
               Presents: 
 
 

 
 
Seeking performers ages 11 THROUGH ADULT for Shoreline Theatre Company’s first play. 
Hailed as “miraculous” and the “most exhilarating storytelling in decades” this strikingly funny, 
yet stunningly heartfelt prequel to Peter Pan is sure to delight audiences of all ages. 
 
 

AUDITIONS JULY 29TH & 30TH 6pm-9pm 
 

PERFORMANCES OCTOBER 3RD & 4TH 
 

 
Please EMAIL ShorelineTheatreCompany@gmail.com to reserve your audition day. You will be 
asked to read monologues and/or scenes from the play. 
 
Scenes, character breakdown, and more information about the play and our production can be 
found at www.shorelinetheatrecompany.com   



Character Breakdown 
 

Black Stache  
A notorious pirate, terrorizing the seven seas in search of a worthy adversary. Heartless, hirsute, 
and suspiciously well read. Partial to the poetical and theatrical, which causes him to behave 
quite flamboyantly. 
 
Molly Aster  
A young girl and Starcatcher apprentice who is taken aboard the Neverland as precious cargo. 
Curious and intelligent, she is only beginning to understand the confusing romantic longings that 
come with her age. She will risk anything for the sake of what is right. 
 
Boy/Peter 
A lonely and hardened orphan who doesn't miss much. Nameless, homeless, and friendless at the 
beginning of the play and a hero by the end. He wants a home and a family more than anything 
and dreams of a life of being free. 
 
Grempkin/Mack  
As Grempkin, the mean and malodorous schoolmaster of St. Norbert’s Orphanage for Lost Boys. 
As Mack, a very bad sailor who wants to be anywhere than under the thumb of Bill Slank. 
 
Sanchez/Fighting Prawn  
As Sanchez, a hardworking Spanish pirate with an identity crisis. As Fighting Prawn, King of the 
Mollusks. Son of Jumbo Prawn and Littleneck Clam. Kidnapped by British sailors and brought 
to chains in England, he served as sous-chef where he learned Italian wines and mastered Italian 
cuisine. He has since returned to the island and vows to murder any trespassers.  
 
Mrs. Bumbrake/Teacher  
Molly's nanny, a stereotypical British cad and outfitted with the duty of teaching Molly about 
womanhood. She still has enough charm in her age to attract a sailor or two. Doubles as 
TEACHER. 
 
Slank/Hawking Clam  
As Slank, The Neverland’s vicious captain, without the skill or quality to lead anyone but 
himself. As Hawking Clam, son of Fighting Prawn and Sweet n’ Sour Shrimp. One day, he will 
ascend the Clam throne as head of the Royal Clam Clan. 
 
Smee  
Black Stache's first mate. He is single-mindedly dedicated to his captain's every whim. 



 
Prentiss  
An orphan, ambitious, hyper-articulate, and logical. He yearns to be a leader, even when he 
knows in his heart that he'll never be one. A bit of a blowhard with a touch of cowardice. 
 
Alf 
An old sea dog. Something about him appeals to the feminine sensibility -- might be his bowlegs, 
his saucy gait, or his kind heart.  
 
Lord Leonard Aster  
Molly’s father, a loyal subject to the Queen. The very model of a Victorian England gentleman, 
he is a faithful friend and a secret Starcatcher.  
 
Captain Robert Falcon Scott  
Captain of Britain’s fastest frigate, the Wasp.  
 
Ted  
An orphan who is obsessed with food. A natural actor, easy wit, and perhaps a future poet.  
 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



MRS. BUMBRAKE SIDE 

 

MRS. BUMBRAKE 

First-class ain’t what it used to be. ‘Course back in my salad days, I was a green 
girl bringing up brats in a big, breezy brownstone in Brighton. That was a tight 
spot, too, and hell on the household help. Especially the kitchen boy -- a lovely 
island lad who cooked a cunning cannelloni, plus a pasta fazool to make you drool. 
But oh, it made the master mad how the mistress moaned fer ‘is manicotti. He beat 
that boy something brutal, but the boy didn’t say boo. Point is-- we must button our 
beaks and be brave like that boy, or my name’s not Betty Bumbrake. Now, you 
might well be afraid you’ll never clap eyes on your father again, and it cuts me to 
the core, but never show that sorry Slank the slightest sniff of fear. There are men 
who can smell it on you, Molly, and they make you pay...  



