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SIR NOSE:  What do you mean by that?
TACO BILL:  Nothing, nothing.
SIR NOSE:  All right, then. Will you let me know if you see anything 

suspicious?
TACO BILL:  You’ve got it.
SIR NOSE:  Then I’ll meet you here, by the trashcans, later tonight.
TACO BILL:  Thanks, Sir Nose!
SIR NOSE:  (To OTHERS.) I bid you all adieu… (Bows.) Adieu… 

(Bows, then suddenly sneezes.) Achoo! (TACO BILL and 
OTHERS fall down from force of the sneeze.)

OLIVE:  Good-bye, Sir Nose.
KRISTY:  Good luck.
JACLYN:  Don’t give up hope.
R.B.:  We’ll miss you.
CHIP:  You’ll be back in no time.
DENISE:  That’s right.
KING:  Maybe you can come back when this all blows over.
QUEEN:  When he sneezes, everything blows over! Be gone! (SIR 

NOSE sighs and EXITS LEFT.) And everyone else! The Burger 
Palace is officially closed until we can get this mess cleaned up. 
(ALL but QUEEN and KING EXIT—WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE, 
KRISTY and PIZZA MUTT DOWN RIGHT and the rest DOWN 
LEFT. To KING.) Don’t just stand there, help me get cleaned up!

KING:  Yes, dear. (BLACKOUT. If there is a CURTAIN, it should 
CLOSE.)

End of Scene One

Scene Two
LIGHTS UP:  PROFESSOR McRONALDS’ lair EXTREME DOWN 
RIGHT, or on the FORESTAGE in front of the CURTAIN. McRONALDS 
is pacing back and forth. She has shocking red hair like a clown’s, pale 
skin, white gloves and unusually large shoes. She wears a lab coat or 
robe. HENCHMEN ENTER RIGHT.
McRONALDS:  (Anxious.) Well, did you get it? Where are the Burpee 

Banana Boats? (HENCHMEN show their empty hands.)
SAUNDERS:  We were foiled by that ratty rat, Sir Nose.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und his hund, zat shtinking Pizza Mutt.

SAUNDERS:  Well, while you all are weepin’ and moanin’, we’ll just 
take that thar recipe for the secret sawce and be on our little ol’ 
way.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  But vee’ll be back, und vee vill take vhatever 
vee vant, vhenever vee vant it. So zere. (Strikes a pose.) Today, 
zee Burger Palace. Tomorrow, zee vorld!

PANDA:  (Gives the “raspberry.”) Blblblblb! (HENCHMEN begin to 
move RIGHT.)

OLIVE:  Hey, wait a minute. We don’t have to stand here and do 
nothing.

JACLYN:  That’s right. We can fight back.
KRISTY:  Yeah, and reclaim the Kingdom of Mall for goodness… and 

righteousness… and… stuff.
R.B.:  This is our food court, too.
DENISE:  And this is still a free country.
CHIP:  So we don’t have to put up with your bullying anymore.
WENDY:  Taco Bill, I think this is your moment. The people need a 

leader, or they’ll turn into a mob.
TACO BILL:  I don’t know what to do! I’m only a security guard.
WENDY:  You’re much more than that to me, Taco Bill. You’re my 

poetry man. (Blows him a kiss.)
TACO BILL:  (Reacts as if the kiss smacked him on the cheek. 

He finds his courage.) Yeah! I’m her poetry man! Uh-huh! (To 
HENCHMEN.) So I say it again. Halt! Cease! Desist!

SAUNDERS:  (Pauses, unthreatened.) Or whut?
TACO BILL:  Or what? Or what? Or else I’ll arrest you! That’s what! 

(STUDENTS cheer.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  You and vhat army?
STUDENTS:  (ALL strike karate poses simultaneously.) Hee-yah!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (Looks around.) Oh… zat army.
TACO BILL:  Get ’em! (Fight scene ensues. STUDENTS converge 

on HENCHMEN, who are overwhelmed by sheer numbers. 
McRONALDS hides by the trashcans. QUEEN and KING cheer 
them on. STUDENTS take the rope that previously bound QUEEN 
and tie the HENCHMEN together. HENCHMEN are dumped 
unceremoniously in front of the counter. McRONALDS appears 
unconcerned.)

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Ooh, mein kopf ist kaput!
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SIR NOSE, THE BURGER RAT
A Fast Food Farce

by PATRICK RAINVILLE DORN

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

DAIRY KING ....................................king of the food court 64
BURGER QUEEN ...........................his queen 73
OLIVE GARDNER ..........................student 29
JACLYN BACHS .............................another 29
KRISTY KAREEM ...........................another 29
WENDY FREIBERGER ..................student, loves poetry and  59 

security guards
CHIP OATLEY .................................student 15
R.B. BUNN .......................................another 17
DENISE FAZOLI .............................another 15
TACO BILL.......................................shy security guard 88
SIR NOSE, THE BURGER RAT..... long-nosed ace detective, 86 

swordsman and poet
PIZZA MUTT ...................................his clumsy sidekick, faithful 10 

and true
PROFESSOR McRONALDS ..........Sir Nose’s “arch” enemy 68
HERR WIENERSCHNITZEL ..........henchman, German accent 32
CORPORAL SAUNDERS ..............another, southern accent 31
DRAGON PANDA ...........................another, speaks gibberish 22
SHORT JOHN SILVER .....................another, pirate with a hook 15
EXTRAS ...........................................more students, as/if desired

PANDA:  Shazbat!
SILVER:  Batten down the hatches!
McRONALDS:  You fools! Don’t you realize that those Burpee Banana 

Boats could spell doom for all of the Burger Queen’s competitors 
at the food court? Why, if they become popular, we’ll all be out of 
business. We’ve cut corners on quality, portion size and customer 
service as much as we can, and we’re still not making a profit.

SAUNDERS:  Ever’one prefers the Burger Palace, but it’s not ’cuz of 
them Burpee Boats.

McRONALDS:  Then why?
SAUNDERS:  Dunno.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee souse.
McRONALDS:  What?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Souse. Zee souse ist vunderbar.
McRONALDS:  (To SAUNDERS.) Do you have any idea what he is 

talking about?
SAUNDERS:  Nary a notion. Why not ask Dragon Panda thar for the 

translation?
McRONALDS:  You’re kidding, right?
SAUNDERS:  He has his moments.
SILVER:  Chips ahoy!
McRONALDS:  (To PANDA.) Can you tell me what Herr 

Wienerschnitzel is talking about?
PANDA:  Pick a tatay?
McRONALDS:  Why is it that everyone goes to the Burger Palace and 

not to our various and sundry establishments?
PANDA:  Ah. Too skipda Bombay.
McRONALDS:  (To AUDIENCE.) As a criminal mastermind of the 

highest order, and the smartest person in this whole play, I 
can say with absolute certitude that whatever Dragon Panda is 
saying bears no resemblance whatsoever to Chinese, Japanese, 
Vietnamese, Cambodian, Taiwanese, Laotian, Korean or any 
other Asiatic or Pacific Rim language or dialect thereof in current 
usage anywhere in the world. (Looks at PANDA.) I think he just 
makes it up. (PANDA shrugs.)

SAUNDERS:  Mebbe he bit his tongue or burnt it on somethin’ hot.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  I’m tellink you qvite clearly, zat it ist zee souse.

TACO BILL:  Keep your greasy fingers off that file.
OLIVE:  Wait a minute…
KRISTY:  That’s not Sir Nose.
R.B.:  Then who is it?
WENDY:  Taco Bill? Is that you?
DENISE:  Get down from there.
JACLYN:  You might get hurt.
TACO BILL:  (His cover blown, he slumps and takes off the hat.) 

Thanks a lot, you guys.
R.B.:  What were you thinking?
KRISTY:  You’re not a hero.
CHIP:  Just a security guard.
TACO BILL:  I know. But I had to do something. Someone had to try 

and do the right thing. (Climbs down from counter.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (HENCHMEN stand.) Good try, pipsqveak. 

But you are no match for zee likes of us.
SAUNDERS:  We been pluckin’ and roastin’ small fry like you since 

before you was hatched.
PANDA:  Hah! Kootchie kootchie koo.
SILVER:  Landlubber!
WENDY:  I thought you were very brave, Taco Bill. (To OTHERS.) And 

at least he tried to help. We’re just standing here letting these bad 
guys take whatever they want.

CHIP:  Wendy’s right.
KRISTY:  We should be ashamed of ourselves.
JACLYN:  I, for one, am very, very ashamed.
R.B.:  We should have had more faith in you, Taco Bill.
OLIVE:  And not blown your cover.
DENISE:  So where did you get that getup?
TACO BILL:  In the trash. I guess Sir Nose is gone for good.
KING:  I suppose that means the end of the Burger Palace too, if 

there’s no one to protect us from Professor McRonalds.
QUEEN:  I regret everything I said about him. (McRONALDS gestures 

for the HENCHMEN to get the recipe and leave, but they do not 
see her.)
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PROFESSOR McRONALDS ..........Sir Nose’s “arch” enemy 68
HERR WIENERSCHNITZEL ..........henchman, German accent 32
CORPORAL SAUNDERS ..............another, southern accent 31
DRAGON PANDA ...........................another, speaks gibberish 22
SHORT JOHN SILVER .....................another, pirate with a hook 15
EXTRAS ...........................................more students, as/if desired
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business. We’ve cut corners on quality, portion size and customer 
service as much as we can, and we’re still not making a profit.
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McRONALDS:  (To SAUNDERS.) Do you have any idea what he is 

talking about?
SAUNDERS:  Nary a notion. Why not ask Dragon Panda thar for the 
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McRONALDS:  You’re kidding, right?
SAUNDERS:  He has his moments.
SILVER:  Chips ahoy!
McRONALDS:  (To PANDA.) Can you tell me what Herr 

Wienerschnitzel is talking about?
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McRONALDS:  Why is it that everyone goes to the Burger Palace and 

not to our various and sundry establishments?
PANDA:  Ah. Too skipda Bombay.
McRONALDS:  (To AUDIENCE.) As a criminal mastermind of the 

highest order, and the smartest person in this whole play, I 
can say with absolute certitude that whatever Dragon Panda is 
saying bears no resemblance whatsoever to Chinese, Japanese, 
Vietnamese, Cambodian, Taiwanese, Laotian, Korean or any 
other Asiatic or Pacific Rim language or dialect thereof in current 
usage anywhere in the world. (Looks at PANDA.) I think he just 
makes it up. (PANDA shrugs.)

SAUNDERS:  Mebbe he bit his tongue or burnt it on somethin’ hot.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  I’m tellink you qvite clearly, zat it ist zee souse.
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R.B.:  Then who is it?
WENDY:  Taco Bill? Is that you?
DENISE:  Get down from there.
JACLYN:  You might get hurt.
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R.B.:  What were you thinking?
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TACO BILL:  I know. But I had to do something. Someone had to try 

and do the right thing. (Climbs down from counter.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (HENCHMEN stand.) Good try, pipsqveak. 

But you are no match for zee likes of us.
SAUNDERS:  We been pluckin’ and roastin’ small fry like you since 

before you was hatched.
PANDA:  Hah! Kootchie kootchie koo.
SILVER:  Landlubber!
WENDY:  I thought you were very brave, Taco Bill. (To OTHERS.) And 

at least he tried to help. We’re just standing here letting these bad 
guys take whatever they want.

CHIP:  Wendy’s right.
KRISTY:  We should be ashamed of ourselves.
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R.B.:  We should have had more faith in you, Taco Bill.
OLIVE:  And not blown your cover.
DENISE:  So where did you get that getup?
TACO BILL:  In the trash. I guess Sir Nose is gone for good.
KING:  I suppose that means the end of the Burger Palace too, if 

there’s no one to protect us from Professor McRonalds.
QUEEN:  I regret everything I said about him. (McRONALDS gestures 
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
Time:  Present.
Place:  The Burger Palace, a fast food restaurant in the Kingdom of 

Mall food court.
Scene One:  The Burger Palace. 
Scene Two:  Professor McRonalds’ lair. (Played on the FORESTAGE.)
Scene Three:  The Burger Palace.
[NOTE:  The play is designed for continuous action. No intermission 

is required, but an optional intermission may be taken after Scene 
Three.]

Scene Four:  Professor McRonalds’ lair. (Played on the FORESTAGE.)
Scene Five:  The Burger Palace.

SETTING
A sturdy counter stands CENTER, with a can of straws on it and 
perhaps a napkin holder. A cash register is a nice touch. A sign or 
menu board which says “The Burger Palace:  Home of the Slopper” 
hangs on the back wall and may list the usual fast food items. An 
opening UP CENTER leads OFFSTAGE to the kitchen area. UP 
RIGHT is a table set up as a salad bar. The table has a cloth or 
curtain hiding the underneath area. Three small tables and chairs 
are set RIGHT, DOWN RIGHT CENTER and DOWN LEFT CENTER. 
Entrances to the Burger Palace are DOWN LEFT and DOWN RIGHT. 
EXTREME DOWN LEFT is a cluster of trashcans or a freestanding 
cutout depicting trashcans, and a shelf or small table where empty 
trays can be left. This is the home of SIR NOSE, THE BURGER 
RAT. EXTREME DOWN RIGHT (or on the FORESTAGE RIGHT) is 
PROFESSOR McRONALDS’ lair, which includes a chair and a shelf 
or box containing a length of rope and plastic straws.

McRONALDS:  And I am telling you, qvite clearly, that I can’t 
understand what “souse” means. Unless… do you mean sauce? 
The secret sauce?

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zats vhat I said. Zee souse.
McRONALDS:  Of course! That’s why everyone goes to the Burger 

Palace. It’s the secret sauce that makes the Burger Queen’s 
Sloppers so delicious.

SAUNDERS:  Shore. Ah’ve had a Slopper or two mahself, and they is 
finger lickin’ good, good, good! (OTHERS look at him. Defensive.) 
Well, I had ta test the competition!

McRONALDS:  Traitor! Has anyone else tasted the Slopper? 
(WIENERSCHNITZEL and PANDA reluctantly raise their hands.) 
I see. And what did you think?

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  I sink zat if vee had had such a souse, vee 
might haff vun zee var.

PANDA:  (Agrees.) Gashbah lalaika yum!
SILVER:  Better than Cap’n Crunch, Cap’n. Aaargh!
McRONALDS:  All right then. A plan is beginning to take shape in 

my brilliant but slightly twisted mind. No longer will we be content 
with mere sabotage. The glue in the milk shake machine and the 
green paint in the seasoning salt were mere vandalism compared 
to what we shall do next.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vhat are vee goink to do? (HENCHMEN lean 
in with excitement.)

McRONALDS:  We will steal the recipe to the secret sauce. 
(HENCHMEN’S hopes deflate.)

SAUNDERS:  Ain’t gonna work.
McRONALDS:  And why not?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Dairy King, he keeps zee recipe to zee 

secret souse in a safe.
SAUNDERS:  Ain’t no way we can get it outta there. It’s locked up 

tighter than a mule’s jaw once he done swallered his tongue.
SILVER:  Aye. Safer than keepin’ it down in Davy Jones locker. 

Aaargh.
PANDA:  Umph kasnikt tamoy. (Mimes karate-chopping the safe and 

hurting his hand.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Dairy King, he vill not open zee safe for 

anyvun!

WENDY:  (Looks OFF RIGHT.) Here they come. (HENCHMEN lead 
QUEEN ON DOWN RIGHT and cross to CENTER. QUEEN is still 
tied up.)

JACLYN:  Where’s Professor McRonalds?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vere is zee recipe for zee secret souse?
KRISTY:  The what?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee souse!
OLIVE:  (To SAUNDERS.) Do you have any idea what he’s talking 

about?
SAUNDERS:  (To OLIVE.) The sawce. He’s talkin’ ’bout that thar 

secret sawce recipe.
QUEEN:  Don’t give it to them! It’s all we’ve got!
KING:  No, dumpling. We have something much more important than 

the secret sauce.
QUEEN:  What?
KING:  We have our love for each other, and we have our friends. 

(To HENCHMEN.) And that’s something you and Professor 
McRonalds will never have.

SAUNDERS:  We’ll settle for the sawce. Hand it over.
KING:  Come and get it. And you’d better hand over my wife at the 

same time, or we’ll mash your potatoes. (Signals for STUDENTS 
to block the exits.)

PANDA:  Clyde a shocka zing! (Pretends to “slice” QUEEN’S bonds 
with his sword. The ropes fall to the floor. QUEEN runs to KING.)

QUEEN:  Dumpling!
KING:  Snicker doodle! (They embrace.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und vere is zee souse recipe?
KING:  There, on the counter. Take it and leave. (The HENCHMEN 

approach the counter. Suddenly, TACO BILL leaps up onto the 
counter from UP CENTER. [NOTE:  a step stool behind the 
counter will make this feat easier and safer.] TACO BILL wears 
SIR NOSE’S hat and cape and brandishes his sword.)

TACO BILL:  Halt! Cease! Desist! (Startled, the HENCHMEN fall to 
the floor.)

SAUNDERS:  Sir Nose!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Burger Rat!
PANDA:  Carambola wee wee!
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
Time:  Present.
Place:  The Burger Palace, a fast food restaurant in the Kingdom of 

Mall food court.
Scene One:  The Burger Palace. 
Scene Two:  Professor McRonalds’ lair. (Played on the FORESTAGE.)
Scene Three:  The Burger Palace.
[NOTE:  The play is designed for continuous action. No intermission 

is required, but an optional intermission may be taken after Scene 
Three.]

Scene Four:  Professor McRonalds’ lair. (Played on the FORESTAGE.)
Scene Five:  The Burger Palace.

SETTING
A sturdy counter stands CENTER, with a can of straws on it and 
perhaps a napkin holder. A cash register is a nice touch. A sign or 
menu board which says “The Burger Palace:  Home of the Slopper” 
hangs on the back wall and may list the usual fast food items. An 
opening UP CENTER leads OFFSTAGE to the kitchen area. UP 
RIGHT is a table set up as a salad bar. The table has a cloth or 
curtain hiding the underneath area. Three small tables and chairs 
are set RIGHT, DOWN RIGHT CENTER and DOWN LEFT CENTER. 
Entrances to the Burger Palace are DOWN LEFT and DOWN RIGHT. 
EXTREME DOWN LEFT is a cluster of trashcans or a freestanding 
cutout depicting trashcans, and a shelf or small table where empty 
trays can be left. This is the home of SIR NOSE, THE BURGER 
RAT. EXTREME DOWN RIGHT (or on the FORESTAGE RIGHT) is 
PROFESSOR McRONALDS’ lair, which includes a chair and a shelf 
or box containing a length of rope and plastic straws.

McRONALDS:  And I am telling you, qvite clearly, that I can’t 
understand what “souse” means. Unless… do you mean sauce? 
The secret sauce?

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zats vhat I said. Zee souse.
McRONALDS:  Of course! That’s why everyone goes to the Burger 

Palace. It’s the secret sauce that makes the Burger Queen’s 
Sloppers so delicious.

SAUNDERS:  Shore. Ah’ve had a Slopper or two mahself, and they is 
finger lickin’ good, good, good! (OTHERS look at him. Defensive.) 
Well, I had ta test the competition!

McRONALDS:  Traitor! Has anyone else tasted the Slopper? 
(WIENERSCHNITZEL and PANDA reluctantly raise their hands.) 
I see. And what did you think?

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  I sink zat if vee had had such a souse, vee 
might haff vun zee var.

PANDA:  (Agrees.) Gashbah lalaika yum!
SILVER:  Better than Cap’n Crunch, Cap’n. Aaargh!
McRONALDS:  All right then. A plan is beginning to take shape in 

my brilliant but slightly twisted mind. No longer will we be content 
with mere sabotage. The glue in the milk shake machine and the 
green paint in the seasoning salt were mere vandalism compared 
to what we shall do next.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vhat are vee goink to do? (HENCHMEN lean 
in with excitement.)

McRONALDS:  We will steal the recipe to the secret sauce. 
(HENCHMEN’S hopes deflate.)

SAUNDERS:  Ain’t gonna work.
McRONALDS:  And why not?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Dairy King, he keeps zee recipe to zee 

secret souse in a safe.
SAUNDERS:  Ain’t no way we can get it outta there. It’s locked up 

tighter than a mule’s jaw once he done swallered his tongue.
SILVER:  Aye. Safer than keepin’ it down in Davy Jones locker. 

Aaargh.
PANDA:  Umph kasnikt tamoy. (Mimes karate-chopping the safe and 

hurting his hand.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Dairy King, he vill not open zee safe for 

anyvun!

WENDY:  (Looks OFF RIGHT.) Here they come. (HENCHMEN lead 
QUEEN ON DOWN RIGHT and cross to CENTER. QUEEN is still 
tied up.)

JACLYN:  Where’s Professor McRonalds?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vere is zee recipe for zee secret souse?
KRISTY:  The what?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee souse!
OLIVE:  (To SAUNDERS.) Do you have any idea what he’s talking 

about?
SAUNDERS:  (To OLIVE.) The sawce. He’s talkin’ ’bout that thar 

secret sawce recipe.
QUEEN:  Don’t give it to them! It’s all we’ve got!
KING:  No, dumpling. We have something much more important than 

the secret sauce.
QUEEN:  What?
KING:  We have our love for each other, and we have our friends. 

(To HENCHMEN.) And that’s something you and Professor 
McRonalds will never have.

SAUNDERS:  We’ll settle for the sawce. Hand it over.
KING:  Come and get it. And you’d better hand over my wife at the 

same time, or we’ll mash your potatoes. (Signals for STUDENTS 
to block the exits.)

PANDA:  Clyde a shocka zing! (Pretends to “slice” QUEEN’S bonds 
with his sword. The ropes fall to the floor. QUEEN runs to KING.)

QUEEN:  Dumpling!
KING:  Snicker doodle! (They embrace.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und vere is zee souse recipe?
KING:  There, on the counter. Take it and leave. (The HENCHMEN 

approach the counter. Suddenly, TACO BILL leaps up onto the 
counter from UP CENTER. [NOTE:  a step stool behind the 
counter will make this feat easier and safer.] TACO BILL wears 
SIR NOSE’S hat and cape and brandishes his sword.)

TACO BILL:  Halt! Cease! Desist! (Startled, the HENCHMEN fall to 
the floor.)

SAUNDERS:  Sir Nose!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Burger Rat!
PANDA:  Carambola wee wee!

NOTES
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SAUNDERS:  Not no way, not no how.
McRONALDS:  Then we will have to persuade him.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und how, may I ask, vill vee do zat?
McRONALDS:  By kidnapping the Burger Queen and holding her for 

ransom.
SAUNDERS:  I like it!
PANDA:  Ping tong gebush!
SILVER:  Avast ye maties!
McRONALDS:  Gather round, and I’ll explain how we will nab the 

queen! (She and HENCHMEN gather into a huddle. LIGHTS 
FADE TO BLACK.)

End of Scene Two

Scene Three
AT RISE or LIGHTS UP:  The Burger Palace, now cleaned up. The 
Burpee Banana Boat sign is gone. SIR NOSE is hidden in or behind 
the trashcans EXTREME DOWN LEFT. QUEEN and KING are UP 
CENTER behind the counter. WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE and KRISTY 
ENTER DOWN RIGHT.
JACLYN:  Are you sure you don’t want something, Wendy?
WENDY:  (Looks around.) No, thanks, Jaclyn. I’m waiting for Taco Bill. 

He said he wanted to meet me here.
KRISTY:  Do you think he’ll ask you out to the school spirit rally and 

dance?
WENDY:  I hope so.
OLIVE:  Hope all you want, but Taco Bill is so tongue-tied, you could 

starve to death waiting for him to spit it out.
WENDY:  I can’t understand why he’s been avoiding me all day. Taco 

Bill knows I like him.
JACLYN:  Sure, but every time he sees you, he makes a run for the 

border.
WENDY:  And every time I see him, I hear bells ringing.
KRISTY:  Taco Bill likes you, Wendy. He’s just shy. Maybe you’re 

coming on too strong.
OLIVE:  I’ll say. The poem you wrote him was pretty hot stuff. Spicy 

to the max.
WENDY:  Can I help it if I love poetry?

KING:  Cockroach?! At the Burger Palace? I don’t believe it! Let me 
see!

McRONALDS:  (Thinks fast.) Did I say cockroach? No, it wasn’t a 
cockroach. It was a… it was a… peanut shell.

KING:  Oh, all right, then.
JACLYN:  So why did you smack it so hard?
McRONALDS:  Well, I uh—I sprained my shoulder practicing my 

cheers, and so I have to keep my arm behind my back like this. 
And the only way to open a peanut shell one-handed is to smack 
it on something hard.

OLIVE:  Like the counter.
McRONALDS:  Right. (Changes the subject.) Shouldn’t we be 

watching for that incomparably evil genius Professor McRonalds 
and her henchmen?

R.B.:  She’s right. We want to be ready when they get here.
CHIP:  We should spread out, so they can’t pull a fast one on us.
DENISE:  Cover all the exits.
KRISTY:  Right. We don’t want them to grab the recipe for the secret 

sauce without letting Burger Queen go.
JACLYN:  That’s just the kind of stunt they’d try to pull, too.
WENDY:  So we’ll be ready for them.
OLIVE:  Right. Jaclyn, Kristy, Wendy—let’s stand over here and guard 

the entrance. (They move DOWN RIGHT.)
R.B.:  And the rest of us will guard the exit over by the trashcans. (She, 

DENISE and CHIP move DOWN LEFT. While the two groups are 
in motion, McRONALDS pulls the straws out of the can on the 
counter and throws them behind the counter. McRONALDS then 
puts her own straws in the can to replace them.)

KING:  And I’ll be here at the counter to make the trade and to block 
the way to the kitchen. (Sees McRONALDS.) What about you?

McRONALDS:  (Points, moves DOWN LEFT.) I’ll wait over by the 
trashcans, in case Sir Nose shows up after all.

KING:  It’s almost time. Is everybody ready?
ALL:  Ready, Dairy King.
KING:  Thank you all, once again.
KRISTY:  Hey, that’s what friends are for.

BURGER QUEEN should wear a large frilly apron and have an 
identical “backup” apron so that cleanup after the Burpee Banana 
Boat mishap is quick and easy.

DAIRY KING should be padded to look hilariously plump.
PROFESSOR McRONALDS has shocking red hair (a clown wig 

would be appropriate), white gloves and extremely large shoes. 
She could wear a white lab coat, robe or trench coat over her 
cheerleader costume.

CORPORAL SAUNDERS is dressed in a white suit and has a white 
goatee and moustache. He carries a cane.

SHORT JOHN SILVER wears a pirate hat and has a “Captain Hook” 
hook on one hand.

DRAGON PANDA wears a white karate or black ninja outfit and carries 
a ninja or samurai-type plastic sword.

HERR WIENERSCHNITZEL is not a Nazi and should not be played 
as such. He is a relic of World War I and the pompous, aristocratic 
Austro-Hungarian days. He wears an army uniform with a chest 
full of medals and a World War I Kaiser-style pointed helmet on his 
head. He carries a riding crop.

