SCRIPT SAMPLE

We interrupt Pristine and Creda in their dorm room at The Hooveroid College:

A College girl (SOPHIE) rushes on.

SOPHIE

Madam MYRTLE is on the warpath.

The GIRL rushes off. PRISTINE and CREDA try to cover what they were doing but MADAM MYRTLE comes in. She is the imperious principal of the Hooveroid Academy.

MYRTLE

Girls, what is this? A mother's meeting?
CREDA

Er ... yes ... Madam.

MYRTLE

Good. I don't suppose an old girl of even this distinguished Hooveroid Academy would survive long without them.

PRISTINE 

Er ... Mother's meetings.

MYRTLE
Oh yes, you'll find them invaluable when you get out into the real world and meet...(shudder) ...men

CREDA  (wistful)

Or even just one.

MYRTLE
Collectively to be avoided,  singly at all costs.

PRISTINE 

Men are to be avoided?


                       MYRTLE
Imperatively.  If you learn nothing else at this Academy let it be to avoid men. They so often lead to marriage, and then whatever next.

CREDA
What, Madam?

MYRTLE
Well, girls, marriage is like spinach. You start out with so much and then it all boils down to nothing.

PRISTINE
Oh, surely not.

MYRTLE
I promise you. Marriage is just a rather elaborate way of saving a bedroom. You ask your mother, Pristine. You see men expect such a lot of their wives.

(sings)

(INTRO)

IT'S STILL A NATIONAL DISGRACE

THAT PEOPLE THINK A WOMAN'S PLACE

IS IN THE HOME TO COOK AND CLEAN AND KNIT.

BUT THIS IS AN ENLIGHTENED AGE 

THE GUILDED BIRD HAS FLOWN HER CAGE

 AND WE'RE HERE TO TELL YOU THINGS HAVE CHANGED A BIT.

The GIRLS join her for the song ... TUTOR and PUPILS recapping their lessons.

PRISTINE/CREDA/MYRTLE 
NEVER GROVEL, NEVER CRAWL 

WIVES NEEDN'T BE LIKE THAT AT ALL 

AS ALL THAT LITTLE WOMAN STUFF HAS GONE

 IF GIRLS STICK TOGETHER THEN

 YOU'RE GOING TO DOMINATE YOUR MEN

 IT'S FIGHTING BACK THAT REALLY TURNS THEM ON.

NO LONGER NEED A WOMAN JUST

 KEEP DARNING SOCKS AND WASH AND DUST 

AND ALL THAT CUSHION-PUFFING DOESN'T PAY

 WE KNOW THE HOUSEWORK CAN BE THROUGH

 IN JUST ABOUT AN HOUR OR TWO

BUT TELL HIM THAT YOU’VE NOT SAT DOWN ALL DAY.

IT'S FINE JUST SITTING ROUND ALL DAY

 OR EVEN MISBEHAVING 

SO LONG AS WHEN HE COMES BACK HOME

 YOU LOOK AS IF YOU'RE SLAVING.

HUSBANDS THESE DAYS WILL REGARD 

THE FREEDOM OF HIS BARCLAY CARD

AS YOURS ... SO SEIZE IT WHILE YOU CAN AND SPEND 

AND THEY LOVE IT TOO WHEN YOU GO OUT

 AND PRANG THE CAR, SO THEY CAN SHOUT

 "MY GOD, THESE WOMEN DRIVERS ARE THE END".

THE MAN WHO'S ON THE SOCIAL WHIRL

 JUST CAN'T ABIDE A PUNCTUAL GIRL

 SO DISREGARD THE TIME YOU SHOULD ARRIVE 

AND KEEP HIM WAITING AT THE GATE 

HE LIKES TO HOOT AND SHOUT "WE'RE LATEI"

AND HE LOVES IT WHEN YOU TELL HIM HOW TO DRIVE.

TELL HIM HE HAS HANDSOME EARS

 WITH SO MUCH IN BETWEEN THEM 

(slow)

SIGH SWEET NOTHINGS, NO ONE SAYS 

YOU REALLY HAVE TO MEAN THEM.

THE IDLE HUSBAND'S PERFECT DREAM

 IS A FEMALE JOB CREATION SCHEME

TO REMIND HIM THERE'S A BATHROOM TAP WHICH LEAKS

AND HIS AUTOMATIC KITCHEN THRIVES

ON THINGS WHICH WHIZZ AND SHARPEN KNIVES

AND HE LOVES THEM TURNED ON EVERY TIME HE SPEAKS.

