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Author’s Note

This is the second of three collections of short plays for children, designed to be acted or read aloud at school or at home. All of them are suitable for children in the middle years of primary school. Most children enjoy acting, and taking part in a play or play-reading is a fun way of helping them to read more fluently and with expression. Their silent reading improves too, as they learn to keep track and come in at the right time with their lines.

The Trial of Wilf Wolf, although a comic take on Little Red Riding Hood, does actually follow the proceedings in a modern court. It is written for a cast of ten but it could be extended to involve a whole class if the lines spoken by the spectators are divided up (or you could even add some extra lines!). Alternatively, you could present a double-bill with The Wonderful Smells, which also contains a courtroom scene but is based on an old Chinese fable.

The remaining two plays both have a Tudor setting and can therefore provide an extra and entertaining insight for children studying this period. A Jumble for Queen Elizabeth is about a visit by Elizabeth I to a grand country house, and also features a couple of scenes in a school of the period. Yellow Stockings is about a production of Shakespeare’s Twelfth Night at the Globe Theatre. Again, although the plays work well when read aloud, they can also be simply staged, in which case it should be possible to include a whole class by involving extra children in the crowd and theatre scenes.

[image: A courtroom scene depicts Wilf Wolf in the witness box, Judge seated above, Miss Lock and Mister Freeman speaking, with Scarlet Hood, Granny and spectators watching from benches and balconies.]



The Trial of Wilf Wolf

Ten parts




Characters

[image: Scarlet Hood looks ahead with a slight smile, short hair peeks from her hood and her eyes glance sideways.]
Scarlet Hood

[image: Wilf Wolf raises his arms and frowns, wears a cap and a shirt with a slice of pizza.]
Wilf Wolf (defendant)

[image: Judge holds up a gavel, wears a robe and a wig with curls tied back.]
Judge

[image: Court Clerk types on a machine with papers and a steaming cup beside him, wears large round glasses.]
Court clerk

[image: Three spectators sit together, one knits, one reads and one writes notes, all wear glasses.]
Person 1, Person 2, Person 3 (spectators)

[image: Miss Lock points upward with a stern face, one hand rests on her hip and the other stays raised.]
Miss Lock, lawyer for Scarlet Hood

[image: Mister Freeman touches his chin with one hand, wears a wig and square glasses.]
Mr Freeman, lawyer for Wilf Wolf

[image: Mister Fell carries a log across his arms, wears a checkered shirt and a cap and has a large beard.]
Mr Fell (a woodcutter)

[image: Missus Gore holds a clipboard and pen, wears a lab coat and has long straight hair.]
Mrs Gore, a scientist

[image: Granny looks forward with wide eyes, wears round glasses and a pearl necklace and has frizzy hair.]
Granny




A COURTROOM



	Person 1:
	Isn’t this exciting?



	Person 2:
	I can’t wait to see the wolf!



	Person 3:
	Where are my specs?




[image: Three spectators sit side by side as one knits, one smiles with hands on knees and one reads a paper titled THE EYE.]


	Clerk:
	All rise!



	[The judge enters, and the wolf is taken to the dock.]



	Clerk:
	Wilf Wolf, you are charged with breaking into Mrs Hood’s cottage and eating her. Breaking and eating: are you guilty or not guilty?



	Wilf:
	Not guilty.



	Judge:
	Miss Lock, please begin the case.



	Miss Lock:
	I am here to prove that Wilf Wolf is guilty. I call my first witness, Scarlet Hood.



	[Scarlet enters the witness box.]



	Miss Lock:
	Scarlet, please tell the court what happened on the morning of March 1st.



	Scarlet:
	Well, I’d made a lovely chocolate cake for Granny. I knocked at her door but there was no answer, so I just went in. Granny was lying in bed, snoring. At least, I thought it was Granny, but . . . [She starts to cry.]




[image: Miss Lock stands in front while Scarlet Hood sits behind the witness stand with raised eyebrows and clenched hands.]


	Person 1:
	Poor little girl!



	Person 2:
	Poor old lady!



	Person 3:
	My husband snores.



	Miss Lock:
	Are you ready to continue, Scarlet?



	Scarlet:
	Yes. I put the cake down on the bedside table. Then I noticed that Granny’s nightcap had slipped over her nose, so I pulled it up. I got the fright of my life! It wasn’t Granny at all. It was a big bad wolf.



	Person 1:
	How shocking!



	Person 2:
	Just imagine!



	Person 3:
	What happened to the cake?



	Miss Lock:
	What did you do?



	Scarlet:
	I screamed! Then I ran to the door. The wolf woke up and chased me, but just then, a woodcutter rushed in. He saved my life!



	Person 1:
	Thank goodness!



	Person 2:
	What a hero!



	Person 3:
	I wonder if he trims hedges too.



	Miss Lock:
	Thank you, Scarlet.



	Mr Freeman:
	Scarlet, did the wolf actually attack you?



	Scarlet:
	No, but he was going to! He wanted to eat me, just like he ate my granny!



	Person 1:
	Poor little thing!



	Person 2:
	Look at her lovely hair!



	Person 3:
	Do you want a toffee?



	Mr Freeman:
	How can you be sure that the wolf ate your grandmother?



	Scarlet:
	He must have done. Granny’s disappeared! No one’s seen her for two weeks.



	Mr Freeman:
	Thank you.



	Miss Lock:
	I now call my second witness, Mr Fell.



	[The woodcutter, Mr Fell, enters the witness box.]



	Miss Lock:
	Mr Fell, what happened on March 1st?



	Mr Fell:
	Well, I was chopping down trees when I heard a scream from old Mrs Hood’s cottage. I ran in and saw the wolf chasing Scarlet. I grabbed him, tied him up and phoned the police.



	Person 1:
	Isn’t he brave?



	Person 2:
	Look at those muscles!




[image: Mister Fell looks upward with arms folded over a log, wears a checkered shirt and a cap.]


	Person 3:
	Do you think it was a granny knot?



