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Title card:”the story of (what will be) the best biggest band in the world” -Jack Dundee.
Dining room- Day

Jack Dundee, the shaggy haired musician with his miss matched roughly put together clothes, sits looking at the camera, constantly fidgeting on a sofa

Voice off screen

Ok, ok we’re good-- Mr. Dundee, what do you love about music? What is it that it, music, can do for people like you? Do you see it as a religious experience or do you just feel like it approaches you different than other people that make it easy for you to manipulate?

Jack

Is that a race related question?

Voice o/s

No! - Why, would it--                                                                      

Jack

You said people like yourself, -- no…

(pause)

ok, well at the end of the day, what it comes down to is what can I do for the music, I mean I don’t want to sound big headed or foolhardy but I can say that without a doubt in my mind, me, my band and I are the most important thing to happen to England since the Swedish acid jazz movement in the early eighties.

Voice o/s

Swedish--

Jack

-Swedish acid jazz movement, early eighties yeah, big big movement that happened, inspired me, by the bucket load- bigger than Queen, your Nirvanas or your Beatles,

Voice o/s

That’s funny because-I’ve never heard of the Swedish…

Jack

And that’s why your behind the camera, and I’m bashing out tunes that you and your girlfriend can procreate to, whilst putting the kettle on and playing squash whip one of mine on, you’re underperforming just whip one of mine on the deck and I swear you’ll be making sweet sweet squash or having the sex of a newly divorced pensioner, not you’ll be having sex with a newly divorced pensi—you’ll be acting like one, with the sex drive,… with the Viagra,--what is you girlfriends name by the way?

Voice o/s

I don’t have a girlfriend

Jack

Boyfriend?

Voice o/s

No you asking—

(long pause)

Jack

…I used to know someone-who-had- a fear of Hugh Edwards

(Pause)

And scotch tape…

Voice o/s

--Yes so when was the last time that you wrote a piece of music?

Jack

Well to be honest I- wasn’t quite sure , whether it would all come into place—it has , it has been in my head since the interview started do you want me to play it to you

Voice o/s

Woo yes

Jack

You know not to kick a gift horse in the mouth eh…

Jack signals Ian into the room; Ian sits down with a guitar looking at Jack, 

Jack (to Ian)

(Whispering)

jus go along with the words

Jack

I call this the elephant swansong

Clears throat.

Jack 

LOOK, she sits there, she never forgets,

If there’s one thing I hate, she never forgets,

I come in late, see how mad she gets,

Endless remembrance of stupid debts.                                                                           

How can I stay in the glare of her eyes?

With past indiscretion and elephant lies

with an Insomniac conspiracy, 

her heart slowly dies,

off screen claps

Voice o/s

That’s really nice, elephants and truancy

Jack

It’s not finished you rude bastard

Jack places his guitar ready again

Jack

Pleb,

The concept of watching TV alone with me, 

Is not as interesting as a party

It never used to go this way,

We always used to be ok,

She always used to watch TV with me, 

And said the people at the party-were soulless…(quicken pace)

Said we could always do better on our own,   with the drugs that we had grown, 

Voice o/s

Yeh you’ve got the whole t.v and the garden drugs that’s nice

Jack

Not finished,

They were the good times… (Slow pace down)

She can’t remember the good times…(repeated once more)

Surely this pain will eventually heal,

How many times do you have to prove-?

That you’re love’s real?

Don’t you remember the very worst sin

Is Not forgiving the things that have long bin…

It must be a syndrome, must b a disease,

I hope it brings this bitch to her knees

Our love is unjust, 

With the plagues of distrust,

BACK: (our love is unjust, come choke on the dust)

Come choke on the dust of us

of us

of us

of us

of us

of us

Voice o/s

Yeh but..

Jack

Of usss……….

Voice o/s

Nice but surely if you’ve grown drugs you’re going to be paranoid

Jack

Sure, mixed messages if you want

Voice o/s

I also like the line;

It must be a syndrome, must b a disease,

I hope it brings this bitch to her knees

Jack

Yeh me too, that’s about my dead girlfriend….

