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 Fairytales

A full-length comedy sketch in the
style of Victoria Wood’s
humor

 

A serious-looking woman (30-50 yrs) is centre-stage
at a conference. She is a keen and earnest advocate of all things
health, safety and politically correct. She addresses the audience
of like-minded individuals.

 

 

Woman:
Ladies and Gentlemen, thank you so much for joining me today
for the launch of a new book of fairytales, co-produced by the
British Society for Political Correctness and the National Board of
Health and Safety.

I think we can all agree that with just a little
tweaking, we’ve produced a wonderful, safe and confidence-boosting
selection of stories that children will enjoy for years to
come.

 


I shall be reading from the book which is available
for purchase in the foyer along with a selection of gender-neutral
toys.

And so let’s begin, are you sitting
comfortably? (She laughs at her own
joke) If not, have a word with one of our ergonomics
advisors who can arrange for orthopaedic seating should you need
it. I’ll begin with Cinderella.

 

Once upon a time, there lived a girl called
Cinderella who lived in a blended family with her Stepmother and
two aesthetically challenged step sisters although they did have
lovely personalities.

One day, Cinderella’s father Douglas, a health and
safety consultant, had to go away on business helping companies
with warning labels.

Not long after her father’s departure Cinderella
noticed her stepmother’s behaviour change and become hateful
towards her. Cinderella’s feelings were very hurt and her
confidence was knocked. Having been grounded for the umpteenth time
Cinderella called NHS Direct to seek advice and they referred her
to a government initiative called The Young Person’s Support
Service or YOPSS for short. A lady called Fairy Godmother answered
the phone.

After talking it over with the trained counsellor
Cinderella decided to tackle the situation directly so she made her
stepmother a nice cup of tea and asked her if there was anything
wrong. The stepmother quickly broke down and explained that she’d
had a difficult childhood which had led to self-esteem issues as an
adult and that she was jealous of Cinderella’s youth and
beauty.

Cinderella recognised that her stepmother was in
crisis so she took her to her GP who referred her to an accredited
psychologist having first checked they had the proper liability
insurance in place via a link on the National Board of Health and
Safety website.

In time the stepmother learned to love and value
herself and Cinderella realised mental illness came in many forms
and that it was important not to stigmatise them.

 

(To the audience)
Quite moving don’t you think?

 

And now for Goldilocks. Once upon a time a
girl called Goldilocks, who was a part-time park ranger, health
inspector and police community support officer, went for a walk in
the woods wearing appropriate wet weather gear, as advised by the
Nation Board of Health and Safety’s
website.

Noticing smoke emanating from beyond the trees and
concerned about the possibilities of bushfire Goldie wandered off
the council-approved footpath. She happened upon a wooden cabin
with its door open and she shook her head sagely at the owner’s
blatant disregard for security. Goldie issued an on-the-spot fine
and left it at the door.

Still, curious about who should live there, Goldie
surveyed the building for safety violations and decided it was
appropriate to enter. On the table were three bowls of porridge,
unprotected from flies and vermin. Goldie issued another
fifty-pound fine.

She first inspected the largest bowl of porridge
which was far too hot. Goldilocks immediately sealed off the area,
called in the HAZMAT team and asked the RSPCA to divert the local
wildlife, the costs of which would be assigned to the
homeowners.

 

Next, she tried the medium bowl of porridge which
was far too salty. Goldie quickly threw the porridge away and left
a government-backed nutrition leaflet in its place and a voucher
for a two-week trial at the local gym. Along with another
on-the-spot fine.

Finally, she tried the smallest bowl of porridge and
it was just right. Goldie left a certificate of achievement next to
the bowl and an invitation from the Prime Minister to become the
new Children’s Tsar.

Eventually, the home owners returned. Goldilocks
ordered the family to stay away from the large bowl of porridge for
at least 2 hours to avoid injury and told them they had 30 days to
pay the fines. Goldie then received a call about sightings of an
endangered species of wolf bothering the occupants of a home for
the elderly and ran to rescue them.

 

And finally...Once upon a time, there lived a boy
called Jack who lived in a single-parent household in a low-income
area of Fairyland. By way of background, Jack was entitled to free
school dinners, except that it was half term so Jack and his mother
were very hungry. Jack was also undergoing psychological testing to
diagnose a behavioural problem, suspected to be ADHD.

On this fateful morning, Jack’s mum sent him to
market with their only possession, a cow. Jack was under the strict
instruction not to come home until he had sold the cow for five
gold coins (which breached the child working regulations).

 

Jack waited all day at the market but no one would
buy the cow as it wasn’t certified by the RSPCA-backed Freedom Food
label and no one wanted a mistreated cow on their conscience.

So when a man in his later years offered to buy the
cow for five beans, Jack forgot about his mother’s instruction and
accepted the beans.