TACO BILL wears a security guard uniform.
PIZZA MUTT may be in a full dog costume with accessories, like a 

vest and pants. Or, just add a hood with floppy ears and a tail, furry 
gloves and socks or slippers to an otherwise human costume, and 
add a little makeup on his face to blacken the tip of the nose.

The STUDENTS wear regular school clothes.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
The roles of R.B. BUNN, DENISE FAZOLI, PIZZA MUTT, DRAGON 
PANDA and PROFESSOR McRONALDS can be cast as either male 
or female roles (change DENISE to DENNIS).
For a larger cast, add EXTRAS as STUDENTS. For a smaller cast, you 
may distribute KRISTY KAREEM’S lines between OLIVE GARDNER 
and JACLYN BACHS. Similarly, CHIP OATLEY and R.B. BUNN can 
split DENISE FAZOLI’S lines.

OPTIONAL SOUND EFFECTS
Swelling, romantic music for the “falling in love” freeze (Scene One); 
hurricane-force winds for SIR NOSE’S magnificent sneeze (Scene 
Five).
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SAUNDERS:  Not no way, not no how.
McRONALDS:  Then we will have to persuade him.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und how, may I ask, vill vee do zat?
McRONALDS:  By kidnapping the Burger Queen and holding her for 

ransom.
SAUNDERS:  I like it!
PANDA:  Ping tong gebush!
SILVER:  Avast ye maties!
McRONALDS:  Gather round, and I’ll explain how we will nab the 

queen! (She and HENCHMEN gather into a huddle. LIGHTS 
FADE TO BLACK.)

End of Scene Two

Scene Three
AT RISE or LIGHTS UP:  The Burger Palace, now cleaned up. The 
Burpee Banana Boat sign is gone. SIR NOSE is hidden in or behind 
the trashcans EXTREME DOWN LEFT. QUEEN and KING are UP 
CENTER behind the counter. WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE and KRISTY 
ENTER DOWN RIGHT.
JACLYN:  Are you sure you don’t want something, Wendy?
WENDY:  (Looks around.) No, thanks, Jaclyn. I’m waiting for Taco Bill. 

He said he wanted to meet me here.
KRISTY:  Do you think he’ll ask you out to the school spirit rally and 

dance?
WENDY:  I hope so.
OLIVE:  Hope all you want, but Taco Bill is so tongue-tied, you could 

starve to death waiting for him to spit it out.
WENDY:  I can’t understand why he’s been avoiding me all day. Taco 

Bill knows I like him.
JACLYN:  Sure, but every time he sees you, he makes a run for the 

border.
WENDY:  And every time I see him, I hear bells ringing.
KRISTY:  Taco Bill likes you, Wendy. He’s just shy. Maybe you’re 

coming on too strong.
OLIVE:  I’ll say. The poem you wrote him was pretty hot stuff. Spicy 

to the max.
WENDY:  Can I help it if I love poetry?

KING:  Cockroach?! At the Burger Palace? I don’t believe it! Let me 
see!

McRONALDS:  (Thinks fast.) Did I say cockroach? No, it wasn’t a 
cockroach. It was a… it was a… peanut shell.

KING:  Oh, all right, then.
JACLYN:  So why did you smack it so hard?
McRONALDS:  Well, I uh—I sprained my shoulder practicing my 

cheers, and so I have to keep my arm behind my back like this. 
And the only way to open a peanut shell one-handed is to smack 
it on something hard.

OLIVE:  Like the counter.
McRONALDS:  Right. (Changes the subject.) Shouldn’t we be 

watching for that incomparably evil genius Professor McRonalds 
and her henchmen?

R.B.:  She’s right. We want to be ready when they get here.
CHIP:  We should spread out, so they can’t pull a fast one on us.
DENISE:  Cover all the exits.
KRISTY:  Right. We don’t want them to grab the recipe for the secret 

sauce without letting Burger Queen go.
JACLYN:  That’s just the kind of stunt they’d try to pull, too.
WENDY:  So we’ll be ready for them.
OLIVE:  Right. Jaclyn, Kristy, Wendy—let’s stand over here and guard 

the entrance. (They move DOWN RIGHT.)
R.B.:  And the rest of us will guard the exit over by the trashcans. (She, 

DENISE and CHIP move DOWN LEFT. While the two groups are 
in motion, McRONALDS pulls the straws out of the can on the 
counter and throws them behind the counter. McRONALDS then 
puts her own straws in the can to replace them.)

KING:  And I’ll be here at the counter to make the trade and to block 
the way to the kitchen. (Sees McRONALDS.) What about you?

McRONALDS:  (Points, moves DOWN LEFT.) I’ll wait over by the 
trashcans, in case Sir Nose shows up after all.

KING:  It’s almost time. Is everybody ready?
ALL:  Ready, Dairy King.
KING:  Thank you all, once again.
KRISTY:  Hey, that’s what friends are for.

BURGER QUEEN should wear a large frilly apron and have an 
identical “backup” apron so that cleanup after the Burpee Banana 
Boat mishap is quick and easy.

DAIRY KING should be padded to look hilariously plump.
PROFESSOR McRONALDS has shocking red hair (a clown wig 

would be appropriate), white gloves and extremely large shoes. 
She could wear a white lab coat, robe or trench coat over her 
cheerleader costume.

CORPORAL SAUNDERS is dressed in a white suit and has a white 
goatee and moustache. He carries a cane.

SHORT JOHN SILVER wears a pirate hat and has a “Captain Hook” 
hook on one hand.

DRAGON PANDA wears a white karate or black ninja outfit and carries 
a ninja or samurai-type plastic sword.

HERR WIENERSCHNITZEL is not a Nazi and should not be played 
as such. He is a relic of World War I and the pompous, aristocratic 
Austro-Hungarian days. He wears an army uniform with a chest 
full of medals and a World War I Kaiser-style pointed helmet on his 
head. He carries a riding crop.

TACO BILL wears a security guard uniform.
PIZZA MUTT may be in a full dog costume with accessories, like a 

vest and pants. Or, just add a hood with floppy ears and a tail, furry 
gloves and socks or slippers to an otherwise human costume, and 
add a little makeup on his face to blacken the tip of the nose.

The STUDENTS wear regular school clothes.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
The roles of R.B. BUNN, DENISE FAZOLI, PIZZA MUTT, DRAGON 
PANDA and PROFESSOR McRONALDS can be cast as either male 
or female roles (change DENISE to DENNIS).
For a larger cast, add EXTRAS as STUDENTS. For a smaller cast, you 
may distribute KRISTY KAREEM’S lines between OLIVE GARDNER 
and JACLYN BACHS. Similarly, CHIP OATLEY and R.B. BUNN can 
split DENISE FAZOLI’S lines.

OPTIONAL SOUND EFFECTS
Swelling, romantic music for the “falling in love” freeze (Scene One); 
hurricane-force winds for SIR NOSE’S magnificent sneeze (Scene 
Five).
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Scene One
AT RISE:  QUEEN is at the table RIGHT, arranging a display which 
includes a covered tray and a sign on an easel that reads “Grand 
Unveiling Today:  The Burpee Banana Boat” with a drawing of a 
banana split. KING is UP CENTER behind the counter.
QUEEN:  Dairy King, could you please give me a hand with this 

display? Our guests will be here any minute.
KING:  Be right there. (Begins to climb over the counter.)
QUEEN:  (Not looking up.) And don’t climb over the counter. Go 

around. You’re not as spry as you used to be.
KING:  (On counter.) I may have put on a little weight lately, but I can 

still vault a counter with the best of them. (Falls off the counter, 
lands in a heap.) Ooof!

QUEEN:  (Looks up.) Are you all right?
KING:  Are you kidding? (Stands up, brushes himself off.) With all this 

extra padding, even Humpty Dumpty could survive a fall like that.
QUEEN:  Come here and look at my centerpiece.
KING:  (Crosses to her.) My dear, I daresay you are the loveliest 

centerpiece of the food court. (Tickles her under her chin.) My 
delectable little Burger Queen!

QUEEN:  (Momentarily distracted, pokes him in the stomach.) My 
roly-poly Dairy King! (Quickly regains her composure.) Not now, 
dear. Our subjects will be here any moment.

KING:  They’re anxious to see our latest addition to the Burger Palace 
menu!

QUEEN:  I hope it will be a gastronomic triumph!
KING:  I have no doubt that everyone in the food court will stand in 

awe of our culinary creation.
QUEEN:  Everyone except that—that rodent!
KING:  Sir Nose?
QUEEN:  Do you know any other alley rats living at the food court?
KING:  Now, now, don’t overheat yourself, my little potato cake. 

Sir Nose is no ordinary rat. His detective skills have been a 
tremendous help to the Burger Palace. Remember how he solved 
the milk shake mystery? He deduced that someone had mixed 
white glue into the milk shake formula, causing all the valves to 
clog.

QUEEN:  (Recalls.) That was a sticky situation.

KRISTY:  But what if Taco Bill doesn’t? Can you see the pickle that 
puts him in?

JACLYN:  I’ll bet that’s it. Lay off the love poems, and he’ll spill the 
beans.

WENDY:  Do you think so?
KRISTY:  It’s worth a try.
JACLYN:  Look, there’s your hot tamale now. (TACO BILL ENTERS 

DOWN LEFT, sees WENDY, stops, looks around as if to flee.)
WENDY:  (Turns away quickly.) What should I do?
OLIVE:  Come with us to the Burger Palace. (JACLYN and KRISTY 

take WENDY by each arm and lead her UP CENTER to the Burger 
Palace counter. Sensing that the coast is clear, TACO BILL edges 
over to the trashcans. During the following dialogue, QUEEN and 
KING mime taking and filling the GIRLS’ orders, taking “payment” 
and giving the girls trays with mock burgers and drinks. WENDY 
only orders a drink. The GIRLS then cross RIGHT to the table, sit 
and sip their “drinks.”)

TACO BILL:  (Whispers.) Sir Nose! Are you there? Sir Nose? (The lid 
of a trashcan lifts up a tiny bit, not revealing SIR NOSE.) Sir Nose, 
is that you?

SIR NOSE:  (Lifts his head up out of the trashcan.) Do you know 
anyone else who lives in a trashcan?

TACO BILL:  Just Oscar the Grouch.
SIR NOSE:  Very funny.
TACO BILL:  Why don’t you come out?
SIR NOSE:  You heard what the Burger Queen said. I’m banished. I’ve 

got to keep my nose to the ground for a while. Are you ready?
TACO BILL:  I think so. Did you write a poem?
SIR NOSE:  More or less. I prefer to wax extemporaneously.
TACO BILL:  Oh, sure, right. Whatever that means.
SIR NOSE:  It means that I shall feed you tidbits of poetic morsels, as 

you need them. That way you will sound spontaneous.
TACO BILL:  I just don’t want to make a fool out of myself.
SIR NOSE:  (Glares at TACO BILL.) There is nothing foolish about 

poetry!
TACO BILL:  Oops. Sorry. I didn’t mean that, exactly. Duck down, 

before the Burger Queen sees you.

JACLYN:  We are so sorry, Dairy King.
KRISTY:  Has there been any word?
KING:  No, not yet. But the hour is almost up. When Professor 

McRonalds brings Burger Queen back, I’ll hand over the recipe 
for the secret sauce.

R.B.:  You can’t do it, Dairy King!
CHIP:  You’ll be ruined.
KING:  It’s a price I’m willing to pay to bring Burger Queen safely 

home. (Looks around.) Where’s Taco Bill? It’s almost time for the 
exchange. (He and STUDENTS move LEFT. McRONALDS stays 
back unobserved, edges back toward the counter.)

OLIVE:  He is searching for Sir Nose, the Burger Rat.
JACLYN:  If he can find Sir Nose in time, there might be a chance to 

keep your secret sauce secret.
KRISTY:  But Sir Nose is nowhere to be found.
WENDY:  Disappeared without a trace.
OLIVE:  Not even Pizza Mutt can find him!
KING:  It was a mistake for us to send him away.
DENISE:  We knew you’d regret it.
CHIP:  We’ve all been looking for him.
R.B.:  But we want to be here with you when Burger Queen is 

returned.
KING:  Thank you all for your support. (Breaks down and cries.) I 

miss my little snicker doodle so very much. Boo, hoo, hoo. (While 
STUDENTS comfort him, McRONALDS moves to counter, sets 
straws down and reaches for straws that stand in a can on the 
counter.)

KRISTY:  Don’t you worry, Dairy King. You’ll be reunited in no time at 
all.

OLIVE:  (Looks at watch.) Actually, in about one minute.
JACLYN:  I wish I could get my hands on that Professor McRonalds! 

(McRONALDS freezes.)
WENDY:  I don’t. The only things that frighten me more than rats are 

clowns.
McRONALDS:  (Furiously slams her hand on the counter. ALL turn 

to look at her. Smiles, hides handful of straws behind her back.) 
Uh—it’s nothing. Just a cockroach on the counter. I got it.

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE:  Counter UP CENTER with can of straws on it and perhaps 

a napkin holder as well as a cash register; “salad bar” table with 
long tablecloth and covered tray containing plastic banana split 
dishes filled with shaving cream UP RIGHT; tables with chairs 
RIGHT, DOWN RIGHT CENTER and DOWN LEFT CENTER; 
sign with a drawing of a banana split advertising “Grand Unveiling 
Today:  The Burpee Banana Boat” on an easel RIGHT of counter; 
menu board and/or sign advertising “The Burger Palace:  Home 
of the Slopper” UP CENTER on back wall; chair and box or shelf 
containing plastic straws and a length of rope EXTREME DOWN 
RIGHT; trashcans or free-standing cut-out of trashcans EXTREME 
DOWN LEFT. (NOTE:  It is not recommended that a student get 
into an actual trashcan for their safety and sanitary reasons. While 
actual trashcans can be used as props, a cardboard cutout should 
be used for Sir Nose’s home.)

BROUGHT ON, Scene One:
Groucho glasses (SAUNDERS, WIENERSCHNITZEL, PANDA)
Spatula or burger flipper (DAIRY KING)

ONSTAGE, Scene Three:  Plastic trays with wrapped “burgers,” and 
paper cups with lids under counter (NOTE:  It is recommended 
that you do not use real food.); optional mattress behind counter.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Three:
Wallets with “money” (WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE, KRISTY)
Plastic bowl with stirring spoon (DAIRY KING)

BROUGHT ON, Scene Four:
Groucho glasses (McRONALDS)

ONSTAGE, Scene Five:  Optional step stool behind counter; trays full 
of paper cups with lids behind counter.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Five:
File folder holding sheet of paper (DAIRY KING)
Straws (McRONALDS)

COSTUMES
SIR NOSE is mostly humanoid, with pointy rodent ears (made from 

felt) and a bold feather attached to his deerstalker cap, a rat nose 
with whiskers covering the actor’s nose only and a tail attached to 
his belt. He wears a cape and has a fencing foil-type plastic sword 
in a scabbard.
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Scene One
AT RISE:  QUEEN is at the table RIGHT, arranging a display which 
includes a covered tray and a sign on an easel that reads “Grand 
Unveiling Today:  The Burpee Banana Boat” with a drawing of a 
banana split. KING is UP CENTER behind the counter.
QUEEN:  Dairy King, could you please give me a hand with this 

display? Our guests will be here any minute.
KING:  Be right there. (Begins to climb over the counter.)
QUEEN:  (Not looking up.) And don’t climb over the counter. Go 

around. You’re not as spry as you used to be.
KING:  (On counter.) I may have put on a little weight lately, but I can 

still vault a counter with the best of them. (Falls off the counter, 
lands in a heap.) Ooof!

QUEEN:  (Looks up.) Are you all right?
KING:  Are you kidding? (Stands up, brushes himself off.) With all this 

extra padding, even Humpty Dumpty could survive a fall like that.
QUEEN:  Come here and look at my centerpiece.
KING:  (Crosses to her.) My dear, I daresay you are the loveliest 

centerpiece of the food court. (Tickles her under her chin.) My 
delectable little Burger Queen!

QUEEN:  (Momentarily distracted, pokes him in the stomach.) My 
roly-poly Dairy King! (Quickly regains her composure.) Not now, 
dear. Our subjects will be here any moment.

KING:  They’re anxious to see our latest addition to the Burger Palace 
menu!

QUEEN:  I hope it will be a gastronomic triumph!
KING:  I have no doubt that everyone in the food court will stand in 

awe of our culinary creation.
QUEEN:  Everyone except that—that rodent!
KING:  Sir Nose?
QUEEN:  Do you know any other alley rats living at the food court?
KING:  Now, now, don’t overheat yourself, my little potato cake. 

Sir Nose is no ordinary rat. His detective skills have been a 
tremendous help to the Burger Palace. Remember how he solved 
the milk shake mystery? He deduced that someone had mixed 
white glue into the milk shake formula, causing all the valves to 
clog.

QUEEN:  (Recalls.) That was a sticky situation.

KRISTY:  But what if Taco Bill doesn’t? Can you see the pickle that 
puts him in?

JACLYN:  I’ll bet that’s it. Lay off the love poems, and he’ll spill the 
beans.

WENDY:  Do you think so?
KRISTY:  It’s worth a try.
JACLYN:  Look, there’s your hot tamale now. (TACO BILL ENTERS 

DOWN LEFT, sees WENDY, stops, looks around as if to flee.)
WENDY:  (Turns away quickly.) What should I do?
OLIVE:  Come with us to the Burger Palace. (JACLYN and KRISTY 

take WENDY by each arm and lead her UP CENTER to the Burger 
Palace counter. Sensing that the coast is clear, TACO BILL edges 
over to the trashcans. During the following dialogue, QUEEN and 
KING mime taking and filling the GIRLS’ orders, taking “payment” 
and giving the girls trays with mock burgers and drinks. WENDY 
only orders a drink. The GIRLS then cross RIGHT to the table, sit 
and sip their “drinks.”)

TACO BILL:  (Whispers.) Sir Nose! Are you there? Sir Nose? (The lid 
of a trashcan lifts up a tiny bit, not revealing SIR NOSE.) Sir Nose, 
is that you?

SIR NOSE:  (Lifts his head up out of the trashcan.) Do you know 
anyone else who lives in a trashcan?

TACO BILL:  Just Oscar the Grouch.
SIR NOSE:  Very funny.
TACO BILL:  Why don’t you come out?
SIR NOSE:  You heard what the Burger Queen said. I’m banished. I’ve 

got to keep my nose to the ground for a while. Are you ready?
TACO BILL:  I think so. Did you write a poem?
SIR NOSE:  More or less. I prefer to wax extemporaneously.
TACO BILL:  Oh, sure, right. Whatever that means.
SIR NOSE:  It means that I shall feed you tidbits of poetic morsels, as 

you need them. That way you will sound spontaneous.
TACO BILL:  I just don’t want to make a fool out of myself.
SIR NOSE:  (Glares at TACO BILL.) There is nothing foolish about 

poetry!
TACO BILL:  Oops. Sorry. I didn’t mean that, exactly. Duck down, 

before the Burger Queen sees you.

JACLYN:  We are so sorry, Dairy King.
KRISTY:  Has there been any word?
KING:  No, not yet. But the hour is almost up. When Professor 

McRonalds brings Burger Queen back, I’ll hand over the recipe 
for the secret sauce.

R.B.:  You can’t do it, Dairy King!
CHIP:  You’ll be ruined.
KING:  It’s a price I’m willing to pay to bring Burger Queen safely 

home. (Looks around.) Where’s Taco Bill? It’s almost time for the 
exchange. (He and STUDENTS move LEFT. McRONALDS stays 
back unobserved, edges back toward the counter.)

OLIVE:  He is searching for Sir Nose, the Burger Rat.
JACLYN:  If he can find Sir Nose in time, there might be a chance to 

keep your secret sauce secret.
KRISTY:  But Sir Nose is nowhere to be found.
WENDY:  Disappeared without a trace.
OLIVE:  Not even Pizza Mutt can find him!
KING:  It was a mistake for us to send him away.
DENISE:  We knew you’d regret it.
CHIP:  We’ve all been looking for him.
R.B.:  But we want to be here with you when Burger Queen is 

returned.
KING:  Thank you all for your support. (Breaks down and cries.) I 

miss my little snicker doodle so very much. Boo, hoo, hoo. (While 
STUDENTS comfort him, McRONALDS moves to counter, sets 
straws down and reaches for straws that stand in a can on the 
counter.)

KRISTY:  Don’t you worry, Dairy King. You’ll be reunited in no time at 
all.

OLIVE:  (Looks at watch.) Actually, in about one minute.
JACLYN:  I wish I could get my hands on that Professor McRonalds! 

(McRONALDS freezes.)
WENDY:  I don’t. The only things that frighten me more than rats are 

clowns.
McRONALDS:  (Furiously slams her hand on the counter. ALL turn 

to look at her. Smiles, hides handful of straws behind her back.) 
Uh—it’s nothing. Just a cockroach on the counter. I got it.

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE:  Counter UP CENTER with can of straws on it and perhaps 

a napkin holder as well as a cash register; “salad bar” table with 
long tablecloth and covered tray containing plastic banana split 
dishes filled with shaving cream UP RIGHT; tables with chairs 
RIGHT, DOWN RIGHT CENTER and DOWN LEFT CENTER; 
sign with a drawing of a banana split advertising “Grand Unveiling 
Today:  The Burpee Banana Boat” on an easel RIGHT of counter; 
menu board and/or sign advertising “The Burger Palace:  Home 
of the Slopper” UP CENTER on back wall; chair and box or shelf 
containing plastic straws and a length of rope EXTREME DOWN 
RIGHT; trashcans or free-standing cut-out of trashcans EXTREME 
DOWN LEFT. (NOTE:  It is not recommended that a student get 
into an actual trashcan for their safety and sanitary reasons. While 
actual trashcans can be used as props, a cardboard cutout should 
be used for Sir Nose’s home.)

BROUGHT ON, Scene One:
Groucho glasses (SAUNDERS, WIENERSCHNITZEL, PANDA)
Spatula or burger flipper (DAIRY KING)

ONSTAGE, Scene Three:  Plastic trays with wrapped “burgers,” and 
paper cups with lids under counter (NOTE:  It is recommended 
that you do not use real food.); optional mattress behind counter.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Three:
Wallets with “money” (WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE, KRISTY)
Plastic bowl with stirring spoon (DAIRY KING)

BROUGHT ON, Scene Four:
Groucho glasses (McRONALDS)

ONSTAGE, Scene Five:  Optional step stool behind counter; trays full 
of paper cups with lids behind counter.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Five:
File folder holding sheet of paper (DAIRY KING)
Straws (McRONALDS)

COSTUMES
SIR NOSE is mostly humanoid, with pointy rodent ears (made from 

felt) and a bold feather attached to his deerstalker cap, a rat nose 
with whiskers covering the actor’s nose only and a tail attached to 
his belt. He wears a cape and has a fencing foil-type plastic sword 
in a scabbard.

 RIGHTS MUST BE PURCHASED BEFORE REPRODUCING THIS SCRIPT
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KING:  And how about the quarter-pounder caper, where he 
discovered that the hamburger meat kept turning green because 
someone put powdered paint in the seasoning salt?

QUEEN:  He pulled your fat out of the fire on that one.
KING:  We owe him a colossal debt.
QUEEN:  It’s his colossal nose that bothers me.
KING:  True. His nose does stand in the way of social acceptability.
QUEEN:  It’s enormous. And he’s so sensitive about it.
KING:  Who wouldn’t be with a schnoz like that?
QUEEN:  If only he would stop poking that nose into other people’s 

business—not to mention the salad bar. (Gestures to salad bar 
UP RIGHT.)

KING:  That’s what makes him a first rate detective, my little snicker 
doodle.

QUEEN:  (Hesitates.) I hadn’t planned on telling you this, dear, but 
now I feel I must.

KING:  What is it, my little maraschino cherry?
QUEEN:  Sir Nose threatened me!
KING:  He did what?
QUEEN:  Well, not so much me exactly, but the party.
KING:  You mean the unveiling of our latest menu item?
QUEEN:  He told me that if I dared introduce the Burpee Banana Boat 

today, we’d all regret it.
KING:  What does he have against our Burpee Banana Boat?
QUEEN:  How should I know?
KING:  (Gestures to the trashcans EXTREME DOWN LEFT.) Maybe 

I should have a word with him. (OLIVE, JACLYN, KRISTY and 
WENDY ENTER DOWN LEFT, cross to LEFT of table with sign. 
KING and QUEEN take their places RIGHT of table.)

QUEEN:  There’s no time. Our guests are starting to arrive.
KING:  We’ll just have to take our chances.
OLIVE:  Hi, Burger Queen. Hi, Dairy King.
QUEEN:  Hello, Olive, Jaclyn, Kristy.
JACLYN:  Hi there, Your Majesties.
KING:  Good to see you again.
KRISTY:  Right back at you, King.

SIR NOSE:  Do you like this girl? Do you?
TACO BILL:  Of course.
SIR NOSE:  And she loves poetry?
TACO BILL:  She eats it up.
SIR NOSE:  Then quit your bellyaching and do what I say.
TACO BILL:  Okay, okay. Don’t get your nose all bent out of shape. 

(Horror stricken, he  realizes what he has said. He stammers, 
incoherently.) Uh—uh—I mean—I mean, I didn’t mean—

SIR NOSE:  (Rises to full height. He wears his cape and sword, which 
he grips tightly.) Nose? Bent out of shape?

TACO BILL:  (Backs up, falls to his knees and grovels.) I’m dead 
meat. Just grind me up and put me in a taco shell. Just wrap me 
up in a tortilla and smother me with salsa. I’m gone. That’s it. I can 
just kiss my burrito good-bye.

SIR NOSE:  (Climbs out of the trashcan.) Do you have any idea what 
I did to the last person who cast aspersions on my nose?

TACO BILL:  (Cowers.) You mean Bob Cob the corndog hog?
SIR NOSE:  That’s not his name any longer.
TACO BILL:  It isn’t?
SIR NOSE:  No. Now everyone calls him (Draws sword.) Shishka 

Bob!
TACO BILL:  That’s it. I’m toast. I’m history.
SIR NOSE:  (Slashes sword a few times.) I’ll make mincemeat out of 

you!
TACO BILL:  (Resigned to his fate.) Go ahead. I’m doomed anyway. 

A girl like Wendy Freiberger could never love a boneless chicken 
patty like me. (Throws his arms open and exposes his chest as a 
target.) So you might as well go ahead and dice my onions.

SIR NOSE:  (About to strike, pauses.) You do care for her, don’t you?
TACO BILL:  It’s pointless. She loves poetry, and I’m thicker than a 

chocolate milkshake.
SIR NOSE:  (Sword still poised.) That’s true.
TACO BILL:  No one—not even a genius like the great Sir Nose the 

Burger Rat—could win her for me. I should never have asked you 
to help me.

