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PRODUCTION NOTES

This is a play set in Victorian days in a fishing port.

Therearefour scenes. Scenesl and 3 areseton the docks. Victorian houses
paintedon cardboardandstandingalongthe backwall could be madeto look
asif they are acrossthe river, and fairy lights behindthe windows can be
switchedon for the night time scene. If a stageis available,the river could
run acrossthe floor in front of it with areasfor the railway workers
downstageaight andthe herringgirls downstagdeft. The upturnedhull of a
boatcanbe madefrom cardboardMasts,netting, boats,seagullsetc. canbe
made and put around the acting and the audience area.

Scene? is in the workhouseand needsonly to be dingy andbare. A washingline
slung across the stage is enough to create the right impression.

Scenél is in the Marrington'shouseandanimpressionof Christmasandwealthcan
be easilycreatedwith adecoratedChristmadreeandperhapshairsor atable
draped with rich material.

Therearesevensongsaswell asopportunitiesfor dance,mime andcarol singing.
A solo voice singing or a recorderplaying a folk songaboutfishing is an
effective opening.



MUSIC

MUSIC

MUSIC

MUSIC

MUSIC

MUSIC

MUSIC

THE SONGS.

1 is a working chant by the railway men which will harmonise with a
similar working song by the herring girlfWorking Song).

2 is a faster, lively market day song involving a large crowd of
townspeople and possibly incorporating a dar{@Gome to the Market)

3 is sung by the pickpocket gang and some of the townspeople if
necessary, the children joining in as they ¢aving in the Workhouse)

4 is a comedy song sung by the workhouse children (who may be able to
double up as townspeople), and involving impressions of Miss Rumble
and Miss Bustle by two of them(A Clean Road).

5 is sung by the fish chorus and could incorporate a mime of the fish
gutting dream machine which the herring girls have been talking about.
(The Life of a Herring).

6 is a sad song sung while the children are in prigd/herever there's a
Dream).

7 is a big Victorian Christmas finale numbéBecause it's Christmas).

There are two opportunities for carols to be brought in.

In the market scene a folk dance and music could be included.









WHEREVER THERE'S A DREAM
by Liz Stockley

Music by Chris Wilcock

SCENE 1. The Docks.

(It is morning and the RAILWAY WORKERSenter singing their working song.
They moveup into their area and start work, timing their actionsto their
singing. The HERRINGGIRLS then enter singing their songand likewise
start work. The two songsharmoniseso that they can start togetherafter
they'veeachdonea verseseparately. Theycould danceas well. Thesong
comes to an abrupt halt when the OVERSEER enters).

MUSIC 1 -WORKING SONG

Herring Girls: The whip of the wind and the sting of the salt,
We work in the sun and the snow and the rain,
When anything's wrong it is always our fault,
But there's no-one to listen if we complain.

Our hair is full of the smell of the fish.

Our fingers are sore with the salt of the sea,

We stand in the cold and we dream and we wish
For a life with the time to be happy and free.

Railway Workers:  Working every day,
Working our lives away,
Working without enough pay,
Working every day,
Working our lives away.
In the rain and the wind in the morning.

Herring Girls: Dreaming every day,
Sorrows will fly away,
Time to be glad and gay,
Time to be free.



Railway Boys: Dreaming every day,
Happy to rest and stay
In the warmth of the sun,
Every morning.

(These last two verses are repeated, but sung at the same time.)

Overseer. Whatevers goingon here? Getbackto work all of you or you'll be on
half pay for the week!

(Theyall startwork, silently, perhapsto a singledrumbeatkeepingthemin rhythm,
and as the OVERSEER exits SL, the four children enter. POLLY is crying).

Ellen: Oh, Polly. Pleasestopit! It's badenoughwithout havingyou howling all
the time.

Polly: 1 want Mummy!

Tom: Well it's no goodwanting. You've just got to getusedto the fact thatshe's
not here.

Harry: We all have. It's just as bad for the rest of us.

Ellen: Oh,don'tbetoo hardon her,boys. She'sonly young,shecan'tunderstand.
Cheer up, Polly. At least we've got each other.

Tom: Do you want me to carry the baby for a while, Ellen? It's been a long way.

(ELLEN hands the BABY to TOM and they stand for a moment looking around).

Harry: Look. Therearesomepeopleoverthere. Maybetheycantell uswherewe
could get work.

(They go across to the RAILWAY WORKERYS).

