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The Zealous Zombies. Or in Which We Lerv.



A Political Perversion in Three Paroxysms.



By Ronald L. Meek.




Caste.


	

Her Scuttler. A Horror.

	

Sidi Ben Olland. (May his tribe decrease!) 
[
unclear: Leader] of the Zombies.

	

Jonnalio. A Zombie.

	

The Bulgie Zombie. Zombies.

	

The Artful Doidger. Zombies.

	

The Bare 
[
unclear: Bodyin]. Zombies.

	

The Gravedigger. - An Anachronism.

	

A Chorus of Zombies.

	

A Chorus of Bl0Ndies.

	

Scrimgeourella. A Jade.

	

Aplop. Mares.

	

Hisleton. Mares.

	

A Chorus of Corpulent Councillors.

	

Mr. Tight. Councillors.

	

Mr. Cluckie. Councillors.

	

Mr. Thievewright. Councillors.

	

Mrs. Phlox-Gillyflower. Councillors.

	

The Minx of the Kremlin. An Enigma.

	

A Bevy of Bolsheviks.

	

A Chorus of Kremlin Gremlins.

	

The Honourable Paddy Begg. (and his hat)

	

Dr. Silvertone. - The Herald of the Comrades' Circus.
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Scenes






Scenes.



Act. I. The Graveyard of Reaction, Waydown Undah. A little while ago.



Act. II Scene I. The office of 'Jonnalio's weakly'. It may be today.



Act II Scene II. The abode of the Minx of the kremlin. Any time.



Act. III. The Graveyard of Reaction again. It may be tomorrow.
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The Zealous Zombies — Prologue








The Zealous Zombies




Prologue




Persons in the Prologue


	A chorus of students.

	The ghost of Aristophanes

	King Henry VIII and his six wives.

	King John, three Baronesses, and three Barons.

	The Emperor Asparagus.

	Kitty from Cairo.





The Scene is the meeting room of the Supreme Soviet of Victoria College Students in the year 3000 A.D.


(The Curtain rises on six feet of stage. A glass and chrome table is seen at each side of the stage, with six chairs of similar materials. A banner is lowered from the flies stating "Victoria University College, 3000 A.D." A chorus of students - six men and six women - enter from either side. They are dressed in futuristic costumes. They sing the following chorus, execute a short futuristic ballet, and then repeat the chorus):












Chorus of Students


(Air - "Deep in the Heart of Texas")




Students we



of 3000 A.D.



Up at Victoria College.



It's pleasant to hear



That we still like beer,



Up at Victoria College.



When lectures are done



We still have fun



Up at Victoria College.



Though years have passed



We still live fast -



Up at Victoria College.











(At the conclusion of the ballet and repeat chorus, the students sit at the tables at either side of the stage. The Chairman rises.)


Chairman
:
I declare this session of the Supreme Soviet of Victoria College Students open. Comrades and friends, I think most of you know why we're meeting here tonight. As part of the celebrations to mark the year 3000 A.D., we have pledged ourselves to compile a history of that quaint and barbarous form of entertainment known as the "Extravaganza." Up to now we haven't got very far. As you know, most of the records of earlier days at the College have been destroyed, and all that we have are a few charred fragments of printed matter relating to the subject which our historians have called "The Extravaganza Fragments" (He holds up a small bundle of charred papers). And these fragments give evidence of such a low mentality on the part of the writers that I am very reluctant to believe that they are authentic. Indeed, Comrade Jameson here is writing a thesis proving that they are forgeries. What is its title, Comrade Jameson?


Jameson
:
"That the Extravaganza Fragments are Apocryphal Interpolations Inserted in the Original Scripts by white-Guard Reactionaries for the Purpose of Under-mining the Confidence of the Proletaria in the Intellectual Petit-Bourgeoisie."


Chairman
:
We shall now receive the reports of the three sub-committees appointed to examine the Extravaganza Fragments. Comrade Jenkinson.


Jenkinson
:
Comrade Chair, Comrades and friends! my sub-committee has carefully examined the Extravaganza Fragments and from the evidence we have deduced that the Extravaganza was undoubtedly a perversion of the old primitive Orgy. For a
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few days in each year our forbears in these halla used to throw aside all dignity and restraint and get rid of their severe repressions in a riot of passio, pornography and pandemonium. In their licentious dances and dramas they would constantly rail against creatures called "politicians" - apparently a form of primitive monster now fortunately extinct.


Chairman
:
Thank you, Comrade Jenkinson. The next report is from Comrade Jackson.


Jackson
:
Comrade chair, comrades and friends: my sub-committee has carefully examined the Extravaganza Fragments, and from the evidence we have deduced that Victoria College in those days was financed by the profits from a large brewery, owned and operated by the students themselves. The Extravaganza was an advertising campaign conducted by the students to gain public support for the products of this brewery. The evidence from contemporary writers proves conclusively that the actual "Extravaganza", or advertising campaign, was merely a sort of argy of public beer drinking, the object obviously being to impress upon the public the potent qualities of the students' spirituous product.


Chairman
:
Thank you, Comrade 
Jackson. The final report is from Comrade Johnson.


Johnson
:
Comrade chair, etcetera. My sub-committee has carefully examined the Extravagana Fragments, and from the evidence we have deduced that Victoria College at the time of the Extravaganza wasn't a place for the dispensation of learning at all, but a well-organised matrimonial bureau. There went the sons and daughters of the bourgeoisie in order to acquire spouses. When business was not particularly brisk, the Extravagana, or Revel, was held. By means of displays of nudity, bawdry, and erotic dances, the senses of the students were stimulated, and the matrimonial business went back to normal.

Chairman
:
Thank you, Comrade Johnson, Now, I think that we should -


(The Ghost of Aristophanes, attired in a beard and a white sheet, appears in a stage box. He speaks through a microphone).


Aristophanes
:
Hi, you, down there!


Chairman
:
Who the hell are you, anyway?


Johnson
:
How yer doin', 'Arry?


Chairman
:
Why don't you come down here?


Aristophanes
:
I can't come down to earth. I am a poet. In the olden days I used to write Extravaganazas, and I reckon I can help you folk out a bit. You see, I'be been floating around the world watching Extravaganzas for 3000 years - ever since my last one got banned by the Areopagiticus because I introduced a male ballet of Vestal Virgins and made them sing, "I Don't Want to Walk Without You Baby." Boy, I had a grand time watching Extravaganzas - they just seemed to get me somehow. And then you people brought in your blasted 
New Order, and you didn't have any body to criticise any more, so Extravaganzas just died out. And now my own shows are almost forgotten - a few University students have to trandlate them, and a few clergymen, professors and such nitwits bowdlerise them; but that's about all.


Chairman
:
Well, Comrade Aristophanes, tell us what you think of the reports of our three sub-committees.


Aristophanes
:
Bullswool, my dear lad, sheer bullswool! Or, to put it in medieva language, nerts! There were orgies all right - I used to have a few in Greece myself after the show - there was a good bit of healthy bawdry - and there certainly was beer - but the whole is proverbially greater than its parts. Let's see -now how can I explain just what they were? Yes - the first thing that springs into my mind is the great beauty of the women who used to take part. Boy, they were red-hot mommas! Me me wish I was not disembodied. What hair! What eyes! What necks! What busts! What hips! What -


Students
:
Censored!
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Chairman
:
We'll skip to the feet, I think, Comrade Aristophanes, Tell us some more about Extravaganzas.


Students

(together) What was an Extravaganza?


Aristophanes
:
Give us a chance, "boys. It isn't as easy to define as all that, You see, these beautiful women were a vital part of the Extravaganza. I remember once seeing a ballet - oh, an exquisite thing - with maidens of the most peerless beauty, I wonder if I can describe it to you?


(The lights begin to fade, and the curtains begin to part)


There were six lovely gazelle-like creatures in it - I was particularly taken with a little one on the right -


(His voice fades, there is a slow blackout, and a spot suddenly shoots out to illuminate a small stage set immediately behind the opening in the centre curtain. Behind thisminiature stage is a white half-size backdrop, with the words, "The Private Wices of Henry VIII" written on it. Upon a large throne sits King Henry VIII, dressed fantastically, and around him are scattered, in various appealing attitudes, a male ballet of the Six Wives of King Henry VIII, Tableau. The Wives then execute a clumsy ballet, and sing the following chorus)!






Chorus of Wives of Henry VIII.



(Air - "There Were Ten Pretty Girls")


We're the six pretty wives of King Henry the Eighth



And we do little jobs for the Council of State;



For we're cute little queens,



And we're all full of beans,



We're the six pretty wise little wives.





We're the six pretty wives of King Henry the Eighth,



And you've read in your books of our awful fate,



When he tires of the sport,



Then he cuts us off short-



That's the end of the wise little wives.


Anne Boleyn

I'mm Anne Boleyn -

Kathrine Perr

I'm Kathrine Parr -

Kathrine of Ar & K.H.

And we are the two other Kathrines -

Anne of Cleves

And that Just leaves


Sweet Anne of Cleves -

Jane Seymour

But I'm sure he couldn't 
be more


In love with Janey Seymour.


(
Ballet here)




We're the six pretty wives of King Henry the Eighth



And we cherish this potent old potentate;



When with passion he burns



Then we take it in turns



For we're six pretty wise little wives.



(Blackout. Custains close, and the lights slowly come up again).


Aristophanes
:
Boy, they made your mouth water, those girls! Now I'll tell you another thing about Extravaganzas - the historial aspect. Often the drama gave a new idea of history - gave it a novel slant that often turned out, upon subsequent research, to be a perfectly correst interpretation. For instance, there was a King called John who signed a Charter away back in history, and lots of people thought it was a rather important historical event, Let me tell you how I saw this scene interpreted once. The scene was Ganymede, England, and the year was 1215.
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(His voice fades, and the lights fade to a blackout. A spot again shoots out on the inner stage. A placard on the backdrop reads "Ganymede," and there is also a clock painted on with the hands at a quarter past twelve. King John is disclosed seated on a throne, behind a small table. Two Baronesses are sitting on his knees, and another is stroking his hair from behind. His crown is askew and his apparel is somewhat disordered. The table is littered with bottles of sack, patent medicines, pens, seals, etc.)






Chorus of Baronesses



(Air - "Oh Johnny")


Oh Johnny, Oh Johnny,



How you can love,



Oh Johnny, Ohn Johnny,



Ducky wee dove.



In ardour we cling



To our cute little King



Oh Johnny, Ohn Johnny, Oh!



(John looks up at the clock and trues to push the women away).

John




Just a moment, ladies, please.



Remove your bodies from my knees.



I must get tidied up because



I am expecting visitors.



My come again, my pretty pets



When I've dismissed these baronets.



Now, ladies, do not make a scene.



You see - it's almost twelve-fifteen.



Why should a King be such a martyr?



I've got to sign some silly charter.



So straighten up my gold tiara,



And put on plenty of mascara.



(Only cynics, snobs and highbrows



Dislike mascara for the eyebrows),



Four me out a glass of sack,



And put my robe upon my back,



Hurry, please, for by that drumming



I judge the baronets are coming.



(The women protest)- (pointing to the clock)


(The ladies begin to fuss about him hurriedly, applying mascara to his eyebrows, plying him with drinks, and tifying him up)


(A drum is heard)


(The Baronesses feverishly finish their various jobs, and three Barons enter, dressed fantastically in sweat rags, saucepans, etc. The King nods gravely, but almost immediately afterwards clasps his hands to his stomach and begins to rock about and moan, as if in pain. The foremost Baron unrolls a large roll of toilet paper, which has written on one side "Magna Carta." The King's anguish appears to increase and gets worse as the following song is sun by the Barons. And at the end of each verse, John tries to get up and rush off, but the Barons restrain him as they sing, "No, John.")






Chorus of Barons



(Air - "Oh, No, John")


Will you please, your Royal Highness



Sign upon the dotted line -



Don't display such childish shyness -



Make your mark, your Highne as - sign!



Don't go, John, No John, No John, No.





See the mighty monarch tremble,



Doubled up as if in pain.



Nay, thou villain, don't dissemble -



Look there - whoops she goes again.



Don't go John, No John, No John No.





Let our forceful message sink in,



King of ancestry divine.



Here' s a fountain pen with ink in



Sign upon the fotted line



Don't go, John, No John, No John, No.
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(The King gets a "bad spasm and, seizing the pen, signs his name with a flourich. Standing up, he points to one of the Baronesses end roars: "I said 
mascara, you fool, not 
cascara!" He grabs Magna Carta and rushes off. Lights up and curtain closed, as before.)


Aristophanes
:
And 
that was how King John came to make his mark on Magna Carta, according to this particular Extravaganza. And who can say that this interpretation wasn't the right one?


Chairman
:
Look here, Comrade Aristophanes, we haven't got all night. Can't you tell us, in just a few words, what as Extravaganza was?


