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DODDS:  Roll up, roll up, ladies and gentlemen and seize this one and only opportunity to experience Colonel Dodd's extraordinary Worldwide Wonders Show. I am here to tell you today there are sights behind these curtains, my friends, that will haunt you, I say haunt you, for the rest of your days. If it's freaks, horrors or gross mutations you seek, then you have come to the right place. You'll stand beside prominent scientists gazing on my displays in wonder, rubbing your eyes in amazement. I have travelled to the farthest corners of the Earth to bring you the world's most stupendous and grotesque creatures, the sight of any one of which, will give you stories to tell, that'll make you an honoured guest at every fashionable dinner party for years to come. Your grandchildren will sit at your feet, entranced by your tales of Boris the Eight Foot Russian Giant. They will gasp as you chronicle your encounter with Pentapus the Two-headed Cat. They will hide their eyes as you describe the Lovely Mermaid swimming in a giant tank of water with no means of breathing apart from her gills. They will gaze in admiration as you tell them about the Disembodied Head engaging you in conversation, and the Magic Mushroom crawling from one side of the tent to the other.  And most of all, they will swoon at the very mention of the Sleeping Beauty. 

(Lights up on Sleeping Beauty towards the back of the stage)
Today we will reveal to you exclusively, Sleeping Beauty - sealed in a glass tank where she has slept for a fousand years. What is more she can only ever be awoken by a chaste kiss from a prince of the realm. To see these wonders, I will refuse those five shillings you are at this very moment thrusting into my hands. Nor will I take four shillings, because I am, at heart, a showman, untouched by greed. Three shillings – not a bit of it, sir!! I am a socialist and I want every man, rich or poor, to pull back these curtains and feast their eyes on the wonders therein. Two shillings, I hear from a gentleman at the back. Two Shillings, you insist on paying. I won't hear of it. Furthermore I will refuse even one single shilling. Put that money back in your purse, madam, you will not be needing it today. Come one and all. Enter Colonel Dodd's Worldwide Wonders Show for nothing. Free. Gratis. I will deny no one, not even the poorest man on the street, these breathtaking sights. What's that, sir? You ask, nay demand, to pay at least one sixpence. Well, if you absolutely insist, I will take one sixpence, but not one penny more. One single six pence to see every single display in Colonel Dodd's Worldwide Wonders Show. Good God almighty, I hear you gasp, the man's gone stark staring mad. It can't be true. He must be joking. But no, my friends, I am deadly, serious, deadly series, I say. A sixpence for all that? It's not just a bargain, my friend, it is the bargain of a lifetime.

(A slow ironic handclap from MILLS as he enters)
MILLS:  Splendid stuff, Colonel Dodds. Only a sixpence. I can hardly hold myself back. Funny thing, though, I seem to recall that you used to be a mere Mister Dodds. I take it you've had a very successful career in the army since we last met but one single year ago. Promoted once a week all the way from Private to Colonel. Truly remarkable. 

DODDS:  Here we go. Here we go. You again is it, Mr Mills? Only just got me tent pegs in, an' something 'orrible comes crawling out of the bleedin' woodwork. 

MILLS:  Come, come, Colonel Dodds, you surely cannot object to the keen endeavours of an honest servant of the people

DODDS:  Honest servant! Honest servant! I'll let you know when I bleedin' see one. If I put an honest servant of the people on display in my tent, they'd be fainting with shock.

MILLS:  My only concern is the protection of innocent folk who might otherwise squander their hard earned wages on the schemes of tricksters and bamboozlers.

DODDS:  Give us a break, Mr Mills, I'm just trying to make an honest living here. The people love a freak show.

MILLS:  It's not a freak show, it's a fake show, as well you know, Mister Dodds. 

DODDS:  My punters always leave here happy. You won't get no complaints from my customers.

MILLS:  Yes, and nobody ever lost money overestimating the gullibility of the public, Colonel Dodds... or whatever it is you call yourself today. 

DODDS:  There's a lot of people in that tent who'd be in the poor house if it weren't for the likes of  me. As if their deformities weren't enough to bear, we 'ave over-zealous public servants exceeding their authority to bully these poor defenceless freaks of nature.