HAVE A BABY EVERY YEAR 

IT MAKES HIM VERY HAPPY

 'SPECIALLY WHEN YOU DESCRIBE 

THE CONTENTS OF EACH NAPPY.

IF, WHEN THE KIDS ARE GONE, YOU'RE BORED

AND WANT THE THINGS YOU CAN'T AFFORD

SAY IT'S TIME YOU HAD YOUR OWN CAREER

OR JOIN THE WOMEN'S INSTITUTE

AND FILL THE HOUSE WITH BOTTLED FRUIT

AND 'HUSBAND'S NIGHT'S' THE HIGHLIGHT OF HIS YEAR.

SO THAT IS HOW THE PERFECT WIFE

CONDUCTS THE HAPPY MARRIED LIFE

AND THAT WAY THE EXCITEMENT WON'T GO COLD

SO TAKE YOUR MARRIAGE SERIOUSLY

'SPECIALLY THE FIRST TWO OR THREE

AND LET IT NOT BE SAID THAT YOU WEREN'T TOLD

AND LET IT NOT BE SAID THAT YOU WEREN'T TOLD.

MYRTLE
So at least YOU will be able to say you were warned. Future generations of girls like yourselves might not be so fortunate.

PRISTINE
Why not, Madam?

MYRTLE
Well, you see the college is desperately short of money, and unless we can find a rich benefactor to reprieve it, the Madam Myrtle Hooveroid Academy may have to ...(sniff). . . close down.

PRISTINE 

But that would be awful.

MYRTLE
Yes, yes ... don't even talk about it. Not to me ... talk about it to say ... your rich father.

PRISTINE
My rich father.

MYRTLE
Oh sorry. Did I say rich? I meant sweet and kind. Excuse me, girls ... I'm quite overcome.

She leaves, fighting back fake tears.

CREDA 

Poor Madam Myrtle.

PRISTINE
If only we could do something to save the college.

A distant bell goes.

CREDA
Time for Lampshade Tassel Combing class. Thanks for the record.

She puts the record down on the bed and picks up her books.

PRISTINE
Creda?

CREDA
Yes?

PRISTINE
Where did you say Flavour went to get away from his guards?

CREDA
To his Guru's place. Moneygrub Gaga.

The Grand Dolby.CYMBALS. Creda quakes.

CREDA
Why?

PRISTINE
Oh, nothing. Be with you in a second.

Creda goes. Pristine, left on her own, picks up the record and looks at it. She lets her hair down and takes off her glasses. She is indeed very beautiful and matches herself up with the portrait of Flavour on the record sleeve, and gives us enough evidence to think she fancies him. She sings a reprise of "LOOKING FOR LOVE".

PRISTINE
LOOKING FOR LOVE IN DREAM AND FANCIES 

FABLES AND STORY BOOK ROMANCES 

IN THE MOST FAR OFF CIRCUMSTANCES 

LOOKING FOR LOVE

 LOOKING FOR LOVE.

IT'S IN STARLIGHT'S TIMELESS HOURS 

FILLING SUNSETS, RAINBOWS, FLOWERS,

HEARTS WITH ARROWS CARVED INTO A TREE

 I THINK IT'S NOW IN ME 

THAT'S WHERE LOVE SHOULD BE.

She goes.

THE TEMPLE OF THE GRAND HIGH DOLBY (Joss sticks, candles etc.) CYMBAL CLASH. The GRAND HIGH DOLBY himself ... MONEYGRUB GAGA... is enthroned in splendour wrapped in deep philosophical thought, attended by his acolyte (BOD SQUENCH) while his DEVOTEES sing his praises, thus:-

DEVOTEES (sing)

WHAT’S SLICED BREAD THE BEST THING SINCE?

HE KNOWS HE KNOWS,

WERE THERE EVER "BEFORE EIGHT" MINTS?

HE KNOWS HE KNOWS.

WAS THE CHICKEN OR THE EGG THE FIRST TO HATCH?

WHAT DOES A COLD OR THE MEASLES CATCH?

WHAT DOES A FLEA EVER HAVE TO SCRATCH?

IF ANYBODY KNOWS, HE KNOWS.

