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A MEDIEVAL FEAST 
By Claudia Haas 

 
SYNOPSIS:  A hilarious romp through medieval Europe, this farce centers 
on Lady Candida and her quest for her family's missing "Rose of St. 
George." Accompanied by her cuckoo servant, Kukola, her adventures take 
her to Richland, where vegetarian Lord Entrée rules over his eternally 
starving townspeople. The townspeople, including his sisters, are poised for 
revolt as more people in search of the Rose—and some in search of Lady 
Candida—come busting into town. The play culminates in a riotous chase 
scene through the manor. In the midst of this chaos, the Rose is restored to 
its rightful owner and all is returned to normal—or at least everyone finally 
gets to eat. 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(17 females, 5 males, 4 either) 

 
LADY CANDIDA (f) ................................ In desperate straits; trying to 

avoid a marriage arranged by her 
uncle, she escapes the night 
before the wedding. She embarks 
on a journey to find the missing 
Rose brought to her father by St. 
George in a vision on a crusade. 
She believes the missing Rose to 
be the source of the woes that 
have befallen her family since its 
disappearance. An aristocrat, who 
hasn’t really been taught to do 
anything useful, Candida 
discovers her own strength during 
the course of the play.  (114 lines) 

KUKOLA “KUKOO” (f) ........................... Unwittingly becomes Lady 
Candida’s ally in her escape. A 
cook by trade, Kukola helps Lady 
Candida in return for her 
freedom. A bit of a ditz, she is 
unknowingly wise.  (116 lines) 
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LORD CHASER (m) ................................. Lady Candida’s uncle; he is 
chasing Lady Candida to uphold 
the marriage pact. He is on a 
mission, which is all he needs to 
know.  (32 lines) 

SERVILE (m/f) .......................................... servant on the manor. Extremely 
astute at stating the obvious.   
(17 lines) 

LORD ENTREE (m) .................................. lives in a small Alpine village of 
Richland which was settled by his 
father a long time ago. With a 
decided penchant for salads and 
distaste for meat, his eating habits 
have caused all manner of woes.  
(47 lines) 

LADY WANTALOT (f) ............................ Lord Entree’s sister has an 
appetite for everything - food, 
diamonds, power - she wants it 
all.  (52 lines) 

LADY SIGHNESS (f) ............................... Another of Lord Entree’s sisters; 
she is prone to melancholia and 
sighing. The slightest bit of 
exertion drains her physically and 
emotionally.  (22 lines) 

LADY CRYABIT (f) ................................. the youngest of Lord Entree’s 
sisters, she is very emotional.   
(17 lines) 

MISS INWAIT (f) ...................................... with cat like patience, this Lady-
in-waiting to Lady Wantalot is 
waiting - for her time in the sun.  
(24 lines) 

MISS HANDFUL (f) ................................. Lady-in-Waiting to Lady 
Sighness is always there to pick 
up her Lady when she faints. It is 
getting old and she is getting 
rather touchy about it.  (8 lines) 

MISS TOUCHNOT (f) .............................. fastidious. Obsessed with 
cleanliness.  (10 lines) 
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SEER (m) ................................................... The second heir to the Richmond 
estate and the father of Lord 
Entree, he is currently wandering 
the Alps offering penance.   
(57 lines) 

MR. LUMBARO (m) ................................. An apprentice in woodwork, he is 
lazy and weak.  (18 lines) 

TWIG (f) .................................................... Cures the wood and shapes it into 
furniture and eating utensils. A 
nervous wreck.  (20 lines) 

MISTRESS BRUSHFULLER (f) .............. Pulls and brushes the cloth. She 
has made these sweeping motions 
for so long, her poor arms are at 
odds with each other. She can’t 
do any motion unless it includes a 
broad, sweeping one. Speaks 
bluntly and frankly.  (19 lines) 

MISTRESS WEAVIL (f) ........................... She weaves the cloth and tends to 
giggle.  (1 line) 

NOODLEBREAD (m/f) ............................ responsible for the pulling and 
shaping of dough for noodles and 
bread. His/her claim to fame is a 
dough hook which he/she has 
devised and has been using for 
the past year.  (23 lines) 

SOUPSON (m/f) ........................................ In charge of kitchen. Deeply 
insecure, cannot ever properly 
finish a dish because she really 
can’t cook.  (16 lines) 

LAUREL (f) ............................................... She is unerringly happy in her 
pathetic life. Nobody knows why.  
(22 lines) 

LIESL (f) .................................................... A remarkably articulate peasant.  
(9 lines) 

LORD ENGLISH (m) ................................ very English Lord seeking to 
capture Candida who is supposed 
to be marrying him.  (24 lines) 
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MADEMOISELLE NEZ (f) ...................... Hired by Lord English because of 
her wonderful French nose. She 
intends to “sniff” out Lady 
Candida and hand her over to 
Lord English (for a price.)   
(29 lines) 

 
FROM RHINELAND: 
 HERR/DAMEN FRUHSTUCK (m/f) .... Just your basic thief seeking the 

Rose for his own ends.  (46 lines) 
 GESUNDHEIT (f) .................................. Kidnapped by Fruhstuck, she 

seeks a way to be rid of him.   
(23 lines) 

 
FROM ITALIA:   
 SRTA. BRAVA (f) ................................. A power crazed, aristocrat 

seeking the Rose to help her 
achieve world domain.  (25 lines) 

 SRTA.GRAZIE (f) ................................. Brava’s younger sister. Wants to 
be rich. That’s all.  (24 lines) 

 
TIME: 1312 
SETTING: Candida’s Estate in Richmond, England; mountains surrounding 
Lord Entree’s Richland Estate in Switzerland; Richland Manor and the 
Manor Grounds 
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SYNOPSIS OF SCENES 
 

ACT ONE 
  SCENE 1: Richmond - Candida’s English Estate 
 SCENE 2: Mountains 
 SCENE 3: Manor and Manor Grounds in Richland 
 SCENE 4: Manor and Manor Grounds in Richland 
 
ACT TWO 
 SCENE 1: Manor in Richland 
 SCENE 2: Manor and Manor Grounds in Richland 
 SCENE 3: Dungeon in Manor  
 SCENE 4: Manor in Richland 

 
PRODUCTION NOTES 

 
SET:  We did not change sets! We used doors to indicate various playing 
areas. The 1st scene is in the middle of the night. So with dim lighting, we 
“hid” Candida behind a door and used that specific playing area for the first 
scene. For the 2nd mountain scene, we simply had the Seer open the middle 
doors of the set which revealed a mountain backdrop. For the third scene, we 
placed the apprentices working all over the set to indicate that they were in 
the large open square of the manor. We closed the doors whenever we 
wanted to indicate we were inside the manor and opened them for the manor 
square. For the dungeon we used lighting effects. A simple rail could be 
placed in front of the prisoners. For our production, the prisoners placed 
themselves snugly in the center of the stage and the bars were achieved with 
lights.  
 
Our set consisted of two middle doors and a door upstage right. We were 
fortunate to have stairways on either side and so were able to always have a 
specific offstage exit for the dungeon, kitchen, manor rooms. The dining hall 
was the audience. We placed the characters around the audience for the 
effect of a large, round dining table.  
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During the set-up for the first feast, we used small tables (the size of a piano 
bench) which the Ladies-In-Waiting set up for the Lord and Ladies. The rest 
of the cast was placed around the stage and audience in order of their 
hierarchy of the times. 
 
COSTUMES:  Stock costumes of the time 
 

DIRECTOR'S NOTES 
 
The fun of the play is in the characters. Using characters from varying social 
backgrounds as well as different countries, there is a wealth of different roles 
for the actors to enjoy. I would encourage the use of accents. Some of the 
dialogue is written with the German, English, French or Italian accents. The 
idea is not to become perfect mimic, but to get the "feel" of the character 
using the accent as a tool. It is easier to get the vibrancy and emotions of 
Grazie and Brava if they utilize Italian accents. It even starts to affect body 
language and helps transform the actor into someone else.  
  
For the setting, it can easily be done on one set if you utilize the entire 
theatre. The journey through the Alps and the medieval feasts can be done by 
blocking the actors through the audience. The play premiered in a small 
theatre that has no wing or fly space. No sets were changed. "Acting areas" 
were used. We did have a castle front with stairs on either side. One side of 
stairs would lead to the private rooms of the "manor-born" and the other side 
of the stairs would be used as exits for the servants. Below the stairs in the 
center were large double doors. We opened them for the scenes in the Town 
Square and closed them for the "inside the castle scenes."  The early scenes 
(set on Lady Candida's estate in England) were done in dim light (it is set 
before dawn). We had a tiny door under one stairway that functioned as the 
woodshed from where Lady Candida makes her first entrance. Other options 
would be:  a side stage, in front of curtain, or have her locked in the wings!  
For the dungeon scenes, we had all the "prisoners" huddle together center 
stage and achieved the look of bars with lights! 
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During the set-up of the first feast, we used small tables (the size of a piano 
bench) which the Ladies-in-Waiting set up for the Lord and Ladies. The rest 
of the cast was placed around the audience according to their importance in 
society. We placed them similarly for the 2nd feast imagining the audience 
to be a large, round table. 
  
Many of the original stage directions and "bits" are included in the script. 
Have fun, let the actors figure out bits for themselves; don't be afraid to play 
with the play. The author of the play hopes that the actors learn how to create 
a fully-realized character, learn a thing or two about medieval times and have 
a wonderful time creating magic for their audience. 
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ACT ONE, SCENE 1 
THE ESCAPE 

 
AT RISE: We are outside a medieval manor in England. It is the 
middle of the night. Two heavy castle doors are seen center. Doors 
can also be placed on the side. All are presently closed. A tired cook 
(KUKOO) is seen crossing the castle grounds en route to do her 
morning baking. A loud cat wail fills the air. KUKOO drops her baking 
supplies and looks around with a rolling pin ready to strike. 
 
KUKOO:  Who goes there? (Another loud wail is heard) Cats! Go find 

some succulent mice and leave me in peace. I need to bake the 
morning bread. 

