BERTIE'S GENIUS

A Family Musical

by

MARY HONOR

SchoolPlay Productions Ltd

15 Inglis Road, Colchester, Essex CO3 3HU



BERTIE'S GENIUS

Copyright Mary Honor 1990

This play is fully protected by copyright.

It is an infringement of the copyright to give any public performance or reading of
this play or its music in its entirety or in the form of excerpts without the prior
consent in writing of the copyright owners.

Performances of musical excerpts may only be given where the appropriate licence
has been obtained from
The Performing Right Society Ltd., 29-33 Berners Street, London W1P 4AA

No part of this publication may be transmitted, stored in a retrieval system, or
reproduced in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying,
typescript, recording, or otherwise, without the prior permission of the copyright

owners.

All rights are strictly reserved. Any enquiries about performing rights, professional
or amateur, should be directed, before rehearsal, to
SchoolPlay Productions Ltd,
15 Inglis Road,
Colchester, Essex CO3 3HU.

No performance may be given unless a licence has been obtained.

ISBN 978 1 87247512 7

Printed and published by
SchoolPlay Productions Limited,
15 Inglis Road,

Colchester, Essex, CO3 3HU



BERTIE’'S GENIUS
(a family musical)

by
MARY HONOR

The action of the play movesirom an auctionroomto an antiqueshopsomewhere
in London. A brief coupleof scenen board ship,andwe find ourselveson
thefanciful island of “Zevkli” somewher@ear Turkey- or is it Arabia? The
island is famed for its fabulous, unique sweetmeats.

The time -around the mid-twenties.

(Any resemblance to persons living or dead is wholly unintentional
and purely coincidental.)

The characters:

Myrtle Grimcheck Proprietress of an antique shop and one time nanny.

Horace MaybecqA celebrated writer of travelogues.

Reginald Maybecq Nephewof Horaceandassistanin the antiqueshop. A bit of a
drip.

Bertie (Egbert) Worthy Miss Grimcheck’s charge and also junior assistant in the

shop. Cheeky.

Foreign Man - alias Viso YashtiA thoroughly bad lot.

Padisah of ZevkliA thoroughly nice chap.

FezzoCourt Chamberlain and Royal Taster to the Padisah.

SilvesterA Diplomat. Rather bland.

Auctioneer Excitable.

Gemini Genie 1

Gemini Genie 2

Morris Horace Maybecq’s chauffeur.

4 Shoppers2 ladies & 2 men.

2 Porters in auction roomAlso turning up in different guises throughout play.

CompereOn board ship and at palace.

Chorusof peopleat auction,travellers,porters,crewof ship,dancerson boardship
and in palace, courtiers and palace guards.






ACT |

SCENEL1 (The Auction Room) (S. Effects- Tape of crowd talking, as ‘bidders’

enter)
Chorus:

Auctioneer:

Porters:

Chorus:
Auctioneer:

Chorus:

(Bertie has beenplaying with a ball - at this point he lobs it, a man examining
cricket bat goes to swipe it and knocks head off a statue with bat)

Auctioneer: And nowwe cometo Lot 72, ladiesandgentlemen.Placedbeforeyou
is er - excuseme (he studies his catalogue) ah, yes, a most unusual

In the saleroom today there’s bustle and clamour,
As priceless treasures go under the hammer.
Curios or a rare antique

Something special every week.

In the saleroom today there’s bustle and clamour
As priceless treasures go under the hammer,
Never know what you may find,

Make a bid if you feel inclined.

Pictures, carpets, an Eastern pot

Side by side with tat and tot.

What am | bid, what am | bid,

What am | bid for this fine lot?

A nod, a wink, a wave of the hand

Are signs the man will understand.

The slightest move a bid can make,

Be careful not to sneeze, or you'll buy by mistake!

Pictures, carpets.... .... This fine lot?

Ladies and Gents., it's my intention

To start the proceedings,

May | have your attention?

You'll find the greatest choice of goods by far
From cricket bats to objets-d’art!

Pictures, carpets etc.... .... This fine lot?

Moustache-cup. What am | bid? Who'll start?
1st Man: Sixpence!
Auctioneer: Sixpence! Surely, sir, you meant ‘pound&towd laugh)
Lady: Five shillings!

Auctioneer: Ah, now, that'smorelike it. Five shillings, five shillings. Thankyou
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madam. Onepoundand- oneguineain the corner. Oneguinea,oneguinea-
Come along, now, we can't all be done at one guinea.

2nd Man with thin moustache:One pound fifteen shillings.

Man with large moustache:And sixpence!

Auctioneer: Ahem! And sixpence - er thank you.

2nd Man: (emphatically) One pound sixteen shillings!

Auctioneer: One poundsixteenshillings! Any advance? Thengoing for the first
time, going for a secondtime - one poundsixteenshillings (hammersdesk)
sold to Sir Alex PostlethwaitéPeople around him congratulate him)

(Crowd murmurs approval)

Auctioneer: And nowwe cometo Lot 73 - a mostintriguing item indeed- a 17th
centurywriting box. It is beautifully fitted inside,completewith containers
for ink andsand- pre-blottingpaperdays,of course!(Murmursfrom crowd,
who crane necks to see it, etc.)

Reg: Look, Bertie, that's the piece Miss Grimcheck told me to buy.

Bertie: It looks a tattered old thing from here - she’ll never be able to sell it again.

Reg: Well, that’'s not my problem - she said money was no object, too.

Auctioneer: Who'll start the bidding please?

Foreign man: Fifty pounds! (gasp from crowd)

Auctioneer: (surprised) Thank you sir, fifty pounds | am bid!

Reg: One hundred poundgmore gasps)

Auctioneer: Thankyousir! Onehundredpoundsl am offeredfor this mostunusual
object.

Lady: One hundred and twenty pounds.

Auctioneer: (getting excited) One hundredand twenty pounds,l hearfrom the
back of the room.

Reg: One hundredand fifty! (Crowd getsmore and more excitedas the bidding
increases)

Foreign man: Two hundred pounds!

Auctioneer: Thank you!! Two hundred pounds - any advance on that figure?

Bertie: Steady on - Miss Grimcheck will go bust if you go any higher.

Reg: No, shesaid moneywas no object,so | mustbid higher- Two hundredand
fifty pounds!

Auctioneer: Well, thankyou very much, sir - Two hundredandfifty pounds- are
we all finished at two hundred and fifty pounds?

Foreign man: Two hundredand seventyfive pounds.(Auctioneercontinueshis
patter whilst REGGIE and BERTIE talk)

Reg: Canyou seewho’s bidding againstus?| really don’t think we cango much
higher, in spite of what Miss G. said.

Bertie: It's that bloke in the nightie over there.
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Reg: You mean Gaftan.
Bertie: How did you know his name?
Reg: 1 don't, you idiot. That’s what you call the thing he’s wearing!
Bertie: Oh. I'll see what | can do to fix him! Leave it to me.
(Bertie makeshis way throughthe crowd until heis behindthe Foreignman.
He fishes in his pocket and appears to bring out something very carefully)
Reg: Three hundred and fifty pounds!

