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HERE BEGINETH THE PLAY : 
PIRATES, PARROTS AND  PENGUINS. 

  
   
A wooden raft appears ( right) at audience level in front of the stage. It is hauled on by  some 
sort of pulley system (the cheaper the better - possibly a couple of ropes winched from stage 
left). On the raft is a typical pirate ie. wooden leg ; eye patch ; hook ; parrot on one shoulder, 
penguin on the other - (well, maybe not a typical pirate). As the raft is pushed on, the opening 
song begins. 

 
 
Song # 1  - PIRATE AND PARROT DUET 
 
 
CHOOK: Patience now, Bono, me fine feathered bird 
  Together, my dear, we shall sail the Atlantic. 
  Patience now, Bono, me fine feathered bird 
  Together, my dear, we'll steal gold from the Spanish Main. 
 
  I am a pirate. Chook is me name, 
  I belong to no country. 
  Me leg's made of wood and me hook's made of steel 
  Me heart's made of stone. I've this parrot for company. 
 
BONO: I am a parrot. Bono's me name, 
  I belong to no country. 
  I've got both me legs and I've got both me claws. 
  I'm stuck with this silly old pirate for company. 
CHOOK: Pirate for company.  
BONO: Pirate for company.  
BOTH: Aarh! 
 
CHOOK: Patience now, Bono, me fine feathered bird 
  Together, my dear, we shall sail the Atlantic. 
  Patience now, Bono, me fine feathered bird 
  Together, my dear, we'll steal gold from the Spanish Main. 
 
  I am a pirate and soon very soon  
  We'll have gold and doubloons 
  For a galleon we'll board and their treasure we'll hoard 
  So patience, young bird, we'll be rich very soon. 
 
BONO:  I am a parrot and I'm sick and tired  
  Of Captain Chook's shoulder. 
  We're adrift on a raft and the captain's gone daft. 
  I'll be a dead parrot before I'm much older. 
CHOOK: 'Fore he's much older. 
BONO: 'Fore I'm much older.  
BOTH: Aarh! 
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  Patience now, Bono, me fine feathered bird 
  Together, my dear, we shall sail the Atlantic. 
  Patience now, Bono, me fine feathered bird 
 Together, my dear, we'll steal gold from the Spanish Main.  
 
GOLDSTEIN : Typical, typical, typical. 
 
CHOOK :  What's typical, you  complainin' penguin? 
 
GOLDSTEIN :  Not even a mention. A whole song and not even one mention. 
 
CHOOK : What are you babbling about you flightless fool? 
 
GOLDSTEIN : It's never - Would you like a verse, Goldstein? Perhaps you'd like a 

harmony,Goldstein? How about a solo, Goldstein? Not so much as a mention in the 
song. Goldstein, your faithful penguin for ten years and do I even get a mention? 
No! It's all -Bono this and Bono that and.... 

 
BONO : ( Squawk) You can't even sing!  (Squawk) You can't even sing! 
 
GOLDSTEIN : Look who's talking. John Farnham you aint. 
 
BONO : (Squawk) At least I can fly. ( Squawk) At least I can fly. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : Have you tried swimming lately, birdbrain? 
 
CHOOK : Shut up the both of ya! You're driving me mad. Now keep your beaks shut and 

keep your eyes peeled. (He looks through his telescope out over the audience). 
There's a ship out there somewhere just waiting for me, lads. I can feel it in me 
bones. 

 
During the next short segment, unbeknownst to our trio,thecurtain behind them opens onto a 
darkened stage, revealing a pirate ship, with the silhouettes of a group of people looking 
down upon them.      
 
CHOOK : Ah, yes, that's what I need. If only I could see one. There must be one out there 

somewhere. 
 
BONO : What would you do if you had a new ship, captain?(Squawk) What would you do if 

you had a new ship? 
 
CHOOK : If I had me own ship again, Bono, why I'd.... 
 
GOLDSTEIN : Paint it in fresh new colours? 
 
CHOOK : No, I'd.... 
 
BONO : Polish it every day? Polish it every day? 
 
CHOOK : No, I'd.... 
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GOLDSTEIN : Fly a new skull and crossbones on it? 
 
CHOOK : Will you two birds shut up!  I was going to say,  If you'll both be so kind as to let 

me finish, that if I had a new ship - I'd blow it up with dynamite. 
 
BONO : (Squawk) Why would you do that, captain? (Squawk) Why would you do that, 

captain? 
 
CHOOK : Think of the rafts I'd have, Bono. Hundreds of 'em. Not just the measly one I've 

got now. Now shut up and keep your eyes peeled. Aarh! 
 

The lights dim on the captain, Bono, and Goldstein. Lights up on stage reveal a mast ( stage 
right). A beautiful young woman, a young man and a plump,  middle - aged woman, tied 
together by rope, are roughly spun onto the stage by a gang of pirates. All the pirates  have 
the usual pirate  accessories : cutlasses  ; eye - patches  etc  Their leader is a distinguished 
looking, well dressed, aristocratic-looking man, resplendent in naval outfit and cap. Amidst 
much  ' aarhing ' from his cut - throat crew, he casually takes off his gloves and addresses his 
captives. He speaks with an educated English public school accent. 

 
CAMBRIDGE : Now, Aphrodite, I shall ask you one more time, you troublesome little girl 

and if I don't get the answers I want, then you can all walk the plank. What is the 
PIN to your father's treasure? 

 
APHRODITE : I shall never tell you. 
 
GWEN : And neither shall I! 
 
CAMBRIDGE : I wasn't asking you, fatso.You can walk the plank anyway. I haven't seen the 

plimsoll line since you got on board. 
 
General guffaws from the crew. 
 
APHRODITE : How dare you insult my hand - maiden! 
 
CAMBRIDGE : Oh, is that what she is? I thought she was a portable backdrop for candid 

photographs. 
 
More guffaws, jibes etc from the crew. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : She looks more like a hand - basin. 
 
More and increased laughter from the crew. 
 
