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The Hero. Young, brave but not ambitious.
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Arthur’s wizard.

He has the duty of keeping His Majesty’s affairs
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THE QUEST FOR THE HOELY PAEL
An heroictaleset in Arthurian Britain

by Michael Forbes

SCENE 1. Outside the Palace of Camelot
(Enter MISTRESS BOYLE and her son, LANCING)

M. Boyle: Now listen,son. You're a goodboy, you alwayshavebeen.You do as
you'retold. You cleanbehindyour ears. You washyour handsbeforedinner
and the plates afterwards. | never complain about you, @@i®e) Do 1?

Lancing: No, mother.

M. Boyle: I'm not askingmuch,you know. All | wantyou to do is what lots of
youngmendo - becomea knight. That'sall. MistressTurner,nextdoor,
would be greenwith envy if you becamea knight while her son’sonly a
school-master.

Lancing: Mother, | don’t want to become a knight.

M. Boyle: Of course you do. Every young man does.

Lancing: Butl don’t. I've told you a thousandimesthat my greatestesireis to
become a stained-glass window maker.

M. Boyle: Stuff and nonsense! | know. You're scared.

Lancing: Scared of what?

M. Boyle: Scared of doing the bold and daring deeds knights do.

Lancing: I'll do anything bold and anything daring but not to become a knight.
M. Boyle: I'd besoproudof you. (LANCINGis unmoved) Look, herewe areat
the palace. Let us at least see His Maje@inter three SOLDIERS)
Sergeant: Gua- ards! Halt! Rightthen,youtwo. | understandhisis thefirst time

you have been on gate duty. Do | understand correctly?

Soldiers: You understand correctly, sergeant.

Sergeant: Then | will inform you of your duties. Failure to carry them out
properlywill resultin your beingassignedo specialfatigues,viz - polishing
the Round Table. Do you understand?

Soldiers: Understood, Sergeant.

Sergeant: No-oneis to be admittedto the King’s presencavithout a pass. Passes
are issued to the following categories of visitors. Viz . . ..

Soldier 1: (Bill) Viz?

Soldier 2: (Harry) Viz!



Sergeant: Viz 1) Damsels in Distress.

Viz 2) Applicants for the knighthood.
Viz 3) Unicorns.
Viz 4) Sundry Others.

Soldier 1: What's a sundry other?

Sergeant: Is that understood?

Soldier 2: Understood, sergeantiexit SERGEANT)

Soldier 1: Where do they get their passes from, Harold?

Soldier 2: The Steward.

Soldier 1: How do they get to see the Steward?

Soldier 2: They have to pass through us.

Soldier 1. But, Harold, the sergeansaidwe mustn’tlet anyonethroughwithout a
pass.

Soldier 2: Yes, that's what he said, Bill.

Soldier 1: Then | don’t understand how anyone gets to see the King.

Soldier 2: To understandhow anyonegetsto seethe King you needto understand
something else.

Soldier 1: What's that, Harold?

Soldier 2: The sergeant is a twerp. Understand?

Soldier 1. Understood!(M. BOYLE and LANCING approach the SOLDIERS)

M. Boyle: I'm Mistress Boyle and this is my son, Lancingause)

Soldier 2: Delighted to make your acquaintanceMadam. This is the Right
HonourableSoldierBill, whilst| amArcherHarold. (roughly) Now whatdo
you want?

M. Boyle: We've come to see the King.

Soldier 1: Why?

M. Boyle: My son wants to become a knight.

Soldier 2: He’s the second one this week.

Soldier 1: What's happening to the first one?

Soldier 2: King Arthur hassenthim on the usualimpossiblequest. He hasto
collect overdue taxes from the Scottish merchants. We’ll never see 'im again.

Soldier 1. Candidatedor the knight-hoodproceeddown the main corridor, they
turn left at its end, they go right round the bend and then theyawait the
summons of the Steward.

M. Boyle: We are most grateful.

Soldiers. Don’t mention it.

(Exeunt)



SCENE 2. The Palace of Camelot.

(On stageKING ARTHUR, MERLIN, STEWARD, SIRSWILLIAM, MICHAEL
and PETER, also GUARDS etc.)

King Arthur: Merlin, you've failed again.

Merlin: Oh dear, have |, Your Majesty?

King Arthur: Yes. You promisedme that the spell you put on the Queen’s
bedtimedrink would give her sucha badnight’s sleepthatshewould needto
stayin bedall morningto recover therebygiving mea chanceo slip awayto
the grand hunt in Sir Brian’s forest.