CANDIDA:  (Offstage) Help! 
KUKOO:  A talking cat. This could be interesting. Cat? Are you stuck, 

Cat? 
CANDIDA:  Please help! 
KUKOO:  Oh! A polite cat! In the wood pile?  
CANDIDA:  Out! Get ME OUT! 
KUKOO:  Never mind! You are one rude cat. 
CANDIDA:  Pleeeease! 
KUKOO:  That’s better. (Tries to open the door) It’s locked, Cat. 
CANDIDA:  I KNOW it’s locked. Kick the door down!  
KUKOO:  Kick the door? (Kicks the door) Owwww! I’m losing feeling 

in my toes!  
CANDIDA:  Try again. Use your other foot. 
KUKOO:  Other foot? But it’s my last one.  
CANDIDA:  Please hurry! 
KUKOO:  It’s a good thing I like cats. (Starts to lift her other foot and 

suddenly stops) You know, it would be easier if I used my keys. 
CANDIDA:  You have keys? 
KUKOO:  Of course I have keys. I’m the cook. I’m in and out of this 

shed all the time to get wood for the stove. 
CANDIDA:  (Growing impatient) WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME YOU 

HAD KEYS? 
KUKOO:  You didn’t ask. 
CANDIDA:  GET ME OUT OF HERE! 
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KUKOO:  I don’t know, now. You are starting to sound like one mean 
cat. 

CANDIDA:  (Changing her tactic) Please, Cook. I’ll grant you 
anything you wish if you let me out of here. 

KUKOO:  Oh! A magical cat. This is better and better. 
 
KUKOO hurriedly unlocks a side door to the shed and CANDIDA 
enters. She is a mess; although dressed in finery, she is covered with 
dust and wood. CANDIDA runs around happy to be unleashed. 
 
CANDIDA:  I’m free! Come! There’s no time to waste. We must find 

the family Rose! It’s my last hope! 
KUKOO:  You’re not a cat. 
CANDIDA:  I know. 
KUKOO:  But - I thought you were a big, magical cat who was going 

to grant me a wish. 
CANDIDA:  I am the Lady of the Manor. I can grant you whatever you 

like. After I find the Rose. 
KUKOO:  You’re not the Lady of the Manor. I’ve seen her. She 

bathes. 
CANDIDA:  I am Lady Candida. And I usually bathe. But there’s no 

time. We must flee! 
KUKOO:  I’m not going anywhere. Unless, of course, you have the 

power to grant me my own plot of land. Now, that would be worth 
risking my life. 

CANDIDA:  I am the rightful Lady of the Manor. I can help you. After 
you help me. After I find the Rose.  

KUKOO:  My allegiance is to Lord Beggarman - not to a Rose. I must 
bake the morning bread or the Lord of the Manor will grind me 
down as I grind the wheat. Excuse me. 

CANDIDA:  Please! Lord Beggarman is not the rightful owner of the 
Manor. He is merely my guardian. I am my father’s heir. I should 
be ruling the estate. My guardian locked me up. He means to 
marry me off tomorrow morning. Then he will take the manor for 
himself. Besides, he will never grant you your own plot of land, 
whereas I... might. If you help me find the lost Rose. 

KUKOO:  You’re too young. 
CANDIDA:  No, I’m not. 
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KUKOO:  Well, actually, he’s too old. 
CANDIDA:  What? 
KUKOO:  You can’t marry him. 
CANDIDA:  Who? 
KUKOO:  Your guardian. 
CANDIDA:  I’m not marrying my guardian! I’m to be married to a Lord 

in the North country. He has oily hair and a runny nose.  
KUKOO:  That’s terrible. 
CANDIDA:  I know. 
KUKOO:  You can’t marry your guardian and the runny-nosed, oily-

haired Lord of the North country. The law dictates that you can 
only marry one of them. 

CANDIDA:  I don’t want to marry any of them!  My guardian wants to 
dispose of me! 

KUKOO:  Your Guardian intends to marry you and then dispose of 
you?  

CANDIDA:  You’re very confusing to talk to, do you know that? Who 
are you?  

KUKOO:  Your cook, Kukoo. 
CANDIDA:  I’m not cuckoo. 
KUKOO:  No, I am. Actually, my name is Kukola but most people call 

me Kukoo. 
CANDIDA:  No kidding! 
KUKOO:  No, Kukoo! 
CANDIDA:  Very well, Kukoo... if you help me find the Rose... I will 

later help you. 
LORD CHASER:  (From afar LORD CHASER appears; he is not 

terribly swift but very loyal) Halt! Who would you be? 
KUKOO and CANDIDA:  Lord Chaser! 
LORD CHASER:  Announce yourself!  Who would you be? 
KUKOO:  I would be Queen of England. But of course, I’m not. 
LORD CHASER:  What? 
CANDIDA:  (Ducking down) Keep him talking. I’m going to scurry to 

your kitchen. Cover me. 
KUKOO:  (Drops her cloak over CANDIDA) I told you who I would be. 

Now do you want to know who I actually am?  
LORD CHASER:  I’m confused.  
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KUKOO:  Is that you, Lord Chaser? Relax your guard. It’s just me, 
the cook. Getting ready to bake bread. (Starts off with LADY 
CANDIDA at her side) 

LORD CHASER:  What is by your side? 
KUKOO:  My Lady... 
CANDIDA:  (In a fierce whisper) Don’t give me away!  
KUKOO:  (Pushing CANDIDA down and covering her with her cloak) 

Cat! My Lady Cat! She’s a wonderful mouser, aren’t you Cat? 
Meow for the good knight, Cat! 

CANDIDA:  (Reluctantly) Meow. 
LORD CHASER:  Cat? (Scared of the big cat, he suddenly stops) 

That’s one big cat! 
KUKOO:  Yes, well she catches lots of mice. I’d better be off, Lord 

Chaser.  
 
KUKOO and CANDIDA – on her hands and knees start off. As 
CANDIDA scurries away, KUKOO steps on her cloak and she is 
revealed. 
 
LORD CHASER:  That’s not a cat.  
CANDIDA:  Funny. You’re the second person to notice that tonight. 
LORD CHASER:  You must come with me by order of Lord 

Beggarman! 
CANDIDA:  Let’s split apart! Run, Kukoo! Run! Meet me west of the 

hillside! 
 
They are running a circle around LORD CHASER who is spinning in 
the middle trying to keep an eye on them. Suddenly they split apart 
and LORD CHASER is confused. 
 
KUKOO:  (Suddenly standing still) Why? 
CANDIDA:  We’re going on an adventure! We’re going to find the 

Rose and get the manor returned to me. (CANDIDA exits one way 
and KUKOO another.) 

LORD CHASER:  Ahhh! The “old split apart to confuse the chasing 
knight” routine. (Loudly) Well, I’ll have you know - (Softer) that it 
works. I don’t know which way to go. 
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SERVILE:  (An overwrought SERVILE enters getting ready for the 
wedding.) Make way. Make way. I must collect the bride. Oh no! 
The door’s open!  

LORD CHASER:  That’s very astute of you.  
SERVILE:  Look at all the wood. It’s a haven for spiders and vermin. 

Can you get the bride for me? 
LORD CHASER:  She’s not in there. 
SERVILE:  Oh no! Lord Beggarman will be most distraught! And he 

will take his anger out on me! Have you seen the Lady of the 
Manor? 

LORD CHASER:  I don’t know. I think she changed into a cat. 
SERVILE:  Not possible. 
LORD CHASER:  Anything’s possible. Nothing has gone right at this 

manor for many years. Ever since the family lost the Rose.  
SERVILE:  And where did Milady-the-Cat go? 
LORD CHASER:  The Cook went one way and Milady-the-Cat went 

the other. But I don’t know who went where. 
SERVILE:  Then we must do the same. Split apart. Search them out!  
LORD CHASER:  (Runs right and suddenly stops; he then runs left 

and again suddenly stops) I can’t do that. I’m only one person. 
SERVILE:  I know! I’ll go right! (To LORD CHASER) You! Go left and 

do the same! (SERVILE and LORD CHASER get all fired up and 
proceed with the directions. With full speed ahead, they get ready 
and run - right into each other. They knock themselves out and lay 
on the floor. SERVILE looks up.) This could be a problem. 

 
BLACKOUT 
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ACT ONE, SCENE 2 
THE JOURNEY 

 
AT RISE: We are in the mountains. The center doors open to reveal a 
backdrop of mountains. Morning sounds are heard. SEER enters, 
dressed in rags and carries a sack. 
 
SEER:   I’m the one who knows the woes of the Rose; But I propose - 

just suppose - what bodes... if I disclose... what I owe from long 
ago? 

FRUHSTUCK:  (Offstage) Macht schnell! Climb up, I say, and tell me 
what you see! 

SEER:  Who goes? I don’t know! Suppose I hide and view this show! 
 
SEER hides as GESUNDHEIT enters. GESUNDHEIT is exhausted 
from days of climbing the Alps. She carries a large sack. She is 
listening to FRUHSTUCK’s orders and doesn’t obey one of them. She 
is clearly disgusted with him. 
 
FRUHSTUCK:  (Offstage) Gesundheit! Climb up to the highest peak 

and tell me what you see! Looken-sie for wasser! Find food! Is 
there a village? Do you find Richland? On the double! Schnell! 
Make haste! 

GESUNDHEIT:  Gesundheit, find me this! Gesundheit, prepare me 
that! Always Gesundheit! I never wanted this job. This strange 
man kidnaps me and now I am his servant. I am traveling two 
weeks! Two weeks up and down these mountains! And you know 
what? I’m tired. 

 
With that, she promptly falls to the ground, pulls the sack over her 
and proceeds to fall quickly asleep. SEER peeks as FRUHSTUCK 
enters. 
 
FRUHSTUCK:  Who goes? Gesundheit, did you prepare the fire? 

Gesundheit! It’s kalte up here! Ahh-choo! 
SEER:  Gesundheit. 
FRUHSTUCK:  What is that? Who calls my serf? Ahh-choo! 
SEER:  Gesundheit. 
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FRUHSTUCK:  Again, I hear my serf’s name! But no serf! 
Gesundheit! Where are you? Hold fast! I’m not afraid! (Louder) I’m 
not afraid!! (Louder) I’M NOT AFRAID! (A snore is heard. 
FRUHSTUCK jumps in the air and throws his arms up in 
surrender.) All right! I am afraid! (A “me-me-me” sleep sound is 
heard.) Gesundheit? Ist that you? (He sees the sack lying there 
with GESUNDHEIT’S feet sticking out.) Ahhh! Gesundheit! Have 
you melted? (GESUNDHEIT shudders under the sack.) Ohhh! 
What horrible happening is this? My serf has melted and her ghost 
shudders! Who has done this terrible thing?  

