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TROUBLE INTOYLAND

by

Jeff Gallagher

Characters:

MUM
JOHNNY

THE TIN SOLDIER }
THE TEDDY BEAR }
THE RAG DOLL }
THE JACK IN THE BOX }

(old toys)

PANDEMONSTROTECHNICON }
AUTODISCONNECTICON }

THE SPACE MINCHER } (new toys)
MEGACYNTHIA }

THE FAIRY TOYMOTHER

THE EXTERMOBOT

MUM andJOHNNY are humans.

All the other characters are toys,
but theEXTERMOBOT s life-size.



PRODUCTION NOTES:

All thetoy rolesin this play arecameos thereisn’t a lot to do, butwhatthereis
should be played for all it's worth.

Mum s ratherweak-willed; not manykids could be as petulantas Johnnyand get
away with it.

TheTin Soldieris rathera sadcharacter|ike anold man whomissesthe goodold
days'.

The Teddy Beas kind and gentle, if a little slow-witted.

TheRagDoll would makea devotedhouse-wife thoughshe’snot exactlywhatyou
would call a ‘modern woman’!

Jack in the boxs a ‘cheeky chappie’ who likes to have the last word.
The characters of the new toys are fairly obvious.

The SpaceMuncher'smovementsaroundthe stageshouldimitate the way a ‘Pac-
Man’ moves around a computer screen.

For Megacynthia,you might like to assumethe characterof one of thosewicked
females in a James Bond movie: Grace Jones, for instance.

The twoAndroidsare based loosely on Rambo and an intellectual Dalek.

The Fairy Toymothehas stepped straight out of a pantomime.

Costumes:
Mum: dull everyday dress.
Johnny:The latest flash gear for spoiled kids.

Tin Soldier: old-fashioned(e.g. red Napoleonic)soldier’s uniform; black riding
boots

Teddy Bearself-explanatory.



RagDoll: pigtails, red patcheson cheeksgcottonfrock,white socks,dancingpumps/
sandals.

Jack in the boxtoud suit, silly wig, clown’s shoes.
Pandemonstrotechnicotl.S. Army Uniform or Action Man Ouitfit.

AutodisconnecticonDarth Vader Outfit; or you could dresshim asa conventional
robot, provided he looks different from Space Muncher and Extermobot.

Space Munchercardboard boxes covered in tin-foil.

Megacynthia she should be attractivein a very blatantway. Try a short skirt,
fishnettights, high heels,Joadsof make-up,Jong curly wig. The walk is also
important!

Fairy Toymother:anold weddingdress(if you canscroungeone!) Otherwisecrepe
attached to a plain cotton dress. Dainty shoes.

TheExtermobotilt seemsa pity to takemuchtroublewhenheis only on stagefor a
few momentsHowever,remembeiheis the big ‘surprise’atthe end,andwe
mustmakea big impression.You could makecardboardoxesasa baseand
perhapsdecoratethem with knobs and buttons, bits of old coat hangers-
anythingyou can get hold ofl Rememberthough, he must have his hands
free in order to carry Mum off stage.

Props.
Johnny(end) : control panel.
Pandemonstrotechnicomachine gun and belt with bullets.
The Fairy Godmothemnagic wand.

Notes on the Script:

‘It is life, Jim, but notaswe knowit’: awell-knownline from ‘Star Trek’,
and from a pop song that was a send-up of it.

‘Star Trekkinby The Firm.

Jeff Gallagher.






TROUBLE INTOYLAND

by Jeff Gallagher

(Throughoutthe play there is a table and chair down SL. No other sceneryis
required, although a black backdrop could also be used).

SCENE |
(Enter MUM and JOHNNY. JOHNNY sits at the table)

Mum: Now then, Johnny, have you written your letter yet to Santa Claus?

Johnny: Oh, comeon, Mum! You don'’t believein that old berk with the white
beard!

Mum: Now, don’t be rude, or he won’t come down the chimney on Christmas Eve!

Johnny: How can he come down the chimney? We've got a gas fire.

Mum: All right, he’ll come in through the back door, then.

Johnny: Huh! I'll set the dog on him if he does!

Mum: You know, you really don’t deserveany ChristmaspresentsYou're a very
naughty boy.

Johnny: But, Mum, SantaClausis soold-fashionedAll heeverbringsusareboard
gamesandchocolateand monkeynutsandfruit! Doesn’the know whatkids
really want for Christmas? Doesn’t he ever watch TV?

Mum: All right, then - what DO you want for Christmas?

