PROLOGUE:

LAUREL:

OURKIND Il
A NIGHTMARE ON LAUREL STREET

by
Goldwyn of Britain

characters
(inorder of appearance)

Prologue
Mistress Laurel Seamchecker
Ghost of Mistress Mentor
Ghost of Annos Past
Young Laurel
Mistress Mentor
The Cost Plus Fairy
The Pier OneFairy
Ghost of Annos Present
Queen Cupcake
Don Swishpiffle
Stick Jane
Master Good Ol' Bob
Ghost of Annos Y et to Come
Lady Snide
Officer #1
Officer #2
Old Laurel

(A bedroom, with a bed at UC. Prologue enterswith a large scroll.)

(reads) Hear ye! Hear ye! The charactersin thisplay arefictitious, and are not intended to represent
anyoneliving, dead, or otherwise. If you know someone who resembles any of these characters, that's
your tough luck.

(Prologue exits. Laurel enters R, wearing chemise and huge laurel medallion.)

What aday! Just afew morelettersto answer, thento bed. (explaining to the audience) I'mwriting a
columnin the Kingdom newsletter, now - Advice to the Unfashionable. But, of course, anyone who
actually reads the newsletter would know that.

(sits on the bed, picks up the notebook, pen, and a letter; reads the letter to herself, then
writes her answer)

"Dear Confused: | don't care how much your lord likes the way you look in your new sideless surcote -
wear an undertunic.”
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MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

(picks up another letter, reads aloud)

"Dear Mistress Laurel: What does a properly-dressed Scotsman wear under hiskilt?'
(writes her answer)

"Shoes."

(picks up another one)

"Dear Mistress Laurel: 1 is(she winces) af- ... f- ... stick-jock ... and | wantsto axe you (turns the letter
over) aquestion. For training, should | wear full chain mail for svimming laps?'

(writes her answer)

"es"

(Mentor enters R. Her outfit is slashed and tattered.)
Mistress Laurel.

(Laurel looks up for a moment, shakes her head, goes back to her work)
Laurd!

(Laurel looks around, shrugs, returnsto her work)

Apprentice!

(Laurel instantly leaps up and faces Mentor.)

(indignant) Apprentice? No-one calls me that and lives!

(joyfully) Mistress Mentor!

(Sherunsto embrace her, but somehow Mentor dlips past her.)

| haven't seenyouin ages! How have you been?

dead.

That'snice.

| am aghost.

(humoring her) Well, you aways did look good in white.

No, redly. I'maghost.
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LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

voice
(offstage):

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

Nonsense. Y ou could be anything. For example, thisevening I judged a cooking contest, which included a
dish documented as "made with authentic period ingredients.”

(her stomach rolls)

| should have eaten the documentation, instead!

Apprentice! Shut up and listen!

Yes, maam. But, why areyou here?

| am hear to help you mend your ways.

Mend? Nothing of mine needs mending. Whichismorethat | can say for you.

(indicates Mentor's tatters)

Thisismy punishment for being unkind and conceited. But you! Y ou have been arrogant and obnoxious.
Thank you.

If you think thisis bad, you should see what they havein store for you!

What? (Mentor gestures.)

"Attention, K-Mart shoppers..."
(recoiling in horror) Noooooo!!!

Tonight, you will be visited by three spirits. Heed them well. Remember, thisisyour last chance. And
now, | must leave you.

(She startsto exit L.)

Why? Your time on thismortal planeis limited?
No.

Hot datein the underworld?

Uh-uh.

What, then?

Costume change.

(She startsto exit L.)
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LAUREL.: Wait! Beforeyou go, thereisone very important question | must ask you!
MENTOR: What?
LAUREL.: Isthere Laurelhood after death?

(Mentor comes back, fingers Laurel's oversize Laurel medallion, chuckles knowingly, and
exitsL.)

"Three spirits.” Bah! Humbug.

(She getsinto bed and sleeps - snoring optional. Past enters R and nudges Laurel.)

PAST: Hey.
LAUREL: (in her deep) Just give me five more minutes...
PAST: Uh-uh, kid. Wakeup. Revelllé!

(He shakes her. Shesitsup.)

LAUREL: Wha- Who are you?

PAST: | am thefirst of the three spirits. | am the Ghost of Annos Past.
LAUREL.: | had afeeling.

PAST: Let'sgo.

LAUREL: Where?

PAST: Not "where" - when.

LAUREL: Why?

PAST: What?

LAUREL: Not "what" - why?

PAST: Why what?

LAUREL.: Why isit "when" instead of "where"?
PAST: | think you lost me.

LAUREL.: Good. Good night. (lies back down)

PAST: Oh, no you don't. Y ou're coming with me.
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LAUREL:

PAST:

LAUREL:

PAST:

LAUREL:

PAST:

LAUREL:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL.:

MENTOR:

(He hauls her up and out of bed.)

