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Ponsemby's Castle 
 
Act 1 
 
 
A forest setting. Three trees on stage. (Tree # 1- downstage right, Tree # 2-downstage 
left and Tree # 3 on a rise- centre stage.) On the backdrop - a hillside of dirt, 
completely devoid of any grass or vegetation. In the distance, on the top of the hill, a 
castle. As the curtain opens, a barrage of gunfire is heard off stage. From the wings 
and from above stage, fall all manner of dead wild-life (well, stuffed toys actually: 
birds of all description; foxes; deer; penguins, teddy bears- anything and everything- 
the more the merrier). After perhaps thirty seconds of carnage, a pile of dead 
creatures litters the stage. Onto stage (right) bounds a young man in English upper 
class public school garb: (shorts down to his knees; white shirt, school tie, long white 
socks, black school shoes and a school cap). He is toting a huge double barrel 
shotgun. He looks around frantically for something else to shoot, spies something (off) 
and bounds off again (stage left).  
 
Tree #1 Hey, tree number two. 
 
Tree # 2 Yes, tree number one. 
 
Tree # 1 What happened to tree number four? 
 
Tree # 2 I think he got chopped down, didn't he, tree number three? 
 
Tree # 3 He certainly did, tree number two. 
 
Tree # 2 Yeah. He got chopped down, tree number one. 
 
Tree # 1 Bummer. Who chopped him down tree number three? 
 
Tree # 3 Who do you think, tree number one? That bloke who just ran through. 
  The English schoolboy from Hell. 
 
Tree # 2 Look out. Here he comes again. 
 
Another barrage of gunfire follows. Once again dead wild-life litters the stage (left). 
As the carnage continues, three people stroll casually onto stage (right): a middle 
aged man,(Ponsemby Bay), a young woman of perhaps eighteen years of age, 
(Ponsemby's daughter, Rose), and a man in his twenties, (Charles). They are all 
dressed in full English aristocratic hunting gear.Ponsemby has a shotgun; Rose has a 
pistol. At last the shooting ceases. The hunting party wends its way amongst the 
carcases of dead wild-life. 
 
Ponsemby My God. Why do dead things have to make such a mess? 
 
Rose  It's just their way, father. Absolutely no respect for their superiors. 
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Ponsemby Never a truer word spoken, Rose, my petal. It was the same in the Zulu 
War, you know. All those savages, lying around, bleeding everywhere. 
No dignity what-so-ever. I remember I shot one fellow in the head, 
quite a handsome chap to look at; before I shot him, of course; insisted 
on spurting blood all over me. After I shot him I said to him: 'Look 
here.This is a brand new suit I'm wearing and look what you've done to 
it. I shall have to get this dry cleaned now’. 

 
Rose  What did he say, father? 
 
Ponsemby Oh, he mumbled something in Zulu, some sort of an apology, I think 

and then he continued to bleed all over the dugout. No sense of 
decency at all. Alas, Rose, that's the sort of world we live in. No 
values, some of these blighters. 

 
Rose  Here here, father. I'll bet that taught him a lesson. 
 
Ponsemby Just so, daughter. Just so. 
 
Charles Don't you think that was a bit unfair, Ponsemby? I mean, after all, you 
  were in their country. 
 
Ponsemby Nonsense, Charles. You're much too soft. If God had not intended us to 
  shoot innocent natives in their own countries, why did he give us ships 
  and guns? 
 
Rose Exactly so. What had they ever done with the land they had anyway? 

Father says they didn't even have any factories. I mean, honestly! 
Where  did they expect their children to work? 

 
Charles It just seems a bit unfair, that's all. 
 
Ponsemby Look here, Charles. I wont have any more of this talk about unfair 
play.   If it hadn't been for unfair play we'd have never won the ashes against 
  those awful Australian colonials back in '33 in the Bodyline Series. 
  That's the stuff that made The British Empire what it is today. I shan't 
  hear any more of your bleeding heart philosophy, Charles. 
 
Charles Yes, sir. Sorry, sir. I don't know what came over me. You are the lord 
  of the manor, Lord Bay, sir, and I but a lowly acquaintance. 
 
Ponsemby Quite so. Now let's here no more about it. Ah, look. Here comes  
  Vaucluse now. 
 
Vaucluse enters (stage left) with a swag of dead animals hanging from his gun. 
 
Ponsemby Hail there, son. What news from the forest? 
 
Vaucluse Hello, chaps. Just bagged a ferret and a penguin. 
Ponsemby Top hole, son. Top hole. 
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Charles I didn't realise that there were any penguins in the northern 
hemisphere. 
 
Vaucluse Well, it was either a penguin or a Catholic priest. 
 
Rose  So long as he wasn't one of ours. 
 
Ponsemby I say, Vaucluse, you've become awfully good at this hunting business. 
  Perhaps a little too good. 
 
Vaucluse What do you mean, father? 
 
Ponsemby Well, I don't want to upset you, son, but you seem to have shot  
  everything in the forest. There's nothing left to shoot. 
 
All of the characters look around to verify this. Even the three trees. 
 
Vaucluse (Suddenly distracted) Wait a minute! Something just moved over there. 
 
Ponsemby That was one of the gardeners, dear. 
 
Vaucluse Well, couldn't I shoot him? 
 
Ponsemby (Aghast) Vaucluse! The very idea! Who'd look after the grounds? We 
  should all have to tend the forest ourselves. That's right. Work! 
 
Rose  (Placing her hands over her ears) Oh please, father. Not that four letter 
  word. You know I won't stand for it. 
 
Ponsemby I'm sorry, dearest. But it's true. Vaucluse has shot everything for miles. 
 
Vaucluse Couldn't we cut down something instead? 
 
Charles You have, Vaucluse, or at least, our servants have. These three trees 

are all that's left of the forest.  
 
Vaucluse (Petulant) Damn! 
 
Rose  Never mind, brother. Come on let's go and make a phone call. I'm sure 
  we can hire some wild-life. 
 
Vaucluse Do you think so, sis? 
 
Rose  I'm sure of it. Now come along. Don't listen to father. You know how 
  funny he gets now and then. 
 
She takes him by the arm and ushers him off (stage left). 
 
  He gets awfully jealous when you kill more things than he does. 
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They exit. 
 
Ponsemby (Yelling to off stage left) Scotch and Coke! 
 
Two little men, come scurrying out (stage right). Scotch wears a tartan kilt, sporran, 
long white socks, golf shoes, a white shirt with a cravat and frilly cuffs. He has red 
hair and (if you like) a bushy red beard. Coke is black and wears a butler's outfit. 
Scotch has a bottle labelled ‘Scotch’ and Coke has a bottle labelled ‘Coke’. They 
come up behind Ponsemby, stand to attention and await instructions. 
 
Ponsemby (Surprised and doing a double take) No. I don't want a scotch and  
  coke. I simply want you two! 
 
Scotch and Coke look at each other, realise their mistake and scurry back out (stage 
right). Ponsemby waits impatiently for their return. 
 
Ponsemby It's so difficult to get good help these days. I picked up those two at a 
  bazaar in Damascus. The fellow who sold them to me assured me they 
  were good workers. They're Irish, apparently. Direct descendants of 
  Alexander the Great. (Pause) Where are those two? 
 
