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The Princess and The Pauper

Adapted from Mark Twain's The Prince and the Pauper

Act I

Scene I
Streets of London / Royal Palace

Lights rise to the streets of London, circa late ~1540's.  It is early morning—no one is yet stirring.  One
lone workman strides across the stage, next a tired woman who creaks out a door or window before 
throwing a bucket of slop.  After these two, the scene quickly awakens, with a variety of folks 
beginning to come and go:  workers, upper-class citizens, farmers selling their goods, and urchins.  
Sometime during this scene we sneak two folks in stocks into the background of the scenery.

As the overture / music continues, we see one urchin successfully pick someone's pocket; then another 
urchin robs someone.  Third robbery is a duo:  an older urchin with a younger one Sarah, the younger 
one perhaps with a limp.  The two sneak up to an aristocrat.  The older one snags a (purse, wallet, 
watch), then takes off, but the other one is frozen in fear as the aristocrat has noticed the theft, and 
points and hollers, 

Aristocrat:  Thief!  Thief!!

The older urchin comes and drags the younger by the hand, and while the other townsfolk watch, a few
guards o' the watch give chase.  Other urchins are escaping by this time as well.

After 20 seconds or so of merry chasing, the younger urchin is caught and fetched up before a guard o' 
the watch and the person who was robbed.  Folks in stocks right behind this).

Aristocrat:  She's the one! All these poor are thieves!
Official:  Three days in the stocks, then off to the orphanage with thee!
Rachel:  'Twasn't her, sir; 'twas me!
Official:  Then thou shalt—halt!  Halt, by blazes!  Come back here!

Rachel and urchins run away again, followed closely by throng.  Stage is largely cleared except for 
stock folk (unless we have them come on and off again), until urchins enter severally into what feels 
like an alley / hiding place. 

Nicholas:  Are they gone?
Agnes:  Where's Benedict?
Julian:  He jumped into the Thames, he did!
Richard:  The deuce!

Rachel arrives with Sarah, the small urchin

Bridget:  Rachel!  You made it!



Gregory:  By the seat of her pants!  She almost took the blame for Sarah!
Charles:  (mockingly)  Oh Sarah, poor dear, I'll protect thee! 'Sides, don't matter if this one's goose is 
cooked!  She prob'ly couldn't steal a flea off a dead dog!

Urchin group carries on talking sans voce

Bridget: (to Rachel) That milk-livered gudgeon, always so high and mighty!
Rachel:  Waste not your time on him.
Bridget:  But he—
Rachel:  We will not be here on the streets forever, and you are only indentured to John for three more 
years, then you'll be free.

All urchins wander off, save Bridget, Rachel, and Sarah

Rachel (to Sarah):  Thou must be careful out here! If thou endest up in the orphanage, thou shalt be 
locked in until thou art sixteen, forced to sew garments from daybreak to dusk!  Here. Take this apple,  
and these two farthings, then meet us back home.  

Sarah goes off

Bridget:  Rachel, this will mean no food for you tonight—and John may givest thee a thrashing, even if
he be thy stepfather!

Palace scene opens on servants taking care of Princess Rose 

[Eb] Servants:  We humbly serve our Princess Rose
“We comb her hair”  “I/She clip(s) her toes!”
Her royal word won't go unheard
Where'er she goes 

[Eb] Rose:  I'd rather be alone 
Or out there on my own 
I'd go play, feel the winter air,
Some day, live without a care

During this Rachel has walked on in opposite part of stage with Bridget and Sarah.  We have sense 
Rose is in palace, Rachel in slums.  During first part of song urchins go off, playing; they're fully off by
end of her first verse

Rachel: If I were rich I'd feed them 
Find a way to free them 
I realize I could be so much more
Rose:  There's so much more to life

Both:  I wish there were a way I could be free
I'm meant for more than this, I know

Somewhere there's a girl
Who has a different life
That I could know

Lights down in Urchin side; Rachel exits



Servants re-assume their duties around Rose.  We hear a knock at the door.

Rose:  See who it is.  (Servant opens door)
Rose: (Page at door, bows).  You may speak.
Page:  Chief Minister Hertford and Rowland Earl of Southhampton request entrance, my lady.
Rose:  They may enter.    (Rowland and Hertford enter.  They bow.)
Rose:  You may speak.
Hertford:  Your majesty, with thy father King Henry abroad, and thou holding the Royal Seal in his 
stead, the ambassador from Normandy requests -thy- approval for a--
Rose:  It shall wait. I am off for a walk about the palace grounds.  
Rowland:  My lady, the ambassador has come from a great distance and--
Rose:  So he is likely in need of rest and refreshment. I will meet with him after my walk.

(She leaves, with a train of servants, leaving Hertford and Rowland).

Hertford:  She certainly has her father's willfulness.
Rowland:  And temper.
Hertford:  Yet we are charged by the king himself to “keep her safe.”
Rowland:  To “watch over her.”
Hertford:  One might as well try to watch over a fox racing through the woods. We will have more 
soldiers guarding her than we have stationed to fight overseas. Two more days, Rowland; two more 
days until the king returns.
Rowland:  We can hold out until then, by the heavens. 

Scene II  
Urchin's Lair

Urchins come in severally, with semi-improv lines (that was a close one; did you see that.... etc. some 
pertaining to day of begging/stealing, others just being kids or commenting on something in London.  
As they begin to get semi-nestled, (they realize John isn't here yet so they can be semi-relaxed), Rachel
has gotten out her book on Etiquette, and has found a chair or wall to read it.

Bridget:  Reading that again? Who cares about how princesses are supposed to behave in the royal 
palace?

An urchin makes a loud belching sound, and the other urchins laugh

Rachel:  It could help give them some manners.
Bridget: You and your books! Sometimes I wish that priest hadn't taught the few of us Latin.
Rachel:  Imagine, living in the palace, with four-and-forty servants to wait on you!  And to preside over
royal banquets, with hundreds of guests, from France, or Romania!  Here, listen to this! (Princess-y 
voice, reading from book)  'A princess may not be touched, except by her leave.'  

Bridget touches her, then looks mischievous. They laugh; Rachel reads again

Bridget:  I heard if one is caught in the palace pretending to be a royal, the penalty is beheading!
Rachel:  'Tis true. And if I were princess, I could say, “You! Put my cape on me; and you! Hold my cup
as I drink!” Everything is done by thy servants!
Bridget:  Every—thing done by servants?...What happens if thou hast an itchy nose?

Bridget 'tries' to scratch and/or pick Rachel's nose; Rachel evades



[[POTENTIAL SCENE WITH SONG POOR MANNERS]]

Mother enters

Mother: (to Rachel) Child, you are all right! I had heard you were almost caught by the constables 
today!
Rachel: Oh, you needn't worry about me, I can handle myself—Mother, why art thou limping?
Mother: Oh—I, I tripped when going to the well. It was silly of me.
Rachel: It was John again, was it not? 
Mother:  I—he—oh, Rachel, we can not get him angry!
Rachel:  I still do not understand why thou married him!
Mother: He was kind, at first; he spoke of helping the street children of London, and I believed him. 
And now—now, he makes you all go out to steal and—

Enter John at a quick pace. Urchins scramble to whatever respectful / subservient attentive stance we 
create.  Once there, John snaps or gestures or just waits, showing this is something the urchins are well 
trained in.  They parade up towards him with the day's offering, getting either nothing (meaning they 
did okay), “Half food,”  “No food,”  and/or a box on the ears.  Each says 'yes sir,' regardless of what 
they get or don't get.  Charles is only one to get a 'Not bad.'  Sarah is 3rd to last, then Rachel, then 
Bridget

John:  Let's see what thy raggedy lot brought in today.  That all? No food for you. You, neither. You 
shall be fed; you, only half.  (to Charles).  Not bad.  (Etc. etc. depending on how many urchins we 
have)

John: (as Sarah approaches):  Let's see if no food the last two days has given thee some fire.  

She hands him the farthings that Rachel had given her. He nods.  Rachel shows she has nothing; 
Charles smirks

John:  Empty-handed! (here or later, Sarah looks like she's about to speak up for Rachel, from behind 
John; Rachel casts her a firm head shake 'no'.  Just like thy mother, (motions to mother) thou hasn't a 
lick o' good in thee!  Curse me the day I wed thy mum; no food for thee tonight, by thunder!

Bridget comes in line and visibly gives more than Charles or a few others had given.

John:  No food for thee either, wretch!  Old as thou art, thou shouldest be able to do better.

Bridget either 

1) gives glower, like she's going to say something
2) walks off, then turns around to say something
3) says it right there

Bridget:  T'isn't fair! I got more than any of those boys, and they do not go without!

Other urchins, even Charles, are amazed that this has happened.  John briefly surprised (perhaps) but 
easily comes back

John:  Art thou telling -me- how to run things?
Bridget:  (starting to lose courage (?))  I just think that—
John:  Dost thou forget? Thou wert indentured to me, by law, since thou wert a mewling babe--(to all) I
givest thee a roof over thy head, and food—if thou earns it! I make the rules, and none question me, or 



else!  For thy backtalk, not only dost thou get no food tonight, tomorrow thou shalt have to bring in 
-double- just for thy bed-space! Now, what dost thou say to thy betters?

(Bridget stands, looking at him; we can see she is scared, we're not sure what she's going to do or say)

Bridget:  (pause, or not; but quiet)  Yes sir.
John:  Speak not like a louse!  Say it again!
Bridget:  (contained anger)  Yes sir!
John:  Now off to bed with the lot of ye!  And if I hear a peep tonight, there'll be hell to pay.

(He storms off.  Other urchins exit, leaving Mother, Bridget, and Rachel (or, male urchins go off, but 
other female urchins go to bed in odd corners, etc. 

Bridget:  Ooooh! But he makes me mad!
Mother:  Bridget...
Rachel:  Always strutting around, like a rooster; and making those boys his pets!
Mother:  'Tis our lot in life being women and poor, dear.

Bridget:  “Yes, sir! Yes, sir!”  Ooooh, but one day I'd like to—!

Urchins, including Bridget and Rachel, sing this song, with different lines sometimes unison, 
sometimes in small groups or solos.