Aristophanes
:
But you just 
can't define it. It's too high and spiritual an art form to be capable of precise definition. I can only give you an example - for instance, some of the Extravaganzas put on by your own forbears here at Victoria College. While floating through your halls in my ghostly fashion today I saw two portraits above the entrance hall - of a man and a woman. Who were they?


Chairman
:
Those, Comrade Aristophanes, are the revered benefactor and benefactress of our College - Rolle the Ravaging Roman and Kitty from Cairo.


Aristophanes

(roaring with laughter) So you reckon they were your founders, do you? That's a rich one, that is. Don't you know that those two individuals never existed except in the imaginations of 
[
unclear: writers] of Extravaganzas in the 1930's? They were just Extravaganza characters, that's all.


(His voice fades, and curtains part as before to display the Emperor Asparagua and Kitty from Cairo on the rostrum).




Song - "Kitty From Cairo"



Song - "Rollo the Ravagaing Roman"


(At close of songs, curtains close and lights come up as before).


Chairman
:
We still don't know what an extravaganza was.


Jameson
:
Was it a White-Guard plot?


Johnson
:
Was it a device to stimulate matrimony?


Jackson
:
Was it an advertising campaign for a brewery?


Jenkinson
:
Was it a form of the primitive orgy?


Students

(together) What was an Extravaganza?


Aristophanes
:
Well, I've told you that the only way is to describe particular Extravaganza. Now there was one that I liked particularly - the one your ancestor put on in 1944 - "The Zealous Zombies, "it was called. Boy, that was a good show. Look -I've got the script here - how about letting me read it to you? Then you'll know exactly what an Extravaganza is.


(His voice continues on, but the lights fade, and in the blackout the students go from the stage, taking the tables and chairs with them. The stage is set in the blackout, so far as had not already been done, for Act I of "The Zealous Zombies." Aristophanes continues talking through the microphone.)


Aristophanes
:
"The Zealous Zombies," a political perversion in three paroxysms. The scene if the Graveyard of Reaction in Waydown Undah. When the curtain rises, the graveyard is discovered in all its yawning horror. A spotlight travels around the stage, illuminating the points of interest. Thunder is heard, and great flashes of lightning are seen. It is clearly a dirty night.


(His voice fades off, the spot travels around the stage and "The Zealous Zombies" starts.)



End of Prologue.
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The Zealous Zombies. — Act. 1








The Zealous Zombies.




Act. 1.


(The curtain rises amid stormy Wagnerian music, upon a stage in complete darkness. Thunder is heard. A spot travels around the stage, first resting on a large notice hung on the rear curtain reading 'The Graveyard of Reaction'. It then passes to two large tombstones set downstage centre. On one is written: 'Sidi Ben Olland, R.I.P.E!. On the other is written 'Jonnalio, R.I.P.E.R.'. A semi-circle of gravestones of a similer type is ranged behind the two front ones. More tunder; alarms and excursions. Then, above the storm, the strains of the German Horst Wessell song are heard. There is a flash of lightning, and the figure of Herr Scuttler appears, his arm upraised in the Nazi salute, standing on a rostrum up centre. The music softens.)

Scuttler:

Heil Scuttler!


(He dismounts from the rostrum and comes down stage to the footlights, a la Charlie Chaplin in "The Dictator", the spot following him).

Scuttler:

(To the audience) Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. In case some of you may be wondering 'Now where have I seen that face before?, will you pardon me for introducing myself to you? I am Her Adolf Scuttler, from Up-thegarden, a housepainter of some repute. Very pleased to meet you, I'm sure. I have just landed by parachute from my private Messerspit in your beautiful country of Way Down Undah, which I understand is called by you 'God's Own Country'. Now since, as you are aware, I am, God, I think it is about time I asserted my title to this jewel in the Southern Seas. Unfortunately, experience has shown me that certain ignorant Jewish Marxists amougst you are likely to dispute my just claim, and therefore I am making certain arrangements beforehand within the countries which I intend to liberate from the bonds of Jewish imperialist plutocracy. In this graveyard, you have buried a number of people who will be of the very greatest use to me when I finally come to claim my rightful h heritage. Let me explain myself more fully. Those of you who are connoisseurs of the Horror Film, immortalised by those great Aryans Karloff and Lugosi, will know that the dead may be raised in the form of Zombies, provided the correct magical formulae are used. There Zombies are mindless creatures who obey blindly, and unconsciously the will of the person who raises them from the dead. The formula, ladies and gentlemen, is a simple one. All that you need is a little bullswool (
Her Scuttler produces some), a great deal of boloney (he produces a large sausage), and a little soothing syrup poured over it.



(Herr Scuttler puts the ingredients on the ground and pours some syrup from a bottle on top of them)


Then you need only recite the magic words 'Freedom, discipline, and private enterprise', apply a match to the ingredients, and the thing is done. I trust, ladies and gentlemen, that you will find the results interesting. Heil Scuttler!



(Herr Scuttler salutes, and lights the ingredients. There is a flash of flame. A blackout follows, and the thunder and storm music grow very loud. Then a spot shoots out on to the two front gravestones. The slabs are seen to lift, and 
Sidi Ben Olland and 
Jonnalio crawl from their respective tombs. A Zombie crawls from each of the other tombs at the rear, and they crowd to the front of the stage, with 
Sidi and 
Jonnalio in the front. All are dressed in cerements, and have vacant and expressionless countenances.) Suddenly the storm music and thunder ceases, and the orchestra strikes up 'Don't Get Around Much Any More'.)









Chorus of Zombies.




(Air - 'Never-No Lament')


Do you know who we are?



We have been here before;



We're political Zombies -



Don't get around much any more.


Jonnalio




I'm the scourge of the slums;



I'm the Child of the Poor;


All




We're political Zombies -



Don't get around much any more.


Sidi




Since that terrible day



When you showed us the door -


All




We're political Zombies -



Don't get around much any more.





Our plans were upset,



In tombs we were cast,



But we won't forget,



The lessons of the past.





We've been buried for years,



Which is rather a bore;



We're political Zombies -



Don't get around much any more.



(The Zombies execute a wierd dance, weaving in and out of the gravestones in the manner of Zombies, half under the leadership of Sidi Ben Olland and half following Jonnalio.)

Sidi Ben Olland
 (Salaaming)



May mighty A llah bless and save



The hand which raised uf from the grave!


Jonnalio
 (Looking at Sisi)



But do I see - my God, I do'.



Sidi Ben Olland and his crew?


Sidi Ben Olland




And do I see - it is - it ain't -



Jonnalio? How very quaint


Jonnalio
 (Passionately)



Oh, let me shake the dauntless hand,



Oh Sidi, leader of the band



Which dared to fight that tribe of robbers -



Mr. Razor and his cobbers!



(The two leaders shake hands. The Zombies also shake hands with one and another.

Sidi Ben Olland
 (Passionately)



Oh, let me kiss the rosy cheeks,



Of him who thunders when he speaks!



Whose voice, so rabid, rude and raucous



Upset the Labour Party caucus!



(He kisses Jonnalio on both checks. The Zombies follow suit).

Jonnalio




Oh, loudly let the bagpipes ring!



Oh, blow the drum like anything! (The orchestra does so)



To celebrate the resurrection



of you - and me - and this collection.



(indicating the Zombies.)
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Sidi Ben Olland
.



But let me introduce to you



the leading members of my crew. (The



Zombies named come forward and shake



hands with Jonnalio)



The Bulgie Zombie - late 'professor'



The party's legal window-dresser,



and here's the Artful Doidger, who's



Renowned for his enlightened views.



But - where's the great Bare Bodkin - he



Who is so near and dear to me?


Voice of the Bare Bodkin


(From one of the grave s)




Oh mighty Sidi - it's too cold



For me to rise up from the mould!


Sidi Ben Olland




Arise, ba e Bodkin, face the weather!



We Zombies have to stand together.



The Bare Bodkin arises from a tomb, clad in a beaming smile and a pair of V's. He looks very cold.)

Sidi Ben Olland
.



Behold the great Bare Bodkin - he



Is wearing V' s for Victory!



The orchestra plays a patriotic song. Jonnalio begins divesting himself of his grave-clothes.)

Jonnalio
.



My friends, I hold that merriment's



Impossible in cerements.



How can we Zombies rant and rave



In ghastly garments of the grave?



(Jonnalio and the other Zombies fling off their cerements, and stand revealed in their normal wearing apparel.)

Sidi Ben Olland




But hark! But hist! But hold! Who comes?



who is this slinker from the slums



Who limps along with halting gait,



Whose portly paunch and polished pate



Proclaim him as the worst of crooks?


Jonnalio
 (looking off)
How like a publican he looks!


(Enter the Chruch Gravedigger. He is a large fat bald individual, obviously the worse for wear. He is attired in a top hat and morning coat, and wears a large gold watch chain across his stomach. Over his should is slung a tiny bag, under which he is staggering as if it contained something very heavy. He carries a shovel in his right hand. In the other hand he carries a bundle of black Deadly Nightshade)

Gravedigger




Well, here I gun again (Seeing the Zombies)



My God!



You're all alive! How very odd!



Alive! You wouldn't give it credence!


Sidi Ben Olland
.
But tell us, Sir, your antecedents.

Gravedigger
.



(Piteously)



Sidi Ben Olland, can it be



That you do not remember me?



I used to be a mighty chief,



But now I've changed beyond belief.



I used to rule with iron hand



In Waydown Unda' s pleasant land;



I owned the farms and factories



and floa ted hosts of companies.



I lived in peace - till Mr. Hash








Substantially reduced my cash!



Observe - my indignation waxes -



This crushing load of war-time taxes!



(Jonnalio lifts the bundle from the Gravedigger's back, and holds it up with his little finger.)

Jonnalio
.



Oh what a weight you 
[
unclear: bear]! Ah, woe!



My salty tear begin to flow! (Ho weeps)


Sidi Ben Olland
.



But stay! But stop! I'll 
[
unclear: hear] no more!



Your tale has touched me to the core! (He weeps)


Gravedigger




And now, to supplement my screw,



A dirty menial job I do;



I am the Church Gravedigger who



A ttends the tombs of such as you,



And, staggering 'neath this awful weight,



Your sacred graves I decorate



With pretty flowers of the 
right shade -



The freshest fronds of Deadly Nightshade!


Sidi Ben Olland
.



Oh, what a sordid scene you paint!



Support me, Zombies, for I faint! (He does so)


Gravedigger
.



Even here, amoung the dead,



You can't escape the raging Red.



The village verger and the parson



Are coming up for trial for arson;





Even the gentle-minded usher



Has secret sympathies with Russia!



In short, my friends, alas! alack!



the country's going to the pack!


Jonnalio
.



Alas for everything we cherish!



Support me, Zombies for I perish! (He faints)







Song - The Gravedigger.



Air - 'whene'er I Poke' - Princess Ida')


I ruled this land



With an iron hand



Before the Morioris;



I built the banks



and guns and tanks



To bolster up the Tories!



In the good old days



They used to praise



The way I fleeced my neighbour



But now my gold



Is all controlled



By the rude red ranks of Labour.





In short, these lousy Labourites,



They spoil my days and trouble my nights;



They tax me here and they tax me there,



and I only make ten thousand a year!









Chorus.



In short, these lousy Labourites,



They spoil his days and trouble his nights;



They tax him here and they tax him there,



and he only makes ten thousand a year!





Before I spend



A dividend



From my gilt-edged ten percenters,



I fill in swarms



of length forms



For these uncouth tormentors.



My workers strike



whenever they like,



And every one's a blackguard;



The dirty rats



Won't raise their hats



When I pass them in my Packard!





In short these lousy Labourites



They spoil my days and trouble my nights,



They tax me here and they tax me there,



And I only make ten thousand a year!






Chorus.



In short, these lousy Labourites, etc.





They tax my yacht,



And every spot



Is taxed before I quaff it;



And if I make



A lucky break



They tax my surplus profit!



If you decide



On suicide,



Even then their hearts won't soften,



They tax the gun,



And when you're done,



They tax the bloody coffin!





In short, these lousy Labourites,



They spoil my days and trouble my nights;



They tax me here and they tax me there,



And I only make ten thousand a year!






Chorus.



In short, these lousy Labourites, etc.



(The Gravedigger collapses on a tombstone, weeping bitterly. The Zombies endeavour to comfort him. Suddenly Sidi Ben O Olland arises.)

Sidi Ben Olland
.



Oh gentle Zombies, dry your tears,



And lend me your gigantic ears! (The Zombies sit up).





Should we retreat before the foe



And leave our land to languish?


Zombies
.
(Fortissimo) No!

Sidi Ben Olland




Should we return and tell the press



To slander our opponents?


Zombies
.
(Fortissimo) Yes!

Jonnalio




Are we scared of Razor's blah?



Are we afraid of them?


Zombies
.
(Pia nissimo)




Sidi Ben Olland
.



Come, lot's away to Weydown Undah



And split their serried ranks asunder!


Jonnalio




But stay - I think we're in a spot!



No petrol coupons have we got,



and Waydown Undah's miles away -


Gravedigger




Fear not! You'll all be there today!