 
FRUSHTUCK remains behind GESUNDHEIT who wakes up. SHE 
pulls the sack up over her head and addresses the audience. 
FRUHSTUCK remains in back of her. 
 
GESUNDHEIT:  What a dream! Das was ze worst nightmare! 

Horrible! I dreamt a strange little man from the Rhineland 
kidnapped me – horrible! Schrecklich! He made me his serf. 
Horrible! And now I spend my days working for this horrible man 
and I never sleep – which is schrecklich! 

FRUHSTUCK:  Gesundheit? 
GESUNDHEIT:  Ahhh! It’s you! It’s true! You schrecklich mann! 
FRUHSTUCK:  Are you a ghost? 
GESUNDHEIT:  Why is he asking if I am a ghost? My kidnapper has 

gone mad in these mountains. He has driven me to exhaustion 
and now believes I am a ghost. A ghost! (Thinking) Ahhh, a ghost! 
This could be gut. (To FRUHSTUCK) I am a ghost. 

FRUHSTUCK:  You are remarkably well put together for someone 
that melted. 

GESUNDHEIT:  I melted? 
FRUHSTUCK:  Right before my very eyes. 
GESUNDHEIT:  Yes! I melted! I got krank and caught the plague! 
FRUHSTUCK:  Auch! How can I stop this terrible thing from 

happening to me? 
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GESUNDHEIT:  (Thinking very fast.) You must do all that I command. 
I shall shield you from the spirits and keep you safe if you serve 
me and only me. Verstehen-sie? Understand? Speak, sir! Answer 
me! I feel spirits are surrounding you! Keep away from him! I can’t 
keep them away, sir! They’re growing closer! You are about to be 
devoured!  

FRUHSTUCK:  Save me! What do you wish? 
GESUNDHEIT:  (Mouthing “Thank you” to the heavens) I must think! 

What can you do for me? I’ve never been in a position of authority 
before. What can I have you do for me?  

FRUHSTUCK:  (Coming closer and getting suspicious) Gesundheit - 
are you sure you are a melted ghost? 

 
He attempts to touch her. GESUNDHEIT screams and steps away. 
As she screams, she scares FRUSHTUCK who also screams and 
jumps back. SEER jumps up and screams. 
 
GESUNDHEIT:  (Yelling) One must never touch a melted ghost! It will 

be your doom! 
 
GESUNDHEIT and FRUHSTUCK pause and look at SEER. 
 
SEER:  Oh. Guten tag. 
FRUHSTUCK:  What make you here? 
SEER:  I am the one who sees all. I am the one who knows all. Who 

are you? 
GESUNDHEIT:  Why, I am a former serf who... 
FRUHSTUCK:  Eine minute, bitte. If you know all - you tell us who we 

are. Ahh choo. 
SEER:  Gesundheit 
GESUNDHEIT:  Ja. I am Gesundheit. How did you know? Das ist 

amazing. Isn’t it amazing? Why, he is a seer.  
FRUHSTUCK:  (Now very cold and shivering) Not so fast. Who am I? 
SEER:  You don’t know who you are? Well, if you don’t know sir, I’m 

certainly not going to tell you.  
FRUHSTUCK:  You know nothing. 
SEER:  I know that... you are... a... a... very cold man who may catch 

the plague.  
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FRUHSTUCK:  (Shudders) Das ist pretty good. 
SEER:  (To audience) It pays to be observant. (To GESUNDHEIT) 

And you - young woman... ahh! What do I see? (SEER does a 
“hocus-pocus” looking-into-the-future-act) A tragedy has befallen 
you. Why, can it be? You melted! Yes, you melted and have 
returned as a ghost! 

FRUHSTUCK and GESUNDHEIT:  Ohh das ist very good. 
SEER:  (To audience) It also pays to hide and listen. 
FRUHSTUCK:  Is it possible you can help us? 
GESUNDHEIT:  Pardon, but I, the melted ghost, am in charge! 

(FRUHSTUCK defers to her and GESUNDHEIT addresses the 
SEER.) Is it possible you can help us? 

SEER:  If one is to be helped... one must also help. (He holds his 
hand out) 

GESUNDHEIT:  Pay the man, Fruhstuck. 
FRUHSTUCK:  I? 
GESUNDHEIT:  Ja, you. I see a large spirit with a net surrounding 

your head. He is on his way to swoop you up. 
FRUHSTUCK:  (Searches his bag and brings out a silver tray) I’ll 

have you know that this has been in someone’s family for many 
generations. I stole it and it’s now rightfully mine. 

SEER:  (Fingering it eagerly and putting it next to sack) I like it. How 
can I help you? 

GESUNDHEIT:  (To audience) I don’t know what to ask. I was 
kidnapped! I have no idea what we are doing here! (To 
FRUHSTUCK) Tell him, Fruhstuck. What we need to know. 

FRUHSTUCK:  We search for the Rose. The all-powerful Rose that 
rightfully belongs to someone else but when I steal it, it will be 
mine. I am told it is guarded by a very weak Lord. An easy catch 
for a clever thief like me. With the Rose in my possession, I will be 
rich. Very, very rich. 

SEER:  I see. 
FRUHSTUCK:  What do you see? 
SEER:  That you are a highwayman. 
FRUHSTUCK:  Und a much good one, too. 
SEER:  (To audience) He knows the Rose. But does he know what 

the Rose knows? The Rose knows what you must know. Follow 
this prose and the Rose will disclose what the Rose knows. 
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FRUHSTUCK and GESUNDHEIT:  What? 
SEER:  (Dropping the ‘seer’ act; anxious to get rid of them) A quarter 

of a league up the north face of the mountain. There lies a village 
named Richland. It is said to house the Rose. Just go north. 
(GESUNDHEIT and FRUHSTUCK draw to attention in opposite 
directions.) The other north. (Points them in the right direction) 
Don’t you want to hear the rest of the poem? 

FRUHSTUCK:  No! Gesundheit! Get the sack! 
GESUNDHEIT:  You are asking me? Gesundheit? A melted ghost to 

carry something? Why, the sack just slips through my fingers. 
See? I have no body. Fruhstuck! You pick up the sack and follow 
me! 

 
GESUNDHEIT strides royally off as FRUSHTUCK gets the sack and 
follows. 
 
FRUHSTUCK:  This is not turning out as I planned. (Exits) 
SEER:  They should have listened to the end of the poem.  
 
A commotion is heard. He puts the tray in his sack and hides. 
CANDIDA and KUKOO enter arguing. CANDIDA is now dressed as a 
cook - with apron and hat. KUKOO has a sack and CANDIDA carries 
a giant map. They are all in white, a bit messy from days on the road. 
The SEER peeks out. 
 
CANDIDA:  We have lost our way again! With Lord Chaser not far 

behind us! 
KUKOO:  Do you see that mountain over there? According to the 

map, we are standing on top of it! I don’t think we know how to 
read maps, Canny. 

CANDIDA:  It’s Lady Candida! 
KUKOO:  Look at yourself! Do you look like a Lady? 
CANDIDA:  Whose fault is that? Couldn’t you find me any thing 

nicer? 
KUKOO:  What? And be a walking target for every highwayman in 

the area?  
CANDIDA:  Highwayman? 
KUKOO:  Don’t you know anything? 
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CANDIDA:  I can embroider. 
KUKOO:  A useful skill on an adventure. Listen, for our purposes, as 

two young maids traveling alone in a cold, cruel world, you are 
Canny and I am Kukoo. 

CANDIDA:  Truer words were never spoken. Come on. Just follow 
the map. 

KUKOO:  Why don’t we ask for directions? Seems simpler. 
 
SEER peeks out and tries to get them to notice him. 
 
CANDIDA:  We are on a deserted mountain top! Who could we 

possibly ask? 
SEER:  (In background) Me! Ask me! I who know all! 
 
And they are off... still arguing. LORD CHASER enters. 
 
LORD CHASER:  Which way did they go? Which way did they go? 

(SEER points to where CANDIDA and KUKOO exited.) Thank you.  
 
LORD CHASER runs off. BRAVA and GRAZIE enter. They too have 
been traveling for many days. SEER again hides. 
 
BRAVA:  Magnifico! I feel a surge of power here. We must be near 

the Rose. Be thankful, Grazie. We are nearing the end of our 
journey.  

GRAZIE:  (Mean-spirited) Si, Brava. Grazie is very grazie. Very 
thank-ful to be brought here! Thank you for saving me from my life 
where I was waited on hand and foot. Where I did nothing all day 
but play. I’m extremely grateful to be wandering the mountains and 
sleeping outside. I’m so happy to have left a warm, soft bed for the 
cold, hard earth. Grazie, Brava, grazie!  

BRAVA:  Grazie! Would you stay in the villa now that our brother has 
married that bossy lady? Would you take orders from our sister-in-
law, Philomena? (GRAZIE is ready to answer “yes.”) No! I will not 
take orders from that intruder to our family!  

GRAZIE:  It does not matter to me whether I take orders from you, 
Brava, or my new sister-in-law. The only thing that matters to me 
is money! I miss being rich. 
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BRAVA:  Once we have the Rose, Grazie, we will have money. I 
have heard of this Rose and it’s powers. It will bring us power and 
power brings money! 

GRAZIE:  Where did you hear about this Rose? 
BRAVA:  At the market. One hears everything at the market. The 

tradespeople have spoken about this remarkable Rose for a year 
now. It was housed at the Richland Manor in the Alps. After it’s 
sudden disappearance, the Manor fell into ruin. It is believed that 
the Rose still hovers by the manor. Whoever finds the Rose will be 
in a position of power. Why Grazie, it is our opportunity to make 
our way in the world. Aren’t you excited? 

GRAZIE:  No. I am so glad you’re excited, Brava. Me? I was happy 
just to be rich! It was very nice. I don’t get this power thing at all. 
Once you have the power, then someone else wants the power 
and you are always fighting to keep the power. I don’t like fighting. 
I like being comfortable. 