Merlin: Didn’t the spell work then?

King Arthur: No, Merlin, it didn’t. She woke at five o’clock, sayingwhat a
wonderfulnight’s sleepshe’dhad. Shethenstartedto sing. Haveyou heard
the Queen sing, Merlin?

Merlin: No, Your Majesty.

King Arthur: You will, Merlin, you will. First shesang,thensheranroundthe
roomdoingherphysicalexercises.Whenl wascompletelyexhaustedy this
she proceeded to lecture me for an hour about the evils of hunting.

Merlin: | am sure Your Majesty was able to persuade her she was wrong.

King Arthur: Ummm. | am the greatesthuntsmanin the Kingdom, am | not,
gentlemen?

Gentlemen: Yes, Your Majesty.

King Arthur: And | am a very clever and persuasive speaker, am | not?

Gentlemen: Yes, Your Majesty.

King Arthur: After all, did | not persuade/ou violent lot to sit down togetherat
the RoundTableandtalk without stabbingeachother? So, whenthe Queen
told methathuntingwasevil andthatl shouldnevergo huntingagain,do you
think | was ableto persuadeher that shewaswrong? (pause) Of coursel
wasn’t!

Steward: The Queen is approaching the Castle, Your Majesty.

King Arthur: (lookingout of thewindow) Ohyes,theresheis. Look, Merlin, how
she runs up the hill.

Merlin: Draggingthat poor horsebehindher. She’sknockedone of the guards
into the moat! (Sound of running feet - enter QUEEN GUINEVERE)

Queen Guinevere: Gooddayto all of you! Whata wonderfulday! It's splendid
to be alive!

King Arthur: I'm not sure that guard would agree with you.

Queen Guinevere: What did you say, Arthur?

King Arthur: I'm sure it's not hard to agree with you, Guinevere dear.

Queen Guinevere: Goodmorning,Sir William. How areyou gettingon with that
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diet | wrote out for you? Not very well | think.

Sir William: I'm following it as closely as | can, Your Majesty.

Sir Michael: Rubbish, Sir William! How can you be following it? You can’t read.

Queen Guinevere: Andyou, Sir Michael. | amgladyou aretakingthedaily bathl
recommended. | have seenyour servantscarrying the water up to your
chamber.

Sir Michael: Yes, Your Majesty. | make my servants prepare a bath every day.

Sir Peter: But who takesthe bath, Sir Michael? Who takesit? (sniffs SIR
MICHAEL) Not you, I think.

Sir Michael: Silence, Sir Peter!

Queen Guinevere: And you, Sir Peter. You saidyou wishedto accompanyme on
my early morning runs. But | run alone.

Sir Peter: No, Your Majesty. You saidyou wishedmeto accompanyou on your
early morning runs.

Queen Guinevere: Is not my wish your command?

Sir Peter: Of course. | will obeyandrun with you, if His Majestyallows, (KING
ARTHUR signals agreement) just as soon as | have recoveredfrom the
wound | suffered in my leg fighting for your honour at the tournament.

Sir William: Stuff andnonsense!You twistedyour anklewhenthelandlordof the
“Sword in the Stone”threw you out roaringdrunk threeweeksago! (They

fight)
King Arthur: Pax, gentlemen! By order of the King! (Enter M. BOYLE and
LANCING)

M. Boyle: Are you the steward?

Steward: Are you addressing me, woman?

M. Boyle: Are you the steward?

Steward: Yes.

M. Boyle: My son wants to become a knight.

Steward: Why?

M. Boyle: (momentarily at a lossph, well, er. . . .

Lancing: Well, actually | don’t want to. . . .

M. Boyle: (interrupting) He doesn’twantto boastbut he thinks he would makea
very good knight.

Steward: Wait there. (goes to KING ARTHUR) our Majesty?

King Arthur: Yes, Steward.

Steward: We have here another candidate for a place at the Round Table.

King Arthur: Oh. Do we have a place?

Steward: If yourememberSire, Sir Paddingtorfell off his horseyesterdayfatally,
so his seatis vacant. But you senta knight candidateon a questat the
beginning of the week.



King Arthur: He may not return,nor may this one. If they both comeback,they
can fight for the seatat the next tournament. Let me look at the fellow.
Sirrah! Come here!

Lancing: Your Majesty.

King Arthur: Why do you wish to become a knight?

Lancing: Er....

M. Boyle: (interrupting) To right wrongs,helpthe weak,punishthe wicked andto
rescue damsels in distress.

King Arthur: Oh yes,the usualreasons. To qualify for a knighthoodyou must
undertake a quest. Merlin, tell them what a quest is.

