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House of Commons


Upon the Feast of the Martyrdom of St. Prudence, the 7th of April 2010


PRAYERS


[Mr. Speaker upon the Booster Seat within the Chair]


Mr. Brown Takes His Leave







[The Prime Minister entered the Chamber dressed in his Going-Away Clothes, a costume in style ‘New Romantic’: to wit, a blouse most billowy and trousers piratical, as once deemed fashionable by Lord Byron and Mr. Ant. The Government Benches then cheering the Prime Minister, the Opposition Benches jeering him with great clamorousness. Mr. Speaker then exercising his Authority over the House.]


Mr. Speaker: Order, order! We have a great deal of business to get through today, and I would appreciate it if …


Hon. Members: Wanker!


Mr. Speaker: Order! This is intolerable. Hon. Members will settle down now or I’ll get really cross. Order, the hon. Member for Northampton & Peeping will refrain from making those appalling gestures at the Prime Minister. Oh, and at me too now. How dare you? I am not stupid. Oh, I am VERY familiar with the ‘cocksucking’ gesture, thank you very much. The hon. Member will … no, no, put it away now, nobody’s impressed. I’m warning you …


Hon. Members: [chanting] Cock visible! Cock visible!


[A flurry of unsheathed penises in the Chamber then did most sorely aggravate Mr. Speaker.]


Mr. Speaker: Bailiff, the Gelding Secateurs!


The Bailiff of the House: Yo ho, Mr. Speaker! [addressing the House] I will sunder any man from his dependent signifier whose dependent signifier remains visible, in accordance with the Protocol of the House, yo ho!


[Hon. Members then re-trousering and occluding their penises, in aspect fearful of the Gelding Secateurs.]


Mr. Speaker: Thank you for your co-operation. Questions to the Prime Minister. And could we please keep the blooming noise down, my neurasthenia is very bad today.


Mr. John Lewis-List (Luton Selfserve): Will the Prime Minister itemise his engagements for today? And can I just say he can count on my support, certainly until the General Election. After that, I’ll probably be spending more time with my public-relations colleagues and my extensive contacts book.


Hon. Members: Wanker! Bastards like you are the reason so many ordinary people hate our fucking guts! Have you got a number for Max Clifford, I’ve committed adultery again! 


Mr. Speaker: Order! Please. All this hubbub is giving me a blooming headache. Prime Minister, pray continue.


The Outgoing Prime Minister (Mr. Gordon Brown): Thank you, Mr. Speaker. Ugh. This morning I rose at 0230 hours. After returning to bed with a bowl of fortified porridge and coughing loudly for a few minutes ugh, I was pleased to welcome Mrs. Brown, my wife Sarah, to the day’s proceedings ugh. In fact, Mr. Speaker, she gave me this note [opened envelope] to read to the House, with your indulgence ugh: 


Dear House of Commons,


Hi. Just wanted to give a little sigh and shake my head and say the Prime Minister may be a ‘gwouchy bear’ sometimes but he is a man of great substance, both laterally and vertically. I just wanted also to say that I … I love him …


Hon. Members: [nausea, retching, genito-urinary discomfort]


… and to remind people at home that if they’re not entirely happy with Downing Street, they can follow me on Twitter instead. I am very much the sole remaining acceptable face of clapped-out Labour rhetoric. When I reach a million followers, I will do something silly for charity. Best regards, Mrs. Sarah Brown.


Mr. David Cameron (Whitney Whoseturn): Mr. Speaker, would the Prime Minister not agree that he is a useless bloody great wobbling titpump? Does he not accept …


Hon. Members: Wanker! Wanker! Wank! Er!


Mr. Speaker: Order!


Mr. David Cameron: Does he not accept, Mr. Speaker, that he is an international laughing stock, especially when his face freezes into that grotesque sex doll face after every sentence?


The Prime Minister: [inaudible, possibly ‘It’s a fucking miracle, the wooden boy can speak!’] Mr. Speaker, at 0400 hours I held meetings with ministerial colleagues and others ugh, planning legislative proposals for after the General Election, with a straight face, in my pyjamas. At 0600 ugh I had a private meeting with my counsellor in the study – I mean, personal trainer in the gym. At 0630 I had a working shower and video conference with Mr. and Mrs. Sarkozy, during which I made a joke ugh about Napoleon. [regarded the hon. Member for Whitney Whoseturn] And from roughly 0800 until the present moment ugh I have been preparing myself to face you across the Dispatch Box, you piddling sanctimonious public-school JOBBIEFUCK!


Hon. Members: Yeah! No! Boo! Fat cunt!


Mr. David Cameron: Mr. Speaker, does the Prime Minister seriously expect the people of Britain …


Hon. Members: Wanker!


Mr. Speaker: Order, order!


Mr. David Cameron: … seriously expect the people of Britain to believe him? Or what? Mr. Speaker, the Prime Minister is an arse-faced juddering casket of phlegm who couldn’t run a fucking bath, let alone the country. ‘New Labour’? [mime: unreadable, possibly ‘spitting’ or ‘whistling’] The people of Britain are sick sick sick of this useless thicket of blunt, winky-fiddling bumsacks. On our television all the time, ruining the news and dodging important questions about gardening costs. And they are sick sick sick of a Prime Minister who, if anonymous Tory bloggers are to be believed, literally has NO VISION. Because in addition to being clinically DEPRESSED, the Prime Minister is physically COMPRESSED. And addicted to BARBITURATES, and fucking BLIND!