BRAVA:  We will not fight, Grazie. We will visit this town and present 
ourselves to Lord Entree, the most powerful man of Richland. We 
shall say we are visiting ambassadors. Si! That’s good, no? And 
once we have the run of the castle, we shall smell out the Rose 
and claim it for ourselves! With the Rose’s power on our side, we 
can conquer the world! 

SEER:  (To audience) They, too know the Rose. (To BRAVA and 
GRAZIE) Buon giorno! 

GRAZIE:  Buon giorno, yourself! 
SEER:  Why, whatever is the matter? (Brightly) I know! You seek the 

Rose! 
GRAZIE:  How do you know that? 
SEER:  I know all. And I know where the Rose’s suppos-ed abode is. 
BRAVA:  You know the Rose? How do you know the Rose? 
SEER:  The Rose knows what you must know. Follow this prose and 

the Rose will disclose what the Rose knows. 
GRAZIE and BRAVA:  Eh? 
SEER:  Would you like to hear the rest of the poem? 
GRAZIE and BRAVA:  No. 
SEER:  Pay me and I’ll tell you where to go. To find the Rose. 
GRAZIE:  What? Do we look like we’re made of money? Once 

maybe. But not anymore.  
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BRAVA:  What my little sister means to say is - once we dined with 
kings but now we have been brought to the depths of pauperism. I 
have left my palace in Venezia to follow the call of the Rose. With 
the Rose by my side, I will control all! The ancient emperors of 
Rome will have nothing on me! All power will be mine! Mine, do 
you hear?  

SEER:  (To audience) This could be scary. This one might actually 
find the Rose! (To BRAVA) For a small pittance, I would be happy 
to direct you to the village of the Rose. 

BRAVA:  Give him the tray, Grazie. 
GRAZIE:  The tray? It’s all we have left? We have sold all our other 

belongings to make our way here! We will be forced to beg... 
steal... why Brava - we may have to work for a living! 

BRAVA:  I’m tired and there’s lots of mountains. Give him the silver 
tray so we he can direct us to the village with the Rose.  

SEER:  Another silver tray! 
GRAZIE:  Here! And may you never have a day’s pleasure from it. 
SEER:  Grazie, just go north about a quarter of a league up the 

mountain and there you will find Richland, home of the Rose. And, 
north is that way. 

GRAZIE:  We know that, you silver-tray thief. We are educated. 
Brava, let’s go before he asks us for the clothes off our backs! 

 
As they exit, CANDIDA and KUKOO enter arguing over the map. 
 
KUKOO:  The map says we’re here but we’re not. So ask someone! 
CANDIDA:  No! (LORD CHASER and SERVILE enter.) Look who’s 

back? Split up and hide. 
 
They split apart and hide. 
 
LORD CHASER:  I hate when they do that. 
 
LORD CHASER and SERVILE split apart and run off in the direction 
where CANDIDA and KUKOO are hiding. CANDIDA and KUKOO 
emerge from their hiding place as soon as their pursuers are gone. 
 
CANDIDA:  Now, what does the map say? 
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KUKOO:  It says nothing. It can’t talk. 
 
KUKOO sees the SEER and enthusiastically waves and smiles at 
him. 
 
CANDIDA:  Who are you waving at? 
KUKOO:  (Pointing to the SEER) Him. 
CANDIDA:  Oh. Ask him for directions, then. 
KUKOO:  I can’t. I’m not supposed to talk to strangers. 
CANDIDA:  Kukoo! Never mind. Good day, sir. Can you help us? 
SEER:  Of course. I know all and see all. 
 
CANDIDA and SEER turn away from each other with a quiet aside. 
 
CANDIDA and SEER:  Do I know him? 
KUKOO:  Oh, that’s good Canny, isn’t it good? He knows all. 
CANDIDA:  We are looking for Richland. According to the map it 

should be... here. 
SEER:  Richland? The home of the Rose? Where luck and fortune 

awaits all who enter the gate? 
CANDIDA:  Yes! That Richland! 
SEER:  Never heard of it. 
KUKOO:  But you see all. 
SEER:  Ahh, but my sight has blurred. But sometimes -  I can see 

clearly if some gold passes my palm. 
CANDIDA:  You want payment. 
SEER:  In a nutshell. 
KUKOO:  Oh! Don’t have any nutshells, sorry.  
SEER:  I see you know something of the world. 
KUKOO:  She knows nothing! She embroiders! 
CANDIDA:  Excuse me, but I happen to know a lot of things. I also 

play the lute. Give me the sack, Kukoo. (Produces a silver tray 
from the sack) 

SEER:  A silver tray! 
KUKOO:  Canny, he asked for gold! 
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SEER:  (Grabbing it) It will do. Now, let me see your map. (CANDIDA 
gives him the map. SEER turns it around.) You were following it 
upside down. A quarter league mile north on top of the mountain, 
you will find Richland. 

SEER:  I don’t suppose you want to know about the Rose and all that 
it knows? 

CANDIDA:  I know the Rose knows what it knows. But the question is 
- how do you know about the Rose and do you know what it 
knows? (Pause) 

SEER:  I asked you first. 
KUKOO:  Enough plant poetry! We are close to Richland. Let’s forge 

on. (Grabs the sack and starts off) 
CANDIDA:  (Following) But, Kukoo… we are looking for the Rose. 
KUKOO:  I agreed to accompany you on this journey to secure my 

freedom and receive a plot of land in payment. Listening to 
silliness about a Rose who knows more than I know makes me 
know that I don’t want to know the unknown.  

 
CANDIDA and KUKOO exit arguing. 
 
SEER:  I know that no one will find the Rose. Should I stay or go? For 

since my time with the Rose, I’ve had nothing but woe. I have 
vowed never to return Richland. It is my penance. But I must know 
if the Rose still remains disposed.  

 
As the SEER exits, two more travelers appear. MADEMOISELLE 
NEZ is accompanied by LORD ENGLISH. NEZ has a keen nose for 
all things and has been hired by ENGLISH to find CANDIDA. 
ENGLISH is the runny-nosed, whinny Lord of the North country who 
is betrothed to LADY CANDIDA. 
 
ENGLISH:  Mademoiselle Nez, are you quite sure they passed this 

way?  
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NEZ:  Mais oui, monsieur. They haven’t bathed in a week. The scent 
is quite – how do you say – pungent? (Holds her head steady) 
Many have passed this way. The odors are making me dizzy. 
(Sniffs the air) Mon Dieu! Here I find a scent from a Rhinelander. 
And, oh, cherie, some Italians passed here. But right here stood 
your Lady Candida and her cook. (Sniffs with great excitement) Is 
it possible? Oui! We have struck gold, Monsieur. Absolute gold. 

ENGLISH:  Gold! I like gold. Quite.  
NEZ:  (Darting under some bush and producing a truffle) Ahhh! Le 

champignon!  
ENGLISH:  That’s a mushroom! Please don’t detour me with fungi! 
NEZ:  Monsieur, you are so terribly English!  The French, monsieur, 

they love their King but they pay honor to the champignon. It is a 
feast for the pallette. Comprenez? 

ENGLISH:  Mademoiselle, we must forge on. I must retrieve Lady 
Candida by the weekend and quickly marry her. (Aside) Indeed, I 
need the money. (To NEZ) Please, Mademoiselle, we have not 
time to waste on mushrooms. 

NEZ:  And when I find your Lady Candida, you will do as you 
promised. Right, monsieur? 

ENGLISH:  Certainly. Certainly. Which promise was that? 
NEZ:  You will return my Province to France and so put a fini to the 

long war between our countries. You are the envoy to the King, 
n’est-ce pas? 

ENGLISH:  Of course, Mademoiselle Nez. Of course. (Aside) I’ll be 
long gone before she learns I am merely an impoverished 
nobleman. 

NEZ:  Venez, monsieur. They went up the mountain top. 
 
NEZ and ENGLISH exit to Richland as the lights go down. 
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ACT ONE, SCENE 3 
RICHLAND 

 
AT RISE:  The grounds of Lord Entree’s manor in Richland. Onstage 
are the apprentices and peasants. MISTRESS WEAVIL is a puller of 
cloth and a busy-bee. SHE cannot stop her fingers from moving. Next 
to her is MISTRESS BRUSHFULLER, a brusque apprentice who is 
responsible for brushing the cloth. MR. LUMBARO is with TWIG. 
LUMBARO is apprenticed to the chief woodcutter in town. LUMBARO 
could never lift an axe, much less fell a tree. TWIG is - as SHE 
describes herself - a pathetic person. SHE is easily intimidated by 
LUMBARO. Near the kitchen area is NOODLEBREAD who is always 
embroiled in the rolling and shaping of dough. SHE is always shaping 
something and always covered in flour. Next to NOODLEBREAD is 
SOUPSON. SOUPSON is a work in progress as is his/her food. In 
truth, SOUPSON can’t cook. Apart from the APPRENTICES are the 
lowest of the low - the two peasants. LAUREL is a remarkably happy 
person. Nobody knows why. Nearby is another peasant, LIESL, who 
is a deep thinker. 
 
As the lights come up, the APPRENTICES are waving their goodbyes 
to their masters. APPRENTICES are working diligently and stand at 
attention as they watch their masters disappear from view. LAUREL 
approaches APPRENTICES and joins in maniacally waving goodbye, 
although she doesn’t know why. 
 
APPRENTICES:  Goodbye! Farewell! 
LAUREL:  Auf Wiedersehn! Au revoir! Hello! To whom are we bidding 

goodbye?  
LIESL:  Our masters. Those to whom we are apprenticed. 
NOODLEBREAD:  We will take care of everything! All will run as 

smoothly as well-risen dough. 
TWIG:  Do you think they’re gone? Maybe one last goodbye... just in 

case they can still see us.  
LUMBARO:  They’re gone already. Get a hold of yourself! 
LAUREL:  Two entire weeks without our Masters! What to do? What 

to do? 
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TWIG:  We should work... don’t you think? We need to stay in their 
good graces. 

NOODLEBREAD:  Midsummer Eve’s just around the corner. I say we 
make secret plans to celebrate, and later we work! Let us now 
play! 

 
LAUREL and LIESL come forward. 
 
NOODLEBREAD:  Who are you? 
LAUREL:  (Proudly) We’re peasants! We tend the Lord’s land. 
TWIG:  Shouldn’t you be attending to it? The Lord will be unhappy if 

the land is not tilled. You know how the Lord is about plants. 
Please, go back to work! 

