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Scene I: Bed time for Twats-O!


-----------------------------------------


[It is now Twatson's turn in the hospital bed, healing from a stab wound to his chest from a near fatal sacrifice attempt by Shirlock's Nephew. He is seen lying in his bed alone in the hospital room, reading a card Shirlock wrote him. The camera zooms in on the card inscription. It reads...





  "Dear Twatty,


Ya can't even sit two tots without being your own casualty. I hope you die.





  Shirlock"





 Twatson begins to sob and blows his nose in the card. He slips the card into a new envelope, seals it and places it on a nightstand next to the bed. He takes a razor blade from the same stand and tries to slit his wrists. But before gets to, he feels a bowel movement coming and grabs his bedpan. The Chief and Shirlock now enter his room.]





Chief & Holmes: SURPRISE!





[Twatson is startled and drops his bed pan, thus making a loud clanging noise through out the entire hospital floor.]





Hlms: I bet ya didn't expect us now, did ya?





Twtsn: [He thinks and remembers something] Oh, you’re just in time! Ya know that nurse that you thought fancied ya?





Hlms:  [surprised look] Wha..? Yeah?





Twtsn: She left ya a note! [Hands Holmes the card he just sealed] Open it later in private! That's what she wanted.





Hlms:  Thanks ole pal! Ya know that card I sent ya were just a joke, didn't ya?





Twtsn: [fake laugh] Oh, yea, Ha Ha. You’re a riot, you are.





Hlms: The Chief has something to say, don't ya Chief? [Elbows the Chief]





[The Chief is watching the TV and isn't paying attention to the other two] 





Chf:   Did you say something Holmes?





Hlms: You said you had something to tell Twatson, remember?





Chf:    [Finally remembers] Oh yes, your promotion! Due to your heroic act of helping nab Edward the nannie, the Law Enforcement board decided to promote you from the rank of Assistant Inspector to Inspector! What do you think about that?





Twtsn: [Clutching his chest] Can I celebrate later? Don't mind me, but I'm in quite bit of pain at the moment.





Hlms: [looking at an X-ray of Twatson's chest] Blimey! What the hell did they do to ya?





Twtsn: Well, the doctor said they had to replace my stabbed heart with a baboon’s heart. He said I should have no major problems, except for one slight side affect.





Chf:     And that is...





Twtsn: I'd rather not talk about it right now, if you don't mind. [He roll's over half way in his bed and tries to look at his arse, thus making a dreadful grimace. The other two Dic's make the same face] Yeah, ole Doctor Bonzo says I'll be ready to leave in a week or so. [He begins picking and eating things from his scalp.] I've had this strange craving for maggots and termites. I wonder why? [Scratches himself like an ape]





Chf:    Hopefully it will pass. It's probably just temporary trauma from your operation. Anyway, I was wondering if you could sign these documents? This endorses your part in the last case you helped solve. This also signifies your new rank. Without your penning, we can't promote you. [He hands Twatson some papers to sign. Twatson signs them and gives them back]





Twtsn: It's about bloody time! All these years on the force, and not one bit of incentive, until now that is! At least I won't have to take orders from Shirlock any more!





Hlms:  That's what you think! Enough of the good news, now for the BAD bits. The chief is retiring and I've been chosen to take his place. Meet your new supervisor, Twatty! 





[Holmes reach's out to shake Twatson's hand. As soon as he does, a clump of shit hits Holmes right in his face. The camera turns to Twatson as he is jumping, hooting and screaming like a chimpanzee. The heart transplant has obviously stricken Twatson with some serious side effects. A doctor with two helpers enters the room to control Twatson. They strap him down to his bed and tranquillise him with a syringe.]





Dctr:  He's been doing this all week. I'm sure it will fade sooner or later. [Handing the chief a bunch of bananas] Leave these here for when he awakes. It seems to calm him down for some reason





Chf:   No problem Doc, will do! 





[The chief and Holmes stare at Twatson one more time and leave the room.]


  


























Scene II: The Beginning of the End?


-----------------------------------





[The view changes back to Holmes's Office with Twatson and Holmes sitting at their desks. Twatson is reading a book plainly title "Simians; Our Distant Cousins". A bin in the corner of the room is over flowing with banana peels.]





Hlms:  Well, I'm glad your appetite's back to normal. [Looks at the banana peels] At least you’re not stuffing them down your crotch like you usually do!





