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Characters


THE MAN IN PINK, our narrator


CECILE, his French assistant


BEAUTY, our heroine


LETTICE, her unfortunate sister


FATHER, her even more unfortunate father


BEAST, a sad and frightening creature


GEORGE, a handsome prince


MOTHER, a ghost


RABBIT, a helpful mute


Note on the Text


A forward slash (/) in the text indicates the point at which the next speaker interrupts.


Text in bold indicates sounds or words transmitted by the Thoughtsnatcher machine.










ACT ONE


THE MAN IN PINK SAYS A FEW WORDS


The MAN IN PINK enters with some ceremony.


He stands very still.


He regards us for some time.


Perhaps he is wondering if we are a worthy audience.


PINK. Welcome.


Cecile!


He claps his hands. CECILE enters.


I expect your parents often tell you that it is very wicked to steal things.


They are wrong, of course (as they so often are).


The important thing to remember is this:


It is only wrong to steal if you get caught.


Cecile! The rose!


CECILE passes to him… a rose.


Merci.


CECILE. De rien.


She remains, a little too close to him. Hovering.


PINK. The rose you see in my hand, my friends, is a stolen rose.


Stolen from the palace of a Beast on a winter’s morning, and tonight, here, on this very stage, I will show you how the theft of this single rose, in itself nothing but a soft fist of petals and scent, will have catastrophic consequences. I expect –


CECILE coughs. He turns, irritated. She holds out some sheet music.


What is it, Cecile?


CECILE. It is the music. For my song. You said tonight I could have a / song –


She tries to give him the sheet music. He dismisses her.


PINK. Yes, yes, later! You’ve put me off my stride now, Cecile, Cecile, my stride is off, where was I, Cecile, where was I before you put me off my stride?


CECILE (prompting). I expect.


PINK. Yes! Yes:


He takes a breath. He gathers himself.


I expect you have been told fairytales before.


But you have never really heard a fairytale until you have heard it told by a real fairy.


And I, my friends, am a real fairy.


CECILE. So am I.


PINK. Yes, yes, so is she (don’t interrupt, Cecile).


The Health and Safety Officers of this theatre have demanded I warn you:


There will be magic here tonight. But do not be fooled: I will not pull rabbits from hats, or pluck pigeons from my eyes, or saw Cecile in half (much as that would give me pleasure)


no.


I have real magic at my fingertips.


PINK performs a piece of magic.


Please: do not be frightened!




For some of these things will be frightening but all is within my power. Everything is under my control. Even poor pathetic Cecile here.


See how I make her dance!


He gestures to CECILE, as if casting a spell. She does not dance.


CECILE. I would like to discuss my song.


He ignores her, repeats the gesture, more forcefully.


PINK. See! How I make her dance!


CECILE. Non, ce n’est pas juste! Every night you say to me I can sing and then this you do not allow, every night the same, I will stand it no more. I put down the foot.


PINK. Cecile! S’il vous plaît!


CECILE stamps her foot, and performs a small, sarcastic dance.


I’m so sorry, ladies and gentlemen. She’s French. Cecile! Fermez la bouche! We begin!


Pause. They take their positions. PINK takes a breath.


Once upon a time


CECILE. Il était une fois


PINK. Once upon / a time.


CECILE. Il était une fois.


Pause.


PINK. In a faraway land known as France


CECILE. Dans un pays magnifique! Ah la France!


PINK. Many years / ago


CECILE. Il y a longtemps


PINK. What has got into you tonight?




CECILE. Comment? I am just excited about my song.


PINK. Stop it.


CECILE. Starp eeet.


PINK. May I go on?


CECILE. Oui, oui, continuez, je ne vous empêche pas.


PINK. Yes you are, you know you are.


CECILE. JE VEUX CHANTER.


PINK. Speak English!


CECILE. Why should I speak English, I am French, and it is a French story, it is not an English story, why don’t you speak French?


PINK. Because they wouldn’t understand it, you infuriating little frog!


They speak rapidly in French. PINK slaps her face. CECILE slaps back. They exchange a quick-fire series of slaps. PINK produces his wand and brandishes it at her. CECILE squeals and retreats.


Good girl. To the shadows, if you please.


A SHADOW PLAY


CECILE runs to the projection machine, located somewhere in the audience. PINK claps his hands and RABBIT enters, bearing a wooden box with a hinged lid.


PINK. My friends, tonight we are joined by some very special guests. Inside this small box, tuning up as we speak, is an entire orchestra made up of the lightest, the smallest, the creepiest, crawliest musicians in the Empire.




We have fleas, we have flies, we have lices and louses,


The tiniest pests that you shoo from your houses,


Please welcome them warmly,


They’ve travelled so far,


Ladies and gentlemen,


The Insect Orchestra!