Tom: Excuseme,Sir. | wonderif theremightbeanywork here? My brotherandl
are good workers.

Harry: And we've no food, nor anywhere to stay.

1st Worker: Well now. You arein a pretty pickle, aren'tyou? Wherehaveyou
come from?

2nd Worker: And whereareyour parentsto be letting the four of you out alone
like this and the weather so cold?

Ellen: PleaseSir, there'sfive of us. (Sheholdsup the baby). Our fatheris dead
and our mother ....

Polly: (Starting to cry again).She's in prison.
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Ellen: Only it wasn't her fault. She was going to pay for the bread later

Tom: And we were also hungry.

Harry: And it was only a very little bit of bread.

Polly: And it wasn't fair!

1stWorker: All right, all right! She'snotthefirst to be putin prisonfor wantof a
few pennies. So you're all new to the town then?

Tom: We usedto live in afarm cottagealongthe coastbut whentheytook mother
away, the farmer needed it for some one else.

Harry: So we've come into town to find work.

2nd Worker: Thetown'sno placefor afamily of youngsters.You'd be bestto stay
in the country. This is hard, hard work.

3rd Worker: Start at first light, work till dark until you think your back's breaking.

4th Worker: Your hands are bleeding, the wind's like ice whipping your face.

3rd Worker: You daren't stop in case the boss sees you.

4th Worker: And all for three pence a day!

1st Worker: It's true. Thisis no life. Go backto the country. And goodluck to
you all.

(Thosewho have stoppedstart work again, perhapschantinganotherbit of their
song. The CHILDREN wander over to the HERRING GIRLS).

1st Girl: Well, my dears. What can we do for you?

Ellen: Please, ma‘'am, we're looking for work.

Harry: And a place to stay.

Polly: And something to eat!

1st Girl: My word! You'll belucky to find all thatroundhere. Especiallyfor so
many of you.

2nd Girl: You're very young to have a baby, aren't you?

Ellen: She's my sister. I'm looking after her for the moment.

1st Girl: Listenmy dear. The docksareno placeto be out alonewith a babyand
all theselittle ones. Thesestreetsare dangerous.Go backwhereyou came
from.

2nd Girl:  And gutting herring is hard. You never get the smell off your skin.

3rd Girl:  And your hands get sore and bleeding from the salt and the sea water.

4th Girl:  And whenthere'sa big catchwe haveto work all night aswell to getthe
fish salted down before they go rotten.

1stGirl: And all for afew pence. Not enoughto keepafleaalive. Go backto the
country, that's my advice.

Tom: But we can't. We'veno home,no family, no money. There'snothingto go
back for.



1st Girl:  Thenit's the workhousefor you. At leastyou'll be safeenoughthere.
You'll get a roof over your heads and something to eat.

(Thereis the soundof a bell ringing, peopleshoutingand perhapsmusicsuchas a
barrel organ, tin whistle or concertina).

Tom: What's that noise?

1st Girl:  It's marketday today. Go andsee;the little ones'lllike that. You pass
through the square on your way to the workhouse.

2nd Girl:  There'sa specialChristmasmarkettodaysoit'll be busy. But watchout
for pickpockets.

(Curtainsopento revealthe marketscene. Traderswith basketscrowdsof people,
noise and bustle).

MUSIC 2 - COME TO THE MARKET

Come to the market and see all the fun,

There's something that's certain to please everyone,
Bonnets for granny and fish for the cat,

Ribbons and laces for trimming your hat.

Come to the market, the year's growing old,
Come to the market, come out of the cold.

Come to the market, come to the fair,

There's brooches and bracelets and clips for your hair,
Candy and apples and cinnamon sticks,

Jugglers and acrobats all doing their tricks.

Come to the market, come to the fair,

The new Punch and Judy show's bound to be there,
Come and buy turkeys and turnips for tea,

And presents for Christmas to tie on the tree.

(Towardsthe end of the songthe rich MARRINGTONFamily comesin - LORD
and LADY MARRINGTON,their daughter FLORENCE, and LIZZIE the
maid. Theystartlookingaroundat the goodsfor salewhile the action of the
Market continuesaround themand the songis still being sungquietly by a
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smallgroup. The CHILDREN standwatching,amazedoy all this. Suddenly
two of the PICKPOCKETS dart in and steal a purse from LORD
MARRINGTON'S pocket).