Auctioneer: (nearly hysterical) Threehundredandfifty poundsl am bid, ladies
andgentlemen. This promisesto be a recordprice for suchanitem! Three
hundredandfifty poundsl am bid - once...(Foreign manis aboutto speak-
openshis mouthbut clutchesat his clothes,dancesaboutand disappearsoff
stage) It all seemsto have beera little too much for your opponent,sir.
Threehundredandfifty poundsfor a secondime - going,going- all doneat
three hundredand fifty pounds- (strikeshammer)GONE!! Sold to Miss
Grimcheck’sassistant. Thankyou very muchindeedyoungman! And that
concludes today’s business. ladies and gentle(™aps his brow)

(Crowd sing a final chorus of “Pictures, carpets....” etc whilst REGGIE and
BERTIEtakethe chequeto the auctioneerand get a receipt. After the song
crowd dispersesand set begins to changeto the Antique Shop, whilst
REGGIE and BERTIE hold conversation)

Reg: Thank goodnessve won the day. Miss Grimcheckwould have beenvery
angryif we’'d gonebackempty-handed.It wasodd how that ForeignGent.
rushed off without making another bid for the writing case.

Bertie: | told you to leave him to me.

Reg: What do you mean?

Bertie: It's amazingwhat effect a pinch or two of itching powdercan havewhen
sprinkled down the neck!

Reg: Trustyou! Unscrupuloushoy! asMiss Grimcheckwould say. Oh well, I'm
not complaining.

Bertie: | bet old Wee Willie Winkie is doing plenty of complaining, though!

Reg: Wee Willie Winkie? What are you rambling on about now?

Bertie: Him in the nightie.

Reg: Gaftan! Oh, come on, let’s get back to the shop.

SCENE A The Antique Shop)

(It is about5.15p.m. Thereis a counter,old furniture pots,curios etc. strategically
placed. A doorwith “Open/Closed”sign, if possible. MISSGRIMCHECKIis
busypolishingan old chestof drawers(or similar item)with her backturned
towardsdoor, or entrance. Door openswith a bell tinkling, and REGGIE
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enters.)

Reg: Herewe are,Miss Grimcheck. (Sheturns aroundslightly startledand peers
over her glasses) We managedto get it - come on Bertie, put it on the
counter. (BERTIE appearsat door with writing box) That costa small
fortune! We were very lucky to get it.

Bertie: Yeah,therewasthis horrible looking fellah called Cafe,or somethingand

Reg: (hastily) All right, Bertie, Miss Grimcheckdoesn’tneedthe details.(to MISS
GRIMCHECK)It wascaseof the bestmanwinning in theend,but I'm afraid
| had to go to three hundred and fifty pounds.

Miss Grimcheck: (who has beenbusily examiningthe purchaseand rubbing her
dusteroverit) Yes, yes,very good. You did very well boys. REG. and
BERTIE exchangesurprised looks at the cool manner in which MISS
GRIMCHECKacceptgshe price. At this point a lady customercomesn and
beginsto browse) Bertie, run into the store-roomand put the kettle on, will
you? Can | be of assistance, madam?

Lady customer: I'm seekinga walking canefor my husband. Are theseall you
have?

Miss Grimcheck: Theremay be oneor two morein the store-roomExcuseme a
moment.(Calls to BERTIE)Bertie! Will you sort out a few more walking
sticks while you're in there(To customer)Shan’t keep you a moment.

(A coupleenterand browsefor a momentor two, then REGGIE attendsto them.
Thereis a loud crashoffstageanda cat’s squall. All the CUSTOMER$ump,
and 1ST LADY CUSTOMER speaks)

Lady Customer: Whatever was that?

Miss Grimcheck: Oh nothing,really. Excuseme one minute, please. (Sheexits
and BERTIE is heard offstage)

Bertie: Ouch!! It wasn’'t my fault!

Miss Grimcheck: (enterswith walking sticks) If you want somethingdone, you
have to do it yourself. Would either of these canes suit your requirements?

Bertie: (enters)it were that cat going after your kippers on the dresser.

Miss Grimcheck: Egbert!(TWOMEN enterwith goodsfor the store-room.They

proceed to fetch and carry boxes etc.)

Bertie: It were him what sent the tea-pot flying.

Miss Grimcheck: Be silent! Give the delivery mena hand.(To the LADY) So
sorry for the interruption - are any of these to your liking?

Lady Customer: Well, really! This is a mostextraordinaryshop.(as DELIVERY
MEN push past her)

1st Delivery Man: Watchit, Fred. Lift your endalittle, no, notyou, lady! 'Scuse
us ducks!



Lady Customer: (gettingirate) How dareyou call me “duck!” (BERTIE making
signs and mouthing Quack, quack!)

Lady Customer: (storming outOoh! How dare you!

Miss Grimcheck: You unscrupulousoy! We shallhaveno customerdeft at this
rate! Forthatyou cango without your suppertonight. (MISSGRIMCHECK
chaseshim round the counterand goesto hit him. He ducksand shevery
nearly assaultsthe FOREIGNMAN who enters- this time looking different,
asheis notwearingthe ‘nightie’ andsoheis notrecognised)Oh, | begyour
pardon- | washavingtroublewith a brat,| meana gnat! (Pretendso swata
gnat on a chair nearbyggbert, go and give the delivery men a hand!

(BERTIE exits. REGGIE has put the writing box on a shelf behind the counter)
Can | help you, sir?

Foreign Man: (looking very shifty) No! Er - thatis, perhaps. | am interestedin
oriental curios - pots, jars - that kind of thing.

Miss Grimcheck: You mean spice jars?

Foreign Man: (tentatively)Yes, that sort of thing.

(The Delivery men come from the store-roomand have a delivery note to be
checked and signed by MISS GRIMCHECK which she does)

Miss Grimcheck: We haveonly what you seeheredisplayed- pleasefeel free to
browse and pleaseexcuseme for a minute or two. (She attendsto the
deliverymenwho hangaroundpretendingto beinterestedn somebooks but
inconspicuoushkeepingan eyeon FOREIGNMAN, who in turn is looking
shiftily about the shop. Meanwhile, REGGIE has been attending to yet
another customer,who was choosingjewellery, and MISS GRIMCHECK
makes a telephone call)

Miss Grimcheck: (picksup telephone)instonely397, please. Thankyou....Good
afternoon, is Mr. Maybecq available please? Thank you....Hello Mr.
Maybecq. Myrtle Grimcheckhere. How are you keeping? (Shelistens
sympathetically) | seekoh, so sorry to hearthat. Oh yes, the sunshineon
Zevkli Islandwill soonbuckyou up. Mmm, yes,oh really? Researchingor
a new book? | shall look forward to readingit - so enjoyedthe others.
What'sthat? Sailingtomorrowevening?Well, thisis atimely call becausé
managedo get thewriting box. Fetcheda pretty price,butit wastheoneyou
wanted. Yes, do call in tomorrow morning - it will be waiting for
you....Thank you, Mr. Maybecq - not at all, it was a pleasure....Goodbye.

(During conversatioF-OREIGNMAN is pretendingto browsebutis listeningto the
telephoneconversatiorand, beforeit is ended he leaves followedby the two
delivery men)

Have you found anythingto interest....? Oh, he’s gone! Egbert,go and
gatherin the books from the table outside the shop, then you can take
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yourself off to bed!(BERTIE groansYime you went home Reggie.

