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Cast of Characters

(in order of appearance)

Bruce Green: Male, out of shape, 25 years old.

Mark Bone: Male, slim build, 26 years old.

Mick RichardSandra: Male, large ex-boxer 30 years old.

John CoateSandra: Male, Groom, average build, 28 years old.

Dad/Father in law: Male, 50-55 years old.

Grandma: Female, 65-70 years old.

Sandra: Female, Bridesmaid, 25-30 years old.

Outside the church

Mark: Man you still don’t look too sharp. In fact I’d go as so far to say that folks, who can’t meet the dress code of hippies, take more care of their appearance.

Bruce: Whaddya mean? I had plenty of sex enhances last night! 

MARK: Yes I could see by the harem in your room that lager love potion number 9 struck again. Well here we are, at the church at last, no thanks to you.

BRUCE: Bu….(tries to protest)

MARK:  Mr.  “I have no clean underpants”. How old are you Bruce? 25?? And you have not as yet mastered the art of “underpant rotation”. Also to make matters more fastidious, you have to wear today the special pair, last seen at the home off the bride too be. Let me digress for a moment here, these special pants, what makes them so special?

BRUCE: They have my favourite rugby team on them & they are always good luck when I watch my team.

MARK:  Today there is a wedding, not a 12-hour drinkathon justified by a drunken game of rugger, where is the connection?

BRUCE: As I said, they are lucky, lucky underpants and this is a 12-hour drinkathon.

MARK: Let’s put it this way, your team is not playing today, so why the need?

BRUCE: These pants seem to bring general good luck as well.

MARK: So today has been lucky thus far, taking into account asking the brides mother on the morning of one of her highlights in her life “if she had seen any yellow & black shiny boxers with rugby balls in a humorous design around?” Follow by the request to clean your underpants & the ones in your pockets. Not to mention drinking most of the families champagne & then with time running out you had to retrieve your lucky pants without them being dried. So that was a lucky morning eh?

BRUCE: Well I think so, except that my pants are still wet, at least my trousers are black, now that’s lucky.

MARK: What other notable luck have these underpants brought you?

BRUCE: Remember the time I first met sweet Sally? I was wearing these pants.

MARK: Sally is a man.

BRUCE: Yes, but lucky for me, care of my underpants, I didn’t sleep with Sally….

MARK:….Because of the pants.  Not because Sally had too much ale, which is a considerable amount for herrr……iimmmm, and ended up challenging you to a “who can make the most noise at the urinal competition”, in which you were defeated.

BRUCE: Well I thought there would be no chance of her winning, I thought she couldn’t aim.

MARK: Well that would have made the competition closer. When exactly did you click onto the fact she was a he? 

BRUCE: Well we were at the urinal right.

MARK: Ah ha, and you saw something?

BRUCE: No, I never look. Sally got my shoes wet, then the back of my jeans. I don’t care how liberated a woman you are, no woman has that much dexterity in bladder release.

MARK: How far away was she?

BRUCE: The opposite urinal.

MARK: Oh. 

BRUCE: But the point is, I was lucky because of the pants. Also these lucky pants have helped me be lucky in love, in fact you could call them “love pants”. 

MARK: Why stop at love pants? Why not love containers? Love sponge? Home of love lice & urine? Or better still “sweet candy pants-always sticky”.

BRUCE: Trust me, I will be lucky tonight. Just like John the groom to be. Did I mention Johns team are on my pants. A professional rugby players wedding, I can’t believe it. Hey Mark would you mind if your wife/girlfriend balled a professional rugby player?

MARK: Interesting point, before you met or after?

BRUCE: I don’t care. Imagine putting “it” where & a professional rugby players been. It’s quite the autograph. Talk about party conversations & everyone would be buying you drinks.

MARK: No they’d be buying your good lady drinks because she’s a bit of a loose strumpet

BRUCE: Well then, before you met. That would be cool.

MARK: What? Living up to the standard & a guy who makes ¼ a mill a year & is a fit as an ox on steroids. The guy bangs around a rugby field for 80mins, what’s he gonna do in the confines of a bed?

BRUCE: Speak for yourself.

MARK: Oh that’s right Mr Ed.

BRUCE: Oi, my name’s Bruce got it! Look a professional rugby player would be all tired out from his on field activities plus if ya woman’s a “groupie for a day” kinda girl, he’s not gonna put much effort in – maybe more effort with one of my girls cos their always better looking than yours.

MARK: I hardly think you have any girls, fleeting acquaintances maybe, but not “your girls”. You’re a “Mr can I interest you gals in making a porno” kinda guy. & Speaking of porno, would you mind not leaving your porno smut in my lounge.

BRUCE: Hey, you just said “stop leaving your porno smut into my lounge”.

MARK: Yeah, I have guests who see more of my flat than just my ceiling.

BRUCE: There you go again.

MARK: What you are you talking about bozo?

BRUCE: You keep referring to our flat as “your flat”.

MARK: Well let’s face facts, it’s mine.

BRUCE: No, I pay my way

MARK: With what? “I owe you mate coupons “.

BRUCE: I like to think that I fill this house with a certain amount of joy & happiness, therefore improving the quality of living in this house. Plus half the stuff around there is also mine.

MARK: Ok, I feel no happiness or joy watching or listening to you. Paying the entire rent lessons the joy & you eating all my food squashes my happiness, then sleeping with all my work mates doesn’t give you a lot of pluses. 

BRUCE: I’m just glad you don’t work with any men.

MARK: As for the subject of your stuff, dust mites have better & cleaner furniture. Sorry I forgot your bed, home of the world’s largest amoeba collection. All round, a great contribution to the flat.

BRUCE: My silky bed brings in the girls.

MARK: To your room & your bed has no silk.

BRUCE: Feels silky.

MARK: Your sheets should be pregnant, you’ve thrown enough sperm at it to fertilise a continent for a century.

BRUCE: It’s not thrown it’s.

MARK: Enough, please

BRUCE: Would you like me to lend you a girl?

MARK: The woman’s movement to you happens once a month.

BRUCE: I think that’s a bit of an unsavoury twist.

