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PIXIES IN PERIL




      — a play in two acts by Daniel Curzon
CHARACTERS:

ROBIN GOODFELLOW, a nice Wimp

                                    GLORIOSO, a weird Warlock

                                    PIXIES   (Foxy, Loxy, Stinky, Kinky and Cheesy)
RIDLEY, ostensible leader of the Pixies

OGRESS, a kissy villainess

                                    GREMLINS
(Reba, Jethro, Othar), hillbillies

TWO BOGEY-PERSONS

THREE SPIDERS

AFFECTIONETTE, the Imp-Queen, a vain individual

SOME IMPS
PECCADILLO, a dragon with a heart of gold

NOTE:  A smaller cast can be employed by doubling of the villains, for instance the 
              OGRESS also playing the IMP-QUEEN, etc.

              Costumes can be just suggestive instead of full ones.
            


          ACT I

Scene 1

GLORIOSO
Ah, the suburbs!  How delicious the morning is in this part of the world!  
                         The air is chock full of comfort...But of course too much comfort is not 
                         good for anyone.  (Crosses to ROBIN GOODFELLOW, who is sleeping 
                         happily)  Good morning, Robin Goodfellow!

ROBIN
(Startled awake)  Huh?  Do you know me?  I don't know you. Aren't you 
                         a stranger here?

GLORIOSO
I am not a stranger anywhere, unless of course I choose to be.

ROBIN
May I ask what you're doing in my house?

GLORIOSO
How would you like to go on a great adventure?

ROBIN
You don't seem to know, sir, that you are in the neighborhood of Wimps.

GLORIOSO
(Feigning ignorance)  Wimps?  What's a Wimp?

ROBIN
We're just plain folks — have no use for adventure.  (Shudders)  Nasty, 
                         awful things!  Adventures make you have indigestion!  They leave no 
                         time for sleeping!  You might try across the ridge or down the trail.  
                         (Points)
GLORIOSO
You should be ashamed of yourself, Robin Goodfellow!  Do you think 
                         there's nothing more to life than comfort?

ROBIN
It's enough for me!

GLORIOSO
You are going on a Great Quest, and I, Glorioso the Warlock, am going to 
                         see that you do!

ROBIN
No thank you.  I — 
GLORIOSO
Think of all the wonderful horrors out there waiting to be experienced!  
                        How I envy you!

ROBIN
Well, why don't you go then?  Have fun!  (Starts to sleep again)
GLORIOSO
All sorts of hideous monsters!  A thrill a minute!  With fangs and tentacles 

                         and claws and — 
ROBIN
(Trying to creep of unseen)
GLORIOSO
Where do you think you're going?

ROBIN
(Obviously lying)  Ah, to get ready for all those adventures.

GLORIOSO
Are you lying to me?  Do you know what happens to Wimps that lie to 
                        Warlocks?

ROBIN
(Guessing)  They don't have to go on adventures?

GLORIOSO
I must say I'm disappointed in you.  I need one more to make up the party, 
                        and here you won't even help!  One never knows when he might need an 
                        extra body.

ROBIN
Body?  I'd ask you in for Ovaltine, but — 
GLORIOSO
Good, I like Ovaltine!  (Forces ROBIN backwards by his presence)  You 
                         go along and fix it.  I'll be back shortly.  I have a little business to attend 
                         to.  (Gives ROBIN a shove toward the kitchen.  Then he goes to the front 
                         door, which the audience should be able to see and, through magic, makes 
                         a sign appear on the door:  WELCOME)  Ah, that was easy!

ROBIN
(Coming closer)  Are you sure you still want Ovaltine?

GLORIOSO
I think you're resisting me.  What do you think?

ROBIN
I never try to think.

GLORIOSO
What if I said that if you go on this journey you'll come back very rich, 
                         very rich indeed?

ROBIN
I've got all I need right here — my Montovani records, a year's supply of 
                        Velveeta, a — 
GLORIOSO
Treasure up to your eyeballs!  Rubies and sapphires and diamonds!  
                         Filling up this room!  And all you have to do is go off and get them from 
                         the dragon!

ROBIN
Dragon?  (Gulps)
GLORIOSO
If you live through it, you'll be rich beyond your wildest imagining!

ROBIN
But if I have all those rubies and diamonds piled up in here, won't 
                        somebody else come on a quest to get them away from me?

GLORIOSO
You really are a Wimp, aren't you?  But that's what makes it all the more 
                         challenging for me.  If I get you to do this, it will give me the jolt I've 
                       been missing.  As a Warlock, things have been too easy.  A mere wave of    

                       my wand, a snap of my fingers...and I get anything I want.  But you're a 
                       challenge!

ROBIN
I am?  You did say "dragon," didn't you?  (Knock on the door)
GLORIOSO
(Knowingly)  Expecting someone?

ROBIN
Yes, a friend said he might drop by.  We're going to play Old Maid.  
                         (Opens the door)
FOXY
            (Popping in, bowing low)  Foxy, glad to be here!

ROBIN
Who?

FOXY
             I was told you set a great table.

GLORIOSO
Ask the fellow in, why don't you?

ROBIN
Yes, certainly.  Uh, would you care to join us?

FOXY
             Delighted!  (Seats himself at the table)
ROBIN
Do you two know each other?  (Before anyone can answer, there is 
                        another knock at the door)  Excuse me!  That must be my friend!  A 
                        lovely chap — sometimes we play Cootie.  (Opens the door, is surprised)  
                        Oh!

LOXY
           (Coming right in)  Ha!  I see they have begun to arrive already.  Great!  
                        Glad to be here, Robin Goodfellow!

ROBIN
(Mystified)  Thank you.  Uh, you said "they" have begun to arrive?

LOXY
            A glass of Kool-Aid would suit me just fine, it it's all the same to you, my 
                        good sir.  But I wouldn't mind some cupcakes, come to think of it.  Or 
                        Jell-O with fruit cocktail in it wouldn't be too bad!

ROBIN
(Flustered)  Hey, ah, I . . .(Another knock)  Not again!

LOXY
            I'll get the cupcakes. You get the door.  (He goes off to get Robin's 
                        cupcakes.  Another knock)
ROBIN
I'm coming!  (Rushes to the door, opens it)
KINKY
Hi!  I'm Kinky!

STINKY
I'm Stinky!  (Both sweep in and bow)
KINKY/

STINKY
Glad to be here!

LOXY
            Here are the cupcakes!  (Entering with a plate of Robin's cupcakes)
KINKY
Foxy and Loxy are here already, I see.  Let us join the throng!

ROBIN
(Because his little house is getting overcrowded)  Throng?

LOXY
            Cupcakes, everybody?  They've got little blue sprinkles on them!  (Passes 
                         them around.  To ROBIN)  Want one of your cupcakes?

ROBIN
(Snatching one before the others grab all of them)  Don't mind if I do!  By 
                         the way, may I ask something?

KINKY
Of course you may!

ROBIN
Who are you people?

STINKY
Watch you tongue!  We're not people!

ROBIN
What are you then?  Are you Fairies?  (The PIXIES are incensed)
STINKY
Pixies

KINKY
Are

LOXY
           Not

FOXY
           (Coming in)  Fairies!

ROBIN
I'm sorry.  Did I say something wrong? Some of my best friends are 
                        Fairies.

GLORIOSO
These are Pixies, Robin!

ROBIN
Aren't you rather tall to be Pixies?

LOXY
            Oh, we have a hormone deficiency, but we're Pixies nevertheless!  We're 
                        taking medicine so that hopefully some day we'll go back to our normal 
                        size.

ROBIN
If my neighbors knew I was entertaining Pixies, they'd be scandalized.

GLORIOSO
You cannot always associate with Wimps, Robin!  Do you want to be 
                         narrow?

ROBIN
Apparently I can't, can I, even though I try!  (Another knock on the door)
FOXY
            That'll be you know who.

ROBIN
(Upset)  Who?  Now I don't want to be impolite, but . . . (Before he can 
                         finish, CHEESY comes tumbling inside with RIDLEY)
RIDLEY
(From the floor)  Ridley here!

ROBIN
Just a minute now!

RIDLEY
We rushed to get here!  Sorry if we're late.

ROBIN
(Uncertain)  That's quite all right. (To CHEESY)  And you must be — ?

CHEESY
(Standing up, getting untangled from RIDLEY)  I'm Cheesy!

ROBIN
I know — and you're glad to be here!  My word, where did you all come 
                        from?  I must be having a nightmare.  (Slaps his own cheek)  Wake up!  
                        Wake up, Robin!

GLORIOSO
(Coming over and pinching ROBIN)  You are awake!

ROBIN
Ouch!

GLORIOSO
Don't you have a little snack for your guests, Robin?

ROBIN
More?  Ahem, ahem!  Honored Pixies, I'm very sorry, but I'm afraid 
                        you've mistaken this private dwelling for a fast-food franchise.  (PIXIES 
                        giggle, think this a joke)
KINKY
(Slapping ROBIN on the back)  Oh, jolly good!  You're most entertaining.  
                         Bring out more food.

RIDLEY
Hot cocoa for me, please.

FOXY
            And more cupcakes! We're fresh out.  You really ought to keep more on 
                        hand, Robin.

ROBIN
I don't know any of you!

RIDLEY
How unfortunate for you.  Let me explain.  We are a band of Pixies, and I, 
                        Ridley, am the leader of the band!  Understood?  (He stumbles over 
                        something)
LOXY
           Hey, look, I found some lard!  Anybody want some?  (The PIXIES will eat 
                       anything, spoon out some lard, ad libbing their delight)
ROBIN          (Ironic)  Help yourselves!

GLORIOSO
All right, everybody, enough food!  Lower the map.  It's time to begin the 
                        preparations.  (The PIXIES scurry about, putting out lights, saying "the 
                        preparations, the preparations!")  Let there be dark!  (GLORIOSO rubs 
                        his hands together as the lights dim)  Yes, dark for dark business!

RIDLEY
I would like to speak, as leader, O Glorioso.

GLORIOSO
Speak, Ridley, speak.

RIDLEY
Your Grand Eminence, Respected Pixies!  (An afterthought)  And, oh 
                         yes, Mr. Goodfellow too!

ROBIN
(Ironic)  Thank you.  Do we really need it this dark?

CHEESY
We like the dark!

PIXIES
Shhh!

RIDLEY
(Pompously)  We are met together in the house of our friend and fellow 
                         conspirator — 
ROBIN
(Protesting)  No, no!

RIDLEY
This wise and brave Wimp.

ROBIN
(Flattered)  Me?

FOXY
           All praise to his food!  (The PIXIES raise their arms, still drinking from 
                       mugs, chomping on Robin's food)  Hear!  Hear!  (They start to sing "For 
                       he's a jolly, good fellow," but Ridley cuts them off before they finish)
RIDLEY
We have no time for that now!  We are met to discuss the quest.  We shall 
                         start at dawn on this long, arduous journey, a journey so fraught with 
                         perils that some of us may not live through it, or we may reach the land of 
                         the Forbidden Slope only to be devoured by — need I say who? — the 
                         dragon! (ROBIN lets out a shriek and falls trembling to the floor, then 
                         tries to hide behind something)  Something wrong, Mr. Goodfellow?  
                        (No answer. To GLORIOSO)  You certain you want to use him?

GLORIOSO
If I say he's reliable, then he's reliable.  Or will be, when the time comes.  
                        Quality will out, trust me.  You can always rely on a Wimp!  
                        (Whispering)  Just don’t tell him.

RIDLEY
(Trying to see where ROBIN is hiding)  Well, now to get on with the 
                          plans.  It's getting late.  (All except ROBIN gather around RIDLEY)  
                          Let's have some light on this subject.  (Light cue)  For this is the map of 
                          the Forbidden Slope!  (Oo's and ah's from the PIXIES)
ROBIN
Maybe there's a good reason it's called the Forbidden Slope.  Maybe — 
RIDLEY
Do you know what this is, Robin Goodfellow?  It's where the treasure is 
                        hidden!

ROBIN
And the dragon?

RIDLEY
Yes, only one dragon between us and the treasure!

ROBIN
Only one — ?

RIDLEY
Actually this map isn't very good.  But I do seem to recall that there's a 
                        great slope with some land around it.  Probably here!  (Points to the map)  
                        Sooty Swamp!  And Strangling Acres!

FOXY
            Where the great dragons breed like butterflies.

RIDLEY
And here is the spot where the dragon dwells!  (Hits it)  Marked in red 
                        like blood!  We're not likely to miss him, are we!  (Laughter from the 
                        group, but Robin's nervous laughter lingers on.  The PIXIES turn as a 
                        group and look at him)
ROBIN
I always laugh at dragons.  Quite amusing, dragons.  Of course then I've 
                        never actually known any — 
GLORIOSO
You will, you will!  (To RIDLEY)  Look well, Ridley.  This mark shows 
                         the secret entrance into the Slope — which even the dragon himself 
                         doesn't know about.  Here!  (Points)
RIDLEY
But is it still secret?  The dragon must know these caves like the back of 
                        his claw by now.

GLORIOSO
Not the secret entrance.  Dragons are slow studies.  Besides, it's so well 
                        hidden it looks exactly like the side of the Forbidden Slope.  And — here 
                        is the secret key that goes with the secret map!  (Hands it to him)  Keep it 
                        safe, or pay the consequences.

