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THE CHRISTMAS PRINCESS 

By Arthur M. Jolly 

 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 

THE FOOL, a clown, desperately bad at being a jester, her jokes fall flat, but physically comic. This 

role can be played M or F, with appropriate dialogue changes (he for she, etc.). 

THE QUEEN, imperious. 

THE KING, well meaning, but gruff. 

THE PRINCESS, beautiful but spoiled rotten. 

LUCY THE MAID, sensible, until she falls in love. 

PRINCE VALIANT, handsome but dumb. 

ALLAN, a rugged woodsman. 

WAKENDA THE WITCH, a true witch, one that understands people. 

THE CRESCENT MOON BEAR, big and scary. (Doubled by the King, though it is also possible 

for a different actor to play this role to create an additional casting opportunity.) 

THE DRAGON, amplified voice for an outsize puppet. (Voiced by the Queen.) The puppet itself 
could be moved/danced by anywhere from a pair of dancers who also play the Woodland 
Sprites (in a small cast production) to a whole company of dancers (for instance, if it were a 
Chinese Dragon). 

WOODLAND SPRITES, a dance ensemble of any size, dependent on the needs of the 

production. 

SCENE 1—THE PALACE 

(A long pause.) 

FOOL: We want the show! We want the show! They're never going to start. 

(She wanders on stage.) 

Where are they all? Why aren't they starting? (To AUDIENCE:) Are you lot ready? ...Well, I'm 
ready. Which is good, because I start the show. I have the very first line, so I'm very important. 
(She looks around:) Come on! We're waiting! I'm brilliant, you know. I come on and I tell you all 
about the beautiful Princess, and how she's going to get married to a handsome prince 
tomorrow! On Christmas! He's as dumb as a bucket of rocks, but you can't have everything. 
When you're a Princess, you have to marry a prince. Or a frog. I read that in a book somewhere, 
you can marry a frog too. Not much of a choice, if you ask me. I mean, if someone asked you, 
would you rather marry a handsome prince who has quite a lot of money and lives in a huge 
castle with satellite TV and Nintendo RockBand Troubadour Edition, or marry a smelly, slimy 
frog that lives in a muddy pond and eats flies...it wouldn't be a hard decision, 
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would it. Unless, you really, really like slime. But the Princess doesn't want to marry someone 
she's never met. She says she doesn't love him. I told her, he may have all the personality of a 
cardboard box in the rain, but at least he doesn't eat flies. She doesn't listen to me. No one listens 
to me, and I'm the most important person here. I have the very first line in the show. When are 
they going to start? COME ON ALREADY! I'm going to go see what's going on. 

(She exits at the Upstage Left Door. A CLANGING GONG sound.) 

(From Offstage:) Oooh! 

(She staggers back on stage through the Upstage Right Door, clasping her head.) 

They just explained it to me. I'm late! I should've started already. I better go see why I haven't 
started yet. 

(She exits Upstage Left as the KING and QUEEN enter Upstage Right.) 

QUEEN: Where is she? Oh, that silly woman. 

KING: Everyone's waiting. 

QUEEN: I don't know why you hired her. 

KING: She's a fool. 

QUEEN: She's an idiot. 

(The Fool runs on.) 

Where have you been? You should've started already. 

FOOL: You started without me? 

QUEEN: You weren't here. 

FOOL: Where was I? 

QUEEN: In the back. 

FOOL: Oh my goodness! I'll run and get me. 

(She runs on Up Left.) 

KING: The sad thing is, she thinks she's funny. 

(The Fool runs on Up Right.) 

FOOL: I'm not back there! Go on without me. 

QUEEN: Really, she's the worst jester anywhere. You must get rid of her. 

FOOL: No! 

KING: You're a terrible fool. You haven't made me laugh once since I hired you. 

FOOL: (Desperately:) I can make you laugh! ...Uh...what's brown and sticky? 

(The King and Queen look at each other.) 

A stick! 

QUEEN: You're an irritating little person. Harry, throw her in the dungeon. 
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FOOL: No, no! I can be funny. I can! What did—uh—what did the blind horse say to the parrot 
with one leg a little shorter than the other leg? 

QUEEN: Hmmm...What  did the blind horse say to the parrot with one leg a little shorter than the 
other leg? 

