Bumps in the Night

ACT ONE
PROLOGUE

As a dense mist clears, Miss Ghoulish appears from the shadows to stand at a lecturn holding a
large, old, dusty tome. She addresses the audience.

GHOULISH: In a not so distant past, the world was overrun with monsters. Ghouls and goblins
lurked down dark alleyways, witches and werewolves ran riot through the nights, demons and
darklords tormented innocent souls. No-one was safe from the fiendish creatures and horrifying
beasts that terrorised the land. Something had to be done and soon the human race was fighting
back. Angry mobs rose up against the monstrous tyranny; soldiers and warriors fought to keep the
peace and stamp out the fear. And then came the great monster hunters of the time, ingenious men
and women highly trained in the art of monster extermination. Many years of fighting followed but
eventually the monster hunters triumphed and the golden age of the monster was over and those that
remained hid away where they could never be found. Now the creatures only exist in the
imaginations of children, skulking in the shadows, haunting their dreams, hiding under their beds,
lying in wait . . .

SCENE ONE: APRIL’S BEDROOM
April is sitting in her pyjamas on the edge of her bed. She is talking to her teddy bear.

APRIL: (Nervously) Ok Mr Bobo. It’s time to get into bed and turn the light out. (Pause) What'’s
that you say?

April makes Mr Bobo whisper in her ear.
APRIL: (To the teddy bear) Nothing to be scared of? Well, that’s easy for you to say.
April makes Mr Bobo whisper in her ear.

APRIL: (To the teddy bear) Ok, I forgot. You’re a cuddly toy, nothing is easy for you to say. What |
meant was, it’s not very nice when I have to turn the light out because of . . . you know what.

April makes Mr Bobo whisper in her ear.

APRIL: (To the teddy bear) How are you going to protect me? You’re a twenty centimetre high bear
stuffed with fluff.

April makes Mr Bobo whisper in her ear.
APRIL: (7o the teddy bear) Sorry. I didn’t mean to give you a complex.
April makes Mr Bobo whisper in her ear.

APRIL: (To the teddy bear) Yes, you’'re right. I’'m just going to have to be brave. I'm sure it’s all in
my imagination.

April gets into bed.
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APRIL: Ok. Here goes.

April turns the light off. Moonlight streams through a window. Firstly silence, then an eerie
creaking sound.

APRIL: (Scared) What was that? (Pause) You’re right Mr Bobo. It’s just in my head.

A strange shuffling sound.

APRIL: (Mr Bobo ‘whispering’ to her) That’s a good idea, Mr Bobo. I’ll hum to myself.

April does so but stops abruptly.

APRIL: What do you mean, you don’t like that tune?

Another creak, followed by the strange shuffling sound.

APRIL: (Whispering) Oh no. I think it’s under the bed again.

Yowl the ghoul appears, standing over the bedhead behind April. April turns around and screams.
SCENE TWO: A TOWER IN SCUMSTENCH CASTLE

Miss Ghoulish stands to the side of the stage at the lecturn. Lady Calpurnia Bloodcurdle is sitting
on a large, gothic throne centre stage.

GHOULISH: A century or two had passed since the demise of the monsters. Lady Calpurnia
Bloodcurdle had spent the years festering in her castle, high up in the distant hills of nowhere in
particular. One evening she awoke after a strange dream, a premonition that beheld the uprising of
the world’s monsters with her at the helm as their supreme leader. At that moment, Lady
Bloodcurdle decided that she would hide away in fear no longer. She summoned her loyal servant . .

Enter Dandruff the butler
DANDRUPFF: You rang, mistress?
CALPURNIA: I did, Dandruff. But that was over half an hour ago.

DANDRUPFF: Well, there’s a lot of stairs to climb. You’re twelve flights up. You’re in one of the
highest towers in the castle.

CALPURNIA: Enough with the excuses.

DANDRUPFF: I’'m not getting any younger, you know.

CALPURNIA: Can’t one of the maids hoist you up in the dumb waiter.
DANDRUFF: None of them are strong enough.

CALPURNIA: You need to lose some weight then.

DANDRUFF: Mrs Sourcrust has seen a special chair-thingy in one of her magazines that goes up
and down the bannister. Maybe we could do with one of them.
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CALPURNIA: I'm not buying expensive equipment to make your life easier. You’ll probably be
dead soon.

DANDRUPFF: Charming. After all I"ve done for you and your family. I’ve been at this castle for
over four hundred years.

CALPURNIA: Yes. Don’t I know it. You’ve never had a bath in all that time.
DANDRUPFF: I had a dip in that pond about three hundred years ago.

CALPURNIA: That wasn’t through choice, you were tied to a ducking stool. Now listen. I want you
to get word to Noggin and his cronies. I need them here as soon as inhumanly possible.

DANDRUFF: I'll send them a message via bat.
SCENE THREE: A DEEP, DARK FOREST

Miss Ghoulish stands to the side of the stage at the lecturn. Noggin and Wibble are sitting on a log
or tree stumps. Noggin is whittling a stick. Wibble is stirring a small cauldron over a small
camplfire.

GHOULISH: In a forest somewhere else, not too far away, a small band of unsavoury characters
had gathered for the night . . .

