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King Cuckoo’s Flight School 

 

 

 

Characters: 

 

 

Dr. Banana  
An inquisitive middle-aged chimpanzee, highly qualified in unspecified sciences 

 

Wally  
Dr. Banana‟s young – and somewhat wet behind the ears - chimpanzee assistant 

 

King Cuckoo 
The King of the Birds. A well-meaning but easily duped cuckoo bird 

 

Duckworth 
King Cuckoo‟s chief advisor. A well-educated duck with a sharp mind and tongue 

 

Crow 
One of King Cuckoo‟s many obedient servants 
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Act One 

 

 

The foot of a cliff. There is a small tree and a few loose rocks. Enter Dr. Banana followed 

by Wally. They are chimpanzees. Each has furry body and muzzled face - but both are 

wearing oddly constructed „wings‟ on their arms. Each „wing‟ is a collection of brightly-

coloured feathers stuck conspicuously to their fur. Dr. Banana wears yellow feathers. 

Wally wears red. Both carry a parrot on their shoulder. 

 

 

Dr. Banana [to his parrot]: Well – is this the place? This tree here? [His parrot caws.] 

 

Wally [pointing to Dr. Banana‟s parrot]: How do you make your parrot answer you? 

Mine never says a word! [Turning to his parrot and shrugging his shoulder.] Do you 

hear me? You never [shrug] say [shrug] a word [shrug]. All you ever do is poo on my 

shoulder. Do you hear me birdbrain? DO YOU HEAR ME? [He starts shaking the bird 

and it caws „BAAACK!‟ - he pauses.] What was that? What did you say? Say it again! 

[No answer from the bird.] Dr. Banana – did you hear that? 

 

Dr. Banana: Hear what? 

 

Wally: What my parrot just said. 

 

Dr. Banana: It sounded like a silly squawk to me. 

 

Wally: No – I think he actually said something. What was it, feather-face? You heard me 

– say it again! [He shakes the bird again.] 

 

Dr. Banana: For goodness sake, Wally – stop shaking your bird so much! It‟ll only get 

angry and peck at you! 

 

Wally: You‟d shake yours about too if it wouldn‟t answer your questions! [Looks to his 

parrot.] Oi! Oi! [Shrug.] Speak when you‟re spoken to! [The parrot is silent.] Why did I 

get the stupid bird? Of all the parrots I could have chosen: I ended up with the thickest 

one of the lot! 

 

Dr. Banana: You have to be nice to him, Wally. Don‟t shake him and try to speak nicely. 

You have to treat a parrot with respect – isn‟t that right Polly? [His own parrot caws.] 

Now, go on – you give it a try. 

 

Wally [sighs]: Okay. [Calms himself.] Come on then birdy, tell us what you said. [No 

reply.] Come on beaky, tell us again what it was. [No reply.] Tell me what you said, 

birdy. [No reply.] Tell me what you said. [No reply – lengthy pause.] WHY YOU 

LITTLE CROAKING CHICKEN! [He shakes it with his hands.] SAY IT AGAIN! [The 

parrot caws „BAAACK!‟] SAY IT AGAIN! [It caws „BAAACK!‟] AGAIN! [It croaks 

„BAAACK!‟] AGAIN! [It yelps „BAAACK!‟] 
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Dr. Banana: Wally! Wally! Stop! 

 

Wally: But can you hear it? It‟s saying „BAAACK‟. [The bird imitates him and calls 

„BAAACK!‟] See? 

 

Dr. Banana: Nonsense, Wally. 

 

Wally: Maybe he‟s telling us to go back. 

 

Dr. Banana: Nonsense. These birds know exactly where they‟re going.  

 

Wally: How do you know that for sure?  

 

Dr. Banana: Bah! It‟s obvious, isn‟t it? All birds know how to find their way to His 

Majesty‟s Royal Nest! It‟s common knowledge amongst birds – I mean, if they ever 

forgot how to get there, why…it would be like you forgetting the way back to your own 

house! 

 

Wally [scratches his head]: But, Dr. Banana – I think I have forgotten the way back to 

my own house. 

 

Dr. Banana [hands to hips]: What on earth do you mean? 

 

Wally: Well, we‟ve been walking all day and these birds have been leading us in zig-

zags. Back and forth; up and down; here, there and everywhere - I can‟t remember where 

I am anymore! 

 

Dr. Banana: You mean you don‟t know how to get home from here? 

 

Wally: What do you think I am? A yo-yo? [Imitating a curling yo-yo.] You can‟t just 

send me out in one direction and expect me to get straight back to where I started! 

 

Dr. Banana: But for goodness sake, Wally – it‟s easy! 

 

Wally: What‟s easy about it? It‟s easy to get lost! 

 

Dr. Banana: We‟re not lost… 

 

Wally: Well can you remember which direction to take? 

 

Dr. Banana [hesitant]: Yes, of course. Of course I can. [Thinks.] You head back down 

this path here until you reach some of those hills, then you turn left – yes, I think it was 

left – at one of those rivers. Then you reach some more hills – maybe they were valleys, 

I‟m not really sure – then you walk for ages and ages until you turn left again – no, right 

again… 
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Wally: Sounds to me like you don‟t have a clue. 

 

Dr. Banana: Of course I have a clue, Wally! I know exactly how to get home – if we get 

into any trouble the parrots will show us the way back, anyway. 

 

Wally [motioning to the parrots]: These pea-brains on our shoulders? It‟s because of 

these little squawkers that we‟re all the way out here in the first place! I‟m telling you, 

we‟ve trusted these birds to bring us out into the middle of nowhere – we‟re lost and 

whichever way we turn we get more lost! 

 

Dr. Banana: Look – these birds are leading us to His Majesty‟s Royal Nest. They know 

how to get there. We don‟t. You‟ve got to trust them if you want to meet the King. [Wally 

is shuffling a foot.] Remember? We‟re going to meet King Cuckoo? 

 

Wally: King Cuckoo? How are we going to meet King Cuckoo? These parrots have led 

us right into a dead end! [He points to the rock face.] It‟s going to get dark sooner or later 

and we don‟t know how to get back home. I‟m beginning to wish I hadn‟t even bothered 

coming! 

 

Dr. Banana: But we don‟t even want to go home, remember? Wally - remember why we 

bought these feathers? [He shakes the feathers on his arms.] Why did we bother putting 

all these feathers on? [Pause.] Well – why?  

 

Wally: So we can fly. 

 

Dr. Banana: Yes! Exactly! Don‟t forget why we‟re here. [Grabs Wally to excite him.] 

We‟ve come out here to learn how to fly, Wally! Don‟t you want to learn how to fly? 

 

Wally: Hmmm… 

 

Dr. Banana: Don‟t you want to be able to fly above the trees?  

 

Wally: Well…yes. 

 

Dr. Banana: Soar above them instead of swinging through them? 

 

Wally [softening]: Of course I do. 

 

Dr. Banana: Instead of swinging through them with all those other chattering monkeys? 

 

Wally: Yes, but… 

 

Dr. Banana: ‘But‟ nothing! Don‟t you want the rest of the monkeys - all those chimps 

and apes - to look up at the sky whenever they see us coming? For them to shout out: 

„Look! Look! There‟s Wally and Dr. Banana! Flying like magical birds! [He flaps his 
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feathered arms and glides about.] Flying above the treetops like dazzling birds! They‟ve 

learnt how to fly! They‟re flying all over the place, nowadays – and all that we‟ve learnt 

to do is climb up and down trees!‟ Don‟t you want them to shout that, Wally? 

 

Wally: Yes! 

 

Dr. Banana: Just think of all the things we could do! 

 

Wally [incensed]: We could go wherever we wanted! Anytime! Anywhere! 

 

Dr. Banana: Do whatever we wanted – see the world! 

 

Wally: It‟ll be brilliant! Absolutely brilliant! 

 

Dr. Banana [calming Wally]: Well then – we need to find King Cuckoo to try and figure 

out what the secret is. He knows how to fly – he‟s the King of Flying. I‟m not a doctor 

for nothing, you know. If I can just discover the secret, if I can just figure out how they 

do it: I‟ll have us flying home – forget about finding our way back on foot! We‟ll ride the 

wind! 

 

Wally [excited]: Ha, ha! Yes! Yes! 

 

Dr. Banana: So let‟s just stick with it, Wally - and remember why we came. [Puts 

himself to the task.] Now: the parrots must have led us here for a reason. [He paces about 

and looks at the lone tree before addressing his parrot.] Come on then, Polly – why have 

we stopped here? You‟re supposed to lead us to King Cuckoo‟s Royal Nest. There‟s 

nothing but a rock face, here. Polly? Why are we here? [His parrot caws and then 

squawks „KNOOOCK!‟] What‟s that Polly? [The bird croaks „KNOOOCK!‟] 

 

Wally: Sounds like he‟s saying „ROCK‟, „ROCK‟. Stupid feather-brain. We know 

there‟s nothing but rock over there! [Addressing his own bird.] And what about you, you 

bag of droppings? [Shrug.] Hey? Do you have something stupid to tell us as well? Do 

you have something silly to say? [He moves his hand up to it.] AAAAH! OUCH! 

 

Dr. Banana: What‟s wrong? What‟s happened? 

 

Wally: He bit me! The little birdbrain bit me! OWWWWW! 

 

Dr. Banana: Wally! You‟re frightening the poor thing. I told you it would peck at you. 

Calm down! 

 

Wally [squirming over to the rock face]: OUCH! OWWW! Stupid bird! Biting my 

finger! [He kicks the foot of the cliff. Dr. Banana‟s parrot caws „KNOOOCK!‟] 

 

Dr Banana: Wait! Wally! Stop - that‟s it! He‟s telling us to „KNOCK‟ – to knock on the 

rock like you just did! 
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Wally: But I kicked it. 

 

Dr. Banana: Oh – it doesn‟t matter! A kick, a knock – try again and call out: see what 

happens. 

 

Wally: But we‟re in the middle of nowhere - there‟s nobody out here. [Points at the rock 

face.] That‟s a solid wall of rock! 

 

Dr. Banana: Just do it and see what happens. If there‟s no answer we‟ll get the parrots to 

take us somewhere else.  

 

Wally: Well, okay. [He sidles up to the rock face and taps on it with his knuckles.] Yoo- 

hoo? [His parrot calls out „YOO-HOO!‟ and he turns to it angrily.] Shut up, you! I‟ve 

had just about enough of you butting in all the time. [He turns back and knocks again.] 

Yoo-hoo? [The bird imitates him again.] You stupid thing – I‟ll wring your neck! [He 

reaches up to throttle the parrot and it bites him again.] OWWW! He bit me again! [He 

dances out and away from the rock face shaking his hand.] 

 

Dr. Banana: Wally – stop shouting! 

 

Wally: OUCH! AARGH! 

 

Dr. Banana: Wally! Stop! 

 

[A door is suddenly flung open in the foot of the cliff and out rushes Duckworth. He is a 

posh, well-spoken duck with bright green feathers and a pair of golden spectacles 

perched on his beak.] 

 

Duckworth: What‟s all this? Who‟s screaming? Who‟s there? 

 

Wally [turning around, surprised at the sudden arrival]: AAAAH! 

 

Duckworth [surprised at seeing Wally]: GAAGH! [Jumps back.] Who are you! 

 

Wally: Who are you? 

 

Duckworth [clutching at his heart]: I‟m Duckworth. I live here!  

 

Wally [shaken]: Well I‟m Wally – and I don‟t live here!  

 

Duckworth: That much is obvious, boy! What is all this monstrous racket! 

 

Wally: You scared the life out of me, jumping out of nowhere! 
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Duckworth: And you frightened me, too, screaming and yelling like a lunatic! [They 

catch their breath.] Now: what are you doing here? 

 

Dr. Banana: We‟re just passing through. 

 

Duckworth: Just passing through? And who are you?  

 

Dr. Banana [apprehensive]: I‟m Dr. Banana – that‟s my assistant Wally. 

 

Duckworth [scrutinises them]: „Dr. Banana‟ and his assistant „Wally‟. What silly names. 

 

Dr. Banana: And your name was...? 

 

Duckworth: Duckworth. Mr. Duckworth, to you. 

 

Dr. Banana: Right, well – Mr. Duckworth: don‟t mind us. Like I say, we‟re only passing 

through. 

 

Duckworth: Passing through indeed! What on earth do you mean? 

