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CHAR AC TERS

ROYAL PAGE, one or more, m or f
KING DULDRUM
QUEEN FLUTTERBYE, his wife
PRINCESS GRETA, their daugh ter
KNIGHT OF KNOODLE, a suitor
EARL OF VIN E GAR, a suitor
DUKE OF CUKE, a suitor
PRINCE WALDO, a suitor
AL FRED GREEN LEAF, a baker
EX TRAS (op tional) may play VIL LAGERS and COURT -

IERS

Note: For a larger cast, in ad di tion to VIL LAGERS and
COURT IERS, more than one ROYAL PAGE may be
used, with lines and ac tion di vided among them. 

For a smaller cast of 3m, 2f, lm or f, the four suit ors may
all be played by one ac tor.

TIME: Once upon a…

PLACE: Var i ous lo ca tions in the king dom of Great West -
ern Wullaberry , all of which may be played on a bare
stage with sim ple set pieces.

PLAYING TIME: about 50 min utes
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The In sulting Prin cess

SCENE 1

AT RISE: The stage is bare. PAGE en ters, strug gling un -
der the weight of Greta’s throne. (If more than one
PAGE is used, ALL en ter now, shar ing the bur den of the 
throne. Ac tion is di vided among them.) He man ages to
set it down, fi nally, right of C. He eyes it crit i cally,
moves it left, then right, then up stage, then down, un til
he’s sat is fied that it’s ex actly right. Then he moves it
once more, for good mea sure. With a glance off L and R
to make sure he is n’t be ing watched, he sits on the
throne, gin gerly at first, and then with more con fi dence.
He strikes a haughty, scowl ing pose, then bursts into a
fit of gig gles and runs off UL. QUEEN and KING hurry
in from DR, or through au di ence.

KING. Oh, me, oh my! This is too much. Too, too, much.
Much, much too much. I can not go through it again,
Flutterbye.

QUEEN. Please calm down, Duldrum.
KING. How can I calm down? An other suitor is on his way 

to meet Greta. An earl, a duke, a who-knows-what—
QUEEN. I be lieve it’s a knight this time, dear. The Knight

of Knoodle.
KING. Noo dle-poo dle-shmoodle ! Be fore he has a chance to 

sit down, Greta will drive him away with an other of her
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wretched in sults. I tell you, Flutterbye, I sim ply can not
bear it.

QUEEN. Hush, Duldrum , dear. You must bear it.
KING. I can’t, I tell you!
QUEEN. You must.
KING. Why?
QUEEN. Be cause I must bear it.
KING. How can you?
QUEEN (a mo men tary weak ness). I can’t. (Im me di ately

pull ing her self to gether.) But I must.
KING. Why?
QUEEN. Be cause the en tire king dom of Great West ern

Wullaberry must bear it.
KING. But they can’t.
QUEEN. They must.
KING. Why?
QUEEN. For Greta’s sake.
KING. Greta?
QUEEN (as if re mind ing him) . The prin cess. Your daugh-

ter.
KING. I know who she is—our scowl ing, self ish, in sult ing

daugh ter!
QUEEN. Who rhymes.
KING. Rhymes? Is an in sult any better be cause it rhymes?
QUEEN. Well, it’s no worse.
KING (ex as per ated, he ex its UL, still talk ing). Ooooh! This 

is too much. Too, too, much. Much, much too much. I
sim ply can not bear it.

QUEEN (fol low ing him off). But you must!

(A beat, and then PAGE en ters UL and stands at at ten -
tion for an off stage FANFARE. If COURT IERS are used,
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they may en ter at this point and ar range them selves
about the stage. They ap plaud and cheer each royal en -
trance en thu si as ti cally—ex cept GRETA’s.)

PAGE. King Duldrum of Great West ern Wullaberry!

(KING sweeps in from UL, smil ing and wav ing pleas -
antly to the real or imag ined crowd, de spite a slightly
pained ex pres sion. He stands to the right of throne.
There is a sec ond FAN FARE.)

Queen Flutterbye of Great West ern Wullaberry!

(QUEEN en ters re gally, smil ing and wav ing to her sub -
jects. She stands to left of throne. A third FAN FARE.
PAGE fights the urge to gig gle dur ing this an nounce-
ment.)

Prin cess Greta—mmmph, ah— (KING shoots him a se -
vere glance. PAGE straights up.)  of Great West ern
Wullaberry!

(GRETA en ters, haughty and scowl ing. She looks more
like a witch than a prin cess, al though she is young and
nicely gowned. COURT IERS, if used, pull back slightly
with a gasp, and ap plaud min i mally and only out of po -
lite ness. With out wav ing, GRETA stalks over to her
throne and sits. A beat, and then:)

Our ex alted guest, the Knight of Knoodle.
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(To a long and very or nate FAN FARE, KNIGHT en ters
from DR , or through au di ence, preen ing him self vainly
and hold ing a large rose on a long stem. He has a
clown’s big, red nose. As FAN FARE ends, he of fers a  se-
ries of flow ery bows to the ROYAL FAM ILY.)

KNIGHT. Your Royal Maj esties! Your Royal High ness!
(Turn ing fully to GRETA.) Ah! My dear est Prin cess
Greta, know ing what a del i cate, sen si tive, ex qui site
flower you are, I have brought you the one and only
blos som in the world wor thy of your com pany—this
per fect rose. (He holds out rose.)

KING, QUEEN & PAGE (ap prov ingly, with COURT IERS,
if used). Ahhhhhhhh !

GRETA (takes rose, re gards it for a mo ment, then po si-
tions it be tween her self and KNIGHT). This rose you’ve
brought will come in handy—for hid ing your nose,
which is re ally a dandy!

KING, QUEEN & PAGE (in dis ap point ment, with
COURT IERS). Oooohhhhh!

