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Cartesians, Queens, and Coffee Beans

So, you love comedy?

As in, stage comedy? With quirky characters, and scintillating dialogue, and real jokes that actually make you laugh?

Well, then. You may want to check this bundle out.

In the comedies and other short humor pieces collected in this huge three-book bundle, you’ll get:


	A fractured fairy tale mash-up set in (where else?) a Rust Belt college town


	A secret club of delusional philosophers who actually believe (and practice) their bonkers ideas


	A screwball romantic farce, where the happiness of two young, star-crossed lovers hinges on some very unusual “coffee beans”


	And so much more…




If you love upbeat, silly humor like the Muppets, The Princess Bride, and Monty Python (on their more cheerful days), and you just want to kick back with three whole books of light, G-rated goofy comedies that’ll get you laughing, don’t miss this massive bundle.

And I do mean massive. If this book were a paperback, it'd be over 500 pages.

Because, again, this bundled volume includes three separate comedy books in their entirety.

First, one full-length play:


	A Tale of True Like



And then two collections of shorter comedies and humor pieces:


	Five Philosophy Comedies


	Waiting for Perot (And Other Goofy Comedies I Wrote In High School)




Each book is present and complete, including each book’s original cover and introduction.

And while you’re welcome to read this straight through, you’re also free to read these comedies in any order, so you can skip right to whatever catches your eye.

(The only small exception here would be the first two plays in Five Philosophy Comedies, “Blind Date” and “The Philosophical Fiancé”—you’ll want to read “Blind Date” first.)

Comedy was my first love in writing, and I can still remember shimmers of how much fun I had writing (and sometimes performing) the comedies you’re about to read here. I hope that all this fun shines through on every page, and passes on to you as a radiant delight.

Really, I still can’t quite believe that, even though you and I have never met (and perhaps never will), you can finally join me in these bright little worlds of goofballs, love, and ludicrous mayhem that I first dreamed up decades ago.

Welcome. I’m so glad you’re here.

Enjoy.





Bill Alive

2026 January
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A Tale of True Like




(A Romantic Comedy)




Bill Alive





Introduction

Imagine a tale where the fairy tales are all true (sort of). There are Princes and Princesses, an evil Queen, a Big Bad Wolf, Rumpelstiltskin, the Seven Dwarves and more.

But also… some of these classic characters attend a small, private Christian college. In an obscure old steel mining town.

Plus, it’s a comedy! And also a puppet show.


Wait, what? I’m so confused.

I know, Gentle Reader. And I sympathize.



This is a fairy tale puppet show comedy, set in a tiny Christian college in the Rust Belt?

That’s right! Perhaps a word or two of explanation is in order.



Yeah, maybe!

Simply put: I attended such a college myself. More than twenty years ago. And that’s when I wrote this play. In college.



A play? You said it was a puppet show!

Technically, yes. But that only really matters for a few of the jokes. Mostly, you can read and enjoy this as you might enjoy reading any comedy.

Especially if you ever loved “Fractured Fairy Tales” on the old Rocky and Bullwinkle show. To be clear, I’m not so old that I was watching those shows when they first aired. But if, like me, you loved watching those parody fairy tales when you first saw them on streaming, DVD, (okay, fine, VHS), then you are in for a real treat.

So don’t get hung up on the puppet aspect. With a few tweaks, A Tale of True Like could be a super fun live-action stage play, rather than a puppet show. Also, much easier to perform.



So you actually did this in college? As a puppet show?

Er, no. This was a fundraising idea that got a little out of hand.

I did own a few actual puppets, so at first, I thought, “Hey, this would be fun! How hard could it be to make a few extra puppets… and all the scenery… and find a couple amateur puppeteers who are willing to squeeze into a tiny puppet theater with me for hours on end to rehearse…”

So, no. We never quite around to staging it. Possibly in part because I never quite finished writing the draft.



What? You’re telling me this isn’t—

No, no! Calm down! I promise, what you’re about to read is fully complete. I went back and finished the few bits that I’d left undone.

There weren’t many to finish. The draft really was almost complete.

While I was there, I also gave the whole thing a bit of a polish. Not too much—I changed as little as possible, because this is a story I couldn’t write today. There’d be no point in trying to make it sound the same as I write now. But it did need a few nips and tucks to make it as smooth and fun a read for you as possible.

The result is a rare glimpse into a vanished world. Not to spoil anything, but as you will see (and perhaps remember), the technology level was a bit lower back when I wrote this, at the literal close of the twentieth century. Social media didn’t exist. Printed newspapers were still somewhat unironic. Tape recorders were a thing.

So there’s a delightful extra layer of fantasy in play, as the fairy tale characters clash with a “modern” world that is now slipping into fantasy itself.



But you said there’s also a Christian college?

Yes, the University of Earlsburg. Both the University and its parent town of Earlsburg are totally fictional, of course, and do not officially reflect on the college I actually attended, or its town.

But in case you yourself did not happen to attend a small Christian college in the Rust Belt, it may help you to know a few facts about the unique culture on such a campus circa the year 2000.