SIR NOSE:  (Abruptly lowers sword. TACO BILL relaxes.) It would be 
a challenge, even for someone of my talent with rhymes… (Turns 

SAUNDERS:  Yes, ma’am, ready and at your service, ma’am.
McRONALDS:  Dragon Panda!
PANDA:  Sprockel plunk!
McRONALDS:  Short John Silver!
SILVER:  Aye, Cap’n?
McRONALDS:  You four keep Burger Queen under wraps while I’m 

away. Make sure she’s at the Burger Palace within the hour. If 
she escapes, I’ll boil your kneecaps in cooking oil and make you 
eat fresh fruits and vegetables for a week! (HENCHMEN quickly 
cover their knees with their hands and make gagging sounds.)

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (Horrified.) Ya vohl, mein commandant!
SAUNDERS:  (Petrified.) Whutever you say, Perfessor.
PANDA:  (Mortified.) Blanka blanka boo boo.
SILVER:  Thar be no mutineers on this ship, Cap’n.
McRONALDS:  And now for my foolproof disguise! Turn Burger 

Queen so she can’t see. I don’t want her giving anything away. 
(HENCHMEN line up between QUEEN and McRONALDS, with 
their backs to her. She then takes a pair of Groucho glasses out 
of her robe/coat pocket and puts them on. She takes off her robe 
or lab coat and reveals a cheerleader’s uniform underneath. The 
uniform has a big “M” on the chest.) And my secret weapon! 
(Reaches onto the shelf or into the box in the lair and pulls out a 
handful of plastic drinking straws.) Remember! Within the hour!

QUEEN:  (Taunts.) See you later, Clowny!
McRONALDS:  Aaarrgh! (EXITS EXTREME DOWN RIGHT. 

HENCHMEN encircle QUEEN and make threatening gestures.)
QUEEN:  Gulp! (BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Four

Scene Five
AT RISE or LIGHTS UP:  KING paces back and forth in front of the 
Burger Palace counter and carries a file folder. STUDENTS plus 
optional EXTRAS ENTER DOWN LEFT. McRONALDS ENTERS 
DOWN RIGHT a few seconds after them and joins the STUDENTS 
unobserved. She holds the straws behind her back.
OLIVE:  We heard what happened!
WENDY:  Taco Bill told us.
DENISE:  It’s just awful, I tell you. Awful.

TACO BILL:  I guess I’d better call the police to come take these four 
to jail. Why don’t all you guys go on over to the school spirit rally 
and dance? I’ll meet you there.

WENDY:  (To TACO BILL.) I’ll go with you. To watch your back.
KRISTY:  Oooh!
OLIVE:  We’ll be waiting for you two lovebirds.
R.B.:  Don’t be long. (TACO BILL ushers HENCHMEN OFF DOWN 

LEFT.)
WENDY:  (To OTHERS, sighs.) Poetry in motion. (EXITS DOWN 

LEFT.)
DENISE:  This has been a great adventure!
CHIP:  And we owe it all to Sir Nose.
JACLYN:  And each other. Remember, we all worked together.
KRISTY:  That’s right. Are you coming, Your Majesties?
KING:  We’re right behind you.
QUEEN:  I could dance the night away!
OLIVE:  How about you, Sir Nose? Coming?
SIR NOSE:  I’ll be along in a while. I got a quadruple dose of that 

freezing potion. It’ll take me awhile to defrost.
PIZZA MUTT:  I’ll bring him when he’s ready.
QUEEN:  I don’t suppose we should take any of these milk shakes 

along?
STUDENTS:  No way! (ALL except SIR NOSE and PIZZA MUTT 

laugh and EXIT DOWN LEFT.)
SIR NOSE:  Well, my faithful friend, it’s been another day’s good 

work.
PIZZA MUTT:  You look thirsty, Sir Nose. (Picks up a milk shake.) 

Here, have a sip.
SIR NOSE:  No, Pizza Mutt. No!
PIZZA MUTT:  Can’t do it yourself? Here, let me help you. (Puts straw 

in SIR NOSE’S mouth. SIR NOSE begins to twitch and freeze 
up.)

SIR NOSE:  P-P-Pizza Mutt! You’ve d-d-done it again! (They FREEZE. 
BLACKOUT.)

END OF PLAY
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KING:  And how about the quarter-pounder caper, where he 
discovered that the hamburger meat kept turning green because 
someone put powdered paint in the seasoning salt?

QUEEN:  He pulled your fat out of the fire on that one.
KING:  We owe him a colossal debt.
QUEEN:  It’s his colossal nose that bothers me.
KING:  True. His nose does stand in the way of social acceptability.
QUEEN:  It’s enormous. And he’s so sensitive about it.
KING:  Who wouldn’t be with a schnoz like that?
QUEEN:  If only he would stop poking that nose into other people’s 

business—not to mention the salad bar. (Gestures to salad bar 
UP RIGHT.)

KING:  That’s what makes him a first rate detective, my little snicker 
doodle.

QUEEN:  (Hesitates.) I hadn’t planned on telling you this, dear, but 
now I feel I must.

KING:  What is it, my little maraschino cherry?
QUEEN:  Sir Nose threatened me!
KING:  He did what?
QUEEN:  Well, not so much me exactly, but the party.
KING:  You mean the unveiling of our latest menu item?
QUEEN:  He told me that if I dared introduce the Burpee Banana Boat 

today, we’d all regret it.
KING:  What does he have against our Burpee Banana Boat?
QUEEN:  How should I know?
KING:  (Gestures to the trashcans EXTREME DOWN LEFT.) Maybe 

I should have a word with him. (OLIVE, JACLYN, KRISTY and 
WENDY ENTER DOWN LEFT, cross to LEFT of table with sign. 
KING and QUEEN take their places RIGHT of table.)

QUEEN:  There’s no time. Our guests are starting to arrive.
KING:  We’ll just have to take our chances.
OLIVE:  Hi, Burger Queen. Hi, Dairy King.
QUEEN:  Hello, Olive, Jaclyn, Kristy.
JACLYN:  Hi there, Your Majesties.
KING:  Good to see you again.
KRISTY:  Right back at you, King.

SIR NOSE:  Do you like this girl? Do you?
TACO BILL:  Of course.
SIR NOSE:  And she loves poetry?
TACO BILL:  She eats it up.
SIR NOSE:  Then quit your bellyaching and do what I say.
TACO BILL:  Okay, okay. Don’t get your nose all bent out of shape. 

(Horror stricken, he  realizes what he has said. He stammers, 
incoherently.) Uh—uh—I mean—I mean, I didn’t mean—

SIR NOSE:  (Rises to full height. He wears his cape and sword, which 
he grips tightly.) Nose? Bent out of shape?

TACO BILL:  (Backs up, falls to his knees and grovels.) I’m dead 
meat. Just grind me up and put me in a taco shell. Just wrap me 
up in a tortilla and smother me with salsa. I’m gone. That’s it. I can 
just kiss my burrito good-bye.

SIR NOSE:  (Climbs out of the trashcan.) Do you have any idea what 
I did to the last person who cast aspersions on my nose?

TACO BILL:  (Cowers.) You mean Bob Cob the corndog hog?
SIR NOSE:  That’s not his name any longer.
TACO BILL:  It isn’t?
SIR NOSE:  No. Now everyone calls him (Draws sword.) Shishka 

Bob!
TACO BILL:  That’s it. I’m toast. I’m history.
SIR NOSE:  (Slashes sword a few times.) I’ll make mincemeat out of 

you!
TACO BILL:  (Resigned to his fate.) Go ahead. I’m doomed anyway. 

A girl like Wendy Freiberger could never love a boneless chicken 
patty like me. (Throws his arms open and exposes his chest as a 
target.) So you might as well go ahead and dice my onions.

SIR NOSE:  (About to strike, pauses.) You do care for her, don’t you?
TACO BILL:  It’s pointless. She loves poetry, and I’m thicker than a 

chocolate milkshake.
SIR NOSE:  (Sword still poised.) That’s true.
TACO BILL:  No one—not even a genius like the great Sir Nose the 

Burger Rat—could win her for me. I should never have asked you 
to help me.

SIR NOSE:  (Abruptly lowers sword. TACO BILL relaxes.) It would be 
a challenge, even for someone of my talent with rhymes… (Turns 

SAUNDERS:  Yes, ma’am, ready and at your service, ma’am.
McRONALDS:  Dragon Panda!
PANDA:  Sprockel plunk!
McRONALDS:  Short John Silver!
SILVER:  Aye, Cap’n?
McRONALDS:  You four keep Burger Queen under wraps while I’m 

away. Make sure she’s at the Burger Palace within the hour. If 
she escapes, I’ll boil your kneecaps in cooking oil and make you 
eat fresh fruits and vegetables for a week! (HENCHMEN quickly 
cover their knees with their hands and make gagging sounds.)

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (Horrified.) Ya vohl, mein commandant!
SAUNDERS:  (Petrified.) Whutever you say, Perfessor.
PANDA:  (Mortified.) Blanka blanka boo boo.
SILVER:  Thar be no mutineers on this ship, Cap’n.
McRONALDS:  And now for my foolproof disguise! Turn Burger 

Queen so she can’t see. I don’t want her giving anything away. 
(HENCHMEN line up between QUEEN and McRONALDS, with 
their backs to her. She then takes a pair of Groucho glasses out 
of her robe/coat pocket and puts them on. She takes off her robe 
or lab coat and reveals a cheerleader’s uniform underneath. The 
uniform has a big “M” on the chest.) And my secret weapon! 
(Reaches onto the shelf or into the box in the lair and pulls out a 
handful of plastic drinking straws.) Remember! Within the hour!

QUEEN:  (Taunts.) See you later, Clowny!
McRONALDS:  Aaarrgh! (EXITS EXTREME DOWN RIGHT. 

HENCHMEN encircle QUEEN and make threatening gestures.)
QUEEN:  Gulp! (BLACKOUT.)

End of Scene Four

Scene Five
AT RISE or LIGHTS UP:  KING paces back and forth in front of the 
Burger Palace counter and carries a file folder. STUDENTS plus 
optional EXTRAS ENTER DOWN LEFT. McRONALDS ENTERS 
DOWN RIGHT a few seconds after them and joins the STUDENTS 
unobserved. She holds the straws behind her back.
OLIVE:  We heard what happened!
WENDY:  Taco Bill told us.
DENISE:  It’s just awful, I tell you. Awful.

TACO BILL:  I guess I’d better call the police to come take these four 
to jail. Why don’t all you guys go on over to the school spirit rally 
and dance? I’ll meet you there.

WENDY:  (To TACO BILL.) I’ll go with you. To watch your back.
KRISTY:  Oooh!
OLIVE:  We’ll be waiting for you two lovebirds.
R.B.:  Don’t be long. (TACO BILL ushers HENCHMEN OFF DOWN 

LEFT.)
WENDY:  (To OTHERS, sighs.) Poetry in motion. (EXITS DOWN 

LEFT.)
DENISE:  This has been a great adventure!
CHIP:  And we owe it all to Sir Nose.
JACLYN:  And each other. Remember, we all worked together.
KRISTY:  That’s right. Are you coming, Your Majesties?
KING:  We’re right behind you.
QUEEN:  I could dance the night away!
OLIVE:  How about you, Sir Nose? Coming?
SIR NOSE:  I’ll be along in a while. I got a quadruple dose of that 

freezing potion. It’ll take me awhile to defrost.
PIZZA MUTT:  I’ll bring him when he’s ready.
QUEEN:  I don’t suppose we should take any of these milk shakes 

along?
STUDENTS:  No way! (ALL except SIR NOSE and PIZZA MUTT 

laugh and EXIT DOWN LEFT.)
SIR NOSE:  Well, my faithful friend, it’s been another day’s good 

work.
PIZZA MUTT:  You look thirsty, Sir Nose. (Picks up a milk shake.) 

Here, have a sip.
SIR NOSE:  No, Pizza Mutt. No!
PIZZA MUTT:  Can’t do it yourself? Here, let me help you. (Puts straw 

in SIR NOSE’S mouth. SIR NOSE begins to twitch and freeze 
up.)

SIR NOSE:  P-P-Pizza Mutt! You’ve d-d-done it again! (They FREEZE. 
BLACKOUT.)

END OF PLAY
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QUEEN:  Thank you for coming to our grand unveiling.
OLIVE:  We can hardly wait. We just love the creative menu items you 

cook up.
JACLYN:  Your Sloppers are so juicy, I just can’t look a regular old 

hamburger in the face anymore.
QUEEN:  And who is this you brought with you? Not the exchange 

student from the International House of Cupcakes?
OLIVE:  No. This is our new friend Wendy Freiberger. She’s staying 

over at the Village Inn.
WENDY:  (Curtsies.) Your Majesties.
KING:  Now, now, we have no burdensome formalities here at the 

food court. In the land of the Dairy King, we do things light.
WENDY:  Oh.
TACO BILL:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT with R.B., CHIP, DENISE and 

optional EXTRAS. He wears a security guard uniform. He stands 
CENTER, next to WENDY.) We’re not late, are we?

KING:  No, no, not at all. We were just meeting a new guest to the 
Burger Palace. Wendy, this is Taco Bill. (Their eyes meet. ALL but 
WENDY FREEZE. OPTIONAL SOUND EFFECT:  SWELLING, 
ROMANTIC MUSIC.)

WENDY:  (To AUDIENCE, breathlessly.) Is it possible? What is 
happening to me? Be still my beating heart! Can it be that there is 
such a thing as love at first sight? (FREEZES.)

TACO BILL:  (UNFREEZES. To AUDIENCE.) What a babe! (ALL 
UNFREEZE. WENDY and TACO BILL can’t take their eyes off 
each other.)

KING:  Well, I think we’d better begin before our little surprise melts! 
Gather around, everyone. (ALL circle around UPSTAGE and LEFT 
of the table. SAUNDERS, WIENERSCHNITZEL, PANDA and 
SILVER—the HENCHMEN—slink IN DOWN RIGHT, unnoticed 
and stand DOWN RIGHT of KING and QUEEN. SAUNDERS holds 
the other three back and gestures at their faces. HENCHMEN 
quickly put on “Groucho glasses” for a disguise.) Friends of the food 
court, as you well know, fast food has undergone a revolution in 
menu selection. No longer are discerning customers satisfied with 
a burger, fries and a chocolate shake! Oh, my goodness, no, no, no! 
We at the Burger Palace are dedicated to providing a wide variety 
of tasty concoctions to tickle your tum tum, paddle your palate—

QUEEN:  (Aside to KING.) Get on with it, honey bunch, or the stuff will 
melt all over the floor before we can eat it!

and paces LEFT. TACO BILL stands, follows.) …my facility for the 
clever turn of a phrase—

TACO BILL:  —and your nose for rhythm.
SIR NOSE:  (Spins around, sword up.) Watch it.
TACO BILL:  (Drops to his knees.) Sorry.
SIR NOSE:  I’m due for an impossible task or two to hone my razor 

wit. I’ve been feeling a little down in the dumps lately. Banishment 
is worse than accidentally being thrown out with the garbage.

TACO BILL:  (Follows on his knees.) It comes from living in a 
trashcan.

SIR NOSE:  (Turns to TACO BILL.) I’ll do it.
TACO BILL:  Do what? Run me through?
SIR NOSE:  No, I’ll tenderize you a little. Soften you up for your lady. 

(Puts sword in scabbard.)
TACO BILL:  You’ll help me talk to Wendy Freiberger?
SIR NOSE:  Yes! That was the plan all along, wasn’t it? You sidetracked 

me, that’s all, with the comment about my—
TACO BILL:  About your—
SIR NOSE:  You referred to my—
TACO BILL:  I know. Let’s just forget it.
SIR NOSE:  Right. (Pause.) It’s no skin off of my nose. (TACO BILL 

freezes.) Ha! A joke. Get it? Ha! Ho! Ho!
TACO BILL:  (Giggles nervously.) Hee, hee, hee. (Sighs.) Whew.
SIR NOSE:  (Clasps arm around TACO BILL, pulls him to standing.) 

So here’s what I want you to do. Order a couple of Sloppers and 
shakes. Whatever you do, don’t get onion rings. Invite your lady to 
join you at this table. (Indicates table nearest trashcans.)

TACO BILL:  Where will you be?
SIR NOSE:  I’ll hide right here, in the trashcan.
TACO BILL:  But what should I say to her?
SIR NOSE:  Sit as close as you can. Hold your Slopper or shake in 

front of your mouth. I’ll recite the poem, and you move your lips as 
if you are speaking. Got it?

TACO BILL:  Whatever you say.
SIR NOSE:  Exactly. Now, go on. (Gets back into the trashcan. TACO 

BILL hesitantly walks RIGHT toward WENDY and the OTHERS, 
then pivots and crosses to counter.)

QUEEN:  We’ll be ruined.
McRONALDS:  Exactly.
QUEEN:  You’re a cruel clown, McRonalds.
McRONALDS:  (Outraged.) Don’t call me that! I am not a clown! (To 

HENCHMEN.) I can’t believe she called me that! (HENCHMEN 
shrug. She paces around the lair, pulls at her hair, stomps her 
enormous feet and mutters to herself.) I am not a clown! I just 
happen to have very bright red hair, a pale complexion and 
unusually large feet. But I am not a clown!

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (Aside to SAUNDERS.) Vhat is zee problem 
mit beeink zee clown?

SAUNDERS:  Beats me. But she shore gets a bug in her ear every 
time the word is spoke.

PANDA:  (Agrees.) Kambala raja coocoo.
SILVER:  (Nods.) Aaargh!
McRONALDS:  (Regains her composure. Adjusts her hair. Looks 

around to see if anyone noticed her outburst. EVERYONE quickly 
pretends not to have seen anything.) Where was I?

SAUNDERS:  You was sayin’ that once ya make the secret sawce 
public, it won’t be a secret no more.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und mit-out zee secret souse, zee Burger 
Palace is nussink special.

PANDA:  And then maybe everyone will start coming back to our 
restaurants. (EVERYONE, including QUEEN, looks at him, 
amazed.) I mean, Kadinkel boy boy hashamatash. (EVERYONE 
nods understandingly.)

QUEEN:  You’ll never get away with this. Someone will stop you.
McRONALDS:  The only creature in the entire Kingdom of Mall who 

has a chance of foiling my nefarious schemes is that wretched rat, 
Sir Nose, and you conveniently got rid of him for me.

QUEEN:  Oh, woe is me! Alas and alack.
PANDA:  (Strikes a threatening pose.) Alack, aback, attack!
QUEEN:  Eek!
McRONALDS:  And now, if you’ll excuse me, there is a certain thing 

I must do to ensure that nothing goes wrong with the exchange. 
Herr Wienerschnitzel!

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (Snaps to attention.) Ya vohl!
McRONALDS:  Corporal Saunders!

QUEEN:  A hero and a poet! We owe you such a debt of gratitude, 
Sir Nose.

SIR NOSE:  It was nothing, Your Majesty.
JACLYN:  A hero and a poet and modest, too!
CHIP:  Hurray for Sir Nose! (ALL but HENCHMEN and TACO BILL 

and WENDY ad-lib cheers for SIR NOSE.)
TACO BILL:  (To WENDY.) So I guess now you’d rather go to the 

dance with Sir Nose. He’s your real poetry man. And the real 
hero.

WENDY:  You don’t have to be a poet to win my love.
TACO BILL:  I don’t?
WENDY:  And you don’t have to pretend to be someone else. You 

were so brave just now. You’re a hero, too, Taco Bill. My hero!
TACO BILL:  I am?
WENDY:  Yes, yes, a thousand times yes! (Throws her arms around 

him. ALL except HENCHMEN ad-lib cheers for young love.)
PIZZA MUTT:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Sir Nose! There you are! I’ve been 

looking all over for you.
SIR NOSE:  Hello, faithful friend.
PIZZA MUTT:  (Looks around.) I just saw Professor McRonalds flying 

away. Did I miss something important?
KING:  You missed everything. But it’s all right.
SIR NOSE:  Could somebody please help me up?
PIZZA MUTT:  I’ll help you, Sir Nose. Let me help you, old buddy, old 

pal. (Lifts or drags SIR NOSE to a chair CENTER and sits him in it. 
Also helps put on SIR NOSE’S hat and cape.) There you go.

QUEEN:  It looks like everything is going to be all right after all.
KING:  (Picks up file folder.) I’m going to destroy the recipe for the 

secret sauce. It’s too dangerous to have something this valuable 
lying around and tempting evildoers.

QUEEN:  Are you sure? But what about our business?
KING:  Look around, Burger Queen. These people—our friends—are 

our business. And friends don’t keep secrets from each other. 
(Takes the recipe out of the folder, rips it up.)

STUDENTS:  Hooray!
QUEEN:  Well, okay. Besides, it was just Thousand Island dressing, 

anyway. (STUDENTS react with surprise, then acceptance.)
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QUEEN:  Thank you for coming to our grand unveiling.
OLIVE:  We can hardly wait. We just love the creative menu items you 

cook up.
JACLYN:  Your Sloppers are so juicy, I just can’t look a regular old 

hamburger in the face anymore.
QUEEN:  And who is this you brought with you? Not the exchange 

student from the International House of Cupcakes?
OLIVE:  No. This is our new friend Wendy Freiberger. She’s staying 

over at the Village Inn.
WENDY:  (Curtsies.) Your Majesties.
KING:  Now, now, we have no burdensome formalities here at the 

food court. In the land of the Dairy King, we do things light.
WENDY:  Oh.
TACO BILL:  (ENTERS DOWN LEFT with R.B., CHIP, DENISE and 

optional EXTRAS. He wears a security guard uniform. He stands 
CENTER, next to WENDY.) We’re not late, are we?

KING:  No, no, not at all. We were just meeting a new guest to the 
Burger Palace. Wendy, this is Taco Bill. (Their eyes meet. ALL but 
WENDY FREEZE. OPTIONAL SOUND EFFECT:  SWELLING, 
ROMANTIC MUSIC.)

WENDY:  (To AUDIENCE, breathlessly.) Is it possible? What is 
happening to me? Be still my beating heart! Can it be that there is 
such a thing as love at first sight? (FREEZES.)

TACO BILL:  (UNFREEZES. To AUDIENCE.) What a babe! (ALL 
UNFREEZE. WENDY and TACO BILL can’t take their eyes off 
each other.)

KING:  Well, I think we’d better begin before our little surprise melts! 
Gather around, everyone. (ALL circle around UPSTAGE and LEFT 
of the table. SAUNDERS, WIENERSCHNITZEL, PANDA and 
SILVER—the HENCHMEN—slink IN DOWN RIGHT, unnoticed 
and stand DOWN RIGHT of KING and QUEEN. SAUNDERS holds 
the other three back and gestures at their faces. HENCHMEN 
quickly put on “Groucho glasses” for a disguise.) Friends of the food 
court, as you well know, fast food has undergone a revolution in 
menu selection. No longer are discerning customers satisfied with 
a burger, fries and a chocolate shake! Oh, my goodness, no, no, no! 
We at the Burger Palace are dedicated to providing a wide variety 
of tasty concoctions to tickle your tum tum, paddle your palate—

QUEEN:  (Aside to KING.) Get on with it, honey bunch, or the stuff will 
melt all over the floor before we can eat it!

and paces LEFT. TACO BILL stands, follows.) …my facility for the 
clever turn of a phrase—

TACO BILL:  —and your nose for rhythm.
SIR NOSE:  (Spins around, sword up.) Watch it.
TACO BILL:  (Drops to his knees.) Sorry.
SIR NOSE:  I’m due for an impossible task or two to hone my razor 

wit. I’ve been feeling a little down in the dumps lately. Banishment 
is worse than accidentally being thrown out with the garbage.

TACO BILL:  (Follows on his knees.) It comes from living in a 
trashcan.

SIR NOSE:  (Turns to TACO BILL.) I’ll do it.
TACO BILL:  Do what? Run me through?
SIR NOSE:  No, I’ll tenderize you a little. Soften you up for your lady. 

(Puts sword in scabbard.)
TACO BILL:  You’ll help me talk to Wendy Freiberger?
SIR NOSE:  Yes! That was the plan all along, wasn’t it? You sidetracked 

me, that’s all, with the comment about my—
TACO BILL:  About your—
SIR NOSE:  You referred to my—
TACO BILL:  I know. Let’s just forget it.
SIR NOSE:  Right. (Pause.) It’s no skin off of my nose. (TACO BILL 

freezes.) Ha! A joke. Get it? Ha! Ho! Ho!
TACO BILL:  (Giggles nervously.) Hee, hee, hee. (Sighs.) Whew.
SIR NOSE:  (Clasps arm around TACO BILL, pulls him to standing.) 

So here’s what I want you to do. Order a couple of Sloppers and 
shakes. Whatever you do, don’t get onion rings. Invite your lady to 
join you at this table. (Indicates table nearest trashcans.)

TACO BILL:  Where will you be?
SIR NOSE:  I’ll hide right here, in the trashcan.
TACO BILL:  But what should I say to her?
SIR NOSE:  Sit as close as you can. Hold your Slopper or shake in 

front of your mouth. I’ll recite the poem, and you move your lips as 
if you are speaking. Got it?

TACO BILL:  Whatever you say.
SIR NOSE:  Exactly. Now, go on. (Gets back into the trashcan. TACO 

BILL hesitantly walks RIGHT toward WENDY and the OTHERS, 
then pivots and crosses to counter.)

QUEEN:  We’ll be ruined.
McRONALDS:  Exactly.
QUEEN:  You’re a cruel clown, McRonalds.
McRONALDS:  (Outraged.) Don’t call me that! I am not a clown! (To 

HENCHMEN.) I can’t believe she called me that! (HENCHMEN 
shrug. She paces around the lair, pulls at her hair, stomps her 
enormous feet and mutters to herself.) I am not a clown! I just 
happen to have very bright red hair, a pale complexion and 
unusually large feet. But I am not a clown!

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (Aside to SAUNDERS.) Vhat is zee problem 
mit beeink zee clown?

SAUNDERS:  Beats me. But she shore gets a bug in her ear every 
time the word is spoke.

PANDA:  (Agrees.) Kambala raja coocoo.
SILVER:  (Nods.) Aaargh!
McRONALDS:  (Regains her composure. Adjusts her hair. Looks 

around to see if anyone noticed her outburst. EVERYONE quickly 
pretends not to have seen anything.) Where was I?

SAUNDERS:  You was sayin’ that once ya make the secret sawce 
public, it won’t be a secret no more.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und mit-out zee secret souse, zee Burger 
Palace is nussink special.

PANDA:  And then maybe everyone will start coming back to our 
restaurants. (EVERYONE, including QUEEN, looks at him, 
amazed.) I mean, Kadinkel boy boy hashamatash. (EVERYONE 
nods understandingly.)

QUEEN:  You’ll never get away with this. Someone will stop you.
McRONALDS:  The only creature in the entire Kingdom of Mall who 

has a chance of foiling my nefarious schemes is that wretched rat, 
Sir Nose, and you conveniently got rid of him for me.

