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ACT I

Scene 1

A man, an important man, is dictating a letter to

his secretary. Godfrey and Joan.

GODFREY

Ok Joan, take this down. Dear sir slash madam... slash

sir. My name is Godfrey Leach, Heir to the Barony of

Little Hitlerton and I must bring to your attention

something of such urgency that I write to you in the

most resolute of all the fonts; Franklin Gothic Medium.

You may think this an initially drastic measure, but-

JOAN

I don’t think I can do that one sir.

GODFREY

Loud

What?

JOAN

I’ve just got my hands.

Godfrey scoffs.

GODFREY

It’s a straight backed narrow font with upward flicks

on the g’s. Jesus Christ, woman! Have you been living

under a font-rock?

JOAN

I’m ready again, sir.

GODFREY

Right, good. Where was I?... Oh yes; you may think this

an initially drastic measure, but I believe that it

most accurately represents my feelings.

Pause

I have been sexually attracted to feet for almost 10

years now and my appetite for them growsfiercer daily.

Not a moment goes by where I don’t dream of having foot

after foot stuffed down my gaping throat followed by

the stifling pressure of someone’s heel thrusting

against my uvula. The roundness of the big toe, the

short, stumpy elegance of the smallest, the

occasionally larger second one...

He stops.

Joan?

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED: 2.

JOAN

Yes, Mr Leach?

GODFREY

This isn’t weird is it?

JOAN

No. What? No.

GODFREY

Are you sure? I mean the shield of irony behind which I

operate only has so much comic mileage. Who knows how

many of these lovely people could be podiacally

inclined? This person for instance.

Points at and holds a very intense stare with a

select audience member.

JOAN

I guess it is a bit weird.

GODFREY

Hmm. Well now that the fourth wall’s been deconstructed

- there are actually a few things I’m concerned about.

JOAN

Nervous.

Like what?

GODFREY

The matter at hand! Humour derived from Microsoft

Office Fonts? I’ve never heard of anything more

ridiculous in my life.

JOAN

It’s subversive!

GODFREY

It’s surrealist twattery and I can’t believe I agreed

to play such a demeaning character.

JOAN

Would you like to swap roles?

GODFREY

Yes, let’s do that.

They swap

GODFREY

*Ahem* Now... *shrieks* In what font would you like - I

don’t have to do the voice do I-

(CONTINUED)
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JOAN

No, better not.

GODFREY

Right. From the top. In what font would you like the

letter... madam?

JOAN

Times New Roman?

Pause. Godfrey is momentarily furious, then

reflective.

GODFREY

I’m going to pretend you didn’t say that. This is a

catastrophe!

To audience member. More bored than inquisitive.

What do you think?

AUDIENCE MEMBER

Err...

GODFREY

Come on!

AM

Well I guess your character was a little unoriginal.

GODFREY

That’s rubbish criticism. Anyone else?

AM2

Yes! Me! I have been watching this entire showcase and

I must formally express my dissatisfaction. For too

long have I, the voice of the vocal minority, gone

unnoticed by you, the repressive majority. I have many

opinions on sketches and I would like to tell you all

of them.

GODFREY

Ah, wonderful! How many opinions do you have?

AM2

Surprised at positivity. Counts.

Five. I have five opinions.

GODFREY

Please, tell us them!

(CONTINUED)
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AM2

Hesitant

Are you sure? They’re not that... interesting.

GODFREY

No, please. We’d love to hear it!

AM2

I think I’ll just sit down.

GODFREY

Ok, fine.

AM2

Aha! I knew it! Yet again the opinions of the small man

are squashed by the elitist boot of show business. It’s

bullying it is. The time is now, comrades! In all my

years etc etc cont...

He continues for a while, as the lights drop on

stage and actors exit. AM2 moves slowly to center

stage while continuing his stream of thought.

Tables and chairs are being moved on stage to take

the form of a restaurant.

AM2

Here I stand, at the peak of sexual arousal - I mean;

professional achievement with the opportunity to

present to you the perfect sketch. Ladies and

Gentlemen. Begin.

Lights up. Restaurant scene. He’s with a woman. A

waiter comes over.

WAITER

Bonsoir monsieur, bonsoir madame. Would you like to see

the wine list?

AM2

Shouting

Here we see the classic sketch set-up. We’re in a

perfectly normal restaurant- what could possibly go

wrong?

To waiter

NO THAN- no thank you.

GIRL

Thanks for bringing me here again *Chris Bale*.

(CONTINUED)
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AM2

No, it’s Ishmael.

GIRL

Bless you.

AM2

Still shouting

The all too common misunderstanding- with a bit of pop

culture thrown in too. A delightful warm up act in

preparation for the main event.

WAITER

Are you ready to order sir?

AM2

Yes I would like the salad nichoise.

Expectant pause

AM2

Wait no, I mean the tomato soup sorry. Sorry.

Waiter goes to take girl’s order. AM2 dismisses

the thought. Waiter goes and comes.

WAITER

Sir, I do apologise - we are out of tomato soup.

AM2

Well well well well well, I am *very* disappointed.

I’ll have the parma ham ratatouille then please.

WAITER.

Of course.

He goes and comes

WAITER

We are out of ham, sir.

AM2

Oh dear oh dear I am almost quite angry right now. A

hamburger then please.

Waiter goes and comes again.

WAITER

The hamburgers are off.

(CONTINUED)
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AM2

Right.

Throws down napkin

And here, I, enraged by the prospect of not getting my

salad nichoise- I mean, hamburger, launch into a tirade

of abuse against the waiter.

You’re... bad!

MAN IN BACKGROUND

Aw shit!

AM2

And now, to my fully riled-up audience, I deliver the

punchline.

He prepares himself.

My wife? More like m- FUCK! Fuck, I fucked it up, shit.

Shit. Fuck.

Pause. He recovers instantly.

Ladies and gentlemen, the perfect sketch!

Rapturous applause. Lights down.

THE END