	Acoustic guitars were cool. Really cool. Because you used guitars to sing “praise and worship” music. On any pleasant day, you could walk around campus and see more than one cluster of students sitting in the grass, one or more strumming a guitar, all unironically singing praise music.


	Dating was not particularly encouraged. Possibly not coincidentally, the school was run by monks.


	But the Formal dance, once a semester, was a big deal.


	Fraternities and sororities were definitely discouraged. Instead, we had… well, you’ll see.


	Most of all: the overall culture of the campus reflected a widespread belief, quite sincere, that we were really living Christianity well. Not too conservative, not too liberal, just a focus on what seemed most fundamental and important about the Christian Faith: a God of Love.




Looking back now, from a personal point of view that has shifted rather a lot, I can certainly see cause to question that flattering self-assessment.

Fortunately, for this story, the specifics don’t matter.

This story is about having lost a precious little fantasy world to a powerful villain. Think losing Narnia to the White Witch. Or (almost) losing the Shire to Sauron.

And I’m only even explaining this here because this story begins with the villain in control, so that little world is already lost. As a much younger writer, I didn’t realize that I couldn’t just assume you would care about this loss; I should have shown you the glory of what that former world had been. But this story basically assumes you’ll care.

On the other hand, it occurs to me now… isn’t that the way of fairy tales?

The very vagueness of the Castle or the land of Faerie can make them all the more desirable.

So perhaps the glory of Earlsburg in its Former Days can be left to your vivid imagination. You can discover it for yourself, like the Princess Violet.



Wait, though. Don’t you have another fantasy you’ve written about a “Princess Violet”?

Yes! Or at least, by the time you read this, that new book should be finished.

And it’s almost completely different.



“Almost”? Not entirely?

The seeds of that story (a full-length serious fantasy novel) began, decades earlier, in the quirky little comedy puppet show you’re about to read now. The novel is so different that I was tempted to change the name, but I’ve kept them both Violet, because it fascinates me how stories grow and diverge. The same idea that’s a joke in one context can, in another, be deliciously horrifying.

But that’s that story, a tale for another time.

For now, thank you for taking a chance on A Tale of True Like. Basically… it’s pretty funny.

Enjoy.





Bill Alive

2024 December





A Note on Formatting

Stage plays require special formatting, so if you're reading this on a device that tends to override special styling, please consider allowing custom styles for this book. This play will be much more enjoyable to read.




Before we begin: Remember, this is a puppet show.

Imagine three puppeteers working in a classic small puppet theater up on a stage, with a different felt background for each location and a small ledge that can hold critical props.

Mostly, you can imagine these puppet characters however you like. But for some jokes and scenes, you’ll want to remember that these are hand puppets, who generally have to hold things with their mouths, and their “floor” is hidden below the audience’s line of sight.

As for the tale itself…

When the Evil Queen finds out that her Magic Mirror may actually be a tape recorder, her jealous rage at the beautiful Princess Violet turns lethal. The Queen wants Violet’s heart in a box, but her disturbing therapist, Dr. Ittenmath, suggests an even more troubling solution.

Will sweet Violet escape the clutches of her crazed stepmother and find True Love? (Or at least, a date to the Formal?)

Or will the Outside World prove even more dangerous than the Castle?

If you loved The Princess Bride, or those old “Fractured Fairy Tales”, or you just want to kick back with a light, G-rated goofy comedy that’ll get you laughing, don’t miss…



A Tale of True Like



(A Romantic Comedy)



ACT I


Scene 1: The Queen’s Chamber


(Before the CURTAIN opens, we hear the voice of the NARRATOR, offstage.)









NARRATOR




(offstage)



Once upon a time, in a kingdom far, far away, there lived an evil queen and her three unhappy daughters. Two of her daughters were unhappy because they were vain, wicked, and ugly like their mother. Her youngest daughter (her stepdaughter, actually) was unhappy because she was cruelly treated by her jealous stepsisters and horrid stepmother.

  

She was a true Princess—beautiful and good, within and without. But her very beauty inflamed their jealousy, and every day, out of sheer spite, they made the young Princess Violet perform all the most menial and degrading household tasks. If they had been good and wise, they would have made life miserable for some other innocent young girl who wasn’t royalty. But, as they were wicked, it was Princess Violet who lived a hard life—orphaned, alone, and mistreated by almost everyone she knew.

  

Yet she never complained, and she never stopped hoping that one day her Prince would come. But every morning, it became harder and harder to keep faith in her dream. And every morning, her stepsisters grew more and more vicious, and her stepmother grew more and more vain.








CURTAIN OPENS.




(The Queen’s Chamber looks as sumptuous as a 2-D felt background can make it. Evidently, her subjects are either very prosperous or very overtaxed. Prominently featured are a large mirror and, resting on the ledge, a small handheld tape-recorder.)




(The QUEEN appears onstage. She is a rather haggard-looking creature who might have seen better days, but it is not likely. She is brushing her teeth, in the midst of her morning ritual. As she hums to herself, she turns to her mirror, and clears her throat.)





QUEEN



Mirror, mirror, on the wall. Who is the fairest one of all?




(After addressing this question to the mirror, SHE calmly turns to the small handheld tape recorder and carefully presses the PLAY button.)