Ponsemby looks towards off stage right. Scotch and Coke return (stage left) and once 
again stand to attention. Ponsemby turns around to find them standing there. 
 
Ponsemby  (Startled) Oh, there you are. How did you get there? Oh, never mind, 
  never mind. Go and get something to clean all this stuff up. 
 
Scotch and Coke look at one another and hurry off (stage left). 
 
Ponsemby They've been specially bred as butlers, so this Damascene fellow told 
  me. They'll obey any command I give them. It took years of genetic 
  engineering. They've been debarked so they can't answer back.  
They're   supposed to be perfect attendants. Mind you, I sometimes 
wonder. Do   they look Irish to you, Charles? 
 
Charles Do they blow things up, sir? 
 
Ponsemby Only my floaties when I go swimming. 
 
Charles Then they could be from Northern Ireland, sir. 
 
Ponsemby Quite so. Quite so. Tiresome lot the Irish. They have this silly notion of 
  independence. How can one give independence to a bunch of rabble 
  whose only contribution to international cuisine is Guinness and the 
  potato? (Becoming impatient. Looking of to stage left) Where have 
they   got to? 
 
Scotch and Coke enter from stage right and stand behind Ponsemby. Both have 
brooms. Once again they startle him. 
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Ponsemby (Loudly) Will you two stop doing that! Now clean up this mess. And 
  don't upstage me, I'm about to do a song. 
 
Scotch and Coke begin vigorously cleaning up.They kick wildlife off stage in both 
directions; run energetically across the stage with their large brooms; they pick up 
some of the creatures and punt them off stage; they play up to the audience, smiling, 
winking and generally hamming it up They totally upstage Ponsemby who has been 
looking reproachfully at them for the whole time and who cannot deliver his next line 
until they finish their task. Finally, they exit (stage right).Note: They leave one dead 
creature downstage right. 
 
Charles I do so admire you, Ponsemby. You're such a commanding, decisive 
  fellow. 
 
Ponsemby Thankyou, Charles. Yes, I am commanding and decisive aren't I?  
  Intelligent, charming and devilishly handsome too, wouldn't you say? 
 
Charles Oh yes, sir. Absolutely, Lord Bay, sir. 
 
Ponsemby And modest to boot. Though I really don't know why I'm modest; I 
   certainly have no reason to be.  
 
Charles As you say, sir; absolutely no reason what so ever. 
 
Ponsemby There is one thing that I lack though, Charles. 
 
Charles Oh no, sir. There can't be, sir. It's not possible, sir. 
 
Ponsemby Yes, there is. Incredible though it may seem. 
 
Charles What is it, sir? Please tell me. 
 
Ponsemby It's stimulation, Charles. Stimulation. I have almost everything a man 

could wish for: a forest to cut down; a river to pollute; my own private 
sanctuary in which to slaughter innocent animals; fine wine; good 
cigars; the account number of Christopher Skace's Swiss bank account- 
yet, for all that I'm still incredibly bored. 

 
Charles (Hopefully) Is there anything I can do, sir? 
 
Ponsemby (Laughing dismissively) Oh, don't be silly, Charles. You're one of the 
  reasons I'm bored. 
 
Charles  (Crestfallen) Oh, thankyou, sir. 
 
Ponsemby No, I'm afraid since my wife, Botany, died ten years ago... 
 
Charles Botany Bay, sir? 
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Ponsemby They get the joke, Charles. They get the joke. They may be colonials 
  but they do get the joke. (Squinting, looking out over the audience) At 
  least I think they get the joke. (To the audience) You do get the joke, 
  don't you? (Audience response) Oh, good. I'm awfully glad. We did put 
  such a lot of work into that one. You know, my surname is Bay, and 
so,   therefore if my wife's name is Botany... 
 
Charles Um, they said they did get the joke, sir. 
 
Ponsemby Yes. Quite. So anyway... um...where was I, Charles? 
 
Charles Your wife, Botany Bay, Lord Bay, sir. 
 
Ponsemby Oh yes. As I was saying, since my wife Botany Bay died...(To the 

audience) Look, sorry to stop again, but did you get the other one? 
Joke I mean. About Rose, my daughter? You see if my surname is Bay, 
then she must be Rose Bay. (He laughs uproariously at this). 

 
Charles I'm quite sure that they do, sir.(To the audience) You do get the joke, 
  don't you? (Audience response) Yes, I think we can be pretty certain 
  that they do get both of those jokes, sir. 
 
Ponsemby Quite. Quite. One can never be too sure with Australians you know. 
 
Charles What if this show ever plays to an American audience, sir? 
 
Ponsemby God forbid that that should ever happen, Charles, but if it does, we 

shall put in a lot more slapstick and spell out the jokes a bit more so 
they can understand them. 

 
Charles Very good, sir. 
 
Ponsemby Now, let's see. Oh yes. As I was saying since my wife... 
 
Charles Botany... 
 
Ponsemby Yes, Botany. Can we please get over this bit, Charles, or we shall be 
  here all night. 
 
Charles Yes, sir. Sorry Lord Bay, sir. (Hurriedly- to the audience) Whose  
  wife’s name was Botany and whose daughter's name is Rose. 
 
Ponsemby (Looking at Charles reproachfully but choosing to ignore him)...life 
  has become dreadfully dull. I long for a bit of excitement. (Struck by 
  inspiration) By Jove, Charles. I do feel a song coming on. (Shouting of 
  to stage right). Scotch and Coke! 
Scotch and Coke enter (stage left) and stand to attention behind him. Ponsemby is 
once again startled. 
 
Ponsemby No, you idiots. I want a drink of scotch and coke! 
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Scotch and Coke look at one another and are about to leave when Ponsemby stops 
them. 
 
Ponsemby Wait! On second thoughts bring me some champagne. Not the good 
  stuff, mind. A glass of Moet Chandon will do. 
 
Scotch and Coke leave. 
 
Ponsemby (Shouting after them) And a piano! Sit yourself down over there,  
  Charles. I am going to sing you my lament. 
 
 Scotch and Coke return immediately. Scotch has a glass of champagne and a seat. 
Coke has a toy piano on a little table. Scotch hands the champagne to Ponsemby and 
puts down the chair. Coke sits on the chair and places the piano on the table in front 
of him. He mimes playing the piano as the song introduction begins. During the song 
Scotch stands to attention and salutes. At one point, in accordance with the song 
lyrics, he dashes off stage momentarily and returns with a potty. He offers this to 
Ponsemby who turns away from him dismissively. Scotch throws the potty off stage 
and resumes saluting. Ponsemby performs the piece a la Noel Coward. 
 
Song # 1- One more Glass of Champagne 
 
Sung by Ponsemby Bay 
 
Here I go again 
Sipping drinks with friend 
I’ll have another six million 
When Uncle Rupert is dead 
 
And it’s one more glass of champagne 
Then a tiny jaunt in my plane 
It’s never different now, Charles- 
God! It’s always the same. 
Really it is. 
Never different to what it was just prior to this point. 
 
