Characters
Narrator (M/F)

-

who enjoys their job with dramatic flair. They remain in
place to one side of the stage throughout.

King Alfred (M)

-

the benign and slightly bumbling ruler of Lysinia.

Queen Agatha (F)

-

who has both beauty and brains.

Bert (M)

-

Blackwell‟s right-hand man, as he doesn‟t have a left hand.

Princess Rosalind (F)

-

also known as Rose.

Baron, Lord Blackwell (M)

-

a professional.

Sly Si (M)

-

a ruffian.

Squinty Eye Bob (M)

-

another ruffian.

Stanley Stalworrit (M)

-

a bit of a nincompoop by all accounts, but tries hard.

Benny (M)

-

the enthusiastic youngest son of the miller‟s family.

Alwyn (M)

-

the kind eldest son of the miller‟s family. Well-built and
handsome.

Mama (F)

-

the mother of Alwyn and Benny.

Act 1
Scene 1 – At the Palace.
(Rise of curtain. LX. Warm-lit stage, it is daytime. The Narrator is downstage
right at a lectern, reading from a huge book. There are two royal-looking chairs
stage centre, slightly angled towards one another, in front of the scenery. The
Queen is sat in the chair stage left, writing on a paper with a feathered quill
pen.)
Narrator:

Once upon a time, in a fair kingdom far away, there lived a princess named Rosalind.
Now Rosalind was not like other princesses. Rosalind grew up alongside six brothers,
three of whom she could out-shoot and out-ride. While other princesses practised
needlework and music to play, she practised her footwork for her swordplay. There
had never been a princess in the kingdom like Princess Rosalind. The people loved
her and called her their Wild Rose. Her benevolent father also loved her, and
privately called her his little problem.
(SFX. Door slams. The King enters stage right)

King:

She's done it again!

Queen:

Who has done what, dear?

King:

Rosalind! She has insulted Lord Beauchef's son who has promptly left the palace.

Queen:

Oh good, he was an annoying little popinjay with ideas above his station.

King:

Really, Agatha!

Queen:

And what offended his high and mightiness so much that he has left the palace,
without so much as a by or leave to us, his sovereigns?

King:

It seems that as they were walking together in the lower gardens, he accidentally went
for a swim in the lake because Rosalind accidentally pushed him in. However, he
cannot swim and subsequently had to be rescued by one of the gardeners. He was
most put out. Although, he did his utmost to remain dignified while sopping wet,
which is no easy feat.

Queen:

Did she apologise? Surely, if it was just an accident he need not take such offence.

King:

She did indeed apologise, most handsomely in fact, but then rather spoilt it all by
threatening to accidentally hold his head under the water should he accidentally make
bold with her person ever again

Queen:

Make bold with her person...?

King:

It seems he tried to kiss her. He claimed he thought her silence to be maidenly and
shy while he was declaring his love for her. She said she was trying to hold in the
vomit.

Queen:

And he heard this?

King:

Unfortunately, yes. (King slumps in the other chair)

Queen:

If she detested him so much why on earth was she walking with him in the gardens?
You wouldn't know anything about this, would you? I saw you change the place
settings at dinner two days ago so they were nearer to each other. Have you been
meddling again?

King:

Well, I may have encouraged the fellow a little. These young people nowadays need a
nudge in the right direction. It would have been a very good alliance. Lord Beauchef
owns very good lands; it would have solidified trade and business to the south...

Queen:

(Queen gets up and moves downstage left) Oh, not again. She is your daughter, a
royal princess, not a prize heifer to be shown at market, and not a pawn to be
bargained to broker an alliance.

King:

Can't she be both?

Queen:

Alfred! We do not live in the dark ages! No more 'nudging' and arranging, please. She
is barely eighteen and we have time enough to approve a good match.

King:

Not if she scares them all off or pushes them into the lake! Did you know, during his
visit, Prince Isfirin of Thaaland expressed most strongly how unladylike he thought it
was for a woman to gallivant around on a horse the way she does?

Queen:

And I expressed most strongly how un-gentleman-like it was to for him pay suit to
our daughter while 'making friendly' with not one but three of the ladies in waiting!
His type want their women willing, waiting, and witless. No. No, thank you. Not a
suitable match for our daughter.

King:

If you say so, m'dear. But the blacksmiths in Thaaland create this amazing metal...

Queen:

(Queen sits again. She sighs, and leans towards King) Look, dear. I am sure you
mean well, but I just wonder whether knowing what is best for our daughter should
be left to me, her mother. And as Queen, I will also always have the best interests of
the kingdom at heart.

King:

Hmmm. You women have always been a bit of a mystery to me, it's true. But you
already manage so many royal duties.

Queen.

Quite. And you also have so many other kingly things to be getting on with.

King:

Yes, lots of things. Because I am the king.

Queen:

Exactly. So why don't you leave this little matter to me, just for the time being? I'll
keep you informed of all eventualities.

King:

(Begrudgingly) I suppose so.

Queen:

That's settled then. Shall we do down for tea?
(King stands and offers Queen his arm, still looking miffed and grumbling a
little. They exit stage right)

Scene 2 – Blackwell’s hideout
(LX. Lighting dimmed for interior with focus on the centre chairs The scenery
rotates to show the interior of the hideout, the covers of the two chairs are
removed to show two basic wooden chairs.)
Narrator:

And so the lovely princess Rosalind continued to ride with her brothers and thwart
unsuitable suitors to her heart's content. As the spring blossomed into summer, her
elder brothers' royal duties increased, and she found herself riding out alone one
morning. Her retinue lagged further and further behind while she revelled in the
freedom of the ride and the power of her horse. And so it was that she was caught
unawares. Unseen by Rosalind, her faithful followers slipped one by one from their
saddles to lie unconscious in the grass. Unseen by Rosalind, keen eyes and strong
hands awaited her in the little copse of trees and she was soon overpowered and
spirited away across the fields to a place where no one would find her.
(Enter stage right Bert dragging/carrying Rose, who has a sack over her head.
Rose is fighting and threatening from inside the sack. Her hands are tied
together and Bert has the end of the rope looped around his arm.)

Bert:

Right, sit down and I'll take the sack off your 'ed.
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(Bert removes the sack and stands stage left of Rose)
Rose:

You could have used a clean sack; that one stinks!

Bert:

We didn't have no clean sacks, only dirty ones.
(Enter Blackwell, stage right, unseen by Rose)

Rose:

Well, if you wash the dirty one you'd have a clean one.

Bert:

Is that right? Did you hear that, boss?

Rose:

Maybe you could try the same thing on your clothes.

Bert:

Now, now, no need to get personal, like.

Blackwell:

Thank you, Bert. And what have I said before about clean sacks for our more
auspicious 'guests'.

Bert:

I thought all our guests were suspicious, boss. That's why we put a sack on their 'eds,
so our hideout stays a secret.

Blackwell:

Quite so, Bert. Now, my dear Princess Rosalind, I am your host for the time being.
You may call me Blackwell. Bert, my right-hand man here, tells me you were a bit of
a handful to bring in.

Rose:

This oaf is your right-hand man? Then I pity you, sir.

Bert:

Well, I couldn't be his left-hand man now, could I? On account of me not having one.

Rose:

Wait till my brothers find out about this! They will come looking for me! And when
they find you, I'll make sure they cut off your head, Blackwell, so I can spit down
your neck!

Bert:

Oh, I like her, Boss! She's got a bit of enthusiasm (he elongates the word, emphasis
on the ‘u’ sound), don't you think, boss? (To Rose) We had another lady once, some
countess or whatnot. All she did was mope about and grizzle; she were proper boring.

Blackwell:

Well, your highness, may I suggest that you curb your enthusiasm somewhat? My
men are not too happy with you at present. Bert here has a nasty bite...

Bert:

Yeah! Look, it's gone all puffy.

Rose:

He shouldn't have taken my knife away, then.

Bert:

The boot-knife we half expected but the other one took us by surprise. I didn‟t know
boob-knives were a thing.

Rose:

I keep it close to my heart. It was a present from my little brother Bobbie.

Blackwell:

And the man you head-butted has had to go and lie down. A kindly warning: it
doesn't do, my dear, to make ruffians appear anything less than rough. Now sit down
and play nice and nothing too bad will happen to you. Dinner will be served in a few
hours; I suggest you simmer down by then.

Rose:

Simmer down? Untie me and I'll simmer you in your own juices, you coward!

