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CAST

Silage

Wimp

Scalpel

Johnny Strong
Shavings
Tabatha Hindmarsh
Tinkerbell Timms
Boot

Sniffle

Trott

Mongoose

History Teacher

Felicity

Reverend Findlay Scroggs
Boris Bunkum

Miss Beverage

The Cook

A Very Important Person
1st Bodyguard

2nd Bodyguard

Mrs. Shavings

Music Teacher

Cedric

Sempronia Blister

Matron

Art Teacher

The Headmaster
Monsieur La Guillotine
Kenneth Brain

Austin Allegro

Other Pupils (non-speaking)
Other Staff  (non-speaking)

The action takes place at Saint Bozo's, a typical (?) English prep. school.
Time: the present.



PRODUCTION NOTES

The main point about the play is that all the actors should perform in a
melodramatic,overthetop' mannerto get themostout of it. However,there
aresomeseriouspointsto be made,principally by SCROGGSand SILAGE,
and these must be clearly communicated.

The charactersare mainly divided into two distinct groups: PUPILS and STAFF.
Remembetthat all the staff, with the exceptionof SCROGGS BUNKUM,
FELICITY andMISS BEVERAGE,arezombiesandshouldbe madeup and
costumedaccordingly. Accessto GeorgeA. Romero'sseriesof zombie
moviesis recommendedbr inspiration! The pupilsarebasicallyhuman,and
some semblanceof uniformity in dress should be preserved;however,
SILAGE is likely to look very untidy, WIMP very smart and JOHNNY
STRONGmMmight be dresseccompletelyunconventionally(e.g.leatherjacket,
tee-shirt and ripped jeans).

As SCROGGSsays,the staff are stereotypestheir charactersnostly suggesideas
aboutdress. In addition, a 'mad professor‘outfit might be appropriatefor
BUNKUM,; twin setandpearlsfor MISS BEVERAGE; FELICITY oughtto
be stunningly beautiful; and SCROGGScould take on the guise of private
detective OR man of the cloth: either will work.

SCALPEL shouldbe obviously unpleasant; SNIFFLE hasaspirationsto being a
leader, but is obviously foiled by SILAGE'S much stronger character.

Oneotherpoint aboutcasting: evenwhena mixed castis availableit might be fun
to have some charactersin drag: SEMPRONIA, MATRON and MRS.
SHAVINGS spring immediately to mind.

Finally theremight be somedebateaboutthe ending.ShouldBUNKUM betorn to
piecesby his own creations?Is this too horrific for a children'sshow? Well,
firstly, childrenare exposedo far worsethingson video andtelevision (not
to mentionfolk andfairy tales!); secondly we upholda fine tradition dating
back to the ancient Greeksin that the demiseof BUNKUM takes place
offstage; and thirdly, this is the 20th century and most people have an
aversion to mad scientists trying to take over our lives.

And in any case the authorsare alreadyplanninga sequelin which BUNKUM is
glued together and returns as a zombie himself...



Other notes:-

The stage: Thereare numerousvays of stagingthe play. Oneideais to divide a
formal prosceniumstage into three sections: office/conservatory,lab.,
classroom.Thelighting would thensuggesthesedivisions. Equally,thereis
aminimumof stagescenerysoit would be possibleto usethe completestage
for eachscene. The play also lendsitself quite well to performancéin the
round'.

Themusic: This maybe performedon pianoalone,or by piano,bassanddrums. If
you arelucky enoughto possess clavinovathis increaseshe possibilitiesfor
suitably 'spooky'effects. In the original productionat TerraNova Schoola
simple piano score was used: please feel free to improvise around this!

Scene 2: DictaphoneA Walkman is a suitable alternative.
her grandmothelis disguisedasa big badwolf: the mistakeis deliberate.
effendi: some sort of Arab curse. Sounds good anyway.

Scene 3. squitsyounger children.
Harrumph!: a repeated, rather forced clearing of the throat.

Scene 9: Sictransitgloria mundi: 'Sopasseshe glory of theworld'. Well known
Latin motto, and an excuse for one of the worst jokes in the entire play.

Scene 14: the NHShe National Health Service
(assuming we still have one by the time of your performance).
CommorEntrance: the greatexaminatiorhurdlethatis the climaxto
most people's careers at prep. school.
Bicester: pronounced 'Bister’, of course.
Allegro's song:the ill-fitting lyrics are deliberate.

FINALE: If youfeel,aswe do,thata showlike this shouldalwaysendwith asong,
you could involve your whole castin singing '‘Better Times' after a curtain
call as a fitting end to an evening's entertainment.

We hope you have as much fun with this as we did.
Jeff Gallagher & Gerry Howe

First performed in the Wheildon Brown Memorial Hall,
Terra Nova School, on 27th February 1992.






THE BEASTS OF ST. BOZO'S

by Jeff Gallagher and Gerry Howe

SCENE1

(A historylessonis comingto an endas morningbreakarrivesat St.Bozo'sSchool.
The surroundingsare dismal and Victorian: mostlywoodenpanelling, bare
brick and peelingplaster. Simpledining chairs line the walls as thoughwe
were in someelegantdining room: but theseare only used in the staff
meetinglater. Thereis no other furniture: TheHISTORYTEACHERstands
and lecturesthe PUPILS, who enter singing, and at the end of the songsit
cross-legged on the floor without pens or exercise books).

Pupils:

MUSIC 1 -THE PUPILS' LAMENT

Future tense, hypotenuse and passé composé,
Waterloo and Timbuktu and étre and aller ....

We are stuck inside this place on such a sunny day;
We don't want to stay here, we just want to get away!

School is a drag, St Bozo's is a pain:

Why be told the same old things time and time again?
There must be a better place, St. Bozo's is a bore.
We all hate the teachers and we can't take any more!

Long ago St Bozo's was the greatest school on earth:

A labyrinth of learning and of energy and mirth.

But now there's something weird about St Bozo's, that's for sure:
Believe me son, there's no more fun, and school is just a chore.

School is a drag, etc.

So now we're looking to escape, or maybe go on strike,

We're waiting for the teachers to say: "That's it! On your bike!"
Why can't we be like other schools, work hard and have some fun?
But here, the fear and danger, they have only just begun!

School is a drag, etc.



History Teacher: .... andso,in conclusion,asWilliam the Conquerorsaidto his
troops at the battle of Waterloo.... gentlemenof the Middle Ages, we are
aboutto embarkon the HundredYearsWar .... Are you writing all this down,
Silage?

Silage: Can't, sir. I've lost me pen.

History Teacher: Lostit? Well, when did you last see it?

Silage: If | knew that, | wouldn't have lost it, would 1?

History Teacher: Oh, er.... no.... | suppose not ....

Wimp: Excuse me, sir ....

History Teacher: Well, Wimp, what is it?

Wimp: Well, sir, wasn't it the Duke of Wellington who fought at Waterloo?

History Teacher: That's what | said, you stupid boy!

Wimp: No, sir, you said ....

History Teacher: The Duke of Wellington, wasn'tit .... Boot?

Boot: (glumly) Yes, sir ....

History Teacher. The Duke of Wellington! .... Boot! .... Laugh, you infidels!
Laugh!

(The PUPILS laugh reluctantly)

History Teacher: Very well. Classdismissed.And Silage,find your pen. Or it's
the rack and thumbscrew for you, my boy.

(Exit HISTORY TEACHER - the PUPILS get to their feet).

Silage: Blimey! It's not my fault! | reckon someone nicked it!
Johnny Strong: Here,haveoneof mine.... I've got loads. (He handsSILAGEa
pen).
Silage: Thanks, Johnny. You're a mate.
Johnny Strong: No problem. Just stay cool, O.K.?
Tabatha: Gosh, Johnny, you're so kind .... so good .... and so .... so strong!
Tinkerbell: And so good at rugger as well!
Johnny Strong: Yep. That's me, girls. Strong. Johnny Strong.
Scalpel: Oh, shut up, you two. Don't be so soppy.
Johnny Strong: Hey! You bettertakeit easy,Scalpel. Unlessyouwanta newset
of teeth for Christmas.
Scalpel: Don't you start threatening me, Rambo. | think you're forgetting who | am.
Silage: Oh, quit it, you two. | think there's something funny going on round here.
Trott: What do you mean, Silage?
Silage: | mean him. The new history teacher. He's a bit weird isn't he?
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Mongoose: Yeah. Deadweird. | mean,fancy threateningyou with a rack and
thumbscrew!

Wimp: Yes. And the old teachemwasa properteacherwasn'the? He nevergot
anything wrong for one thing.

Scalpel: Don't be stupid! All teachersare wrong sometimes! Exceptmy Uncle
Boris, of course.

Mongoose: Oh, yeah? Who asked you anyway, Scalpel?

Sniffle: Yeah! Just'causeyour uncle'sthe scienceteacheryou think you cando
what you like!

Scalpel: Well, actually, Sniffle... | can(The PUPILS voice their disapproval).

Johnny Strong: Scalpel, you are heading for a rendezvous with my fist.

Tabatha: Yes! You tell him, Johnny{(The others encourage him).

Scalpel: Now listen,you lot! Don't pushyour luck... O.K.? My Uncle Borisis a
very importantpersonround here. If any of you stepout of line, he'll be
downonyou like aton of bricks! And thefirst personto getit... will beyou,
Shavings! (SHAVINGSa tiny mouseof a boy, looks terrified, but remains
silent).

Tinkerbell: | say, Scalpel, don't be a rotter! What's Shavings ever done to you?

Scalpel: You've beensailing very closeto the wind just lately, Shavings. One
more wordout of you, and I'll have your gerbils servedup for breakfast...

O.K.?
Shavings: (dissolves into tears).
Tinkerbell: | say, Scalpel,don'tbe so beastly! Leavehim alone! (Shecomforts

SHAVINGS, who presently quietens down).

Scalpel: All right. But just watch it. All of you. Oh, and Silage...

Silage: Yeah? What do you want'SCALPEL hands SILAGE a pen).

Scalpel: You'd betterhaveyour penbacknow. I'll haveto find anotherway of
getting you into trouble(Exit SCALPEL).

Silage: Blimey! What a pain!

Johnny Strong: That guy is not going to survive the term.

Tabatha: Yes, he is ratherbeastly,isn't he? Oh well, come along, Tinkerbell.
We'd betterget to our hockeypractice. Mrs. Clout will be furious if we're
late.

Tinkerbell: | say, Tabatha, haven't you heard? She's gone. Done a bunk.

Tabatha: Done a bunk? Mrs. Clout? But she's been here for years!

Tinkerbell: | know. That's what makes it all the more mysterious!

Silage: Yeah,well. it all soundsa bit daftto me. We'velosttwo cleanersahockey
mistress and a junior matron - all in the same week!

Tinkerbell: Yes, and most of the teachers have simply disappeared!

Sniffle: But that'swhy the headmaster'deenaway all week. He's goneto get
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some new staff from an employment agency.

Silage: Well, he'dbetterhurry up! This schoolis going nowherefast! My dad
didn"t pay all that moneyto have teachersgoing missing and kids sitting
around all day doing nothing{The OTHERS voice their agreement).

Silage: Come on. Let's go and get some biscuits and a drink.

Sniffle: Yeah! Unless the new cook's disappeared as well!!

Boot: Yeah, imagine that, eh, Shavings? No more biscuits at break time! Ever!

Shavings: (dissolves into tears again).

Trott:  Oh, come on, Shavings. Let's go... (ExeuntTROTT and the GIRLS
comforting SHAVINGS as before).

SCENE 2

(The SchoolOffice. FELICITY,the headmaster'secretary sitstyping. Shewears
a dictaphone. As she types, she says the words aloud).

Felicity: Item 3. Theschoolhamstehasgivenbirth to sextupletsandboth mother
andchildrenaredoingwell... Item4. You will be pleasedo know that, after
the storm-forcewinds last weekin which a setof rugby postsfell on a boy's
head,the rugby postswere only slightly damaged....ltem 6. Contributions
are welcome for Mr. Boris Bunkum's revolutionary new design for the
scienceélaboratory... Gosh,this is soboring... (Shesighs. Then,cautiously,
sheremovesghe cassettaapefrom the dictaphoneandreplacesit with oneof
her own. Aftera fewmomentshebeginsto swingto the music,thenshegets
to her feet and beginsto danceround the office. Enter The REVEREND
FINDLAY SCROGGS. FELICITY does not notice his arrival until he speaks).

Scroggs: Hello?... | say! Excuse me! (FELICITY turns and sees him.
Embarrassed, she hastily takes off the headphones).

Felicity: Oh! I'm terribly sorry!

Scroggs: Scroggs.

Felicity: Yes. And the same to you.

Scroggs: No, no. Scroggs. Findlay Scroggs. (FELICITY looks puzzledfor a
moment, the realises).

Felicity: The new scripture teacher!

Scroggs: Yes,indeed. | appliedfor the vacancythroughSprocketand Bedpan. |
understandhey'rea very reputablefirm. (FELICITY, embarrassedmoves
quickly back to her desk).

Felicity: | see. Well, er... what can | do for you?

Scroggs: | have an appointment with the headmaster.

Felicity: I'm sorry. He's gone away for a few days.
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Scroggs: Isn't that a little unusual with the term in full swing?

Felicity: It's never happened before. But | expect it's something very important.

Scroggs: Yes, of course... Er, is your name Miss Felicity?

Felicity: Yes, that's right.

Scroggs: | believeone of the boyswantsto seeyou. A matterof someurgency.
He's waiting outside.

Felicity: Oh. Right. Er...will youexcuseme a minute? Thenl'll comebackand,
er... sort you out...

Scroggs: By all means. (FELICITY looksat SCROGG little suspiciouslythen
goesout. SCROGGS)joesto the typewriterand seesthe letter). Now what
havewe got here? Schoolhamster..rugby posts...Aha! Contributionsare
welcome for Mr. Boris Bunkum's sciencelaboratory! Now that's very
interesting! (He hearsFELICITY returning, and quickly movesaway. Enter
FELICITY).

Felicity: What did he look like exactly?

Scroggs: Who?

Felicity: That boy.

Scroggs: Oh! Well, he wastall... or was he short? And he was definitely fat...
though he could have beerthin... Do you know, | think | needmy eyes
tested!

Felicity: You're not very good, are you?

Scroggs: Good? (FELICITY goes to her seat again).

Felicity: Never mind. | don't think you'll have much trouble recognisingthe
children. There are only a few of them left.

Scroggs: Good Lord! But | was told the school was full!

Felicity: And soit was. Till theendof lastterm. But half the childrendidn't come
back. And most of the onesthat did have mysteriouslydisappearedand
remain unaccounted for.

Scroggs: Good heavens!

Felicity: Fortunatelymostof theteacherdavedisappearedswell. Sothatsortof
balances things out.

Scroggs: Yes... yes, | suppose it does...

Felicity: | think you'd betterprepareyourselffor a shock,Mr. Scroggs. | don't
think Sprocket and Bedpan have kept you fully informed.

Scroggs: What do you mean?