	Miss Lock:
	Thank you, Mr Fell.



	Mr Freeman:
	Mr Fell, did you actually see the wolf attack Scarlet?



	Mr Fell:
	Well, not exactly.



	Mr Freeman:
	Please answer Yes or No.



	Mr Fell:
	No. But he was going to! He was planning to eat her just like he ate the old lady.



	Mr Freeman:
	How do you know that he did eat the old lady?



	Mr Fell:
	Because there was blood everywhere.



	Person 1:
	Blood!



	Person 2:
	How terrible!



	Person 3:
	I fainted when I had my measles injection.



	Clerk:
	Silence in court!



	Mr Freeman:
	How do you know that it was Mrs Hood’s blood?



	Mr Fell:
	Well, it must have been. Scarlet wasn’t bleeding, and neither was Wilf.



	Mr Freeman:
	Thank you, Mr Fell.



	Miss Lock:
	That is the end of the case against the wolf.



	Judge:
	Thank you, Miss Lock. Mr Freeman, please open the case for the defence.



	Mr Freeman:
	Yes, my lord. I will now call my first witness. Wilf, please enter the witness box.



	Person 1:
	Look at those ears!



	Person 2:
	Look at those teeth!



	Person 3:
	He’s got odd socks on!



	Mr Freeman:
	Please tell the court what happened on March 1st.



	Wilf:
	Well, I got a phone call from Mrs Hood. She ordered a pizza.



	Mr Freeman:
	A pizza, you say?



	Wilf:
	Yes. I’ve just started up a pizza company. I make all the pizzas myself. There are ten different toppings to choose from.




[image: Wilf Wolf holds a pizza box high in one hand and wears a matching pizza shirt and cap.]


	Person 1:
	He’s lying!



	Person 2:
	You can tell by the eyes!



	Person 3:
	I like ham and pineapple best.



	Mr Freeman:
	 And which topping did Mrs Hood order?



	Miss Lock:
	This question has nothing to do with the case, my lord. Mr Freeman is wasting the court’s time.



	Mr Freeman:
	Please permit Wilf to answer the question, my lord.



	Judge:
	Very well.



	Wilf:
	It was cheese and tomato, sir – I remember, because she asked for an extra helping of tomato.



	Mr Freeman:
	What happened when you delivered the pizza?



	Wilf:
	Well, Mrs Hood asked to see it before she paid for it. She made me take it out of the box. Then she said she wanted it cut into slices.



	Mr Freeman:
	And did you cut it up for her?



	Wilf:
	No. She said my paws didn’t look very clean, so she did it herself. She made a terrible job of it. She kept dropping it on the floor. She should have let me do it.



	Mr Freeman:
	What happened next?



	Wilf:
	She took the pizza and left the house. She asked me to stay behind and clear up the mess.



	Mr Freeman:
	And did you?



	Wilf:
	I was going to, but I thought I’d have a little nap first. I’d been up all night making pizzas, you see, and Mrs Hood’s bed looked so cosy. I must have dozed off, because the next thing I knew, this little girl was grabbing my nightcap.



	Mr Freeman:
	What did you do then?




[image: Scarlet Hood gasps beside a bed where Granny lies with a worried face as Wilf peeks from behind the blanket.]


	Wilf:
	I suppose I panicked. I jumped out of bed and ran for the door. But a nasty big tough guy came running in and tied me up.



	Mr Freeman:
	Thank you.



	Miss Lock:
	How can you explain the blood that was found in the cottage?



	Wilf:
	Oh, I forgot – Mrs Hood cut herself when she was cutting up the pizza. Yes, I remember now – she made me find her a sticking plaster.




[image: Two pizza slices lie broken apart with crumbs and mushrooms scattered beside them.]


	Person 1:
	Why didn’t he say so before?



	Person 2:
	He’s just making it up!



	Person 3:
	My Alf had to have seventeen stitches once.



	Miss Lock:
	I have one more question. Why were you wearing Mrs Hood’s nightcap?



	Wilf:
	I was cold!



	Miss Lock:
	I put it to you that you were not cold at all. I put it to you that you were disguising yourself in order to trick Scarlet.



	Wilf:
	That’s not true!



	Person 1:
	Yes it is!



	Person 2:
	Anyone can see that!



	Person 3:
	Didn’t the granny have an electric blanket?



	Miss Lock:
	Thank you.



	Mr Freeman:
	I now call my second witness, Mrs Gore.



	[Mrs Gore enters the witness box.]



	Mr Freeman:
	Can you tell us about your job, Mrs Gore?




[image: Missus Gore holds a clipboard and pen, looks to the side with a serious face and long hair.]


	Mrs Gore:
	Yes, I’m a scientist. I do blood tests for the court.



	Mr Freeman:
	And what did you find in this case?



	Mrs Gore:
	I did find a very small amount of Mrs Hood’s blood.



	Person 1:
	Yes!



	Person 2:
	That proves it!



	Person 3:
	I didn’t say eat all the toffees!



	Mr Freeman:
	A very small amount, you say.



	Mrs Gore:
	Yes – only two drops. All the rest of the red stuff turned out not to be blood at all.



	Mr Freeman:
	What was it?



	Mrs Gore:
	It was tomato sauce!



	Person 1:
	Tomato sauce!



	Person 2:
	Of course – from the pizza!



	Person 3:
	I quite like pepperoni too.



	Clerk:
	Silence in court!



	Judge:
	Miss Lock, do you wish to question Mrs Gore?



	Miss Lock:
	No, my lord.



	Judge:
	Thank you. I must now ask you, the jury, to make up your minds about the facts of this case. Has Miss Lock proved beyond doubt that the wolf is guilty? Are you satisfied that he broke into Mrs Hood’s house and ate her, and that he was not in fact delivering pizzas? Are you sure that . . .




[image: Judge lifts a gavel with one hand and keeps the other resting on the table, wears a robe and wig.]


	[Granny enters the court room.]