Blackwell:

(He moves face to face with Rose. Dangerously quietly) I am many things,
highness, but a coward is not one of them. (Back to his normal, cordial self)
However, for your own good, I shall keep you tied up. To the chair, I think, Bert, just
in case. Now, I have an important message to send. Farewell, for now, Wild Rose.
(Exit stage right)
(Bert loops the rope a couple of times around Rose and the chair and lets out a
loud whistle. Possible SFX. whistle. Enter from stage left Sly Si and Squinty or
the stagehands)

Bert:

Upsey-daisy then, princess. (Bert indicates to the men to carry her off stage left)
Watch out, lads, this one bites.
(The two lift her up, chair and all, and carry her protesting off stage left. Bert
casually follows them off)

Scene 3 – The Palace
(LX. Night, but warmly lit as if by candles. The scenery rotates to show the
palace once more and the remaining chair is covered to look suitable for a royal
bottom. The chair stays stage centre. Enter the King stage right, looking
nervous. He sits on the chair.)
Narrator:

Both message and news travel fast. Back at the palace, the horses clatter across the
courtyard and the carriage has barely stopped before the Queen has flung open the
door and hurried out and into the palace, her ladies lagging behind with the bags.
Usually so contained and put together, she rushes through the palace corridors with
her hair falling from its pins, dark circles under her eyes where she has travelled
through the night to return to the palace at the soonest possible moment. She seeks
news and she seeks the King. At last, in his private chambers, she finds him.
(Enter Queen stage right. She holds out her hands to the King who gets up to
meet her and they embrace.)

Queen:

What are we to do, Alfred? The Lord Chamberlain has just told me that there is still
no sign of her! I leave to visit my mother for the weekend, and this happens. I was
away for one day, only one day!

King:

Calm yourself, my dear. How is your mother, is she well?

Queen:

(Queen moves downstage left) We should call for Harry and Larry. They'll find her,
I do not doubt it.

King:

They are not here, my dear. They left the day before you did, as my royal
representatives to visit King Wilfrald, remember? Princes Harold and Laurence will
be long past High Oak by now. But do not fret, because everything is in hand.

Queen:

I do not understand you, Alfred! The palace is in an uproar and here you are telling
me that 'everything is in hand'; our daughter, the princess Rosalind, is missing! This is
a national emergency.

King:

I am well aware of that, m‟dear. But I have acted decisively and with authority.
Search parties were sent out and her horse and entourage have already been found all drugged and groggy, poor fellows, but mercifully alive. And so now we know she
was kidnapped!
(The King sits again, very pleased with himself.)

Queen:

How? How do we know that?

King:

Well, it's obvious, isn't it? Anyway, I sent out the search parties and then I made my
grand proclamation. See, it is all in hand, just as I told you.

Queen:

Yes, so you said but I still do not understand how you can be so calm. (Speaking
more to herself than the King) It was good that the search parties were mobilised so
quickly, although I had hoped that something more would have turned up by now. If
she was kidnapped as you say, why is there no ransom demand? And who would dare
to do such a thing? We are on good terms with the neighbouring kingdoms and none
of the Dukes have been acting up lately ... Yes, and you made that dreadful
proclamation. (Slight pause as things begin to come together in her mind) You did
act very decisively, didn't you? Quite uncharacteristically so.

King:

Well, I don't know about that, I am the king after all. A king is expected to take
charge and to lead with authority. Everybody knows that.

Queen:

Hmmm. Is that so? The king usually acts in conjunction with his Privy Council, but
not this time. And here you are; you are so very sure and so very calm. I know you.
What have you done, Alfred? The rest of us here are in turmoil and you stand there as
chuffed with yourself as a dog with two dicks!

King:

Really, Agatha! I know you‟re upset but I don't know what you mean! It's quite clear:
I sent out search parties and I made a proclamation ... Stop it. Stop it, I tell you! Why
are you looking at me like that, woman?
(King stands and begins to back away from the Queen who is looking at him
very intently.)

Queen:

(Very quietly, dangerously so) What. Have. You. Done?

King:

Now, now, dear, don't upset yourself.

Queen:

(No longer quietly) If you do not explain yourself to me this instance, Alfred, so help
me I shall start a coup!

King:

You wouldn't!

Queen:

Try me. This is my daughter we're talking about!

King:

(He knows he has to confess) Well, um, very well then … er … so His Grace … the
Duke of Stalworrit told me...

Queen:

Him? What has that nasty little toady got to do with anything? As dukes go he is
hardly important. Oh! Come to think of it, you two were as thick as thieves last
month at the banquet. Just before you sent Harry and Larry on that diplomatic
journey...

King:

He said it would be so easy and so simple. It seemed such a very good idea. And it's
very popular in other kingdoms, he said, it's very good for public moral apparently
and we have to think of the moral of the public, don't we? And his son, you see, he is
about her age, and apparently has great potential...

Queen:

Boiled vegetables have more potential!

King:

I took the matter of our daughter in hand!

Queen:

What you have done, Alfred, with your decisive proclamation, is hand our daughter
and a goodly part of the kingdom over to that scheming eejit Stalworrit!

King:

Oh. Oh, dear. He seemed such a helpful fellow; most understanding of my
predicament.

Queen:

A predicament you didn't actually have! Heavens above. One day, I was only away
for one day!
(Queen exits stage right, followed by the apologetic King)

Scene 4 – The Hideout
(LX. Warm interior. Scenery rotates to show the hideout. Enter Bert and Rose
stage right. She has the rope around one wrist the other end is looped around the
chair Bert is carrying, he also has a newspaper under his arm and a pencil
tucked behind his ear. Bert and Rose sit on the two chairs. Sly Si and Squinty
enter from stage left, sit on the floor downstage left and start a game of cards.)
Narrator:

And what of our beautiful Princess Rose? Two full days have passed and what has
become of her? As we move from the rooms of the palace, we see the people like
scurrying ants below us as they look for their beloved princess. We travel east, far
across the forest where we find her suffering, deep in the hideout of the notorious
Baron Blackwell, tied to a chair in the common room surrounded by base men. What
indignities, what tortures must she have endured.
(Rose looks bored out of her mind. She tries to read the folder over portion of
Bert’s paper, but it’s upside-down)

Bert:

Seven across... seven across... a shrewd unemployed jester ... jester... shrewd, that's a
type of mouse…

Sly Si:

Oh, bad luck, mate

Squinty:

The game‟s not over yet, Si

Bert:

Unemployed jester...lazy clown?... Nah, maybe he wants a job but can't get one.

Sly Si:

Aw, will you look at that! A nave, a harlot, a snitch, and a tax collector; a straight
flush!

Squinty:

You mean you win again?

Sly Si:

I'm as surprised as you are, mate. Lady Fortunata must be smiling on me today.

Rose:

Oh, good grief!
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Sly Si:

Better luck next time, eh? Pass me your cards and I'll shuffle.

Bert:

Sad clown. Hmm. Nah. Not enough letters. But what's the mouse got to do with it?

Squinty:

No, thanks, my purse is a bit too light for 'a next time'! I don't know how you do it,
Si,

Rose:

(Exasperated!) I do! He is cheating! It's so obvious.

Squinty:

You what?

Rose:

No one is that lucky at Knocking Shop Flush! Honestly, you guys, you're killing me.
Check his sleeves, go on, I dare you

Sly Si:

Now then, Squinty, we're all friends here...I wouldn't cheat me friends...what a
shocking thing to say! That stuck-up lil' princess has never even played Knocking
Shop Flush, she don't know what she's talking about...

Rose:

Cheating at cards is an honoured royal tradition to be passed from eldest child to
youngest! I am currently training my little brother Bobby to fleece the guards at Once
Round the Garden

Bert:

We played that last night. And you won. Did you cheat, then?

Rose:

Bert! What a thing to say to a princess.

Bert:

Oh, yeah. Sorry.
(Squinty grabs Sly Si and starts to try and look up his sleeve)

Rose:

No, not that sleeve, Squinty, check his other one

Sly Si:

Here, get off! You're gonna rip me shirt! (Playing cards fall out of his sleeve) Now,
how did those cards get up there?

Squinty:

You cheated? You cheated me out of my money! And my good socks! I'll have you,
Si!
(Squinty grabs Sly Si and pulls him to his feet. Sly Si is trying to placate Squinty)

Rose:

And Bert, the answer to seven across...
(Enter Blackwell stage right.)

Squinty:

My mam made me them socks, you thieving snake! I bet you'd have had the shirt off
me back too, given half the chance!

Rose:

... 'A shrewd unemployed jester', is Nobody's Fool! Oh, the irony!

Bert:

Oh! Fight, Fight!

Squinty:

You want Knocking Shop Flush, do you? I'll knock you into next Tuesday!
(The fight continues)

Blackwell:

(Slowly clapping) Oh bravo, Princess, bravo. You've stirred up quite a little storm.

Rose:

That wasn‟t my intention.

Blackwell:

Oh, there's no problem really. Gentlemen, take it outside, please. And remember no
knives - or any other weapons for that matter.

Bert:

Yes, boss. Right, outside you lot.
(Bert stands, loops the rope over the vacant chair, and man-handles the
scrapping pair off stage left.)

Blackwell:

It will do them good to burn off some energy.

Rose:

Sorry, I didn't mean for a fight to start.

Blackwell:

No problem, at all. Waiting is never good for them, it grates on the nerves.

Rose:

You don't say! Blackwell, how do you bear it?

Blackwell:

Bear what?

Rose:

The tedium and being surrounded by men like them? You're like a honed steel dagger
in a box of wooden clubs.

Blackwell:

(Laughing) That's very poetic of you to say so, Princess.

Rose:

Well, you are obviously a man of style and taste - one can see that by the way you
dress and speak. And in our sword fight yesterday you used Forsythe's defence.

Blackwell:

You were very naughty to try and escape again.

