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Ring Millibarthur and the
RKnights of the Coffee Table

Dramatis Personae
(in order of appearance)

MERLINUX

GALSTONE

SIR CUMFERENCE

ALAN LE FEY
MILLIBARTHUR

SIR TALKALOT

SIR GALAHADAM lli

SIR FISS RESSURE

The GWEEN HOUSE KNIGHT
The GREY KNIGHT

SIR PLUS-TO-REQUIREMENTS
ELLIVERE

LATEALOT

LADY SLINGO

ROBIN

KILLINGWORTH

GUILLAUME LEHOZ

PRM

The Champion & BRACKNALLIA
The Champion d SHINFIELDIUM
Dr JM

The MAGIC DRAGON
EXCALIBUR

The PIE WOMAN

Awizard

A mathematical court jester
A well travedled knight
Leader of the forces of DARCness
Tea boy andfuture kng

A verbose statistician

A paleo knight

Avery bad pun

Expert in nakious gases
Traitor andkegper of goas
Totally unrecessary
Aradiant damsel

An unpurttual joke
Occupart of the Warm Poal
NaanTrek @ptain
Guardian d the Urn
Compil er of dreadful acronyms
A smoath Belgian charmer
A fearsome opporent
Another fearsome opporent
Keegper of the Keys

Puff!

The punring sword
Purveyor of pastry delights



ACT |

Scenel

As the play opens, there is no ore on stage. Merlinux and Galstone are waiting ‘in the wings', so that
their entries can ke quite quick

Spdlight on Narrator. The stageisin darkness

NARRATOR:

There cane atime in days of old when Britain no longer had a king. The old king
had died without an heir, many moons ago, and darknesshad fallen upon the land
as rival lords waged war on ead other in the hope of getting closer to the throne.
In these dark and dangerous times, many pads were formed and then broken,
allies becane enemies, rivals becane friends, people got confused, and loyalties
and all egiances changed as frequently as the weaher.

When the old king hed ded, most, but not al of the court went their own way and
scatered aaossthe land. Two faithful fellows gayed behind though and looked
after the catle. One was a grea wizard, an enchanter; beaded, but wise. He had
been the old king' s most respeded advisor. His name was Merli nux.

Lights up. Enter Merlinux.

NARRATOR:

Enter Galstone.
GALSTONE:
MERLINUX:
GALSTONE:
Merlinux groans
GALSTONE:
MERLINUX:

GALSTONE:

Seoondly, there was the mathematicd court jester. Having been trained at the
Royal Schod of Jugding, Clowning, Mischief and Melodrama, or JCMM, he had
been at the old king's sde for many yeas, entertaining hm with his amazng wit
and humour. His name was Galstone.

What doyou get if you crossa cow with a sheg?
| don’t know.

Mod cow, mod sheep, sine theta.

Why did the chicken crossthe Mobius Strip?
Go on.

To get to the same side.

Merlinux groars agan.

GALSTONE:

MERLINUX:
GALSTONE:
Merlinux sighs

GALSTONE:

There was a man from Cornwall,
Who knew about magic and all.
He knew about spells,

To save damsels and belles,

But always got lost in the mall.

(grumpy) Galstone, stopit!

Why don’t horses understand redanguar geometry?

Because you're Descartes before the horse.



NARRATOR:

MERLINUX:

GALSTONE:

MERLINUX:

GALSTONE:

MERLINUX:

NARRATOR:

Many yeas had passed and during this time Merlinux was getting weay of the
state of the kingdom.

I know! Galstone, why don't we let the people choose their new king? We'll
organise some ball ots and hold some dedions throughout the whole of Earley. |
hea the Americans have had grea successwith this thingthey cdl Democragy.

Hey didde diddle,

Hereisaridde:

How do we find our next king?

We'll l et the people and chads dedde,
And employ fodproof Floridan counting.

How many large-scde dynamicists does it take to change alight bulb?

(weary) | don’t know.

Two. One to hold the bulb, and one to stretch the room verticaly.

Galstone, that’s enoughl And light bulbs haven't even been invented yet!

One night, while gazng at his Sun, Merlinux hed a vision. In hisvision he saw a
sword in a stone axd head a voice (Adopts ‘vision voice€ — or voiceover,
perhaps) Merlinux, you must crede a sword; a sword which shall be cdled

Excdibur. Whosoever then removes the sword from the stone shall be the rightful
king of al Engand.

Merlinux preparesto dosome magic, by putting his hat on.

GALSTONE:

MERLINUX:

GALSTONE:

MERLINUX:

SKX:

Merlinux s got his hat on,
Hip-hip hip-hip hooray,
Merlinux s got his hat on,
We'll seemagic today.

Galstone, please be quiet. I'm trying to concentrate. (Conjouring voice) By the
power of thermal wind balance, | summon the principles of PV-inversion and
conjure up a(SFX: drumroll) Sword in the...

Merlinux...

... Galstonel!

Dum dum duuum!

Black-out. When lights come up Galstone has a sword sticking through hs head.

A cloaked figure (Sr Cumference) approaches from the left.

MERLINUX:

SIR C.:

MERLINUX:

SIRC.:

MERLINUX:

Halt! What yonder Knight dares enter the Gates of Earley Castle without a swipe
cad?

Why, Merlinux, you old wizard! Don’t you recognise me?!
Can't say | do.
Well, here'sa due: I've just returned from my threeyea trip around the world.

Hmmm... let me see.. oh yes... you must be Sir Boast-a-lot!



SIRC.:

MERLINUX:

SIR C.:

MERLINUX:

SIRC.:

MERLINUX:

SIRC.:

MERLINUX:

SIR C.:

MERLINUX:

SIRC.:

MERLINUX:

SIR C.:

MERLINUX:

SIRC.:

MERLINUX:

SIRC.:

MERLINUX:

SIR C.:

MERLINUX:

SIRC.:

MERLINUX:

SIR C.:

MERLINUX:

No, no, no! He's nowhere nea as good as me! (Cheesey grin a audence sound
effed: “ting!”)

So you must be Sir Plotalot?

Nay! My PhD squires are there for that!
Sir Late-a-lot?

(surprised) Isn’t he here yet?

So you must be aKnight that says ‘Ni’!

No, no, no! Wrong comedy team, old wizard. Look... I've just returned from my
threeyea ROUND WORLD TRIP! It's me: Sir Cumference

What, the mighty Sir Cumference, the slayer of dragons, rescuer of maidens? The
same Sir Cumference who felled the gruesome ogre of the Three Tuns and the
same Sir Cumferencewho can hit ...

That'sme! (Grinsagan a audence, “ting!”)

No, sorry; never head of you.

(grin turns to asnea) Well, sinceyou're abit ill -informed, I'll have to fill you in
regarding my adventures.

No, it'saright (yawns, beginsto leave stage)

First | travelled to the Court of Hadley...

