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SCENE I

King Aldo is happily feasting upon a large roasted turkey leg and rudely slouching in his plush throne.  He scratches himself.

Queen Bethany looks concernedly onward.

Princess Laurette flexes her dainty arm and measuring the width of her bicep with her other hand, disinterested.

Harlan the Wizard holds his forehead and shakes his head, wincing in shame.

Pan over to Cecil the Jester, who’s moodily drooping in front of them all, performing unhappily.

CECIL:

What did the midget eunuch say when he bumped into me?

“Wow – you’re even smaller than I am.”

Aldo explodes in uncontrollable laughter.  Bethany winces in empathetic pain.  Laurette remains disinterested.  Harlan leans his head back limply and rolls his eyes, sighing.

CECIL:

What’s black and white and red all over?

Me, after hurling my body into Ronald’s new printing press machine.

Aldo falls out of his throne in ecstatic guffawing.  He drops his turkey leg on the filthy stone floor in the process.  He observes it, shrugs, picks it up, picks himself up, sits back in the throne and continues eating it.

Harlan leans over to Queen Bethany.

HARLAN:

Is there anything King Aldo won’t eat off the floor?
Bethany considers for a moment.

BETHANY:

I suppose it’s a question of whether or not he’s drunk.

They look over at Aldo, who, while watching Cecil, reaches into his pocket inquisitively, pulls out what appears to be a graying piece of meat.  He takes a questioning glance, shrugs, and gulps it down.

Bethany looks back at Harlan.

BETHANY:

If he’s drunk, he’ll eat it.  If he’s sober, he’ll observe it first and then eat it.

HARLAN:

Well noted, Queen Bethany.

Back to Cecil.

CECIL:

How many jesters does it take to light a torch?

I don’t know, but I’ve heard I look flammable, if you’d like to find out.

Aldo, still blasting the laughter, gives a friendly jab into the arm of Queen Bethany.
ALDO:

Hear that, Beth?  He’d like to find out!  BWAAAAAAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!

Bethany grabs her shoulder in surprise and pain.  She admonishes her husband gently.
BETHANY:

Yes, I heard, Aldo.  Remember, we either use words or explanatory grunts to talk, never our hands.
ALDO:

Right, right.

Cecil, tell a joke about your sexual experiences!

Cecil blinks blankly a few times in incomprehension.  He then breaks down and begins to cry.

CECIL (quietly weeping):

…dear God…I’ll be alone forever…

Aldo laughs even harder than before.

ALDO:

BWAAAAAAAAAAAAHAHAHAHAHAHA!  Harlan!

Harlan snaps from pained shame into sharp attention.

HARLAN:

My liege?

ALDO:

Find me a funnier jester than Cecil and have him killed!

Harlan rolls his eyes.

HARLAN:

Goodness…all of them, sire?
Andrea bursts in.  She urgently sways her hips to the center of the room near where Cecil’s now crouched and whimpering.
ANDREA:

Sorry to interrupt, majesties!

The men are all gaping at her bulbously perfect body in pathetic uniformity.  Harlan’s pointy hat, which was bent artistically at the tips, springs up into an erect cone.  Queen Bethany pauses to look at the men for a moment, and then turns back.

BETHANY:

What’s happened, Andrea?

As Andrea speaks, she has an unconscious habit of slowly moving into a seductive pose.

ANDREA:

The Town Watch has spotted a ferocious dragon quickly approaching!

BETHANY:

Oh, dear!  We should call our armies to face it!

ANDREA:

Sir Durant’s in town, Queen Bethany.  Do you want me to send him in?

The men snap back to attention.

ALDO:

Sir Durant?  Are you still courting that guy?

ANDREA:

Of course, your Majesty.  He just got back from his adventure in the jungles of Unga!

Harlan sniggers.

HARLAN:

And the jungles of the Ungan women, no doubt.

ALDO:

If by “jungles”, you mean “vaginas”!

Harlan rolls his eyes.

HARLAN:

Subtle, your Majesty.  Intrinsically subtle.

Andrea, may I be forward?
ANDREA:

Of course, Harlan.  What’s on your mind?

HARLAN:

Sir Durant may be the finest warrior our kingdom has ever seen, but he’s a louse with all the fidelity of a schizophrenic atheist.
ANDREA:
Harlan, you’re a darling for caring, but really – where would you get an idea like that?

