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CAST
In order of appearance

Three Labourers
Genie
Foreman

The Wolves(dressed as gangsters)
Frank Leader
Charlie Barman
Gruff
Jake
Scar
William

Tim Troll (1)
Tom Troll
Scarlett Hood

Mr Hood

Mrs Hood

The Seven Little Kids(can be reduced)
Billy
Jilly
Tilly
Willy
Nilly
Frilly
Stuart
Mother Goai5)

Cindy Rellar

Blanche White

Jack Bean

Foxy Loxy

Mrs Wedwell

Hopeful

Bo-Peep4)

Wishful Prince Charming



Prince Oafish

Ben Bo-Peep's brother (3)
Traffic Warden(2)

Courier(3)

Two Policemer(1)
Newsreade(3)

Delilah Delve(4)

Inspector Clugb)

Television Announcef2)
Bartholemew Farquarson-Smith
Two Detectivegl)

Further extrascould be usedin the party, the searchfor Scarlettand in the bar
scenes.

Alternatively, if required, the castof 46 speakingparts can be playedby a castof
about 30, using doubling as indicated above

The action takes place in: Charlie's Bar,
A wall near the town centre,
Interior of Scarlett's house,
Cindy Rellar's disco,
Outside Mrs Wedwell's house in Glasslipper Street.



YOUNG SCARLETT HOOD
(and the Desperately Wicked WOLVES)

by Andrew Manners
ACT |
SCENE 1

(Thelights comeup onthreelabourerssitting besidea "Men at Work" sign. They
pour out tea from a flask and eat sandwiches).

Lab 1: I tell 'ee,we works too 'ard. Still, you know wha'they saysbout people
wha' works too 'ard?

Lab 2: No, wors'at then?

Lab 3: Yeah, wors'at then?

Lab 1: Theysaysit keepsa bloke young, like. You know, fit an'tha'’; attractive
for the girls, like, you know, of the opposite sex, so to speak.

Lab 2: Well, I'll be alright then; I's been workin' all bloomin' week.

Lab 3: Wor' 'boutthemtwo daysyou 'ad off lastweek? D'yum think thar'll have
any effect on your prospects?

Lab 2: | 'opes not. 'Spose I'll find out when | goes out tonight, on the razzle, like.

Lab 1: Makes your brain expand an' all.

Lab 3: Don't like the sound o' tha' much.

Lab 2: Wha's that, then?

Lab 1: Work. Makesyou more clever 'an you was 'afore. Makes your brain
expand, like.

Lab 3: Sounds a bit painful, if you ask me.

Lab 2: | beenworkin' so 'ard this week, | wouldn't be surprisedif my brain
exploded, right now!

Lab 3: While you were at work?

Lab 2: Right 'ere, on the job. Biscuit?

(A strangefigure dressedin Persian silks wandersin to view. He seemsto be
looking for something.LABOURERIL is the only oneto noticeand he stares,
mouth open, in disbelief, pointing. The others carry on unaware).

Lab 3: Cheers! Makes a cup o' tea to my mind.
Lab 2: | always dunks, meself.
Lab 3: | wouldn'a thought you'd fit in the mug, just lookin' at you.
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Lab 2: No, me biscuit, yer wally! Anyways, | can't swim!
Lab 3: (ToLAB 1, butwithoutanyresponse)'Ere,wha'syour problem? Someone
nicked your flask? You seen a ghost, or wha'?

(The FOREMAN enters and picks up tken at Work'sign).

Foreman: Comeon you layabouts, seeif you canearna pennyof the fortunel pay
you.
Lab 2: Can't be long 'til lunch, lads.

(They get up and shamble after the FOREMAN).

SCENE 2

(In a seedyback-streebar, dimlylit anddilapidated, groupsof dangeroudooking
folk are drinking and conductingtheir businessn quiet animatedwhispers.
They appear sly and wolfish; someare dressedsharply and others more
raggedly, butall exhibitan air of greathungerand anticipation. Thereis a
suddenincreasein noise and excitementfrom one corner of the bar, asa
group of drinkers dissolves into waves of laughter).

Frank: Charlie! Over 'ere. Bring the brandy.

Charlie: You 'aven't paid for the last bottle yet.

Frank: Be reasonable, Charlie! It's hard times, Charlie. Hard times for us all ....

Gruff: Yer tellin' me!

Jake: | 'ad to sell me roller blades to pay the rent!

Scar: Times is tough!

William: Can't remember the last time | ‘ad a decent lamb chop or a chicken leg!

Charlie: Nobody gets anotherdrop until the account's paicoff, not even you,
Francis.

(CHARLIE pushesa cork firmly into the openbottle and returnsit to the shelf. He
turns to find he is surrounded by a mean and ugly looking band).

Frank: Nice bar you've got 'ere.
Scar: Yeah. Pity if it got spoilt.
Gruff: Fell down, you might say.



Frank: (with a little menace)When timesis good, Charlie boy, you'll get your
share. But just now we're in a recession.

Jake: And that means we need a little support ....

William: And understanding ....

Frank: Fromyou.... Gotthat,Charlie? And the name's=rank, Charlie. And I'll be
frank with you, if you'll pardonthe expressionlife 'asdealtme a poorhand.
Not just me, Charlie, no. All of us. The cardswe'relooking at right now
aren't as agreeable as they might be, if you take my meaning ....

(CHARLIE doesn't look over-sympathetic).

Gruff: Too bloomin' right they 'ain't. | 'aven'thad the faintestwhiff of luck for
weeks. All the farms are like flamin' fortresses round 'ere.

Jake: Gruff, You couldn't get into a barn of geese if the door was left wide open!

Gruff: No, Jake, butatleastif | wasleft in aroomfull of fat kid goats, | wouldn't
leaveonehiding in a grandfatherclock bleatingto it's motherso she'dcome
and find me, snip me open and stitch me up again full of stones!

(Hackles rise as they posture and snarl at each other).

Scar: Whataboutyou, Gruff? | 'eardyou didn't do sowell with thoseblinkin' pigs
down by the stream!

Gruff: Tricked, | was. Out-witted by a snotty-nosedittle porker. | won't forget
that in a hurry. You'll see.

William: Why? What'ya gonna do? Climb down his chimney again?

(General laughter and derision).

Frank: Now, Charlie, the brandy, if you please.

Charlie: | told you, Francis.... Frank,| told you. Not anotherdrop until you pay.
You'll ruin meyou will, youlot. Now if you'vefinishedyer drinks, you can
clear off before you do something you regret. Go on, get out!

Jake: Listento that. All of a sudden, | don'tfeel very welcome. What do you
think, boys?

William: | think Charlie 'as forgotten about putting 'is friends first.

Gruff: Yeah! Don't customer loyalty count for nothin' these days?

Scar: I've a good mind to take my custom somewhere where I'll be appreciated ....

Charlie: Allow me to hold the door open for you!
Scar: .... But | like it 'ere, know what | mean?
Frank: Yes, sowe'll stayand samplesomemore of your friendly hospitality, if
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you don'tmind. Fill the glasses,Charlie, beforemy thirst makesme really
angry.

(FRANK lungesfor the bottle and his supportersmakea grab for the barman
himself).

Charlie: Help! Tom! Tim! I've a little local difficulty ‘ere,if you wouldn't mind
givin' me an 'and!

(Two large andfierce looking trolls who have beersitting at a cornertable, from
wherethey have beerwatchingeventsunfurl, stepforward and maketheir
presence felt).

Tom: Sure fing guv? Come on Tim, let's crack some bone!

Tim: Wade in, Tom, me lad, I'm right behind yer!

Tom: What's all the noise then?

Frank: You mind your business and we'll attend to ours, mister.

Scar: Yeah! Back off brother. This river's too wide for you to swim in!

Tim: Now | suggesyou go andfight andarguein the gutteroutside. I'm sureyou'd
feel a lot more at home there.

Tom: Poorold Charlie'ereis 'avinga devil of atime tryin' to makethis placeinto a
respec'ablavaterin' hole and 'e just don't standa chancewiv you 'ooligans
clutterin' up the place like this. 'Tain't right, is it Tim?

Tim: Nope, 'tin't right at all, Tom.

Tom: Let's show these wide guys how wide it gets in the real world!

Tim: Come on boys, it's time to complete your education!

(By this time they havetwo wolveseachin their graspand are headingwith them
towards the door).

Tom: Not so tough now are yer Frankie?

Frank: Hey! Charlie! Call off your gorillas will yer? We can settle our
differences without their 'elp.

Charlie: Until you settleyour accountere, they'reall the'elp | need. Now getout,
the lot of yer! You're all barred!

(After the wolves have beerevicted, CHARLIE pours three large drinks, for
himself and the trolls. Lights fade).



SCENE 3

(Threefigures are standingon the stagestaring at eachother. On stageright, a
GIRL, dressedn red, glowersand scowlsand generallylooks defiantly at
the two figuresopposite- her PARENTS who alternatelylook at the GIRL,
thenat eachother, with puzzledand perplexedexpressionshat simmerwith
suppresseexasperatiorand anger. The GIRL showssignsof having been
spoilt by her devoted and now desperatePARENTS: she stampsher feet;
shemakesfaces; shehoistsher noseto an unnaturaldegree; shemakesa
seriesof disgruntlednoises. Her PARENTSry to alternatelyreasonwith her
and assert themselves over her).

Father: Scarlett! Try to seeit from our point of view. We are simply concerned
for your safety.

Mother: Have you any idea how much we worry about you?

Father: It's a dangerousvorld out there. You can'tbe expectedo understandhat
at your age, but you must trust us. It's for your own good.

Mother: You'vealwayshadeverythingyou wanted. You've neverlackedfor good
food or pretty clothes. There'sa cupboardull of toysandgamesupstairswe
might as well give away ....

Scarlett: (Swivelling to face her parent¥pu dare!

(SCARLETT turns away again and continues to sulk).

Father: All we want is a little respect.
Mother: Co-operation.

Father: Meet us half way.

Mother: Give us a break!

(SCARLETT pulls out a lipstick and starts applying it defiantly).

Scarlett: I'm going andyou aren'tgoing to stopme. I'm old enoughto makemy
own decisions.You neverlet me do anything. All you're worried aboutis
whetherI'll embarrassyou in front of our nosy neighboursor our dreary
relations.

Mother: Really, Scarlett!

Father: Steady on, Scarlett. That's hardly fair.

Scarlett: Fair! That'sa joke. | wantto choosemy own friendsand makeup my
own mind about where and when | go out. Anyway, it's only a party.

Father: That goes on all night!

Mother: Thatappeardo be very inadequatelysupervised.l meanwe don't know
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anything about the other children who'll be there.
Scarlett: How come, when you use the word "children”, it sounds so insulting?

(SCARLETbeginsto fold and packsomeclothesinto a smallruck-sack, while her
parents continue to quiz her).

Father: And this Sandra. We know nothing about her parents. What doesher
father do?

Scarlett: For the last time, her name'sCindy, and her father'sdead. So'sher
mother, all right?

Father: Oh, so she lives alone does she?

Scarlett: No, she lives with her stepmother and stepsisters.

Mother: Well, at least that's something, | suppose. Are they nice?

Scarlett: No, they're creeps!

Mother: Who?

Scarlett: All of them. If you think I'm badyou shouldseeher sisters. They can't
see further than the width of their wardrobe and they're so selfish and
insensitive.

Father: (aside)So, you've got something in common then.

(For this commenthe receivesa sharp elbow in the solar plexusand a warning
glare from his wife).

Mother: Listen, Scarlett. We areyour parents, we careaboutyou, we wantyou
to be safeandhappy. We wantyou to enjoylife, butyou'rethirteen, we're
in charge here and you're not going. Perhaps when you're older, we'll see.

Scarlett: (sharply) What'sthe point of being alive, when I'm not allowedto live
how | choose?

Mother: You haveto be carefulin thesetimes. The world's a wicked place. Can't
you understand how we feel?