	Granny:
	Hello, Scarlet, what are you doing here? I hope you haven’t been robbing any banks!



	Scarlet:
	Granny! I thought you were dead!



	Granny:
	Dead! What are you on about? I’ve never felt better in my life!



	Person 1:
	What’s going on?



	Person 2:
	I don’t believe it!



	Person 3:
	It’s probably another wolf in disguise!



	Scarlet:
	But Granny, where have you been?



	Judge:
	Excuse me, I’m in charge here. If Mrs Hood will kindly enter the witness box, I would like to ask her some questions.



	[Granny enters the witness box.]



	Judge:
	Mrs Hood, what happened on March 1st?




[image: Granny stands behind the witness stand, frowns with wide eyes, raised hand and curly hair.]


	Granny:
	My friend Bertha phoned up and asked me over. She said she had some good news. It was nearly lunchtime so I ordered us a pizza and took it round.



	Judge:
	And why did you not return home?



	Granny:
	Oh, that was because of Bertha’s good news. She’d won £1,000 in the lottery! So we’ve just had two weeks at the seaside. Didn’t you get my postcard, Scarlet?




[image: A postcard shows palm trees, sea waves and a beach umbrella with the words wish you were here written across the top.]


	Scarlet:
	No.



	Person 1:
	Lucky things!



	Person 2:
	Fancy going away without telling anyone!



	Person 3:
	The post is terrible these days.



	Granny:
	I’ve had a wonderful time. Just perfect. Well, not quite perfect – there was one thing that was bothering me.



	Judge:
	What was that, Mrs Hood?



	Granny:
	That nice pizza fellow – I forgot to give him a tip. I got back today, and someone told me he was up in court. I can’t think why! Such a nice lad, even if his paws were a bit dirty. And so helpful, finding me that sticking plaster.



	Judge:
	Mrs Hood, can you see the pizza deliverer in this court room?



	Granny:
	Oh yes, there he is! It’s Wilf, isn’t it? Come here, son – here’s a fiver for you. Don’t spend it all at once!



	Judge:
	Case dismissed!




[image: Li Hua and Li Chang eat outside Full Moon Café while Shen Ying, Pang Bo and Dong Da work behind the counter under hanging lanterns.]



The Wonderful Smells

Seven parts




Characters

[image: Li Hua smiles and waves, wears a traditional top with hair tied in two buns held by a stick.]
Li Hua, aged eight

[image: Li Chang smiles with one hand pointing and the other on his hip, wears a buttoned tunic.]
Li Chang, Li Hua’s brother, aged six

[image: Missus Li looks sideways with a soft smile, wears a wide conical hat and a long-sleeved top.]
Mrs Li, the children’s mother

[image: Shen Ying frowns and raises a wooden spoon, wears a loose tunic and a textured cap.]
Shen Ying, a mean woman who works in the Full Moon Cafe

[image: Dong Da holds an abacus with both hands, smiles gently and wears a buttoned top and a tall hairstyle.]
Dong Da, a kind, rich man

[image: Pang Bo stirs food in a wok with one hand and holds a cup in the other, wears round glasses and a tall hat.]
Pang Bo, the cafe chef

[image: Judge looks sideways with a long beard, wears a short-sleeved top and a tall hairstyle with thick eyebrows.]
Judge




SCENE 1

[Outside the Full Moon Cafe. Li Hua enters, carrying firewood. Li Chang, her brother, follows, but stops outside the cafe and sniffs the air.]



	Li Hua:
	Hurry up, Li Chang! This firewood’s so heavy. Don’t you want to get home?



	Li Chang:
	I’m coming.




[image: Li Hua and Li Chang carry logs outside Full Moon Café while Missus Li, Pang Bo and Shen Ying work behind the counter beneath lanterns and hanging decorations.]


	Li Hua:
	No you’re not; you’re just standing there, sniffing the air.



	Li Chang:
	Can you smell what I can?



	Li Hua:
	Mmm! Roast duck!



	Li Chang:
	And bamboo shoots!



	Li Hua:
	There’s something else too . . . something sweet.



	Li Chang:
	Mangoes! What wonderful smells! Where are they coming from?



	Li Hua:
	The Full Moon Cafe, of course.



	Li Chang:
	Shall we play at being rich people?



	Li Hua:
	All right. Let’s pretend we can read the menu.



	[They go right up to the cafe and look at the menu.]



	Li Chang:
	 I’m going to start with fried shrimps.



	Li Hua:
	You’re a silly little shrimp yourself. Why have shrimps when there’s turtle soup on the menu?



	Li Chang:
	I’ll have that too.



	Li Hua:
	I’m going to have steamed goose.



	Li Chang:
	You’re a goose! Roast duck is much nicer.



	Li Hua:
	Let’s have both. And can you smell the mooncakes? We’ll have some of those too.



	Li Chang:
	We’ll eat and eat till we’re as fat as Dong Da.



	[Shen Ying comes out of the cafe, looking angry.]



	Shen Ying:
	Well? Are you coming in or not?




[image: Shen Ying frowns and raises a wooden spoon, wears a loose tunic and a textured cap.]


	Li Chang:
	We can’t.



	Li Hua:
	We’ve got no money.



	Shen Ying:
	What do you think you’re doing, then?



	Li Chang:
	Just looking at the menu.



	Li Hua:
	And smelling the wonderful smells!



	Shen Ying:
	What a cheek! You think you can just stand here smelling our expensive food when you’ve got no money?



	Li Hua:
	Why not? Smelling is free, isn’t it?



	Shen Ying:
	That’s what you think, is it? Off you go, before I bring you out a bill. [She goes back into the cafe.]



	Li Chang:
	Did you smell those wild mushrooms?



	Li Hua:
	Yes . . . and those dumplings! Mmmm!



	[Enter Dong Da.]



	Li Chang:
	Here comes a dumpling!



	Li Hua:
	Shh! It’s Dong Da.




[image: Dong Da holds an abacus with both hands, smiles gently and wears a buttoned top and a tall hairstyle.]