SOUPSON:  We should all be working. The Lord needs to eat... don’t 
you think? I should be preparing... something. And the Ladies - 
my, they can wolf it down. I shouldn’t say that, should I? Of 
course, the Lord is picky about what he eats. Would you say he is 
picky? Or just demanding?  

LUMBARO:  We’re wasting time. While the cat’s away ...  
BRUSHFULLER:  The mice will play. Come, let us play! 
 
At that the APPRENTICES fall into groups. LUMBARO and TWIG 
fashion forms out of wood. WEAVIL and BRUSHFULLER make 
puppets with their cloth. NOODLEBREAD and SOUPSON play with 
the dough as if it were “play-dough.” 
 
LAUREL:  (To LIESL) Don’t you want to join them? 
LIESL:  What’s the use? The land awaits. There are no holidays for a 

peasant. For one who is considered the lowest of the low. We 
were not born to have a day of pleasure. Why do you smile? You 
were born to a miserable existence. 

LAUREL:  The day is beautiful. I work the land. Who could have a 
better life than that? 

LIESL:  Sometimes you scare me. 
 
LAUREL and LIESL remain apart from the apprentices. Above or 
hovering on the sides, the LADIES and LADIES-IN-WAITING enter. 
LADY WANTALOT is a strong-willed woman looking to rule the 
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manor. Her Lady-In-Waiting, MISS INWAIT, is equally strong-willed 
and waits – for her time in the sun. LADY SIGHNESS looks only for 
leisure and is waited upon by MISS HANDFUL. The youngest of the 
three LADIES in LADY CRYABIT. SHE is emotional and prone to fits 
of tears. Her Lady In Waiting, MISS TOUCHNOT, is usually ready 
with a soft cloth to wipe her tears. In a pinch, LADY CRYABIT must 
blow her nose into the veil of her cone hat. 
 
LUMBARO:  Why, look! The Ladies are out for some air. 
SOUPSON:  Shouldn’t we be working? Or not? Is there something we 

should be doing? I never know. 
TWIG:  Please! Don’t look at them! It’s rude! 
LADY WANTALOT:  Look at them! Poor pathetic creatures. 

Everything they are - they owe to us. 
MISS INWAIT:  Strictly speaking Lady Wantalot, they owe all to your 

brother the Lord. (LADY WANTALOT turns on her sharply.) Just 
strictly speaking, of course. 

 
LADY WANTALOT and MISS INWAIT slowly turn from each other 
and remain back-to-back. 
 
LADY SIGHNESS:  (Sighs) In truth, we are not much better off that 

they are. 
LADY WANTALOT:  (Turning in) Things can change my dear sister 

Sighness. And Miss Inwait, fortunes change. Life can be full of 
surprises. 

MISS INWAIT:  (Turning in.) Indeed they can, Lady Wantalot. Indeed 
they can. (And they again turn away from each other.) 

LADY SIGHNESS:  Just watching them quite exhausts me. They are 
so... energetic. Excuse me. I feel the need to lie down. (She looks 
at MISS HANDFUL. MISS HANDFUL does not respond.) Miss 
Handful, I said - I feel the need to lie down! 

MISS HANDFUL:  By all means, Lady Sighness. Lie down. 
LADY SIGHNESS:  You can’t expect me to lie down on my own, now 

can you? (With thinly disguised disgust, MISS HANDFUL kneels 
down so LADY SIGHNESS may sit upon her.) That’s better. I don’t 
suppose you could move my bed out here, can you? 

MISS HANDFUL:  No!  
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SHE gets up and LADY SIGNESS falls down. 
 
LADY SIGHNESS:  The least you could do is fetch my pillow. You 

are, after all, my Lady-in-Waiting. 
MISS HANDFUL:  Of course, madam. Anything you say madam. 

(Exits) 
LADY CRYABIT:  Poor peasants! I would like to go into the square 

and show them my support, but of course I can’t. They’re dirty. 
They’re pathetic. They make me cry. 

MISS TOUCHNOT:  Please don’t, Lady Cryabit. Crying is such a 
messy activity. 

 
MISS HANDFUL returns with the pillow. 
 
LADY SIGHNESS:  What a time you took to get the pillow. Put it 

back. I have a sudden spurt of energy. It is not needed any longer. 
MISS HANDFUL:  (Between clenched teeth) Of course madam, 

anything you say, madam. 
LADY SIGHNESS:  They are pitiful, aren’t they? Of course we are 

also. Ever since the manor fell on hard times. 
BRUSHFULLER:  What a clump of pathetic Ladies they are. Ever 

since the manor fell on hard times. 
LADY WANTALOT:  I do so enjoy looking at those born to serve us. 

The manor will go on. I will see to it! 
LADY CRYABIT:  But still - my heart goes out to them. Look at them 

groping about their pathetic little lives with no hope of 
advancement. 

NOODLEBREAD:  Look at them! So high and mighty in their manor! 
Who do they think they are, anyway? 

TWIG:  Our superiors! Don’t look at them! They may look back! 
LUMBARO:  I feel sorry for them. Their lives aren’t their own. 
LAUREL:  Look at them!  
 
All APPRENTICES and PEASANTS turn to look at the LADIES. 
 
LADY WANTALOT:  Just look at them! 
TWIG:  Stop looking at them! 
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BRUSHFULLER:  They owe all to the Lord of the Manor. 
 
All APPRENTICES turn back. 
 
LAUREL:  They will be forced to marry husbands that the Lord 

chooses. 
LADY CRYABIT:  They will be forced to toil their entire lives and give 

the proceeds of that work to us. (Sobs) 
LIESL:  Our entire structure is built on the accident of birth. 
MISS TOUCHNOT:  It’s just an accident of birth that they live dirty 

little lives while ours are filled with cleanliness. 
 
MISS HANDFUL enters. 
 
LORD ENTREE:  (Offstage) Sisters! I feel a need to mingle with my 

subjects. Come! 
LADY WANTALOT:  Very well. It’s always entertaining to mingle with 

our subjects. 
MISS INWAIT:  I welcome the opportunity to know my... excuse me, 

YOUR subjects better. 
MISS TOUCHNOT:  Must I go? There is so much dust in the square. 
LADY CRYABIT:  I may need you to wipe away my tears. Being 

among the downtrodden always makes me emotional 
LADY SIGHNESS:  Duty calls. It’s only for five minutes and then we 

may return to our life of leisure. I’m exhausted already as I think 
about it. Come! Miss Handful, bring a pillow. 

 
The Manor born characters exit. 
 
LAUREL:  Oh, no. The grand Ladies have left. You know what that 

means, don’t you?  
TWIG:  (With terror) They’re going to take a tour! Quick everyone! 

Look like you’re working. 
 
At that, all get very busy doing their work. 
 
LAUREL:  I love these tours! Isn’t it grand to brush elbows with the 

fine Ladies and the majestic Lord? 
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LIESL:  I do not find it majestic. Our function in the hierarchy of things 
is in the realm of the loam, topsoil, and terrestrial areas of the 
Manor.  

 
Possible music cue for the grand entrance as the LADIES and 
LADIES-IN-WAITING place themselves in the square. The LADIES 
and LADIES-in-WAITING enter and position themselves. On the other 
side, FRUHSTUCK and GESUNDHEIT enter. They enjoy the bows. 
BRAVA and GRAZIE also enter believing the bows to be for them. All 
apprentices bow deep as KUKOO and CANDIDA enter. 
 
KUKOO:  (Thrilled) Ohhh! This is a very nice welcome indeed. 

Canny, don’t you feel welcomed? 
CANDIDA:  Kukoo, turn around. 
 
CANDIDA and KUKOO split apart revealing LORD ENTREE behind 
them. LORD ENTREE is a mere twerp of a young man. He is short 
and was previously hidden by CANDIDA and KUKOO. CANDIDA and 
KUKOO scurry to the side and bow. 
 
LORD ENTREE:  Good day. (LORD ENTREE happily watches as 

they all kneel before him. The subjects are waiting to be told that 
they can rise. LORD ENTREE mingles with his subjects and 
occasionally pushes an APPRENTICE down if they deign to be 
taller than him.) Thank you. You do that very well.  

LADY WANTALOT:  Look at all those bobbing heads. It does my 
heart good to see my subjects honor us. 

MISS INWAIT:  They are honoring your brother, Lady Wantalot. 
LADY WANTALOT:  I know that, Miss Inwait. I am enjoying the 

anticipation of when they do that for me. 
MISS INWAIT:  As am I, Lady Wantalot. I also wait. 
LORD ENTREE:  Look, when they bow, they are all shorter than me. 

Aren’t they sweet, sisters? 
SOUPSON:  (Falling to her knees) My back is cracking. When can we 

get up? 
NOODLEBREAD:  Shh! When the Lord says so.  
LADY CRYABIT:  How humble they are! It makes me want to cry!  
 

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



 CLAUDIA HAAS 31 

She does so and blows her nose into a piece of cloth and then hands 
it to MISS TOUCHNOT who rejects the dirtied cloth. 
 
MISS TOUCHNOT:  I beg you, please hold on to it; you may need it 

again. 
LORD ENTREE:  This is such a delight! Why look, Sisters. A head we 

do not know. (LORD ENTREE approaches FRUHSTUCK) Good 
morning, sir. Who might you be? 

FRUHSTUCK:  (Rising and thinking fast) Mein gut Lord. Aren’t you 
expecting me? Ja! I am the envoy from Rhineland. Surely, my 
messenger told you of my visit. 

BRAVA:  (To GRAZIE) Hey! That was my idea! To be an 
ambassador! 

LORD ENTREE:  Why, no. I don’t believe I was expecting a visitor 
from Rhineland. 

FRUHSTUCK:  Ja, I come from Herr Lichentstein. He sends you 
greeting and would like to visit your city for Midsummer’s Eve. I am 
Fruhstuck, at your service, Sire. 