Where?

Not where -- Never mind. We're going forward into the past.

Why?

Because you have forgotten what it waslike to be new to the Society.

So?

So, I'm going to remind you.

(Hewaves hishand. Young Laurel enters R. Sheisdressed in fantasy medievals,
complete with zipper and hennin and veil.)

The Society should have immigration laws.
Gee! My first S.C.A. event! | fed sowonderful. Everything's so new, so exciting ...

(Mentor entersL. Her garb isimmaculate. Young Laurel curtsiesto her.)

Areyou the Queen?

No...but | should be. Shewouldn't know good fabric from bad if it gave her arash!
(looking around) Then, who isthe Queen?

(pointing) Seethelady in the blue dress?

The one scratching?

(smiling) | made that dress. Especialy for her.

Well, it'still beautiful.
Thank you.

Andyouare...?

Better than you'll ever be. Look at you! (examines her) Polyester. Zipper. Hennin. Tell youwhat. You

go home, burnthis... thing ... and start over. Takeyour time. A decade or two.

But, | did my best. Thisisonly my first day.

That's no excuse.
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PAST:

LAUREL:

PAST:

LAUREL:

PAST:

LAUREL:

PAST:

LAUREL:

PAST:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL.:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL.:

(SheexitsR, noseintheair.)

What an awful thing to do!

Not really.

What?

Shedidn't mention the shoes, hairstyle, jewelry ...

But, to do something like that to someone on her first day!

Shedeservesit! That girl isadisgrace. Aneyesore. A clothes horsewith acapital "W."
That girl isyou.

| never looked like that.

Relax. It getsworse.

(Cost Plus enters Rand Pier One entersL. Eachisdressed in a collection of everything,
with labels and price tags still on.)

(to young Laurel) Nottoworry, darling. I'll help you.
Who areyou?

| am the Cost Plus Fairy. | will help you outfit yourself for very little money. | know whereall the best
bargainsare.

Youdonot! | cangetitforless! Why, my whole outfit cost less than ten dollars!
It lookslikeit.

I'mthe Pier One Fairy!

Don't pay any attention to her. She'skind of stuck up. Y ou know how Piersare.
What's a Peer?

A high muck-e-muck in the Kingdom.

Hmmm. | think I'd like that. What do | have to do to be a Peer?

Well, that depends on the kind of Peer you want to be.

There's more than one kind?
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COST PLUS: In theory.

PIER ONE: First, there are the Knights.

YOUNG LAUREL: That soundsinteresting.

PIER ONE: Y ou haven't met any Knight.

YOUNG LAUREL: Whatdo ! haveto dotobeaKnight?

COST PLUS: First, you haveto beasquire.

YOUNG LAUREL: What'sasquire?

PIER ONE: Slavelabor.

COST PLUS: Y ou have to put on armour, go out into the field, and get bruised ...
YOUNG LAUREL: That doesn't sound so bad.

COST PLUS: .. and sweaty.

YOUNG LAUREL: What? I'drather dresslike you!

PIER ONE: Theseblousesareon sadle....

COST PLUS: (interrupting) Next, there are the Pelicans.

YOUNG LAUREL: Pelicans? Isn't that an ugly, dirty, smelly bird with a big mouth?
both Fairies (exchanging looks) Close enough.

YOUNG LAUREL: |didn't know they gave awardsto birds.

PIER ONE: Oh, you'd be amazed at what they'll give an award to. A dog, avan, the sun and moon ...
YOUNG LAUREL: What do| haveto do to beaPelican?

COST PLUS: First you have to be a seneschal.

YOUNG LAUREL: What'saseneschal?

PIER ONE: Executive lave |abor.

COST PLUS: Y ou have to work long and hard for the good of al.

(pause; the three of them exchange 10oks)
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YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

LAUREL:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

LAUREL:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

COST PLUS:

PIER ONE:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL.:

(sotto voce) Next.

Finally, there are the Laurels.

Well, it's about time!

Laurels? What'saLaurel?

Oh, they'rethe artsy types.

That's for me!

Their motto is"Too much isnever enough.”
Amen!

What do | haveto doto beaLaurel?
First, you have to be an apprentice.
More davelabor?

Morelikeagrad student.

Majoring in chutzpah.

How do | get to be an apprentice?
Get aLaurel to take you on.

How do | do that?

Attract their attention.

Provethat you'retheir type.

How?

Besnide.

Look down your nose at others.

Correct otherswhen they do something wrong.

Or when they don't.

| can handle that.
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PAST:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

PIER ONE:

LAUREL:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

COST PLUS:

PIER ONE:

COST PLUS:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

COST PLUS:

Somehow, | don't doubt it.

