ACT 2 - Scene 3

The scene takes place at the secret headquarters of the Venomous Corporation.  The group are imprisoned in a darkened room with no windows.  Butterfly and Sport sit opposite each other

and Mouse is in his wheel chair facing the audience.  EMO is propped up in a chair stage right and must remain motionless throughout the scene.  Enter Knee Jerk and Doctor Migraine, stage jeft, carrying 3 bags of oversized clothes.

Knee Jerk
OK you schmucks; listen up.  Me and the Doc here got 3 bags of clothes for you to 



wear while we take your clothes to the laundry, so get your clothes off now.
Butterfly
Listen mate I ain’t takin my clothes off in front of you or any of your creepy mates. 



Anyway I’ve got loads of spare clothes with me in my case, remember.

Knee Jerk
What about underwear?

Butterfly
Now don’t you start getting saucy; I’ve got plenty knickers and bras wiv me as well.  When you’re a model you ave to ave plenty of that kind of stuff wiv you all the time.

Butterfly walks over to her case and takes out a handful of underwear which she then holds up.


See!

Dr Migraine
Vot my colleague really means is zat we would like you to go to ze 

bathrooms and change and then give us the clothes you are wearing.

Sport and Mouse exit stage right after first taking their bags of clothes from Knee Jerk.  Mouse leaves his wheel chair and uses crutches.

Knee Jerk
Your friends need to think themselves very lucky because they’re not getting any old clothes to wear but some of my best spare work-out clothes.

Butterfly
Why didn’t you get them some proper clothes to wear?

Knee Jerk
Cos I don’t have time to go trailing round shops looking for the right sizes.

Butterfly
Are the shops a long way from ere?

Knee Jerk
No there are hundreds of em all around us.
Dr Migraine       Knee Jerk, I sink that is quite enough information for ze young lady to hear.

Knee Jerk
Sure Doc, I ain’t givin nothing away.  Every big city’s got loads o shops in the middle.

Dr Migraine
Zere you go again.
Knee Jerk
OK, OK.

Enter Sport and Mouse wearing shorts and polo shirts that are far too big for them. They hand Knee 

Jerk their bags of dirty clothes.

Sport
You’d better get a move on cos I don’t wanna be wearing these clothes for any longer than I have to.

Butterfly
Hey Sport; don’t worry – nobody’s gonna see you anyway.  Wiv a few alterations I could make you look quite retro.

Knee Jerk
Play around with those clothes sister and you’re dead meat.

Sport
Take no notice of him Butterfly; he’s a pussycat with a big meow.

Exit Kneejerk, stage left, with a disgruntled look on his face and holding the laundry bags.  He is 

accompanied by Doctor Migraine.


This place is beginning to get me down.  We don’t know whether it’s day or night. We need some fresh air and a place we can exercise properly.

Mouse
Why don’t you ask them if they can give us an outside space then?  I‘d ask doctor Migraine rather than Knee Jerk.  I don’t think you and him are working out, if you see what I mean.

Butterfly
Ow long ave we actually been ere now; it feels like monfs?  I can’t fink what my little Marmi is going frough.  I miss im so much.

Butterfly paces around the stage anxiously with a thoughtful look on her face as she sings the song.

SONG
HOW I WONDER

Butterfly 
Used to go out walking seven days a week

Now we’re separated things are looking bleak

Used to be together every single day

But who knows what he’s going through now I have gone away?

Nobody can tell him what’s happened and explain

How long he will be waiting till I’m home again

He might think I don’t love him or want him any more

I think about him all the time and long to hug and kiss him like before

How I wonder how he’s feeling about my leaving; is he grieving?

Am I just a fading memory?

Is he hurting from rejection, disconnection of affection?

Or have I been assigned to history?

Is he pining, agonising; is he crying and declining?

Bewildered as he lies there all alone

How’s he taking all the waiting till I’m home?

Though I’m not religious all I do is pray

For a guardian angel to keep him safe each day

While I’m in this prison with no key for the door

Every moment I’m away I miss him more and more

Sometimes when I’m sleeping I try to pretend

He’s on my bed there with me lying at the end 

But when I wake each morning and I don’t see his face 

I start to cry but have to try to think of all the ways I can escape

How I wonder how he’s feeling about my leaving; is he grieving?

Am I just a fading memory?

Is he hurting from rejection, disconnection of affection?

Or have I been assigned to history?

Is he pining, agonising; is he crying and declining?

Bewildered as he lies there all alone

How’s he taking all this waiting till I’m home?

How’s he taking all this waiting till I’m home?

Fade to blackout
