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Fade in: BLACKNESS. Recording of a woman's panting voice. SHE tries to speak despite her fast approaching orgasm.

WOMAN'S PANTING VOICE

It's over. You need to know that. Over.

I need a man. One who can fulfil my

needs, and Joe, you're not him.

As she speaks we fade up on an answering machine tape. Slowly pull back to a reveal a disheveled apartment, the walls covered with three huge posters of Phil Lynot, Sinead O' Connor and BONO. We hear a man quietly sobbing.

WOMAN'S PANTING VOICE

All this talk about record deals. How

many years now? Wake up Joe, nobody's

going to sign you - you're a loser. And

now that I've found Brian I realize what a winner is. Brian, say hello to Joe.

BRIAN'S PANTING VOICE

Oh! Yes! Right there - right there – Jesus get that phone out of my face will you!

WOMAN'S PANTING VOICE

No, I want him to listen to what he's lost.

The sobbing turn's to wailing as we reveal JOE, sitting on his raggedy bed, gripping his battered acoustic guitar, trying, in between sobs, to write a song. He stares at a jewellery box, with a ring in it. The answering machine stops as the lovers climax and the tape rewinds. JOE strums the guitar, looks at the poster of BONO, presses play on the answering machine, and as he hears "Hi Joe this is Caroline” he wails out the first line of his song.

JOE

She's gone left me, without a stitch,

Hate that lowdown dirty bitch.

Like a bald man, without his wig,

Hate that lowdown dirty pig.

She don't love me, forever more,

Hate that lowdown dirty whore.

Inside and out, and back to front,

Hate that lowdown dirty –

Just as the offending word is about to leave his mouth there’s a loud knocking at the door. Tears streaming down his face, JOE opens the door to his LANDLORD.

LANDLORD

What the hell's wrong with you?
JOE

My girlfriend left me.

LANDLORD

Heartbreaking - Where's my rent.

JOE

I was going to ask her to marry me.

LANDLORD

Devastating - Where's my rent?

JOE

Wanted her to have my children.

LANDLORD

Do I look like a fucking Samaritan?

Where's my rent?

JOE

I'm getting my welfare at two o'clock, and taking the ring back to the jewellers - I'll have it by then.

LANDLORD

You have one week - the rent in full or

you're out.

CUT TO:

JOE raising a toy plastic gun, with a rubber dart, to the side of his head as he watches a boyband and their MANAGER being interviewed on his battered old television.

INTERVIEWER (o/s)

You're single handedly responsible for

the explosion of boybands in this country.

JOE

You mean the death of music in this country.

MANAGER

These boys are going to be bigger than

The Beatles, bigger than Elvis.

The boyband cheer and whistle. JOE shouts at the television.

JOE

Have you no shame?

INTERVIEWER

With the most expensive launch of all 
(MORE)

INTERVIEWER(CONT'D)
time,what kind of future do you see for the band?

MANAGER

Music has become obscene but we are positive rolemodels. A band parents can trust – high morals, clean living and beautiful music. What more could you want?

JOE

Talent. Depth. Musicianship.

INTERVIEWER

Well, there you have it - the world premier of their debut single will be here next week on Junk TV - the last word to the boys.

BOYBAND

To all our fans - WE LOVE YOU!!!!

JOE shoots the rubber dart at the television. The television falls back and implodes. JOE cries again.

2
INT. SOCIAL WELFARE OFFICE - DAY
2
People queue. JOE has his guitar strapped to his back and is next in line. A WINO sneezes onto the back of his neck.

JOE

Forgot my card.

DOLE OFFICER

Name?

JOE

Joseph Gilbride.

As DOLE OFFICER rummages through the file, WINO sneezes again. JOE tries to control his temper.

DOLE OFFICER

Any proof of looking for work?

JOE

We've been through this already. I

work everyday. I'm an artist. My life

is my art and my art is my work.

WINO sneezes onto his neck again. JOE grits his teeth.

DOLE OFFICER

Well, this is my work, and you are no

longer entitled to claim welfare.

JOE

But my rent? You can't - I know my rights.

DOLE OFFICER

I too know your rights, and not only can I do this, I am doing this - Next.

JOE

You total scumbag. I'm an artist! Do you Hear me? This is my paintbrush. (guitar) An artist who will not compromise his gift for you. What do you know of pain? Of sacrifice? What do you know of art?

WINO sneezes onto the back of his neck. JOE screams and storms out of the dole office. WINO moves to the hatch.