KING: Yes, what did the blind horse say to the parrot with one leg a little shorter than the other 
leg? 

(Beat.) 

FOOL: I have no idea. I was just desperately hoping I'd think of something. 

KING: Tomorrow is Christmas day—and our beautiful daughter will be marrying Prince 
Valiant. It will be the finest wedding ever—a Christmas wedding. It will be a perfect day. And 
as Court Jester, your job is to be funny. If you have not made me laugh by the time the 
wedding is over, I will drop you in the deepest, darkest, nastiest, moldiest dungeon in the 
castle! 

FOOL: Why sirrah, I will make you laugh...I will...uh...(To the youngest, littlest girl in the front row:) 
Do you know any jokes? 

(Reaction. Improvisation.) 

(Joke or not, eventually the Fool turns to the King.) 

She's not making you laugh either. Throw her in the dungeon! 

KING: OUT! AWAY WITH YOU! 

(Quaking, the Fool runs off.) 

QUEEN: Come, we have so much to prepare for the wedding tomorrow. 

(They exit. Blackout.) 
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SCENE 2—ANOTHER PART OF THE PALACE (PRINCESS' CHAMBERS) 

(The PRINCESS sits at a mirror. LUCY, her maid, combs the Princess' hair.) 

LUCY: Ninety-six, ninety-seven, ninety-eight, ninety-nine...one hundred. There. 

PRINCESS: Am I not the most beautiful princess in all the world? 

LUCY: Yes, your highness. 

PRINCESS: I have blonde hair. 

LUCY: The only blonde hair in the kingdom. 

PRINCESS: Aren't I lucky? 

LUCY: Well, you banished every other blonde—or forced them to dye their hair...purple. You 
fired any maid you thought was prettier than you. You made— 

PRINCESS: Yes, well all that's not important now. The important thing is that I am the fairest in 
the land. Even the mirror says so. 

LUCY: Does it? 

PRINCESS: Well, it would if it could talk. It certainly shows me how pretty I am. 

LUCY: You spend enough time looking at it. 

PRINCESS: It's a shame that I have to marry some horrid prince I've never even met. 

LUCY: They say he's very handsome. 

PRINCESS: Handsome...pah! 

LUCY: I think you're lucky, your highness. Prince Valiant...he sounds so dashing. He'll ride up on 
his mighty steed and sweep you off your feet. The handsome prince. 

PRINCESS: But I deserve more than just a pretty-boy! I want a prince who's...who's kind. 

LUCY: You're not kind. 

PRINCESS: Who likes animals. 

LUCY: But you don't like animals. 

PRINCESS: Who's modest. 

LUCY: But you'd have nothing in common! 

PRINCESS: I'm sorry...were you talking? I wasn't paying any attention. Millie? 

LUCY: Lucy, your highness. 

PRINCESS: Whatever. What do peasants do about getting married? Do you get married? 

LUCY: Of course. But we usually marry for love, not money. 

PRINCESS: Well duh—you don't have any money. But at least you don't have to choose between 
a Prince you don't like or a frog. 

LUCY: A frog? 

PRINCESS: The jester told me that was my only option. 
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LUCY: I don't think you should take advice from a fool. 

PRINCESS: Well, in all the story books, the fool turns out to be clever, and makes everything 
work out in the end. 

LUCY: Not this fool. She's the worst fool ever. 

PRINCESS: Then who can help me? 

LUCY: Well, you could... 

PRINCESS: What? 

LUCY: Nothing. 

PRINCESS: What? 

LUCY: I shouldn't have mentioned... 

PRINCESS: You didn't mention. You're going to mention now. 

LUCY: Your highness! 

PRINCESS: Stop it! See this? Tiara. I'm the princess here. Now—out with it! 

LUCY: Well...You could ask the witch. 

PRINCESS: Which witch? 

LUCY: Wakenda Watt. Watt the Witch. 

PRINCESS: What witch? 

LUCY: Yes. 

PRINCESS: What? 

LUCY: Yes. 

PRINCESS: Which witch? 

LUCY: Watt. 

PRINCESS: What? 

LUCY: Exactly! 

(Beat.) 

