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THE UNPRINCESS
By EDITH WEISS

CAST OF CHARACTERS
# of lines

ROYAL PARTY
QUEEN AUBREY ........................kind queen; has understated, 41 

sarcastic sense of humor
DANNIE ....................................young servant; easily flustered 18 

and gullible
MARJORIE.................................long-time servant; competent 17 

and grounded
MASTER ENTWHISTLE ...............procedure keeper for the royals; 22 

old, slow and cantankerous
HERALD ....................................first day on the job; tries hard 9 

to keep his head
PRINCESS CECILY .....................immature, unkind and full of 99 

herself; feels entitled to be 
queen right now

SIR SNEEDLY ............................known as “Knight of the 67 
Pompous Sword”; not as 
dumb as he first seems

VILLAGERS
MISTRESS THISTLE ...................older woman; kind but firm, 34 

enthusiastic storyteller
DESRY......................................young storytelling apprentice; 30 

goes from being horribly nervous 
to confident

THOMAS TINKER .......................maker of pots and pans; simple 14 
man who is tired of bowing 
to royalty

LILLY ........................................young, friendly flower seller 18
ROGER HABERDASHER ..............maker of men’s clothing; a 15 

confirmed bachelor
ANNIE.......................................innkeeper; cheerful but 33 

uneducated and set in her ways
PYTHAGORAS ............................old professor who tries to 10 

introduce new knowledge to the 
villagers

MAGGIE ....................................young girl with a lame foot; 53 
strong, determined

PIP ...........................................young pickpocket; very helpful 19 
and cheerful
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SETTING
Time:  The year 1551.
Place:  A market square in the village of Forlorn.

SET DESCRIPTION
The entire play takes place in the market square. The doorway to Annie’s 
Inn is DOWN RIGHT with a stool in front of it. A sign hangs above the 
door. There’s a bucket just inside the door and an old-fashioned broom 
rests against the doorframe. The rest of the market square is made 
up by several tables, stands or carts where the villagers display their 
wares.
The Haberdashery is UP RIGHT and has an assortment of medieval 
clothing and sewing tools.
The Flower Stand is DOWN LEFT and has lots of flowers and a bucket 
underneath the table.
The Tinker Stand is UP LEFT and has several pots and pans.
Each stand has a stool or bench and additional benches may be added 
around the square. There is another stool UP CENTER reserved for 
Pythagoras. The grungier everything looks, the better. After all, it’s 
Forlorn.
An optional backdrop showing rolling hills and sky with a castle in the 
distance UP RIGHT would add a nice touch.
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THE UNPRINCESS

Scene One
AT RISE:  MISTRESS THISTLE ENTERS LEFT, followed reluctantly by 
DESRY.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  (To DESRY.) Come on. (To the AUDIENCE.) Hello!
DESRY:  I’ve changed my mind. (EXITS LEFT.)
MISTRESS THISTLE:  (Calls after DESRY.) You can’t just change your 

mind. Get back here! (Steps OFF LEFT, then quickly RETURNS, 
pulling DESRY.)

DESRY:  Please, Mistress Thistle, I’m too scared to—
MISTRESS THISTLE:  You said you wanted to be my apprentice 

storyteller. You can’t back out now. We have an audience. (Gestures 
toward the AUDIENCE.) There they are.

DESRY:  Oh, harsh and loathsome day!
MISTRESS THISTLE:  Good description of a day! You show promise, 

Desry.
DESRY:  But I can’t speak in front of all these people. I’m too nervous.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  But look how clean they are! They must have 

bathed just to come and hear us tell a story. (To the AUDIENCE.) 
Thank you, by the way. Desry, did you see what I just did? I made a 
connection with the audience. I complimented them on not coming 
in here like raggedy dust bags.

DESRY:  Oh, the spit in my mouth is gone and has dropped into my 
knees that feel weak as though fully-logged with water.

MISTRESS THISTLE:  Oooh! Good sentence. You have a gift for 
description.

DESRY:  I do?
MISTRESS THISTLE:  Yes, my dear. So buck up and don’t be a noodle 

spine! Or do you want to go back to making pots and pans?
DESRY:  (Holds up her hands. Each finger is wrapped with gauze.) No, 

I’m a terrible tinker.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  A tinker uses a hammer. A storyteller uses 

words. Here are two wonderful words— bloviate and bombilate. I 
love those words!

