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wanted an employee who was responsible, and Billy’s the man for the 
job.  When things go wrong, he’s always responsible.  (Shouts into the 
wings.)  Billy!  (To Audience.)  We’re a non-profit-making organization.  We 
don’t mean to be, but we are.  The trouble is, Billy keeps buying stock that we 
don’t need.  And the most useless things.  The other day he bought an indoor 
trampoline.  An indoor trampoline!  Well, I hit the roof.  (Shouts into the 
wings.)  Billy!  (To Audience.)  Mind you, customers can be a nightmare, 
too.  One time this old man came in; half his teeth were missing and he reeked 
of alcohol.  Reeked!  He said, “’ ere darlin’; gizza snog kiss and I’ll give you 
five bucks !  Five bucks !    Never, in all my days, had I been so insulted.  I 
spent the money on these shoes.  Aren’t they nice?  I’m not saying how I got 
the hat. 

(Song 2) 
Tilly:      Right, I can’t stand around here all day, driving men wild with desire.  I’d 

better find Billy and open up the shop.  (Bellows into the wings.)  Billy!  (To 
Audience.)  I’ll see you all later!  Toodle-oo!  (Exits.) 

(Enter Billy Topps.) 
Billy:      Hello everybody!  Is everyone all right?  Allow me to introduce myself – 

my name is Billy Topps and I live and work with my mum, Tilly, in our new 
shop the Panto Emporium.  The shop is in Hamilton next to, err, actually 
there’s nothing next to it, because no one can afford the rent anymore !!   

      I am assistant manager of the Panto Emporium.  It’s a very important 
job.  Woooohooo. We sell every pantomime prop you could imagine….. 
magic beans, glass slippers, poisoned apples, spinning wheeels, beanstalks, 
magic carpets….And customers?  Ooh, hardly any.  Mind you, a clown came 
in the other week.  Funny-looking fella.  He said, “I want to buy an old-
fashioned watch.”  I said, “Analogue?”  He said, “No, just the watch.”  Baron 
Hard-up, he’s been in!  He said, “Do you sell mousetraps?”  I said, “Do 
we?  We are specialists in the mousetrap sector.”  I said, “We’ve got your 
standard, your gold-standard, your reusable, your disposable, your high-tech., 
your low-cost”  He said, “Can you hurry up?”  I said, “We’ve got your small, 
your medium, your large, your extra-large, your extra-extra-large, your queen 
size, your king size, your super-king size… ”  He said, “I’m trying to catch a 
bus.”  I said, “We ain’t got  traps that big!”  You should be writing this 
down.  This is top quality stuff.  Fairy Tales.  She phoned up once.  She said 
“Do you keep stationary?”  I said, “No, I do move around about a bit.”  I’ve 
served a few dwarfs.  Not happy.  Little Bo Peep!  She’s got a temper on 
her!  She ordered a shepherd’s outfit but our suppliers let us down.  Can’t get 
the staff!  (Pause.) I’m not really allowed to talk to customers, if I’m 
honest.  My mum says I’m rude, but I’m not!  I’m not, am I?  No!  I’ll ask the 
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pretty lady down the front.  Am I rude?  No, not you, the pretty lady.  But I 
love my job because I absolutely love panto.  And here’s one of my favourite 
bits; the shoutouts. 

(Billy collects a clipboard from the wings.) 
Billy:      Right.  If you hear your name or your group called out give me a great 

big panto shout back.  It’s the law.  Here we go! 
(Shoutouts.) 
(Billy hands clipboard into the wings.) 
Billy:      Brilliant!  See what I mean – you can’t feel down in the dumps when it’s 

panto time.  If you’re not familiar with the genre, here’s a quick lesson. 
(Song 3.) 
Billy:      Blimey!  Look at the time!  I’m late for work – see you in a 

bit!  Bye!  (Exits.) 
(Blackout.) 
  
Scene 4 - Killjoy’s Lair 
(Full Stage) 
(Fairy is now onstage with her wrists in chains.  Upstage behind her is a large 
square object covered with a sheet.) 
Fairy:     Oh dear, boys and girls.  I’m in such a pickle.  Killjoy has dragged me to 

his awful lair.  Look at this place!  It’s cold, soulless and barren.  It’s like Bulls 
Head Car park on a Sunday morning  I’m sure he’s planning something truly 
evil; he keeps muttering about midnight.  And to make matters worse… he’s 
here!  (Gestures to the wings.) 

(Sound effect: Dun dun dun durrrr!) 
(Killjoy doesn’t appear.  Fairy looks anxiously into the wings.) 
Fairy:     Oh.  What I mean to say is, he’s nearly ready, I mean, he’s nearly 

here!  (Gestures to the wings.) 
(Sound effect: Dun dun dun durrrr!) 
(Killjoy still doesn’t appear.  Fairy continues to desperately fill time.) 
Fairy:     Yes, yes, I think I can see him… there he is, he’s just coming around the 

corner… 
(SFX: Toilet flush.) 
(Sound effect: Dun dun dun durrrr!) 
(Killjoy dashes onto the stage, still doing up his cloak and fiddling with his 
moustache.  Fairy isn’t impressed.) 
Killjoy:   Ooooo….I’d give that five minutes if I were you.  Here I am!  Sorry to 

have kept you. 


