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A panto very loosely based on the Wizard of Oz

By Jim Bower

CAST
(In order of appearance)

DOT - A young woman seeking adventure
AUNTIE HISTAMINE - The Dame - Dot's guardian
TIDDLES - A cat who transforms into human size
DELBOY CHESTNUT - A merchant in Christmastown
TOWNSPERSONS 1,2,3 and 4 - Citizens of Christmastown
SIR GERALD FIGGY-PUDDING –MP for Christmastown and Boxingdayville
MP's assistant – no lines, but whispers in the MP's ear
"THE PRESS" – no lines, but hold a mic and take notes of what the MP says
CONFUSED ELVES – who think they're Oompah Loompahs
CONSTABLE NUTCRACKER - Christmastown law enforcement
MRS STOCKING - A very informative crone
GRISMERELDA - The Wicked Witch
IGOR - The Witch's henchman
PERSONS 1, 2, 3 - Incidental characters on the road
MR. TRAMP - An amnesiac homeless man (who is actually Santa Claus)
ZBING & ZBONG - Zbeeglian aliens 
ROB OT - A clockwork robot seeking an upgrade
FLEA DANCERS & ROBOT DANCERS – they just show up for songs
A MAGIC MIRROR – a disembodied voice
DEMONKEYS - The Witch's evil pets
DEREK MINCE-PIE- Christmastown's Fire Chief 
BILLY NILLY, NEVILLE, SHORTY - Apprentice firemen
THE WIZARD - The mysterious wizard 


Act 1

SCENE 1 FOC – in the grey town of Amdramham

Music: Intro

The 'black and white' scene before the show bursts into colour as per the Wizard of Oz. Hopefully with some stark white lighting, but also with monochrome costumes.

We see Dot on stage scrolling through a phone. She is basically the Judy Garland character

Histamine: (Offstage)  Dot! Dotty! 

Dot: (on her phone) Yes Auntie?

Histamine: Can you bring the washing in, I think there's a storm coming.

Dot: OK!

Enter Auntie Histamine. She will be our dame.

Histamine: (To audience) Hello everybody! (looks at Dot. To audience again), I'll be with you in a minute! (to Dot) Is that a new phone?

Dot: Yes. Kind of. I bought it secondhand from Charlie Johnson. It doesn't work.

Histamine: Oh Dot! Charlie Johnson is a crook. You're too trusting. People take advantage of you! If someone came along selling magic beans you'd probably buy them.

Dot: (Sighs) Oh Auntie, wouldn't it be great to climb a beanstalk to find a magical land?

Histamine: Not in this show, love.

Dot: (puts phone away) I think the wi fi is down anyway. It's probably the storm.

Histamine: It's one of those big ones with a name. They're calling it Storm Boris. It's wild and chaotic with lots of wind and is likely to cause long term damage.

Dot: At least it's exciting. Nothing exciting happens around here.

Histamine: I'm afraid we live in a very boring place. The walls are grey, the sky is grey, even my socks are grey…although of course my hair is naturally this colour.

Dot: Oh auntie (stands) don't you just yearn for a more colourful life, away from this place? A magical place of joy and laughter and song, a place of love and happiness?

Histamine: Well, there's a bus to Leeds in half an hour.

Dot: There must be a place for us somewhere Music: "rainbow" ….somewhere over the….over the  (music swells, she is about to burst into song, but Histamine interrupts)

Histamine: Hang on! Where's the cat?

Dot: Tiddles! I'm not sure. I do hope she's not outside when the storm hits. She's such a beautiful sweet snuggly pussy cat. (they begin to look around)

Histamine: Well perhaps there are some boys and girls here who might help us call the cat, will you do that? (Gets audience to shout ' Tiddles! Tiddles!')

(Eventually Dot finds the 'cat' offstage; it's a toy cat but importantly it's realistic looking, and coloured like the human-sized cat costume we will eventually see. Dot holds it like a real cat and strokes it. The audience is encouraged to say aaaah)

Dot: Ooos a beautiful little puddy tat then? Its you isn't it? Yes it is. Look at your beautiful little nose and your cute little whiskers. I think you're the loveliest cat in the whole wide world.

Histamine: (looking offstage) It's pooped on your bed again.

Dot: Oh naughty Tiddles!

Histamine: I think it's that new cat food. (picks up box, reads) new improved pussy pudding. Ingredients – big fish – little fish – all in a card board box.

Dot: Oh, I love the advert for that, how does it go again?

(Music: "Big Fish") Big fish little fish cardboard box music plays and characters do the hand gestures dance routine)

Histamine:  (To audience) Well that's you lot warmed up. So since you're here, I think it's time for some introductions. My name is Auntie Histamine. Yes, I know Histamine is a very unusual name. I don't know what inspired my parents to make such a bold choice, you might say it was a little rash. 

I'm told it's very erotic. Oh wait, no I mean exotic. Or perhaps both.  I have sisters called Freeze, Perspirant and Clockwise – one of them is cold, one of them smells and the other one's a bit backwards, so I think I got off lightly.

This charming young lady is Dot, she's the nicest, loveliest person in the whole world. In fact sometimes I think she's too nice. She calls me auntie but actually we're not related, she's lived with me since I found her abandoned as a baby on my doorstep in a little basket. Aaah.  (audience encouraged to aaaah)  OK ok don't overdo it,  I've got a sad backstory as well. There was a time when I was married. Yes married. My husband was a plumber. He had an unusual name too, he was called Og the drain. So he was Uncle Og The Drain. Unclog the drain? Plumber? Oh suit yourselves.

But I'm afraid one day silly old Og left me. (aaaaah) leaving me all alone (Aaaaaahh). One day he just went to the shops and never came back. I think I was too much woman for him.  Well, if you can't handle the package, don't sign for the delivery, that's what I say.

So it's just me, Dotty and Tiddles living in a very poor house in a sad grey little village called Amdramham. It's very boring here. There's only one shop. And only one pub. Nothing much for two single ladies to do! Except go to the pub twice.

(FX: Thunder/lightning)

Dot: Oh my goodness Auntie Histamine, I can hear the storm getting nearer. I think Tiddles is getting frightened.

Histamine: She seems unmoved to me (prods cat)

Dot: Don't be mean auntie! She's just very tired.

Histamine: (goes to "window") It's getting very blowy out there. My washing is flapping about something rotten. 

Dot: (goes to see): Oh no auntie! Your dress has flown off.

Histamine: Not for the first time.

Dot: Your knickers have fallen down!

Histamine: Not for the first time.

Dot: Oh no! It's blown your socks off!

Histamine: It's been a while.

Dot: Oh Auntie Histamine, we must go and save the laundry!

(Exit D and H into the storm)



SCENE 2

Music: Storm

All visual UV storm.  Various items of clothing flying around. In the later part we see a house flying. 



SCENE 3 - Christmastown

The storm music sequence ends with 'Jingle bells" played badly and out of tune.

Curtain opens to reveal a town square. It's colourful, but there is something wrong. A threadbare xmas tree is visible, along with lights that do not work. There's a sign saying 'Christmastown" but it has some letters missing.

People are milling about. There's a Trader at a stall, a sign reads "Delboy Chestnut, Trading"


Delboy:  Baubles! Slightly cracked. Two and a half for the price of one.

Townsperson: Hello there! I'm looking for some Christmas decorations.

Delboy:  Certainly madam. Can I interest you in a cracked bauble?

Townsperson: Not really, no.

Delboy: How about some tinsel. It's almost shiny!

Townsperson: Almost shiny? That's not very good. Haven't you got any shiny tinsel?

Delboy: Afraid not. How about this toy Rudolph? 25% off.

Townsperson: It's only got three legs!

Delboy: Like I said, 25% off.

Townsperson: Do you have anything that's not either broken or substandard?

Delboy: Sorry no… not this year. Haven't you heard? Christmas is broken.

Townsperson: Broken? How can Christmas be broken?


Fx: Flying house whistle We are interrupted by a whistling sound, which is Dot's house flying through the air


Townsperson 2: (points up and offstage): What's that flying through the air?

Townsperson 3: It looks like some sort of house!

Townsperson 4: A flying house! I wonder what sort of meteorological phenomenon could cause an entire house to fly through the air?

Townsperson 2: It's not a meteor.

Townsperson 3: And it's definitely not logical.

Townsperson 4: It's coming down over there, slightly offstage!

Townsperson 3: Look out stage right!

Fx: Flying house crash (an enormous crunching sound is heard as the house lands offstage. If we can manage some smoke to come in from offstage and perhaps some debris then great)

Townsperson 3: Wow, that was really spectacular.

Townsperson 4: Yeah the effects were fantastic!

Townsperson 3: I can see some people getting out of it! It's a miracle they survived such an expensive looking piece of theatre.

Townsperson 4: Oh yes. There's a young lady and, er, someone else of indeterminate gender.

Townsperson 2: Have you swallowed a thesaurus?

Townsperson 3: I would never eat a dinosaur.

(Enter DOT and HISTAMINE brushing themselves down. They are both now wearing colourful outfits; they are no longer in the 'grey' world)

Histamine: Phew, that was quite an experience! We must have flown for miles! Are you OK Dotty?

Dot: I think so Auntie! Oh my goodness, what's happened to us?

Histamine: We're all….different!

Dot: Why yes! And what's this place? Oh, auntie - look at all the bright colours… it's…it's almost too much. 

Histamine: Ooh I'm all a quiver.

Dot: We're not in Amdramham any more!

Histamine: Look at that sign – I think it's supposed to say 'Christmastown!'

Dot: Oh Auntie, don't you see? Perhaps this is the magical place I dreamed of, somewhere Music: rainbow over… over the (once again music swells but H interrupts)

Histamine: Hang on! Where's the cat?

Dot: Oh no! Tiddles! I do hope she wasn't hurt. (begins to look offstage where the crash happened)

Histamine: you can help us find Tiddles, can't you boys and girls? (lots of tiddles shouting)

Eventually TIDDLES emerges. The cat is now a grown person in a cat costume, and not pleased about it.

Dot: Tiddles, is that really you? You've grown!

Tiddles: (Deadpan, and slightly weary, as if 'oh no, are we really doing this?') Miaow.

Dot: (Runs up to cat and smothers her with kisses and cuddles. Which Tiddles is embarrassed and not happy about but tolerates it) Something magical has happened! Oh Tiddsy Widsy I'm so glad you're OK! (ad lib some whooose my puddy tat etc. Strokes cat, and gradually the cat gives away that she likes it)

(Histamine has gone to browse Delboy's stall.)

Histamine: Slightly torn wrapping paper? Out of date Christmas pudding? What an odd stall. 

Delboy: This is Christmastown, sir.

Histamine: You mean madam.

Delboy: Right.

Histamine: Do you have anything useful?

Delboy: Hmm. I usually sell gifts but I'm afraid this year Christmas is broken, so they're all things people wouldn't usually like as a present.

Histamine: Christmas is broken?

Delboy: That's right. Let's see. I've got Jeremy Clarkson books. A tourist guide to Wetherby. Oh, here we are, hair removal cream (produces cream)

Histamine: Is that for getting rid of rabbits?

Delboy: Not that kind of 'hare', look, you just squirt it on and it makes hair fall out. Extra strong. It might suit a lady with, let's say, particularly hairy legs.

Histamine: (Pause, looks around). OK sold. (She takes it). (Looks at audience and is dropping a big hint)  That might come in handy later. (to Delboy) Do you take cards? (produces card)

Delboy: Yes, I do, thanks. (takes card and smiles. He's not giving it back. Histamine is momentarily perplexed but turns away)

Dot: Don't you want your card back?

Histamine: Not really. That was my Tesco Club Card.