DEEPLY PHILOSOPHICAL QUESTIONS

OF A DEEPLY PHILOSOPHICAL KIND

WORTHY OF THE GRAND HIGH DOLBY

WITH HIS DEEPLY PHILOSOPHICAL, TURN OF MIND.

WHO IS AWAKE WHEN THE LARK IS STIRRED?

HE KNOWS HE KNOWS

DOES THE VERY EARLY WORM ALWAYS GET THE BIRD?

HE KNOWS HE KNOWS

WHO DOES A SHY GOOSE SAY BOO TO?

WHY ARE THE YELLOW SEA AND RED SEA BLUE?

WHAT IS A GRASSHOPPER KNEE HIGH TO?

IF ANYBODY KNOWS - HE KNOWS.

Music continues through.

MAGGOT

Master, master, 0 Goodness Graciousness.

GAGA

Yes, Maggot, O lowly wiggly bit in a very old tin of Spam, what is your question?

MAGGOT

Master, what is the secret of happiness?

GAGA thinks a moment before replying.

GAGA

Greater love hath no man than this ... than that he accompany his wife to buy shoes.

The DEVOTEE registers deep inner satisfaction with this enigmatic meaningless answer. Likewise through ...

SLUG

Master, master ...

GAGA

What is it, oh nasty drip on the end of a fishmonger's nose.

SLUG

How can I attain perfect bliss?

GAGA
Faith can move mountains, but it cannot get a plumber at weekends.

WART

Master, master ... How can a man persuade others to see reason?

GAGA

If the lullaby fails use a mallet.

SQUENCH

Master, master ... what are we here for?

GAGA

Man is man, worm is worm ... but which is the best limbo dancer?

WORM

Master, master what is man's ultimate destiny?

GAGA
Tis better to travel hopefully than by British Rail.

SLIME

Master, master, what is the Eternal truth?

GAGA
God is in his heaven, but sugar is in the jar marked 'Rice'.

MUCK

Master, master ... if the answer is blowing in the wind, what was the question?

The GAGA is stumped. He freezes to the spot in suspended animation. 

His 'astral body’ starts leaving his real body and the devotees start chasing it.

SQUENCH
The Master is displeased. His soul always leaves his own body when he is displeased.

The DEVOTEES administer to escaped astral body (an imaginary body-shape) laying it down and giving it artificial respiration.

After the explanation they begin to reunite it with the GAGA.

The phone rings. SQUENCH answers it.

SQUENCH
I'm sorry his amplitude is out at the moment. Oh, Mr Heap, I see. Yes. Yes, I'll tell him at once.

Phone down. The DEVOTEES have got the Guru's soul and body back together again.

GAGA

Ah, that's better. Carry on, my children.

ALL (sing)

DEEPLY PHILOSOPHICAL QUESTIONS

 DEEPLY PHILOSOPHICAL STUFF

 AND THOSE WHO CONTEMPLATE THEIR NAVELS

 GET A LITTLE BIT OF WISDOM ...

 
GAGA
... AND A LOT OF FLUFF.

HOW LONG IS A DONKEY'S YEAR?

HE KNOWS, HE KNOWS.

WHERE IS THE BACK OF BEYOND QUITE NEAR?

HE KNOWS, HE KNOWS.

WHAT WAS SO WRONG WITH THE LA-ST STRAW?

WHO WAS GODOT WAITING FOR?

WHAT WAS IT THAT THE BUTLER SAW?

IF ANYBODY KNOWS ... HE KNOWS.

SQUENCH
Excuse me, Your Protuberance. Pardon me for interrupting but Mr Heap has been on the phone from the Bubble on a most urgent matter.

 GAGA
He must wait his turn.

SQUENCH
But he is our main money supply.

GAGA
You mean our most devoted follower. You're right, what did he want?

SQUENCH
FLAVOUR has been having wild ideas and is refusing to sing. He wants us to straighten him out.

GAGA
Of course we must help the dear boy. That is what we are here for.

GAGA claps his hands and dismisses the class. SQUENCH 'ahem's’ them  and presents the begging bowl, which they drop money into as they leave.

GAGA
My dear Bod SQUENCH, we cannot have anything interrupting our flow of funds. With things as they are we might have to sell the Divine Jumbo Jet as it is.

FLAVOUR comes in, taking his blindfold off, glad to be free of his GUARD.