WINO

Forgot my card too.

DOLE OFFICER

Name ?

WINO

Vincent Van Gogh.

CUT TO:

3
EXT. SOCIAL WELFARE OFFICE - DAY
3
JOE walks out into the dark rain, reaches into his pocket takes out the engagement ring and steps onto the road - in front of an oncoming car. He jerks back. The ring falls out of the jewellery box and the car wheel crushes it. The car stops, and two children and a woman get out, followed by the MANAGER of the boyband. Oblivious to JOE, MANAGER kisses his wife and kids goodbye and enters a house. JOE stares at the car for a moment, then smashes his guitar off the roof.

4
INT. MANAGER'S HOUSE - DAY
4
MANAGER takes a small, silver tinfoil package from his pocket, lays it on the table and unfolds it.

CUT TO:

JOE peering through a gap in the curtains from outside as the MANAGER rolls up a fifty pound note and snorts cocaine. JOE suddenly hears a noise and turns to see RENT BOY walking towards the house. JOE looks back in through the window. MANAGER takes 
another snort of cocaine, responds to the ringing doorbell, smiles, rubs his nose and exits the room.

CUT TO:

JOE'S foot - precariously placed on a slippery wet log.

CUT TO:

MANAGER re-enters with RENT BOY, hands him a fifty pound note and RENT BOY gets down on his knees. We can’t see from his waist down but MANAGER'S expression tells us that RENT BOY is pretty adept at fellatio.

CUT TO:

JOE, staring in. Suddenly he slips and falls. MANAGER runs to the window and opens the curtains.

CUT TO:

JOE hides behind a tree. He grabs a passing cat and throws it in front of the window. The cat squeals. MANAGER sees the cat. Satisfied, he closes the curtains.

CUT TO:

JOE comes through the bushes back onto the street, disturbed by what he's witnessed. He passes a drunken English stag party, dressed in 'Oirish' leprechaun gear.

ENGLISH BLOKE

Oi, Paddy, take our picture.

JOE is too dazed to refuse. He steps back to frame them.

ENGLISH BLOKE

No wait - don't record yet.

JOE examines the camera. The stag party try to climb on top of each other. When they look back up, they see that JOE has bolted with the camera.

CUT TO:

JOE, with the stag party in pursuit, runs to MANAGER’S house jumps in through the bushes, crouches down and watches the stag party charge past. Breathing a sigh of relief he is about to move away when he sees HUGH BLOKE, one of the stag party, moving towards the bushes. JOE freezes as HUGH BLOKE walks right up to where he is hiding. HUGH BLOKE stops, looks around, unzips, and then JOE feels it, and we hear it, and steam rises, as HUGE BLOKE urinates into the bushes. The cat that JOE threw earlier watches – purring with delight.

CUT TO:

The mini screen from the video camera pops into life as JOE 
moves towards the small gap in MANAGER'S curtains. We see the black and white grainy image of RENT BOY lying naked on the table. JOE zooms in. MANAGER, still dressed, stands above RENT BOY, pours some cocaine on his naked buttocks and snorts it off. RENT BOY unintentionally farts, causing the cocaine powder on his buttocks to puff up into the air. RENT BOY is deeply embarrassed and whispers an apology. MANAGER clears the air of foul scented cocaine and pours some more.

JOE

Sex, drugs, rock and hole.

5
EXT. STUDIO - DAY
5
Next day. A Production Assistant (P.A.), wearing a bright yellow security jacket, shouts into a walkie talkie. A television truck with JUNK TV written on it passes by.

P.A.

I don't care what you have to do,

keep the extras away from the band.

Provocatively dressed teenagers queue outside the entrance. JOE approaches the P.A.

JOE

Excuse me I'm looking for -

P.A.

Extras over there.

JOE joins the queue, standing behind SHARON and TRACEY - two sexy young ladies with the personalities of rothweilers.

SHARON

Would you ride the whole band for a

thousand quid?

TRACEY

I would yeah, but it'd take me awhile to get the money together.

They laugh loudly at their joke. JOE joins the laughter. SHARON and TRACEY stop laughing and look him up and down.

TRACEY

Not if yours was the last dick in Ireland.

6
INT. STUDIO - DAY
6
Cameras and lights are set up around a stage as extras file in. SHARON and TRACEY barge their way to the front of the stage. JOE 
looks at the side doors and sees P.A.s at all of them except one. He slides over to that door and enters.

