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Act 1

Scene 1 — Alice’s back garden

Chester:

Chester:

Alice:

Mother:

Alice:

Mother:

Alice:

Mother:

(Tabs remain closed. Chester enters front of tabs. Spotlight on Chester who has
a bell and a key around her neck.)

(Enthusiastically) Meow! (Waves and waits for a reaction from the audience)
Sorry, do you not speak cat? Silly me. Hello boys and girls! (Waits for audience
reaction) Hello mums and dads! (Waits for audience reaction) Hello nephews and
nieces! (Waits for audience reaction) Hello mice! (Waits for audience reaction) I
knew there was one in here! I'm starving! My owner Alice always forgets to feed me
so [ have to make (With air quotes) alternative arrangements.

(Tabs open to a garden scene with a rabbit hole stage left. The hole is large
enough for an actor to enter. It can be backed with black stretchy cloth, split in
the middle, to give the illusion of depth whilst hiding what is behind it when the
actor passes through.)

Have you seen any mice around here boys and girls? (Waits for audience reaction)
There’s definitely one around here. My cat senses are tingling. Now, if [ was a
mouse, where would I be? (Notices the rabbit hole) A-ha! I'll bet it’s down that
hole. I'm off to investigate! See you later boys and girls!

(The cat goes down the rabbit hole. Alice shouts from off stage.)

(Shouting) Chester!? Chester?? (Enters) Chester? Ooh, hello boys and girls!
(Waits for audience response) My name is Alice. What's yours? (Waits for
audience response) That's nice. Anyway, [ haven't really got time to stop and chat,
I'm looking for my cat, Chester. Have you seen her anywhere? (Pauses for audience
response) Where? (Pauses for audience response) The rabbit hole? No, I’'m not
looking for a rabbit. I’'m looking for my cat, Chester. I haven't seen her all day and
I'm starting to get worried about her. She’s yay high (Indicates height with her
hand) and all fluffy. No? Oh well, never mind. Maybe you've seen my mum, Old
Mother Wobbly? She's about yay high (Indicates her height) and yay wide? (She
indicates her mother's not inconsiderable width) No? Oh, boys and girls what am
I going to do?

(Mother enters.)

Alice, there you are, I've been looking for you everywhere. (Notices audience) Ooh, I
didn't know you had friends round. Coo-ee! (She fawns to the audience.)

Mother, there you are; have you seen my cat Chester?
Never mind that, aren't you going to introduce me?
(Exasperated.) I suppose — (Languidly.) boys and girls, this is my Mother.

Never mind, I'll do it. (Steps forward. Loudly.) My name is Old Mother Wobbly.
(Aside) I say old, I’'m only 26. (Grabbing Alice) People say we could be twins!
(Loudly) Hello boys and girls! (Pauses for audience reaction. Waves to an



Alice:

Mother:

Alice:
Mother:
Alice:

Mother:

Alice:

Mother:

Alice:

Mother:

Mother:

Alice:

Mother:

audience member.) Coo-ee. Ooh, I like that jumper! Primark is it? Ooh, we’ve all
got a going-to-the-theatre-jumper haven’t we?

(Interrupting) Anyway, have you seen Chester anywhere?

Ooh, are you still blathering on about that mangy old moggy? All it does is eat us out
of house and home, bring mice into the house and cough up fur balls. (Aside) A bit
like my ex-husband. (To Alice) I regret the day it turned up on our doorstep looking
confused. We should never have let the smelly bag of fur in the house.

Your ex-husband?
No, the cat.
Well that's not very nice; she's a lovely old cat. She's never done anything to you.

True, but she does leave fluff on all the settees (To audience, conversationally) and
it gets in your mouth when you’re drinking a cup of tea. Horrible.

Never mind that, she's gone missing and I can’t find her anywhere.

Never mind never mind that, she'll turn up; cats always do. Anyway, why aren’t you
up in your room playing Facebooks or hide-the-hashtag or whatever it is you kids do
these days?

I’m bored. I just want to play with Chester.
You could take a selfie and put it on Insta-chat or Snap-gram or whatever.
(Alice looks unimpressed.)

No? Suit yourself. Anyway, I came to tell you that your tea's ready and it's on the
table getting cold.

What is it?
Salad.
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Look, I haven’t got time for quinoa, I need to find Chester; anything could have
happened to her.

I won’t tell you again Alice, your tea’s ready and if you’re not in for it in ten seconds
it'll end up in Chester's bowl. Come on, we've got The Great Outer Mongolian Bake
Off to watch tonight. See you in a bit boys and girls. (Waves)

(Mother Waobbly exits.)
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Alice:

Alice:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Oh, never mind that, I'll just go to [local takeaway]. Boys and girls, will you help me
find Chester? (Waits for audience reaction) Oh thank you. Right, well — he's a big
fluffy animal.

(Floppy, a white rabbit, crawls out of the rabbit hole stage left, looking
exhausted and generally stressed about something. The rabbit walks behind
Alice and starts patting his pockets as if trying to find something. He dusts
himself off and straightens his ears as he stands behind Alice.)

Have you seen a large fluffy animal anywhere? (Alice plays with the audience as
the white rabbit stands behind her. She encourages the audience to shout 'he's
behind you’.) He's got big white paws and a little black nose.

(The rabbit looks at his paws and checks his nose.)

He's got big back feet and a cute little tail

(The rabbit looks at his feet and checks his tail, wiggling it at the audience.)
Ey up, you looking for me?

(Alice shrieks with fright and turns round.)

Oh my! You shouldn't creep up on people like that you know. (Scared) Are you a...
a... a...

Choo! (Chuckles)

(Confused) Erm — no, a rabbit?

What gave it away? It's the ears isn't it? Dead give-away!
Well, yes I suppose.

Anyway, it sounded like you were looking for me? Big back feet, big white paws,
cute tail? (He turns and wiggles his tail at the audience.)

No, I wasn't looking for you — I was looking for my cat.

(Overly enthusiastic) Oh! What a co-inky-dink, I was looking for a cat as well. Oh,
we've got so much in common, we should be bezzies!

We can't be bezzies, I've only just met you and I don't even know what you are let
alone your name or whether we share the core principles required to sustain a long-
term mutually respectful dependency.

Come again?
(Matter of factly) I don't know who you are.

Seriously? You can't take a wild stab at who I am? I bet the boys and girls know who
I am, don't you?

(He pauses for a reaction from the audience.)



Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:
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Ok, clue-sies — One, I'm a rabbit and two, I'm white.

(At a loss) Nope.

Tell her boys and girls

(The rabbit encourages the audience to shout 'the white rabbit')
Well I know you're a white rabbit but who are you?

I am the white rabbit, Floppy. Pleased to meet you (Holds out a paw)
(Alice shakes the rabbit's paw.)

My name is Alice

Pleased to meet you Alice.

I'm scared to ask but (Pauses) why do they call you... Floppy?

Because of my ears; they're all floppy look! Anyway, I'm here on a mission on behalf
of the people of Cuckoo land.

Where?

Cuckoo land.

(Alice looks blank.)

You've heard of Cuckoo land?
(Alice shakes her head.)

You don't know very much do you?

I know that rabbits aren't six foot tall and they don't talk and usually, they aren't
looking for cats.

All the rabbits can talk in cuckoo land and — hang on — you said you were looking for
a cat didn’t you?

About half an hour ago I did... why?

(Slowly and conspiratorially) I can't remember.

(Looking around shiftily) Well, if you can't remember, why are you still looking?
(Stage whispering) It's really important and I'm sure it'll come back to me.

(Takes a pocket watch out of his waistcoat.)

Is that the time? I’m late! I'm late!

You carry a watch?



Floppy:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Of course. How else would I know the time? (Showing Alice) look, it’s also a mobile
phone.

(SFX. The ping of receiving a text on a mobile phone.)

Ooh, a text! You get really good signal here! (Reads the text aloud) Chester has
been spotted in Cuckoo land, lol, brb, yolo, rofl, winky face.

Chester?
Your cat — well, our cat.
Our cat?

Long story. No time to explain, if you want to see Chester again I suggest you come
back to Cuckoo land with me! We could do with your help actually.

Help?
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(Exasperated) Yes! Now you can either follow me down the rabbit hole or you can
stand here repeating the last word of everything I say.

Everything you say? (Thinks) Oh, yes — sorry. Boys and girls, what do you think? 1
really want to see Chester again but I don’t know about jumping down a dark rabbit
hole with a strange six foot rabbit I met three minutes ago. Do you think I should go
with him to Cuckoo land? (Waits for reaction from the audience) Oh, ok — you
look like a decent lot, I’ll trust you. (To Floppy) Come on then, lead the way.

Great! It’s just down this really deep scary rabbit hole.
Really deep?

(Floppy gives Alice a gentle push and she falls into the hole leaving one of her
shoes behind. SFX. Comedy scream of terror then banging and clattering and a
thud. Floppy sniggers and waves to the audience.)

See you soon boys and girls. Bye!

(Floppy goes into the rabbit hole.)

(Shouting off stage) Alice! Alice!

(Mother enters and looks around the stage, behind scenery etc.)

Alice! Where has that girl wandered off to? (To audience) Hello again boys and
girls. Did you happen to see where Alice went? (Waits for a reaction from the

audience) She went where? She went down the rabbit hole? (Waits for reaction
from the audience) Oh no she didn’t! (Encourages a ‘oh yes she did’ from the
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Mother:

audience) Well, if you say so. (She goes over to the rabbit hole and notices Alice’s
shoe on the floor. She picks it up.) This looks like Alice’s shoe. The pantomime’s
gone all ‘Cinderella’ hasn’t it? (She sniffs it and recoils) Yes, that’s Alice’s shoe
alright. (She tentatively looks down the hole and looks a little nervous. Shouting
down the hole) Alice? (She waits for a reply which doesn’t come. To audience)
Are you sure she fell down here? (Awaits reaction from the audience) Oh well,
here’s goes.