MARK: How far we have come, last week an unsavoury twist was a wiggly sausage roll that had gone off. Hey, isn’t that the Richards? 

BRUCE: What a family. Mother, ex-gymnast. Still looking quite hot. Son Mick is a boxing champ and a gifted margarine sculptor, as you know. And the daughter Laura is just my dream sex dream.

MARK: Do you remember their party a couple of months back?

BRUCE: Remember? How could I forget? I drank a gallon of a particularly nasty cocktail.

MARK: You mean you drunk anything they had around.

BRUCE: And them I made love, sweet love to Laura. Well I hope it was Laura. And the state that she left my lucky pants in, wow. I needed to wash them out several times.

MARK: Well, sorry to be the bearer of ill tiding. But reports are that it was indeed her mother that got you into that state.

BRUCE: You mean, I had both of them? Core.

MARK: No. Also rumour has it that mother was disappointed by you.

BRUCE: I’ll have to make it up to the Richards. You know doooo the right thing by them.

MARK: Mick doesn’t look happy. So you got any ideas for a job?

BRUCE: I thought I’d try butt enlargements, it’s really under utilised in this part of the world & I’m sure there would be a market. Could pay big money.

MARK: A butt enlarger? As in increasing the size of woman’s bottoms??
BRUCE: No, as in hot air ballooning.

MARK:  Just checking, last time you had an idea of working in forestry because the trees were popular, thus making you popular through association. Only to find out the trees were poplar trees

BRUCE: What’s there not to believe?

MARK: You working & getting paid for a start.

BRUCE: Well some woman have been known to pay thousands for it.  

MARK: And you surgery knowledge is what? Oh no, this isn’t another ploy to interview nurses is it?

BRUCE: No this is non invasive. I just need to feed them up on fatty foods & ta da, big ass Americano! I might call the procedure that. Americano ass, got a ring to it.
MARK: OK Mr Americano what about everything else becoming large, how do you get around that?

BRUCE: Well is that a problem?

MARK: I believe the idea is “only” the butt increases in size

BRUCE: Only if specifically requested
MARK: This is just like your breast enhancement idea

BRUCE: Augmentation 

MARK: That was an intrusive procedure which required the lady in question to become pregnant.  
BRUCE: It was fool proof

MARK: Then why were you in the plan?

BRUCE: Ok, ok, ok, ..........................hey, maybe I could teach privately the art of “love inns”

MARK: Ah ha

BRUCE: Yeah it will be great, since John Lennon I think there has been a rapid decline in the art of love inning. Very good for relationships.

MARK: Your life is one love inn, minus the woman. Oh now I see you just want to keep slobbing around with a bit of rumpey pumpey in reach. Enticing young woman around on the pretext of enlightening them with the spiritual aspect of staying in bed with someone for a week is a fantastic idea. You will charge your services I presume? You’d probably get some hippie from the sixties & the lying in bed with a fat 50+ hippie isn’t a good look. Hey maybe you already have that look.

BRUCE:  I’m going for cool look.

MARK: Oh you have a look already don’t fret. 

Car noises 

MARK: Check out the cars, wish my car could go like them. Inventor of the wheel, what a guy. What an idea.

BRUCE:  What’s so great about him? No one knows his name. 

MARK: What’s so great about him? Let’s see, there have been a few developments in the last 5000 years that spring to mind. I’m sure several forms of wheels brought you pants to start with.

BRUCE: Well how do you know it was invented by “a man”, it could have been a team of rock specialists & Mr Inventor of the wheel takes all the credit just because he got the head of stone inventions into the golf club.    

MARK: Golf balls are round.

BRUCE: Well they are now, no thanks to Mr wheel & his subsidiaries, balls being a by product of wheels inc. Poor Mr cube had a lot of fame & respect in town, had the market on golf cubes and. Now what does he have? – ice cubes & building blocks. Bet he lost his wife & house too. God knows what Mr Wheel did to Mr Triangle’s business. I’d think twice before complementing Mr Wheel. Hey who knows if it was a man, could have been a woman? 

MARK: Very right on of you.

BRUCE: Hey I’m not afraid to add voice for my sisters.

MARK: They must be thrilled with someone as noble as you, to speak for them. Anyway, shouldn’t we be inside before the Richards come over & ask about the ugly incident? I think Mick “I only box to hurt people” Richards is the most upset with your behaviour. Better get a pew before they get full. 

BRUCE: Pew sounds rude.

MARK: What?

BRUCE: Pew, it sounds kinda like a sound you would make during lovemaking, or a sex toy that makes you say peeewwww.

MARK: Like phew?

BRUCE: Yes, something like that.

Inside the church

BRUCE: Cool digs this church.

MARK: I’m happy the 18th century architecture is up to your standards.

BRUCE: Well it’s cool for its age with all the colour windows ‘nd stuff, it just needs some strobe lighting. I think you would get more people going to church if church had more of a Vegas show time feel to it, you know like dancing girls and the priest could wear a sparkled suit & maybe even sing a few jazz tunes. Maybe some spot prizes & instead of candles – pyrotechnics. The place would be chock full. Bums on seats, bums on seats.

MARK: What about gambling and prostitution?

BRUCE:  Well that depends on the church’s license

MARK: Do you know what Christianity is?

BRUCE: Yes, it’s for people who believe in Christmas.

MARK: Well you’re not wrong, but it’s a bit more complex than that.

BRUCE: Yes I know, what with Easter bunny, eggs, Father Christmas, naming rain deer and shopping. I’d believe in god if I got the popes gig. But I’m not doing anything with that flock of lambs the pope’s got. I think I could get a good price for those tasty babies.

MARK: Flocks his people!

BRUCE: This pope sounds all right.

MARK: No, the flock is his people.

BRUCE: Oh. So sheep follow him, doesn’t he like humans or what?

MARK: Flock is a kind of nickname for the popes’ followers, ok.

BRUCE: Got it. Now I figure that all I have to do is to turn up during the choosing of the new pope scene & intimidate the other bishops into voting for me.

