE SONIC HAMMER

QUEEN ELEANOR:
If it is ‘almost’, then it is possible to take down this tech’ overlord!

JIM:
Yes, your Majesty! We must fight back against the goons of Gootania and this CloudNet imagination thief! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[WHISPERING TO JIM] By the way, Mr Jim, is Spen’, still at the clinic? I’m sure there is an innocent explanation. 

JIM:
It’s just a precaution Ma’am. I’m sure he’ll clear up soon. 

MR B:
Strike two!

S/FX: SECOND CHORD OF THE SONIC HAMMER

JIM:
Good work Mr b! One more strike and we’re safe!

S/FX: LOUD KNOCKING ON A DOOR

MR B:
I wonder who that could be?

VOICE:
Open up! Department of Justice and Righteous Revenge! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Not this. I have my yoga lesson in ten minutes.

VOICE
You have three seconds to comply! 

JIM:
Strewth! It’s the Yanks! Hit it, Mr b!

MR B:
Hitting it now! One!

S/FX: THIRD CHORD OF THE SONIC HAMMER

VOICE:
God Dammit Johnson! Where did the podcast go!

JIM:
Excellent, Mr b!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I’ll get my yoga crown.

MR B:
Well…

VOICE:
The podcast is back again! 

S/FX: KNOCKING ON DOOR

JIM:
WHAT!?

VOICE:
Send in the car!

JIM:
That will be an M8 Greyhound light armoured car. They’re going to ram the podcast door! Damn these revenge minions! Mr b kindly explain why the invisibility cloak is now NOT working? 

MR B:
Ah! Well… you see, the invisibility cloak only lasts five seconds.

JIM:
Brilliant, Mr b. What!? 5 seconds! Well hit it again!

S/FX: THREE RAPID CHORDS OF THE SONIC HAMMER

VOICE:
It’s gone again! God dammit Johnson! Where the hell is it?


QUEEN ELEANOR:
We can’t stay here Monsieur cinq seconds [MR FIVE SECONDS]!

MR B:
That’s just a rumour. 

JIM:
Mr b! Not this again!

MR B: 
Ah! Apologies!

VOICE:
It’s back! Send in the car. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Take off Mr b! NOW!

MR B:
Emergency steam! FOR ALL MANKIND!

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET TAKES OFF


RIFF 2
Emotional Support Duckling


S/FX: BURST OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME

JIM:
Set course for Free Scotland, Mr b.

MR B:
Aye! Aye! Setting course for Free Scotland… O’, dear.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What is it Mr b? I’m going without my yoga, again!

JIM:
Mr b?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel has some anxiety. I will give him his emotional support duckling.

S/FX: QUACK OF A DUCK

JIM:
Mr b?

MR B:
It appears the navigation beacons we use to get to Free Scotland have been switched off!

JIM:
You’ll have to fly the podcast manually then.

MR B:
I’d rather not.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Why not?

MR B:
To avoid crashing. 

JIM:
[FLUMMOXED] Well… I think…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You’re not thinking. Are you, Mr Jim?

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS AND DUCK QUACKS

JIM:
No.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b. Set course for somewhere safe.

MR B:
Aye! Aye! Setting course for somewhere safe.

JIM:
Where can we go?

MR B:
We’re going to Gootania.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Very well. What?! But why, Mr b? That’s the place we were declared outlaws.

S/FX: DUCK QUACKS

MR B:
It would appear the Podcast is following the co-ordinates from the IP address in that email. Someone must have pasted them into the navigation dashboard!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Would that someone be you, Mr b?

MR B:
Erm… yes. 

JIM:
Gootania… Gootania. That’s where that mad hedge fund bought his own country and turned it into the greatest theft of personal and business data in the world.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
They stole my Nigel! Just to entice us to Gootania so they could steal Jelly Trumpet! Les animaux. O’ and I had a sword fight délicieuse.

MR B:
Landing in thirty-two minutes. 