GWEN : Watch your tongue, Cambridge. If I wasn't tied up you'd be sorry. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : What would you do, hand - basin  - sit on me? 
 
BARRY : Show some respect for me sister's servant, will ya, mate? 
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CAMBRIDGE : (Turning on him)  Oh, defending our sister are we? That's brave talk from a 
boy who's still in   nappies. You probably haven't even got pimples yet. 

 
APHRODITE : (Defending him) Barry never wears nappies any more, except to bed, do you, 

Barry? And he has at least two pimples. Have a look. 
 
Barry prods out his chin towards Cambridge who moves abruptly away. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : Ugh. I don't want to see your pimples, son. Barry is it? That's a very poetic 

name. Barry and Aphrodite - delightful assonance.Your parents must be very proud. 
Tell me,what brings you to these dangerous waters anyway? 

 
GWEN : The children are returning to the kingdom of Tasmania. Aphrodite is pledged to 

marry a rich land - owner from Launceston. Her father is the king of Tasmania, so it 
was an arranged marriage. They were betrothed to each other at birth. 

 
CAMBRIDGE : Betrothed at birth! What a ridiculous custom. That's like putting a down 

payment on a boat you have never seen and picking it up sixteen years later after it's 
been floating around in the ocean for all that time. It'd probably have barnacles all 
over its bottom by then. 

 
Barry tries to get a look at  Aphrodite's bottom. The crew follow his lead. Suddenly, she 
realises what they are doing. 
 
APHRODITE : (To Barry) What are you looking at? 
 
Barry and all of the crew members turn abruptly away. 
 
BARRY :   (Startled) Nothin'. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : All right, little ones, enough banter.I'm going to say this one more time and 

one more time only. I have sunk your father's ship, Aphrodite, and I now have all 
his maps and documents. I don't need your help but it would make things just that 
little bit easier for me. So, are you going to tell me your father's PIN, or do you walk 
the plank? 

 
APHRODITE : I'll never tell you! 
 
GWEN : And neither shall.... 
 
CAMBRIDGE : Oh don't start that again. All right, lads, untie them all and haul out the 

plank. 
 
The sailors do as they are told. Again there is much 'aarhing'. Barry stands  docilely but the 
women struggle. It takes several of the sailors to subdue Gwen.Finally, the plank is in place 
and the captives ready.  
 
CAMBRIDGE : Have a nice swim, everyone. Ladies first, Aphrodite. 
 
GWEN : (Bravely) I shall go first. 
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CAMBRIDGE : Oh no you don't. You'll splash all the water out and there won't be any left 

for the other two. Aphrodite goes first. 
 
She walks unsteadily onto the plank amidst the general babble of the crew. Comments like : ' 
Watch out for that first step' ; ' I hear that salt water's good for your skin '  ; ' Give my 
regards to Davey Jones' Locker '  etc are fired behind her. These fade. The focus of the scene 
changes.Lights go out on deck. Lights go up on Aphrodite on the plank and below her, 
although she cannot see them, are Captain Chook and his two companions. Chook is still 
scouring the horizon for ships. 
  
CHOOK : Blast it, lads. We've been searching for minutes now and still no sign of a ship. 
 
BONO : No sign of a ship. (Squawk) No sign of a ship. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : Will you stop repeating everything he says. It's driving me nuts! 
 
CHOOK : Don't pick on Bono, Goldstein. 
 
BONO : Don't pick on Bono. (squawk) Don't pick on Bono. 
 
CHOOK : He's a good bird. 
 
BONO : He's a good bird. ( Squawk) He's a good bird. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : Will you shut up! 
 
BONO : Will you shut up! ( Squawk) Will you shut up! 
 
CHOOK : (Loudly) Will the both of ya shut up! I'm tryin' to think. Now let's see. We tried 

using the telescopes and that didn't  work. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : No. 
 
BONO : No. (Squawk) No. 
 
CHOOK : We tried singing and that didn't  work. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : No.  
 
BONO : No. ( Squawk) No. 
 
CHOOK : So.... ( Pause).... I've got it! We'll pray! 
 
BONO : We'll pray. (Squawk) We'll pray. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : That's a solution? 
 
CHOOK : Put your hands together, lads. Shut  your eyes and concentrate. 
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Violins swell underneath. 
 
  CHOOK : Dear Lord, I know I haven't always been a model pirate. I know I don't get drunk 

every night  and I know I don't say  'aarh' as often as I should, although I do like 
saying 'aarh', and I know I've only got one tattoo, but Lord, if you could see your 
way clear to sendin' me a bit of help, I would be eternally grateful. Amen. 

 
 During Captain Chook's speech ,  Aphrodite has been preparing to jump. Finally, 

she does so. As Chook says  'Amen', she falls onto the raft, beside him. 
 
CHOOK : (Surprised) We'll.... er.... that's very nice, Lord, but I was thinking more along the 

lines of an old battleship. 
 
With that Gwen , the hand - maiden, falls somewhat  unceremoniously onto the raft. The 
captain looks at her and then up towards the heavens but before he can speak.... 
 
GWEN : You say one word and I'll flatten ya! 
 
BARRY : ( Still on the plank,  putting on a bathing cap)  Hey, Gwen, Aphrodite, what's the 

water like? 
 
The lights slowly come up to once again reveal Cambridge and his crew looking down on the 
still unsuspecting Chook. During this section, Barry limbers up, bounces on the board, 
stretches his muscles etc.  
 
CHOOK : (Who has noticed Barry) What are you doing up there? Who are you people? 
 
GWEN : We were just going to ask you the same question. 
 
CHOOK : I'm Captain Chook. Who are you? 
 
APHRODITE : Shouldn't that be Captain Hook? 
 
CHOOK : Aye, but there's a copyright on that. I looked it up. Now you tell me - Who are 

you? How  did you get here? And (getting annoyed at Barry's silly antics on the 
plank) what's he doing up there!?! 

 
CAMBRIDGE : Greetings, Chook. 
 
Captain Chook is taken aback.This is the first time he has noticed the ship. Now,the entire 
crew, who have been watching him for some time in suppressed silence, laugh uproariously 
at his startled reaction. 
 