TAPE RECORDER




(Voice of RUMPELSTILTSKIN)



Many a maid is fair and tall, but you are the fairest one of all.





QUEEN




(happily satisfied, she preens herself)



Still the best.




(After a brief pause, the voice is abruptly businesslike.)





TAPE RECORDER




(Voice of RUMPELSTILTSKIN)



Thank you for consulting the Oracle. Please do not press any buttons until the entire revelation has come to a complete stop. Then, be sure to prepare His Most Sapient Wisdom for your next visit by following these easy steps. First, press the button marked STOP, and then press the button marked REWIND.




(The QUEEN repeats the next bit along with the tape recorder, apparently bored.)





QUEEN and TAPE RECORDER




(Voice of RUMPELSTILTSKIN)



Do not press the red button marked RECORD under any circumstances, or you will be instantly transformed into a left-handed rhesus monkey, forced to compete for dominance in a ruthlessly right-handed jungle world.


(This last line is sung.)



The Oracle has spoken.




(The QUEEN dutifully presses the buttons as directed.)





QUEEN



Perhaps someday he’ll let me press the red button. I wonder what marvelous wonder it works.




(The Princess BERTHAGUSTANSIA screeches onstage.)





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



Ma! MA!





QUEEN



And good morning to you too, my dear Princess Berthagustansia. You should thank your lucky stars you resemble your mother—once again I am the fairest in all the land.





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



Mother, that’s simply absolutely radiant but VIOLET DID IT AGAIN!





QUEEN



Did what?





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



Everything!





QUEEN



Violet!




(VIOLET enters, dressed as a servant, with RONALD the lackey in tow.)





QUEEN




(brightly, as if she is really saying good morning.)



Good morning, you worthless, ugly, good-for-nothing wretch! Not to change the subject, but the Oracle has informed me that I am still the fairest in the land.





VIOLET




(sadly)



Congratulations, stepmother.





NARRATOR




(offstage)



Violet had heard these words every morning for as long as she could remember. Any visitor from beyond the castle wall would laugh in his sleeve upon hearing such nonsense.





QUEEN




(apparently hearing the NARRATOR, though the others don’t)



Hmph!





NARRATOR




(offstage)



But Violet had never been outside those walls. When she heard those words, she believed them.





VIOLET



(sighs)





QUEEN



Now, Violet, I won’t have you antagonizing your sister.





VIOLET



But I didn’t—





QUEEN



Violet, we have been over this! Whatever it is.





BERTHAGUSTANSIA




(to VIOLET)



Told you!





QUEEN



And I won’t have you two fighting while I’m seeing Dr. Ittenmath.





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



Again? Not that creep!





QUEEN



Berthagustansia! Dr. Ittenmath is the finest therapist in the kingdom!





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



He’s the only therapist in the kingdom!




(SOUND EFFECT: KNOCK ON DOOR)





QUEEN



And there he is now! Violet, go clean something! Berthagustansia, go fill that lovely mouth with chocolates! Coming, Doctor!




(The QUEEN sallies offstage.)





VIOLET



Yes, stepmother.





BERTHAGUSTANSIA




(following the QUEEN)



But I hate chocolates!





QUEEN



I know!




(VIOLET turns to go, but stops in surprise.)





VIOLET



Oh! Hello, Ronald. Would you like to help me clean?





NARRATOR




(offstage)



Ronald was a good boy, an honest boy, and no matter what Violet asked of him, he always said the same thing—





RONALD




(completely smitten, HE will always have the same intonation when he speaks to Violet)



As you wish.





NARRATOR




(offstage)



But Violet knew that when he said, “As you wish”, what he was really saying was, “I wish I had the guts to ask you to Formal.”





VIOLET



Now, Ronald, we’ve spoken about this before. Please, let’s just have a normal conversation today, shall we?





RONALD



As you wish.





VIOLET



Are you having a pleasant day?





RONALD



As you wish.





VIOLET



Oh, Ronald, I wish you knew how to express yourself better.




(VIOLET exits.)





RONALD




(Seeing SHE is gone, HE slowly moves a little closer to the audience and begins to quote Macbeth, Act IV, Sc. 1.)



“Time, thou anticipat’st my dread exploits.

The flighty purpose never is o’ertook

Unless the deed go with it. From this moment

The very firstlings of my heart shall be

The firstlings of my hand. And even now,

To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and done!”


(pause)



So I’m going to think about asking her to Formal.




(During his soliloquy, BERTHAGUSTANSIA returns, eagerly listening with malice.)





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



I don’t think so.





RONALD



And why shall I not date the fair Princess, may I ask?





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



You? The lackey? Matched with a Princess? If you’re going to dream, why not dream the impossible dream and consider moi?





RONALD



You remind me too much of your mother.





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



You could be exiled for those words! And so what if I do? She’s the fairest in the land!





RONALD



She is not! Everyone knows that old Oracle must be in egregious error! Your mother is the only woman he ever sees!





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



He sees everyone and my mother the Queen is the absolute fairest woman in the entire world!




