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SLOW BUSINESS

Pilot episode: "Opportunity Shocks"

TEASER


FADE IN: 


INT. LANCE'S BEDROOM - MORNING 

Music: "FAME"…

LANCE, a geeky teen in boxer shorts, leaps into shot…

The room is empty apart from a rubbish CD player and Lance strutting on his bed and miming the song into a hairbrush. As he hits the chorus he leaps and crashes off the bed.










FADE OUT.

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

FADE IN:


EXT. LANCE'S COUNCIL FLAT - CONTINUOUS


INT. LANCE'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS


Lance is still lying on the floor.

KNOCK (O.S.)!

Lance jumps, gets up and prances to the side of the room.

LANCE 

(camp) 

Yerse, Lance's residence, still available for panto?

MICK (O.S.) 

Shut up ponce.

Enter MICK, an ageing sleazeball with a satchel on his back, a fag in one hand and a beer in the other. Lance tries to kiss him but he coughs into his face and slumps down on the floor.

LANCE 

Good morning manager.

MICK 

Morning is it? Christ how embarrassing… 

Mick puts the beer down, takes a whiskey bottle out of his jacket, swigs.

LANCE 

And to what do I owe this…?

MICK 

I have found you an opportunity to work in television.

LANCE 

I'm not selling cocaine again.

MICK 

That went great. The Grange Hill cast were very pleased. 

LANCE 

So was I till I saw your commission.
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MICK 

(gets up, swaying) 

Listen. You got big dreams… You want fame… 

Well fame costs.

Mick grabs Lance.

MICK (CONT'D)

Now can you sing?

LANCE 

(warbles) 

When will I - will I - be - faaammoooouuus…

MICK 

I can't answer that. Can you dance?

Lance dances badly.

MICK (CONT'D)

Can you act?

LANCE 

To be or not to be, that's a good question.

MICK 

Doesn't matter. Just get into this costume… 

Mick takes the satchel off his back and throws it at Lance, who starts rummaging in it.

MICK (CONT'D) 

And I'll be making money - I mean we'll be making 

money before you can say Michael Barrymore.

LANCE 

(enraptured) 

Michael…

Mick hustles Lance out.

KNOCK (O.S.)!

LESLEY (O.S.)

(camp) 

Lance! Oh La-ance!

KNOCK (O.S.)!
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LINDA (O.S.) 

Lance!

KNOCK (O.S.)!

LESLEY (O.S.) 

Lance let me in before she hits me again!

KNOCK (off)!

LESLEY (O.S., CONT'D) 

Oh poo!

Enter LESLEY and LINDA. Lesley is a camp guy in specs and a tuxedo, Linda a relaxed young lady in a cardigan.

LESLEY (CONT'D)

Where is that naughty devil? He still owes me three pounds 

for last year's cocktail. (laughs) I said cock.

LINDA 

I told you Lesley. If you need the money I'll lend you some.

LESLEY 

But Linda! Then I wouldn't have this marvellous excuse 

to talk to Lance, the handsomest fellow in all Stoke. 

LINDA 

When will you understand? Lance may dress like 

a homosexual but he isn't one... 

LESLEY 

A breeder working in light entertainment? Don't be absurd.

LINDA 

It's me he wants. He just doesn't know it yet.

LESLEY 

I bet he'll walk in right now looking like a million 

dollars and declaring his endless love for me.

Long pause.

LESLEY (CONT'D)

I said, I bet he'll walk in right now looking like a 

million dollars and declaring his endless love for me.

Long pause.
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LINDA 

You've been working in telly too long.

Lance enters in a dress, followed by Mick helping him into it.

LESLEY 

You look fantastic!

Mick tries to fondle Lance's chest. Lesley minces over to kiss Lance but Linda pushes him aside so he kisses Mick instead.

LESLEY (CONT'D)

That was really quite nice.

LANCE 

Do you think this outfit's really me?

LESLEY 

Yerse.

MICK 

Don't worry Lance, you look great. If I was twelve 

years younger…

LESLEY 

It'd be illegal.

MICK 

Don't patronise me you wuss.

LINDA 

Lance what are you doing?

LANCE 

Mick says he's got an opportunity for me to work on 

Friday Night at the London Palladium.

LINDA 

You can't.

LESLEY 

Don't call him that.