Scarlett: There, that'severything. I'm off! I've heardenoughof this, "We'reonly
thinking of you," rubbish. I'll see you tomorrow.

(SCARLETT goes out in a jaunty confident manner).
Mother: Wait! Remember the last time you went off.
Father: To your grandmother's.

Mother: Be careful. It's not a safe world.

Both: There are wolves out there!

(Lights fade).



SCENE 4

(SCARLETTenters,flings downher bag andsits downunhappilyon a low garden
wall).

Scarlett: Whata day! What parents! Have you ever known anythinglike it? |
mean, theytreatmelike ababy. Dad seemdo think thatsinceherescuedne
from the wolf that swallowedme and Gran he hasto guide me throughthe
terrorsof theworld, like a crusadingknight. Do | look like the sort of girl
who needghatkind of assistancend Mum - well sheseemdo beworried
that I'm alwaysaboutto say or do somethingthat'sgoing to causea major
melt-down of her social circle. | don't know, where's the trust?

(Enter Seven[obnoxious!] LITTLE KIDS. They are playing with a ball and
laughing and chattering. The ball hits SCARLETT on the head).

Billy: Ooops! Careful Jilly. Watch where you throw that thing!

Jilly: 1t wasn't me, Billy, it was Tilly!

Tilly: No, it wasn't, it was Willy!

Willy: Liar! Liar! You're always trying to get me into trouble.

Scarlett: Clearoff , can'tyou, Kids. | wanta bit of peaceandquiet. Go andplay
with something dangerous!

Nilly: We always do! And we always come out unharmed too!

Scarlett: (aside)There's always a first time.

Frilly: Yes! Electric carving knives, chisels ....

Stuart: Wolves!

Billy: Motorbikes ....

Tilly: Climbing trees ....

Stuart: And seeing off wolves!

Jilly: Sliding down the banisters ....

Willy: Swimming in the duck pond!

Stuart: And knocking off wolves!

Nilly: We're just good kids, doing what Mother tells us.

Tilly: She wants us to be independent.

Frilly: And confident.

Jilly: So we can meet any challenge, Mother says ....

All: No matter how difficult ....

Stuart: (Now quite carried awa)ike knobbling nasty wolves!!

Billy: All right Stuart, tell us all about your greatest moment.



(LITTLE KIDS exeunt).

Scarlett: (to audienceHello again! I'm sorryaboutmy outburstustnow. Parents!
I mean,embarrassingr what? Pleaseacceptmy apologiesfor their awful
behaviour. You canguesswhat they'resayingnow, can'tyou? "That girl,
she'sso ungrateful!" "She shouldhaveher pocketmoneystoppeduntil she
canlearnto do asshe'stold." "Wheredid we gowrong?" "I couldwring her
neck! Shedoesn'appreciatdhow lucky sheis." You don'tbelieveme? Take
a look for yourselves, then.

(SCARLETT'PARENTSappearin a small pool of light on stageleft, while the
lights dim elsewhere).

Father: That girl, she's so ungrateful!

Mother: Sheshould have her pocketmoney stoppeduntil shecanlearnto do as
she's told!

Father: Where did we go wrong?

Mother: | could wring her neck! She doesn’t appreciate how lucky she is.

(Light is brought up on SCARLETT. She stays seated on the wall).

Scarlett: You see what | mean! Predictable, insensitive and absolutely no
understanding of the plight of the young today.

(Light returns to MOTHER and FATHER and fades on SCARLETT).

Mother: | don'tknow, perhapsve'rebeingabit harshon herthough. She'syoung.
It's only natural that she should want to explore the world.

Father: Mmm, see how it ticks - look for a little adventure.

Mother: Do you remembeithe rows | usedto haveat homewhen| wasnot much
older than Scarlett is now?

Father: Yes! I'm glad| wasneverpulledin for interrogation. It wasright for you
to sort out your problems as a family on your own.

Mother: What do you mean? | never had rows with them until | met you!

Father: Oh! | didn't realize.

Mother: (linking arms with her husband) Do you rememberour first weekend
away together?

Father: I'd just asked your father if | could marry you.

Mother: And you'd just told my motherwe were going to a rock festival for the
weekend.



Father: | canstill seethelook on herface. And herwordsarestill ringing in my
head.

Mother: (a little embarrassed)| could wring her neck! She doesn'tknow how
lucky she is!" Didn't | just say that?

Father: I'm afraid so. We both did.

Mother: We must start learningto give her more freedom, so shecanlearnto

becomea youngadult. It's not easywhenyou careso muchfor someone,is
it?

(Light comes up on SCARLETT).

Scarlett: I'm shocked! - They're human after all!

(FATHERand MOTHERexeunt. Generallighting returns. Enter CINDY RELLAR,
JACK BEAN and BLANCHEWHITE. Theyare singing and dancingto a
favourite song).

Cindy: Hi, Scarlett!

Scarlett: Hello, Cindy. Hi, Blanche. | haven't seen you for ages.

Blanche: No, well | moved out into the forest a while back - | had a bit of a
problemwith my stepmother | don'tgetinto town asmuchasl'd like, but
I'm getting a moped soon.

Scarlett: Talking of steps, how are yours, Cindy?

Cindy: Don'task, it's like living in azoo. They preenandscreamlike peacocks,
blunderaroundthe houselike lost buffalo and snapat eachother, though
mostly at me, like moody rattle snakes!

Blanche:Ha, ha! A picture of heaven.

Scarlett: I'm so jealous!

Cindy: Don't tease, it's no laughingmatter. To top it all, they look like sulky
hippos - wallowing in silk and lace!

(It may not be a laughing matter, but they all laugh openly at the idea).

Scarlett: Who'syour friend, Cindy? Do | get anintroductionor are you keeping
him to yourself?

Cindy: Oh, sorry. Scarlett, this is Jack, Jack Bean.

Scarlett: Nice to meet you, Jack.

Jack: You too. Cindy's told me lots about you.

Scarlett: | knew | couldn’t trust her! Are you coming to the party, Jack?

Jack: You bet! Wild giants wouldn't keep me away!

9



Blanche: And you can stay late - your mum didn't kick up a fuss?

Jack: No. Actually, shethrewme out of the houseandtold me notto comeback.
Well, not unless | brought Buttercup with me.

Scarlett: Who's Buttercup?

Jack: Our cow - | sold her, well swapped her, for a packet of seeds at the market.

Cindy: | can see why your mum went mad at you.

Blanche: | hope they were special seeds.

Jack: Well, the mansaidtheywere, but Mum wouldn'tlisten. Shechuckedthem
out the window and told me to go and get Buttercup back.

Cindy: We'll look for Buttercup tomorrow. Right now we've got a party to
organize.

(CINDY slaps JACK on the back as they leave noisily).

SCENE 5

(The dejectedWOLVESalternately prowl aboutthe stageor sit disconsolatelyon
the wall, watchingthe world go by. And it seemsto them,to be travelling a
good deal too slowly).

Frank: Nothin' to do, nowhere to go. Boys, we are a sorry sight.

Gruff: If 1 wasgoin' pastandsawus, I'd be dippin' me handinto me pocketand
givin' us some jingle to buy us a cup of tea and a biscuit.

Jake: We look like a homeless, hardluck story.

Scar: That is precisely what we are, homeless and out of luck.

William: | s'pose we could try and get jobs.

All: What!

Gruff: 'Ave you been in the sun too long, William?

Frank: Yeah! What 'appenedo your standards?We've got our reputationsto
think about. All we needis onesparkof genius- which I'm workin' on right
now - and like cream in milk we will rise, where we belong, to the very top.

(Enter FOXY LOXY, looking elegant and well-heeled).
Foxy: Or turn into cheese, which is the more likely outcome.

(FOXY inspects the assembled party wryly).
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Foxy: Now, what on earthis going on here? Did someonadie? I've neverseen
suchmiseryon a setof faces. Hasthe sky fallenin? You mayfind you were
merely struck by a stray acorn!

Gruff: It's all very well for you, Foxy Loxy, swanninaroundin yerfancyclothes.
It's easy for you to make jokes about those more unfortunate than yourself.

Foxy: (wipesawaymocktears)Oh, dearme, Gruff. Do you know if you didn'tfeel
so sorry for yourselves, you'd leave room for others to show some sympathy

Frank: You don't know what we've been through.

Foxy: There'salways someoneworse off thanyou are, Frank.... well, usually
there is.

Scar: It's just that every scam we've come up with recently 'as gone against us.

Jake: This morning we got banned from Charlie's Bar.

Foxy: That's not so good, Jake. Money, was it?

Jake: Yeah - and a punch up with his gorillas.

Foxy: Not very clever.

Gruff: No. Charlie was as mad as thunder.

Foxy: | suppose you're all hungry.

(All jaws drop with salivating expectancy).

Foxy: (waving moneyyVell, who's going for some fish and chips?

All: William!

William: Why's it always me who 'as to go? You go, Scar.

Scar: Me? | can't. | don't know me way.

Jake: Nor me.

Gruff: Me neither.

William: That's because you never go.

Frank: Comeon, William. You know whereit is, soyou go andgetit. And 'urry
up. Me belly's preparin' itself for an overdose of 'addock.

(WILLIAM goesoff mutteringdarkly to himselfwhile the otherslick their lips with
relish. Thelights fade and whenthey comeup again SCARLETT, CINDY,
JACK and BLANCHE are standing outside the chip shop, eating from a
shared bag of chips).

Jack: Mmm, delicious!

(JACK scrunchesup the paper and throws it away carelesslyon the ground. It
disappears into a flowerbed).
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Blanche: Pick that up, Jack. Didn't anyone teach you to keep the place tidy?

Jack: My Mum just throwsthings out of the window whenshedoesn'twantthem
any more.

Cindy: That explains a lot.

(JACK goesto pick up the paper from under the bush. The three LABOURERS
walk pastandinto the chip shop, chatting. Unnoticed, WILLIAM entersand
watches from a distance. He looks puzzled).

William: (asideto the audience) That girl in red. Looks sorta'familiar. Where
‘ave | seen 'er before? | dunno, that's gonna bug me now, thatis.
Jack: (throwing the paperaway as he emerges)rherewe are! Look what| found

under there as well.

Scarlett: What is it?

Blanche: Looks like an old torch.

Cindy: Does it work?

Jack: | wouldn't havethoughtso. Look how rusty it is. Must have beerunder
therefor ages. (He tries to turn it on but nothinghappens).Thereyou are, |
told you so. I'll chuck it away.

Scarlett: Wait a minute, let's have a look. I'll keep it.

Jack: Are you feeling all right? It's rubbish.

Scarlett: (embarrassed)My Dad, pain he might be, collectsold-fashionedools,
andthingslike this. He might be ableto cleanit up and makeit work. It
might take the heat off me when | get home too!

Cindy: Runs in the family, this illness, | suppose.

Blanche: | can't think of any other explanation.

Scarlett: Oh, belt up!

(SCARLETT puts the torch into her bag).

William: (aside,excitedly)l've gotit. It'stheHood! RedRiding! Waittill thelads
‘earshe'sfloatin' aboutin the neighbourhood.Ha! Neighbour-Hood! That's
a good'un, thatis! Watch'em William, watch'em!

(At that moment the LABOURERS re-emerge from the chip shop eating their food).

Lab 2: You all right? (Turningto LAB 3). 'Ee an't'ardly said a word sincetea
break 'smornin'. Don't 'ee look a bit peculiar, to you?

Lab 3: Wha', more than usual, like?

Lab 1: (absently)Never guess wha' | seed when I's on me tea bsgaknin'?
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Lab 2: Wors'at then?

Lab 3: Yeah, wors'at then?

Lab 1: Strangestookin' fella I's everseteyeson, I'm tellin' 'ee. Like oneo' them
figures from the Arabian Nights.

Lab 2: Like Lancelot an' Arthur an' that?

Lab 3: Aye, an'tha'bird, wha'wereshecalled?.... Gulliver. Yeah, right corker
she be'ed.

Lab 2: No, Guinevere. Tha' other fella were a bloke, wan'um.

