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DJ Jarba and Rockabilly expected to savor their college semester overseas in Europe. The travel! The memories! And especially, doing their fun little college radio show together every Tuesday, broadcasting from wherever they might go.

Instead, they find themselves fleeing the British police.

Over a truly unfortunate misunderstanding involving illegal gold dust, soup flavor packets, and a “borrowed” dog catcher truck.

If you love goofball buddy comedies, set (and written!) in the late 1990s, and even in the format of an actual radio script… then honestly, wow, you have very specific tastes. Don’t let this perfect little story slip through your fingers!
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Author’s Note

So, this little comedy needs a bit of context.

Back in the late 1990s, I went to a little private college, with a tiny little campus radio station. Every Tuesday, for one precious hour in the evening, I’d cram into this minuscule booth with carpet on the walls and do a real live RADIO SHOW. That you could actually TUNE INTO and hear, with a REAL radio, ANYWHERE on the whole campus! Mostly!

Most of my shows are mercifully forgotten (even by me), but for one short stretch of episodes, I scripted an actual radio comedy serial, complete with sound effects and royalty-free music soundtracks. And I convinced my buddy Cliff Gerhardt, who I’d known since high school, to join me.

The premise? The adventures of DJ Jarba and Rockabilly, two hapless American college students who are studying overseas in Austria while also trying to keep broadcasting their weekly radio show, live, for their campus back home. No matter where in Europe they find themselves that week.

(Yes, we were two college DJs, pretending to be two college DJs.)

Today, there must be legions of real-life college students posting endless podcasts and videos as they travel the world. But in the late 90s, before we were all walking around with a recording studio in our pocket, this whole idea of wandering college students broadcasting (fake) live adventures felt a bit more zany.

Plus, the premise explained the obligatory breaks we had to take every so often (per real-life college regulations) to read the weather, the news, public service announcements (PSAs), and even a Scripture quote. (You’ll see.)

Cliff suggested the name “Super Tuesday” for the show, which I thought was pretty fun, until I found out later that it was the name of some radio show back in his home state. Oops. An innocent mistake by a non-writer civilian. Fortunately, titles can’t be copyrighted. (Whew.)

Also, Cliff played DJ Jarba, and unlike me, he really does have a voice for radio. So you have to imagine DJ Jarba with a rich, resonant, deep voice that is relentlessly confident, no matter how clueless he might be. He delivers every opinion with the serene certainty of a TV meteorologist.

On the other hand, Rockabilly, who was played by yours truly, is a bundle of nerves, always trying to mask his anxiety by amping up his DJ charm, but coming off more as a desperate used car salesman. I also performed the rest of the characters, boldly diving into various voices and accents with varying degrees of success.

Honestly, I can’t really imagine how you’ll experience this, what voices you’ll hear or what music you’ll imagine from the evocative hints given such as “Italian City Music” or “Jazz News Theme”.

But I think you’ll have a pretty good time.

Each episode was fairly self-contained, so for this book, we’re doing the one where they go to Venice. Honestly, I can’t seem to find the earlier scripts anyway, but more importantly, this episode turned out to be my favorite…
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STUDIO TECHNICIAN



Good evening. You’re listening to WSOP, 89.3 FM, the official radio station here at the college. It’s 8:00, and so normally, we would be bringing you everyone’s favorite program, the “Alive and Gerhardt Hour of Laughter.” Unfortunately, the show for tonight has been canceled. Mr. Gerhardt recently convinced the Patriarch of Istanbul to submit to the Papacy, and has been summoned to Rome for negotiations. Mr. Alive tripped over a speed bump this afternoon and is nursing his big toe back to health. We sincerely apologize for any inconvenience their absence may cause. However,


(Music under: “Opening Theme”)



we now bring you instead, live, to the streets of Venice, Italy. WSOP International.

(Music up and then under.)




(SOUND EFFECT: Truck approaches, stops.)





DJ JARBA



Hello and welcome to Super TU-TU-TU-TU-TUESDAY! This is DJ Jarba!





ROCKABILLY



And Rockabillaaaaay!!!!