Then, how do I get promoted from apprentice to Laurel?

The Laurel Council makes arecommendation to the Crown, and after that ...
... you're history.

But, how do they know when you're ready?

Who knows?

Who knows what dark secrets are spoken in the depths of aLaurel council?
| do.

Wherecan | find aLaurdl?

That'sno problem. They'reall over the place. Why, you can't even spit without hitting one.

(Cost Plus spits over her shoulder. Laurel recoils, hit. She wipesit off, then steps
forward, her fist raised. Past stops her, so she wipes the spit on him.)

They're easy to recognize. Just look for the ego-sized Laurel medallion.
A Laurel medallion!

(glances thoughtfully off R, after Mentor)

The next outfit | make....

Make!

Nonsense! Why goto all thetrouble of learning how todoit ...
.. then looking for the right fabrics....

... and spending all that time and effort sewing ...

... When you can buy something shoddy right away?

(to Cost Plus) Canyou get aLaurel for shopping?

But, isn't it abit tacky?

Of course! That'sthefunof it! (to Cost Plus) | loveyour hat.

What, thisold thing? It cost me next to nothing.
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PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

LAUREL:

YOUNG LAUREL:

LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

PIER ONE:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL:

PIER ONE:

YOUNG LAUREL:

COST PLUS:

YOUNG LAUREL:

(to young Laurel) Wouldn't you like ahat like that?
| don't think that'sthelook | want. Infact, I'm sure of it.
| can get you agreat deal on sequins....

Sequins? How gauche.

Sequins? How gauche.

Good girl.

How about some wooden beads?

No.

A basket to carry your junk in?

| don't have any "junk."

That'swhy I'm here!

| saw her first!

You did not!

(to young Laurel) Listen, honey, how about some cheap brass candlesticks?

No, thank you.

Straw hat?

No.

Director's chair!

No.

Tableware that doesn't quite match!
No!

(alast-ditch effort) Tiki torches!
No! No! A thousand times - no!

(She pushes the Fairies off L. Mentor entersR.)
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MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

YOUNG LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

PAST:

LAUREL:

PAST:

Good for you.

Have you reloaded? Ready to take afew more shots at me?

| don't bother with the easy targets.

Well, you won't get another chance. 1've decided | want to be perfect.

Youwill be.

Perfect? That's quite an ambition ... for someone who has so far to go.

Well, I'll find someone to teach me.

| hope you're not thinking of me.

I'd rether [earn from someone who has taste.

Did | mention your shoes, hairstyle, jewelry ...

Do you know why | cameto the Society? | want to be part of agroup that believesin gentility and honour,
with kind, courteous people willingto help. So|l try my best tofit right in, and on my first day, I runinto a
frustrated old harridan who makes made me feel unwelcome. Y ou are self-righteous, cruel, and thoughtless.

You don't care about anyone's feelings!

Andyou, little girl, are brassy, pushy, and obnoxious. A vicious, sharp-tongued, maliciouslittle harpy.
(pause) Of course I'll take you on asmy apprentice. You're perfect Laurel material.

(Mentor holds up her Laurel medallion. Young Laurel reverently bows her head and
kissesit. Laurel, misty-eyed, hugs her own Laurel medallion. Mentor and young Laurel
head R, then stop.)

By theway, arethere any fabricsyou're dlergic to?
Try it, and I'll take al your seamsin six inches.
That'smy girl!

(They exit R)

(sniffing) Dear Mistress Mentor. She taught me so much. And she was so good to me. Once she got
over her attitude, that is.

Her attitude?
And | proved her wrong.

About what?
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LAUREL:

PAST:

LAUREL:

PRESENT:

PAST:

PRESENT:

PAST:

PRESENT:

LAUREL:

PRESENT:

LAUREL:

PRESENT:

LAUREL:

PRESENT:

(smug) I'm better that she ever was.

| giveup. You're hopeless.

Good. Your hindsight needs glasses. I'm going back to bed.

(She gets back into bed and sleeps. Past heads R. Present entersR.)
How isshe?

Tough. The"nostalgia" bit didn't work.

Hmmm. Inthat case, I'm going to try something stronger.

Good luck.

Thanks.

(They dap hands, giving each other the high sign. Past exits R. Present goes to the bed
and gently dlaps Laurel's face.)

Wakeup! Timefor round two!

(talking in her sleep) Yes, whip meagain, Indy!

(Present grins and smacks her on the behind. She sits bolt upright.)
Yeowch! Don't you ghosts ever knock?

Y eah, but that was more fun.

(Laurel gets out of bed.)

Let me guess. Y ou're the second spirit, right?

The Ghost of Annos Present.

And you're going to show me how things are in the present, right?