I can provide two trusty steeds,



The best that Waydown Unda h breeds.


Sidi Ben Olland
.
Oh lead me to this blessed nag!

Jonnalio

A horse! A horse! It's in the bag!


(There is heard the sound of horses galloping, coming nearer and nearer. As they approach, they suddenly stop, skidding. The orchestra strikes up 'The Old Grey Mare')




Chorus - Zombies and Caste

Gravedigger

Here they come - it's Aplop and Hisleton,

Jonnalio

Aplop and Hisleton?

Gravedigger

Aplop and Hisleton?


Here they come, - it's 
Aplop and Hisleton The City' s Old grey mares!


(Marching sedately to the music, 
Aplop and 
Hisleton. Two mares, enter. One wears glasses, and the other has a white flowing mane. They bear their names in black on their sides. They bow gravely to the Zombies and to the audience, and then sing.)

Aplop and Hisleton




Who so brave as Aplop and Hisleton,



Aplop and Hisleton,



Aplop and Hisleton,



Who so brave as Aplop and Hisleton



In leading the City's affairs?



(The horses do a delightful little dance).





Chorus.



These sanctimonious hacks,



They scratch each others' backs -



Here they are, it's Aplop and Hisleton,



Aplop and Hisleton,



Aplop 
and Hisleton,



Here they are - it's plop and Hisleton,



The City's old grey mares.


Jonnalio

Come, board the shir! Come, mount the horse!

Aplop & Hisleton


(Very dignified)




Pray do not mix your metaphors!



Restrain your fury while you ride -



We must preserve our civic pride.


Sidi Ben Olland
.
Away! A glorious day is dawning!

Gravedigger
.



Before you go, an awful warning!



The Citizens, of you bereft,



Have been deluded by the Left



To gain my ends, I must insist



You all pretend you're Socialist!





Sidi Ben Olland
.



Ah, never! Would that I were dead!



Oh, 
must I say I am a Red?


Gravedigger




It won't be hard. Jonnalio's



A bosom friend of Uncle Joe's.


Jonnalio
 (Sadly)



That is what I tell my minions.



I've never asked for 
Joe's opinions.


Sidi Ben Olland
.



Well, if it's vital, then I think



I could pretend I'm slightly pink,



Inserting in the Acts we pass




Some reference to the working class.






Trio and Chorus.




Jonnalio, Sidi, Gravedigger, and Zombies.


(Air - 'It's Clear that Mediaval Art' - 'Patience')

Trio
.



Our lives are dedicated to the suffering working class.



We'll try to please our devotees with every Act



we pass. We'll stay up 
[
unclear: late] and legislate,



and will not mind a bit -



For the bar is always open, and we'll make good use of it.






Chorus.



We shall emancipate



The humble from the great,



Exalt the meek



And halt and weak



And banish fear and hate. If you're prepared to wait



We'll let you rule the State,



But nasty men,



Who ask us 
when.



We shall eliminate!



(The Zombies perform a short, jerky ballet, led by the trio.)


Trio
.



The Socialists don't comprehend the kindness of our hearts,



We always like to stop a strike before it really starts.



We get the urge to have a purge in periods of stress,



And Arbitration settlements incontinently bless.







Chorus.



To keep inviolate



The democratic state,



The awkward guys



Who criticise



We shall incarcerate.



If you're prepared to wait,



We'll let you rule the State,



But nasty men



Who ask us 
when



Make us expectorate.






(Sidi Ben Olland mounts Aplop, and Jonnalio mounts Hisleton, and they march off, followed by the Zombies, marching in Zombie fashion in time to the music. The Gravedigger stands centre, rubbing his hands and laughing. The chorus is repeated as they march off.)





Chorus.



To keep inviolate



The Democratic state,



The awkward guys



Who criticise



We shall incarcerate.



If you're prepared to writ,



We'll let you rule the state,



But nasty men



Who ask us 
when



Make us expectorate!




Curtain.
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The Zealous Zoombies — Act II. Scene 1








The Zealous Zoombies



Act II. Scene 1.


(The scene is the office of 'Jonnalio's Weakly'. On the rear curtain is hung a notice which reads: 'Jonnalio's Weakly. Don't worry about meat rationing - buy threepence worth of tripe.' 
Jonnalio is 
[
unclear: ittin] sitting at a desk, which is littered with papers and empty bottles. A crowd of 
Blondies surrounds 
Jonnalio - some on his knee, others on the arm of his chair, etc. To the rear left, a sort of box-like contraption is seen, inside which 
Aplop and 
Hisleton are parked. This structure is labelled 'The Mares Nest', and in the front of it are two pigeon holes, with slides, like a ticket box in a theatre, through which 
Aplop and 
Hisleton occasionally poke their heads.







Song - Jonnalio, with Chorus of Blondies


(Air - 'Hidle-oh-boy)

It's the fault of the cockie



The country is rocky



And that is the reason the trains are so slow;



I'll fill up the scenery



With modern machinery -



The powerful and potent Jonnalio!






Chorus



Sing manufacture or perish, my hearties!



Sing, debt-free money wherever we go



He'll slaughter the bosses



This mighty collosus



The Powerful and PotentJonnalio!





Throughout Waydown Undah



I rage and I thunder



The Bolsheviks deadly inscrutable foe;



The masses rejoice



At the musical voice



Of the Powerful and Potent Jonnalio!




Chorus Sing, Manufacture etc.




I'll rescue the nation



From the jaws of inflation



And limitless credit on all will bestow;



This quite indescribable



Almost unbribable



Powerful and Potent Jonnalio!




Chorus Sing, Manufacture etc.


(During the last chorus, Jonnalio executes a dance. Applause from the Blondies.)


Blondies
.
Is'nt he marvellous? Wonderful! Encore! Encore! etc.


Jonnalio
:
No, girls, I'm sorry. Not again. I'm a little hoarse.

1st 
Blondie
:
Oh, but such a 
dear little horse! Come on, Jonnalio darling - sing us another song. What's that lovely one you sing? -you know - that one that begins 'Up to my neck in Flanders mud, I stood, and almost gave my blood!

2nd 
Blondie
:
Oh no. We're gatting sick of that one. Sing your favourite - 'Then Mr Schramm is too'.

3rd 
Blondie
:
What about that one - 'Since the election' -


Jonnalio
:
Oh, Aplop and Histleton'll sing that one for you. They did'nt get in, either


(Aplop and Histleton inside the Mares Nest, fling up the Ticket-box slides and push their heads out. They sing, to the air of 'The Mountains of Mourne', the following couplet.)
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Aplop and Histleton
:
Oh, since the elections, I wish I could be,


Where the slums of Dunedin sweep down to the sea!


(They withdraw their heads and shut the slides down with a bang.)


Jonnalio
:
Come, girls, a truce to this foolery. This week's issue of Jonnalio's Weakly must go to press at once. Did you get that new dictionary of slang for me?

Ist 
Blondie
:
(Handing him an enormous volume) Here you are, Sir.


Jonnalio
:
(Looking at it) Yes, this is'nt bad at all. It'll give me enough new names to call the Communists for about three issues. Let's see - ('slinkers' - (twisters' - political lice' - 'morons' 'wreckers' -. Yes, that's not bad at all. I can make a good article out of these.

2nd 
Blondie
:
Shall I give the printer his instructions, Sir?

Jonnalio
.
Yes please. I think we'll alter the order of the paper's contents this week. Instead of starting off with 'the political boss-caste and their yes-men satellites', we'll finish up with it. And only refer to Mr Razor's ststatement about my 'mud, jungle and fox-hole methods' twice instead of three times as usual. By Trotsky, I've got an idea! A slogan for the front page that'll really rock 'em! Listen to this -


Bungle, bungle, bungle!


Mud, foxhole and jungle!


Blondies
:
Marvellous! What a genius! etc, etc.


Jonnalio
:
It does'nt matter much about the rest of the paper. Just tell the printer to shuffle the sentences round a bit. And by the way, we must try to find another supporter. The one we've got forgot to write last week, and poor old Bugless is just about at the end of his tether.


Aplop and Histleton

(flinging up the slide, singing:)


Which accounts for the hump on the camel


And the sphinx's inscrutable smile. (They disappear)


Jonnalio
:
(To Aplop and Histleton) Here you two, shut up! If you don't behave yourselves, I'll put you into stud!


Aplop and Histleton
:
(Reappearing - bashfully) Oh, Jonnalio! (They disappear)


(Enter Scrimeourella disconsolately, dressed as in the pantomine. (The orchestra plays 'The Stranger of Galilee')


Jonnalio
:
Why my dear Scrimeourella! What's the matter?


Scrimeourella
:
Oh, Jonnalio, I am so miserable! Ever since I became the Girl in the Street, because of my bad record, I have been wandering around like a disembodied soul. Is'nt that a sad thought?


Jonnalio
:
Scrimeourella, there is only one hope for you. Join my Party - the Soldier-Maori-Farmer-Capitalist-Democratic Labour Party

Scrimeourella

Oh, I couldn't!


Jonnalio
:
You know you would have joined us if you'd beaten Mr. Razor at the last election. Come, Scrimeourella, my pretty - help to lessen their garbage - can cacophany! Their abuse is as music in my ears. They have no policy but abuse! Oh, let the wolf pack snarl. Let them turn on the gas in the lethal chamber! Jonnalio will, tomorrow, and tomorrow and tomorrow, and tomorrow fight for Waydown Undah! Let the Communists quail and the Catholics cower, the Tories tremble and the Labourites languish -together we will fight for Waydown Undah! Marry me, Scrimeourella!





Aplop and Histleton

(as before - singing)


No, no, a hundred times no,


Said the centipede crossing her legs. 'They disappear)


Scrimeourella
:
(Bashfully) Oh, Jonnalio, this is so sudden!


Jonnalio

Come, Scrimeourella - marry me. Let us both become M.P.'s


Scrimeourella

You tempt me, Jonnalio - you tempt me!







Duet - Jonnalio and Scrimeourella

(Air - 'An Actor's Life for Me')



	Jonn, and Scr.

	
Hi diddle de dee


An M.P's life for me


You get the run of Bellamy's


And pleasant trips across the seas


Hi diddle de di!


You've got to learn to lie,


And if your wife or mother lacks


The wherewithal to back the hacks


You just increase the income tax -


An M.P.'s life for me.








	
Chorus

	And if your wife or mother, lacks et.





	Jonn, and Scr.

	
Hi diddle de dee,


An M.P.'s life for me!


You get a car that calls at four


With petrol coupons by the score -


Hi diddle de do!


You re on the radio


The bars are open after six,


And if you're landed in a fix


You blame it on the Bolsheviks -


An M.P.'s life for me!







	
Chorus

	The bars are open after six, etc.




(
Aplop and Histleton emerge from the Mares' Nest during the Chorus, and come down stage. Aplop is wearing his chain of office.)






	

Aplop and Histelton:

	
Hi didle de dee,


A mare's life for me!


You run the buses and the trams,


The milk supply, the baths and dams;


Hi diddle de deh!


The Council meets to-day!


Our dignity can't be denied,


We take the City in our stride,


And thus maintain the civic pride -


A mare's life for me!





	
Chorus.

	Their dignity can't be denied - etc.





(Aplop and Histleton, Jonnalio and Scrimeourella jitterbug during this chorus)






	John and Scr.

	
Hi diddle de dee


An M.P.'s life for me!


You pass a host of lovely acts


And make some pretty little pacts -


Hi diddle de dee!


The life's completely free!


And if you like to learn to jaw,


Then when you've served a year or more


They make you an ambassador!


An M.P.'s life for me!





	
Chorus.

	And if you like to learn to jaw, etc.
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Scrimeourella
:
But what outs little horses. Who are they?


Jonnalio

This is Aplop. This is Histleton. Mares, meet Scrimeourella.


(The mares shake hands with Scrimeourella.)


Jonnalio
.
Aplop sometimes gets bogged in the Myers, but apart from that, both of them are sound in wind and limb.


Scrimeourella

(feeling their hindquarters). Yes, they certainly have their points.


Aplop

(Giggling) Don't please! I'm ticklish.


Histleton

Thou shalt not covet thy neighbour's hocks.


Scrimeourella

Are you the people that send out those little yellow notices about rates?


(Aplop and Histleton rush into the Mares Nest, fling up the slides, and sing the following duet operatically.)







Duet - Aplop and Histlteton


(Air - 'humoresque')


The loyal occupier pays



His rates within the fourteen days



Prescribed in all our dinky rate demands;



We don't want to send you blisters



So we hope you will assist us




[
unclear: by] joyously obeying our commands



We write a letter to you,



And finally we sue you,



and add on ten per cent if you don't Play the Game



The loyal occupier pays



His rates within the fourteen days



Prescribed in all our dinky rate demands!



(Chords. Enter, melodramatically, 
Sidi Ben Olland, the 
Bare Bodkir the 
Artful Doidger, and the 
Bulgie Zombie, followed by the rest of the Zombies.


The 
Blondies rush over and examine the 
Zombies with interest. 
Sidi and his henchmen come forward.)