MARK: So your going to walk into the conclave as the world watches & intimidate the sacred collage of cardinals into giving you the job that Jesus past onto St Peter

BRUCE: Yes, cos they’re not allowed to fight back, they must turn the other cheek. Think of the power & cash, not to mention the pool of nuns at your disposal. I could even start a war & no one could say it’s wrong, because it would be a holy war. First we’ll take on Hinduism then Judaism, and then the rest of Christianity would be easy to take. Take stock, then the biggy “ Islam”.
MARK: Hmm not a bad plan. Except you don’t believe in god!

BRUCE: Short of that, my plan looks good.

MARK: I think the world would want to know a bit about the man who’s going to get them killed, like you’re an unemployed bum who’s only aspirations before world domination was to have dry underpants.

BRUCE: Clean & dry, clean & dry. Hey cool, here comes the bride.

MARK: She looks quite beautiful in that gown.

BRUCE: She looks hot to me.

MARK: She’s your sister, what sort of family values did you grow up with?

BRUCE: No, she just looks hot and sweaty in that outfit.

MARK: Maybe the driver gave her one.

BRUCE: One what?

MARK: Last one.

BRUCE: Last one what?

MARK: Free moment.

BRUCE: Is that one of the new ice creams about?

MARK: What would make you sweat on pleasant day like today?

BRUCE: Driving in the car with dad.

MARK: Your father’s the driver?

BRUCE: Yeah why?

MARK: Just forget it. 

BRUCE: Check out the bridesmaids, I’m gonna score me one of those dammed fine pair of legs tonight.

MARK:  Four things I must say. One, they are bridesmaids not chickens of a chicken raffle. Two, this is your sisters big day and they are good friends of hers – why tarnish the day. Three, they could find out what you did at the Richards. Four, fat chance those bodacious chickie babes want to finish to day with a man who carries his laundry in his pockets.

BRUCE: You forget, I’m wearing the special pants today. No woman will resist the magnet that lays dormant in my loins.

MARK: Four dozen Satan’s Lethal Brew* & your on.

* Bruce & Marks favourite beer

BRUCE: Done. But I can’t afford that.

MARK: Ok Four Dozen Satan’s for you & I get your stash of love manuals. Liquid free. 

BRUCE: Which one do you think I should go for?

MARK: From my experience, it’s best to go for the one that doesn’t spray you with mace. Or has a brother that boxes really well.

BRUCE: She’s gonna be a lucky lady tonight.

MARK: You could be right, if the meaning of luck is “disappointment” or “non-performance”.

BRUCE: Well let’s just see tomorrow morning, when I’ve been put through a sexual ordeal that would require the burns unit.

MARK: Have you not learnt your lesson, “KY” not “Vicks vapour rub”.  I hope you do better this time with the woman, lest forget Mr Pie.

BRUCE: No I’m Bruce. Oh my god, not the pie girl.

MARK: Yes the pie girl, the innocent casualties of love. You could have found work & had the bakery girl’s heart by now. Talk about tempting love & getting burnt.

BRUCE: It sounded like a good idea – fire walking. 

MARK: No, getting a chance at impressing the bakery girl was your “good idea”. “Imagine” you, said “a good looking bird & free pies”.  The only hurdle, she’s involved with firewalkers. So you went along with her a couple of weeks ago to prove you’re Mr Brave firewalker.

BRUCE: And to bedazzle her with my wit & charm.

MARK: Yes, something like that. Anyway once again you broke new boundaries in the world of the touched.

BRUCE: I was in I tell you, dammed wet grass.

MARK: That’s right, it was the grass’s fault, not your idea of doing a run up, thus only touching the burning coals a couple of times.

BRUCE: It would have worked. I only would have had my feet on coals for a grand total of ½ a second. Well the wet grass was a big factor along with my searing speed of my naked feet.

MARK: Yes I’ve heard of letting your fingers do the walking, but hands & body is a new concept to me.

BRUCE: You’d think I’d get extra credit for finishing the event despite the flames & my screams of pain. Curse my feet, curse the grass, and curse every dammed factor that made me fall.

MARK: Curse the vat of wine you used to gear yourself up.

BRUCE: Precisely. Can you believe I still got nowhere with her.

MARK: Maybe, apart from the fire walk debacle, you always called her “pie girl”. Also I don’t think she was the type to go for “the singing detective” look.

BRUCE: If she was a nurse maybe. Ar well, she’s moved on to scorched pastures. Get it, scorched not green, scorched. I’m full of them today.

MARK: Yes well your full of something unpleasant, I suggest an enema.

BRUCE: Back to the lucky bridesmaids. I’d give either of them a crack.

MARK: A crack?

BRUCE: Sorry, not just a crack, but a fair crack of the whip, a fair crack of the whip with lashings of custard, screams of ecstasy & stirrups just for fun. 

MARK: Still I don’t hold out much of a chance for you. What with Mick still upset with your last amorous advance.

BRUCE: Well I’ve already slept with that one as well. (points)

MARK: In your dreams.

BRUCE: Precisely, boy there was no holding her & me back, it was wild I tell you. I think that on some telepathic plain she wants me, badly. The sort of things she sent me & wanted to do in my dreams need advanced circus skills. It was eye opening. Eye opening (in a pervert sort of voice).

MARK: Tell me you weren’t wearing your lucky pants that night. How do you sleep with a mattress that is 80% sperm? 

BRUCE: Beds are supposed to have a certain amount of liquid.

MARK: True, but semen becomes a solid after a few days, a bit like snot really. Any way, I’ve know a bit about Sandra, the bridesmaid you fancy most.

BRUCE: Hope she loves me for who I am.

MARK: Only if she loves a man with no alcohol tolerance & whose idea of romance is watching a porno with your girlfriend and asking, "Why can't you do that?" Listen up, I suspect you won’t understand her, she very proper & a bit old fashioned. She likes gentlemen, not beer sponges. Also I doubt she will find your party trick of “proving you’re not drunk” by preforming an act that only sober men should be able to do. Or as you like to call it, “the drunko meter”. And only once have you got the “meter” higher than half way.

BRUCE: Well if she’s old fashioned, she’d keep her mouth shut & wait for the man to tell her what to do. 

