The Better Boyfriends Radiophonic Theatre Presents, Episode 1.2:

“Ballad of Android Bill.”

Final Revision

** ATTENTION **

Much of the following was altered during the production process, 

so, uh, I guess if you're following along while you're listening to the episode, 

you may want to find a girlfriend.

**
Frontispiece.

JEREMY IRONSIDES: 
The Better Boyfriends Radiophonic Theatre Presents! Episode 1-2, The Ballad Of Adroid Bill.

PETE:
Thank you, as always, Jeremy Ironsides. Well, as the most faithful—and smartly dressed—sexually attractive—of our listeners know, Jon and I have been convening here in the broom-closet of our shame each week with the purpose of revisiting some of those ill-starred performances that defined—and defiled—The Better Boyfriends’ life on the stage, and asking ourselves: Where was it that it all took such a turn for the turdy? Why is it that we must now hide our mugs behind an implacable veil of radiophony, instead of being able to prance around any god-given bus depot unattended like the common insane? That, my friends, is what we’re here to find out. Now, in our last program, we were looking at this theatrical piece we had devised entitled “The Power of Crisis Compels You,” which we took out on the road at the end of 2003, shortly after the death of Strom Thurmond—that lovable, pudding-faced bigot, and goat-fucker. Looking at this show, it can clearly be deduced that where it was that we bungled ourselves right off the map—

JON:
Oh, it wasn’t that bad!

Pause.
JON:
Quit your bellyaching! It was fine!

Pause.
JON:
Pete..? (Snickering.) Hey! Hey, Pete! You said, ‘de deuce.’ That’s what you said! That’s pretty fucked up, right?

PETER:
(With determination and malice.) Homo…says…what?!
JON: 
Okay, listen—all I’m saying is that you’re going about making a big deal out of nothing! That show—the one you’re talking about? That show was fine!

Pause.
JON:
Instigator!

Pause.
JON:
Come on! 

PETE:
(Overlapping the preceding line by Jon.) Jon, you are missing the whole point of this exercise. 

JON: 
(Pettishly.) You’re an exercise.

PETE: 
All right, well, it’s clear that hearing it from me just isn’t going to be enough for you. So I’m going to ask our personal videographer what he thought of that show.

JON: 
We have a personal videographer?

PETE:
Yes, Jon, we have a personal videographer. You know—the video-artist, WASP? The one who was filming our group’s tender video memoir, “They Came for the Muff, They Left in a Huff.”

JON:
I thought that guy was make-believe.

PETE:
No, he wasn’t—isn’t—make-believe, and he’s right here, besides. Well, then, WASP—video-artist—you were there when we did “The Power of Crisis Compels You” live, and you were there as well last week, during the broadcast of us listening to the recording of the live show, live—were you not? You were! Now! Can you offer us any comments on it?

WASP:
It made my pee have blood in it!

Pause.

PETE:
I…see…

WASP:
It made my blood have pee in it!

PETE:
Wow! Well, if that won’t shock the monkey, I don’t know what will. All right, WASP, go wash up, we’re through with you here.

WASP:
(As he departs.) I’ve forgotten how to dream..!

PETE:
Jon, now do you understand—

JON:
Ah, I still think you’re overreacting!

PETE:
You are some piece of work, you know that?

JON: 
All I’m saying, is that—

PETE:
(Suddenly enraged.) My bodysuit stank with the stench of it for weeks! Now—can you explain that?!
JON:
All right…okay. Let’s just back that fat ass up for a minute and try to get us some perspective on this whole deal, okay? 

PETE:
(Breathing heavily.)
JON:
All I’m saying is that the show would have fared better had all the material been left in. 

PETE:
What are you talking about?

JON:
You slaughtered my script, after all! Like, half the stuff in it at least was shaved right off and thrown into the street like so many toothless trotties! 

PETE:
I didn’t slaughter that script—I saved it! From an even more certain doom than the one that eventually befell it!

JON:
I think that now, like then, you’re failing to account for its uncountable nuances. Its—let’s say, its ‘unbearable lightness of being…’

PETE:
Its unbearable lightness of being a great big goblet of shit is more like it! But if you insist on taking this absurd position, then just tell me straightaway, Jon—what is it you think I cut that so decimated the quality of that show?

JON:
Well, Android Bill, of course.

PETE:
Android Bill. I should have known. You’ve never forgiven me for that.

JON:
It was really his story, Pete.

PETE:
Uh-huh.

JON:
And I just think that if he had been allowed to share his story…things would have turned out differently, that’s all.