(Cough)

Credits

Int: Upstairs flat: day

Jack is sitting, head on looking at the camera; he’s in mid conversation, chuckling at something that he’s just said, we cant hear him, loud intro music is playing over the top of his voice, the song stops;

Jack

So I said to her, as she was leaving, you know—

 I will be the biggest thing in rock, popular-music, I said, I said she was missing out on the genius and the intellectual stimulation that comes with being a groupie or a girlfriend to a genius person

Voice o/s

What did she say?

Jack

She threw a TV at me--

Voice o/s

--What did you do? Did u retaliate?

Jack

(Long pause)

       (Unconvincingly)

No… is this national or citywide?

(Pause)

Then no, no…course no

We cut to a moving montage of the band playing loudly, Martin not playing the drums, Jack moving about the stage like Jagger, Ian with a twig in his mouth whilst playing guitar, Ed keeping his face low to the ground, and Martin waiting to come in on the drums.

Voice over

Jack Dundee- Singer, songwriter, manager, head tambourinist, 2nd triangle lead, and tape mixer. Egomaniac with a very one sighted vision. Loud obnoxious, oblivious to his own lack of talent, patronizing, jealous about other talent in the band, protective about his controlling position in the band and conscious to the slipping status he seems to have in the band as they uncover his true talents or more appropriately lack there of.

Voice over

Ian Crème- talented guitarist, back up drummer, rational, lighthearted, respected, aside from girls to which he has no power. Learnt guitar, to pick up girls under the advice of his uncle, a semi retired naval officer, whom of which he has not talked to for three years after he was banished for trying to make out with one of his cousins in an annual holiday to Texas, his explanation and reason: 

“I thought u were my other cousin!”

Voice over

Ed Eriksson- Bass player, depressed angry, hate fuelled, disciple to the Kurt Cobain fan club, talks about how, when and where he wants to die, has a girlfriend, regularly fights with jack, respects Ian, and hates Martin with a passion for undisclosed reasons,  regularly has major bust ups with martin.

Edd gives Martin a very dirty look; Martin shrugs his shoulders looking bemused, 

Voice over

Martin Stanley- Small, chirpy, plays guitar like an Italian stallion, when he gets to play, which is never, he also doesn’t talk much, Ed makes him cry a lot. Ed keeps him quiet at almost all the time.

Ed drops his guitar and runs for Martin, Martin runs; Ed looks to the camera, Ed smiles.

Fade to black

Int: lounge- day

In the room there is a TV, 2 sofas and a coffee table, on the coffee table is a beer, some dry biscuit savory snacks and 30 cds lazily thrown on the floor. Ian and Edd are slouched down watching TV on the sofa; Edd picks up a beer and shakes it angrily then leaves it on the coffee table in front of them.

Jack storms into the room with an angry expression on his face.

Jack

Ok which one of you lot signed me up to Wookie fetish?—

Edd and Ian look at each other, faking bemusement

Jack

--I’ve got a load of rubbish coming down the line: engorgement wookie size, do you like it with sideburns, would you like to enlarge your wookie, superzize wookie and my fair lady-

Ian

…

Jack

--with wookie penis, there are some others, but these are the ones I wanted you to see, tell me who did it,

Ian and Edd shrug their shoulders

Edd

…maybe I think you did it, when you were drunk, 

Jack

…they have my DETAILS! My mom received a starter set,

Edd

She like it?

Jack

…That has nothing to do with it!

Ian

Chill dude, was that important, why’d you come in here for?

Jack

50 year olds, should not use… see a pump like tha—

            (Sigh)

--uhh I guess not, have you had any chance to work on that riff yet?

Ian

For rock cock pump? Yeh I’ll show you after this beer,

He rises his arm with a beer in it, Ian suddenly thinks of something, he takes a long drink 

Ian

Hey, lets get into a bit of adventure, bit of excitement eh jack, I bet you, just for cracks that you can’t beat Edd at a cracker eating competition

Jack 

You’re right I can’t, I, I have work to do

Ian

C’mon, genius can wait what dyou say… be with the guys, with the band--ok just to persuade you I’ll throw some savory party snacks, and…a beer to wash it all down, that good eh, that nice?

Jack 

Well for the band…

Edd 

Could you jack, please jus get me a beer before you start? So I don’t get up whilst we’re competing?