KNIGHT (aghast). My word! Such im per ti nence! (Starts
off.) My nose? A dandy? (Turns back and snatches the
rose away from GRETA, prick ing his fin ger in the pro -
cess.) Ouch!  (He runs off R or through au di ence, nurs -
ing his fin ger and his bruised ego.) Oooooh! Really! I
never!

KING (call ing af ter KNOODLE). Knoodle! Sir Knoodle!
Wait!

QUEEN. I’m afraid he’s gone, dear.
KING. But, Knoodle—
QUEEN. Give up, Duldrum.
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(GRETA re mains un moved, ex cept per haps more haughty 
and scowl ing than ever. PAGE—and COURT IERS—do
their best to con ceal their amuse ment. As KING turns
back, PAGE snaps to at ten tion.)

KING. Ooooh, Greta! Did you have to in sult that poor fel -
low?

GRETA  (a slow, mea sured, unremorseful re sponse) . Yes. I 
did.

KING (throws his hands in the air and ex its UL, as
PAGE—and COURT IERS—bow and curtsy). I can’t go
through this again, I tell you. It’s too much! Too, too
much. Much, much too much…

QUEEN (fol low ing him off, as PAGE—and COURT-
IERS—bow and curtsy a sec ond time). But we must,
Duldrum!

(GRETA rises stiffly and fol lows them off. PAGE—and
COURT IERS—bow and curtsy a third time, then, af ter
GRETA is gone, burst out in guf faws. Af ter a mo ment of
this, an off stage FAN FARE snaps them ALL back to at -
ten tion.)

PAGE. King Duldrum of Great West ern Wullaberry.

(KING en ters, still smil ing and wav ing, even less en thu -
si as ti cally, and takes his place be side throne. An other
FAN FARE.)

Queen Flutterbye of Great West ern Wullaberry.
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(QUEEN en ters, putt ing up a brave front, and takes her
place. The third FAN FARE be gins, sput ters out, be gins
again, sput ters out, as if bu gler were laugh ing. PAGE
can barely con trol his own laugh ter. ALL re act ac cord -
ing to their moods: em bar rassed, amused, an gry, etc.
Finally, FAN FARE sounds. PAGE blurts out an nounce-
ment.)

PAGE. Prin cess Greta of Great West ern Wullaberry.

(GRETA en ters as be fore and sits on throne.)

Our ex alted guest, the Duke of Cuke!

(To an other or nate FAN FARE, DUKE bounds in from R
or through au di ence, wear ing an enor mous hat dec o -
rated with birds of var i ous feath ers and/or fruit and veg -
e ta bles. With a great ef fort at bal anc ing him self and the
hat, he bows to the ROYAL FAM ILY and sinks to one
knee in front of GRETA as the FAN FARE ends with an
off-key BLAT!)

DUKE. Your Maj esties. Your High ness. Prin cess Greta, I
know that oth ers have of fered you di a monds and em er-
alds, flat tery and roses, but I am not your fancy kind of
fel low. I’m a sim ple man, and I like to come right to the 
point. Prin cess Greta, will you marry me?

KING, QUEEN & PAGE  (with COURT IERS). Aaaahhhhh!
GRETA (af ter a mo ment’s con sid er ation, plucks a feather

or fruit from DUKE’s hat). Though as a groom, you’ll
never do, I be lieve your hat would make a fine stew.
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KING, QUEEN & PAGE (with COURT IERS, groan ing).
Ooooohhhh!

DUKE. My hat? A stew? (Reaches up to pro tect hat and
top ples him self over, then strug gles to right him self like
an over turned tur tle.) A stew? My hat? (Makes it to his
feet, snatches feather out of GRETA’s hand and reels off 
R, or through au di ence, mut ter ing in dig nantly.) A stew?
A stew! My hat? My hat!

KING (call ing af ter him). Duke! Cuke? Duke of Cuke!
Come back!

QUEEN. He’s gone, dear.
KING (still call ing to DUKE). She re ally does n’t mean

any thing by it. She does n’t even like stew. Oh, Duke!
Do come back!

QUEEN. Give up, Duldrum.

(KING turns back to find PAGE—and COURT IERS—
weak with si lent laugh ter. ALL pull them selves to gether
quickly.)

KING (to GRETA). Greta, must you in sult ev ery sin gle one 
of these gen tle men?

GRETA (as be fore). Yes. I must.
KING (throws his hands in the air and ex its). Too much,

too much, too much, toooooooooooooo much— (PAGE
—and COURT IERS—bow and curtsy as he goes by.)

QUEEN (fol low ing him off). Hush, Duldrum. Hush…

(An other round of bows and curt sies. GRETA rises and
coolly fol lows KING and QUEEN out. PAGE and
COURT IERS bow and curtsy—then col lapse laugh ing
un til a FAN FARE snaps them back to at ten tion.)
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PAGE. King Duldrum  of— (FAN FARE sounds again.
PAGE is sur prised, but waits it out.) King Duldrum of
Great— (FAN FARE in ter rupts again. PAGE grows im -
pa tient, tries to wedge his an nounce ment in be tween
blasts of FAN FARE. COURT IERS mur mur their con cern 
at this breach of pro to col.) King…Duldrum…of—

KING (en ters UL) . Enough, enough! Ev ery body hush!
(FAN FARE goes sour and pe ters out.) Just for get all that 
pomp and cir cum stance. We’re ex hausted.

PAGE. Very well, Your Maj esty.
KING (tak ing his po si tion be side throne). Flutterbye!

Greta! Come out here and let’s get this over with!

(QUEEN hur ries on, a bit dis con certed but game.
GRETA fol lows, haughty and aloof as ever. They take
their places. KING mo tions for PAGE to get on with it.)