Mr. David Blunkett (Sheffield Masturbeighton): You sightist bastard! Mr. Speaker, on behalf of all registered blind folk I’d like to say the only plus is we don’t have to see the Leader of the Opposition’s face. Which, I am reliably informed, looks like the puckered end of a FUCKING SAVELOY!


[The House fell to uproar, hon. Members exchanging opprobrium most noxious. The Bailiff of the House then summoned the Royal Cudgellers Response Unit, which did subdue the Chamber, also cudgelling into quietude the hon. Members for Belfast Wholly Cross and Belfast Stormout, whose violent disagreement over matters theological had escalated into a sword fight. Decorum then returning to the Chamber, hon. Members to their places.]


The Prime Minister: Mr. Speaker, I am sure the whole House will want to join me in paying tribute to the brave men and women …


Hon. Members: [groaning]


The Prime Minister: … brave men and women who have laid down their political lives in the service of this Government. They made the ultimate sacrifice in the defence of democracy and freedom against the forces of Nihilism and Eton who would ugh destroy our way of life …


Mr. Nick Clegg (Sheffield Shagnotch): Mr. Speaker, is it not the case that, as the Guardian has said, ‘The liberal moment has come’? Yes, yes, the hon. Gentleman opposite may mince around impersonating me at the moment of ejaculation for as long as he thinks his lower spine can stand it. He is a fat testicular doughnut. Hm. Let us see, Mr. Speaker, what else the Guardian has to say:


The Liberal Democrats were green before the other parties, and remain so. Their commitment to education is bred in the bone … Great credit goes to Nick Clegg …


Call it credit. Call it making love to the British public while they stroke my cables and say my name. Mr. Speaker, let us consider what ELSE the Guardian has to say …


Hon. Members: Oh, fuck the Guardian! Oh, I like the Review section on Saturday! Who’s that muppet with the shit-eating grin who’s always writing about wacky family life? All of them! Ha ha! I’m going down the pub! Yeah, bollocks to this!


Mr. Speaker: Order, order! We are not here to discuss the journalistic merits or otherwise of the Guardian, although I will concede … Order!


Hon. Members: Wanker!


Mr. Speaker: Order! I will concede that they were very fair in their assessment of my plans to reinvigorate this House. Now, where is it?


[Mr. Speaker produced a copy of the Guardian and put on his reading glasses, signalling gravitas. Began to read.]


Mr. Bercow[indicated self] said the public believe that ‘most MPs attend the chamber to make zoo noises during Prime Minister’s Questions …’ adding that …


Hon. Members: [noises of monkeys, tigers and comical tourists] 


Mr. Speaker: Order! Order! Hon. Members are proving my exact point here, so the joke’s on you, I’m afraid.


Mr. Bercow [indicated self] said, ‘We have too many general debates which are indeed extremely general and rather lengthy, but too few short, snappy exchanges on subjects which are immediately relevant …’


Ms. Theresa May (Fuckmeshoeburyness): Point of Order, Mr. Speaker. The hon. Member for LL Cool Wokingham is being an elephant, and he’s just turned out his pockets for the ears! It’s disgraceful!


Mr. John Redwood (LL Cool Wokingham): Mr. Speaker, our so-called political commentators have made merry sport with my physical features for years. Yes. Yes. They always draw me with big Vulcan ears. Well, Mr. Speaker, let the cartoonists enhance THIS! Yes! If they can!


[The hon. Member for LL Cool Wokingham directed his ‘trunk’ at the hon. Member for Camberwell Betspread and sang the first verse of ‘Nelly the Elephant’.]


Hon. Members: Ha ha! I bet that cartoonist from the Guardian does him cock out from now on! He’s gone off a bit, don’t you think? Shut up, I like the penguins!


Mr. John Redwood: And might I urge you, Mr. Speaker, to make the most of your time as the Self-Styled Elf King up there in your oversized clothes? Because when the Tories get in, we’re turfing you out, you irredeemable control freak. You jumped-up office clerk! You, you … bumhole!


Hon. Members: [braying, handbags, croaking] 


[The hon. Member for LL Cool Wokingham then quit the Chamber, followed by Heralds and Pursuivants unto the corridor, then being decisively intercepted by Cudgellers.]


Mrs. Patricia Hewitt (Leicester Grimcow): Mr. Speaker, may I make a personal statement, pretending it’s a question by putting a question mark at the end of the sentence? Mr. Speaker, hon. Members may know me as a tireless worker in my role as highly paid special adviser to various private healthcare operators. Older members will perhaps remember me in my previous role as Secretary of State for Health. Alas, it is with a heavy heart, Mr. Speaker, that I now turn my back on the Commons, having been suspended from the Parliamentary Labour Party after my entrapment by undercover journalists. And it is with the same heavy heart – as heavy, Mr. Speaker, as compacted ice – that I now say, ‘Good riddance, you gnarled lump, you clenched buttock, you indented tumour,’ to my right hon. Friend the Prime Minister …


Hon. Members: Wanker! Traitor! You look like Deirdre off Coronation Street but ‘on the blanket’!


