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CHARACTERS

ROLAND - a stage manager

MORTON - aleading man

LADY GWEN - aleading lady

FOLLY - a supporting player

GRUB - a supporting player

LORD MOLLYMOP - a nobleman

LADY DOTTIE - wife of Lord Mollymop

BUD - daughter of Lord and Lady Mollymop

AGNES, BEATRICE, ROBERTA, ROSALIE, MEG -
would-be actresses

SIR SMALLPART - a knight

KING STANLEY, THE STERN - the king

PINKY - the prince, son of King Stanley

RODNEY, BARRY — guards

The Time: The middle of the Middle Ages

The Place: All over England



SCENES

ACT I

Scene 1: The Great Hall in Lord Mollymop’s castle
Darkendank, one evening.

Scene 2: The same, the next morning and also a turret
atop the castle.

Scene 3: A clearing in the forest, a few days later.

Scene 4: The Great Hall in King Stanley’s castle Pilorox
(pronounced “Pile o’rocks), that night
and the mouth of a cave in another part of the
forest.

ACT 11
Scene 1: The Great Hall in Pilorox, the next day.
Scene 2: The mouth of the cave in the forest, immediately
following.
Scene 3: The dungeon of Pilorox, that night.
Scene 4: The mouth of the cave in the forest, the next day.

The playwright suggests “The Rob Roy Overture” by Hector Berliog

as pre-show music.






A PLAY ABOUT A DRAGON

ACT ], Scene One

(A small stage in the great hall of Castle
Darkendank, Lord Mollymaop’s castle in the
north, one eveming in the Middle Ages.
The stage faces up so when the actors address
their andience, they face away from us.)

(AT RISE: We are presented with the sight of
Jour clothed bebinds mooning us! A king
(MORTON), a knight (GRUB), a maiden fair
(LADY GWEN) and a dragon (FOLLY)
are bowing to their, to us, unseen audience to the
sound of half-hearted applause. Several pieces of
scenery have fallen and only one remains standing.
Viegetables lay scattered about. A ragged curtain
is_jerkily drawn across the front of this stage by
ROLAND, the bored and much put-upon stage
manager. THE FOUR stand up straight,
relaxing, chatting, bickering.)

MORTON. Again, you fool! Open it again!

(The applause has quite died away but
ROLAND dutifully pulls the curtain open
again.  The cast instantly return to their
professional stance — clasping hands and bowing
deeply, “mooning” us again. There is very light,
tired applanse. The “mooning” continues as



MORTON steps upstage out of line to address
his house.)

MORTON. Your Lordships, good knights,
gentle ladies, wretched scum. You honor us poor players
with your kind, kind attention. Our hearts thank you from
their very bottoms. With your joy, all sadness is now
behind us. Sorrow is truly at an end. You are as an ass,
butting unhappiness out of this magnificent hall. Can you
hear me, those of you in the rear? (A ‘“Bronx cheer” noise
answers him.) Excellent. And so, from myself, Lady Gwen,
Grub, Folly and Roland...

(THEY each react to their names and
ROLAND sticks his head in.)

MORTON. ...good night, good knights!

(MORTON bows and there are one or
two claps of applanse. A deadly silence descends.)

MORTON. (Hissing) Close it, you idiot, close it!

(ROLAND shuffles across again, drawing the
curtain. The cast stands upright and relasces once
more. The knight, GRUB, his visor having
Jallen down shut over his eyes and gotten stuck,
wanders about blindly, bumping into people and
things and falling over.)

MORTON.  Wonderful! Brilliant! Another
magnificent performance!



LADY GWEN. Oh, yes. Never mind the
scenery fell over, you forgot your lines and this fool
(Indicating the dragon.) sneezed three times after she was
supposed to be dead. You’re right - it was a triumph!

FOLLY. (Taking the dragon head off her own head.)
It’s not my fault! It’s dreadfully stuffy in this thing. You
try running about with it on yoxr head and then holding
your breath! At least they get to see your face.

LADY GWEN. (Indicating knight.) And this oafl
He’s less than useless! If he steps on my toes one more
time...

FOLLY. (Examining her droopy tail.) Or my poor
tail...

LADY GWEN. I shall kick him in the shins!

