Tamika and Toby

By JAMES WOOLF
TAMIKA AND TOBY
Notes on the play
The play consists of sixteen scenes.  If there is to be an interval, it should be placed between scenes nine and ten.  No elaborate set is necessary.  
Tamika and Toby will be a demanding piece for the performers involved.  All the performers (except the one playing Tamika) need to be able to juggle to a very high standard.  The performer playing Tamika requires basic juggling skills.  Tamika is around 12 years old.  The other characters are all adults.  Tamika would be best played by a young person around the character’s age, but could if necessary be played by an adult.
The play is written to be performed by five performers playing twenty-three characters.  This will necessitate some speedy changes, particularly during scenes requiring performers to play more than one character.  Costumes should be simple – for example a helmet and whistles for the policeman.  One suggestion would be for the performers to be on stage the whole time, so the audience can see them juggling their roles.  This would become part of the fun of the piece.  Entries and exits would then mark when characters come in and out of the action.
The characters should be divided between the performers as follows:

PERFORMER 1 

(A) TAMIKA

PERFORMER 2 

(B) 2nd  PASSER BY, (C) CARMEN, (D) ANTONIA, (E) JENNY, (F) CHERYL, (G) DANCER FOR HUGO’S STORY
PERFORMER 3 

(H) TOBY  (I) 1st DOCTOR, (J) 2nd DOCTOR, (K) PRISON WARDEN

PERFORMER 4 

(L) MAN,  (M) PASSER BY, (N) SHOP OWNER, (O) HUGO, (P) THE KING,  (Q) 1st JUGGLER.

PERFORMER 5 

(R) POLICEMAN, (S) JAMES, (T) THE PRISONER, (U) DOMINIC, (V) 2nd JUGGLER, (W) DANCER FOR HUGO’S STORY
Scene by scene break down.

The table below shows how the performers double to play the different characters scene by scene.
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SCENE ONE

LONDON STREET.  TAMIKA ENTERS AND ADDRESSES THE AUDIENCE.

Tamika:
I’m Tamika.  My mum’s name is Carmen.  My dad’s is Seymour.  We come from Jamaica, but we live in Liverpool.  Except my dad.  He lives in London with Shirley.  This is the first time I’ve come down to visit him.  The only problem is I’m lost.  And London’s a big place.

A MAN WALKS BY

Tamika:
Excuse me?  D’you know where Whistlethread Street is?

Man:

No.  Do you know where the Fulham Road is?

Tamika:
No.

Man:

We’ve both had it then, haven’t we?

THE MAN WALKS ON.  TAMIKA SHAKES HER HEAD AND ADDRESSES THE AUDIENCE.

Tamika:
A lot of help he was.  Anyway, I’m here for another reason.  Much more important.  Last night, I was sat there watching “Holby City”.

SCENE TWO

TAMIKA SITS DOWN AND WATCHES TELEVISION.

Carmen:
(OFFSTAGE)  Tamika?  Tamika?  Are you there?

Tamika:
(TO THE AUDIENCE)  It’s funny how adults like asking divvy questions like that.  I mean, I just walked in here with a cup of tea.  There’s no other door.  So, unless I climbed out the window, I’m here.  D’you know what I’m saying?

CARMEN COMES IN.

Carmen:
It’s going to rain tomorrow.  You’ll be needing your winter raincoat.  Have you packed it?

Tamika:
(TO THE AUDIENCE)  That’s another thing.  Adults always think they know more than you.

Carmen:
Tamika – am I talking to myself, or what?

Tamika:
Get off my back!

Carmen:
I don’t want you forgetting.  The rain in London, it’s not like the rain here.  (PAUSE)  It’s wetter.

Tamika:
Yeah, right.

Carmen:
Now listen carefully.

Tamika:
Why?

Carmen:
I want you to learn one useful thing this holiday.  And you ain’t going to learn anything off your father!  (PAUSE)  Right.  Ackee and saltfish.

Tamika:
Cooking!

Carmen:
Yes, cooking!

Tamika:
Ackee and saltfish!

Carmen:
Yes, ackee and saltfish.

Tamika:
(TO THE AUDIENCE)  It’s a Jamaican dish.  And it tastes like – (STICKS HER TONGUE OUT AND MAKES A NOISE FROM THE BACK OF HER THROAT)  Ackee’s this soft kind of fruit.  A bit like avocado.  In Jamaica, they even have it for breakfast.

Carmen:
Now, the saltfish has to be soaked.

Tamika:
Tell me about Jamaica.

Carmen:
I’ve told you all there is to tell.

Tamika:
Is it warm?

Carmen:
Warm?  Darling, it’s hot!

Tamika:
All the year round?

Carmen:
All the year round.  But when it rains…  Tamika - does it rain!
 

Tamika:
Not like the rain here?

Carmen:
No! 

Tamika:
Wetter?

Carmen:
Heavier!

Tamika:
I want to live somewhere hot.

Carmen:
Make no mistake.   Jamaica has problems – from what I hear, big problems.  But Jamaica’s where I was born, and nothing can change that.  (PAUSE)  Now, soak the saltfish in the water.  How long you soak it is a matter of personal taste.  The longer you soak it, the less salty it is.

Tamika:
When did you last go to J.A.?  (TO THE AUDIENCE)  That’s what we call Jamaica.

Carmen:
Are you listening to me?

Tamika:
Yes, soak the saltfish in the water.  (TO THE AUDIENCE)  Please!  It’s like being at school.

Carmen:
I haven’t been in a long long time.  Now, most of the ackee we get is in a tin.  But if it’s fresh, you must boil it for ten minutes.  Otherwise it’s poisonous.

Tamika:
Why don’t you go?  See Grandma?

Carmen:
Did you hear me?  Fresh ackee’s poisonous unless it’s boiled for ten minutes.

Tamika:
Yes, alright!  Why don’t you go to J.A.?

Carmen:
Tamika, I’d love to go.  But I can’t afford it.  Now, come through to the kitchen and I’ll show you.

CARMEN WALKS OFF.

SCENE THREE.

LONDON STREET.  TAMIKA TURNS TO THE AUDIENCE.

Tamika:
Remember I said I’m in London for another reason?  I want to buy my mum a ticket for Jamaica.  How do I get the money?  I look at it like this.  Adults have got money.  Children haven’t.  Adults are a bit divvy.  Children aren’t.  So what’s the problem?  I get the money off the adults.




Adults don’t know you can tell they’re a bit divvy.  They put on a big smile and think you can’t see right through it.




And never trust them an inch.  My dad, he goes to my mum – “Carmen, I’d never lay a finger on another woman.  In the name of God, I’d never be unfaithful to you.  And may the Lord come and take me way if I tell a word of a lie.”  Well, the Lord didn’t have to come and take him away.  He did it himself!  Took himself away to live with Shirley!  And she’s gotta gob as big as the Mersey Tunnel!  You can’t trust adults!  




I’m not sure I even want to find Whistlethread Street.

TAMIKA APPROACHES TOBY.  TOBY IS VERY LARGE AND BALD, WITH TATTOOS ON HIS ARMS.  ALTHOUGH HE LOOKS A LITTLE FRIGHTENING, AND IS NOT VERY FRIENDLY, THERE IS SOMETHING VERY LIKEABLE ABOUT HIM.  HE IS JUGGLING.

Tamika:
That looks like fun.

Toby:

What does?

Tamika:
The juggling!

Toby:

I forgot I was even doing it.

Tamika:
(TO THE AUDIENCE)  You know what I’m saying now?  About adults being divvy?

Toby:

Sounds like you’re from Liverpool.

Tamika:
Hey, how d’you tell?

Toby:

I just did.I’m not worried.  
Tamika:
D’you know where Whistlethread Street is?

Toby:

I don’t, and to tell you the truth, I ain’t too bothered either.

Tamika:
No need to get stroppy.

Toby:

Listen, I’m big, I’m bald and I’m ugly.  Why can’t I be stroppy as well?

Tamika:
What happened to your hair anyway?

Toby:

What do you mean, what happened to my hair?  It fell out!  That’s what happened to it!

TAMIKA AND TOBY LAUGH.

Toby:

I mean, what’s it look like?

Tamika:
I’m here to visit my dad.  But I’m not sure where he lives.

Toby:

You don’t seem too upset about it.

Tamika:
I’m not.  And before I see him, I want to get some money for my mum.  

Toby:

Money for what?

Tamika:
So she can got to Jamaica.

Toby:

That’s serious money!  (HE LAUGHS)

TOBY CONTINUES TO JUGGLE.

Tamika:
Will you show me how to do that?

Toby:

Why?

Tamika:
I just want to know.

Toby:

It won’t make your hair fall out if that’s what you’re after.

Tamika:
(LAUGHS)  You’re funny.

Toby:

Okay, start with two juggling balls in your right hand, and one in your left.  Throw the first ball from your right hand, and before you catch it with your left hand, throw up the next ball.  Look.

TOBY DEMONSTRATES.

Tamika:
I see.

Toby:

Right, the difficult part.  You’ve thrown the first ball from your right hand and thrown the first ball up with your left before catching the first ball from your right.  So now you throw the second ball from your right, before you catch the ball from your left hand.

TOBY DEMONSTRATES.

Toby:

And so on.

Tamika:
Let’s have a go.  Two balls in the right and one in the left, okay?

Toby:

Wow, you’re a clever kid.

Tamika:
Alright, cut the sarcasm.  What’s your name, anyway?  

Toby:

Toby.

Tamika:
Is that short for Tobias?

Toby:

No, it ain’t!

Tamika:
I’m Tamika.  

TAMIKA TRIES TO JUGGLE AND DROPS ALL THE BALLS.

Toby:

Try again.

TAMIKA DOES.  THE SAME THING HAPPENS.  TOBY STARTS JUGGLING.

Toby:

One two three, one two three, one two three.  You see?

Tamika:
Alright, I just need a bit more practice.