LINDA 

They're cutting out all sexual references. And you look 

like a prick… Lance don't do this to yourself.
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MICK 

Don't listen to her, she's a woman. Now Lance, the 

audition's in half-an-hour. Show us what you got.

Mick, Lesley and Linda sit down and watch Lance. Mick rubs his hands with glee, Lesley laughs uproariously, Linda shakes her head sadly as:

LANCE 

(nervous) 

Ladies and gentlemen… Would somebody please be 

so kind as to take my wife?… My wife, I'm not saying 

she's fat, that'd be offensive… A funny thing happened 

on the way here tonight. The barman said my wife, she 

went to the West Indies. I said Jamaica? He said yes 

that's the place… My dog's got no nose. I said how 

does it smell? He said it can't, it hasn't got a nose.

Long pause.

LESLEY 

(claps) 

That was hilarious.

LINDA 

(gets up) 

Lance if you really want to do this… Don't.

LESLEY 

(gets up) 

How dare you? That's the funniest thing since the Krankies.

MICK 

(laugh increasingly as:)

LINDA 

Lesley just because you fancy him…

LESLEY 

How do you know that?

LINDA 

Something you said yesterday.

LESLEY 

What did I say?
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LINDA 

You said I fancy Lance… But you couldn't pick 

anyone up if you were a fork-lift truck.

LESLEY 

I say I could.

LINDA 

You're so gay you make John Inman look like 

Liam Gallagher… 

LESLEY 

(enraptured) 

John Inman…

LINDA 

You applied for the scouts, they wanted a camp 

instructor… You saw three hundred homosexuals 

pitching up tents, it really was a camp sight…

MICK 

(gets up, laughing) 

Well guys I think I got a new act for the audition. Lance?

LANCE 

Yes?

MICK 

Piss off… Linda and Lesley?

LESLEY 

Yes?

MICK 

Piss off too… Only joking, that's me. You wanna 

audition?

LESLEY 

Gosh I don't know what's come over me.

MICK 

I think you do.

LINDA 

What, you suffer from premature ejaculation?

LESLEY 

No I enjoy it.
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MICK 

Trouble is, it's gotta be a single act. Now which one…?

LESLEY 

Oh let it be me. Please… Look.

Lesley pushes the others down.

LESLEY (CONT'D)

(clears throat) 

Would somebody please be so kind as to take my 

wife? My wife, I'm not saying she's fat…

EXT. LANCE'S COUNCIL FLAT - CONTINUOUS

The facade collapses.










FADE OUT.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

FADE IN:

INT. MICK'S OFFICE - LATER THAT DAY

Mick's office is a filthy room full of vodka bottles, congested ash trays and photos of has-beens all over the walls. 

Lance, Lesley, Linda and Mick are sitting on chairs at the side. 

LINDA 

Mick I'm nervous about this. I've never performed 

in front of an audience.

LESLEY 

I have.

LANCE 

I saw that one coming.

LESLEY 

That's what they said.

LANCE 

I saw that one coming too.

Mick hits Lance.

LESLEY 

(laughs) 

You didn't see that coming did you?

Mick hits Lesley.

MICK 

Shut up everyone. Now my mate has kindly agreed 

to let both of you audition.

LINDA 

Yes but who is he?

MICK 

He's the guy they call Mr Television… Chris Television.

LESLEY 

(laughs) 
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Mick hits him harder.

MICK 

Now he'll be here any minute, bursting in and desperate 

to see what the two of you got.

Long pause.

MICK (CONT'D) 

I said, he'll be here any minute, bursting in and desperate 

to see what the two of you got.

Long pause.

LINDA 

A-hem.

Enter CHRIS, a fat sweaty middle-aged git with a bottle of vodka and a fag. They leap up and he embraces Mick.

CHRIS 

(coughs)

Mick, great to see you… You did the Mr Television joke?

LESLEY 

Yes it was terrific.

CHRIS 

Well I'm tired of people laughing at my surname. So I 

changed it to Piss-flap.

LESLEY 

(laughs)

Chris hits him.

CHRIS 

So let's hoist these talents up the flag-pole and see 

what salutes them.

MICK 

Yes this is a friend of mine called Lance…

CHRIS 

(embraces Lance) 

Lance! Great to see you. I had a friend once.
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MICK 

This is a friend of mine called Linda…

CHRIS 

(embraces Linda) 

Linda! Lovely pair of (winks) - pair of (winks) - tits.

MICK 

And this is a poof called Lesley.