	Li Chang:
	He really is rich.



	Dong Da:
	Good evening, children. How is your father?



	Li Chang:
	Not very well.



	Li Hua:
	He cut his foot with an axe, and now he can’t work till it gets better.



	Dong Da:
	I’m sorry to hear that. Give my best wishes to your mother.



	[Shen Ying comes out of the cafe with a bucket of scraps. She sees the children.]



	Shen Ying:
	What? Still here? Be off with you or I’ll empty this rubbish over you.



	Dong Da:
	Come, come, Shen Ying, they’re not doing any harm.



	Shen Ying:
	Oh, sir, I didn’t see you. Good evening, sir, and a thousand more good evenings. May the gods give you long life and good health. May your purse always be full. May you—



	Dong Da:
	All right, all right, Shen Ying, that’s enough. Is my table ready?



	Shen Ying:
	Yes, sir.



	Dong Da:
	Good evening, children, and I hope your father is better soon.



	[Shen Ying holds open the door as Dong Da goes into the restaurant. She empties the rubbish into the street and glares at the children, then goes inside.]



	Li Hua:
	Come on, Li Chang, we really must go. Just one more sniff!



	Li Chang:
	A big one, to last us till we get home.



	[They take a big sniff and go off.]




[image: Li Hua and Li Chang stand side by side with eyes closed as they savour the aroma of steaming food held near their mouths.]
SCENE 2

[Inside the Lis’ house the children and Mrs Li are finishing their evening meal.]

[image: Li Hua, Li Chang and Missus Li sit at a wooden table eating noodles from bowls with chopsticks beside cups and pots.]


	Li Chang:
	Is there any more corn porridge?



	Mrs Li:
	No, it’s all gone.



	Li Chang:
	I’m still hungry.



	Li Hua:
	So am I.



	Mrs Li:
	There are still some pickled turnips.



	Li Chang:
	They’re so dull.



	Li Hua:
	Let’s pretend they’re something different. Mine’s a sweet pancake.



	Li Chang:
	Mine’s a mooncake.



	Li Hua:
	[pointing out of the window] Look, there’s the real moon! It’s a full one.



	Li Chang:
	No it isn’t.



	Li Hua:
	It is.



	Li Chang:
	It isn’t.



	Li Hua:
	It is full, isn’t it, Mother?



	Mrs Li:
	Not quite. It will be full in two days. That’s when the Moon Festival is.



	Li Chang:
	Oh good, the Moon Festival! We’ll be having mooncakes!



	Mrs Li:
	Not this year, I’m afraid.




[image: Four mooncakes sit on a rectangular tray with decorative tops and rays drawn around them.]


	Li Chang:
	But we always have mooncakes when it’s the festival.



	Mrs Li:
	I’m sorry, but till your father’s foot gets better there’s no money.



	Li Hua:
	I thought you were doing some washing for those rich people.



	Mrs Li:
	Yes, but they don’t pay much. That reminds me, there’s a basket of clothes to take back to them. Who’s going to take it?



	Li Hua:
	Li Chang can.



	Li Chang:
	No, I went last time.



	Li Hua:
	You didn’t.



	Li Chang:
	I did.



	Li Hua:
	You didn’t.



	Li Chang:
	Let’s toss a coin.



	Li Hua:
	There isn’t a coin to toss, silly.



	Mrs Li:
	Stop arguing, you’re giving me a headache. You go, Li Hua.



	Li Hua:
	[sulkily] All right, but Li Chang will have to go next time.



	[She takes the basket of clothes and goes out.]




SCENE 3

[Outside the Full Moon Cafe. Li Hua is carrying the basket of clothes. She stops to sniff the air. Dong Da comes out.]



	Dong Da:
	Hello, it’s my little friend again! I hope you haven’t been here all this time?



	Li Hua:
	No, I’ve been having my supper.



	Dong Da:
	What did you have?



	Li Hua:
	Corn porridge and pickled turnips.



	Dong Da:
	That doesn’t sound very exciting. I tell you what, take this coin and go in and buy some mooncakes for your family.




[image: Dong Da smiles and hands a coin to Li Hua who holds a basket while lanterns hang behind them at the café.]


	Li Hua:
	Oh, thank you, sir! But you’ve given me too much money.



	Dong Da:
	Take the change home to your mother. I’m sure she could do with it.



	Li Hua:
	Thank you!



	[She goes into the restaurant, and Dong Da goes on his way.]




SCENE 4

[Inside the Full Moon Cafe. Pang Bo is at the counter. Li Hua enters.]



	Pang Bo:
	Yes, what do you want?




[image: Pang Bo stirs a steaming wok while balancing a cup in his other hand and wears glasses and a tall hat.]


	Li Hua:
	I want some mooncakes, please. Five of them.



	Pang Bo:
	They cost one chien each, you know. I hope you’ve got some money.



	Li Hua:
	Yes I have, I’ve got a whole liang. That’s the same as ten chien.



	Pang Bo:
	Let’s see.



	Li Hua:
	Here it is.



	Pang Bo:
	Huh! I suppose you’ve been picking pockets.



	Li Hua:
	No, I haven’t.



	Pang Bo:
	Well, as long as it ends up in my pocket it’s all the same to me. What kind of mooncakes do you want?



	Li Hua:
	What kinds do you have?



	Pang Bo:
	 Bean paste, lotus seed paste or nuts.



	Li Hua:
	I’ll have bean paste . . . no, nuts. I don’t know, they all look so good.



	Pang Bo:
	Hurry up and make up your mind.



	Li Hua:
	 They smell good too! I know, I’ll have one with nuts and two each of the others.



	Pang Bo:
	That’s right, make things difficult for me. Let’s have your money, then.



	Li Hua:
	Here you are.



	Pang Bo:
	Now, take the cakes and be off with you. [He gives them to her.]




[image: Pang Bo hands a paper titled HALF MOON CAKE to Li Hua across the counter with mooncakes on display and lanterns overhead.]