DJ JARBA



Inviting you to join two crazy Austria students as we travel Europe in our dog-catching truck, fleeing the British police because there’s a reward for our capture.





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, let’s just play some music.





DJ JARBA



Rockabilly, we don’t have any! Besides, it’s a great story. You see, last week found us riding down the emergency stairway of the Eiffel Tower on our motorcycle to escape Fritz, a British spy. He’s been chasing us for weeks with his police officer friends because he thinks we were wrapped up in illegal gold-dust trade-offs in Berlin.





ROCKABILLY



Which was all a mistake.





DJ JARBA



Then, in Paris, we accidentally got involved with a counterfeiter whose red Ferrari we had demolished when our brakes gave out. Of course, the crash sound effect didn’t work.





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, let’s stick to essentials.





DJ JARBA



Right, Rockabilly. We managed to escape Paris by disguising as each other.





ROCKABILLY



A true stroke of genius.





DJ JARBA



Yes, it was my idea. We made it into Italy, and realized it was time to get a job. We wound up in a small Italian villa working for Giovanni Tortollini, dog-catcher extraordinaire. Of course, we didn’t catch the dogs ourselves. We just babysat them in the pound. They were really a good crew.





ROCKABILLY



That type of dog is so often misunderstood.





DJ JARBA



Rockabilly, it’s the truth. But the relationships we forged weren’t to last long. On Saturday, Fritz showed up with his gang, and it was all we could do to get away in time. Giovanni didn’t have any ready money, so he just paid us in dog food cans. Unopened, of course.





ROCKABILLY



It’s tastier than you would think.





DJ JARBA



Especially when you haven’t eaten for days! But even worse than the dog food was having to leave our canine buddies behind. All their looks of sadness as we left were really overpowering. I know they’re going to miss us.





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby—





DJ JARBA



I think we should have taken them with us in the truck, Rockabilly. They would have fit. Except maybe Pedro.





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, we kind of have problems of our own to work out before starting that kind of community. This whole thing with the police is getting a little bit silly. Fortunately, we’re not riding around on our bike, so maybe they won’t recognize us.





DJ JARBA



Nope, this dog truck was the perfect disguise. Boy, it was sure nice of Giovanni to let us borrow it indefinitely like this.





ROCKABILLY



What did he ever say when you asked him?





DJ JARBA



Asked him what?





ROCKABILLY



If we could borrow the truck.





DJ JARBA



I thought you asked him.





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, are you suggesting that you didn’t go ask him when I went to get the keys?





DJ JARBA



Rockabilly, I was saying goodbye to Pedro. I figured that you were getting the keys, so you’d probably run into—





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, in other words, we’re driving a stolen truck.





DJ JARBA



Rockabilly, it’s time for the NEWS!




(Music up and under: “Jazz News Theme”)




DJ JARBA and ROCKABILLY read the news.




DJ JARBA does the weather.




ROCKABILLY does the PSA.




(Music up and out.)





DJ JARBA



Well, Rockabilly, we’ve parked the truck in this inconspicuous place behind the huge billboard for Il Padre John’s. We’re just outside the city, and no one saw us. We’re perfectly safe.





ROCKABILLY



Right, now we’re just back to being our normal, internationally wanted, criminal selves. What a relief.





DJ JARBA



Rockabilly, I’m sensing an inner struggle here. Are you sure all is well? Are you going into denial?





ROCKABILLY



No, never!! I don’t even know what you’re talking about, Jarba.





DJ JARBA



Okay, good. Anyway, I don’t see what there is to be concerned about. Here we are, rolling our trusty little motorcycle into the most beautiful Italian city of them all—VENICE.




(Music up and under: “Italian City Music”)





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, you’ve got something there. Just look at all the tiny little houses—





DJ JARBA



The exquisite, famous waterways—





ROCKABILLY



The tiny little streets, too small for a motorcycle—





DJ JARBA



And the beautiful, expressive faces of the Italians themselves. If only I spoke this beautiful language. Then, perhaps, I could understand what wonderful things they were talking about.





JANE




(off-mic, annoying Boston accent)



Ooh, ya muttonhead!





DJ JARBA



Hark! A local!





