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CAST LIST 
 

 

Students of St Dithers 
Davey Ben R  
Izzy Eliza E  
Joe Luke D 
Fraser Kai D 
Emma Keira O 
Rachel Alanah H 
 

Staff of St Dithers 
Mrs Crabtree Jack M 
Mr Potter Sean M 
Madam Onions Yana 
Mr Quaver Kai V 
Mr Findley Lincoln H 
Mrs Fudge Katey C 
Mr Sprout Flynn V 
Wilf Sprocket Jacob 
Gladys Yana  
 
Superstar Announcers 
Bant Phoebe B 
Beck Malitah P 

Stage Manager Lylah W 
 
Superstar Teachers 
Simon Trowel Milly K  
Bruno Macaroni Alex H 
Craig Rebel-Cardboard Griffin N 
Cherri Cola Amber C  
 
Department Inspection Team 
Ms Grimshaw Grace C  
Miss Blunt Isobel TO 
Safety Inspector Flynn V 
 
Super-Talented Students 
Sophie Le Brie Willow T  
Daphne Gorgonzola Katey C 
Chadwick Roquefort Jack T 
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LIST OF PROPERTIES 
 

Scene One 
Chairs for teachers and Offset inspectors .......................................................... Stage Props 
School piano/keyboard ......................................................................................... Stage Prop 
Clipboard .......................................................................................................... Ms Grimshaw 
Enormous document file ........................................................................................ Miss Blunt 
 
Scene Two 
Large suitcase ................................................................................................... Mrs Crabtree 
Chairs/sofas as desired ...................................................................................... Stage Props 
 
Scene Three 
School letter ..................................................................................................................... Izzy 
School letter ................................................................................................................. Emma 
 
Scene Four 
Talent show panel (with X Factory on) ................................................................. Stage Prop 
Chairs/stools for ‘super’ staff .............................................................................. Stage Props 
 
Scene Five 
Talent show panel (with X Factory on) ................................................................. Stage Prop 
Chairs/stools for ‘super’ staff .............................................................................. Stage Props 
2 fake hand held microphones ............................................................................ Bant & Beck 
Large score cards showing 9 & 0 ................................................................................. Dusty 
Large score cards showing 8 & 0 ................................................................................. Bruno 
Large score cards showing 5 & 0 .................................................................................. Craig 
 
Scene Six 
2 fake hand held microphones ............................................................................ Bant & Beck 
 
Scene Seven 
Talent show panel (with X Factory on) ................................................................. Stage Prop 
Chairs/stools for ‘super’ staff .............................................................................. Stage Props 
2 fake hand held microphones ............................................................................ Bant & Beck 
Note pads and pens ............................................................................................. The Judges 
 
Scene Eight 
Cap ......................................................................................................................... Mr Sprout 
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Scene Nine 
Chairs in disarray ................................................................................................ Stage Props 
Signed photos ..................................................................................................... Stage Props 
Will’s chair (gum underneath) ............................................................................... Stage Prop 
Broom ............................................................................................................................... Wilf 
Cloth/cleaning equipment ........................................................................................... Gladys 
Clipboard & pen ............................................................................................ Safety Inspector 
Tape Measure ............................................................................................... Safety Inspector 
 
Scene Ten 
Dance costumes ................................................................................................. Stage Props 
Ripped costumes ......................................................................................... Hidden on stage 
Laptop/computer ................................................................................................... Stage Prop 
Hats, scarves and stockings ....................................................................................... Rebels 
Torches ....................................................................................................................... Rebels 
Pink (or brightly-coloured) stocking .................................................................................. Joe 
Screwdriver ....................................................................................................................... Joe 
Scissors (large) ............................................................................................................ Emma 
Headphones ................................................................................................................ Fraser 
 
Scene Eleven 
Chairs (each side of stage) ................................................................................. Stage Props 
School piano/keyboard ......................................................................................... Stage Prop 
Ripped costumes ................................................................................................ Stage Props 
Laptop/computer ................................................................................................... Stage Prop 
Clipboards .............................................................................. Ms Grimshaw/Safety Inspector 
Ripped costumes ........................................................................... Sophie & Super-Students 
Various musical instruments .............................................................................. Dithers’ Staff 
2 fake hand-held microphones ........................................................................... Bant & Beck 
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SCENE ONE: ST DITHERS SCHOOL ASSEMBLY 
 
TRACK 1: MUSIC - OVERTURE 
 
(As the music plays the chorus can take up their positions. The 
Headteacher, Mrs Wilma Crabtree and the two Department inspectors 
sit in the centre while the teaching staff are seated together on her 
right. The students file in and sit on the opposite side of the stage, 
some can actually join the audience. Mr Ernie Quaver, the music 
teacher, should be positioned behind the school piano or something 
that looks like one. He is playing the piano in the school song. As he 
plays the introduction everyone stands to sing.) 
  
TRACK 2: SONG - SCHOOL SONG 
 
ALL: HERE AT ST DITHERS 
 WE FOLLOW RULES. 
 TEACHERS ARE WITH US, 
 THEY ARE NO FOOLS. 
 
 FLOORS SHINE AND GLEAM 
 IN OUR LOVELY SCHOOL. 
 THAT’S WHY WE’RE BEAMING: 
 OUR SCHOOL IS COOL! 
 
(On the final note Mr Quaver gets carried away on the piano and starts 
to ‘jazz it up’.) 
 
MRS CRABTREE: (Firmly) Mr Quaver!! 
 
(He can’t hear her as he is enjoying himself too much, so she walks 
over and thuds the piano lid shut.) 
 
MRS CRABTREE: Mr Quaver! How many times have I told you? We are 

not a pop group! 
MR QUAVER: (Disappointed) Sorry Mrs Crabtree, I just thought 

I’d… 
MRS CRABTREE: (Interrupting) Stop quivering, Quaver. Your job is not 

to think, it is to obey! 
 
(Mr Quaver looks crestfallen while Mrs Crabtree walks back to her 
position to address the assembled students and staff, who are now 
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sitting down. The teachers of St Dithers look nervous and try to 
lighten the mood by smiling and waving at the inspectors. They are 
routinely ignored.) 
  
MRS CRABTREE: (To the assembly) Boys, girls and members of St 

Dithers staff; I have assembled you to share with you 
the final conclusion of our recent inspection. As you 
know, the Department team (She points to them) 
have recently carried out a full and thorough 
inspection of our beloved school and it is now my 
pleasure to hand you over to the chief inspector Ms 
Grimshaw and her assistant Miss Blunt.  

 
(There is a loud booing noise from someone in the assembly.) 
    
MRS CRABTREE: Who was that?  
 
(Everyone points to one of the teachers, Mr Potter, who looks at the 
floor in a guilty manner.) 
 
MRS CRABTREE: (In disbelief) Mr Potter! Is there really any need?  
MR POTTER: (Ashamed) I’m sorry, Mrs Crabtree. 
MRS CRABTREE: (Resuming her composure) Over to you Ms 

Grimshaw. 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Standing up holding her clipboard) Good 

afternoon, everyone. As Mrs Crabtree has kindly 
mentioned, I am here to deliver the verdict of the 
Department team concerning the performance of this 
school. It is our considered decision that this school 
is… 

 
TRACK 3: MUSIC - DRAMATIC PIANO 
 
MRS CRABTREE: (Standing up and shouting towards the piano) Mr 

Quaver! I don’t think dramatic music is appropriate in 
this particular instance, do you? 

MR QUAVER: (Nervously behind the piano) I’m sorry Mrs 
Crabtree… I just thought… 

MRS CRABTREE: (Abruptly) Mr Quaver!! (To Ms Grimshaw politely) 
Please continue. 

MS GRIMSHAW: (Looking confused) As I was saying, we find your 
school to be… Average! 

 
(The entire school including students and staff jump up and down 
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cheering and giving each other hugs and high-
fives etc.) 

 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Shouting above the noise) Excuse me! (Louder) 

Excuse me!  
 
(She shrieks so loud that everyone suddenly freezes in position.) 
 
MS GRIMSHAW: Excuse me!!! (Resuming her composure) If you 

please… Whereas in the past being average would 
have been acceptable for a school such as your own, 
it is now a requirement that every school is 
outstanding. 

MISS BLUNT: (Standing nervously) Outstanding.  
 
(Ms Grimshaw nods at her to sit down.) 
 
MRS CRABTREE: (Confused) Excuse me Ms Grimshaw, you told me 

earlier that we had a very good school. 
MS GRIMSHAW: (In a patronising manner) Ah yes, you have, but 

unfortunately most schools have become very good, 
so you are now just average. 

MISS BLUNT: (Standing) Average. (She sits down immediately) 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Really milking it) Even schools that were previously 

outstanding are now just good and they will eventually 
become... 

