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OPEN TO:

INT. AN OLD-FASHIONED OFFICE - DAY

The door bursts open, BORIS JOHNSON and SADIQ KHAN enter. Boris 
is wearing cycling shorts and shirt and a gold mayoral chain. 
Sadiq is wearing a suit and has a mug of tea.

BORIS
(singing)

London Bridge is falling down..

SADIQ
(joining in)

Falling down..

BORIS
Falling down.

SADIQ
London Bridge is falling down..

BORIS/SADIQ
My fair lady!

Boris slumps down at the desk. He gratefully removes his 
heavy mayoral chain and hands it to Sadiq.

BORIS
You'll be wanting this, I suppose?

SADIQ 
Oh yes.

BORIS
Frankly, you're welcome to it. 
Who'd be Mayor of bloody London?

SADIQ
Me. Me, me, me, me, me.

BORIS
David Cameron's popping over 
shortly to hand over the baton. I'd 
best get my business hat on.

He pulls out a bowler hat from the desk drawer. He puts it 
on and starts to muse aloud, standing as speaks. 

BORIS
I can see it all. My feet walking 
upon England's mountains green..
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Sadie pulls a toy crown out of the desk drawer.

BORIS
 My countenance divine shining 
forth on the clouded..what?

Sadiq is nudging Boris with the toy crown.

SADIQ
You'll be wanting this.

BORIS
Oh yes, of course. 

He changes hats and continues pontificating.

BORIS
I will not cease from mental 
fight..

SADIQ
Yes and I bet your sword doesn't 
sleep in your hand either, does it?

Boris gives him a dirty look.

BORIS
Sadiq, I want equality, prosperity, 
er, brevity and, er, any other -ity 
that I happen to think of, for this 
great country of ours.

SADIQ
Well, that's nice.

BORIS
But, right now, what I want, what I 
really, really want is..

SADIQ
What? 

BORIS
..a deep pan, stuffed crust, meat 
feast pizza with extra pineapple. 
I'm fucking starving. Sort it out, 
will you?

Sadiq gets dialling. Boris puts the bowler hat back on.

BORIS
'bout time Call-Me-Dave got his 
comeuppance. Jumped up little pig-
shagger.
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SADIQ
Boss..?

BORIS
That's Prime Minister to you.

SADIQ
Prime minister, there's a problem. 

BORIS
No. There's not. 

SADIQ
Um..I'm afraid there is. 

BORIS
Not today, there isn't, Sadiq. Not 
today, not ever. There are no more 
problems only glorious, glorious 
solutions. Now, which solution is 
it that's bothering you?

SADIQ
Uh..the solution that - gloriously, 
of course - I'm about to save you 
fifteen quid.

BORIS
What are you on about, man?

SADIQ
There's no pizza. 

BORIS
What?! What do you mean there's no 
pizza? There's always pizza. 

SADIQ
Not today. 

BORIS
Why not?

SADIQ
The Italians are busy. Packing up.

BORIS
They're leaving?

Sadiq gives him a "duh!" look. 

BORIS
Bloody Eye-ties. Fuck 'em. OK, I'll 
have a kebab instead. Double extra 
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strength chilli sauce and no 
fucking salad. 

Sadiq gets dialling. DAVID CAMERON enters in full Stars and 
Garters, with a cloth cap and a claret-and-blue football scarf. 

BORIS
Daaaaaave!

DAVID
Boris. You're looking well.

BORIS
Sit down, sit down.

DAVID
If I must.

BORIS
 Now then, to business. 

Sadiq quickly stands, brandishes his mug of tea. 

SADIQ
To business!

The others just look at him. He sits down, abashed.

BORIS
So, Dave..

DAVID
Don't call me Dave. 

BORIS
We always call you Dave. You told 
us to. In 2006.

DAVE
The only good thing about this 
whole sorry Brexit business is now 
that I'm not Prime Minister, I 
don't have to ponce about 
pretending to be a Man of the 
Sodding People all the bloody time.

BORIS
Fair point. 

DAVID
(taking off his scarf)

West Villa. Aston Ham. I mean, who 
bloody cares? Grown men kicking a 
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pig's bladder around. 

BORIS
(aside to Sadiq)

He's got better things to do with a 
pig, eh?

DAVID
No. Enough. My name is Lord David 
Beckham Cassidy Cameron of 
Poshington Park, in the ancient 
borough of Lordingit-over-Everyone. 
Don't you bloody well forget it.

BORIS
I didn't get where I am today by 
forgetting people's titles. My 
great-great-great-great-great..

He pauses to take a deep breath. David and Sadiq lean in.