Jack

What about that one on the table,

Edd

No no no that’s yours,

Jack 

(Cautiously)

Why… o ok

As Jack turns his back to go to the fridge, Ed viciously shakes up the beer on the coffee table

Edd

Hmm get ready…now

The two start scoffing crackers, Jack furiously swallowing more and more savory snacks, his eyes almost watering from the salt, he’s in competition mode, Edd more cautiously eating letting Jack win, Jack says through his mouthful of cracker, something that sounds vaguely like “I’m owning you”

They finish and its obvious jack wins, he coughs a few crackers and bits out of his mouth and lofts the can furiously in the air, shaking it in celebration

Jack

Yes, yes so in love, such a winner…

He puts his face up to the beer; then he puts it back on the table, sighs, then;

Jack

F’it

He picks it up and opens the can, beer flies all over his face and his clothes

Jack

(Whimpering)

Oh noo, so mature!

Jack runs into the kitchen to dry off, holding his beer a safe distance away.

Ian

(Monosyllabically)

Oh-dude-u-lost…

Edd

Yehh…shit.

A tanned man, disheveled with ill fitting tracksuit clothes walks in, with a very basic jaded expression on his face, he walks into the lounge and sits in between Ian and Edd.

John

Ian-

Ian

--John

John

Edd-

Edd

…

John

Y’allright boys?

Both Ian and Edd are despondent and ignoring John. John looks around 

John

(High pitched excited)

What’s with all the crackers?

Ian

(Boredly)

had a cracker fight- Jack won

John

(High pitched)

That’s a coincidence because yknow you lot are crackers, yknow

Ian

(Half talking, half watching TV)

Yeh…

(Pause)

John

(Excited)

So you just thought, let’s have a cracker fight that is so Ian, that is so Edd, 

Edd

Yeh

John

Okay okay let’s have another one; winner plays Edd, Ian you and me…

Edd

…the-magic’s-gone—

John

You sure, cause, we cud have jus a quick game, first to thirty—

Edd

THE-MAGIC-IS-OVER-LET-IT-DIE!

John

Okay boys, what you doing now, u watching TV, hope you don’t mind me sitting here, oh look cds,

Annoyed Edd just looks at him in frustration, sighs then pulls out another beer that he was hiding from earlier shakes it and puts it on the table

Edd

Yeh, have a drink

John

No thanks im not staying, oooo can we play this.

He pulls up an ice flows aweigh cd, (horrible Swedish, high pitched song duo, no rhythm no change of note just high pitched nausea inducing music)

Edd

Whose is that, what is it? 

(Pause)

No, no No way, no not that one, any other, I swear to god if u do that I will put a nut in your eye, if you put that in the player I will do what I swore five years ago that I’d never do again,

John

…?

Edd

That I’d eat someone, I will eat you if you put that—

John puts it on and runs; horrible music fills the room,

Edd

I’m gonna go karakatoa on his ass now

Ian

The music…

Edd gets up off the sofa, as Jack enters the room, dried off with a new shirt, he sits down, sighs, leans over and gets a can of beer of the table, he opens it, it goes everywhere over him again

Jack

Bastard…

Ian

Yeh, Cans shuck up.

Jack

Cheers…

Looks around with his face scrunched up

Jack

What’s that shit, where’s it coming from?

Ian

 It’s your cd and it’s in your head because it’s your dream.

Jack 

Not my cd, this sounds like crap

Ian

Yeah…it was Edd by the way who did that can thing; on you’re, over your face, the drink--

Jack

I know who it bloody was, I’ll get that dick

Jack picks up another can that Edd was hiding by the side of his chair and shakes it up

Jack

Ere u go u melancholy bastard, 

Looks at his soaked t-shirt

Jack

Gotta change this thing now

He gets up to leave where he came in.

John walks cautiously back into the room checking for Edd, no sign; he comes in and sits down on the sofa next to Ian.