QUEEN:  Oh, woe is me! Alas and alack.
PANDA:  (Strikes a threatening pose.) Alack, aback, attack!
QUEEN:  Eek!
McRONALDS:  And now, if you’ll excuse me, there is a certain thing 

I must do to ensure that nothing goes wrong with the exchange. 
Herr Wienerschnitzel!

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (Snaps to attention.) Ya vohl!
McRONALDS:  Corporal Saunders!

QUEEN:  A hero and a poet! We owe you such a debt of gratitude, 
Sir Nose.

SIR NOSE:  It was nothing, Your Majesty.
JACLYN:  A hero and a poet and modest, too!
CHIP:  Hurray for Sir Nose! (ALL but HENCHMEN and TACO BILL 

and WENDY ad-lib cheers for SIR NOSE.)
TACO BILL:  (To WENDY.) So I guess now you’d rather go to the 

dance with Sir Nose. He’s your real poetry man. And the real 
hero.

WENDY:  You don’t have to be a poet to win my love.
TACO BILL:  I don’t?
WENDY:  And you don’t have to pretend to be someone else. You 

were so brave just now. You’re a hero, too, Taco Bill. My hero!
TACO BILL:  I am?
WENDY:  Yes, yes, a thousand times yes! (Throws her arms around 

him. ALL except HENCHMEN ad-lib cheers for young love.)
PIZZA MUTT:  (ENTERS LEFT.) Sir Nose! There you are! I’ve been 

looking all over for you.
SIR NOSE:  Hello, faithful friend.
PIZZA MUTT:  (Looks around.) I just saw Professor McRonalds flying 

away. Did I miss something important?
KING:  You missed everything. But it’s all right.
SIR NOSE:  Could somebody please help me up?
PIZZA MUTT:  I’ll help you, Sir Nose. Let me help you, old buddy, old 

pal. (Lifts or drags SIR NOSE to a chair CENTER and sits him in it. 
Also helps put on SIR NOSE’S hat and cape.) There you go.

QUEEN:  It looks like everything is going to be all right after all.
KING:  (Picks up file folder.) I’m going to destroy the recipe for the 

secret sauce. It’s too dangerous to have something this valuable 
lying around and tempting evildoers.

QUEEN:  Are you sure? But what about our business?
KING:  Look around, Burger Queen. These people—our friends—are 

our business. And friends don’t keep secrets from each other. 
(Takes the recipe out of the folder, rips it up.)

STUDENTS:  Hooray!
QUEEN:  Well, okay. Besides, it was just Thousand Island dressing, 

anyway. (STUDENTS react with surprise, then acceptance.)
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KING:  Whatever you say, dear. (Resumes.) And, to meet the rigorous 
qualifications for the Food Stamp of Approval, new items must be 
conveniently packaged, easy to eat with one hand and most of 
all—

QUEEN:  (Looks under the tray cover.) Faster!
KING:  Faster! Uh, I mean, fast. After all, if fast food isn’t fast, what 

is it?
QUEEN:  (Looks under the tray cover again.) A gooey mess.
KING:  And so, without further ado—
QUEEN:  (Looks around.) Or interruption!
KING:  We present to you, our latest delectable delight, a tasty treat 

and delicious dessert, the Burpee Banana Boat! (QUEEN takes 
off the tray cover.)

ALL:  Ooh! Ahh! (Lean over to admire the tray of plastic banana split 
boats filled with shaving cream [doesn’t melt or get sticky].)

SIR NOSE:  (Leaps up from behind the trashcans EXTREME DOWN 
LEFT.) Halt! Cease! Desist! (Strikes a heroic pose.)

QUEEN:  Oh, no. Not him!
WENDY:  Who’s that?
OLIVE:  Sir Nose, the Burger Rat.
WENDY:  A rat? At a fast food restaurant? Gross.
JACLYN:  It’s all right. He’s actually a hero.
KRISTY:  When he’s not living in his garbage can.
TACO BILL:  What’s this all about, Sir Nose?
QUEEN:  He’s going to ruin my party.
SIR NOSE:  Didn’t you get my warning?
KING:  Did you threaten my wife?
SIR NOSE:  Not at all, Your Majesty. I merely warned her that unveiling 

the Burpee Banana Boat in public this way was dangerous.
KING:  Dangerous? But we used only the finest ingredients available 

in bulk quantities.
QUEEN:  And we prepared them with tender loving care.
TACO BILL:  What do you mean by dangerous, Sir Nose?
SIR NOSE:  (Circles around and suspiciously eyes the GUESTS. The 

HENCHMEN try to look inconspicuous.) I mean that there are 
those among you who are not to be trusted.

JACLYN:  (To WENDY.) Looks like Taco Bill’s working up the courage 
to talk to you, Wendy.

WENDY:  Do you think so?
KRISTY:  I think he’s ordering for two.
WENDY:  (Disappointed.) Maybe he’s meeting someone.
JACLYN:  I’d say that someone is you.
OLIVE:  Just go along with whatever he says.
WENDY:  Okay. (TACO BILL finishes ordering, then timidly crosses 

RIGHT to the table.)
TACO BILL:  Hi, Jaclyn. Hi, Kristy. Olive.
JACLYN/KRISTY/OLIVE:  (Tease.) Hi, Taco Bill.
TACO BILL:  Uh—hi, Wendy.
WENDY:  Hello.
TACO BILL:  Would you—uh—would you like to—uh—have a bite 

with me?
JACLYN:  I thought you’d never ask!
KRISTY:  (To JACLYN.) Jaclyn, leave him alone.
TACO BILL:  No, not you. Um, I mean, Wendy?
WENDY:  Okay. I wasn’t hungry before, but I am now.
OLIVE:  (Sarcastic.) Right.
KRISTY:  We were just leaving.
JACLYN:  No, we weren’t.
KRISTY:  (Grabs JACLYN’S arm.) Oh, yes, we were.
JACLYN:  Well, okay. See you later, Wendy. You, too, big boy.
WENDY:  Will you guys get out of here? (JACLYN, OLIVE and KRISTY 

pick up trash, cross all the way LEFT. They wink at WENDY as 
they toss trash in SIR NOSE’S trashcan, leaving their trays on the 
shelf, and EXIT DOWN LEFT. A moment later, the trash is thrown 
back out of the can by SIR NOSE. To TACO BILL.) Would you like 
to sit down?

TACO BILL:  No. I mean, why don’t we sit over there? (Gestures 
LEFT.)

WENDY:  What’s wrong with right here?
TACO BILL:  I want to sit next to the trashcans.
WENDY:  Why?

KING:  Yes, yes, anything you want. Just don’t hurt my sweet baby 
cakes.

McRONALDS:  Good. I’ll bring Burger Queen back in one hour to 
make the trade. And no tricks. If you don’t do exactly as I say, 
I’ll send what’s left over of the Burger Queen back to you in a 
styrofoam box. Hah, hah, hah! (EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)

KING:  No… no… no! (He and PIZZA MUTT EXIT UP CENTER. 
BLACKOUT. CURTAIN, if available, CLOSES.)

End of Scene Three

OPTIONAL INTERMISSION. (NOTE:  For fun, have PIZZA MUTT 
search through the theater looking for SIR NOSE, interacting with the 
AUDIENCE.)

Scene Four
LIGHTS UP:  McRONALDS’ lair, EXTREME DOWN RIGHT or on 
FORESTAGE in front of closed CURTAIN. SILVER, SAUNDERS 
and WIENERSCHNITZEL ENTER EXTREME DOWN RIGHT. They 
push and pull QUEEN into the lair and plop her down onto a sturdy 
chair. PANDA follows behind, covering their retreat with his drawn 
sword. SAUNDERS produces a length of rope from the shelf or 
box in the lair and ties QUEEN to the chair. When she is secure, 
McRONALDS ENTERS.
QUEEN:  You’ll never get away with this, McRonalds!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (To SAUNDERS.) Vy do zay alvays say zat?
SAUNDERS:  It’s a puzzler, I reckon.
QUEEN:  What are you going to do to me?
McRONALDS:  Nothing, I hope. So long as your husband cooperates, 

there’s no reason why our business cannot be concluded without 
incident in less than an hour.

QUEEN:  You mean I have to stay here until then?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vee are not egg-zactly giggly-faced about it 

eizer, schnookie!
QUEEN:  Why are you doing this?
McRONALDS:  It’s all about the sauce. You have it. We want it.
QUEEN:  Not our secret sauce!
McRONALDS:  It’s not going to be a secret much longer. Once I get 

the recipe, I’ll publish it on the Internet so that anyone who wants 
can make the sauce themselves.

SIR NOSE:  A wise decision. (Lowers his guard.)
McRONALDS:  Take that! (Stabs SIR NOSE’S sword arm with a 

straw. His arm starts to twitch and he drops the sword.) And that! 
(Stabs his other arm.) And that! And that! (Stabs both his legs with 
straws.)

SIR NOSE:  (Drops to his knees.) My arms… they’re frozen! My legs! 
I can’t move. Somebody help me!

R.B.:  We can’t!
CHIP:  The freezing effect hasn’t worn all the way off yet.
JACLYN:  It’s all we can do to keep these goons away from you.
DENISE:  We’re sorry, Sir Nose.
KRISTY:  There must be something you can do.
McRONALDS:  (Moves in for the kill.) There is. He can die. And you 

can all watch! (Picks up SIR NOSE’S sword.) How ironic that the 
great Sir Nose meets his end at the tip of his own blade. It looks 
like I win by a nose! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! (Prepares to strike the 
fatal blow.)

SIR NOSE:  Nose? Nose? That’s it! (Works himself up to a colossal 
sneeze.) Ah—ahh—ahhh—choo!

McRONALDS:  (OPTIONAL SOUND EFFECT:  HURRICANE-LIKE 
WIND. She is bowled over backwards and blown all the way OFF 
DOWN LEFT by the gale-force winds of SIR NOSE’S magnificent 
sneeze. She drops the sword as she EXITS.) Ahhhh!

TACO BILL:  Wow! He should have that nose registered as a lethal 
weapon.

WENDY:  Oh, Taco Bill. You’re so clever!
TACO BILL:  (Suddenly downcast.) Actually, not as much as you 

think.
WENDY:  But of course you are! What in the world do you mean?
TACO BILL:  Wendy, I… I have a confession to make. I didn’t write 

the poem I recited for you the other day. Actually, I didn’t even 
recite it.

WENDY:  But I heard you…
TACO BILL:  Wendy, you’re such a class act. I thought I could never 

win your love on my own, so I asked someone to help me. (ALL 
listen.) The real poet is… Sir Nose.

OLIVE:  Sir Nose is a poet?
SIR NOSE:  At your service, madame.
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KING:  Whatever you say, dear. (Resumes.) And, to meet the rigorous 
qualifications for the Food Stamp of Approval, new items must be 
conveniently packaged, easy to eat with one hand and most of 
all—

QUEEN:  (Looks under the tray cover.) Faster!
KING:  Faster! Uh, I mean, fast. After all, if fast food isn’t fast, what 

is it?
QUEEN:  (Looks under the tray cover again.) A gooey mess.
KING:  And so, without further ado—
QUEEN:  (Looks around.) Or interruption!
KING:  We present to you, our latest delectable delight, a tasty treat 

and delicious dessert, the Burpee Banana Boat! (QUEEN takes 
off the tray cover.)

ALL:  Ooh! Ahh! (Lean over to admire the tray of plastic banana split 
boats filled with shaving cream [doesn’t melt or get sticky].)

SIR NOSE:  (Leaps up from behind the trashcans EXTREME DOWN 
LEFT.) Halt! Cease! Desist! (Strikes a heroic pose.)

QUEEN:  Oh, no. Not him!
WENDY:  Who’s that?
OLIVE:  Sir Nose, the Burger Rat.
WENDY:  A rat? At a fast food restaurant? Gross.
JACLYN:  It’s all right. He’s actually a hero.
KRISTY:  When he’s not living in his garbage can.
TACO BILL:  What’s this all about, Sir Nose?
QUEEN:  He’s going to ruin my party.
SIR NOSE:  Didn’t you get my warning?
KING:  Did you threaten my wife?
SIR NOSE:  Not at all, Your Majesty. I merely warned her that unveiling 

the Burpee Banana Boat in public this way was dangerous.
KING:  Dangerous? But we used only the finest ingredients available 

in bulk quantities.
QUEEN:  And we prepared them with tender loving care.
TACO BILL:  What do you mean by dangerous, Sir Nose?
SIR NOSE:  (Circles around and suspiciously eyes the GUESTS. The 

HENCHMEN try to look inconspicuous.) I mean that there are 
those among you who are not to be trusted.

JACLYN:  (To WENDY.) Looks like Taco Bill’s working up the courage 
to talk to you, Wendy.

WENDY:  Do you think so?
KRISTY:  I think he’s ordering for two.
WENDY:  (Disappointed.) Maybe he’s meeting someone.
JACLYN:  I’d say that someone is you.
OLIVE:  Just go along with whatever he says.
WENDY:  Okay. (TACO BILL finishes ordering, then timidly crosses 

RIGHT to the table.)
TACO BILL:  Hi, Jaclyn. Hi, Kristy. Olive.
JACLYN/KRISTY/OLIVE:  (Tease.) Hi, Taco Bill.
TACO BILL:  Uh—hi, Wendy.
WENDY:  Hello.
TACO BILL:  Would you—uh—would you like to—uh—have a bite 

with me?
JACLYN:  I thought you’d never ask!
KRISTY:  (To JACLYN.) Jaclyn, leave him alone.
TACO BILL:  No, not you. Um, I mean, Wendy?
WENDY:  Okay. I wasn’t hungry before, but I am now.
OLIVE:  (Sarcastic.) Right.
KRISTY:  We were just leaving.
JACLYN:  No, we weren’t.
KRISTY:  (Grabs JACLYN’S arm.) Oh, yes, we were.
JACLYN:  Well, okay. See you later, Wendy. You, too, big boy.
WENDY:  Will you guys get out of here? (JACLYN, OLIVE and KRISTY 

pick up trash, cross all the way LEFT. They wink at WENDY as 
they toss trash in SIR NOSE’S trashcan, leaving their trays on the 
shelf, and EXIT DOWN LEFT. A moment later, the trash is thrown 
back out of the can by SIR NOSE. To TACO BILL.) Would you like 
to sit down?

TACO BILL:  No. I mean, why don’t we sit over there? (Gestures 
LEFT.)

WENDY:  What’s wrong with right here?
TACO BILL:  I want to sit next to the trashcans.
WENDY:  Why?

KING:  Yes, yes, anything you want. Just don’t hurt my sweet baby 
cakes.

McRONALDS:  Good. I’ll bring Burger Queen back in one hour to 
make the trade. And no tricks. If you don’t do exactly as I say, 
I’ll send what’s left over of the Burger Queen back to you in a 
styrofoam box. Hah, hah, hah! (EXITS DOWN RIGHT.)

KING:  No… no… no! (He and PIZZA MUTT EXIT UP CENTER. 
BLACKOUT. CURTAIN, if available, CLOSES.)

End of Scene Three

OPTIONAL INTERMISSION. (NOTE:  For fun, have PIZZA MUTT 
search through the theater looking for SIR NOSE, interacting with the 
AUDIENCE.)

Scene Four
LIGHTS UP:  McRONALDS’ lair, EXTREME DOWN RIGHT or on 
FORESTAGE in front of closed CURTAIN. SILVER, SAUNDERS 
and WIENERSCHNITZEL ENTER EXTREME DOWN RIGHT. They 
push and pull QUEEN into the lair and plop her down onto a sturdy 
chair. PANDA follows behind, covering their retreat with his drawn 
sword. SAUNDERS produces a length of rope from the shelf or 
box in the lair and ties QUEEN to the chair. When she is secure, 
McRONALDS ENTERS.
QUEEN:  You’ll never get away with this, McRonalds!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (To SAUNDERS.) Vy do zay alvays say zat?
SAUNDERS:  It’s a puzzler, I reckon.
QUEEN:  What are you going to do to me?
McRONALDS:  Nothing, I hope. So long as your husband cooperates, 

there’s no reason why our business cannot be concluded without 
incident in less than an hour.

QUEEN:  You mean I have to stay here until then?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vee are not egg-zactly giggly-faced about it 

eizer, schnookie!
QUEEN:  Why are you doing this?
McRONALDS:  It’s all about the sauce. You have it. We want it.
QUEEN:  Not our secret sauce!
McRONALDS:  It’s not going to be a secret much longer. Once I get 

the recipe, I’ll publish it on the Internet so that anyone who wants 
can make the sauce themselves.

SIR NOSE:  A wise decision. (Lowers his guard.)
McRONALDS:  Take that! (Stabs SIR NOSE’S sword arm with a 

straw. His arm starts to twitch and he drops the sword.) And that! 
(Stabs his other arm.) And that! And that! (Stabs both his legs with 
straws.)

SIR NOSE:  (Drops to his knees.) My arms… they’re frozen! My legs! 
I can’t move. Somebody help me!

R.B.:  We can’t!
CHIP:  The freezing effect hasn’t worn all the way off yet.
JACLYN:  It’s all we can do to keep these goons away from you.
DENISE:  We’re sorry, Sir Nose.
KRISTY:  There must be something you can do.
McRONALDS:  (Moves in for the kill.) There is. He can die. And you 

can all watch! (Picks up SIR NOSE’S sword.) How ironic that the 
great Sir Nose meets his end at the tip of his own blade. It looks 
like I win by a nose! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! (Prepares to strike the 
fatal blow.)

SIR NOSE:  Nose? Nose? That’s it! (Works himself up to a colossal 
sneeze.) Ah—ahh—ahhh—choo!

McRONALDS:  (OPTIONAL SOUND EFFECT:  HURRICANE-LIKE 
WIND. She is bowled over backwards and blown all the way OFF 
DOWN LEFT by the gale-force winds of SIR NOSE’S magnificent 
sneeze. She drops the sword as she EXITS.) Ahhhh!

TACO BILL:  Wow! He should have that nose registered as a lethal 
weapon.

WENDY:  Oh, Taco Bill. You’re so clever!
TACO BILL:  (Suddenly downcast.) Actually, not as much as you 

think.
WENDY:  But of course you are! What in the world do you mean?
TACO BILL:  Wendy, I… I have a confession to make. I didn’t write 

the poem I recited for you the other day. Actually, I didn’t even 
recite it.

WENDY:  But I heard you…
TACO BILL:  Wendy, you’re such a class act. I thought I could never 

win your love on my own, so I asked someone to help me. (ALL 
listen.) The real poet is… Sir Nose.

OLIVE:  Sir Nose is a poet?
SIR NOSE:  At your service, madame.
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OLIVE:  You don’t mean…
JACLYN:  It couldn’t be…
SIR NOSE:  (Cuts them off.) Yes! I’m afraid so. The Burger Palace has 

been infiltrated by… spies!
R.B.:  Spies?
KRISTY:  No!
CHIP:  How terrible!
WENDY:  Eeeee! (Swoons. TACO BILL catches her. She looks up at 

him, smiles and swoons again.) Ohhh!
SIR NOSE:  (Stands CENTER.) Quickly, Taco Bill, carry her over by 

the trashcans. The smell of the moldering garbage should bring 
her back to her senses in no time. In fact, I credit a lifetime of living 
amongst its pungent odor for my superior intellect.

DENISE:  Huh?
R.B.:  The stink helps him think.
DENISE:  Oh. (STUDENTS help TACO BILL carry WENDY over 

to the trashcans EXTREME DOWN LEFT. KING and QUEEN 
follow. EVERYONE except the HENCHMEN has moved LEFT. 
The HENCHMEN move as if to steal the tray of Burpee Banana 
Boats.)

SIR NOSE:  (Leaps up onto the counter.) Aha! Caught you red 
handed, you blackguards! (OTHERS look up to see SIR NOSE 
draw and point his sword at the HENCHMEN STAGE RIGHT.)

WENDY:  (Regains her senses, sits up.) Oh, what happened? (Sees 
SIR NOSE on the counter.) There’s a rat standing on the food 
counter. And he has a sword! (Swoons.) Ohhh. (STUDENTS let 
her drop back down.)

SIR NOSE:  (Jumps OFF counter, strikes en garde pose. To 
HENCHMEN.) Stay where you are!

QUEEN:  The Burpee Banana Boats!
KING:  They want to steal them!
SAUNDERS:  It looks like our disguises are fried! (Takes off his 

Groucho glasses.)
OLIVE:  Corporal Saunders!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vee haff zee head start, you dunderkopfs! 

(Takes off his Groucho glasses.)
JACLYN:  Herr Wienerschnitzel!

TACO BILL:  Garbage inspires me. (SIR NOSE’S head appears 
briefly; he shakes it in disgust.)

WENDY:  It does?
TACO BILL:  Sure. It makes me think of poetry, for some reason.
WENDY:  Oh, do you like poetry?
TACO BILL:  Doesn’t everyone?
WENDY:  Well, in that case, let’s sit over there. (Takes TACO BILL’S 

arm, leads him to the table LEFT.)
TACO BILL:  (Seats her at the RIGHT chair. He sits LEFT of her.) In 

fact, I think I feel a poem coming on right now.
WENDY:  You do?
TACO BILL:  I hope so—I mean, I think so.
WENDY:  May I hear it?
TACO BILL:  Sure. I’d like to hear it, too— (To trashcan.) As soon as 

possible.
SIR NOSE:  (Whispers from inside the trashcan.) Stall her. I’ve got a 

straw stuck in my nose.
TACO BILL:  (Repeats.) Stall her—I’ve got a straw stuck in my—what? 

Oh. (To WENDY.) Let’s eat before I recite my poem. I ordered a 
couple of Sloppers and shakes.

WENDY:  Well, okay. (QUEEN brings them a tray with two burgers 
and shakes. QUEEN and KING EXIT UP CENTER. WENDY and 
TACO BILL begin to sip their shakes.)

SIR NOSE:  (Whispers.) All right, I’m ready.
TACO BILL:  All right, I’m ready. Here goes.
SIR NOSE:  (Rises up so that he can speak clearly, but holds the 

trashcan lid so that WENDY can’t see him. He speaks the lines 
of the poem while TACO BILL moves his lips, trying to match the 
verses.)
There ought to be some laws
To outlaw paper straws.
They make a shake impossible to drink.
You place one to your lip
And barely take a sip
When it begins to flatten, clog and kink.

WENDY:  Oh, Taco Bill, that’s wonderful.
TACO BILL:  I surprise myself sometimes.

McRONALDS:  (Imitates KING’S voice.) Oh, little dumpling, could you 
come here a moment and help me with this order? 

QUEEN:  (ENTERS UP CENTER. Looks around.) Where are you?
McRONALDS:  I tried to jump over the counter again, and I think I 

hurt myself.
QUEEN:  Again? When will you ever learn? (Crosses around 

counter. McRONALDS and SAUNDERS grab her. She struggles. 
WIENERSCHNITZEL leaves KING and assists McRONALDS.) 
Help! Help!

KING:  Help! Sir Nose, the Burger Rat! We need you!
McRONALDS:  Hah, hah, hah! Call all you want. Your wife banished 

him, remember?
QUEEN:  (Realizes.) Oh, right. Taco Bill! Taco Bill! Security!
SAUNDERS:  He left with that girl who’s one apple short of a 

turnover.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zerr is no vun to help you now.
PANDA:  Boing, bang, ding shpadoinkel.
PIZZA MUTT:  (Rushes ON DOWN RIGHT.) Hang on, Dairy King and 

Burger Queen. I’ll rescue you!
McRONALDS:  Drat! I forgot about that pizza-eating pound puppy. 

(PIZZA MUTT attempts to rescue KING and QUEEN, but every 
time he approaches one of them, a HENCHMAN spins the KING 
or QUEEN to two OTHERS. KING and QUEEN get very dizzy. 
PIZZA MUTT climbs up onto the counter. PANDA also climbs up 
and performs a series of threatening kung fu moves. PIZZA MUTT 
retreats and falls off behind counter while PANDA’S foot lands 
in the bowl of secret “sauce.” [NOTE:  For safety and logistical 
reasons, the bowl should actually be empty. Also, put a mattress 
behind the counter to help cushion PIZZA MUTT’S fall.])

PANDA:  Icky, ooie, yucky. (Gingerly takes his foot out of the bowl and 
gets down from counter. Meanwhile, the other HENCHMEN have 
QUEEN under their control.)

McRONALDS:  Take her back to my lair. (Struggling, SAUNDERS, 
SILVER and WIENERSCHNITZEL lead QUEEN OFF RIGHT. 
PANDA follows, shaking his leg or slipping on the foot that landed 
in the secret sauce. PIZZA MUTT slowly emerges from behind 
counter, groggy. KING is still dizzy. To KING.) If you ever want to 
see your little dumpling again, you’d better hand over the recipe 
to your secret sauce.

SIR NOSE:  That’s what I said. Look at that hair and those feet! How 
did you get here, anyway? In one of those tiny little cars with about 
a dozen of your clown friends?

McRONALDS:  Aaagh! That’s it. Now you’ve really done it.
SIR NOSE:  What are you going to do? Spray seltzer up my nose?
McRONALDS:  It wouldn’t take much to hit a target that size!
SIR NOSE:  So this is what it comes down to. Insults? The two greatest 

minds in the entire Kingdom of Mall, and we end up cutting each 
other down with words.

McRONALDS:  How about cutting each other down with swords 
instead?

SIR NOSE:  Point well taken. (Picks up sword left by TACO BILL, 
assumes en garde position.)

McRONALDS:  And given. (Puts down folder, takes sword from 
PANDA and assumes en garde position. They circle each other 
again. They trade verbal jabs as they sword fight.) Good hiding 
place, actually. The salad bar.

SIR NOSE:  I thought so. No one ever goes near there. Today’s young 
people abhor vegetables. It gave me a vantage point from which 
to observe your evil plans.

McRONALDS:  You have to admit the brain freeze idea was brilliant.
SIR NOSE:  I always thought your intellect was wasted on these 

schemes when you could have made people happy instead… 
with balloon animals and pies in the face.

McRONALDS:  Aaagh! (Attacks fiercely, but it is clear that SIR NOSE 
is the superior swordsman. SIR NOSE effortlessly deflects the 
blows. The STUDENTS have recovered enough to hold the 
HENCHMEN captive.)

SIR NOSE:  Quit clowning around, Professor McRonalds, and fight!
TACO BILL:  Way to go, Sir Nose!
QUEEN:  Glad to have you back, Burger Rat.
SIR NOSE:  It’s good to be back, Burger Queen.
QUEEN:  (To KING.) Honey, remind me to have that salad bar 

disinfected later, would you? (With one deft move, SIR NOSE 
disarms McRONALDS, her sword clattering to the floor. He backs 
McRONALDS up to the counter next to the can of tainted straws 
and holds the tip of his sword at her throat.) It’s over, McRonalds.