Mr. Speaker: Order. The hon. Lady, if she will forgive me for saying so, should never have married Ken Barlow. Question to the Prime Minister!


Mr. Spencer Count (Perkton Haverbung): Mr. Speaker, I speak for many hon. Members when I say I am shocked at the continuing persecution of hon. Members of this House for gardening costs, etc. Will the Prime Minister assure us that this madness will stop? Does he know how much it costs, this shit, keeping three buggering gardens looking trim? And will he please not get me started on anything else that may emerge [indicated ‘downstairs’]. I have absolutely nothing to say on this matter.


Hon. Members: Hear, hear! Wanker!


The Prime Minister: Mr. Speaker ugh, I refer my honourable Friend to an answer I gave previously on the Andrew Marr programme. There were plenty of answers in that. He’s welcome to ugh iPlayer it and choose one of those.


Mr. Nick Clegg: Will the Prime Minister explain how in the last twelve years the poverty gap has widened during a period when he as Chancellor presided over …


[The Prime Minister cleared a space before the Front Bench and signalled his readiness to the Band of the Coldstream Guards, who struck up their funky martial arrangement of the Dead or Alive musical number ‘You Spin Me Round (Like a Record)’. The Prime Minister began to dance as if tormented by Neurological Demons, making ‘wanker’ gestures towards the Leader of the Opposition.]


Mr. David Cameron: Mr. Speaker, the hon. Gentleman may carry on like this until he is blue in the face. I’m sure the country would be enormously grateful, as that condition would indicate a fatal fucking heart attack!


Mr. Nick Clegg: I like to think I speak for everyone in the country who cares passionately about Dance, Mr. Speaker. I know and care passionately about everything, and I KNOW about Dance. This is not Dance, Mr. Speaker. It’s [facial expression: imperceptible, possibly ‘smile’] as if the Prime Minister is falling down a fire escape while somehow, in defiance of the laws of physics, remaining on his feet! He is a joke, Mr. Speaker. If I were a judge on Strictly Come Dancing I wouldn’t give him a mark at all. I’d simply hold up a card with ‘FAT SPAZZO’ written on it.


Hon. Members: Ha ha! Wanker! Yeah, he looks like a fucking roasted ox!


[The Dance concluded, the Prime Minister returned, self-towelling, to the Dispatch Box, then drawing his cutlass and presenting it to the hon. Member for Whitney Whoseturn, unto the Line of Division.]


The Prime Minister: Mr. Speaker, the hon. Gentleman opposite tries, like the pathetic little ugh spindle of shit he is, to discredit the very real achievements of this Government. Economic success. Ugh. A plan in place to deal with the period after economic success. A promise of change. Ugh but change, Mr. Speaker, at a sustainable rate. Change people can trust. Fair change. Oh, the hon. Gentleman may mime ‘execution by hanging’. Very clever, I’m sure. The fact remains, Mr. Speaker, that the Leader of the Opposition appears not to have so much a face ugh as a prolapsed fucking NECK STUMP.


Hon. Members: [howling, shrieking, gargling]


Mr. George Osborne (Tatton Cosplay): On a Point of Order, Mr. Speaker. My hon. Friend is using his tie to strangle HIMSELF. Surely, cruelly, this is a mime not of execution but of auto-erotic asphyxiation. If one … [in reverie] if one were being fellated, in the nanny’s bedroom cupboard, say, one would definitely do that … thing with the tie and the citrus fruit. And the bitch could be dressed as Britannia, and one could be saying cruel things like, ‘Oh yeah, bitch. The party’s over. Your pussy’s the economy now, bitch. How do you like THIS harsh measure?’ Oh. 


[The hon. Member for Tatton Cosplay then aware of a silence in the House, himself falling silent, then indicating his Order Papers.]


Mr. George Osborne: That is why, Mr. Speaker, the country needs strong, cruel leadership from people who understand pain. Real pain. What? What are you laughing at, ‘Priscilla’?


[The hon. Member for Tatton Cosplay administered a Chinese burn to the hon. Member for Midsomer Boxset.]


Mr. Oliver Letwin (Midsomer Boxset): Ouch, you rotter! Mr. Speaker, the hon. Gentleman has an erection!


Mr. Speaker: Order, order. Oh God, again? Really? The hon. Member for Tatton Cosplay must understand here and now that I will not allow this wilful and persistent engorgement on his part to stand. The hon. Gentleman will recalibrate his ambition at once, thank you. Prime Minister …


Mr. George Osborne: I can’t fucking help it, Mr. Speaker. It’s the inflation.


Mr. Speaker: Order! Prime Minister, pray continue.


The Prime Minister: Mr. Speaker, I think the hon. Gentleman will look a lot less cocky after the General Election, ugh, when the nation firmly rejects all his Tory bullshit. Unless the nation ugh is some kind of giant, aggregated mongbrain and actually wants to be governed by this bunch of ugh toffs and bummers. They clearly want to dismantle the Welfare State. The people don’t want this, Mr. Speaker. They don’t want to be told what they think or how they feel. They don’t want to be patronised, abstracted or triangulated into some sort of fucking pie chart, because there’s always ugh too much jelly between the pastry and the policy, Mr. Speaker. The people want steady governance, familiar faces and a controlled IMPLOSION of the Welfare State ugh. You know, I was in conversation just yesterday with the Daily Mirror chicken …


Hon. Members: Yah, yah, yah, yah, yah, rhubarb.


