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CHARACTERS

MAJESTY   - the King.

IANNA     - the Queen

PLENCK    - The King's personal

advisor and scientist.

POE       - entertainer.

BONE      - a servant

CATHERINE - the King's daughter

DRAC      - An enemy from a

neighbouring kingdom

SERLE     - Drac's son

WESSEL    - A spy

AN OLD PEASANT.

A YOUNG PEASANT

A GUARD.

CAST: MINIMUM 7?. 6m 2f. 

SET - THE POWER OF THE MOON is performed on a single set. which represents the interior of MAJESTY's castle - the main stage represents the main hall. 

The castle is constructed from wood and stone but is showing signs of age. Rotting curtains flap over the incursion of dozens of draughts. The furniture is sparse and in a dilapidated shape. Outside, the wind can be heard whistling mournfully and the whole castle creaks and groans ominously like a old galleon at sea.

The characters are dressed in clothes that are a mixture of mediaeval, samurai and futuristic a la Mad Max II. The suggestion is that this might be the dark ages or it might be something else entirely. 

SCENE 1
(THE MAIN HALL. MAJESTY IS STARING SULLENLY OUT OF THE WINDOW. PLENCK IS PONDERING OVER A CHESS GAME MADE UP OF ELABORATELY GROTESQUE PIECES. MAJESTY WALKS OVER AND ABSENT MINDEDLY  MAKES A MOVE)

PLENCK
No.

MAJESTY
What?

PLENCK
No.

MAJESTY
No what?

PLENCK
You cannot make such a move.

MAJESTY
Why not?

PLENCK
It's a rook. It goes forward three and then sideways one.

MAJESTY
Why?

PLENCK
Because it does.

MAJESTY
'Because it does'. What sort of answer is that?

PLENCK
It's a reply. You ask a question. I reply. That's what sort of answer it is.

MAJESTY
What are you talking about?

PLENCK
You asked me what sort of answer it was. I explained that the nature of the answer was a 'reply'.

MAJESTY
I meant: What sort of reply was that coming from someone who is one of the wisest men in the kingdom. Theoretically. 

PLENCK
Ah.

MAJESTY
I can hardly see us scything through the great mysteries of our time if all you're going to say is: 'Because it does' when I come up with a perfectly sensible question. Why does the sun go round the Earth? 'Because it does'. Why does an apple fall out of a tree? 'Because it does'. I could have a mynah to do that. (IMITATES A MYNAH BIRD) 'Because it does, Because it does'.

PLENCK
It's a tradition then.

MAJESTY
What is?

PLENCK
The movement of a rook.

MAJESTY
Why do they call it a rook. It looks nothing like a rook. It's a horse. Horses don't go three steps forward and one sideways.

PLENCK
The royal horse...

MAJESTY
I'm not talking about the royal horse. I'm talking about horses in general. The Royal horse is entirely unique in having a gait which would embarrass a three-legged goat. (PAUSE)  I don't see why I have to keep that horse anyway.

PLENCK
It is of royal descent.

MAJESTY
I'm sure that doesn't apply to horses. Are you absolutely sure it applies to horses? I thought it was just men it applied to. It seems to me, any tradition that makes a king ride on a decrepit old nag, while everyone else is astride sleek thoroughbreds has to be at best dubious. Does it not? Does it not?

PLENCK
Possibly. But if we tamper with the concept of royal descent who knows where it may lead. People might question why a particular person should be... king, for example.

MAJESTY
Mmm. Alright. I see your meaning.(SIGHS) I think I was happier when we played draughts. A good sensible game: draughts. Good sensible English moves: this way or that way. Jump this. Jump that. Not like this anarchic shambles. Who invented it. The French was it? I'll wager it was. Has the stink of garlic about it.

PLENCK   
I was under the impression you disliked draughts.

MAJESTY
I do. I dislike draughts. Unlike chess which I hate and despise. And for that reason I shall play no more.

PLENCK
You resign.

MAJESTY
I most certainly do not.

PLENCK
The game is forfeit. If you play no more the game is mine.

MAJESTY
I am not resigning because I am losing. I am resigning because I am bored. Bored and cold. This place is full of draughts.

PLENCK
I thought you said you liked....

MAJESTY
Plenck! Don't you dare. (HE MEANS DON'T YOU DARE MAKE A JOKE) I am talking, as you are perfectly well aware, about the draughts that blow unimpeded through this monument to incompetent masons, carpenters and architects, that laughingly calls itself a castle.

PLENCK
I have seen sturdier fortifications.

MAJESTY
I've seen studier crow's nests.   (LOOKING THROUGH A WINDOW) Still. It's worse out there I suppose. So cold and bleak. That wind moaning on all day and night. Like a scold. Worse than a scold. It was a night such as this when my father died. I'll never forget it.

PLENCK   
It was midsummer.

MAJESTY    It was not midsummer.

PLENCK     It was during the harvest. He fell in the grain store.

MAJESTY
It was very windy, though. A terrible wind. A wind that carried intimations of death and despair.

PLENCK
I can't say I recall any wind. Still the memory is sometimes fickle.

MAJESTY
It's days like this Plenck, my friend, when I look out of this window and I ask myself: What purpose did God have in breathing life into this flesh and these bones. What was the point and, more pertinent, why did he not have the courtesy to inform us what it was. It's like giving us a chess board and bidding us play but not explaining the nature of the game. And how you win. All we know for certain is how you lose.

PLENCK
Does he tell us how to resign?

MAJESTY
I did not resign. I am in a commanding position.

PLENCK
I can't see it.

MAJESTY
Exactly. Exactly. You can't see it! (PAUSE. AGAIN AT THE WINDOW) Look at it. The sun comes up. The sun goes down. The snow falls. The snow melts. Why bother to fall in the first place if all you intend doing is melting away? It's just another burden isn't it - snow - just one more   misery added to the  appalling burden of forcing open our eyes each and every cursed morning.

PLENCK
The snow is merely one of the many cycles of life. Night blankets day. But the glow in the East tells us day has risen again. Autumn leaves sweep away the summer. Spring bursts out of the dead of winter. We are born of dust. To dust we shall inevitably return.

MAJESTY
How very reassuring. 3 score years and ten and then swept under the carpet with the bones from last night's supper. (LIFTS THE CORNER OF THE CARPET). That's where you all are is it:

            'Here's where the King did finally lay     

            Try not to sneeze or you'll blow him away.'  


Tell me something cheerful, Plenck. Tell me something to lift my spirits from this incessant winter.

PLENCK 
It won't last for ever.

MAJESTY
It will. It is us who won't last forever. This wind will blow long after we've departed. 

PLENCK  
Forgive an personal observation, Majesty, but you seem a little vexed. With life.

MAJESTY
What have I achieved, Plenck? A kingdom crumbled to ruins. Enemies gloating at every border, poverty, hunger wherever I look. An ungrateful daughter, untrustworthy servants and a wife....

PLENCK
A wife is a comfort in a cold month.

MAJESTY
A comfort. A comfort. Who but you could possibly describe Ianna as a comfort. She has become a shrew. She keeps her tongue in a scabbard.

PLENCK
You exaggerate.

MAJESTY
Do I? Some men have wives who moan in ecstasy. I have one that moans infinitum.

PLENCK
Shall I write that one down?

MAJESTY
Later. Later. There's plenty of time. I don't know why she scolds me. I am not the one who has failed to produce sons. It is she who has failed to give them the strength to outlast the hourglass.

PLENCK
You have a daughter.

MAJESTY
I don't need a daughter. I need a son.

PLENCK
...or a grandson.

MAJESTY
Yes. Yes. A grandson would do. But how can I gave a grandson without a son-in-law. How can I have a son-in-law when my daughter will not even glance at a man. Look at this castle.


(HE BREAKS OFF A PIECE OF ROTTEN WOOD AND CRUMBLES IT IN HIS HAND) 


Why must we live in all this squalor. 


(HE GOES OVER TO THE THRONE) 


A rich son-in-law with a kingdom of his own and a grandson to take this throne.


(HE RESTS HIS ARM ON THE THRONE WHICH IS UNSTABLE AND MOVES WITH HIS TOUCH)


I may as well be dreaming.

PLENCK 
It's just the winter making you melancholy. It affects all men in this way. Your spirits will rise with the sap in the spring.

MAJESTY
Yes it will all change in the spring. The bulbs will burst forth. There'll be blossom in the trees. My wife will stop nagging. My daughter will marry a wealthy and powerful suitor. My servants will discover obedience. My dog will cease shredding priceless tapestries in pursuit of rats. The barbarians will withdraw from my borders. And we shall all dance round the maypole like children.

PLENCK 
Some things may not improve, but there will be a fresh perspective. Things will seem better.

MAJESTY
The only difference between winter and summer is that in summer there's more hours of the day to endure. More nagging, more squabbling, more indigestion and not even the haven of warm enveloping bed to seek refuge from life's infinite supply of barbs and stings. It's not the winter that's getting to me, Plenck it's this... this... everything. This dreaded routine - sleep, eat, drink, sleep again. I need stimulation. I need ideas. I need amusement. Send for Poe, he'll liven things up

PLENCK 
Are you sure that's wise?

MAJESTY 
That's what I keep him for, for amusement.

PLENCK  
He's not at most amusing at present.

MAJESTY
Show me one who is. (SHOUTS) Bone. (PAUSE) Bone. (PAUSE) Where is that man? (PAUSE) Bone.

BONE
What d'you want? I'm trying to get this bleedin' yard swep'.

MAJESTY    Well, reluctant as we are to interrupt such a Herculean task,  we wish to see Poe.

BONE      God give yer eyes didn't he?

MAJESTY
Must we trudge through this litany every time? Go and fetch Poe. Now.

BONE
I'm treated like one of the bleedin' servants round here.

MAJESTY
I can't for the life of me think why. Servants are supposed to perform useful tasks. When did you last perform a useful task. How you even survive in such a decrepit state is beyond me. You don't rise in the morning Plenck. You are exhumed.

BONE
I don't have to take these bleedin' insults.

MAJESTY
Of course you have to take these insults. What are you going to do, resign? You are my servant, Bone. Without me, you do not exist. Now where is Poe?

BONE
He's in the bleedin' tower i'n'e.

MAJESTY  
Doing what - I hardly dare ask.

BONE
He's got the bleedin' melancholy. He keeps goin' on about the world descending into an abyss filled with excrement.

MAJESTY 
An abbess? Full of excrement?  

BONE
An Abyss. Not an bleedin' abbess

MAJESTY
Well if it's an abyss, how can it be full of anything? That's the whole point of an abyss. There's nothing in it.

BONE
Don't ask me, I never said it. Bleedin' Poe said it. Ask 'im.

MAJESTY
How can I ask him if you won't fetch him?

BONE
It's a waste of bleedin' time. I've tried. He won't come out. He's lock' the bleedin' door. He's got 'is bleedin' fingers stuck in 'is bleedin' ears an' he's reciting his poem about Armageddon. 

MAJESTY 
I might as well give up all hope on humanity. Fetch Clepto. At least I can rely on him.

BONE
He's lock' up in the bleedin' kennels.

MAJESTY  
Locked up. On whose orders?

PLENCK  
On mine, I'm afraid. He has been down to the village again. He slaughtered several foul, two pigs and set a flock of geese free into the woods.

MAJESTY   
It's just high spirits. He has too much energy, cooped up here all day. Dogs always get up to that sort of thing.

PLENCK
I'm afraid the villagers don't see it like that. As I understand it, if two guards had not been passing the villagers would have torn Clepto, limb from limb.

MAJESTY   
They wouldn't harm Clepto. 

PLENCK
I suspect they might have eaten him.

MAJESTY
No. No. No. Not Clepto. The people love him. They all cheer when I walk him through the village.

PLENCK   
The guards tell them to. If they don't, they are beaten.

MAJESTY
Who would have ordered such a thing?

PLENCK
I thought it might give you good cheer.

MAJESTY
Some of it must be spontaneous, surely.

PLENCK
Oh absolutely.

MAJESTY
How could anyone hurt a poor defenceless creature like Clepto.

PLENCK`
The villagers are poor. They have little enough to see them through the  winter. When an animal like Clepto wantonly destroys their foodstocks who can blame them for seeking revenge?

MAJESTY 
You show understanding. Plenck when what is required is condemnation. Clepto is of the royal line. It is no different from the royal horse.

PLENCK
The Royal horse does not plunder the villagers' livestock.

MAJESTY
You said yourself: We must preserve the order of things.  

PLENCK   
Of course we must. But for that order to be maintained, then all must believe it, including those who have least to gain from its perpetuation. Suppose a day comes when the peasants in the village start to question why. 'Why must we put up with this rampaging dog? Why must we pay these rents, why must we respect the king?'. Such questions have bloody answers.

MAJESTY
Well that's precisely what I'm saying. They've got to learn to love Clepto. Even in his ... playful... moods.

PLENCK   
But your...

MAJESTY 
Don't but. I am the king. Bone go and let Clepto out.

PLENCK
He'll get up to no good.

MAJESTY    Then so be it. I require no further discussion. I am the king. Or doesn't that mean anything anymore.

BONE
Why should I?

MAJESTY
Because that is what you are bid.

BONE
I'm telling you...

MAJESTY
Shut up and fetch the dog.

BONE
But...

MAJESTY
(FURIOUSLY) Begone.


(BONE EXITS MUMBLING)

MAJESTY
This is all getting beyond belief. I have to seek the beetle's permission before I stamp him underfoot. 

PLENCK
Try to be calm, Majesty. All this inquietude is not good for your heart.

MAJESTY
I should have been born a mole.

PLENCK
A mole...?

MAJESTY
Compared to my own existence, scuttling through long damp tunnels in search of worms would be a life of comparative splendour. Noone listens to me Plenck. To get Bone to undertake the simplest task I must prostrate myself before him. Everyone argues with me.

PLENCK 
I'm sure this is not so.

MAJESTY    You see, now you're doing it. It is so Plenck, believe me. Let me give you just one example. I took Clepto for a walk yesterday - not exactly, you'd assume, the sort of thing to provoke God. I thought I'd get him to fetch a stick. Do you remember how long it took us to teach him to fetch sticks? And do you know what he did?

PLENCK     The imagination trembles.

MAJESTY 
He ran after the stick. Picked it up. And ate it. He ate a stick as big as this (INDICATES). I could see it sticking out of his neck. (HE PINCHES EITHER SIDE OF HIS NECK TO DEMONSTRATE) What can I do?

PLENCK
We could have him destroyed.

MAJESTY
He's of royal descent.

PLENCK
I'm sure we could find a another similar looking dog.

MAJESTY
Replace him. Out of the question. It really would be the most monstrous betrayal of the trust invested in us by our subjects. Besides. Someone might find out.


(POE SKULKS ACROSS THE ROOM AND LAYS ACROSS A SEAT)

MAJESTY
Still, perhaps Poe can lighten our spirits with some merriment or perhaps a light verse. What say you, Poe?

POE
I've got a terrible headache.

MAJESTY
I see. That's it, is it? Well it wasn't quite the rib-tickling riposte we might expect from a person paid exceedingly generously merely to invoke the occasional chuckle but perhaps this is just the first step in our journey to a land of unparalleled mirth.