MOLLY, PRENTISS, AND TED SIDE 

TED: What is it?! 
 
PRENTISS: What are you? 
 
MOLLY: I’m a girl. 
 

They edge away, the BOY hiding behind TED and PRENTISS. 
 
PRENTISS: No way. 
 
TED: We saw a girl once. It was nothing like you. It was all- (characterizing that awful girl of 
yore) “aarrghh, rowrrr, gonna getcha!” 
 
MOLLY: Who is the leader here? 
 
PRENTISS: Who wants to know? 
 
MOLLY: Molly Aster. Doctor Pretorius back home says I have an extraordinarily high level of 
brain power. 
 
PRENTISS: If you’re so smart, how come you’re stuck in this dirt bucket? 
 
MOLLY: I’m not stuck. I’m going to meet my father in Rundoon. He has important things to do. 
 
PRENTISS: We have important things to do.  
 
TED: No we don’t.  
 
PRENTISS: I’m the leader, and I say we got some things. 
 
MOLLY: Up on our end of the ship we get served proper food. I can lead you there -- which 
would make me the leader. 
 
TED: Proper food? Really? 
 
MOLLY: Just tell me your names. 
 
PRENTISS: Why should we? 
 
MOLLY: (conspiratorially) Only that… if you have names, they serve you meat. 
 
TED: TED! I’m TED! 



 
PRENTISS: But I call him Tubby, ‘cuz he’s food obsessed. 
 
TED: I am not food ob- 
 
PRENTISS: D’you write poems about pie? 
 
TED: To pass the time. 
 
PRENTISS: Hide beans in your blanket? 
 
TED: It’s a blood sugar thing. 
 
PRENTISS: Faint at the merest whisper of… (To MOLLY gleeful) get this -- (Back to TED) 
sticky pudding! 
 
TED: (Falling to his knees) Sticky pudding, it’s so good! 
 
PRENTISS: Like I said, food-obsessed. I’m Prentiss. I’m in charge here. 
 
MOLLY: (turns to TED) Ever notice, Ted -- the more you claim leadership, the more it eludes 
you? 
 
TED: (to PRENTISS) Oh, snap!  



ASTER AND SMEE SIDE 
 

ASTER: What are you playing at? 
 
SMEE: “Pirates” sir. The Wasp is now a pirate ship. Your British crew’s in chains below! 
 
ASTER: There’ve been no pirates om these parts for a hundred years! 
 
SMEE: We’ve been keeping a very low profile. 
 
ASTER: And you’re the Captain, I suppose? 
 
SMEE: I, sir? 
 
ASTER: Aye, sir. You, sir. 
 
SMEE: No, sir. Not Smee, sir. 
 
ASTER: Smee, sir? 
 
SMEE: That’s me, sir. But no Captain I, sir. 
 
ASTER: You lie, sir. 
 
SMEE: Oh no, sir. The devil himself’s in charge hereabouts. 
 
ASTER: The devil you say? 
 
SMEE: The Prince of Darkness. Our Satanic Supervisor. Foul and Nasty with the Cloven Hoof. 
 
ASTER: And how would one identify him in a crowd? 
 
SMEE: By his legendary cookie-duster, that’s how! 
 
ASTER: Whiskers? 
 
SMEE: By his celebrated mouth-brow, that’s how! 
 
ASTER: Well, does he have a name? 
 
SMEE: The pirate captain they call… BLACK STACHE!  