Felicity: | meanSt. Bozo'sis turning into a very strangeschool. A very strange
school indeed.

MUSIC 2 -IT'S STRANGE



Felicity: It's strange

Scroggs: It's strange
Felicity: What they've managed to arrange,
It's clear
Scroggs: It's clear
Felicity: That some strange things will appear...

| sit in my office,

I'm drinking my coffees,

When very politely you cough.

| think, you're so handsome,

Please hold me to ransom,

Then | see you're a man of the cloth.

Scroggs: I'm sure

Felicity: He's sure

Scroggs: If you knew a little more,
You'd see

Felicity: I'd see

Scroggs: What has made a man of me

My prominent feature:

I'm such a good teacher,

I'll make them all pass their exams.
And what is the oddest

Is I'm very modest,

But I'm one of my most loyal fans.

Felicity: We two

Scroggs: We two

Felicity: Need to help each other through,
If he

Scroggs: If me

Felicity: Is to earn his teacher's fee.

Now what could be quicker

Than a bright-eyed young vicar

To help put the school on its feet?
Scroggs: They'll soon get the picture:

If they're bad at scripture,

The quickest way out... is to cheat!

(Enter MISS BEVERAGE).



Miss Beverage: Oh, Felicity, Felicity, | simply must contactthe headmastent
once!

Felicity: I'm sorry, Miss Beverage, | don't know where he is..

Miss Beverage: It's justtoo bad,Felicity. It simplyisn'tright for my tiniesto bein
such close proximity to the wildlife.

Felicity: Don't tell me those moles are digging up your adventureplayground
again?

Miss Beverage: Worsethanthat. | wasreadingmy tiniesalovely little storyabout
RedRiding Hood. | hadreacheda crucial point, Felicity - the denouemenof
thetale,whereRedRiding Hood discoverghat her grandmothers disguised
as a big bad wolf... whentherecamefrom the woodsbehindus the blood-
curdling howl of vulpa giganticus!

Felicity: | beg your pardon?

Miss Beverage: A wolf, Felicity, a wolf!

Scroggs: Really, madam,| fearyou aremistaken. Thisis England. Thereareno
wolves here.

Miss Beverage: | know what | heard! It was a wolf!

Scroggs. And in any case, a wolf would only be attracted by the scent of blood...

Miss Beverage: Exactly! And three of my tinies cut their knees during playtime!

Felicity: Miss Beverage this is the ReverendScroggs. He's the new scripture
teacher.

Miss Beverage: Really? Well, | don'tsupposéhe'll lastlong. They eitherleaveor
disappear without trace.

Scroggs: Onthecontrary. | aimto bearoundfor quiteawhile. St.Bozo'sis avery
interesting place.

Miss Beverage: Oh, yes! Fascinating! Well, I've hadenough! I'm sendingall my
tinies home until further notice, and until this businesss sortedout I'll be
stayingwith my sisterin Bournemouth! Goodluck to you, Reverendscroggs
- you're going to need it{Exit MISS BEVERAGE).

Scroggs: Good heavens. I'm completely baffled

Felicity: You mean about the wolf?

Scroggs: No. Why should anyone want to go to Bournemouth?

Felicity: Well, you'vehadquite anintroductionto St. Bozo's. Whatdo you make
of it?

Scroggs: Oh, it's... er... very invigorating. Goodnessne, yes. | just hopel can
copewith all the excitement! (Enterthe COOK, brandishinga hugekitchen
knife).

Cook: (bellows) All rightt Where are my sausages? (He bears down on
FELICITY).

Felicity: I'm sorry, I...



Cook: | do havea kitchento run, you know! And I've just abouthad enough!
Now come on! Hand over those sausages!

Felicity: I'm sorry. | haven't got your sausages.

Cook: Then, O effendi, | must consign thee to a souffle for ever!

Felicity: Come again?

Cook: (matter of factly)I'm going to kill you.

Felicity: Oh, no!

Cook: Oh, yes! (The COOK chargesat FELICITY with a blood-curdling cry.
SCROGGSyrabs the COOK, executesa brilliant judo throw, and disarms
him. SCROGGStandsbrandishingthe knife. The COOK getsto his feet,
glares at them both, then, with a wild scream, runs off).

Scroggs: He seems a bit upset about something.

Felicity: Oh, Reverend! Reverend Scroggs! You saved my life!

Scroggs: (modestly)Yes. Yes, | suppose | did.

Felicity: But where did you learn all that unarmed combat?

Scroggs: Oh, er... well, it comesin very handy at the end of a service,when
someone tries to walk past you without contributing to the collection.

Felicity: Phew! Well, | was very impressed. He looked jolly angry, didn't he?

Scroggs: Hmm, abnormallyso...Listen, Felicity, lock the door after I've gone,all
right? I'm just going out to investigate...

Felicity: Investigate?

Scroggs: | meanI'm... just going to have a look round. You know, become
acquaintedvith my surroundings.Yes,it's all provingvery interesting. Very
interesting indeed...(Exit SCROGGS).

BLACKOUT

SCENE 3

(Thesciencelab. Two tablesstandside by side, with simplerope or strapsfixed
round themfor tying peopledown. The PUPILS comein and standaround
talking).

Wimp: Hey, we're not supposed tde in the sciencelab. without Bunkum! He
says it's dangerous!

Silage: Oh, fag it. The door was open anyway.

Tabatha: Yes, that's strange. It isn't usually.

Scalpel: Well, if you mustknow, Uncle Boris wasin hereat breaktime doingone
of his amazing experiments!

Silage: Oh, yeah? What did he do? Turn you into a human being?
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Tinkerbell: He'd have a job. It's impossibléThe PUPILS chuckle).

Scalpel: I've warnedyou. All of you. Juststoptakingtherip, all right? Or you'll
find yourselves in big trouble!

Sniffle: You can't do anything to us! You're too pathetic!

Scalpel: | could always feed you to Wally.

Sniffle: Who's Wally?

Scalpel: Where do you think that wolf in the woods came from?

Trott: Don't be stupid! Thereisn't any wolf in the woods! It's just thoselittle
squits making things up!

Scalpel: That'swhatYOU think! Justyou wait till tonightwhenl give the secret
sign with my torch. Thatwolf will comestraightdown the drainpipe,dive
through the window, and bite all your heads off!

Tabatha: Oh, shut up, can't you? Stop frightening us!

Johnny Strong: Listen,kid, the only headin dangeris yours. Now shutup before
| thump you one.

Scalpel: Oh, lah-di-dah,Strong! Trying to makean impressionwith the girls as
usual!

Johnny Strong: I'm going to make an impression on your face in a minute...

Mongoose: Yeah,go on, Johnny,whackhim one! (General roars of agreement.
JOHNNY STRONG@oesto hit SCALPEL ,but SCALPELsquirmsout of the
way. He movesaway from the others. MONGOOSEgoesto SCALPEL,
grabs him, and throws him to the floor. Cheersand excitementrom the
others. Enter BORIS BUNKUM, the science master).

Bunkum: (shouts) Whatis the meaningof this outrage? (Thepupils quickly settle
down. MONGOOSENovesaway. SCALPELgetsup andgoesto BUNKUM for
protection). What's going on, Roderick? Why was Mongoose attacking you?

Scalpel: | didn't do anything, Uncle Boris. Honest. He just hit me for no reason.

Bunkum: | canwell believeit... Well, Mongoose what haveyou got to say for
yourself?

Mongoose: Sorry, Sir...

Bunkum: Sorry isn't good enough. Stay behind afterwards.

Mongoose: (glumly) Yes, sir...

Scalpel: Can | set the wolf on him, Uncle Boris?

Bunkum: Don't be silly, Roderick! There is no wolf!

Scalpel: But | thought you said...

Bunkum: Nevermind what| said! Be quiet! Right. Now gatherround, all of
you... Beforewe begintoday'slesson| think | needto remindyou who'sin
charge round here...

MUSIC 3 -BUNKUM'S SONG



Bunkum: My name is Boris Bunkum,
I'm a generous sort of man:
Would you like a sodium sandwich
Or some radio-active ham?
Now | am known for belle cuisine,
It's famed throughout the land:
Why not try some chocolate fingers...
From a freshly severed hand?

I'm a mighty miracle worker

In my secret science lab.

My inventions and experiments

Are brilliant and fab.

Dissection is my favourite,

I'm a cut above the rest.

| carve so clean with a knife so keen...
Then wipe it on my vest.

Now do you know a nincompoop
Who's getting on your wick?

I'll serve him up some chemicals

To make him really sick.

I'll pass a current through him

With my trusty Van der Graaf,

And while he's writhing on the floor...
I'll chop his toes in half!

No, no. I'm only teasing you,

The whole thing's just a hoax.

I'm just a gentle scientist

Who's fond of playing jokes.

But | can make your blood boil,

| can make your brain cells freeze:
So gather round, my pupils...
Come and see my latest wheeze!

Bunkum: Now, today| wantto tell you aboutanotherof my little experiments...
You remember how | crossed a sheep with a kangaroo?
Silage: And got a woolly jumper? Yes, sir, we remember!
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Bunkum: No, Silage. | gottwice the amountof meatfor half theamountof grass.
Then | crossedan ant with a scorpion,and producedan insect with the
strength and brains of ten men and the aggression of an entire army!

Silage: Oh, yeah. It got eaten by the school cat.

Bunkum: Shutup, Silage! Thenl crossed parrotwith a parrot...andgot another
parrot. That was one of my less successful experiments...

Silage: What'sthelatestone,then,sir? (BUNKUM pausesdramaticallyandlooks
at them).

Bunkum: Itis this. (He pulls something from his pocket. It is a human hand).

Sniffle: Ugh! It's a hand!

Bunkum: Yes,indeed. A humanhand. A very complexpieceof machinery.Now
of course,onceit is separatedrom the body it belongsto, it is completely
useless...(He putsthe handon oneof thetables) But I, Boris Bunkum,can
changeall that. |, Boris Bunkum, can bring it back to life! (The hand
suddenly jumps off the table. The PUPILS jump back in amazement).

Tabatha: Oh, sir! Sir, it moved!

Tinkerbell: Ugh! It's horrible!

Bunkum: Of courseit moved. I've broughtit backto life, haven'tl? And no,
Tinkerbell,it's not horrible. It's beautiful. A wonderof modernscience.(He
picks up the hand and puts it back in his pocket).

Sniffle: How... how did you do that?

Bunkum: Ha, ha! It's all done with mirrors, my boy.

Scalpel: Hey,justthink! He couldchopyour handoff andthenbring it backto life
- justlike that! You couldsendit off somewheraill by itself to do all sortsof
horrible things - like stranglingShavingsin his bed! What do you think of
that, then, Shavings?

Shavings: (dissolves into tears again).

Bunkum: Oh, comealong, Shavingspull yourselftogether! Roderickwas only
joking... weren't you, Roderick?

Scalpel: Not really. | never joke about things that are funny.

Wimp: Excuse me, sir...

Bunkum: Yes, Wimp, what is it?

Wimp: Well, er... who does it belong to, sir?

Bunkum: What?

Wimp: The hand, sir.

Bunkum: Thehand? Oh, | got thatfor nothing. It belongedto anold boy of the
school.

Wimp: What? You mean he... he gave you his hand? To keep?

Bunkum: He's a doctor, Wimp. A surgeon. He had oneleft over after an
operation. So he very kindly gave it to me.
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Scalpel: UncleBoris hasgotlots morebits like thatin his storeroom. Haven'tyou,
Uncle Boris? Almost enough to make a complete person!

Sniffle: You... you mean like a Frankenstein monster?

Scalpel: Yeah! And he'dchaseyou lot all roundthe school! That'dteachyou to
take the mickey out of me!

Bunkum: Really! Don't talk nonsenseRoderick! Sucha thing is scientifically
impossible! Anyway bits and piecesareno goodatall... To conductsuchan
experiment requires complete bodies. And | haven't got any.

Sniffle: You... you mean you've already tried? To make a monster, | mean?

Bunkum: Come,come,Sniffle. You areletting your imaginationrun away with
you. | don'tgo aroundmaking Frankensteirmonsters. | am only a humble
science teacher.

Scalpel: (looking offstage) Look out, Uncle Boris! Somebody's coming!

Bunkum: Right, everybody. Backto your places. (The PUPILS moveawayand
stand by the tables. Enter a VERY IMPORTANTPERSONand his two
BODYGUARDS. The VERYIMPORTANTPERSONsmokesa large cigar.
All threeare dressedn suits,very smart. TheBODYGUARDStandby like
sentrieswhile the VERYIMPORTANTPERSONhasa brief look round. The
PUPILS stand to attention).

Very Important Person: (examining SHAVINGS) Harrumph! Harrumph-
harrumph-harrumph! (SHAVINGSsmilespolitely. TheVERYIMPORTANT
PERSONookscloselyat oneof the tablesand wipesa speckof dustfromit.
Then he looks at BUNKUM).

Very Important Person: Harrumph? Harrumph-harrumph-harrumph!

Bunkum: Yes,sir. Thankyouvery much,sir. (TheVERYIMPORTANTPERSON
looks out to the audience, as though delivering a speech).

Very Important Person: Harrumph?Harrumph-harrumph-harrumph(He turns,
nods to his BODYGUARDS and goes out. The BODYGUARDS follow).

Tabatha: Gosh! Who was that?

Tinkerbell: Searchme. Lookslike oneof thosevery importantpersonsvho visit
the school sometimes.

Silage: Huh. All | saw was a silly old berk with a cigar.

Bunkum: Don't be impertinent,Silage. Without all thosevery importantpersons
to help us, St. Bozo's would be forced to close down altogether!

Silage: Huh. It almost has.

Bunkum: All right. That'senough..Look, | haven'tgottime to teachyou anything
now, so off you go and play football or something... all right?

Wimp: Gosh, sir! Really?

Bunkum: Yes, Wimp, Really. (The PUPILS begin to go out, chattering happily).

Scalpel: Not Mongoose, Uncle Boris. He's on a punishment, remember?
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Bunkum: Yes, indeed. Thank you, Roderick.

Silage: Huh! What a creep!

Boot: Yeah. Badluck, Mongoose.Seeyou later. (ThePUPILSgo. MONGOOSE
is left with BUNKUM and SCALPEL).

Bunkum: Right, Mongoose. Time for your punishment.

Mongoose: Yes, sir. Shall | write you an essay?

Bunkum: Oh, no. I've got somethingnuchmoreeffectivethanthat. I'm goingto
put you in my storeroom for a while. Along with my other experiments...
Come along, Roderick. Lend a hand.

Scalpel: Right away, Uncle Boris!

Mongoose: No! Getoff me! Leaveme alone! (BUNKUM and SCALPELgrab
MONGOOSE and drag him off as the lights go down).

SCENE 4

(The school office. FELICITY is typing as before. A knock).

Felicity: Who is it?

Scroggs: (off) It's only me. (She opens the door cautiously. Enter SCROGGYS).

Felicity: Oh, it's you. Thank goodness. Have you had a good look round?