POE
I can't turn on the jokes just like that. I'm a whimsical poet. Not a tap.

MAJESTY    That, no doubt, will come as a great relief to the plumbers of the land. So you are saying Poe that you have failed once again to come up with something to allow just one chink of light into this otherwise sunless murk.

POE
Actually, I have got a bit of a joke

MAJESTY    Well let us not hesitate further in hearing this latest waggery.

POE
Absorb, if you will, this scenario: First Man walking along the road. Sees Second Man at the roadside, writhing, apparently in agony. Second man is throwing himself forth and back in the manner of a moon-crazed loon. In each foot he grasps a dagger and it would appear, with those deadly daggers, he is attempting to stab himself. Dialogue. First Man ' Fellow you seem in distress. May I render assistance'. Second man ' Verily, for can you not see, my feet are killing me'. 


(A LONG STONEY SILENCE)

MAJESTY
I see. Another avenue of hope turns into a blind alley of despair.

POE
It needs working on, I admit.

MAJESTY
I needs taking out and burying, Poe.(PAUSE) I give up all hope of happiness this morning. I will take the air. I  shall take a bracing stroll along the battlements. Come Poe, you can amuse me further.
Perhaps you could do and comic trip and plunge to your death in the courtyard. There's always some hope. Somewhere. (EXITS WITH POE UNDER HIS ARM) Assuming the battlements are still there of course. I mean. there hasn't been a major breeze recently has there. Can't expect them to take too much punishment. Builders. They don't even deserve the name.


(IANNA ENTERS)

IANNA
Where is the king?

PLENCK
He's walking on the battlements.

IANNA
What mood is he in?

PLENCK
Melancholy. What else?

IANNA
Don't be impertinent. Have you thought of what I said?

PLENCK
I have but I find no obvious solution.

IANNA
The King needs something to fill his mind. He needs distraction.

PLENCK
Isn't being King distraction enough.

IANNA
He likes the title well enough. Less so, the responsibilities. He's  sixty years old. There are jackals at every border. He is reviled by his people. What happens to us when he dies? Our enemies will sweep across the land without pausing for breath. There'll not be two stones standing one upon another. God knows what will become of us?

PLENCK
Perhaps we should just reserve a place on his pyre.

IANNA
If there was an heir there would be a sign that the King's blood lives on. People would defend a king if it is one God has chosen. 

PLENCK
You've had many sons.

IANNA
Yes, and every one dead before they felt the midwife's slap. 

PLENCK
There's still time.

IANNA
The moon lost interest in me and long time ago.

PLENCK
Catherine is young.

IANNA
She will have nothing of men. No man I can find is good enough. She seems to find them all repulsive. I can understand that. But one must compromise - eventually.

PLENCK
No hope then.

IANNA
There is another route to our destination. I cannot be mother to another child but the King can be a father...

PLENCK
Another woman..

IANNA
A servant girl.

PLENCK
And you would permit this?

IANNA
Yes. If needs must. Mind you there must be no pleasure in it. She must be ugly as death and skinny as a greyhound. Just healthy, that's all. 

PLENCK
And who will suggest this course to him?

IANNA
It can only come from me. He will not have the courage to do it behind my back.

PLENCK
It is a great sacrifice - a husband's fidelity.

IANNA
There is no other way. (EXITING) There is no other way.


(AFTER A MOMENT, MAJESTY RE-ENTERS. POE IS PRETENDING TO LAUGH)

PLENCK
What is the matter with Poe. Is he ill?

MAJESTY
Of course not. He's pretending to laugh.

PLENCK
Why?

MAJESTY
I made a joke.

PLENCK
Either the joke is funny or it is not. Why pretend to laugh?

MAJESTY
Because I am the King. And Poe is a sycophant. ... Yes, yes, Poe, that will do. He is attempting to ingratiate himself with me knowing as he does that as a poet, indeed as a person, he is hopelessly unworthy. But at least he knows his place. He understands the nature of power. Unfortunately because I have compassion and rule with humanity, I am surrounded with people unable to grasp this simple conceit. I have advisers who advise when they should agree. I have courtiers who criticise when they should flatter. When did I last have a whim indulged? If I decided to make my horse chancellor - as is my right - Would I hear 'Yes, majesty', 'Splendid idea, highness'. No. I would not. I would hear 'You can't do that, he can't work the abacus'


(BONE ENTERS)

BONE
Them bleedin' peasants are asking to come in again.

MAJESTY
What do they want.

BONE
I dunno. Ask them.

MAJESTY
Tell them to go away. I hate peasants in the winter. All they talk about is food and the plague. Those dreadful accusing stares. It's not my fault they're hungry. They should grow more food in the summer. They haven't got plague have they? Give them some potatoes and tell to go away.

BONE
They won't. They've been there three days.

MAJESTY 
Three days. Why wasn't I told?

PLENCK
You were told. You said,'Give them some potatoes and tell them to go away'.

MAJESTY
And they're still there, are they. Perhaps if we gave them biscuits.

PLENCK
I have spoken with them and they will not be put off. I think you will find they will sit there until you see them.

MAJESTY
Can we have them killed?

PLENCK
They are village leaders. The villagers are rebellious enough as it is - Clepto has seen to that. I think discretion is called for in this circumstance.

MAJESTY
What do you mean, poor boiling pitch on them and say we were just testing the defences...

PLENCK
No.

MAJESTY
You want me to see then don't you. Oh buggery, buggery - very well. The day can hardly get worse can it?. Send them in. Make sure they are checked for lice and let them stand well away from the King, that's all.


(PAUSE)

MAJESTY
Well.

BONE
Well what?

MAJESTY
We're waiting...

BONE
Oh I see, I'm getting them am I? Funny how my turn comes round so quick. I could have sworn I went the last bleedin' time.

MAJESTY    I'm still waiting.


(EXIT BONE MUMBLING)

MAJESTY
What about a few appropriate words, Poe, to welcome these good people, 'salt of the earth' and that sort of business. Or something like 'In these hard times, even the poor must make sacrifices'.

POE
Something like this:

      
'The winter's wind dogs the heels of every man.

            Doth not the dung of the pigeon fall as heavy on the King


As it does the common man'.

MAJESTY
That's no good is it. I can't have the peasants thinking I prostrate myself everytime a bird flies over. I'm trying to get them to appreciate the dignity of royalty.

POE
It's only a metaphor.

MAJESTY
We're dealing with peasants here, Poe. It's not a metaphor to them, it's a bloody pigeon. We're talking about minds with the reasoning power of pond weed.


(ENTER TWO PEASANTS. ONE YOUNG. ONE OLD) 

MAJESTY    Aha. So welcome, welcome, my friends from the village. I have only just been informed of your presence. A tragic error for which I must lay the blame on my adviser, Plenck, who, being slow of mind, failed to tell me that you have been waiting at the front gate for three days... er... or however long it is you've been waiting and indeed whereever it is you were waiting... me not knowing anything about you being at the gate, of course. This is the very first I've heard of it, I can assure you, otherwise I'd have seen you straight away. Anyway that's all water through the sluice is it not? So, now you're here, how can I be of assistance?

OLD MAN
We are grateful your highness would see us.

MAJESTY
Not at all. Not at all. Call at any time, my gate is always open. But as it happens, I am rather busy at the moment. So if you could come to the point...

OLD MAN
There's great starvation in the land.

MAJESTY
I know. Awful isn't it.

OLD MAN
In my own village many have already succumbed to the cold and the lack of food. A week ago, my own wife died. I've never known hunger like it.

MAJESTY    Absolutely. Well it's the same everywhere you know. I haven't seen a fresh vegetable for months and all this stodgey food is terribly bad for you.

OLD MAN
The people in the villages... I don't wish to seem impertinent... feel that the king might do a little more to ease their plight... you being the king. We do need help.

MAJESTY
Of course. Of course. It's only right you should receive help and there'll be a fine bag of potatoes for you the minute you leave.

OLD MAN
There are hundreds starving. You know what the harvest was like last year. We don't have enough to last us the winter, let alone to next harvest.

MAJESTY
Well I suppose I could stretch to two bags.

OLD MAN
It is not enough.

MAJESTY    Well how many bags do you want then? There are only so many potatoes you know.

OLD MAN
Please sire, you don't understand. It's not a matter of giving out a few potatoes. We're talking about a famine. The worst we've ever known. Being here in this castle you can't know what goes on in the villages. In some places people will steal anything they can scavenge. There is no law, no order. I've heard talk of devil-worship. Even the eating of human flesh.

MAJESTY
I'm sure you're mistaken. These peasants are good folk. Always a cheery word. Morris dancing on the green.  They would never do these things you describe. These are just rumours put about by n'er-do-wells.

YOUNG MAN
These are not rumours. I've been through these villages. I've seen things you wouldn't believe. And there's worse, I've seen the flag of the wolf flying in more than one place. They swear loyalty to Drac. They say he brings them corn from far off lands. I hear that hundreds have sworn a pledge. 

MAJESTY
What pledge is this?

YOUNG MAN
A pledge to destroy the King and to help those who would take arms  against him.

MAJESTY
Which King?

PLENCK
I believe they mean you, Majesty.

MAJESTY
Me! They cannot do this. They are my loyal subjects, Plenck. They must be put to the sword immediately.

YOUNG MAN
And turn their fathers, sons and brothers against you...

MAJESTY
Well what do you expect me to do. I am a king not a sorcerer. My life isn't easy, you know. The cloak of responsibility weighs heavily on my shoulders and I must wear it day in day out for the whole of my life. Nothing would give greater pleasure than to cast it aside and join you in the fields. Out in the fresh air. Not a care in the world. Me, I never breathe the fresh air. It's all draughty, smoke-filled rooms, the mind numb with strategies.

YOUNG MAN
Fresh air does not help those with the plague.

MAJESTY
He's arguing with me. Plenck. He's not allowed to do that is he?

PLENCK
I don't think it's  argument as such.

MAJESTY
His voice has a aggrieved tone. I like it not.

YOUNG MAN
Surely even you can see it is time to do more for your people.

MAJESTY
I don't like the way he said 'you'. People have to learn to stand on their own two feet, you know. If people think they're going receive alms every time things get difficult, where will be the incentive to produce? We must rescind the dependency culture

YOUNG MAN
Go amongst your people. Not in a cart surrounded by guards but on your own. Talk to them. See the conditions in which they live. See how hard they labour and how meagre is their reward. These are your people, Majesty.

MAJESTY
They might have the plague.

YOUNG MAN
You are the king. The warrior to whom the tides cede. You have the power of the moon. The plague cannot touch such as you.

MAJESTY
Well, of course the plague wouldn't affect me, not directly, but I have my advisers to think of. None of us is in the flush of youth you know


(THE OLD MAN SNEEZES)

MAJESTY
Oh my God, he sneezed. Fetch the Guards. Get them out of here. Quickly, quickly.

YOUNG MAN
So. Now. All is revealed. This is our courageous king is it? You are no king. You are a poltroon skulking under a King's mantle. My father sneezed because he's spent three days shivering in your porchway. He doesn't have the plague. But look at you cowering like a wounded pig. You never held back the tide, you look as though as you can't even hold back your own urine. You are a leech on your people. May God strike you down.

MAJESTY 
Guards. Where are you.

YOUNG MAN
You sit in this castle and watch the people starve. Nobody, not even the dogs starve here. Well be warned. The people have had enough. Next time we raise our sickles it won't be to cut corn, it will be to cut men. Your men.

MAJESTY
Get these men out of my sight.

YOUNG MAN
There's no need for guards. There's nothing to keep us here. Come.


(THE TWO PEASANTS WALK TO THE DOOR)

YOUNG MAN
Guard your back, Majesty. Your friends have grown complacent and your enemies are banging at the door.


(THEY EXIT)

MAJESTY
Well thank you very much Plenck for your splendid advice - open my door to every assassin and lunatic, why don't we. I shall have him, both of them, put to death.

PLENCK
I'm not sure that would achieve very much.

MAJESTY
There you go again. Always the sensible thing. I have been insulted. I should have revenge. He spoke treason. He wouldn't do that again if his head was on a pike.

POE
No, he'd be swimming about in the moat.

MAJESTY 
What are you talking about?

POE
A pike. Swimming in the moat.

MAJESTY
I am surrounded by imbeciles ...

PLENCK
It is true the man spoke insolently, perhaps he even spoke treason. But our country is a forest of dry tinder. One spark and the fire will engulf us all. Better, perhaps, to swallow your pride. This time at least.

MAJESTY
No. I won't. I have swallowed my pride so many times my belly is swollen with humiliation. I will have revenge. Guard. Guard.


(A GUARD ENTERS)

MAJESTY
Go after those men and brings me their heads.


(THE GUARD GOES INTO AN EXCITED BUT UNINTELLIGIBLE SPEECH)

MAJESTY
Look. I'm not asking for a discussion on the matter. Go and kill them.


(MORE GIBBERISH)

MAJESTY
I'm losing the will to live.


(MORE GIBBERISH)

MAJESTY
I suppose it's too much to ask to have a guard who can obey orders. Or understand English for that matter.

PLENCK
I believe he is saying that the old man is his father.

MAJESTY    Really, I didn't see any likeness. Quite a coincidence... Well! Get off and kill them then.

PLENCK
You're asking him to kill his own father.

MAJESTY
Is it my fault his father is a dangerous subversive who cocks a snook at the authority of the king? I didn't ask him to come here and threaten me.

PLENCK 
It is his father.

MAJESTY
Yes. Yes. Alright. Kill the young one and just give the old man a good beating.


(A SILENT PAUSE)

MAJESTY
Alright. Alright. I can't bear these hurt stares. Let them off completely. Let's just sit back and watch the king insulted. Let's invite them all in to spit on the king's beard. Begone. Begone.


(THE GUARD EXITS)

MAJESTY
Why don't I sit in the stocks so you can all throw cabbages in my face. (PAUSE) I have had  enough humiliation for one day. I am going to lie down. Perhaps I'll wake up and you'll all turn out to have been part of some terrible nightmare I've been having for the last sixty years. Yes perhaps I'll shut my eyes, count to three and when I open them you'll all be gone. One. Two. Three...


(BLACKOUT)

SCENE 2
(MAJESTY APPEARS ON STAGE AND WEARILY LAYS ACROSS A CHAIR)

IANNA
(FROM OFFSTAGE) Majesty, Majesty.


(MAJESTY RUSHES TO A DOOR AT THE FAR SIDE OF THE STAGE. HE TRIES TO OPEN IT BUT IT IS LOCKED)

MAJESTY
Who... locked... this... damned.. door.

IANNA
(ENTERS) What are you doing?

MAJESTY
I'm.. er.. ensuring this door is secure.

IANNA
Why?

MAJESTY
Why?

IANNA
Why?

MAJESTY
er... reasons of security. You wouldn't understand my dear.

IANNA
(COMING CLOSE) I have bad news for you Majesty. I know when you're lying.

MAJESTY
Lying dear. Why should I lie about checking this door.

IANNA
I know when you lie. I don't know why you lie. That, I would suggest, is beyond the bounds of rational thought.


(MAJESTY IS MOVING TOWARDS THE DOOR)

IANNA
Stop edging.

MAJESTY
Edging dear.

IANNA
You're edging towards the door. In a moment you'll have some important business to deal with.