MILLS:  Are you the poor defenceless freak of nature so persecuted, or are you referring to the poor unfortunates in your care.

DODDS:  Not one of whom receive a penny piece from the government, unlike those sent out to persecute and stigmatise the innocent.

MILLS:  Please, please, Mr Dodds. Any more of this and I shall need to call a fiddler to play us a lament. If only I had a pocket handkerchief to wipe my crying eyes. Meanwhile, may I draw your attention to the Local Magistrates bi-law regarding travelling freak shows. They shall not collect monies for the display of humans and animals purporting to be infirm, distorted or otherwise unusual.
DODDS:  Now you've hurt my feelings, Mr Mills. The artists displayed in my shows are one hundred per cent genuine. I have scoured the world to find these creatures and it's purely for the enlightenment of the public

MILLS:  Genuine, you say.

DODDS:  Exactly. 

MILLS:  So Pentapus the Two-Headed Cat is a cat with two heads, is it?

DODDS:  It most certainly is - cata-bleedin'-goricly.

MILLS:  It's not... let's just say... two cats strapped together under a coat.

DODDS:  The very idea!

MILLS:  And The Magic Mushroom is not just a tortoise with a giant paper mushroom stuck to its shell.

DODDS:  On my life, I chanced upon it myself in Epping-bleedin'-Forest.

MILLS:  The Disembodied Head that speaks and sings?

DODDS:  It's a miracle.

MILLS:  So, it's not just a dwarf with his body squeezed into a box.

DODDS:  I'll pass a blade under his neck if you don't believe me. 

MILLS:  Boris the Eight Foot Russian Giant?

DODDS:  He 'as to sleep on two beds nailed together.

MILLS:  Funny, I could swear I glimpsed stilts under those voluminous trousers.

DODDS:  I put it down to a stress-related 'allucination, Mr Mills. You're losin' it. Maybe it's time to call it a day. 

MILLS:  I notice you don't have The Elephant Man this year.

DODDS:  Sadly, he's gone to a better place. 

MILLS:  To Watson's American Museum of Living Curiosities, perhaps? I seem to recall a problem with your original Elephant Man. I'm told when all the clay and paint fell off, it turned out to be a travelling tinker from Baldock.

DODDS:  No, sir, no,no, no. He was mirac'lously cured by a concoction from the apothecary.

MILLS:  The only concoction around here is your band of phoney freaks. Tom Thumb - The Smallest Man in the World.  It's just a five year old boy with a beard stuck on his face.  And as for Arthur and Lionel the conjoined twins, I saw them drinking at the Five Bells not more than an hour ago. One of them went to the gents while the other was still standing at the bar.

DODDS:  Really? It's nothing short of a modern medical miracle.

MILLS:  And Tiny Hairy Mary from Borneo?

DODDS:  Only one in the world in captivity.

MILLS:  Not just a monkey in a dress, then?

DODDS:  I've got a signed affidavit from an  anthro-bleedin'-pologist. 

MILLS:  Members of the public pay good money to see this small and exceptionally hairy lady and what do they get? A monkey. A monkey in a dress.

DODDS:  Which they'll talk about for the rest of their lives.

MILLS:  No doubt thinking how stupid, gullible and naïve they were.  Ah, but wait a minute, what's this? 

(DODDS and MILLS go over and stand by SLEEPING BEAUTY)
MILLS:  Here she is. The star of the show: Sleeping Beauty.

DODDS:  Now this one is 100% abso-bleedin'-lutely authentic. Been asleep for a fousand years. Can only be woken by the chaste kiss of a prince.

MILLS:  A thousand years?

DODDS:  Yes

MILLS:  In a glass case?

DODDS:  Yes

MILLS:  A sealed glass case?

DODDS:  Yes

MILLS:  No food? No toilet? No oxygen?

DODDS:  None. Cost me a fortune, she did.

MILLS:  And exactly how do we know it's not just some woman pretending to be asleep. Someone who stepped into that glass case but ten minutes ago – just before you opened your doors.

DODDS:  She's not moved an inch since I got her, I swear on my mother's life.

MILLS:  Your mother's life's not been worth much since the hangman dropped her. 

So tell me, how did this 'Sleeping Beauty' (Mimes inverted commas) get into this state?