Toby:

And on the head.

HE BENDS DOWN, CATCHES ONE OF THE BALLS AT THE TOP OF HIS BACK AND CONTINUES JUGGLING.

Tamika:
You’re showing off now.

Toby:

Don’t worry about the catching – worry about the throwing.

Tamika:
Okay.

Toby:

Once more.I’m not worried.  
TAMIKA TRIES TO JUGGLE AND MANAGES TO CATCH TWO OF THE BALLS.

Toby:

Better!  So, what’s the plan?  Where are you going to get the money from?  

TAMIKA PRACTISES JUGGLING AS THEY TALK.

Tamika:
Not from my dad.  He wouldn’t give you last week’s Evening Echo, even if it had cat food on it.  But I’ll get the money from somewhere.  This is London.

Toby:

Yeah and there’s thousands of people living on the streets.  With no home!  There’s not a lot of money about.

Tamika:
Living on the streets?

Toby:

That’s what I said.

Tamika:
Terrible that, isn’t it?

TAMIKA STOPS JUGGLING.  SHE GIVES TOBY THE BALLS.

Tamika:
But why, Toby?

Toby:

No money.  No job.  No place to live.  Simple.

Tamika:
What do they do?  

Toby:

Anything they can.  Sleep rough.  Beg.  Do simple things for money.

TOBY STARTS JUGGLING AGAIN.

Toby:

There ain’t much money about, Tamika.  So get real!

TAMIKA SITS DOWN.

Tamika:
I don’t want to get real, Toby.  I want to get very unreal.

AS TAMIKA TALKS, TOBY BEGINS TO JUGGLE FASTER AND FASTER.

Tamika:
I want to be in a place where money isn’t important?

Toby:

Money not important? 

Tamika:
No! – better still, a place where money doesn’t exist.

THE STAGE BECOMES DARKER.

Toby:

Money not exist?

Tamika:
Yes, and where the only thing that matters is…  juggling!

THE STAGE BECOMES DARKER STILL.

Toby:

Juggling - the only thing that matters?

Tamika:
Yes, the only thing!  

Toby:

Juggling?

Tamika:
Yes, juggling!  

THE STAGE IS SUDDENLY BATHED IN LIGHT, BRIGHT COLOURS CHASING AND FADING INTO EACH OTHER.  TAMIKA’S VOICE BECOMES DREAMY AND MORE DISTANT.  

Tamika:
The Land of the Jugglers.  That’s where I want to be.  The Land of the Jugglers!

THE SCENERY BEGINS TO CHANGE AROUND THEM.  THERE IS A CRASH OF PERCUSSION.

Tamika:
(EXCITEDLY)  Keep juggling, Toby.  Everything’s changing.  Faster!  I can’t believe it!  Keep juggling.  Come on, faster.  That’s it – I think we’re getting somewhere!

SCENE FOUR

THE STAGE IS NOW BRIGHTLY LIT.  EVERYTHING IS CALM.  TAMIKA LOOKS AROUND.  TOBY SITS DOWN.

Tamika:
We’re there!  We must be there!

Toby:

I’m worn out after that.  That was worse than having a baby!

Tamika:
Yeah, like you’d know.  

Toby:

I must be suffering from juggle lag.  

Tamika:
Look, Toby!  A sign: “Welcome to the Land of the Jugglers.”  And there!  A tree with juggling balls on. 

Toby:

I should stock up.  They’re expensive.I’m not worried.  
Tamika:
They’ll be plenty of time for that!  Toby, I can’t believe you really did it!

TAMIKA GIVES TOBY A HUG.

Toby:

And you can cut that out for a start.

Tamika:
Don’t be a misery.  Look!

A PASSER BY COMES ON JUGGLING AS HE WALKS, FOLLOWED BY A 2nd PASSER BY, ALSO JUGGLING.

Tamika:
Look – everyone’s juggling.  It’s just like I wanted it to be.

THE 2nd PASSER BY TURNS ROUND AND CALLS FOR HER CHILD.

2nd Passer by:
Juggling Jeffrey!  Where have you got to?  Come on now, this isn’t funny!  Juggling Jeffrey!

SHE GOES OFF, LOOKING FOR HER CHILD, STILL JUGGLING.

Tamika:
They never stop, do they?  Maybe you should be juggling, Toby.

Toby:

What about you?

Tamika:
I can’t do it.

Toby:

I’ve had enough of juggling.  Is there a law against that?

A POLICEMAN ENTERS WEARING A BLUE SUIT AND A COLOURED HELMET SHAPED LIKE A JUGGLING BALL.  HE IS JUGGLING THREE WHISTLES, ONE OF WHICH HE CATCHES IN HIS MOUTH AND BLOWS.

Policeman:
(REMOVING HIS WHISTLE)  Excuse me, Juggler…

Toby:

My name’s Toby.

Policeman:
Juggler Toby…

Toby:

No, Toby!

Policeman:
Are you trying to be clever with me?

Tamika:
No sir, he’s not.  (HISSING TO TOBY)  D’you wanna get into a shindy?

Policeman:
It most certainly seems like he is.

Tamika:
We’re new here, you see.

Policeman:
Can I see your balls, please?

Toby:

I beg your pardon?

Policeman:
Your juggling balls, if you please!

Toby:

Oh!  

TOBY GIVES THE POLICEMAN HIS JUGGLING BALLS.

Policeman:
They look a little warn around the seams to me.  And the colours are fading.  When did you last get these balls serviced?

Toby:

I didn’t know I had to.

Policeman:
You most certainly do.

Tamika:
Toby… Juggler Toby and I only just arrived.

Policeman:
Are you aware that it is against the law not to juggle out of doors after eight o’clock in the morning?

Toby:

It’s illegal not to juggle out of doors?

Policeman:
It most certainly is!  Except on Sundays.  On Sundays, the Juggling laws are different.  But apart from that, if you are over the age of sixteen, it is against the law not to juggle on the street.  Unless you have a written exemption from the King.

THE POLICEMAN TURNS TO TAMIKA.

Policeman:
Under the age of sixteen, it is optional.

Tamika:
Then I choose not to.

Policeman:
That is your decision and I respect it.  

Toby:

What about indoors?

Policeman:
Hold fire!  There are some exceptions to the outdoor juggling laws which I should point out.  You do not have to juggle outdoors under the following circumstances.




Number One.  If you are taking somebody to hospital who urgently needs your help.

Tamika:
That’s very sensible.  

Policeman:
It most certainly is that!  Exception number two.  You do not have to juggle outdoors if you are assisting a police officer with an enquiry.  So, while I am talking to you, it is okay for you not to juggle.  

Tamika:
That’s sensible too, isn’t it Toby?

Toby:

I suppose so.

Policeman:
Of course it is!  Exception number three.  You do not have to juggle outdoors if the county is being attacked by green men from outer space, or giant dolphins on roller blades.  Or – in unusual circumstances – both.

TOBY AND TAMIKA LOOK AT EACH OTHER, SPEECHLESS.

Policeman:
Exception number four.  You do not have to juggle outdoors if you are very ill.  Or dead.

TOBYAND TAMIKA LOOK AT THE POLICEMAN.  THEY BOTH WANT TO LAUGH, BUT RESTRAIN THEMSELVES AS HE IS LOOKING VERY SERIOUS.

Tamika:

& Toby:
That’s very sensible.

Policeman:
It certainly is!

Toby:

Thank you.  You’ve been most helpful.  But now…

Policeman:
Hold fire!  You asked me earlier about the laws concerning juggling inside buildings.  Inside most buildings it is alright not to juggle.




In public buildings, such as train stations, court rooms and police headquarters, it is against the law not to juggle between the working hours of nine and five.  With the exception of your lunch hour.  Lunch is usually taken between one and two, but an early lunch can be taken if permission is granted by the King’s Department of Lunch Hours three weeks in advance.

Toby:

(SLIGHTLY COOL)  I see.  

Policeman:
Or two weeks in advance if you’re a senior citizen.

Toby:

You’ve made things very clear, but now we really must be getting along.

Policeman:
Inside vehicles that are moving – trains, buses, aeroplanes and boats, it is alright not to juggle.

THE POLICEMAN LOOKS TO TOBY AND TAMIKA FOR A RESPONSE.

Policeman:
We think this law is very sensible.  But, as soon as the vehicle stops, you must immediately start juggling.

Toby:

So – if you’re in a bus and it gets caught at some traffic lights – everybody in the bus must start juggling!

Policeman:
That is right!

Toby:

That is bananas!

Policeman:
It most certainly is… NOT!

Toby:

That must cause pandemonium!

Policeman:
No, because there are no pandas in this country.

Toby:

Then it must cause havoc.

Policeman:
No, because there are no… hammocks.

Toby:

Then it must cause chaos.

Policeman:
It most certainly does not.

Toby:

Alright then.  We’re visitors to this island.  What would happen if I couldn’t juggle?

Policeman:
You wouldn’t be here if you couldn’t juggle.  You can only reach this island by juggling!  Everybody knows that.  Now good day to the two of you.

Tamika:
Before you go, would you mind recommending something that we might see on your island?

Policeman:
You could see a show.

Tamika:
What sort of show?

Policeman:
A juggling show, of course!  If you’re very fortunate, you’ll be able to see the King’s official juggler, Juggler Cheryl.  And if you don’t fancy that, you can always visit the King’s cook and give her a hand.  She needs that.

Tamika:
We’ll do that first.  How do you get there.

Policeman:
Go juggling straight down the road, but make sure you keep a close eye on your balls.  It can get very windy.  After a while you go up a hill.  There’s a beautiful view at the top, so be sure to have a good look around – as you juggle.  Take the first turn on your right.  After not more than fifty throws and catches you’ll see her door at the left of the palace.  Juggle three times and go in.

Tamika:
Thank you very much.

Policeman:
Her name’s Juggler Antonia should she forget.

