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BOY PRESIDENT

 EPISODE THREE

Boy President and the Magical Pimp
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HADLEY: in the ancient days of Arabia, the Caliph of Baghdad was known from time to time to take off his princely robes, and wear instead the uniform of the Common Man. in this guise the Caliph would walk the streets, observing his city and his people. because of this practice, the Caliph became known as a wise and sage ruler – a man who understood his people and their concerns.

In the United States of America, the Presidents have become an increasingly isolated breed. White. Albino. Inbred. Presidents who are merely the public face of the corporations they serve. Now, along comes a President who’s gonna take it back to the streets – a President who’s not afraid to get out of the limo and walk amongst his peeps – a Boy President.

BOY PRESIDENT’S staff burst out from the stage and fan out, providing him cover. Boy President appears in disguise.

BOY: Let’s do it. 

Boy President and staff move through the tables.

BOY: Excuse me, sir. Having a good time at this Fringe Festival?

BRIAN: Yer?

BOY: You ever hear about that Boy President? What a whacky guy, right?

BRIAN: Can I help you?

BOY: Yeah, I’m just wondering what you think about Boy President, our esteemed leader.

BRIAN: Boy President? Let me tell you about Boy President. That bastard spent nine hundred million dollars of Arts Funding on a space program to take us to Saturn. Why do we want to go to Saturn? No-one cares about Saturn.

BOY: So would you say that Boy President is a good leader, a bad leader or a very bad leader?

BRIAN: He’s a fucking travesty.

BOY: I see. Cheers.

Boy moves on. He signals the Chaos Marines and they kick the shit out of Brian. 

BOY: Hi, stranger.  

KATHERINE: Hullo.

BOY: I was just curious as to what your opinion is on our country’s current military tactics.

KATHERINE: You know what I think? I think we need Iraqi troops out of the US.

BOY: But those Iraqi troops are maintaining the stability of the region.

KATHERINE: America for the Americans. We’re not a real country while there’s foreign troops running our cities. And that prick Boy President just panders to the Iraqis, licks their fucking boots-

BOY: Right, thanks.

The Chaos Marines beat Katherine.

BOY: Cardinal Usurper, Voice of Reason - there’s a serious issue with my personal credibility. Do the people hate me?

REASON: Hate’s such a strong word-

USURPER: They certainly fear you.

REASON: Fear is a kind of respect- 

USURPER: And with respect comes love and adoration.

TONY: Hey, man, I’m fucked! This is fucking wild, isn’t it? Hey, you know who else is fucked? Boy President! What a fucker!

BOY: Piss off or I’ll slash your kidneys!

REASON: Shh! What’s that noise?

There is the low murmuring sound of


“pimp. pimp. pimp. magical pimp.”


HADLEY: From the Memoirs of Boy President: as I walked through the streets with all the other scum, I could feel their hatred for me. The only thing these crustaceans shared in common was a contempt for the noble office of President and the Boy who stood in it. My expedition outside the White House had been a failure. I was not loved universally by the people. Instead, they reserved their affection for another. On every street corner we could hear her name being whispered – being chanted. The people had a new hero, a saviour that they looked up to.

Louder now:


pimp. pimp. pimp. magical pimp.

BOY: Who is this magical pimp?

USURPER: They say she is the most dangerous pimp in all America.
BOY: I’m not scared by a damn pimp.

STANDARD: They say she can breathe fire. And electricity.

BOY: There’s no such thing as electricity. Or fire.

REASON: It seems she is the most popular figure in America today.

BOY: How the hell did she get to be so popular? What’s her damn secret?

STANDARD: Sensors indicate that the Magical Pimp is in close proximity.

BOY: Where?

USURPER: OH JESUS! WE’RE SURROUNDED!

louder still and funky:


pimp. pimp. pimp. magical pimp.

The Magical Pimp appears.

MAGICAL PIMP: Hey Boy President.
BOY: How do you know who I am, Magical Pimp?

MAGICAL PIMP: I am a Magical Pimp.

BOY: Magical Pimp, how did you get to be so damn popular? 

MAGICAL PIMP: The people hate Boy President because all you bring them is fear. They love the Magical Pimp because I bring them love.

BOY: How can I make the people love me?

MAGICAL PIMP: The people think that Boy President is an evil stone-hearted psychopath. But if they knew that you were a real boy, with real feelings-

BOY: But I don’t have real feelings.

MAGICAL PIMP: If the people could see you fall in love…

BOY: But I don’t love! There’s no-one for Boy President to love!

MAGICAL PIMP: Yeah? Check this out.