CHOOK : Cambridge! 
 
CAMBRIDGE : At your service, dear friend. Lads, why don't you invite the good captain and 

his guests up  on board.   
 
Barry, who is still preparing to dive, is  taken back on deck.The plank is lowered onto the raft 
and the captives  walk up it onto the deck. All  except Gwen.  She is unable to walk up the 
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plank in spite of various  push and shove attempts by crew members. Eventually, she is 
hoisted up,somewhat awkwardly, back on deck and the semi - exhausted crew members take a 
well earned breather. 
 
NB.  This section could be played like a fast moving mimed farce, possibly to speedy  
background  music , reminiscent of the Keystone Cops.A strobe light might also be handy. 
                       
CAMBRIDGE : Well, well, well, Captain Chook. I've not seen you for over three months, 

since you blasted me out of the water in that battle in the Caribbean.  
 
GWEN : He blew you out of the water?                
 
CAMBRIDGE : Yes, 'fraid to say. 
 
GWEN : But.... 
 
CAMBRIDGE : You see, my good woman, after the battle I managed to get his crew to 
                mutiny. I set Captain Chook adrift on that raft  and, to put it bluntly, I stole his ship. 
 
Everyone, including the crew, draw in a loud breath at this surprise announcement. 
 
CAMBRIDGE :   (To the crew) You all knew that! 
 
Most of the crew react as a group with much head nodding and comments like :'Yeah that's 
right ';' Yeah, now I remember that '  ; ' Course we did ' etc. 
 
CREW # 8 : I didn't.  
 
He gets a slap on his head which knocks him to the deck.He picks himself up. 
 
CREW # 8 : (Holding his head) I didn't. I thought it was the same bloke. I thought his leg had 

grown back. 
 
The crew have a good laugh at Crew #8's stupidity. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : Silence! ( Turning to Gwen) So you see, hand - basin, Captain Chook here is 

out of luck.He has lost his ship ; he has lost his crew and now, I'm sorry to say, he is 
going to lose his life too. 

 
The crew reacts to this with much rumbling and 'rhubarb'. 
 
APHRODITE : (Over the noise) But that's terrible! 
 
BARRY : Yeah, struth  it's a bit rough, skipper. The old guy is a bit aggro, but he deserves a 

bit better than that. 
 
Some of the crew are beginning to nod in agreement. The tide is turning in Chook's favour. 
He senses this and attempts to ride the sympathetic wave. 
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CHOOK : Captain, would ya mind if a defeated old captain, such as I am, had a few last 
words with his former crew? Just a few last words with me lads, captain, that's all I 
ask before I go to that great galleon in the sky. Please, captain, sir? 

 
CAMBRIDGE : Very well, very well, if you must. But make it snappy. 
 
CHOOK : (Sickeningly servile) Oh, thank you, captain, thank you, thank you. 
 
Captain Chook makes his way towards his former crew  who cluster around him like 
children.The violins once again swell underneath. 
 
CHOOK : It's all right, lads.Maybe it's time for an old sea dog like me to haul down the old 

skull and cross - bones. 
 
The crew mutters dissent as Cambridge stands aloof, facing the audience, waiting for the 
violins to cease and Chook to finish with the syrup. 
 
CHOOK : No, no, lads, don't despair. Maybe it's fair that a man like Cambridge, defeated as 

he was by us in battle, should steal me ship and me crew away from me  - love you 
all though I do - like sons. 

 
Chook is close to feigned tears. Many of the crew are beginning  to weep openly as their old 
skipper continues. 
 
CHOOK  : You know, when I was on that raft, lads,out there alone, ( Bono squawks), almost 

alone, on that great wide ocean, do you know the one thought that kept me going, 
boys? The one thought that kept me going?  

 
All the crew, with tears streaming down their cheeks, shake their heads and await Chook's 
words. 
 
CHOOK : The one thought that kept me going, boys, was the thought of seeing your lovely, 

rosy, apple-cheeked faces again.  
 
Some of the crew have begun wailing with shame and pity. 
 
CHOOK : Still, I suppose it's better to have loved and lost than never to have loved at all - 

'eh, lads? 
 
By this time the entire crew  is wailing in anguish.They are putty in Chook's hands. He goes 
in for the kill. 
 
CHOOK : So, is he treatin' you 'right, lads? Three square meals? 
 
The crew nods. 
 
                   Plenty of rum? 
 
They all nod. 
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                   He's not floggin' you? 
 
They all shake their heads. 
 
                   Is he givin' you clean underwear every day? 
 
CREW # 1 : You never gave us clean underwear every day. 
 
CHOOK : Oh yeah, that's true.Well have you got any complaints? Any reason to prefer me to  
                  him? 
 
Cambridge's ears have pricked up by this stage. He is trying to eavesdrop . The crew  is 
obviously scared of him and speak in stage whispers. 
 
CREW # 2 : Well, there is one thing, Captain Chook. 
 
CHOOK : Well, man  - out with it! 
 
CREW # 2 : He won't....  ( Blurting it out).... He won't give us any lines, captain! 
 
Chook is taken aback. All the crew members vigorously nod their heads in agreement. 
Cambridge flinches as he listens. 
 
CHOOK : What exactly do you mean, lads? 
 
CREW # 3 : It's true, captain. He never lets us speak. 
 
CREW # 4 : That's right. Every time there's a good bit, he takes all the lines! 
 
Again there is much nodding in assent. 
 
CHOOK : You can't be serious. 
 
CREW # 5 : It's true, skipper. He's not like you. You always let us say plenty of lines. 
 
CREW # 6 : Like this. 
 
CREW # 7 : And this.  
 
CREW # 8 : And this. 
 
CREW # 1 : Aye, this bloke's a hog. He takes all the lines for himself. 
 
CREW # 2 : I don't know if you noticed it while you were standing down there in the dark, 

but in the whole first section not one of us could get a word in edgewise. 
 
