SCENE THREE: A CORRIDOR IN GRIMGUTS CASTLE

FRONT CLOTH: The cloth shows a stone wall, torches burning in arched alcoves, creepy
gargoyles, several large framed spooky portraits, a rusty suit of armour and cobwebs. Hammer
horror in style.

A loud, low doorbell chimes and echoes around the castle eerily. It chimes a second time. Enter
Bunion, a half-human, hunched back creature who can’t pronounce the ‘s’ sound. He slowly
lumbers across the stage, dragging his foot behind him. The door chimes a third time.

BUNION: (Muttering to himself) I’'m coming, I’'m coming. Give me chanth.

Exit Bunion momentarily as if answering a door offstage. He re-enters with Uriah Kreepe, a sly and
conniving man with dubious morals.

URIAH: And about time too, Bunion! I’ve been standing on that doorstep, ringing the bell, for over
twenty minutes.

BUNION: I wath right on the other thide of the cathle!

URIAH: So? So?

BUNION: Quick, quick, tho!

URIAH: Don’t try and be funny.

BUNION: I wath cleaning the dungeon, working my fingerth to the bone.
URIAH: Huh!

BUNION: What’th up? Have you trapped a haemorrhoid?

URIAH: Do you think I’'m an idiot?

BUNION: My lipth are thealed, thir.

URIAH: You haven’t done a day’s work in your life. I don’t know why his Lordship doesn’t get rid
of you.

BUNION: I’ve been in hith family for hundredth of yearth.

URIAH: Well break the habit of a lifetime and make yourself useful for once. Go and fetch Dipsey
and Mudflap.

BUNION: (Exiting) Fetch them yourthelf. It’th my tea break.
URIAH: (Venomously) He’ll have to go.

Enter Dipsey and Mudflap, Uriah’s henchmen. Dipsey is eager to please but generally incompetent,
Mudflap is silent with a vacant look on his face.

URIAH: Ah Dipsey! Mudflap! There you are.

DIPSEY: Hello boss.

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



URIAH: Did you not hear the door?

DIPSEY: No, what did it say?

URIAH: I forgot my key. I’ve been ringing to be let in.
DIPSEY: Me and Norm were having a kip, weren’t we Norm?

URIAH: You haven’t got time to sleep. We’ve got big problems. I’ve just come back from Much-
Mincing-in-the-Marsh. It’s like a ghost town. They’ve either run away or we’ve made them into
slaves already.

DIPSEY: What about over in Little Happens?

URIAH: There’s only a few old biddies left there, and they’re not strong enough to be slaves.
Besides if they end up on his Lordship’s dinner plate one evening, they are too tough and stringy.
And you know how that upsets him.

DIPSEY: We haven’t been to Upper Crust lately.

URIAH: No point. The whole village is empty. In fact, there’s hardly anyone left living on this side
of the forest. There’s nothing for it, we’ll have to venture through the woods and see who we can
find on the other side of Codswallop.

DIPSEY: That’s where the King lives.

URIAH: Correct. And that makes it much more difficult to kidnap . . . er . . . I mean recruit people.
The whole place will be swarming with palace guards and security. We’ll have to watch our backs.

DIPSEY: You’ll have to watch mine for me — I can’t see over my shoulders.
URIAH: I mean — it’1l be more dangerous than usual.

DIPSEY: That won’t bother Norm. (7o Mudflap) Will it? (To Uriah) He doesn’t know the meaning
of the word ‘fear’.

URIAH: He doesn’t know the meaning of most words.
DIPSEY: When are we leaving?

URIAH: We’ll set off in thirty minutes.

DIPSEY: Could you make that half an hour? I need the toilet.

URIAH: We’ll leave as soon as possible. It’ll be a long journey but that will give us time to
formulate a plan and come up with some tactics.

DIPSEY: I've already got some. (Shaking a Tictacs box) Spearmint ok?

URIAH: I think we should head to the village of Loose End first. There should be plenty of
pointless people there who won’t be missed. I’ll find a way to snatch the townsfolk without being
caught and when I do I’ll make every single last one of them be a slave. (Laughs manically) Look
out world! Uriah Kreepe is on his way!
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SCENE FOUR: INDIANA BONES AND THE TEMPLE OF GROOM PET PAMPER
PARLOUR

FULL SET: The backcloth shows a garish beauty boutique interior with various hair dryers,
grooming equipment and shelves of beauty products. Adorning the walls are various framed
pictures of pampered pets.