In struts Sir Durant, wearing a leopard-print g-string.

DURANT:

Hello, all!  Check out what the Ungan Empress gave me after orally pleasuring me!

Everyone except Andrea tilts their heads in disbelief that Durant would say that.  Andrea claps and smiles.

ANDREA:

Oh, how fun!  What kind of a story did she tell you, then?

Everyone except Andrea tilts their heads in disbelief even further.

DURANT:
I’ll tell you later, my little puppet!  For now – I’ve a dragon to slay!

Harlan raises a cynical eyebrow.

HARLAN:

And you’re not concerned that two tons of flying fire-breathing steel shall soon be hurtling directly towards you, specifically, at a thousand feet per second, Sir Durant?

Durant nods in consideration.

DURANT:

Well, of course I’m concerned.
Harlan chuckles triumphantly.

HARLAN:

I thought as much.

DURANT:

VERY concerned.  The poor thing won’t know what hit it.  Trust me, Harls, I’ve slain dragons as often as Andrea has screamed my name during intimate moments!
He poses/flexes aside for the camera, giving a big smile that twinkles.  He then gallivants out the door.
Andrea swoons.
BETHANY:

Goodness, he’s magnificent!

ALDO:

I pay him by the dramatic line, you know.

Harlan fires another quiet shot.
HARLAN:

Oh, fantastic.  The man gets even MORE steam blown up his ass.  If his head gets any bigger, I’ll be surprised if he doesn’t use it to float.

Cecil quietly interjects.

CECIL:

And resultantly explode fifty feet in the air.

Hopefully causing the entrails to land in some optimistic youth’s ice cream.
Everyone stares questioningly at Cecil.  The jester shrugs.
CECIL:

A man can dream.

Aldo disregards this and looks to Princess Laurette.

ALDO:

My daughter, Laurette, you’re being quite silent today.

Laurette looks up at him sadly with the biggest, cutest eyes of all time.

LAURETTE:

I’ve not hit anything today, father.

Aldo takes her to the window and gestures to the massive village outside.

ALDO:

Laurette…every one of those little people you see out there?  Those are all our people.  As the Royal Family, we have a sacred responsibility to understand precisely who each and every one of them is.

LAURETTE:
Punching bags with vocal chords?
ALDO:

THAT’S my girl!
Now, what can I do for you to pick up your spirits?

Laurette looks up at her father warmly.

SCENE II

We are back in Harlan’s Study; an obsessively tidy area with books and stacks of paper neatly piled up.  It’s organized to the point where it almost looks cluttered.

Harlan is pacing around, stroking his chin, contemplating aloud, as Cecil sits, begrudgingly listening.  The royal guards, Eric and James, stand nearby, trying to remain at attention but having to scratch their eyebrows or wipe their noses every once in a while.
HARLAN:

Now let’s see…how might I possibly exterminate this impending dragon?

CECIL:

I thought Sir Durant was taking care of it.

HARLAN:

I’d trust Durant to seduce the dragon and not return its pages the day afterward, not exterminate it.
CECIL:
You mean to do so yourself, then?

HARLAN:

It is my duty as Royal Archmage of His Majesty, King Aldo.

CECIL:

This is bound to fail, Harlan.

HARLAN:

What brings you to such a conclusion?

CECIL:

The fact that things aren’t absolutely miserable right now.  It won’t be long before that changes.

HARLAN:

You know, really, Cecil –

CECIL:

Oh.  There we go.

He rolls his head dramatically to the side and he begins quietly moaning in agony.  Harlan sighs, frustrated.

HARLAN:

Look, it’s just a matter of finding precisely the right spell to cast upon the beast.  I could exaggerate his nervous system, giving him a body-wide electrical jolt.  I could make his lungs shrink and cause him to become winded more easily.  
Eric looks up, brightly.

ERIC:

Could you pull a coin from behind his ear, then?

JAMES:

It’d have to be one jolly big coin, Eric.

HARLAN:

Gentlemen, I’m impressed; you’ve proven to be nearly ready for the next stage of evolution…keep thinking critically like you are now and you’ll each have developed frontal lobes within the eon!
What good would pulling an oversized coin from behind the dragon’s ear do for the cause of killing the thing?

Eric and James look baffled for a moment, and then James lights up.

JAMES:

Well, you could hit the dragon over the head with it!

Eric picks at his teeth as he stares at the ceiling and thinks this over.