All I Can Be

'Yes sir; oh, yes sir;'  'Yes sir;' what a revolting sound;
'Yes sir; Oh, I'll do my best, sir!' But some day, I'll stand my ground
All my life I've been taught to say 'yes sir; (yes sir);'
When in my life will they start asking what's my pleasure?
I'll be a playwright, and silly; or a brave knight—no, really!
I could do it—if I weren't so poor...

I'd be a sergeant-at-arms, or a smith with burly arms
Or become a candlestick caster
I'd oversee London's docks or wind all London's clocks,
Or become a scowling schoolmaster!

Mother:  But only men can be schoolmasters!
Urchin:  And you'd have to learn foreign languages, like {German and} Latin.

Ha!  There's no language that I couldn't learn to speak, fine and dandy,
I could learn to read and write in Ancient Greek, hand me
A scroll from afar, or a map of the stars
I could do it; of that, I'm sure!

Yes, some day I'll show them all that I can be
Learn any trade; I won't be afraid
Some day they'll learn that I should be free
Free to speak my mind, show that I'm one a kind
Won't be left behind, the treasures they'll find....
In me...

Some day they'll learn the poor should have our voices



Some day they'll learn they must respect our choices

Oh yes, they can not deceive me of my strength believe me
I'll show them, all that I can be, 
Urchins: Yes I'll show them  
Bridget and Rachel: Yes, I'll show them all...

All: All that I can be!

John enters, cutting off music. Urchins immediately look ashamed, submissive

John:  What's all this noise?! I told thy ragged bunch to be quiet! Just for that, no food for the -lot- of ye
tomorrow!

If solo song: Bridget strides up to him,--[perhaps Mother gestures/moves to not quite hold her back but 
imply it] hands maybe on hips, elbows out

John:  Oh!  Hast thou something to say?  

We may have a moment where it looks like the courage is bubbling up in her; either way it is cut off 
when John winds up / threatens a backhand slap, and Bridget flinches; looks mostly defeated

John:  That's what I thought.  (Laughs)  Ha!  Just a poor little scamp!

Urchins retire resignedly to their uncomfortable 'beds.'  Rachel and Mother look sad, seem unsure of 
whether to or how to console Bridget

Bridget:  Some day I'll show them...all that I can be.

After pause for applause (if it comes) Mother looks sad, then walks over to Bridget and Rachel, looks 
furtively over her shoulder, then sneaks out some bread that was hidden in her clothing, and offers it to 
Rachel and Bridget. Bridget eyes it hungrily, but does not reach for it

Rachel:  Mother, no!  I know, that's all thou hast been given to eat for the whole day, and if he found 
out—!
Mother:  Child, take it! (she rips it into two to divide for them, or we already have two small pieces) 
Thou needest thy strength for the streets.
 
Rachel gives Bridget 'her' piece, then divides the other piece in half to give to her Mother.  All eat, with
occasional glances over their shoulders. Bridget goes to a corner to tuck in, while Mother welcomes 
Rachel to a 'bed.' She tucks her in;  Maybe Mother hums lullaby, perhaps tune of What I Would Do.  
Comes to Rachel in bed.

Mother:  What is it, child?
Rachel:  Dost think that Bridget will be a schoolmaster someday, or a knight?
Mother:  If God wills it.  
Rachel:  One day I'd like to visit the royal palace. I'd have servants, and silk capes, and I'd eat 
plumcakes whenever I wanted!
Mother:  There, dear...rest now.

Rachel is visibly sleeping by ~3rd line of song

What I Would Do



Mother:  What I would give to make you happy 
What I would do to see you free
And never in your life to know
An unkind word, or angry blow,
Or fear...my dear...

What I would give to hear you laughing
What I would do if you could be
Anything you wanted to
If I just had the courage to
Be strong...help you along...

What I would give
What I would do
To see you free

Scene III   
At the Gates of the Palace / Royal Chamber or Royal Lawn

Rose is on promenade with several ministers, a few guards, and several servants.  As she goes, there is 
hubbub / general milling outside palace gates, which have 2 important-looking guards.  The crowd sees
the princess and remark “The Princess!”  “Look, it's the princess!”  Etc. etc.  Rachel gets excited and 
leans against gate.)  

Guard:  Mind thy manners, thou young beggar! (without waiting for her to move, he rudely throws her 
down. Rose sees this. Locals are laughing at Rachel as she pulls herself up from the ground.

Rose: How dar'st thou use a poor lass like that! How dar'st thou use my father the King's meanest 
subject so! Open the gates, and let her in!

(A gang of ministers / servants spring forth to...interfere? But they're not sure what to do; the guard 
opens the gates for Rachel, who comes in sheepishly)

Rose: Thou lookest tired and hungry; thou'st been treated ill. Come with me. Bring her a meal in my 
quarters!

(They make their way to Rose's Quarters, a few random servants there plus Rose's bewildered train.  
Inside room is a table)

Rose:  (to others who have brought food) Leave us! (once they're gone)  What is thy name?
Rachel:  Rachel Canty, an' it please thee, your majesty.
Rose:  'Tis a curious name. Where dost live?
Rachel:  Offal Court, out of Pudding Lane. 
Rose:  Offal Court! Truly 'tis another odd name. Hast thou parents?  Are they kind to thee?
Rachel:  My mother tries her best; but my stepfather only stayeth his hand being asleep, or overcome 
with drink.
Rose:  Fathers be alike, mayhap. Mine hath not a doll's temper. He spareth me his hand, but not always 
his tongue, sooth to say. What of thy servants?
Rachel:  Servants?
Rose:  Why not? Who helpest thou undress at night, or attireth thee upon waking? And tell me of Offal 
Court. What is life like there?



A Different Life

Rachel: Summers we wade and we swim in the rivers and canals
And each doth duck her neighbor
And spatter her with water
And dive and shout and tumble all day long
Rose: I'd give my father's crown to try it all just once! [Rose comes in while the '-ble' part of Rachel's 
singing 'tumble']

Rachel: What of thy life here?

Rose: There are banquets, then dances
Rachel: With who?
Rose: The Prince of Spain;
He poses and he prances—such a pain;
And the Earl of Surrey likes to waltz with his cane!
Rachel: I'd love it!
Rose: It's such a drain;

Rose: More about you! What dost thou do for fun?

Rachel: We dance about the Maypole and play in the—
Rose: In what?
Rachel: Your highness might not approve
Rose: Speak!
Rachel: In the mud.
Rose: What dost thou do in the mud?
Rachel: We wrestle in the mud

Rose either says “...Yes?” or gives approving look

Rachel: We roll through the mud
Rose: Go on!
Rachel: We stomp and wade and wallow
Both: In the mud!

The two go to separate sides of the stage, as if they're in their own thoughts

Rachel: If I could live in her shoes only for a day
Rose: I could run and play, I'd be free
Both: I'd give anything to—

They look at each other, wordlessly at first; then gesture, initiated by Rose first, about changing outfits.
They disappear backstage for the quick change, then come back marvelling at their new outfits

Rachel:  Why—I—
Rose:  What dost thou make of it?
Rachel:  One of my degree should not utter such a thing.
Rose:  Then I will say it: we have the same hair, same eyes, same voice and manner, same form and 
stature, and same countenance.  No one could tell us apart.  Now, clothed in rags, I should feel as you 
did, as when that brute soldier threw thee down—hark ye, is that a bruise upon your hand?
Rachel:  Yes; but 'tis a slight thing; your worship knoweth that poor man-at-arms—
Rose:  Peace! It was a shameful thing, and cruel! If the king—stir not a step till I come again! It is a 



command!

(Rose leaves the chamber in a flurry, leaving Rachel in the room.  Rose flies through the castle in rags 
till she reaches the gates).

Rose:  Open! Unbar the gates!

The Guard from before boxes Rose upon the ear once she is through, and relocks the gates.

Guard:  Take that, thou beggar's spawn, for what thou got'st me from her Highness before!  Crowd 
laughs
Rose:  I am the Princess of Wales, my person is sacred; and thou shalt hang for laying thy hand upon 
me!
Guard: brings his halberd to formal arms; says mockingly,  I salute your gracious Highness. Be off, 
thou crazy rubbish; or get twice what thou got before!

Crowd jeers at Rose, mocks her as she leaves, saying 'Way for her royal Highness! Way for the 
Princess of Wales!'

We see Rose wandering another part of the street, having escaped from the throng. She looks confused,
and a bit forlorn; then says to herself,

Rose:  How to get back in? They think me a pauper. Where shall I go? I know no one in London 
outside the palace gates.

Bridget arrives and sees her.

Bridget:  THERE thou art! I have been looking all over London for you, twice over!
Rose:  I did not grant thee leave to speak! And thou bows in my presence, until given command to rise!
Bridget:  (a bit confused; then gets it) Oh yes, my princess, forgive me; I did not recognize thee...my 
peasant's mind is prone to wander! Deep bow, waits
Rose:  Rise, and speak.
Bridget:  in mock-fancy speech  My lady, thy wicked stepfather, the king, has found his way to a tavern
tonight, and will not return to the palace until late; therefore we servants are having a bit of a sup, and 
request thy royal presence at the table in Offal Court.
Rose: (to self) Wait, Offal Court—that's where that girl Rachel Canty says she lived. Perhaps I can get 
help there from her mother. (to Bridget) 'Tis fine; I will speak to thy lot to figure how best to get me 
back into the palace.
Bridget:  Of course, thy most royal majesty, for how couldst thou be a proper princess outside the royal 
palace? Thy wish is my command. Off we go!  

Bridget grabs Roses hand to dart through the marketplace; Rose goes a few feet with her before 
yanking her hand back (not angrily)

Rose:  Thou touchest me! It shall not happen again!
Bridget:  Yes, thy majesty.

Action back to Rachel in Rose's Quarters. We see her pacing nervously. She finally gets courage to 
edge open the door to the hallway. Lights rise on ~7 servants in hall, ready to serve; all bow. Rachel 
steps back and slams door.

Rachel:  Where can she have gone? If I'm found here, it could be my head!