(turns, interested) Oh, redly? Nicerelaxing placefor aholiday, | hea.
Yes, but | had to move on.

Why?

Didn't like the dimate. (Boom Boom Tish!)

Anyway, all very interesting...must be going...neal to see aman about a dragon.
(Turnsto walk off)

...then I made my way to the land of Bradknalli a.

(turns, interested) Redly? What was that like?

Beyond your wil dest dreams - a paradise on Earth! But there was one problem...
Oh yes?

Yes - every jousting competition | attended, every damsel in distress| rescued...
they made me wea the most ridiculous corporate amour.

Let's have alook then.

Sr Cumferenceturns away from audenceand opens cloak to show Merlinux his armour, embarr assed.

MERLINUX:

(shields eyes, steps back) By Hoskins! All that blue - it's giving me aheadache!
And...er... (peas more dosely) what sort of coat of arms do you cdl that? What
are dl those wigdly lines sipposed to mean???



SIR C.: (cloaks himself again) | told you it was bad. That is why I've returned. I'm here to
prove that, | alone, am worthy of being King; only | will be &le to pull the sword
from the stone!

MERLINUX: (shegish) Ah, yes the sword in the stone. I'm afraid we've had to make afew
compromises to the usual fairytale set up. You seg ever since the reign of Chaos
began, magic isn't as powerful as it once was and more to the point our spedal
effeds tean are wmpletely rubbish. So, I've um... err... had to make afew
approximations. Thisis Galstone, our mathematical court jester.

GALSTONE: What doyou get if you integrate one over cabin with resped to cabin?
SIR C: | don’t know.
GALSTONE: A natural log cabin.

If you're neading the old wind’ s diredion,
Then the light scul pture begs close inspedion.
You may loveit or hateit,

Call it Art, or berateit,

But you can’'t missthat massve egedion.

(Alternative 1f you're eve in need of the wind s diredion/Then the light sculpture
begs a closer inspedion/Whether you love it or hate it/ Think it’s art, or like to
date it/ You cannd missthat enormous eredion.)

SIR C. (to Galstone) Gosh, doesn't that hurt?!

GALSTONE: What this? Naaaa! Believe me, I've had much worse going thru” my bonce
guasi-geostrophic  potential  vorticity, Hamiltonian sympledic structures.
Compared to these, the 5 inches of cold work-hardened sted presently lodged
inside my cerebellumis apogitive picnic. I'm in seventh heaven!

Alan Le Feyburstsin. Dramatic music.

LEFEY: (evilly) Ah hal | am Alan le Fey. Oh kned before me, you ignorant fodls. For | am
the Lord of DARCnesd

Audience prompted to boo& hiss

LEFEY: (turns to audence and waves arms apart) Cut that out! That's totally un-cdled
for: I'm not lecuring mow, you know! Merlinux.. ah and Sir Cumference... long
time, no see I'm here to pull the sword from Galstone's head to prove my rightful
place aKing!

SIR C.: Toughtoffees, Le Fay! | was herefirst; you'll have to wait your turn.

He attemptsto pul sword from head. spedal effeds. squeaking sound The sword staysin.

SIR C. It'sno good You're heal istoo thick!
GALSTONE: It appeas that the inviscidity approximation bregs down in this case.
LEFEY: You'e just too feeble, Sir Cumference Let me show you how ared man doesiit.

Stand aside lads, (limbers up) I'm about to PULL!
Same again: the sword staysin. Milli barthur wanders on.

MERLINUX: Ah, here ommes Milli barthur the mffeeboy.



MILLIBARTHUR: Galstone! You appea to have asword stuck in your heal! Let me get that out for
you! (he grabshold of the sword)

LEFEY: What, you? Milli barthur the coffeeboy? You'll never get that sword out — it takes
years of study at Knight School to be aleto dothat kind of thing!

MILLIBARTHUR: Oh, don't be so melodramatic!

Lights suddenly go ou & eveyone gets of stage. Projedor screen comes on andslowly read ou the
following:

PROJECTOR: Ladies & Gentleman; Unfortunately, owing to its gratuitous and violent nature,
the visual content of the following few seands has been blanked out. However,
we ae gtill able to bring you full audio coverage.......

FX: Long dawn-out sucking sound followed by a loud*finger-in-mouth’ pop

PROJECTOR: Thank you for your patience Visual content will now recommence

All back on stage.

Lights back on. Millibarthur standng, cleaning sword, unaware of significance Galstone wearing

bandag around read. Everyone apat from Milli barthur is golsmacked. Everyone dse bows down and

Milli barthur lifts svord.

Music: First few bars of Beghoven's Fifth, last movement.

LEFEY: Cut the pompous music!

The music abruptly endswith a realle scratch.

LEFEY: Milli barthur, you haven't head the last of me. Alan Le Fey does not give up so
ealy! (Heleaves, in a huf)

NARRATOR: And so, having pulled the Excdibur from the head of Galstone the jester,
Milli barthur became king. But Alan le Fay sworeto claim the aown for his own.

Lights down. Exit all.



ACT II

Scenel

Spdlight on Narr ator

NARRATOR: Nevertheless a seamingly Golden Age settled on King Milli barthur’s redm. As
far as his subjeds were mncerned, he wuld dono wrong, athough te did have a
spoat of bother with Dirt-tradk, the company that his predecessor had got in to run
the nation’s padkhorse network. Despite this, his Galup rating remained good,
and everywhere he went, his people hailed him as a Grea Ruler.
But al was not well at Earley Castle...

Lights up onstage. Enter Milli barthur and Merlinux.

MILLIBARTHUR: Oh, it's @ frustrating! The Conkers Tournament was rained of agan today! |
was © looking forward to seeng whether Dan Lunt's g/rup treament could
overcome the Polton Smash.

MERLINUX: Y es, these sudden downpours are most perplexing. But I'm told it could get much
worse.

MILLIBARTHUR: Surely not!

MERLINUX: Alas, yes. | got a report from the Itinerate Philosophers Council of Camelot
today.

MILLIBARTHUR: What, the IPCC? That bunch of beads?

MERLINUX: Yes, Sire. They say that we wuld be having serious moat-level rise, and plagues
of frogs aaossthe whole redm by the end of the decale.

MILLIBARTHUR: Sounds rious. But what can we do? We neal sage counsel in the ways of the
wedher, or we @uld runout of thyme. Hundreds of chives could be lost!

MERLINUX: The atrologers sy they can predict the weaher — apparently, they use afive-star
constell ation, cdled Orion Hoskins.

MILLIBARTHUR: Oh, I've seen those forecasts — my ensemble of seaveed is more acerate!
MERLINUX: Or you could run some forecast integrations on a fast stone drcle. The Druids tell
me they have just upgraded Stonehenge to run during daylight hours using a Sun
operating system.
MILLIBARTHUR: No... It'sjust tooun-PC, Merlinux. No. I'm going to have to think this one over.
Exit Milli barthur and Merlinux.
Scenell

NARRATOR: Later that evening, Milli barthur was walking alone by the lake nea the Castle,
mulli ng over the posshiliti es.