RIDLEY
Indeed I will!  (Fastens it on a chain around his neck)  And now let us ask 
                        our Wimp assistant to give us his own ideas and suggestions for this quest.  
(All look to ROBIN)
ROBIN
First of all, I didn't say I was going.  (Hoots and ribbing from the PIXIES)  
                        You go if you like!  Nobody's stopping you!

RIDLEY
What would the world be like, Robin, if no one ever took chances?

ROBIN
Happy?  (More hoots and teasing of ROBIN)
RIDLEY
(To GLORIOSO)  You're positive you want him?

GLORIOSO
To be honest, he was the only one I could find.

ROBIN
Wait!  Wait! Now, if one were to go, first off he should be entitled to some 
                         information, don't you think?  I mean, something more detailed about the 
                         dragon and the treasure and how it got there and who it belongs to.  After 
                         all, we can't simply go off and take other people's property, can we?

LOXY
           (Tauntingly)  He wants to know his chances of coming back alive and 
                        exactly how much gold his share will be.

RIDLEY
Mr. Goodfellow, the circumstances, briefly, are these:  Long ago when my 
                        uncle was emperor, the Pixies settled here.  (Points to map)  And they 
                        built a capital town called Pixie Place.  Those were the good old days.  
                        (Wistful)  When they needed more gold or emeralds or whatever, they 
                        just dug them out of the Slope.  There was no end to the supply. But that 
                        created a demand — from the dragon.  Good times always bring dragons.  
                        History illustrates that — 
GLORIOSO
(Interrupting)  Be brief, won't you?

RIDLEY
(Insulted)  Very well.  Far be it from me to ramble on.  Anyway, there 
                         was one especially wicked dragon called  Pec-Pec-Pec —   
                         (Apologetically)  His name seems to stick in my throat.

GLORIOSO
Peccadillo!

ROBIN
You're telling me you've seen an armadillo on a forbidden slope?

GLORIOSO
Not an armadillo!  Peccadillo!

ROBIN
(Under his breath)  I'll bet it was an armadillo.

RIDLEY
Curse his hideous, bumpy hide!  He flew from the east and burned the 
                         town.  And then . . . and then — (Weeping)
ROBIN
And then what?

RIDLEY
The dragon ate all the Pixies and took their treasure.  (Pounds on the 
                        table)  Took their treasure!  So now we mean to get back what is 
                        rightfully ours, and long may curses fall on the name of  Pec — Pec — 
                        Pec — 
PIXIES
Peccadillo!

RIDLEY
Death to all dragons!  Especially Pec — Pec — Pec — 
ROBIN
(Helping)  Peccadillo!

RIDLEY
(Blustering) I'm not afraid.  It's just hard to pronounce, that's all.

ROBIN
Well, I'll tell you what I think.

PIXIES
(Together, loudly)  WHAT?

ROBIN
I think you ought to go to the secret entrance and look around and if you 
                        find it you come back and tell me!  And now I'm off to bed.  Go — with 
                        my blessing.  Uh, is there anything else I can get you before you leave?

GLORIOSO
Ignore him.  The Wimp will go.

ROBIN
But — but — I — 
GLORIOSO
Time to get ready and start.  (The PIXIES jump up and begin to pack their 
                         gear, taking some of Robin's possessions)
ROBIN
Please put those back!  Hey, that's mine!  Please!

PIXIES
(Chanting while trying to steal things)  Look around for what you like!  
                          Lift a cup or take a chair!  We think our host will quite agree.  That he 
                          has too much silverware!

ROBIN
My utensils!  Please put them back!  (He takes objects out of their hands 
                        and pockets; they keep trying to steal)
PIXIES
(Chanting)  Pack a sack for our journey bold!  Take a blanket from the 
                         bed.  He won't want us to be cold.  Be my guest is what he said!

ROBIN
I never said that!  (Everyone except ROBIN sings the following song, with 
                       ROBIN running around trying to save his property.  “Song,” any melody):



Across the Forbidden Slope we go!



Through dangers new and perils old!



We must pack our sacks and make some tracks,



To reach those piles of tax-free gold!

ROBIN
(Hurrying them along)  Goodbye!  Goodbye!

GLORIOSO
 (To PIXIES as they are about to leave)  Seize him!  (They grab ROBIN as 
                          he tries to run away)  Away! Away! The Quest calls!

ROBIN
Help!  Help, somebody.  Wimps, where are you?

GLORIOSO
Be of good cheer, Robin Goodfellow.  This is the greatest time of your 
                        life!

ROBIN
Please put me down!  Please!

GLORIOSO
Sing, Robin!  Sing!  (They start to march off carrying ROBIN with them 
                        on their shoulders.  Repeat verse of song)
ROBIN
(Shrugging, maybe struggling a bit, finally starts to sing)  "Be it ever so 
                         humble, there's no place like home," (Etc.  Exit with the PIXIES carrying 
                         ROBIN)
GLORIOSO
(Madly)  The QUEST!  The QUEST!


Scene 2

ROBIN
Put me down!  Put me down!  Put me down!

CHEESY
All right, if you insist!  You're ugly!

STINKY
Right!  You're so ugly you make even us Pixies look good!

CHEESY
You're so ugly you'd make a dragon vomit!

ROBIN
What are you doing?

STINKY/

CHEESY
You said to put you down!  (Giggles)
ROBIN
Very funny!  Thank you very much for the ride, but really now I've got to 
                         be getting back home — 
RIDLEY
SHHH!  There's something up ahead!  (They all crouch down and sneak 
                         forward)
FOXY
            I smell food.  Don't you?

LOXY
            All of ours is gone already.

ROBIN
Maybe whoever it is will share their food with us.  Let's — 
RIDLEY
Get down!  Get down!  It's Gremlins!  (Muffled shrieks, fear from 
                         PIXIES)  Be quiet, everyone!  Let's sneak up on them and steal their 
                         food.  But be careful!  (They all sneak forward.  We see JETHRO, OTHAR, and 
                         REBA toasting meat on long sticks, licking their fingers, scratching, etc)
JETHRO
(Disgusted)  Ugh!  Gol dern, I'm fed up with pig meat, Reba!  It's comin' 
                         out my eyes!  Pig yesterday, pig today, and gol dern, if don't look like pig 
                         again tomorrey!  (Tosses his pig over his shoulder near the PIXIES and 
                         ROBIN, who are tempted to grab it)
OTHAR
I'd kill for a mouthful of Northerner or a nice thigh of Pixie!  (Also throws 
                        his pig over his shoulder.  One of the PIXIES sneaks toward it, but REBA 
                        gets up just then)
REBA
            Oh, shut your face!  I've seen plenty of times when you would have said, 
                        "Thank you, Reba, for such a nice hunk of squealing pig like this was!"

ROBIN
(In a whisper)  Are they really Gremlins?

STINKY
No, they're imitation Gremlins!  What do you think they are!

ROBIN
Why don't we say hello?

RIDLEY
Gremlins eat Pixies — and Wimps!

ROBIN
Why would they want to eat me?

RIDLEY
Gremlins aren't picky.

ROBIN
Shouldn't we run then?

RIDLEY
There's only one way to get the better of a Gremlin.  They're night 
                        creatures.  Sunlight kills them.  Turns them to stone.

ROBIN
Why don't we come back some other time?

RIDLEY
Because we're hungry!

JETHRO
(Taking a pull on his liquor jug)  Ugh!  There ain't hardly a drop left!

OTHAR
Here, give me that!  (Grabs the jug, takes a swallow)
JETHRO
(About OTHAR)  What the hell you was thinkin' by comin' into these here 
                         parts sure beats me!  (Gives OTHAR a jab in the ribs, making him choke)
OTHAR
(Coughing)  Hey, watch it!  We ain't done so bad.  Ghh!  We've et a 
                         township and a half between us since we come here.

JETHRO
Shoot, them townships tasted like day-old bread!

OTHAR
Did not.

JETHRO
Did too!

RIDLEY
(quietly To ROBIN)  All right, Robin, we brought you along as our 
                          helper. Now's the time to show your stuff.  Go steal something!

ROBIN
From them?

RIDLEY
Go ahead.  We're right behind you.

ROBIN
How about being right in front of me?

RIDLEY
Go on.  You want to starve?

ROBIN
(Reluctantly)  Oh, all right. (He starts to creep toward the GREMLINS 
                         and picks up a piece of the discarded pig when — )

REBA
            (Catching ROBIN by the scruff of the neck)  Well, hot diggity, boys, look 
                          what Reba caught!

JETHRO
(Jumping up)  Shoot, what's that?

OTHAR
(Examining ROBIN)  Damned if I know.  (Prodding ROBIN in the belly)  
                        What are you?  Human bein'?

ROBIN
Oh no, never!

OTHAR
Pixie?

ROBIN
(Shaking his head)  Oh, definitely not a Pixie!

REBA
            You’re definitely not from up north. What are you then?

ROBIN
A W-W-W-Wimp!

OTHAR
A Wawawawimp?  What in tarnation's that?  Can't say I ever tasted one.

ROBIN
Oh, you wouldn't want to eat me!

OTHAR
How do you know?  Why not?

JETHRO
Yeah, why not?

ROBIN
I'd taste terrible!  I'm positive!  (Makes loud sound)  Pooey!  Pooey!

OTHAR
We're Gremlins, so we're willin' to give it a try.  Think you can cook him, 
                         Reba?

REBA
            (Pinching ROBIN like a soup chicken)  I can try.  He won't make half a 
                         mouthful, though — not once he's skinned and boned.

ROBIN
Skinned and boned?  (Gulps)  You're right.  You're absolutely right.  I'd 
                         be nothing, even in a soup!

 REBA
            Now if there was more of 'em I might make a stew!  (The hiding PIXIES 
                        make frightened sounds)
JETHRO
What's that noise?  (To ROBIN)  Hey you!  Any more of your sort 
                         sneakin' around in this here holler?

ROBIN
(Looking toward the PIXIES)  Yes, lots!  I mean no, none at all!

OTHAR
Hey, what do you mean by that?

ROBIN
Isn't it perfectly clear? (To REBA)  There's no need to pinch me black and 
                        blue, madam.

REBA
            Shut you mouth.  Maybe I likes my Wawawawimps minced!

ROBIN
(Pleading on both knees)  Oh, please don't mince me!  Kind sirs and 
                         ma'am, please let me go!

REBA
            (Softening)  Oh, the poor little feller, let's let him go.

ROBIN
Oh, yes, yes, that's a fantastic idea!  Goodbye!  Nice meeting all of you!

JETHRO
(Grabbing ROBIN)  Not till he says what he means by lots and, no, none 
                         at all.  I don't want my throat cut while I'm not lookin'.  Let's hold his 
                         head in the fire until he talks!  (They push ROBIN toward the fire)
ROBIN
I didn't ask for adventures.  Really I didn't!  Glorioso, where are you when 
                        I need you!  
(GLORIOSO suddenly appears and makes a flash of light)
OTHAR
Look!  Mornin’s comin'!

JETHRO
We'd better get back to our caves.

OTHAR
But not before I gets my Wawawawimp.  (Starts to take ROBIN)
REBA
            Hold your horses now!  Give him back.  He's mine. I saw him first.

OTHAR
Well, I'm the boss here!

REBA
             Like hell you are!

OTHAR
I give the orders, gol dern it!

GLORIOSO
(Imitating REBA’s voice)  Othar, you're nothing but a fat twerp!

OTHAR
(Taken aback)  Reba!  Watch what you're a-sayin'!

GLORIOSO
(Imitating OTHAR)  It's people like you, Reba, that give Gremlins a bad 
                         name!

REBA
          (Outraged)  What?  Come here you!  I'll give you a slap upside the head!  
                      (Kicks OTHAR in the shins)
OTHAR
(Howling)  Oww!  (Releases ROBIN, who runs and hides, quivering)
JETHRO
(Insulted) You been insultin' the missus, Othar?  (Advances on him)
OTHAR
What?  I didn't say nothin' about your missus!

JETHRO
I heard you.  You dirty liar!  (Swings at him)
REBA
           Get him, Jethro!

GLORIOSO
(Imitating OTHAR)  You and Reba are the dumbest Gremlins I've ever 
                         been around!  And the smell — you can't even sleep near you without 
                         gaspin' for breath!  What do you say to that, huh?

REBA
             (Coming up behind OTHAR and hitting him with a rubber club)  Touché!  
                          That's what I say!

OTHAR
 (Rubbing his head)  Touché?  What did you do that for!  (Hits JETHRO 
                          with a club from behind)
JETHRO
 (Barley feeling it)  What was that? Mosquitoes?  Or was that you, Othar?  
                         I'm gonna get you for that, gol dern it!

GLORIOSO
What a witty group we have here.  But enough!  (Holds up his staff and 
                         makes birds begin to chirp)  Dawn take you all!

OTHAR
(Seeing light)  No, not dawn!  (The GREMLINS look agape at one 
                         another and turn toward the light.  The twittering of the birds increases)
JETHRO
Not dawn!

REBA
            It's too soon! (A shaft of light strikes the GREMLINS)
GREMLINS
What?  Huh? We can still get aw — (Suddenly they all freeze into 
                         statues)
GLORIOSO
(Walking around the GREMLINS, feeling them)  Excellent.  Now that's 
                         what I call stoned!

