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ACT I Scene 5
As for ACT I Scene 3 - the Sheriff's room in Nottingham Castle. A table set for two should be laid in the middle of the stage with candles. As the lights come up the SHERIFF enters. He is dressed "up to the nines", with a large flower in his buttonhole. He is also armed with a mini aerosol breath freshener, which he uses at frequent intervals during the course of the scene.
SHERIFF:
She's late, she's late! Why did I allow her to leave in the first place? My one chance for true happiness, and I blew it! (He examines the table) At least the table looks O.K. Where's that cook? Does my hair look alright? (He tries to see his reflection in a window and brushes his hair first one way then the other, so that it becomes a complete mess. A knock is heard at the door and he panics, trying to put everything into order before the door opens) Come in, light of my life!

COOK:
(Entering wearing a blood-smeared overall and carrying a wicked-looking knife) I never knew you cared! Giblet-face said you wanted to see me.

SHERIFF:

Giblet-face?

COOK:

Yeah. Sir Guy of Giblet.

SHERIFF:
Gisborne … look, I haven't got all day. You mustn't be here when my guest arrives. Have you prepared what I ordered?

COOK:
Anyone would think I’m running a bleeding restaurant down there. It's dressed tripe, and think yourself lucky to get it.

SHERIFF:
(Incredulous) You can't serve up dressed tripe! I am entertaining a lady tonight and ...

COOK:
(Interrupting) Lady-friend is it? Fussy, is she? Not worth the trouble, if you want my opinion.

SHERIFF:
(Through clenched teeth) I didn't want your opinion. I want steak, and steak is what I'm going to get.

COOK:
Can't do it, guv. It's because of this mad heifer disease. The Holy Roman Emperor's imposed a Europe-wide ban. Can't get steak for love nor money.

SHERIFF:
I don't care if Holy Moses has passed down tablets of stone about it, I want steak or it's the rope for you!

COOK:
(Waving the knife at the SHERIFF) Don't you start. That's intimi … intempi ... intimi ... a threat. You wait till Jamie Oliver 
 finds out!

SHERIFF:

Is there nothing apart from tripe?

COOK:

We-e-ll. I s'pose I could rustle up some fish and chips.

SHERIFF:

(Almost speechless) Fish and chips?!

COOK:
Nice bit of fish - fresh out of the Trent, just below the sewage works this morning. No chips though.

SHERIFF:

How can you have fish and chips without the chips?

COOK:
Simple, mate. Sir Walter Raleigh hasn't brought potatoes back from America yet. Tell you what, though, wait another few hundred years, and I might be able to sort out a quarter-pounder without cheese, regular fries and a large chocolate shake.

SHERIFF:
There's only one person around here who's going to get a large shake, chocolate or otherwise ... (He advances menacingly on the COOK)
COOK:

Alright, alright! There is one steak left.

SHERIFF:

Aha!!

COOK:
But it's not enough for two.  Your "lady-friend" could have it, but you'd have to have the tripe.

SHERIFF:

(Gritting his teeth) Is there really nothing else?

COOK:
Not a sausage. (The SHERIFF reacts badly to the pun) Sorry, guv, no pun intended!

SHERIFF:
It'll have to do, then. But can't you at least try to make it look like steak. Cover it with gravy or something.

COOK:
Okey-doke. (He starts to exit, then says as an afterthought) And it's stewed apple for afters. (Exits)
SHERIFF:
(Calling after him) Wait! You can't serve up stewed apple! Come back! (The SHERIFF returns to the table and moodily plays with the place settings) How can I impress her with tripe and stewed apple?! Whatever happens, she mustn't leave the castle after the meal. (He moves to the door and calls) Giblet-face! ... I mean, Gisborne! Get up here at once! (He returns to centre stage) I may lack the airs and graces she would expect, but with the co-operation of the good Abbot … and the help of a round-the-clock armed guard, she'll be my wife by sunset tomorrow!

GISBORNE:

My lord Sheriff? You were looking for someone called Giblet-face?

SHERIFF:
Yes ... I mean, no. Find the Abbot. Get him here now so that we can discuss the arrangements for my wedding to the lady Marian. And make sure that four of your best troops are on hand to ensure that Lady Marian has no chance of leaving this castle. Fail in this, Gisborne, and ...

GISBORNE:

Yes, my lord?

SHERIFF:
You might be hearing a lot more of Giblet-face. Now get on with you! (He walks quickly around the stage muttering to himself. There is a knock at the door) That’s quick! Come in my lord Abbot. (The door opens and the PAGE appears)
PAGE:
The lady Marian and her chaperone, my lord. (He ushers in MARIAN and her NURSE without waiting for the SHERIFF to react)
SHERIFF:

No ... wait ... oh blast!!