	Li Hua:
	Thank you. But what about my change?



	Pang Bo:
	Oh, that! Here you are, then, five chien.




[image: Six coins lie scattered on the ground with different symbols and characters drawn on their surfaces.]


	[Enter Shen Ying.]



	Shen Ying:
	Wait a minute! That’s one of the children I was telling you about.



	Pang Bo:
	What, the ones that were hanging around outside?



	Shen Ying:
	Yes, smelling all our smells for free.



	Pang Bo:
	But you said they had no money.



	Shen Ying:
	That’s what she told me. You little liar!



	Li Hua:
	I’m not a liar! I didn’t have any money then, but Dong Da gave me some.



	Shen Ying:
	The old fool!



	Pang Bo:
	Never mind if he’s a fool, as long as we get his money!



	Li Hua:
	It’s my money now.



	Pang Bo:
	Not for long, it won’t be. You owe it to us, for all those smells you’ve been swallowing.



	Shen Ying:
	Yes. Hand over those coins.



	Li Hua:
	I won’t! They’re my change! Smelling is free. [She runs out.]



	Shen Ying:
	[calling after her] We’ll see about that.



	Pang Bo:
	Yes, and we’ll see what the judge has to say about it.




SCENE 5

[The next day, inside the Lis’ house.]



	Li Hua:
	Stop nibbling your mooncake, Li Chang. You won’t have any left for the festival tomorrow.



	Li Chang:
	Well, I’ll eat yours then!



	Li Hua:
	Oh no you won’t!



	Li Chang:
	In any case, Mother will buy us some more with all that money you gave her. Where is she?



	Li Hua:
	She’s in with Father. She’s seeing if he can read that letter that came for me today.



	[Enter Mrs Li from behind a ragged curtain. She holds a letter and looks worried.]




[image: Missus Li peeks from behind a curtain holding a letter with a worried expression on her face.]


	Li Hua:
	Well, could he read it?



	Mrs Li:
	Most of it.



	Li Chang:
	Who is it from?



	Mrs Li:
	It’s from the judge.



	Li Chang:
	The judge! What does he say?



	Mrs Li:
	He says that Li Hua is to go to court today. And she’s to bring five chien with her.



	Li Chang:
	Five chien! But that’s all the money she brought back yesterday. Are they going to take it away from her?



	Mrs Li:
	We’ll have to see.



	Li Chang:
	That’s stealing! If those Full Moon people get the money, I’ll get it back!



	Li Hua:
	How will you do that?



	Li Chang:
	I’ll get a spear and shield and I’ll fight them!



	Mrs Li:
	Calm down, Li Chang. Wait and see what the judge says.



	Li Chang:
	I’ll ride a dragon into their horrible cafe and flood it!






	Mrs Li:
	That’s enough, Li Chang. If you carry on like that in court you’ll end up behind bars.




[image: A long dragon twists mid-air with Li Hua and Li Chang riding on its back, gripping its whiskers and neck.]
SCENE 6

[The courtroom. The judge, Li Hua, Li Chang, Mrs Li, Shen Ying, Pang Bo and Dong Da are all in the room.]



	Judge:
	And now, the last case of the day. Is Li Hua in court?




[image: Judge looks sideways with narrowed eyes and a long beard, wears a short-sleeved top and a tall hairstyle.]


	Li Hua:
	[standing up] Yes, sir, I’m here.



	Judge:
	Good. Now, Li Hua, you have been accused of robbery. How old are you?



	Li Hua:
	I’m eight, sir.



	Judge:
	Eight. That is very young to begin a life of crime.



	Li Chang:
	She’s not a robber! How dare he say that!



	Mrs Li:
	[whispering] Shh! He hasn’t said so. Be quiet and listen.



	Judge:
	Are Pang Bo and Shen Ying in court?



	Pang Bo:
	[standing up] Yes, sir.



	Shen Ying:
	[standing up] Yes, sir.



	Judge:
	Good. Now, I understand you are the owners of the Full Moon Cafe.



	Pang Bo:
	That’s right, sir.




[image: Pang Bo frowns and looks sideways, wears glasses and a buttoned shirt beneath a tall textured hat.]


	Judge:
	And you are accusing Li Hua of stealing from your cafe?



	Shen Ying:
	Yes, sir.



	Li Chang:
	They’re the robbers!



	Judge:
	Silence in court! Now, Pang Bo, what are you saying that the girl stole?



	Pang Bo:
	She took some money, sir, and didn’t give it back.



	Judge:
	How much money?



	Pang Bo:
	Five chien.



	Judge:
	So you are telling me that Li Hua took five chien and didn’t give it back. What do you say to that, Li Hua?



	Li Hua:
	It was my money, sir. I bought some mooncakes and the money was my change. Pang Bo gave it to me!



	Judge:
	The five chien was your change, you say. Is this true, Pang Bo?



	Pang Bo:
	Well, in a way.



	Shen Ying:
	But it was a mistake! He shouldn’t have given it to her.




[image: Shen Ying frowns with heavy brows and wrinkled cheeks, wears a tied cap and a loose-collared tunic.]


	Judge:
	Explain yourselves.



	Shen Ying:
	Well, it’s like this, sir. Our cafe is one of the best in town.



	Pang Bo:
	Yes, and our food is very expensive. A dish of steamed goose costs three liang.



	Shen Ying:
	No, three and a half liang.



	Pang Bo:
	Does it?



	Shen Ying:
	Don’t you remember, we put all the prices up the other day?



	Pang Bo:
	Oh, yes, of course. But may I say, sir, that if you would like to come and eat we could make a special price for you.



	Judge:
	Please stick to the point.



	Shen Ying:
	I was just getting to it. The thing is, this girl has been standing around outside the cafe, smelling all the expensive food.



	Pang Bo:
	Yes, and she hasn’t paid us anything. Not a single chien!



	Shen Ying:
	She’s been stealing our smells!



	Judge:
	What do you say to that, Li Hua? Is it true that you have been smelling the food from the Full Moon Cafe?



