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"SUPPER'S READY" (THE SLAGG BROTHERS)
Sketch 1.

MOTHER stands outside bedroom door. She knocks.

Mother:

Martin? Supper's ready.

Martin: (O.O.V)

Yeah, Mum. Coming.

Mother:

But it's getting cold.

Martin: (O.O.V) 
(FRUSTRATED, SOUNDS CLOSE TO ORGASM) Coming. I'm coming.

Mum opens door. Martin sitS in bed, knees up, blankets draped over him. The sheets move. Martin appears to be masturbating furiously.

Mother:

Oh, Martin. We've spoken about this before. You know I can't shift the stains.

Martin:

Sorry, Mum, but I couldn't help myself. Got the cycling proficiency exam tomorrow.

Mother whips back sheet. Martin is pumping up a bike tyre.
Mother:

Why can't you have a wank? Like normal teenagers.

"SLOW LIBRARIAN" (THE SLAGG BROTHERS)
Sketch 2.

A Library counter. GIRL leans close to the HANDSOME librarian.

GIRL:

(SEDUCTIVE, HOARSE) I wonder if you could help me. I’m looking for a damn good seeing too.

LIBRARIAN flicks expertly through a wheel file.
librarian:

Hmm. There’s no record of ‘A damn good seeing too’. But I can offer you a Rudyard Kipling.

GIRL:

(GIGGLES) Ooh, sounds great. I can’t wait.
librarian:

You’ll have to. It’s not due in until Wednesday.

GIRL looks crestfallen.

"DOCTOR DANTE" (THE SLAGG BROTHERS)

Sketch 3.

A waiting room. Patients sniffle and cough. sign reads ‘Bartholomew Dante. Physician By appointment to Henry Tudor.’ Dante enters in medieval garb. He's imposing, like Brian blessed.

dANTE:

Okay. I haven’t got much time. You, what’s wrong?

patient:

Think it’s a cold, doctor.

Dante draws a gun and shoots him.

receptionist:

Doctor Dante, this isn’t The Middle Ages, you know.

Dante:

It was a mercy killing. You heard him. Had a cold. Nothing science could do for him.

Receptionist:

What about cough medicine?

Dante:

And let the poor devil catch it another time? That’s against the Hippocratic Oath.

Receptionist:

Doesn't the Oath prevent you from taking life?

Dante:

Not the one I took. Anyone else got a cold?

"DOCTOR DANTE" (THE SLAGG BROTHERS CONTD)
Sketch 3.

All Bar two patients leave. Dante lifts a saw and twangs it.

dante:

Right, who's got chilblains?

Both patients get up and leave.

"MONOLOGUE" (THE SLAGG BROTHERS)
                                 Sketch 4.
Man holds paper with headline 'Live8 my hamster.' he puts the paper down.
Man:

I’m all for gigs to help poor dying Africans. But what about a concert for all those comedians that died, so tragically, on the Live8 stage? So many frail, emaciated performances; starved of gags; with the bones of old predictable patter poking through. It was just too harrowing to watch.
For starters, what’s so funny 'bout a guy pretending to be in a wheelchair, eh? My dad did that for six years, till the bastards at Social caught up with him. Walliams and that Duncan Goodhew bloke get an award, my dad got community service. Where’s the soddin’ justice in that?
Mind you, the bands weren't much better. Sergeant Pepper taught the band to play, eh? Should have taught them to sing too. Saying that, U2 were great - once the police talked Bono down from his soapbox.

Then there was the 'organ-grinder with monkey' act. Oh, you know, Elton John and that Pete Whats-his-face. Pete Off-his-face, more like. An embarrassed Doherty later claimed that his vodka had been spiked with orange juice and his hair with gel. At least there was no confusion over which of them was the organ-grinder.

Could have been worse though. I heard whispers Doherty was going to do something with H. Imagine my relief when I found out it was just the Class A drug and not that twat from Steps.

And REM (PRONOUNCED TO RHYME WITH HEM). Rapid eye movement? Nah. They got their name from the class they were in at school. Still, nice of Stipe to drop by and sing for us - in between fighting crime and catching super-villains. What did he look like? The love child of Ziggy Stardust and Zorro, the wife says.

When crowds stormed the First Aid tents, complaining of tinnitus, there were fears that the PA was too loud. Then Kelly Jones from The Stereophonics stopped singing and everyone recovered. I've heard jets whine less.

Looks at paper
Says here, the organisers wanted to unite the world. Well, Miss Dyna-mutt did just that. When she came on, audiences around the globe walked out and put the kettle on.

And Sir Bob. Bless him. This time you could tell he didn't want our money (BEAT) because he sang. That voice makes being deaf a pleasure.

Madonna shocked the world - as usual - with a string of on-stage obscenities.

Counts out the three song titles on his fingers
Like a Prayer, Ray of Light, Music.

But weren’t The Who great? Nice to see Pete Townsend taking a break from ‘Saving the Children’ (BEAT) to his hard drive.

And talking of philanthropists, why on Earth was Gates there? I collect stamps too, but they didn’t invite me. The crowd could have eliminated one cause of world poverty, there and then. By clubbing him to death, onstage.
Grief, is that the time? Must dash. Off to Chelsea. I’m a plumber, see, and I’ve heard they got a lot of tap-work to do.