We are interrupted by a Commotion stage R. The MP is coming, surrounded by flunkies, the press, and Constable Nutcracker.

Constable Nutcracker: Gangway! Make way! Coming through!

The MP enters. 

MP: Friends, fellow citizens of Christmastown, it is I, Sir Gerald Figgy-Pudding, MP for Christmastown and Boxingdayville. And (Sincerely, for the press) I am here today to express my horror at the tragic events which have occurred this very day in our poor beleaguered town. (To flunky) What was it? (Flunky whispers in his ear) Oh I see. Really? Good Lord. Must have been a really big one to cause all that mess. All right then. To have a mouse fall on our town at this already trying time is a sad and cruel twist of fate, and will clearly alarm all the cheese manufacturers and…. (flunky whispers again) oh, a HOUSE. A whole house? Well I never. OK then. Yes, well, a HOUSE, fell from the sky and landed (whisper) causing expensive damage (whisper) extensive damage. Our thoughts and prayers go out to all the victims. (Flunkie whispers in his ear) Oh there weren't any….right. Well in that case I'm here to celebrate our immense good fortune. And the fact that our citizens have emerged unscathed is a testament to the policies and stewardship of I, Sir Gerald Figgy-Pudding, your local MP. (To Constable Nutcracker) Constable Nutcracker, please investigate further.

Townsperson 4: (to the policeman) These two people and their cat were inside the house and came out when it landed.

Constable Nutcracker: Is this true?

Dot: Yes, your honour.

Constable Nutcracker: You can't just go flying around in houses! It's dangerous and not only violates Christmastown Airspace, it breaks several laws, not least the laws of physics.

MP: You mean to say you piloted this house and crash landed it in our town? This is an act of terrorism! What's the date? (whisper) (To the press) Write this down. local MP Sir Gerald Figgy-Pudding was first on the scene in the aftermath of 26-11. (insert actual date)

Dot: No, please sir, you're mistaken. We didn't do it on purpose. This was my home and a great storm blew it away with us in it. It was very frightening. And now I suppose… we're homeless. (she is very upset in a corny way, lip quivering)

Histamine: (protective) Now look what you've done.

MP: Ahem (flustered.)  Oh, my apologies my dear (To the press) MP Sir Gerald Figgy-Pudding  consoles a distraught victim of – erm - the housing policy of my predecessor. You can be assured that in Christmastown, whatever other problems we may have with Christmas being broken, the housing stock is of sturdy construction and will never, and you have my word on this, never fly off.  (To Dot) Now, my dear, I do apologise and I welcome you and your…associates to Christmastown.

Dot: Why thank you your honour.

Histamine: Thank you, your eminence.  (to audience) I must confess I find myself rather attracted to powerful men and oh boy! Look at the authority on him. (sidles up to him)  Are you married?

MP: Depends who's asking.

Histamine: Me.

MP: In which case yes, I'm married.

Dot: Christmastown! Sounds like a lovely place.

MP: Indeed it usually is, madam, but this year it's not quite up to its usual level of charm. For you see, this year, alas – Christmas is broken.

Dot: Yes we heard that! What do you mean, Christmas is broken?

MP: Look around you, the threadbare tree, the broken lights, whatever we do, it's just not working. 

(Enter some kids – as oompah loompahs)

Look, even Santa's elves are behaving very strangely – they think they're Oompah loompahs.

(To kids) You're elves not Oompah loompahs! Shouldn't you be in your workshop making toys? 

Kids: Ooompah Loompah dumpa dee doo, we're not working, how about you?

MP: Not working? This should be your busiest time. Have you forgotten who you work for?

Kids: Wonka!

MP: No need for that – I only asked.

Kids: Oompah loompah dumpa dee dub, think we'll spend the day in the pub.

MP: You see? Christmas is broken! Allow us to explain in song form.


SONG: CHRISTMAS IS BROKEN
(Sung by the MP, but if we can muster the singers perhaps all the townspeople, perhaps even bringing props on for each line showing the broken bit of Christmas mentioned)


When we wrap our presents up they're such an awkward shape
And we've somehow lost the end bit of the flippin sellotape
The holly isn't jolly and it seems there's no escape
'Cos Christmas is broken

When we plug the lights in they all quickly fizzle out
We hope there's summat on tv but this year there is nowt
The turkey's looking murky and the only veg is sprout
'Cos Christmas is broken

We put up decorations but they all fall down and wilt
The mistletoe's all thistles, oh and all the wine is spilt

When we hang our stockings up they've all been chewed by moths
The neighbour's friendly kids are now marauding visigoths   
There's a stain we can't explain on all the tablecloths
Because Christmas is broken

Mariah Carey's lost her voice and Bing has lost his croon
All the carol singers are completely out of tune

The scene of the nativity has just been vandalised
The angels aren't angelic and the wise men aren't so wise
The donkey's looking wonky but it's really no surprise
Because Christmas is broken

The snow's not crisp or even you can barely call it sludge
The only chocolate in the box is one remaining fudge
The season of goodwill is now a season with a grudge

'Cos Christmas is broken.


Histamine: Well, you don't sound too unhappy about it.

MP: We are a resilient people.

Dot: But – how? How did Christmas get broken?

MP: Well, the how is a bit of a mystery, but we know the what.

Dot: What's the what?

Histamine: Yes, do you know what's what?

MP: What?

Histamine:  If you know what's what, do you know what the what is?

MP: I do. The sad truth is this. I'm afraid… Father Christmas has gone missing.

Dot: Missing? How can Santa go missing?

MP: We don't know, one day it was all Yo Ho Ho as usual, and the next, nothing. He was nowhere to be found. And without Santa's magic here in Christmasland, I'm afraid all the sparkle has gone.

Constable Nutcracker: Rest assured the Christmastown police are on the case.

Histamine: Do you have any leads?

Constable Nutcracker: We have a Christmastown, a Boxingdayville, a Yuleborough, a Presentford, but I've never heard of a Leeds.

Dot: But that's terrible! What can be done? Can we help?

Constable Nutcracker: Certainly! We need all the help we can get!

MP: Now if you'll excuse us, I have some negotiations to attend with the lollipop guild, they're on strike again. And then lunch – those expenses won't spend themselves.

Dot: Why thank you Mr Figgy-Pudding and good luck. I hope the people vote for you.

MP: Vote? Oh no dear, people don't vote around here.

Dot: But I thought you said you were MP of Christmastown.

MP. That's right.

Dot: Well what does MP stand for?

MP: MP stands for Most Posh! Wherever you are in the world it's always us who run things. Goodbye and all the best. (exits with entourage)

Tiddles: Miaow miaow miaow miaow, miaow miaow miaow.

Dot:  Oh yes you're right, Tiddles, we should help to find Santa if we can, but we have our own problems to sort out.

Tiddles: Miaow Miaow.

Dot: Yes, we haven't got a home.

Tiddles: Miaow.

Dot: And you're hungry.

Tiddles: Miaow.

Mrs Stocking: (appearing from nowhere and dramatically inserting herself into the conversation)  Excuse me – I'm Mrs Stocking, the village Crone. I couldn't help overhearing. Your best bet is to travel to our capital city. A city known for its great beauty, its stunning architecture and the presence of a great and powerful wizard who may be able to assist you!

Dot: And what's this city called?

Mrs Stocking: When visitors see the great city from afar, all they can say is ooOOOooo

Townspeople (and by encouragement, audience) ooOOOooo

Mrs Stocking: And when they approach its gates, all they can say is ooOOOooo

Cast (and by encouragement, audience) ooOOOooo

Mrs Stocking: And once inside, when they see the gleaming spires and gold paved streets, they look up in wonder and say….

Histamine: Is it ooOOOooo?

Mrs Stocking: Have you been before?

Histamine: Just a wild guess.

Mrs Stocking: Well, you're right.

Dot: So what's the city called?

Mrs Stocking: Well since the only thing people say when they see it is ooOOOooo, the name kind of stuck. So it's known as the wonderful city of ooOOOooos.

Dot: The city of Ooos! 

Townspeople all laugh.

Mrs Stocking: No, no, no you're pronouncing it all wrong. It's ooOOOOooooos.

Dot: oooOOOOOoooos.

Mrs Stocking: Now you're getting it.

Histamine: Perhaps the boys and girls can remind us how to say it if they hear the name of the city?

(General encouragement of audience to join in saying 'oooOOOooo)

Histamine: You mentioned a powerful wizard?

Mrs Stocking: I did. He is known as the wizard of OooooOOOooos.

Histamine: Is he single?

Mrs Stocking: Yes, and he may be able to help you. You see… It is said that the wizard has invented a machine called the wish-come-true-a-tron.  If he likes you, he might let you use it, to make your wishes come true!

Dot: Why, that's wonderful. I would wish for a new home.

Histamine: And I'd wish for a powerful wizard. Or a husband. Or both.

Dot: And how about you, Tiddles?

Tiddles: Miaow miaow miaow.

Dot: Why of course Tiddles. You can have some fish.

Histamine: You speak cat now?

Dot: Thank you so much for your help madam. 

Mrs Stocking: You're welcome. Now if you'll excuse me, I've more croning to do elsewhere.  (exits)

Dot: It sounds like we may have a journey ahead of us. 

Histamine: (To townsperson) Can you direct us to the city of OooOOOoos?

Townsperson 2: Do you want to go all the way?

Histamine: Perhaps, if the wizard plays his cards right.

Townsperson 2: There's a road which will take you all the way. It goes right that way (points to aisle in audience) . In fact it's a very special and distinctive road. If you keep on following it, it will take you right there. We call it…. The A64.

Dot: The A64!

Histamine: The A64??

Dot: Right! Come on Auntie, come on Tiddles, all we need to do is follow the A64!

SONG: FOLLOW THE A64 which Dot sings as they exit stage front, skipping down the road.


Follow, follow, follow, follow
Follow the A64
Follow, follow, follow
Till you just can't follow no more
It goes from here to there and takes you right up to the door
So follow follow follow follow the A64


Scene 4  FOC


Fx: Baddie thunderclap 

Grismerelda, Wicked Witch, is stirring a cauldron. Audience boos.

Grismerelda: What do you mean, boo? Don't you know who I am? I'm Grismerelda, Wicked Witch. So stop booing or I'll turn you all into frogs.

Enter Igor, her henchman, carrying a shopping bag.

Igor: I heard you had a booze problem.

Grismerelda: How very dare you? I only drink to be antisocial. What do you want, Igor?

Igor: I've brought your shopping, mistress.

Grismerelda: Ah, good. More ingredients for my recipe. (reading from book on stand, next to cauldron). Now let's see. fin of fish, eye of bird, dead bat. Did you get fin of fish?

Igor: Um, not exactly. (reaches into shopping bag and produces box of fish fingers) How about finger of fish? 

Grismerelda: Close enough. Here. (takes fish fingers and puts in cauldron. Cauldron makes noise, possibly burp) What about eye of bird?

(Igor takes out another identical box of fish fingers.)

Grismerelda: Igor, that's an identical box of fish fingers.

Igor: Yes mistress.

Grismerelda: How is that eye of bird?

Igor: It says so on the box. Look. Birds Eye Fish Fingers.

Grismerelda: I suppose that'll have to do. (puts in cauldron cauldron noise) Now, what's next. Did you get the dead bat?

Igor: Kind of. (Produces cricket bat). Well, it's not alive.

Grismerelda: Do you know what's next on the list? An idiot's tears.

Igor: They don't sell those in Tescos.

Grismerelda: We'll just have to make our own. Stand still. (Takes bat and hits Igor on head with it)

Igor: (starts crying) You're always so cruel to me mistress!