MARIAN:

(Drily) I'm delighted to see you too, my lord Sheriff.

SHERIFF:
(Hotly) Of course I'm happy. And I thought I told you not to call me that.

MARIAN:

I'm sorry, Trevor. (The PAGE sniggers)
SHERIFF:
(To the PAGE) You, young sir, will be executed at daybreak tomorrow! Now, out!! (The PAGE scuttles out)

MARIAN:
You really know how to put a young lady at her ease. So far you've sworn at me and sentenced some poor boy to death. Some enchanted evening!

SHERIFF:

(Trying to pour oil on troubled waters) My lady, I was only joking!

NURSE:
Oh yeah? Prove it. Get that boy back in here, and tell him that you didn't mean it.

SHERIFF:
(Aside to the NURSE) Just watch it you old bat; I’ve got a rope in your size.

MARIAN:

I think Nursey's got a point, don't you, Trevor darling?

SHERIFF:
(To himself) Darling? She actually called me "Darling"! (To MARIAN) Of course, my dear. (He goes to the door) Page! (A short delay) Page! (The door opens slowly and the PAGE reluctantly enters. MARIAN gestures to the SHERIFF to make good his promise) My dear boy! (The PAGE looks thoroughly alarmed and shrinks away - the SHERIFF grips him tenderly by the ear) I'm so sorry if I frightened you just now. Just a harmless little joke. Now run along and play ... (aside to the PAGE) in France if you've got any sense. 

PAGE:

(Exiting rapidly) Yes, my lord ... now, my lord.

MARIAN:

That didn't hurt now, did it? (There is a knock at the door)

SHERIFF:
Ah excellent; that'll be dinner! Come in! (The door opens and GISBORNE enters) What are you doing here?

GISBORNE:
I've got the Abbot outside with his Prior to discuss the wedding arrangements ... (He sees MARIAN) Oops!

SHERIFF:
(Viciously) Oops, indeed, Giblet-face! (The door opens and the ABBOT and the PRIOR enter)

ABBOT:
(Ignoring the SHERIFF's desperate semaphore indicating that MARIAN is there and that he should shut up) Good evening, my lord Sheriff. Arranging weddings at the last minute like this is most irregular.

MARIAN:

Who's getting married, my lord?

ABBOT:

Well, I thought you of all people would have known.

SHERIFF:
Shut up! It's supposed to be a secret. I might as well have taken out a full-page ad in the Sherwood Bugle!

MARIAN:

But everyone would like to share your happiness, my lord.

SHERIFF:

(Through gritted teeth) You will, my lady, believe me, you will.

PRIOR:
(To MARIAN) I just can't imagine how happy you must be feeling, my lady.

MARIAN:

(Slightly confused) Well, I suppose I am. (Aside to PRIOR) Although I have to admit I feel sorry for the poor girl who's got to marry him.

PRIOR:

Eh?!

ABBOT:

(Noticing MARIAN for the first time) Ah, the lady in question!

MARIAN:

My lord Abbot, what are you talking about?

SHERIFF:
(Interrupting and making slit-throat gestures at the ABBOT) He means ... he meant ... the lady's indigestion!

ABBOT:

I did?

MARIAN:

Whatever do you mean, my lord Abbot?

ABBOT:
I don't know, my lady. (Notices SHERIFF signalling furiously behind MARIAN's back) I mean ... what did I mean Prior?

PRIOR:

Eh?

ABBOT:

(Hastily) Exactly.

SHERIFF:
Well, it's lovely to see you my lord Abbot, but I am entertaining a lady as you can see. So if you'd just like to go and excommunicate someone, I'll catch up with you later.

MARIAN:
My lord ... Trevor ... please don't let me get in the way. I really had no idea ... in fact I'm not sure that we ought to be having dinner together like this in view of your betrothal. Whatever would your fiancée think?

PRIOR:

His fiancée?! But you're -

SHERIFF:
(Interrupting the PRIOR) ... going to be in really big trouble if you complete that sentence. My lady Marian, you are central to my plans, as you will discover. To be perfectly honest, this was one of the reasons for inviting you to the castle tonight. (There is a loud knock at the door before it is opened by the PAGE) And what do you want? Shouldn't you be on the evening ferry? Is it impossible to get any peace round here?

PAGE:
My lord: His Royal Highness Prince John! (PRINCE JOHN enters and all the other actors bow low. PRINCE JOHN acknowledges them in a distrait manner before sitting at the table in the SHERIFF’s seat)

PRINCE JOHN:
One is relieved to find something to eat in the hice [house]. One came dine [down] to dine but there didn't seem to be anyone abite [about].

