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I NT. MAP & DRAW NGS - AGE OF KINGS. DAY

We nove over a col orful patchwork hand-drawn map, fading
bet ween various sketched-out illustrations:

G M(V.0)

Behol d! Qur nodern world, a grand and
gl orious tapestry of kingdons and
fiefdons, peopled by elfs, gelfs,
dwarfs, borfs, nen, fen, orcs, dorcs,
centaurs and dragonfol k inclusive, al
toiling beneath the countless eyes of
t he seven gods!

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. DANK FOREST. DAY

The speaker, A M (hard 'g'), a sloppy, snaggle-toothed half-
orc barbarian putting on airs, expounds to an apple.

G M (CONT' D)
Lands of nmagery and sorcery, saga and
song, where an honest half-orc and his
stout dwarfen pal perform great works
of spider-slaying for the common good!

Hi s conpani on DARON, a conpact dwarfen thief, saws away at
t he abdonen of the corpse of a cowsized giant spider

DARON
Who are you yelling at?

G M
H story! Eternity! If our legend is to
endure, it must be burni shed.

DARON
| hate to break it to you, Gm but we
are not | egends. W' re hoboes selling
silk sacs at six silver per.

G M
Daron, | |love you as a brother, but |
despair of your view of life. Were's
your grandeur? Your ponp? Your sense
of circunstance?



DARON
Probably hanging out with all our
noney and possessi ons back in Kestra.
Renmenber that, O Bastard Prince?

G M
Not ny fault!

DARON
No, but we wouldn't have to wal k back
very far to find sonething that was.
Farting on the cook?

G M
That was an acci dent!

DARON
Pissing in the Warden's face?

G M
Adm ttedly that was intentional

DARON
|"mnmerely saying, wouldn't it be nice
if just once we showed up, sold the
goods, and got drunk wi thout having to
hear - -

CUT TGO

I NT. JULEZ" TAVERN. DAY

G M
WHO CARES TO HEAR THE TALE OF THE
BASTARD PRI NCE?

It's busy on a Thorsday afternoon. Various humans, elves,
hal flings, and dwarfs apply thenselves to their booze.

G m bal ances unsteadily atop a stool and waves a fl agon
about, splashing ale on Daron seated next to him

DARON
And here we go.

G M
My first nmenory is of ny nother!

G mtunbles off the stool, knocking Daron's ale all over him



DARON
Good one, G m Excellent work.

G M
(fromthe floor)
Contrary to reports, ny nother was not
a whor e!

DARON
This... this is great stuff. You're
really outdoing yourself tonight.

G mstruggles to his feet.

G M
| said she WASN' T a whore! Wat do you
want from nme?

DARON
Si |l ence? And anot her al e?

G M
But of course! Julez, an ale for ny
fine friend Daron! Indeed, ales al
ar ound!

G mtosses a snmall handful of silver coins on the bar. The
bar keep, JULEZ, a |lanky lady elf, makes the silver vanish and
al es appear.

G M (CONT' D)
What was | saying? Ah yes! My nother
was an orcess of prodigious strength
and generous malignity. On ny fifth
bi rt hday, she braided ny hair one
final tinme before kicking ne out of
t he house forever, as is the gentle
way of our people. But not before--
but not before!-- revealing to ne a
nost terrible secret!

JULEZ
The secret of how you're a boring
bast ar d?

G M
Don't skip to the end! | have a
rhyt hm

He tries to renenber where he was.



G M (CONT' D)
Uhhh... she told nme, she told ne that
nmy father G ob was not ny father at
all! For so it was that in the years
before ny birth, the nen of the plains
ranged in anorous adventure across our
| ands! One of these nen laid his wly
man' s eyes and nore upon ny not her,
and five nonths later | was born!

JULEZ
Fi ve?

G M
In truth, it's long for an orc
pregnancy. The man seed drags on the
chi | d.

DARON
Can't forget that detail.

G mwaves his flagon again for attention

G M
And WHO was this urgent Man of Men,
this bestower of unwelcone gifts, this
aut hor of hunbl e soul s? Cone, you al
know him He jingles in your trousers!

G mpops a coin spinning up in the air --PING-- catches it--

G M (CONT' D)
Good people, may | present...

He hol ds the coin out triunphantly, heads-forward, on which
gl eanmrs a SHI NY Kl NG

G M (CONT' D)
H s Right Majesty Walter Shaftsbury
the First, King of Concordia and ny
unfortunate father

There's a monent of silence, then:

JULEZ
Oh, that is testicles.