Reggie:(lookingat his pocketwatch)Soit is, Miss Grimcheck.(Beginsto coverup
the counter) | say, | didn't realisethat the writing box was for my uncle
Horace. He’s got more writing caseshanlI’'ve got socks! Lucky old thing
travelling the world like that! So he’s off to Zevkli tomorrow.

Miss Grimcheck: Yes,and| shall be off to thatbook-salein the morning,so you
will have to see that he gets the writing box safely when he calls.

Reggie:Right ho, Miss Grimcheck. Goodnight. Goodnight Bertie.

Bertie: (who hasbeenstrugglingwith piles of books)’'Night! - but there’snothing
good about it{REGGIE exits as BERTIE goes sulkily up the stairs)

Miss Grimcheck: (turning the ‘Open’ sign round)ow for those kippers!

(Blackout)

SCENE 3(The same - 2.00 a.m.)

(BERTIE creepsdown into shop and out into kitchen/store-roomin his night-
clothes. There’s a crash followed by a cat-squall)

Bertie: (offstage)Mangy moggy! (He tiptoes in with a large slice of cake)

Miss Grimcheck: (from upstairs) Who's that? (She comesdownstairswith a
poker and a candle. BERTIE hides quickly before she appears) Anyone
there? (Looksabout- goesinto store-roomand we hear cat miaowingand
purring) Fluffikins! Wasthatyou havinga midnightfrolic? Tut, tut, naughty
little puss-catwakingmother. | see- you weretrying to geta pieceof cake!
Well hereyou are - just a little morselalthoughit looks asthoughyou've
alreadyhad quite a big piece! Now you comeandsleepon my bed. We'll
keep each other nice and warm.

(Shetoddlesbackwith pussin her armsand goesto bed,and thereis the soundof
her door shutting)

Bertie: (emergingwith his cake) Phew! Thatwasa closeone! Fancygiving caketo
thatgreedycat! Old Grumbly Grimcheckhasno ideaabouta boy’s stomach.
It's all right for her - bet sheenjoyedthosekippers- which | rescued. All |
gotfor my troublewasarumbly tum. (heeatsa bit morecakeand singshis
song)-

SONG:BERTIE’'S SONG
I’'m in the dumps,
I've got the grumps,
I’'m fed-up with grown-ups
Who don’t know how to play fair
Always trying to please old Grumbly Grimcheck
Try as | might
What the heck,



| always get it in the neck!

See if | care!

I've got the blues,

Sick of don’ts and do’s

People only use me

| think I’'m blowing a fuse!

There isn’t much joy

In being a boy

Who gets less attention

Than that there mangy old cat.

| always seem to annoy old Grumbly Grimcheck
From morning to night

I’'m kept in check

And always getting it in the neck
See if | care!!

Bertie: Stilll Whata daywe hadat the auction! Why on earthshouldanyonewant
to paythreepencéapennyfor this old thing, let alonethreehundredandfifty
quid!? Hmm....Ithink the potsaresilver - bit dirty. (herubsthelid of theink
pot and a GENIE appearsbehind him, with a whooshingsound. BERTIE
doesa doubletake over his shoulder,and falls off the counter,wherehe has
been sitting) What the dickens?!!!

Genie: Your wish is my command! Gemini Genie before you now behold, the
secretf my magicl’ll willingly unfold. Pleasesummonup my Genietwin,
if wondrousthingsyou’'d haveme do, for | alonefew powerspossessand
mere advice can offer you.

Bertie: Coo!! Summon up your twin? How do | do that?

Genie: Ahem! (points to writing box)

Bertie: What's that?

Genie: (whispering)Rub the other pot!

Bertie: Ah - | see. Here goes.(He rubs the other pot, then covershis eyesin
anticipation of anotherwhoosh. Nothinghappensso he tries again, without
successin spiteof vigorousrubbing) Perhapd’m doing somethingwrong -
nothing is happening.

Genie: Tut, tut. Whatcanhavebecomeof him? We did haveto vanishfrom our
last assignment rather hastily, it's true.

Bertie: What was that? Were you rescuing a princess from a dragon?

Genie: Nothing so romanticl fear. We always seemedo get thevery mundane
tasksto fulfil. We were summonedo assistthe Padisahon the Island of
Zevkii.



Bertie: That namerings a bell. Now wheredid | hearit? Gotit! That's where
HoraceMaybecq,the writer, is off to tomorrow. And this old writing box is
going with him!

Genie: The pathof fortunestretcheseforeme - perhapd canbereunitedwith my
twin, although it will be a very difficult task to find him.

Bertie: | couldhelpyou, if only | couldcomealong;but Mr. Maybecgwould never
wantakid like me for company. Nobodywantsmy company,cometo think
of it. Wish you could magic me there!

Genie: As | mentionedust now, | amonly ableto offer advice- actionrequiresthe
joint energies of my twin and myself.

Bertie: So what advice can you give me?

Genie: This Mr..Mr....

Bertie: Maybecq.

Genie: Thankyou, Maybecq,mustbe persuadedhat he requiresa companionon
his journey.

Bertie: How do | do that?

Genie: A bright young man such as yourself should have no trouble.

Bertie: Obviouslyyou don’'t knowwhatit’s like beingaboy. Ohyes,I'll justgoup
to old Maybecgand say, “Look hereold boy youneedme for stimulatin’
companyon your trip”. Come on, Genius,you must be able to do better
than...(GENIE has vanishedjoo! He’s gone!

(Blackout)

SCENE 4.(The same. 8.30 a.m.)

(BERTIE comesdown the stairs looking pretty sleepy. He wanders past the
counter,staring at the writing box. He exitsto store-roomand returnswith a
mug,jingling a spoonin it. He looksupstairsand listens,thencreeps
over to the writing box and once again summonghe GENIE who is in his
pyjamas holding a toothbrush and a rouitof paste)

Genie: Your wish is my - what'’s this? My early-morning call?

Bertie: Sorry, Genius,- thoughtyou mighthave beesomething dreamecandhad
to make sure....

Genie: Well be a decentsortof chapandlet me geton with my ablutions- unless
you need another spot of advice?

Bertie: No, no, sorry to have botheredyou. (He drops his spoonand when he
standsup again GENIE hasgone) | wonderwhatit’s like living in a bottle.
Oh no, he’s gone again. Still I'll be in a tight spot if | don’t get going.

Miss Grimcheck: (comingdownstairs) How right you are,youngEgbert. Justyou
behaveyourselftodayandbehelpful. I'm off to thebooksale. Reginaldwill
be hereshortly to openup the shopfor me. (Shecarries cat to the store-
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room)- | will be backwell beforelunchtime. Go andfeedFluffikins for me.
Goon! (MISSGRIMCHECKexits. BERTIEunwillingly goesto store-room
to feed cat)

Bertie: (offstage) Puss,puss,puss! Breakfasttime! Oh, comeon downfrom that
shelf (Crash! Miaow!) Not again! She’ll never believe it wasn't me!
(REGGIEarrives, takesdustcoversoff counterand preparesto take piles of
booksoutside. He turnsthe ‘Open’ sign round and generallybusieshimself
tidying)

Reggie: (calling to BERTIE) Morning, Bertie. Did Miss Grimcheckget off on
time? | hope she finds some bargains at the book sale.

