Characters:			4 F, 4 M, 3 (M/F)

Gorgeous George:	(M) Principal Boy. The circus lion tamer and a typical panto hero.
Goldilocks:	(F) Principal Girl. A sweet girl who gets lost in the woods, but who is also a champion for doing what’s right.
Nora Bone:	(M) Dame. The circus cook and bottle washer, a man eating but kind hearted battleaxe.
Ivor Blackheart:	(M/F) The Ringmaster of Blackheart’s Circus and the villain of our story, determined to capture the three bears and force them to perform in the circus.
Mayor Bogsprocket:	(M) Goldilocks father and a public figure in Gigglewick who has booked the circus to try to bribe the town folk into voting for him.
Colin the Clown:	(M/F) The comic and audience participation character. A daft, loveable clown who dreams of being a lion tamer one day.
Daddy Bear:	(M) The father figure in our trio of bears. He is grumpy and considers himself in charge but always does what Mummy Bear tells him. Daddy bear is a Grizzly Bear.
Mummy Bear:	(F) The Mummy in our trio. She is lovable and cuddly but doesn’t stand any nonsense. Mummy bear is a Panda Bear.
Baby Bear:	(M/F) A cute addition to our trio Baby Bear is full of fun. Could be played by a juvenile or for added comedy value a very tall adult or someone obviously older than Daddy and Mummy. Baby bear is a Polar bear.
Lily of the Valley:	(F) A magical forest Nymph who protects all the creatures of the forest and helps protect the Bears and Goldilocks from Blackheart.
Madame Seyoncee:	(F) The circus fortune teller and hypnotist, older female. Can be played as an old crone or as a mysterious gypsy type. Blackheart’s stupid sidekick.

Juvenile dancers, circus performers, villagers, etc. etc.

Role sizes:
Large (130-190 lines) Nora, Colin, George, Blackheart.

Medium (60-100 lines) Seyoncee, Goldy, Mayor, Daddy Bear, Mummy Bear, Lily of the Valley.

Small (40 lines) Baby Bear.



LILY OF THE VALLEY / BLACKHEART

Lily:	Oh, I should introduce myself – I am Lily of the Valley, I’m a woodland sprite who lives here in Gigglewick Woods. I look after all the creatures of the forest and help to keep them safe from all sorts of things that can do them harm - storms, fire, flood….
Blackheart enters
Blackheart:	Evil circus ringmasters…

Lily:	Evil circus ringmas… wait, what?

Blackheart:	Sorry to interrupt your little meet and greet, but I felt an irresistible urge to shut you up.

Lily:	That’s not very nice. Who are you? Blackheart:	Blackheart, Ivor Blackheart.
Lily:	(To audience) This doesn’t sound good kids.

Blackheart:	It’s not good. Not for you at any rate. I’m heading to town with my travelling circus, it’s the best, the biggest, the brightest, and the…
Lily:	Smelliest?

Blackheart:	Smelliest... (realising what he’s said) Bah! It’s the greatest show on earth. Lily:	What about other planets?
Blackheart:	But you know, little fairy. I can’t help thinking that there’s something missing. Lily:	Charisma?
Blackheart:	No, no, I have that in spades – I mean look at me (does a pose, audience boo) Oh boo all you like, I’ll soon wipe those smirks off your faces.

Lily:	So what is it you’re after?

Blackheart:	Animals my dear. Over the last few months all of my performing animals have mysteriously disappeared or escaped.
Lily:	Good for them.


BLACKHEART / SEYONCEE

Blackheart:  Another day, another grotty village (Audience probably boos) Ha! I see you’re full of booze already. (They boo again) Oh shut up – you seem to be confusing me with someone who cares. The circus is getting set up and all I need is a few new acts – of the four legged variety. Ah, and here’s Madame Seyoncee, the very girl!

(Seyoncee enters)

Seyoncee:  I gather you wanted to speak to me? Blackheart:  How did you know?
Seyoncee:   I am a physic, a clairvoyant, a hypnotist. I see faces in the ether and hear voices in the wind, I can tell your fortune by looking in your eyes and predict your fate by tickling your…

Blackheart:	Yes alright. Seyoncee:	And I got your note. Blackheart:	I see.
Seyoncee:	Now what is it that I can help you with my master?

Blackheart: I need your help to find some new animal acts. Unsupervised pets, dogs, cats, elephants, you know the kind of thing, then meet me in the forest at noon.

Seyoncee:	(Matter-of-factly) Right you are. Blackheart:	Right you are?
Seyoncee:	Oh sorry. (Mystically) Yes oh master – it shall be done (she sweeps off dramatically).

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

SEYONCEE HYPNOTISING

Seyoncee:	Look into the eyes, not around the eyes. Look into the eyes. You’re getting sleepy. (hypnotises) You’re under. Don’t believe in hypnosis eh? I’ll show you. From now on when you hear the word ‘jungle’ you’ll think you’re a monkey. My enchantment will not be broken until someone shouts out the name of the thing you love most! And (clicks fingers) you’re back in the room.