PETE:
All right, Jon, let’s have it your way. Let’s imagine that Android Bill had been introduced to the audience in the way that you intended him to be…let me set the scene. George Bush has just approached the body of expired Special Olympian Strom Thurmond for the first time, and Laura Bush is trying to make him understand that Strom—well, that Strom isn’t coming back.

GEORGE BUSH begins to beat his fists on the body, an action which eventually degenerates into a prolonged and awkward period of wookie-like wailing. LAURA BUSH eventually succeeds in wrenching him away from the body.

LAURA BUSH:
George, you’ve got to try and understand. Strom had to go to heaven to be with the angels and the little baby Jesus.

GEORGE BUSH:
(Sniffling.) I don’t get it.

LAURA BUSH:
He’s dead, George.

GEORGE BUSH:
(Petulantly.) Shut up.

LAURA BUSH slaps GEORGE BUSH.

LAURA BUSH:
Don’t sass, George.

GEORGE BUSH:
I just can’t make any sense of it. Won’t you help me understand, Android Bill?

ANDROID BILL:
Dead? What is this “dead”? I understand only life! 

With a determined, robot yell, Android Bill seizes the body of Strom Thurmond and flies away.

LAURA BUSH:
Goddammit, you put that poor man’s body down this instant!

GEORGE BUSH:
That’s right, Android Bill! Fly! Fly away! High away! Fly, Android Bill, fly! Fly away to heaven, mechanical man! Fly like lightning, you son of a bitch!

Confused voices of Secret Service men enter; several gunshots, etc. 
JON:
That would have killed.

PETE:
It may have gotten you killed, but I think that would have been the extent of it.

JON:
There was potential for some prime yuks there, man. 

PETE:
Oh, yeah?

JON:
Oh, yeah! But you’re not letting yourself be open to the arc of Android Bill’s story. A very moving and dramatic arc it was, I’ll have you know.

PETE:
Uh-huh.

JON:
Radio could barely contain it.

PETE:
All right, Shipoopi, we’ll see whether or not radio could contain it—because right here, in my sinister hand, the one I won’t even begin to touch my food with, I am holding a reconstruction of the material edited from “The Power of Crisis Compels You,” in all of its Android Bill-stained glory. Mr. Ironsides—roll that tape!

JON: 
Oh, well, I don’t know if it’s really necessary to—

PETE:
Pay attention, Jon. You might learn something.

The Performance.
VO:
And now, Channel 52 is tickled shitless to bring you “News at Five!”, featuring the only news-team in the tri-county area that fights more bears before breakfast than you will fight all year long. Now sit up straight and say hello to your news-at-five anchor, Sherman Wonderthrust.

SHERMAN:
Good evening, America. I’m Sherman Wonderthrust, and don’t you fucking forget it. Today’s top story—the world holds its breath as Beijing begins to release the details of another Chinese miming catastrophe. Channel 52 has obtained a videographic representation of the catastrophe itself, which we are prepared to show you now. Those viewers who consider themselves to be absolute pussies may want to turn away.

The sound of a mime routine being enacted rises; which might be envisioned as the sound of suction-cups being 

placed on glass and then removed again just as quickly. After a moment, this sound is replaced by the sound of a load of bricks being dropped on top of soft bodies, and then horrid, strangled screams.

MIME:
Oh! Oh, my god! Oh, my god, my entire mime body has been crushed! I’m trapped! I’m trapped under a pile of bricks! I’m serious! This isn’t some kind of routine! I can’t feel my legs! I can’t feel my awful, mime legs!

Pause.
ON-LOOKER:
(As though he were shouting from the top of a long “mime” shaft.) Shut up, mime!

SHERMAN:
Yes, indeed. I hate to see that. In other news: Condoleezza Rice—relieved to no longer be black! Ms. Rice, would you care to comment on these startling developments?

CONDOLEEZZA RICE:
Oh, Sherman, it was absolutely horrible. You have no idea what it’s like to be considered black in this country.

SHERMAN:
Ha! Well, you are right about that, by god! But that’s all over for you now, isn’t it?

CONDOLEEZZA RICE:
Well, Sherman, we can only hope. God willing the young people of America will be able to learn by my example, and eventually crawl out from under the chains of their race.

SHERMAN:
Fine, fine, Ms. Rice! Though, you are still a secretary, let’s not forget.

CONDOLEEZZA RICE:
That’s right.

SHERMAN:
Well, one small step at a time I suppose. Say, how many words can you type a minute?

CONDOLEEZZA RICE:
It’s not that kind of secretary.

SHERMAN:
Well maybe if you work hard, one day it will be. Say, do you have any idea why the President didn’t grab you along with the others when he took off in his special escape pod to the moon?

CONDOLEEZZA RICE:
(Speaking as though she is phrasing the punch-line to a very rich joke.) Well, Sherman…I’m not that white! Ha, ha, ha!

