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Author’s Note


This is the third of three collections of plays for children, designed to be acted or read aloud at school or at home. All of the ones in this book are suitable for children in top primary or lower secondary school, though in fact there is nothing to stop them being acted by adults in an amateur drama group.


The first three plays are all comedies for small casts. Top of the Mops (with four parts) is about the farcical misunderstandings that occur when a teenage boy advertises for a new band member while his mother simultaneously advertises for a cleaner. Problem Page (with five parts) explores what happens when three family members follow the advice of Dotty, a magazine’s agony aunt. And Books and Crooks (with five parts) is set in a library and features two innocent-seeming old ladies who are actually responsible for a series of copy-cat crimes.


The final play, Persephone, has twenty-five parts so can be performed by a whole class. It is a dramatization of the Greek myth about the capture of the nature goddess Demeter’s daughter by Pluto, the king of the underworld. There are three songs in the play, the tunes and chord symbols of which are displayed at the end of the book.


[image: A classifieds page with an advertisement reading ‘Cleaner wanted urgently!’ and a phone number. Drawings of shoes and a woman are on the side. A second advertisement reads, ‘Singer needed to join new band’ with the same number, lightning bolts and a guitar.]









Top of the Mops


Four parts
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Andy Miller, a teenage boy


Carol Miller, Andy’s mum


Doreen Blanket, Spike’s mother, a cleaner


Spike, a teenage boy, a singer












[The play is set in the hallway of the Millers’ home. There is a window, a front door and three more doors, leading to the kitchen, the studio and the broom cupboard.]


SCENE 1: Wednesday, Early Evening


[Andy is sitting by the phone, with a paper on his lap. He dials a number.]






	Andy:

	
Hello, I’d like to put an advert in your paper. ‘Singer needed to join new band. Phone 01906 234567.’ That’s it. OK. Thank you. Goodbye.







	Carol:

	
[coming out of the kitchen, sounding cross] Andy, the freezer’s been unplugged.







	Andy:

	What? Oh, sorry, Mum, I needed to plug my new guitar in somewhere.






	Carol:

	What’s wrong with your studio? Do you want me to turn it back into a spare room?






	Andy:

	No, of course not. The studio was just a bit . . . crowded, that’s all.






	Carol:

	In other words it was a complete tip, as usual.






	Andy:

	I’m sorry, Mum. I meant to plug the freezer back in.






	Carol:

	Well, it’s too late now. You’ll just have to have soggy beef burgers and melted ice cream for supper.






	Andy:

	I’ve said I’m sorry.






	Carol:

	And what’s this banana skin doing on the floor?






	Andy:

	I don’t know – the can-can, maybe.






	Carol:

	Ha ha, very funny.






	Andy:

	Keep your hair on, can’t you?






	Carol:

	How can I, when I get back from work to find the house looking like this?






	Andy:

	Well, it’s not all me. What about your bedroom?






	Carol:

	My bedroom is like Buckingham Palace compared with your studio. Now go and tidy it!






	Andy:

	I’ll do it later.






	Carol:

	You’ll do it now. Why are you always so lazy?






	Andy:

	
[going out of the front door] I must take after you.







	[Carol throws the banana skin at him as he goes out.]






	Carol:

	
He’s right really. I hate housework.
[She picks up the paper.] What’s this? Evening News. Hmmmm.
[She dials a number.] Hello, could I put an advert in, please? ‘Cleaner wanted urgently. Phone 01906 234567.’ Thank you. Goodbye.








SCENE 2: Saturday Morning


[The phone rings. Andy comes out of the studio to answer it.]






	Andy:

	Hi, Andy Miller here.






	Doreen:

	
[on the phone] Hello, dear, my name’s Doreen Blanket. I’m ringing about the job.







	Andy:

	Oh great! Um . . . have you done this sort of thing before?






	Doreen:

	Oh yes, dear, I’ve worked for ever so many different people.






	Andy:

	That’s good. Who have you been with, then?






	Doreen:

	Let’s see . . . The Browns, the Robinsons . . .






	Andy:

	I haven’t heard of them.






	Doreen:

	The Stones . . .






	Andy:

	The Stones! Really? That’s amazing! Er . . . What sort of stuff do you like doing?






	Doreen:

	I’ll do whatever needs doing – as long as it’s not too heavy, that is.






	Andy:

	Oh no, we’re not into heavy metal or anything.






	Doreen:

	That’s good, because I’ve got a bad back. I can’t do a lot of lifting. The last place I worked, they wanted me to lift these heavy metal dustbins.






	Andy:

	
[puzzled] Really? How strange.







	Doreen:

	Yes, they were a bit. By the way, there’s something I ought to warn you about.






	Andy:

	What’s that?






	Doreen:

	I do like to sing.






	Andy:

	Well, I should hope so!






	Doreen:

	You don’t mind, then? That’s good, because the last people didn’t like it at all.