PAGE. Oh. Well. Um—our ex alted guest, I guess. The Earl 
of Vin e gar!

( FAN FARE be gins.)

KING. I said hush!

( FAN FARE screeches to a halt.)

EARL (peers in D R or en ters through au di ence; he wears
a fright wig and, once he gets go ing, bows and chat ters
in ces santly). Is it time? Am I on? Oh, my, so I am. Very 
well, then. Hip, hip! Here I go! Your Maj esties! Your
High ness. I have come, I am here, here am I—as you
may have guessed, nay, as you al ready know—to ask
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for, to seek, to re quest, to hope for, to ob tain, to earn
through my ev ery wak ing thought, word, and deed, for
better or for worse, for richer or for poorer—pref er a bly
richer, of course, but no mat ter, we can work these
things out—in sick ness and in health, till death do us
part, first and fore most, last but not least, now and for -
ever, Prin cess Greta, your hand, as they say, so to speak, 
as it were, in mar riage.

KING, QUEEN & PAGE (with COURT IERS). Aaaaahhhhh!

(GRETA opens her mouth to speak, but EARL goes right
on.)

EARL. And yet, you might ask—and quite rightly, with out
a qualm, with out a doubt—what right have I—a lowly
earl, a mere peon, a peas ant, you might say—to ask so
great a gift, a prize, a trea sure from so lofty, so grand, so 
high born a prin cess as your self? What right? What right, 
in deed? What right at all?

GRETA (in ter rupt ing him, highly an noyed but still cool
and aloof).  What right? What left? What up? What
down? Be quiet! Be quick! Be gone, you clown!

EARL (backs away, gasp ing, mo men tarily at a loss for
words). What, what, what, what? Me? A clown? A
jester? A fool? I’m shocked, I’m as ton ished, amazed,
aghast— (A beat, then:) As a mat ter of fact, I’m gone!
(Exits R or through au di ence.)

KING. Earl! Vin e gar! Wait!
QUEEN. Give up, Duldrum.
KING (to GRETA, his usual ques tion, ab b re vi ated). Greta?
GRETA (her usual re sponse, also ab bre vi ated, but just as

mea sured and cool). Yes!
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KING. Why?
GRETA. Be cause.
KING (tear ing his hair). Oooooooo!
QUEEN. Per haps you’d better go, Greta.
GRETA. Very well.

(GRETA ex its UL. PAGE—and COURT IERS—be gin to
fol low her, gig gling, un til she turns and scowls, at which 
point the gig gles turn into coughs and PAGE—and
COURT IERS—hurry off R.)

KING. What are we go ing to do, Flutterbye?
QUEEN. I don’t know.
KING. Even the ser vants are laugh ing at us.
QUEEN. I know.
KING. We have a king dom to run here. How can we man -

age a king dom prop erly when we can’t even man age our 
own daugh ter?

QUEEN. I don’t know.
KING. Ev ery thing is at stake, here, Flutterbye, our fam ily,

our king dom, our rep u ta tions.
QUEEN. I know.
KING. The sit u a tion is ab so lutely des per ate. So…it must

be time for the prince.
QUEEN. What prince?
KING. The prince. The one and only prince. The prince

who will cure Greta of her in sult ing habit and solve all
of our prob lems. It al ways turns out that way. A prince
is the an swer. I sus pected that all along. We can bring in 
knights, earls, and dukes un til the moon turns ma roon,
but it won’t do us a bit of good. We need a prince.
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QUEEN. No prince has ever agreed to meet Greta, let
alone cure her. The world is packed full of pleas ant prin -
cesses, Duldrum, the kind princes gen er ally pre fer.
Where are we sup posed to get a prince for our Greta?

KING. I don’t know where. But a prince is def i nitely
what’s needed. Have I ever been wrong?

QUEEN. Well, that de pends.
KING. De pends on what?
QUEEN. Are you count ing the time you named our cat

Henry—and she had kit tens? Or what about the time—
KING. That’s quite enough, Flutterbye. You mark my

words, I’m right about this. A prince and only a prince
will cure Greta.

QUEEN. I don’t think so. A prince might pres ent a big ger
and better chal lenge, re quir ing big ger and better in sults,
but Greta will beat him just the same.

KING. Never.
QUEEN. Any day of the week.
KING. Never.
QUEEN. Even be fore break fast.
KING. Never!
QUEEN. With one hand tied be hind her back.
KING. NEVER!
QUEEN. We’ll never know, will we, un til we get a prince

in here and see what hap pens.
KING. That’s true. So let’s find one. Some how, some-

where, there must be a prince des per ate enough to give
our Greta a try.

QUEEN. Princes usu ally de mand half a king dom for work
of this sort.

KING. A small price to pay. We’ll is sue a proc la ma tion.
Wanted: A des per ate prince—
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QUEEN. To solve a des per ate prob lem. That’s very good,
Duldrum. Let’s do it!

(KING and QUEEN hurry off L. LIGHTS fade.)

SCENE 2

AT RISE: The Vil lage Green, in di cated by a sign: GREAT
W ESTERN WULLABERRY VIL LAGE GREEN. FAN -
FARE sounds as PAGE en ters L, or through au di ence,
hold ing a scroll and an nounc ing the proc la ma tion in a
run ning bat tle with the bu gle, which con stantly in ter-
rupts him with im promptu blasts, blats and mel o dies. If
OTHER COURT IERS are used, they may ac com pany
PAGE, as flag bear ers, dis play ing the king’s coat of
arms, etc. If VIL LAGERS are used, they may fol low the
pro ces sion cu ri ously. VIL LAGERS may speak di a logue
in ital ics be low, or it may be omit ted.