G M
It is not! It happened!



JULEZ
|"ve no doubt sonebody |aid eyes and
nore on your nmom but the king?
Hol ding up a coin doesn't nake it so.

GM
Jul ez, you besmirch ne! You doubt ny
proof ? Must | pull it out?

G mreaches deep into his trousers and extracts a dog-eared
BOOK, which he slans on the bar in front of Jul ez.

Despite herself she picks it up. Gves it a sniff. EM Reads
t he cover.

JULEZ
"El anor Seaworth's Good Quide to
Princely Behavior and Conduct"?

She shrugs.

JULEZ (CONT' D)
| don't get it.

G M
Qoviously this slender and pricel ess
vol une was in the possession of the
young and ready king as he ranged
across our lands! It fell fromhis
pack and remai ned behind after his
sordid adventure, thus serving as ny
education in all matters princely!

JULEZ
Real | y? Qobvious is the word you' d use?

G m insulted, plucks the book back from Jul ez.

G M
| crave pardon if | carry no gilt-
edged wits of birth; in truth such
are rarely issued in the fair swanps
of the O chy of Gor! But what other
proof could you need? By sword and
word, the King is ny father and I am
the Bastard Prince, or ny nane isn't
G m

GUARD CAPTAI N
GmFitzwal ter?



The GUARD CAPTAIN (ferale, as it turns out) and two town

guards, arnored and tough-1ooking, have taken up position
behind G m

G M
(of f bal ance)
Gm GmFitz, youreally, yes, I'm
that's me, I'mGmFitzwalter.

GUARD CAPTAI N
You are under arrest.

END COF COLD OPEN




I NT. JULEZ'" TAVERN. DAY
Where we left off. G mshrinks back fromthe guards.

GUARD CAPTAI N
Come quietly and there won't be any
troubl e.

G M
What's this about? |'ve done not hing,
save entertain and el uci date!

GUARD CAPTAI N
We've orders to pick up a certain
hal f-orc troubl enaker, and you fit the
descri ption.

G M
Oh, that is so typically human. What
did it say?

GUARD CAPTAI N
Mal e, half-orc, answers to "G m
Fitzwalter."

G M
Pah! That's half the people in this
room

DARON
Congratul ations, Gms nouth. You've
done it again.

GUARD CAPTAI N
Qur orders are to bring in the half-
orc and anyone with him

DARON
That's not ne, honey!

GUARD CAPTAI N
Bring the Dwarf.

DARON
Godsdamm t, G m you rectum



The guards club themboth to the ground wth sturdy

t runcheons.

EXT. CASTLE CONCORD. DAY

Establishing - Castle Concord of the Kingdom of Concordi a.
Not bad for a castle. It loons on a hill over the sprawl of
the city.

| NT. DUNGEON. DAY

G m and Daron, chained up against the wall and sporting sone
fashi onabl e new brui ses, fume in a cranped cell

G M
| don't understand it.

Daron snorts.

aM
Are you mad at ne?
DARON
Yes!
aM

That is not fair and you know it.

DARON
Did it ever occur to you that telling
that stupid story here, in the very
shadow of the castle itself, mght be
a slice or two short of w se?

G M
| tell that story everywhere. It's a
great story! Common folk |love it.

DARON
They don't.
G M
And I'Il tell you why they love it:

because it's the truth!

Ca- CLI CK!' The door opens. The Guard Captain enters, foll owed
by PRI NCE RI CHARD SHAFTSBURY. Richard is smartly dressed.



PRI NCE RI CHARD
Incredible. Really incredible. This is
really hinf

GUARD CAPTAI N

Aye, m | ord.
PRI NCE RI CHARD

And you, orc... you're GmFitzwalter.
G M

That is ny nane and | am he, called
Bastard Prince by sone.

DARON
Fal se.

G M
But to whom am | speaking, sir? | nust
say | feel we've been treated nost
atrociously, ny friend and I. W' ve
done nothing, nothing at all to
warrant this cruel inprisonnent!

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Amazing. That is really sonething. But
hey, let ne introduce nyself. |I'mKing
Ri chard Shaftsbury. The Second. O
will be.