DESRY:  What do they mean? I’ve never heard them.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  To bloviate is to speak pompously. To bombilate 

means to buzz and moan. I’ll be using them in our story.
DESRY:  Good words!
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MISTRESS THISTLE:  Now we begin. (To AUDIENCE.) Once upon a 
time… (To DESRY.) Did you notice how dramatic that was?

DESRY:  Yes.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  I’m also comedic. (Bends her fingers around 

DESRY’S nose and pulls away, putting her thumb through her first 
two fingers.) Look! I’ve got your nose!

DESRY:  No, you don’t. And I’m way too old for this game. And it’s not 
funny. (Surreptitiously checks her nose.)

MISTRESS THISTLE:  Yes, it is. It always has been, and it always 
will be. (To AUDIENCE. Dramatic.) Once upon a time, there was a 
small village called Forlorn in the shadow of a magnificent castle. 
(Points UP RIGHT.) Just there, ’round the bend a bit. One very early 
morning, Queen Mother Aubrey, with her favorite servants, came 
out for a walk. (MISTRESS THISTLE and DESRY move DOWN RIGHT. 
QUEEN AUBREY ENTERS UP RIGHT with her servants MARJORIE 
and DANNIE, who carry a chair, and MASTER ENTWHISTLE, who 
carries his copy of “The Royal Book of Procedures” now and at all 
times. They cross to CENTER STAGE.)

QUEEN AUBREY:  I can’t go on.
MASTER ENTWHISTLE:  Your chair, Madame Queen. (Gestures as 

DANNIE and MARJORIE ceremoniously place the chair.)
QUEEN AUBREY:  (Sits.) Thank you, Master Entwhistle, but I meant I’m 

done with living. I’m done.
MARJORIE:  Oh, don’t say such a thing! (To DANNIE.) She’s still grieving 

for the king. After all these years.
QUEEN AUBREY:  No. I didn’t like him, you know. Bad king. Terrible 

husband.
DANNIE:  But, Queen Aubrey, we can hear you weeping sometimes.
QUEEN AUBREY:  Yes, Dannie, I cry. But I don’t weep for him. But I 

cannot tell you anymore. It’s a secret which I’ve kept for so long. I 
believe it’s quite taken away my will to live.

MARJORIE:  But, please… no, don’t give up. We love you, and if you’re 
not here, then Princess Cecily becomes queen. And she’s so… 
young.

DANNIE:  Yes, at 14, she’s much too young. She must be given years 
to mature. 20, 30, 40 years, at least.

QUEEN AUBREY:  She’s a bit willful, I agree.
MASTER ENTWHISTLE:  A bit? Perhaps Her Majesty hasn’t been 

paying attention.
QUEEN AUBREY:  My mind does wander. But once she’s queen, she’ll 

settle down. (The SERVANTS exchange a glance and shake their 
heads, “No.”)
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MARJORIE:  She shows you no respect, Queen Aubrey.
DANNIE:  So you can imagine how she treats us. Especially when she 

gets together with Sir Sneedly.
QUEEN AUBREY:  He’s a scoundrel, that Sir Sneedly. But he’s only a 

knight. How much harm could he do? Don’t tell anyone, but I call 
him the Knight of the Pompous Sword. He thinks it’s a compliment. 
He doesn’t know what the word pompous means. Let’s go back to 
the castle now. (EXITS UP RIGHT with SERVANTS.)

MISTRESS THISTLE:  (To the AUDIENCE, indicates the market square.) 
And here is the village of Forlorn. (To DESRY.) Now, you say 
something about the villagers.

DESRY:  Me?
MISTRESS THISTLE:  You live in the village. It can’t be that hard.
DESRY:  (Looks at her bandaged fingers.) Okay. The villagers were 

simple, good-hearted, hard-working people. And quite poor.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  All of which Princess Cecily is not. You’ll see. 

But let’s meet the villagers. It’s early morning. A rooster crows. (To 
DESRY.) A rooster crows.

DESRY:  You want me to crow like a rooster?
MISTRESS THISTLE:  Yes. (DESRY crows weakly. ROGER and ANNIE 

ENTER RIGHT as THOMAS and LILLY ENTER LEFT. They stand behind 
their respective tables. ANNIE sweeps in front of the inn.)

DESRY:  There’s my uncle, Thomas the Tinker. (Each VILLAGER speaks 
to the AUDIENCE for their introduction.)