PAGE (FAN FARE in ter rup tions are in di cated by el lip ses.
PAGE speaks louder and louder in pro test). Hear ye!
Hear ye!…King Duldrum…King Duldrum and Queen
Flutterbye…King Duldrum and Queen Flutterbye have
is sued a royal proc la ma tion…To wit…To whom…To
wit…To whom…To wit…To whom it may con cern:
Wanted…a des per ate prince…prince…PRINCE… (he
gets the idea of speak ing more softly.)  prince— (he
waits; no fan fare. He con tin ues, softly:) to solve a des -
per ate prob lem. The king and queen de sire help for their 
daugh ter, Prin cess Greta. Who ever cures her of her in -
sult ing habit will in herit half the king dom of Great
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West ern Wullaberry. (Loudly again, with FAN FARE re -
sum ing in ter rup tions.)  Hear ye…hear ye…! (PAGE ex -
its—with COURT IERS.)

FIRST VIL LAGER. Cure Greta of her in sult ing habit?
SEC OND VIL LAGER. What ever hap pened to the easy

stuff—like slay ing drag ons?
THIRD VIL LAGER. Or gi ants?
FOURTH VIL LAGER. Or ogres?
FIFTH VIL LAGER. Cure Greta?
SIXTH VIL LAGER. Im pos si ble!

(VIL LAGERS hurry off. LIGHTS fade.)

SCENE 3

AT RISE: LIGHTS come up on the Vil lage Green, later the 
same day. Af ter a slight pause, QUEEN and KING en -
ter. KING checks his pocket watch and both strain their
necks to ward R—or au di ence—in ex pec ta tion.

QUEEN. Well? 
KING. Well, what?
QUEEN. Where is he? Where’s our prince?
KING (check ing his watch again). Ac cord ing to my cal cu -

la tions, he ought to be here any min ute now. In fact, he
ought to have been here sev eral min utes ago.

QUEEN. Three hours and forty-eight min utes ago, ac cord -
ing to his let ter.

KING (lis ten ing in tently). Hush! Do you hear the sound of
a horse’s hooves?

QUEEN (pauses to lis ten). No.
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KING. Do you hear any sound at all?
QUEEN. No. Wait! Yes! But what in the world is that?
AL FRED (off stage, from a dis tance). Fresh bread and rolls, 

fresh bread and rolls.
QUEEN. Fresh bread and rolls?
KING. What an odd way for a prince to an nounce his ar -

rival. Do you sup pose he’s hun gry?
QUEEN. It’s not a prince, Duldrum. It’s a baker.
KING. But we’re not ex pect ing a baker. We’re ex pect ing a 

prince!
QUEEN. We don’t al ways get what we ex pect, do we? Re -

mem ber Henry the cat and her kit tens?
KING. But we ad ver tised for a prince, a prince re sponded,

and a prince said he’d be here at two o’clock sharp.
QUEEN. Well, he’s ei ther not com ing or he can’t tell time. 

Ei ther way, this is not a prince.
AL FRED (en ters R, or through au di ence, a bas ket of 

bread and rolls over his arm). Fresh bread and rolls!
Fresh bread and—oh, hello.

QUEEN. Hello.
KING (sus pi cious of AL FRED). Who are you?
AL FRED. I’m Al fred Green leaf. Who are you?
KING. Don’t you know who we are?
QUEEN. Oh, Duldrum, that’s no way to treat a stranger.

(To AL FRED.) How do you do? I’m Queen Flutterbye
and this is King Duldrum. Wel come to Great West ern
Wullaberry, Mr. Green leaf.

AL FRED (set ting down his bas ket and bow ing deeply). Oh, 
Your Maj esties. I had no idea—

QUEEN. That’s quite all right. May we call you Al fred?
AL FRED. Of course. I’d be hon ored.
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KING (still sus pi cious). What brings you to Great West ern
Wullaberry, Al fred? (Aside.)  If, in deed, that is your
name.

AL FRED. I’m a baker, and I’m here to sell my wares. I’d
like to set up a new shop.

QUEEN. A new bak ery! Is n’t that ex cit ing? (To KING,
who is frown ing at AL FRED sus pi ciously.) Is n’t that ex -
cit ing, Duldrum?

KING. Hmmmm, yes, I sup pose so. (Checks his watch
again.) I’d rather he were a prince, though.

AL FRED. A prince?
QUEEN (as KING re turns to scan ning the ho ri zon). Yes,

we’re wait ing for a prince.
KING. Due to ar rive any min ute now—I think.
QUEEN. We’ve had earls, dukes, and knights all along.

But none of them has worked out.
AL FRED. Worked out?
QUEEN. As a match for our daugh ter, Prin cess Greta.
AL FRED. Oh, I see.
KING. So we is sued a proc la ma tion—
QUEEN. And got ex actly one re sponse.
KING. Prince Waldo of the Grand East ern Pits. He said

he’d be here this af ter noon.
AL FRED. And you want to be the first to greet him when

he ar rives.
QUEEN. No, we want to be the first to warn him.
AL FRED. Warn him?
KING. About the in sults. Ev ery time a duke or earl or

knight co mes to town, our Greta flat tens him with a
royal—

QUEEN. Rhyming—
KING. In sult.
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QUEEN. The in sult fit for a prince may be the high light of
Greta’s en tire ca reer. So I feel we ought to give Prince
Waldo fair warn ing.

KING. It’s my the ory that a prince will be the per fect
match for Greta, the only one up to the task of cur ing
her of her in sult ing habit.

AL FRED. Why does it have to be a prince?
KING. Be cause it al ways is a prince. Re mem ber the prin -

cess who could n’t laugh? Who solved her prob lem?
AL FRED. A prince.
KING. And the prin cess atop the glass moun tain? And

Prin cess Snow White? And the prin cess who—
AL FRED. Yes, yes, it’s al ways been a prince. But does it

al ways have to be a prince? Could n’t it be some one else
for a change?

