
SAMPLE

ACT TWO

PROLOGUE

A magical gliss. Fairy Glitz and Fairy Glamour appear in a puff of smoke. 

GLAMOUR: Welcome back to you all, you lovely bunch,


    Jump aboard! We’re going to sea. 


  The story’s moved on, as a week has passed,


                       Anyone else as excited as me?


GLITZ: ‘All hands on deck’, the Captain cries,


               His hand upon the tiller.


               We’re setting sail – Morocco bound,


               On the good ship Queen Camilla.


GLAMOUR: But stormy waters lie ahead,


                      Below the decks and above.


                      The rats are planning more misdeeds,


                      Whilst Alice pines for her lost love.


GLITZ: Yet, unbeknown to one and all,


              Dick and Tommy have stowed away.


              So once more the lovers’ paths will cross,


              Sit back and enjoy Act Two of our play. 


The fairies wave their waves and the curtains open to reveal . . . 

 


SCENE ONE: ON BOARD THE QUEEN CAMILLA

FULL SET: THE MAIN DECK OF THE QUEEN CAMILLA. NAUTICAL BACKGROUND 
WITH MAST, SAILS, RIGGING, ROPES, BARRELS, ETC. THERE IS A FREE-STANDING 
STEERING WHEEL CENTRE STAGE.


As the scene opens two rats are sat eating some cheese or bread. A sailor comes on and chases 
them off. 

MUSICAL NUMBER – a seafaring routine involving the junior chorus as sailors and a couple of 
rats. 

At the end of the number, the junior chorus exit. Enter Queen Rat

All rights reserved: Kei Bailey [www.keibailey.co.uk]



SAMPLE

AUDIENCE REACTION

QUEEN RAT: Be quiet, you scurvy sea dogs! Is that the best you can do? You snivelling little 
maggots! Do you think a few pathetic boos and hisses are going to bother me? There’s no one to 
stop me now Dick Whittington is out of the way! I’m taking my army of rats to invade Morocco! 
Once we get ashore we’ll eat our way through their shops and food stores, and once we’ve finished 
we’ll get on another boat and travel the seven seas, and eventually take over the whole world. 
Mwah, ha, ha, ha!


Enter Fester and Squirm, wearing pirate outfits and hats they have cobbled together. Fester has an 
unconvincing hook and peg leg, Squirm has an eye patch and parrot. 

QUEEN RAT: Ah! Fester! Squirm! There you are! 


FESTER: Good morning, your Rotteness. 


SQUIRM: ‘Ello.


QUEEN RAT: (Looking at the costumes) Is that the best you could do? 


FESTER: Humble apologies Mistress but we din’t ‘ave much time.


QUEEN RAT: Excuses, excuses! Always excuses.


SQUIRM: Why do I ‘ave to ‘ave this parrot? It keeps nibbling me ear.


FESTER: ‘Cos I’m allergic to feathers, that’s why. Keep it away from me.


Squirm squawks as if it’s the parrot. 

SQUIRM: (Swiping the parrot) Shut yer beak, you! I don’t get why we ‘ave to dress up as pirates 
anyway. 


FESTER: No. Me neither.


QUEEN RAT: Oh for goodness sake! Isn’t it obvious?


BOTH: (Looking at each other) No. 


QUEEN RAT: Take a wild guess. 


SQUIRM: Are we going to a fancy dress party and we need to blend in?


QUEEN RAT: No, but you’re getting warm.


SQUIRM: Oh, am I? I’ll take my jacket off then.


FESTER: (Pondering) Are they disguises so we don’t get spotted on this ship?


QUEEN RAT: Now you’ve put your finger on it.


FESTER: Ooh! I do beg your pardon. 
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QUEEN RAT: You are going to keep an eye on the Captain and his crew to make sure we arrive in 
Morocco safely while I hide away with the other rats in the bilge to develop my plan for world 
domination. Are you fully armed?


FESTER: Yes, one each side.


QUEEN RAT: I mean weapons.


SQUIRM: Why do we need weapons?


QUEEN RAT: In case you get caught by your adversaries.


FESTER: That can be painful. I snagged mine on some barbed wire once.


QUEEN RAT: Have you got nothing to defend yourself with?


FESTER: Oh yes! Squirm, show ‘er your equipment?


SQUIRM: You show her yours.


FESTER: Get your sandpaper out.


QUEEN RAT: Sandpaper? 


SQUIRM: (Producing some sandpaper) Yeah! So if we get set upon, I can rough ‘em up a bit. 


QUEEN RAT: Oh, give me strength! Look! Just stay out of trouble and report back to me with any 
problems. 


