
Scene 1: A Funeral for Joe

The living room of a large Victorian house in Broomhill – the home of the Little family, currently hosting a post-funeral tea on a November afternoon.

ALICE sits in the centre of the room on a large armchair, which makes her look tiny.

The room is full of people, mostly wearing black.  Some are drinking glasses of sherry or tea from china cups and saucers, others are eating food from a buffet laid out on a table at the back of the room.  A woman from the catering company stands by the buffet to serve hot soup from a tureen.

There’s another smaller table covered with flowers and cards, and there are other chairs pushed against walls – some of them straight-backed chairs which have been moved from the dining room.

ALICE’s MUM, SUZANNE, sits in a corner on a dining room chair.  A couple of guests are speaking to her, offering condolences.

ALICE’s DAD, GRAHAM, hovers nearby.

In another corner ALICE’s GRANDDAD, mostly asleep in a wheelchair, is being looked after by two elderly friends from the old folks’ home.

ALICE’s AUNT and UNCLE are separately talking to other clusters of guests.  

Elsewhere, a middle-aged man, a TEACHER from ALICE’s school, is talking to two diffident looking boys of about seventeen, dressed as smartly as their mothers could persuade them, but with emo haircuts and very skinny trousers.  We hear snippets of conversations from all around the room.

	
TEACHER:
	
You don’t often get a proper cup and saucer do you?

	
GUEST:
	
Lovely flowers.

	
AUNTIE:
	
So young.  Seventeen.  What a waste.

	
GUEST:
	
I mean it’s not like you can say it was a mercy, is it?

	GUEST:
	
Lovely service.

	
AUNTIE:
	
It’s quite nice sherry, actually.

	
TEACHER:
	
Difficult to know what to say, isn’t it?

	
GUEST:
	
We’re sorry for you loss.

	
GUEST:
	
Seventeen!

	
TEACHER:
	

What I remember most is how much he made you all laugh.

	
AUNTIE:
	
I cannot imagine what it’s like.  To lose a child.



	
MUM:
	
Thank you, thanks for coming.  Have you had a drink?  

	
AUNTIE sneezes.

	
AUNTIE:
	
And you know, Alice adored him.

	
The guests move away from MUM.  AUNTIE sneezes. 

	AUNTIE:
	I’m so sorry, it’s all these flowers.

	GUEST:
	You see those flowers tied to the railings, don’t you, but you never think - 

	The TEACHER comes up to MUM and DAD.  The teenage girls (TARA and DANIELLE) watch him from across the room.

	
TEACHER:
	
It was a nice service, I thought.  Just the right tone.

	
DAD:
	
Thank you. Thanks for reading. It was an interesting choice – song lyrics?

	
GUEST:
	
Terrible thing, drink driving.

	
TEACHER:

DAD:
	
Well, poetry is made anywhere. Joe often mentioned how much he liked music. 

Yes – you could tell he fancied a girl when he made her a mix tape. Saying that, it was his sure fire way to avoid having to actually buy any of us a present – Alice has hundreds of mix tapes her big bro made her – he said he was trying to educate us… 

	
DANIELLE:
	
So weird seeing Hunter here.

	
TARA:
	
Numpty Hunter.  She’s actually more scary when she’s being nice.

	
DANIELLE:
	
Scarier. I’m starving.

	
TARA:
	
Have a sandwich.

	
DANIELLE:
	
Mum said don’t eat anything, leave it for the proper guests.

	
A little girl comes up to ALICE, and holds out a cuddly toy towards her.  It’s a big, floppy white rabbit.  ALICE takes it from the little girl.


ALICE:


Thank you.

Auntie comes along and gives her a plate of quiche and a cup of tea. 


	AUNTIE:
	
Eat this love, you’ve got to eat.

	
ALICE nods and puts the plate of quiche on her lap.  She looks at it, then at her mum, dropping the rabbit toy – a small child comes and picks it up.  At the same time, Jefferson Airplane opening bars start to play; Alice jumps and sees the pair of boys playing with her rabbit. She gets up to follow them. They run off with the rabbit.

	
TEACHER:
	
And the photo wall is lovely.

	
DAD:
	
We wanted to – you know, to pay tribute, to um, to celebrate his life.

	
TEACHER:
	
Important to remember the good times.

	
MUM:
	
Crack open the champagne.  Why not?

	
Across the room the CATERER drops a plate, which shatters.

ALICE’s MUM jumps at the sound, looking across the room. Lighting states change at mother’s outburst – QUEEN THEME plays – everyone else freeze. 

	
MUM:
	
For God’s Sake! Off with their tip! 

	
DAD:
	
It’s fine, just an accident.

	
A young WAITER (Shannon Folan), wearing a white shirt and long white butcher-style apron, swoops in with a dustpan and brush to help the caterer clean up the mess – drags the caterer off.

AUNTIE comes up to MUM with another piece of quiche on a plate and hands it to her. 

	
AUNTIE:
	
You’ve not eaten, Suzie, you should eat something –

	
AUNTIE moves off again.

	
MUM:
	
Nobody calls me Suzie anymore.

	
(To TEACHER holding out her plate.) Would you like some quiche?

	
TEACHER:
	
I can’t actually eat eggs, so -

	
MUM:
	
Well, there’s soup.

	
TEACHER:
	
Yes, I might have some soup.

	
The WAITER is passing. MUM hands her plate to him.

	
MUM:
	
Sorry, can I give this to – sorry, I can’t eat it.

	
ALICE, seeing this, puts her plate of quiche on the floor beside her armchair, untouched.  She looks at her mum.

	
DANIELLE:

	Sod it, I’m having a sandwich.

	
They start to head towards the buffet table, but are intercepted by ALICE’s DAD.

	
DAD:
	
Alright?  Some pictures of you with Joe on the photo collage – Should have got you to play, shouldn’t we?  Bit of music.

	
DAN:
	
Yeah, be a bit -

	
TOM:
	
Bit weird.

	
GUEST:
	
And of course Alice adored him.

	
GUEST:
	
Well he adored her. Not often you have siblings so close.

	
GUEST:

GUEST:
	
D’you know she’s not left the house since it happened?

House? More like her room. She won’t stop listening to that mix tape he made her for her birthday. 

	
DANIELLE:
	
We’re splitting the band up probably, so - 

	
DAD:

TARA:
	
What, musical differences?

Something like that.

	
ALICE’s COUSIN, a young man aged around 19 sits down next to her. 

	

	
COUSIN:
	
Sorry you lost your brother.

	
ALICE:
	
I didn’t lose him.

	
Her COUSIN moves away. Jefferson Airplane starts again and the children with the white rabbit come running on again. Alice starts to chase again.

	
GUEST:
	
Just doesn’t seem fair, does it?

	
AUNTIE comes over to MUM, who is looking over at the buffet table.  AUNTIE is carrying two glasses of sherry.

	
MUM:
	
Gannets – look at them all.

	
AUNTIE:
	
(Handing her a sherry.) Have a drink, love.

	
MUM:
	
You’re having another, are you?  She’s had four of those.  Gannets.

	
AUNTIE:
	
This is my first.  D’you think there’s enough sandwiches?  Plenty of soup left, so – Good to give people something hot.

	
MUM:
	
When did you last see us?  When did you last see Joe?

	
AUNTIE:
	
Last year, wasn’t it?

	
MUM:
	
Three years.

	
AUNTIE moves away from MUM towards ALICE.  She sneezes.

	
AUNTIE:
	
Oh dear, all these flowers.

	
GUEST:
	
Lovely flowers.

	
GUEST:
	
Lovely service.

	GUEST:
	
Lovely service.

	
GUEST:
	
Lovely flowers.

	

	UNCLE (Mad Hatter):
	
Alright, Alice? D’you want a cup of tea or anything?

	
ALICE:

UNCLE:
	
Yes please. 
Ah. We appear to have run out of cups… 

	
GUEST:
	Time’s a great healer, you know.

	AUNTIE:
	
How’s the soup?

	
TEACHER:
	
Bit peppery if I’m honest.

	
AUNTIE sneezes loudly and lighting states change – DUCHESS AND COOK Theme.

	AUNTIE:
	
It’s OK to have a cry, you know, let it all out.  He was a darling boy, your brother.

