 PRIVATE 
The Pirate Production Of

DICK WHITTINGTON

By Andy Scarf
Cast in order of nasturtiums:



Captain King, an unemployed pirate



Truss Tar, an unable seaman



Dick Whittington



A London cat



Polly the Cook



Alderman FitzWarren



Alice FitzWarren, his daughter



Sir Conference Prune, the running joke



Chief Rat



Samuel the Camuel



The Sultana of Tangiers, a trifle from the desert

Londoners, pirates, members of the Moroccan court

(Sir Conference Prune can be excused, or doubled with Chief Rat).


ACT ONE:  TURN AGAIN, WHITTINGTON

SCENE 1
COVENT GARDEN                              

SCENE 2
OUTSIDE FITZWARREN'S HOUSE                 

SCENE 3
THE KITCHEN OF FITZWARREN'S HOUSE          

SCENE 4
A STREET IN LONDON                         

SCENE 5
ALDERMAN FITZWARREN & CO                   

SCENE 6
THE GATES OF LONDON                        

INTERVAL



ACT TWO:  RETURN AGAIN, WHITTINGTON

SCENE 1
LIMEHOUSE DOCK                             

SCENE 2
THE GOOD SHIP "OCEAN WAVE"                 

SCENE 3
A BEACH NEAR MOROCCO                       

SCENE 4
THE COURT OF TANGIERS                      

SCENE 5
THE LORD MAYOR'S WEDDING                   

Scene 2: OUTSIDE FITZWARREN'S SHOP

Closing time - Londoners taking barrows and stalls home

SONG: "Bye, Bye, Blackbird"  

DICK 
(Enters footsore and weary, attended by cat) Oh Tommy, we've walked for miles and we still can't find the streets paved with gold. And it's getting dark so early   these days.

PRUNE (Runs on waving sword) The knights are drawing in!  (Turns and trips over).

DICK 
What was that?

BYS.1
Must be knightfall. (Lights dim) Yup. (Helps Prune off).

BYS.2
Last chance for delicious fresh fruit!

BYS.3
Sausage rolls! Sausage rolls!

DICK 
No thanks, I ate four days ago. Oh, Tommy, I'm so hungry, and you must be too. Never mind - let's tighten our belts (cat can't find his, takes a deep breath              instead) and find ourselves somewhere to sleep, and tomorrow we'll start looking for a job. (Cat's breath escapes) Here we are (Fitzwarren's doorway) let's bed      down here - oh, I'm so tired. Goodnight Tommy.

DANCE: "Moondance" (optional) Tommy pretends to lie down, then gets up and prowls around. As the moon comes out, he does a little dance (perhaps with other cats) to the tune of Moondance, then curls up and goes to sleep.

FX: Barrum, barrum, barrum barrum barrum, barrum barruuuumm.....

Pirates tiptoe across stage, look about, tiptoe back, look about, tiptoe centre.

TRUSS (Standing up suddenly) WHY ARE WE TIPTOEING?

CAPT.
 Ssh! Shut up! You'll spoil everything.

TRUSS Oh. (They tiptoe a bit further) I knew there had to be a reason.

CAPT.
Look! We're trying to find somewhere to sling our hammocks.

TRUSS But we haven't got any hammocks.

CAPT.
(Grabbing him) You fishy foghorn! I'll sling your hook and you with it if you don't watch out! I mean, somewhere to spend the night.

TRUSS Why not try the Yellow Pages?

CAPT.
(Shaking him) Listen! We haven't got any money, so we can't stay in a hotel, can we? So we've got to find somewhere else.

TRUSS Aah - somewhere quiet!

CAPT.
 Somewhere shady.

TRUSS Somewhere hidden.

CAPT.
 Somewhere secret.

TRUSS Somewhere I've lost the track of this.

CAPT. You! - Look! (Pointing towards Dick)

TRUSS (Knowingly) You don't get me like that! (Captain hits him) Thank you.

CAPT.
Sharp on the larboard beam!

TRUSS Which way's larboard?

CAPT.
Over there!

TRUSS It's that boy.

CAPT.
 With that bundle.

TRUSS And a cat.

CAPT.
I'm not interested in the cat.

TRUSS I like cats - here, pussy!

CAPT.
Look! We're going to creep up on him.

TRUSS Oh - on tiptoe.

CAPT.
Yes, and while he's sleeping, we're going to steal his bundle.

TRUSS But not his cat.

CAPT.
No, just the bundle - will you shut up about that cat!  You've got me at it now. Come on! (They tiptoe forward, the audience cry out - sudden FX car screeching, siren)  
It's the Bill! Run for it!

They rush behind a market stall, Truss sticks his head up, Captain drags it down. Polly and Alice run on carrying a closed sedan chair with the motto "ON CEU PONATIME" on the door. They put it down in front of Dick and the cat and collapse.

POLLY (Panting) I hate it when it's the driver's night off. Hello children (Gasp)

AUDIENCE Hello Polly!

POLLY Who's a knackered boy then.

ALICE I hate it when it's the driver's night off, too.

POLLY What do you mean, my driving's good enough!

ALICE
But you go so fast!                                                                                                   
POLLY Nonsense - I was observing the speed limit.

ALICE
Yes, the motorway speed limit - this is Westminster.

POLLY That's what I like - gratitude. Here I am (hanky) - a poor, hardworking woman  
- unmarried (aah) – slaving away, cooking, shopping, cleaning...

ALICE Drinking the sherry...

POLLY Drinking the... Ey! That's not true!

ALICE
 Only a little bit?