Sidi Ben Olland




Do I see, beside that feller



The luscious, lovely Scrimeourella?



My head's awhirl! My heart's on fire!



Oh, bottomless is my desire!



Alas that I should love her so



Since I heard her on the radio!



Jonnalio
:
Sidi, you and your Zombies are just in time! Scrimeourella and I have just become engaged. We're going to get married tomorrow.


Sidi Ben Olland

(Aside - dramatically)


Engaged! And getting hitched tomorrow


To this rapscallion! Oh, horror!

(To Jonnalio)
Jonnalio, you're getting worse -


You can no longer speak in verse.


Of etiquette be more observant!

(To scrim)
Sweet Scrimeourella, I'm your servant. (He bows)


Jonnalio




Forgive me - I am just an amateur



At the iambic and pentameter.



It's harder than my expectations



To rhyme my lurid imprecations.



(The Zombies Groan)
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Scrimeourella

Sidi, please forgive me not speaking in verse. I can never get the damned lines to scan. But Sidi, don't believe Jonnalio when he says we're engaged. Its entirely his idea.


Jonnallio:
 
(Mournfully) It was a very good idea, though.


Sidi




Sweet Scrimgorella, could it be



That you would deign to marry me?



Scrimeourella

Oh, I do not know which I you to choose! Its so embarassing - just like when the Marines were here!





Trio - Sidi Jonnalio and Scrimeourella with Chorus of Blondies and Zombies


(Air - 'If Sahpir I Choose to Marry' -'Patience')


Scrimgeourella

(Taking Jonnalio)




If Jonnalio I marry



And for Parliament he strives,



I shall emulate Dubarry



With the representa
tives.



(Scrimgeourella dances with Jonnalio; Sidi dances alone.)


Sidi (dancing alone)




I shall be extremely jealous



And will live a celibate



If the scrumptious Scrimgeourella's



Going to be another's mate.



Chorus




If the scrumptious Scrimgeourella's



Going to be another's mate.



Scrimgeourella (Taking Sidi)




If on Sidi I determine,



I'll be decked in priceless pearls;



I will often err in ermine



And cavort with belted earls.



(Scrimgeourella dances with Sidi; Jonnalio dances alone.)


Jonnalio




I shall be extremely jealous



And will live a celibate,



If the scrumptious Scrimgeourella's



Going to be another's mate.



The Bulgie Zombie

(Coming forward)




As a legal luminary



An idea occurs to me;



You'd escape from this quandary



By committing bigamy.



(Scrimgeourella, Jonnalio and Sidi dance together.)


Zombies




We shall all be very jealous



Of this great triumvirate,



When the scrumptious Scrimgeourella's



Taken each of them as mate!



All.




When the scrumptious Scrimgeourella's



Taken each of them as mate!



Sidi

Bare Bodkin - go! Announce the banns!


(The Bare Bodkin salaams and exits.)


Sidi

Now friends, let's formulate our plans.


(The Zombies gather round conspiratorally. Chords.)
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Sidi




To gain our ends, you will agree



We must foment disunity!



With Waydown Undah split in twain



We'll soon climb back to power again.



So let our fighting slogan be:



'Disunity! Disunity!'



All




Yes, let our fighting slogan be



'Disunity, Disunity!



Sidi




We must divide, wherever they are



The Maori from the Pakeha,



The free men from the bloke in jug,



The working farmer from the plug,



The soldier from his working brother,



And, set them one against the other.



All




Then let our fighting slogan be



'Disunity, Disunity!



Sidi




And then we must, I would suggest



Foment industrial unrest.



The mine, the factory, the wharf



Just need a spark to set them off.



By these and other lewd devices



Provoke a Parliamentary crisis!



All




Then let our fighting slogan be



'Disunity, Disunity!



Sidi




Bring back the troops from overseas



To man depleted factories!



And give our precious press the tip



To howl about the censorship!



(Whispers)





[
unclear: our strength is as the strength of ten]




[
unclear: It we subverb the furlough men!]



All

Then let our fighting slogan be


Aplop and Hisleton (Appearing suddenly)


'Disunity, Disunity!! (The Mares disappear)


Jonnalio



I shall head the commissariat



To fool the leftist proletariat.



Sidi




Then Zombies come! To arms, to arms!



We are not scared of war's alarms.



To work, then Zombies! Lead the way



For dead Reaction's on its way.



The 
Zombies march off triumphantly, followed by the 
Blondies. After a moment, 
Aplop and 
Hisleton emerge from the Mares Nest and look round cautiously.)


Aplop

(turning to Hisleton)




At last, my friend, we are alone;



With you I wish to pick a bone.



Hisleton




And I, 
sweet Aplop, have a few



That I desire to pick with you.



Both (speaking together)




In public our contempt we hide



We help maintain the civic pride,



But when secluded from our flock,



We rend each other hock from hock.





Aplop (Dramatically)
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(Aplop)




By listening to the radio,



I found the soap that stops B.O.;



I take my Kruschens' for neurosis,



And Colgates cures my halitosis;



In short, I've found a remedy



For every plague on earth - but thee!



Alas poor Aplop, Wretched wight,



Your vision haunts me day and night.



And when I don my golden chain



And comb with care my silver mane,



And go to greet with stiff civility



Some passing foreign notability -



Then in the middle of my speech,



Your face looms up, and makes me retch!



You grin and groan in grotesque attitudes



And thus play havoc with my platitudes.



Hisleton




It serves you right, you wicked worm!



You should'nt seek another term.



You've kept too long the city's coffers -



Resign, and let me take your office.


Aplop
 (Horrified)



Surrender all the power I've won



To such a louse as Hisleton?



To stave off such a cataclysm,



I'd die, or turn to Communism.



Hisleton




May Satan on his fiery coals



Roast you and all your little foals!



Aplop

Vain and vaunting vapid varlet!


Hisleton

Horrid hateful helpless harlot!


Aplop

Liar!


Hisleton

Villian!


Aplop

Vermin!


Hisleton

Traitor!


Aplop

Twister!


Hisleton

Crawler!


Aplop.

Violater!


Aplop




These insults hurt me something cruel.



So choose your seconds for a duel!



Hisleton




But why proceed with such formality?



I'll fight you now, in this locality.



Aplop




On guard then, monster! When I've done



You'll rue these insults, Hisleton!



(The two mares rush at one another and begin to fight after the manner of stags. Suddenly a blare of trumpets is heard, followed by the orchestra playing the air of the Councillor's Chorus. The two mares stop fighting abruptly, remaining however in their clinch.


Aplop




But stop! I hear the trumpets bray.



The City Council meets today!



The Councillors are drawing near



We'll have to call it off, I fear.



So let's away, my comrade staunch.


Hisleton
 (Coldly)
Remove your foreleg from my haunch.' Aplop does so Both




In public our contempt we hide



To help maintain the civic pride,



But when secluded from our flock



We rend each other hock from hock.
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Hisleton
 (with exaggerated politeness)
Come, let's be off. You lead the way.


Aplop

(Ditto) No, Hisleton - 
you lead, I pray. (They bow to one another)


Hisleton





Dear Aplop, with remorse I'll burst



If you don't make your exit first.



Aplop



Dear Hisleton, I must 
insist!


Hisleton

I 
beg you, darling, to desist!


(The 
centre curtains begin to close. There should be at least twelve foot between these curtains and the footlights.)


Aplop




But, Hisleton, it would'nt 
do



For me to trot in front of 
you.



(The curtains close up entirely, and we do not hear Hisleton's rejoinder. From the blare of the trumpets, the orchestra has been playing, and just before the curtains close, the tramp of marching feet is heard, coming nearer and nearer. When the centre curtains are completely closed, the Chorus of 
Corpulent Councillors walks in to the music. The Councillors are all very fat and decrepit old men (with one woman taking up the rear) - Mrs Phlox Gillyflower). All the men have extremely long beards. The only Councillors who need to be made up to represent specific individuals are -
Mr Cluckie, Mr Tight, Mr Thievright, and Mrs Phlox Gillyflower; This means that the Zombies' Chorus can double with the Councillors)






Chorus of Corpulent Councillors


(Air - 'Coming in on a Wing and a Prayer')

Coming in With a fatherly air,



With the Old Grey Mare in the chair;



We are all in accord,



With our trust in the Lord



Coming in with a fatherly air.




Coming in with a fatherly air,



For our fair city's burdens we bear;



And whenever we meet,



How we bluster and bleat!



Coming in with a fatherly air.




Yippee ay!



We're away!



We'll distribute lots of bullswool here today!




Coming in with a fatherly air;



Our meeting is a fatuous affair;



As we rollick and romp



With mu
nicipal pomp,



Coming in with a fatherly air!


(The 
Corpulent Councillors perform a classical ballet, with Mrs Phlox Gillyflower in the rear trying to catch up with them all the time, but finding it difficult to execute the pirouettes, etc. because of her tight skirts. This ballet should be short but pithy. At the end, the Councillors stand in a 'V' formation with its apex in the middle of the centre curtains and its extremities at the foots They repeat the chorus.)


Councillors
 (singing in swing time -



Coming in with a fatherly air,



Our meeting is a fatuous affair;



As we rollick and romp



With mu
nicipal pomp



Coming in with a fatherly air.



(The centre curtains part about ten feet, to disclose a large throne plentifully furnished with straw, upon which 
Aplop is sitting. 
Hisleton reclines at the foot of the throne. Behind the throne, a
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half-size back cloth has been lowered. Upon this back-cloth are the words: Wellington City Corporation. Suprema a Seatoun'. Below this is depicted the Arias of the Corporation. This is a bleeding heart, containing compartments in which are drawn the Italian Fascist emblem, a bundle of straw, a cap and bells, and the head of a clown. The colours are red, white and blue. Above the Arms is the Crest - two Mares rampant.)


Councillors




'Raising their arms in Nazi salute)



Hail Aplop! Sieg heil! Sieg Heil! Seig Heil!



(They sit down in unison, to the accompaniment of chords, cross-legged on the floor, in the (V' formation in which they are-standing.)


Hisleton




Oyes! Oyez! Oyez! Oh yeah?



Attend to our bombastic Mare!



Aplop




Before the business can begin, its



Usual to read the minutes. (Counting the Councillors)



Eeeny, meeny, minee, mo! (Points to Mr Cluckie)



Right, Mr Cluckie, Let 'er go!



Mr Cluckie

(Rising and obtaining Minute Book from Hisleton)




The entry's long - it would be wise,



If you agree, to summarise



The record of last evening's fun -



(Dramatically)

'Little attempted - nothing done'.


Aplop




Just as usual. Lift on high



Your hands if you're in favour.




Councillors. (Raising their hands) A ye!


Chorus of Councillors

(Singing to the air of 'The Virgin Sturgeon')




Give three cheers for the City Council!



Down with the dirty Bolsheviks!



Sing the glories of the Tories.



Aplop

(Raising his foreleg warningly)




Ssh! (Singing) We don't mix in politics!


Councillors
 (Rebuked)
We don't mix in politics.


Aplop




Item one on the agenda



Shall the City Council spend a



Thousand pounds on building spacious



Playing fields and children's creches?



(Mr Thievright stands up)



Aplop

Mr Thievright!


Mr Thievright




Goodness gracious!



To think of building children's creches!



The notion's positively Russian



I move to finish this discussion.



Aplop.




I second that. So lift on high



Your hands if you're in favour.



Councillors

(As before) Aye!


Chorus of Councillors (As before)




Give three cheers for the City Council.



Down with the dirty Bolsheviks.



Sing the glories of the Tories. -



Aplop

(As before) Shsh! We don't mix in politics.


Councillors

(As before) We don't mix in politics!


Aplop




Item two: A motion rash -



Should the Council waste its cash



In building lots of lovely houses



For City workers and their spouses?
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(Mr Tight stands up)


Aplop

Mr Tight.


Mr Tight.




My friends, take heart



At least the Council's made a start.



We have constructed ninety four



We only need ten thousand more.



Aplop




We'll turn it down. So lift on high



Your hands if you're in favour.



Councillors

(As before) A ye!

Chorus of Councillors
 (As before)



Give three cheers for the City Council



Down with the dirty Bolsheviks!



Sing the glories of the Tories -



Aplop

(As before) Shsh! We don't mix in politics!


Chorus

(As before) We don't mix in politics!


Aplop




Item three will quite unman you all -



Its tepid baths, a hardy annual!



Is the scheme within our power?



(Mrs Phlox Gillyflower rises)


Aplop

Councillor Phlox Gillyflower.


Mrs Phlox Gillyflower




What though Thorndon and Te Aro



Freeze you to the very marrow



Let us emulate our Mare,



And go in swimming all the year!



Aplop




We'll turn it down. So raise on high



Your hands if you're in favour.



Councillors

(As before) Aye!


Chorus of Councillors (As before)




Give three cheers for the City Council!



Down with the dirty Bolsheviks!



Sing the glories of the Tories-



Aplop

(As before) Shsh! We don't mix in politics!