Lab 3: Wor'ee??

(LABOURERS exeunt still debating the issue).

Jack: Ha! Either they were discussingthe theory of relativity or my brain just
curled up and died.

Cindy: Probablythe secondsuggestion'siearerthe truth. Anyway, you shouldn't
eavesdrop on other people's conversations.

Scarlett: Anotherof his mother'somissiondrom his socialeducation.| don'tknow
why we hang around with him, he's such a lout!

Blanche: Must be something to do with his rugged looks!

Scarlett: I'm not convinced!

Jack: (showsmockhurt feelings)At leastl don't go aroundcollecting brokenold
bike lamps for my dad. That's quite worrying if you ask me.

Cindy: (pushesJACKbackwardoff thewall into the flower-bed)Well no onewas,
Jackie Boy. Come on it's party time!

(SCARLETT,CINDY and BLANCHEIleavelaughingand JACK strugglesto his feet
and follows on afterwards, yellingWait! Wait!").

William: Follow'em, William. Follow'em. This could be the answer!

(WILLIAM creeps gleefully after them. Lights fade).
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SCENE 6

(MRS WEDWELL and her daughters,HOPEFUL and WISHFUL, are greeting
people arriving at the front door for the eagerly awaited disco. Several
people have arrived already. There is music playing in the background).

Mrs Wedwell: And who have we here, Hopeful? Do please introduce.

Hopeful: Bo Beep, the farmer's daughter. She's in our class at school.

Mrs Wedwell: How do you do, my dear? Whata pretty dressyou'rewearing, did
you make it yourself? Simply charming.

Bo Peep:Why, thank you.

(BO PEEP moves off to mix with the other guests).

Mrs Wedwell: Shockingfrock! What doesshethink shelooks like? | trust you
don't spendtoo much time with her at school, looking like that. Your
reputation must always come first, remember.

Hopeful: She does have one thing worth having, though.

Mrs Wedwell: And that is?

Hopeful: A square-chinnedjark-eyedand handsomeelderbrother,who standsto
inherit a substantial sheep farm and has a chest like a cider barrel!

Mrs Wedwell: Yes,well, | supposewne could cometo termswith his little sister's
short-comings .... given time.

(More guests enter. WISHFUL rushes over).

Wishful: Oh, Mummy, look who've just arrived.

Mrs Wedwell: Where?

Wishful: There. The Prince twins. Charming! Hi, over here, my darling, you
dream-boat! Come and say hello to Mother.

(CHARMING and his brother, OAFISH, turn and wave).

Charming: Hello. (asideto Oafish) Let'smakethis painlessQafish- try notto be
embarrassing.

Oafish: Me? Have | ever let you down?

(Theyapproachthewelcomingparty. CHARMINGdrinking elegantlyfrom a glass:
OAFISH swigging from a bottle).
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Charming: (taking WISHFUL's hand and kissing it) Wishful, you are looking
especially radiant tonight, if | may say so.

Wishful: Any time, Dream-machine.

Mrs Wedwell: That's enough of that. Where'syour senseof decorum?Good
evening,young man. | hope you're as gallant and civilised as your name
suggests.

Charming: Well, madam | can ....

Mrs Wedwell: Because,if you'renot, you'll nevermakeany sortof impressioron
my girls.

Charming: Madam, I ....

Mrs Wedwell: Breeding and up-bringing: sets people apart, you know.

Charming: Quite.

Mrs Wedwell: But what would you know about that, young man?

Charming: | ....

Mrs Wedwell: Nothing at all, of course.

Oafish: (to WISHFUL) Who'sthat?What'ssheon about?- Wishful, is it? | tell
you what, Wishful, go out with me and I'll make your life catch fire!

Charming: Oafish!

Mrs Wedwell: Wishful!

(Loud musicandwild dancingengulfsthe stage. SCARLETT,CINDY, BLANCHE
and JACK enterandjoin in with the others. On a soundandlighting cueall
the dancers freeze in mid-step, except HOPEFUL and BO-PEEP's
BROTHER. Themusicis lower so the audiencecan hear their conversation
but they shout in order to hear each other).

Hopeful: Bo-Peep's my best friend!

Bo-Peep's Brother:That's nice.

Hopeful: We go everywhere together. Inseparable, we are.

Bo-Peep's Brother:That's nice.

Hopeful: Almost sisters. In fact we would be .... if | married into your family!
Bo-Peep's Brother:That's not very likely, though, is it?

Hopeful: (wounded)Stranger things have happened.

(Light and soundcuessignal everybodyto danceagain. Thenafter a few seconds
they all freeze once more. This time WISHFUL and CHARMING keep
dancing).

Wishful: I'm sorry about my Mother. She hasn't scared you away from me, then?
Charming: On the contrary, | like a challenge!
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Wishful: Oh, Charming, you say the wickedest things.

Charming: And you - you're not put off by my brother, Oafish, and his antics?
Wishful: No, he's cute! - Not on your level though!

Charming: Now it's you that's being wicked.

(Againthe musicand lights signal a return to the dancing. Yetagainit is brought
to a halt. SCARLETTmakesher wayto the front of the stageto speakto the
audience.While she is speaking,and unbeknownto her, the figure seen
earlier, dressedn Persiansilkswandersin amongsthe statuesqudorms of
the dancers. He seems to be searching for something).

Scarlett: So, the party'sgoing with a swing, andwhy not? Fine food, the best
musicandaninterestingmixture of charactersYou're not barredfrom having
a good time just becauseyou belongin a fairy tale, you know. And just
betweenyou andme, | know | wasa bit rudeaboutJackBeanjust now - but
actually | think he's quite cute! | wonder what he thinks about me!

(SCARLETTsighs and goesoff into a little dream of her own. Meanwhilethe
GENIE, dressedn Persiansilks, is seensearchingamongstthe statuesque
figures of the dancers).

Genie: Hasanyoneseenan old bicycle lamp? It's just that| feel a little misplaced
without it. Lost. Homeless,in a way. Well, if you do, here'smy card.
(Handingthe card to a nearbymemberof the audience) The name'sSultan,
by the way. If you do happento seean old bike lamp could you let me
know? It may not seemmuchto you butit's hometo me! You do memuch
honour. Salam, salam.

(He backs out bowing. SCARLETT comes to).

Scarlett: .... After all, that'swhatI'm trying to showyou, thatwe'renot just two-
dimensionakharactercut-outs. Life in Fairy Tale Avenueis just asexciting
as Reality Street. In fact, thinking about it, there's no contest!

(Thesceneendswith wild dancingreachinga crescenddollowedby a BLACKOUT
.... when the lights come back up, the room is in disarray with people
sleepingand snoringall overthe placeand MRSWEDWELLIookingonin a
state of perplexed bafflement!).

Mrs Wedwell: Oh, my! Oh, my! - Hopeful! Wishfull Come here at once!
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Hopeful: Mother?
Wishful: Mother?

(Theysurveythe sceneof destruction, thenan immediateBLACKOUTagain before
next scene).

SCENE 7

(TheWOLVESand FOXYwait by thewall: sitting moodilyor pacinghungrily. It is
dark though a hint of dawn is beginning to filter into the eastern sky).

Gruff: What a night, eh? Look, it's getting light at last.

Frank: Where's that fur brain gone for our flippin' fish? The Pacific Ocean?

Scar: 'E's been gone over twelve hours now.

Gruff: Yeah! Whenwe sayswe want somethin'battered, it don't mean'e'sgotta
pulverise it so its mother wouldn't recognise it.

Jake: | was 'opin’ the fish'd be fresh, not antique.

Foxy: Well, Frank, haveyou comeup with an unbeatableplan yet to raiseyour
fortunesto a new plateau- out of the languishingvalley and up to the sun-
drenched hills of prosperity and wealth!

Frank: Don'tmock, Foxy. Don't mock. We'll be there. We'renothin'if we ain't
fighters an' triers. Ain't that right lads?

Scar: 'Sright, Frank. 'Ave been all our lives.

Jake: In an' out'a scrapes an' danger.

Scar: Yeah, trier, that'sme. | werespottedearly, me. All my teachergold mel
was tryin' .... all the time. (SCARcan't figure out why all the othersare
smirkingand winking at eachother.) It's true! | once'adto go andseethe
‘eadMaster, an''e tells me I'm the mosttryin' boy 'e'd evercomeacross! So
don't tell me we won't be there.

(SCARIis amazedto see his friends collapsing all around in high mirth. In the
middle of all this WILLIAM rushes in panting exhaustedly).

William: Boys, it's me.

Frank: Oh, William, you finally made it. Express delivery!

Jake: Slowest fast food I've ever 'eard of. What time d' you call this?
Gruff: Never mind. | could eat a scabby 'orse right now!
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Scar: You probably willl Now, where is the blinkin' nosh?

William: What? Nosh? What? .... Oh, no, | knew there was somethin' | forgot.

All: What!

William: | forgot, all right?

Frank: But you been gone hours.

Jake: How canyou forgetto buy fish andchips, if it's the only thing you'vegot to
do? It's not possible.

William: Look, |did. O.K? | got side-tracked.

Scar: Side-tracked?

William: Yeah! | caughtsightof anold friend, andl knewyou'dbeinterested,so
| followed her.

Gruff: We 'ain't interestedin your pathetic love life, William. We're blinkin'
famished.

William: Don'tbeafool. Listen. | sawthatlittle red-capedveaselof agirl. The
Hood. | followed 'er and | know where she is - now!

Foxy: Oh, yes, Frank. Wasn'tshethe onewhosegrannyyou impersonatedh that
little incident you were involved in last spring? Turned out to be your
Waterloo, rather, if | remember rightly.

(Murmurs of amusement come from the others).

Frank: It weren't my fault. How was | to know half 'er relations were woodcutters?

Foxy: Yes, a pity. And how are the scars healing?

Frank: Knockit off, Smarty! Thisisit. Thisis whatl've beenwaitingfor. Where
did you see her then, William?

William: Shewentto a partylastnightwith a coupleof ugly cookies, at Seventeen
GlasslipperStreet. | 'adto checkit out. Shestayedover.... well, theyall did.
Crashed out all over the 'ouse they were.

Frank: How far is this place from 'ere?

William: Only about five minutes, | found a short cut.

Frank: A short.... ? No, don'ttry to explain. Is shetherenow, thelittle red'atted
dwarf?

William: Who?

Frank: TheHood; youfool! Who else? Shemadea laughing-stoclout of me and
now she'smadethe mistakeof turningup onmy patchagain. So now she's
gotta pay.

Scar: How's she gonna do that, then?

Frank: She'sgonnacomewith usuntil someongaysto ‘aveherback.We'regonna
take the little brat hostage!

Jake: What a plan - kidnap the "Hood"! D'you think it'll work?
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Frank: 'Course it'll work. Someone's bound to want 'er back. She's a kid 'ain't she’

Gruff: Suchagreathame- Hood! | wish | wascalledHood. It's betterthan Gruff.
Names are important. | could be good at being bad with a name like Hood!

Jake: Listen, you don'tneedto be calledHoodto beahoodlum. You'vegotall the
qualities you need. First, you're ugly.

Scar: Yeah, frightenin'.

Jake: Second, you'redevious. And third .... well, you'reevenmore ugly thanl
just said!

Scar: Ha! Ha! Hal

(The lights come up gradually as morning begins to brighten the sky).

Frank: Okay boys, there'swork to be done but first there'sthe little matter of
breakfast. Backto Charlie'sBar. He'sboundto let usin whenhe hearshow
close we are to eternal fame and fortune!

Gruff: But you haven't told us how we're gonna do it.

Frank: We'll dot the i's and cross the t's at Charlie's over 'am 'n' eggs!

(A chorus of approval).

Foxy: And how s this feastto be paid for? Greatplans- but if you wantto get
anywherein this world you'vegot to haveresults. You've got to be aheadof
the game!

(An officiouslooking traffic wardenenterswith an opennotebookand a sharpened
pencil at the ready).