SHERIFF:
Erm, excuse me your Highness, but this is a private dinner with the lady Marian.

PRINCE JOHN:
(Seeing MARIAN for the first time) How considerate, my lord Sheriff! To provide dinner would have been enough, but to find such a charming dinner companion (He takes MARIAN's hand and kisses it graciously) is generous withite [without] a dite [doubt]. (To SHERIFF) One is surprised you didn't want to have dinner with her yourself!

SHERIFF:
(Fuming) But, but ... 

ABBOT:
(Intervening) I don't want to push you, my lord, but the Prior and I do have other things to do. I really do need to know your intentions.

SHERIFF:
Yes, yes, I'm thinking. Don't hassle me.

GISBORNE:
(Helpfully) Do you want the guards in here now to keep an eye on her?

SHERIFF:
Quiet, you fool!

MARIAN:
(Overhearing) What was that? Do you plan to keep me here against my will?

SHERIFF:
Yes ... I mean, no.

MARIAN:
You could start off by deciding who I'm supposed to be having dinner with. Is it to be Prince John, Gisborne, the Abbot or you? (To the audience) If I had my choice, it would be the Page to be perfectly honest ... (She sits down opposite PRINCE JOHN)

SHERIFF:
You're having dinner with me, and that's that.

PRINCE JOHN:
Where is one’s dinner, then? (The COOK enters carrying a tray with two platters on it)

COOK:
Grub's up! Steak for madam (She puts one of the platters on the table opposite PRINCE JOHN) and steak (She winks broadly at PRINCE JOHN as she places a platter in front of him) with plenty of gravy for my lord. Give us a shout when you're ready for afters.

PRINCE JOHN:
 (He tucks into a mouthful of the "steak") Ummmm, this steak is very good.  It has a texture one has never come across before. You ought to try some, Nottingham, you know.

SHERIFF:
(Through gritted teeth) I was hoping to.

MARIAN:
Heaven knows who the poor girl is who has agreed to marry you; in fact, knowing you, she probably doesn't even know yet. 

PRIOR:
(Giggling) It's funny you should say that, because you don't.

MARIAN:
Don't what?

PRIOR:
Don't know yet.

MARIAN:
Don't know what?

ABBOT:
(Impatiently) That you are to be the Sheriff's wife of course. (Realises what he has said) Oops!

SHERIFF:
Well, thank you very much Saatchi and Saatchi. Gisborne!

GISBORNE:
Yes, my lord?

SHERIFF:
I've had enough of this. Send for three lots of guards.

GISBORNE:
Three?

SHERIFF:
One to lock up the lady Marian, one to lock up Bigmouth and Smallbrain here (He gestures towards the ABBOT & the PRIOR), and one to lock up His Highness for eating my steak.

COOK:
(Correcting) Tripe.

SHERIFF:
Correction, tripe. And lock him up as well.

ABBOT:
(Blustering as GISBORNE calls for the guards) You really can't do this, lord Sheriff. His Holiness shall hear of this. 

SHERIFF:
Oh will he - and just what do you think Harold Bishop( is going to do about it then? He'll just have to hear about the indulgence money. 
PRINCE JOHN:
(To MARIAN) You don't really want to become his spice [spouse] do you?

MARIAN:
Of course I don't! Anyway he cannot marry me without the consent of my cousin, the King.

SHERIFF:
I hate to disappoint you, Marian, but Prince John can act in his absence.

PRINCE JOHN:
One doesn't think one wants to after the way you've behaved tonight.

SHERIFF:
We'll see what you think after a night in the dungeons. (To the SOLDIERS, who have entered) Take them away and lock them up! (All exeunt except GISBORNE, the SHERIFF and the NURSE who lurks forgotten in the shadows, listening in on what is being said)

GISBORNE:
I can't believe that you just threw the Regent in the dungeon too. He's going to be awfully upset.

SHERIFF:
It's not going to be much good being upset when he's dead.

GISBORNE:
Dead? He doesn't look unwell to me.

SHERIFF:
Nasty dark places dungeons. He could cut himself badly ... on a dagger or an axe or something. Anyway, I think he's just retired as Regent ... and I intend to apply for the vacancy forthwith! (He sweeps offstage with GISBORNE and there is silence for a moment, then the SHERIFF re-enters, takes a large mouthful from MARIAN's platter and takes it offstage with him. After a further delay, the NURSE emerges from the shadows)
NURSE:
Lawks a-mercy me! This is a fine pickle and no mistake. I must get to Robin and warn him before it's too late! (She exits)

BLACKOUT / CURTAIN

END OF ACT I
� Or any other suitable T.V. chef / gastronome!


(  or any other appropriate personality!





