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Characters
WISE WOMAN:


KITES:
A group of performers, with three speaking parts:

GOA:
Expects to be in command all the time.

IFFY:
Never sure of anything; nervous.

JIWAWA:
A calming influence.

MONKEYS:
A group of performers, with three speaking parts:

AMBRA:
Tries to be in charge.

BEZEL:
A real comedian.

CAPER:
Excitable.

SNAKES:
A group of performers, with three speaking parts:

DUMARI:
Devious and sinister.

EEP:
Cockney accent, cheeky.

FRAZAN:
Cynical and always sleepy.

LIONS:
A group of performers, with three speaking parts:

PRAN:
The leader - particularly arrogant.

QUOYA:
Snobbish and affected.

NABARA:
A baby lion, much friendlier.

HUMANS:
A group of performers, with three speaking parts:

OZ:
The leader, full of his own importance.

REB:
Very keen, never stops to listen, over-educated.

TOYA:
Good at explaining things, patient, friendly.

Apart from Wise Woman the names are chosen at random and are not referred to in the dialogue; you may prefer to use the performers' own names.  The script uses "he" and "his", but performers can be of either sex (except preferably the Wise Woman).

RUNNING TIME:
45 minutes.

Scene:  A clearing in the Jungle.

As the lights come up slowly on an empty stage, the sounds of jungle birds and animals are heard.  And possibly an overture.

The kites fly on.  They are on poles or wires above the performers' heads.

SONG:
"High as a kite"

The Solo can be the same performer or a different one each time.

KITES:
High as a kite: that's what they say.
Swooping and soaring, to welcome the morning.
Free as a bird, up in the sky,
We see the rivers.  We see the forest.
We see the jungle, our only home.


While we're up there, high in the air,
There are no problems to make us uneasy.
No ties at all, nothing to fear,
Feeling our bodies moved by the currents
Hearing our voices still calling, calling.

SOLO:
Something's happened to the jungle.
Something that we can't ignore.
Something's happened to the jungle:
It's smaller than before.
Every year we see it shrinking,
like the water we are drinking.
Not so many flying, far too many dying:
we just feel like crying.

KITES:
What can we do?  Choices are few.
No-one would listen if we were to tell them
But all the same, we point the blame:
It was the humans!  They stole our jungle.
They are the ones who caused all this pain.


Sometimes they build cities and towns.
They say they need them to hold all the humans.
Sometimes they just turn it to dust.
Gone are the rivers.  Gone are the forests.
Gone is the jungle for ever, ever.

SOLO:
Do they think they own the planet?
Do they think they have the right?
Do they think the jungle creatures
will die without a fight?
Do we think that we don't matter
in a world that they've invented?
When the world is covered by a single city
will they be contented?

KITES:
High as a kite, that's where we fly
But we must always come back to the jungle.
We need to feed; we need to sleep;
Need to be building nests for our babies
Need to be teaching them how to fly


Here on the ground, we are afraid
Not of the jungle: we know we belong here.
But we have found new kinds of fear:
Fear of the humans; fear of the changes;
Fear that the jungle is fading, fading

SOLO:
Can you see the jungle?  Is the picture fading?
Can you hear the wild birds still calling, calling?

KITES:
High as a kite, we need to fly
We need to fly here, or die.

GOA:
On my command - land in the clearing.  (Looks round to make sure everyone is attending.)  Land!

The poles are smoothly lowered so that the birds are at the performers' chest height and the performers stop moving around.  Iffy is still flying around, erratically.


I said land!

IFFY:
I know, but I'm still not very good at landing.  Give me time.

GOA:
How can you be so stupid?  You just stop flying  - -  and you land.

IFFY:
(going round in circles)  No, I just stop flying  - -  and I crash!

The other birds cower as he spins around, narrowly avoiding several of them, and eventually lands with a bump.


(big sigh)  Made it!

GOA:
That's a relief to everybody!

JIWAWA:
(going over to Iffy)  Don't worry, I'm sure you'll get the hang of it eventually.  Just keep practising.

GOA:
But not near me - you make me nervous.

JIWAWA:
Don't take any notice.  We were all beginners once.

GOA:
Yes, but most of us got better!

JIWAWA:
Well, I must say this looks a very nice clearing.  Is this where we're meeting the Wise Woman?

GOA:
If my navigation's correct.

JIWAWA:
I'm sure it is.  Look, here she comes now.

The Wise Woman enters, wearing an animal skin cloak and walking with a stick.

WISE WOMAN:
Welcome.  You're the first to arrive, and at least you can see the problem.

GOA:
You mean the jungle shrinking.

WISE WOMAN:
Yes, that's what we need to talk about.

IFFY:
Are there other groups coming too?

WISE WOMAN:
Of course.  We need all the help we can get.