This set should be dressed with a small counter or desk bearing the business name and logo. On the
desk should be an ‘Acorn Antiques’ style telephone, an appointment book and an array of the latest
shampoos and scents.

Dame Victoria Sponge is on stage. Enter Bobby Dazzler, flamboyant and catty with an outrageous
dress sense.

DAME: (Checking out Bobby'’s clothes) Oh my goodness, look at you! Anyone else hurt in the
accident?

BOBBY: If that very weak attempt at humour was a dig at my outfit, save your breath. You know
nothing about style.

DAME: I'll have you know I'm a dedicated follower of fashion.

BOBBY: Are you trying to tell me you’re ‘with it’?

DAME: With it? I'm never without it.

BOBBY: That awful jumper you were wearing yesterday was a crime against humanity.
DAME: I knitted that myself!

BOBBY: I know! I saw the lorry load of wool arriving. I will concede that your hair is looking good
today though.

DAME: Oh? Thank you.
BOBBY: Yes. How did you get it to come out one nostril like that?
The phone rings. Bobby answers it.

BOBBY: Hello. Indiana Bones and the Temple of Groom. Bobby Dazzler, head stylist speaking.
How can I help you? (Listens) I'll just ask the manageress for you. Hold the line please. (Covering
mouthpiece) This chap wants to know how much the latest doggy fragrance from Chanel costs.

DAME: Forty-five pounds.

BOBBY: (Into phone) Forty-five pounds. (Listens) What will she take off for cash? (Looking at
Dame Sponge) Everything except her earrings.

Outraged, Dame Sponge grabs the phone and slams it down. Enter Treacle. She does her ‘call and
response’ with audience.

DAME: Never mind about all that! Where’s my lunch, Treacle? The King could be here any
moment.
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TREACLE: I haven’t started it yet. I’ve been too busy teaching a lobster to juggle. I’ll do it now.
How do you want your eggs?

DAME: In a cake.

BOBBY: You’re very brave, Dame Sponge. (Indicating Treacle) 1 wouldn’t trust her in the kitchen
after last time.

TREACLE: What are you on about?

BOBBY: We had to sterilise the whole place.

TREACLE: Jamie Oliver’s recipe said, ‘Whizz in the blender’. So I did.

Enter Tom and Puss

TREACLE: Hey Tom! Hey Puss! High five!

Treacle and Puss high five

DAME: Hello Tom. How are you settling into Chez Sponge? Let me know if you need anything.

TOM: Oh! We don’t need anything Dame Sponge — you’ve done enough for us already. Thanks
again for letting us stay here. You’re a life saver.

DAME: Think nothing of it, dear. It’ll be nice to have a young, good-looking bloke around the place
instead of just Bobby.

Bobby glares at Dame Sponge

DAME: Have you met before?

TOM: No, I don’t think so.

DAME: Ah! Well this is Bobby Dazzler. He’s the head stylist here.
TOM: A pleasure to meet you, sir.

BOBBY: The pleasure’s all mine.

DAME: Now Treacle, why don’t you take Tom and Puss into the kitchen with you and show them
where everything is.

TREACLE: No problemo. Come on guys, it’s this way.

Exit Treacle, Tom and Puss

BOBBY: You were flirting with him.

DAME: Don’t be ridiculous. I'm quite certain I’'m old enough to be his mother.
BOBBY: You mean his grandmother.

DAME: I'm forty-six.

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



BOBBY: Yes. Around the waist.

Enter Princess Adele

PRINCESS: Hello Dame Sponge. Hello Bobby.

BOTH: (Bowing) Hello your highness!

DAME: (Getting stuck) Oh no! My back’s gone again.

PRINCESS: Don’t worry. I’ve got it.

Princess Adele ‘cracks’ Dame Sponge’s back so she is stood upright again.
DAME: Thank you dear. (Looking around) Is the King not with you?
PRINCESS: (Looking off) He’s just coming. He’s got the corgis with him.

Enter King Archibald, a twitchy, nervous man. He is holding four dog leads which are pulling into
the wings. The unseen dogs are a little uncontrollable and the King is fighting to restrain them.

KING: (Shouting offstage) Charles, come here! Be good. Stop pulling, Anne! Don’t sniff Andrew’s
bottom, Edward ! Not in here, Charles! Anne, don’t do that!

PRINCESS: Do you need a hand, Daddy?

KING: No. I'm perfectly capable.

DAME: Good afternoon your Majesty. Bobby and I are delighted to see you.
KING: Sit!

Dame Sponge and Bobby sit.

KING: (To Dame Sponge and Bobby) 1 was talking to the dogs.

