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AUTHOR’S NOTE

The production of this pantomime is a pretty straightforward affair, and
should present no great problems to experienced societies. For the benefit of
others, however, perhaps the following notes will be of assistance.

All the scenes are full or lane-cloth scenes, one following the other. This
gives a smooth flow to the action, for there should be little or no delay
between scenes. Remember, the longer these changes are, the faster you lose
your audiences’ concentration.

The same reasoning applies to the dialogue. Keep it crisp and well paced.
Not rushed, but most certainly not at a funeral pace.

The Tree of Truth

One of the oldest of our “traditional” pantomime gags, having almost as
many variations as the tree has branches. Firstly the “*fruit” must be large
enough to recognize from the back of the theatre. Our apples were painted
beachballs and trimming. If you can’t manage apples, any other fruit or nut
will work. Tennis balls painted orange (tangerines), plastic lemons,
polystyrene coconuts, etc. The large branch that falls is quickly and easily
made from wire (chicken or fencing) and covered with old newspaper and
flour paste, painted to match the tree, and a few leaves and fruits.

The Sword on the Tree
There are several ways of making the sword appear on cue.
1. A pivoting trap set into the tree trunk. Painted to match the tree at both
sides, the empty side faces the audience, the other side has spring clips fixed to
it and the sword is pressed into them. On cue, and hidden by the flash, the
trapdoor swivels, and the sword is “magically’ revealed.
2. The sword is fixed to the tree on springclips facing the audience. A painted
cloth (both sides) matching the tree hangs over it, fastened at the bottom.
Release pegs are at the top. On cue, the release pegs are withdrawn from
behind the tree, the flap will fall under cover of the flash, and the sword
appears as if by magic.
3. The sword is lowered from above on a fine nylon thread. If this is done, I
suggest lowering it in the scabbard, so that Tom has only to unsheath it. The
scabbard should be lavishly decorated.

The sword in all cases should be a broadsword. Others used are foils or
épées.
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Grendelgorm

In my original conception of this character, he is a Cyclopodic Giant.
However, an ordinary Giant will do quite nicely, but get one as fierce looking
as possible. He also needs a huge club. As a director of many years, though, I
realize it may not always be possible to hire a Giant’s outfit for the period you
need, so a Dragon can be substituted without loss of tension. The offstage
roars (and onstage growls) should be done on an offstage microphone.

The Herald, or the Pieman, may double as the Captain or Grendelgorm.

The music used in the show
Over the past few years I've had many letters asking me what music I used in
my original productions, so, for guidance only, I have prepared a list of the
music for this pantomime which is obtainable from me, c¢/o Samuel French
Ltd. Remember though, it may not be suitable for your singers and some may
be out of print (local libraries can be of great help in obtaining vocal scores).
Also, please remember to contact the Performing Right Society before any
published music is used in your production. This is for your own protection.
Norman Robbins

A licence issued by Samuel French Ltd to perform this play does not include
permission to use any Overture and Incidental music. Where the place of
performance is already licensed by the Performing Right Society a return of the
music used must be made to them. If the place of performance is not so licensed,
then application should be made to the PERFORMING RIGHT SOCIETY, 29 Berners
Street, London W1.

A separate and additional licence from PHONOGRAPHIC PERFORMANCES LTD,
Ganton House, Ganton Street, London W1, is needed whenever commercial
recordings are used.




PROLOGUE

The Castle of the Knave of Hearts

There is a dark lane cloth, eerily lit in blues, greens and reds. An ancient brazier
stands down ¢ glowing dimly. Behind the brazier, in magician’s cloak and hat, is
the Knave of Hearts, a grim, unlovable creature. With arms raised to just
above shoulder height, and eyes gazing upwards, he speaks sonorously

Knave O dreadful demons that dwell within the enchanted flames of this
eternal fire, draw near and reveal to me that which I, thy faithful servant,
the Knave of Hearts, desire to know. Tell me: how can I break the magic
spell that protects the land of Nursery-rhymes, and so take revenge on
those who banished me to this dismal place? Speak. Speak, I beseech thee.

