
SAMPLE

SCENE FIVE: TURNBOTTOM ROUND VILLAGE SQUARE

FULL SET: A picturesque ‘chocolate-box’ scene with thatched cottages, quaint shop fronts, cobbled 
streets and market stalls. There could be old-fashioned lamp posts, flower beds or even a wishing 
well.


Enter Buttons. Call and response with audience.

BUTTONS: Wow! You remembered. Brilliant! (Indicating his surroundings) So this is Turnbottom 
Round, the nearest village to our hotel which is over there on the other side of the woods. This is 
where we have to come to fetch all our supplies. There’s everything here we need – there’s a 
butcher, a baker, a candlestick maker. There’s a dress shop, a post office, a chemist, a sweet shop – 
that’s where I spend most of my time. And there’s a beautician – that’s where Hilaria spends most of 
her time. The other day she was in there for over six whole hours – she only went in for a quote. 
There’s also a cafe and that’s where Hysterium spends most of her time. That’s where she is now. 
She’s just ordered five bacon rolls and three portions of chips. She has, honest! She’s getting so fat. 
She fell down the stairs the other week and I thought Eastenders was finishing. 


Enter Hilaria in a new posh frock, followed by Cinderella laden down with shopping bags and hat 
boxes.

HILARIA: (Sharply) Hurry up, Cinderella, don’t dawdle! Keep up!


CINDERS: I’m trying my best.


HILARIA: And don’t answer back! 


BUTTONS: (Crossing to Cinderella) Here Cinders! Let me help you.


CINDERS: (To Buttons) Thank you.


HILARIA: Leave her to it, Bunions. She’s perfectly capable.


BUTTONS: Those bags are too heavy for one person. And it’s Buttons.


HILARIA: Whatever! Now, where’s my sister?


HYSTERIUM: (From offstage) Coo-ee! 


Enter Hysterium in a new posh frock with a napkin tied round her neck, closely followed by Baron 
Hardup.

HILARIA: Where have you been?


HYSTERIUM: I just popped into the cafe for a little snack.


BARON: Little snack? The amount you’ve just put away would give an elephant indigestion. 


HYSTERIUM: Well, I’d worked up a real appetite choosing this new frock. (To Hilaria) Do you 
like it?


HILARIA: You look like a Poundshop Victoria Beckham.
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HYSTERIUM: Ooh ta! I like yours.


HILARIA: Thanks. Do I look like Paris Hilton?


BARON: More like a Scunthorpe Travelodge. 


HILARIA: (Ignoring the comment) I bought myself some new perfume to go with it. It cost me 
seventy pounds.


BARON: (Shocked) Seventy pounds? What’s it called?


HILARIA: ‘Perhaps’. 


BARON: Blimey! For seventy pounds, it should be called ‘Certainty’.


HYSTERIUM: Money should be no object when it comes to our happiness. 


BARON: I can’t afford it! I’m up to my eyeballs in debt.


BUTTONS: (Looking offstage) Speaking of which, here come the Broker’s men. We best get out of 
here before they spot us.


Exit Baron Hardup, Cinderella, Hilaria, Hysterium and Buttons. Enter Stan Dupp from the opposite 
direction. He is wearing a brightly coloured checked suit, waistcoat, bow-tie and bowler hat.

STAN: Right Sid, that’s Miss Peabody’s debt settled. Such a lot of fuss over fifty pence. Can’t 
believe she thought we’d let her off just because she’s a pensioner. Pity you had to get heavy 
handed with her. Right, who’s next on the list?


Stan looks behind himself and realises he’s alone 

STAN: (Calling off) Where are you?


SID: (From offstage) I’m over here. Where are you?


STAN: (Calling off) I’m here.


SID: (From offstage) How can you be here if I’m here?


STAN: (Calling off) Come here!


SID: (From offstage) I’m already there.


STAN: I’m losing my patience.


Enter Sid Down, he is wearing a similar outfit but it is shabby and ill-fitting.

SID: I’m pleased you’re not my doctor.


STAN: Why are you walking so slowly? Have you got your shoes on the wrong feet?


SID: No. These are the only feet I’ve got.


STAN: What’s up then?
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SID: I haven’t got any energy. I haven’t eaten for three whole days.