BRAVA:  Hey! What about us? 
LORD ENTREE:  (Indicating BRAVA) And who might you be? 
FRUHSTUCK:  She is no one. 
BRAVA:  Hey! I’m someone! 
LORD ENTREE:  (Indicating GESUNDHEIT) And who are you?  
FRUHSTUCK:  She is truly no one.  
LORD ENTREE:  Begging your pardon Fruhstuck, but everyone is 

someone. For if she is no one, than everyone could be said to be 
no one. And if everyone is no one, then no one would be here. 
And if no one was here, you would be alone. I would not be 
someone and everybody would be nobody. 

BRAVA and GRAZIE:  (To each other) Capisce? 
FRUHSTUCK:  See, once she was somebody, but now she has no 

body so... 
LORD ENTREE:  So she is nobody! Am I correct? Did I get it right? 
FRUHSTUCK:  Sehr gut, Sire. I have heard of your wunderbar 

intelligence. This “nobody” here ist a ghost. 
LORD ENTREE:  No, I don’t believe anybody here is a ghost. 
CANDIDA:  Kukoo! Are you following this? 
KUKOO:  No, I don’t follow. I remain here. 
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FRUHSTUCK:  No! Gesundheit – 
LORD ENTREE:  Did I sneeze? (To GESUNDHEIT) Please tell me 

who you are. 
GESUNDHEIT:  Gesundheit. 
LORD ENTREE:  Am I sneezing?  
FRUHSTUCK:  Nein. She is Gesundheit! The one who is the nobody 

- the ghost. 
 
At that, ALL fall to the ground except LIESL. LADY SIGHNESS faints. 
 
LORD ENTREE:  This is most unseemly.  
LIESL:  Begging your pardon, sir. But she is not a ghost. 
FRUHSTUCK:  She’s not? 
GESUNDHEIT:  I’m not? Uh oh. 
 
GESUNDHEIT quietly slips away. 
 
LIESL:  Ghosts are spiritual bodies. You cannot see them and hear 

them. They are disembodied, therefore they are nobody. That 
person clearly is somebody. 

BRUSHFULLER:  Where did she go? There’s nobody there. 
TWIG:  (Terrified) She has disappeared! She IS a ghost! 
 
All crouch down in fear. 
 
BRAVA:  ATTENZIONE! 
LORD ENTREE:  Now, who are you? 
BRAVA:  Brava! A grand lady from Venezia! I’m an ambassador here 

to spread my good will. My sister and I have come to here to 
celebrate the Midsummer’s Eve feast with you. 

LORD ENTREE:  Oh, more visitors. Isn’t that nice? 
FRUHSTUCK:  I was here first! With my ghost. Who protected me 

from plague spirits! 
GRAZIE:  Ladies always first.  
LADY WANTALOT:  We are the only grand ladies here.  
BRAVA:  Hey! Watch your mouth! 
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LAUREL:  (Approaching LORD ENTREE on her knees) Begging your 
pardon, sir, but may we get up? Even the lowest of the low need a 
moment to stand in the sun. 

LORD ENTREE:  Who are you? 
LAUREL:  Laurel, sir. A peasant. (Happily) We labor for your benefit. 
LORD ENTREE:  Stand. Yes, stand all of you! We have had a busy 

morning. Why, we have visitors from Rhineland. 
BRAVA:  And Venezia!  
LORD ENTREE:  I believe we should welcome them. Tonight, you 

are invited to the Manor for a feast! 
APPRENTICES:  (Miserably) A feast! 
LORD ENTREE:  Brushfuller and Weavil, please prepare a cloth for 

my table.  
BRUSHFULLER and WEAVIL:  (Exiting) Yes, Milord. 
LORD ENTREE:  Lumbaro and Twig, We will need some extra eating 

utensils fashioned out of wood.  
LUMBARO and TWIG:  (Exiting) Right away, Milord. 
LORD ENTREE:  Peasants, harvest what plants are ready for eating.  
LAUREL:  (Extremely happy) Glady, Milord! 
LIESL:  (Morosely) Stop being happy. It’s unnatural. (PEASANTS 

exit.) 
LORD ENTREE:   Soupson and Noodlebread, prepare the feast. No 

less than eleven courses!  
SOUPSON:  Eleven courses! What will I make? 
NOODLEBREAD:  Mark my words, Soupson. We will never get to eat 

anything. 
LORD ENTREE:  As for my visitors, come with me. The ladies-in-

waiting will prepare your rooms. 
 
To music, LORD ENTREE exits followed by FRUHSTUCK, BRAVA, 
GRAZIE, the LADIES and the LADIES-IN-WAITING. CANDIDA and 
KUKOO go to one side. 
 
CANDIDA:  What do we do now? 
KUKOO:  We’re cooks. We shall help prepare the feast.  
CANDIDA:  But I can’t cook. 
KUKOO:  What can you do? 
CANDIDA:  I can eat! 
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KUKOO:  Canny, tell me something. Why must you find this Rose? 
What is so important that you would risk everything for this Rose? 

CANDIDA:  It was given to my great grandfather in the Crusades. 
KUKOO:  During the crusades? The Rose should be dead by now! 
CANDIDA:  It is and it isn’t. It is a magical Rose, Kukoo. St. George 

appeared to my great grandfather. 
KUKOO:  I hate to break it to you, but he’s dead, too. I don’t think 

he’d care if his Rose was missing. 
CANDIDA:  Kukoo! Your nurse didn’t by any chance drop you your 

head when you were a baby? 
KUKOO:  Now, there you go off again being the high and mighty 

Lady. We were poor, Canny. We didn’t have a nurse. My mother 
dropped me on my head! 

CANDIDA:  Kukoo! Listen! My great grandfather was praying for 
strength on a battlefield. St. George appeared to him in a vision. 

KUKOO:  Was his dragon there? 
CANDIDA:  Kukoo! No, his dragon wasn’t there. In the vision, St. 

George gave the Rose to my great grandfather. He said it would 
give him strength, to battle only for righteousness. 

KUKOO:  Now, you lost me again. You can’t fight a battle with a 
Rose. 

CANDIDA:  Kukoo! My great grandfather fought many battles with the 
Rose by his side. It brought him luck. He was remained unhurt. He 
brought the Rose home and the manor flourished.  

KUKOO:  I don’t remember the manor flourishing. 
CANDIDA:  It did until a few years ago. Life was very good for all until 

this man came to visit us. 
KUKOO:  Your Guardian who lives at the Manor? 
CANDIDA:  No, this man who claimed to be our long lost cousin. 
KUKOO:  Oh, that is very exciting! A lost relative! 
CANDIDA:  But he wasn’t. He was merely a highwayman trying to 

gain our trust. 
KUKOO:  You let a highwayman live with you?  
CANDIDA:  No, our cousin. 
KUKOO:  Who wasn’t your cousin? 
CANDIDA:  Correct. He had heard of our Rose and wanted it for 

himself. He followed a map from his country to our country. 
KUKOO:  The very map we followed?  
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CANDIDA:  Yes!  Didn’t you wonder why I had a map? 
KUKOO:  I have never had time to wonder. I just work. 
CANDIDA:  When my cousin who isn’t my cousin left… 
CHASER:  (Offstage) This way! 
SERVILE:  (Offstage) No, THAT way! 
KUKOO:  When he left? 
CANDIDA:  We must run. 
KUKOO:  To the kitchen! Follow me! 
CANDIDA:  How do you know where the kitchen is? 
KUKOO:  I’m a cook! 
 
CANDIDA and KUKOO exit to the kitchen. LORD ENGLISH and NEZ 
appear. They have a basket of mushrooms. 
 
ENGLISH:  Your nose is not quite up to par, my dear Lady. The Lady 

Candida is not here. 
NEZ:  My nose knows what it knows, Monsieur. She was here. I can 

smell it. 
ENGLISH:  You’re quite, quite sure it’s not a mushroom you’re 

smelling now? 
NEZ:  Quite. But these champignons, sir, these exquisite truffles are 

what will be our calling card to the manor. Come, we have a dish 
to prepare! 

ENGLISH:  I really didn’t come here to cook, Mademoiselle Nez. 
NEZ:  Cooking is the essence of life, Monsieur. It is from the cooking 

that we will hatch our plan.  
 
LORD ENGLISH and NEZ exit as SEER appears. LORD CHASER 
and SERVILE come running on. 
 
LORD CHASER:  Where is everyone? Do you know? 
SEER:  Of course. I know all and see all. 
SERVILE:  We are looking for the Lady Candida. A useless being to 

be sure, but her guardian will pay a pretty price for her. 
SEER:  I may know something. You wouldn’t happen to have a silver 

tray on you, would you? 
LORD CHASER:  Don’t be ridiculous.  
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SERVILE:  Of course. I’m a servant. I never go anywhere without 
one. (He produces a silver tray from his sack.) 

SEER:  (Retrieving the tray) Nice. Very nice. This will fetch a pretty 
penny in town. I will be able to eek out an existence for quite 
awhile with all this silver!  (To LORD CHASER and SERVILE) Go 
to the manor. The Lord is preparing a feast. Your lady is probably 
among them. 

 
LORD CHASER and SERVILE run off in different directions. They 
stop short and return to the SEER. 
 
LORD CHASER:  Pardon, but which way to the manor?  
 
SEER points to the manor. LORD CHASER and SERVILE exit. 
 
SEER:  Do I finish my penance for stealing the Rose? Dare I return? 

Dare I announce myself? Oh Rose! What woes you have 
bestowed! If only I’d known! 

 
BLACKOUT 
 
 

ACT ONE, SCENE 4 
THE PLOTS 

 
AT RISE:  Almost dusk. The manor doors are closed. We are inside. 
The LADIES of the Manor, WANTALOT, CRYABIT and SIGHNESS, 
are being entertained by their LADIES-IN-WAITING. LADIES-IN-
WAITING dance a simple dance.  
 
MISS WANTALOT:  They do that quite well, don’t you think? I believe 

when I take my rightful place in the world, I shall command a 
dance before every meal. 

LADY CRYABIT:  They do so very much for us! Look at them as the 
dance their hearts out - (LADIES-IN-WAITING glare at them as 
they dance) I am quite, quite overcome. Miss Touchnot! 
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Quickly, MISS TOUCHNOT steps out of her role as dancer, brings a 
cloth to LADY CRYABIT - who cries into it and then TOUCHNOT 
returns to her dance. 
 
LADY SIGHNESS:  Mark how strenuous their movements are! It is all 

too, too tiring. (With a sigh, she motions for MISS HANDFUL to 
retrieve her. MISS HANDFUL ignores her so she sighs louder, 
again MISS HANDFUL ignores her – and she finally yells.) Miss 
Handful! I am tired!  