Bertie: (entering) Yes,shewasin plentyof time. Left meto feedthatmonstercat!
Sheis supposed tbe MY guardian bput shedoesn’tguardme from thatcat’s
wicked ways!

Reggie:Cheerup, old chap. Give me a handwith the bookswill you? | say,isn't it
exciting about my Uncle setting sail for the Island of Zevkli!

Bertie: Yeah,lucky dog. Wish | couldgo with him. They makesmashingsweets
there.

Reggie:We all have our dreams, Bertie, but....

Mr Maybecq: (enters) Ah, goodmorning,dearReggie. How areyou - andyour
young assistant? (He doesn’'twait for a reply. BERTIE takesthe books
outside) Now I've very little time to spare,and I've cometo collect the
writing box which (BERTIEre-enters)Miss Grimcheckmanagedo purchase
for me.

Bertie: (aside to REGGIEL 00, of all the cheek! WHid battle for that thing!

(REGGIE puts writing box on the counter, and gives BERTIE a “hush-up” look)

Reggie:This is it, Unc....

Mr. Maybecq: Absolutely superb!Justthe ticket! (He examinest a little more
closely) Hmmm, very old indeedand hasa distinctly Easternflavour in the
decoration. It's perfect. Now all | needis a goodly sizedtrunk to take with
me. | shall be bringing homea few small souvenirsand nick-nacksand a
trunk will be essential. Ah, this one will do! Yes!

Bertie: | think you could do with a smartyoungmanto go with you to give you a
handwith your luggage,run your errandsandwave a fan in your facewhen
you get too hot(REGGIE looks surprised at BERTIE’S outburst)

Mr. Maybecq: Do you know, young man, you are absolutelyright! Yes, yes, |
insist that (BERTIE gets wide-eyedwith anticipation) you come with me,
Reggie(BERTIEIs crestfallenand indignantall at the sametime) You've
beenlooking a bit peekyof late. | shallwrite a little noteto Miss Grimcheck
(he takes out a pocketbook and beginsto scribble a note) and she’ll
understand.Off you go at onceReginaldandpack! I'll call for you at 2.00
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p.m.

Reggie:(stands gapingBut, Uncle Horace, Uncle Hor....

Mr. Maybecq: Don’t standtherelooking like the daft endof a codfish! Away with
you and pack, Pack, PACKIREGGIE exits without a word, still gaping)

Bertie: 'Scuse me, Mr Maybecq, but | really meant nhevant to go with you.

Mr. Maybecq: You?! I'm afraid you are a little too young for sucha voyage.
When | was a boy | sufferedthe samelongings for adventure. Let me
explain.

SONG:MAYBECQ'S SONG
Dear England, precious land of my origin
No finer land than this can there be,
But I have a built-in love of voyagin’
Because my father spent his life
A-sailing on the seal

Chorus: You see, my feet begin to itch
And my pen, it starts to twitch
So | pack my bags at the double
Because the call of the unknown
Beckons mind and flesh and bone!
It's good-bye to England’s rain and snow and fog -
The world is waiting,
The world is waiting,
The world is waiting for another Maybecq travelogue!
My pater told me many thrilling tales
For hours I'd sit and listen at his knee,
I longed to join his crew beneath the sails,
And see those spicy lands, that lie beyond the sea.

Chorus: You see.... travelogue.

(Chorusmusicis repeatedor BERTIEand MAYBECQto performa little soft-shoe
shuffle)

Miss Grimcheck: (entering,looking rather put-out) Well, thatwasa wastedtrip -
the sale had been postpo....OhMr. Maybecqhow nice to seeyou - has
Reggie attended to your requirements?

Mr. Maybecq: Yesindeed,andin fact | wasleavingyou a noteto saythat, at my
insistenceheis joining me onthetrip. | knewyouwouldn’'t mind, andl am
purchasing that large trunk too. | will call Morris in to load it into the boot....

Miss Grimcheck: But, Mr. Maybecq....

Mr. Maybecq: Yes, yes, knew you would be pleasedfor young Reggie.Now |
mustfly - the shipwill notwait evenfor a celebratedwvriter! Farewell! (He
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exits leaving MISS GRIMCHECK somewhattaken aback. BERTIE looks
sulky. MISSGRIMCHECKgoesinto the store-roomto hangup her hat and
coat. Whilstsheis in there BERTIEhasa bright idea and he quickly climbs
into the trunk. MISSGRIMCHECKTreturnsas MORRIS the chauffeurenters
the shop)

Miss Grimcheck: The man’s a whirlwind! Ber....

Morris: Mornin - this the trunk for Mr. Maybecq?

Miss Grimcheck: Yes, indeed. It is rather cumbersome.

Morris: I'll manage gotatrolley. (He haulsthetrunk ontotrolley andwith a few
huffs and puffs exits, sayingas he goes)Blimey! What's it going to weigh
once old Maybecq gets ’is souvenirs inside!? Mornin’

Miss Grimcheck: Goodness$ Whata morning- Bertie? Bertie?Now wherehashe
gone? Round to the tuck shop, I'll be bound. Unscrupulous boy!

CURTAIN
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ACT II.

SCENE 1 (the Quayside)
(Gangwayis at side of stage. Thereare peoplemilling milling about, somewith
luggage, some seeing others off. Various sailors and porters)

SONG:CHEERIO
All Cheerio, toodleoo, toodlepip
Hurry up the gangway to board the ship
Quickly with the tender parting
Soon your voyage will be starting,
Cheerio, toodleoo, toodlepip.
Cheerio, toodlepip, toodleoo
There are sunny shores just waiting for you,
And many adventures beside,
Sail away, sail away, on this high tide.

(Music is repeated quietly during dialogue)

Mr. Maybecq: Thisway, porter,andwherehasReginaldgotto? That'sit, my man,
Cabin17 - Port side, of course,ah! Thereyou are, Reggie,did you tip the
taxi-driver?

Reggie: (He's absolutelyloadedwith luggage)Yes, Uncle, but he was so uppity
about helping to load me up. 1 felt like tipping him into the dock!

Mr. Maybecq: (Nottakinganynoticeof REGGIE) Comealong,shesailsin half an
hour. (He goesthe gangway REGGIEhasput downa caseor two and,ashe
is gathering his luggage together, he noticesa FOREIGN MAN - in yet
another disguise, followed fairly inconspicuously by two men dressed ‘artily’)

Reggie:How odd! I'm surel’'ve seenthosetwo beforesomewherdhe shrugsand
struggles to gangway).

(Scene change to side of ship with passengers waving and singing chorus)

All: Cheerio, toodleoo, toodlepip,

We hurried up the gangway to board the ship,
We’'ll have fun galore

Once we leave old England’s shore,

Cheerio, toodleoo, toodlepip.

Cheerio, toodlepip, toodleoo

Soon the horizon will be the only view,
Siren’s sounding, hearts are pounding,
Engines going, kisses blowing,

Cheerio, toodlepip, toodleoo!
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SCENE 2.