Scroggs: Oh, yes indeed.And I'm gladto seeyou'rekeepingthe doorlocked. A
wise precaution.

Felicity: Well, atleastl'll feel safeif you'rehere,Reverendscroggs.You beingso
good at judo and all that.

Scroggs: One of my few talents, I'm afraid.

Felicity: Anyway, what's going on? What have you seen?

Scroggs: Well, apparentlythe cookis hiding in thewoods. He hasclimbedalarge
jacaranda tree and refuses to come down.

Felicity: He canstaytherefor everif helikes! Runningroundthe placewith a
carving knife! He wants locking up!

Scroggs: Yes indeed, there are some very strange people in this school...

Felicity: Yes. Including the new scripture teacher.

Scroggs: I'm sorry. | don't know what you mean.

Felicity: Well, I'd still like to know why a manlike you needsto learnunarmed
combat...

Scroggs: But I...

Felicity: Why he needsto have a sneakpreview of the headmaster'falf-term
letter...

Scroggs: Well, I...

Felicity: And why he needs to carry a gun.
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Scroggs: | beg your pardon?

Felicity: | sawit whenyouwerescrappingwith the cook. In your shoulderholster.
(A pause).Well?

Scroggs: You're pretty smart, aren't you?

Felicity: On the contrary. You're pretty dumb.

Scroggs: Oh, thanks. Well, how am | going to solve the mystery, clever clogs?

Felicity: You canstartby telling mewho you are. Who you really are. (He looks
at her doubtfully, and sighs).

Scroggs: All right... but you mustrealise,Felicity, thatif | tell you, our lives may
bothbein danger. You seewhatl'm upto is really importantandtop secret,
and if | get found out...

Felicity: Listen,you just savedmy life. | oweyouone. Don'tworry. | won'tlet
you down.

Scroggs: O.K... Well, to start with, I'm not actually a Reverend.

Felicity: Really? You surprise me.

Scroggs: No. I'm a privateinvestigator. I've beenhired by oneof your parentso
find out what's been going ofFELICITY looks at the AUDIENCE).

Felicity: One of our parents? Which one?

Scroggs: I'm afraid | can't tell you that. Not till I've solved the mystery.

Felicity: Gosh! How exciting!

Scroggs: This is serious,Felicity. | mustremainin disguiseas the Reverend
Findlay Scroggs.

Felicity: But for how long?

Scroggs: For as long as it takes.

Felicity: All right. Your secret's safe with me.

Scroggs: Thankyou. And in returnl shall do everythingin my powerto protect
you.

Felicity: Gosh. Findlay... you're so strong. So dependable. And so... so
thoroughly British!

Scroggs: Don't worry, Felicity, I'll see you get through this in one piece...
Meanwhile,| mustgo and do somemore investigating! (Exit SCROGGS.
The lights fade).

SCENE 5

(The chorus of PUPILS, exceptMONGOOSEand SCALPEL,enters,along with
SHAVINGS and MRS. SHAVINGS).

MUSIC 4 -MRS. SHAVINGS' SONG
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Mrs.Shavings: Allow me all to introduce you
To dear little Shavings, my son.
The apple so shy of his dear father's eye
His dear mummy's sweet currant bun.
My dear little moppet, forgive me:
You've got a few crumbs on your cheek.
Now kiss your dear mummy goodbye, ooh! and yummy!
I'll bring you some choccies next week.

Pupils: Shavings is silly and Shavings is wet,
Shavings is dear mummy's sweet little pet
Shavings obeys her and won't say a word
For children should always be seen and not heard.

Mrs.Shavings: Now don't misbehave like the rest, dear,
And don't ever whimper or whine.
You're here to obey each and every day,
So don't ever step out of line.
My sweet sugar plum, just a moment:
You've got a small speck on your nose.
Now don't be perplexed, for the week after next
I'll bring you a fresh change of clothes.

Pupils: Shavings is silly etc....

Mrs.Shavings: I've just seen that lovely headmaster:
He says you have settled in well
Apart from the noise when you let all the boys
Hang you by your left leg from the bell.
Now try not to make such a fuss, dear
While | take out that muck from your eye.
Now a kiss for mama, and I'm off to the car:
My dear little sweet pea, goodbye!

Pupils: Shavings is silly etc...
Mrs. Shavings: Now then, Shavings,| hopeyou're behavingyourself this term.

I'm alwaysworriedin caseyou startactinglike oneof thoseawful childrenon
the television, spraying graffiti on the walls and throwing bricks through
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windows, and generally being obnoxious...Now | want your absolute
assurancéhatyouwon'tgetinto anytrouble. No showingoff to your friends,
no gettinginto fights with the otherboys,andno speakingout of turn to the
teachers... Now is that clear? (SHAVINGSIooks at her, terrified and
speechless).Hmm...well, anyway, I've broughtyou your teddy,andsome
chocolatebuttons,andtwo cleanpairsof underpantsandyou'regoingto the
opticiana weekon Wednesday..(Thelights beginto fadeat tbis point, until

we can no longer seethe PUPILS, only SHAVINGSMRS.SHAVINGSand
SCALPEL, who now enters).

Scalpel: Hello! You're old Ma Shavings, aren't you?

Mrs. Shavings: Mrs. Shavings to you, my boy. Now what do you want?

Scalpel: Your boy's got fleas.

Mrs. Shavings: | beg your pardon?

Scalpel: You heard me. Your boy's got fleas. Probably caught them off you.

Mrs. Shavings: What? How dare you? You wicked child!

Scalpel: | wouldn't be so rude if | were you. I've got some very influential friends.

Mrs. Shavings: And sohavel! You wicked,wicked boy! Takethat! And that!
And that! (Shehits SCALPELwith her handbag. Enter BUNKUM and the
HISTORY TEACHER).

Scalpel: Ow! There you are, Uncle Boris! | told you she was dangerous!

Bunkum: Yes,indeed. Comealong,Mrs. Shavings.We can'thaveyou assaulting
my nephew, now, can we?

Mrs. Shavings: Mr. Bunkum,your nephewis an odiouslittle villain! (BUNKUM
and the HISTORY TEACHER grab MRS. SHAVINGS).

History Teacher: All right, Mrs. Shavings. Just calm down and come with us.

Bunkum: Yes,cometo my storeroomandhavea nice lie down...a separateage
for young Shavings, | think, Roderick...

Scalpel: Right away, Uncle Boris! Ha! Toughluck, Shavings! You won't be
seeingyour mummy againfor quite a while! (SCALPELgrabs SHAVINGS
and begins to drag him off).

Shavings: (dissolves into tears again).

Scalpel: Goodnesane, Shavings. You really mustlearn not to answerback...
(SHAVINGSand MRS.SHAVINGSare draggedoff. Exeunt - the PUPILS
move in the darkness to their positions for the next scene).

SCENE 6

(Theclassroom. Darkness. Silence. Sudddenlya ghettoblasteris turnedon very
loud, and we are treatedto a few momentsf 'rap’ musicas the lights come
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up. TheMUSIC TEACHERIs busyjigging to the music,and the PUPILS
join in, somewith more confidencethan others. Presentlythe MUSIC
TEACHERIowersthe volumein order to speakoverthe music,butin timeto
it).

Music Teacher: This is music, I'm the king,

You gotta make those bodies swing,
We got the rhythm, we got the song,
So, baby, you just jive along.

I'm gonna get those bodies mowvin’,
So move on Bach, roll over Beethoven,
This music's cool, it's really neat,

So dance to that Saint Bozo's beat!

(He turns up the volumeagain. Theyall dance. Enter THE VERYIMPORTANT
PERSONand his two BODYGUARDS.TheMUSIC TEACHERseeshim and
hastily turns downthe volume. Thedancingstops). Ah! Good morning,sir!
| trust everythingis in order? Now pay attention,children! (The PUPILS
standto attentionandlook alert. TheVERYIMPORTANTPERSONOooksat
the MUSIC TEACHER).

Very Important Person: Harrumph!? Harrumph-harrumph-harrumph(He turns
up the volumeand hearsthe music. Suddenlyhe beginsto jive to the music.
The BODYGUARDSOollow suit. TheVIP goesoff dancing,followed by his
BODYGUARDS).

Silage: Sir? Excuse me, sir?Tifle MUSIC TEACHER turns down the volume).

Music Teacher: Well, Silage, what is it?

Silage: Well, who s thatbloke, sir? | mean,he keepson looking roundthe school
and no one seems to know who he is.

Sniffle: He looks pretty important anyway.

Silage: Yeah,but he neversaysanything! Justsmokesa cigarandclearshis throat
a lot.

Music Teacher: All you needto know, Silage,is thathe'sa very importantperson.
Peoplewho wearsuitsandsmokecigarsarealwaysvery important. And you
shouldfeel honouredand privilegedif they speakto you. Evenif they are
only actually clearing their throats.

Silage: Blimey, what a fag. | mean, cigar.

Boot: Hey, Silage, aren't you ringing the bells today?

Music Teacher: Thatwon't be necessary.Noneof you will needto ring the bells
anymore. The headmastehastakenon a full time bell ringer. A very good
friend of mine, actually. His name is Igor.

Silage: 'Bout time he rang it, then, sir.
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Music Teacher: Don't worry. Igor is alwaysvery punctual. (FX: a bell tolls
slowly and grimly severaltimes). Ah, therewe are...And nowI'd bettergo
and find a ladder.

Sniffle: A ladder? What for, sir?

Music Teacher: Igor will still be clinging to the bell rope. | shallhaveto go and
get him down before the end of next lesson...Classdismissed. (Exit the
MUSIC TEACHER).

Wimp: Gosh! This place gets more and more weird every minute!

Sniffle: Yeah! We thoughtthe old teacherswere crazy...but this lot are totally
bonkers!

Trott: Hey, by the way... Has anyoneseenMongooselately? He still owesme
some sweets!

Tabatha: No. | think he's gone missing.

Tinkerbell: And Shavings isn't here either. Or Scalpel.

Wimp: Oh, no! Then people are still disappearing without any explanation!

Silage: That'sright, guys. We'rethe only onesleft. And | tell you what - I'm
starting to get a bit worried...

Johnny Strong: O.K. So what are we going to do?

Tabatha: What CAN we do?

Silage: Two things. First,we don'tgointo anymorelessons. If theteacherdave
gone bananas we're better off staying away from them.

Wimp: We've got English next. | like English.

Boot: Yes. Anyway we don't want them suspecting us straight away.

Silage: Well... O.K. But after today, no more lessons. Agreed? (General
agreement). Right. And the seconathing we do...is getsomeonen to take
a look around. Someone we can trust. A grown-up.

Wimp: But they'll neverlet us contactour parents! There'sno way out! We're
trapped!

Silage: Take it easy,Wimp. If things don't work out, we'll just have to make
someone sit up and take notice....

Sniffle: What? You mean, like get the police involved?

Silage: Something like that.

Wimp: But how can we do that?

Silage: I've gotanidea. I'll explainit later. After English...And then,if thingsget
really desperate, we'll do the only thing we can.

Sniffle: What do you mean?

Silage: | mean... we'll have to set fire to the whole school.

(Immediate Blackout. Exeunt PUPILS in the darkness).
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SCENE 7

(The school office. SCROGGS is talking with FELICITY).

Felicity: So how are things going?

Scroggs: Not very well. I've beenall roundthe schoolandI've only managedo
find a dozen children. They've all gone to an English lesson.

Felicity: What about the staff?

Scroggs: Well, there'sa chapdancingroundthe playgroundwith a ghettoblaster.
There'sa one-eyedhunchbackclinging to the bell rope. There bolts of
electricity flying roundthe sciencelab. roof. And there'sstill no sign of the
headmaster... Otherwise everything's perfectly normal.

Felicity: What about the English teacher?

Scroggs: Was THAT the English teacher?

Felicity: | should think so, yes.

Scroggs: Oh, crumbs. Thenit's evenworsethan| thought... (Enter the VERY
IMPORTANT PERSON and the TWO BODYGUARDS).

Very Important Person: Harrumph? Harrumph-harrumph-Harrumph!

Felicity: Hello. Can | help you at all?

Very Important Person: (startled) Harrumph? Harrumph-Harrumph-Harrumph!
(He exits hurriedly, followed by the two BODYGUARDS).

Scroggs: Crumbs! Who was that?

Felicity: Apparentlyit's our newvery importantperson. Everyschoolhasone,you
know. Comesin for speechdays,prizegiving...thatsortof thing. It's funny,
though... | can't understand a single word he says.

Scroggs: There could be a very good reason for that.

Felicity: What do you mean?

Scroggs: I'd rathernot tell you till I'm sure. And | think I'd betterkeepup my
disguise a little longer.

Felicity: All right... But you know, you still haven'ttold me very much about
yourself.

Scroggs: Haven't I? Well, then... maybe it's time | told you a little more...

MUSIC 5 -FINDLAY SCROGGS

Scroggs: Well. I'm a cool-dude-private-eye
Investigating sort of guy:
My work is known all over town.
It's just my name that lets me down.
They call me Findlay... Scroggs.
I'm fond of kids and... dogs.
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I'm wearing trendy... togs.
But don't get windy, ‘cause here comes
Findlay Scroggs.

Here's a case that won't be solved:
Well, I'm the man to be involved

A private eye of worldwide fame.

If only | had a sensible name.
They call me Findlay... Scroggs

| don't like eating... hogs.

| always sleep like... logs.

My Auntie Cindy, she calls me
Findlay Scroggs.

My undercover work is fine

| stay in bed till half past nine

| have a nice hot cup of tea,
Then go and solve the mystery.
They call me Findlay... Scroggs.
That name the memory ... jogs.
So from the Isle of Dogs

To Rawalpindi, I'm known as
Findlay Scroggs.

There's some strange things happening:
Time for me to do my thing

To tie this case up neat,

Then go and rest my aching feet.

They call me Findlay... Scroggs
Investigating... crimes

I'm running out of... rhymes

I'm weak and spindly, but I'm still
Findlay Scroggs.

Scroggs: But I'll tell you somethingFelicity... | wouldn't be gettinganywhereon
this case if | didn't have you to help me.

Felicity: Gosh! Do you really mean that, Findlay?

Scroggs: Yes, Felicity. | do. And I'd like to think that, whenall this is over, we
could get to know each other a little better...
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Felicity: Yes, Findlay. I'd like to think so too.

Scroggs: Felicity, I...

Felicity: Yes, Findlay? What is it?

Scroggs: Felicity, I... ... (Suddenlya mummywrappedin bandagesurstsinto the
room. FELICITY screamsas the mummystaggersaboutwildly. SCROGGS
grabs the mummy, which begins to shriek 'Help!, ' Let me out!’, etc.).

Felicity: Wait a moment! Thatvoice! It soundsfamiliar! (Togethertheyunravel
the bandages round the mummy's head. Itis MISS BEVERAGE).

Miss Beverage: Oh, thank heavens! | thought I'd never see the light of day again!

Felicity: Miss Beverage! What happened?