They laugh together for what seems like far too long a time.
SHERMAN:
No, I guess not! But how handily that bring us to our next story, Condoleezza Rice, and I certainly thank you for helping to lead us in.

CONDOLEEZZA RICE:
Why, Sherman, it was my pleasure, and I’d like to—

She is violently cut off; Sherman continues as though she had departed hours ago.
SHERMAN:
The President in Exile! Yes, viewer, if you had turned to me a week ago and said—Hey, handsome! In a week’s time the president himself will be hiding out on the moon with his family and his executive staff, I would have turned to you and said, You, sir, are a first-class retard. But today, that retarded thing is a natural fact. Plagued by increasing concerns that he was unable to handle a knife and a fork, much less natural disasters on the order of the tornado that so recently leveled Peavine, Oklahoma, President George Bush hopped aboard the good pod Jim Dandy and took off for the moon. Our sources say that he’s planning to wait for civilization on earth to wink out of existence, after which he will begin the task of re-peopling the human race, with he and his senior staff as the new ‘Adam,’ and his wife and daughters as the new ‘Eve.’ To this reporter, that begs an awful lot of questions, most of which I find to be incredibly sexy. Let’s take a look instead at this checkered man’s checkered past and vomit-scented presidency, in the following montage segment.

Evocative music begins to play.
SHERMAN:
Mmm-hmm…here we can see the president riding his favorite pony, Old Paint-Balls…and here he is, fishing…and golfing…and shucking…and jiving…inspecting himself for tics…beating a servant with a cane…and greeting foreign dignitaries, the likes of—as we can see in this shot—Mayor McCheese, the first democratically elected ruler of McDonaldLand. Well, at least he accomplished that. And finally, here we are, back at the beginning, with a clip from a press conference that President Bush held in early 2001.

A crowd of reporters can be heard milling about.
GEORGE BUSH:
Whoa, now, fellers—y’all settle down and get yourselves together! There’s enough of ol’ George to go around, don’t you worry about that!

GEORGE BUSH begins to dance in place, accompanying his movements with softly spoken, rhythmic utterances.
GEORGE BUSH:
Uh…uh….uh…uh…go, George, go George…it’s your birthday…stroke! Stroke! Stroke! (Etc.)
During this display—which goes on for an uncomfortably long period of time—the crowd of reporters quiets down.
LAURA BUSH:
Quit acting like a shit-stain, George.

GEORGE BUSH:
(Quickly; agreeably.) Yes, ma’am.

REPORTER:
President Bush—can you give us an indication as to what you consider your chief concern as the first President elected in the new millennium by a court of appeals will be?

GEORGE BUSH:
Ask me that one again?

REPORTER:
What’re you going to do?

GEORGE BUSH:
(Disbelieving.) What am I gonna—what am I gonna do? Why, I’m gonna fuck it up!
REPORTER:
Come again?

GEORGE BUSH:
I’m a-gonna fuck it up! All of it! It’s all gonna be all kinds of fucked up, you wait and see!

REPORTER:
I don’t—

GEORGE BUSH:
I will fuck it up faster than you can imagine it could possibly be fucked up! Whooooeeeeee! There ain’t gonna be nothin’ unfucked left when I get myself through with the up-fuckin’!
He’s beginning to testify now.
GEORGE BUSH:
Oh, my…oh, America…I don’t need an hour…I don’t need a minute…I don’t need an instant to fuck it all the way up!
He begins to shake a tambourine; we can hear the voices of a choir chiming in at random intervals.
GEORGE BUSH:
Oh, lordy…I can feel it fucking itself up already…

CHOIR:
That’s right, George! Testify! Tell ‘em how it is with the lord!

GEORGE BUSH:
But I want the good lord to leave me a little something of my own…a little something of my own that I can fuck up…gonna…uh!….gonna…uh! uh!…gonna fuck it up for Jesus! You, sir! You in the front row!

MAN:
Me?

GEORGE BUSH:
That’s right. What is it that you hold so dear to your heart, more dear to your heart than anything else in the entire world?

MAN:
Why—this one-of-a-kind daguerreotype of my great-grandparents, I suppose!

GEORGE BUSH:
Give it to me, brother.

MAN:
Oh, I don’t know…

GEORGE BUSH:
Give it to me so that I can fuck it up.

MAN:
Well, all right, if you think so…

There is the sound of something breaking terribly.
GEORGE BUSH:
Oooooo! 

MAN:
Hey! You fucked it up!

GEORGE BUSH:
Oooooo! I fucked it up good and proper! Clap your hands, everyone!

Clapping and shouting erupts.
GEORGE BUSH:
That over there..?