POLLY Well - it's a little bit not true. Anyway, I thought your father was supposed to be    
picking you up.

ALICE
Yes, where is he? (Sounds of snoring - Polly opens sedan, finds Fitz fast asleep)

POLLY Oh, look at him, London's answer to the Sleeping Beauty. Perhaps I'll wake him    
with a kiss!

FITZ 
One kiss from you and I'd turn into a frog!

ALICE
Daddy! You're supposed to be asleep!

FITZ 
The way Polly drives is enough to waken anyone.

POLLY Enough of my driving - I thought you were supposed to be doing all the work.

FITZ 
(Wincing theatrically) I think I pulled a muscle in my back doing that song this morning...

POLLY Oh yes, here it comes, the last farewell concert.

FITZ 
You know, I've not been well since October....

POLLY Yes - October 1432.

ALICE
 Oh Daddy, you do tell some awful stories.

FITZ 
Well, it's the family motto, you see - "ON CE/ U PON/ A/ TIME" - telling stories runs in the family.

POLLY Hm - noses run in ours.

FITZ 
Anyway, I've got a surprise for you.

ALICE Not another story.

FITZ 
No, really - we're all going for a cruise (Captain puts his head up, Truss drags it down, Captain hits Truss, he mimes "Thank you").                                                                                              
ALICE A sea cruise?

FITZ 
Yes - you know that ship I've hired to sail to the Exotic East?

POLLY (Encouraging audience) Oooh!

FITZ 
Well, we're all going along for the ride!

ALICE
Oh Daddy, that's so exciting! (Hugs him)

POLLY Well, fancy that. A ship-full of sailors! Ooh, there's a quiver running through my    
mainstays! Ooh, I'll have to get some new clothes, you know - and a bikini!

ALICE A bikini?! Really, Polly!

FITZ Can you get those on the National Health?

POLLY I'll fix your health, if you're not careful!

ALICE
Never mind, we'll all have a nice holiday - just the three of us!

SONG, such as "The (Two) Three Of Us"/ "Sea Cruise" as appropriate.

FITZ 
Come on - let's put the sedan away and get to bed.  Tomorrow I've got to find a     
captain for our new ship.  

TRUSS (Dull thwack off-stage) Thank you.

ALICE
 And tomorrow we'll go shopping!

POLLY Lots of summer clothes!

ALICE And new sandals!

POLLY And sun-tan oil!

ALICE
 And straw hats!

POLLY And why aren't you helping us put the chair away?

FITZ 
You know, I'd like to, but...

ALICE
Come on, Daddy.

FITZ 
Oh all right - you'll get everything in my will, anyway.

ALICE
Oh, Daddy! (Fitz and Polly remove chair, revealing Dick and cat still curled up) Daddy! Look!

FITZ 
(Coming back) It's a boy.

POLLY And a cat - how peculiar. (Cat comes forward, tugs Alice's hand)

ALICE
What is it? Oh - the boy's not well - he seems to have fainted.

FITZ 
Let's get him inside, and give him some water.

POLLY He's probably not been eating properly - I'll revive him with my chocolate 

pudding.

FITZ 
Does he eat it, or smell it?

POLLY You cheeky thing - well that's your helping gone!

ALICE
Oh Daddy, come on, he's not at all well.

FITZ 
All right - in we go (Fitz and Alice help Dick indoors)

POLLY Come on, moggy, in you come. (Cat does Snagglepuss, in like greased  lightning) Well, there's somebody who does as he's told! Bye, kids! (Exits)

CAPT.
(Rising and coming forwards as curtains close and scene changes) Did you hear what I heard?
TRUSS Yeah - chocolate pudding, yummy!

CAPT.
Not that, you fool - the ship! He said he needs a captain for his new ship, that's going to the Exotic East!

TRUSS Oooh!

CAPT.
And who's the best captain in London at the moment?

TRUSS Well, there's Captain Birdseye, I saw him on the telly last night.

CAPT.
Not him, you great son of a scuttlefish - me!

TRUSS You? (Hides laugh)

CAPT.
Of course me, you blithering bubble of briny!

TRUSS If my mummy was here, she wouldn't like you talking to me like that.  She...  

(Captain hits him) Thank you.

CAPT.
I wish your mummy was here, she's bound to be smarter than you. We'll pretend to be the best crew in the business, so he'll sign us up and let us sail away with    his lovely new ship. Then we'll take it over, and sell the cargo, and sail off to the Spanish Main!

TRUSS Ah-har - to the Spanish Main!                                                                                         
SONG: "Any Dirty Work Today?" 

CAPT.
Right, let's go and get ready for this ship.

TRUSS Shall we get a new parrot?

CAPT.
 Yes, a big green one. (Brushes shoulder, Truss clears his eye) We'll smarten ourselves up, all ship-shape and Bristol-fashion...

TRUSS You mean with big...

CAPT.
(Clamping hand over his mouth) Watch it!

TRUSS ...brass buttons?

CAPT.
You'd better start minding your language, we're supposed to be clean, good, honest seafarers.

TRUSS But we're not.

CAPT.
I know we're not - oh, clear me yardarm. Just pretend you're a simple sailor, you're good at that.

TRUSS Oh yer - I'm good at that.

CAPT.
And I shall be - Captain Philth - Philofth – Philipofth - Floff - Captain Phil King, late of Her Majesty's navy, VC, DSO, Distinguished Service Medal, and Order of the Bath.

TRUSS What's the order of the bath?

CAPT.
(Taking him by the ear) You first! Ha-har! (Exeunt)
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