Wrong. 1'm going to show you your worst nightmare.

(waves his hand)
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voice
(offstage):

LAUREL:

PRESENT:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

Make way for the Queen!

(Laurel comes downstage, ready to reverance to the Queen.)
Make way for the Queen!

(Laurel beginsto reverance.)

Your ...

(Cupcake enters L, wearing a bunny-fur bikini and a crown. Laurel haltsin
mid-reverance.)

.. kidding.

(Cupcake freezes; to Present)

Queen Cupcake? Thelast of the Vestigia Virgins? When did this happen?
Anyone who actually reads the newsletter would know that.

(Laurel grits her teeth, turns to Cupcake, and completes her reverance.)
Your Mgesty.

Isn'tit neat?

(through clenched teeth) Just ducky. 1'm so happy for you.
(oblivious) | knew you would be.

Your Mgesty, if you are the Queen ... who isthe King?

(thinks for a few moments) | forget hisname. But he'stall.

(Laurel ssimply shakes her head in disbelief.)

Theonly thingis, this crown doesn't quitefit.

I'm not surprised.
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CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

PRESENT:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

Maybethiswill help.

(She takes the crown off and bangs it against the floor several times. Laurel nearly hasa

coronary. Cupcake triesthe crown on.)

No, that still isn't right. Here. Seewhat you can do witht.

(She hands the crown to Laurel. Laurel looks at it for a few moments, then slowly starts
to raise the crown to her own head. As she closes her eyesin anticipation, Cupcake

plucks the crown from her hands.)
Oh, never mind. I'll just have aknight beat onit with his sword.

Never! Evena... oneof them ... would never do anything like that!
Oh, you'd be surprised at what men would do for me.

I've heard stories.

Well, I hope you haven't repeated them to others.

Dreamon.

What about my reputation?

Be thankful I'm giving you one.

But, I don't know if that'sthe kind of reputation | want.

Well, then you shouldn't indulge in such degrading activities.
(full of helpful advice) But, it'sfun! You shouldtry it.
(stiffly) No, thank you.

"Whip me again, Indy!"

(Laurel shoots hima dirty look.)

Why do | even bother? Men only want one thing from agirl like you.

(giggling) | know. And I'm so lucky to haveit.
Queen or no, Cupcake, you are adisgrace to your gender.

Oh, who cares about my gender? | prefer the members of the other.
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LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

SWISHPIFFLE:

CUPCAKE:

SWISHPIFFLE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

SWISHPIFFLE:

LAUREL:

SWISHPIFFLE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

SWISHPIFFLE:

So I've heard.

Y ou should see my Queen's Guard.

U.SD.A. choice.

And al of them sworn to guard my body.

Mostly from each other.

(sudden understanding) That explainswhy they can't get along!
Thelight dawns! True, it'sonly a 15-watt bulb ...

The nice thing about being as beautiful as| amisthat | attract al sortsof men. (sighs) Thebad part is
that | attract all sorts of men.

(Swishpiffleenters L. Heis Cavalier to the hilt - lace, ruffles, plumes, etc.)
Youw Majesty. (He sweeps his hat off in an elegant bow.) How perfectly spwendid you wook.
| know.

Some peopwe can weaw anything and get away withiit!

Some people should get far away withit. And what isthis gentleman trying to be?
Mistress Laurel, thisis Don Swishpiffle.

Chawmed, I'm suwe.

Don't betonit. A "Don," eh? I've heard of them, but I've never seen one up close.

And youw opinion?

Ignoranceishliss.

I'm so happy.

(Laurel looks at her.)

Well, I don't hide my opinions.

Or much else.

Youw Majesty hasagood heawt. | know. I've been stawing.
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LAUREL: | can't believethat he'saf- ... f- ...

CUPCAKE: (guessing) Hirt?

SWISHPIFFLE: (guessing) Finefewwow?

CUPCAKE: Figment?

SWISHPIFFLE: Fashion pwate?

CUPCAKE: Frenchman?

SWISHPIFFLE: Who? Moi?

CUPCAKE: Friar?

SWISHPIFFLE: Hal Besewious!

CUPCAKE: Haming ...

SWISHPIFFLE: (quickly) ...fop?

CUPCAKE: | know! Fighter!

LAUREL: Fool.

CUPCAKE: (disappointed) Aww. | wasgoing to say that.

LAUREL: | just can't picture... this... on thefield.

SWISHPIFFLE: Butit'stwue! At wong wast, we have combined civiwization with manwiness.

LAUREL.: (mocking him) Weawwy?

SWISHPIFFLE: Certainwy. Wedon't use heavy awmouw ow wattan. We fight with wapiews. Aww the fightews awe
doingit.

LAUREL: Surely not al.