ERIC:

Beatin’ the dragon to death by hittin’ him over the head with the jolly great coin that was pulled out from behind his own ear…that’s quite a particularly exquisite example of morbid irony, James!
JAMES:

Much appreciated, Eric; I felt as though it were one of the finer of my poetic conceptual theorems.

ERIC:

Crikey, James – how can you narrow it down to any one particular of your notions?  They all transcend the culturally superimposed concepts of non-egalitarianism!

JAMES:

You’re a flattering knave, Eric.  Your humble yet insightful observations fail to pass unnoticed, however.
ERIC:

Aw, go on.

JAMES:

Enriched introspection aimed toward a durable quest for absolution is nothing to take lightly, my friend!  It is an attribute most admirable!
Harlan stares at them in disbelief.

HARLAN:

...Eric?  James?
Quick shot back to Eric and James, who are back in their filthy, broken down attentive positions.  Eric is picking at one of his molars dramatically while James is swirling his pinky around in his ear.

ERIC & JAMES:

Yes?

Harlan tries to formulate the words for what he wants to ask, but fails, so he tries another subject.

HARLAN:

Why are you all in my Study?

ERIC:

Oh, well, Master Cecil, here, started feeling as if King Aldo and Princess Laurette were out to rough him up a bit with this new game of theirs.

Harlan chuckles.

HARLAN:

Hah…poor Cecil.  Typical paranoia.

What game did the King and Princess end up playing?

JAMES:

It’s called “Whack Cecil the Jester with a Thick Thorny Tree Limb”.  The winner’s the one who collects the most of his insides after he’s broken open!
HARLAN:

I don’t know what’s more pathetic; the fact that you’re serious or the fact that I’m surprised about that.

He leafs through a spell book, searching for something.

HARLAN:

Right, well, if you’re going to be in here while I’m doing this, you must be absolutely quiet.  I need one hundred and fifteen percent concentration in order to cast magic on a level grand enough to effect a dragon.  Not to mention that even the merest mispronounced syllable could change the entire content of the spell and its resultant effects.

He traces his finger over the line, reading along.

HARLAN:

“To create an invisible, unbreakable containment shield around an object, which will be hard as cement on the inside but dainty as silk on the outside, recite the following line:

‘Ofu puv loke thim semoem.’ ”
He moves to the window, repeating the line, committing it to memory.

HARLAN:

…ofu puv loke thim semoem…ofu puv loke thim semoem…ofu puv loke thim semoem…

He points his hand out the window, striking a mystic pose.

HARLAN:

Right…now I just have to target the dragon…there, perfect.

Ahhem…“Ofu…puv…loke…th—”

King Aldo and Princess Laurette burst into the room, each holding thick thorny tree limbs.  Cecil awakens, screams in unbounded terror, and bolts throughout the room while Aldo and Laurette slam Harlan’s books and papers from their resting places.

Harlan, still in mid “thim”, turns and screams at them.

HARLAN:

“Th—WHAT IN BLAZES ARE YOU DOING IN MY STUDY, YOU RUFFIAN BUFFOONS?  I’M CONDUCTING AN EXTRAORDINARILY IMPORTANT CASTING AND YOU’RE DISTRACTING ME RIGHT WHILE I’m…in the middle of…oh, sod.
He rushes to the window and looks out.

The sound of Sir Durant screaming girlishly can be heard from outside.

There is a loud CRASH! as everything that’s vertical inside the Study becomes horizontal.
Harlan desperately gets back to his feet and scrambles to the window, sticking his head outside.  His terrified expression turns into one of pathetic hope.
HARLAN:

Well…maybe everything turned out alright.
He gives the recovering people in the room a nervous half-smile and giggle.

SCENE III

The heavy front door to the castle EXPLODES open, revealing a scratched, bleeding, scorched Sir Durant, looking PISSED and angrily twirling his sword expertly.  He homicidally roars.
DURANT:

HARLAN!

Queen Bethany rushes into the room, Andrea holding the back of her skirt from the ground so it won’t get dirty.  They both see him and their jaws drop in horrified amazement.
ANDREA:

Durant, my dearest!  What in heaven happened? 

DURANT:

So there I am, all prepped up to slice open the dragon’s gut as it swoops low, like I always do, when all of a sudden I hear that scrawny bugger in the dress start screaming from out the window…as soon as he’s done, the dragon goes cross-eyed, loses its balance, and falls right on top of me!