(Fortustously, the knight blunders by right at this
moment and steps on everyone’s toes or tail.

LADY GWEN kicks him in the shins but his
armor hurts her foot.)

LADY GWEN. Owwwwwwww!

(LLADY GWEN holds her foot and hops about
in pain. SHE grabs onto FOLLY, who grabs
on to the knight for support and HE in turn
reaches out and grabs the lone piece of scenery still
standing.  Scenery, knight, FOLLY and
LLADY GWEN all tumble to the floor in a

heap.)

ROLAND. (Joining the group and ignoring the knight
and LADY GWEN.) That was the worst production of



“Saint George and the Dragon” I have ever seen. And
with this company, that’s saying something.

MORTON. It wasn’t so bad.

ROLAND. Wasn’t so bad? The audience didn’t
laugh or cheer once. It was dead quiet out there.

MORTON. They were kstening.

ROLAND. They were slecping.

LADY GWEN. (To knight.) Get off me!

ROLAND. They threw rotten vegetables at us.

MORTON.  (Picking up some veggies.) Nonsense!
They were simply showing their appreciation by donating
the fixings for our supper.

ROLAND. Half the audience walked out!

MORTON. To get their friends for our next
show!

LADY GWEN. (To knight.) Would you get off
of mer!

ROLAND. Did you find nothing wrong with
that performance at all?

MORTON. I most certainly did. What was that
terribly loud interruption backstage during my great
speech?

ROLAND. You mean when I pounded Grub on
the back to save his life because he was choking on a
chicken bone?

MORTON.  (Covering his ears.) It completely
threw off my concentration and clearly distracted the
audience to such a degree, 'm surprised anyone paid any
attention to me at all!

(ROLAND opens his mouth for a sharp retort
but is interrupted beforr HE can  begin.
The knight, FOLLY and LADY GWEN
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have finally gotten themselves sorted out.
FOLLY 15 now trying to help the knight get his
helmet off.)

LADY GWEN. I wish only two things from you,
Morton - keep that fool (Indicated the knight) away from
me and give me my pay for the last three years.

FOLLY. It’s only that he can’t see. If we had
proper costumes...

LADY GWEN. And sets and props and
direction...

MORTON. You are all so quick to see only the
gloomy side of things. With the fee from this engagement,
we shall be able to re-outfit ourselves most handsomely.

LADY GWEN. But will »¢ be paid?

MORTON. What do you need money for, my
dear? Do I not provide bed and board, every conceivable
need? Who else stays in Lord Mollymop’s own castle, for
goodness sake?

LADY GWEN. I only want what’s owed me.

MORTON. For what purpose?

LADY GWEN. To leave.

ROLAND. What?!

FOLLY. (Letting go of the knight suddenly so he falls
over backwards.) You want to leave us?

MORTON. I'm speechless! I simply do not
know what to say! What caz one say to such treacherous
behavior? Where can one begin...

FOLLY. Why? What’s wrong with us?

LADY GWEN. Nothing. Everything! It’s not
you, it’s all of this! Yes, we’re at Castle Darkendank but
we’ll be put up in the stables and we’ll never be invited
back again. Itll just be squalid, muddy, little towns and
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rancid, cold food and freezing beds and threadbare
clothing and amateur productions and unappreciative
audiences forever.

MORTON. (Thundering.) Amateur productions!

ROLAND. And I suppose you’re too good to
settle for that.

MORTON. (Thundering.) Amatenr productions!

LADY GWEN. Yes I am too good to settle for
that and you should be, as well.

MORTON. You think our productions are
amatenr?

ROLAND. And what will you do without us?
On your own, things will be exactly the same...

MORTON. ...but without the glory!

FOLLY. Is glory another word for stink because
I’d be interested in...

LADY GWEN.  (Picking at costume and jewels.)
This isn’t glory. It’s paint and glass and fakery.

MORTON. And that’s beneath you, I suppose,
Lady Gwen.

FOLLY. How will you find anything better?

LADY GWEN. I shall marry again.

MORTON. Absurd!

FOLLY. Brilliant!

ROLAND. A dream!

MORTON. Who would have you?

LADY GWEN.  (H#rt) 1 have had several
proposals since the death of my late husband, Sir Willfred.