Sounds of roaring and hooting offstage.  The birds jump and are ready to fly off.

GOA:
No flying!  I told you there would be others at this gathering.  No cause for alarm.

IFFY:
But  - -  but it sounds like  - -

GOA:
I'm not sure.  It could be  - -  the kings of the Jungle.  Maybe we should just  - -  move out of their way a little.

The kites exit nervously.  The Wise Woman watches them in amusement, then also exits.  A pause, then the monkeys rush on through the audience, making hooting noises, scratching themselves, stealing people's belongings as they pass (these can be planted with members of the audience), and assemble on stage with their trophies which they then try to wear.  A lot of noise and silliness.

AMBRA:
Let's see what we've got then.

The monkeys who have taken items parade with them.


That's very smart.  (Next)  Not bad.  (Next)  Marks and Spencer.  (Next)  Quite fetching if you like that sort of thing.

Bezel is wearing a large pair of spotted bloomers on his head.


That's terrible - I wouldn't be seen dead wearing those.

BEZEL:
If you were dead, you wouldn't know what you were wearing!

The monkeys laugh at Ambra, who cuffs some of them.

CAPER:
(wearing a coat or jacket far too big for him)  What do you think?  Will I grow into it?

AMBRA:
Not if I can help it!

The monkeys laugh at Caper.  Ambra takes the coat off Caper and wears it himself.


Now we're all dressed up, it's time to sing our song.  Let's show the jungle who's in charge.

All the monkeys voice their approval and line up for the song.

SONG:
"Party!"

This can be sung by the whole group or split up as required.


If you want a party come and join the fun,
with the monkeys, monkeys, see how we run!
There'll be chasing, racing, and all kinds of games
We'll be happy unless it rains.
We don't need a birthday: any old excuse
for a party, party, we're cutting loose.
We're not sitting, knitting a grandmother's shawl
No we're going to have a ball!
Who needs the lions and tigers bossing us all about!
Thinking they own the jungle: they're just a pack of louts!
All of you are welcome, if you want to play.
Never mind tomorrow, let's enjoy today.
And we don't care what your name is
Join in the party and stay.

Living in the jungle, swinging through the trees,
we're the monkeys, monkeys, everyone sees
That we're lazy, crazy, they know we don't care
Just as long as we get our share.
What's the use of planning for a rainy day?
All those party poopers get in the way.
When we're dancing, prancing and playing our tricks,
We don't care how we get our kicks.
Who cares if other creatures may be a bit too large?
We've got some nuts and berries.
That means that we're in charge.
Come and join the party: food and drink is free.
Shoots and leaves and insects: that's our cup of tea,
So I don't know why you're waiting
Come to the party with me: you know you'll love it!
Come to the party with me.

WISE WOMAN:
(off)  Hey you monkeys, what are you playing at?

CAPER:
It's the Wise Woman!

They quickly line up and try to look innocent.  The Wise Woman enters.

WISE WOMAN:
It's no good trying to look innocent - I know you're up to no good.  Where did you get those from?

BEZEL:
Charity shop.

WISE WOMAN:
There aren't any charity shops in the jungle.

BEZEL:
I just opened one.  It's called "Save the Monkeys".

WISE WOMAN:
(laughing)  You won't get any customers with a name like that!

She takes the item of clothing off the nearest monkey and addresses the audience.


Who does this belong to?

An audience member responds; she sends the monkey off to return the item.


What about this one?

She goes through the others similarly.  Last is Bezel with the spotted bloomers.


Oh, and here's something special!  Come on now, own up!  (Pause while she and all the monkeys look searchingly around the audience.)  All right, see me afterwards in private.

AMBRA:
So why did you summon us, Wise Woman?  Not just to tell us off again?  We were just going to start our party.

WISE WOMAN:
No time for parties now.  I need your help.

CAPER:
To do what?

WISE WOMAN:
I'll explain when everyone else is here.

BEZEL:
You mean  - -  other animals are coming?

They all start to look nervous.

There is a hissing sound from off-stage.

WISE WOMAN:
Oh yes.  In fact I can hear the next group arriving now.

CAPER:
Snakes!

MONKEYS:
Snakes!

They all scamper off in alarm.  The Wise Woman smiles, shakes her head and follows them off.  The snakes appear.  They are arm puppets (preferably with tongues which can dart out), and initially several of them appear behind a hedge of vegetation and in the forks of trees, etc. so that only the puppets can be seen.  Lots of hissing sounds.

DUMARI:
Don't be afraid.

EEP:
There's no need to be sss-scared of us.

FRAZAN:
We don't eat monkeys - they're far too big.  We want sss-something sss-smaller!