THOMAS:  I’m a tinker. I make pans, their tops, and lots and lots of 
pots.

DESRY:  And Lilly.
LILLY:  I grow posies, roses, lilacs and forget-me-nots.
ROGER:  I’m Roger Haberdasher. I make clothing just for men.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  And he’s not yet married. We’ll have to see about 

that!
ANNIE:  I’m Annie, and I’m sweeping ’cause I’m the keeper of the inn. 

(PYTHAGORAS ENTERS LEFT.)
DESRY:  That’s Professor Pythagoras, who used to teach at a university. 

He’s named after an ancient Greek mathematician. He’s so smart, 
but he has the craziest ideas.

PYTHAGORAS:  Good morning, everyone! Copernicus says the Earth 
moves around the sun. And he’s right! (Moves to his stool UP 
CENTER and sits.)

ANNIE:  Oh, that’s absurd. If we’re moving, we’d feel it!
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THOMAS:  Earth is the center of the universe, Professor. It doesn’t 
move. Everyone knows that.

PYTHAGORAS:  And everyone is wrong. (MAGGIE ENTERS LEFT, with 
a small burlap bag of apples. She uses a single wooden crutch to 
help her walk.)

DESRY:  I don’t know her.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  That’s Maggie. She was born with a bad foot 

and raised by Nanny Jane, who has passed on. She just got to the 
village.

PYTHAGORAS:  Hello, there, I’m Professor Pythagoras.
MAGGIE:  My name’s Maggie. I’ve come to sell some apples.
LILLY:  Where do you live, Maggie?
MAGGIE:  Nowhere right now. I’m just passing through.
LILLY:  Stay with me, then. We can’t have you sleeping in the fields. 

Here, you can share my table.
MAGGIE:  Thank you. (Lays out her apples.)
PIP:  (ENTERS LEFT. To AUDIENCE.) I’m Pip the pickpocket, which is 

really hard to say. But I will pick your pockets clean, ’cause I’m Pip 
the quickest pocket picker you have ever seen! (Tries to sneak an 
apple from MAGGIE’S table.)

MAGGIE:  (Slaps his hand.) No you don’t!
PIP:  I wasn’t really trying.
MAGGIE:  You don’t have to steal. You just have to ask. You want one?
PIP:  Yes.
MAGGIE:  Here. (Gives him an apple.) And what do you say?
PIP:  It tastes better when you steal it.
MAGGIE:  Give it back!
PIP:  I was just joking! Thank you.
LILLY:  (Takes out a water bucket from beneath her booth.) I need to get 

cooking water from the village well.
MAGGIE:  I’ll do it.
LILLY:  Oh, no, you can’t.
MAGGIE:  I can. My Nanny Jane taught me I can do anything anyone else 

can do. I never let my foot be an excuse for not doing something.
LILLY:  All right. I’ll watch your apples. (To PIP.) I’ve got my eye on you, 

Pip. (MAGGIE takes the water bucket and EXITS UP LEFT.)
PIP:  My hand is faster than the eye! (Tries to take a flower.)
LILLY:  (Slaps his hand.) It’s not faster than my eye.
PIP:  I wasn’t even trying.
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MISTRESS THISTLE:  And, now, in this tiny village, things take a turn 
for the worse. (HERALD ENTERS UP RIGHT and sounds a kazoo.)

THOMAS:  Oh, bless us and save us! Here comes the princess.
HERALD:  All make way for the royal party!
MISTRESS THISTLE:  Desry, stay by your Uncle Thomas. I don’t have 

a royal license to tell stories, and we don’t want to end up in the 
dungeon. I’ll go over to Roger Haberdasher. He’s a fine looking 
man, don’t you think? (Crosses to ROGER.) Hello, there. Give me 
some room here, Mr. Haberdasher.

ROGER:  Have we met?
MISTRESS THISTLE:  I’m Mistress Thistle. How do you do?
ROGER:  (Wary.) I’m all right. (HERALD sounds the kazoo.)
THOMAS:  (Starts to kneel.) Here we go again. My poor knees are 

about worn out by a lifetime of kneeling down and getting up, 
bowing and scraping—

DESRY:  Shhhh, Uncle! You don’t know who might be listening. 
(HERALD sounds the kazoo. VILLAGERS bow as PRINCESS CECILY, 
SIR SNEEDLY, MARJORIE and DANNIE ENTER UP RIGHT. VILLAGERS 
remain uncomfortably bowed.)