(She holds her nose and climbs into the hole. This is followed by a comedy
scream as Mother falls down the hole. SFX. Comedic clattering and smashing of
things being knocked over followed by other thumping and bumping sound
effects.)

(Off stage) That’s going to leave a mark!

(Lights off. Tabs closed.)



Scene 2 — The Queen of Hearts’ Throne Room

Dumb}
Dumber}:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Queen:

Dumb:

Queen:

Dumber:
Dumb:

Queen:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Queen:

Queen:

(The Queen enters front of tabs followed by Tweedle-Dumb and Tweedle-
Dumber. Dumb is carrying a large jam tart with a lit sparkler sticking out of the
middle. Tweedle-Dumb and Tweedle-Dumber sing together.)

(Together with Dumber)
Happy birthday to you, happy birthday to you, happy birthday dear (Speaking
quickly to fit it in the song) The Queen of Hearts, happy birthday to you!

(To audience) Hip Hip...

(Dumb encourages audience to say ‘hooray’.)

Hip Hip...

(Dumber encourages audience say ‘hooray’.)

See! They LOVE me! I knew they would.

Only because they've never met you. Give them a chance.
(Queen points at the sparkler.)

Is this business going to stop any time soon? (She waits for a moment as the
sparkler dies down) Far too much like Christmas that is. I've told you how I feel
about Christmas haven't [?

Yes ma’am.
Absolutely ma’am.

Anyway, it's not my birthday; it's my anniversary. ['ve been queen for exactly one
year today! I don’t know if I’ve said this before but I LOVE being queen.

(The tabs open to reveal an ostentatious Throne Room. The Queen takes a seat
on her throne.)

Yes your majesty but we didn't know any songs about anniversaries and it's a bit like
a birthday isn’t it?

Anniversaries happen once a year; like a birthday.

If only you two had a useful thought more than once a year, maybe you'd be more
useful.

(Dumb and Dumber look sad and encourage sympathy from the audience.)

Look, you've set them off. (She walks upstage and addresses the audience) Just so
you know who you should be booing and who you should be aah-ing, I'll introduce
myself. My name is The Queen of Hearts and I am queen of this entire realm; Lizzie
Land.



Dumb: Cuckoo land, actually.

Queen: (Angrily) What?
Dumb: It’s — erm — called Cuckoo Land.
Queen: No, it's not called Cuckoo Land any more. That was last year. It's now called Lizzie

Land, after me; Queen Elizabeth Tantrum III.

Dumber: All the road signs into the realm still say Cuckoo Land and there's a big sign at the
town gates which says 'Cuckoo land welcomes careful drivers'.

Dumb: (To Dumber, conversationally) They still haven’t fixed that give way sign either
despite many letters to the contrary.

Dumber: (Conversationally) I know, and the amount of pot holes in the high street is
ridiculous. I don’t know what I pay my council tax for, I really don’t.

Queen: Shush you two. (To audience) These two wastes of space are called Tweedle-
Dumb...
Dumb: Hello. (Waves)
Queen: ...and Tweedle-Dumber.
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Dumber: Goodbye. (Waves)

Queen: They're my servants until someone answers that advert I put in the local paper for a
dogsbody. Which reminds me; have we had any replies?

Dumb: Just the one from Jeff Alsatian. He's half man, half dog. He thought you were
looking for someone with a dog's body.

Queen: Never mind, you two will have to keep running around after me. Right, as today is
my anniversary, I want to go through the roster of my prisoners and see if I fancy
pardoning anyone and then I shall devour this massive jam tart. Oooh, I love the
smell of jam in the morning.

Dumber: Yes, your majesty.

(The Queen takes a seat on her throne once more. Tweedle-Dumb takes a scroll
from a nearby table and unrolls it. It hits the floor and rolls out some more, such
is its length.)

Dumb: Prisoner one, the King of Spades.

Queen: No, I can’t pardon him; he'll only go back to digging holes in my back garden.
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Dumb:
Queen:
Dumb:

Queen:

Dumber:

Queen:

Dumber:

Queen:

Dumber:

Dumb:
Queen:
Dumb:

Queen:

Dumb:

Queen:

Dumber:

Queen:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Queen:

Dumb:

Dumber:

The Jack of Clubs

No, I hate golf.

Queen of Diamonds?

Not a chance. She stood on the grass in front of the castle.
Don’t you think that was a bit harsh, locking her up for that?
(Sternly) What did the sign say?

Keep off the grass.

And what did she do?

Went on the grass.

She makes a good point.

Yes I do.

(Reading from the list) The Knave of Hearts?

(Annoyed) Oooohhh... I’ll never forgive that little tinker. (Walks up stage and
addresses audience) Nobody steals my tarts and gets away with it. Nobody — you
hear? If I catch anyone with one of my jam tarts, I’ll — I’ll — ooooh, I’ll be so annoyed
one of my eyebrows will fall off! And they’re drawn on, look!

(She quickly turns and takes a seat on her throne once more.)

(Reading from the list) Santa Claus?

Who?

Also known as Father Christmas, your Majesty.

(Quietly) Did you just say (Dramatic pause. With restrained anger.) Christmas?
Erm - I think so.

You did, I heard you.

Did I? I don't remember.

You distinctly said Father Christmas

(Manically) You said it again! (Leaping off her throne) You remember what it was
like last year don't you?

Erm — well, it was warm, got really warm, then got cooler and all the leaves fell off
the trees didn’t they?

(Excited) Oooh, yes, yes and then it started to snow and we made a huge snow
Jabberwocky!



Queen:

Dumb:

Dumber:
Queen:
Dumb:
Queen:

Dumber:

Queen:

King:

King:

Queen:

King:

King:

Queen:

Dumb:

King:

Yes, but then what happened?

(Jumping up and down with his hand in the air) Ooh, I know! There were carol
singers and flashy lights and everyone was having a really good time!

Yeah, except us because you wouldn't let us have a tree or mince pies.
And why is that?

I know! Because you hate Chris —

Don't say it!

She hates Chris? The milkman? I think he’s a decent bloke, me.
(Dumb nods in agreement)

I hate that jolly holiday with its sleigh bells and its presents! No, that awful jovial red
faced loony shall remain locked up in my dungeon and that awful festive holiday will
never ever happen again!! (Cackles)

(The King of Hearts enters wearing flashing reindeer antlers and tinsel around
his neck. He is singing ‘Jingle Bells’ whilst shaking some sleigh bells.)

Jingle bells, jingle bells, jingle all the way, oh what fun... (Notices audience and
sings slower, clearly embarrassed) it is to ride. Ahem. Hello boys and girls!

(The queen is staring at him behind his back, very sternly.)
(Referring to the silence) What? Too early?
What on earth is that on your head?

(The King turns round, happy at first pointing to his antlers but soon realises he
is in trouble and looks scared.)

Flashy antlers?
(Waits for a reaction but the queen continues to stare, sternly.)
Do you want a pair? I’ve got loads out the back.

(Vexed) We talked about this, dear. We talked about how I don’t like the ‘C* word
didn’t we?

(The King looks extremely confused for a moment.)
(Stage whisper to the King) Christmas.

(Relieved) Oh, that. (To Queen) Look, my most beautiful wife and queen, you can’t
stop Christmas. It’s inevitable. Like taxes and haircuts.



Queen:

King:
Queen:
King:

Queen:

King:

Dumber:

King:

Dumb:

Dumber:

I hate it. You know I hate it. It will never be Christmas again while I am queen! Take
those ridiculous things off your head and never ever speak of that awful holiday ever
again or [ will have you locked up as well!

You can’t lock me up
And why is that?
Who’s going to catch all the spiders and get things down out of the loft?

Hmm, you’ve got a point. But that doesn’t stop me locking this smelly lot up!
(Queen encourages audience to boo) Oh, what's the matter with you lot? I invented
jam tarts. You'd think you'd be a bit grateful. Speaking of which, I'm hungry; (To
Dumber) go and bring me a knife and fork, I'm off to watch the snail racing on
BBC9 whilst sticking my face in that huge tart. Come on, chop chop.

(The queen exits.)
Sorry about her boys and girls.
Who?

Queen Jam face. She always gets in a bad mood this time of year. (To audience) |
am the King of Hearts by the way. You know what they say though, don’t shine your
light in someone’s eyes —

No, it’s don’t dim your eyes when someone’s light is shining in your face.
No, it’s don’t shine your eyes in someone’s face...
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(Interrupting) Come on, we better go get her cutlery and bring her the tart or she'll
start yelling at us again.

I hate it when she yells. Goes right through you doesn't it?
Bye boys and girls.

See you later

(Dumb and Dumber exit.)

I’d better be off too. See you later boys and girls. (Singing as he leaves, shaking his
sleigh bells) Jingle bells, jingle bells, jingle all the way —

(Tabs close. Lights off.)
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Scene 3 — Castle Dungeon

Santa:

Chester:

Santa:

Chester:

Santa:

Chester:

Santa:

Knave:

Chester:

Knave:

Chester:

Knave:

Chester:

Knave:

Chester:

Knave:

Chester:

Knave:

(Santa enters front of tabs. He looks like he’s been in a prison cell for nearly 12
months without being allowed out to wash. He shuffles upstage centre and acts
extremely confused as he addresses the audience.)