SONG:
"Small furry animals"

DUMARI:
There's a sss-sound like the wind
as it whistles through the trees
But it's not in the air,
and it isn't just a breeze
It's the sss-sound of the sss-snakes
as we sss-slither in the grass
And we hiss-sss when we talk
and we hiss-sss when we laugh.

SNAKES:
(laughing)  Ssss, ssss, ssss.

DUMARI:
We can see all the animals scampering away.
We would love to be friendly, but they don't want to play.
And we know we can't stand tall and proud
like the tigers, lions and all that crowd,
And we know we can't fly round like birds,
but we know what we want, just mark my words!

SNAKES:
(laughing)  Ssss, ssss, ssss.

The performers come on as they sing the chorus, led by Dumari, Eep and Frazan.


CHORUS

ALL:
And what we want is small furry animals
Small furry animals, small furry animals.
They're so cute we love them all
Though they don't seem to like it when they hear us call.
Yes what we want is small furry animals
They're just so much fun.
And then when we've eaten them we feel good
Just lying in the sun.

During the next verse the snakes  roam around the audience looking for small furry animals.

EEP:
It's a shame, just the same, that we always get the blame
And they soon make it plain
we're the villains of the game.
But it's not really fair - everybody's got to eat!
And we just want a share
of those walking lumps of meat!

SNAKES:
(laughing)  Ssss, ssss, ssss.

EEP:
Do you think we're barbarians?  What a lot of fuss!
If you're not vegetarians, you're as bad as us.
Just because your meat is sold in shops
And it's all cut neatly into chops
Doesn't mean that it's not quite so dead
So we'll all have a laugh at you instead!

SNAKES:
(laughing)  Ssss, ssss, ssss.

By the end of the verse the snakes back are in the aisles.


SECOND CHORUS

ALL ON RIGHT:
And what we want is?

ALL ON LEFT:
Small furry animals.

ALL ON RIGHT:
(spoken)  Small furry animals?

ALL ON LEFT:
(shouted)  Small furry animals!

ALL:
(sing remainder of chorus).

During the next verse the performers return to the stage.

FRAZAN:
If you're fleet on your feet
You can pounce or you can leap
But I'm almost asleep, so my method is to creep.
If I stay very quiet in the shadow of a rock
Something might come along:
they don't even have to knock.

SNAKES:
(laughing)  Ssss, ssss, ssss.

FRAZAN:
So if you come across me, don't pat me on the back,
'cause I might be digesting some little furry snack.
In the afternoons I'm rather slow
And I sometimes let my playmates go.
Can you understand the way I feel?
I'm afraid it'll spoil my evening meal!

SNAKES:
(laughing)  Ssss, ssss, ssss.


THIRD CHORUS

The performers throw out their arms on the words "What" and "want", then again each time the phrase "small furry animals" occurs, but they don't sing the phrase - they get the audience to sing it!

(If their arms get tired during the dialogue, the performers can fold their arms and just raise the snake's head occasionally.)

Dumari inspects Eep, who has a large lump half-way down.

DUMARI:
What's wrong with your neck?  Or do I mean your body?

EEP:
I ate something a bit too big.  I think it was a cricket.  Or a bat.

DUMARI:
Or a cricket bat, more likely!

FRAZAN:
What are we doing here anyway?

DUMARI:
I told you - the Wise Woman summoned us.

FRAZAN:
I'm tired.  I just want to go to sss-sleep.

EEP:
You're always tired.

FRAZAN:
Why should we do what the Wise Woman says?

DUMARI:
Because she knows things that we don't.

FRAZAN:
That doesn't mean she's in charge of us.

DUMARI:
I didn't say she was.  We listen to her - then we decide what to do.

FRAZAN:
That's better.

DUMARI:
I suggest we wait out of sight and see what develops.  I'm sure we'll come up with something to our advantage.

EEP:
Something small and furry, perhaps?

The snakes retire behind the foliage; we may glimpse some of them during the next scene.  There is a loud roar from offstage.  The stage darkens.  A pause, then another roar.  A lion enters majestically and sings the verse; the other lions process on as the chorus starts.  Pran can be the soloist; if not he leads the procession.

SONG:
"Make way!"

SOLO:
From the darkness of the night, just before the dawn,
Softly into the light, as the day is born.
Into the clearing where we will stay,
You can hear me say at the break of day,
"Make way!", "Make way!"


CHORUS

LIONS:
Make way for us, we're the kings of the jungle.
Give us some space.  Cover your face.
Bow as the kings pass by
Don't play with us, we're the kings of the jungle.
Lords of the Earth, ruling from birth,
Letting you live or die.
For we are your mighty leaders.
We are the ones who know.
And you are the ones who need us
To show you the way to go.

SOLO:
Here in this unchanging world, we will always reign.
So full of dignity: see my royal mane.
We give the orders.  Make no delay.
There's a price to pay if you don't obey:
"Make way!", "Make way!"


