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M, And M -- Chris 
Bond, James Bond -- Nigel
Finger, Cold Finger (a snowman) – Ben
George, Prince George  -- Content
Penny, Money Penny -- Misty
No, Doctor No -- HEA
Clause, Santa Clause – Norris

Doo, Scooby Doo -- Dog



MoneyPenny:  M will see you now, Mr. Bond.

Bond:  Oh dear, am I in trouble again?

Penny (seductively):  You’ve been a bad, bad boy.  (giggles)

Bond pinches her cheek (or slaps her bottom, or whatever) on the way into M’s office.

M is seated with her dog on her lap.  

Bond:  Yes?

M:  Sit.

Bond continues to stand

M:  SIT.

Bond:  Who, me?

M:  Who else?

Bond: (indicating dog)  Oh.  I thought...

M:  You’re not paid to think, Bond.

Bond:  That’s it, M.  I will not take your insults any longer.

He turns to leave.

M:  STAY.  We need you, Bond.  
We’re about to receive a visit from a very important guest 
who has details of a mission we’ll undertake at his behest.
I want you to be on your best behavior.  Now BEHAVE.  SIT.

Bond sits.

Ms. MoneyPenny enters:  Prince George stands at the door.

M:  Thank you.  Escort him in.

Prince George enters.  He’s a bit of a dolt.  

George:  I open this door and enter in
The greatest favors sought to win.

M and Bond rise to greet him and to introduce themselves.  They all shake hands

M:  Howdyado, your majesty. I’m M, And M.  (introducing the dog) And this is Doo, Scooby Doo.

Bond:  Bond, James Bond

MoneyPenny:  Penny, Money Penny

George:  George, Prince George from old England sprung.
My famous name through all the world hath rung.

George, Prince George, the king’s own son.
My hands and head are made of hard knuckle bone,
And no man can make me feel. 

MoneyPenny:  Can’t I make thee feel?

M: (to Money Penny)  Stand off, Miss Penny and let no more be said.

MoneyPenny:  But satisfaction I must have before I go away.

M:  You can’t get no satisfaction today
So guard your body and mind your head.

Bond: (to MoneyPenny)  I’ll call you.

MoneyPenny:  ‘K.

M:  (to George) Please be seated, your highness.  (to Bond)  Sit.  (to the prince) How may we serve you, sire?

George:  I’ve come to ask your assistance on a mission of the gravest importance.  As you know...
Christmas comes but once a year,
But when it does, it brings good cheer,
Roast beef, plum pudding, room temperature beer.


But a villain vile with deadly touch
Wreaks chaos, mayhem, inconvenience and such.
His wiley wickedness scoffs all laws.
He’s out to murder... Santa Claus!!!!!!

M:  NO!

Bond:  NO!

George:  YES!

Money Penny: George, Prince George, don't talk so bold. ​
There’s a fiend outside will make your blood run cold


M:  Who is he, I'd like to know?

Bond:  Yes. Who is this scofflaw of whom you speak?  
Does he walk like a duck? Does he shuffle and squeak?

He must be a monster, or at least a freak.

Cold Finger steps in briefly from off stage, singing:

Coldfinger 
I’m the man with the icy touch 
Icicly touch.

He steps off stage again.

M: (to Bond)  Cold Finger!  A formidable foe indeed!  7, double-07, your mission, should you choose to accept it, is to SAVE CHRISTMAS!!! 

George:  Time is of the essence! I leave this in your capable hands.

George exits.  M goes to her computer and types a few words.

M: (to the prince)  I’ll look him up on Wikipedia.

MoneyPenny:  Ooh, is he on Facebook?

Bond:  And do a Google map and see if you can find him.
And a Google street view to see if he’s in his yard.

They wait, expectantly.

M: (to Prince)  Sorry, the internet’s a little slow today.

Bond, stoically making his farewell:  I can’t wait any longer.  I’m out of here.  
M:  Don’t you want to wait on this Google map?

Bond:  Nah, I’ll just look him up in the phone book. 

Bond ‘exits’ downstage while M and the MoneyPenny continue to work on the computer.

Enter Santa down the center aisle, handing out candy to the children.  Bond spots him and goes into protective spying behavior, hiding here & there, gun at the ready.

Santa:  In comes I, old Father Christmas,
Sometimes welcome, sometimes not,
Sometimes cold and sometimes hot,
Sometimes with a runny nose, sometimes snot,
I hope old Father Christmas will never be forgot!

Will someone buy a drink for this jolly old elf?

M & MoneyPenny:  NO!
 
Santa:  Then I suppose I’ll have to help myself.
I’m off to the bar, I won’t be long,
(to Bond) Come here, you there, and carry on the song.

Enter Cold Finger.  He and Bond both approach Santa as he comes up the aisle, eyeing each other, hands on their weapons.

Santa is at the stage now and greets Cold Finger, mistaking him for Frosty the Snowman.

Santa:  Frosty, old chap!  Long time no see.  
I was just headed to the bar.  Won’t you join me?

Bond:  NO!  Stay where you are!  That’s not Frosty!  It’s....

Cold Finger:  Finger, Cold Finger.

He extends his hand.

Santa:  Ah.  Mucho gusto.  Claus, Santa Claus.