Rose:

Sorry. You‟ve made me very welcome but I do feel rather obliged to try.

Blackwell:

Which reminds me, you need to refine your footwork when you parry.

Rose:

Thank you, my brothers say the same thing. The swords master at the palace refuses
to train me, so I have no one to practice with just now. Anyway, you used Forsythe,
which shows that you must be educated, and yet, here you are, stuffing princesses
into sacks, surrounded by such...dullards! I mean, how could he not see that Si was
cheating him?

Blackwell:

Well, there you have it, I believe that he is rather short-sighted, but he can hold his
own well in a fight. Poor Squinty Eye Bob is a new recruit and was, therefore,
unaware that Si is also known as Sly Si.

Rose:

A recruit. Hmm. What exactly is your business, Blackwell? You avoided the question
yesterday at dinner.

Blackwell:

Shall we say, 'specialist retrieval and acquisitions'?

Rose:

And which was I, sir?

Blackwell:

Neither, or both, depending on how you look at it. You're rather a different kettle of
fish, my dear Princess Rose.
(Enter Bert, stage left, dusting himself off. He stays stage left.)

Bert:

Don't worry, boss, I knocked their „eads together and they've calmed down. All that's
left now is bragging rights and bruises. Did I hear we've got fish for dinner? I thought
it was rabbit today.

Blackwell:

Yes, it is rabbit. Would you like the same wine as yesterday, Princess? That should
help make things a little more 'bearable' - along with your excellent conversation, of
course.

Rose:

Yes, please, it was a very good year. It reminded me of a vintage from Duke
Stalworrit's lands, it had the same bouquet. He bought some up to the palace recently
... Why are you smiling like that? Oh! The wine was Stalworrit's?

Blackwell:

A recent „acquisition‟, yes.

Rose:

(Laughing) Then I shall raise my glass to you, sir! Such good wine is wasted on such
a sour, little man. Oh, and his son is just as bad. Honestly, he makes your men look
witty geniuses in comparison. I must confess, Blackwell, I can‟t stand either of them
and I avoid them as much as possible when they come to court; they are absolutely
unbearable even with the wine!
(There is an uncomfortable pause, Bert clears his throat. Rose stops laughing
and looks between the two of them. Blackwell speaks very gently to her as she
becomes upset.)

Rose:

What? I saw you two exchange looks. What is it, Blackwell? Bert?

Blackwell:

(He sits in the vacant chair) Princess, you asked me if you were an acquisition or
retrieval. You were, in fact, a different kind of contract.

Rose:

A contract? What do you mean by a 'contract'? What are you saying, Blackwell? I‟d
just assumed that you'd taken me prisoner in an opportune moment, hoping to get a
fat ransom or something.

Bert:

Hoppertune? No! You wouldn't believe the planning the boss had to put into this one!

Blackwell:

Yes. Thank you, Bert. The terms of the contract were very specific, my dear, neither
you nor your retinue were to be harmed in any way. I was to 'acquire' you, per se, to
be 'retrieved' by a particular party sometime after.

Rose:

What are you talking about, „retrieved‟? I can't believe this. Did someone pay you to
do this? Who, Blackwell? Who would do this to me?

Blackwell:

Sorry, I am unable to say, Princess Rose, what with client confidentiality and all that.
I have an impeccable reputation to uphold. Nothing personal, this is just business. I‟m
only telling you now because of your previous remark…

Rose:

(Stands) Nothing personal? Getting kidnapped and sold to the highest bidder is pretty
personal. Blackwell, I thought we had a level of mutual respect, and now this? And I
am not „business'!

Blackwell:

(Also stands) But rest assured that you are to come to no harm. Much as I have
enjoyed your stay with us, you are to be rescued very shortly.

Bert:

Yeah, your dad, the king, has made a grand proclamation and everything.

Blackwell:

Bert! Not now!

Rose:

A grand proclamation...oh…no...please don't say it's what I think it is...I‟ve heard
about this sort of thing.

Bert:

He promised something about your hand.

Rose:

(Sits) This is a nightmare. I don't believe it! My mother would never have allowed
this to happen.

Blackwell:

I believe that your royal mother was away the day that we acquired you.

Rose:

Oh, that‟s true. She was visiting Grandmama ... Blackwell! No, please ... please...
Look, I have money; I am a princess, after all! I can pay you more than they have,
whoever they are. Does this have anything to do with that weasel Stalworrit?

Blackwell:

They're paying me nearly a king's ransom for this, I doubt you could top them, my
little friend.

Bert:

What's the matter with her, boss? She's gone all slumpy. Her little fire's gone out.
Where's all her fight gone? (He kneels next to her) Now, now, your highnessy, don't
look like that. You've been our most favouritest guest of all, and it t'weren't your fault
the boys had a punch up, they're just like that. We've had a few laughs, haven't we?
Eh?

Rose:

Apart from the rope, it‟s actually been fun, Bert. You have just let me be myself.

Bert:

And Squinty Eye Bob has been practising that disarming move you showed him
yesterday - he and Short Tom have been at it all morning!

Rose:

But none of that matters now, nothing does. Not if that proclamation says what I think
it does! My fate is sealed.

Bert:

(Stands again) What's come over her, boss?
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Blackwell:

It's alright, Bert. (He sits again) Princess, we have the pleasure of your company only
until after the midday meal, and then you are due to leave us.

Rose:

Already? I think I'd rather stay here tied to a chair and help Bert with his crossword…
Everything I love about my life is over! I'm to be handed over like a prize cow at
market. Blackwell, what am I going to do?

Blackwell:

I do not doubt that you will overcome whatever life sets before you. I am not the only
one here that is like honed steel, my dear Wild Rose. However, just in case, may I be
so bold as to leave you my card?

Rose:

What can I do with your card, Blackwell? Shall I defend my honour with paper cuts?

Blackwell:

Yes, my card, then you can contact me, if you wish. (He closes her hand around it)
We can take tea, talk about wine, or practice your fencing footwork together

Rose:

How would you get into the palace ... or wherever I end up?

Blackwell:

I find an imposing manner and a smart coat does the trick.

Bert:

And he's got a coach with liver on it. It's proper fancy.

Blackwell:

Livery, Bert. Livery. (He elongates the ee sound for emphasis)

Bert:

Oh, right. Liver - ree.

Blackwell:

As I have said, Princess, my business is mainly in acquisitions and retrievals, but I
have been known to do the odd ...ah... removal contract.

Rose:

Removals? When I'm bundled off like a parcel to live somewhere else, will you
follow along after me with my things?

Bert:

Nah, we remove people. Sometimes we just remove bits of people; you can even
specify the bit, if you like. And sometimes it's the whole person. It depends, really.

Rose:

Oh.
(Blackwell stands, and offers his hand to Rose to stand too.)

Blackwell:

Keep my card, Princess. I almost regret my part in this, although I am very glad to
have made your acquaintance. I had made assumptions about your part in this
pantomime that I see now are completely false. Should you need me, I will gladly be
at your service. (He bows slightly)

Rose:

Thank you, Blackwell. As unlikely an ally as you are, I am very glad to have you, I
think.

Blackwell:

You probably don‟t have much of an appetite now, but shall we have a spot of lunch?
(Rose nods, dispiritedly, and takes the arm offered her by Blackwell. They all
exit stage right.)

Scene 5 – The Bridge in the Woods
(LX. Daylight, an exterior scene with the main focus on the bridge stage centre.
If Stanley enters through the audience he will need to be lit also. SFX. Water
running, a river, and wind blowing now and again. Crows cawing. One call of an
eagle/hawk. Scenery rotates to show the outside scene. Upstage centre we see a
low ‘wall’ with railings on top to represent the bridge. Rose is behind the bridge,
we can see her through the top part, her arms are tied to one part and we see a
big rope around her chest which is also tied to the railings. Bert is finishing tying
her hands, stage left of her.)
Narrator:

A harsh wind blows across the ravine as harsh hands secure our princess to await her
fate. A cruel wind, cruel hands, and a cruel day. The bridge stretches before them,
The Bridge to Nowhere. A bird of prey circles high above this lonely place, oh, how
Rose wishes she too had wings to fly away. She follows it with her desperate eyes
until it too is suddenly blocked out as a scarred face looms over our helpless princess.

Bert:

Now then, Princess Rosey, are you comfortable?

Rose:

I'm suspended from a bridge over a ravine and a river! That question is stupid even
for you, Bert.

Bert:

Now don't be like that. We was just gonna hang you by your arms but then Squinty
Eye Bob made this little harness with ropes to go under your armpits, so's you'd be
more comfy-like. We have to tie your hands up for show though. Just don't look down
and you'll be dandy.

Rose:

Bert, your optimism is charming.

Bert:

It won't be long now anyhows. Me and the lads have to hang around and put on a bit
of a show, so as the blokey can rescue you. You see, you weren't supposed to know
about all that contract stuff, like.

Rose:

It's a bit late now!

Bert:

I‟m proper surprised at the boss telling you like that.

Rose:

He‟s all heart.