She paces again for ~8 seconds, perhaps a short monologue; We hear a knock at the door

Rachel:  Mayhap that be the princess! Opens door   

We see Page enter. Rachel not sure what she is to do, bows.

Page:  O my lady, on thy knees! --And to me!  (stammering, then recovering)  Chief Minister Hertford, 
and Rowland, Earl of Southhampton, request entrance.  Awkward silence, Rachel eventually nods, then
motions for entry. Page leaves in a hurry, Hertford and Rowland enter.

Hertford:  The Viscount of Shaftsbury is here, your highness. Shall I send him in?
Rachel:  (official-sounding, after a pause). Yes—yes! Send him in.

Viscount enters, comes before Rachel, and bows lowly. Rachel, unsure of what to do, just stands there. 
All hold pose for ~10 seconds, Rachel's eyes alternating between contrived confidence and glances to 
the Earl and the still-kneeling Viscount. Viscount a bit off balance, attempts to look up; then looks 
down again. Earl looks at Rachel, Rachel looks at Hertford a bit anxiously. Hertford subtly gestures of 
a rise. Rachel bids him rise, but then she bows to Viscount, who bows back, going to his former 
uncomfortable position. She then bows to chest-carriers who, flabbergasted, bow back, dropping the 
chest. She  storms out of the room, flustered

She's Mad   Hertford, Rowland, ~2-3 other ministers whom they're talking to

Hertford = H, Rowland = R

**We might do all the spoken scenes below leading up to Scene V, then have all four verses of the song
afterwards**

H:  Did you hear?  R:  Did you see?   
H:  She did not bid him rise!
R:  And she bowed to the servants of his train
H:  O, I fear!  R:  Could it be?
H & R: Do we dare surmise
That the princess could be 
Hertford: Losing her brain
Rowland: Going insane  

Scene IV 
Slums & Palace

Scene Change to Rose in slums.  Big table already set, urchins (rarely) happy, with John gone.  Rose 
and Bridget enter.  Rose strides to table, expecting them to rise and bow.  They do not, but carry on.

Rose:  Rise and bow in the presence of the Princess of Wales.

Silence, then laughter

Rose:  There shall be silence while I eat!

Urchins kind of playing along, a bit weirded out.  

Rose:  (to Bridget)  Fetch me my spoon. And I am thirsty.



This last she says, looking meaningfully at Sarah, who is to her right.  Sarah looks confused, then 
points at her cup. Rose points at her cup. Sarah, getting it, offers up the cup to Rose, who takes it.  All 
have started eating.

Rose:  Where is my napkin? And where is the sauce, and the dressing? And why is no chaplain here to 
do the prayer for the food?

She storms off, irritated

Urchin/Urchins:  What's that? Did you hear it? Wanting silverware!
And she said, 'You must eat without a sound!'
Then she asked for some dressing, and for us to have a blessing
She's a few pennies short of a pound

(Scene IV)
Palace Dining Room

hen Rachel enters, we have as opulent a table as we can manage and as many servants as we can there, 
ready to serve her.  Her dinner experience is punctuated with these scenes (necessary ones have **; 
possible ones have -?-:

--**Napkin is tied around her neck. She takes it off and says, “Take this fine cloth away, or it might be 
soiled!”
--**Eats with her fingers.
---?-Reaches for her own cup, a guy jumps forth and offers it to her upon a plate. She tentatively takes 
it from the plate, scared someone will do something more.
---?-Asks 'What are these?' about vegetables.  “Turnips and lettuce, your highness.”
---?-Some awkward looks as she is only one eating, 10+ people watching her, anticipating what she 
needs.
--**After food is finished, someone says, 'Fetch the rose water'.  Rose water comes in very obvious bin
for hand-washing, she drinks, then says, “This soup has a pretty flavor, but wanteth strength.'
--**As chaplain stands and begins prayer behind her after the rose-water, Rachel stands and leaves.

Servants: Did you see that, Can you believe it, Eating with her hands
And she drank from the hand-washing cup
She removed the royal napkin, interrupted the good Chaplain
Cook: She's a few feathers short of a duck.  
Cook, Servant, or Company: She's a few seeds short of a fruit;
She's a few turnips short of a soup.

We now close with both scenes simultaneously for time to go to bed.  In Rachel's camp, she takes off 
her own first sock, then someone darts over to take off the second one.  

Rachel:  Dost have any straw?
Rose:  I would like some tea. And where is my bed?
Agnes:  What type of bed, your highness? (maybe Rose answers in pantomime while we shift focus to 
the palace)

Grace:  Ring if thou should needest me, your majesty.' Eventually they both get to sleep, but now all 
the urchins and the servants / ministers converge to figure out what's been happening



Severally, S's: Did you hear, did you see, she took off her own socks
U: And she wants a feather-bed (this last part spoken by another?) that goes 'Poof!'
S: She wanted straw!  U: She wanted tea! 
All:  It is plain to see,
U: She has a few tiles missing from her roof
Royals:  She's a few gears short of a clock 
All:  She's a few sheep short of a flock.

Urchins:  She's maaaaaaad 
Royals:  Is she mad?  
Urchins:  She's maaaaad  
Royals:  Is she mad?
All: She's a few cards short of a deck  
Urchins: She's maaaaaaad
Royals:  Is she mad?   
All:  She's completely mad
She's a few bushels short of a peck.

She's a few jewels short of a crown
She's a few pennies short of a pound!

Scene V
Street Scene

Rose and Bridget walk on, street scene with passersby—well, passing by.

Rose: Why have thou stopped there?
Bridget: Art thou dense? 'Tis our place we beg, mornings!
Rose: Beg?! -Never- would I soil my hands so.
Bridget: Thy princess games becomes tiresome. (Aristocrat passes by) Spare a farthing, mum? (She 
gets nothing, but doesn't blink an eye) Once we get four farthings, we'll be able to pay John tonight, 
and we can go play by the river. If you don't help, 'twill take twice as long. Farthing for a poor girl, sir?
Rose: We needest money? HALT! (stuns passerby) In the name of Henry the King, thou shalt give us 
four farthings! (Passerby starts to walk on) 

Bridget: (Aside) If she's going to play the princess, at least I can have some fun with it.  (to the 
Princess) Thy majesty, wilt thou give this humble urchin leave to speak?
Rose: He just walked off!  You! You, there! I command of you four farthings! I say, come back!

Bridget: (taking her aside) Thy majesty, begging is an art—a science! Thou must master its secrets.

Beggar's Creed

Bridget: You see...
Hand goes out; head goes down;
Cower closely to the ground,
Make like you're tired and they might be inspired to—sssh!
Now, beg without a sound!

One passerby gives Bridget a coin 8 bars instrumental for this; maybe B. also raises Rose up (Rose 
flinging her hand away again) and takes her to the middle of the street



But now go to the middle of the street, we'll poke and fiddle with them,
Greet them like you're family, start talking NOW,
(to passerby, spoken-sung) Excuse me sir, a moment to spare?
I've got a sad story 'bout my sister there!
She's lost her wits and she has the fits; 
Surely you're a gentleman, and really care!

Little dance as he tries to pass her, Bridget blocking her way and showing him her 'sister;' 12 bars of 
the music as they act this out

(to Rose) (Now,) Don't let them pass till they've paid the fare!

Music continues in background

Rose: But thou lied to him! I am not thy sister, and I have -not- lost my wits!
Bridget: We need money, do we not? What does it matter what story we tell?

Bridget: (to passersby) My mother, lost!--when I was four;
I need a penny to buy bread at the store;
My father—killed! Overseas at war!

Bridget: We've made four farthings—we don't need more! 

Enter another beggar, this one genuinely sick and physically hurt, possibly with cane. He puts his palm 
out, and passersby ignore him. Rose watches this intently, Bridget is sorting herself, getting ready to go

Rose: They just pass him by!
Bridget: What? Oh, him. The poor are everywhere in London. 
Rose: But they have plenty of money they could give, and he has nothing!
Bridget: 'Tis the way of things; come, let's go off to the river!

Rose: You there, help this man!  You—dost have a farthing?  Anyone?
Bridget: Come, let's go!
Rose: I want to see those four farthings.
Bridget: Here, but why? 

Bridget hands her the money; Rose gives it to the beggar

Bridget: Hey, we earned that!
Rose: He needs it more than we do.
Bridget: (Sigh.) Then thou must help more next time. But I'm tired of begging here—we'll do it later. 
For now, let's go to the river.
Rose: The river? 
Bridget: To play!

Bridget grabs her by the hand, and leads her halfway across stage. Rose allows herself to be led, but 
then breaks her hand free.

Rose: I -told- thee not to touch me without leave!

Bridget, used to this by now, walks off. Rose follows her, then turns back to look at the beggar. 
Constable walks by.



Constable: Back again, are ye! I -told- thee not to come on this street! Thou art lucky I am in a good 
mood, and don't send thee to the stocks again. I give thee five minutes to clear out, or else!

Constable walks off. Beggar attempts to get up, with challenges.

(Adjunct tune to All I Can Be)

Rose: All your life to spend there begging dimes, nearly starving;
Yet the law says your begging is a crime; 
How can this be, how these people here are living, now I know
How things ought to be
I'll show them all

Rose goes off towards direction Bridget exited

Scene VI
Knight Scene
Bedroom / Courtyard

Rachel and Minister arriving at Courtyard

Minister:  Time for thy training, your majesty.
Rachel:  Training?  Oh yes, of course, my training!  Right away! 

They strap a sword, armor, and a helmet on her.  'What?!' she says before as many knights as we can 
armor come marching out in formation.  She realizes they're not here to fight her, but she is supposed 
to do their training exercises with them.  

England's Finest 

There are three verses on the CD of this song.  We may do all three, or just the two written here.

Knights:  They call us England's finest 
Because we march each day
We guard the king his highness
When we attack we say, oh,
Hie, eeyah hie, eeyah hey, ya, hey, ya, hey! (oh,)
Hie, eeyah hie, eeyah ho, hey, yah, England's finest on their way.

Watch out, we're England's finest
We hope we stay that way
We may not have much slyness (possible pause for some sneaky walks)
But hear us when we say, oh,
Hie, eeyah hie, eeyah hey, yah hey, ya, hey, oh,
Hie, eeyah hie, eeyah ho, hey, yah
England's finest on their way...