BLACK STACHE SIDE 
 
 

BLACK STACHE 
 
Now, you’re likely wondering, can the fellow before you be entirely evil? Can no compassion 
un-crease this furrowed brew? Dang it. I mean brow. Well, fret not, mon frere -- I’m a romantic! 
There’s a poet in these pirate veins and so I plug into the muse. But what to do? Which style to 
use? Iambic? Box office posion! Haiku? SamurAI-don’t-think-so! Hoopah! Got it! 
A pirate with scads of panache 
Wants the key to the trunk with the cash. 
Now, here’s some advice, 
Tho’ I seem to be nice - 
I’LL CUT YOU!!! Slit you up one side ‘n’ down the other so ye can watch your own stomach 
flop around on the deck. I say, Smee -- you did explain to my Lord that I’m a bloodthirsty 
outlaw, right? Because we haven’t got all night, Smee. People have paid for nannies and parking. 
Stand aside. I’ll have to do it myself, or I’m not BLACK STACHE!! I refer, of course, to THIS! 
The trademark nose-brush of every man, woman, and child in me family, dating right back to the 
amoeba. Yet, for us, the face foliage has been, oh so much more than a lawn on the lip, sir. 
(Inspirationally) ‘Tis where we are, and why we are it. And when everyone else got out of the 
pirate business, The Stache stuck it out knowing one day my ship would come in. This is the day. 
This is the ship. (Suddenly menacing) Now, cough up the key, my Lord.  



ASTER AND MOLLY SIDE 
 

MOLLY: Please let me come with you. I don’t like it on this ship. 
 
ASTER: You’re safer here on the Neverland. By the time you arrive in Rundoon, I’ll have 
completed my mission and we’ll be together again. 
 
MOLLY: Daddy... I know you don’t need my help in Rundoon, but I’ve got to start pulling my 
weight sometime. 
 
ASTER: You’re all grown up, aren’t you. 
 
MOLLY: I am, Daddy. Courage now, promise? 
 
ASTER: Promise. 
 
MOLLY: (Giving in to tears) Oh dear.  
 
ASTER: Daughter. A word. There isn’t any treasure in the Queen’s trunk, and what is in it has 
to be destroyed by the order of Her Majesty, Queen Victoria. 
 
MOLLY: God Save Her. 
 
ASTER: I’ll have to move quickly before the King of Rundoon even knows I’m there. 
 
MOLLY: But how are you going to destroy it? 
 
ASTER: Can you keep it a secret? 
 
MOLLY: I can. 
 
ASTER: We must speak in Dodo. (Ad-libbing bird noises) Cwah cheep wirp reet burp. 
 
MOLLY: (Speaking with great difficulty) Click … bleep … cwaaah! 
 
ASTER: Sorry? 
 
MOLLY: Um… Click bleep cwwwwaahhh! 
 
ASTER: I think you mean… No matter. (Giving her an amulet) Don’t ever take this off or let 
anyone else touch it. You know what’s in this amulet, Molly. And you know how to use it if 
you’re ever in trouble. 
 
MOLLY: But what if something happens to you? You need me on the Wasp. 
 



ASTER: Too dangerous. I won’t have it. 
 
MOLLY: I want to be a part of the mission. 
 
ASTER: If you can’t be British, you can go straight home and back to school, young lady. 
 
MOLLY: NO! Don’t send me home, please. I’ll be good. I promise.  
 
ASTER: Soon as I’m done in Rundoon, we’ll take a few weeks in the Antipodes -- scare up 
some rare bird eggs, hmmm? I might even teach you to speak Porpoise.  
 
MOLLY: Yes, Daddy. 
 
ASTER: There’s my little Starcatcher. 
 
MOLLY: Just an apprentice. If I were a Starcatcher, I’d be on the Wasp with you!  



BOY (PETER) SIDE 
 
 

BOY 
 

Tell you what. You say “sorry” so easy, like the rough patch’s smoothed over, no hard feelings, 
and everything’s fixed. Well, no. There’s dark… a mass of darkness in the world, and if you get 
trapped in that cave like us, it beats you down. “Sorry” can’t fix it. Better to say nothing than 
“sorry.” (Hearing his mother’s song from far off) When it’s night, and I’m too scared to sleep, I 
look through the cracks, y’know? -- between the wood nailed over the window -- and I see all 
those little stars that I can’t reach, and I think that in a hundred years, two or three hundred 
maybe, boy’ll be free and life’ll be so beautiful that nobody’ll ever say “sorry” again -- cuz 
nobody’ll have to. I think about that a lot.  
 