You know that I’m so very rich  
My butlers worry for me 
And when I want to wee 
They bring the toilet to me 
 
And it’s one more glass of champagne 
Then a silly tennis game 
We’re always hunting game 
Not another fox for dinner! 
 
One more glass of champagne. 
One more glass of champagne. 
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I tell you it’s simply no fun 
Playing tennis with one 
You can’t lose, you know. 
Well, you can, but you have to serve awfully badly. 
 
And so here I go again 
Sipping drinks with friend 
If I don’t get some stimulation 
I tell you, Charles, I shall simply go right ‘round the bend! 
 
And it’s one more glass of champagne 
Then a tiny jaunt in my plane 
It’s never different now 
God! It’s always the same. 
 
One more glass of champagne. 
One more glass of champagne. 
 
Oh dear. 
I wonder how the other half live. 
 
 
Charles Bravo, Ponsemby. Bravo. 
 
Ponsemby Thankyou, Charles. Though it's no more than I deserve, I'm sure. Come 

now, young fellow. We shall go and see what Vaucluse has managed 
to decimate. He's an excellent shot, but not too great in the brainstakes. 
(As they exit) Last week he mistook Lady Carrington's fur coat for a 
fox and took half her ear clean off. 

 
Ponsemby and Charles exit, stage left. Scotch and Coke are left alone on stage. They 
begin to pack up. 
 
Scotch  (In a thick Irish accent) Do you fancy a Guinness and some chips after 
  work, Coke? 
 
Coke  (Also in a thick Irish accent) To be sure, Scotch. To be sure. 
 
Scotch  Do you think he's on to us yet, Coke? 
 
Coke  About not being able to speak, you mean? 
 
Scotch  No, lad, no. About... the mission. 
 
Coke  I don't think he suspects a thing, Mick. I..er.. I mean Scotch. 
 
Scotch  (Grabbing him by the throat, muffling his mouth and looking around 
  anxiously) No more slip-ups like that, Paddy me lad. Not until the  
  operation's over. 
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Coke  (Scared) Sorry, Scotch, sorry. I forget meself sometimes.  
 
Scotch  (Relaxing his grip) Alright, son. Alright. We're just so close that's all. 

It would be a great shame to spoil it all now. Just think, Coke, by  
midnight tonight our mission will be accomplished and Ponsemby Bay 
will be no more. 

 
Coke  And good riddance too, I say. 
 
They laugh as they exit (stage left).  
 
Tree # 3 I never liked him anyway. 
 
Tree # 2 Who's that, tree number three- Ponsemby Bay? 
 
Tree # 3 No, no, tree number two. Not Ponsemby Bay; tree number four. I never 
   liked tree number four. 
 
Tree # 1 Why ever not, tree number three? 
 
Tree # 3 Oh, he got hit by lightning a few years ago and it burnt him pretty 
badly   all over, remember? After that he became a grumpy old thing. 
 
Tree # 2 I think his bark was worse than his bite though, wasn't it? 
 
Tree # 1 Ssh. Here comes someone else. 
 
The introduction to a song begins. From stage right four characters enter; one at a 
time. Each is wearing overalls. Each sings a verse as he enters. The first character 
enters. His tongue sticks out of his mouth. A second character enters. His nostrils are 
raised and his nose is stuffed with cotton. A third character enters. He is blindfolded. 
A fourth character enters. His ears are covered over with gigantic ear-muffs and he 
seems a little off balance. After each has sung a verse, the four characters each sing 
their own verse again but all at the same time. As they do so they all move about the 
stage recklessly. The result is an audio and visual mess- utter chaos. These four are a 
right bunch of twits. 
 
Song # 2- It’s Hard To Sing With Your Tongue Stuck Out 
 
Sung by The Four Twits 
 
Tonguey It’s hard to sing with your tongue stuck out 
  Your tongue stuck out 
  Your tongue stuck out 
  It’s hard to sing with your tongue stuck out 
  And you sound very funny 
 
Nostrils It’s hard to sing with your nose stuffed up 
  Your nose stuffed up 
  Your nose stuffed up 
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  It’s hard to sing with your nose stuffed up 
  And you can’t sing very clearly 
 
Carrots It’s hard to see with your eyes covered up 
  Your eyes covered up 
  Your eyes covered up 
  It’s hard to see with your eyes covered up 
  But it does not affect your singing 
 
Cochlea It’s hard to hear with your ears covered up 
  Your ears covered up 
  Your ears covered up 
  It’s hard to hear with your ears covered up 
  And you tend to sing very loudly 
 
All  It’s hard to listen when you talk and talk  
  And talk and talk and talk and talk 
  Yes, it’s hard to listen when you talk and talk 
  ‘Cos you’re to busy talking! 
 
Tonguey (Speaking with his tongue stuck out) Hey, Nostrils. 
 
Nostrils (Speaking with his nose stuffed up) Yes, Tonguey. 
 
Tonguey I can't see any trees to cut down. Can you? 
 
Nostrils (Looking around) No. None in sight. Can you see any trees to cut  
  down, Carrots? 
 
Carrots  (Wearing a blindfold) Nup. Not in this light. We might have to wait 
  until the sun comes up. 
 
Nostrils (Whispers to Tonguey) We really should tell him the truth, you know. 
 
Carrots  About what? 
 
Cochlea (Shouting incredibly loudly) What?!!? 
 
Tonguey Nothing. 
 
Nostrils Nothing. 
 
Carrots  About what? 
 
Cochlea What?!!? 
 
Tonguey Nothing! 
 
Nostrils Nothing! 
 



12  

  © 1996  Mark Clark. All rights reserved. 
 
 

Carrots  About what? 
 
Cochlea What?!!? 
 
Tonguey Nothing!! 
 
Nostrils Nothing!! 
 
Carrots  About what? 
 
Cochlea What?!!? 
 
Tonguey Stop shouting, Cochlea! Alright! Alright! I'll be honest with you. 
  Carrots, you're... you're... (All in a rush) Carrots, you're blind, ok?  
  (Pause) Ok?  
 
Cochlea What?!!? 
 
Carrots  Oh, is that all. I thought it might be something serious. 
 
Cochlea Did you say I was blind?!!? Oh, my God!! Help! Help! I'm blind! I'm 
  blind! 
 
Nostrils (Shouting) No, you're not blind, you idiot! He is! 
 
Cochlea What?!!? 
 
Tonguey He said!.... Oh, forget it. 
 
Cochlea What!??! 
 
Tonguey Listen. Let's stop talking and try to find some trees to cut down, 
  otherwise our bosses won't be happy. We've only got to find three 
more   trees to reach this month's quota and you know what that means don't 
  you? 
 
Nostrils and Carrots nod their heads vigorously. Cochlea just stands there. After a 
while the smiles become frowns and the vigorous head nodding becomes vigorous 
head shaking. 
 
Tonguey It means, you twits, that our bosses, Chip and Jack, will win the  
  Lumberjacks of the Year Award. 
 
Nostrils Great! 
 
Carrots  Great! 
 
Cochlea What?!!? 
 
Nostrils (Hopeful) And what do we get, Tonguey? 
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Carrots  Yeah. What do we get? What do we get? 
 
Cochlea What?!!? 
 
Tonguey Absolutely nothing. Zero. Zilch. 
 