 

Dr. Banana: Well, we‟re supposed to be meeting someone before the end of the day – 

but we think we may have taken a wrong turn somewhere. We‟re a little bit lost. 

 

Duckworth [pause]: And? 

 

Dr. Banana: Well, perhaps you could tell us where we are? 

 

Duckworth [impatient - huffs a moment then roughly motions up the rock face]: Well, 

chaps, as you can see - you‟re at the bottom of a great big cliff. 

 

Dr. Banana: Well, we know that. 

 

Wally: Yes, we need to know... 

 

Duckworth [cutting Wally off]: And the bottom of this great big cliff just so happens to be 

private property! So if you don‟t mind, I‟ll have to ask you both to be on your way. [He 

starts to leave.] 

 

Dr. Banana: Wait! Wait! We‟re looking for King Cuckoo! 

 

Duckworth [stops at the name and turns slowly about]: The King? [Comes back.] What 

do you want to see the King for? 

 

Dr. Banana: We, um, ah…need to ask his advice about something. 

 

Duckworth [considers]: Do you have an appointment? 
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Dr. Banana: I‟m afraid not. 

 

Duckworth [suspicious]: All birds must make an appointment to see King Cuckoo. 

 

Wally [butting in]: Oh, yes – we knew that! 

 

Duckworth: Did you now. 

 

Wally: Oh yes. Absolutely. I mean, all birds know that in order to see the King they have 

to make an appointment, right? That goes without saying. 

 

Duckworth: Well then. Why didn‟t you make one? 

 

Wally [shuffling]: Um, aaah…[fishing for answer]…we forgot? [Looks to Dr. Banana 

for help.] 

 

Dr. Banana: Yes, you see – we had so much on our minds… 

 

Duckworth: Forgot? How could you forget? No bird in his right mind would forget 

something like that. 

 

Wally: Well perhaps I‟m not in my right mind – you know, perhaps I brought along the 

wrong one today! Eh? Ha, ha, ha! [Duckworth does not laugh. Wally‟s laughter trails 

off.] 

 

Duckworth [probing]: Look here – you do know that only birds are allowed to speak to 

King Cuckoo, don‟t you? 

 

Dr. Banana: Well yes, of course. Of course we know that. We wouldn‟t have it any other 

way. 

 

Duckworth [doubtful]: Well – are you even a bird? 

 

Dr. Banana [draws in a shocked breath]: Well of course I‟m a bird! My goodness! 

Wally – can you believe that? This chap here doesn‟t think that I‟m a bird! 

 

Wally [shaking head in disbelief]: Unbelievable. Absolutely unbelievable. 

 

Duckworth [to Wally]: And I suppose you‟re a bird as well? 

 

Wally: [mouth wide]: Of course! I can‟t believe you – a fellow bird – would think that I 

wasn‟t! 

 

Duckworth [settling his spectacles and stepping closer to Wally]: And just what type of 

bird are you? 
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Wally: Well, aah – as you can plainly see…um…judging by my feathers and my general 

bird-like qualities [brandishes his „wings‟]…I‟m, um….a perfect example of 

a…ahhh…[His parrot pipes up and caws out „IDIOT-BIRD!‟ „IDIOT-BIRD!‟ – he  is 

forced to keep his composure.] Yes. Yes, there you go – I am a perfect example of 

an…an „Idiot Bird‟. 

 

Duckworth [incredulous]: An Idiot Bird? What in the heavens is that? 

 

Wally: Well...[His parrot pipes up again and screeches „STUPID-STUPID-IDIOT-

BIRD!‟ - he cringes and sighs.] Well, yes. [Through clenched teeth.] Thank you, birdie. 

You see – the full name is actually: [pause] „Stupid Stupid Idiot Bird‟. 

 

Duckworth: Stupid Stupid Idiot Bird?! 

 

Wally: Yes. 

 

Duckworth: [pokes Wally‟s chest]: But look here – you‟re covered in fur! No birds have 

fur! 

 

Wally [indicating his chest]: This is just a furry jumper. I wear it to keep warm. 

 

Duckworth [points to Wally‟s face]: And where‟s your beak? Don‟t you have a beak? 

 

Wally: I fell off of my bike when I was younger and squashed it. 

 

Duckworth: Birds don‟t need to ride bikes – they can fly! 

 

Wally [pause]: It was a flying bike. 

 

Duckworth: A flying bike! 

 

Wally: Yes – with a little flag and everything. 

 

Duckworth: There‟s no such thing as a flying bike! 

 

Wally: There is – my one was built for me. 

 

Duckworth: By whom? 

 

Wally [points]: By Dr. Banana – over there. 

 

Dr. Banana [not ready for this]: What? 

 

Duckworth [looks to Dr. Banana]: Is this true? 
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Dr. Banana [playing along]: Um…yes. I built him a…a flying bike. 

 

Duckworth [walking over to him]: And what kind of bird did you say you were? 

 

Dr. Banana: Well, I‟m…ahh - a Banana Bird. 

 

Duckworth: I‟ve never heard of a Banana Bird. Birds have nothing to do with bananas. 

 

Dr. Banana: I do. I eat them all the time. 

 

Duckworth: But you look exactly like he does! [Pointing at Wally.] Why aren‟t you 

called a…a… 

 

Wally: ‘Stupid Stupid Idiot Bird‟? 

 

Duckworth: Yes – why don‟t you have the same ridiculous name as him?  

 

Dr. Banana: Because my feathers are a different colour. [Shakes his arms.] See? Mine 

are yellow. I‟m a Banana Bird. 

 

Duckworth: And what about all that fur? 

 

Dr. Banana [fingering his chest]: This? Well, you see – Banana Birds only grow feathers 

on their arms. All the bananas that we eat put a lot of hair on our chests. 

 

Duckworth: And you don‟t have a beak, either! 

 

Dr. Banana: Well, you see - I had problems with my teeth when I was younger and… 

 

Duckworth [shouts impatiently]: BIRDS DON‟T HAVE TEETH! 

 

Dr. Banana: Oh – don‟t they? I mean…don‟t we? 

 

Duckworth: No! „We‟ don‟t! Now I‟ve had just about enough of this! Only birds are 

allowed to see King Cuckoo – and since you don‟t look very much like birds to me, I 

can‟t let you in! 

 

Dr. Banana: You mean His Royal Highness is around here? 

 

Duckworth: I didn‟t say that. 

 

Dr. Banana: Does he live through that door – behind the rock? [He moves towards the 

door in the rock face.] 

 

Duckworth [blocking his way and spreading his wings]: Off with you! Only birds are 

allowed up here! This is private property! 
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Dr. Banana [treading backward]: But we only want to see… 

 

Duckworth [shouting, flapping his wings]: Off with you! Off! Off! 

 

Dr. Banana [backing away]: But we need to – we need… 

 

Duckworth: Off! Off! [He flaps toward them aggressively and cries out.] QUUAACK! 

QUUAACK! 

 

 

[Dr. Banana and Wally run away in the opposite direction and disappear offstage with 

frightened yelps. Duckworth watches them go, sighs heavily and hops back angrily inside 

of the rock face. Blackout.] 
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Act Two 

 

 

Lights up. The foot of the cliff is deserted again. Dr. Banana - minus a parrot - creeps 

slowly onstage to assess the danger. When he is certain there is no one about, he motions 

offstage to Wally who shuffles gingerly into view. Wally has also lost his parrot. 

 

 

Dr. Banana: Pssst! Come on, Wally! 

 

Wally [slinks out]: Are you sure it‟s safe? 

 

Dr. Banana: Seems to be. That Duckworth character has disappeared. 

 

Wally [looking about]: But he might be watching us. He might be spying and waiting to 

jump out. 

 

Dr. Banana: I don‟t think so. There‟s nowhere to hide around here. We‟d see him. 

 

Wally [looking cautiously to the sky]: What about up there? He might be flying around – 

or peeping from behind a cloud. 

 

Dr. Banana: No – he went back in there. [Points to the hidden door in the rock face.] I 

saw him go running back inside. Didn‟t you see him go back in there? 

 

Wally: See it! I was too busy running away in the other direction! 

 

Dr. Banana: Yes – and you almost got us lost again… 

 

Wally: I couldn‟t help it! That crazy Mr. Duckworth wanted to box our ears in! He might 

have fed us to his friends – or even to King Cuckoo! 

 

Dr. Banana: Wally! The birds would never eat us! Birds don‟t eat chimpanzees – least of 

all King Cuckoo. Chimps and birds are very good friends. They always have been. 

 

Wally: Well that Duckworth didn‟t seem to like us much. I bet he‟s eaten a few chimps 

in his time. 

 

Dr. Banana: Wally: birds don‟t eat chimps! Anyway – for the time being, we‟re not 

chimps. We‟re birds, remember? [Shakes „wings‟.] You‟ve got to stop saying that we‟re 

chimps or no one will ever believe that we‟re a pair of birds. 

 

Wally: But no one does believe that we‟re a pair of birds! Our parrots gave us away – 

and that weird Mr. Duckworth didn‟t believe us for a second! 

 

Dr. Banana [stubborn optimism]: Well - I thought we almost had him convinced… 
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Wally: Yes but he chased us off! He chased us off because he didn‟t believe us!  

 

Dr. Banana: Well - it‟s not Duckworth that we need to convince, is it? We have to stick 

to our story, Wally. Anyway: he‟s gone for now. 

 

Wally [looking to his shoulder]: Yeah - and my stupid little birdbrain parrot is gone, too. 

He was so scared that he flew right away, crying out „IDIOT-BIRD! IDIOT-BIRD!‟ 

[Sniffs his fur.] I tried to grab him – I almost had his feet - but I think he pooed on me as 

he took off. 

 

Dr. Banana [sniffs]: Yes – I was wondering what that smell was. 

 

Wally: Your parrot‟s gone too. 

 

Dr. Banana: Yes I know – it went flying off chasing your one. 

 

Wally: Did yours poo on you, too? 

 

Dr. Banana [inspecting shoulders]: I don‟t think so. 

 

Wally: I had to get the thickest bird of the bunch. [Thinks and becomes agitated.] Hey - 

what are we going to do now that we don‟t have our parrots? They were the only ones 

who knew the way home! We‟ll never get out of here! 

 

Dr. Banana: Calm down, Wally, calm down. We won‟t need the birds. We‟re going to 

find King Cuckoo and he‟s going to tell us the secret behind flying. He‟ll show us the 

way home and… 

 

Wally: But where is King Cuckoo. We haven‟t seen him! 

 

Dr. Banana: I‟ve got a feeling he lives somewhere behind that cliff. He‟s around here 

somewhere. I think we‟re very close to His Majesty‟s Royal Nest. 

 

Wally [more and more paranoid]: What if he‟s up there [points skyward] – circling 

around and waiting to poo on us? 

 

Dr. Banana: How silly. 

 

Wally [skulking around stage so as to become a moving target]: And that Mr. 

Duckworth too. What if they‟re both up there right now, waiting to drop a double-poo on 

top of us. 

 

Dr. Banana: Rubbish, Wally – they‟re not doing that. 

 

Wally: I don‟t want to be pooed on again, Dr. Banana. 
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Dr. Banana: Nobody‟s going to poo on us, Wally. 

 

Wally [stealing around]: I don‟t like it here. 

 

Dr. Banana: Come on, now. 

 

Wally: We‟re going to get caught. 

 

Dr. Banana: Wally. 

 

Wally: And we‟ll never get home. 

 

Dr. Banana: Of course we will. We‟ll be flying home within hours – I‟ve told you that. 

 

[A large bird gives a piercing cry nearby.] 

 

Wally: AAAAAAHHHH! [Starts to hop about.] 

 

Dr. Banana: Shush! Wally – shut up. Come here! 

 

Wally [looking frantically in every direction]: What was that? What was that? 

 

Dr. Banana: A bird! It was just a bird! 

 

Wally [pacing around and wringing hands]: We‟re gonna get eaten! We‟re gonna get 

chewed up! 

 

Dr. Banana [giving chase]: No one‟s going to…stop…Wally…come here. 

 

Wally [stops close to the lone tree, closes eyes and clicks heels]: There‟s no place like 

home; there‟s no place like home; there‟s no place like home… 

 

Dr. Banana [catches Wally, grabs him and shakes]: WALLY WILL YOU SHUT UP -  

YOU‟RE GOING TO GET US CAUGHT! NOW STOP SHOUTING AND STAND 

STILL AND BE QUIET! 