PRINCESS: Bobby, could you perhaps give my father a little assistance?

BOBBY: Of course. (To the King) Shall I relieve you of them your Majesty? I’ll just pop them
through to the grooming room.

Exit Bobby with the dog leads
DAME: Is it the full works today your Majesty?
KING: Oh no! That’ll cost a fortune. Just a shampoo and set please.

PRINCESS: Daddy, they need more than that. I want them to look extra special for your birthday
party.

KING: I can’t afford it. You know very well the Kingdom is on its knees. Everyday another village
or town send a request for help to save them from the ogre. The Royal Guard need more men and
more resources . . .
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PRINCESS: And as people continue to take refuge on this side of the Kingdom, they need food and
supplies — I understand that father. However, I fail to see how a grooming session for the dogs is
going to break the bank.

KING: We shouldn’t even be having a party, we should cancel it.
PRINCESS: I’'m paying for your party — it’s got nothing to do with you.

KING: It’s not just the money. I’'m not in danger of being at the top of any popularity poles at the
moment. How’s it going to look if I’'m seen to be celebrating while my subjects are suffering?

PRINCESS: You’ve been so stressed lately. This party is to help you to forget all your troubles, if
only for a couple of hours.

DAME: Yes! We’ll have a great time! You never know, you might pull. That’s my plan anyway.

KING: I suppose but I can’t help worrying about it. I can feel one of my tension headaches coming
on.

DAME: You need a massage. Come through to my salon and I'll loosen your knots.
Exit Dame Sponge and King Archibald. Enter Tom and Puss

TOM: (To Princess) Oh, hello. Is there no one about? They must be all out the back. Do you need
some assistance? I’'m Tom, I’'m new around here.

PRINCESS: Pleased to meet you Tom. I’m Princess Adele.

TOM: (Bowing) Oh my goodness! I do apologise. I didn’t recognise you, your highness. I’ve only
ever seen you from a distance before when I’ve watched the Royal parades.

PRINCESS: I thought the crown might have been a give away.

TOM: Yes. How silly of me! I’'m so sorry.

Princess Adele lifts Tom’s head up to face her.

PRINCESS: There’s no need to apologise, and there’s no need to bow.

TOM: If you’ll forgive me for saying so, your highness, I didn’t realise how beautiful you were
until this moment. Now I’m face to face with you. Close up.

PRINCESS: Why, thank you, Tom. You’re not so bad yourself.
Tom and Princess Adele stand staring into each other’s eyes
PUSS: (To get their attention) Miaow!

TOM: (Snapping out of it) I’'m sorry, my friend. I haven’t introduced you, have 1?7 Princess this is
my faithful cat, Puss.

PRINCESS: Oh, he’s lovely. Very handsome.

Princess Adele strokes his ear. Puss enjoys this and purrs.
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TOM: He likes you.

PRINCESS: He’s adorable.

TOM: So are you!

PRINCESS: Tom?

TOM: I know I’m speaking out of turn but I mean it! You’re the girl of my dreams!
SCENE FIVE: LETTSBY AVENUE

FRONT CLOTH: AS IN ACT ONE, SCENE ONE

A magical gliss, Fairy Poppins enters.

FAIRY: (7o the audience) Cooee! It’s me again, in case you hadn’t noticed. I wasn’t allowed a flash
this time! Budget cuts. Maybe a little twirl to compensate? (Twirling) How’s that? So it’s all getting
rather romantic down at the pet pamper parlour. It’s like a Mills and Boon. I do like a good love
story. Trouble is I don’t think this one will have a happy ending. I can’t imagine the King will give
his blessing for his daughter to marry a penniless commoner, do you? And it’s such a shame
because I think Tom Merridew has great heroic potential. With a good woman like the Princess by
his side, together they could achieve anything. I think Tom 1s definitely the one I need to give a
helping hand to, and I’ve got the very idea.

A magical gliss, Fairy Poppins exits. Enter the Baroness and Valentine laden down with shopping
bags, shoe boxes and a hat box.

BARONESS: Right I think that’s everything. We’re all set for the King’s party. We shall look
stunning in our new outfits, especially you my darling. The Princess won’t be able to take her eyes
off you.

VALENTINE: And when she sees my moves on the dance floor, she’ll be helpless . . .
BARONESS: Possibly with laughter.
VALENTINE: What do you mean? Women are hypnotised when they see me dancing.

BARONESS: I agree. They re like rabbits in headlights — too scared to make a run for it. Listen
Valentine, I categorically forbid you from dancing at the party. You’ll ruin your chances and if you
mess this up, I'll make your life a misery.