MISS BLUNT: (Stands quickly) Average. (She sits down 
immediately) 

MS GRIMSHAW: (Looking annoyed) Thank you, Miss Blunt! 
MR POTTER: (Standing irritably) But that makes no sense at all. 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Smugly) Mr Potter, we are not here to make sense, 

we are here to judge you. And you have been 
judged… 

MISS BLUNT: (Quickly) Average. (She sits down looking pleased 
with herself) 

MS GRIMSHAW: (Snatching a huge book from Miss Blunt) Here is 
your policy document. (She hands it to Mrs 
Crabtree) Mull it over at your leisure. 

MR POTTER: (In disbelief) Nothing like a bit of light bedtime 
reading! 

MS GRIMSHAW: (Smugly) Anyhow, we shall return in six weeks’ time 
and unless we are satisfied that your school has 
become outstanding, we will be forced to close you 
down. 
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MISS BLUNT: (Joining in) Close you down! 
MR POTTER: (Dismayed) But that’s not fair! 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Slowly) No, because fair is not acceptable, only 

outstanding is, ha ha ha; just my little joke! (Miss 
Blunt laughs in an exaggerated manner) Come 
along, Miss Blunt; we have people to see and places 
to close, ha ha ha! Oh, I amuse myself sometimes. 

 
(They exit laughing their heads off). 
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SCENE TWO: ST DITHERS STAFF ROOM 
  
(The teachers are all sitting and pacing around the staff room waiting 
for Mrs Crabtree. All of them are worried about the decision that has 
been made.) 
 
MR POTTER: (Pacing) What are we going to do? 
MRS FUDGE:  What did he say? 
MR SPROUT: I can’t afford to lose my job - I’ve got a wife and 

goldfish to support. 
MR FINDLEY: (Worried) What will happen to all the students if they 

close the school? 
MADAM ONIONS:  (With a bad French accent) Zay will all be sent to zat 

new super-school, ‘St Inveenzible’, down ze road. 
MRS FUDGE: Eh? 
MR QUAVER: Oh, that place! Rumour has it that they have their own 

torture chamber for the kids who misbehave.  
MR POTTER: (Sarcastically) So have we, your school choir - 

they’re torture to listen to. 
MR QUAVER: (Defensively) I’ll have you know that the Head 

Governor described our spring concert as “heart-
warming and outstanding”. 

MR POTTER: No, he actually said you’d given him heartburn and he 
wished that he’d been out-standing in the foyer. 

MRS FUDGE: (To Mr Quaver) I suffer dreadfully from heartburn 
myself. 

MADAM ONIONS: (Annoyed) Meester Potter, you very rude man! 
MR POTTER: (To Madam Onions) And as for your, so called, 

language lessons… 
MADAM ONIONS:  I will ave you know, all my students can speak perfect 

French. 
MR POTTER: Madam Onions, putting on a silly French accent does 

not mean that they can speak the language! 
MADAM ONIONS:  Zis is outrageous! Zis is how all Engleesh people 

speak abroad.  
MR SPROUT: (Making fun of her) No eet iz not! 
MADAM ONIONS:  (No French accent) I didn’t know you spoke French. 
MR FINDLEY:  Well at least no one can doubt the excellence of my 

PE students. 
MRS FUDGE:  What did he say? 
MR QUAVER:  (Loudly in her ear) P.E 
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MRS FUDGE:  No thank you, I went before.  
MR POTTER: (Smugly) Well, the Hockey team are certainly the 

strongest team in the league, they’re propping up all 
the rest. (Laughs at his own joke) Ha ha ha! Harold 
Potter, you’ve still got it.  

MR FINDLEY:  (Indignantly) Well, as a matter of fact, the 
Department team highlighted fitness as a major 
strength in the school. 

MR SPROUT: No, what they actually said was that at the mere 
mention of doing any work, the kids ran a mile! 

MR FINDLEY:  At least you’ll be OK, you could always get a job at 
Hogwarts! You too, Potter! 

(Everyone starts to laugh.) 
 
MR POTTER AND MR SPROUT : Now look here… 
 
(A mass argument starts until Mrs Crabtree enters looking very glum. 
They stop suddenly.) 
 
MRS CRABTREE: I have news from the Governor’s meeting. 
MR POTTER: Do they have a solution? 
MRS CRABTREE: Yes. 
MR SPROUT: (Worried) A decision has been made? 
MRS CRABTREE:  Yes. 
MR QUAVER: (Terrified) I can tell we’re not going to like this. 
MRS CRABTREE: No! 
MADAM ONIONS:  I ‘ave an ‘orrible feeling about zis. 
MRS CRABTREE:  Oui! 
Mrs FUDGE: I told you, I’ve been! 
MR FINDLEY:  (Yelling) Tell us what they said! 
MRS CRABTREE:  (Calmly) I thought you’d never ask. The problem is 

that we have been declared as an average school… 
ALL:  Yes? 
MRS CRABTREE:  With average students… 
ALL:  Yes? (Getting louder) 
MRS CRABTREE:  And average teachers… 
ALL:  Yes? (Louder) 
MRS CRABTREE:  And we have six weeks to become outstanding? 
ALL:  Yes? (Even louder) 
MRS CRABTREE:  Well, it’s impossible! 
ALL:  (Very worried) Yes? 
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MRS CRABTREE:  What I mean is, it’s impossible with the staff and 
students we have here. 

MR SPROUT: (Trembling) So, what are they going to do? 
MRS CRABTREE:  Simple, get rid of the lot of you. 
MADAM ONIONS:  I knew I wouldn’t like it! 
MR POTTER: What, all of us? 
MRS CRABTREE:  Well, our beloved Governors felt it would be easier to 

replace the average students with really talented 
ones. 

MR QUAVER: (Outraged) But my choir has lots of…. 
MR POTTER: (Interrupting) Don’t even go there, Ernie! 
MRS CRABTREE:  What they felt was that we should become a school 

for superstars of the future, the sort of young people 
who might end up on TV talent shows. 

MADAM ONIONS:  What, a sort of X factory? 
MRS CRABTREE:  Exactly. 
MR SPROUT: With no average students at all? 
MADAM ONIONS:  Strictly? 
MRS CRABTREE:  Well, eventually! The Governors will allow some of our 

current students to stay until they can replace them 
with more able ones. It’s not ideal but Rome wasn’t 
built in a day. 

MR QUAVER: Neither was my career! 
MR POTTER: (Bluntly) But you’re both ancient ruins now! 
MR SPROUT: So what are we supposed to do? 
MRS CRABTREE:  Well, if I were you I’d start packing your bags; they 

want you all gone by tomorrow. 
MR POTTER: (Steaming) This is outrageous! What about my 

pension? 
MR QUAVER: My choir? 
MR SPROUT: My goldfish? 
MRS CRABTREE:  I’m sorry, there was nothing I could do. The new team 

of supertalent-spotters is arriving tomorrow to audition 
the lucky few that have been chosen to remain. 

MR QUAVER: (Hopefully) Can we audition too? 
MR POTTER: (Patting him on the shoulder) I think that ship has 

sailed, Ernie. 
MRS CRABTREE:  No. Unfortunately the new teaching staff has been 

appointed and letters have already gone out to 
parents informing them of the students and teachers 
who are to leave our establishment. 

MADAM ONIONS:  Poor dears! 
MR POTTER: Poor us! 
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MR SPROUT: Poor Flipper! 
MRS CRABTREE:  I’m sorry, but you need to go! 
MR POTTER: (To Mrs Crabtree) What about you, Mrs Crabtree? 

Are you sacked too? 
MRS CRABTREE:  Actually I’ve been given a nice retirement settlement, 

so I shall wish you all good luck and I’ll be off to my 
lovely little cottage in the countryside to sit by my 
fishpond and relax. Farewell, dear former colleagues.  

 
(She exits with a large suitcase.) 
 
MR QUAVER: (Annoyed) It’s all right for her. 
MR FINDLEY:  (Sarcastically) With her cottage in the country! 
MADAM ONIONS:  And her feesh pond! 
MR SPROUT: I wonder if she’s got room for Flipper? 
MR POTTER: Well I’m not going to stand for it.  
MR QUAVER: (Seriously) Then let’s sing in protest! 
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SCENE THREE: THE SCHOOLYARD 
  
(The next morning, Davey and Izzy, two of the returning students from 
St Dithers, are gathered in the schoolyard before the morning bell.) 
 
DAVEY: (Worried) Have you heard the news? 
IZZY: (Studying the letter in her hand) It’s ridiculous! 
 
(Fraser and Joe arrive not knowing anything about it.)  
 
FRASER: (Confused) What’s going on? 
JOE: (Looking around) Where is everyone? 
IZZY: (Outraged) They’ve all been expelled. 
FRASER: What for? 
DAVEY: For being average. 
 
(Two girls, Rachel and Emma join them. Emma is reading a letter.) 
 