KING. Who?
AL FRED.  A baker, per haps?
KING. A baker? Do you know what the chances are of a

baker solv ing the prob lems of a prin cess? 
AL FRED. No, I don’t.
KING. One in a mil lion.
AL FRED. Is that so? 
KING. Ac cord ing to my cal cu la tions. And I’m al ways

right, aren’t I, Flutterbye?
QUEEN. Yes, Duldrum , ex cept when you’re wrong. Like

the time you said the prince would be here—sev eral
hours ago. It’s get ting dark, and I’m tired of wait ing.
Per haps we’d better go home, so you can re cal cu late.

KING (checks watch, looks for prince once more). Well, I
don’t know…
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QUEEN. Come along, Al fred. We’ll get you set tled in for
the night. And we’ll see about buy ing some of those
rolls of yours, too. 

AL FRED. Won der ful! Thank you!

(QUEEN and AL FRED exit.) 

KING. But what about our prince? Oh, dear.

(He hur ries out af ter them. LIGHTS dim. PRINCE drags 
him self in or onto stage through au di ence. He’s be drag -
gled and ex hausted.)

PRINCE. Hello? Any one here? Oh, I must be ter ri bly late.
(Shouting off the way he came in.) Stu pid horse! Go on,
run away! See if I care! Next time, I’ll  run away and
leave you  sit ting in a mud pud dle. We’ll see how you
like it then, won’t we? (He thumbs his nose and makes a 
rude noise in the horse’s di rec tion, then turns his at ten -
tion back to the Vil lage Green.) Hello? Prince Waldo of
the Grand East ern Pits here. I be lieve some one was sup -
posed to meet me on the Vil lage Green? Yoo-hoo! This
is Great West ern Wullaberry, is n’t it?

GRETA (en ters UL, with out her scowl). It is.
PRINCE. At last! A kindly stranger to help me on my way. 

I’ve been walk ing for hours and I’m to tally ex hausted.
(Sits down, re moves one boot and mas sages his foot.)

GRETA (with ten ta tive kind ness). I’m sorry—
PRINCE (in ter rupt ing her) . And as if that were n’t bad

enough, I’ve got to meet this aw ful Prin cess Sour puss or 
what ever her name is.

GRETA (stiff en ing). Greta.
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PRINCE. Yes, that’s the one—Greta. (Shud ders.) Ugh!
From what I’ve heard, she must be the mean est, ug li est
prin cess in the world. I’m not the least bit in ter ested in
meet ing her, but my fa ther made me come. A prin cess is 
a prin cess, he said, and there’s half a king dom in it for
you. We’re a bit short of land, you see, over in the Pits.
As a mat ter of fact, since the last flood, we’ve been
pretty much un der wa ter. (Looks at GRETA.) But
enough about me. Tell me about this Greta. I un der stand 
she’s given to in sults, rhym ing in sults, they say, and
she’s driven off fifty-nine dukes, earls and knights. What 
a joke! Who would be afraid of an ugly girl and her
nasty in sults?

GRETA. Those who are vain and fool ish and weak—and
fail to think be fore they speak.

PRINCE (laugh ing) . Oh, that’s very clever. It rhymes! It— 
(Catching on and scram bling to his feet.)  Gr—reh—
reh—reh—reh—reta?

GRETA (ad vanc ing on him as he re treats, back ward, boot
in hand) . Yes. Greta. Mean, nasty, ugly Greta.

PRINCE. Oh, dear. Um—ah—I think I hear my horse call -
ing me. Yes! I do! Better run! Nice meet ing you! Bye!

(He dashes off as he came, try ing in vain to get his boot
on as he goes. GRETA stands stiff and tall for a mo ment, 
then slowly her shoul ders sag and she be gins to weep.
PAGE en ters U L, sees her, and runs back off. Then he
re turns with KING and QUEEN.)

QUEEN. Oh, there you are, Greta. (GRETA im me di ately
straight ens up, quickly wip ing away her tears and tak ing 
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on her usual haughty air.) I wish you would n’t wan der
off alone like that dur ing our eve ning walks.

GRETA. I was n’t alone.
QUEEN. You were n’t?
GRETA. I met a prince.
KING. A prince?
GRETA. Prince Waldo, I be lieve, of the Grand East ern

Pits.
KING. Yes! That’s the one we’ve been ex pect ing!
QUEEN. Where is he?
GRETA. Hurrying home, like all the oth ers.
KING. Oh, no! You have n’t run him off, have you? (Si-

lence.) A prince , Greta! Your one and only prince! I
don’t be lieve it!

QUEEN. Be lieve it, Duldrum.
KING. Oh, Greta! How could  you?
GRETA (her usual cool, mea sured re sponse). It…was…

easy.

(GRETA sweeps past KING and QUEEN and ex its UL.
PAGE fol lows her out.)

KING (shak ing his fist). Ooooooo! What that girl needs—
QUEEN. No, dear, that’s not what she needs.
KING. Well, she needs some thing.
QUEEN. Yes, she does. But I can’t imag ine what. She’s

got ev ery thing a prin cess could pos si bly want: a pri vate
tu tor—

KING. A lady-in-wait ing—
QUEEN. A dance mas ter—
KING. A mu sic teacher—
QUEEN. A horse back-rid ing coach—
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KING. And what have we got? A well-ed u cated, per fectly
groomed prin cess who dances, plays the pi ano, rides a
horse—and in sults peo ple!

QUEEN. We must have for got ten some thing.
KING. But what?
QUEEN. Some body, some where has got to help her.
KING. Who? And where? And how do we find this “some -

body, some where”?
QUEEN. We could try an other royal proc la ma tion.
KING. Who would care? Our sub jects know all about

Greta and they sim ply find her amus ing. The earls and
dukes and knights in the neigh bor hood won’t come any -
where near her. And now she’s run off a prince. No body 
cares what we pro claim any more, Flutterbye.