Merlin: A questis ajourney,long, arduousdifficult. Onsucha journeyyou suffer
greathardshipandpainandfor manythe journeyis afinal one. You haveto
completeimpossibletaskswithin a giventime. Steward,summonthe Quest-
Master. (to LANCING) What is your name?

Lancing: Lancing, Sir.

Queen Guinevere: Lancelot? Did you say,‘Lancelot? Are you really Lancelot
comebackto me? Let melook atyou. Ah, you arelike him. You bring back
memories of him. Oh, Lancelot, so noble of face . . . .

King Arthur: Prancing around all over the place.

Queen Guinevere: So strong and so stern on your splendid white steed.

King Arthur: An obnoxious ninny we didn’t need.

Queen Guinevere: So brave in battle, bashing the foe.

King Arthur: An unwelcome guest who just wouldn’t go.

Queen Guinevere: Oh, Lancelot, | remember your touch.

Oh, Lancelot, I miss you so much.

Thinking of Lancelothas mademe sad. | feel the needto sing. (to
LANCING) Will youcomeandsingwith me? | shallsingfrom thetop of the
North Tower.

Lancing: Er... .er....

King Arthur: No, Guinevere. The boy wantsto embarkon a dangerougjuestbut
notasdangeroussthat. | knowwho will singwith you. (MERLINbeginsto
sidle off stage) Merlin! AccompanyHer Majestyto the North Towerbothin
personandin song! (ExeuntMERLIN and QUEEN GUINEVERE - enter
QUEST-MASTER)

King Arthur: Quest-Master, have we a suitable quest for this fine young fellow?

Quest-Master: PerhapsSire. | ambeginningto run out of questsbecausegou are
sendingso manyyoungfellows out on them. It wasall right in the old days.
Most knightsthenwere stupidandfailed in their questsand so we could use
the sameoneoverandoveragain. Nowadayshey usuallysucceed.l blame
the schools, you know. They teach too much.
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King Arthur: Stop fussing, Quest-Master.

Quest-Master: Yes, Your Majesty. Now let me seewhatl've got here. He could
slay the dreadful monster crocodile-eater.

King Arthur: Thatsoundsgood. Whatdo you think, fellow? Would you like to
kill an enormous crocodile?

Quest-Master: No, Sire, the monsteris a crocodile eater. It eatscrocodiles.
crocodilesof children walking hand in hand and two by two, with their
teacherat the head. The monster creepsalong the ground and starts
munching from the rear and chews his way along the line of dear little
childrenandthen he openshis jaws really wide for the larger morselof the
teacher at the end.

King Arthur: Quest-Master! That’'s another of your jokes!

Quest-Master: Sorry, Sire. | crave pardon.

King Arthur: Come, let us have a real quest.

Quest-Master: Very good. Wheree’er my handcomesto restthat shall be the
chosen quest(plucks out a quest from his quest bag)

King Arthur: Sergeant.

Sergeant: Hearye, hearye of the questchosen. It is the questfor the Hoely Pael.
The Knight-candidate must cross the impassableriver, he must travel
throughthe impenetrabldorest,he mustclimb the insurmountablenountain.
Thenhe mustfind the Hoely Paelandreturnwith the Hoely Paelto Camelot
on the twenty-first day hereafter at the ninth hour.

King Arthur: It seemsagoodquest. Sothereyou haveit, whateveryour nameis.
We look forwardto seeingthe Hoely Paelin threeweekstime. (asheleaves
with STEWARD)What on earth is the Hoely Pael? Do you know?

Steward: A leaky bucket perhaps?

SCENE 3. The Boyles’ home.
(M.BOYLE and LANCING on stage)

M. Boyle: There,your bagis packed. I've putin a sparewoolly vestandsome
herbpreparationso keepyou regularandenoughfood for aweek. You can’t
carry any more. Good luck, my boy. Say good-bye and give me a kiss.

Lancing: Mother,I amgoingonaquestl know notwhere,to searchor | know not
what, but which | amsurel do notwant. This| do for you, Motherdear,not
me. (he kisses his mother.Jarewell. (Exeunt M. BOYLE and LANCING).
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SCENE 4. The Troll's Bridge

(enter NARRATORS and LANCING)

Narrator 1. WasLancingto travel North, South,Eastor West? How could he
know since he was given neithermap nor directions? He guessedhat the
impassableiver would be the first obstacleto crossand yet he had never
heardof suchariver. So he simply startedwalking into unknowncountry.
After manyriverlessmilesandfour daysof journeyinghe did cometo ariver.
Impassable? It ran deep, swift and wide. But there was a bridge.

