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PJ:  Ah!  Dear Mother!  How fairest thou?  Looking forward to the day’s sport? The 

chess Match?   (evilly)  I know I am!  (He He He. Heh heh heh.  Ha Hooh!)  (wringing 

hands) 

QM:  Oh, Johnny. Oh goodness.  I know that chuckle.  You are up to some devilment!  

Always up to some mischief!  Your brother, Richard, was never… 

PJ:  AGHHH!  Richard, Richard, RICHARD!  Bah!!  And don’t call me Johnny!  I’m…. 

QM:  …My Son!  And I will call you whatever I wish.  I AM the Queen mother, you 

know!  HMMM… Forthwith, I shall refer to you as Prince – Panty Bunch!  Or Stinky 

Boots?  Poopy Doll?  Every utterance I make is recorded for posterity, you know. 

PJ:  (Stamping up and down)  AIEEE!  MOTHER!  Why must you vex me so??  Stop at 

once or I’ll – I’ll – I’ll hold my breath until I turn blue!  I’ll poop on your shoes!  I’ll… 

QM:  Calm yourself, my son!  Good gracious!  Such carrying on over a silly joke!  Of 

course I would not say or do anything to embarrass your or our royal family.  You can do 

fine without my help.  I’ve oft wonder-ed if it were poor upbringing… or poor toilet 

training responsible for your temper.  Alas, we’ll never know, as your nanny died 

mysteriously. 

PJ:  (nervously)  Umm.  OH!  Yes!  Drowning incident, I believe. 

QM:  Yes.  In the moat, I think. 

PJ:  Yes!  That’s right!  In the moat!  (heh heh) 

QM:  Yes. Witnesses say she dove in from the northeast tower.  Some 300 feet tall, I 

think. 

PJ:  HAHAHA!  WHAT A SPLASH!!  Uh – Errr – she would have made… (heh heh) 

QM:  Don’t you find this curious? 

PJ:  Oh.  Um.  I heard she was quite athletic.  (pause)  Well. That was nice.  Gotta run.  

Gotta scoot. Gotta go count my loot! Cheery Bye! (exits) 