Lord M: Oy! Stop! Stop thief! Catch those boys!

(TheCROWDtakesup the shout. ThePOLICEMENTrun in, blowingwhistles there
is a chase during which one of the PICKPOCKETS, unseenby the
POLICEMEN but seenby the CHILDREN, throws the purseinto the river.
The POLICEMEN capture the PICKPOCKETS).

Policeman1: Right, you little goodfor nothings. This timeyou won't be getting
away.

Policeman 2: We've had an eye on you for quite a while.

Policeman 1: Are these the lads, Sir?

Lord M: They are indeed, Officer. | think you'll find my money hidden
somewhere amongst their rags.

Policeman 1: Well, let's have a look, shall we?

(They search the BOYS who wriggle and shout a bit. No purse).

Lord M: There'snodoubtaboutit. Thesearetheboys. Thereareplentyof people
herewho sawthem. Look! Ask thesechildren;they were standinghereall
the time.

Policeman 1. You heardwhat the gentlemansaid. Theseboys stole his purse,
didn't they?

Policeman 2: No use denying it. We know they did.

Ellen: (Seeing the BOYS' faced)ell, we really ....

Tom: No. We didn't see anything.

Policemanl: No goodaskingthelikes of them. They'reall the same thesestreet
children. Good for nothing!

Tom: We're not street children!

Policeman2: Oh, we'renot streetchildren,aren'twe? Well, we canseethatfrom
your beautiful clothesand your cleanfaces. You'll be telling me you'rethe
aristocracy next, | suppose.

Ellen: We're from the country, Sir. We're looking for the workhouse.

Lord M: Listen,Officer. We haven'tgottime to wastelike this. Are you goingto
arrest these boys or aren't you?

Policeman 1: Not quite that easy, Sir. No evidence and no witness, you see.

Lord M: (To the CROWND)But surely some of you saw it? You must have done.
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(They all shake their heads and muttdpn”, etc.).

Florence: Oh Daddy,let'sgo. It's horrible here. And thosechildrenare just so
dirty.

Lady M: Don't say that, darling. They can'treally help being so dirty. They
probably haven't got anywhere to wash.

Florence: Thenthey shouldgo to the workhouseand get washedthere. They're
horrible. And | want to go home.

Polly: We're not horrible! And | don't like you!

Policeman1: Now then! That'senoughof thatkind of talk! It's abouttime you
did what the young lady suggests and get yourselves off to the workhouse.

Policeman2: The likes of you aren'twelcomeon thesestreets. Don't let me see
you about here again!

(The CROWD starts to disperse and at last only the CHILDREN are left)

Ellen: Which way do you think it is to the workhouse?
Tom: | don't know, we should have asked someone.
Harry: And now they've all gone. And it's so freezing cold.
Polly: No, here's someone. Look!

(The PICKPOCKETGANG run in. Two of themlower one down to the river to
retrieve the purse. The CHILDREN watch).

Ellen: Excuse me, can you tell us the way to the workhouse?
Pickpocket 1: What do you want to go there for?

Pickpocket 2: It's awful there!

Pickpocket 3: They make you eat cockroaches there!
Pickpocket 4. And rats!

(POLLY starts crying again).

Ellen: Oh, hush, Polly. Don't tell her that.

Tom: We'vegotto gothere. There'snowhereelsefor us. And we can'tmanageon
our own with the little ones and the baby.

Pickpocket 1: Well, you wouldn't catch me there, that's for sure!

Pickpocket 3: Wait a minute. You'rethe oneswho told the policemanyou hadn't
seen anything, aren't you?

Tom: | didn't like those policemen.

Pickpocket 2: But you HAD seen us take the man's purse.
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Tom: Well, sort of.

Pickpocket 1: Seemdo methatonegoodturn deservesanother. Comeon. We'll
show you the way to the workhouse.

Pickpocket 3: And don't worry. It's not that bad.

Pickpocket 1: That's what you think!

Pickpocket 2: Listen. We'll tell you all about it.

MUSIC 3 - LIVING IN THE WORKHOUSE

Cockroach in your dinner.
Beetles in your bed,
Daytime full of misery
Night time full of dread
Did you see a werewolf?
Could there be a ghost?
Living in the workhouse
Is really not the most.

Living in the workhouse,
No time to have a snooze,
Living in the workhouse
Is not the life we'd choose.