Captain:  Double Time!

8 beat instrumental, or longer instrumental crash-course roundup of knights marching this way and 
that}



------------------------------------------
(Possible verse)  We're surely England's finest
Best get out of our way!
When we must clear our sinuses  (they warm up to sneeze, then sneeze)
Our helms get in the way, oh, Ah,   [maybe do sneezes, possibly just eeyah heys]
Choo (Ah, choo!) Ah-choo (Ah, choo!) Ah-choo, ah-choo, eeyah hey, yah hey! Oh,

(This line if no 3rd verse) Hie, eeyah hie, eeyah hie, eeyah hey, ya, hey, oh,

Hie, eeyah hey, eeyah ho, hey yah
England's finest on their way...
Rachel:  Ya, hey!   
-----------------------------------------
Or, we come in here after the instrumental

Knights:  Hie, eeyah hie, eeyah ho hey, yah,
England's finest on their way...

Rachel:  Ya, hey!   

They have lined up; on her Ya hey she holds her arms out, knocking them down like dominoes.  The 
end of the line ends up knocking her down, making a big pile of sprawling knights. Then a buzz, page 
entering:

Page:  King Henry is back from abroad!
Knights, severally:  King Henry!  King Henry!

Knights scamper to exit in a hurry, leaving Rachel in an awkward position.  She looks up groggily after
they've all gone.  

Rachel:  Ya hey!  Lifts her sword and lights go down.

Scene VII  
Henry's Return—Throne Room

Big, impressive throne room with a gaggle of ministers and servants all already waiting Henry's arrival,
some keeping their bearings, others a bit abuzz with a few whispers.  “The King!”  “The King is back!”
We see Rowland and Hertford, aside, in one part of the stage.

Hertford:  Remember, not one word of his daughter's Rose's affliction. “Look after my dear daughter, 
as if her life were your very own,” says he.
Rowland:  “See she comes to no grievance, and no harm,” says he.
Both:  “And if so, it be on thy necks!” says he.  Both feel their necks worryingly
Hertford:  I think you should tell him.
Rowland:  What!  No, you!
Hertford:  You, I say!
Rowland:  What if he's...already heard?
Both:  --Gulp!--

Cue Henry's arrival itself onstage with as huge a fanfare as we can manage.  Hertford and Rowland 
jump to attention.  Once he arrives center stage we hear, severally, “Your Majesty” from different 
parties, all who bow according to their station.  



Henry:  Ah, home again!  Travel is such a curse, what with leaky ship-cabins and muddy roads and—
oh, do not get me started on the sorry state of French wines! Now! Hertford, Rowland, come hither!  
Speed!  You know full well of our most serious problem here!
Rowland:  --Problem, your highness?
Henry:  A problem in the castle that now demands immediate attention; a problem that would not have 
happened if you two had been on your watch?
Hertford:  My Lord, I can explain.  You see,

Henry hasn't heard him.  

Henry:  Yes, England is falling behind the rest of Europe!  We must needs claim our rightful place on 
the map.  We must be known from the new Americas to the far East for...for...
Rowland:  For what, your highness?
Henry:  For being...England!  This palace must shine with English splendor;
Hertford:  And for what shall England be known, my Lord?

England Shall Be Known

Henry:  I want the finest German tapestries and five Egyptian cats
Turkish carpets used as tablecloths and foppish Flemish hats
Swedish butter churns—for peasants!--, Norman jewels on my throne,
For this England will be famous, for this, England shall be known!

Henry:  We also must excel in music, and dance!
We'll have basse dances from Burgundy   (dance by some of the assembled)
Almains from far off Germany  (2nd dance)
Canarios from the Canary...Islands!  (3rd dance)
Henry: Our dance and music won't be beat, for these we shall be known;
All: For these England shall be known!

Hertford:  Well, that should quite do it, your highness!  We'll have -plenty- to work on to get the palace 
ready, and—   (sees Henry looking at him with serious look)  er...yes, your highness...

Henry:  Cuisine! Cook!

Cook saunters up

Cook:  We'll take South American potatoes and we'll cut them into chips
Then in tubs of Norway whale oil, we'll fry them till they're fit
Cook, Minister, or others too:  To feed, a king...
Cook:  Serve them with Spanish fish fillets, that lack a single bone!
Others:  'Fish!'  'And potatoes, chopped into little chips!'  'Fish...and chips!'  Many:  Fish and chips!

Pause.  All laugh, including Henry, maybe not Cook (?)  OR all look to Henry for approval; he says 
'England? Known for fish and chips?'  Then all laugh.

All:  England will never have these fish and chips, for this we won't be known
  
Henry:  (with some solemnity) Lastly, we must flourish in the world of literature.  Since we now have a
printing press—
Servant:  From Germany.
Henry:  Quiet!—we must be known from Greenland to furthest Africa for our scholarly and poetic 



works.  Ministers!  I will hear your ideas...now!   Ministers hurriedly line up.  Each comes forth a step 
to share his/her idea
Minister 1:  A sea journey about a whaling sailor?   “No!”
M 2:  Or a troubled Danish king?  “No!”  A troubled Danish prince?  [People in back of him are 
holding up signs; one says 'To be?' another says 'Or not to be?'  (the or smaller on second sign) (or third
sign has the or) Henry shakes his head.]  I guess it was not to be.
M 3:  A very shrewd detective?  “No!”
M 4 & 5:  Or a quest to find a ring? 
Many: A quest to find a ring? “NO!”
M 6:  One about a teenage wizard schoolboy (pause; they all look thoughtful) whose parents he has 
never known?  (walk on a boy in black trenchcoat, glasses, a wand, and a red and yellow scarf)

All laugh, including Henry

Randoms: 'A schoolboy?'  'How dull!'  'Might as well write about a blacksmith!'  'Or a potter!'  '--A 
potter with long hair, and a big beard!'  Many, though only 1-2 say 'A':  'A hairy potter!'   All laugh

Harry Potter's not for England,
Fish and chips are not for England, 
Hertford: The Beatles?
All: Not for England,
For these we will not be known, 
For these England, won't, be, knooooooooooooown...

Henry:  But wherever is my daughter Rose?  Fetch her at once!

Here is where we switch our actors playing Henry; perhaps we have a quick side scene of Rachel being 
brought in, and we do her line below here rather than later

Hertford and Rowland go up to Henry and begin explaining / quivering.

Hertford:  About your daughter, your majesty...you see, ah,---
Rowland:  She is acting a bit...strangely.
Henry:  Strangely?  Did you not watch over her as I commanded?
Rowland:  Ah, yes, your highness!...We hope it is...temporary!  And a minor affliction, but...
Hertford:  She wants to be by herself more often.
Rowland:  And she seems nervous, especially around the young knights.  (Henry thinks he 'gets it' here;
maybe he nods and smiles)
Hertford:  Her face is often flush with feeling, as if she...
Henry:  Ah!  Gentleman, say no more.  I was waiting for this time to come. I know exactly what is 
going on with her!

Rachel:  (just outside entry)  Meeting with his majesty the king! However shall I do this?  Straightens 
shirt, tries to walk tall etc. She enters

Henry:  Ah, my dear, my gentle joy! It gladdens my heart to see you.  

Rachel comes in a mix of stateliness and awkwardness, and clumsily bows before the king.

Rachel:  (not sure of what to say)  Greetings, your highness—father--lordship
Henry:  Ah, be not nervous, child!  'Tis nothing to be ashamed of!
Rachel:  (nervous as ever)  Nervous, my lord?
Henry:  Yes, yes!  You need not hide it anymore from me!



Rachel:  Hide...it...your majesty?
Henry:  I knew this was coming, you see.  (aside to ministers)  She's having troubles in the area of 
romance.  And who more fit to give her wise counsel than me?
Hertford:  Your majesty certainly does have much wisdom in this field.
Rowland: And experience. 

Henry turns back to Rachel

Henry:  Now my daughter, you are taking your first new steps into a wider world; a world filled with 
beauteous nymphs...but also fierce dragons!  A world where at times the lightest touch is all that is 
needed...but other times you must invoke a raging thunderstorm! I can tell you all the secrets of how to 
succeed at love.  Ah, my first wife, Catherine of Aragon...

How to Succeed at Love

Henry: Catherine was married to my brother, they shared a short sweet life  He died.
Since sisters-in-law can be a bother, I made her my new wife
In fifteen years she bore for me two daughters, but no son. 
And the throne needs a male heir—like me!--so she wasn't the right one...
Catherine of Aragon:  I wasn't the right one...
M's: So he got a new wife  
H:  It's true!  There was nothing left to do,
Yes, a new wife   
M: A convent for you, 
H: She had a waiting maid I could woo
CA: 'Like he waited that long'
H:  But in the Catholic church my dear, divorce is a sin
So I had her annulled  
M's and CA: Annulled (in air quotes) 
H: And I married Anne Boleyn

Chorus:  Anne Boleyn he—
Henry:  Oh, I sent her off.
Chorus:  “Sent her off”...At least one part!  --Gyuuuuuuh!
His third wife Jane, died;
The fourth—another Anne—was also annulled, 
and his fifth, another Catherine, was--

Catherine Howard:  I'll tell this one. Things didn't look good from the start.
CH:  We were married the day a minister was killed for bringing the King his 4th wife Anne

Now the queen of England's shoes were filled by another Catherine.  That's me!
He married me well knowing I was first cousins with Anne Boleyn  (a wave to AB)
And marriages are forever, right?  (looks to servants, ministers; they shake their heads)
{Gulp}...Marriages are forever...right?   (looks to other wives; they shake their heads)
Chorus:  (to Catherine ) And then... 
Chorus:  (to Henry)  And then...
Rachel:  Wait—you didn't!  
M's & Wives 1-4:  Yep, he “sent her off”!
Rachel:  Not again!
H: I thought she loved another man, so I sent her off!
AB:  Well, one part. (spoken-sung)
Rachel:  --When?