The light from the brazier grows brighter

See, the flame grows brighter. An immortal one is close. Soon I shall know
the answer and Nursery-rhyme Land will be mine. All mine. (He laughs
harshly) Twenty years have I waited for this moment. Twenty long years,
trapped in this desolate wilderness, learning the secrets of the Black Art
and plotting my revenge. (He moves R, musing) Well 1 remember that
cursed day when they drove me out of the kingdom -and all for stealing a
few paltry tartlets baked by that fool of a Queen, Mattiwilda. (His voice
rising) How his royal incompetence King Cole had me beaten for my crime
before he banished me, and how, with every passing year, I've grown to
hate him more. (Soberly) And in all this time only one thing has prevented
me from teaching him a lesson. The magic spell cast by the Fairy Queen to
protect them from all danger. A spell that I — with all the demonic power I
possess - have been unable to break. (He snarls) But now — NOW - I shall
have the answer.

The braczier flares up very brightly

The Immortal One is here. (He flings himself to his knees in obeisance, eyes
downcast)

Fairy Harmony enters R, bathed in pure white light

Fairy (mischievously) Such gallantry ... Though I suspect
It isn’t me that you expect.
Knave (looking up, startled and annoyed) The Fairy Harmony. (He gets
quickly to his feet, scowling)
Fairy (amused) So once again to evil thoughts
Your brain returns, my friend;
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I trust you've not forgotten

1, that kingdom still defend?
You'll never break the magic spell
That guards their happy land.

Knave Don’t speak too soon, you simp’ring sprite.
My time is close at hand.
Fairy (lightly) But surely you must realize

That whilst they do no wrong,
The peaceful folk of Nursery-rhyme
Are safe, secure and strong.

Knave That’s as may be. But should one soul
Commit some wicked deed,
The magic spell will shatter:
For thus your Queen decreed.

Fairy Quite so. But as each person there
Is well aware of this,
They never do a thing that’s wrong
And live in perfect bliss.

Knave (aside) Boring creatures. (To her) I'll prove you wrong, my smug

young friend.

Fairy You'll rue it if you try.
Knave In Nursery-rhyme’s clear ointment
I intend to be the fly.
Fairy (sadly) Then do your worst—but understand,

You'll lose without a doubt.
No help you'll get from yonder flame.
(She indicates the brazier)

Knave Why not?

Fairy Because it’s out.

She waves her wand as she speaks and the flame is extinguished at once
Fairy Harmony exits, laughing

Knave (aghast) My everlasting flame. (He rushes over to it and attempts to
blow life back without success) Gone. Snuffed out like the flames of a
common baker’s oven. (A4s a sudden thought strikes him) But wait — wait.
(He ponders) That could be the answer. The very idea I've been searching
for. Yes. Yes. It is. (Delightedly) In seeking to outwit me, that stupid fairy
has provided me with the perfect solution. Now I know exactly how to
break that spell. By this time tomorrow, Nursery-rhyme Land will be mine.
(He laughs triumphantly)

There is an instant Black-out
In the darkness, the Knave exits and the brazier is removed

The lane curtains open immediately on:



ACT 1

Scene 1

The village of Tottering-on-the-Brink

A typical pantomime village setting of half-timbered cottages and shops. Dame
Sprightly’s cottage is UR and has a practical door

When the CURTAIN rises, it is a bright, sunny morning, and the Villagers, led by
Kitty Fisher and Jack Horner, are singing and dancing merrily

SONG 1

As the song ends, Tom Sprightly, the Piper's son, enters UL and moves jauntily
through the crowd, heading down c. He carries a large bundle of sticks to be
used for firewood, and his pipes hang at his waist

Tom (cheerily) Hi, ev'rybody.

Villagers Hi, Tom.

Tom What's all the excitement, Jack Horner?

