Fidel Castro & His Dancing Monkey (Redux)

By Daniel Oppenheim

Based on the Comic & Screenplay by Dan Lester

1. Int. Day. The Boss’ Bedroom

The Boss is post coital with two women. He is in the middle of a woman sandwich, at the centre of frame. 

BOSS:

Nice technique girls but next time, remember, if you want “a last tango in Paris”, It’s Butter then Penis. Not the other way around.

The Girls whip out scribble pads from beneath the bed and write, furiously.

BOSS:
Now for some post coital entertainment. Bring on my Dancing Monkey!

CUT - TO

The DANCING MONKEY enters the room, stands at the foot of the bed, framed by the walls either side, again perfect centre of frame and begins to dance to “This Charming Man”. The Dance is awful. The Boss is pissed off.

CUT-TO

Back to the Boss in the bed.

BOSS:
Why can’t you ever dance anything but Morrissey! You’re fired!

CUT-TO

The Dancing Monkey.

The Dancing Monkey walks, dejectedly to the left of frame.

CUT-TO

The Boss. As we do so, we slowly zoom into an ECU of his face.

The BOSS turns to the girls. He is angry, panting. 

BOSS:
I am enraged! Someone kill this girl! Someone kill this other girl, and will someone kill Fidel Castro?!

2. Titles.

3. Ext. A Street. Day.

A group of youths stand around, some are dressed like Cuban communists (i.e. Green Khaki, the symbols draped around them, since they’re oh so cool.

FIDEL CASTRO, our reluctant hero, approaches them. His enthusiasm jars with their obvious apathy.

FIDEL CASTRO:
Hey kids! You’re all into free love, peace and doing away with the man?

A mouthy individual responds.

KID:

Fuck off, like you irrelevant wanker.  

KID 2:

You have gay people shot and you criminalised free speech, yeah.

KID 3:

You don’t have a palce in the modern world. We’re bored of you. We wanna rebel in different ways now. We’ve moved on, you bearded old recidivist.

CASTRO is crestfallen. Even the hot-headed idealists have given up on him. As he walks away, the youths chant “Useless old man!” at him. 

4. CASTRO looks in a shop window. His reflection looks back.

CASTRO (V/O)

When did I become irrelevant? Am I a nobody now? 

CASTRO walks along a short while. 

CASTRO (V/O)
I’m not a man anymore. I’m a hollowed out excuse of a man.

CASTRO walks a little further.

CASTRO (V/O)

What’s a recidivist?

5. 

Before he can think or walk anymore, CASTRO is stopped by a man in the way. He moves one way, the ASSASSIN moves the same, and then the other. He will not let CASTRO pass.

ASSASSIN:

I always think you should humiliate a man before he dies. That way he won’t be worried about his pride when he goes to hell.

6. Long Shot. 

(Like the final rape in Puppet Rapist) the shot is very, very long. The Assassin unzips his fly, reaches into his boxers and

7. ASSASSIN ECU

We see his face, both smiling and grimacing as he beats Castro in the face with his penis.

The ASSASSIN beats CASTRO with his penis.

8. The ASSASSIN pulls out his weapon (Fnarr)

Castro lies, on the floor (THIS IS TERRIBLE!)

Castro is about to die. From his perspective on the floor, he looks over.

Behind the assassin, is MONKEY holding a sign, which states “WILL DANCE FOR FOOD”.

CASTRO:

Monkey! Help me!

The monkey wanders over, quite casually, and scratches his head behind the Assassin.

CASTRO:

I’ll take you away from all of this! I’ll give you a better life!

The monkey begins to dance, again to “This Charming Man”. The Assassin wheels around, only to be supremely distracted by it all. 

CASTRO:

I always think you should punch a bloke in the cock before he dies. That way… … … …

CASTRO looks for a witty response to parody the ASSASSIN’s own statement. He can’t find one

CASTRO:

it hurts.

Castro gets to his knees, and shouts “OI!” to the Assassin, who wheels round again.

Castro pulls his right hook back, and delivers a stunning punch to the Assassin’s genitals.

CASTRO
Committing an act of gross physical violence to another man’s crotch and not wincing. That’s the true test of manliness.

CASTRO turns to the Monkey, who is standing, staring at him. 

CASTRO:
Well my friend, sadly we can’t sit around here anymore. Someone’s gonna be coming for us now. 

MONKEY touches CASTRO’s head with his finger. Castro wheels back in surprise.

CASTRO:

You were fired by the man who commissioned my death? It seems we’re both spurned men with a grudge. That’s enough of a coincidence to forget you are psychic.

The Monkey just stares at him.

CASTRO:
What say we take the fight back to this arsehole, eh?

The monkey shrugs his shoulders, and then begins to nod.

CASTRO:
Well let’s go!

CASTRO and the MONKEY begin to walk into the sunset.

9. As CASTRO and the MONKEY walk, a  scrap of newspaper flies into CASTRO’s face. He catches it , stops walking (Whilst Monkey continues) and reads it.

Over his shoulder we can read.

(HEADLINE)

MORRISSEY STILL MISSING.

10. Cut-to 

CASTRO looks up, and in front of him, is Monkey, walking ahead. We see the Monkey in shot, almost in full frame, and just over his shoulder, we see Castro, staring after him. Who is this monkey? What are his intentions? Why can he only dance Morrissey. Where are they going? What the hell is going on?

THE END.