Clean up all the nasties,

Where the dirt is thick

Where the rain is leaking in
Where the cats's been sick,

Have you scrubbed the fireplace?
Searched the bed for fleas?
Living in the workhouse

Is not a life of ease.

(They exit to set off for the workhouse).



SCENE 2 The Workhouse.

(MISS RUMBLE, who is fat and loud, is sitting on a raised dais centre stage,
shoutinginstructionsto a group of WORKHOUSESIRLSwho are scrubbing
an invisible wall/window facing the AUDIENCE. They have cloths and
buckets).

Miss Rumble: Number 54, come here!

(One of the GIRLS, Number54, leavesthe othersand comesover, carrying her
bucket and cloth).

Miss Rumble: | thoughtas much. You havegot a spot of dirty water on your
pinafore. You careless child!

No. 54: I'm sorry, Miss Rumble.

Miss Rumble: Sorry! | shouldthink you are. This workhousehas seenfit to
provide you with beautiful clothes and you treat them like that.

No. 54: | didn't mean to, Miss Rumble.

Miss Rumble: You don't deserveany clothesif you can'tkeepthem clean,you
wicked girl. What am | always telling you?

No. 54: Please, Miss Rumble, the road to heaven is a clean road.

Miss Rumble: Indeedit is, child, and thosewith dirty clotheswill not be on it.
Now get back to work. And tomorrow morning you will bring me that
pinafore and | shall expect it to be spotless.

No.54: Yes,Miss Rumble. Thankyou, Miss Rumble. (Shecurtsiesandgoesback
to join the others who are still scrubbing).

Miss Rumble: You'll haveto scrubharderthanthat, girls. It won't do, not at all.
And if you haven't finished by supper time, then there won't be any supper!

(Thesoundof MISSBUSTLE'Svoiceis heardshoutingandthe group of BOY Swith
besombroomsenter sweepingthe path outside,i.e. the floor in front of the
stage. MISS BUSTLE follows them in. She is thin and hyperactive).

Miss Bustle: Sweeptwo threefour! Sweepwo threefour! Getonwith it, you
lazy good-for-nothings! | can still seedust on this path. Sweepharder!
Number 66, why aren't you sweeping?

No. 66: Please, Miss Bustle, my broom's broken.

Miss Bustle: Broken? Broken? You meanyou have,in your abjectcarelessness,
brokena valuablepieceof workhousesquipment! You shouldbe ashamedo
hold your head up!



No. 66: I'm sorry, Miss Bustle. It just sort of broke off in my hand. | was
sweeping so hard.

Miss Bustle: But neverhard enough,boy! You can neverwork hard enough.
What am | always telling you?

No. 66: Please, Miss Bustle, the hardest work is the lightest load.

No. 65: (Under his breath).And you'd have to be really stupid to believe that!

Miss Bustle: What was that? Who spoke?

Boys: No one, Miss Bustle.

Miss Bustle: | find it hardto believethat. You area disgracefulandlazy bunchof
children. If | find the leastspeckof dustleft on this path, thenthere'll be
nothing but half rations of bread and water for the rest of the week!

(SheseedMISSRUMBLEandgoesup to meether, downstagdeft. TheCHILDREN
continue their work).

Miss Bustle: Oh dear, Miss Rumble, my nerves have been torn into pieces!

Miss Rumble: It's a very hardpath for us to tread, Miss Bustle, but we must
always remember our duty.

Miss Bustle: And not look for thanks, Miss Rumble.

Miss Rumble: Oh dearme, no. Thereare no thanksto be had from suchan
ungrateful, lazy bunch of ragamuffins, Miss Bustle.

Miss Bustle: Oh dear, Miss Rumble, | think | feel one of my turns coming on!

Miss Rumble: It's the stretchingof the nerves Miss Bustle. That's'swhatdoesit.
| feel just the same. Oh dear!

Miss Bustle: Ohdear! | think I shallhaveto go andpartakeof alittle refreshment.
For medicinal purposes, you understand.

Miss Rumble: Oh of course,purely medicinal! I'm afraid | may haveto do
likewise, Miss Bustle,if my poorlegswill carry measfar asthe parlour. Oh
dear!

Miss Bustle: Oh dear, oh dear, my poor nerves! Here, lean on me, Miss Rumble

(Theyexitand 2 of the CHILDREN [54 and 66 perhaps]takethelead partsin the
next song, doing impressions of them).