JIM:
I remember. Such an odd place. Full of odd people and odder animals. What was the name of that castle we escaped from?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
The Tiger’s Nest.

JIM:
O’, yes. That was a terrible waiting room though. 

MR B:
That was the dungeon Mr Jim! Remember? Water running down the walls, chains hanging from the ceiling and a bloke on a rack moaning in great pain.

JIM: 
O’, that was a rack. I thought he was doing Pilates.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS AND DUCK QUACKS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Come Nigel, we will have a quick nap.

S/FX: SOME DRAMATIC MUSIC FROM EPISODE 14 SEASON 3



RIFF 3
Mr Perkins

S/FX: THE PODCAST LANDING

MR B:
That’s the castle alright, the famous Tiger’s Nest.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It still reminds me of my castle in the Aquitaine, Château des Rudel.

MR B:
And it reminds me of my castle in Lichtenstein, Castle Eagle. 

JIM:
I appear to be the only one without a castle. What did you do with your Castle Eagle, Mr b?

MR B:
O’, it’s now an Airbnb for goths.

JIM:
Right then. We can’t get home. We’re in Gootania. And we should really do something about these thefts of imagination. Who knows where this will end?

MR B:
The bastards [BEEPED]. The fucking [BEEPED] dirty AI bastards [BEEPED]. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Steady Mr b. We must keep our wits about us. We will find this P.S. person.

MR B:
But how?

QUEEN ELEANOR: 
I think he or she will find us. We can start at the hotel restaurant. 

JIM:
Great! I am rather peckish. 

MR B:
The fuckers [BEEPED]

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Here, Mr b. Your own emotional support ducklings.

S/FX: QUACKS

MR B: 
Ahhhh. That’s better.

JIM:
Right. We’ll open the podcast doors and keep our eyes peeled. Watch out for anything odd or any possible threats.

MR B:
Opening podcast doors…

S/FX: PODCAST DOORS OPENING

TWO BEATS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That’s odd.

JIM:
Very odd. What is it?

MR B:
That, Mr Jim, would appear to be a cat walking on his hind legs and wearing a black Ted Baker two piece suit. And he’s wearing a cravat and… er he appears to be smoking a Gauloise cigarette.

JIM: 
Yes. Odd. [CONFUSED] Exactly what we should be looking out for. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
The caveat, looks like silk. Tres chic. Why is this chic cat here? 

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS AND DUCKLINGS QUACK

MR JENKINS:
I am Mr Jenkins. 

MR B:
I’m Mr b. This is Mr Jim and this is…

MR JENKINS:
Queen Eleanor of the Aquitaine.

A BEAT

JIM:
Can we help you?

MR JENKINS:
No. 

MR B:
Right. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Why are you here, Mr Jenkins?

MR JENKINS:
I am here in my second capacity. The Gootania ambassador, friend of squirrels, tormentor of mice and first-class sleeper.  

JIM:
Just a bit curious, Mr Jenkins but what is your first capacity?

MR JENKINS:
Chaircat of The Council of Tears. 

MR B:
Right.

JIM:
I see. Council of Tears, eh? Sounds erm…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
And you are here in your second capacity to welcome us to Gootania?

MR JENKINS:
No. I have been sent here by someone you know, to warn you. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We’ve met Kurt the Disrupter before. We out thought him and his bitch [BEEPED] Prince Susan. 

A BEAT

MR JENKINS:
Alas, Prince Susan has gone rogue and Kurt the Disruptor has been retired to run a political party in the UK, the Lemon Heads Party. 

JIM:
The Lemon Heads?

MR JENKINS:
Yes. Bitter, brains the size of lemons.   


JIM:
Who rules here? 

A BEAT

MR JENKINS:
Elton. Elton MuskOx. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Merde!

JIM:
Really? 

MR B:
The BASTARD! [BEEPED]. 

JIM:
Keep it together, Mr b!