(Scenechangeshy removalof front-drop and dim lighting to aboardthe ship; the
passengerare seatedat small tablesenjoyingdinner. The cabaretconsists
of our two ‘arty’ types singing, with chorus of passengers and dancers)

SONG:TROPICAL CRUISE

Two Cabaret Singers:Have you been feeling down, just lately?
Your sorrows tried to drown, just lately?
Haven't beeneatingadequately{to REGGIEwhoisn’t eating)
Been behaving too sedatelyt® a prim lady)
Now all that’s got to change!
(CHORUS of FLAPPERS run on from the wings)
All: Throw your cares out to sea,
Fill your days with fun and glee.
You've nothing to lose
But the blues
On a tropical cruise!
Feel the sun, ride the wave,
It's up to you how you behave.
You've nothing to lose....
There’s nothing like a shipboard
Romance under the stars,
Dear ladies, do watch out for
Amorous Jolly Jack Tars!
Stroll the decks, have a fling,
Let your days go with a zing.
You've nothing to lose....

(Audience and diners applaud)

Steward: Thankyou, thankyou, for that greatsong! The dancingwill continue,
ladies and gentlemen. Have a great nifftdhce)

Mr. Maybecq: Think | shall take to the floor shortly - there’s a rather sporty-
looking party sitting over there. She looks capableof a nifty two-step!
(REGGIEis looking distinctly under the weather) | say, Reggie,this is an
excellentdinner- but YOU haven’ttoucheda scrapyet. Eatup; gotto keep
your strength up.

Reggie:Really, Uncle, | couldn’t - | haven’t got my sea-legs yet.

Mr. Maybecq: Then you needone of my herbal gems- Anti-Quasi-Quickies-
you'll find them in my cabin. Do help yourself.

Reggie: Thanks, Uncle, | think | might. (He exits. Music continues,some
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passengerare dancing. MR. MAYBECQleaveshis table and asksoneof the
lady passengergo dance. He returns to his table just before REGGIE
returns with the pills and with BERTIEin tow) | found more than pills in
your cabin, Uncle Horace - | found a pain!

Mr. Maybecq: (turning round)Blessmy stars! It's theladdiefrom Miss G.’s shop!
(He roars with laughter)

Reggie:And he says someone’s been snooping around your cabin.

Mr. Maybecq: Havetheyindeed! | mustmakea pointof locking thedoor. Well, it
looks asthoughyou are coming with us after all - a stowaway! Well done
youngBertie- I'll makeyour peacewith the captain,andReggiecansqueeze
you into his cabin.(REGGIElooksvery put-out) Welcomeaboard!Tuck into
Reggie’s dinner, and welcome aboard!

Bertie: (falling on the food) Coo!

(Blackout)

End of ACT Il
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ACT Il

SCENE 1. (A dusty Eastern roadside)

(MR. MAYBECQis sitting on thetrunk. Theothertwo are holdingall the luggage
and all are very hot. A few local people stroll by)

Reggie:Phew, Uncle, you could fry an egg on this hat box!

Bertie: Coo - smashing idea! My stomach’s rumbling!

Reggie:Change the record, Bertie!

Mr. Maybecq: Isn’t this magical! The beautifullslandof Zevkli atlast! Don’t you
love the sun, the atmosphere, the sights, the smells....

Bertie: Pooh! You cansaythat again! | think it's called “Camel No. 5”. It's
giving me the 'ump.

Mr. Maybecq: Neverbelittle a camel- wonderfulanimals- shipsof the desert. |
think this must be the consul coming to meet us.

Reggie:(to BERTIE) Mind your language in front of him, he moves in high circles.

Bertie: Coo! I'll get giddy watching him!

Reggie:Oh, shut up!

Mr. Maybecq: Hello, Silvester, good to see you agdirhey shake hands)

Silvester: Hello, Horace. Glad you got heresafely. | seeyou haveyoungReggie
with you, how are you{They shake hands)\nd who'’s this?

Mr. Maybecq: Meet Bertie from Miss Grimcheck’s antique shop - he stowed away.

Reggie: So we are havingto put up with him. (REGGIEand BERTIEexchange
grimaces)

Silvester: | see- therewon’t be room for all of you andall of the luggagein the
carriage so perhapsyoungBertie could wait herewith someof the bags,and
I'll pop backfor him. Must geta move on - your visit to the Palaceis all
arranged.

Mr. Maybecq: Come on Reggie- my penis itching to scratchpaper! What a
wonderful place. Lead on, SilvestéAlll except BERTIE exit)

Bertie: Well of all the nerve. Leavingme hereto fry! (He takesout ink pot and,
making sure no-one is about, rubs the lid and GENIE appears)

Genie: Your wish is - oh | say! Well done young master - we've arrived!

Bertie: Thoughtl'd betterkeepyou posted- so far so good, and we're off to the
Palacelater - watchout! You’'d betterdisa....Oh, you have! (An Eastern
manstrolls on- FEZZO- in disguise- BERTIEpopsthe bottleinto his pocket
before FEZZO has a chance to see.)

Fezzo: Selam!Greetings,O wearytraveller. You mustbe in needof refreshment.
Now that you arein Zevkli you simply musttry the deliciousdelicacy for
which we are famous - a wonderful sweetmeat!

Bertie: Coo, it does look good, but | haven’t any cash on me.
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Fezzo:lt is our customto presentall our visitors with a free sample. Pleaseaccept
it with our compliments!

Bertie: Smashing!(He takes a piece of the sweetmeat and eats it)

Fezzo:lt's a pleasure! | believe you have journeyed all the way from England?

Bertie: Yes- Coo! It's hot here.(Yawns) Makesyou wantto dozeo.... (BERTIE
falls asleepand at this point FEZZO s joined by the FOREIGNMAN from
the ship)

Foreign Man: Is he dead?

Fezzo:No, but hewill sleepfor half anhouror more. Quickly, thisis whatl have
waited so long to possefiaking hold of the writing box)

Foreign Man: (snatchingit back) You? No! | HAVE WAITED FOR THIS
MOMENT! THE POWER IS HERE!

Fezzo:Wait - THIS is NOT the moment. | mustreturnquickly to my duties. No
suspicion must be aroused. We shall meet later.

Foreign Man: (looking at BERTIE) And him? Shalll finish him off? - he’'sa
trouble-maker?

Fezzo:No! | saidwe mustNOT do anythingto arousesuspicion- he will be dealt
with in due course(They chuckle evilly together)

Foreign Man: (as theyleave) Sweetdreams,child! Ha, ha, ha.. (to FEZZO)
Yengi!

Fezzo: Yengi! * (They makea silly secretsign, such as touching right palms
together twice) [*Yengi = Victory]

(Whilst BERTIEsleepsthereis a dreamsequencend he is seendancingwith at
least one camel, cakescomefloating by and MISS GRIMCHECK appears,
chaseBERTIEandtakesawaythe cakes.Scendo beadlib butfunny
Any lighting effectscan be employedput sceneendswith BERTIE sleeping
on the luggage. Dream sequence music)

Silvester: (arrives) | say,wake-up,youngWorthy. Hasthe journeybeentoo much
for you?

