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Act | - Scenel

The village of Much Twittering by the Sea

There is a seaside prom across the back of the stage with stgppgfrcentre, a
finger post: To the sea - five miles, and, perhaps, a hoarding withrpbsig of the
Pier Show -CANCELLED. Red Riding Hood's cottage on the left has &cptatoor
with a giant flower pot beside it, and a watering can alongside. The viiager
discovered on stage

SONG A: | DoLiketo be Beside the Seaside.

After the number, enter Muddles down right, with a paper boy's sdak ful
newspapers and magazines over his shoulder.

Muddles. Oh, what a bit of luck - everyone's here togethereSag walking up all
those long garden paths. Here you éreskly handing out the papers)relegraph for
Mrs Muggins banding it to small chil Beano for little Johnnyh@nding it to
womar) Millers' Monthly for Nellie Dean, Heavy Metal Monthfor you, Mr Musical
Director, and Drum Weekly Mr Percussionist. Financiahds for Mrs Moneybags;
Hard Times for Mr Skinflint. And, last but not least, tech Twittering Gazette for
Little Red Riding Hood. She lives in that cottage theité {big sigh, clutching paper
ecstatically to his chesher sister Mary.donfidentially)I'm in love with Mary, but
she can't make up her mind whether she wants to be rfryegudl | can't blame her -
after all I'm only a humble shepherd's son. But | deelthis paper round on the side.
My name's Muddles by the way. They call me Muddles beckusalways getting
confused.

Behind him the villagers have been looking at their papers, and begin to grumble
Muddles: Hark at them! Now you know why it's called Much Twitihey

1st villager: Hey, Muddles. This isn't right!

Villagers (variously):No, | don't want the Times! Mine's an Echo! | shoudadna
Dandy! Where's my Woman's Weekly? Here, what have you Qmt's mine! Has
anyone got my Private EyeRéy mill about exchanging papers. The cottage door
opens and Red appears, followed by Mary, who wears her gymslip).

Red: Gracious me, what a noise!

1st villager: Sorry, Red, but Muddles has got all the newspapers mixed ugMGA
Red: Oh, dear. But I'm sure it can soon by sorted out. Aadnitich too nice a day to
complain. Isn't it a lovely morning, Mary?

Mary: No it isn't!

2nd villager: But it's so warm and sunny.

Mary: Well | want it to rain. Yillagers groan

Red (laughing: Oh, Mary, you're always so contrary. If it wasning you'd want
something else. Is that my Gazette, Muddles?

Muddles, who has been standing gazing open-mouthed at Mary, comes to and
hurriedly hands it over.

Muddles: Sorry Red - | was miles away. Hello Mary. Have ybought any more
about being my girlfriend?

Mary: Yes, | have - and | think | just might say yes!

Muddles: (excited Really?



Mary: But there again, | might notS{icks her tongue out at him)
Muddles: (sighing)Isn't she lovely?
(Red has been looking through her paper and now exclaims)
Red: Oh no!
Mary: What is it, Red?$he and Muddles come round and look over her shollders
Red: This is serious. Listen everyone: "It is with regtett we have to report the Big
Bad Wolf has again been seen prowling in the vicinity aEMTwittering. Police are
advising villagers to keep their doors and windows locked - amb@tcount to
venture into the woods.
Villagers (variously): Oh no! The Wolf! Not again! What are we going to do?
Red: Has anyone seen the Wolf?
3rd villager: No, but | had five chickens stolen from my hen houstveeek.
4th villager: And | thought a heard a sort of howling.
Muddles: And we all know what happened to the Three Little Pigs!
5th villager: What's that?
Muddles: They lived happily ever after.
Mary: No, Muddles, that's not right. They were never seen AGAlconsternation,
and cutting through it, the Wolf howls offstage. Shrieks of dismay andl#dyers
huddle together. Mary runs to Red who puts comforting arm round her.)
Muddles (striking strong-man posepPon't worry Mary - I'll look after you.
Mary: But I've got Red to look after me.
Muddles (cunning):But if Red got married, you'd be all alone. And lots ehmvant
to marry Red, she's so beautiful.
Red (shaking her head sagtyNo, Muddles, that was only when we were rich. Since
we lost our fortune, they've all lost interest. Tlayy wanted to marry me for my
money.
1st villager: Cheer up, Red. Mr Right will come along one day.
Red (brightly): Maybe he will. And meanwhile Mary and | have enougtddaking
care of each other.
Song B: Sisters
Red: Well, | can't stand around chatting. Granny's coming twitlage today to do
her shopping. | must look out for her and warn her atfeWolf. And you must
hurry Mary or you'll be late for school.
Mary (stubborn):I'm not going to school today.
Red: Don't be silly, you have -agidg ah, wait a minute, | know what to déutning
back to Mary That's all right, dear. There's no need to go. Y&lSW stay at home
today. Come on everyone, help me find GranRegd and villagers exit, right
Mary: Stay at home? Not likely - I'm going to school just assa®lI've watered my
garden. ghe picks up watering can. As she waters the plant pot, Muddlesyecites
Muddles: Mary, Mary quite contrary,

How does your garden grow?
Mary (peering at it anxiously Not very well, Muddles. I've been trying to grow
some silver bells and cockle shells for AGES. Butoassas anything sprouts, your
father's sheep come along and eat it.
Muddles: Perhaps you ought to move it somewhere a bit g@ferlooks round and
points down leftHow about there? I'll help you move (ibetween them they shift the
pot down to the front of the proscenium arch. Mary waters it again. iBgomusic,
or swanee whistle, and green shoots appear. She leaves can by plant)
Muddles: There! It feels better already.
Mary: But will it really be safe?