 

Wally [breaks trance to look in surprise at Dr. Banana]: But you‟re the one who‟s 

shouting.  

 

[They pause, considering this. The voice of King Cuckoo is suddenly heard calling out 

within the rock face.] 

 

King Cuckoo [inside]: Right, Duckworth! Open up the cliff-door – it‟s time to take the 

afternoon air. Duckworth! Duckworth, come on! The King wishes to take some air! 
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[Dr. Banana and Wally gawp at each other in shock and break apart.] 

 

Dr. Banana: It‟s him! 

 

Wally: He‟s coming out! 

 

Dr. Banana: Quick – hide! 

 

[They scamper about, searching for hiding places. Wally decides to curl up into a ball 

amongst the loose rocks.]  

 

Dr. Banana [hissing]: Wally, what are you doing! 

 

Wally [muffled]: Hiding. 

 

Dr. Banana: They‟ll see you – get up! Get up, quick! 

 

[They both run over to the lone tree. King Cuckoo is heard again.] 

 

King Cuckoo [inside]: Come on then, Duckworth. Out we go! 

 

Dr. Banana [looking suddenly at the tree]: Quick - be a tree! 

 

Wally: What?! 

 

Dr. Banana: Pretend to be a tree! 

 

[They both assume absurd tree-like poses. The cliff-door swings open and out trots 

Duckworth pulling King Cuckoo in a royal rickshaw. King Cuckoo has rainbow plumage 

and wears a lavish crown. He is overwhelmingly stuffy and naïve – a lifetime of 

pampering has rendered him rather dim. With no real common sense to his credit, he is 

easily fooled. Duckworth treads around him with care.] 

 

King Cuckoo: Ah, yes! Now that‟s more like it. Much better indeed. [He reclines, 

fanning himself.] 

 

Duckworth [setting the rickshaw down]: Yes, sire. It does tend to get rather hot indoors. 

Very warm indeed. [He halts as he catches sight of Dr. Banana and Wally standing 

ludicrously to the side. He is surprised but, with interest, slowly begins to pick his way 

over to them.] 

 

King Cuckoo: Phew! Perhaps we should look into getting a few windows put in about 

the place. Or one of those „air-conditioners‟ everybody keeps talking about. It‟s almost 

too much. We can‟t go on like this, you know. Far too hot for royalty. Far too hot for 

servants, even! Wouldn‟t you say, Duckworth? Duckworth? [Duckworth is inspecting the 

new „trees‟.] Duckworth! 
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Duckworth [whirling about]: Yes? Yes? My lord? 

 

King Cuckoo: What are you doing over there? I‟m talking to you, you know. 

 

Duckworth: Yes, sir – I know. I‟m sorry. It‟s just that…well…. 

 

King Cuckoo: Well – what? 

 

Duckworth: I‟ve just noticed something rather strange. 

 

King Cuckoo [not really listening]: Yes, yes. The heat is making you feel strange. 

 

Duckworth: Well, no sire. It‟s not that. We, um…ah… 

 

King Cuckoo: Well, spit it out man! 

 

Duckworth: Perhaps I‟ll just show you. [He pulls the rickshaw over to the „trees‟.] Here 

we are. 

 

King Cuckoo [takes a good long look]: Well – what‟s wrong? 

 

Duckworth [a little surprised]: Sire? 

 

King Cuckoo [impatient]: What is it? What is it? 

 

Duckworth: Ah – your highness. What do you see, just here? 

 

King Cuckoo: I see three trees.  

 

Duckworth: Three trees?  

 

King Cuckoo: Yes, yes. Three trees. Good, solid, colourful trees.  

 

Duckworth: My lord – you might want to look more closely? 

 

King Cuckoo: Whatever for? There‟s three – look: [counts] one, two, three. Can‟t say 

much for that one in the middle, though. Looks a bit neglected compared to the other two. 

[He is indicating the real tree.] 

 

Duckworth: Sir – you don‟t seem to understand… 

 

King Cuckoo: Rubbish - I know my trees! Although I don‟t believe I‟ve come across 

these two [indicates Dr. Banana and Wally] on our mountain before. New species, are 

they? Did the gardeners put them in? 

 



 18 

Duckworth: Well, no. I believe… 

 

King Cuckoo [cuts Duckworth off]: Cropped up all on their own, did they? Must be 

strong, determined things. Just the sort of plant I like to see on my grounds. Have a whole 

basket of them flown up, will you? Add a bit of colour to the place. [Wally sneezes. King 

Cuckoo looks on, dumfounded. Count five.] Duckworth?  

 

Duckworth: Sir? 

 

King Cuckoo [incredulous]: Did that tree just - sneeze? 

 

Duckworth [smug]: Yes, sir. I believe it did. It‟s what I‟ve been trying to tell you… 

 

King Cuckoo: Trying to tell me? What have you been trying to tell me – that a tree can 

sneeze? Good heavens, Duckworth: you must think that I‟m an idiot! 

 

Duckworth [gibbering]: Oh no, sire! I didn‟t mean that at all. You misunderstand me… 

 

King Cuckoo: Even I know that a tree can‟t sneeze. It‟s simply impossible! No tree in 

the entire history of trees has ever wanted to - or even needed to – sneeze. That‟s a Royal 

Fact. [Wally Sneezes. King Cuckoo jumps.] Heavens above! It did it again! [He is 

stumped.]  Duckworth: what‟s wrong with it? 

 

Duckworth: Well, sir – if you look closely I think you‟ll find… 

 

[Wally sneezes.] 

 

King Cuckoo: Gagh! [Pause.] It must be sick! Get me away from it, Duckworth! Quick, 

quick – I don‟t want to get ill. We can‟t have the King coming down with a cold. 

[Duckworth turns the rickshaw about and begins to pull it back over to the rock face.] 

Imagine that! Planting sick trees in my garden. And not just sick but sneezing trees! 

Outrageous! I‟ll have to speak to that wretched little gardener of ours – this won‟t do at 

all. In the meantime, Duckworth, there‟s nothing else for it: you‟ll have to cut them 

down. Cut them down and roll them over the edge of the cliff! 

 

Wally [instinctively]: No!  

 

[King Cuckoo and Duckworth both flinch and look back. Wally stares in panic at Dr. 

Banana, having blown their cover entirely. They exchange frantic looks before slipping 

out of „tree‟ pose to tread warily forward. They hover toward centre-stage, nudging one 

another apprehensively.] 

 

King Cuckoo [shocked]: What the blazes?! What…what…? [Points.] Duckworth! 

They‟re moving! 

 

Dr. Banana: King Cuckoo, I presume? 
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King Cuckoo: And they‟re talking! They aren‟t trees at all! What the devil is this? 

 

[Dr. Banana and Wally prostrate themselves before the rickshaw.] 

 

Dr. Banana: We come in peace. Two loyal subjects, to honour the King. 

 

King Cuckoo [eyeing them in disbelief]: What? This makes no sense. Duckworth – this 

makes no sense! 

 

Duckworth: Sire, sire. Calm yourself. I‟ve been trying to tell you about these two since 

we came out of the Royal Nest. 

 

King Cuckoo: „These two?‟ What are you talking about?  

 

Duckworth [confidentially]: Well, those two things [motions to Dr. Banana and Wally] 

over there were up here about an hour ago, running around and making the most dreadful 

racket. They said they were trying to find you - wanted to ask a question, or some such 

rubbish. They insisted they were birds. They looked nothing like birds to me – a pair of 

troublemakers, if you want my advice. They hadn‟t made an appointment so I told them 

to clear off! 

 

King Cuckoo [nodding, attention waning]: Kicked „em out, eh? Showed „em what for? 

 

Duckworth: Well, yes sir. But evidently they just came right back. 

 

King Cuckoo: And they‟re both birds, you say? 

 

Duckworth [sighs]: No, sir. They‟re not birds. Not at all. Neither of them. Most 

probably a pair of criminals. 

 

King Cuckoo: A couple of scoundrels, eh? Well then what are they, if not birds? 

 

Duckworth: No idea, sire. 

 

King Cuckoo [to Dr. Banana]: You there. 

 

Dr. Banana: Me? 

 

King Cuckoo: Yes, you. What are you, exactly? 

 

Dr. Banana: Well, my lord – I‟m a bird. 

King Cuckoo: A bird? [Looks back to Duckworth.] There you go, Duckworth. You just 

need to be more forceful about these things. He says he‟s a bird. 

Duckworth [holding back his exasperation]: Yes, but sire – he isn‟t. It‟s a lie. 
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King Cuckoo: Well let‟s just ask the other chap. [To Wally.] I say – you! 

Wally: Yes your lordship? 

King Cuckoo: Just what sort of creature are you? 

Wally: I‟m a bird, sir – born and bred. 

King Cuckoo [points at Dr. Banana]: And what about him next to you? 

Wally: He‟s a bird too. 

King Cuckoo: Well there we have it. One bird can recognise another – and birds of a 

feather flock together. That‟s what I always say. Look: they‟ve both got feathers. They 

managed to find their way to the Royal Nest. What we have here is a pair of birds. That‟s 

a Royal Fact. Honestly, Duckworth – sometimes I doubt your ability to do anything. 

Duckworth [worrying]: But sire… 

King Cuckoo: Enough yabbering, Duckworth! Do we want them to think we‟re 

buffoons? Alright you two – stand up, now. You don‟t have to kneel on the floor all day. 

Look smart! [Dr. Banana and Wally stand to attention.] Right. Now. What‟s the meaning 

of all this funny business, eh? Standing about, pretending to be trees? Highly irregular, 

you know!  

Dr. Banana [nervous, but determined to make a good impression]: Well, your majesty, 

you see – we were only pretending to be trees because we were so frightened! Your 

servant, there – Duckworth – gave us a terrible scare before. 

Wally [butting in]: He practically tried to kill us! 

King Cuckoo: To kill you?! 

Dr. Banana [turns]: Shush, Wally! No, no: not quite to kill us. But he did give us a real 

fright. He had us both running full-pelt down the mountainside just a few moments ago! 

When we heard him coming back outside again, we were terrified – and so we tried to 

run away and hide ourselves. But there was nowhere to go, you see; so we thought we‟d 

pose as a pair of trees and hope that you wouldn‟t see us. It was a natural reaction. 

Completely unavoidable. 

King Cuckoo: Completely unavoidable, eh? 

Dr. Banana: Yes, sir. I mean, you might say that we were: [pause for effect] rooted to 

the spot. 

King Cuckoo [pause - gets the joke and gives a little surprised snort]: Ha! Rooted to the 

spot? I say – that‟s rather good. [Nudges Duckworth a little too hard.] Hear that 

Duckworth? They were pretending to be trees – and they were rooted to the spot! 
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Duckworth [cold]: Hilarious.  

Wally [running with it]: Yes, yes – and you might say that I was: [pause for effect] 

shaking like a leaf. 

King Cuckoo [lets out a guffaw]: Like a leaf. Yes – just so! 

Dr. Banana [continues]: And because we were told we were trespassing, we were both 

afraid you might charge us with: [pause] tree-son! 

King Cuckoo [getting excited]: Hah! Yes! Excellent! Quite right! [Thinks on his feet.] 

And you might say that just a moment ago I was – barking up the wrong tree!  

Dr. Banana: Yes, yes! Well said, sir!  

[All three are now in giggles, with Duckworth standing moodily to one side. King Cuckoo 

motions to Duckworth between laughs.] 

King Cuckoo: Come on Duckworth! Your turn! Be a sport! 

Duckworth [a little spiteful]: My turn? Alright. [Pause.] I think that birds pretending to 

be trees obviously have something very important to hide.  

[Silence from the group.] 

King Cuckoo [eventually]: Well. That was a real belly-flop. A real stinker. Duckworth – 

you have to learn the ins and outs of comedy a little better, I think, before you try to make 

another joke. These two characters have it down to a T. 

Duckworth: And on that note sire – why, exactly, are „these two characters‟ even up 

here? 

King Cuckoo [thinks]: Why – to see me, of course.  

Duckworth: Yes but what for? They‟ve yet to tell us that. 

King Cuckoo: Honestly Duckworth - you don‟t have to be so grouchy all the time! You 

don‟t make friends with sour faces and accusations! All we have to do is ask them rather 

than getting uppity and all bent out of shape. [Looks back to his guests.] Right then, boys 

– do you have names? Why have you come up here to see me? I can only apologise for 

Duckworth‟s behaviour in chasing you away. [Cups his face away from Duckworth and 

whispers loudly.] He‟s a little bit dim at times, you see. 