Bert:

Well anyways, we would be hever so grateful if you played along, you know, and do
all that damsel in distress stuff. Remember to look proper relieved when he rescues
you. And don't stab him! Alright? We only gave you your little knife back „coz you
said it was a present from your little brother. Family's important.

Rose:

You can't honestly expect me to go along with this stupid charade?

Bert:

There's no point strugglin' like that, Squinty is a hexpert when it comes to ropes and
knots and stuff. It's hingenious really, see this rope here? Your fella just has to undo
this part here and here, and he can pull you up as safe as sausages.

Rose:

He‟s not my fella!
(Rose begins to look at him beseechingly)

Bert:

Aw, now don't go looking at me like that...

Rose:

Bert, please...can't you let me go?

Bert:

Aw, you know I can't! The boss would have my guts for garters, for a start. Look,
being married off won't be that bad, surely, and we can come and visit, like what the
boss said.

Rose:

Couldn't I join your gang? I can fight - you know I can!

Bert:

Oh, I know that! And run like stink too - you nearly got away earlier! Short Tom
wan't expecting that headbutt to the face - that was a tidy little move...but, no. Our
work isn't always rabbit stew and crosswords, you know. It's not for you, even with
your brave little heart. You's a good un' at the core. I can see it. (He dusts off his
hands and steps away from Rose, all business again) Now then, Lord Blackwell
should have finished his little fight up the road, been “vanquished” and all - as if! (He
snorts) And your fella should be on his way shortly. Two of the lads will put up a bit
of a fight and then you'll be home free...or...well, you know what I mean. Bye, then,
Princess.

Rose:

Bert...Bert!
(Bert exits stage left)

Narrator:

And so it is that our brave Princess Rosalind finds herself quite at the mercy of her
captors: suspended from a bridge, high above the raging river that separates the
kingdom of Lysinia from the kingdom of Braslavia. Here, on the farthest edge of her
father's land, alone...
(Squinty and Sly Si wander on from stage left, and hang about stage left.)

Rose:

Except for those goons

Narrator:

(With emphasis) Alone … all hope abandons her and she is left to contemplate her
fate. But, hark, what is this? There along the road, coming straight from the heart of
the kingdom comes a rider. Who is this stern-faced warrior? This knight intent on ...

Rose:

He'd best be intent on staying on that horse; he barely looks in control of it

Narrator:

This stern-faced warrior, this knight intent on doing daring-do. His auburn hair glints
like fire in the evening sun...

Rose:

It looks more like grated carrot to me

Narrator:

Do you mind?

Rose:

Oh, don't mind me. I'm just hanging around for the fun of it

Narrator:

Right. (Mutters) Like fire in the evening sun... Yes. Like fire in the evening sun,
matched only by the fire in his noble heart as he spies the princess in peril.
(Enter Stanley from stage right or through the audience, trying to look noble
and manly on a hobby horse)

Rose:

Spies the princess in peril, spies the princess in peril ... try saying that after a barrel of
scrumpy.

Narrator:

He leaps from his noble steed into the fray as the vile ruffians surge to surround him...
(Stanley gets the hobby horse tangled in his legs as he tries to draw his sword
and dismount at the same time. Sly Si and Squinty rush partway to intercept
him, then have to wait while he sorts himself out. A battle, of sorts, then ensues
stage right with the lads obviously pretending to fight the inept Stanley, they
clearly think him an idiot.)

Rose:

(Snorts) Meaning he falls off his horse in the vague direction of Squinty Eye Bob and
Sly Si. (Pause for fighting) Oooh. That was close. Should he be waving his sword
around like that?

Narrator:

I give up. (Closes the storybook) The brothers Grimm didn't have to put up with this
crap. I'm leaving until the next scene; I‟ll get myself a drink in the foyer. You're on
your own, princess.
(Narrator exits)

Rose:

I thought that was apparent.

Stanley:

Ah-ha! Have at thee, vile ruffians! Shouldst that thou hast treated a fair maiden so.
Ah-ha! Ah-ha!

Rose:

Have at thee? You have got to be kidding. Go on, Squinty, get stuck in there!

Stanley:

Squinty? Oh, I say, that's rather rude. The sun is just in my eyes a bit. Ahem. Fear
not, Princess, I shall save you. It is I, Lord Stanley Stalworrit. Ow! That hurt.
(Squinty gets a blow in on Stanley’s leg)

Rose:

Nice one! Now use the move, use the move, Bob

Stanley:

I can't see that bobbing will help me much as he hit me on the leg. Aha! Dost thou run
from the taste of my steel?
(Squinty and Sly Si run off stage left.)

Rose:

Where are you going? Come back!
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Stanley:

Do not fret, for I am going nowhere, Princess Rosalind. I shall save you. It is I, Lord
Stanley Stalworrit.

Rose:

You said that already, Stanley, and you are not a lord, that's your wretched father.
Now stop messing about and pull me up!

Stanley:

But I've come to rescue you.

Rose:

Yes, so get on with it!

Stanley:

But I've got a speech to say and everything! I say, you are being rather off-ish with
me.

Rose:

Don‟t stab him, don‟t stab him, don‟t stab him, Bert said. (Takes a deep, calming
breath) What can I say, Stan, I've just had a bad day! Being hung out to dry from a
bridge can make a person a little 'off-ish'.

Stanley:

Oh. I suppose with you wearing a skirt and all it must be awfully draughty (goofy
laugh).

Rose:

The wind blowing up north is the least of my problems. My arms are killing me for a
start! Do you think you can manage to say your little speech and pull me up at the
same time? Do you, hmm? Can you manage that?

Stanley:

Oh, yes, of course. I shall save you, Princess Rosalind. It is I, Lord Stanley
Stalworrit.

Rose:

Yes, we've established that. Cut the rope around my wrists...come on

Stanley:

I have ridden far and wide...Oh. Is it ridden or rodden, I‟m not sure now?

Rose:

Ridden. Shame it's not good riddance.

Stanley:

Yes, that's it, of course. I have ridden far and wide in search of your noble person,
through wild forests and over treacherous mountains and ... (Stanley postures and
sweeps his arms about to show the mountains, etc.)

Rose:

Stop all that gesturing about and free my hands, would you?

Stanley:

Oh, yes. Dear Princess Rosalind, you have nothing to fear now Stanley is here ... I
especially like that bit, I added that bit myself... there you go.

Rose:

Finally! Ooooh, pins and needles galore. Egad, that hurts.

Stanley:

I shall cut the cruel ropes that bind you! (Stanley gestures grandly with his sword)

Rose:

Careful waving that about! You nearly decapitated me!
(They speak almost one over the top of the other)

Stanley:

Oh, yes, I see. This is my first time rescuing a damsel in distress. Hmm. A knife is
probably a better option...um, here it is. (He takes out a knife) I don't think it looks
so dashing as the sword, though, what do you think?...

Rose:

Pins and needles, pins and needles, ooh…

Stanley:

Anyway, back to business. (He moves further away and begins to cut the ropes) I
shall cut the cruel ropes that bind you...

Rose:

What? No! No! Don't cut that! You have to undo the other part and pull me up...

Stanley:

Excuse me, I am trying to say my speech! Gah! Never fear, I shall cut the cruel ropes
that bind you ... (Stanley begins to saw away at the ropes)

Rose:

Stanley,

Stanley:

They're a bit… tough...

Rose:

Stanley! The other part... no, ... undo the other part, not that bit...

Stanley:

Nearly through...

Rose:

Stanley, listen to me...

Stanley:

And we shall ride away together into the sunset...

Rose:

No! Stanley, listen!

Stanley:

... Although technically the sunset is in the other direction...

Rose:

Oh, God, no. Bert! Bert, are you there? Bert, help me! Bert!

Stanley:

And you shall be free...that's it!

Rose:

You idiot!
(Rose disappears behind the bridge. Her voice trails off as she 'falls' below. SFX.
a loud splash)

Stanley:

Oh. Whoops. Hmm. That wasn't supposed to happen. What will Daddy say?
(Bert rushes on from stage left, stops, looks at the empty bridge, and then back
at Stanley, obviously furious)

Bert:

You!
(Stanley lets out a high-pitched scream, grabs his hobby horse, and scuttles off
stage right followed by an angry Bert. Curtain closes.)
End of Act 1

Act 2
Scene 1 – Outside of the Mill Cottage
(LX. Exterior, warm lighting, evening. SFX. Birds singing. The scenery blocks
are together, showing the outside face.)
Narrator:

The river wends its way down the valley from the high pass with its lonely bridge to
the lower farmlands of Braslavia where it branches off to nurture the land. Here
among the trees, we come across an idyllic scene: a young boy playing by the river
that runs beside his family's mill. His laughter is carried across the water on the
golden glints of the sun shining on the eddies of the mill stream; a few last moments
of play before the sun lays itself to rest. Something has caught his eye, and his
childlike delight echoes back from the mill walls.
(Enter Alwyn stage left, dusting his hands on a cloth)

Narrator:

Running up the path to the mill to where Alwyn is stacking the day's flour sacks
ready for the morrow's market, he calls excitedly to his big brother... Oh. Oh, he is
big, isn't he! Lawks, I thought it was just the bakers who were famous for their buns
in this country...
(Enter Benny stage right)

Benny:

Alwyn, Alwyn...

