BOGART MUTATIONS
<Black screen>

VOICEOVER- Things change, and people evolve.

<Cut to Martha writing in her diary.>

MARTHA- Dear diary.  I am Martha Bogart, and five days ago I mutated.

<Cut to school hallway>

PAMELA- So anyways, as I was saying... Martha?  What's up?

MARTHA- Gee whiz Pam.  I don't know.  Well, actually, you see, I'm feeling really empty at the moment.  There are these misplaced feelings of mine and they are starting to really affect my psychological balance.  I just don't feel like I know myself.

PAMELA- Oh.  Well, for you to move forward you first have to move back.

MARTHA- But Pamela, things change.  People evolve.  (She pauses) I need to tell you something that has been weighing heavily on my heart.

PAMELA- What are you trying to say, my dear friend?

MARTHA- We have to move on.  You have been my spirit, my supporting flagpole.  But things are going to change.  Tomorrow I am leaving for ________.  Promise me that no matter what happens in this life, you will always hold a special place in your heart for me.  It has been tearing me apart, but I know we'll always be connected.  You will always be my special friend, Pam.

<Cut to bus stop>

MARTHA- I guess this is goodbye.

PAMELA- Mother cooked some of her scrummy oatmeal cookies for you.

MARTHA- Oh golly gosh! (wipes away tear)  Farewell everybody.  ('everybody' = just Pamela)

(Martha gets on the bus.)

<Start stirring music>

OPENING CREDITS- Home and Away, The Cosby Show etc.  inspired credits.

<Cut to the bus.  It is putting along in the rain.  The stirring music is still playing.  Martha looks out the window and sighs.>

<Cut to ________.  Martha is getting off the bus.  (Fade out stirring music)>

MARTHA- I guess this is it.

<At the Bogart meeting hall>

DOUGAL- ...but we will fight back!  They may say that our custom of in breeding is repulsive, but that is no excuse for treating us like second-rate human beings.  We must break free of this hellish prison that they have us all enslaved in.  Our spirits must unite for one cause and someday we will rule the world, spreading the one true word- the word of in breeding and everything that makes up Bogartism.  

<He raises his arms to the heavens.  Start the stirring music again>

DOUGAL- No matter where life takes us Bogarts, we will always share a unique bond.

<The door opens.  Martha pokes her head in>

MARTHA- Hello.  (She looks around, then decides something)  Are.... no...I....I shouldn't be here.  I am sure my mere presence will just be a detriment to your happiness.  I am an outsider.  You didn't really ask me to come here, and I fear I just won't belong.  I apologise for my inconceivable coming.  I just don't think I am ready to accept the name Bogart.  Anyway, I am afraid that I will not live up to your expectations.  Goodbye.

<Martha leaves>

<Cut to Martha walking through a paddock.  She starts singing her song>

SONG

<When the song finishes she starts walking again>

<Cut to roaring dinosaur>

<Cut back to Martha>

MARTHA- Help! Help! (She puts her hands to her cheeks as she says this)

<Cut to Arthur, at the meeting>

ARTHUR- What's this I hear?  A damsel in distress?  What hey, old chap, chocks away! (He dashes out the door)

<Arthur approaches Martha on his conveyor belt>

ARTHUR- Never fear, my dear!  Keep your pecker up!

<Cut back to the dinosaur>

<Martha, lying bloodied on the ground, screaming>

<Back to dinosaur>

<Cut to Arthur>

ARTHUR- It's too late!  There's only one thing I can do!  (He puts his hand out in a very 'Roswell' way and points it at the dinosaur)

<The dinosaur blows over>

<Arthur steps off his conveyor belt and heads over to Martha>

MARTHA- What... what happened?

ARTHUR- Never fear, Arthur is here.

MARTHA- Arthur.  My hero!

ARTHUR- (nodding modestly) What what.

MARTHA- I will always be thankful for your act of kindness.  You and I- I guess we will always share a special bond.

ARTHUR- (looking slightly unsettled)  That's the spirit, what what, ah.... happy days and all that jazz.

MARTHA- Hey, Arthur?  I don't understand something.  How did you kill that dinosaur?  How?

ARTHUR- Oh dear, I just knew this question would be asked.  

MARTHA- Can you tell me?

<Arthur looks at her and slowly points his finger at the sky- also very Roswell-ish>

<Alien music starts (do do do do)>

<Cut to Lancelot sitting at his round table>

LANCELOT- Methinks Arthur art wayward.

<Cut to Doris attacking a sheep>

<Cut to Doris eating a dripping piece of red sheep meat>

<Cut to Doris picking her teeth with a knife>

<Doris then looks around until she catches sight of another sheep>

<Three shots of the sheep- One from far away, one from quite close to the sheep and one from right in front of it + drumroll>

<Cut back to the 'far away' shot, then start 'running' towards the sheep, as if it is being seen through Doris' eyes>

<Agrarian Reform and Medweena come out of the meeting>

AGRARIAN REFORM- Yo yo wassup Medweena!

MEDWEENA- Oh, hi Agrarian Reform!  Hey, I want to talk to you.

AGRARIAN REFORM- Bro?