Warden: Any of you gentlemen drive a red Escort, registration, STYLE?
Foxy: Style's my middle name. | have that pleasure, why?

Warden: Not at the moment, you don't.

Foxy: What do you mean? Who's been messing around with my wheels?
Warden: The police are towing it away right now.

Foxy: What? Why?

Warden: | gave you a ticket for parking on a double yellow line.

Foxy: | was only there for five minutes. Be reasonable.

Warden: Twelve hours later it still hadn't been removed.

(The WARDENDbeginsto move off with FOXY in agitated pursuit, muchto the
delight of the watching WOLVES).
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Warden: So now you'll haveto pay themaswell, if youwantit back. Perhaps
that'll teach you not to park illegally.

Foxy: You can'tdo this. You havenoright. Thisis victimisation. I'll get thelaw
involved!

Warden: They already are, mate, or haven't you been listening?

(FOXY and the WARDEN exeunt noisily).
Frank: (calling after them)What was that about Waterloo, Foxy?

(The WOLVESleavein high spirits, and astheydo the three LABOURERSNter
with paint brushesand large tins of paint. Theysit on the wall and get out
mugs and flasks for an impromptu tea break).

Lab 1: So, what were all that argy-bargy about then?

Lab 2: You lets me know when you find out, mate.

Lab 3: Aye, I've gotthe sunon me back, a cup of teaan'a pieceof pastyin me
fist. It beats me 'ow these people can't seem to see the finer things in life.

Lab 2: Chasin'moonbeamsasme motherwould say, an'wherewould thatgetyou
to? | mean, atthe end of the day, where will they be to?

Lab 1: No better 'n' back where they started | shouldn't wonder.

Lab 3: With less leather on their shoes, mind.

Lab 2: Aye, we seems to be livin' in a here today, gone tomorrow sort of world.

(The FOREMAN enters unseen).

Lab 2: People don't make time for important things no more ....

Foreman: Like work, you mean. Would it be rudeof meto askyou to earnsome
of the money | pay you?

Lab 3: You seewhat!| weresayin'- it's the pressureof responsibilitymakesa man
go off like tha'.

Foreman: It's the pressureof payingthreeidle amateurphilosopherghat weighs
me down so much. Now get out of bed anddown to Mrs Wedwell'sin
GlasslipperStreetandtalk to the walls of herhouseaboutthe meaningof life
- while you paint them!

Lab 2: You know, I's noticed you's not as 'appy as you was 'afore.

Foreman: Really, well do some work - today - and | might be happy again.

Lab 2: No, "might's" not good enough for me, | wants you to be certain.

Foreman: Will getting sacked be certain enough for you?
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(The workmen gather their things quickly and prepare to make their way to
Glasslipper Street).

Lab 1: All right, we getsthe picture, butit betrue, all work andno play makes
Jack a very dull boy indeed!
Foreman: (with an exasperatedjesture)Work! Try it! Seehow you like it, and
then tell me in the morning if you'd like some more. Now go!
Lab 3: Comeon lads, we knowswhenwe'sover-stayeaurselves.Paintthe walls,
you say. Shouldn'ttaketoo long. (To LABOURER1) You all right now?
Looked like you be'd havin' a nasty turn earlier.
Lab 1: Aye, probably somethin' | ate. Where's this Glasslipper Street to, anyroad®
Lab 3: Down 'ere. | knows.

(LABOURERSxeunt,leaving a frowning FOREMANwatchingthemgo. After a
moment he sighs and sits resignedly on the wall. The lights fade).

SCENE 8

(Interior of Charlie's Bar. CHARLIE is standingat the bar, wiping a glassand
looking anxiously at the assembled gang of WOLVES).

Charlie: No, boys! I've told you already - pay your debts.

Frank: Charlie, my friend, don'tpull outonusnow. We'vegota gold mine'ere.
Justa couplemoredaysandyou can'aveyer money- therewon'tbe no more
debts.

Charlie: 'Aven't | 'eard that one before, Frank?

Frank: Charlie, this time it's different - this time we can't fail.

Charlie: So how'sthis little jaunt going to be so different from all the rest? You
‘ave a failure rate second to none. All right, let's 'ear yer plan then Frank.

Jake: Yeah, go on Frank, lay it on 'im.

Frank: Knock it off, Jake.

Charlie: Well?

Frank: It's simple, Charlie. We know wherethat spiteful little squirt, Scarlett
Hood, is currentlyin residence.We areaboutto pay 'er a surprisevisit this
mornin'. We'regonnakidnap'er, setaransomandthenwait for the readies
to roll in.

Gruff: I'm gonna be rich, I'm gonna be rich!
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Charlie: The cops'llbe all overyou. Whereareyou gonnahide your prize while
the heat is on?

(The WOLVESall look expectantlyat CHARLIE, the barman, and thentowards
the cellar).

Charlie: No .... no! Oh, no! Not 'ere, they'll close me down.

Frank: They'll never know.

Charlie: It's madness.Policemendrink 'ere. Oneof my bestfriendsis a detective.
They're bound to find out.

Frank: Don't gettangledup in yer braces,Charlie. They don'tgo down into the
cellar when they drink 'ere, do they?

Charlie: Madness, madness! It's doomed! I'll be closed down - sent to prison!

Frank: No youwon't. Act theinnocent. Servethedrinks. Be a goodhost- leave
the rest to us! He gestures expansively to his motley selection of friends)

Charlie: Oh! .... Oh!

Frank: (graspingCHARLIE'shandto sealthebond) Nice one, Charlie. This'll set
you up for life!

Charlie: That's what I'm worried about!

(BLACKOUT. Exeunt).

SCENE 9

(A quiet corner of the gardenat 17 GlasslipperStreet. SCARLETTand JACK are
having an awkward conversation,brought on by the awakeningof their
feelings for one another. SCARLETT makes JACK work though).

Jack: Scarlett, you were wonderful last night.

Scarlett: But not so gorgeous in the light of day, huh?

Jack: No, | didn'tmeanit like that.You were.... | thought.... youreyes.... theway
you had your hair .... when you danced .... so graceful ....

Scarlett: (turning away and smiling secretly) So, Jake,you noticed me dancing,
then, while you were dancing with Blanche?

Jack: It didn'tmeananything....| mean, she'sanicegirl. A friend.... notlike you
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Scarlett: Oh, I'm not a friend?
Jack: No .... Yes! | mean, you're different .... you know ....

(LABOURERSppear- looking for a wall to paint - and observeand commenbon
proceedings from a secret vantage point).

Scarlett: No, I'm not quite with you yet.

Jack: You're special, Scarlett.

Scarlett: Special. So why didn't you ask me to dance?

Jack: (piteously)l was frightened.

Lab 3: (aside)l loves a good love story, | does. So rheumatic!

Lab 1 & 2: Eh? Uh?

Scarlett: What's frightening about me?

Jack: (shrugging pathetically)d better be off now, Scarlett.

Scarlett: So that's it, is it? Just goodbye - no plans for the future?

Jack: Well, we could meet tomorrow - walk in the park?

Scarlett: Why not today?

Jack: I've got work to do. In the garden.

Scarlett: You know what they say about too much work.

Jack: No.

Scarlett: It makes Jack into a very dull boy! So don't do too much!

Lab 1: (aside)Good for you girl - just 'ow | feels!

Scarlett: Well, if you've got to go, Jack ....

Jack: It's not that | don't want to see you today -

Scarlett: (laughs)l know, I'll see you tomorrow, then, Jack.

Jack: (leaving)Bye, Scarlett.

Scarlett: (turning) Oh, andby the way, Jack, | sawyou last night andyou looked
great when you were dancing too.

Jack: | did?

Scarlett: Yes.

Jack: Oh, wow!

(JACK skips off gleefully. SCARLETT turns to the audience in mock alarm).
Scarlett: What have | said?

(SCARLETThenturnsto leavebut is broughtup shortby a fierce circleof wolfish
ne'er-do-wells, who have gathered quietly around the stage).

Frank: Scarlett Hood! I'd like a word with you!
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Scarlett: (alarmed)Yeah, well I'm busy right now, you should have booked. Bye.
(SCARLETT attempts to leave).

Frank: Grab her lads! The brat's worth a fortune! We're on the up!
Scarlett: Get off me! Leave me alone! How dare you!

(TheWOLVESand SCARLET Exeunt. LABOURERS havingwatchedall this with
growing astonishmentomeout to the centre of the stage, glancing about
themselves nervously).

Lab 2: | don't know what they'sup to but | think we shouldknow wherethey's
takin' the poor little girl.
Lab 1: Well, let's be off. There's no time to waste.

(LABOURERS hasten after the kidnappers. Lights fade).

SCENE 10

(Theliving room of Scarlett'sparents. MR & MRSHOOD sit anxiouslywaiting for
news. MR HOOD gets up and paces about like an imprisoned beast).

Mother: Oh, sit down Harold, for heaven's sake.
Father: Well, what can | do?
Mother: Nothing. Wait. Sit down and stop making me giddy.

(A knock on the door makes them both start and freeze. Another knock follows).
Mother: Well, open it then.

(MR HOOD goesto the door andletsin MRSWEDWELL, CINDY, WISHFULand
HOPEFUL).

Father: It's Mrs Wedwell.
Mrs Wedwell: Is there any news?
Mother: None I'm afraid.
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Mrs Wedwell: Police?

Father: Yes. They've begun enquires and have started searching.

Mrs Wedwell: Pity.

Mother: Pardon?

Mrs Wedwell: Pity. Newspaperandtelevisionwill gethold of it. Make a soup
out of water.

Mother: (shockedWhat?

Mrs Wedwell: Publicity. None of it any good.

Father: Our daughter'ggonemissingafter a party at your house, andall you can
think about is the adverse publicity?

Mrs Wedwell: | can hardly be held responsiblefor her failure to get home.
Anyway, it's a little early to be involving the police | would have thought.

Cindy: (crossly)Mum!

Mrs Wedwell: Be quiet, child!

Father: She's been missing since yesterday.

Mrs Wedwell: No senseof time, the young. | shouldthink she'sgone off to a
friend's house.

Hopeful: So selfish!

Wishful: Unreliable!

Mother: She'd have phoned.

Mrs Wedwell: Well, shedidn't, and now everyonewill havea photographein
their backgarden. That'snot going to helpthe prospect®f suitablemarriage
arrangements for one's daughters.

Mother: How appalling of you! Scarlett could be hurt or in danger.

Mrs Wedwell: Eatingdoughnutswith her feetup in front of the telly at a friend's
housemorelikely. Meanwhile, I've got my girls to considerandmy duty is
to get them the best match | can.

Mother: | don't believe my ....

Mrs Wedwell: No-onewill everaccuseneof leavingmy girls to gatherduston the
shelf.

(MRS WEDWELL turns abruptly to leave).

Wishful: Well said Mama - come on.

Mrs Wedwell: (turning) And you, Cindy.

Cindy: Mum! My friend's gone missing. She's in trouble.

Mrs Wedwell: She certainly should be.

Mother: Oh .... !

Father: (rather anxiously, for MRSWEDWELLis a formidable person) Now
that's enough. Leave at once, Mrs Wedwell, or .... or, | won't be
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accountable for my actions.

(MRS WEDWELL glares at MR HOOD haughtily, who stands his ground
uncertainly. A knock at the door preventsan escalationof hostilities. A
COURIER, dressed in motorbike leathers, enters hurriedly).

Courier: Is there a Mr Hood present? I've a special delivery.
Mother: Oh, Scarlett!

Father: That's me.

Courier: If you could sign here for me please.

Father: Yes. (He signs).

Mother: What is it, dear?

Father: | don't know. I'll open it.

(He tears open the envelope. The COURIER leaves but MR HOOD calls him back).
Father: Hang on a minute, | may need you to take a reply.
(All crowd around MR HOOD, whose face falls visibly).

Father: Oh, no!
Mother: What does it say? Is it Scarlett?
Father: It's .... a ransom note. Someone's kidnapped her.