Grismerelda: Great, keep going (produces cloth which we have already pre-wetted so it can be wrung out, and gathers Igor's tears. OR if we can rig up something so tears squirt out of Igor's eyes, that would be great) 

(Witch thinks of things to say which may upset Igor, which becomes a litany of cruelty)

Come on, more tears! Remember that time I pulled the head off your teddy bear?

 Igor: Waaaah!

What about the time I put chilli powder on your corn flakes?

How about when I dipped you in honey and released the bees?

And do you remember the incident with the carrot? 

(and so on)

Right. You can shut up now. (takes wet cloth and wrings it into the cauldron Cauldron noise)

Igor: Yes mistress. (sniffs) Thank you mistress. 

Grismerelda: (looks at recipe) Right, what's next? Aha, I see. A Child's bogey.  Are there any children in the building?

Igor: (looks out into audience) Yes mistress.

Grismerelda: Let's have a look at them! (lights go up on audience) Ew, what an ugly bunch. Do any of you children pick your noses?

Igor: I think they do, mistress.

Grismerelda: They tell their mums and dads they don't but I know what goes on when they're not looking. Igor, go and bring one of them up here. 

Igor: Right, we need a volunteer!

Igor goes into the audience and brings up a kid. Plenty of ad libbing here as this goes on.

Kid is now on stage. Some ad lib "Whats your name" "Do you ever pick your nose" "When you do, do you really stick your finger in, like this" "Do you flick your bogeys" etc

Eventually:

Grismerelda: Right let's have a look up your nose. Tilt your head back. (Shines torch up nose) Oh yes, I can see we have a really big bogey up there. I think Igor's going to have to help you get that one out. And while we're doing this, I want everyone to shout some magic words to help the process along. It's quite simple – just shout Bogey! Bogey! Bogey! Are you ready (kid’s name)? Are you ready Igor? OK Go!

There then follows a slapstick routine where the witch has a long green string (or something like, eg string of green beads) rolled up in her hand. She holds it next to the kids nose so it looks like it's coming from there, and gets Igor to pull it out, hilariously it gets longer and longer.

Grismerelda: (Puts 'bogey' in the cauldron. Cauldron noise  ) Thank you (kid). You are truly horrible. Now go away.

Igor: Round of applause for (kid)

Grismerelda: Well, that's all done now, I'll just let that bubble for a while.

Igor: What spell are you making today, mistress?

Grismerelda: Spell? It's not a spell. It's your lunch. Fish bird bat tears bogey soup.

Igor: Oh, lovely.

Grismerelda: No, it'll be horrible. Which is fine by me, since I am evil, muhahahahaha (boo). I'll be having chicken and chips.

Igor: Can I ask you a question, mistress?

Grismerelda: Is it about one of your medical conditions? I told you to put some ointment on it.

Igor: No, mistress

Grismerelda: Well go on, spit it out.

Igor: Why did you break Christmas?

Grismerelda: Why? Why? I hate Christmas that's why! All that jolly holly nonsense. I hate turkey. Mistletoe makes me sneeze. Every year the same awful songs everywhere you go. But do you want to know the main reason, the number one reason, my actual reason?

Igor: Yes, mistress.

Grismerelda: I WAS ALWAYS ON THE NAUGHTY LIST! Why should all you goody goody children get all the presents? You with your 'yes mum I'll go to bed on time" and "no I won't say a swear word" and "yes I'll eat this cabbage" and "no I won't pour custard in my sister's underwear" well I've had enough. This year all the naughty children will get their revenge! Come on Igor, let's go and make some more mischief.

(Exits)



Scene 5 on the road  Scene change short music clip

Curtains open, there is a big pile of rubbish on stage. The tramp is secretly hiding within it to be revealed later.

Person2 comes along and empties a bin full of rubbish onto the pile.

Person1: Excuse me, you can't just leave your rubbish here by the side of the road.

Person2: What else am I supposed to do with it? We don't have bins. Before Christmas got broken, Santa's magic kept Christmasland all Christmassy and we never seemed to have any rubbish. 

Person1: You're right. It all seemed to just disappear, didn't it?

Person2: It did. But now we have eyesores like this springing up everywhere. I've written to our MP about it.

Person1: Did he reply?

Person2: He did. Here's the letter. (produces letter) Shall I read it?

Person1: Please do.

Person2:  (Reads from letter)  Dear Person2

Person1: Wait, is that your name, Person2?

Person2: Yes. Yes it is.

Person1: Well that's quite the coincidence. My name is Person1.

Person2: Wow! Fantastic to meet you! Perhaps we're related or something?

Person1: Maybe. Although I think it means we are merely incidental characters unworthy of having a name. 

Person2: You mean we're not essential to the plot? (encourages audience sympathy). Are we even in the programme?

Person1: Can someone check? (Brief interaction with audience, who confirm they are in the programme)

Person2: Yay! OK. Where was I? (Reads) Dear Person2. Thank you for your letter dated, yah de yah and so on. Ah, here we are. (Reads) We are aware of the presence of large quantities of unprocessed refuse appearing in your area. You can be assured that a committee is being formed to discuss the possibility of conducting a full enquiry into this matter forthwith.

Person1: Forthwith? 

Person2: Yes.

Person1: That's not enough. We should demand fifthwith.

Person2: Fifthwith. As a bare minimum. Maybe even sixthwith.  Anyway, blah blah blah, yours sincerely, Sir Gerald Figgy-Pudding , MP.

Person 3 enters and puts more rubbish on the pile.

Person1: Excuse me, this may sound like an odd question, but what's your name?

Person3:  My name….is Person 3 

Persons 1 and two are thrilled

Person2: Excellent, we're persons 1 and 2! 

Person1: Let's go for a drink!

Person3: Sure, but I've only got two lines. 'My name is person 3' and 'sure but I've only got two lines.'

Person2: Never mind. We only talk rubbish anyway.

(exit persons 1, 2 and 3)

Offstage we hear Dot and Histamine singing "Follow the A64" and they enter 

Histamine: Oh what a load of rubbish.

Dot: That's a little harsh Auntie Histamine. Was I a little flat do you think? (Sings again) Follow. Follow, follow…

Histamine: No, I meant that actual load of rubbish (Dot doesn't notice and looks confused). (in panto style:) It's behind you!

Dot: Oh, my goodness. What an unsightly mess! This isn't what I would expect from a colourful and beautiful place like this. A place which has answered my prayers and is somewhere…somewhere ('Rainbow' music swells as before)

Histamine: Hang on, hang on, Where's the cat?

Dot: She was with us a minute ago. 

Histamine: Tiddles! Tiddles! (Audience joins in)

Tiddles enters.

Tiddles: Miaow.

Dot: Ah Tiddles! Where have you been you naughty pussy cat? Have you been chasing the little mices (coddles the cat, who again reluctantly enjoys the attention)

Tiddles sniffs the air and has clearly detected something of interest in the rubbish pile

What is it Tiddles? Have you smelled something?

Tiddles begins rooting in the rubbish. Then, suddenly there is a flurry of flying rubbish and possibly a cloud of dust as the Tramp stands upright. He has clearly been asleep in the rubbish pile. 

The Tramp, we later discover, is Santa, so should have a suitable beard but will be very dishevelled.

The cat hisses, jumps back in shock and runs to the side of the stage to hide (perhaps hides behind something)

Tramp: (coughs): Is it morning? (Stretches and yawns) Ah, hello. Nice to meet you (moves towards Histamine)

Histamine: (jumping back and holding her nose) Eww keep away from me!

Dot: Don't be mean to the poor man!  And you Tiddles! What's the matter? Come and say hello.

Tiddles: miaow miaow miaow miaow miaow miaow miaow, miaow.

Tramp: What did she say?

Dot: (Slightly uneasy) She said hello.

Tramp: She said more than that didn't she?

Dot: I don't want to offend you, but she says you've got fleas.

Tramp: She's right - I sure do! They're my pets. (points to various places on his body) This is Dave, this is Cyril, this is Samantha. Oh and this is Brian, he's the clever one. Aren't you Brian?

Histamine: You have clever fleas?

Tramp: Oh yes. Clever and brave. Would you like a demonstration?

Histamine: No!

Dot: Yes!

Tramp: (Delighted) Oh goody! Brian loves to show off.  (Looks around the rubbish pile) Now let's see. Aha - this will do (picks up a cup or can – something that holds water, which will secretly also contain some way of making a visible splash when the flea 'lands' in it) and – aha! (Finds a water bottle and pours some into the cup.)  Right. You hold this and stand over there (gives cup to Histamine who does as instructed).

(The following can be expanded upon with ad libs and crowd work)

Ladies and Gentlemen, boys and girls, in a feat of daring and amazing athleticism, Brian the brave flea will attempt to make a death defying jump all the way from here….to there….and will do two somersaults in mid air! Ready Brian? Three, two, one… jump!

(Whistling noise which includes some extra wobbles to signify two somersaults in mid air. The cast pretend to see the flea and follow his progress, they also move their heads in unison as the 'somersaults' take place. Eventually the 'flea' lands in the cup and we see a splash)

Well done Brian!

Histamine: (Looking in the cup) Is he ok?

Tramp: Oh yes, Brian is also an excellent swimmer. (Goes over to the cup and offers his finger for 'Brian' to jump on. He also produces a tiny towel) Well done Brian, here's a towel.

Histamine: Round of applause for Brian!

Dot: Do your other fleas do tricks?

Tramp: They all have talents. Would you like to hear about them?

Dot: I sure would! 

Tramp: Well….



SONG (Sung by Tramp) FLEAS ARE GOOD

During the song a group of children dancers appear, representing the fleas and possibly with 'deely boppers' and other flea-like outfits. Depending on the choreography we could make each flea act out the skills listed and be a character from the song. These lyrics can be changed according to child's gender or available props (provided they will rhyme and scan!)

Dave and Carl ride little scooters
Clever Bob can fix computers
Ruth and Waldo do trapeze
Nick's the strongest of the fleas

Sally dances pirouettes
Mike plays tiny castanets
Martin tightrope walks on string
Amy Lou does everything

Fleas are good, Fleas are good
My little fleas are good
Fleas are good, fleas are good

One, two, flea
Jump around!

Cynthia does acrobatics
Des does amateur dramatics
Ed's a singer, you should hear him
Jim's so tough the others fear him

Barry does a range of sports
Valerie can read your thoughts
William can drive a cart
And Brenda's really good at art

Fleas are good, Fleas are good
My little fleas are good
Fleas are good, fleas are good

One, two, flea
Jump around!



Dot: Whats your name, mister?

Tramp: I have no idea.

Dot: You don't know your own name?

Tramp: Nope. In fact I don't remember much of anything beyond about a week ago.

Dot: Oh my! Well, everyone needs a name. Before we go any further, we need to give you a name.

Histamine: He pongs. Let's just call him what he is – a bum!

Dot: Bum? You can't call someone bum. Why would you call him a bum?

Histamine: He smells like a bum! It's an American word for a tramp.

Tramp: Tramp is fine by me!

Dot: Well hello there Mr Tramp! What about a first name?

Tramp: (Picks up a MacDonald's packet from the rubbish pile) MacDonald?

Dot: Well you're not Scottish. It'll have to just be Donald.

Histamine: So… Donald. 

Tramp: Fine by me.

Histamine: Donald…Tramp.

Tramp: (Trump impression) A lot of people are saying it's the best name.

Dot: So what happened to you?

Tramp: It's all a blur. I just woke up in the middle of my rubbish pile last Thursday morning with a sore head. I have no idea who I am or where I came from.

Histamine: I've had a few days like that.

Dot: Auntie, this is serious. Mr Tramp has amnesia.

Histamine: And I've got knock kneesia! (knocks knees together). Oh suit yourselves.

Dot: You do look awfully familiar somehow.

Histamine: The beard! The beard! Do you think he might be Santa Claus?