SWISHPIFFLE: Weww, mostwy aww. It'sthe vewy watest thing.

LAUREL.: You know, Cavaliersaren't period.

SWISHPIFFLE: Now see hewe, Mistwess Wauwew! Evewybody woves agood swashbuckle! Besides, being Cavawiew is

itS own excuse.
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CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

CUPCAKE:

SWISHPIFFLE:

CUPCAKE:

LAUREL:

SWISHPIFFLE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

He'svery dashing.

| can't wait to see him start.

(bouncing and clapping her hands) Oh, please do!
Anything to pwease Y ouw Majesty. Whewe shouwd | dash?
That way.

(She points off L. He obligingly dashes off L.)

See? They do anything for me.

(She exitsR. Swishpiffle tiptoes back in L.)

(not exactly overjoyed to see him) Back? So soon?
Sh-h-h-h. Bevewy quiet. I'm hunting wabbit fuw.
(HeexitsR)

Oh, what has happened? Are there no macho hunks left?
(Jane enters R, wearing full armour and a helmet, so we can't tell gender.)
Thank goodness! A real man!

(Jane removes her helmet; we see sheisfemale.)
Excuse me?

Ohno!

(Sheglares at Present. He plays innocent, looking skyward, twiddling his thumbs and
whistling.)

(pumping Laurel's hand) Stick Jane'sthe name, and fighting'swhat | do.
This can't be happening.

Hey, lady, isanything wrong?

Yes Awoman-f-..f- ...

Hey, don't tell meyou're one of those old fashioned typeswho don't think women should fight!

Page 17
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LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

Well, I ...
We got just as much right to get sweaty and bruised as men!
All welack isthe stupidity.

Look, lady ...

Mistress! Mistress Laurel Seamchecker!

(showing her Laurel medallion) Seethis? | insist you giveit the respect it deserves!

Oh, who cares about non-fighting titles?

Anyonewith abrain! Women should not fight! Oh, God. | said it.
(it leaves a bad taste in her mouth)

Mistress or not, you're adisgrace to your gender.

It'syour gender, too! How could you do thisto yourself?

It'sfun!

Aren't you the least bit ashamed of what you're doing?

I'll say. My Barony'sfighting unit callsitself the Teenage Mutant Norman Turtles.

(moaning) Oh, no!

"Heroesin ahauberk.” Sheesh!

But, doesn't your Lord object?

He's the one who taught me how to fight! | dumped him, though.
Why?

Had to. | brokehim.

Damaged his poor male ego, eh?

No | hit him South of there.

And you're proud of that?
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JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

JANE:

LAUREL:

Suream. It'smy favorite shot. Hey, maybe | should giveit aname. What do you think of "Poetic Justice"?
I'm hardly the one to ask.

Or "Revengeisswest."

Please.

Or "Do Unto Others."

Oh, let me be!

(Bob enters L. He wears a tabard emblazoned with *** 1/2, a kaffiyeh, and a rubber
chicken.)

Well, maybe you'd prefer talking to him.
A Pelican! But, | don't recognize him.
He'svisiting our Kingdom. Mistress Laurel, thisis Master Robert the Good.

(Laurel and Bob reverance.)

I'm sure you two have lotsto talk about. Stuff that would be way over my unworthy head.

Doubtless.

So, I'll just be on my way.

You have my leave.

Oh, thank you.

Soleave.

(Jane headsR)

Or "Thisisfor last Saturday night, you creep, when | caught you with that hussy ..."

(Jane exitsR.)

Master Robert the Good, it isindeed an honour to welcome you to thisland. | assure you that all possible
courtesieswill be extended to one as noble and dignified as your esteemed self. Asfor me, it shall bea
delight to speak to someone of great culture and refinement, instead of the boors and clods | normally have
to put up with. Indeed, | eagerly await our discussions of things wise and wonderful. Y ou shall share with

me the culture of your Kingdom, and | shall share with you therich cultural heritage of which | amthe
epitome. Therefore, | say again unto you, ten thousand welcomes, Master Robert the Good!
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(Laurel reverances deeply.)
BOB: (thick Texas drawl) Shoot, y'awl c'n call me Good ol' Bob.
(Laurel collapses. Bob rushes over and helps her back up.)
LAUREL.: Thank you. For amoment, | thought ...
BOB: Youawl raht thar, Ii'l filly?
(Laurel staggers. Bob hasto hold her upright.)
Say thar, y'awl don't look so good.
LAUREL.: I'mall right. | had anasty shock, that'sall.

(throws Present another dirty |ook)

It won't happen again.
PRESENT: Patience.
BOB: Wall, thass mighty nicet'jear, ‘cause I'm lookin' right fo'ward t' those talks you was thinkin' o' havin'. We

c'nhaveusanicelong jaw session.
LAUREL: Actualy, my appointment calendar israther full ...
BOB: 'Course, y'awl got some mighty strange customs, out hyar.