PRINCESS: I have no idea what you're talking about! 

LUCY: The witch. 

PRINCESS: I want to know her name. 

LUCY: Watt. 

PRINCESS: The witch's name. 

LUCY: Watt. 

PRINCESS: I want you to tell me her name! 

LUCY: I just told you her name. 

PRINCESS: What is it?! 
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LUCY: Exactly! 

PRINCESS: Her name is exactly? 

LUCY: No, your highness, that would be silly. Her name is Watt. 

PRINCESS: I'm asking you! (Beat.) What is the witch's name? 

LUCY: Yes. 

PRINCESS: She's called yes? 

LUCY: No. 

PRINCESS: So she's called what? 

LUCY: Yes. 

PRINCESS: If I asked you the witch's name, you would tell me what? 

LUCY: Exactly! 

(Beat.) 

PRINCESS: If you say "exactly" one more time...I'm going to have your head cut off. 

LUCY: Your highness! 

PRINCESS: Just tell me—simply—the name of the witch. 

LUCY: Watt. 

PRINCESS: Tell me the name of the witch. 

LUCY: Watt! 

PRINCESS: TELL ME HER NAME! 

LUCY: WATT IS HER NAME! 

PRINCESS: (A la Lou Costello:) Whaddaya askin' me for? 

LUCY: I'm telling you! 

PRINCESS: You're telling me what?! 

LUCY: EXCA...and bacon. 

PRINCESS: Watch yourself. 

LUCY: I'm sorry, your highness. Watt is a witch. 

PRINCESS: A magical woman with a cauldron. 

LUCY: That's her! 

PRINCESS: Who? 

LUCY: Watt. 

PRINCESS: WHO?! 

LUCY: You don't need to yell. 
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PRINCESS: I CAN YELL ALL I LIKE, I'M THE PRINCESS! (Beat.) Just tell me about this witch, 
and I don't care if her name is Abigail Smedgewick Chucklebottom! 

LUCY: She's a scary old woman that lives in the forest in a little hovel. Everyone says she's a 
witch. I thought maybe she could help you. 

PRINCESS: Yes! She could cast a spell on the prince and turn him into a frog! Wait, that wouldn't 
work, I'd still have to marry him. 

LUCY: Well, if there's anyone that knows how to get you out of this, it's Watt the witch. 

PRINCESS: Which what? 

LUCY: Close enough. 

PRINCESS: My father would never let me go into the forest. 

LUCY: You can't always do what your father tells you. 

PRINCESS: He's not just my father, he's the king. 

LUCY: Even so... 

PRINCESS: I have an idea! 

LUCY: You do? 

PRINCESS: I'll disguise myself...as a peasant! (Searching the audience:) I'll dress up in the nastiest, 
ugliest, poorest, smelliest, rottenest rags and tatters I can find. (She notices Lucy again:) Ooh! Give 
me your dress. 

LUCY: What? 

PRINCESS: We'll exchange clothes. I'll dress up as you and go see the witch. (Beat.) You can wear 
my dress. 

(Lucy covets her dress...) 

I'll be back within the hour. 

(Lucy compares the size of the Princess' waistline to her own...) 

LUCY: But, your Highness... 

PRINCESS: Enough! I told you what was going to happen, and I'm the princess! Tiara! Now get 
to it! 

LUCY: Yes, your highness. 

(Lights fade as they start to undress.) 
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SCENE 3—THE PALACE 

(The King and Queen are standing, center. The Fool enters.) 

FOOL: Milord and lady! 

KING: Yes? 

FOOL: May I present his royal highness...the Prince Valiant! 

(PRINCE VALIANT enters—and strikes a pose at the doorway. The King and Queen do not notice 
him.) 

QUEEN: That's not funny at all. 

KING: It's silly. As if the Prince would turn up on the wrong day. 

QUEEN: What kind of an idiot would he be, to turn up a day too early? 

KING: Only a Prince with the brains of a mosquito— 

QUEEN: A sick mosquito! 

KING: A squashed mosquito! 

QUEEN: A sick squashed mosquito! 

FOOL: (Aside to PRINCE:) All squished and mooshy—yeuch! 

KING: —would be so dumb, so ignorant, so FOOLISH as to turn up a day early. 