Oh, visitors! I’ve never had a visitor before. Must be like busses. Nothing for ages
and then — (quickly counts the audience) this many come along all at once. My
name is — (pauses to think) I don’t remember. Do any of you know my name?
(pauses for audience response) Are you sure? (pauses for audience response) Well
if you say so. (In a jolly voice) Spade, Spade, Spade! No, hang on, that’s not right.

(behind tabs) It’s ‘Ho, Ho, Ho’!
Who said that?

(Tabs open to reveal a prison cell. The Knave of Hearts is sitting on a chair
stage left and Chester is looking around the stage for something.)

Me. It’s not ‘spade’, it’s ‘ho’. ‘Ho, ho, ho’.

Oh, yes. That’s right. It’s coming back to me now. (In a jolly veice) Merry —
(pauses to think) Harvest Festival? Oh, I’ve been in this cell for so long, I can’t
remember who I am or what it is ’'m supposed to do!

You’re Santa Claus. You bring Christmas. Now, never mind all that, have you seen a
mouse anywhere?

Mouse?
(Languidly) I saw one.
You did?

(Joining Chester and Santa upstage) Hang on, who are you and how did you get in
here?

(Holding out a paw to shake) I’'m Chester; [’'m a cat. I got in through the bars on the
window, because, well, I’'m a cat.

Hang on, Chester?

(Suspiciously) Ye-ee-es?

The Chester? The Cheshire Cat?

I’m from Greater Manchester actually, but yeah, near enough.
(Excited) You’re here to save us?

Nope, I don’t think so. I'm looking for a mouse.

So you 've lost your memory too, just like Santa? I don’t know, you leave Cuckoo
land for a couple of months and you forget your name and where you live.



Chester:
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Chester:
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Possibly. Who are you anyway?
(Incredulous) Who am I?
I think that what I asked.

I can’t believe you don’t — (Gathers himself) I’'m famous me! (Pauses) Well, I’ll
introduce myself then. My name is the Knave of Hearts. I’m in this cell because my
sister, the Queen of Hearts had just had a lovely big batch of Jam Tarts made and I
went to take a couple. They looked so tasty! She said that nobody is to touch her
tarts. Not even the King! There’s only one thing she hates more than having her tarts
touched, and that’s Christmas.

Christmas? That rings a bell now you say it. (Thinks for a moment before moving
on) All this is very well and good but what has this got to do with the price of socks?

Well, as with all good fairy tales, (Mysteriously) there is a prophesy! (Normal voice)
Do you want to hear it?

(Chester and Santa nod.)
Ok, I’ll need some dramatic music and lighting.
(Dramatic music plays softy, the stage is lit dramatically.)

The prophesy says (With reverb if possible) when Chester returns, the Kingdom will
be freed. Chester has the Key!

(The stage lights return to normal and the dramatic music stops.)

Was that it?

Yep.

Who made that prophesy?

It is written!

The Chinese Take Away menu is written, doesn’t mean it’s all going to come true.
But you’re the Cheshire cat. You have the key to saving the kingdom!

Well, that sounds very nice but I'm really just here to find a mouse so if you’ll excuse
me, I’m just going to look in the garden again.

(Chester leaves. The Knave grabs after him to no avail.)

Christmas? Kingdom will be freed? Hmm, nope. I have no idea who I am or what I’'m
supposed to be doing.

Well, we will just have to hope that Chester remembers who /e is and why he’s here
otherwise we’ll be locked in here forever!

(Knave sits down once more with his head in his hands.)



Santa: Forever? That sounds like a long time. Never mind. Ho, Ho, Ho, Merry (Thinks)
Ascension Sunday! (Sadly) No, that’s not right. I don’t think I’ll ever remember.

(Santa slopes off down stage sadly. Lights off. Tabs closed.)



Scene 4 — The Forest

(Lights up. Floppy enters front of tabs, followed by Alice and Mother Wobbly.)

Mother: Come along Alice, we’ve got to get home. You’ve got school in the morning.

Alice: Where are we going Floppy? We’ve been walking for ages.

Mother: Tell me about it. My shoes have got blisters!

Floppy: Not long now. We’re going to see the Hatter.

Mother: It’s one thing that Alice wants to find her cat so she jumps down a rabbit hole and
follows a huge talking rabbit but is it really necessary to call in at a hat shop on the
way?

Floppy: The fate of Cuckoo Land hangs in the balance. Chester is our only hope, somehow, I

think, I don’t remember. Your world does something to us Cuckoo Land people.
Makes us forget. I’ll bet Chester has no idea that he used to belong to the Hatter and
helped him rule the land.
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Alice: No, that can’t be true. He’s just a cat.
Floppy: And am [ just a rabbit?

Alice: Well, no — you can talk.

Floppy: (Shaking his head) You’ve a lot to learn.

(Tabs open to reveal a tea party in full swing. The Hatter is sitting alone at the
table staring languidly at a china cup. He notices Alice and her companions.)

Hatter: (Excited high pitched voice) Oooh! Guests! Tea anyone? (Offers a plate of
biscuits) Biccie? (Offers a plate of cakes) Scone? (Offers a small packet) Scampi
fries? Come on, come on, take a seat.

(Floppy ushers Alice and Mother towards the table and sits them down.)

Hatter: Floppy my good rabbit, how have you been?

Floppy: Very well. I’ve brought you some guests from (Stage whisper) the other side.
Hatter: Really? Why?

Floppy: They’re going to help you get your kingdom back! This is Alice.

Hatter: Hello Alice; love the head band. What kind of music do they play?
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(Alice looks confused)
You’ve got a band on your head. (Waits) Never mind.
And this is Old Mother Wobbly.

(Instantly in love) What a beautiful name. Wow, you must have fell out of the
beautiful tree and landed on your face! Never before has mine eyes fallen upon such
nice face-ness. Your face. It’s nice, a nice face. (Grinning weirdly) I’'m not good at
this am 1?

(Acting coyly) Oh, you little tinker. [ haven’t even got any make-up on! (She has a
full face of dame make-up on.)

So, that’s natural beauty then?
(Mother fans her hand in front of her face and acts all overcome with emotion.)

(Interrupting) Anyhoo! You need to take your kingdom back from the Queen of
Hearts. She’s started changing all the signs into the land from ‘Cuckoo Land’ to
‘Lizzie Land’.

Well, you see — [ don’t really want it back, you see, I’'m having a wonderful time here
having tea and I’ve got my box of frogs to keep me company! Do you want one?

(He shows Floppy his box of frogs and grins manically.)
(Pointing at a frog) That one is called Sharon.

(A little scared) No thanks.

(To Alice) Would you like some Brample tea?

Erm —

Go on, it’s got some Grinkle in it, two spoons of Plangle and the secret ingredient,
falafel.

Erm — no thank you.
What are Grinkle and Plangle?

(Trying to cover up that he’s been caught) [ don’t know (Pauses) | made them up!
(To Mother) Would you like some? It’s still warm!

No thanks; I’ll have one of those scones though you big hunk of brisket!
(The Hatter throws a scone at Mother who catches and devours it.)

(Watching Mother being entirely uncouth, with a loving gaze) She’s such a
delicate flower of a lady. Such dignity. The way she nibbles delicately on that scone.
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(The opening line of the song ‘Close to you’ by The Carpenters plays. Mother
burps loudly. The song ends with a scratch across vinyl. The Hatter looks
scared of Mother.)

(Nudging Hatter) You have to take the Kingdom back. Everyone misses the great
games we’d play and the street parties and the flags and lights in the streets. You’re
that Hatter! When it was Cuckoo Land you used to have Mortar Board Monday!

Trilby Tuesday!

Top hat Thursday!

Fedora Friday!

Sombrero Saturday!

Sailor Hat Sunday!

(To Alice) We had Wednesday off.

Why?

There aren’t any hats that begin with W.

Look, Hatter, you’ve been having this tea party for the last three days haven’t you?
Yes. So?

Aren’t you a bit sick of it?

(To audience) You’re all still trying to think of a hat beginning with W aren’t you?
There aren’t any, we googled it. (To Hatter) Anyway, aren’t you a bit sick of tea?

(Lying) No. I love tea. Look! (Drinks a full cup of tea) yuam yum yum, in my tum,
let’s hope it doesn’t reach my —

Hatter! It’s bad enough that you let the Queen of Hearts take over your kingdom a
year ago, but now, because she’s locked Santa in her dungeon, he can’t bring
Christmas. Rudolph’s gone feral. He’s had his antler pierced and bought a Sports Car.
Also, time has ground to a halt meaning you’re going to have to have this tea party
forever.

(Lying) Well, can’t be helped. Christmas Eve is always more exciting than
Christmas day anyway. Nobody likes Christmas day do they? (Grinning and looking
around for support, which he isn’t going to get.)

I do.
Me too, I love Christmas me.
(To Audience) You lot love Christmas too don’t you?

(Pause for audience reaction.)
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Oh no you don’t. (Pauses for an ‘oh yes we do’.) You’re right. We all do. (Sadly)
I’'m sick of tea. I long for a bowl of Shreddies or a Chocolate Hobnob. Everyone
keeps coming up to me for help because the Queen’s so nasty but I can’t help. I’'m
three sandwiches short of a shoe shop! That’s what I used to have Chester here for.

Well, we need to try and find Chester and then we need to free Santa from the cells at
Castle Tainu so you can stop having this party and then you can help us get things
back the way they were. (Triumphantly) We must bring back Cuckoo Land!

(Everyone looks a bit scared at Floppy’s outburst. He sits down, slightly
embarrassed.)

Ok, what’s the plan?

Well, I had one but then I went to the other side and forgot it. If you spend any
amount of time there, it seems to wipe your memory of Cuckoo Land. It had
something to do with Chester the cat, I’'m sure of it.