(Laurd's spine immediately stiffens.)

LAUREL: Indeed?

BOB: Ah don' rightly know that Ah'd really want t' pick any of 'em up.

LAUREL: And what iswrong with the way we do things? Pray, tell.

BOB: Wall, now, don't git yer dander inauproar. Ah never said they waswrong, precisely; jus diff'rent.
LAUREL: For instance?

BOB: Wall, y'awl treat yer Peersastho' they wuz somethin' special. Heck, we'rejust plain folks.
LAUREL: Bite your face!

BOB: Whoa, thar! Remember, Ah'm a Peer, too.
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LAUREL: | wondered about that. Why did they give you a Pelican?

BOB: Ahdon'trightly know. 'Cept, o' course, Ah travel an' leave mah Kingdom alot. Mebbe they gave methis
herea-ward ...

LAUREL: ... hoping you'd stay away.

BOB: See here, Mistress High-an'Mighty, Ah earned this here bird, and Ah'm just as proud o' it asy'awl are o'

that overgrown weed hangin' ‘round yore own neck!

LAUREL: | know why they gaveit to you. It was aconsolation prize, because you couldn't rate four stars! The
Laurelshave much higher standards.

(Bob gesturesto the audience. Laurel looks out into the audience, [ hopefully] spots a
couple of Laurels, and screams. She collapses, writhing. Bob exitsL. The Ghost of
Annos Present exits R. The Ghost of Annos Yet to Come, dressed all in black, entersL,
and stands over Laurel. She sees himand slowly risesto her knees.)

(fearful) A-am| inthe presence of the Ghost of Annos'Y et to Come?

FUTURE: You got it, babe.
LAUREL.: Spirit of the Future, | fear you more then ...
FUTURE: Oh, get up.

(He helps her to her feet.)

Expecting something different, weren't you?

LAUREL.: Frankly, yes.

FUTURE Good. | liketo keep 'em off balance. Ready?

LAUREL: You're going to show mewhat will happeninthefutureif I don't change my ways, right?

FUTURE: Uh... yesh.

LAUREL.: | liketo keep 'em off balance, too.

FUTURE Then, hang on, 'cause here we go! (waves his hand) Welcometo Anno Societatis 100. Hereat H.Y.C.,
members of the 82 Kingdoms have gathered for a celebration of fun, fighting, and casual pick-ups.

LAUREL: Some things never change.

FUTURE: Asthough in honour of the Society, it has stopped raining for thefirst timein 57 years.

(Snide entersR. Her garb isexquisite))
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SNIDE:

LAUREL:

FUTURE

LAUREL:

ONE:

SNIDE:

TWO:

SNIDE:

ONE:

TWO:

ONE:

SNIDE:

ONE:

SNIDE:

ONE:

SNIDE:

ONE:

Rats! And | madeal that rainproof garb for nothing!
Lovely!
Y ou approve?

Naturally! Theworkmanship isexquisite! The design flawless! A superb example! Who wouldn't
approve?

(A whistle blows fromoff L. Immediately, Officers 1 and 2 enter. They wear tabards
emblazoned with the words "COSTUME POLICE," badges, billy clubs, etc..)

You, there! Hat in the name of the Costume Police!
(They rush to Shide and grab her arms.)
Who, me? Why?

Lady Snide, you are under arrest for violation of Article 6, Paragraph 27, Subsection C, of the Sumptuary
Laws.

Thewhat?

Ignorance of the [aw isno excuse!

She must betried and sentenced immediately!

Fetch the Chief.

(Two exitsL.)

Tried and sentenced? | might be acquitted.

Hal You don't know the Chief. No-one has ever been acquitted.
No-one could be that mean. Just who isthis Chief of yours?
She'sthe oldest living Laurel.

Oh, no!' Not her! (struggles to get 10ose)

It'sno use. No-one escapes the clutches of the Costume Police.

(Two returns, supporting Old Laurel, who hobblesin on a cane. Her garb makes Shide's
look like trash. She also wears a huge coronet, with real strawberries hanging fromit,
and a Laurel medallion larger than Laurel's, including flashing lights, etc.)
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OLD LAUREL:

TWO:

OLD LAUREL:

TWO:

LAUREL:

OLD LAUREL:

ONE:

OLD LAUREL:

ONE:

OLD LAUREL:

TWO:

ONE:

OLD LAUREL:

FUTURE

LAUREL:

OLD LAUREL:

SNIDE:

ONE:

SNIDE:

TWO:

SNIDE:

ONE:

Off with her head!

But, thetria hasn't started, yet.

That'sal right. I'mjust practicing.