DARON
You honor us, your Highness. Right,
G nP

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Thanks. That's great. But right now
want you to put yourself in ny
position. I"mheir to the throne, see?
|"mdoing the time, expanding the
realm--really putting in the hours--
all for ny bedridden father. Wo
remai ns bedridden. For years. And
years. And YEARS.

G M
That sounds frustrating.



10.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Doesn't it? Then, two days ago, he
finally takes a turn for the worse.
Call s nme bedside, |lets me know, hey,
|'ve got an orc hal f-brother and
--even better!-- he's a year older! By
| aw, he's heir to the throne!

DARON
Ch, dung.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Ri ght? Went ny whole |ife not know ng
this, learned about it for the first
time two days ago. Thanks, Dad!

G M
And you think he's ME? Because it
perfectly matches ny tale? A co-
i nci dence, surely.

Ri chard whi ps out Gms "Good Guide."

PRI NCE RI CHARD
This is yours, right? Don't answer
that. W got it out of your stuff,
it's yours.

Richard flips the guide open and points.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
"WS'? "Walter Shaftsbury"? My
father's initials?

G M
Ri di cul ous! That clearly reads "5.M"!

Ri chard rotates the book 180 degrees.

G M (CONT' D)
Chhhh. .. But... |I've told the tal e of
the Bastard Prince a thousand times in
a hundred ki ngdons. You're saying it's
THI' S ki ng?

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Looks |like. So you see how you're a
probl em for ne.
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G M
Whoa. Wait. You've got the wong idea.
|"mnot him | nean yes, | AM him but

hi m does not want to be king. | think
kings are for rectuns. |'mperfectly
content killing spiders and coll ecting
gol d.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Hah! Yeah, no, we're not doing that. A
hal f-orc noron neandering the ki ngdom
telling drunken |ies about being the
true heir? People would ask questions.
And then we'd have to burn these
peopl e, and ot her people, and pretty
soon you're just burning everybody you
see.

G M
But you don't have to do that.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
| sure don't. | gotta give you credit,
Gm | figured it would take weeks,
nont hs, who knows how long to find
you. Qur lands are littered with half-
orcen trash. Picking out one guy?
Forget it. But you, you're so
monunental ly stupid you wal ked into a
bar and bl abbed your whole life story.

DARON
Listen to the man, G m he's naking
sense.

G M

It's a good story, godsdamm t, and I
will not be shaned into sil ence!

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Anyway, thanks to you, we don't have
to worry about that big picture stuff.
We can wap the whole thing up before

dinner. I'Il round up sone guys, we'll
put you to death, annnnd... | think
that'Il cover it. Captain, behind the

stabl es. Fifteen m nutes.

DARON
VWhat about ne?
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PRI NCE Rl CHARD
Put to death. Loose ends. You get it.

DARON
Gods, but | hate you, G m

EXT. BEHI ND THE STABLES. DAY

Three guards tie Gmand Daron to sturdy posts while a fourth
and the Guard Captain set about |oading crude | ong-barreled
muskets on a rough wooden table. Prince Richard enters.

G M
You, sir, are the arse of a horse.
This is barbaric, shaneful

Ignoring G m Richard picks one of the nuskets off the table.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Ever seen one of these before?

G mlooks inploringly over at Daron, who sighs.

DARON
Oh, fine.

G M
(to Richard)
Why, yes. I N MY TROUSERS!

PRI NCE RI CHARD
kay, fair, | wal ked into that one.

G M
I ndeed, 'tis a life-size replica of ny
very phallus, cast in iron, that you
cradle in your nmoist and trenbling
pal m

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Quite the nouth on you, Gm No, this
is the future. This is the kind of
i nnovation that puts Concordi a ahead

of the game. | won't bore you with the
details, but with one of these --no
magi ¢, no spells-- you can kill an orc

at half a mle.



GUARD CAPTAI N
If you can hit him

PRI NCE Rl CHARD

Whi ch brings us to you gentl enen. See,
my guys need practice, and you need
killing. Bang! Put 'emtogether! How s
that for forward thinking? Al ny
executions are done by firearm | cal

it a "shooting squad."

G M

You're certain it's not a siXx-nman

mut ual nasturbation teanf

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Again with the nouth. It's al
bad. We're brothers, after al
ci rcunst ances were different,

nost too
[. If
you and

| could' ve been... hmm .. actually,

no. Strike that. Pretty sure

| hate

you. Captain? Are the nen ready?

GUARD CAPTAI N
Aye, sire.