Muddles: | know. I'll get my new friends to helpto(audiencg Will you help look
after Mary's garden?

Audience: Yes. (ve hop®

Muddles: If you see someone sneak up like thisrfionstratesand try to steal the
plants in Mary's garden, you must all shout: "How does gamden grow?" as loud as
you can. Would you do that?

Audience: Yes.

Mary: | think they'd better practice it, Muddles.

Muddles: I'll hide, and when Mary sneaks up and pretends to steplahg you all
shout: "How does your garden growf@é goes off down right, Mary sneaks up)
Audience: How does your garden grow?

Muddles (popping head round winngHave they shouted yet, Mary?

Mary: | didn't hear anything.

Muddles: You'll have to shout louder than that! Let's try agéie. hides, Mary
sneak}

Audience: How does your garden grow?

Muddles (comes running on That's much better! Thank you everyone. Now, don't
forget will you? They go off down right. Enter Daisy up right. She spots the plant
and trots down, sticking her nose into the pot.)

Audience: How does your garden growdisy is startled and runs off down left.
Muddles and Mary run on right)

Muddles: Thanks - that was brilliant! Did you see who it was?

Audience (led by band if necessgryA cow! (Muddles and Mary look at one another
puzzled)

Muddles: A cow?

Mary: But there aren't any cows in the village!

Muddles: Are you sure it was a cowPaisy trots across the stage, left to right)
Audience: Yes!

Muddlesand Mary: Don't be silly! @s audience continue to shout, they look round,
look back, then do a Bl@ouble take. Look at one another and shrug.)

Muddles: Well, | never. Keep up the good work, and we'll get aloisg fine. See

you later! They exit up right. Enter Granny down right pushing a laden supermarket
trolley, which she is having difficulty controllipg

Granny: Drat the thing, it's got a life of its own! Oh, helladidn't see you there!
Welcome to the village of Much Twittering by the Sea. Welsed to be by the sea,
but one day the tide went out and forgot to come backeéltwant to go for a paddle
it's a five mile walk there and a seven mile walk baalel it always SEEMS further
coming back. Still, it makes it more of an outing, | al&agy. And we do still have a
lovely prom, points it ou} although the brass band no longer goes tiddly pom on it.
(pauses for thoughtmm. P'rhaps it's just as well. I'm Granny Hdddes a little
curtsey. Delighted to meet you - ali¢es a rapid head coynb13(OR CAPACITY
OF HALL) of you. Now | know there are probably lots of mums dads and darling
little kiddies among you - but are there any young merleure? Come on, don't be
shy - own up.Band members put their hands) émd it's no good you lot putting
your hands up - haven't you heard of the trade descriptx®sian on the look-out
for a nice strong young man - you see, | need a new wdedbtuit I'm not having

any luck finding one. | did put an advert in the Gazette. Waatthree months ago
and I'm getting a bit desperate. Well, winter draws on. N&aw anyone guess where
I've been? That's right - I've been down the C¢R OTHER LOCAL SHQPOf
course, | had to get my pension first. | hunted high and flor my pension book and



do you know where | found it? In the dustbitakes it out of trolleyl've no idea how
it got there and 1 didlust it off, but the young man at the counter was SOkghéte
said €he holds the offending article gingerly out at arm's length in imitaticzan't
cash that - it's covered in germs." Well | told hinskid: "Don't be ridiculous - germs
couldn't live on THAT pension.”" I've bought lots of thirdigs my grand-daughters,
Little Red Riding Hood and Mary Quite Contrary. Havel yoet them? Lovely girls
aren't they? But | do worry about them. You know what WEng girls are like for
dieting! So | like to see they get a good square meal wheme to visit. ljolds up
giant Oxo cubg And there's some milk and sugar for them - well, tiodyy me

they're watching a serial on the telly. This is for ghelds up large can of Diet Coke
| just can't get through the day without my Diet Coke bréakre's another 15 of
these in there! And I've been buying a bit extra this vibeslause it's the annual
Village Picnic tomorrow. Everyone from the village goes to the big meadow on
the edge of the forest and we have lots of fun and gaandswve eat, drink and make
merry, then sing jolly songs all the way hommayse | got a wee bit tiddly last year
and made such a fool of myseh@mefaced | was flirting with a young man. | said:
"In my younger days | was all pink and dimples". And &el's'Yes, but now you're
all drink and pimples.” Anyway | do like to make sure I've gtrieat for everyone.
I've got lots of crisps. Anyone called Walker? Yes? Heagela packetlirows one
out) And is there anyone musical? Here's some Tuti@®ws them ou).And would
anyone say no to a toffee? | thought not! Here you(dmews a handful ot Last
one! Tell you whattpsses it to person on end of front joRass it down the row and
you can all have a suck. Well, I'd better get my troflagked up.(Mlagers are
coming on and two of them take the trolley and push it up beside the goftaaysk
you dears - mind you don't leave it on a double yellowt tia® | had to go and see
that nice PGLOCAL OFFICER)at the police station and plead with him for hours.
He warned me: "Anything you say will be taken down in evieen&o | said:
"Knickers." Oh, | nearly forgofrummages in pinny pocketvho likes chewing gum?
(holds up a giant packet. Village kids come running on and cluster round her)
Kids: We do Granny!

Granny: | thought you might! There's something I've always wordlaf®ut
chewing gum.

1st kid: What's that Granny?

Song C: Doesyour Chewing Gum Loseits Flavour on the Bedpost
Overnight?
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