I miss Chester. (To Alice) I used to have a cat called Chester. A Cheshire cat — not
that I have the foggiest idea where Cheshire is. Anyway, just after the Queen of
Hearts took over the kingdom, Chester had this idea to go looking for help and never
came back.

(To Alice) Wasn’t it about a year ago your daft cat showed up on the doorstep?

Yes, and we fed her, stroked her, let her sleep in the airing cupboard and she just
stayed.

Floppy here must have gone to find Chester because she’s got something to do with
saving the Kingdom.

Yes! I remember — sort of — there is a rhyme. The legend. The prophesy. (Strains his
face trying to remember.)

(To Mother) He’s thinking. Not as easy as it looks!

While he’s doing that, did you want to get out of here? Maybe go to a Wetherspoons
for a Curry? Two for one with choice of Naan!

I can’t. I can’t actually get off my chair. Until Santa Claus brings Christmas, I can’t
stop having this tea party. Time has kind of ground to a halt for me.

A bit like when Alice tells me one of her jokes. We must rescue Santa Claus.
And we must find Chester!

(Yelling and scaring everyone) Got it! Sort of. The rhyme is — ‘Round Jester’s
neck, beneath the bells, there is the key to Tainu’s cells’

Jester?

The Queen lives in a castle doesn’t she?



Floppy:

Mother:

Floppy:

Yes.

All castles have Jesters. Can I just check; the Hatter here can’t leave this table
because time is standing still and won’t move until Santa is rescued from the Castle
Cells?

Correct.
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So we can’t run off together and get married until we rescue Santa?

Correct.

Well, I’ll have to come up with a plan. Bear with me.

Rabbit with you, you mean? (Points at Floppy and grins.)

Eh? No, I’ll have to go to the castle and get the key from around the Jester’s neck.

I must warn you. The Queen of Hearts isn’t a very nice person. If she catches you,
you’ll be thrown in the cells too and we’ll be back to square one.

You leave it to me, I’ve got a fool proof plan! Come on Alice, I need you to help me
with my outfit; I’ll need a paint brush and an industrial strength shoe-horn.

(Alice and Mother get up and walk towards the wings.)
I’m starving, do you think they’ve got a Nando’s here?
Probably, there’s a Nando’s everywhere.

(Alice and Mother exit.)

Well, I hope they know what they’re doing.

So do I. Scone? (Grinning manically)

No thanks.

(Holding out the box of frogs) Frog?

Definitely not.

(Floppy gets up and runs to the exit that Mother and Alice took.)
Erm — Alice, do you need any help?

(Floppy exits. Hatter looks confused but then takes a huge sip of tea and grins at
the audience. Lights off. Tabs closed.)
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Scene 5 — Outside Castle Tainu

(Tweedle Dumb and Tweedle Dumber enter front of tabs. Tweedle Dumb is
carrying a sign which reads ‘Castle Tainu’. He places it on the stage nearby.
They are each holding a long stick, vertically, in one hand. They stand guard
either side of centre stage where the tabs meet.)

Dumb: What’s the matter with your face?

Dumber: How long have you got?

Dumb: Well, what’s mostly wrong with your face?

Dumber: (Indolently) It’s Wednesday. [ don’t like Wednesdays. It’s the furthest away from the

weekend you can get.

Dumb: They call it the Aump don’t they?

Dumber: Do they?

Dumb: Yeah, they say I'm over the hump. It’s hump-day Wednesday.

Dumber: Who are they exactly?

Dumb: Just people.

Dumber: I don’t like people much.

Dumb: Me neither.

Dumber: I hope we don’t see any people today.

Dumb: Yeah, especially ones who stare at you and listen to your conversations.
Dumber: What would you do if, say, there were loads of people, all staring at you and

listening to what you were saying?

Dumb: Well, I wouldn’t like it. I’d scrunch up my face (He does so), I’d tut like this (He
tuts) and well, not a lot else really because I’m not allowed to move from this spot,
order of the Queen of Hearts.

Dumber: (Hears a noise in the audience) What was that?

Dumb: What?

Dumber: That noise.

Dumb: That was you, speaking.

Dumber: No, listen — (Another noise in the audience) — that.

Dumb: It came from over there. (Pointing towards the back of the theatre)

Dumber: You don’t think it’s...



Dumb: Seagulls fighting over an empty McDonald’s bag?

Dumber: No... you don’t think it’s...

Dumb: (Excited) Ice cream man?

Dumber: No, you don’t think it’s people do you?

Dumb: Better not be people. I told you what I would do if [ saw lots of people.

(Lights rise in the theatre.)

Dumber: It is people! Loads of them (Aside) didn’t think we’d sell that many tickets tonight to
be honest.
Dumb: Argh! My eyes! Make it stop.

(Lights go off in the audience.)

Dumber: Well, since we can’t move from this spot, I think we’d better let this lot know what
they’ve got to deal with if they keep staring at us.

Dumb: More terrible jokes?

Dumber: No. We’ll tell them about ker.

Dumb: Oh her! Yeah, let’s tell them about Aer!
(Song 1.)

(Old Mother Wobbly enters just as the song finishes, disguised as a Plumber
with a full moustache, carrying a large comedy spanner.)

Mother: (Adopting a comedy accent) Ah, hello there. I’'m the plumber; I’ve come to have a
look at the old boiler.

Dumber: She’s not here at the moment.

Mother: Er, well I’ve heard you’ve been having a bit of trouble with your water works.
Dumber: (To Tweedle Dumb) I told you not to tell anyone about that.

Mother: I’ve come to look at the King’s pipes etcetera. (Conversationally in her normal

accent) Look are you going to let me in or do I have to stand here making bad
plumber-based jokes all day?

Dumber: Erm — stand there making bad plumber-based jokes all day?

Dumb: (To Dumber) Hang on. (To Mother) You’re a plumber you say?

Mother: (Sighing. Sarcastically) It’s your attention to detail that impresses me the most.
Dumb: (Looking at Tweedle Dumber for back-up) Sounds genuine to me, should we let

her in?



Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Her? You mean him?

(Ignoring Tweedle Dumber. To Audience.) There’s something fishy about this. Do
you think we should let the plumber into the castle?

(Pause for audience reaction)

Are you sure we should let him into the castle? (Pauses for audience reaction) Fair
enough. Ok, in you go.

(Mother does a ‘thumbs up’ to the audience. Mother exits through the tabs onto
the stage.)

Is it still Wednesday?
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Yes.

(Sadly) Great. I’'m due on break now. Do you want anything from the vending
machine in the canteen?

Yeah, I’ll come with you. Might get a Twix. You?
(They wander off stage.)

Bag of Snack-a-Jacks I think.

Ooh, how the other half live!

(Tweedle Dumb and Tweedle Dumber exit. The tabs open to reveal the throne
room.)

(To Audience) Thank you ever so much for that boys and girls. I thought you
wouldn’t recognise me in this fool proof disguise.

(The King of Hearts enters singing ‘The Holly and the Ivy’, wearing a flashing
Christmas Jumper, wearing baubles as earrings and carrying a Christmas
cracker.)

(Singing) The Holly and the Ivy, when they are both full grown (pauses) the — erm —
Holly is quite spiky and — erm — the Ivy grows up walls and things.

(The King notices Mother.)
Hello? Can I help?

(Adopting comedy accent once more) Yes, my liege — erm — your liege. 1 am here
to sort out an annoying drip.
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Oh, the Queen locked him in the dungeons ages ago.
Who’s that then?

The Knave of Hearts. Kept trying to get his hands on her tarts he did. Most annoying.
She’s very protective over her tarts; she’s been obsessed with them since she was a
little girl. Anyway, who are you and why are you wandering around the castle
unsupervised?

Oh, I’m the plumber.

I didn’t call a plumber.

Didn’t you? I mean — yes you did. Remember?
(Thinks for a moment) No.

See? Now you remember.

(King looks confused.)

Now, where can I find the Jester?

Jester?

Yes. He’ll be the one with the bells around his neck.
Bells?

You must have a Jester. This is a medieval castle isn’t it?
Is it?

Never mind.

What’s a plumber anyway?

Never mind that, what’s all this? (She indicates the King’s Christmas
paraphernalia)

Oh, it’s Christmas Eve. I'm just getting in the spirit of things! In fact, it’s been
Christmas Eve for ages. I’'m not sure Christmas is coming this year you know.

(The Queen enters.)

That’s correct! I’ve told you before, Christmas is banned! (Pauses for an audience
boo) You lot again. I hope you’re not encouraging this. (Indicating the King’s
Christmas paraphernalia)

I’m quite capable of encouraging myself thank you very much dear. (Childish
exuberance) [ just can’t wait to tuck into that turkey and pull a few crackers! (Offers
the cracker to Mother) Cracker?

Ooh, go on then.
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(They pull the cracker and Mother puts the party hat on.)

There must definitely be a word in the sentence ‘I hate Christmas’ that you’re just not
getting the hang of.

But I love Christmas. Everyone does! Mince pies, presents...

It’s always freezing and dark and everyone is in a good mood. I hate that.
Humbug!

(Mother holds out a small bag of sweets.)

Don’t mind if I do!

(The King takes a humbug from the bag and pops it in his mouth.)
Yum!

(Agreeing) I know!!

There will never ever ever be another Christmas ever. Not on my watch! (Pauses for
an audience boo) What is up with you lot. You always make that weird noise
whenever I say something you don’t agree with. It’s like the House of Commons.

You’ve stopped Christmas coming. They’ve got a right to be a bit narked with you.

Well, (Looking suspiciously at Mother) whoever you are, if [ could work my will,
every idiot who goes about with 'Merry Christmas' on his lips, should be boiled with
his own pudding, and buried with a stake of holly through his big toe! He should!