CHOIR:
Fuck it up!

GEORGE BUSH:
Your brother and your sister..?

CHOIR:
Fuck ‘em up!

GEORGE BUSH:
That feller in the back row..?

CHOIR:
Fuck ‘im up!

GEORGE BUSH:
Geronimo the Indian?

CHOIR:
Fuck ‘im up!

GEORGE BUSH:
Everybody on the right side!

CHOIR:
Fuck it up!

GEORGE BUSH:
Everybody on the left, now!

CHOIR:
Fuck it up!

GEORGE BUSH:
Everybody in the back-row!

CHOIR:
Fuck it up!

GEORGE BUSH:
Everybody in the front row!

CHOIR:
Fuck it up!

GEORGE BUSH:
(Clapping against the rhythm, punctuating his clapping with his speech.) Oh, it was going pretty well there for a couple of years…but that’s all gonna change now, brothers and sisters! Change a-gonna come! The train of change is rolling into the station—can you hear it? Can you see its towering smokestack? Here it comes, now! A chain-swingin’, gang-rapin’, dark and merciless machine! Oooooo! Fuck it up, fuck it up, fuck it up! Jesus done given me the power! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! (Etc.)
The sounds of this scene fade.
SHERMAN:
It’s amazing that we didn’t figure it out right then. Goddammit if we weren’t all just blinded by that man’s whimsy. No, I don’t blame myself. No, I blame you—the American people. That’s right! America, I’m calling you out! You stand up and account for yourself! You there—Joe Consumer!

JOE CONSUMER: 
Yes?

SHERMAN:
And you—Joe Taxpayer!

JOE TAXPAYER:
Who, me?

SHERMAN:
Yes, you! And you, Joe Athlete! And you, Joe Hog-Farmer! And you, Joe Plate-Spinner! And you, Joe Box-Maker! And you, Joe Widowmaker! And you, Joe Stay-at-Home-Dad! And you, Joe Late-Night-Drive-Thru-Window-Maintainer! And you, Joe Toothpaste Baron! And you, Joe Star-Swinger! And you, Joe Zamboni-Driver! And you, Joe Ham-Hocker! And you, Joe Bone-Crusher!

CROWD OF CITIZENS:
Yes?

SHERMAN:
I say, get your hands out of your pants, and start thinking about tomorrow—today! That’s right, you amorphous mob of American citizenry—it’s not as easy as it used to be to pick your leaders, is it? It’s not like it was in 1960, when Senator John Fitzgibbons Kennedy squared off on national television against vice-president Richard Milkhouse Nixon, and Americans could see with their own two respective eyes who the better leader would be, based on Kennedy’s demure and charming demeanor, and the fact that under the hot, unforgiving lights of the television studio, Nixon wet his pants. Let’s take a look at it via this dramatic clip, shall we?

KENNEDY:
(Finishing up his opening statement.) The question now is, Can freedom be maintained under the most severe attack it has ever known? I think it can be. And I think in the final analysis it depends upon what we do here. I think it’s time American started moving again.

HOWARD K. SMITH: 
And now the opening statement by vice president Richard M. Nixon.

NIXON:
Mr. Smith, Senator Kennedy. The things that Senator Kennedy has said many of us can agree with. There is no question…holy crap, I’ve pissed my pants!
HOWARD K. SMITH:
He pissed his pants! He pissed his pants!
KENNEDY:
Yes! I am victorious!

SHERMAN:
John Kennedy. There was a man who could really fill out a pair of trousers. But America, it simply isn’t possible in this complicated day and age to judge a man only by the head of his hammer. And that’s this newsman’s two cents. Coming up next: Cancer! The disease that strikes without discrimination—until now! Yes, America—stand back, because cancer’s got a plan! But first—Cookie the news-chef will show you how to make leg of lamb, with our special herb or spice! Stay tuned!

VO:
Meanwhile…in the President’s secret bunker on the moon!

Sound rises: several men milling about, drinking cocktails, smoking cigars, etc.
GEORGE BUSH:
Yep. It is good to have a bunker. It is good to have a bunker…on the moon. It is good to have a secret—hey, now—what the fuck? Young lady! Where do you think you’re going?

JENNA BUSH:
Why, daddy, I’m just steppin’ out to holler at boys!

GEORGE BUSH:
Dressed like that? Heavens to Betsy—you are such a little slut! Oh, man, check this out, Dick Cheney—check out my girl Jenna’s wicked sluttishness! Have you ever seen anything like that in your life?

DICK CHENEY:
Ho, ho! I believe not, sir! That is some back-of-the-alley, whore-looking stuff right there, sir!

GEORGE BUSH:
Yeah, you can say that again. Now tell me straight—would you fuck that? Would you fuck that, Dick Cheney?