(THEY have been edging closer to each other as they argue. Now, without thinking, RONALD slams his fist down on the RECORD button.)





RONALD



The queen is an ugly old fuddy-duddy! And Princess Violet is the most beautiful woman in the universe!




(As they both realize what he has done, RONALD freaks out and hastily presses the STOP button.)





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



You pressed the red button.





RONALD



Quick! What’s the other one she always presses? Rewind?




(He presses the REWIND button, not realizing that he is queuing the tape precisely to his outburst.)





BERTHAGUSTANSIA




(still in shock)



You pressed the red button.





RONALD



I know! Help me fix it!





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



You disobeyed the Oracle. We’re all going to die!





RONALD



We are not going to—





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



Here comes my mom!





RONALD



—uh—





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



And Dr. Ittenmath.





RONALD



We’re going to die.





RONALD and BERTHAGUSTANSIA



AAAAAAH!!




(THEY scream in panic and rush to and fro.)





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



Quick! Under the table!




(THEY hide under the ‘table’ the tape recorder is on, just as the QUEEN and DR. ITTENMATH enter.)





QUEEN



He said it, Doctor Ittenmath. He said it again. Just the same as always. “Many a maid is fair and tall, but you (meaning me) are the fairest one of all.”





DR. ITTENMATH



My dear Queen, as your personal therapist, I have a responsibility to you, to the kingdom, to tell you the truth—





QUEEN



It’s grand being the best.





DR. ITTENMATH



And I think we may safely say that you are showing a tendency, however slight, towards a certain fixation.





QUEEN



The fairest in the land. The fairest. That means, ‘the most fair’! Isn’t it wonderful, Doctor?





DR. ITTENMATH



A fixation with your physical appearance.





QUEEN



Did I mention I’m the fairest?





DR. ITTENMATH



YES! You are obsessed with your appearance! It’s all you ever talk about—every session’s the exact same routine. “The Oracle said I’m pretty! The Oracle said I’m the fairest in the land!” And you’re totally satisfied!


(pause, then the outburst)



Do have any idea how boring that is?





QUEEN



Boring?





DR. ITTENMATH




(releasing the pent-up emotions of years of unsuccessful therapy)



Where’s the hidden neuroses, the repressed childhood fears, the inescapable interwoven net of complexes!? Counseling you is like staring at a blank wall for fun! Don’t you ever think about my needs?





QUEEN



Are you saying you wish I was disturbed?





DR. ITTENMATH



You are disturbed! It’s just that your problem is either insanely simple or completely impenetrable, thanks to your blind faith in this ridiculous Oracle.





QUEEN



Don’t you dare impugn my Oracle! He is absolutely infallible, and has been for years!





DR. ITTENMATH



In the interests of science, I ought to inform you that he is most decidedly wrong.





QUEEN



Are you even attempting to suggest that I’m not the fairest in the land?





DR. ITTENMATH



If I am to maintain any degree of professional integrity whatsoever, I am afraid I must diagnose you, medically speaking, as a wicked, ugly old hag.





QUEEN



So! You dare contradict the Oracle! You shall die a thousand deaths, torn apart by horses beneath the blazing noonday sun, a sun which shall stare unblinking at your mangled organs—





DR. ITTENMATH




(piqued for the first time in their entire professional relationship)



These are fascinating word associations. Keep going!





QUEEN



I shall not grant you the opportunity for further mockery! Face the truth and weep—behold, the Oracle speaks!




(With a flourish, SHE presses the PLAY button.)





TAPE RECORDER




(Voice of RONALD)



The queen is an ugly old fuddy-duddy! And Princess Violet is the most beautiful woman in the universe!




(Due to the pause before Ronald stopped recording earlier, there are a few moments of silence. Dazed, the QUEEN presses the STOP and REWIND buttons out of sheer habit.)





DR. ITTENMATH



That’s the Oracle?





QUEEN



Violet…





DR. ITTENMATH



That’s a tape recorder.





QUEEN



She did it… SHE BRIBED THE ORACLE!! AAAAAAH!!!





DR. ITTENMATH



No, wait, calm yourself! Listen, you need to understand, this is a machine. It is not alive.





QUEEN



It’s the Oracle! It sees all!





DR. ITTENMATH



Watch carefully.


(DR. ITTENMATH goes to get the tape recorder, but he accidentally knocks it on floor.)



Oops.


(DR. ITTENMATH “picks it up”, although really, another puppeteer is holding the tape recorder from beneath our line of sight in the audience.)



Now. If I press this button right here—





QUEEN



Don’t press that! He said never to press the red button!





DR. ITTENMATH



He who?





QUEEN



The Oracle says it every time! And so did the man who sold me the Oracle many years ago… I forget the man’s name, it was long and ugly, but he made it quite clear that if I ever pressed the red button, disaster would consume my kingdom.





DR. ITTENMATH



That’s because he knew it would destroy your little dream world. This is the RECORD button. If I press it, anything I say gets put into this box, and I can hear it over again as many times as I want. Look.




(HE presses the RECORD button, although he lowers the recorder out of our line of sight to do it, then holds it back up to the QUEEN.)





QUEEN



What are you doing? You’re an idiot!