He opens the lid. A blast of high pitched orchestral splendour. As he introduces each section, we hear a snatch of their solo.


We have the ants on strings.


The fleas, on flutes.


On horns, the aphids. They don’t have a lot of puff, boys and girls, but they certainly know how to use it!


Madame Housefly, our oboe soloist. (Wonderful, Zelda.)


Monsieur Beetle, on the tuba.


And last, but not least, the fabulous mosquitoes on percussion.


The music dies a little chaotically, until we can hear only the high-pitched tootling of a solitary insect clarinet.


PINK waves his hand in front of his face, alarmed. His eyes dart about. One of the musicians has made a bid for freedom!


Oh dear.


It appears our clarinet player has escaped. Can anyone –


The lead clarinet has landed on the head of a child in the audience. The tootling stops. PINK narrows his eyes on the child’s head.


Ah! I’ve got him in my sights now.


He takes off his shoe, moving in for the kill, eyes fixed on the escapee.




Please, sir/madam, hold still. I assure you, this will hurt you far more than it hurts me –


SMACK.


GOTCHA.


He examines the sole of his shoe, picks the dead insect off, and pops it into his mouth, without a pause:


Ready, Cecile?


CECILE. Oui.


PINK. Ready in there?


He raps the box with his wand. A sound of frightened assent within.


Très bien.


And so it begins.


A shadow play begins, accompanied by the Insect Orchestra.


CECILE and RABBIT operate the projection machine.


Once upon a time


many years ago


in a faraway land known as France


there was a King.


Who died.


He left behind his wife, the Queen, and their baby son, the Prince.


Five years later, the Queen’s Kingdom was invaded by an evil King from a neighbouring country. The Queen was forced to lead her army into battle, and to leave the Prince, who was now six years old.


So she called a Fairy down from the middle region of the sky to look after him. Unfortunately, this Fairy was, well –




CECILE. Ugly.


PINK. Ugly, yes. The Fairy was so old, and so ugly, that flowers died when it looked at them, and every time the Fairy went outside, it started to rain.


However, it was very good at taking care of the Prince.


The Prince was clever and quick, and soon learned all sorts of things: about what the stars are made of, and where the weather comes from, and how things grow and why they die.


And he was happy, more or less.


The Queen was gone for ten long years. She finally returned on the Prince’s sixteenth birthday, victorious from the war, having vanquished the enemy and stuck all their heads on rusty poles, and that night, she threw a spectacular party to celebrate.


There were great bowls of punch and magnificent cakes and beasts on a spit and sculptures of ice and flowers and music and dancing and all manner of hanky-panky and jiggery-pokery.


But at midnight, just when everyone was really starting to enjoy themselves, the Fairy interrupted the party, and announced its intention to marry the Prince.


Well. The Queen laughed.


What a ridiculous idea, she said. Look at how ugly you are! How old! And look at how handsome my son is! How young!


And she laughed and laughed and laughed with her mouth wide open so you could see all the way to her tonsils.


The guests laughed too. So did the waiters in their starched white aprons. You could even hear the food laughing, if you listened very closely.


The Fairy was (understandably) very angry. Its rage rose. It hit the Prince on the head with its wand.




The Prince’s skin started to burn. He realised he was sprouting hair all over. He looked at his hands, but his hands had gone, and in their place were great black paws, with long sharp claws where his fingernails were.


The Prince saw himself in the mirror and cried out.


He had been turned into a Beast.


The Queen screamed and tried to stab herself with a pastry fork.


The Fairy turned the Queen and all of the guests into stone.


And the musicians into insects.


It said to the Prince, when a girl comes to this house.


Who loves you even though you could kill her.


Who finds beauty in you though there is only ugliness to see.


Then and only then will the spell be broken.


Then it laughed, for it knew this was impossible,


and flew back up into the middle region of the sky, to the cold, dark part of space where the fairies live.


And the Prince, who was now a Beast, was left alone in the palace.


It was very quiet.


It was very still.


It was very lonely.


The Beast was waiting for a girl to come and break the spell.


But no one ever came


until one night


someone did.


Not a girl, but an old, tired man.




Let us join him now, as he stands in the shadows, weeping.


For he is cold, and lost.


CECILE. And the wolves have already smelt him on the wind, and are licking their lips.


PINK. He is sure he will die out here.


CECILE. But then, up ahead, what does he see… but… ah… mon Dieu, ’scusez-moi, I ’ave forgotten, what does he see?


PINK. A light, you stupid plum! / How many times must I –


CECILE. Ah yes! A light! Many lights!


PINK. Many lights, in many windows, he gets closer, and now turrets and towers loom from the darkness –


CECILE. And he sees the place before him is a palace!


PINK. Have you ever heard the saying, Cecile:
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