	
AUNTIE looks as if she might cry.  She looks for a tissue.  ALICE hands her one.

	
AUNTIE:
	
You just have to give it time.  Why don’t you go outside with the other children?

	
ALICE stands up, moves towards her mum.

	
AUNTIE:
	
Bit of fresh air might make you feel better.

	ALICE hovers close to her MUM.  DAD is standing by her now.

	
MUM:
	
Not very appropriate.

	
DAD:
	
Helen’s being very helpful.

	
MUM:
	
Sick of her fussing over me.  Where’s she been for three years, you know, where was she when mum was ill?

	
ALICE:
	
Mum?

	
MUM:
	
Not now, Alice.  Do something useful.

	
AUNTIE:
	
(To Teacher) Alice didn’t go to the service, you know.

	
GUEST:
	
Of course, Alice adored him.

	
AUNTIE:
	
She’s not been out of the house since it happened.  Two whole weeks shut in here.

	
A couple of little boys wearing heelies come through, scattering adults in their wake.

	
MUM:
	
God’s sake – those are not suitable shoes for – Whose children are they?

	
DAD goes after the boys.

	DAD:
	
Now boys, where’s your mum and dad?

	
MUM moves too, nearly bumping into ALICE.

	
MUM:
	
Alice, will you get out from under my feet?

	
GUEST:
	
It’ll get better with time.

	
GUEST:
	
Doesn’t seem fair does it?

	
GUEST:
	
Take it one day at a time.

	
GUEST:
	
Time’s a great healer.

	
TEACHER:
	
We all miss you at school, you know.  D’you think you might want to come back soon?  See all your friends?

	
ALICE:
	
Don’t know yet.

	
TEACHER:
	
You mustn’t just think of me as mean old Mr Hunter, you know.  Come and find me any time if you need a chat.

	
ALICE:
	
Thanks.

	
GUEST:
	
There’s a lot of pepper in these sandwiches.  Big lumps of it.

	
GUEST:
	
But the flowers are lovely.

	
GUEST:
	
The flowers are lovely.

	
GUEST:
	
And you know,  Alice adored him.

	

	
	

	
The little girl goes back to her mother, shyly.  ALICE holds the rabbit, stroking its ears.  ALICE goes back to the armchair.


On the other side of the room, someone laughs.  ALICE looks at her MUM, to check her reaction, but she’s talking animatedly to another group of guests.

	
MUM:
	
Yes, there’ll be a trial, definitely.  As big and public as possible.  I’ve said we won’t settle out of court, no way.

	
DAD:
	
Well we haven’t actually decided that.

	
MUM:
	
We owe it to Joe to see justice done.

	
GUEST:
	
Lock him up and throw away the key.

	
GUEST:
	
Time’s a great healer.

	
DAD:
	
Suze – When do we want to show the thing, love?

	
AUNTIE sidles over to join the conversation.

	
MUM:
	
I mean that man doesn’t have a leg to stand on, he’d been drinking.  And then he goes speeding around past a school at chucking out time.

	
AUNTIE:
	
Have to live with it his whole life.

	
MUM:
	
Good.  They should bring back the death penalty for people like him.

	
DAD:
	
Suze - 

	
MUM:
	
String him up, cut his head off.

	
AUNTIE:
	
Very civilised.

	
MUM:
	You know what, Helen, it’s none of your business.

	
GUEST:
	
You have to remember the good times.

	
AUNTIE:
	
I don’t know what I’ve done to make you so angry at me.  I’m very sorry Joe’s passed away but - 

	
MUM:
	
He didn’t pass away, he died in massive pain at the side of the road, so let’s not.  Let’s not sugar coat it.

	 GUEST:
	
I thought the flowers were lovely.

	
GUEST:
	
She’s not been out the house, you know.  Two weeks!

	
AUNTIE:
	
I mean it’s just SO sad.  He was here and now he’s gone.

	
UNCLE:
	
Alright, love.  You’ve had one too many sherries, that’s all.

REPETITION OF EVERY CHORAL MOMENT UNTIL REACH A CRESCENDO – ALICE SLIPS OUT. CURTAIN CLOSES.

Scene 2: Alice alone

	
Alice comes onstage clutching a CD. She mimes placing the CD into the machine and pressing play. Sit down at side of stage and hugs white rabbit (toy). Voice comes over recording.

JOE/ WHITE RABBIT:    So Alice, it’s your 14th birthday – you old thing. And to       continue your musical education, I have prepared for you, with my own bare hands, a selection – a cornucopia if you will – of the best music every played. We start all the way back in the 1960’s and continue to the present day. Listen well little sister – I’ll be checking you did when I get back…

DANIELLE: (interrupts): JOE! Come on! We’re leaving – we don’t want to miss our connection at New Cross!

TARA: Yeah c’mon! We have a sound check at Big Chill and I am meeting John at Caloo Callay first! 

JOE: Oh dear little sis – this is what I get for being late with your birthday present eh? Have a good one – I promise to wake up in time for birthday cake tomorrow… HAPPY BIRTHDAY!!

The track clicks on…Jefferson Airplane White Rabbit 

During the opening bars, the White Rabbit appears in the audience – Alice notices him and follows his movements – Rabbit is to move around the hall. Eventually – he clocks Alice and beckons to her to follow him. She does but he disappears – as he does, Alice stumbles and falls backwards. Cue: Plain White T’s Welcome to Mystery.
                                  

	


Scene 4: Alice and White Rabbit: Alice appears on stage – disgruntled and rumpled
	WHITE RABBIT

ALICE:

	So, you’re here finally? It took you long enough.


Where’s my family?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
Where they always were.  Mostly.

	
ALICE:
	
Are you being deliberately - 

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
Well yes and no. There are things I can’t tell you yet.

	
ALICE:
	
Why?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
Because you’ve got to work them out for yourself.

	
ALICE:
	
OK. Well.  I prefer having the answer and then working back from it, I’m that sort of -

	
The WHITE RABBIT looks at his watch, trying to be surreptitious, but ALICE sees.

	

	
Sorry, am I keeping you?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
What?

	
ALICE:
	
Tell me what’s going on.

	WHITE RABBIT:
	
OK.

	
	
OK.  You’ve got into a kind of hole.  A kind of -
It’s called a rabbit hole.  Hence the, um, 
(he points to his ears.)


	
ALICE:
	
What am I here for?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
There’s something you need to go through before you can go back.

	
ALICE:
	
What if I don’t want to ‘go through’ something?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
You don’t really have a choice.  The longer you fight it, the longer you’ll stay, actually.  So I’m told.

	
ALICE:
	
Stay here.  In this room?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
It’s not much different to where you’ve been staying recently is it?

	
ALICE:
	
(Ignores this) With you?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
Not so much.

	
ALICE:
	
But I can’t just - 

	
	You know, my parents are going to be really cross if I’ve gone off somewhere, they’ll be really cross at you.

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
I think they’ve got other things on their minds, haven’t they?

	
ALICE turns away from him.  The WHITE RABBIT looks at his watch.

	
ALICE:
	
(In a small voice.) So what do I have to do?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
Good question.  Um.

	
He tries to remember.
	
Hang on – I wrote it down somewhere.

	He starts to go through his pockets.  He pulls out various scraps of paper.

	
	
Something about ‘you’ve got to’ – oh what was it? Get to the heart? 

	He looks at a piece of paper.
	
Here we go – no that’s a receipt for some beans – 
Oh what was it? I did say it shouldn’t be my job to - 


	
ALICE:
	
I really quite need to know.


	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
Yeah I know, I know – Heart of Glass? Groove is in the heart?

	
ALICE:
	
Heart attack?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
That’s it! ‘You’ve got to go right to the heart.’

	
ALICE:
	
What does that mean?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
You know, I’d love to stay here chatting but I’ve really got to get.  On.

	
He makes as if to get going – mime, organise some complicated routine to leave the stage.

	
ALICE:
	
But what does ‘go right to the heart’ mean?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
You’ll work it out.  Think of it as a crossword or treasure hunt or something -

	
ALICE:
	
What you doing?

	
WHITE RABBIT:
	
You’ll be alright, you’ll find everything you need, don’t worry. He pauses before looking at Alice, grinning and shouts

	
	

	
	
DUCK!

	
Alice ducks, frightened.  Northing else happens.  After a second she straightens up again.