MORTON. When you were younger pethaps but
let’s face it, the years have not been exactly kind...

(LADY GWEN turns away.)
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FOLLY. Why don’t you push her down and kick
her a few times while you’re at it?

(FOLLY goes to comfort LADY GWEN.)

ROLAND. That wasn’t very nice.

MORTON. It’s the truth.

ROLAND. Sometimes the truth is not the most
important thing.

MORTON. Nonsense!

ROLAND. Of all the things you lack, Morton,
none is so dearly missed as tact.

(The knight, GRUB, who has been spending all
this time trying to get his helmet off, finally
Succeeds!)

GRUB. 1 think Lady Gwen is very pretty.

MORTON. You think Ugly Bertha, the witch-
hag of Bedford, is very pretty.

GRUB. She has lovely eyes.

ROLAND. Lady Gwen?

GRUB. Ugly Bertha.

MORTON. Let her leave! We shall carry on
even more triumphantly without her.

GRUB. Ugly Bertha?

MORTON. Lady Gwen!

ROLAND. Then, who shall play the maiden fair?

MORTON. Folly can do it.

GRUB. And she was always nice to me.

ROLAND. Lady Gwen?

GRUB. Ugly Bertha.
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ROLAND. If Folly plays the maiden fair, who’ll
play the dragon? (MORTON opens his mouth.) And don’t
say me. (To GRUB.) And you don’t say anything.

MORTON. Why not you?

ROLAND. I have enough to do what with
looking after the costumes and the sets and the props and
pulling the curtain. I do not have time to be the dragon.

GRUB. I could be the dragon!

MORTON. Grub, you are the brave knight who
slays the dragon. How can you also be the dragon?

GRUB. I could, um . .. or, well, I might sort
of..um...you know...

(GRUB lunges about trying to work out how to
attack himself. HE ends up on the floor, taking
MORTON and ROLAND with him.)

LADY GWEN. Whatever is the matter with
Grub? Is he having a fit?

FOLLY. He seems to be trying to kill himself.

LADY GWEN. I think he’s touched in the head,
I always have. Harmless and eager to please but most
certainly touched.

FOLLY. You see what you've done? Grub is
going to do himself an injury if you leave us.

LADY GWEN. My mind is quite set and
nothing can change it.

FOLLY. You have a definite offer, then.

LADY GWEN. Not as such.

FOLLY. Some interest?

LADY GWEN. Not exactly.

FOLLY. Any hope of getting married at all?

LADY GWEN. (Pause.) No.
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FOLLY. Then, why...?

LADY GWEN. Because I was married once and
I was a lady and I wish to be so again and I never shall be
if 1 stay with this company. And because I wanted to wipe
that smile off Morton’s face. I wanted him to appreciate
me. He takes all of us for granted, Folly. Aren’t you tired
of it?

FOLLY. Everyone takes me for granted. They
always have. Aren’t they supposed to?

LADY GWEN. We must all of us stand up for
ourselves on our own two feet.

(GRUB, ROLAND and MORTON, tangled

together, have almost managed to get untangled
and stand on their own two feet when they topple
down again.)

(A fanfare,
VOICE. (Offstage. Announces.) Lord Mollymop!
(Enter LORD MOLILYMOP.)

LADY DOTTIE . (Offstage.) And Lady Dottie.
Must I always announce myself?

(Enter LADY DOTTIE and her daughter,
BUD. MORTON, GRUB and ROLAND,

still tangled on the floor, bow as best they can.
FOLLY and LADY GWEN curtsey.)

ALL. (Except LORD, LADY and BUD.) Your
Lordships.
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LORD MOLLYMOP. I must say, that was a...

LADY DOTTIE. ..vigorous performance. All
that lunging and jabbing and running about - it quite wore
me out just watching it all.

ALL. Thank you, Your Lordships.

LORD MOLLYMOP. I particularly liked...

LADY DOTTIE. ..that bit where the dragon
was menacing the maiden fair. It sent scads of shivers up
and down my spine. I grabbed His Lordship’s hand and
simply crushed it in fright.

LORD MOLLYMOP.  (Holding up a hand.) 1
won’t be able to...

LADY DOTTIE. ..use it again for a week. I did
drop off a bit during the fat fellow’s long speeches.

