 You know Albert and Julian live in a Manhattan flat with just a little kitty to keep em company? Me and rouletteduke just wondered if there would be maybe a television opportunity in this- think of it- Albert, the fussy, houseproud flatmate, Julian, the careless, messy, drunkard one. Discuss?   luv from Rob		  














Albert: Julian, it's not spaghetti, it's linguini!  


Julian: Whatthefuck!? Fuckin' pasta!  


Kat: Meow!   *music plays, scene ends*   [Julian is scrubbing toilet with kat in place of brush]  Albert: Julian, what are you doing with my kat?  


Julian: Kat? What Kat? Bwhahahahahah!  


Albert: I don't appreciate this, I'm going to go re-re-organize my record collection.  


Kat: Meow!   *music plays*  


	


 (albert enters... julian is drunk on couch, harrassing kitty...) 


 albert: julian, have you seen my pants?  


julian; uh, what? pants?  


albert: yes pants, the blue ones with the stripes.  


julian: no... wait yeah... here.  


(julian reaches to the floor and holds up striped pants. They are dirty.)  


albert; julian, what is this orange stuff? These are vintage!  


julian: well i puked... i was fucking exploding everywhere... i had to clean it up.  


albert: with my vintage pants?  


julian: well you would have fucking been mad if i left the shit all over the place... just throw them in the tub or something man... hey can you get me a beer?  


albert: no julian i can't, I am too busy hemming my jacket... stop hitting my kitty with bottle caps!		





*Odd Couple music plays after mellis' scene*   LOL!	


		


 albert: JULES! YOU'RE not the one who's getting to go out with the Jeff Buckley lookalike, dude! *You* stay here tonight and sober the fuck up while I'm going out to score with the  guy!"   		





	


( julian is walking around apartment, scratching tummy and kicking kitty around. albert comes in with groceries and dry cleaning)


julian: hey man. did you get beer?  


albert: julian! stop it! stop kicking my kitty! my poor little baby.  


julian: dude you're fucked up.  


(albert picks up kitty and rolls his eyes.)  


albert: the dry cleaner said he couldn't get all that crap off my pants. There's a stain.  


julian: oh really?(clearly doesn't care)hey is this a vogue magazine?  (julian reaches into grocery bag and pulls out magazine. albert snatches it away.)  


albert: don't touch it, i'm looking for outfit ideas.  


julian: ha-ha albert, you read vogue. ha-ha.  


albert: leave me alone julian! just leave me alone!  (albert sobs and runs into room with kitty and vogue.)  


julian: whoa, what the hell? hey he got bubble gum. all right.  


(spends the next hour blowing bubbles and watching reruns of M*A*S*H)		








 (albert and julian are throwing a party. albert is in the kitchen, julian is playing catch with the kitty.)  


albert: julian stop it! stop it!  


julian: dude, its funny. Look!  (he throws kitty to a guest)  


albert: (under his breath) julian you are embarrassing me. stop it. come help me.  


julian; ok, whatever.   (they go to kitchen, where albert is very busy cooking. he shoves a platter at julian.)   


albert: here, go offer people some appetizers and get them something to drink... if you give them beer don't give it to them in the bottle, we aren't savages. And please don't take off the bottlecaps or the corks with your teeth...  


julian: hey remember when I did that last time? and I shot the cork into some girls bra? that was fucking awesome.   


(albert sighs and stirs something in a pot.)   


albert: go mingle julian, you are such a horrible host. and leave the kitty alone!  


(julian walks back, balancing platter on head and shoving kitty along with foot.)		








 [Early morning. Albert is up and about, reading Vogue at kitchen table with cup of Sanka; Julian is still asleep. Music playing: Dusty Springfield's "Just A Little Lovin'"]   


Albert: [humming] Just a little lovin'.... [notices cool fashion spread] Cool! Fucking rad sequins! I'm going to try that.   


[Julian stumbles out of bed and into kitchen, shirt half way off. Looks terrible. By this point, Albert has box of sequins and hot glue gun on table next to vintage pants. Has gone to find something else.]   


Julian: Whatthefuck! Fuckin' sequins? [notices fashion spread] Hmmmm. These pants would look better with fur than with this crap [sequins]. C'mere kat! Mwahahah!  


Kat: Meow?   [Albert returns with pipe cleaners and leather bits in hands, only to find Julian with scissors in one hand and clump of fur in other. Freaks out.]   


Albert: What the HELL!!! My fucking pants! You!!!  


[Julian smiles crookedly]  


Julian: Juat helping with your "project". HAhahahah!  


Albert: [angrily] That's it! I've had it!  


[tackles Julian, glue gun, and pants in one fell swoop. Wrestling ensues.]  


Albert: Arghhrhr!  


Julian: Hey...whoa!  


Kat: Mrrroww!  


[now mangey kat falls on to glue covered pants. Albert is about to choke Julian, when their eyes meet. Fighting stops.]   


Albert: Ahh, what the hell. I love you! You're crazy you know that?  