	
	Good reflexes, you’ll be fine.

	

	
	He slips out as Alice looks around, confused.

Reappears in the door above Alice (in the arch)
Go right to the heart – that’s all you need to do. 

	

	
ALICE:
	
No, wait, where are you – how did you get up there?! 
Alice tries to reach for the door handle – she can’t. 



	

	
	How does this open? How does this -

	

	
	Come out I want to talk to you.
Please come out.
Please don’t leave me.

	

	
	


	ALICE kicks the side of the stage, angry.

	
	Don’t bloody leave me here! What am I going to do now? There must be some way I can… 



SCENE 4: Alice Shrinks – lighting and shadow puppetering with Mr Otley
During this period of trying to find a way into the door, the Wonderlanders have started to move around the room, leaving props for the next scene on the stage – doors have been brought on, a platter from the previous scene with Eat Me, Drink Me etc – the projector etc ready for the shrinking scene.
SCENE 5 – Advice from a Caterpillar

Bob Marley’s Three Little Birds Playing 
The Caterpillar arrives on stage and gets comfortable on the mushroom – placed by Wonderlanders. Alice walks on, looking unhappy and cross.
	
CATERPILLAR:
	
(smoking a hookah) Who are you?

	
ALICE:
	
Good question.  I have absolutely no idea what is going on and I need to find something. 

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
What do you mean? Explain yourself.

	
ALICE:
	
I can’t explain myself, If I could, I wouldn’t be here talking to a caterpillar. I’m not myself right now you see – haven’t been for a while.

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
I don’t see.

	
ALICE:
	
Listen, I can’t put it more clearly because I don’t understand anything that’s going on right now. If talking to a rabbit then a caterpillar isn’t weird enough, I’ve been so many different sizes today and it is all very confusing.

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
It isn’t.

	
ALICE:
	
Well, perhaps you haven’t found it confusing yet, but when you turn into a chrysalis, and then after that into a butterfly, I think you will find it a little strange, won’t you?

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
Not a bit.

	
ALICE:
	
Well, perhaps you’re different.  I know I’d feel strange.  I do feel strange.

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
You? Who are you?

	
ALICE:
	
I think you ought to tell me who you are first.

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
(unpleasantly) Why?

	
Puzzled, exasperated, ALICE turns away.
	

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
Come back! I’ve got something important to say.

	
ALICE turns back.
	

	
	Keep your temper.

	
ALICE:
	
Is that all?

	CATERPILLAR:
	
No.

	
ALICE waits.  The CATERPILLAR puffs away.  Silence.

	

	
So, you think you’re changed, do you?

	
ALICE:
	
I’m afraid I am.  I can’t remember the things I used to know – and I can’t stay the same size for more than ten minutes at a time.

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
Can’t remember what things?

	ALICE:
	
Well, I can’t remember anything right now – and I certainly can’t find where my heart is or how to go straight to it.

	
CATERPILLAR:

ALICE
	
Try reciting some poetry.
Some poetry?! What good will that do me?

More good than you can imagine. Try ‘You are old, Father William…’

	CATERPILLAR:

	
ALICE:
	
‘You are old, Father William,’-

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
(encouraging her to remember)  - the young man said…

	
ALICE:
	
‘You are old, Father William,’ the young man said, 

‘And your hair has become very white;
And yet you incessantly stand on your head – 

Do you think at your age, that is right?

‘You are old,’ -

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
- said the youth, as I mentioned before…

	
ALICE:
	
‘You are old,’ said the youth, as I mentioned before,
And have grown most uncommonly fat;

Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door – 

Pray, what is the reason for that?’

‘You are old,’ -

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
- said the youth -

	
ALICE:
	
- ‘Now, that is enough!’ -

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
- said his father -

	
ALICE:
	
- ‘Don’t give yourself airs!
Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff?

Be off, or I’ll kick you down stairs!’

	Pause.
	

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
That is not said right.

	
ALICE:
	(timidly) Not quite right, I’m afraid.  Some of the words have got altered.

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
It is wrong from beginning to end.

	
Pause.
	
What size do you want to be?

	
ALICE:
	
Now I remember!  Big enough to reach a key on top of a table; small enough to get into the garden through the door.  But the same size.  All the time.  I don’t like changing so often, you know.

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
No, I don’t know.

	
Pause.
	
Are you happy with your size now?

	
ALICE:
	
No.  I need to be a little larger.  Three inches is a rubbish height to be.

	
The CATERPILLAR rears itself up to its full three inches.

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
It is a very good height!

	
ALICE:
	
But I’m not used to it – 

(Aside.) 

	
CATERPILLAR:
	
You’ll get used to it in time. Indeed, you’ll get used to this new world you have come to. You really must try to get settled here. Stop resisting our attempts to help you. Take it one day at a time.

	
The CATERPILLAR puffs away for some moments, yawns, then descends from the mushroom and crawls away.

	
	One side will make you grow taller.  The other side will make you grow shorter.  Good-bye.

	
ALICE:
	
One side of what? The other side of what?

	
CATERPILLAR:
	(off) Of the mushroom.

	
The CATERPILLAR has gone.  The mushroom is perfectly round.  ALICE breaks a bit off with each hand.

	
ALICE:
	
But the mushroom doesn’t have any sides – it’s round.

	
She nibbles a bit from her right hand and shrinks rapidly.  So she eats some from her left hand and swiftly grows.


Scene 6 – The Duchess’s House

	
A small house.  ALICE approaches and knocks on the door.  Howling and sneezing is heard from within.  And then the great crash of a dish breaking.

	
ALICE:
	
Oh God – how am I going to get in?

	
The door opens suddenly and a large plate flies out, just missing ALICE’s nose.

ALICE knocks again.  More sneezing, crashing, a BABY wails.  And then ALICE opens the door herself and enters the house.

The door opens straight into a kitchen, full of smoke.  The DUCHESS is sitting on a three legged stool nursing a BABY in a pram.  A COOK is stirring a large cauldron.  The COOK has a pepper-pot.  ALICE sneezes.

	
ALICE:
	
There’s too much pepper in that soup.

	
The DUCHESS sneezes occasionally.  The BABY sneezes and howls unremittingly.  The COOK doesn’t sneeze.  Nor does a large CAT sitting on the hearth, grinning from ear to ear.

ALICE sees the CAT.

	
ALICE:
	
(to DUCHESS) Please will you tell me why your cat grins like that?

	
DUCHESS:
	
It’s a Cheshire Cat and that’s why.  Pig!

	
ALICE:
	
I’m not a pig. (Aside) How rude.

	
DUCHESS:
	
Not you – the baby – Pig!

	
ALICE:
	
(aside) Pig? (To the DUCHESS) Well, I didn’t know that Cheshire cats could grin.  Actually, I didn’t know that cats could grin at all.

	
DUCHESS:
	
They all can, and most of ‘em do.

	
ALICE:
	
I don’t know any that do.

	
DUCHESS:
	
You don’t know much, and that’s a fact.

	
The COOK starts throwing saucepans, plates, dishes etc. at the DUCHESS and the BABY.  The DUCHESS takes no notice.  The BABY is howling anyway.

	
ALICE:
	
Mind what you’re doing!

	
DUCHESS:
	
If everybody minded their own business, the world would go round a great deal faster than it does.

	
ALICE:
	
Which would be an advantage.  Just think what would happen to day and night.  You see, the earth takes twenty-four hours to turn around -

	
DUCHESS:
	
Oh, don’t bother me.  I could never abide figures. (To BABY) Shush, shush. (suddenly screaming) Shush!

	
The DUCHESS sings a sort of lullaby.  At the end of the first verse, in the ‘Wow! Wow! Wow!’ chorus, she gives the BABY in the pram a violent shake.

	
‘Speak Roughly’ song.
	

	
DUCHESS:
	
(sung) Speak roughly to your little boy

and beat him when he sneezes.

He only does it to annoy

because he knows it teases.

	
COOK/BABY/CAT:
	(sung) Wow! Wow! Wow!

	
During the second verse, the DUCHESS attacks the BABY even more violently.

	
DUCHESS:
	
(sung) I speak severely to my boy

I beat him when he sneezes

for he can thoroughly enjoy

the pepper when he pleases.