MEDWEENA- Yeah I know.  Anyway, I'm worried about this Martha chick.  I mean, she just shows up out of the blue, claiming to be one of us.  I know it was Dougal who found out about her and brought her here, I know he's trustworthy and everything, but what about her?  If she stays here she could be our ruin.  She could devastate the complex eco-structure we have fought so hard to maintain.  She could own a gun.  She could have violently sadistic urges.  One day we could wake up and we would all be dead!  Or...she could cut off our noses and spite our faces and make us dance or she could lock us up in our houses and steal all our apples... or... she could....

<Threatening sfx start>

MEDWEENA- ...learn our secret.

<Close up of Medweena's face>

AGRARIAN REFORM- Yo bro, our secret?

MEDWEENA- Yes, Agrarian Reform.  

<Another close-up of Medweena's face>

MEDWEENA- Our secret.

<Cut back to Martha and Arthur.  Arthur still has his finger pointing at the sky>

MARTHA- What... you mean you're not... of this earth?

(Arthur takes his finger down)

ARTHUR- Oh no my dear, nothing so preposterous.

MARTHA- Oh.  (She looks disappointed.)  Then what?

ARTHUR- Hmm.  Well you see, it all started in the summer of 47.

MARTHA-What, you mean 1947?

ARTHUR- No, 47.  The Bogarts were doing some line dancing in the desert when they spied a weather balloon in the sky.  So then one of our ancestors, Jimbo, said "What what well blow me down, that looks like a jolly weather balloon."  And then, in a flash, the weather balloon beamed him up.

MARTHA- Oh.  What did they do then?

ARTHUR- They went back to their line dancing.

MARTHA- Mmm.  But things still don't add up.  I mean, it doesn't explain how you managed to kill the dinosaur just then.  What does the weather balloon have to do with that?

ARTHUR- Yes.  I get your drift.  I understand completely.  All too well.

(Martha takes his hand and looks deep into his eyes)

MARTHA- Is this hard for you, Arthur?

ARTHUR- No, no.  I must complete it.  It's just a very meaningful story to us Bogarts.  

MARTHA- Er... Things change, people evolve.

ARTHUR- Yes.  Well, it turned out that the beings in the weather balloon weren't very pleased with Jimbo old chap, and they beamed him down again.  Then.... the weather balloon zapped us.

MARTHA- Oh!

ARTHUR-  And as it zapped us, something deep within our bodies stirred.  We Bogarts have never been the same, because something incredible and unbelievable happened to every Bogart there.  We learned about inbreeding and all its benefits.  And as we in-bred, we mutated.

MARTHA- How did you mutate?

ARTHUR- Well, we can all do jolly things like manipulate the molecular structure of objects.  But we also have our own quirks.

MARTHA- Like what?

ARTHUR- Dougal, our leader, has a fetish for kilts. <Cut to Dougal's wardrobe>

ARTHUR- My good friend Agrarian Reform is a world-renowned expert on Henry the Eighth, and also fancies himself a skatie.  <Cut to Agrarian Reform on a skateboard, wobbling furiously>

ARTHUR- And his sister, Medweena, is a her-man.  <Cut to Medweena>

ARTHUR- My brother, Lancelot, never leaves his round table.  <Cut to Lancelot who is sitting at his round table, looking scared out of his wits>

LANCELOT- Arthur, Arthur, wherefore art my Arthur?

<Cut back to Arthur and Martha>

ARTHUR- Jimminy Cricket!  The meeting will have finished.  I'm supposed to meet Lancelot at his table!  Farewell my Martha.  May our paths cross again someday.  Chocks away!

<Arthur departs on his conveyor belt>

<Cut to FBI agent (Bob) outside meeting hall>

BOB- (speaking into his watch)  Bob to Gladys, over, Bob to Gladys, are you receiving me Gladys, extermination begins in...(checks watch on other hand)...26:00 hours.  Over.

<Cut to Medweena and Agrarian Reform walking along a road>

AGRARIAN REFORM- You knows... we is not met this Martha fella yet.

MEDWEENA- I know, Agrarian Reform.  We should probably get to know her properly before we pass judgement.

AGRARIAN REFORM- Bro.

MEDWEENA- Let's find Arthur, and see what he thinks of her.  OK, Ags, North, South, East or West?

AGRARIAN REFORM- Yo yo hit the west side.

<Cut to Lancelot at his table, reading a passage of Shakespearean writing>

<Arthur enters>

ARTHUR- What a jolly shameful old chap I am.  But don't fear, Lancelot old buddy old pal, keep your pecker up.  I'm here now.

LANCELOT- Oh spite!  Oh miserable wretched day! (Arthur pats Lancelot on the back)

ARTHUR- Now now old boy.

LANCELOT- Methinks a favour is wanting.

ARTHUR- I would do anything for you, brother Lancelot.

<Cut to Arthur playing the recorder and Lancelot dancing on the table>

<Medweena and Agrarian Reform are looking for Arthur>

MEDWEENA- Arth...ur!   Arth...ur!  Where are you Arthur?

(Agrarian Reform starts walking off)

AGRARIAN REFORM-  Arth...ur!  Where is ya, cuzzy bro?