(The King turns, and sees the Prince. Double take. Ah what the hey, triple take. [In the 2009 
production, there was a seven-take. The king, the queen, the king and the queen, the jester, the king and 
the jester, the king and the queen and the jester, and finally all four of them!]) 

Agh! 

QUEEN: Prince Valiant! 

KING: Oh we were not expecting... 

QUEEN: We were just...uh... 

KING: We were just talking about—a different Prince. 

QUEEN: (Looking around for inspiration:) Oh yes, Prince...Prince Chair. Door. Carpet! 

KING: Good old Prince Carpet. 

VALIANT: Prince Carpet? 

QUEEN: Yes, a very old— 

KING: Worn— 

QUEEN: Family. 

VALIANT: He sounds like a bit of a knucklehead. Glad I'm not as dumb as Prince Carpet. 

FOOL: Of course. You're much smarter than a carpet. 

VALIANT: (To the Fool:) Thank you. You must be the King. 

FOOL: He's the King. 
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VALIANT: (To the King:) King Erroneous! 

KING: Heironymous— 

VALIANT: Heironymous! I am Prince Valiant. I have come to ask for your daughter's hand in 
marriage. Actually, all of her. 

KING: Wonderful. 

VALIANT: (To the Fool:) And you must be the Queen.  

QUEEN: I am the queen! That's the Jester. 

VALIANT: Oh, of course. Silly mistake, it must be the hat. So where is everyone? I was expecting 
to ride up on my shining white steed, and be surrounded by an adoring crowd for a royal 
wedding. 

QUEEN: But the wedding's tomorrow. 

VALIANT: Are you sure? I thought it was Christmas tomorrow. 

QUEEN: It's both. 

VALIANT: A Christmas wedding? How confusing. We won't know which presents are for the 
wedding and which ones are for Christmas. 

KING: Well...there may not be very many presents. 

QUEEN: We hate to say it—but we're poor. 

VALIANT: Poor?! You live in a palace! (He looks at it:) A very small, rather run down palace. 

KING: We used to be rich. But the royal treasury was robbed. 

VALIANT: Robbed? You mean, changing the furniture and painting the walls? 

KING: No, that's redecorated. Robbed is when things get stolen. 

VALIANT: Oh, robbed. Well, that's terrible. What color is it? (Reaction:) I mean, what did they 
take? 

KING: Everything. 

QUEEN: My jewels! 

KING: My gold! 

FOOL: My string! 

(Everyone looks at her.) 

I collect string...what? 

VALIANT: So your wealth has been stolen. 

KING: Yes. 

VALIANT: No presents. 

QUEEN: No. 

VALIANT: Well...that's okay. Once I marry your daughter, we'll go and live in my palace, which 
has gold floors. 
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KING: Gold floors! 

VALIANT: Gold ceilings. 

QUEEN: Gold ceilings! 

VALIANT: Gold windows. 

FOOL: Gold wind—How'd you see through them? 

VALIANT: I leave them open. I'm so rich, I have the outside air conditioned! 

KING AND QUEEN: Oooh! 

VALIANT: Now show me to the Princess! 

FOOL: This way, Moneybags. I mean, your richness. 

(The Fool and the Prince exit.) 

KING: We will be rich again, my dear. 

QUEEN: Nothing must go wrong with the wedding. 

KING: Nothing will go wrong, my dear. 

QUEEN: Our daughter better like him. 

KING: She doesn't have a choice. Not many princes around. Anyway, what's wrong with him? 
Perfectly fine prince... 

QUEEN: Well, he doesn't seem too bright— 

KING: No. If you gave him a penny for his thoughts, he'd owe you change—but he is better 
than a frog. 

QUEEN: A frog? 

(They turn, and start leaving together, talking as they go.) 

KING: Yes. The jester was explaining to me just the other day the advantages of having a son-in-
law whose legs are considered a delicacy... 

(Lights out slowly.) 
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SCENE 4—THE FOREST 

(Dark and gloomy. The scariest trees possible. The Princess, dressed in the Maid's outfit, creeps 
through the forest.) 