	Andy:

	
[suddenly a bit worried] Oh dear. Well, I’d need to hear you of course. Could you come round today? At about two? It’s 4 Vernon Gardens, by the way.







	Doreen:

	I’ll be there!






	Andy:

	That’s great! See you at two then, Doreen. Goodbye!






	Carol:

	
[coming out of the kitchen] Andy, you haven’t cleared away the breakfast things.







	Andy:

	OK, OK, I’ll do it.






	[He goes into the kitchen. The phone rings. Carol answers it.]






	Carol:

	Hello, Carol Miller speaking.






	Spike:

	
[on the phone] Oh, hi, my name’s Spike. I’m phoning about the job.







	Carol:

	How wonderful! Have you done this sort of work before, Spike?






	Spike:

	Do you mean with a mic or without?






	Carol:

	With Mike, did you say? No, I don’t think we need Mike as well. We’re not that big, you know.






	Spike:

	Who have you got, then?






	Carol:

	Just the one boy, Andy – mind you, that’s quite enough!






	Spike:

	Is he the drummer or what?






	Carol:

	How did you guess? Yes, he is. I’m afraid he’s not very tidy – the studio is a terrible mess.






	Spike:

	I don’t mind that.






	Carol:

	Oh, you sound wonderful, Mike.






	Spike:

	It’s Spike.






	Carol:

	Spike, of course – Mike’s the other one, isn’t he?






	Spike:

	By the way, I do quite a bit of writing.






	Carol:

	
Good for you, Spike! I can tell you’re a bright lad. Just don’t carve your name on the furniture, will you? [She laughs.]







	Spike:

	
[sounding a bit confused] No. Er . . . where do you live?







	Carol:

	We’re at 4 Vernon Gardens. You couldn’t come round today, Spike, could you? At about two?






	Spike:

	Sure, I’ll be there.






	Carol:

	That’s terrific. Goodbye!







SCENE 3: 1.45 p.m.


[The doorbell rings and Carol answers it.]






	Carol:

	Hello! You must be Spike.






	Spike:

	That’s right. I’m sorry, I’m a bit early.






	Carol:

	Not at all – I’m just so glad to see you!






	Spike:

	By the way, I forgot to ask what you call yourselves.






	Carol:

	I thought I told you – Miller.






	Spike:

	Just Miller? Do you think that’s catchy enough?






	Carol:

	Well, I’m not going to start changing my name – not even for you, Spike!






	Spike:

	No, OK. Er . . . where’s the studio then?






	Carol:

	The studio? Are you sure you want to start there? It’s in a terrible state, I’m afraid.






	Spike:

	I don’t mind.






	Carol:

	Oh, you wonderful young man! It’s that door there. And all the stuff you’ll need is in this cupboard. I’ll just pop out to the shops if that’s all right?






	Spike:

	What, now?






	Carol:

	I won’t be long.






	Spike:

	OK, then.






	[Carol goes out. Spike opens the broom cupboard.]






	Spike:

	
I can’t see any mics or anything in here. Maybe they’re behind all this cleaning stuff. [He takes out the Hoover, brooms, mop, etc.] Oh well, I’ll have a look in the studio.







	[Spike goes into the studio. Andy comes in through the front door.]






	Andy:

	Amazing! Mum’s got the Hoover out for once.






	[The doorbell rings and Andy answers it.]






	Andy:

	Oh, hi, are you Doreen?






	Doreen:

	That’s me, dear. I see you’re all ready for me! Oh, that’s a very nice Hoover you’ve got there. It’s the latest model, isn’t it?






	Andy:

	I don’t know.






	Doreen:

	Where shall I plug it in?






	Andy:

	Hey, you don’t need to do that. I thought you were going to sing!






	Doreen:

	Oh, you are a one! I do like a bit of music while I work, I must admit.






	Andy:

	Do you know any blues numbers?






	Doreen:

	
No, dear, nothing like that. It’s the shows I like. The Sound of Music, that’s got some lovely songs in it, hasn’t it?







	Andy:

	Well, it’s not really my scene.






	Doreen:

	
Then there’s Oliver!, of course. ‘Where is Love?’ – that’s my favourite.







	Andy:

	
Do you like Cats?







	Doreen:

	Not really, dear; they shed their hair all over the furniture, you see.






	Andy:

	
[sounding doubtful] Yes, well, why don’t we go into the studio anyway? Maybe we could try out some Stones songs.







	[From the studio comes the faint sound of a guitar being strummed.]






	Doreen:

	It sounds like there’s someone in there already.






	Andy:

	Probably my mum. She’s always nosing around.






	Spike:

	
[singing softly in the studio]
Woke up this morning. Never felt so bad . . .







	Doreen:

	She’s got a very low voice, hasn’t she?