Lights up onMilli barthur walking slowly acrossthe stage (R-L), mulli ng things over. From the right
enter the White Knights. Talkalot is heard talking loudy as they enter.

TALKALOT: ...Of course, there might be a orrelation between the number of ladybirds on this
bush (indicates a member of the audences hair, perhaps?), and the Annual
rainfall at Earley Castle...



The other knights look bored/glum.

TALKALOT:

... Or maybe there's a rrelation between my shoe size and the likelihood d
snow in Caversham. Could be, could be...

Theyreach the front of the stage and encourter Milli barthur.

MILLIBARTHUR:

TALKALQOT:

MILLIBARTHUR:

TALKALQOT:

MILLIBARTHUR:

TALKALOT:

Sounds unlikely to me.

Y ou think so?

Yes, and | would know, for | am Milli barthur, King of the Britons.

That sounds awfully famili ar to me. Maybe there's a crrelation...

Who cares? Who are you, anyway?

| am Sir Takalot; well, at a 95% confidence level, anyway. | am one of King

Sephen’s ons, and these ae my companions, the White Knights. May | introduce
Sir Galahadam Il ..

Milli barthur and Galahadan shake handk.

MILLIBARTHUR:

GALAHADAM:

FISSPRESS

TALKALOT:

MILLIBARTHUR:

GWEEN HOUSE:

FISSPRESS

TALKALQOT:

GREY KNIGHT:

FISSPRESS

MILLIBARTHUR:

FISSPRESS

MILLIBARTHUR:

SIRPLUS:

TALKALQOT:

Areyou al right? You look alittl e paleo.

I'm aways like this — I'm of primeval descent. My grandfather, Galahadam I,
took part in the AMIP Crusade.

...1008..

Err... yes. And thisis Sir Shinedot, the Gween House Knight.
Don't | recognise you from somewhere?

Maybe, | often appea on Gardener’s World as the warm-up ad.
...1007...

And thisisthe Grey Knight, with her SCAPE-goat.

Pleassed to med you. (aside) My friendly exterior is redly just a warm front -
don't tell anyone though, or I'll sue.

...1006...

What is he going on about?

Oh, I'm Sir FissPresaure. 1006 falling dowly...
(indicating Sr Plus-to-requirements) And who's this chap?
I'm...

Oh, don’t worry about him — he's Sir Plus-to-requirements.

Sr Plus-to-requirements looks bewildered, and exts dejededly. Meanwhile, Milli barthur notices
Elli vere for the first time.

MILLIBARTHUR:

(as suave as he amanmanage) And who isthis?



ELLIVERE: | am Elli vere, of Earley Gate.

MILLIBARTHUR: (aside) Such aradiant damsel! (to Ellivere) May | kissyour hand?
ELLIVERE: Highwoodif | were you...

Milli barthur kneds andkisses Ellivere’ s hand

TALKALOT: Radient she may be, but you'll soon change your tune when she starts playing that

Enter Sr Latealot, running dowvn the aisle to the stage. He causes Milli barthur to break off what he
was saying.

LATEALOT: Oh, I'm so sorry everyone — there was a tailback of oxcarts on the Glastonbury
road, and then | ran into the Road Knight — she was snging a carol. I'm Sir
Latedot, by the way.

He shakes hands with Milli barthur.

MILLIBARTHUR: Whiteknights, it is indeed good fortune that we should med at this time, for our
very survival is at stake. Have you not noticed the lake levels rising?

GALAHADAM:  Water you talking about?
GWEEN HOUSE: Thelast king' srain wasn't like this!
FISSPRESS Why should we hail your ideas?

MILLIBARTHUR: No, it’s true! Strange things are afoat — | can fed it in my soul. But with you in
toe, we can take stepsto de-fee this menace

TALKALOT: But how are we going to solve this problem?

Enter Lady Singo. Obvioudly, we really want her to be emerging from the surface of the water, but this
might be a hit trickylogistically. Perhaps ie anwear cardboad cut out waves, or something.

LADY SLINGO:  Can't you lot keep the noise down? It’'s bad enough constantly being pestered by
Alan le Fay. Why do you disturb me in this cacphonous way?

MILLIBARTHUR: We were just discussngthe weaher...

LADY SLINGO: Wall, I can tell you, down there in the lake it’s as DAMP as the Department of
Applied Mathematics and Theoreticd Physics at the University of Cambridge.

But without the T.

TALKALOT: What on Earth were you doing down there?

LADY SLINGO: | live down there — | am Lady Slingo of the Warm Poadl, and | am wise. (pause)
And very modest.

GWEEN HOUSE: WEéll, if you're so clever...
GREY KNIGHT: ...thenyou'll know about weaher.
FISSPRESS Will you help usto know...

LATEALOT: ...when it’slikely to snow?



LADY SLINGO:

MILLIBARTHUR:

LADY SLINGOC:
TALKALQOT:
GREY KNIGHT:
TALKALQOT:

LADY SLINGOC:

The knights gasp.
MILLIBARTHUR:
THE KNIGHTS:

MILLIBARTHUR:

THE KNIGHTS:

Exit all.

Well —if you ask with affedion
Then I'll giveyou diredion...

Oh, these terrible rhymes

Take up far too much time!

Please, just tell uswhat to dd

Ok. Ahem — Go theeforthwith urto Tintagel ...

Tintagel? Where' s that?

Oh, it’s beyond Exeter somewhere...

Exeter? That's mil es away!

Yea verily | say to thee Go unto Tintagel, for there you shall find a Holy Urn,

whose balling waters confer upon the drinker complete meteorologicd
knowledge.

We must go there & oncel Who will join me on this grea quest for the Holy Urn?
(raising their swords) We will !

And since we seek the Urn, we shall henceforth be cdled ‘The Knights of the
CoffeeTable!”

Hurrah!

Scenelll

Heroic music, andthe sound d galloping howes, with other general horse-type noises. These mntinue
under (or over) the following naration.

NARRATOR:

(best heroic narration style) And so our tepid heroes charge off towards deepest,
darkest Devon, and thence onwards to Cornwall, and Tintagel.

With the thurder of hooves, and the whinnying of their trusted steeds; the wind
whistling through their hair, the landscape merely a blur; this, this is the stuff of
true aventure, true romance. And always, always, being uged on by Milli barthur
—their leaer, their King, their inspiration.

The music and soundeffeds end suddenly.

(suddenly revets to namal speed) Well, to be honest, it was al a bit dull, so
let’sleave that bit out. We rejoin our heroes asthey arrive & Tintagel.

Lights up. On stage is Robin, seated, with the Holy Urn to his right. Robin is nibbling a popadm
critically, andso doesn’t naticethe knights, asthey enter from the | eft.

MILLIBARTHUR:

ROBIN:

Er... hello?