(HE presses STOP in a similar fashion as before, then REWIND, and PLAY.)





DR. ITTENMATH



Thank you. And now we can hear it again.





TAPE RECORDER




(Voice of the QUEEN)



What are you doing? You’re an idiot!




(The QUEEN is shocked, but even moreso when the tape continues with whatever it recorded over, probably the latter part of Ronald’s declaration.)





DR. ITTENMATH



Just as you recorded over the, ahem, derogatory but accurate statement, that person must have recorded over the standard Oracle message you’ve been hearing for so long.





QUEEN



So the Oracle is… fake? I’ve just been listening to the same message over and over again for years, thinking it was true, when the whole time, Princess Violet really has been more beautiful than me?





DR. ITTENMATH



Exactly.




(In a rather disturbing fashion, the QUEEN begins to convulse.)





QUEEN




(in an altogether new and frightening tone)



I’LL—KILL—HER—





DR. ITTENMATH



Queen! Get a hold of yourself! My goodness, what’s the matter?




(SHE stops shaking, then the words pour out in a rush.)





QUEEN



I knew it! I knew she was more beautiful! Just like Duchess Lilian… everyone except mother always said she was more beautiful… they all loved her more than me… they hated me… behind my back… she got Alfred… she could have had anyone, but she… I still hate her… everyone loves Violet more than me—





DR. ITTENMATH



Oh, this is absolutely marvelous! Where’s that tape recorder? I don’t want to miss a thing!





QUEEN



I’ll kill her!





DR. ITTENMATH



Who? Violet?





QUEEN



I’ll send Ronald into the forest with her, and command him to bring back her heart in a little box!





DR. ITTENMATH



That’s disgusting!





QUEEN



Yes, that is pretty gross. Besides, I don’t even know what a human heart looks like. He could trick me—if he brought back her brain, I wouldn’t even know the difference.





DR. ITTENMATH



That would be a clever deception on his part, but I think you’re missing the point. How does killing her help you? There will still be millions of absolutely gorgeous women, and you will still be an ugly old hag.





QUEEN



I’ll kill them too!





DR. ITTENMATH



May I suggest a more economical solution?





QUEEN



I just need love!





DR. ITTENMATH



Precisely—we need a solution which will actually make you lovable. Now, as a matter of fact, I happen to be a qualified plastic surgeon.





QUEEN



What’s wrong with my plastic?





DR. ITTENMATH



Nothing. But your face, honestly, is atrocious. However, as we have seen, Violet is generally considered an attractive young lady. What could be more natural than switching your faces?





QUEEN



You can do that?





DR. ITTENMATH



You achieve self-actualization, Violet looks more like a miserable, overworked young woman ought to look, and I brush up on my more marketable skills. It’s a perfect plan.





QUEEN



Oh, it’s like something out of a fairy tale! Violet! Where are you? VIOLET! Let’s do it right now!




(The QUEEN runs off yelling for Violet, and DR. ITTENMATH follows)





DR. ITTENMATH



I love my work.




(As the QUEEN and DR. ITTENMATH exit, RONALD and BERTHAGUSTANSIA creep out from under the table, their mouths open in horror. Then they look at each other and come back to reality.)





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



I—I almost screamed when he bent over to pick up that tape recorder. One breeze and the tablecloth would have moved—





RONALD



He’s going to take Violet’s face?! We’ve got to warn her! VIOLET! VIOLET!





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



I’ll claw her face, the little flirt! So I look like my mom, do I? VIOLET!





RONALD



VIOLET! THIS IS RONALD, WHERE ARE YOU!?




(VIOLET rushes on from the opposite direction to how the QUEEN and DR. ITTENMATH left.)





VIOLET



Ronald? Is that you? You didn’t say, “As you wish”?





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



There you are, Miss “Fairest in the Universe”!





VIOLET



Ronald, what is she talking about? Please tell me!





RONALD




(helplessly)



As you wish.





VIOLET



Oh, Ronald.





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



Apparently you are the fairest woman in the land, or universe, as Ronald put it.





VIOLET



Ronald?





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



The Oracle’s just a tape recorder, and this idiot recorded over the Oracle message with his lovesick views on feminine beauty.





VIOLET




(completely missing the point)



You said I was the fairest woman in the universe, Ronald? That was very sweet of you.





RONALD



As you wish.





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



Don’t you get it? When my mom heard the new message, she flipped! And now that the Doc has explained that it was all a hoax to begin with, she wants to switch your face with hers.





VIOLET




(duly horrified)



Take my face? That’s so—nasty! I’ll look just like her.





BERTHAGUSTANSIA



Gee, what a nightmare! I hope she does take your face! And I hope I’m next in line! MA! She’s right here! MA!




(BERTHAGUSTANSIA runs out, calling for her mother.)





VIOLET



Oh dear, Ronald! Even though I have nowhere to go, I suppose I’ll have to leave this beautiful castle. Yet everything cries for me to stay—family… uh… friends… well… I don’t know, job security?





BERTHAGUSTANSIA




(offstage)



She’s in the main chamber, mother!





QUEEN




(offstage)



Marvelous, my pet! Doctor, the tranquilizer gun!