Chorus

(as before) We don't mix in politics!


Mr Cluckie
 (Looking off)



Councillors! Pray gaze upon



This curious phenomenon!



That cloud of dust on the horizon -



It looks like buffalo or bison!



Mr Tight
 (Alarmed)



No, no. You are mistaken! That's



The City rat catcher and his cats!



(The Councillors begin to become alarmed and whisper one to another. The orchestra plays, very softly, 'The Rat catcher's Daughter')


Mr Thievright




I, a man of some discernment



Will move immediate adjournment!



Mr Cluckie
 (Terrified)



A Councillor is not a coward -



But we don't want to be devoured!



Aplop




We shall adjourn. So lift on high



Your hands if you're in favour.



Councillors

(Loudly) Aye!
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Chorus of Councillors (Very nervously - beginning to move off stage in single file)




Give three cheers for the City Council.



Down with the dirty Bolsheviks!



Sing the glories of the Tories -



Aplop

Ssh! We don't mix in politics!


Councillors

(Disappearing) Like ruddy hell we don't!


(The centre curtains close, and, as soon as the Councillors have disappeared, Sidi, Scrimgeour ella, Jonnalio, the Bulgie Zombie, the Artful Dpidger, and the Bare Bodkin enter. Meanwhile, behind the centre curtain, the back cloth is raised, the Mares enter the Mares Nest, and the throne is removed. As soon as these arrangements have been carried out, the centre curtains open fully, disclosing the office of 'Jonnalio's Weakly' as it was at the beginning of the Act.)


Sidi Ben Olland




Let's spend a moment, if you please,



Reviewing our activities;



Let's analyse to what extent



We're weakening the Government.



The Bare Bodkin




I met a Labourite at luncheon



And tried to trounce him with a trunchoen.



The Bulgie Zombie




I gave an anti-red oration



To the Employers Federation.



Jonnalio




I've raged at everything in sight;



As yet I haven't got a bite.



Sidi Ben Olland




I tried a cunning little stunt



To agitate the waterfront,



And if the project turns out well,



I'm sure the wharfics will rebel.



All.




Then let out fighting slogan be -



(Disunity'. Disunity'!



Jonnalio




One' influence subverts the workers -



That crazy craven Comrades' Circus!



At unity they all rejoice,



And splash it in the 'People's Voice'!



Sidi




Those cursed clownish crawling comrades



Are worse by far than Hitler's bomb raids.



The Artful Doiger




If I've a sore, they send it septic;



They make me really apopleptic!



Jonnalio




The Comrades' Circus keeps on snarlin'



At me - a bosom friend of Stalin!



(The sound of circus music is heard off, with the accompanying cheers, trotting horses, shouts of the clowns, and gradually becoming clearer, the voice of the Ringmaster, apparently leading the procession through the streets.)


Sidi




But hist! Observe my fearful frown



The Comrades' Circus is in town!



I think I hear the mournful moan



Of their leader, Doctor Silverstone.




The Voice of Dr Silverstone. Make way - Make way - Make way! The Comrades' Circus has come to town ! Positively the greatest show on earth! So come one and all, come young and old, to the greatest show on earth, which you will see tonight at the big marquee in Cuba Street. The biggest, brightest and best show on earth. Come and see our great lion-tamers, braving the ferocity of the capitalist lions and putting their heads right into their very mouths. Come and see the great troupe of tumblers, clowns and acrobats - the greatest collection of performers ever assembled under a single roof. And see
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also the great menagerie - the largest collection of aninmals ever held in captivity! See the captive Trotskyites, Anarchists, Pacifists and Fascists - all securely locked up, ladies and gentlemen you need have no fear! Make way! Make way! Make way! The Comrades Circus has come to town.'


His voice fades out. There is a burst of cheering. The Zombies and the Blondies rush in, excitedly.)


Zombies and Blondies




Come Sidi - come, Jonnalio



Let's go and see this startling show!



1st Zombie.




One act the papers say's a beaut!



A tight rope walker of repute



Does somersaults in fashion fine



Upon the Comrades' party line!



Sidi




Alas! In shame I hide my face!



The tight rope act will not take place.



They did'nt bill it - but I bid



The Tory press to say they did!



Zombies

Come, Blondies, let's be on our way!


Blondies

We won't get seats if we delay.


(They rush out again. Sidi weeps bitterly and the others crowd round to try to comfort him.)


Sidi
 (Tearfully)



Alas, that these foul fiends should scoop



All - all my brood at one fell swoop!



The Bulgie Zombie




Although, Dear Sidi, we're your seniors



We bow to your astounding genius.



Its clear that something must be done -



But what?



Sidi

(Resolutely) Hi! Aplop! Hisleton!


(The two mares trot out briskly from the mares Nest, and bow to Sidi.


Sidi




Mares, will you do a noble action



To help the progress of reaction?



Aplop and Hisleton
 (Together)



Although, dear Sidi, we don't mix



In Parliamentary politics,



We will do anything to please



The Nationalist reactionaries!



Sidi




Good. Gather round and I'll explain



The plans that should be put in train.



In order to exploit the workers



We must destroy the Comrades' Circus



And persecute them, so that they



Will fold their tents and steal away.



The Bare Bodkin




But how can we destroy a Party



So obviously hale and hearty?



Sidi




Hearken, Zombies, unto me,



In the North, across the sea,



There lives a maiden called the Minx



From whom the world in terror shrinks.



The Krimson Kremlin she inhabits



Indulging there her horrid habits.



To pass the time, this grim old girl



Controls an Internationale,



To which the Comrades in all regions



Pay unequivocal allegiance, -



For if they did'nt, they'd be told



To do without their Moscow gold.....
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[
unclear: If we persuent the mighty Minx]



That Waydown Undah's C.P. Stinks



The madien may, in rage irrational



Dissolve the Comrades' Internationale.



And then we'd very quickly crush a



Party that's divorced from Russia!



Scrimgeourella




Oh, what a nighty brain has he!



We should' to help posterity,



Inscribe on parchment or on vellum



These fruits of Sidi's cerebellum.



Bulgie Zombie




Ome Small objection strikes me, though -



Perhaps the Mighty minx will know



The system Sidi now prefers



Isn't quito the same as hers.



I feel that if the dame's been told,



Then our reception might be cold.



Sidi




I think it would be bound to please



The Minx if we were refugees



Deported from our native land



By Mr Razoe and his band.



So comrades Let us clench our fists



And garb ourselves as Communists



In beards and bombs and crimson cloaks -



And thus the mighty Minx we'll hoax.



Scrimgecurella

What brilliant plans the man devises!


(Jonnalio is fishing around in a drawer in the desk and producing red claoks, beards, bombs, busts of Lenin etc.)


Jonnalio




I can supply you with disguises...



Beards - bombs and busts - a sickle too,



Apparell of a crimson hue -



I sometimes wear this fancy dress



When I give a pseudo-left address.



(The Zombies dress themselves up in the cloaks and beards. They hav their arms full of bombs, copies of the 'People's Voice' busts of Lenin, hammers, sickles, the works of Marx etc. They put beards on Aplop and Hisleton.)


Sidi




Let's away, in fear and tremblin!



To meet the mistress of the Kremblin.



Jonnalio




Let's away, to meet this cross cow!



Let's start our mission to Moscow!







Chorus Zombies


(Air - 'The Road to the Isles')

With a hammer and a sickle to far Moscow we will go,



Where the workers flag is flying in the cold;



We will take a bust of Lenin, the collected works of Marx,



And we'll come back laden up with Moscow gold!



Oh, the far Kremlin is putting love on me,



As off we go interview the Minx!



(Sidi and Jonnalio mount Aplop and Hisleton, and other Zombies follow them off, repeating the chorus, as the curtain falls.)



Curtain
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Act Two Scene Two


The curtain rises Upon a stage bare except for A red step ladder labelled 'The Russian Steppes' and a signpost in the centre, one arm of which reads 'To the Graveyard of Reaction', and the other of which reads 'To the Minx of the Kremlin - 7 Versts'. The rear half of the stage is hidden by the centre curtain. The orchestra strikes up the air of the opening chorus, and the Chief Zombies, and Aplop and Hisleton, enter, wearily. They are in the last stages of exhaustion.)






Chorus - Zombies and Mares


(Air - I've got spurs that Ingle-Jangle-Jingle')


We've got beards that dangle dingle dangle,



As we go riding wearily along;



And they get into an awful tangle



For the wind on the Steppes is very strong.





Oh, mighty Minx!



Your country stinks!



For the weather is atrocious



And the worker really thinks.





We've got beards that dangle dingle dangle,



As wo go riding wearily along;



And they get into an awful tangle,



For the wind on the Steppes is very strong.



Jonnalio

(reading the signpost) 'To the Minx of the Kremlin - 7 versts'. How far is a verst?


Sidi

I don't know. We don't seem to have got very far today anyway.

Bodkin
.
Oh well - every little helps as the lady said when she 
cried into the sea.


Sidi

Let's sit down, Zombies. (They do so). Anyway Bare Bodkin, you 
can talk about not getting very far. You would'nt have been here at all unless we'd rescued you from that trouble you got into in Egypt.


Bodkin

(Querulously) Well, how the hell did I know that Egyptian girl would become a Mummy?


Sidi

You know, Comrades, I'm beginning to get a little frightened. I've been reading up some reliable literature on this country, and I find this Minx isn't at all a nice sort of person.


Jonnalio

Who have you been reading?


Sidi

Oh Eugene Lyons, Leon Trotsky, Jan Valtin, W.H. Chamberlin, other works prescribed by Professor Pipson for the Political Science course and the lurid memoirs of six exiled Russian Princesses. All very reliable - they're 
our sort, you know. It seems this Minx shoots people all the time, and makes them confess to hideous crimes she really does herself. She then eats them.


Scrimgeourella

A bolshevik pistol packin' momma, eh?


Aplop and Hiselton

Does she shoot horses?


Sidi

No she collectivises them. Anyway - surely she would'nt be so barbarous as to eat 
us. - at least not without vegetables anyway.


Doidger

We're 
much too tough


Sidi

Well, comrades, I suppose we'd better get some sleep. Night is falling. (There is a crash off stage and the lights suddenly become dim). I beg your pardon - night has fallen. They do things in a hurry in this country.
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The Zombies, Aplop and Hisleton settle themselves down for the night in ludicrous postures.)


Sidi

(dreamily) To sleep, perchance to dream ... You know, I can't get those poor exiled Princesses out of my mind. I can't help thinking of all those poor fifth columnists who got shot.


(Some of the Zombies begin to snore loudly).


Sidi

(Yawning) I'll bet she lives - in a great red room - with people getting shot all the time - to sleep - to sleep - perchance to dream - to dream ...


(his voice fades off, and there is a complete blackout. The orchestra suddenly gives vent to a hideous discord, and then follows it up with a discordant medley of Russian songs. The lights suddenly switch one. The Zombies, the signpost, and the stepladder have disappeared, and the centre curtains have parted, to display in all its glory, the abode of the Minx of the Kremlin. The room is decorated throughout in vivid red, and hung with rich red velvet hangings. In the right hand corner is a counter, rather like a bar, with a notice 'Confessions Received here, 8am to 5pm.' Behind the counter sits a girl. If possible, huge caricatures of Russian notabilities should be hung on the walls, and dozens of banners and slogans. The whole effect should be as bizarre and garish as possible. Above the Confessional Counter is an arm pointing to the exit right - labelled 'To the Shooting Gallery'. At the rear are ten tables, each with a typewriter and a swivel chair. Ten 
Gremlins of the Kremlin are seated at the tables 
Typing in Time to the Music of the Opening Chorus. The 
Gremlins are females dressed in ragged red dresses, with no shoes or stockings. To the left is a large red-draped throne. The orchestra strikes up a swing version of 'Through the Night of Doubt and Sorrow'. The girls advance to the footlights, each carrying a bottle of vodka. The verses of the following song are 
spoken through the music.






Chorus of Kremlin Grmelins



	
1st Grenlin

	Typistes we


From Tartary


With rather knobbly knees;


Our bosom warms


Towards the swarms


Of workers overseas







	
2nd Gremlin

	In our gait


We emulate


A sailing ship in motion;


We quench the fires


Of our desires


For love's a bourgeois notion.







	
Chorus (singing)

	Comrades, then sing hail to Vodka


Its the finest of the drinks!


Hail, the only consolation


Of the Minions of the Minx.







	
3rd Gremlin

	In a queue


From ten to two


We wait to get our bread;


we have no busts


And live on crusts


And wish that we were dead.







	
4th Gremlin

	Our clothes are crude


We' re almost nude


But more we do not ask -


We wish for nil


If we fulfil


Our proletarian task.







