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Cast List 

(in order of appearance) 

Abanazar 
Slave of the Ring 
Wishee Washee 

Aladdin 
Peking Police Chief Sergeant Sour  

Peking Police Community Support Officer Sweet  
Emperor of China 

Princess Lotus Blossom  
So-Shi 

Widow Twankey 
Genie of the Lamp 

 

Act One Scenic Title      Musical Numbers 

Prologue:  Our Story Begins...     Cosmic Girl 
Scene One: Old Peking Market Place    California Girls 
Scene Two: The Imperial Palace of Peking     
Scene Three:  Widow Twankey’s Ye Olde Poshee Washee Noshee Venus 
Scene Four:  The Gardens of the Imperial Palace of Peking  She’s So Lovely/ 

       Skip a Heartbeat 
Scene Five:  A Secret Location 
Scene Six: The Enchanted Cave     Don’t Stop Me Now 
 

Act Two Scenic Title      Musical Numbers 

Scene One: Ye Not So Olde Poshee Washee Noshee   If They Could See Me Now 
Scene Two:  The Street of a Thousand Goldfish 
Scene Three: Aladdin’s Palace in Peking    Jenny from the Block /  
         Wonderwoman 
Scene Four: Deep inside Abanazar’s Lair    S&M 
Scene Five: Outside Abanazar’s Lair 
Scene Six: Abanazar’s Lair      Kiss Kiss 
         All I Want For Xmas Is You 
Scene Seven: Songsheet 
Scene Eight: The Royal Wedding     Never Forget  
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[Script Excerpt 1] 

Act One Prologue: Our Story Begins 

Abanazar: So you mean you dragged me here, full well knowing the lamp’s whereabouts and 

  that I, Abanazar the Great, would not be able to lay my hands on it? 

Slave:  You got it. 

Abanzar: I shall think twice about rubbing my ring so keenly next time.  

Slave:  Keep your beard on.  

Abanazar: Slave, tell me: What town is this lad Aladdin in? Oh ( laughs) see what I did there? 

Slave:  Very nice Chaucer. Lucky for you I’ve already got it sorted. No worries. Chill. Relax. 

  Chillax. Postcode’s in the sat-nav. All I have to do is say the magic words. 

Abanazar: And then this pantomime can finally begin? 

Slave:   You got it! 

Abanazar: Well, go on then, what are you waiting for?  

Slave:  The band. Ready guys? 

Band:  Yes!  

Slave:  Oh, and the audience. Ready guys? 

Audience: Yes! 

Slave:  I can’t quite hear them. I said, are you ready guys? 

Audience: Yes! 

Slave:  Well let’s get this panto on the road. Thank you maestro.  

MD:  A one, two, a one, two, three, four. 
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[Script Excerpt 2] 

Act One Scene One – Old Peking Market Place 

Wishee: Last orders! Last orders! Last orders for washing, drying, cleaning, dying, chewing,
  sewing, cooking, frying. No job too big for China’s most famous of Widows:  
  Widow Twankey and her Ye Olde Poshee Washee Noshee in the Street of a  
  Thousand Goldfish, just round the corner.  
 
Chorus 1: Can you have these socks done by Tuesday, Wishee? 
 
Chorus 2: I need this suit dry cleaned by Friday. 
 
Chorus 3: Are my trousers ready for collection? 
 
Wishee: Yes, yes, and yes. 
 
Chorus 4: Is my take-away ready for collection? 
 
Chorus 5: Can I order my usual for tomorrow? 
 
Chorus 6: We still on for the Olympics team catering? 
 
Wishee: Yes, yes and yes.  
 
Chorus 1-3: Thank you Wishee, see you next week (etc). 
 
Wishee: Our pleasure. At Widow Twankey’s Ye Olde Poshee Washee Noshee we always aim 
  to please. What a glorious day in Old Peking. The sun is shining, everyone’s happy 
  and, woah, it’s 2 o’clock, better check my list and get back home to Mum. Washing 
  sorted? Tick. Orders collected? Tick. New orders taken? Tick. Food all sold? Oh dear, 
  we’ve still got some of mum’s famous prawn balls left over. And scores of her  
  Twankey Toffees. What am I going to do with them? The market’s packed up,  
  everyone’s gone home. They won’t keep ‘til tomorrow. I suppose they’ll just have to 
  go in the bin. 
 
Audience: We’ll have them! 
 
