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Episode One

0. COLD OPEN:

THE FOLLOWING PRESENTATION CONTAINS POSTMODERN IRONY

THE CREATORS OF "Statutory" ALL POSESS LIBERAL ARTS DEGREES

VIEWER DISCRETION IS ADVISED

We open on the apartment:-

JESSICA:

If you buy a Red phone, half of the profits from it’s sale go to preventing the spread of AIDS in Africa.

PROFESSOR:
 How much can it cost to send someone over there to tell them to keep their damn legs shut!.

1. Titles

2. Int. Day. A Crime Scene

There is a dead body lying on the floor. The PROFESSOR walks into shot with a CSI slouching, he is aimless.

CSI:

This dude was killed trying to embezzle the police pension fund.

PROF:
If I wasn’t so well moneyed from my tenure at the Institute, I’d have twatted the man with a stout stick myself.

The CSI is unsure what to say to this. 

CSI:

Uhm. Yeah. The Assailant killed that guy using that bloodstained trowel there. Mid 20’s

The PROFESSOR begins to bend down to pick up the trowel. 

CSI:
Asian, Black Hair.

The PROFESSOR stops, hands almost touching the trowel. 

The PROFESSOR gulps. 

PROF:
Asian, You say?

He fiddles with his tie.

CSI:

Do you want me to get it?

PROF:
Nope, I’ll be fine. You run along now.

THE CSI leaves. The Professor gingerly attempts to touch the weapon, but can’t. He looks agitated, like a small child about to be discovered, he reaches around for a solution. We close into his face as he suddenly realises the way out of this situation. As he does, PROF straightens up and smiles.

3. Ext. Day. Outside a Middle School

The PROFESSOR stands outside as JESSICA exits. They hug one another. They might snog like bastards.

JESSICA:
Case?

The PROFESSOR’s face lights up. Long words that begin with E are his catchphrase.

PROF:
Extemporaneously!

4. Ext. Day. The Walk & Talk

The PROFESSOR and JESSICA walk to the case.

PROFESSOR:
There’s a clue at the crime scene. I need you to fetch it for me.

JESSICA:
Another Asian clue?

PROFESSOR:
Yeah.

JESSICA:

You daft old racist.

PROFESSOR:
Shush! If I touch anything not from England I’ll be infected with Foreign.

JESSICA:
What about American stuff?

The professor shakes his head, disapprovingly.

5. Ext. Day. The Crime Scene

JESSICA:
Jesus. That’s awful.

The PROFESSOR gently cuffs JESSICA round the EAR.

PROFESSOR:
Don’t take the Lord’s name in vain.

JESSICA:
You realise Jesus was from the Middle East, don’t you?

PROF:
You be silent! You wicked yet attractive girl!. Jesus looked exactly like Robert Powell with a beard. He was not, at any point, Brown!

6. Int. Day. Crimelab

The PROFESSOR and JESSICA approach the lab. JESSICA hands over the Trowel wrapped in a plastic bag. In the Background, the SUGABABES are playing.

PROF:
What’s this music playing? It’s Godawful.

JESSICA gets irritated at his rudeness toward the ‘babes.

JESSICA:
It’s the Sugababes! I love them! When I grow up I want to be one them you closed minded upper class twat!

JESSICA runs out of the lab, upset.

LAB GUY:

You know the Prophet Mohammed had a Nine Year old wife too?

PROFESSOR: 

You think he had difficulty getting good head? 

LAB GUY

O…K… (Beat) Let’s take a look at your evidence here. Well, we’ve got this new system in place where I’m just gonna make a cursory examination of the weapon and just make a vague judgement about it.

Catchphrase time again

PROFESSOR:
Excremental!

The Labguy examines the weapon.

LABGUY:
Yup. The killer was a guy called Donald Smith. Lives at 23 Randolph Street, He’s single and a Taurus.

PROF:
Wait one Harmonesque minute! Donald Smith is a good friend of mine and no Asian of any persuasion! However, your rapid finger pointing has reminded me that I’m looking for a killer, and your shoes are covered in blood!

The LABGUY pushes the PROFESSOR to the floor. He started to tear at his jacket shouting “IT BURNS, IT BURNS!” The LABGUY runs off.

7. Ext. Day.

The PROF gives chase to LABGUY, who is now well ahead. He trips and falls. As his head sinks to the pavement, we hear OOS

VO:

Failure! Gulf War! Saddam Hussein! Saddam! Drop the bomb! Magic Pills! Failure!

The PROFESSOR weeps to himself.

PROF:
I let him get away. I let them all get away.

8. Ext. Day

The LABGUY slows down, thinking he’s escaped to freedom, and is surprised when suddenly JESSICA leaps into shot and floors him with a right hook. She turns to the camera, giving a very, very cheesy Thumbs Up & Wink.

9. Ext. Night.

Outside the Professors’ Apartment, a MAN crouches. Staring at the window. He is sinister.

10. Int. Night. The PROFESSOR’s & JESSICA’s flat.

PROF:
I’m sorry I was so closed-minded earlier. You’ll have to play me some of your Sugared-Baby music. It sounds like my sort of thing, hm?

JESSICA (Laughing):

Oh Professor!

PROF:

Well, I don’t know about you, but I’m tired.

The PROFESSOR takes JESSICA by the hand and leads her downstairs. As they depart the frame, we hear;

PROFESSOR V/O:
Did you know Mohammed had a 9 year old wife too?

They freeze, merely standing motionless, not a freeze frame, like in Police Squad!

11. Credits.