  



BOY AND BLACK STACHE SIDE 
 

BOY: What are you? 
 
STACHE: What am I?! I’m BLACK STACHE! 
 
BOY: Never heard o’ you. 
 
STACHE: Liar! The Stache is on everyone’s lips. (Nonchalantly) Why, is that the Queen’s trunk 
you’re sitting on? 
 
BOY: Oh yeah, Queen’s trunk, totally. Molly Aster told me to protect it. 
 
STACHE: From who? 
 
BOY: Pirates like you. 
 
STACHE: But we have all the fun! 
 
BOY: You do? 
 
STACHE: Abso-loony. A little swash, a bit o’ buckle -- you’d love it more than bread! Now, 
give us the trunk and join the party …. er …. Appellation, please. (Off the BOY’s blank face) 
Yer name, bub. 
 
BOY: No name. Orphan. 
 
STACHE: (Affecting pity) You’re more at sea than Columbus, boy. If you were a pirate, you’d 
have a proper name. 
 
BOY: You could do that? 
 
STACHE: I’m the boss, ain’t I? How about Bluebeard Bob? Long John Larry? Oooh! We hung 
a bloke from the yardarm a week ago Wednesday -- Pirate Pete. That’s available. 
 
BOY: Pirate Pete… 
 
STACHE: Good solid name is Peter, like a rock. That’s what you’ll be, boy, my rock.  
Now give me the trunk.  



BOY AND MOLLY SIDE 
 

MOLLY: Get below deck, boy. If Slank sees you on deck, he’ll rear up like the --  
 
BOY: You were talking to your neck-thing. 
 
MOLLY: No, I wasn’t.  
 
BOY: I know what I saw. 
 
MOLLY: Well, there was… there was a porpoise swimming alongside the ship, and it was 
making those funny noises that porpoises make, and I thought I’d make some funny noises too, 
that’s all. 
 
BOY: So you were talking to a fish? 
 
MOLLY: Porpoises are not fish. They’re mammals, just like you. Or Germans.  
 
BOY: Then how come your neck-thing glows and rings all by itself? 
 
MOLLY: (Not very connvincing) It’s for swimming. I’m a good swimmer. It’s a swimming 
medal. 
 
BOY: Right. Swimming. Sure. And what’s starstuff? 
 
MOLLY: Decision. I’m going to trust you. 
 
BOY: Why? I’m just a boy. 
 
MOLLY: I know. Pity. You like to look at the stars? Well, there they are -- 
 
BOY: There’s so many… 
 
MOLLY: They look safe, don’t they, sparkling up there like diamonds. 
 
BOY: I like when they shoot across the sky! Shooom! 
 
MOLLY: (Suddenly very much like her father) Sometimes pieces of them fall to earth -- little 
bits that look like sand. Can you keep a secret? 



BOY: I can. 
 
MOLLY: Those little bits are starstuff. The trunk in Slank’s cabin is full of it. (Grabs her 
amulet) There’s some in here too, in case I’m ever in trouble. 
 
BOY: (Tries to touch it) Starstuff?? Lemme see!! 
 
MOLLY: NO!! (Pulls it away) It changes people if they touch it. 
 
BOY: How? 
 
MOLLY: Different ways -- depending on what they want to be. 
 
BOY: So if somebody gets their hands on this starstuff and -- 
 
MOLLY: -- and they’re evil and greedy like Genghis Khan, or they’re hungry for world 
domination like Caesar or Napoleon or, you know, Ayn Rand -- 
 
BOY: Who’s that? 
 
MOLLY: Uch, didn’t you learn anything at the orphanage? 
 
BOY: Was kinda busy trying not to die. 
 
MOLLY: Oh. 
 
BOY: So if starstuff’s so dangerous, why’re you afrer it? 
 
MOLLY: I’m a Starcatcher. We have special powers that we use in secret -- to keep starstuff 
away from tyrants who try to rule the world. 
 
BOY: You mean, like Queen Victoria? 
 
