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ACT ONE


There’s a cage in the front of the stage – and crammed inside this cage is a family of flea-ridden, emaciated MONKEYS – dressed in simple play clothes (like the children in The Sound of Music).


MONKEY DAUGHTER is working on something we can’t see – as MONKEY MAM holds a little mirror redirecting moonlight to light her daughter’s work – and MONKEY SON chews on his nails.


From a small purse hanging around her neck – MONKEY DAUGHTER takes out a large monkey’s tooth.


MONKEY SON grimaces.


MONKEY DAD slowly turns and faces us.


His eyes widen as he sees us for the very first time.


Channelling Richard Burton – he speaks in a Welsh accent. (They are all Welsh.)


MONKEY DAD (whispers). No one would have believed in the early years of the twenty-first century – that man could be so despicable to a monkey. Until this moment – my family and I have been incarcerated here in this terrible cage for… (To his wife.) How long have we been here?


MONKEY DAUGHTER. Ages.


MONKEY DAD. But how long, would you say?


MONKEY MAM. What sort of a question is that!?


MONKEY DAD. Around how long have we been here?


MONKEY DAUGHTER. How would we know? – We don’t have any watches.


MONKEY MAM. Who wants to know anyway?


MONKEY DAD. I want to know!


MONKEY MAM. Don’t you know?!


MONKEY DAD. Well obviously not!


MONKEY DAUGHTER. I was born in this cage.


MONKEY DAD. Excellent! – And how old are you?


MONKEY DAUGHTER. No idea – but I’m younger than he is.


MONKEY DAD (to his son). And you’re what?


MONKEY SON. I’m starving!


MONKEY DAD. Right.


MONKEY SON. Completely starving! The last bit of food I had was a lick of a stick – and that was a whole three days ago now. I loved that stick, Mam.


MONKEY MAM. I know you did, love.


MONKEY SON. Proper loved it!


MONKEY MAM. I know.


MONKEY DAD (to audience). We’ve been here a long time, let’s say – not for ever – but a significant amount of time.


MONKEY DAUGHTER. We’ve been here my whole life –


MONKEY DAD. That’s right.


MONKEY DAUGHTER. – which some might say is significant.


MONKEY MAM. You are significant, dear, you are – and brilliant too!


MONKEY DAUGHTER. Thank you, Mam.


MONKEY MAM. I couldn’t be prouder of the work you’re constructing at this very moment…


MONKEY SON. And the musical composition I’m writing to accompany our escape into freedom, too, Mam.


MONKEY MAM. Oh absolutely, my little monkey-Mozart – and although I haven’t heard one second of music spat from your tiny brain – I can already tell that it will be a glorious symphony.


MONKEY SON. Thank you for believing in me.


MONKEY MAM. Of course, poppet. Just think, my loved ones – soon we will be over that wall – we will be running to our freedom – setting up our own monkey house – sitting around a proper table having our own little monkey tea party.


MONKEY SON. ’Cause that’s the dream, isn’t it?


MONKEY MAM. That is the dream, son.


MONKEY DAD (to audience). No one would have believed in the early years of the twenty-first century that man could be so despicable…


MONKEY MAM. What are you doing – who are you talking to?!


MONKEY DAD. I’m explaining things.


MONKEY MAM. Yes but to who?!


MONKEY DAD. I’m not too sure yet.


MONKEY MAM. Well will you stop doing that – it’s very creepy!


MONKEY DAD. I am speaking aloud and outwards so as to document this marvellous occasion that we’re all about to witness!


MONKEY DAUGHTER. There won’t be anything marvellous if I’m not allowed to concentrate on my work, family – now please… shush now!


A long pause.


MONKEY SON (whispers). Can anyone do this talking out, Dad?!


MONKEY DAD. Absolutely anyone can do it! It’s a free country!


MONKEY MAM. Says the monkey in the cage.


MONKEY DAD. Speak what you feel, son… but speak that way.


MONKEY SON. Why’s that?


MONKEY DAD. Added significance.


MONKEY SON. Oh.


MONKEY SON turns out to the audience and he too speaks as Richard Burton –


(Acting terrified.) No one would have believed in the early years of the twenty-first century – that man could be so despicable to a monkey. Until this moment – my family and I have been incarcerated here in this terrible cage – trapped in this putrid garden – forced often to stand on our monkey heads… by ‘them’.


MONKEY DAD (again as Richard). By these ghastly people.


MONKEY SON. These hateful humans.


MONKEY DAD. These odious creatures.


MONKEY SON. These…? – Posh Gits.


MONKEY DAD. These – Vicious Twits.


MONKEY SON. Satisfying, isn’t it?


MONKEY DAD. Yeah, very. Carry on then!


MONKEY MAM. Don’t we have enough drama in our lives without narrating it all out?!


MONKEY SON (sees audience). Is something out there…?


MONKEY DAUGHTER. It’s done! I’ve only gone and done it!


The MONKEY DAUGHTER holds up a large, bizarre key.


Fashioned from the bones of birds, the ear-hair of a monkey dad – the tooth of a monkey brother – and bound together by a monkey mam’s spit, snot –


MONKEY MAM. – and eye-bogey.


MONKEY DAUGHTER. Twelve months in its construction and has freedom ever looked more beautiful than this key?


MONKEY DAD. Never!


MONKEY MAM. You did ever so well, love – now open that blasted door!


Holding her key, the MONKEY DAUGHTER stretches out her hand through the bars and places the key in the lock.


She suddenly sees us too and stops.


MONKEY DAUGHTER. Daddy?


MONKEY DAD. Yes, my love.


MONKEY DAUGHTER. What’s out there in the semidarkness?


A slight pause.


MONKEY SON. There is – ‘something’, isn’t there.


MONKEY DAD. They are witnesses, kids. Witnesses to this great moment – that’s who they are.


MONKEY MAM now sees us.


MONKEY MAM. Good Lord.


MONKEY DAD. Witnesses – to this great escape.


MONKEY DAUGHTER. Prepare to play your rubbish musical composition, brother!


She turns the key and we hear it loudly ‘click’.


She slowly pushes the cage door open.


MONKEY SON plays something vaguely musical on the bars of the cage.


Their freedom won – and for a beautiful moment the family smile through happy tears.


MONKEY MAM (to her daughter). On your way, love.


MONKEY DAUGHTER steps out of the cage.


Suddenly, a loud car horn is heard blaring ‘IT’S THE TWITS THE TWITS THE TWITS THE TWITS THE TWITS’.


MONKEY DAUGHTER steps back into the cage – and MONKEY DAD slowly closes the cage door shut as his children and wife retreat and stand on their heads.


The sound of a car skidding to a stop on a gravel driveway.


MONKEY DAD. Whoever you are out there… you should prepare yourselves. They’re coming.


He is about to stand on his head –


They’re here.


Blood-curdling screams meld with a wild raucous syncopated rhythm.


MR and MRS TWIT appear with electrical cables.


MONKEY DAUGHTER. The key, Daddy – the key!


MONKEY DAD reaches out to retrieve the key but it is too late –


MR TWIT. Don’t even think about it!!


MR TWIT grabs the key and eats it like it was a Tuc cracker.


The TWITS attach the cables to the cage – electrocuting the MONKEYS inside.


The TWITS screech hysterically like it’s the funniest thing ever.


They then walk towards a kitchen space – the decor, decayed and disgusting.


Silence and semi-stillness then.


MR and MRS TWIT face one another – her holding her walking stick aloft.


In this stillness we have a number of quiet moments when we can observe these beasts.
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