MR B:
Think of all the stolen ideas! The artistic graft! The fuckers [BEEPED]! The greedy AI fucks [BEEPED]! 

MR JENKINS:
Indeed. Remember this… Wine is always the answer.

JIM:
He’s right, you know.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
No he is not!

JIM:
O’.

MR B:
O’. 

MR JENKINS:
Now, if you’re not looking. I have a furball to delivery [HE STARTS COUGHING]

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Dehors, Perkings! Dehors!

S/FX: SHORT GOOTANIA DRAMATIC MUSIC 


RIFF 4
Bot A.M

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


QUEEN ELEANOR:
I’ll have you know I had a table booked at Lussmans Brasserie this evening; It’s jazz night. 

JIM:
Well, we’ve saved you from that.

MR B:
Jazz, your Majesty. Too many notes. Not enough tune.

QUEEN ELENAOR:
One of you can ring the castle bell.

JIM:
Is cMac prepped Mr b?

MR B:
All prepped Mr Jim. He’s just had his 17,000 Americano service, fully oiled and circuits checked! And I’ve fitted him with the new exploding drill bit.

JIM:
But he still makes coffee on demand?

MR B:
And plenty of it, plus the steamer can do semi skimmed and full fat, AND I’ve filled his Biscoff biscuit dispenser.

JIM:
Hurrah! If you wouldn’t mind ringing the bell Mr b. O’, why have you fitted cMac with an exploding drill bit?

MR B:
Certainly Mr Jim. O’, I fitted the exploding drill bit in case the plot needs it. 

JIM:
Eh?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Ring the bell!

S/FX: A TOLLING BELL

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS AND THE DUCK QUACKS

MR B:
I wonder about P.S. could that be…

BOT:
You rang.

JIM:
Good god! What the hell is that?!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Is it human? Nigel ici! Hold your duckling firmly!

BOT:
I am Bot A.M. 

JIM:
Bot A.M?

MR B:
A robot your Majesty.

BOT:
BOT A.M X [INTERFERENCE] 1 is my full designation.

JIM:
Does ‘X’ mark the spot?

BOT:
I have not been programmed with a sense of humour. 

JIM:
You should join the Lemon Heads Party. 

MR B:
We’re here to destroy…

QUEEN ELEANOR:
…We’re here to look around. Tourists you see.

MR B:
That’s it. Sorry. I get confused between, a look around and destroy. 

JIM:
We hear you have a wonderful mosaic of the Balkan King of the Squirrels. 

BOT:
The tour starts in two point two minutes. Wait there. 

JIM:
Where?

BOT:
There. Where it says, wait here. 

JIM:
I see. Thank you BOT A.M. X-1.

BOT:
You are welcome. 

JIM:
Well, we’re in the Tiger’s Nest.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
What next Mr Jim? Do we take the tour? Remember last time there was that children’s party.

JIM:
And we ended up throwing jelly, custard pies and blancmanges at the security guards. What larks!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We have to find where they keep the imagination data and then destroy CloudNet!

MR B:
Yes! Destroy CloudNet!

JIM:
Yes, Mr b. These words, that music and art don’t belong to MuskOx! [WHISPERING] He has not bought the copyright, has he? You, Mr b and all creatives should not have their imaginations burgled.  

MR B:
[WHISPERING] Free the imagination!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
[WHISPERING] Free the imagination!

BOT:
The tour will now begin.

JIM:
I love my imagination.

MR B:
I love your imagination too.


QUEEN ELEANOR:
Remember, we come, we see, we destroy.


ACT 2

RIFF 5
Special Guest No. 8

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. I’ll have a nap [HE YAWNS]. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I remember this room. It is the fruit room.

MR B:
Remind me. Why is it called the fruit room?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It’s where they keep the fruit. 

MR B:
And that room?

JIM:
That says nut room.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
For keeping almonds?

BOT:
That’s now the office of Alex Jones. Keep up. Much to see…

JIM:
Right. That’s the staircase to the Gootania HQ office.