THE POLICEMAN GOES.  TOBY STARTS TO JUGGLE.  HE DOES A FEW TRICKS.

Tamika:
You’re very good, Toby.

Toby:

Come on.  This way.

TAMIKA AND TOBY GO OFF.

SCENE FIVE.

ANTONIA’S KITCHEN.  ANTONIA COMES ON.

Antonia:
Now, what was I going to make?  Macaroni cheese?  Or was it spaghetti cheese?  Or pasta with a cheese topping?  They’re all the same, aren’t they?




I’m feeling so confused today.  Because they’re all the same, if I made one, then really I’d be making them all.  But if I made them all, then I’d be cooking three times as much as necessary, which would never do.  No, surely that can’t be right.  If I make macaroni cheese, that couldn’t be three times as much as spaghetti cheese and pasta with a cheese topping put together.

TAMIKA AND TOBY COME IN AND STAND OUTSIDE THE DOOR.  TOBY JUGGLES THREE TIMES AND THEY GO THROUGH THE DOOR.

Antonia:
Anyway, I’ll need a wooden spoon to stir the macaroni.  Or two.  Or maybe even three.

ANTONIA LOOKS UP AND SEES TAMIKA AND TOBY.

Antonia:
Oh, hello.

Tamika:
Hello.  We were told to juggle three times and then come in.  I hope that’s alright.

Antonia:
Of course.  I haven’t had visitors for a long time.  Not that I can remember, anyway.

Tamika:
You’re Antonia, aren’t you?

Antonia:
Oh, I’m terribly sorry!  We must have been introduced before and I’ve forgotten you.

Tamika:
No, we’ve never met.

Antonia:
But you can still remember my name!  That’s the sort of memory I’d like to have.

Toby:

I’m Toby, and this is Tamika.

Antonia:
So I must be Antonia.  I’m very pleased to meet the three of you.

Tamika:
The policeman said that we must come and see you.  We’re visitors here.

Antonia:
Do you know?  I was making a dish for the King, but it’s gone out of my mind what it is.

Tamika:
You were saying something about macaroni when we arrived.

Antonia:
That’s it.   Macaroni cheese.  But I didn’t remember to buy all of the ingredients.

Tamika:
What did you forget? 

Antonia:
The cheese.

Tamika:
How about the macaroni?

Antonia:
And the macaroni.

Toby:

What about the milk and flour? 

Antonia:
Yes, milk and flour!  I’ve definitely forgotten those.

ANTONIA PICKS UP THREE WOODEN SPOONS AND STARTS TO JUGGLE WITH THEM.

Antonia:
I’m supposed to juggle these spoons as I prepare a meal.  It’s a law of the country.  And the ingredients as well.  But if nobody’s watching, I sometimes give the juggling a miss.

Tamika:
That’s alright.  If you don’t juggle we won’t tell anyone.

ANTONIA STOPS JUGGLING THE SPOONS.

Antonia:
Thank you, Antonia.  You’re very kind.

Tamika:
You’re Antonia.  I’m Tamika.

Antonia:
Yes, you’re right of course.  (SADLY)  I even forget my own name sometimes.

Tamika:
Would you like us to get the ingredients for you?

Antonia:
That would be helpful!  

Tamika:
We don’t have any money.

Antonia:
But you’ve got juggling balls?

Toby:

Of course.

Antonia:
That’s all you’ll need.

Tamika:
We’ll be right back.

TAMIKA AND TOBY EXIT.

SCENE SIX

OUTSIDE A SHOP.  TOBY AND TAMIKA ENTER.

Tamika:
She has got a bad memory, hasn’t she?

Toby:

Who has?

Tamika:
You’d better be joking, Toby.

THEY ENCOUNTER JAMES AND JENNY WHO ARE DRESSED AS CLOWNS, JUGGLING TOGETHER.  THEY SPEAK IN TIME WITH THE RHYTHM OF THEIR JUGGLING.

James:

Woe!

Jenny:

Woe, alas!

James:

Woe, alas, it’s a calamity!

Jenny:

Woe, alas, it’s a calamity.  And a disaster!

Tamika:
What is?  What’s a calamity?

James:

It’s a calamity and a disaster.  And a tragedy!

Jenny:

It’s a calamity and a disaster and a tragedy and a nightmare.  
James:

It’s a calamity and a disaster and a tragedy and a nightmare.  And a very unfortunate thing indeed!

Toby:

Tamika, I’m beginning to lose my patience.

Tamika:
What’s happened?  What’s happened?

James:

The King’s funeral will be taking place tomorrow morning!  Prepare yourselves to grieve!

Jenny:

Prepare yourselves to grieve.  And prepare yourselves to mourn!

James:

Prepare yourselves to grieve and prepare yourselves to mourn.  And prepare yourselves to look rather upset.

Tamika:
So the King is dead?

James:

The King dead?  Who said that?

Tamika:
No, I was asking – is the King dead?

James:

Not as far as I know.  Is he, Juggler Jenny?

Jenny:

Not to my knowledge, Juggler James.

Toby:

But he’s very ill?

James:

The King, ill?  Is he, Juggler Jenny?

Jenny:

The King’s doctor says he’s very ill.  Doesn’t he, Juggler James?

James:

But, that’s what he always says.

Toby:

Listen, I may be big, bald and ugly.  But can you answer me and not each other when I ask a question?  If you don’t mind.

James:

I don’t mind.  Do you, Juggler Jenny?

Jenny:

Not at all, Juggler James.

Toby:

Otherwise I might lose my temper.

Tamika:
(TO TOBY)  What a couple of barm-pots!  (TO JENNY AND JAMES)  So, the King’s doctor says he’s very ill?

James:

That’s right.  He said that last week.  And the week before that.

Jenny:

And the week before that.

James:

And two weeks before that.

Jenny:

And the week after that.

Toby:

So he’s said it every week.

James:

Yes, he’s said it every week.  And every week before that, now I come to think of it.

Jenny:

And every week we have to announce the funeral.

James:

And every week before that.  

Jenny:

And every week the King recovers.

James:

And every week after that.

THIS IS TOO MUCH FOR TOBY.  HE GRABS JAMES BY THE SCRUFF OF THE NECK AND SHOUTS AT HIM.

Toby:

SHUT UP!  WILL YOU SHUT UP!

Tamika:
Toby, control your temper!

TOBY LETS GO OF JAMES.  JAMES LOOKS HURT AND STANDS SILENTLY.  HE BEGINS TO JUGGLE.

Jenny:

You’ve hurt his feelings now.

Toby:

I’m sorry, but he was driving me absolutely bananas.  

Tamika:
So what will happen if the King recovers.

Jenny:

We’ll have a celebration instead of a funeral, of course.

JAMES AND JENNY START JUGGLING WITH EACH OTHER.

James:

Woe!

Jenny:

Woe, alas!

James:

Woe, alas, it’s a calamity!

Jenny:

Woe, alas, it’s a calamity.  And a disaster!

Toby:

(TO TAMIKA)  Come on.  We’ll never get any sense out of these two.  

TAMIKA AND TOBY WALK AWAY.

Tamika:
Typical daft adults.

Toby:

What is this about adults being daft?  I’m an adult.  Am I daft? 

Tamika:
You are a bit actually, Tobermory.  Here’s the shop.

Toby:

Hey! – who said you could call me Tobermory?

SCENE SEVEN

TAMIKA AND TOBY GO INTO THE SHOP.

Toby:

We’d like to buy some macaroni.

THE SHOP OWNER PUTS A PACKET OF MACARONI ON THE COUNTER.

Shop Owner:
That’s fifty catches, please.

Toby:

Fifty catches?  What are you on about?

Tamika:
We’re visitors, you see.

THE SHOP OWNER STARTS JUGGLING, COUNTING OUT LOUD AS HE CATCHES EACH BALL.  HE STOPS AT TWENTY.

Shop Owner:
It means you do that fifty times.  

Tamika:
You have to juggle and make fifty catches for a packet of macaroni.

Shop Owner:
Plus the twenty catches I’ve just done makes seventy catches all together.

Toby:

What d’you mean the twenty catches you’ve just done?  What’s that got to do with it?

Shop Owner:
I’m not going to stand in my own shop and juggle for nothing.  I’ve got a business to run here.

Tamika:
It doesn’t matter, Toby.  It’s only juggling!

Shop Owner:
What did you say?  I could have you both arrested and charged with high treason for a remark like that.

Tamika:
I’m sorry, it just slipped out.

Shop Owner:
Then you should have caught it before it landed.  You’ll never learn to juggle balls if you can’t catch a simple comment like that.

Tamika:
Anyway, we want the macaroni, some milk, flour and cheese, please.

THE SHOP OWNER PUTS THE ITEMS ON THE COUNTER.

Shop Owner:
That’s one hundred and forty five catches all together, please.

Toby:

One hundred and forty five catches!  This place is expensive!

Tamika:
D’you sell ackee and saltfish?

Toby:

What would these people want with ackee and saltfish?

THE SHOP OWNER PUTS THE ACKEE AND SALTFISH ON THE COUNTER.

Shop Owner:
Ackee and Saltfish.  That will be two hundred and fifty catches all told.

Tamika:
You see!  I want to get it as a present for Antonia.

TOBY STARTS JUGGLING, COUNTING QUIETLY AS HE DOES SO.

Tamika:
This is a brilliant system.  No money.  Juggling for everything.  I love it!

Shop Owner:
You may think so.  But it’s not so brilliant if you’re old and you have difficulty seeing your balls.  The other day I had a man in here juggling all morning for a loaf of bread and half a dozen eggs.

Tamika:
Juggling all morning?  

Shop Owner:
And then he dropped all the eggs on the way out.

Tamika:
That’s terrible.

Shop Owner:
He should never really have bought half a dozen.  It’s a lot for an old man to juggle.  Three would have been quite enough.
Tamika:
You mean he was juggling the eggs when he left your shop?