DODDS:  Well the story goes... They had a christening party for the princess and they invited twelve fairies... 

MILLS:  Yeah, I've been to parties like that.

DODDS:  But they left out the thirteenth fairy. The evil one. So the thirteenth fairy turns up and casts a spell on the the princess - when she is fifteen she'll prick her finger and go to sleep for a fousand years

MILLS:  Not very likely is it, if you think about it? Although, she is beautiful. I'll give you that. So. Anyway. Business. On my reckoning, so far, you have already broken one edict, five statutes and six by-laws. 

(DODDS takes out his purse and counts out money)
DODDS:  25 shillings, is it?

MILLS:  Colonel Dodds, I do hope you are not attempting to bribe an officer of the law in the legitimate execution of his duties.

DODDS:  30 shillings, then.

MILLS:  I am deeply deeply shocked that you would believe that I could, for such a paltry sum, put aside my role as protector and champion of the public. As an agent of the Crown I have a sworn duty to enforce the laws of the land, equally and, honestly without fear or favour.

DODDS:  35 shillings.

MILLS:  Yep, that'll do.

(DOBBS hands over the money)
MILLS: I take it you'll not be needing a receipt on this occasion. She is a looker that Sleeping Beauty, though, isn't she? I heard....

DODDS:  What?

MILLS:  I heard the way to wake 'em up is with a good...  y'know.

DODDS:  What?

MILLS:   You know.

DODDS:  I don't know.

MILLS:  'How's yer father'.

DODDS:  Not too bad. Still got that cough.

MILLS: No, no, y'know, 'How's yer father', Rumpy-pumpy. That whole chaste kiss thing, that's what you tell the kids, isn't it. I'd give you a discount of 10 shillings, you know, for ten minutes in there with her.

DODDS:  You what? Not only are you a bleedin' thief, but now you're a bleedin' pervert too. You are not going near that woman. She's fifteen.

MILLS:  Plus a thousand years.

DODDS: Rumpy pumpy? I'll give you Rumpy pumpy. That'd be necro-bleedin'-philia. An' paedophilia and probably a coupla of philias they 'aven't even invented yet.

MILLS:  We'll see about that

(MILLS tries to open glass case)
MILLS:  I don't believe a word you say. You've just stuck it down with horse glue.

DODDS:  They say only an honest man can open that case.  So I dunno what you're 'angin about for. Not now you've got your bribe.

MILLS:  Bribes! Bribes! I have never taken a bribe in my life. I am merely enforce the law whilst reducing the unnecessary bureaucracy of court appearances and the processing of payments.

DODDS:  I know - stick it straight in your pocket and cut out the middle man. I've heard it all before. You've got your money. Sling yer 'ook.

MILLS:  It's your loss. So. See you same time next year?

DODDS:  I'll put the bleedin' bunting out.

MILLS:  (Exiting) Just think of me as just a friendly face in a strange town. I'm only here to help.

DODDS:  (To himself) Yeah, help yourself, yer bleedin' swindling bastard.

(DODDS walks over to BEAUTY)
DODDS: You'll have a tale to tell one of these days when you wake up.

(Enter PRINCE)
PRINCE:  Hello, are you open at all?

DODDS:  We're always open.

PRINCE:  So you are open, then.

DODDS:  Yes, that's what always means.

PRINCE:  Does it? Does it, really? I've have been wondering about that. Don't like to ask. You know, in case people think I'm stupid.

DODDS:  Now we can't have that now, can we, sir? 'eaven forbid.

PRINCE:  Are you one of those Cockney fellows?

DODDS:  Me, sir, no, sir. But we don't speak Posh down this way.

PRINCE: I thought everyone did.

DODDS: Only at the Palace, your eminence.

PRINCE:  I see. (BEAT) I think.

DODDS:  You'll pardon my impertinence, sir, but you wouldn't happen to be a prince, by any chance?

PRINCE:  Gosh, how clever of you. I didn't realise ordinary people were clever like that.

DODDS:  Oh yes sir, we go to school and everyfing. 

PRINCE:  How simply marvellous! I tell you, I can't keep up with the modern world at all. Mummy said there are steam trains these days that can go twenty miles an hour. Nonsense of course. She is slightly batty, my mother.