RACHEL: (Shocked) Hey, have you heard what’s happened? 
EMMA: (Pleased with herself) Unbelievable! It’s official, I’m 

above average! 
DAVEY: No, you just happened to be off during the last tests 

we did. 
RACHEL: (Smugly) I only passed ‘cause I cheated. 
JOE: Who says crime doesn’t pay? 
RACHEL: (Laughing) I swapped my paper with Suzie Toogood.  
FRASER: That’s terrible! 
RACHEL: Serves her right, she’s always showing off and calling 

me ‘thick’. 
FRASER: Her dad’ll go mad; he’s always boasting about his 

‘perfect daughter’. 
DAVEY: I guess she’s not ‘too good’ to get kicked out! 
IZZY: (Puzzled) Hey, Davey, how come you got kept on? 

No offence mate, but you’re not exactly the school 
genius, are you? 

DAVEY: I dunno, it could be because of my amazing dancing 
skills. (He demonstrates one of his ‘cool’ moves) I 
reckon I’ve got what it takes. 

IZZY: (Sarcastically) If that’s what it takes, you can keep it. 
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JOE: I’ve got a great singing voice, according to Mr Quaver. 
EMMA: He told my Cousin Doris that she had a voice like a 

bird, and he’s right. 
RACHEL: Really? 
EMMA: Yeah, shame it’s a crow! 
 
 
FRASER: If we have to audition, what are you gonna sing, Joe? 
JOE: I dunno; perhaps I might try (He sings a song very 

badly out of tune) 
ALL: (Making an X shape with their arms) NEXT!! 
JOE: Do you think I should pick a different song? 
EMMA: Yeah, and a different voice if you can! 
RACHEL: (With her hand on Joe’s shoulder) Don’t take this 

the wrong way mate, but it’s been nice knowing you. 
FRASER: I don’t suppose I could get away with showing how 

good I am on FIFA? 
DAVEY: (Sarcastically) Yeah, I can see that being mind-

blowingly entertaining. 
IZZY: (Showing him the letter) Look, the letter says we 

have to prepare a performing talent to show the 
judges what we can do.  

FRASER: I can do impressions! 
RACHEL: (Doubtfully) Can you? 
FRASER: Yeah, watch this (He puts his arms out and freezes) 
DAVEY: What on earth is that? 
FRASER: (Looking pleased) It’s a tree! 
 
(They all groan and look away.) 
 
JOE: (To Emma and Rachel) What are you two going to 

do for your audition? 
EMMA: (Pleased with herself) We’re doing a rap. 
DAVEY: You’re kidding! 
FRASER: No… 
RACHEL: (High-fiving Emma) Yes way! 
EMMA: Feast your ears on this, dudes! 
 
THEY RAP 
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(They make a ‘Selfie pose’ while everyone else looks dumbstruck. 
They all just stare in amazement.) 

 
JOE: (Shaking his head) We’re in trouble, aren’t we! 
FRASER: Yep! 
RACHEL: (Annoyed) Charming! 
DAVEY: Well, if they confuse confidence for talent we might be 

OK. 
RACHEL: (Aggressively) Well, you can talk! 
IZZY: Look, let’s just see what happens. I mean, how bad 

can it be? 
DAVEY: (Positively) That’s the spirit! 
JOE: (Depressed) We’re doomed! 
EMMA: (Sarcastically) Well you certainly are! 
FRASER: Don’t be so negative! 
EMMA: (Sarcastically) Oh I’m sorry! (Puts her arms out) 

Look, I’m a tree! 
DAVEY: OK, leave him alone. I think we need to split up for the 

auditions. 
IZZY: Good idea. I’ll go with Davey and Fraser to the dance 

auditions while you three try out your vocal skills. 
EMMA: (Confidently) Yeah, bring it on! 
RACHEL: (Giving her a high-five) Woo-hoo! 
DAVEY: Come on, the bell’s gone. We’ll be late. 
 
(They all exit as the X Factory theme begins.) 
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SCENE FOUR: THE SCHOOL HALL 
  
TRACK 8: MUSIC - X FACTORY THEME 1 
   
(The hall has been re-designed with all the ‘super’ staff sitting behind 
a panel and the students seated on stage facing them. Simon Trowel 
makes a big entrance at the end of the music.) 
 
SIMON: (Super confidently) Morning everyone, my name is 

Simon Trowel, although (Smugly) I guess you know 
that already. 

DAVEY: Hey, it’s that dude off the telly!  
SIMON: (Continuing) I’d like to spend a few minutes talking 

about my favourite subject; (Smiles) me!  
IZZY: (Sighing) Yep, that’s him all right. 
SIMON: (Smugly) I am, what you might call, a world-

renowned talent-spotter of the first order, an 
impresario extraordinaire and, of course, a musical 
genius! 

FRASER: (Whispering) I used to be bigheaded, but now I’m 
perfect! 

SIMON: Anyway, time to introduce the rest of my team and 
your new teaching staff. (Pointing to Bruno) From 
the world of dance, although I think most of us think 
he’s in a world of his own: (Laughs at his own joke) 
Boys and Girls, he’s the one and only, Mr Bruno 
Macaroni. (Pointing at Bruno) 

 
(There is applause from the students and other staff while Bruno 
blows kisses and bows in a very ‘over the top’ manner.) 
 
BRUNO: (Extravagantly) Hello little buttercups, it is my 

greatest delight and extraordinary pleasure to….  
SIMON: (Interrupting) Enough! We also have world-renowned 

producer and choreographer… 
CRAIG: I prefer intergalactic star! 
EMMA: (Whispering) Well, his head’s certainly as big as a 

planet! 
SIMON: (Pointing at Craig) The one and only, Craig Rebel-

Cardboard. 
CRAIG: (Giving a ‘royal wave’) Greetings, Earthlings!  
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RACHEL: (To Emma) I wonder what planet he’s on? 
SIMON: (Moving across) For those of you specialising in 

vocals, as well as myself of course, we have an 
outstanding talent from the pop music world. One of 
my own many discoveries from the world of pop, Miss 
Cherri Cola. 

CHERRI: (Smiling but sounding insincere) Hello my loves! 
SIMON: So these are our judges, (Pause) I mean teachers, of 

course. (Smiles smugly). Over the next few days we 
will be working you extremely hard and watching out 
for those of you who have that special something that 
we are looking for. 

FRASER: Somehow I don’t think we’re what they’re looking for. 
EMMA: Speak for yourself! 
SIMON: (Continuing) That indefinable quality… 
RACHEL: What did he say? 
SIMON: (Continuing) That intangible magic… 
EMMA: Something about magic tangerines, I think! 
SIMON: It’s a thing I like to call… The X Factor. 
 
(The audience cheers.) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 The X Factory – Script 19 

© Gawen Robinson | ℗ Musicline Publications Ltd 

 
 
SCENE FIVE: DANCE AUDITIONS 
 
TRACK 10: MUSIC - DANCE THEME 
   
(The Judges are sitting behind a panel. Two smartly dressed young 
hosts, Bant and Beck, introduce the class to their teachers.) 
 
BANT: (Confidently) Morning everyone, and it’s time to find 

out who can cut the mustard when it comes to 
dancing. 

BECK: (Joining in) That’s right, Bant, it’s a funny expression 
that, isn’t it, cut the mustard? I mean I normally 
spread the mustard in my house. 

BANT: Really, Beck? I prefer to put it on my roast beef. 
(Laughs) 

BECK: (Laughing) Well, I’ve tasted your cooking, Bant, and I 
think I’ll stick to takeaways if it’s all the same with you! 

BANT: Really, Beck? Did you not enjoy your Jelly last week? 
BECK: (Laughing) Yes, well it certainly had an unusual 

flavour! 
BANT: Hey Beck, it was an easy mistake to make! Mustard 

sounds a bit like custard, doesn’t it, kids?  
 
(They both fall about laughing.) 
 
BECK: Anyway, on with the dancing, and it’s time to hand 

you over to our top-class teachers. 
BANT: Take it away! 
(They exit. The audience applauds.) 
 
TRACK 11: SFX - APPLAUSE 1 
 
BRUNO: (Flinging his arms around) Come on my little 

prodigies, don’t be shy. 
CHERRI: Find a partner, people.  
SIMON: (Impatiently) Come on, we haven’t got all day. 
 
(The new students all pair up leaving one girl, Sophie, with no choice 
but to partner Davey.) 
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SOPHIE: (Sternly) Hello, I’m Sophie. I guess I’m stuck with you 
seeing as you’re the only one left. 

DAVEY: (A little offended) Hey thanks, that’s no problem. I’m 
Izzy. 

SOPHIE: (Worried) I suppose you have danced before, haven’t 
you? I mean I’ve trained with professionals all my life. 

DAVEY: Hey, don’t worry - I’ve got a few moves of my own, 
you know. 

 
(He performs his very energetic dance move and everyone gasps in 
horror.) 
 