QUEEN. Then how about try ing some thing new? How
about…a baker?

KING. Don’t be ri dic u lous.
QUEEN. Duldrum, we are at our wits’ end. We’ve tried

ev ery thing else. We must try once more—for Greta and
our king dom.

KING. But—a baker?
QUEEN. He seemed in ter ested. 
KING. It’s a one in a mil lion chance.
QUEEN. One is all it takes—if it’s the right one.
KING. Wait a min ute, wait a min ute here! I’ve got it!
QUEEN. What?
KING. It’s all mak ing sense now. It’s all com ing to gether.
QUEEN. What?
KING. Al fred…is a prince in dis guise!
QUEEN. What are you talk ing about?
KING. He is! Why else would he want to try? We’re talk -

ing about cur ing Greta, and to cure Greta you’d have to
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face Greta. Who but a prince would have that kind of
cour age? Al fred is a prince in dis guise!

QUEEN. If Al fred is a prince in dis guise, I am a barn yard
chicken.

KING. If Al fred is not a prince in dis guise, I am a bray ing
don key. So buck-buck-a-buck, buck-buck-a-buck to you, 
Flutterbye.

QUEEN. You mean hee-haw, hee-haw to you, Duldrum.
KING. We’ll just see, won’t we?
QUEEN. We cer tainly will. Send for Al fred!
KING (as they both hurry off UL). Send for Al fred!

(LIGHTS dim.)

SCENE 4

AT RISE: Greta’s room. May be played on bare stage or
in front of closed cur tain. PAGE en ters with a small
desk and chair, sets them down. He stands be hind chair
as GRETA en ters, then helps to seat her. She stares
straight ahead with her usual scowl.

PAGE. Does Your High ness re quire any thing more?
GRETA. No, I re quire noth ing.
PAGE. Very well, then. (Starts to leave, then stops and

turns back.)  Your High ness, may I ask you a ques tion?
GRETA. You may.
PAGE. Do you dream in sults?
GRETA (coldly). Yes. I do.
PAGE (laugh ing). I thought so! Good night, Your High-

ness!
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(He ex its. GRETA con tin ues to stare for a mo ment, then
her scowl dis solves into an ex pres sion of great sad ness.)

GRETA. Do I dream in sults? Yes! And I call them night -
mares. (She be gins to weep, then sighs deeply, dries her
eyes and nois ily blows her nose.) Oh, what is to be come
of me? Why do I do it? Why can’t I stop? (She sighs
again, then sud denly opens a desk drawer and pulls out
a sheet of pa per and a plumed pen. Af ter a mo ment’s
thought, she be gins to write.) Dear Knight of Knoodle: I 
am truly sorry for the way I spoke to you dur ing your
re cent visit to Great West ern Wullaberry. I had no right
to dis cuss your nose. The truth is, I am not what I seem
to be. If only you knew me better, you would un der stand 
that I am very…very… (She pauses, at a loss for words, 
then speaks with out writ ing.) But how could you pos si -
bly undersand when I don’t un der stand my self?

(She sighs again, puts away the pa per and pen. LIGHTS 
dim.)

SCENE 5

AT RISE: Throne room. The stage is bare. PAGE rushes in 
with throne and all but tosses it into place at C. If ad di-
tional PAGES and COURT IERS are used, they hurry on
and ex cit edly take their places. PAGE as sumes his usual 
spot just in time to an nounce—

PAGE. King Duldrum of Great West ern Wullaberry.
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KING (en ters quickly from UL, and cuts off a rap idly fired
FAN FARE with a wave of his arm). Get on with it,
please. The sus pense is kill ing me.

( FAN FARES, an nounce ments and en trances get faster
and faster un til AL FRED prac ti cally gal lops onto stage
from DR or through au di ence.)

PAGE. Queen Flutterbye of Great West ern Wullaberry.

(QUEEN en ters as be fore, only faster.)

Prin cess Greta of Great West ern Wullaberry.

(GRETA en ters, as haughty as be fore. KING hur ries her
to throne, where she sits down.)

Our not-so-ex alted guest, Al fred Green leaf of the Bak-
ery.

AL FRED (en ters, car ry ing a long, wrapped pack age,
bows—ac tu ally leans over to catch his breath—and
gasps out his greet ings). Your Maj esties. Your High-
ness. This is all rather sud den—

QUEEN. Take your time, Al fred.
AL FRED (takes a deep breath, calms down a bit). Oh,

thank you, Your Maj esty.
KING. But not too much time. Get on with it!
AL FRED (speed ing up again) . Yes, Your Maj esty. Of

course, Your Maj esty.
KING. Are you ready, Greta?
GRETA (grimly). I’m ready.

The In sulting Princess 157

© Dramatic Publishing



KING (los ing faith). That’s what I was afraid of.
QUEEN (aside to KING). Hee-haw, Duldrum.
KING (ris ing to the chal lenge, a side to QUEEN) . Buck-

buck-a-buck, Flutterbye.
AL FRED (af ter an other deep breath, pulls him self to gether

and gives it his best shot) . Your Maj esties. Your High -
ness. Good day. (He bows again, prop erly.)

KING, QUEEN, PAGE(S) & COURT IERS. Aaaaaaah!
GRETA. You might think it good if your head were of

wood.
KING, QUEEN, PAGE(S) & COURT IERS. Oooooooh!
AL FRED (quite calmly now) . Yes, I sup pose one might, if

one could think at all with a wooden head. I don’t know
any thing about that. But an or di nary head like my own
def i nitely finds it good. That much I know for cer tain.

QUEEN (aside to KING). Psssst. (KING crosses be hind
throne to her side). It’s go ing well.