Mr. David Cameron: Mr. Speaker, let me put the hon. Clanking Bollock opposite right on a few things. When we form the next Government, and I am being very clear about this, there will be no reductions in front-line services. No increase in VAT. No more pointless reorganisation of the NHS. No means-testing of child benefit. No scrapping of the Education Maintenance Allowance. No free ride for bankers. No two-tier schools system …


Hon. Members: Wanker! Don’t fuck about with our two-tier schools system!


Mr. David Cameron: From the hysterical squawking opposite, Mr. Speaker, and from certain shrill commentators in the [gestured in the direction of the Members’ Dining Room] ‘real world out there’ anyone would think my colleagues and I aspired to be a Cabinet of millionaires shitting on the poor!


Mr. Nick Clegg: Oh, do me up the Bilbo with a truncheon, Mr. Speaker. Listen to them. You [indicated the Prime Minister] and you [indicated the hon. Member for Whitney Whoseturn] are hypocrites. Hypocrites and gobblers. I know it. The nation knows it. I despise you both, and your clapped-out parties, and everything you stand for. I cannot wait for one of you to come creeping round with your ‘Oh, Nick, I’ve got a hung Parliament, can you show me how to dress on the left?’ They are yesterday’s men, Mr. Speaker. It is time for them to retire. Time to return to their constituencies – and prepare for Countdown. 


Hon. Members: [confused and poorly executed version of the Countdown thinking-time theme]


Mr. Speaker: Order, order now. Hon. Members must calm down. I will not allow ‘uncoordinated singing’ to join the list of irritating blooming interruptions the House must endure. This is most unseemly behaviour and …


[Hon. Members continuing to ‘sing’ the Countdown theme, more loudly and with less co-ordination.] 


Miss Ann Widdecombe (Maidenhead Singular): Silence! Stop this bally noise, I say, at once!


[The House then falling silent, Mr. Speaker indicating his displeasure with the hon. Member for Maidenhead Singular by pulling faces at her.] 


Miss Ann Widdecombe: Mr. Clerk, perhaps Mr. Speaker should be escorted to the Infirmary. I fear he is having a stroke.


Mr. Speaker: [inaudible, possibly ‘That’s one more than you’ve ever had, you fucking Spacehopper’] Order. Just because this is the hon. Lady’s last appearance in This Place, she needn’t think she can undermine my Authority.


Miss Ann Widdecombe: Say ‘Aye aye yo ho ho’ all those who wish to see Mr. Speaker removed to the Infirmary.


Hon. Members: Aye aye yo ho ho!


[Mr. Speaker accompanied by the Clerk of the House then leaving the Chamber in disposition flounceful. The Prime Minister texting his publisher. Miss Ann Widdecombe then taking to the Floor of the House, where she skipped a light fandango to a swing version of ‘A Whiter Shade of Pale’ issuing from a portable CD player. The Prime Minister joining her for a heavy fandango, both exiting the Chamber to applause and jeering.]


The Prime Minister: This is not goodbye, my friends, but au revoir. I’ll see you back here with [attempting to lift the hon. Member for Maidenhead Singular into the air, failing] a hefty majority …


Moment of Scepticism.
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The Mind of Gordon Brown


A Re-Imagining of Events Occurring upon the 28th of April 2010


PRAYERS AND MENTAL PROJECTIONS


[Mr. Brown in the Darkened Room]


BIGOTGATE –


The Director’s Cut







INT. MINISTERIAL CAR. THE M1 MOTORWAY – DAY


The PRIME MINISTER (Colin Firth) stares solemnly out of the window. His face – ordinary yet powerful – reveals an inner turmoil and mild moral indigestion. Beside him, fielding calls, taking notes, his beautiful aide ‘FRENCHIE’ (Helena Bonham Carter). She finishes a call and turns to him, concerned.


Frenchie: Prime Minister, you really must stop working – and thinking – all the TIME. I know it is all so very worthwhile, but the Electorate … Honestly.


CUT TO: EXT. BURGER KING, TODDINGTON SERVICES – DAY


Glimpsed from the car, a blurry pass. 


CUT TO:


INT. BURGER KING, TODDINGTON SERVICES – DAY


A ragged scrum of working-class extended-family members shuffling about, squinting at the menu pictures. They are all dressed as footballers, with the same name on the back of their shirts.


BACK TO:


INT. MINISTERIAL CAR – DAY, DARKENING


Frenchie: They’re just SO fickle. And SO ungrateful, Prime Minister. They don’t appreciate you, really they don’t.


He turns to look at her. She lays a hand gently upon his massive load-bearing shoulder. The DRIVER (Clive Owen) speaks via an intercom.


Driver: If it’s OK with you, skip, I’m staying on the M1 all the way up to Dewsbury, then back down the M62 to Rochdale. On paper, the M6–M6 Toll Road–M62 North looks quicker. But trust me, chief, it ain’t. It really ain’t.


Frenchie: (answering phone) Hold please. (covering the mouthpiece) Up to you, Prime Minister. M1? Or M6? It’s your call …


The PRIME MINISTER smacks his fist into his palm and shows his teeth.