MAJESTY
No, no, no

IANNA
You do it constantly.

MAJESTY
I did have a matter I wanted to discuss with Plenck, as it happens. Perhaps we could talk later.

IANNA
When?

MAJESTY
Later.

IANNA
I've being trying to talk to you for weeks, months. It's always 'later'. We're going to talk now. I won't be put off this time.

MAJESTY
Well... (SITS DOWN WITH A SIGH) If we must.

IANNA
We cannot go on as we have been these last few months. Day by day the reins have been slipping through your fingers. The world is spinning out of control...

MAJESTY
I am aware of these things.

IANNA
You are despised by your people, distrusted by you allies, mocked by your enemies...

MAJESTY
Reviled by my servants. Let's not forget them.

IANNA
It never used to be like this. There was a time when you commanded respect.

MAJESTY
Really. I can't recall such a time.

IANNA
People respected you because you were different. You weren't a tyrant like your father. You talked with people, listened to them, helped them.

MAJESTY
And look where it has led.

IANNA
There's no shame in being compassionate. It takes courage. Sometimes people abuse that kindness.

MAJESTY
They see it as weakness.

IANNA
They do now. They didn't always. Where did all this bitterness and recrimination begin,   Majesty? When did you lose faith?

MAJESTY
I don't know. I really don't know.

IANNA
But all that is by the by. We must look the future in the eye. We must accept we have grown old. Everyday that little bit slower in thought and deed. Everyday another ache, another grey hair. The tide is ebbing and before we know it our boats will be aground.

MAJESTY
The tide will flow again, given time.

IANNA
Not for us. We've used our time. But it will for an heir, a male heir. You must produce a son.

MAJESTY
Now? Here?

IANNA
You needn't look so pained. I know this body, this face can't light the fires it once did. No we're much too old for such nonsense.

MAJESTY
A shame.

IANNA
A merciful release.

MAJESTY
Not for me.

IANNA
Why must you always lie, Majesty. We were two people forced together for convenience. What little there was between us has gone - we're  dried up, empty. We played lovers once but noone expects it anymore. I can't bear you any more children and you can't bear me. There's some symmetry in that. (PAUSE) I couldn't watch another boy die in my arms..

MAJESTY
It wasn't your fault.

IANNA
I am the queen. My worth is in giving you children, male children. All I have given you is silent bundles to bury in the orchard.

MAJESTY
What about Catherine.

IANNA
We've done all we can for Catherine. She'll have nothing to do with men. A grandson would suffice but we're not even going to achieve that small thing. So. If Catherine won't have children then it must be a son. You must father another child. It can't be with me. It must be with another women. It is the only way to get another heir, much as the thought is repugnant to me

MAJESTY
Another woman... hm.

IANNA 
I wish there was another way. But with no heir, at your demise, our enemies will close on this castle like wolves round a wounded calf.

MAJESTY
But my dear after all these years: adultery.

IANNA 
Inaction would be the greater sin. Just do it discreetly, that's all. It's humiliation enough to be your wife, without being mocked for your infidelities

MAJESTY
Actually there is a stable lass - she looks good breeding stock,  well shapen and with a come hither look about her. She seemed most amenable when I spoke to her. A most obliging girl.

IANNA
Be warned Majesty. This is a circumstance borne out of necessity. It is not a chance for an old goat to reaffirm his manhood for the last time. I expect you to do this deed but I don't expect you to enjoy it. If a see even the shadow of a self-satisfied grin on your face, your groans will not be in ecstasy.

MAJESTY
My dearest how can you believe such a thing of me?

IANNA
Because you're a bare-faced rogue. It is written across your face. (AS SHE BERATES HIM SHE ADVANCES WHILE HE RETREATS AND THE DIATRIBE CONTINUES OFFSTAGE). Hypocrite. Liar. My mother was right about you. Never trust a man with a smirk. How many years of my life have a wasted on you. To think, I could have been a nun. I should have been. A nun enjoys more fruitful sex than I ever have.


(AS THEIR VOICES FADE POE ENTERS FROM ANOTHER CHASED BY INVISIBLE DEMONS. HE HIDES UNDER THE TABLE)

POE
Leave me alone. Leave me alone yer bastards. Go on bugger off. Go and haunt someone else.


(PLENCK ENTERS AND LOOKS AROUND BUT CAN'T SEE ANYTHING)

PLENCK
There is noone here.

POE
(THINKING PLENCK IS A DEMON) Ah. Ah. leave me alone you wizened old harpy.

PLENCK
I'm sorry you feel like that.

POE
Plenck? Is that you Plenck?

PLENCK
The wizened old harpy himself.

POE
Where have they gone? They've all disappeared. No they haven't. They're just hiding. Come out yer bastards. Let's see your faces. They always hide when there are others around.

PLENCK
Either that or their not there at all.

POE
They're there alright. Big ugly bastards.


(HE PULLS A LARGE PIPE  FROM HIS POCKET. HE LIGHTS IT ON A CANDLE AND TAKES A BIG PULL AS IF HE WERE SMOKING A JOINT. WHICH OF COURSE HE IS. HE COUGHS VIOLENTLY)

POE
Want some?

PLENCK
I don't think so. It doesn't appear to do you much good.

POE
Good stuff this.

PLENCK
The inhalation of these vapours is known to affect men's thinking in strange and disturbing ways.

POE
Not me.

PLENCK
You are the one haunted by demons.

POE
It's not me that's weird, it's those bloody demons. I mean, why pick on me? What have I ever done? 

PLENCK
I'm suggesting the demons might be in here (POINTS TO HIS HEAD)

POE
Rubbish! If they were in here (INDICATING HIS HEAD) I wouldn't be able to see them would I.

PLENCK
Besides, this smoking business, Poe, it is not good, not good. I believe it will make you ill.

POE
Who says?

PLENCK
It is a scientific fact.

POE
The trouble with you alchemists is that when you think something it is a scientific fact, but when anybody else thinks something, it's a popular fallacy. In years to come they will treat people with these, you mark my words. You'll go to the physician and he'll say 'Smoke a dozen of these. You'll soon feel better'. Anyway, I'm not frightened of death. Death is going to be the highlight in my life. I'm not appreciated. Noone likes me. That Ianna, she cannot pass me without a barbed word.  

PLENCK
She thinks you are not succeeding very well in your job. You are supposed to keep Majesty happy.

POE
Yes, and what a job that is! It's easier getting laughs from a sheep thief on his way to the gallows. All he wants these days is 'Odes to Immortality' and songs about the afterlife. I think I'll go back on the road, do a few turns around the fairs.

PLENCK
If I recall correctly, your last turn ended with you being chased out of the village by a mob of women calling for your head on a spike.

POE
Very strange audience, that. Nothing but women. All puritans or men-haters, they must have been. I did the song about Walter and his Enormous Green Penis. Didn't get a chuckle. Not one. Nearly as bad as that time I played to that silent order of monks. Not a whisper from beginning to end. Mind you, they reckoned it was a riot.

PLENCK
And what great entertainment have you planned to cheer Majesty this evening.

POE
Bit of juggling. Bit of fire eating.

PLENCK
I'll fill the fire buckets. 

POE
Oh come on, Plenck, I didn't mean to set fire to the man. Anyway at least he wasn't the guest of honour. (PAUSE) Second turn: Couple of conjuring tricks. And finish off with a song.

PLENCK
Not 'Walter' again.

POE
No. I thought I'd give him a rest. What's he like today, Majesty.

PLENCK
Melancholy. Depressed. Dejected. Fearful. Bitter. Morose.

POE
It's going to be uphill then.

PLENCK
Precipitous. Be prepared.


(PLENCK EXITS. POE DRAWS HEAVILY ON HIS PIPE)

POE
Life! I never asked for it. Eternity in the ether, that's more my style.


(FADE)

SCENE 3.
(MAJESTY IS SEATED ON THE THRONE)

MAJESTY
(SHOUTS)Bone... Bone... Bone... Where are you? Bone... Bone

BONE
(SLOUCHES IN) What d'you want now?

MAJESTY
Where have you been, Bone, I've been calling you for hours.  

BONE
No you ain't. Anyway I've been chasing that stupid bleedin' dog of yours. He's go' out again. He's stuck hisself outside the front gate and he won't let anyone pass.

MAJESTY
Well? What's wrong with that? He's supposed to be a guard dog. He's protecting the castle.

BONE
He's not stoppin' em bleedin' well comin' in. He's stoppin 'em bleedin' well goin' out, ain't he. 'es bleedin' pafe'ic, that bleedin' dog. You wanna 'ave him bleedin' well put down.

MAJESTY
Well thank you so much for that advice, so articulately put, Bone. Meanwhile, perhaps you would be so kind as to fetch some logs for the fire, if that isn't too  'bleedin' well' inconvenient for you.

BONE
(EXITS MUMBLING) I'd chop 'is bleedin nuts off, I bleedin well would.


(AS HE EXITS. HE PASSES WESSEL AND PLENCK ENTERING)

WESSEL
What's the matter with him.

PLENCK
The matter. Oh nothing's the matter. You see Bone in one of his better moods. Sire, this is Wessel. You recall Wessel? 


(MAJESTY LOOKS BLANK)

PLENCK
You don't recall Wessel? We employed him to infiltrate Drac's camp, a year or so ago.

MAJESTY
Did we? What for?

PLENCK
As a spy.

MAJESTY
I don't remember any spy. Are you sure?

PLENCK
Quite positive

MAJESTY
Well if you say so I must have done. Good idea. Good tactics - sending in a spy.

PLENCK
Good tactics indeed. Keeping Wessel a secret so that none could betray him (ASIDE) and as an additional precaution,   forgetting all about it yourself. (OUT LOUD) Masterly

MAJESTY
Vessel, eh. Empty Vessels make most noise.

WESSEL
I beg your pardon.

MAJESTY
Empty vessels make most noise. I expect people say that to you all the time with a name like yours.

WESSEL
No.

PLENCK
It's Wessel. Not Vessel.

MAJESTY
'Empty Wessels make most noise?' Doesn't make sense does it? There's no such word as 'wessel'.

WESSEL
It is my name: Wessel. It begins with a 'W'

MAJESTY
What does.

WESSEL
My name. It's 'Wessel' not 'vessel'.

MAJESTY
Who's this Vessel then?

PLENCK
No-one. There's no-one called 'Vessel' 

MAJESTY
I thought there was a spy called 'Vessel'. Wait a minute. Your real name is 'Vessel' but you go by the name of 'Wessel'. Clever, Very clever. I can see why I chose you as my spy now.

PLENCK
Yes. Except its the other way round.

MAJESTY
Leave this to me, Plenck. I know what I'm doing. So. What have you to tell us?

WESSEL
I have discovered a great deal.  Most important of all. Drac has longbows.

MAJESTY
Longbows! Longbows! Drac doesn't have longbows. He doesn't even know about longbows.

WESSEL
He does.

MAJESTY
He does. Not two days ago I saw him kill three men stone dead with three arrows drawn in succession.

MAJESTY
I cannot believe it.  Once again we stare into the eyes of the slavering hounds of hell and smell their foul fetid breath on our cheeks..

PLENCK
We can live with this eventuality.

MAJESTY
... The dark storm clouds of doom and desolation billow up on the horizon...

PLENCK
It is not such a bad thing.

MAJESTY
... The black vultures huddle together on the grey mountain crags, salivating in anticipation of their.... What did you say, Plenck? 'Not a bad thing'. Of course its a bad thing. Did you not heed my lamentations?

PLENCK
If Drac stole the idea from us, it stands to reason that he knows that we have the longbow already

MAJESTY
So?

PLENCK
With a longbow, an archer can kill a dozen men in the time it takes to spit in the fire. A dozen archers could seal the doom of a small army. A thousand archers could lay waste a city, even obliterate a nation from the face of the Earth.

MAJESTY
And this is good is it?

PLENCK
You have Armageddon in the palm of your hand.

MAJESTY
So does he.

PLENCK
What benefit then to wage war? You have Armageddon in your hand. He has it in his. There can be only one Armageddon.

MAJESTY
I am still waiting the glean the good news from all this.

PLENCK
If both sides have the longbow then none will go to war. What would be the point. We'd destroy them. They'd destroy us. Where is the victor?

MAJESTY
War is a terrible thing...

PLENCK
Especially as we've yet to win one..

MAJESTY
Quite, quite. But I am speaking from the moral perspective. Man was not put on this earth to  devise ever more diabolical ways of destroying his fellows. Man was meant to spend his life contemplating the deeper philosophies, and women to take on the burden of the mundane tasks of life.

WESSEL
There is a slight problem with this longbow.

MAJESTY
I can't see one.

WESSEL
It may end wars between the great powers for now. But the virtue of the longbow is also its danger. It is simple make. Most of its elements can be plucked from the trees. Once the secret is out..

PLENCK
Anyone may avail himself of the weapon.

MAJESTY
The outlaws in the forest...

PLENCK
The warlords...

WESSEL
The peasants in the villages... if get to hear of this there'll be no stopping them. 

MAJESTY
This could put war into the hands of anyone with a knife and a ball of twine. We must lay waste  the  trees in the forest - cut off the supply of wood.

WESSEL
There's a thousand thousand hectares of forest out there. I don't think there are enough  wood cutters.

MAJESTY
We could burn them down.

PLENCK
And rule over a kingdom of ashes?

MAJESTY
We'll treble the tax on twine.

WESSEL
The point of being an outlaw is that you pay n tax. A thousand per cent of nothing is....

MAJESTY
Don't pay tax. Don't pay tax! They're nothing better than common criminals.

WESSEL
They are common criminals. That's why we refer to them as outlaws.

MAJESTY
It's no good is it. Hovering above every shoot of good fortune lurks the blackfly of despair. However bright the sunlight, the moon is always waiting to drop the curtain of darkness. That's why it smiles at us.

WESSEL
There is an answer....

MAJESTY
I see its grin widening as you speak.

WESSEL
Plenck must invent a weapon more deadly than the longbow.

MAJESTY
More deadly! Such things is not possible. It is against the laws of physics. And then there's the expense.

PLENCK
Drac will not be concerned at the expense.

MAJESTY
(HOLDS OUT HIS HANDS) Must we be doomed forever to search out new ways of destroying this all too puny flesh.

PLENCK
It is the burden of mankind

MAJESTY
You look in the skies tonight. You'll not just see the moon grin, you'll hear it's raucous laughter. (PAUSE) Has the sun sunk into the horizon yet.

PLENCK
It sits waiting above the trees.

MAJESTY
Then we are in good time to drink ale. Come Plenck, let's dull misery's glinting edge for a moment or two.


(FADE)

SCENE 4
(CATHERINE AND IANNA ARE SEATED FRONT STAGE)

IANNA
I am humiliated. Mocked and humiliated.

CATHERINE
It is none of my doing.

IANNA
You've played your part.

CATHERINE
I have done nothing.

IANNA
Precisely.

CATHERINE
I don't wish to marry.

IANNA
Do you think I did? Do you think I actually wanted to marry your father. I had no choice. It was the only way to unite the kingdoms. I was given my role and I played it. I play it still.

CATHERINE
It is not in my nature to marry.

IANNA
Why not? You can chose any man you wish. I never had such a choice.