CREW # 6 : Aye, This is only the second thing I've said in the story so far. 
 
CREW # 7 : Me too. 
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CREW # 8 : And me. 
 
CREW # 9 : And this is the only thing I get to say in the whole wretched play.  So  I'm gonna 

make the most of it. 
 
He does a little song and dance - Bugs- Bunny style to a short piece of corny music.  
At the conclusion of the piece he takes a bow to the audience blowing kisses etc. Captain 
Chook and the rest of the crew stare at him. Finally, he notices them and realising that he has 
over-stepped the mark, exits, forlornly, stage right. A real figure of pathos. 
  
CREW # 7 : Who was that bloke? 
 
CHOOK : All right, lads. I have a plan. Are you with me? 
 
CREW : Aye, aye, captain.  
 
CHOOK : Good, lads. Now listen closely.... 
 
They go into a huddle from which emanates a general hubbub. 
 
CHOOK : ( Rising momentarily from the scrum) And another thing.... ( Descending once 

again) 
 
APHRODITE :  What do you suppose they are talking about? 
 
CAMBRIDGE : ( With his hand on his sword handle) I think I've got a fair idea. 
 
GWEN : Please, Captain Cambridge, no violence. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : No violence, madam? This is a play about pirates. If you don't like violence, 

go and see a play about goldfish. ( Turning to the crew, his sword in his hand.) You 
there! Break it up! Arrest this man!  

 
The crew break apart as Cambridge advances, to reveal Chook, sword in hand, in their 
midst. 
 
CHOOK : I'm afraid there's been a little change of plan, Cambridge. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : Oh? And what's that? 
 
CREW : We're going to arrest you instead. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : Gadzooks ; foiled ; en guard! (Aside) I always wanted to say that in one 

sentence. 
 
A big fight scene begins in which Cambridge single - handedly fights the entire crew. There  
is much ' aarhing ' etc. - ( your typical pirate scene). From stage left,Chook  watches on, 
shouting moral support.On stage right, Gwen shields Aphrodite from the fracas.On the far 
edge of stage (left) Barry has produced an eski, a bucket full of apples and a fishing rod. With 
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his trousers rolled up, he has begun  fishing. At last the fight is finished. Cambridge is 
captured. He is brought downstage centre towards the plank. 
 
CHOOK : ( Calming down his crew. Trying to quell the noise). All right, lads! All right! 

Settle down now! Settle down! Aarh. Well, Cambridge, you ship stealin', crew 
poachin' crook. Have you got any last words before I set you adrift on me 'umble 
raft? 

 
CAMBRIDGE : ( Still largely unruffled , slightly correcting his dishevelled uniform) Well , 

firstly, I'd like to say how much I've enjoyed being in charge of this fine ship these 
past three months or so.... 

 
Light applause from the crew. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : ( Adjusting his cravat) And how much I've enjoyed working with each and 

every one of you fine, stout  fellows.... 
 
More light applause from the crew, some light laughter  and a smattering of comments like : 
'And we with you ' ; 'Hear hear' etc.  
 
CAMBRIDGE : ( As he begins his descent down the plank) Secondly, I'd like to thank this 

raft for staying where it is, unlikely though it is, given the fact that we're supposed 
to be in the middle of the Atlantic Ocean. 

 
More lusty applause and laughter  from the crew. 
 
CAMBRIDGE : And  lastly, that I intend to return as soon as I possibly can to kill every last 

one of you. Good - bye. 
  
  
The crew are still clapping and cheering as Cambridge starts an outboard motor attached to 
the raft. Waving like the Duke of Edinburgh, he putts off ( right) to tumultuous applause. 
Chook watches Cambridge's exit with interest. 
 
CHOOK : So that's what that thing was. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : Didn't I tell you? Did I tell you or did I tell you?  
 
BONO : He told you. ( Squawk) He told you. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : I told you. Didn't I tell him? 
 
BONO : He told you. ( Squawk) He told you. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : I told you, I said : ' It's a motor. It's a motor, ' I said. ' It's an outboard motor, 

for goodness sake! ' But  would you listen to me? Would he listen to me? No! 
 
BONO : Would he listen? No! ( Squawk) Would he listen? No! 
 
CHOOK : Will you two shut up! 
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CREW # 7 : ( Running to stage right waving about a rolled up piece of paper)  Oh, Captain 

Cambridge! Captain Cambridge! You forgot this! 
 
CHOOK : Give that to me you darn fool. What is this? 
 
APHRODITE : It's a map, Captain Chook. It shows the whereabouts of my father's treasure. 
 
CHOOK : Aarh. Did you hear that, lads - treasure! 
 
The crew react with interest and much 'aarhing'. 
 
APHRODITE : As you can see,  X marks the spot. 
 
CHOOK : Aarh. So it does - very cunnin'. And I suppose we'll have to drop anchor in the 

dead of night, then row ashore with tools for diggin', then cut through jungle with 
cutlasses slashin', but watch out for booby traps, and solve untold riddles, and pace 
about north, south, east and west before we finally reach that spot. 

 
BARRY : No, actually it's in the Commonwealth Bank in the main street of Hobart. 
 
CHOOK : What?  
 
BARRY : Unless you've got a pin number, then all you gotta do is find a branch with a 

keycard machine. 
 
CHOOK : I don't know what you're talking about, boy, but if there's treasure to be had - I'm 

interested. 
 
APHRODITE : If you'll take us to Tasmania you and your crew can have half of it, captain. I 

can offer you no more than that. 
 
CHOOK : Half a treasure? 
 
BONO : Half a treasure! (Squawk) Half a treasure!  
 
GOLDSTEIN : Half a treasure's better than no treasure at all. 
 
CHOOK : ( To his crew) What do you say  to half a treasure, lads? 
 
CREW : ( All in general hubbub)' Aye, skipper ; Let's do it, captain ' ; ' Aarh, let's go, lads ' ; ' 

What are we waiting for ' etc. 
 
APHRODITE : So, what do you say, Captain? 
 
CHOOK : What do I say? I say this.... 
 