ROBIN
Hooray!  We're saved!  We're saved!  (Dances about. The PIXIES come 
                        running on with weapons raised, now that the danger is past)
RIDLEY
Pixies to the rescue!  On guard, Gremlins!  (He and some of the other 
           PIXIES fence with the frozen GREMLINS)  Aha!  Petrified with fear, 

           huh!  Take that!  (Kicks one of the GREMLINS, hurts his foot, hops about.  
           Some of the other PIXIES do similar business)
ROBIN
(To the hopping PIXIES)  Pixies, there's no time for dancing now!

GLORIOSO
Robin is right!  The quest!  The quest!

ROBIN
That's not what I mean.  I want to go home.  I almost got killed!  Where 
                        were you, Glorioso?

GLORIOSO
You can't expect me to come to your rescue any time you need me!  I did 
                         it this time because you're rather inexperienced.  The next time you're on 
                         your own!

ROBIN
Just point me the way home, that's all I ask.  I don’t want to go on a quest!

GLORIOSO
You disappoint me, Robin.  How can there be glory without fear?

ROBIN
But I don't want glory!

GLORIOSO
Yes, you do.

ROBIN
No I don't.

GLORIOSO
Everybody wants glory!

ROBIN
Do I live back that way?  (Moves in that direction)

GLORIOSO
(Picking up the Gremlins' swords from the ground)  Ah, look what I've 
                         found!  Hmmm, these were not made by the Gremlins.  The workmanship 
                         is too good.  They must have stolen them from the Imps.  Here, Ridley, 
                         you'll need this.  (Hands him one)

RIDLEY
Thank you, O Warlock!

GLORIOSO
Kneel, Robin.

ROBIN
Huh?

GLORIOSO
Kneel!  (Pushes ROBIN down to one knee)  I, Glorioso, dub thee 
                        Honorary Pixie.  Take this sword and use it with honor.

ROBIN
(With the sword hanging limply from his hand)  Oh, dear.

GLORIOSO
You don't want it?

ROBIN
Well . . .

GLORIOSO
What a sad creature you are, Goodfellow.  Do you know how many would 
                         die to own this sword?

ROBIN
Die?  Let 'em fight and die if they want to.  I just want to — 
GLORIOSO
(Ignoring him)  Enough!  Head for the Forbidden Slope!  (Points 
                         ominously)  You must keep to the proper path or you'll get lost.  Go!

ROBIN
But couldn't we at least —   (The PIXIES are busily getting ready; 
                        GLORIOSO is hurrying ROBIN)
GLORIOSO
Do not tarry.  You have the Impish sword.  What more could you want?

ROBIN
How about some food?  Some supplies?  How about a couple of 
                        Band-Aids?

GLORIOSO
GO!  GO!  But whatever you do stick to the path!  (Lightning and thunder 
                         as GLORIOSO disappears)
KINKY
 It's time we were going, Robin.  (Other PIXIES ad lib:  "Yeah, come on."  
                         "Let's go, Robin," etc)
ROBIN
Go on without me.  (PIXIES ad lib:  "All right, we will!"  "If that's what 

                         you want!"  They head off)
ROBIN
 Good riddance!  (Now he is all alone)  Anybody here?  (Echo comes 
                         back:  "Anybody here?")  Who's that?  (Echo:  "Who's that?")  Stop that!  
                         (Echo:  "Stop that!")  It's so dark here.  Pixies, can you hear me?  You 
                         hoo!  Anybody here?   (Suddenly large eyes on sticks appear, swirling 
                         around ROBIN)  Who is it?  Who is that?  Get away from me!  (The eyes 
                         stare down at ROBIN)  Go away, you horrible eyes!  Go away!  Pixies!  
                         Wait for me!  Wait for me!  (Runs after the PIXIES)
GREAT 

BOGEY
 (Appearing above)  Who are those miserable creatures?

ATTENDANT 

BOGEY
 (Bowing and scraping)  Pixies, I believe, O best of all horrible ones.

GREAT 

BOGEY
What are they doing in my domain?  Do they not know I am the Bogey-
                         Person?

ATTENDANT 

BOGEY
 (Shaking)  I'll go enquire, O monstrous one.

GREAT 

BOGEY
 (Outraged)  Enquire?  (Kicks and beats Attendant)  Beat them!  Gnash 
                          them!  Squash them!  Smash them! AFTER THEM!  (The two run after 
                          the PIXIES.  The PIXIES enter from a different direction from where last 
                          seen)
CHEESY
 (Looking back)  I think they're not happy to see us!  (The BOGEY-
                          PERSONS come in from the same place where the PIXIES have entered, 
                          as though following them)
BOGEY-

PERSONS
 (Chanting and cracking whips)  Rip, crush!  Whip, mush!  Beat, smash!  
                          Kill, trash!

RIDLEY
 Ready, my Bogey-Person-cleaver!  (Draws his sword)  Ready, Pixies and 
                         Mr. Goodfellow?

ROBIN
 Maybe we could sit down and negotiate!

BOGEY-

PERSONS
 Kill the trespassers!  Eat their hearts!  Kill the trespassers!  Eat their 
                         hearts!  (Rises in intensity)  Kill the trespassers!  Eat their hearts!  

ROBIN
Well, maybe this isn't exactly the right time.

BOGEY-

PERSONS
ATTACK!  (The BOGEY-PERSONS rush the PIXIES and there is hand-
                         to-hand fighting, which should be choreographed.  ROBIN won't use his 
                         sword and gets knocked out)  Aie!  He's got a Bogey-Person-Cleaver!                   

                         Watch out!  Stay back!  (They retreat a bit)
RIDLEY
Now's our chance to escape!  Hurry, everyone!  
(The PIXIES run off, leaving ROBIN unconscious behind.  The BOGEY-
 PERSONS recover and pursue the PIXIES with howls, etc.  Sounds fade.  
 After a few moments, ROBIN wakes up)
ROBIN
(Holding his head)  Ohhh!  My head!  Where am I!  My poor head!  I 
                         must get up!  I must!  (Staggers away)  Where is everybody?  (Takes a 
                         few more steps, stumbles across a hula hoop)  Hey, what's this?  (Picks it 
                         up)  It looks like a ring!  I wonder if it's magic!  (Suddenly the OGRESS 
                         comes on, with fangs.  She is too friendly, dressed fiendishly)
OGRESS
Hi there, fella!  What you up to? (ROBIN whirls around and then holds 
                         the hula hoop behind his back to hide it) Something wrong?  It's only me, 
                         the Ogress!

ROBIN
Who?

OGRESS
Knock me down and bump me, don't you know me, honey bunny?  
                        (Aside)  Here's something to eat!

ROBIN
Stay back, whatever you are!

OGRESS
(Advancing)  What's it got in its paws, hmm?

ROBIN
Nothing!  Stay back — I've got teeth!  (Shows them)
OGRESS
Come on, give us a kiss!  Whom have we the pleasure of meeting?  Give 
                         us a little kiss!

ROBIN
I am Mr. Robin Goodfellow, Esquire, a Wimp.  I've lost the Pixies and the 
                        Warlock, and I don't know where I am!

OGRESS
(Kissing at him)  Ah, suppose we sit here and spoon a bitsy, honey bunny, 
                         my little Wimpburger!  (Rubs her stomach)  You like riddles, perhaps, 
                         kissy-kissy?  (Kisses, tries to get closer)
ROBIN
You mean me?

OGRESS
Riddle me, big boy!

ROBIN
A riddle?  I'd love to, but I'm expected somewhere else. (To himself)        

                        I hope!  (To OGRESS)  So if you'll kindly direct me to the nearest exit — 
OGRESS
Stop!  First a riddle!  Just a widdle riddle?

ROBIN
(Resigned)  Very well, if you insist!  After you.

OGRESS
Okay.  What's black and white and red all over?

ROBIN
Oh, that's easy.  A newspaper.  Now if you'll kindly show me the — 
OGRESS
So does he guess so easily?  The Wimpburger must have a competition 
                        with us, honey bunny.  If we win, we eat him. Food tastes so much better 
                        if you earn it!  And if he wins, we show him the way out.  Kissy-kissy?

ROBIN
I like the second part better.  By the way, how many of them are you?  
                        Who's this "honey bunny"?

OGRESS
I used to be a twin.  But one of us died.  I have to talk to somebody, don't 
                        I?  I'm alone here — forever.  Kissy-Kissy?

ROBIN
So I see.  It's a dreadful place. Who'd want to stay here?

OGRESS
I like it!  I generally pass the time feasting on fishies and de-boning 
                        Bogey-Persons!

ROBIN
You eat Bogey-Persons?  You must be pretty strong?  I didn't think 
                         anyone ate them!

OGRESS
True, it is an acquired taste.  (Burp)  Kissy-kissy?  (Impatiently)  Your 
                         turn.  A riddle!  A riddle!

ROBIN
Just a minute.  (Thinking hard)  Ah!  How many ogresses does it take to 
                        let a Wimp go?
OGRESS
One! But it depends on whether he has a Wimp wrist or not. Right?

ROBIN
I suppose.

OGRESS
My turn again!  Here goes!  Silent and deadly it comes!  Like gloom!  
                        Wafting on high and filling the room!  What is it?

ROBIN
Half a moment now!  (Straining)  It couldn't be that! How about cheap 
                        perfume?

OGRESS
(Disappointed)  Poo!  Your turn!

ROBIN
A sphere without locks, a sphere without key.  Yet gold aplenty is inside 
                        me!

OGRESS
(Having great difficulty)  What is it, honey bunny!  What is it? (Burp.  
                         Takes a snake out of her costume and wipes her brow with it.  Burp)
ROBIN
Well, what is it?  The answer's not a champagne bottle opening, as you 
                         seem to think from the noise you're making!

OGRESS
Give us a chance.  Let it give us a chance, honey bunny!

ROBIN
I haven't got all day  — 
OGRESS
(Wiping her brow with the snake, suddenly)  An orange!  Of course — an 
                          orange!  (He nods)  Okay, sweetums, now here's a choice one for you.  
                          Quietly uncomplaining, though oft despised.  Making no noise though 
                          criticized!

ROBIN
(Stumped)  Ah, ah, well now.  Just a minute —
OGRESS
(Starting to come toward ROBIN)  Kissy-kissy?  Come on!

ROBIN
Wait!  I gave you a long time to guess!

OGRESS
Did you?  I don't remember.  But I'm patient.  Is a Wimpburger delicious, 
                        honey bunny?  Is it juicy?  It is crunchable?

ROBIN
I'll bet it's very indigestible.  (False laugh)  Probably give you terrible 
                        heartburn!

OGRESS
(Ominously)  Yes, if I had a heart.  (Burp)  The riddle — answer it!  You 
                         must make haste!  I am hungry!

ROBIN
"Silently uncomplaining." (Pointing at the snake)  A snake!  That's the 
                         answer!  A snake!

OGRESS
(Angry)  What rotten luck!  You've got to ask us another question, kissy-
                         kissy.  Yes, yes, just one more, yes.  Ask!

ROBIN
Oh, dear!  I can't think —  (Has a sudden idea)  What have I got behind 
                         me?  (Holds the hula hoop so that the OGRESS has to strain to see)
OGRESS
Not fair, kissy-kissy, to ask what you've got behind your nasty little back!  
                        Come closer, sweetie-eatie!

ROBIN
(Backing away)  Come on now, you have to guess!

OGRESS
You must give us three tries, kissy-kissy, three!

ROBIN
Why three?

OGRESS
‘Cause I make up the rules!

ROBIN
Very well!  Guess away!

OGRESS
Hands!

ROBIN
Those don't count!  Guess again!

OGRESS
(Burp)  A pillow case!

ROBIN
Wrong!  Last guess!

OGRESS
(Snarling, sputtering)  R-R-Rhh!

ROBIN
(Trying to sound bold and cheerful)  Come on!  Time's almost up!

OGRESS
Behind you?  I know — your buttocks!

ROBIN
No, no, both wrong!  Well, you lost!  Now you have to show me the way 
                        out.  You promised!

OGRESS
Did I promise, honey bunny?  To show the nasty little Wimpburger the 
                        way out, yes!  But what's he got behind his back, eh?

ROBIN
Never you mind.  It's mine.  Finders keepers!

OGRESS
Cross he is!  The Wimpburger is getting cross, and those sour juices will 
                         spoil the meat.  But the Wimpburger must wait.  I must go and get my 
                         magic ring first.  Yes, something to help me, that's what I want now.  And 
                         then I'll just slip it on and then he won't be able to see me, but I'll be able 
                         to see him, and then  —  kissy-kissy!  Yum, yum! (Exits)
ROBIN
Hey, where you going?  A promise is a promise!

OGRESS
(Offstage letting out a horrible shriek)  Aaaaahhh!  Where is it?  It's gone!  
                         Gone!

ROBIN
What's the matter?

OGRESS
Oh no!  Must find it!  Must find it!  (The OGRESS enters on her hands 
                         and knees, searching for the hula hoop)  Oh, honey bunny, I must have it 
                         back!

ROBIN
You can look for whatever it is later.  You never guessed my riddle and so 
                         I — 
OGRESS
Never guessed.  Never guessed.  (Light dawns)  What has he got behind 
                        his back, hmm?  (Advancing)  What has he got behind his back?  Tell me 
                        and honey bunny!

ROBIN
You didn't guess.  Now fair’s fair.  Why do you want this so much?