"Rumble": Come on girls! Scrub harder. It won't do!
Girls: Sorry, Miss Rumble!

"Rumble": What is the road to heaven, child?

Girl: It's a clean road, Miss Rumble!

"Bustle": And what makes the lightest load, children?
Boys: The hardest work, Miss Bustle!



"Bustle": Then work harder!
MUSIC 4 - A CLEAN ROAD

All: We haven't got a minute to stop and have a chat,
We've got to clean the kitchen and we've got to clean the cat,
We've got to scrub the windows and the ceiling and the floor,
And however much we clean for them, there'll always be some more,
We polish and we dust until we think we will explode,

Because:-
"Rumble" and "Bustle": What's the road to heaven?
All; It's a clean, clean road!

We've got to scrub the kitchen and the parlour and the sheds,
We've got to do the laundry and we've got to change the beds,
The dust that's in the attic, the spiders in the vault,

You can be completely certain it'll always be our fault.

We clean in every corner of this horrible abode.

Because:-
"Rumble" and "Bustle": What's the road to heaven?
All: It's a clean, clean road!

(At the end of the song, MISS RUMBLE and MISS BUSTLE enter with ELLEN,
POLLY, TOM and HARRY).

Miss Rumble: Line up!
Miss Bustle: Quickly now!

(The CHILDREN form lines and stand to attention).
Miss Rumble: You! There! Join on the end of the line!
Miss Bustle: And you boys, over there!

Ellen: Can't we stay together? We've never been split up before.
Miss Rumble: What? Boys and girls together! Never heard such nonsense.
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Polly: But | want my brothers!

Miss Bustle: Be quiet this instant,you naughtychild, or we shall put you in the
coal hole!

Miss Rumble: You two boys will join the railway workers first thing in the
morning after you've finished your cleaning.

Miss Bustle: And the girls will be gutting herring with the others.

Ellen: But what about Polly and the baby?

Miss Bustle: What aboutthem? That snivelling little girl is quite old enoughto
work andyou'll just haveto takethe babywith you. There'snowherehereto
leave a baby.

Miss Rumble: Now! Left turn and quick march. Hurry up!

(As they exit they start singing the work chantfrom SCENEL1: theyremoveany
workhouseprops, the lighting changesand the HERRINGGIRLSenterwith
any props necessaryto start work. ELLEN and POLLY follow themin,
looking lost).

1st. Girl:  You're new,aren'tyou, dear? Let me showyou whatto do. Make sure
your knife'ssharp. Slit the fish openlike this andtakeoutits innards,cut its
head off and pack it in the barrel. See?

Ellen: You make it look easy but the fish is so slippery.

2nd. Girl:  You'll getfasteratit. And your little sistercanpackthe saltdownover
the fish. Like this, look.

Polly: But it stings my hands. It's horrible and | want to go home.

Ellen: You'll getusedtoit, Polly. Pleasdry to bebrave. Here,why don'tyou look
after the baby for a while.

3rd. Girl: Oh, it's hard work, all right, but your handsget tough so you won't
notice. And at least it's a job.

4th. Girl: Sometimed think aboutthe new machinesny uncle saysthey havein
the wool factorywhereheworksin Yorkshire. He saysthey canwork much
faster.

1st. Girl: Maybe one day they'll make a machine to do this,

2nd. Girl: And we could all have a day off.

3rd. Girl: Yes! Justimagine.

(Theyall stopwork for a minute and sit down in "dreaming mode". The FISH
CHORUS enter).
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MUSIC 5 - THE LIFE OF A HERRING

The life of a herring, a life in the sea,

A herring is happy and lively and free,

We play with the shrimps where the water is cool,
We dart in the sunlight of current and pool.

Oh the life of a herring, a life in the sea,
The life of a herring's the life for me!

A herring is silver, a herring is gold,

A herring is happy and playful and bold,
Wherever the seaweed is blown in the spray
You'll see us in shoals as we jump and we play.

Far out in the ocean, close in to the shore,

We dart from the surface where waves leap and roar,
When fishing boats come then we race and we flee,
But if they should catch us we're good for your tea!

(As the FISH exit, the GIRLS wake up and start again. The OVERSEER comes in).

Overseer. Haveyou girls beenchatteringagain? This isn't muchto show for a
day'swork. You'd betterwork for an extra hour todayto makeit up. It's
always the same when any new ones start.

(He exits, ELLEN starts to cry).