MEDWEENA- Agrarian Reform!  To heel!

(Agrarian Reform trudges back to Medweena, making exaggerated gestures and muttering under his breath)

<Shot of Agrarian Reform and Medweena standing in the middle of a paddock.  Agrarian Reform has his skateboard under his arm and Medweena is looking through binoculars>

<They break away and start walking off in different directions>

(Agrarian Reform starts looking for Arthur in various places - under stones, up trees etc...)

(Medweena pulls out her walkie-talkie)

MEDWEENA- Med to Ag, repeat, Med to Ag, any sign of the fugitive? Over.

(Agrarian Reform makes more exasperated gestures and pulls his walkie talkie out of his back pocket>

AGRARIAN REFORM- You wanna piece of me, huh?  Come on, you wanna take this outside?

MEDWEENA- (talking into the walkie-talkie)  Agrarian Reform, you have your orders.  Now apply yourself.

AGRARIAN REFORM- (sigh, mumble)  (He picks up his skateboard and starts walking towards Medweena.

<Cut to Medweena and A-R walking together through the paddock>

<Cut to Medweena and A-R walking down the street- start 'happy' music>

<Cut to them crawling through a tunnel- you can still see them calling out 'Arthur'>

<Cut to Medweena and A-R up a tree, then walking along a fence, then crawling through the bushes.  They are still calling out 'Arthur'>

<Stop 'happy music'>

<Cut to Martha.  She is still sitting on her hill, staring off into the distance>  

<Cut back to Agrarian Reform and Medweena riding tandem on a skateboard.  They are attempting to ride up a hill, but keep rolling back>

<Cut back to Martha.  Stirring background music starts>

<Cut to Medweena and Agrarian Reform who are still attempting to get up the slope.  The background music stops>

<Back to Martha, background music starts again>

<Back to Medweena and Agrarian Reform, background music stops>

MEDWEENA- (getting off the skateboard and starting to walk up the hill)  All my life I have been a good sister to you, Agrarian Reform.  But I just give you one simple command- to get me up this slope, and you can’t do it.  (She stops walking and turns around.)  Agrarian Reform Bogart, you are fired.

(Agrarian Reform blinks and looks confused)

(Medweena walks to the top of the slope and looks around.)

<Pan around from the top of the slope.  Doris can be seen (covered in blood) chasing a chicken, then the camera pans around a bit more and Martha comes into view>

<Zoom in to Martha.  She sighs and lies down on the grass.  Medweena and Agrarian Reform walk towards her.  When they get to Martha they step over her and keep walking>

MARTHA- Oh what a meager, depressing, irrelevant existance.

MEDWEENA- (Walking off, talking to Agrarian Reform) So, no sign of Arthur then?

MARTHA- Arthur?  Arthur?  Arthur!  That lion hearted steed of gentle birth?  That gallant gentleman?  (Turns to Medweena and Agrarian Reform)  Please, don’t leave me out here in the cold.  (The sun is shining brightly and it is a very hot day.) There’s so much I want to say to him.  Could you find it in your hearts to give a poor, wretched Martha some comfort? Please?  PLEASE!  Take me to Arthur!

AGRARIAN REFORM- Hey bro.  Y’knows we is actually looking for me ol’ cuzzy bro.

MARTHA- Then may I join you?

<In the background people can be seen getting airlifted off the ground>

<Cut to Martha, Agrarian Reform and Medweena on the skateboard, riding off into the distance.  Doris runs in front of the camera>

MARTHA- Please, I do not wish to interrupt this fragile peace with my meaningless mumbles, but I fear you may go astray if you don’t hear them.

AGRARIAN REFORM- What?

(Note- Agrarian Reform could be wearing a motorbike helmet while he is on the skateboard)

MARTHA- Arthur said he would meet his brother at the ‘table.’

MEDWEENA- What do you mean?

MARTHA- Elementary, my dear ….?

MEDWEENA- ….Medweena.

MARTHA- Medweena.  Anyway, we just look at different tables until we come to the one Arthur is at.

MEDWEENA- Genius!  Absolute Genius!

<Medweena, Martha and Agrarian Reform look under a series of tables.  The ‘happy’ music from before starts up again>

<Back to Arthur and Lancelot acting out Shakespeare on the round table.  They do this for a while, until they are interrupted by Medweena, Martha and Agrarian Reform, who come in the door>

ARTHUR- Why hello, my dear fellows!  What hey!

LANCELOT- And what happening doth bring these merry wanderers to my humble abode?

(Lancelot falls off the table.  As he tries to save himself, he accidentally presses a button which makes a loud noise go off.  Everyone sits down after hearing this noise>

MARTHA- Let us sit here at this table and reminisce about the good old days.  When grass was green and trees were brown.  When our only worry was world peace, when my main ambition in life was to live it to the fullest.  When the sun shone and the lambs frolicked.

ARTHUR- Oh, yes.  I remember well.  Those carefree days in the moonshine.  How absolutely spiffing they were.  And those picnics of yesteryear- when we danced and sang and consumed ginger pop and scrumptious currant buns with lashings of whipped cream.

AGRARIAN REFORM- Yeah, true, bro.  Yo and I hung wit me homies.