Lancing: This cannotbe the impassableiver sinceyonderbridgelooks stoutand
strong. (beginsto walk acrossbridge. TROLLappearsJungesat LANCING
who retreats off bridge hurriedly)

Troll: Who dares pass across my bridge?

Lancing: Just a poor traveller who does not know his way.

Troll: You lie, Sirrah. You areoneof thoseknavesbenton causingtroubleto us
poor trolls.

Lancing: Not I, Sir.

Troll: Huh! Well this river is impassable.l havelong claws, sharpteethanda
hungry stomach. This fair-looking streamflows swifter than an arrow in
flight in a channelwhosedepthis measuredn seafathoms. Swim it, if you
dare. (pause) Thereis a way, though,to crossmy bridge. | eatmostthat
attemptthe crossingbut not all, not all. | have no stomachfor some.
(LANCING goes to sit down)

Narrator 2: Lancinghad not wantedto startthis questand he certainly had no
wishto risk hislife continuingit. But couldhereturnto facethe sneersf the
court and, worse than that, the contemptof his mother? He could, he
supposedneither crossthe bridge nor return to Camelotbut run away to
someotherland. However,Lancingwasno coward. How, then,washe to
cross the bridge? Whom did the Troll allow to pass?

Lancing: “l have no stomach for some.” But for whom?

Narrator 1. Lancingwas a patientman. The sun setand roseagainas he sat
thinking. (lights dim and rise)

Lancing: “I haveno stomachfor some.” (pause). . . .for thosewith stomachfor
thosewith courage! If | showcouragehewon’t eatme. He will let me pass.
Or will he? In casel amwrong| shallleavethis inscribedpenknifeof mine
here. Someonemay find it and bring it home to my grieving mother.
(LANCING draws swordand advancesacross the bridge courageously.
TROLL seizessword in bare handsand throwsit into the river. TROLL
threatens to throttle LANCING but stops)

Troll: Pass on, my courageous friend.
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Lancing: Thankyou, Sir Troll. Pleaseacceptthe penknifeaspaymentfor crossing
your bridge.

Troll: May your generositybe rewarded. (LANCINGwandersoff, uncertainasto
whichdirectionto take). GoodSir, thatway is yourway. (Exit LANCING
in that direction).

SCENE 5. The Giant's Forest

(enter LANCING front of curtain)

Narrator 2: Five moredaysof wearytravelling passed. His mother’sprovisions
hadlong run outandonly wild fruits preventedotal starvation. Soit wasthat
dazedwith hungerhe cameto the impenetrableforest. But what is an
impenetrable forest but a forest you cannot pass through?

Lancing: | cannot pass through this forebANCING seems to strain at curtain)

Narrator 1. He walked or ratherstaggeredip and down its edgefor half a day
looking for an entrance,but the treesgrew so close togetherthat a ghost
would havehaddifficulty goingbetweerthem. But then. . . .(Curtainsopen
a little to reveal table, notice, food)

Lancing: What is this?

Narrator 2: A gapin the trees,not previouslyseen revealeditself. And at one
sideof the gapLancingsawa tableladenwith food. (as NARRATORspeaks
LANCING performsactionsaccordingly) Abovethetablewasa largenotice.

“Feed not on what is mine, lest death be thine, signed Giant Forester”.
Starvingmendon’t readnoticesand Lancinghadwolfed down a fair portion
of thefood beforehereadthe sign. Sincehe coulddo nothingto putright the
theft, he merely shruggedhis shouldersand, hoping to escapethe giant’s
notice,he strodeinto the forest. (Curtainsopenfully. LANCINGbumpsinto
two legs which turn out to belong to Giant Forester)

Giant Forester: Well, hello, little man! What brings you to my leafy dwelling?

Lancing: I'm on a quest, your Highness.

Giant Forester: Ha, ha! Your Highness! 1 like that! For what are you questing?

Lancing: The Hoely Pael.

Giant Forester: A fine quest that one.

Lancing: Oh, do you know about it then?

Giant Forester: Of course. And | maytell you aboutit sinceyou look an honest
fellow. | expect you are hungry after walking the long road to my trees.

Lancing: Oh,no. I'm not.. . er. . .becausany motherpackedme a very large
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picnic.

Giant Forester: Which has lasted ten days?

Lancing: Er, yes.

Giant Forester: And you have eaten nothing except your mother’s food?