Narrator:

Aw, now look, his smile is even bigger than his biceps.

Alwyn:

(Laughing) Slow down, Benny, what is it? I've nearly finished here, then we can
play...

Benny:

(A little out of breath from excitement and his run) A water faye! A real live water
faye! Just like out of your stories!

Alwyn:

Benny, what are you talking about?

Benny:

Like in your stories! I saw a water faye floating in the stream, a real one, bigger than
me! All her hair was floating out 'round about her; come and see! Quick, come on!
(Benny begins to drag Alwyn stage right)

Alwyn:

Where, Benny?
(Benny and Alwyn are far stage right, looking to where Benny entered from.)

Benny:

Look! Over there. Isn't she pretty?

Alwyn:

Benny! Run up to the house and get Mama. Tell her to bring blankets.
(Alwyn starts to unbutton his jacket)

Benny:

(Bemused) What's the matter, Alwyn? Why are you taking your clothes off?

Alwyn:

That isn't a water faye, Benny, it's a real lady and she's heading for the water wheel!
Run, Benny, fast as you can!

Benny:

Oh! Mama, mama, come quick...mama, there's a lady in the mill stream...
(Benny exits stage left)

Alwyn:

Miss! Can you hear me, miss? I'm coming! (He takes off his jacket and boots) Lord,
please don't let her be dead already...
(Alwyn exits stage right. SFX. A loud splash, followed by sounds of the river
rushing and splashing/swimming sounds. Enter Benny and Mama, carrying a
towel, from stage left)

Benny:

Quick, mama, quick. This way!

Mama:

How close was she to the water wheel?
(Enter Alwyn, carrying Rose, who is wearing just a white shift dress. Mama
rushes to help him, Benny grabs up Alwyn discarded jacket and boots and hangs
back stage-left)

Mama:

Alwyn! Does she live, is she breathing?
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Alwyn:

She wasn‟t when I first pulled her out of the water
(Alwyn and Mama lay her on the ground, Rose is unconscious. Alwyn gives her
the kiss of life. Then he nods, satisfied that she is breathing)

Mama:

Thank the Lord, she's breathing!

Alwyn:

Miss…miss, can you hear me?
(Rose coughs a lot and gasps for air, but isn’t fully conscious.)

Alwyn:

There, it's alright, don't worry, you're safe now

Mama:

Bring her up to the house, Alwyn, quickly. Both of you will catch your death if you
don't warm up soon.

Benny:

Is she alright? Will my water faye be alright, mama?

Mama:

Yes, Benny dear, you ran very fast! You boys saved this poor lass (moving away)
Come away in now, quickly. Benny, draw some water to make hot tea…
(The scenery rotates and opens up to show the house with a bed stage centre and
the head to stage right, with a rough blanket on it, and a chair stage right of the
bed)

Alwyn:

Let me lift you up, miss. Breathe easy now. I'll carry you up to the house and we'll
see you right. I've got you. Everything is going to be fine... Mama, she's going again...

(Rose’s head falls again as she loses consciousness. Alwyn carries her upstage
into the house and onto the bed. Mama fusses around her, taking off her socks
and drying her hair. Alwyn exits and returns wearing a different ‘dry’ shirt and
puts his boots and jacket back on. Benny very carefully enters and brings tea
which Mama gives to the semi-conscious Rose. Benny exits stage left. Mama
finally lies Rose down to sleep. LX. Lighting dims. Warm glowing light centre
stage, for firelight.)
Mama:

That bruise on her temple looks nasty; she‟s probably had her senses knocked from
her head, poor love. Well, we‟ve warmed her and made her comfortable. Nature will
have to do the rest. (She yawns and stretches)

Alwyn:

Get yourself to bed, Mama. You can take my bed

Mama:

What about you?

Alwyn:

I‟ll sit up a while in case she wakes.

Mama:

You‟re a good lad, Alwyn. Call me if you need me, I‟ll just get a few hours of sleep
and then I‟ll take over.

Alwyn:

Goodnight.
(Mama kisses him goodnight and exits stage left, taking the towel with her.
Alwyn checks Rose, tucking the blanket under her chin, before settling in the
chair. He gets comfortable and then begins to doze. Rose begins to murmur,
distressed in her sleep, and wakes Alwyn. She begins coughing and wakes with a
start.)

Alwyn:

(Kneels beside the bed) Steady now, miss. Don't be alarmed. Keep yourself covered
up under the blankets, keep warm.

Rose:

(Coughs a little) I‟m alive.

Alwyn:

Here (He holds the cup of tea up to her to drink) Your throat will be rasping for a
while after all the coughing. We made you a bed here by the fire to warm you
through. It's good to see you awake.

Rose:

(She can barely speak) I was in the river.

Alwyn:

But you are safe now. We found you. You have nothing to worry about, just rest now
and get your strength back. Do you remember anything? Your name or where you
come from?

Rose:

I'm Prin... Rose. I'm just Rose.

Alwyn:

Primrose. That's a nice name. I'm Alwyn.

Rose:

What time is it?

Alwyn:

A few hours before dawn. My mother and brother are still a-bed.

Rose:

You're not sleeping too?

Alwyn:

I...well ... after my mother turned in, I didn't want you to wake up and find yourself
alone. I thought it could give you a bit of a fright to find yourself in a strange place.
So I sat up. In case you woke up.

Rose:

So I wouldn't feel scared or alone?

Alwyn:

I didn't want that.

Rose:

Thank you.

Alwyn:

Go back to sleep now, Rose. We can talk more in the morning. I'll be here in the
chair, in case you need me.

Rose:

Thank you, you‟re so kind.

Alwyn:

Sshh. It's nothing, honestly. Rest now...

Rose:

Thank you (drowsy)
(LX. Lighting dims.)

Scene 2 – In the Queen's bed-chamber.
(The scenery rotates and parts again to see the bed stage centre, looking royal,
with the Queen sitting up in it facing stage right. LX. Softly lit stage, with warm
centre stage.)
Narrator:

Night has draped its velvety curtain across the land. The kingdom slumbers and
dreams. A search party huddles around a campfire to the north; moving west we pass
over the drowsy herds and farmsteads as we approach the capital. Skimming over the
rooftops, we arrive at the palace. Guards are changing the watch on the walls and
through a high window, we see a candle still burns beside the bed of the Queen, who
sits up late into the night, praying for the safe return of her daughter. The long
curtains by the window move ever so slightly, yet surely not from a breeze on such a
still night.
(Blackwell steps out from behind one side of the scenery.)

Blackwell:

Good evening, your majesty.

Queen:

How did you get in here?

Blackwell:

Please do not call the guards, I mean you no harm, and guards would be most
inconvenient.

Queen:

You had better explain yourself immediately! I do not take kindly to strange men
appearing in my bed-chamber.

Blackwell:

I should think not.

Queen:

I assume you are not here to kill me?

Blackwell:

No, Ma‟am, or you would be dead already.

Queen:

As I thought. So to what do I owe the pleasure?

Blackwell:

It is for the sake of Princess Rosalind that I am here. I bring news of your daughter.

Queen:

Rose! Tell me what you know, please.

Blackwell:

I‟ll get to the point, your majesty. I'm sure you have already been made aware by now
of the involvement of certain parties in her disappearance

Queen:

I have indeed! It is an abhorrent fiasco

Blackwell:

You majesty seems less than pleased about the situation
(The Queen slowly slips her down-stage hand behind the bed)

Queen:

To put it mildly, so I warn you, sir: tread carefully.

Blackwell:

I can see where Rose gets her fire from! Now, your majesty, please release the dagger
you have behind your headboard and I will tell you what I know. Thank you,
(The Queen holds up her hands, then places them in her lap)

Blackwell:

I feel happier being able to see your hands as you can see mine. So, as you are aware,
a particular professional was contracted to carry out the practicalities of Stalworrit's
plan. I can assure you that Princess Rosalind was inconvenienced to some degree but
treated at all times with respect and care.

Queen:

And you are that professional, I assume. Is this to be your ransom demand? Or do you
wish to try to spirit me away also?

Blackwell:

Nothing so crass, your majesty. I am here out of respect for Princess Rosalind.

Queen:

Prove it.

Blackwell:

Your daughter was due to be rescued earlier today …

Queen:

By Stalworrit's son, yes, I am aware of the plan but we are still waiting for
confirmation of the 'good' news.

Blackwell:

However, he lost her.

Queen:

Lost her? How...what happened...

Blackwell:

He dropped her into a river.

Queen:

No!

Blackwell:

Please do not distress yourself, majesty. Her hands were unbound and she was seen
valiantly fighting the rapids.

Queen:

There were rapids? Oh, God.

Blackwell:

My men are tracking her and searching for her as we speak. However, the river runs
down into Braslavia, where I feared your search parties would not be looking for her.

Queen:

No, they were not sent beyond our borders. In fact, they were directed away from
where she was in case she was really rescued before their sham rescue could take
place.

Blackwell:

Just as I surmised. I am here to promise your majesty that I will find Princess Rose. I
had offered her my services, and now I assume that if she could, she would call on
them.

Queen:

My poor Rose...