Miss Beverage: Thatwickedboy Scalpel! He saidMr. Bunkumwantedto seeme
in the sciencelab.! It all beganasa harmlesdessonin first aid... but when
theywrappedme up in thesebandage$ becamea little suspicious.And then
whenthey broughtout the coffin... (SCROGGSas begunscribbling on a
piece of paper).

Felicity: The coffin?

Miss Beverage: Yes,my dear. Thecoffin. Well, | ranfor my life, andcameto the
only place wherel knew | would be safe... (FX: a brief but emphatic
fanfare). The school office!

Scroggs: All right, Miss Beverage. Calm yourself... Felicity, | wantyou to take
Miss Beveragehomein your car. But first, | wantyou to go to this address.
(He hands her a note. She examines it).

Felicity: The hospital?

Scroggs: Yes. They're usually pretty good at removing bandages..

Felicity: But Findlay, why don't we call in the police?

Scroggs: Not yet, Felicity. | need some more time.

Miss Beverage: You'll haveto ring the zoo, you know, andgetthemto takeaway
that wolf!

Felicity: There, there, Miss Beverage. Don't worry. There isn't any wolf.

Miss Beverage: Of course there is! | heard it! Oh, why won't anyone believe me?

Scroggs: Don't worry, Miss Beverage. | believe you.

Miss Beverage: You do?

Scroggs: (dramatically) Yes. | believe anything is possible in this terrible place...

Miss Beverage: Do you know, ReverendScroggs,|'ve worked at St. Bozo'sfor
nearlythirty years. I've grown usedto the schoolbeingrun in a certainway.
All these recent developments are simply too much for me...

Scroggs: Come now, don't alarm yourself, Miss Beverage...

Miss Beverage: | mean,wrappingteachersn bandagesndburyingthemalive...
one-eyedhunchbacksswinging from the bell rope... children disappearing
without trace... is this all part of the new national curriculum?
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Scroggs: All right, Miss Beverage...

Miss Beverage: | mean,if this carrieson, | shall have to give up teaching
altogether and become... an estate agent...

Scroggs: Quick. Take her home, Felicity. She's getting delirious.

Felicity: Right. Come along, Miss Beverage...

Scroggs: Meanwhile | must try to find the headmaster.

Miss Beverage: Oh, yes. He'll belockedin a cageon his study. Theyonly come
out at night, you know.

Felicity: Yes, yes, Miss Beverage. Come on. Let's get you hgieunt).

Scroggs: (off) I'll see you to your car, Felicity...

Felicity: (off) All right. But what then?

Scroggs: (reappearingto addressthe AUDIENCE) Why, then...then | must
proceed to solve the mysteryExit).

BLACKOUT
SCENE 8

(TheEnglishroom. CEDRIC,the Englishteacherhasnotturnedup. Asthelights
comeup the remainingPUPILS are busythrowing paper, hitting eachother
and generally having a riot. Soon, however, SILAGE calls them to order).

Silage: All right, youlot! Stopmuckingabout! Thatberk Cedrichasn'turnedup
to take us, so let's decide what we're going to do!

Sniffle: (sarcastically) Oh, yeah! Burn down the school! That'sa really good
idea, Silage!

Silage: It might be our only chance.

Sniffle: Oh, shutup, Silage,you idiot! Let's havesomefun while we can! (The
others agree, and start ragging around again. SILAGE shakeshis head.
After a few moments,enter CEDRIC, the English teacher, dressedas a
hippie).

Sniffle: Hey, look, you lot! It's Cedric!

All: (except SILAGE)Yo! Cedders!(They laugh).

Cedric: Oh, hi. guys. Just give me a moment while | get my head together.

Sniffle: Oh, no! You don't mean...?

Boot: Oh, crikey! He's going to sing to us!

Cedric: Yeah, man. You hit the nail right on the button.

MUSIC 6 -CEDRIC'S SONG
Cedric: Peace to you, my brothers, yes, and
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Peace to all the world:

Let's have lots of spelling tests

For all the boys and girls.

Let's all live in harmony and love for evermore:

‘Cause life is just an indirect extended metaphor.

When | was young, | called my mum and dad parentheses..
My dad would kick my assonance to show he wasn't pleased.
My jokes were bad, my poems sad, | always played the fool:
So | became an English teacher at Saint Bozo's School.

Pupils: Peace etc.

Now soon I'll get my head together, soon I'll be O.K.:
Another glass of whisky and I'll mark your last essay.
Got to see my guru, got to meditate a while.

I'll greet you with a synonym, a simile and a smile.

Pupils: Peace etc.

Cedric: So now | spread my message to the pupils in my charge:
Sentences have full stops like a car has a garage.
Transfer all your epithets and make your writing clear,
And I'll return your books to you in the middle of next year.

Wimp: | say, sir, you haven't been drinking again, have you?

Cedric: Hey, no, man! I'm just finding it kinda hardto get on the right spiritual
plane. You guys wanna write me a poem while | contact my guru?

Johnny Strong: Hey, this blokas a complete jerk.

Trott: Yeah! He's walking about like a demented zombie!

Cedric: Hey, takeit easy,man! Zombiesarereally interestingpeoplewhenyou
get to know them!

Tabatha: Really,thisis disgraceful! My parentsarepayingalot of moneyto send
me here, and you can't even 'get your head together'!

Tinkerbell: Yes! | think they shouldthrow you out! | think you'rerubbish! (The
others,exceptSILAGE,agreeloudly, and beginthrowing thingsat CEDRIC.
Theriot continuedor a fewmoments.EnterBUNKUM dramatically. Behind
him are SCALPEL,the two BODYGUARDSthe HISTORYTEACHERanNd
the MUSIC TEACHER).

Bunkum: Whatis the meaningof this outrage? (Instantsilence. BUNKUM goes
up to CEDRIC).Cedric!
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Cedric: Yeah?

Bunkum: Go away.

Cedric: O.K... man...(CEDRIC shuffles off).

Bunkum: Right. As you probablyknow, you arethe only pupilsleft in the whole
school. Now, it's rathera wasteof time to employ all the teachergo look
afteryou. SotheheadmastenasaskedME to takechargeof you until further
notice... And, asa simple precautionto stopyou behavingso badly again...
we'regoingto tie you all up! Proceedgentlemen.(Thetwo BODYGUARDS,
the HISTORY TEACHER, and the MUSIC TEACHER move menacingly
towardsthe PUPILS. TheBODYGUARDS&arry an enormoudengthof rope
whichtheybeginto wind round the wholegroup, tying themtogetheras one.
Mostof the PUPILS standfrozenin terror: but, at the last momentSILAGE
and WIMP make a run for it and escape offstage).

Scalpel: Uncle Boris! Uncle Boris! Silage and Wimp have escaped!

Bunkum: Ha! Ignorethem. They canbe roundedup later... Unless,of course,
they decideto hidein thewoods. In which casetheywill eitherbe devoured
by Wally the werewolf, or chopped into little pieces by the cook!

Scalpel: Oh, good-oh!

Sniffle: Shut up, Scalpel, you creep!

Scalpel: Going to make me, Sniffle?

Tabatha: You'll never get away with this, Bunkum!

Bunkum: Well, young lady, that remainsto be seen... But whateverthe final
outcome, very soon all of you dear innocent children will cease to exist!

Tinkerbell: You mean... you mean you're going to kill us?

Bunkum: Oh no, my dear. Somethingnuchworsethanthat... Bring themalong,
gentlemen!

Music Teacher: O.K... but where to, Boris?

Bunkum: To the sciencdab., of course..andwith all possiblespeed! (Exeuntas
the lights go down, the PUPILS struggling).

SCENE 9

(The corridor. SCROGGS appears).

Scroggs: | do hopeFelicity got homeall right. I'm a bit worried abouther...In
fact, somanystrangethingshave beerappening] don'tthink anyone'safe
in this place... (Enter CEDRIC). Ah! Excuseme...you're the English
teacher, aren't you?

Cedric: (realising) Hey! Wow, man! | guess | am!

Scroggs: My nameis Scroggs. The ReverendFindlay Scroggs. I'm the new
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scripture teacher.

Cedric: Oh, hi, man.

Scroggs: Tell me, where have all the teachers got to?

Cedric: Huh?

Scroggs: Theteachers..you know, the peoplewho teachthe children... whereare
they?

Cedric: Oh, | guess they're around... you know...

Scroggs: | see. Well, I'd been led to believe they'd all either left or disappeared...

Cedric: Oh,sure. All theold guysleft. Sothe bossgoesout andgetssomenew
ones.

Scroggs: | see. So none of the old teachers are left? They've all been replaced?

Cedric: Sure. 'Cept for Miss Beverage. And the secretary. And Bunkum.

Scroggs: Bunkum?

Cedric: You know. The guy who does the science.

Scroggs: | see. And where is Bunkum now?

Cedric: Hey, sorry, man, | gotta shoot...

Scroggs: No, wait a moment,l... (but CEDRIC goesoff, singinga snatchof his
song to himself).

Scroggs: Well, | don'tlike this onelittle bit... (Enter SEMPRONIABLISTER the
Latin mistress).

Sempronia: Why, Reverend! ReverendScroggs! | was wonderingwhen I'd
bump...(she nudges his bottom with hershta you...

Scroggs: I'm sorry, ...

Sempronia: SemproniaBlister. MISS SemproniaBlister. But you can call me
SemPROnia.

Scroggs: But how did you know my name?

Sempronia: Call it feminineintuition, darling. Now tell me, Findlay, how areyou
settling in?

Scroggs: Oh, er... very well, thank you.

Sempronia: Of courseyou are. And, you know, it really is wonderful having a
man like you on the premises.

Scroggs: I'm sorry?

Sempronia: A manof suchstature. Such...intellect. Such...passion! (Shedraws
close to him).

Scroggs: Sempronia! Please! | am a man of the cloth!

Sempronia: (turning away) Oh, don'tworry, darling. | think it mustbe your dog
collar. It reminds me of my first husband.

Scroggs: Oh, really? Was he an Anglican?

Sempronia: No. An Alsatian.

Scroggs: Good Lord!
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Sempronia: Ohwell, | shallhaveto love you andleaveyou, darling. | havesome
Latin vocab. tests to mark.

Scroggs: Ah, yes indeed. Sic transit gloria mundi.

Sempronia: (puzzled) No, no. My nameis Sempronia. And it's Tuesday. (Exit
SEMPRONIA. Enter MATRON immediatelyfrom elsewhere. She looks
haggard and completely mad, and carries an enormous syringe).

Matron: Come on, where are they? Have you seen them?

Scroggs: (startled) What? Who?

Matron: Silage and Wimp, of course! It's time for their injection!

Scroggs: Injection? Goodness me!

Matron: Would you like an injection?

Scroggs: Oh! No! No, thank you!

Matron: You look a bit under the weather.

Scroggs: No, | assure you, |...

Matron: Whathaveyou got? Comeon, what'swrong with you? Whatever'shot
working, I'll pull it out!

Scroggs: Er... (MATRON approaches SCROGGS menacingly).

Matron: Come on. Let's have a look at you.

Scroggs: (pointing) Er... | think they went that way!

Matron: Who did?

Scroggs: Silage. And Wimp.

Matron: Well, why didn'tyou say so?Trying to misstheirinjection,eh? I'll teach
'em! (Asshegoes) Hubble bubble,toil andtrouble, wageslow and hours
double... (Exit MATRON).

Scroggs: Well, the children'shealthseemdo be in safehandsanyway. (Enterthe
ART TEACHER. He wears an artist's smock. His face and hands are
obviously smeared with blood).

Scroggs: (seeing him)Good heavens, man! Are you all right?

Art Teacher: Why? What's wrong?

Scroggs: Well, your mouth... your face... your hands! They're covered in blood!

Art Teacher: Er...no. It's ketchup. Tomatoketchup. I've... er...just beeneatinga
beefburger...(Exit the ART TEACHER hurriedly).

Scroggs: Thefirst sign of insanity on the staff. Someonewvho eatsbeefburgers...
(Enterthe HEADMASTERdressedn academicobes. He is loud and very
garrulous).

Headmaster: Ah, thereyou are,Scroggs! | waswonderingwhenyou'dturnup. |
take it you've had time to get to know most of your colleagues?

Scroggs: Well, yes, headmaster... in a manner of speaking...

Headmaster: Oh, please, please! Call me Frank!

Scroggs: Oh, er... yes... Frank...
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Headmaster: That'sthe spirit! The children call me Einstein,the staff call me
Frank... Right...Well, what do you think? Of the school, | mean?

Scroggs: Well, I...

Headmaster: Oh, come, comeFindlay! You canbe frank with me! Or you can
be Findlay,andI'LL be frank! | mean,we can pleaseourselvescan'twe?
(He emits a nervous and increasingly stentorian laugh).

Scroggs: Well, er... Frank...I'm boundto say one or two of the staff are a little
eccentric...

Headmaster. GoodheavensScroggs! ALL teachersareeccentric! In fact, most
teachersare completelymad! It's the only thing that keepsthemsane! And
let's face it, you have to be mad to go into teaching these days!

Scroggs: So... all the staff at St. Bozo's are completely mad?

Headmaster: Oh, absolutely. The only onewho isn't mad...is me! (He laughs
loudly as before).

Scroggs: Oh, | see. It's a joke.

Headmaster: Yes,of courseit's a joke! GoodLord, Scroggsyou oughtto know
betterthanthat! Thatis thefirst rule of teaching! Teachersnustalwaysseta
goodexampleto the children! We cannotafford to do anythingwhich might
be misconstrued! (MONSIEURLA GUILLOTINE, the Frenchteacher,rides
acrossthe stageon a bicycle. He wearsa beret, a striped tee-shirt, dirty
trousers, and a string of onions around his neck).

La Guillotine: Bonjour, mon général!

Headmaster: Morning, La Guillotine. (Exit LA GUILLOTINE. A loud crashis
heard offstage).

Scroggs: | thought cycling down the corridor was against the school rules?

Headmaster: Ah. Thisis the secondule of teaching. Do notallow the childrento
do anything you would like to do yourself.

Scroggs: | must say this is a very strange school.

Headmaster: Onthe contrary! This schoolis run on soundeducationaprinciples.
Now, if you will excuseme, | must go down to the school dungeonsto
prepare for detention.

Scroggs: Oh, yes. Of course...

Headmaster: (beginningto leave) Don't forget the staff meetingthis evening,
Scroggs. It should only last about six hours.

Scroggs: Six hours! That's a long time for a meeting!

Headmaster: Oh, come, comeScroggs! Thatis the third rule of teaching! Stay
away from the children for aslong as possible! No doubt| shall seeyou
later... (Exit HEADMASTER. SCROGGSshakeshis head, takesout his
notebookand pencil, and again writes somethingdown. Enter SILAGEand
WIMP. SILAGE sees SCROGGS and recoils).
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Silage: Look out, Wimp! It's one of them!

Wimp: One of who?

Silage: One of the teachers, you berk! Come on, let's peg it!

Scroggs: Justa moment,please...(Theystopin their tracks). Shouldn'tyou two
boys be out on the games field?

Silage: Not much point, is there? We're the only two left.