LESLEY 

(laughs ingratiatingly)

CHRIS 

You're right. What a poof… Now in the words of 

the Archbishop of Canterbury, that's enough bullshit, 

let's party.

Chris hands the vodka to Lesley.

LESLEY 

I really shouldn't, not before…

CHRIS 

Oh yeah, you're the poof.

Chris hands the vodka to Mick, who swigs and splutters.

MICK 

Has this vodka got something disgusting in it?

CHRIS 

No.

MICK 

Then take it away and get me one that has.

Long pause.

MICK (CONT'D)

Old showbiz joke!

They laugh nervously.

MICK (CONT'D)

You see, you think I'm upset 'cause there's 

something disgusting in it but really…
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CHRIS 

Let's see the audition.

LESLEY 

(gets up) 

Yes shut up everyone, listen to me… 

They watch in silence as:

LESLEY (CONT'D)

Now ladies and gentlemen, take my wife. Take her 

in the showers like me… I'm not saying she's fat, but 

we play bingo and she plays eighty-eight… Funny thing 

happened on the way here tonight. The barman said 

my wife, she went to India. I said Bangkok? He said 

not now, I'm busy… I used to have two penises. It was 

all going so well till I went to a haunted house. Scared the 

willies off me.

Long pause.

CHRIS 

Yerse…

MICK 

Linda?

LINDA 

(gets up, nervous) 

Ladies and gentlemen… Would somebody please be 

so kind as to take my husband?… My husband, I'm not 

saying he's fat, that'd be offensive… My dog's got no nose. 

I said how does it smell? He said it can't, it hasn't...

CHRIS 

Cut! 

Lesley and Linda sit down.

CHRIS (CONT'D)

Mick, I think you and me need a chat.

Chris drags Mick out of the room.

LESLEY 

I think I performed fairly admirably.














13.

LANCE 

Linda what was all that about? You were very 

funny at the Friends of the Earth Convention.

LINDA 

Tactics Lance... I was shit on purpose so they'll have 

to choose you.

LESLEY 

I beg your pardon?

LINDA 

I said I was shit on purpose so…

LESLEY 

What about me?

LINDA 

Lesley you're about as funny as Mussolini's gas bill. 

This is Lance's chance, don't you see? If you loved him…

LESLEY 

I do, I do...

LINDA 

Then just for once…

Chris and Mick return.

CHRIS 

Well it was a tough choice. But we've decided to 

give you a chance.

Lance gets up, Mick pushes him down and Chris embraces Linda.

CHRIS (CONT'D) 

Get thee behind me…



LESLEY

Chance'd be a fine thing.

CHRIS

That was fantastic… Cunningly subverting the clichés 

of stand-up in a post-modernistic anti-deconstructionalistic 

stance to posit the question why do we laugh? The 

inherent irony of our everyday existence or the failed 

feeble meanderings of the comedian, whose very 

approach inevitably belies that existence itself?
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LINDA 

No I was just shit.

CHRIS

Brilliant! Continually downplaying the traditional 

desperation of the comic whose very need for 

acceptance is a microcosm of…

LESLEY 

I think I better go to the toilet. 

He runs out.

LANCE 

But Chris do you think the Palladium's audience 

is sophisticated enough to understand the…

LESLEY 

Of course they are! They liked Les Dennis didn't they? 

Now come on Linda…

LINDA 

I'm sorry Lance.

CHRIS 

They'll get it, they'll get it, they'll get it!


Chris bustles her out.


EXT. MICK'S OFFICE BLOCK - CONTINUOUS


Mick struggles to hold up the facade.











FADE OUT.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE


INT. BACKSTAGE OF A THEATRE - LATER

Lance, Lesley, Mick and Chris are slumped on the floor. Chris hands his vodka to Mick, who splutters, spits into it; then hands it back to Chris, who slurps at it.

Enter Linda, bedraggled and covered in tomato-stains.

LINDA 

Don't think they got it.

CHRIS 

That was the most embarrassing experience of 

my professional life. Apart from the time I shagged 

that elephant. 

MICK 

Well think positive. She died so bad she may 

get a booking from Benetton.

LESLEY 

Yes Linda, you certainly got a reaction. Chairs, 

tomatoes, beerglasses, the lot.

LANCE 

I think you're all cruel.

MICK 

Oh shut up Lance. You're so weedy you make 

John Major look like Mrs Thatcher.