	Li Hua:
	Yes, sir, but I can’t help it. I pass by there every day. And anyway, smelling is free, isn’t it?



	Judge:
	You must let me be the judge of that.



	Shen Ying:
	What a good judge!



	Li Chang:
	I don’t like this judge.



	Judge:
	Li Hua, I have another question for you. Did you like the smell of the food?



	Li Hua:
	Yes, sir.




[image: Six round coins lie scattered with different characters and symbols engraved across each surface.]


	Judge:
	And do you still have the five chien?



	Li Hua:
	Yes, sir, but . . .



	Judge:
	There are no buts about it.



	Pang Bo:
	Good! He’s going to make her pay!



	Shen Ying:
	[whispering] That was a brilliant idea of yours to offer him a special price for a meal! Don’t let him off too much, will you?



	Pang Bo:
	[whispering] Don’t worry, I’ll charge him double for his wine!



	Judge:
	I have here a bag.



	Shen Ying:
	It’s a money bag!




[image: A drawstring pouch with a circular emblem on the front rests upright with its strings curled around the top.]


	Judge:
	Li Hua, I want you to put the five chien into the bag.



	Li Hua:
	But, sir . . .



	Judge:
	I thought I said no buts. Take the bag, Li Hua.



	Pang Bo:
	What a good judge!



	Li Chang:
	He’s a terrible judge!



	Judge:
	Now, put the money into the bag.



	Li Hua:
	Do I have to?



	Judge:
	Yes.



	Li Chang:
	No! Stop! This isn’t fair! You’re as bad as them! I’m going to run you down with a chariot!



	Mrs Li:
	Be quiet, Li Chang. He could put you in prison.



	Li Chang:
	I’ll put him in prison!



	Judge:
	Silence in court! Now, is all the money in the bag?



	Li Hua:
	Yes.



	Judge:
	Good. I want you to give the bag to me, Li Hua.



	[Li Hua gives him the bag.]



	Judge:
	Thank you. Now I am going to shake this bag of coins. [He shakes it.] Did you hear the coins jingling in the bag, Pang Bo?




[image: Judge raises a small pouch with one hand while looking forward, his long beard drapes over his chest.]


	Pang Bo:
	Yes, sir.



	Judge:
	Did you hear them, Shen Ying?



	Shen Ying:
	Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.



	Judge:
	And did you both like the jingling sound?



	Pang Bo:
	Oh yes, sir.



	Shen Ying:
	It’s one of our favourite sounds, isn’t it, Pang Bo?



	Pang Bo:
	It certainly is.



	Judge:
	I’m glad to hear that. So, Li Hua liked the smell of your food, and you liked the sound of her coins jingling. Come here, Li Hua. You can have your money back now. [He gives her the bag.]



	Pang Bo:
	But it’s our money!



	Shen Ying:
	It’s our pay for the smells!



	Judge:
	No. Your pay for the smells was the sound of the money.



	Pang Bo:
	But . . .



	Judge:
	No buts about it! Let the girl go free. The court is finished for today, and tomorrow is a holiday.



	[The judge goes out.]



	Shen Ying:
	What a terrible judge.



	Pang Bo:
	He can forget about that special offer!



	[They go out.]



	Li Chang:
	What a good judge! I’m going to be a judge like that when I’m grown up.



	[Dong Da comes over to the family.]



	Dong Da:
	I must say that was better than being at the theatre. Congratulations, my little friend.




[image: Dong Da holds an abacus with both hands, smiles gently and wears a buttoned top and a tall hairstyle.]


	Li Hua:
	Thank you.



	Dong Da:
	And how is your husband, Mrs Li?



	Mrs Li:
	His foot is quite a lot better today. He’s beginning to walk about on it.



	Dong Da:
	Good. It’s the Moon Festival tomorrow. May I take your family out for a meal?



	Mrs Li:
	Thank you, you’re very kind.



	Li Chang:
	Can I have fried shrimps and roast duck and mooncakes?



	Dong Da:
	You can have whatever you like. But I must warn you of one thing.



	Li Hua:
	What’s that?



	Dong Da:
	We won’t be going to the Full Moon Cafe!




[image: Joan rolls dough beside Tom in a busy kitchen with baskets of ingredients on the table while Percival Platter works near the oven in the background.]



A Jumble for Queen Elizabeth

Six parts




Characters

[image: Narrator raises one hand and holds a paper in the other, wears a feathered cap and patterned doublet.]
Narrator

[image: Joan smiles and raises a bundle of herbs with one hand while holding a basket filled with vegetables.]
Joan, a maid, aged twelve

[image: Tom looks up excitedly and holds a pie, wears a ruffled collar and puffed sleeves.]
Tom, Joan’s brother, a schoolboy, aged ten

[image: Master crosses his arms and frowns with raised eyebrows, wears a robe and hat with a feather.]
Master, Tom’s schoolmaster

[image: Percival Platter smiles while holding a decorated pie, wears an apron and a feathered cap.]
Percival Platter, a pastry cook in Sir Richard Ash’s home

[image: Queen Elizabeth the First looks sideways with a smile, wears a tall collar, puffed sleeves and a crown-like headpiece.]
Queen Elizabeth I




SCENE 1



	Narrator:
	Seven of the clock, and a fine summer morning.



	Percival:
	Too fine! I’m sweating already. And I can’t find the minced dates.




[image: Percival Platter smiles softly and holds the same ornate pie with both hands while facing forward.]


	Narrator:
	In Sir Richard Ash’s house in Kent everyone is busy: the serving men and the stable lads, the butlers and the brewers, the carvers and the chambermaids . . .



	Percival:
	And the cooks!



	Narrator:
	How many cooks?



	Percival:
	I’m too busy to count. But not enough pastry cooks. Joan! Joan! Where is that little lie-abed?



	Joan:
	I’m not lying in bed! I’m here and I’m cutting herbs.




[image: Joan looks forward calmly, wears a bonnet and tunic with a small patch on her skirt.]