MARK: You think feminism is the title to a porno film.

BRUCE: Well fem sounds like woman & ism sounds a bit like getting nudie.

MARK: Everything sounds like getting nudie to you.

BRUCE: Well I promise it will be twice as messy with Sandra as it was with Laura’s mum.

MARK: Your once healthy crush on Sandra has gone a tad septic. Your fantasy has now been reduced to a scene that should never be repeated & can only be called a pit of sexual taboo. 

BRUCE:  Oh baby, I’d like to take her to the very rim of sexual taboo.

MARK: You have about as much idea where the “rim of sexual taboo” is as a nun who has lived in solitary with only a small heard of goats to keep her company.  

BRUCE: Well there you go.

MARK: Sorry we’re getting away from the point.

BRUCE: The point being?

MARK: Your unhealthy fondness for Sandra. And the episode with Laura’s mother. 

BRUCE: But I want to hear more about the nun.

MARK: Maybe you should try the other girl. She looks healthy.

BRUCE: So you think my chances are slim?

MARK: They couldn’t be any slimmer than slim line salad dressing.

BRUCE: Best we watch the service, eh.

MARK: So what’s with your sister getting married in a church? I thought your sister didn’t believe in god, not to mention your family.

BRUCE: We believe in god.

MARK: Not the god of alcohol or sloth. I mean god god.

BRUCE: Well it’s a cool setting right, some people get married in a garden, some in their home. Churches just look cool in the photos ok. Oh & John’s a seedie 
MARK: C of E. Pity your sister’s getting married, I kind of fancy her a bit.

BRUCE: Well I haven’t got time for this, I would like to watch my sister to be wed ok & you don’t have a lot of time left to shag her.

MARK: Ok Mr. Conventional, fine.

BRUCE: I’m called Bruce. Oh I get it, fine.

They watch the service

Outside the church after the wedding

MARK: Christ that took bloody ages.

BRUCE:  Well it was a church service.

MARK:  Hey I’ve been to weddings before & that service had more songs than the Beatles. 

BRUCE: Well I like to sing, it helps bring some atmos to the show.

MARK: It was a service or a mass, not a show.

BRUCE: I was so a show, I’ve been to shows before & that was a show, sure it was free but that doesn’t entitle it to be call a service. You know I was a bit quick with the Vegas comment, did you see that sparkly getup the priest had on? I thought the whole thing was very cool.

MARK: You thought mass was cool?

BRUCE: Yes. First off the people were dressed nice, you got to sing, eat a wafer, drink some wine & watch the bridesmaids do their magic.

MARK: There is no magic to your erections.

BRUCE: Ok, so I spent the entire time perving up the bridesmaids, at least I’m honest about it Mr. Lumber pants yourself.

MARK: What about me?

BRUCE: Your perving, sure you didn’t check out the bridesmaids as long as me, but you were checking every woman out, even my grandmother. Oh and those pics of naked woman on the wall.

MARK: I was just looking around the place, it’s a fine church. Your grandmother for example, I was just checking to see that she was as far away from me as possible. Remember your last family function? She cornered me & kept telling me about her sex life in the hope it would get me sexually stimulated. Thank god there is a thing called contraception or your family would’ve stocked several cities by now. And the nudie women on the walls are angels.

BRUCE: I wouldn’t go so far as say angels, a bit voluptuous for my tastes, but bless em none the less.

MARK: The pictures were of angels, what is your knowledge of angels exactly.

BRUCE: Well I’ve watched “touched by an angel” but she kept her clothes on. All in all I thought it was quite a disappointing show given its title. To the love mobile.

MARK: Your car is a mini not a corvette.

BRUCE: You’ve never dated a girl from the circus have you? Whatever you drive, it will become the love mobile after a night out with a girl from the circus.

MARK: You have never been to a circus, let alone met anyone from one. Don’t tell me you dreamt it. 

BRUCE: No, I was just highlighting the possibilities of a mini becoming a sex machine.

MARK: Very funny

BRUCE: I wasn’t trying to be funny. I think the mini has the makings of a fine sex symbol. Why shouldn’t be deemed “sexy” to drive a mini?

MARK: Well I too think that the mini can be sexy.

BRUCE: Thanks.

MARK: As long as it functions like a clowns car, holding up to dozens of bodies, but all the passengers are members of the Swedish bikini squad and I’m offered a ride armed with nothing more that small a bottle of baby oil. Does your car offer that service?

BRUCE: No, but at least I will be out of Micks way.

MICK: Oi. You owe me!

Boys piss off

In the car

MARK: Do you know were the reception is?

BRUCE: Sure do, I was there last week. It’s “No Thoroughfare Road”.

MARK: Is that by chance a no exit road?

BRUCE: Yeah, do you know it? 

MARK: I have an idea. You know how to get there right?

BRUCE: Yup. So, the wedding, all right for you?

MARK: Yeah it was good, what with Mick wanting your blood. Except for your sister-marring John.

BRUCE: What, don’t you like John?

MARK: I think he’s a smashing guy, I just needed extra time to seduce your sister. 

BRUCE: Well you have had 20 years to try, how much more time did you need?

MARK: Love has no time restrictions.

BRUCE: Love does have fat & bald restrictions.

MARK: Oh well, I’ll just have to try for one of the single ladies at the wedding. 

BRUCE: Oh, oh yeah, cool. You will of course score no one tonight. Isn’t this a little early to be getting all worked up about a girls, we could be dreaming about Sandra wrestling with her own clothes in a pool of, well nothing cos a want to get a good view of all the action.

MARK: Best we get to the reception sharply. Let’s hope the only stain you leave at this do, is in the driveway.

BRUCE: Hey I’m in control. I can be responsible.

MARK: So I have thought in the past & been tragically disappointed by your efforts. Let us take for example the time you had to just pick up some fish n chips.

BRUCE: I can explain. 

MARK: I have heard your futile excuse before. Lets see, you took just under 5 hours, your absolution “the fish n chip shops were having a beef week” so you thought you would wait a few hours to see if any fish arrived. But you left trail of amateur mistakes. What actually transpired through rampant gossip was that you did make it to the shop, met my ex, Sally Meadows then got the chips, went back to her place, ate the chips, drunk all her alcohol & shagged her.     