PRINCESS: Oh my...it is dark and gloomy in a forest. I didn't think there'd be this many trees. 
Once you put them all together like this...it's so hard to see anything! The ground needs a good 
sweeping too—there's dirt all over it. There's no organization. It's not a bit like the royal 
gardens. 

(She doesn't see ALLAN, a handsome young fellow gathering wood, until he speaks.) 

ALLAN: The royal gardens? 

PRINCESS: Eeek! 

ALLAN: And when did you see the royal gardens, Miss? No, no...don't be alarmed, young lass. 
It's just me, the blacksmith's son. 

PRINCESS: What are you doing creeping around in the forest? 

ALLAN: I'm not the one creeping around. I'm cutting wood for my father. 

PRINCESS: The blacksmith? Why does someone that works with iron need wood? 

ALLAN: Why, for the forge, lassy. You burn the wood to heat the forge to heat the iron. Have 
you never seen a blacksmith at work? My father's the finest smith in the land. He once shoed a 
pony for the Princess herself. 

PRINCESS: Oh...the princess? The fair, beautiful blonde Princess? 

ALLAN: Princess Stuck-up, they call her. Or Princess Snooty-pants. 

PRINCESS: What?! 

ALLAN: The vainest woman in the kingdom. They say she's so shallow, she could drown on a 
wet sidewalk. 

PRINCESS: Well, what nerve! 

ALLAN: You should be careful, though. If she ever saw you, she would have you thrown into the 
dungeon for being so beautiful. 

PRINCESS: Yes, I am. I mean, I certainly would. I mean...Smithy-boy— 

ALLAN: Allan. 

PRINCESS: Allan...where is the witch that lives in these woods? 

ALLAN: A witch? 

PRINCESS: Yes. Her name is Exactly. Maybe. 

ALLAN: Exactly maybe? 

PRINCESS: Maybe. 

ALLAN: Exactly what? 

PRINCESS: Don't start! 

ALLAN: There's an old woman that lives in a hovel, further up the path. 
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PRINCESS: That's her! 

ALLAN: Her name is Watt. Wakenda Watt. 

PRINCESS: (Realization:) Oh. (To the audience:) You know, you could've just told me. 

ALLAN: Just keep on going up the path. When you get to the deepest, darkest part of the forest 
—there's a little hut. That's hers. 

PRINCESS: The forest gets darker than this? 

ALLAN: Aye, lass. And if you don't hurry, you'll not reach her hut before nightfall. 

PRINCESS: Oh my. Maybe I should go back...but I've come so far. 

ALLAN: I could walk with you, if you'd like. 

PRINCESS: Very well. I will allow you. And as we walk, you may tell me how pretty I am. 

(As they start walking through the forest:) 

ALLAN: Streuth, you must be almost as vain as the Princess herself! 

PRINCESS: I am not vain! 

ALLAN: Ah, vanity, thy name is...what is your name? 

PRINCESS: It's Prince—Uh...Priscilla. Priscilla Peasant. 

ALLAN: Pleased to meet you, Priscilla. I'm Allan. Allan, Allan the blacksmith's son. Works from 
dawn 'til day is done... 

PRINCESS: That sounds like a poem. 

ALLAN: Aye, a piece of one. An old, old poem. I was named after it... Then again, my father was 
Allan, and my grandfather before him. We're all born the son of a smith, and grow up to be 
blacksmiths and have sons of our own. 

PRINCESS: And you like working as a smith? 

ALLAN: I like shoeing the horses. You have to be very gentle with them, or they get frightened. 

PRINCESS: Oh. Are you married? 

ALLAN: Not yet, Priscilla. And you? 

PRINCESS: Not if I can help it. That's why I'm going to see the witch. 

ALLAN: I wouldn't call her witch. Not to her face, anyway. 

PRINCESS: Is she a wicked witch? 

ALLAN: You'll find out. That's her hut, just up there. Good luck, sweet Priscilla. 

PRINCESS: You're not staying? 

ALLAN: I have wood to gather. Mistress Watt will see you safe out of the forest, if you ask her 
right. 

PRINCESS: Good bye. 

ALLAN: 'Til we meet again. 
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(He leaves. The Princess goes to the hovel, as she is about to knock—the WITCH appears. This can be 
as simple as the actress emerging from the hovel, or a full on dance sequence with the WOODLAND 
SPRITES dancing around her as she prepares a bubbling cauldron.) 