Shop Owner:
Naturally.  It’s against the law not to.  And inflation’s awful these days.  I have to keep telling my customers to throw their balls higher and higher.  It’s the only way I can make ends meet.

Tamika:
So, inflation means that people have to throw their balls higher?

Shop Owner:
Either that or they can use bigger juggling balls.  It amounts to the same thing really.

Toby:

Hold on a second.  What difference does it make to you how high somebody throws a few balls in your shop?

Shop Owner:
Was that two hundred and fifty catches you made just now, sir?

Toby:

Weren’t you counting?  

Shop Owner:
Of course not.  You have to pay extra for that service.  Would you like a bag?

Tamika:
Yes, please.

THE SHOP OWNER PUTS EVERYTHING INTO A BAG.

Shop Owner:
That’s five catches, please.

TOBY BEGINS JUGGLING AGAIN.

Toby:

One, two, three, four, five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten!  There, you can keep the change.

Shop Owner:
That’s extremely kind of you, sir.  And a very good afternoon to you both.

Tamika:
Thank you!  Come on, Toby.  I’m beginning to feel a bit hungry.  I hope Antonia will be able to spare some macaroni cheese.

TOBY AND TAMIKA EXIT.

SCENE EIGHT

ANTONIA’S KITCHEN.  ANTONIA ENTERS SINGING A SONG: “POTATO CHIP”.

Antonia:
I think your lips, are kinda like potato chips




Taste so good in my mouth and I never can eat just one




You are such a hot tomato, let’s make a salad




Let’s fall in love, or put ya on the stove




Make a little sauce to cover my spaghetti-o




You are like chicken with gravy 




With your smile so bright and your hair so wavy




You fill my plate, baby that’s for sure

TOBY AND TAMKIA HAVE ENTERED.

Antonia:
Oh hello, you’ve come to visit me again.  That’s nice.

Tamika:
We managed to buy the ingredients.

Antonia:
What for?

Tamika:
Don’t you remember?  You were going to cook macaroni cheese for the King.

Antonia:
Oh yes.

ANTONIA TAKES THE INGREDIENTS FROM TAMIKA.

Antonia:
What’s this?

Tamika:
Ackee and saltfish.  I’ll tell you about it when you’ve made the macaroni cheese.

Antonia:
Alright then.

ANTONIA GOES OFFSTAGE WITH THE INGREDIENTS AND RETURNS IMMEDIATELY WITH A BIG BOWL OF STEAMING MACARONI CHEESE.

Antonia:
Would you like to try some before I give it to the King?

Tamika:
Gosh, that was quick.

Toby:

How did you do that?

Antonia:
When I cook, I only add the ingredients at the very last moment.  I find it much faster that way.
Tamika:
I see.

Antonia:
And sometimes I don’t add any ingredients at all which is even faster.  But the food can be very tasteless like that.  Try a spoonful.

Tamika:
(EATING)  This is very good!

Toby:

We heard the King was ill.  And that his funeral is tomorrow.

Antonia:
That’s right.

Toby:

(HUNGRILY)  Will he be able to eat his macaroni cheese?

Antonia:
I should think so.  Wouldn’t you?

ANTONIA RINGS A BELL.  THE KING’S SERVANT DOMINIC ARRIVES, AND ANTONIA PASSES HIM A PLATE OF MACARONI CHEESE.  DOMINIC GOES OUT WITH THE DISH.

Tamika:
D’you think we’ll meet the King?

Antonia:
I doubt it, dear.  The only time he comes in here is to tell me off for cooking the same meal two days in a row.

THERE IS A PAUSE.

Toby:

What did you cook yesterday?

THE KING STRIDES INTO THE KITCHEN HOLDING HIS PLATE OF MACARONI CHEESE IN FRONT OF HIM.  HE IS FOLLOWED BY DOMINIC, HOLDING THE KING’S CROWN WHICH HAS JUGGLING BALLS ATTACHED TO IT.  THE KING IS FURIOUS.

King:

A-N-T-O-N-I-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-!




What have I told you about serving the same meal two days running?  Mmmm?  Mmmm?  Mmmm?

Antonia:
You – err – told me to – err – always feed you – I mean never serve you… (IN A RUSH TO GET OUT THE SENTENCE) …to-never-serve-you-a-different-meal-two-days-running-on-the-same-evening.  Your majesty.

King:

That’s right.  The King should never be served the same meal two days running.

Dominic:
Balls, your majesty!

King:

The King should have a different meal every day!

Dominic:
Balls, your majesty!

King:

Especially as it could be his last meal.

Dominic:
Absolute balls, your majesty!

Tamika:
(TO TOBY)  Why does he keep saying “balls”?  It’s very rude!

Toby:

(TO TAMIKA)  It must mean he agrees.  Balls has got to be the right thing to say in this country.  (TO THE KING)  I’ll have that, if you don’t want it.

THE KING GIVES TOBY THE MACARONI CHEESE.  TOBY STARTS EATING IT.

King:

This is macaroni cheese.  Yesterday, you served me macaroni cheese.  How many days running have I had macaroni cheese, Dominic?  If the answer’s two, you’re going straight to prison, Antonia.

DOMINIC LOOKS AT THE KING AND THEN AT ANTONIA.

King:

(IMPATIENT)  How many days running have I had macaroni cheese, Dominic?  

Dominic:
One day running, your majesty.

King:

One day running?

Dominic:
And one day walking.

King:

Are you sure it’s not two days running?

Dominic:
Yesterday you went walking.  And this morning you went running.

King:

That’s right.  And tomorrow, I will go sailing.

Toby:

(WITH HIS MOUTH HALF FULL)  I thought you were being buried tomorrow.

King:

Who is this insolent man?

Tamika:
His name is Juggler Toby, and my name is Tamika, your majesty.  We’re visitors to your country.

King:

You have eyes like shiny new juggling balls, young lady.

Antonia:
(WHISPERS TO TAMIKA)  Say thank you!  It’s a compliment.

Tamika:
Thank you, your majesty.


King:

(TO TOBY)  And your head is as smooth as a juggling ball.

Antonia:
(WHISPERS TO TOBY)  That’s a compliment too.

Toby:

Thank you very much, your majesty.  And you have about as much brain power as a juggling ball.

King:

Why, thank you!  That’s the nicest thing anybody’s said to me all day!  So you’re visitors to my kingdom.  (TO TAMIKA)  How good’s his juggling?

Tamika:
It’s ace, your majesty.

THE KING LOOKS PUZZLED.

Toby:

That means it’s very good.

King:

In that case, you shall perform at the Royal Juggling gala tonight.

Toby:

If you insist.

THE KING LOOKS PUZZLED AGAIN.

Tamika:
Where we come from, that means thank you very much, your majesty.

King:

You shall have balls specially made by my Royal Juggle Maker, Hugo.  Dominic will take you there.

THE KING EXITS.

Tamika:
Are you alright, Antonia?

Antonia:
That’s the problem with having such a bad memory, you see.  If I cook the same dish twice in a row, I might be thrown into prison.

Toby:

Don’t worry.  We’ll think of something to help you.

DOMINIC GOES OFF FOLLOWED BY TOBY AND TAMIKA.  ANTONIA EXITS SEPARATELY.

SCENE NINE

HUGO’S WORKSHOP.

DOMINIC, TAMIKA AND TOBY ENTER.  THEY PASS CHERYL, DRESSED IN A CRIMSON DRESS, ON HER WAY OUT.

Dominic:
Good afternoon, Juggler Cheryl.

Cheryl:
Good afternoon, Juggler Dominic.

Dominic:
(TO TAMIKA AND TOBY)  The King’s official juggler.  

DOMINIC EXITS.

Tamika:
Wow!  Toby’s going to be performing at the Royal Gala, aren’t you Toby?  He’s an amazing juggler.

Cheryl:
Really?  I’d love to see a little preview, if you’ll allow me.

TOBY STARTS TO JUGGLE AND PERFORMS A FEW TRICKS.

Cheryl: 
(TO THE AUDIENCE)  He is good.  Very good, in fact.  Too good, perhaps.  (TO TOBY)  You must practise several hours every day.

TOBY STOPS JUGGLING.

Toby:

Some days.  But it’s really just a hobby.

Tamika:
Juggling?  Just a hobby?

Toby:

Yes, I don’t take it too seriously.  

Cheryl:
You don’t take it too seriously.  Thank you for telling me that, Juggler Toby.  Thank you ever so much!
CHERYL GOES OFF LAUGHING TO HERSELF.

Tamika:
Toby, I don’t like her one bit.  Not one bit.

Toby:

Oh, Tamika!

Tamika:
She scares me.

Toby:

Don’t be ridiculous.

Tamika:
She does, Toby!  I can tell when an adult’s up to no good.

HUGO ENTERS.  HE IS EXTREMELY ELDERLY, WITH A HUNCHED BACK AND AN EXPRESSION OF GREAT SERIOUSNESS.

Hugo:

What have we here?  What have we here?

Tamika:
Hello, we were sent by –

Hugo:

(INTERRUPTING)  Sent by the King, no doubt.

Tamika:
Yes, and we’re –

Hugo:

(INTERRUPTING)  You’re visitors here, I imagine.

Tamika:
That’s right –

Hugo:

(INTERRUPTING)  And you’d like me to make you some juggling balls, and tell you something of the history of this strange land.

Tamika:
Gosh, you’ve got very good –

Hugo:

(INTERRUPTING)  Anticipation, I know.  When you’re as old and world-weary as me, nothing comes as a surprise.  And on the occasions that something does come as a surprise, then the surprise usually comes to nothing.  Which some would say is not unexpected.

Toby:

What will you make the juggling balls from?

Hugo:

I shall make them from bird seed and balloons.  Do be seated.

TOBY AND TAMIKA SIT DOWN.  HUGO EXPERTLY BEGINS TO MAKE JUGGLING BALLS FROM BIRD SEED AND BALLOONS.