Twtsn: [He opens the front of his trousers and pulls out a bunch of grapes on a vine. He pulls one off and eats it] There isn't much room for them today anyhow! So Holmes ole boy, anything new on the "Crime" agenda this week?





Hlms:  Not yet. But being in London near the end of the year and all, something horrible is likely to occur.





[As soon as he says that, the phone rings]





Twtsn: You spoke too soon, Shirlock! That's probably a new case!





Hlms:  Fuck it! Let the answering machine get it. I could use some rest for a day or two. Besides, I'M the new Chief around hear. [Pointing his thumb at him self] For now on I'M the one who makes the decisions and gives the orders! What ever I say goes, and that's that! [Folding his arms across his chest. The machine picks up the message. It's Mrs. Holmes.]





Wife:   SHIRLOCK? I KNOW YOUR THERE SO YA’ BETTER PICK UP AND ANSWER THIS INSTANT OR YOU'LL REGRET IT TONIGHT, YA WILL! [In a threatening voice tone, she yells at the top of her lungs to remind Holmes to get a few things from the store before he goes home tonight.]





Hlms:  [Very apprehensively answers the phone] Yes dear. You’re right dear. Anything you say dear! Yup, see ya tonight. [He makes kissing sounds as he hangs up]





Twtsn: [Very sarcastically] Oh, Your the chief of things around hear alright, at least 'til ya get home! [Makes the knife cutting off the penis motion with his hands along with a short sound effect]





Hlms: Oh, she isn’t that bad. Ya just got to get use to her that’s all.





Twtsn: like the milkman and the postman have?





Hlms:  [Thinking of a good comeback to that, and says] At least her arse doesn’t have a tag that reads “Inflate to 60 PSI” like yours does!





Twtsn: Oh, how original is that? I haven't heard that old line in at least an hour or two. [The phone rings again and Shirlock answers it]





Hlms   [Talking into the phone loudly thinking it's his wife again] NOW WHAT DO YA WANT? Oh, it's you Mayor! Sorry, I thought it was my...  What? Some one has done what? [He writes down some words on paper and hangs up the phone. Saying to Twatson...] That was the Mayor of London! He says some mad Scotsman has threatened to bomb the Millennium Dome on New Years eve unless the Royal Crown jewels in Edinburgh are delivered to this address by then! [He hands the address to Twatson. Twatson reads it]





Twtsn: Crikey! Just when ya think things were getting peaceful around here, the shit suddenly hits the fan, doesn't it? [Reading the address] South Brixton? Isn't this the same address where we nicked those IRA rogues two years ago?





Hlms:  Precisely! That's exactly what bothers me. Even though certain Scots and the IRA Claim they’re not in cahoots, they use their fake animosity towards each other as an attempt to undermine the security of the United Kingdom! If we don't nab this "Millennium Bastard" soon, he might set off the start to what may well be World War III! These guys have ties all over the world. Unfortunately, the old adage "The Sun never sets on British Soil" has become just that; OLD! If I were the King, cunt’s like this wouldn't have a chance! I'd take the entire world over and finally rid of these types!





Twtsn: "King Shirlock"! Now THAT'S got a ring to it!





Hlms:  "Queen Twatty"! Sounds like something from "Top of the Pop's"!





Twtsn: ...And here’s your crown, your Highness! [Dumps the dust bin full of banana skins on Holmes's head. Holmes takes the grapes and stuffs them in Twatson's mouth.]





Hlms:   Dear oh dear oh dear, you've got piles! [Squeezes a tube of pile cream on Twatson's face. They both look at them selves in the mirror and laugh. The Mayor of London enters the office and sees this]





Myr:     [Staring at both men] Isn't it a bit late for trick or treating? [Mayor slips on a banana peal and lands on his arse] WHAT ON EARTH IS GOING ON IN HEAR! [To Holmes, quite angrily] I thought you were supposed to be taking the place of the Chief?





Hlms:  [Takes the bananas and pail of his head] Don't mind us Mayor. Just doing a bit of celebrating, being promoted and all.





Twtsn: [Spitting out grapes and wiping pile cream off his face] For moral sake, that is!





Myr:   That's something you two can do OFF duty. You’re not being paid to rave it up on the Queens time. [Holmes helps the Mayor stand back up] Have you got anything new on that bomb threat?





Hlms:  Blimey! You just told us about it a few minutes ago.





Myr:   Well, this isn't one of our usual cases now, is it? If we don't catch this guy ASAP, the crew in parliament will have ALL our heads. It's bad enough our tourist are being scared off from visiting London because it's known for terrorism. If we loose any more revenue from lack of tourism, we'll have to deduct funds from our law enforcement kitty, thus letting CERTAIN detectives go to fix the budget, if you get my drift! If you guys can't handle this case, I'll find someone who can! Is that understood?