Johnny: I'd like a dozenpersonalcomputershalf a dozenradio-controlledcars,
some nuclear-powered skis, a submarine and a space rocket.

Mum: He’s going to need a very big sack . . ..

Johnny: Yeah,well, maybeif he boughthimselfa juggernautjnsteadof usingthat
old sled and those stupid reindeer,he’d be able to fetch me somedecent
presents!

Mum: Well, anyway,you won’t getanythingfor Christmasunlessyou write your
letter to Santa Claus. Come on. Upstairs. Do it ndxit MUM)

Johnny: Oh, all right, then. . . . DearSantaClaus,for Christmas would like you
to retireanddrawyour old-agepension How aboutgettingsomeoneg/ounger
on the job with a few up-to-date ideagExit JOHNNY)



SCENE 2

(Enterthe TIN SOLDIER.He movesstiffly acrossthe stage.He hasonearm. Enter
the TEDDY BEAR: large, a bit slow, but very kind)

Teddy Bear: Oh, there you are, Tommy! On parade as usual?

Tin Soldier: Gotto beonyour guard,mate. Guardianof thetoy cupboard,that’s
me.

Teddy Bear: Haven't you forgotten something?

Tin Soldier: What?

Teddy Bear: Your gun, Tommy! You can’t be a soldierif you haven’tgot your
gun!

Tin Soldier: Huh! It's worn out. No useany more.Justlike me. . . .Let’s faceit,
Ted, you and me - we've had our day. We're past it.

Teddy Bear: Oh,comeon, Tommy! I'm only 37 yearsold. And I've still got my

original nose.

Tin Soldier: We've hadit, though,Ted. You andme - andthe others.| mean,who
wantsto play with a boring old tin soldier, whenthere’s. . ..? Well, you
know . ...

Teddy Bear: oh, yes,| supposeyou’re right . . . . Eversincelast Christmasthose
two children- that boy and his sister- they haven'tevenlookedat us. Ever
since Santa Claus brought them those . . . . those things!

Tin Soldier: You're right. It wasn'’tlike this in the old days.Remembeull those

years ago, when their father was a boy? He used to play with us all the time. .
And rememberat night, when| usedto drive the steamengine,and drive

round the living room on the dumper truck?

Teddy Bear: Yes,andl'd get thegolliwog to pushme roundin the wheelbarrow,
while | stuffed myself full of chocolate mice!

Tin Soldier: Yeah, those were the days . . (Enter the RAG DOLL)

Rag Doll: Has anyone seen the key to the Wendy House?

Tin Soldier: It's under the mat, Jemima. What’s your problem?

Rag Dall: Well, it needsa jolly good spring-clean.The whole placelooks asif a
bomb’s just hit it!

Teddy Bear: | know why thatis. Our childrenhave beersmashingt up with their
catapults!

Rag Doll: Why, that'sdisgraceful!Theyreally don’t deservaus! (Enterthe JACK
IN THE BOX, not in the box)

Tin Soldier: It's Jack! Hey, Jack, why aren’t you back in your box?

Jack in the Box: SabotageThat'swhatit is! He did it on purposeltherel was,
ready for a really good spring, and what's he gone and done? Only
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unscrewedny bottom,that’'sall! Next thing | know, he’s pressedhe button,
thelid goesup, andI’'m flying acrosgheroom- smack!Straightinto thewall
. ... And that’s not all. The little so-and-so’s nicked me squeaker!

Tin Soldier: Crumbs! Poor old Jack!

Teddy Bear: You werelucky! He wasgoingto throw ME on thebonfire! His Mum
stopped him just in time.

Rag Doll: And | haven’t had a new dress for years!

Tin Soldier: And my arm got fed to the goldfish . . ..

Rag Doll: This is terrible! What are we going to do?

Jack in the Box: We could always go on strike . . . .

Tin Soldier: No point. We've beenmaderedundantanyway.He neverplayswith
us now. Not since THEY arrived . . . .

Teddy Bear: Look out! They’re coming! Quick! Hide!

Tin Soldier: Too late! They've seenus! (Enter two powerful-lookingbattery
operated androids, known as PANDEMONSTROTECHNICONand
AUTODISCONNECTICON. PANDEMONSTROTECHNICONarries a
machinegun andhas an ample store of bulletsin a belt slung acrosshis
shoulder)

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Hold it right there, or you're dead meat!

Autodisconnecticon: Attend us, O puny toylings. We are your masters.