CATHERINE
I don't like men.

IANNA
Some women are like that in their youth. But you are no longer young. You needn't even marry. Just chose a man and take him to bed. It's not so much to do for your mother is it?

CATHERINE
I can't bear a man to touch me.

IANNA
You think any of us can?

CATHERINE
I would rather swallow poison.

IANNA
So you'd rather see me  humiliated. Guide Majesty to some servant women's bed and then prostrate my self at the door listening for signs of pleasure.

CATHERINE
You're not jealous.

IANNA
I wouldn't mind if it was a secret. If only I knew. But the whole castle. The whole kingdom must be told: Majesty lies in another woman's bed. And Ianna hold his cloak.

CATHERINE
I don't see why we need another boy. There's enough of them here already.

IANNA
You know perfectly well why we need a boy.

CATHERINE
Why can't I have the throne.

IANNA
Woman were not borne for such things.

CATHERINE
Where is that law written. I've never seen it.

IANNA
It's written in your blood. We are servants of the moon. Our role is to breed men.

CATHERINE
So other men may kill them.

IANNA
For every answer you have another question.

CATHERINE
Why shouldn't I?

IANNA
You see. Another question. You'll never make be happy you know. Better to keep your own council. Be content to be a silent witness to the madness.

CATHERINE
As you have done.

IANNA
As I have done.

CATHERINE
And this has made you content has it? Has it?

IANNA
No.

CATHERINE
Then I might just as well speak my mind.

IANNA
If you speak your mind then all will know it. You don't know what the world is out there. It's not ready for women with opinions. Not yet.


(POE HAS APPEARED BALANCING PRECARIOUSLY ON A LEDGE. AS IANNA FINISHES HER SPEECH HE IS LIT)

POE
Stand back. Stand back, I am going to jump.

CATHERINE 
What's he doing up there?

POE
Stand back. Stand back. This is no idle threat.


(ENTER PLENCK)

PLENCK
What are you doing up there, Poe. Come down.

POE
It's no good trying to dissuade me. I have a mind to do this.

PLENCK
If you jump you might hurt yourself.

POE
That's the point. I want to hurt myself. I want to die.


(ENTER MAJESTY)

MAJESTY
What on Earth is he doing? You can't tumble from up there Poe, you'll kill yourself.

POE
I want to kill myself.

MAJESTY
People don't kill themselves, Poe. Kill other people, yes. I can see the sense in that. But not themselves. I fear your mind is confused.

PLENCK
(ASIDE TO MAJESTY) Actually, I believe the Norsemen do it.

MAJESTY
Do what?

PLENCK
Kill themselves.


MAJESTY
I'm not surprised. They kill everything. Bloody Vikings. Killing and rape is their measure. You get some funny looking calves once they've been through your village I can tell you. 

PLENCK
It just shows though - people do kill themselves.

POE
I'm still up here you know.

MAJESTY
Yes. Yes. Just be quiet a moment, I'm talking to Plenck. Why do people kill themselves?

PLENCK
Perhaps they think life isn't worth living.

MAJESTY
Well of course it isn't. But if we all took that attitude, you wouldn't be able to walk past a tower without a body landing on your head. (SHOUTS) Come down now Poe. You won't achieve anything. You'll only go straight to hell and be taunted by demons for eternity.

POE
Can it be worse than suffering the torments of my ungrateful audience?

MAJESTY
Good point. Probably not.

PLENCK
Come now Poe, it's not the end of the world if you drop the occasional burning torch. That tapestry was marked anyway.

MAJESTY
No it wasn't.

PLENCK
(ASIDE) I was saying that to make him feel better.

MAJESTY
Oh I see. (SHOUTING) Don't worry about the tapestry, Poe. You weren't to know it had been in the family for four centuries.

POE
Noone laughs at my jests anymore.

MAJESTY
Did they ever (TO PLENCK) He has got a point there, you must admit.

POE 
I am in blackest despair. I live my life under a grey shadow. I need release from it all.

MAJESTY
Do we take it you're not happy, Poe?

POE
Happy! Not happy. I am the most miserable man alive.

PLENCK
It could be worse, Poe. Much worse. You could have some awful skin disease..

MAJESTY
...or the plague.

POE
I do have the plague: the plague of living.

MAJESTY
You have your health Poe. Think if you had the gout, or the dropsy, or boils, or gangrene.

POE
I have gangrene: gangrene of the soul.

PLENCK
We don't seem to be getting through to him. The  medical metaphors appear to be getting worse.  

MAJESTY
We've got to do something.

PLENCK
We could shoot him down with a longbow.

MAJESTY
Shoot him down with a longbow! Shoot him down with a longbow. I am surrounded by idiots. We are trying to save his life. Skewering with an arrow's hardly going to do the trick is it.

PLENCK
(SULKILY) At least it would save his soul.


(POE ALMOST FALLS FROM THE LEDGE. A LARGE LUMP OF THE LEDGE FALLS TO THE GROUND)

MAJESTY
We can't let him kill himself. How would it look, Majesty's jolly jester splattered all over the courtyard? My reputation has suffered enough indignity as it is.

POE
I'm going to do it. I going to do it.

MAJESTY
Yes. Yes. You'll just hang on a moment: Plenck and I are talking.

PLENCK
Hang on Poe. We have a suggestion. We have an answer to your problems. If you would just listen...

MAJESTY
Excellent. Excellent, Plenck. I'm with you. What's the suggestion?

PLENCK
I haven't thought of one yet. I'm just playing for time.

MAJESTY
Well you'd better start playing a bit harder because I give that ledge about five minutes. Still, I suppose if it was an accident it wouldn't caste such a bad light on us.


(ENTER BONE)

BONE
'o made this bleedin mess. I just swep' up here. (PLENCK POINTS UPWARD) W'as 'e doin' up there? W'atch you doin' up there, you stupid tart.

PLENCK
He's going to kill himself.

BONE
Not on my bleedin' courtyard, he ain't. I just swep' up 'ere.

POE
I'm past caring.

BONE
I's a bit inconsid'rate all this in'it. Can't you frow yourself on your sword. Down by the compost heap'd be alright. At least that'd save all the bleedin' sweepin'. I just swep' up here.

POE
I'm going to jump. I'm going to jump.

IANNA
Poe. Can you hear me Poe.

POE
Yes.

IANNA
Get away from that ledge at once. Do you hear me.

POE
I was just going to...

IANNA
I want none of your insolence. You are most certainly not going to jump from that ledge, d'you hear me. Get back through that window this moment. Now! 


(POE CLIMBS MEEKLY BACK THROUGH THE WINDOW)

IANNA
Bone, get this mess cleared up.

BONE
I don't see...


(IANNA STRIKES HIM VIOLENTLY)

BONE
I was just going get me bleedin' broom, wasn't I? (TO HIMSELF) I just swep' up here.


(BONE EXITS)

IANNA
Sometimes I just despair.(TO MAJESTY) I suppose you are capable of clearing up here. Or is that too much to ask.


(SHE SWEEPS OUT OF THE ROOM FOLLOWED BY CATHERINE)

MAJESTY
I would have dealt with the matter, if she'd given me a moment. She always buts in just when I'm about to act.

PLENCK
She does have the voice for this sort of thing.

MAJESTY
I suppose it is a woman's job to deal with the servants.

PLENCK
Absolutely


(BONE REAPPEARS WITH HIS BROOM AND BEGINS TO SWEEP THE FLOOR. MAJESTY AND PLENCK BEGIN TO EXIT)

MAJESTY
A leader must know when to stand back and let his lieutenants take charge.

PLENCK
It is a tired ruler who delegates to none.

MAJESTY
I would have ordered him down... but I saw no danger.

PLENCK
The situation was resolved long before she spoke.


(A LARGE CHUNK OF LEDGE FALLS ON BONE)

BONE   
The rich get bleedin' richer and the poor get bleedin' window ledges  on their bleedin' heads. Tha's the modern bleedin' world for you.


(FADE)

SCENE 5.
(ANCIENT SOUNDING MUSIC IS HEARD TO PLAY - SACKBUTS, HORNS ETC. PLENCK, MAJESTY, IANNA ARE SEATED AT A TABLE AT WHICH THE REMAINS OF A MEAL ARE STREWN. POE ENTERS AND BEGINS TO SING. PAINFULLY)

MAJESTY
Is the cat unwell?

PLENCK
He's asleep I believe.


(PAUSE)

MAJESTY
There's no-one dying in the infirmary is there?

PLENCK
Not to my knowledge.


(PAUSE)

MAJESTY
Is the ghost of my father abroad tonight.

PLENCK
I think not.


(PAUSE)

MAJESTY
Then what is that abominable noise?

PLENCK
It's Poe. He's singing.

MAJESTY
(FEIGNS SURPRISE) Poe. My god.

POE
Sire?

MAJESTY
What is that you're singing, man.

POE
'tis a mournful song your majesty. A song of a woman seduced and betrayed by an unfeeling knight.

MAJESTY
If you ask me these maidens get what's coming to them. Wandering around with bare ankles and faces - they're asking to be seduced and betrayed.

IANNA
Perhaps you would have women  wrap themselves in sacks and only emerge at night lest they incite the passions of poor innocent men. Anyway, it's a perfectly dreadful song, Poe. We'll have no more of it. Have you prepared the poem?

POE
Well sort of..

IANNA
Sort of? Either you have or you haven't.

POE 
It needs a bit of polishing.

IANNA
If it is of your usual quality Poe, it will need taking out a burying. But no matter. We are not easily intimidated. We'll hear it anyway.

POE
Very well. If I must.  Ahem. 'Ode on the Glorious Conquest of the Natural Elements by Majesty, King and Master'.

MAJESTY    Was that it?

POE
No, that was just the title.

MAJESTY
It's going to be a long night.

POE
'twas in the year of sixty-nine,      
When Majesty the King didst set forth amongst the pine,

    
Forests around the court and castle.

           And verily his retinue didst part

           The cheering crowds and revelling throng.

BONE
I di'n't see no bleedin' revellin' frong. Not unless a old blind beggar an' 'is mangy dog is a revellin' frong.

MAJESTY
Shut up Bone.

BONE
'is jest bleedin' construc'ive cri'icism innit.

MAJESTY
Bone. Shut up.

POE 
And with retinue beside and hawk on his arm did Majesty ride forth.


But before a mile was past, he did give his horse to Clepto who was was weary and had bayed most mournfully.

MAJESTY
You didn't have to mention that.

POE
Mention what.

MAJESTY
About Clepto riding on the horse. You needn't have mentioned it.

POE
I am a poet. I have an obligation to the truth...

PLENCK
If not to literature.

IANNA
It would have been better if you hadn't let the dog ride on your horse in the first place. I mean really, Majesty. You were up to your knees in mud with that ridiculous dog perched on your even more ridiculous horse.

MAJESTY
Some would call it thoughtful.

IANNA
Yes and some would call cowpats pancakes but they doesn't mean we have to eat them.

MAJESTY
Look just leave that bit out, Poe. It's not necessary.

POE
I am a Poet you know. I can't keep having my muse suppressed.

IANNA
You are not and you can. Now get on.

POE
Many a mile did they travel

          
O'er grass mud and gravel.

BONE
There weren't no gravel. You just stuck vat in to rhyme with 'travel'.

POE
I did not.

BONE      
You did.

POE       
Didn't.

BONE      
Did.

POE       
Didn't

BONE      
Did.

POE       
Didn't.

MAJESTY
Isn't it inspiring to see the intelligentsia  grappling in sophisticated debate. Bone, a man whose family aspire to be scum, and Poe, a man with less talent than the average piece of salted fish. Gentlemen, as we have evidently reached some sort of philosophical stalemate somewhere between 'did' and 'didn't' perhaps we might just delay the debate until a more suitable opportunity arises.

POE
(CLEARS HIS THROAT)  At last they camest upon the ocean. And they did look forth and, in a voice both mighty and masterful,


Said Majesty, 'I shall in one single hour full.


Prove beyond doubt, the might of the king.


So in history the name of Majesty will forever ring


As one whose name is spoken with pride.


For 'twas me, the king, who didst turn back the tide'.


And the waves did lash and the wind did moan.


And down the white cliffs dropped the portable throne.

PLENCK
You know this isn't bad, Poe. I believe this your best since 'The Mad Bugger from Penzance'.

POE
Will you please shush, you're ruining the mood.


The Sun was high as Majesty did prepare.


And the Barons did gather to see all was fair.


Majesty sat on his throne two yards from the tide.

 
With his chronicler and historian Poe, by his side.

PLENCK
Didn't you say a moment ago that you had a responsibility to the truth?

POE
Of course.

PLENCK
Then tell me Poe, putting aside the fanciful description of yourself as a 'chronicler and historian', how do reconcile that last line in which you apparently stand heroically beside Majesty, with the facts of the matter: that is you were, at the time, as I seem to recall, hiding in one of wagons.

POE
I saw a sea serpent.

PLENCK
You did not see any serpent. What you saw was a crab, Poe.

POE
Crabs can bite you.

PLENCK
It was dead. Perhaps, in the interests of verisimilitude we should change those lines to.


Majesty sat on his throne two yards from the tide.


While Poe hid cringing under a blanket in a wagon back at camp shouting 'It's coming for me. It's coming for me.'

IANNA
Yes, yes we take your point Plenck. But do let us proceed. Please.

POE 
The tide rose with inevitable motion.

 
But Majesty stood firm in defiance of the ocean....


(PAUSE)

IANNA
Well?

POE
Well what?

IANNA
Where is the rest of it.

POE
I told you it wasn't finished.

IANNA
You've missed the crucial part.

MAJESTY
It doesn't matter.

IANNA
People need to know what happened.

MAJESTY 
So I can be humiliated I suppose.

IANNA
The tide turned.

MAJESTY
My feet were soaking.

IANNA
The tide turned.

MAJESTY
I probably would have done anyway. The fishermen weren't impressed.

IANNA
(FIERCELY) It's what people think that matters. A king who turns the tide has the power of the moon. Noone will stand against such king. The tide has testified that you have the power of the moon. You have it. And so will your son.


(CATHERINE ENTERS)

CATHERINE
Why can't I? Why must it be a man?

MAJESTY
Ah Catherine. So thoughtful of you to join us. Delayed by some emergency embroidery perhaps. 

CATHERINE
It's not my fault I'm late.

MAJESTY
Then it must be mine. Why not. All else is.

CATHERINE
It is your fault.

MAJESTY
Well there we are then.

CATHERINE
Clepto has disappeared.

MAJESTY
Disappeared. He should be locked up. Isn't he in his kennel?

CATHERINE
We've looked in his kennel, in the bedrooms, in the kitchens, everywhere. There's no sign of him.

PLENCK
If he's gone down to the village, it will be bad news for more than just the chickens.

IANNA
He can't have got out of the castle. He was inside when the gates were shut and nothing's gone out since the laundry cart went down to the river.

MAJESTY
He must be in the castle.

CATHERINE
I've told you, he isn't. 

MAJESTY
Well, it's a mystery to me.

PLENCK
Which makes a total of two mysteries.

MAJESTY
What are you talking about?

PLENCK
The first mystery is, where is the dog? And the second is, why was the laundry cart going down to the river at this time of night?