Both Twtsn & Hlms: [Mockingly standing at attention and saluting the Mayor] Aye aye, Capiton!





Myr:   Don't get wise with me! I'm very close to firing the both of you, so get cracking! And if I don't receive a report on this case from you two by tomorrow night,...





[Mayor makes a cutting off the head motion with his finger, symbolizing decapitation, along with the sound effect. He exits the office with a banana peel stuck to his arse. As he walks down the hall, people point at him and laugh]





Hlms:  Well, I guess the grocery list is going to have to wait a bit. The old slag's gonna have to do her own shopping tonight!





Wife's voice on Phone machine: I HEARD THAT!





Twtsn: [Smashing the answering machine with a cricket bat] There! That'll teach her for ease dropping!





Hlms:  I think I can handle my own wife, thank you.





Wife's voice from the smashed machine: I HEARD THAT TOO, ARSE-HOLE! [Holmes finishes off the machine with a few more whacks of the cricket bat.]




















Scene III: The Search is On!


--------------------------------------





[Camera opens on a view of our two hero's sitting in a pub drinking pints. A song called ‘I wish you were a Beer’ by The Cycle Sluts From Hell is playing.]





Twtsn: Now why would a mad bomber want something as priceless as the Royal Crown jewels sent to a place that's already hot from terrorism?





Hlms:  You must learn to understand the mind of some one as deranged as him. People like this are so politically motivated that they start to loose grips of their original objective and eventually leave a trail straight to their lair. They grow so passionate to their cause that they often forget their professional habits entirely. Maybe he's setting a trap to keep hostage of whoever delivers the goods in case his plot fowls up. Maybe he doesn't care if he's caught or wants to be nicked so he can go down in history as some sort of martyr and have other idiots worship him that will create more chaos. Another reason why he may want the goods left there could be for a political purpose. He probably knew about the IRA guys being nicked there so he feels he must make a point by commemorating that spot, in his own twisted sort of way. Scare tactics like bomb threats and so forth are made by them because they lack the eloquence and political capabilities to fulfil their desires and needs as a human being. If only these people had the tolerance and discipline to stay in school and sort their problems out in a proper fashion, the world would be a much better place. Don't you agree Twatson?





Twtsn: I’ll have to admit, for a gill-sized kettle ya got between your ears there, an awful lot a steam comes out of it!





Hlms:  Well, I don't hear YOU expressing any input to this conversation that YOU started in the first place anyway. Why don't YOU try to sort something out for once in your miserable, futile life!





Twtsn: Blimey! I try to compliment ya and you get all girly and defensive on me! [To a woman sitting in the pub] Oye, missy? My mate here needs a fem-nap if you could spare one. His monthly visitor has OBVIOUSLY arrived, hasn't it GIRLOCK! [Several people in the pub laugh at Twatson's comment, but not Holmes]





Hlms:  So, in the midst of all this chaos, you can still find time to make jokes, can ya? I AM the Chief of Dic's now, or did you forget. I think that new rookie we got in last week could use a bit of remedial training. How would you like to be his mentor? I do have the power to hand this case over to anyone I want, don't I? 





Twtsn: [His face changes from laughter to a look of shock] WOT? You know I don't know the first thing about detective training. How would I go about doing something like that?





Hlms:  [Beginning to grin] That's for YOU to figure out. So belt up and take your medicine like a man, Twat-scum. If I have to do it, then so do you! Besides, there gonna need me back at the Yard to sort out all the fuck-ups you are bound to make. This is a golden opportunity I'm giving you so don't mess it up. Understand?





Twtsn: I guess I don't have much of a choice then, do I?





Hlms:  Well, if your choice is doing this or waiting on the dole line, then I guess you do. [Now trying to reassure Twatson] Oh, Don't worry yourself so much about it me ole mucka, you'll probably thank me when it's all over with.





[A person sitting at the other end of the bar picks up a briefcase at the foot of his stool, goes to the lavy and then exits the pub.]





Hlms:  Besides, I'll need something to put in that report the mayor ordered us to complete by tomorrow, so recruiting another man to work on this case should keep him at bay 'til we get a lead.





Twtsn: [Pushing himself from the bar] I'll be right back. All this stress has made me have to relieve my self.