McRONALDS:  You’re right. I know when I’m beaten. (Lowers her 
head, surreptitiously picks up a couple of straws.)
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OLIVE:  You don’t mean…
JACLYN:  It couldn’t be…
SIR NOSE:  (Cuts them off.) Yes! I’m afraid so. The Burger Palace has 

been infiltrated by… spies!
R.B.:  Spies?
KRISTY:  No!
CHIP:  How terrible!
WENDY:  Eeeee! (Swoons. TACO BILL catches her. She looks up at 

him, smiles and swoons again.) Ohhh!
SIR NOSE:  (Stands CENTER.) Quickly, Taco Bill, carry her over by 

the trashcans. The smell of the moldering garbage should bring 
her back to her senses in no time. In fact, I credit a lifetime of living 
amongst its pungent odor for my superior intellect.

DENISE:  Huh?
R.B.:  The stink helps him think.
DENISE:  Oh. (STUDENTS help TACO BILL carry WENDY over 

to the trashcans EXTREME DOWN LEFT. KING and QUEEN 
follow. EVERYONE except the HENCHMEN has moved LEFT. 
The HENCHMEN move as if to steal the tray of Burpee Banana 
Boats.)

SIR NOSE:  (Leaps up onto the counter.) Aha! Caught you red 
handed, you blackguards! (OTHERS look up to see SIR NOSE 
draw and point his sword at the HENCHMEN STAGE RIGHT.)

WENDY:  (Regains her senses, sits up.) Oh, what happened? (Sees 
SIR NOSE on the counter.) There’s a rat standing on the food 
counter. And he has a sword! (Swoons.) Ohhh. (STUDENTS let 
her drop back down.)

SIR NOSE:  (Jumps OFF counter, strikes en garde pose. To 
HENCHMEN.) Stay where you are!

QUEEN:  The Burpee Banana Boats!
KING:  They want to steal them!
SAUNDERS:  It looks like our disguises are fried! (Takes off his 

Groucho glasses.)
OLIVE:  Corporal Saunders!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vee haff zee head start, you dunderkopfs! 

(Takes off his Groucho glasses.)
JACLYN:  Herr Wienerschnitzel!

TACO BILL:  Garbage inspires me. (SIR NOSE’S head appears 
briefly; he shakes it in disgust.)

WENDY:  It does?
TACO BILL:  Sure. It makes me think of poetry, for some reason.
WENDY:  Oh, do you like poetry?
TACO BILL:  Doesn’t everyone?
WENDY:  Well, in that case, let’s sit over there. (Takes TACO BILL’S 

arm, leads him to the table LEFT.)
TACO BILL:  (Seats her at the RIGHT chair. He sits LEFT of her.) In 

fact, I think I feel a poem coming on right now.
WENDY:  You do?
TACO BILL:  I hope so—I mean, I think so.
WENDY:  May I hear it?
TACO BILL:  Sure. I’d like to hear it, too— (To trashcan.) As soon as 

possible.
SIR NOSE:  (Whispers from inside the trashcan.) Stall her. I’ve got a 

straw stuck in my nose.
TACO BILL:  (Repeats.) Stall her—I’ve got a straw stuck in my—what? 

Oh. (To WENDY.) Let’s eat before I recite my poem. I ordered a 
couple of Sloppers and shakes.

WENDY:  Well, okay. (QUEEN brings them a tray with two burgers 
and shakes. QUEEN and KING EXIT UP CENTER. WENDY and 
TACO BILL begin to sip their shakes.)

SIR NOSE:  (Whispers.) All right, I’m ready.
TACO BILL:  All right, I’m ready. Here goes.
SIR NOSE:  (Rises up so that he can speak clearly, but holds the 

trashcan lid so that WENDY can’t see him. He speaks the lines 
of the poem while TACO BILL moves his lips, trying to match the 
verses.)
There ought to be some laws
To outlaw paper straws.
They make a shake impossible to drink.
You place one to your lip
And barely take a sip
When it begins to flatten, clog and kink.

WENDY:  Oh, Taco Bill, that’s wonderful.
TACO BILL:  I surprise myself sometimes.

McRONALDS:  (Imitates KING’S voice.) Oh, little dumpling, could you 
come here a moment and help me with this order? 

QUEEN:  (ENTERS UP CENTER. Looks around.) Where are you?
McRONALDS:  I tried to jump over the counter again, and I think I 

hurt myself.
QUEEN:  Again? When will you ever learn? (Crosses around 

counter. McRONALDS and SAUNDERS grab her. She struggles. 
WIENERSCHNITZEL leaves KING and assists McRONALDS.) 
Help! Help!

KING:  Help! Sir Nose, the Burger Rat! We need you!
McRONALDS:  Hah, hah, hah! Call all you want. Your wife banished 

him, remember?
QUEEN:  (Realizes.) Oh, right. Taco Bill! Taco Bill! Security!
SAUNDERS:  He left with that girl who’s one apple short of a 

turnover.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zerr is no vun to help you now.
PANDA:  Boing, bang, ding shpadoinkel.
PIZZA MUTT:  (Rushes ON DOWN RIGHT.) Hang on, Dairy King and 

Burger Queen. I’ll rescue you!
McRONALDS:  Drat! I forgot about that pizza-eating pound puppy. 

(PIZZA MUTT attempts to rescue KING and QUEEN, but every 
time he approaches one of them, a HENCHMAN spins the KING 
or QUEEN to two OTHERS. KING and QUEEN get very dizzy. 
PIZZA MUTT climbs up onto the counter. PANDA also climbs up 
and performs a series of threatening kung fu moves. PIZZA MUTT 
retreats and falls off behind counter while PANDA’S foot lands 
in the bowl of secret “sauce.” [NOTE:  For safety and logistical 
reasons, the bowl should actually be empty. Also, put a mattress 
behind the counter to help cushion PIZZA MUTT’S fall.])

PANDA:  Icky, ooie, yucky. (Gingerly takes his foot out of the bowl and 
gets down from counter. Meanwhile, the other HENCHMEN have 
QUEEN under their control.)

McRONALDS:  Take her back to my lair. (Struggling, SAUNDERS, 
SILVER and WIENERSCHNITZEL lead QUEEN OFF RIGHT. 
PANDA follows, shaking his leg or slipping on the foot that landed 
in the secret sauce. PIZZA MUTT slowly emerges from behind 
counter, groggy. KING is still dizzy. To KING.) If you ever want to 
see your little dumpling again, you’d better hand over the recipe 
to your secret sauce.

SIR NOSE:  That’s what I said. Look at that hair and those feet! How 
did you get here, anyway? In one of those tiny little cars with about 
a dozen of your clown friends?

McRONALDS:  Aaagh! That’s it. Now you’ve really done it.
SIR NOSE:  What are you going to do? Spray seltzer up my nose?
McRONALDS:  It wouldn’t take much to hit a target that size!
SIR NOSE:  So this is what it comes down to. Insults? The two greatest 

minds in the entire Kingdom of Mall, and we end up cutting each 
other down with words.

McRONALDS:  How about cutting each other down with swords 
instead?

SIR NOSE:  Point well taken. (Picks up sword left by TACO BILL, 
assumes en garde position.)

McRONALDS:  And given. (Puts down folder, takes sword from 
PANDA and assumes en garde position. They circle each other 
again. They trade verbal jabs as they sword fight.) Good hiding 
place, actually. The salad bar.

SIR NOSE:  I thought so. No one ever goes near there. Today’s young 
people abhor vegetables. It gave me a vantage point from which 
to observe your evil plans.

McRONALDS:  You have to admit the brain freeze idea was brilliant.
SIR NOSE:  I always thought your intellect was wasted on these 

schemes when you could have made people happy instead… 
with balloon animals and pies in the face.

McRONALDS:  Aaagh! (Attacks fiercely, but it is clear that SIR NOSE 
is the superior swordsman. SIR NOSE effortlessly deflects the 
blows. The STUDENTS have recovered enough to hold the 
HENCHMEN captive.)

SIR NOSE:  Quit clowning around, Professor McRonalds, and fight!
TACO BILL:  Way to go, Sir Nose!
QUEEN:  Glad to have you back, Burger Rat.
SIR NOSE:  It’s good to be back, Burger Queen.
QUEEN:  (To KING.) Honey, remind me to have that salad bar 

disinfected later, would you? (With one deft move, SIR NOSE 
disarms McRONALDS, her sword clattering to the floor. He backs 
McRONALDS up to the counter next to the can of tainted straws 
and holds the tip of his sword at her throat.) It’s over, McRonalds.

McRONALDS:  You’re right. I know when I’m beaten. (Lowers her 
head, surreptitiously picks up a couple of straws.)
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PANDA:  Itchy kobay kumbala! (Takes off his Groucho glasses.)
KRISTY:  The infamous Dragon Panda!
SILVER:  Shiver me timbers, the jig is up! (Takes off his Groucho 

glasses.)
DENISE:  Short John Silver!
SIR NOSE:  Put the Burpees down, you sticky-fingered Banana Boat 

nappers!
TACO BILL:  Don’t let them get away!
SIR NOSE:  Don’t worry, Taco Bill. I have taken the precaution of 

making sure all the exits are covered. (To HENCHMEN.) Give up. 
We’ve got you surrounded.

SAUNDERS:  (Gestures DOWN RIGHT.) Whut about this away?
SIR NOSE:  (Calls OFF RIGHT.) Pizza Mutt! Here, boy (or girl), c’mon, 

boy!
PIZZA MUTT:  (Bounds IN DOWN RIGHT. He is big and dumb, but 

loyal to SIR NOSE. He has big, floppy ears.) Here I come, Sir 
Nose! (Runs right past SIR NOSE, slides to a halt.) There I go! 
(Backpedals to SIR NOSE.) Here I am!

SIR NOSE:  Good, my faithful friend. (Gestures to HENCHMEN.) 
Sic ’em, boy! (Fight scene ensues in which HENCHMEN try to 
steal the tray of Burpee Banana Boats. PANDA fends off SIR 
NOSE with his sword. SILVER keeps the students at bay with 
his hook. QUEEN gets into a tug of war over the tray of sundaes 
with WIENERSCHNITZEL. SAUNDERS attacks KING with his 
cane, but KING grabs a spatula or burger flipper and fights back. 
PIZZA MUTT runs around the stage. He barks and bumps into 
COMBATANTS and tries to pull WIENERSCHNITZEL away. He then 
realizes he is actually working against QUEEN and gets behind her 
and pulls. QUEEN wrests the tray away from WIENERSCHNITZEL 
and places it on the counter, then begins to swing wildly at him 
as he fends her off with his riding crop. SIR NOSE sword fights 
with PANDA. TACO BILL tries to keep the STUDENTS out of 
harm’s way, but WENDY keeps fainting into his arms. The effect 
is pandemonium, but individual actions must be choreographed 
carefully to avoid injury.)

KRISTY:  Be careful, Burger Queen!
JACLYN:  Watch out for that sword, Sir Nose!
OLIVE:  Go get ’em, Pizza Mutt!
R.B.:  Way to go, Sir Nose!

SIR NOSE:  (Recites.)
But on the other hand,
A plastic straw is grand.
It holds its shape no matter what the beverage.
With just a little pull,
Your thirsty mouth is full,
And flexi plastic straws have extra leverage.

WENDY:  I didn’t know you had it in you.
TACO BILL:  Me neither.
SIR NOSE:  (Recites.)

A plastic straw won’t rip,
Grow soggy, sink or drip.
With plastic all these woes can be prevented.
So lift your glasses high,
And ask your Maker why
The paper straw had ever been invented.

WENDY:  (Swoons.) I can’t believe it. You are a poet!
TACO BILL:  Think so?
WENDY:  I know so.
TACO BILL:  Well, how about that? Say, Wendy?
WENDY:  Yes?
TACO BILL:  Can I ask you something?
WENDY:  Anything.
TACO BILL:  Would you like to go to the school spirit rally and dance 

with me?
WENDY:  I’d love to.
TACO BILL:  Great. How about if I pick you up at six?
WENDY:  I’ll be ready.
TACO BILL:  I don’t have my license yet, but my mom said she could 

drive us.
WENDY:  Oh. That’ll be all right.
TACO BILL:  Okay. And by then I’ll cook up another poem. (Aside, to 

trashcan.) I think I have the confidence now to do one myself.
SIR NOSE:  (Inside trashcan.) Hah!
WENDY:  Oh, would you?
TACO BILL:  Sure. Only this time it’ll be something really hot and 

juicy—about hamburgers!

WENDY:  My mouth is watering already! (Eyes locked on each other, 
she and TACO BILL clear their places, empty their trash onto SIR 
NOSE and begin to walk OFF DOWN LEFT.)

TACO BILL:  It’ll have red ripe tomatoes, pickle chips and buns—
sesame seed, toasted, seven-grain buns!

WENDY:  (Embarrassed.) Oh, my! Tee hee.
SIR NOSE:  (Slowly emerges from the trashcan, watches them EXIT, 

sighs.) Love. Isn’t it wonderful? (Depressed.) How should I know? 
With a nose like mine, I’ll just have to be content knowing that I am 
the greatest poet and amateur detective in the food court. (Climbs 
out of trashcan, removes his hat, cape and sword and throws 
them in the trash. [NOTE:  Either these items must be retrieved 
during a blackout, or duplicate items must be pre-set backstage.]) 
But now I am an exile. A wanderer. An alien. A sojourner in the 
wilderness. A stranger in a strange land. (Sighs, EXITS DOWN 
LEFT. McRONALDS and HENCHMEN ENTER DOWN RIGHT. 
They look LEFT and RIGHT.)

McRONALDS:  Good. No meddlers to witness our malevolent 
deeds.

SAUNDERS:  The place is as deserted as a burning hen house after 
the fox done feasted on hot wings.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  It’s qvieter zan a sauerkraut factory after zee 
sausages go from bad to vurst.

SILVER:  Like the calm seas a’fore a nor’easter blows in.
PANDA:  Feenie moo goo gai pan kablooie.
McRONALDS:  Yes, well, be that as it may. Now, take your places. 

(She and HENCHMEN crouch down in front of and below the 
counter. Calls UPSTAGE.) Could I have a little service out here, 
please? (KING ENTERS UP CENTER carrying a large mixing 
bowl with a wooden spoon.)

KING:  Just a moment, please. I’m mixing up a new batch of secret 
sauce, and my wife is locking the recipe back up in the safe. 
(Looks around.) Hello? Is anybody here? (Sets bowl on counter, 
leans forward, looks over.) Hello?

McRONALDS:  Down here. I’m actually a very, very small person.
KING:  Must be someone from the mini-mart across the street. (Leans 

further. PANDA and WIENERSCHNITZEL grab him, pull him 
over the counter and subdue him. PANDA puts his hand over his 
mouth. SILVER holds hook up, warning him to keep silent.)

SAUNDERS:  (Looks at frozen STUDENTS. Imitates one of them.) 
So, how long are they going to stay frozen?

McRONALDS:  Actually, they should be coming out of it… (Consults 
watch.) Right about now. (STUDENTS, TACO BILL, KING and 
QUEEN begin to twitch.) But it takes a few minutes to wear off 
completely. Plenty of time for us to grab the file and make our 
escape. (HENCHMEN enjoy playing with the twitching, jerking 
STUDENTS.)

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  It looks like zee youngsters haff invented a 
new kind of dance, yah?

McRONALDS:  (Grabs the file folder, holds it above her head.) I’ve 
got it. Let’s go.

SIR NOSE:  (Leaps UP from behind the salad bar UP RIGHT and 
strikes a pose.) Halt! Cease! Desist!

HENCHMEN:  Ahh! (Startled, they fall down or stumble back in fright, 
strangely matching what STUDENTS are doing as they recover 
from the brain freeze.)

McRONALDS:  Sir Nose!
SIR NOSE:  Hello, Professor.
QUEEN:  (Struggles to speak through the freeze.) How… did you… 

know… we needed… you?
SIR NOSE:  My young friend Taco Bill has been keeping me 

informed.
McRONALDS:  But how did you know about my backup plan?
SIR NOSE:  Elementary, my dear McRonalds. I knew you wouldn’t 

be able to resist the temptation to show up and gloat. When your 
henchmen arrived without you, I decided to wait until you showed 
your pasty face.

McRONALDS:  Pasty face, indeed. Look who’s talking about faces. 
I should have known you couldn’t keep your nose out of my 
affairs!

SIR NOSE:  Nose? Nose?! Did you just refer to my nose? (Every 
time the HENCHMEN try to recover and help McRONALDS, the 
STUDENTS, moving now like thrashing zombies, manage to push 
them back and corral them by linking arms.)

McRONALDS:  (She and SIR NOSE circle each other.) That’s what I 
said. Nose. Schnozzle. That’s some honker you’ve got there!

SIR NOSE:  That’s quite an insult coming from a clown like you!
McRONALDS:  Clown? Clown?! Did you just call me a clown?
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PANDA:  Itchy kobay kumbala! (Takes off his Groucho glasses.)
KRISTY:  The infamous Dragon Panda!
SILVER:  Shiver me timbers, the jig is up! (Takes off his Groucho 

glasses.)
DENISE:  Short John Silver!
SIR NOSE:  Put the Burpees down, you sticky-fingered Banana Boat 

nappers!
TACO BILL:  Don’t let them get away!
SIR NOSE:  Don’t worry, Taco Bill. I have taken the precaution of 

making sure all the exits are covered. (To HENCHMEN.) Give up. 
We’ve got you surrounded.

SAUNDERS:  (Gestures DOWN RIGHT.) Whut about this away?
SIR NOSE:  (Calls OFF RIGHT.) Pizza Mutt! Here, boy (or girl), c’mon, 

boy!
PIZZA MUTT:  (Bounds IN DOWN RIGHT. He is big and dumb, but 

loyal to SIR NOSE. He has big, floppy ears.) Here I come, Sir 
Nose! (Runs right past SIR NOSE, slides to a halt.) There I go! 
(Backpedals to SIR NOSE.) Here I am!

SIR NOSE:  Good, my faithful friend. (Gestures to HENCHMEN.) 
Sic ’em, boy! (Fight scene ensues in which HENCHMEN try to 
steal the tray of Burpee Banana Boats. PANDA fends off SIR 
NOSE with his sword. SILVER keeps the students at bay with 
his hook. QUEEN gets into a tug of war over the tray of sundaes 
with WIENERSCHNITZEL. SAUNDERS attacks KING with his 
cane, but KING grabs a spatula or burger flipper and fights back. 
PIZZA MUTT runs around the stage. He barks and bumps into 
COMBATANTS and tries to pull WIENERSCHNITZEL away. He then 
realizes he is actually working against QUEEN and gets behind her 
and pulls. QUEEN wrests the tray away from WIENERSCHNITZEL 
and places it on the counter, then begins to swing wildly at him 
as he fends her off with his riding crop. SIR NOSE sword fights 
with PANDA. TACO BILL tries to keep the STUDENTS out of 
harm’s way, but WENDY keeps fainting into his arms. The effect 
is pandemonium, but individual actions must be choreographed 
carefully to avoid injury.)

KRISTY:  Be careful, Burger Queen!
JACLYN:  Watch out for that sword, Sir Nose!
OLIVE:  Go get ’em, Pizza Mutt!
R.B.:  Way to go, Sir Nose!

SIR NOSE:  (Recites.)
But on the other hand,
A plastic straw is grand.
It holds its shape no matter what the beverage.
With just a little pull,
Your thirsty mouth is full,
And flexi plastic straws have extra leverage.

WENDY:  I didn’t know you had it in you.
TACO BILL:  Me neither.
SIR NOSE:  (Recites.)

A plastic straw won’t rip,
Grow soggy, sink or drip.
With plastic all these woes can be prevented.
So lift your glasses high,
And ask your Maker why
The paper straw had ever been invented.

WENDY:  (Swoons.) I can’t believe it. You are a poet!
TACO BILL:  Think so?
WENDY:  I know so.
TACO BILL:  Well, how about that? Say, Wendy?
WENDY:  Yes?
TACO BILL:  Can I ask you something?
WENDY:  Anything.
TACO BILL:  Would you like to go to the school spirit rally and dance 

with me?
WENDY:  I’d love to.
TACO BILL:  Great. How about if I pick you up at six?
WENDY:  I’ll be ready.
TACO BILL:  I don’t have my license yet, but my mom said she could 

drive us.
WENDY:  Oh. That’ll be all right.
TACO BILL:  Okay. And by then I’ll cook up another poem. (Aside, to 

trashcan.) I think I have the confidence now to do one myself.
SIR NOSE:  (Inside trashcan.) Hah!
WENDY:  Oh, would you?
TACO BILL:  Sure. Only this time it’ll be something really hot and 

juicy—about hamburgers!

WENDY:  My mouth is watering already! (Eyes locked on each other, 
she and TACO BILL clear their places, empty their trash onto SIR 
NOSE and begin to walk OFF DOWN LEFT.)

TACO BILL:  It’ll have red ripe tomatoes, pickle chips and buns—
sesame seed, toasted, seven-grain buns!

WENDY:  (Embarrassed.) Oh, my! Tee hee.
SIR NOSE:  (Slowly emerges from the trashcan, watches them EXIT, 

sighs.) Love. Isn’t it wonderful? (Depressed.) How should I know? 
With a nose like mine, I’ll just have to be content knowing that I am 
the greatest poet and amateur detective in the food court. (Climbs 
out of trashcan, removes his hat, cape and sword and throws 
them in the trash. [NOTE:  Either these items must be retrieved 
during a blackout, or duplicate items must be pre-set backstage.]) 
But now I am an exile. A wanderer. An alien. A sojourner in the 
wilderness. A stranger in a strange land. (Sighs, EXITS DOWN 
LEFT. McRONALDS and HENCHMEN ENTER DOWN RIGHT. 
They look LEFT and RIGHT.)

McRONALDS:  Good. No meddlers to witness our malevolent 
deeds.

SAUNDERS:  The place is as deserted as a burning hen house after 
the fox done feasted on hot wings.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  It’s qvieter zan a sauerkraut factory after zee 
sausages go from bad to vurst.

SILVER:  Like the calm seas a’fore a nor’easter blows in.
PANDA:  Feenie moo goo gai pan kablooie.
McRONALDS:  Yes, well, be that as it may. Now, take your places. 

(She and HENCHMEN crouch down in front of and below the 
counter. Calls UPSTAGE.) Could I have a little service out here, 
please? (KING ENTERS UP CENTER carrying a large mixing 
bowl with a wooden spoon.)

KING:  Just a moment, please. I’m mixing up a new batch of secret 
sauce, and my wife is locking the recipe back up in the safe. 
(Looks around.) Hello? Is anybody here? (Sets bowl on counter, 
leans forward, looks over.) Hello?

McRONALDS:  Down here. I’m actually a very, very small person.
KING:  Must be someone from the mini-mart across the street. (Leans 

further. PANDA and WIENERSCHNITZEL grab him, pull him 
over the counter and subdue him. PANDA puts his hand over his 
mouth. SILVER holds hook up, warning him to keep silent.)

SAUNDERS:  (Looks at frozen STUDENTS. Imitates one of them.) 
So, how long are they going to stay frozen?

McRONALDS:  Actually, they should be coming out of it… (Consults 
watch.) Right about now. (STUDENTS, TACO BILL, KING and 
QUEEN begin to twitch.) But it takes a few minutes to wear off 
completely. Plenty of time for us to grab the file and make our 
escape. (HENCHMEN enjoy playing with the twitching, jerking 
STUDENTS.)

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  It looks like zee youngsters haff invented a 
new kind of dance, yah?

McRONALDS:  (Grabs the file folder, holds it above her head.) I’ve 
got it. Let’s go.

SIR NOSE:  (Leaps UP from behind the salad bar UP RIGHT and 
strikes a pose.) Halt! Cease! Desist!

HENCHMEN:  Ahh! (Startled, they fall down or stumble back in fright, 
strangely matching what STUDENTS are doing as they recover 
from the brain freeze.)

McRONALDS:  Sir Nose!
SIR NOSE:  Hello, Professor.
QUEEN:  (Struggles to speak through the freeze.) How… did you… 

know… we needed… you?
SIR NOSE:  My young friend Taco Bill has been keeping me 

informed.
McRONALDS:  But how did you know about my backup plan?
SIR NOSE:  Elementary, my dear McRonalds. I knew you wouldn’t 

be able to resist the temptation to show up and gloat. When your 
henchmen arrived without you, I decided to wait until you showed 
your pasty face.

McRONALDS:  Pasty face, indeed. Look who’s talking about faces. 
I should have known you couldn’t keep your nose out of my 
affairs!

SIR NOSE:  Nose? Nose?! Did you just refer to my nose? (Every 
time the HENCHMEN try to recover and help McRONALDS, the 
STUDENTS, moving now like thrashing zombies, manage to push 
them back and corral them by linking arms.)

McRONALDS:  (She and SIR NOSE circle each other.) That’s what I 
said. Nose. Schnozzle. That’s some honker you’ve got there!

SIR NOSE:  That’s quite an insult coming from a clown like you!
McRONALDS:  Clown? Clown?! Did you just call me a clown?
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CHIP:  You’re the best!
DENISE:  No other rat in all the Kingdom of Mall can fight the way 

you do! (STUDENTS may continue to ad-lib taunts and responses 
as needed. At last, the HENCHMEN flee OFF DOWN RIGHT or 
through the AUDIENCE. PIZZA MUTT begins to follow, but SIR 
NOSE stops him.)

SIR NOSE:  Let them go, Pizza Mutt. We’ll sniff those rancid rogues 
out some other day. (QUEEN is still swinging wildly, unaware 
that the danger is past. She nearly smacks KING when he 
approaches.)

KING:  Burger Queen, are you all right? 
QUEEN:  I… I think so. (STUDENTS rush up to her.)
OLIVE:  Way to go, Burger Queen!
KRISTY:  You sure fried their bacon!
JACLYN:  You toasted their buns!
TACO BILL:  You cut their cheese! (ALL stare at TACO BILL. He 

wilts.)
QUEEN:  I wasn’t about to let those ruffians get away with my precious 

Burpee Banana Boats. (Sits down to catch her breath.)
SIR NOSE:  (Doffs his cap and offers a sweeping bow before the 

QUEEN.) It was just such an altercation I had hoped to prevent, 
Your Majesty.

KING:  Well done, Sir Nose. Well done.
PIZZA MUTT:  (Picks up tray of Burpee Banana Boats, takes them to 

QUEEN.) Here you go, Burger Queen. Safe and sound. (Stumbles 
and dumps them in QUEEN’S lap.) Oops.

QUEEN:  (Stands and wails.) Oh, no! The Burpee Banana Boats! 
They’re ruined! (STUDENTS are horrified. She turns on SIR 
NOSE.) None of this would have happened if it hadn’t been for 
you.

SIR NOSE:  But, Your Majesty…
QUEEN:  Get out of here, right now! The Kingdom of Mall is no place 

for a rat such as yourself!
SIR NOSE:  But I saved the day!
QUEEN:  Well, now you can save me the trouble of seeing that 

honking big nose of yours in my food court ever again. You’re 
banished!