(half to himself) Hmm. Not quite aispy enough— don't you think? Marks out of
5?

He proffers the popadum for Milli barthur to try. Milli barthur takes the popadum with some hesitation,

andtriesit gingerly.
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ROBIN: Seewhat | mean? Doesn't score very highly on the Hogan crispiness €de...

MILLIBARTHUR: Err... no. Um... we're on a quest for a Holy Urn — you haven't um... you, err,
don’'t happen to know whereit is, doyou?

ROBIN: A quest, you say? | too am on a quest — the quest for the Perfea Curry!
GWEEN HOUSE: | hea they do curry experiments at the Lab o Gu.

TALKALOT: But what about the Urn? Is that it over there? (to Milli barthur) There's not much
of aguard — maybe we should just take apopadum.

ROBIN: The Urn? Yeadh, that'sit. Y ou're welcome to it.

GREY KNIGHT:  What? No dealy challenge to overcome first? | expeded abit of an argie-bhgi.

ROBIN: Oh no. (to himself) Really not crispy enough...

FISSPRESS You exped usto phdl for that? Aren’t there any ferocious, many-headed beasts to
fight?

ROBIN: No, no. (to Gween House Knight) The, err, Lab of Gu, you say?

GWEEN HOUSE: Yes, that'sit.

ROBIN: | shall giveit atry! Enjoy the Urn—seeyou later...

Exit Robin, in pursuit of curry.

The knights gather roundthe Urn, in astate of awed exdtement.

MILLIBARTHUR: Sothisisit? The Holy Urn? The sourceof all meteorologicd knowledge?

Enter Killi ngworth, running, sword in hand

K-WORTH: Not so fast! You may have distracded my faithful servant, but you have me to
reckon with now! (corfidentially, looking over his glasses at the audence) |
would have got here sooner, but I've been at a mnference in Japan all week, and
then there was a PhD to examine in Toulouse — it’s such a whirl, you know.
(addressing the Knights again) | am Killi ngworth, guardian of the Urn, and thisis
Chilbalton, my sword: the Largest Steerable, Pointable Sword in the World!

Killi ngworth starts sanning the sword round towards the Knights, slowly, RADAR-style. This is pretty

ineffedive, so ore of the Knights gabs him easily, he fall s over, theygrab the Urn, and make a run for
it. We muld have some dramatic music for this bit too.

Exit all.
ScenelV
Horse noises and heroic music.
NARRATOR: And so they returned to Earley Castle with the Holy Urn. This time the journey

was much more interesting, full of diversions and dangers. (Music and FX ends).
But I’m not going to tell you about it, asthereisn’'t time.

During the nex bit of narration, the Knights come back on stage, and mime behind the narration —

drinking coffee drawing charts and tephigrams, that kind o thing. The music is jolly renaissance
music — lots of cornetts and sackbuts.
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NARRATOR: (at a leisurely pace, to alow for humorous mime on stage) When they finally
returned to the catle, the Holy Urn was installed in pride of placeon the mffee
table, and the Knights of the Coffee Table drank fredy of its enlightening waters,
and all was well in the land. Suddenly they could predict the weaher perfedly,
and all feas of cancdled conker tournaments were banished from their thougtts.
Crops were planted at exadly the right time, and Bank Holidays were planned
yeasin advanceto avoid rainy days.

Sudan change to 70s disco music (andlighting). The Knights danceappropriately.

NARRATOR: Some weekends there were outbresks of Saurday Knight Feve, but this was
usually just embarrassng, and not adually dangerous.

Sudakn change backto renaissance music, normal lighting, Knights behave normally, etc.

NARRATOR: In general though, life was completely idyllic, and there seamed to be nothing
which could pcssbly spail their happiness

But then, disaster struck...
LATEALOT: (runningto Milli barthur) Sire, sirel The Urn—it is broken!
All the knights gasp, and gather round muttering worriedly.

NARRATOR: Thus the shadow of ignorance fell over the land of Milli barthur. And lots of
unpredicaablerain...

Dramatic end music. Lights down.

CURTAIN
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ACT Il

Scenel
NARRATOR: And now, we return to Earley Castle, where the bre&ing of the Holy CoffeeUrn,
the fount of all meteorologicd knowledge, is causing a severe headache dter a
heavy knight out.

Lights up. Galahadam Il and the Gween House Knight are sitting aroundwith empty coffeemugs in
their hands.

GALAHADAM:  Arghhh my heal hurts. I'm desperate for a aup of coffee dter the pub-crawl last
night, but there’ s noneto be had!

GWEEN HOUSE: Yep, | fed awful. | haven't been so drunk since last yea’s Christmas Party. That
last mead at the Purple Beaver redly finished me off.

GALAHADAM:  Soit was nothingto dowith the seven you had before then? By the way, if it's any
consolation, | don't think you're the only one feding rough | just saw Sir Shaffrey
rushing off behind the stables, looking \ery green.

GWEEN HOUSE: Urgghhh When are they going to fix that urn?

Sr Talkalot, King Milli barthur andthe GreyKnight enter.

MILLIBARTHUR: Oh, thisisterrible! Without coffee my knights will become & unproductive & an
HDR forum meding.

TALKALOT: A little unfair | think, Sire. In fad, just yesterday we gproved the inclusion of an
extra cdegory in the thesis committee report form. As well as stisfadory, we
now have “Not quite & bad as unsatisfadory, but don't go making any holiday
plansfor this simmer”.

MILLIBARTHUR: Ah, splendid! Progressindeed! Anyway, what are we going to dowith this damn
coffee shortage? Personally my reseach hes felt as dumbed-down as a Channel 5
wedher forecast sincethe urn broke down!

TALKALOT: Why don't we ask the Lady of the Warm Pod for advice on fixing the urn — it was
her who led usto it in the first place

The GreyKnight has walked off to the side of the stage.
GREY KNIGHT:  Yes, we culd al go.
Thelights go down, except for a spatlight on the GreyKnight.

GREY KNIGHT: (to the audence — evlly) And we oould leave the urn urdefended. God, I'm
clever; | make Sir Hoskins look like afirst yea PhD student!

Lights back up.

MILLIBARTHUR: Grea ided Yes, well leave for the warm pod immediately. But we canot leave
the catle undefended. (calls) Sir Plus-to-requirements!

Sr Plus-to-reguirements enters.

SIRPLUS: Y es, your majesty?
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MILLIBARTHUR:

GREY KNIGHT:

MILLIBARTHUR:

GALAHADAM:

We ae leaving for the Warm Podl, to ask the Lady her advice on fixing the urn.
You stay here and guard the urn, and Ellievere, my queen. We won't be long.
Come on, knights. Y ou too Grey Knight, come dong row!

I'm sorry, but | won't be &le to come; I've got a mnference tomorrow. | need to
print out some more overhead parchments and you know how temperamental the
printer can be!