STAN: Three whole days?


SID: Yeah! Yesterday, today and tomorrow. 


STAN: Well, you’ll have to wait. We’re too busy to stop for food.


SID: It ain’t fair!


STAN: (Appalled) Ain’t fair? Your grammar stinks.


SID: What do you expect? She’s eighty-five.


STAN: Who’s next on our list?


SID: (Reading from a notepad) Ba-ron Har- dup.


STAN: Oh yes! Dear, old Baron Hardup. Our best client. He needs to start paying us some money 
back or we’ll have to take his TV. On to Hardup Hotel.


SID: How long will it take us to get there?


STAN: Oh, just a jiffy.


SID: How far’s a jiffy?


STAN: About three shakes of a lamb’s tail.


SID: I didn’t think it was so far.


STAN: We’ll take the bus.


SID: Won’t the bus driver mind?


STAN: On second thoughts, we haven’t got time to wait. We’ll take that short cut through Winsome 
Woods.


SID: What if we get lost?


STAN: We won’t. I know it like the back of my hand. (Looking at his hand) Ooh, what’s that?


Exit Stan and Sid. Enter the Prince and Dandini dressed in each other’s clothes.

PRINCE: So, how does it feel to be Royalty?


DANDINI: Give me a chance to get into it. We only changed places an hour ago. How do I look?


PRINCE: It suits you. Better than me in fact.


DANDINI: I could get used to this.


PRINCE: You can be a Prince for as long as you like. Gives me more time to mix with ordinary 
people and maybe find a woman who is actually genuine. 
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DANDINI: And while you’re doing that, I’ll make the most of my newly elevated status and have 
some fun with the locals. I wonder how many peasants I can get to grovel at my feet. 


PRINCE: (Looking offstage) What about starting with these two extras from The Night of the Living 
Dead?


DANDINI: Are you kidding? I’ll never get out alive.


PRINCE: I’ll call them over.


DANDINI: Don’t you dare!


PRINCE: It’s your Royal duty. (Calling offstage) Good day ladies. I wonder if you might help us? 


Enter Hilaria and Hysterium

HYSTERIUM: Hello handsome. How can we be of assistance?


PRINCE: (Introducing Dandini) This is his Royal Highness Prince Charming of Harmonia. He’s on 
an official tour of the provinces and Turnbottom Round is the next place on his agenda. He’s 
looking for someone who lives in the vicinity to act as a guide and introduce him to some of the 
local people.


HYSTERIUM: (Crossing to Prince and curtseying) Your highness-ness- ness, please allow us the 
honour of showing you around. It would be our pleasure. I am Hysterium Hardup.


HILARIA: (Also curtseying) And I am Hilaria Hardup. 


HYSTERIUM: We’re very big around these parts.


DANDINI: Well, I wasn’t going to mention it.


HYSTERIUM: We’re sisters. We’ve been together through thick and thin.


HILARIA: I was always thin.


DANDINI: (Kissing Hilaria’s hand) Delighted to meet you, Miss Hardup.


HILARIA: I’ll never wash my hand again.


DANDINI: (Turning up his nose) I don’t think you’ve ever washed it before.


HYSTERIUM: (Grabbing Dandini’s hand) Come on your highness-ness-ness, let us show you the 
sights.


DANDINI: (Resisting) Oh I’m not sure I have time actually, I’m on a very tight schedule.


PRINCE: Nonsense you’ve got plenty of time. (To Hysterium) The Prince is very shy when it comes 
to meeting new people. Especially women.


HYSTERIUM: Say no more. Unaccustomed as we are to making the first move we’ll make an 
exception in this case. Come on!


Hysterium and Hilaria drag Dandini offstage. 
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DANDINI: (From offstage) I’ll get you for this!


PRINCE: (To himself) Poor chap! I am rotten.


Enter Cinderella

CINDERS: Oh excuse, sir. I’m looking for my father. I wonder if you’ve seen him. He’s . . . (add 
description of actor/costume) 


Prince Charming doesn’t answer, he stands transfixed.

CINDERS: (Hesitantly) Is anything wrong?


PRINCE: (Snapping out of it) Er . . . sorry . . . no . . . no, nothing at all. I was just taken aback at 
how pretty you are.