Dot: Are you Santa Claus?

Tramp: Santa who?

Histamine: Flies around on a sleigh pulled by magical reindeer. 

Tramp: (Thinks she's mad. To Dot) Is she OK?

Histamine: Delivers presents. Nice list, naughty list. Ho ho ho. Big red cloak.

Tramp: Riiight! (makes 'she's mad' gestures to Dot) 

Dot: We think you might be Santa Claus. He's gone missing, and that's why Christmas is broken.

Tramp shrugs

I have an idea! Why don't you come with us? We're going to see a powerful wizard who has a machine called the wish-come-true-a-tron. He lives in the wonderful city of ooooOOOOoooos. You could wish to get your memory back!

Tramp: Can I bring my fleas with me?

Dot: Of course!

Histamine: Do we have a choice?

Tramp: Hmmm. Well I don't know… I'll miss my rubbish pile. 

Histamine: You'll miss your rubbish pile??

Tramp: Definitely! All kind of treasures in here. Look! (picks up a box) A box! And here…look…a toothbrush…and here, a yogurt pot.

With no memory, the Tramp is weirdly impressed with the everyday items he's been sharing his home with.

But most of all I like my shiny things. Like this spoon. And this coin. And whatever this is. (he produces an oversized key, which we will eventually discover is the key to wind up the robot) A bird dropped it on my head yesterday. 

Dot: That's no problem, you can bring all your things with you!

Tramp: In that case, I'm in!  Just let me pack and I'll be right with you. (Puts a few things in a bag)

Dot: Ready? OK let's go! (They exit, singing 'Follow the A64' again)



Scene 6 FOC 

The 'close encounters' tune plays. Two aliens enter from the rear of the hall and cause chaos among the audience. They are entirely painted green and speak in very high pitched falsetto voices. They hold flexible tubes with some sort of attachment on the end which they use to 'probe' people. A lot of this can be ad lib

Zbing: Humans detected!

Zbong: Humans detected!  Defend yourself!

Zbing: They seem friendly.

Zbong: Don't be fooled, they can be very dangerous.

Zbing: Let's probe them! 

Zbong: Probe! Probe!

Zbing: Probe! Probe!

The following is dependent on who the aliens encounter in the audience.

Man with beard: 

Zbong: This one has strange facial hair

Zbing: Are you sure it's not a creature attached to his face? 

Zbong: It might be one of those hairy face hugging creatures from the Gamma Omega sector.

Zbing: Human - Have you recently been to the gamma omega sector? If so, we can attempt to remove the creature from your face.

Zbong: Probe him anyway!

Small child:

Zbing: This one is small.

Zbong: Have you been exposed to some kind of shrink ray?

Zbing: We can reverse the effects!

Zbong: No, be careful, remember what happened on Metebelis 3!

Zbing: Probe him anyway!


Old person

Zbing: This one has a strange grey colouring.

Zbong: Have you had your colouring removed? Was this a punishment?

Zbing: Would you like to be recoloured? 

Zbong: Probe them anyway!


Anyone:

Zbing: Human! Do you consent to having your brain removed for study?

Zbong: I think it's already been done

Zbing: You're right. Probe them anyway!


Someone with glasses:

Zbing: I have found a human with an attachment balanced on its nose.

Zbong: I think those are called glasses.

Zbing: Are you sure? They look like Venusian X-ray devices to me.

Zbong: Human! Do not attempt to use Venusian X ray devices without proper training.

Zbing: You could destroy your solar system!

Zbong: Probe them anyway!


Anyone

Zbing: What is your name?

(person gives name)

The aliens are both alarmed.

Zbing: (Name) is the name of the sacred ruler of the Gorn Nebula.

Zbong: Are you (Name) the terrifying, ruler of the Gorn Nebula?  No?

Zbing: Probe them!


Anyone

Zbing: What is your name?

(person gives name)

The aliens are very amused.

Zbing: hahaha, in our language, that word means 'toilet face'

Zbong: haha 'toilet face'

Zbing: Probe them!


Anyone 

Zbing: Hey! This human looks familiar

Zbong: It's Vorgleborg!

Zbing: You're right! Hey Vorgleborg, I haven't seen you since the Supernova on Quiggle Prime

Zbong:  What a night that was! 

Zbing: Great disguise as well, you almost look convincing as a human.

Zbong: And you've taken a human wife I see!

Zbing: What a brave human. Don't worry about the tentacles madam! They're perfectly normal!



And so on. Eventually the two aliens reach the stage

Zbing: I think that's enough probing.

Zbong: does that mean we can go back to the flying saucer?

Zbing: No! We can't go back without the robot. We will be in big trouble.

Zbong: You mean YOU will be in big trouble.

Zbing: We're a team! You remember what they taught us in zbeeegle academy.

Zbong: (reciting) When two Zbeegles engage in multifunctional quorflorbing, the spingbozillforb dictates a quasilateral nutriflox, even if the third mini humphlaprill is non-praximodal.

Zbing: Exactly! 

Zbong: I've no idea what it means though.

Zbing: It means we're both in big trouble!

Zbong: Is it really that bad?

Zbong: Yes! If you bring a bloody great robot to a planet, you have to take it home with you!

Zbong: It's not my fault it broke down.

Zbing: Yes it is!

Zbong: No it isn't.

Zbing: Yes it is!

Zbong: No it isn't! 

Zbing: You lost the key, didn't you?

Zbong: A bird took it!

Zbing: A bird? 

Zbong: A big flappy thing they have on this planet. It swooped down and off it went with the key in its mouth.

Zbing: Well that's still careless.

Zbong: Sorry.

Zbing: So where is the robot?

Zbong: I hid it!

Zbing: You hid it?

Zbong: Yes. I have hidden it so that no human will ever find it!

Zbing:  Are you sure?

Zbong: Yes! I did a course in hiding things at the Zbeegle academy. I can categorically state that our robot is undetectable!

Zbing: Well, if you're sure…

Zbong: Undetectable! Nobody will ever find it!

(exit)


Scene 7 on the road   Short scene change music

The curtains open to reveal the robot standing motionless at the rear of the stage, with a blanket over his head. He has been very badly hidden.

Enter Dot, Histamine, Tiddles and The Tramp, singing the A64 song again, only a little less enthusiastically. They don't notice the robot.

The audience will probably shout 'It's behind you' here, but for now we don't react

Histamine: We've been walking for miles now and my feet are killing me. Just a minute. (Sits on something - whatever works, a rock, a bench, etc. Lifts skirts to reveal big boots and hilarious undergarments. Removes boot – her feet smell – everyone reacts)

Dot: Phew Auntie, put your feet away before they kill us too!

Tramp: What a whiff! Actually I quite like it – it reminds me of something on my rubbish pile.

Histamine: Do you mind! I have sensitive feet. 

Tramp: Do you have troubled soles? Get it - soles?

Dot: Haha Mr Tramp, that joke was toe-rible.

Histamine: Don't worry, I'm sure heel think of a better one

Tramp: Nailed it!

(while the above is going on, the cat notices the robot, goes over to sniff it, and then begins trying to get the others attention, first by pointing and then going over to tap their shoulders)

Tiddles: Miaow miaow! 

Dot: Yes, in a minute Tiddles.

Tiddles: Miaow miaow miaow miaow! (It's behind you!)

The cat encourages the audience to say 'It's behind you' but can only miaow the words. 

Dot: (noticing robot under blanket) Oh my goodness! Is that a person under there?

Tramp: Let's find out! (Goes over to the Robot and gingerly pokes him. Feeling how hard the robot is, he knocks three times. We hear three clangs, indicating the robot is metallic. 

Shall I? (He's asking if he should remove the blanket hiding the upper part of the robot)

He then shrugs and removes he blanket revealing the robot. He jumps back

(He waves his hand in front of the robot's face to see if there is any reaction. There isn't.)

Dot: Is it….a robot?

Tramp: Either that or it's a really bad sculpture.

(They gather round)

Histamine: (Touching the robot) It's cold and unfeeling. Reminds me of my ex husband.

(They start to check out the Robot)

Tramp: Does it have an on switch?

Dot: I don't think so, but here, look at this in his back – is that a keyhole?

Histamine: He's clockwork?

Dot: Sure looks like a keyhole. I wonder where the key is. (They look around)

Tramp: I've got a key.

Dot: Hmm, no, I can't see anything…

Tramp: I've got a key. It's one of my shiny things. (He produces the key)

Histamine: (knowingly, to audience) Oh yes, the key we saw earlier! What are the odds?

Dot:  We need to wind him up!

Histamine: OK hey tinface! You're ugly (insult based on appearance)

Dot: No, not that kind of wind up. 

Tramp: (goes behind robot an 'inserts' the key). Shall I?

Dot: Is it wise?

Histamine: It has a certain inevitability about it.

All (to audience) shall we? Shall we?  (Eventually Tramp turns the key in the Robot's back. FX: Winding sound)


(Robot comes to life in a series of jerky movements and launches into his song. We are joined by kids doing a robot dance, and they sing the choruses…. for no logical reason, just for fun)


Song: Robot Man (sung by Robot and kids)

I'm a robot man
Made of plastic and steel
I'm a robot man
Just think – don't feel
I got bolts and nuts
Lots of wires for guts
I am a robot man

He is a robot, robot man
Looks like a fridge or an old tin can
He is a robot, robot man
He is a robot man
 
I'm a robot man
I don't get tired
I'm a robot man
It's the way I'm wired
A mechanical chap
Worth a lot for scrap
I am a robot man

He is a robot, robot man
Looks like a fridge or an old tin can
He is a robot, robot man
He is a robot man



Histamine: So let me get this straight, you're a robot man?

Robot: Scanning. 

(Looks at Dot) Classification – human female 
(Looks at Tiddles) Classification – feline female
(Looks at Histamine) Classification – human – gender unknown

Histamine: Cheek! 

Robot: (Looks at Tramp) Classification – Uncertain – rescanning – insect based ecosystem – rescanning – unknown life form with high levels of magical potential.

Dot: (to Histamine) Did you hear that? 

Histamine: Yes he's a flea bag.

Dot: No, the last part! Unknown life form with magical potential! He's Santa! 

Tramp shrugs

Robot: You have been assessed as friendly. 

Dot: What a clever robot! Do you have a name?

Robot: My serial number is XB7 4186 Dash 0823

Dot: That's a bit of a mouthful. Would you like a name?

Robot: Computing… nobody has asked me before. Rob…ot.

Dot: So… Rob…Rob Ot?

Robot: Affirmative 

Histamine: Rob…Ot?

Robot: Affirmative 

Dot: Where do you come from? 

Robot: I come from the Zbeeglian interplanetary alliance, sector 13

Dot: Why are you here?

Robot: Probing mission assistant.

Histamine: What does that mean?

Robot: I am here to help. 

Dot: Well that's just great!  We need help and so does Christmasland.

Robot: What is your mission?

Histamine: (Says the following very quickly) (deep breath) We are heading to the city of oooOOOOss to see the great wizard and ask him if he can make our wishes come true with a machine called a wish come true a tron, Dot here is wishing for a new home, I'm looking for love, the cat just wants a plate of fish and our friend Mr Tramp wants to get his memory back, we think he's really Santa Claus and we can save Christmas from being broken if he remembers who he is.

Dot: Is there anything you would like to wish for?

Robot: Affirmative. I would like an upgrade.

Histamine: Great! 

Robot: Also I do not want to serve the Zbeeglian alliance any more.

Dot: You want your freedom?

Robot: Affirmative.

Dot: Join us and we'll help you if we can!

Robot: Mission accepted.

Tramp: Hey, what's a robot's favourite food?  Microchips!

Robot: Does not compute.

Histamine: What's a robot's favourite music? Heavy metal!