 
MISS HANDFUL runs and catches LADY SIGHNESS and then 
returns to her dance. 
 
MISS INWAIT:  What useless pieces of Ladies they are! They do 

nothing but wait for life to happen to them. I find that they are the 
true Ladies-in-Waiting. But change is in the air. 

MISS TOUCHNOT:  Watch Lady Cryabit sob. Perfectly disgusting. 
She is nothing but a mass of tears and ooze. If you ask me, she 
was a changeling baby.  

MISS HANDFUL:  As for my mistress, Lady Sighness, she does not 
have the disposition to be a true Lady of the Manor. She would 
make a better chamber pot. If we can change our fortunes, I would 
lend an ear. 

MISS INWAIT:  The feast is sure to be a failure. They always are. 
Meet me in the square afterwards. I shall lay our plans out 
undetected by the Ladies of the Manor. 

BRAVA:  (Suddenly appearing) Signora Inwait - where is my water?  
 
MISS INWAIT follows her off. 
 
GRAZIE:  (Suddenly appearing) Useless Ladies-in-Waiting. My bed is 

not laid properly. 
 
MISS TOUCHNOT follows her off. 
 
FRUHSTUCK:  I am haunted by plague spirits! Help! 
 
MISS HANDFUL follows him off. 
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LADY WANTALOT:  This is monstrous! 
LADY CRYABIT:  (Crying) Our Ladies-in-Waiting are waiting on 

someone else! 
LADY SIGHNESS:  I must lie down.  
LADY WANTALOT:  I can’t be under my brother’s thumb for another 

minute! He is not worthy of running the manor! 
LADY CRYABIT:  But he is our father’s rightful heir. Nothing’s gone 

right... since... since... (Sobs) 
LADY WANTALOT:  The Rose! Is that what you were going to say? 

That ridiculous Rose? 
LADY SIGHNESS:  You said it! We swore we would never mention it 

again! I am overcome. (She lies down) 
LADY CRYABIT:  Ever since father brought back the Rose, nothing 

has gone our way. I wish he’d never stolen it! 
LADY WANTALOT:  Is this how you deal with your lot in life? Sob 

like a baby and faint dead away? 
LADY CRYABIT and LADY SIGHNESS:  (LADY SIGHNESS sits up 

for a second and LADY CRYABIT stops crying.) Yes. 
LADY WANTALOT:  Don’t you want more out of life? 
LADY CRYABIT and LADY SIGHNESS:  No, not really. I don’t think 

so. 
LADY WANTALOT:  Our mother died. Our father has disappeared. 

The manor is being led into ruin by our weasel of a brother. Do 
you really find that acceptable? 

LADY CRYABIT and LADY SIGHNESS:  I don’t know. 
LADY WANTALOT:  (Almost with religious zeal) I want the manor! I 

want our subjects to bow before me! I want sumptuous gowns and 
servants at my beck and call. I want my coffers filled with gold and 
silver and gems from all over the world! And I won’t rest until I 
have what I want! 

LADY SIGHNESS:  When you put it that way – 
LADY CRYABIT:  It doesn’t sound bad at all. 
LADY WANTALOT:  After our feast tonight, meet me by the 

dungeons. I have a plan to get everything I want. The time to 
throw our brother over is now! I will have what I want! 

LADY CRYABIT:  The dungeons! It’s a horrible place. 
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LADY SIGHNESS:  So many stairs. If I faint, nobody will be there to 
rescue me. 

LADY WANTALOT:  Nobody goes there. It is therefore, the perfect 
place to reveal my plan undetected by others. Let us make ready 
for the feast. 

SERVILE:  (Runs through) Oh. Good day. Nice manor. 
LADY WANTALOT:  Who are you? 
SERVILE:  I search for the Grand Lady of the Manor.  
LADY WANTALOT:  That would be me. 
 
SERVILE grabs LADY WANTALOT. LADY CRYABIT cries and LADY 
SIGHNESS faints. 
 
SERVILE:  LORD CHASER! LORD CHASER! I have the Grand Lady 

of the Manor! 
LORD CHASER:  (Entering) That is the wrong Lady of the Manor! 
LADY WANTALOT:  Let me go before I hack you to pieces! 
SERVILE:  That’s not very nice. Lord Chaser, she is going to hack me 

to pieces. What do I do? 
LORD CHASER:  (Thinking carefully) I know! You go one way and I’ll 

go the other. We will confuse her. It worked on us. 
 
SERVILE lets go of LADY WANTALOT. SERVILE and LORD 
CHASER split up. 
 
LADY WANTALOT:  Ladies! After them! 
 
LADY SIGHNESS and LADY CRYABIT go one way and LADY 
WANTALOT goes the other way. 
 
LORD CHASER:  Amazing! These ladies catch on quick. 
 
As they exit SOUPSON, and NOODLEBREAD enter. SOUPSON has 
a cauldron, and NOODLEBREAD a dough hook and some dough. 
KUKOO and CANDIDA approach. 
 
NOODLEBREAD:  Soupson, what are you preparing?  
SOUPSON:  I do not know. So many courses! So many choices! 
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NOODLEBREAD:  I don’t know why I bother making this cream tart. 
We never get past the salad course.   

 
As the above exchanges are being made, KUKOO and CANDIDA 
approach the pot. KUKOO tries a taste of what’s in the cauldron. 
 
KUKOO:  Terrible. Awful stuff. (Immediately goes to work) 
SOUPSON:  Who dares to touch my pot?  
KUKOO:  I’m Kukola, your guardian angel. (Starts flapping her arms 

nervously) 
SOUPSON:  You’re a bit dirty for an Angel. 
KUKOO:  I made a sloppy landing from you know… (Points up) Who 

are you? 
SOUPSON:  I’m the cook! 
KUKOO:  No, you’re not. You may throw things in a pot. You may 

even boil things, but you are no cook. 
SOUPSON:  I know. Please don’t give me away, Angel. Please! My 

mother had too many mouths to feed. We were always hungry. 
Finally, my mother sent me out to make my way in the world. I 
thought I would become a cook. That way, I’d always have enough 
to eat. 

NOODLEBREAD:  The trouble is - she can’t cook. 
KUKOO:  (Aside) This is easier than I thought.  
CANDIDA:  So, tell us about this place here. Do you, for instance, 

know anything about a Rose? 
KUKOO:  Canny! I want to hear about her cooking abilities! Not about 

a Rose! 
CANDIDA:  We came here to find the Rose! 
KUKOO:  Now there you go giving everything away! How can we 

sneak around the place looking for the Rose if everyone knows 
we’re looking for the Rose? 

NOODLEBREAD:  Rose? What’s that you say? There was a Rose. 
CANDIDA:  And what happened to it? 
NOODLEBREAD:  Gone. Dead. Rotting away somewhere. Like the 

rest of the manor. Who are you anyway? 
KUKOO:  She is my assistant Guardian Angel. She can’t do anything. 
CANDIDA:  I can embroider! 
NOODLEBREAD:  Well, she can stir, can’t she? I’ll get you a spoon.  
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CANDIDA reaches for the dough hook. NOODLEBREAD grabs it. 
 
NOODLEBREAD:  No! My precious dough hook. Nobody can ever 

touch my dough hook. It is my own invention and is very delicate. 
It has all these wonderful tongs that do a very good job mixing the 
ingredients. Come with me. The rolls are ready to be shaped.  

 
CANDIDA follows NOODLEBREAD out. 
 
KUKOO:  (To SOUPSON) Don’t just stand there. We need bacon. 

And where are the herbs? Can you pick me some herbs? And a 
little vinegar, I think. We will make a croustade. Did you season 
the meat? Where’s the meat? This will never do. 

SOUPSON:  Season the meat? Angel, I believe there is something 
you need to know about the Lord’s eating habits.  

KUKOO:  Fetch me some meat. Gather some eggs, raisins, pepper, 
wine and mushrooms. Do as I say and we will eat our fill tonight! I 
promise! 

 
SOUPSON and KUKOO exit as TWIG opens the doors and we are in 
the square. 
 
TWIG:  Lumbaro! LUMABRO! Oh dear! Oh dear! Nothing will be 

ready in time for the feast!  
BRUSHFULLER:  (Enters with WEAVIL; they are alternately pulling 

and brushing a large piece of cloth.) What a racket you are 
making, Miss Twig. I can’t concentrate on the cloth. 

TWIG:  Mr. Lumbaro went off to get some wood so we could make 
new utensils. The feast is in one hour and he has not returned. 
The utensils will not be ready. I have disgraced my profession! 

LAUREL:  What a silly you are, Miss Twig. 
TWIG:  (Desperately) Please don’t laugh at me! It’s not nice to laugh 

at pathetic people. 
BRUSHFULLER:  (Abruptly stops laughing) I’m sorry, Miss Twig. But 

why do we need eating utensils? 
TWIG:  To eat! 
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BRUSHFULLER:  You do know that we never eat. We never get past 
the first course. 

LUMBARO:  (Enters carrying twigs) What a time I’ve had of it! It isn’t 
easy to cut a tree down! 

TWIG:  Mr. Lumbaro, where is the lumber? 
LUMBARO:  Lumber? 
TWIG:  Yes, Lumbaro - lumber. 
LUMBARO:  Well, I didn’t exactly get any lumber. 
BRUSHFULLER:  What exactly did you get?  
LUMBARO:  (Produces the twigs) These! The ax was heavy. Don’t 

you think we can make knives and spoons out of these?  
TWIG:  Lumbaro, where’s the ax? 
LUMBARO:  It was heavy. 
BRUSHFULLER:  You said that. 
LUMBARO:  Very heavy. So I left it by a tree. I think that was pretty 

smart. Why drag it back and forth? We should just leave it by a 
tree we want to cut down. 

TWIG:  You just left it! So any peasant or robber or no-good-dirty-
rotten-scoundrel can steal it. Won’t our master be pleased. 

LUMBARO:  Nobody will steal it. Nobody can lift it! It’s too heavy. 
 
Meanwhile, LAUREL walks by with the axe. 
 
LAUREL:  Good evening. Lovely evening, isn’t it? And look what I 

found in the woods. An ax! My very own ax. This will come in very 
handy during the harvest. It’s a gift from God… that’s what it is. 