KING:  But, snicker doodle…

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Hey, vhat about us?
R.B.:  What about you?
SAUNDERS:  Aren’t we gonna get ta have a sip?
DENISE:  After all you’ve done? I don’t think so.
SILVER:  Aaargh! Not even a sip to wet me whistle?
CHIP:  You can just sit there and watch us have all the fun.
PANDA:  Phooey!
KING:  May I propose a toast? (ALL hold their cups ready.) To 

friendship!
QUEEN:  To friendship!
STUDENTS:  To free milk shakes! (ALL except McRONALDS and 

HENCHMEN laugh, raise their cups, take a sip and then suddenly 
start to shake. Some grab their heads. After about three seconds 
of stumbling and struggling, they ALL freeze, motionless, like 
statues, preferably in silly positions that can be maintained for a 
long time without much effort.) Urrk!

McRONALDS:  (Laughs and walks around, enjoying her handiwork. 
She removes her Groucho glasses.) Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

SILVER:  (Looks at one of the frozen STUDENTS.) Iceberg off the 
port bow!

SAUNDERS:  (Surprised.) Boss! It’s you!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  How long haff you been at zee Burger Palace?
McRONALDS:  (Releases HENCHMEN from their bonds.) I’ve been 

here all along, numbskulls. I had to put my backup plan into place 
in case you four fumblers failed to achieve your mission. I won’t let 
anything, not even your incompetence, stand between me and my 
goal of stealing the recipe for the secret sauce.

PANDA:  Ah, sobee soom planetarium bee.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vhat haff you done to everyvun?
McRONALDS:  I gave them a little sample of a secret recipe all my 

own. I coated those straws with a special chemical compound that 
accelerates the properties of cranial temperature reduction. The 
combination of the cold milk shakes and my added ingredient has 
paralyzed their nervous systems, leaving them helpless and at my 
mercy. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

SAUNDERS:  You don’t mean…
McRONALDS:  Yes. I’ve given them the worst brain freeze of their 

lives! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!
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WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Hey, vhat about us?
R.B.:  What about you?
SAUNDERS:  Aren’t we gonna get ta have a sip?
DENISE:  After all you’ve done? I don’t think so.
SILVER:  Aaargh! Not even a sip to wet me whistle?
CHIP:  You can just sit there and watch us have all the fun.
PANDA:  Phooey!
KING:  May I propose a toast? (ALL hold their cups ready.) To 

friendship!
QUEEN:  To friendship!
STUDENTS:  To free milk shakes! (ALL except McRONALDS and 

HENCHMEN laugh, raise their cups, take a sip and then suddenly 
start to shake. Some grab their heads. After about three seconds 
of stumbling and struggling, they ALL freeze, motionless, like 
statues, preferably in silly positions that can be maintained for a 
long time without much effort.) Urrk!

McRONALDS:  (Laughs and walks around, enjoying her handiwork. 
She removes her Groucho glasses.) Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

SILVER:  (Looks at one of the frozen STUDENTS.) Iceberg off the 
port bow!

SAUNDERS:  (Surprised.) Boss! It’s you!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  How long haff you been at zee Burger Palace?
McRONALDS:  (Releases HENCHMEN from their bonds.) I’ve been 

here all along, numbskulls. I had to put my backup plan into place 
in case you four fumblers failed to achieve your mission. I won’t let 
anything, not even your incompetence, stand between me and my 
goal of stealing the recipe for the secret sauce.

PANDA:  Ah, sobee soom planetarium bee.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vhat haff you done to everyvun?
McRONALDS:  I gave them a little sample of a secret recipe all my 

own. I coated those straws with a special chemical compound that 
accelerates the properties of cranial temperature reduction. The 
combination of the cold milk shakes and my added ingredient has 
paralyzed their nervous systems, leaving them helpless and at my 
mercy. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

SAUNDERS:  You don’t mean…
McRONALDS:  Yes. I’ve given them the worst brain freeze of their 

lives! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

CHIP:  You’re the best!
DENISE:  No other rat in all the Kingdom of Mall can fight the way 

you do! (STUDENTS may continue to ad-lib taunts and responses 
as needed. At last, the HENCHMEN flee OFF DOWN RIGHT or 
through the AUDIENCE. PIZZA MUTT begins to follow, but SIR 
NOSE stops him.)

SIR NOSE:  Let them go, Pizza Mutt. We’ll sniff those rancid rogues 
out some other day. (QUEEN is still swinging wildly, unaware 
that the danger is past. She nearly smacks KING when he 
approaches.)

KING:  Burger Queen, are you all right? 
QUEEN:  I… I think so. (STUDENTS rush up to her.)
OLIVE:  Way to go, Burger Queen!
KRISTY:  You sure fried their bacon!
JACLYN:  You toasted their buns!
TACO BILL:  You cut their cheese! (ALL stare at TACO BILL. He 

wilts.)
QUEEN:  I wasn’t about to let those ruffians get away with my precious 

Burpee Banana Boats. (Sits down to catch her breath.)
SIR NOSE:  (Doffs his cap and offers a sweeping bow before the 

QUEEN.) It was just such an altercation I had hoped to prevent, 
Your Majesty.

KING:  Well done, Sir Nose. Well done.
PIZZA MUTT:  (Picks up tray of Burpee Banana Boats, takes them to 

QUEEN.) Here you go, Burger Queen. Safe and sound. (Stumbles 
and dumps them in QUEEN’S lap.) Oops.

QUEEN:  (Stands and wails.) Oh, no! The Burpee Banana Boats! 
They’re ruined! (STUDENTS are horrified. She turns on SIR 
NOSE.) None of this would have happened if it hadn’t been for 
you.

SIR NOSE:  But, Your Majesty…
QUEEN:  Get out of here, right now! The Kingdom of Mall is no place 

for a rat such as yourself!
SIR NOSE:  But I saved the day!
QUEEN:  Well, now you can save me the trouble of seeing that 

honking big nose of yours in my food court ever again. You’re 
banished!

KING:  But, snicker doodle…
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CHIP:  You’re the best!
DENISE:  No other rat in all the Kingdom of Mall can fight the way 

you do! (STUDENTS may continue to ad-lib taunts and responses 
as needed. At last, the HENCHMEN flee OFF DOWN RIGHT or 
through the AUDIENCE. PIZZA MUTT begins to follow, but SIR 
NOSE stops him.)

SIR NOSE:  Let them go, Pizza Mutt. We’ll sniff those rancid rogues 
out some other day. (QUEEN is still swinging wildly, unaware 
that the danger is past. She nearly smacks KING when he 
approaches.)

KING:  Burger Queen, are you all right? 
QUEEN:  I… I think so. (STUDENTS rush up to her.)
OLIVE:  Way to go, Burger Queen!
KRISTY:  You sure fried their bacon!
JACLYN:  You toasted their buns!
TACO BILL:  You cut their cheese! (ALL stare at TACO BILL. He 

wilts.)
QUEEN:  I wasn’t about to let those ruffians get away with my precious 

Burpee Banana Boats. (Sits down to catch her breath.)
SIR NOSE:  (Doffs his cap and offers a sweeping bow before the 

QUEEN.) It was just such an altercation I had hoped to prevent, 
Your Majesty.

KING:  Well done, Sir Nose. Well done.
PIZZA MUTT:  (Picks up tray of Burpee Banana Boats, takes them to 

QUEEN.) Here you go, Burger Queen. Safe and sound. (Stumbles 
and dumps them in QUEEN’S lap.) Oops.

QUEEN:  (Stands and wails.) Oh, no! The Burpee Banana Boats! 
They’re ruined! (STUDENTS are horrified. She turns on SIR 
NOSE.) None of this would have happened if it hadn’t been for 
you.

SIR NOSE:  But, Your Majesty…
QUEEN:  Get out of here, right now! The Kingdom of Mall is no place 

for a rat such as yourself!
SIR NOSE:  But I saved the day!
QUEEN:  Well, now you can save me the trouble of seeing that 

honking big nose of yours in my food court ever again. You’re 
banished!

KING:  But, snicker doodle…

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Hey, vhat about us?
R.B.:  What about you?
SAUNDERS:  Aren’t we gonna get ta have a sip?
DENISE:  After all you’ve done? I don’t think so.
SILVER:  Aaargh! Not even a sip to wet me whistle?
CHIP:  You can just sit there and watch us have all the fun.
PANDA:  Phooey!
KING:  May I propose a toast? (ALL hold their cups ready.) To 

friendship!
QUEEN:  To friendship!
STUDENTS:  To free milk shakes! (ALL except McRONALDS and 

HENCHMEN laugh, raise their cups, take a sip and then suddenly 
start to shake. Some grab their heads. After about three seconds 
of stumbling and struggling, they ALL freeze, motionless, like 
statues, preferably in silly positions that can be maintained for a 
long time without much effort.) Urrk!

McRONALDS:  (Laughs and walks around, enjoying her handiwork. 
She removes her Groucho glasses.) Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

SILVER:  (Looks at one of the frozen STUDENTS.) Iceberg off the 
port bow!

SAUNDERS:  (Surprised.) Boss! It’s you!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  How long haff you been at zee Burger Palace?
McRONALDS:  (Releases HENCHMEN from their bonds.) I’ve been 

here all along, numbskulls. I had to put my backup plan into place 
in case you four fumblers failed to achieve your mission. I won’t let 
anything, not even your incompetence, stand between me and my 
goal of stealing the recipe for the secret sauce.

PANDA:  Ah, sobee soom planetarium bee.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vhat haff you done to everyvun?
McRONALDS:  I gave them a little sample of a secret recipe all my 

own. I coated those straws with a special chemical compound that 
accelerates the properties of cranial temperature reduction. The 
combination of the cold milk shakes and my added ingredient has 
paralyzed their nervous systems, leaving them helpless and at my 
mercy. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

SAUNDERS:  You don’t mean…
McRONALDS:  Yes. I’ve given them the worst brain freeze of their 

lives! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!
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WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Hey, vhat about us?
R.B.:  What about you?
SAUNDERS:  Aren’t we gonna get ta have a sip?
DENISE:  After all you’ve done? I don’t think so.
SILVER:  Aaargh! Not even a sip to wet me whistle?
CHIP:  You can just sit there and watch us have all the fun.
PANDA:  Phooey!
KING:  May I propose a toast? (ALL hold their cups ready.) To 

friendship!
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STUDENTS:  To free milk shakes! (ALL except McRONALDS and 

HENCHMEN laugh, raise their cups, take a sip and then suddenly 
start to shake. Some grab their heads. After about three seconds 
of stumbling and struggling, they ALL freeze, motionless, like 
statues, preferably in silly positions that can be maintained for a 
long time without much effort.) Urrk!

McRONALDS:  (Laughs and walks around, enjoying her handiwork. 
She removes her Groucho glasses.) Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

SILVER:  (Looks at one of the frozen STUDENTS.) Iceberg off the 
port bow!

SAUNDERS:  (Surprised.) Boss! It’s you!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  How long haff you been at zee Burger Palace?
McRONALDS:  (Releases HENCHMEN from their bonds.) I’ve been 

here all along, numbskulls. I had to put my backup plan into place 
in case you four fumblers failed to achieve your mission. I won’t let 
anything, not even your incompetence, stand between me and my 
goal of stealing the recipe for the secret sauce.

PANDA:  Ah, sobee soom planetarium bee.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vhat haff you done to everyvun?
McRONALDS:  I gave them a little sample of a secret recipe all my 

own. I coated those straws with a special chemical compound that 
accelerates the properties of cranial temperature reduction. The 
combination of the cold milk shakes and my added ingredient has 
paralyzed their nervous systems, leaving them helpless and at my 
mercy. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

SAUNDERS:  You don’t mean…
McRONALDS:  Yes. I’ve given them the worst brain freeze of their 

lives! Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha!

CHIP:  You’re the best!
DENISE:  No other rat in all the Kingdom of Mall can fight the way 

you do! (STUDENTS may continue to ad-lib taunts and responses 
as needed. At last, the HENCHMEN flee OFF DOWN RIGHT or 
through the AUDIENCE. PIZZA MUTT begins to follow, but SIR 
NOSE stops him.)

SIR NOSE:  Let them go, Pizza Mutt. We’ll sniff those rancid rogues 
out some other day. (QUEEN is still swinging wildly, unaware 
that the danger is past. She nearly smacks KING when he 
approaches.)

KING:  Burger Queen, are you all right? 
QUEEN:  I… I think so. (STUDENTS rush up to her.)
OLIVE:  Way to go, Burger Queen!
KRISTY:  You sure fried their bacon!
JACLYN:  You toasted their buns!
TACO BILL:  You cut their cheese! (ALL stare at TACO BILL. He 

wilts.)
QUEEN:  I wasn’t about to let those ruffians get away with my precious 

Burpee Banana Boats. (Sits down to catch her breath.)
SIR NOSE:  (Doffs his cap and offers a sweeping bow before the 

QUEEN.) It was just such an altercation I had hoped to prevent, 
Your Majesty.

KING:  Well done, Sir Nose. Well done.
PIZZA MUTT:  (Picks up tray of Burpee Banana Boats, takes them to 

QUEEN.) Here you go, Burger Queen. Safe and sound. (Stumbles 
and dumps them in QUEEN’S lap.) Oops.

QUEEN:  (Stands and wails.) Oh, no! The Burpee Banana Boats! 
They’re ruined! (STUDENTS are horrified. She turns on SIR 
NOSE.) None of this would have happened if it hadn’t been for 
you.

SIR NOSE:  But, Your Majesty…
QUEEN:  Get out of here, right now! The Kingdom of Mall is no place 

for a rat such as yourself!
SIR NOSE:  But I saved the day!
QUEEN:  Well, now you can save me the trouble of seeing that 

honking big nose of yours in my food court ever again. You’re 
banished!

KING:  But, snicker doodle…
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QUEEN:  Don’t you “snicker doodle” me. I’m fed up with him. Taco 
Bill!

TACO BILL:  Yes, Your Majesty?
QUEEN:  Escort this… this rodent to the outskirts of the kingdom.
KRISTY:  Couldn’t he just move into the Sunglass Hut?
QUEEN:  No!
OLIVE:  How about the Radio Shack?
QUEEN:  Gone, I say! Never to return again.
SIR NOSE:  (Summons his dignity.) As you wish, Your Majesty. I am 

yours to command, even if the command is irksome.
PIZZA MUTT:  I’ll go with you, Sir Nose. It’s my fault you are in 

trouble.
SIR NOSE:  No, my faithful friend. You must stay and protect the 

food court. For now that I am no longer welcome here, Professor 
McRonalds is sure to show her nefarious hand.

WENDY:  (To STUDENTS.) Who is Professor McRonalds?
R.B.:  His “arch” enemy.
CHIP:  Those four goons were her henchmen.
DENISE:  They own other restaurants nearby, and the competition is 

fierce.
TACO BILL:  I’m sorry, Sir Nose. I guess you’d better go.
SIR NOSE:  Good-bye, one and all. I fear that I shall never see you 

again.
TACO BILL:  Let’s go. (Escorts SIR NOSE DOWN LEFT. Whispers.) 

Sir Nose. I have to talk with you. I need you to help me win the 
heart of Wendy Freiberger. In between fainting spells, she told me 
she likes poetry and stuff. You’ve got to help me.

SIR NOSE:  I’ll help you, but only on one condition.
TACO BILL:  Anything.
SIR NOSE:  Keep me informed of any suspicious activity in and 

around the Burger Palace while I’m banished. This isn’t the first 
time the queen has acted hastily. I’m sure I’ll be recalled to the 
food court when she has had a chance to cool down.

TACO BILL:  She’s cool all right, with that ice cream all over her.
SIR NOSE:  Point well taken. But until she needs me again, I’ll have to 

keep a low profile. (Turns his profile to the AUDIENCE.)
TACO BILL:  That won’t be easy.

SAUNDERS:  I’m gettin’ too old for this kinda gallivantin’ around.
SILVER:  We’ll be walkin’ the plank for sure.
PANDA:  Oh, well, you can’t win them all. (EVERYONE looks at him, 

defensive.) What?
KING:  Friends, you did it! You have saved the Burger Palace! 

(Retrieves the file folder.) And the recipe for the secret sauce is 
safe.

TACO BILL:  And still a secret!
QUEEN:  But, more importantly, our friends stood by us in our hour 

of need.
KING:  How can we ever repay you?
DENISE:  No payment necessary, Dairy King.
R.B.:  We were happy to help out.
CHIP:  Glad to be of service. I needed the exercise, anyway.
WENDY:  (To TACO BILL.) You were wonderful, Taco Bill.
TACO BILL:  (Takes her hand, gazes fondly at her.) You are my 

inspiration, Wendy Freiberger.
STUDENTS:  (Sigh.) Ahhhhh.
QUEEN:  We insist. There must be something we can give you all.
McRONALDS:  (Crosses UP CENTER toward counter.) How about a 

round of milkshakes for everybody? (ALL look at McRONALDS.) 
To celebrate our victory.

KING:  That’s not a bad idea. Now that we’ve cleaned all the glue out 
of the milk shake machine, why not?

QUEEN:  (Moves around behind counter.) I just happen to have a 
freezer full of shakes that I was going to take over to the school 
spirit rally and dance tonight.

KING:  I say we give them to everybody right now! (To STUDENTS.) 
What do you think?

STUDENTS:  Hooray!
QUEEN:  Coming right up! (QUEEN and KING produce trays full 

of paper cups with lids from behind the counter.) Here you go. 
(STUDENTS each take a cup and pass the tray around.)

McRONALDS:  I’ll pass out some straws. (Takes straws from the 
can on the counter and hands them out. STUDENTS take the 
straws and put them in the cups. HENCHMEN do not receive milk 
shakes, and they aren’t happy about it.)
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QUEEN:  Don’t you “snicker doodle” me. I’m fed up with him. Taco 
Bill!

TACO BILL:  Yes, Your Majesty?
QUEEN:  Escort this… this rodent to the outskirts of the kingdom.
KRISTY:  Couldn’t he just move into the Sunglass Hut?
QUEEN:  No!
OLIVE:  How about the Radio Shack?
QUEEN:  Gone, I say! Never to return again.
SIR NOSE:  (Summons his dignity.) As you wish, Your Majesty. I am 

yours to command, even if the command is irksome.
PIZZA MUTT:  I’ll go with you, Sir Nose. It’s my fault you are in 

trouble.
SIR NOSE:  No, my faithful friend. You must stay and protect the 

food court. For now that I am no longer welcome here, Professor 
McRonalds is sure to show her nefarious hand.

WENDY:  (To STUDENTS.) Who is Professor McRonalds?
R.B.:  His “arch” enemy.
CHIP:  Those four goons were her henchmen.
DENISE:  They own other restaurants nearby, and the competition is 

fierce.
TACO BILL:  I’m sorry, Sir Nose. I guess you’d better go.
SIR NOSE:  Good-bye, one and all. I fear that I shall never see you 

again.
TACO BILL:  Let’s go. (Escorts SIR NOSE DOWN LEFT. Whispers.) 

Sir Nose. I have to talk with you. I need you to help me win the 
heart of Wendy Freiberger. In between fainting spells, she told me 
she likes poetry and stuff. You’ve got to help me.

SIR NOSE:  I’ll help you, but only on one condition.
TACO BILL:  Anything.
SIR NOSE:  Keep me informed of any suspicious activity in and 

around the Burger Palace while I’m banished. This isn’t the first 
time the queen has acted hastily. I’m sure I’ll be recalled to the 
food court when she has had a chance to cool down.

TACO BILL:  She’s cool all right, with that ice cream all over her.
SIR NOSE:  Point well taken. But until she needs me again, I’ll have to 

keep a low profile. (Turns his profile to the AUDIENCE.)
TACO BILL:  That won’t be easy.

SAUNDERS:  I’m gettin’ too old for this kinda gallivantin’ around.
SILVER:  We’ll be walkin’ the plank for sure.
PANDA:  Oh, well, you can’t win them all. (EVERYONE looks at him, 

defensive.) What?
KING:  Friends, you did it! You have saved the Burger Palace! 

(Retrieves the file folder.) And the recipe for the secret sauce is 
safe.

TACO BILL:  And still a secret!
QUEEN:  But, more importantly, our friends stood by us in our hour 

of need.
KING:  How can we ever repay you?
DENISE:  No payment necessary, Dairy King.
R.B.:  We were happy to help out.
CHIP:  Glad to be of service. I needed the exercise, anyway.
WENDY:  (To TACO BILL.) You were wonderful, Taco Bill.
TACO BILL:  (Takes her hand, gazes fondly at her.) You are my 

inspiration, Wendy Freiberger.
STUDENTS:  (Sigh.) Ahhhhh.
QUEEN:  We insist. There must be something we can give you all.
McRONALDS:  (Crosses UP CENTER toward counter.) How about a 

round of milkshakes for everybody? (ALL look at McRONALDS.) 
To celebrate our victory.

KING:  That’s not a bad idea. Now that we’ve cleaned all the glue out 
of the milk shake machine, why not?

QUEEN:  (Moves around behind counter.) I just happen to have a 
freezer full of shakes that I was going to take over to the school 
spirit rally and dance tonight.

KING:  I say we give them to everybody right now! (To STUDENTS.) 
What do you think?

STUDENTS:  Hooray!
QUEEN:  Coming right up! (QUEEN and KING produce trays full 

of paper cups with lids from behind the counter.) Here you go. 
(STUDENTS each take a cup and pass the tray around.)

McRONALDS:  I’ll pass out some straws. (Takes straws from the 
can on the counter and hands them out. STUDENTS take the 
straws and put them in the cups. HENCHMEN do not receive milk 
shakes, and they aren’t happy about it.)
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SIR NOSE:  (Summons his dignity.) As you wish, Your Majesty. I am 

yours to command, even if the command is irksome.
PIZZA MUTT:  I’ll go with you, Sir Nose. It’s my fault you are in 

trouble.
SIR NOSE:  No, my faithful friend. You must stay and protect the 

food court. For now that I am no longer welcome here, Professor 
McRonalds is sure to show her nefarious hand.

WENDY:  (To STUDENTS.) Who is Professor McRonalds?
R.B.:  His “arch” enemy.
CHIP:  Those four goons were her henchmen.
DENISE:  They own other restaurants nearby, and the competition is 

fierce.
TACO BILL:  I’m sorry, Sir Nose. I guess you’d better go.
SIR NOSE:  Good-bye, one and all. I fear that I shall never see you 

again.
TACO BILL:  Let’s go. (Escorts SIR NOSE DOWN LEFT. Whispers.) 

Sir Nose. I have to talk with you. I need you to help me win the 
heart of Wendy Freiberger. In between fainting spells, she told me 
she likes poetry and stuff. You’ve got to help me.

SIR NOSE:  I’ll help you, but only on one condition.
TACO BILL:  Anything.
SIR NOSE:  Keep me informed of any suspicious activity in and 

around the Burger Palace while I’m banished. This isn’t the first 
time the queen has acted hastily. I’m sure I’ll be recalled to the 
food court when she has had a chance to cool down.

TACO BILL:  She’s cool all right, with that ice cream all over her.
SIR NOSE:  Point well taken. But until she needs me again, I’ll have to 

keep a low profile. (Turns his profile to the AUDIENCE.)
TACO BILL:  That won’t be easy.

SAUNDERS:  I’m gettin’ too old for this kinda gallivantin’ around.
SILVER:  We’ll be walkin’ the plank for sure.
PANDA:  Oh, well, you can’t win them all. (EVERYONE looks at him, 

defensive.) What?
KING:  Friends, you did it! You have saved the Burger Palace! 

(Retrieves the file folder.) And the recipe for the secret sauce is 
safe.

TACO BILL:  And still a secret!
QUEEN:  But, more importantly, our friends stood by us in our hour 

of need.
KING:  How can we ever repay you?
DENISE:  No payment necessary, Dairy King.
R.B.:  We were happy to help out.
CHIP:  Glad to be of service. I needed the exercise, anyway.
WENDY:  (To TACO BILL.) You were wonderful, Taco Bill.
TACO BILL:  (Takes her hand, gazes fondly at her.) You are my 

inspiration, Wendy Freiberger.
STUDENTS:  (Sigh.) Ahhhhh.
QUEEN:  We insist. There must be something we can give you all.
McRONALDS:  (Crosses UP CENTER toward counter.) How about a 

round of milkshakes for everybody? (ALL look at McRONALDS.) 
To celebrate our victory.

KING:  That’s not a bad idea. Now that we’ve cleaned all the glue out 
of the milk shake machine, why not?

QUEEN:  (Moves around behind counter.) I just happen to have a 
freezer full of shakes that I was going to take over to the school 
spirit rally and dance tonight.

KING:  I say we give them to everybody right now! (To STUDENTS.) 
What do you think?

STUDENTS:  Hooray!
QUEEN:  Coming right up! (QUEEN and KING produce trays full 

of paper cups with lids from behind the counter.) Here you go. 
(STUDENTS each take a cup and pass the tray around.)

McRONALDS:  I’ll pass out some straws. (Takes straws from the 
can on the counter and hands them out. STUDENTS take the 
straws and put them in the cups. HENCHMEN do not receive milk 
shakes, and they aren’t happy about it.)
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QUEEN:  Don’t you “snicker doodle” me. I’m fed up with him. Taco 
Bill!

TACO BILL:  Yes, Your Majesty?
QUEEN:  Escort this… this rodent to the outskirts of the kingdom.
KRISTY:  Couldn’t he just move into the Sunglass Hut?
QUEEN:  No!
OLIVE:  How about the Radio Shack?
QUEEN:  Gone, I say! Never to return again.
SIR NOSE:  (Summons his dignity.) As you wish, Your Majesty. I am 

yours to command, even if the command is irksome.
PIZZA MUTT:  I’ll go with you, Sir Nose. It’s my fault you are in 

trouble.
SIR NOSE:  No, my faithful friend. You must stay and protect the 

food court. For now that I am no longer welcome here, Professor 
McRonalds is sure to show her nefarious hand.

WENDY:  (To STUDENTS.) Who is Professor McRonalds?
R.B.:  His “arch” enemy.
CHIP:  Those four goons were her henchmen.
DENISE:  They own other restaurants nearby, and the competition is 

fierce.
TACO BILL:  I’m sorry, Sir Nose. I guess you’d better go.
SIR NOSE:  Good-bye, one and all. I fear that I shall never see you 

again.
TACO BILL:  Let’s go. (Escorts SIR NOSE DOWN LEFT. Whispers.) 

Sir Nose. I have to talk with you. I need you to help me win the 
heart of Wendy Freiberger. In between fainting spells, she told me 
she likes poetry and stuff. You’ve got to help me.

SIR NOSE:  I’ll help you, but only on one condition.
TACO BILL:  Anything.
SIR NOSE:  Keep me informed of any suspicious activity in and 

around the Burger Palace while I’m banished. This isn’t the first 
time the queen has acted hastily. I’m sure I’ll be recalled to the 
food court when she has had a chance to cool down.