OGRESS
So the Wimpburger doesn't know what he's got in his hands, does he?  
                        Riddle me, huh!  (Advancing)  Give me my ring!  Give me my ring of 
                         power!

ROBIN
What does it do?  (being pursued)  I promise not to tell!  Well, I suppose 
                         I'd better find out myself.  What have I got to lose! (Just before the 
                         OGRESS grabs him, ROBIN steps inside the magic hula hoop and 
                         becomes invisible to the OGRESS)
OGRESS
Aiee!  Where has he gone?  Where is he?  (She reaches out, but ROBIN 
                        realizes all he has to do now is step to the side.  He even dares to tap the 
                        OGRESS on the head from behind, and then he moves away when she 
                         strikes out)
ROBIN
This ring’s made me invisible!  (Inspects himself)  But I can still see me.

OGRESS
(Running about)  Give is back like a good Wimpburger!  Where is it?  
                        (Rushes offstage)
ROBIN
(Teasing the audience)  I wonder if I should give her her ring back?  
                        Should I? (Audience should be encouraged to reply)  Or —

OGRESS
(Running back onstage)  Thief!  Thief!

ROBIN           —I could whack her with my blade, but that wouldn't be sporting, would 
                       it, not when she can't see me. (Tempted to hit her)
OGRESS
(Worn out)  It's gone!  (Sobs)  Poor little Ogress me!  Wimp-thief!  I hate 
                          you!  I hate you!  I hate you to the bottom of your Wimpy little heart!

ROBIN
(Mockingly)  Aww!  What a shame!  (ROBIN twirls the hoop with his 
                         hips)
OGRESS
(Recovering rapidly)  But the Wimpburger doesn't know the way out — 
                         he said so. Didn’t he?
ROBIN
(So that she can't hear)  That's right!  (Comes over and sits right next to 
                         the OGRESS)
OGRESS
He doesn't know the way out, so maybe he's still here.  (Looks around, and 
                        ROBIN carefully picks himself up and moves away a little)  But then 
                        maybe the Wimpburger is looking for the way out right now!  I'll catch 
                        him over there by the exit!  Make haste!  (Runs)  Kissy-kissy, here I 
                        come!

ROBIN
Well, I guess I'll follow her to the exit.  Then with any luck at all I can just 
                         slip right out!  (The OGRESS rushes to a spot hidden by foliage or 
                         plants)
OGRESS
Here it is!  (Blocking it)  The Wimpburger won't get out of here.  Even if 
                       he's invisible I'll catch him!  (Burp)
ROBIN
(Seeing the blocked exit)  Oh dear, what to do?  How am I going to get 
                          past her?

OGRESS
Unless he got out already, honey bunny!  Did he?  (The OGRESS feels 
                         around the exit for ROBIN)  Is he in or is he out?  Well, I'll just wail here 
                         and see if he tries to escape.  (Positions herself so that she's completely 
                         guarding the exit)  Come on, my Wimpburger!  Come on!

ROBIN           
Oh dear, what am I going to do now?  Being invisible isn't everything it's 
                         cracked up to be, is it?
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End of Act I

ACT II

Scene 1


(The OGRESS is still guarding the exit)
ROBIN           
It's time I made a dash for it!

OGRESS
(Suddenly noticing something on the ground)  What's that I see!  (Looks 
                          toward ROBIN)
ROBIN
Can she see me?  Is the magic wearing off?

OGRESS
(Coming a little closer, but keeping herself between ROBIN and the exit)  
                         I see a shadow, do I not?  It couldn't be Mr. Wimpburger's shadow now, 
                         could it, honey bunny?  (The OGRESS traces a line from the shadow 
                         right up to ROBIN)
ROBIN
I never thought I'd pray for night.  But I'm praying now!  Come on, night-
                        time, take away my shadow!

OGRESS
(Following the shadow)  There it is!  And there!  Hello, my little 
                        Wimpburgerette!  Thought you were smarter than me, didn't you?

ROBIN
How does one get rid of a shadow!  It keeps following me around!  Go 
                        away, shadow!  Go away!  (Tries to shoo it away)
RIDLEY
(Calling from a distance)  Robin Goodfellow, where are you?

ROBIN
Who's that?  (Other PIXIES call ROBIN too)  I'm here!  In here!  Oh, 
                         they can't hear me!

OGRESS
Your friends, Mr. Wimpburger?  Tell them to come.  They're more that 
                         welcome!  (Burp)
ROBIN
Glorioso!  Glorioso, where are you?  (No answer)  Glorioso!  (The 
PIXIES call:  ROBIN!  etc.  again)  Ridley!  Kinky!  Stinky!  I'm in here!  (The PIXIES obviously don't hear him and call for him again)
OGRESS
You'd better give up, my little shadowy friend!  Isn't this you?  (She is 
                         now pointing right behind ROBIN)
ROBIN
Look, the sun is going down!  Hurry!  Hurry!  Come on, sun!  Come on!  
                        (The lights begin to dim as though there is a sunset)  Just a little bit more!  
                        Oh, please! (to audience) Help make the lights go down, please! 
OGRESS
(Losing sight of the shadow)  No!  No!  Stop, sun!  Drat!  (It's now too 
                         dark for a shadow to show.  Crying)  Oh, he's probably gone by now!  
                         All I wanted to do was eat him!  (She goes over to the exit and plops 
                         down in front of it, so that it is still impossible for ROBIN to get out)  
                         Nobody thinks of others anymore!  Nobody!  I'll just go to sleep hungry, 
                         that's all.  Don't worry about me!  (Cries and nods off quickly)

ROBIN
(Approaching the exit, seeing that he can't get past the OGRESS)  Dare I 
                         step over her?  If only I could fly!  But I can't ask for everything, I 
                         suppose.  Maybe if I just —  (Attempts to step around the OGRESS, who 
                         is now snoring, but just as he almost escapes, she moves in her sleep and 
                         blocks the path again.  This shifting should happen twice, in two different 
                         postures)  What am I going to do?  (Finally ROBIN moves and the 
                         OGRESS's arm or leg falls directly on him, so that he can't move without 
                         waking her)  Glorioso?  (No answer.  The OGRESS snuggles up to 
                         ROBIN in her sleep)
ROBIN
(Asleep)  Oh, my kissy-kissy!  (Snuggling up to ROBIN.  Completely 
                         entangled now)  I've got to think of something!  I know! (To the sleeping 
                         OGRESS)  Think of things to eat!  Bogey-Person pie!  (The OGRESS, 
                         asleep, reacts to all the foods named as though she's feasting)  Troll 
                         tarts!  (The OGRESS moves with each food, freeing ROBIN more and 
                         more)  Gremlin grits!  (The OGRESS flings her arms out with "Gremlin 
                         grits," and ROBIN pops up and runs out of the exit)
RIDLEY
(Entering)  Confound that Wimp!  Still lost!  What good is he anyway?

FOXY
            Let's keep looking.  I feel responsible for him.

RIDLEY
He's been more trouble than he's worth.  (ROBIN has come upon them and 
                        was going to greet them, until he heard their remarks about him. He is 
                        still in his magic hula ring)
CHEESY
Pity Glorioso didn't pick somebody with more sense to go with us.  
                        (ROBIN goes over and kicks Cheesy in the leg)  Ouch!

RIDLEY
What's the matter?

CHEESY
Dunno — got a cramp in my leg, I think.

RIDLEY
It's all that stupid Robin Goodfellow's fault!  Making us tramp around 
                        looking for him!  (ROBIN punches RIDLEY in the back) Hey, what's 
                        that?

LOXY
            I wish I'd never laid eyes on that fellow!  (ROBIN tweaks LOXY's nose, 
                        enjoying it all immensely)  My nose!

RIDLEY
Come on, let's move on.  Robin Goodfellow will just have to look out for 
                         himself.  We'll just have to manage the dragon without his worthless help!

ROBIN
(Removing the magic ring with a flourish)  Ladies and Pixies, may I 
                          present the vanishing Wimp!

PIXIES
(Ad libbing)  What!  Robin!  Where did you come from?

RIDLEY
I have to take my hood off to you, Mr. Goodfellow.  You'll be good with 
                        the dragon after all — crept right by us, didn't you?

ROBIN
My little secret.

RIDLEY
But you could've let us know where you were, instead of making us worry 
                        all day long!  (PIXIES agree)
ROBIN
Hey!  Don't you Pixies be short with me!

RIDLEY
No more talk!  We must leave at once.

ROBIN
Can't I even have one bite?

CHEESY
I'll bite you if you like!

GLORIOSO
(Over the loudspeaker)  The QUEST!  The QUEST!

RIDLEY
Better no supper than to be supper!

ROBIN
But where are we now?

GLORIOSO
(Over the loudspeaker, eerily)  In Strangling Acres!  It is dangerous, but 
                          the path is clearly marked.  You must stay on it.  Don't let anything tempt 
                          you to leave it for even one moment!

ROBIN
How about a lift, Glorioso?

GLORIOSO
(Still over loudspeaker)  Enough delay!  Remember — whatever you do, 
                         don't leave the path!

RIDLEY
Let's go!  (He and the other PIXIES start to move out)
ROBIN
(Mocking GLORIOSO)  I know, I know — the quest!  The quest!  
                        (Reluctantly he follows them)

Scene 2

RIDLEY
Is this the path?  Glorioso said it would be well marked, but it doesn't 
                        seem so to me.

FOXY
            I think this must be it.

LOXY
            Misery me!  It goes on forever!

ROBIN
It looks clearer through here.  (Moves to a place off the path)
GLORIOSO
(Over the loudspeaker, ominously)  STAY ON THE PATH!

ROBIN
But are you sure you marked it right?  It seems better over here — 
GLORIOSO
(Louder)  STAY ON THE PATH!

ROBIN
But, Glorioso, it's — 
RIDLEY
We'd better do what he says.  (Other PIXIES agree, ad lib)
ROBIN
I don't know about Glorioso's advice.  I think he may be a little senile.

GLORIOSO
(Over loudspeaker)  STAY ON THE PATH!

ROBIN
(Getting back on the path)  All right!  All right!  I'm back on the path!

STINKY
I can't go another step!  Go on if you must.  (Sits wearily)  Horrible bugs!  
                        (Swats as some)
ROBIN
Are we almost there?

KINKY
I'm hungry!

CHEESY
So am I!

ROBIN
We're all hungry.  So what else is new!

RIDLEY
I don't think it can be too much farther.

ROBIN
Where's the map?

RIDLEY
(Hemming and hawwing)  It's ah, ah, ah, — 
ROBIN
You've lost the map?

RIDLEY
No, I haven't lost the map!  I've just misplaced it!

ROBIN
Big difference!  Now we're really in it!

RIDLEY
Well, why don't you do something, Goodfellow!  I don't know why we 
                         even let you come along.  You never do anything!

ROBIN
(Trying to be patient)  You "let me come along"?  Yes, I begged you and 
                          begged you to let me come!

FOXY
            Now, this won't do.  We must all stick together.

ROBIN
Stick together, my elbow!  (Slaps at the biting bugs.  Suddenly three 
                        SPIDERS sneak up on the group, unseen.  They begin to throw strands of 
                        "web" across the PIXIES and ROBIN, probably on the phrase "stick 
                         together")
ROBIN
Does anybody have a compass?

RIDLEY
(Pointing)  I think that's the west!  Or is it the east?  If the sun is going 
                         that way, then that means — the sun sinks in the west, doesn't it?

ROBIN
Well, it used to.

KINKY
I think the sun sinks in the north.

STINKY
No, silly, it sinks in the south!

RIDLEY
I've heard sometimes it sinks in the — 
ROBIN
There used to be at least a few things you could count on!  But who knows 
                         in this topsy-turvy world!  (Meanwhile the three spiders have been 
                         spinning a "web" around the PIXIES, tossing a big ball of yarn back and 
                         forth to each other.  ROBIN, unlike the others notices the "wed" strands 
                         on him and has been removing each one as it comes.  He is relatively free, 
                         therefore, of "web")  What if I just took a peek through there?  (Moves 
                         off)  Surely that can't hurt, can it?  Glorioso doesn't have to know!  I 
                         won't go far off the path.  (Ventures off the path, holding out an 
                         experimental toe, looking up for Glorioso's voice, then moving off more 
                         and more bravely)  I shouldn’t be long!

FOXY
             (As he and the remaining PIXIES are now thoroughly wrapped up in the 
                           spider's web)  But we've got to stick together!

FIRST 
SPIDER           (Triumphing)  We've got them!  A whole winter's supply!

SECOND 
SPIDER
You were terrific.  The way you moved in from the rear was some 
                         of the best web technique I've ever seen.

FIRST 
SPIDER
No, it was you who did it!  I couldn't believe how much webbing 
                        you produced!  It was absolutely great!  What vitamins have you 
                        been taking?

SECOND 
SPIDER
Didn't I tell you about that?  Listen, it's — 
THIRD 
SPIDER
I want to hear about it too, but we better take care of the prey first. 
                         (Gestures at the trussed-up PIXIES)
PIXIES
PREY!

THIRD 
SPIDER
Did they say something?

FIRST 
SPIDER
I think so.

PIXIES
HELP!

SECOND 
SPIDER
That sounded like something too, didn't it?  Wish we could 
                        understand their language.

RIDLEY
Let us go!