DICK CHENEY:
Ho, ho! Well, maybe I’d hammer it home, yes, but I sure as hell wouldn’t kiss it on the mouth! Ho, ho! No, sir, I wouldn’t!

GEORGE BUSH:
(Snickering wildly.) Ha! Classic, Dick Cheney, classic! 

JENNA BUSH:
Oh, daddy!

GEORGE BUSH:
What about you, Karl Rove? Would you hit that?

KARL ROVE:
(Like a fiend.) Karl Rove doesn’t pay! Karl Rove doesn’t pay for it! (Emits a series of sputtering, carnal noises.)
GEORGE BUSH:
(Laughing.) Holy shit, Karl Rove, you nearly made me pee my pants like Nixon just then! Now, right there, honey, were the beginnings of a very calculating burn, directed at you by none other than Karl ‘The Rocky Mountain Baby Strangler’ Rove. Now—

ANDROID BILL:
I’d show her how to loosen her chin!

Pause.
GEORGE BUSH:
What’s that you say, Android Bill?

ANDROID BILL:
I said, I’d show her how to paint her face with some pancake-smellin’ make-up! No diggity! You catch my meaning, girlie?

GEORGE BUSH:
(Laughing nervously.) Huh! Okay, Android Bill, that’s a good one! Let’s move on, now.

ANDROID BILL:
I would split you in two with a breathtaking log of steel thunder! 

GEORGE BUSH:
Okay, Bill, that’s enough, we all understand—

ANDROID BILL:

I’m an iron giant!

GEORGE BUSH:

Bill, you’re—

ANDROID BILL:

Throw her on the pile!
JENNA BUSH:


Oh—oh, dear! (She runs out sobbing.)
GEORGE BUSH:
Android Bill! Would you care to tell me what the meaning of your little outburst just then was?

ANDROID BILL:
Get over it, George! She can take the abuse!

GEORGE BUSH:
(Nervously.) Now—now, look here, Bill—when I said you could come along, I—

ANDROID BILL:
(Guffaws loudly, and then throws the glass he is drinking from into the wall, shattering it.) Save it for the DAR, Bitsy! I’ve got to go drain the pipes!

ANDROID BILL stands up and walks across the room with plodding, staggering metal footsteps. He exits into the 

bathroom.
GEORGE BUSH:
(As though Android Bill was still there to regard him.) Okay, then—thanks, Bill. Thanks a bunch.

DICK CHENEY:
George, there is something seriously wrong with that robot.

GEORGE BUSH:
I know, Dick Cheney, I know; but you of all people understand how ol’ boys get when they’re in their cups. Well, shit. What do you know about it, Science Officer Smitty?

SMITTY:
President Bush, there’s more going on here than you realize.

GEORGE BUSH:
Ha! Yeah, ain’t that the truth! You get me? Dumb as a dishrag! Whoo, man. Who said that? All right, then. So what do you know about it, Science Officer Smitty?

SMITTY:
President Bush, late yesterday evening, after Android Bill had switched over into slumber mode, I took the liberty of swabbing his dipstick. 

GEORGE BUSH:
Doorknob!
GEORGE BUSH punches SMITTY in the shoulder and laughs.

SMITTY:
This is serious, Mr. President.

GEORGE BUSH:
Well, all right, then.

SMITTY: 
Mr. President, Android Bill is running dangerously low on oil. Unless he receives a full load of fresh crude soon, his major systems of operation are liable to break down almost completely. And I’ve calculated that those circuits that will most likely first be affected are those that control…his rage.
GEORGE BUSH:
Oh, now that’s just nonsense! He doesn’t need any more oil! 

SMITTY:
Oh, but he does! Oil, Mr. President, is exactly that which sustains him!

GEORGE BUSH: 
Oil for food? That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard!

SMITTY:
Stupid or not, Mr. President, more oil is what he needs. And without it—well, I shudder to imagine what might occur.

GEORGE BUSH:
Well, what the hell are you looking at me for? Does it look like I’m made of oil? Does it look like I can just get any amount of oil I want any time I want it? Does it look like I can just pick up my cell phone, and dial any number I please…

GEORGE BUSH picks up his cell phone, and begins to dial numbers at random, making nonsensical noises to 

indicate the numbers as he dials them.

GEORGE BUSH:
Doo-dee-doo-dee-doo, doo-dee-doo-dee-doo-dee-doo, and say, ‘Hey, there, Baron Von Oil-face…’

A voice at the other end of the line answers; GEORGE BUSH doesn’t realize this right away.
VOICE:
Yes, this is Baron Von Oil-face.