Scroggs: Good heavens! What do you mean?

Wimp: Mr. Bunkum'sgot all our friends! He'sgot themall trappedin the science
lab.! He's going to do something really horrible to them!

Silage: Yeah! My dad'sgoingto hearabout this! You lot areall goingto getthe
sack!

Scroggs: Bunkum! So HE'S the one behind it all!

Silage: Huh! As if you didn't know! You're one of them, aren't you?

Scroggs: What do you mean?

Silage: Oneof themfreaksandweirdosthey'vebroughtin to do all the teaching!
All the old teachers have either left or disappeared!

Wimp: | miss all the old teachers.

Silage: Yeah. They weren't brilliant, but they were miles better than this lot.

Wimp: Yes! And now we've lost all our friends as well!

Scroggs: Right. Now listen very carefully. I'm a private investigator.

Silage: You what?

Scroggs: I've beensenthereto find outwhat'sbeengoingon. And I'm gettingvery
close to solving the mystery.

Silage: Crikey! You'rejustasmadastherestof them! Privateinvestigator?What
a load of rubbish!

Scroggs: Listen,you'vegot to trustme. Now, there'sno needto worry aboutyour
friends. They'll all be quite safe. At leastuntil midnight... Now, | wantyou
to go to the schooloffice, lock yourselvesn, anddon'tcomeout until | tell
you. All right?

Wimp: But how do we know if you're...

Silage: O.K., Wimp... Yeah. We'll do exactly what you say..

Wimp: But, Silage...

Scroggs: Good boys. And listen... don't worry about anything. Tomorrow
everything will be back to normal. I'll see you later.

Silage: Yeah... O.K...(Exit SCROGGYS).

Wimp: But, Silage, how do we know if he's telling the truth?

Silage: We don't.

Wimp: Then why are we going to the school office?

Silage: We're not.
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Wimp: Then what ARE we going to do?

Silage: Wimp, | don't trust teachersany more. This is a problemwe'll haveto
solve by ourselves. Come on!

Wimp: Where to?

Silage: To thestaffroom! Quickly! We haveto destroytheir centreof operations!
Before it's too late! (Exeunt. The lights go down. Linking music: very
sombre. Very dim lighting for the next scene).

SCENE 10

(Thesciencdaboratory, with the tablesagain. Enterthe two BODYGUARDSthe
MUSIC TEACHERand the HISTORY TEACHER, shepherdingon to the
stagethe CHORUS of PUPILS and MRS. SHAVINGSall tied together.
Enter BUNKUM and SCALPEL behind them).

Bunkum: So! My experimentwill soonbegin! In a few shorthours,whenthe
clock strikestwelve, | shallplacemy victim on oneof thesetables,andbefore
long | shall have produced... the perfect schoolboy!

Scalpel: Oh, Uncle Boris, you're so brilliant!

Bunkum: Yes, | know...

Scalpel: Mind you, you had a few problems when you made all those teachers...

Bunkum: Whatdo you mean? Thoseteachersareasfine a body of peopleasyou
will find in any prep. school in the country!

Scalpel: All right... but how do you know you can make a perfect schoolboy?

Bunkum: BecauseRoderick,| havedoneall the necessaryesearch!My creation
will be perfect...He will alwaysdo his homeworkperfectly, nevercall out
during lessonsneverpick his nose,neverleavehis handsin his pockets,and
never, never run in the school corridors! For years,teachershave been
prayingthat sucha child might exist! And soon,very soon,all their wishes
will come true!

Scalpel: Huh. Sounds like a real creep to me.

Bunkum: That'sbecauseiou areanimbecile,Roderick. You simply fail to realise
what my ultimate ambitionis... to make Saint Bozo'sthe bestschoolin the
country...in thewholeworld! And soon,with the help of this fine collection
of specimens, | shall be able to put the final part of my plan into operation!

MUSIC 7 -ZOMBIES!
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Bunkum: You're completely in my power
And within this very hour
You'll be lying on my slab -
There's no use in trying to blab.

One of my most brilliant schemes:
Say goodbye to all your dreams.
In the twinkling of an eye

You are surely going to die!

Ah, but don't be filled with strife:

| can bring you back to life.

Revitalisation means survival.

I'm the master, you're my slaves

When you've risen from your graves,

And you'll see the results of your revival...

Chorus: Zombies!
With no minds to call our own,
Zombies!
And it chills us to the bone
To think Mr. Bunkum
Our plans he has sunk 'em:
We're entering our own twilight zone.

Zombies!

We will be the living dead,

Zombies!

With no thoughts inside our head.

The prospect's appalling:

Nonentity's calling.

We'll lose all we've thought, done and said.

Bunkum: Now dear Roderick, my chum,
Our work's only just begun -
Every school throughout the land
With zombie pupils will be manned!

Only seven brain cells each:
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Zombies are such fun to teach.
And this fate awaits you all
When Boris Bunkum pays a call!

Ah! but don't be filled with gloom:

I'll fill each and every room

With rows of obedient young schoolkids.
If you all do as | say,

You'll be taught the Bunkum way.

And you'll see that I'm nobody's fool, kids!

Chorus: Zombies!
It's a plan that's really wild,
Zombies!
To produce the perfect child:
A lovely young creature
Who won't cheek the teacher
Untarnished and quite undefiled.

Zombies!

This idea we can't ignore,
Zombies!

Now we know just what's in store.
We don't think it's funny.

We just want our mummy.

But we won't see her any more.

Bunkum: Ah, but don't be over-quick
To say I'm a lunatic:
I'm really ingenious and clever,
In our new zombie schools.
All those ghosts, spooks and ghouls
Cry, 'The Beasts of Saint Bozo's for ever!'

Bunkum: On, peasantspn! (The PUPILS and MRS. SHAVINGSare driven,
screaming and wailing, offstage. Exeunt).

INTERVAL
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SCENE 11

(The corridor. Enter SILAGE and WIMP).

Wimp: Look here, Silage, I'm still a bit worried about all this.

Silage: Oh,comeon, Wimp. We'reonly goingto sneakinto the staffroomandset
fire to it.

Wimp: But we can't do that! We'll get arrested for... for setting fire to things!

Silage: No, you idiot! We makeit look like an accident! It's easy! My dad
showed me what to do. Last time he claimed on his insurance.

Wimp: But | still don'tunderstand!'Why don'twe just phonethe police? Why are
you so keen to set fire to the school?

Silage: To getit closeddown, you berk! Listen, this placehasreally gonedown
the drain sinceall themnewteachersamealong. My dadsayshe'slaid out
thousandsof quid for nothing. And he sayshe'shad enough. The school
governorsdon'tsuspecta thing. And the police would neverbelieveus. So
this is the only way.

Wimp: Well, it all sounds a bit dangerous if you ask me.

Silage: Don'tbestupid! Listen,thefirst thingis to look aroundthe staff roomright
now. Find out which bits will burnthe best...Hey, hangon a sec.! Maybe
we should blow the place up instead!

Wimp: (looking offstage) Hey, look out,Silage! Here comesCedric! (Enter
CEDRIC).

Cedric: Hi, guys. What's happenin'?

Wimp: Oh! Hello, sir!

Silage: Hey! No sweat, Cedric! Gimme some skin there, man!

Cedric: Hey! Far out, man{They give each other ‘five' with their hands).

Wimp: Excuse me, sir, but shouldn't you be going to the staff meeting?

Cedric: Yeah, sure, man. I'm just gonna fix me some coffee. From the staff room.

Silage: Hey, I'm really sorry, Cedric, but you can't go in there just now.

Cedric: Hey, man!

Silage: No, you see, first we gotta suss the place out!

Cedric: Oh, hey! Right on!

Silage: You see, Cedric, Wimp and | are going to blow up the school.

Cedric: (giggling) Hey! You guys really are somethin' else!

Silage: Yeah. | supposewe arereally... Oh, by the way, Cedric,the headmaster
wants a word with you.

Cedric: Hey, sure, man. Which way'd he go?

Silage: (pointing offstage)That way. Through the window.

Cedric: (going quickly) O.K., guys. Catchyou later. (Singsas he goes) 'Look
throughanywindow, yeah,whatdo you see?'(Exit. FX: thecrashandtinkle
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of broken glass offstage).

Wimp: Gosh,Silage,do you think he'll be all right? There'sa twenty foot drop
onto the concrete!

Silage: Never mind him! Quick! To the staff roon{Exeunt. The lights fade).

SCENE 12

(The staff room. SEMPRONIABLISTER and KENNETH BRAIN, the Maths
teacher, are talking).

Sempronia: Oh, Kenneth! Alone at last!

Brain: No, I'm not. You're here as well.

Sempronia: Oh, Kenneth,you'resological! | love thatin a man. Sointelligent.
So methodical. So beautifully organised in all the right places.

Brain: You flatter me, Sempronia.

Sempronia: Oh, butyou deservat, Kenneth..Oh, if only we didn't haveto work
in this beastlyplace! We could fly away somewhereand be together...
forever!

Brain: Hmm. That's technically impossible. I'm afraid.

Sempronia: What is?

Brain: For us to be togetherfor ever. | mean,deathwould almost certainly
intervene eventually.

Sempronia: Oh, Kenneth,you're so romantic! | love it whenyou talk like that!
(SEMPRONIA draws closer to BRAIN. Enter SCROGGS).

Scroggs: I'm so sorry. Was | interrupting something?

Sempronia: (movingaway from BRAIN) Why, ReverendScroggs! Don't you
think you should knock before enteringthe staff room? You neverknow
what might be going on!

Scroggs: Well, normallyl WOULD knock beforeentering. But someoneseemso
have blown the door off.

Brain: Oh dear. This is serious. | shall have to inform the headmaster.

Scroggs: That'squiteall right. He alreadyknows. | cameto tell you we'remeeting
in his conservatory.

Brain: Oh dear. Perhapswe'd bettergo, then. Before we're late, and endup
getting into trouble.

Sempronia: Oh, Kenneth,you're so masterful! Yes! To the staff meeting! At
once! (Exeunt: SEMPRONIA grabs BRAIN by the arm and hauls him off).
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SCENE 13

(The corridor. Enter WIMP and SILAGE).

Silage: You idiot! | told you to be careful with that plastic explosive!

Wimp: Sorry, Silage. | thoughtit waschewinggum. | stuckit undera deskto eat
later.

Silage: Yeah,great! And blew the staff room doorto bits! Now the teachersare
BOUND to think something's wrong!

Wimp: Oh dear... Well, what do we do now?

Silage: Hmm...We'll walit till that staff meeting'sgot started. I've got mostof the
stuff 1 need. But | could do with a spot of nitric acid to go with the
glycerine...there'sno way roundit, Wimp. We'll just haveto breakinto the
science lab.

Wimp: Thescienceab.? But no one'sallowedin the sciencelab.! Bunkumsaid
so!

Silage: You berk! That'sbecausédie'sgot all our matesheld prisoner! Listen,we
breakinto the lab., right, get everyoneout, and blow the whole lot to bits.
What do you reckon?

Wimp: | reckonl'm scared. That'swhat| reckon. (Enter MATRON,still armed
with the syringe).

Matron: Ah, thereyou are! You naughtychildren! Comehereand haveyour
injection!

Wimp: Oh, no! It's Matron! Quick! Let's peg i{SILAGE and WIMP run off).

Matron: Come along now, children! Come and get your medicine! (To the
AUDIENCE) It's true what they say, you know. I'm just like a motherto
them...Comealongnow, don'tbefrightened... (Exit MATRON. Lightsdown.
Beforethe nextscenethe area of the stagethat was FELICITY'soffice can
be re-setas the headmaster'sonservatorythe settingfor the staff meeting
that follows. At least thirteen chairs will be required).

SCENE 14

(The headmaster'sconservatory. Enter BRAIN, SEMPRONIAand SCROGGS.
BRAINcarriesan enormouslyong pieceof computermprint-out paper,which
he unravels as he speaks).

Brain: Well, herewe are. The headmaster'sonservatory. The othersshouldbe
here in a minute.

Scroggs: Good heavens! What have you got there?

Brain: Hmm? Just the agenda for the staff meeting.
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Scroggs: Then it really IS going to last for six hours?

Sempronia: | hope not. I'm not supposed tobe out after dark. (Enter
HEADMASTERwith MATRON. The HEADMASTERcarries a sheaf of
papers. MATRON still carries her syringe).

Matron: Thrice the brinded cat hath mewed! Thrice and once the hedge-pig
whined! Harper cries 'Tis time! 'Tis time!

Headmaster: Thank you, Matron, you can give us your health report later.

Scroggs: Actually, Matron,I'm ratherintrigued...Whatexactlyhaveyou gotinside
that syringe of yours?

Matron: By the pricking of my thumbs,

Something wicked this way comes!
| raise the dead, and it's my guess
You don't get THAT on the NHS!

Scroggs: GoodLord! Thenareyou suggestinghat...thatall the childrenat this
school are... zombies?

Sempronia: Oh, don't worry, darling. They'll still pass Common Entrance.

Headmaster: Matron, will you kindly sit down and shut up!

Matron: Well, really! (Shescowlsat him, but sits. The loud ghettoblasteris
heard again. Enter the MUSIC TEACHER, dancing to the beat).

Headmaster: Will you kindly turn that thing off!

Music Teacher: Hey, babe! You got to get down to the beat!

Headmaster: And we've got to get down to a staff meeting. Now belt up!

Music Teacher: Hey! This chickis definitely notcool! (He sitsdown. Enterthe
HISTORY TEACHER and the ART TEACHER).

History Teacher: | mustsayhow delightedl am, headmasteithat the schoolhas
seenfit to appointa manof my experienceo teachhistory. After all, | was
actually present at most of the events in question.

Headmaster: Yes. all right, all right! Let's get started!

Scroggs: (to the ART TEACHER{00d heavens! You're bleeding again!

Art Teacher: 1told you! It's the beefburgers!

Scroggs: But that's not ketchup! It's blood!

Art Teacher: All right, so | had a little accident with a pot of paint.

Scroggs: Headmaster, why is this man covered in blood?

Headmaster: I'm sorry, Scroggs. Thereisn't time for that now. Shall we sit
down?

History Teacher: An excellentidea. | haven'tdonethatsincel1927. (All sit. The
HEADMASTERS aboutto follow suit when AUSTINALLEGRO,the P.E.
TEACHER,enters. He helps CEDRIC, who looks even more dazedthan
usual, to a chair).

Headmaster: Austin! Where have you been?
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Allegro: Hello, Frank. Sorry we're late. | just found Cedric in the flowerbed.

Cedric: Hey, man, what's happening?

Headmaster: It's a staff meeting, Cedric.

Cedric: Hey! Far out, man!

Allegro: This bloke'samazing! He just walked straight through a plate glass
window!

Sempronia: Good heavens, Cedric! Did it hurt?

Cedric: No, man. Thepainis gone. Completely. (Enter LA GUILLOTINE on his
bicycle. He crashes into the chairs and falls off).