SEYONCEE / MAYOR

Seyoncee:	Good morning, are you villagers?
Mayor:	Well, not all of them no. There’s Bill and Albert, quite a few of us really. Seyoncee:	I am from the circus.
Mayor:	Ah yes of course – the bearded lady I presume? Seyoncee:	No.
Mayor:	Well it was just the, er… never mind. I am Mayor Hubert Bogsprocket and it was me who booked you to come to Gigglewick.
Seyoncee:	Then you can help me. Where might I find some animals around town? Is there a pet shop?

Mayor:	There used to be – specialised in exotic pets, mostly spiders. But it went bust. Seyoncee:	Why?
Mayor:	People were just getting them off the web. Seyoncee:	I was thinking something a little larger.
Mayor:	Gilbert Codwalloper has a goldfish for sale.

Seyoncee:	We need something different, spectacular, unbelievable. Mayor:	It’s quite a big goldfish.
Seyoncee:	No fish.

Mayor:	I suppose, there is the story of the magical bears… Seyoncee:	Tell me more.
Mayor:	No, no, it’s just silly superstition. I don’t want to spread gossip if I can’t prove it to be true.
Seyoncee:	What sort of politician are you? Don’t worry I have ways of making you talk.
I’m a hypnotist.

(Seyoncee proceeds to wave her arms mysteriously as she hypnotises him).


GOLDY / MAYOR

Goldy:	Ladies and gentlemen. Please, your attention folks. (They ignore her). Oi! (They stop what they’re doing and listen reluctantly) Thank you. As you know, next month will be the elections for Gigglewick Mayor, and my father will be once again asking for your vote.
Villagers:	(Ad lib) Boo! He’s rubbish.

Goldy:	So without further ado, please welcome Gigglewick’s most popular dairy farmer and your Mayor: Hubert Bogsprocket!
(Goldilocks steps aside clapping enthusiastically. Mayor steps up. There is a very muted ripple of applause. Someone throws a cabbage which bounces off his head)

Mayor:	Thank you, thank you. People of Gigglewick, thank you for that warm hand on my entrance.
Villagers:	(Ad lib) Get out of it, you’re useless, etc.

Mayor:	Now, now. I know some of you feel that my mayorship has not been a complete success.

Villagers:	(Ad lib) You can say that again, not half! etc. (More veg is thrown)

 (Audience all laugh and jeer).
Mayor:	Listen, listen. I have some good news. Next week is election day, so this weekend I’ve lined up a special treat. I am delighted to announce that Blackheart’s Circus is in town and they open tonight!

Villagers:	(Suddenly much happier) Hooray!

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

For the role of Mayor, you will be asked to pretend to be a chicken.









GOLDY / GEORGE

Goldy:	Good morning. You must be from the circus.
George:	You’re right, was it my dashing good looks, obvious charm, or the heroic lion taming square cut jaw?
Goldy:	No. I saw you putting the poster up.

George:	Oh, well then yes. I am from the circus – George. Goldy:	(They shake hands) Fanny Bogsprocket.
George:	That’s not a name you hear every day.
Goldy:	I do… Although most people call me Goldilocks.

George:	I can see why. If you don’t mind me saying, you’re very pretty Miss Bogsprocket.

Goldy:	I know.

George:	Oh.

Goldy:	It’s a curse. I’m just a milk maid on the farm but I want to follow my father into politics when I’m older. Trouble is people just think of me as a blonde bimbo with no brains and low morals.

George:	But those are the perfect qualifications.

Goldy:	Come off it, who would want to hear me make a speech? George:	I’d be delighted to see your hustings.
Goldy:	Oh George, you might be the first man who’s taken me seriously.


+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

For the role of George, you will be asked to pretend the floor is like lava.




COLIN / GEORGE

Colin:	So this is Gigglewick. Looks like it might be a laugh. Now, where to put these posters. There we go (noticing the audience). Oh hello!  oh dear, it’s going to be like that is it? I said hello! that’s better. I’m Colin, Colin the Clown from Blackheart’s Circus. Of course, I’m not going to be a clown forever – oh no, I’m going to be a lion tamer. That way all the girls will think I’m brave and heroic. I’m a bit lonely you see. Eh, I know – would you be my friends? You will? You don’t seem very sure. I said will you by my friends?  That’s lovely. When I come on will you shout – Eh Up Colin! And then I’ll know you haven’t dropped off. Shall we try it? That’s brilliant, thanks.    (George enters)

George:	I’ve put posters up just about everywhere (puts a poster up as Colin continues to talk to the audience).

Colin:	This is Gorgeous George – our current lion tamer. He’s going to give me lessons – first one’s this morning. Can’t wait!
George:	(Finishes sticking up the poster) Let’s hope these draw a crowd or Blackheart won’t be happy.

Colin:	He’s never happy. What with the animals escaping, the juggler throwing up... George:	Don’t all jugglers throw up?
Colin:	And the human cannonball being fired George:	Just as his career was taking off.
Colin:	It’s hard to find acts of that calibre.