CHORUS

PRAN:
Where is everyone?  I don't expect to be kept waiting.  I am royalty, after all.

QUOYA:
Some of these animals need to be taught their place.

NABARA:
But this is their place.

QUOYA:
Keep quiet - you're too young to know anything about the world.

NABARA:
I like it here.

PRAN:
Of course you do - this is our world.  We are the kings of the Jungle, and everyone must do as we command.

NABARA:
Except the humans.

PRAN:
Who told you about humans?

QUOYA:
They don't live here.  We don't need to worry about them.

PRAN:
There are no humans in this jungle.

The Wise Woman enters.


(hurriedly)  Well, apart from the Wise Woman of course.  About time you turned up: we've been waiting for ages.

WISE WOMAN:
No, you were the last to arrive.  (calling)  Come on out, the rest of you - the gathering has begun.

The other animals (including Snakes and Kites in this term) come on somewhat cautiously, not saying anything.  The stage lightens again.  The Wise Woman watches until they have all settled down.


I've called you together to discuss something that affects us all.

QUOYA:
(disgusted)  Oh really!

PRAN:
You have no right to call a gathering.  You're not one of us - you're a human.

This provokes a lot of chatter, some agreeing, some disagreeing.

JIWAWA:
(stepping forward nervously)  Let's not be hasty.  The Wise Woman has lived here longer than any of us.

QUOYA:
But she's a human.

JIWAWA:
She's been very helpful to all the animals, hasn't she.

General murmurs of agreement.


She even rescued a baby lion from a pit and took it back to its mother.

NABARA:
That was me.  I would have died there.

JIWAWA:
She's done things for all of us.  I think we should hear what she has to say.

PRAN:
Well  - -  All right then.

WISE WOMAN:
The old ways are changing; the jungle isn't what it was.

PRAN:
Of course it is.  Always has been - always will be.

GOA:
No, she's right.  We've seen it, from up there.  It's getting smaller.

QUOYA:
Nonsense.

IFFY:
(rushing up to Quoya, excitably)  It's true, the jungle really is  - -  (He realises he is arguing with a lion and suddenly shrinks and finishes very quietly.)  - -  getting smaller.

JIWAWA:
It's the humans.

WISE WOMAN:
Yes, you're right.  The humans are destroying the jungle, cutting down the trees, building towns and villages where we used to roam free.

The monkeys make monkey noises and point at the audience.

PRAN:
They can't do that!

GOA:
They are doing it.  But how can we stop them?

EEP:
We all know about "Jungle Judgement" - the jungle judges us, and if we do the wrong thing it shows no mercy.  But humans are different.  What can we do?

WISE WOMAN:
I don't know.  That's why I've brought you all together - to see what ideas you have.  Snakes - what do you say?

The snakes have a quick consultation.

DUMARI:
We're so small and weak - we can't do anything.

FRAZAN:
And I'm much too sleepy.

WISE WOMAN:
You're no use then.  How about the monkeys?

The monkeys jump up and down, hoot and generally look silly.


No surprises there.  What about the kites?  At least you can see the problem.

GOA:
We can't fight the humans.  They're too strong for us.

QUOYA:
It's easy to fight humans, and kill them - they're weak.  Look at our powerful paws.

WISE WOMAN:
Yes, but humans with guns are strong, and they can kill you before they ever get in range of your powerful paws.

PRAN:
We are the kings of the Jungle.

WISE WOMAN:
(getting annoyed)  What use will that be when there's no jungle left?  Don't you see?  (Pause)  No, you don't, that's the trouble.  All you see is your own little world.  At least the humans have vision, imagination...

She turns away from them, shaking her head in disappointment.  A pause, then Nabara approaches her and nuzzles her with his head.  The Wise Woman looks surprised, then puts her arm round Nabara.

NABARA:
Are you angry with us?

WISE WOMAN:
I suppose I am, a little.  But it's my fault - I'm expecting too much of you.

NABARA:
I don't understand.  Why are you here with us anyway?  You're a human.

WISE WOMAN:
I used to be.

JIWAWA:
What do you mean - "used to be"?

WISE WOMAN:
That's the way I look at it now.

SONG:
"I used to be a human"


I used to be a human, living in a human city
I used to be a human, long ago.
I used to be contented with things that they'd invented
I used to think that humans knew just what to do;
they seemed so clever.


But then I saw the damage
they were doing to their planet.
They didn't seem to notice, or to care.
As long as they were making a profit for the taking
They didn't know how life would be:
that things would change for ever.


I saw what the world was like:
greedy, grasping, cold and uncaring.
I turned and I walked away
Taking no more than the clothes I was wearing.