Bertie: (verydrowsily dragginghimselfup) En?What?l wasso hot and (yawning)
tired.

Silvester: Bestfoot forward,lad, the Padisahmustnot be keptwaiting. (Sceneends
as they exit with luggage)

CURTAIN

SCENE 2. (Inside Palace in an Ante-chamber)

Mr. Maybecq: How magnificent! Did you ever see such splendour, Reggie?

Reggie:lt's absolutely top-hole, Uncle. Quite takes the breath away.

Mr. Maybecq: Theold penwill be pushedo describethislot! Oh! (He laughsat
his own joke)Get it? Pen - pushed - me - pen-pusher!
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Reggie:Oh! Ratherl(snort)Ha! ha! hal(snort) What a wag you are Uncle.

Fezzo: (entersand bows) Gentlemen. Allow me to introduce myself - Fezzo-
Court Chamberlainand Royal Tasterto his Magnificence- The Padisahof
ZeVvkii.

Mr. Maybecq: How do you do.(They bow to each other)

Reggie: How do you do too, | mean,how do you do. (Theybow twice to each
other)

Fezzo: Ah, herecomesthe honourablegentlemanMr. Silvester,with, | presume,
your young friend. Dear, dear, the boy does look tired.

Silvester: (enterswith BERTIE) Herewe are- Bertiewassoundasleepon thetrunk
when | returned for him(BERTIE tries to speak to MAYBECQ)

Mr. Maybecq: Gladyou've arrived,| (BERTIEftries to interrupt, without success)
didn’'t want to meet the Sultan without (BERTIE tries again, only to be
quietened by REGGIBpur support.

Bertie: MR. MAYBECQ!

Mr. Maybecq: (startled)Yes?!

Reggie:Bertie!

Bertie: I'm sorry, Mr. Maybecq, but | have to tell you that somethingawful
happenedvhilst | wasdozing- and| couldn’t help it - musthave beerthe
heat....

Reggie:(severelyWHAT happened, Bertie?

Bertie: (sheepishly)Yhe writing box disappeared.

Mr. Maybecq: }

Reggie: } WHAT?

Bertie: It wasn’t my fault, really! It's so HOTere!

Mr. Maybecq: (to FEZZO) Havewe cometo a beautiful,but lawlesscountry? Is
this beauty too good to be true?

Fezzo: (humbly) Oh, sire! | shallinstigateanimmediateinvestigation! Pleasebe
so kind as to describethe missingitem and | shall senda small army of
seekers to find it.

Mr. Maybecq: (calminga little) Well, that’s very civil of you. It's just a rather
batteredbut jolly handy,brown woodenwriting box. Costme a packet,on
accountof it's greatage,you know. (He signals the size of box with his
hands)

Fezzo:l shall go at once. Rest assured that every effort will be made to find it.

Mr. Maybecq: Thank you.

Fezzo: Be good enoughto wait here for his Magnificence, gentlemen. His
entouragewill appearat any moment. Kindly wearthesespecialspectacles.
(He takesdark glassedrom a servantwho hasbeenstandingwith themon a
cushion)
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Bertie: (surprised) What For?

Reggie:You'll get “what for” any minute now!

Fezzo:(ignoring BERTIE) The Magnificence’spresencas too muchfor visitors’
eyes. The glasses are a precaution.

Bertie: He must be a real flash-HarryREGGIE gives him a stern look)

(Before REGGIE can quashBERTIEthe fanfaresplay, the sceneopenson to the
throne-roomand the parade of the entouragebegins. Numbersof servants
etc. carry the PADISAHIn on a litter whichis restedon a specialbase
which becomes a throne).

SONG:CEREMONIAL SONG (entry of PADISAH’S entourage)

Slaves: Selam, selam! Azam Padisah!

Protectors are we of the Padisah,
None shall assail him from near or far.
Bow with due solemnity

Respect his unique dignity.

Sound the loudest Oompah!

Selam, selam, su Padisah!

Shield all eyes from his eminence!
His pathway must take precedence.
He is the true magnificence!

Oracle of providence!

Sound the loudest Oompah!

Selam, selam, su Padisah!

THE PADISAHis richly attired and sits motionlesswhilst beingfannedwith huge
fans, and very well-covereddancinggirls do a routine for him. Scopefor a
rich imaginationhere! The musicendsand the girls finish in a line at the
side of the stage. PADISAHwavesapproval and the visitors applaud. To
everyone’saastonishmentthe PADISAHthen peelsoff his robes,removesis
headgear,and appearsto all intentsand purposesto be an ordinary city
gentlemarin a plain suit, or evenblazerandwhite flannelsif preferred. He
walks over to the visitors.

Padisah: My, my, it's goodto get theceremonialover. GoodafternoonSilvester,
won’t you present your guests to me?

Silvester: (bowing)Goodafternoonsire. Allow meto introducemy cousin,Horace
Maybecq, the celebrated travelogue writer.

Mr. Maybecq: Your Magnificence. | havetakentheliberty of bringingyou a copy
of my most recent book, on the subject of the Ar¢8ciltan nods)

Silvester: His nephew, Reginald Maybecq.

Reggie:(bowing)Your Magnificence!

Silvester: Young Egbert Worthy.
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Bertie: (bowingand holding on to his glasses) How do - you cancall me Bertie.
And is it safe to take these goggles off yet?

Padisah: (laughing) Oh, please! We only do it to impressour enemies! But | can
seethatwe arefirm friendsalready. Comeandsit by me,youngBertie. You
remind me of my fag at Eton. (He claps his handsand the dancersamaze
everyoneby whipping off their robes,to revealthat theyare dressedas tea-
room waitressesand three of themare dressedelegantlyand form a string
(or othermusical)trio. Theysit in a cornerand proceedto play). Teatime!
(Tea is served and of course BERTIE is in his element)

Mr. Maybecq: Forgive me sayingso, sir, but this is just aboutthe most unlikely
scene | could ever imagine in a Padisah’s Palace.

Padisah: Let me explain. As a child I wastakento Englandfor refugefrom the
coupwhich waseffectedin my Grandfather'sime Therel wasfirst caredfor
by a dearNanny, and later sentto boarding-school. When a counter-coup
restoredmy kingdomto me in recentyearsl! felt the needfor much-loved
English tea-timesand so there we are! (Indicating the waitressesand
musicians) do hope it makes you feel at home.

Mr. Maybecq: Oh indeed. How fascinating!

Reggie:Spiffing! (snort!) - (MAYBECQ glares at REGGIE)

Bertie: Coo! Smashingcakes! (PADISAHlaughs, MAYBECQIlooks indulgently
and REGGIElooksembarrassedCan| aska question? (REGGIEgiveshim
a glare, as BERTIE’S mouth is full as he speaks)

Padisah: Ask away.

Bertie: Are thereforty thievesin those pots{Pointing to large pastel-coloured
urns at the back of the set)

Padisah: (roaring with laughter) | do hopenot! They containthe richesof my
kingdom - the unique spiceswhich flavour our equally unique sweetmeats,
renowned the world over!

Bertie: Coo!

Padisah: Now it is time for meto leaveyou. You will enjoya stayin my palace.
Fezzowill showyou to your quarters. Tomorrowyou shall visit our famous
sweetmeat factory.