Dr. Banana: Not at all, your lordship. Not at all. I imagine he‟s a very devoted servant. 

Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Dr. Banana. [Points to Wally.] This is my 

assistant Wally. We‟ve traveled all day in order to reach the Royal Nest and have a 

private word with you. 



 22 

King Cuckoo: Dr. Banana and Wally, eh? Capital names. [Pause.] Quite unusual for 

birds, I should think...  

Duckworth: Extremely unusual. 

King Cuckoo [ignores him]: But good, strong, intelligent names nonetheless. So chaps – 

what can I do to help? 

Dr. Banana [steels himself]: Well – we would like to ask you a very big favour. 

King Cuckoo: Favour, eh? There‟s nothing I like better! Always ready to help out a bird 

in need – ask away and I‟ll see what I can do. 

Dr. Banana: Right. Okay. [Takes a deep breath.] Wally and I would like you to tell us 

how to fly. 

King Cuckoo [pause - leans forward]: Beg your pardon? Say that again? 

Dr. Banana: We would like you, if possible, to tell us both the secret behind flying. 

King Cuckoo [thinks – then laughs uncertainly]: Ha! You‟re joking again. Yes, of 

course – another capital joke. Very good, very good. 

Dr. Banana: Well, no. I‟m quite serious. We‟d both like to know how to fly. 

King Cuckoo [incredulous]: To fly? You want to know how to fly? But, my boys – 

you‟re both birds! 

Dr. Banana: Yes – we know. [Looks at Wally for support.] 

Wally: Yes – we know that. 

King Cuckoo: Well then why on earth do you want to be told how to fly? Every bird 

knows that! Don‟t you want some sacks of seed – or a little money to redecorate your 

nests? Have you come all the way out here to ask me a question you already know the 

answer to? 

Dr. Banana: But your highness – we really don‟t know the answer to that question. You 

see, we‟ve forgotten how to fly. 

Duckworth [stepping forward, agitated]: Forgotten how to fly! A pair of birds 

„forgetting‟ how to fly! You say it as though it happens all the time! Well [pronounces 

names with distaste] „Dr. Banana‟ and „Wally‟ – perhaps you‟d like to tell the King just 

how two genuine, authentic birds such as yourselves could simply „forget‟ something that 

your mothers taught you both at birth! 

King Cuckoo [conceding]: I must admit chaps – it certainly is a baffling thing to ask. 

Dr. Banana: If you let us explain, it‟s easy to understand. Right Wally? 
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Wally: Yes. Absolutely. Easy as pie.  

Duckworth: Well? 

Dr. Banana: Right. My parents descended from the Ostrich Family, you see. And as all 

respectable birds should know – the ostrich is a bird that can‟t fly. We run around fairly 

well and kick up a lot of dust: but we never quite get enough speed together for a takeoff. 

King Cuckoo: Ah yes, of course! The Ostrich Family! They‟ve got wings but they can‟t 

fly. I‟d quite forgotten about them. They‟re good at sports, I hear. 

Dr. Banana: Yes – especially the Hundred Metre Dash. 

King Cuckoo: Splendid, splendid. 

Dr. Banana: So, you see – my family has completely forgotten how to fly. We have the 

wings for it [shakes his „wings‟] but not one of us can actually remember just how to do 

it. It‟s terrible watching all the other birds gliding around all the time while we have to 

make our way about on foot. I hope you can understand. 

King Cuckoo: How awfully upsetting! You must have a very hard time. 

Dr. Banana: Yes – and the same goes for Wally here. 

Wally [conscious of lying]: Yes! I, ah – I‟m a descendant of the…the Dodo Family. And 

as all educated birds know only too well: the dodo can‟t fly, either. So my family has to 

walk from place to place on the ground with our wings flapping uselessly at our sides. 

It‟s most embarrassing. 

King Cuckoo: Yes, yes! That‟s right! The dodo: it can‟t fly. Must have slipped my mind. 

[Digresses.] You know, I had a great-great-grandfather on my mother‟s side who was a 

dodo. Dougal Dodo they used to call him. He was quite a catch with the ladies, I‟m told. 

Duckworth: Sire, I have to interrupt. This „bird‟ – as he calls himself - can‟t be a dodo. 

The dodo‟s extinct! 

King Cuckoo [aghast]: Extinct?  

Duckworth: They all died out several years ago – every last one. That makes it 

impossible for him to be a dodo – he‟s lying! 

Wally: I‟m not lying. 

Duckworth: Prove it! 

King Cuckoo [stunned, staring off into space]: The dodo is extinct? 
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Wally [defending himself to Duckworth]: I said I was descended from the dodo. I‟m not 

a dodo. I don‟t look like a dodo, either – but I inherited their bad luck and was never able 

to use my wings to fly. 

King Cuckoo: All the dodo‟s are dead? 

Duckworth [to King Cuckoo]: Yes, sire. [To Wally.] Well you‟re right about one thing – 

you certainly don‟t look like a dodo. Not one bit. And you – Dr. Banana – you look 

nothing like an ostrich. 

King Cuckoo: Why didn‟t anyone tell me the dodo was extinct? I would have sent a card 

or something... 

Duckworth [continues]: You‟re lying to the King. You [points at Dr. Banana] told me 

that you were a „Banana Bird‟, not an ostrich. And you [points at Wally] – you told me 

you were a…a…[tries to remember] a „Stupid-Stupid-Idiot Bird‟ or some such rubbish! 

Wally: Well - there‟s no need to call us names! 

Duckworth: How ridiculous! How absolutely ridiculous! You‟re supposed to be a 

Banana Bird and you‟re supposed to be a…a Stupid-Stupid-Idiot Bird! 

King Cuckoo [snapping out of it]: Here, here! Duckworth! There‟s no need to call them 

names! How could you be so unfriendly – treating two guests like this! I‟m surprised at 

you! Neither of them can fly and one of them is just coming to terms with extinction. It‟s 

dreadful! Go back inside – I won‟t have you being so rude to birds that need our help! 

Duckworth: But sire! 

King Cuckoo: Now! And stay inside until I say you can come back out. 

[Duckworth skulks back to the cliff-door, staring angrily at Dr. Banana and Wally. He is 

to be plainly seen peeping out at the group for the rest of Act Two.] 

King Cuckoo: Well, boys – don‟t worry about him. He gets so uptight sometimes. I‟m 

sure he meant nothing by it. 

Dr. Banana [eager to please]: Of course not - it must be quite a strain keeping the King 

safe every day. I‟m sure he‟s probably suspicious of every bird he meets. 

King Cuckoo: Yes, yes. I suppose he is – but it‟s no excuse for him to carry on like that. 

Now listen: about this favour of yours. I must admit it‟s just about the strangest thing I‟ve 

ever been asked to do. [Scoffs.] King Cuckoo telling a pair of birds how to go about 

flying! Just imagine it – quite funny, really, if you give it some thought. 

Dr. Banana/Wally [unanimous, nudging each other]: Yes, yes. Quite. 
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King Cuckoo: But I feel extremely sorry for you both – coming from the likes of the 

Ostrich and Dodo Families, as you do. Being unable to fly, watching all the rest of us do 

it - it must be terrible! Every bird has the right, by Royal Law, to be able to fly. I‟d be 

happy to help you out. Perhaps you should have come to see me sooner – and brought 

your families along with you, too. 

Dr. Banana: Oh – don‟t worry about that. We‟re just glad to finally be here at last. 

Wally: Yes: and once you‟ve told us the secret, we‟ll just pass it on to all the others when 

we get home. 

King Cuckoo [pause]: Well, it‟s not quite as easy as that. 

[Dr. Banana and Wally glance at each other.] 

Dr. Banana: Ah - what do you mean? 

King Cuckoo: Good heavens! Why – it took me a good month to learn how to fly when I 

was a little chick. There‟s no secret to it: you‟ve just got to learn! 

Wally [pause]: There‟s no secret behind flying? 

King Cuckoo: Not that I know of. My mother used to kick me [mimes a kick] headfirst 

off the topmost branch of our tree and watch me plummet down to the ground at 

ridiculous speeds! [Taps his head.] It took a thousand direct knocks on the skull to get 

me flying – my mum used to joke that I‟d turn out stupid but [gives thick, gormless 

laugh] as you can see, I turned out fine. 

Dr. Banana [surprised]: A month? A whole month to learn how to fly? 

King Cuckoo: Yes, about that. Plus a few weeks to recuperate in hospital. 

Wally: Hospital?! 

Dr. Banana [turning on Wally]: Shhh! 

King Cuckoo: Afraid so, my friend. You do tend to get knocked about a bit in the 

process. 

[Dr. Banana takes stock of this. Wally looks scared.] 

Dr. Banana: You‟ll have to pardon us, your highness – we were under the impression 

that there was a special secret or some sort of trick behind flying. Some sort of magic 

word or perhaps a magic spell. We thought that you knew it and - once you told it to us - 

we‟d be able to fly home. 

King Cuckoo [laughs]: No such luck, boys! You‟ll have to put some sweat into it, I‟m 

afraid. 
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Wally [tugging at Dr. Banana and hissing under his breath]: Hospital! Knocks on the 

head! Dr. Banana! 

Dr. Banana [pulling away and trying to retain composure]: Why – a month! Such a long 

time to learn one thing… 

King Cuckoo: It would probably take you both a little longer, of course. Maybe two or 

three months, seeing as you‟re both new to the whole idea. 

Wally [tugging, hissing]: Three months! We‟ll be killed! Dr. Banana! 

Dr. Banana [fighting the distraction, pushing Wally back]: Wow, yes – of course. 

Longer for us because we‟ve never done it before… 

Wally: Dr. Banana! 

[Dr. Banana stands discreetly on Wally‟s foot. Wally lets out a sudden groan and covers 

his mouth quickly.] 

King Cuckoo: I say – is your friend alright? 

Dr. Banana: Oh yes, yes of course. He‟s just so terribly excited about the whole idea. 

King Cuckoo: Right, right.  

[Dr. Banana steps off Wally‟s foot and throws him a warning glance. Wally is silent.] 

Dr. Banana: Please continue, your highness. 

King Cuckoo: Well listen up then, chaps – I‟d be happy to help you both out, by all 

means. I consider myself to be quite a dab hand at the old flying. No doubt you‟ve 

probably seen me up in the air sometimes, darting around like greased lightening.  

Dr. Banana [nodding and pinching Wally]: Oh yes, very often. 

Wally [sullen]: Yeah. All the time. 

King Cuckoo: Good show. Well - how does this grab you: why don‟t we take a trip up 

there [points to the sky] and do a spot of intensive training together? I‟d be glad to show 

you the ropes. It tends to get rather boring sitting around the Royal Nest all day, you 

know - what with Duckworth in my way all the time and the blasted heat inside that cliff. 

I‟d love to get out and have a bit of fun. [Gets excited.] We could set up our own little 

flying school and everything – I‟d be the President, of course. You two would be my first 

pupils. We could draw up lesson plans and open out a little practice runway on a fluffy, 

white cloud. All the birds that have forgotten how to fly could start learning there: it 

would become famous! We could call it – „King Cuckoo‟s Flying Friends‟…or „King 

Cuckoo‟s Flying Family‟! [Pause.] No, no – those names aren‟t very good. Got to be 

something straightforward. Something more official. Something…[Thinks, then claps his 
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wings.] Got it! „King Cuckoo‟s Flight School‟! That‟s perfect! King Cuckoo‟s Flight 

School! That sums it all up wonderfully. What do you think, boys? King Cuckoo‟s Flight 

School! 

Dr. Banana: Oh, marvellous - just the thing, sire! A perfect name! [Nudges Wally.] 

Wally [feigning]: Oh, yes, yes. An excellent name, your highness. 

King Cuckoo: Right! „King Cuckoo‟s Flight School‟ it is, then. So what do you say – 

shall we do it, boys? Shall we take a trip up there [points skyward] and set it all up? The 

time will fly by – get it? FLY BY! 

Dr. Banana [laughs]: Ha, ha – yes, wonderful! 

Wally [strained]: Ha, ha, ha. 

King Cuckoo: So you‟re both up for it? Will you shake on it? [He extends both wings to 

shake theirs.] 

Dr. Banana: Oh yes, you definitely have my shake. I think this is a wonderful idea! 