Prime Minister: Fuck it, Frenchie. No more ‘this way, that way’ bubble and squeak. (to DRIVER) M1! Tell security we’re going M1! The right way. The steady way. The way of experience, and justice. To Rochdale! And Victory!


 


They all laugh, confidently.


EXT. ROCHDALE TOWN CENTRE – DAY, OMINOUSLY GREY





A jubilant crowd surrounds the PRIME MINISTER and his ENTOURAGE, chanting ‘Five more years!’ As he shakes hands, we hear shouted words of encouragement: ‘By ’eck lad, you make that Tony Blair look a right jessie!’ ‘Marvellous job, difficult circumstances. Top marks, son!’ ‘Ee, Ah tell thee what, tha can come back to our ’ouse and Ah’ll show thee mah Yorkshire puddings, eh!’





CUT TO:


INT. PRIME MINISTER’S HEAD – PERPETUAL DAWN


He’s scanning the crowd. Everyone supportive and positive. Who’s that, though, away there by herself, lost in her own thoughts and muttering grimly?





CUT TO:


CLOSE-UP: BIGOTED WOMAN’S FACE – MAD HAIR AND CRUMBS


A slightly dishevelled BIGOTED WOMAN in her fifties (Susan Boyle) is listlessly tossing bits of bread to the birds. She sings softly to herself: ‘I dreamed a dream …’





BACK TO:


EXT. ROCHDALE TOWN CENTRE – DAY


FRENCHIE is steering the PRIME MINISTER towards the ministerial car, which is now draped in flowers. But he’s keen to talk to BIGOTED WOMAN.


Frenchie: Prime Minister, we must leave now. You have to open a new steelworks in Sheffield at one.


Prime Minister: Frenchie, do you know the Parable of the Lost Sheep?


Frenchie: I … think so. Does it, I don’t know, turn out to be the Lamb of God? 


The PRIME MINISTER is already heading towards BIGOTED WOMAN. He stops, turns back to FRENCHIE and laughs.


Prime Minister: Look it up, Frenchie. It’s probably on the Internet. You have to go after the lost sheep. That woman (indicates BIGOTED WOMAN) is the one that got away. And I’m bringing her in, Frenchie. I’m bringing her in …


EXT. ROCHDALE TOWN CENTRE, IN FRONT OF ‘HALF PRICE OR LESS’ – DAY, DRIZZLING


The PRIME MINISTER approaches BIGOTED WOMAN, camera crews and well-wishers clamouring after him. He stands before her, hands clasped. He looks away, into the far distance, as if recalibrating the scale of development aid required in Africa. He looks back at BIGOTED WOMAN. A beat. He offers his hand. Still mumbling, she shakes his hand, avoiding eye contact.


Prime Minister: Hi. I’m Gordon Brown, the Prime Minister.


Bigoted Woman: I know who you are. Are you going to do these cutbacks then, or what?


Prime Minister: Of course, fiscal prudence is …


Bigoted Woman: Fiscal prudence? You come up here with your fancy words. When are you going to cut the public sector, eh? Because that community centre won’t shut itself, lad. You’ve got to cut spending. There’s buggers just sitting about in that library, being (jabbing him in the chest) kept. Warm. At. Other. Folks’. Expense.


Prime Minister: Publicly owned civic space is a privilege that people were prepared to die for, Ms….


Bigoted Woman: Mrs. Mrs., if you don’t mind. Widower. Do I LOOK like a bloody gaylady? 


Prime Minister: And what does a gaylady look like, exactly?


Bigoted Woman: So, I look like a gaylady, do I? Well, that just about takes the bloody dog’s biscuit, that does. And another thing: where’s Eastern Europe? And why are people coming from there to live in Rotherham? There aren’t enough potatoes to go round.


Prime Minister: There are always enough potatoes. Let’s look at these potatoes for a moment.


Reporter 1: Are you asking to see her potatoes, Prime Minister?


Bigoted Woman: They steal our dogs and make them race round the park at night in little dog cars.


Prime Minister: You mention Eastern Europe. Many of those who’ve come here in the last few years are from Poland. Their grandparents stood with ours and fought and died in the struggle against fascism …


Reporter 2: Prime Minister, are we to understand that you’re going into this General Election as a pro-immigration socialist, backing the unions against the bosses in some crazy rerun of post-war Britain?


A beat. The crowd falls silent.


Prime Minister: Yes.


An eruption of joy and revolutionary fervour.


Prime Minister: (cont’d, to BIGOTED WOMAN) I promise you this. No longer will I tolerate the marginalisation of white working-class people. We cannot simply ignore those we disagree with, dismiss them as chavs and racists. It’s time to sort this country out. Yeah? 


All: So say we all!


Frenchie: Prime Minister, we really have to go. Now.


Bigoted Woman: Oh, Gordon. I believe you. I’ve been so mean-spirited, but now I’m going to be part of your New Society …


Prime Minister: Not just new. We must build an inclusive society. A sort of Wide Society … I have to go. All the best. Love you. Love you.


The BIGOTED WOMAN stands amid the cheering crowd, watching him disappear into the ministerial car. She’s singing ‘Happy Talk’ and moving in a vaguely South Pacific way.