Lancing: No, Sir, apart from a few berries.

Giant Forester: Come,then, andhaveadrink with me. (givesLANCINGa drink.
LANCING chokesand goesinto a fit) Oh, my poordearchap. | shouldnot
havegivenyou thatfor it is giants’ whiskey,which is lethalto humans. You
have not long to live, | fear. Please forgive me.

Lancing: | forgive you. This must be my punishment for dishonesty.

Giant Forester: What?

Lancing: | lied to you. | haveeatensomethingotherthanmy mother’sfood. | ate
much of your food at the forest gate. Will you forgive me before | die?

Giant Forester: Ha! Drink this! (throws LANCING anotherbottle. LANCING
drinksandrecovers) You passsmallfellow, only just, but you pass. | knew
you ate my food. | allow anyonethrough my forest, thieves, layabouts,
ruffians,drunkardsbut notliars. No, notliars. Thesehavetheir bonespicked
cleanby the birdswhenthey lie dead,drunk from giants’ whiskey. On your

way, man. Go Northeast for as many leagues as you have fingers and toes.

Lancing: Is that the right way to go?

Giant Forester: Would I lie to you? Ha! Take some more of my food with you.

Lancing: Please have this kerchief of mine.

Giant Forester: Thankyou. It will servewell asa handkerchief.l shallremember
your kindness.

SCENE 6. The Dragon’s Mountain

(Enter LANCING front of Curtain - Curtain open slightly at centre)

Narrator 1. Nineteeneaguesandtwo long dayslater Lancingfoundhimselfatthe
foot of a very clearly insurmountable mountain.

Narrator 2. Not only did the giantknow whereLancingwantedto go but he also
knew that Lancing had only nine toes, having lost one during infancy.
(LANCINGsitsdisconsolatelyoy a sheermountainwall, i.e.the Curtain. He
hears a rumble from inside the mountain)

Lancing: Thatnoiseis comingfrom insidethe mountain. Yes,just here. A cave.
(Enters cave, i.e. goesbehind Curtain. Rock doors close behind him)
Mercy! Lockedin! Couragenow. Theway mustbe forward. GoodLord, a
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dragon! (Curtains open fully)

Dragon: Oh! A human! You startledme. You are a human, aren’'t you? |
haven'teaten] meanseenonefor ages. Yes,you arehumanandyes,theses
no way out. You haveto getpastme and| haveto breathefire all overyou
andeatyou. | don't like doingit. | muchpreferthe tasteof mice andbats.
But rulesarerules. Dragonsroastpeopleandeatthem. I'm a dragonandso
I’'m goingto eatyou. I'm afraid couragewon’t helpyou. | know couragegot
you past friend Troll. How is he, by the way? | haven't seenhim for
decades. But at his bridge you had a choice. You could have run away.
Courageis going on whenyou can go back, is it not? Hereyou can’'t go
back, so you can’t be called courageous going on, can you?

Lancing: | suppose not(LANCING walks round DRAGON)

Dragon: Now, standstill, please. My aim is not very goodand| don’t want to
causeyou unnecessaryain by burning bits off you. I'm sureyou’d much
rather go up in a blinding fiery puff.

Lancing: May | make an observation before you ignite me?

Dragon: Go ahead.

Lancing: You have a very short tail.

Dragon: Er....yes.. . .anunfortunateencountemwith the brotherof Sir George,
the Dragon-Slayer. His bones are over there in the corner.

Narrator 9: Lancing’s motherhadtold him manythingsasa child andstill did.
He paid little attentionnow, but, whena boy, he hadlistenedmostcarefully,
and he rememberedher sayingsomethingaboutdragons’tails and how that
was wherethey madetheir fire and, thougha dragoncould live without a
tail, he could no longer light a fire just by saying ‘Hello.’

Lancing: So all this talk about blinding, fiery puffs is nonsense. Yes?

Dragon: Yes. But I've still got my claws. (pointsvery blunt claws) Oh, | forgot.
| cut them last century because | kept stabbing myself.

Lancing: No fire, no claws. | hardly need courage to get past you.

Dragon: No, but you need something else!

Lancing: (ignoring this) All | haveto do is to finish off the job begunby Sir
George’s brother(LANCING advances on DRAGON, weapon drawn)

Dragon: Goaheadthen. | expectit's time | left this world afterall thesemillenia.
Farewell, mountain.

Lancing: (Throwsdownweapon)No. | shan'tkill you. If it is partof my questto
slaydefencelesdragons] quit now. | shallbegratefulif youwill showmea
way home.