MOLLY: God Save Her. And no, that’s different. She doesn’t need starstuff to rule the world. 
She’s British. 
 
BOY: So you’re a -- what is it? 
 
MOLLY: Starcatcher. There’s only six and a half of us on the planet. 



BOY: Six and a half? 
 
MOLLY: I’m still an apprentice. 
 
BOY: Okay. So prove it. 
 
MOLLY: What? 
 
BOY: Go on. Amaze me with your special powers. 
 
MOLLY: It’s not a magic show. I’m not like some magician guy. 
 
BOY: Well, I mean if you can’t actually do anything… 
 
MOLLY: Fine, whatever. To have faith is to have wings.  



STACHE AND SMEE SIDE 
 

STACHE: Set me down, you dozy prat. I can’t go another step. 
 
SMEE: That trunk is hard to find, Cap’n. 
 
STACHE: So it is. Elusive as the melody in a Philip Glass opera. 
 
SMEE: Rest yerself a while. Smee’ll track yer treasure solo. 
 
STACHE: Negaroni. We’ll trick the pewling spawn and make ‘em bring it hither. But how to do 
it? How to smoke ‘em out -- 
 
SMEE: We could lure ‘em, Cap’n! 
 
STACHE: Lure ‘em, y’say? 
 
SMEE: (Smacks himself on the head) Stupid idea, Smee. Stupid, stupid! 
 
STACHE: Lure ‘em, yes. Down here to the butch. 
 
SMEE: Beach. 
 
STACHE: Beach. In which case, we shall need -- 
 
SMEE: A magnet. A really big one. That’ll attract ‘em! 
 
STACHE: Smee, Smee… I know your heart’s in the right place, but -- 
 

A roar is heard. 
 
STACHE: Smee, you’ve been hitting the three-bean couscous again. 
 
SMEE: ‘Tweren’t I, Cap’n. 
 
STACHE: Wait! I have it! 
 
SMEE: (Seeing something shocking overheard) Oh, Captain? 
 



STACHE: Lucky for me you saved the ukulele! 
 
SMEE: Captain Stache!!!! 
 
STACHE: A siren’s song is what we need, Smee, and you’re going to be the luscious siren -- 
(Sees Mister Grin) WHOA! BIG CROC! 
 
SMEE: He’s chewing all the scenery, sir. 
 
STACHE: Not in my scene! (To Mister Grin) Spare me the theatrics, y’reptilian ham! (Mister 
Grin roars) Abandon spleen! 
 
SMEE: Scene! 
 
STACHE: Scene! 
 
SMEE/STACHE: Abandon scene!  



MOLLY, MRS. BUMBRAKE, AND ALF SIDE 
 

ALF: Situated, miss? 
 
BUMBRAKE: Missus Bumbrake. Missus. 
 
ALF: Sorry to hear that. I was wed once -- dreadful business. 
 
BUMBRAKE: Mister Bumbrake fell off the twig years ago. Left me widowed at fort -- er, 
thirty. 
 
MOLLY: (Noticing food) Is that food? I’m awfully hungry. 
 
ALF: This ain’t fer no ladies. It’s fer the pigs down the other end. 
 
MOLLY: Pigs? Really? May I help you feed them? 
 
BUMBRAKE: My Molly loves all God’s little creatures, you know. 
 
ALF: Not these creatures, she don’t. But don’t despair -- Cook’s layin’ on some yummy meat in 
the galley. I’ll escort you when it’s up. 
 
BUMBRAKE: Nothing too rich, pray. We girls must watch our waistlines. 
 
ALF: Been thinking ‘bout getting in shape, me-self. 
 
MOLLY: Round is a shape. 
 
ALF: Sorry? 
 
BUMBRAKE: So true. You’re quite the specimen. 
 
ALF: No, I have flabby thighs. But fortunately my stomach covers ‘em. Best be off. (Passes gas 
and exits) TTFN.  
 
BUMBRAKE: He’s rough, but he’s ready, that Alf. 
 
MOLLY: He smelt like smelt. 
 



BUMBRAKE: True… but there’s a whiff of hero about him, mark my words. 
 