[Shakes King Cuckoo‟s wing.] We can‟t thank you enough. [Looks to Wally – gives him 

an authoritative glance.] Wally? Aren‟t you going to shake the King‟s wing?   

Wally [downtrodden]: Yes, yes – of course. You have my shake, too. [Shuffles over, 

shakes half-heartedly.] 

King Cuckoo: Right! Brilliant! Great! Fantastic! Let‟s get this thing underway, then, and 

help all those birds that can‟t remember how to fly. Just wheel me back inside, chaps, and 

we‟ll start drawing up some lesson plans. This is going to be absolutely wonderful! [Dr. 

Banana and Wally each grab a handle of the royal rickshaw and pull King Cuckoo back 

to the cliff-door. Duckworth is forced to step out of the doorway.] Still here, Duckworth? 

Mind yourself – the new President of „King Cuckoo‟s Flight School‟ is coming through! 

Ha, ha!  

[All three disappear back inside the rock face, leaving Duckworth alone.] 

Duckworth [defiant, hands on hips]: „King Cuckoo‟s Flight School‟? To teach those two 

ragamuffins how to fly? Hah! We‟ll see about that! 

[He follows after them, pulling the cliff-door roughly shut. Blackout.] 
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Act Three 

 

Lights up. The stage is now a fluffy white cloud, with an endless blue sky stretching away 

behind it. For a moment, high-altitude winds are heard whistling across the scene to give 

an impression of fantastic heights. We find Duckworth engaged in hushed conversation 

with Crow – a hopelessly obedient court servant. Crow has jet black feathers and is, 

ideally, rather puny. We begin to hear their exchanges.                                                                                                  

 

Duckworth [authoritative, but earnest]: Right then Crow – that‟s all I want you to do. 

Just follow my instructions to the letter and you‟ll be enjoying all the worms you can eat 

for the next month! It‟s all crystal clear and completely straightforward. Now: do you 

fully understand everything that you‟re going to do? 

Crow: Yep. 

Duckworth: Right. And do you remember absolutely everything that you‟re going to 

say? 

Crow: Yep.  

Duckworth: Absolutely all of it? 

Crow: Yep. 

Duckworth [hesitant]: Good. I want you to really mess up their plans, Crow. Do you 

remember how I‟m going to signal for you? 

Crow: Yep. 

Duckworth: A loud cough, Crow. When I give a loud cough, you need to come rushing 

over here as quickly as you can. Make sure that you listen out for it, okay? 

Crow: Yep. 

Duckworth: And try not to make any mistakes, Crow. 

Crow: Yep. 

Duckworth: And don‟t breathe a word of this to anyone. 

Crow: Yep. 

Duckworth: And remember - you‟re doing this for king and country. 

Crow: Yep. 
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Duckworth: For King Cuckoo, Crow. 

Crow: Yep. 

Duckworth: For His Majesty Himself.  

Crow: Yep. 

Duckworth [sudden]: And stop saying „YEP‟ all the time – it annoys me!  

Crow [fishing for a new word]: Uhhh... 

Duckworth: Got that? 

Crow [slowly shrugging upwards]: Yep? 

[Duckworth is about to scold him, but King Cuckoo‟s cheery banter is heard nearby. He 

jumps to action and ushers Crow away.] 

Duckworth: Right, that‟s them coming now. Off you go, Crow – stay out of sight. And 

remember: listen carefully for my signal! 

[Crow scurries offstage. Duckworth rushes in the opposite direction and disappears. 

Enter King Cuckoo, followed closely by Dr. Banana and Wally. Both chimps are 

noticeably out of breath, with Wally worse for wear – he is wide-eyed and apparently in 

shock.]  

King Cuckoo [treading about the cloud excitedly]: Ah yes – perfect! Absolutely perfect! 

You won‟t find a better cloud than this to practice on. Just the right size; [jumps] just the 

right texture; just the right height. I‟m telling you – I know a good cloud when I see it: 

and this, gentlemen, is a very good cloud! Perfect for royalty and perfect for King 

Cuckoo‟s Flight School! What do you think? 

Dr. Banana [gasping and a little bewildered]: Oh yes, yes – it‟s [pant] breathtaking. 

Right, Wally? 

[Wally stands stunned. Dr. Banana swats him on the back, but receives no response. He 

swats harder.] 

Wally [snaps out of it]: Hmm? Hmm? 

Dr. Banana: Isn‟t this cloud breathtaking? 

Wally [eyes wide, absentmindedly mumbling and smoothing the fur on his head]: Yes, 

yes – cake baking. 

Dr. Banana [leans in, lowering his voice]: I didn‟t say cake baking – I said breathtaking! 
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Wally [staring into middle-distance, speaking in monotone]: Oh yes, yes. Breathtaking. 

[Pause.] It‟s taking my breath away. 

King Cuckoo: I say – are you quite sure your friend is all right? He looks rather ill. 

[Duckworth appears onstage.] 

Duckworth [piping up]: He looks positively terrified to me. 

King Cuckoo [whirls about]: Oh Duckworth, it‟s you. You got here before us. 

Duckworth: Yes sir – I had a feeling you would pick out this particular cloud. An 

excellent choice, if I may say so. Perfect for practicing on. 

King Cuckoo: Yes, yes – I thought so too. It‟s just the job for our two new pupils here. 

[Aside to Duckworth, but far too loud.] Although I think the flight up here may have left 

them a little bit queasy! 

Duckworth [hiding his pleasure]: Oh? And how‟s that? [Calls over to Dr. Banana and 

Wally.] Was the flight up a little bit rough? A little bit choppy, perhaps? I do hope you‟re 

both feeling well enough to carry on? 

Dr. Banana: Oh no, no – we‟re not feeling sick at all. Just a little bit flustered. We‟ve 

never been flying before, that‟s all. It‟s a very...new experience. Your servants flew us up 

here so quickly! They just picked us up and – wham – it seemed like we shot up into the 

sky at a hundred miles per hour!  

Wally [repeats in daydream]: Hundred miles per hour... 

Dr. Banana: We just flew up and up and up – we must be a thousand feet in the air! 

Duckworth [nonchalantly]: More like thirty thousand. 

Dr. Banana [suppressing surprise]: Yes. Hah! Thirty. Thirty thousand feet. Hah! 

[Nervously prods Wally.] Do you hear that Wally? [Pause.] We‟re...we‟re thirty 

thousand feet away from solid ground. 

Wally: I feel sick. 

King Cuckoo: Now, now – come on old boy! Was it the flying that‟s ruffled your 

feathers? I suppose it was a bit much to have you flown up here so fast, but you‟ll get 

used to it soon enough. You‟ll be doing it yourself eventually! 

Duckworth [scheming]: Yes. Fairly soon you‟ll be taking your first jump out into thin 

air without help from anyone. 

Wally [lets out a little laugh]: Yes. Soon...[wavers]...very first jump...right out 

into...thin... 
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[Wally pulls a silly face and faints, falling flat on his back. Dr. Banana and King Cuckoo 

drop to his side.] 

King Cuckoo: Crikey – he‟s out cold. 

Dr. Banana [slapping Wally‟s face]: Wally! Wally! 

King Cuckoo: Best to lean back – give him some air! 

Dr. Banana: No, no – he‟s coming round again. 

[Wally slowly regains consciousness and sits up.] 

Wally [groans]: What happened? 

Dr. Banana: You fainted, Wally. 

Wally: I fainted? Wow. [Rubs face.] I was having such a weird dream. I dreamt I was 

being flown through the air faster than I‟ve ever traveled before – and I felt sick. I wanted 

to be horribly sick. But there was no doggie bag. I was being flown up and up to a distant 

cloud in the sky and I remember thinking: „I‟m glad this is just a dream. I‟m so glad this 

is just a dream. Wouldn‟t it be awful if this was really happening.‟ And...and...[slows, 

pointing in turn at Dr. Banana and King Cuckoo]...and you were there...and you were 

there...[peers over at Duckworth, slowly realizing his predicament]...and he was there. 

[Pause.] Dr. Banana? 

Dr. Banana: Yes? 

Wally: I wasn‟t dreaming, was I. 

Dr. Banana: Ah – no. 

Wally [nods]: Yep. And we‟re on that cloud right now, aren‟t we. 

Dr. Banana: Yes, Wally – we are. 

Wally: Right. 

[Wally faints flat on his back again.] 

King Cuckoo: My goodness! Off he goes again! 

Dr. Banana [annoyed, begins slapping Wally again]: Wally! Wake up! 

Duckworth: Perhaps he‟s not really up to this. [To King Cuckoo.] My lord – perhaps this 

wasn‟t such a good idea after all. 

Dr. Banana [hurriedly explaining it away]: Oh no, no – don‟t worry about Wally! He‟ll 

be as right as rain in a second. I think he just ate something bad for lunch. You know, 
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some bad eggs or something – they must have been off. Eggs give him terrible wind. 

Trapped wind. Very painful. 

Duckworth: Eggs! My boy – how could you eat eggs! Birds don‟t eat eggs – are you a 

cannibal!? 

Dr. Banana [floundering]: Ho, hum – chocolate! I mean chocolate eggs. You know, like 

Easter eggs. 

Duckworth [lost]: Easter eggs? What are they? What on earth are you talking about? 

Dr. Banana [hoisting Wally up, dragging him away and laughing nervously]: Ha, ha – 

yes, Easter. You know - chocolates, cakes and all that fun stuff. Come on then Wally. 

[Shakes him about, pulling him to the other side of the stage] Come on, come on, come 

on. [He takes Wally aside and stands him upright. Wally begins to stir and Dr. Banana 

holds him by the face. Consciously, he shouts at close range.] Wake up! 

Wally [waking with a start]: What? Eh? 

King Cuckoo [calling across stage]: Ah – there we go, lad! That‟s the spirit! You passed 

out again, that‟s all. 

Wally [disorientated]: I passed out again. 

Dr. Banana [still holding Wally‟s face, speaking tensely through pursed lips]: Yes 

Wally. You passed out again. Again. Try to calm down. Take some deep breaths. We‟re 

this close. Let‟s not mess it up now. 

Wally [takes some deep breaths]: Okay. I‟m alright. 

Dr. Banana: Are you sure? You‟re ready to start learning how to fly, Wally? 

Wally: Yep. I‟m ready. 

Dr. Banana [encouragingly]: We‟re going to fly, Wally – remember that. 

Wally: I know, I know. 

King Cuckoo: What‟s all that chatter over there? Are you alright, now? Ready to carry 

on? 

[Dr. Banana and Wally turn and walk back.] 

Dr. Banana: Yes, yes – everything‟s alright now. [To Wally.] Right? 

Wally: Yes, I‟m better now. Just a little bit nervous. You know, birds like myself have 

spent so long on the ground never using our wings – it‟s a lot to take in at once. 



 33 

King Cuckoo: Of course, of course – and don‟t you worry about it for a second. I used to 

be just the same. So did Duckworth. He used to quiver like a little girl before his flying 

lessons. 

Duckworth [rushing to defend himself]: What? Quiver? [Nervous laugh.] I assure you, 

sire – I was a most confident student when I first started to fly. 

King Cuckoo [cuts him dead]: Nonsense. I grew up with you, Duckworth. You used to 

cry like a little baby before your lessons with your mother. 

Duckworth [flustered]: Well...I... 

King Cuckoo [turning to the task at hand]: So - who‟s ready to learn how to fly? Shall 

we get started and run through some of the basics? 

Dr. Banana: Yes, yes – I‟m ready to have a go. 

Wally: I‟m ready too. 

King Cuckoo: Splendid! Splendid! Well, let‟s come back here so we‟ve got the whole 

cloud out in front of us. [They all move to one side of the stage.] We‟ll need a little room, 

you see. Flying requires a fair bit of space. Now – who wants to go first? 

[Dr. Banana and Wally look at one another.] 

Dr. Banana: Ah, I think I‟ll go first. [Looks to Wally.] Unless Wally wants to, that is. 

Wally [quick]: Oh no, no, no – Dr. Banana can go first. Fine by me. 

King Cuckoo: That settles it, then – we‟ll start with Dr. Banana. Now – what you must 

understand about flying is that you have to get the takeoff just right, or everything else 

gets worse and worse from thereon in. A bad takeoff makes for a bad flight in general. 