TACO BILL:  She’s cool all right, with that ice cream all over her.
SIR NOSE:  Point well taken. But until she needs me again, I’ll have to 

keep a low profile. (Turns his profile to the AUDIENCE.)
TACO BILL:  That won’t be easy.

SAUNDERS:  I’m gettin’ too old for this kinda gallivantin’ around.
SILVER:  We’ll be walkin’ the plank for sure.
PANDA:  Oh, well, you can’t win them all. (EVERYONE looks at him, 

defensive.) What?
KING:  Friends, you did it! You have saved the Burger Palace! 

(Retrieves the file folder.) And the recipe for the secret sauce is 
safe.

TACO BILL:  And still a secret!
QUEEN:  But, more importantly, our friends stood by us in our hour 

of need.
KING:  How can we ever repay you?
DENISE:  No payment necessary, Dairy King.
R.B.:  We were happy to help out.
CHIP:  Glad to be of service. I needed the exercise, anyway.
WENDY:  (To TACO BILL.) You were wonderful, Taco Bill.
TACO BILL:  (Takes her hand, gazes fondly at her.) You are my 

inspiration, Wendy Freiberger.
STUDENTS:  (Sigh.) Ahhhhh.
QUEEN:  We insist. There must be something we can give you all.
McRONALDS:  (Crosses UP CENTER toward counter.) How about a 

round of milkshakes for everybody? (ALL look at McRONALDS.) 
To celebrate our victory.

KING:  That’s not a bad idea. Now that we’ve cleaned all the glue out 
of the milk shake machine, why not?

QUEEN:  (Moves around behind counter.) I just happen to have a 
freezer full of shakes that I was going to take over to the school 
spirit rally and dance tonight.

KING:  I say we give them to everybody right now! (To STUDENTS.) 
What do you think?

STUDENTS:  Hooray!
QUEEN:  Coming right up! (QUEEN and KING produce trays full 

of paper cups with lids from behind the counter.) Here you go. 
(STUDENTS each take a cup and pass the tray around.)

McRONALDS:  I’ll pass out some straws. (Takes straws from the 
can on the counter and hands them out. STUDENTS take the 
straws and put them in the cups. HENCHMEN do not receive milk 
shakes, and they aren’t happy about it.)
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SIR NOSE:  What do you mean by that?
TACO BILL:  Nothing, nothing.
SIR NOSE:  All right, then. Will you let me know if you see anything 

suspicious?
TACO BILL:  You’ve got it.
SIR NOSE:  Then I’ll meet you here, by the trashcans, later tonight.
TACO BILL:  Thanks, Sir Nose!
SIR NOSE:  (To OTHERS.) I bid you all adieu… (Bows.) Adieu… 

(Bows, then suddenly sneezes.) Achoo! (TACO BILL and 
OTHERS fall down from force of the sneeze.)

OLIVE:  Good-bye, Sir Nose.
KRISTY:  Good luck.
JACLYN:  Don’t give up hope.
R.B.:  We’ll miss you.
CHIP:  You’ll be back in no time.
DENISE:  That’s right.
KING:  Maybe you can come back when this all blows over.
QUEEN:  When he sneezes, everything blows over! Be gone! (SIR 

NOSE sighs and EXITS LEFT.) And everyone else! The Burger 
Palace is officially closed until we can get this mess cleaned up. 
(ALL but QUEEN and KING EXIT—WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE, 
KRISTY and PIZZA MUTT DOWN RIGHT and the rest DOWN 
LEFT. To KING.) Don’t just stand there, help me get cleaned up!

KING:  Yes, dear. (BLACKOUT. If there is a CURTAIN, it should 
CLOSE.)

End of Scene One

Scene Two
LIGHTS UP:  PROFESSOR McRONALDS’ lair EXTREME DOWN 
RIGHT, or on the FORESTAGE in front of the CURTAIN. McRONALDS 
is pacing back and forth. She has shocking red hair like a clown’s, pale 
skin, white gloves and unusually large shoes. She wears a lab coat or 
robe. HENCHMEN ENTER RIGHT.
McRONALDS:  (Anxious.) Well, did you get it? Where are the Burpee 

Banana Boats? (HENCHMEN show their empty hands.)
SAUNDERS:  We were foiled by that ratty rat, Sir Nose.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und his hund, zat shtinking Pizza Mutt.

SAUNDERS:  Well, while you all are weepin’ and moanin’, we’ll just 
take that thar recipe for the secret sawce and be on our little ol’ 
way.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  But vee’ll be back, und vee vill take vhatever 
vee vant, vhenever vee vant it. So zere. (Strikes a pose.) Today, 
zee Burger Palace. Tomorrow, zee vorld!

PANDA:  (Gives the “raspberry.”) Blblblblb! (HENCHMEN begin to 
move RIGHT.)

OLIVE:  Hey, wait a minute. We don’t have to stand here and do 
nothing.

JACLYN:  That’s right. We can fight back.
KRISTY:  Yeah, and reclaim the Kingdom of Mall for goodness… and 

righteousness… and… stuff.
R.B.:  This is our food court, too.
DENISE:  And this is still a free country.
CHIP:  So we don’t have to put up with your bullying anymore.
WENDY:  Taco Bill, I think this is your moment. The people need a 

leader, or they’ll turn into a mob.
TACO BILL:  I don’t know what to do! I’m only a security guard.
WENDY:  You’re much more than that to me, Taco Bill. You’re my 

poetry man. (Blows him a kiss.)
TACO BILL:  (Reacts as if the kiss smacked him on the cheek. 

He finds his courage.) Yeah! I’m her poetry man! Uh-huh! (To 
HENCHMEN.) So I say it again. Halt! Cease! Desist!

SAUNDERS:  (Pauses, unthreatened.) Or whut?
TACO BILL:  Or what? Or what? Or else I’ll arrest you! That’s what! 

(STUDENTS cheer.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  You and vhat army?
STUDENTS:  (ALL strike karate poses simultaneously.) Hee-yah!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (Looks around.) Oh… zat army.
TACO BILL:  Get ’em! (Fight scene ensues. STUDENTS converge 

on HENCHMEN, who are overwhelmed by sheer numbers. 
McRONALDS hides by the trashcans. QUEEN and KING cheer 
them on. STUDENTS take the rope that previously bound QUEEN 
and tie the HENCHMEN together. HENCHMEN are dumped 
unceremoniously in front of the counter. McRONALDS appears 
unconcerned.)

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Ooh, mein kopf ist kaput!
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CHIP:  You’ll be back in no time.
DENISE:  That’s right.
KING:  Maybe you can come back when this all blows over.
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SIR NOSE, THE BURGER RAT
A Fast Food Farce

by PATRICK RAINVILLE DORN

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)

# of lines

DAIRY KING ....................................king of the food court 64
BURGER QUEEN ...........................his queen 73
OLIVE GARDNER ..........................student 29
JACLYN BACHS .............................another 29
KRISTY KAREEM ...........................another 29
WENDY FREIBERGER ..................student, loves poetry and  59 

security guards
CHIP OATLEY .................................student 15
R.B. BUNN .......................................another 17
DENISE FAZOLI .............................another 15
TACO BILL.......................................shy security guard 88
SIR NOSE, THE BURGER RAT..... long-nosed ace detective, 86 

swordsman and poet
PIZZA MUTT ...................................his clumsy sidekick, faithful 10 

and true
PROFESSOR McRONALDS ..........Sir Nose’s “arch” enemy 68
HERR WIENERSCHNITZEL ..........henchman, German accent 32
CORPORAL SAUNDERS ..............another, southern accent 31
DRAGON PANDA ...........................another, speaks gibberish 22
SHORT JOHN SILVER .....................another, pirate with a hook 15
EXTRAS ...........................................more students, as/if desired

PANDA:  Shazbat!
SILVER:  Batten down the hatches!
McRONALDS:  You fools! Don’t you realize that those Burpee Banana 

Boats could spell doom for all of the Burger Queen’s competitors 
at the food court? Why, if they become popular, we’ll all be out of 
business. We’ve cut corners on quality, portion size and customer 
service as much as we can, and we’re still not making a profit.

SAUNDERS:  Ever’one prefers the Burger Palace, but it’s not ’cuz of 
them Burpee Boats.

McRONALDS:  Then why?
SAUNDERS:  Dunno.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee souse.
McRONALDS:  What?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Souse. Zee souse ist vunderbar.
McRONALDS:  (To SAUNDERS.) Do you have any idea what he is 

talking about?
SAUNDERS:  Nary a notion. Why not ask Dragon Panda thar for the 

translation?
McRONALDS:  You’re kidding, right?
SAUNDERS:  He has his moments.
SILVER:  Chips ahoy!
McRONALDS:  (To PANDA.) Can you tell me what Herr 

Wienerschnitzel is talking about?
PANDA:  Pick a tatay?
McRONALDS:  Why is it that everyone goes to the Burger Palace and 

not to our various and sundry establishments?
PANDA:  Ah. Too skipda Bombay.
McRONALDS:  (To AUDIENCE.) As a criminal mastermind of the 

highest order, and the smartest person in this whole play, I 
can say with absolute certitude that whatever Dragon Panda is 
saying bears no resemblance whatsoever to Chinese, Japanese, 
Vietnamese, Cambodian, Taiwanese, Laotian, Korean or any 
other Asiatic or Pacific Rim language or dialect thereof in current 
usage anywhere in the world. (Looks at PANDA.) I think he just 
makes it up. (PANDA shrugs.)

SAUNDERS:  Mebbe he bit his tongue or burnt it on somethin’ hot.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  I’m tellink you qvite clearly, zat it ist zee souse.

TACO BILL:  Keep your greasy fingers off that file.
OLIVE:  Wait a minute…
KRISTY:  That’s not Sir Nose.
R.B.:  Then who is it?
WENDY:  Taco Bill? Is that you?
DENISE:  Get down from there.
JACLYN:  You might get hurt.
TACO BILL:  (His cover blown, he slumps and takes off the hat.) 

Thanks a lot, you guys.
R.B.:  What were you thinking?
KRISTY:  You’re not a hero.
CHIP:  Just a security guard.
TACO BILL:  I know. But I had to do something. Someone had to try 

and do the right thing. (Climbs down from counter.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (HENCHMEN stand.) Good try, pipsqveak. 

But you are no match for zee likes of us.
SAUNDERS:  We been pluckin’ and roastin’ small fry like you since 

before you was hatched.
PANDA:  Hah! Kootchie kootchie koo.
SILVER:  Landlubber!
WENDY:  I thought you were very brave, Taco Bill. (To OTHERS.) And 

at least he tried to help. We’re just standing here letting these bad 
guys take whatever they want.

CHIP:  Wendy’s right.
KRISTY:  We should be ashamed of ourselves.
JACLYN:  I, for one, am very, very ashamed.
R.B.:  We should have had more faith in you, Taco Bill.
OLIVE:  And not blown your cover.
DENISE:  So where did you get that getup?
TACO BILL:  In the trash. I guess Sir Nose is gone for good.
KING:  I suppose that means the end of the Burger Palace too, if 

there’s no one to protect us from Professor McRonalds.
QUEEN:  I regret everything I said about him. (McRONALDS gestures 

for the HENCHMEN to get the recipe and leave, but they do not 
see her.)
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SIR NOSE, THE BURGER RAT
A Fast Food Farce

by PATRICK RAINVILLE DORN

CAST OF CHARACTERS
(In Order of Appearance)
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DAIRY KING ....................................king of the food court 64
BURGER QUEEN ...........................his queen 73
OLIVE GARDNER ..........................student 29
JACLYN BACHS .............................another 29
KRISTY KAREEM ...........................another 29
WENDY FREIBERGER ..................student, loves poetry and  59 

security guards
CHIP OATLEY .................................student 15
R.B. BUNN .......................................another 17
DENISE FAZOLI .............................another 15
TACO BILL.......................................shy security guard 88
SIR NOSE, THE BURGER RAT..... long-nosed ace detective, 86 

swordsman and poet
PIZZA MUTT ...................................his clumsy sidekick, faithful 10 

and true
PROFESSOR McRONALDS ..........Sir Nose’s “arch” enemy 68
HERR WIENERSCHNITZEL ..........henchman, German accent 32
CORPORAL SAUNDERS ..............another, southern accent 31
DRAGON PANDA ...........................another, speaks gibberish 22
SHORT JOHN SILVER .....................another, pirate with a hook 15
EXTRAS ...........................................more students, as/if desired

PANDA:  Shazbat!
SILVER:  Batten down the hatches!
McRONALDS:  You fools! Don’t you realize that those Burpee Banana 

Boats could spell doom for all of the Burger Queen’s competitors 
at the food court? Why, if they become popular, we’ll all be out of 
business. We’ve cut corners on quality, portion size and customer 
service as much as we can, and we’re still not making a profit.

SAUNDERS:  Ever’one prefers the Burger Palace, but it’s not ’cuz of 
them Burpee Boats.

McRONALDS:  Then why?
SAUNDERS:  Dunno.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee souse.
McRONALDS:  What?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Souse. Zee souse ist vunderbar.
McRONALDS:  (To SAUNDERS.) Do you have any idea what he is 

talking about?
SAUNDERS:  Nary a notion. Why not ask Dragon Panda thar for the 

translation?
McRONALDS:  You’re kidding, right?
SAUNDERS:  He has his moments.
SILVER:  Chips ahoy!
McRONALDS:  (To PANDA.) Can you tell me what Herr 

Wienerschnitzel is talking about?
PANDA:  Pick a tatay?
McRONALDS:  Why is it that everyone goes to the Burger Palace and 

not to our various and sundry establishments?
PANDA:  Ah. Too skipda Bombay.
McRONALDS:  (To AUDIENCE.) As a criminal mastermind of the 

highest order, and the smartest person in this whole play, I 
can say with absolute certitude that whatever Dragon Panda is 
saying bears no resemblance whatsoever to Chinese, Japanese, 
Vietnamese, Cambodian, Taiwanese, Laotian, Korean or any 
other Asiatic or Pacific Rim language or dialect thereof in current 
usage anywhere in the world. (Looks at PANDA.) I think he just 
makes it up. (PANDA shrugs.)

SAUNDERS:  Mebbe he bit his tongue or burnt it on somethin’ hot.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  I’m tellink you qvite clearly, zat it ist zee souse.

TACO BILL:  Keep your greasy fingers off that file.
OLIVE:  Wait a minute…
KRISTY:  That’s not Sir Nose.
R.B.:  Then who is it?
WENDY:  Taco Bill? Is that you?
DENISE:  Get down from there.
JACLYN:  You might get hurt.
TACO BILL:  (His cover blown, he slumps and takes off the hat.) 

Thanks a lot, you guys.
R.B.:  What were you thinking?
KRISTY:  You’re not a hero.
CHIP:  Just a security guard.
TACO BILL:  I know. But I had to do something. Someone had to try 

and do the right thing. (Climbs down from counter.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  (HENCHMEN stand.) Good try, pipsqveak. 

But you are no match for zee likes of us.
SAUNDERS:  We been pluckin’ and roastin’ small fry like you since 

before you was hatched.
PANDA:  Hah! Kootchie kootchie koo.
SILVER:  Landlubber!
WENDY:  I thought you were very brave, Taco Bill. (To OTHERS.) And 

at least he tried to help. We’re just standing here letting these bad 
guys take whatever they want.

CHIP:  Wendy’s right.
KRISTY:  We should be ashamed of ourselves.
JACLYN:  I, for one, am very, very ashamed.
R.B.:  We should have had more faith in you, Taco Bill.
OLIVE:  And not blown your cover.
DENISE:  So where did you get that getup?
TACO BILL:  In the trash. I guess Sir Nose is gone for good.
KING:  I suppose that means the end of the Burger Palace too, if 

there’s no one to protect us from Professor McRonalds.
QUEEN:  I regret everything I said about him. (McRONALDS gestures 

for the HENCHMEN to get the recipe and leave, but they do not 
see her.)
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
Time:  Present.
Place:  The Burger Palace, a fast food restaurant in the Kingdom of 

Mall food court.
Scene One:  The Burger Palace. 
Scene Two:  Professor McRonalds’ lair. (Played on the FORESTAGE.)
Scene Three:  The Burger Palace.
[NOTE:  The play is designed for continuous action. No intermission 

is required, but an optional intermission may be taken after Scene 
Three.]

Scene Four:  Professor McRonalds’ lair. (Played on the FORESTAGE.)
Scene Five:  The Burger Palace.

SETTING
A sturdy counter stands CENTER, with a can of straws on it and 
perhaps a napkin holder. A cash register is a nice touch. A sign or 
menu board which says “The Burger Palace:  Home of the Slopper” 
hangs on the back wall and may list the usual fast food items. An 
opening UP CENTER leads OFFSTAGE to the kitchen area. UP
RIGHT is a table set up as a salad bar. The table has a cloth or 
curtain hiding the underneath area. Three small tables and chairs 
are set RIGHT, DOWN RIGHT CENTER and DOWN LEFT CENTER. 
Entrances to the Burger Palace are DOWN LEFT and DOWN RIGHT. 
EXTREME DOWN LEFT is a cluster of trashcans or a freestanding 
cutout depicting trashcans, and a shelf or small table where empty 
trays can be left. This is the home of SIR NOSE, THE BURGER 
RAT. EXTREME DOWN RIGHT (or on the FORESTAGE RIGHT) is 
PROFESSOR McRONALDS’ lair, which includes a chair and a shelf 
or box containing a length of rope and plastic straws.

McRONALDS:  And I am telling you, qvite clearly, that I can’t 
understand what “souse” means. Unless… do you mean sauce? 
The secret sauce?

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zats vhat I said. Zee souse.
McRONALDS:  Of course! That’s why everyone goes to the Burger 

Palace. It’s the secret sauce that makes the Burger Queen’s 
Sloppers so delicious.

SAUNDERS:  Shore. Ah’ve had a Slopper or two mahself, and they is 
finger lickin’ good, good, good! (OTHERS look at him. Defensive.) 
Well, I had ta test the competition!

McRONALDS:  Traitor! Has anyone else tasted the Slopper? 
(WIENERSCHNITZEL and PANDA reluctantly raise their hands.) 
I see. And what did you think?

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  I sink zat if vee had had such a souse, vee 
might haff vun zee var.

PANDA:  (Agrees.) Gashbah lalaika yum!
SILVER:  Better than Cap’n Crunch, Cap’n. Aaargh!
McRONALDS:  All right then. A plan is beginning to take shape in 

my brilliant but slightly twisted mind. No longer will we be content 
with mere sabotage. The glue in the milk shake machine and the 
green paint in the seasoning salt were mere vandalism compared 
to what we shall do next.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vhat are vee goink to do? (HENCHMEN lean 
in with excitement.)

McRONALDS:  We will steal the recipe to the secret sauce. 
(HENCHMEN’S hopes deflate.)

SAUNDERS:  Ain’t gonna work.
McRONALDS:  And why not?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Dairy King, he keeps zee recipe to zee 

secret souse in a safe.
SAUNDERS:  Ain’t no way we can get it outta there. It’s locked up 

tighter than a mule’s jaw once he done swallered his tongue.
SILVER:  Aye. Safer than keepin’ it down in Davy Jones locker. 

Aaargh.
PANDA:  Umph kasnikt tamoy. (Mimes karate-chopping the safe and 

hurting his hand.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Dairy King, he vill not open zee safe for 

anyvun!

WENDY:  (Looks OFF RIGHT.) Here they come. (HENCHMEN lead 
QUEEN ON DOWN RIGHT and cross to CENTER. QUEEN is still 
tied up.)

JACLYN:  Where’s Professor McRonalds?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vere is zee recipe for zee secret souse?
KRISTY:  The what?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee souse!
OLIVE: (To SAUNDERS.) Do you have any idea what he’s talking 

about?
SAUNDERS:  (To OLIVE.) The sawce. He’s talkin’ ’bout that thar 

secret sawce recipe.
QUEEN:  Don’t give it to them! It’s all we’ve got!
KING:  No, dumpling. We have something much more important than 

the secret sauce.
QUEEN:  What?
KING:  We have our love for each other, and we have our friends. 

(To HENCHMEN.) And that’s something you and Professor 
McRonalds will never have.

SAUNDERS:  We’ll settle for the sawce. Hand it over.
KING:  Come and get it. And you’d better hand over my wife at the 

same time, or we’ll mash your potatoes. (Signals for STUDENTS 
to block the exits.)

PANDA:  Clyde a shocka zing! (Pretends to “slice” QUEEN’S bonds 
with his sword. The ropes fall to the floor. QUEEN runs to KING.)

QUEEN:  Dumpling!
KING:  Snicker doodle! (They embrace.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und vere is zee souse recipe?
KING: There, on the counter. Take it and leave. (The HENCHMEN 

approach the counter. Suddenly, TACO BILL leaps up onto the 
counter from UP CENTER. [NOTE:  a step stool behind the 
counter will make this feat easier and safer.] TACO BILL wears 
SIR NOSE’S hat and cape and brandishes his sword.)

TACO BILL: Halt! Cease! Desist! (Startled, the HENCHMEN fall to 
the floor.)

SAUNDERS:  Sir Nose!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Burger Rat!
PANDA:  Carambola wee wee!
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES
Time:  Present.
Place:  The Burger Palace, a fast food restaurant in the Kingdom of 

Mall food court.
Scene One:  The Burger Palace. 
Scene Two:  Professor McRonalds’ lair. (Played on the FORESTAGE.)
Scene Three:  The Burger Palace.
[NOTE:  The play is designed for continuous action. No intermission 

is required, but an optional intermission may be taken after Scene 
Three.]

Scene Four:  Professor McRonalds’ lair. (Played on the FORESTAGE.)
Scene Five:  The Burger Palace.

SETTING
A sturdy counter stands CENTER, with a can of straws on it and 
perhaps a napkin holder. A cash register is a nice touch. A sign or 
menu board which says “The Burger Palace:  Home of the Slopper” 
hangs on the back wall and may list the usual fast food items. An 
opening UP CENTER leads OFFSTAGE to the kitchen area. UP
RIGHT is a table set up as a salad bar. The table has a cloth or 
curtain hiding the underneath area. Three small tables and chairs 
are set RIGHT, DOWN RIGHT CENTER and DOWN LEFT CENTER. 
Entrances to the Burger Palace are DOWN LEFT and DOWN RIGHT. 
EXTREME DOWN LEFT is a cluster of trashcans or a freestanding 
cutout depicting trashcans, and a shelf or small table where empty 
trays can be left. This is the home of SIR NOSE, THE BURGER 
RAT. EXTREME DOWN RIGHT (or on the FORESTAGE RIGHT) is 
PROFESSOR McRONALDS’ lair, which includes a chair and a shelf 
or box containing a length of rope and plastic straws.

McRONALDS:  And I am telling you, qvite clearly, that I can’t 
understand what “souse” means. Unless… do you mean sauce? 
The secret sauce?

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zats vhat I said. Zee souse.
McRONALDS:  Of course! That’s why everyone goes to the Burger 

Palace. It’s the secret sauce that makes the Burger Queen’s 
Sloppers so delicious.

SAUNDERS:  Shore. Ah’ve had a Slopper or two mahself, and they is 
finger lickin’ good, good, good! (OTHERS look at him. Defensive.)
Well, I had ta test the competition!

McRONALDS:  Traitor! Has anyone else tasted the Slopper? 
(WIENERSCHNITZEL and PANDA reluctantly raise their hands.)
I see. And what did you think?

WIENERSCHNITZEL: I sink zat if vee had had such a souse, vee 
might haff vun zee var.

PANDA:  (Agrees.) Gashbah lalaika yum!
SILVER:  Better than Cap’n Crunch, Cap’n. Aaargh!
McRONALDS:  All right then. A plan is beginning to take shape in 

my brilliant but slightly twisted mind. No longer will we be content 
with mere sabotage. The glue in the milk shake machine and the 
green paint in the seasoning salt were mere vandalism compared 
to what we shall do next.

WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vhat are vee goink to do? (HENCHMEN lean 
in with excitement.)

McRONALDS:  We will steal the recipe to the secret sauce. 
(HENCHMEN’S hopes deflate.)

SAUNDERS:  Ain’t gonna work.
McRONALDS:  And why not?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Dairy King, he keeps zee recipe to zee 

secret souse in a safe.
SAUNDERS:  Ain’t no way we can get it outta there. It’s locked up 

tighter than a mule’s jaw once he done swallered his tongue.
SILVER:  Aye. Safer than keepin’ it down in Davy Jones locker. 

Aaargh.
PANDA:  Umph kasnikt tamoy. (Mimes karate-chopping the safe and 

hurting his hand.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL: Zee Dairy King, he vill not open zee safe for 

anyvun!

WENDY:  (Looks OFF RIGHT.) Here they come. (HENCHMEN lead 
QUEEN ON DOWN RIGHT and cross to CENTER. QUEEN is still 
tied up.)

JACLYN:  Where’s Professor McRonalds?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Vere is zee recipe for zee secret souse?
KRISTY:  The what?
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee souse!
OLIVE: (To SAUNDERS.) Do you have any idea what he’s talking 

about?
SAUNDERS:  (To OLIVE.) The sawce. He’s talkin’ ’bout that thar 

secret sawce recipe.
QUEEN:  Don’t give it to them! It’s all we’ve got!
KING:  No, dumpling. We have something much more important than 

the secret sauce.
QUEEN:  What?
KING:  We have our love for each other, and we have our friends. 

(To HENCHMEN.) And that’s something you and Professor 
McRonalds will never have.

SAUNDERS:  We’ll settle for the sawce. Hand it over.
KING:  Come and get it. And you’d better hand over my wife at the 

same time, or we’ll mash your potatoes. (Signals for STUDENTS 
to block the exits.)

PANDA:  Clyde a shocka zing! (Pretends to “slice” QUEEN’S bonds 
with his sword. The ropes fall to the floor. QUEEN runs to KING.)

QUEEN:  Dumpling!
KING:  Snicker doodle! (They embrace.)
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und vere is zee souse recipe?
KING: There, on the counter. Take it and leave. (The HENCHMEN 

approach the counter. Suddenly, TACO BILL leaps up onto the 
counter from UP CENTER. [NOTE:  a step stool behind the 
counter will make this feat easier and safer.] TACO BILL wears 
SIR NOSE’S hat and cape and brandishes his sword.)

TACO BILL: Halt! Cease! Desist! (Startled, the HENCHMEN fall to 
the floor.)

SAUNDERS:  Sir Nose!
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Zee Burger Rat!
PANDA:  Carambola wee wee!

NOTES
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Scene One
AT RISE:  QUEEN is at the table RIGHT, arranging a display which 
includes a covered tray and a sign on an easel that reads “Grand 
Unveiling Today:  The Burpee Banana Boat” with a drawing of a 
banana split. KING is UP CENTER behind the counter.
QUEEN:  Dairy King, could you please give me a hand with this 

display? Our guests will be here any minute.
KING:  Be right there. (Begins to climb over the counter.)
QUEEN:  (Not looking up.) And don’t climb over the counter. Go 

around. You’re not as spry as you used to be.
KING:  (On counter.) I may have put on a little weight lately, but I can 

still vault a counter with the best of them. (Falls off the counter, 
lands in a heap.) Ooof!