BETHANY:

Oh my Lord!  Were you ready for it?

DURANT:

I’m ready for anything.  Except a woman saying “no”.  It’s not like I do anything different when it happens, but it’s still a surprising thing to hear, y’know?

Andrea nods sympathetically.

ANDREA:

I know just what you mean, my love!
Queen Bethany rolls her eyes and continues talking to Durant.

BETHANY:

How did you get out?

DURANT:

First I tried the tactic I used when the Sumo Queen of Lo Fran pinned me.

BETHANY:

I’m almost scared to ask.
DURANT:

Tickling, Your Hotness, tickling.  It didn’t work.

BETHANY:

With the Sumo Queen or with the dragon?

DURANT:

Neither.  The Sumo Queen had passed out and the dragon was killed in the landing, but not for lack of effort.  I had to use my gorgeously developed muscles to squirm my way out from underneath.

ANDREA:

You poor dear!  What did you do after that?

DURANT:

I killed the bloody thing some more!

BETHANY:

You don’t think that’s maybe overkill?

DURANT:

It’s only overkill when an amateur strikes something that’s already dead.  I’m a professional.

BETHANY:

Who are amateurs, then?

DURANT:

Anyone whose name isn’t “Sir Durant”!

ANDREA:

What about Sir Durant Weinberg?

DURANT:

He’s a ponce.  Anyone whose name isn’t “Sir Durant” and is a ponce, is an amateur.

BETHANY:

What about Sir Durant Stevens?

DURANT:

I’ve got more muscles in my thigh bone than that guy has in his body!  Anyone whose name isn’t “Sir Durant” and is a ponce and a weakling, is an amateur.

BETHANY:

What about Sir Durant?

DURANT:

He’s an arrogant, meat-headed jerk who undermines and mistreats women and has a tiny—hey, waitaminute!
Bethany looks off to the side, a bit embarrassed.  Andrea, still engrossed, continues the questioning.

ANDREA:

So what are you going to do now?

DURANT:

I’m gonna find Harley and kick his ass up into his lungs so that every time he inhales, he’ll pass wind.

ANDREA:

But why?

DURANT:

Because it would be damn funny, someone passing wind every time they breathe in!

BETHANY:

What about the fact that he caused the dragon to barrel into you and robbed you of your victory?

DURANT:

Oh.  Right.  That, too.

Durant’s face resumes the animalistic rage it had at the beginning of the scene as he rushes up the stairs.

Bethany grabs Andrea in exasperation.

BETHANY:

Andrea!  If Durant gets to Harlan, he’ll kill him!

ANDREA:

Harlan will kill Durant?

BETHANY:

No, you switched the respective order of my pronouns.

ANDREA:

Well, it’s not my fault you didn’t specify.

BETHANY:

Look, that’s not the point!  We need to warn Harlan and get him to safety!

ANDREA:

You’re right – let’s take the secret passageways!

BETHANY:

You know about those?  They’re not much of a secret anymore.

ANDREA:

True, but if I didn’t know about them, it wouldn’t be much of a plotline for the episode.

Bethany considers.

BETHANY:

Point.

They shimmy out of the room, Vaudeville-style.
SCENE IV
Bethany and Andrea come through the wall into Harlan’s Study.

James and Eric are fanning Harlan, who looks sickly and near-death.

BETHANY:

Harlan!  Eric, James, is he alright?

JAMES:

Well, Queen Bethany, he’s suffered a right trauma today and make no mistake!

Andrea and Bethany consolingly rub Harlan’s shoulders.

BETHANY:

It’s alright, Harlan.  It was an honest mistake, causing the dragon to belly flop onto a belligerent death warrior.

ERIC:

Actually, milady, he’s upset because King Aldo and Princess Laurette finally found his study after all these years.

Pan over to Aldo helping Laurette up on top of a desk and giving her extra leverage as she leaps high into the air and onto a humongous (and particularly tidy) stack of papers as if they were autumn leaves, Laurette giggling gleefully the whole time.

ALDO:

Atta girl!  Now then…can’t let you have ALL the fun!

Aldo climbs up onto the desk and prepares to leap just as we pan back to Harlan, Bethany, Andrea, Eric and James.

Andrea takes Harlan’s hand affectionately and presses it innocently against her heart.  Harlan transitions from a stage of sickly death to one of sickly life.
ANDREA:

I know you’re upset about all of this, but Durant will be up here any moment to kill you!  Please, if you want to have a head to worry about reorganizing the room, go with Queen Bethany!