[Twatson grabs his pint and goes to the lavy. As soon as he enters it, a huge explosion is heard and everyone in the pub hits the floor. After the smoke clears, a view of where the lavy use to be is nothing but a razed lot. Twatson is seen with smoke pouring off him, his trousers around his ankle's, shirt torn to shreds and the toilet seat around his neck while holding his pint of lager which is unscathed.]





Twtsn: I think we just found our first lead. [Drinking his pint then coughing smoke from his mouth and flapping it away.]





Hlms:  Are you all right, Twatty?





Twtsn: I’ve had worse times, I guess. [To publican] Who was that guy that just left?





Pblcn: [Creeping up from behind the bar.] Dunno. Never saw him before. He came in just before you and Holmes sat down.





[Twatson tosses the toilet seat from around his neck as he and Holmes run out of what's left of the pub to see if they can find the person that just left.]





Twtsn: Do ya think that was meant for us?





Hlms:  Well, with us wearing these togs, we might as well be Mod’s strolling through Belfast. Did ya get a look at his face? 





Twtsn: I’m not sure. Maybe if I saw him again I would recognize him.





Hlms:  That's good enough for me. You'd be surprised how small the world becomes as time goes on.





Twtsn: What’s that supposed to mean?





Hlms:  You'll find out if or when we ever run into him again.





Twtsn: What makes ya think it was a him and not a her?





Hlms:  Exactly my friend! You’re finally learning your first rule of being a good detective; Never leave any stone unturned! That's how this sort of thing works. It will all come to you eventually.





Twtsn: What will come to me?





Hlms:  The art of being a professional and seasoned Inspector!




















Scene IV: The New Recruit!


--------------------------





[Back in Holmes's, I mean Inspectors Twatson's office, he is seen reading the profile of his new trainee as he blows on and polishes his new name plaque that sits on his desk. As he stares at a photo of the rookie, his eyeballs' bulge out of his skull because the new recruit is a her!]





Twtsn: Bloody fucking hell! If I wanted to train birds, I woulda' joined the Falconer's society! 





[A loud clearing of the throat sound is heard from a beautiful, young woman in a three-piece suit standing at attention in the threshold.] 





Woman: Are you Inspector Twatson?





Twtsn: At your service! Are you Miss Hemlock?





Hmlck: Reporting for duty, Inspector. 





Twtsn: No need for formalities while where alone. You can call me Twatson. [They shake hands]





Hmlck: Than you can call me Ivy! Do you have a first name?





Twtsn: Good question! The guy writing this script has purposely neglected to give me one 'cause he's the biggest bastard on Earth! [Flipping "Vee's" with both hands to the audience.] Hello Ivy. It's very nice to meet you. When the other dic's are around we must call each other by our official titles. You'll get used to it soon enough. Please take a seat and make your self at home. My office is yours as well. According to these files, I've been assigned to be your new trainer and supervisor. If you have any questions, please feel free to ask. There is no need to be shy for we are all equal peer's in this line of work. 





[As soon as he says that, she takes off her jacket, revealing her huge curvy bust line. Twatson sees her figure and is agog and speechless at this sight.]





Hmlck: Twatson...? TWATSON...? Are you alright?





Twtsn: Uh... um... yes. Why do you ask?





Hmlck: Because you've been staring at my breast’s for the past two minute’s. [She decides to put her jacket back on]





Twtsn: Oh, pardon me. It's just that I'm used to working with Shirlock, that’s all.





Hmlck: If my being a woman is gonna disturb our training, then maybe it's best that I wait 'til a female inspector is available.





Twtsn: [Chuckling] Don’t be ridiculous! I wouldn't have it any other way. Besides, I think this is gonna work out for the best. The law enforcement board has always fancied men and women working together. This will look good not only for us, but the entire Scotland Yard as well!





[As they seemingly hit it off as professional's, Twatson briefs her on the current case of the bomber.


   The Mayor, Chief Holmes, Inspector Hemlock and Twatson are now seen discussing the case in Twatson's office. A clock on the wall reads Eleven O'clock P.M., one hour before new years.]





Hlms:  [To Twatson] Now, are you sure your gonna be able to handle working with a female? Your not gonna spaz out and grab her knockers’ or something perverted, are ya?





Twtsn: [He thinks about it as if he might do just that, but answers] Look who's talking? Just cause YOU can't handle your hormones doesn't mean everyone's like you!





Myr:   [Angrily] THAT'S ENOUGH! I can't believe the board promoted you two. How are we supposed to find this bomber guy if you two keep going on like this?