	Percival:
	Cutting herbs! What about the custard tarts? Don’t you know the Queen comes here tonight?



	Joan:
	Yes, Mr Platter. How could I not know? But the mistress said she needed some more herbs to strew on the floor. She says the Queen likes the smell of them.



	Percival:
	The Queen likes the taste of custard tarts, that’s all I care about, and she won’t be getting any at this rate. Now, run along to the dairy and fetch some more milk.



	Joan:
	Yes, Sir.



	Percival:
	Where did I put those minced dates? We’ll never be ready on time!




SCENE 2



	Narrator:
	Seven fifteen of the clock, and Joan’s brother Tom is late for school.




[image: Tom glances to the side with wide eyes and curly hair, wears a ruffled collar and tunic.]


	Master:
	And where is your cap, Thomas?



	Tom:
	It . . . it blew away, Sir!



	Master:
	I could beat you for being late, Thomas, and I could beat you for losing your cap. Do you want to be beaten?



	Tom:
	No, Sir.



	Master:
	What is the Latin for ‘I do not wish to be beaten’?



	Tom:
	Er . . . ‘Nolo verberari’.



	Master:
	Then take your quill and your paper out of your satchel, and write out the Latin poem you learnt yesterday.




[image: A feather quill with a pointed tip lies angled upward, with ink marks dotted beneath its base.]


	Tom:
	Yes, Sir.



	Master:
	What is that in your satchel, Thomas?



	Tom:
	Nothing, Sir.



	Master:
	Yes it is, it’s your cap, and it’s wet. Why is it wet, Thomas?



	Tom:
	I . . . I was catching frogs in it on the way to school, Sir.



	Master:
	I think perhaps you do want to be beaten after all, Thomas.




SCENE 3



	Narrator:
	Ten of the clock, and the Queen is leaving London. Not just the Queen. Hundreds of people and thousands of horses. Wagons full of clothes and jewels, papers and pictures, books, bedclothes . . .



	Queen:
	And beer. Weak beer. Of all things, I detest strong beer.



	Narrator:
	The people of London throng the streets to watch the magnificent procession pass by.



	Everyone:
	Long live the Queen!



	Queen:
	I thank you, good people of London. I am leaving you now for the fair county of Kent. But though I am away, may your love for me remain in your hearts till I return.



	Everyone:
	God bless the Queen!




[image: A busy street scene includes a town crier ringing a bell, villagers cheering and banners flying beside timbered houses.]
SCENE 4



	Narrator:
	Half past ten of the clock. In Sir Richard’s kitchen, the custard tarts are all made.




[image: Three small tarts sit together with dotted crusts and lines radiating from each top edge.]


	Percival:
	But not the quince pies! Joan! Joan! What are you doing with the vinegar? You should be peeling quinces.



	Joan:
	But the mistress asked me to make some tooth soap first.



	Percival:
	Tooth soap! Tooth soap! What do we want with tooth soap at a time like this?



	Joan:
	The mistress thought the Queen might need some for her teeth after eating all our puddings.



	Percival:
	She can’t eat the puddings if we haven’t finished making them!



	Joan:
	I won’t be long, Sir. I’ve mixed the vinegar and white wine. I just need to add the honey and then boil up.



	Percival:
	But what about the quince pies? We’ll never be ready in time!



	Narrator:
	Eleven of the clock, and the school boys are having their dinner.



	Master:
	Thomas, don’t cut your nails at the table!



	Tom:
	I’m sorry, Sir.



	Master:
	What is the proper use of a pen knife, Thomas?



	Tom:
	For shaping quills into pens, Sir.



	Master:
	And how do you say in Latin, ‘The boy who cuts his nails with his penknife will be beaten’?



	Tom:
	Er . . . ‘puer’, that’s ‘the boy’. Puer . . . I don’t know the rest, Sir.



	Master:
	And you didn’t know your Latin poem this morning. Latin is the key to all knowledge, Thomas, haven’t I told you that?



	Tom:
	Yes, you have, Sir.



	Master:
	I have told you in words, Thomas, but now I think that perhaps the birch rod will speak to you better than I can. You will bring me the rod after dinner, Thomas.



	Tom:
	Oh no, Sir, please, Sir, no!



	Master:
	Oh yes, Thomas!




SCENE 5



	Narrator:
	Two of the clock, and the Queen progresses towards Sir Richard’s house. Crowds of cheering people line the roads.



	Queen:
	And what bumpy roads they are! My poor horse stumbles and I am so jolted that I fear I shall not be able to sit down again for another week. Let us stop to greet the people.



	Everyone:
	Long live the Queen!



	Queen:
	I thank you, good people of Kent, for your love. Nothing can destroy this love of yours, not even Time, which wears down rocks and mountains – and roads.



	Everyone:
	God save the Queen!



	Queen:
	Who is that boy I see running across the fields towards us, as if for his life?



	Narrator:
	The boy is Tom, and he is running away from school.



	Queen:
	See how he jumps over the gate in a single leap! Come here, my little leaper, I wish to speak with you.



	Tom:
	Your Majesty, I am your faithful servant!




[image: Master and Narrator stand near a poster of Queen Elizabeth I while papers scatter and instruments rest on the floor.]


	Queen:
	You are a scholar, I see, as well as a leaper. Pray open your satchel and show me what you are studying. What is this book?



	Tom:
	It is my Latin book, Your Majesty.



	Queen:
	But I see you have written a rhyme in English inside the cover.



	Tom:
	Yes, Your Majesty. I got into trouble for writing that. The Master said I should have been studying my Latin instead of scribbling.



	Queen:
	Read me your rhyme.



	Tom:
	‘The rose is red, the frogs are green, God bless Elizabeth, our noble Queen.’



	Queen:
	Are you sure you don’t mean, ‘The leaves are green’?



	Tom:
	It should be the leaves really, but I changed it. I like frogs. I got into trouble today for catching some in my cap.




[image: A pie with berries and crust topping sits beside a long feather tied with a ribbon.]


