
SAMPLE SCRIPT 

ACT ONE, SCENE ONE 

The Farm. This is not an actual farm, but a nickname for MI6’s secret headquarters, 

accessed through an old apothecary shop in the heart of London.  

‘Y’, the Head of the Secret Intelligence Service, is mid rant. James and Simone stand 

there sheepishly. In a separate office to the side sits Miss Sterling-Pound at a desk.  

Y One photo! That was all I asked for. One little snap showing who came to 
meet him. I couldn’t have made it easier for you.  

Templar We’re sorry, ‘Y’.  

Smythe We’ve let you down, ‘Y’, big time.  

Y Let me down! The milkman lets me down. The train service lets me 
down. You? You’ve allowed one of our foremost scientists to be snatched 
from right under your noses in broad daylight in the middle of London. 
Who knows what they’ve got him making at this very moment! And the 
worst part of this whole … debacle … is that you didn’t even manage to 
reel in the darn fish anyway.  

Smythe I did my absolute best, Ma’am: it was a beast.  

Y Quiet. I don’t want to hear another word from either of you.  

Templar Yes, Ma’am.  

Y That’s two words! 

Simone goes to apologise, then stops herself and nods as music begins. The song is 

ostensibly led by Y, but joined by the ensemble.  



SECRET AGENT (#2/14) 

If you wanna be a secret agent, 

You can never ever be complacent, 

You will need to learn disguise, 

If you wanna stay alive.  

You must learn the art of infiltration,  

How to gather secret information, 

Find the clues and follow ev’ry trail,  

And chances are you’ll live to tell the tale of a secret agent.  

 

If you wanna be a secret agent, 

You will need to be composed and patient, 

Cleverer than all the rest, 

Better than the very best.  

You will need to learn to walk a tightrope, 

Find a way to win when there is no hope, 

If you think there’s no option to fail,  

Then chances are you’ll live to tell the tale of a secret agent.  

 

Secret agent 

Secret agent 

Secret agent 

 

Y Needless to say, I’m having to bring in new personnel to clear up your 
mess. (into her intercom) Miss Sterling-Pound, send in Steed and 
Newchap.  

Miss S-P Of course, ‘Y’.  

Y Because I’ve asked you too, that’s why.  

Miss S-P Yes, ‘Y’. Er … Ma’am.  

Smythe Steed? Not Joanna Steed? 

Y Yes, your protégé.  

Smythe (to Templar) She was my student.  



Y And now she has become your master.  

Smythe Well, my mistress.  

Templar She’s your mistress?  

Smythe What? No! 

Y Quiet. From now on, your job is to listen. You might even learn 
something.  

Joanna Steed, via Miss Sterling-Pound’s office, enters confidently, holdings some files. 

She is followed more cautiously by Vincent Woods.  

Steed Good morning, Ma’am.  

Y Steed. Newchap.   

Woods I’m not Newchap, Ma’am.  

Y You’re not? Who are you then? 

Woods I’m Woods.  

Y Then where’s Newchap? 

Steed This is him. Newchap is Woods.  

Y Oh, I see. Under-cover already, eh? Good. Now then, Steed, tell me how 
you’re going to scoop up this mess of theirs.  

Steed Yes, Ma’am.  

She hands Y and each of the agents a file. They all open it and each take out a large 

photograph.  

Steed P branch have managed to touch it up. We retrieved it from the head-
cam of a unicyclist.  

Y A unicyclist? 

Smythe Someone who rides a one-wheeled bicycle.  

Y (glaring at him) I’m perfectly aware of what a unicyclist is, Smythe.  

Woods The larger man is Paws. The smaller man is Tic-Tac.  

Templar We know them well. Guns for hire.  

Smythe Often found dancing in the dark.  



Y Bizarre. Hired by whom, though? That’s the question. Whoever it is, 
they’ll have Professor Beach by now. I want him found and his release 
secured by whatever means necessary.  

Smythe You can count on us, Ma’am. We’re like a trusty old abacus.  

Steed Limited in use and nowhere near as good as its modern counterpart? 

Smythe Hey! 

Y I couldn’t agree more, Steed. Keep him in check. And visit ‘P’ branch 
again before you go. They’ve been working on some new bits and pieces.  

Steed Yes, Ma’am.  

Y moves to her desk and sits down as the agents start to leave via Miss Sterling-Pound’s 

office. Smythe stops for his hat.  

Smythe Good morning, Sterling-Pound. I must say you’re looking ravenous today.  

Miss S-P Do you mean ravishing? 

Smythe No, ravenous. You look really hungry. Did you miss breakfast? 

Y shouts from her office.  

Y Out! 

Smythe raises his eyebrows towards Miss S-B and leaves. She watches him go, wistfully.  

Incidental Music – “I Spy A Spy” (#15) 

 

END OF SAMPLE SCRIPT 

 

 