	
COOK/BABY/CAT:
	
(sung) Wow! Wow! Wow!

	The DUCHESS thrusts the BABY in the pram at ALICE.

	
DUCHESS:
	
Here, you may nurse it, if you like.  I must go and get ready to play croquet with the Queen. Of hearts.

	
As the DUCHESS hurries out, the COOK throws a frying pan after her, which narrowly misses.  The BABY snorts; ALICE wheels the BABY in the pram outside.

	
ALICE:
	
If I don’t take this child with me, they’re sure to kill it in a day or two.  And maybe cook it.  And eat it.  It would be murder to leave it behind.

	
The BABY grunts again.
	

	
ALICE:
	
Although what am I going to do with this creature when I get home?  What will people think of me, having a baby?

	
The BABY escapes from the pram and transforms into a pig.

	
ALICE:
	
What are you doing?  Get back in the pram, baby.  Stop it! Where are you going? Stop it I say.  You’re a very naughty baby.  Come back.

	
The PIG-BABY grunts again.
	

	
	Pig.

	
The PIG-BABY trots off.
	
How absurd.

	


SCENE 7 – The Cheshire Cat


	
ALICE is startled to see the CHESHIRE CAT sitting on the bough of a tree in front of her.  The CHESHIRE CAT grins.

	
ALICE:
	
Maybe the cat will know how to get to the heart of the matter?
Cheshire cat – would you tell me, please, which way I ought to go from here…?

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
That depends a good deal on where you want to get to.

	
ALICE:
	
I don’t much care where, as long as …

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
Then it doesn’t matter which way you go- 

	
ALICE:
	
So long as I get somewhere that will take me to …

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
Oh, you’re certain to do that if you walk for long enough.

	
ALICE:
	
True. (Aside) This isn’t helping.  (To the CAT) What sort of people live round here?

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
In that direction lives a Hatter.  In that direction lives a March Hare.  Visit either.  They’re both mad.

	
ALICE:
	
But I don’t want to mix with mad people.

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
You can’t help it.  We’re all mad here.  I’m mad. You’re mad.

	
ALICE:
	Sorry, but how do you know I’m mad?

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
You must be, or you wouldn’t have come here.

	
ALICE:
	
(Aside) I don’t think that proves it at all – although… (To CAT) How do you know that you’re mad?

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
Well, to begin with, a dog’s not mad.  Agreed?

	
ALICE:
	
I suppose so.

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
Well then, you see.  A dog growls when it’s angry and wags its tail when it’s pleased.  Now, I growl when I’m pleased, and wag my tail when I’m angry.  Ergo: I’m mad.

	
ALICE:
	
I call it purring, not growling.

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
Call it what you like.

Are you playing croquet with the Queen today?

	
ALICE:
	
Croquet?  The Queen?  I suppose … I mean, I’d like to; but I haven’t been invited.

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
You’ll see me there.

	
The CHESHIRE CAT vanishes – and then appears again somewhere else.

	

	
By-the-bye, what became of the baby? I forgot to ask.

	
ALICE:
	
It turned into a pig.

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
I thought it would.

	
The CHESHIRE CAT vanishes again.
	

	
Pause.
	

	
ALICE:
	
Well.

	Pause.
	

	
ALICE turns to go.  The CHESHIRE CAT appears again on the branch of a tree.

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
Did you say pig, or fig?

	ALICE:
	
I said pig.

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
Well, you saved its bacon.

	
ALICE:
	
I do wish you wouldn’t keep suddenly appearing and then vanishing just as quickly.  You’re irritating me.

	
CHESHIRE CAT:
	
All right then.

	
The CHESHIRE CAT vanishes slowly this time – beginning with its tail and ending with its grin, which lingers.
	


	
ALICE:
	
I think it is time, very much time, to find my way back home. Or at least this heart. Where is that rabbit? Why did he leave me? This place is a nightmare and I can’t escape it.


Alice sits down in the middle of the stage as she is saying these lines: from the side of the stage, the storyteller pokes his head around the edge of the arch. 

STORYTELLER: 
Oh my dear, no no no – you can’t sit there! You’ll be right under everyone’s feet! 
ALICE:
Under everyone’s feet? That’s not the first time that’s been said to me today. What’s happening?

STORYTELLER:
You mean you don’t know? Today is the anniversary of the death (ALICE flinches) of the Jabberwocky. 

ALICE:
The what?

STORYTELLER:
The Jabberwocky – don’t tell me you’ve not heard of it; unless you’ve been stuck in one room for the last fifty years you would know what one is – Today is the great Wonderland celebration of his defeat by that Beamish Boy, Joe!

ALICE:
Jabberwocky?

STORYTELLER:
Yes yes – well 

From the audience and around the chants are getting louder and louder

STORYTELLER
I would move to the side if I were you – they are getting closer. Oh my dear, you are in for quite a treat!

ALICE
Quite a treat? The only treat I want right now is the kind that gets me out of here.

Jabberwocky

BY LEWIS CARROLL
’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

All mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.

“Beware the Jabberwock, my son!

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch!

Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun

The frumious Bandersnatch!”

He took his vorpal sword in hand;

Long time the manxome foe he sought—

So rested he by the Tumtum tree

And stood awhile in thought.

And, as in uffish thought he stood,

The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame,

Came whiffling through the tulgey wood,

And burbled as it came!

One, two! One, two! And through and through

The vorpal blade went snicker-snack!

He left it dead, and with its head

He went galumphing back.

“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock?

Come to my arms, my beamish boy!

O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!”

He chortled in his joy.

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves

Did gyre and gimble in the wabe:

All mimsy were the borogoves,

And the mome raths outgrabe.

ALICE






Curiouser and Curiouser
INTERVAL
ACT TWO

SCENE 10: The Mad Hatter’s Tea Party

	
ALICE arrives at the MARCH HARE’s house. 

	
ALICE
	
This must be the March Hare’s house.  I hope it knows how to find the heart.  Suppose the March Hare is raving mad?  Maybe I should have gone to see the Hatter? … Hello…

	
In front of the house is a large table set for tea.  In one corner the MARCH HARE and the HATTER sit either side of a sleeping DORMOUSE.  ALICE approaches.

	
ALICE
	
Oh, wonderful! Tea!

	
MARCH HARE/HATTER
	
No room! No room!

	
ALICE
	
There’s plenty of room.

	
MARCH HARE
	
Have some wine.

	
ALICE
	
Some wine?  Thank you! (Pause.) I don’t see any wine.

	
MARCH HARE

	
There isn’t any.

	
ALICE
	
Then it wasn’t very polite of you to offer it.

	
MARCH HARE
	
It wasn’t very polite of you to sit down without being asked.

	
ALICE
	
I didn’t know it was your table.  And your tea is laid for a lot more than just three.

	
HATTER
	
Your hair wants cutting.

	
ALICE
	
Don’t make personal remarks.  It’s rude.

	
HATTER
	
Why is a raven like a writing desk?

	
ALICE
	
A riddle.  OK this could be fun! I believe I can guess -

	
MARCH HARE
	
Do you mean that you think you can find out the answer?

	
ALICE
	
Exactly.

	
MARCH HARE
	
Then you should say what you mean.

	
ALICE 
	
I do.  At least I mean what I say, and that’s the same thing.

	
HATTER
	
Not the same thing a bit!  You might just as well say ‘I see what I eat’ is the same thing as ‘I eat what I see’.

	
MARCH HARE
	
You might as well say that ‘I breathe when I sleep’ is the same thing as ‘I sleep when I breathe’.

	
HATTER 
	
(to DORMOUSE) It is the same thing with you.

	
Silence.
	

	
MARCH HARE
	
Tea!

	
HATTER
	
What day of the month is it?

	
The HATTER consults his fob-watch, shakes it, holds it to his ear.

	
ALICE
	
The fourth.

	
HATTER 
	
(to himself)Two days wrong. 
 (To MARCH HARE.) I told you butter wouldn’t suit the works.

	
MARCH HARE
	
It was the best butter.

	
HATTER
	
Yes, but some crumbs must have got in as well.  You shouldn’t have put it in with the bread-knife.

	
The MARCH HARE takes the watch, dips it into his tea, looks at it.

	
MARCH HARE
	
It was the best butter.