Of course. Thank you for reminding me. Yes, | must get onto Sir Elli s about that
one — if he ever stops prancing about on his new Marely Davidson horse. Come!
lead on, Galahadam 111 .

YesSirel

The Whiteknightstroop d stage minus Sr Plusand Grey kiight.

GREY KNIGHT:

Exit GreyKnight

NARRATOR:

LEHOZ:

LEFEY:

PPM:

LEFEY:

PPM:

LEFEY:
PRMV:
LEFEY:
PPRM:
LEFEY:
PPRM:
LEFEY:

LEHOZ:

(To audence in a kind d loud whisper) Ah-hal My ruse aout the printer
succealed. Now | can tell my evil master, Alan le Fey, that the Urnis (glancing &
a pahetic Sr Plus) ...virtually undefended. Ha ha ha ha!

Scenell
And so, the Grey Knight makes her way to DARC Towers, where Alan le Fey,
till bitter about his ladk of pulling power in Act I, is plotting with his evil
henchmen, Guillaume Le Hoz and P-PM about how to defea King Milli barthur
and so claim the throne.

...1 know, | know! How about we dressup as Lithuanian dancing grls and seduce
Milli barthur and his Whiteknights.

No, no. | tried that one last year when | applied for the head of the Hadley
Centre... All | can say isit didn't work! We need something original, something
they won't exped. P-P, doyou have ay ideas?

Hmmm yes; how about | come to the @urt of Milli barthur dressed as a famous
Belgian, drug their drinks and kill t hem whil e they slegp!!!

(looking ursure) | see adlight flaw in your plan.

Hmm, yes, it may be difficult to come acoss enough drugs for al the
Whiteknights. Y es, you'reright.

Oh o, that's not a problem — | have plenty left over from the sixties.

So you think killi ngthem is a littl e harsh then?

Oh o, it'sthe least they deserve for having more pulli ng power than me!

So what isit? What's the flaw in my plan?

Weéll, for the life of me, | can't think of afamous Belgian. (shrugs souders).
(Annoyed and unér hisbreath) Mon Dieu! Poirot! Tin-Tin!

Guillaume, do you have ay suggestions?

I'm sorry Alan, since | thought of the DARC aaonym I've use up al my credive
juices. I've got about as many ideas in my head as a Christmas Panto script writer!
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Thereisaknock at the doar. The baddeslook defensiveand ae prepared for an atack.

PPM: Who isza?

LEFEY: Oh, | know — I'd reacognise that coded knock anywhere. It must be my seaet mole
| planted in Milli barthur's court many yeas ago. She has risen steadily thought the
ranks and, against all expedations, has joined the inner circle of Milli barthur's
most trusted advisors... She isthe Grey Knight. Enter, my cunning, evil friend.

The GreyKnight enters.

GREY KNIGHT: My evil master, | come with good news. Earley Castle is currently undefended -
apart from Sir Plus-to-requirements, who is plainly useless They've dl gone off
to the Lady of the Warm Podl, because the holy urn has broken down.

LEFEY: At last! Now | have my chance Good work, my loyal Grey Knight. You will be
rewarded handsomely with athird floor corner officewhen | am king.

GREY KNIGHT:  Youaretookind my lord.

LEFEY: Right. We will enter the castle in a aunring disguise, and sted the Holy Urn

whilst the Knights are avay. Without the Holy Urn, al their papers will be
rejeded by every pee reviewed journa acoss the land... except Wedher,
maybe... Their salaries will remain urchanged yea upon yea, and, worst of all,
their conference travel grants will become s pitiful as the Agriculture sandwich
fillings. Hahaha!! Let us prepare our disguises.

Exit all. Lights down.

Scene lll

Spdlight on Narrator.

NARRATOR:

Meanwhile, the Whiteknights have arived at Whiteknights Lake, the watery
palaceof Lady Slingo of the Warm Podl.

Lightsup onLady Singoin her warm pod. Enter the Knights.

TALKALQOT:

LADY SLINGOC:

TALKALQOT:

MILLIBARTHUR:

TALKALQOT:

MILLIBARTHUR:

Lady Slingo, oh Lady Slingo

Wait! Hold your horses - I'm just filling in this NERC grant propcsal. Now,
where was 1? Computing budget....eaty, meety, miny, 10,000 painds. Mind
you, | could dowith a new PC at home — 20,000 painds. Come to think of it, the
TV's a bit ropey too — 30,000 painds. That'll do — got to be profesgonal about
this. OK —who isit? Oh no, not you lot again!

We have come to ask about...

Whoaathere! I'm king around here — I'll do the talking.

But on my NERC Gradschool course they told me that | need to be more
assertive, and to take control. (proudy) Apparently, acording to the assessment
they did, I've got leadership pdential.

Oh shut up. All you did on that course was get drunk, and dedde to leare
acalemia for ever. I'min charge here. Ahem. Lady Slingo, the holy urn, whose

resting placeyou so generoudly direded us to, us has broken down. In fad, it's
about as useful as alunchtime seminar on data assmil ation. Can you help?
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LADY SLINGO:

GWEEN HOUSE:

LADY SLINGOC:

MILLIBARTHUR:

LADY SLINGOC:

Lights down.

NARRATOR:

Oh | don't know, I'm a bit busy at the moment. Since my Lord, Alan le Fey,
buggered off to form his own company, and started hanging around with that
DARCIot, I've had to doall the work around here.

But | thought you did all the work before anyway?

Bloody good pant. OK, I'll seewhat | can do........ let's ewhat I've got here in
my watery vault.....Oooh, | haven't looked in here for yeas.....(pulls out massve
bodk, blows dust off). Ahhh Hoskins, Mcintyre and Roberson. Well | won't be
needing that anymore, it's been completely outdated (she throws it away, pulls out
anaher bodk) Circulating atmospheres, always makes my heal spin, that one
(throws it away). Ahh, my photo album (she opens up a bo&. As de turns the
pages, pictures appear of ledurers when theywere young or doing stupid things,
which are projeded onthe screen, she puts the bodk away). Ahh, here we go, the
solution to all problems, agoodlong screw...driver. (she pullsout screwdriver).

Thank you good lady. We will | eave you to finish writing your proposals. (The
knights leave)

Right — travel grants. Oooh, the Bahamas — | haven't been there for a while —
50,000 paunds...

Scene |V

Meanwhile, bad at the Castle, Sir Plus-to-requirements and the radiant Elli vere
are engagingin alittl e small talk.

Lightsup. Sr PlusandEllievee are on stage. Perhapstheyare seated at a table?

SIRPLUS:

ELLIVERE:

SIRPLUS:

So, just me and you then... err... err... Do you come here often?
I live here, you buffoon!
Oh yes, of course you do... err... err... We're not used to women around here,

you know. We had one before, but she left in mysterious circumstances — very
Fishy...

Enter Alanle Fey, Guill aume le Hoz and PPM from the left, dressed as maintenarce They knockon an
imaginary doar, with the appropriate soundeffeds. Sr Plus opens the doar to them.