CHAD: (Baffled) What on earth is he doing? 
DAPHNE: (His partner) Never mind about those plebs, just 

focus. Be the best! 
SOPHIE: (To Davey) Just try to keep up and don’t make me 

look ridiculous! 
DAVEY: (Joking) You don’t need any help there! 
SOPHIE: (Snapping) Pardon? 
DAVEY: Oh, nothing at all. 
CHAD: (Whispering to Davey) Good luck, and may the best 

man win, (Nasty) loser! 
DAPHNE: (Focused) Concentrate, Chadwick!  
BRUNO: (Moving on to the floor with Dusty excitedly) Right 

my little chickens, time to listen to Daddy Rooster. 
FRASER: (Partnering Izzy) I wish he’d go and lay an egg! 
BRUNO: (Demonstrating) We are going to spin around our 

partners like two passionate Argentinians prowling 
around the Pampas. 

 
TRACK 12: MUSIC - TANGO 1 
 
(A short tango starts up and Bruno wildly dances around Cherri in a 
very entertaining style. The students all clap, but Craig just rolls his 
eyes.) 
 
CHERRI: (Relaxed) See, it’s easy. Now it’s your turn. OK are 

you ready? 
 
TRACK 13: MUSIC - TANGO 2 
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(The music begins again; all do it perfectly except Fraser and Izzy who 
are clearly struggling. Suddenly, Davey flings Sophie backwards 
knocking her over.) 
 
CHAD: (Amazed) What on earth is he doing? 
DAPHNE: (Focused) No idea, just focus! 
SOPHIE: (Hysterically to Davey) What on earth are you trying 

to do? You’re ruining everything! 
DAVEY: Oops! Sorry! 
IZZY: (Holding her foot) Watch it! (To Fraser) That hurt! 
FRASER: (Guiltily) Oops, sorry! Was that your toe? 
IZZY: (Hopping) Whose toe did you think it was? 
 
(She bumps into him and they collapse on the floor.) 
 
BRUNO: (Dramatically) No, no, no! You must move like 

butterflies, not elephants! 
CRAIG: (Sarcastically) That’s actually an insult to elephants. 
 
(They struggle to start again but get tied up and fall over again.) 
 
SOPHIE: (To Davey who is laughing at Fraser) Just 

concentrate, will you? You’re embarrassing me. 
BRUNO: (Shouting) STOP! (The music stops on cue)  
 
(Izzy and Fraser are in a pile on the floor while Davey is in hysterics.) 
 
SIMON:  (To Izzy and Fraser) Could you two leave the floor 

please, before you crush someone. 
 
(Izzy and Fraser move to the side.) 
 
SOPHIE: (To Davey, angrily) What is wrong with you? 
DAVEY: That’s it. I give up! You’re on your own! (He joins Izzy 

and Fraser) 
CRAIG: (Announcing to everyone) This is where we sort the 

wheat from the chaff. 
FRASER: (To Izzy and Davey) Personally, I haven’t got a 

problem being chaff, whatever it means. 
IZZY: It can’t be good, I mean, you never see people eating 

‘Chaffabix’. 
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DAVEY: I think it means leftovers. 
FRASER: (Depressed) That’s us all right; ‘The leftovers’! 
DAVEY: Cool name though, (As if in lights) “Chaff”. 
FRASER: (Joining in) I can see it now, “The Revenge of the 

Chaff”. 
IZZY: Come on, there’s no point in staying here. I don’t think 

we’re going to make the “Elite Dance Group”. 
 
(They start to sneak out.) 
 
FRASER: (Leaving with a revolution salute) I’m Chaff and I’m 

proud.  
 
(He exits, followed by Izzy and Davey.) 
 
SIMON: (Making an announcement) OK, I think we’ve seen 

enough. Now it’s time for the judges’ scores. Our first 
contestants were Daphne and Chadwick. 

CHERRI: (In ‘Strictly’ style) I thought they were lovely 
together, a real blend of technique and style. (Holds 
up a card with ‘9’ on it) Nine!  

 
(The audience applauds.) 
 
TRACK 14: SFX - APPLAUSE 2 
 
BRUNO: (Standing, waving his arms around) Yes, like a 

perfect blend of sugar and spice making all things 
nice! (Holds up a card with ‘8’ on it) Eight!  

 
(The audience applauds.) 
 
TRACK 15: SFX - APPLAUSE 3 
 
CRAIG: (Sarcastically) Yes, that was even too sugary for 

you, Bruno! I’m giving them a 7 (Holds up a card 
with a ‘7’ on it). 

BRUNO: (Standing) If you have it, flaunt it. 
SIMON: (Grumpy) And if you haven’t, shut up! Personally I 

think they need to keep their legs straighter, their 
arms rounder, their heads more upright and their 
faces need more expression. 
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CHERRI: (Trying to hide a smile) Was there anything you DID 
like, Simon? 

SIMON: Well, their fingertips were OK, I suppose. (Holds up a 
card with ‘5’ on it) Five!  

 
(The audience boos.) 
 
TRACK 16: SFX - BOOING 1 
 
SIMON: (To the audience) Boo all you like, it’s my game! 

Anyway on to our second pair, (Laughing 
sarcastically) Fraser and Izzy. 

CHERRI: (Rolling her eyes) Yes, well it was very uh…original. 
I’ve never seen a couple actually fight during a dance 
before.  

BRUNO: (Standing) I liked it! It had passion and brute force. It 
was like a gladiator and a lion battling to the death! 

CRAIG: Yes, but unfortunately the lion won. As for this other 
pair… 

 
(They look over.)  
 
CHERRI: Oh, they’ve gone. 
SIMON: That’s a shame, I was looking forward to destroying 

them. I mean, to give them some expert advice. Oh 
well, let’s do it anyway. Ready? 

 
(They all display a card with ‘0’ on. The Audience Boo.) 
 
TRACK 17: MUSIC & SFX - DANCE THEME EXIT 
 
(The judges exit and there is a large applause from the audience. 
Enter Bant and Beck.) 
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SCENE SIX: INTERLUDE 
 
BANT: (Holding a microphone) Hello, and welcome back. 

It’s time, ladies and gentlemen, to hear some of our 
fabulously talented vocal prodigies. 

BECK: (Confused) Eh? 
BANT: That’s singers, Beck. 
BECK: (Happy) Ah right! Hey, I’ve got a great voice ya know, 

Bant. 
BANT: (Interested) Really? What’s your range? 
BECK: (Confused) Eh? Well, from here to the back of the 

hall, I guess. 
BANT: (Laughing) No, I mean what type of voice have you 

got, you know, Tenor? Bass? Baritone? 
BECK: (Understanding) Oh right, I see! Well, I suppose I 

must be a Tenor. 
BANT: Have you always been a Tenor? 
BECK: (Confused) Nah, when I was a kid I was only a fiver! 
BANT: (Seriously) Seriously though, Beck, I’m a great singer 

myself! 
BECK: (Laughing) I doubt it my friend, judging by the times 

I’ve seen you trying to open your front door! 
BANT: (Confused) What’s that got to do with it? 
BECK: (Laughing) Well you can never find your key and you 

always come in late! 
BANT: (Groaning) Oh mate, that’s dreadful! 
BECK: (Laughing) Aye, that’s what the neighbours said 

when they heard you singing last week. 
BANT: (Pretending to be annoyed) Well, let’s hope our 

singing students have better luck with their judges. 
BECK: (To the audience) Yes, Ladies and Gentlemen, let’s 

meet our vocalists! 
 
(The audience applauds and cheers.) 
 
TRACK 18: MUSIC - X FACTORY THEME 2 
 
(At the end of the theme tune the audience applauds and cheers 
loudly.) 
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SCENE SEVEN: VOCAL AUDITIONS 
  
(The judges are sitting behind a panel.) 
 
BANT: (Friendly) And welcome to our panel of Judges who 

will put the contestants through their paces. 
BECK: (Pointing to the panel) Yes, once again it’s Cherri 

Cola, Bruno Macaroni, Craig Rebel-Cardboard and 
Simon Trowel! 

 
(The audience applauds.) 
 
BANT: (To the audience) First up, I believe we have a 

rapping trio. 
BECK: (Laughing) Sounds like a job you do at a sweet 

factory, Bant. 
BANT: (Laughing) Yes Beck, I’ve heard of a singing trio but 

never one that raps before.  
BECK: (Looking at his notes) Well Bant, it says here they 

used to be an all-girl duo featuring Emma and Rachel 
but they’ve now brought in a friend of theirs called 
Joe. 

BANT: (Laughing) Yes, it also says that he only joined 
yesterday because he couldn’t sing. 

BECK: (Amazed) Well, at least they’re honest, Bant. Let’s 
hope he can rap then! 

BANT: (Laughing) Yeah, we used to be rappers, didn’t we, 
Beck. 

BECK: Aye, let’s give ‘em a blast! 
 