Hlms:  Oh, it just comes with the job, mayor. Despite the fact that we argue often, there is a very effective method to our madness! We DID solve the last three cases now, didn't we?





Myr:  By the grace of God, obviously!





Ivy:  I know I'm the new one here but shouldn't we be setting up a plan to nab this bomber chap? [To Twatson] You DID already have a near miss in the pub the other day with him, didn't you?





Myr:  She's got a point Twatson. Now that this guy may have seen you, every step you take is on eggshells. You COULD be a walking target. 





Hlms:  [To Twatson] Yeah, you might as well be walking around with a big bull's-eye on your back!





Twtsn: [Defensively with arms folded] THAT'S RIGHT! EVERONE GANG UP ON ME WHY DON'T YA! I'LL GET THIS BLOODY CASE SOLVED WITH OR WITHOUT THE LOT OF YA! 





[Twatson grabs his briefcase and storms out of the office. Ivy looks quickly at the other two men and follows Twatson. The new duo enter Twatson's car and drive from the Yard.]





Twtsn: [Talking while driving.] So you decided to be a detective, did ya? Where did you say you were from?





Ivy:   I didn't. I'm originally from Aberdeen, but I've lived in Westminster since I finished my police training two years ago.





Twtsn: Well, two years doesn't mean squat! There's a lot to learn here and London is a very dangerous place in some parts. If you’re not careful, your next step might be your last! We both have to watch each other’s backs so keep your eyes peeled at all times!





[They continue to drive into the night. Twatson enters the area of Brixton. He drives a few more blocks and parks next to the address where the jewels are supposed to be delivered.]





Ivy:   Where are we?





Twtsn: This is the address where the bomber said to leave his days pay. 





[They both continue to inspect the outside of the premises. The front door of the address opens, a hand reaches out of it and grabs Twatson by the throat. He is pulled into the entrance.]





Man1: [Holding Twatson around his neck with his arm] We got 'em!





Man2: I don't believe it. The London bill fell for the oldest trick in the book.





Twtsn: [Screaming to ivy] Ivy, quick! Call for back up!





Ivy:   [Taking off her coat and putting on her late fathers I.R.A. jacket] Ya didn't think I was gonna finished this one without a hostage now, did ya? [Letting out a very sinister laugh]





Twtsn: Why you no good BASTARD, I mean BITCH! I knew something was up when they assigned a female to me.





[Her two abettors put Twatson in a chair and tie him to it.]





Ivy:   You have nothing to worry about. As soon as your crew delivers the goods, you'll be home safe and sound.





Twtsn: And if they don't deliver?





[Ivy points to a T.V. monitor showing the Millennium Dome with a digital clock in the corner of it counting down from thirty minutes.]





Ivy:  I hope you enjoy watching the telly because for the next thirty minutes we'll be counting down the final view of your pathetic dome before it explodes into dust, IF your boys don't make with the goods that is!





Twtsn: If your the bomber, then why did someone with a mans voice call in the threat?





Ivy:  [Faking a Sean Connery voice] You mean this voice, Mr. Moneypenny? [Letting out another laugh]





Twtsn: And to think I was starting to fancy you.





Ivy:  Like wise, inspector. I began to fancy you as well, but this is strictly business you understand. Nothing personal. Maybe after this is all over we can have it off! [Laughs again]





Twtsn: Not likely Ivy. Conjugal visits are quite rare where YOUR gonna end up!





Ivy:   Oh, I'm not too concerned about that either! [She lifts up her skirt to reveal two belts of dynamite wrapped around her thighs] In case plan ‘A‘ doesn't work, then I'm prepared for plan ‘B‘! I heard it's quite peaceful on the other side. Besides, if all else fails I'll finally be with the only man who ever truly loved me, my father! [She takes a bullet off a chain around her neck] This bullet came out of my fathers heart after he was shot by your no good fucking R.U.C. mates. With out him, I don't have much to live for anyhow. Just because I'm not Irish doesn't mean I don't agree with there cause. [She puts the bullet back on her neck chain] Our Redheaded League may be far and few, but our safety in numbers is what keeps’ us strong. We have ties all over the globe so if I don't finish the job today, one of my mates will!





Twtsn: Ivy, I wish you would consider the consequences. We all have to deal with the grief of loosing a loved one sooner or later. Plotting vengeance is no way of handling thing’s. You have your whole life ahead of you. [He quickly thinks] How 'bout this? If you give up now, I promise to ask the Magistrate for leniency on your behalf. The British courts are very understanding with people who have problems like yours.