When I was a young lad, one of my closest friends made an excruciatingly bad takeoff 

during one of his lessons. He got the angle all wrong, you see. [Gesticulating.] He did a 

big loop the loop in the air and came back down again, smashing headfirst into the 

ground. We only knew he was still alive because we could see his feet wriggling above 

the flower beds. Took hours to dig him out, after that. We birds fortunate enough to fly 

hold a lot of respect for a good takeoff. So that‟s where we‟ll start – with takeoffs. [To 

Dr. Banana.] That okay by you?  

Dr. Banana: Absolutely. 

King Cuckoo: Right. Well, the best way to go about doing this is to get you taking a few 

practice run-ups first, followed closely by a gentle takeoff. Not a big takeoff, mind. 

[Snorts.] We don‟t want you flying off the cloud and plummeting down to earth, where 

they‟ll have to peel you off the ground with a cheese knife, do we now! Ha ha! 

Dr. Banana: [nervous pause] Um...no. 
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Wally [squeaks]: With a cheese knife? 

Duckworth [chimes in]: I doubt whether a cheese knife would clean up a mess like that. 

Most probably you‟d explode in all directions on impact. 

King Cuckoo: Duckworth – stop being melodramatic. These chaps don‟t want to hear 

about exploding in all directions. [To Dr. Banana.] Look here: you‟ll be fine. Just be 

careful, is all I‟m saying. I was only joking about the cheese knife. 

Dr. Banana: Yes, yes, of course. 

King Cuckoo: So let‟s get going and practice on some takeoffs! I‟ll count to three, and 

you make a dash for the other side of the cloud. When you get towards that end [motions 

the opposite side] I want you to lightly jump off the ground and see if the air catches in 

your wings. Then we‟ll be able to tell if you‟ve got a natural knack for flying. Alright? 

Dr. Banana: Right. 

[Duckworth moves quietly to centre-stage.] 

King Cuckoo: Okay then. On my mark: [pause] one, [pause] two [pause] three! 

[Dr. Banana starts to sprint across the stage. Duckworth stealthily sticks out a foot as he 

passes, clipping his heels. Dr. Banana reels, stumbles – practically somersaults - and 

lands flat on his back in as comic a fashion as possible.] 

King Cuckoo [shocked]: My word! [Pause.] Are you dead? 

Dr. Banana [groans]: Owwwwww. 

King Cuckoo: Goodness. Duckworth – what happened? He‟s crashed and burnt! 

Duckworth [shrugs]: Who knows, sire? Perhaps he caught his foot in the cloud. 

Wally [points at Duckworth]:  I saw that! You tripped him up! 

Duckworth [incredulous]: Why - tripped him up? What on earth are you suggesting? 

Wally: You stuck out your foot and tripped him up. 

Duckworth: I did no such thing. 

Wally: You did and I saw it. [Turns to King Cuckoo.] King Cuckoo – he tripped Dr. 

Banana up on purpose! 

Dr. Banana [flaps his arms and moans to the sky]: Ugh – I tripped. 

Duckworth: You see – he tripped. Even he‟s saying it. 
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Wally: Yes but you‟re the one who tripped him! 

King Cuckoo [intervening]: Silence, silence – the pair of you! Look – the poor fellow‟s 

a heap on the floor. Pick him up and dust him down. If he fell over, he fell over. Flying‟s 

all about falling over. Go and get him and bring him back. [Duckworth and Wally walk to 

Dr. Banana.] Really, there‟s no point in bickering about it all. You‟ve got to expect a few 

bumps and bruises. Even Duckworth knows that. Eh? Duckworth? Am I right or am I 

right? 

[Duckworth and Wally are bringing Dr. Banana back.] 

Duckworth: You‟re perfectly correct, sire – as always. 

King Cuckoo [to Dr. Banana]: There we are. Not to worry about it old boy. Are you 

alright? 

Dr. Banana [rubbing back]: Yes, I think so. Just a bit of a sore back. 

King Cuckoo: And quite a fall it was too. You need to be sure on your feet if you want to 

get to grips with takeoffs. Don‟t let it bother you. Everyone falls over in the beginning. 

[Looks to Wally.] Perhaps we‟ll let your friend have a go this time. What do you say – 

ready to take a crack at it? 

Wally: Well, yes. I suppose so. 

King Cuckoo: Fabulous. You need to do exactly the same thing – take a good hard run-

up and jump out gently into the air. We‟ll see if your wings are up to the challenge. 

Okay? 

Wally: Okay. But keep Mr. Duckworth away from me. He‟ll try and trip me up if he gets 

the chance. 

Duckworth [surprise]: Where has that silly idea come from? 

Wally: I saw you trip Dr. Banana up! 

Duckworth: I was nowhere near him! 

King Cuckoo: Duckworth - stop flustering my new pupil! Move out of the way and stand 

over here behind me. 

Duckworth: But sire... 

King Cuckoo: Now! Quick smart! [Duckworth comes over and joins King Cuckoo.] 

There: Duckworth‟s out of the way now. [To Wally.] I don‟t know where all this 

„tripping up‟ mumbo-jumbo came from, but does that make you feel more comfortable? 

Wally: Yes – a lot more comfortable. 
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King Cuckoo: Right. I‟ll count to three, then, and you run across the cloud and have a 

little jump. Got it? 

Wally [tenses in preparation]: Got it. 

King Cuckoo: Here we go then: [pause] one, [pause] two, [pause] three! 

[Wally makes a dramatic dash across stage. He builds up speed and at peak acceleration 

launches himself into the air with „wings‟ spread wide. He goes nowhere, rising for 

perhaps a second and then falling with a heavy smack on his face. He lays motionless 

with arms and legs outstretched.] 

King Cuckoo [pause]: Oh dear. 

Duckworth [laughing]: Well – he really was brought back down to earth, wasn‟t he? 

King Cuckoo [scolds]: Duckworth!  

Duckworth [stops]: Sorry. 

King Cuckoo: Do you think he‟s okay? 

Dr. Banana [uncertain himself]: Uhhh – well, let‟s see. [Tentatively calls over.] Wally? 

Are you alright? 

[Wally doesn‟t speak or move. He lays in the same position.] 

King Cuckoo: Most unfortunate landing. [Condescending.] I told you – a bad takeoff 

makes for a bad landing. It didn‟t think it would be quite that bad, mind you. I‟d check on 

him if I were you. 

[Dr. Banana rushes over and lifts Wally up.] 

Dr. Banana: Up we get. Come on then. 

Wally [groans]: Oooohhh – am I flying yet? 

Dr. Banana: No, not yet Wally. We‟re going to have to try again. 

Wally [clutching at imaginary objects before him]: I can see lots of stars all flying in a 

circle. And lots of birds, too. But they‟re not really birds – they‟re chimpanzees dressed 

up in feathers. 

King Cuckoo [thinks]: What an odd thing to say. 

Duckworth [suspicious]: Yes. How very odd indeed. 
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Dr. Banana [double-takes, gives a high-strung titter]: Ha, ha – Wally! You‟re so silly 

sometimes. You took a real hit on the head, didn‟t you? You‟re dizzy; you‟re light-

headed; you‟re not making sense. 

King Cuckoo: Get him to do some star jumps. That always sorted me out when I‟d taken 

a bit of a bump during a lesson. 

Dr. Banana [glad for the diversion]: Yes, yes – fantastic idea. Come on Wally. [To 

Wally in a harsh whisper.] Get a hold of yourself! You‟re going to give us away! [Calls 

over his shoulder to the other two.] Let‟s do some star jumps! [Starts forcing Wally‟s 

movements.] Right then - one, two, one, two, one, two! Back to normal! Making sense! 

[Wally is shaken about like a rag doll until he picks up the motion and begins engaging 

in ludicrous star jumps. King Cuckoo trots over and joins in.] 

King Cuckoo: Yes – ha, ha! That‟s it. You‟ve really got to throw your wings right up 

into the air. One and two and one and two... 

[Duckworth looks on with distaste, glances offstage and then gives a loud conspicuous 

cough. This is the signal for Crow – who does not appear. King Cuckoo continues to lead 

Wally in star jumps. Duckworth coughs again, louder – clearing his throat at length.] 

King Cuckoo [turning about]: Is that you Duckworth? What in the world is wrong with 

you? 

Duckworth: Nothing sir. I just [cough] seem to have a terrible [cough] frog in my throat. 

It‟s making me need to COUGH! [He barks it out loud.] 

[A whistle begins blowing offstage.] 

King Cuckoo [stops exercising]: I say – what‟s that? Listen. It sounds like a whistle. 

[Wally sits down, recovering. Dr. Banana cups his ear to listen. Crow comes scuttling 

onto the cloud wearing a policeman‟s hat. He adopts a clichéd cockney accent.] 

Crow: „Allo, „allo, „allo – what‟s going on „ere, then? 

Duckworth [affecting surprise]: Ah – hello constable! What a surprise, seeing a police-

bird all the way up here. 

Crow: Afternoon, sir. 

King Cuckoo: What‟s that? A police-bird? [Stepping over.] Well, well. Good day to you, 

lad. 

Crow [bowing]: Afternoon, yer highness. 

King Cuckoo: It‟s certainly good to see you around. Always encouraging to know that 

my team of police-birds is out patrolling the skies, keeping questionable characters out of 
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trouble and whatnot. What would we do without you boys, eh? Hah! [Pats Crow on the 

back.]  

Crow: Thank you, yer highness. Most kind of you. 

King Cuckoo: Now then – what can we do for you? 

Crow [recounting his thoughts as though in a report]: Well, sir, I was just flyin‟ by on 

me routine inspection when I spotted you lot on this „ere cloud. Looked as though you 

was indulgin‟ in some kind of activity, so I swooped down for a closer look. Upon my 

descent, I discovered that you was all doin‟ an exercise of some description – and at that 

point I started blowin‟ me whistle so that you would stop doin‟ it immediately. 

King Cuckoo [frowns]: Come, come, lad – I don‟t understand what you mean. What did 

you want us to stop doing? We were just enjoying a few of the old star jumps. You know, 

one, two, one two. [Gives a couple of jumps.] Delightful fun. That chap over there 

[points to Wally] is just recovering from a dizzy spell and we‟re helping him out. 

Crow: I appreciate that, yer highness, but as you know – it‟s my job to uphold the law. 

King Cuckoo: Yes, yes, fine, fine. But we‟re not breaking it, you see. Just doing some 

star jumps. 

Crow: I‟m sorry, m‟lord, but may I remind you of King Cuckoo‟s Royal Rule No. 657 

[clears throat] – „No bird of any description may indulge in physical exercise upon a 

cloud, for fear it may give way and land on someone‟s head.‟ 

King Cuckoo: What? Give way and land on someone‟s head? That‟s a ridiculous rule. I 

certainly wouldn‟t have made it. I‟m afraid you‟re gravely mistaken, constable. 

Duckworth – tell him he‟s wrong. 

Duckworth [producing a scroll and reading down it]: Oh yes, yes – a rule like that is 

perfectly silly. You must be confused, constable. A cloud would never land on someone‟s 

head. I have a copy of King Cuckoo‟s Royal Rules right here. Let‟s just have a look at 

what Rule No. 657 really says...let‟s see, let‟s see...665...656...657. [Reads. Pauses.] I 

don‟t believe it. Well! I certainly don‟t remember this at all! 

King Cuckoo: What? What? What does it say? 

Duckworth: Well, it says what our police-bird friend here just said: „No bird of any 

description may indulge in physical exercise upon a cloud, for fear it may give way and 

land on someone‟s head.‟ It‟s written right here in the scroll. 

King Cuckoo [utter surprise]: No! 

Duckworth: Yes, it‟s a Royal Rule. [Looks over at Dr. Banana and Duckworth.] Which 

means we can‟t break it. 
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King Cuckoo: Well – I really can‟t remember making that rule. Must have been a very 

long time ago. Hmm, but still - I suppose I had a good reason for it. I wouldn‟t make a 

rule if it didn‟t need making, after all. And a Royal Rule is a Royal Rule. Bah! What does 

it matter anyway? It just means that we can‟t do any more star jumps. No harm in that. 

[To Wally.] You‟re all better now, right? 

Wally [recovered]: Well, I feel a little better.  

King Cuckoo: Splendid! Let‟s carry on then. 

Dr. Banana: Just a moment. [Thinks.] Would this cloud really stand a chance of landing 

on someone‟s head?  