MEDWEENA- There never were any homies, Agrarian Reform.  You’re a loner.

(Agrarian Reform makes strangulated noises and starts to walk out)

LANCELOT- Return, I beg of thee.

(Agrarian Reform swallows and walks out the door)

MARTHA- (To Medweena)  That was extremely inconsiderate of you.

MEDWEENA- He’ll be back.  You see, when he mutated (said quickly when she realizes that Martha is in the room), so did his short term memory.  Whenever he gets really upset, it’s not long before he forgets what he’s upset about.

MARTHA- So when did (to Medweena) YOU Mutate?  How did it feel?

(Arthur glances at Medweena)

(Medweena glances at Arthur)

(Arthur glances at Medweena again)

(Martha is still looking at Medweena, waiting for her question to be answered.)

(Arthur pulls out a piece of paper, writes a few sentences on it then pulls an envelope out of his pocket and puts the letter in it, he then also pulla a stamp out of his pocket, licks it and sticks it on the envelope.  He gets up and gives it to Medweena.)

(Medweena pulls a letter opener out of her hair, opens the envelope and pulls out the letter.  She reads the first few lines in a whisper, then an ‘Arthur voiceover’ reads the rest.)

Dear Medweena,

I realize I should have consulted you before revealing our most secret secret.  And I realize that I am not living up to my spiffing reputation at the moment, but I had to tell her that we… mutate.  She needs to be informed, what what, and she IS related to us.

MEDWEENA- (Muttering to herself)  She’s actually a Bogart?

(Letter) Oh, yes.  I looked it up in the family tree before she arrived.

MEDWEENA- But she can’t suddenly come here and decide to become one of us.  The fate of the world is at stake.  She could betray us!

(Letter) …but things change and people evolve.  And what hey, the world moves on.

Yours faithfully, your jolly spiffing cousin, Arthur.

(Medweena folds the letter up.)

<Agrarian Reform comes back in the door>

AGRARIAN REFORM- Hey, what’s this?  Is you having a meeting wit’out me?  Look, I knows I has nothing to offer but this still isn’t fair.  I is your cuzzy bro, Arthur.  Why didn’t you tell me about this?

ARTHUR- Sit down, Ag. (Agrarian Reform shrugs and sits down at the table)

MEDWEENA-Right.  Let’s have a meeting.

(Lancelot walks outside and calls out ‘CRISPIN!!’)

(Lancelot sits back down.  There is a knock on the door a few seconds later)

<Crispin the secretary enters>

MEDWEENA- Oh good, Crispin’s here.  (Crispin walks to the table, sits down and pulls out a typewriter)

MEDWEENA- Right.  The meeting of Arthur, Lancelot, Medweena, Agrarian Reform, ah… Martha and Crispin the secretary has officially begun.

(Crispin starts typing)

MEDWEENA- Any correspondence since last meeting?

ARTHUR- Oh yes.  I did receive an awfully jolly letter from the Shunsky family yesterday.  You will remember Yorrick Shunsky, who was eaten by my sister Doris whilst he was holidaying here last year?

LANCELOT- Alas, poor Yorrick.  I knew him well.

MARTHA- And what did they write?

ARTHUR- Just the usual ‘what what’ about locking up Doris and getting the FBI onto us.  Actually, the FBI haven’t attacked us for nearly a year.  I hope they aren’t cooking up another plan to get rid of us.

MARTHA- Oh dear…

ARTHUR- I say!  It is rather rum.

<Cut to a long, shady driveway.  A car pulls up and out steps an FBI agent (Irene)>

IRENE- (Pulling off her shoe and speaking into it) Any news?  Over.

<Cut to another agent, Quentin, who is sitting up a tree>

QUENTIN- We have them surrounded.  Permission to move in, Irene?   Over.

<Back to Irene>

IRENE- No, not quite yet, Quentin.  Have you contacted agents Bob and Gladys yet?

<Back to Quentin>

QUENTIN- Not yet, Irene, not yet.

<Cut back to the ‘meeting’>

ARTHUR- (shuffling papers and standing up) Righty-ho then, I feel we’ve accomplished everything.  (Nods towards Crispin) Thankyou Crispin.  (Nods towards Medweena)  Thankyou Medweena.  (Nods towards Agrarian Reform)  Thankyou, Agrarian Reform.  (Nods towards Martha)  Thankyou Martha.  (Nods towards Lancelot) Thankyou Lancelot.

(Everyone stands up and shakes hands, then starts to leave.)

MEDWEENA- (Calling out as everybody leaves) Don’t forget the drill tomorrow, everybody, 6:37 sharp.

<Slow, sweeping shot of rolling green hills.  Then the camera turns around a bit more and Martha can be seen walking down to the riverside.  Cue (heavy metal?) music>

(Martha dangles her feet in the water whilst staring into the distance.  She still has her sneakers on.  She sits here for a while, turning around periodically as if she is hoping someone will appear.)

<The music stops and a few seconds later, a new song starts playing>

(Martha is still waiting.  Finally she gets up, sighs and starts walking back)

<Cut to Arthur on his conveyor belt, heading for Martha>

(Martha quickly heads back to the river and resumes her previous wistful pose.)