Jack (stepping forward) You mean you haven't heard the news? (He looks at
the others in amazement)

Tom Not a word. As you can see, I've been out in the woods all morning
gathering firewood to sell at the Fayre.

Jack (witha grin) Then have we got news for you. (7o Kitty) Come on, Kitty.
You tell him.

Kitty (coming forward) It’s the Princess Marigold. She’s coming here today
to visit the Fayre. And as Jack’s been chosen this year’s Foreman of the
Fayre, it'll be his job to escort her around.

Tom (ywarmly) Congratulations, Jack. (To Kitty) Butif you'll take my advice,
Kitty Fisher, you’ll keep a sharp eye on Master Horner, here. I'm told the
Princess is rather beautiful. (He winks slyly)

Jack (laughing) You don’t have to worry about me. Kitty’s the only one I
care about. Besides, she’s going to be my Queen of the Fayre, so I won't
have much chance to make sheep’s eyes at visiting princesses, will 17 But
what about you? We all know your reputation with the ladies, Tom
Sprightly.

The Villagers agree with amusement

Tom (ruefully) I'm afraid there won't be much chance of me captivating the
Princess. I'll be lucky to even get a glimpse of her. Mother’s giving me so
many jobs to do, it’ll be a miracle if I ever get to the Fayreground in time to
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sell anything. (He sighs) Ah, well. I'd better be getting in before she comes
looking for me.
Dame ( from inside the cottage) Tom? Tom?

All react

Tom (quickly) Look-out. Here she comes now. Scatter. If she finds me here
talking, she’ll swear I've been wasting time instead of working.

There is an excited flurry as the Villagers, Kitty and Jack exit
Tom turns towards the cottage

Dame Sprightly comes charging out, still calling

Dame Tom? Where are you, you lazy good-for-nothing young (Seeing
him) Ahaaaaaa. There you are. (She advances on him grimly)

Tom (brightly) Oh, hello, Mum.

Dame Don’t you ““hello, Mum’ me, you pipe-playing poltroon. Where do
you think you've been hiding yourself all morning, eh? Don’t tell me. I
don’t want to know. Five hours you've been gone. Five hours. And your
lunch is ruined.

Tom (dismayed) Oh, no. And I'm starving. What was it?

Dame That special Australian dish your Uncle Fred sent me the recipe for.

Tom (groaning) Not Boomerang Pie again?

Dame (on the defensive) And what’s wrong with my Boomerang Pie?

Tom Well . .. nothing. But it keeps coming back. (He clutches his stomach)

Dame (szarting to sniffle) You want to think yourself lucky you get anything
to eat at all. (To the audience) Oh, boys and girls, we're so poor, I have to
take the bones out of my corsets to make soup with.

Tom (contritely) Don’t cry, Mum. I didn’t mean to criticize.

Dame (sniffling) 1 work my fingers to the bone, I do. And what do I get for it?
Boney fingers. (She dabs at her eyves) It's no wonder I wake up every
morning feeling homesick.

Tom (surprised) Homesick? But, Mum, you're ar home.

Dame [ know I am. And I'm sick of it. Here I am having to do everything on
my own while you go gallivanting about the woods picking up sticks. (She
sobs) Oooooh. It’s all too much.

Tom I'm sorry, Mum. Really, I am. Was there much housework to do this
morning?

Dame Housework? Housework? There's been nothing to do but housework.
I've had to clean out the coal-house, hose out the hen-house, dust out the
dog-house, wipe up the wash-house, and shine up the sh ip’s bell in the
hallway.

Tom (sighing) Poor Mother. I've never known anyone work as hard as you
do. If only poor Father were still alive.

Dame [ know. But if he were, and he could see the mess we're in now, [ swear
he'd turn in his grave. (She sighs) Oh, I'll never forget the way he looked at
me the last time I saw him.

Tom You mean - on the day he died?