MAGICAL PIMP snaps her fingers and RUSTY CENTRE walks across the stage, to the tune of a radically cool pop song. Rusty pulls out a yoyo and starts doing tricks.

BOY: Who – who is she?

MAGICAL PIMP: Her name is Rusty Centre.

BOY: I want her.

MAGICAL PIMP: She’s yours – if you can win her.

REASON: I have a bad feeling about this. Boy President, what if she has chlamydia.

BOY: Then all of America has chlamydia!

Boy punches Voice of Reason and approaches Rusty Centre. They face each other down and then begin to dance.

The Magical Pimp starts to cast a spell.

REASON: What are you doing?

TRUMPETER: By my iron troth, she’s casting some kind of spell!

REASON: Stop her!

STANDARD: Assemble the Death Ray!

REASON: There’s something very fishy about all this. We need to stop Boy President before he has sex with her.

Rusty and Boy President hold hands.

BOY: We’re sexing! We’re sexing! Oh shit!

Boy and Rusty both begin to spasm and shriek as if they are being electrocuted.

HADLEY: AND NOW AN AD BREAK.

ad break. a 40 minute interval.

Boy and Rusty are both still spasming. They stop, and Rusty Centre collapses on the stage. Boy President steps forward robotically.

REASON: Boy President! Are you all right?

BOY: I am fine. Everything is well. I have never been better.

RUSTY: What the christ was that?

MAGICAL PIMP: How did you like that, Boy President?

BOY: That was very good thank you Magical Pimp. As a reward for giving me such good sex, I would like to offer you a place in my cabinet. You can be my new chief advisor.

REASON: Wait, what?

MAGICAL PIMP: Why thank you, Boy President. That’s very kind of you. 

BOY: And now let us all have a round of applause for our new member of cabinet the Magical Pimp.

STANDARD: HOORAY!
TRUMPETER: PIMPETY-PIMP-DE-PIMP!

MAGICAL PIMP: The first thing I advise you to do is throw this whore into the street.

BOY: Chaos Marines. Dispose of this whore.

The Chaos Marines throw Rusty Centre off the stage on to the other stage.

RUSTY: Wait… wait… I’m Boy President. You took my body, you bitch!

REASON: What did you say?

RUSTY: She’s stolen my body!

REASON: Cardinal Usurper! the Magical Pimp switched Boy President and the whore’s bodies while they were holding hands. 

USURPER: But that’s impossible! No pimp could do that, unless… unless it was a Magical Pimp.

REASON: We’ve got to stop her!

BOY: From this day forward, the 14th of February will be known as the Magical Pimp’s day. Also, all scientific research institutes will now be devoted to researching the most awesome costumes for the Magical Pimp to wear.

STANDARD: Hooray!

TRUMPETER: Gaudy pimp!

STANDARD: Funky pimp!

TRUMPETER: Flashy pimp!

MAGICAL PIMP: Powerful pimp. Thank you, Boy President. I appreciate your thoughtfulness.

REASON: Wait just one second, Magical Pimp!

MAGICAL PIMP: What is it, Voice of Reason?

REASON: Why don’t you tell us all what happened while Boy President was having sex with Rusty Centre?

MAGICAL PIMP: Why, they had a great time, of course!

REASON: What else?

MAGICAL PIMP: What are you implying?

REASON: The only thing I’m implying is that you’re a stinking magicl fraud.

MAGICAL PIMP: Well what are you going to do about it?

REASON: I’m going to take you the fuck down! Chaos Marines, Cardinal Usurper – get her! 

The Pimp easily defeats Standard Bearer and Usurper, but Voice of Reason uses:

· Anthrax

· the film camera she stole from Ricochet

and defeats The Magical Pimp. 

REASON: Now, you little scratch. You’re not really Boy President, are you?

BOY: Please don’t kill me! I’ll do anything.

REASON: All right, here’s how it goes. When I suggest something, that’s what you do. If I hear that you’ve made a decision on your own, I’ll reveal you and the wolves can feast on you. Understand?

BOY: Yes.

USURPER: Voice of Reason – this broad wants a word with you.

RUSTY: Voice of Reason, you’ve saved us from the Magical Pimp! Thank you so much.

REASON: You’re welcome.
RUSTY: Now we just need to find a way to switch me back into the body of Boy President.

REASON: And why would we want that?

RUSTY: Because… I’m the President. I’m Boy President.

REASON: So you are. Boy President, there’s something I’ve always wanted to say to you.

RUSTY: Say it.

REASON punches RUSTY in the face and sends her reeling.

REASON: Chaos Marines. Drag this tart out into the trash and stomp on her.

STANDARD: Tart-stomping ahoy!

TRUMPETER: I like the pretty lights!
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