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A MEDIEVAL FEAST  

by  
Claudia Haas 

 
ACT 1 

 
SCENE 1 - THE ESCAPE 

 
AT RISE: We are outside a medieval manor in England. It is the middle of the night. Two heavy castle doors are 
seen center. Doors can also be placed on the side. All are presently closed. A tired cook (KUKOO) is seen 
crossing the castle grounds en route to do her morning baking. A loud cat wail fills the air. KUKOO drops her 
baking supplies and looks around with a rolling pin ready to strike. 
 
KUKOO:  Who goes there? (another loud wail is heard) Cats! Go find some succulent mice and leave me in peace. I 

need to bake the morning bread. 
CANDIDA:  (offstage) Help! 
KUKOO:  A talking cat. This could be interesting. Cat? Are you stuck, Cat? 
CANDIDA:  Please help! 
KUKOO:  Oh! A polite cat! In the wood pile?  
CANDIDA:  Out! Get ME OUT! 
KUKOO:  Never mind! You are one rude cat. 
CANDIDA:  Pleeeease! 
KUKOO:  That’s better. (tries to open the door) It’s locked, Cat. 
CANDIDA:  I KNOW it’s locked. Kick the door down!  
KUKOO:  Kick the door? (kicks the door) Owwww! I’m losing feeling in my toes!  
CANDIDA:  Try again. Use your other foot. 
KUKOO:  Other foot? But it’s my last one.  
CANDIDA:  Please hurry! 
KUKOO:  It’s a good thing I like cats. (starts to lift her other foot and suddenly stops) You know, it would be easier if I 

used my keys. 
CANDIDA:  You have keys? 
KUKOO:  Of course I have keys. I’m the cook. I’m in and out of this shed all the time to get wood for the stove. 
CANDIDA:  (growing impatient) WHY DIDN’T YOU TELL ME YOU HAD KEYS? 
KUKOO:  You didn’t ask. 
CANDIDA:  GET ME OUT OF HERE! 
KUKOO:  I don’t know, now. You are starting to sound like one mean cat. 
CANDIDA:  (changing her tactic) Please, Cook. I’ll grant you anything you wish if you let me out of here. 
KUKOO:  Oh! A magical cat. This is better and better. 
 
 (KUKOO hurriedly unlocks a side door to the shed and CANDIDA enters. SHE is a mess; although dressed in 
finery, SHE is covered with dust and wood. CANDIDA runs around happy to be unleashed.) 
 
CANDIDA:  I’m free! Come! There’s no time to waste. We must find the family Rose! It’s my last hope! 
KUKOO:  You’re not a cat. 
CANDIDA:  I know. 
KUKOO:  But - I thought you were a big, magical cat who was going to grant me a wish. 
CANDIDA:  I am the Lady of the Manor. I can grant you whatever you like. After I find the Rose. 
KUKOO:  You’re not the Lady of the Manor. I’ve seen her. She bathes. 
CANDIDA:  I am Lady Candida. And I usually bathe. But there’s no time. We must flee! 
KUKOO:  I’m not going anywhere. Unless, of course, you have the power to grant me my own plot of land. Now, that 

would be worth risking my life. 
CANDIDA:  I am the rightful Lady of the Manor. I can help you. After you help me. After I find the Rose.  
KUKOO:  My allegiance is to Lord Beggarman - not to a Rose. I must bake the morning bread or the Lord of the Manor 

will grind me down as I grind the wheat. Excuse me. 
CANDIDA:  Please! Lord Beggarman is not the rightful owner of the Manor. He is merely my guardian. I am my father’s 

heir. I should be ruling the estate. My guardian locked me up. He means to marry me off tomorrow morning. Then he 
will take the manor for himself. Besides, he will never grant you your own plot of land, whereas I... might. If you help 
me find the lost Rose. 

KUKOO:  You’re too young. 
CANDIDA:  No, I’m not. 



 
KUKOO:  Well, actually, he’s too old. 
CANDIDA:  What? 
KUKOO:  You can’t marry him. 
CANDIDA:  Who? 
KUKOO:  Your guardian. 
CANDIDA:  I’m not marrying my guardian! I’m to be married to a Lord in the North country. He has oily hair and a runny 

nose.  
KUKOO:  That’s terrible. 
CANDIDA:  I know. 
KUKOO:  You can’t marry your guardian and the runny-nosed, oily-haired Lord of the North country. The law dictates that 

you can only marry one of them. 
CANDIDA:  I don’t want to marry any of them!  My guardian wants to dispose of me! 
KUKOO:  Your Guardian intends to marry you and then dispose of you?  
CANDIDA:  You’re very confusing to talk to, do you know that? Who are you?  
KUKOO:  Your cook, Kukoo. 
CANDIDA:  I’m not cuckoo. 
KUKOO:  No, I am. Actually, my name is Kukola but most people call me Kukoo. 
CANDIDA:  No kidding! 
KUKOO:  No, Kukoo! 
CANDIDA:  Very well, Kukoo... if you help me find the Rose... I will later help you. 
LORD CHASER:  (from afar LORD CHASER appears; HE is not terribly swift but very loyal) Halt! Who would you 

be? 
KUKOO & CANDIDA:  Lord Chaser! 
LORD CHASER:  Announce yourself!  Who would you be? 
KUKOO:  I would be Queen of England. But of course, I’m not. 
LORD CHASER:  What? 
CANDIDA:  (ducking down) Keep him talking. I’m going to scurry to your kitchen. Cover me. 
KUKOO:  (drops her cloak over CANDIDA) I told you who I would be. Now do you want to know who I actually am?  
LORD CHASER:  I’m confused.  
KUKOO:  Is that you, Lord Chaser? Relax your guard. It’s just me, the cook. Getting ready to bake bread. (starts off with 

LADY CANDIDA at her side) 
LORD CHASER:  What is by your side? 
KUKOO:  My Lady... 
CANDIDA:  (in a fierce whisper) Don’t give me away!  
KUKOO:  (pushing CANDIDA down and covering her with her cloak) Cat! My Lady Cat! She’s a wonderful mouser, 

aren’t you Cat? Meow for the good knight, Cat! 
CANDIDA:  (reluctantly) Meow. 
LORD CHASER:  Cat? (scared of the big cat, HE suddenly stops) That’s one big cat! 
KUKOO:  Yes, well she catches lots of mice. I’d better be off, Lord Chaser.  
 