Hugo:

If at any point you have any questions, please do not ask them.  They’ll be too tiresome for me to answer.




My name is Hugo.  Not Juggler Hugo; just Hugo.  As a child, my parents were horrified to find that I could not catch.  They knew that when I went to school, I’d be unable to juggle.  And sure enough, when I began to learn I was a truly hopeless case.  I tried practising in bed at night, I tried juggling under water, I even stuck glue to my hands and tried juggling.  Nothing worked.  It became clear that I would never be called Juggler Hugo.  Just Hugo.




My punishment for failing to master the art of juggling was to spend my every waking hour making juggling balls.  I threw myself into my occupation and it quickly became my livelihood.  At last I could be good at something.  I became so expert, that I rose to the position of the King’s Official Juggle Maker.  For fifty years I’ve made the juggling balls used throughout this land.

Toby:

But we saw juggling balls – 

Hugo:

(INTERRUPTING)  Growing on trees when you arrived.  Well, let me tell you that those juggling balls did not grow there.  They were put on the trees by me.  And at my advanced age, climbing trees and attaching juggling balls can be an extremely tiresome occupation.  Please do not interrupt again.




I decided to explore the history of this land to see if there had ever been anybody else who could not juggle.  And this is what I discovered.

AS HUGO TELLS THE HISTORY OF THE LAND OF THE JUGGLERS, ITS DRAMATIC ELEMENTS ARE PERFORMED AS A DANCE BY THE OTHER TWO MEMBERS OF THE COMPANY.  THERE IS MUSIC.

Hugo:

Many years ago, most of the people in this land used to juggle.  But some of the people used to jump.  It was known as the Land of the Jugglers and Jumpers.




And in the Land of the Jugglers and Jumpers, there were two main cities.  The Jiggle on the Joggle, so called because a town called Jiggle had been build on Lake Joggle.  And the Bimper and Bomper, so called because two towns called Bimper and Bomper joined together to become one city.




For a long time, there was happiness and harmony in the Land of the Jugglers and the Jumpers.  Both jugglers and jumpers used to live in the Jiggle on the Joggle, and both jumpers and jugglers lived in the Bimper and Bomper.




And so the story goes that a young boy was growing up in the Jiggle on the Joggle who was an incredible Juggler.  By the time he became an adult it was agreed by everybody that his equal had never been seen before.  He was known as the Juggle of the Jiggle on the Joggle.  It is said that he was able to juggle ten balls at once, whilst hanging his socks on the washing line.




At the same time, a young girl grew up in the Bimper and Bomper, who was an unbelievable Jumper.  When she was twenty years old, it was agreed by all that such a jumper had never been seen before.  She was called the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper, and it is believed that she could jump over a family of giraffes immediately after eating her Sunday lunch.




But along with these two and their fantastic feats came arguments as to which was the most amazing.  Some people were more awestruck by the Juggle of the Jiggle on the Joggle, while others were most dumbstruck by the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper.




Finally, it was agreed to have a competition between the two and the winner would  become King or Queen of the country.




A date was set, and the people were jumping and juggling with excitement until the day came.  But when the Juggle of the Jiggle on the Joggle and the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper arrived for the competition, they surprised everybody.  




“You can’t compare juggling and jumping said the Juggle of the Jiggle on the Joggle.  And to his relief, nobody disagreed.




“You can’t have a competition between a jumper and a juggler” laughed the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper.  And to her surprise everybody called out “Hear hear” and clapped.




“You can’t make one of us King or Queen and not the other” said the Juggle of the Jiggle on the Joggle.




“We want to get married and be King and Queen together” said the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper.  And all the people cheered and stamped and shouted with approval.




You can well imagine the magnificence of the wedding, the popularity of the new King and Queen, and the happiness of the people.  But here, I’m afraid, the story takes a sad turn.  Within months of the marriage, the new Queen contracted a strange and incurable disease.  The doctors were baffled.  They did everything they could for the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper, but, in the end, they were unable to save her life.




After her death, the people of the Land of Juggler and Jumpers built a huge monument for the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper.  But the King ordered it to be knocked down.




“I am so sad, that I want nothing to remind me of the woman I loved” he said.




But everywhere the King went he saw people jumping.  This made him think of the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper, so he called his courtiers and said:




“As I cannot go out without being reminded of her, I will stay indoors.”



But still the King could not forget his wife, for whenever he looked out of the window, there were people jumping.




It is said that it was his grief and sadness that made the King go mad, and in his madness he made a terrible decision.  He passed a law banning his people from ever jumping again.  From this time on the country was to be called the Land of the Jugglers.




All the people who had been jumpers were made to learn how to juggle.  Of course the jumpers were up in arms, and complained bitterly saying how much they hated juggling.  So the King passed another law making it illegal to say anything bad about juggling, and this law still stands today.




Like myself there were many people who could not juggle.  These people were all thrown into prison.




And in his craziness, the King made it against the law to teach jumping in school.  It would even be an offence to talk about jumping.  Anybody who mentioned that word would be locked up.




Naturally, staying in his palace and passing such laws did not help the King.  Many years later he died, a bitter and broken man.

THE TWO ACTORS WHO PERFOMED THE DANCE GO OFF.

Hugo:

Lots of people realise that the King was not well when he passed the laws against jumping; laws which are still enforced today.  They say that we should once again become the Land of the Jugglers and Jumpers.  And that we should rebuild the monument to the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper.  Our King, who is the great grandson of the Juggle of the Jiggle on the Joggle has said that he would like to do away with the laws against jumping and allow everything to return to how it once was.

Tamika:
Then, why doesn’t he?  Why doesn’t he let the people jump again?

Hugo:

I’ve let you ask that one question, because it is an important question.  I’m glad that you have asked it.  Secretly, I know that I’m descended from the Jumpers, and that this is the reason that I could never Juggle.  And there are many people like me who can’t juggle.  And they’re all pretending that they can, and are living in fear that they might be found out.
Toby:

So, why doesn’t the King allow people to jump again?

Hugo:

The King can only pass laws when he is well enough to do so.  And ever since he decided that he would like to bring back jumping, his doctor has said that he is very ill.  So ill in fact, that a funeral is arranged for him every week.

Toby:

So, who makes the decisions and passes the laws?

Hugo:

All the decisions and laws are passed by the King’s Juggler, Juggler Cheryl.  And she is very against the idea of jumping and scared that it will one day become as important as juggling.  In fact, she is the most likely person to throw you in prison if you say anything bad about juggling at all.  If she knew that I have told you the history of this land, then I too would be in grave trouble.

HUGO GIVES TOBY HIS NEW JUGGLING BALLS. 

Hugo:

Please do not feel that you have to thank me.  In any case, I would find it very tiresome.  I will leave without saying goodbye.  In my advanced aged I have realised that a great deal of time is wasted saying hello and goodbye.

HUGO LEAVES.  TOBY LOOKS AT HIS JUGGLING BALLS.

Toby:

He really has made them from bird seed and balloons.

Tamika:
Toby, we’ve got to do something. 

Toby:

Look, Tamika.

Tamika:
Not now!  Didn’t you hear me?  We’ve got to do something.

Toby:

About what?

Tamika:
Weren’t you listening to Hugo, or what?  You saw the King.  He’s not ill.  But his doctor says he is.

TOBY STARTS TO JUGGLE WITH THE NEW BALLS.

Toby:

So?

Tamika:
So the King isn’t allowed to pass any laws.  Like allowing people to jump again.  The whole country’s being run by Juggler Cheryl.

Toby:

But what can we do?

Tamika:
Look Toby, there’s people being put in prison for saying the wrong things.

Toby:

We can’t change the world, Tamika.

Tamika:
Aren’t you going to try and help me?  (PAUSE)  You’re just not interested because you don’t think it could happen to you.

THE POLICEMAN ARRIVES.

Policeman: 
Would you mind putting your juggling balls down for a moment, sir?

Toby:

(CROSSLY)  Oh, what do you want?

THE POLICEMAN TAKES SOME HANDCUFFS FROM HIS POCKETS.  TOBY HOLDS UP HIS JUGGLING BALLS. 

Toby:

If  you’ve come to inspect them, they’re brand new.

Policeman:
Hold your hands out in front of you, sir.  I have a warrant for your arrest.

Toby:

You must be off your trolley!

Policeman:
You are charged with slander and treachery.  Now, put your hands in these cuffs if you please, sir.

Toby:

I am what!

Policeman:
I will remind you that it is against the law to say anything that might tarnish the noble name of juggling.  (BEAT)  There is one exception to this rule.  First thing on a Monday morning when the alarm clock goes off, you’re allowed to say anything you want.  

Toby:

So what have I said that’s wrong?

Policeman:
(READING FROM A NOTEBOOK)  “Juggling is just a hobby.  I don’t take it all that seriously.”  Do you recognise this statement?

Toby:

I may have said something similar.  But I only meant that – 

Policeman:
(INTERRUPTING)  Give me your hands!  Hands!

THE POLICEMAN PUTS TOBY’S HANDS INTO THE HANDCUFFS AND SNAPS THEM SHUT.

Tamika:
Oh, Toby!  Now look what you’ve done!

Policeman:
I will explain your rights.  While your hands are in these handcuffs, you are not obliged to juggle.  But you may now continue to juggle if you wish.

Toby:

I can’t juggle with handcuffs on!  Don’t be so idiotic!

Tamika:
(TO TOBY)  You’ll only make things worse.

Policeman:
And you, young lady, should prepare to return to the country you came from.

Tamika:
And what will happen to Toby?

Policeman:
Juggler Toby will go to prison, and await the decision of the King.

Tamika:
But what if the King isn’t allowed to make any decisions?

Policeman:
Please step aside.