Ivy:   Who says I have problems? I just have a sweet tooth for vengeance... and a few million quid's worth of gems! [Ivy and her crew laugh] No one goes to that bloody dome anyway, so who's to lose? It's like I'll be doing London a favor. I should get a medal for razing that place!





[As soon as she says that, a squad of police cars can be heard out side surrounding the building.





Ivy:  [Looking out a window and seeing all the police] Great, more hostages! Your copper mate’s must be daft if they think there gonna’ win this one.





[Holmes is heard yelling through a megaphone.]





Hlms:  Are you okay Twatty? 





[Ivy opens a window and yells out of it]





Ivy:   He'll be all right as long as you cop’s watch your shit! One false move from your mates and "Twatty" gets it, along with the Millennium Dome!





Myr:   [Thinking to himself then talking to Holmes] Do ya think any one will really care if she carries’ through with this?





Hlms:  With what? Killing Twatson or blowing up the dome?





Myr:   Both!





Hlms:  [Thinks to himself too] Ya got a point there Mayor. But for all practical purposes we must stop her this instant!





Ivy:  Since I'm a fair gamer, I'll make this as simple as possible. YOU guys leave the Royal crown jewels at the doorstep and I'll let your Inspector go.





Hlms: You know better than I do that even the Queen her self couldn't deliver such a request. Those gems are guarded with the highest level of security. They symbolize the eternal strife of all that is good upon this Earth, which is more than I can say for YOU!





Ivy:   Oh, you’re a barrel of laughs you are! You should be a stand up comic!





Hlms:  I would, but I got flat feet! Besides, threatening and torturing Twatson has been MY job for sometime now. If ya think I'm gonna stand by and let someone else do it, then ya got another thing coming, lassie! 





[Holmes makes the circle around his head gesture with his hand, signalling the other cops to surround the building.]





Hlms: It's too late anyway, Ivy. We have your flat surrounded. There's no way your gonna escape so ya might as well surrender!





Ivy:  That's what you think, Piggo! [As soon as she says that, she raises a detonator switch with her hand so the cops outside can see it] This switch is the only way I'LL be getting out of here. One more step and I'll end it for all of us!





[An S.A.S. sniper across the street inside another flat takes aim out of a window at Ivy and fires. She is hit in the wrist and falls to the floor. The other two men run out of the back door of the building but are nabbed by two constables waiting there. Holmes, along with two officer’s enter the building and disarm Ivy's explosive belt. The medics haul Ivy into an ambulance and take her to the Hospital. 


  Twatson is still tied up, but some how got a hold of the T.V. remote and changed the channel on the monitor. He's watching "Bottom" reruns and laughing.]





Hlms:  [Untying Twatson] I told you not to come here 'til we had back up. What the hell is the matter with you? 





Twtsn: You’re the one who assigned this nut-job to work with me, so it's all your fault!





Hlms:  [Starts watching the telly and laughing too] Who ARE these arse-holes? Isn't there anything else on?





Twtsn: Well, there was some boring shit on about the Millennium Dome


earlier.





[Both dic's stare at each other with the usual stupid look .]





Both dic's: THE MILLENNIUM DOME!





[As if you didn't guess, Twatson changes the channel back to the view of the dome as soon as it implodes!]





Twtsn: Well, at least we got HALF of the job done. I guess all detective storie’s can't have the happiest ending’s, can they?





[A policeman comes from the back of the room holding a bundle of electrical wires.]





Policeman: I finally disarmed the timer element of the bomb that was meant for the Dome. Ivy definitely knew her bomb making stuff, she did!





Hlms:  What’ya talking about? We just saw that thing blow up live on the telly!





Myr:   Oh that wasn't her doing’s. The town board decided to level that bloody place because it couldn't raise the revenue to stay open for another week. That dome was the biggest money pit in the history of British architecture! It only cost us two million Lb’s for the demolition experts to raze it.





Twtsn: TWO MILLION LB'S? IVY WAS GONNA DO IT FOR NOTHING!





Hlms:  WE COULDA' USED THAT MONEY FOR THE CONSTABULARY!





Both Dic's: YOU FUCKING BASTARD!





[Both Twatson and Holmes pull cricket bats out of nowhere and hit the mayor in his groin. The mayor falls to the floor and rolls in agony. Twatson and Holmes finish watching ‘Bottom‘. Credits roll on both ‘Bottom‘ and this show at the same time. The End!]
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