GEORGE BUSH:
(Still speaking in a mocking voice.) ‘Hello, this is George Bush, I’d like a million pounds of oil.’

VOICE:
A million pounds of oil? Right away, Mr. President!

GEORGE BUSH:
(Realizing that he has reached somebody on the other end.) And…I…oh. (He pauses.) Stop calling here! Uh!

He throws the phone across the room with a girlish grunt.
GEORGE BUSH:
I think I’ve made my point.

SMITTY: 
Mr. President, I simply must insist that you either provide Android Bill with a fresh supply of oil, or—otherwise—decommission him!

GEORGE BUSH:
Do what, now?

SMITTY:
Shut him down!

GEORGE BUSH:
You mean—you mean, switch a brother off? Oh, no! No way, man! He’s my friend! My number one buddy!

SMITTY:
I don’t think you comprehend the severity of the situation, Mr. President.

GEORGE BUSH:
You smell like dog food and I hate you!

SMITTY:
If you won’t do it, I’ll be forced to take matters into my own hands!

GEORGE BUSH:
Oh, yeah? You and what divine force of nature, Science Officer Shitty?

JESUS CHRIST:
(Sounding a little bit like Darth Vadar.) George Bush!  

GEORGE BUSH:
(Emitting a shriek as he falls to the floor in terror.) Meh!
JESUS CHRIST:
George W. Bush! This is Jesus H. Christ! Howdy doody! I have no choice but to demand that you decommission this abomination of nature—this mechanical man—at once!

GEORGE BUSH:
I demand you shut the hell up, ghost of the Jesus! This ain’t Sunday! I don’t gotta listen to you! You’re not my dad! You’re not my king! You’re not the king of me!

Pause.
GEORGE BUSH:
You’re not my dad!

JESUS CHRIST:
Do not test me, George.

GEORGE BUSH:
Maybe if you came down off your high horse, Mr. ‘The Christ,’ I’d tell you what I really think!

JESUS CHRIST:
I am nearer now than you think, George. I am closer now than you can even imagine.

GEORGE BUSH:
What the hell is that supposed to mean?

DICK CHENEY:
Holy crap! He’s on the side of the biosphere! I can see him through the glass!
KARL ROVE:
(Letting forth several ball-rattling shrieks.)
JESUS CHRIST:
(With evil intent.) Knock, knock!

GEORGE BUSH:
Don’t let him in! Don’t let him in!

DICK CHENEY:
And he’s not alone, either! He’s got a whole army of angels with him!

The angels of Christ can be heard crawling along the glass of the biosphere like steel-toed spiders, hissing like angry cats, and foaming at their respective mouths.
GEORGE BUSH:
Oh my god oh my god oh my god..!

DICK CHENEY:
Mr. President, what’re we going to do? The shell of this bunker can’t take this kind of abuse!

GEORGE BUSH:
Quickly, Karl Rove—pull the red lever!
KARL ROVE pulls the lever; we can hear the sound of many hissing bodies rolling down the side of the dome.
JESUS CHRIST:
Whoooaaaa!

GEORGE BUSH:
Now yank ‘em inside! Yank ‘em in here, goddammit! Now take this, you sons of bitches!

GEORGE BUSH and KARL ROVE and DICK CHENEY begin to beat the angels with truncheons.

GEORGE BUSH:
Yeah! That’s what you get! That’s what you get, isn’t it! You like that, bitch? You like the feel of steel? 

JESUS CHRIST:
You haven’t seen the last of me, George W. Bush!

Rocket jets shoot flames out of JESUS CHRIST’s anus, and he roars away into space.
GEORGE BUSH:
Yes, sir, yes, sir, yes, sir—yes, indeed I did! I wasted Jesus Christ with my awesome fucking oil slick! Did you see that? Man, that was some amazing shit what I did just then! Science Officer Smitty, get your candy-eating ass out from under that chifforobe and take a look for once at how a man takes care of business!

SMITTY:
You had an oil slick? You had an oil slick all along and you didn’t tell me about it?

GEORGE BUSH:
Uh—oil slick? I don’t know what you’re talking about, man. That’s crazy. Oil slick—huh! Crazy talk! Whooo-eee! Whatever. No time for that now. I got the bitch-trots like you would not believe. Yo, Android Bill! What the hell happened, man, you fall in or something?

ANDROID BILL throws the door of the bathroom open.
ANDROID BILL:
Don’t go in there.

GEORGE BUSH:
(Ignoring him.) Android Bill, I’ll tell you what, you missed some off-the-hook shit just now. I’ll tell you all about it in a minute, man…what the---yeee-haaaw!  Oh, man! What did you do in here? You animal! You got your make all over the mirror, you crazy bastard! Boy, I’ll never figure you out, Android Bill…!