DODDS:  Who'd've thought it? Bye the bye, your holiness, if you are a royal prince, I'm wondering what brings you down our way. 

PRINCE:  Truth is, I'm not entirely sure myself. Mother told me to go down to the town square. Something about a woman in a box. She said I needed to meet an honest woman for once. But I meet lots of honest women already. None of them charge more that five shillings, you know. I'd offer to marry one of them, but mother doesn't seem to like the idea. Personally, I find them jolly obliging. 

DODDS:  Yes, sir. I think I'm getting an inkling as to why your mother sent you.

PRINCE:  Really. Do you know my mother?

DODDS:  Not exactly no, but I think she might be referring to the woman in this glass case over 'ere Sleeping Beauty, we call 'er.

PRINCE:  Strange name for a woman.

DODDS:  We call her 'Sleeping Beauty', on account of the fact she's beautiful. And she's  asleep.

PRINCE:  Oh I see, I see. That explains it then. (Approaching the case) And this is her is it? Gosh, she is beautiful, isn't she? Lovely. Mmm. Some very good bumps too and all in the right place. Is five shillings about right?

DODDS:  No, no, sir, this lady in this box, is a virgin.

PRINCE:  Ten shillings, then?

DODDS:  No, sir, she's not available for that sort of thing.

PRINCE   What sort of thing?

DODDS:  That sort of thing. She is, as I say, a virgin.

PRINCE:  I already know, of course, but just remind me, would you, what exactly is a virgin?

DODDS:  It's a lady who has never... you know, with a man.

PRINCE:  Oh I see. (Taps his nose and points) With you now. Never, you know, with a man.

DODDS:   You don't know what I'm talking about, do you?

PRINCE:   No idea.

DODDS:   Anyway, she has been asleep for a fousand years.

PRINCE:  And that's a very long time, is it?

DODDS:  Yes, sir. It's a fousand years.

PRINCE:  Gosh. And she's been in this box all that time?

DODDS:  Yes, and the only person that can open that box is a prince. And the only thing that will wake her up, is a chaste kiss. From a prince.

PRINCE:  Golly, where's a prince when you need one, eh?

DODDS:  I think there may be one in the vicinity.

PRINCE:  Really. That's a bit of luck. Where is he, then? Skulking behind that curtain if I'm not mistaken.

DODDS:  I am, in fact, referring to yourself, your highness. 

PRINCE:  Myself? Oh I see. Gosh that's clever. How did you know I was a prince.

DODDS:  I sort of guessed, sir. Also, you told me earlier.  

PRINCE:  Not much gets past you ordinary folk, does it? You're right. I am a Prince. Prince Albert. People always laugh when I say my name. Prince Albert. Is there something funny about that?

DODDS:  Not that I can think of. Maybe it's the way you tell 'em, M'lud.

PRINCE:  Yes, you're right, it must be the way I tell them. It is true, I do have a reputation of a bit of a wit at the palace, or, as my father puts it, a halfwit.  Hold on, I think I've got a bit of an idea.

DODDS:  Really?

PRINCE:  Yes. Why don't I  try opening the box and then give the lady a kiss.

DODDS:  Oh you're way ahead of me, sir. I would never have thought of that. Not in a million years. Seems so obvious now you come to mention it. Lets have a go, shall we?

(PRINCE and DODDS lift the lid of the case and the PRINCE leans in and kisses BEAUTY on the lips. She sits up and slaps him)
BEAUTY: What the hell do you think you're doing?

PRINCE:  I was just giving you a kiss. 

BEAUTY: I know what a kiss is, you moron, I'm asking you why.

PRINCE:  I thought I was allowed to do that. I am a Prince

BEAUTY:  Oh I see, pardon me. That makes all the difference. If you're a Prince please go ahead. Feel free to defile my body in any way you wish. Go on, have your wicked way, with me, why don't you? Blimey. A real prince! Please feel free. 

PRINCE:  Steady on. (To DODDS) She does seem very obliging.

DODDS:  (To PRINCE) She's being sarcastic, you honour.

PRINCE: Oh I see. Will that clear up?