Robot: Does not compute.

Tramp: Why doesn't a robot have any brothers? It only has trans sisters!

Dot: Hey guys, don't make fun of him, he's our new friend.

Histamine: These are jokes, Rob. We humans have a thing called a sense of humour.

Robot: I would like to learn about this….sense of humour.

Histamine: Ohhh…you're in the right place.

Tramp: Here's my favourite robot joke. I say I say I say. What is R2D2 short for?

Histamine: I don't know, what is R2D2 short for?

Tramp: He's only got little legs!

Robot: Does not compute. What is R2D2?

Histamine: Probably a distant relative!

Dot: If everyone's ready – let's go! (They exit, singing the A64 song again)

Enter the Aliens from the opposite side of the stage

Zbing: Is this the place?

Zbong: It was right here!

Zbing: Are you sure (they look around)

Zbong: Yes!

Zbing: (To audience) Humans! Have you seen a Type 3 Zbeeglian Mission Assistant Robot? (Audience hopefully respond) Which way did it go?

Zbing and Zbong: Was it this way? (They both simultaneously point one way) Was it this way? (They both simultaneously point the other way)

Zbong: (Points the wrong way) It was this way!

Zbing: Are you sure?

Zbong: Absolutely definitely this way! (they exit, the wrong way)



Scene 8. FOC. 

Baddie intro thunderclap

We're back with the Witch and Igor. 

Theatrical 'evil' doorbell of some kind rings. 

Grismerelda: Ah, that's a little something I ordered from Amazon. Get the door would you Igor?

Igor: Yes mistress. (He comes back in with a package. Reads label.) To Grismerelda, 666 Evil Road. 

Grismerelda: Aha! I know what this is (Unboxes a mirror. It's small enough to be hand held). It's my new magic mirror! 

Grismerelda: Who's the prettiest? Is it me?  (Silence). Well? (Taps mirror.)  Is it working?

Igor: Does it need batteries? (gets instruction manual out of box)

Grismerelda: Let me see. (snatches manual and reads) Thank you for buying the Magic Mirror 2000, teller of truth and displayer of magical visions. (They exchange impressed glances) Ooh, nice. Let's see…ah…quick start up guide….Aha! (gives manual back to Igor) There's an on switch. (FX 'windows' startup sound) Ahem. Are you working?  (Pause, in silence)

Igor: It says it will only work if you ask it in rhyme.

Grismerelda: What? What's the point of that…? OK, let's think…Are you working. . . (struggles to think of a rhyme) look, I'm twerking? (shakes bottom, but is aware how poor the rhyme is)

Mirror: Yes I am, that much is plain. Please don't shake that bum again.

Grismerelda: Well THAT was a bit cheeky.

Igor: (Reading the manual) It says here the magic mirror will always tell the truth.

Grismerelda: Oh all right. Mirror mirror….that I've got, I'm the fairest, am I not?

Mirror: Hear the message that I'm bringing. Sorry love, you're really minging!

Grismerelda: WHAT? How dare you! It must not be working properly. Is it under guarantee? If it tells the truth, it should say I'm the fairest.

Igor: You're not very fair to me. You made me eat Fish Bat Bird Tears Bogey soup. That's not fair.

Grismerelda: Shut up! The fairest means the most beautiful. (To audience) and I am beautiful aren't I everybody? Oh shut up. (to mirror) Right, mirror, let's try again, and bear in mind how easy it would be to accidentally drop you and cause a breakage. Ahem. Mirror mirror in my hand, who's the fairest in the land?

Mirror: You think it's you. But it is not
The fairest girl is one called Dot.

Grismerelda: Dot? Dot? What kind of name is that?

Igor. It's to the point.

Grismerelda: I should put a full stop to Dot! Show me!

(FX Tinkly noise) Igor and witch look into mirror

Grismerelda: Eeeew look at her. Bouncing along the A64, all pure and cheerful. How nauseating. Oh and look she's got some sort of oversized cat with her. And what on Earth is that great big monstrosity? 

Igor: It's a robot.

Grismerelda: No, next to the robot. Oh it's a woman. At least I think it's a woman. And… wait a minute, who's that?

(they both squint and move closer to the mirror)

Is that…. . .?

Igor: It's him.

Grismerelda: It's him! Oh no no no no no no no no!  Where are they all going? Mirror mirror, all seeing all knowing, where are all these people going?

Mirror: To a city bright and clean, to seek the wish come true machine.

Grismerelda: Gahhh! They're coming to the city!

Igor: (to audience) What's the city called? (audience responds) 

Grismerelda: Yes, yes. I know that. Igor, they're going to take him to the wizard! This could mess up all my plans and bring Christmas back. I have to stop them! Fetch my transport!

Igor. Your broom is broken, Mistress. 

Grismerelda: Is it? How did that happen?

Igor: You hit me on the head with it.

Grismerelda: Ah yes (briefly recalling a fond memory) what a fun day that was. (Snapping back) Never mind, I'll use the vacuum cleaner. Let's go!

(they exit)


Scene 9 on the road, near Oooos Brief scene change music

Once again we're on the road. Dot, Histamine, Tiddles, Tramp and Robot enter. This time, only the Robot is singing the A64 song and doing so in a completely monotone robotic way. They have clearly had enough of this. They come to a stop when Histamine blocks Robot's path.

Histamine: Enough!

(Robot stops. But then starts again. They have a comic back and forth where the Robot tries to commence his singing again and Histamine keeps stopping him)

Dot breaks the sequence.

Dot: How much further is it?

Tramp: It can't be far now, because I can see the city just over there.

Dot: Ooh where?

Tramp: (pointing) look!  (they all look off stage)

Dot: OoooOOOOooooo!

Histamine: ooooOOOOOOoooo!

Tiddles: Miiaaaaaooooww!

(They all look at Tramp expecting him to also go ooooOOOooo, he realises, and does so)

Tramp: oooOOOOOooooo

(Histamine turns to audience and gets them to go oooOOOOoooo too)


Enter Grismerelda, with Igor in tow, to a thunderclap and boos. She cackles and waves her wand, with a suitable magic spell sound effect. All characters freeze in position.

Grismerelda: Hahahah! (to Tramp) We meet again! I see you've really let yourself go. And phwoar, what a stink! Igor, get the trolley. (Igor fetches a set of wheels capable of loading the Tramp on to, and proceeds to place the now stiff frozen tramp on board). It seems taking your memory and putting you in the rubbish wasn't enough. Take him to my lair, we can't let him loose again! (Igor wheels him off)

Now, what shall I do with you four? (Looks at Histamine) And what are you exactly? You're dressed like the bargain bin at the charity shop. (May think of better insults depending on costume). I have no use for you. (To Tiddles) Hmm. Well normally we witches like cats but not if they're over five foot tall. I'm not changing your litter tray. (To Robot) Ugh! Some sort of appliance. What will they think of next? I've got enough servants without needing a rust bucket like you. (To Dot). And as for you, miss goody two shoes….we can't have you going around being all pretty and nice can we? I have plans for you. Come with me!  (If we can get a similar trolley for Dot and she can be wheeled off, then great)

(Responding to audience boos) Shut up you horrible people. Right, time to get back to my lair. I'm going to have some fun with these two. Muhahahaha! (Exit witch with Dot, leaving the cat, Histamine and Robot frozen on stage).

(There's a pause. Then, unexpectedly, Igor comes back on stage, sheepishly, looking around and checking if the witch can see him. He takes a note out of his pocket and puts it somewhere apparent on Histamine's person, and runs off)

There is a pause, then a 'ping' sound and the cat, Histamine and Robot all come back to life.

Histamine: What? What happened? Where's Dot? Where's Mr. Tramp?

Robot: Does not compute!

Histamine: (To audience) Did anyone see what happened? What? A ditch? An itch? Oh a witch? No way! She did what? She took them away? Kidnapped you say? 

The cat points to the note which is visible on Histamine's person

Tiddles: Miaow miaow!

Histamine notices the note, takes it and reads it

Histamine: It's an address! Someone is helping us. Witches Lair, 666 Evil Road. That must be where they've gone! We might just have a way of rescuing them. But how will we find our way?

Robot: I am equipped with Sat nav. Programming destination. Complete. (points offstage) Continue along the A64, turn left through the woods.

Histamine: (to cat) Are you in?

Tiddles: (fist in the air) miaow!

Histamine:  (to Robot) Are you in?

Robot: (fist in air) Miaow. I mean affirmative.

Histamine: Then let's go!

(Exit to end of Act music . End of Act 1)






Act 2


Start of Act 2 music

Scene 10 (at 2 sc1) FOC – Evil Road, approaching the witch's lair


FOC. Histamine comes in though the side door, tiptoeing in an exaggerated way, possibly to 'sneaking around' music. 

Histamine: (stage whisper) OK come on! We've made it through the woods…we must be almost there!

Presently Robot enters, stamping along in his usual way, completely failing to understand the idea of being quiet

Histamine: Shhhhh!

Robot: What is shhhh? Are you leaking coolant from a loose valve?

Histamine: What? I don't have any coolant. Or valves.

Robot: Then how do you maintain a constant operational temperature?

Histamine: HRT.

Robot: What is HRT?

Histamine: Never mind. Shhhh means be quiet, can you do that?

Robot: (just as loudly) Yes.

Histamine: Well, go on then.

Robot: My volume control is located here. (points to his backside and bends over)

Histamine: Oh Lord, who designed you?

Robot: The Zbeeglian Alliance.

Histamine: Is it this button? (We have a brief very loud burst of classical music)

Robot: No that is Classic FM.

Histamine: Your bottom plays Classic FM?

Robot: Unless you change the channel.

Histamine: What does this button do? (loud fart noise)  Well, of course.

Robot: Ha. Ha. Ha.  I have been learning about your human sense of humour. Ha Ha Ha.

Histamine: Very funny. Do you even have a volume control?

Robot: It's the next button.

Histamine: What, this one? (presses button, another loud comic noise, possibly a 'dukes of hazzard' style musical car horn)

Robot: Ha Ha Ha.

Histamine: We're supposed to be being quiet or the witch will hear us! Either you show me the volume control or I'm looking for the off switch!

Robot: (stands up and tweaks a button on his chest. Speaking more quietly:) Sorry.

Histamine: Thank you. Right, are we there yet?

Robot: Turn left and go up those steps. (they do so). You have reached your destination.

Histamine: It must be this building here. Now where's the front door?

Robot: According to my calculations using the main entrance may alert the enemy to our presence.

Histamine: If your bottom hasn't already alerted her! Do you have another suggestion? We can't just go through the wall!

Robot: We can if we are equipped with a class 3 Zbeeglian matter disintegrator laser, capable of making a hole in a wall big enough to climb through, without destroying the building.

Histamine: And are we?

Robot: Negative.

Histamine: Well that's no use then is it!

Robot: Only kidding (produces laser). Ha ha Ha. (Low hum of a laser, then the sound of a wall disintegrating. The wall, conveniently, is offstage)

Histamine: Wow! OK! (they start to go in, then Histamine remembers. . .) Wait. Where's the cat? (To audience) Have any of you seen the cat? OK let's call the cat…. But quietly! Tiddles! Tiddles! (Histamine and audience shout 'Tiddles' but quietly)

Tiddles appears at the side door

Histamine: (to cat) We're going in here to rescue Dot and Mr Tramp.

Tiddles shakes her head. 

Histamine: Are you scared?

Tiddles nods. Audience goes aaaah.

Histamine: All right, you stay out here and wait for us to come out.

Tiddles nods again.

Histamine: OK Rob, let's go!

Robot: Affirmative!

(Exit Histamine and Robot, through the 'wall' and into the Witch's lair. The cat goes back through the door.)