NOGGIN: Is supper nearly ready?

WIBBLE: Yeah, it won’t be long.

NOGGIN: Well ‘urry up, I’'m starvin’.

WIBBLE: I'm goin’ as quick as I can.

NOGGIN: What have you made for us tonight?

WIBBLE: Soup.

NOGGIN: (Groaning) What flavour is it?

WIBBLE: Mud.

NOGGIN: Mud? Not again. Can’t we ‘ave a different flavour one night?
WIBBLE: Well, you complained when I made nettle soup.

NOGGIN: That’s ‘cos you din’t cook it properly, and our mouths swelled up. We were eating dock
leaves for days afterwards.

WIBBLE: Maybe Jinx has ‘ad some luck. He’s bin out huntin’ for the past two hours.
Enter Jinx, carrying a small hessian sack.
JINX: Now then fellas.

WIBBLE: We was just talking about you.
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JINX: I knew you was. Me ears are burnin’.

WIBBLE: Don’t stand so close to the fire then.

NOGGIN: How was the huntin’ tonight?

JINX: Very good, ta.

NOGGIN: Really? Thank goodness. I’'m so ‘ungry.

JINX: Yep. (Removing a small pouch from the sack) Got us a lovely bag of woodlice.
NOGGIN: (Sharply) Is that it?

JINX: No, that’s just for starters. (Removing a bedraggled sparrow from the sack) Nice bit of
sparrow. I din’t even have to catch it, it was dead when I found it.

NOGGIN: (Sarcastically) Ooh. Scrummy.

JINX: (Removing a green blob from the sack) Squashed frog. I trud on it by accident but it still
counts.

NOGGIN: (Sarcastically) Mmm. Delicious.
JINX: (Removing a dead bat from the sack) And finally a lovely plump bat.

NOGGIN: (Continuing with the sarcasm) A meal fit for a king. Mud soup, woodlice, dead sparrow,
squashed frog and boiled bat.

WIBBLE: You don’t wanna boil it. (Taking the bat) I’ll roast it on the fire, bit of dirt sprinkled over
the top to bring out the flavour, very tasty.

NOGGIN: (Deadpan) Can’t wait.

WIBBLE: (Examining the bat) ‘Ang on, what’s this? There’s a scrap a paper tied to one of its legs.
NOGGIN: Let me see.

Noggin takes the bat and removes the paper.

JINX: What’s on it?

NOGGIN: (Reading the paper) It’s a message for us.

WIBBLE: What’s it say?

NOGGIN: It’s written in code. (7o Jinx) Get the code book.

Jinx fetches the code book.

NOGGIN: It says, ‘The hangman’s noose is too loose on a moose.’

JINX: (Flicking through the code book) Errr . . . it means, ‘Can you bring the washing in because
it’s starting to rain?’
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NOGGIN: (Confused) Strange.

WIBBLE: Who’s that from?

NOGGIN: (7o Jinx) Are you sure that’s the right code?
JINX: Dunno.

NOGGIN: What d’ya mean?

JINX: I just made it up.

NOGGIN: (Annoyed) Why?

JINX: ‘Cos I can’t read.

NOGGIN: (Snatching the book) Give me that book! (Flicking through the pages) ‘Ere we go. ‘The
hangman’s noose is too loose on a moose’. It means, ‘Come to Scumstench Castle immediately.’

WIBBLE: Ooh! It must be from Lady Bloodcurdle.
NOGGIN: Better pack up our stuff, lads! It looks like we’ve got a job to do.
SCENE FOUR: SCUMSTENCH CASTLE KITCHEN

Miss Ghoulish is at the her lecturn. Dandruff, Mrs Sourcrust and Mildew are in the castle kitchen.
Mrs Sourcrust is stirring something in a bowl or saucepan.

GHOULISH: Noggin, Wibble and Jinx quickly collected their belongings together and were soon
on the long, treacherous road to Scumstench Castle . . .

Mildew covers her mouth as she coughs loudly.

SOURCRUST: (To Mildew) D’you mind?

MILDEW: What?

SOURCRUST: I wish you wouldn’t do that.

MILDEW: What?

SOURCRUST: Cover your mouth when you cough — it’s too well mannered.

Mrs Sourcrust cackles with glee.

DANDRUFF: Yes, Mildew. Next time make sure you cough over Mrs Sourcrust’s cooking.
MILDEW: I don’t want to get germs in the food.

SOURCRUST: Don’t you worry about no germs. Thems what give it flavour. The more phlegm the
better.

There is the sound of horse hooves from offstage. Enter Noggin, Wibble and Jinx.

DANDRUFF: That was quick.
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WIBBLE: We came by coconut shells. They’re very fast.
NOGGIN: (To Dandruff) We received the bat-o-gram. What does her ladyship want?
DANDRUPFF: I haven’t the foggiest idea. You better go up and ask the old bag.

JINX: Can we ‘ave something to eat first? I’'m gaggin’ for food. (Indicating Noggin) ‘E wouldn’t let
us stop at Barry’s burger van on the way ‘ere.

NOGGIN: You can have something to eat once we’ve spoken to Lady Bloodcurdle. She doesn’t like
to be kept waitin’.
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