	
HATTER
	
(to ALICE) Have you guessed the riddle yet?

	
ALICE
	
Why is a raven like a writing desk?  … No, I give up. What’s the answer?

	
HATTER
	
I haven’t the slightest idea.

	
MARCH HARE
	
Nor have I.

	
ALICE
	
I think you should do something better with your time than waste it by asking riddles which have no answer.

	
HATTER
	
If you knew Time as well as I do, you wouldn’t talk about wasting it.  It’s a him.

	
ALICE
	
I don’t know what you mean.

	
HATTER
	
Of course you don’t.  I dare say you’ve never even spoken to Time.

	
ALICE
	
Perhaps not – but I know I have to beat time when I’m learning music. (She beats 4/4 time as she sings.)

	

	(Sung)

Twinkle, twinkle, little star -

	
HATTER
	
Well, that explains it.

	
ALICE
	
What?

	
HATTER
	
Time won’t stand a beating.  Now if only you kept on good terms with him, he’d do almost anything you liked with the clock.  As for me, I quarrelled with Time last March (pointing to the MARCH HARE.) – just before he went mad – it was at the great concert given by the Queen of Hearts, and I had to sing:
(Sings.)
‘Twinkle, twinkle…’

(spoken.) – perhaps you know the song?

	
ALICE
	
I think I’ve heard it before…

	
HATTER
	
It goes like this:

‘Twinkle’ aria.

(Sung.)

Twinkle, twinkle little bat

how I wonder what you’re at.

Up above the world you fly

like a tea-tray in the sky.

Twinkle, twinkle -

	
DORMOUSE
	
Twinkle twinkle twinkle twinkle

	
The MARCH HARE and HATTER pinch the DORMOUSE to make it stop.

	HATTER
	
Well, anyway, I’d hardly finished the first verse when the Queen jumped out and bellowed: ‘He’s not killihng Time, he’s murdering him! Off with his head!’

	
ALICE
	
How savage!

	
HATTER
	
And ever since that, he won’t do a thing I ask.  It’s always six o’clock now.

	
ALICE
	
Is that the reason there are so many tea things?

	
HATTER
	
Yes.  It’s always tea-time, and we’ve no time to do the washing-up-in-between.

	
ALICE
	
So you keep moving around the table?

	
HATTER
	
Exactly – as the things get used up.


	
ALICE
	
But what happens when you get back to the beginning again?

	
MARCH HARE
	
Suppose we change the subject? I’m getting tired of this.  I vote the young lady tells us a story.


	
ALICE
	
A story?

	
MARCH HARE/HATTER
	
Or the Dormouse shall? Wake up, Dormouse!

	
The MARCH HARE and HATTER both pinch the DORMOUSE.

	
DORMOUSE
	
I wasn’t asleep. I heard every word.

	
MARCH HARE
	
Tell us a story.

	
ALICE
	
Yes, please do.

	
HATTER

	
And quick about it or you’ll be asleep again before it’s done.

	
DORMOUSE
	
Once upon a time there were three little sisters and their names were Maisy, Daisy and …Lazy and they lived at the bottom of a well -

	
ALICE
	
What did they live on?

	
The DORMOUSE thinks for a moment.

	
DORMOUSE
	
They lived on treacle.

	
ALICE
	
They couldn’t have done that – they’d have been ill.

	
DORMOUSE
	
So they were – very ill.

	
ALICE
	
But why did they live at the bottom of a well?

	
MARCH HARE (to ALICE)
	
Have some more tea.

	
ALICE
	
I haven’t had any yet, so I can’t have more.

	HATTER
	
You mean you can’t have less.  It’s very easy to have more than nothing.

	
ALICE
	
Nobody asked you opinion.

	
HATTER
	
Who’s making personal remarks now?

	
ALICE
	
Why did they live at the bottom of a well?

	
The DORMOUSE thinks for a moment.
	

	
DORMOUSE
	
It was a treacle-well.

	
ALICE
	
There’s no such thing!

	
HATTER/MARCH HARE
	
Sh! Sh!

	
DORMOUSE 
	
If you can’t be civil, then you’d better finish the story yourself!

	
ALICE
	
No please go on. I won’t interrupt again. I suppose there might be one treacle-well.  Somewhere.

	
DORMOUSE
	
One indeed!
And so these three little sisters, they were learning to draw -

	
ALICE
	
What did they draw?

	
DORMOUSE
	
Treacle.

	
HATTER
	
I want a clean cup.  Let’s all move on one place.

	
They do, the MARCH HARE spilling the milk jug – he cries over the spilt milk.

	
ALICE
	
But I don’ t understand: how did they draw treacle?

	
HATTER
	
You can draw water out of a water-well, so I think you could draw treacle out of a treacle-well.  Stupid.

	
ALICE
	
But they were in the well.

	
DORMOUSE
	
Of course they were: well in.
They were learning to draw, and they drew all manner of things, everything begins with a M – (pronounced ‘muh’ as in ‘mercy’)

	
ALICE
	
Why with a M?

	
MARCH HARE
	
Why not?

	
Silence. The DORMOUSE is about to nod off but is pinched by the HATTER.

	
DORMOUSE
	
- everything that begins with an M (pronounced ‘em’ as in ‘Emily’), such as mouse-traps, and the moon, and memory, and muchness.  You know you say thihngs are ‘much of a muchness’? Well, did you ever see such a thing as a drawing of a muchness?

	
ALICE
	
Well, since you ask, I don’t think -

	
HATTER
	
Then you shouldn’t talk.

	
ALICE
	
Oh! You’re all mad!

	
ALICE gets up in despair.  The DORMOUSE falls asleep instantly.  Neither the HATTER nor the MARCH HARE notices ALICE’s departure as they try to put the DORMOUSE in the teapot.

	

	

	

	

	SCENE 11 – The Garden

…and ALICE enters the garden with its bright flower-beds and cool fountains.  The music of paradise.  There’s a large rose-tree with white roses being painted red by three gardener-playing-cards: SEVEN, FIVE and TWO.

	
ALICE
	
The garden!

	
SEVEN
	Five!

	
TWO
	
Look out now, Five! Don’t go splashing paint over me like that!

	
FIVE
	
I couldn’t help it.  Seven jogged my elbow.

	
SEVEN
	
Oh that’s right, Five.  Always blame someone else!

	
FIVE
	
You can’t talk.  I heard the Queen say only yesterday that you deserved to be beheaded.

	
TWO
	What for?

	
SEVEN
	
That’s none of your business. Two!

	
FIVE
	
Yes it is her business, so I’ll tell her: it was for bringing the cook tulip-roots instead of onions.

	
SEVEN flings down the paintbrush.
	

	
SEVEN
	
Well of all the unjust things!

	
Suddenly they all spot ALICE and bow.
	

	
ALICE
	
Why are you painting the roses?

	
TWO
	
Well, the fact is, Miss, you see, this ought to have been a red rose-tree, but we put a white one in by a mistake.  If the Queen found out, she’d have our heads cut off.  So you see, Miss, we’re doing our utmost, before she comes -  

	
FIVE
	
The Queen! The Queen!

	
FIVE, SEVEN and TWO throw themselves down, flat on the ground.  ALICE looks round eagerly.

	
A grand procession enters (through the audience): soldiers, the WHITE RABBIT, the GRYPHON leading the KING OF HEARTS and the QUEEN OF HEARTS.

The procession passes by ALICE. When the QUEEN is opposite ALICE, the procession stops.

	
QUEEN (to the GRYPHON)
	
Who is this?

	
The GRYPHON merely bows.
	

	
QUEEN (to the GRYPHON)
	
Idiot. 

(To ALICE) What’s your name, child?

	
ALICE
	
My name is Alice, so you please your Majesty.

	
QUEEN 
	(pointing to the three gardener-playing-cards) And who are these?

	Because they are lying face down, only the identical patterns on their backs can be seen.)

	
ALICE
	
How should I know?

	
The QUEEN raises an eyebrow.

	
ALICE
	
I’d like to go now, please.  I need to get back.  For tea.  They’ll be wondering where I am.  And I need to go to bed.  Soon.  Can you tell me how I can get home?

	
QUEEN
	
You can’t.

	
ALICE
	
What?

	
QUEEN
	
Leave.

	
KING
	
(consoling the QUEEN) Consider, my dear, she is only a child.