INT. MINISTERIAL CAR, MOVING OFF – DAY, BRIGHTENING


The PRIME MINISTER and FRENCHIE collapse, happy, into the back seat. DRIVER oddly quiet as he negotiates the dense crowd of well-wishers, laughing policemen, etc.


Frenchie: So how did it go with your lost sheep?


Prime Minister: Oh, she was just some very unhappy woman. Lost all trust in Government. And people, I think. It’s my job – our job – to put that right. (A beat. To DRIVER) You OK, mate?


Driver: (dabbing at eyes) Heard you on the radio, Sir. Had me right choked up, it did. Wide Society. Yeah. I like the sound of that. I’m with the overwhelming majority of people in this country. I’m backing you all the way. God bless you.


The PRIME MINISTER unbuckles his seatbelt and, to FRENCHIE’s horror, slides back the partition, steadies himself and manages to exchange a fistbump with the DRIVER.


Driver: I’ll let you have your privacy now, Sir. You have lots to think about. 


The security screen slides into place. The PRIME MINISTER rebuckling, and chuckling. FRENCHIE still cross.


Frenchie: You MUST wear a seatbelt at ALL times, Prime Minister. Suppose something had happened to you.


A sheepish grin. A twinkle in his eye.


Frenchie: (cont’d) You’re very naughty. Oh, what’s that on your lapel? It’s not … that’s not the Sky News mic, is it? Is it still picking up your voice, do you think?


The PRIME MINISTER looks at the mic with disdain, removes it and speaks deliberately into it.


Prime Minister: Testing, one–two. Now I’m assuming that in line with your impeccable fucking standards this microphone was disabled at the conclusion of the visit. Because, if it IS still on, you’re technically in breach of the Official Secrets Act. Bugging the Prime Minister’s car? Are you SURE? My memory’s not what it was, but isn’t there some sort of inquiry into phone-hacking and illegal eavesdropping scheduled soon? I THINK the newspaper concerned is owned by Rupert Murdoch. Your boss. Who wants a bigger stake in the British media. He wouldn’t condone anything like this. Oh, Frenchie, could you just check …


An almost imperceptible sound signals that the mic is no longer live. Not taking his eyes from FRENCHIE’s, he lowers the window and tosses the mic out of the car. She moves closer, becomes more intimate.


Frenchie: You are a very, very naughty Prime Minister indeed. 


They kiss, more passionately. The Prime Minister notices a figure outside the car, knocking on the window. It is a CLEANER. She’s bored. She’s done this before.


Cleaner: … this sofa. Wake up, please. You have fallen asleep in your office again. I’m sorry, but I need to hoover this sofa you are lying on. I found half a pork pie down the back of this sofa yesterday. Half a pork pie! In this sofa! AND dry-roasted peanuts! AND a hard-boiled egg! In this sofa!


Moment of Interruption.
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Number 10 Downing Street


Upon the Feast of St. Dude, the 12th of May 2010


SOUNDCHECKS


[Mr. Cameron and Mr. Clegg in the Garden]


Broken Britain Back Again







[Mr. David Cameron and Mr. Nick Clegg approaching the double lectern at a saunter, exchanging pleasantries behind their hands.]


The New Prime Minister (Mr. David Cameron): Shit. [indicated the Deputy Prime Minister’s Downstairs Area] Look. Your flies are undone, you utter bloody chav.


The New Deputy Prime Minister (Mr. Nick Clegg): Fuck! [inspected crotch]


The Prime Minister: Ha. Made you look, made you stare, green grow the rushes-o!


The Deputy Prime Minister: Oh, you buggering tossball. I’ll get you back, you see if I don’t, you sodding turd, you. Ha ha, do you think all this bullshit looks convincing from over there?


The Prime Minister: Are you kidding? [punched the Deputy Prime Minister playfully on the shoulder] They’re fucking journos. No scruples, no values. They don’t care what we’re saying. They assume it’ll all just be piss steam. This is us, dude, joshing for the cameras. Remember what Andy told us: keep talking, and if you can’t think of anything to say, just say ‘shitake stroganoff’ or ‘lesbian’ because that keeps the face animated and human. Shitake stroganoff.


[The Prime Minister punched the Deputy Prime Minister playfully on the shoulder again. The Deputy Prime Minister playfully jabbed the Prime Minister in the kidneys.]


The Prime Minister: Fuck! That hurt! Lesbian. Lesbian. Lesbian. Stroganoff, you cunt.


The Deputy Prime Minister: Oh, check it out, dude. Nick Robinson’s such a bummer. He looks like an albino lizard. Ha ha. Shitake stroganoff.


The Prime Minister: Yeah, ha ha. Awful lesbian lesbian stroganoff little mingeflap. Hey, wasn’t he ‘above you’ at Westminster, shitake?


The Deputy Prime Minister: Oh, up your ARSE lesbian. Blue Robbo? He went to some squitty little school in Cheshire, I think …


The Prime Minister: CHAVshire. Ha ha. Up YOUR stroganoff.


The Deputy Prime Minister: Yeah. OIKhampton in CHAVshire. Ah ha ha stroganoff stroganoff lesbian shitake.


[The Prime Minister and the Deputy Prime Minister removed their hands from their faces.]


