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RH:  THERE YOU ARE, GOOD FRIAR.  I feel apologies are in order.  I have 

been so busy vexing our good Sheriff that I failed to ask how you fare with your 

new congregation!  I own they are a rag-tag lot.  Like herding cats, I imagine.  But 

stout-hearted good Englishmen all. 

 

FT:  I’D RATHER HERD CATS!!!  (pauses, chuckles).  No, No, good Robin.  

They are a trial to be sure, but your good works makes it all worthwhile. At least 

they’re not actors. 

 

RH:  HA HA, GOOD TUCK!  HA HA!  SO TRUE!  My goodness.  ACTORS!  

Hee Hee! – But pray tell, with whom are you having the most trouble?  If I may 

pry? 

 

FT:  Well… I guess it’s not like violating the confessional.  All right.  John Little 

or Little John.  I know he’s one of your favorites, and I love him like a brother.  A 

big, dumb, strong as a baboon, graceful as a pig on ice, brother.  Yestermorn at 

breakfast, he accidentally dumped half a pot of boiling porridge in my lap! 

 

RH:  YOWW! 

 

FT.  THAT’S WHAT I SAID!  Recovering some, all I heard was a loud boisterous 

full-throated LAUGH!  Followed by a hard, good-natured slap on the back, which 

almost sent me into the fire pit! 

 

RH:  (Hiding smile)  GOODNESS!  That’s no way to treat a man of the cloth.  I’ll 

speak with him.  Bear in mind, we all know Little John is a bit rough around the 

edges. 

 

FT:  ROUGH AROUND THE EDGES!  ROUGH AROUND THE EDGES?!  In 

Dr. Samuel Johnson’s new dictionary, under “Rough Around the Edges” there’s a 

picture of a porcupine, a piney sea urchin, and John Little! 

 

RH:  Well, good Friar, as I said, I’ll speak with him.  Perhaps we should introduce 

him to a good woman to help knock off some rough edges!! 

 



FT:  (Claps hands together, gleefully)  HA HA!  YES!  That might fix that jolly 

lout!  Serve him right! 

 

FH:  I trust some other troublesome children vex the good Friar? 

 

FT:  Well, good Robin, I loathe burdening you with my problems… May I bust 

Alan O’Dale’s lute over his thick noggin?  The insufferable twerp adds flourishes 

and trills throughout mass.  Especially hymns!  All the while beaming at me with 

that stupid grin on his face!  It makes me want to grab something heavy and …  

 

RH:  WHOA, WHOA, MY FRIEND!  Remember the Sermon on the Mount!  

Perhaps Alan thinks he’s being of help.  But henceforth, we’ll lock his lute away 

during your mass.  Anyone else? 

 

FT:  Well, this one is a bit…. dodgy.  You see… Well… There’s something 

peculiar about your…. cousin. 

 

RH:  You mean Will Scarlett?   

 

FT:  Yes, Yes!  I can’t put my finger on it, but there’s something “funny” about the 

way he walks…. 

 

RH:  Oh? 

 

FT:  And talks and he smells….. pleasant. 

 

RH:  GADZOOKS!  Tsk Tsk Tsk!  I’ll have to talk to her immediately.  We’ll 

have none of the this. 

 

FT:  Thank you, Rob – Wait!  What??  You said “Her!” 

 

RH:  Yes. Willow Scarlett is my cousin. She wanted to join our band so donned the 

guise of a man. But you, my clever duck, saw right through! 

 

FT: Ha Ha Ha!  BLESS MY SOUL!  Yes, of course, I – ODDS BODKINS!  OH 

SHAME!  In front of a woman!  Oh shame! 

 

RH:  Heavens, Friar!  What ails thee? 

 



FT:  Well, last night’s late snack of goose pie seemed a little off. When I awoke, 

my belly was in high rebellion.  I thought to walk it off.  I just came upon Master – 

er – Mistress Scarlett placidly sitting under a tree, when the unthinkable… 

 

RH:  You don’t mean…! 

 

FT:  YEP!  Blew out my sails with force 10 gales!  Let loose with that rancid 

goose!  Bellowed my flap with a thunderous clap! 

 

RH:  Good Heavens, good Friar!  Calm yourself.  I’m sure Willow took no offense. 

She was always a bit of a Tom Boy. 

 

FT:  Yet still, I’m somewhat mortified!  Oh shame!  In front of a lady!  

 

RH:  Fear not, good Tuck, as with your goose, this too shall pass. 

 

(exit together, chatting OR use this to say good bye)      

 

        