PRI NCE Rl CHARD
Get to it.

The guards, who've already fanned out

into a sem-circle

around G m and Daron, raise their nuskets.

END OF ACT ONE

13.
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EXT. BEH ND THE STABLES. DAY

The guards prepare to fire.

G M
Hol d! Hol d! Prince Richard-- may |
call you Dick? Dick, | never knew

before today |I had a brother. To neet
you and find you're such a terrible
person conmes as an awful shock from
which I will not soon recover. And now
you nean to murder ne. Brother, D ck,
if thisis to be ny end... will you
not grant the Bastard Prince his final
wor ds?

Ri chard weighs it.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
You know what? |'ma nice guy. You can
have... six words.

G M
| need but two.
(bel | owi nQ)
VWHO TURNED OUT THE LI GHTS?

VHAM BLACKQOUT! A sound of GUNFIRE is heard!
A nonment of total darkness, and then:

Dmagrey light illumnates Gmand Daron in black & white. W
see that they are FROZEN IN TI ME |i ke photographs in the inky
dar kness.

More dimgrey light illumnates Prince Richard and guards,
al so black and white, frozen in the instant of firing.

St andi ng between Richard & guards and G m & Daron, we now see
GMR, an orc worman. She is not black & white; she is GREEN

She is also NOT FROZEN. Wth a sigh she pulls out a short,
sharp curved blade. Cuts G mand Daron's bonds. C asps both
of themon the shoulder. Al three VANISH in a POP of
greeni sh light.
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Thi s di spels the BLACKOQUT. The guns go off with |loud reports
and billows of snpbke, which clear to reveal the enpty posts.

Ri chard exam nes the posts, picks up the severed bonds.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Huh. That's new.

EXT. ALLEY. DAY

It's a darkish alley, no traffic. The castle can be seen in
t he di stance over the rooftops.

G m Daron and Gnar appear in a POP of greenish light. Gwar
shoves G m and Daron, who crash to the ground before her.

GM\AR
Al'l in hand, aye? Take care of
yoursel f, can you? You fanous donkey's

ar se.
G M

By ny honor, this was not ny fault.
DARON

Thanks, OGwnar.
GM\AR

You. You were supposed to keep hi m out
of trouble.

G M
Keep ne--?

DARON
Can't be done. It's |ike stopping a
hog from gorging on a box of cabbages
and vomting all over the yard.

GMAR
It's an apt anal ogy, | grant you.
G M
Excuse ne, | happen to be present to
this discussion, and | will NOT be
treated like a child. | dermand

respect.



GMR
Ch, aye? How nmuch respect is due a
grown man who can't go two turns
wi thout crying for his sister's aid?
This much?

She hol ds her hands apart.

GM\AR
O maybe this nuch? O this? Am |
going in the right direction? Tell ne,
O Bastard Prince, your fair neasure of
respect. Is it bigger than an acorn?

G M
Fine. You win. | don't like being
insulted, that's all.

GMR
Nobody does. But sonetines it's
necessary. A Far Call is not a toy. Do

you know many pusberries it takes to
craft one? | have ny own life, you
know.

DARON
Al fooling aside, Gnvar, we're in a
real jamthis tine.

GM\AR
| don't doubt it. Well, O Bastard
Prince? Have you a plan? An ingenious
scheme? Or does it fall once again to
| ong-suffering Gnvar to | aunder out
your sel f-befoul ed britches?

Gmis sullenly silent.
GM\AR

Right. | need to think. And drink. Not
in that order.

I NT. JULEZ' TAVERN. NI GHT

G m Daron and Gnar are back at a nostly deserted Jul ez’
hol di ng down one corner of the bar.

16.



GMAR
| cannot believe you were so stupid as
to cross Richard the Waiting. Have you
heard none of the stories? O are you
t oo busy nooi ng your own?

G M
My stories are good. Well crafted,
thrillingly told, with a strong nora
Vi ewpoi nt .

GM\AR

We have a serious problem Prince

Ri chard does not have a reputation for
allowing idiots to get the better of
him He won't stop coming for you.

DARON
Say, Julez, aren't you worried about
har bori ng known fugitives?

JULEZ
Hey, |I'mjust making you easier to
catch. Anot her?