The Prime Minister: No, up YOUR arse, you total spaz. Good afternoon, everyone, and welcome. On the steps of Downing Street yesterday evening, as the sun finally went down on thirteen years of socialist tyranny, I said that Nick …


[The Deputy Prime Minister touched his forehead in an informal salute to the Press.]


The Prime Minister: … and I wanted to put aside party differences and work together like the absolute bloody clappers in the national interest. Both parties have now given their full backing to this Liberal Democrat–Conservative Government, the first Coalition Government in Britain for sixty-five years. It will be an administration united behind what Nick and I are calling the Three Fs: Freedom, Fairness and a Five-Year Lockdown.


The Deputy Prime Minister: Yeah. So Fuck Off.


The Prime Minister: Hey, maybe that should be the FOUR Fs!


Hon. Members of the Press: [sycophantic laughter, phone-tapping]


The Prime Minister: Nick and I have just come [the Deputy Prime Minister sniggered] from inside 10 Downing Street. I have to say no Government in modern times has ever been left with such a terrible economic inheritance, or such genuinely ghastly furniture and fittings. I am pleased therefore to report that my wife Samantha and her interior-designer friends have formulated some exciting ideas for a ‘makeover’. Earlier this year they all jetted off for a mini-break in Dubai, laughing through the shopping malls, swinging designer shopping bags, ogling men …


Hon. Members of the Press: [sycophantic puzzlement, inter-journalistic sexting]


The Prime Minister: Oh, oh, correction. My mistake. What an idiot I am. Ha ha, that was Sex and the City 2!


Hon. Members of the Press: [sycophantic metrosexuality, shrieking] 


The Prime Minister: No, but if I may be serious for a moment, the redecoration of Number 10 will actually be quite straightforward. Our reform will be bold and decisive. For a start, let’s chuck out all that awful fucking Quaker furniture. Mrs. Cameron is very keen on what she calls ‘organic-y, Milan-y’ soft furnishings. The task is huge, but we must once again strive to encourage aspiration in this proud nation’s Prime Minister’s house. There is no time to lose. That is why I have today instructed Mrs. Cameron to procure, at no cost to the Treasury during this fiscal year, some little touches of glamour from various Notting Hill boutiques run by her sassy girlfriends – who incidentally actually HAVE just returned from a Dubai mini-break!


The Deputy Prime Minister: Of course – sorry to interrupt, David …


[The Prime Minister shook his fist in comical retribution, giving the Deputy Prime Minister a stare possibly signalling caution.]


The Deputy Prime Minister: … but I think we’re both aware of the big risks involved in this enterprise.


The Prime Minister: Yes. Yes, quite. But if I may say this: we are witnessing a historic and seismic shift in British politics. Not, obviously, like an earthquake or anything shaking British politics to fucking bits. Obviously, not that at all. The people of Britain will be perfectly safe during the coming massive tectonic upheaval, united as we are in our demand for strong and stable leadership. Of course, some structural damage cannot be ruled out. But rest assured this nation’s leadership, and their most trusted friends, will remain strong and stable. 


The Deputy Prime Minister: I agree with David. A new progressive partnership. Believing in enterprise. Believing in markets. Believing in having a bloody good laugh.


The Prime Minister: Mm. New Politics. Where reasonable, civilised, grown-up behaviour is not a sign of weakness …


The Deputy Prime Minister: [inaudible, possibly ‘Your mum shat herself in Waitrose’]


The Prime Minister: … building a Big Society with Big Citizens …


The Deputy Prime Minister: [inaudible, possibly ‘With Big Tits, no returns’] Thank you, David. Yesterday we were rivals. Today we are colleagues. That says a bloody lot actually about how brilliant our new kind of Government is going to be. This is a Government that will last. Not because of our policies, important though they will be when we have thought of them, but because of our Five-Year Plan, which removes the possibility of a General Election in the next five years. That is what the people of Britain would want, if – and these are not my words, but the words of a cab driver I chatted to last night – ‘if the people of Britain could be bothered to take their fucking heads out of their multicultural fucking arses for five fucking minutes’.


The Prime Minister: OK, we’ll take questions now. Gary.


The Deputy Prime Minister: No, we bloody won’t, you total cock. [addressing the Sky News camera] Ladies and gentlemen, you can call it ‘fairness’. You can call it ‘responsibility’. You can call it ‘liberalism’. It makes absolutely no difference to us. Honestly, whatever, yeah? They’re all totally brilliant. OK, we’ll take questions NOW. Gary.


Mr. Gary Gibbon (Channel 4 News & Ting): Prime Minister, Deputy Prime Minister. First of all, congratulations. And thanks a million, guys, for letting me ask the first question. I’m afraid it will have to be a difficult one: do you think coalitions are a good thing? Will this coalition, you know, last?


The Deputy Prime Minister: [inaudible, possibly ‘Unbelievable, what an oily fucking tit’]


The Prime Minister: Look. This coalition will last five years from today, May 12th 2010, OK? That is why we have agreed on a five-year term: because that is how long we have bloody well decided it will last. Five years, five years, five years. You know, the other night Nick and I looked at each other …


[The Prime Minister and the Deputy Prime Minister looked at one another.]


The Prime Minister: … and thought, yes, we could do a one-off thing, no strings, no recriminations, just two straight guys exploring one another’s politicuality. We just sort of thought, God, that’s so not inspiring or exciting or anything. Let’s commit.