Julian: Oh I am? [laughs] Let's go watch M*A*S*H*, 'K?  


Albert: Cool!   [both get up and walk to living room. Both are covered in bits of leather & sequins. Kat remains stuck to pants.]  


Kat: Meow!   *theme plays, fade out*		





(Albert is vacumming apartment, has on apron and tied up his hair in a bandanna. Julian comes in, very drunk.)  


Julian: what the fuck? albert why are you wearing that thingie on your head dude?  


Albert: I am deep-condtioning it... is that okay with you?  


Julian: Fucking A! don't get all mad about it... dude I am soooooooooo drunk....  


(Albert wrinkles his nose)  


Albert: I know. I can smell you.  


(Julian collapses on floor and starts laughing)  


Julian: you're wearing an apron too? hee hee hee hee.  


(Albert ignores him and continues to vacuum. He hits Julian with the vacuum.)  


Albert: get up, julian I am cleaning the floor.  


Julian: No man, I can't... too wasted to move.  


Albert: Really, move.  


Julian: can't.  


(Albert sighs and starts vacuuming on top of julian, who giggles. Vaccums and get julian's mouth.)  


Julian: mmffffphhhhh. Llllb...whhhuuuuhduhdfuuuuuuh.  (translation: "Help. Albert, what the fuck!'  Albert turns off vacuum...)  


Albert: I told you to get up.  


Julian: damn  Julian has a hicky around his mouth due to the pressure of the vacuum.  


Julian: God that hurt.  


(Albert shrugs his shoulders and walks away to wash out the deep conditioner  Julian picks up kitty and walks to kitchen, where he gets a beer from the fridge, he leaves the kitty in the fridge by mistake.  Fifteen minutes later...  Albert goes to get a glass of milk and screams.  Julian stumbles into the kitchen.)  


Julian: what?  


Albert: did you leave me cat in the fridge?  


Julian: no...uh yeah... sorry.  


Albert: Julian this is it! I want you to move out! I don't care if we went to a Swiss Boarding school together!  


Julian: But albert...  





To BE CONTINUED.... what will happen next time? will julian really have to move out? did the deep conditiong solution have the desired affects? stay tuned for more of The Really Odd Couple- Julian and Albert...		


	


 [Afternoon. Albert is in the living room carefully prising kat from his jeans. Julian walks in singing.]   


Julian: New York city cops, they ain't too smart.   


Albert: Oh Julian must you sing that all day? It's so...controversial. And look at these jeans! Kat fur is NOT the look I was going for.[to kat] Hold still my darling, nearly there. [continues to pull at the fur]   


Kat: MEOW!   


Julian: Whatever dude. Hey what's for dinner?   


Albert: Julian, we just ate like 30 minutes ago. [frees kat from jeans]   


Julian: Ha haha.[looking at Kat] It looks like a fuckin' hairball now.   


Albert: How can you laugh at poor Kat, it's your fault it's in this state.[to kat] hmmmmm....the fur will grow back darling. We're having steak for dinner, but you're having a small peice cos you're getting fat, and that is definately out this year. Look.   [shows Julian a copy of Vogue with the headline "Being fat is definately out this year"]   


Julian:[innocent voice] I can't help it Albie, you're just such a good cook and I love to eat your tasty meals. [bats eyelids and rubs his portly belly]   


Albert: [blushes] oh ok Jules, but promise me you'll try to lose some weight ok.   


Julian: ok Albie, I promise.   


[Albert goes to cook steak, Julian sits down to watch M*A*S*H and starts to chew on a copy of Vogue. The Kat has got itself stuck to a table leg.]   


Kat:Meow!  


 


Julain: Fuckin' loser kat.     [Albert is nearly in tears and Julian looks drunkenly confused.]   Julian : Look Albert, I'm sorry. Albie, don't be mad.  


Albert; Julian, it's just that it is so stressful living with you. You harrass my kat, you mop up your puke with my vintage pants,you chew on my vogue magazines... I just don't know if I can take it anymore.  


Julian: Oh Albie, we can work it out. I'll try harder, I promise. By the way, you're hair looks nice---very smooth.   [Albert smiles and touches his curls]   


Albert: Really Jules?  


Julian: Really Albie.  


Albert: Julian, if you can promise me not to ruin anymore of my pants and not to harrass my kitty, you don't have to move out.  


Julian: I promise I won't.  


Albert: Okay good. I am putting my faith in you. Well, I have to make dinner now. How does creme brulee sound for dessert? Oh, yeah Julian, go tape Pretty Woman for me, that's my favorite movie, it's on channel 5.  


Julian: Sure dude (thinking, "Pretty Woman? What the fuck?")  


[Albert hurries to make creme brulee and Julian walks to the den, turning on the tv and shoving the kitty of the couch.]  


Julian: Kat, stay the fuck off my couch.  


[ He stares at the kitty with his big brown eyes and wags his finger at it. Gives kitty a kick as scene fades out]  