(They both start to rap enthusiastically.) 
BANT & BECK: (Rapping) Let’s get ready, let’s get ready, let’s get 

ready to tumble! Let’s… 
SIMON: (Irritated) Can we please get on with it; I’d like my 

dinner at some point! 
BECK: (Continuing) OK, on with the auditions. Please give a 

massive welcome to… The Rap Pack! (Points to the 
wings) 
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(Emma, Rachel and Joe shuffle on to the stage nervously as the 
audience applaud politely. Bant and Beck move to the side of the 
stage.) 
 
TRACK 27: SFX - APPLAUSE 7 
 
SIMON: (Rudely) What a dreadful name! 
CHERRI: (Dubiously) OK, let’s see what you’ve got, darlings. 
BRUNO: (Excited) I can’t wait! 
RACHEL: (To Joe) OK Joe, don’t mess this up. 
JOE: (Terrified) I’ll try not to. 
EMMA: (To the sound desk) OK DJ, HIT IT! 
 
(As the track starts, Rachel and Emma make cool rapper poses while 
Joe dances around in a crazy fashion adding ‘Woo!’ ‘Wow!’ and 
‘Yeah!’ to the rap at random moments, much to the disgust of Emma 
and Rachel who are taking it seriously.) 
 
TRACK 28: SONG - RAP PACK AUDITION 
 
EMMA & RACHEL: WE’RE THE RAP PACK, 
 JUST DOIN’ WHAT WE PLEASE; 
 TAKIN’ SELFIES IN MACCY D’S. 
 
(They take imaginary selfies.) 
 
ON SNAPCHAT       
 THERE’S A PICTURE OF ME 
 
(Show their imaginary phones.) 
     
WITH A TAN FROM A CAN, 
LIKE A GINGERBREAD MAN. 
     
 WE’RE THE RAP PACK! 
 JUST DOIN’ WHAT WE LIKE; 
 ANYBODY ELSE CAN TAKE A HIKE. 
     
 WITH A BACKPACK, 
 JUST GET ON YOUR BIKE. 
 WE’RE THE GIRLS WITH THE PEARLS 
 AND THE YELLOW-TIPPED CURLS. 
 THERE’S NO-ONE ON THE MIC BUT ME! 
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(They make a ‘Selfie pose’ while Bant and Beck look dumbstruck. The 
audience applauds politely while the Judges squirm in their seats. 
After the performance, there are loud buzzer sounds followed by 
audience sympathy and boos.)  

 
TRACK 29: SFX - BUZZER 
 
(Simon and Cherri make crossed arm gestures. Bruno turns his chair 
round to face the back.) 

 
SIMON: (Bluntly) Dreadful! 
CHERRI: (Disingenuously) Sorry loves, I can’t see you making 

it. 
BRUNO: (Facing the wrong way) I can’t turn my chair round 

for that! 
SIMON: (Smugly) Well, you’ve got your answer! 
CRAIG: (Turning round and pointing at them) You’re fired! 
SIMON: (To Craig) Wrong show; (To the group) but you’ve 

got your answer. 
CHERRI: (Faux-apologetic) Sorry! 
 
SIMON: Goodbye! 
 
(Emma, Rachel and Joe start to mope off in defeat while Bant and 
Beck return.) 
 
EMMA: (Annoyed) Thanks, Joe! 
JOE: (Surprised) Don’t blame me! 
RACHEL: (To Joe) Yeah, what was that? (pointing to the 

stage) 
JOE: Ah, you people just don’t appreciate originality! 
 
(Bant and Beck stand centre stage looking a little worried.) 
 
SIMON: Next! 
BANT: (Embarrassed) Well, that’s all there is for now, 

Simon. 
SIMON: (Shocked) What? 
BECK: Yes, all the rest are terrified; you’ve scared them off! 
SIMON: Wimps! 
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BANT: (Improvising) Anyway, in the absence of any more 
victims… erm... I mean contestants, we thought it 
might be a good idea to try out the big chorus number 
they’ve been working on. 

CHERRI: That’s a good idea. 
BECK: It’ll give a chance for all the young hopefuls to practise 

their big finale routine. 
BRUNO: Excellent! 
SIMON: Well, I suppose it’s better than nothing, what’s the 

song about? 
BANT: It’s all about living for the moment. 
BECK: A celebration of life. 
BANT: Learning to be strong! 
BECK: To be brave! 
BANT & BECK: (Big gestures) To ‘BE ALIVE’! 
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SCENE EIGHT: THE SCHOOLYARD 
 
(During the Play-Off track, the cast all exit, congratulating each other. 
The six disappointed St Dithers students meet up in the yard after 
their failed attempts to audition.) 
 
FRASER: (Depressed) What are we going to do? 
IZZY: Well the way I see it, we have three options. 
ALL: Yes? 
IZZY: (Counting on her fingers) Option One, we need to 

become talented. 
JOE: (Shaking his head) Moving on swiftly… 
IZZY: Option Two, we get kicked out! 
DAVEY: And? 
IZZY: And what? 
EMMA: Option Three? 
IZZY: Erm... Well, there isn’t one. 
RACHEL: (Irritated) I thought you said we had three options? 
IZZY: Yeah, it just sounds good! Options nearly always 

come in threes. (Looking around at their bemused 
faces). Apparently not for us though. 

DAVEY: We need to think. What can we do really well? 
RACHEL: (Smiling) Cheat! 
JOE: You do have a talent for that, I must admit. 
IZZY: We need a plan! 
FRASER: (Sarcastically) A cunning plan? 
DAVEY: You watch too much T.V. 
IZZY: (Excited) Hey, that’s a good point. 
JOE: What do you mean? 
IZZY: (Thinking) We might not have conventional talents… 
EMMA: (Confused) Eh? 
RACHEL: (Explaining to Emma) She means normal talents. 
IZZY: (Continuing) But we are all really good at something.  
JOE: (Excited) I’m really good at computer games! 
EMMA: (Sarcastically) Yawn!! 
IZZY: (Enthusiastically) Hey, it’s not just about performing 

on stage you know, there are loads of jobs needed in 
putting on a show. 

JOE: Like? 
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DAVEY: (Joining in) Like technology. You can use computers 
really well. 

IZZY: Exactly, there’s loads of technology involved in a 
production. 

DAVEY: Yeah, lighting, sound, video. It goes on. 
RACHEL: (Joking) So do you, mate! 
FRASER: (Getting the idea) I can tell you anything you want 

about football. 
DAVEY: See, memory man. That’s bound to be useful. 
EMMA: (Cheerfully) I’m good at plotting. 
RACHEL: (Laughing) And cheating! 
IZZY: Let’s call it creative outmanoeuvring. 
DAVEY: And I’ve got no fear. 
EMMA: (Laughing) Certainly no fear of embarrassment, 

having watched you dance! 
IZZY: And I’m good at organising.  
JOE: You mean, being bossy! 
IZZY: I’m not bossy! I just know what you should be doing. 

Anyway, I prefer to call it leadership skills, if you don’t 
mind? (Pleased with herself) 

JOE: (Whispering to Davey) Still being bossy, if you ask 
me. 

EMMA: She’s right; we have all got our own talents. 
RACHEL: (Laughing) Yeah, weird, but useful all the same. 
DAVEY: Well, I’m up for it. 
FRASER: Yeah, what have we got to lose?   
 
(They all agree.) 
 
IZZY: Come on, let’s make a plan. (Starts to walk away) 
JOE: (Whispering to Davey) See what I mean? Bossy! 
IZZY: (Turning back) I heard that! 
 
(Suddenly they spot a group of six miserable-looking adults in the 
distance.  
 
DAVEY: Look at those poor, downtrodden people over there. 

(pointing at them) 
FRASER: Yeah, poor old souls, we don’t want to end up like 

them! 
EMMA: Hang on, they look familiar. 
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RACHEL: (Realising) Oh my gosh! It’s the old teachers! 
IZZY: (Looking over) Hey, you’re right. What’s happened to 

them? 
DAVEY: (Shouting across at them) Hey, is it really you? 
 
(The six teachers cautiously approach.) 
 
IZZY: (Gently) What have they done to you? 
MR SPROUT: (Holding out his cap) Could you spare us a few 

pennies, my fish hasn’t eaten in days! 
MR FINDLEY: (Taking charge) Not now, Reg. (To the students) I 

guess you’ve all been rejected as well? 
MADAM ONIONS:  (Dramatically) Cast aside like an old rag! 
EMMA: Yeah, I suppose we have. 
RACHEL: (With attitude) Yeah, except less of the old in our 

case! 
MR QUAVER: (Depressed) Don’t worry, you get used to it. 
MADAM ONIONS:  (Crying out dramatically) How az zis ‘appened to 

us? 
MR QUAVER: (Looking at her) Well, perhaps not! 
FRASER: I can’t believe it, I actually feel sorry for our teachers. 
JOE: (To Fraser) See, I told you they’re not so bad. 
IZZY: (Gently) What are we all going to do? 
DAVEY: I think we need to put all our talents together. 
MR FINDLEY:  (Thinking) I am a county netball player! 
MADAM ONIONS:  (Uncertain) I can speak five languages… 
MR SPROUT: I can speak ‘fish’… 
MR QUAVER: I can play the piano… 
MR POTTER: (Confidently) I have a degree… 
MRS FUDGE:  (Mishearing) Yes please, I’d love a cup of tea! 
 