Scene 11 – Witch's lair   Scene change music

Baddy entry thunderclap

There are three cells at the back of the stage. Enter Grismerelda, with Igor and Tramp. The tramp is still frozen, exactly as we last saw him, on the trolley being wheeled by Igor.  If he could manage to freeze in some sort of contorted shape that would be funny. Despite his frozen state the Witch is enjoying showing him around the place as though he were a guest.

Grismerelda: And this is the main witchcraft-slash-dungeon room, as you can see I've gone for a minimalist style. Actually this used to be two rooms which I had knocked through to make one large area, much better for rituals, summoning spirits, sacrifices, that sort of thing. Of course the flooring is new, it's all wipe clean, much more hygienic, it can get a bit. . . messy. Over here we have the cauldron, of course… here's my big chair where I like to have a snooze… and – (approaches one of the 'cells') oh yes, this is where I keep my pets. (she whistles, and several demonic monkeys reveal themselves inside the cell and come to the cell door). These are my demonkeys, they're a cross breed, half demon, half monkeys you see. Demon-monkey-demonkey. I could have called them monkmons I suppose, didn't quite have the same ring to it. Hello guys!

The Demonkeys screech and bound around excitedly.

Not feeding time yet I'm afraid. Vicious little things. Be quiet! (Silences them with a wave of her wand (spell sound)) 

(To Tramp) Right! Let's put you away for safe keeping shall we? 

(Gestures to Igor to have Tramp put into a 'cell')

(As he's being wheeled in) In you go! 

(To audience) Well, he won't be fixing Christmas anytime soon now, will he!  (boo!) Muhahahahah!

Igor: Mistress, can I ask you a question?

Grismerelda: If you must.

Igor: How did you end up….on the….naughty list?

Grismerelda: You know, I've often wondered about that….

Song: Why am I so naughty? (sung by Grismerelda)

Why am I so naughty
I was never intellectual or sporty
The only skills I had
Were being devious and bad
And when I got in trouble, well, it made me rather glad

Why am I so naughty?
I like it being ugly and warty
Did my parents treat me cruel
Was I victimised at school?
Maybe I just like the look, the nails are really cool

Was I dropped on my head as a baby
Am I just a little mad?  Well, maybe

Why am I so naughty?
Maybe I will change when I'm forty (I'm 27!)
Maybe I was born this way
And I've got naughty DNA
Perhaps it was my upbringing? Well really who can say?

I'll give my magic wand a twirl
Because I'm such a naughty girl


(Song ends. Assuming we get applause) Thank you! Oh you're too kind. 

Now we've put our smelly friend in his place, let's have a look at our other guest, shall we? Did you prepare her like I asked?

Igor: Yes, mistress.

("Bad Dot" is in one of the cells)

Grismerelda: (She wants to savour the moment) Wait! Let me prepare myself. OK… ready… and…. Reveal!

(Dot is revealed, still frozen, but her appearance greatly altered. She is now has spots, a wild wig, at least one of her teeth is blacked out. Perhaps she is wearing a different, wilder outfit although I think I'd rather she could be put back to 'normal' quickly so perhaps just some accessories; a flamboyant scarf perhaps or a leather jacket over her original outfit. It's clear that Dot has been made 'ugly')

Grismerelda: Ahah! Very good!  (To Dot) not so pretty now, are you? Hahahahah! (Dot is still frozen). I said, hahahah you're not so pretty now. Oh, of course, you're still frozen, silly me. (waves wand). 

Dot: (waking up): Oh my goodness what has happened? Where am I? Oh hello, nice to meet you.

Grismerelda: Oh no, that won't do. You're much too nice my dear. Let's fix that. (waves wand)

Dot: (has become an obnoxious 'cool' teen. We can amend her dialogue here during rehearsals, she can make comments depending on costume etc) Oh hey grandma who let you out of the freakshow? Nice hairdo, do the birds nest in that?

Grismerelda: (delighted) ah that's more like it! I said, not so pretty now are you?

Dot: Hashtag ironic. I've seen scarecrows with better skincare.

Grismerelda: Hahaha (laughs but is not sure whether it's funny – she likes the fact Dot has been made 'bad' but is not used to the insults)

Dot: Do you have a cigarette? Like I know it's like bad but whatever it looks cool. 

Grismerelda: No. 

Dot: (Has tantrum) Oh my God, do you have any idea how hard it is to look this hot and not have a cigarette? I need to accessorise! You just don't understand. 

Grismerelda: Hmm. When it's feeding time I think you can join the demonkeys. (yawns) All this magic has tired me out. I'll just go and powder my nose before I come back for a snooze.

Dot: Loser.

Witch thinks about waving her wand to silence/punish Dot but has second thoughts before exiting. Igor checks she's gone.

Igor: (to Dot): Careful or you'll get yourself zapped! I've seen her turn people into cockroaches for less than that! You're lucky she's tired and low on magic! 

Grismerelda:  (offstage) Igor! There's no loo roll!

Igor: I'll be right back. 

Dot: Like I care.

Igor: Coming mistress! (exit Igor)

(Enter Histamine and Robot).

Histamine: Dot! Mr Tramp! We've come to rescue you!

Dot: Oh right. I thought you were delivering pizza.

Histamine: Dot! What has she done to you?!

Dot: She's, like, made me a badass through magic and stuff.

Histamine: Oh no! Not my poor sweet Dotty!

Dot: Deal with it.

Robot: Mr Tramp has been immobilised.

Histamine: So I see. (To Robot) Can you zap these doors or something to get them out?

Robot: Negative, my laser unit is recharging.

(Enter Igor)

Histamine immediately puts up her fists and strikes a comic 'fight me' pose

Histamine: Go on! Just try it! I've fought bigger baddies than you!

Robot: I will neutralise the threat! (Advances on Igor)

Igor: Stop! I'm on your side! It was me who gave you the note! (Histamine grabs Robot to prevent him attacking)

Histamine: Oh thank goodness!

Igor: How did you get in?

Histamine: We made a hole in the wall, down the corridor, that way (points off stage). Can you let these two out?

Igor: Yes, but it won't do you any good, for a start Santa can't move.

Histamine: So he IS Santa!!

Dot: Durr!

Igor: And when she finds out you're gone, you won't get far before she uses her magic to come after you. 

Histamine: Well…what can we do?

Igor: You have two options; kill her or take away her powers!

Dot: (Way too enthusiastically) Kill her!

Histamine: We can't kill her! We're the goodies!

Dot: Kill her!

Histamine: No! How do we take away her powers?

Igor: It won't be easy. But I know how. You see, Grismerelda's power is in her hair!

Histamine: Her hair?

Igor: Yes that's why she's got so much of it. Cut her hair off and she's powerless!

Histamine: Is that normally how witches work?

Igor: In her case, yes.

(The sound of a toilet flushing. The witch is on her way back)

Igor: She'll be back any second! She's tired after doing too much magic, if we're lucky she'll sleep in that chair.

Histamine: OK – once she's asleep, we can sneak up on her and cut her hair! Do we have scissors?

Robot: Cutting with scissors, risk of success 0 point 5 percent.

Igor: Is there another way of removing all of her hair without waking her up?

(They all look at each other. There's a pause. Then Histamine reaches to wherever she put it, and produces the can of hair removing cream. Ta-daa!  Sound of a choir announces the momentous arrival of the can, let's have Histamine hold it aloft as though it's the holy grail) 

Igor: What's that?

Histamine: Hair removal cream. (to audience) I knew that would come in handy! (To Robot and Igor) It does say fast acting…. Let's try it!

(Sound of the witch whistling off stage)

Igor: She's coming back! Quick! Hide!

Histamine and Robot go to hide. 

Histamine: Shhhh! (as she passes, to Dot, who has been disinterested in the proceedings since finding out they wouldn't kill the witch. She's been filing her nails or similar). 

Dot: Whatever.

(Enter Grismerelda)

Grismerelda: (yawns). It's time for my power nap, Igor, make sure I'm not disturbed, won't you? (sits in her comfy chair).

Igor: Yes mistress.

Grismerelda: (settling in) I think I'll count some sheep to help me go off.  (head goes from side to side slightly as she does this, as though the sheep are leaping past her gaze) One….two…three…four…oh that's a cute one, look at his little woolly coat… five…(slowing down)…. . .six…. seven….eight (yawn)… nine…. . . ten… elev….

There's a pause… is she asleep? Histamine appears at the side of the stage, can in hand and takes a step towards the witch… then suddenly:

Twelve. . .thirteen…fourteen (Histamine takes a step back)….fifteen….sixteen…. . .

Another pause. Is she asleep? Histamine steps forward again

Seventeeeeee……

Histamine retreats again. Then, we hear the witch begin to snore. She appears to be asleep.

This time we have a musical accompaniment to Histamine sneaking up. It's a brief passage with pauses and in each pause, Histamine freezes and the witch snores loudly.

Eventually Histamine reaches the witch and, from behind her, unloads the whole can of cream on the witch's head. If possible, in a spiral to make an effect like an ice cream cone.

Some visual comedy with Histamine and Igor behind the witch. They're panicking a bit

Igor: (Whispering to Hist) Is that enough?

Histamine:  (whispering) How do I know??

Igor: (whispering) Rub it in!

Histamine: (whispering) YOU rub it in!

Igor: (whispering) YOU rub it in!

Histamine very gently approaches the sleeping witch and very gingerly starts to move the cream around. To her surprise, the Witch responds positively

Grismerelda:  (half asleep)  Oh that's nice. 

Histamine gains confidence and starts to enjoy messing with the cream

Grismerelda: Oh yes. Yes. Oh Mister Farage. Oh yes.

Histamine pulls a face. Farage??  Then, a big clump of hair comes off in her hands. Then another.

The Witch wakes up

Grismerelda: What? What are you doing? No!

She grabs her hair and another clump comes off in her hands. Then another.

What have you done!?

She falls to her knees, pulling more clumps of hair out

Grismerelda: I'M MOULTING!

(Quickly, Igor unlocks the doors holding The Tramp and Dot)

Igor: Her magic is draining away! Get out of here while you can!

Histamine: (to Robot) You grab Mr Tramp, I'll grab Dot! (they do so)

Tramp:  Er…good morning?

Histamine: I'll explain later. Let's go! The cat's waiting for us outside!

(Robot, Histamine, Dot and Tramp exit)

Grismerelda: Waaah! (she continues to pull hair out – if we can sustain the effect – ideally she will end up bald)

(Igor is at a crossroads. Does he stay with the witch, or seize his chance to leave? He makes for the exit…comes back…then decides, no, that's it!)

Igor: I quit! (exits)

Grismerelda: No - Igor don't leave me…I'm…I'm sorry!  (There is a brief moment of tragedy, then she steels herself, and goes over to the cell containing the demonkeys. They shriek and bounce in excitement). 

Grismerelda: Fly, my pretties! (She opens the cell door. They look at her, confused). Oh right,  you can't fly. Run my pretties! Catch them! It's feeding time! (They run off to chase our heroes)

Curtain- leaving the witch on her own, kneeling, bald and sobbing.



Scene 12 – the chase scene. FOC.


Music: Chase

Absolute mayhem, as the demonkeys chase the characters around the stage and the building. The details of this will be done by choreography. 

There's a moment where Histamine and Dot meet onstage

Histamine: Are you OK?

Dot: I think the spell's wearing off (Dot throws her wig off stage) won't be needing THAT any more! But – you know what – I kind of like the jacket. (Dot loses the rest of her 'evil' props one by one as she goes out of sight, so eventually she is back to normal, apart from the jacket)


Another moment where the Robot and Igor meet onstage

Igor: Why are you running – they can't hurt you!

Robot: I'm not running from them. I'm running from them (points offstage and runs, and from the direction he pointed, the two aliens emerge)

Zbing: Come back! 