IANNA
It's quite simple - Clepto is in some hole or other, fast asleep after a hard day's mindless destruction and the laundry women have borrowed the cart to go down to the village. There's no mystery involved.

PLENCK
I'm not so certain. I have noticed a certain atmosphere abroad in the castle these last few days. Something unusual is afoot.

IANNA
Nonsense. (STANDS TO LEAVE) Come Catherine. Let's find you some food. And then I'm going to bed so I can draw the curtains on one more dismal day. Come.

CATHERINE
I'm sure he isn't in the castle. I've looked everywhere.


(IANNA AND CATHERINE EXIT. MAJESTY GOES OVER AND SLUMPS INTO HIS THRONE. PLENCK AND POE SIT AROUND DEJECTEDLY) 

MAJESTY
Sometimes I wonder which was the exact moment when it all started falling apart? When my father died I vowed I would end the tyranny he had wrought on this country. Can you recall what the world was like when that man sat in this throne?: the wailing in the night, the bloated bodies floating on the moat that none dare remove. If a man did so much as scratch himself in my father's presence, he'd be tortured until his bones cracked. When he died I vowed I would put an end to all such things. I'd rule with humanity and justice. We would have proper laws, no man would be executed because the King happened to have drunk too heartily the night before. No woman should be widowed on the whim of an ill-tempered despot. And look where my laws and justice have taken me. Freedom becomes licence. Emancipation becomes anarchy...

PLENCK
It is not your fault that times have become hard. When food bowls are empty all civilised things fall apart. We are victims of the times.

MAJESTY
I wish it were just the times. But I don't believe it is. I am not the 'enlightened' king, I'm the 'weak and vacillating king' - say to him what you will because there will be no retribution. His father would cut out your insolent tongue. His son, the king, merely places his head in his hands and whines like a cur. I am the petulant weakling of the world and when I die, Drac will ride in through those gates, and what then? Those same people who laugh in my face now will be out on the streets, singing and cheering and throwing their hats in the air. Until some old man scratches himself, and Drac gets off his horse and slices off his head for his impertinence. You  can hear them now, (IN A WHINING VOICE) 'Majesty wouldn't have done that. Majesty was a good and reasonable man'. God help them then. God help them, then.


(THERE IS A LOUD BANGING ON THE DOOR)

MAJESTY
What in God's name is that?


(THE DOOR OPENS AND IN COMES THE YOUNG PEASANT)

MAJESTY
It's an assassin. There's an assassin in the room Call the guard. Call the guard.


(PLENCK DRAWS HIS SWORD AND MOVES IN FRONT OF MAJESTY)

PEASANT
I haven't come to harm you.

MAJESTY
He's the one who threatened me earlier. Guard. Guard.

PEASANT
The guards are asleep. They will not come.

MAJESTY
I pay these men to guard me.

PLENCK
What is it you want?

PEASANT
Not to harm anyone. Not yet. I am unarmed.

MAJESTY
He's unarmed, Plenck. Go on - kill him them.

PLENCK
I cannot kill an unarmed man.

MAJESTY
Yes you can. They're the easy ones. It's the ones with bloody great swords you have to worry about.

PLENCK
It is not honourable.

MAJESTY
Oh good. Perfect. I have sleeping guards and a courtier with integrity. Come (HE BARES HIS BREAST) Stab me now. We might as well get it over with.

PEASANT
I have not come to kill you. I have come to speak with you.


MAJESTY
It's no good apologising. It's too late now.

PEASANT
I have not come to apologise.

PLENCK
So. What is it you want then?

PEASANT
We have your dog.

MAJESTY
You have? Clepto. This is cheering news. We've been searching all over for him. You must have a reward.

PEASANT
We won't return him.

MAJESTY
What do you mean you won't return him. What does he mean, Plenck?

PLENCK
I don't think he means they have found the dog. I think he means they have taken him.

MAJESTY
Taken him where?

PLENCK
'Taken' as in 'captured'. He is their prisoner.

MAJESTY
What on Earth would  they do that for. I doesn't make sense, he's not a soldier. I mean, you take your enemies prisoner to stop them attacking you. That's logical. But how is taking the dog a prisoner of use to anyone.

PLENCK
Perhaps we should ask him.

MAJESTY
Clepto can't talk.

PLENCK
(INDICATING THE PEASANT) Him.

MAJESTY
Oh him. Yes. Yes. I can see the sense in that, Plenck. You. Why have you taken my dog prisoner?

PEASANT
I've been trying to tell you...

MAJESTY
Don't take that tone with me. I won't have that tone taken with me.

PEASANT
I've been trying to tell you that we have taken the dog. We have locked him away somewhere where you'll never find him and he'll not be returned until you agree to our demands.

MAJESTY
You mean you've got the dog and you won't let him go?

PEASANT
Until you agree to our demands.

MAJESTY
And if I don't?

PEASANT
The dog will die.

MAJESTY
What! Is he ill?

PEASANT
No, we will kill him.

MAJESTY
Kill him? What old Clepto? He's a lovely dog, he loves having his tummy scratched. No-one would want to kill old Clepto.

PEASANT
We don't want to kill him, but we will unless you agree to agree to our demands

MAJESTY
If you don't want to kill him, I don't see the problem?

PEASANT
(TO PLENCK) Can you explain this to him? I could be here for the rest of my days.

PLENCK
What they are saying, Majesty, is that we must do as they say or... they will kill the dog.

MAJESTY
(SLOWLY) So they are saying that they are going kill Clepto.. unless we do as you say.

PLENCK
Yes.

MAJESTY
But that is monstrous, monstrous. I've never heard such a thing. Have you ever heard of such a thing.

PLENCK
It's like a ransom.

MAJESTY
They want money?

PEASANT
We want justice.

MAJESTY
No. No. No. No. You've gone too far this time. You'll hang for this. No, you won't hang  - you'll be tortured until the dog returns. We'll see how you enjoy that.

PEASANT
Then the dog will be tortured too.

MAJESTY
What! Torture a poor innocent animal. What sort of fiends are you?

PEASANT
You were going to torture me

MAJESTY
That's different. We're talking of a poor innocent creature.

PEASANT
We were all like that once.

PLENCK
What exactly are your demands?

MAJESTY
We don't want to know what his demands are. We are not interested in his demands. We will not be intimidated.

PLENCK 
Then the dog will die.

MAJESTY
Well.. er... just out of interest, no more. What exactly are these demands?

PEASANT
Free the men in the jail.

MAJESTY
What? Are you mad? They're the scum of the Earth in there. Murderers, madmen, cut-throats. They are in there for your protection as much as mine.

PEASANT
They are people from the village. imprisoned for paltry crimes.

PLENCK
Murder, attacks on the clergy, rape - these are paltry crimes? How times change.

PEASANT
Not all of them are murderers, some are imprisoned just for feeding their families by taking sheep and grain. These are not crimes - they are acts of bravery.

PLENCK
What else do you want?

PEASANT
We want access to the Royal Granaries while the famine lasts. No taxes before the next harvest. Less work on the King's land until the men are strong again.

MAJESTY
Oh I see. And while I'm at it perhaps you would like me to alter the position of the moon a little. Melt the snow. Turn up  the sun a fraction. You are too modest with your demands. Let's have a new king every year. The most popular man sits on the throne. No. No. Go further. Let's have a woman on the throne. A child. A donkey. An insect. And if God does not approve, he'll just have to wait in the queue like everyone else.

PEASANT
We are only asking for the right to survive.

MAJESTY
Very well. So be it. We'll release the criminals so they can rape and murder to their hearts content. Let's open the warehouses and let the people riot in the streets. Let's toss gold coins to the peasants so they can nail them to their huts to frighten away the evil spirits.

PEASANT
So you agree to our demands.

MAJESTY
This is what I agree to: Nothing. I agree to nothing at all. Bring my dog back to the castle before daybreak and I will not raze your village to the ground. I will not hang you all from the battlements and let the rooks feast on your eyes. That is what I agree to. Nothing.

PEASANT
We will return your dog..

MAJESTY
Good.

PEASANT
.. but we shall keep his heart on a spike for all to see.


(HE EXITS)

MAJESTY
It's too late isn't it.

PLENCK
Too late?

MAJESTY
Too late to change. I am doomed to the perpetual humiliation of the defeated. Is it the moon, Plenck. Is it the moon that makes men mad?

PLENCK
It is the power of the moon to make dogs howl in the night, to make women bleed for their children, to make the tides run high...

MAJESTY
Yes but to make men mad?

PLENCK
A man is no more than dust and water. The moon pulls the water to and fro in the oceans, why should it not then move the tides in the watery souls of men... 

MAJESTY
That's a 'Yes', I take it.

PLENCK
I'm afraid so.

MAJESTY
I shall go to bed. No nightmares can match todays share of suffering. I bid you good night.

PLENCK
Good night.


(THEY EXIT AS BONE ARRIVES WITH BROOM)

BONE
(TO HIMSELF) Yes you bleedin' well go to bed. Don't worry about bleedin' Bone: 'e'll be up all the bleedin' night cleaning up all the bleedin' mess. (HE FINDS A TASTY MORSEL ON THE FLOOR AND A HALF EMPTY GOBLET. HE EATS AND DRINKS AND BELCHES LOUDLY. HE FINDS ANOTHER GOBLET AND MAKES A TOAST) The king. May he bleedin' live for bleedin' ever. (HE BELCHES AND FARTS SIMULTANEOUSLY). 'Oo said I got no talent.


(FADE)


END OF ACT 1 

THE POWER OF THE MOON.

ACT TWO    

(THE STAGE IS DARK APART FROM A SHAFT OF LIGHT THAT FALLS ON MAJESTY'S BED. THE BEDCLOTHES ARE MOVING AND THERE A GROANS FROM MAJESTY. IS HE IN TERRIBLE AGONY? THE MOANS END. MAJESTY LIGHTS HIS PIPE AND THE SMOKE LINGERS IN THE SHAFT OF LIGHT. THERE ARE LONG PAUSES BETWEEN MAJESTY'S WORDS AND THE MAID'S REPLIES)

MAJESTY
I hope that wasn't too overwhelming for you my dear. (LONG PAUSE) I said, 'I hope that wasn't too overwhelming for you'.

MAID
Wha'?

MAJESTY
It's not every day a King makes love to you.

MAID
Oh no. S'pose not.

MAJESTY
You suppose not.

MAID
Nah.

MAJESTY
Well, did it match up to your expectations?

MAID
I seen the horses do it.

MAJESTY
I hope you found me a little more sophisticated than that.

MAID
A bit. (PAUSE) They take longer.

MAJESTY
I see. Well thank you for that overwhelming vote of confidence. You're not related to Bone by any chance?

MAID
'Es my uncle.

MAJESTY
Oh my God.

MAID
Not my real uncle. 'E marrid me auntie.

MAJESTY
Quite a catch I imagine. Now you do understand that you musn't sleep with any other man.

MAID
I sleep wiv me bruvers.

MAJESTY
I mean 'sleep' as in 'have relations with'.

MAID
I do 'ave relations in the bed. I told yer. They're me bruvers.

MAJESTY
You musn't have sex with any other man is what I mean.

MAID
Oo no. I'm a virgin.

MAJESTY
Until a few moments ago that is.

MAID
Oh yis. I forgo' about that.

MAJESTY
Well I'm glad you found it so memorable.

MAID
D'yer reckon I'm pregnant yet.

MAJESTY
I'm a very fertile man.

MAID
Wha's fertile?

MAJESTY
I create babies very easily.

MAID
I fought it 'ad somefin' to do with horse shit.

MAJESTY
No. No. Still. Let us hope when our child is borne he has your looks and my reasoning power.

MAID
I'm very beautiful 'in I. Everybody says. What 'appens if I 'ave a little gel?

MAJESTY
You won't have a little girl.

MAID
'ow d'you know.

MAJESTY
I am a king. I know these things. When you have delivered me a son you will be well rewarded. And you shall have a month's holiday.

MAID
What's a n'oliday?

MAJESTY
My dear, surely you know what a holiday is. It's when there is no work to do. You can laze around all day and do nothing at all, if it pleases you. You needn't even get out of bed.

MAID
Are you on n'oliday then.

MAJESTY
No, no my dear. I am the King.

MAID
But you do nothin' all day.

MAJESTY
So it must seem to a pretty little thing like you, but there are different kinds of work - there's the physical kind, and then there's the mental kind.

MAID
Is that when you just fink about it?

MAJESTY
I think that's enough talk now, my dear. You get along and if, for a few days it feels like you're walking on air, don't worry. It's perfectly natural.

MAID
Can I go now.

MAJESTY
Of course, unless...

MAID
Unless what?

MAJESTY
Just one more time. Just to make sure.

MAID
Naw. Bleedin' ell. You're worse than the bleedin' horses.

MAJESTY
We'll leave it for the day shall we. And remember, if the queen asks, tell her that you hated every minute of it.

MAID
(GETTING OUT OF BED) Alright. I di'nt fancy lying to her anyway. I'll see yer tomorrer then.


(SHE EXITS)

MAJESTY
I can hardly wait.


(FADE)


(THE MAIN HALL. IANNA AND CATHERINE ARE SEATED)

IANNA
I can not believe I'm sitting here waiting for my husband to impregnate some moronic stable maid. I can not believe I'm doing this.

CATHERINE
If you must have a boy...

IANNA
We must.

CATHERINE
So I am to be ruled by some ugly spoilt child who's of even less use than his father.

IANNA
Don't speak of Majesty in that way. Besides. He has not always been  so.. so..

CATHERINE
Useless. You know he is.

IANNA
What is his intention regarding that damned (PRONOUNCED WITH TWO SYLLABLES) dog, that's what concerns me at present.

CATHERINE
You know what he'll do. He'll strut up and down muttering for a day or so. He'll bring  his great reasoning power and experience to bear on the matter. And when that proves fruitless, he'll ask Plenck. And when Plenck comes up with nothing better, he'll cower in that throne in a state of panic and confusion. That's what he usually does, is it not? Why does he not ask me?

IANNA
I don't see what you can do.

CATHERINE
I understand these people. I talk to them. They're not evil. Life for them is just one long bleak struggle to survive.

IANNA
And do you think kidnapping that dog will make their lives any  easier. They don't realise how lucky they are having Majesty. He's is weak and he prevaricates but at least he is no tyrant.

CATHERINE
There has to be some middle way between tyranny and chaos, does there not?

IANNA
I used to believe it so.

CATHERINE
We have to do something for these people. At least talk to them, try to understand them.

IANNA
Majesty does them no good and he does them no ill. And he's a better king for doing nothing. If you let people find their own path then, if they lose their way, they've only themselves to blame. Majesty didn't ruin the harvest. It was not Majesty who ruined the harvest. He did not bid them to neglect their grain stores. In truth he counselled them to ration their food. If they heeded his advice their bellies would not be so empty.

CATHERINE
If we did not take their grain in taxes..

IANNA
Ask Drac what he takes in taxes - sometimes everything, sometimes nothing. We take a share that's all. They have no cause for complaint

CATHERINE
It's no good just telling people. they have to be led.

IANNA
By who?

CATHERINE
By someone who knows how to lead. Me.

IANNA
You.

CATHERINE
Why not?.