M:  Just six months after they joined hands
Catherine:  (chorus does ooohs, aaaahs) Beheaded there in Durbar Square, but wait! Don't call it a sin;
(sung ironically) He was kind enough to lay me down beside my cousin Anne Boleyn
Chorus:  He was kind enough to lay her  down...
Anne Boleyn & Catherine Howard: In a cemetery!
Chorus:  Beside her cousin Anne Boleyn.

Henry:  So I hope you're learning something about love, dear
Rachel:  ...It's certainly an eye-opener!
Henry:  Now.  After Catherine...passed on...I needed another wife.
M: (or chorus)  Number six! 
M2: ...Another Catherine!

Henry:  By this time I was older, but still healthy, strong, and spry;
I needed a more seasoned woman; no waiting-maid, no small fry;
Wives 2, 3, & 5:  Hey!
Catherine Parr:  So he found me, a widow you see, educated, worldly, and wise;

Henry has wandered off to corner of the stage, woolgathering, and he doesn't hear any of this

CP:  But he doesn't know what the end will be, it will come as a surprise
M's:  He'll “send you off!”
CP:  No dear, not me
W's:  Is there a trick he hasn't pulled?
Chorus OR Wives 2 & 5 (if so, previous line M's):  He cuts your head off!
CP:  Just wait and see
Wives 1 & 4:  I know:  He'll have you 'annulled!'
CP:  I will be his company for the rest of his short life.

Wives: You kill him off!
CP:  No, no no;
All':  She kills him off 
CP:  Wait, that's not so
All':  She kills)him off...
(Wives, or M's) She, kills, him, off...
CP:  NO!  Henry dies of natural causes!

Henry wanders back over

H:  What's that you were saying, dear?
CP:  Oh, nothing!

Henry:  So dear, 
Chorus:  That's how...you succeed....at love [love, love, love, love]
Henry:  Any questions?

Scene VIII
Slums / Offal Court Home

Urchins are hanging in their home, we sense it is at end of day before John is there.

John:  The morrow we must pay two pennies to him that owns this hole, or out we go. Show what 



thou'st gathered with thy lazy begging.

John is in a more bitter mood than usual.  

John:  Ah, the young scrap! (to Sarah)  What, nothing today! Why, I'll show thee a thing or two, I will!

He removes something like a belt or cudgel while Sarah cringes in anticipation.  Rose steps up and 
addresses him in a queenly fashion.

Rose:  Lay not one hand on her, by the name of my father the king, if thou values thy life!

All are amazed, none more so than John. He regains his composure and approaches Rose in the line, 
who has stood forth.  She stands her ground.

John:  'Thy father the king?'  That makest thou princess of the land, does it not? 
Rose:  Indeed; and thou should amend thy scoundrelous ways; taking money from children, whilst thou
drinks it off at the local tavern.

Mother sees John's temper rising and his hand going to his stick / belt.

Mother:  Do, master, she is worn out tonight.  Tomorrow she will be herself again, and will beg with 
diligence, and not upset thy hand.

During this line John is beginning to try to get around her, Mother restraining him while trying to do so
non-aggressively.

Rose:  Thou shalt not suffer for me, madam.  Let this swine do his will upon me.
John:  (roaring)  Swine, is it!  Why, I'll make you wish you had never been born!  Let me at her!
Bridget:  You leave her alone!

Mother restraining him as she's able, but getting some of the impact of the blows

Mother:  Child, fly!  Run, child!  Run!

Other urchins either flee or stay still; Bridget grabs Rose (does Rose resist at first?) and the two of 
them flee out.  After a few more seconds of grappling, John throws her down.

John:  (he advances towards her menacingly)  Thou'lt meddle, wilt thou?  Thou wilt get thy reward.  
But first thy worthless daughter and Bridget shalt pay.  Oh, shall they pay!

John storms off

Mother:  My child, I—I... Forgive me!    She collapses in tears

Now, we have optional semi-chase scene, which means we see Rose and Bridget come out in 'alley;' 
they look around breathlessly, then they hide behind some barrels; in a few seconds John comes to that 
intersection and looks around.  He is unsure of which way to go.

He goes off in a different direction.  Rose and Bridget emerge from behind barrels OR we pick them up
in a different 'alley.'

Rose:  The cad!  Hitting defenseless waifs!
Bridget:  I have never seen thee stand up to thy father before.



Rose:  He is not my father.  
Bridget:  'Tis not time for thy games! Dost not recognize thy stepfather is in more foul a mood then e'er
we have seen? We must fly from here; he knows all the inn-keepers and tavern-owners in London. By 
dawn he will have them all a-watch for us.
Rose:  (thinks for a moment) We will take to the countryside; my cousin has an estate in Hertfordshire, 
but a dozen leagues' walk from here.
Bridget:  Stop with thy nonsense!  Thy cousin!—
Rose: Listen, I tell thee—I am not thy friend Rachel; I am Rose, verily the true princess of England.  
We switched our garments, and I got trapped out here on the streets.
Bridget:  Thy head must have been knocked on a rock. But we could hide in the country, 'tis a good 
plan to leave London. 
Rose:  On the way I shall tell thee how it all happened.
Bridget:  Oh!  (getting exasperated, but just wants to get moving)   

Scene IX
Hallway / Henry's Deathbed 

Scene opens on Rachel; enter servant

Servant:  Your majesty, the king calls for you.  

It's a royal room with assembled ministers, servants, etc.  Henry lies on his bed. Rachel enters.  With 
effort, Henry pulls himself up to a semi-sitting position.

Henry:  My child, come hither.  Let me look at thee.  Thou takest after thy mother—strong in body and 
mind, and of a strong will.  Thou wilt be able to weather the storms that come.  

Henry closes his eyes, and seems to rest.

Rachel:  Storms?  What dost he mean?
Hertford:  Your highness, the king's health is failing, and if—God forbid, he should pass on—
Henry:  I do not need others to speak for me!  Am I not still king!  Dear child, I knew this day would 
come.  I only wish that I had given you the childhood you deserved.  Please; find it in your heart to 
forgive a foolish old man.

Forgive Me

Henry:  When I'm gone, England will change
For better or worse, England's life rearranged;
For I'm dying my dear, yes my end drawing near
My life shone full, but now it wanes

And my child, I see now I've been blind
As a father I've been far away, and unkind
I've been off fighting wars, or hunting my boars
And you—I left you behind.

Forgive me the wrongs (that [90%]) I have done 
Forgive me for wishing for a son
Forgive me, my dear for not being strong
You'll be far better off when I'm gone.



Lights come up on Mother; halfway through stanza on John Canty

Mother:  My child I know that you've gone
I'm sorry I couldn't prevent these wrongs 
But I...will try... to be        more strong
John Canty: I'll bring you back, you little thief, where you belong

Rowland:  I must learn if she's England's true queen
Though it could cost me my head...or hers...
Servants / Ministers:  We've seen Henry fight off ills before but now
Mother:   Oh my child,
                                 What your life         might have been!  
Servants/Ministers:                   What   if     he's    done?

Lights come up on Rose and Bridget

**For these verses, we might just have Henry, the Mother, and Rachel sing; however, we might try to 
get everyone in

Numbers show who sings in which line

1) Forgive me, for the wrongs I have done
2) My girl
Rose:        I'll reclaim        my    crown
John:                                        I'll track you  down
3) Rachel:  I must find Rose, for I'm not the one
4) M's & S's:  We'll soon see a new reign begun

Rowland:                  Is she the       one    
Henry:                   Dear child,
Mother:              Please
?Bridget:       Some day,     I'll         show        them      

1) Henry:  Forgive me, the wrongs (that) I have done
Mother:     Forgive              me                             for the wrongs I've
Bridget         All          that  I                can        be...

2)  Mother:       done          my     girl
Henry:        Forgive me   (stops note, in pain)
Rowland:   I'll find   the true     one
Rachel:      I'm   not  the true     one
Rose & Bridget:                                   I will find             a           way
John:            I'll make you pay

3)  Henry:  Forgive me, my dear, for I was not strong
All others:  Aah...

Henry falls back into bed, slowly. Hertford calls over the Royal Surgeon, who places his ear on Henry's
heart.  He looks up, and shakes his head.

Hertford:  You are to be Queen of England.

All in the room bow to Rachel, who look around at this in wonder, awe, and fear; then (perhaps) looks 
at audience as curtain closes.



Intermission

Act II

Scene X
Barn in Countryside

Bridget: I'm cold, wet, hungry and tired. I don't know why we are here.
Rose: Peace! When dawn breaks, I will present myself to my royal cousin here, and he will surely help 
restore me to the palace...and get us both some proper food.
Bridget: Thy silly, stupid game is becoming—

Enter two Servants of the Estate, who sees them. Rose walks over with a royal air.

Servant 1: Thou beggars should not be here. Leave now, else I sic the hounds on thee!
Rose: Thou wilt present me, presently, to my cousin Dale of Hertfordshire; I am Rose, princess of 
England, and need restoration to my rightful place in the palace.
Servant 2: For the love of—thou art -not- her highness Rose, for I have met the princess myself; and if 
you were she, you would know that she is no longer princess but queen-in-waiting, to be crowned 
queen of England in ten days' time. Now go thy ways, out!
Rose: Wait, what? What do you mean?
Servant 1: (as he pushes them out) Are you daft? King Henry died two nights ago, and Rose is now to 
be queen!  
Rose: Henry—dead? 
Servant 2: The whole country is a-stir with the news. Out! Out with you, I say!

Rose, stupefied, allows herself to be taken out, and Bridget follows suit.

Scene XI
Public Scene (on side) / Room(s) in Palace

Group of pedestrians on street—the two aristocrats from the first intro song, a few townsfolk / workers,
a few poorer-looking folks, and a guy in stocks

She's Mad (Reprise)

Severally:  Did you hear, can you believe it
Lower taxes now!
And wrongfully convicted men set free
Repairs to London's docks and a ban on using stocks  
Stock Folks from Act I Intro:  Woohoo!
Aristocrat:  Hmmmmph!  This queen's a few pen— (cut off)
Others:  She's all right with me! 