King Cuckoo [scoffs]: I doubt it! Seems pretty silly that it would. Who ever heard of a 

cloud falling out of the sky! 

Dr. Banana [confused pause]: Then why is it a Royal Rule that we can‟t do exercises on 

this cloud? 

King Cuckoo [unconcerned and contradicting himself]: Oh gosh knows – a cloud must 

have fallen down, at one time or another, because some bird was jumping around on it 

and being foolish. I‟ve quite forgotten the details. Duckworth – do you remember why I 

made this rule? 

Duckworth [caught unprepared]: Um, ah – not exactly sire. But it‟s still a Royal Rule -  

and you wouldn‟t have made it unless it was important. I believe the constable here is 

right: we shouldn‟t do any more exercises, just to be on the safe side. 

King Cuckoo: Yes, yes – quite right. All in the name of safety. [Gives an absent-minded 

sigh.] So! [To Dr. Banana and Wally.] Shall we start all over again and give the takeoffs 

another try? We‟ve got to keep cracking away at it if we want you two to pass through 

King Cuckoo‟s Flight School with [strategic pause] flying colours! Ha, ha! Get it? 

Flying colours! [Dr. Banana and Wally give nervous laughs. Duckworth remains 

straight-faced.] Duckworth – that was a joke.  

Duckworth [feigning]: Very good, your highness. 

King Cuckoo: Oh forget it. You wouldn‟t know a joke if it crept up on you and smacked 

you over the head with a wet fish. Let‟s just carry on with the flying lessons. 

Crow [gives a start]: Ah – beggin‟ your pardon, m‟lord. But did you just say somethin‟ 

or other about flyin‟ lessons? 

King Cuckoo: Yes, yes. Flying lessons. 

Crow: Ah...and what, if you don‟t mind my askin‟ sir, would these „ere lessons involve? 
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King Cuckoo: What on earth can you mean, boy? They‟re all about teaching these two 

unfortunate birds here how to fly like the rest of us. They never got the chance. It‟s one of 

my new ideas – and one that‟s going to make history amongst all birdkind! 

Crow [pause]: Ah, may I be permitted to draw yer lordship‟s attention to King Cuckoo‟s 

Royal Rule No. 845, which states: [pause] „No bird may indulge in the making of history 

amongst birdkind, for fear that all the history books will have to be rewritten.‟ 

King Cuckoo: What? That‟s perfectly silly. I never made a rule like that. Rewriting the 

history books indeed! Stuff and nonsense! Duckworth – check the Royal Scroll. 

Duckworth [busily scanning the scroll]: Absolutely, right away. Let‟s see, let‟s 

see...845...845...ah, here we are. Royal Rule No. 845 – [pause] – well, my word. 

King Cuckoo [impatient]: Well - what is it, what is it? 

Duckworth [mock surprise]: It says: „No bird may indulge in the making of history 

amongst birdkind, for fear that all the history books will have to be rewritten.‟ It‟s written 

here, clear as day. 

Wally: Sounds like a bit of a daft rule. 

Dr. Banana [eyeing Duckworth]: A very strange rule, indeed. 

King Cuckoo: Hmm, yes – perfectly ludicrous if you ask me. 

Dr. Banana [to King Cuckoo, incredulous again]: But isn‟t it a rule that you made? 

King Cuckoo: Well I don‟t remember making it. But this is all just boring rules and 

regulations – a lot of old twaddle, really. I can‟t keep up with it. Duckworth‟s in charge 

of all that. 

Dr. Banana [knowingly]: Oh – Duckworth‟s in charge of the rules, is he? 

King Cuckoo: Yes, yes – but who gives a fig, eh? It won‟t stop us having our flying 

lessons. So let‟s carry on! [Starts to usher Dr. Banana and Wally away.] Right: if you 

two go back to the other side of the cloud, we‟ll do a few more run-ups and try some 

more takeoffs. 

[Duckworth motions sharply to Crow, prompting him to speak.] 

Crow: Um, excuse me yer highness. 

King Cuckoo [turning about, becoming irritable]: What is it? What, what, what?  

Crow: Well you‟ll „ave to forgive my interruptin‟, m‟lord, but it seems to me as though 

you‟re tryin‟ to teach these two birds here how to fly. 
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King Cuckoo: That‟s exactly what I‟m doing, constable – and it‟s not easy with you 

distracting me all the time. What‟s the problem? 

Crow: Well, sir – the only problem is King Cuckoo‟s Royal Rule No. 520, which states: 

„No bird may teach another bird how to fly, because if he doesn‟t know how to already, 

he‟s probably too thick to be taught at all.‟ 

King Cuckoo [sucked in]: Well, I never! That‟s a weird one. There‟s an awful lot of 

rules knocking about the old place, aren‟t there? 

Dr. Banana [in defense]: That‟s not fair! Why would a rule like that exist? Birds like 

myself and Wally never got the chance to learn how to fly. We‟re not thick – just 

disadvantaged! 

Duckworth [cutting in]: Wait, wait! Let‟s just double check and see. If it‟s written in the 

scroll, it‟s one of the Royal Rules and we can‟t break it. [Runs a feather down the list.] 

Tum te tum, tum te tum – Rule No. 520. [Smug.] Well! The constable is right again. [To 

Crow, with loaded meaning.] You certainly do know your Royal Rules, young chap. 

Crow [with a nod]: Thank you very much, sir. 

Duckworth [quoting at a glance]: „No bird may teach another how to fly, etc, etc...if he 

doesn‟t know how to already, he‟s probably too [throws his voice toward Dr. Banana] 

THICK to be taught at all.‟ It‟s all here, written clearly. 

Dr. Banana: That rule sounds made up to me. Look here: I‟m an honourable member of 

the Ostrich Family. 

Wally [joins in]: And I‟m an honourable member of the Dodo Family. 

Dr. Banana: Yes, yes – and we‟re not too [throws it back at Duckworth] THICK to learn 

how to fly, we‟ve just never had the chance like everyone else! 

Duckworth [rising to the challenge]: Oh really? And while we‟re on the subject of bird 

families – absolutely everyone knows that the ostrich was never meant to fly and the 

dodo is completely extinct! 

[Pause.] 

King Cuckoo [shocked - he‟s forgotten already]: The dodo is extinct? 

Duckworth [strained]: Yes, sire. 

Wally: Well it‟s not our fault – we‟ve just inherited their bad luck. How would you feel 

if you couldn‟t fly? 

Duckworth: How would I feel? I would never feel that way because I‟m a bird - and 

birds should know how to fly! 
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King Cuckoo: Alright, alright – stop all this hullabaloo about bad luck, ostriches and 

dodos! Terrible news that, you know, about the dodos. [Pats Wally on the back.] It must 

be very difficult for you. I wish people would keep me informed about these things. 

Which reminds me: Duckworth – have a cake flown over to the dodo family, will you, 

expressing my deepest sympathies. 

Duckworth [wearied pause]: But sire – they‟re extinct. 

King Cuckoo: Yes, exactly – that‟s why I want you to send the cake! [Taps his head in 

disbelief, as though everyone should be following his logic.] Now look – I‟m the King 

around here and what I say goes. I don‟t remember making flying lessons illegal - so, by 

gum, I shall jolly well go ahead and do as I please. Rules were made for breaking and the 

King of the Birds is the only one with the power to do it. I‟m going to teach Dr. Banana 

and his assistant Wally here how to fly, no matter what - and that, my dear birds, is that. 

[Stands with his wings on his hips.] Now: does anyone here have anything to say about 

that? 

Duckworth: Ah, just one thing my lord. 

King Cuckoo: And what‟s that? 

Duckworth [from the scroll]: „King Cuckoo‟s Royal Rule No. 1 – King Cuckoo shall not 

be allowed to break his own rules.‟ 

[King Cuckoo is silent for a moment. He grows self-conscious as cogs turn in his head.] 

King Cuckoo [sheepish]: Ah...Rule No. 1. Yes...Royal Rule No. 1. [Scratches head in 

embarrassment.] I think perhaps I do remember making that rule right at the very start. 

[Looks to Dr. Banana and Wally with a pained expression.] Sorry boys. 

Wally [making a move toward Duckworth]: This is all rubbish – you‟re just making these 

rules up as you go along! [Duckworth retreats, but Wally reaches out and gets a brief 

glimpse of the scroll.] Look – most of these rules are just written down in pencil! They‟re 

fake! 

Duckworth [clutching the scroll to his chest]: How dare you! No one is allowed to read 

the Royal Scroll except myself and the King! 

Dr. Banana: Mr. Duckworth – are you deliberately trying to stop these flying lessons? 

Duckworth: Why! I have no idea what you mean! [To King Cuckoo.] Your highness, 

these two characters are out of control. They‟re questioning the Royal Rules. 

Wally: Yes – and you‟re inventing the Royal Rules! 

Duckworth: Poppycock! I wouldn‟t dream of committing such a crime! 
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King Cuckoo: Quiet down! Stop this commotion! You don‟t have to shout about 

everything – it‟s terribly hard on the ears. [Thinks.] I must admit, I‟d quite forgotten 

about making that first Royal Rule. But I did make it, you know, years ago – it‟s this 

dreadful memory of mine, you see. [Pause.] I have to stick to my own blasted rules, 

though. I can‟t rightly go breaking them, can I? Utter chaos would break loose. [Sighs.] 

I‟m afraid it looks as though we can‟t carry on having the lessons, lads. I suppose a bird 

ought to know how to fly anyway, really. It‟s a shame that neither of you were taught 

how to, but perhaps birds of your plumage were never intended to fly. Flying‟s not for 

everyone, you know. It‟s a frightful shame, but if King Cuckoo‟s Law forbids it then 

there‟s nothing we can really do. 

Dr. Banana: King Cuckoo – may I make a suggestion? 

King Cuckoo: Yes, old boy? 

Dr. Banana: Why don‟t we all take a look at the Royal Scroll and read the rules for 

ourselves? Just to see what‟s what and make sense of it all. 

Duckworth: There‟s no sense to be made – the Royal Rules are as clear as day, to those 

with the intelligence to understand them. 

Dr. Banana [suggestively]: Oh, I understand what these rules mean, Mr. Duckworth. 

That‟s why I want to take a look at them for myself. In fact, I think all of us should be 

able to take a look at that scroll. 

Duckworth [holding scroll close]: Never! The Royal Scroll is for the eyes of King 

Cuckoo and myself. They‟re not for the likes of you. 

King Cuckoo: Give them a peek, Duckworth. Can‟t hurt much, can it? As birds, they 

have a right to know what the rules are at least. 

Duckworth: Sire – I don‟t think it would be a good idea. 

Wally: Yeah – come on. Give us a look. 

[Dr. Banana and Wally advance on Duckworth with their eyes on the scroll. Duckworth 

retreats, looking tense. He throws a glance at Crow.] 

Duckworth [expectant]: Ah....constable? 

[Crow now steps resolutely into the path of Dr. Banana and Wally, barring their way. He 

holds up a wing and gives a few toots on his whistle.] 

Crow: „Old it, please, sirs. „Old it right there. 

Dr. Banana: What‟s wrong? 
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Crow: You can‟t look at that there scroll, I‟m afraid – and I don‟t want no use of physical 

force on my beat. But look „ere – I‟ve been thinking this little problem through as I‟ve 

been standin‟ about: and I think I may „ave come up with a little solution to help you two 

chappies out. 

Dr. Banana [suspicious but curious]: Really? What kind of solution? 

Crow: Well – as you know, gents, I am a Royal Police-Bird, and all Royal Police-Birds 

must „ave a proper understandin‟ of the law. As far as I can remember, Royal Rule No. 

520 – the rule that says one bird can‟t teach another bird how to fly – has quite a few 

subsections to it, see. In fact, it has a lot of subsections to it if I remember rightly. 

[Turning to Duckworth.] Isn‟t that right, Mr. Duckworth sir? 

Duckworth [a broad grin grows on his face]: Why, the subsections to Royal Rule No. 

520 – of course constable! I‟d completely forgotten about those! Why didn‟t I think of 

that? This changes everything. 

King Cuckoo: Subsections? What, what? Duckworth – what‟s the constable talking 

about? 

Duckworth [unfurling the scroll again]: Well, my lord, the constable here is quite right 

when he says that Rule No. 520 has a lot of subsections. There‟s a big long list of them 

running down along the page next to an asterisk. My eye must have missed it before. 

Dr. Banana: What‟s this? More trickery? 