Tin Soldier: You big bullies! I wish | had my gun with me!

Autodisconnecticon: All your weaponsare useless.The toy cupboardis oursto
command. You are in our power. You will obey.

Pandemonstrotechnicon: I'm Pandemonstrotechnicon. Otherwise known as Jim.

Autodisconnecticon: | am Autodisconnecticonl. am completelyinvincible. (Well,
almost).

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Say, who are these guys anyway?

Autodisconnecticon: It is life, Jim, but not as we know it.

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Hey, gimme the lowdown, gooks, or I'll blow you apart.

Tin Soldier: I'm Tommy, the tin soldier.

Rag Dall: I'm Jemima, the rag doll.

Teddy Bear: I'm Teddy, the teddy bear.

Jack in the box: I'm Jackin the box. But I'm not in the box. I would like to be
back in the box, because when I'm back in the box, I'm Jack in the box . . . .

Autodisconnecticon: Silence! Theseare outmodedtoylings. They are no longer
useful to the children we serve. Let us destroy them.

Tin Soldier: Wait! You can't!

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Sure, why not? Hey, let's feed 'em to the Space
Muncher!. . . .Hey, Munch! (Enterthe SPACEMUNCHER,a little round
fellow, rather like a Pac-Man or a Space Invader)
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Space Muncher: Beep! Beep! beep!

Pandemonstrotechnicon: O.K., Munch! Time for Lunch!

Space Muncher: Beep! beep! (the SPACEMUNCHER chasesthe four toys
methodicallyroundthe stage. EnterMEGACYNTHIAdressedn black,a bit
like a pop star)

Megacynthia: Hold it right there! Call him off!

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Hey, Munch! Take five!

Space Muncher: Beep! (The SPACE MINCHER stands still)

Autodisconnecticon: It is Megacynthia! She who must be obeyed!

Megacynthia: What is going on here? Who ARE all these creatures?

Autodisconnecticon: They are outmoded toylings, Megacynthia.

Megacynthia: Hmm. Let’s have a look at them. You! Explain yourself!

Tin Soldier: I'm Tommy,thetin soldier.Reportingfor duty, mum. . . .(He stands
to attention) Ooh, me back . . ..

Megacynthia: Very impressive, I'm sure . . .. Why, hello there, you big hunk . . . .

Teddy Bear: Oh....er... .hello....

Megacynthia: And what kind of toy are you?

Teddy Bear: I'm teddy.A teddybear.All the childrenhugtheir teddieswhenthey
go to bed at night.

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Hey, this guy’s a creep!Kids should be huggingtheir
M16s at night. Like me. You neverknow whensomegook’s gonnabusthis
way in. . ..

Megacynthia: | think he’s rather cute. Completely useless, of course - but cute . . . .

Space Muncher: Beep! beep! Beep! beep!

Pandemonstrotechnicon: What's he say?

Autodisconnecticon: The SpaceMuncher saysit is not practical to munch the
Teddy Bear toyling all at once.He sayswe will needto store him in the
freezer.

M egacynthia: Be quiet, Space Muncher!

Space Muncher: Beep!

M egacynthia: Goodness! And what on earth are you?

Jack in the box: | might ask you the same question.!

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Hey, you! Talk to the lady, or I'll fill you full of lead!

Jack in the box: All right! All right! Don’t blow a fuse! I'm a Jack in the Box.

Megacynthia: Oh, really? And what do you do?

Jack in the box: Well, just at the moment- not much. . . . But, listen,whenI’'m
properly screweddown in my little woodenbox - here,comea bit closer,
you'll love this - whenI’'m in my little box, andl've got my squeakeback-
all you've got to do is press my little button - and then, bingo! Up | pop!

Megacynthia: | see. Then what?



Jack in the box: Then what what?

Megacynthia: Then what do you do when you’ve popped up out of your box?

Jack in the box: Nothing! You have to push my head back in, and close the lid.

Megacynthia: And then?

Jack in the box: Sameagain!Bingo! Up | pop! And scarethe living daylightsout
of you!

Autodisconnecticon: A primitive design, O mighty Megacynthia.Intended to
frighten our children and keep them occupiedfor a considerabldength of
time.

Megacynthia: | see. And does it work?

Autodisconnecticon: Negative,O mighty one. The devicein questionhas been
pulled to bits, thrown out of the window, and kicked aroundthe window.
There has even been an attempt to flush it down the lavatory.

Jack in thebox: What did | tell you? Hours of harmless entertainment!