 
LAUREL exits. TWIG lets out a frustrated yell and chases LUMBARO 
out. LORD CHASER and SERVILE run in from different directions. 
 
LORD CHASER:  Which way did they go? 
BRUSHFULLER:  Who? 
LORD CHASER:  The Grand Ladies! 
 
BRUSHFULLER and WEAVIL point every which way. LORD 
CHASER and SERVILE run off. 
 
BRUSHFULLER:  Who are those people? 
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WEAVIL shrugs and they start to exit when MISS INWAIT enters. 
MISS INWAIT is cloaked. 
 
MISS INWAIT:  Psst... Over here. 
LAUREL:  Yes? 
MISS INWAIT:  Meet me in the square at dark. After the feast. I have 

a proposition for you. Spread the word to all the workers. And 
don’t breathe a word to the manor-born. 

 
MISS INWAIT exits and from the other side LADY WANTALOT 
sneaks on. She is also cloaked. 
 
LADY WANTALOT:  Psst. Over here. 
BRUSHFULLER:  Yes? 
LADY WANTALOT:  Meet me by the dungeons tonight just before 

midnight. I have a proposition for you. Spread the word to all the 
workers. And don’t breathe a word of it to anyone in the manor. 

LAUREL:  Something is going on.  
BRUSHFULLER:  And we will be in on all of it.  
 
They exit as NEZ and ENGLISH enter. 
 
NEZ:  Take care, sir. Les champignons are very delicate. They bruise 

easily. 
ENGLISH:  Now see here, Miss Nez, why can’t we just lump them all 

together! I mean, a mushroom is a mushroom is a mushroom! 
NEZ:  Non, monsieur! Non! The little basket has the champignons 

that how do you say – make you–– (Goes into great spasms and 
dramatically falls down dead)  

ENGLISH:  Good gracious! They’re not poisonous, are they? They 
won’t kill you, will they? 

NEZ:  Just un peu. A little bit poison. You don’t die, monsieur. You 
just don’t feel very bon... good. I am a French diplomat from the 
Court of Paris monsieur. Not a murderer. 

ENGLISH:  Who do you intend to feed these, too? 
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NEZ:  Tout le monde, monsieur! Everyone. I shall put it on the meat. 
Zen when everyone, you know, (Mimes dropping down again) you 
can pick up ze English Lady and take her back to your country. 

ENGLISH:  Jolly good. 
NEZ:  And zen, monsieur, you will come to court and stop this horrible 

war between our countries? 
ENGLISH:  Oh! Yes, of course. Righty-o. 
NEZ:  Because if you don’t monsieur - I will find you. My nose will 

come to you and one day you will eat something and (Mimes 
dropping down dead again) comprenez? 

ENGLISH:  (With a gulp) Comprenez. 
NEZ:  Bon. Venez. It is time to put our concoction together. It is 

almost time for ze feast! 
 
BLACKOUT 
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ACT TWO, SCENE 1 
THE FIRST FEAST 

 
AT RISE:  We are setting up for the feast. To music, servants enter 
and bring on a small rectangle table for the LORD and LADIES. 
Below that will be a seating area for the guests. Below that will be a 
seating area for the LADIES-IN-WAITING, then the SERVANTS of 
the manor, the APPRENTICES and the PEASANTS. All can be done 
to music as the set-up occurs. As little or as much can be done. The 
APPRENTICES and PEASANTS can be scattered around the 
audience. There can be live entertainment as the tables are set. A 
cloth should be draped over the LORD and LADIES table. A slab of 
bread can be on the table. After the feast is set up, the doors should 
be closed. KUKOO and CANDIDA enter from the kitchen. KUKOO 
carries a set of keys and some food. She places the food at the 
Lord’s table. 
 
CANDIDA:  Please, Kukoo - just a taste. I am so hungry. 
KUKOO:  Now, you know the rules, Canny. You can’t eat anything 

until after the Lord eats.  
 
She passes the tray in front of CANDIDA’s nose. CANDIDA breathes 
in the aroma and is ready to taste when KUKOO takes it away. 
 
CANDIDA:  Oh, it smells heavenly. What’s in it? 
KUKOO:  A little of this... some of that... you know… whatnot. 
CANDIDA:  What? 
KUKOO:  Not, what? Whatnot. 
CANDIDA:  What’s not in the pot? 
KUKOO:  Correct. Come. We must go to the larder and find some 

eggs for decoration.  
 
They exit as SOUPSON enters with a wash pail. The APPRENTICES 
and PEASANTS enter and wash their hands one by one before they 
take their places at the lowly tables. The “VISITORS” also take their 
places. 
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GRAZIE:  Something smells-a good. I’m-a looking forward to a proper 
meal. 

FRUHSTUCK:  Ja. The table looks gut. You know what would be 
schoen - pretty - a Rose at every table. 

 
All halt. 
 
ALL:  Rose? 
FRUHSTUCK:  Ja. No? 
ALL:  No. 
SOUPSON:  Everyone rise! (Announcing) The Ladies-Who-Await! 

(The LADIES-IN-WAITING enter and stand by their LADIES’ 
table.) The Waited-Upon Ladies! (The three sisters enter and sit 
by their table.) And finally, the mannered-man, Lord Entree! 
(LORD ENTREE enters and is seated.) 

 
NEZ and LORD watch, hidden away. 
 
ENGLISH:  (Nervously) Is all in place? 
NEZ:  All is ready. They will drop like flies.  
ENGLISH:  Where are the mushrooms? 
NEZ:  Spread over the meat. I smothered the meat with my truffle 

sauce when the cook wasn’t watching. Easily done, monsieur.  
 
Meanwhile, crawling down the aisle looking for food is GESUNDHEIT 
who is very hungry. She crawls by the PEASANTS. CANDIDA and 
KUKOLA enter. 
 
SOUPSON:  Lord Entree, your entree awaits! 
 
SOUPSON, and NOODLEBREAD carry food over. SOUPSON 
presents LORD ENTREE with his soup. 
 
LORD ENTREE:  Soupson, what is this soup? 
LADY SIGHNESS:  It smells delicious. 
GRAZIE:  I’m-a starving. Brava, fetch me some of that. 
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LADY WANTALOT:  It is our custom that the Lord eats first. After he 
has taken his food, it will be passed to everyone. You understand 
about customs, don’t you, Great Lady from Italia? After all, when in 
Rome, do as the Romans do. 

BRAVA:  In Roma, we’d be eating already. 
LORD ENTREE:  I see there are many vegetables. That is very good, 

Soupson. You are learning to cook with plants. I like plants. What 
is that I detect in the aroma though? Meat? 

APPRENTICES:  No, please. Not meat. 
SOUPSON:  Oh no, Lord. Just a few herbs and wine.  
KUKOO:  It’s the bones, you are smelling, sir. 
LORD ENTREE:  (Weakly) Bones? 
APPRENTICES:  (Miserably) Bones. 
KUKOO:  Yes, they’re covered with a dusting of cornmeal and then 

sauteed with broth and wine and thrown in the soup for flavor. 
Quite good, don’t you think? 

LORD ENTREE:  We’ll... just skip the soup, I think. Next platter, 
please. 

LADY SIGHNESS:  But - my bones... Need bones. I am so weak 
from hunger. Can’t you just taste the soup and be done with it, so 
we may partake? 

LORD ENTREE:  You know I have distaste for meat. I cannot abide 
it. Have some bread. 

LADY WANTALOT:  Excuse me, dear brother - but we have been 
existing on bread for months. Nothing but bread and water ever 
since our father disappeared. 

LORD ENTREE:  Next course. 
NOODLEBREAD:  (Hands him a tray covered with vegetables) As 

you requested, sire. Plants from your garden. 
LORD ENTREE:  Yes. Very good. Plants. And what is that - on the 

middle. Under the mushrooms. By the way, the mushrooms smell 
very good. 

ENGLISH:  This is it! 
NEZ:  Don’t get excited. We must savor the moment. They must all 

have a bite. And then… (Mimes dropping dead again) 
KUKOO:  That is my specially-seasoned spit meat. There is some 

Egerdouce Sauce on the side. I’m not sure where the mushrooms 
came from. 

This perusal script is for reading purposes only.
No performance or photocopy rights are conveyed.



48 A MEDIEVAL FEAST  

LORD ENTREE:  Yes, well the mushrooms interest me. But the meat 
does not. Away with the meal. 

NEZ:  What does he mean, “away with the meal?” 
 
ENGLISH drags her down. 
 
LORD ENTREE:  Doesn’t anyone know how to cook without meat? Is 

it too much to ask for a simple salad? 
LADY WANTALOT:  Brother! We are not cows! We do not graze on 

grass! We require meat!  
LORD ENTREE:  I never touch the stuff. You know that. Please sit 

down. Have some bread. (GESUNDHEIT sneezes.) Gesundheit. 
GESUNDHEIT:  What? (Looks around) Oh no. 
FRUHSTUCK:  My ghost has materialized! 
LADY WANTALOT:  An intruder on our manor! (LADY SIGHNESS 

faints; LADY CRYABIT cries.) I say, take her away to the 
dungeon! 

GESUNDHEIT:  The dungeon? Why, what have I done? I vas 
kidnapped and forced to work as an indentured servant to that 
man! He wants to find your Rose and take over the manor! 

FRUHSTUCK:  Gesundheit!  
LORD ENTREE:  Now, don’t try to get around us by sneezing. This is 

most unsettling. What do I do? 
LADY WANTALOT:  I say throw them all in the dungeon! Take them 

away! Here are some keys. 
LORD ENTREE:  I thought the keys hung by the kitchen door. 
LADY WANTALOT:  I had an extra set made just for emergencies 

like these. 
 
MISS INWAIT gets GESUNDHEIT and FRUHSTUCK. They exit to 
the dungeon. 
 
FRUHSTUCK:  This is a fine mess you’ve gotten us into, Gesundheit. 
LORD ENTREE:  Who is sneezing? 
GRAZIE:  Nobody is sneezing! We are all hungry! Feed me! I don’t 

care about the Rose anymore.  
LORD ENTREE:  What do you know of the Rose? 
GRAZIE:  I know when we find the Rose, I will finally be able to eat! 
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