IANNA
It is not women's place to lead. It is woman's place to stand in the background. And then clear up the mess when the men have finished.

CATHERINE
(STANDING) It is not enough.

IANNA
(STANDING) It is all there is.

CATHERINE
Just because that is the way things have been, it does not mean that is the way things have to be.


(THEY EXIT. A FEW MOMENTS LATER. ENTER MAJESTY AND PLENCK)

MAJESTY
They think they hold me over a barrel but I am not beaten yet, Plenck. Not by a long stick.

PLENCK
Of course not.

MAJESTY
When you wrestle with the viper, beware his claws.

PLENCK
I am not sure a viper has claws.

MAJESTY
You're such a pendant a times, Plenck. I was speaking metaphysically.  So. What do you think we should do?

PLENCK
I was under the impression from your tone that you already had a plan.

MAJESTY
Of course. Of course. Naturally I have an.. outline.. plan. I just wondered if you had come up with anything yourself, you know, in passing.

PLENCK 
No not really. What is your outline plan?

MAJESTY
It is more a sort of embryonic plan.

PLENCK
So, what is your embryonic plan?

MAJESTY
It is not quite embryonic, as yet.

PLENCK
A sort of spermatazoic plan..

MAJESTY
Yes, something like that. I was thinking of.., just for sake of argument. I was thinking of.. giving in. You know. To their demands

PLENCK
(HORRIFIED) Giving in!

MAJESTY
Just for the sake of argument. After all. There is a time to  weep, and a time to laugh, a time to mourn and a time to dance, a time to fight and a time to.. give in.

PLENCK
Such a policy.. even for the sake of argument, would, I think, be suicidal. No one would be able to leave the castle for fear of being kidnapped. Once the poor know an action such as this will reap rewards, they will repeat it again and again. It is out of the question.

MAJESTY
Exactly my thoughts, Plenck, out of the question. But.. er.. there is another possibility. Attached as I am to Clepto, he is not perhaps the most useful dog in the world. Or indeed the brightest of God's creatures.

PLENCK
You were thinking of the thieves Clepto assisted into the grain stores.

MAJESTY
Not that particularly.

PLENCK
The guard he attacked to assist their escape?

MAJESTY
No. No.

PLENCK
The time that he urinated on the priest's leg during the King's blessing.

MAJESTY
No, I was not thinking of that occasion.

PLENCK
The occasion perhaps when he smashed the sluice and drained the moat whilst the castle was under siege.

MAJESTY
Not that actual occasion.

PLENCK
When he buried your sceptre in the vegetable patch.

MAJESTY
He thought it was a bone.

PLENCK
Yes. Well. I suppose a six foot jewel-encrusted staff with a solid gold head in the shape of an eagle would resemble a bone if you were a particularly obtuse animal.

MAJESTY
He does have his virtues.

PLENCK
You must excuse me if my memory is a little vague on this.

MAJESTY
He's reliable.

PLENCK
In truth. In truth. He can certainly be relied upon to do what is perverse on all occasions.

MAJESTY
He is a good game dog.

PLENCK
Yes. Yes. I seem to recall the time he swam across a raging torrent in the spring thaw to retrieve a duck we had killed. I believe he returned with the arrow. (PAUSE) I think I can predict what you are leading to - that we should refrain from action and leave Clepto to his fate.

MAJESTY
They'd probably let him go anyway.

PLENCK
All things are possible. But, sadly, such a solution is not available to us.

MAJESTY
No no. Of course not. (PAUSE) Just remind me though - Why isn't it available?

PLENCK
Is it not obvious.

MAJESTY
(TO WHOM IT ISN'T AT ALL OBVIOUS) Of course. Of course. (PAUSE) But tell me anyway.

PLENCK
(EXASPERATEDLY) It would again appear an act of total cowardice.  Majesty deserts his faithful hound. If Majesty cannot look after his dog, then who can he look after..

MAJESTY
So we have to rescue him.

PLENCK
Rescue him, or take another hostage in retaliation.

MAJESTY
Who could we find who was as important as Clepto - he's of royal blood.


(ENTER IANNA)

IANNA
Have you seen Catherine?

PLENCK
She was with you a moment ago.

IANNA
I am rather concerned about our conversation..

MAJESTY
She's off sulking no doubt. She cannot bear to lose an argument.

IANNA
I'm afraid it's worse than that. I think she may have gone down to the village.

MAJESTY
To the village. Is she mad? She knows the mood the peasants are in. They're not dancing round the maypole down there you know.

IANNA
I think she's gone to join them.

MAJESTY
Join them? What are you talking about. How can she join them. She has royal blood. My family can't join the peasants. Trees can not join rabbits, fishes can not join chickens.

IANNA
She appears to have some sympathy with their predicament. I think she wants to help them.

MAJESTY
Help them! Never mind helping me. Never mind helping the king. Well if she wants to throw in her lot with thugs and outlaws, then let her. Why should I care? 

IANNA
Is it such a crime - to see another man's perspective?

MAJESTY
Your stupid daughter has knowingly placed herself in the hands of those who would torture an innocent..  a relatively innocent animal. Does she not realise what these people could do to a girl. It all gets worse by the moment - we are drawn ever closer to total chaos. What are we going to do, Plenck?

IANNA
Whatever you do I want my daughter back and I want her back safely


(IANNA EXITS. PLENCK HAS WANDERED OVER TO THE WINDOW)

MAJESTY
What are we going to do?

PLENCK
I beg your pardon.

MAJESTY
We are teetering on the edge of the abyss, you might at least listen. 

PLENCK
Sorry. I was distracted for a moment.

MAJESTY
Were you. Oh I see. In that case disturb yourself no further. I daresay observing a few birds is far more important than the imminent complete collapse of civilisation. No. No. You carry on watching the birds.

PLENCK`
I wasn't watching the birds. I was watching those riders approaching from the north.

MAJESTY
Riders? What riders?


(MAJESTY COMES AND LOOKS THROUGH THE WINDOW)

MAJESTY
Oh my God, it's him.

PLENCK
God?

MAJESTY
No, Drac. He's right outside castle gates. The invasion has begun. We've seen our last sunrise. The knuckles of death and annihilation thunder against the door. Blood, entrails and ashes  will rain from the sky in torrents. Heads will be rent from bodies, children slaughtered, Women raped and led into slavery...

PLENCK
There is only two of them.

MAJESTY
....falls the shadow of the circling vultures on the castle keep. They drool in anticipation as the faces of innocent children stare into the foaming jaws of the apocalypse. Hearts will break. Tears will fall like rain..  what did you say.

PLENCK
There are only two of them.

MAJESTY
Only two? Really? Well in that case, send some men down to kill them.

PLENCK
He carries the white flag. He comes to parley.

MAJESTY
We can say we didn't see it.

PLENCK
Drac has many sons.. They would certainly seek revenge - whatever we may say.

MAJESTY
In truth. In truth. The white flag should be respected as a gesture of peace by civilised men. He must be unmolested.. (PAUSE)  Perhaps we could poison him later. 

PLENCK
It occurs to me that Drac arrives, how shall we put it, at an inopportune moment. Clepto is in the hands of traitors. Catherine has thrown in her lot with this same band. If Drac were to know of this, he might just misconstrue the situation as reflecting a certain.. weakness on our part.

MAJESTY
Yes. Yes. I see what you mean. Then he musn't know. There's no reason for him to find out. It is a big castle - Catherine could be unwell and the dog temporarily incarcerated following some minor misdemeanour.

PLENCK
Such as digging up your father's bones.

MAJESTY
Yes, yes, there's no need to keep bringing that up Plenck.

PLENCK
Perhaps that would have been better said to the dog.

MAJESTY
The point is that there is no reason why Drac should know of our.. temporary.. misfortune. We'll just find out what he wants and get rid of him as quickly as possible.


(MAJESTY AND PLENCK MOVE TO EXIT)

MAJESTY
We must act as if nothing has happened. We must act as if.. as if.. everything was perfectly normal.

PLENCK
(ASIDE AS THEY EXIT) Not the easiest of tasks at the best of times.


(BONE APPEARS THROUGH ANOTHER DOOR. HE IS SWEEPING HALF HEARTEDLY WHILST TALKING TO HIMSELF) 

BONE
I am the man what sweeps up the floor..  war. more. sore. door.. does all the dirty bleedin' work and answers the bleedin' door. A poor man's work ain't never done.. bun, fun, son, none.. 'E don't ask for much and 'e don't get.. none. The bleedin' rich sit about gettin' ugly and fat.. hat. sat. mat. I'd chop their bleedin 'eads off. Wa'thcyer bleedin' well fink a' that.

POE
(APPEARS ON A TERRACE) Pathetic!

BONE
'o asked you.

POE
You did. Or were you talking to the wall. You should find good company with the wall. It is twelve foot thick.

BONE
I was talkin' to the bleedin' wall as I matter o' fact. 'cause I find the bleedin' wall better to talk to than a git like you.

POE
I'll give you my opinion anyway. I think that's the single most ignorant outpouring ever uttered by a human being. You don't understand the meaning of poetry, Bone. How could you?

BONE
An' you can bleedin' well shut up an all.

POE
What can I do but yield to the master of wit. 

POE
You better watch out, E's lookin' for you. I 'ope e's goin' ter frottle yer.

POE
Do you know what's the difference between you and me, Bone

BONE
Wha'?

POE
You are a malodorous moron without trace of wit, reasoning-power or style, and I, thank God, am not. So I'll bid you good day. 


(POE DISAPPEARS BACK THROUGH THE WINDOW)

BONE
An' you.. (Pause) An' you.. (Pause) And you.. are like this stuff what I have to sweep up. See, I can do bleedin' jokes. I just ain't got the bleedin' timing. 


(DISAPPEARS SWEEPING. FADE)


(TRUMPETS SOUND. LIGHTS UP ON MAJESTY ON HIS THRONE. PLENCK AND IANNA ARE ON EITHER SIDE OF HIM. ENTER DRAC THROUGH THE DOORS. HE IS PRECEDED BY DRY ICE AND IS BACK LIT SO HE SWEEPS INTO THE ROOM WITH GRANDEUR)

MAJESTY
(ASIDE TO PLENCK) What is all this smoke? Is the castle on fire.

PLENCK
(ASIDE TO MAJESTY) I believe he still makes a point of a dramatic entrance.  

MAJESTY
(ASIDE TO PLENCK) I bit pretentious if truth be told. (OUT LOUD) Welcome, Drac to our castle. My door is always upon to one such as you  - warrior king of the north. How long has it been?

DRAC
Ten years. And in ten years you and I have turned into old men, and your daughter into a woman. But for Ianna. Time has passed her by.

IANNA
There is no need for this.

DRAC
I speak as I see.

IANNA
Then you'd do better to look elsewhere.

MAJESTY
You know I can't recall  our last meeting at all.

DRAC
I remember it well enough. It was in the mountains. We were camped in a valley. Your men rolled boulders down on us.

MAJESTY
My men? I'm sure you're mistaken. It was probably an earthquake. Or some outlaws

DRAC
It was your men. And it was a vile, treacherous and cowardly act. (PAUSE) Still. These things are in the past are they not. If the moon can forget. So can I. I assume all your household are well?

MAJESTY
On yes, blooming, blooming.

DRAC
Your daughter is not here.

MAJESTY
She is.

DRAC
I don't see her.

MAJESTY
Oh in this room you mean. No no she's er..  she's not here.. Not in this room.

DRAC
Good, good. We've made a start. We know she is not in this room. Shall we begin eliminating the rest of the world, room by room, castle by castle or might it be simpler to discuss where she is. Rather than where she is not.

MAJESTY
She is not well.

DRAC
I see. Things become clearer. Such a tragedy for her to become unwell. And so suddenly. Seconds ago she was (MIMES INVERTED COMMAS) 'blooming'. And what of the dog?

MAJESTY
Dog?

DRAC
Your dog - Clepto isn't it. Something of a legend in these parts I understand. I was anxious to see if he lives up to his reputation.

MAJESTY
Ah yes - Clepto. Plenck fetch the dog would you?

PLENCK
But he isn't...

MAJESTY
(HALF ASIDE) Never mind that. Just fetch the dog.

PLENCK
How can I..

MAJESTY
Fetch the dog. If perchance he will not come forward, then we will have done our best. I am sure Drac will not be offended.

PLENCK
Oh I see.


(PLENCK EXITS TO FETCH THE DOG CLOSING THE DOOR BEHIND)

MAJESTY
(A LONG PAUSE) He's just fetching the dog (PAUSE) Won't be long (PAUSE) Bit of a.. bit of a prima donna.

DRAC
So I understand.

MAJESTY
May not want to come of course.


(AN UNEARTHLY WAILING IS HEARD FROM BEYOND THE DOOR)

DRAC
What is that noise.

MAJESTY
It's Clepto. He sounds unwell. Perhaps he's too unwell to join us.

DRAC
(MOVING TOWARDS THE DOOR) It seems a truly virulent infection is striking the castle. First your daughter and then your dog. It sounds as though we should put him out of his misery.

MAJESTY
(MOVING QUICKLY BETWEEN HIM AND THE DOOR) It's not necessary. Plenck will know what to do.

DRAC
Stand aside. I will not see an animal suffer in this way.

MAJESTY
He's stopped. He's stopped. Probably past away peacefully this very minute. We shall all miss him...


(THE HOWLING RESUMES)

MAJESTY
No. He's just hanging on. One last pitiful cry.


(ANOTHER HOWL)

MAJESTY
He must be gone by now (SHOUTING THROUGH THE DOOR) I said, 'He must be gone by now'.


(ANOTHER HOWL)

DRAC
Leave this to me.


(HE PULLS THE DOOR OPEN. PLENCK IS BEHIND THE DOOR, HIS BACK TO DRAC.  HE CONTINUES THE HOWLING AND THEN, REALISING HE'S BEEN RUMBLED, STOPS)

DRAC
I see Plenck is stricken now. This plague sweeps through your castle like wildfire.

MAJESTY
Plenck! What is the meaning of this? Where is my dog?

DRAC
Majesty, Majesty, must we proceed with this pantomime any longer. The dog is not here. Catherine is not here. They are both with the peasants down in the village - one captured and one captivated by the pleas of the poor. I know precisely what is going on.

MAJESTY
Well why did you not say so. Letting us go through all this..

DRAC
It was you who chose to go through all this. I didn't make you. You could have simply told the truth but that's never been your way, has it? So. Now things are out in the open, how do you intend to deal with this insurrection. You have a plan I presume.

MAJESTY
Of course. Of course.

DRAC
(PAUSE) Well?

MAJESTY
I'm not sure we can divulge..

DRAC
You have no plan. Admit it.

MAJESTY
We have. We have a very sound plan. Have we not, Plenck. Tell him what the plan is.

PLENCK
Me? Yes. Well. Right. The plan is.. the plan is.. 

IANNA
We intend to mount an attack on the hideout of the kidnappers.

DRAC
A full attack?

MAJESTY
Naturally - a hundred archers showering the camp with a hail of arrows and then horsemen sweeping through slicing off heads and finally men on foot dealing with the survivors.

DRAC
Which will include neither your dog and or your daughter.

MAJESTY
There may be some minor risks involved.

DRAC
Minor risks! This is madness. If the outlaws do not kill them at first sight of your men lumbering through the trees, then your hail of arrows certainly will.