(They all look at her.) 
 
MR FINDLEY:  (Comforting her) It’s OK, Ethel.  
EMMA:    So how are we going to get our school back? 
RACHEL: (Amazed) Yeah, I can’t believe it, I actually miss my 

old school. 
IZZY: (Positively) We need to get everyone together. 
JOE: Yeah, I’d love to put one over on those smarmy new 

teachers. 
FRASER: And those snooty new students. 
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DAVEY: We are every bit as good as them! 
EMMA: And so are our teachers! 
MR FINDLEY:  (Tearfully) Thank you, Emma! 
RACHEL: (Positively) Let’s be positive! 
MADAM ONIONS:  Let’s look on ze bright side. 
MR POTTER: Let us triumph in the face of adversity! 
MR SPROUT:   Let’s make a splash! 
MR FINDLEY:  Let’s be the best! 
MRS FUDGE:  Let’s have a cup of tea! 
JOE & FRASER: Forget about the past. 
EMMA & RACHEL:  Look to the future… 
IZZY & DAVEY: (Big gesture) Every day is a brand new day! 
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SCENE NINE: AFTER THE AUDITIONS 
  
(The auditions have finished and there is a mess left in the school 
hall. Wilf, the caretaker is starting to tidy up after a long day. Gladys, 
the cleaner, is offstage.) 
 
WILF: (Sadly) Oh no! Gladys, come and look at this mess. 
GLADYS: (Coming over) Yes, I thought our kids were bad but 

these new ‘Super-Kids’ are even messier. 
WILF: (Annoyed) It’s not just the kids, look. (He picks up a 

photo) That Simon Trowel has left signed photos of 
himself everywhere.  

GLADYS: (Pulling some gum from under Bruno’s chair) And 
that ‘Bruno Macaroni’ has put chewing gum all over 
his chair! 

BOTH: (Disgusted) Yuk! 
WILF: (Sighing) Aye, they don’t know they’re born, do they, 

Glad? 
GLADYS: No Wilf, you’re right there. 
WILF: Mind you, they can all sing and dance. 
GLADYS: Aye, I’ll give them that, Wilf. 
WILF: Do you know what, Gladys; I used to be a good 

dancer when I was a lad. 
GLADYS: (Laughing) Oh Wilf, I couldn’t see you as a dancer 

somehow. 
WILF: (Remembering) Oh yes, I had all the moves, you 

know; (Starts dancing with his broom) the Waltz, 
the Quick Step, the Tango! 

 (Seriously) Eh Glad, do you remember what it was 
like to be young? 

GLADYS:    (Smiling) Oh, yes Wilf, all them dances we used 
to go to. 

WILF: Hey, I bet you were a good dancer yourself. 
GLADYS: (Smiling) Oh yes, although ballroom was never my 

thing. 
WILF: Ah, there’s nothing like a Foxtrot. 
GLADYS: (Horrified) Oh no, Wilf, that’s cruel. I mean, them 

poor animals chased by all them dogs! 
WILF: (Laughing) No Gladys, I meant the dance! 
GLADYS: (Laughing) Oh, silly me, I see what you mean. 
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WILF: (Puts his broom down) Shall I teach you? It’s easy. 
Here, take my hand. 

 
(As she does, an officious-looking person appears between them 
carrying a clip-board and pen.) 
 
INSPECTOR: (Abruptly) That’s close enough! Move apart! 
WILF: (Shocked) Who are you?! 
INSPECTOR: (Smugly) Who I am, is of no consequence. What I am 

is the new Department Health and Safety Inspector! 
GLADYS: (Embarrassed) I didn’t even know we had one! 
INSPECTOR: (Importantly) I have been employed by the new 

board of Governors to help improve standards of 
health and safety in this educational establishment. 

WILF: (Confused) You what? 
INSPECTOR: And, if I may offer an opinion, not a moment too soon.  
GLADYS: Eh? 
INSPECTOR: Yes, I’m afraid to say that I have found standards 

sadly wanting in this institution. 
GLADYS: (Confused) I thought it was a school? 
INSPECTOR: Yes madam, it is, and may I suggest that you and 

your friend refrain from this extremely reckless and 
dangerous behaviour! 

WILF: (Annoyed) What are you talking about?  
GLADYS: (Worried) We were only dancing. 
INSPECTOR: You were, in fact, a fire hazard. (He gets out a tape 

measure) 
WILF: (In disbelief) What? 
INSPECTOR: (He measures the distance between Wilf and 

Gladys) According to new government guidelines, a 
safe distance must be maintained at all times between 
flammable objects in a theatrical performance. 

WILF: (In disbelief) But we’re not objects, we’re people! 
INSPECTOR: (Pointing to his clipboard) Have you been sprayed 

with a flame retardant substance? 
WILF: Er… No, but… 
INSPECTOR: Well then Sir, I’m afraid you qualify as a fire hazard, 

as do all the cast in this performance. 
GLADYS: (In disbelief) But how? 
INSPECTOR: Well, put it this way, if one of you were to catch fire, 

you would immediately ignite anyone within range. It 
could cause a rapid and uncontrollable conflagration 
that would place the entire establishment at risk. 
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WILF: That’s just daft! 
INSPECTOR: It’s not daft, Sir, it’s the rules! 
WILF: So if I were to move a step nearer to Gladys… (He 

moves nearer to her) 
INSPECTOR: (Placing his clipboard between them) That’s close 

enough, Sir! 
GLADYS: (Annoyed) But what about the audience? 
INSPECTOR: (Horrified) You’ve got an audience?? (He looks out 

front in horror) 
WILF: Well, of course we’ve got an audience!  
INSPECTOR: (He marches into the audience and starts 

measuring them) Oh no, this is terrible! Do you 
people realise you could have this entire place up in 
smoke? Oh dear, oh dear, I’m going to have to report 
this! (He returns back on stage) 

WILF: Who are you going to report it to? 
INSPECTOR: (Whispering) To she-who-must-be-obeyed. (He 

looks up in the air) 
GLADYS: (Looking up too) Who is ‘she’? 
INSPECTOR: (Shushing her) I cannot name her for she has 

powers we cannot imagine! 
WILF: (Looking around) But there’s no-one here! 
INSPECTOR: (Shushing him) Oh don’t be fooled, Sir. She has 

eyes and ears everywhere! 
WILF: (Casually) Yeah, I knew a girl like that once… 
INSPECTOR: (Shushing him) Shh! She controls everything that 

goes on in the school! 
GLADYS: (Smiling) Oh, you mean Mrs Tate… 
INSPECTOR: No, she is even more powerful. She has spies all 

around us! 
 
(At this point the three characters freeze on stage while a stage 
manager comes on.) 
 
STAGE MANAGER: (To the audience) At this point the author would like 

to point out that all the characters portrayed in this 
play are entirely fictional and bear no resemblance to 
anyone alive, dead or anywhere in between! 

 
(The SM walks off and the action resumes.) 
 
WILF: (Picking up his broom) Right then, we’d better get 

on with it. 
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(He starts to brush the floor.) 
 
INSPECTOR: Just a minute, Sir! (Snatching his broom from him) 

How long is that broom? 
WILF: (Dismayed) How would I know? 
INSPECTOR: (Measuring the broom) Just as I thought! It’s five 

centimetres longer than regulations. I’ll have to cut it 
down to size! 

WILF: (Seething) It’s not the only thing that needs cutting 
down to size! 

GLADYS: (Restraining Wilf) Now then, Wilf! We don’t want any 
trouble! 

INSPECTOR: (Smiling sickly) Very sensible, Madam. I’m off now to 
report my findings back to (Looks around and 
whispers) You-know-who! (To Wilf) I don’t think 
she’ll take kindly to your attitude, Sir. 

  
(He snaps his tape measure shut and walks off carrying Wilf’s broom.) 
 
WILF: (Seething) I know where I’d like to stick his tape 

measure! 
GLADYS: (Restraining him) Now then, Wilf! Come on, we’ve 

got the rest of the school to clean before tomorrow, 
and it’s getting late. 

WILF: (Calming down) OK Gladys, I suppose you’re right. 
 
(They exit as the Creepy Night Music starts.) 
 
TRACK 34: SFX - CREEPY NIGHT 
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SCENE TEN: LATER THAT NIGHT 
  
(The lights dim as the six rebel students creep in. They are wearing 
dark clothes and disguises such as beanie hats and scarves around 
their faces. Joe and Fraser walk backwards into one another and both 
jump in fright.) 
 
FRASER: (Jumping) Watch it! 
JOE: (With a bright coloured stocking - pink if possible 

- over his head) It’s not my fault! I can’t see with this 
thing over my head. 