LORD MOLLYMOP. I must apologize if her
snoring...

LADY DOTTIE. ..distracted you so I would
advise cutting those bits. But all in all, it was a most...
(Groping for just the right word.)

LORD MOLLYMOP. ...vigorous...

LADY DOTTIE. ...vigorous performance.

ALL. Thank you, your Lordships.

LADY DOTTIE. (To LORD MOILLYMOP.)
Well, go on. Ask them.

LORD MOLLYMOP. We were wondering...

LADY DOTTIE. ..if we could see that last
scene again - the one where the dragon is finally disposed
of.

MORTON.  That is certainly a very thrilling
moment, to be sure, but would not your Lordships more
enjoy the scene where I describe...

LORD MOLLYMOP. No, no, just the...
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LADY DOTTIE. ..last one. That is all that we
require.
MORTON. Very well.

(The ACTORS quickly get themselves ready.
LLORD MOLLYMOP and I1.ADY
DOTTIE settlethemselves on two stools provided
by ROLLAND.)

MORTON. Allow me to set the scene. The
wicked dragon Draghignazzo has been tetrorizing the
kingdom for five score years and ten. Fach twelve-month,
he demands the fairest maiden in the land be delivered to
him. The good King is in despair as this year, it is his own
daughter who is to be sacrificed. The dragon menaces the
maiden fair.

MAIDEN FAIR. Oh, who will save me from
this blood-thirsty monster? Surely he is sent from the very
bowels of hell by the devil himself to gobble me up, body
and soul!l Where is such a hero who might rescue me and
win my undying love?

MORTON. The King sends the brave knight off
with a stirring speech: “Good brave sir knight...”

LORD MOLLYMOP. Yes, yes...

LADY DOTTIE. ..skip that bit. Let us get on
to the slaying, if you please.

(Enter the knight.)

KNIGHT. Never fear, maiden fair. I shall save
you!
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(The knight and dragon fight and the knight
Jfinally wins by running his sword through the
dragon. The dragon dies dramatically.)

MAIDEN FAIR. You have saved me, good sir
knight and I am yours!

(The maiden fair throws herself into the Rnight’s
arms. He manages to stay upright but only just.
SHE kisses HIM, something HE obviously
does not enjoy.)

MORTON. Let us rejoice that now we may...
LORD MOLLYMOP. No, no...
LADY DOTTIE. ..none of that. That is quite

enough.

(LORD MOLLYMOP and LADY
DOTTIE withdraw a bit to one side.
MORTON tries to overbear what they are
saying. BUD shyly talks to THE
COMPANY.)

LORD MOLLYMORP. That is just the sort...

LADY DOTTIE. ...of thing we need.

LORD. If we do not...

LADY. ..send someone to the King by
Midsummer’s Day...

LORD MOLLYMOP. ..t will be a very sad

Festival...
LADY DOTTIE. ..and a very sad day for us.



MORTON. Forgive me for interrupting, your
Lordships, but I could not help over-hearing you. Perhaps
we might be of assistance?

LORD MOLLYMOP. You would be willing...

LADY DOTTIE. ..to go to the King?

MORTON. For the Midsummer Festival? Most
certainly.

LORD MOLLYMOP. Then you know...

LADY DOTTIE. ..all about it?

MORTON. Of course.

LORD MOLLYMOP. But it would be...

LADY DOTTIE. ...so very dangerous.

MORTON. Danger means nothing compared to
our desire to please you.

LORD MOLLYMOP. We are...

LADY DOTTIE. ..very impressed with your
loyalty and bravery.

LORD MOLLYMOP. Therefore, we charge
you...

LADY DOTTIE. ..with a royal commission.
You shall travel with all speed to the King’s castle Pilorox
and do exactly what you just did.

MORTON. A royal commission! (To OTHERS.)
You see? I told you we were a success!

ROLAND.  Forgive me, your Lordships, but
there will be numerous expenses...

LORD MOLLYMOP. Our steward...

LADY DOTTIE. ..will provide you with enough
funds for the journey.

LORD MOLLYMOP. And we...

LADY DOTTIE. ..as well as the King...

LORD MOLLYMOP. ..will reward you...