PLENCK
We will have surprise on our side.

DRAC
They'll certainly be surprised that anyone could do anything so stupid. (PAUSE) Correct me if I am wrong but I understood I had entered the kingdom of enlightenment - where even the most humble man's voice is heard. I find this hard to reconcile with such a bloodthirsty plan of attack. Surely you should be listening to these people, compromising, negotiating, achieving a consensus...

PLENCK
We have tried these things. Some men are beyond reason.

DRAC
But these are mere peasants are they not - simple farmers eeking a living out of  the land. It is not as if you were dealing with hardened brigands.

MAJESTY
We have drawn lines. They have stepped over those lines.

DRAC
Majesty - when will you begin to understand - if you must play the tyrant then you must wear his armour. You have shown these people weakness. You cannot deal them mercy with your right hand and revenge with your left. Look how you have ended: too weak for a warrior, too petulant for a man of peace.

MAJESTY
You could deal with these people better of course.

DRAC
Naturally. I have no veneer of gentility to preserve. I have no reputation of benevolence to defend. I can do exactly as I wish. Do you want me to take action?

MAJESTY
Possibly.

DRAC
'Possibly' is no good to me. You can't fight wars on 'possibly'. It has to 'Yes' or 'No'. Attack or retreat. Kill or die. These are the choices. 'Possibly' will not do.

MAJESTY
Probably. Most likely the answer is almost certainly..

IANNA
Majesty..

MAJESTY
I don't see what harm can be done. If Drac believes he can deal with the situation then I see no harm.. you will protect Catherine..

DRAC
..and the dog.

MAJESTY
and the dog, of course. But Catherine most of all.

DRAC
I have some men in the woods beyond the hill. They know how to deal with such things. The matter will be safe in their hands. I trust them to do what is necessary..

MAJESTY
..not too many casualties.

DRAC
We do not count the dead before the battle. When we unleash the hounds of destruction it is not for us to know where they will come to rest.

MAJESTY
Oh well. You must do what needs to be done.

DRAC
I will speak to my men and when I return we will eat. And we will consider discuss the matter of the treaty.

PLENCK
Treaty. What treaty?

DRAC
Here (HANDING HIM A SCROLL) I have had this drawn up. Read it now and we will discuss it later.


(DRAC EXITS)

MAJESTY
(CALLING AFTER HIM) We will discuss it over dinner


(DRAC EXITS)

PLENCK
Do you think this is wise?

MAJESTY
Of course. I like talking over dinner.

PLENCK
I mean, do you think it is wise allowing Drac's men such freedom - to attack our subjects.

MAJESTY
Why not. They attacked us. Threatened us. Humiliated us. I can see what's wrong letting Drac deal with them. The blood will be on his hands not on mine. Seems perfectly reasonable to me.

IANNA
If you let Drac do this. People will take it as a sign that Drac has power within your borders...

PLENCK
... and what of this treaty. Drac has no need of a treaty. He could overwhelm us in a matter of days. He has brought his men this far without opposition. He could lay siege to the castle tomorrow.

IANNA
It makes no sense.

MAJESTY
He is violent barbarian. He has no sense. We have the wiles to outwit him.

IANNA
We certainly don't have the strength to do anything else.


(IANNA, MAJESTY AND PLENCK EXIT. ENTER POE WITH A PARCHMENT. HE SITS AND READS. ENTER BONE WITH A BROOM, HALF-HEARTED SWEEPING UP. HE SEES POE)

BONE
'Ere. You'll never guess who I jus' bleedin sin.

POE
(DISTRACTEDLY) Alright.

BONE
Doncha wanna know.

POE
Know what.

BONE
'o I jes' bleedin' sin.

POE
Are you seriously suggesting you know something of import that I do not, Bone. It is simply not  possible.

BONE
Drac.

POE
Pardon.

BONE
Drac. I seen bleedin' Drac. 

POE
Here.

BONE
'ere. In this bleedin' castle.

POE
Don't be ridiculous. You haven't seen him. You're mistaken. He couldn't be here.

BONE
Why not?

POE
Because we're not dead for one thing. The walls aren't streaming with blood.

BONE
Tha's cause 'e come on 'is own. 'e wants a treaty.

POE
No. No. Drac doesn't make treaties. He invades. He tortures. He doesn't know how to sign treaties. He doesn't know how to write. He's just a killer.

BONE
Better work on your bleedin' act then 'cause he's 'ere for dinner. (SNATCHING THE PARCHMENT) Readin' this are yer?

POE
It's not ready. I can't seem to finish anything these days. Sometimes it's hard to see the point.

BONE
(SITTING BESIDE POE) I sweep up 'ere every day. The next day all the dust is back. I might as bleedin' well not bother.

POE
You're right. I spend hours on these things. And are they appreciated..

BONE
Yer get no thanks in this place. Work till yer drop and they jes' bleedin' well step over yer corpse.

POE
Nobody cares.

BONE
Nobody.

POE
Bone (HE INSPECTS POE'S CLOTHING) Oh my God. Your tunic is moving about. There are things living in it.

BONE
(NOT NOTICING POE'S REACTION) Nobody gives a tinker's cuss.

POE
Don't you ever wash?

BONE
'course I do. I 'ad a bleedin' wash this bleedin' morning.

POE
I mean a real wash. A bath.

BONE
I's too cold to 'ave a bath in the winter i'n'it. I'd have to take me clothes off.

POE
But that's the point of a bath isn't it. You're disgusting. When was the last time you took these things off and washed them.

BONE
In the summer.

POE
Last summer.

BONE
Well, not last summer. The summer before.

POE
I'm sitting here have a conversation with a man who has been wearing the same clothes for most of his adult life.

BONE
I wash the bits that stick out.

POE
The mind boggles.

BONE
No one complains.

POE
(STANDS) I've got to get out of this place before I become part of the madness.


(POE RUSHES OFFSTAGE. ENTER MAJESTY AND PLENCK IN DEEP DISCUSSION)  

MAJESTY
Why does he want it? 

PLENCK
A treaty can be beneficial. Even to a barbarian.

MAJESTY
I don't see how.

PLENCK
Wars are very expensive these days, even small ones. A lot of men get killed. You have to train new ones You have to look after the widows. Not only that, but you might lose, which means you can't tell beforehand whether you're going to win...

MAJESTY
...a victory of good over evil..

PLENCK
..or lose..

MAJESTY
...a senseless waste of human life.

PLENCK
Drac knows he would be the victor. He has eight sons. Eight armies all baying for blood. We'd be fighting them the length of northern border. They'd sweep in from the hills. We'd be overwhelmed before we had time to raise an army. (PAUSE) Besides, who knows how to fight anymore.

MAJESTY
If he does not seek war why all these skirmishes on the border. Why does he not just leave us alone.

PLENCK
He can not be trusted. Never could be.

MAJESTY
So we refuse a treaty.

PLENCK
Well. We do not wish to provoke him.

MAJESTY
So we sign the treaty.

PLENCK
What could we possibly gain from such a treaty.

MAJESTY
So we don't sign the treaty.

PLENCK
On the other hand, it can do us no harm.

MAJESTY
So we do sign.

PLENCK
And yet, and yet. Somewhere in all this must be an ulterior motive.

MAJESTY
So we don't sign.

PLENCK
Perhaps he has just grown weary of war.

MAJESTY
We do sign. (PAUSE) We don't. We do. We don't.  We do. You are supposed to be my council. All you do is confuse.

PLENCK
I am merely looking at the proposition from every conceivable angle.

MAJESTY
(ANGRILY) And what good is that. We end up with our head up our bums looking for our teeth. We need to be decisive.

PLENCK
Yes.

MAJESTY
Decisive.

PLENCK
Yes.

MAJESTY
Or.

PLENCK
Or. We could just see what happens.

MAJESTY
See how things transpire.

PLENCK
Stand back. take the long view. That sort of thing.

MAJESTY
As we generally do.

PLENCK
As we generally do .

MAJESTY
There's sense in that.

PLENCK
Perfect sense


(THEY START TO EXIT)

MAJESTY
Wisdom councils caution. Tomorrow is another day

PLENCK
It always has been. (ASIDE) Up till now.


(MAJESTY AND PLENCK EXIT. DRAC IS LED IN BY IANNA)

DRAC
So. It is done. And where is Majesty hiding now?

IANNA
He is not hiding. We are not frightened of you.

DRAC
You are not. He is. That's as it should be. So this is where you have ended: a crumbling castle in a crumbling kingdom. 

IANNA
I chose my path. I will follow it to the end.

DRAC
I don't remember you having a choice. I was under the impression it was all arranged by your father. 

IANNA
I had a choice. If I had not wanted to marry Majesty I would not have done so.

DRAC
There are no choices in this world. I used to believe there was. The moon has taught me different.

IANNA
What are you doing here, Drac? What do you want with us? You are not welcome.

DRAC
Is this how women talk in Majesty's Court.

IANNA
This is the way women talk everywhere. It's just in some places they must do it where the men cannot hear.

DRAC
Insolent women, foul-mouthed servants, kidnapped hounds. I do not allow these things where I come from - perhaps we're not sufficiently 'civilised'.

IANNA
You know that scar on your face - it almost looks like a smile doesn't it.

DRAC
It is my inheritance. My father gave me this.

IANNA
Before you murdered him.

DRAC
It was me or him.

IANNA
He was an old man. He could hardly rise from his bed.

DRAC
A bear on his death bed can still raise his claws.

IANNA
That's the sort of world you live in.

DRAC
It's the sort of world we all live in. You believe you are different world but you are not. You've lived in a cocoon for years. soon it will crack open and spill forth its innards 

IANNA
What are you doing here, Drac? Do you really think anyone would seriously enter into a treaty with you. It would be safer mating with a scorpion.

DRAC
I've never tried it. You must tell me about it some time. I need that treaty with Majesty. And you can help me get it.

IANNA
You've never signed treaties before. Why start now?

DRAC
I need a treaty.

IANNA
Why?

DRAC
Because... No. It doesn't matter.

IANNA
How can I persuade Majesty, if you cannot persuade me. Tell me why.

DRAC
(SITS WEARILY AND PAINFULLY) It gives me pain to stand. I can hardly ride a horse any more. I use my sword as a walking stick.

IANNA
You've just gown old.

DRAC
Old. Old and sick. There's something  here.(POINTS TO HIS STOMACH) Something inside, some pestilence. It spreads every day. I can feel it eating away inside. Some days I want to draw a dagger and cut it out. But even that relief would be shortlived. I don't sleep at night. I just watch the moon crawling across the sky, and all I can think about is the pain.

IANNA
It's just the pain of old age.

DRAC
No. For a while I thought it was. I have the pain of old age in my joints and in my hands. This is different. This is the pain of death.  I've spat in death's face enough times in my life. I've fought demons with blood and fire gushing  out of their eyes. I've lain half-dead in the battlefield. I've lain in dirt soggy with my own blood. But I've never lived in fear. I do now

IANNA
Welcome to the human race.

DRAC
I don't ask for sympathy.

IANNA
I won't disappoint you then.

DRAC
I want that treaty. 

IANNA
You have plenty of sons to take your place. barbarians to a man so I hear.

DRAC
I have shown my sons the power of the sword. I have taught them it is better to die a youth with a sword in your hand than to wait for old age to steal away your dignity. Now they fight like jackals.

IANNA
Then you should be content.

DRAC
They fight like jackals But not side by side, not shoulder to shoulder. They fight each other. All day they argue and squabble. Then they grow drunk and draw their swords against each other. As long as I draw breath I can keep them from each others throats but when I die they will be eight armies, every one fighting the other. They'll fight till they drop and when they fall exhausted all that will be left will be dust and ashes. 

IANNA
If what you say is true and I can only believe it so, how will a treaty with Majesty help you.

DRAC
I have shown them how to fight. Now I will teach them to make peace. Neighbours can live side by side. Majesty and I have not fought for years, not seriously. I will show them there is a peaceful way.

IANNA
I fear it is too late in the day to change your ways. The only lesson you will teach them is when you can no longer ride a horse or lift a sword then you  make peace.

DRAC
A few more days, a few more weeks, that's all I have. But there's still time in the hourglass.

IANNA
The hourglass is empty and you don't have the strength to turn it over.

DRAC
What would you rather - see me die fighting. I could still kill Majesty, raze this castle. Is that what you want.

IANNA
I ask nothing from you but you leave us in peace.


(ENTER CATHERINE. SHE IS COVERED IN BLOOD)

IANNA
Catherine. What has happened?

CATHERINE
I'm alright. No thanks to his men. They dragged me by my hair.

DRAC
They did you no harm.

CATHERINE
They murdered those people. They were unarmed.

DRAC
They were peasants. They were of no consequence.

CATHERINE
They were people. Women and children. And your men slaughtered them. I've never seen such butchery.

DRAC
Perhaps you've never opened your eyes.


(ENTER MAJESTY AND PLENCK)

MAJESTY
What is going on here the place is in uproar.

CATHERINE
Ask him. Ask him what's going on here. Ask him what his men have done.

MAJESTY
Drac?

DRAC
I have merely done what I was bidden.

CATHERINE
What does he mean?

DRAC
I have merely done what your father asked.

CATHERINE
You're lying. (TO MAJESTY) You told him no such thing, did you.

MAJESTY
I may have... in passing.. suggested.. something. You know.. along those lines.

CATHERINE 
How could you do such a thing.

MAJESTY
You were kidnapped.

CATHERINE
I was not kidnapped. I went there of my own free will.

MAJESTY
...and the dog.

DRAC
(STANDS PAINFULLY) This is not my business. 

CATHERINE
Of course this is your business. This all your business. My father would never treat his people in this way.

DRAC
I was doing your father's bidding. If it was not to your approval, if you preferred being held hostage by ignorant peasants, then you must talk to him. I have other things to do.


(DRAC EXITS)

CATHERINE
I was not a hostage. I keep telling you. I walked in there and I could have walked out any time I wanted. (TO IANNA) Mother. You know.

IANNA
You may think, girl, that you can join people like that. But you cannot. You were a hostage, the same as that stupid dog. You belong here. If there was someone at fault in all this, it was you. You bought this on yourself and you bought this on them.

CATHERINE
I don't believe it. You're as bad as they are. None of you cares what happens to these people. All you care about is your own pathetic lives. I despise all of you.


(SHE STORMS OUT)

MAJESTY
That's women for you. If there's a problem, become hysterical. As if becoming hysterical ever achieve anything. I think she gets it from you dear. Well. Everything turned out for the best. I assume Clepto is safe. And if he isn't - well I'm sure he died bravely. In the fray. As it were. Ah..


(POE ENTERS)

MAJESTY
Poe will know. Is he alright?

POE
Who?

MAJESTY
Clepto.

POE
Oh him. Oh yes he's alright. He's digging in the courtyard.

MAJESTY
Not my father's grave again.

POE
He's a long way down. It'll be hours before he gets to him.

MAJESTY
When I die I wish to be cast adrift in a burning boat, like the Norsemen. I'll not have that animal digging up the countryside looking for me.

POE
You know those men are in the castle now don't you.

MAJESTY
What men?

POE
Drac's men. They're in the castle.

MAJESTY
Who let them in?