FIRST 
SPIDER
What funny sounds they make!  I don't really suppose it means 
                         anything, though, do you?

SECOND 
SPIDER
Probably not.  Okay, where should we suspend them?  Your web 
                        or mine?

THIRD 
SPIDER
How about over there?  (Points)  They might dry better.

SECOND 
SPIDER
Oh, I don't like mine too dry.  Moist is much better.

THIRD 
SPIDER
You like moist?  I've been getting into dehydrated prey lately. I 
                         think it cuts down on calories.  Same nutrition.

SECOND 
SPIDER
Really?  I hadn't heard that.  Don't you like fresh juices?

THIRD 
SPIDER
I used to be really into fresh juices, but prey keeps longer if you 
                        dry it out.  For instance, we could take these things here and suck 
                        all the juices out and then hang them in rows. They don't take up 
                        nearly as much web space that way.

FIRST 
SPIDER
And they don't jiggle so much either.

THIRD 
SPIDER
Right!  When they're still alive they sometimes shake the web and 
                        that gives me an upset stomach.

SECOND 
SPIDER
Well, maybe we better take the juices out of them then.  I'm willing 
                         to try something new.

PIXIES
TAKE THE JUICES OUT!  (Real panic now, with the PIXIES pulling 
                         every which way, tightening the strands more and more around their 
                         bodies)
FIRST 
SPIDER
Oh, look this one’s trying to get away!  (Puts another bit of “web” 
                        around a PIXIE)
SECOND 
SPIDER
(Watching them struggle)  You know.  I've never told anybody 
                          this before, but I like to tickle them when they’re tied up like that.  
                         (Looks at the PIXIES again)  Is that a terrible confession?

FIRST 
SPIDER
You do that too!  I thought I was the only one!

THIRD 
SPIDER
I think you two are sick, that's what I think!

SECOND 
SPIDER
You don't tickle yours?
THIRD 
SPIDER
You must be kidding!

FIRST 
SPIDER
Not even a little bit?  Come on now, be honest!

THIRD 
SPIDER
(Giving in)  Well, maybe just a teeny bit — 
FIRST 
SPIDER
Right!  When you move in like this and just tickle like mad! (He 

                        moves in and tickles a PIXIE) Oh, that really does something to me!

A PIXIE          No, please don’t! I’m ticklish!
SECOND 
SPIDER
And when they can't get away and start to giggle, I go absolutely 
                        bananas!

FIRST 
SPIDER
Oh, me too!  There's nothing like it!  Or when you say it and do it 

                         at the same time.  Have you ever done that?

SECOND 
SPIDER
What do you mean?
FIRST 
SPIDER
Like this. (Moves in again) (deliberately saying the words) Look at 

                        me. I’m tickling a Pixie!
A PIXIE          No more please!

THIRD 
SPIDER
(Opening up more)  Know what I really like?

FIRST 
SPIDER
What?

THIRD 
SPIDER
I don't know if I should say or not.
SECOND 
SPIDER
Come on, tell us.  We've told you about ourselves.

THIRD 
SPIDER
(A bit shamefaced)  You promise you won't tell?

FIRST 
SPIDER
We promise!

THIRD 
SPIDER
Well, to tell the truth I sort of get off being tickled myself!

FIRST 
SPIDER
(Horrified)  You what?

THIRD 
SPIDER
You know, I like to let my prey to tickle me.
SECOND 
SPIDER
That's disgusting!

FIRST 
SPIDER
It certainly is!  What self-respecting spider would let himself get 
                        tickled!  That's unnatural!

SECOND 
SPIDER
I've heard of some pretty sick things in my day, but that takes 
                        the cake!  They ought to lock you up!

THIRD 
SPIDER
I knew I shouldn't have told!

FIRST 
SPIDER
Get away from us!  We don't want your type hanging around!

SECOND 
SPIDER
That's right!  Move off!  Slimy creep!

THIRD 
SPIDER
All right, I'm going.  I'm going.  I knew I shouldn't have told 
                        anybody!  (Moves off)  I knew it, I knew it — 
FIRST 
SPIDER
(Shuddering)  Things like that make my flesh crawl!

SECOND 
SPIDER
I know what you mean.  Makes me want to step on him!  
                        (Shudders too)

ROBIN
(Off)  Hey, I think there may be a way through over here!

SECOND 
SPIDER
Listen, I think it's another one of those things.

FIRST 
SPIDER
Good!  Let's get him too!  (They hide)
ROBIN
(Entering, seeing bound PIXIES)  Hey, what's going on here!  (The 
                         PIXIES are muffled but asking for help from ROBIN)  Hey, this looks 
                         pretty strange to me!

FIRST 
SPIDER
Doesn't he even knock before he comes into a place? Where was he raised 
                        — in a barn?

ROBIN
Let them go!

FIRST 
SPIDER
Get him!  (They begin to encircle ROBIN)

ROBIN
Which should I use — my magic ring or my sword?  Decisions!  
                         Decisions!  (Opting for the sword)  Let's see how good a sting I have!

SECOND 
SPIDER
Paralyze him!  Paralyze him!

ROBIN
I don't know if I can stay and fight or not!  Spiders give me the willies.

RIDLEY
Don't get squeamish now, Robin!

ROBIN
I wonder if you'd do as much for me?  Huh?

PIXIES
We would!  Honest, Robin!  Etc.

ROBIN
I must say I have my doubts.  But — here goes!  (Begins to wield his 
                        sword at the two SPIDERS)  Take that, you filthy things!

SECOND 
SPIDER
(To FIRST)  Why don't you get him?

FIRST 
SPIDER
Well, I'm trying!  I don't see you doing such a hot job of it!

SECOND 
SPIDER
(Stopping the fight to quarrel with FIRST)  Now, wait just a 
                         minute!  I'm doing most of the work here!

FIRST 
SPIDER
Most of the work?  You must be joking!  I'm doing practically 
                        everything!

SECOND 
SPIDER
Who was it who almost had him a second ago?

FIRST 
SPIDER
Me, that's who!

SECOND 
SPIDER
You did?  Now I've heard everything! (ROBIN take advantage of 
                         their quarrel to untie some of the PIXIES)
ROBIN
(To the freed PIXIES)  Hurry!  Hurry!  Through there!  (Gestures)  Fly!  
                         Fly!

FIRST 
SPIDER
(Suddenly hearing)  Did someone say "fly"?  (Noticing)  Hey, 
                         stop that!  They're getting away!

ROBIN
(Fighting with the SPIDERS again)  How am I doing, Glorioso?  
                         Glorioso? (Looking up to the heavens for assistance. But there is none)   

                         I guess I'll just have to do it myself!  (Waves the sword madly and 
                         manages to make both SPIDERS fall to the ground)

THIRD 
SPIDER
(Coming back in)  Need some help?  I'll get him!  (Comes up 
                         behind ROBIN, who is trying to keep the other two down and 
                         fight the THIRD spider too)
SECOND 
SPIDER
(To THIRD)  Didn't we tell you to get out of here?

FIRST 
SPIDER
Yes, go away!

THIRD 
SPIDER
But I've come back to save you!

FIRST 
SPIDER
We don't want to be saved by the likes of you! 
SECOND 
SPIDER
No way!  So just buzz off!

THIRD 
SPIDER
(Disheartened)  Okay, if that's the way you want it.  (Trudging off 
                         again)  I knew I shouldn't have told anybody — 
FIRST 
SPIDER
(To ROBIN)  Now where were we?

ROBIN
(Forcing them further to the ground) Here, I think!

FIRST 
SPIDER
(To SECOND)  Hey, what are we doing?  There are two of us and 
                         only one of him!

SECOND 
SPIDER
(Realizing)  You're right!  (Both jump up and grab at ROBIN)

ROBIN
(managing to free himself)  It's my chance to get away!

PIXIES
Robin!  Free us!  Help!  Etc.

ROBIN
But if I leave, it's the end of the Pixies. Well, maybe that's not such a bad 
                        idea?
RIDLEY
Think of something, Robin!

ROBIN
But what? (Has an idea)  I've got it!  (Suddenly he begins to make a loud 
                        buzzing noise, like a big fly)

FIRST 
SPIDER
Did you hear that?

SECOND 
SPIDER
Is that what I think it is?  (ROBIN runs off, making a big 
                        BZZZZZZing noise, luring the spiders away)
FIRST 
SPIDER
Flies!  My favorite!

SECOND 
SPIDER
And great big ones to judge from the sound!

FIRST 
SPIDER
Where did that sound come from?  Over there?

SECOND 
SPIDER
Flies!  Flies!  (The two spiders run off after ROBIN, who continues to 
                        make the buzzing sound)
ROBIN
(Runs around the entire theater, passing back by the remaining PIXIES, 
                         cutting a few free)  Go! Go!  (Makes the buzzing noise, looking back for 
                         the spiders who are after him.  Rushes off)

FIRST 
SPIDER
Great big horseflies, I can tell!

SECOND 
SPIDER
Right over here, I think!  (They rush off after ROBIN again)

ROBIN
BZZZ (Coming back one last time, freeing the rest of the PIXIES)  I'm 
                        exhausted!  Bzzz!  I can't buzz one more time!

GLORIOSO
(Over the loudspeaker one more time)  STAY ON THE PATH!

ROBIN
Oh, shut up!

GLORIOSO
(Shocked)  What?

ROBIN
(Getting up wearily)  I never thought I'd wind up doing impersonations of 
                         flies!  But you do what you have to in this world, I suppose.  (weakly) 

                         Bzzz!  (Moves off)
FIRST 
SPIDER
Did they go through there?

SECOND 
SPIDER
Did you lose them?

FIRST 
SPIDER
I didn't lose them.  You did!  I sense they're over here!  (SPIDERS 
                        go off in the opposite direction from where ROBIN went)

Scene 3


(ROBIN comes back in from where he just exited, with the IMP-QUEEN and her 
             troops forcing him back by sheer numbers. They have captured the PIXIES)

QUEEN
We are Affectionette, the Imp-Queen!  Who do you think you are 
                         tromping on our queendom?

ROBIN
(Weary)  Look, Madam, you seem like a reasonable person.  How about 
                          some hospitality for a change?  Is everybody we meet awful?

QUEEN
You haven't come for our treasure, have you?

RIDLEY
(Lying) No, Your Majesty!  We're just sight-seers.

QUEEN           You're sure you haven't come for the vast treasure that is guarded by 
                         the terrible dragon?

RIDLEY
Positive!

ROBIN
 (Acknowledging the lie to the audience)  Well, I haven't come for the 
                          treasure!

QUEEN
 We don't believe you!  Arrest them and take them away to the 
                         dungeons!

RIDLEY
 (To ROBIN)  Use your magic ring!  Quick!

ROBIN
 I'm tired.

QUEEN
 (Snatching the hula hoop ring before he can use it)  Aha!  A magic 
                          ring!

RIDLEY
Oh, Robin, you've lost it!

QUEEN
 So now we have all this power in our hands!  How does one use it?  
                         But first, let us discard this.  (Takes off a scarf or stole.  Throws it 
                         away)  We've been wearing it for over seven minutes!  Now, how 
                         does one use this?

ROBIN
You expect me to tell you?

QUEEN
Tell us!  We are Affectionette, the Imp-Queen!

ROBIN
I forget.

QUEEN
Oh, indeed?!  Well, it can't be that difficult.  We'll figure it out myself!  
                        Perhaps like this?  (Takes the hoop and twirls it around on the floor)  
                        Aha!  (Nothing happens)  Well then, perhaps like this!  (Rubs it)  
                        Nothing happened!  Are you sure this is a magic ring?

ROBIN
Its magic may have worn off.

QUEEN
We don't need your magic ring!  We are the Imp-Queen!

ROBIN
So you keep saying.

QUEEN
We are the queen of all the Imps and Wood Sprites and Leprechauns 
                         in the world!

ROBIN
Whoopee!

QUEEN
You dare to mock us?

ROBIN
Did that sound like mockery?  I was just trying to get a cheer started.

QUEEN
Put them in the dungeons!

ROBIN
Your Majesty, couldn't we just call a truce?  May I call you Affectionette?

QUEEN
Of course you can't!

ROBIN
We haven't has a moment's rest since we left home.  You have a magic 
                         ring and everything.  Couldn't we just get to know each other better?

QUEEN
(Abruptly becoming very friendly)  That's an excellent idea!  Let's all 
                         sit down and have a nice chat.  (The PIXIES and IMPS all agree that 
                         this is a good idea, ad lib, and also sit down)
QUEEN
(Once all are settled)  Well, what shall we talk about?

ROBIN
Read any good books lately, Your Majesty?

QUEEN
Books?  What is that?

ROBIN
They're sort of like this.  (Demonstrates with his hands)
QUEEN
What are they for?

ROBIN
They make you laugh and they make you cry — and they give you 
                         information!

QUEEN
Information?  Whatever for?

ROBIN
So people can converse...and so that you Imps and Wood Sprites and 
                        Leprechauns will know how to vote intelligently.

QUEEN
Vote?  What is that?

ROBIN
So they can vote for the best queen.  Have the best ruler.

QUEEN
But they've already got the best queen!  Why would they want to 
                        "vote" for another one?

ROBIN
Well possibly some of the Imps, etc. don't care for their queen and might 
                         want to make a change.

