ACT 1 - Scene 1

The scene takes place in the recreational area of the Transitions Academy where a small group of young people are awaiting the arrival of visitors to their open day. The set consists of a pool table, stage left and some easy chairs, centre stage and stage right. Sport, wearing a stylish tracksuit top and shorts, is doing push ups, stage left, and Mouse is tapping the keys of his electronic keyboard which is attached to his wheel chair, stage right.  Mr Smoothly, their Principal, enters stage left looking very smartly dressed with a carnation in his button hole.

Mr Smoothly
(cheerily) Good morning everyone.  How are you all today?

Mouse

(turning to face Nr Smoothly) Well, actually Mr Smoothly we haven’t had a single

visitor yet.

Sport

 (speaking in a strong Australian accent) I think they’re too scared to come in here.  



They’re afraid I’ll beat them at table tennis or pool or that they won’t be able to do 



as many squat thrusts as me.

Mouse

How can that be true if we haven’t met anybody yet?  Maybe they’ve seen Butterfly 



standing outside.  She’s enough to frighten anybody off.  Goodness knows what 



she’ll be wearing today.

Mr Smoothly
Don’t be too hard on her.  She’s only expressing her individuality through what she 



wears,  just as you express your individuality through your computer.
Mouse

Sorry Mr Smoothly.  

Sport
Look out; here she comes now and it looks like she’s wearing something that’s been specially made for today.

Enter Butterfly stage left outrageously dressed like a brightly coloured butterfly with her name in large letters around the brim of very large floppy hat.  She also wears large film star sunglasses.
Mr Smoothly
Hello Butterfly.  My; you are looking particularly dazzling today.  

Butterfly
Well fank you Mr Smoovly.  It’s nice to know that someone appreciates all my ard work.

Mr Smoothly
I presume that this particular outfit is one of your own special creations.

Butterfly
Certainly is.  If I’m going to be a top fashion designer I can’t be seen wearing ovver 



designer’s clothes; can I?
Mr Smoothly
Absolutely not.

Sport

Why have you got your name on your hat?
Butterfly
It’s so I can promote my brand. You never know who might be coming to this open 



day.  Supposing Stella, Naomi or Kate turned up. 

Sport
I don’t think that’s very likely, do you?  And why are you wearing sun glasses as well?  The sun’s not shining; we’re inside.
Butterfly
It’s all part of the image.  People wear cool shades like mine, so they’ll stand out

and get recognised. 

Mouse

It’s us who need the sunglasses.

Sport

(looking stage left) Hey; it looks like our first visitor is arriving.
Mouse

(looking stage left in amazement) Wow!  This is my kind of visitor.

Enter EMO stage left with lights flashing and his antenna rotating.
Mr Smoothly
A very good afternoon to you Sir.  My name is Mr Harrington Smoothly, Principal of 



this fine academy.  Who do I have the privilege of addressing?

EMO

(slowly in a monotone) Good Afternoon Mr Smoothly.  I am EMO.

Mr Smoothly     You have a charming if unusual name.

EMO

It stands for ‘Electro Mechanical Operative’.

Mr Smoothly 
How interesting and where are you from?

EMO
I’m a prototype robot from the university, who nobody wants any more.  I was left plugged in at the back of a scrap metal shed but this just over energised my circuits  and blew me off my power source, so I had to come out.

Mr Smoothly
Well you’re very welcome here Mr EMO. (holding out his hand and stepping towards EMO)  Here, let me shake your hand. 

EMO

Stop!  Please do not come any closer.

Mr Smoothly
Why ever not?

EMO

Because I am the ‘Electric Man’.  Listen and I will tell you more.

EMO moves to the centre of the stage as the instrumental introduction of the song begins.

SONG

THE ELECTRIC MAN

EMO 

I don’t mind you staring but you mustn’t get too daring

Cos I’m afraid you don’t realise

Just what I can do to you; I can shock you through and through

I can give you such a big surprise

Cos I am the electric man

Don’t try to touch me with your hand

Cos you might go up with a bang

Cos I am the electric man

Better keep your distance; you don’t have the right resistance

To cope with me if I should blow a fuse

It only takes a little spark to make you light up in the dark

And you have got an awful lot to lose

Cos I am the electric man

Don’t try to touch me with your hand

Cos you might go up with a bang

Cos I am the electric man

Don’t you feel rejected cos we cannot be connected

The trouble is that I am supercharged

I can’t risk an overload; if I did I might explode

So I don’t think that you should step too far

Cos I am the electric man

Don’t try to touch me with your hand

Cos you might go up with a bang

Cos I am the electric man

Cos I am the electric man
Fade to blackout