Ellen: Oh, itisn't fair! | haven't been chattering. I'm so tired!
1st. Girl: Don't cry. It's not your fault. He says that every time a new girl starts.

(The workhouse boys enter with TOM and HARRY).

Tom: Come on, you two. It's time to finish.

Ellen: No it isn't. We've got to work an extra hour becausewe haven'tdone
enough.

Harry: But that's not fair. And you'll be too late for your supper.

Ellen: I'm sohungry. | don'tthink | canwork anotherday like this. Whatarewe
going to do? It's all so awful.

Tom: Working on the railway was awful too.
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Harry: | think we should go. | don't want to spend Christmas here

Ellen: But you know what those ladies said about running away from the
workhouse. It's not allowed. They'd only catch us and bring us back.

Tom: Not if we went at night. We could be well on our way beforethey knew
about it.

Ellen: But would it be any better?

Harry: ANYTHING would be better than this!

Tom: We'll work out how best to do it. Don't worry.

(The BOYS exit and the GIRLS carry on working).

Ellen: Oh,Polly, whatarewe to do? Motherwould be soupsetif sheknewwhatis
happening to us.

Polly: Don'tcry, Ellen. TomandHarrywill find away for usto escape.It'll beall
right and we'll all have Christmas together - somewhere.

SCENE 3. The docks.
(It is night time. TOM and HARRY run in).

Harry: Oh, wherearethe girls? If we don'tgetout of the town quickly we'll be
caught and sent back.

(There's a noise off).

Harry: What was that?

Tom: Don'tworry. It's only cats. You look overthereandseeif you canseethem
coming.

Harry: No signof them. But | canstill hearthatnoise. It doesn'tsoundquite like
cats.

Tom: HIDE! There's someone coming!

(They both hide and the GIRLS come in).

Ellen: I'm surethisis wherethe boysmeantusto meetthem. Canyou seeanyone,
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Polly?

Polly: | can't see anything, it's too dark. I'm scared, Ellen.

Ellen: Don't be scared. We'll soon be safe.

Tom: We'rehere,don'tworry. Comeon, we needto getout of town asquickly as
possible.

(The noise off is heard again. It soundslike a cat or a child crying. Theyall
freeze).

Harry: It's that noise again.

Polly: What is it?

Tom: It's just a cat. | told you. Come on!

Ellen: Wait a minute. It doesn't sound quite like a cat to me.

(They hear it again).

Polly: It's someone crying!
Tom: It's nothing to do with us. Come on. We've got to hurry!

(There is a louder cry and the sound of other voices).

Polly: We can't just go. Someone's in trouble. Let's go and see if we can help.
Tom: But there's not time!

Ellen: Come on, Tom. She's right. We can't just leave them.

Tom: It's too late, anyway. They're coming this way. Hide!

(The CHILDREN hide and the PICKPOCKETGANG enterwith FLORENCE the
daughterof therich family. Theyare teasingher and laughingat her, she's
trying to run away from them).

Florence: Go away! Leave me alone!

Pickpocket 1: But we thought you'd like a nice paddle.

Pickpocket 2: The water's lovely!

Pickpocket 3: And you'd get your clothes washed at the same time!
Florence: No, no! | don't want to. Go away!

(They start pushing her towards the edge of the dock).

Florence: Don't, | don't like water. | can't swim!
Pickpocket 4: Oh, it's not very deep. Just muddy!
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Florence: Go away! I'm frightened. Help!
(The CHILDREN come out of hiding).

Tom: Stop it! Leave her alone.

Pickpocket 1. Who says?

Pickpocket 2. Somebody else who wants a swim?

Ellen: It's not fair, bullying her like that.

Pickpocket 3: And who do you think you are to be telling us what to do?

Pickpocket 4: Wait a minute! You're the oneswho were at the marketthe other
day, aren't you? Why aren't you safely tucked up in bed in the workhouse’

Polly: We're running away. It was horrible there.

Florence: I've run away too. My parentswouldn't buy me a new pony for
Christmas so I've run away.

Harry: A pony! Butyou'vegoteverythingelseyouwant- food andclothes. Why
run away just because you want a pony?

Florence: | wish | hadn't now. Look, I'm all dirty.

Pickpocket 1. And you'll be even dirtier after you've been in the river!

(Theymoveasif to pushher in, the other CHILDRENtry to stopthem,shouting,
and then the POLICEMEN'S whistles are heard).