LADY DOTTIE. ..most generously...
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LORD MOLLYMOP. ..if you...

LADY DOTTIE. ..when you...

LORD MOLLYMOP. ..when you...

LADY DOTTIE. ..return.

ALL. Thank you, your Lorships.

LORD MOLLYMOP. But you must...

LADY DOTTIE. ..arrive before Midsummer’s
Day.

LORD MOLLYMOP. Thatis...

LADY DOTTIE. ..of utmost importance.

LORD MOLLYMOP. We promised very
sincerely...

LADY DOTTIE. ..that someone would arrive
by then.

MORTON. We shall accomplish that most
easily, Lord Mollymop. And now, allow me to express our
gratitude with a poem I shall compose here on the spot to
commemorate this momentous occasion. (Clears his throat.)
“Your royal beneficence is truly..” What rhymes with
beneficence?

LORD MOLLYMOP. Yes, yes...

LADY DOTTIE. ..that’s lovely. We are so
pleased. You are dismissed.

(LORD MOLLYMOP and LADY
DOTTIE exit,)

VOICE. (Announces offstage.) Lord Mollymop!

LADY DOTTIE. (Offstage.) And Lady Dottie,
you clot!

BUD. I thought you all did 2 lovely job.

ALL. Thank you, Lady Bud.
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BUD. It must be wonderful traveling about as
you do, meeting new people and seeing new things. I wish
I could go to Pilorox for the Festival but my parents will
not allow it.

ROLAND. It is not an easy road, my Lady,
especially for one as fine as yourself.

BUD. TI'm sure I could take care of everything.
I’ve had all the training and I hate to see others doing what
I cannot. It’s very brave of you to go. You don’t mind the
danger, then?

MORTON. Life is full of danger. We will not
allow it to stand in our way.

BUD. I envy you.

FOLLY. Your Envy us?

BUD. Your freedom and your adventure...

LADY GWEN. But you have luxury and
comfort, anything you want...

BUD. Except freedom and adventure. I suppose
we always want what we cannot have.

FOLLY. I would trade places with you in a
minute.

BUD. Would that it were so easy...I wish you all
good luck.

ALL. Thank you, Lady Bud.

(BUD exzts.)

MORTON. (To ROLAND.) Performing for the
King at the Midsummer Festivall Think of it! It is a
singular honor! There is not a moment to lose. We must
advertise immediately for a replacement and rehearse them
as we travel. I shall go and cry our opening and you must

begin packing the...
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LADY GWEN. Opening for what?

MORTON. A new actress, of course. You are
leaving us, are you not, my dear? Off to be married, I
believe you said? (To ROLLAND.) If you can get all the
costumes...

LADY GWEN. Oh, I couldn’t leave you in the
lurch at a time like this. The least I can do is see you
through this final performance.

MORTON. I wouldn’t dream of making you stay
a moment longer than you wish. (To ROLAND.) If you
can get all the costumes in the big trunk...

LADY GWEN. But...but...

FOLLY. But she’s going the same way we are!
(EVERYONE /looks at FOLLY.) I mean...the man she’s
going to marry, he lives at Pilorox. (To LADY GWEN.)
Does he not?

LADY GWEN. (Catching on.) Oh! Yes! Yes, he
does! Why, he’s...he’s one of the King’s kinsmen.

GRUB. What an amazing coincidence!

ROLAND. (Drh.) Yes,isn'tit.

FOLLY. So does it not make sense that we all
travel together for safety and companionship?

LADY GWEN. I could help the new actress
learn my part.

FOLLY. How nice of you to offer! Isn’t it
Morton.

ROLAND. It would make things easier.

GRUB. And the smell when she takes her boots
off at night keeps the wild animals away.

(LADY GWEN throws a shoe at GRUB.
HE falls over from the smell.)
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MORTON. Very welll She may travel with us.

But I am not chipping in for the wedding present!

Agnes?

that?

(Blackout.)

ACT 1, Scene Two

(The stage has been cleaned up and the company

s auditioning new actresses. With doubling,

these may all be played by the same one or two

women.)

ROLAND. Next, we have Agnes of York.
(Enter AGNES.)

MORTON. And what do you have for us today,

AGNES. Well, I can do this.