JANE



I can’t believe I’ve wasted the last five months of my life trying to understand a joik like you. What kind of a relationship is this? Ya never call, we never talk, we never talk at ALL, ya just sit there making weird faces and pretending there’s a strong wind blowing. Hey, you there—





DJ JARBA



Uhhh—





JANE



You tell me, is that what you’d call a boyfriend?





DJ JARBA



Uh, no. Intercommunication is essential to any healthy relationship. By the way, I’m DJ Jarba—





JANE



And another thing, I’m sick and tired of you wearing white makeup all the time. I don’t care if you’re a mime, it’s going to stop, today, or we’re through. Ooh, don’t give me that look.





DJ JARBA



You’re a mime?





JANE



See, look at him. Just nodding his head up and down with that stupid grin. Jarba, wouldn’t you go nuts if you introduced your girlfriend to someone and she started to peel an imaginary banana?





DJ JARBA



Well, that would be trying—





JANE



See, there he goes! Stop it! Stop it! There’s nothing there!





DJ JARBA



Well, miss—





JANE



Jane!





DJ JARBA



Jane. There might be some other aspect to this question. Why is he practicing so much? Is there a big show coming up?





JANE



Oh no. He’s a method mime. All mime all the time.





DJ JARBA



Hey, that’s catchy.





JANE



OOOH THAT’S THE LAST STRAW!! I’M LEAVING YOU, JO-JO. IT’S TIME TO SAY, GOODBYE JANE!!





DJ JARBA



Goodbye, Jane!





ROCKABILLY



Later, Jane.





DJ JARBA



Well, dude, uh, sorry we kind of intruded on your little domestic altercation. Is there anything we can do?




(Pause.)





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, I think our late friend Jane may have had a point—





DJ JARBA



Rockabilly, everything’s going to be okay. I speak mime.





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby—





DJ JARBA



Fluently, in fact. Back in college I majored in mime for a semester. Method mime, now that’s the good stuff.





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, we’re in college.





DJ JARBA



Right. So, Jo-Jo—oh, wait, he’s saying he prefers the Italian. Giuseppe-Giuseppe. Well, Giuseppe-Giuseppe, tell us a little about yourself.





ROCKABILLY



Jarba—





DJ JARBA



Okay, never mind, we’ll start. I’m DJ Jarba and this is my pal, Rockabillaaaay! We’re radio DJs—what? Yeah, we have our own show, sometimes, anyway. What? Well sure, I don’t see why not!





ROCKABILLY



Jarba buddy, what is he saying?





DJ JARBA



He wants to be on our radio show!




(Music out.)





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, there are so many reasons why—





DJ JARBA



Rockabilly, come on, it’s time for a little innovation here! We never have any music, anyway. What could be better than a live performer? This will give our show some CLASS!





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, he’s a mime!





DJ JARBA



Oh come on, Rockabilly. Radio is the theater of the mind.





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, we shouldn’t even be standing in the streets here. Someone might recognize us—





DJ JARBA



Wait a second, Rockabilly—thanks, Giuseppe-Giuseppe. Why are you giving me this newspaper? What? Hey, Rockabilly! Look! It’s us—front page news!





ROCKABILLY



Oh boy!





DJ JARBA



It’s a shame I can’t speak Italian. See, there’s us on the bike, and there’s dear old Giovanni standing next to an empty garage. He looks mad, though.





ROCKABILLY



This is getting better by the minute.





DJ JARBA



And there’s Fritz shaking hands with some guy in a uniform. He looks like some kind of Italian policeman. Must be pretty high up, though—look at all those medals!





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, why don’t you ask our good friend Giuseppe-Giuseppe if there’s a really easy way to get out of Italy.





DJ JARBA



Rockabilly, we just got here! We can’t miss out on all of this! This is VENICE!




(Music up and under: “Italian City Music”)





ROCKABILLY



Jarba baby, at least ask the mime if there’s somewhere we can go.





DJ JARBA



He’s saying there’s a place very nearby where we could get some low-key work. “Big Luigi’s Afternoon Club.” Apparently it’s a dinner theatre that’s only open during the afternoons.




(Fade out music.)
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