La Guillotine: Ah, thesenaughtyEnglish! Mon Dieu! Theydeposittheir chaises
on my autoroute!

Headmaster: Oh, GoodLord! Help him up, someone.We really mustgetstarted.
(SCROGGSelpsLA GUILLOTINE to his feet). Thankyou. Well, good
evening,everyone.l mustapologiseor the unusualkurroundingsbut asyou
know, one of the children set off an explosive device in the staff room.

Scroggs: Excuse me, headmaster, but how do you know it was one of the children?

Headmaster: Thatis the fourth rule of teaching,ReverendScroggs. Headmasters
know everything... Now to business. Without further ado | shall ask
Kenneth for item one on the agenda.

Brain: | haveit right here,Frank. Item one...You wicked man, meetme behind
the rhododendron bushes at ten o'clock tonight.

Headmaster: | beg your pardon?

Brain: I'm sorry, Frank. Someone's been vandalising the agenda.

Sempronia: Sorry, darling, | only wanted to remind you.

Headmaster: To business, Kenneth, to business!

Brain: Yes, of course. Item one. The bad behaviour of the children.

Allegro: Oh, no! Not again! We have this at every meeting!

Headmaster: Ah, yes,butit's a perennialproblem. And oneto which | havegiven
considerable thought. If you will allow me, ladies and gentlemen?

MUSIC 8 -HEADMASTER & STAFF

(HEADMASTERstandsto sing. STAFF stand for Choruses. Optional dance
routine following third verse and chorus, them reprise of same to finish).

Headmaster: There are children
Not doing as they're told
We're the teachers
But we're left out in the cold.
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Staff:

Headmaster:

Staff:

Headmaster:

Staff:

They won't listen

To a single word we say,
And our numbers

Have diminished day by day.

Here's a new invention
We would like to mention
Stick them in detention

If they misbehave.

No, it's useless,

It's a sanction they won't heed.
Something novel

Is what | really need.

We must keep them

Obedient and well-groomed,

Or it's certain

That Saint Bozo's will be doomed!

Let's be really rotten:
Smack them on the bottom.
Then if they don't cotton,
Send them home for good!

That's the one thing
We're trying to avoid!

If the teachers

Are seen to be annoyed,

Then the pupils

Will run riot for a day,
And their parents

Will take them all away!

What are we to do, now?
What if it were you, now?
Who will see us through, now?
We must find a way.
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Use your common sense, we
Have intelligence, we

Have an emergency...

Who will save the day?

Brain: Just a moment, Frank. Where's Boris Bunkum?

Headmaster: Bunkum?

Allegro: That'sa point. We can't start without Boris. Whereis he? (Enter
BUNKUM, dramatically as before. Although the HEADMASTER s
supposedlyn chargeof the meeting everythingthatis saidseemerytrivial
until BUNKUM chooses his moment to take over).

Bunkum: Good evening, everyone.

Headmaster: Ah, thereyou are,Bunkum! Comein! We werejust discussinghe
bad behaviour of the children.

Bunkum: Ah, yes. The children...

Headmaster: That'sright, yes. Now, you'rethe sciencgeacherBunkum. Haven't
you got somethingyou canslip in theirtea? You know, to calmthemdowna
bit? | mean,it's all very well putting the whole schoolin detention,but we
MUST find a long term solution!

Bunkum: Hmm... (Suddenly)And what do YOU think, Reverend Scroggs?

Scroggs: Me? Oh, well... er...it's no good askingme! I'm alreadycompletely
confused!

Bunkum: Confused? What is there to be confused about?

Scroggs: Well, this is a very strangeschoolif you askme. For instanceall the
children seem to have completely disappeared...

Headmaster: | told you! They're in detention!

Scroggs: Miss Beveragewasterrified by a wolf in the woods,thenwrappedup in
bandages like a mummy...

Headmaster: Thatwill beyour nephewwon'tit, Bunkum? I'm afraid heis rather
high-spirited...

Scroggs: And why is there a one-eyed hunchback hanging from the bell rope?

Headmaster: Really! All these questions!

Scroggs: And anotherthing! You told me I'm supposed taeachscripture. But
your secretarytells me we never have chapelor assembly,let alone any
scripture lessons! | really don't know what I'm doing here at all!

Headmaster: Why, Scroggsyou areirreplaceable! You arethe only personwho
can drive the school minibus!

Bunkum: (interrupting) Reverend Scroggs...

Scroggs: What?

Bunkum: Tell me, ReverendScroggs,how exactly did you hear about Saint
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Bozo's?

Scroggs: Why, as the headmasterlready knows, | took up my appointment
through Sprocket and Bedpan.

Bunkum: Nicetry, Scroggs.ExceptSprocketandBedpanwentout of businessix
months ago!

Scroggs: Oh dear. How very unfortunate.

Bunkum: Exactly. It meansyou'rea liar, Scroggs. And probablya spy andan
impostoras well! (Silence. An awkward pause. Everyone islooking at
SCROGGS).

Headmaster: Well, Scroggs? Is this true?

Scroggs: It couldbe,headmaster..(Gaspsof shockfrom everyone)...exceptl was
giventhe job ayearago. Before Sprocketand Bedpanwentout of business.
| delayed my arrival at Saint Bozo's in order to finish my exams...

Bunkum: (suspiciously)Hmm! Is that so?

Scroggs: (looking directly at him)Yes. That is exactly so(A dramatic pause).

Headmaster: Yes,thisis all very well, gentlemenbut we wereactuallydiscussing

discipline.

Allegro: Yeah,discipline! Comeon, Boris! You're the one with all the bright
ideas!

Bunkum: Am | indeed?Very well. ThenI'm boundto sayl think you'rebeingtoo
soft.

Headmaster: Too soft? What do you mean?

Bunkum: Children will always misbehave. Unless you find a permanent solution.

Headmaster: What's that? You can't just deliberately kill them off!

Bunkum: Oh, | wasn't thinking of killing them. Just altering them slightly.

Cedric: Hey, man, | thought that was a place near Manchester.

Headmaster: What?

Cedric: Altrincham.

Headmaster: Oh, shut up, you dementedhippie! | think Bunkum's on to
something!

Allegro: Hey, Boris, is this why you've been stuck in the science lab. all this time?

Bunkum: Precisely,Austin. You see,everyone,l have beerconductingsome
more of my experiments.

Allegro: Ha! Not on the boys, surely? (The others, exceptSCROGGSI|augh
gently).

Bunkum: Not yet... (Thereis a shockedsilence). But | have alreadyuseda
numberof laboratoryanimalsleft behindby my predecessaiiss Dewdrop.
To be precise, a dozen stick insects and a chicken.

Sempronia: But isn't that rather cruel?

Bunkum: Well, | didn't hear the stick insects complaining.
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Sempronia: Well, what about the chicken?

Bunkum: Thank you for asking. It was delicious.

Sempronia: Oh, you fiend!

Bunkum: Onthe contrary! | amboundto saymy experimentwasan unqualified
success!

Sempronia: | see. And | suppose the stick insects told you so?

Bunkum: Notexactly. But | know from their recentbehaviourthat! havechanged
their personalities!

Allegro: This is all very interesting, Boris, but what's it got to do with us?

Headmaster: Yes,comeon, Bunkum. You still haven'ttold usthe exactnatureof
your experiment.

Bunkum: Very well... (BUNKUM takesa newspaperutting from his pocketand
handsit to BRAIN). Kenneth,you are the residentmathematicalexpert.
What do you make of thatBRAIN examines it for a moment).

Brain: Let's seenow... New Scientist, 10th October...Hmm... This must be...
Suffering right angles!

Headmaster: What is it? What's wrong?

Brain: This is amazing! Impossible!

Music Teacher: Hey, come on, babe! Spill the beans!

Brain: Very well... This is an article from the New Scientistmagazine..How |
foundthe highestnumberin theworld'... by Boris Bunkum,scienceeacheat
Saint Bozo's preparatory school!

Allegro: But... butthat'sus! That'shim! That'syou! (Astonishednurmursfrom
the STAFF. SCROGGS looks on suspiciously).

Bunkum: Of courseit is, you fools! Beforel atethatchicken,l experimentean
it. And | changedts personality.. My friends,it wasnot | who worked out
the highest number in the world. It was the chicken!

Sempronis: The chicken? Don't be ridiculous!

Cedric: Hey, man! That's really far out!

Brain: Never mind that! What is it? What IS the highest number in the world?

Bunkum: Well, asyou will seeif you readthe article, Kenneth...I did beginto
write the numberdown, but unfortunatelythe sheereffort of working it out
proved too much for the poor animal's inferior brain cells. It died.

Allegro: Just a minute, Bunkum! How do we know you're telling the truth?

Bunkum: Naturally, you don't. Not yet. Thatis why, headmaster, needyour
permission to conduct just one more test.

Headmaster: What kind of test exactly?

Bunkum: | need a volunteer. A human being. Preferably a boy.

Headmaster: No, I'm sorry, Bunkum. Humanlife is sacred,and mustneverbe
tampered with.
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Bunkum: It couldmakeusall millionaires... (Noisesof approvalandan exchange
of nods from the staff).

Headmaster: In that case, Bunkum... what are you waiting for? Get on with it!

Bunkum: Very well, my friends. | shall go and preparemy experiment...
immediately! (Exit BUNKUM with a dramatic flourish).

Allegro: What do you think, Frank? Do YOU think he's crazy?

Headmaster: | don'tknow. But we'vegotto give him a chance. Nothing must
stand in the way of scientific progress. And the money'll come in handy.

Allegro: But who arewe going to choose Frank? Who'sgoingto be the guinea
pig?

Brain: Well, since we've been discussingdiscipline... why don't we take the
naughtiesboy in the school,andseeif Boris canmakesomeimprovements
to him?

Headmaster: Brilliant, Kenneth! Now let'ssee..who IS the naughtiesboy in the
school?

Matron: Whatdo you mean? They'reall asbadaseachother! If | hadmy way,
I'd put them all in a big pot and let them stew!

Brain: Wouldn't that be overdoing things a little?

Matron: Oh, they wouldn't be overdone. I'd make sure of that.

La Guillotine: Eh bien,mongénéral! We mustdecide! Sowhatis it thatit is
that is?

Headmaster: Very well. | shall makemy choice. Thosetwo boysin 3B. The
ones who smell.

Allegro: But, Frank, they all smell.

Headmaster: No, | meanthosetwo who've beencausingtrouble all afternoon!
The only two we haven't managed to put into detention!

Allegro: Oh! You mean Silage and Wimp!

Scroggs: (worried) Silage and Wimp?

Brain: Yes,of course! SilageandWimp! An excellentchoice! Well done,Frank!
(The STAFF applaud).

Headmaster: Thankyou, Kenneth. And now| suggestwe adjournthe meeting,
and rendezvous in the science lab. in twenty minutes.

Allegro: But what about Silage and Wimp?

Headmaster: Don'tworry. Justleavethosetwo to me. Meetingadjourned...(Exit
the HEADMASTER followed by the other STAFF, including SCROGGS.
ALLEGROand SEMPRONIAlinger, and are left alone. ALLEGROtakes
SEMPRONIA's arm, and brings her downstage).

Sempronia: Why, Austin! You're still here!

Allegro: Never mind all that. You know how | feel about you!

Sempronia: Heavens! But what about Kenneth?
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Allegro: Kenneth? Kenneth has deserted you. For the lollipop lady.
Sempronia: Gracious! What could possess him to do a thing like that?
Allegro: She showed him her bank statement.

Sempronia: Shadesof Olympus! The treacheroudiend! But wait! What about
my husband?

Allegro: Your husband?Ha! | know all aboutthe faithlessMister Blister! He
went off with your sister Callista from Bicester! He couldn't resist her!

Sempronia: Oh, Austin! | never knew you knew!

Allegro: Yes! Oh,Semproniadon'tyou see?If Boris Bunkum'sexperimenteally
works, this could be the chancd've beenwaiting for! | know you'vealways
spurnedme becausd'm only a humble PE teacher,and not an intellectual
like yourself...But just imagine,Sempronia! If Bunkumcanturn a chicken
into a mathematical genius, just think what he can do for me!

Sempronia: Well, yes... at least half as much...

Allegro: Sempronia! | must try!

Sempronia: But, Austin... it could be dangerous! I'm so frightened for you!

Allegro: Yes,butif it works,| canleavethis silly old schoolfor ever,andbecome
rich and famous! We can live in clover for the rest of our lives!

Sempronia: I'd rather live in Altrincham.

Allegro: Well, wherever! | mustfind out whatold Bunkumis upto. Sempronia,
I'm going to get down to the sciencelab.... right now! (He goesout. She
follows).

Sempronia: (asshegoes) Oh, Austin! Suchdetermination! Suchbravery! Such
stupidity! (Exeunt. Pause. Enter SCROGGSrom the oppositeside of the
stage).

Scroggs: So! The mysteryis almostcomplete! And now to get down to the
sciencelab... and stop Bunkum before it's too late! (Enter BUNKUM,
pointing a gun at SCROGGS).

Bunkum: Not so fast, Mr. Scroggs!

Scroggs: Bunkum!

Bunkum: Yesindeed,Mr. Scroggs. | cannotallow anyoneto interferewith my
plans. Least of all you!

Scroggs: | see. So what do you propose to do with me?

Bunkum: | shall haveto disposeof you later, Scroggs. Quietly, without fuss, so
that no one will suspect..in the meantime,you will comewith me to the
school office, where | shall handcuff you to the photocopier!

Scroggs: That'simpossible. | told SilageandWimp to lock themselvesn. They
won't open the door to anyone.

Bunkum: I'm afraidyour friendshavedisobeyedyou, Mr. Scroggs. They arestill
roaming wild around the school!
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Scroggs: Dash it all! The stupid little fools!

Bunkum: Strongwordsfor a manof the cloth, Mr. Scroggs. But no matter. You
will not live long enoughto regretthem... Now move! To the office!
Quickly!

Scroggs: You'll never get away with this, Bunkum!

Bunkum: On the contrary...| getawaywith everything! You see,Mr. Scroggs,
you aredealingwith Boris Bunkum...the greatestcriminal geniuswho ever
lived! (Exeunt - BUNKUM, laughing crazily as he follows SCROGGS out).

SCENE 15

(Thesciencelaboratory. Tablessetout as before. Theexit R. is to outside,L. to
the store room. Fairly dim lighting. Enter AUSTIN ALLEGRO).
Allegro: Right. I've gotin. Now to find outwhatold Bunkum'sbeenup to... (He
examineshe tables). Hmm... wonderwhat all theseold bits of boneare
doing here? Oh, well, better not touch anything, | suppose... (He looks
offstagesuddenly). Oh, no! Someone'soming! I'd betterhide! (He hides
behind one of the tables. Enter SILAGE and WIMP).

Wimp: Oh, comeon, Silage! We've looked everywhere! We'll neverfind that
stuff you want!

Silage: We'vegot to find some,Wimp. Otherwisewe can'tblow up the school!
(ALLEGRO sees them, and stands up).

Allegro: Right, you two! (WIMP jumps in fright, and grabs hold of SILAGE).