Dragon: Not home,but onward! You havepassedhe test of kindness. | shall
move asidefor you so that you may gain a passagevhich will takeyou up,
over and down the mountain. Thencego north until you seewhat you are
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seeking. | saidyou neededsomethingelseotherthancourageto passme. It
was kindness. Had you killed me, your questand your life would have
ended,for my deadbody, weighing ten tons, would have blockedthe only
way out. Good luck, kind Sir,

Lamcing: A gift for you. (Ties ribbon around tail end)

Dragon: Thank you. (Exit LANCING)

SCENE 7. The Castle of the Hoely Pael.

(Enter LANCING)

Narrator 2: Once up, over and down the mountain, Lancing found himself
trekking acrossa featurelessplain undera dull sky. No hills or valleys
spoiled the deadflatnessof the terrain which was as colourlessas nature
could makeit. The sparsegrasswas only just green,and the trunks and
branchesf the few treeswere grey. Flowerswere absent. You could say
that the landscape was totally pale.

Narrator 1. Forfour daysLancingstumbledon feedingoff whatwasleft of Giant
Forester'stable. He beganto think that he would die on that plain, sincehe
could seefor milesandtherewasnothinghe could seemilesawaywhich was
any different to what he could seein front of him. But maybea guardian
angelwatchesover questershecausdawo hoursafter he had eatenthe last of
his food thereloomedup only a hundredyardsdistanta castle. He had not
seenit beforebecausets colourwasthe colour of the land andthe colour of
the sky. It was pale, wholly pale.

Lancing: Journey’send. | know it. This mustbe the Castleof the Hoely Pael.
Now | mustenter. Theremustbe somethingnsidel am meantto bring back.
But where is the entrance? | seeno door or window. (enter THREE-
HEADED MONSTER)

Head 1. What an ugly fellow.

Head 2. He looks very handsome.

Head 3: | do not agree.

Head 1. What does he want?

Head 2. Why not ask him?

Head 3: | couldn’t care less.

Head 1: He seeks a door.

Head 2: He seeks a window.

Head 3: He seeks an entrance.
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Head 1: Shall we tell him . . ..

Head 2. How to getin?

Head 3: Yes.

Head 1: No.

Head 2: Let’s ask him riddles.

Head 3: What a silly idea!

Head 1: If he solves them . . ..

Head 2: We shall help him.

Head 3. He gets themwrong . . ..

Head 1: Then we eat him.

Head 2: Let’'s eat him anyway.

Head 3: He wouldn't taste nice.

Head 1: Fried.

Head 2: No boiled.

Head 3: No stewed.

Head 1: No baked.

Head 2: No poached.

Head 3: No grilled.

Lancing: | don’t think you know any riddles.

Head 1. Actually we do not.

Head 2: Excuse me | do.

Head 3: | know one two.

Head 1. Ask him one then.

Head 2: | have four friends who stand in a row,
While | on my own like a drunkard lean,
But like twigs from one branch we grow,
And the five of us together work as a team.

Lancing: (after some thoughtf thumb.

Head 3. Bother! He’s got it. Here is another one.
Never leaving you, not always there,
Shifting shape constantly,
Copying you loyally,
Created by light, but shine a light on it and it'll soon disappear.

Lancing: (after even more thought) shadow.

Head 1: Humph. No dinner today.

Head 2: Well done, Sir, congratulations.

Head 3. You've passed our test.

Lancing: Thank you, thank you.

Head 3. Excuse me, you forgot me.

Lancing: Oh, sorry. Thank you. My gift for you is a piece of advice:
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Be three joined in one not one divided into three,

For one in three will never agree,

But three in one will see eye to eye,

Or should | say eyes to eyes,

And thinking together will become ever so wise,

And working together will get everything done.

Not onein three,| repeat,but threein one. (MONSTERIooks
puzzled. It lets out the HOELY PAEL)

Hoely Pael: Oh, my Prince, you've saved me.

Lancing: Have I?

Hoely Padl: Yes, Sir. | am PrincessMildred, the Hoely Pael. My storyis a sad
one. Whenl wasjust a slip of a girl my motherdied. My father,the King,
wasthenbewitchedby the secondmostbeautifulwomanin the kingdomand
he marriedher. Shewas spiteful, mean,bad-temperedndaboveall jealous
of me, the mostbeautifulwomanin my father’sland. Sheusedwithcraft to
turn fatheragainstme andshehadme accuseaf plotting to takehis crown. |
wasbanishedcereand| have beetkeptin this castlefor tenyearsguardedoy
this three-headething. It is | you musttaketo Camelot. But we musthurry
for you only havefive daysleft beforethe twenty-onedaysfor your questare
completed.