FESTER: (Saluting) Yes, sir . . . er . . . I mean, ma’am. 


QUEEN RAT: Now, get out of my sight, you blockheads!


Fester and Squirm exit as Queen Rat exits in the opposite direction. Moments later, Alderman 
Fitzwarren, Miss Funnypenny and Alice enter. 

FITZWARREN: (Looking up into the sky) What a beautiful morning! Not a cloud in the sky.


A plop sound effect as Fitzwarren is hit in the eye with bird poo. 

FUNNYPENNY: Plenty of seagulls though. 


FITZWARREN: (Looking around) I wonder where Captain Plunger is. You would have thought 
he’d be here to meet us. 


ALICE: He’s probably not here yet. We’re very early.


FITZWARREN: Yes, we thought it would give us a chance to get settled into our cabins. It’s going 
to be a long trip.


ALICE: Oh father, do I really have to come? Why can’t I stay in London?


FITZWARREN: Because my dear, as I’ve told you before, there won’t be anyone at home to look 
after you. 
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ALICE: I can look after myself. 


FITZWARREN: I will not leave you in London alone. 


ALICE: Can’t Sarah stay behind to look after me?


FUNNYPENNY: I’m afraid not. The reason why we got this ship at such a cheap rate is because I 
agreed to help the Captain cover a few staffing issues. I shall be acting as purser for this journey, 
your father will assist with navigation, Sarah will be the cook, and Jack is going to be an apprentice 
cabin boy.


FITZWARREN: So we’ll hear no more about it. Let’s find our cabins and make ourselves at home. 


Exit Fitzwarren, Funnypenny and Alice. Enter Jack, carrying everyone’s luggage. He is dressed in a 
sailor boy outfit.

JACK: (To audience) Hi guys! I’m so sleepy!


AUDIENCE RESPONSE

JACK: Thanks guys. You’ll have to keep an eye on me. I’m even more tired than usual – it must be 
all this sea air! Hey! I’m dead excited though ‘cos I’m going to learn how to be a sailor on this trip. 
I just hope it’s not too much hard work. In fact, I should probably just stand and watch what the 
others do for the first few weeks ‘til I get the hang of it!


Enter Sarah, carrying a vanity case. She is dressed in suitably nautical outfit.

JACK: Where have you been? You were supposed to help me with this luggage.


SARAH: I’ve been trying to make myself presentable.


JACK: Did you get side tracked?


SARAH: Don’t be so cheeky. I want to make a good impression on the Captain.


I hear he’s a bit dishy.


JACK: I hear he’s a bit fishy. 


SARAH: So, what do you think? Will I impress the Captain?


JACK: Shouldn’t you wash the mud pack off before you meet him?


SARAH: I’m not wearing a mud pack! My complexion doesn’t need any artificial enhancements. 
My face has been likened to Cleopatra.


JACK: Yes, 2000 years after they buried her. Ha! No seriously, you look lovely.


SARAH: (Flattered) Oh, thank you Jack.


JACK: Yeah! It must be the lighting. 


SARAH: Not that anyone could replace your Uncle, you understand. I just want a bit more 
excitement in my life. I want to be wined and dined. Let’s face it, our wheelie bin goes out more 
than I do. 
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Enter Alderman Fitzwarren.

FITZWARREN: Ah, there you are! We’ve been waiting for our luggage. Jack, take it through to our 
quarters at once.


JACK: Aye, aye, sir!


Exit Jack, struggling with the luggage

SARAH: (Taking a deep breath) Smell the sea air, isn’t it invigorating?


FITZWARREN: All I can smell is fish.


SARAH: (Waving her vanity case) That could be me. I’ve brought some of my mackerel and brown 
sauce pie with me, just in case I get peckish before lunch.


FITZWARREN: (Digusted) Good idea.


SARAH: I’m so excited! I was born for a life on the ocean waves. My father was a navel man, you 
know. He worked on the very first submarine.


FITZWARREN: But submarines haven’t been invented yet.


SARAH: No wonder he never came home. His captain was an Irish man.


FITZWARREN: Oh really?


SARAH: No. O’Reilly!


Enter Captain Plunger

CAPTAIN: Morning all! Lovely day for it!


FITZWARREN: Ah, Captain Plunger. I trust everything is shipshape and Bristol fashion.


CAPTAIN: (Confused) I beg your pardon?


FITZWARREN: I was just checking all was in order. Wasn’t I using the correct nautical 
terminology? 


CAPTAIN: Quite possibly. I’m not really familiar with all these sea faring sayings yet – actually I 
think they’re a bit daft.


