Fawlty Towers

 The Fire Drill
By John  Cleese and Connie Booth 
Adapted  by Simon Law

Suitable for 13+ Yrs
6 Players

Characters: BASIL, MANUEL, POLLY, MISS TIBBS and MISS GATSBY, 
LARGE WOMAN


FAWLTY TOWERS HOTEL – RECEPTION/LOBBY

Manuel enters.

BASIL: 			Well, what is it?. . . Right! Well go on, get back to your 
work!

Manuel exits SR. Miss Tibbs and Miss Gatsby come in through the main doors,

BASIL: 			Good morning.

MISS GATSBY: 		Good morning.

BASIL: 			You know there’s a fire drill in a few minutes, do you?

MISS TIBBS: 		No, no we didn’t.

BASIL: 			You hadn’t read the notice.

MISS GATSBY: 		..... No.

BASIL: 			Right, well, when you hear the bell, if you’d be so kind as 
to get out for a few moments, we have to clear the 
building. Thank you so much.

MISS TIBBS: 		Oh.

Miss Tibbs and Miss Gatsby exit SR, Polly comes out from the dining room SR

POLLY: 			Mr Fawlty, you know it’s nearly twelve?

BASIL: 			Yes?

POLLY: 			Well, the fire drill....

BASIL: 			Yes, I haven’t forgotten, you know, I’ve just told 
somebody - I can cope. I mean, you know what you’re 
doing, do you?

POLLY: 			Help get the people out of the bedrooms upstairs.

BASIL: 			While learning two oriental languages, yes.

POLLY: 			Mr Fawlty?

BASIL: 			Yes?

POLLY: 			Who else is doing the upstairs?

BASIL: 			Only you, it doesn’t take a moment.

POLLY: 			Yes, but I’m only here at mealtimes.

BASIL: 			So?

POLLY: 			Well, what happens if there’s a fire when I’m not here, 
who does the upstairs then?

BASIL: 			.....We’ll worry about that when we come to it, shall we? 
What’s the panic? There’s always got to be an argument 
about everything.

Polly exits SR.

(TELEPHONE RINGS)

BASIL: 			Hallo, Fawlty Towers. . . Oh, what is it now, can’t you 
leave me in peace? Yes, we’re just going to have it, I 
hadn’t forgotten! Yes, I know, I know I need the key, it’s 
on top of the. . . well, where is it?. Well, what did you put 
it in there for, nobody’s going to steal it, are they?. . . Yes, 
yes I know that you know, but I don’t, do I ... Yes, I do 
now, thank you so much…

(puts the receiver down and starts looking for key under desk)

BASIL: 			...Why has she got to complicate everything - I put 
something down, I know where it is, so she has to come along and move things so that I can’t find them. . .

(opens safe and the BURGLAR ALARM goes off)

BASIL: 			Well, what’s she put that on for? Oh, I might have 
guessed. . .

(Major enters SL)

BASIL: 			Sorry, sorry, Miss Gatsby, only the burglar alarm.

(Enter Miss Tibbs and Miss Gatsby SR)

(he turns BURGLAR ALARM OFF)

MISS GATSBY: 		What?

BASIL: 			That was the burglar alarm, the fire drill’s not for a couple 
of minutes.

(Large woman enters SR)

BASIL: 			Sorry - excuse me!

MISS GATSBY: 		Burglars?

BASIL: 			No, no. My wife left the. . . er.. . (to the large woman) 
Excuse me!

LARGE WOMAN: 	Yes?

BASIL: 			Sorry, that wasn’t the fire bell, sorry, that was just the. 
Er…

LARGE WOMAN: 	I thought there was a drill?

BASIL: 			Yes, there is. At twelve o’clock, but not yet.

LARGE WOMAN: 	But it is twelve o’clock.

(Enter Mr and Mrs Sharp SR)

BASIL: 			Not quite, thank you. Excuse me!

MISS GATSBY:		Yes.

LARGE WOMAN: 	Well I make it twelve o’clock.

BASIL: 			I’m afraid that wasn’t the...

LARGE WOMAN: 	(to the Major) What time do you make it, Miss Tibbs?

BASIL: 			Look!

MISS GATSBY: 		Burglars about, I think.

BASIL: 			It doesn’t matter what time she makes it - it hasn’t started 
yet.

MISS GATSBY:		What?

BASIL: 			It hasn’t started yet!

MISS TIBBS:		But that was the bell, wasn’t it?

BASIL: 			No!

LARGE WOMAN: 	(to Miss Tibbs) He means the drill hasn’t started yet.