MR B:
I’ll send cMac to scout ahead!

JIM:
Good man!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
I’ve got it! P.S. must be Prince Susan.

JIM:
Of course!

MR B:
But why would he warn us? Last time we saw the blighter we had a massive fight. [A BEAT[ cMac reports nobody on the stairs. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Let’s go boys!

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS AND A SINGLE QUACK

JIM:
What are we going to do?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We establish where CloudNet and the imagination data is located. then we blow it to kingdom come!

JIM:
Of course!

MR B:
Yes. Of course. 

JIM:
Erm… How are we going to blow up CloudNet?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Mr b?

MR B:
Erm… perhaps a bit of this first…

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 Gary Lineker about his surprising collection of monogrammed napkins stolen from palaces around Europe.

S/FX: INTERVIEW COUNTDOWN THEME STOPS SUDDENLY

JIM:
So, where is he Mr b?

MR B:
Aaaah.

JIM:
Well? 

MR B:
It would appear he’s had a change of faith in the last ten minutes.

JIM:
And?

MR B:
He’s busy applying to be pope.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Vache sacrée! [SACRED COW]

RIFF 6
In the Bath

S/FX: DASH OF JELLY TRUMPET THEME

JIM:
Right, Mr b… the explosive thing.

MR B:
I’ll come back to you on that. 

JIM:
Erm… 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Absolute quiet. Open the door, Mr b. 

MR B:
Why me?

JIM:
Because you’re standing next to the door. 

MR B:
O’, right. Fair enough.

S/FX: DOOR SQUEAKS OPEN

JIM:
Well, I never.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That could cover many things, Mot Homme.

MR B:
There’s nobody here. But there are dozens of workstations and they all look to be doing something. 

ELTON:
Welcome Jelly Trumpet.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS VERY FAST AND THE DUCK DOES MULTIPLE QUACKS 

JIM:
It’s…

MR B:
O’ my…

ELTON:
Welcome to Gootania CloudNet A.I. HQ.

BOT:
Shall I obliterate them now your Highness?

ELTON:
Not yet BOT MM X-1.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Highness? I think not. 

JIM:
Now, your Majesty…

MR B:
Yes, your Majesty, perhaps some diplomacy. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Very well, tu chies dans le bain [YOU SHIT IN THE BATH]

MR B:
That’s better.

JIM:
I’m not sure it is, you know. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You are no highness. You are a billionaire super villain tech-bro. You have no history, just a thief of traditions, humanity, hard work and other people’s imagination.

ELTON:
Like all royalty. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Tête de merde [SHIT HEAD]!

JIM:
Erm… could we see more of the place Mr Elton?

MR B:
We’d love to know what goes on here.

ELTON:
Sure. This way. You may remember the old set up. The different teams working on data harvesting? Team 7, responsible for progressing the Russian front in the UK. Team 9, memes that make you hate everyone, especially women. Team 11 digital marketing gurus. Make millions with A.I. and a bitcoin mine. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We remember. 

JIM:
Familiar. But… er, and now?

ELTON:
And now! We collect all the creative imagination in the world! Our open A.I. will own all original thought, all original music, film, tv, art, words and more. We WILL OWN IT ALL!

JIM: 
Erm… you know imagination is not an algorithm?


ELTON:
It is NOW. BEHOLD!  

S/FX: SOUND OF A CROWD CHEERING


RIFF 7
It’s Him Again


S/FX: MULTIPLE VOICES SHOUTING HAIL ELTON! MIGHT MIX IN A ‘SATAN’ OR TWO

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It looks like, how do you say…

JIM:
A rally, your Majesty.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It reminds me of something on Wikipedia.

MR B:
One of those Bavarian get togethers, perhaps? 

ELTON:
My AI robots will flood the UK. Anyone wanting imagination will have to ask one of my robots. For a fair price!

