The Popstar Manglers

1. Ext. Day.

Rob is standing next to a small child in a busy shopping centre. He bends down, hands resting on his knees. He’s dressed in what thinks is informal wear, a shirt with a starched collar, and over that a striped jumper. He looks like a maths teacher. There is an air of menace about him, mostly because he’s just casually approaches children and begins to talk to them. 

Rob:

Hello there little’un Do you like animals?

Child:

I went to the Zoo for my birthday and I saw a moo-Cow and a Zebra.

Rob:

Where’s your Mum?

Child:

SHE’S GONE TO GET DINNER

Rob:

WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO HAVE?

The child’s face lights up. He is happy to share 

Child:

STEW AND DUMPLINGS!

Rob:

IS THAT… BEEF STEW?

Child:

Yay!

Rob:

Do you know what that means?

The child shakes his head. Rob gets a salacious grin. His eyes widen as if about to devour a feast.

Rob:

That means that your mommy is going to have to kill a moo-cow just for you to eat!

Child:

W…. what?

Rob:

YOUR MUM IS GOING TO MURDER A COW FOR YOU TO EAT. STAB. BAM. DEAD.

Child (Petulantly):

MY MUM WOULD NOT DO THAT

Rob pulls a series of photos out of his jacket. He showcases them to the kid.

Rob:

THIS IS THE COW IN THE SLAUGHTERHOUSE, THIS IS THE COW IN THE MINCER, THIS IS THE COW AS HE’S BEING TINNED, THIS IS THE COW ON YOUR DINNER PLATE TONIGHT.

The child runs off, screaming, hysterical, just as the Child’s mother arrives, horrified and agape.

Rob:

THAT YOUR BOY? GOOD KID.

2. We fade to a still of Rob’s face in black and white / muted colours. The title comes up

“The Popstar Manglers”

3. MONTAGE:

From the Fade, the voice over commences. We then have various shots.

a) Rob walking up to people in the street, clamping his hand on their shoulder and talking to them about Vegetarianism.

b) Rob holding a girls hair as she vomits into a gutter after showing her a photo of animal cruelty

c) Rob has his back turned to camera, and Dave walks past. Rob whirls round and begins to follow Dave.  

Dave (V/O)

That man’s name is Robert Goodwin. He is an executive at the P.E.T.A. That stands for the People of Ethical Treatment of Animals. They’re a nutjob terrorist organisation that believes that everyone would be happier if no-one ate meat. Good guy.

Cut-To

Dave is walking down the street, presses a button on a door entry system, and is allowed in. Behind, we see Rob slow down, he knows where his opposite number is going.

Dave (V/O)

We do the same job, me and Rob. But I don’t work for PETA, I work for the Beef industry.

Dave runs up the stairs to get to the STUDIO. 

4. Int. Afternoon. The Recording Studio.

Dave shakes the hand of Gary, who runs the studio. They go into an office. Gary is a cross between Max Clifford and the cockney Guy Ritchie wishes he was. Proper Essex boy.

Gary:

WHAT CAN I DO FOR YA THEN MATEY BOY?

Dave:

I WAS WONDERING IF YOU FANCIED EARNING YOURSELF A COUPLE OF HUNDRED GRAND DOING YOUR PART FOR A CONCERNED… PART OF SOCIETY

Gary:

DO GO ON ME OLD CHINA. UNLESS YOU’RE A TORY.

Dave:

YOU EAT MEAT?

Gary:

GAWD NO, I’M AN IDEAOLOGICAL VEGETARIAN. I DON’T ENJOY CAUSING THE SUFFERING OF LESSER ANIMALS. JUST OTHER MUSIC EXECUTIVES.

Dave:

(BEAT) WHAT IF I TOLD YOU THAT THERE ARE LITERALLY BILLIONS OF COWS LAYING FALLOW ALL ACROSS THE UK. DYING UNLOVED AND UNWANTED BECAUSE OF VEGETARIANS SUCH AS YOURSELF?

Gary:

EH?

Dave:

JUST IMAGINE YOURSELF AS A COW. IN A FIELD WITH ALL OF YOUR COW BRETHERIN. DYING BECAUSE NO-ONE WANTS TO EAT YOU. IMAGINE THE PHILOSOPHICAL PROBLEM THERE? YOU’VE BEEN CREATED TO FEED A POPULATION THAT DOESN’T WANT THEM

Gary begins to look confused, as if his worldview is being altered.

Dave:

YOU RUN A STUDIO, YOU MAKE MUSIC. IF THAT WAS TAKEN AWAY FROM YOU, WHAT WOULD YOU HAVE?

Gary:

WHAT ABOUT MY PAINTING?

Dave:

THEY’D TAKE YOUR PAINTING TOO. YOU’D BE PURPOSELESS! WOULDN’T YOU WANT TO TOP YOURSELF? WOULD’NT YOU BE CRAVING, BEGGING, NEEDING SOMEONE TO EAT YOU? END YOUR MISERY?!