Palace Scene; Guy on trial, several ministers about, two lawyers (two doctors?), Rachel, and a Witch

Rachel:  What is this man's alleged crime?  
Lawyers, severally: Poisoning, your majesty, or so we've figured out;
Accused:  The doctors found no traces  
Lawyer:  But there can not be a doubt



For the poisoning predicted by none other than a witch

Some wise head-nodding among the audience

She foresaw the when the where the how, the who the why the which!
Chorus:  She foresaw the when the where the how, the who the why the which!

Rachel:  You can't place him at the crime scene, you have no witnesses, forsooth;
You've not established motive, here we seek to find the truth
You're entirely relying on the visions of a witch—
Witch:  Let's not resort to name-calling, shall we?
Rachel:  This man has not been proven guilty, sir, you're free to go, no hitch!

Some commotion; Rachel exits; Accused, Witch, and Lawyers/doctors exit, all arguing.  We're left with
Ministers:  Rowland, Hertford, and others

Ministers:  Did you hear, can you believe it, it's a whole new age
Under Henry, he'd be sentenced to the noose;
Executions halted, the poor to be exalted  
Is she a few feathers short of a goose?
Minister:  I think she's three steps ahead of the game!
All:  No matter what, England won't be the same!

All exit, leaving Rowland, Brendan, and a group of Ministers

Rowland:  You all alone I can speak to. Some would say even thinking the thoughts I have borders on 
treason.
Brendan:  What is it, sir?
Rowland:  I ask you—is this girl on the throne Rose, or an impostor? You have seen how differently 
she has acted! Yet if she be false, who would—who could—have designed such a plan, and where is 
the true queen now—held prisoner, somewhere, or even—dead?  And the coronation in only four days' 
time!

Rowland:  Upon taking this office I made a sacred vow to uphold England's laws and the true lineage 
of the throne; If this girl is not the true queen, we must find Rose! I have devised a test: only the true 
princess knows where the Great Seal of England lies. We will test her on coronation day, whatsoever it 
may mean for England. 

Scene XIII
British Countryside

Bridget and Rose walking a country lane.

Bridget:  No matter how many times thou repeats it, I can not believe thee; that thou art the true queen 
of England, and my friend Rachel now on the throne!  It did not help thy story that we were kicked out 
of thy cousin's barn!  
Rose:  Aye, and who can blame them?  We look but like wand'ring beggars.  Here.  Thou dost not 
believe me, I know; but we must find a way into the castle before the coronation in four days, else 
Rachel will be crowned queen, and that can not happen.  
Bridget:  I grow sick of thy vain, clay-brained stories!
Rose:  I am trying to help thy friend as well—she could be beheaded if found out to be false!  And I 
have just lost my father!



Short silence as Bridget realizes she has hit a nerve

I am unable to go back to my home, and I am all alone, save for thee!

Rose huddles in her own arms.  After a short time Bridget goes over to her and puts her arm around her.

Bridget:  Let us say for a moment that I believe thy story.  How would we gain entrance to the palace?  
And whither shall we go now?  We have no coin, and no friends here, though at least thou hast that 
sword thou got from thy cousin's hunting lodge.
Rose:  (pats the sword) No friends, no allies—thou speakest true, but sometimes help comes from the 
most unforeseen places.

Scene shifts to three ruffians hiding in the brush.  Maybe Rose and Bridget sit down to a light lunch, or 
to rest.  

Brinley Bromley Thorpe; all speak in stage whispers. They might have masques.

Bromley:  Ho, look!
Thorpe:  Two travelers.
Brinley:  Not too rich, by their looks.
Bromley:  Still, they may have some coin; 
Thorpe:  Or some bacon, or salt pork, or sausage! Mmmmmmmmmmmmm...!
Brinley:  Quiet!  Now, here's the plan.  When they walk by, we'll be sneaky-like.  We shall pretend we 
are but animals of the countryside, and make animal-like sounds to confuse and beguile them.  Then, 
we pounce!  Here, I will be as a cow, and sayeth 'Mooooo.'  Bromley, thou shalt be even as a duck.
Bromley:  Ducks sayeth 'quack.' Quack, quack, quackquackquackquack—
Brinley:  Ssssshh—Enough! And thou Thorpe, thou shalt be a fox.

All look ready to go as Rose and Bridget come; but Thorpe begins to look worried.

Thorpe:  Pssssst! What doth the fox say?
Brinley:  Silence! Now, gentlemen, for thy lives!
Brinley:  Mooooooooo
Bromley:  Quack!   Quack, quack, quack!
Thorpe:  Fraka kaka kaka kaka kow !  Brinley and Bromley look disbelievingly at Thorpe

Bridget and Rose hear the cow and duck, notice with a head-movement, but move on. They look more 
mystified than anything else by the fox sounds.  They shrug and continue on.  Ruffians jump out with 
swords drawn.

Brinley:  Ha!  Thou wert confused and beguiled by our sounds! Now we shalt have thy coin, presently!
Thorpe:  Gering ding ding ding dingeringeding!  (Bromley bops him on the head) 
Brinley:  Peace, no more of that, now!  Ruffians advance
Rose:  En garde!

It's a fun fight scene.  Rose handily dispatches them, Bridget jumping in to secure ones who have 
fallen, or at least take their swords.  At end the two girls are standing over the three, or the three sitting 
back-to-back-to-back with hands in the air.

Rose:  Thou should have brought along real beasts to help thee.  To Bridget:  Why dost thou stare?
Bridget:  Thy work with the sword!  I—I— 
Brinley:  What shalt thou do with us?  {Funny silly punishment?}



Bromley:  {Funny silly punishment?}
Thorpe:  {Another silly punishment}

Rose: (to the Ruffians) Art there more of thee?
Bromley:  Well—I—

Rose holds sword menacingly

Thorpe:  Yes, yes! Come out, come out!

Out come the rest of the gang.

Bromley: Whatever you do, don't hurt our masques!
Thorpe: We need them to live!
Rose:  ...You need masques to live?
Brinley:  Oh yes—we just rob on the side to make ends meet. We're all actors in a company.
Ruffians: The Lederhosen Farthingale Troupe of Mummers!
Bridget: Who?!

Ruffians (as they enter):  We mooooo when we see cattle
We bathe—at least, we might!
We have a way of snoring that'll
Keep you up all night!
Oh yes, we wrestle in the mudpatch
And Geoffrey likes to howl!   
Geoffrey: (Owoooooooooo!)
We scratch and spit and snore and snarl  
But ne'er give cause to scowl--

And we grumble eating oatmeal!
We kick and sometimes bite!
When Hugh and Knox play chess they always get into a fight,
Oh yes we leave our dirty dishes
In a pile by Jensen's door
We curse and swear and belch and stare
Then yearn for something more
Valentine: They yearn for something more
That's what theater is for...
V & Ruffians: That's what theater is for,

Valentine & Ruffians:  An oak comes from but an acorn, 
A mighty flame comes from but a spark (Dante) 
The human fool's a masterpiece, a beauteous work of art

Valentine: Da Vinci!
Rose:  --He said a human 'foot,' not a human fool.

Ruffians: The human fool's a masterpiece, a beauteous work of art

Rose:   ...Actors...
Thorpe:  I play the fox!  Jacha chacha chacha chacha chow!
Brinley:  Quiet!
Bridget:  What is it?



Rose: We have a task to undertake, and thou mayhap can help us. --There could be much hardship.
Ruffians: Hardship! 
Rose: --but also much glory to be had.
Ruffians: Glory! 
Rose: Succeed, and each of ye could be rich;
Ruffians: Rich!
Rose: Fail, and it could mean prison,
Ruffians: Prison!
Rose: --Even for the rest of our lives. And I exaggerate not when I say the very fate of England would 
lie in the hands of thee and thy capable band. 
Geoffrey:  What would you have us do?
Rose:  Our goal is to gain secret entrance to the royal palace--
Thorpe:  The royal palace!
Brinley:  Impossible!
Rose: --so I be restored to my rightful place on the throne!
Bromley: Thy rightful place on the throne?
Rose:  And we must do so before the coronation in four days' time.

Some hubbub;  Shouts of  “Can't be done!”  “Madness!” “We should just stay here in the woods!”

Bromley:  Sounds dangerous!
Valentine:  Have you forgotten the words of Machiavelli—that old rascal!— Never was anything great 
achieved without danger.
Geoffrey:  We might die!
Valentine: Epictetus: Who would Hercules have been had he just loitered at home? 
Brinley:  But how would we do it?  The castle is heavily guarded, and will be even more so now, before
coronation day.
Rose:  I may have thought of a way.

The ruffians come together in a circle with Rose and Bridget. They all huddle, arms over shoulders as 
lights go out.

Scene XV
Coronation Day Parade

As large and impressive a parade as we can manage, with townsfolk cheering as the stately knights and
ministers go by.  We see Rowland and several of his ministers.

Townie 1:  'Tis Coronation day for Rose, our new Queen of England!
Townie 2:  Aye, Here comes her procession, now!

They go on; the parade continues, and we see Rachel's Mother in the audience, watching with muted 
interest.  The royal float comes by, and briefly stops for Rachel to wave at everyone.  Mother sees 
Rachel, and at first looks confused, then as if she can not believe it; but then yells out, 

Mother:  Rachel! Rachel!  

Rachel hears her name, and instinctually looks over, where she sees her Mother doing a combination of
waving, perhaps jumping, but also reacting to seeing her daughter, who she assumed lost or dead.  
Mother wanders into street of royal parade, as guards come to restrain her.  

Mother:  Rachel!  That is my daughter, Rachel!  Oh, Rachel!  Rachel holds the gaze for a few seconds, 



then turns away; 

Captain:  Take her off to the stocks!
Mother:  Rachel!
Rachel:  No!  See she is not harmed, nor punished.

The procession continues, Mother brought back by the guards into the crowd.  They let her go once the 
procession has past.  As its tail-end filters out, the townsfolk follow it along, leaving only the Mother 
onstage.

Mother:  Rachel!

But You Turned Away / What I Would Do Reprise / Forgive me Reprise

Mother:  Rachel; oh Rachel
You saw me but you turned away
I need you; I've missed you so
But you turned away

Mother:  What I would give to have you beside me
What I would do if you could be
Standing right here next to me
My daughter; what can I say
You turned away

Lights down on Mother; lights up on Rachel, alone, sidestage.  