Dame (nodding) Yes. I was cooking the dinner, and I asked him to go down
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the garden and pick me a few sprouts. (Fighting back the tears) But before
he could move a muscle, he dropped down dead at me feet. (She sobs)

Tom (aghast) How awful for you. What on earth did you do?

Dame What could 1 do? 1 opened a tin of carrots, instead. (Pulling herself
together) Anyway, 1 don’t know why we’re standing out here in the street.
Let’s go inside for a cup of tea and I'll show you all the old wedding
photos.

Tom (surprised) 1didn’t know you had any wedding photos, Mum. You've
never told me about them before.

Dame Haven't I? Oh, yes. We had them done by (names local photographer)
They were worth every penny we owed for them. You looked beautiful in
your little page-boy outfit.

Tom looks startled. Dame Sprightly sweeps him quickly into the cottage,
chatting brightly. They exit

Chamberlain (off UL, shouting) Your Highness ... Your Highness. Wait.

Princess Marigold enters UL, in a flurry of petticoats. She moves quickly
down ¢ as the Chamberlain totters weakly into the square after her

Your Highness ... (He gasps for breath)

Princess (turning to him) No, no, no, no, no, no, no. 1 will not be escorted
everywhere [ go, Lord Chamberlain, and that’s final. If I can’t go to the
Fayre alone, then I won’t go at all.

Chamberlain (pleading) But, Your Highness ... (He staggers down to her)

Princess (kindly) Oh, I'm not blaming you, Chamberlain. I know you're only
doing your job—(firmly)--but I refuse to be treated like a baby any
longer. I'm seventeen years old and quite capable of looking after myself.
Besides, what possible harm could come to me here in Nursery-rhyme
Land? It’s the pleasantest place in the whole wide world.

Chamberlain I quite agree, Your Highness, and if it were up to me, why, I'd
let you wander around wherever you pleased. But--but - (worried)
whatever would Their Majesties say if I lost sight of you for even one
moment?

Princess They wouldn’t say anything —if you didn’t tell them. (Pleading) Oh,
Chamberlain. Can’t you understand how much I hate being cooped up in
that stuffy old palace with no-one but the servants to talk to? (Sadly) 1
never get to meet anyone interesting.

Chamberlain /nreresting, Your Highness? Whatever do you mean?

Princess What I said. Interesting. (Becoming dreamy) Handsome, adorable;
intelligent, passionate young men. (Coming out of her reverie) The only
ones / seem to be introduced to are old and boring.

Chamberlain (irying not to appear shocked) Oh, come now, Your Highness.
What about the Prince of Diamonds? You can hardly call him old and bor-
ing.

Princess That’s true. (Grimacing) But he’s even worse. He's young and
boring. (Turning away) Oh, Chamberlain, whatever happened to all those
dashing young knights in shining white armour? Surely there must be one
of them left somewhere? (She sings)
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Chamberlain (kind/y) Never mind, Your Highness. I'm sure that one day the
right young man will come along to claim you as his bride. But now you
really must be making your way to the royal pavilion in the Fayreground.
You’ll have to change your gown before Their Majesties arrive.

Princess (nodding sadly) All right. (She glances off UL) Oh, here they come
now.

Chamberlain (startled) What? (He turns quickly to look off UL)

As soon as his back is turned, the Princess gathers up her skirts and hurries off’
DR

(Puzzled) 1 don’t see them, Your Highness. Are you sure? (Pause) Your
Highness? Your Highness? (He turns and sees she is missing) Your
Highness? (He looks about wildly) Oh, no. No. (Calling in a panic) Your
Highness —come back. Come back.