	
QUEEN
	
Precisely.  (To ALICE) Now, turn them over!

	
ALICE
	
Me?

	
QUEEN
	
Yes, you child.

	
ALICE turns the gardener-playing-cards over, to whom the QUEEN then commands:

	
QUEEN
	
Get up!

	The gardener playing cards get up and start bowing.

	
QUEEN
	
Leave off! You’re making me giddy!

	
(Turning  to the rose tree, enquiring with the forced politeness of Queen-like interest)

	
	
And what have you been doing here?

	
TWO
	
(going down on one knee) May it please your Majesty, we were trying -

	
QUEEN
	
I see.  Off with its head!

	
TWO is manacled – led away by the GRYPHON – and beheaded.

	

QUEEN
	
Is its head off?

	
GRYPHON
	
Its head is gone, if it please your Majesty!

	
QUEEN
	That’s right!

	
A moment of solemn silence.
	

	
QUEEN (to ALICE, brightly)
	
Can you play croquet?

	
ALICE realises this last question was addressed to her.

	
ALICE (covering her terror)
	Yes, as a matter of fact.

	
QUEEN
	
Come on then!

	ALICE joins the procession.
	

	
ALICE (aside)
	
I don’t like this.  I need help. (Seeing WHITE RABBIT addresses him.) Isn’t the Duchess meant to be here soon? 

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Hush! Hush! (whispers) She’s under sentence.  Of execution.

	
ALICE
	
Her too? Why?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
She boxed the Queen’s ears – she’d come rather late, and being late is unforgiveable, and …

	
QUEEN
	
Get to your places!

	
Everyone runs about in all directions, and then settles.

The croquet-lawn is all ridges and furrows.  The balls are hedgehogs.  The mallets are flamingos.  The soldiers’ arms and legs are the hoops.  The game is quarrelsome mayhem, with everyone playing at once, the flamingos and hedgehogs and soldiers wandering off ad liberatum.

	
ALICE (aside)
	
I’ve always thought croquet a difficult game, but this is ridiculous! There aren’t any rules.

	
The grin of the CHESHIRE CAT appears.
	

	
CHESHIRE CAT
	
How are you getting on?

	
ALICE
	
I’m not getting on terribly well, as a matter of fact…

	
	Pause.

	
	(Aside) It’s no use speaking to it until its ears have appeared.

	The whole head of the CHESHIRE CAT appears.

	
ALICE (to the CHESHIRE CAT)
	
I want to get away.  I’m afraid I’m going to be beheaded.  And I don’t understand the rules.

	
CHESHIRE CAT
	
Oh, they’re perfectly fair.

	
ALICE
	
I don’t think they’re at all fair, actually; and what’s more, they don’t seem to have any rules in particular – at least, if there are, nobody seems to follow them; and I can’t control my flamingo…

	
CHESHIRE CAT
	
How do you like the Queen?

	
ALICE
	
Not at all, she’s so -

	
ALICE is suddenly aware that the QUEEN is listening.

	

ALICE
	
- likely to win that it’s hardly worth finishing the game.

	
The QUEEN smiles and walks on.  The KING arrives.

	
KING (to ALICE)
	
Who are you talking to?

	
ALICE
	
A friend of mine, your Majesty.  Allow me to introduce the Cheshire Cat.

	
KING
	
It may kiss my hand if it likes.

	
CHESHIRE CAT
	
I’d rather not.

	
KING
	
Don’t be impertinent! And don’t look at me like that! It must be removed. (To the QUEEN) My dear: I wish you to have this cat removed.

	
QUEEN
	
Off with its head!

	
GRYPHON
	
I can’t cut off a head unless there’s a body to cut it off from.

	
KING 
	
Don’t talk nonsense! Anything that has a head can be beheaded.

	
QUEEN
	
If something isn’t done in less than no time - 

	
ALICE
	
This cat belongs to the Duchess.  Perhaps you should ask her about it?

	
QUEEN
	
The Duchess is in prison.  Where you’ll be, young lady, if you don’t mind your manners.  You must respect your elders, especially when they’re royalty.  (To the GRYPHON) Fetch the Duchess forthwith! Now, back to the game!

	Everyone resumes the haphazard game of croquet, except ALICE. The CHESHIRE CAT fades away.

The GRYPHON returns with the DUCHESS.

	
DUCHESS (to ALICE)
	
You don’t know how glad I am to see you again!

	The DUCHESS takes ALICE by the arm and they walk off together.  The croquet continues.

	
ALICE
	
Duchess, I need your help.  I think it really is a matter of life or death.

	
DUCHESS
	
There’s a moral here somewhere.  I can’t tell you just now what the moral is, but I shall remember it in a bit.

	
ALICE 
	
(timidly) Perhaps there isn’t one?

	
DUCESS
	
Tut, tut, child.  Everything’s got a moral, if only you can find it.  And the moral of that is: ‘Oh, ‘tis love, ‘tis love that makes the world go round!’

	
ALICE
	
If there really is a moral for everything, what is the moral of a game of croquet?

	
DUCHESS
	
(after just a moment’s hesitation) A flamingo is like mustard: they both bite.  And the moral of that is: ‘Birds of a feather flock together.’

	
ALICE
	
Only mustard isn’t a bird.

	
DUCHESS
	
Right, as usual.  You put things so clearly!

	
ALICE
	
Mustard’s a mineral, I think.

	
DUCHESS
	
Of course it is.

	
ALICE
	
No, mustard’s a vegetable.  It doesn’t look like one, but it is.

	
DUCHESS
	
I quite agree with you, and the moral of that is: ‘Be what you would seem to be.’ Or, put more simply: ‘Never imagine yourself not to be otherwise than what it might appear to others that what you were or might have been was not otherwise than what you had been would have appeared to them to be otherwise.’

	
ALICE
	
I think I’d understand that better if I wrote it down.

	
DUCHESS
	
Thinking again?

	
ALICE
	
I’ve a right to think.

	DUCHESS
	
About as much right as pigs have to fly, and the moral -

	
QUEEN
	
I’ve won!

	
Cheers.  The QUEEN looms.
	

	
DUCHESS
	A fine day, your Majesty.

	
ALICE
	
Is it?

	
QUEEN (to ALICE)
	
I heard that.  I gave you fair warning.

	

The DUCHESS retreats rapidly.
	

	
ALICE
	Duchess! Wait! (But she’s gone.  To the QUEEN.)  This isn’t fair!

	
ALICE is manacled by the GRYPHON.
	


	
QUEEN
	Now, let’s tuck you up in prison like a good little girl …

	
ALICE
	
But I’m not a little girl, I’m a grown up -

	
QUEEN
	
Silence. You are going to prison.


SCENE 13 – Tweedledee and Tweedledum in Prison

SCENE 14 – The Trial


A crowd of birds, beasts and a pack of cards assembled all around.  ALICE is guarded by the GRYPHON.  Near the KING stands the WHITE RABBIT holding a scroll of parchment.  Throughout the scene the theatre audience is addressed as the JURY.


	
ALICE (pointing to the audience)
	
Why are they all looking at me like that?

	
GRYPHON
	
They probably think you look a bit odd.

	
ALICE
	
Do I look odd?

	
GRYPHON
	
Although they should take a look at themselves: look at them, all gawping like cod-fish!

	
ALICE
	
I don’t think we should be rude about them.  They’re the jury.  A jury is very important in a trial, I believe.  They’re the judge.  I think.

	
GRYPHON
	
Stupid things!

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Silence in court! (To audience.) Please be upstanding. (He makes the entire audience stand up.) All rise!

	
The KING and QUEEN enter and take their places on their thrones.

	
QUEEN (to the audience)
	Please be seated.

	
KING
	Read the accusation!

	
The WHITE RABBIT unrolls his scroll and reads the following:

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
The young aforementioned girl, alias Alice, did, on the aforesaid date of the month, enter the Queen’s garden without affording due care and attention to the rules and regulations governing royalty, and entered into the pastime of the as yet to be mentioned game of croquet. And she still hasn’t found her heart.

	
KING (to the audience)
	
Consider your verdict.

	
WHITE RABBIT (to the KING)
	
Not yet, not yet! There’s a great deal to come before that!

	
KING
	
Call the first witness!