THE POLICEMAN GOES OFF TAKING TOBY WITH HIM.  TAMIKA IS LEFT ALONE.  SHE PICKS UP TOBY’S NEW JUGGLING BALLS WHICH HAVE BEEN LEFT IN THE CONFUSION.  SLOWLY, THE LIGHTING AND SCENERY CHANGE AROUND HER.  SHE IS BACK IN LONDON.

Tamika:
What’s happening?  Where am I?

TAMIKA SEES A STREET SIGN.  SHE APPEARS SOMEWHAT DAZED AND CONFUSED.

Tamika:
(READING)  Whistlethread Street.  That’s where my dad lives.  Could I really have been day dreaming?  I suppose I should see my dad, then.  But what about Antonia.  I can’t have imagined her.  The policeman and the King?  Juggler James and Juggler Jenny?  And the man in the shop?  Maybe I imagined them all.

SHE NOTICES THAT SHE IS STILL HOLDING THE JUGGLING BALLS.

Tamika:
Toby!  I’ve got to get back to the land of the jugglers and help Toby!  But how am I going to do that?

INTERVAL (IF THERE IS ONE).

SCENE TEN

LONDON STREET.

TAMIKA IS WHERE WE LEFT HER.

Tamika:
(NEXT SENTENCE ONLY IF THERE HAS BEEN AN INTERVAL)  Now while you lot have all been stuffing your faces with ice-creams, I’ve been doing some thinking.  




The only way I can get back to the Land of the Jugglers is by juggling.  But I’ve never done it.  You’ve all got to help me.  You’ve got to concentrate really hard.  Imagine me juggling.  When I say “Go”, start concentrating.  And all shout: “Juggle Tamika, Juggle!”

TAMIKA GETS READY TO START JUGGLING.

Tamika:
What did Toby say?  “Don’t worry about the catching, worry about the throwing.”  (TO THE AUDIENCE)  Are you ready?  What are you going to shout when I say “Go”?
TAMIKA AD LIBS UNTIL SHE IS HAPPY WITH THE AUDIENCE’S RESPONSE.

Tamika:
Don’t forget to concentrate very hard as well.  Otherwise it’ll never work.  Okay, on your marks, get set, go!

Audience:
Juggle Tamika, Juggle!

Tamika:
Again!

Audience:
Juggle Tamika, Juggle!

AFTER ONE OR TWO FALSE STARTS, TAMIKA MANAGES TO JUGGLE.  THE LIGHTING AND SCENERY CHANGE AROUND HER.  TAMIKA IS BACK IN THE LAND OF THE JUGGLERS.

SCENE ELEVEN

OUTSIDE THE PRISON.

Tamika:
That’s it.  I’m back.  (TO THE AUDIENCE)  Thank you.  You were all brilliant!

TAMIKA INSPECTS THE OUTSIDE OF THE PRISON.

Tamika:
Wow – what a creepy building.  It’s a prison.  This must be where Toby is.

TAMIKA GOES INSIDE THE PRISON.  IT IS DARK AND THERE IS THE SOUND OF WATER SLOWLY DRIPPING.  THE ACOUSTICS ARE ECHOEY.  THE PRISONER IS UNSEEN.

Tamika:
I can’t even see my feet.  Let alone where I’m going.

Prisoner:
That’s just as well!

Tamika:
(STARTLED)  Oh, I didn’t see you.  (PAUSE)  What did you say?

Prisoner:
Not very much.  But I was going to say that you don’t really want to see where you’re going in this place.  The chances are that even now you’ve got your head stuck in a huge spider’s cobweb.

Tamika:
I don’t think I want to know, thank you.

Prisoner:
That’s what I just said.  (SLIGHT PAUSE)  Or worse still, you might have just trodden on a dead bat, which is decomposing and riddled with crawling maggots.

Tamika:
Ooh!  Are there many dead bats here?

Prisoner:
Plenty.  They can’t take the smell of the blood, you see.

TAMIKA SHIVERS.

Tamika:
I’ve come to visit my friend, Toby.  Do you know where I might find him?

Prisoner:
With all the other prisoners, I expect.  I’m on my own.  It’s a special privilege you get when you’ve been locked up in here for fifty years.

Tamika:
I see.  How would I get to the other prisoners?

Prisoner:
You’d go down this corridor until you come to a large steel gate with twenty padlocks on.  Open all the padlocks and then the gate and you’ll see a door with an electric current of 50,000 volts running through it.  Go through the door, past the armed guards who’ll shoot at you with automatic rifles, and then you’ll come to the other prisoners.

Tamika:
I could never do all that!

Prisoner:
I didn’t think you could.  But you did ask me how to get to other prisoners.

Tamika:
Isn’t there an easier way of visiting them?

Prisoner:
I’m afraid not.

Tamika:
What happens to the prisoners here?

Prisoner:
On a good day, they get beaten with irons chains until the pain becomes so bad that they fall down unconscious.

Tamika:
That’s a good day?

Prisoner:
On a bad day, Juggler Cheryl pays them a visit.

Tamika:
Well that can’t be so awful.  What does she do?

Prisoner:
If she’s in a good mood, she goes up to prisoners and chops their arms and legs off with a butcher’s knife.  She then juggles the limbs right in front of them, occasionally throwing them a leg or an arm to catch, which of course they can’t do, as they don’t have any hands to catch them with.

Tamika:
Uuggh!  That’s made me feel ill! 

Prisoner:
Not as ill as it makes them feel.  If she’s in a bad mood, she slowly sores three prisoners’ heads off and juggles them, catching each head by the hair.

Tamika:
She wouldn’t be able to do that with Toby.  He’s as bald as a melon.

Prisoner:
That wouldn’t stop her trying.

Tamika:
Please, tell me how I can help my friend.

Prisoner:
Start learning magic.

Tamika:
(SARCASTIC)  Thanks, I’ll think about that.

TAMIKA STARTS TO MAKE HER WAY OUT.
Prisoner:
Another way is to talk to people in high places.  If you know anyone like that.

Tamika:
I only know the King’s cook.

Prisoner:
Well start with her.

Tamika:
Thank you.

TAMIKA CONTINUES ON HER WAY.

Prisoner:
And take care not to slip on any mouldy skulls as you go out.

TAMIKA EXITS.

SCENE TWELVE

ANTONIA ENTERS CARRYING A SAUCEPAN AND SINGING.

Antonia:
You are like chicken with gravy




With your smile so bright and your hair so wavy




You fill my plate, baby that’s for sure.

TAMIKA RUNS IN.

Tamika:
Antonia, Toby’s been arrested and thrown into prison.

Antonia:
Toby, arrested!  That’s dreadful!  Who’s Toby?

Tamika:
He said something about not taking juggling seriously in front of Juggler Cheryl.  And I met a man who told me the terrible things that happen to prisoners.

Antonia:
My poor darling.  We’ll find something we can do, don’t you worry.
Tamika:
We’ve got to talk to the King.

Antonia:
Alright, but first he’ll need something delicious to put him in the right frame of mind.  I was just about to cook macaroni cheese!

Tamika:
No, you can’t do that!  He’s had macaroni cheese two days running.  You’ll end up in prison with Toby if you make that.

Antonia:
I need a really fresh and original dish.  He’s had all my recipes hundreds of times.

Tamika:
Well, make the ackee and saltfish Toby bought!
Antonia:
Let me get them.

ANTONIA GOES OFFSTAGE.

Tamika:
I hope I can remember how to do it.

ANTONIA RETURNS WITH THE ACKEE AND SALTFISH.

Tamika:
Now, if the ackee is fresh, you have to boil it for ten minutes.

ANTONIA LOOKS AT THE TIN OF ACKEE.

Antonia:
It’s in a tin.

Tamika:
Okay.  Soak the saltfish for a bit.  Then fry some onions.  Season them – pepper, herbs, anything you’ve got.

Antonia:
Yes.

Tamika:
And add the ackee and the saltfish.  That’s it.

Antonia:
Right, that should be done now.

ANTONIA GOES OFFSTAGE AND RETURNS WITH A COOKED DISH.

Antonia:
It looks very good.  Do you want to check that it tastes alright?

Tamika:
No, I can’t stand ackee and saltfish!

ANTONIA RINGS THE BELL.  DOMINIC ARRIVES AND ANTONIA PASSES HIM THE DISH.  DOMINIC GOES OUT.

Antonia:
I hope he likes it.

Tamika:
Will he come and tell you if he does?

Antonia:
I don’t think so dear.  Only if he thinks it’s absolutely wonderful.

THE KING STRIDES IN HOLDING HIS PLATE IN FRONT OF HIM.  HE IS FOLLOWED BY DOMINIC, WHO IS HOLDING THE KING’S CROWN.

King:

Juggler Antonia!  This is absolutely wonderful!  My highest compliments.  What is it!

Antonia:
It’s called Ackfish and Saltee your majesty.

Tamika:
(TO ANTONIA)  Ackee and saltfish!

Antonia:
That’s right, ackee and saltfish.

King:

Dominic, you must try this.  It’s incredible!

DOMINIC TASTES THE DISH AND PULLS A FACE TO THE AUDIENCE.

King:

Isn’t it the most delicious dish ever concocted?

Dominic:
Your majesty is – as usual – talking absolute balls!

King:

(TO TAMIKA)  Hello again, young lady.  Where’s your friend, that charming man who said I had as much brain power as a juggling ball.  I’ve been telling everyone about that compliment!

Tamika:
He’s in prison, your majesty.

King:

Prison!

Tamika:
And he’s completely innocent.

King:

I should think he is!  We must get him out at once.  Who on earth put him there?

Tamika:
Juggler Cheryl.

King:

Oh.  There must be a good reason, then.  

Tamika:
Can’t you do anything for him?

King:

Unfortunately, I’m extremely ill – aren’t I Dominic?

Dominic:
Balls, your majesty.

King:

And this means I’m not allowed to make any decisions.  Like having a prisoner released.

Tamika:
You seem quite healthy.  Why don’t you get another doctor to look at you?

King:

I couldn’t do that.  

Tamika:
Why not?