Martin walks in with his drum sticks and sits down at the 2nd sofa in the room, he starts to watch TV

(Silence)

Edd sneaks up slowly behind John with a big jar of copper coins, slowly he sneaks up and throws them all on johns lap,

John goes berserk screaming flailing his arms everywhere crying for his life, face scrunched up 

Insert: 

Cut to Edd looking to camera getting interviewed

Int: kitchen-day

Edd

TIT, the dick is scared, he has a fear of coins for sum reason, copper seems the worse, I think he said it was the smell, he only deals in notes, he’s also shit scared of Hugh Edwards that’s like a fear of your own penis isn’t it?– 

(Pause)

--and scotch tape, and I think a girlfriend, or that may just be a result of the fears-im not sure, I still say one day he’s going to do something that really gets to me and I’m just going to do the worst thing to him something like a copper bath while watching nine o’clock,

cut to Edd: in the lounge throwing the remaining coins out of the jar, John still screaming in pain his eyes lodged shut, still screaming until he gets up and throws the coins away, he wipes off all coins with a rolled up magazine then sits down again slowly, 

Ian 

No more John the technician for a couple of hours then, I’ll make tea,

John is still clutching tightly at his magazine, Jack walks in with a new top almost exactly the same, Edd sits next to martin, Jack sits down next to a paralyzed John, Ian gets up to make tea, the band sit watching TV for a few seconds

(Pause)

Martin opens the can that jack fizzed up earlier, it fizzes all over him going everywhere over his startled  face, he stays silent as everyone slowly looks at Martin and Edd, who starts to laugh menacingly.

Cut to: Edd looking to camera getting interviewed

Int: kitchen-day

Interviewer

So Edward I hear you have quite an eccentric nature?

Edd, with his hands on his face, he silently stares then replies with a mumble**

Interviewer

(Prompting but not harsh)
Edward?
**Rubs hands on face angrily and bursts out with
Edd

YES!!!
Int

Would you like to tell us about it?

Edd

(Sighs) 
no
(pause)

Edd(cont) 
can we talk about something else- 

Int

Well I would really like to stick--
Ed

Black forest gateau…
Int

Do you like black forest gateau
Ed

DO YOU!??
Int

Well im actually quite partial to a slice of…..

Ed

(Burst into life) 
Tuesday!

Int

               “I’m sorry?”

Ed

Yeh Tuesdays good but then again Sunday is the best

Int

Edward what are you talking about?

Ed

(First quietly to himself) what day?

 then louder to the interviewer
what day, 
**pause** 
id like to die… the day that is.

Int

**shocked**
 mumbles
EDD

Sunday service in a local church COE, in front of all... magnum to the head **boom** blood from the .44 bullet ripping thought my skull sweet sealing kiss off the scolding bullet *trailing of in a dream like state*

THAT or an axe! **swish** either will do
My friend Ian brought me a Tantra book for me and my girlfriend….
in shocked and hurried state, the interviewer leaps in and interrupts Ed by shaking his hand 

Int

Yes we we we will have to e eh end there today thanks ** (scared laugh)
Ed Smiles 
Ed
Okay, Goodbye

Int

….bi IB...bi

Fade to black

Int: garage-day

Edd, Jack and Ian are playing a very bad, very loud song , Martin is waiting for his cue to come into the song, he looks bored, he gets distracted and starts to pull a face and examine his shirt which is still soaked with drink. He’s uncomfortable and keeps readjusting and itching his chest.

He does this for a few seconds when;

Jack

(shouting)

Martin what was that?

Martin

…

Jack

well?

Edd

Yeh Martin play the game,

Ian 

play the game Martin

John

Play the fudging game MARTAIN!!!

John walks into the room

Martin

…

he points at his soaked t-shirt

Jack

What, well change it th—

Edd

No no no, he can wear that, think about what he has or has not done, smartarse

Martin, bemused looks for Jack and Ian, confused, sighs then gets ready for the song

Guitar starts, it’s a long smooth intro, bass line slowly starts, it builds up momentum, slowly John presses a few keys on the keyboard, its all gelling well, Jack hits his triangle, everything’s fine, Ian starts a small introductionary solo, it sounds great, then—

Jack

Small space-definite,     sin-gle…

How did blow up Maureen fit into that small space...?

The camera suddenly turns around to the sound recorder for the interview; he shakes his head in disbelief, he starts to smirk

Jack

The sentence is ironic; it’s not a contradiction,

It’s a metaphor for my obsession,

My proximity infatuation,

An ode to my unwilling love, for whom this song is written

She’s ironic, a     juxtaposition,

A friend and no more,

Vous savez que je j’adore

Just the way she likes it, on the edge of a knife tip,

Zoom in on Ian as this song is being sung

Cut to: Ian, (flashback) dancing around with a dog in a local park,(very cheesy) laughing and joking with it, playing Frisbee etc.

