
 

 

Act 1- Scene 1 

 

Track 1: OVERTURE- Zippedee Doo Da 

 

(As lights dim, overture music begins.) 

 

WOODLAND MUSIC #1 

 

(Two fairies enter from separate ends dressed in tutus and wings. One in green, the other in blue. They 

flit across the stage, down the stairs and come to the front on the floor where they meet in the middle 

to greet each other by grabbing hands, shoulder bumping and tapping each other’s backs.) 

 

Bran: (In an unexpectedly cockney, rough accent greets Angus)  

Hello mate! How you doing?  

Fancy seeing you here. 

 

Angus: (In an equally gruff voice) 

It is just a shame the circumstances 

Aren’t ones of more cheer. 

 

Bran:  

I was just about to say... 

Wait, (looking around confused and sniffing) what is that smell? 

 

Angus: (Exasperated)  

Oi Bran, that’s our audience, 

The ones we’re here to tell. 

 

(He looks at the audience apologetically)  

 

Please excuse my old friend here, 

He sometimes lacks a brain.  

I should probably introduce myself. 

Angus is the name. 

 

Bran:  

And my name is Bran, 

With new people I can flail. 

(Thinking deeply) Now where should we begin 

With our little tale. 

 

We are currently standing in Fingland, 

(Puts hand to mouth and loud whispers to audience)  

Lacked creativity with that title. 

 

Angus:  

Stay focused please Bran, 

The details here are vital! 

 

WOODLAND MUSIC #2 

 

Guarding the boarders of the palace, 

The Enchanted Forests loom.  

(Points to forest behind) 

Not quite the place for a rambling vacay.  

When your prospects are certain doom. 

 



 

 

Bran:  

(Pixies enter looking sullen and grumpy, dragging their feet and slumping their shoulders) 

Not everything is so gloomy. 

You can watch the pixies frolic and play.  

 

(Both look up towards pixies) 

 

Angus: (shouting)  

Oi! He said frolic! 

 

(Pixies start to skip and jump across the stage holding hands and looking happy.) 

 

Yeh but at night when the Werewolves come,  

I wouldn’t want to stay. 

 

(Werewolf enters looking angry and scary) 

 

WOLF HOWLING 

 

(Werewolf growls, spots the pixies and chases them off stage) 

 

Pixies: (scream loudly) 

 

(Ogres enter looking tough and angry stomping around the stage) 

 

Angus:  

Don’t forget the ogres  

Who stomp on this ground. 

Their teeth can grind bones  

And they eat flesh by the pound. 

 

(Wizard enters with wand casting a spell over the pot. He is sneering evilly looking pleased with him-

self) 

 

Angus: 

As well as this, the wizard 

Who cunningly brews potions 

His concoctions poison innocents  

And his spells can flood oceans. 

 

Bran: (looking exasperated)  

What are you on about Angus? 

That wizard’s no enemy! 

He can’t brew a cuppa! 

He’s losing his memory.  

(Points to his head) 

 

(Wizard casts spell into his pot) 

 

TWINKLING SOUND 

 

(Wizard pulls out a water pistol, laughs crazily, shoots the audience and runs off stage in equally crazy 

manor) 

 

Bran: (pointing at ogres)  

And those ogres are a joke, 

Their threat levels even sadder. 



 

 

They are thicker than a tree trunk.  

(Ogres scratch heads looking stupid) 

 

Bran: 

And have no control over their bladder. 

 

(Ogres suddenly put their knees together, put their hands over their trousers and look embarrassed. 

They shuffle off stage in shame.) 

 

Angus:  

Ok, you made your point. 

Maybe it’s not such a frightful place. 

Perhaps inside the palace walls 

There are more dangers you might face. 

 

Meghan and Harry rule Fingland 

With Baby Archie too. 

 

(Meghan and Harry enter stage with baby carrier in arms. Both holding a cup of tea ad saucer. They 

talk amongst themselves) 

 

Bran:  

They are adored by their subjects. 

Well, except maybe a few.  

 

(Enter three hags looking very friendly with each other. Halitosis spots Meghan and Harry and stops 

the other two in their tracks. All three put their hands to their ears and lean towards Meghan and 

Harry as if struggling to listen.) 

 

Bran:  

Always plotting and scheming  

Those nosey three are. 

I don’t trust them as far as I can throw them. 

 

Angus:  

And that’s not very far. 

(Angus laughs and Bran looks offended) 

 

Bran:  

Listening in doorways... 

 

Angus: (pointing at Bran) 

Oh, look how he seethes. 

 

Bran:  

No, it wouldn’t surprise me 

If they had a plan up their sleeves. 

 

(Bran and Angus both look towards the hags thoughtfully and then exit.) 

 

(Meghan and Harry continue to whisper to each other but louder now. They spot the hags who all sud-

denly look away nonchalantly acting innocent. Meghan and Harry leave the stage in a hurry.) 

 

 

 