	
Chorus (Singing)

	Comrades then sing hail to Vodka


Its the finest of the drinks;


Hail, the only consolation


Of the Minions of the Minx.
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(The Gremlins take a swig of Vodka, and reseat themselves at their tables. The orchestra plays 'The Internationale' and the 
Minx of the Kremlin shambles in. She is a large robust creature with large drooping moustaches, dressed all in red like the girls. The girls drop down on their knees behind the tables, and raise their hands above the typewriters in salutation)


Minx

Up girls, and at 'em. (The girls reseat themselves) I shall now present the thought for the day, which is taken from the Selected Works, Volume two, page three hundred and ninety seven. Reads from an enormous volume. 'There is not a single immanenentist who would not furiously attack the metaphysics of science, the materialism of the sciences, precisely because of the recognition by the scientists of the objective reality of matter. Workers of the world unite! You have nothing to lose but your aitches. Botchka and Nastikov - come out here.


(Two Gremlins step forward. The Minx draws a revolver and shoots them, laughing demonaically. The girls fall, and two heavily bearded and melodramatic Bolsheviks stalk in and drag them out.)


Minx

Sorry to interrupt you girls, but I've simply got to keep my hand in. (The girls continue working unconcernedly).


(Enter left an unk mpt Bolshevik. He staggers over to the Confession Counte and leans against it, panting. The Minz takes out a curved pipe, lights it, and sits on the chair left.)


The Bolshevik.

Little Comrade, I have grievously sinned against the Soviet power. At the sausage factory at Poloniev I have sabotaged the efforts of the workers to produce bigger, better and brighter sausages I deserve no mercy for my criminal acts of treason against the Soviet Fatherland.


(Enter two other unkempt stage Bolsheviks, left. They come over and stand behind the 1st Bolshevik.)


The Girl at the Counter.

(Pointing to the Shooting Gallery) In there. Next please. (The 1st Bolshevik exits into the Shooting Gallery).


2nd Bolshevik

Little comrade, I wish to confess to my treasonable crimes against the Soviet power. (Produces a huge sheaf of papers) Here is a list of them.


(A heavy drum roll and then a shot is heard off right.)


Girl

(Pointing right) In there. Next please. (The 2nd Bolshevik exits right)


3rd Bolshevik

(Producing an even bigger sheaf of papers, and strewing them all round the stage) Ditto, little comrade.


Girl

(Pointing right) So be it. Ditto, then.


(The third Bolshevik exits right. A roll of drums and two shots are heard. The Minx laughs horribly. The Gremlins continue to work unmoved.)


The Minx

Business is quite brisk this morning. The figures of executions last week exceed the plan by three hundred and twenty two point four per cent.


(Enter left a bearded Bolshevik followed by Sidi, Jonnalio and the rest of the Zombies, excluding Aplop and Hisleton.


Minx

(To the Bolshevik) Who are these miserable creatures?


Bolshevik

If it please your Comradeship, I found them cowering outside the Kremlin kitchen.


Sidi

(Terrified) We - we weren't doing any harm Comrade Minx. We were hungry! We hadn't eaten anything since last Sunday.
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Minx.

Liars! Traitors! Trotskyites! We don't have any Sundays here. Take them away and liquidate them!


Scrimgeourella

Please - please Comrade Minx! Spare our lives. We are refugees from Waydown Undah, come to seek asylum in your domains.


Minx

Oh well - I'll commute your sentence to a lifetime in the Siberian mines.


(A gremlin comes forward and feels Scrimgeourella's dress ecstatically)


Gremlin.

Ah comrade, what beautiful clothes you have. Would it be possible for you to sell them to me? I have but twenty roubles, but you may have them all! And tell me, is it true that you actually have 
soup in your country? And 
shoes? Ah comrade, take me with you when you go away! I will give you anything - anything - to take me out of this hell on earth!


Sidi

(As in a dream) Just what the exiled Princesses said!


(The Minx shoots the Gremlin who falls and is removed by a bearded Bolshevik.


Minx.

Splotchka, go and put an advertisement in Pravda for some new typistes will you? Stakhanovites, preferably.


A Gremlin (coming forward) I have taken the liberty of instructing the Comrade Editor to insert one daily, your Comradeship.


Minx

Excellent. You shall have the order of Lenin (To himself) Nosoup, indeed. We have buckets of it at the Kremlin banquets!


Sidi

Comrade Minx, we have been exiled by the tyrant of Waydown Undah, Mr Razor, because we are Bolsheviks.


Minx

Yes, I know all about it. And now you've fallen in love with me.


Sidi

I - I beg your pardon?


Minx

Of course you have. They all do. Wherever I go, I am wooed. I am so sick of suitors, Comrade Sidi - they woo me night and day. There are three Japanese, five Germans, three Finns and an Eskimo waiting in the ante-room now, all ready to pour out their hearts to me. But I am vowed to celibacy. And though I offer them all platonic friendships, it just doesn't seem to satisfy them. It must be this new wheat germ bread invented by Professor Hackinoff. Every day of the week they come - yes, they all want to marry the Minx!






Song Minx of the Kremlin


(Air - The Daring Young Man on the Flying Trapeze)

I'm the child of the Steppes, I was born in a marsh,



My figure is frightful, my features are harsh,



And some people say they detect a moustache -



Yet they all want to marry the Minx!



They come from America, China and Spain



They woo me with might and they woo me again,



And when I refuse them, they come back again



For they all want to marry the Minx - oh -





Chorus



You've probably heard



The events that occurred



When the camel encountered the obdurate sphinx;



Oh, they'll never buy



Her virginity -



Oh, they all want to marry the Minx.








They offer me cruisers, they offer me guns,



They try to seduce me at banquets with buns,



They offer me safety, they offer me sons -



They all want to marry the Minx!



I try to escape them, it is'nt my fault -



They follow me into the bathroom and vault -



I'm always resisting indecent assault,



For they all want to marry the Minx - oh






Chorus



You've probably heard



The events that occurred



When the camel encountered the obdurate sphinx;



Oh they'll never buy



Her virginity -



They all want to marry the Minx.





You read in their papers I'm in a decline,



My teeth have been drawn and my hair isn't mine,



But they're waiting in dozens each morning at nine -



They all want to marry the Minx!



They come in their hundreds in sumptuous ships



They sent Mr 
Steart
[
gap —  
reason: illegible] and, they sent Mr Cripps -



Who sighed with delight at the sight of my hips



They all want to marry the Minx - oh






Chorus



You've probably heard



The events that occurred



When the camel encountered the obdurate sphinx.



Oh they'll never buy



Her virginity -



Oh they all want to marry the Minx!





A girl's at her best when she's in an embrace;



I've never disliked being kissed on the face;



Oh, passion's all right when its kept in its place,



But they all want to marry the Minx.



The elderly statesmen whom so far I've met,



All smell of tobacco, their kisses are wet,



And I have'nt discovered an honest one yet -



Oh they all want to marry the Minx - oh






Chorus



You've probably heard



The events that occurred



When the camel encountered the obdurate SPhinx;



Oh they'll never buy



Her virginity



They all want to marry the Minx!



Minx

But enough of my worries, little Comrades. Tell me about your expulsion from Waydown Undah. (To Scrimgeourella) How did it come about that 
you were expelled?


Scrimgeourella

Well - as a matter of fact - I played the Internationale over 2 Z.B.


Minx

Ah yes, I remember that!







Song - 
[
unclear: Sidi]


(Air - 'A Nightingale Sang in Berkely Square')

On that certain night, the night you mean,



I was just sitting down to my tea,



When on my wireless set I heard



The Internationale sung from 2 Z.B.






Chorus



On that certain night, the night you mean




She was just sitting down to hot tea



When on her wireless set 
she heard



The Internationale sung from 2 Z.B.






Minx




I couldn't believe I'd heard aright



So I listened again to see -



But still it echoed through the night -



The Internationale sung from 2 Z.B.






Chorus




She couldn't beoieve 
she'd heard aright,



So 
she listened again to see -



But still it echoed through the night -



The Internationale sung from 2 Z.B.



Scrimgeourella

And after that, I tried to join the Wharfies Union. But there again I was disappointed.


Minx

And why were you disappointed?







Song - Scrimgeourella


(Air - 'Daddy Wouldn't Buy me a Bow wow)

The wharfies wouldn't give me the Union!



Union!






Chorus



The wharfies wouldn't give me the Union!



Union!






Chorus



I got a lot of jobs



But they weren't as good as Bob's,



And I wanted to be President!



(Scrimgeourella does an exquisite little Cossack dance, while the Chorus sings the song. The chorus is again repeated.)


(A Bolshevik rushes across the stage, followed by another bearing a bomb. A terrific bang is heard off stage.)


Jonnalio

You know, I can't help feeling there's something fishy going on around here.


Minx

(to the other Zombies) And who are you? And why did - you leave the country of Waydown Undah?


Sidi

We tried to overthrow the tyrannical Government of Mr Razor, if it please your Comradeship. We are Bolsheviks of the deepest dye.







Chorus - Sidi, Bodkin, Doidger and Bulgie


(Air - 'Wise Old Horsey')

We're emissaries of Lenin,



We're agents of a foreign state,



We further the cause of the proletariat



By poisoning the food in the commissariat;



We spout in public parks



Of Engels and of Marx





And negations we negate



We're emissaries of Lenin



And beneath the standard red,



With dialectic opposites in unity



We're going to build a Communist community,



We're putting on the spotsky



All the followers of Trotsky



And the Hensheviks have fled



We 're emissaries of Lenin



And we live on Moscow gold,



We've going to annihilate the ruling classes,



And thus we'll liberate the toiling m
asses



We listen in to Moscow



Every morning in to Moscow



And we do just what we're told!





Hi Joe, Stalin, Hi Joe!






Minx

Well, its 
necessary for you to work over here - you can't just accept our hospitality without doing something in return. Let's see. We need a new Matriarch of the Russian Orthodox Church. (To Scrim.) Have you ever had any experience in churches?


Scrimgeourella

(Bashfully) Well, there 
was a certain choirmaster -


Minx

I meant 
religious experience


Scrimgeourella

Oh yes - I used to he 
awfully good at that. I used to be the Friendly Toad on the radio.


Minx

Good, that's fixed, then. (To a Gremlin) Ninotchka, hop out and open a few churches, will you?


(A Gremlin exits, curtseying)


Minx

Now what about you others? (To Sidi) You look as if you'd make a good Chief of the Ogpu.


Sidi

Oh, I'd 
love that


Minx

-But before you're given any important posts, I supppose you'd better have the usual examination.


Sidi

(Horrified) Examination? I only got up to primer Four!


Minx

(Taking out a huge roll of parchment from behind his Chair) Here is the list of questions. No 1. Who was Marx?


Sidi

Ahah! That's an easy one! which one?


Minx

Which one?


Sidi

Yes, there were three - Harpo, Grouho and Chico!


Minx

Exposed! Deviationists! Rights and Trotskyists! Out of my sight!


(The Zombies stand in the centre of the stage, looking feverishly around them)


Sidi

Which - which way do we go?


Minx

(Pointing left) To the left!


(The Zombies look round, and then rush off, right into the Shooting Gallery. A roll of drums and a succession of shots are heard.)


Minx.

(To Scrimgeourella) who has remained) Is'nt is strange, Scrimgeourella, that capitalist politicians, whenever they're told to go to the left, invariably go to the right instead? But come, Comrade Scrimgeourella, let us celebrate your new position in the Soviet state, my desertion of the principles of Marxism-Leninism, and the Marxist twilight, by a duet and classical ballet, in the good old Russian style.)





Duet - Scrimgeourella and the Minx


(Air - My Blue Heaven)


Minx.

Just 'Ella and me


Scr.

And Lenin makes three


Both

Will rule over our red Kremlin

Scr
.



Among the elite



The girl in the Street



Both

Will rule over our red Kremlin,


Minx

There'll be a holiday with pay when you are wed -

Scr
.
And maybe some day I'll produce a baby red -


Minx

Just Ella and me

Scr
.
And Lenin makes three


Both

Will rule over our red Kremlin.
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(The pair execute a graceful pas-de-deux, in a burlesque of the Russian Ballet. They repeat the chorus, and the lights slowly fade. After a moment or two, a spotlight shows the Zombies, Aplop and Hisleton, sleeping soundly in the same positions as they were at the beginning of the scene.


Sidi.

(In his sleep) Stop! Stop! (Waking) Oh my God, what an awful dream!


(A crash of glass off stage. The lights come full on.)


Sidi

Wake up Zombies - the day has just broken.


Jonnalio

I say - did you have a dream? I dreamed all about the Minx - it was awful!


Sidi

Did you have the same one? They even socialise dreams in this dump. (To the others) Did you have a dream about the Minx?


Zombies

A 
horrible, dream!


Scrimgeourella

(Dreamily) Mine was lovely! The Matriarch of the Russian Orthodox Church!


Sidi

I say - I don't like this place! Let's get back to Waydown Undah before we're liquidated!


Scrimgeourella

I'm going on. My dream just might come true - you never know.


Sidi

Dreams always go by opposites you know.


Scrimgeourella

Perhaps I'd be the 
Patriarch then - that'd be even better. Farewell Zombies. It's been nice knowing you. (She exits 
right)


Sidi

Come, Zombies. Let us depart, and return to Waydown Undah. Our mission has failed.