DARON
Coul d you make it a double, please?
GMAR
The way | see it, we do not have a | ot
of options. You can't kill him
G M
Wy not ?
GM\AR

Honey, think for a second. Your name
al one makes you a wanted nman. Wat
happens when you add prince-nurdering
to the charges?

G M
But HE's nurdering ME! Why does he get
to do it?

GM\AR
You, ne, everybody here... we're
little people. The Crown Prince? He's
Bi g People. They have different rules.

17.
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JULEZ
Yeah t hey do.

GM\AR
Option two is you flee. Change your
name, wear a disguise, exit the
country inmmedi ately and keep goi ng.

G M
Hi de in shane? G ve up ny nanme? Betray
the Bastard Prince? Never!

GMAR
The problemis he'll never let it lie.
He has the resources to hunt you to
the ends of the earths as |long as you
live. And let's face it, you cannot

shut up. You'll be easy to find.
JULEZ

Wait a mnute... he wants you dead.
G M

The idea did slip out when |ast we

spoke.
JULEZ

| f he wants you dead, why not... die?

Gnar w nks approvingly at Jul ez.

GVM\AR
Cl ever.

JULEZ
She gets it.

Gnar digs in her pouch of magic goodies. Pulls out an
intricate glyph of sticks and straw, as well as a wad of
herbs she jans behind her teeth.

She whi spers into the glyph as if it was a tiny m crophone.

A wsp of mst forms next to Gm It gathers and coal esces
into a msty double of Gm standing next to G m

JULEZ
Phant asmal Form Ni ce.

Gwnar finishes her chant. The m st is gone, |eaving two G ns.
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DARON
Yi kes.

GM\AR
Ha! | outdo nyself! If R chard wants
you dead, we oblige him | can hold
the illusion for a day, nore than
enough time to deliver you and pl ay
out what ever ghastly fate he has in
m nd. You die, problemsolved.

BLAM The fake G mtakes a bullet to the forehead. It's so
astoni shed it vani shes.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Actually, let me stop you right there.

Ri chard has been sitting cl oaked and unnoticed at the other
end of the bar for sone tine.

Now his hood is flipped back and he's rel oadi ng his hand-
cannon.

He's also not lying: he has stopped her right there. Gnar is
TI ME- FROZEN | i ke a phot ogr aph

PRI NCE RI CHARD ( CONT' D)
| woul dn't advise any super sudden
noves.

He waves a hand bearing three rings too ugly to be anything
ot her than magic.

PRI NCE RI CHARD ( CONT' D)
That was a hell of a trick you pl ayed
back at the stables, G m Real show
st opper.

G M
In truth it is one of ny favorites.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Froma guy like you, | wasn't
expecting it, but you know, that's
cool. Roll with the punches. You got
magi c? No bigs. You don't think | can
get magi c? Cone on. Who do you think
you're dealing with here?



He finishes rel oading and approaches around the bar,
t hem at cannonpoi nt.

PRI NCE RI CHARD ( CONT' D)
But then it's not your magic at all,
isit? It's obvious the brains of the
operation is the orcen she-slut.

G M
My sister is no she-slut, sir. She is
Gnar, and great she is, even if you
have her at a di sadvant age.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Sister! Wow You're blowing ny mnd
here! Al these crazy revel ations! Too
bad. Wth what she pulled, | would
seriously consider offering her a role
in my organi zati on once we closed the
book on the whole "you" situation.

JULEZ
You really should. | just net her and
| think she's awesone.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Oh man | wi sh. But we're past that
poi nt. She was right about one thing.
There are little people and big
peopl e, and this has escalated into a
bi g person problem See what you did,
G n? Now we're gonna have to burn a
bunch of folks after all.

G M
And ny sister says | talk too nuch.

G m CLOCKS RICHARD IN THE HEAD W TH AN ALE MJG
Ri chard drops to the floor.

G M (CONT' D)
Boonl Bastard Princel!

Ri chard |ies unnoving on the ground.

JULEZ
Wait... did you just kill hinP

END OF ACT TWO

20.

hol di ng
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ACT THREE

I NT. JULEZ" TAVERN. NI GHT

Richard is an inert weck on the floor. Gm Daron, and Jul ez
| ook at the crunpled heap in horror.

JULEZ
| s he dead?

Daron hops off his stool and checks.

DARON
He's not breathing a ton as far as |
can tell.

G M

It wasn't supposed to be like that!

DARON
Real | y? Blunt force trauna to the
head? What was supposed to happen?
He' d open a tea-cake shop?