They shake hands.  Cold Finger holds on tight.

Cold Finger:  Now I’ve got you in my icy grip.
You’ll never take another trip
Around the world in your reindeer sleigh.
Don’t think that you can get away.
And children everywhere will dread 
To hear that Santa Claus is dead.
You’re days are numbered, Old Saint Nick.
Into your belly I will stick, stick, stick
My icicle finger, prick, prick, prick.

He stabs Santa.  Santa falls down nearly dead.   M and MoneyPenny look up from computer and step forward to see what’s going on.

Santa:  Now I must lie stretched upon the ground,
All limp and useless too.

MoneyPenny:  Stabbed and maimed and done him to death.
Send for a doctor while he still has breath.
Dear Old Santa!  Poor St. Nick!
He is sorely wounded in the….

M:  Bond, you’ve failed us!  

Bond:  Never fear!  I have my trusty spy weapons at hand
And will use them to punish this frigid brigand. 

Bond pulls out all his super-duper spy weapons -- a slinky, some jacks that he throws on the floor, a yo-yo, a ball, a nerf sword, etc. -- and attacks Cold Finger.  Nothing seems to work.

While they’re fighting, Miss MoneyPenny exits and comes back with a tea kettle and tray of cups

MoneyPenny:  Tea Time!!

The fighting stops as everyone eagerly but politely accepts tea from Miss M. 
She serves George first since he’s the Prince, then M.  Bond takes one.

MoneyPenney: (to Cold Finger) Sir?  

Cold Finger: Oh, you’re too kind.  Thank you so much. 

MoneyPenny:  Shall we toast our tea...

Bond:  And toast (holding up toast)...
MoneyPenny:  our toast...to poor departed Father Christmas?

Santa:  I’m not dead yet.....

MoneyPenny:  ...to poor dying Father Christmas?

Everyone lifts their cups, saying: To Father Christmas.  To Santa, etc.

Bond gooses Miss MoneyPenny as she hoists the kettle and spills hot water all over Cold Finger.

Cold Finger:  HOT!!!!!!! I’m melting (ala the Wicked Witch of the West)

Cold Finger dies.

M:  Well done, indeed, Miss Money Penny.  Now…  
Is there a doctor to be found,
Or any near at hand,
To cure this deep and deadly wound
And make Old Santa stand?

Enter Dr. No.

Dr. No:  In comes I, seventh son of a quack doctor!

M:  Howdya do, doctor.  I’m M, and M.  This is Doo, Scooby Doo, Bond, James Bond, Penny, Money Penny.  That’s Clause, Santa Claus lying there wounded, Finger, Cold Finger melting there all over the floor, and of course you know George, Prince George.  

The doctor shakes hands all around, even with the dying Santa and introduces himself:

Dr. No:  No, Dr. No.

M:  No!!!!  NO?

Dr. No:  Yes. No.

M:  But I KNOW Dr. No, and you’re no No! You are an imposternator, and that’s a no-no. 

Dr. No:  No.  THAT Dr. No you know is no No. He has no No nose. 
Bond:  Then how does he smell?

Dr. No:  Well, he could use a bath.

M: Oh. So. You know the Nos by their nose? 

Dr. No:  Yes. The No’s know. 

Bond:  And, ergo, quid dixit, summa cum laude, the nose knows!

MoneyPenny:  Yes, you smell gooooooooooood.  And I like your shoes. 
And your shirt.  And you’re so nice to help us save Father Christmas.

Dr. No:  Delighted, my dear.  “No” shoes.  “No” shirt.  “No” service.

M:  Well, No, Dr. No, can you cure St. Nick?
He seems to have suffered a ghastly prick
To that part of his body we call his (ahem) tummy.

Dr. No:  I can cure the mollygrubs, the sollygrubs,
And trifling things like bollynubs.
The hip, the pip, the palsey and the gout.
The pains within and the pains without,

Bring an old man as' been dead forty year.
I'll make 'im rise up an eat bread an cheese off of a leg o’mutton.
As well as ever he did.
I have a bottle by my side, the fame spreads far & wide. 
A drop on head, a drop on heart -- rise up, St. Nick and take thy part. 

He drops the medicine on Santa but nothing works.  

Dr. No:  Rise up, St. Nick, and take thy part!!!!!

He pulls out a large hypodermic needle:

Dr. No:  Ah, well then, the full no.1 cure - The Injectorator!  
Some folks uses vaseline, some folks uses lard.
But I just spits upon the end and rams it in real hard.

Santa:  I’m up!  I’m up!  I need no shot.  
Now old Father Christmas will not be forgot!

Dr. No (indicating Cold Finger):  Shall I?

Santa:  But of course.

Dr. No injects Cold Finger with the big hypodermic.  Cold Finger rises.

Money Penny: (to Bond and Cold Finger)  I recommend a cup of tea, with sugar if you take it.
Resolve your quarrels peacefully – with care, I know you’ll make it.

Cold Finger:  Iced tea for me, please.

Bond:  Shaken, not stirred.

Santa:  Now we have performed Prince George
And his agent double-0-7.
Let us now be thoughtful as the old year departs

And hopeful as a new year starts.

So with a rink tink tink and a sup more drink
May happiness abound.
Ho, Ho, Ho!  Merrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrry Christmas!
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