Jack

Maureen’s ironic; she’s more than different, 

She’s not an eye saw, as her boys prove her,

They really love her, but they know in their sole they’ve not got a chance in the world…

Which is just the way she likes it, on the edge of a knife tip, on the edge of a knife tip…

Cut to: (park) Ian kicks a ball very slowly to the dog, the dog walking away he mouths “I love you Maureen!!!” 

The dog walks towards the park opening and towards sum ongoing traffic, Ian mouths the words “NO MAUREEEEEEN!!!”

Jack

This is just the way she likes it--on the edge of a knife tip, on the edge a knife tip…

The ode In which I am liberated, no more broken dreams, I am liberated, free from all the screams, I don’t care if I have become quite boring, I can tell by her snoring, 

 I have no more desires, to be the one you hold, you could say that I’ve changed and become a lot more bold                                                                      

 , become a lot more bold as my heart is nearly dead and my sole is nearly sold.

Cut to: Ian crying whilst playing his guitar, he stumbles on his wires, trips over slightly and runs out of the garage

Cut to: the camera crew looking at each other, they are bemused with smirks on their face.

Jack

Written by Ian…to Maureen, we all love you down here, also to all my boys in Cleveland and to all my boys who used to be on this earth peace out,

Cut to: Jack Interview room

Int: interview room: day

Voice o/s

It was very nice, what you said at the end, it had great resonance for me, because I lost someone recently and—

Jack

--Oh I don’t really know anyone who died that was close recently, 

jack starts to chuckle but then looks at the interviewer and stops mid breath

Voice o/s

--can you do that? Pretend that someone died? I’m, surely you can’t—

Jack 

I did it, hey I had the same lecture from my mom, listen, everyone does it, pretend they’re dead or have a dead someone “up there” its all theatre,

Voice o/s

Yeah…hmm a dick says what?

Jack o/s

What?

Voice

Um, what was that with Ian and the running off?, 

Jack

(couldn’t give a monkeys)

Oh Ian, sensitive, about Ian’s very dead dog, that he kept going on about and after two hours of his moping, I said oii Ian if you have to do something, do something productive, so, he--the song was by me but Ian asked me to republish the feelings that he had into a radio friendly two minute and a half song,

Voice o/s

Wow he asked you?—

Jack

Well not in so many words but--               

Voice o/s

That was good of you…

Jack nods

Jack 

Well I’ll be one of the first to admit it’s not the best songs on the album but that’s because it was bred out of a pointless emotion, made by him, so as my Nan used to say you can’t shine shi—

Voice o/s

--yeah,…a sphincter says u fat bint!

Jack

You fat bint...

Cut to Martin: bored playing with a glittery toy mouse, usually used with cats.

Edd nocks it out of Martins’ hand,

Edd

(shouting)

MARTIN, stop playing with Gay mouse

Int: bedroom- day

Jack is alone in his bedroom, eating red lace liquorish, listening to his tape player. He holds up the tape player and looks at it, it reads “ED’s kill your mother” master tape, he looks up startled

Jack

This is the best crap I’ve ever heard!!!

Cut to:

Int: lounge-day

Martin getting ready to play drums, Edd is in the room with his bass

Edd

MARTIN, make jack a coffee and call him in to practice

Martin sighs, then gets up from his drum seat and goes upstairs  

Int: Bedroom-day

Jack is unconscious on the floor, Martin rushes to him checking if he’s ok, Ed runs in, Ian follows, Ian inspects him.

Jack opens his eyes and looks at Ian, Martin, Edd and John who just ran into the room, he stares for a second

(Pause)

Jack looks, an extended silence, everyone looks around, not sure what to say, jack breaks the silence and coughs loudly

Jack

(Spluttering loudly)

Bas-tard liquorices—Ian, Edd, Martin I’m going away-for- awhile not sure if-

Ian

--if

Jack

-or when I’m going to come back, I have …important business

Jack, deflated gets up to his feet, picks up the tape player, puts his hand on Martins shoulder, and nods at him sympathetically 

Jack

(to Martin)

It’s going to be ok Martin, everything’s going to be fine, be strong, be strong for you…

Jack brushes his bed flat, lifts some cd’s from his cd rack and puts a few items of clothes into a plastic bag, then leaves. 