SARAH: I quite agree, Captain. People should learn to talk proper if you asked me! My mother was 
a foul-mouthed old washer woman, but you’d never guess listening to me, would ya? 


Fitzwarren & the Captain exchange looks

CAPTAIN: Quite . . . er . . . and who is this delightful . . . er . . . lady? 


FITZWARREN: Oh yes, this is Sarah Stewpot. 


CAPTAIN: Good morning, my dear. I’m Captain Horatio Plunger and this is my ship, the Queen 
Camilla.
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FITZWARREN: Sarah has agreed to be the ship’s cook on this journey. (Under his breath) 
Unfortunately. 


CAPTAIN: Absolutely thrilled to have you on board, welcome to the team. Do remind me to have a 
chat with you about the daily menu. I’m on a low carb diet at the moment. Well, it turns out we’ve 
got a lot of new recruits joining us today. I’ve just bumped into some more on the pointy end of the 
boat. I’ll introduce you. (Calling offstage) Coo-ee! Over here!


Enter Fester and Squirm

CAPTAIN: Hello chaps, could I have your attention for a short while, please?


FESTER: O’ course, Captain. 


CAPTAIN: Splendid. Ok team. As you’re aware we’ve got a few new faces joining us on this trip. 
And I thought it would be nice for some of you to meet each other. This is Alderman Fitzwarren, the 
merchant who has enlisted our services, and this is Mrs Stew . . .


SARAH: (Interrupting) Er . . . Ms. Ms Stewpot. 


CAPTAIN: Of course. Ms Stewpot. She will be the ship’s cook. 


Fester and Squirm cheer

FITZWARREN: (Under his breath) First impressions can be so misleading.


Sarah glares at Fitzwarren

SARAH: Hello my lovelies! I hope you’re all adventurous with your food. I’m famed for my exotic 
cooking! 


Fester and Squirm cheer

FITZWARREN: Poor souls!


CAPTAIN: Right, let me introduce these two fine fellows. Now, if I remember correctly, this is my 
new bosun, Mr Fester.


FESTER: ‘Ello. 


SARAH: (Admiring Fester’s hook & peg leg) I do like your hook and peg leg.


CAPTAIN: Yes, don’t they suit him?


SARAH: How much did the set cost you?


FESTER: An arm and a leg. 


CAPTAIN: Er . . . yes . . . moving on. Next we have Able Seaman Squirm.


SQUIRM: (Introducing his parrot) This is Percy, me parrot. Say hello, Percy.


ALL: Hello Percy!


SQUIRM: (As Percy) Pieces of ten! Pieces of ten!
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FITZWARREN: Pieces of ten?


FESTER: That’s inflation for you.


FITZWARREN: (Looking at his pocket watch) Didn’t we ought to be making a move soon, 
Captain?


CAPTAIN: (Glancing at the watch) Goodness! Is that the time? Let me see, what do I do?


FITZWARREN: Raise the anchor and hoist the main sail?


CAPTAIN: What’s an anchor?


SARAH: It stops the ship floating away.


CAPTAIN: Why don’t we just use the handbrake?


FITZWARREN: It’s a ship! Ships don’t have handbrakes!


CAPTAIN: Tut! It’s a wonder it ever passed its MOT.


 


SCENE TWO: ON DECK AT THE STERN OF THE QUEEN CAMILLA

FRONT CLOTH: NAUTICAL BACKGROUND, INCLUDING LIFE BELT, DECK CHAIRS, 
ETC.


Enter Alice, carrying a parasol, looking very sad. 

DICK: (From offstage) Pssst!


Alice stops and stands still. She puts the parasol down and looks around.

DICK: (From offstage) Pssst!


Alice looks around again but still can’t see anything and shrugs.

DICK: (From offstage, in a hushed voice) Alice!


ALICE: (Looking around) Hello?


DICK: (Entering) Hello Alice.


ALICE: (In surprise) Dick! What are you doing here?


DICK: I’m a stowaway.


ALICE: I thought gone! I thought you’d left London for good!


DICK: I was going to, but these fairies turned up with a message from the Bow Bells!


ALICE: Fairies? What are you talking about, Dick? 
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DICK: It’s true. They appeared on Highgate Hill, and the Bells told me my destiny. I’m going to be 
Lord Mayor of London!


ALICE: Dick, I think you’ve been hallucinating. Perhaps you’re not well.


DICK: Alice, I promise you I’ve never felt better. The fairies told me to turn back. And then they 
told me about Queen Rat. She’s an evil rodent who is planning to take over the world with her army 
of rats. She’s the one who stole the money – she set me up! 