DR. ITTENMATH




(offstage)



Are these the knives you use for food, or can I use them?





VIOLET



Okay, bye.


(SHE turns to go, then turns back to Ronald.)



Oh! Quick, Ronald, do you know how to get to the nearest bus station? Hotel? Campground? Anything?





RONALD



As you—





VIOLET



Oh, never mind, Ronald! It’s been nice being friends! Bye!




(VIOLET gives RONALD a kiss on the cheek, and his mouth opens wide. VIOLET runs offstage.)





RONALD



Can it be? Her lips touched my cheek. Yet she also stated clearly that we are ‘just friends.’ Is it possible that, in this hour of crisis, she was merely being overly affectionate with the one non-threatening person in her life?


(RONALD reflects.)



No. She loves me.




(RONALD walks offstage as…)




CURTAIN CLOSES.





Scene 2: The Office of the Evil Wolf



NARRATOR




(offstage)



And so, as the persecuted Princess Violet fled her home to escape the evil machinations of the wicked Queen, another wicked ruler, in another kingdom, laid his plans for another day of tyranny. He was an evil wolf, and his close friends called him just that. He liked it. But to his subjects, he was President Wolf—the President of Earlsburg.




(Curtain opens to reveal the EVIL WOLF in his Office, from which he rules both the small private Christian University of Earlsburg as well as, apparently, the actual town. The Office of the Evil Wolf is pretty bleak, with a filing cabinet, closed Venetian blinds, and a mace on the felt wall. The Daily Report lies on the desk of the EVIL WOLF, who is moodily staring out the Venetian blinds as NAPOLEON, his chief of staff, walks in.)





NAPOLEON




(cheerily—he gives far too many indications of being a really happy guy and enjoying this job.)



Good morning, Evil Wolf!




(Although it is perhaps not implied in the wording of this first line, the EVIL WOLF is an extremely intellectual and vicious villain, who will stop at nothing to maintain his stranglehold on our beloved Earlsburg.)





EVIL WOLF



Good morning, Napoleon.





NAPOLEON



Beautiful day, isn’t it, buddy?





EVIL WOLF



Yes, the smog is a bit thicker than usual.





NAPOLEON



I just love it, sir. There’s a special kind of cough people have when those steel particles hit the old bronchial tubes—you never know what’s going to come out—





EVIL WOLF



Napoleon—





NAPOLEON



I’ll never forget that first day you started running all the factories at maximum strength without filters as an “economic equalizer”. Sheer genius!





EVIL WOLF



Napoleon—





NAPOLEON



Do you know that just thinking about Earlsburg now produces a psychosomatic effect which is equivalent to smoking two full packs of cigarettes?





EVIL WOLF



NAPOLEON! My most effervescent Chief of Staff, these facts are most illuminating, but I suggest we proceed to the Daily Report.





NAPOLEON



Oh, yes, sir. It’s already right here on the desk. Can I sing it again?





EVIL WOLF




(growling)



No—





NAPOLEON



Hey, just kidding. But you just wait till I learn more than one note… all right, let’s see here… apparently, there’s a rumor—JUST a rumor—that a small group of rebels may have… formed a… uh… cenacle.





EVIL WOLF



WHAT?!





NAPOLEON



It’s completely unconfirmed, though. No names, nothing.





EVIL WOLF



Employ the standard techniques. That is a heinous violation of the enchantment and will not be tolerated.





NAPOLEON



You are SO right, sir. Just like the guitar.





EVIL WOLF



GUITAR!?





NAPOLEON



Yes, we had another guitar confiscation. Acoustic and everything. In circumstances which strongly suggested covert group singing. As in, ah, “praise and worship”—





EVIL WOLF



Twenty years! Twenty years, and still the old Earlsburg lingers. It’s in their blood, Napoleon. I’m beginning to have my doubts.





NAPOLEON



About yourself? Oh, sir, don’t even start! You’ve done so much! Why, just yesterday I overheard a student saying, “You know what? I’m a hardcore conservative, and my roommate is a flaming liberal, but the neat thing is, we can both come to Earlsburg and hate each other just the same!”





EVIL WOLF




(reflectively)



Yes, I’ve done my utmost to provide a haven for unity in diversity.





NAPOLEON



Sure! You can’t blame yourself if there are still some lingering faint effects of decades of flaky orthodoxy. These things take time. Besides, does a guitar or a cenacle make you an orthodox Christian?





EVIL WOLF



No, of course not.





NAPOLEON



There you go! The heart’s gone. And as long as the heart’s gone, nothing else matters.





EVIL WOLF



Napoleon, you are entirely accurate. Thanks for keeping me dishonest. What’s next?





NAPOLEON



Let’s see… oh, your favorite part, the obituaries… um… Banxring the king is dead.





EVIL WOLF



King of where?





NAPOLEON



It doesn’t say. It’s only a one-liner.





EVIL WOLF



Those are so frustrating.





NAPOLEON



He probably doesn’t care… who else… Betty Wilkins dyed last night, but she’s going to try to dye it back… hmm, I don’t think they read these first… Leslie, former minion of the Evil Wolf, is dead…





EVIL WOLF




(snapping angrily to attention)



Leslie? It says Leslie is dead?