(KUKOO and CANDIDA - on her hands and knees start off. As CANDIDA scurries away, KUKOO steps on her 
cloak and she is revealed.) 
 
LORD CHASER:  That’s not a cat.  
CANDIDA:  Funny. You’re the second person to notice that tonight. 
LORD CHASER:  You must come with me by order of Lord Beggarman! 
CANDIDA:  Let’s split apart! Run, Kukoo! Run! Meet me west of the hillside! 
 
(They are running a circle around LORD CHASER who is spinning in the middle trying to keep an eye on them. 
Suddenly they split apart and LORD CHASER is confused.) 
 
KUKOO:  (suddenly standing still) Why? 
CANDIDA:  We’re going on an adventure! We’re going to find the Rose and get the manor returned to me. (CANDIDA 

exits one way and KUKOO another.) 
LORD CHASER:  Ahhh! The “old split apart to confuse the chasing knight” routine. (loudly) Well, I’ll have you know - 

(softer) that it works. I don’t know which way to go. 
SERVILE:  (An overwrought SERVILE enters getting ready for the wedding.) Make way. Make way. I must collect the 

bride. Oh no! The door’s open!  
LORD CHASER:  That’s very astute of you.  
SERVILE:  Look at all the wood. It’s a haven for spiders and vermin. Can you get the bride for me? 
LORD CHASER:  She’s not in there. 



 
SERVILE:  Oh no! Lord Beggarman will be most distraught! And he will take his anger out on me! Have you seen the Lady 

of the Manor? 
LORD CHASER:  I don’t know. I think she changed into a cat. 
SERVILE:  Not possible. 
LORD CHASER:  Anything’s possible. Nothing has gone right at this manor for many years. Ever since the family lost the 

Rose.  
SERVILE:  And where did Milady-the-Cat go? 
LORD CHASER:  The Cook went one way and Milady-the-Cat went the other. But I don’t know who went where. 
SERVILE:  Then we must do the same. Split apart. Search them out!  
LORD CHASER:  (runs right and suddenly stops; HE then runs left and again suddenly stops) I can’t do that. I’m 

only one person. 
SERVILE:  I know! I’ll go right! (to LORD CHASER) You! Go left and do the same! (SERVILE and LORD CHASER get 

all fired up and proceed with the directions. With full speed ahead, they get ready and run - right into each 
other. They knock themselves out and lay on the floor. SERVILE looks up.) This could be a problem. 

 
BLACKOUT 

 
 

SCENE 2 - THE JOURNEY 
 
AT RISE: We are in the mountains. The center doors open to reveal a backdrop of mountains. Morning sounds 
are heard. SEER enters, dressed in rags and carries a sack. 
 
SEER:   I’m the one who knows the woes of the Rose; But I propose - just suppose - what bodes... if I disclose... what I 

owe from long ago? 
FRUHSTUCK:  (offstage) Macht schnell! Climb up, I say, and tell me what you see! 
SEER:  Who goes? I don’t know! Suppose I hide and view this show! 
 
(SEER hides as GESUNDHEIT enters. GESUNDHEIT is exhausted from days of climbing the Alps. SHE carries a 
large sack. SHE is listening to FRUHSTUCK’s orders and doesn’t obey one of them. SHE is clearly disgusted with 
him.) 
 
FRUHSTUCK:  (offstage) Gesundheit! Climb up to the highest peak and tell me what you see! Looken-sie for wasser! 

Find food! Is there a village? Do you find Richland? On the double! Schnell! Make haste! 
GESUNDHEIT:  Gesundheit, find me this! Gesundheit, prepare me that! Always Gesundheit! I never wanted this job. This 

strange man kidnaps me and now I am his servant. I am traveling two weeks! Two weeks up and down these 
mountains! And you know what? I’m tired. 

 
(With that, SHE promptly falls to the ground, pulls the sack over her and proceeds to fall quickly asleep. SEER 
peeks as FRUHSTUCK enters.)  
 
FRUHSTUCK:  Who goes? Gesundheit, did you prepare the fire? Gesundheit! It’s kalte up here! Ahh-choo! 
SEER:  Gesundheit. 
FRUHSTUCK:  What is that? Who calls my serf? Ahh-choo! 
SEER:  Gesundheit. 
FRUHSTUCK:  Again, I hear my serf’s name! But no serf! Gesundheit! Where are you? Hold fast! I’m not afraid! (louder) 

I’m not afraid!! (louder) I’M NOT AFRAID! (A snore is heard. FRUHSTUCK jumps in the air and throws his arms 
up in surrender.) All right! I am afraid! (A “me-me-me” sleep sound is heard.) Gesundheit? Ist that you? (HE sees 
the sack lying there with GESUNDHEIT’S feet sticking out.) Ahhh! Gesundheit! Have you melted? (GESUNDHEIT 
shudders under the sack.) Ohhh! What horrible happening is this? My serf has melted and her ghost shudders! Who 
has done this terrible thing?  

 
END OF FREE PREVIEW 