(Gasps from on-lookers - even MRS WEDWELL looks shocked).

Mother: What? Who has?

Mrs Wedwell: How dreadful!

Cindy: Poor Scarlett.

Mother: My baby!

Father: How dare they!

Wishful & Hopeful: (not being the centre of attentiofjumph! Huh!

Mother: Tell me what it says. Quickly, read it!

Father: (solemnly) "We haveyour daughter. Sheis safe- for now. If you want
herreturnedto you in a singlepieceyouwill payusaransomof onehundred
thousandpounds. You will hear from us shortly." It's signed, "Wasters:
Original LayaboutsVengeanceEngineeringSociety, or W.O.L.V.E.S. for
short".

Mother: (furious) I'll give them vengeance if they touch a hair of her head.

Mrs Wedwell: It's shocking,dear. Shocking! It usedto be sucha well cultivated
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area. This is going to seriously dent my searchfor suitable partnersfor
Hopeful and Wishful ....

Mother: | beg your pardon?

Mrs Wedwell: Oh, I'm sorry. | mean, It's dreadfulthatanythinglike this should
have happened to your Scarlett. I'd be beside myself.

Cindy: (aside)Which is the position you're happiest in.

Father: (scribbling hastily on the back of the envelopewhich contained the
kidnappers' messageHere, take this back to whoever sent this note.

(He handsit to the waiting COURIERbut MRSHOOD interceptsand snatchest
out of the startled man's hand).

Mother: (to the courier) You're not requiredany more, you may leave. (To her
husband) You silly ass! They'rehardly going to leavea forwardingaddress
.... andwe're not doing dealswith spinelesscowards. They'll regretlaying
handson my preciousScarlett. If | find out who .... where.... Oh Scarlett,
come home. | want my baby .... my baby!

(Everyondookson helplesslyat the distraughtfigure of MRSHOOD as shesinksto
the floor, burying her face in her hands. The lights fade to BLACKOUT).

SCENE 11

(The sceneis all quiet outside Charlie's Bar. In a suddenburst of commotion,
SCARLETTs hustledontothe stage throughthe door of Charlie'sBar andis
lockedaway in the cellar. Watchingall this from a distanceare the three
LABOURERS, who have been pursuing the gang).

Lab 1: | don't like this, one bit.

Lab 2: I'm surprised the bar's even open this early.

Lab 3: Don't be simple! They's not goin' in there for a social visit.

Lab 1: No, she's obviously in some trouble and we gotta help.

Lab 2: Yeah, buthow? | don'tthink theylookstoo friendly. | don'tthink they'dbe
too 'appy if we interfered with them.

Lab 1: Whatkind of softtalk is that? Where'syour courage?You stick behindme,
lad. It won't come to nowt anyways, I'll talk 'em round to sense, you'll see.
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Lab 2: | 'opes your feelin' of confidence stands up better 'n a rickety fence in a gale.
Lab 1: 'Course'e will. I's not aboutto be put off by aline of ugly dogslike tha'.
The bark's worser 'n the bite, always is, you mark me.

(FRANK sticks his nose out of the door with SCAR).

Lab 3: There's two of '‘em now.

Frank: | don't like it out 'ere - it's too quiet.

Scar: You want some noise, Boss?

Frank: No, belt up, you imbecile! - You 'ave to look .... and listen.

Scar: What can you see .... and hear?

Frank: Nothing. 'Cepta bunchof brickies,gawpin‘atus- Oy! Clearoff, beforel
fix your bones together in a different order.

Lab 1: (retreating rapidly) Comeon boys, we'd betterbe gettin' back to work,
before the foreman notices we're missin'.

Lab 3: But | thought the bark ....

Frank: Go on, get out of 'ere!

Lab 1: Is sometimes as bad as the bite! Come on let's go.

(The LABOURERSexeuntsharply. Meanwhile severalgroups of peopleemerge,
talking earnestlyand looking aboutthemanxiously. Asthe sceneprogresses,
more and more people appear - on the stage and amongst the audience).

Frank: News travels fast then - search parties out already.

Scar: What're they lookin' for, Frank?

Frank: Are you sure?Are you windin' me up? They'relookin' for the girl. But
they'll neverfind 'er, not until they'vepaid. We're makin' history. All the
fairy taleswill 'aveto be re-writtenaftertoday. Fromnow onthewolvesare
gonna live ‘appily ever after!

Scar: Where?

Frank: What?

Scar: Where?

Frank: Where, what?

Scar: Where will we live .... 'appily ever after?

Frank: Not next door if you're gonna ask me idiotic questions all the time.

(Two uniformed POLICEMEN enter asking questionsof the groups and taking
notes).

Scar: Oh, no. 'Ere comes the fuzz!
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Frank: Yeah, soyoujustsmile, look interestecandkeepshtum, while | feed'em
a line.

(The POLICEMEN approach with their notebooks ready).

Policeman 1:Good morning, Sir.

Frank: 'Ello, boys. Keepin'the world crime free, | 'ope.

Policeman2: We'reinvestigatinga disappearanceA girl hasgonemissing- name
of Scarlett Hood.

Policeman 1: We're making enquiresto seeif we can establishany idea of her
whereabouts. Could | ask you to have a look at this recent photograph, Sir?

(They examine the photograph).

Scar: That's ....!

(SCAR receives a sharp dig in the ribs).

Frank: No, 'fraid not, boys, neverseen'er before, 'avewe, Scar. We'll keepan
eye out though.

Policeman 2:Thank you, Sirs, sorry to have detained you.

(Thestagenowrapidly fills with searchinggroups[mostof the cast]; conversations
loud and animated. As the hunt continuespeople call out, "Scarlett ....
Scarlett! until the whole group chants in unison):-

Searchers:Scarlett! Scarlett! Scarlett! .... Where are you?

(Thereis an immediatefreezeon stageto capturethe momentfor severalseconds
before sudden BLACKOUT. Exeunt).

End of Act |
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ACT I
SCENE 1

(Thestageis setwith severalfamily groupssitting aroundimaginarytelevisionsets,
watchingthe news. Thewolves, the Hoods, the Wedwells, the Kids and
their motherandthelabourers. Theyare watchinga newsbroadcast, which
is being acted out somewhere centrally on stage).

Newsreader: And finally, to return to our main story tonight - the kidnap of
Tauntonteenager, ScarlettHood. It hasbeenrevealedthat a ransomnote
was deliveredto the parentsof the girl and the kidnappersare believedto
have demanded the payment of fifty thousand pounds ....

All Wolves, Hoods and Wedwells: (Shouting at the televisions) A hundred
thousand!

(The disruption subsides and the NEWSREADER continues).
Newsreader:.... The police are following a number of leads ....
(A POLICEMAN is seen being dragged across the stage by a busy sniffer dog).

Newsreader: .... and are appealingfor witnesses,who were in the area of
GlasslipperStreet on Saturdaynight or early Sunday morning, to come
forward. We go now to our reporterin TauntonDelilah Delve. Delilah,
what's the latest news you have?

(A spotlight picks up the reporter on a separatepart of the acting area while she
speaks earnestly into a large microphone).

Delilah: Thankyou. Herein Taunton[changeto local townasappropriate}, | cantell you
thatthereis a greatdeal of police activity, with door-to-doorinquiriesbeing
carriedout. Now | havewith me, here, Chief Inspectorlvor Clue, whois
leadingthe investigation. Chief InspectorClue, how far haveyou got with
your inquiries into this kidnapping?

Insp. Clue: Naturally, we aredoing everythingwithin our powersto bring abouta
happyconclusionto this incident. My officers areworking aroundthe clock
and will leave no stone unturned to bring these villains to justice.

Delilah: What do we know about the kidnappers?

Insp. Clue: They haveidentified themselvesas W.O.L.V.E.S., which standsfor
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"Wasters: Original LayaboutsVengeanceEngineeringSociety". Someone
watching this programmemust know wherethey are hiding or actually be
helping to conceal them.

Delilah: How can the public help in this case?

Insp. Clue: | would askanyonewho knowsanything,to comeforward, sothatthe
young girl can be safely re-united with her family.

Delilah: Would you say there'sany significancein the namethat the kidnappers
havegiventhemselves?s thereany reasornthey might wantto be known as
"Wolves"?

Insp. Clue: To me it says they're an isolated, violent and ruthless group of
individuals ....

Wolves: You tell 'em Inspector! Nuff respect! etc.

Insp. Clue: .... but ultimately they are insecure, unbalanced, unfulfilled, lost,
lonely and sad people who need help.

Wolves: (In uproar) Whatdo you know, creep! My childhood'sgot nothingto do
with what I'm like now! Rubbish! You need locking up!

Delilah: Thank you Inspector Clue. Now, back to the studio.

Newsreader: Thankyou Delilah. And therewill be more on that story and other
newsin our morningnewsprogramme,butin the meantime,a goodnightto
you all.

Announcer: And nowwe presenta party political broadcasbn behalfof the Free-
Market-Socio-Computo-Democratidliance Party, by its leader, the Right
Honourable Bartholemew Farquarson-Smith.

(The smoothand suitedFARQUARSON-SMITIglides confidentlyinto the glare of
the spotlight).

Farg.-Smith: Goodevening. In our moderncountry, with its modernconcernsand
demands,at the fore-frontof a modernworld, it is only throughthe positive
and incisive impetusof a modernparty with new, interestingand modern
ideas, thrust forward by the new generationof Socio-Computomen and
womenin the Free-Market-Socio-ComputbemocraticAlliance, who have
seenthe way forward to the modernage, andwith a senseof historyin the
making, will guide the people of this country to a more modern and
sophisticatedway of life. If, at this point you are saying, "Oh no, not
anothemeaninglessinintelligible bagof words!" | urgeandimploreyou not
to switch off until you have heard the full story ....

(Lights immediately BLACKOUT on FARQUARSON-SMITHas all groups
simultaneously switch off their sets. Characters on T.V. exeunt).
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Kids: What was that all about?

Jake: Who was that?

Mrs Wedwell: What a ghastly man!

Lab 2: I's not voting for no-one who talks a different language from the rest of us.

(All other groupsexceptthe HOODSnow freezeuntil the spotlightfalls on themin
turn).

Mother: How could they possibly carry on like that, as though nothing had
happened?

Father: Therestof theworld won't stopturning, but thatdoesn'tmeanpeoplecare
anyless. You sawthereport, my dear; peopleareoutthereworking for us-
for Scarlett.

Mother: If they knew how this felt, they wouldn't carry on as if nothing had
happened. I'm sliding betweenfury and utter desperation. It's a roller-
coaster!

Father: | know, | know.

Mother: No youdon't. You haven'tanyidea. You just sit theresomatter-of-factly.
Why don't you do something?

Father: What?

Mother: Go and look for her, she's your daughter!

(MRS HOOD storms out, too upsetto continue the conversation.MR HOOD
follows, despairingly).

Mrs Wedwell: Shockingnews. Dreadful politician. Awful peopleall aroundme.
How is one supposed to try to present one's daughters in this atmosphere?

Hopeful: Do you think Scarlett will be set free?

Wishful: | shouldn't think her parents have got that sort of money.

Hopeful: (shrugs) Oh - well, that's that then.

Cindy: You two are incredible! How wrapped up in yourselves is it possible to get?

Wishful: Still, 1 always say, you get what's coming to you. You can't avoid it.

Cindy: And this is yours!

(CINDY takesa swipe at WISHFUL and sendsher sprawling acrossthe floor.
HOPEFUL is at oncedrawninto the fray whichis immediatelybrokenup by
an imperious looking MRS WEDWELL).

Mrs Wedwell: Stop this disgracefulbehaviourat once. This is not how young
ladies with prospects conduct themselves. Go to your rooms.
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(She ushers them out with a wave of her hand. She sighs).

Mrs Wedwell: When| wasa Deb .... Ah, wheredid thosedaysgo? (Shefollows
her daughters wistfully).

Lab 1: Hey, lads! The missing kid. We knows where she be to.