But you get presents.
I always get awful presents.

You get to eat as much chocolate as you can physically eat and it’s calorie free at
Christmas!

I detest chocolate.
You get to go to the best parties and play pass the chairs and musical parcels.
I loathe parties.

(Thinks for a moment) Oh, what about all those Christmas songs like (Sings)
‘Simply having a wonderful Christmas time’ and (Sings) ‘Mistletoe and Wine’
(Thinks about this for a moment) actually, you might have a point. (Mother looks
a bit sad and thoughtful)

Do I look like I settle down of an evening in front of a roaring fire with my slippers
on, a cup of hot chocolate in my hand and enjoy gazing at a sparkly Christmas Tree?
No, I’m out being nasty; calling people names, not putting money in charity tins and
pressing the button at crossings to make the little green man appear and then not
crossing the road. (She cackles) I am sooooo evil!!
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We’re wasting our time. I still love Christmas, you can’t take that away from me.
(To Mother) Who are you anyway?

Nobody. I’m just leaving in fact. (She motions to leave)

That’s the plumber.

What’s a plumber?

Oh, is that the time, I must be going —

Time? Time has ground to a halt. You’re not late for anything. Now tell me, strange
man, who are you really?

The name’s Old Mothe — I mean — Mario.
Mario?
Super Mario, the fastest plumber in erm — Cuckoo land.

(Annoyed) Cuckoo land? I’ve banned the use of that name. Are you one of those
Hatterists? One of those who would see the Hatter reinstated as the sovereign of this
land and turned back into a place of fun, games and weird traditions?

(Meekly) I’'m not sure. Anyway, I’ve got to go —
Stand where you are. Something smells fishy.
I had salmon en croute for dinner —

(The Queen approaches Mother Wobbly. She looks at her face really closely
whilst Mother looks very nervous. Mother Wobbly looks to the King for help but
he just shrugs as if the Queen’s behaviour is normal. Eventually, the queen rips
Mother’s moustache off.)

(Shrieking) Ooow! It took me three months to grow that!
You’re not a man.
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(Shoots a knowing look to the audience. Sarcastically) Obviously! I’'m all woman
me.

(Manically) So tell me what you are doing here and who you are! Immediately!
I will never tell. My lips are locked. Never to be opened by any means.

(The Queen offers Mother a jam tart.)


http://www.scriptsforstage.co.uk/wp/product/ai-performance/

Queen:

King:

Mother:

Queen:

Mother:

Queen:

Mother:

Queen:
King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:
King:

Queen:

Mother:

Queen:

Queen:

King:

Maybe a jam tart would sweeten the deal?
Hey — you never let me have any of those!

(Snatching the tart and then shoving it in her mouth and spraying crumbs
everywhere) Ooooh, that’s scrumptious that is!

Do you want another?
(Grabbing at the tart in the Queen’s hand) Gimme! Gimme!
First tell me what you are doing here and who you are!

(Still grabbing at the tart) My name is Old Mother Wobbly, I came here with
Floppy the white rabbit from the other side. 'm here with my daughter Alice and
then met the Hatter who told me I needed to go find a Jester to get Santa Claus out of
your dungeon so Christmas could come, then me and the Hatter would be free to run
off to some distant land and get married. Oh and we’re looking for Chester the cat.

I knew it! She’s here to overthrow me. Plotting with that stupid Hatter and his cat.
And her daughter, Alice!

Yes; we’ll have to do something about her too. But in the meantime, what do you
think we should do with this traitor to the crown?

Well, I’'m kinda on her side. At least Christmas would come and we could all get our
presents!

There will never ever be any more Christmases ever!

Really? I thought you were joking? (Imitates the Queen) I hate Christmas me,
cackle cackle.

Does this look like a face that’s joking? (She pulls a weird face)
I guess not.

You useless lump. (To audience) I think we should punish her in the most severe
way we could possibly punish her! It would act as a warning to anyone else who
wishes to try and overthrow my reign. If this Alice wants to follow in her mother’s
footsteps, she’ll think again! (To Mother) Do you know what the punishment is for
treason?

A slap on the wrist, told not to do it again and a packet of chocolate fingers?

No, although that’s good (To king) write that down.

(The King pats himself to try and find a pen and paper to no avail and gives up.)
No, it’s the worst punishment this Queendom can possibly invoke.

(Shocked) The one that’s worse than listening to an entire Kanye West song?
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Yes.

(More shocked) No! The one that’s worse than sitting through an entire episode of
Mrs Brown’s Boys?

Yes!

Not —

Yes

Not —

(A piece of dramatic music plays to accentuate the gravitas of the moment.)
(Dramatically) The Naughty step?

(The King and Mother act as if this is the worst possible punishment that could
possibly have been meted out.)

Exactly.

No, not that. Anything but that! Ooh, look; I’'m having a hot flush (She staggers
around in a comedic fashion for a moment.)

Are you done?

(Gathering herself) Yes, I think so. How can you be so cruel? Don’t you have a
heart?

Of course. I’'m queen of them. Not that I know what they’re for — nobody ever
showed me any compassion or (Stutters) love. (Gathering herself) Anyway, you are
sentenced to stand upon the naughty step until thrice the sun passes through the
autumn equinox and the failing light of St. Terry’s day hits the northern face of the
mountains of Janine.

So, next Tuesday then?
Yes. Now, off with you, to the dungeon! Guards!!

(Tweedle-Dumb and Tweedle-Dumber enter, grab Mother by the shoulders and
lead her off-stage.)

This is not how I saw today going!

Right you, go and put your normal King outfit on. One more mention of Christmas
and you’ll be standing beside her on the Naughty Step. You hear?

(Scared) Yes dear!

(To audience) This could be the first Pantomime you see that doesn’t have a happy
ending! (Cackles loudly then skips from the stage, singing) I’'m gonna win! I'm
gonna win! I’m gonna win!



(Queen exits.)

King: This isn’t going well is it boys and girls? I’m sure we’ll think of something in Act 2.
See you in fifteen minutes, bye!

(King exits. Lights off. Tabs closed.)

Act 2

Scene 1 — The Forest

(Tabs open to the Hatter sitting on his own at the tea party table. He is resting
his head on one hand and looking fed up.)

Hatter: (Frustrated) All I can say is it’s a good job Eagles don’t like Flapjacks! (Shaking
his head.)

(Alice enters, pacing nervously.)

Alice: Where is she?

Hatter: (Sighing) She’s been captured, I just know it.

Alice: Don’t talk like that. She’s very intelligent my mother is. Very loyal and quick witted.

Hatter: (Doubting) Is she?

Alice: (Sighs) No. I knew I shouldn’t have let her go off on her own but it sounded like she
had a fool proof plan.

Hatter: (Optimistically) She’s probably still busy doing her plan! She’ll be talking to the

Jester and unlocking the gates to the prison cells as we speak. You’ll see. And then
she and I can elope to Cheshire! Wherever that is.

Alice: Oh, I hope you’re right.

Hatter: Of course I am. Look, why don’t we play a game to cheer ourselves up while we
wait for her to come home?

Alice: Well — if you think it will help.
Hatter: Of course it will!

(The Hatter and Alice encourage members of the audience, young and older to
play a game of musical hats. The Hatter may leave his seat to facilitate the
game. The game is exactly like Musical Chairs but with funny hats. The game
ends and the Hatter takes his seat at the table once more.)



Alice: So what’s the deal with this Queen of Hearts then? Why did she take over the land?

(Floppy enters.)
Floppy: It’s all because of the way she was brought up.
Alice: Oh, hello Floppy. What do you mean?
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Floppy: Well, she’s the youngest of four sisters. Each was destined to rule a corner of the
land.

Alice: Sisters? So there are other Queens?

Hatter: Oh yes. The eldest is the Queen of Kidneys.

Floppy: Then there’s the Queen of Brains.

Hatter: The Queen of Livers.

Floppy: And The Queen of Hearts, obviously.

Hatter: Being the youngest she was always ignored by her sisters who were just interested in

power and wealth. Then, the Princess of Kidneys became Queen of Kidneyland on
the then Princess of Hearts’ birthday. Her parents forgot to throw her a birthday

party.

Floppy: Forgot to buy her a present.

Hatter: Forgot to write her a card!

Floppy: They were too busy watching their eldest daughter get crowned the Queen of Kidneys
by a chicken.

Alice: A Chicken?

Hatter: Yes. The Coronation Chicken.

Alice: Oh.

Floppy: Then, later that year her Sisters threw a huge Christmas party when the Princess of
Brains was crowned. They forgot to invite the Princess of Hearts and that was the
last straw.

Hatter: Anyway, to cut a long story short, the end.

(They all pause.)

Floppy: You might need to cut the story a little bit longer.
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Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Oh, ok. Well, it came to the day when this kingdom was to appoint a new ruler.
There’d been a huge war.

It was a price war between Tesco and Asda. Awful it was.

There were unexpected items in the bagging area, the bar codes on the frozen
chickens wouldn’t scan and there were carrier bags everywhere!

Anyway, the Hatter here had been making hats for the Royal Family for years and
always telling jokes and being a few houses short of a Monopoly set so the Royal
house decided he should take over the Kingdom, to calm it down.

Seeing as how the Princess has a bit of a fiery temper; thought she’d just make things
worse. So [ agreed, called it Cuckoo Land and brought in loads of fun days and
games and what not! What fun!

It was literally the best place to live in the entire universe. We had balance the toast
on your nose tournaments and pin the shoe on the chicken. Just fun, fun, fun every
day and nobody had to go to work and it was great!

(Enthusiastically) Free bananas!!
Quite!

The Princess of Hearts went spare though, as expected. It was the last in a line of
humiliations. She disappeared for ages in a massive huff. Nobody knows where she
went.