	Queen:
	Well, Tom, you are not in trouble with me. I like frogs too. I have a little gold frog with an emerald back, who comes on my travels with me. I shall remember you and your verses! And now farewell, my leaping poet.




SCENE 6



	Narrator:
	Four of the clock. Someone is tapping at Sir Richard’s kitchen door.



	Tom:
	Sweep, chimney, sweep! Sweep chimney sweep! Sweep chimney, chimney sweep, With a whoop and a derry derry sweep!



	Joan:
	Go away, we don’t need any chimneys swept!



	Tom:
	I fooled you, didn’t I?



	Joan:
	You what? Oh, it’s you! Tom, what are you doing here? Why aren’t you at school?



	Tom:
	Stop asking questions and let me in!



	Joan:
	All right – in you come! But when Mr Platter comes back you’ll have to hide.



	Tom:
	What’s that you’re making?



	Joan:
	Jumbles.




[image: A plate holds five bread rolls and pretzels shaped in loops and knots with dotted crusts.]


	Tom:
	Are they those thin crispy cakes? I love them! Can I really help?



	Joan:
	If you like – but wash your hands first. There’s a pail in the corner. Now, tell me why you’re not at school. Did the Master let you have a holiday?



	Tom:
	Not him! But I’m going to have a holiday, a long holiday. I’m never going back there again!



	Joan:
	Oh, Tom, you must!



	Tom:
	What, and get beaten black and blue? I hate it!



	Joan:
	Well, you can’t stay here. Why don’t you go home to Mother and Father?



	Tom:
	No, they’ll just send me back to school. I’m running away. I’ll go to sea!



	Joan:
	No, don’t do that – you’ll get seasick, or you’ll get scurvy.



	Tom:
	What’s scurvy?



	Joan:
	It’s a disease sailors get from not having enough fresh food and water.



	Tom:
	Well I’d rather have that than go back to school. I shan’t go back, I shan’t, I shan’t, I shan’t!



	Joan:
	Oh, do stop thumping the dough like that! We’re supposed to be making jumbles, remember?




[image: Joan and Tom knead dough on a table beside eggs, flour and pastry while pots hang behind them.]


	Tom:
	Why are all yours shaped like knots?



	Joan:
	They’re not all – look, these ones are shaped like rings.



	Tom:
	I’ve got a better idea. Look at this one!



	Joan:
	It looks like a frog!



	Tom:
	That’s what it’s supposed to be. And now I’ll make an E shape to go on it’s back – E for Elizabeth.



	Joan:
	Why do you think the Queen would like a frog-shaped jumble?



	Tom:
	She likes frogs.




[image: A jumble-shaped pastry sits at the centre of smaller bread rolls decorated with icing and crumbs.]


	Joan:
	How do you know?



	Tom:
	She told me. I’ve met her, you know.



	Joan:
	Oh yes, and I suppose you swept her chimney. Look, Tom, I haven’t got time for any of your silly stories. If these jumbles aren’t in the oven by the time Mr Platter comes back I’ll be in trouble.



	Narrator:
	Eight of the clock and a fine summer evening. Sir Richard’s great chamber is full – and so are most of his guests.



	Master:
	Including me! That was certainly better than school dinners!



	Narrator:
	After the meal there will be dancing and fireworks. But first . . .



	Queen:
	I would like just one more of your delicious jumbles, Sir Richard. Why, here is one shaped like a frog! A frog with the letter E on his back. I have never seen the like before! Sir Richard, pray send for your pastry cook.



	Narrator:
	Sir Richard sends for Mr Platter who bows before the Queen.



	Queen:
	You have a skilful hand with the pastry, Mr Platter.



	Percival:
	Thank you, Your Majesty, but I didn’t make the jumbles – Joan did.




[image: Percival Platter presents a pie at a long banquet table where Queen Elizabeth I smiles and guests dine.]


	Queen:
	Then send for Joan.



	Narrator:
	Mr Platter sends for Joan, who curtsies before the Queen.



	Queen:
	So this is Joan the jumble-maker!



	Joan:
	I didn’t make that one, Your Majesty!



	Queen:
	Then who did?



	Joan:
	Tom did.



	Queen:
	Then send for Tom.



	Joan:
	I’ll fetch him, Your Majesty.



	Percival:
	Tom? Who is Tom? My head’s going round.



	Narrator:
	Joan fetches Tom, who kneels before the Queen.




[image: Tom presents a decorated pie while Queen Elizabeth I leans forward to take a closer look.]


	Queen:
	So it’s the little leaper!



	Master:
	It’s the little runaway!



	Queen:
	Is this true, Tom? Are you a runaway?



	Tom:
	Yes. I’m sorry, Your Majesty.



	Master:
	Sorry, are you? I’ll make you sorry tomorrow, Thomas, you can count on that.



	Queen:
	Do I understand, Tom, that you are not your master’s favourite pupil?



	Master:
	Your Majesty, the boy is always late, he loses his cap, he jumbles his Latin, he . . .



	Queen:
	Pray silence! We are not in school now. Tom’s Latin may be a jumble, but his jumbles are fit for a Queen. I have a pastry cook who could do with an apprentice like you. Would you like the job, Tom?




[image: A jumble-shaped pastry sits at the centre of smaller bread rolls decorated with icing and crumbs.]


	Tom:
	Yes, Your Majesty!



	Queen:
	Then the deal is done. But now it is time to dance and make merry. Do you like dancing, Joan?



	Joan:
	I love it, Your Majesty.



	Queen:
	Then we shall see if you can leap like your brother. Sir Richard, lead us to your gallery, and we shall dance the night away.



	Narrator:
	The music plays, the fireworks fly.
Drowning out the watchman’s cry:
‘Twelve o’clock, look well to your lock,
Your fire and your light,
And so goodnight.’




[image: A large open-air theatre fills with a cheering crowd as Pip and Annie Fleet perform on a raised circular stage beneath timbered galleries.]
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