I came here, to a different world:
the jungle, and I made my home among the animals,
underneath the sky.
I don't say everything round here is perfect,
but it seems to be the kind of honest place
I could live and die.
I could teach you all I knew,
calm you when you were afraid.
I could make a difference here, in the world I made!

No more am I a human, living in a human city.
I never want to see my kind again.
I'm happy in the jungle.  I never want to roam,
For this is a place that I can call my home.

JIWAWA:
Wow!  I didn't realise humans were so bad.

WISE WOMAN:
I'm afraid so.  I thought I'd got away from them, but they don't just stay in their cities - they're always expanding.

CAPER:
Why can't they just leave us alone?

WISE WOMAN:
That's the way they are.  They have to control everything - they think it's their planet, to do what they like with.

NABARA:
So what do they do with animals?

WISE WOMAN:
They kill them and eat them.

PRAN:
Well, we all do that.

WISE WOMAN:
Yes, but you don't keep them penned up until you're ready to kill them.  Or they turn them into pets.

GOA:
That sounds bad.

WISE WOMAN:
Worst of all, they put them in a zoo and then laugh at them.

AMBRA:
Oh no!  We can laugh at ourselves...

BEZEL:
And all the other animals...

AMBRA:
But  - -  Humans laughing at us?  That's awful!

SONG:
"Zoo"

Each verse can be sung by the whole group or with solos, as required.  Other animals can mime the actions referred to - for instance on "Can't annoy other animals and make them rage" a monkey tries to approach another group of animals but other animals jump up and act as "bars" to stop the move.

MONKEYS:
Oh, I'd hate to live in a zoo  (All:  Wouldn't you?)  
There are so many things you can't do.
Can't annoy other animals and make them rage,
'cause you find that they're living in a different cage.
If we wanted to be silly, we'd be told to act our age!
Then we'd all get rough and fight among ourselves:
there'd be nothing left to do.
We'd be bored and we'd be boring,
and we'd hate to live in a zoo.

SNAKES:
Oh, I'd hate to live in a zoo  (All:  Wouldn't you?)  
And I'll give you a reason or two.
All the small furry animals would be home-grown,
but they taste so much better when you catch your own!
And we know we'd miss the jungle,
'cause it's always been our home.
And we don't want humans jabbering at us
in the way that humans do.
They'd remove our fangs and poison,
and we'd hate to live in a zoo.

KITES:
Oh, I'd hate to live in a zoo  (All:  Wouldn't you?)  
We would lose all the freedom we knew.
'cause they'd clip all our feathers and they'd tie us down
with the snakes and the animals upon the ground.
We would lose our zest for living,
all we'd do is sit around.
In the morning we would look up at the sky
and remember when we flew
And we'd think about the jungle,
and we'd hate to live in a zoo.

LIONS:
Oh, I'd hate to live in a zoo  (All:  Wouldn't you?)  
I'm a king, and a prison won't do
Where you can't take a promenade around the block:
there are bars on the windows and the doors are locked
And the worst thing is the humans,
when they stand outside and mock!
If they saw us in the place where we belong
they would learn a thing or two.
But they only see us captive,
and we'd hate to live in a zoo.

ALL ANIMALS:
Oh, I'd hate to live in a zoo - Wouldn't you?
And we hope you agree with us too.
Though we sometimes complain about the endless rain,
if it stopped, we'd demand to have it back again.
Anyone can see we mean it -
anyone with half a brain!
So you've heard the words of animals and birds,
and you know now that it's true
'cause we're creatures of the jungle,
and we'd hate to live in a zoo.


Wouldn't you hate living in a zoo?!

WISE WOMAN:
Well at least you understand how bad that would be.

JIWAWA:
Yes, but what can we do about it?

EEP:
Listen!

They all stand completely still and listen.


I can hear something - and it's not small furry animals, I'll tell you.

Sounds of voices and feet tramping through the undergrowth - possibly from the back of the audience so that the audience can hear them and see the animals' reaction.

NABARA:
Sounds as if another group is arriving.

WISE WOMAN:
No, you're the only ones I invited to the gathering.

BEZEL:
Must be gate-crashers then - not that we've got any gates!

GOA:
I'll have a quick scout around.  (He lifts his bird up in the air and it flies around.)  It's humans!

ALL:
Humans?!

GOA:
They'll be here in a couple of minutes.  (His bird lands again.)
DUMARI:
We don't want anything to do with humans.

PRAN:
I agree - they're always bad news.  Present company excepted, of course.

WISE WOMAN:
Thank you.  And you're right  - humans are bad news.

IFFY:
(frantically)  What do we do?  What do we do?

He tries to take off, spins round in a circle and falls over.  Jiwawa picks him up and smooths his ruffled feathers.