Duckworth: My dear bird – if bird you are – I assure you that I‟m telling the truth. Rule 

520 has lots of different sections tucked away to the side of it. It‟s good news for the both 

of you, though: if you follow these subsections correctly, it appears that it will be 

perfectly legal to let you both learn how to fly! 

King Cuckoo: Ha! I knew it! I knew the old rules weren‟t a complete waste of time. You 

see, boys – it turns out that we‟ll be able to carry on with the lessons after all! 

Dr. Banana: Yes, but we‟ll have to follow these new „subsections‟ if we want to, won‟t 

we? 

King Cuckoo: Yes, yes – but that won‟t be too much bother, will it? Duckworth – what 

do these two lads need to do if they want to learn how to fly, eh?  

Duckworth [consults the scroll]: Well let‟s see, let‟s see. [Reads aloud.] Royal Rule No. 

520, Subsection One: „If a bird cannot fly and wishes to learn how to, it must be assumed 

that he is very dim.‟ 

Wally [offended]: Dim! We aren‟t dim! 
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Duckworth [ignores Wally]: And it goes on to say: „Therefore, rather than relying on his 

brainpower – which will be unbelievably weak – he must rely on his physical fitness in 

order to succeed at flying.‟ 

King Cuckoo [to Dr. Banana and Wally]: Well there we go! That‟s not so bad is it? 

You‟ll just need to do some exercises to prove that you‟re up to the challenge. 

Dr. Banana: Sounds a bit odd to me. [To Duckworth.] What sort of exercises are we 

talking about? 

Duckworth: Well, that brings us on to Subsection Two. [Reads.] It says: „All birds 

wishing to learn how to fly must be able to run repeatedly around a cloud.‟ 

Wally [pause]: What‟s that got to do with flying? 

Duckworth [smiles]: Everything, it seems. 

[There is a pause – Dr. Banana and Wally look at one another sceptically.] 

King Cuckoo [taking the initiative]: Well come on, then! Come on! Let‟s show „em 

what you‟re made of. [Ushers Dr. Banana and Wally from behind.] No dilly-dallying. 

Let‟s get going and do some laps round the cloud! Hup-two-three-four, hup-two-three-

four! 

[The three of them begin to jog around the edge of the cloud. King Cuckoo spurs Dr. 

Banana and Wally from the back while they shuffle along grudgingly. Crow and 

Duckworth exchange knowing glances in the centre of the cloud. Count ten.] 

Duckworth [raising voice to be heard]: Very good, very good! Now, listen carefully. 

Subsection Three says: „All birds wishing to fly must continue running around a cloud - 

and every three seconds they must jump up into the air and call out “cuckoo” in honour 

of their King.‟ Have you got that? 

Wally [incredulous as he runs]: What? Call out „cuckoo‟? 

King Cuckoo [hot on their heels]: That‟s it, that‟s it. Do as he says. Just like this. [He 

leaps up behind them and calls out “cuckoo”.] Come on boys, your turn now! 

[They continue to run around the edge of the stage, each one hopping up in turn and 

calling out “cuckoo” every three seconds or so. Duckworth watches with glee. Note - 

after this point, if a “cuckoo” call overlaps with another character‟s speech it will need 

to be cried a little more quietly. Those running do not necessarily need to perform it with 

every jump, though.] 

Duckworth: Good, good. Let‟s move on to Subsection Four. It says: „Birds wishing to 

fly must continue running and jumping up to call out “cuckoo” - but every time that they 

land they must do a single press-up on the floor.‟ Okay? 
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King Cuckoo [extremely overexcited]: Press-ups! Press-ups! Yes, yes alright. Come on 

boys. 

[They each run, hop, call out “cuckoo” and do a press-up every time they land.] 

Wally [puffs]: This is silly. How on earth is this going to prove that we deserve to have 

flying lessons? 

Dr. Banana: Yes – this is absurd! Apart from wasting time, it‟s going to make me too 

tired to fly at all! 

Duckworth: Less talking, more running please! We‟re about to move on to Subsection 

Five. Listen carefully, now: „After they have finished each press-up, birds who wish to 

fly must walk five paces on their knees.‟ Got that? 

Wally: On our knees! 

Duckworth: Yes, that‟s what it says. 

Wally: Blimey, this is getting worse and worse. 

[They all complete the full routine once or twice. King Cuckoo calls out increasingly 

languishing encouragements from the rear, while Dr. Banana and Wally mutter under 

their breaths.] 

King Cuckoo [becoming breathless]: Tiring business, this. Why in the world did I invent 

so many strange rules? [Before long, he is forced to drop out and flop to the ground in 

exhaustion.] My word! I can‟t keep this up any longer – I shall die on the spot. A king 

shouldn‟t be made to work this hard. It‟s terribly uncomfortable – my feathers are all 

sweaty. 

Dr. Banana [tiring]: How long does this foolishness have to continue? All this exercise 

seems highly suspicious to me. 

Wally [panting]: Yes – I can‟t keep running about forever! 

Duckworth: How much longer do you have to keep doing it? Well, let‟s see shall we? 

[Reads.] My, my – how very, very interesting! Wow - that‟s a real test of fitness. Listen 

to what Subsection Six has to say: „If a bird wishes to learn how to fly, he must continue 

doing every one of these exercises in sequence, day and night, non-stop for the next two 

years.‟ 

Dr. Banana/Wally [stopping dead]: Two years! 

King Cuckoo: Goodness gracious. That‟s a very long time. 

Duckworth [rolling up the scroll]: That‟s what the last Subsection instructs you to do. It 

would be very hard work, certainly – but if a bird wishes to fly he must continue doing 
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every one of these exercises for two years on the trot. That would show true dedication. 

You can‟t argue with the Royal Rules – including the Royal Subsections. 

Dr. Banana [boiling over]: That is the stupidest thing I‟ve ever heard! Every single rule 

I‟ve heard from that scroll has been made up by you to stop Wally and I from flying! 

You‟ve been against our flying lessons from the first moment we met you. These Royal 

Rules don‟t exist! You‟re lying! 

Duckworth [draws a sharp breath]: Why – did you hear what you just said? That‟s 

dangerously close to treason! The Royal Rules aren‟t fake – they form the foundation of 

bird society! They‟re in place to keep us birds in safe hands – [points] and protected from 

funny characters like you!  

Dr. Banana: They‟re absolute rubbish, all of them! The most ridiculous rules I‟ve ever 

heard! It‟s so obvious that you‟re making them up as you go along that it‟s embarrassing! 

King Cuckoo: Steady on chap. These Royal Rules were some of my better ideas. 

Duckworth: Precisely! The King wrote them – and all birds must follow them, if they 

want to remain birds. Are you saying that you refuse to follow King Cuckoo‟s Royal 

Rules? 

Dr. Banana: I won‟t follow them. Not one. They‟re perfectly ludicrous. 

Wally: I won‟t follow them either. You‟re a tricky character, Mr. Duckworth. 

Duckworth [shouts]: Treason! You‟ve admitted that you won‟t follow King Cuckoo‟s 

Royal Law! [To Crow.] Constable – arrest these two criminals! 

Crow [surprised]: Um – arrest them? 

Duckworth: Yes, yes – take them to jail! 

Crow [hesitant, taking a step forward]: I‟ll, uh – I‟ll have to ask you two chaps to come 

along quietly, please. 

[Dr. Banana and Wally start to retreat.] 

Dr. Banana [sudden]: I‟ve had enough of this, Wally. I‟m not going to be arrested. I‟ll 

run if I have to. 

Crow [continuing the advance]: Come along quietly, please. No running. 

Dr. Banana: No – you‟ll have to catch us! Run, Wally! 

[They run across stage. Crow gives chase, pulling out his whistle and blowing madly on 

it. All three characters disappear offstage - the whistle and commotion continues –  they 

all reappear again, disappearing offstage on the other side for a while before returning 
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again. Dr. Banana and Wally have gained a few seconds on Crow and stand still a 

moment, unsure what to do.] 

Wally [pleads]: Dr. Banana – I don‟t want to be here any more! Let‟s forget flying. Let‟s 

forget the whole thing. I want to go home. 

Dr. Banana: Alright, alright. Who would have thought this trick would have been so 

difficult to pull off? We can‟t do any more here, Wally. Let‟s get back to the trees with 

the other chimps and monkeys where we belong! 

King Cuckoo [pricks his ears up]: Chimps and monkeys? What‟s that, you say? 

Duckworth: I knew it! You two have been lying to us all along. Sire – these two idiots 

are nothing more than chimpanzees dressed up as birds! 

King Cuckoo [shocked]: You don‟t say! [Thinks.] How unnatural. 

Duckworth [points]: You‟ve tricked us for long enough! 

Wally [to Dr. Banana]: What are we going to do? 

Dr. Banana [looks about, mind racing]: I think, Wally, you‟d better put an arm around 

my shoulders and hold on tight...[Crow comes onstage again, toots his whistle and stops 

still a second]...because I think there‟s only one way out of this mess – and we‟re going 

to have to close our eyes and take the plunge. 

Wally [pause]: You don‟t mean... 

Dr. Banana: That‟s right. [Crow makes a dash for them and they scuffle – each with an 

arm on the other‟s shoulder – towards the other side of the stage.] There‟s no other 

choice – we‟re going to have to JUMP! 

[They both make a dramatic leap offstage and let out a silly, high-pitched cry that 

dwindles and dwindles until it disappears. A drum roll begins. Crow stops behind them at 

the edge of the stage and puts a wing to his brow, peering after their descent. He gives a 

running commentary.] 

Crow: There they go – they‟re about to hit another cloud! [There is a cymbal clash. 

Crow winces.] Ooooh, they‟ve gone right through the middle of it. There‟s another cloud 

coming up. Here it comes. [Another cymbal crash. Crow winces again.] They‟ve gone 

through that one, too. [Another cymbal crash.] And that one. [Cymbal crash.] And that 

one. [There‟s a „bounce‟ noise.] Ooops – they‟ve bounced off that one. They‟re almost at 

the ground...here comes a tree! [Pause. There is a loud crashing noise. The drum roll 

ends.] Well. Not the most graceful of landings. 

King Cuckoo [anxious]: Goodness – that‟s quite a drop. Do you think they‟re okay? 
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Crow [squints offstage]: I can see them moving about. All their feathers have come off. 

They‟re all tangled up in the tree, but they look alright to me.  

Duckworth: Yes, well - they‟re lucky to have made it back to the ground alive. 

Honestly! Dressing up, pretending to be birds. Trying to fool King Cuckoo himself! In all 

my years of service, I‟ve never come across something so rude and foolish. Thank 

goodness it‟s all over – who knows how it could have ended up if we hadn‟t caught them 

in the act! 

King Cuckoo [strutting, swollen with bravado]: Yes, yes – quite. You‟re incredibly 

lucky, Duckworth, that I‟ve always got my wits about me. [Points to his eyes.] Nothing 

escapes these eagle eyes. I‟ll tell you – I knew all along that those two imposters weren‟t 

really birds at all. It was perfectly obvious that they‟d just stuck feathers onto their arms 

to try and trick us. It took you a while though, didn‟t it, eh? You didn‟t cotton on until the 

very end, did you? I knew it from the moment I laid eyes on them! I just played along, 

you see, to watch how long it would take you to figure it out – and you certainly took 

your time. 

Duckworth [sighs]: Your Highness... 

King Cuckoo [holds out a wing in defiance]: No, no, no. You don‟t have to apologise, 

Duckworth. Just let it be a lesson to you to keep your eyes and ears open at all times. We 

could have been in a real pickle if we‟d taught those two monkeys how to fly. It‟s nothing 

short of a miracle that I managed to spoil their plans. [Takes a satisfied breath.] Yep, I 

think it‟s safe to say that nothing, Duckworth, absolutely nothing – big or small – escapes 

my attention. I‟ve got my eye on everything, you see. [As he waxes lyrical, he turns 

around so that his back is facing the audience. A flap of tail-feathers has loosened and 

fallen open at his rear, exposing a large patch of polka dot underpants.] You can‟t make 

a fool out of the King. 

[Duckworth and crow both stifle a laugh.] 

King Cuckoo [looking from Crow to Duckworth]: What‟s so funny? 

Duckworth [laughing, pointing at the exposed pants]: Um, sire? 

King Cuckoo [sees his predicament, looks sheepishly at the audience]: Fiddlesticks. 

[Blackout.] 