Wishee: What was that? I could have sworn I heard something. But there’s no-one else here. 
  Right, the bin it is for you then. There it is again. It sounds like it’s coming from over 
  here. Oh hello. I didn’t see you there. Allow me to introduce myself. My name is 
  Wishee Washee and I work for my Mum, the Widow Twankey, in our washing and 
  eating emporium Ye Olde Poshee Washee Noshee.  We do your socks whilst you 
  feast on our chocks. We’ll alter your dress whilst you nom Eton Mess. We’ll dry  
  clean your sheets whilst you sample our sweets. Our motto: We wash whilst you 
  nosh! So now you know who I am, I think it’s only fair that you tell me who you are. 
  Shout out your names and I’ll try and remember as many as I can. Ah great. I think 
  I’ve got all of them. You look a bit hungry. Student loans run out? Would you like 
  some of mum’s favourite Twankey Toffees? How about her tasty prawn balls?  
  Would you? Well seeing as we’re now BFFs, here you go! (Sweet throwing) I tell you 
  what, why don’t I leave some of them for later? I always get  peckish throughout the 
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  day. I’ll leave them here and if anyone comes near them I want you to shout, as loud 
  as you can, “Wishee Washee, they’re at our noshee” – do you think you can do that? 
  Do you? We’ll have a practice. I’ll go off stage, pretend to be someone else, creep 
  over to the food and then you shout out the warning alarm. Got it? Here we go  
  (practices etc). 

 
<SOUND CUE: Police sirens> 

 
Wishee: Oh no, it’s the Peking Police! 
 
Aladdin: Quick Wishee, hide me. 
 
Wishee: Aladdin, why are you running?  
 
Aladdin: Bro, the Peking Police are after me. They caught me sneaking a peak at the Princess  

in the Palace.  
 
Wishee: So it’s you who the Peking Police seek for sneaking a peek at the Princess in the  
  Palace? 
 
Aladdin: Yes, I had to retreat from my peek as I heard Sour and Sweet down the   
  street on their beet as I was sneaking a peek at the Princess in the Palace.  
 
Wishee: But if you get caught by Sour and Sweet the penalty’s bleak for sneaking a peek at 
  the Princess in the Palace it’s (mimes throat slitting). 
 
Aladdin: I know. So think on your feet to avoid (mimes throat slitting) so bleak, hide me  
  under this sheet so that they do not meet the boy who did seek and was not discrete 
  when he sneaked a peek at the Princess in the Palace.  
 
Wishee: Phew, I’m exhausted after that. The things I do for you. Get under here.   
 

(Aladdin hides in a bundle of clothes) 
 
Sweet:  ‘Ello, ello, ello, what’s going on here then?  
 
Wishee: Nothing Sergeant Sour. I’m just packing up from market.  
 
Sour:  A likely story my lad. We’ve just had reports that someone fitting your description 
  has been seen sneaking a peek at the Princess in the Palace. 
 
Sweet:  The description was very vague though boss. 
 
Sour:  Shut it PCSO Sweet. This is why you are still a mere Police Community Support  
  Officer and I am a fully fledged proper copper. Read the description aloud.  
 
Sweet: Male, aged between 20 and 30. Dark hair. Two eyes, two ears, a mouth and nose, 

(starts to sing) head, shoulders, knees and toes, knees and toes. 
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Sour:  (coughs) He fits the description perfectly. I bet this is that lad Aladdin we’ve been 
  trying to capture for, ah, about five minutes now. You won’t get away this time  
  sonny. 
 
Wishee: But I’m not Aladdin. 
 
Sour:  Surname? 
 
Wishee: Twankey. 
 
Sour:  What a coincidence. Arrest him at once PCSO Sweet. 
 
Sweet:  But Sir, we don’t know it was him. 
 
Sour:  Does he fit the description? 
 
Sweet:  Yes, but... 
 
Sour:  Is his surname Twankey? 
 
Sweet:  Yes, but... 
 
Sour:  Well then, it’s him. We’ve got our man. Wonderful. Take him straight to the palace 
  PCSO Sweet.  
 
Sweet:  Yes Sergeant Sour.  
 
Sour:  You know what the penalty is for sneaking a peek at the Princess in the Palace, don’t 
  you boy?  
 
Wishee: (nods and mimes throat slit) 
 
Sour:  Yes. (Mimes throat slit) That’ll teach you for sneaking a peek at the Princess in the 
  Palace. I doubt anyone will miss him, let alone that good-for-nothing mother  
  of his Widow Twankey. Come on, PCSO Sweet. This arrest means we’ve, I mean,  
  you’ve got scores of paper work to do and there’s a blueberry muffin back at the 
  office with my name on it.  
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[Script Excerpt 3] 

Act One Scene Three - Ye Olde Poshee Washee Noshee 

Audience: Hiya Twankey!  

Twankey: That’s better, especially you young man. I can tell you’ve got a good set of lungs on 

you and I bet that’s not all you’ve got. Allow me to introduce myself. My name is 

Wanda Wendy Gwendolyn Tabitha Titicaca Gerald Twankey, better known amongst 

my more intimate friends as the veritable Widow Twankey, owner and proprietor 

extraordinaire of Widow Twankey’s Ye Olde Poshee Washee Noshee in the Street of 

a Thousand Goldfish; like the hub’s Imagine and launderette, only cheaper. That’s 

right boys, I’m a Widow and I’m cheap, so if you’re interested you know where to 

find me. Yes I’m a Widow. It’s sadder than that. I said, I’m a Widow. I’ve never felt 

the same since I lost my little Willy. He was ever so good to me, no job too hard. 