(Sidi and Jonnalio despondently mount Aplop and Hisleton, and followed by the other Zombies, they walk off despondently, singing)


Zombies




We've got beards, that dangle dingle dangle,



As we go riding wearily along.



And they get into an awful tangle



For the wind on the steppes is very strong.





Oh mighty Minx



Your country stinks!



For the weather is atrocious



And the worker really thinks.





We've got beards that dangle dingle dangle



As we go riding wearily along




Curtain
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The Zealous Zombies — Act Three








The Zealous Zombies




Act Three


(The scene is the graveyard of Reaction, at Maydown Undah. The Zombies are sitting draped around the tombstones, in attitudes of utter dejection. The Gravedigger sits with Sidi on a large tombstone, weeping bitterly. Aplop and Hisleton are standing one on each side of the stage.)





Song and Chorus - Sidi and Zombies


(Air -"A Policeman's Life is not a Happy One").

Sidi

Oh the Zombie's life as featured by Lugosi

Chorus

By Lugosi

Sidi

And interpreted by Karl off on the screen

Chorus

On the screen

Sidi

Is always made particularly rosy,

Chorus

- Larly rosy,

Sidi

Though often it's a little bit obscene!

Chorus

Bit obscene!

Sidi

Oh, the Zombie played by Boris and by Bela

Chorus

And by Bela

Sidi

Is delightful, though perhaps a little dumb -

Chorus

Little dumb -

Sidi

But we know this romantic little feller

Chorus

Little feller

Sidi

Though he looks so bright is really very glum!


Chorus


Very glum!

Chorus




Oh, when Parliamentary power's to be won,



To be won,



A Zombie's life is not a happy one!



Happy one!


Sidi

Oh, I love to see the little Zombie walking

Chorus

Zombie walking

Sidi

With a dirty looking dagger in his hand,

Chorus

In his hand,

Sidi

I rejoice to hear the little Zombie talking

Chorus

Zombie talking

Sidi

In a language only Zombies understand.

Chorus

Understand.

Sidi

We know, in spite of all their wicked dealings

Chorus

Wicked dealings

Sidi

That a Zombie loves a little bit of fun

Chorus

Bit of fun

Sidi

We know that even Zombies have their feelings -

Chorus

Have their feelings -

Sidi

Oh, a Zombie's life is not a happy one!

Chorus


Happy one!

Chorus




Oh, when Parliamentary power's to be won,



To be won,



A zombie's life is not a happy one!



Happy one!



Sidi




Prithee, Zombies, don't despair!



We have no time to stand and stare.



A foolproof plan we must invent



To smash the Razor government.



Gravedigger




How is it Mr. Razor foils



Your treasons, stratagems, and spoils?



You've failed in almost every plan,



And here you are where you began!
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Jonnalic




We've tried to gain our ends by flattery,



By murder, rape, assault and battery.



A simple certain plan we need -



A plan that he who runs may read!


Doidger




I thought the press was on our side,



As friend, philosopher and guide!



But, reading last night's "Evening Post",



I very near gave up the ghost!



For, speaking of the Party factions,



It 
almost criticised our actions!


Gravedigger
 (Furious)



How did such a passage get in?



It's clear the rot's begun to set in.



They'll say they're sorry that they said it or



I'll go and sack the ruddy editor!


Bodkin




While walking lately on the wharf



I eloquently started off



Proclaiming to the wharf community



Our Party's noble plan - Disunity!



The Wharfies, showing some emotion,



Politely threw me in the ocean!



Sidi
 (weeping)



You must have almost died of shame!



But cheer up - you were not to blame.


Bodkin




And do you know who rescued me? -



The wharfies' Union secretary.


Gravedigger




On you I shall, despised martyr,



Bestow the Order of the Garter.


Johnnalio




I visited a Huntly mine



To put across the Party line;



The miners seized me in the murk,



Surrounded me and made me work.



When with fatigue I thought I'd drop,



The miners used me as a prop.


Sidi (aroused)




The mine! Of course! Our only hope!



My God, I 
am a silly dope!



Why didn't we do that before?


Zombies
.
What is it, Sidi? Tell us more.

Sidi




Zealous Zombies, gather round, (They do so)



We'll send the blondies underground.



Attired as the miners are



They'll be extremely popular.


Gravedigger
.
Will you more succinctly state Your plan?

Zombies

Yes, please elucidate.

Sidi




A man confronted by a vamp



Attired in trousers and a lamp



Will find it hard, upon my soul,



To keep his mind upon the coal.



The Blondies will, with any luck



Divert the miner from his truck;



In fact, the miners will agree



To adopt a go-slow policy;



We'll use the people's discontent



To overthrow the Government.



Have I made my thesis plan?


Zombies (bowing)

Oh Sidi, brilliant is your brain!
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Sidi

Where are the Blondies, anyway?

Jonnalio




I heard a passing peasant say



In some lewd haunt the girls were seen



Cavorting with a young Marine


Sidi




To mighty Allah give your thanks!



Away, and lure them from the Yanks.



(The Zombies, led by Sidi, rush off. Aplop and Hisleton stir themselves and come forward to the audience.)

Aplop (to the audience)




Now we're alone upon the stage



Your kind attention we'll engage;



I and Hisleton will each



Deliver an election speech.



(Aplop mounts a tombstone and orates).

Aplop




Electors! How the fight's begun,



Beware the hateful Hisleton!



Beware his fascinating smile -



'Tis but a mask for graft and guile!



He frightens children at their play -



They glance at him and run away;



And passing farmers whom he meets



Collapse in horror on the peats!



So vote for me - then take a gun



And shoot the hateful Hisleton!



(Aplop descends and Hisleton mounts the gravestone).

Hisleton




Electors! Isn't it a pity



A rat like Aplop runs the City?



I'm sure that each elector loathes



To hear this monster's lurid oaths



Bestowed on such a mighty one



As me - the holy Hisleton!



And when upon election day



To polling booths you make your way



Reflect - what's Aplop done for you?


Aplop

As much as Hisleton will do!

Hisleton




My friend, you do not win elections



By making stupid interjections.



If from the contest you withdraw



I'll make you our Solicitor.


Aplop




I beg your pardon - tell me more -



You'd make me City Solicitor?


Hisleton




When Mare, the words that I pronounce'll



Influence the City Council,



And I shall surely recommend



The post for you, my learned friend,


Aplop




For years I have been waiting for



The chance to be Solicitor!



I shall retire from the fight -



The Tory ranks we must unite!



(Aplop mounts a gravestone) (Hisleton descends).
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Aplop




Electors, vote for Hisleton,



That nighty man who bows to none.



His heart is high, his soul is pure,



He blushes if you say "manure."



He loves to sit and contemplate



His navel at his cottage gate;



He revels in the "birds and bees,



And writes wee verses to the trees.



He loves the jonquils and geraniums,



And pats the little children's craniums!



(He descends from the gravestone and starts to go out with Hisleton).

Aplop




Come, dear friend, let us away.



We must prepare for polling day.



When you've won, on wine we'll sup -


Hisleton (to the audience)

Unless Jim Roberts cleans me up!


(The Mares exist. The Zombies enter, followed by the Blondies, dressed in working clothes, bearing lamps on their heads, and carrying shovels.)

Sidi




Good luck, then, Blondies - do your stuff.



Up girls and at 'em. Treat 'em rough!


Blondies




This venture will be most instructive.



Are we sufficiently seductive,


Sidi




My dears, you couldn't look much finer,



I almost wish I was a miner.



(There is a clap of thunder and the lights go dim. A spot lights up the rostrum at the back of the stage and illuminates the figure of the 
Honourable Paddy Begg, who, bowler hat in hand, bows be autifully to the Blondies.)







Song Paddy Begg


(Air - "Pistol-Packing Momma")

Don't go down the mine my dears,



It's such a horrid hole.



It's hard to pet



In the cold and wet



And cuddle in the coal!





Oh, lay that shovel down, babe



Lay that shovel down.



Pretty little miner,



Lay that shovel down.





Don't go down the mine, my dears,



It's very dark and damp



And if you do



What they want you to



You're bound to get the cramp!





Oh lay that shovel down, babe,



Lay that shovel down.



Pretty little miner,



Lay that shovel down.





Don't go down the mine, my dears,



Distributing your gifts;



I'm sure that we



Would not agree



To let you work in shifts.








Oh lay that shovel down, babe,



Lay that shovel down.



Pretty little miner,



Lay that shovel down.





Don't go down the mine, my dears,



There isn't space to woo,



And reach your goal



On a bed of coal,



And a truck's too small for two!





Oh lay that shovel down, babe,



Lay that shoevel down.



Pretty little miner,



Lay that shovel down





So don't go down the mine, my dears,



It's such a horrid hole.



It's hard to pet



In the cold and wet



And cuddle in the coal.





Oh lay that shovel down, babe,



Lay that shovel down.



Pretty little miner,



Lay that shovel down.



(The Hon. Paddy Begg comes down from the rostrum, down centre. The girls surround him and throw their arms about him, leaving the shovels at the side of the stage.)

Blondies




Isn't he lovely? Isn't he cute?



So masculine, and so hirsute.


Sidi




Good Heavs, if it isn't Paddy.



The Labour Party's sugar-daddy.



Blondies, do not be seduced,



He's like a lion when unloosed.


Paddy




Dear children - may I call you that? -



To you I raise my fanous hat.



You are so sweet and so benign,



I'm sure you won't go down the mine.


Blondies




What charm! What elephantine grace!



How like a gargoyle's is his face.


Paddy




Now you've laid your shovels down



Let's take a taxi into town.



And then - my plan will surely please -



I'll make you all my secretaries!



Your baleful beauty will torment



The denizens of Parliament,



And even the some what s todgy whips



Will love to watch your swaying hips.



You'll prove, in no uncertain fashion,



That Labour cannot ration passion!


Jonnalic




No fiend from Hades could surpass



This rampant reptile in the grass.


Paddy




Come, girls - if you're my secretaries,



You'll be the belles of Bellamy's.


Blondies




Blondies - let us do our stuff



With lipstick and with powder puff.



With potent Paddy as our guide



I'm sure we'll all be satisfied.



(The blondies go off with Paddy. The Zombies once again, in utter despair, collapse on the tombstones.)
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Sidi




Dished! Diddled! Done! Again we're foiled.



Would I were well and truly oiled.


Jonnalio




He's taken to the metrop
olis



Our last, our solitary solance.


Sidi




Zombies, we've clearly reached a crisis -



I cannot think of more devices.


Doidger




Let us sit in contemplation,



Awaiting heavenly inspiration.



(The Zombies sit miserably on the tombstones, their heads in their hands. Suddenly, thunder is heard, the lights dim, and the figure of Herr Scuttler appears on the rostrum. He says, "Heil Scuttler" and walks down centre. The Zombies stand up, stiff and straight, and assume vacant and Zombie-ish expressions.)


Herr Scuttler

(to the audience): Remember me? I thought you would. Maybe you've been wondering what's been happening to me. As a matter of fact, I haven't been feeling well lately. What with the Minx of the Kremlin slapping me in the face, the Russian guerillas hitting me below the belt, and Churchill and Roosevelt waiting to give me a kick in the pants - life's just a little trying at times. There's only one hope left for me. Zombies, can you hear me?


Zombies(dully)
.
Yes, master.


Herr Scuttler

You're a pretty dumb lot - as a matter of fact you're the dumbest lot of Zombies I've ever raised from the dead - but I'm Just about at the end of my tether. You've got to do something drastic - do you hear?


Zombies

(as before) Yes, master.


Herr Scuttler
.
The only solution is a coup d'etat. You Zombies must stage a coup d'etat, and install yourselves as dictators of Waydown Undah, Here I have the necessary apparatus. Some suitable arm bands - some bottles of castor oil - a few rubber truncheons - a gun or two - and a few other essential knick-knacks - that's about all you'll need.


(As he speaks, Herr Scuttler goes around the Zombies distributing the articles he names. The Zombies taken them automatically, and without looking to right or left).


Herr Scuttler
.
Well, Zombies, go to it. (To the audience). Cheerio, folks - see your at the Sessions. (He mounts the rostrum). Heill Scuttler!


(Herr Scuttler disappears in a roll of thunder and a flash of light. The Zombies slowly wake up and look around them, their faces assuming their normal expressions).

Sidi




Behold this curious apparatus.



We have received divine afflatus.



From heaven, Zombies, I have got



Our last and most pretentious plot.



Democracy won't get us far -



We now must stage a coup d'etat.


Zombies
.



Then let's away. Hurrah! Hurrah!



We'll stage a cunning coup d'etat.


Sidi




It seems as if there's no dissent -



So let us march on Parliament.



The Labourites could not endure a



Government with me as Fuhrer.


Zombies
.



Then let's away. Hurrah! Hurrah!



We'll stage a cunning coup d'etat.