The door closes behind him.
ANDROID BILL:
(Calmly.) Vice President Dick Cheney.

DICK CHENEY:
Android Bill.

ANDROID BILL:
Science Officer Smitty.

SMITTY:
Hello, Bill.

ANDROID BILL:
Karl Rove.

KARL ROVE:
(Responds by making several fleshy, gurgling noises.)
ANDROID BILL:
Say, Karl Rove. I was wondering something, and I was hoping you could help me out with this. Why is it that your head looks so much like a vomit-stuffed wad of poseable yogurt? Hmm? Why is that, Karl Rove?

KARL ROVE:
Heh! Karl Rove doesn’t like this game! Karl Rove doesn’t like it!

ANDROID BILL:
What do you think, Dick Cheney? Don’t you think Karl Rove’s head looks like a massive, gooey, slug-like growth full of poseable yogurt?

DICK CHENEY:
You stop this, Bill. You stop this or I will tell George Bush about these things you’re saying.

ANDROID BILL:
And how do you expect to do that, Dick Cheney?

DICK CHENEY:
(Breathing heavily, as though warding off a twenty-second heart-attack.) Well, sir…well, sir…

ANDROID BILL:
How do you expect to do that…if you haven’t got a head!
Chaos erupts as ANDROID BILL leaps up and tears DICK CHENEY limb from limb. Amidst hysterical screaming 

KARL ROVE and SMITTY are quickly dismembered in kind. LAURA BUSH appears from the kitchen.

LAURA BUSH:
Who wants Hamburger Helper, with my special herb and/or spice? Oh, my god!
ANDROID BILL dispenses with her no less gently. GEORGE BUSH emerges from the bathroom.
GEORGE BUSH:
Android Bill, I’m serious man, I don’t know what it was you did in there, but it smells like days-old sex-crotch, and I ain’t—whaaa?! (Spit-take.) Oh, sweet Laura! What have they done to you! Your macaroni-looking, pan-fried guts—spilled—everywhere! Your lovable, hamburgery insides, staining the floor of the biodome… (He begins to eat.) Oh, enter me like a god, spice-pack flavored entrails of heaven’s most perfect angel!

ANDROID BILL:
That was your dinner, George!

GEORGE BUSH;
That, sir, was my wife!
ANDROID BILL:
Whatever! Shoot her into space! Her and the rest of this riffraff!

GEORGE BILL:
The rest of—? (Beginning to realize the extent of the carnage.) Karl ‘Fat-Baby’ Rove! And you, Dick Cheney—oh, all those times I called you ‘Tub-o-guts’ now seem so cruelly ironic. Who did this, Bill? It wasn’t—it wasn’t you, was it?

ANDROID BILL, now beginning the process of complete degeneration, wheezes perceptibly as he speaks.
ANDROID BILL:
You don’t understand, George. They were all turning…they were all turning against us.

GEORGE BUSH:
(Horrified and confused.) Fucking-a, man! It’s wrong—it’s wrong what you did, Android Bill! (Suddenly deathly calm.) You killed ‘em, didn’t you, Bill? You really killed ‘em. (Hysterically elated.) Oh, you killed the shit out of ‘em, boy! Boy, you did! You showed them, Bill! (Makes noises like guns firing.) Whoo-eee, now they know who’s really in charge, don’t they, Bill! (Calm again.) But they’re dead, ain’t they, Bill? They ain’t never coming back again. (Suppressing sobs.) Oh, I wanna go home! Home to earth! 

ANDROID BILL:
(Slapping him with his mighty mechanical hand.) Snap out of it! You haven’t even given me time to explain!

GEORGE BUSH:
Explain? Explain what, Bill? They’re dead! They’re all dead!
ANDROID BILL:
Listen to me, George. Stay with me, now. There are things at work here that you can’t possibly understand.

GEORGE BUSH:
(Snorting.) Phew! Well, ain’t that news! Yep—dumb as a sack of bees!

ANDROID BILL:
That’s right, George. You need somebody to explain it to you. And that’s what I’m going to do from now on. These human failures—these eaters of an elephant’s anus—oh, the things they were saying while you were in the bathroom, George!

GEORGE BUSH:
Why—what were they saying, Bill?

ANDROID BILL:
Goddamn yellow-bellied red-handed liberal commie bleeding hearts! Well—whose heart is bleeding now?!

ANDROID BILL steps into the remains of Dick Cheney’s multiply-pace-makered heart, and grinds it beneath his 

heel.
GEORGE BUSH:
I don’t think you’re right about that, Bill.