SIRPLUS:

LEFEY:

SIRPLUS:

ELLIVERE:

PPM:

ELLIVERE:

Hello?

Hell o, we're from the maintenance department — we' ve come to fix your urn.
Ah, gred. The other knights must have cdled you. Comeonin.

Areyou surethisisagoodided? They don't look very professonal.

(to Ellivere) Ah! Come, come, my dea! Why don’'t you and | go off together for a
littl e, er, you know... téte-a-téte.

Ooh, the mntinental charmer!

Ellivere and PPM walk off to the side of the stage slowly, arm in arm. Ellivere is oblivious to the
remainder of the proceealings on stage, as PPM iswooing her extravagartly.

LEFEY:

Now, tie the other one up, and then we can get the urn!
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Le Hoz grabs Sr Plus, tieshimup, and gag him.

SIRPLUS: Ow! These bonds are tighter than the NERC travel grants for PhD students.
LEFEY: At last, the holy urnismine! Let us go. HaHaHa (evl cacKe).

PPM: Can | bring the lovely lady with me?

LEFEY: Yes — we may nedl her to operate the urn. (To Sr Plus) Deliver this message to

King Milli barthur: Alan le Fey is now the keeper of the holy urn! HaHaHa
Le Fey, Le Hoz, PPM andEllivere leave
NARRATOR: Minutes later, the Knights return from the warm pod.
Knights enter.
MILLIBARTHUR: Sir Plus, Ellivere, we're home! (sees Sr Plustied up onthe floor) Oh, Sir Plus,

not again. What have | told you about your kinky eveningsin? Next time, make
sure you invite me too.

TALKALOT: No Sir, | think he's trying to say something (takes off gag)

SIRPLUS: Oh! Oh! King Milli barthur, Something terrible has happened! Alan le Fey and his
motley crew have stolen the Holy Urn!

Knights gasp

SIRPLUS: And they've taken Elli vere too.

MILLIBARTHUR: Thisisterrible —what are we going to doabout the urn? We canot let thislie! |
propose aquest: we will travel to the catle of DARC, and retrieve the holy urn.
And, if there'stime | eft in the last scene, maybe we'll rescue Elli vere & well.

Misgon Impossble Music.

GALAHADAM:  Thisquest will be very perilous. Sir Gween House, fetch the parchment.

Gweanhouse fetches <roll, onwhich is drawn amap.

GALAHADAM: First, we must crossthe land of... Bradnallia

The Knights gasp.

GWEEN HOUSE: Bradnallia is a land full of government-funded soldiers. They are organised,
efficient, and well funded.

GALAHADAM: Next, istheland of... Shinfieldium
The Knights gasp.

GWEEN HOUSE: Shinfieldium is full of mercenaries from other lands. They spe& in strange
tongues and have expensive horses.

TALKALOT: And they get tax-freehay — lucky or what?!
MILLIBARTHUR: We aenot afraid. Let usbegin our quest.

Exit all.
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SceneV

NARRATOR: After travelling for many days, and crosing many roundabouts, the White
Knightsfinaly arrive in the land of Bradnallia...

There is a big black knight on stage (The Champion d Bracknallia). He has a shield with the Met
Officelogo onit. The Whiteknights enter.

TALKALQOT: Oh dea, he is much bigger than us, and histechnology is far more advanced. And
doesn't have to renew his contrad every threeyeas! What shall we do?

BRACKNELL: None shall pass | am the champion of the land of Bradknallia. In order to pass
throughthis land, you must chall enge me to mortal combat.

GWEEN HOUSE: That sounds a bit extreme! How about we dhallenge you to a game of football ?
Bracknell knight scratches chin and poners thisidea.

GALAHADAM: No — are you mad? We lost 10-0 to them last time! We'll probably do even worse
if we play them now.

GWEEN HOUSE: Yeéh, but now we astar immigrant knight, Sir Lawrence of America Or was it
Arabia?

GALAHADAM: Exadly! Well probably lose 20-0!!
TALKALOT: I know, welll just wait.

MILLIBARTHUR: What?

TALKALOT: Trust me on this one — just wait and see...
Everyone freezes.

NARRATOR: 3 hours passby...

FX: Ding.........

BRACKNELL: (looking & watch) Ooh, must go! (he leaves)
MILLIBARTHUR: (Suprised) How did you know he was going to leave?

TALKALOT: (with finger in the air) Ah hal Everyone knows that the knights of Bradknalia
never do any work after 5pm.

GWEEN HOUSE: Goodstuff, Talkalot. Now let’s go whil e the mast is clea!

NARRATOR: And so, having cowardly... err, bravely defeded the evil Champion of
Bradknalia, the next day our noble knights continue onwards to the rich and tax-
freeland of Shinfieldium. Progresswas dow... but not quite & dow asthe ITS
help desk.

The knights enter the scene. The Black Knight of Shinfieldium is there with a shield with the European
flag onit.

SHINFIELD: None shall pasd | am the champion of the land of Shinfieldium. In order to pass
throughthis land you must chall enge me to mortal combat!

TALKALOT: Oh God, not again!
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MILLIBARTHUR: What can we dhallenge him to thistime? Hmm, | know, a game of cricket.

GWEEN HOUSE: Oh no, not a goodidea Sir Wodnoughis bad from the ausades and you know
hell want to open the batting. It could take days... (he plays a Boycott forward
defensive strokewith his svord).

Theyboth look at Galahadan Il suggestivey.

GALAHADAM: | can’t challenge him —I’'m still hungover from the pub-crawl.

GWEEN HOUSE: | can't either — I'm till injured from the play-scrum | had last night with Sir
Frame

The knightshuddein acircle.

MILLIBARTHUR: (Whisperingin ashouingkind o way) What are we going to dd? One of us hasto
challenge him.

SHINFIELD: (Annoyed) | will give you urtil dinnertime to dedde who your champion will be.
Meé me bad here then. | haven't got time for this— | need my European siesta.

Everyone leaves.

NARRATOR: At 6 oclock that evening the knights return.

MILLIBARTHUR: (Looking pwzded) So where is he then?

GALAHADAM:  Yed, it'swell past dinnertime and | ate dl my sandwiches at 11am.

TALKALOT: Consulting my PDF tables, the most likely outcomeis that he's bottled it!

MILLIBARTHUR: OK Whiteknights, let’s sift one’s bottoms and presson to DARC Towers!

GWEEN HOUSE: | hopeit's hot too far —I’m as worn out as Alan O’ Nell’ s departmental credit card.

The knightsleave.

NARRATOR: Some threehours later the Shinfield Knight returns...

SHINFIELD: Ahhh— dinnertime! I'm looking forward to my snail s and Bratwurst with a padla
and pasta acompaniment, followed by a Belgian bun and Guinnessto wash it
down with... Now where ae those English knights?

A realisation suddenly dawns on the Shinfield knight.