PRINCESS CECILY:  Herald? Herald. Herald! Stop that, now! (HERALD 
stops with the kazoo.) We’re here. Announce me.

HERALD:  Here they are!
PRINCESS CECILY:  Here they are? What is this, your first day as a 

herald?
HERALD:  Yes.
PRINCESS CECILY:  Oh, that’s right. I beheaded the other herald for 

incompetence.
HERALD:  You beheaded him?
PRINCESS CECILY:  Not personally, of course. I have people that do 

that sort of thing for me. Take it as a warning, Herald.
DESRY:  (Whispers to THOMAS.) And I thought storytelling was scary.
THOMAS:  Shhhhh.
PRINCESS CECILY:  And where’s the queen mother? I thought she was 

right behind us.
MASTER ENTWHISTLE:  (Slowly ENTERS UP RIGHT with QUEEN 

AUBREY.) We’re coming.
PRINCESS CECILY:  Honestly, they are so slow. Look at these common 

people, Queen Mother. They never get any better looking. Pathetic. 
They see so little beauty in their lives. That’s the real reason I 
take these walks, so they can see beauty in the midst of all this 
squalor. I do it for them.
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MARJORIE:  Perhaps, Princess, you might let the common people rise 
so they can better appreciate your beauty.

PRINCESS CECILY:  Oh, of course. You may rise, everyone. (VILLAGERS 
rise.) Sir Sneedly, I’d like to be called Princess Cecily Queen-to-Be 
from now on. For I will be queen just as soon as the queen mother 
kicks the bucket. Isn’t that right?

SIR SNEEDLY:  The very fact that you said it makes it right, Princess 
Cecily Queen-to-Be. And the queen mother is ever so old.

QUEEN AUBREY:  I heard that. Just because I’m old doesn’t mean 
I’m deaf.

PRINCESS CECILY:  (To SIR SNEEDLY.) I keep forgetting that. Go 
apologize for me, would you?

SIR SNEEDLY:  (Grabs a flower from LILLY’S table.) Anything for you, my 
Princess Cecily Queen-to-Be. (Gives the flower to QUEEN AUBREY.) 
Good Queen Aubrey, the Princess Cecily begs your pardon and is 
most deeply saddened by the words that flew out of her mouth. 
She thinks perhaps she was bewitched.

QUEEN AUBREY:  Shut up, Sneedly. Being bewitched and being a brat 
are not the same thing.

SIR SNEEDLY:  (Crosses back to PRINCESS CECILY.) She’s still a bit 
miffed, but she’ll get over it in time.

PRINCESS CECILY:  Well, hopefully she doesn’t have a lot more time. 
Now, noses in the air. (PRINCESS CECILY, SIR SNEEDLY, MARJORIE 
and DANNIE put their noses in the air.) Not you, Marjorie. You’re a 
maidservant. Your nose needs to be lower to the ground. Yours, 
too, Dannie. Very low to the ground.

DANNIE:  (Lowers her nose as close to the ground as she can while still 
standing.) Sorry, Princess.

MARJORIE:  (Lowers her nose the same way.) It’s kind of hard to see 
like this.

PRINCESS CECILY:  Don’t speak unless you’re spoken to!
MARJORIE:  Sorry, Princess Cecily.
SIR SNEEDLY:  Queen-to-Be.
MARJORIE:  Queen-to-Be.
PRINCESS CECILY:  (To VILLAGERS.) And what are all of you looking at? 

Bow! (VILLAGERS quickly again kneel into a deep bow. PRINCESS 
CECILY crosses DOWNSTAGE. SIR SNEEDLY, DANNIE and MARJORIE 
follow. DANNIE and MARJORIE, noses pointed to the ground, bump 
into PRINCESS CECILY.)

PRINCESS CECILY:  Oh!
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SIR SNEEDLY:  (Draws his sword, fending off imaginary foes and 
VILLAGERS.) Are you all right, Princess Cecily Queen-to-Be?

DANNIE:  We bumped into her by accident. It was an accident. We 
can’t see where we’re going like this.

SIR SNEEDLY:  Shall I throw them in the dungeon?
MARJORIE:  The dungeon?
DANNIE:  The dark, dank and damp dungeon?
PRINCESS CECILY:  No, the light, airy and sweet-smelling dungeon.
DANNIE:  Well, that’s not so bad then.
PRINCESS CECILY:  I was being sarcastic, you feeble minded 

nincompoop! We only have one dungeon, and from what I hear, it’s 
just awful. Why, I could have fallen down and been crumpled. Me, 
the queen-to-be.