BEAUTY:  You think because you're a prince, you can around kissing and fondling whoever, whenever you want, is that it?

PRINCE:  Mr Dodds here...

DODDS:  Colonel Dodds.

PRINCE:  Colonel Dodds here told me that you had been asleep for a thousand years and the only way to wake you up was with a chaste kiss from a Prince.

BEAUTY: And who is he? (Meaning DODDS)
DODDS:  Colonel Dodds, at your service.

BEAUTY:  Do I know you?

DODDS:  You're in my Worldwide Wonders Show. Unbelievable sights from around the world. Every one will have you gasping for breath. 

BEAUTY:  Right. And that's supposed to mean something to me, is it?

DODDS:  You are my finest asset - Sleeping Beauty. She who has slept for a fousand years.

BEAUTY:  Don't be preposterous. You're all just some bad dream I'm having. I'm going to shut my eyes and count to ten and you'll all be gone. And then I can get back to my real life. Once I can figure out what that was.

(BEAUTY lays down and shuts her eyes. Then she opens them again)

PRINCE:  Did it work?

DODDS:  No, it didn't

BEAUTY:  Shit.

PRINCE: Do you remember what happened?

BEAUTY:  Don't remember anything. Not a single thing.

DODDS:  Well, the story is, at your christening, the thirteenth fairy, who hadn't been invited, put a curse on you. 

BEAUTY:  Now you're just taking the piss, aren't you? And this idiot, the one who just molested me, is he really an actual Prince.

DODDS:  Prince Albert.

BEAUTY:  No. You're kidding. Ha ha.

PRINCE:  See, I told you.

BEAUTY:  So, it's been a thousand years. Wow, I bet things have really changed.

DODDS:  Oh yes.

BEAUTY:  Do we still have a king in charge?

PRINCE: Of course.

BEAUTY:  Really.

PRINCE:  You seem disappointed.

BEAUTY:  I was hoping for some sort of rudimentary democracy with universal suffrage, including votes for women.

PRINCE:  Sounds awful.

BEAUTY: Oh well, if I can't go home, I guess we'd better carry on with all this farrago. Right. So he kissed me. And that means..?

PRINCE:  We are to be married. Hooray.

BEAUTY: Hold on, hold on. You don't even know me. I could be a right bitch. I could be a slut. I could be a lesbian. 

PRINCE:  Lesbian?

DODDS:  It's a lady who prefers ladies to men. You know, in the sack.

PRINCE:  I see. Right. But surely if you were in a sack, you wouldn't be able to tell the difference.

BEAUTY: Can we keep to the point here. You come strolling along, give me a quick look up and down. Realise I'm not a great big fat thing like most rich women. Have a bit of feel round maybe. Check out the goods.

PRINCE:  Certainly not.

BEAUTY:  And on that basis you decide to kiss me on the lips and then marry me. I mean that is hardly a basis of a robust marriage is it. We've never even met.

PRINCE:  Our love can only grow.

BEAUTY:  Or not. You do realise I am not just going to be some ornamental frippery, that you can show off to people. Some pretty little thing, looking up at you admiringly, and simpering.

PRINCE:  There might be a certain amount of simpering involved.

BEAUTY: And then you go drinking and whoring every night..

PRINCE:  I might slip out occasionally. For some fresh air, yes...

BEAUTY:  Well you're looking at the wrong girl, buster. I don't simper and any husband of mine who went with a whore would get a red hot poker up his arse, before he can say What's that for? 

(Pause)
PRINCE:  Colonel Dodds. I wonder if we might have a word, you know, in private. 

DODDS:  Of course, your reverence

(DODDS and the PRINCE, move side-stage and BEAUTY wanders off-stage)
PRINCE:  The thing is, this Sleeping Beauty isn't exactly what I was expecting. She does seem a bit... you know, fiesty.  In fact, I'd say, she's positively barking.

DODDS:  She certainly knows her own mind, sir.

PRINCE:  Yes, I think you've rather hit the nail on the head there. A woman knowing her own mind was just the thing I was hoping avoid. At all costs, frankly. What I had in mind was indeed some sort of ornament. One that moves about a bit, obviously.

DODDS:  An ornament.