JIM:
You fiend. You can’t replace creative people with robots. People want other people’s truth. 

ELTON:
They will have the truth. The truth I have made up. ALL HAIL!

S/FX: MULTIPLE VOICES SHOUTING HAIL ELTON!

JIM:
This is the end.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Not so Mot Homme. Not so.

ELTON:
And now a surprise for you. An old friend.

S/FX: DUM DUM DE DUM

MR B:
It’s HIM! It’s the Dark Kipper. 

ELTON:
Yes. He will take over your so called ‘creative comedy’ podcast and use it to promote my A.I.

JIM:
Never!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
NEVER! 

MR B:
You can’t replace artists with silicone chips and an algorithm. 

DARK KIPPER:
Yes, he can and he has. 

JIM:
You’re a fiend Dark Kipper. 

MR B:
We won’t give up Jelly Trumpet!

JIM:
Jelly Trumpet is ours!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
You heard the boys. You can’t make us give up Jelly Trumpet to this fiend.

ELTON:
But I can. BOT MM X-1 obliterate them!

S/FX: ELECTRICITY GATHERING POWER

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Nigel, Mr b! Let your ducklings go.

S/FX: QUACKS OF DUCKLINGS

ELTON:
A fluffy duckling. How cute.

JIM:
Well done your Majesty. You’ve distracted him. 

ELTON:
Obliterate them all, except for the ducklings and the squirrel the size of a St Bernard doggie!


JIM:
What now?

QUEEN ELEANOR:
We run away.

MR B:
O’. Right. Run Jim!

JIM:
I knew that!

S/FX: RUNNING FEET

ACT 3

RIFF 8
The Portrait

S/FX: DOORS BEING CLOSED LOUDLY

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Bugger! [BEEPED] The doors have closed!

MR B:
Bugger! [BEEPED] We’re trapped!

JIM:
Bugger! [BEEPED] We’re going to die!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
They’ve got us. Do something creative, Mr Jim!

JIM:
I could write a plot point, to cover this problem. 

MR B:
I’ve an idea. 

JIM:
A catchy tune to die to? Great! You… musician!

ELTON:
Not so fast Jelly Trumpet. Ha Ha. Myself and the Dark Kipper have been waiting for this. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Do it Mr b. 

MR B:
We’d love to give you Jelly Trumpet and we’d love to commemorate the occasion with an official portrait. 

JIM:
What !? Erm. Yes. Yes. That’s it. A wonderful idea Mr b. If you wouldn’t mind Elton.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Every highness should have a portrait of themselves painted in oils. 

ELTON:
I like the idea. Old fashioned but I enjoy a bit of retro. 

MR B:
I’ll just instruct cMac to warm up the oil paint 

S/FX: BUTTONS PUSHED AND BEEPS AND STEAM

JIM:
If you wouldn’t mind pointing to that clock up there on the balcony. That’s it, a nice stiff arm.

MR B:
Here we go. cMac make paint. Hot paint at one hundred… [WHISPERING] PSI!

S/FX: SOUND OF A HIGH-PRESSURE HOSE

S/FX: LIQUID HITTING A WALL AND ELTON SCREAMS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Move! 

S/FX: SOUND OF RUNNING FEET

MR B:
Which way! 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Down those stairs…

S/FX: DRAMATIC MUSIC AND DUCK QUACKS



RIFF 9
Wine Really is the Answer

S/FX: FEET RUNNING DOWN STAIRS

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Merde! Which way?

PRINCE SUSAN:
This way!

JIM:
It’s Prince Susan!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
C'est une très jolie robe princesse [THAT’S A PRETTY DRESS PRINCESS].

MR B:
It shimmers delightfully, 

JIM:
And the sword sets if off nicely. Quite a juxtaposition. Feminine and feisty. 

PRINCE SUSAN:
Thank God you came. This place is madness. Robots, autonomous computers and US youths with perfect teeth, baseball caps on back to front AND every last one of them wearing cargo pants, sneakers and button-down shirts. None of them drink! None of them! I can’t stand it. 