Gary breaks down into tears. 

Gary:

MY GIRLFRIEND MADE ME DO IT! I MADE ALL OF THOSE COWS SO VERY UNHAPPY! I’M SO SORRY!

Dave:

WHY DON’T WE GO SEE THE GIRL IN THE RECORDING STUDIO DOWNSTAIRS THEN?

Gary:

WHY DO YOU WANT TO SEE HER?

Dave:

BECAUSE I’M WONDERING IF SHE’D LIKE TO EAT SOME BURGERS, A STEAK HERE AND THERE…. YOU KNOW. ON CAMERA. BE A NEW FACE OF MEAT.

Gary:

YOU WANT HER TO BE THE NEW FACE OF MEAT?

Dave:

YEAH, A FAMOUS, YOUNG, PRETTY IDOL.

Gary:

ON TWO STEAKS A DAY.

Dave:

PRECISLEY.

The Popstar, Trudii is sat in a overstuffed leather sofa drinking a coffee.  She has her nose turned up to everyone, because she is a bitch. 

Dave:

GARY THIS IS A NICE STUDIO CANTEEN. SMALL BUT PERFECTLY FORMED. JUST LIKE YOU (beat) MISS TRUDI.

Trudii:

WHO THE HELL ARE YOU?

Dave:

I’M A MAN HERE TO OFFER YOU A DEAL.

Dave smiles.

5. Int/Ext Afternoon Exiting the studio.

Trudii is on her cellphone.

Trudii:


MUM? I’M GOING TO BE THE NEW FACE OF STEAK!

Trudii walks down the stairs, and out of the building. where Rob is waiting. (Rob’s so out of touch he thinks the girl is Beyonce, and mangles her name as badly).

Rob:

HELLO THERE! ARE YOU BEE-ONSCE? WHAT ARE YOU HAVING FOR DINNER TONIGHT?

6. Int. Night.

DAVE is watching the TV. 

Newscaster:

AND IN OTHER NEWS THE SINGING SENSATION TRUDII MOSTOW HAS SPOKEN OUT AGAINST WHAT SHE CLAIMS IS AN ATTEMPT TO BRIBE CELEBRITIES TO CONSUME BEEF IN PUBLIC. SHE LAYS THE BLAME AT GARY JONES, PRODUCER AND DAVID J. SIMON, WHO WORKS FOR THE BRITISH FARMING ALLIANCE. FOR SPECULATION AND COMMENTARY, WE TURN TO OUR REPORTER, DAVY JONES

Davy Jones:

I’LL TELL YOU NOW, THIS IS VERY IRRESPONSIBLE. THIS DAVE SIMON CHARACTER SHOULD BE HUNG FROM THE HIGHEST YARDARM IN BRISTOL DOCK (beat) BY HIS TESTICLES!

7. Int. Night. 

The camera is now in the POV of the TV. Behind Dave, the phone begins to ring. As does his cellphone. As does his Skype. As does his other phone. It’s a cacophony of noise. Dave slaps himself in the face.

8. Ext. The Next Day. Gary’s Office.

Dave looks dishevelled. Unshaven. He’s not changed out of yesterday’s clothes. Probably because he’s just been fired. (Two hander)

Gary:

I GUESS THOSE THOUSANDS YOU PROMISED ME AREN’T GOING TO MATERIALISE, EH?

Dave:

NO MATE, I’M SORRY

Gary:

EASY COME, EASY GO, EH?

Dave:

DAMN THAT ROB GOODWIN. DAMN HIS EYES.

Gary:

WELL WHY NOT GO BACK AND JUST CONVINCE TRUDII IT WAS ALL A LIE?

Dave:

I WON’T GET ANY MORE MONEY OR ACCESS… I WAS FIRED LAST NIGHT.

Gary:

TOUGH BREAK. FANCY A JOB?

Dave:

WHAT?

Gary:

WELL I SAW HOW YOU TALKED TO TRUDII. TELL YOU WHAT, YOU’D PROBABLY BE ABLE TO SWEET TALK PARIS HILTON IN KEEPING HER LEGS CLOSED AND GET LINDSAY LOHAN TO KEEP HER TITS HIDDEN FOR AN ENCORE.

Dave:

REALLY?

Gary:

IT DON’T PAY SO WELL AS BEING ALL SWANKY MR BEEF, BUT I COULD DO WITH A GUY LIKE YOU.

Dave:

AND YOU KNOW WHAT? I DON’T KNOW HOW, OR WHEN, OR PRECISLEY WHY, BUT I’M GONNA GET MY REVENGE ON ROB. DO YOU KNOW WHY?

Gary:

WHY?

Dave:

I FUCKING HATE VEGETARIANS.

Fin.