Rachel: What I would give to have you beside me 
What I would do.....(starts crying)

instrumental of 2nd verse of What I would do

Rachel:  Mother, I know you can't hear me right now
I wish I could have reached to you, but I didn't know how
What I did to you was wrong; I just wasn't strong,
And I wish you could hear me right now

(spoken) Won't, you...for-

-Give me, for this wrong I've done
Mother dear
Forgive me, my mum, for not being strong
I will do what is right from now on.

Shall I tell, though it could cost me my head?
Or be queen, and lead my life full of guilt, full of dread;
I could help England now, if I gave them my vow,
Or they'll have Queen Bloody Mary instead,

Yet the true princess may still be alive;
But if she's dead, then staying queen's the only way I can survive
(Instrumental line)
What's the best path here; I must decide



I will do what is right
But what is right is
So hard to see
For England, for Rose, for my mother, for me;
Will I know what is right?  We shall see.

Scene XVI
Palace Coronation Room

Coronation Room  Somehow we have or give the impression that time has past.  Rachel is on the 
throne (or the waiting-area, or whatever our stage can best support).  We see Hertford, Rowland, his 
ministers, an impressive-looking Bishop, servants, knights and anyone else we can squeeze on stage 
(Save the Mother and John Canty, lest the actors playing them be disguised), presently watching a 
gentleman consuming the stage.

Coronation Room: Somehow we have or give the impression that time has past.  Rachel is on the 
throne (or the waiting-area, or whatever our stage can best support).  We see Hertford, Rowland, his 
ministers, an impressive-looking Bishop, servants, knights and anyone else we can squeeze on stage 
(Save the Mother and John Canty, lest the actors playing them be disguised), presently watching a 
gentleman consuming the stage.

Climax:  Cwaedon paet he waere wyruldcyning
manna mildust ond mondwaerust
leodum lidost ond lofgernost

[[translation, not spoken:  they said that he was, of all kings (rulers?) of the world,
the most generous (of men), and the most gracious
the most protective of his people, and the most eager for honour.]] 

Minister:  Thus finishes that great tragedian Climax his monologue, and verse 3,178 of the illustrious, 
and colossal, epic 'Beowulf.' 

Rowland: (to Brendan (another minister)) It is time.
Rowland (standing, to all):  Gentlemen, a point of order;  as we all know, our monarch carries the Great
Seal of England, passed down from ruler to ruler since time forgotten.  No monarch of the land is 
without it, nor has ever been.  Surely her highness would wish to proudly display the Great Seal for 
such a momentous occasion?
 
Nods of veracity from assembled folks, including Hertford; many eyes turn to Rachel.  Then we hear a 
clamor offstage, pips, squeaks, and yells.  Minister enters from sidestage, 

Minister:  (a bit harried)  Your majesty, we have one more group scheduled to perform before the 
coronation, and we are having a bit of trouble restraining their enthusiasm.  My lord Rowland, might 
they perform now—and then we can bid them be gone?  

Rowland:  Of course, of course (looks meaningfully at Rachel).  The question of the Seal will not be 
going away.

Minister:  From Hertfordshire, the Farthingale Lederhosen Troupe of Mummers!

In stream the Ruffians in various Animal Masques and Disguises (or whatever we can manage), 



dancing and frolicking about, each attempting to make the sound their animal makes.  They brush up 
against ministers, dance with servants, and make some hubbub.  We see Rose and Bridget near the 
edges; they creep downstage for a hushed conversation that we imply only they can hear)
 
Rose: (to Bridget)  Now, remember the plan!  We act our play; and we see how Rachel reacts.  If she 
refuses the crown, we can reveal ourselves in safety; but if our play moves her not, and she seems to be
going forth with the coronation, we dare not show our faces, for fear of being banished, or worse.
Bridget:  I still say Rachel would not cast us out. 
Rose:  Aye, but she could be in fear of her life—and that has changed the character of the strongest of 
men and women.  If she begins the crowning ceremony, I will make our way to minister Hertford, and 
plead our case with him.  Until then, we watch, and wait.
Bridget:  We shall see.
Rose:  So we shall. 

Mummers have assembled themselves into their grand company, and Valentine comes out, in all his 
glory, on Cloud Nine.

Valentine:  Lords!  Ladies!  Gentlemen!  Knights of the Realm!  Ministers of the Land!  Noble guests, 
from afar, humble servants, and our most distinguished guest on the throne!  Our travelling troupe of 
merry-makers requests your audience for a most pleasant diversion, the tale of the Fox and the Hound.

She retreats, and mummers get into their opening places, including Rose and Bridget.

Prologue:  We humbly ask your leave today
To share our most confounding play 
Of two beasts from two different worlds  (show Fox and Hound then)
Whose roles are switched, their lives unfurled;
They live within each other's shoes
And must adopt the other's views
But then they're trapped, and can't change back
What once was plenty, now is lack.

Our play starts in a lovely clearing
An'mals gathered, each one hearing
Beefs from all those present there!
Each one growling, grousing, griping,
carping, whimpering, wailing, whining
Squawking 'bout their troubles there!

Saith the Eagle: 

As the Eagle saith things, the next animal in line has come forth, as the speaking animal's words are 
about the next animal to come.

Eagle:  My nest's too high, my food too squirrely!
I'd rather preen and get up early!

Prologue:  Saith the Rooster:

Rooster:  My comb's too red, my coop too stuffy!
I'd rather be all cute and puffy!

Prologue: Saith the Cat:



Cat:  My tail's too long, my master boring!
I'd rather be out in pasture, snoring!

Prologue:  Saith the Cow:

Cow:  Grass gets old when eaten daily
I'd love some mice, and to be all scaly!   (Mouse looks worried)

(Snake gets all ready to speak; Prologue cuts him off; Snake looks offended and Ssssss's prologue)

Prologue:  And so it went, each one complaining
They wanted sun if it were raining,
They wanted beef if offered pudding,   (Cow looks worried)
Each one would-ing, could-ing, should-ing
Until we came to the sly fox,
Let's listen, gentles, as he talks.

Thorpe (lifting mask; to Bromley, whispering):  I still do not know—what doth the fox say?
Bromley:  Ssssssh!  (or, 'Peace!', or, just puts his mask back down over him)

Fox:  I hunt for new game EVERY day
My den is damp and drafty, grey;
I'd love to sleep by a warm fire
Be given treats, at my desire;
Such is the life of the noble hound!
I'd give anything to tread his ground

Hound:  Within fenced yards I'm forced to be
Hunting daily asked of me
I'd rather run the woods, and play
My schedule mine to make each day
The fox has freedom, and no cares!
Would that I were him, and have his cute ears!

Prologue:  Seeing they were both agreed,
The owl magician then decreed,

Owl:  Thou shalt now have thy two lives switched
Live as the other does, so bewitched!
Beware, it may not be all thou thought;
Thou may soon loathe that which thou sought.

Prologue:  But the fox and hound, both parties willing,
Agreed to switch:  they paid their shilling
And the wise old owl changed their faces   (Fox and Hound switch masks)  

[[PLOT POINT:  if fox and hound are Bridget and Rose, the mask switching happens under curtain that
other ruffians put up for a second.  If they be two others, they just do it, perhaps with ceremony or 
exaggerate 'magic' effects.]]

And they walked off in each other's paces



Fox (in Houndville): Ah, a den that has a fire!
A rug; a blanket, when I'm tired!
This is indeed the life for me!
Let others have the woods to see!

Master:  Get thy mangy fur off of my rug!
Thou art full of fleas, and ticks and bugs!
Tomorrow morn, we leave at dawn
To hunt for grouse, for fox, and fawn!
Thou wilt find game, or else you'll pay;
No kill, no food for thee that day!

Hound in Foxville:  Ah, the woods, where I can wander free,
A lovely world, all mine to see!
This is indeed the life I've dreamed,
A house, a fire?  Just glitzy gleam!

Grouse:  Best beware, there's a hunt today
Thou had best hide, or run away

Fawn:  They've hounds to scent thy very trail
'Tis said their noses never fail.

Prologue:  And so the fox, disguised as hound,
Went off that morning o'er the ground,
O'er fen and field and stream and then
They came nearby the fox's den.

Master / Hunter):  'Tis here we'll find that clever fox
We'll take him home inside this box
Then we'll both dine on the fresh kill
Now get thee out there, use thy skill!

Fox goes off 'hunting;' Hound is discovered; Merry chase ensues, perhaps involving the other animals 
of the ruffian gang.  Eventually Hound is cornered, and Fox comes to him, Hunter not there yet.  They 
recognize each other

Fox (as hound):  'Tis you, my friend
Hound:   And you, as well!
Both:  By Jove, I've got a tale to tell   
Hound:  How goes thy life living as a hound?
Fox:  Speak true?  It stinks!  Walls all around,
And ne'er through woods do I get to play,
Except as hunting dog, and say,
How -do- you smell so well? I can't
Tell a wild boar here from an ant!
How has thy woods home fared for you?
Hound:  Not too well, if speakest true;
'Tis hard to chase my food, I've found,
And hunting? I'd rather be the hound!
Fox: And I, a fox would rather be.
Both: Can we switch back, again be free?



Prologue:  The owl heard this from above,
And sent his messenger, the dove

Dove:  Thou must find courage to renounce
The mask thou wears.  If thou pronounce
Thy true name, and you speak it thrice,
The owl will turn thee back.

Fox and Hound:                        Sounds nice!

Fox:   Fox, fox, fox!
Hound:  Hound, hound, hound!

Prologue:  With that, their lives again were switched; (switch masks again)
The fox ran off, without a hitch 
But both had learned their lesson that day:
Be grateful who thou art; and stay
With thy true name, be it high or mean,  
Be ye a pauper, or a queen.

Rachel:  I must speak. There is something you all must know—even if cost me my head.  I am not, nor 
can be, the true queen of England.  My name is Rachel Canty, and I am but a pauper from London's 
Offal-Court.

Tumult / Mild mayhem, as many speak at once.

Rowland:  I knew she was not the rightful queen!  Guards, Guards!  Come; take her away!
Rachel:  I have one more thing to say!