Lab 2: Yeah, an' we knows where they kidnappers be to an' all. Charlie's Bar.

Lab 3: | wish we could do something to 'elp the poor lass.

Lab 2: | know, but what can we do? Best to leave it to the Police, | s'pose.

Lab 3: Aye. They knows what they's about.

Lab 1: Police!

Lab 2: Aye, like | said, leave it to they experts.

Lab 1: They's askin' for witnesses to come forward.

Lab 3: Well, |'opes they do.

Lab 1: What?

Lab 3: Come forward, they witnesses.

Lab 1: We.

Lab 3: Sorry! We all 'opes they do.

Lab 1: No, you brick-'ead! Us, we's their missin' witnesses.

Lab 2: Aye, but what can we do about that?

Lab 1: Go to them.

Lab 2: Who?

Lab 1: The police.

Lab 2: The police?

Lab 3: Do you think we should?

Lab 1: We 'as information. The police need the information.

Lab 3: Well since you puts it like that, p'raps we'd better go to the police, then.

Lab 2: Good thinkin' lads. I'm right with you.

Lab 1: What are we waitin' for, then? Let's go.

(The LABOURERS take a final gulp from their mugs of tea and depart briskly).

Charlie: It's a mess, a total mess!

Frank: Calm down, Charlie, old son. Everythin's perfect.

Charlie: Perfect? There'ain't nothin'perfectaboutit. It's a perfectshambles,that's
whatit is, Frank. Twenty yearsup in smoke, all for a hair-brainedscam
organised by a long-term non-paying customer.

Frank: Steadynow, steady, Charlie. (Becomingoratorial) The hour'asarrived;
'istory is aboutto be wrote; Charlie'sBar is on the up; all unpaidtabsare
about to be cleared; a new age is upon us.

Charlie: Frank, if | wasn'tso worried aboutmyself, I'd be seriouslyconcerned
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about you.

Scar: So what do we do now?

Jake: Yeah, when do we cash in?

Frank: When the boysin blue realisewhat 'igh classcrooksthey're up against,
that'swhen. Whenthey can'tfind any traceof the little toad and bits of ‘er
start arrivin' through the post.

Other Wolves: Eeuch! Frank! That's goin' a bit far, 'ain'tit?

Frank: We'll startwith locks of hair and shoelacesandthenif thatdon'timpress
‘em, we'll send some bits that are 'arder to detach.

Charlie: Please,Frank,listen! It 'ain'ttoo late. We cancall it all off. Releasehe
girl and cover our tracks - get back to 'ow things were before.

Frank: Backto beinga laughin'stock? Never, Charlie, never! There'ain't no
turnin' back now.

(CHARLIE sinks into his seat and holds his head in despair).

Frank: Right, Jakeand Scar- get down to the cellar and make sure the girl's
secure, but don't hurt 'er .... yet.
Jake & Scar: Okay, Charlie.

(JAKE and SCAR exeunt).

Frank: William, you takethe entranceat the back, and Gruff, out the front. |
want to 'ear as soon as you see anything interesting.
William & Gruff: Right, Boss.

(WILLIAM and GRUFF exeunt).

Frank: (Leadingawaya disconsolateaCHARLIE) 'Ere, Charlie, it 'ain't that bad.
Come on, me old china, I'll buy you a drink - the last one on my tab, eh?

(The little KIDS now cluster excitedly around MOTHER GOAT).

Billy: Mother, was that the nice girl we were talking to on the wall the other day?

Mother Goat: Yes, dear.

Jilly: Is she in danger?

Tilly: Why have they taken her away and hidden her?

Frilly: Will they hurt her?

Mother Goat: Now, don't you worry your little muddle-heads.She'll be alright.
You heard the policeman. The ones holding her have called themselves
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wolves. And we all know what happens to naughty wolves, don't we.
Stuart: Yes, they get nobbled!
Mother Goat: Now, off to bed, all of you.

(Greatlyrelievedandreassured,theyall exeunt, leavingan emptystage, on which
the lights fade slowly).

SCENE 2

(Light risesdimly on a sparecellar. A numberof crates,bottlesand a barrel lie
closeat hand. In the centre,huddledup in a blanketis SCARLETT, who
appearscold and disheartened.Shegetsup, with the blanketstill wrapped
aroundher and staresat her bleaksurroundings. Shepeersthrougha small
window, suspendedn front of the stage, facing the audience,but sees
nothing. Shereturnsto her shoulderbag, whichis in the middleof thefloor.
Shesinksbackto thefloor andhugsthebagto herin a searchfor somesmall
comfort. A keyrattlesin a lock and a door opens, letting in a little extra

flood of light. JAKE and SCAR enter in the middle of a heated discussion).

Jake: .... And | say it 'ain't gonna work.

Scar: 'Course it will, Jake. 'Ave faith, Son.

Jake: Faith? | don'tlike playin' with loadeddice whenI'm not throwin''em. And
quit callin' me"son". | can'tconcentraten mattersin handsasit is, without
thinkin' that you might be me dad an' all.

Scar: Only a manner of speakin'. Anyway, you got the wrong ears!

Jake: Cutit out, Scar, beforeyou regretopenin'your big mouth. Seeto the girl,
like Frank said.

Scar: Okay, okay.

(SCARtakes a hurried inspectionof SCARLETT, who stares back up at him
sullenly)

Scar: So, what does it feel like to be rich, Jake?

Jake: How would | know?

Scar: Well, you will be when they pay up .... the ransom, know what | mean?
Jake: | dunno. | got me doubts. What if they don't pay, and then ....
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Scar: What?

Jake: .... and then, the police arrive.

Scar: You 'eard what Frank said ....

Jake: 'E don'talwaysgetthingsright. His C.V. 'ain'texactlyavictory march, is it?
I mean, woodcutters leap off every page.

Scar: No, well, when you put it like that - but this time things are gonnabe
different. We're gonna come out on top.

Jake: | wish | ‘ad your confidence.

(At this momentSCARand JAKE's attentionis called by muffled crying coming
from SCARLETT, who is buried beneath her blanket).

Scar: What's the matter with the girl?

Jake: Why don't you ask 'er?

Scar: Hey, what's the matter, kid?

Scarlett: | wantto go home. | wantmy mum. Why do | haveto be kept here
against my will?

Scar: Stopthatwhingin'! You've'adit all your own way so far in life but things
just took a change for the better - for us!

Jake: You'll beall right. Whenthey pay up we'll let you go. Juststaycalm. Come
on Scar, lock up and go.

Scarlett: (A senseof panicin hervoice) Wait, wait! Pleasedon'tleavemein the
dark again - | can't stand it.

(JAKE moves to a light switch, flicks it, but the light does not come on).

Scar: 'Fraid it don't work Miss, you'll ‘ave to grin and bear it.

Scarlett: (desperately)Have you got any batteries then? [I've got a torch.
Scar: What sort?

Scarlett: | don't know. It's old.

(SCARLETT takes the lamp out of her bag and hands it to SCAR).

Scar: Ha! It'll take morethanbatteriesto get this old thing to cometo life. No,
you'll 'ave to get used to the dark.
Scarlett: Oh, Oh!

(SCARthrows her the torch. SCARand JAKE leave and lock the room, leaving
SCARLETTIn a dim pool of light. Shepulls her blanketaround her and
holdsthe old lamp in her hands. Shebeginsabsentlyto rub the lamp as if
cleaning it).

36



Scarlett: (to audience) Oh, this is rotten. Not how it's meantto beatall. Whatam
| to do?

(All of a suddenthere is a mysterioussoundin the air and the - pre-recorded-
magnified voice of the GENIE fills the air).

Genie: | ambeingsummonedy the Guardianof the Lamp.| mustfollow andobey
your commands.
Scarlett: What's that strange sound? Oh, | wish | had some light.

(The GENIE enters through the audience and approaches the stage).

Genie: The Lamp and its Guardianare closeby - | can feel the summonsmost
powerfully now. Most Gracious Guardian, | come to answer your bidding.

(SCARLETT goes to the small window and looks out).

Scarlett: Is anyonethere?Pleasehelp me. I've beenlocked up againstmy will.
Please help!

(The GENIE stands up suddenly before the window and greets the startled
prisoner).

Genie: Salam!
(SCARLETT screams and retreats rapidly to her blanket where she huddles in fear

Scarlett: Aah! Who are you?

Genie: Who | amandwho you are arenot the mostpressingof questions whatis
more important is, are you the Lamp's Guardian, for whom | must labour?

Scarlett: What?

Genie: | have sensedthe summonsof the Guardianof the Lamp. Are you the
Guardian? Do you have the Lamp?

Scarlett: (holding the lamp and looking puzzleWhat, this?

(The GENIE falls to his knees, so SCARLETT can no longer see him).

Genie: GreatLady and Guardianof the Lamp. It is my will andduty to serveyou
with all my powers.(Rising to his feet againyVhat can | do?
Scarlett: | haven'tgot time for games Stopfooling around,whoeveryou are,and
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get help - I'm in big trouble here.

Genie: I'm afraid | can't do that.

Scarlett: What do you mean, you can't do that?

Genie: It's not within my powers.They areratherlimited by my social positionin
Persia just now.

Scarlett: | don't believe this. So, what is within you powers, Mr Genie?

Genie: To make people tell the truth.

Scarlett: Oh, wonderful!

Genie: A small gift, but indeed it is, Oh Mighty Guardian.

Scarlett: Oh, stop that idiotic bowing, will you?

Genie: Would you like me to demonstrate?

Scarlett: I'm a captive audience.

Genie: Then, what is your favourite colour?

Scarlett: Red.

Genie: There you are, you see - the truth.

Scarlett: Don't be ridiculous. You didn't make me tell the truth.

Genie: Didn't I?

Scarlett: No! To make me tell the truth I've got to want to keep a secret.

Genie: Very well. Who catchesyour eye,makesyour heartbeatfaster- whatis the
name of you boyfriend?

Scarlett: JackBean- with anyluck - Hey! How did you do that?That'snot public
knowledge.

Genie: Fear not, Great Lady and Guardian of the Lamp. | will not pass it on.

Scarlett: Oh, very reassuring.

Genie: So, My Most Gracious Guardian, what truth would you like revealed?

Scarlett: Get someone to tell the police where | am - that'd do for a start.

Genie: Your wish .... Don't go away.

Scarlett: Very funny.

(The GENIE exitsthe sameway he camein and leavesSCARLET Tpeeringthrough

the window of the cell, looking out towardsthe audience. Thelights fadeto
BLACKOUT).
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SCENE 3

(MR and MRSHOOD are seatedin their living room, while INSPECTORCLUE
stands pensively before them).

Mother: Where's Scarlett? Why haven't you found my daughter?

Insp. Clue: Mrs Hood, the detection of crime is not a straight-forward business.

Mother: Perhaps you're in the wrong job. | want my daughter back.

Father: Patience, Dear.

Mother: Now! | want her now!

Father: Inspector Clue, how long before we can expect some .... good news?

Insp. Clue: As | was sayingto Mrs Hood, here, thesethingsall taketime. A
crimeis a puzzle- a maze. If you rushin too quickly you may cometo a
dead-end. However, with careful observation and deduction ....

Mother: If you don'tgetout of my houseandfind my Scarlett, there'llbe another
mazeto consider, andit won'ttakea detectiveto find a way throughit. Now
get out!

Insp. Clue: (backing out)Mrs Hood. Mr Hood.

(The INSPECTOR exits rapidly).

Mother: (suddenly vulnerable)s she all right?
Father: (after a pause)Yes, of course she is.

(Lights BLACKOUT immediately).

SCENE 4

(Lights come up on Charlie's Bar. There is a great argumentunderway, with
everyonespeakingat onceand no onelistening.FRANKentersandraiseshis
armsin a gestureto restore order. TOM and TIM, two trolls, are sitting
oblivious to all this in the opposite corner, playing cards).