MARJORIE:  We didn’t mean to bump into you. It’s just really hard to 
see with our noses way down there.

DANNIE:  And since our eyes are right here, right here in the nose area, 
they can only see the ground.

SIR SNEEDLY:  Having no idea of how to do something is no excuse for 
not doing something right.

PRINCESS CECILY:  Well said, Sir Sneedly!
QUEEN AUBREY:  Really? It made no sense at all to me. This may 

explain why my mind wanders so. It’s attempting to wander away 
from the idiotic prattle of Sir Sneedly.

MARJORIE:  We sincerely apologize for not knowing how to do what we 
don’t know how to do.

PRINCESS CECILY:  We’ll forgive you this once. A leader should be 
feared and respected, or the people don’t obey. Am I wrong, Sir 
Sneedly?

SIR SNEEDLY:  (Sheathes his sword.) If the Princess Cecily Queen-to-Be 
utters it, it cannot be wrong. (Kneels.) And I apologize profusely for 
allowing you to be bumped into. I am shamed. Take my sword and 
cut off my head.

PRINCESS CECILY:  That’s what I like to hear. (SIR SNEEDLY looks 
panicked.) The others would do well to be so loyal and subservient. 
You may get up, Sir Sneedly.

QUEEN AUBREY:  Careful, Princess. Your head may yet grow too large 
to fit the crown.

PRINCESS CECILY:  Then I’ll get a bigger crown, Queen Soon-Not-
To-Be-Queen. (ROYAL PARTY takes a few steps back, MARJORIE 
and DANNIE keeping as far away from the PRINCESS CECILY as 
possible.)
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QUEEN AUBREY:  (Sniffs.) What’s that awful smell?
PRINCESS CECILY:  It’s probably from that inn.
ANNIE:  (Loud whisper.) What?
PRINCESS CECILY:  Or maybe this rotten fruit. (Indicates MAGGIE’S 

apples.)
DANNIE:  Begging your pardon, Princess, Queen-to-Be, but it’s coming 

from the area of your shoe.
PRINCESS CECILY:  That’s impossible.
QUEEN AUBREY:  Not impossible. Highly possible. Their noses are 

much closer to your shoes than yours is. (PRINCESS CECILY and 
SIR SNEEDLY begin sniffing, ending up bent over PRINCESS CECILY’S 
shoe.)

PRINCESS CECILY:  It’s on my shoe! Something smelly is on my royal 
shoe! What is it?

DANNIE:  Could be a cow pie.
MARJORIE:  Or maybe horse poo.
QUEEN AUBREY:  Or dog doo-doo.
PRINCESS CECILY:  On my shoe?!
QUEEN AUBREY:  Apparently.
PRINCESS CECILY:  Noses to the ground, everyone! Don’t look at me! 

Get this shoe off!
SIR SNEEDLY:  Get the shoe off!
MARJORIE:  Quickly, Dannie! Help me undo the shoelaces!
DANNIE:  I am! It seems to be stuck on your foot, Princess.
SIR SNEEDLY:  Pull! Pull! Put your backs into it! (DANNIE and MARJORIE 

work to remove the shoe. VILLAGERS try to stifle their laughter.)
MAGGIE:  (ENTERS UP LEFT with the water bucket. [NOTE:  It shouldn’t 

really be filled with water.]) This bucket is so heavy. (Sees ROYALS 
as she passes.) Oh. (Bows, then crosses DOWN LEFT to Lilly’s booth.) 
Thanks for watching my fruit, Lilly.

SIR SNEEDLY:  Pull!
MAGGIE:  (Sets the bucket on her stool, then takes closer notice of 

the ROYAL PARTY, who struggle with the shoe, and the VILLAGERS, 
who remain kneeling and bowing.) What’s going on? (Watches and 
laughs.)

PRINCESS CECILY:  (To DANNIE and MARJORIE.) The villagers are 
laughing at me! Get it off, or I’ll have your heads!