CUT TO:

JOE creeping along the wall. He hears heavy breathing from a maintenance cupboard. The door is ajar and JOE peeks inside. A SEXY EXTRA is being seduced by a P.A.

SEXY EXTRA

Are you sure you can get me backstage?

They embrace and as JOE passes SEXY EXTRA takes the P.A.'s security jacket off. JOE takes two steps forward, then stops as he has an idea.

CUT TO:

JOE, confidently strolling through the security barriers, wearing the PA'S yellow security jacket.

7
INT. DRESSING ROOM - DAY
7
MANAGER gives a pep talk to the camp boyband – ROBO, NICKO, ANTO and DECKO.

MANAGER

Right geniuses, this is make or break – your shot at the title. People out there begging for us to take their money off them.Children, as yet unborn, lying in their mother's womb, will be weaned on your music. From the cradle to the grave, gentlemen, from the cradle to the grave.

The boyband cackle like hyenas. JOE steps into the room.

MANAGER

Alright, we'll be down in a minute. Now, I'm serious when I say –

He stops talking, wondering why JOE is still standing there.

MANAGER(contd.)

I said we'll be down in a minute.

JOE reaches inside his coat and takes out the camera. He shows manager the fold out screen and presses play. MANAGER reacts with horror. He tries to speak calmly to JOE.

MANAGER

What do you want?

JOE

I want to stop you. Stop you giving 
(MORE)

JOE(CONT'D)
birth to another bastard boyband. You will call off this video shoot. You will make a statement to the press that the band has broken up. You will say this was due to lack of talent.

NICKO

I beg your pardon, I have talent.

MANAGER

(screaming)

Your only talent is you have a twelve inch tongue and can breath through your ears, now SHUT THE FUCK UP !!

The boyband are stunned into silence by MANAGER'S outburst.

MANAGER

There has to be some compromise we...

JOE

I'm an artist. I don't compromise.

MANAGER

What kind of artist?

JOE

The kind that your type has made extinct. I 'm a musician, a singer and songwriter.

On hearing this MANAGER, in slow motion, turns to JOE, smiles, and raises a lascivious eyebrow. Camera shoots into MANAGER'S delighted eyeball, to blackness. We hear the INTERVIEWER speaking over a cheering crowd.

INTERVIEWER

And here tonight, as promised, the debut single from the hottest new band around.

Pull back from blackness to reveal what looks like the same eyeball but as we pull back further we see that it's JOE, sitting in his apartment, watching a massive new widescreen television. BONO looks on from the poster behind him. On the television ROBBO stares into camera, and begins the song.

ROBBO

She's gone, left me, without a stitch,

We recognise the first line from JOE'S song but instead of his original wailing version this has a sickly sweet boyband sound. The expression on BONO’S face behind JOE changes to one of confusion. NICKO is revealed next.

NICKO

Still love that modern day witch.

ANTO appears next. The crowd cheer wildly.

ANTO

Like a bald man, without his wig,

Next is JOHNO. BONO is frowning in the poster.

JOHNO

Adam watches Eve without a fig.

Suddenly JOE appears on the TV, clean shaven with a fancy new haircut, swaying to the music with mincing enthusiasm.

JOE

She wont love me forever more.

BONO is in a state of embarrassed shock in the poster. On TV the five boys sing together, the crowd screaming and cheering. There's a sudden pounding on the door. JOE gets up and without taking his eyes off the screen, reaches into his pocket, takes out a large wad of cash, opens the door to the LANDLORD, flings the money out the door and happily slams it shut.

On TV the five boys perform their perfectly choreographed dance routine. At the front SHARON and TRACEY look lustfully at JOE. He winks at them and they scream hysterically.

The telephone rings. JOE ignores it. The answering machine comes on. We hear CAROLINE'S voice on the machine. JOE is torn between answering or continuing to watch himself on TV.

WOMAN’S VOICE ON TAPE

Joe, hi, it's Caroline. My God I'm justwatching you on Junk TV here. What can I say? I mean wow! Look what I'm trying to say is maybe I made a mistake. Brian is..is...well he's not you. So I got to thinking maybe we could… you know.....

JOE jumps up, grabs the phone and rips it out of the wall. The answering machine goes dead. JOE sits down to watch the rest of the performance. He looks like one happy man. Out of the corner of his eye he looks up at the BONO poster.

JOE

Bono. Shut your hole.

THE END
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