Lancing: You really are pale, aren’t you?

Hoely Padl: It is the effectof living in this colourlesswilderness. I'm afraid you
mustcarry me. My step-motheplacedthis ball and chainaroundmy ankle
and fastened it with a spell. Merlin will break it | am sure.

Lancing: A pleasure, my lady(LANCING goes to pick up HOELY PAEL)

Head 2. Princess, some food for the journg)LANCING collects it. Then he lifts

HOELY PAEL)

Lancing: How do you know we only havefive daysleft? (HOELY PAEL givesa
knowing look. Exeunt.)

SCENE 8. The return to Camelot.

Narrator 2: How did the Princess know how much time they had to get home?

Narrator 1. How did the Troll, Giant Foresterand the Dragon know the way
Lancing had to take?

Narrator 2: How were they going to reach Camelot in time?

Narrator 1. | cananswerthatquestion.LancingandPrincesdMildred werehelped
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on their way home by the un-humanbeings who wished to show their
gratitudefor the gifts. The Three-in-oneworking more harmoniouslythan
everbefore,bowledthemhalf way acrosghe plain. The Dragontossedhem
way over the mountain. Giant Foresterflung themfar out of his forestand
FriendTroll hurledthemleaguegasthis river. Neverthelesgancinghadto
carry the fairest princessthat ever lived many a long mile. (LANCING
carries HOELY PAEL acrossthe stagethreetimes: in his arms,
‘piggy-back’ and over his shoulder. Then exeunt).

SCENE 9. At Camelot.

(Enter KING ARTHUR, STEWARD, SUITORS, SERGEANT, SOLDIERS,

MISTRESS BOYLE)

King Arthur: Well, Steward. What have | to do today? (enter QUEEN
GUINEVERE at a run)

Queen Guinevere: You mustcometo theinauguralmeetingof the British League
against blood sports. I've just made you president of it.

Steward: Your Majestyis to attendthe funeralof the knight candidateyou sentto
Scotland. The Scottishmerchantsentbackhis body insteadof their unpaid
taxes. In theafternoonyou haveto judgethe ‘ShiniestArmour Competition’.
But first, Sire, at 9 o’clock you must pronouncethe failure of Knight
Candidate Lancing to complete his quest on time.

King Arthur: Watchman, what is the hour now?

Watchman: Ten minutes short of nine o’clock, Sire.

King Arthur: Summon the Quest-Master. Summon Merlithey enter)

Quest-Master: Has that fellow failed to return then?

Steward: It would appear so.

Quest-Master: Hooray! (enter LANCING carrying HOELY PAEL)

All: Hooray!

M. Boyle: Ooh, Lancing, my lovely boy!

Queen Guinevere: Lancelot used to carry me like that sometimes.

Merlin: This is the Hoely Pael Princess, Your Majesty. | know for sure.

King Arthur: Well done, Sir. Kneel before me so that | can knight you.

Quest-Master: Er . . . .just a moment, Your Majesty, | hate to spoil the
celebrationdut, Sergeantyou did notreadthe smallwriting at the bottomof
the quest instructions. Please read it now.

Sergeant: Smallwriting? What smallwriting? Oh, that small writing. (reads)
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Ahem. | crave pardon, Your Majesty. Thereis somethingelse Knight
CandidateLancing mustdo to completehis quest. It sayshere: ‘Once the
Hoely Paelis broughtto courtshemustbe madeto blushby him who brought
her.’

Lancing: Sire, thatis impossible. Five days| havetravelledwith her. Shehas
puffed and pantedenoughto makethe fittest athletego red in the face, but
she has remained as pale as you see her now.

Quest-Master: Perhaps if you slapped her gently.

Lancing: Never! | will renounce the quest rather than do that.

Hoely Padl: Oh, Lancing!

M. Boyle: He’s sucha nice boy andsohandsometoo. He’ll makesomeonevery
happy.

Queen Guinevere: Oh yes, | hope he will, | hope he will.

Merlin: Well there is another way to make a girl blush, isn’t there?

King Arthur: Yes, there is.

Queen Guinevere: It's obvious, really.

All: Oh, yes.

M. Boyle: Go on, Lancing. You know what to do.

Lancing: But, mother. | can’t. | shan't.

Hoely Padl: Oh, please, Lancing. I'll be yours for ever if you do.