VALENTINE: Oh no! You know I don’t like Eastenders.

BARONESS: All you need to do is stand there and smoulder.

VALENTINE: I can do that with my eyes closed.

BARONESS: Probably best not to. We don’t want you bumping into the furniture.
VALENTINE: I better make sure I’m standing next to a fire extinguisher.
BARONESS: Why?

VALENTINE: I’'m going to look so hot I might go up in flames.
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BARONESS: You’ll have her eating out of your hand.

VALENTINE: Good. I hate washing the dishes.

BARONESS: Make sure you don’t get carried away with any corny chat up lines.
VALENTINE: I'm going to tell her to think of me as a chocolate box selection.
BARONESS: (Dubious) That doesn’t sound promising.

VALENTINE: I can be dark and delicious. I can be fun and fruity. I can be sweet with a soft centre.
Or I can be velvety smooth and luxurious.

BARONESS: What if she asks for a crushed nut cluster?

VALENTINE: (Confused) Oh ...erm...I...er...

BARONESS: I'd keep your mouth shut if I were you. Mummy knows best.
Exit the Baroness, followed by Valentine.

SCENE SIX: INDIANA BONES AND THE TEMPLE OF GROOM PET PAMPER
PARLOUR

FULL SET: AS IN ACT ONE, SCENE FOUR
Enter Uriah Kreepe and Mudflap to sinister chords.

URIAH: So, we have at last arrived in Loose End. Let’s see what the place has to offer. There
should be some suitable candidates for a life of slavery at the castle. (Noticing his absence) Where’s
Mudflap?

DIPSEY: He’s just tying his shoelace.

URIAH: Can he tie a shoelace?

Enter Mudflap with a shoe attached to his hand by a knotted shoe lace

DIPSEY: (Looking at Mudflap) No.

URIAH: Try to keep up Mudflap. I want you by my side at all times in case I need protecting . . .
Enter Dame Sponge

URIAH: (Under his breath) From that for example.

Uriah turns his back in a bid not to make eye contact

DAME: (7o the audience) Hey girls! (Indicating Uriah) He’s a bit dishy, isn’t he? Oh, I think I'm
having a hot flush. Where’s Treacle when you need her? (7o Uriah and the others) Won’t be a
moment, gentlemen, I’m just trying to locate my assistant. (7o the audience) Ooh, I say! I’ve come
over all funny.

Enter Treacle. Call and response with audience.
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DAME: You haven’t got time for all that. We’ve got some customers. I want you to go over and
help them.

TREACLE: Why can’t you?

DAME: (Indicating Uriah) Because that one in the hat is gorgeous. I need to go and compose
myself. I think he might be the one.

TREACLE: Not again.

DAME: (Exiting) Shut it. Go on.

TREACLE: (Approaching the others) Good afternoon gentlemen.
URIAH: Who are you?

TREACLE: I'm very well thank you. How are you?

URIAH: Do you work here?

TREACLE: Not if I can help it.

URIAH: I want to speak to whoever is in charge.

Enter Dame Sponge. She has a piece of lettuce hanging out the top of her dress.
DAME: That’ll be me sir. Do you have a pet you wish to book in?
URIAH: Er . . . a pet?

DAME: Yes. This being a pet pamper parlour.

URIAH: (Realising) Ah! Yes. Of course. I don’t as it happens but my acquaintance here does. (To
Dipsey) Don’t you?

DIPSEY: Yes. I've got a pet brick.

DAME: A pet brick?

DIPSEY: Yes.

URIAH: No, you haven’t.

DIPSEY: Oh yes, I have.

AUDIENCE PARTICIPATION

URIAH: (Grabbing Dipsey by the throat) Oh no you haven’t.

DIPSEY: Oh no I haven’t.

URIAH: (To Dame) 1 do apologise. I didn’t come here to waste your time.

DAME: (Flirtatiously) Then why did you come here? No. Don’t answer that. I think I already
know. (Moving closer to Uriah) Do you take me for a fool?
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URIAH: No, I don’t do part exchange.

DAME: Do you like my dress?

URIAH: There’s a piece of lettuce sticking out of the top.
DAME: Yes. That’s just the tip of the iceberg.

URIAH: (Panicking) Oh! Is that the time? I really must be going. Come along Dipsey! Mudflap!
It’s time we were leaving.

Uriah exits hastily, followed by Dipsey and Mudflap
DAME: (To Treacle) Was it something I said?

TREACLE: No. I think it was your face.
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