EMMA: (Shining a torch at them) Shut up you two, or you’ll 
get us caught! 

RACHEL: (Whispering) Anyway, you need the disguises, there 
are cameras all around us. 

JOE: (Sulking) I don’t know why I got this one though; it’s 
not exactly cool is it? 

IZZY: (Whispering) It was the only one left and you were 
late to the meeting! 

DAVEY: (Laughing) You snooze, you lose, bro! 
IZZY: (Seriously) Right, you all know what to do! 
FRASER: (Saluting) Yes, boss! 
DAVEY: (Defending her) Leave her alone; someone has to be 

in charge! 
JOE & FRASER: (Mocking him) Ooh! 
DAVEY: (Embarrassed) Shut up, you two! 
IZZY: (Seriously) Come on, let’s get on with it, the show is 

next week and we might not get another chance. 
 
(They all sneak around in different directions. Joe finds a laptop 
computer and takes out his screwdriver.) 
 
JOE: (Excited) Found it! This is where they store all their 

sound and light information. (Starts tapping 
furiously at the keys) This’ll be easy! 

IZZY: (To Davey) Davey, you’d better guard the door for 
intruders. (To Fraser) Fraser, can you remember 
those numbers I read to you? 

FRASER: (Confidently) Well of course, you’re talking to 
‘Memory Man’. 
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IZZY: (To Emma and Rachel) OK you two, it’s time to do 
your stuff, girls! 

RACHEL: Come on Ems, let the sabotage begin!  
 
(They give each other a ‘high-five’.) 
 
EMMA: (Revealing a large pair of scissors) Bring it on!  
 
(They start to cut up a costume that is hanging up.) 
 
JOE: (Excited) OK gang, I’ve hacked into their main 

lighting and sound system. (To Fraser) Are you ready 
with those numbers, Frase? 

FRASER: Any time you like, Joey boy!  
 
(He starts whispering a series of numbers to Joe while Joe types.) 
 
IZZY: (To Emma and Rachel) How are you two ladies 

doing? 
RACHEL: (Holding up a completely destroyed piece of 

costume) I’d like to see them perform in that! 
EMMA: (Holding her scissors) Job done! 
JOE: (Closing the laptop lid) That’s it, sorted! 
FRASER: Yeah! I can’t wait to see them at their next rehearsal. 
DAVEY: (Panicked) Quick, hide! It’s the teachers, they’re all 

here! 
IZZY: (Anxiously) What? Quick, get out of sight! 
 
(They all hide out of sight of the teachers, who sneak in.) 
 
SIMON: (Looking around) Good, no one is here. 
BRUNO: (Confused) So, what’s the deal? 
SIMON: (Checking again) Look, I’m sorry for the late meeting 

but I’ve just had an important phone call. 
CRAIG: (Casually) Really? I get them all the time! 
CHERRI: Who was it, Simon? 
BRUNO: Was it like a Bat-signal shining majestically in the 

night sky? 
SIMON: No Bruno. It was on my mobile. 
CHERRI: Who was it from, Simon? 
SIMON: Actually it was from The Department. 
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BRUNO: Oh? And what do they they want? 
SIMON: Well, they’ve decided to bring the showcase 

inspection forward a tad. 
CHERRI: Forward? When? 
SIMON: (Casually) Tomorrow! 
ALL: (Panicking) What? 
SIMON: (Calmly) All right, all right! Let’s not get into a flap! 
CHERRI: But Simon, the show’s not ready yet! 
BRUNO: Yes, what she said! 
CRAIG: Some of the dances are good but they need 

tightening up! 
SIMON: (Calming them down) Look, there’s nothing we can 

do. I know we all want it to be perfect but no matter 
how rough it is it’ll be good enough to convince that 
team of old amateurs that we can be trusted to control 
their precious little school! 

CRAIG: (Sinister) Then we can proceed to the second part of 
your wicked plan, Simon. (Laughs creepily) 

BRUNO: What plan? 
CRAIG: You know, the one where we turn the school into a 

factory to turn talented kids into money-making reality 
T.V. stars! 

BRUNO: (Nodding enthusiastically) Ah, yes. Then we cast 
them aside into the abyss of show business like little 
piles of dust in the wind! 

CHERRI:  Nicely put, Bruno! In other words, we use their talents 
to make us rich and then we get rid of them! 

SIMON: (Melodramatically) I love it when an evil plan comes 
together! Do you have all their contracts, Cherri? 

CHERRI: Yes; the little angels signed them willingly. 
SIMON: (Laughing) Ah, the promise of stardom! It never fails! 
CHERRI: Well, the show’s tomorrow! We’d better get prepared, 

it’s going be a big day! 
SIMON: (To Craig) Craig, is all the equipment ready? 
CRAIG: Yes boss! It’s all patched! 
SIMON: (To Bruno) And the costumes? 
BRUNO: Yes, They’re all ready to go! 
SIMON: Excellent! Then by tomorrow we will be on our way to 

creating the world’s first X factory and no one 
suspects a thing! 

 

(They laugh in a sinister way and exit, leaving the rebels to gradually 
emerge.) 
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IZZY: (Whispering) Did you hear that? 
DAVEY: (Angry) I know, it’s terrible! 
RACHEL: It’s evil! 
EMMA: It’s Cruel! 
JOE: It’s Diabolical! 
IZZY: And that was just their singing! 
 

(They look at Fraser who has headphones on, nodding to music.) 
 

FRASER: (Looking around at them) What?? 
EMMA: Don’t tell me you missed all that! 
FRASER: (Taking off his headphones) Err… sorry! What 

happened? 
DAVEY: (Bitterly) It’s the new teachers; they’re planning to 

make all the talented kids world-famous! 
FRASER: (Not quite understanding) The fiends! 
IZZY: (Seriously) No Fraser, this is serious! They don’t 

know they’ve been tricked into signing really dodgy 
contracts! 

DAVEY: Yeah, the kids can be used for their talents and then 
dumped as soon as they’ve served their purpose! 

JOE: (Outraged) They’re worse than politicians! 
EMMA: And what’s more, the Showcase is tomorrow! 
FRASER: (Positively) Don’t forget, we’ve sabotaged their 

performance already! 
IZZY: (Thinking) True, but it’s not enough! 
DAVEY: Yeah, they’ll still close the school even if the new staff 

and students fail. 
IZZY: Exactly, we’ve got to somehow show them that we 

deserve to be here on our own merits. 
RACHEL: We’re gonna need help for that! 
IZZY: (Agreeing) You’re right, and I know the people who 

can help us. 
FRASER: Sounds like we’ve got a long night ahead of us! 
DAVEY: Never a truer word spoken, buddy boy! 
IZZY: (Determinedly) They tried to call us average. Well, 

we are going to show them exactly what ‘average’ 
people can do! 

(They all exit led by Izzy.) 
 
TRACK 36: MUSIC & SFX - TRANSITION INTO THE 

SHOWCASE 
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SCENE ELEVEN: THE SHOWCASE 
  
(The lights come up in the school hall with Simon and the staff on one 
side and the Department inspection team on the other. The new 
‘Super-Students’ are ‘backstage’ in their ripped costumes, apparently 
ready to perform their routine.)  
 
SIMON: (Confidently) Teachers, students, parents, governors 

and not forgetting members of our esteemed and 
highly respected Department team, I welcome you all 
to St Dithers for our end of term showcase 
performance. 

SOPHIE: (Entering to get his attention) Sir? 
SIMON: (Ignoring her) Our talented students have been 

working extremely hard to produce a…… 
SOPHIE: (Louder) Sir? 
SIMON: (Getting irritated) …fantastic show for you… 
SOPHIE: (Even louder) Sir?? 
SIMON: (Snapping) WHAT? 
SOPHIE: (Holding up a torn dress) The costumes are ruined!! 
SIMON: (Irritated) Oh really! (To Bruno) I thought you said 

they were all ready? 
BRUNO: (Taking a look at them) They were! 
CRAIG: (Opening his laptop) Hey, we’ve been hacked! 
CHERRI: (Trying to help) Simon, you really need to see this! 
SIMON: (Irritated) What is it now? 
CRAIG: (Looking at the screen) All the lighting and sound 

cues have been changed. 
SIMON: (Seething) Amateurs!! 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Standing) Is there a problem, Mr Trowel? 
SIMON: (Smiling nervously) Erm... no, not at all, Ms 

Grimshaw. 
MS GRIMSHAW: Well, may we proceed? 
SIMON: (Sickly grin) Ms Grimshaw, may I call you Imelda? 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Bluntly) No, you may not! 
DAPHNE: (In the distance) I’m not wearing that! 
SIMON: (Stalling for time) Ms Grimshaw, we have a few 

minor technical hitches that I’m sure we can sort out 
in a few…… 

CHAD: (In the distance) She looks ridiculous! 
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MS GRIMSHAW: (Writing on her clipboard) Mr Trowel, I am not in the 
habit of being kept waiting! 