Bertie: Smashing!

Padisah: And in the evening you shall attend the Feast of the Bergamudi.

Bertie: | like parties - is it your birthday?

Padisah: How perceptiveof you! You shall sharemy Bergamudi.(He exits with
only a fanfare, and everybody bowing)

Bertie: Coo - that's my favourite! With chips and sauce!

Silvester: What are you talking about?

Bertie: Burger and chips!
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Silvester: (loftily) The Feastof the Bergamudiis a rare,sweetdelicacy,which is
only served on His Magnificence’s birthday. It is a unique type of pear.

Bertie: Oh well, that sounds tasty - bet we get sheep’s eyes and chips first!

(All the travellers are being usheredout butREGGIE remonstratesvith BERTIE
before they leave the stage)

Reggie: Will you pleasestop trying to showus up! You're nothing but trouble!
Stowing away, gettingthe writing box stolen,and now cheekingthe Sultan!
I've hadenoughof your nonsensel(He stalksoff after the others- BERTIEis
unabashedefishesin his pocketand pulls out the inkpot, but beforehe can
summonthe GENIE he hearssomeoneomingand hidesbehindone of the
pots)

(FOREIGNMAN and FEZZOentersneakily- FOREIGNMAN is dressedas oneof
the Palace Flunkies - they look about them to make sure the coast is clear)

Fezzo: At long last, the poweris within our grasp! We shall gain control of this
land once again, and it's sweetmeatempire. Your Grandfathershall be
avenged. Quickly, openthe box! (FOREIGNMAN opensbox, takesout ink
pot and rubs vigorously. BERTIE is watchingwith bated breath. Nothing
happens. He tries again FEZZO snatchespot) Give it to me you
incompetenfool! (He hasno successand so he rummagesn the box, finds
the sand container and rubs that. Nothing again) So, yet againyou have
failed in your mission! You fool! You fool!

Foreign Man: Shhh! You are far too precipitatewith your defeatism! | havea
plan.

Fezzo:Your plans are worthless!

Foreign Man: Hear me out. Is not tomorrow night the Feast of the Bergamudi?

Fezzo:So? Our Padisah will be surrounded by his friends and servants.

Foreign Man: Exactly - andthatincludesyou and me. | shall gain accesgo the
kitchenand will secretea few dropsof deadlypoisononto the Bergamudi,
and mark the spot with a cherry. A little extra decorationwill neverbe
noticed.

Fezzo:(panicking) But | amCourtTaster! How canl be surethatl shallbe safe?|
have to take the first mouthful!

Foreign Man: Trustme! Quickly, someonepproaches.(Theyexitand REGGIE
walks through with MR. MAYBECQ and SILVESTER looking for BERTIE

Reggie:He doesn’'t seem to be here. Oh dear, what is he up to now?

Mr. Maybecq: Probably raiding the orchard - let's go and g&ley exit)

(BERTIE emerges from behind pot, rubbing ink pot)

Genie: Your wish - no! my wish has been granted! This dear, dear Palace!

Bertie: You've got meto thankfor that. The writing box was stolenbut your pot
was safely in my pocket.
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Genie: Ah, that accounts for the curious aroma of peppermints mixed with conkers.

Bertie: Nevermind that. How am | going to stop old Fezzoand his friend from
poisoningthe Bergamudiand marking the spotwith a cherry, so that Fezzo
will know which bit to taste safely?

Genie: Simple - you place anothercherry on the dish. Forgive me, all this
excitementhas given me dyspepsia- | must go and inhale that minty air
again.

Bertie: Genius! | don’'t understan{iGENIE has gone)Or do 1?(He brightens)

(BLACKOUT)

SCENE 3. (The same)

(The great birthday party, or Feastof Bergamudi,is in full swing. The dancing
girls are just finishing their danceand as the applausediesdown one of the
servants announces the special birthday entertainment)

Servant. Your Magnificence. Ladies and gentlemen. All the way from the
Metropolis,wherethey havetoppingthe bill at the ‘Alhambra’, herenow to
entertainyou with their latestcomic song- The Two Jacks! (Enthusiastic
applauseandthetwo ‘arty’ typescomeboundingin wearingeccentricsafari
costumes)

Jack 1: Hello, hello, hello - wonderful to be here on this very special occasion.

Jack 2: Very special occasion!

Jack 1:Yes, indeed, and you may wonder why we are called “The Two Jacks”.

Jack 2: Because we're a couple of cardfrum - boom, boom)

Jack 1:1 was going to say that, Jack!

Jack 2: Ah, but | HAD to say that, Jack!

Jack 1: Why’s that, Jack?

Jack 2: Because I'M - the - leaderof the pack, Jack (Boom,boom! Pointsto
badge on shirt)

Jack 1: What a lot of sand we’ve seen today!

Jack 2: | haven’'tseenso muchsandsincel cleanedout my budgie’scage!(Boom,
boom)

Jack 1: They(the audiencedlon’t wish to know that, Jack!

Jack 1: }

Jack 2: }But we’ll NOT kindly leave the stage!

Jack 1:But seriously we do love sand.

Jack 2: Yes, we do, we do.

Jack 1: Let’s let them into the secret of our favourite sand-game, shall we?

Jack 2: Do let’s - (to band) thankyou Maestros..(Theysing and gain audience
participation)
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SONG:LET'S GO HUNTING FOR THE AARDVARK
Chorus: Let’s go hunting for the aardvark,
Let’'s go hunting for the aardvark,
With a shovel in the hand,
Go prodding in the sand, oh
Let’'s go hunting for the aardvark.

We love hunting for the aardvark,
We love hunting for the aardvark,
Oh the sport of kings is grand,
But give us lots of sand and
We’'ll go hunting for the aardvark!

Chorus: Let’s go hunting for the aardvark,
Let’'s go hunting for the aardvark,
With a shovel in the hand,
Go prodding in the sand, oh
Let’'s go hunting for the aardvark.
Jack 1: I'll bet half of them don’t know what an aardvark looks like.
Jack 2: | just happenghat| havea photographof oneright here(He producesa
piece of sandpaper)
Jack 1:1 can’t see anything but sand!
Jack 2: (lookinghard at the sandpaper)| know - thelittle tinker burrowedjustasl
shapped him - but he’s there, somewhere!
2 Jacks: Let’s go hunting for the aardvark,
It's great fun hunting for the aardvark,
Though by desert sun you're tanned
Take a shovel in your hand, and
We'll all go hunting for the aardvark.
Chorus...
(MAYBECQ stepsforward and during vamp music he attacks JACK 1, to the
bemusement of the PADISAH).
Maybecq: | say, my man,you’ve got it all wrong, you know! That songis quite
MISLEADING!
Jack 1: Oh? How come, sir?
Maybecq: Well, the jolly old aardvarkactually burrows in EARTH, not sand.
When | was out in...
Jack 2: (interrupting) You tryin’ to ruin our act?
Maybecq: Not at all - it's a catchy song, but MISLEADING.
Jack 2: For your information,guvnor,we’re doin’ our bit for conservation.Nowit
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wouldn’t do for your poorold aardvarksto be dug up by the dozen,so we
gets everyone diggin’ the SAND as 'armless as bathin’ beauties at Bognor.