Frank: All right, all right! 'Old yer 'orses! This ain't no way to run a business.
Gruff: What're we gonna do boss? What're we gonna say?
Frank: Do? Say? What's the matter - losin' yer nerve?
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William: No way!

Scar: We just can't see round the next corner.

Jake: Yeah! How many coppers will there be comin' towards us?

Gruff: What questions will they ask?

Jake: What answers will we give?

William: Will they believe the answers we give?

Scar: What will happen if they don't believe the answers we give?

Charlie: That'sthe point, they won't believe a word you say - you're a rabble -
doomed to fail.

Frank: Don't be so pessimistic,Charlie, me old son. Our successwill be your
salvation, ha hal!

Charlie: And your failure, my destruction.

Frank: Nonsense!Whenthe police comesniffin' around,you say nothin'. Leave
the talking to me. [I'll 'ave 'em eatin' out of me 'and.

(A sudden commotion erupts from the corner where the card game is taking place).

Tim: (standing and shouting) don't believe it!

(Everyone looks round).

Tom: Don'tworry Tim. We all ‘ave bad nights. Deal again- p'rapsyour luck will
change.

Frank: Ha, ha! Just like ours! Charlie, more drinks!

(Enter FOXY LOXY).

Foxy: Well boys, how are things?

All: Lookin' up Foxy, lookin' up!

Foxy: So, where are you keepin' your bargainin' chip, then?

(All eyes look towards the cellar door).

Foxy: No! Surely not here? That's cool! If you get away with it, it'll be pure ice!

(WISHFUL, HOPEFUL and the princes, CHARMING and OAFISH enter the bar).

Foxy: What about the ransom?

Frank: They 'aven't paid yet, but we're close!
Charming: This doesn'tseemmuch of a place. Shall we find somethinga little
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more comfortable?
Wishful: You're beginning to sound just like my mother.

(The WEDWELLDAUGHTERSEntry hascauseda minor stir, of gestures,polite
and not so polite - waves to wolf whistles).

Hopeful: | don'tseewhy we shouldn'tstaya little while. (Shewavesback). Hello,
boys!

Oafish: Hey! That behaviour's a bit cheap!

Hopeful: You pay for what you get. Why do you think I'm out with you?

(GRUFF and JAKE approach their table with an affected swagger).

Gruff: Can we get you sweet ladies anything?

Jake: Champagne?

Wishful: Oh, no! We don't drink. Too young.

Hopeful: Too innocent, too.

Wishful: | could murder a knickerbocker glory, though.

Hopeful: Mmm, and me! If you sell things like that.

Jake: Like that? 'Coursewe do! Backin ajiffy! (to GRUFF) Keep'emtalkin',
Gruff!

(JAKEmovego thebar. CHARLIEmakesa gestureto indicatethat suchthingsare
not found in his bar. JAKE exits hurriedly).

Charming: Now look here,Wishful, I'm not sureaboutthis pally banterwith the
locals.

Wishful: Why not? Do you want a knickerbocker glory as well? .... Oafish?

Charming: | thought you cared for your reputation.

Wishful: Mother does that for us.

Charming: (gettingup) Comeon, we'releaving. Your motherwould be horrified
to think that I'd brought you to a place like this.

Wishful: You didn't. | broughtyou here. You didn'tevenknow this streetexisted,
let alone Charlie's Bar.

Charming: That's not the point. Are you coming now or not?

Wishful: We haven't had our knickerbocker glories yet.

Hopeful: (lookingat the gangstergsangedaboutthebar) And the decoration$ere
are easy on the eye!

Oafish: Hey! I'm not having this!

Hopeful: No? Well, your brother'sjust leaving, | think, so you can go with him,
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can't you.
Charming: Come on, Oafish! They'll be sorry when we've gone!
Wishful: I'm not so sure about that.

(CHARMING and OAFISH leavethe bar enraged,just as JAKE returns with two
fabulous Knickerbocker Glories, which he places grandly in front of
WISHFUL and HOPEFUL).

Jake: Compliments of the 'ouse.
Hopeful: Oooh! | say!

Wishful: Care to join us gentlemen?
Gruff: It'd be a pleasure.

(Thesceneendsandthe lights fade slowly on a sceneof murmuringconversations:
WISHFUL, HOPEFUL, JAKE and GRUFF at a central table TOM and
TIM at their little card game; and FOXY LOXY andtheremainingWOLVES
up at the bar).

SCENE 5

(The wall again. The lights comeup and JACK, CINDY, BEN and BLANCHE
enter. They have been searching but they pause to rest).

Cindy: It's no use, we'll never find her. Oh, Scarlett! | may never see you again.

Jack: Don't talk like that. Of course you will.

Cindy: No | won't. She'sbeentakenby thesehorrible peoplewho call themselves
wolves. Who knows what will happen?

Blanche: Wolves! Huh! Don'tworry aboutthem. I've haddealingswith a wicked
step-mothekrvho turnedinto an evenwickederwitch. It cameoutall right in
the end.

Cindy: That may be my next problem but right now it's Scarlett I'm worried about.

Jack: Well, I've hada brushwith anirate giant, andeverythingfell into placequite
satisfactorily.

Cindy: But this is bigger.

Blanche: Nonsense!EvenBenherehashadhis shareof tight corners. Haven'tyou
Ben.
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Ben:Um .... I, ....er....

Blanche: Well, haven't you?

Ben: | ....well, no.... notexactly. | mean, Bo losta lot of sheeponce. It happens
quite often, to be honest, but they always turn up again.

Blanche: Thereyou are, Cindy. Storiesto warm your heartand give you hope.
We'll find her, Cindy. Believe me, we'll find her.

Jack: | hopeyou'reright. Comeon, we'vegot questiongo askanddoorsto knock
on. We just can't leave it to the police.

(CINDY, BEN and BLANCHE exeunt, purposefully. Enter the LABOURERS
hurriedly, out of breath and looking at a map).

Lab 1: | 'opes we's in time to save the little mite.

Lab 2: Well, we willn't if we can't even find the p'lice station.

Lab 3: 'Ow's a bloke s'posedto reporta crime if they build a p'lice stationso's
nobody can find it when they need it.

(Enter INSPECTORCLUE, with a briefcaseand two plain-clothesofficers, in
deep conversation).

Lab 1: 'Allo! P'raps they gentlemen over there knows where 'tis.
Lab 2: I'll ask.

Lab 3: S'posing they's criminals?

Lab 2: Then they'll know, won't they?

(SECONDLABOURERapproacheghe group of men, followed cautiouslyby his
companions).

Lab 2: (polishedaccent)Excuseme, sir. We'reon amissionof publicimportance.
We need to know directions fqtowers voice)the police station.

Lab 3: We 'ave a serious matter to report.

Lab 1: But we's innocent of any crime.

Insp. Clue: How can | help you?

Lab 2: Tell us where the p'lice station is, like | asked.

Insp. Clue: | am the police. You can tell me.

(The LABOURERS examine him dubiously and without confidence).

Lab 3: Well, you don't look like p'lice.
Insp. Clue: I'm a plain clothes detective. Here's my I.D.
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Lab 2: | 'spose you be one of they under-cover types you see on the telly.

Lab 1: | don'tknow 'ow you solvesthey crimesso quickly. Only takesyou ‘alf an
hour on Tuesdays and Thursdays.

Insp. Clue: It's not all glamourin reality. You haveto work for results; poundthe
beat; lift everystone; rakethroughthe evidence; put the jig-saw together.
Now, what have you got for me? I'm conductingan importantinquiry. |
haven't got time to dawdle.

Lab 3: Hey! Wait a minute. You'sthe fella on the T.V. aboutthe girl. That'swhat
we come to find you and talk to you about.

Lab 2: The young girl, kidnapped she was.

Insp. Clue: Yes, | know. Now tell me something | don't know.

Lab 2: We saw 'er taken away from Glasslipper Street by a gang.

Lab 1: Nasty pieces of work.

Lab 3: Five or six of 'em at least.

Detectives:lt's them! It must be!

Insp. Clue: The Wolves! Did you see which way they went?

Lab 2: We followed 'em.

Lab 1: To Charlie's Bar - down town.

Lab 3: But you should be careful ....

Insp. Clue: (ignoring the labourers)Let's go.

(The police leave hurriedly and at once, without acknowledging their informants).
Lab 3: (calling after them)They be dangerous!

(Lights fade to BACKOUT).

SCENE 6

(Charlie'sBar. Thenervousnesand tensionof the wolvesis beginningto bubble
overagainstFRANK. FOXY, HOPEFUL, WISHFUL, TOM and TIM look
on. Inthe corner, a stranger sits quietly, concealed by a newspaper).

All Wolves: (in general disorder) Hey, Frank! What's the score?What's gonna
happen?Whendo we collectthe ransom,give backthe girl andgetbackto
normal?
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Frank: Normal? Normal? Don'tyou forgetwhatnormalis. It's havin'nothin'. No
money, no recognition, no hope. Now, becausef me, you may not have
moneyor recognitionyet, butyou got hope. Soshutyour mouth, getbackin
line and wait for your future to unfold.

Wishful: I'm on the edge of my seat.

Hopeful: Tenterhooks, me.

Charlie: But 'ow long areyou gonnakeepthe girl 'ere? You can'tkeep'er ‘erefor
ever.

Frank: I'll keep'er 'ere until I've paid off my slate. And that won't be until I'm
‘oldin' the ransom money in my 'and. Got that?

Charlie: (weakly) Yeah, Frank.

Frank: Right, let's preparefor visitors. Scar! Jake! Make surethe girl's safeand
quiet. Gruff! Keep a watch out front. | don't want them creepin’ up on us.

Foxy: And you expect them just to hand over the money, do you?

Frank: They'll 'aveto, 'causetheywon't get thegirl until theydo. And they'll not
get their information until we're out of reach.

Foxy: Well, it sounds good in theory.

Charlie: | can't wait to see it in fact.

(GRUFF enters suddenly, in excitement).

Gruff: Boss,it's them! They're comin' this way. Three of 'em. One'scarryin' a
suitcase.

Scar: That'll be the dosh! Check your passports lads, the boat's comin'in.

Charlie: This is a nightmare.

Frank: Stay calm, keep cool .... enjoy your drinks.

(EnterthethreePOLICE OFFICERS. Theylook aroundsuspiciously.Everyonen
the bar tries to appear innocent. There is a pause).

Insp. Clue: A drink.

Charlie: A drink?

Frank: A drink!

Insp. Clue: Water.

Charlie: Water?

Frank: Water!

Insp. Clue: Popular place.
Charlie: So, so.

Insp. Clue: Business good?
Charlie: So, so.
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Insp. Clue: (showingidentification) We're looking for someone, a young girl:
went missing.

Frank: 'Ardley likely to come in 'ere, is she?

Insp. Clue: No, but she could have been brought here, against her will.

Frank: What are you suggesting, Constable?

Insp. Clue: (sharply) Inspector. I'm not suggestinganything. I'm unearthingfacts
about a disappearance.

Frank: Well | hopeyou'vegota strongspade, if you'redoingalot of digging. The
ground's ‘ard around 'ere.

(There is a barely repressed snigger at this from the other WOLVES).

Insp. Clue: We'll take a look around, if you've no objections.
Frank: Feel free.

(TheDETECTIVESbegintheir searchbut quickly cometo the conclusionthat there
is nothing there to find).

Insp. Clue: I'll be frank with you ....

Frank: You don't say! We're almost related!

Insp. Clue: | don'tlike you. | cansmelldecayanddishonestyin everydustparticle
of this dank institution.

(INSPECTORCLUE moveshehindthe bar, to getanotherperspectiveof theroom.
At that moment, MRSWEDWELLburstsin with CHARMINGand OAFISH,
sheepishly in tow. WISHFUL and HOPEFUL attempt to hide, but too late).

Mrs Wedwell: Soyou are here!l hadto seeit for my own eyes.You'll be your
mother'sruin anddownfall. After all I've donefor you - gettingyou into the
right socialcircles- andthis is how you repayme. Keepingcompanywith
roughandunsuitablepeoplein a roughandunsuitableestablishment.This is
the thanks. How ungrateful! (ShethreatensGRUFF and JAKE). You'd
better not have laid a finger on my girls.