Then, when she came back, she had an army, a husband and an unhealthy desire for
Jam Tarts.

Some say she sold her soul to the Neville.
The fish monger?

That’s him

No, she bought sole from Neville

Oh.

I heard she was cursed by a witch. Granted the power of Queen and given an army of
playing card shaped men in return for a curse of an eternal addiction to Jam Tarts!

That’s a bit far-fetched. I’'m pretty sure she just plotted her revenge and somewhere
along the way, got married.

Possibly.

Whatever the truth, she removed me as King, threw loads of people in the dungeon,
cancelled all the games and traditions, including (Dramatic pause) Christmas.

Especially Christmas.



Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Floppy:

Alice:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Alice:

Hatter:

Alice:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Floppy:

Hatter:

Hatter:

Well that all sounds awful.
Tell me about it.

For the Queen I mean.
(Confused) Alice?

Well, think of it from her point of view. She had awful sisters who always ignored
her, she was never invited to parties and then, she was told she’d be Queen one day
and when it comes to that day, you get the job.

Hmm, when you put it like that.

But it’s awful with her in charge, just like her parents predicted. It was much better
with the Hatter.

Sounds to me like you need some kind of compromise.
What’s one of them when they’re at home then? A kind of souftflé?

If we can calm the Queen down a bit, cheer her up, maybe you can rule together; have
the best of both worlds. She’s too strict and you’re too bizarre. Together, you might
actually make a good team. Her as Queen and you as Prime Minister of fun.

You’ve got something there you know.

That all sounds very good but, how exactly do we do that?

First, we need to wait for my Mother to return and hope she’s managed to free Santa!
Well, I'm sure she will. In the meantime however, tea?

(The Hatter lifts a tea pot in hope. Floppy and Alice shake their heads, sit at the
table, sigh and then hand the Hatter a tea cup each.)

Splendid!

(The Hatter pours the tea as the lights lower, go off and then the tabs close.)



Scene 2 — Dungeons

Santa:

Santa:

Dumb:

(Santa enters front of tabs looking a bit lost.)

Hello again boys and girls. Merry May Day! (Thinks) No, that’s not right. Oh, I
don’t think I’ll ever remember what I’'m supposed to say. (Has an idea) You know
what? My wife always used to say, if you’re ever feeling a bit lost or a bit down, sing
a song. Will you help me sing a song boys and girls? (Pauses for audience reaction)
Brilliant! Well, I think I’ll sing one of my favourite songs. How does it go now —
(Thinks for a moment and sings to himself) ah yes! Well, I can remember the verse
and I’m sure the chorus will come back to me when I get there. Will you sing the
chorus with me, just in case I forget? (Pauses for audience reaction) Oh that’s
wonderful. Here we go then.

(Song 2.)

Ah, I think that helped you know. I almost remember who I am and what I’'m
supposed to do.

(Tabs open to reveal the dungeon. The Knave of Hearts is sitting with his head
in his hands. Mother enters with Tweedle-Dumb and Tweedle-Dumber behind.)

In you go.
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Dumber:
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Dumb:

Dumber:

Mother:

Knave:
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Yeah, in you go.

Look, you don’t understand. I haven’t got time to be in here. My tea’s getting cold. I
need to get back home. The Great Outer-Mongolian Bake Off isn’t going to watch
itself.

Eh?

Don’t listen, she’s trying to enchant our minds with her black magic.
Black magic?

Don’t you think she looks a bit like a witch?

Yeah, now you mention it; a bit.

You cheeky pair. I’ve just had my hair done.

They’ve got a point you know.

Ooh, there are other people in here.

(Tweedle-Dumb and Tweedle-Dumber exit grumbling to themselves.)
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Knave:

Mother:

Santa:

Mother:

Santa:

Knave:

Mother:

Santa:

Mother:

Santa:

Mother:

Chester:

Mother:

Chester:

Mother:

Chester:

Mother:

Chester:

Mother:

Chester:

Knave:

Chester:

Mother:

Chester:

Mother:

(Sarcastically) Yes, it’s a real party in here.

(Mother notices Santa.)

Oooh, is that really you?

I think so. It was last time I checked.

Santa Claus?

Erm — I’ve definitely heard that name somewhere before.

It’s no use. I’ve been telling him who he is for ages. He’s completely forgotten.
I bet it’s this place. Look, without you out there, there’s no Christmas!

There’s that word again.

No presents. No Turkey. No trips to the local garden centre to buy an overpriced
light-up acrylic penguin.

Really? They all sound like fun things.
Yes, and you’re supposed to kick it all off.
(Chester enters.)

What’up dawgs!

Chester!

That’s me. Right, are you all absolutely sure there is no mouse in here? I’ve searched
the entire Queendom. I’m absolutely starving!

You can talk?

You’ve got no dress sense.

What?

Sorry. Thought we were having a state the obvious competition.
Alice is looking for you.

She’s here? In Cuckoo Land?

Are you all going to be quiet and go away any time soon?
What’s up with old grumpy knickers?

Ignore him. I came to the castle to find the Jester because of the rhyme and then got
caught by the monarchy.

Sounds painful. What rhyme?

Round Jester’s neck, beneath the bells, there is the key to Tainu’s cells.



Santa:

Chester:

Santa:

Chester:

Knave:

Chester:

Knave:

Chester:

Mother:

Chester:

Mother:

Chester:

Mother:

(Suddenly) Chester!
What’up Santa pants!
It’s not Jester’s neck, it’s Chester’s neck. Chester the cat.

He’s right you know. I do have a key around my neck. (Flashes the key around his
neck)

What? You’ve had the key to our cell all this time?

Well, yeah.

And you never told us.

You never asked. Plus you refused to help when I asked about the mouse.

Well, what are you waiting for? Let’s get out of here, Santa can bring Christmas and
me and the Hatter can run off together and get married.

What?
Look I’ve been sentenced to eternity on the Naughty Step. We need to get out of here.
Oh right, yes! Straight away.

(They all leave except Santa who stands looking around, confused. Mother
enters once more, takes Santa by the arm and leads him off stage.)

Come on you, you need to bring Christmas. See you later boys and girls!

(Santa exits with Mother. Lights down, tabs closed.)



Scene 3 — Castle Tainu

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

(The mouse enters, notices the audience, looks a bit scared and then exits again.
The Queen enters front of tabs with the King following obediently behind)

(Screeching) Off with their head!!
I’'m sorry?

We had a school party in but they didn’t come back for the second half! They’ve
gone off with their head!

Phew!

Anyway, what are you following me around for?
I just wanted to know if I can put the tree up yet?
(Annoyed) What tree?

The Christmas tree.

(She grabs the King’s arm and speaks slowly and calmly, although clearly
annoyed) Ok, I’'m going to say this one last time...

I know you don’t like Christmas but it’s such a wonderful time of the year. It’s like —
It’s like — It’s like Jam Tart day!

Jam tart day?

(Stuttering as he is lying) Yes, you know, Jam tart day. Where we put up the Jam
Tart tree, give each other Jam tarts — (To audience) There is such a thing as Jam Tart
day isn’t there boys and girls?

(He encourages the audience to say ‘yes’.)

Oh no there isn’t.

(With audience) Oh yes there is.

Why have I not heard of this?

Well, with your upbringing, your sisters probably didn’t tell you about it.

(Thinks for a moment) Nope! I don’t care, I hate Christmas more than I love Jam
Tarts so the answer is no.

(False bravado) Right, well that’s it. ’'m going to do something about it.
What are you going to do?

(Thinks) I’'m going to ask the audience. Boys and Girls, what do you think I should
do? (King ad-libs with the audience)

See, they’ve got no clue either.



King:

Queen:

Queen:

King:

I’'m going to see Santa. He’ll know what to do!

What are you blithering on about?

(The king exits excitedly.)

(Shouting after the king) You do know he’s locked away in the dungeons, securely!
(The Queen waits for a moment. The King then enters gingerly.)

Erm — Lizzie.
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Queen:

King:

Queen:
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What is it now?
Something terrible has happened.
Well, we talked about that didn’t we? I’ll get the towels, you get the Febreze.

No, not that. You know that thing about having Santa locked up securely in your
dungeon?

Ye-ce-es —
Well, the dungeon door is sort of, well, open. And there are no guards.
No guards?

Well, let me see. (Thinking) You let one off on annual leave so he could attend his
Nan’s birthday party and the other one has phoned in sick.

Well who authorised his annual leave?
The Human Resources manager.
Get her on the phone!

I can’t, you threw her in the dungeon last week for taking too long at the vending
machine. You’ve been doing a lot of that lately.

A lot of what?

Losing your temper and throwing people in the dungeon.

Nonsense. What about the cleaner?

You threw him in the dungeon for not vacuuming the floor of your crown cupboard

Well, what about the Janitor?
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King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

Dungeon.

My personal assistant?
Dungeon.

My...

Dungeon. They’re all in the dungeon; everyone except me and the two remaining
guards. That’s why there’s no cover when they’re on holiday or ill.

(Meekly) You might have a point. (Suddenly nasty) Well don’t just stand there, go
and bring those two slackers back here to guard my dungeon. Actually, no, stay here,
I’1ll go and find them. (Thinks) No, you go. (Confused) I want to make sure this is
the first Pantomime this lot have seen that didn’t have a happy ending.

Well, now that Santa, that man with make-up on and your brother, the Knave of
Hearts have escaped, there’s not a lot you can do apart from getting the butterfly net
out and going out yourself to round them up.

(Sadly) Looks like I picked the wrong day to give up Freddos. (Pauses for a
moment. Suddenly angry) If my brother even looks at my tarts, I’ll — (Can’t think
of anything)

Lock him up again?
I’1l enact decree sixty two!