He scuttles off UR, calling anxiously. As he exits, Georgie Porgie enters DL

Georgie (seeing the audience) Hiya, kids. (He moves ) Are you all enjoying
yourselves? Are you? (Audience reaction) Why? What are you doing? (He
laughs) My name is Georgie Porgie. Have you heard of me? Have you?
(Audience reaction) Georgie Porgie, pudding and pie, kissed the girls and
made them cry. (He grins) It's not true, you know. Not a word of it. I mean,
do I look like the kind of feller who'd kiss the girls and make ’em cry, then
run away when all the boys came out to play? Of course I don’t. (He
chuckles) I'd kiss all the boys as well. (He laughs) No, I'm only joking. To
tell you the truth, I'm mad about girls, I am. Round here, I'm known as the
local Don Juan. (He grimaces) The trouble is, the girls Don Juan anything
to do with me. (He chuckles again) Anyway, as | was saying my name is
Georgie Porgie and I live right here in Tottering-on-the-Brink. (He
indicates the village) Funny little place, isn’t it? All old-fashioned and out
of date. In fact, it’s just like (names a local district). Ahaaa——that
surprised you, didn’t it? You didn’t think I knew about (repeats the name).
Oh, yes. I know all about that place. (He glances around to make sure he is
not being overheard) Think they’re something special, round that way,
don’t they? All very exclusive. No local anaesthetics for that lot when they
go to the dentists. They have 'em all imported. (He grins) But people are
funny, aren’t they? Well, they are in this village.

Dame Sprightly comes out of her cottage, all smiles
There’s old Dame Sprightly, for instance. Now there’s a funny woman.
Dame Sprightly stops dead in her tracks

Do you know, that woman has discovered the secret of eternal youth? It’s
true. She lies about her age. (He grins)

Dame Sprightly glowers
She had a birthday party last week and everybody was trying to count the
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candles on the cake to see how old she really was. But it wasn’t any use. The
heat kept driving them back. (He laughs) And what a face.

Dame Sprightly moves grimly down behind him

She’s had it lifted so many times, she’s only got to raise her eyebrows to pull
her socks up. (He falls about) Here, and shall I tell you something else?
She’s been trying to get me to propose to her for the past ten years, but I've
always been too —(glancing sideways and seeing her glaring at him) — oo —
00—00 ... (quickly)too poor to ask her to marry me. But now— NOW
it’s going to be a different story.

Dame (pushing back her sleeves) Yes. You're going to be too dead to ask me.

Georgie (edging away from her) Now, now. Just a minute, Aubergine. You're
making a terrible mistake.

Dame [ know. And I'm just getting ready to rub it out. (Savagely) Stand still
while 1 hit you. (She waves her fists)

Georgie (warding her off ) Aubergine —listen. I'm going to get myself a job.
Honest, I am.

Dame (scornfully) Get yourself a job? That’s a laugh. You're so lazy, if you
had the seven-year itch, you’d be six years behind with your scratching.
Look at you. You swallowed a teaspoon twenty-five years ago, and haven’t
stirred since.

Georgie (squirming) Oh, give over. I've only got to be given the chance. |
could be a real steady worker, I could.

Dame Steady worker? If you were any more steady, you'd be motionless.
(Softening slightly) Anyway, it’s no use trying to find a job around here.
Don’t you read the papers? There’s thousands of jobs in jeopardy.

Georgie Well, that’s all right. I'll go to Jeopardy. I don’t mind travelling. (He
gives her a big false smile) All I want to do is earn enough money for the two
of us to get married.

Dame (suspiciously) Hurr. It’s no use trying to pull the wool over my thighs. I
heard what you were saying to the audience.

Georgie (pushing her, playfully) Oh, you don’t want to take any notice of
that. 1 was only joking. If you really want to know what I think of you, I'll
tell you. You—are one of those rare women who have everything a red-
blooded he-man could wish for.

Dame ( flattered) Ohhhh. (She preens herself)

Georgie (aside) Bulging muscles, hairy arms, legs like tree trunks——

Dame (sharply) What was that?

Georgie (innocently) Nothing. Nothing at all. Honest.

Dame (after a suspicious look) Well, then, seeing as how we’ve cleared up that
little misunderstanding, why don’t we get a teensy bit closer and catch up
on some kissing and cuddling? (She simpers at him)

Georgie (startled) Eh? You mean right now? In front of all this lot? (He
indicates the audience) Oh, no, Aubergine. I couldn’t. I'd be too
embarrassed. They’d all laugh at me.