Nostrils Great! 
 
Carrots  Great! 
 
Cochlea Great! I mean- What?!!? 
 
Tonguey Now, as foreman, I insist that we all keep our ears and eyes open... 

(Looking at Carrots and Cochlea)...all of us that can, for three trees 
(aside) Try saying that fast six times (back to the group) for three trees 
in this vicinity that we can chop down so that our bosses, Chip and 
Jack, can win the Lumberjacks of the Year Award and we can get 
absolutely nothing. (Aside) I just thought I'd go over that once more in 
case any of you missed it the first time. 

 
Nostrils Chip and Jack will be here any minute. We'd better go and find some 
  trees right away. Why don't we go and look over there in that total  
  wasteland? (He points to off stage left) 
 
Carrots  Good idea. 
 
Tonguey and Nostrils exit stage left. Carrots begins to exit, stage right. 
 
Cochlea What?!!? 
 
Carrots  (Walking into Cochlea then grabbing his arm) Don't worry, Cochlea. 
  Everything's under control. Just follow me. You're as safe as The State 
  Bank of South Australia. 
 
Carrots leads Cochlea off, stage right. As soon as they exit a tremendous noise is 
heard off stage. A la 'The Goons' sound fx of people tripping over lots of objects; 
bombs going off; ear-splitting screams and general pandemonium. This lasts for 
perhaps twenty seconds. At the conclusion of the melee, two men enter, stage right. 
They are still looking back at the source of the sound which has just ceased. Both men 
are wearing overalls. Chip is wearing an akubra hat and Jacques  is wearing a 
stripped shirt, a cravat and has a pencil thin moustache. Jacques is by far the smaller 
of the two  
 
Chip  (Shouting off, stage right) You’re lookin' for trees, fellas. Not cliffs! 
  There's three of 'em right here! (To himself) Struth. I wish the  
  employment agency'd get their act together. These blokes wouldn't  
  recognise their own laundry. 
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Jacques (With an outrageous French accent) I could not agree with you more, 
  Chip. Zose boys are fools. We should take zem back and get ze  
  refund. Don't you agree? (Pause) Chip? 
 
Chip is obviously ignoring Jacques. 
 
Jacques Chip? What is ze matter with you? (Pause) Chip? I am talking to you. 
 
Chip  Yeah? Well, I'm not talkin' to you. 
 
Jacques (Taken aback) But why ever not? What have I done to upset you? 
 
Chip  I just heard on the radio that you've been blowing up atomic bombs in 
  the Pacific. 
 
Jacques No I have not. I've been cutting down trees with you. 
 
Chip  You know what I mean, Jack. The French have. Your lot. 

 
Jacques  But, Chip, zat is old news and besides, you cannot hold me responsible 

for everything that ze French Government does. I, like most French 
people, am not ze fighter; I am ze lover. And don't call me Jack. My 
name is Jacques. 

 
Chip (Laughing) What'd ya mean you're a lover. The only thing you're in 

love with is yourself. 
 
Jacques Laugh all you want, mister Australian lumberjack. You could write 

everything that Aussie men know about love-making on a vegemite 
label. No wonder there are not many Australians. Why do you think so 
many Australian girls travel to Europe, eh? To get loved; to get treated 
with respect; to get... 

 
Chip  To get out of The South Pacific where all your bombs are going off. 
 
Jacques.  Enough. Enough. Let us call ze truce. I will not mention your lack of 

prowess when it comes to women, if you don’t mention ze tests in ze 
Pacific. Fair enough?  

 
Jacques holds out his hand to Chip. 
 
Chip  Yeah. Righto, Jack. 
 
They shake hands. 
 
Jacques Good and don't call me Jack. My name is Jacques. Jacques Lumber, 
the   love maker. 
 
Chip  (Bursts out laughing) Ah, give it a rest, Jack. You're about as sexy as a 
  plate of chopped snails. 
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Jacques You laugh at me? You dare to laugh at Jacques Lumber? Well, I will 
  prove it to you. The next woman who comes by, I shall capture her 
   heart with my irresistible French accent and affected 
mannerisms. 
 
Chip  Come of it, Jack. Where are we gonna find a woman way out here in 
  the middle of nowhere? 
 
Jacques It's Jacques, not Jack and here comes one right now.  
 
An young woman enters, stage right. She is very large, muscular and wears overalls. 
Her gaze darts around, as if she is in strange surroundings. She has not seen the two 
men. 
 
Jacques Come, my friend. Let us hide behind this tree and quietly observe her 

feminine charms. I will bet that I, Jacques Lumber, can woo this 
woman before you can, no matter what her nationality or inclination 
may be. Is it a deal? 

 
Chip  Pal, you are on. 
 
The two men hide behind the tree, stage left, and watch the young lady. 
 
Teresa  Aw, cripes. Lost in the forest and I've done a heel. 
 
She throws her boots off-stage. 
 
Jacques Sacre blue- an Australian! 
 
Chip  Ssh! 
 
Teresa (Looking around) And it's not even a proper forest. Cripes! Three trees 

and a hundred acres of dirt. I'm dobbin' this bloke in to Greenpeace- no 
worries. And look at this!(She picks up a dead creature) Evidence of 
recently killed animals. This bloke is kindling! (Unconsciously 
wringing the creatures neck) The National Wild-life Foundation's 
gonna here about this one! 

 
Jacques And an angry one at zat! 
 
Teresa stands rather angrily surveying her surroundings. She appears to be getting 
more angry by the second. 
 
Chip  (Enjoying himself) Off you go then, son. (Slapping him on the back 
and   pushing him out from behind the tree) Show us your style. 
 
Jacques Alright. Don't push me. Don't push me. I'm building up to it. 
 
Chip  Aussie girls are a bit too much for you to handle are they, old son? 
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Jacques Not at all. Not at all. To make ze love- it takes ze time. (To himself) 
  Come  on, Jacques. Remember Josephine. 
 
During the song's introduction Jacques makes his way cautiously towards Teresa. She 
does not see him until he begins singing, which gives her rather a scare. After she gets 
over the initial shock she is at first curious but as the song continues seems to become 
more and more suspicious. Jacques is perhaps a little too sure of himself; a little too 
suave. He performs the song a la Maurice Chavallier. By the end of the song Jacques 
is down on one knee and holding Teresa's hand in both of his own.   
 
Song # 3- Love is Just a Heartbeat Away 
 
Sung by Jacques Lumber 
 
Bon jour, my little tiny princess 
Good day, as you Australians say 
Mon dieu- listen to my heartbeat 
Can you feel the rhythm as it beats through my veins? 
Love is just a heartbeat away 
 
My heart is an atoll made of swiss cheese 
My soul is an island aflame 
My love, listen to my heartbeat 
Can you hear the melody of the Marsellaise? 
Love is just a heartbeat away 
 
The confusion reigns in your helpless little heart 
Like the fusion rains in the South Pacific 
My love, listen to the wind 
It says 'I love you. 
Oh, how I love you. 
Ah, je t’aime, je t’aime'. 
 
Bon jour, my jewel of the Pacific 
Feel here how my love radiates 
My love is a volcano in the ocean 
Jacques Chirac would love you if he was here today 
Love is just a heartbeat away. 
 