Lancing: That's partly what I'm afraid of. Still | should not leave a task
unfinished. (kisses HOELY PAEL . Light turns her red)

All: Hooray!

King Arthur: May | knight him now, MasterQuest-Master?(LANCING kneels)
Arise, Sir Lancing Boyle. You may ask favours of me now.

Lancing: Yes, please Sire. Could Merlin releasethe Princessrom her ball and
chain?

Merlin: No soonersaidthandone. (refersto spellsbook - passesvandover
HOELY PAEL . Nothing happens. Passesvand over SOLDIER’Shalberd.
SOLDIER raising eyebrowsproceedgo detachHOELY PAEL from ball and
chain. MERLIN attemptgo hide whatis goingon. SOLDIERexitswith ball
and chain and then returns without being noticed! MERLIN bows)

Quest-Master: | think, Merlin, that you need to practise your spelling!

Lancing: A requestfor my mother. May sheenjoy a happyand prosperoudife -
some way away from here.

King Arthur: Granted, granted! . . .. Merlin!

Merlin: My magicwill work thistime. (waveswandoverother SOLDIER. He,in
a trance, drops his halberd and makes for M. BOYLE)

M. Boyle: Oh,Lancing,you beastyou ungratefulson,you. . . (to SOLDIER)Ooh,
you are strong, aren’t youlSOLDIER carries M. BOYLE off stage.)
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Lancing: And afavourfor me, Your Majesty. May | havethe honourof staining
the glass windows of your new cathedral?

King Arthur: Very well, if that is your wish. And the Princess, she is yours.

Lancing: No, Sire. | wish heralong andhappymarriedlife but notto me. Thank
you.

Queen Guinevere. Doesthatmeanyou arefree,dearLancing? (Shewhispersto
LANCING)

Lancing: Oh, Your Majesty, you are making me blush now!

King Arthur: Oh dear. We can’'t havean unmarriedprincessfloating aroundthe
palace. Are any of you gentlemen willing to be her suitors?

Sir William: Yes, Sire. Me, me!

Sir Michael: And me!

Sir Peter: And don’t forget me!

King Arthur: My lady, would you care to choose?

Sir William: | have six manors, two castles and hundreds of good acres.

Sir Michael: My clevernessn tradebringsin athousandooundsin gold annually.
| could deck you out in a different set of jewellery every day of the year.

Sir Peter: | cannotpromiseyou riches,thoughl am not poor, but I canpromise
you a heart full of undying love.

Sir William: I'm good-looking.

Sir Michael: I'm strong.

Sir Peter: I'm devoted.

Sir William: If you marry me the good country air will never let you be pale again.

Sir Michad: If you marry me you can travel to distantlands and visit exotic
places. (During the SUITORS’conversatiorHOELY PAEL changedrom a
princessinto a lady knightin full armour. The SUITORSdo not noticethis

Sir Peter: If you marry me. . . (He notices HOELY PAEL’S transformation)

Hoely Pael: (striding forward) In my castlea three-headedhonsteractednot only
as my gaoler but also as my instructor. Head the first taught me
swordsmanshipHeadthe secondaughtme archery;Headthe third gaveme
lessonsgn wrestling. At the endl wasbetterthanall threeworking together.
So, Your Majesty, | issuea challengeto your knights. | will marry thatman
who is a sharperswordsmarthanl, who canshootstraighterthanl andwho
canthrow me to the ground. (SUITORSdisappear) Until thattime | shall
undertakeghosequestsothersdarenot. With your permissionKing Arthur, |
will travel your kingdom as the Pael Knight vanquishingevil and righting
wrongs.

King Arthur: You havemy permissionSir - Lady PaelKnight. Pleaseconsult
with Master Quest-Master. (ExeuntHOELY PAEL and QUEST-MASTER.)
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A noble knight, indeed.

Queen Guinevere: Lancing,comewith me. | shalltakeyou to the cathedraland
show you the windows that needstaining. (ExeunttQUEEN GUINEVERE
and LANCING)

King Arthur: Sergeant, send a guard with them.

Sergeant. Have no fear, Sire. Her Majesty will be well protected.

King Arthur: It's not Her Majesty who needsprotecting. Now, Sergeantcome
with me to the practice ground. | think it's time | sharpenedup my
swordsmanshighenl wish to improvemy archeryand, finally, | wantto go
a few rounds with your champion wrestler.

Sergeant. Very good, Sire.

King Arthur: Let us go. Merlin, somemagic, please. (MERLIN waveswand.
Lights go out)

CURTAIN
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