NAPOLEON




(visibly shaken as he, too realizes the significance.)



It says, “The aging Minion kept to himself in his latter years, only revealing his identity on his deathbed—for tax purposes.” That sounds like Leslie. “He is survived by his foster son—Freddie—”





EVIL WOLF



(screams in frustration)





NAPOLEON



That wouldn’t be the Freddie, I suppose?





EVIL WOLF




(growling more menacingly than ever before)



AAH! Freddie is still alive…


(HE shouts for his Minions.)



Leechmouth! Serrated Butterknife! To me, my Minions!


(to NAPOLEON)



We shall crush this upstart like… like…





NAPOLEON




(helpfully)



Like a zit!





EVIL WOLF



(glares)





NAPOLEON



Actually, never mind, you pop zits.





EVIL WOLF



Now I can’t think of anything better!





NAPOLEON



Sorry!





EVIL WOLF



MINIONS! NOW!!




CURTAIN CLOSES.





Scene 3: The Earlsburg Town Square



NARRATOR




(offstage)



As President Wolf raged over the mysterious news, the town of Earlsburg continued its daily routine, completely unaware of the impending doom. But doom was a part of life, for Earlsburg labored under a terrible enchantment.

  

Yet on this particular day, there was one person arriving in Earlsburg who did not know about the enchantment, one person whose presence would have been, for some, a very unwelcome surprise.




CURTAIN OPENS.




(We find ourselves in the closest area to a “town square” that Earlsburg can offer. The expansive, flirtatious LOUD WIDOW BESSIE is talking to HECTOR, an irresponsible pig (as in, the animal). FREDDIE, a frog, is just walking in, with a small (felt) suitcase in his hand.)





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



I have an idea! Why don’t we go bowling—again?





HECTOR



As long as it doesn’t count as a date.





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



You pig.





FREDDIE




(to himself)



I am never, ever going to hitchhike again. I didn’t know the Village People even wrote that many songs.





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE




(seeing FREDDIE)



Look! A Frog Prince!




(FREDDIE looks up in terror as the LOUD WIDOW BESSIE rushes towards him and kisses him impetuously on his froggy lips.)





FREDDIE



Oh no—please—




(The kiss is somewhat unsuccessful.)





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



You didn’t turn into a handsome Prince!





FREDDIE



Was I supposed to?





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



Aren’t you enchanted? We’re enchanted! All of us! Even Hector!





HECTOR



Why wouldn’t I be enchanted?





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



Because you’re an irresponsible little pig! Just like your younger brother!





HECTOR



Well, we can’t all be the eldest, Practical Pig, now, can we? And I don’t recall you being particularly responsible.





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



People who live in straw houses shouldn’t throw—uh—lit cigarettes.





HECTOR



What?





FREDDIE



You live in a house made of straw?





HECTOR



I do. At least, I did before I went to college. Now I’m a Radio/TV Major! Which reminds me—do you have the time? My first class is at four.





FREDDIE




(to the LOUD WIDOW BESSIE)



Who are you, then?





HECTOR



She’s the Loud Widow Bessie.




(The LOUD WIDOW BESSIE nods in assent.)





FREDDIE



People just call you that?





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



Which part do you disagree with?





FREDDIE



Ahhh… you know, I saw the wedding ring and I guess I just thought…





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



Oh, no. My husband had a heart attack when he met me.


(stunned pause on the part of FREDDIE)



Wedding by proxy, you know.





FREDDIE



It really is important to get to know each other first, I’ve found.





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



I totally agree—so what’s your name?





FREDDIE



Oh, gee, uh… Freddie?





HECTOR



What’s with the tiny suitcase?





FREDDIE



I’m on the move—planning on finding some housemates so I can share the rent, you know. But first I have to find Earlsburg.





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



But you’re IN Earlsburg!





FREDDIE




(crestfallen)



I am?


(looks around regretfully. Begins to sniff the air, gags, coughs, and stops.)



Oh.





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



If the Rust Belt had a buckle, we’d be the hole that’s just too small!





FREDDIE



Great.





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



The one you keep hoping you’ll use again, but it’s never going to happen—





FREDDIE



Got it.





HECTOR



Were you trying to get here on purpose?





FREDDIE



Well, yeah, I guess I was kinda hoping—never mind.





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



Never mind what? Why are you here?





FREDDIE



See, I’d kind of have to talk to your king or mayor or whatever about that.





HECTOR




(fearfully)



You mean, President Wolf?




(BARNABY, also a pig, comes tearing across the stage in front of them, screaming.)





HECTOR



Hey, that’s my brother! BARNABY, you’ve got to stop doing that every time!





FREDDIE



Is he irresponsible too?





HECTOR



Sort of. He’s got this weird complex about a Big Bad Wolf who’s going to huff, puff, and blow his head off. Personally, I think it’s some kind of repressed thing about our dad. Anyway, why would you ever want to talk to President Wolf?




(BARNABY comes running across the stage again, screaming as before.)





HECTOR



BARNABY!