Wimp: Eek! It's a ghost!

Silage: Oh, get off, you berk. It's only Allegro.

Allegro: Right! What are you two doing here?

Silage: | might ask you the same question.

Allegro: Don't be cheeky!

Silage: Whatdo you mean?I'm cheekyto ALL theteachers.Why shouldl break
the habit of a lifetime?

Allegro: And what are you doing here, Wimp?

Wimp: Please, sir, he made me, sir! He made me do it, sir.

Silage: Oh, shut up, Wimp. There's nothing to be frightened of.

Allegro: Silage, you know the science lab. is out of bounds!

Silage: Is that a fact? Well, what are YOU doing here, then?

Allegro: Now look here! You'll be in big trouble in a minute!

Silage: Do me a favour! You couldn't knock the skin off a rice pudding.

Alllegro: Silage! I'm waiting for you to tell me why you'rein the sciencdab.! (A
moment's pause. SILAGE considers).
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Silage: All right. | came here to nick some nitric acid. I'm going to make a bomb.

Allegro: A bomb? What for?

Silage: Simple. I'm going to blow up the school.

Allegro: What?

Silage: (to WIMP) There you are. | knew he wouldn't believe me.

Wimp: Oh heck,Silage. You'vereally doneit thistime! He'sgoingto reportus
and get us both expelled!

Allegro: Expelled? What do you mean, expelled? I'm delighted!

Wimp: What?

Allegro: Yes!l think it's agreat idea! Eversincel wasforcedto takeajob at this
stupid school, I've been dying to get away from it!

Silage: Yeah. | thought you'd feel that way somehow.

Allegro: Although Wimp is right, of course. | WILL haveto tell Bunkumyou're
here.

Wimp: Oh, crumbs!

Allegro: Unless...

Silage: Yeah? Unless what?

Allegro: Unless you agree to do me a favour in return. Well two favours actually.

Silage: All right then. Go on.

Allegro: First, beforeyou blow up the school,give Mrs. Blister and| time to get
away.

Silage: O.K...

Allegro: And the second..help meto strapmyselfinto this. (ALLEGROpointsto
the left hand table).

Silage: Eh? What's it for?

Allegro: It's Boris Bunkum's new invention. I'm going to try it out.

Silage: O.K. But how do you know it works?

Allegro: BecauséBunkum'salreadytried it! Listen,thisis my big chance! When
all this is over, my 1.Q. will be a hundred times what it is now!

Silage: Blimey, it must be good.

Allegro: Lessof the cheek,all right? Justremember:this is the chanceof a
lifetime, and no one's going to mess it up for me!

MUSIC 9 -ALLEGRO'S SONG
Allegro: | want to be free! Now you can free me!
'‘Cause it's a great trick,

Just plug me in quick,
And you will see what | can be!
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I've tried for so long, my life's been so wrong:
But now that I've seen

My freedom machine,

I'm singing this liberty song!

No, no more sad woes here at Saint Bozo's!
I'm through being a teacher,

I'll be a new creature,

And one whose intelligence shows!

I'll run like lightning with strength so fright'ning
Yes, now I'm confronted

With all that I've wanted,

So let's pull the switch on this thing!

We're wasting time here! Now put it in gear!
"Cause | love Miss Blister,

So tune that transistor:

Now what do you both have to fear?

| want my freedom! Turn that machine on!

| want to be clever

And it's now or never,

So, come! Pull that switch, then be gone!

(The song ends. ALLEGRO lies down on the left hand table).

Allegro: Right, let's get on with it! Come on! Pull that switch!

Silage: Well, O.K... if that'swhatyou want... (SILAGEpulls a switch. Darkness.
Peculiar scientificnoises. Thelights comeup again. ALLEGROgetsup off
the table).

Wimp: Gosh, sir! Are you all right?

Silage: Yeah,comeon, then! Doesit work or not? (ALLEGRObeginsto squawk
and bobaroundlike a chicken. He goesoff L. SILAGEand WIMP look
astonished).

Wimp: Oh, no! What's happened to him, Silage?

Silage: I'm not sure. But | think we'll be having eggs for breakfast.

Wimp: Oh, crumbs! This is terrible! What a fiendishinvention!! What are we
going to do?

Silage: Whatdo you think? Carryoutour plan,of course! We'regoingto blow up
Saint Bozo's for good! And blow up this rotten machine at the same time!

Wimp: But, Silage, what happens if we get found out?

Silage: Nevermind that! We'vegotto doit! We oweiit to all our mates! No,
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Wimp, we've got to destroy Saint Bozo's once and for all! (Enter the
HEADMASTER, followed by BUNKUM and the two BODYGUARDS).

Bunkum: Not so fast, Silage!

Silage: Crikey! What are you lot doing here?

Wimp: Oh, no! It's the teachers! We've been copped!

Silage: Oh, shutup, Wimp. They neverdo anything,you know that. They'retoo
stupid.

Bunkum: Yes,normallythatwould betrue. But now, you see we havethe perfect
punishment. My machine.

Wimp: Oh, pleasedon't strapme into your machine! Pleasedon't! I'll tell my
mummy!

Bunkum: Oh, stop whining, Wimp. It's not you we want. It's Silage!

Silage: You what? No way!

Headmaster: I'm sorry, Silage. I'm afraid you're outhumbered.

Bunkum: Indeed you are, Silage. If you're ready, gentlemen... (The two
BODYGUARDS grab SILAGE and strap him down to the left hand table).

Silage: Get off me! | don't want to be a chicken!

Bunkum: Goodnessme. | had forgotten I'd left thesechicken boneson the
regenerator..(He brusheghe bonesfrom the right handtable onto the floor
with his hands). Excellent! And nowthat Silageis strappedo thatside...it
is time to strap Wimp... to this side!

Wimp: But | thought you said you didn't need me?

Bunkum: Sorry, Wimp, | lied.

Wimp: This is really rotten, this is! You can'ttrust any of the teachersn this
school! No wonder the pupils muck about all the time!

Bunkum: Quickly, gentlemen! Grabhim! (Thetwo BODYGUARDSrab WIMP
and strap him down to the right hand table).

Wimp: Ow! Get off me! Leave me alone!

Bunkum: Now, gentlemen] mustwarnyou | havenevertried it like this before.
It may not work. It may simply destroy them both.

Headmaster: Then how will you produce the perfect schoolboy?

Bunku,: It may not be possible,headmaster.But you must remember| am a
scientist. Resultsdo notconcernme. | justdo this sortof thing...to seewhat
happens!

Headmaster: Ch well, never mind. It will be fun anyway.

Bunkum: Oh, yes. It will certainlybe fun... Well, heregoes... (BUNKUM pulls
the switch. Thelights go downagain). Right! And while we arewaiting, let
us go to the storeroomto checkon our othervictims! (Exit BUNKUM, the
HEADMASTERand the two BODYGUARDSL. A moment'pause. Enter
LA GUILLOTINE R. in the darkness,drunk. He clutchesa bottle of
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cognac).

La Guillotine: Mon Dieu! Who put outzelights? (He pulls the switch. Thelights
come up again).

La Guillotine: (sings) 'Allons, enfantsdela patrie,carla gloire estarrivé..."' (says)
Alors, | haveput ze lights on, is it not? Ah! Mon Dieu! It is Monsieurle
Wimp! He who wastop in my Frenchoral exam.with threepercent! Mais
nom de Dieu! Who has tied you up like zis?

Wimp: Pleasegsir! It was Mr. Bunkum. He told themto! (La GUILLOTINE
unties WIMP).

La Guillotine: Nonsense, mon ami! This one of your funny little jokes!

Wimp: (getting up) Oh, thank you, sir! Thank you! You've saved my life!

La Guillotine: (seeing SILAGEMais sacré bleu! Who is zis?

Wimp: It's Silage,sir. They got him too. | think the machine'smadehim fall
asleep.

La Guillotine: A sleep?An excellentsuggestion!Be off with you now, monami.
It is time for meto... qu'est-cequeje veuxdire?...take ze forty blinks! (He
lies on the left hand table).

Wimp: But, sir... you don't understand...

La Guillotine: Silence,you fool! Can'tyou seezatl amtrying to sleep? Do not
throw a sing of ze eye like zat! Escapefrom me ze seatof your pants
immediately!

Wimp: Yes,sir. Whateveryou say,sir... (Exit WIMP miserablyL. Thelights go
down again).

La Guillotine: (in the darkness) And now | musttry to geta little sleep... (A
moment'ssilence. FX: a horrible scientific sort of noise,very loud. The
lights go upagain. SILAGEandLA GUILLOTINEIie still. EnterBUNKUM
and the HEADMASTER. BUNKUM is pulling WIMP along by the ear).

Bunkum: Now, onceandfor all, Wimp, you will do as| say! Getbackon that
table!

Wimp: Ow! Get off me! Leave me alone!

Headmaster: Nevermind abouthim, Bunkum! Look! What'shappeningo your
machine?(SILAGE rises like a zombie from the table, and stands up).

Silage: (sings) 'Allons, enfantsdela patrie,carla gloire estarrivé...' (He continues
in nonsensd-renchvery loudly as he salutesand marchesstiffly acrossthe
room. ExitR.).

Wimp: Oh, no! Silage! What have you done to him? (Meanwhile LA
GUILLOTINE has risen from his table, and standsup. He looks at the
others. Suddenlyhe beginsto brandishhis bottle of cognacwildly, and to
swing it round his head. He shouts aggressively like a Cockney yobbo).

La Guillotine: Right,youlot! Who wantsstitchin'up? Oi, yew! Whatyew starin'
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at? Come 'erel

Bunkum: Gentlemen!In here! Quickly! Restrairhim! (Thetwo BODYGUARDS
enter, and, with the help of the HEADMASTER,manageto restrain LA
GUILLOTINE, who continues to chant repeatedly).

La Guillotine: Yew wot? Yew wot? Youwotyewwotyewwot?

Bunkum: Quickly! Takehim awayfrom here! (Exit thetwo BODYGUARDSwith
LA GUILLOTINE). And Wimp... go andfind your friend Silage! Something
has gone incredibly wrong with my experiment! (WIMP runs off R.).
Meanwhile | must stay here and destroy the machine!

Headmaster: Yes.well, just makesurethatyou do, Bunkum! The resultsof your
experimenthaveproveddisastrous! (Exit HEADMASTERL. BUNKUMis
left alone).

Bunkum: Ha! Destroythe machineindeed! | haveno intentionof destroyingthe
machine! To think... a lifetime's work... almostruined by thosemeddling
kids! But no matter...after a few minor adjustments] shall be ready to
unleashmy brilliant inventionon anunsuspectingvorld! (FX: anexplosion
offstage). Good Lord! What was that? (Enter the VERY IMPORTANT
PERSON, totally dishevelled, and staggering about the room).

Very Important Person: (to the AUDIENCE) Harrumph? Harrumph-harrumph-
harrumph.. (The VERY IMPORTANT PERSON collapses and lies still).

Bunkum: Curses! My robotschoolgovernor! It's completelyruined! (He kneels
down to examine it. Enter SCROGGS R.)

Scroggs: Not so fast, Bunkum!

Bunkum: Scroggs! But how did you escape?

Scroggs: It was pretty simple, really. You see,whenyou locked me into those
handcuffsyou left the key insidethelock! It only tookme a few minutesto
realise!

Bunkum: (gettingup) So! The Reverend-indlay Scroggs! The only memberof
staff | could not trust! Well, you'retoo late, Scroggs! Nothing you cando
can stop me now!

Scroggs: Comeoff it, Bunkum! The game'sup! We know all aboutyou... AND
your evil schemeo transformbeyondall recognitionthis unsuspectingrep.
school in the heart of rural Surrey!

Bunkum: Yes! And like ALL my experiments, it will be a resounding success!

Scroggs: Oh, yes? And what aboutyour robot shoolgovernor,lying hereon the
floor in ruins? As soonas he found out how much moneyyou'd spenton
your equipment, he completely short-circuited!

Bunkum: A minor mishap,Scroggs! Apart from the robot schoolgovernor,my
recordprovesl amthegreatesscientistwho everlived! (EnterSILAGE. He
marchesround the room, saluting and singing, before going out again.
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(sings) 'Allons, enfantsdela patrie,carla gloire estarrivé...(shouts) Vive la
France! (Exit SILAGE).

Bunkum: As | wassaying,| amthe world's mostbrilliant scientist,and... (Enter
LA GUILLOTINE. He brandisheshis cognachbottle and sings a football
chant).

La Guillotine: 'Erewe go, 'erewe go, 'erewe go. 'erewe go, 'erewe go, 'erewe
go... (Exit LA GUILLOTINE).

Bunkum: As | was saying, before we were so rudely interrupted... (Enter
ALLEGRO. He still thinks he is a chicken).

Allegro: (Chickennoises.As ALLEGROIleaveshelaysanegg. Exit. BUNKUM
picks up the egg and examines it glumly).

Bunkum: You see,Mr. Scroggs] amthe world's greatesscientist,and... (Enter
the COOK, brandishing a kitchen knife as before).

Cook: My sausages!'Wherearethey? I've beenup in atreeall day,and| still
haven't found my sausages!

Bunkum: Look, will you...

Cook: (totally demented) Sausages! Sausages! Sausages! Who's got the
sausages? Sausages! Sausages! Who's got the sausages?

Bunkum: 1 think I've hadenoughof this. (BUNKUM pulls outthe gun andshoots
COOK, who falls dead).

Scroggs: Good Lord! You killed him! In cold blood!

Bunkum: No, Scroggs. Just another defective model, I'm afraid...

Scroggs: Look, Bunkum,why don'tyou justadmitit? Mostof your inventionsare
useless. Why don't you give yourself up before it's too late?

Bunkum: Never! Not while | still have my trump card to play! (BUNKUM
producesa control panelfrom his pocket. He pressesa button). All right,
my dear. You cancomein now. (EnterFELICITY. Shewalkslike a zombie,
and is obviously completely in BUNKUM'S power).

Scroggs: (horrified) Felicity!

Bunkum: Ah! | seeyoustill recognisener. Alas, sheis nolongerthe Felicity you
know and love.

Scrogga: You fiend! What have you done to her?

Bunkum: Justa simplesmalldevicein the backof the neck...which, with the aid
of this control panel,allows meto takeoverall the signalsgoingto andfrom
her brain...

Scroggs: You scoundrel!

Bunkum: ...andif you try anythingstupid,Scroggs] haveonly to turn the control
panel off... and she will die!

Scroggs: So. Thisis it, then. | suppose you plan to kill me.

Bunkum: In a few moments, yes...
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Scroggs: You bounder! I'll getyou for this! (BUNKUM pressesa buttonon the
control panel).

Bunkum: | think not, my friend... Sit down, Felicity, there'sadear... (FELICITY
obeysand sits downmechanically). You see,Scroggs? Thereis absolutely
nothing you can do!