MR B:
Where are you taking us?

JIM:
We need to get back to… wait! Nigel’s ducklings. We have to go back. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
That’s alright, Mr Jim, all of them are homing ducklings. 

JIM:
Well chosen, your Majesty. 

MR B:
cMac’s high pressure oil paint gun did it!

PRINCE SUSAN:
I have to get you out of here. You must tell the world of this AI danger! Imagination will no longer rule the world! It will be paid for bots!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Which way, Prince Susan? 

PRINCE SUSAN:
Down these stairs to the cellars. There’s a communication tunnel that goes to the CloudNet server farm in the mountain. 

JIM:
Didn’t we flood that last time? 

MR B:
Destroyed all the servers. If I remember…

PRINCE SUSAN:
Yes. But now, they have rerouted the water pipes so it could never happen again.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Pity. If it worked once. It would work again. 

PRINCE SUSAN:
Quickly! Follow me.

S/FX: BURST OF EXCITING JELLY TRUMPET MUSIC AND FOOTSTEPS ON STAIRS FADING OUT

JIM:
My god. What are those Prince Susan?

PRINCE SUSAN:
They are the Gootania Tuns. The biggest wine barrels in the world. 

MR B:
What’s in them?

PRINCE SUSAN:
A red wine called Tiger’s Breath. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Are you thinking what I am thinking Mot Homme?

JIM:
Yes. But we can have a drink when we get home.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Non! We sabotage these giant wine barrels. Flood the CloudNet server farm with Tiger Breath and destroy this AI atrocity.

JIM:
Mr b?

MR B:
cMac. Estimate the wine volume. Reading now. cMac estimates 660,000 litres. 

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Get to it Mr b. You have no objection, Prince Susan? 

PRINCE SUSAN:
No. It wasn’t a great year. The wine was going to Lidl. 

MR B:
cMac engage explosive drill bit. cMac drill. FOR ALL MANKIND

S/FX:  DRILLING. AND EXPLOSION. LIQUID HITTING THE FLOOR


RIFF 10
Guy Garvey

S/FX: JELLY TRUMPET THEME FADES OUT

JIM:
Well, we still have our freedom.

MR B:
We're still outlaws.

QUEEN ELEANOR:
It is only a matter of time before Elton Muskox and his minions try again.

JIM:
We will fight them!

MR B:
Fight!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
With what weapons Mr Jim?

JIM:
Erm... with... well, we have, we have... imagination.

MR B:
HURRAH!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
HURRAH!

JIM:
HURRAH!

QUEEN ELEANOR:
Have you seen my gardening crown?

MR B:
It could be in one of the cupboards.
 
S/FX: DOOR OPENING
 
QUEEN ELEANOR:
Who is this?
 
MR B:
That’s Guy Garvey.
 
S/FX: DOOR OPENING
 
QUEEN ELEANOR:
And who is that?
 
JIM:
That’s the Gladiator, Maximus Decimus. 
 
S/FX: DOOR OPENING
 
QUEEN ELEANOR:
Here is my gardening crown. See Nigel, a sun visor and miniature watering can.

S/FX: NIGEL CHATTERS
 
JIM:
Mr B? Why have you got Guy Garvey in a cupboard?
 
MR B:
I wrote a tune I thought he might like. Is that really the Gladiator?
 
S/FX: DOOR OPENING
 
GLADIATOR:
‘What we do in life echoes in eternity.’
 
QUEEN ELEANOR:
Boys! I expect you to tidy up your cupboards before lunch! What is in this one?

S/FX: DOOR OPENING

MR PERKINS:
I believe I have been placed in this cupboard in preparation for Jelly Trumpet season five.

JIM:
That’s right. Have a smoke and we’ll bring you a pancake

MR B:
Eh?

JIM:
He’s Dutch.

S/FX: DOOR CLOSING

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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