SONG # 2 :  I'VE THE SALT OF THE SEA IN ME VEINS 
 
CHOOK: Hoist up the main-sail, we'll sail with the wind. 
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  Tonight brings us promise of shanties and gin. 
  For life is too short to be caught in a port, 
  I've the salt of the sea in me veins, boys. 
  She is restless and bored and too vast to ignore 
  I've the salt of the sea in me veins. 
 
  So, come new adventure, come fate what ye will. 
  Come Davey Jones' Locker, come Heaven, come Hell. 
  For life is too short to be caught in a port, 
  I've the salt of the sea in me veins, boys. 
  I am restless and bored and I long to explore her. 
  The salt of the sea's in me veins. 
 
  Heave- Ho! Heave-Ho! 
 
  So, come what ye will: come ye Heaven, come Hell, 
  I've the salt of the sea in me veins, boys. 
  For life is too short to be caught in a port,  
  I've the salt of the sea in me veins!  
   
At the conclusion of the song Chook and his crew all hurrah in unison. 
 
CHOOK : All right, lads, if we're going to be gallivanting about after half a treasure, you'll all 

need to get some rest. So off you go now, upstage left, in a pirate - like manner. 
 
 The crew push a reluctant crew member #2 forward as their spokesman. 
 
CREW # 2 : But, captain, what about the shanties and rum? 
 
CHOOK : Not now, boys, it's bed - time. 
 
CREW : (All gathering around him ) 'Ah, but captain ' ; ' Ah, please, skipper'  ;  ' Go on 

captain, just one ' etc. 
 
CHOOK : No, sorry boys, not now  - it's bed - time. 
 
CREW: ( Persistent) 'Oh, please, captain. Please? etc. 
 
CHOOK: (Shouting) Not now, it's bedtime! Off you go! 
 
The crew start to move off with downcast eyes, shoulders slumped, still mildly voicing their 
disappointment , but it is no use and they know it. 
 
CHOOK : ( As they exit) And don't forget to clean your teeth! ( Yelling out to off stage right) 

Navigator! Set sail for southern Africa. We 'll take on provisions at the Alphabet 
Islands. 

 
NAVIGATOR (V / O) : Aye, aye, sir.  
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BONO : (Squawk) There's no such place as the Alphabet Islands. No such place.(Squawk) 
No such place. 

 
GOLDSTEIN : Ssh, Bono. This is a pantomime. 
 
GWEN : Captain Chook, I want you to know that I think this is a wonderful thing you're 

doing , taking the children to Tasmania. I am forever in your debt. 
 
CHOOK : No need to be in my debt, madam. I'm not doing it for the children, I'm doing it for 

the treasure. 
 
GOLDSTEIN : Half a treasure. 
 
CHOOK : Half a treasure. 
 
GWEN : Oh  come now, captain. Surely you're not as tough as all that? 
 
CHOOK : ( Highly offended) Tough, madam? Not tough? I'll have you know I once drank a 

gallon of squashed apples in a pub in Portsmouth, scrumpy they call it.... 
 
GOLDSTEIN : Portsmouth? 
 
CHOOK : No not Portsmouth, you darn fool bird, the rotten apples. I've wrestled alligators in 

Honduras. I've arm wrestled orang - utans in the Dutch East Indies. Why I even cut 
me own leg off just so me crew could eat when we were becalmed in the Pacific ten 
years ago! So don't tell me I'm not tough! 

 
GWEN : Oh, you've got a tough exterior all right, ( looking at his wooden leg), what's left of 

it, but I bet that underneath you're as gentle as a lamb. 
 
CHOOK : ( Becoming flushed with anger) If you're trying to insult me madam, you're doing 

an excellent job. Now excuse me while I exit, angrily, whilst maintaining my 
dignity, with no particular place to go. (He exits) 

 
APHRODITE : Oh, Gwen. Be careful not to upset him. He seems like a highly dangerous 

fellow.  
 
GWEN : Nonsense, Aphrodite. He's a puppy dog. And a cute one too. You know, I've the 

strangest feeling I've met him somewhere before but I can't think when. Oh well, it 
will come to me. Oh, Aphrodite, what ever's the matter? 

 
APHRODITE : ( Sniffing) Oh, I'm sorry, Gwen. It's just that when I get back home I'm to be 

married to a man twice my age, who I don't even know - and a Tasmanian! (She 
bursts into tears)  Oh, Gwenny, what am I to do? 

 
GWEN : ( Comforting her)  There, there, little one. Don't cry. 
 
APHRODITE : I don't care how rich he is, Gwenny. I'm already rich. When I marry I want to 

marry for love. (She bursts into tears again). 
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GWEN : (With her arm around her, leads her to downstage left) Hush, child. Come, lie here. 
Rest your head awhile. (She lies Aphrodite down upon the deck and gently strokes 
her hair) Shadows lengthen.... 

 
Sudden lighting change to sunset. 
 
   GWEN : The stars rush out.... 
 
The sudden unravelling of the backdrop filled with stars comes down with a thump! 
 
 GWEN : ( Yelling to backstage) Quietly! (Still stroking Aphrodite's hair) It's time to sleep. 

Sometimes in life, little one, love comes when we least expect it. For all you know, 
this farmer from Launceston may become the greatest love of your life - who 
knows? Sometimes love comes all frenzied and passioned like a first kiss ; but often 
the strongest love grows steadily, like the mighty oak tree. However it comes, 
Aphrodite, when it comes, love is life's happiest tune. 

 
SONG # 3 : LOVE IS LIFE'S HAPPIEST TUNE 
 
GWEN:  Baby go to sleep.  
  Baby go to sleep.  
  Baby go to sleep. It's a beautiful night.1 
  Baby go to sleep. ( hush) 
  Baby go to sleep. ( hush) 
  Baby go to sleep. Not a cloud in the sky. 
  So close your eyes. 
  You can dream what you want to dream now. 
  It's all right. 
 
  Little one, life is a melody  
  And love's its favourite song, 
  And the mighty oak that grows in the forest 
  Grew from the loving acorn. 
 