<Arthur comes to the end of the conveyor belt.  He steps off and walks over to Martha>

ARTHUR- Why hello, my dear.  (Martha turns around and looks surprised to see Arthur.)

MARTHA- Hi.

ARTHUR- Jolly good evening, isn’t it?

MARTHA- Yes.

ARTHUR- Perfect conditions for a fox hunt.

MARTHA- If we had foxes.

ARTHUR- Ha ha, yes.

MARTHA- Ha ha ha.

ARTHUR- Ha ha.

MARTHA- Ah.

ARTHUR- HA ha.

MARTHA- We could play croquet…

ARTHUR- Oh golly gosh yes.  Let’s.

MARTHA- Yes.

ARTHUR- So…

(Martha suddenly grasps Arthur by the shoulders)

MARTHA- Arthur, please, just sit here for a while and talk to me, about our meager, depressing, irrelevant existences.  (They both sit down by the river.)

MARTHA- Ever since the rest of my family was moved into a mental hospital and I cam here, I have felt like I don’t belong.  I mean, I know nothing about your customs, your lives, your… mutations.

<Cue beginning of song.  Martha stares off into the distance, then starts singing>

SONG

<End song.  They lean in to each other, but just then a potato flies past and knocks Martha out.  Arthur turns around and sees agents Bob and Gladys having a barbeque at the top of the hill.  Their table is on a lean and potatoes keep rolling off it>

<Bob pulls out a notebook and ticks something>

BOB- Phase one, begun.

<Arthur dons some jodhpurs, slings Martha over his shoulder and heads back>

<They arrive outside his white-picket fence house>

ARTHUR- Here we are, my dear.  (Martha stirs) You’ll be staying here at my house, Martha.  Rather spiffing, is it not?  (Martha stirs again.)  (And again.)

(Arthur carries Martha inside.)

<Inside the house.  They come to a door.  Arthur opens it, carries Martha in and lays her on the bed.  She stirs, then falls back onto the pillow>

<Shot of sunset.  ‘Lullaby’ music starts up.  Begin montage of everyone going to bed.  Dougal puts on a tartan night-cap and goes to sleep, Crispin gets into bed with his typewriter tucked in next to him, Medweena dons a caveman outfit and crawls into a cave, Agrarian Reform get into a frilly nightie and glides over to a grand four poster bed, Lancelot takes off his helmet and falls asleep (on the round table), Doris is still awake- she is crawling through long grass with night-vision goggles on. Arthur climbs into a hammock and starts snoring (really loudly).  Martha is still sleeping.  She occasionally mutters odd quotes under her breath>

<Black screen.  A few seconds pass then Medweena can be heard shouting through a megaphone- “Wakey wakey, rise and shine, morning everybody, the sun is brightly shining…>

<Cut to Medweena outside in her army gear, pacing back and forth.  She is still shouting into the megaphone>

MEDWEENA- …have a happy day, guten morgen, bonjour, cock a doodle doo, aloha, morning has broken…(this continues as everyone slowly emerges)

(Medweena stops, makes a hard turn to face the others and pulls out a clipboard.  She begins calling the roll.)

MEDWEENA- Agrarian Reform?

AGRARIAN REFORM- Yo.

MEDWEENA- Lancelot?

LANCELOT- (He is sitting on his round table) adsum.  ita vero.  canis est in via

MEDWEENA- Arthur?

ARTHUR- Present.

MEDWEENA- Doris?

<Cut to Doris standing over a barbeque.  She is trying to lift a struggling cat onto it>

MEDWEENA- No Doris?  (She leans over her clipboard and scribbles something on it, then begins to pace again.)  And where is our new recruit; Martha?

ARTHUR- Martha?

MEDWEENA- Martha? (She lifts the megaphone to her mouth)  Martha?  You have ten seconds to get out here.  10…9…8…7…

<Cut to Martha’s dream- all the Bogarts are dressed up as telletubbies.  They are holding hands and dancing around in a circle>

<Then cut to Medweena-tubby and Martha-tubby in a spaceship.  They shake violently back and forth, Medweena-tubby starts a countdown...10...9...8...7...6...5...4...>

<Martha wakes with a violent shudder, because Britney Spears (or someone equally as terrible) is playing on the radio.  Martha dives out of bed with a loud, drawn out Noooo! And rips the radio from the wall.  She spins it around then lets go of it.  It flies out of the window.  A few seconds later Doris can be heard letting out a loud noise.  Then her bloodied face appears at the window>

<A few fast shots of Doris chasing Martha outside>

<Martha runs towards Medweena and the others>

MEDWEENA- Oh, look who's here.  Miss 'I don't care that Medweena and the others are waiting for me.'  Well I am here to tell you that this is your first and last warning, missy. 

MARTHA- I hate to be the one to burst this whole subtextual bubble that you are living in, but I need to ask why my mere presence is suddenly a detriment to your happiness.

(Martha starts crying.  Agrarian Reform starts crying.  Arthur starts crying.  Lancelot starts crying.  Medweena starts crying.  They all have a group hug then they each walk off in different directions.  Martha sits down and Arthur walks over to her.)