DAVID/SADIQ
Yes?

BORIS
..great-great-great..

DAVID/SADIQ
Yes?

BORIS
..great-great-Uncle was a Prince 
you know.

DAVID
(nose out of joint)

Ah but did he shag pigs?

BORIS
(deflated)

History does not relate. 

DAVID
(smug)

Well then.

BORIS
I suppose you'll be wanting this?

He hands the toy crown to David, who changes hats with the 
relief of a man shedding a tight pair of shoes.

DAVID
Oh, that feels better. You know, at 
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the end of the day, I'm just a 
simple man. A decent cup of tea, a 
hunk of bread and cheese..several 
million quid safely hidden in 
offshore Panamanian funds. That's 
all I really want out of life. 

BORIS
I'm getting a kebab. D'you want 
some?

DAVID
Christ, yes. I'm fucking starving. 

BORIS
Where is it, Sadiq?

SADIQ
Ah. Sorry. 

BORIS
No kebab?!

Sadiq makes a "go figure" gesture. 

SADIQ
You know, Turkish..?

BORIS
Packing up?

Sadiq nods as if to an idiot child. Boris slaps the desk.

BORIS
I want something to eat and I want 
it now! Fish and chips. Get me fish 
and fucking chips. British fish and 
chips, best in the world.

SADIQ
But, Prime Minister..

BORIS
No, no, Sadiq. You'll never 
convince me that all the chippies 
are shutting down.

SADIQ
No, not shutting..

BORIS
Not the good ol' British chippie.
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SADIQ
No, but..

BORIS
But what, Sadiq?

SADIQ
There's no fish. We've got to 
renegotiate all the cod quotas now.

BORIS
Oh for fuck's sake! Oh well, let's 
just get down to business. 

Sadiq raises his mug again but is quelled by the others.

DAVID
I suppose you'll be wanting this?

He holds out a relay baton with PRIME MINISTER written on in 
bright gold capitals. Boris eagerly tries to grab it.

DAVID
Oi, oi! Manners. 

He dangles the baton just out of reach. After a short 
struggle, Boris eventually gets hold of it. 

BORIS
Prime Minister of the United 
Kingdom. The whole United Kingdom 
and nothing but the United Kingdom. 

DAVID/SADIQ
So help you, God. 

BORIS
You know, I didn't get where I am 
today by not picking up the baton. 
My great-great-erhrm-whatever-it-
is-great uncle, Prince Louis would 
be..

DAVID
Hang on! Prince Louis? 

BORIS
Yes.

DAVID
Prince Louis of Gascony?

BORIS
Yes, that's him. What of it?
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DAVID
But he's..that means you're..

DAVID/SADIQ
(in horror)

..French!

BORIS
Well, yes. But only a bit. I mean, 
I'm mainly Swiss and Turkish. And 
Jewish. Oh, and American.

DAVID
But, still. French!

BORIS
Oh, strap on a pair, will you? It's 
only a bit. And it hardly counts 
anyway. The man was illegitimate. 

David starts to smile, stands and rubs his hands.

DAVID
Well, it's time we moved on, I 
suppose. Come on, I'll present you 
to your adoring public. 

The two of them exit through the French windows.

EXT. ON THE BALCONY - DAY

 The assembled crowd outside cheer loudly. Boris showboats.

DAVID
Ladies and gentlemen - your new 
leader! 

More cheering from the audience.

DAVID
This man, this noble man, is 
descended from a real prince.

More wild cheering. Boris laps it up.

DAVID
It will make no difference to you, 
the uniquely tolerant British 
people, that the prince in question 
was the illegitimate son of a 
French aristo.. 

Cheers start to die away a bit.
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BORIS
(urgently)

David, David..

DAVID
After all, every single Briton 
holds the date 1066 close to their 
hearts..

BORIS
David..

Boos start to be heard.

DAVID
1066, that other glorious victory 
by a French nob of uncertain 
parentage.

The boos get louder.

DAVID 
A victory that ushered in..

BORIS
David, it's OK. You can stop now..

DAVID 
..a golden age of unprecedented 
stability. Under the thumb of a 
French bastard.

The boos are now deafening. Missiles are hurled at Boris.

INT. BACK IN THE OFFICE

David slips back inside, listens gleefully to the turmoil 
without. Soon, Boris staggers back too, covered in squashed 
tomatoes and rotten eggs. He is still clutching the baton.

BORIS
Help! David, you've got to help me. 

DAVID
Of course, of course. Oh and..

He gently takes back the baton, slips back on the cloth cap 
and the football scarf.

DAVID
..just call me Dave.

END