GAGA
What is the trouble, my son.

FLAVOUR
Master, you've got to help me.

GAGA
That is what I am here for. Grovel down there a moment and tell me all about it.

GAGA indicates the floor at his feet. FLAVOUR sits.

FLAVOUR
You have to get me away from them.

GAGA
Who?

FLAVOUR
My bodyguard ... them. Hench, Hood, Heap.

GAGA
But they are your friends.

FLAVOUR
But they are my jailers ... as if kidnapping me wasn't enough, they're trying to keep me a prisoner in my own place.

GAGA
You must be mistaken.

FLAVOUR
No, I'm not. I know there is a big wide world out there somewhere. It's a world I'm seeing nothing of inside the Bubble.

GAGA
Nothing to speak of, surely?

FLAVOUR  (trying a TOUCHWOOD expression)

You can't pull the wool over my eyes. Out there, there are things I have only dreamt of.

GAGA
What sort of things?

FLAVOUR
Last buses, car breakdowns, contraflow  systems. Oh yes, I'm sick of a life of concerts, media hypes, and public appearances. Out there, there are things which you have been keeping from me.

GAGA
You are imagining things. These are grave accusations.

FLAVOUR
I have proof.

GAGA
Who have you been talking to?

FLAVOUR
You see I met this girl ... a not-fan.

GAGA/SQUENCH
Yai-Yai-Yai.

FLAVOUR
A girl from the outside world?

GAGA
Who was she? What did she look like? 

 FLAVOUR
The most beautiful girl I've ever seen. She wore glasses, hair in plaits, and she wore sandals.

SQUENCH
Sounds like a very drab ordinary girl to me.

FLAVOUR
I want to be drab and ordinary too. I want to live. She spoke a kind of poetry ... she spoke of Fairy Liquid and While-U-Wait shoe repairs and a land of vandalised phone boxes.

GAGA
There is some knowledge that is not meant for man.

FLAVOUR
And she made me feel excited and when she left I suddenly felt cold and empty. I wanted to go after her but they wouldn't let me.

GAGA
I'm sure they know what's best.

FLAVOUR
But they know nothing. They don't understand my feelings.

SQUENCH 

Feelings? What feelings?

FLAVOUR
I don't know. A sort of stirring ... a longing ...

GAGA
Palpitations in the head? Sleeplessness

SQUENCH 

A fluttering in the heart.

FLAVOUR
Yes, that's it.

GAGA
And the sensation that life has meant nothing until this moment?

FLAVOUR
Yes. I feel I want to live forever.

GAGA
Oh dear. I think I know what that is.

FLAVOUR

Is it serious?

GAGA 

Yes, it's lurve. (he feels his pulse)

What you have found there is lurve.

FLAVOUR 

Lurve? So this is lurve.

GAGA takes SQUENCH aside and buries his head in his hands. His soul starts leaving his body ... retrieved just in time by SQUENCH.

GAGA
Yes, lurve is a disease which afflicts the yernge. We are ruined.

FLAVOUR
I’ve got to go out and find her.

GAGA
Then you must?

SQUENCH (aside)

But he can't go out there.

GAGA
He must.

SQUENCH
But we might lose him, and if we lose him we lose the money.

GAGA
But this is lurve. It's the only thing we can't ever beat.

FLAVOUR
Can you help me. You're my only chance. This is the only time in my life when I'm not guarded.

GAGA
It won’t be easy.

FLAVOUR
 I'll give you all my money.

GAGA
By that I mean it will be very easy.

SQUENCH
You're asking a lot, my friend.

FLAVOUR (forcing himself to stand firm)

And if you don't help me I will stop all contributions to the Cause.

GAGA
We have a deal. (to SQUENCH) Squench, take our friend and get him out of those clothes so he's not recognised. Disguise him as an ordinary person.

SQUENCH
But where does one go about finding an ordinary person's clothes ...

Enter TOUCHWOOD sweeping up.

SQUENCH 

Ah-ha. Say no more.

SQUENCH goes up to TOUCHWOOD, and leads him out with ...

SQUENCH
Mr Touchwood, can I have a word with you? (to FLAVOUR) Follow us.

FLAVOUR
You won't regret this I swear.

FLAVOUR follows SQUENCH. GAGA comes forward and starts making calculations on a giant calculator. TIGHTWAD comes in.