QUEEN
Not care for their queen?  How could they not care for their queen?  
                        (To IMPS)  You adore your queen don't you?  (The IMPS, 
                         intimidated, all agree that they do)  See!  What did I tell you!  They 
                         adore me.

ROBIN
Oh, I can see that, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
Well, what else should we discuss. Tell me how much you like our 
                        dress.

ROBIN
It's lovely, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
Yes, isn't it?  What else do you like about us?

ROBIN
Let me think for a moment.

QUEEN
(Incensed)  You have to think for a moment?  What about our eyes or 
                         lips?  We've had many compliments on our teeth.  What do you think 
                         of our teeth?  (Shows them)
ROBIN
(Forcing the compliment)  Extraordinary.

QUEEN
We thought you'd like them! What else shall we talk about? I’m 

                         enjoying this. Do you like the way we sit?

ROBIN
(Again forcing)  It couldn't me more perfect, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
What about your friends here?  Do they like it?  (The PIXIES all agree 
                         they like the way she sits)  Yes, we have excellent posture. We've 
                         never been told otherwise!

ROBIN
 I'll bet.

QUEEN
 Do you like our cheeks?  (They should be quite white)
ROBIN
They're very nice.  Possibly they tend to be a bit pale, don't you think?

QUEEN
 Pale? Our cheeks pale?  (Incensed)  You must be mad!  Pale?

ROBIN
 Come to think of it, your cheeks really are just about as good as they 
                          could be.

QUEEN
 That's better!

ROBIN
 What do you think of our cheeks, Your Majesty?

QUEEN
 Who cares?  Now what else can we talk about?  Do you admire our 
                          wit?

ROBIN
 Have I heard any yet, Your Majesty?

QUEEN
 Haven't we said something witty lately?  (To IMPS, who confer and 
                         come up with a piece of paper, which they give to the IMP-QUEEN)  
                         All right, listen, everybody!  we’re going to be witty!  (Stands up)  
                         "Knock, knock"!

IMPS
             Who's there?

QUEEN
 "The Imp-Queen"!

IMPS
              The Imp-Queen who?

QUEEN
  I've come to "Imp-Queen (Sound like "empty") the garbage!"  (The 
                          PIXIES groan at the bad pun)  You didn't like it?  Imps?  (The IMPS 
                          ad lib about how clever it was, how much they liked it)  See!  They 
                          liked it!  You Pixies have no sense of humor!  We thought it quite 
                          brilliant ourself.  One of the best we’ve ever made up!

ROBIN
  I don't know how you do it, Your Majesty!

QUEEN
 Why, thank you! We don't know how we do either. It isn't easy being 
                          witty, you know!

ROBIN
 Do you have any others?

PIXIES
 (Protesting)  No!  Robin!  Etc.

ROBIN
Well, it's better than a Gremlin or a dragon!

QUEEN
Another one? Let's see.  (Looks to her IMPS)  Do we have any more?  
ROBIN
Why don't you tell us more about the land of the Imps, Your Majesty?

QUEEN
Quite right!  We're weary of being clever!  Did we mention how 
                         devoted our subjects are?

ROBIN
That's evident, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
How about our cheeks?  Did we show you those?

ROBIN  
I believe so, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
We did?  How about our teeth?  We've had many compliments on our 
                         teeth!  (Shows them again)
ROBIN
And all yours, I bet.

QUEEN
Every one of them!  What else shall we talk about?  
ROBIN
Well, we could talk about you for a change, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
Oh, no! We wouldn't want to bore you with talk about us. What do you 
                         think about us?

ROBIN
Me?

QUEEN
Yes, we'd like to get your opinion about our beauty. Surely you’ve 

                         noticed it?

ROBIN
Oh yes, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
(To her attendants.  Removing an article of clothing)  Take this awful 
                          thing away!  Give us a new one!  (Dons a new article of clothing.  To 
                          ROBIN)  And?  About our beauty?

ROBIN
Well — 
QUEEN
Our teeth are especially attractive, don't you feel? (The PIXIES have 
                         begun to sneak away from her excessive ego.  ROBIN notices 
                         although the IMP-QUEEN does not.  He gets up and wants to join 
                         them.  The IMPS fully understand)
ROBIN
(To keep the IMP-QUEEN talking)  Why don't you tell us a little more 
                        about yourself, Your Majesty?

QUEEN
You really want to hear?  Tell us now if we’re talking about ourself 
                         too much. Oh, we just had a thought! We haven't said a word about 
                         our hair, have we?  (ROBIN begins to sneak away with the PIXIES as 
                         the IMP-QUEEN chatters on)  Notice the texture of our hair.  Very 
                         fine, they say.  We once had a sonnet written about this patch on the 
                         top.  To say nothing of an epic celebrating our scalp!  Did we show 
                         you our scalp?  (Parts the hair to show the scalp underneath)  You can 
                         tell we’re royalty by the texture of the skin. Can't fake that.  This is 
                         the genuine article!  (ROBIN and the PIXIES are almost free of her.  
                         The IMPS don't try to stop them)
IMP
            (Secretively)  Can't we go with you?  Please!

ROBIN
I'm sorry.  We have a quest to go on.

IMP
            Please!

QUEEN
(Chattering on)  And our cuticles are unsurpassed.  We won a prize 
                          last week for our cuticles, did I tell you? (Not paying attention to the 
                          others)  And have you noticed our first knuckle?  
ROBIN
(To IMPS)  I'm afraid we don't have any more room in the party.

RIDLEY
So, Robin, you're re-joining us at last?

ROBIN
(Referring back to the IMP-QUEEN)  Maybe we're going to die if we go 
                         on — but at least we won't die of boredom!  (They disappear, the IMP-
                         QUEEN still chattering, the IMPS despondently listening to her)
QUEEN
. . .  By the way, did you notice our teeth? — 

Scene 4


(The PIXIES and ROBIN by themselves)
RIDLEY
Thank God, we got away from her!

ROBIN
 I left my magic ring behind.

RIDLEY
 Oh no!  We'll have to go back and get it.

ROBIN
 It isn't worth the trouble.

RIDLEY
 But we may need it to get back the treasure!

ROBIN
 I'm sure Glorioso will provide.  Won't you, Glorioso?  (Looks upward, 
                         but there is no answer)  Glorioso?

RIDLEY
 I'm going back for the ring.  (Starts to go)  Who's coming with me?  (The 
                         PIXIES one by one agree to go with him, but weakly)  What kind of spirit 
                         is this?  Are you coming, Robin Goodfellow?

ROBIN
 I'll sit this adventure out.

RIDLEY
All we have to do is go back and take the magic ring.  Forward, Pixies!  
                        (They go offstage)
ROBIN
Some creatures never learn.  She's not going to give them that magic ring.  
                        What do you want to bet?  Even if she never learns how to use it correctly 
                         she won't give it up to somebody else. Can I interest anyone in a small 
                         wager?  (The PIXIES return at once in chains or bonds of some kind, 
                         followed by the IMPS)
QUEEN
 To the dungeons with them!  The dungeons!

IMP
            (To the PIXIES)  We're sorry about this!  We'd let you go if we could.

QUEEN
 They will pay for what they have done!  Walk out on us, the Imp-
                         Queen, while we’re talking!  On us!  In the very midst of our 
                         delightful conversation!  Don't dawdle!  Lock them up!  At once!  
(The PIXIES walk past ROBIN, pushed by the IMPS, the QUEEN haranguing 
  them all, driving them onward)
ROBIN
 (To audience)  I hate to say I told you so, but . . . (Gestures at the passing 
                          parade)

QUEEN
 Once we have the secret of the magic ring we’ll be invincible!  We'll 
                         bet you work it this way!  (Rolls it back and forth — but nothing 
                         happens)  Maybe it's this way!  (Bounces it up and down — still 
                         nothing happens)  To the dungeons with them!  (They all leave, except 
                         for ROBIN, whom the IMP-QUEEN has not noticed)

RIDLEY
 (From offstage)  Robin!

ROBIN
 (Wearily getting up)  I'm coming. I'm coming.  
 (Trudges after them.  A brief blackout) 
 (Lights up.  Now we see ROBIN with bonds in a dungeon along with the 
 PIXIES)
2ND IMP 

GUARD
 (Entering with a tray of food)  Food for you.  Thanks to our gracious 
                          queen.

RIDLEY
  I thank her majesty and hope to return her hospitality when I have an 
                          opportunity.  My dungeons go with the color of her hair very well 
                          indeed.

1ST IMP 

GUARD
 What's that he says?

2ND IMP 

GUARD
 I think he threatens our queen.

1ST IMP 

GUARD
 Let's not tell her.  You know how she gets.

2ND IMP 

GUARD
 Are you ready to answer the questions of our sovereign?

RIDLEY
 I refuse to answer under duress.

1ST IMP 

GUARD
 I suppose we should be writing all this down.

2ND IMP 

GUARD
 Yes, I suppose we should be.  (They look at each other, acknowledging 
                          that they won't bother)
ROBIN
 Can we eat now?

1ST IMP 

GUARD
By all means!

ROBIN
Thank you.  (Starts to eat, but spits it out)  Ghhh!

1ST IMP 

GUARD
You don't like it?

ROBIN
It's nothing but salt!

1ST IMP 

GUARD
That's the way the Imp-Queen likes her food.

2ND IMP 

GUARD
So that's how everybody has to eat theirs.

ROBIN
It's terrible!

2ND IMP 

GUARD
Sorry about that.

1ST IMP 

GUARD
We don't make the policies.  We're just following orders.  (They leave, a 
                         bit shamefacedly)
ROBIN
We've got to get out of here.  That's all there is to it!

FOXY
            Perhaps we should tell the Imp-Queen about our plans — the treasure and 
                        all that.

LOXY
            She might even help us.  After all, the dragon has stolen the Imps’ treasure 
                        too.  We could share it.

RIDLEY
What's to stop her from taking it all?

STINKY
Let's not fight about who gets the treasure, at least until we're out of here!

ROBIN
(Jumping up)  I've got it!  And to think they've been here all the time! 
                        (Taps a plastic trash can that he has been sitting on.  He looks inside, finds 
                         the IMP-QUEEN's discarded clothes, including undergarments.  There 
                         should be other full plastic trash cans in the dungeon)  Look!  (Pulls out 
                         more discarded clothing)
RIDLEY
Just a minute now!  Who makes the decisions around here!

ROBIN
Have you got a plan to escape, Ridley?

RIDLEY
(bluffing) I'm working on one!
ROBIN
In the meantime, why not try mine?  (The PIXIES ad lib questions about 
                        what the plan is)  There's a stream under this floor!  Listen.  (Gets down 
                        on all fours and places his ear to the floor)  Do you hear it?  (The PIXIES 
                        also get down on all fours and listen)

RIDLEY
You sure it's not the sewer?

ROBIN
Haven't you heard those splashes? You know what those were — the 
                        guards dumping trash through a trap door just outside here.

RIDLEY
Are you sure?

ROBIN
What else could it be?  The Imp-Queen must go through umpteen 
                         garments a day!  Her trash goes bobbing down the stream and the current 
                         carries it along to Lake Swan.  (Excitedly)  And where is Lake Swan?

KINKY
In Michigan?

ROBIN
No!  At the foot of the Forbidden Slopes!  Our destination!

RIDLEY
Interesting, but that doesn't help us.

ROBIN
Can't you see?  We hide ourselves in the empty plastic trash cans and the 
                         Imps drop us through the trap-door along with the trash!

CHEESY
I like it.  I like it!

ROBIN
We ride away to freedom!

RIDLEY
But we'll drown!

ROBIN
We can make water wings out of the Imp-Queen's garments!  (Suddenly 
                         there is a flourish and the IMP-QUEEN herself enters, with attendants)
QUEEN
(To PIXIES)  Kneel!  (Realizing they are already on their knees)  So 
                          you're already kneeling.  That's more like it!

RIDLEY
(Whispering to ROBIN)  She overheard us!

ROBIN
Maybe not.  How can we be of assistance to your majesty?

QUEEN
(Getting the hula hoop magic ring from an attendant)  We want you to 
                          tell us how to use this magic ring.  We've tried every which way and 
                          nothing works!

ROBIN
 Perhaps if her majesty will hand it to me for a moment I can teach her.  
                         (Holds out his hand)
QUEEN
 (At first she stars to hand it to him, then snatches it back)  Oh no, you 
                          don't!  If we hand it to you, you'll use is on us!  You think this Imp-
                          Queen was born yesterday!  Just tell me how to use it!

ROBIN
 Have you tried biting it, Your Majesty? With your beautiful teeth.
QUEEN
 Biting it? Aha, so that's the secret!  (Nibbles on the hoop. She waits 
                         expectantly, but nothing happens)  What's wrong with it?

ROBIN
 Perhaps your teeth aren't exactly right, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
What?!
ROBIN
(Catching on)  I mean your royal teeth are too fine, too delicate for mere 
                         chomping, Your Majesty!

QUEEN
 Our poor teeth!  Isn't there some other way to make it work?

ROBIN
 I'm afraid not, Ma'am.

QUEEN
 You can't expect a queen to chew on something nasty like that!

ROBIN
 Maybe it will make your royal teeth stronger, have you thought of that?

QUEEN
 Do you think so?  (Begins to chew on the hoop again, this time like a 
                         baby who is teething)  Ooo, that feels good on our gums!  But why 
                         isn't the magic working?