ARTHUR- Hullo Martha.

MARTHA- Hi.

ARTHUR- Fancy meeting you here.

MARTHA- Yes.  Fancy that.

ARTHUR- About last night...

MARTHA- Mmm?

ARTHUR- I just, I just wanted to tell you that-

MARTHA- What?

ARTHUR- That...

MARTHA- That...

(Arthur clears his throat)

(Martha clears her throat)

ARTHUR- Erm...well...you're...a...(blurts this out) very good singer.

MARTHA- (Looks distressed) You... you can't mean it.

(Arthur looks at her with an apologetic expression)

MARTHA- Do you have any idea of the monumental implications of that meaningless little impulse?  The ripple effect that it could create on our small but fragile universe?

(Arthur's lip starts to quiver.)

MARTHA- I...I must get back to the drill.

ARTHUR- But, what about...

MARTHA- Things change, people evolve, Arthur.  Goodbye.  (She gets up and walks back to Medweena, who is doing various stretches.)

MEDWEENA-  Good morning Martha.

MARTHA- Morning, Medweena.

MEDWEENA- I, ah, heard about the potato incident.  How's your head?

MARTHA- Fine, yeah.

MEDWEENA- Cool bananas. (Threatening sfx start after she says this, zoom in to Martha's shocked face.)

MARTHA- Hey, Medweena, I just wanted to... to apologise for my shocking behavior at last night's meeting.  I guess I was so wrapped up in my own thoughtless behavior that I totally forgot to not be thoughtless.  I'm sorry.  It was completely thoughtless.

MEDWEENA- I've lost you.

MARTHA- You know...coming out with that question, asking you how you mutated, over-stepping the boundaries...

(Medweena has a very serious look on her face)

MEDWEENA- Yes.

MARTHA- ...but I want you to know that I am truly sorry.  What went wrong?  Why haven't we become good friends?

(Medweena sits down.)

MEDWEENA- Martha, it's just that I have...fears.  I fear that your coming may be our undoing.  I fear that you may help shatter this fragile peace.  I fear that you could influence us all, that you could destroy our beliefs and society as we know it.

MARTHA- You know I wouldn't do that.

MEDWEENA- Mmm.

MARTHA- Friends?  (She puts out her hand to help Medweena up)

MEDWEENA- Well...

MARTHA- I promise I won't destroy the Bogarts.

MEDWEENA- OK then.  (She looks up at Martha, salutes and gets to her feet.  Then she says in her megaphone:)

MEDWEENA- Back to the drill, everyone!  Chop chop!

(She shouts out a few cryptic commands then everyone starts line dancing)

<Pan around to show all the FBI agents huddling beside a bush>

IRENE- Right.  We've got them in our grasp.

BOB- Smashing.  So what's the plan?

GLADYS- Ahem.  (She has obviously forgotten to come up with one)

(Quentin coughs when they all look at him, then they all look at Bob who also coughs, then Irene coughs, then they all cough- perhaps a coughing 'harmony')

<Doris appears.  She is dragging a dead body on a trolley behind her>

QUENTIN- (Turning to Gladys) Who's she?

 (Gladys checks in a handbook)

GLADYS- Hmm.  Judging from my handbook, this should be Doris Bogart.

IRENE- Doris?

GLADYS- Apparently.  Although... (checks her notebook)...I don't hear her emitting any strange noises.

DORIS- Yoy.

GLADYS- OK, I think that's her.

QUENTIN- (Calling to Doris)  Hey, ah, Doris, come here.  We've got something for you.  

(Doris skips over)

IRENE- (Checks handbook)  Apparently you enjoy slaughtering people, Doris.

DORIS- He he he I'm a good girl.

QUENTIN- Look Doris, we need some help here.  Are you willing to help us?

DORIS- He he I'm a good girl.

BOB- (Whispering to the others)  What are you doing?

GLADYS- Something we really should have thought of long ago.

QUENTIN- (To Doris) ...what would you say if we offered you the opportunity to slaughter some people, Doris?

DORIS- Yoy.

IRENE- You see, we are having trouble working out how to kill off your relatives.

GLADYS- (Nudging Irene) Did you have to be so honest?

IRENE- ...I mean, they are a real menace to society, and frankly my dear we would be better off without them.

QUENTIN- So can you help us Doris?  Wouldn't you just love to slaughter them all?

DORIS- (Blink)

GLADYS- We'll, ah, give you sheep....

DORIS- OK!

<She skips over to the others who are still doing the drill>

<Happy 'playground' music starts up.  From here on the camera work becomes increasingly shaky and disjointed>

<Doris runs first to Lancelot.  He turns in slow motion to greet her.  As he does this Doris puts a finger to each of her temples and shuts her eyes tight (as if she is concentrating really hard)  Lancelot gasps and falls down to the ground.  Doris crouches down beside him, pulls a napkin out of her pocket and tucks it into her collar.  She then pulls a knife and fork out of her pocket and is about to start eating Lancelot when she catches sight of Arthur running towards her.  She snaps around and dives at him.  She gets him to the ground then heads towards Medweena, Martha and Agrarian Reform>

AGRARIAN REFORM- Medweena!  You're the strongest of us all!  We're counting on you!