BRUCE: I was protecting your feelings in an erogenous way.

MARK: Not the point, you forgot the chips. Plus erroneous not erogenous is the word. Erroneous meaning incorrect, twisted.

BRUCE: Well we certainly got twisted & incorrect, but I’m sure we touch some erogenous parts.

MARK: Why did I bring that up? Your Brother, has he got his speech sorted out?

BRUCE: Yes, but I’m surprised he didn’t think much of my “using props” idea. Have you ever seen a wedding speech that relies on comical pieces of foam? No, exactly. It could have been a groundbreaking speech.

MARK: The stickler in that plan may have been the required sex scene between a foam kitten & a polystyrene horse. It might have been a bit avant-garde for most people.   

BRUCE: Well I’ll just have to do something special myself for the newly weds.

Outside the Reception

BRUCE: Now keep your hands off my grandmother. I know how you don’t like much movement. Most likely preferred them cold?

MARK: Oh I see, now I’m a necrophilia!

BRUCE: Well that’s pretty good for a fetish.

MARK: Good for a fetish? It’s quite possibly one of the most depraved acts on earth. How can that be good, I don’t recall the pope saying in his last address – that you should be celibate unless your married or she’s dead.

BRUCE: I fear you have taken my “good” out of context.

MARK: Oh, sorry I forgot about the “good” side of raping dead bodies.

BRUCE: Well hear me out, on the scale of fetishes its right up there at the top, along with hamster worrying. You’re not some nambe pambe wearing ya missus underpants, no you big man on fetish campus. You’d probably get invited to speak at all sorts of fetish conventions & be on the board “sex freaks rights movement”. You could publicly condemn civic figures for not allowing you to express your sexuality. Thing like “why do we have to live to your sexually uptight standards!”

MARK: I presume you would be on the committee already & have a few contacts.

BRUCE: Are you questioning my sexuality?

MARK: I wouldn’t be able to guess your sexuality, what do you call a man who has a bigamous relationship between a couch & a television? 

BRUCE: How could I fit that? They would have to be pretty stupid girls. 

MARK: No, you use the TV for mental stimulation & sleep with the couch, I hope that’s all you do with it or at least use some form of protection. Now are you going to behave in side?

BRUCE: I’ll have to let my press agent answer that one for you.

Inside the Hall

Mark, Bruce, John & new Father In-law, all drinking.

John: So Bruce, planning on having any children of your own?

BRUCE: Planning’s so planned don’t you think?

MARK: How do you know you haven’t already got a kid?

JOHN: Or kids.

MARK: Could have a whole swag of them by now

JOHN: I can see a large maintenance bill coming your way.

MARK: One of these kids running around could be yours.

JOHN: Have you kept track of your seed?

BRUCE: (not having any of this) Oh yeah John, like you remember every one of the millions of chicks you shagged down at the Tavern.

JOHN: You know your father? My new Father In-law?

BRUCE: Oh.

JOHN: Thanks Bruce, that’s what I needed.

MARK: Bruce, Grandma needs some help & I don’t want to give it.

BRUCE: I’m there. But can you come along. I’m scared of being cornered by Mick.

MARK: Sure

DAD: Odd man that Bruce.

JOHN: He couldn’t be any odd than when he went to a twins convention.

DAD: He’s a twin?

JOHN: No, but he wanted to meet some.

Bathroom

BRUCE: I’ve just got to use the bathroom. I’ll catch up.

MARK: Thankyou. Hello Grandma. Do you need some help with that?

GRANDMA: I can’t work out what this dammed thing is.

MARK: Look Grandma this is soap in a dispenser. 

GRANDMA: What’s wrong with proper soap, in my day we didn’t need this type machinery to just wash your hands. My George had big hands, know what I mean?

MARK: Argh, it’s very easy to use, I assure you. Just push the top plastic thing down & soap comes out the side.

GRANDMA: It’s not working. George’s hands could work anything.

Bruce returns & looks around for them. Stops out side the bathroom to hear the following.

MARK: Must be a bit low, just keep pumping it.

GRANDMA: Golly this takes a lot of effort.

MARK: See, here it comes.

GRANDMA: Damn it, I spilt some on my blouse (kicks Mark in the bollocks). Sorry about that, just a reaction. Would you like me to ice it for you? George liked ice.

MARK: It’s fine (grimacing). 

Mark opens bathroom door, clutching his equipment. Bruce of course sees his agony but also see a thin white creamy stream on his Grandmothers blouse but can say nothing.

Grandma goes away

BRUCE: Well this deserves a chapter in “Boys Own”.

MARK: Thankfully all is not as it seems. My God you made a smell.

BRUCE: That was just my urine.

MARK: Hey has Mick found you yet?

BRUCE: It matters not, I’m off to charm a bridesmaid & claim my reward. I don’t want you getting in the way of my lust vision.

MARK: Maybe it will be I, who will break the spell of your pants & turn the object of your desire into a smoky, yet satisfied dot on my bed.

BRUCE: How do you do that with beer?

MARK: I suppose you hold it in your hand at the same time? (Looking confused)

Bruce & Sandra (the bridesmaid, Bruce is drinking)

BRUCE: Hello there.

SANDRA: Hi.

BRUCE: Quite I show you guys put on. I was impressed with your performance. 

SANDRA: Really?

BRUCE: So what do you do apart from looking blistering hot?

SANDRA: I’m a vet.

BRUCE: Amazing, I work with animals too. Do you specialise in anything? Like ears, nose & throat?

SANDRA: No.

BRUCE: So you’re straight out vet. Do you like any types of animals?

SANDRA: I love most animals.

BRUCE: I work with a lot of animals, mostly fluffy creatures. So you wanna go outside with me? We could check out the wildlife baby.

SANDRA:  I’d rather spend my time with a goat. (Walks off)

BRUCE: I think she’s been a vet too long, or maybe she was a nun.

Mark turns up.

MARK: How are you getting on?

BRUCE: I think I’m getting somewhere. I’ve been sensitive & complementary. I also told her I work with animals.