(AGNES does something odd yet entertaining.)

MORTON. We’ll let you know.

(AGNES exits.)

GRUB. That was amazing!

ROLAND. It does put ideas in one’s head.
LADY GWEN. Wherever did she learn to do
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FOLLY. And why?
ROLAND. Beatrice of Cumberland.

(Enter BEATRICE.)

MORTON. What can you do, Beatrice?
BEATRICE. (Singing, to the tune of “Greensleeves”)
There was a swain who loved a lass
With a hey nonny nonny and a nonny hol
He bowed to her and fell on his...
MORTON. Thank you!

(Exit BEATRICE.)

LADY GWEN. It’s going to be a very long day.
GRUB. I quite liked that one.

FOLLY. You like everyone.

GRUB. What’s wrong with that?

MORTON. May we please move on?
ROLAND. Stinky Roberta.

(Enter ROBERTA. EVERYONE reacts to

her stinkiness.)

MORTON. (Holding his nose.) And what are you
known for, Roberta?

LADY GWEN. (Quietly.) Besides the obvious.

ROBERTA. People speak highly of my dancing.

(ROBERT.A dances surprisingly well.)

MORTON. Thank you. We’ll send word.
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(ROBERTA exits.)

GRUB. That was nice.

LADY GWEN. If you were standing up-wind.
GRUB. (Wiping bis eyes.) She made me cry.
FOLLY. That’s the odor making your eyes water.
ROLAND. Magnificent Rosalie.

MORTON. (Hanging bis head.) Oh, no.

(Enter ROSALIE, hobbling with a crutch, as
she only has one leg, but we don't see that as she
has on a long skirt.)

ROLAND. What do you do, Rosalie? Perform
magic, play the spoons, stand on your head, squeeze
yourself into tiny boxes, walk on stilts, eat fire, touch your
tongue to your nose, juggle, perform with a trained bear,
wiggle your ears, eat bugs?

(EVERYONE waits hopefully.)

ROSALIE.  (Triumphantly, as she throws down her
crutch and lifts her skirt to reveal that she has only one leg.) 1 tap
dance! An-a-one, an-a two —

MORTON. Alas, we have no call for a one-
legged tap dancer.

ROSALIE. (Disgusted) That's what they all say.

(Excits.)
ROLAND. Gwendolyn the Mime.

(Silence and a long pause, as slowly
EVERYONE turns to watch for the entrance
of GWENDOLYN.)
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(Offstage a loud thump of someone falling, a brief
stlence, then another loud thump.)

ROSALIE. (Offstage. Triumphantly.) See? I can
dance anywhere!

ROLAND. (Loudly announcing.) Gwendolyn the
Mime.

(Erom offstage a white gloved hand appears,
pauses, begins to perform “the invisible box)

EVERYONE.  (Immediately yelling) THANK
YOU!

(Another white gloved hand quickly appears,
grabs hold of the first gloved bhand, pauses, then
obviously yanks the other hand back out of sight
offstage. Silence. Beat.)

ROLAND. (Announcing) Blind, deaf and dumb

(Nothing.)

ROLAND.  (Announcing louder.) Blind, deaf and
dumb Meg!

(Nothing.)

ROLAND. (Yeling) Blind . .. oh, never mind.
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(ROLAND exits and returns with MEG, who

carries a staff.)

MEG. (Stumbling about, shouting) Struck by
lightning as a child, can’t see, can’t hear, don’t matter.
What do you need, what do you need? I can sing! (Singing
tunelessly.) “Hey nonny nonny, hey nonny no!” I can
dance! (SHE stumbles about, off and then on again.) 1 can
juggle! (SHE tosses some balls from the pocket of her tunic into the
air and doesn’t catch one.) 1 can tell jokes! Knock, knock!

ALL. Who’s...?

MEG. How do I know? I'm blind! Ha, ha, hal

MORTON. I thought you said she was dumb?

ROLAND. She is. That’s the dumbest joke I
ever heard.

MEG. So what do you say? Am I hired?

MORTON. No, I’'m afraid...

MEG. Good! Tl start packing right away! (As
SHE exits.) Tll require an egg for breakfast every morning
and a new pair of boots and I've always wanted a budgie
and a velvet petticoat...