Pickpocket 2: Look out! It's those policemen! Run!
(The PICKPOCKETS exit, the 2 POLICEMEN enter).

Policeman 1: Got yer! | knew you lot were trouble the minute | set eyes on you!

Policeman 2: Attacking a poor young girl like that! It's a serious offence , is that.

Policemanl: Ohyes. And especiallyTHIS younggirl. Miss Florence'datheris
one of the mostimportantmenin the town. He'll have somethingto say
about this all right.

Ellen: But we weren't, officer!

Policemanl: You'dbetterbe quiet,younglady, or I'll haveyou for resistingarrest
as well.

Policeman2: Comeon, Miss Florence. No needto cry now. We'll takeyou home
just as soon as we've seen these ruffians safely locked up in the prison.

Policeman 1. What were you doing out in the middle of the night anyway?
Kidnapped you, did they? | thought as much.

Tom: No, we didn't!

Policeman2: Oh dear,this is looking very serious. If | wereyou, | wouldn'tsay
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another word!
Policeman 1: Come along. A night in a damp cell will soon quieten you down.

(Sadmusicastheyare led away. Perhapsa recorderplayingthetuneof "Wherever
there'sa Dream". Theycould walk round the stageand the POLICEMEN
throw them into whateverarea is the prison. It could well be an area
downstagdeft or right, with somebars which the POLICEMENCcould stand
in front of thembeforetheyleave. The musiccontinuessoftly over the next
bit of dialogue before they go into the song).

Polly: Oh, it's horrible here. Look at that enormous spider!

Harry: And there's a rat too!

Ellen: Come and sit by me. If we all huddle together it'll help to keep us warm.

Tom: Look. You can see the river from here.

Ellen: And the big houseson the other bank. Can you seethe lights in the
windows? It must be so lovely inside one of those houses.

Polly: Do you think Florence lives in one of them?

Ellen: | wouldn't be surprised.

Harry: Fancy running away from all that just because she couldn't have a pony.

Ellen: But you see that's her dream. Everyone has to have a dream.

(Music goesinto the songintroductionand other SINGERSomeon to the back of
the stage - WORKHOUSE CHILDREN and the PICKPOCKET GANG).

MUSIC 6 - WHEREVER THERE'S A DREAM

Chorus: Wherever there's a dream,
There'll be a dream come true,
You only need a dream
To help to get you through.

Verse: When life is cold and sad,
And no-one seems to care,
Don't ever lose your hope,
The dream is always there.

Chorus: Wherever...

Verse: It isn't hard to find,
It doesn't cost a thing,
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Just see it in your head,
Just teach your heart to sing.

Chorus: Wherever ...

SCENE 4 Inside the Marringtons' house.

(Thescenechangecouldbe doneby SERVANT®ringing propsin at the beginning,
cleaning, dusting etc. Thereis a Christmastree. LORD and LADY
MARRINGTON are standing by the fire, obviously very agitated).

Lord M.: I justcan'tunderstandt. You saythatshewastherewhenyouwentup
to kiss her goodnight?

Lady M.: Yes,of courseshewas. But | happenedo go backup laterto fetch my
sewing, and she was gone!

Lord M.: Well, I've sentthe servantsout to searchthe grounds,but perhapswe
should start looking further afield.

Lady M.: Oh dear, whatever can have happened to her? I'm so worried.

Lord M.: Don't upset yourself, my dear. We shall find her.

(There is a knock on the door and LIZZIE, the servant, enters).

Lord M.: Yes, Lizzie?
Lizzie: Pleasesir, there'stwo policemenhereandthey'vebroughtMiss Florence
back!

(The POLICEMEN and FLORENCE enter).

Lady M.: Oh, Florence! Where have you been? And how did you get so dirty?

Florence: Thereweresomeawful childrenandtheytried to pushmein theriver. |
was really scared.

Policeman 1: Don't worry, Madam, they're safely under lock and key now.

Florence: But | keeptrying to tell you! You caughtthewrongchildren! It wasthe
others who were horrible.

Lord M.: What others, Florence?

Florence: The boys. The ones who ran off.

Policeman 2: Oh, | don't think so, Miss. We don't make mistakes.

Florence: But you did! The childrenyou put in the prisonwere trying to help.
They told the others to stop.
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Lady M.: Well, if this is true, they certainly shouldn't be in prison.