Blackwell:

I am also here to ensure that I am not blamed for this second disappearance. We are
both well aware of the kind of man Duke Stalworrit is, and I have heard a rumour
that...
(SFX. Knocking on the door)

King:

Agatha, Agatha?

Blackwell:

Excuse me.
(Blackwell tucks himself behind the scenery once more)

Queen:

Come in, Alfred.
(Enter the King stage right, dressed for bed.)

King:

Agatha, I have news...of...of Rose. Oh, my dear, I'm so sorry. This has gone from bad
to worse. I have just received a message from Lord Stalworrit; it seems the rogue he
thought was working for him has double-crossed him. The devious devil has made off
with her! The Duke‟s soldiers are scouring the countryside to recover Rose. We can
only hope that she is not harmed. Who knows what plans such a man would have for
her? Stanley fought several of the ruffians and is quite a mess by all accounts, he
sustained serious injury...
(Blackwell steps out once more into the room)

Blackwell:

He sustained a black eye and a lost tooth after Bert punched him in the face. I
personally thought Bert was rather restrained. He is very fond of Princess Rose and
was not happy to see her swept away by a raging river after the little twerp Stalworrit
junior dropped her in it.

King:

Swept away... um, Agatha ... dear … why did a tall, dark, handsome man just step out
from behind your curtains?
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Queen:

Oh, yes. This is… oh, you didn't give me your name.

Blackwell:

Lord Blackwell, your majesty.

Queen:

Blackwell. Blackwell? I knew a Lord Blackwell once, quite a fascinating man. He
had a mind like a steel trap, sharp as a rapier, and in all ways a very efficient
individual.

Blackwell:

The Blackwell line is an old one, your majesty, and so is, ah, the family business.

King:

Agatha?

Queen:

Hmm? Oh, Alfred dear this is Blackwell. Lord Blackwell, this is his Majesty King
Alfred III.

King:

But he's in your bedroom!

Blackwell:

The front entrance appeared a little crowded for my taste. Besides, I had a message to
deliver direct to her majesty the queen. It is as I suspected, your majesty. Stalworrit is
not to be trusted.

Queen:

I never had any doubt about that!

King:

Would someone please explain to me what is going on? And why that man is in your
bedroom!

Queen:

Come and sit down on the bed, dear. Blackwell is the professional hired to set up
Stalworrit‟s stupid plan.

King:

You? Where is my daughter, what have you done with her? Arm yourself, sir!

Queen:

Sit down, Alfred. You have nothing to fight him with. It is not dignified for a king to
issue threats in his pyjamas. Besides, Blackwell is now working for me, isn't that
right, Blackwell?
(Queen fixes him with a steely stare)

Blackwell:

Ah. As you say, your majesty, it will be an honour.

Queen:

He came all this way, Alfred, to assure us of his efforts to find our Rose after Stanley
ballsed up the stupid mock rescue and lost her. She is in real danger now, she has
been swept away in a river, over our borders, to God knows where.

King:

Oh.

Blackwell:

If I may, your majesties, I will take my leave and get back to work.

King:

Er, just so you know, Blackwall, Duke Stalworrit has sent soldiers to your hideout
and has issued a bounty for the capture of you or any of your known men.

Blackwell:

Thank you, your majesty but I hardly think that will be a problem. The ungainly,
uncouth bear rarely catches the fox.

Queen:

Please keep me informed, Blackwell. And in ways that don't involve my bedroom
window in future.

Blackwell:

As you wish, your majesty. Goodnight.
(Blackwell exits through the scenery. The King crosses over and takes a look
down as if through a window.)

King:

That's a long drop from your window, will the fellow be alright?

Queen:

Would you rather he had left via the bedroom door?

King:

Ah, no. Oh, Agatha, I never meant for any of this to happen. It was supposed to all be
just a charade with a happy ending.

Queen:

Instead it is a colossal cock up and our dear daughter is lost.

King:

Oh, I am so, so sorry! Agatha…my dear, this is all my fault and I know what I must
do. I will step aside quietly, cite ill health or something. Laurence can take over by
the end of the month.

Queen:

What are you talking about?

King:

I'll step down as king. How can any of you trust me to rule after this?

Queen:

(Kindly) Alfred, dear, don't talk nonsense. You have done something stupid like most
kings had before you, but who outside of this room knows of your involvement in all
this?

King:

That Blackwell fellow and His Grace, Duke Stalworrit.

Queen:

The Blackwell fellow who now works for me and seems to highly esteem our
daughter, you mean? He won‟t be a problem. And besides, can His Dis-grace
Stalworrit prove this had anything to do with you? Have any official seals been used
to sign anything?

King:

Well, no...it was all very hush-hush

Queen:

Exactly. So it is his word against ours. And we are the King and Queen, are we not?

King:

I don't deserve to be! I've put my little girl in danger and nearly handed her and a
chunk of the kingdom over to a grasping schemer. I see that now. How could I have
been so blind?

Queen:

You were stubborn, and were manipulated by Stalworrit. Your people love you,
Alfred...I love you! In all other ways, you are a good king. Besides, do you think
Larry is ready to be king?

King:

No, no he's not. Almost but not quite

Queen:

So it would be an awful burden to put on him. You wouldn't want to do that, would
you?

King:

No, no, I wouldn't. I was his age when I had to take up the crown after the death of
my father. It is heavier than people think. But how can I look poor Rose in the eye
again? What if it‟s too late and she‟s…she‟s gone?

Queen:

We must keep our hope up! when, not if, when she is found, my dear, you will love
her as her father and as the king, you will allow her to marry whomever she chooses.
As long as I approve, that is.

King:

What about Stalworrit?

Queen:

Leave him to me and to the law! Kidnapping a member of the royal family has some
pretty stiff penalties; as does conspiring to implicate the king in such a crime.

King:

Agatha, I'm very glad you're by my side. Not least because you really are quite
devious

Queen:

And beautiful (The Queen holds out her hand for the King to kiss)

King:

And beautiful. My Queen. (He kisses her hand)

Queen:

Your majesty. Now, are you getting in here with me or going back to your own bed?

King:

I don't mind if I do
(King gets into bed beside the Queen)

Queen:

Oh! Your feet are cold!
(LX. Lights dim.)

Scene 3: Inside the Mill cottage
(LX. Interior, daylight. The scenery closes and rotates to open again on the little
house. Benny is sitting on the floor playing with a toy. Alwyn is sweeping. The
bed, now looking more simple rustic, is stage centre)
Narrator:

After her battle with the river down the mountain gorge, Rose could do nothing but
sleep; safe in the little house by the mill. The water had almost extinguished her body
and spirit, but in the healing embrace of sleep and the kind ministrations of the little
family, she began to recover.
(Enter Mama, carrying a basket)

Mama:

Oh, finally I'm back; the market was all a-bustling this morning. I got you some of
those dilberries you like, Benny. Alwyn, come here a moment, would you? (Quietly)
There was some news spreading around the market like wildfire: over in Lysinia,
their princess has gone missing; she's been gone a week, they say! There were so
many variations of the tale that I couldn't say what was what, but you don't think that
she could be...
(Enter Rose stage left wearing a peasant dress)

Benny:

You're up at last, Rose! You've slept for a whole day! You're a bit of a sleepyhead

Rose:

Good morning, Benny

Mama:

Benny, mind your manners, Rose needed it; sleep is often the best medicine for what
ails a body or soul. Sit yourself here, dear, I'm glad the dress fits you well enough.
(Rose sits on the edge of the bed)

Benny:

Yeah, why were you in the river in only your shift? You weren't bathing, were you?
Mama says that I mustn't bathe in the river 'coz it's dangerous and I might get wept a
sway down the river.

Rose:

She‟s right. No, I wasn't bathing, Benny, I...um, I fell in. My dress was dragging me
down under the water when I was coming down the gully, so I had to take it off. I lost
my knife cutting it off me.

Mama:

You came from all the way up there? Mercy, it's a miracle you're alive! Although
those rocks gave you a cruel ride, didn‟t they? (Mama crosses and looks at Rose’s
face) At least the bruises on your face are looking better this morning

Benny:

They're a lovely colour! Don't worry about that stinky stuff mama put on your cuts
and bruises. It smells something awful but it makes them better real quick. Look, I
got this one falling over on the path last week and it's already gone mouldy green
(Benny shows Rose his knee)

Rose:

That is a good bruise

Alwyn:

Would you like some tea, Rose?

Rose:

Yes, thank you, Alwyn.

Mama:

Put some honey in it for her throat, Alwyn

(Alwyn exits behind the scenery, carrying the broom, and returns with a plate
and cup which he gives to Rose)
Benny:

Are you feeling better? You sicked up half the river, Rose!

Mama:

Oh, Benny

Benny:

We sawed you in the water and you were going to the water wheel. You were going
to get deaded under the water wheel, but Alwyn jumped in and dragged you away and
flopped you on the bank like a sack of flour. Then, he had to give you a kiss like in
the stories so you'd wake up, coz mama thought you was dead already.

Alwyn:

It was the breath of life, miss Rose! Nothing more! My mother was there, I took no
liberties I can assure you!