[The Prime Minister and the Deputy Prime Minister ceased looking at one another.]


Mr. Nick Robinson (BBC News for Now): Nick Robinson, BBC News for Now …


The Deputy Prime Minister: Did you say ‘Nick Bobbington’ or ‘Nick Monitor’? It’s just, you look a bit like a monitor lizard.


The Prime Minister: Yes, yes, with the liddy eyes and the little lizardy face.


Mr. Nick Robinson: Oh, really. You two can fucking talk: Mr. Potato Head and his new best mate, the Human Fucking Aubergine.


The Prime Minister: Ha ha. [inaudible, possibly ‘I hope you’ve got an Oyster Card, fuckface, because we’re coming down on the BBC like a massive cube of iced piss ejected from a Boeing 747’] Look, Nick. Of course there will be scepticism. But you’ll just have to trust us. This will be utter dog-bollocky brilliance, I promise. Coalition. Five years. So much more than two competing teams trying to occupy the same space at the same time.


[The Prime Minister and the Deputy Prime Minister looked at one another.]


Mr. Adam Boulton (Sky News & Greggs): Yeah, two-part question for you, gents. Firstly, why the fuck didn’t I get to ask the first question? I am certainly the heaviest political heavyweight here. Don’t think you’ve heard the last of this, either. Mr. Murdoch likes things to be in order. Secondly, you both keep mincing on and on about political reform, but you’re basically just talking shit. Are you going to reform Prime Minister’s Questions, for instance?


The Deputy Prime Minister: Yeah, yeah, I mean, I mean, you ask what will change, what will change. Blah blah blah, whatever, you know? Everything. Everything will change.


The Prime Minister: If I’m not there, Nick will be answering. I’m, ha ha, looking forward to a lot of foreign travel!


Hon. Members of the Press: [sycophantic giggling, synchronised wriggling]


The Prime Minister: No, no. I really am.


Mr. Jon Snow (Hauteurcue): Bah! Where will Mr. Clegg live? In a cupboard under the stairs at Number 10? Bah!


The Deputy Prime Minister: I’m not quite sure where my office is, though I have been there and I’m told that it’s connected to David’s via a back passage.


[The Prime Minister and the Deputy Prime Minister looked at one another.]


The Prime Minister: OK, we need to wrap this up now as I have a Government to run.


The Deputy Prime Minister: We. WE have a Government to run.


The Prime Minister: A Government, ladies and gentlemen, that will succeed through its success. Now, who’s asking the light-hearted press-conference closer?


Mr. A. Scorchmark (Syndicated Free Press): Prime Minister, do you now regret, when you were pissed and somebody asked you what your favourite political joke was, saying, ‘Nick Clegg …’


The Deputy Prime Minister: [mock outrage] Right, fuck this. I’m off. I’m off.


The Prime Minister: [mock embarrassment] Come back, come back.


Mr. A. Scorchmark: … saying, ‘Nick Clegg walks into a gay brothel to get sucked off by a big black sissy in a frock who says don’t I know your face, and Nick Clegg says ha ha which one, and the big black sissy in the frock says you must be that duplicitous cunt Nick Clegg, can I buy some crack off you, and Nick Clegg says sorry I’ve SOLD OUT, ha ha, now hurry up and suck me off, I’m already late for lunch with that shithead Vince Cable.’ 


[Birdsong, faint traffic noise, a distant aeroplane.]


The Deputy Prime Minister: [genuine outrage] You said that, you smirking COCKFUNNEL?


[The Deputy Prime Minister departed in attitude most flounceful towards the Tradesmen’s Entrance of Number 10, Downing Street.]


The Prime Minister: Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, that is all.


[The Prime Minister hurried off and caught up with the Deputy Prime Minister.]


The Prime Minister: Look, dude, I’m sorry shitake. But you know what the fucking press are like. Lesbian. Lesbian. Twisted my words. I’d never say anything like that. You’re my bro, dude. Fam. Bredren. Et cetera stroganoff.


The Deputy Prime Minister: Fuck you. Fuck you up the euro with a loofah. It’s over. Shitake stroganoff.


[The Prime Minister took the Deputy Prime Minister’s arm, in gesture conciliatory.]


The Prime Minister: Look, come back to mine. I’ll organise some tea and crumpets and lesbians. And shitake stroganoff. Fuck it, come on.


The Deputy Prime Minister: Bollocks. Stroganoff.


The Prime Minister: Shitake, come on. We could Skype Liz Hurley. She fancies you.


The Deputy Prime Minister: Fuck off, she doesn’t. Does she?


The Prime Minister: Mm. She said if you take your top off, she’ll take hers off.


The Deputy Prime Minister: Well … Lesbian. Shitake. 


The Prime Minister: Marvellous. Honestly, dude. You were fantastic back there. We’re a team, yeah? We’re Eric and Ernie. We’re fucking BERT and Ernie. We’re fucking …


The Deputy Prime Minister: Iggle Piggle and Andy Pandy.


The Prime Minister: Ha ha ha, you’re brilliant, lesbian. Shitake stroganoff.


[The Prime Minister and Deputy Prime Minister fistbumped.]


Moment of Disappearance.
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