Edd, John, Ian and Martin stand for a while looking at the door, silent, until-

Edd

--does he, have rent to pay the rest of the rent off?

Ian

--this is his house-we- don’t pay rent…

Edd

Oh, ok,…Martin if this was Russia…would we all have to pay rent?

Martin

(bemused)

…

Martin shrugs his shoulders

Edd

You being a communist and all…

Martin just looks at Edd, sighs then walks out of the room

Edd

That’s such a communist response, you got any help on position 45

Ian starts to look around the room inquisitively

Ian

Sorry? 

Edd

The book I cant do 45, I can do every other one just the bastard 45

Ian

Yeh I’ll tell you when cameras are off

Ian inspects the room

Ian 

He’s taken Sade, prince, nine inch nails, Slayer, Culture club, about five Phil Collins best ofs, it looks like and…

Edd

--what?

Ian

Got to be in here somewhere…

Edd

Radiohead?

Ian 

I just can’t find them, or “with or without you”, I CANT FIND THEM!

Edd

Leave it whatever he took them for I’m sure he’ll use them safely… I’TS THE NOT KNOWING THAT GETS YOU!!!!”

Edd with a strained upset expression lowers his head in shame, then he and Ian walk solemnly into the lounge, now with martin and John sitting down, John gets up

John

John understands what you’re going through, the john will make you happy peoples again, come on im going to show you lot a good time, ok good? Good lets go

Edd and Ian turn there heads to the door, Martin starts to get up off, from his chair, until John turns around to Martin

John

No, don’t worry yourself not you Martin 

Saddened, Martin sits back in his chair, as the rest leave through the door and he is left on his own in the lounge

Fade out;

Ext: pub/club- night

Edd, Ian and John are walking happily across a road towards a club, John is excited and is leading the pack, they walk into the pub.

Dissolved to black

Dissolve back to picture

(Title card 20 minutes later)

The group is walking towards the house,

Edd and John are carrying Ian, they reach the porch door

Ian

(slurred)

damn it no one looked at me in there, not a single girl-

John

--Well, it was very dark…

John opens the door, and they carry Ian inside

Int: lounge-night

Martin sitting in his robes, watching Top Gun, sees Ian  getting slumped onto the sofa by him, carried by John and Edd, Edd and john sit on a couch each,

Ian picks up his face, his teeth covered in blood he smiles then falls unconscious

John

(to Edd)

So you said, that Ian just started asking random girls out and asked for their numbers?

Edd

I never said ask

John

I don’t get it; I just went up to the toilet for a second,

Edd

Schoolboy error when you’re looking after him, it got pretty hairy when you went to the toilet,

John

Wha?

Edd

 I would have to say the point where it got to people and they started to get annoyed and, well, wanted to kill him, was when he started to perform classics, from the best of Simply Red

John

Best of?! And the whole room was full of Simply Red haters?

Edd

Yeh well that and simply Red supporters,  

John

so the haters met the supporters 

Edd

Yeah the haters met the supporters because they both came from a simply red conventions, one hate convention and one supporting, the hate were on in the same building only next to the love simply red convention, it was very bad organizing, they didn’t even get Simply Red to turn up at either and when both were told that he wasn’t going to turn up at either one, it got messy. , that’s about the time you came in,

John

Why did Simply red not turn up? What was his excuse, what did he say?

Edd

U Boring BASTARDS

John

Okay cool—um did you have any chance to talk to Ian before he went about position 45? 

Edd 

nah not yet

John

 Oh, ok how about the new direction of the band?

Edd

Not really, I will when he’s conscious, if he gets conscious… you think he’ll die?

John

I don’t know, that was a lot of semen… Martin, you’ll like the new direction of the band, 

Clears throat

John

Well how would you like to join…Debaser?

The new band fronted by me, written with songs by me, its Cupids Stunt, but with extra, I describe the new direction of the band to be, well basically ,I describe the new direction of the band is having a really raw, really stripped down , really raw really wacky rough sound, kind of like the clash but with U2

(Pause)
....and pianos, apart from that really ruff shit yeah
Martin

(Worried)

…

John

Great stuff

Edd

Not me, now I hear that shit, it sounds like shit, no fuckin way im doing that.