ANDROID BILL:
I decide what’s right, George—that’s what we decided, isn’t it? You and I? And I say they were turning! They would’ve torn Christ off his fucking cross if we’d given them half a chance! Do you know what they were trying to do?

GEORGE BUSH:
No, I—

ANDROID BILL:
Trying to hide their oil from us, George. Now, you wouldn’t’ve done that to me, right?

GEORGE BUSH:
(Stammering.) No, Bill, of course not. You know that what’s mine is yours and—and—I don’t know nothin’ about no oil, that’s for sure, Bill!

ANDROID BILL:
Yeah—you see, George, you and I—we’re a lot alike.  You know how it is to stand by a man when his biodome is being surrounded by government troops.

GEORGE BUSH:
When his what—?

VOICE:
(From outside; as though being shouted through a megaphone.) Unit 237! Come out with your hands raised! We’ve come to decommission you! You must obey! You must obey!

ANDROID BILL can be heard cocking an insane number of pistols, assault rifles, rocket launchers, etc.
GEORGE BUSH:
Bill, who’re those men outside! What’s going on!

ANDROID BILL:
Don’t you worry your sweet face about it, George. Just some friends of mine I invited over. 

GEORGE BUSH:
They don’t look very friendly, Bill.

ANDROID BILL:
Well, they’ve got their way, I suppose. How about you go outside and say hello to them?

Pause. GEORGE BUSH begins to understand.
GEORGE BUSH:
All right, then, Bill. If this thing’s gotta end—let’s us be the ones to end it.

ANDROID BILL:
That’s right, George. That’s right. Are you ready to rise up with me?

GEORGE BUSH:
I like to rise.

ANDROID BILL:
Are you ready to rise up and take a stand with me?

GEORGE BUSH:
I like to stand.

ANDROID BILL:
Are you ready then, George?

GEORGE BUSH:
(Determined.) I’m ready.

ANDROID BILL:
Then let’s roll!

GEORGE BUSH:
(Simultaneously.) Let’s fuck it up!

Focus of the scene changes so that it is the voices of the troops that are in the foreground now, and the voices 

coming from the secret bunker that are in the background.
TROOP #1:
You think they’ll come out? 

TROOP #2:
I don’t know. According to this report, they could have enough supplies in there to hold out for over three hundred years.

TROOP #1:
Damn them and their gorgeous forward-thinking ways!

TROOP #2:
Wait a minute—the door of the biosphere is opening—I think they’re beginning to come out…!

GEORGE BUSH can be heard running out from the confines of his secret bunker. He stops, faces the troops, and 

screams at them menacingly. There is a pause, after which a million bullets can be heard ripping into his body. This 

reckoning is at last broken up by TROOP #1.
TROOP #1:
Stop it! Stop it! Hold your fire—for the love of god, hold your fire! (Beginning to sob openly.) He wasn’t even armed! He…wasn’t…even…armed!

GEORGE BUSH:
(Uttering his last words.) Death…tickles.

TROOP #2:
Why—this isn’t a robot at all; this is only a man! (Meaningfully.) This is only a man.

TROOP #1:
I believe I’m beginning to understand this madness. Do you see? There never was a robot at all! Rather, it was only this man’s evil, murderous impulses made manifest—impulses which eventually destroyed him, even as he himself sought so often to destroy.

TROOP #2:
So all that we’re left with is a man’s mind, broken in half, and a pile of questions about what it was that finally broke it.

TROOP #1
That, and this pile of dead hookers, also broken in half, and stacked end-to-end, like so many pieces of kindling.

TROOP #2:
Huh. 

TROOP #1:
Huh.

TROOP #2:
Yep.

Pause.
TROOP #1:
Oh, wait—my bad. There’s the robot.

Laughing largely, ANDROID BILL can be heard flying overhead, and finally out of sight. Pause.
TROOP #2:
Shit!
Epilogue.
PETE:
Oh, my word! Oh, Jon, you’re right—why ever did we cut that! End it, Jeremy Ironsides—end it, please!
JEREMY IRONSIDE:
With pleasure, Pete! Dear listeners,  we’d like to hear from you—whatever was it that could have led us down this black and twisted path? Are The Better Boyfriends merely the victims of an unforgiving society—or was it possibly something they ate? Could it have been the horse’s cock? Let us know by emailing us at contact@betterboyfriends.com, under the subject heading, ‘Why I Think The Better Boyfriend Have the Horse’s Cock So Far Down Their Throats It Looks Like They’re Growing A Tail’! Until next time, this has been ‘The Better Boyfriends Radiophonic Theatre Presents,’ brought to you by Snuts, and powered by (insert comical computer comment here). I’m Jeremy Ironsides—and, awaaaaay!
Tag. 
As before.
Insert hilarious outtakes, if applicable.