POE
They said they were dealing with traitors - the people in the castle who helped kidnap the dog.

IANNA
What people?

POE
I don't know. Some of the stable boys. And one of the stable maids.

IANNA
Which one.

POE
The blond one. You know. The pretty one.

MAJESTY
What have they done with them?

POE
Dragged them off somewhere and killed them. That's what they did to everyone else

PLENCK
I'll go and see..


(HE EXITS)

POE
It wasn't anyone important. Just a few lads. And a girl.

IANNA
He must have known

MAJESTY
How could he?

IANNA
He knew. That's what this has all been about.

MAJESTY
How could he know?

IANNA
Spies. Every castle has its spies.

MAJESTY
Well all is not lost. I'll just have to pack another one. There are plenty of other stable maids.

IANNA
No.

MAJESTY
No?

IANNA
I will not be put through that humiliation again. God is speaking to us. We must heed what he says. If He had wanted you to have sons, then you'd have them by now. He is telling us, it is all finished. The river will find its course. Build a dam and the spring rains will  still wash it away.

MAJESTY
I'm not quite with you dear. What are these dams you are talking about?

IANNA
It doesn't matter



(ENTER BONE)

BONE
Bleedin' not fair. Not bleedin' fair.

MAJESTY
Not now Bone.

BONE
I's another bleedin' body i'n'it. As is I ain't got enough to bleedin' do without all these bleedin' corpses turnin' up everywhere.

IANNA
Whose corpse. What are you talking about.

BONE
'im (INDICATING WHERE DRAC HAD SAT) 'im.

MAJESTY
Drac.

BONE
Yeah 'im. He's out there. Lying there. Right in my way. Right in the middle of that courtyard. Why can't they bleedin' well die out in the gardens. Why does it always have to be where I'm sweepin' up.

IANNA
You're telling us Drac is dead.

BONE
I dunno if he's bleedin' dead. I just know 'es bleedin' lying there.

IANNA
We must go and see..


(IANNA, POE AND MAJESTY EXIT)

BONE
'as it, bugger off. Bugger off and leave me to clear up. 'is jes another bleedin' corpse. And will they clear it up - no they will not. Will they even get the barrer - no they will not. They'll have a good look and then it'll be 'Bone, Bone'

VOICES OFF
'Bone', 'Bone'

BONE
Th's wha I hate about life. I's bleedin predictability.


(FADE)

   
(PLENCK AND MAJESTY STAND OVER A LAID OUT UNMOVING DRAC)

MAJESTY
I can't see him move.

PLENCK
He is breathing - just.

MAJESTY
What did the physician say?

PLENCK
He said he was gravely ill.

MAJESTY
And?

PLENCK
That's it.

MAJESTY
Gravely ill - sixty years delving into the mysteries of the human body, sixty years learning every secret of medicine and that's the best he can come with - he's gravely ill. A donkey could have told me that and a donkey wouldn't eat so much.


(DRAC GROANS)

MAJESTY
This is it! This is it? He's on his way out. Oh happy day. My ancient enemy lain out on a slab before me - defenceless and dying. What a moment of joy..

PLENCK
The trouble is...

MAJESTY
Not now Plenck.

PLENCK
The trouble is...

MAJESTY
Yes, yes, go on. I knew there had to be something. There always has to be something. 

PLENCK
The trouble is.... who will believe he died of natural causes?

MAJESTY
But he did.. he will.

PLENCK
You know that... We know that... but his sons .. that's another matter.

MAJESTY
His men know the truth.

PLENCK
Certainly. Certainly his men know the truth. But can they be relied upon to tell the truth? Can they even be relied upon to return home. They are his bodyguards. They have responsibility for his life. They would be blamed..

MAJESTY
But he's dying of natural causes.

PLENCK
It might be assumed they were lying - to protect themselves. They may have already fled for their lives.

MAJESTY
We might as well have killed him in the first place.

PLENCK
There's truth in that... but still, he is not actually dead... not yet.

MAJESTY
No, no, you're right, he isn't.(PAUSE) Drac, Drac, dear fellow, you cannot give up now. You must fight this terrible poison in your veins. You must find the strength to rise from your bed, mount your horse for one more journey..(TURNING AWAY)..and then drop down dead in your own moat. Plenck, see that he has everything he needs. We can't have our guests dying.. not on the premises anyway.

PLENCK
Shall I fetch the physician.

MAJESTY
Certainly, if there are no donkeys available.


(EXIT MAJESTY, CATHERINE AND IANNA ENTER TALKING)

CATHERINE
I don't care what the outcome will be. Anything that happens to him will be to the good.

IANNA
I wish it were as simple as that.

CATHERINE
He's not dead yet.

PLENCK
No.

CATHERINE
Pity.

PLENCK
If Drac dies, there'll be a war.

CATHERINE
If he lives there will be war. It's all he knows about.

PLENCK
If he survives we will still sign the treaty.

CATHERINE
What on earth for. He will not stand by it. This was all an excuse to kill that girl.

PLENCK
We think not. Not entirely. If Drac leaves the castle alive, with that treaty in his hand...

CATHERINE
Even if he signed it in blood it would make no difference.

IANNA
If it fends off war for a day or a week then it will be worth doing. You do not realise how precarious are our lives.

CATHERINE
It's all just madness.

IANNA
Drac has the power. He has the armies and the weapons. It is only by fighting that he keeps his people together. Take away the wars and his people will look to their hardships. His armies will turn on one another and we will be safe - for the time being.

CATHERINE
And a treaty will do all this.

IANNA
It might. A treaty is better than nothing.

CATHERINE
He won't die will he. He'll keep going until the Devil drags him down. 

PLENCK
I suggest we put off that event for a few days more. Let's leave him in peace. It will be a new experience for him.


(CATHERINE, IANNA AND PLENCK EXIT. ENTER POE WHO CIRCLES DRAC COMPOSING HIS POEM)

POE
And so we commit this body to the Earth.

           Inevitable, it is, since birth.

           That sure as man walks out at dawn.

           That the day will come when he'll be gawn.


That's no good.


We look upon this body of the one called Drac.


Look as he prepares  his final attack


On death as in life on the warriors face


Is carved a mask of terrible.. of terrible -- of terrible



(AS HE SAYS THIS HE LOOKS DEEP INTO THE FACE OF DRAC WHO SUDDENLY SITS UP AND GRABS POE)

DRAC
When I need an obituary I'll call for it and it had better be better than that.


(HE FLINGS POE ACROSS THE ROOM. FADE)

 
(A FANFARE. ON THE STAGE ARE DRAC SITTING UP WEAKLY, MAJESTY, PLENCK, CATHERINE, POE AND BONE)

MAJESTY
May God be praised that Drac is returned to the living. The best skills of my physicians have borne fruit. Today we do not mourn the loss of a dear friend. We celebrate for today we sign a treaty that will bring peace in our time. No longer will our nations be ravaged with war. The dust will settle and our people will flourish once again.

DRAC
I am ready to sign.

MAJESTY
Has anyone anything to say before we sign this historic document.

CATHERINE
I have a question.

MAJESTY
Really! And what, dare we ask, is that my dear?

CATHERINE
Will this treaty bring back the lives of our people slaughtered by these barbarians? Will it put food in the mouths of the children and put clothes on the naked?

MAJESTY
That's two questions, Catherine. You said you had a question. Besides, when did you last see anyone walking around naked at this time of year? Really you do exaggerate sometimes.             

PLENCK
I have a question: how shall we know the treaty is being kept. No mention is made of observers.

DRAC
Perhaps we could just trust each other.

CATHERINE
Trust!

DRAC
We are human beings, God's chosen. We are not goats and sheep led by the basest instincts.

CATHERINE
Sheep have more sense

MAJESTY
Come. Put aside these doubts. Of course the treaty is not perfect. There are one or two areas where the wording is equivocal, I agree. It is not flawless. In fact I'd go so far as to say it has several not inconsiderable faults, but if we leave the points that have been quite deliberately skirted, the major questions which have been totally ignored, and all the issues that have been swept aside with meaningless generalisations, we still have... a treaty. And that my friends is the important thing

DRAC
A fine speech for the treaty, Majesty. Come sign it now.

MAJESTY
It is your treaty. You should be the first to put pen to paper.

DRAC
After a fine speech like yours, you should sign. You are the elder.

MAJESTY
You are the guest.

DRAC
It is the host's privilege.

MAJESTY
You are first in the alphabet.

IANNA
Really. Does it matter who signs first?

PLENCK
He who signs first, it might be said, desires the treaty most and is therefore... the weaker.

IANNA
Oh I see. I apologise. Women cannot help but be ignorant of such matters of vital protocol. Why don't you sign side by side.

MAJESTY
Very well. We may deny a woman her reasoning but we cannot deny her common sense. The quill please, Bone.

BONE
I's on the bleedin' table.

MAJESTY
I know where it is. Pass it please.

BONE
Is it too heavy or something.

MAJESTY
It is there. I am here. You are the servant. Fetch the quill.

BONE
(MUMBLING) Fetch the bleedin' quill. W'as 'e got legs for. Surrounded by bleedin' cripples me


(BONE FETCHES THE QUILL AND THEY BOTH SIGN THE TWO COPIES).

MAJESTY
Poe, have you a few suitable words for the occasion.

POE
Let the trumpets sound          Upon the road of peace are we bound.

 
Great is the joy, loud the cry.


Something, something, something, ne'er to die

MAJESTY
'Something, something, something'.

POE
It's not quite finished. Needs a bit of work.

MAJESTY
Sometimes I lose the will to go on.

DRAC
Are my horses ready?

MAJESTY
Leaving so soon. Not staying for our little celebration, Drac. What a pity?

DRAC
I have affairs to see to in my own kingdom. I will say farewell Majesty. Remember we have a treaty, a bond of trust, between us now. Don't let me down.


(HE EXITS. SLOWLY AND PAINFULLY. HE STOPS AT THE DOOR WAITING FOR IT TO BE OPENED)

MAJESTY
Bone. The door please.

BONE
Wha'?

MAJESTY
The door.

BONE
'is over there.

MAJESTY
Open the door.

BONE
Oh I see. You want me to open the bleedin' door.

MAJESTY
Yes.

BONE
All the way past them lot what God 'as given arms and legs?

MAJESTY
Yes, Bone. I want you to open the door. No one can open a door as you do.

BONE
(GOING TO THE DOOR MUMBLING) Bleedin' sarcasm. I can't stand bleedin' sarcasm. Open the bleedin' door. Sweep the bleedin' floor..

DRAC
I could kill him if you like.

MAJESTY
No. No. The Lord presents us with burdens to bear. Mine is Bone.

DRAC
As you wish


(DRAC EXITS)

MAJESTY
Well. Go along everyone. See him off. Wish him God speed.


(BONE, POE, IANNA AND CATHERINE EXIT)

MAJESTY
That's it. Well done. Well done.


(MAJESTY GOES OVER TO THE WINDOW AND LOOKS OUT. THE WIND BEGINS TO HOWL AND THE CASTLE GROANS)

MAJESTY
That's the end of him then.

PLENCK
So it would seem.

MAJESTY
And the treaty is signed.

PLENCK
Indeed.

MAJESTY
And in a week or two, Drac will be dead and all our worries will float away downstream like twigs in a brook.

PLENCK
(A VERY UNSURE) Yes.

MAJESTY
I know that tone so well, Plenck. But I don't want to know. I just want, for one minute, to think things will turn out well. I mean they have to sometime, don't they. We can not spend our entire lives swirling down into the maelstrom can we?

PLENCK
We still have our own peasants to deal with. And the western border. And Drac's death will leave an empty throne: to be filled by whichever of his sons turns out to be the most ruthless

MAJESTY
He couldn't be worse than Drac.

PLENCK
Well...

MAJESTY
Oh shut up Plenck. Just listen to that wind. Moaning and groaning. It puts me in mind of the night my father died. A terrible wind blew that night.

PLENCK
I must say I don't recall it. But the memory does play tricks.

MAJESTY
What did you say?

PLENCK
I said... No. It was nothing. Nothing at all. Shall we play chess?

MAJESTY
Yes. Let's play chess.


(WHILE THEY PREPARE THE BOARD, BONE APPEARS PUTTING RUBBISH INTO A SACK. HE COMES UPON THE TREATY. INSPECTS IT. DECIDES IT IS RUBBISH AND PUTS IT IN HIS SACK AND DEPARTS. MEANWHILE PLENCK HAS MADE HIS FIRST MOVE AND MAJESTY POURS OVER THE BOARD. THE LIGHTS FADE LEAVING A SPOT ON MAJESTY AND ONE FRONTSTAGE FOR PLENCK. IN THE SKY THE MOON SHINES. MELANCHOLY MUSIC IS FADED IN)  

PLENCK
What will happen now? Whatever it is will not matter. When was it? - a hundred, a thousand years ago. By now this place will be some anonymous mound behind a hedgerow, a place in a field where the grass grows a darker green. Nothing matters. Nothing makes any difference. Only the moon is the same. Hanging there. Smiling. That's why God hung it there. He knew you see. He knew that whatever men would know, whatever they would achieve, however tall their towers or think their castle walls they would all like the men who built them turn to dust. They wold be mocked for eternity by that damned smile hung in the air above them.


I will tell you the future of some of those gathered here.


Drac never reaches his home. He dies on the back of his horse. I feel most sorry for the horse, doomed to wander with that great corpse on his back. No one daring to come near such a terrible apparition. He was a terrifying enough sight on that horse when he lived. Seeing a dead face staring out of that armour made him a spectre conjured up by a thousand mothers to quieten their wayward offspring. The nest of hornets he leaves behind turns in on itself and his kingdom is cursed for a thousands years.


Catherine marries a peasant and to her credit, she never once complains about the callouses on her hands and the hunger in her belly. And when she produces a son she is reconciled with her father.

  
This grandson has affection showered upon him by a whole castle full of doting fools, myself included. You can guess the outcome: Children brought up to believe they are the centre of the universe spend the rest of their lives trying to make the universe revolve around them. When they fail, it is the fault of everyone and everything except themselves.  The darkest spell could hardly have conjured up a more repulsive and malign successor to the king.

  
On the brighter side, Poe turns out a happy man. He tries to hang himself from a beam. The beam, like most things in this castle, is rotten and it collapses. Rather than blame the woodworm, Poe thinks at last God is smiling upon him. So he gives up the melancholy and lightens our lives with wit, songs and a smile. I think I preferred him the way he was.


Bone's life turns out to be one of relentless drudgery. I'm sure he would not have it any other way.


For Ianna, life is not much better, but her feelings of disappointment become so familiar she comes to treat them as a friend.


As for myself - I can honestly say I know nothing. What is the point of living if you already know what the future holds. I prefer to let the breeze keep that vision obscure.


Let me leave you with this picture. Majesty has grown old now. It is a bright summer's day and he sits beside his grandson who is playing in the dirt. The boy has built two castles and he tells Majesty that there is to be a war. In a frenzy the boy smashes down the two castles that he has spent a whole morning building. He pauses to inspect his handiwork. Suddenly he begins to weep. He holds his head in his hands as his tears fall into the dry dust. Majesty does not comfort him. He just sits and smiles to himself. He is an old man now. Such things he can leave to others.

                          THE END