(They shrink away under this onslaught).

Mrs Wedwell: And you (shepointsat INSPECTORCLUE whois still behindthe
bar and thereforemistakenfor the barman) shouldbe ashameaf yourself.
My daughtersare obviously far too youngto be in here, yet you carry on
servingthem. You don't deserveto havea licence. | shall be reportingthis
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incident to the police.
Insp. Clue: Madam, 1 ....
Mrs Wedwell: It's a shockingworld andyour activitiesonly makeit worse! Good
day. (To the stunned girls)You two, move it! | want some explanations.
Hopeful & Wishful: Mum, we only had knickerbocker glories.
Mrs Wedwell: Shameless!

(MRSWEDWELLexitswith WISHFULandHOPEFUL, wholook bewildered, and
the dumb-struck CHARMING and OAFISH. The WOLVESdissolveinto
raucouslaughter. INSPECTORCLUE tries to takecontrol of a situationthat
seems to be getting away from him).

Frank: And they say that 'umanity 'as gone soft!

Insp. Clue: Right, | wantsomeanswers, andyou are going to give themto me,
before | lose my patience.

Frank: And if | don't .... can't?

Insp Clue: Then | lose my patience.

Frank: Then, let's not waste time; fire away!

Insp. Clue: What were you doing betweenthe hoursof eight and nine o'clock on
Sunday morning?

Frank: Watchin' cartoons on telly.

Insp. Clue: (producing a photo)Have you ever seen this girl?

Frank: No, why? What's she done?

Insp. Clue: Shehasn'tdoneanything. She'sbeenkidnapped. We believeshemay
have been brought here.

Frank: Who by?

Insp. Clue: Well, for wantof any otherlikely individual in the place, perhapst
was you, Sir.

Frank: Is that a question?

Insp. Clue: (impatiently) Did you kidnapScarlettHood, bring her hereagainsther
will and demand a one-hundred-thousand pound reward for her safe return?

Frank: No, no, and once more, no!

Insp. Clue: (to detectives)Are you quite sure she's not here?

Detectives:Quite sure, Guv.

Insp. Clue: (to Frank) Where are you hiding her? You won't get away with this!

Frank: | don't know what you're talking about.

Insp. Clue: I'm this far from locking you up and throwing away the key.

Frank: (showing him the doorHaven't you got work to do?

(Suddenlya boomingvoice eruptsfrom behindthe newspapeiin the corner. The
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GENIE now conductsthe whole of the following exchangerom behindthe

paper. At thefirst soundof the voicethereis shockedeactionfrom everyone
in the room as they try to locate its source. The INSPECTOR'grevious
questions are repeated in the same order).

Genie: It is time you started giving some answers, like the Inspector said.

Wolves: Who said that?

Genie: We'll start with an easy one. What is your full name?

Frank: FranciscdHilary Hopdike. Hey! What'sgoingon? I've nevertold anybody
that before.

(The other WOLVES try to hide their amusement).

Foxy: I'm not surprised.

Genie: Now, whatwere you doing betweenthe hoursof eight andnine o'clock on
Sunday morning?

Frank: | was down Glasslipper Street with my mates.

Insp. Clue: This is a different story.

Genie: Do you know the girl in the photograph you were shown?

Frank: Of course | do! It's that detestable tearaway, Scarlett Hood.

Genie: Did you kidnap Scarlett Hood?

Frank: Yes!

Genie: And did you bring her here against her will?

Frank: Yes!

Genie: And did you senda ransomnoteto her parents, demandingone-hundred-
thousand pounds for her safe return?

Frank: Yes!

Genie: So, where are you hiding her?

Frank: In the cellar! What'sgoingon? Who areyou? How areyou makingme
say all this? It's not fair!

(The two DETECTIVES rush away to find SCARLETT).

Genie: (putting down the paper and standinty) it the truth?

Frank: Yes! But what good did the truth ever do?

Genie: It made a change from dishonesty and cheating.

Frank: What's that supposed to mean?

Genie: And it lets us know more aboutwho and what we are. In your case, a
small-timecrookwith anaxeto grind overincessaninability to succeedvith
any act of cowardice or deceit.
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Foxy: If you'll excuse me, I've just remembered an important appointment.
Tim: Yeah, I've got a bridge to hide under.
Tom: Me too. See you later .... much later.

(FOXYLOXY,TIM and TOM makehastyseparatedepartures. The DETECTIVES
bring in a frightened and confused SCARLETT HOOD).

Detective 1:We've found her.

Detective 2:She seems okay, Guv.

Insp. Clue: Right, we haveall the evidencewe need. You're nailedto the wall;
you're aboutto be jugged; it's porridgefor you and your motley gang. In
short, you're nicked!

(INSPECTORCLUE opensthe briefcaseand producesseveralsetsof handcuffs,
which are applied to the WOLVES).

Charlie: My life's work, in ruins.
Frank: You 'aven't 'eard the last of this, Scarlett Hood!
Insp. Clue: Take them away.

(The WOLVES are led away complaining bitterly).

Scarlett: Oh, Genie, thank you! | don't know how | can repay you.

Genie: Well, you could start,Oh GreatGuardianof the Lamp, by offering me my
freedom. | haven'twalked freely throughthe streetsof my hometown in
Persia for a thousand years.

Scarlett: How do | do that?

Genie: Simply repeatthesewords: JahallaBab Eesaf Un! Oh Genie, I, the
Guardian of the Lamp, do now bestow on your freedom.

Scarlett: And then?

Genie: And then, imshe! | amgoneto beginmy life of freedom, in the eastern
city of my forefathers. Please, Oh GreatGuardianof the Lamp. If Aladdin
can do it, so canyou. Free me, as | freed you just now.

Scarlett: Very well - what were the words again?

Genie: JahallaBab EesafUn! Oh Genie, |, The Guardianof the Lamp do now
bestow on you your freedom.

Scarlett: JahallaBab Eesafun! Oh Genie, I, The Guardianof the Lamp do now
bestow on you your freedom.

(A tremendousswelling sound fills the room; lights flash and smoke swirls
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atmospherically as the GENIE takes his leave).
Genie: Goodbye and good luck!

(SCARLETTs left alonewith the old lampin her hands. Suddenlythe doorsburst
open and MR & MRS HOOD rush in. They hug and embrace her).

Mother: Scarlett, my darling!

Father: Are you all right?

Scarlett: Mum! Dad! I've never been gladder to see you.

Mother: Did those awful wolves hurt you, my little lamb?

Scarlett: No, Mum, honestly. Thisis therealworld of fairytalesafterall. Sothey
neverstoodmuch of a chanceof finishing ahead. | wasa bit worried for a
while, though.

Mother: Not as worried as we were. We thought we'd lost you.

Father: Well, 1....

Mother: Yesyoudid! You justlike to makeout nothingconcernsyou. I've been
marriedto you for too long for you to be ableto hide that sort of thing from
me.

Scarlett: Oh, Mum, | will try to paymoreattentionto your adviceandwarningsin
thefuture. (Turningto herfather). Dad, here, thisis for your collectionof
old relics and tools to be restored.

Father: Why thank you Scarlett. It's one of the very first bicycle lamps ever
produced. | had onemyself, just like it - lost it yearsago. Thank you
Scarlett. Let's get back to the workshop at once.

(The family exit arm in arm. SCARLETT in the middle).

Lights fade.

SCENE 7

(Thewall. Atone endsit SCARLETT,CINDY, BLANCHE, JACKandat the other
sit the LABOURERS, all in conversation. MOTHER GOAT and her KIDS
enter, chattering excitedly).

Billy: Well, we won't be troubled by those wolves for quite some time.
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Jilly: No, life'll be rather dull without them.

Tilly: They were fun to fool!

Stuart: | love walloping wolves!

Mother Goat: Now that'senough, kids! Not everyone'sasfortunateasyou are.
Come on home. It's tea time!

(The KIDS trail off after MOTHER GOAT).

Lab 1: | don'tknow 'boutyoustwo but things'ave beenappenin'so fastlately, |
feels like I've been carried along like a leaf in a gale.

Lab 2: Couldn'tagreemore. 'S beenabusyweek. I'm lookin' forwardto puttin' my
feet up at the weekend.

Lab 3: I've neverfelt sotired. | 'opesthe bossgivesus a slacktime next week.
Tea, anybody?

Lab 1&2: Aye, good idea.

(They pour out and drink their tea with obvious satisfaction).
Lab 3: Perks of the job!
(The FOREMAN enters breathless with frustration).

Foreman: Ah! So there you are.

All Labs: Hello matey, want some tea?

Foreman: Tea? Tea! Theworld wasn'tbuilt ontea! The walls andhousef this
town weren'tbuilt and paintedon tea! And, so that you cannotsay you
weren't told, your wages are not paid to you because you drink tea!

Lab 1: So that's a no, is it?

Lab 2:'S alright, you can 'ave one later.

Lab 3: | alwayssays: drinkin' tea gives you a different and clearerview of the
world.

Foreman: And | alwayssay: thatteadrinkersneedto be driven out to work, and
watchedlike a hawk, sothatsomeof the wagesyou paythemareearnedoy
the work they complete.

Lab 1: So you don't like tea, then?

Foreman: Like tea! | don'thavetime for this nonsense Now areyou working for
me or not?

Lab 2: Well, you pays our wages.

Lab 3: You're the boss.

Foreman: Thenpleasepackup your picnics, stepthisway andl'll introduceyouto
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a paint brusheach. And if you don't stop working for more than twenty
minutes between now and knocking off time, | might just consider
employing your questionable services tomorrow.

Lab 2: Fair enough.

Lab 3: That'll be a challenge.

Lab 1: I'm up for it.

Foreman: Well, let's go then(Sighing) What's the point?

(The FOREMAN exits with his LABOURERS).

Scarlett: How's your stepmother, Cindy?

Cindy: Oh, she'sall right. To tell you thetruth she'sso crossandfeelinglet down
by Wishful and Hopeful the heat's been off me for a few days.

Others: Wow!

Cindy: Sheeventook sometime earlierto talk to me as an individual and not a
servant. Sheactuallytook aninterestin how | lookedandwhat | wasdoing
today - oh, and she said to say hello.

Blanche: Ohcripes! Look atthetime. We'regoingto belatefor the businto town
and then we'll miss the film.

Jack: What are you seeing?

Blanche: The latest Disney film: Sleeping Beauty.

Cindy: It's complete fantasy but it takes your mind off reality.

Blanche: Come on.

Cindy: See you, Scarlett. Bye Jack.

Scarlett: }

Jack: } See you later.

(CINDY and BLANCHE exeunt together).

Scarlett: So, Jack fancy a walk in the park and then a coffee? Or are you too busy?
Jack: Everything else is on hold. Let's go!

(SCARLETTakesJACK'sarm andtheyleavethe stagetogether. ThenSCARLETT
returns alone).

Scarlett: (to audience) Well thereyou are. Now you know the reality. It was
neverlike thisin the fairy talesyou weretold, wasit! Anyway, I'll seeyou
sometime. Bye.

(SCARLETT runs off to catch up with JACK. The lights fade).
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SCENE 8

(The lights comeup onthree LABOURERSsitting besidea "Men at Work" sign.
They pour out tea from a flask and eat sandwiches).

Lab 1: | tell 'ee, we workstoo 'ard. Still, you know wha'they saysbout people
wha' works too 'ard?

Lab 2: No, wors'at then?

Lab 3: Yeah, wors'at then?

Lab 1: Theysaysit keepsa bloke young, like. You know, fit an'tha’: attractive
for the girls, like, you know, of the opposite sex, so to speak.

Lab 2: Well, I'll be alright then; I's been workin' all bloomin' week.

(Thereare murmursof approvalat the wisdomof this statementind a clinking of
tea mugs as the lights slowly fade).

THE END
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