  Maybe his eyes will not sparkle  
  At first, but maybe soon, 
  If there's love, so too will happiness follow- 
  Love is life's happiest tune. 
 
  And sometimes when it's cold outside  
  And winter comes too soon 
  And sometimes when the colour of your feelings turn to blue 
  And sometimes though you cry when rain clouds gather, 
  ( And they will do.) 
  Hush- and just remember 
  If there's love, so too will happiness follow-  
  Love is life's happiest tune. 
 
  Maybe his eyes will not sparkle  
  At first, but maybe soon, 
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  If there's love, so too will happiness follow- 
  Love is life's happiest tune. 
  And if there's love, so too will happiness follow- 
  Love is life's happiest tune. 
  
  Baby go to sleep.  
  Baby go to sleep.  
  Baby go to sleep. It's a beautiful night. 
  Baby go to sleep. ( hush) 
  Baby go to sleep. ( hush) 
  Baby go to sleep. Not a cloud in the sky. 
  So close your eyes. 
  You can dream what you want to dream now. 
  It's all right. 
 
By the end of the song Aphrodite is asleep. So too is Barry who has been eating apples and  
listening to the conversation at close quarters. 
 
GWEN : I was once in love, Aphrodite, but that was long ago and then only for one glorious 

evening. ( She sighs) Alas, it simply was not meant to be. Good - night, little one. 
 
Gwen pulls a cover over Aphrodite and herself. Then she too falls asleep. In the twilight, a 
sailor steps onto centre stage and looks up the mast. He shouts up to the crows nest, which is 
unseen above the deck. 
 
CREW # 5 : Jack! Jack Tar! You can come down.Your watch is over! 
 
Another man descends the main mast. He is young, athletic and handsome and has his hair 
tied up in the traditional sailor's plait. He speaks with a London cockney accent. 
 
JACK : ( Finishing his descent) Thanks, mate. Nothing to report. The sea's as flat as glass and 

there's not a cloud to be seen. The southern stars are out in all their glory tonight. 
 
CREW # 5 : Ah, you're a romantic at heart, Jack me lad. 
 
JACK : I've always loved the stars, Johnno. I've always remembered what me old mum, rest 

her soul, used to say to me. 
 
CREW # 5 : And what was that, Jack? 
 
JACK : She used to say : ' Son, one day you'll find a star so bright all other stars it will 

outshine.' To this day I still don't quite understand what she meant, but for years 
now I've watched he skies in hope - just in case. 

 
CREW # 5 : ( Laughing, slapping him on the back) You're a strange one all right , Jack Tar. 

What the likes of you is doing on a tub like this beats the life out of me. Good - 
night, lad and sleep well. 

 
JACK : Good - night Johnno. 
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Johnno ascends the mainmast. Jack stands on deck for a while, taking in the air and having 
one last look up towards the heavens,when suddenly, he sees Aphrodite. It is love at first 
sight. During the song, Jack wakes Aphrodite and they dance together. 
 
SONG # 4 : CARAMBA 
 
JACK TAR: Caramba! I've never seen a girl like this. 
  Should I steal a little kiss?  
  Or would that be too bold? 
  'Cos Christopher Columbus, would not have sailed the seven seas 
  Had he had a girl at home as sweet as she is. 
 
  Come on now. Open up your eyes. 
  There we are. 
  I've never seen a girl with such lovely eyes. 
  Caramba! I'd love to love a girl like you. 
 
  Caramba! I've heard about Helen of Troy- 
  A thousand ships 'n all but boy oh boy, 
  I bet she didn't have a smile like you! 
  And Vasco da Gama, who sailed the Cape to India 
  He would've never sighted Africa to leave you. 
 
  Come on now. Hold me tight. 
  There we are. 
  I've never seen a girl with such a lovely smile. 
  Caramba! I'd love to love a girl like you. 
 
  My mother said: ' Son, one day you will find 
  A star so bright, all other stars it will outshine.' 
  I've scoured the heavens hard and long for many years, 
  Then, when I least expect it, she appears,  
  With the sun in her eyes. 
 
  Caramba! I've never seen a girl like you. 
  Could I propose a life for two?  
  Or would that be too bold? 
  My heart is full of thunder. 
  I've been a lover of the sailor's life 
  But I would change it all to make you my wife. 
 
  Come on now. Hold my hand. 
  There we are. 
  I look into your eyes and my life is planned. 
  Caramba! I'd love to love a girl like you. 
  Caramba! I'd love to love a girl like you.     
  Come on now. Hold me tight. 
 Caramba! I'd love to love a girl like you. 
 
The song ends with a passionate kiss. They are  in love. 
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BARRY : ( Still fishing at the side of the stage) Somethin' tells me the rich farmer from 

Launceston just got the flick. 
 
JACK : ( Melodramatically) What is your name, my princess? 
 
APHRODITE : Aphrodite. What is yours, my prince? 
 
JACK : Jack. 
 
APHRODITE : Jack! 
 
JACK : Aphrodite! 
 
APHRODITE : Jack! 
 
JACK : Aphrodite! 
 
APHRODITE : Jack! 
 
BARRY : All right already. Give it a rest will youse? Geez - I'm tryin' to fish here. 
 
GWEN : (Waking up) What's going on? ( She sees Aphrodite and Jack still staring longingly 

into each other's eyes.) Barry. What's going on? 
 
BARRY : I'm tryin' to fish that's what's going on. 
 
GWEN : No, with Aphrodite. 
 
BARRY : Oh, that. I think it's some sort of virus. 
 
GWEN : What do you mean? 
 
BARRY : Well, first he started howlin',then she got up and they both started shakin' and now 

their eyes have gone all funny and they both seem sort of strange. 
 
GWEN : Oh, Barry. It's love! 
 
BARRY : Well whatever it is I hope I don't catch it. All I wanna do is catch some fish - if 

everyone would just be quiet! 
 
CHOOK : (Entering) What's going on? 
 
BARRY : Oh, gawd. Here we go again. ( Loudly to Chook) It's love! 
 