Megacynthia: Ha! When you are as frightening as Pandemonstrotechnicoand
Autodisconnecticon,you may begin to serve some purposein the toy
cupboard! . ... And what have we here?

Rag Doll: I'm Jemima, the rag doll.

Megacynthia: My dear, where DO you get your clothes from?

Rag Doall: It's thatsisterof his! She’snot boughtme anythingnew sinceshehad
me! | used to belong to her mum, you know.

Megacynthia: Oh, my dear! You must be simply ancient!

Rag Doll: Well, at least | don’t show myself off like you do!

Megacynthia: Hmm. I'm notin the leastsurprised.You havenothingto show off
about.

Pandemonstrotechnicon: O.K., MegacynthiaMWhat'sthe news?Canwe blow 'em
away?

Megacynthia: | just can’t believeit! Thesecreaturesare museumpieces!lf we
HAD a museumtheywould be our prize exhibits.But, sincewe HAVEN'T
got a museum . . .. yes, you may as well dispose of them.

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Great! Go get 'em, Munch!

Space Muncher: Beep?

Autodisconnecticon: You are instructed to devour the toylings.

Space Muncher: Beep! Beep! beep!

Megacynthia: This won't takelong. He candevoura whole galaxyfor breakfast.
(the SPACEMUNCHER is about to devour the toys. Enter the FAIRY
TOYMOTHER)

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Oh, shucks! It's the Fairy Toymother!

Space Muncher: Beep?

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Hold it right there, Munch!
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Fairy Toymother: Wait! We cannot have toys eating each other!

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Why not?

Fairy Toymother: Well, it makes such a mess, for one thing.

Pandemonstrotechnicon: O.K. ? So what are we going to do, Fairy Toymother?

Fairy Toymother: As Fairy Toymother,] mustbe obeyedl amin chargeof all the
toysthathaveeverbeenmade- and anytoy thatdisobeysme goesstraighton
the scrap heap!

All: Yes, Fairytoymother . . . .

Fairy Toymother: Very well. The old toys andthe new toys cannotstoparguing-
andthe reason,t seemsto me, is becauseyour boy, Johnny,and his sister
spendall their time playing with the newtoys,andhaveonly tried to pull the
old toys to bits. In orderto stopyou arguing,andto make surethat all the
toys are treatedthe same,l proposea little solution - with the help of my
magicwand! (Shewavesher handoverthemall) Spirits of toysuponthe
heap,Whetherthesetoys be dearor cheap Make the newtoys changeto old,
And makethe old onesfreshandbold! (All the toysfreeze) But now it is
nearly dawn - and time for all the toys to return to the toy cupboard . . . .

(Exeunt)

SCENE 3
(Enter MUM and JOHNNY)

Mum: What's the matter, Johnny? Where are all your toys?

Johnny: I'm fed up with them, Mum. They’re all so boring!

Mum: What do you mean? Your toy cupboard’s FULL of toys!

Johnny: Yes, | know - but none of them WORK properly! Look at that Space
Muncher!He’s supposed tgobbleup all the alienson the screen insteadhe
just jumps up and down going ‘Boing! Boing!” Then| pressedthe voice
buttonson my two toy androids.Pandemonstrotechnicons&ipposed tde a
toughRambomodel- you know, blowing the headsoff all the gooks.All he
saysnow is ‘Hi! I'm Pando!Give me a kiss and a cuddle!” And as for
Autodisconnecticonthe conquerorof the universe- when you pressHIS
button, all he saysis ‘Sah!” and ‘You ’orrible little man!” And that
Megacynthisdoll you boughtfor my sister- she’ssupposed talrive a fast
carandgoto parties All shesaysnow is ‘Time to cleanthe WendyHouse’'. .
.. Mum, none of our new toys WORK any more!

Mum: Poor Johnny! Well, why don’t you play with your OLD toys?

Johnny: You what? They're just as bad!
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Mum: Oh,well. It'll soonbe Christmasagain.Time to write anotheretterto Santa
Claus.

Johnny: SantaClaus?Huh! He’s a deadloss,heis. I'm goingto write to True Life
Supplies!

Mum: What's that?

Johnny: It's atoy firm overin JapanAll the kids arewriting to themnow. They
make all the latest ultra-modern toys - and they’re really cheap!

Mum: Well, | hopeso, dear- we canbarely afford to run five carsasitis. . . .
Come on, then, I'll get you some paper . . (Exeunt)

SCENE 4
(Enter JACK IN THE BOX and TEDDY)

Jack in thebox: Beep! Beep! Come here! I'm going to eat youl!