SIR SNEEDLY:  Pull! (The shoe comes loose.)
DANNIE:  The shoe is off!
MARJORIE:  Oh, thank heavens!
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PRINCESS CECILY:  Take it out of my sight!
SIR SNEEDLY:  Take it out of her sight! (DANNIE runs DOWN LEFT and 

drops the shoe into the water bucket.)
MAGGIE:  No, no, no! Not— (As the shoe drops into the bucket.) —in 

the cooking water.
DANNIE:  Sorry.
PRINCESS CECILY:  How dare you speak without first being spoken 

to? Who do you think you are?
MAGGIE:  No one. I’m no one.
PRINCESS CECILY:  Sir Sneedly, she is standing in my presence!
SIR SNEEDLY:  I’ll take care of this threat, Princess Queen-to-Be.
MAGGIE:  (Kneels.) Begging your pardon, Princess, but it took me so 

long to haul this water from the well—
PRINCESS CECILY:  And now she is speaking. How disrespectful! 

(Sweeps around the stage.) And all of you, laughing at me, were you?
DANNIE:  (Whispers to MAGGIE.) You’ll want to be lower to the ground. 

Right now.
MAGGIE:  But I’m kneeling!
MARJORIE:  Low nose. Very low nose.
SIR SNEEDLY:  (To MAGGIE.) Bow the head lower and bend the knee 

deeper, or I shall be forced to use my sword!
QUEEN AUBREY:  Someone get that man off on a crusade before he 

destroys the entire village. You have far too much enthusiasm for 
the sword, Sir Sneedly. (To MAGGIE.) What is your name, child?

MAGGIE:  (Lifts her head to answer.) Maggie.
QUEEN AUBREY:  And who are your parents?
MAGGIE:  I don’t know. I was raised by Nanny Jane.
QUEEN AUBREY:  (Upset.) Herald, kazoo us out! At once! (HERALD 

sounds the kazoo.)
PRINCESS CECILY:  Herald, stop! (He does so.) We can’t just leave! No 

one’s been punished.
QUEEN AUBREY:  Princess Cecily and Sir Sneedly, listening to your 

bloviating and bombilating is punishment enough.
PRINCESS CECILY:  Bloviating and bombilating? What is that?
SIR SNEEDLY:  It sounds like a compliment, Princess Queen-to-Be. 

Thank you, Queen Aubrey.
PRINCESS CECILY:  The Queen-Soon-Not-To-Be-Queen is trying to 

distract us from our purpose. Our purpose is to punish. Not 
bowing low enough, talking back, laughing… These things need 
to be punished.
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QUEEN AUBREY:  There will be no punishment here today.
SIR SNEEDLY:  (Tips LILLY’S table over, fruit and flowers go tumbling.) 

There!
QUEEN AUBREY:  Sir Sneedly, you are a bombastic Jack Pudding.
SIR SNEEDLY:  Your Majesty! I can only take that as a compliment, for 

although I know not what those words mean, I really like pudding.
QUEEN AUBREY:  Making my case for me yet again. Back to the castle! 

Herald! (HERALD sounds the kazoo.)
PRINCESS CECILY:  But that isn’t fair! Stop it, Herald!
HERALD:  (Stops playing.) I don’t know who to obey. I just want to keep 

my head, really.
QUEEN AUBREY:  As long as I’m the queen, you’ll be fine, Herald.
HERALD:  Thank you.
PRINCESS CECILY:  Queen Mother, you never let me do what I want!
QUEEN AUBREY:  You’ll catch flies, Cecily, with your mouth hanging 

open like that. Herald! We’re leaving! (HERALD sounds his kazoo 
and ROYAL PARTY EXITS UP RIGHT. VILLAGERS slowly rise.)

ROGER:  I think we can we get up now.
THOMAS:  I can’t. My back’s locked up.
DESRY:  Let me help you, Uncle.
ROGER:  Annie’s fallen asleep.
LILLY:  (To ANNIE.) Come on, they’re gone. (PIP gathers the fallen apples 

and flowers.)
MISTRESS THISTLE:  What is a Jack Pudding?
PYTHAGORAS:  A Jack Pudding is a buffoon. A fool. A clown.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  I feel a spontaneous poem coming on. A poem! 

(Recites.)
The princess and her Jack Pudding a-bombilatin’ go.
No motivation for their bloviation, except to make us bow so low.
For they are royal, and we are not,
But there’s something important that they’ve forgot.
Some have more and many have less,
But that has naught to do with happiness. (ALL applaud, except 
MAGGIE, who looks like she’s ready to explode.)