ROBIN
 Keep chewing, Your Majesty!  As I recall, there's only one certain spot on 
                          the ring that must be touched with the two front teeth at the same time.

QUEEN
 (Trying different bites)  Like this?  How about this?  (Getting 
                           impatient)  This stupid ring!  I'm getting my mouth all dry!  We need 
                           a drink!  Some champagne there!

1ST IMP 

GUARD
 Begging your indulgence, Majesty, but there is no more champagne.

QUEEN
 Your queen is dry and you tell her these in no champagne! What is the 
                          world coming to?  (Checks the trash cans)  Not even an empty?  And 
                          on top of it all, we’re sick of this __________.  (Takes off an item of 
                          apparel, perhaps an undergarment, and tosses it into the trash can)  
                          Get me something to drink!

1ST IMP 

GUARD
 (Announcing)  Replenish the royal saliva!

2ND IMP 

GUARD
 (Passing it on)  Replenish the royal saliva!  (The announcement is 
                          echoed throughout the IMPS corps, who scurry about looking for 
                          something for the IMP-QUEEN to drink)
ROBIN 
 Perhaps your majesty will settle for some of our dungeon water.

QUEEN
 Are you attempting to trick me?

ROBIN  
 Never, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
 (Thirsty, angry)  Once and for all, tell us how to make this stupid 

                           magic ring work! This way?  (Throws in into the air and claps her 
                           hands twice while it's in mid-air. Nothing happens)  How about this?  
                           (Throws it up and claps her hands behind her back, then catches the 
                           ring. Nothing happens. Gets angrier and thirstier)  How about this?  
                           (Begins to bend the hoop) Or like this? (Bends it so much she twists 
                           it out of shape.  Winds up stomping on it)
ROBIN
  (Tongue-in-cheek)  I don't think that's quite it, Your Majesty.

QUEEN
  Who needs a magic ring anyway!  (Kicks the hula hoop)  Make way 
                           for your Imp-Queen!  (The PIXIES part like the Red Sea)  First she 
                           must replenish her royal saliva!  (As she exits, turning back to the 
                           PIXIES)  Affectionette will tend to you all later — and just hope she's 
                           in a good mood!  (Exits grandly)
RIDLEY
  (Checking to make sure the Queen and IMPS are gone)  Now's our 
                           chance.  (Retrieves the magic ring)  We can fix this, can't we?

ROBIN
  (Examining the hula hoop)  I think it's beyond repair.  We'd better try the 
                           trash cans.

STINKY
  If only they'd throw out the trash cans too.  We could stay inside them.

ROBIN
  The Queen's undergarments will hold us up!  (Holds up a brassiere or 
                          other garment)  They'll fill with air as we fall and hold us up in the 
                          water.  
(They begin to put on the queen's discards)
RIDLEY
What if they catch us!  On top of everything else, they'll fine us for cross-
                         dressing!

ROBIN
We've got to do something!

LOXY
             You're not getting me into any Queen's garments!

ROBIN
 Oh, very well.  Stay here in your cozy cell!

RIDLEY
 (Reluctantly)  It seems we have no choice.  (They start to get into the 

                          garments)
ROBIN
 We'll have to act at once.  They could come back at any moment!  
                          (Immediate offstage noise)  Let's hurry!  (They finish getting into the 
                          IMP-QUEEN’S discards, ad libbing about how they look)
PIXIES
 That's you, Cheesy!  Do we look vogue?  Etc.  (Suddenly we hear IMPS 
                         offstage chanting)

IMPS
             Trash!  Trash!  Trash!  Trash!  Make a great big splash!  Splash!  Throw 
                          it all away! There'll be more another day!

RIDLEY
 What are they chanting?

ROBIN
 I think it's a toast to the Imp-Queen.  (Sounds of splashes)  No, they're 
                         throwing out the trash!  They'll be along for ours soon!

RIDLEY
 We'd better prepare!

ROBIN
 Line up the trash cans!  We've got to get inside!  Kinky, make a list and 
                         check everyone off as he goes in!  Stinky, collect straw!  Loxy, collect 
                         jackets and stuff them with straw to leave in the cells!

LOXY
             Whatever for?

ROBIN
 Make it look like we're all asleep. They'll finally figure out how we got 
                         away, but the longer they think we're still here, the better for us.  (A scene 
                         of great activity, following Robin's instructions or at the same time as he 
                         gives the instructions)
FOXY
             I hate to leave these good jackets behind.

ROBIN
 Start packing, Pixies!  (Some PIXIES get into the plastic trash cans. 
                         Others help them in)

RIDLEY
 Who'll check the last can to be sure we're all right?

ROBIN
 I'll be last.

RIDLEY
 (Trying to retain his leadership role)  You're getting to be pretty pushy 
                           for a Wimp!  The leader should go last!

ROBIN
 No time to argue.  Into the trash can, Ridley!  Okay, is everybody in?  
                         (Heads pop out of the cans.  All together:  "We're ready!")
RIDLEY
 It's stuffy in here!

ROBIN
 Hurry!  (One of the PIXIES suddenly appears, without a can of his own)
KINKY
 Hey, I don't have a trash can!

ROBIN
 In here!  (ROBIN helps stuff him in)  Is there room?

STINKY
 (Looking out of can)  It ain't crowded, Robin.  He's my brother!

ROBIN
 (Pushing the last PIXIE in)  I guess I'm the last one!  (Steps into his own 
                          trash can just as —

 The IMPS come in. They look at the dummies left in the beds)

1ST IMP 

GUARD
 We've come for the trash!  (No reply)  Look at that — they're all asleep 

                          already.
2ND IMP 

GUARD
 That's just like Pixies — lazy!  Come on, help me move these cans.  
(The IMPS begin to roll the trash cans out)
IMPS
             (Singing as they move trash cans, to the tune of "Roll out the Barrel")  
                           Roll out the trash cans! We'll have a barrel of fun!  Roll out the trash 
                           cans! We've got the blues on the run!”

 Scene 5


(Blackout:  during which we hear the sound of trash cans being emptied through 
             the trap-door, loud splashes, perhaps some PIXIES groaning from all the 
             knocking about)


(Lights up quickly:  Some of the trash cans are strewn about, somewhat wet, some 
             of the PIXIES spilling out of them, some still inside, etc)
ROBIN
 (Getting up, inspecting the PIXIES, who look like they are all dead, not 
                          moving)  Ridley?  Foxy? Are you all dead?  (He sits down, holding his 
                          head)  Oh no, what's going to happen to me now!  Glorioso, where are 
                          you?

RIDLEY
 (Stirring at last)  My knees!  My elbows!  (The other PIXIES begin to stir 
                          as well, getting up, etc)
ROBIN
 (Looking in the trash can with two in it)  It's . . . Kinky?

STINKY
 (Popping out)  And Stinky!  Aaaa — 
KINKY
 Choo!

ROBIN
 You're all right!

STINKY
 Just pneumonia, that's all!

ROBIN
 Foxy, Loxy, Cheesy, etc. — I never thought I'd be so happy to see you!  
                         (They greet ROBIN, but they are sore and stiff)  Well, I suppose we can 
                         head back home now, can't we? Right?
RIDLEY
 No!  In the morning we start for the Forbidden Slope, to drive the dragon 
                         from his cave!

ROBIN
 Maybe he'd dead by now.  (There is a tremendous distant roar)
ROBIN
 Hear that!

ROBIN
 (Afraid)  Is that Pec-Pec-Pec — ?

RIDLEY
 (Saying it without stuttering)  Peccadillo!  There — I said it! Let us go!  
(They start to leave)
ROBIN
 I wonder if the dragon has trouble saying Pix-Pix-Pixies!  (He follows the 
                         others)  Somehow I d-d-doubt it.

Scene 6


(Near the dragon's cave)
RIDLEY
 (Casting some bones as if performing a magic ritual)  Look!  The runes 
                           tell us to stand by the pink stone!

ROBIN
 (Looking at the bones on the ground)  They do?

RIDLEY
 We've been doing that already. Let's see . . . (He checks out the pink stone 
                          near them, examines the bones again)  Next — the setting sun by the last 
                          light of St. Tex's Feast Day.

ROBIN
 Yes?

RIDLEY
 (Getting down closer to the bones)  It's a little hard to read right in here.  
                          But I think it says:  "will shine upon the opening."

ROBIN
 Do you think today might be St. Tex's Feast Day?

RIDLEY
 Yes, St. Tex's Feast Day!  St. Tex's Feast Day! . . . Actually I don't know 
                          what day that is.

ROBIN
 Well, as least it's close to sunset.  (Offstage roar from the dragon)  Do 
                         dragons roam about at night?  They're day creatures, aren't they?

RIDLEY
 Look!  A ray of setting sunlight!  (Indeed a red ray of sunlight begins to 
                         fall on the pink stone)
ROBIN
 What luck!  But do we have the key?

RIDLEY
 The opening!  Look for the opening!

ROBIN
 Is this it?

RIDLEY
 Quick!  Let's try the key while the light still shines on the opening.  (The 
                         PIXIES encourage here, ad lib)  Now for the key!  (Checks his person for 
                         the key)  The key!  It was right here the last time I checked.

ROBIN
 Don't tell me you've lost the key.

RIDLEY
 (Still checking his person)  Here it is!  (General relief)  All right, quiet, 
                          everyone!  I'm going to try it now!  (RIDLEY solemnly places the key 
                          into the opening and turns it)
ROBIN
 I didn't hear anything click.

RIDLEY
Let me try it this way.  (Tries it again, nothing opens)
ROBIN
You sure that's the right key?

RIDLEY
Of course it's the right key.  Didn't Glorioso himself give it to me?

ROBIN
That's what I mean.

RIDLEY
Here, you try it.  You're supposed to be some help to us, aren't you?

ROBIN
I never said I was a pick-lock!

RIDLEY
You didn't?  Fine time to tell us!

ROBIN
Here, let me try it!  (Gets closer to the key in the stone, turns it a few times 
                        in several ways and then we hear a click.  The door opens.  PIXIES cheer)
ROBIN
(Impressed against his will)  You did it, Goodfellow.  (The PIXIES break 
                          into a bit of a punning "For He's a Jolly Goodfellow.")  Okay! Enough! 

                         . . . Maybe I was cut out to be a pick-lock all this time and didn't even 
                         know it!

RIDLEY
And now, at long last, we must enter the secret lair of the dragon.  (Fear 
                        among the PIXIES)
ROBIN
Do we have to?

RIDLEY
And as a reward for opening the door, you, Mr. Goodfellow, may have the 
                        privilege of entering the lair first!

ROBIN
Privilege?

PIXIES
Hear! Hear! Robin first!

ROBIN
SHHH!  We'll wake Pec-Peccadillo!  I don't hear him now.  I read 
                        somewhere that you should let sleeping dragons lie. All right, let us go 
                        then, if we must.  But who's coming with me?

RIDLEY
You go, Robin.  You did such a grand job with the key, it's clear that you 
                        have the best chance of catching the dragon unawares.

ROBIN
I do?

RIDLEY
Of all of us here, without question you are the sneakiest.

ROBIN
But I can't go in alone.

RIDLEY
There'll be less noise that way. Good luck — and lots of it!  (Offers to 
                         shake hands)  Now let’s see all your hidden talents!

ROBIN
Wait a minute now!

RIDLEY
I never thought I'd say it, but Robin Goodfellow, you are one brave Wimp!

ROBIN
I am?  (Deciding)  You're right — I am!  Here goes!  Look out, 
                        Peccadillo, here I come!  (Starts to enter the cave)

(Suddenly the IMP-QUEEN and her attendants rush onstage, with spears)

QUEEN
Halt!  In the name of the Imp-Queen!  (The PIXIES groan at her 
                        appearance; the IMPS surround them)  So, despicable Pixies, we meet 
                        again!  Thought you could steal the treasure, did you!  Half that 
                        treasure is mine!

RIDLEY
We will not parley with armed Imps!

QUEEN
Imp treasure is mingled in Peccadillo's hoard!

RIDLEY
We will give you nothing.  Not a single gold coin!

QUEEN
So you claim treasure that is not yours  How then are you any better 
                        than Peccadillo?

RIDLEY
We discovered the secret opening!  We've earned it!  Besides, we've had 
                         many horrendous adventures getting to where we are now — and thus we 
                         deserve everything we get!

QUEEN
Nonsense!  We are the Queen of Impland and we haven't had a new 
                        dress for well over fifteen minutes!

RIDLEY
We will not share the treasure.  And that is all there is to it!

QUEEN
How, may I ask, do you expect to get past the dragon?

RIDLEY
With this!  (Draws a bent and battered sword)
QUEEN
With that?  (The IMPS titter)  You couldn't cut a crumpet with that!  
                        Behold the sword of the Imps!  (Claps her hands. The IMPS present a 
                        gleaming sword on a purple pillow)  This blade was forged especially 
                        to slay the dragon!  Dragons have to be slain — not laughed to death!  
                        They expect it!  And they expect the swords that slay them to be the 
                        best!  If we were Peccadillo, we'd be insulted to be slain with 
                        something like that!

RIDLEY
We will not give up one zircon.  All of it belongs to the Pixies.

ROBIN
But, Ridley, if part of the treasure is really hers — 
RIDLEY
Silence, traitor!  (Thrusting him aside)

FOXY
            Ridley, we know that the crown jewels of the Imps are inside there!