JULEZ
Oh this is not a good scene. It's been
fun and all but I'm gonna have to ask
you folks to | eave.

Gmturns to still-frozen Gnar, tries to shake her awake.
G M
Gnar. Sister. Wake up. | need you.
may have acted in haste.

He shakes her harder

G M
You're right! I'ma fool! A rectum A
flam ng anus of irrectitude! |I'm
i ncapabl e of handling ny own affairs,
"' m hel pl ess without my sister, |I'm
the ass of a hundred horses, | grant

you all this and nore, just WAKE UP
UNFREEZE! RESUME TI ME!

But she doesn't.

DARON
What are you going to do?
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G M
What can 1? | have to save his |ife,
but if I do, he'll go right back to
trying to kill ne. The audacity of it!
The gall! 1, his brother, bound by
very bl ood- -

A light goes off in Gns eyes.

G M (CONT' D)
Bound by bl ood.

He turns to Gnar and starts digging through her bag.

Daron has a bad feeling about this. It gets a | ot worse when
G mtriunphantly produces another distinctive straw glyph

G M (CONT' D)
Aha!

DARON
Woa, whoa, hang on

G m kneel s down next to Richard's prone body, pulls out a
knife, and draws it across Richard s palm

DARON ( CONT' D)
G m | know what you're planning and
you need to stop planning it right
now. It is way out of bounds. G m
t hi nk about this for a second.

G M
| "' m done thinking about things for a
second! No doubt if ny bel oved sister
wer e experiencing the passage of tine,
she'd know exactly what to do. But she
is not! It falls to ne! You all say
|"m stupid. Perhaps | am But this is
nmy idea and |'mdoing it!

He draws the knife across his own palm holds the glyph up in
t he ot her.

A nonent of inspiration: He reaches into his trousers and
pull s out a coin.

G M (CONT' D)
Ha! Sanctify this, father!

He claps the coin against the glyph, takes themboth with his
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bl oody hand, and slaps theminto Richard' s bl oody pal m
gripping themtogether with all his m ght!

G M ( CONT' D)

By the blood that flows in you and ne
al i ke, brother, be bound. BE BOUND

There's a fairly respectable lightning flash and crash of
thunder. G mis thrown back while Richard gasps awake.

G mstruggles to his feet, clutching his now achi ng skull

Richard also clanors to his feet, reaching for his hand-
cannon --gone-- checks his rings --gone.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
My rings--

He turns and sees that Daron is holding the cannon and
brandi shing the rings. Daron shrugs.

DARON
|'"'ma rogue. | take things.

Ri chard sees Gmslowy recovering a couple of feet away.

G M
Peace, brother. | nean you no ill.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Okay, no nore mster fuckin' nice guy.

He sweeps a tankard off a table and CLOBBERS G m across the
skull withit.

And REELS back, as if he hinself had taken the bl ow.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
VWhat the--?

G M
Hol d, good brother. Cbserve!

G m SLAPS hinself across the face. Ri chard takes the bl ow

PRI NCE RI CHARD
What the hell? What did you do to ne?
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G M
We are bound, brother Richard. Bound
by bl ood. Bound by coin.

He hol ds up the bl oodied coin in the glyph.

G M (CONT' D)
Bound by bl oody coin! And the secret
know edge of ny peopl e!

PRI NCE RI CHARD
You' ve got to be fucking kidding ne!

G m snmacks hinself again. R chard reels.

G M
This is no jest, O Prince!

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Cut that shit out!

Ri chard cracks his own face. This timne Gmfeels it.

G M
Oof !

Both of them start smacking away at their own faces, which
qui ckly escal ates to punching thenselves in their own faces--

G M (CONT' D)
Ag! COof!

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Fuggin'... sonofa..

--until Gmfinally PLOANS H MSELF IN THE NUTS as HARD AS HE
CAN.

PRI NCE Rl CHARD ( CONT' D)
UHHHHH

Ri chard sinks, but not before SLAMM NG H MSELF REPEATEDLY | N
THE NUTS as he goes down. G mgurgles and crunples to the
fl oor.

JULEZ
| don't know what |'m | ooking at but
this is entertaining as hell.
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The two |ie there on the al e-stained floor, groaning and
punchi ng thensel ves ever nore weakly in the nuts.

PRI NCE Rl CHARD

Kill you... killll youuuu.