MARK:  You failed to mention to this woman that these animals you work with die in your care, which is you kill them. Then cut them up.

BRUCE: She will be disappointed not to have spent time with the love machine.

MARK: I don’t think so, the sheets have taken most of the oil out of the machine. It’s like living with a particularly horny rabbit, which watches bunny porn and has been on viagra all day, washed down with a large dose of cocaine. I’m not too flash by the way. Thanks for asking.

BRUCE: What, do you think a dodgy hot dog slipped into your carefully guarded diet?

MARK: Ok, Mr “Lard is full of vitamins”. No I am talking about chatting up a girl.

BRUCE: How are you getting on?

MARK: I met some girl called Kate. I think I’m getting somewhere, I think. I was wondering if I can borrow the keys to the mini, test it out for the sex appeal theory?

BRUCE: Oh I see, now you think you’re the dogs bollocks.

MARK: Dogs bollocks? Is that the result of a degree in English literature? (Holds up a couple of sausage rolls) Alas poor dogs bollocks - I knew him Horacio. 

BRUCE: Well no, I just thought that now you might be getting licked a lot.

MARK: Oh I see. What are you going to do next?

BRUCE: I’ve seen my quarry heading outside. I might give it another shot. You can’t discount the power of my pants.

The boys reappear (Bruce is wet)

MARK: What on God’s green fudging plant did you do to the car? My seduction attempt failed, apparently woman don’t like sitting in puddles of dubious origin. Let alone get it on with a man whose car is puddly & smells of stale beer. 

BRUCE: Well I had an accident.

MARK: A liquid accident. Bruce let me tell you of an invention called “the toilet”. Its location is many, so many in fact that people these days don’t feel the need to use cars. Its first advantage over a car is the plumbing, the car sadly lacks that innovation. Leaving the contents of liquid dinner saturating the seats so some hapless couple could sit on it. You may have observed the absence of a flushing mechanism.

BRUCE: Notice my clothes? (Soaking wet)

MARK: My god. Aim is not just a brand of toothpaste.

BRUCE: I fell into a fountain, well pushed actually & the fountain water was a little musty. I blame the council, putting a fountain within a block of any location that serves alcohol is asking for an accident.

MARK: Oh yes, what a silly council we have.  Let’s write a letter to the mayors suggesting that he make the town safe for incontinent, alcoholic, evolutionary challenged pratts who might be pushed in fountains from young ladies not wishing to respond to the said pratts advances.

BRUCE: It wasn’t a woman. It was Mick. That’s why I hid in the car for a bit. I haven’t got his mother pregnant have I?

MARK: Chances are slim

BRUCE: I never had intimacy with her?

MARK: Correct.

BRUCE: Laura?

MARK: No.

BRUCE: Well who & what did I do to get my pants in such a state, not to mention Mick’s mood towards me?

MARK: At the party. There was one of Mick’s margarine sculptures.

BRUCE: Yeah, I remember it. A big goat.

MARK: You should. Just after you preformed “I’m not drunk, check out the angle of the meter” routine, Laura’s mother pushed you out of the way.

BRUCE: So?

MARK: Into the body of the sculpture. Once imbedded into the margarine effigy, it stayed together. There are a lot of wires in margarine sculptures I learnt. You then proceeded to run around the house yelling “I am donkey man” and making gyrating movements. I could understand your error as the goat started to look more like five dangling penises.

BRUCE: Six (in pervert voice). You forgot the tail.

MARK: Anyway, you asked all females present if they could apply bread to themselves so that one great big sandwich could be made.

BRUCE: Worth a try.

MARK: This did not help matters with Mick.

BRUCE: Why?

MARK: Well apart from trying to get his mother & sister to partake in scene that would make Roman orgies look tame to the eye. You draped margarine all over the house & destroyed several hours of man-hours that Mick put into making that goat. At the end of the night you had just several wires sticking out of your pants.

BRUCE: Well that’s a relief, I never mentioned the wires before. I thought I did something really weird.

MARK: Yes, that’s the only weird bit.

BRUCE: So what is it that would cause Mick to push me in the fountain and say I owe him?

MARK: Once again, the fountain would be for the sculpture. The owe me bit, most likely to do with the dry cleaning bills. Do you know what a mess you made? The couch looked like a giant had flemmed on it. Everybody else looked like hygiene wasn’t a priority. 

BRUCE: I don’t like to look at it as a mess, rather a “spreading the love” kind of gesture.

MARK: Well where is Mick now?

BRUCE: Still-hunting for me I guess.

MARK: Well how did you escape his clutches?

BRUCE: Well in the fountain, someone had poured dishwashing liquid. It was only slightly bubbling when I was next to it. But between the time I was pushed in & had struggled to regain any composure, the fountain resembled a fountain with a lot of foam.

MARK: You’re not very good with analogies are you?  

BRUCE: Then disguised as foam I moved toward the mini without Mick seeing me.

MARK: So Mick didn’t notice a large, slow moving, foam creature heading off towards the car park?

BRUCE: My lateral vision was a bit blurred by the foam, but he seemed happy enough just to push me in the fountain. So I guess I will never know. So how far were you getting with that Kate chick?

MARK: Kate is not a chick Fonzy. She’s a woman of the new millennium. And no, that doesn’t mean she’s a million meters away.

BRUCE: Millennium woman has a ring to it though, could be the new model of an inflatable doll. 

MARK: The new millennium means from 2000 onwards. 

BRUCE: My god she’s been with a lot of men. Between you & me, I don’t think she would take any relationship too seriously. Speaking from experience…

MARK: Before you start up on your tirade of sexual witticisms, Kate is a virgin.

BRUCE: Well you will have lots in common I suppose. 

MARK: Rubbish, I’ve made beautiful love to countless ladies. 

BRUCE: Zero is countless. So a virgin eh? What were you exactly planning on doing with her in a mini? I know it’s a romantic start to her love life, but how were you going to talk her into anything?

MARK: A kiss was all I required from her soft lips.

BRUCE: There is no slowing you down is there. Do virgins let you do that sort of thing?