RIDLEY
I no longer call you friend, Foxy!

ROBIN
It's indeed a bitter thing if our adventures end this way. We need some 
                        assistance! But where? How?

 (GLORIOSO enters dramatically, lights flashing, sound effects)

GLORIOSO
Glorioso is here!

ROBIN
(Distressed)  Oh no!

QUEEN
I expect you're coming around for a share of the treasure too?

GLORIOSO
Listen to me!  Instead of destroying each other you should be 
                        destroying Peccadillo together so that this Warlockdom can again 
                        thrive in peace and plenty!

ROBIN
(Almost to himself)  That's the first sensible thing I've heard you say since 
                         I met you!

GLORIOSO
I bring with me certain knowledge which you will need in order to 
                        vanquish the dragon.  But — but — I will not reveal it unless you and 
                        the Imp-Queen agree to agree!

RIDLEY
Never!

QUEEN
I have made my offer!

GLORIOSO
Ridley?

RIDLEY
No!

GLORIOSO
All right, this calls for a little negotiating.  (Does some wizardry and 
                        RIDLEY begins to shake)
RIDLEY
What's happening to me?  (Shaking violently)  Glorioso!

GLORIOSO
Do you agree to join forces with the Imp-Queen?

RIDLEY
Yes!  Yes!  Anything!

GLORIOSO
Good!  (Stops the shaking)  I knew you would see reason if I just put it to 
                         you in the right way.

ROBIN
(To audience)  Reason?

GLORIOSO
Come now, be friends!  (The IMP-QUEEN and RIDLEY both hesitate)  
                         BE FRIENDS, DAMN IT!  (They hurriedly approach each other and 
                         clasp hands, then embrace)
PIXIES
(Tossing their hoods in the air)  Hurray for the Imps!

IMPS
            (Pounding their spears on the ground)  Hurray for the Pixies!

GLORIOSO
(Looking at the embracing IMP-QUEEN and RIDLEY)  What a pretty 
                         sight! And now for the special knowledge you will need.

ALL
            (Leaning in, as one, to GLORIOSO)  YES?

GLORIOSO
The dragon cannot be wounded.

VOICES
What?  What did he say?

GLORIOSO
The dragon cannot be wounded except for one spot!  He wears a 
                        bejeweled waistcoat that protects him from danger, but there is a bare 
                        spot — just over his heart.

ROBIN
May I ask a question, sir?

GLORIOSO
Anything.

ROBIN
Why does the dragon leave one spot bare?  Isn't that sort of stupid?

GLORIOSO
(Angry)  How do I know!  You can't expect me to know everything!

ROBIN
Sorry!  Sorry!

GLORIOSO
(Resuming)  Once inside, Robin must somehow get Peccadillo to expose 
                         his bare patch.

ROBIN
Robin?  But how?

GLORIOSO
You'll find a way.

ROBIN
But — 
GLORIOSO
Good luck, Robin Goodfellow!  At last you have reached the high point 
                        of your quest!  How I envy you at this moment!

ROBIN
You want to go?

GLORIOSO
Oh no, Robin.  This is your moment of greatness! (PIXIES and Imps ad 
                         lib good wishes, shake hands, etc)
ROBIN
Well, it can't be too difficult then, can it?  (There is a sudden very loud 
                         roar from the offstage dragon.  ROBIN gulps and starts forward with the 
                         Impish sword into the mouth of the cave)  Well, somebody has to uphold 
                         the honor of us Wimps! . . . I guess.


Scene 7


(The dragon's den.  Walls and ceiling are covered with treasure: crowns, coats of 
             mail, goblets, shields, etc.  PECCADILLO lies asleep in a pile of precious gems.  
             Bubbling noises and vapors can be heard and seen.  ROBIN enters and looks for 
             PECCADILLO, but doesn't notice him among all the jewels.  He walks across 
             the dragon's back unaware of what he's doing)
PECCADILLO   (Waking up)  Thief! Thief! (ROBIN jumps off the dragon's back and 
                             hides)  I know you're here somewhere. I smell you. Thought you'd 
                             catch me napping, did you!  (More vapors and bubbles)  Speak, 
                             intruder!

ROBIN                (Summoning all his courage)  Oh no, O Pec-Peccadillo, I did not 
                             come to rob you. I only wished to have a look at you and see if you 
                             were truly as great as tales say.

PECCADILLO   What do you take me for, an idiot?  Save your flattery for the Imp-
                            Queen!  She needs it!

ROBIN
    It wasn't my idea to come here.

PECCADILLO   Ha!  Come out.  Come closer, so I can eat you — I mean see you.

ROBIN
    I don't think that would be wise, O Pec-Pec-Peccadillo.

PECCADILLO   Hmm, you seem familiar with my name, but I don't recall smelling 
                            you before. Who are you? Where do you come from?

ROBIN
    (Bragging)  I am he that has walked invisible.  I am trash can rider 
                             and magic ring bearer!

PECCADILLO   (Matching his bragging)  I am he who has laid low the warriors of 
                             old, the chomper of numberless trespassers!

ROBIN
    Oh yeah?  I am a Wimp of impeccable lineage!  A man who's been 
                            around the world — and a close, personal friend of Glorioso the 
                            Warlock!

PECCADILLO   Phh!  My armor is like tenfold shields, my fangs are swords, my 
                            claws daggers, the shock of my tail is a thunderbolt, my wings are a 
                            hurricane, and my breath is death!

ROBIN
    (Looking at audience, not making  a bad-breath joke)  I'll let that 
                             go. But I have always understood that dragons are soft underneath!

PECCADILLO    I confess it's true.  I don't get enough exercise.

ROBIN
     You don't?  I thought you were always fighting off intruders.

PECCADILLO     You're the first one in ages.

ROBIN
      It must get pretty lonely around here.

PECCADILLO     A little.  You're the first person I've talked to since the Middle Ages.

ROBIN
      Really?

PECCADILLO     What's been happening out there?

ROBIN
      We had the Crusades — a whole bunch of people went off to win 
                               back the Holy Land.

PECCADILLO     (Surprised)  Really?  How did they do?

ROBIN
      I think they lost.

PECCADILLO     I'm not surprised.  What else is new?

ROBIN
      Lots of wars.

PECCADILLO      I thought that might be the news.  Just as well I stayed in here.

ROBIN
       But you're going to get fat just lying around.

PECCADILLO      But I've got to guard all this treasure.

ROBIN
       Why?

PECCADILLO       Why?  Because it's here!  (Holds up coins, necklaces, etc)
ROBIN
        What good does it do you, if you haven't been out since the Middle 
                                Ages?

PECCADILLO       You're just trying to trick me!

ROBIN
        I've heard your waistcoat is made of jewels.

PECCADILLO       I suppose you've also heard that there's a bare patch in it — right 
                                over my heart.

ROBIN
        Have I heard that?

PECCADILLO
Don't take me for a fool, all right?

ROBIN
            May I enquire why you leave yourself vulnerable like that?

PECCADILLO
Do you really want to know?

ROBIN
            Of course.

PECCADILLO
All right, I'll tell you.  It's because secretly I don't care if I live or 
                                    die anymore.

ROBIN
            No!

PECCADILLO
You think I'm so dumb I'd leave my heart bare unless I had some 
                                     reason?  It's just that all these people who come here on their 
                                     whoop-dee-doo quests can't seem to hit the broad side of a barn if 
                                     their lives depended on it — as they usually do!

ROBIN
             You don't have to wait around like this. You need to get out more. 
                                      Keep busy. I used to be like this myself. Why don't you just get 
                                      up and leave?

PECCADILLO
 Where can I go?  People get upset when a dragon moves in next 
                                      door.

ROBIN
             You could move to San Francisco.  Nobody would mind there.

PECCADILLO
 You really think so?  Naw, it's probably too late.  I'm getting on 
                                      in years.

ROBIN
             I must say I don't envy you: guarding treasure you don't even 
                                     want!  No friends! No fun!

PECCADILLO
 (Sad)  True. . . . Perhaps you were sent here to end my misery?
ROBIN
             You seem like a fairly nice person.  Maybe the Pixies or the Imps 
                                      could find a place for you out there — at least you'd get some 
                                      fresh air.  (Waves at the vapors)
PECCADILLO
 I see you have an Impish blade with you?

ROBIN
             Well. . . .Yes, I do.

PECCADILLO
 Maybe you could do me a favor — 
ROBIN
             What's that?

PECCADILLO
 Drive that sword through here!  (He raises up and shows the bare 
                                     Patch )  What's the use of going on the way I am?

ROBIN
             Oh, I couldn't — 
PECCADILLO
 Go ahead! I'll close my eyes. (Turns his head away, eyes closed)  
                                     Strike! You’ll be doing me a favor!

ROBIN
             Is this a trick?

PECCADILLO
Drive home! But be quick! I can't stand the sight of blood!

ROBIN
            You can't?

PECCADILLO
That's right. I never wanted to be a dragon. I was born this way.  
                                     End it!  End it — and be my friend forever!

ROBIN
            Oh, Peccadillo — 
PECCADILLO
(More impassioned)  Here is my heart!  Quickly — before I 
                                     change my mind!

ROBIN
             All right . . . (He approaches, the sword drawn. He raises it, about 
                                     to drive it into the dragon's heart)  You're sure?  (The dragon 
                                     nods. Lifting the sword, is just about to strike, when ROBIN 
                                     lowers the sword)  I can't.

PECCADILLO
Why not?

ROBIN
            You're not what I thought you'd be.

PECCADILLO
(Touched)  That's the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me.

ROBIN
            I'm sure we can work something out. We'll find some place for 
                                    you!

PECCADILLO
Why didn't I run into you five hundred years ago!  May I embrace 
                                     you?

ROBIN
            Of course.  (A second thought)  You wouldn't turn on me now, 
                                    would you? . . . Well, I guess sooner or later you've got to trust 
                                    somebody.  
(ROBIN approaches the dragon somewhat carefully. Then they embrace) 
(The PIXIES and the IMPS sneak in)

RIDLEY
           Robin?  What's taking you so long?  (They see ROBIN embracing 
                                   the dragon)  What's going on here?

ROBIN
           I want you to meet my friend, Peccadillo.  Peccadillo, Ridley.  
                                   These are the Pixies and Imps.  (To an Imp)  I don't believe I know 
                                   your name — 
RIDLEY
           Just a minute now.  Hugging a dragon!  What is the meaning of 
                                   this!

ROBIN
           Everything's going to work out just fine. Peccadillo is going to 
                                   move out and you can take the treasure and — 
RIDLEY
           You were supposed to kill the dragon. Not kiss him!

PECCADILLO
I have just one thing to say to your friend here.

RIDLEY
           Yeah, what's that?

PECCADILLO
(Gives a huge amplified roar that intimidate them all –sound 

                                      effect)  Enough said?

ROBIN
           Exactly!

RIDLEY
           (Intimidated, looking around)  There's so much treasure here!

QUEEN
           (Entering)  Did we hear someone mention treasure?

RIDLEY
           Dividing all this will be a very long task.

QUEEN
           We won't mind a bit!

ROBIN
           I'll miss all that, I'm afraid.  I must be going home.

RIDLEY
           But yours is a very large share.

ROBIN
           I don't want it.

RIDLEY
           At least take this casket of gold coins.  Perhaps you may find good 
                                   use for it. Things change, and not always for the better.

ROBIN
           (Accepting the small casket)  Well, no use being stubborn, is 
                                    there?

RIDLEY
           And the Queen — (He notices a richly encrusted robe)  This robe 
                                   is not Pixie treasure but Imp!  (Hands her the robe)

QUEEN
           Ah, something new at last!  (The IMPS cheer)

PECCADILLO
May all this treasure bring you more happiness than it brought me.

QUEEN
           (Suddenly seeing him)  Is that the dragon?  You haven't killed the 
                                    dragon? Kill it! Kill it!

ROBIN
           Whoa, Your Majesty!  Peccadillo and I are friends.

QUEEN
           You are?

ROBIN
           I guess we'll be traveling together for a while. May I call you Pec?  
                                   Friends?

PECCADILLO          (Shyly)  Well sure, if you don't mind scales!

ROBIN
           As a matter of fact, I like scales.  I think we'll get along famously 
                                    — just a Wimp and his dragon!

PECCADILLO
Well, let's go then.  San Francisco, here we come?

ROBIN
            San Francisco, here we come!  (They start to leave, amidst a big 
                                    chorus of goodbyes)

RIDLEY
            Let's hear it for Mr. Robin Goodfellow!  (Leading cheer)  Hip! 
                                    Hip! 
ALL
                        Hooray!

RIDLEY
            Hip!  Hip!

ALL
                        Hooray!

RIDLEY
            Hip!  Hip!

ALL
                        Hooray!  (ROBIN and PECCADILLO wave goodbye and exit)

ALL
                        Goodbye, Robin Goodfellow!  We shall miss you!  
(Music, lights down)

GLORIOSO
             (An Epilogue.  Appearing belatedly, unable to find others)  
                                      Where is that dragon's cave?  I thought it was right here.  Or was 

                                      it over there? (Scurries about seeking but not finding)  How are 
                                      they going to get on without me!  (He bustles about, lost)  How 
                                      in the world are they going to get on without me!?
                                                              BLACKOUT

 
 

    
                THE END
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