SHINFIELD: Ahh! Holy Macaoni! | forgot that these uncultured English scum dine & 6pm.
ArrrggghH So they have escgped. | had better keep this quiet or the next thing Il
know I'll get sadked and end up working for some fly-by-knight cowboy company

like... like... Wed&her Informatics!!!!

NARRATOR: After luckily outwitting the Shinfield champion, the fearlessand talentlessknights
move on to DARC Towers...
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NARRATOR:

MILLIBARTHUR:

GWEEN HOUSE:

GALAHADAM:

GWEEN HOUSE:

TALKALQOT:

GWEEN HOUSE:

MILLIBARTHUR:

NARRATOR:

MILLIBARTHUR:

TALKALQOT:

ALL:

TALKALQOT:

MILLIBARTHUR:

DR JIM:

MILLIBARTHUR:

DR JM:

NARRATOR:

DR JIM:

ACT IV
Scenel

And so, after along journey, our intrepid heroes finally arrived at DARC Towers,
the imposing headquarters of the Dreadful Acronym Research Centre or DARC.
It was proteded on all sides by huge walls and had only one entrance. Along the
walls ran sophisticated defensive fins. Atop the main tower was a fiendish
looking device which many observers (Ken Spiers included) thought was used for
communication with other EVIL organisations such as the Unusually Gaudy And
Morbid Postdocs (or UGAMP).

We join our heroes asthey try to rescue the urn, and the lovely Elli vere.

(to Narrator) Oh yes, of course — she's here & well, isn't she... Ah-ah! DARC
towers!

Doesn’t look that impressve to me — half of it’s not even built yet.

What now my liege? How are we going to get in?

What about tying ourselves to a big balloon and floating in over the top?
Or... We muld try and starve them out by stopping their chocolate suppli es.

If we wait ‘til summer they’ll all come out to play croquet and we can snes&k when
they’'re not looking.

But by then Le Fey will have mmpletely assmilated the urn’s knowledge into his
model.

And he will have daimed the beautiful Elli vere & his bride.

Maybe we could wait a bit... No, we must get the urn back. Anyone got any other
ideas?

There's gatisticdly more chance of us getting in if we use bi-normally distributed
tactics.

What?

Split up.

Why didn’t you say so, then? Ok, we'll try it. G'ween, Galahadam- seeif you
can find away in round the badk. Takalot, you're with me —we might as well try
the front doar. (Gld, G'ween dff stage Milli barthur Talkalot continue)

STOP! Who goesthere? | am Dr Jim, the kegoer of the keys. You'll bein treble
if you try to get into my basanent.

Stand aside and let’s us past, or we'll knock this castle flat and send you Bach to
where you came from!

Saveaway, | say - or you'll the taste the edge of my... butter knife?

(from the side) a..a...a I'm terribly sorry, but | think you might have the wrong
implement...

Ah - sorry. Just wait aminim—I'll just go get something a littl e bit more sharp —
and then you'll be four-four it.
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NARRATOR: Right - now remember the increase in tempo in the last scene. From A? Here

goes.
DR JIM: Saveaway | say — or you'll taste the edge of my ..
TALKALOT: Oh, thisishopelesd

MILLIBARTHUR : Come on Takalot, we' ve got a score to settle with Alan le Fey.
They push Dr Jim aside, andwalk off stage to the sound d indignart clarinet music.

TALKALOT: (going df stage) Do you know what the chances of the narrator being able to
interaad with the cat of aplay are?

MILLIBARTHUR: QUIET! We don't want to let them know we're here.
Exit all.
Scenell

NARRATOR: Meanwhile, Galahadam 11l and the Gween House Knight are looking for a way
into DARC towers.

Enetr Gween House and Galahadan Il

GWEEN HOUSE: WEe've been all the way round this place— | don’t seehow we're going to get in —
thewall’sjust far too high.

GALAHADAM:  We uld climb in if it wasn't for those infernal errm... Well, what are they
exadly... sunshades?

GWEEN HOUSE: No, they're morelike....

GALAHADAM:  Anyway we've got to get in... Hangon I'll just get my pocket Cray out. (grossy
oversized sunflower seads fall out of his pockd together with an urfolding pdm
top computer) Ooh —what are these? | think | seed’ saway out of this mess

GWEEN HOUSE: Not sunflowers! Leaf them out of it! | had enough of them over the summer.
People were dways stalking about the size of Polton’s and what Done’s had on
the end of it. Anyway, how are we going to grow them fast enough? Y ou're not
going to be ale to cut the top and batom off them like Dame Lunt — that didn’t
work anyway.

GALAHADAM: No problem — | can make the Sahara green at the push of a button. We'll just put
them in a perpetual July model...

GWEEN HOUSE: And I'll add some of my own noxious gases — I'll C-O two to it that it grows like
the dappers. We'll be over thewall in no time.

GALAHADAM:  Wéll, water are we waitingfor...
Lights down. Exit all.
Scenelll

NARRATOR: Meawhile, inside DARC Towers, Le Fey's evil henchpeople ae working on
what they do best — concocting dreadful aconyms.
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Lights up onGuill aume Le Hoz, PPM, andthe GreyKnight standng aroundsupping cups of tea— Alan
le Feyisin the background

LEHOZ:

GREY KNIGHT:

PPV :

GREY KNIGHT:

LEHOZ:

GREY KNIGHT:

LEHOZ:

GREY KNIGHT:

LEFEY:

PPM:

LEFEY:

How about ... Hot Eastern Refreshing Drink, or HERD.
Weéll, that's sue-per but it reminds me abit too much of goats.
What? Globd Ocean Atmosphere Transfer Schemes?

No, just goats.

Ok, Ok, try this... Brown Leafy Oriental Beverage, or BLOB.
| sue-pose so, but it’s not very romantic.

Hmm. I've got it — Very refreshing and peasant drink made from dried leaves
and served with milk, or PROMISE.

Guill aume, that’s just sue-blime.

Will you stop trying to make up an aconym —it’s just TEA! What are you doing?
Milli barthur and his Whiteknights are here and we haven’t yet assmilated all the
urn’s meteorologicad knowledge! Haven't any of you FOOLS (aside) Foppish
Over Learned Simpletons... come up with any ideas on how to stall them yet?

Well... | was stting studying my magic bodks and then... pod! It came to me.
We get them with (whisper into Le Fey sear)....

So in esence... Pouff... Magic Dragon

(Dragonenters in some fast or blindingly slow way — GleH from the other wing)

LEFEY:

NARRATOR:

LEFEY:

GREY KNIGHT:

Well there's snou for it! (aside) This seneisredly startingto drag on... Send the
dragon outside to attadk them from behind (evil laugh PPM talks to dragon
dragonlumbers off stage)

Now as for the main defence I’'m afraid it’s up to you three— I'm going to proted
theurn...