<Medweena squeaks and runs off in the opposite direction.  Doris tackles Martha who cries 'Help! Help!'  Agrarian Reform tucks his jacket into his pantaloons and runs in slow motion to save her>

AGRARIAN REFORM- Nooo!

MARTHA- Save yourself!

AGRARIAN REFORM- I can't afford to lose you!

MARTHA- What???

AGRARIAN REFORM- I mean...

MARTHA- You... you spoke properly!

<Zoom into Doris, who is starting to bite into Martha's arm>

<Agrarian Reform keeps running towards Martha and Doris.  When he reaches them he pushes Martha away and says 'run!'>

MARTHA- But...

AGRARIAN REFORM- Save yourself!

<Doris turns on Agrarian Reform but he fights back and manages to ovecome her.  When she has been thrown to the ground he skateboards over to Martha (who is watching in horror) and sweeps her off her feet>

MARTHA- My hero!

<They both collapse.  Cut to shot of the 'battlefield' - everyone is lying on the ground, bloodied and broken.  Then cut to Agrarian Reform, Martha and Arthur all lying in beds in a row (in that order)  They are all in traction>

<Arthur and Agrarian Reform both look at Martha, trying to summon up courage to talk to her.  They are trying their hardest to look attractive (but it isn't working)  Martha is in the middle, looking very uncomfortable>

<VOICEOVER- (Martha) I found myself sandwiched between my destiny- between my head and my heart.  I mean, my brain was telling me one thing and my heart was telling me another.  I was being forced to turn this self-aware adult perception on myself and I realised that things may change, and people may evolve, but those vital organs of mine are still incompatible and I just can't get it together.  And I wish I could because I'm so scared of what may happen if I don't>

<One last shot of Martha (in traction) slowly looking at Agrarian Reform and then at Arthur.  She looks as if she is thinking really hard, then she puts her head in her hands>

<Cut to the FBI agents who are still huddled by a bush.  Quentin is wiping blood off Doris, who is contentedly gnawing on a sheep>

BOB- So, do we give up?

GLADYS- Oh no Bob.  Our work here is not yet done.  We will keep fighting against the Bogarts and one day they will be forgotten and the world will be a much safer place.  There won't be the constant threat of havoc caused by those deranged mutants, and no one will be forced to withdraw from mainstream society.  We must have courage, Bob, and we must have strength.  Strength to destroy the Bogarts.

IRENE- And it is a shameful but true fact that we will still require Doris' help.

BOB- Unless... (he pulls out his walkie talkie) Bob to Gladys, repeat, Bob to Gladys, extermination begins in...(checks watch) ...6 days.

<Cut to the living room.  Medweena is sitting on a couch knitting.  Lancelot stiffly walks in, dragging his table behind him.  Martha walks in on crutches.  She is closely followed by Agrarian Reform, Crispin and Arthur, who are staring daggers at each other.  Everyone except Medweena (and Crispin) is covered in bandages.  Everyone who can sit, sits.  Once they are seated they all glare at Medweena, who, feeling uncomfortable, leaves.>

MARTHA- (after a period of silence)  Well... I guess things will never be the same again.

(Agrarian Reform and Crispin stand up.  Agrarian Reform starts speaking in cryptic homie-speak, so Crispin starts translating for him)

AGRARIAN REFORM/ CRISPIN- Actually, I have made a decision.  I'm finding it really hard for me to fit in.  And I think that for me to move forward, I first have to move back.  I have to find my true identity.  I has been thinking about this a lot, Martha, and I is thinking that it is time I leave.  I are going on a quest for me homies.

ARTHUR- But my dear Agrarian Reform, why do you want to find homies?

AGRARIAN REFORM/ CRISPIN- (Looking down at his hands)  I was lying down in bed y'know, and suddenly I remembered things I had forgot for many years.  And I remembers something Medweena said to me last night.  Something about me not having no homies.  And I realised that I can't really be Agrarian Reform until I can truly embrace my roots.  

<He stands up and shakes everyone's hands.  When he gets to Arthur he pauses before shaking his hand and saying "See yer later, cuzzy bro."  When he gets to Martha he says "I will return my dear Martha, some day when you least expect it." (Martha looks worried)>

AGRARIAN REFORM- Don't forget me, Martha.

<Agrarian Reform and Crispin get up to leave.>

CRISPIN- Excuse me Lancelot, but I was just revising the minutes of last meeting and there were a few things I wished to go over.

LANCELOT- Ah yes.  The matter doth become evident.  I shall be right with you.

<Lancelot follows Agrarian Reform and Crispin out, dragging his table behind him.  They all exit, leaving Arthur and Martha alone>

MARTHA- Well, er, it's been a funny couple of days, eh Arthur?

ARTHUR- I'd say.

MARTHA- Yeah.  Oh well, things are sure to quieten down in the next few weeks, don't you think?

ARTHUR- No.

MARTHA- Oh.

ARTHUR- Look, my Martha.  I don't think you should stay here any longer.  The world is not safe.

MARTHA- But...I don't care.  I want to stay here with you.

ARTHUR- You can't.