G M
You CAN T kill nme, you rectal failure.
That is |like unto the entire --uh!--
poi nt !

A liveried FOOTMAN enters the bar, raises a | ong-bannered
trunpet to his lips, and PARPS out a fanfare.

FOOTMVAN
Al bow for his Royal Mjesty, King of
Concor di a!

Daron and Jul ez gape in astonishnment as the footman steps
asi de and four nore enter, bearing on a sunptuous, throne-
i ke pal anquin the bedridden KI NG WALTER hi nsel f.

The footnen set the pal anquin down before G mand Richard
groaning on the floor. The KING apprai ses his surroundi ngs.

KI NG WALTER
It has been many years since | prow ed
t hese streets and byways in ny youth.
Was it always this filthy?

JULEZ
Your Highness, if we had known you
wer e com ng- -

KI NG WALTER
Peace, woman. | like it filthy. And
you, you m serabl e excuse for a son.
Do you not stand for your king?

Ri chard staggers to his feet, as does G m

G M
Your Honor, | would like to preface ny
remarks by stating this is his fault.

KI NG WALTER
Silence, orc. Well, Richard? Wuld you
care to explain how the king' s son
finds hinself stinking of urine and

( MORE)
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KI NG WALTER ( CONT' D)
vomt in a hovel for scun? | have a
reputation to uphold. I didn't put ny
face on all that noney so you could
ruin it with your boorish buffoonery.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Dad... sire... this is the guy. The

ot her heir.

KI NG WALTER
O course it's him |I'mnot conpletely
W tless.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
What am | supposed to do? Cobviously
|"mgonna kill him That's the play
her e.

KI NG WALTER
You are to SUCCEED in killing him Yet
here he stands.

G M
Your Hi ghness- -

KI NG WALTER
| said silence! Are you soft between
the ears, orc?

G M
Soft? 1? Pray, sire, | amas you nade
me! For am |l not GmFitzwalter,
bastard son to G unt of the Orchy of

Gor?
KI NG WALTER
Be qui et!
G M
| will not! | asked not for it, but |
am your son, and furthernore, | am

bonded nmummu nuunmu nuunj nmm
G mis tal king, but can now only make nuffl ed sounds.

Meanwhi | e, Richard has his hands cl apped hard over his own
mouth. G mtries harder.
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G M (CONT' D)
Muunm ummmu nmu num mumm nuh nuuhhh!
MUH MUH MUMUMHHH  Muh- muh- nuh- nuh-
nmuuuuuh!

G mand Richard both withe about before the King, one trying
to speak and the other trying to stop him

KI NG WALTER
VWhat is this rank foolishness?

DARON
Your Highness, if | may step in here,
| think what Gmis, ah, wanting to
say is that he's Life-Bonded to Prince
Ri chard.

KI NG WALTER
(to hinself)
Ahhhhh. She spoke of such rituals.

G mand Richard are still withing and westling thensel ves
in front of the king, huffing and puffing.

KI NG WALTER ( CONT' D)
St op! Enough! Stand up straight.
You're princes, for gods' sake.

They stop and adopt sullen postures before the King.
KI NG WALTER ( CONT' D)
Allow me to see if | understand the
situation correctly. Any harm done to
YOU- -
He points at G m

KI NG WALTER ( CONT' D)
--falls instead to YQU.

He points at Richard. He sm rks.
KI NG WALTER ( CONT' D)
And back |ikew se. You may not Kkill
him | ndeed- -

King Walter suddenly rears his head back and GUFFAWS!

KI NG WALTER ( CONT' D)
HA HA HA HA HAW HAW HAW HAAAAAA
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He [ aughs for WAY TOO LONG It is scary and not funny. It
turns into cackling and coughing and gasping for air for a
bit but keeps going. It never ends. Eventually it ends.

KI NG WALTER ( CONT' D)
| ndeed, you must keep himalive!
For ever!

This sets off another chuckle, but this one's nmercifully
brief.

KI NG WALTER ( CONT' D)

By the seven, | have never beheld such
a clusterdong of self-penetrating
peni ses.

G M
Aut hored by you, O Noble King!

KI NG WALTER
Silence. Ahh, | feel ten years
younger. Perhaps not so bedridden
after all. | could be be king forever.

You'd like that, wouldn't you, boy?
Ri chard withes in inexpressible rage.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
As ny King decrees, | love it.