Yes Your Grace.

"Your Grace?" I'maDuchess? Wait 'til | get my hands on Cupcake...
Well, what have my cats dragged in?

We caught thisone, Y our Grace.

And the charges?

A 6-27-C, Your Grace.

That'sall? Just one charge?

It'sall we saw.

(One prostrates himself and salaams. Two follows his example.)
(quickly) Forgiveus!

Silence! You're both on report. Twenty thousand demerits each!
(One and Two stand and return to Shide.)

Boy, isshedtrict!

She'swonderful.

Well, youngster? How do you plead?

Plead? | never plead!

She means, how do you answer the charge?

| don't even know what the chargeis! Just abunch of numbers.
(pointing to the hem of her skirt) Seethat!

What? Onethread?

That'sa6-27-C; loose thread.
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SNIDE:

OLD LAUREL:

ONE and TWO:

OLD LAUREL:

ONE and TWO:

SNIDE:

OLD LAUREL:

FUTURE

LAUREL:

OLD LAUREL:

SNIDE:

OLD LAUREL:

LAUREL:

But, that happened when | brushed up against arose bush, not ten feet back.

No excuse! Guilty!

(quickly, conversationally) Guilty! Guilty! Guilty! Guilty!

She must be punished!

(same thing) Punished! Punished! Punished! Punished!

(They take out cotton wads and put themin their ears.)

No! No!

(Shetriesto cover her ears, but One and Two pull her hands away.)

Back in A.S. two-digits, you young people had more respect for your eld-- betters. No-one ever talked back
to aPeer, let donetoaLaurel!

How quickly they forget.
Quiet! I'mtalking.

Y ou young people have it so easy. Computerized sewing machines. Hologram scrolls. Armour with impact
meters. Timetravel, to check whether Eleanor really did useazipper. (menacing) Someday I'll find out
which of you gaveit to her. We never had such modern conveniences. Why, | remember having to walk
from my car to my pavilion! Yes, you young people don't know how lucky you are.

(screams) Aaaaauuuuuuggggghhhh! No! No! | can't takeany more! I'll begood. | swear. I'll never let
it happen again! Please!

(Old Laurel motions to the two Officers. They release Shide, who sinks to the ground.)
Thank you, Mistress Laurel. Thank you.

Y ou may kissthe hem of my skirt.

Now, that's class!

(Snide crawisto Old Laurel, kisses the hem of her skirt, then tears some trimloose. Old
Laurel doesn't notice. One and Two stare at it, then look at each other, not knowing
what to do. Two opens his mouth but One clamps his hand over it and shakes his head.)

Why, that little ... Nice move, though.

(Snide gets to her feet, all smiles.)
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OLD LAUREL:

SNIDE:

OLD LAUREL:

SNIDE:

OLD LAUREL:

SNIDE:

OLD LAUREL:

SNIDE:

LAUREL:

FUTURE

OLD LAUREL:

SNIDE:

OLD LAUREL:

SNIDE:

OLD LAUREL:

SNIDE:

There, there, my dear. Now, that wasn't so bad, wasit?

(motions to the two Officers)

Leave.

(They exit L, One still covering Two's mouth.)

| think we should get better acquainted.

I'd rather not. I'vedecided | want to be perfect.

That's quite an ambition, for someone who has so far to go.

Well, I'll find someone to teach me.

| hope you'll think of me.

Certainly not.

But, there'sso much | could teach you.

I'd rether learn from someone who has taste.

What alittle monster.

Yep. Somethings never change.

Y ou impudent young whippersnapper! Why, when | was your age, ...

(trying to interrupt) | know. "Thingswere different, back then." I've heard it before.
(continuing) ... we used to do things differently. We believed in the honour system. We may not have

practiced it, much, but we believed init! Lists Officersdidn't give odds. Knights councilslasted lessthan
eight hours. And asfar asthe eye could see- no Samural. (tearfully) Yes, those werethe Good Old

Days...

Quit living in the past! No-one wantsto hear your stories about how you used to do things! ThisisA.S.
100! We've outgrown you! You'reout of date! A relic! Ananachronism! Y ou have no concept of how
the Society functionstoday! 1'm not even sure you knew what was going on back then! 'Y our head is so
full of yourself that nothing gets past your ego!

Why that ... that's almost slander!

So don't lecture me about the Good Old Days. They'reyour Good Old Days. Me, I'm going out to make
some Good Old Days of my own!

(SheexitsR.)
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OLD LAUREL:

FUTURE:

LAUREL:

FUTURE

LAUREL:

FUTURE:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

FUTURE

PAST:

LAUREL:

(with tearsin her eyes) | know you will, sweetheart. You just keep on theway you'regoing, and ... My
skirt! My skirt! Look what shedidtomy skirt! Costume Police! Emergency repair! Quick! Costume
Police!