SIMON: Of course not, Ms Grimshaw. 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Writing on her clipboard) Well then, kindly get on 

with it! 
SIMON:  It can’t be worse than some of the drivel we’ve seen! 

(Anxiously to Craig) Are you ready yet, Craig? 
BRUNO: (Still typing furiously) This is gonna take time. 
SIMON: (Irritated) We haven’t got time! 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Overhearing) Precisely. Mr... erm ‘Cardboard’, begin 

now or forever hold your peace! 
CRAIG: (Stopping suddenly) OK, you asked for it! 
 

(The music starts and a group of dancers appear in rags while the 
backing track is a complete mess. People valiantly try to sing the 
number but it is a shambles.) 

 
TRACK 37: MUSIC - SHOWCASE TRACK MESSED-UP 
 
(During the track the performers gallantly try to sing and dance their 

well-rehearsed routine but it is a disaster. Various 
people try to shout instructions over the din.) 

 
CHERRI: (Astonished) Oh wow. It’s awful! 
BRUNO: (Shouting over the din) Make it stop. Make it stop! 
MISS BLUNT: (Covering her ears) I’ve got a headache! 
CHERRI: (Trying to stop it) That’s enough! 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Shouting) Mr Trowel, I think we’ve seen enough! 
SIMON: (Irritated) All right, stop the music. (He can’t be 

heard). (In despair) All right, that’s enough! 
CRAIG: What? 
SIMON: (Louder) I said STOP! 
CRAIG: (Shouting) WHAT? 
SIMON: (Louder still) STOP!!!! 
 
(Eventually the track ends in feedback, the performers collapse on the 
floor and there is silence while everyone looks at Ms Grimshaw for 
her reaction.) 
 
MS GRIMSHAW: Is it… modern? 
CRAIG: (Back to being a judge) Appalling! 
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BRUNO: It was like a beautiful butterfly turned into a slug! 
MS GRIMSHAW: Well I think I’ve seen enough. (She stands up with 

Miss Blunt) You shall receive my full report in the 
morning, Mr Trowel.  

 
(She starts to leave until Davey suddenly appears, backed up by the 

other five rebels.) 
 
DAVEY: (Bravely stepping forward) Wait a minute, Miss! 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Astonished) Sorry? Who is this? 
IZZY: (Joining him) This is Davey, my name is Izzy and we 

are the kids you tried to get rid of! 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Shocked) Pardon? 
EMMA: (Fist-pumping) We’re the rebels! 
RACHEL: The vigilantes! 
FRASER: The Chaff! (Everyone looks at him, confused) Just 

an expression! 
MISS BLUNT: (To Ms Grimshaw) Are they going to kill us? 
IZZY: (Overhearing) No, of course we’re not going to kill 

you! 
DAVEY: (Laughing) Although, it’s not a bad back-up plan! 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Calming down) OK young man, you have our 

attention, what do you want? 
SIMON: (Butting in) Ms Grimshaw, is this really necessary? 
MS GRIMSHAW: Sit down Mr Trowel, you’ve had your go and we all 

know how that ended! 
 
(He sits down humiliated while there is laughter from the other 
students.) 
 
DAVEY: (Seriously) All we want is a chance to show what we 

can do. 
IZZY: (Passionately) This is our school. We are proud of it 

and we want it back again! 
 
(Suddenly Mrs Crabtree enters and speaks in a booming voice.) 
 
MRS CRABTREE: (Loudly and clearly) Well said, Izzy!  
 
(Everyone gasps.) 
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EMMA: (Waving) Hi Miss! 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Shouting) Shut up girl, and sit down! 
MRS CRABTREE: Don’t you shout at my students! This is my school, my 

staff, my students and I’m proud of every single one of 
them! 

MS GRIMSHAW: (Facing up to her) And whom do you think you are 
addressing? 

MRS CRABTREE: (Rising even taller) I am addressing YOU, Madam. I 
am the Principal of St. Dithers School and let me tell 
you (Pokes her) we are NOT Average! 

 
(The rebels cheer.) 
 
JOE: (To Ms Grimshaw) So stick that in your pipe and 

smoke it! 
MRS CRABTREE: (Firmly) Joe!! 
JOE: (Worried) Too far, Miss?  
 
(Mrs Crabtree nods, smiling at him.) 
 
IZZY: (Passionately) Please just give us a chance, Miss. 

You’ve taken away our school, our teachers and our 
pride. Give us one chance to show you that we are 
not average. We are all amazing! 

MS GRIMSHAW: (Pompously) Well, you’ve talked the talk, now walk 
the walk! 

IZZY: (Smiling) Thank you. 
DAVEY: (Shouts across to the piano) OK Mr Quaver! HIT IT! 
   
(Mr Quaver has magically appeared at the piano surrounded by the 
rest of the St Dithers staff all holding various musical instruments. He 
starts to play his ‘jazzed up’ version of the school song. Everyone 
starts to sing). 
 
SINGING 
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(After the song there is a general sense of congratulations. Eventually 
all eyes are fixed upon Ms Grimshaw and the Department team. 
Meanwhile some of the new students tentatively approach the rebel 
group.) 
 
DAPHNE: (Surprised) That was amazing! If you’re starting a 

band, can I join? I’ve never really fitted in with this lot. 
(Points at the ‘Super-Students’) I don’t think I’ve got 
the right image! 

IZZY: (Smiling) Hey Daphne, You’re more than welcome.  
RACHEL: (Patting her back) Consider yourself one of the gang!  
 
(Daphne smiles.) 
 
SOPHIE: (Quietly) And I’m really sorry for the way we treated 

you all. 
CHAD: Yes, although we don’t want to be in your gang or 

anything! 
SOPHIE: No, ‘obvs’, although we think you’re really quite OK 

after all! 
DAVEY: (Enthusiastically) Wow! High praise indeed! 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Clearing her throat) Ahem! 
FRASER: (Confidently) And what do you want? 
MS GRIMSHAW: (Dismayed) Is no-one interested in what I’ve got to 

say? 
JOE: (Laughing) No, not really!  
 
(They all laugh.) 
 
MS GRIMSHAW: Well as it happens, I’m going to recommend that the 

school is NOT average after all! 
IZZY: We don’t need you to tell us that! 
MRS CRABTREE: (Humbly) No you don’t, and I am so sorry I ever 

doubted you myself. I should have stood up to them in 
the first place. 

MS GRIMSHAW: (Leaving) Well I think our work is done here. Good 
luck until next time. (To Miss Blunt who is 
hypnotized by what she has seen) Miss Blunt!  

 
(Miss Blunt snaps out of her daze and follows, waving. Both of them 
exit.) 
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MR POTTER: (Nervously) Does that mean we can have our old 
jobs back? 

MR SPROUT: (On his knees) Please take us back! 
MADAM ONIONS: (Shivering) It’s zo cold out zere! 
MRS CRABTREE: (Astonished) Don’t tell me you’ve been waiting 

outside all this time? 
MR FINDLEY: We had nowhere else to be! 
 
MR QUAVER: I’m just so happy that thanks to these wonderful 

youngsters, I finally got to play my song. 
DAVEY: (Enthusiastically) I think you’ve got a hit on your 

hands, Mr Quaver!  
 
(Everyone laughs.) 
 
BANT: (Appearing with Beck) Hey guys, that was 

awesome! 
BECK: (To the audience with microphone) It’s official, St 

Dithers has talent! 
SIMON: (Eventually piping up) And where, exactly, do we fit 

into this cosy little plan? 
MRS CRABTREE: (Enjoying the power) Oh, I think you know the 

answer to that, Mr Trowel. 
CRAIG: (Casually) I suppose we could work with some of the 

riff-raff if necessary. 
MRS CRABTREE: (Annoyed) And whom are you calling ‘riff-raff’ Mr 

Rebel-Cardboard? 
CRAIG: It’s nothing personal, Madam! 
MRS CRABTREE: (Pointing at him) You’re FIRED! 
CHERRI: (Amazed) You can’t do that! 
BRUNO: We’re professionals! 
MRS CRABTREE: (To the ‘Super-Teachers’) Actually, You are all fired! 

(They start to leave.) Off you go! 
ALL REBELS: (Mock waving) Bye!  
 
BRUNO: (Looking back) But I’m a celebrity! 
EVERYONE: (Pointing at him) GET HIM OUT OF HERE! 
 
(All the cast cheer and hug each other leading into the bows.) 
 
TRACK 39: FINALE/BOWS 
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(This medley can be sung or just walked through. After everyone has 
gone the Safety Inspector appears carrying the clipboard and looking 
at the audience.) 
 
INSPECTOR: (Pointing at the audience) What are you lot still 

doing here? Don’t you realise you are causing a 
serious health and safety issue. Come on, GET OUT!! 
(Ad-lib until the end) 
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