MORTON. (Shouting.) No, thank you! We don’t
need you! Go away!

MEG. ..and the finger bone of Saint Jehosaphat.
Be right back.

(MEG totters stumbles out.)

LADY GWEN. Let’s be certain to be gone when
she comes back.

MORTON. (Shouting.) Thank youl!

GRUB. I quite...

ALL. ..liked her! We know!
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MORTON. Who else have you got?

ROLAND.  (Reading from a list on a scroll.) One-
legged Judy, No-legged Martha, Warty Theresa, No-nose
Sadie, Berta the Hunchback, Ugly Millicent, Really Ugly
Harriet, and Unlucky Samantha.

LADY GWEN. Oh, that last one doesn’t sound
so bad. Bring in Unlucky Samantha.

ROLAND. She used to be known as Lucky Sam
until the threshing accident.

(EVERYONE grimaces.)

LADY GWEN. On second thought, don’t bring
in Unlucky Samantha.

MORTON. Is there no one else, then?

ROLAND. TI'm afraid not.

FOLLY. Pethaps we shall find someone on our
journey.

MORTON. We must hope so. It is best we get
started immediately. ‘Tis a long trip and we have precious
few days to accomplish it. Is everything in readiness?

ROLAND. All is packed into the cart. We have
only to hitch up Patsy and we’re off.

GRUB. Ilet Patsy go.

FOLLY. Patsy our horse?

LADY GWEN. You've let him go?

GRUB. Roland told me to.

ROLAND. I most certainly did not.

GRUB. You did! You said, “Go to the stable,
boy, and since we are leaving today, let him go, the horse.”

ROLAND. I said, “Go to the stable-boy and
since we are leaving today, let him know, of course.”

GRUB. (Aside.) That’s not what I heard.

28



LADY GWEN. So we have no horse to pull our
cart?

FOLLY. Can we not just buy another?

ROLAND. The money we’ve been given by the
Lord’s man is not enough to cover such a large expense.

FOLLY. (Disappointed.) So we’re not going?

MORTON. Don’t be ridiculous! We can pull
the cart ourselves. It’s not that heavy.

LADY GWEN. Oh, we can pull it? All of us?

MORTON. No exceptions. Except for those of
us with bad backs. I have a note from my physician.

LADY GWEN.  Surely you don’t mean the
women?

FOLLY. Why not? We'te as strong as they are,
(With a look at MORTON.) stronger maybe.

LADY GWEN. You speak for yourself. I'm a
delicate flower a soft breeze might wither.

GRUB. A flower whose feet are as stinky as a
dragon.

(LADY GWEN throws a shoe at HIM. HE
falls over from the smell.)

MORTON. We shall all pull together and enjoy a
great success. Now let us leave here before that horrible
woman returns.

(EVERYONE exits. Enter MEG, carrying
a bundle and flatling about with her staff.)

MEG. Hello? Hello? Anybody here? I'm ready

to go! Just point me in the right direction. Hello?
Anybody?
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(SHE peers about, almost as if SHE can see.)

MEG. Dratl They've gone without me. Never

fear, I shall find them again. They can’t get rid of Meg that

easily!

head!

can’t...

(MEG exits. Lights fade on the main playing
area but come up on a small, isolated area - a
turret atop the castle. Enter LLORD
MOLLYMOP, LADY DOTTIE and
BUD.)

VOICE. (Offstage. Announces.) Lord Mollymop!

LADY DOTTIE. And Queen Dottie, mutton

(THEY enter to stand looking out and down,
wayving, bidding farewell to our company as they
leave the castle.)

LORD MOLLYMOP. There...

LADY DOTTIE. ...they go.

LORD MOLLYMOP. (Calling out.) Fate...
LADY DOTTIE. (Calling ont.) ...welll
LORD MOLLYMOP. (Calling out.) Safe...
LADY DOTTIE. (Callingout.) ..journey!
LORD MOLLYMOP. (Calling out.) Good...
LADY DOTTIE. (Calling out.) ...riddance!
LORD MOLLYMOP. (Calling out.) ..Juck!
BUD. Honestly, mother. I don’t see why I

LADY DOTTIE. Bud, we’ve been over this time

and again. You cannot go.
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