Back at home, Jack’s mother threw the beans out of
the window and went to hit him but remembered the main tenets of
the parenting course her caseworker had insisted she attend.
Instead, she explained to Jack why it was wrong to accept beans
instead of gold. She asked Jack to consider doing the right thing
next time and Jack agreed he would try.

In the morning Jack was up bright and early. Looking
out of his window he saw that the beans had grown into a huge thick
stalk. This is because Jack had been sold genetically modified
beans. The bean man had been trying to offload the beans in order
to avoid sanctions under the new food standards legislation.

 

Jack climbed all the way up the stalk to the second
floor of the tower block they lived in and knocked on the door in
front of him.

Jack gasped when he opened the door and said,
‘you’re a
giant’!

‘No, I’m Brian’, said Brian.

 

Brian explained that he had a pituitary gland
disorder which had resulted in an excess of growth hormones but
that he was being treated successfully. Jack and Brian talked all
morning and Jack quickly realised that Brian was just as valuable a
citizen as he was and that differences were to be celebrated.

Jack also learned that Brian had an enhanced CRB and
was duly permitted to be alone in a room with him.

When it was time to leave, Jack made for the stalk
but it had already been cut down by the council as it had no
planning permission and it was listed as a threat to vegetation
along with Chinese knotweed.

Jack used the stairs instead and resolved to add
more exercise and activity into his day.

(looks up from the book)

I think you’ll agree Ladies and Gentlemen that these
new stories are much more wholesome and, more importantly, safe. I
look forward to seeing these wonderful books in the hands of
children up and down the country. Now, let me had the stage to Jane
who will give us a short talk on the importance of suitable
footwear.


 


 New
Leaf

A melancholic piece about loss

 

A man (40-50 years old) is sitting at a table with a
bottle of whiskey and a glass, drinking alone. He’s not yet drunk.
He has suffered the loss of his wife to cancer and has realised he
can’t live without her. In this scene he has decided to kill
himself. He addresses the audience directly.

 

 

MAN:(Raises his glass)
Cheers. Another one? Don’t mind if I do, it’s six o’clock
somewhere right?

(very serious) I
should be honest with you. This is the last bottle of booze I am
ever going to drink; I am turning a new leaf and becoming a new
man. I’ve given my life over to the Lord and he wants me
sober. (Starts laughing) Only
kidding! Well only about the religion and the new leaf but not
about the drink. This is definitely my last bottle because I’ve
taken these (holds up an empty bottle of
pills). In a few minutes I am going to sleep and I am
never waking up.

(PAUSE)

Oh don’t look so sad, this is the second best day of
my life, I am a big boy and I have decided I won’t do this
anymore.

 

The best day of my life was when I met Lainey.
She hated being called Elaine so I only ever used the word when I
wanted to piss her off. (PAUSE) Which I did a fair few
times. (enjoying the memory and
laughing) Became a bit of a sport really, she was so
easy to wind up. I told her they’d taken the word gullible out of
the dictionary once and she was incensed. I had to stop her ringing
the Oxford dictionary people.

 

Another time I rang her on her mobile when she was
at the pub. Told her I had a mate called Michael Hunt meeting me
there and could she shout out for him. He went by the name Mike.
Mike. Hunt. She’s bellowing Mike Hunt over and over again to the
whole of the White Horse and couldn’t understand why the customers
were rolling around laughing. She didn’t talk to me for two
days.

God I miss her angry face. She did indignant better
than anyone I knew.

You must think I was a right arsehole but I honestly
wasn’t. She was the best thing that ever happened to me and she
never wanted for anything. Well, almost anything. We could never
have kids, never knew why and decided not to find out who was to
blame. We decided each other was more than enough, I bought a pool
table and she got a ratty little dog called Missy.

And you know what? We had a bloody good life. We
went on nice holidays, the pub on Saturday nights, Lainey made our
house a home and we never fell out of love.

(TONE CHANGES)

Then in January last year the bottom fell out of our
world. We’d had a fantastic Christmas in Majorca when Lainey
started feeling really unwell. Lots of headaches, losing weight. I
tried to reassure her that it was just Christmas and most women
would give their eye teeth to eat their weight in chocolate and
still lose weight but we both knew something was really wrong.

 And it was. The GP sent her straight to
hospital where they discovered so many tumours they couldn’t tell
where the cancer had started. 4 weeks later I was taking Missy to
see her in a hospice and 3 weeks after that I buried her. The
minute she knew she was ill she started filling the freezer. I’ve
still got 4 shepherd’s pies and 6 chicken casseroles to get
through. Or not as it turns out.

I’ve tried, I really have. Lainey was desperate for
me to carry on, look after Missy, find someone else eventually -
but I can’t. The dog didn’t try very hard at all. She died a week
after Lainey. Missy had to make do with a grave in the garden.

(GETTING SLEEPY) So I give up. I have no idea if
there is another life after this but I can’t carry on in this one.
I miss her many faces, the way she’d lamp me for putting my foot in
it, the way she tried to tell a joke and gave away the punch line.
Every time. I
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