MISS TIBBS: 		What drill? We didn’t hear a drill.

BASIL: 			No, no, look, look that was the burglar alarm.

MISS GATSBY: 		See!

LARGE WOMAN: 	The burglar alarm?

BASIL: 			Yes.

LARGE WOMAN: 	Are there burglars?

MISS GATSBY: 		Evidently.

BASIL: 			Look! What’s the matter with you all? It’s perfectly 
simple. We have the fire drill when I ring the fire bell. That wasn’t the fire bell. Right?

MISS TIBBS: 		Well, how are we supposed to know that wasn’t the fire 
bell?

BASIL: 			Because it doesn’t sound like the fire bell!

ALL: 				It did.

BASIL: 			It didn’t!

ALL: 				It did.

BASIL: 			No it didn’t! The fire bell is different. . . it’s a semitone 
higher.

LARGE WOMAN: 	A semitone?

BASIL: 			At least. Anyway the fire drill doesn’t start till twelve 
o’clock.

MISS TIBBS: 		It is twelve o’clock.

BASIL: 			....Well, it is now, but that’s because we’ve been standing 
round arguing about it!

LARGE WOMAN: 	Look, how on earth can you expect us to tell which bell is 
which? We haven’t heard them yet, have we?

BASIL: 			You want to hear them? Right! Suits me. Here’s the 
Burglar alarm.

(BURGLAR ALARM ON)

MISS GATSBY: 		Oughtn’t we catch them first?

BASIL: 			There aren’t any.

MISS GATSBY: 		Well why does the alarm keep going?

BASIL: 			All right! Got that? Right!

(BURGLAR ALARM OFF)

LARGE WOMAN: 	What’s happening now?

BASIL: 			Now here’s the fire bell, right? It’s a completely different 
sound. Listen!

(FIRE ALARM ON)

(Everyone starts to leave)

BASIL: 			Well, where are you going?

LARGE WOMAN: 	Well, there’s a fire drill, isn’t there?

BASIL: 			No, no, no! This is just so you can hear the bell so you 
know it the moment when I ring the bell! What are you 
doing! Will you come back!

MISS TIBBS: 		We’re going outside!

BASIL: 			Not yet! Just listen to it, you old fool!

MISS TIBBS: 		(affronted) What?

BASIL: 			Listen, just listen to it!!

MANUEL: 			(comes running in from SR) Fire! Fire! Everybody out, 
please. Fire!

BASIL: 			No, no!

MANUEL: 			Please now out! Out!

BASIL: 			Shut up!

MANUEL: 			Is fire!

BASIL: 			Is not fire! Is only bell!

Polly enters SL and walks across stage

BASIL: 			(to Polly) Where are you going?

POLLY: 			Upstairs to tell the...

BASIL: 			There isn’t a drill yet! I’m just showing them what the bell 
sounds like!! (to Manuel) Now will you go in there, go 
help Chef.

MANUEL: 			Chef not here.

BASIL: 			Go and start the chips.

MANUEL: 			Chips.

BASIL: 			Yes. Bell go again, stay!

MANUEL: 			Como?

BASIL: 			No fire, only practice. . . tell him, Polly. (Polly and 
Manuel exit SR) Thank you, thank you, ladies and 
gentlemen, thank you so much, thank you.

MISS GATSBY: 		Perhaps they’re upstairs.

LARGE WOMAN: 	What’s happening now?

BASIL: 			Now....

(PHONE RINGS IMMEDIATELY)

BASIL: 			We’re having it!!! (slams the phone down) Now are we all 
agreed on what the fire bell sounds like? (All nod) 
Splendid. Well, now that’s settled we’ll have the fire drill 
which will commence in exactly thirty seconds from now. 
Thank you so much. (nobody moves, look at watches, 
chat)

BASIL: 			Well, what are you doing?. . . I mean, are you just going to 
stand there?

MISS TIBBS: 		What do you suggest?

BASIL: 			Well, couldn’t one or two of you go in the bar, and a few in 
the dining room. . . I mean, use your imagination?

LARGE WOMAN: 	Why?

BASIL: 			Well, this is supposed to be a fire drill!

MISS TIBBS: 		But there’s only a few seconds.

BASIL: 			Right, right!! Just stay where you are, because obviously if 
there was a fire you’d all be standing down here like this in the lobby, wouldn’t you?. . . I don’t know why we bother, we should let you all burn.....

(Everyone starts leaving in an orderly manner.)

MISS TIBBS: 		Come on, Angina.

MISS GATSBY: 		Thank you, thank you so much.