FREDDIE



Why wouldn’t I talk to President Wolf?





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



Because he’s the one who put Earlsburg under this dread enchantment in the first place! He rules the whole town with an iron fist, and crushes those who stand in his path!





FREDDIE



Oh. Gee, that’s terrible. What kind of enchantment are you under?





HECTOR



What do you mean?





FREDDIE



I mean what does the enchantment actually DO to you?





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



It’s an enchantment.





HECTOR



I’m not sure I understand your question.





FREDDIE



Uh… the enchantment has to actually DO something, right? Otherwise, it might not even be real!





HECTOR



Not be real?





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



Of course it’s real!





HECTOR



It’s in all the newspapers!





RUMPELSTILTSKIN




(offstage)



EXTRA! EXTRA! ENCHANTMENT WORSENS!


(RUMPELSTILTSKIN comes onstage, with a bag of newspapers around his neck.)



READ ALL ABOUT IT IN THE RUMPELSTILTSKIN REVIEW!





HECTOR and LOUD WIDOW BESSIE




(unenthusiastically)



Hi, Rumpelstiltskin.





FREDDIE



You guys still have extras?





RUMPELSTILTSKIN



Yes sir, only the RUMPELSTILTSKIN REVIEW provides up-to-the-minute news coverage on all three items likely to interest residents of Earlsburg and the Tri-State Area! Only here can you get the patented Rumpelstiltskin Doppler Enchantment Forecast! Subscribe today, to the RUMPELSTILTSKIN REVIEW—news you can kind of trust, only from Rumpelstiltskin!





FREDDIE



Why do you keep saying your name?





RUMPELSTILTSKIN



It’s the only way to build name recognition. No one ever remembers my

name.





HECTOR



So what’s the enchantment looking like?





RUMPELSTILTSKIN



You’ll have to buy the RUMPELSTILTSKIN REVIEW to get the details, but over the next few days I can personally guarantee that you’re going to need more than the usual dose of your Rumpelstiltskin Happy Day Wonderpills!





FREDDIE




(starting to walk away.)



Oh boy. That doesn’t sound legal.





LOUD WIDOW BESSIE



Do you still have those family size bottles?





FREDDIE




(as he leaves.)



I’ll be really surprised if any two people in this town can stand to live with each other, let alone me.




CURTAIN CLOSES.





Scene 4: The Forest



NARRATOR




(offstage)



Meanwhile, Princess Violet had barely escaped the scalpel of Dr. Ittenmath, only to find herself hopelessly lost in the wilderness. Though sweet and persevering as ever, she was sorely tempted to complain.




CURTAIN OPENS.




(The forest is pretty much your standard forest. There is a bush on the ledge. VIOLET is dressed in a red traveling cloak, slowly dragging herself through a trackless wilderness.)





VIOLET



I’m an orphan, my adopted family hates me, my stepmother wants to surgically remove my face, I’m lost, I’m alone, I’m starving, and the only romantic interest in my life consists in a three-worded lackey who is too infatuated to even give me directions.


(Pause. Thoughtfully.)



Should I cry? I am still a Princess.




(BENNY the Wolf has been approaching during this soliloquy, listening thoughtfully.)





BENNY



I don’t know why you would. Noblesse oblige, you know.





VIOLET



You’re right. And you’re a wolf. Great.





BENNY



What’s wrong with wolves? Besides, I’ve got this weird déja vu feeling we’ve met before.





VIOLET



I don’t think so.





BENNY



Yeah, yeah… it was like this, out in the middle of nowhere, and I said, “Where are you going?” and you said, “To my grandmother’s house, to bring her some goodies.”





VIOLET



I don’t even have a grandmother.





BENNY



Yeah? I thought it sounded like a racket. “Goodies”???





VIOLET



You really must be getting me mixed up with someone else.





BENNY



No, no, I’m positive, you were wearing that obnoxious red hood thing and I took a shortcut and beat you to your grandmother’s house and then… oh wait… oh man…




(The WOLF suddenly remembers the whole story, and withers. VIOLET stares at him in surprise, which turns to concern.)





VIOLET



Are you okay?





BENNY




(recovering)



Yeah—sorry about that. You just brought back a lot of pre-conversion stuff, that’s all. Forty-eight abdominal stitches. Mmph.

(HE grunts in pain, remembering.)





VIOLET


































































































































































































































































































































































































Scene 5: The Off-Campus House of the Sons of Zacchaeus

































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Scene 6: The Office of the Evil Wolf
























































































































Scene 7: The Off-Campus House of the Sons of Zacchaeus




























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Scene 8: Outside the House of the Sons of Zacchaeus







































































































































































Scene 9: The Off-Campus House of the Sons of Zacchaeus





























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































ACT II


Scene 1: The Office of the Evil Wolf








































































































































































































































































































































Scene 2: The Off-Campus House of the Sons of Zacchaeus























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Scene 3: The Dungeon






































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Scene 4: The Office of the Evil Wolf
































































































































































































































































































































































Scene 5: The Dungeon





































































































































































Scene 6: The Office of the Evil Wolf































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































Scene 7: The Earlsburg Town Square
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