   George:	   Well, he’s still got us

Colin:	A clown, and a lion tamer with one lion.
George:	Not just any lion: ‘Chunky’ – the most ferocious lion in London.
Colin:	Where do you think all the other animals went?

George:	(Looking guilty) I can’t imagine, but honestly Colin I don’t think circuses are the right place for animals anyway. We can find better ways to entertain folk.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

For the role of Colin, you will be asked to pretend to be a monkey.

NORA / COLIN 

Nora:	(Off stage) Yoo hoo! (enters)
	There you are you useless lump. Honestly if laziness was an Olympic sport you’d come fourth so you didn’t have to climb the podium (Clips Colin round the ear, then notices George and changes immediately to a flirty sweetheart) Oh Gorgeous George – I didn’t notice you there behind this clown.
Colin:	Mum!

George:	Morning Mrs Bone.

Nora:	How many times, call me Nora.

Colin:	(Still rubbing his head) Call me an ambulance. Nora:	Oh stop moaning.
Colin:	You’re late mum, you were supposed to help us.

Nora:	I can explain. You know how when you’re sitting on the toilet and you realise there’s no loo roll left so you have to do that silly walk with your pants around your ankles to get some more?

Colin:	Like a penguin?

Nora:	Yes. Well I had to do that. Fortunately there was a Tesco Express on the corner.

George:	That must have been embarrassing.
Nora:	Oh I’m not easily embarrassed. George: 	Please introduce yourself.
Nora:	Oh yes. I am Nora Bone, I run the main attraction at Blackheart’s circus. Colin:	The burger van in the car park.
Nora:	Award winning burger van…It’s got four Michelin tyres.

+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

For the role of Nora, you will be asked to “dance like there’s no one watching”.



MUMMY BEAR / DADDY BEAR / BABY BEAR (in the woods)

Baby:	I love picnics! 
Mummy:	There you are Baby Bear – keep up dear.
Baby:	You and Daddy aren’t arguing again are you Mummy? Daddy:	Of course not Baby Bear.
Baby:	Only this morning you had a big row about how long to leave the tea bag in the cup.

Mummy:	That had been brewing for ages.
Daddy:	Male and female are just different that’s all. Baby:	Like when?
Mummy:	For instance, when a woman says smell this, it usually smells nice.

Daddy:	Opposites attract Baby Bear. I mean, me and your mother are as different as chalk and cheese.
Mummy:	Although whoever coined the phrase as different as chalk and cheese had clearly never tasted Aldi Cheddar.

MUMMY BEAR / DADDY BEAR / BABY BEAR (at the circus)

Baby:	And now, I shall perform a selection from Shakespeare’s greatest plays for your enjoyment…To be or not …er.. Alas Poor Yorick… Where am I?

(Baby bears staggers about, coming out of the trance as he struggles to remember his lines) 
Blackheart:	I’m warning you Baby Bear – either you perform or it’s back in the cage!

(Daddy and Mummy Bear enter with a growl.)

Mummy:	Get away from my son!

Blackheart:	Now let’s not be hasty – what if I offered to pay you for Baby Bear? Daddy:	We’d bite your hand off.
Mummy:	Literally.

GOLDY / THREE BEARS (at the cottage)

Goldy:	Guess I’ll have to make the best of it. (Sits in Daddy’s chair) What a lovely little cottage. But this chair is no good, far too big. (Move to the smallest chair) Let’s try this one (She has to squeeze in) Ooh it’s a tight squeeze. (Chair breaks) Oops. Perhaps I’ll try the middle one. (She sits in the medium chair) Yes, this is the one – just right. And look – porridge. I love porridge and I’m so hungry. Still, it’s not mine – I shouldn’t really. Should I? What do you think boys and girls – shall I eat some porridge? (Audience respond) Well perhaps just a little. (She eats from the large bowl) Ow, that’s hot!! Let’s try this one. (Eats a spoon from the medium bowl) Eurgh – too sweet. Third time lucky? (Eats from a very small bowl) Mmmm lovely- this one is just right.

++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Daddy:	Just a minute – someone’s been sitting in my chair. Mummy:	And someone’s been sitting in my chair!
Baby:	Someone’s been sitting in my chair and it’s all broken!

Mummy:	How’s your porridge Daddy?
Daddy:	Gruelling.

Baby:	My porridge – it’s gone!

Mummy:	Baby Bear – what have I said about eating too quickly? Baby:	(Bursts into tears) I haven’t had a single spoonful.
Daddy:	There’s something very strange going on here.

Mummy:	Perhaps we should have a nap – everything seems better after a nap. Baby:	Good idea.
Daddy:	Look at this messy blanket – someone’s been sleeping in my bed! Mummy:	And look at these cushions – someone’s been sleeping in my bed!
Baby:	Someone’s been sleeping in my bed (Pulling the blanket off Goldilocks) And they’re still in it!