Hmm, decree sixty two? Anyone caught talking to a tortoise on a Thursday will be
forced to eat their own shoes.

Eh?

Decree sixty three you mean?

Yes, of course, decree sixty three.

Everyone in the entire Queendom will be exiled to other lands except the Queen?
That’s the one!

(Looking really sad) But... but what about... (Pointing to himself)

What about what? What are you standing there for? Go and find those two guards so
they can recapture the prisoners! We cannot allow Christmas to come!

(Scared) Yes, right away.
(The Kking exits, quickly.)

(To audience) And you lot better behave. I’'m going to win! I don’t know how, but
I’'m going to win! (Encourages the audience to boo) Oh, hiss and boo all you want — it
doesn’t affect me. Look. (She looks out into the audience and points to her ‘not



King:

Queen:

bothered’ face) Not bothered. See? (Walks to the exit and sees the King off-stage)
What are you still doing here?

(Off stage) Putting my trainers on.
Hurry up, I want those guards back here a.s.a.p.!

(The Queen exits. Lights off.)

Scene 4 — The Forest

Hatter:

Alice:

Hatter:

Alice:

Hatter:

Alice:

Hatter:

Alice:

Mother:

Alice:

Chester:

Alice:

Chester:

Mother:

Mother:

(Tabs open to reveal the tea party. Hatter is sitting next to Alice. Floppy is
sitting nearby.)

(To Alice, surreptitiously) So, try not to mention his big... (He demonstrates the
Rabbit’s big front teeth with his fingers) he’s quite sensitive about them.

Ok, I won’t.

(Picking up a glass with coloured liquid and offering it to Floppy.) Aperitif?
(Realises) Oh, sorry. (He shows his front teeth and pokes at them, trying to divert
Floppy’s attention.)

So how much longer do we wait before going to find my Mother?

(Getting up and wandering upstage) Well, time and tide wait for no man. (He gets
distracted.) We’re in no-man’s land. Put the landing light on! Light up my Christmas
tree. Christmas! (Forgets his point.)

Hang on, how are you over there?

I got up, and walked.

But, you’re frozen in time?

(Off stage) Not any longer! Christmas is finally on the way!
(Mother, Santa and Chester enter.)

Mother! You managed to rescue Santa! (Looking behind Mother) and Chester!
(Alice runs over and gives Chester a huge hug.)

Hello Alice!

You can talk?!

(Sarcastically) Revelation of the week eh?

We rescued the Knave of Hearts too, look.

(They all look behind Mother and see nobody there.)

Where’s the Knave of Hearts gone?



Chester: He said something about getting his hands on the Queen’s tarts again; doesn’t seem to
learn his lesson that man.

Mother: Fair enough; each to their own.
Hatter: (Excited) Santa! Oh, put a shoe on my head and call me Tanya. (Clapping
childishly)
Floppy: (To Santa) Is it you? Are you really him?
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Santa: Well of course I'm me. Who else would I be?
Mother: Let the man breathe!
Santa: It’s ok, he’s just excited. (To Hatter) Now, what would you like for Easter, erm —

Christmas little boy?
Hatter: Little boy? I’'m 34. I think Santa needs a few more marbles!

Santa: Ha Ha. That’s right! Santa! I remember now — sort of. Ho! Ho! Ho! Merry
Christmas! It’s all coming back to me. Right, now, I’ve got this huge sack of
presents. If only I could remember what it was for. Ho! Ho! Ho! Erm — I hope
you’ve been good this year etcetera.

Mother: (Digs Santa with an elbow) Ok, don’t milk it.

Alice: (Suspiciously) Are you really Santa Claus?

Santa: (Concerned) Erm — I think so.

Hatter: You think so?

Floppy: Oh no. It looks like the Queen’s dungeon has made Santa forget who he is and what

he’s supposed to do.

Alice: But the Hatter has left the tea table. He’s walking around. Time must be moving
again.

Floppy: Well, yes but until Santa fully remembers who he is, Christmas Day can’t actually
happen.

Alice: Yes, but he’s remembering more and more. I bet all of you in Cuckoo Land miss that

feeling of putting your old coat on for the first time since last winter and finding a
fiver in the pocket.

Santa: (Shouting suddenly) Turkey!

(Everyone on stage gets a fright.)
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Santa:

Mother:

Santa:

Mother:

Alice:

Mother:

Alice:

Hatter:

Alice:

Mother:

Floppy:

Alice:

Hatter:

Chester:

Alice:

Alice:

Mother:

Alice:

Chester:

Alice:

Floppy:

Sorry, flashbacks. (Pauses. Shouts) Mince pies! (Calmly) another one.
(To Santa) Are you going to be doing that a lot? It’s just that ’'m on tablets.

(Apologetically) No, I don’t think so. I think I’ve got it under (Shouts) Rudolf!
(Normal voice) control now.

(Trying to calm down) Good to know.
So how did you rescue Mister Memory over here?

Well, it turns out the key wasn’t around a Jester’s neck — it was around Chester’s.
Easy mistake to make I suppose.

So Chester had the key to the dungeon all the time?

Well, yes. He was my right hand cat! (Distracted again) and my left hand is a
Badger! (He makes his left hand look a bit like a Badger and makes it talk. He
continues to have a stage-conversation with his hand for a moment as the scene
continues.)

(Watching the Hatter for a moment) Anyhoo! What about the Queen? Does she
know you’ve escaped?

I don’t think so.

Well, when she does, she’ll send her guards out to hunt you down. She won’t be
happy.

Ah, well, that’s where I have a plan.

(Excited) I love it when a plan comes together.

Quite. Well, what’s your idea?

Well, I reckon the Queen should be Queen.

(Everyone on stage acts shocked, really over the top.)

Hear me out. She was born to be Queen but her family treated her terribly. She just
needs to lighten up a bit. We need to show her the true meaning of Christmas! Love,
peace, hope, forgiveness, kindness —

Cake —
Well, yes but mainly the first five.
How do we do that? The Queen’s totally got it in for everyone.

Well, we need to gain her confidence first and then reason with her. I’ve got the
perfect plan.

I can’t see this working. You’ve never met her. She’s a nightmare.



Alice:

Santa:

Alice:

Santa:

Santa:

Alice:

Santa:

Alice:

Santa:

Alice:

Chester:

That doesn’t matter. My plan is craftier than a Weasel with a degree in woodwork!
Santa, you can do magic can’t you?

Erm —can I?

Yes you can. How else would you deliver all those presents in one night?
All what presents?

(Alice points to Santa’s sack.)

Oh, of course.

If you can use your magic to come up with a few gifts for the Queen, I think
everything will be well!

(Shouting) Baubles!

No, it really will!

Sorry, I was having another Christmas flashback.
Come on then, we’ve got work to do.

Just one quick question
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Yes?

You haven’t seen a mouse anywhere have you? I’'m starving.
You’re always thinking about your stomach aren’t you?
(Matter of factly) Yes.

Come on, let’s get to work.

(All on stage exit, following Alice. Lights off. Tabs closed.)
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Scene 5 — Castle Tainu

(Tweedle-Dumb and Tweedle-Dumber enter with a sign that says ‘Castle Tainu’.
They stand guard either side of where the front curtain meets in the middle.
They stand in silence for a moment and when they speak, they continue to stare
forwards as if on duty.)

Dumb: I stayed in a hotel last week.
Dumber: Yeah?
Dumb: Yeah, I asked the receptionist for a wakeup call. She told me I was 33 and still had

many unfulfilled dreams.

(They pause for a moment before continuing.)

Dumber: I went to see a beautician last week.

Dumb: Really?

Dumber: Yeah, I asked if she could change the way I look.
Dumb: What did she say?

Dumber: She said no, I'll always have to use my eyes.

(They pause once more.)

Dumb: I'm reading a fantasy novel at the moment.

Dumber: Yeah?

Dumb: One day, I'll read a real novel.

Dumber: (After a short pause) I keep thinking it’s Tuesday.
Dumb: It is Tuesday.

Dumber: That’ll be why.

Dumb: I meant to ask, what was your Nan’s birthday party like?
Dumber: I wasn't at a birthday party.

Dumb: No?

Dumber: Job interview.

Dumb: Really?



Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Yeah, but don't tell Jam-Tart-face.

Well, don’t say anything but I wasn't really ill.
No?

Job interview.

You too?

I'm sick of this job; being mean to people.
(Agreeing) Standing around all day.

Having to do everything she says.

Polishing her what-do-you-call-its.

Statues?

Bless you! You sure you don't have flu?

No, the stone statues in the great hall.

Oh, I get you. So what's the job?

Admin assistant for Henchmen In Need. You?

Children's entertainer. (Pauses) Didn't go that well to be honest. I was deliberately
late so I could tell them that I always go the extra mile. Didn’t go down well.

Mine didn't go well either. They said tell us a little about yourself and I said I'd rather
not because | really want the job.

Doesn't sound great.
No, mind you, in this job we do get two 15 minute breaks.
A half hour dinner.

The pension scheme isn't bad. [ might stick this out for a few more months you
know.

Yeah. Me too.
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(The Queen of Hearts strides onstage, full of her own importance, followed by
the Kking.)

(To Tweedle-Dumb) Guard. Let me enter Tainu.
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Dumb:
Queen:
Dumb:
Queen:
Dumb:

Queen:

King:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Dumb:

Dumber:

Knave:

King:

Queen:

Ooh, ok. I’ve been a bit bored today.

What? (Realises) No, I would like to enter Tainu.
Ok. Are you going to sing a song or... (Pauses)
No you idiot. I want to enter Castle Tainu.