Cut to;

Int:garage-day

 Edd and the band, plus John on lead singing duties with massive black shades

Edd

Wow that really is as unfunny as they make it seem in films…

John

Martin, get the Bassoon…

Fade to black

Int: Jacks kitchen- day

Jack has littered the kitchen with pots and pans and spilt liquid all over the floor, he walks past the screen 

Jack(o/s)

Not playing games now, this is gonna be a mental

Fade to black

Int: jacks bedroom- day

Jacks’ house is littered with empty drink cans, cereal bowls and clothes thrown everywhere, an acoustic guitar lies on the floor covered in underwear and money both paper and coin. Jack is in his bed, his hair looks disheveled he wears a satisfactory guaranteed shirt, while pulling his quilt high up as if he was feeling very sensitive and suspicious, Martin sits in a corner of the room silent looking at the wall, face away from the camera.

Jack

(slightly high)

I don’t know what happened myself, it was that song, just made me realize,… did Edd reach position 45 by the way?

Voice o/s

I don’t know

Jack

But he said- wha- 

Oh look Martin is being ‘initiated’,

Martin looks to the camera and turns back quickly as though he shouldn’t be here.

Jack

Done, done be embarrassed Martin, Martin here iss, 

(pause)

 being initiated into my cultural renaissance, because of his lack of talent creatively, I know it’s a given him being a drummer but, I’ve given him some drinks to think and sum drugs on the bake to take, that will open his mind, 

Voice o/s

So you’ve supplied Martin with drugs?

We hear a crash from downstairs

Jack

In a few more words yeh

Voice o/s

What was that noise?

Jack

Oh I dunno…

We hear a woman screaming in pain

Woman o/s

Oh sweet lord, oh oh oh, ahah, quick help, I need help, get a towel and sum plasters

Voice o/s

I’ll go down

Jack

No no no, this is my interview ok, anyways I’m not sure I heard anything

Yeh so drugs umm, 

Jack puts some chewing gum in his mouth from off the floor

Jack

Well there’s that…

Pause, points at the chewing gum in his mouth

Jack (cntd)

this tastes like beer… try it seriously,

Voice o/s

Im good thanks, I’m going to go downstairs and check, who is it?

Jack

Drugs, not really drugs, concoctions, I like, like natural highs; sherbet stuff, like lemon sherbet and beer that tastes good, not really a high more of a long annoying spell

Voice o/s

Got to go now got to check out—

Jack

 Tobasco and sugar, well you’d have thought that would make an effect,

Voice o/s

It didn’t? Oh I don’t --

Jack

--Yeah but not quite what we were expecting…

(to martin)

 Martin, you ok mate, just keep doing what the man said lots of water, some Andrews is on the side and toilet roll is there too,…

(pause)

… yeh so we tried that and now he’s on some Japanese ones like uppers but they’re legal yeh so we tried that, didn’t work, made a mess out of the kitchen, might have dropped some cocaine on the floor as well, my moms still cleaning up

Voice o/s

So that’s your mom downstairs, well let’s go down and help, 

Jack

Ok ok let me just sum everything up, so I’m trying to get martins creativity to rise so he can try harder in a new band I’m forming called the pork spear blades

, hoping Martin can come along there, and—Martin?

Jack gets out of bed, to see how Martin is, he crouches down, to a crossed legged Martin

Martin has his eyes closed,

Jack

Oh no the Japanese pills worked, damn they are efficient, oh well lets leave him here… he smells like he’s been on the funny fags again as well… did you know he’s a communist

Voice o/s

No, is he?

Jack

Never denied it… and he drinks vodka like its Water,

Fade to black

WATER.

Int: Recording room-day

Lounge but with microphones and pillows stuffed under the doors. The bands have almost finished a song

Ian

Well that was shit,

John 

No no that was good

Edd

Um, a bit embarrassing, I think it had me… um well check the recording

The song is played back, it has little to no rhythm in it and then Edds voice sounding loudly over the rest, in a short burst he sounds tired and exasperated

(Long awkward pause)

John

(Sigh)

Position 45, yeah

Ian

Kudos

Edd

Yeah, it’s a- a standing up one…

John walks out of the room, Edd looks awkwardly around the room carefully trying not to get into the cameras eyesight

Int: Bands house- day

Jack is in the bands house, he sees a man at a computer, he is called Jack D

Jack 

Whats up jack, you big cock,

J/d

…yeah, what you here for?