QUOYA:
Humans!  They're like monkeys only worse.

CAPER:
'ere, you stop casting aspersions!

GOA:
This is no time to fight amongst ourselves.  We need to present a united front.

DUMARI:
For once I agree with you, my friend.

The animals form a defensive group, facing where the sounds are coming from.  The Wise Woman stands at the front, then suddenly loses confidence and falls back into the group for protection.  A pause, then the humans enter, led by Oz holding aloft a folded umbrella the way tour guides do.  He stops dead as he sees the group, but his followers walk into him and push him forward.  When they are all on-stage they stop.  The humans and animals eye each other uncertainly.

OZ:
Ah!  (Pause)  There you are!

The animals don't respond in any way.


That is to say  (Pause)  There  - -  you  - -  are.  (Pause)  Aren't you.

The animals shuffle nervously, then push the Wise Woman forward.  She tries to resist, then realises she has to take command.

WISE WOMAN:
What do you want?

OZ:
(turning to his group)  It's a human - some kind of savage.  May have some rudimentary understanding.

REB:
(excitedly)  Oh, oh, let me try.  I've got a degree in Social Anthropology and I've done fieldwork among primitive cultures.  This is right up my street.

OZ:
I'm in charge of this expedition, not you.

REB:
Yes, yes, of course, but this is my speciality.

He pushes past Oz to confront the Wise Woman.  He speaks very slowly and loudly, with exaggerated gestures.  The Wise Woman is taken aback; the animals point at him and snigger among themselves.


Me  - -  human  - -  very clever.  You  - -  savage  - -  me explain you  - -  very simple words.  (Pause.  No response.)  You savvy?

The Wise Woman turns to the animals in open-mouthed amazement; they shrug and smile.


Jungle  - -  smaller.  Trees  - -  no grow.  Big sun  - -  too hot.  No good.  (Pause)  You savvy?

WISE WOMAN:
Are you talking about Deforestation and Global Warming?

The animals almost collapse with laughter.  Reb is lost for words; Oz pushes Reb out of the way and steps forward.

OZ:
We're a task force, send out to assess this area of jungle  - -  wait!  I know you!  Surely you're Professor Jordan.

WISE WOMAN:
(Long pause)  I used to be.

OZ:
I was one of your students, thirty years ago.  You told us the world was on the wrong track.  And then you disappeared.  Nobody knew where you'd gone.

WISE WOMAN:
I came here, to the jungle.  I don't need humans any more.

OZ:
Things have changed now.  Your ideas are beginning to be accepted.  But it's still a struggle.  If you came back to civilisation, you could help us sort things out.

WISE WOMAN:
No, I couldn't leave the animals - they depend on me, although they wouldn't admit it.

OZ:
Then bring the animals with you.  They could spread the word about all this.  People are starting colonies where they try to live in peace with the Earth rather than at war with it - and the animals could live there and teach them many lessons.

The monkeys don't like the sound of this, and start muttering among themselves.

WISE WOMAN:
That's what I wanted to do, once.

OZ:
And now we're giving you a second chance.  A hundred years ago they built the world's first Garden City, combining the best of town and country.  Now we're building the world's first Jungle City, where both sides can live and work together.

WISE WOMAN:
I'm happy here.  I have everything I need.

OZ:
For the moment, maybe.  But I see you now walk with a stick - you may love the jungle but you could also use some home comforts.  Our plans would include both.

SONG:
"Leave the Jungle"

The animals don't really listen to what the humans are singing - some of them turn their backs on the humans.

HUMANS:
There's a better life.  This is our advice.
You should leave the jungle straight away.
You can't stay.  When it's growing smaller day by day, so
Come along with us.  Don't you make a fuss.
We can offer you a better choice, find your voice,
in the world's first Jungle City.
We'll lead you, we'll feed you;
we know we're going to need you.
We know you; we'll show you
new communities, opportunities.
Don't waste your time out here where
things will not get better.
There's another way, and it's starting today!
Starting now!

In their enthusiasm the humans do a silly dance which doesn't impress the animals at all!


It's a wonderland.  On the other hand,
You must understand that we're in charge, by and large,
and we will not stand for argy-bargy!
Life is hard enough with the human stuff:
We don't want to fight with you as well!
Can't you tell that we're trying to be friendly?
It won't be that easy,
and fighting makes us feel queasy.
No wonder we blunder,
but we're trying to do the best for you.
We really think this Jungle City is the answer
Once it's up to speed, but we really need you!
We need you!

When the animals start their verse the humans don't really listen - they're too busy discussing plans among themselves.

ALL ANIMALS:
We don't want to leave the jungle.
It's our home, always been; it's so warm and green.
We don't want to leave the jungle.
Why should we have to go from the world we know?
We don't like the thought of changing
Why won't you leave us alone?
Why should we have to venture
Into the great unknown?