KING. Yes, he’s lasted a full five sec onds.
QUEEN. Let’s leave them alone to gether.
KING. Good idea.

(KING and QUEEN tip toe off DR, sig nal ing to PAGE(S) 
and COURT IERS to fol low. ALL but AL FRED and
GRETA exit, but KING and QUEEN can be seen peek ing 
in from time to time.)

AL FRED (to GRETA) . I’ve brought you a gift, Your High -
ness.

GRETA. To be per fectly blunt, you have noth ing I’d want.
AL FRED  (calmly). Well, of course you don’t want it. How 

could you, when you don’t even know what it might be?
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GRETA (con fused b y his com po sure, she drops her façade
a bit). What?

AL FRED (un wraps his gift, a large loaf of bread) . Here it
is, my very best rec ipe. I baked it es pe cially for you.

GRETA (re sumes her scowl). A loaf for a peas ant could
hardly be pleas ant.

AL FRED (un ruf fled). True enough, a peas ant would be
pleased to have my de li cious bread. But a prin cess could 
en joy it, too. (Breaks off a bite and chews it with ob vi-
ous de light.) Mmmmm, it’s very good, if I must say so
my self. Care for a bite?

GRETA (stands up and scowls with all of her might). What 
is wrong with you? Why don’t you get in sulted like all
the oth ers?

AL FRED. In sulted? By what?
GRETA. By my words!
AL FRED. Which words?
GRETA. The ones that rhyme!
AL FRED (laugh ing). Oh, Your High ness, I am ter ri bly

sorry if I’ve dis ap pointed you, but it takes two to make
an in sult: one to give and one to re ceive. If I’m not in -
sulted by your words, they’re not in sults. They’re just…
words! And I like my self. I like my bread. Noth ing you
can say will change my mind.

GRETA. Oh, no? (She squares off in front of AL FRED.)
Get out of my sight, you bli ther ing blight!

AL FRED (en joy ing him self, as if she’d chal lenged him to a 
game). You may cluck and you may bray; as for me, I
plan to stay.

GRETA (moves in closer). In sult a prin cess, you loi ter ing
loon? I’ll have your head on a plat ter by noon!
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AL FRED (also steps closer). You don’t scare me and
you’ll never make queen. You’re far too haughty and
you’re far too mean.

GRETA (nose to nose with AL FRED). You nat ter ing nit wit.
AL FRED. You scowl ing screech owl.
GRETA. You lum mox.
AL FRED. You lunk head.
GRETA. You liz ard.
AL FRED. You lout.

(Sud denly they find them selves in a sort of du el ing dance 
to the rhythm of their in sults. GRETA be gins to en joy
her self; AL FRED al ready is. The dance grows faster and 
fan cier as they pro ceed through the al pha bet, so that
they’re com pet ing phys i cally as well as ver bally, pos si-
bly with cart wheels, pat-a-cake, jug gling the ball-like
gold or na ments on the throne, toss ing the loaf of bread
to and fro, etc.

At var i ous points in this con test, KING, QUEEN, PAGES 
and COURT IERS are seen peek ing in, re act ing  in a va -
ri ety of ways, and quickly with draw ing. Both KING and
QUEEN are alarmed at first, but QUEEN quickly sees
the hu mor and fun in it, while KING gets in creas ingly
irate. Finally, he starts on stage, wag ging a fin ger to stop 
the con test, but QUEEN yanks him back off stage be fore
AL FRED and GRETA no tice. When he is pulled off, ALL 
ex cept AL FRED and GRETA dis ap pear as well.)

GRETA. You ar ti choke.
AL FRED. You al ley cat.
GRETA. You bumbler.
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AL FRED. You boor.
GRETA. You cow ard.
AL FRED. You crumb.
GRETA. You dummy.
AL FRED. You doodlebug.
GRETA. You el e phant.
AL FRED. You eel.
GRETA. Flibbertygib bet !
AL FRED. Fuss bud get!
GRETA. Go rilla!
AL FRED. Goon!
GRETA. Hippo!
AL FRED. Hic cup!
GRETA. Ink blot!
AL FRED. Ice berg!
GRETA. Jughead !
AL FRED. Joke!
GRETA. Kill joy!
AL FRED. Kum quat!
GRETA. Laugh ing stock!
AL FRED. Liv er wurst!
GRETA. Mon ster!
AL FRED. Mon key!
GRETA. Nin com poop!
AL FRED. Nanny goat!
GRETA. On ion!
AL FRED. Oc to pus!
GRETA. Pim ple!
AL FRED. Prune!
GRETA. Quag mire!
AL FRED. Quack!
GRETA. Ras cal!
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AL FRED. Rasp berry!
GRETA. Sim ple ton!
AL FRED. Sour puss!
GRETA. Turtlehead.
AL FRED. Toad.
GRETA. Up start!
AL FRED. Un der tow!
GRETA. Vi per!
AL FRED. Ver min!
GRETA. Wea sel!
AL FRED. Weed!
GRETA (be gin ning to run out of steam). You…you…
AL FRED. “X.”
GRETA. …xyloid!
AL FRED (also tir ing) . You…xe no phobe!
GRETA. You…you…ya hoo!
AL FRED. You…yegg!
GRETA. You…zany!
AL FRED. You…you…you…zip!
GRETA. You…
AL FRED. You…
GRETA. You…
AL FRED. You…
GRETA. YOU…
AL FRED. YOU…

(They col lapse to gether, tired, tri um phant and laugh ing.)

GRETA (when she has caught her breath). I’ve never met
any one like you in my en tire life.