Zbong: We need to probe!  (From here on in the Aliens are part of the mayhem)


Another moment when the cat turns on a demonkey and hisses, the demonkey runs off, the cat punches the air


But eventually, all principals and the demonkeys and aliens are present on stage when suddenly the Tramp shouts 

Tramp: Stop! I've got an idea.

Everyone stops

Tramp: RELEASE THE FLEAS! OK GUYS – ATTACK!

After a slight pause, all the demonkeys and the aliens start to scratch – they've been attacked by the fleas.

Music/Song: Itchy itchy itchy scratch scratch scratch

A manic dance where demonkeys and aliens itching and scratching themselves in unison. Our heroes slip away during the song.  

Here we can do some audience participation (if time allows). The music is structured so that we can get half the audience shouting "Itchy itchy itchy' and the other half shouting 'scratch scratch scratch' and then altogether. This can be orchestrated by one or more of the 'goody' cast. Most likely Histamine since she is the character whomost often breaks the fourth wall and talks to the audience)

The baddies eventually clear the stage, forwards and down the aisle, singing and scratching as they go.


Scene 13 location either back 'on the road' or in a forest. We are near a tree. 

Dot, Robot, Tramp, Histamine and Igor remain on stage after the last scene.

Dot: That was a great idea Mr Tramp.

Tramp: I told you fleas were good.

Histamine: The whole thing has made me feel a little itchy though. (To audience) does all that itching make you feel itchy? It does me. Oooh all my skin is tingly. It's like when someone yawns it makes you want to yawn? Don't yawn! I said don't yawn!

Dot yawns, loudly and obviously.

Histamine: You yawned!

Dot: Well you are a bit boring.

Histamine: (shocked) Dotty! Maybe the spell hasn't completely worn off.

Dot: (laughs) just kidding. I'm still nice. But maybe not being quite so nice is a good thing!

Igor: Thanks for letting me come along with you. Are you… my friends?

Dot: Of course!

Igor: (emotional) I've never had friends before! (audience: awwww)

Dot: No problem! You can see the Wizard too. You deserve a wish come true. (To Tramp) I feel like I'm almost back to normal. Has your memory come back? 

Tramp: Nope. Grismerelda must have used a stronger spell on me!

Dot: Oh well, we're almost at the Wizard's house! (To robot) How much further is it?

Robot: (pointing) In 200 yards you have reached your destiiiiiii (he winds down and stops.)

Dot: Looks like Rob needs winding up again!

Histamine: (to Robot) You're a big heap of metal and you smell of WD-40!

Tramp: That joke wasn't funny the first time. (produces key, winds up Robot wind up noise)

Robot: ….nation.

Dot: I have a question. Why are you clockwork? Don't they have batteries on Zbeegle?

Robot: We used to have batteries. But clockwork is more advanced. No waste. No emissions.  Clean energy.

Tramp: He's got a point.

Dot: Oh no, guess who has gone missing again!

Histamine: That cat just won't stay put!  Let's call her, shall we?

(Audience calls Tiddles, no sign)

Dot: (to audience) Can anyone see Tiddles?

Histamine: (looking offstage where Tiddles went) I don't know, I can't see her, (To audience) Can anyone see the cat? Where? Over there? (and so on, milking it a bit)

At this point Tiddles is stuck up a tree. For health and safety reasons – and probably staging reasons – we won't be able to see her up a tree. So let's make a second tail – identical to the cat's costume tail – and have the tail appear, high up, from behind the curtain. Ideally give it a bit of movement.

After an appropriate amount of shouting, the cast notice the cat's tail.
 
Dot: Oh yes I see her. She's in that large and expensive looking tree, just off stage. Tiddles! Tiddles! Come down! Those horrible monkeys have gone away! it's perfectly safe!

Tramp: She's not coming down.

Histamine: I can't see a way up. (to Robot) Have you got some sort of cat retrieving laser?

Robot: Negative.

Histamine: Telescopic arms or legs?

Robot: Negative.

Histamine looks at Tramp

Tramp: Don't look at me. Not really a job for fleas is it?

Histamine: Let's try Big Fish Little Fish again.

Music; 'Big Fish' (They briefly perform "Big fish little fish cardboard box" again, as per scene 1, to no avail)

Dot: It's no good. I think we'll have to call the fire brigade. (Producing her phone) Oh, right. My phone doesn't work.

Tramp: Fire! Fire!
 
Histamine: What are you doing?

Tramp: Shouting 'Fire.' You never know, it might work. Fire! Fire! (They all reluctantly join in)
 
Immediately we hear the firemen offstage, shouting 'nee naw nee naw' in unison. They carry a ladder and super soakers. They run on, still shouting 'nee naw' and a chaotic slapstick scene follows. 

Derek Mince-Pie: Did someone shout 'fire?'
 
Histamine: I have to say that's an impressive response time.

The following MUST be done rapid-fire.
 
Derek Mince-Pie: We are the Christmasland fire brigade, I am Fire Chief Derek Mince-pie, these are apprentice firemen Billy (Billy salutes), Neville (Neville Salutes) and Shorty (shorty salutes). We happened to be in the area on a training exercise.

(Throughout all this, Neville swings the ladder around causing people to duck)
 
Shorty: Where's the fire, boss? Is it over there? (Squirts audience with super soaker)

Billy: No it's over there! (squirts different part of the audience)

Derek Mince-Pie:  Stop that! You can't just go squirting water around willy nilly! 

Billy: That's not my name sir

Derek Mince-Pie:  What?

Billy: My name's Billy Dilly, not Willy Nilly

Neville: Willy Nilly's on holiday.

Derek Mince-Pie:  Don't be silly!

Billy: I'm not Silly either.

Derek Mince-Pie:  What are you talking about?

Billy: I'm Billy Dilly not Silly Dilly, you Silly Billy

Shorty: Silly Dilly is Billy's brother, sir

Neville: and Silly Dilly's on holiday too sir.

Billy: Yes, Silly Dilly has gone to Chile

Shorty: With Willy Nilly.

Neville: And his sister…. Millie. From Caerphilly. 

Billy: That's right, Willy Nilly, Silly Dilly and Milly Dilly from Caerphilly have gone to Chile 

Derek Mince-Pie:  Enough! Forget the Willies, sillies, millies and nillies. What do you think you're playing at?

Billy: We were squirting sir. 

Shorty: Like this (Squirts audience again. Billy follows suit)

Derek Mince-Pie:  Why are you squirting?
 
Shorty: It's fire prevention Sir.
 
Derek Mince-Pie:  Fire prevention?
 
Shorty: Yes sir. I am making a pre-emptive strike, just in case there was a fire….over there. (squirts again)

Billy: Me too, boss. Just…in case (squirts again)

Derek Mince-Pie:  Stop that stop that! 
 
Billy & Shorty: Sorry boss.
 
Derek Mince-Pie:  Right, no more squirting unless I say the word, ok?
 
Billy: What's the word, sir?

Derek Mince-Pie:  Well, normally the word would be 'Now'

(They squirt again)
 
What are you playing at?

Billy and shorty:  You said 'now' boss.

Derek Mince-Pie:  Yes but I didn't mean now!

(they squirt again)
 
Stop stop stop! No more squirting.
 
Billy & Shorty: OK boss.
 
Derek Mince-Pie:  Even if…. And I want to make this clear… even if I say the word…. Now
 
*(Billy squirts again). 

Billy: Woops! 

Derek Mince-Pie:  Right that's it. (Gestures to soaker). Let me have it.
 
Billy: (looks at soaker). You want me to let you have it?
 
Derek Mince-Pie:  I do, yes.
 
Billy: (To audience) Shall I let him have it?
 
Derek Mince-Pie:  Let me have it.

Billy: Now?
 
Derek Mince-Pie:  Right now.
 
(Bob inevitably squirts Derek Mince-Pie. Commotion ensues, FC grabs the soaker from Billy)

(Throughout this, the cat's 'tail' has disappeared and  She is now standing with the rest of the principals at the side of the stage)

Dot: Hey…er…guys? The cat's come down by herself.

Tiddles: Miaow.

Histamine: Were you even really stuck up that tree?

Tiddles: (shrugs) miaow. 

Derek Mince-Pie:  Another successful mission for the Christmastown fire brigade (they all salute).  Recruits! Let us proceed!

(They leave the stage, shouting 'nee naw nee naw').

Igor: That was exciting. Is it always like this?

Histamine: Pretty much.

Dot: Right, now we're all here, are we ready to see the wizard?

(All: Yes! We are are, OK, affirmative etc.)

Then let's go!  (Exit all, to music, which segues into dramatic wizard's hall intro music)

Scene 14 – Hall of The Wizard

The music swells with grand portent – we know this is an important and mystical place. The curtain opens to reveal the Wizard's home. 

Nobody is on stage; we just take in the scene. We will think about the furnishings and general design but at its centre we see the Wish-come-true-a-tron, which is a large box suitably decorated.  It is human height – the idea is you walk inside at one end, it does its thing, and then you emerge at the other end.

Just as the music reaches its peak, it stops and the atmosphere is broken by a simple doorbell bingbong. This will be on the end of the intro music so not a separate cue

Wizard: (in a booming, reverbed voice): Come in!

With great trepidation, Dot, Histamine, Robot, Igor, Tramp and Cat enter.

Dot: Er…hello?

Wizard: Behold! I am the great wizard!

The 'wizard' appears to great and ominous fanfare, in the shape of a large head (which we will make) which (if possible) looms over the Wish-come-true-a-tron. Ideally it should have a mouth that moves, if we can make it that way. Someone is of course backstage holding the thing up and operating it, maybe two. Two more people are operating its hands, which emerge on either side of the machine; these should be pointing hands, a bit like those you see at American sporting events. They are on sticks, so that's two more puppeteers behind it. 

So to recap; large head over the machine; two pointy hands either side of it. With some great lighting.  Obviously this is a design challenge (!)

Wizard: Who dares to approach me?

Dot: I'm Dot, this is my Auntie, this is Rob Ot, Mr Tramp, Igor and Tiddles the cat.

Wizard: And what do you want?

Dot: We were hoping you would allow us to use the Wish-come-true-a-tron. We all have wishes but we're especially hoping to give Santa his memory back and fix Christmas!

Wizard: Hahahahaha! Everyone wants that.

Tramp: Really? It sounds rather specific.

Wizard: I mean everyone wants to use my Wish-come-true-a-tron.

Histamine: (Aside, to Dot) He sounds strangely familiar.

Dot: Shhh!

Wizard: I can't just let anyone get a wish. You must complete a quest, and only if you succeed will I allow you to use my machine.

Dot: Of course, whatever you ask!

Wizard: My quest is dangerous. Many have tried and failed. Only the bravest and purest of heart can take it on. Are you prepared to risk all in pursuit of your goal? Are you willing to give your lives?

Dot: Yes!

Histamine: Hang on….

Dot: Shh! We accept! What is your quest, o great wizard!

Wizard: Very well. Your quest is to find the great witch Grismerelda, discover the source of her power and neutralise it! Only then will you be deemed worthy!

Histamine: Oh, we did that.

Wizard: What?

Histamine: Yes, we did that earlier this afternoon.

Wizard: What…really?

Dot: Yep.

Wizard: Her power is gone?

Dot: Yep.

(pause)

Wizard: Er…just let me check…

(a pause, a bit of an awkward silence all round)

Wizard: Well I never. You're right, her magic is no longer in the land. That being the case…I suppose I will allow you to use the Wish-come-true-a-tron! 