King:

Not without my doctor’s say so.

Dominic:
But your majesty – your doctor is hardly going to advise you to get a second opinion!

King:

That’s your opinion.

Dominic:
Yes, and it’s also my opinion that you should get a second opinion.
King:

I could get another three doctors to give me another three opinions.  That’s a much better juggling number.

Tamika:
What about two?  Unless something is done soon, I’m afraid it will be too late.

King:

I suppose you can just about juggle with two.  Dominic, go and fetch two doctors.  Immediately!

DOMINIC BOWS TO THE KING AND LEAVES.

King: 

It’s funny that you should suggest this.  Because after twenty years of being told by my doctor that I hadn’t got more than a week to live, it did recently occur to me that I might see someone else.

DOMINIC RETURNS WITH THE 1st DOCTOR WHO BOWS AND HANDS THE KING SOME JUGGLING BALLS.

1st Doctor:
Right, your majesty.  If you could juggle these fifty times for me.

THE 1st DOCTOR GETS OUT A STOPWATCH.

1st Doctor:
Start now.

THE KING JUGGLES WHILE THE 1st DOCTOR TIMES HIM.

King:

(A LITTLE OUT OF BREATH)  That’s fifty, I think.

THE 1st DOCTOR CHECKS HIS STOPWATCH CAREFULLY.

1st Doctor:
Uh-huh.  That’s absolutely normal.

King:

How strange!  My doctor always tells me that my juggling pulse is dangerously slow.

1st Doctor:
On the contrary.  It’s perfectly alright.

King:

I do feel a bit out of puff.

1st Doctor:
I’d expect that in a man of your age.  You’re in excellent shape!

King:

Thank you.  Send the other doctor in, Dominic.

THE 1st DOCTOR TAKES HIS JUGGLING BALLS, BOWS AND GOES OUT WITH DOMINIC.  DOMINIC RETURNS WITH THE 2nd DOCTOR, WHO IS QUITE OBVIOUSLY THE SAME PERSON AS THE 1st DOCTOR – PERHAPS WITH A SILLY WIG.  THE 2nd DOCTOR BOWS AND GIVES THE KING SOME MORE JUGGLING BALLS.

2nd Doctor:
Juggle these, open wide and say – Juggle.

THE KING STARTS JUGGLING.  WHEN HE SPEAKS, THE 2nd DOCTOR PEERS INTO HIS MOUTH.

King:

(WITH HIS MOUTH OPEN)  Uggle.  

2nd Doctor:
(SHINING A TORCH INTO THE KING’S MOUTH)  Now say Jiggle.

King:

(WITH HIS MOUTH OPEN)  Iggle.  

2nd Doctor:
And Joggle.

King:

(WITH HIS MOUTH OPEN)  Oggle.  

2nd Doctor:
Fine.  You can put them down, now.

THE 2nd DOCTOR PUTS ON HIS STETHESCOPE AND PLACES THE HEAD OVER THE KING’S CHEST.

2nd Doctor:
Breathe deeply and say – Juggle Jiggle Joggle.

King:

Jiggle Juggle Joggle.

2nd Doctor:
No, Juggle Jiggle Joggle.

King:

Juggle Jiggle Joggle.
2nd Doctor:
No problem at all!

King:

That’s strange.  My doctor has always been very concerned by the way I say Juggle Jiggle Joggle.

2nd Doctor:
I don’t know why.  You’re completely fit and healthy.

King:

So, I can make decisions and pass new laws again.

2nd Doctor:
Yes, of course.

King:

Okay, let’s not waste any time.  We’ll go straight to the prison.

THE KING MARCHES OUT, FOLLOWED BY TAMIKA AND DOMINIC.  THE OTHERS EXIT SEPARATELY.
SCENE THIRTEEN

THE PRISON.  

THE PRISON WARDEN STANDS, WHISTLING.  THE KING, TAMIKA AND DOMINIC ENTER.  THE PRISON WARDEN IMMEDIATELY STARTS JUGGLING THREE SETS OF KEYS.

King: 

You can stop juggling your keys.

Warden:
(TO THE OTHERS)  Does he have the authority to say that?

King: 

I’m the king, you fool.

Warden:
That’s all very well – but you’re a sick man.

King:

I’ve just been told I’m fine, now stop arguing or I’ll throw you in prison.

Warden:
I’m already in prison.

King:

Yes, because you work here!  
Warden:
That’s true.

King:

Do you have a prisoner here by the name of Juggler Toby?

THE PRISON WARDEN GETS OUT AN ENORMOUS ROLL OF PAPER, AND STARTS TO SCAN THE NAMES ON IT.

Warden:
When’s his birthday?
King:

Never mind his birthday, just tell me if he’s in here.

THE WARDEN CONTINUES TO SCAN THE LIST OF NAMES.

King:

And be quick about it.

Warden:
There’s two hundred and fifty thousand names here!

King:

What is that list?

Warden:
Well basically, it tells me the names of all the prisoners – with one or two exceptions, where the names have been lost or were never known – 

King:

(SHOUTING)  Cut to the chase!

Warden:
Yeah, all the names of the prisoners who’ve been in this jail in the last five hundred years.

King:

Well, how many have you got in the jail now?

Warden:
Including everybody?

King:

Yes!

Warden:
Eight.  But that includes a Chihuahua.  One of the prisoners has a Chihuahua.  Without her, we’ve got seven.

King:

(IMPATIENT)  Put the list down and tell me if Juggler Toby’s here!

Tamika:
He’s very big, with no hair.

Warden:
Ah yes – he’s not here at the moment.

Tamika:
Where is he?

Warden:
He left his cell about ten minutes ago.

King:

So he was released.  Thank goodness for that!

Warden:
Released?  Not exactly.

King:

Well come on, man.  Be clear!

Warden:
He was… collected.

King:

Collected?  Who by?

Warden:
Juggler Cheryl.

Tamika:
What for?

Warden:
Just a routine bit of torture, I think.

King:

Torture!  Anything else?

Warden:
Yes, now I come to think of it.  She did say that she was going to cut his head off – if she has time.

Tamika:
Oh, Toby!  

King:

Where are they?

Warden:
In the prison grounds.

King:

Well, show me where they are and make it quick!

THE PRISON WARDEN RUNS OFF FOLLOWED BY THE KING, TAMIKA AND DOMINIC.

SCENE FOURTEEN

TOBY IS TIED UP TO A POST.  CHERYL IS IN FRONT OF HIM JUGGLING AN ASSORTMENT OF ARMS AND LEGS.

Cheryl:
Do you know why I don’t like you, Juggler Toby?

Toby:

I’ve got a pretty good idea. 

Cheryl:
I wouldn’t normally admit this.  But since you’ll be ancient history in a few minutes time, I will.  You see, you might just be a better juggler than me.  Not definitely.  But you might.  And that’s a risk I can’t afford to take.

CHERYL STARTS JUGGLING USING ONLY ONE ARM.

Cheryl:
That’s when you’ve got two arms of course.  In a minute, we’ll see how good you are with one.

CHERYL STOPS JUGGLING AND PICKS UP A SAW.

Cheryl: 
But first – 

CHERYL LAUGHS AND STARTS TO SHARPEN THE SAW.

Cheryl:
Quite a thick neck, you’ve got there.

THE KING, DOMINIC AND TAMIKA ENTER IN A RUSH.

Cheryl:
Your majesty!  I was just catching up on my duties as Royal Executioner.

King:

Stop at once!  I’ve reason to believe this man is innocent.

Cheryl:
But he’s publicly besmirched the good name of juggling!

King:

Oh, so what!  I’m going to release him anyway.

Cheryl:
Your majesty isn’t well enough to make decisions like that.

King:

Who are you to tell me when I can and can’t make decisions?  You’re not my doctor!

Cheryl
:
Perhaps not, but I know that only yesterday your doctor pronounced that you’re still gravely ill.

King:

Well, I’ve seen two doctors today, who both said the opposite.

Cheryl:
I see.  But I think you should let your doctor have the final word.  He knows your condition better than anyone.  Shall I fetch him?

King:

Oh, if you must!

Cheryl:
First, while I’ve got this in my hands, I might as well take his right arm off.

King:

That can wait!  Put the saw down and fetch my doctor!  

CHERYL BOWS TO THE KING AND EXITS.

Tamika:
Toby, are you alright?

Toby:

I’ve never felt more myself.  Though I might have felt a little less of myself if you’d left it any longer.

Tamika:
Your majesty, you’re not going to listen to your doctor now, are you?  Not after what the others said today!

King:

I can’t just ignore him.

Tamika:
(TO THE AUDIENCE)  Adults can be so divvy!

King:

What was that?

Tamika:
I was just saying that the weather’s looking a bit iffy.

THE KING’S DOCTOR ARRIVES WEARING A WIG AND WHITE COAT.

Doctor:
Your majesty!  What are you doing outside?  Do you want to make your death come any quicker?

Toby:

You can’t die before your funeral tomorrow morning, your majesty.  It would cause all sorts of problems!

King:

I’m feeling perfectly healthy anyway.

Doctor:
This is the most dangerous thing about your illness!  The fact that you feel alright!  It’s at times like this that we must all redouble our efforts and get you straight into bed.

King:

Well, I suppose that I ought –

Toby:

(INTERRUPTING)  But you’ve been saying that the King is dying for the last twenty years.

Doctor:
Well, errrm…  That shows just how successful we’ve been in keeping the illness under control. 
Dominic:
What a load of balls!

THE KING AND THE DOCTOR TURN AND LOOK AT DOMINIC.

Tamika:
Your majesty, have you ever noticed how much your doctor looks like Juggler Cheryl?

King:

Juggler Cheryl?  I suppose they are about the same height.

Dominic:
And a similar age.

Toby:

With an identical nose and mouth.

Tamika:
And their voices aren’t so different either.