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
First witness!

	
The HATTER enters with a tea-cup in one hand, a piece of bread and butter in the other – followed by the DORMOUSE.

	
HATTER
	
I beg your pardon, your Majesty, for bringing these with me, but I hadn’t quite finished my tea when I was sent for.

	
KING
	
You ought to have finished.  When did you begin?

	
HATTER
	
Fourteenth of March – I think.

	
DORMOUSE
	
Fifteenth!

	
KING
	
Aha! (To Audience) Take note of the discrepancy; it may be irrelevant.  (To the HATTER) Remove your hat.

	
HATTER
	
It isn’t mine.

	
KING
	
Stolen!

	
HATTER
	
I sell them.  I’ve none of my own.  I’m a hatter.

	
The QUEEN glares at the HATTER, who turns pale.

	 
KING
	
Give your evidence and don’t be nervous – or she’ll have you executed on the spot.

	
HATTER
	
I’m a poor man, your Majesty, and I hadn’t begun my tea, not above a week or so, and what with the bread and butter getting so thin – and the twinkling of the tea - 

	
KING
	
The twinkling of the what?

	
HATTER
	
It begins with a tea.

	
KING
	
Of course twinkling begins with a T! Do you take me for a dunce? Go on!

	
HATTER
	
I’m a poor man, and most things twinkled after that – only the Dormouse said - 

	
DORMOUSE
	
I didn’t!

	
HATTER
	
You did!

	
DORMOUSE
	
I deny it!

	
KING
	
The Dormouse denies it – Jury: disregard the Hatter’s previous remarks.

	
HATTER
	
Well, at any rate, the Dormouse said - 

	The HATTER waits anxiously for the DORMOUSE’s intervention again, but the DORMOUSE has dozed off.

	
HATTER
	
- anyway, after that I cut some more bread and butter - 

	
KING
	
But what did the Dormouse say?

	
HATTER
	
I can’t remember.

	
KING
	
You must remember or you’ll be executed.

	
HATTER
	
I’m a poor man, your Majesty -

	
KING
	
You’re a very poor speaker! If that’s all you know about it, you may stand down.

	
HATTER
	
I can’t go any lower, I’m on the floor as it is.

	
KING
	
Then you may sit down.

	
HATTER
	
I’d rather finish my tea.

	
KING
	
You may go.

	
The HATTER exits in a hurry.
	

	
KING
	
Call the next witness!

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Call the next witness!

	
The COOK enters, pepper-pot in hand.  The whole court starts to sneeze.

	
PROSECUTOR
	
Give your evidence.

	
COOK
	
Shan’t!

	
The KING looks to the PROSECUTOR for guidance.

	
PROSECUTOR
	
Your Majesty must cross-examine this witness.

	
KING
	
Very well.  What are jam tarts made of?

	
COOK
	
Pepper, mostly.

	
KING
	
What?

	
DORMOUSE
	
Treacle.

	
KING
	
Interesting.  You may go.

	
The COOK exits.
	

	KING (to the QUEEN) 
	
You’ll have to cross-examine the next witness.  I’ve got a headache.

	
QUEEN
	
Call the next witness!

	
PROSECUTOR
	
I call the defendant: Alice!

	
ALICE
	
Here!

	
QUEEN (to ALICE)
	
What do you know of this business?

	
ALICE
	
Nothing.

	
QUEEN 
	
Nothing whatever?

	
ALICE
	
Nothing whatever.

	
QUEEN (to the audience)
	
That’s very important -

	
ALICE

	
Unimportant, your Majesty.

	
QUEEN
	
Silence! Knowing nothing is not admissible in a royal court of law.  Rule Forty-two: you can never be innocent in the eyes of the law until proven guilty.  It’s the oldest rule in the book.

	
ALICE
	
Then it ought to be Rule Number One.

	
QUEEN 
	
Silence! (to the PROSECUTOR) Proceed.

	
PROSECUTOR
	
Alice: you, the accused, the defendant and the guilty party, are charged with the following offences -

	
ALICE
	
I hope I never caused offence.

	
QUEEN
	
Silence! This is fun.

	
ALICE
	
No it isn’t.

	Shock. Pause.
	

	
QUEEN (to the PROSECUTOR)
	
Continue.

	
PROSECUTOR
	
The charges as proven against the witness are as follows: (Reads from a notebook.) That you entered a rabbit-hole without due care and attention…

	
ALICE
	
Without what?

	
PROSECUTOR
	
Without a packed lunch … You stole a jar of marmalade…

	
ALICE
	
I put it back!

	
PROSECUTOR
	
… You drank from a bottle that was not yours to drink from and you had your cake and ate it even though it was not yours for the having…

	
ALICE 
	
That’s not fair!

	
ALICE
	

	
	

	
	You’re making this up as you go along!

	
PROSECUTOR
	
You harassed a caterpillar, ravaged the countryside of wild mushrooms, and were given custody of a child whom you then called a pig and is now missing, presumed dead…

	
ALICE (contrite)
	
Really?

	
PROSECUTOR
	
Yes really.  That you argued with a cat…

	
ALICE
	
I didn’t argue with the cat.

	
PROSECUTOR
	
Did.

	
QUEEN
	
You’re arguing now.  That proves it!

	
ALICE
	
That proves nothing of the sort!

	PROSECUTOR
	
… That you invited yourself to a tea party …

	
ALICE
	
I suppose so… Have you been spying on me?

	
PROSECUTOR
	
…You trespassed in a royal garden…

	
ALICE
	
Oh dear.

	
PROSECUTOR
	
You did not follow the rules of croquet…

	
ALICE
	
I’ve never followed the rules of croquet…

	
PROSECUTOR
	
You disobeyed the Queen, and you are in contempt of this court! 

	
QUEEN
	
How do you plead?

	
PROSECUTOR
	
She pleads guilty, your Majesty.

	
ALICE
	
But you’ve twisted the evidence – if you call that evidence.

	
QUEEN 
	
Evidently, we do, my dear – In fact, it’s the most important piece of evidence we’ve ever heard! It’s all the proof we need.

	
ALICE
	
But it doesn’t proved anything.  I don’t believe there’s an atom of meaning in it.

	
QUEEN
	
If there’s no meaning in it, that saves us a world of trouble since we needn’t try to find any.  Nothing can be clearer than that.

	
PROSECUTOR
	
Let the jury consider its verdict.

	
QUEEN 
	
No, no! Sentence first – verdict afterwards.

	
ALICE
	
Nonsense! The very idea of having the sentence first!

	
QUEEN
	
Hold your tongue!

	ALICE
	
I won’t!

	
QUEEN 
	
What did you say?

	
ALICE 
	
I said I won’t.

	
QUEEN
	
Young lady, I am the Queen of Hearts.

	
The KING and the QUEEN place black cloths on their heads.

	
QUEEN
	
Off with her head!


The White Rabbit takes Alice and leads her off stage. Scene in front of the curtains…
SCENE 15 – Back to the Real World

	
ALICE
	
So what, are you gong to take me to some bonkers jail now? Entomb me in jelly or something?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Eek. You’re angry.

	
ALICE
	
I’m furious.  That was total nonsense, call that a fair trial -

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
It’s actually good if you’re angry.

	
ALICE
	
Is it?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
To be in contact with your – yes – absolutely. Result.

	
ALICE
	
What?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
You’ve found it.  You’ve found your heart.

	
ALICE looks at him, stunned.
	


	
ALICE
	
What? My heart?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Yes,  Hurrah.  I mean – sort of – Go right to the heart, I said.

	
ALICE
	
The Heart I was looking for way my heart?

	
WHITE RABBIT 
	
Yes.  Bingo.  Game over.

	
ALICE 
	
All this time I’m walking around like a human thesaurus – did he mean the centre, or the Heart of the matter, or the queen of Hearts or – all this time you just mean my heart?

You could have saved me a lot of - 

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Yeah but you needed to – to get there on your own.  I did say that.

	
ALICE
	
I was at a funeral, yeah? That was important, that was - 

	
WHTIE RABBIT
	
This was important.

	
ALICE
	
Wandering around flipping Monkey Island talking to one flipping nutter after another?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
To teach you something, help you learn something.

	
ALICE
	
Croquet? Tea parties?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Well the tea party was of course a lesson about time.