QUEEN:  (Looks up.) Are you all right?
KING:  Are you kidding? (Stands up, brushes himself off.) With all this 

extra padding, even Humpty Dumpty could survive a fall like that.
QUEEN:  Come here and look at my centerpiece.
KING:  (Crosses to her.) My dear, I daresay you are the loveliest 

centerpiece of the food court. (Tickles her under her chin.) My 
delectable little Burger Queen!

QUEEN:  (Momentarily distracted, pokes him in the stomach.) My 
roly-poly Dairy King! (Quickly regains her composure.) Not now, 
dear. Our subjects will be here any moment.

KING:  They’re anxious to see our latest addition to the Burger Palace 
menu!

QUEEN:  I hope it will be a gastronomic triumph!
KING:  I have no doubt that everyone in the food court will stand in 

awe of our culinary creation.
QUEEN:  Everyone except that—that rodent!
KING:  Sir Nose?
QUEEN:  Do you know any other alley rats living at the food court?
KING:  Now, now, don’t overheat yourself, my little potato cake. 

Sir Nose is no ordinary rat. His detective skills have been a 
tremendous help to the Burger Palace. Remember how he solved 
the milk shake mystery? He deduced that someone had mixed 
white glue into the milk shake formula, causing all the valves to 
clog.

QUEEN:  (Recalls.) That was a sticky situation.

KRISTY:  But what if Taco Bill doesn’t? Can you see the pickle that 
puts him in?

JACLYN:  I’ll bet that’s it. Lay off the love poems, and he’ll spill the 
beans.

WENDY:  Do you think so?
KRISTY:  It’s worth a try.
JACLYN:  Look, there’s your hot tamale now. (TACO BILL ENTERS 

DOWN LEFT, sees WENDY, stops, looks around as if to flee.)
WENDY:  (Turns away quickly.) What should I do?
OLIVE:  Come with us to the Burger Palace. (JACLYN and KRISTY 

take WENDY by each arm and lead her UP CENTER to the Burger 
Palace counter. Sensing that the coast is clear, TACO BILL edges 
over to the trashcans. During the following dialogue, QUEEN and 
KING mime taking and filling the GIRLS’ orders, taking “payment” 
and giving the girls trays with mock burgers and drinks. WENDY 
only orders a drink. The GIRLS then cross RIGHT to the table, sit 
and sip their “drinks.”)

TACO BILL:  (Whispers.) Sir Nose! Are you there? Sir Nose? (The lid 
of a trashcan lifts up a tiny bit, not revealing SIR NOSE.) Sir Nose, 
is that you?

SIR NOSE:  (Lifts his head up out of the trashcan.) Do you know 
anyone else who lives in a trashcan?

TACO BILL:  Just Oscar the Grouch.
SIR NOSE:  Very funny.
TACO BILL:  Why don’t you come out?
SIR NOSE:  You heard what the Burger Queen said. I’m banished. I’ve 

got to keep my nose to the ground for a while. Are you ready?
TACO BILL:  I think so. Did you write a poem?
SIR NOSE:  More or less. I prefer to wax extemporaneously.
TACO BILL:  Oh, sure, right. Whatever that means.
SIR NOSE:  It means that I shall feed you tidbits of poetic morsels, as 

you need them. That way you will sound spontaneous.
TACO BILL:  I just don’t want to make a fool out of myself.
SIR NOSE:  (Glares at TACO BILL.) There is nothing foolish about 

poetry!
TACO BILL:  Oops. Sorry. I didn’t mean that, exactly. Duck down, 

before the Burger Queen sees you.

JACLYN:  We are so sorry, Dairy King.
KRISTY:  Has there been any word?
KING:  No, not yet. But the hour is almost up. When Professor 

McRonalds brings Burger Queen back, I’ll hand over the recipe 
for the secret sauce.

R.B.:  You can’t do it, Dairy King!
CHIP:  You’ll be ruined.
KING:  It’s a price I’m willing to pay to bring Burger Queen safely 

home. (Looks around.) Where’s Taco Bill? It’s almost time for the 
exchange. (He and STUDENTS move LEFT. McRONALDS stays 
back unobserved, edges back toward the counter.)

OLIVE:  He is searching for Sir Nose, the Burger Rat.
JACLYN:  If he can find Sir Nose in time, there might be a chance to 

keep your secret sauce secret.
KRISTY:  But Sir Nose is nowhere to be found.
WENDY:  Disappeared without a trace.
OLIVE:  Not even Pizza Mutt can find him!
KING:  It was a mistake for us to send him away.
DENISE:  We knew you’d regret it.
CHIP:  We’ve all been looking for him.
R.B.:  But we want to be here with you when Burger Queen is 

returned.
KING:  Thank you all for your support. (Breaks down and cries.) I 

miss my little snicker doodle so very much. Boo, hoo, hoo. (While 
STUDENTS comfort him, McRONALDS moves to counter, sets 
straws down and reaches for straws that stand in a can on the 
counter.)

KRISTY:  Don’t you worry, Dairy King. You’ll be reunited in no time at 
all.

OLIVE:  (Looks at watch.) Actually, in about one minute.
JACLYN:  I wish I could get my hands on that Professor McRonalds! 

(McRONALDS freezes.)
WENDY:  I don’t. The only things that frighten me more than rats are 

clowns.
McRONALDS:  (Furiously slams her hand on the counter. ALL turn 

to look at her. Smiles, hides handful of straws behind her back.) 
Uh—it’s nothing. Just a cockroach on the counter. I got it.

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE:  Counter UP CENTER with can of straws on it and perhaps 

a napkin holder as well as a cash register; “salad bar” table with 
long tablecloth and covered tray containing plastic banana split 
dishes filled with shaving cream UP RIGHT; tables with chairs 
RIGHT, DOWN RIGHT CENTER and DOWN LEFT CENTER; 
sign with a drawing of a banana split advertising “Grand Unveiling 
Today:  The Burpee Banana Boat” on an easel RIGHT of counter; 
menu board and/or sign advertising “The Burger Palace:  Home 
of the Slopper” UP CENTER on back wall; chair and box or shelf 
containing plastic straws and a length of rope EXTREME DOWN 
RIGHT; trashcans or free-standing cut-out of trashcans EXTREME 
DOWN LEFT. (NOTE:  It is not recommended that a student get 
into an actual trashcan for their safety and sanitary reasons. While 
actual trashcans can be used as props, a cardboard cutout should 
be used for Sir Nose’s home.)

BROUGHT ON, Scene One:
Groucho glasses (SAUNDERS, WIENERSCHNITZEL, PANDA)
Spatula or burger flipper (DAIRY KING)

ONSTAGE, Scene Three:  Plastic trays with wrapped “burgers,” and 
paper cups with lids under counter (NOTE:  It is recommended 
that you do not use real food.); optional mattress behind counter.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Three:
Wallets with “money” (WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE, KRISTY)
Plastic bowl with stirring spoon (DAIRY KING)

BROUGHT ON, Scene Four:
Groucho glasses (McRONALDS)

ONSTAGE, Scene Five:  Optional step stool behind counter; trays full 
of paper cups with lids behind counter.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Five:
File folder holding sheet of paper (DAIRY KING)
Straws (McRONALDS)

COSTUMES
SIR NOSE is mostly humanoid, with pointy rodent ears (made from 

felt) and a bold feather attached to his deerstalker cap, a rat nose 
with whiskers covering the actor’s nose only and a tail attached to 
his belt. He wears a cape and has a fencing foil-type plastic sword 
in a scabbard.
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Scene One
AT RISE:  QUEEN is at the table RIGHT, arranging a display which 
includes a covered tray and a sign on an easel that reads “Grand 
Unveiling Today:  The Burpee Banana Boat” with a drawing of a 
banana split. KING is UP CENTER behind the counter.
QUEEN:  Dairy King, could you please give me a hand with this 

display? Our guests will be here any minute.
KING:  Be right there. (Begins to climb over the counter.)
QUEEN:  (Not looking up.) And don’t climb over the counter. Go 

around. You’re not as spry as you used to be.
KING:  (On counter.) I may have put on a little weight lately, but I can 

still vault a counter with the best of them. (Falls off the counter, 
lands in a heap.) Ooof!

QUEEN:  (Looks up.) Are you all right?
KING:  Are you kidding? (Stands up, brushes himself off.) With all this 

extra padding, even Humpty Dumpty could survive a fall like that.
QUEEN:  Come here and look at my centerpiece.
KING:  (Crosses to her.) My dear, I daresay you are the loveliest 

centerpiece of the food court. (Tickles her under her chin.) My 
delectable little Burger Queen!

QUEEN:  (Momentarily distracted, pokes him in the stomach.) My 
roly-poly Dairy King! (Quickly regains her composure.) Not now, 
dear. Our subjects will be here any moment.

KING:  They’re anxious to see our latest addition to the Burger Palace 
menu!

QUEEN:  I hope it will be a gastronomic triumph!
KING:  I have no doubt that everyone in the food court will stand in 

awe of our culinary creation.
QUEEN:  Everyone except that—that rodent!
KING:  Sir Nose?
QUEEN:  Do you know any other alley rats living at the food court?
KING:  Now, now, don’t overheat yourself, my little potato cake. 

Sir Nose is no ordinary rat. His detective skills have been a 
tremendous help to the Burger Palace. Remember how he solved 
the milk shake mystery? He deduced that someone had mixed 
white glue into the milk shake formula, causing all the valves to 
clog.

QUEEN:  (Recalls.) That was a sticky situation.

KRISTY:  But what if Taco Bill doesn’t? Can you see the pickle that 
puts him in?

JACLYN:  I’ll bet that’s it. Lay off the love poems, and he’ll spill the 
beans.

WENDY:  Do you think so?
KRISTY:  It’s worth a try.
JACLYN:  Look, there’s your hot tamale now. (TACO BILL ENTERS 

DOWN LEFT, sees WENDY, stops, looks around as if to flee.)
WENDY:  (Turns away quickly.) What should I do?
OLIVE:  Come with us to the Burger Palace. (JACLYN and KRISTY 

take WENDY by each arm and lead her UP CENTER to the Burger 
Palace counter. Sensing that the coast is clear, TACO BILL edges 
over to the trashcans. During the following dialogue, QUEEN and 
KING mime taking and filling the GIRLS’ orders, taking “payment” 
and giving the girls trays with mock burgers and drinks. WENDY 
only orders a drink. The GIRLS then cross RIGHT to the table, sit 
and sip their “drinks.”)

TACO BILL:  (Whispers.) Sir Nose! Are you there? Sir Nose? (The lid 
of a trashcan lifts up a tiny bit, not revealing SIR NOSE.) Sir Nose, 
is that you?

SIR NOSE:  (Lifts his head up out of the trashcan.) Do you know 
anyone else who lives in a trashcan?

TACO BILL:  Just Oscar the Grouch.
SIR NOSE:  Very funny.
TACO BILL:  Why don’t you come out?
SIR NOSE:  You heard what the Burger Queen said. I’m banished. I’ve 

got to keep my nose to the ground for a while. Are you ready?
TACO BILL:  I think so. Did you write a poem?
SIR NOSE:  More or less. I prefer to wax extemporaneously.
TACO BILL:  Oh, sure, right. Whatever that means.
SIR NOSE:  It means that I shall feed you tidbits of poetic morsels, as 

you need them. That way you will sound spontaneous.
TACO BILL:  I just don’t want to make a fool out of myself.
SIR NOSE:  (Glares at TACO BILL.) There is nothing foolish about 

poetry!
TACO BILL:  Oops. Sorry. I didn’t mean that, exactly. Duck down, 

before the Burger Queen sees you.

JACLYN:  We are so sorry, Dairy King.
KRISTY:  Has there been any word?
KING:  No, not yet. But the hour is almost up. When Professor 

McRonalds brings Burger Queen back, I’ll hand over the recipe 
for the secret sauce.

R.B.:  You can’t do it, Dairy King!
CHIP:  You’ll be ruined.
KING:  It’s a price I’m willing to pay to bring Burger Queen safely 

home. (Looks around.) Where’s Taco Bill? It’s almost time for the 
exchange. (He and STUDENTS move LEFT. McRONALDS stays 
back unobserved, edges back toward the counter.)

OLIVE:  He is searching for Sir Nose, the Burger Rat.
JACLYN:  If he can find Sir Nose in time, there might be a chance to 

keep your secret sauce secret.
KRISTY:  But Sir Nose is nowhere to be found.
WENDY:  Disappeared without a trace.
OLIVE:  Not even Pizza Mutt can find him!
KING:  It was a mistake for us to send him away.
DENISE:  We knew you’d regret it.
CHIP:  We’ve all been looking for him.
R.B.:  But we want to be here with you when Burger Queen is 

returned.
KING:  Thank you all for your support. (Breaks down and cries.) I 

miss my little snicker doodle so very much. Boo, hoo, hoo. (While 
STUDENTS comfort him, McRONALDS moves to counter, sets 
straws down and reaches for straws that stand in a can on the 
counter.)

KRISTY:  Don’t you worry, Dairy King. You’ll be reunited in no time at 
all.

OLIVE:  (Looks at watch.) Actually, in about one minute.
JACLYN:  I wish I could get my hands on that Professor McRonalds! 

(McRONALDS freezes.)
WENDY:  I don’t. The only things that frighten me more than rats are 

clowns.
McRONALDS:  (Furiously slams her hand on the counter. ALL turn 

to look at her. Smiles, hides handful of straws behind her back.) 
Uh—it’s nothing. Just a cockroach on the counter. I got it.

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES
ONSTAGE:  Counter UP CENTER with can of straws on it and perhaps 

a napkin holder as well as a cash register; “salad bar” table with 
long tablecloth and covered tray containing plastic banana split 
dishes filled with shaving cream UP RIGHT; tables with chairs 
RIGHT, DOWN RIGHT CENTER and DOWN LEFT CENTER; 
sign with a drawing of a banana split advertising “Grand Unveiling 
Today:  The Burpee Banana Boat” on an easel RIGHT of counter; 
menu board and/or sign advertising “The Burger Palace:  Home 
of the Slopper” UP CENTER on back wall; chair and box or shelf 
containing plastic straws and a length of rope EXTREME DOWN 
RIGHT; trashcans or free-standing cut-out of trashcans EXTREME 
DOWN LEFT. (NOTE:  It is not recommended that a student get 
into an actual trashcan for their safety and sanitary reasons. While 
actual trashcans can be used as props, a cardboard cutout should 
be used for Sir Nose’s home.)

BROUGHT ON, Scene One:
Groucho glasses (SAUNDERS, WIENERSCHNITZEL, PANDA)
Spatula or burger flipper (DAIRY KING)

ONSTAGE, Scene Three:  Plastic trays with wrapped “burgers,” and 
paper cups with lids under counter (NOTE:  It is recommended 
that you do not use real food.); optional mattress behind counter.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Three:
Wallets with “money” (WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE, KRISTY)
Plastic bowl with stirring spoon (DAIRY KING)

BROUGHT ON, Scene Four:
Groucho glasses (McRONALDS)

ONSTAGE, Scene Five:  Optional step stool behind counter; trays full 
of paper cups with lids behind counter.

BROUGHT ON, Scene Five:
File folder holding sheet of paper (DAIRY KING)
Straws (McRONALDS)

COSTUMES
SIR NOSE is mostly humanoid, with pointy rodent ears (made from 

felt) and a bold feather attached to his deerstalker cap, a rat nose 
with whiskers covering the actor’s nose only and a tail attached to 
his belt. He wears a cape and has a fencing foil-type plastic sword 
in a scabbard.
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Sir Nose, The Burger Rat - Set Design

SAUNDERS:  Not no way, not no how.
McRONALDS:  Then we will have to persuade him.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und how, may I ask, vill vee do zat?
McRONALDS:  By kidnapping the Burger Queen and holding her for 

ransom.
SAUNDERS:  I like it!
PANDA:  Ping tong gebush!
SILVER:  Avast ye maties!
McRONALDS:  Gather round, and I’ll explain how we will nab the 

queen! (She and HENCHMEN gather into a huddle. LIGHTS 
FADE TO BLACK.)

End of Scene Two

Scene Three
AT RISE or LIGHTS UP:  The Burger Palace, now cleaned up. The 
Burpee Banana Boat sign is gone. SIR NOSE is hidden in or behind 
the trashcans EXTREME DOWN LEFT. QUEEN and KING are UP 
CENTER behind the counter. WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE and KRISTY 
ENTER DOWN RIGHT.
JACLYN:  Are you sure you don’t want something, Wendy?
WENDY:  (Looks around.) No, thanks, Jaclyn. I’m waiting for Taco Bill. 

He said he wanted to meet me here.
KRISTY:  Do you think he’ll ask you out to the school spirit rally and 

dance?
WENDY:  I hope so.
OLIVE:  Hope all you want, but Taco Bill is so tongue-tied, you could 

starve to death waiting for him to spit it out.
WENDY:  I can’t understand why he’s been avoiding me all day. Taco 

Bill knows I like him.
JACLYN:  Sure, but every time he sees you, he makes a run for the 

border.
WENDY:  And every time I see him, I hear bells ringing.
KRISTY:  Taco Bill likes you, Wendy. He’s just shy. Maybe you’re 

coming on too strong.
OLIVE:  I’ll say. The poem you wrote him was pretty hot stuff. Spicy 

to the max.
WENDY:  Can I help it if I love poetry?

KING:  Cockroach?! At the Burger Palace? I don’t believe it! Let me 
see!

McRONALDS:  (Thinks fast.) Did I say cockroach? No, it wasn’t a 
cockroach. It was a… it was a… peanut shell.

KING:  Oh, all right, then.
JACLYN:  So why did you smack it so hard?
McRONALDS:  Well, I uh—I sprained my shoulder practicing my 

cheers, and so I have to keep my arm behind my back like this. 
And the only way to open a peanut shell one-handed is to smack 
it on something hard.

OLIVE:  Like the counter.
McRONALDS:  Right. (Changes the subject.) Shouldn’t we be 

watching for that incomparably evil genius Professor McRonalds 
and her henchmen?

R.B.:  She’s right. We want to be ready when they get here.
CHIP:  We should spread out, so they can’t pull a fast one on us.
DENISE:  Cover all the exits.
KRISTY:  Right. We don’t want them to grab the recipe for the secret 

sauce without letting Burger Queen go.
JACLYN:  That’s just the kind of stunt they’d try to pull, too.
WENDY:  So we’ll be ready for them.
OLIVE:  Right. Jaclyn, Kristy, Wendy—let’s stand over here and guard 

the entrance. (They move DOWN RIGHT.)
R.B.:  And the rest of us will guard the exit over by the trashcans. (She, 

DENISE and CHIP move DOWN LEFT. While the two groups are 
in motion, McRONALDS pulls the straws out of the can on the 
counter and throws them behind the counter. McRONALDS then 
puts her own straws in the can to replace them.)

KING:  And I’ll be here at the counter to make the trade and to block 
the way to the kitchen. (Sees McRONALDS.) What about you?

McRONALDS:  (Points, moves DOWN LEFT.) I’ll wait over by the 
trashcans, in case Sir Nose shows up after all.

KING:  It’s almost time. Is everybody ready?
ALL:  Ready, Dairy King.
KING:  Thank you all, once again.
KRISTY:  Hey, that’s what friends are for.

BURGER QUEEN should wear a large frilly apron and have an 
identical “backup” apron so that cleanup after the Burpee Banana 
Boat mishap is quick and easy.

DAIRY KING should be padded to look hilariously plump.
PROFESSOR McRONALDS has shocking red hair (a clown wig 

would be appropriate), white gloves and extremely large shoes. 
She could wear a white lab coat, robe or trench coat over her 
cheerleader costume.

CORPORAL SAUNDERS is dressed in a white suit and has a white 
goatee and moustache. He carries a cane.

SHORT JOHN SILVER wears a pirate hat and has a “Captain Hook” 
hook on one hand.

DRAGON PANDA wears a white karate or black ninja outfit and carries 
a ninja or samurai-type plastic sword.

HERR WIENERSCHNITZEL is not a Nazi and should not be played 
as such. He is a relic of World War I and the pompous, aristocratic 
Austro-Hungarian days. He wears an army uniform with a chest 
full of medals and a World War I Kaiser-style pointed helmet on his 
head. He carries a riding crop.

TACO BILL wears a security guard uniform.
PIZZA MUTT may be in a full dog costume with accessories, like a 

vest and pants. Or, just add a hood with floppy ears and a tail, furry 
gloves and socks or slippers to an otherwise human costume, and 
add a little makeup on his face to blacken the tip of the nose.

The STUDENTS wear regular school clothes.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
The roles of R.B. BUNN, DENISE FAZOLI, PIZZA MUTT, DRAGON 
PANDA and PROFESSOR McRONALDS can be cast as either male 
or female roles (change DENISE to DENNIS).
For a larger cast, add EXTRAS as STUDENTS. For a smaller cast, you 
may distribute KRISTY KAREEM’S lines between OLIVE GARDNER 
and JACLYN BACHS. Similarly, CHIP OATLEY and R.B. BUNN can 
split DENISE FAZOLI’S lines.

OPTIONAL SOUND EFFECTS
Swelling, romantic music for the “falling in love” freeze (Scene One); 
hurricane-force winds for SIR NOSE’S magnificent sneeze (Scene 
Five).
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SAUNDERS:  Not no way, not no how.
McRONALDS:  Then we will have to persuade him.
WIENERSCHNITZEL:  Und how, may I ask, vill vee do zat?
McRONALDS:  By kidnapping the Burger Queen and holding her for 

ransom.
SAUNDERS:  I like it!
PANDA:  Ping tong gebush!
SILVER:  Avast ye maties!
McRONALDS:  Gather round, and I’ll explain how we will nab the 

queen! (She and HENCHMEN gather into a huddle. LIGHTS 
FADE TO BLACK.)

End of Scene Two

Scene Three
AT RISE or LIGHTS UP:  The Burger Palace, now cleaned up. The 
Burpee Banana Boat sign is gone. SIR NOSE is hidden in or behind 
the trashcans EXTREME DOWN LEFT. QUEEN and KING are UP 
CENTER behind the counter. WENDY, JACLYN, OLIVE and KRISTY 
ENTER DOWN RIGHT.
JACLYN:  Are you sure you don’t want something, Wendy?
WENDY:  (Looks around.) No, thanks, Jaclyn. I’m waiting for Taco Bill. 

He said he wanted to meet me here.
KRISTY:  Do you think he’ll ask you out to the school spirit rally and 

dance?
WENDY:  I hope so.
OLIVE:  Hope all you want, but Taco Bill is so tongue-tied, you could 

starve to death waiting for him to spit it out.
WENDY:  I can’t understand why he’s been avoiding me all day. Taco 

Bill knows I like him.
JACLYN:  Sure, but every time he sees you, he makes a run for the 

border.
WENDY:  And every time I see him, I hear bells ringing.
KRISTY:  Taco Bill likes you, Wendy. He’s just shy. Maybe you’re 

coming on too strong.
OLIVE:  I’ll say. The poem you wrote him was pretty hot stuff. Spicy 

to the max.
WENDY:  Can I help it if I love poetry?
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KING:  Oh, all right, then.
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McRONALDS:  Well, I uh—I sprained my shoulder practicing my 

cheers, and so I have to keep my arm behind my back like this. 
And the only way to open a peanut shell one-handed is to smack 
it on something hard.

OLIVE:  Like the counter.
McRONALDS:  Right. (Changes the subject.) Shouldn’t we be 

watching for that incomparably evil genius Professor McRonalds 
and her henchmen?

R.B.:  She’s right. We want to be ready when they get here.
CHIP:  We should spread out, so they can’t pull a fast one on us.
DENISE:  Cover all the exits.
KRISTY:  Right. We don’t want them to grab the recipe for the secret 

sauce without letting Burger Queen go.
JACLYN:  That’s just the kind of stunt they’d try to pull, too.
WENDY:  So we’ll be ready for them.
OLIVE:  Right. Jaclyn, Kristy, Wendy—let’s stand over here and guard 

the entrance. (They move DOWN RIGHT.)
R.B.:  And the rest of us will guard the exit over by the trashcans. (She, 

DENISE and CHIP move DOWN LEFT. While the two groups are 
in motion, McRONALDS pulls the straws out of the can on the 
counter and throws them behind the counter. McRONALDS then 
puts her own straws in the can to replace them.)

KING:  And I’ll be here at the counter to make the trade and to block 
the way to the kitchen. (Sees McRONALDS.) What about you?

McRONALDS:  (Points, moves DOWN LEFT.) I’ll wait over by the 
trashcans, in case Sir Nose shows up after all.

KING:  It’s almost time. Is everybody ready?
ALL:  Ready, Dairy King.
KING:  Thank you all, once again.
KRISTY:  Hey, that’s what friends are for.

BURGER QUEEN should wear a large frilly apron and have an 
identical “backup” apron so that cleanup after the Burpee Banana 
Boat mishap is quick and easy.

DAIRY KING should be padded to look hilariously plump.
PROFESSOR McRONALDS has shocking red hair (a clown wig 

would be appropriate), white gloves and extremely large shoes. 
She could wear a white lab coat, robe or trench coat over her 
cheerleader costume.

CORPORAL SAUNDERS is dressed in a white suit and has a white 
goatee and moustache. He carries a cane.

SHORT JOHN SILVER wears a pirate hat and has a “Captain Hook” 
hook on one hand.

DRAGON PANDA wears a white karate or black ninja outfit and carries 
a ninja or samurai-type plastic sword.

HERR WIENERSCHNITZEL is not a Nazi and should not be played 
as such. He is a relic of World War I and the pompous, aristocratic 
Austro-Hungarian days. He wears an army uniform with a chest 
full of medals and a World War I Kaiser-style pointed helmet on his 
head. He carries a riding crop.

TACO BILL wears a security guard uniform.
PIZZA MUTT may be in a full dog costume with accessories, like a 

vest and pants. Or, just add a hood with floppy ears and a tail, furry 
gloves and socks or slippers to an otherwise human costume, and 
add a little makeup on his face to blacken the tip of the nose.

The STUDENTS wear regular school clothes.

FLEXIBLE CASTING
The roles of R.B. BUNN, DENISE FAZOLI, PIZZA MUTT, DRAGON 
PANDA and PROFESSOR McRONALDS can be cast as either male 
or female roles (change DENISE to DENNIS).
For a larger cast, add EXTRAS as STUDENTS. For a smaller cast, you 
may distribute KRISTY KAREEM’S lines between OLIVE GARDNER 
and JACLYN BACHS. Similarly, CHIP OATLEY and R.B. BUNN can 
split DENISE FAZOLI’S lines.

OPTIONAL SOUND EFFECTS
Swelling, romantic music for the “falling in love” freeze (Scene One); 
hurricane-force winds for SIR NOSE’S magnificent sneeze (Scene 
Five).
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