PRINCE:  Something that looks very nice, but doesn't say very much. So I was thinking that, maybe, I could make a run for it while I have the chance. What do you think?

DODDS:  Run for it?

PRINCE:  Yes, my horse is just around the corner. Once I get on my horse, I can show her a clean pair of heels. She'll never catch up.

DODDS:  The trouble is, your eminence, around these parts, a chaste kiss on a Sleeping Beauty, is tantamount to a formal engagement.

PRINCE:  And that's a problem, is it?

DODDS:  I'm afraid to say your head would be on the block. Literally.

PRINCE:  That doesn't sound too bad.

DODDS:  It will when they chop your head off.

PRINCE:  Oh I see. I don't think I like the sound of that that very much.

DODDS:  It's the law of the land.

PRINCE:  Right. Yes. But. The only people who know about the whole chaste kiss business is you, me and Sleeping Beauty herself. So. if we could somehow persuade her to forget any of this happened...

DODDS:  We could, but she is a woman, your grace, and you know what women are like.

PRINCE:  Pretty, you mean.

DODDS:  No, they're just the ones you see at the palace. Most women are awkward..

PRINCE:  Really

DODDS:  Cantankerous, 

PRINCE:  Gosh

DODDS:  Grasping,  

PRINCE:  Crikey

DODDS:  Quarrelsome,

PRINCE:  Good grief.

DODDS:  Crotchety

PRINCE:  Blimey.

DODDS:  Disagreeable

PRINCE: Cripes.

DODDS:  Obstinate

PRINCE:  Goodness gracious me. Yes, I think I'm getting the picture now. Mmm. So what's to be done?

DODDS:  (Sharp intake of breath). It's tough one, your honour. I'll give you that. I don't suppose you have any money secreted about the royal person.

PRINCE:  Who?

DODDS: You.

PRINCE:  Me. I never carry cash. I have a man for that sort of thing. Although, I do have some gold coins in a purse mother gave me. For emergencies only

DODDS:  An emergency such as being accidentally betrothed to a nasty foul mouthed fish-wife.

PRINCE:  Yes, that does sound like an emergency doesn't it?

DODDS:  May I have a look?

(Gives DODDS the purse. DODDS looks in and does a little dance)
PRINCE:  Everything alright? 

DODDS:  Yes, yes. It's just my St Vitus Dance playing up again.

PRINCE:  Is it enough?

DODDS:  Mmm (Sharp intake of breath) I don't know. However. With a a little sweet talking, I might be able to persuade her to abandon her principles and put the whole sorry business behind her. So why don't I take this bag of gold, then you can slip away quietly while I break the news that the engagement's off.

PRINCE:  Won't she be upset?

DODDS:  It's a woman. They're always upset about something or other.

PRINCE:  Well, if you're sure. I'll just cut along shall I?

DODDS:  Yes, your grace, you cut along. And don't forget - mum's the word.  (To himself) Less said, soonest mended and all that old bollocks.

PRINCE:  (Taps his nose) Gotcha.

(Exit the PRINCE. DODDS removes some of the coins and hurriedly places them in his own pocket before BEAUTY re-appears) 
BEAUTY:  Has he gone?

DODDS:  I thought we'd never get rid of him. 

BEAUTY:  How much?

DODDS:  Times is 'hard.

BEAUTY:  Never mind the sob story. How much?

(DODDS looks in the purse)
DODDS:  Eight gold sovereigns. Looks like.

BEAUTY:  And how much did you stuff in your pockets?

DODDS:  Nothing. Search me. On my life, that's all he gave me.

BEAUTY:  Is that it? All that for four gold sovereigns.

DODDS:  These princes don't carry so much about these days. They seem to think people'll take advantage of them. But that's the modern world for you - awash with scoundrels and slippery fingered swindlers.

BEAUTY: Right. Ah well, that'll have to do then. Don't want to spoil a good partnership, do we? Come on give us a hug, you old bastard.

(BEAUTY hugs him, slips her hand into his coat pocket, grabs the coins and a secretes them in her dress)
DODDS:  Right that's enough chat. It's time for bye byes. So many princes, my dear. So little time.

(He eases her back into her case while applying an ether-soaked rag to her face)
DODDS:  See you in a fousand years, my little beauty.

THE END
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