	
ALICE
	
It was mostly some guff about jam and treacle, wasn’t it?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
You see what happens is, all the time you’re there thinking it’s mostly about jam – on the surface, yes – but there’s this other voice going into your head sideways telling you time’s a great healer, for example, that things’ll get better with time and in your heart you know that clocks and time and people all have to move forward, don’t they?

	
ALICE
	
Obvious.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
There were lessons here for – for you to learn from.

	
ALICE
	
What, lessons like steer clear of duchesses, they’re all nuts?

	
WHTIE RABBIT
	You don’t know what life is going to throw at you next.

	
ALICE
	
Sometimes life throws you a pig dressed as a baby.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
And you catch it, don’t you?  You caught it.  Set it free.

	
ALICE
	
And then a cat-man comes along and does creepy smiling at you.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Other people’s smiles look strange at the moment ‘cause you don’t feel like smiling yourself.

	
ALICE
	
And what about the Caterpillar? He was horrible.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
He was difficult.  But things have to be difficult sometimes.
Difficult’s good for you in the end.

	
ALICE
	
And the stupid poem – the Jabberwocky?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Well that’s about your fear of not understanding things.  Remember what the Cheshire Cat said about how things don’t always make sense?  That sometimes you just have to accept it?

	
ALICE
	
I hate things that don’t make sense.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
But things that don’t make sense are as much part of life as things that fit together perfectly.  It’s your age – you think everything should add up and everything should be fair - 

	
ALICE
	
Oh don’t tell me what a child I am.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
I know, I know.  You feel a hundred years old.  The thing is that there are some things in the world that can’t be understood.  It’s time for you to get out of the house, Alice.

	
ALICE
	
Don’t tell me what I – This was a stupid wild goose chase.  God’s sake I know exactly where my heart is cause it aches like a -

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Like walking around with a tin bath strapped to your back?

	
ALICE
	
He’s been dead two weeks and you want me to be dancing around?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
No no, not now – but one day.

Like with Tweedledee and Tweedledum.  One day you’ll be like them, you’ll be able to look back and think about Joe happily, remembering happy things.

Because it’s OK to be happy, eventually.  And it’s OK to laugh, cause Joe would want that wouldn’t he?  You mustn’t hold yourself back because you think you ought to be in constant pain and if you’re not you’re being disloyal.  And it’s OK to eat because you’re still – 

You mustn’t be embarrassed that you’re still alive, you know.

	
ALICE
	
And what, if I remember all this stuff I’m going to be OK about Joe being dead, am I?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Oh no.  No, that’ll take years.  We’re just working on getting you out of the house.  Remember what the caterpillar said – one day at a time.

	
ALICE
	
That’s just a stupid cliché.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
It’s a cliché because it’s true.

Oh I’ve got something to give back.

	He starts to go through his pockets.

	

	ALICE

	What is it?

	
WHITE RABBIT

	
No, that’s a receipt for some carrots – 

Here we are.  One mix tape CD.  Compliments of your brother.


	He hands the CD back to ALICE. She looks at it in her hand.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
He’s always with you.

	
	

	
ALICE
	
I feel like a idiot.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Don’t feel like an idiot.  Why d’you feel like An  idiot?

	
ALICE
	
‘Cause I should have been able to work it out by myself.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Don’t underestimate your brain’s ability to fool you, throw you a curve ball.  You know, you’re going through something massive, something that’d be massively difficult for anyone, and you’re only 14.

	
ALICE
	
Yeah, let’s not get back onto me being 14 again, it – 

Wait – my brain? What d’you mean, my brain?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Your brain made Wonderland.  For you to hide in for a bit.

	
ALICE
	
I made this?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Which makes you sort of brilliant.  Very brilliant, actually.

	
The WHITE RABBIT starts to leave.

	
ALICE
	
Are you going?

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Your mum and dad are going to need you.

	

	ALICE


WHITE RABBIT
	I feel like they don’t even want me right now.
Grown ups aren’t always logical people.

	
ALICE
	
Everyone’s mental.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
Some of the time.

	
ALICE
	
Obvious again.

	
WHITE RABBIT
	
It’s both.  It’s completely obvious and utterly bewildering.  So you do what you can, when you can, and everyone muddles through and just occasionally something’s so beautiful it takes your breath away.

	He smiles and walks away whistling one of the tunes from the mix tape. Alice watches him leave.

ALICE                                                            Curiouser and Curiouser. 

She sits back in her original spot and looks at the mix tape again.

Her Dad pokes his head through the curtain


	
DAD
	
Hello love. 

(Calling.) Suzanne – Suze, she’s here.  I’ve found her.

	
The WHITE RABBIT backs off, gradually leaves.

	
DAD
	
Where’ve you been love, we’ve been looking everywhere.

	
ALICE
	
I’ve been here.

	
DAD
	
Looked everywhere for you.

	

	
MUM
	
You’re here!

What the bloody hell are you doing, we’ve been - 

	
DAD
	
Suze -

	
	

	
Both of them stand looking at ALICE.

	
MUM
	
We were really worried.  Thought you’d gone.

	
DAD
	
But you’ve not, so that’s good, so -

	
MUM
	
The guests have all gone now, it’s just us.

	
DAD 
	
We should call Helen, tell her to stop looking.

	
MUM
	
Auntie Helen’s gone out kerbcrawling, looking for you.

	
MUM looks at ALICE.  ALICE looks at the floor.  MUM looks at DAD.  He nods.

	
MUM
	
Your, um.  Your dad’s pointed out to me that I might not have seemed very nice to you the past few days and I wanted to say I’m - 

	
ALICE
	
I’m sorry Joe’s gone.

	
MUM
	
Oh love, of course you are.  I know you are.  You didn’t think I thought you weren’t, did you?

	
ALICE
	
I don’t know.

	
MUM
	
Oh petal, come here.

	
ALICE goes towards her MUM. The falter at about a metre from each other.  MUM touches ALICE’s hair.

	
MUM
	
I’m sorry, love.  Sorry I’m so –

I’m not cross with you, petal.

I’m still your mummy.

	
DAD
	
We could have a cup of tea if you like.  If you’re not completely sick of tea today.

	
ALICE
	
What d’you mean?

	
DAD
	
All that tea we had to drink at the funeral.

	
ALICE
	
I’d like a cup of tea.

	
DAD
	
Oh but we’re out of milk.

	
MUM
	
Bloody Helen…

	DAD
	
Love -

	
MUM
	
Well she makes it so milky!

	
DAD
	
I’ll go to Somerfield.

	
ALICE
	
I’ll get it.

	
DAD
	
Pardon?

	
ALICE
	
I’ll go to the shop and get it.

	
DAD
	
OK?

	
ALICE
	
Be good for me to get out of the house, maybe.

	
ALICE looks at her MUM, who nods bravely.

	
ALICE
	
Get some fresh air.

	
MUM
	
Yes, OK.

	DAD reaches in his pocket and pulls out a fiver. ALICE takes it.
	

	
ALICE
	
Thanks.  See you in a minute.

	
MUM (calling after her.)
	
Be careful on the road!
Alice?

	
They spring into action.
	


	
DAD
	
Watch her out the window…

	
MUM
	
Just peek round the curtain so she doesn’t see you.  What’s she doing?

	
DAD
	
Hang on a sec, she’s not there yet.  No, she’s coming out the front door…

	
MUM
	
Yeah?

	
DAD
	
She’s walking down to the gate.
She’s standing at the gate.

	
MUM
	
Is she alright?

	
DAD
	
Looks like she’s not sure about it -

	
MUM
	Oh heck.

	
DAD
	
Hesitating…

	
MUM goes to the other window.
	

	
DAD
	
Don’t let her see you, just peek round the curtain.

	
MUM
	
She’s going – is she going?

	
DAD
	
That’s it Alice.  That’s my girl.

	
MUM and DAD  fade away as ALICE comes through the garden gate and onto the pavement.

She breathes deeply.  She enjoys the feeling.  She starts to walk down the road.

A crowd of WONDERLANDERS appear behind her. Lucy in the Sky  With Diamonds playing.  
ALICE doesn’t dance, but the WONDERLANDERS do.

ALICE smiles, knowing they’re behind her.


THE END
Alice in Wonderland


BGS Edition 2014