MARK: Virgins aren’t the dietary equivalent of a vegan, they are allowed some animal products, so to speak, just not the big meat. But thanks to your puddle in the car, she decided that she didn’t want anything new in her panties & that included piles. In fact her words were “I’d rather lick a salty stick on a hot day than sit in that puddle”.

BRUCE: I bet she would. So once again you got a big fat zero for tongue action. So why is she a virgin?

MARK: Do you really want me to explain that?

BRUCE: Sorry I mean why has she chosen to remain a virgin?  I she like really ugly? Or so fat you just can’t make it, no matter how hard you try?

MARK: No she’s very attractive, it’s just that it’s something she holds dear.

BRUCE: So it’s going to cost a lot then?

MARK: She didn’t go through the ins & outs with me.

BRUCE: I doubt there would be a lot of ins.

MARK: My guess is that she is just weeding out the selfish men. Find someone who truly loves her blah blah, etc etc. Seems a bit daff, there isn’t a lot of men out there that would do that sort of thing. Imagine waiting three or four years to finally get a shag & then your also married. What if she’s crap in bed? 

BRUCE: She sounds perfect for you.

MARK: What do you mean by that?

BRUCE: Well let’s face it your bonking average is approx once every six years. So that if you do marry her, some kind of knob action is going to happen within six years. No matter how you look at it, it’s going to improve your average. Also you are unlikely to do better than a just breathing woman. And better still, you will for once look experienced in bed, for the first 10 minutes anyway. 

MARK: But she could be awful in bed.

BRUCE: Look, you’ve never slept with anyone that’s good in bed. You don’t know what good sex is & you don’t know how to perform it. There is no pressure facing you.

MARK: So I’ve just got to make her fall in love with me then, like that’s not an ask. As you have brutally pointed out my love life, you would of course noticed that I haven’t yet had a woman fall in love with me. How do I make a woman fall in love with me?

BRUCE: Don’t ask me, woman only start to like me after sex & that’s not going to happen for you. Up until that moment I look just slightly better than a chocolate bar, but not a milk tray. Maybe you could use those big words of yours to wow her?

MARK: Do you mean my vocabulary? 

BRUCE: Yeah, use big words like that & she’ll think you’re smart. 

MARK: Yes I’m sure Stephen Hawkins gets a lot of action.

BRUCE: That’s just a starting point for you. Obviously you’re going to have to get in shape. I recommend moving about, don’t want to rush it “Mr. Waiting for a stroke”. 

MARK: All this coming from a man who’s idea of a workout, is to do a vast series of stretches & lunges watching an alleged aerobic video called “Sorority Girls Lesbian Vacation”. You don’t so much as have skin on your hands but barnacles. You should be able to light matches off your hands. Point of fact, if indeed everybody had hands like yours, the course of history would have changed. For example if god did create man in his own image, his whole plan would have come undone when they would have had a hard time nailing Jesus’s hands to the cross for starters. No Christianity which in turn would have stopped this wedding from happening & thus I wouldn’t be having this conversation.

BRUCE: That takes care of the “don’t ramble on too much” bit. Now for confidence. Be confident. Let her know that you are in command of “flight oh oh oh love” & Kate is riding first class.

MARK: You know what? I think I will have another beer & use it to kill any brain cells that could be used to recall this conversation. Now I’m going to forget about Kate because I just don’t care enough. I could care more about a bucket of sand in Egypt that had spilt. But what exactly happened between you & Sandra? You’ve been very reserved about your happenings with the Bridesmaid.

BRUCE: Well I did catch up with her, but it turned ugly.

MARK: You didn’t try to prove your sober did you?

BRUCE: No, she just quickly pointed out that I was a pig of a man.

MARK: What do you care? You are.

BRUCE: I wasn’t too bothered by that, in fact it’s a vast improvement on most names I’m called, at least it’s a mammal. No the real problem was that she told me that I was the sort of bastard that left the toilet set up.

MARK: Not the toilet set, here we go.

BRUCE: Tap a seat slightly & watch it fall, how hard is that? Were as to lift the thing, is a lot harder, especially with the more sticky seats. Then I went into great depths about my design for a unisex toilet seat.

MARK: I’m still stumped as in how you’re going to get women to sit on that thing.

BRUCE: It’s brilliant.

MARK: It involves a trapeze.

BRUCE: Yeah, you get to go with the greatest of ease.

MARK: So every time I have to do a number 2, I need to balance my posterior over a bar whilst hoping for no sudden air movements. Do the obvious flaws not deter you in this plan?

BRUCE: If you sit correctly, you shouldn’t have to worry about the floor. (Looking confused)

MARK: I mean things could get messy.

BRUCE: I feel the positives far out way the negatives on this one, sure things could get messy if you’ve had a particularly sadistic curry. But everyone would be on the same playing field & I would save millions of people listening to repetitive anecdotes about men, woman & the toilet seat by comedians. Also if you’re not using the trapeze, you can hook it up in the bedroom for adult fun.  

MARK: So Sandra wasn’t too impressed then?

BRUCE: Surprisingly not. She went on some rant about me be a “man child”. It was then that I decided to debate the issue with her.

MARK: Bruce, I have seen jars of mayonnaise that have a better chance of pitting it’s wits in an argument than you.

BRUCE: Oh yeah?

MARK: So what was your counter argument?

BRUCE:  I said “Oh yeah? “ 

MARK: Well now that you have had a healthy debate, I think you ort to know the speeches are coming up. 

BRUCE: I’m looking forward to them like a person really anxious for something to happen soon.

MARK: Bruce, you really need help with those analogies. For example, phrase, Bruce’s pants. Analogy, contains as much white liquid as a British Paints warehouse, that’s over stocked after a particularly failed advertising campaign in which all the houses in Wales were to be painted pink.
BRUCE: I think I’m getting something. Mark, Bill McBollock from Bollocks R Us, who specialise in a large array of bollock products & by products. Who have an export trade exceeding that of 6 Billion pounds, still manage to talk less bollocks than you.

MARK: Oh yeah? Lead on, oh master of Mother Tongue.

BRUCE: See I told you I got with Laura’s mum.