AMBRA:
I don't like the sound of this.

BEZEL:
Not our sort of party at all.

CAPER:
Let's get away before they put us in a zoo!

The monkeys all run off.

PRAN:
Well, we're better off without that rabble.  Now tell us, humans, are you armed?

OZ:
Of course not.  How about you?

PRAN:
Us?!  We stand before you empty-handed.  In fact these poor snakes and kites don't even have hands.

OZ:
Yes, but you have powerful paws.

All the lions start chanting "Powerful Paws, Powerful Paws" as they move menacingly towards the humans.


Now wait a minute - killing us would be a bad mistake.

PRAN:
From whose point of view?

OZ:
Well  - -  er  - -  ours, certainly, but I was thinking of you.

PRAN:
You're too kind.

OZ:
We're on your side - we want to help you.  If you wipe us out, the next lot of men will have all sorts of weapons, and they'll have an excuse for using them.

The lions have a quick consultation.

QUOYA:
We may let you live - this time.

OZ:
Thank you.  We appreciate it.

EEP:
Will they want snakes there?  Will they like us?

TOYA:
They love snakes.  When you die they'll probably make you into a handbag.

EEP:
A handbag?!

TOYA:
Wouldn't that make you wild?!

DUMARI:
This "Jungle sss-ity" - will it have any sss-small furry animals?

REB:
Of course - they're waiting for you now.

DUMARI:
Sss-super.

REB:
Naturally there will also be animals who will eat you - that's what a jungle's all about.

The snakes have a quick consultation.

EEP:
We'd like to suggest a few changes to the master-plan.

REB:
Oh no!  We're not making special allowances for anybody - you just have to look out for yourselves.

PRAN:
So the lions can eat the humans then.

REB:
Ah, that's different!

PRAN:
Strange how it's always different for humans.

WISE WOMAN:
Wait!  We need to talk this through.

She turns to the animals.  The humans are unsure of themselves and move away, pretending they wouldn't dream of listening in.


I know I was saying we need to do something about the situation, but I never expected this.

QUOYA:
Living in a city?  With humans?  Ridiculous!

JIWAWA:
Well they said it was a Jungle City - that's a bit different.

GOA:
We can't trust humans.

PRAN:
Humans always speak with forked tongue.

EEP:
'Ere, do you mind!

PRAN:
Just a turn of phrase, I assure you.

NABARA:
Will it be scary, leaving the jungle?

WISE WOMAN:
Yes.  Yes it will.

FRAZAN:
Surely it can't be that different.

WISE WOMAN:
Oh, you have no idea.  Some parts of the world are hot like this; some are so cold that the water falls from the sky as a white fluffy powder - the humans call it "snow".

IFFY:
Wow!

WISE WOMAN:
And none of you have ever seen an ocean, not even the kites.  It's like a lake, but it just goes on and on - no land for hundreds of miles.

EEP:
Wow again!

WISE WOMAN:
And it's not still and smooth like a lake.  It can be really rough - great waves of water, higher than any of you, rushing along and crashing down.

DUMARI:
I don't think I'd like that at all.

WISE WOMAN:
And then there's the tide.  The water's a long way off,  and suddenly it's right up to where you're standing.  (She shivers.)  The tide always used to scare me.  Probably still would.

GOA:
Well, if you're scared of leaving, I think you speak for all of us.

QUOYA:
Lions aren't scared of anything - but we don't want to leave the jungle.

WISE WOMAN:
I agree  - nobody wants to leave.  But it may be forced upon us - at least the humans are offering us somewhere else to go.

FRAZAN:
On their terms.

WISE WOMAN:
Maybe, but it's still our choice.

OZ:
(catching the word and coming over)  Choice?  Have you made your choice?

WISE WOMAN:
It's not that easy.  You're talking about all the good points; the animals are talking about all the bad points.  Everybody's just listening to their own words - you can't persuade people to do anything that way.

OZ:
So what do you suggest?

WISE WOMAN:
You've got to listen to each other.  Co-operation - that's what we need.

OZ:
All right.  Let's try it.

Pause while the animals look at each other.

PRAN:
All right.

SONG:
"Leave the Jungle (together)"

The two verses are sung simultaneously, and fit together perfectly.

WISE WOMAN:
You see?  If you really listen, humans and animals can fit together well, once they respect each other's differences.  (shocked)  Oh!

DUMARI:
What?

WISE WOMAN:
That might even apply to humans and humans!

GOA:
So you think we should go with them.

WISE WOMAN:
Yes I do.  But I can't go.

FRAZAN:
Why not?

WISE WOMAN:
Back to the human world after thirty years?

EEP:
Don't worry, we'll look after you.

PRAN:
Of course we will.