AL FRED. I’m not sur prised. There is no one like me. I’m
one in a mil lion. So are you.
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GRETA. I don’t know how to deal with you.
AL FRED. Or any body else, from what I’ve heard. Poor

Greta. Shut away in a drafty old pal ace all by her self.
GRETA. I’m not all by my self. I’ve got a tu tor and an ath -

letic coach and a dance mas ter and a…
AL FRED. All very nice, I’m sure. But do you have a friend?
GRETA. A friend? No. No, I don’t.
AL FRED. I’d like to be your friend. 
GRETA. You would?
AL FRED. I like you.
GRETA. You do?
AL FRED. Uh-huh.
GRETA (as tounded). Are you sure?
AL FRED. Of course, I’m sure. Why would n’t I be?
GRETA. Oh, I don’t know. It’s just that…I’ve been so afraid

no one would ever re ally like me. Peo ple fuss over me
be cause I’m a prin cess, but that does n’t mean they like
me. Prac ti cally ev ery one I see gets paid to spend time
with me! (Sud denly re al iz ing the truth.) That’s why I in -
sult peo ple, is n’t it? So they won’t in sult me first.

AL FRED. What if they did?
GRETA. It would hurt my feel ings. Prince Waldo hurt my

feel ings. He said I was mean and nasty and ugly.
AL FRED. He hurt your feel ings be cause you be lieved him. 

Don’t you see? It takes two to make an in sult. I called
you a lot of things just now—liv er wurst and oc to pus and 
prune!—but that did n’t hurt your feel ings.

GRETA. That’s true. It made me laugh. They were just
silly old words.

AL FRED. Most in sults are, if you like your self.
GRETA. Well, I am kind of witty.
AL FRED. You cer tainly are!
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GRETA. And I do have a way with words.
AL FRED. Es pe cially words that rhyme.
GRETA. Al fred…maybe I could be a writer! I could write

po ems!
AL FRED. You al ready do!
GRETA. But first—I’m go ing to write to all those dukes

and earls and knights and apol o gize for my in sults. In
rhyme! “Apol ogies for what I said. Come back; we’ll
dine on cake in stead!” 

AL FRED. I’ll bake the cake!
GRETA. What fun! Thank you, Al fred. I think I’ll even in -

vite Prince Waldo!

(She dashes off in one di rec tion; KING and QUEEN
hurry on from an other.)

KING. You’ve done it, Al fred!
QUEEN. You’ve cured Greta!
KING. Con grat u la tions, my boy.
AL FRED. Greta cured her self, mostly.
KING. Don’t be mod est, Al fred. You did it, and now you

can tell us the truth.
AL FRED. I’ve al ways told you the truth, Your Maj esty.
KING (wag ging a fin ger at him). Tut, tut, my boy. There’s

one lit tle bit of in for ma tion you’ve been keep ing from
us. Out with it now.

AL FRED. I don’t know what you mean, Your Maj esty.
KING (tug ging at AL FRED’s shirt as if it were cov er ing

his royal cloth ing). I mean you’re a prince dis guised as a 
baker!

AL FRED. Your Maj esty, I’m not! This is n’t a dis guise.
These are my clothes!
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QUEEN. If Al fred’s not a prince, Duldrum, guess what that 
makes you! Hee-haw, hee-haw, hee-haw! Let’s hear it,
Duldrum : hee-haw, hee-haw! (QUEEN chases KING
around stage—or through au di ence—hee-haw ing over
his ad libbed pro tests.)

KING (sud denly stop ping short). Wait a min ute here! Al -
fred cured Greta. Ac cord ing to our proc la ma tion, he’s
en ti tled to half our king dom. That makes him a prince!

( FAN FARE sounds; PAGE en ters and places a crown on
AL FRED’s head.)

PAGE. Prince Al fred of Great West ern Wullaberry!
AL FRED. I’m a prince! A prince who bakes. Or a baker

who princes!
KING. And you, Flutterbye, are a barn yard chicken!

Buck-buck-a-buck, buck-buck-a-buck!

(Flapping his arms and cluck ing, he chases her back the 
other way, cluck ing above her squeals of pro test. They
come face-to-face with AL FRED and stop short.)

AL FRED. Do I have to cure this en tire fam ily?

(KING and QUEEN look at one an other sheep ishly.)

KING. Sorry, Flutterbye .
QUEEN. Sorry, Duldrum. (They gig gle and hug.)
AL FRED & PAGE. Ahhhhhhh!

(If COURT IERS and ex tra PAGES are used, PAGE ex its
and soon re turns with en tire cast, who join in the fol low -
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ing coos of ap proval. But first, GRETA en ters, caus ing a 
flurry of alarm un til QUEEN wel comes her with out-
stretched arms.)

QUEEN. Greta!
GRETA. Mommy! (They hug.)
ALL. Ahhhhhhh!
KING  (arms out stretched). Greta!
GRETA. Daddy! (They hug.)
ALL. Ahhhhhh!
KING, QUEEN, and GRETA (same busi ness). Al fred!
AL FRED. Fam ily! (Group hug.)
ALL. Ahhhhh!

(If only PAGE is watch ing, KING, QUEEN, GRETA and
AL FRED cry “Page,” to which he re sponds “Your Maj -
esties!” and joins in a group hug and “Ahhhhh!” If
COURT IERS and ex tra PAGES are used, KING,
QUEEN, GRETA and AL FRED cry “Great West ern
Wullaberry!” to which all re ply “Your Maj esties!” and
join in a re ally big group hug and “Ahhhhhh !”)

KING. You truly are one in a mil lion, Al fred!
AL FRED. Thank you, Your Maj esty. (Takes GRETA’s hand

and speaks to au di ence.) You’re one in a mil lion, too!
GRETA. Ev ery last one of you!

(One last, rap tur ous FAN FARE, as ALL blow kisses and 
wave and pos si bly exit through au di ence. LIGHTS dim.
Cur tain. End of play.)
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