King:

So now you come to mention it – there is a resemblance between the two!  How funny!  (HE LAUGHS)

Toby:

You don’t think your doctor could be Juggler Cheryl, do you?

King:

No, because Juggler Cheryl is a woman.  And my doctor’s a man.  (TO THE DOCTOR)  Aren’t you?

Tamika:
A man with a very high voice.

Toby:

And breasts.

Tamika:
And a face that looks like a woman’s.

King:

Yes but –

Dominic:
If I may be so bold your majesty; this deserves further investigation.

Toby:

Like this?

TOBY PULL OF THE KING’S DOCTOR’S WING, AND REVEALS CHERYL.

King:

In the name of the moat round my castle!

Dominic:
Bless my blue boxer shorts! 

King:

It is Juggler Cheryl!

Toby:

And she’s been pretending to be your doctor for the last twenty years.

King:

Why on earth would she want to do that?

Toby:

By saying that you’re ill, she’s been able to run the country herself.

King:

I would never have thought of that.  How clever!  (SLIGHT PAUSE)  I mean, how terrible.

Toby:

She’s thrown innocent people into prison.

Dominic:
Tortured and executed them.  And passed the most dreadful laws.

King:

What have you got to say in your defence?

Cheryl:
What is there for me to say?

King:

While you’re thinking of something, you can go straight to prison.  (TO DOMINIC)  Can you ask if they’ve got any empty cells?

Dominic:
Certainly!  Do you want a single or a double, your majesty?

King:

A single, you idiot!  I’m not going with her!

DOMINIC HANDCUFFS CHERYL AND STARTS TO LEAD HER AWAY.

Dominic:
(AS HE EXITS)  I believe these two deserve the nation’s gratitude, your majesty.

King:

Give me a chance!  I was just coming round to that. 

DOMINIC AND CHERYL EXIT.

King: 

(TO TAMIKA)  You are going to the Royal Juggling Gala tonight, aren’t you?

Tamika:
Of course, your majesty.

King:

(TO TOBY)  And you are performing, aren’t you?

Toby:

If you want me to.

THE KING LOOKS PUZZLED.

Tamika:
That means he’d be delighted to, your majesty.

King:

You shall both take a gift back home.  You can have anything you want.  Absolutely anything!  (PAUSE)  Within reason, that is.  Don’t go over the top!

Tamika:
I’d like two plane tickets to Jamaica, for my mother and me, please.

King:

Jamaica?

Tamika:
It’s where the ackee and saltfish come from.

King:

In that case, I might join you.  How about you Juggler Toby?

Toby:

The only thing I’d like is somewhere to live when I get back.  I don’t think you’ll be able to help with that.

Tamika:
Toby, I didn’t know you were homeless.

TOBY NODS.

King:

I’ll speak to my advisors, and see what I can do.  Until tonight.

THE KING EXITS.

Toby:

I’m starving Tamika.  How about we go over to Antonia and get her to cook us something before the gala?

Tamika:
I could murder some chucky egg, or a jam butty.

Toby:

I wouldn’t mind trying this ackee and saltfish!

Tamika:
How about macaroni cheese?

TAMIKA AND TOBY EXIT.

SCENE FIFTEEN

THE ROYAL GALA HALL.  JENNY AND JAMES ENTER, JUGGLING. 

Jenny:

The King has declared that it is alright to jump once again.  All the laws banning jumping have been scrapped, and this country is once again the Land of the Jugglers and the Jumpers.

THERE ARE SHOUTS AND CHEERS.

James:

The King would also like it to be known that the disgraced Juggler Cheryl has been banished from this land forever.  She has been sent to a place populated by double dealing criminals, who will welcome her as one of their own.

Jenny:

It’s called Westminster.

THERE ARE MORE CHEERS.

James:

As part of the celebrations, the monument to the former Queen, The Jumper of Bimper and Bomper will be officially unveiled later this evening.

THERE ARE MORE CHEERS.

Jenny:

But first, prepare yourself for a phantasmagoria.  

James:

Prepare yourself for a phantasmagoria.  And an extravaganza.

Jenny:

Prepare yourself for a phantasmagoria.  And an extravaganza.  And a remarkable exhibition of juggling.

James:

Prepare yourself for a phantasmagoria.  And an extravaganza.  And a remarkable exhibition of juggling.  And quite an impressive thing to watch!

Jenny:

We now present the Royal Juggling Gala, starring for the first time – Juggler Toby!

THERE ARE BRIGHT LIGHTS AND MUSIC.  JAMES AND JENNY GO OFF.  THE 1ST JUGGLER COMES ON AND BEGINS TO JUGGLE.  AFTER A WHILE THE 2ND JUGGLER COMES ON.  WHEN THEY’VE BOTH PERFORMED A FEW TRICKS THEY MOVE TO EITHER SIDE OF THE STAGE.

TOBY COMES ON CENTRE STAGE, AND WITH THE TWO JUGGLERS ON EITHER SIDE OF HIM, PERFORMS SOME IMPRESSIVE JUGGLING FEATS.  THE 1ST AND 2ND JUGGLERS GO OFF AND TOBY CONTINUES WITH EVEN MORE TRICKS.  HE FINISHES TO WILD APPLAUSE.  TOBY EXITS.

ANTONIA AND TAMIKA ENTER.

Antonia:
I love Royal Juggling Galas.  I can’t wait for the first Royal Jumping Gala.  Do you know, I can remember every gala that I’ve ever been to?

Tamika:
(DOUBTFULLY)  Can you?

Antonia:
Yes.  In fact, since the King overturned all the laws against jumping, I’ve been able to remember everything.  And now I understand the reason.

Tamika:
Why Antonia?

Antonia:
I was born into a family of Jumpers.  Although it was against the law and very dangerous, they carried on practising the art of jumping.  But they were afraid for me, and so they gave me to a family of Jugglers to bring me up.  They told me to forget all about my mother and father, and to forget that they were Jumpers.  When I forgot that, I forgot everything.  And from that day on, I could never remember anything at all.

Tamika:
But now you can.  I’m so pleased for you, Antonia.

Antonia:
Yes, I could jump for joy!  Now, I must go and watch the King unveil the statue.

ANTONIA GOES OFF.  TOBY COMES ON.

Tamika:
Toby!  You were ace!

Toby:

Thanks, Tamika.  The King’s asked me to stay here and be the new Royal Juggler.

Tamika:
Really?  What will you do?

Toby:

I’ve decided to accept.

Tamika:
That’s brilliant!

Toby:

There’s such a lot we can do to improve this country.  I may not stay forever.  And you can always visit me, Tamika.

Tamika:
I will, Toby.  I never really trusted adults before I met you, you know.

Toby:

And you’ve shown me how to be more polite and control my temper.

Tamika:
Yeah, I’ve shown you.  But it hasn’t worked has it!

Toby:

Of course not!

THEY BOTH LAUGH.

Toby:

You will visit your father when you get back, won’t you?

Tamika:
I suppose I am his only daughter.  
Toby:

And even though he may not be all that generous, I’m sure he still loves you.

Tamika:
Yeah, I know he wants to see me a lot.  So I will see him.
Toby:

Oh!  The King asked me to give you this.

TOBY HANDS TAMIKA AN ENVELOPE.

Toby:

He says thank you for everything.  And that you’re welcome to stop by any time.

TAMIKA OPENS THE ENVELOPE.

Tamika:
Toby!  Two tickets to Jamaica!
TOBY LOOKS AT THE TICKETS.

Toby:

I’m afraid they won’t be much use.  Look, it’s written in felt tip and it says “Land of Juggler and Jumpers Airlines”.

Tamika:
Oh yes.  Well, maybe I wasn’t being realistic.

TAMIKA PUTS THE TICKETS IN HER POCKET.  THEY TURN AND SEE THE STATUE OF THE JUMPER OF BIMPER AND BOMPER, NOW FULLY LIT ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE STAGE.

Tamika:
She was beautiful.

Toby:

(READING THE INSCRIPTION)  In memory of the Jumper of Bimper and Bomper, the first Queen of the Land of the Jugglers and Jumpers.  And with grateful and everlasting thanks to Juggler Toby and Tamika who made all of this possible.

AS TOBY READS THE INSCRIPTION, THE LIGHTING AND SCENERY BEGIN TO CHANGE ONCE AGAIN.

Toby:

Goodbye, Tamika.  

Tamika:
Goodbye, Toby.  I’ll miss you.

Toby:

We’ve shared an adventure together, haven’t we?

Tamika:
We sure have, Tobes!

Toby:

Hey!  Who said you could call me Tobes?  
THEY HUG EACH OTHER.

Toby:

I’ll miss you too.

THE STAGE GROWS VERY DARK.  SLOWLY, IT BECOMES LIGHT ONCE AGAIN.  TOBY HAS DISAPPEARED AND TAMIKA IS ALONE.

SCENE SIXTEEN

LONDON.  OFFSTAGE, A NEWSPAPER SALESMAN SHOUTS “STANDARD, STANDARD.”  TAMIKA TURNS TO THE AUDIENCE.

Tamika:
I’ll never forget the Land of the Jugglers and Jumpers.  Antonia, my favourite cook.  And the King.  The prison warden, he was so irritating!  The Policeman and the Shop Keeper – they weren’t much better!  The creepy man in prison, Hugo and Dominic.  Juggler Cheryl – Yuk!  And Toby, of course!

TAMIKA GETS THE ENVELOPE OUT OF HER POCKET.

Tamika:
And this will be my souvenir.  Two plane tickets, with the Land of the Jugglers and Jumpers written on in felt tip.

TAMIKA TAKES THE TICKETS OUT OF THE ENVELOPE AND LOOKS AT THEM.
Tamika:
But look!  It says British Airways, now!  And it’s all printed and official looking!  It must have changed as I came back to London.  That means I can take my mum to Jamaica after all!  




But first, I must find Whistlethread Street.  I know it’s round here somewhere.




BLACK OUT.
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