LESLEY AND LANCE





(enraptured)




John…

Chris hits them.

CHRIS 

None of this is helping. I get a booking and we 

end up with a fu…

LINDA 

Well we could always try someone else.

LANCE 

What? I mean yes…
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LESLEY 

Yes yes yes!

MICK 

Yes what a great idea! Lesley!

LESLEY 

Yes!

MICK 

Do you know someone else we could try?

LINDA 

Oh please. It's very simple. Lance?

LANCE 

Yes?

LINDA 

Piss off and let Lesley up on stage.

LESLEY 

YES! YEEESS! And as Misery said to James Caan, 

break a leg!

Lesley ponces out.

LANCE 

Linda…

CHRIS 

Oh my God. There's nothing worse than two failures 

in one night. Except maybe being that elephant.

MICK 

You know what I do in situations like this?

CHRIS 

No what?

MICK 

I get completely rat-arsed and feel like shit 

the next day, it's awful. Come on Chris…

Chris and Mick walk out.

LANCE 

Linda I don't know what…
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LINDA 

Don't you see? They'll have to take you on now. 

This is finally gonna be your big chance.

LANCE 

But…

LINDA 

Are you completely stupid?

LANCE 

Sorry I don't understand the question.

LINDA 

We're dealing with what's technically known 

as a bunch of dick-heads. The audience are crap, 

they hated me. Lesley's gonna be even worse, 

they'll hate him too. And as for Chris…

LANCE 

What?

LINDA 

He's a berk. He's an alchie. And he's an eavesdropper…

Chris bursts in with Mick behind.

CHRIS 

I bloody heard that Linda!… And if it's Eve's 

droppings you're after, you just put your foot in it.

MICK 

What?

CHRIS 

Metaphor… So that's your game is it, make me look 

like a nob just so your beloved can get a shot at fame?

LINDA 

In a manner of speaking - no.

CHRIS 

Huh?

LINDA 

I know all about audiences. Give them two shit acts 

and the third one looks cool. 














18.

LANCE 

Thanks Linda.

LINDA 

Lance wants to act but he isn't ready to act yet.

LANCE 

You sure know how to flatter a guy.

LINDA 

And you two want success, but you know as much 

about acting ability as Victoria Beckham. 






LANCE





(enraptured)




Vic…

LINDA 

So two disasters, then Lance is a success 

and you two are a success too.

MICK 

Brilliant! So as long as Lesley's shit we're gonna be great.

LINDA 

Yes!

Enter Lesley, drunk with success.

LESLEY 

They loved me!

INT. LANCE'S BEDROOM - MORNING 

Music: "FAME"…

There's a rubbish CD player and Lesley, miming the song into a hairbrush and strutting around, as Lance and Linda watch. Lesley does the final flourish; then flops down, exhausted.

LESLEY 

That was amazing.

LANCE 

Yes Lesley I could almost fancy you.

LESLEY 

Really? Really?
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LANCE 

Yes I think so. You were so funny on stage 

last night. That bit about the elephant was great.

LESLEY 

(kisses him) 

Feel a bit silly now do we Linda? The only heterosexual 

in light entertainment my jockstrap.

LINDA 

You know what I'm gonna do Lesley? I'm gonna 

start a straight pride movement. For heteros in 

showbusiness. We're gonna have marches, 

demonstrations, music that only we like…

LESLEY 

It'll never work… There you were thinking 

I'd be crud and I now have a contract to be 

the London Palladium's official bender.

LINDA 

Look Lance. I did all I could, really I did. It's not 

my fault today's audiences have the intuition of 

the Pussycat Dolls at a feminist convention.

LANCE 

You're right Linda. And it's sweet of you. But…

LESLEY 

But you can't compare to me! Watch… Good 

evening ladies and gentlemen. A funny thing 

happened on the way here tonight. I said Doctor 

I feel like a cup of tea. He said Sit down, don't worry! 

I mean don't…

He walks out, trying to remember the gag.

LANCE 

Linda you played dirty last night. 

LINDA 

I know. But…

LANCE 

But you did it for me. And I think I speak 

from the heart when I say…
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He kisses her.   











FADE OUT.

END OF ACT THREE
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TAG

FADE IN:


INT. LANCE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Lance lies asleep…

Phone rings.

LANCE

(groans, into phone) 

Uh?

LESLEY (O.S.)

(into phone)

DON'T STIR!











FADE OUT.

END OF SHOW