Teddy Bear: Hey, get away from me, you crazy creep!

Tin Soldier: | am the masterof the toy cupboard!You will be exterminated!
(Enter the RAG DOLL and MEGACYNTHIA)

Rag Doll: Really, my dear,you shouldtry wearingrags.They really arethe latest
thing!

Megacynthia: Time to clean the Wendy House . . (Enter the two ANDROIDS)

Pandemonstrotechnicon:Hi! I'm Pando! Give me a kiss and a cuddle!

Autodisconnecticon: Not likely! You ’orrible little man! (Enter the SPACE
MUNCHER, bouncing up and down)

Space Muncher: Boing! Boing! Boing! Boing! (theycontinueto wanderround
the stagein a trance, repeatingthe abovewords and actions. After a few
moments, Enter the FAIRY TOYMOTHER)

Fairy Toymother: Stop! (Everyonestandsstill andis silent) Oh,dear. .. .l can
seethis simply isn’'t goingto work. Very well, asyou were. . . . (shewaves
her wand over them)

Teddy Bear: Gosh, that’s better!

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Say, where am 1?

Autodisconnecticon: There has been a malfunction . . . .

Tin Soldier: Ooh, me back!

Rag Doll: What a weird get-up!

Megacynthia: What dreadful taste!

Jack in the box: Boing! Boo!

Space Muncher: Beep! Beep!



Fairy Toymother: That's better. All back to normal!

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Hey, great! So now we can waste these guys after all!

Autodisconnecticon: Prepare to disintegrate . . . .

Fairy Toymother: Justa minute! What are you doing?There’sreally no point in
your fighting like this!

Pandemonstrotechnicon: Whaddya mean? We like fighting!

Fairy Toymother: Yes,| knowyou do. But listen.Fromnow on, you mustall stick
together. You must all be friends.

Tin Soldier: Friends? What? Us? And them?

Fairy Toymother: Yes,that'sright! You aregoingto needeachother!l cannotsay
more. Farewell! (Exit the FAIRY TOYMOTHER)

Tin Soldier: What did she mean - we're all going to need each other?

Pandemonstrotechnicon: | dunno- butl ain’t workin’ with no dumblimey! Come
on! Let's blast 'em.

Megacynthia: No, justa minute,boys.If the Fairy Toymothersaysthere’sgoingto
be trouble, there’s REALLY going to be trouble . . ..

Rag Doll: What do you mean? What sort of trouble?

Megacynthis: I'm not sure . . ..

Autodisconnecticon: Attention! MegacynthialComputerread out suggestsalien
life form approaching.

Jack in the box: What's he on about?

Pandemonstrotechnicon: | ain’'t sure.But it’s big. And it's headin’our way . . . .
O.K., guys! Movin’ out!

Teddy Bear: What's the matter?

Pandemonstrotechnicon: This is big! Bigger thanany of us!Comeon, you guys!
Let’s split!

Megacynthia: You heard him, everybody!Let's go! (Exeunt,apart from the
SPACE MUNCHER, who moves towards whatever it is in order to eat it)

Space Muncher: Beep! beep! Beep! beep{Re-enter the two ANDROIDS)

Autodisconnecticon: Computer readout predicts alien life form inedible. And
highly dangerous.

Pandemonstrotechnicon: C’'mon, Munch! Get your butt outa here! (The two
ANDROIDSgrab the SPACEMUNCHER. Exeunt: Pause: A low rumbling
noise is heard. Enter the EXTERMOBOT, a life-size robot)

Extermobot: | am the Extermobot. . . . (Enter MUM in her dressinggown and
slippers. She sees the EXTERMOBOT)

Mum: Whatthe. . ..? Goodnessne,it’'s enormouslohnny,| think your Christmas
present’'sjust arrived. . . .What?No! Help! Getoff me! Aagh. . ..! (the
EXTERMOBOTpicksup MUM in it's armsand carries her off stage.Enter
JOHNNY, very excited, with a control panel in his hand)

8



Johnny: Wow! Now that'swhat| call atoy! This is therealthing! Goodold True
Life Supplies!Thisis betterthanall my othertoys put togetherlimagine!My
very own Extermobot!l don’t needANY toysanymore!Everythingl do with
the Extermobotwill befor real! (Pause: He looksround) | wonderwhere
Mum'’s disappeared to? I'm hungry{(Exit JOHNNY as the lights fade)

CURTAIN