Harlan pathetically stands and slowly builds up confidence as he speaks.

HARLAN:

Ever since I was a boy, I’ve always managed to do something inane and have some ruffian sully me up a bit afterward.  I never ran once, though, because I knew it to be inevitable.  I couldn’t run forever, so why even bother?

But now I see, what is life if you’re not going to run?  What is life if you’re not going to live dangerously, with risks and challenges and circumstances to rise to?  I’ve spent a lifetime hiding, but not this time!  Not now!  Today, I place my money on the table!  Today, I place every last thing I own on the line!  Today, I am a man!

Andrea and Bethany beam at Harlan.

ANDREA:

That’s remarkable, Harlan!

Uhmm…you can take your hand off my chest now.

Harlan realizes it’s still there (despite Andrea no longer holding it), and withdraws it, embarrassed.

HARLAN:

Oh!  Ehrmm…sorry.

BETHANY:

Alright, then.  You come with me, Aldo and Laurette.  Andrea will stay here to try to cool off Sir Durant as best she can.

JAMES:

And what of us, Your Highness?

BETHANY:

The usual – guard Cecil from doing anything dangerous.

Speaking of which, where is he?

Eric and James look at each other in horror.

ERIC:

I’ll check the Armory of Wrist-Sized Razor Blades!

JAMES:

And I’ll check the lavatory to see if he’s tried to flush his head again!

ERIC & JAMES:

Right!

They rush out the door.

Andrea starts for the door.

BETHANY:

Andrea?  Be careful.

ANDREA:

Oh, I wouldn’t worry.  All I have to do is put on a short blonde wig and a pair of men’s britches and call myself “Owen” and Durant does anything I want him to.

She considers this.

ANDREA:

Strangest thing, really.

She leaves.

Bethany summons Aldo and Laurette, who are still frolicking merrily in the mound of papers.
BETHANY:

Come, Aldo, come, Laurette.  Time to play outside.

ALDO & LAURETTE:

Aww, Mom!

Everyone looks questioningly at Aldo.

ALDO:

Sorry; I had a flashback.

Laurette can be heard as they’re leaving.

LAURETTE:

I’ve got a WONDERFUL idea of where we can go!

The mound of paper that Aldo was sitting on groans and slowly wipes a portion of itself off to reveal Cecil, lying underneath.

CECIL:

Kissing the King’s ass is surprisingly worse in the figurative sense.

He stands, sorely.

Eric and James stop by the passageway.  Cecil hears them coming and ducks back down.

ERIC:

You said you checked the alligator spoor down by the moat for jester bones?

JAMES:

Every last patty.  And you made sure the lead pipe was still in the drawing room, right?
ERIC:

I’d trust that Colonel Mustard bloke with my life to keep it in there.

JAMES:

Cor, mate.  Appears our small suicidal suitemate stays sadly astray.

ERIC:

How’d you say all of that that fast?

JAMES:

Been practicing, just in case.

ERIC.

Oooh.  Incidentally, what about this Durant bloke?

JAMES:

Yeah, I heard he’s after the wizard – wants to put a bit of him at the top of every tower of the castle.

ERIC:

But there are 527 towers in this castle!

JAMES:

Well, he’s got a very small knife and has some keen eyesight.  I’d not be surprised if he delivered.

ERIC:

That’d be one bugger of a painful and excruciating way to go, if I do say so myself.

Cecil lights up upon hearing this.

JAMES:

True.  Well, let’s go see if our mate, Cecil, has gone and drowned himself in the wine cellar.

James nudges Eric, insinuatingly.  He chuckles in a manly sort of way.  Eric doesn’t get it.

ERIC:

Can you drown in a wine cellar, then?

JAMES:

‘Course you can!

It dawns on Eric.

ERIC:

Oh!  Has the moat started leaking in?

James slaps him on the back heartily and laughs.

JAMES:

And here I thought you didn’t get my meaning, Eric!  Good lad, you are!

They leave down the hall.

Cecil stands back up, looks around the room, and goes towards a closet.  He opens it to find spare sets of Harlan’s robes and hats.  He puts one one.  He then realizes he doesn’t have a beard.
Cecil looks around in desperation until he notices a rat.

Fade out on Cecil prowling after it.

SCENE V