MANUEL: 			(Enters from SR) Fire! Fire! Fire! Fire!

BASIL: 			No! No!

MANUEL: 			Si! Si!

BASIL: 			Look, will you get back in there! (pushes Manuel SR. 
Manuel screams and rushes back) Shut up - just get on 
with your work!

MANUEL: 			Mr Fawlty! Is fire!

BASIL: 			Did you hear what I said?

MANUEL: 			No, no, but is fire!

BASIL: 			(shouting) Is no fire! Is only bell!

MANUEL: 			Is fire, is fire, is fire!! (Basil pushes him back off SR. Polly 
enters SR.)

BASIL: 			Will you get in there and stop that?

MANUEL: 			(screaming offstage) Is fire! Aaaaaaaaaagh!

BASIL: 			He thinks there’s a fire.

POLLY: 			Everybody’s out upstairs. (Manuel is still howling 
offstage. Smoke visible.)

BASIL: 			(calling out) Manuel! Listen. Listen! De nada, de nada, 
there is no fire!! (goes behind reception desk)

MANUEL’S VOICE: 	Is fire! Is fire!

(FIRE ALARM OFF)

BASIL: 			(switching off the alarm) Well, that’ll keep the fire 
department happy for another six months. Why do we 
bother. . . (directed at Manuel offstage) Will you shut up! (he goes through main doors and returns, everyone follows him, some exit SR) Thank you, ladies and gentlemen, you can come back in now.

(TELEPHONE RINGS)

Polly answers phone. Manuel is still howling offstage.

POLLY: 			Yes, yes, yes.. . yes, we’ve just had it.

BASIL: 			(directed offstage) Oh, shut up!

POLLY: 			Yes, I will, all right. Goodbye. (replaces receiver; to Basil) 
Have you told Chef about the cheddar?

(Polly exits SL)

LARGE WOMAN: 	Mr Fawlty, Mr Fawlty.

BASIL: 			Yes?

LARGE WOMAN: 	There’s an awful row in there!

BASIL: 			Yes, I know, it’s only. . . right, right, I’ll deal with it, thank 
you so much for poking your nose in. . . Now look! I’ve had enough of this. If you go on I’m. . . (Basil exits SR, moment later Manuel staggers out SR clutching a frying-pan, Basil exits SR, opens kitchen door, sees smoke, re – enters SR into lobby)

BASIL: 			Right, ladies and gentlemen — could I have everyone 
down here in the lobby?

(The guests all gather closer together.)

BASIL: 			Sorry. . . sorry. . . sorry to disturb you all like this, but 
there is something I think I ought to mention. I’m I’m not quite sure how this happened. . . this has not happened at this hotel before, and I’m not quite sure how it’s started now. . . er...

LARGE WOMAN: 	What is it?

BASIL: 			Well. . . the point is.. . er. . . can I put it this way.. fire!

LARGE WOMAN: 	What?

BASIL: 			F-f-f-f-fire!!!

MISS GATSBY:		Fire?

BASIL: 			Fire!!

MISS TIBBS: 		Where?

(Polly enters SL)

BASIL: 			Fire!.....Fire!!! Fire!!! Fire!!!

The guests exit through main doors..)

BASIL: 			What do we do, what do we do? (he rushes to the phone)

POLLY: 			Ring the alarm!

BASIL: 			What?

POLLY: 			Ring the alarm! (she rushes out after the guests)

BASIL: 			Ring the alarm. . . right! Right!.. . Where’s the key? Where 
is the key? Would you believe it — I mean, would you 
believe it — the first time we’ve ever had a fire here in this 
hotel and somebody’s lost the key, I mean, isn’t that 
typical of this place. . . (shaking his fist) Oh thank you, 
God!

POLLY: 			Smash the glass!

BASIL: 			What?

POLLY: 			Smash the glass!

(Basil hits the alarm with his fist and injures himself.)

(TELEPHONE RINGS)

BASIL: 			(he snatches the receiver) Hello! (uses the receiver to 
smash the glass FIRE ALARM ON) Thank you, thank 
you! (drops phone and gets the fire extinguisher under 
desk; he starts reading the instructions) Quick! Manuel. . 
. Manuel... pull, man. . . pull, man, pull it.....right open the 
door… (He sets the extinguisher off— it squirts in his 
face. Blinded, he drops it and doubles over. Polly grabs it 
and exits SR to kitchen Basil stands up and bangs his 
head on Manuel’s frying pan. He staggers, grabs Manuel 
and tries to throw a punch at him, but reels backwards 
and passes out on the floor.)

The End