Lord M.: 1 think we needto talk to them. Perhapsyou could fetch them here,
Officer. But | shall be very crossif you're not being completelytruthful,
Florence.

Florence: But | am, really! And I'm sorry | ran away. | won't do it again.

(The CAROL SINGERSare heard outside. This could be an opportunityfor the
recorders to come in and play as well as a group singing).

Lady M.: Ohlisten! It's thecarolsingers! Fetchthemin, Lizzie, andwe'll listento
them while the police officers fetch these children.

(LIZZIE and the POLICEMEN exit and LIZZIE returns immediatelywith the
CAROLSINGERSw~hothendo their bit. At the endof their performancehe
POLICEMEN return with the CHILDREN).

Policemanl: Heretheyare,Sir. And a scruffierlooking lot of troublel neverdid
see.

Lord M.: 1 think we'll decideaboutthat afterthey'vegiventheir side of the story,
officer.

Lady M.: Are these the children who tried to help you, Florence?

Florence: Yes. You tried to stopthoseboysfrom pushingmein theriver, didn't
you?

Lord M.: Well, did you?

Ellen: Yes, sir.

Lord M.: And whatexactlywereyou doing out by the docksin the middle of the
night?

Polly: We were running away!

Tom: Ssh! Be quiet, Polly!

Lord M.: You too? Thetown seemsto have beerfull of peoplerunning away
tonight.

Lady M.: Butyour poorparentsmustbe really worried aboutyou. We mustsend
a message to them straightaway.

Ellen: But there isn't anyone. | mean.... well, our father's dead and our mother's ....

(They all start to talk at once; the next lines all spoken over each other).
Polly: In prison. But it wasn't her fault, and it's not fair, and ....

Harry: She only did it because we were starving and ....
Tom: We ran away because it's so awful at the workhouse and ....
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Lord M.: All right! Just a minute.

Policeman 2: | told you, sir. No good the lot of them.

Lady M.: Please be quiet and let's hear what they have to say.

Ellen: We were in the workhousebecausethere'snowhereelse for us but we
haven't done anything wrong.

Tom: And we're willing to work.

Harry: We were going back to the country so we could all stay togetherfor
Christmas.

Polly: Please, PLEASE don't send us back to the workhouse!

Lord M.: Well, | don'tknow whatto say. But it doesratherlook asif you haven't
caughtthe right children, officers. | don'tthink theseyoungsterseedto be
taken back to prison.

Policeman 1: Right you are, sir. Back to the workhouse then.

(He starts to move them towards the door).

Florence: Couldn't they stay here?

Lord M.: What?

Florence: Justfor Christmasperhaps? They could help with the work. (To
CHILDREN). Couldn't you?

Ellen: Well. yes, we could work, but we don't want to be a nuisance.

Lady M.: What do you think, my dear? | suppose it would be possible.

Lord M.: | don'tseewhy not. Theylook like honestenoughchildrento me. Let
them stay. After all, it is Christmas!

Lizzie: Please, Sir, there's some more carol singers at the door.

Lord M.: Bring them in, Lizzie. We might as well have a party!

(LIZZIE bringsin the PICKPOCKETGANGwho are singing. - Opportunityfor
another carol).

Ellen: What are you doing here?

Pickpocket 1: Trying to make a few pennies for some food.

Policeman1l: Aha! These'llbe the oneswho were bullying your daughter sir.
Always in trouble this lot.

Lord M.: Is that right, Florence? Are these the ones?

(FLORENCEIlooks at the CHILDRENwho all shaketheir heads. Shesmilesand
says):

Florence: Oh no, Daddy!
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(All the CHILDREN cheer and go into the next song which is the big finale
number).

MUSIC 7 - BECAUSE IT'S CHRISTMAS

Because it's Christmas

Bells will ring tonight,

A star will shine to send the world
A promise in its light,

In every house the children wait
Excited, for the dawn,

And once again the tale relate

Of how the Babe was born.

Because it's Christmas,

Wrongs will be undone,

Gifts will be sent to bring delight
And love to everyone.

The dinner is enough for all,
The sweetmeats on the tree,
The mistletoe inside the hall
Hangs up for all to see.

Because it's Christmas,
Shepherds came to tell

News of the promises which say
That all will soon be well.

So bring the holly, pour the wine,
Roast chestnuts in the coal,
Bring the hungry in to dine

And gladden every soul.

THE END
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