Cries of 'Let her speak!'  We see Rose, who had been ready to speak up, stay Bridget's hand, 
acknowledging that they will wait 

Rachel:  The true princess donned my rags and I believe she left the castle ten days ago; She must be 
found, and quickly; for while it can be hard for anyone to live in the slums, for her it might have been 
deadly. She might need help!

Guards grab Rachel by each arm.

Rachel: My one request is that thou lets me see my mother again, if only one more time, before I go.
Rowland:  Thy honesty does thee credit; however, the law is clear: to impersonate a royal is to be put to
death this very night.
Rose:  Thou shalt indeed see thy mother again; and thou shalt not be hanged.  Here; I am Rose, 
Princess of Wales, and true queen of England!

Gasps

Rachel:  Your—your highness!
Rose:  She speakest a-right. We switched garments; and later she became trapped here inside the castle 
gates, just as I was trapped outside. She did the best that she could; and no harm shall come to her!
Hertford:  Your majesty, I—I do not know what to say. What of the laws this girl made during her time 
as queen-to-be?
Rose:  I shall review them for their worth; but from what I've heard, they be good laws, for they giveth 
the poor a better chance to live. 'Tis not right that some should live in plenty, having ten times what 



they need, while others scrape by with nearly nothing. I have seen poverty first-hand, and it shall now 
begin to change. 

Bridget, come thee forth. Thou hast proven thyself worthy, and a true friend of mine. If thou 
wouldst like, thou mayest stay here in the palace as my friend, and advisor. Rachel—if thou wishest, 
thou also has a place here as an advisor.
Rachel:  I would like that; but I want to find my mother and live with her, wherever that be—if she 
forgives me.

Rose:  As thou wilt—though thy mother be welcome here as well. Mummers! If thou and thy lot wish 
to return to the woods, thou art welcome to do so; however, the palace gates will always be open to 
you, including the dance halls, the gardens...and the royal theater!
Thorpe:  Dost thou have bacon here?
Rose:  Indeed we do.
Thorpe:  A be-be-dee bop bom-bwadum! A be-be-dee bop bom-bwadum!

(Scene XVII) Palace, again; a month later

Lights go off for but a second; when they rise, we see Rose, Rachel, Bridget and Rachel's Mother over 
a table, tacitly discussing a paper that lies between them; the servants and ministers are about their 
business, as are the ruffians:  some ruffians lounging, some reading, some around ministers—who are 
visibly annoyed by the ruffians. Perhaps we have Rachel and Bridget working on it when the lights 
come up, with Rachel's Mother right near Rachel, so the audience notices they've been reunited. Rose 
will either enter, or have been involved with other work at the table's far end.

Rose:  Read me the law thou has drafted.
Rachel:  It allows any child without a home to have a safe place to stay, food, and schooling, be the 
child a boy or a girl.
Rose: Aye, 'tis good. Mine eyes have been opened; and I swear that in my realm, we shall strive for 
equality—that girls and women have the same rights as boys and men; and as much as we are able, the 
poor are given help they need to bring themselves out of poverty. 
Rachel: For all should be treated with care; and we can not turn away while our brothers and sisters go 
hungry. 

Ruffians cheer cries such as “All hail her highness the queen!”, as does the court; Rose looks down, 
thoughtful, shaking her head.

Rachel:  What is it, thy majesty?
Rose:  'Thy majesty--'  Your highness, My lord, Yes sir—all these things we say that keep us apart, and 
have kept me from truly seeing others as my equals.

All I Can Be Reprise

Rose:  All my life I've made you all say yes, your majesty
Rose: That shall end.
I vow now to do for England
Rachel and Rose: what is best; we shall see
All:  A new day here dawning, all people belonging,
We'll show them, 
Rose & Chorus (or some of chorus) all this world could be,
All:  Yes we'll show them, 
Some:  Show them all...
All:  What this world could be



Curtain

Credits

Lyrics for “Poor Manners” song from the Babees' Book, Medieval Manners for the Young, translated 
by Edith Rickert and L. J. Naylor   In parentheses Publications, Middle English Series, Cambridge 
Ontario 2000

Dialogue from start of Scene III (and a few isolated lines here and there) from The Prince and the 
Pauper, Mark Twain, 1881, public domain.

POTENTIAL SCENES—we'll decide if we do these scenes once camp starts.

POTENTIAL SCENE / SONG ADDITION TO SCENE II (just before John's entrance)

Charles:  And what's this?
Rachel:  Give that back, 'tis mine!
Charles:  (reading title)  “...Customs and Etiquette for Young Royals...When greeting thy master in the 
royal hall, bow lowly, removing thy cap”  How to act like a sissy!

Most urchins laugh

Devon:  She thinkest she be too good for us paupers.
Agnes:  Us commoners.
Anne:  Us lowly rabble.
Devon:  (mockingly, as music starts) Oh, top of the morning, my lordship-ship-ness!
Charles:  (also mockingly)  Oh! Off with thee, thou rat, thou cur!  Thou...thou... -urchin!-
Devon:  Hey, if we learn this book, we could be just like the royals!---right, Rachel?

Poor Manners

Charles / Devon: [Bb] Twist not your neck like a jackdaw, wring not your hands a-flurry
Nor puff your chest, nor pick your ears, nor run about in a hurry;
Squirt not from your mouth or gape, nor yawn, retch, or pout;
Do not lick dishes with your tongue to get the crumbs out.

Pick not thy teeth with thy knife; nor cup, nor finger-end;
But with a stick or some clean thing, then do ye not offend
Do not claw your head or back as if you're hunting for a flea
Or stroke your hair for hunting lice, poor manners this would be! 

Do not pick your teeth or grind or gnash, nor hiccough, belch, or groan,
Gape not, or spit too far, my child, or scratch your rear or moan!
Then take leave of thy lord (all to Rachel, save Bridget), bowing, twice or thrice, then on your 
waaaay....
Then will all there soon proclaim, “A proper lass was here today!”
C & Urchins:  Then will all there soon proclaim, “A proper lass was here today!”

They all laugh, and go about their business. 

POTENTIAL SONG sung ministers and/or servants



Mother English (if we do it, this song will likely be done when we have a long scene change)

Servant 1:  Merry, didst ever think, our mother tongue is a bit queer?
Servant 2:  How so?
Servant 1:  Quicksand takes you down slowly ...And boxing rings are square 
Servant 2:  If the teacher taught, Why didn't the preacher praught?   
Servant 1: Say that, You'd be in error! (pronounced err)] 
Servant 2: A slim chance and a fat chance are the same, a wise man and wise guy are not;
Both:  A house burns up as it burns down... 
Both:  English! 'Tis the only language we've got!
Servant 1:  Why do people play at a recital   
Servant 2: --Yet recite at a play? 
Servant 1:  Sweetmeats are candies, sweetbreads are meat
Both: English; clear as day!  
Servant 2:  We have noses that run and feet that smell!  
Both: (to audience) This talk passes the time away! 
Both: And it's said you can use the word 'run'
Both: Six hundred different ways!
(Both / alternately:) Run, run run run. Run? Run! Run run, run...run! Etc.

POSSIBLE FULL RUFFIAN SONG. 

Virtue and Vice 

Ruffians:  We mooooo when we see cattle
We bathe—at least, we might!
We have a way of snoring that'll
Keep you up all night!
Oh yes, we wrestle in the mudpatch
And Geoffrey likes to howl!   
Geoffrey: (Owoooooooooo!)
We scratch and spit and snore and snarl  
But ne'er give cause to scowl--

Geoffrey:  You see, in town they
Rush about and push and shout
Bromley:  and labor with their saws
Beardsley:  They jabber-jaw
Joseph:  And hem and haw
All:  And follow all the laws
Valentina:  'The more corrupt the republic, the more numerous the laws.'  -Tacitus
Geoffrey:  But here you see we're wild and free
We live without a care!
All:  Like Robin Hood here in the woods, our lives are 
Valentina:  Exquisite, fine, and rare!

**There is a slight chance we'll put the 1st verse of the Ruffian song (“We moo when we see 
cattle...etc.”) here rather than at the Ruffian entrance**

Bridget:  Fine? But thou art common ruffians—robbers!
Valentina:  Common! Ne'er before hast thou seen a more worldly bunch of outlaws; for here we study 



the great philosophers! Plato—Da Vinci—Confucius! 

Hugh : Now begins a torrent of words and a trickling of sense.
Valentina:  Ah, Theocritus, yes?

Valentina sings most of this part, while random ruffians let us know who said these phrases.

Valentina:  Culture makes all men gentle (Menander)
Life must be lived as play (Plato)
'Tis better to play than to do nothing...(Confucius)
One random ruffian: But know thyself, I pray! (Plato)

Valentina: If you wish to be loved, love! (Seneca!)  
Fortune favors the bold (Virgil)
And art is never finished (Da Vinci)
The wise need not be old (??, say the ruffians)

Valentina: Me! That one's mine! Thou forgot!

Valentina:  For faults are beauty in a lover's eyes, (Theocritus)
The wisest and stupidest never change (Confucius)
Valentina: Don't judge an object by its size 
Ruffians: (And) Sometimes brawn's as good as brains

Valentina: Indeed! And, as humans, we all have our vices as well, do we not?
Bridget: (to Rose): Vices?
Rose: I don't think we should ask.

Ruffians:
We grumble eating oatmeal!
We kick and sometimes bite!
When Hugh and Knox play chess they always get into a fight,
Oh yes we leave our dirty dishes
In a pile by Jensen's door
We curse and swear and belch and stare
Then yearn for something more
Valentina: They yearn for something more
That's what philosophy is for...
V & Ruffians: That's what philosophy is for,

Valentina & Ruffians:  An oak comes from but an acorn, 
A mighty flame comes from but a spark (Dante) 
The human fool's a masterpiece, a beauteous work of art

Rose:  That is Leonardo Da Vinci; but Da Vinci was talking about a human -foot-, not a fool.
Bridget:  Tell them that. Wait, how dost thou know that!
Valentina:  Everyone!
V & Ruffians:  The human fool's a masterpiece, a beauteous work of art