Rose:

It must have been magic, Benny, because it brought me back

Benny:

See, I told you, Alwyn! (He sits on the bed next to her, bouncing as he talks) I
thought you were a water-faye 'coz you're so pretty, like in Alwyn's stories. He tells
the best stories! My friends Magdy and Grahim like his stories too, Dirk says they're
for babies but Dirk is a horse‟s aaa...

Alwyn:

Benny! Sorry, Rose. Let Rose have a little peace, Benny.

Benny:

It's my turn to talk with her - you got to talk with her yesterday when she woked up
and had some soup, an' I didn't.

Rose:

It's fine, honestly. I have little brothers too, the youngest is ten.

Benny:

I'm nearly six. We can go and see the mill in a minute if you like, Rose, it's 'mazing
how it all works. Alwyn does it all now dad is dead but I help when I can. Look at my
muscles!

Rose:

Wow, they're big muscles

Benny:

They're not as big as Alwyn's but I'm working on it. The cat had kittens, do you want
to see them? They're really funny. Can we keep her, mama?

Mama:

What, the kittens?

Benny:

(Whispers) No, Rose. She's nice and you can have someone to talk to 'bout girl
things and help you in the house. Alwyn likes her, don't you, Alwyn.

Alwyn:

Let's go see the kittens now, Benny, and let Rose have some breakfast. In peace.

Benny:

All right. I know! I'll bring the little grey one back to show you. It will make you
laugh and laugh 'coz it's so funny. Mama, Rose can have some of my dilberries if she
likes.

Mama:

That's very sweet of you, Benny. You're a good boy sharing

Alwyn:

Come on, Benny
(Alwyn and Benny leave stage right.)

Mama:

Well, You seem to have made quite an impression on my boys. Benny doesn't usually
share his dilberries with anybody.

Rose:

You have a lovely family, and you have all been so kind to me.

Mama:

And your own family, dear? Won't your people be looking for you?

Rose:

Yes, I suppose they are
(Mama sits next to Rose on the bed)

Mama:

You are welcome to stay here as long as you want to, you know that. Rose, dear, you
didn't say and we haven't asked how you came to be in that river, God only knows
what happened to you! Can you even remember?

Rose:

Yes...yes, I can.

Mama:

Well, all I'm saying is that if you need a place out of the way for a while, you can stay
here. I don't want any trouble, however, I don't think you'd bring trouble to my door.
(Mama takes Rose’s hand) But you seem troubled if you don't mind me saying so.
You've not once asked to get a message to anyone and that seems a bit unusual for
someone like you. I'm not chiding you, it's just a bit odd as you seem such a nice girl.

Rose:

I'm sorry, I just don't know what to do right now. I don't want to be a bother

Mama:

No bother! No bother at all. But, child, spare a thought for those that love you. I know
I would be beside myself if one of mine went missing. Someone must be looking for
you, don't you think?

Rose:

I know...

Mama:

Now then, no tears now. Why don't you take your bread and tea outside and get a
little sun? (Stands) To be honest, I don't really want that kitten in the house again, it
caused havoc last time! Benny will be back with it any moment.

Rose:

Thank you. For everything
(Mama exits stage centre through the scenery as the scenery rotates and closes to
show the outside scene. SFX. Bird song. LX. Brighter ‘sunlight’)

Rose:

Ah. I could stay here forever. The river, the sky, and a mug of tea; it feels a world
away from everything: Everything here seems so peaceful, and so uncomplicated, and
so unlike my real life.
(SFX. a rustle of leaves. Blackwell appears stage left holding a branch which he
throws off stage left)

Blackwell:

Things are rarely as complicated as they first appear, Princess.

Rose:

Blackwell! I don't believe it ... how on earth did you find me?

Blackwell:

A man in my profession has been known to cross the odd border from time to time.
The boys have been tracking and searching for you from the moment you fell. We
had a head start on both your father's and Salworrit's men, but we had almost given
up hope of finding you whole.

Rose:

You've been looking for me all this time?
(SFX. a rustle of leaves. Bert appears stage left holding a branch which he
throws off stage left)

Bert:

'Ere, boss, that lad is on his way up the path. Oh, so you finally came outside did you,
Rosey?

Rose:

Oh, Bert!
(Rose puts down her cup and plate and runs to hug Bert)

Bert:

Now then, princess poppet, I didn't have you down as the hugging type.
(Rose hits him in the arm)

Bert:

Ow! What was that for?

Rose:

That is for letting me fall in the river and nearly die! And that... (Rose hits Bert
again)

Bert:

Oi!

Rose:

... is for not listening to me and hanging me off a bridge in the first place!

Bert:

What a welcome!
(Alwyn enters stage right)

Alwyn:

Hey! Get your hands off her!
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(Alwyn moves to rescue Rose)
Rose:

It's alright, Alwyn, I know these 'gentlemen' (She punches Bert again)

Bert:

Ow! Punch the boss a bit as well so's he don't feel left out.

Alwyn:

What is going on? Rose, are you alright?

Blackwell:

My name is Lord Blackwell, my men and I have been searching for, er, Rose here.

Alwyn:

Forgive me, my lord, I meant no disrespect. (Bows) I was worried for Rose, I thought
she was fighting your man off

Blackwell:

You've obviously never seen her fight then. (To Rose) He has no idea...

Rose:

No. Blackwell, this is Alwyn. He rescued me from the river and his family has been
kindly caring for me ever since.

Blackwell:

He rescued you? Really? Now, that's very interesting. All things considered.

Rose:

What things considered?

Blackwell:

Certain proclamations and such. Very interesting, don't you think?

Rose:

Oh. Yes. I suppose it is.

Blackwell:

It does give you certain options.

Rose:

Yes, I suppose it does.

Blackwell:

I mean, the view from where I am standing is really quite lovely (referring to
Alwyn)

Rose:

Stop it.

Alwyn:

Rose?

Rose:

I'm fine, Alwyn. But I warn you, Blackwell, if you‟re here on behalf of Stalworrit, I'll
not come quietly. As much as I like you and Bert, I'll not hold back

Blackwell:

Be at peace, Rose dear, I now find myself working for your mother. She can be quite
persuasive.
(Enter Benny stage right, running)

Benny:

Rose! Rose! The kitten was sleeping but we can play with him later...Cor, mister! Is
that a real sword?

Blackwell:

It is. It‟s Danarvian steel
(The scenery rotates, and the house opens up, as Mama appears stage centre)

Mama:

I heard voices, Rose. Lawks alive! Who are you?

Rose:

This is Lord Blackwell. I guess you were right, there are people who care for me and
were looking for me. And now they've found me.

Mama:

Well, now then, that is good news. Is it, Rose? (Unsure)
(Rose nods)

Mama:

Good. So, can I offer you gentlemen some tea?

Blackwell:

That would be wonderful. After you, madam.

Mama:

Come away in now, I expect you gentlemen would like to sit down, although this is a
very simple house, Lord Blackwell.
(Mama picks up the plate and cup and leads the way into the house, stage
centre)

Blackwell:

Oh, Bert. I fancy some cakes with our tea, especially after seeing that wholesomelooking black bread Rose was gnawing on. Pop into the village would you and get us
some.

Bert:

Righto, boss.

Benny:

Excuse me, mister, Bevan's Bakery does the best cakes and we get them at a special
price coz we make their flour. It's in front of Alderman Morran‟s house, in the square.

Blackwell:

Well, if you take my man there directly, you can choose the cake you like best with
this. (He gives Benny a big coin with a flourish) Bert, you have a guide it seems.
Shall we go in, Rose? Alwyn?

Benny:

Is this whole coin for me? Just me? I like your friend, Rose. Don't worry, I'll pick you
out something nice too.

Rose:

Thank you, Benny.

Alwyn:

Be good now, Benny.
(Alwyn, Rose, and Blackwell enter the house stage centre, the scenery closes)

Bert:

Right, come on then sprout, or the tea'll be cold by the time we get back.

Benny:

Is that your horse? Are we going on your horse? (He points off stage left)

Bert:

It runs faster than me, so we‟ll be back in a jiffy.

Benny:

Wowee, I hope Dirk sees me, he'll have to eat crow for weeks. Dirk is the Alderman's
son but I don't like him coz he's mean to Grahim coz he limps. What happened to
your hand?

Bert:

A bear bit it clean off

Benny:

No!

Bert:

Or it might've been a great, mountain grey-mane wolf.

Benny:

Cor! (A slight pause as he thinks) Are you kidding me, mister?

Bert:

(Laughing) Gee-up, now, lad.
(Both exit stage left)

Scene 4 – Outside the mill.
Narrator:

And so cakes were bought and tea was drunk. The little family at the mill had never
had such a grand visitor as Baron Blackwell, little did they know that they had
actually been sheltering a real princess! While pigeons swiftly winged their way to
the palace to impart the good news that the princess had been found, Rose revealed to
her new friends who she really was.
(Enter Benny, Rose, and Alwyn stage left)

Benny:

So are you a real princess then?