As the isotopes disperse throughout the sea 
So our love it will grow like a nuclear leak 
My love, listen to the wind 
It says 'I love you. 
Oh, how I love you. 
Ah, je t’aime, je t’aime'. 
 
(Spoken) Ah I love you, my little one. 
  Ah je t’aime, ma petite, ma cherie. 
  You are my Marie Antoinette; my queen. 



17  

  © 1996  Mark Clark. All rights reserved. 
 
 

  You are my empress. You are my Josephine. 
 
The confusion reigns in your helpless little heart 
Like the fusion rains in the South Pacific 
As the isotopes disperse throughout the sea 
So our love it will grow like a nuclear leak 
My love, listen to the wind 
It says 'I love you. 
Oh, how I love you. 
Ah, je t’aime, je t’aime'. 
I've lost my head, my little princess 
My queen, let me take you away 
My heart is a nuclear explosion 
Killing all the fishes as they swim in the waves 
Condemning all the lobsters to a watery grave 
Love is just a heartbeat, just a heartbeat away 
As I say I love you. 
Oh, how I love you. 
Ah, je t’aime. Je t’aime. 
 
 
Jacques (Furiously kissing her on the hand, up the arm, around the back of the 
  neck, [for which a stage hand brings out a chair so that he can reach 
  and then removes it after he has moved around];  down the other arm 
  and eventually working his way to her other hand) Oh, my darling 
(kiss   kiss) my precious (kiss kiss) my only (kiss kiss) I love you (kiss) I love 
  you (kiss) Je t'aime (kiss) Je t'aime (kiss) escargot (kiss kiss) Pepe le 
  Pew (kiss kiss) Jacques Chirac (kiss kiss kiss kiss kiss kiss kiss) 
 
By the time all of this kissing has been completed, Teresa is completely unimpressed. 
She has had this sort of treatment before and can see right through it. Jacques, having 
just completed his assault, is now attached to Teresa's other hand. He looks up from 
his position on his knee to gauge her response.  
 
Teresa  Off your knee, pal. And keep your distance. I didn't come down in the 
  last shower you know. 
 
Jacques (Getting to his feet but remaining very close to her) But ma cherie... 
 
Teresa  (Pushing him back several steps) Don't you ma cherie me, buddy. I've 
  met your type before. I suppose you only like me 'cause of me  
  personality, eh? 
 
Jacques But of course, my darling. Of course. 
 
Teresa  Oh, shove off, mate. Give a girl some credit. If you reckon I'm gonna 
  fall for that old approach, you're more stupid than you look. And that's 
  pretty stupid, believe me. (Suddenly struck by a thought) Hey. Your 
not   French are ya? 
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Jacques (Throwing up his hands, realising he has bombed out) Sacre bleu! 
 
Chip is really enjoying all of this. Now he feel that the time s right to move. He steps 
out from behind the tree and confidently strolls past Jacques and towards Teresa. 
 
Chip  (As he passes Jacques) Stand back, old son and watch an Aussie male 
  in action. None of your bull. Just the plain old fashioned honest  
  approach. 
 
Chip strolls casually and somewhat over-confidently up to Teresa. She watches his 
approach with some suspicion. He pauses for a moment, looks back at Jacques as if to 
say: 'Watch this', then launches himself at her, basically a dive tackle which knocks 
her to the floor. She screams and beats the hell out of him. They both roll around on 
the floor. 
 
Teresa  Get off me, you great hairy twit! 
 
Chip  (Who has been kicked aside rather unceremoniously and is still lying 
  on the floor) Aw, fair go, love. What's a bloke gotta do? 
 
Jacques (Who is laughing uproariously at Chip's failure) Well, perhaps not to 
  confuse ze woman with ze front row forward would be a good start. 
 
Teresa  (Fixing her hair) Hey, you. Shut up. I reckon he's cute. 
 
Jacques But... 
 
Teresa (Picking Chip up off the floor) It's all part of the Australian courtship 

ritual. First, he dives on me; then I beat him off; then I give in - 
tactfully. (Grabbing him by the back of the neck) Come 'ere darlin'. 
Geez you're a spunk! 

 
Teresa draws Chip abruptly towards her and gives him a long, violent, passionate 
kiss. She takes the traditional male role, pushing herself forwards in the embrace and 
bending  him backwards. He is overwhelmed. During the kiss his leg kicks furiously. 
Jacques cannot believe his eyes. 
 
Jacques (Aside) My God. Zey are cannibals! 
 
Teresa and Chip finish their kiss. Teresa once again adjusts her hair. Chip appears to 
be dazed. 
 
Teresa  (Composing herself) And that, my friend, is how we do business in  
  Australia. 
 
A barrage of gunfire and screams is heard, off stage left. 
 
Chip  (Coming back to his senses) What was that? 
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Jacques Sacre- bleu! Quickly, Chip. Quickly! Someone is shooting at our  
  workmen. 
 
Chip  Struth. Hurry up Jack or we'll be up for compo. 
 
Chip and Jacques exit quickly (stage left) 
 
Jacques (As they hurry off) It's not Jack, it's Jacques! 
 
Teresa  Typical. Yet another one-kiss stand. I gotta get over to Europe one of 
  these days. 
 
Suddenly, from stage right, a man appears. He makes his way absent mindedly to 
centre stage. Teresa watches him but he seems unaware of her presence. He is 
dressed in a suit and tie and has a briefcase. He appears to be lost. He looks around 
for a moment, checks his watch, looks around again and without saying a word he 
hurries back off, stage right. Teresa looks at the audience and shrugs. 
 
Teresa  (To audience) Don't ask me. I don't write this stuff. (Yelling towards 
off   stage left, exiting as she speaks) Hey, Chip, come 'ere! Give us another 
  kiss! 
 
Tree # 1 What do you think of it so far? 
 
Tree # 2 What? This play? 
 
Tree # 1 Yeah. 
 
Tree # 2 Oh, it's just rubbish, isn't it? 
 
Tree # 3 I don't mind it. 
 
Tree # 2 Nah. Too many characters. I mean, honestly, what's the story about?  
 
Tree # 3 Yeah. maybe. 
 
Tree # 2 Just a bunch of cheap gags. 
 
Tree # 1 I reckon you're right, tree number two and I'll tell you something else-
  I bet we get cut down later on. 
 
Trees # 2 & 3 Ya reckon? 
 
Tree #1 For sure. You wait and see. Look out. Here comes another one. 
 
Tree # 2 What- a new character? 
 
Tree # 1 Yep. 
 
Tree # 2 Aw, your jokin'. That's terrible. What's the plot? 
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Tree # 3 Give it a go, fellas. It might be alright. 
 
Tree # 1 Ssh. 
 
An old woman enters, stage right to some rather manic introductory music. She hides 
behind each of the trees as she crosses the stage, darting glances around furtively as 
she does so. She resembles a pinball in a machine as she bounces around about the 
landscape She looks like a cross between a witch and a punk rocker- her hair is 
multicoloured; she is all in black and she has a wand in her belt. Finally, apparently 
satisfied that she has arrived unobserved, she stands, down-stage centre and raises 
her arms melodramatically above her head. The music reaches a crescendo, then 
abruptly ends. 
 