Dame No they wouldn’t. (To the audience) would you? (Audience reaction)
You see? (She puckers her lips to him) Come on, farmer. Plant one on this.

Georgie (panic-stricken) Look ... I mean ... wouldn’t you—er-—er ...
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(Quickly thinking) Wait. Before I do kiss you, wouldn’t you like to see the
little present I've got for you?

Dame Present? For me? (Eagerly) What is it?

Georgie (off-handedly) Oh, it’s nothing special. Just a pair of real, genuine,
original “Lucky Knickers”.

Dame (startled) **Lucky Knickers?

Georgie Yes. I bought them this morning from one of the gypsies in the
Fayreground. Only fifty p. (He gets a paper bag out from under his coat) Oh,
but there is just one thing ...

Dame (drily) 1 thought there might be.

Georgie I'm a bit short of money this week, so you'll have to give me the fifty
p back.

Dame (shrugging) Oh, well . .. (To the audience) Fifty p isn’t bad for a pair of
“Lucky Knickers”, is it, girls? (She gets out a coin and gives it to him) There
you are. (She takes the bag from him) Oooh, I've never had a pair of these
before and I could do with a bit of luck. (She opens the bag and takes out a
great big pair of bloomers with a large hole in them) Here, there’s a dirty
great hole in 'em. (She displays it) I've been done.

Georgie (grinning) See? I told you they were lucky.

He dashes off, chased by a furious Dame Sprightly. As they exit, the Knave of
Hearts enters with a harsh laugh

The Lights dim

Knave Once more the soil of Nursery-rhyme Land rests beneath my feet, and
soon —very soon —shall I, the Knave of Hearts, take my rightful place as
its Lord and Master, whilst the King and Queen lie rotting in the palace
dungeons. (He laughs) But first I must find help. It’s no use looking around
here, though. Everyone is too good to be true. What I need is a couple of
dyed-in-the-wool crooks. (He muses) Now which town councillors do 1
know? (He snorts) Pah. Why waste time with amateurs? I'll use my magic
powers to find experts. (He raises his arms) Abracadabra, abracadee, two
black-hearted villains deliver to me.

There is a great flash. The Lights flicker and die
Buckett and Spade tumble on to the stage
The Lights come up again as before
Buckett (groaning) Oooooooh. (He picks himself up, weakly)

Spade (dazed) What happened? Where are we? (He staggers to his feet)
Knave (triumphantly) Ahaaaaaa.

Buckett and Spade spin round to face him

Welcome to the land of Nursery-rhyme. (He gives a mocking bow) Permit
me to introduce myself. (Grandly) The Knave of Hearts. Sultan of Sorcery,
Wazir of Wizardry, Laureate of Legerdemaine, and Master of Magic.

Buckett (impressed) Cor.

Spade (eagerly) Here, do you know any card tricks?

Knave ( furiously) Aghhhhhhhhhh.
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He waves his arms as if to cast a spell and the men cower back in fright

Fool. Dolt. Imbecile. With the aid of my magic powers, I summoned you
from afar to do my bidding. Do you understand? To do my bidding.

Buckett (wide-eyed) You mean there’s going to be an auction?

Knave (angrily) Silence. One more word and you’ll regret it for the rest of
your miserable lives. (He glares) Now then: will you help me, or won’t you?

Spade (nervously) Well —er ... What will we get if we do?

Knave (smirking) Gold, jewels, riches beyond belief.

Buckett And if we don’t?

Knave (drawing his index finger sharply across his throat) Kkkkkkkkkkkk.

Bucket and Spade glance quickly at each other

IS;:::;:“ }(mgether.' repeating his action) Kkkkkkkkkkkk?

Knave (nodding grimly) Kkkkkkkkkkkk. (He repeats the action)

Spade (gulping) W —w --what do we have to do?