WAKENDA: The Princess fair. What brings you to my humble abode? 

PRINCESS: How did you know I was here? 

WAKENDA: Guess. 

PRINCESS: Guess? 

WAKENDA: Guess. 

PRINCESS: You used a crystal ball to spy on me. 

WAKENDA: No. 

PRINCESS: You foretold my arrival in your cauldron of bubbling witchbrew. 

WAKENDA: This is gumbo. 

PRINCESS: Gumbo? 

WAKENDA: Gumbo. Shrimp, sausages, potatoes. I'm very proud of my 
gumbo. 

PRINCESS: I don't care. 

WAKENDA: It's not witchbrew. You don't make witchbrew with sausage, witchbrew is made 
with newt's eyes and fenney snake. Are you saying my cooking smells like fenney snake? 

PRINCESS: No! 

WAKENDA: Well, your answer is: No. I did not foretell your arrival in my cauldron of delicious 
homemade, extra spicy shrimp gumbo with yummy sausages. Make your last guess, or go back 
to the palace and quit wasting my time. 

PRINCESS: Well...I don't know! You're a nosy old baggage, and you heard us talking! 

WAKENDA: Exactly. Two lovebirds, trilling their song right past my hut—I'd have to have been 
deaf. 

PRINCESS: But how did you know I was the princess? 

WAKENDA: Well, young men with a fancy in their eye may not always see clearly, but your 
shoes aren't made for walking. Those soft hands have never scrubbed a floor or washed a dish— 
and your dress has creases that were made by someone a little...taller than you. I notice things. 
Plus, I've seen your face on silver coins. 

PRINCESS: That's not really magic. Can you help me? 

WAKENDA: What is it you need? A love potion? 

PRINCESS: Tomorrow, I must wed a Prince I've never met. I want you to stop it. I don't want to 
marry him! 

WAKENDA: If you've never met him, how do you know you don't want to marry him? Maybe 
you'll fall in love with him at first sight. 

PRINCESS: I'd sooner marry the blacksmith's son! 
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WAKENDA: You could do worse—mayhap you should've looked at him a little closer...what's 
wrong with this Prince? 

PRINCESS: He's rich and stupid. 

WAKENDA: Sounds like a match. 

PRINCESS: I'm not stupid! I may be vain, but— 

WAKENDA: You admit it? 

PRINCESS: Well, why shouldn't I be! I'm pretty. I'm a princess! My whole life, I've been told I'm 
the beautiful princess, I've been dressed up and put on display, I've been told what to wear and 
where I can go, and who I must marry. A dumb prince or a frog! That's my choice! 

WAKENDA: Hey! I married a frog once. (Beat.) They're over-rated. 

PRINCESS: I command you to stop the wedding! 

WAKENDA: You command me? In my forest, you command me? 

(Wakenda waves her hand—THUNDER ROLLS, Lights go darker. Dancing WOODLAND 
SPRITES emerge, and whirl round the Princess pulling her hair and plucking at her dress. The 
Princess cowers.) 

(Wakenda waves the Sprites away.) 

Now you've had a chance to think about it, I bet you wish you'd asked that differently. 

PRINCESS: Mistress Watt, if you would be so good as to help me, I would be very grateful. 

WAKENDA: That's much better. If you want to stop the wedding, you must give three gifts. 

PRINCESS: Gifts? 

WAKENDA: Tomorrow's Christmas, isn't it? 

PRINCESS: Yes, but princesses don't give gifts, they get them. Lots of them. Last year, I got two 
ponies, so that if one broke, I could play with the other. 

WAKENDA: Oy vey. Tomorrow, you must give three gifts. To your father, you must give a 
single hair from the crescent moon of the Crescent Moon Bear. To your mother, you must give a 
tear from the Dragon's eye. And to the man that you will marry, you must give a petal from the 
blood rose. 

PRINCESS: But I don't want to marry him. 

WAKENDA: Then don't give it to him. Give it to the one you do want to marry. 

PRINCESS: Where will I find the Crescent Moon Bear? Or a dragon? Or the blood rose? 

WAKENDA: If you go deeper into the forest, far past my— 

PRINCESS: Hovel. 