Maybecq: Oh, | see! Well done! Carry on, chaps!

2 Jacks: There’s not much meat on an aardvark,

It's not at all a treat to eat an aardvark,
But the thrill is just the same

As the hunting of big game

Oh, we do love hunting for the aardvark!

Chorus...(plus audience participation)

(Fanfaresherald the arrival of the Bergamudidish. Servantsand officials headthe
paradeand eventuallythe FOREIGNMAN enterscarrying the all-important
dish. BERTIEmanagedo trip him up as he goespast,and whilst the others
are helpinghim up BERTIEslipsa secondcherryon to the dish,and handsit
to FOREIGN MAN, all the confusion being the “cover”)

Foreign Man: A thousand pardons, your Magnificence!

Padisah: (smiling) No harm done- Royal Taster,performyour duty! (FEZZO
steps forward rather reluctantly, he looks at the Bergamudi, seestwo
cherries,and looks appealingtowards FOREIGN MAN, who rolls his eyes
and shrugs) Comeon Fezzo,we are all waiting. My mouthis watering-
take that delicious morselwith the cherryon it. (Thereis a drum roll -
FEZZO tentativelytakesup the spoonand hesitates- almostchoosingone
cherry,thenchanginghis mind and eatsthe otherone. With greatdramahe
expires. Consternation all round)

Bertie: Thatwasmeantfor you, sir, andthere’sthe onewho plannedt. (Pointingto
FOREIGNMAN, whotries to makea dashfor it. TheTWOJACKSleapinto
action to grab him but he pulls out a gun. As he backs away he shouts:)

Foreign Man: You shall not take mgHe pulls off his false beard)

Bertie: Look, Reggie, it's old Wee Willie Winkie!

Padisah:It's Sugar-Chops Yashti!

Yashti: How dareyou! I'm Viso Yashtiand| shall avengemy Grandfather. He
claimedthis island for his dynastyand| shall regainit andit's sweetmeat
emporiums! (Crash! he knocksover one of the pots, which revealsthe twin
GENIE. BERTIE managesto rub the ink pot and summonhis GENIE at
preciselythe sametime. Thetwo GENIES,urgedby BERTIE,go into action
and, pointing at YASHTI, cause him to become stupefied)

Bertie: Coo! You nearly had another coup!

Padisah:| feel the need for an explanation!

Bertie: (very fast and getting pretty breathlessby the end) It's a long story, but
becauséseniusl from this ink pot neededo find his twin (GENIE 1 bows)
Genius2 (GENIE 2 bows)who got lost in a coup, | hadto stow-awaywith
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Reggieandhis uncleHoraceso| could help look for Genius2 whenwe got
here. | overheardthe plan betweenhim (points to Yashti) and Fezzoto
poison your beefburger,so | confusedFezzoby addinga secondmarker-
cherry and he ate the wrong one - or maybein the circumstancesthe right
one....

Padisah:Ink-pots, Genies - you've lost me, | fear.

Bertie: And the ink pot would have beerost too if | hadn’t nicked it out of the
writing box beforethosetwo stoleit. (Offstagethereis a commotion. MISS
GRIMCHECK is shouting and she struggles in)

Miss Grimcheck: That's him. I'd know his prattle anywhere.(Appearing) I've
caught up with you at last, you unscrupulous boy!

Bertie: Coo! Miss Grimcheck!

Reggie: }

Mr. Maybecq: } Miss Grimcheck!

Padisah:Nanny!

Everyone: Nanny?

Miss Grimcheck: Master Xerxes!

Padisah: (leavinghis throneand huggingher) Whatawonderfulsurprise! We lost
touchsomanyyearsago. You alwaysusedto call me an unscrupulousoy,
when | had been bad.

Miss Grimcheck: And so you were an unscrupulousboy at times. But you've
grown up nonethe worsefor my scoldings- unlike this badlad! (Meaning
BERTIE)

Padisah: You do him an injustice - he hassavedmy life and foiled dark plans
againstmy kingdom. (MISS GRIMCHECK looks incredulous. The TWO
JACKS have taken over FOREIGN MAN, holding him under arrest)

Bertie: And you two were coppers all the time weren’t you?

Jack 1: That’s right, sonny. We’ve had our eyes on this character for some time.

Jack 2: He’s wantedback homefor subversiveactivities, and we've beentailing
him in plain clothes.

Bertie: Well, if those are plain clothes, I'd love to see you in fancy dress!

Reggie:I've got it! You two were in the auction room, and in the antique shop.

Mr. Maybecq: And entertaining on the ship.

Jack 1:}

Jack 2: } That was us!

Padisah: SugarChops! You oughtto spendthe rest of your life closeto your
belovedsweetmeats working in the factory, but | think British justice will
deal more fairly with you - take him away! (theylead him off and guards
carry out the “Body”)

Bertie: And you two Genies have found each other at last.
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Genie 1: Indeed,and as everywherethereare now gasor electriclamps,we shall
retire to the peace and tranquillity of an oil-lamp.
Genie 2:Tell me, brother, what happened to you during our last frantic assignment”
Genie 1: | shouldbe askingwhat happenedo YOU when| said“Let’s jump into
the ink pots.”
Genie 2:(sheepishlyDh!! | thought you said - “Jump into the PINK pots!!”
Bertie: You're aright potty pair! Thanks,Genius,for all your help, and thanks
both of you for wrappingup thatvillain. (To PADISAH)Your Mag.,canyou
find a cosyold oil lampfor the Geniesto live in? They’ll keepyour kingdom
safe for you always.
Padisah: It will bemy pleasure thereareseverakuitablelampsdownin thecellar.
Perhaps you magical gentlemen....But where are they?
Bertie: Coo! They've both gone! Don’t worry, your Mag., old Geniushasa habit
of doing that. They’ll turn up if ever you really need them.
Mr. Maybecq: Your Magnificencemay | thankyou for a sensationavisit to your
kingdom.
Reggie:Hear, hear(snort) Rather!
Mr. Maybecq: (with a perplexedglanceat REGGIE) Yes,indeed. As a resultof
this visit, in future | shall be abandoning travelogues.
Padisah:Oh surely not. You cannot turn your back on such a successful career.
Mr. Maybecq: Ah! your Magnificence,but | can! Fromnow onit'll be “Horace
Maybecq, the celebrated mystery writer!”
Padisah: And | wish you all success.This hasbeenatruly memorabléeirthdayfor
me - thank you all for sharing it with me.
Bertie: 'Scuse me, your Mag.
Padisah:Bertie?
Bertie: As it IS your birthday....
Padisah:Yes?
Bertie: Would you mind if we all sang “Happy Birthday to you?”
Padisah: (obviouslythrilled) Oh, pleasedo! It will remindme of happybirthdays
back in my nursery with Nanny and all my friends!
Miss Grimcheck: Bertie - now that’s an idea of a genius! (taking charge of the
singing) Everyone! One, twdall sing) -
Happy Birthday to you,
Happy Birthday to you,
Happy Birthday, dear
(All pause, not knowing which name to use and MISS GRIMCHECK Xiag®s!
All: Happy Birthday to you!
(CURTAIN)
THE END
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