ALICE: Bow Bells? Lord Mayor of London? Army of rats?


DICK: Oh, I know it all sounds crazy, but I’m telling the truth! I’d never lie to you! Please say you 
believe me.


ALICE: (Hesitating) Ok, I believe you! I’ll believe anything as long as you don’t go away again.


DICK: I’m not going anywhere. I thought I’d lost you forever! I’m never going to let you out of my 
sight again.


Dick & Alice embrace. Alice suddenly pulls away

ALICE: But where’s Tommy?


DICK: Oh, I nearly forgot.


Dick whistles. Enter Tommy

ALICE: Tommy! It’s so good to see you again. (Stroking Tommy’s ears) Where have you both been 
hiding?


DICK: In one of the life boats, but it’s not very comfortable. Can we hide in your cabin instead?


ALICE: Of course. Let’s get you sorted before anyone spots you – if my father sees you, he’ll have 
you thrown overboard.


TOMMY: Meow, meow!


DICK: (To Tommy) Never mind about the water – what about the sharks?


ALICE: (Looking offstage) Look out! It’s Captain Plunger. Act natural!


CAPTAIN: (Entering) Ah, Miss Fitzwarren. Enjoying the afternoon sun?


ALICE: Yes, isn’t it beautiful. The sea is so calm. What’s our position?


CAPTAIN: Well, we’re stood right next to each other. (Realising) Oh, I see what you mean! I 
haven’t the foggiest idea. I’ve not been doing this long. I used to run a little florist, you see, but 
Mother thought I could do with a change, and she had connections – so I suddenly found myself as 
a Captain – ta-dah!


ALICE: Well, I’d love to stay and chat, Captain, but I really should be . . .


CAPTAIN: (Interrupting) Who are these gentlemen? I don’t believe we’ve met?
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ALICE: Oh . . . er . . . these are new recruits. They worked in father’s warehouse. He thought you’d 
find them useful.


CAPTAIN: More new recruits. How lovely! The more the merrier.


ALICE: They used to work on the docks before they came to London. 


CAPTAIN: (To Dick) Really? Where are you from?


DICK: (In a strong Brummie accent) Birmingham.


CAPTAIN: Well, welcome on board. I’m Captain Plunger, and you are?


DICK: I’m Luke . . . er . . . Warm. 


CAPTAIN: Luke Warm?


DICK: And this is my cat, Sunny Jim. 


CAPTAIN: Spiffing. We could do with a cat to keep the rats in their place. 


DICK: No problem. 


CAPTAIN: I want a well-run ship. I want an efficient ship.


DICK: I wouldn’t mind some fish and chips myself.


CAPTAIN: (Giggling) I do like a chap with a sense of humour.


ALICE: Well, if you’ll excuse us Captain Plunger. I spotted a naughty rat in my cabin earlier and 
Dick . . . er . . . I mean, Luke said they’d sort it for me.


CAPTAIN: Of course, of course. Don’t let me keep you. 


Exit Alice, Dick and Tommy. Enter Funnypenny from the opposite direction. 

CAPTAIN: Ah! Good afternoon Miss Funnypenny.


FUNNYPENNY: Good afternoon, Captain. I hope our arrangement has proved useful and you’ve 
managed to cover all your staff shortages. 


CAPTAIN: Oh yes, more than covered. Thank you. I just don’t understand why the men keep 
leaving in the first place. I’m trying all sorts to lift staff morale.


FUNNYPENNY: What have you tried?


CAPTAIN: Well, I put fresh flowers in their cabins at the start of a long voyage. 


FUNNYPENNY: Oh.


CAPTAIN: I lay on entertainment in the evenings, something a bit more constructive than sitting 
around singing sea shanties with dubious lyrics.


FUNNYPENNY: Like what?
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CAPTAIN: Fun things like learning conversational Spanish on Tuesdays, and every Thursday it’s 
country dancing! 


FUNNYPENNY: (Beginning to understand why morale is low) Ah!


CAPTAIN: And I’ve stopped them bringing so much rum on board as well, because I don’t think 
the hangovers were helping. I’ve had a cappuccino machine installed instead. 


FUNNYPENNY: Oh, I see.


CAPTAIN: I’m thinking of designing and making some new uniforms for them.


I mean, I make all my own clothes anyway. I enjoy it.  Do you like this outfit?


FUNNYPENNY: Very swish.


CAPTAIN: Well, the jacket’s seen better days. Lost most of its sequins, but it’s a lovely blue, isn’t 
it?


FUNNYPENNY: Yes. Erm . . . Captain, I think perhaps would ought to have a little chat about your 
staff management technique. 
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