LILLY:  Maggie, are you all right?
MAGGIE:  I’m mad! I’m so mad! They treat us like dirt!
ANNIE:  The queen was never so bad, but that Princess Cecily… I fear 

what will happen to us when she becomes queen.
ROGER:  You’ll get used to it, Maggie.
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DESRY:  Maggie the Unprincess had a long and fruitful rule. She ended 
up falling in love with Pip, the one-time pickpocket, and they were 
very happy.

MAGGIE:  I do? We were?
DESRY:  Yes. And you had six children. And you and your mother Queen 

Aubrey became very close, and she was the best grandmother in 
the history of the world.

QUEEN AUBREY:  Oh, that’s wonderful! Thank you!
MISTRESS THISTLE:  And the handsome and clever Mistress Thistle, 

in other words myself, became the wife of Roger Haberdasher.
ROGER:  What? You’re mistaken. I’m a confirmed bachelor.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  Storytellers are never mistaken. And I’ve never 

thought much of long engagements, have you? Not at our age. 
Roger, I’m so happy.

ROGER:  But… (Looks to DESRY for help.)
DESRY:  Don’t look at me. I’m just an apprentice.
ROGER:  (To MISTRESS THISTLE.) Do you cook?
MISTRESS THISTLE:  Do you?
ROGER:  Uh… I guess I’ll learn.
MISTRESS THISTLE:  Take us out, Desry.
DESRY:  So the village of Forlorn became a very happy place. For they 

had all learned an important lesson… Some have more and many 
have less, but that has naught to do with happiness. The story of 
the Unprincess of Forlorn is ended. Thank you. Please applaud. 
(CURTAIN.)

END OF PLAY

PRODUCTION NOTES

PROPERTIES ONSTAGE
Inn:  Doorway frame, stool, bucket, old-fashioned broom.
Flower Stand:  Table, stool, flowers, bucket.
Haberdashery:  Table or cart, stool, assortment of medieval clothing 

including at least one tunic, sewing tools.
Tinker Stand:  Table or cart, stool, several pots and pans.
Other:  stool for Pythagoras, optional benches.
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PROPERTIES BROUGHT ON
Scene One:

Apples wrapped in burlap, water bucket (MAGGIE)
Chair (DANNIE and MARJORIE)
Book labeled “The Royal Book of Procedures,” (MASTER 

ENTWHISTLE)
Kazoo (HERALD)

Scene Two:
Book labeled “The Royal Book of Procedures,” marriage contract, 

quill pen (MASTER ENTWHISTLE)
Scene Three:

Bucket crown, Princess Cecily’s shoe, scepter made of an apple 
on a stick (MAGGIE)

Kazoo (HERALD)
Book labeled “The Royal Book of Procedures” (MASTER 

ENTWHISTLE)
Marriage contract, wedding rings (PIP)

COSTUME SUGGESTIONS

The more outlandish the costumes of PRINCESS CECILY and SIR 
SNEEDLY are, the better. They are written as caricatures of the “Let 
them eat cake” kind of royalty. There is nothing subtle about them. 
PRINCESS CECILY wears an outrageous gown and a pair of beautiful, 
fancy laced shoes. After she discards the one and returns to the castle, 
she should reappear with new shoes, also very fancy. SIR SNEEDLY 
wears a lavish tunic and hat and carries a sword in a scabbard.

QUEEN AUBREY wears a royal gown and has a crown.

MAGGIE wears ragged, grungy peasant clothes and walks with a single 
wooden crutch.

The VILLAGERS wear medieval style tunics and dresses that are 
ragged and grungy. PIP has a cloak. DESRY’S fingers are wrapped in 
gauze bandages.

PYTHAGORAS wears the flowing gown of a scholar.

DANNIE and MARJORIE wear royal servant clothing.

HERALD and MASTER ENTWHISTLE are dressed as minor royalty.
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We hope you’ve enjoyed    
this script sample. 
We encourage you to read the entire script before making 
your final decision.

You may order a paper preview copy or gain instant 
access to the complete script online through our E-view 
program. We invite you to learn more and create an 
account at www.pioneerdrama.com/E-view.

Thank you for your interest in our plays and musicals. If you’d 
like advice on other plays or musicals to read, our customer 
service representatives are happy to assist you when you call 
800.333.7262 during normal business hours.

www.pioneerdrama.com
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Outside of North America 303.779.4035 
Fax 303.779.4315

PO Box 4267
Englewood, CO  80155-4267
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