Song # 4- Natasha the Witch 
Sung by Natasha 
 
I'm Natasha the witch 
I got no love for you gentlemen and ladies 
I was born in a ditch 
I was raised in the gutter 
And I went to school in Hades. 
 
I'm Natasha the witch 
I'm nasty and mean and I don't like humans 
I will haunt or bewitch 
Anything I see- static or movin' 
 
This old lady's fresh from Hades 
I like children- especially with gravy 
I'm a nutter from the gutter 
Nothin's gonna save you from my evil ways 
Natasha's gonna get you, suckers, any day 
I'm Satan's little sinner with an attitude problem 
Hey! 
Are you lookin' at me? 
You got somethin' to say? 
I didn't think so. 
 
I'll put sugar on your pot roast 
I'll put salt into your tea 
I delight in making mischief 
I hate you and I love me 
As you can see 
 
I'm Natasha the witch 
I'm gonna make fun, laugh at, and deride you 
I'm exceedingly sick 
And I don't like you or the person beside you 
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This old lady's fresh from Hades 
I like children- especially with gravy 
I'm a nutter from the gutter 
Nothin's gonna save you from my evil ways 
Natasha's gonna get you, suckers, any day 
I'm Satan's little sinner with an attitude problem 
Hey! 
Are you lookin' at me? 
You got somethin' to say? 
Hey, buddy, look away 
Or I'm gonna get ya 
Natasha's gonna get ya 
Better look away! 
 
Natasha (Addressing the audience) Just in case you weren't listening to the song 
  lyrics - I am Natasha and I am a witch! 
 
Two stagehands hold up signs. These read: 'Boo' and 'Hiss'. 
 
Natasha You don't scare me. I am the most wicked witch which ever bewitched. 

(To Tree # 3) Try saying that quickly six times. (Before Tree # 3 can 
reply) Not now, you fool! I was sent to earth by the powers of  Hell to 
reek havoc upon the earth. I hate all of humankind, especially 
children... 

 
The 'Boo' and 'Hiss' signs are once again held up. 
 
Natasha ...whom I eat with cranberry sauce (Picking out a child in the 

audience) So just watch it, turkey. I am miserable and mean and I 
cannot stand to see anybody happy. So I spend a lot of time in high 
schools as a part-time teacher, quietly laughing at the misfortune of the 
staff as they try to control the undisciplined rabble, whom we refer to 
as ... teenagers! (She pinches her nose with her thumb and index finger 
as if she has smelt something bad) Yuk! 

 
 'Boo' and 'Hiss' signs. 
 
Natasha (To audience) Ah, shut up! You little weeds. You are nothing, but I, I 

Natasha have enormous power. Among other things, I am responsible 
for all of the little nuisances that plague your tiny lives. When your 
barbecue runs out of gas and thirty guests have just arrived - I'm to 
blame. When you travel overseas and buy an expensive product and 
then return home to find that it is faulty and is not covered by warranty 
- I did that. And when you go to the toilet in a public place and 
discover too late that there is no toilet paper - well, you can thank me. I 
loathe, hate and detest all of you. And, just in case you were 
wondering, I loathe everybody in this story too and intend to do them 
as much harm as I possibly can. 
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'Boo' and 'Hiss' signs. Evil music rises beneath. Thunder and lightning 
accompaniment to conclude the speech. 
 
Natasha For I am Natasha, The Queen of the Underworld and before long all of 

these fools shall be my slaves in Hell! I am the Queen of Darkness! 
(She laughs maniacally) Ha ha ha ha ha! 

 
All of the music and sound fx cease abruptly. 
 
Natasha (With a change of tone) I also do kids' parties. I have some cards if  
  anybody wants to see me after the show. (Back to her former self) But, 
  what's this? I hear voices. I shall hide and listen to their conversation. 
 
Natasha hides behind Tree # 1 (stage right). Enter Ponsemby (stage left) followed by 
Chip, Jacques and Teresa who are pushed on stage by Charles and Rose. 
 
Ponsemby (As he enters, yelling to off stage right) Scotch and Coke take those 
  four twits up to the castle, dress their wounds, make sure they're  
  comfortable, then put them in the dungeon and torture them. I shall be 
  up shortly. (Turning to his captives) Well, well, well. What have we 
  here? Some more trespassers in my forest. 
 
Rose  What shall we do with them, father? Shall we shoot them? Shall we 
  shoot them like we did the others? 
 
Charles Oh no, Ponsemby. Don't shoot them. There's been quite enough  
  shooting for one day. 
 
Rose  You stay out of it, Charles. Can we, daddy? Please? All except for this 
  one. (Grabbing Chip by the arm and looking up at him somewhat  
  lasciviously)  I'm going to keep him.  
 
Teresa  Hey, you! Get your mitts of 'im. He's mine. 
 
Rose  Oh, good heavens, an antipodean. 
 
Teresa  I am not an antipodean. I'm an Australian. 
 
Rose  My God. She sounds almost proud of it. 
 
Jacques Please. Please everybody. Zis is so easy to explain. You see... 
 
Ponsemby Ye Gods! A Frenchy! 
 
Jacques Oh no. Not again. 
 
Ponsemby Damn French. I've never forgiven them since Napoleon, you know. 

Running around Europe as if they owned the place. Causing all sorts of 
trouble. The only time they did see the light was in The Crimea when 
they were on our side. And as for their cuisine, when I think of all 
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those poor little frogs, dragging themselves through the French 
countryside without any legs... 

 
Jacques What did the British ever give to the world, except for fish and chips 
  and a few diseases? 
 
Rose  At least we didn't cut the heads off of our kings and queens. 
 
Jacques Tell that to Charles the First. 
 
Ponsemby Silence! I have tired of this intercourse. (Aside) I didn't mean anything 
  rude by that. (To Chip) Now, you. Explain to me why you are in my 
  forest. And make it good or I shall have Rose shoot you. 
 
Charles Please don't shoot them, Ponsemby. 
 
Ponsemby You know, Charles. I sometimes wonder if you're an Englishman at all. 
 
Rose No, he's the one I want to keep, daddles. I shall shoot the others 

instead. 
 
Ponsemby Very well, pumpkin. As you wish. Now. Explain. 
 
Chip  Well, me and Jack... 
 
Jacques Jacques. 
 
Chip  ... only need to cut down three more trees to win a prize, see, so we 
  were gonna cut down these three trees... 
 
Ponsemby (Copying Chip's nasal accent) These three trees? Charles, what on  
  earth is he saying? 
 
Charles I think he means (Clearly articulating) These three trees, sir. 
 
Ponsemby Oh, I see. Well why didn't he say so? 
 
Rose Australians don't open their mouths when they speak, father. 

Everybody knows that. It all started in the outback. Their forefathers 
used to keep their mouths shut so that the flies didn't get in and now it's 
genetic. 

 
Ponsemby How extraordinary. 
 
Chip  Yeah, well anyway- we're lumberjacks. 
 
Teresa Aw, your jokin'! I finally crack a bloke who looks half decent and 

kisses like a beauty and he turns out to be a tree killer! 
 
Chip  But sweetheart... 
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Teresa  Don't you sweetheart me, you savage. The engagement is off! 
 