WAKENDA: House! ...across the dead stream and through the barren rocks, to the very deepest, 
darkest part of the forest— 

PRINCESS: Oh my. 

WAKENDA: As far as the other side of night—you will find a dark cave. That is where the 
Crescent Moon Bear lives. He will call the dragon. 
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PRINCESS: How does he get cell phone reception out there? 

WAKENDA: When you pluck out one of the hairs from the crescent moon shape on his chest, he 
will cry out so loudly, the dragon will come to his aid. 

PRINCESS: Oh. 

WAKENDA: I didn't say this would be easy. The bear has sharp claws and big teeth. 

PRINCESS: And then he calls a dragon? 

WAKENDA: A dragon with sharper claws and bigger teeth. A bear can only eat you up. The 
dragon can burn you to a little pile of ash that will blow away in the wind. 

PRINCESS: It's impossible! 

WAKENDA: Well then, go ahead and marry your stupid prince. It's the easy way out. 

PRINCESS: Never. 

WAKENDA: Then you know what you have to do. Start walking. 

PRINCESS: What about the blood rose? 

WAKENDA: You'll find that when the time is right. It's getting later by the minute—and you 
have a long way to go. 

PRINCESS: Thank you. 

WAKENDA: Do you want some gumbo to take with you? It's got yummy sausages in it. 

PRINCESS: No thanks. I'm good. 

WAKENDA: Oh, take some. Here. You'll appreciate some nice warm gumbo on your journey. The 
night will be as cold as a cruel word, and the wind as sharp as an icicle. 

(She hands the princess a miniature cauldron.) 

And here—this will hold a dragon's tear. 

(She hands the Princess a crystal vial on a chain, which the Princess puts on as a necklace.) 

Good luck. You have a long way to go, and it's uphill all the way...and all the way back. 

PRINCESS: But it's getting dark... 

WAKENDA: You're right, I should've said it's uphill and dark all the way. 

(She goes back into her hut, cackling.) 

(The Princess looks back the way she came in...but decides to go on, and exits on the far side of the 
stage. Blackout.) 
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SCENE 5—THE PRINCESS'  CHAMBERS  

(Lucy, dressed as the princess, sits at her table, brushing her hair.)  

LUCY: One, two, three... 

(She shrugs, and puts the brush down. With a furtive glance, she tries on the tiara and admires 
herself.) 

(The Prince enters.) 

VALIANT: Princess? 

LUCY: Oh! 

VALIANT: I am... 

(They look at each other. Love at first sight. True love.) 

...Prince Valiant. You're more beautiful than everyone says. 

LUCY: You're the handsome Prince! 

VALIANT: Yes. And tomorrow, I shall be your handsome husband. 

LUCY: Oh dear. I'm not... 

VALIANT: Don't tell me you're having second thoughts. 

(He kneels in front of her.) 

I couldn't stand it. You are the woman I have dreamed of my whole life. 

LUCY: Wow...You have incredible eyes. 

VALIANT: Two of them. 

LUCY: Wow. 

VALIANT: Princess? 

LUCY: Oh. 

VALIANT: I know I may not be very clever—in the third grade, the other kids teased me because 
they could do long division and fractions, and I was twenty-two...but I will be a good husband, 
and kind and true to you. 

LUCY: I'm not...I can't marry a prince. I'm poor. 

VALIANT: I know, your father told me. It doesn't matter. I would marry you if you were a 
scullery maid. 

LUCY: Or a ladies' maid? 

VALIANT: I would marry you if you scrubbed the toilets at Dodger Stadium. I just wouldn't kiss 
your hand. 

(He kisses her hand. Her arm. As he works his way up, the Fool enters.) 

FOOL: Your highness! 

(The Prince leaps up, the Maid squeaks in alarm.) 
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VALIANT: I was just kissing her hand! 

FOOL: You! 

VALIANT: Yes me. Her hand, was kissing. (Correcting himself:) I. 

LUCY: I must go! 

 

This is a portion of the play. To order a complete copy or for performance rights, visit 

www.youthplays.com, or see the contact info on the information page (click your 

browser’s back button, or visit http://proplay.ws/thechristmasprincess.html) 

 