CINDERS: I bet you say that to all the girls.


PRINCE: No! Honestly. I don’t. You’re lovely. 


CINDERS: Well, you’re not so bad yourself.


PRINCE: I’m sorry for being so forward.


CINDERS: Please don’t apologise. I’m very flattered.


PRINCE: What’s your name?


Before Cinderella can answer, there is a cry from offstage.

DANDINI: (Desperate) Help me!


PRINCE: I’m so sorry. I must go. That’s my friend and it sounds like he needs me. I do hope we see 
each other again.


CINDERS: Yes, me too. Take care.


PRINCE: Goodbye.


Prince Charming reluctantly exits. 

CINDERS: Wow! What was that all about? Fancy him thinking me pretty looking like this. (Pause) 
The sun is shining . . . the birds are singing . . . maybe life isn’t that bad after all. Maybe things are 
on the up! 


MUSICAL NUMBER – Cinderella and the junior chorus as villagers

SCENE SIX: HARDUP HOTEL FOYER

FRONT CLOTH: A tatty, dated hotel foyer which doesn’t look like it has been decorated since the 
1970s. There are potted palms, peeling wall paper and lift doors with an out of order sign. There is a 
small counter or desk with a telephone, brass reception bell, signing in register and a pen on a chain. 


Enter Stan Dupp with Sid Down following on slowly.
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STAN: (To Sid) Hurry up! We ought to have been here ten minutes ago.


SID: Why? What happened ten minutes ago?


STAN: Never mind about that, I need to brief you . . .


SID: No, you don’t – I put a clean pair on this morning.


STAN: I mean I need to tell you what we’re going to do. In a moment, you’re going to ring that bell 
and ask to speak to the Baron or his wife. When they come through, leave the talking to me. They’ll 
try every trick in the book to get out of paying their debts but they’ll have to get up pretty early to 
catch me out.


SID: What time?


STAN: Oh, about half past . . . (realising) . . . Never mind what time!


The telephone on the desk rings. Sid answers it. 

SID: (On phone) You don’t say . . . you don’t say . . . you don’t say . . . you don’t say . . . bye. 


STAN: Who was it?


SID: They didn’t say.


STAN: (Noticing a letter on the desk and pick it up) What’s this?


SID: It’s a piece of paper.


STAN: I can see that. But look what it says on it.


Enter Baroness Hardup. She looks at the men with disdain.

BARONESS: (Sharply) What do you two want?


STAN: Ah! Mrs Hardup . . . 


BARONESS: It’s Baroness. 


STAN: Mrs Baroness, we’re here to collect your husband’s next loan repayment. It’s well overdue.


BARONESS: We can’t afford to pay anything presently.


STAN: I beg to differ. This letter here says you’ve just won one hundred pounds on your premium 
bonds. Now hand it over.


BARONESS: How dare you look through our personal paperwork!


STAN: Never mind about that. Cough up or we’ll start taking possession of your furniture.


BARONESS: Oh, very well but this is outrageous. (Taking out the money) I’ll just count it out to 
make sure it’s all here. 


STAN: Sid, get the bag.
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BARONESS: (Counting the money into Sid’s bag) One, two, three . . . How many years have you 
been in this job? 


SID: ‘Bout seven.


BARONESS: Eight, nine, ten . . . Really? 


STAN: I’ve been doing it fifteen years.


BARONESS: How many?


STAN: Fifteen.


BARONESS: Sixteen, seventeen, eighteen . . . You don’t look old enough.


STAN: I’m thirty-nine.


BARONESS: Forty, forty-one, forty-two . . . I would never have put you as old as that. How old is 
your father?


STAN: Seventy-one.


BARONESS: Seventy-two, seventy three, seventy four . . . I think I know him, don’t I? Isn’t he the 
one with the beard who used to work at the Co-op?


SID: No, that’s his mother.


BARONESS: Don’t they live in a house on Turnip Street?


STAN: That’s right. Number ninety-seven.


BARONESS: Ninety-eight, ninety nine, one hundred. There you go!


SID: Thank you very much.


STAN: A pleasure doing business with you Madam. Come Sidney, we must get on. No rest for the 
wicked.


BARONESS: (Calls after them as they exit) Goodbye gentlemen. (To herself) Blockheads.
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