Bunkum:

Scroggs:

Bunkum:

Scroggs:

Bunkum:

MUSIC 10 -BUNKUM AND SCROGGS

You're inquisitive, quite prohibitive
Since you visited

Things have seemed quite sour.
One facility, imbecility,

Makes it clear to me

You are in my power.

It's not silliness makes me powerless:

| could not care less

What you do to me.

But I'll play my hand: I'll not stay my hand
If you lay a hand

On Felicity.

Such fidelities leave me ill at ease:
Mere civilities

Really should suffice.

But no matter: no more chatter.
I've got at her

With this small device.

You're a bounder! Now I've found her
I'll surround her.

| can never fail.

You're mistaken: you'll awaken

When you're taken

To the nearest jail!

You're too late, it seems: you can't spoil my dreams.

I've a lot more schemes
In my little head.
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Now you've no more friends, cops or reverends -
This is where it ends.
You will soon be dead!

Bunkum: So,Scroggs! You arestill in my power! Yes,andl intendto disposeof
you very shortly! But first... | would like to know how you found me out...
Tell me, when did you first begin to have your suspicions?

Scroggs: We've known for sometime now that you were a direct descendantf
Baronvon Frankenstein.But neverfor onemomentdid we think you might
repeat his horrific experiments on human beings!

Bunkum: Baron von Frankenstein was a genius!

Scroggs: He was a madman, Bunkum... and so are you!

Bunkum: | defy you to prove it!

Scroggs: Very well. First, the entire staff of Saint Bozo's preparatoryschool
disappearwithout trace. All exceptyou. Then a new headmastelis
appointed. On your recommendationHe in turn appointsnew staff, andthe
school is - apparently - back to normal...

Bunkum: You interfering busybody! You nearly ruined an entire lifetime's work!

Scroggs: Oh, you'rea very cleverman. There'sno denyingthat. The governors
neversuspectedhatthe newheadmasteandhis staff wereactuallyyour own
fiendish creations...horrific monsterscobbledtogetherfrom the bonesof
dead teachers!

Bunkum: No onesuspectednything. Exceptfor you. And | neverevenguessed
your true identity. What a fool I've been! What a blind and crazy fool!

Seroggs: But why, Boris? Why conductall theseterrible experiments?And why
fill the staff room with zombies?

Bunkum: Isn'tit obvious? | wantedto controlthe children. It wasall partof my
guestfor the perfect schoolboy. And | wanted power. Power over my
colleaguesat staff meetings. So | madethe sort of teacherl thoughteach
subject required.

Scroggs: You madetwo big mistakesBoris. First,assoonasthe childrensawthe
teacherdehavingbadly, they naturally did the same. You shouldknow as
well asl do, Boris - teacherdaveto bevery carefulhowtheybehave.They
have to set their pupils a good example.

Bunkum: Is that so? Then what was my second mistake?

Scroggs: Isn'tit obvious? Your teachersvereall stereotypes thesortof teachers
you only everfind in comicsand story books! Realteachersdon't behave
like that! They'rejust humanbeingslike the restof us. Theyhavefeelings,
emotions...and funnily enough they'reoften really quite ordinary. They're
too busy doing their job to bother about being eccentric.
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Bunkum: | see. Well, thankyou for your explanationMr. Scroggs.| shan'tmake
the same mistakes next time.

Scroggs: There is no next time! The game's up, Bunkum!

Bunkum: That's somethingyou'll never know... (BUNKUM points his gun at
SCROGGS).By the time I've finishedwith you, you won't know anything.
You'll justbeamindlesszombie,like therestof them... (He pauses.He has
heard something offstagejust a moment! What's all that noise?

Scroggs: | don't know. But it's headingthis way. (The HEADMASTER,
SEMPRONIA,BRAIN, CEDRIC, MATRON the ARTTEACHEReruptonto
the stage).

Headmaster: Not so fast, Bunkum! We'd like a word with you!

All Staff: Yes! (Noises of approval, etc).

MUSIC 11 -ZOMBIES! (Reprise)
(sung in a slower, more ominous tempo)

Headmaster: Oh, you wicked, nasty man,
We will get you if we can!
From some spare parts in a jar,
You have made us what we are!

| was answering the '‘phone
When | lost my funny bone
Then | gave a little cough

And some vital bits fell off...

Now though we are doomed to die,
We'll get even by and by

Before all our agony ceases.

You have lost all control

Of your zombie patrol:

We're going to pull you to pieces!

Staff: Zombies! It's the least that we can do.
Zombies! For you've stuck us up with glue,
And filled every femur
With blood from a lemur
And turned our intestines to stew!
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Zombies! We've one thought inside our head:
Zombies! To that werewolf you'll be fed.
Before very long, he

Will just be a zombie...

Now, Bunkum, prepare to be dead!

Bunkum: No, wait! Gentlemen! Ladies! | can explain!

Headmaster: It's too late for that, Bunkum!

Art Teacher: Yeah! Making usthink we'rerealwhenwe'reonly madefrom bits
and pieces!

Sempronia: And what have you done to poor Austin?

Matron: Yes, you naughty man! Come here and have your injection!

Music Teacher: I'll make you listen to M.C. Hammer for a whole week!

History Teacher: You might at least have given me some clean cobwebs!

Cedric: Yeah,andwho did my brain belongto, man? It don't...it don't...it don't
work properly!

Brain: Yes, come with us, Bunkum! We're going to make you terminally illogical!

Bunkum: Oh, no, you don'tt Where are my two faithful servants? In here
gentlemen!Protectme! (Enterthetwo BODYGUARDS).Thesearemy two
faithful bodyguards, Harrow and Winchester... Attend to these puny
creatures, gentlemen!

1st Bodyguard: O.K. boss.

Headmaster: No, wait. Don't you realise? You are also Bunkum'screations!
Like us, you are hybrid creaturesdrawn from the depthsof Bunkum'sevil

imagination!
Music Teacher: Yeah,babelike, you guysarefreaks. You ain't cool. You ain't
human!

2nd Bodyguard: Do they mean us?

1st Bodyguard: They surely do!

2nd Bodyguard: Right, guys...let's get 'im! (With a rousing cheer, they all
pounceon BUNKUM, who is draggedout, screaming. The HEADMASTER
and SCROGGS stand watching).

Bunkum: No! You can'tdothisto me! | madeyouwhatyouare! You can'tdoit!
Aagh...!

Headmaster: Goodbye Bunkum...for ever! (Exeuntioudly. TheHEADMASTER
is left alone on stagewith SCROGGSnd FELICITY, who continuesto sit
motionless).

Scroggs: Good heavens, Frank! What will they do to him?

Headmaster: Somethingoo horriblefor words,Findlay. I'm afraidwe shallnever
seeBoris Bunkumagain. Not in one pieceanyway...But tell me, whendid
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you first suspect the staff of being Frankenstein monsters?

Scroggs: Well, | supposewnhat clinchedit waswatchingAustin Allegro havinga
few practicejumps on the hurdles. Halfway down the track, his foot got
stuck up his nose and his head fell off...

Headmaster: Ah, indeed. An occupationalhazard... (He noticesFELICITY).
Goodness gracious! Is that my secretary?

Scroggs: I'm afraid so, yes.

Headmaster: Well, what'sshedoing sitting here? There'smasse®f typing to be
done!

Scroggs: ShecameunderBunkum'sspell, Frank. I'm not sureshe'lleverbe herself
again..(SCROGG%ooksar FELICITY closely. Suddenlyher expressionless
face comes to life).

Felicity: Of course | will, you twit.

Scroggs: Felicity! Are you all right?

Felicity: Of course I'm all right, Findlay. | was just pretending.

Scroggs: But what about the control panel? Weren't you hypnotised?

Felicity: No. It's a load of rubbish. All Bunkum'sinventionsare a load of
rubbish... Oh sorry, headmaster. | didn't meanto offend you... (The
HEADMASTER frowns but says nothing).

Scroggs: But what about this fiendish machine? It turned Allegro into a chicken!

Felicity: Don'tworry. The effectsareonly temporary. He alsotried to turn Miss
Beverageinto a vampire bat, but she flew out of the window before he'd
finished.

Scroggs: Oh, Felicity! What a relief you're all right!

Felicity: You too, Findlay! You'resoclever! Soresourceful! Sobrave! So...so
thoroughly British! (They both smile. The HEADMASTER looks grim).

Headmaster: Well, Findlay, now that you've found us out, | supposewe'll be
lookeduponasa dangerto the public. You'll haveto haveus roundedup...
and destroyed.

Scroggs: Well, Frank...technicallyyou ARE all teachers..andwe do haveprize
day coming up... and exams...and reports... parents' evenings...games
fixtures...Actually there'sso muchto do in soshortatime, | think we might
just as well let you all stay...

Headmaster: Gosh! Do you really mean that?

Scroggs: Yes, as long as you get your heads together... if you see what | mean...
Headmaster: | say,that'sterrific! Thankyou, Findlay! I'd bettergo andtell the
others! (Exit the HEADMASTER R. Enter MRS. SHAVINGS L.).

Mrs. Shavings: | say, look here! Are you a member of staff?

Scroggs: Yes, madam, | am.
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Mrs. Shavings: Then | intend to raise this entire affair with the headmaster!
Where is he?

Scroggs: Er... | think he went that way...

Mrs. Shavings: And if Shavingsgetshimselflockedin the sciencelab. again, |
want him soundly thrashed! Is that understood?

Scroggs: Oh, yes. That's perfectly clear.

Mrs. Shavings: Really! Our systemof educationgetsworseeveryday... (Exit
MRS. SHAVINGS R.).

Scroggs: Crumbs. | don't envy the headmaster having to deal with her.

Felicity: Oh, I don't know. They should get along very well.

Scroggs: Why do you say that?

Felicity: Well, for onething, they'reboth completelymad. (Enterthe PUPILS,
except SILAGE, WIMP and SCALPEL).

Sniffle: Crikey, Miss Felicity, what's been going on?

Felicity: Mr. Scroggsherehasrescued/ou all from your madsciencemaster. You
see, he's actually a private investigator.

Sniffle: Gosh! Thank you, sir! But how did you find out what was going on?

Scroggs: That'seasy. | havea very reliablenephew. And like all goodchildrenat
boarding school, he writes a letter home every weekend...

Felicity: Your nephew? But who is he?

Johnny Strong: O.K., guys. Guess it's time | came clean...

Tabatha: Gosh! Soit's you, Johnny! And your uncle'sa privatedetective! Gosh!
How exciting!

Johnny Strong: That'sright. My uncleFindlay'sthe greatest.No one'sascool as
he is. 'Cept me maybe.

Tinkerbell: Oh,Johnny! You savedall ourlives! You'resoclever! Sobrave! So
resourceful! So... so thoroughly British!

Scroggs: Yes, he is rather, isn't he? | suppose it must run in the family...

Felicity: Well, children,it looks like everythingis finally backto normal. And
now SaintBozo'scanstartbeinga real schoolagain! (Cheersand general
noises of approval).

MUSIC 12- BETTER TIMES
All: We're on our way, on our way to better times:
Look to the future and you will see the signs.

We are a team, and together we must strive:
Then we will all feel so glad to be alive.
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But if we want to survive when times are tough,
Teamwork alone surely will not be enough.
Pupil and teacher must travel side by side,
Willing to share, and to be each other's guide.

Then when it's done, and it's time for you to leave,
You will have learned when to doubt, when to believe.
But all the skills, all the knowledge we impart

Come with a love that will warm the coldest heart.

What is a school if it can't provide a place
For every mind, every feeling, every face?
You may be sorry to go, you may be glad
But you'll remember the love you've always had.

(Enter WIMP and SILAGE, dragging SCALPEL along with them).

Wimp: Look who WE found hiding in the toilets!

Sniffle: Scalpel!

Scroggs: Ah, yes...Now look here, Scalpel...you know what happenedo your
uncle, don't you?

Scalpel: Yes, sir.

Scroggs: So from now on you have to promise to be really good.

Johnny Strong: Yeah. No more cheek, O.K.?

Scalpel: Yes. All right. | promise.

Scroggs: And | take it you're back to normal now, Silage?

Silage: Yeah,no problem,sir. So'sMr. Allegro andMonsieurLa Guillotine. That
machine of Bunkum's must've really been rubbish!

Scroggs: You're a pair of silly youngfools, you and Wimp. You nearly ruined
everything by trying to blow up the school!

Silage: Yes, sir, Sorry, sir.

Scroggs: All right. | forgive you. But in future, just remember..the teachers
always know best.

Wimp: Yes, sir...

Scroggs: Right. Now off you go, boysandgirls. Miss Felicity andl would like to
be alone.

Wimp: Alone? What for, sir?

Scroggs: That's none of your business,Wimp. And anyway, it's not on the
syllabus.

All:  Aw, sir!

Scroggs: Go on. Off you go. Oh, and Johnny...
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Johnny Strong: Yes, uncle Findlay?

Scroggs: You'd betterpop downto the woodsin the morningandtell Wally the
werewolf to see Matron. He's got an appointment with the orthodontist.

Johnny Strong: O.K. No problem.

Scalpel: And I'M goingto turn overa new leaf. Startingright now... Shavings|
want you to be my best friend!

Shavings: (dissolves into tears again).

Scalpel: I don't know! There's no pleasing some people!

Silage: Comeon,youlot! Let'sgo! We'll belate for sevenses!(Exit the PUPILS
hurriedly).

Scroggs: So, Felicity... alone at last!

Felicity: Yes...Butlisten,I'm still abit worried. Are you sureit's agoodideato let
a bunch of Frankensteirmonstersrun a prep. schoolin the heartof rural
Surrey?

Scroggs: We'veno choice,Felicity. Teachersarevery expensivdo replace. Saint
Bozo's will have to make do with the teachers it's already got.

Felicity: Ohwell... | suppose/ou'reright... andnow that'sall sortedout, | suppose
our little adventure is almost over...

Scroggs: THIS adventuras over, Felicity... butfor you andl, the REAL adventure
is only just beginning!

Felicity: Oh, Findlay! (Enter SEMPRONIA BLISTER).

Sempronia: Not sofast,Findlaydarling! You andl mustgetto know eachothera
little better!

Scroggs: Sempronia! Goodgrief! But | thoughtyou weren'tsupposed tdoe out
after dark?

Sempronis: That's right, darling... and you're about to find out why! (She
approaches SCROGGS menacingly).

Scroggs: No! Help! Getoff me! Aagh! (SCROGGSuns off R., chasedby
SEMPRONIA. FELICITY is left alone).

Felicity: (nervously) Oh,well... | supposde'll beall right...| supposéie'll justdo
a bit of judo on herif shegiveshim anytrouble...And anyway...asFindlay
says..thesemonstersareall perfectlyharmless..There'sreally nothingto be
frightenedof at all... (A suddenblackout. FX: the HEADMASTERmMuch
amplified, is heard laughing insanely. FELICITY screams. Silence. A
pause. Thelights comeon. FELICITY hasgone. MISSBEVERAGEstands
centre stage).

Miss Beverage: This time I'm definitely going to Bournemouth. (Exit MISS
BEVERAGE slowly R. The lights fade).

THE END
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