Boys are sitting, watching speeches

BRUCE: Do find these kind of speeches a bit repetitive?

MARK: Everybody speaks only once.

BRUCE: No, I mean wedding speeches in general.

MARK: Would you like to break the order of speakers up? I guess traditions are so “yesterday”.

BRUCE: I mean the main contents of the speeches stay mostly the same.

MARK: You’re right, speakers should be thanking people who are totally removed in any capacity of the wedding?

BRUCE: Ok smarty pants.

MARK: It’s better than “lucky pants”

BRUCE: I just think that the speeches should be jazzed up a bit.

MARK: Your props aren’t allowed.

BRUCE: True, but I had another idea.

MARK: You’re not going to do anything stupid, are you?

BRUCE: Well I wouldn’t take no for an answer, in regards to my props. So I have designed a large banner to drop behind the speakers. Accompanied by humorous balloons.

MARK: Would these “humorous balloons” by chance be condoms?

BRUCE: Your condoms, so they won’t be entirely wasted.

MARK: And what will be the mural? Erotic workings of a foam kitten & its countryside friends? 

BRUCE: No, it’s got a personal touch.

MARK: Not photos from your failed marital guide “The lovers guide to stinging eyes”?

BRUCE: That should have come off if you ask me. The images were ground breaking.

MARK: You were by yourself, with captions of “if she was doing this here, stick your arm over there”. So what have you come up with?

BRUCE: My underpants.

MARK: Oh this gets better.

BRUCE: As a sign of good luck.

MARK: And fertility.

BRUCE: Why, that’s just silly.

MARK: So when shall I leave? I want to avoid this family shame, which will blight your family for centuries.

BRUCE: This was just an idea.

MARK: Thank you God.

BRUCE: I’ve instead come up with a spontaneous speech for the wedding party.

MARK: Merciful God, why do you mock me so? You can’t do that, for starters you’re still damp.

BRUCE: It’s my sister’s wedding & I want to be involved, liked or not. Plus I could maybe score some action if I do this well enough.

MARK: There is no good side in shaming your sister at her wedding.

BRUCE: This will come off trust me. My sister will think it was really sweet of me. I will be forever thanked.

MARK: Please don’t do this.

Bruce stands up (small signs of drinking)

BRUCE: Excuse me ladies & gentlemen. My name is Bruce, I have the distinct honour of being Brother to the beautiful bride. I have decided to break with traditions & make a spontaneous speech with regard to the love I have for my sister.

(This bit seems to be going surprisingly well)

I would now like to tell you a story of how much she means to me. Many years ago we shared a cat named “Benny”, a toy box & a much loved cuddly beaver. These were our three favourite things, beaver, box & pussy. My how things have changed for my big sister. But I digress. One day I put Benny on the roof, just to see what people meant by “cat on a hot tin roof”. Benny didn’t like it much up there, so I called for my big sisters help, failing to mention that I had put Benny up there in the first place. We both agreed that we had to get the cat down some how. I was too small to climb onto the roof & my sister was just a bit short, so we got hold of the toy box & balanced it on the concrete wall next to the house, giving us more height. Benny wouldn’t come over to us, opting instead for the cooler shaded side of the roof. Urgency was called for, so we looked into the box & pulled out the only cuddly toy – Mr Beaver & cut him in two, making an interesting pair of smallish oven mitts. With these mittens, big sis was able to climb up onto the roof & retrieve Benny. Once down on the ground with Benny there was a surprising turn of events. Benny ran away, never to be seen again – slowly I might add, burn paws in all. We had forgotten about the toy box & it fell to the ground, breaking up like Ike & Tina, slow & ugly on the ground. And standing there with gashed beaver my 
 sister didn’t shed a tear, she just turned to me and said “I’m sorry that happened, I wish I could have done more for you”.  She sacrificed all of what she had to make me happy.  So I wish to repay her in someway. I hear bye offer to paint your roof so tragedies like this never happen again. I’d like to end this by saying “I love you big sis & best wishes for your new life”.

Bruce sits

BRUCE: That wasn’t too embarrassing. 

MARK: You’re right, that wasn’t too bad.

BRUCE: Right once the speeches are done, time for a bit of bump & grind.

MARK: You’re going to dance?

BRUCE: Yeah I might do that as well. I’ll just have this one drink.

Boys walking home

MARK: Well that was different.

BRUCE: Yes, rather.

MARK: The sequence of events didn’t quite go to plan did they?

BRUCE: My singing wasn’t too bad was it?

MARK: That was a highlight, in an evening of new lows. Although I’ve never heard the gangsta rap version before of “I am woman”. Especially with the lyrics containing “Cap in your ass”.

BRUCE: And I shouldn’t have gyrated so much, it got the Mother of the groom too excited & she started trying to get my pants down.

MARK: I think she was just trying to get you off the table.

BRUCE: Well she did. I fell onto the parents’ table.

MARK: You were standing on their table to start with.

BRUCE: Everyone on the table started hitting me & poking me with their cutlery.

MARK: But even that wasn’t too bad. You know I have never seen a bride manufacture & throw a Molotov cocktail so quickly.

BRUCE: Yes that was an awkward moment, what with the flames & alcohol stinging me. I guess I must have made a scene up the front there? Lucky I was still a bit damp from the pond or I would have been in strife.

MARK: Yes, it’s been non-stop good luck today.

BRUCE: Lucky Grandma saved the day.

MARK: I’m not so sure about that. Taking your song as a cue, Grandma preformed, um what would you call it?

BRUCE: A mix of erotic dance, flatulence & erotic dance.

MARK: I though she was trying to make musical effects. Mind you she did take the attention off you for a while. You are her favourite. Do you think your sister will ever talk to you again?

BRUCE: I course she will, if he wants her roof painted.

MARK: She doesn’t have a roof. She lives in an apartment block remember.

BRUCE: Oh. Well at least the speeches were different.

MARK: I’m sure you will be thanked.

The Boys stand there & ponder for a short while

BRUCE: On reflection, I’m going to burn my lucky underpants.

MARK: Good idea. We’ll use the fire your family lit your car with before we fled.







THE END