KI NG WALTER
He's boxed you but good, hasn't he?

PRI NCE RI CHARD
Sone people mght think so.

Kl NG WALTER
Well, so be it. He shall join the
Court, and until we can sort out which
one is the proper heir, you will keep
each other alive.

GM
What ? |1've agreed to no such thing!

KI NG WALTER
Silence. You'll do as you're told.
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G M
Take orders fromthe man who defil ed
nmy not her?

KI NG WALTER
Defiled? I's that what she's saying? |
see there is nmuch your nother chose
not to share with you

G M
|, what?

For once G mis speechless. The King claps. CGuards enter.

KI NG WALTER
Conme! We return to the castle.

The footnen lift the pal anquin and prepare to about-face.

G M
Wi t !
KI NG WALTER
Don't be tiresone. @Quards?
G M
No, no... I'll come. | will. Just...

may | say goodbye to ny friends,
first? My sister?

KI NG WALTER
Oh, is that the sister? | was
wondering. Very well, orc. It will be
better if there's co-operation. | give

you the night. Appear smartly at court
by cock's crow

G M
By ny word | shall be there, sire.

KI NG WALTER
| don't need your word. If you're not
there I'll instruct ny nmen to beat ny

son half to death

G M
Ah. Good point. Very w se, sire.



KI NG WALTER
Come, Richard. | see great nerrinent
ahead!

He starts CACKLI NG again as they carry himaway. Richard
lingers at the door to shoot G mone |ast hateful glare.

PRI NCE RI CHARD
You. YU did this to ME. |'ve been in

this business along tine, and I'I| be
init for along tine to cone. You
better believe I'll undo this hoodoo.

And then we're gonna find out how many
pi eces you can shoot off a guy w thout
killing him

G M
Love to you, too, dear brother. See
you on the norrow. Oh, and brother?
Ri chard? Dick?

G mreaches deep into his trousers and gives a m ghty
SQUEEZE. Richard's eyes BULCE

PRI NCE Rl CHARD
UHHHHHHHHHH. . . you BASTARD! ! !

G M
THAT' S WHAT |' VE BEEN SAYI NG ALL
ALONG

END OF ACT THREE
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I NT. JULEZ" TAVERN. NI GHT

G m Daron and Jul ez at the bar
Gnar has been un-frozen, and is exam ni ng the gaudy

whi | e.

ri ngs now on her fingers.

GM\AR
Gods bel ow. People think just because
aring is magic, you don't have to put
in the work to nmake it | ook good.

G M
Wuld it be too nmuch to request your
focus, dear sister?

GMAR
Hm? It's settled, isn't it? You're
going to Court to be heir Prince to
t he crown.

G M
But | don't want to be an heir.

GMAR
G m your whole |ife you put on
princely airs and never had to back it
up. Well now s your chance. You chose
this. | actually think it's a good
solution, all things considered.

G M
You do?

GMAR
Yup.

She takes a healthy swig of her ale.

DARON
To be honest, | can see sone upsides.
The new prince will need staff, right?
A loyal retainer? | could do with
sl eeping in a bed for a change. Big
castle like that, lots of stuff can go
m ssing. It's nobody's fault.

They' ve been drinking a

31.
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Hey, you shoul d appoint ne Head of the

Al emasters Guil d.

G M
Done!

JULEZ

What, really? | was kidding. Can you

do that? Can he do that?

GMAR

| just got here. I'll need a few days
to learn the local |aws. But maybe.
You woul dn't believe the nutty | aws

sonme people wite.

DARON
Does that mean you're staying?

GM\AR

No! My own affairs need tending. Just

a couple of days to nake sure ny

mental ly conprom sed brother isn't
i medi ately nmurdered in his strange

new envi ronnment. Maybe a week.

G M

| gladly wel cone the help, dear

sister. Even if in truth | feel

you

coul d keep your negative conments to
yourself. Need | rem nd you who won
the day, here? Was it not |, G m
Fitzwal ter? Was today not nerely the
first of many triunphs in the |ong and
storied tale of... the Bastard Prince?

Daron sticks out his tongue and nmakes a farting noise at G m

Then Jul ez does. Gmnar lets out a loud fart noi se.

Daron chimes back in with another one. Jul ez picks up the

sl ack as Daron runs out of breath.

We pul|l back as they go round and round,
and farting at Gm until we

END OF SHOW

a chorus of faces

FADE OUT
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