He’d be up every morning, ready to please. Then one day, when he was working out 

the back, he fell in a vat of coffee. Well, at least it was instant! And ever since then 

I’ve been on my own, done everything on my own. Brought up my two children - all 

alone. Have you met them yet? Aladdin has his head in the clouds and Wishee 

doesn’t have his head screwed on half the time. They’re very different and both 

special in their own way. Oh I know they don’t look alike, but, between you and me, 

neither did their fathers. They don’t call me hanky panky Twankey for nothing I’ll 

have you know. (Goes to prawn balls) I don’t recall leaving these over here.  

Audience: Wishee Washee they’re at our noshee! (Sweet business) 

Twankey: And where’ve you been all morning? No, I don’t want to hear it. I’ve been working 

  my hands to the bone out there, and what’ve I got to show for it? Bony fingers. I’ve 

  got prawn balls coming out of my ears and I’m up to my neck in knickers. Where’s 

  that useless brother of yours Aladdin? 

WIshee: Last time I saw him he was still running from the Peking Police.  

Twankey: Never out of trouble that boy. Talking of the Peking Police, Seargent Sour and  

  PCSO Sweet have dropped by for a little nibble on my prawn balls, so do me a favour 

  and take this over to their table. Tell them if they want to experience my crabs, they 

  can have them for desert. No-one can call me shelfish! 

[...] 

Twankey: Wait a minute, who’s that? 

Abanazar: I am Abanazar. 

All: You’re a banana? 

Abanazar: Behold! (rubs ring) 

Slave: Weren’t you listening?  
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Abanazar: Slave, remove the Peking Police, we’ve no need for them here. 

Slave: It is done. Next time, could you at least give me a bit of a warning?  

Twankey: Well Mr Abbey National, 

Abanazar: That’s not my name. 

Twankey: Sorry, Mr Santander, very impressive. Give my ring a rub will you? We’ll soon see if 

something just as magical occurs. It seems we have a lot to thank you for.  

Abanazar: No need to thank me. But I do think the Princess and her handmaiden should hurry 

along back to the Palace now, don’t you? 

So Shi: Yes, of course. Thank you kind Sir. Come on Princess.  

Wishee: You’d better take your disguises so no-one recognises you. 

Princess: I love you Aladdin. 

Aladdin: I love you too Princess. One day we shall be married, I promise! 

(Princess and So Shi exit) 

Twankey: For what reason do we have the pleasure of your acquaintance Mr....what was your 

  name again?  

Abanazar: Abanazar. 

Twankey: Abba – the Swedish pop group from the 1970s? Are they here? (Sings) Knowing me, 

  knowing you...aha.... 

Abanazar: Mamma mia! No, not Abba the Swedish pop group from the 1970s. Abanazar. 

Twankey: Abercrombie and Fitch? I love your clothing range. We’ve a designer in the house! 

Abanazar: No, Abanazar! Abanzar, Abanazar, Abanazar! 

Twankey: Bless you! Must be the dust.  
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[Script Excerpt 4] 

Act One Scene Six – The Enchanted Cave   
 
Aladdin: Oh, this old thing, it’s a bit dirty. Needs a good clean... (rubs lamp) 

Genie:  I feel good, danananana, I knew that I would , dananana, so good, so good, I got you! 

Aladdin: Woah.  

Genie:  Finally, I can breathe again. Mmmmmm it feels good to be alive. Yeow! What you 

  staring at punk? 

Aladdin: I’m sorry. It’s just that I’ve never seen anything like you in my life, and trust me I’ve 

  seen a lot. You should meet my mother.  

Genie:  I’ll take that as a compliment. Let me introduce myself. I am the totally fantastic  

  bombastic Genie of the Lamp, here to serve your every command. What’s your  

  name Aladdin? 

Aladdin: Aladdin. 

Genie:  Correct! Well Aladdin we’re going to have a good time tonight, let’s celebrate it’s 

  alright. You’ve got three wishes, so let’s get this party started. Tell me what you  

  want, what you really, really want...Be it automatic, systematic or hydromatic, I’ll 

  give it to you, signed, sealed, delivered – it’s yours! 

Aladdin: That made no sense whatsoever.  

Genie:  But it sure sounded mighty fine.   

Aladdin: Can I really wish for anything? 

Genie:  Almost anything. My powers can only be used for good, and I can’t meddle in  

  matters of the heart. 

Genie:  You got it! 

 

 

 

 

 