(The Zombied put on the swastika arm bands, and each takes a rubber truncheon and a bottle of castor oil. Sidi takes gun, Aplop & Hisleton enter, and Zombies pin on their sides, over their names, strips of cloth with the words "The Horse Wessel" end "The Reich Stag." Sidi sticks on a little Hitlet moustache and arranges his hair so as to produce the famous Hitler forelock, Sidi mounts the Horse Wessel, and Jonnalio mounts the Reich Stag. The orchestra starts to play a swing version of the German national anthem.)







Chorus - Zombies


Air - German national anthem.

Sidi, you're a



Liebe, Fuhrer,



Leader of the Zombie horde.



Heil, thou rashest



Noblest Fascist,



Hell hath no Fuhrer like our Zombie lord.



Bringing heartsease



to the Nazis



Hell hath no Fuhrer like our Zombie lord.



(Ballet, in which the Zombies dance round the two horses wildly).

Chorus




Sidi, you're a



Liebe Fuhrer,



Leader of the Zombie horde.



Hell, thou rashest



Noblest Fascist,



Hell hath no Fuhrer like our Zombie lord.



Bringing heartsease



to the Nazis -



Hell hath no Fuhrer like our Zombie lord.


Zombies
.



Then let's away. Hurrah! Hurrah!



We'll stage a cunning coup d'etat.



(They begin to march out, There is another clap of thunder and the Minx of the Kremlin descends from the flies on the end of a cope, The orchestra plays the International. Lightning.)

Minx




Sidi and your Zombies, wait,



Repent before it is too late.


Sidi




Zombies, listen - I forbid you all



To hearken to this individual -



This awful ape, this leprous lynx



(recognising her) My God, it is the bloody Minx!


Minx




Yes, friends - I see you know my name -



I've come to stop your little game,



So don't endeavour to dissemble,



But on your knees, you louts, and tremble.


Sidi (waving gun)




You snarling snail! You slimy slug, you!



Remove yourself before I plug you.


Minx




That's no use - you'll find your wrist'll



Shake too much to aim the pistol,



Besides, I feel I should announce



My hide's so tough that bullets bounce.


Sidi




I burn with rage and dreadful ire;



Protect me, Allah, for I fire.



(He fires the gun. The Minx, who is standing near Jonnalio, bobs down behind the letter's Mare. Jonnalio receives the bullet in his breast. He gracefully slides down the Mare's back into his tomb.)
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Jonnalio
 (standing in his tomb)



But what is this? My God, I'm shot!



Observe - the 'blood begins to clot!


Sidi




Oh goodness me, what have I done?



Oh Absolom, my son, my son!



A plague upon my wretched gunnery -



I'll hence, and hie me to a nunnery.


Jonnalio




Alas, that poor Jonnalio,



That might chief, is brought so low.



Before my eyes there start to loom



The hideous terrors of the tomb:,



My eyes are dim, I cannot see -



I haven't got my specs with me -



My face is whiter than a sheet -



My heart has almost ceased to beat.



I might have known that Sid would muck it -



So weep, my friends, I've kicked the bucket.



(He sinks into his tomb and pulls the lid down over his head.)

Minx
.
Thus perish each presumptuous clown!


(Jonnalio pushes up the lid of his tomb and pokes his head out).

Jonnalio

I'm dead, but I shall not lie down


(The Minx pushes the lid down again, takes a hammer and nail from her bosom and nails the lid of the tomb down).


(The Bulgie Zombie, who has been perusing a large volume of statutes, comes forwards, agitated, and addresses Sidi).

Bulgie




Ah me! By Section twenty-three,



Sub-section twenty-two, clause B



I'm aider and abettor in



Your homicidal act of sin,



Within the meaning of the Act!



With rancour and remorse I'm racked.



The law is plain - it's clear tham I'm



Accomplice in this awful crime.



I have disgraced the family name -



Observe - I straightway die of shame.



(The Bulgie Zombie knocks his head three times on the floor and retires to his tomb, where he dies of shame.)

Sidi (overwhelmed)




Alas, I'm feeling very blue.



I'll seek fresh fields and pastures new.



I think I'll join, since we are sunk,



A monastery and be a monk.



Minx
.
Idon't think you'll find it as easy as that, Comrade Sidi - monasteries are rather particular these days. As a matter of fact, I've been doing a little dialectical research into this Zombie business, and I think I know what should be done. As soon as I got the solution, I had a salute of three hundred guns: fired from the Kremlin. It's really very simple. In Zombie films, the Zombie is got rid of in one of two ways - either he is killed again, or a doctor skilled in such matters cures him, and he becomes a normal rational individual. You, Sidi, and you other chief Zombies - you are, I fear incurable. And as for the deluded Gravedigger - well, words fail me. But you rank and file Zombies are merely deluded - there's hope for you if you get immediate medical attention. As it happens, the local Comrades' Circus has a doctor of wide repute, who should be able to do something for you. But here he comes! Announcing - Dr. Silverstone!


(There is a flourish of trumpets, and Dr. Silverstone walks in. He carried a doctor's black bag, and medical apparatus of all kinds is hung around his neck and protrudes from his pockets.)
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Minx




Good morning, Doctor Silverstone -



May I confer with you alone?


Silverstone (going apart with Minx)




Let's apart, so no-one hears.



Speak on - I an entirely ears!


Minx




Have you ever diagnosed



A Zombie - i.e. living ghost?


Silverstone (consulting case-book)




I've cured - let's see - yes, ninety-three,



For Zombies are my spacialty.



By means of Freudian hypnosis



I penetrate to their neurosis.


Minx
.



Oh, excellent young medico!



Your knowledge will defeat the foe.



You are our last, our only hope -



So - forward with your stethoscope!


Silverstone (advancing to rank and file Zombies)




Now, Zombies, do not be afraid -



Come over here into the shade. (They do so).



I just want to examine you.



Put out your tongues (They do so)



A horrid hue!



Now, breathe in deeply (They do so)



Yes, that's fine.



Say ninety-nine, please.


Zombies

Ninety-nine.

Silverstone (in horror, crossing to Minx)




Oh, what a terrible neurosis!



I've made a careful diagnosis.



From their symptoms I've divined



That someone's sabotaged their mind.


Minx




And can you, Sir, with pills and potions



Cure them of their fantastic notions?


Silverstone




My cures are generally durable,



But these (indicating chief Zombies & Gravedigger)



I fear, are quite incurable.



If the others care to make appointments



I'll fix them up with pills and ointments.


Minx




We can't allow much time to pass -



Can't you cure them here, en masse?


Silverstone
 (To Zombies)



It's difficult, but I shall try.



Now, Zombies, look me in the eye.



(They stare at him, he makes a pass or two with his hands, and they become vacant and Zombie-ish. Sidi, Bodkin, Doidger and Gravedigger watch the proceedings in horror from the side of the stage).

Silverstone (To Minx)




You see, before they've realised



What's going on, they're hypnotised.



They can't remember what's occurred -



Now, watch the little dickey-bird!



Within their open mouths I will



Insert a patent poten pill,



Compounded - hem! - by Silverstone



(Modestly) It is a poor thing, but mine own.



(He goes around the Zombies putting pills in their mouths, which they swallow).

Silverstone




These pills one generally requires



To purge an anti-Soviet bias.



You see- they take it like a lamb.



Next, Reason Treacle, half a dram.






(Silverstone travels round giving each Zombie a little treacle from a huge jar).

Silverstone




This dose converts them, as you'll see,



To anti-fascist unity.



If all has gone as I've expected



A lasting cure has been effected.


(with change of manner)




The fee that you should pay the leech



Is only half a guinea each,



And Social Security will fix



You up, I think, for seven and six.


Minx
 (Giving him note)



Comrade, here's a thousand roubles



For tending to these Zombie screwballs.



My portrait on the note you'll see



I do not think it flatters me.



(While Silverstone is examining the note, the rank and file Zombies are alowly advancing, with menacing gait, on the chief Zombies and the Gravedigger. The latter are backing away and trying to excape, but finally they are surrounded. Aplop and Hisleton manage to get away, first coming down to the footlights for a moment).


Aplop & Hisleton




I think it is unwise to stay -



We'll see you on election day.



(Exeunt).


Minx (seeing Zombies)




But what is this? I think that we



Are witnessing a tragedy.



Why should these erstwhile Zombies seek



To round up Sidi and his clique?


Gravedigger (calling)




Help! They've caught me unawares.



Oh Zombies, spare these last gray hairs.


Silverstone (gleefully)




It's clear my cure has been effective



Since Sidi is their main objective.



Now their Zombie-hood's concluded,



They realise they've been deluded,



And understand their former fallacies.



(modestly) This is my Marxian analysis.



(The Zombies have been struggling with the chief Zombies and have finally got the Gravedigger, Badkin and Doidger into graves. Just before the lids are shut down, Bodkin and Doidger make the following remarks):

Bodkin (in tomb)




Alas! In this untimely hour



There perishes Reaction's flower.


Doidger (in tomb)




Alas! that I shall be no longer



The two-faced Terror of Tauranga.



(They perish), (The Zombies advance steadily on Sidi, who retreats piteously before them.

Sidi




Oh, is there no-one to defend me



Against these monsters who would rend me?



And carry me across the border? (Pause)



I wish to raise a point of order!



(The Zombies halt in their tracks and wait for Sidi to speak).

Sidi




Ex-Zombies, you have sealed my doom,



And I am destined for the tomb.



But Waydown Undah, you'll agree,



Is almost a democracy,



And thus - it cannot be denied -



I have a right to suicide.





(Producing a long but flimsy-looking dagger)




If you permit me, with this foil



I'll shuffle off this mortal coil.


Minx




He speaks with logic, Raise on high



Your hands if you're in favour.


Ex Zombies
.
Aye!

Sidi (coming to foot-lights) (syabs himself)




Forgive me, people, if I preach -



I wish to make a dying speech.



Already, I begin to stagger



Beneath this devastating dagger.



I hope I'll have sufficient strength



To let me spout to you at length.


(He staggers, then recovers)




Observe - the sun's diverted from its



Course; the sky is packed with comets.



The deaths of great men always are



The cause of such penomena.



Even the mellow evening skies



Salute poor Sidi, as he dies.


(stabs himself)




The press, which blessed my lefty mission,



Will publish a black-edged edition;



The Comrades' Circus will rejoice



In its obnoxious People's Voice;



And every Labourite you meet



Will squeak and gibber in the street.



The whole wide world will wail and weep



When gentle Sidi lies asleep.


(stabs himself)




From my breast, where it's been hacked,



The blood pours like a cataract.



Lucrezia Borgia would have swooned



To see this ghastly gaping wound.


(stabs himself)




And when the news of my demise



If flashed across the Seven Seas,



The Eskimo and Arab Chief



Will weep into a handkerchief;



The Indian will blow his nose,



The Scotsman will be lachrymose;



And even the people of Japan



Will sigh, and say "
There was a 
Man!"


(stabs himself)




This thing I'm plunging in my body



Appears to be a little shoddy.



I wonder why? Excuse me, please.


(He examined it. He presses it against his hand, the dagger doubles up)

My God, that's why! It's Japanese. Now, friends, -

Minx
 (to ex-Zombies)



A truce to these didactics!



I 
never, liked stonewalling tactics



I should view it with composure



If, comrades, you applied the closure.



Bring him here and let me shoot 'im.



(The Zombies bring Sidi over and stand him before the Minx. He bares his breast dramatically and endeavours to make as much as possibly out of his last words).

Sidi




Moriturus te salutam!



Come fire the shot - do not be tardy.



Et tu Brute! Kiss me, Hardy.



(The Minx shoots Sidi, who falls back prostrate into his tomb. The ex-Zombies replace the lid carefully).







[image:  ]




Minx




We won't intone a requiem,



For we shall not remember them.



Our unity has been increased



By liquidating the deceased.



(Enter suddenly the Hon. Paddy Begg, with three Blondies clinging lovingly to him, and the rest of the girls following behind. The ex-Zombies rush over to the Blondies and embrace them, remaining in their embrace during the following dialogue):

Begg




I have returned with great elation



To make a startling proclamation.



You will remember, friends, that these



Young girls became my secretaries.



While riding with them to the city,



I found that some were rather pretty.



So suddenly I stopped the car



And visited the Registrar.



The upshot of our call was this -



I've entered into married bliss.



Don't you wish that you were me?


Minx

You've married one?

Begg

I've married three!

Silverstone (mildly)




Pardon me for being curious -



But isn't such a marriage spurious?


Begg




My Party will, in consternation



Pass validating legislation



When Parliament is next in session



And thus condone my indiscretion.


Minx (looking at Blondies and Zombies embracing)




And if I read the signs aright



Some further weddings are in sight.



There seems to be in this community



A veritable crase for unity.



Elysian prospects lie before us -



So let us finish with a choris.



(They all line up before the footlights - Silverstone linked with the Minx, Begg linked with his three Blondies, and the Zombies and Blondies behind, arm in arm. The final choris would be written on the eve of production to the latest popular song.)



Final Chorus



Curtain
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