MARTHA- Why not?

ARTHUR- I... I've been meaning to tell you.

MARTHA- Tell me what?

ARTHUR- That you can't stay here much longer.

MARTHA- But why?  I don't understand!  Things just seemed to be settling down!

ARTHUR- My dear Martha, it has nothing to do with you.  It is just about your mutation.

MARTHA- What?  I'm not mutated!

ARTHUR- Oh, blimey no.  But if you stay here any longer you will be.

MARTHA- Oh.  (pause)  But why?

ARTHUR- Ah... well... you see, I'm sort of.... contagious.

MARTHA- Then...?

(She motions towards the door)

ARTHUR- We all are.

MARTHA- Oh.

ARTHUR- If you stay here any longer you will mutate and you will never be accepted in society again.  You will be forced to hide here with the rest of us Bogarts, fearing every day that we might be attacked.

(Martha looks at him and becomes upset)

<Orchestra starts warming up>

MARTHA- Fine.  Well I'm glad you chose to tell me now, when I was just starting to get settled in.  (She glares at Arthur)  Goodbye Arthur.  I guess I'll just have to live with Pam.

ARTHUR- This doesn't have to be goodbye.

MARTHA- I think it does.

(She walks out of the room and slams the door after her.

ARTHUR- Martha!

MARTHA- (from other side of the door)  Things change Arthur, evolve.

(Arthur starts weeping melodramatically.  He throws himself onto the couch and shakes back and forth.)

<Orchestra starts playing epic music>

<Begin montage of scenes>

<Martha packing her things into a red spotted handkerchief and tying it onto the end of a stick>

<Agrarian Reform getting on the bus>

<Doris watching a really violent movie and taking down notes.  She is also plucking a chicken>

<Lancelot at his table, potting plants>

<Crispin looking over a computer catalogue, then packing his typewriter into a box that looks like a rubik's cube.  He pauses and puts a really deep expression on his face>

<Medweena in her cave, slowly removing her war-paint>

<Back to Martha, who is slowly walking away from the Bogarts.  As she is walking, voiceovers of various people start playing-

ARTHUR- (1) Never fear, my dear.  Arthur is here.  (2) Yes, we have all mutated.

LANCELOT- (3) Alas, poor Yorrick.

MARTHA- (4) Do you have any idea of the monumental implications of that meaningless little impulse?  (5) I promise I won't destroy the Bogarts.

MEDWEENA- (6) But... things change, people evolve.

ARTHUR- (7) Things change, people evolve, what what.

MARTHA- (8) Things change, Arthur.  Evolve.

(Martha puts her hands to her ears)

VOICEOVER- Evolve.  Evolve.  Evolve evolve evolve.>

(Martha sits down and starts thinking.  She stares back at Arthur's house with a half-wistful look on her face.  She does this for a while and then stands up as if she has suddenly decided something.  She turns towards Arthur's house and starts power walking back there.)

<Orchestra music (which has been playing quietly this whole time) swells.  Martha could start walking in slow-mo?>

<Cut to Arthur in his living room, muttering to himself.>

ARTHUR- Ah well old chap.  She's gone now.  If only the fate of the world was not at stake.  If only the FBI didn't see us as such a threat to the world.  If only they didn't fear our mutations.  Oh Arthur old codger, then things would be so jolly.  (He lets out a big sigh) But I suppose things change, and some things slip away.  (He looks as if he is about to start singing, but just then there is a knock on the door.  He walks over to it and opens it to reveal Martha standing on the doorstep.)

ARTHUR- You came back!

MARTHA- Yes, my Arthur.  I did.

ARTHUR- But... why?

MARTHA- (She puts her hand to her chest in a grand/patriotic gesture)  I stood in the fields of gold, the cool summer breeze running through my hair with silky fingers, with the shimmering sun glinting on the drops of dew, and I realised that...

ARTHUR- Mmm?

MARTHA-  I can't escape myself.  I can't run.  I can't hide from the truth.

(Arthur also puts his hand to his chest)

MARTHA- I am a Bogart.  And if being a Bogart means that I have to stay here and... mutate, then so be it.

ARTHUR- Gee.

MARTHA- Yes, cousin Arthur.  I AM BOGART!!! (They embrace)

<Start REALLY stirring music.  (Perhaps more of the orchestra music from before)>

ARTHUR- Oh Martha.  The biggest mistake I ever made was to think that I could let you go.

<Cut to black screen.  Stop music>     

<VOICEOVER- I'm Martha Bogart, and five days ago I mutated>

<Cut to Martha waking up and walking over to the mirror>

MARTHA- (Seeing her reflection) Nooooo!!!!!

(Martha has mutated into a punk, complete with heavy piercings and a mohawk.)

<THE END>

<End Credits>

<Cut to dance hall.  All the Bogarts are dancing>

<Cut to random action scene>

<Cut to living room scene + blipping noise>

<VOICEOVER- Next week, on Bogart Mutations.  Does Agrarian Reform find his homies?  Will Martha explain why she is so sensitive about her singing?  Will Crispin discover life after typewriters?  All will be revealed... on the hard-hitting, real life drama that is.... Bogart Mutations.