Rose Engagement? What engagement? You never mentioned any 

engagement to me. 
 
Chip  That's mainly because I haven't got the faintest idea who you are. 
 
Rose  (Running to Ponsemby and bursting into tears) Oh, daddy. It's true  
  what they say about Australian men. 
 
Teresa  You two timin' so and so.  
 
Chip  Honest, darlin'. I never seen her before in me life. 
 
Teresa  Oh, save it for schoolgirls, pal. And you never mentioned nothin' about 
  being a lumberjack neither. 
 
Chip  But... 
 
Ponsemby Hold everything. Who, exactly are you? 
 
Teresa  I'm Teresa Green. I'm a conservationist. 
 
Rose  A what? 
 
Teresa  A conservationist. 
 
Charles What exactly does a conservationist do? 
 
Teresa  We hassle people who like sushi; wear fur coats; explode nuclear  
  devices or cut down trees to improve their view or the value of their 
  property. 
 
Jacques  Sacre-bleu! I never had a chance. 
 
Teresa  (To Chip) Which is why, buddy boy, the engagement is off! 
 
Chip  (Starting to move towards her) But sweetie pie... 
 
Teresa  Don't you sweetie-pie me! 
 
Rose  (Halting his progress) Don't worry about her, you rugged, handsome 
  fellow, you. (Feeling his biceps) Ooh, what big biceps you have.  
  (Snuggling up to him) Come on up to the castle and I'll give you a rub 
  down. 
 
Teresa  Hey! 
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Ponsemby Yes, good idea, poopykins. And take the rest of them up too. Put them 
  in the dungeon until I get home. Oh and Charles, be a good chap and 
  leave Jack just off stage left, would you? We don't need him on stage 
  for a while but I need him handy for the end of act one.  
 
Rose  Yes, daddle-poo poos. 
 
They exit, stage left. Rose is still attached to Chip, Jacques and Teresa are escorted 
out by Charles.  
 
Rose (As they exit) Were you ever in any of those gladiator movies? The 

ones with all the oil? 
 
Teresa  (Who is following) You touch him and I'll bash ya! 
 
A barrage of gunfire is once again heard, off stage right. On trots Vaucluse and four 
natives. He is pointing his gun towards them and is apparently holding them captive. 
 
Tree # 1 More characters. 
 
Tree # 2 Oh, this is hopeless. 
 
Vaucluse Hail, pater. 
 
Ponsemby What on earth have you got there, Vaucluse? 
 
Vaucluse A few stray natives, I think, father. May I shoot them, please? 
 
Ponsemby I'm not sure how the law stands on that one, son. I think you may have 
  to have a licence these days to shoot natives. 
 
Vaucluse But I did find them on our land, father. I found them on our land, down 
  by our river trying to catch our fish. 
 
Head Native Those fish belong only to the river. 
 
Ponsemby Yes, that's right and the river belongs to me. 
 
Head-native That river belongs only to this land. 
 
Ponsemby Yes, that's right and this land belongs to me. 
 
Head-native This land belongs only to The Moving Spirit. 
 
Ponsemby Yes, that's right and he sold the land to me. So, let's hear no more of it. 
 
Head-native No man has the right to own the land. 
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Ponsemby  Well, tell that to my accountant. (Speaking before the native can say 
  anything else) Look, I'm not going to stand around all day arguing with 
  a native about who owns my forest... 
 
Native #2 You call this a forest?  
 
Native #3 Yeah. Three trees and he thinks it's a jungle. 
 
All of the natives laugh. 
 
Native #4 Hey, guys. I'll bet if he had a swimming pool he'd say he owned an 
   ocean. 
 
They laugh again. 
 
Native #2 Hey, yeah. Probably even if it was just one of those little above ground 
  ones. 
 
Continued mirth from the natives.  
 
Ponsemby (Who has gradually grown angry) Be quiet all of you! How dare you 
  trespass on my land and then make fun of me? 
 
Head Native How dare you cut down all of the trees? 
 
Ponsemby (Becoming frustrated) Because it's my forest! 
 
Native #3 Listen, the only reason we're having this conversation is because 
you've   cut down all but three of the trees and we've got no-where else to live. 
 
Vaucluse Do they still live in trees, pater? 
 
Native #4 That's right. One minute we're under a green canopy living off the fruit 

of the land; next thing you know we're sitting on a hundred acres of 
dirt, fishing out of a polluted river. 

 
Ponsemby Wait a minute. Are you telling me that you've been living on my land 

for some time? 
 
All of the natives nod their heads. 
 
Head Native Several generations. 
 
Ponsemby Well. This puts a completely different complexion on things.  
 
Head Native I'm delighted that you're beginning to see reason. 
 
Ponsemby Vaucluse. You may shoot them after all. 
 
Natives What!?! 
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Ponsemby I claim native title. 
 
Vaucluse Oh, thankyou, daddles. 
 
Vaucluse raises his gun in the direction of the natives. As he does so Natasha jumps 
out from behind the tree. 
 
Natasha (Clicking her fingers and screaming out very loudly) Freeze!! 
 
Everyone on stage immediately freezes. Natasha moves downstage centre. 
 
Natasha (To the audience) Now I see my opportunity to make my move. I shall 
  win over Ponsemby's confidence and once I have done that, I shall put 
  my dastardly plan into action. But first - my disguise. 
 
She puts on a silly disguise. The 'Boo' and 'Hiss' signs are once again displayed. 
 
Natasha (To the audience) Ah, kiss my wand! (Clicking her fingers and  
  shouting) Unfreeze!! 
 
Everyone on stage comes back to life. 
 
Natasha (Shouting) Wait!! 
 
Vaucluse (With his gun still raised) Oh no. Who's this? 
 
Ponsemby What now? 
 
Natasha My name is Warwick Lock but you may call me War (Aside) Get it- 
  War Lock 
 
Ponsemby Yes. They get it. They get it. 
 
Natasha I am a friendly, passing magician and I was wondering if I could be of 
  some assistance. 
 
Vaucluse Don't listen to him, pater. He's only trying to spoil my fun. 
 
Natasha Very well. Shoot them if you wish but there are laws against such 

things these days. You could be jailed. No one is immune. 
 
Native #2 Are we immunised? 
 
Head Native No. That's why there's only four of us left. 
 
Ponsemby What do you suggest? 
 
Natasha Allow me to be of some assistance. Whilst the law forbids you to shoot 

human animals, it is not so strict on animals of any other type, so if 
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you could all step this way. (To the natives) Not you lot. (She ushers 
all of the others down stage centre) Thankyou. And if someone would 
be so kind as to close the curtain. (The curtain closes behind 
them)Thankyou. And if I could have some appropriate lighting. (The 
lights dim. The mood is eerie) Excellent. Now, I shall show you all a 
very special magic trick taught to me by the Dali Llama himself. 

 
Vaucluse Oh honestly father. This is ridiculous. Everyone knows that llamas 

can't do magic. 
 
Natasha Quiet please. This requires great concentration. Sound effects please. 
 
She closes her eyes, raises her arms and recites. Eerie music and thunder fx 
underneath. 
 