...and the beautiful Elli vere?
No, just the urn.

| don't fancy this — battling the Whiteknights indeed! Sue-ddenly, I’'m alittl e busy
—byed (runsoff stagein the oppdasite diredion)

Lights down. Exit all.

NARRATOR:

Scene |V

Meanwhil e, back at the very back of DARC Towers...

Lightsup onGalahadan Il andthe Gweenhouse Knight. The sunflower has grown to its full height.

GALAHADAM:

Right that’s it — any more and the flower will break the model top.

GWEEN HOUSE: Do youthinkit’s grong enough? Its gructure looks alittl e unredistic.

GALAHADAM:

Y ou don't have much experience with models do you?
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GWEEN HOUSE: Ohwell! Me-thanek’s | should climb up first.

GALAHADAM: No way, don't be stupid. I'm aways first in the queue, and anyway I’'m not
following behind you and all your gases. I'll go first — you can cushion me if |
crash.

Mock dimbing scene — sunflower descends.

GWEEN HOUSE: Now what? Do you know where we're going?

GALAHADAM:  Wédll, judging by the filth and squalor, this must be the PhD wing.

GWEEN HOUSE: Inthat case, their headquarters are just down here on theright.

The dragon ha finally got back onto stage G'ween and Galahadan don't notice, dragon foll ows
G'ween andGalahadan as they search for DARC control.

GALAHADAM:  aresureyou N-O where you're going?
GWEEN HOUSE: Can you smell something burning?
GALAHADAM: Now that you mention it, | can. Smellsabit eathy

It's behind you scene — lines along the lines of ‘It's behind you', ‘“What’, ‘Drag-on’, ‘No I’'m wearing
manly dothes', etc.

GWEEN HOUSE : | think the stench is coming from outside (Galahadan shakes his head). I'll shut
this window, which has been carefully placed on stage as a plot device

The dragon realising it’s on the wrong side of the window, makes a leap for it and smashes into
window, collapsinginto a teap.

GWEEN HOUSE: Hal | told you | was right — they even put a helpful silver plague on the wall.
DARC - The Dreadful Acronym Research Centre, sponsored by the Nefariously
Evil Rent Colledor, or NERC.
Lights down. Exit all.
SceneV
NARRATOR: Meanwhile, King Milli barthur and Sir Talkalot are till on the trail of the Urn.
Lights up. Milli barthur enters with Sr Talkalot
MILLIBARTHUR: Can't befar now - we've seached the whole place

Guillaume Le Hozand PPM jump orto stage cacking.

PPM: A-hal We have you now. When we're done with you, you'll be mvered in
Bruges.

MILLIBARTHUR: Ghent out of the way —we're here for the urn.

PPM: Y ou're too choco-late — the urn is amost assmil ated

TALKALOT: That pun was more than | can bee. (to Milli barthur) Let me & them, my Liege —
you go and get the urn. (Milli barthur leaves) Right, let's se if you and your

assmilation scheme can handle this. ‘The weight of a PhD thesis is
proportional to the monthly-averaged units of alcohol consumed.’
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LEHOZ: Easy! Come on, make thisa call enge!

PPM: Enoughof this waffle, you littl e Antwerp.

TALKALOT: The dresssense of academics (aside) defined by a standardised style factor ...
isinversely proportional to their salary.

PPM: Guillaume! The model does not perform well here — the statistics are too redi stic!

TALKALOT: The net weight of facial hair explains 80% of the variancein the number of
peer-reviewed papersin publications.

LEHOZ: Ahh! He'sright — | cannot takeit.

TALKALOT : Everything... isexplained by PV!

LE HOZ/PRM:; Aaggh! Uurgh! (crumplein a heap — Talkalot runs off to find Milli barthur)

Lights down.

NARRATOR: So, having dedt with the evil henchmen, Sir Talkalot departs in seach of his
King.

Scene VI

Lights up. Le Fey is tinkering with the urn — Ellivere is in the rner with a sax round her neck
perhaps playingit?

LEFEY: Not long row, | think! And once we have assmilated the knowledge of the urn,
commercia superiority will be mine.

ELLIVERE: Your dastardly plan will fail —the urn can only be used for true reseach and will
not give up its knowledge to you Le Fey. Y ou cannot asdmil ate it.

Milli barthur burstsin.

LEFEY: Oh, what do you want? Can't you seel’m busy — make an appantment with my
seaetary!
ELLIVERE: Oh Darling! You've come to save me.

Milli barthur ignares Elli vere completely

MILLIBARTHUR: Giveit up, Le Fey —return the urn to it’s rightful home, or you will facethe wrath
of Excdibur!

LEFEY: What, that littl e pieceof metal ?

MILLIBARTHUR: Yes, for now its true power to be reveded for the first time —forged in the head of
the court jester, ‘Excdibur’ isthe ultimate punning machine.

LEFEY: That scare me — soon | will have dl the knowledge the urn can supply. | won't
COWer before you or your sword.

SWORD: Moove over Le Fey —it’s time you went to pastures new. The audienceis udderly
fed up with you milking your part. They can’t stomach any more.

LEFEY: Argh! Stopit, you're driving me nuts!
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SWORD: Brazli ant! Fed the strength of the pun cracke! You never though we'd cashew,
but we knew you' d shell out in the end.

LEFEY: Argh! Thisisjust not cricke.

SWORD: You're on a sticky wicke with that talk, Le Fey — we've got you and your order
stumped. You are aout to be aut out of the pitchure.

LEFEY: | givein, | give in — here take your urn and leave me done — and take her with
you. | can’t stand the sax anymore.

Milli barthur takes the urn. At that moment, Talkalot, Galahadan Il and the Gween House Knight
arrive, fromdifferent diredions.

MILLIBARTHUR: Talkalot! Gween! Galahadam! Succesd It’'stime to go home.

Theymaketo leave (stage left).

ELLIVERE: Milli barthuur!! Wait for mel!

Ste runs off stage after them, casting her saxophore aside.

Scene VI

Lights down.

NARRATOR: And so our heroes returned victorious to Earley Castle. (at this point, eveyone
starts to arrive on stage fromthe right. Milli barthur and co. are last) The urn was
repaired and returned to its rightful place ad the weaher forecasts improved.
The occupants of DARC Towers 4ill plotted and schemed, but nobody paid any
attention to them.

Enter Merlinux from the | eft.

MILLIBARTHUR: Ah, Merlinux— where have you been? We could have done with a bit of help badk
there.

MERLINUX: Well... the scriptwriters forgot about me urtil this paint, so I've been down the
pub.

MILLIBARTHUR: Waéll, as everyone's here and the urn is badk where it belongs, | think this cdls for
aright knees-up — bring on the pies!

PIE WOMAN: Right, here's today’s list. (quicky) dragon and le&k, chicken and le&k, dragon and
chicken, dragon chicken and leak, le& chicken and dragon, dragon chicken le&k
chicken and dragon...

SONG: Oh what a Knight.

THE END

Followed by much merry making andsuch like
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