CHOOK : It's what? 
 
BARRY : Love. L - U - V. It stands for.... er.... Loathsome, Unexplainable, Virus. 
 
CHOOK : Is this true? Are they in love? 
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GWEN : It seems so, captain. I awoke to find them staring into each other's eyes. Just as they 

are now. ( She passes her hand between the two lover's faces and neither of them 
flinches) See? Isn't it wonderful? 

 
CHOOK : Wonderful? Shiver me timbers - this is terrible news! 
 
GWEN : But why, captain? 
 
CHOOK : Because if she's in love with him, she won't be wanting to marry daddy's choice 

back home in Tasmania  and if she disobeys her father I won't be gettin' his treasure. 
 
BONO / GOLDSTEIN : (Together) Half his treasure. 
 
CHOOK : Half his treasure. 
 
GWEN : But, captain, surely you wouldn't do anything to stand in the way of true love? 
 
CHOOK : Oh wouldn't I? What care I for love, woman? And what cares true love for me? All 

I care about is gold and plenty of it. 
 
GWEN : What do you intend to do?  
 
CHOOK : The only thing I can do - keep them apart for the remainder of the voyage. (He 

calls out) Guards! 
 
GWEN : But that will be several months! 
 
CHOOK : When we get to Tasmania  and I've got me loot, then they can do as they please, 

but until then, it's separate cabins for these two love birds. 
 
Two guards ( crew members # 1 and #2) enter and await instructions. 
 
GWEN : How could you be so cruel? 
 
CHOOK : It's for their own good, madam. Love is a curse.It causes me nothing but pain. 

Guards, take these two below - separate quarters. 
 
GUARDS : Aye, aye, sir. 
 
As the guards grab them, Aphrodite and Jack come back to reality.When they realise that 
they are being separated they begin to struggle. They continue to struggle as they are taken 
off. Gwen is crying. 
 
JACK : Aphrodite! 
 
APHRODITE : Jack! 
 
JACK : Aphrodite! 
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APHRODITE : Jack!  
 
JACK : Aphrodite!  
 
BARRY : ( Shrugs) Must be part of the virus. 
 
GWEN : You beast! 
 
Gwen runs at Chook and beats his back with her fist. He does not even bother to look at her. 
 
CHOOK : Midshipman!  (Midshipman enters) Take this woman below. 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, aye, captain. 
 
He begins to leave, Gwen in tow. 
 
CHOOK : And midshipman. 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, sir? 
 
CHOOK : Pass the word among the crew - it's fifty lashes of the cat, or a keel - haul to any 

man allowing Jack Tar and Aphrodite to exchange so much as one word. Do you 
hear me? 

 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, captain. 
 
CHOOK : Midshipman. 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, captain? 
 
CHOOK : ( Eyeing him suspiciously) You're not that crew member from earlier on that 

reckoned he didn't have any more lines, are you? 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : ( Shuffling around, looking incredibly guilty) Er, no captain.  
 
CHOOK : ( Still a little suspicious) Right. Off you go then. 
 
 The midshipman begins to exit with Gwen. 
 
GWEN : ( Crying as she is taken away) You're a cold, hard man, Captain Chook! A cold, 

hard man! 
 
CHOOK : That I am, Madam. That I am. But in a few months time I'll be a cold, hard, man 

with plenty of cold, hard cash. Aarh. 
 
He begins to laugh maniacally as the curtain falls for the end of Act 1. Bono and Goldstein 
follow suit. 
 

HERE ENDETH ACT THE FIRST OF : 
PIRATES, PARROTS AND PENGUINS.  
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HERE BEGINETH ACT THE SECOND. 
 
A large sign is carried across the stage in front of the curtain. It reads : Three months later. 
 
V. O : For those of you who cannot read, it is now three months later. 
 
The curtain rises. Same setting. The crew and Barry, ( who is still fishing), all have beards. 
So too do Bono and Goldstein. The crew members are playing games on deck. Some are 
playing cards; others play elastics or hopscotch. Chook enters (stage right) taking in the air. 
He looks out over the audience. Instinctively, he turns to look at his crew. As he does so, they 
all suddenly pretend to be busy: washing the deck, tying ropes etc. Still somewhat suspicious, 
he turns towards the audience once again. The crew return to their games. Once again 
Chook tries to catch them out, but once again they pretend to be working.  
  
V. O : Boat ahoy, captain! Boat ahoy! 
 
From in front of the stage (left) seven characters march in. Each has a box of provisions. 
They climb up onto stage left. They set down the boxes and step back in a straight line facing 
the audience, as if troops, ready to be inspected. From left to right, ( from the audience's 
view), they each bear a letter : A ; B ; C ; D ; E ; F; G. Chook walks along in front of them 
and inspects them closely. 
 
CHOOK : ( Sergeant majorly, addressing various letters)  Suck it in, lad! Chin up! Clean 

your shoes, boy! Stand up straight, son!  ( He finishes his inspection)  I take it you 
be bringin' provisions from the Alphabet Islands, men! 

 
ALPHABET : ( In unison)  Aye, aye, SIR! 
 
CHOOK : And I take it that these provisions be enough to get me and me crew across the 

Indian Ocean to the Kingdom of Tasmania! 
 
ALPHABET : ( In unison) Aye, aye, SIR! 
 
CHOOK : ( Advancing down the line from A to G. Each answers in quick succession.) What's 

in this one? 
 
A : Food, SIR! 
 
CHOOK : And this? 
 
B : Food, SIR! 
 
CHOOK : And this ?  
 
C : Food, SIR! 
 
CHOOK : And this? 
 
D : Food, SIR! 
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CHOOK : And this? 
 
E : Food, SIR! 
 
CHOOK : And this? 
 
F : Food, SIR! 
 
CHOOK : And this? 
 
G : Razor blades, SIR! 
 
The crew begin to cheer. 
 
CHOOK : Silence! 
 
The crew instantly shut up. 
 
CHOOK : Midshipman. 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, sir? 
 