Natasha Eye of moose and heart of deer; 
  Frogs' intestines; half price beer; 
  Tongue of lizard; Eye of gnat; 
  Two lobsters for a dollar (Can't say fairer than that) 
  Skin of toadstool; trotters of piggies; 
  Brain of mosquito; Cut price ciggies; 
  A delicatessen run by Lector Hannible; 
  Turn these natives into forest animals! 
 
She laughs maniacally; the lights come back up; the sound fx and music cease. 
 
Natasha Now, if someone would be so good as to re-open the curtain... 
 
From behind the curtain a voice booms out. 
 
V/O  Hang on! 
 
A head pops out from in between the curtains. 
 
Head Native Wait a sec. 
 
Natasha What is it? 
 
Head Native We haven't had time to change costumes yet. 
 
Natasha How long do you need? 
 
Head Native A bit longer than an eight line spell. Give us a break. 
 
Ponsemby What do you suggest? 
 
Head Native Um. Hang on. 
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He pops his head back behind the curtain. Those left in front of it are obviously 
embarrassed. They tap their feet; look at their watches, whistle, and generally shuffle 
around uncomfortably. At last, the Head Native returns. 
 
Ponsemby Ah. The return of the native. 
 
Natasha Well? 
 
Head Native Look. I'm really sorry about this but Native number two has got his 

zipper stuck, so could you do a song or something? A couple of 
minutes and we'll be with you. (To the audience) Sorry about this.  

 
Once again the Head Native disappears behind the curtain. Those left on stage look 
at one another anxiously. 
 
Tree # 1 This is embarrassing. 
 
Tree # 2 Really embarrassing. 
 
Vaucluse Never fear further, father. Father, never further father fear...father. 
 
Ponsemby What are you trying to say, Vaucluse? 
 
Vaucluse I shall sing a song, sir. A song, sir, I shall sing. 
 
Ponsemby Spare us the convoluted syntax, and asinine alliteration, son, and sing. 
 
During the song intro Ponsemby and Vaucluse ad lib and tell the audience that they 
are expected to sing in the chorus. The lyrics to the chorus are displayed for the 
audience.  
 
Song # 5- Let's Kill All The Animals And Cut Down The Trees 
 
Sung by Vaucluse, Charles, Ponsemby and Natasha 
 
All  Let’s kill all the animals 
  Cut down the trees 
  Let no man ever dispute it 
  If there's no sign of movement 
  Then cut the thing down 
  If it shows signs of movement 
  Then shoot it. 
 
Vaucluse When I was a lad I was given a gun 
  To me practice the woods rang aloud 
  At the age of eleven I murdered me mum 
  And me dad was incredibly proud 
 
Charles The empire of Britain was built on the back 
  Of the axe and the ship and the gun 
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  We would sail to the shores of less civilised men 
  And kill everything under the sun 
 
Ponsemby There is nothing to warm an aristocrat's heart 
  As the sight of a tree falling down 
  Or the sight of a fox with a four minute start 
  Lying inert on the ground. 
 
Natasha (Irritated) Are you finished back there? 
 
V/O   Rightio! 
 
Natasha (Somewhat deflated) Thankyou. Right. Hey presto. Open the curtain. 
  (Aside) Talk about an anti-climax. 
 
The curtain opens to reveal the four natives transformed into four forest animals. The 
group consists of : a moose; a bear; a lion and a penguin. They stand in line (centre 
stage). They look at each another and all of them appear to be nervous. 
 
Ponsemby Good Lord. How extraordinary. 
 
Natasha Yes. I thought you'd like it. 
 
Penguin I don't like the look of this. 
 
Vaucluse (Excited) May I shoot them now, father. 
 
Ponsemby Do we need a licence to shoot mooses, lions, bears and penguins,  
  Warwick? 
 
Natasha None at all, Ponsemby. 
 
Ponsemby Then, Vaucluse, my lad, you may fire away. 
 
Vaucluse Oh, thankyou, father. 
 
Moose  That's it. I'm outa here! 
 
Other  Me too! 
Animals 
 
The four animals run off stage left, screaming wildly. They are followed off by 
Vaucluse with his gun raised. 
 
Vaucluse (As he is running off he stops and speaks to the audience) You know, 
  there's nothing like the aimless slaughter of innocent wild-life to warm 
  the cockles of an Englishman's heart.  
 
He laughs mischievously as he runs off-stage left. A barrage of gunfire follows. 
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Ponsemby What a fine fellow you are, Warwick. Tell me, could you do that sort 
of thing again? You know, turn a few people into forest animals or 
perhaps trees? We're rather short of both around here as you can see. 

 
Natasha It would be a pleasure, Lord Ponsemby. 
 
Ponsemby Capital. Capital. I tell you what,  why don't you come on up the castle 
  for this evening's entertainment and we shall talk about it further. 
 
Natasha I should love to, Ponsemby. 
 
Ponsemby Tope hole. Now all we need is some fire wood for tonight. 
 
Tree # 1 I told you. 
 
Ponsemby  (Yelling off stage left) Jack! 
 
V/O  That's Jacques! 
 
Ponsemby Come over here and cut down these three trees! And bring your axe! 
 
Natasha (Aside) Ha ha! Once inside Ponsemby's castle I shall turn all of them 
  into my slaves! 
 
'Boo' and 'Hiss' signs come out. 
 
Natasha (Putting her hand in her pocket. Still talking to the audience) Here's 
  forty cents. Phone someone who cares! 
 
 Jacques enters, stage left, with an axe. 
 
Ponsemby Right, off you go then, you Continental type. Cut 'em all down and 

stack 'em in my living room. And make it snappy. (Putting his arm 
around Natasha's shoulder) It's good to have you around, Warwick, 
old bean. You know, I have a feeling that you're going to liven things 
up a bit for me. 

 
Natasha (As they exit) Oh, you can bet on that, Lord Ponsemby. You can bet on 
  that. 
 
They exit, stage left. Jacques is left alone on stage. He has put the axe down and is 
rolling up his sleeves. 
 
Jacques (Mimicking Ponsemby) Cut down ze trees and bring ze axe. (Back to 
  his own voice) Bring ze axe? What does he think I am going to use to 
  cut down ze trees? An atom bomb? Mind you, zat would be quicker 
  and it doesn't damage the environment either. (Picking up the axe and 
  approaching Tree # 1). Who does he think I am, zis English fellow- his 
  slave? Well, never you mind, mister English. I, Jacques Lumber, will 
  find a way to get even with you. But for now I must cut down ze trees. 
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Tree # 1 Cripes! 
 
He swings the axe but as he does so, Tree # 1 moves and he misses. He falls over. 
 
Jacques Sacre-bleu! Zis tree is alive! 
 
Tree # 2 One thing about the French - they're perceptive. 
 
He tries again but once again the tree moves. 
 
Jacques Hey, stand still and let me cut you down. 
 
Jacques prepares for a full on assault. 
 
Tree # 1 Goodbye, cruel garden. Boys, I'll see you in that great phosphorous-
free   meadow in the sky   
 
The tree stays where it is. The screams of Tree #1 ring out as it is cut down. Trees # 2 
and #3 add to the general woe as the curtain closes. 
 

End of Act One 