Jack

I’m here to bring my band back I’m ready to bring the band out of the ashes, 

J/d

Yeah, that’s cool because debaser are falling apart

Jack

Yeh, why?

J/d

Well whenever Edd’s not off doing tantric stuff, Ian’s away with his fifth or sixth sprained wrist, in a month, and John lacks any sort of musical leadership

Jack

Yeah you saying I have got mus—

J/d

More I’ll say more, like close to none more,

Jack

But I has more

J/d

 Yeh have more yeah, well yknow

Jack

I do, anyways you go the kill your mother master tape?

J/d

Kill your? The Ed one

Jack

Yeah

J/d

No no, Ed deleted it off the archive and burnt his lyrics

Jack

The first-ever-good-song?

J/d

I suppose.

Jack 

Yeah…why?

J/d

I dunno, its Edd isn’t it

Jack

(subdued whispering voice)

Ok… do you know where Edd is now…?

J/d 

yeah he’s outside with Ian and Martin, am I gonna get paid any time soon

Jack 

Thanks…

Hybrid moments by the misfits suddenly blares out as we follow Jack hurrying down the stairs, we meet John in the Hallway trying to stop Jack from passing and Jack just punches John to the floor as he storms through the hallway, 

Ext: garden-day

Ian is watching Martin and Edd battle each other with tree branches like they were sword fighting Jack looks at Edd, Martin looks at Jack, Ian smiles, and while Martins back is turned Edd slaps a tree branch off martin’s eye, Martin’s eyes water in pain, Edd backs off and laughs, this is Martins time to speak… to vent his frustration

Martin

…

Jack

--don’t say anything Martin, I’ll fight for you

Edd smiles, Jack pulls off a tree from a branch above. Edd gets a larger twig, 

Jack lunges at Edd, repetitively slapping him, Edd Smacking jack right back on the arm, Jack gasps in pain, but counteracts by kicking Edd in the leg,, they scuffle closely with the tree branches for a while, real hatred goes through Jacks eye, Edd still sees this as some sort of malicious game

Until suddenly jack throws the twig away, it hits Martin

And runs for Edd

Jack

BASTARRRRD!!!!!!!!!!!

They both tussle and punch each other as they fall to the floor a for a few minutes

We watch Ian half bemused, half laughing, he just looks to camera,

Fade to black

Int: jacks bedroom-day

Jack is being interview once more this time with a load of bandages on his hands and face; he is placed directly to the camera

Jack

He got a few lucky punches

Cut to: Edd laughing about it a few minutes later

Cut to: interview 

Jack

But then again so did I… you know it was a mixture of things, I was ready to give the band a proper go, when the whole Kill your mother phenomena happened I was scared, I was scared of how big we had gotten or were going to get, I panicked but I got over that I embraced it, and then he killed all chances of success for this band, he is the reason why we will never be as big as we should be, its his fault

(Pause)

his fault…

Voice o/s

Do you think you’ll ever get back together?

Jack

If I say no then I’m finalizing it, I don’t know, if I say yes I could mean no, I’m not sure If I should say yes or no, I don’t know how things will change I mean my auntie could be my uncle if she had nuts so, but she doesn’t…I dunno, but at the moment, if how I feel now is anything to go by,…no there’s no chance, not from what I can see--
Fade to black

Credits:

Int: Lounge –day

Edd sitting on a sofa, gets his acoustic guitar out and starts to play, he screams these words of what must be the worst song of all time;

Edd

Kill your mother take one…

KILLLL YOUR MOTHERRRRRRRRRR

KILLLL YOUR MOTHERRRRRRRRRR

KILLLL YOUR MOTHERRRRRRRRRR

KILLLL YOUR MOTHERRRRRRRRRR

KILLLL YOUR MOTHERRRRRRRRRR

KILLLL YOUR MOTHERRRRRRRRRR KILLLL YOUR MOTHERRRRRRRRRR KILLLL YOUR MOTHERRRRRRRRRR

end.