Rose:

Yes, a real one

Benny:

You don't look like one

Rose:

That's because my face is all bashed up on one side and I'm wearing one of your
mama‟s dresses. And Princess or not, I want to see your kittens

Benny:

Good „coz they‟re all cute and furry and wiggly. My favorite is called Lion. Hey,
Alwyn, if you rescued Rose, does that mean you're gonna marry her, like in the
stories? You did give her a magic kiss after all, and you saved her from being deaded
by the water wheel

Alwyn:

It might be a bit more complicated than that, Benny (Alwyn doesn’t look too happy
about this)

Benny:

Why? You saved her and gave her a magic kiss, it's kinda obvious. Oh, if you don't
want to marry her, I'll marry you, Rose! I helped too, I was the one that sawed you in
the first place. I was going to marry my friend Magdy when I growed up, that's if she
doesn't want to marry Grahim. Grahim has a rock collection and one of the rocks has
got shiny bits in and Magdy really likes it.

Rose:

Girls do like shiny rocks

Benny:

You'll have to wait until I'm growed up too, Rose. My muscles aren't big enough to
build you a nice house yet.

Rose:

That is such a kind offer, Benny

Benny:

And besides, all the girls in the village like Alwyn. When he takes the flour into to
market and starts unloading the sacks they all like to fuss and gaggle around him like
mama's chickens. (He does an impression of them) He doesn't even see them but I
see them every time coz they're all so funny

Alwyn:

(Embarrassed) One of these days, Benny, I swear I'm going to stuff you in a flour
sack and sell you at the market

Benny:

What? I only offered to marry her if you didn't like her

Alwyn:

I didn't say I didn't like her... (regaining his patience) look, Benny, why don't you go
and see little Lion? You‟ve got a few scraps to feed the mama and the babies,
haven‟t you? He'll be getting hungry.

Benny:

Alright then. I'll see you later, Rose. (He starts to walk stage right, then turns
back) You won't go without saying goodbye, will you?

Rose:

Of course not! I'm hoping you can all come with me to the palace so my parents can
thank you properly.

Benny:

Really? I'd better go and tell Grahim to look after my cats then. When I tell him his
eyes are gonna pop out like this: boing!
(Benny runs off stage right. SFX. bird song.)

Alwyn:

Peace at last.

Rose:

Aw, I like Benny; he says what he thinks.

Alwyn:

I'm not sure that is always a good thing, though.

Rose:

I am. Where I come from it can be very rare. It's all diplomacy and careful wording.
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Alwyn:

He didn't mean to be disrespectful when he said that you don't look like a princess.

Rose:

I know, and besides, I was the one that insisted that you all just call me Rose for the
rest of the day. Maybe I'm having a holiday from being a princess.

Alwyn:

Why would you want to do that?

Rose:

You were right before when you said that things are a bit complicated.

Alwyn:

Oh.

Rose:

Although, Blackwell says things are never as complicated as they seem.

Alwyn:

Oh, I see. Is Lord Blackwell a great friend of yours? He must esteem you very highly
to have searched all this way for you

Rose:

Strangely enough, I only met him and Bert a week ago. And that's when things got
complicated. It's a long story.

Alwyn:

(A bit downhearted) Oh. He seems a fine gentleman anyway; he's sent for his
carriage for you and everything. He can take you back to the palace safely.

Rose:

That's ironic.

Alwyn:

I'm sorry?

Rose:

Never mind. It's interesting to hear that he is now working for my mother. I'm glad to
have him where I can see him.

Alwyn:

I guess so. It's good that she approves of him for you, even though he is just a baron
and not a duke or something.

Rose:

Oh, I've had enough of Dukes! Besides, my mother believes in 'keeping your friends
close and your possible enemies closer'.

Alwyn:

I thought Lord Blackwell is your friend?

Rose:

I think he is.

Alwyn:

Oh. He told us earlier about the King's proclamation.

Rose:

Oh. That.

Alwyn:

Do you think, then, when he brings you back to the palace, you'll marry him?... Sorry,
it's not my place to ask such things.

Rose:

(Laughing) Me marry Blackwell? Egad, no! Marrying a princess is way too
respectable for Blackwell. He'd probably break out in hives at the thought of it, even
if there is no chance of actually becoming king. I've got four older brothers so I am
way down the list for that job. Anyway, he's a little old for me, don't you think? I
know many young girls are married off to men in their thirties, or even older
sometimes, but I'd rather marry someone nearer my own age. And besides, if you're
talking about the proclamation, he didn't really rescue me or anything, did he? He just
found me already rescued before I had the chance to get a message to my parents. It's
not the same thing at all.

Alwyn:

So are you saying that the proclamation isn't valid now?

Rose:

I don't know. I think maybe I have to decide whether I want it to be valid or not. I
think Blackwell, in his way, is giving me time to decide. It's one of the reasons we
stayed here instead of riding off to the nearest castle around here. We don't want
things to get even more complicated. And besides, I really would like you all to come
to the palace with me. I want to repay your kindness. The carriage is actually for your
mother and Benny.

Alwyn:

Are you serious? You are, aren't you? Rose, I'm not sure we're fit for a palace.

Rose:

I say you are! In my opinion, true nobility comes from the heart and not some deeded
title. And, as I said, I have to decide about the proclamation. You did find me, didn‟t
you? You rescued me from certain death in fact.

Alwyn:

I suppose so ... But millers and royalty don't mix.

Rose:

And yet, here we are.

Alwyn:

This is different.

Rose:

Why? Is it because, as Benny said, I don't look like a princess just now?

Alwyn:

I didn't say that you don't look like a princess, that isn't important to me...

Rose:

Exactly! Alwyn, you didn't look at me these last few days and see a princess, you
didn't rescue me because I was a princess. You probably would have rescued me if I
was a penniless, toothless, old crone come floating by.

Alwyn:

Well, yes, of course. Any decent person would. I may not have given you the kiss of
life though.

Rose:

You say that but it isn't true. Since I got here, Alwyn, you have shown me nothing but
consideration and kindness. Not because of who I am, but because of who you are!
No judgments, no hidden agendas; just kindness. You sat up through the night by the
side of a stranger so they wouldn't wake up and feel alone, remember? I don't think
you have any idea how powerful your kindness is. Or how noble it is.

Alwyn:

Rose, I don't know what to say…

Rose:

(Pause) Look, don't worry. You won't be forced to marry me. I know what it says in
the proclamation but I wouldn't wish that on anybody. I know what it feels like to feel
trapped by that kind of thing and I won‟t let that happen to you. You probably already
have a sweetheart, anyway. You can just have the piece of land if you like or
something else. Or I could always just wait and marry Benny as he said...

Alwyn:

I didn't say I didn't want to marry you.

Rose:

Oh.

Alwyn:

And I don't already have a sweetheart

Rose:

Really? Why ever not?

Alwyn:

I go into the village and deliver sacks of flour and then I come home again and work.
A struggling, overworked miller isn't much of a catch around here, despite what
Benny said

Rose:

Maybe you should ask young Grahim where he got his shiny rock from.
(Rose and Alwyn move closer together. There is an air of romance)

Alwyn:

Are you one of those girls who like shiny rocks, then?

Rose:

I might be. You could find out.

Alwyn:

Maybe I will. That is if you really think royalty and millers can find a place
somewhere together.

Rose:

I think we can; especially if that miller is an honoured rescuer.

Alwyn:

Rose...
(Benny pops out from behind the scenery stage centre)

Benny:

So are you gonna marry her and live happily ever after or what?

Alwyn:

Benny! Were you listening in that bush?

Rose:

I don't know, Benny, „happily ever after‟ sounds like a big responsibility. What if we,
the princess and her honoured rescuers, all go to the palace and we just take it from
there. What do you think, Alwyn?
(Rose and Alwyn have eyes only for each other)

Alwyn:

I think that sounds good

Benny:

Yes! Can I have a pony?

Rose:

And, come to think of it, I prefer the idea of 'interestingly ever after'

Alwyn:

So do I, Rose

Rose:

Good.

Alwyn:

Yes. I like interesting.

Rose:

So do I, Alwyn

Benny:

(Completely breaking the moment again) So are you gonna kiss her again, then?

Alwyn:

I might. But I'm going to stuff you in a flour sack first and make sure you ride on the
back of the carriage with the rest of the bags.

Rose:

Make sure it's a clean sack!

Benny:

Mama, mama, Alwyn's gonna stuff me in a sack...
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(Benny runs off stage left. Alwyn starts after him, turns back and kisses Rose,
and then runs after his brother, followed by a laughing Rose. LX. The lighting
dims, leaving a spot on the Narrator.)
Narrator:

And so, the lovely Princess Rosalind returned to the palace amid a joyful welcome
from her family and all her people. Benny did get a pony, and the little family from
the mill moved to Stalwarrit‟s recently vacated castle not too far from the palace.
Alwyn received a noble title to go with his noble heart and become the well-respected
lord of the lands and comfortable castle, which incidentally continued to produce very
good wine, much to Blackwell's approval.
Princess Rosalind, our Wild Rose, found she no longer needed to thwart unsuitable
suitors and decided to live Interestingly Ever After with her noble husband, Alwyn,
for the rest of her days.
(Narrator shuts the giant book. Curtain call and final curtain.)