WISE WOMAN:
No!  It's out of the question!

SONG:
"The Tide"


This is the time for me to break away,
Before the tide turns, leaving me uncertain
I thought that I had finished making big decisions
All at once my life is changing.
Suddenly I face the question:
Should I stay or should I go?
I was content, just living for today,
And then the tide turned, leaving me uncertain.
Can I desert the jungle that I love so dearly?
Can I face a world of humans?
Even with these fine companions?
How can I forget the past?


I was safe, I was strong,
And then the tide turned and I was drowning,
And there was no-one I could see:
No-one who could help me, no-one who could save me,
No-one who could make the choice for me.


I thought that I was sheltered from the world
And then the tide turned, leaving me uncertain.
Though you may try to shut yourself away for ever
In the end the world will find you.
Strip away all your excuses.
Make you see what you must do.
But this has been my home for thirty years,
Until the tide turned, leaving me uncertain.
How can I bear to walk away from so much treasure?
All the things that I have done here.
Memories to last a lifetime.
No!  I cannot bear to go!


I will stay, holding on,
Before the tide turns and takes me with it
And drags me swiftly out to sea.
Not for me the dangers, not for me the strangers
Not for me the one I used to be.

The next dialogue is spoken over the music.  The Wise Woman turns away from the humans on the line "No!  I cannot bear to go!" - the animals watch her intently.  At the end of the verse no-one moves for several seconds.  Then Nabara comes forward very tentatively and nuzzles her with his head.  The Wise Woman again puts her arm round Nabara.

NABARA:
I know I'm only a baby lion and you're the Wise Woman - but you're wrong.

The Wise Woman looks at Nabara in surprise.


You've always told us to believe in ourselves, to be strong and proud.  And now you won't believe in yourself.  But we believe in you.  (loud)  Don't we!

ALL ANIMALS:
Yes / Of course we do / We believe in you.

The Wise Woman looks round at them gratefully.

PRAN:
We're not going if you don't come with us.

Another long pause.  The Wise Woman looks at the humans, then back at the animals.

WISE WOMAN:
All right - let's all go.

Cheers and general approval from everyone.

OZ:
Are you ready then?

WISE WOMAN:
You mean  - -  now?

OZ:
No time to lose.  Do you have any belongings to collect?

WISE WOMAN:
No.  I came here with nothing - I'll leave with nothing.  But  - -  it will be hard.

JIWAWA:
Hard for all of us.  But that's the Jungle Judgement.

SONG:
"Hymn to the Jungle"
ALL:
We must say goodbye to the jungle now,
but wherever we may go,
we will still be proud of the world we knew,
where we lived with friend and foe.
It's a world of light and colour.
It's alive with smells and sounds.
And we know that we will remember this
in the new world we have found.

Though it's hard to live in a world of change,
that's the way life has to be.
We can not stand still, we must just go on
till we meet our destiny.
And we know that life's a gamble
we may lose or we may gain.
But at evening time in the setting sun
we will sing our song again.

It's our hymn to the jungle, home of the free:
Every stream, every river, each bush and tree.
We love our jungle.  We belong here.
Where we've been living for ten million years.

The two tunes are then sung together.  At the end of the song Oz raises his umbrella and the humans lead the animals off as the music continues in the background.  The Kites fly round excitedly as the others exit, then they follow.  A pause.  Then the music of the lions' song, with a very different accompaniment - a syncopated calypso.  Ambra enters very cautiously,  makes sure there is no-one around, then starts to sing the verse.  Bezel then does the same and continues the verse.

SONG:
"Monkeys in Charge"

AMBRA:
Now that all the rest have gone,
We can be the kings.
We run the jungle now;
We can pull the strings.

BEZEL:
We're not scared of humans!
They're so far away.
We can play all day, and you'll hear us say:
Make way!  Make Way!

The other monkeys process on for the chorus, trying to be grand but failing completely.

MONKEYS:
Make way for us, we're the kings of the jungle.
Give us some space.  Cover your face.
Bow as the kings pass by
Our time has come, we're the kings of the jungle.
Monkeys at large; Monkeys in charge!
Look at us flying high!

AMBRA:
But how can we be the leaders?
There's no-one else to lead!

BEZEL:
There's no-one to play our tricks on
And that's what we really need!

The procession breaks up in alarm.

MONKEYS:
Our lives will be really boring
No kind of fun at all.
We'd much rather go exploring... 
The music and the monkeys get frantic.
WISE WOMAN:
(appearing at the back of the auditorium)  Monkeys, are you coming or aren't you?

MONKEYS:
Yes!

They all rush off happily after her as the music continues.

If you want an encore, I suggest the final verse of "Zoo".  And if the audience still want more, a chorus of "Small Furry Animals".

END