(She hobblesout L.)

Well? Didyou learn anything?

Oh, yes.

What?

That you Ghosts don't know what you're doing.

What?!

(calls) I want to seeall you Ghostsright now! Front and center! Hurry it up!

(Past and Present enter L.)

Y ou too, Mistress Mentor.

(Mentor entersR.)

What'sgoing on?

First thingsfirst. Y ou have no right to comein here, disturb my slumber, put me through all this nonsense
under the pretext of making me mend my ways. Not only isit aninvasion of privacy, it's unbelievably rude!
Just who put thisideainto your heads?

(The Ghosts look at each other, then point to Mentor.)

Shedid. Shesaidit would be good for you.

Yeah. Itwasall heridea

Soit wasyou, my old teacher. Well, | am the Mistress, now. Morethan that, | am Mistress Laurel
Seamchecker, and it's about time | showed you exactly what that means.

(The Ghosts begin to edge away from her.)
Get back here!
(They return. Laurel examines them.)

Who made these robes?
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MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

MENTOR:

LAUREL:

PAST:

PRESENT:

(She drags the Ghost to the front of the stage and shows his garb to the audience)

Look at thisl Uneven seams. Nolining. Cheap fabric! And I'll bet you're not even wearing period
undergarments!

(He pulls loose of her before she can check and runs back to the other ghosts, who are
cowering.)

Asfor you, my dear Mistress Mentor, | believe your punishment isthoroughly justified. Y ou deserveto be
inrags. (softening) On the other hand, you do ook cold.

| am.

Then, just to show you that, despite your belief, | am not totally without compassion ...

(Laurel picks up a shawl from her bed and drapes it around Mentor's shoulders.)
Here. 1t took meweeksto knit thisshawl. | want you to haveit. Keepit asareminder of our first meeting.
Keepit? Realy? Butit'ssolovely.

linsist.

Then, you have learned!

(sincere) Of course. I'mnot stupid. And, when you wear it, think of me.

| will.

Good. Of course, that doesn't let you off the hook.

| know.

That was arotten ideayou had.

I'm beginning to realize that.

(prompting) And...

| apologize.

What about the rest of you?

Me, too.

Ditto.
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FUTURE:

LAUREL:

PAST:

PRESENT:

FUTURE:

LAUREL:

PRESENT:

LAUREL:

PAST:

LAUREL:

PRESENT:

FUTURE

PRESENT:

PAST:

PRESENT:

PAST:

PRESENT:

FUTURE:

PRESENT:

Andme.

Areany of you going to bother me again?

Not me!

Never!

No way!

Good. (suddenly) Boo!

(The Ghosts recoil. Laure laughs, heads R, then stops, and turns slowly.)
Onefina point. Who came up with this moth-eaten plot?

Charles Dickens.

When?

(hesitant) Uh... 1843,

(triumphant) Not period!!! (to herself) "Duchess” eh? Hmm.
(She exits R, whistling [or humming, etc.] "My awards go jingle, jangle, jingle...")
Well?

Well what?

What about her punishment?

Punishment? Y ou heard what she said!

Arewegoing let her bully us?

Yes.

(Mentor twitches.)

She needs to be punished.

The man hasapoint. We haveto pick out asuitable punishment.
Something shewon't enjoy.

(Mentor twitches again.)
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PAST:

PRESENT:

FUTURE

PRESENT:

FUTURE:

PAST:

MENTOR:

PRESENT:

PAST:

MENTOR:

PRESENT:

FUTURE

PAST:

MENTOR:

PRESENT:

PAST:

FUTURE:

MENTOR:

PRESENT:

PAST:

PRESENT:

FUTURE:

PAST:

| thought the punishment was already picked out.

Nah. That wasonly for what she did up to now.

Yeah. She'sgoing tobealot worsein thefuture. 1 know.

So we have to come up with something even worse. Anybody got any ideas?
(Mentor beginsto scratch.)

Not me.

| can't think of anything, either.

Aaaauuuggghhh!

What isit?

What'swrong?

(scratching furiously) That rat! It'sthisshawl! Ititches!
That doesit!

Thefinal straw!

Now we have no choice.

(still scratching) What are you going to do?

We're going to sentence her to the worst punishment on the books. Agreed?
Agreed.

Agreed.

What isit?

Mistress Laurel Seamchecker ...

... for your behavior in the Past ...

.. the Present ...

..andinthe Timeto Come...

.. until and unless you mend your ways...
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FUTURE: .. thistribunal sentencesyou ...
all 3 Ghosts: ... to appear in Goldwyn's plays!
PAST: And God help us.
MENTOR: God help us, every one.

(They exeunt, Mentor still scratching.)

finis