Knave (beaming) First of all, I need to know your names. Who are you?

Buckett B-Benjamin Buckett, Your Magneticals.

Knave And? (He glances at Spade)

Spade Septimus S. Spade.

Knave (curious) What does the S stand for?

Spade Nothing. Me dad dropped a piece of spaghetti on my birth certificate.

Knave (snorting) Bah. Now tell me: are you both genuine villains? Nasty,
evil, mean and vicious?

Buckett What? I'll say we are. Why, we’ve even been known to send “‘get
well” cards to hypochondriacs.

Knave (beaming) Have you, indeed? Then it seems you're the perfect pair to
help me with my plan. But remember. One word of this to anyone, and:
(drawing his finger sharply across his throat) kkkkkkkkkkkkk.

Buckett and Spade react
Draw close whilst I whisper.
The three go into a huddle for a few moments then straighten

Have I made myself clear?

Buckett Leave it to us, Guv. Before this afternoon’s out, you’ll be the new
King of Nursery-rhyme Land, and Old King Cole and his missis will be out
on their ears.

Knave (smirking) Very well. .. (With sudden menace) But should anything go
wrong . ..

Buckett ( together)‘ We know. (Drawing their fingers sharply across their

Spade | throats) Kkkkkkkkkkkk.

Knave Till we meet again.

The Knave gives them a mocking bow and exits with a swirl of his cape

Spade (pushing Buckett in annoyance) Now look what you've done. What
made you tell him we were a couple of villains? I thought we were trying to
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go straight? When we last came out of prison, we promised the Chief
Warden we’d find honest jobs.

Buckett 1know we did. I know. But who's going to be daft enough to employ
us? We’ve been out of work so long, we get invitations to the dole office
Christmas parties. Look, this is our chance to break into the big time. One
easy little job, and we could end up as the new King’s official thieves.

Spade (awed) You mean we’d be running the Inland Revenue?

Buckett (wincing) Oooh. If ever the police put a price on your head, rake it.
Come here. (He pulls Spade closer) Now according to our new boss, all we
have to do is to help him break this magic spell in the way he told us, and
we’ll be rich for the rest of our lives. Right?

Spade Right. (Uneasily) But it’s not being decent, though, is it? I mean,
breaking their magic spell. They haven’t done anything wrong to us. (To
the audience) Here, kids, do you think we should help the Knave of Hearts?

Audience reaction

(To Buckett) You see?

Buckett (to the audience) You lot keep your mouths shut, or I'll put poison
in your ice-creams at the interval. (To Spade) Ahhhh, you don’t want to
take any notice of that lot. I bet half of them haven’t even paid to come in.
Now you listen to me.

Fairy Harmony enters DR
Fairy No.
Both turn to her, startled

Heed him not. Whatever plot the Knave of Hearts doth hatch,
His wicked deed shall not succeed. In me he’ll meet his match.
Spade Here, who are you?
Fairy Protectress of this happy place, as very soon you’ll see.
Pray let me introduce myself. The Fairy Harmony.
(She gives a slight curtsy)
Buckett (amused) Fairy Harmony? Here, I know your sister. Fairy Liquid.
(He falls about at his own wit)
Fairy (ignoring him) The Knave of Hearts, despite his hopes, once more
shall come to grief:
And those who choose to follow him, will find employment brief.
Forget his boasting promises of “*Never-empty purse”.
No rich reward you’ll get from him, but banishment—or worse.
So come. Accept my caution. Your commonsense display.
Just tell me you'll renounce his plan, then gentlemen, good-day.
Buckett Renounce it? You've got to be kidding, missis. We're not going to
back out just because you come prancing around waggling your wand. Go
on. Clear off. And mind your own business.
Fairy (firmly) So be it. As you both elect my guidance to ignore,
Misfortune shall attend your days; from this hour, evermore.
Go. Do your worst. But think on this: I gave you warning fair.
Adieu until we meet again. Though when we do—beware.
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