All: Yay! Woohoo etc

Wizard: You may use it one at a time. You must enter the machine here (pointy hand points to one side of the machine) and when the machine is done, you will exit here (pointy hand points to the other side). While the machine is working, you must sing the Wish come true a tron song, which goes like this:

Song: The wish-come-true-a-tron song (sung by Wizard at first, but then by all cast and audience as it repeats several times)

You make a wish
You walk right through
Just like that
Your wish comes true
You had a problem
Now it's gone 
The wish-come-true-a-tron!

Have you got that?

Histamine:  (to audience) Yes I think we got that, didn't we everybody?

Wizard: Who's first?

Dot: Mr Tramp of course! Are you ready?

Tramp: Ready!

Wizard: (points to entrance) Enter!

(Tramp enters the machine. Inside it, he will make a quick change into a santa outfit. In order to give him more time, we will stall a bit and also possibly sing the song twice)

Wizard: Now he is inside I will activate the machine. Is everybody ready? (yes!) Are you sure? (yes). 5….4…. . .3……2…1…. activate!

The lighting and possibly some effects both audio and visual indicate that the machine is working. We could possibly have it shake (if there's room around the back for someone to do that!)

They all sing the song, with the audience's help.

Hopefully Tramp can complete the costume change into the Santa outfit by now – if so, skip this next bit, but if not, let's stall a bit and sing the song again:

Wizard: The machine is still working. I think we need to sing the song again!

Dot: (to audience) Are you ready? Let's do it (etc)

(ad lib, but eventually we hear a ping like a microwave)

Wizard: All done! You can come out now!

Tramp emerges as Santa. There is a 'tra-daa' sound.

Tramp: Ho ho ho!

Dot: Santa! We knew it was you! Welcome back!

Tramp: Yes I remember everything now. It was Grismerelda, she used her most powerful long lasting spell on me and made me forget everything. Ho Ho ho!

Igor: Sorry about that. I couldn't stop her.

Tramp: Oh don't worry Igor, you're on the good list! 

Dot: Are you back to normal?

Tramp: I sure am! And before they day's over, Christmasland will be too. Ho Ho ho.

Dot: Christmas is mended!! (all cheer). You go next, Rob! Time for that upgrade!

Robot: Affirmative.

Wizard: Enter!

(Robot enters, machine starts, we sing the song again. Song: The wish-come-true-a-tron song  Robot will also have a costume change but hopefully something quick. The machine pings again and the upgraded Robot emerges) Tra-daa

Robot: (Now with an impeccable accent and a new look): Well hello there everybody!

Dot: How do you feel?

Robot: As a result of my upgraded operating system it would appear I now have feelings - and I feel – happy! Also, I now have Bluetooth and an extra USB port.

Dot: Didn't you want your freedom too, Rob?

Robot: Oh yes, that's right.

(The doorbell rings)

Wizard: Enter!

Enter the two aliens

Zbing:  We have followed our robot unit to these premises!

Zbong:  Has anybody seen our robot unit?

Robot: Ah, good evening. I believe your robot was a type 3 Zbeeglian probe mission assistant, correct?

Zbing:  Correct! Have you seen it?

Robot: No. And as you can see, I am a type 1 command unit, and as such I outrank you.

Zbing and Zbong: (in trepidation) Ooooooooo.

Robot: I order you to go back to Zbeegle and leave us alone.

Zbing: No more probing?

Robot: No.

Zbong: Not even a little probing?

Robot: No.

Aliens:  We obey.

Zbing: Where did you park the flying saucer?

Zbong: It's OK, I remember EXACTLY where!

(They exit)


Robot: Yes! Freedom! Tra-daa

Dot: You go next Tiddles. (She leads the cat to the machine.)

Tiddles: Miaow miaow miaow?

Dot: You'll be fine, I promise.

Wizard: Enter!

(Same routine, song, ping, tra-daa Cat emerges looking delighted, holding a huge fish)

Dot: Igor, your turn!

Igor: Really? 

Dot: Of course!

Tramp: Wait, I think we can speed the song up a bit.

Wizard: Oh, all right. 

(Same routine, song – but this time faster – ping. Out comes Igor, looking the same as when he went in)

Igor shrugs.

Dot: What did you wish for?

Igor: Well, as of today I'm unemployed. I wished for a job. In a nice place. Where people are nice to me and don't hit me or feed me horrible soup.

Wizard: What are your qualifications?

Igor: I'm a henchman. I've got a degree in Henchmanship from the University of Sidekicks.

Wizard: It so happens there's a vacancy right here for a good henchman! You can come and work here.

Igor: Really? I accept! Tra-daa

They all cheer.

Dot: Your turn, Auntie!

Histamine: No… you go first.

Dot: No, you!

Histamine: Well…ok

Histamine enters the machine (Same routine, faster song…. Ping… out she comes)

Dot: (looks around): What happened? Didn't you get your wish?

Histamine: You know what? I think I did. (loudly, to Wizard). All right, you can come out.

Wizard: Histamine? Is that really you?

Histamine: Come on out and face me!  (The Wizard emerges.) Dot, meet your Uncle Og.

Dot: Uncle Ogthedrain? Is it really you?

Wizard: Yes (he's still got the booming reverb on his voice)

Histamine: You can pack that in too!

Wizard: (In a normal voice) Sorry.

Histamine: Well, what have you got to say for yourself? What happened to you?

Wizard: Well, um, I was out at the shops like I said. When suddenly there was this weird storm and the entire shop flew here! I know it sounds unbelievable!

Histamine: You'd be surprised.

Wizard: I made a new life in Christmasland as a plumber and did some work on the bathroom here. I befriended the Wizard and he asked me to stick around and cover for him when he went on holiday. He's away right now….on Easter Island.

Histamine: You're not a wizard.

Wizard: I know, but all I have to do is pull a few levers and do the voice.

Dot: I knew that wasn't the actual Wizard (points to head)

Wizard: You thought the wizard was that paper mache head?

Dot: Fair comment.

Histamine: You mean you didn't leave me on purpose?

Wizard: No!

Histamine: Do you…. Do you….still…love me?

Wizard: Yes! (they embrace. Awwwwww). I've missed you every day. Will you forgive me?

Histamine: Yes!

Wizard: Stay here and move in with me!

Histamine: Yes!

(Tra-daa)

Histamine: And can Dot and Tiddles live with us too?

Wizard: Yes!

Tramp: It's your turn Dot.

Dot: Well, my wish was to have a home in a beautiful and colourful land, and it looks like I've got one. I don't need the Wish come true a tron!

Tramp: Group hug! (everyone has a group hug)

Dot: I do have one wish though.

Histamine: What's that?

Dot: Let me sing – without you interrupting!

Histamine: Oh go on then!



Song – sung by Dot: I'm Dot 

As dot begins to sing, the curtains close behind her and a spotlight appears.



It's lovely to be lovely and it's nice to be so nice
But sometimes being so goody good is not such good advice
Some people took advantage like I was born yesterday 
But something's changed and suddenly I'm confident to say….


I'm Dot
And I know what's what
I used to be a pushover but now I'm not
I'm Dot
Now I'm running hot
People think they know me but they don't know squat

They used to say I was a doormat, people stepped on me
But from now on they'll have to treat me differently
They better tread carefully

I'm Dot
You want what I got
If you want to test me, give it your best shot
I'm Dot
I'm easy to spot
Now you know my story I won't lose the plot

They used to say I was so innocent but so naïve
I smoulder now I'm bolder, oh the life I can achieve
You better believe

I'm Dot
Baby I've grown
I'm Dot 
Now I'm in the zone
I'm Dot 
I won't buy a broken phone

D.O.T. Spells Dot!   


At this point behind the curtains there is a scene change from the Wizard's house back to the town. I realise this may be a more difficult scene change as not only does any wizard set need clearing, the town needs to be transformed into a Christmassy scene to show that Christmas is mended. This includes being festooned with lights which will light up and create the closing moment.

Consequently we will almost certainly need to add something else to this front of curtains scene. This could be a reading of birthdays and possibly an audience participation moment, probably not a song.  We'll think of something. 


Scene 15 – Christmastown Short scene change music

We are back in Christmastown but it's changed – now all the lights work (they will be switched on shortly), there's a splendid tree and as many nice trimmings as we can muster. The sign has been fixed.

Walkdown happens here – walkdown music

This will be different to the traditional walkdown as we will sing another song and have a bit of script after the bows have happened

So, walkdown has happened and the cast are assembled. The walkdown includes the witch, still bald, who is accompanied by Constable Nutcracker.
 
The MP takes centre stage or perhaps stands on a podium or other raised surface.

MP: People of Christmastown! Welcome to the official switching on of the Christmastown Christmas lights. (hooray) As you know, this year we are very fortunate that this ceremony can happen at all.

Townsperson: Yeah no thanks to that stinky witch!

Grismerelda: What do you mean stinky?

Townsperson 2: It was your fault Christmas was broken!

Grismerelda: Oh that. Well, haven't you heard? I'm good now.

Townsperson 3: Until your hair grows back!

Constable Nutcracker: Don't worry, her bail condition is she stays bald! (produces hair removal cream. Witch shrieks)

MP: Yes, well, I'm pleased to say that I, Sir Gerald Figgy-Pudding, MP was able to avert the Christmas crisis by assembling a special task force, a policy that was 100% successful. 

Histamine: (Coughs loudly)

MP: Oh yes, you and your friends did help a bit.

Histamine: A bit??!

MP: So we welcome them to our event tonight along with some special guests from further afield (gestures to aliens) but most of all, our most special guest of all, my friend, the one and only, Mr Santa Claus! (cheers). Mr Claus, perhaps you'd like to come up and press the button to switch on the lights!

Tramp/Santa: Ho ho ho, thank you, thank you, and a merry Christmas to all!  And a special thank you to my friends Dot, Histamine, Rob and Tiddles. And as for you, Grismerelda…

Grismerelda: Yes, santa?

Tramp/Santa: Provided you stay good, from now on, I'll take you off the naughty list!

Grismerelda: Oh thank you Santa! I will, I will!

Tramp/Santa: And now it gives me great pleasure to switch on the Christmastown Christmas lights! Are you ready? (to audience) Are you ready? Altogether now, 5, 4, 3, 2, 1…

Lights go on – stage is now all lovely and Christmassy!

MP: I hereby declare…CHRISTMAS IS MENDED!

Final ensemble song 

Song: Christmas is Mended (full cast, big finish)

We had a little problem when santa went away
But Tiddles Dot and Histamine flew in to save the day 
They found an alien robot gave a haircut to a witch
Gave santa back his memory and made demonkeys itch

Dance and sing and shout whoopee! Now the problems ended
Decorate your Christmas tree, it's plain to see that Christmas is mended
  
We had a little problem, but now the problem's gone
Put your stockings up and put your Christmas jumpers on
Make the house all cosy invite the neighbours round
Or go down to the local pub, buy everyone a round

Start the party shout hooray, everything is splendid
Boys and girls come out to play, we're glad to say that Christmas is mended

Let's have a sing song!

Jingle bells jingle bells
Jingle all the way
Oh, what fun it is to ride
In a one-horse open sleigh, hey
Jingle bells, jingle bells
Jingle all the way
Oh, what fun it is to ride
In a one-horse open sleigh

The goodies beat the baddy and got their dearest wish
Home and love and freedom sense of purpose and a fish
So now our story's over our show is now complete
It's time to clap your hands and sing and time to leave your seat

It's almost time to go – yahoo! This song has almost ended
Now we want to hear from you before we're through cause Christmas is mended

Let's have a sing song!

Jingle bells jingle bells
Jingle all the way
Oh, what fun it is to ride
In a one-horse open sleigh, hey
Jingle bells, jingle bells
Jingle all the way
Oh, what fun it is to ride
In a one-horse open sleigh

The end!

Curtain, bowing, waving etc


Post-show music
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