CHOOK : Take the men downstairs and have them shave. 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, aye, sir. 
 
CHOOK : We can't have a cheap joke like fake beards hanging around for the rest of Act 

Two. 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, aye, sir. 
 
CHOOK : And besides, there's to many people on stage. 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, aye, sir. ( He starts to leave). 
 
CHOOK : And, Midshipman? 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, sir? 
 
CHOOK : Stop saying :  ' Aye, aye sir. ' 
 
MIDSHIPMAN : Aye, aye, sir. 
 
Each of the crew members pick up one box of provisions. They exit. 
 
GOLDSTEIN :  ( As the crew are leaving.) Hey, what about us? We've got beards too! 
 
BONO : Yeah, what about us? ( Squawk) What about us? 
 
Chook rips the beards off the two birds. Bono squawks and Goldstein screams in pain. 
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CHOOK : ( Continuing as if nothing has happened) I take it you lads be from the Alphabet 

Islands? 
 
ALPHABET : ( In unison) Aye, aye, SIR! 
 
CHOOK : Well, where's the rest of the alphabet? 
 
As each letter speaks, they step forward, then back into line as they finish. 
 
A : ( Sadly) We're just the musicians, sir. 
 
B    : ( Sadly) That's right, sir. We're the welcoming party. 
 
CHOOK : Well, if your the welcoming party, what are you so unhappy about? 
 
C : ( Happily) They're unhappy, sir, because they can only be the start of a minor chord. 
 
D : That's right, sir, on account of all the sharps and flats live on the other side of the island. 
 
CHOOK : What in blazes are you talking about? 
 
E : Well, sir. It's easy, sir. You see without sharps and flats A and B can only start a minor 

chord. 
 
F : It 's true, sir. That's why C is so happy. You see, he gets to start the major chord. 
 
G : And since we don't have any sharps and flats, we can only play songs in the key of C 

major. Do you see, sir? 
 
CHOOK : ( Completely baffled) I haven't got the faintest idea what you're talking about. 
 
C : It's easy, sir. Listen. 
 
D : It all depends on which notes you hang around with. 
 
C, F, G and E step forward to join D. 
 
E : If I hang around with C, D, F and G, I'm as happy as can be. But.... 
 
F and G step back. A and B step forward to join E. 
 
E : If I hang around with A, B, C and D, ( His face drops) I'm as sad as I can be. 
 
B, C, D and E step back. A remains forward. 
 
A : ( Unhappily) But since we've got no sharps and flats, I can only start unhappy tunes. 
 
A steps back into line.. B steps forward. 
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B : ( Unhappily) And I'm stuck following  A. Unless, of course, I start my own mode - but 
even that sounds unhappy without sharps and flats. 

 
B steps back into line 
 
CHOOK : ( Scratching his head) Now I have absolutely no idea what you're talking about. 
 
C : ( Happily) It's easy, sir. Just listen. 
 
SONG # 5 : RELATIVES 

I'm C, D, E, F, G 
  I'm as happy as can be. 
  I'm a major chord, you see, 
  As happy as can be. 
 
  I'm A, B, C, D, E 
  I'm as sad as I can be. 
  I'm a minor chord, you see, 
  As sad as I can be. 
 
  I'm C, D, E, F, G  
  I'm as happy as can be. 
  I'm A, B, C, D, E 
  I'm as sad as I can be. 
  I'm C, D, E, F, G 
  I'm a major chord, you see. 
  I'm A, B, C, D, E 
  I'm a minor chord, you see. 
 
  Hey! A, B, C, D, E 
  Why don't you be more like me? 
  Oh, C, D, E, F, G, I can't, 
  I'm naturally sad, you see. 
  Oh, A, B, C, D, E 
  You're a relative of me. 
  C, D, E, F, G, I know. 
  It's nice of you to think of me 
  But I can't be as happy as a major chord 
  I'm a minor chord, you see? 
  Oh, I see.  
   
A : Does that make it any clearer? 
 
CHOOK : Clear as a pint of guiness. But thankyou for the provisions anyway, lads, and I'll 

see you all next time we're passing. 
 
The alphabet all say good - bye and exit lower stage left. 
 
CHOOK : Navigator! 
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NAVIGATOR :  ( Entering stage right) Aye, sir? 
 
 Chook is about to say something when he does a  double take and takes a long close look at 
the navigator.  
 
CHOOK : ( Examining him very closely) Are you that fella from Act one who reckoned he 

didn't have any more lines? 
 
NAVIGATOR : ( Guiltily) Er, no sir. 
 
CHOOK : Not related to the midshipman? 
 
NAVIGATOR : ( Shuffling around) Um, not really, sir. 
 
CHOOK : ( Still not completely convinced) Right. Well, steer a course for straight ahead. I'm 

going to retire below for twenty winks. 
 
NAVIGATOR : Shouldn't that be forty winks, sir? 
 
CHOOK  : I've only got one good eye, boy. 
 
NAVIGATOR : Sorry, sir. 
 
CHOOK : ( As he is leaving) Oh, and let those two love - birds stretch their legs on deck 

while I'm asleep. But make sure hat they're kept apart as usual. Not so much as a 
word, mister navigator.   

 
The navigator salutes as Chook exits upstage left, then he too exits, stage right. With this, 
four crew members sneak onto deck,downstage right, acting very suspiciously. Each have two 
bottles of rum. 
 
CREW # 1 : Has he gone? 
 
CREW # 2 : Aye. Off for his midday siesta.  
 
CREW # 3 : Now's our chance, lads. Break out the rum. 
 
CREW # 4 : Aye. Whilst old iron britches is asleep. 
 
They all laugh and open their rum bottles. 
 
BARRY : ( Bearded and still fishing. He has noticed the rum) Hey. Youse wouldn't have a 

cascade would youse? 
 
CREW # 1 : A what? 
 
BARRY : A cascade. You know - a beer. ( Motioning towards his eski) I'm out. 
 
CREW # 2 : No. Sorry, lad. But you're welcome to a tot of rum if you'd like it. 
 