Erm —

It doesn’t matter. Just make sure nobody ever gets into this castle. Ever. You got that?
I’m off to have a good sulk!

(The queen goes through the tabs onto the stage.)

If she’d just let Christmas happen, she wouldn’t be in this mood.
(The king follows the queen through the tabs, looking apologetic.)
You know what?

What?

I’m going to give up this life of guarding that awful Jam Tart obsessed woman.
Christmas is on the way anyway. I’m going to run off and work in a TK Maxx!

You’re right. I’'m done with this job too. I’'m going to run away and follow my
dreams.

Which are?

I’'m going to open a combined gift shop and Ice Cream parlour right near that Rabbit
Hole where people keep stumbling into Cuckoo Land. There’s been so many lately,
I’ll make a killing!

Actually, can I do that with you?
Why not. Let’s go!

(They grab each other’s hands and skip from the stage with delight taking the
sign with them. Tabs open to reveal the queen’s great hall. There is a table at
the back with a plate of Jam Tarts on it. Behind the table, the Knave of Hearts
is hiding. He pops his head above the table and stares at the tarts.)

At last! I will finally get to taste one of the queen’s fabled jam tarts and there’s
nothing she can do to stop me.

(The knave reaches slowly towards one of the tarts until he hears voices off stage
and quickly ducks behind the table once more when the queen and king enter.)

(Offstage. Singing) On the first day of Christmas my true love gave to me (Now
onstage, still singing) all my presents at the same time, like a normal person.

What have I told you about singing Christmas songs?



King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

Queen:

King:

Queen:

King:

(The King and Queen stand centre stage, facing forward.)
Sorry. (Hums Jingle Bells)

I’m not in the best mood

(The knave appears and reaches slowly for a tart.)
(Aside) When is she ever?

What was that?

Nothing dear.

I’ve only got six tarts left.

(The queen turns to point at the tarts. The knave quickly ducks out of sight.)
Well just make some more.

I can’t. I can’t cook. I tried but look at these.

(The queen shows the king some rather odd shaped jam tarts. The Knave
appears once more, reaching for a tart.)

Well, why don’t you just let the Cook out of the dungeon?
I can’t. She deserves to be in there.

(The queen turns look at the plate of tarts suspiciously. The knave disappears
once more. She turns to look at the king.)

What did she do to annoy you again?

She looked at me funny.

She looked at your what?

(The knave appears again.)

She looked at me funny —

Not crime of the century is it?

Well I can’t let her out now, people have to learn not to break the law.
(The queen looks back at the table again. The knave ducks.)

What was that?

What was what?

Did you see something over there near the tarts? I thought I saw something.

No my dear. Nothing.
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(To audience) Did you see anything over there by the tarts? (Pauses for audience
reaction) Oh, it’s no use asking you lot. It was probably one of you trying to steal my
last six tarts.

(The knave pops up again and reaches towards the tarts. He nearly touches one
but the queen turns and catches him. He freezes mid-grab in the hope he can’t
be seen.)

You? What do you think you’re doing?
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(She approaches the table.)

(Waving his hand in front of the queen) These are not the droids you’re looking
for.

Get up. Get out from behind there. (Shouting) Guards!

(She waits for a moment until it’s clear the guards are not coming.)
(To king) You, arrest this man.

He’s your brother. Can’t you just give him one jam tart? Just one?

No! I’ve never had anything just¢ for me. I never had a proper birthday party, never
invited to a Christmas party and then denied being queen for that man who makes the
hats.

(Alice enters.)

Which is exactly why you should be Queen!

(Horrified) Who!? What?! How did this girl get in here?

Please your highness, let me explain before you throw me in the dungeon.
(To king) How did she know that was what I was going to do?

That’s what you do with everyone.

Oh, yes — good point. Carry on.

First, I have a few people who would like to offer you some gifts as a way of showing
you we are your loyal subjects and we come in peace.

(To king) What is going on? Why are these people in my house? Why are you
allowing them to say words?

I think you should go with it. It sounds really good.
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Oh what do you know. (To Alice) What is your first gift before I throw you in the
dungeon?

(Mother enters.)

The first gift is this wonderful golden advent calendar.

(Mother approaches the queen with an advent calendar.)
Hang on. Hasn’t this got something to do with Christmas?

Yes, but behind each door, there is a mini jam tart!

(Trying not to look happy.) Hmm — very well. I shall accept this.

(Mother steps back towards Alice. The queen opens a door, takes out a tiny jam
tart and eats it.)

(Singing loudly) Jingle bells, jingle bells! (She puts her hand over her mouth to
silence her singing) What happened there? (Clears her throat and re-assumes her
foreboding stance and glare) Next!

(Floppy enters)

The next gift is this bottle of liquid.

That doesn’t sound like a very good gift to me
It is a liqueur my queen. A Jam Tart liqueur.
(Looking quietly humble) This pleases me.

(Floppy approaches the queen, gives her the bottle and steps back towards Alice
and Mother.)

(Swigging from the bottle. Singing Loudly) We wish you a merry Christmas, we
wish you a merry Christmas, we wish you a merry Christmas and a happy new year!
(She puts her hand over her mouth once more to silence her singing) What on
earth is happening to me? What have you put in this bottle?

Just the Liqueur.

Oh look. You do love Christmas after all!
No, I couldn’t possibly —

(Chester enters.)

It is true my Queen. You were treated quite awfully by your family but now you’re
Queen of Cuckoo land and we’re all willing to try and get along with you. You just
need to calm down a bit

Stop locking people in the dungeon for silly things.



Alice:

Queen:

Alice:

Hatter:

Queen:

Knave:
Queen:

King:

Queen:

Knave:

Queen:

Santa:
Queen:
Mother:
Queen:
King:
Queen:
Santa:
Queen:
Santa:

Queen:

You’re the Queen of Hearts. You’re meant to be nice and kind and rule over the land
with a fair hand. And you’re meant to smile once in a while

Smile? Have you met me? How would I ever do that?
Well, you could do worse than appoint the Hatter as your Prime Minister of fun!

(The Hatter enters wearing an elaborate flashy hat and brightly coloured
clothes. He is tooting on a party whistle.)

We’ll have fun, games, Fedora Friday, raffles, a huge light-up acrylic penguin in the
town square and free Hat Stands for everyone!

(Reluctantly) Hmmm... no, I don’t think so.

(The queen looks to the King for reassurance. He nods and smiles back at her.)
Can I have a Jam Tart please?

(Shrieking) No!

(Putting his arm around the queen’s shoulder) Now now, dear. What have we just
talked about?

(Reluctantly) Ok, but just the one.

(The knave excitedly grabs a jam tart and takes a huge bite.)

Urgh. They’re not that nice. Who thought hot jam was a good idea?

(He puts the tart back on the plate.)

He’s wasted one of my tarts and I’ve only got six left. Well, five and a half.
(Santa enters.)

Ho, ho, ho!

(Hysterically) It’s him! The evil one! Lock him up! Lock him up!

Eh? It’s Santa. He’s the nicest man in the world! He’s just a bit forgetful.
He’s mean!

Whatever do you mean dear?

When [ was eight years old I asked for a Jam Tart maker for Christmas.
Oh, yes. I remember that. I couldn’t wait to see the look on your face.
Well, what did you bring me?

(Confused) A Jam Tart maker.

No, you brought me a donut maker.



Santa: Did I? Well they’ve both got jam in the middle — what’s the difference?

Queen: There’s a world of difference. I never did get that Jam Tart maker and my famil
g y y
were too busy to ever notice me — I didn’t even get a birthday, never mind a birthday
present.

(The Queen bursts out in comedy tears, wailing uncontrollably. The King tries to
calm her down and she wails some more.)

King: Calm down dear, look. (He takes a box covered in Christmas paper from under
the table and gives it to the Queen.)

Queen: (Sobbing) What is it?

King: It’s an automatic jam tart maker! It makes ten tarts a minute!

Queen: Oh, Bernard! Even though I totally banned Christmas, you went and got me a present
anyway!
(The queen and king hug.)

King: Remember, a jam tart maker isn’t just for Christmas. It’s for life!

Queen: Oh, I love Christmas!! You’re right. I’ll try to be a better queen. (To Hatter) You can

be my Prime Minister and teach me how to lighten up.

Mother: (Putting her hand up, gingerly.) Does this mean me and the Hatter can run off
together?

Hatter: Even better; I’'m Prime Minister of fun! You can be my lady-in-waiting.

Mother: Well, I’ve waited this long.

(Dame grabs the Hatter and kisses him. SFX. Comedy Kkissing noise.)
Hatter: (Looking terrified and dishevelled, staggering about) On second thoughts —
(The mouse appears down stage carrying a brown paper bag.)
Chester: There it is! There’s the mouse! Come here you.
(The mouse approaches Chester.)

Chester: (Greedily wiggling his claws towards the mouse and licking his lips) I’ve been
looking for you everywhere. At last; I’m starving!

Mouse: Sorry about that, I got a bit lost when I fell down that rabbit hole. Here’s your
sandwiches.

Mother: (Incredulous) After all that hunting the mouse, you’re not going to eat him?

Chester: No, he’s got my packed lunch. What do you take me for? An Animal?

(The mouse hands over the brown bag containing sandwiches.)
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(Back to normal) Thanks very much. See you later.

See yal!

(The mouse exits.)

You know what we need now don’t you?

What?

A Christmas song! (To audience) Merry Christmas everyone!

(All on stage exit. Song 3. A character enters for the walkdown singing one line
of the song each as they walk to the front of the stage and take their place at the
side. Once everyone is on-stage, everyone sings the remainder of the song,
encouraging the audience to join in. The song ends, lights off and the curtains
close.)

Curtain