	Andy:

	
That’s not Mum. [He looks through the keyhole, then whispers.] It’s a bloke! It must be a burglar!







	Doreen:

	
[Whispering] You don’t say! Shall we go in and tackle him?







	Andy:

	No, he could be dangerous. Look, I’ll watch the door while you phone the police.






	Doreen:

	
Here – have a broom. [She hands him a broom, then dials 999.] Police, please. Hello, we’ve got a burglar.







	[Carol returns with the shopping. She sees Andy with the broom.]






	Carol:

	
[in a loud voice] Andy, what are you doing?







	Andy:

	Shhhhh!






	Doreen:

	
[on the phone] What was that? Where am I calling from? 4 Vernon Gardens.







	Carol:

	And what’s this woman doing using our phone?






	Andy:

	Shhhhh!






	Doreen:

	Mum, there’s a burglar in the studio!






	[The door of the studio opens and out comes Spike, carrying two drumsticks. Andy grabs hold of him.]






	Andy:

	Not so fast! Those are my drumsticks!






	Carol:

	Don’t be silly – that’s not a burglar, it’s the new cleaner.






	Doreen:

	
[dropping the phone in surprise] No it’s not, it’s my Spike!







	Spike:

	
[to Doreen] Mum! What are you doing here?







	Carol:

	Really, Spike, fancy asking your mum round to use the phone the second my back’s turned.






	Spike:

	I didn’t ask her – I don’t know what she’s doing here.






	Carol:

	A likely story! And look – you’ve just left all the cleaning things lying in a heap!






	Doreen:

	What’s going on, Spike? How do you know these people anyway? And what do you think you’re doing messing their house up like this?






	Carol:

	He’s supposed to be cleaning it, not messing it up.






	Doreen:

	
[to Andy] So you’d already found someone to do the cleaning! Well, I like that! You could have told me.







	Spike:

	I’m not supposed to be cleaning. I’m supposed to be singing!






	Doreen:

	Well, that makes more sense, I must say. He’s got a lovely voice, my Spike. It runs in the family.






	Andy:

	
[letting go of Spike] Do you like blues?







	Spike:

	Sure.






	Carol:

	What’s going on? I don’t understand.






	Doreen:

	I think I’m beginning to. Let’s go back a bit – who put the advert in the paper?






	Carol:

	I did.






	Andy:

	No, I did.






	Doreen:

	So there were two ads – one for a cleaner and one for a singer. My son Spike here wanted the singing job but you thought he was the cleaner. Am I making sense, dear?






	Carol:

	Yes, go on!






	Doreen:

	Well, then I came round to do the cleaning, and your Andy tried to get me singing in his studio.






	Andy:

	Only Spike was there already. We thought he was a burglar.






	Doreen:

	And we phoned the police – what a hoot!






	Carol:

	I think I get it. There’s just one thing that’s puzzling me, though.






	Doreen:

	What’s that, dear?






	Carol:

	Your face – I feel sure I’ve seen you before somewhere.






	Doreen:

	I seem to recognize you too. It’s going back a bit, though.






	Carol:

	Wasn’t it just before I had Andy?






	Doreen:

	And I was expecting Spike.






	Carol:

	That’s it!






	Doreen:

	The hospital baby classes!






	Carol:

	Do you remember that plastic doll we had to bath?






	Doreen:

	Weren’t you the one who kept on dropping her?






	Carol:

	Yes! And you were the one who was always singing!






	Doreen:

	And do you remember the party after the babies were born?






	Carol:

	Yes, of course! Andy was so red – well, purple, really, like a little wrinkled plum. So sweet!






	Andy:

	Mum, shut up!






	Doreen:

	And poor old Spike had that dreadful nappy rash.






	Spike:

	Stop it, Mum!






	Carol:

	And then Andy was sick all over that woman with the twins.






	Andy:

	Mum!






	Spike:

	It’s no good. We’ll never stop them now.






	Andy:

	Do you want to come into the studio and try out a couple of songs?






	Spike:

	Good idea.






	[Andy and Spike go into the studio.]






	Carol:

	You were wonderful – you mopped up all the sick!






	Doreen:

	Mrs Mop, that’s me! Now, dear, I’m just itching to get my hands on your beautiful Hoover.






	Carol:

	You’re still wonderful!






	Doreen:

	You don’t mind if I sing, do you?






	Carol:

	Not at all. You couldn’t clean the cooker as well, could you? It’s filthy, I’m afraid.






	Andy:

	
[coming out of the studio with Spike] Hey, Mum, there’s a police car outside the house.







	[They all go to the hall window and look out.]






	Carol:

	So there is – and two policemen are getting out of it.






	Doreen:

	And a sniffer dog as well – isn’t he lovely?






	Carol:

	I wonder where they’re going?






	Andy:

	Look, they’re coming up the front steps.






	Everyone:

	Oh no!






	[There is a loud ring at the bell.]
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