Jack and the Dragon
by Jane Collins

SCENE I

[Jack and the Princess are walking and talking in one of the rooms of the castle.]

Princess:
I know it’s stupid, but you have to understand my family. They’ve done the same things in the same situations for hundreds of years. It may be a medieval system, but it’s worked for us. When a girl gets married, her boyfriend has to get a dragon’s treasure for her wedding present. My father killed a dragon when he married my mom. My grandpa killed a dragon when he married my grandma. My Uncle Mort killed one when he married my Aunt Fey. And now you have to kill one if you want to marry me.

Jack:
I don’t have anything against your family. I like them a lot. It’s just that I don’t have anything against dragons, either. In fact, there’s kind of a family thing about dragons on my side too. We have a story about a dragon that goes way back, before my grandparents’ time. One of the babies, maybe my great-great-great-grandmother, was left alone on a blanket for a minute while the family was having a picnic. And all of a sudden, an eagle swooped down out of the sky and grabbed the baby, and began to fly off with her. Everybody started to scream and cry, of course. They figured that the baby was a goner and there was nothing they could do about it. But without any warning, a dragon flew in out of nowhere and grabbed the eagle, which dropped the baby alive, right into her mother’s arms. According to my family, they tried to thank the dragon. But the dragon insisted it wasn’t being a hero. Eagles were simply its favorite snack, it said. And it couldn’t eat babies anyway. It was on a low-fat diet.

Princess:
Dragons are not sentimental.

Jack:
No, but my family is. If I kill a dragon, they’re going to be upset with me. 

Princess:
And if you DON’T kill a dragon, I’M going to be upset with you.

Jack:
You will?

Princess:
I will. If you don’t get a dragon’s treasure, I can’t marry you, and if I can’t marry you, I won’t marry anybody, and I’ll run off and have adventures and you’ll never see me again.

Jack:
I wouldn’t like that. Couldn’t I run off and have adventures WITH you?

Princess:
Not unless we’re married. Royal families are extremely strict on that point. And I love my family. [Starts to sob.]
Jack:
Sometimes royal families are a royal pain. [They embrace.] All right. I’ll find a dragon, and get his treasure, and come back and marry you.

Princess:
What about your family? If you kill a dragon, what will they do?

Jack:
[Thinks a minute.] I think they’ll forgive me, after a while.

SCENE II

[A clearing in the woods at the foot of a small hill. The entrance to the dragon’s cave is marked by a neatly-hung door.]

Jack:
Dragon! Come out! [Waits.]  Dragon! Dragon! Come out and face me! [Whacks the door with his sword.] Dragon! [Waits. To himself:] I’ve been watching this cave. The dragon went in, and it hasn’t come out. So I KNOW it’s in there. [Shouts:] I know you’re in there! [Whacks some more.] DRAGON!!!

Dragon:
[Opens door suddenly, just enough to knock Jack over.] Will you cut that out? I was taking a nap.

Jack:
I’m sorry. I mean… [Recovering his warlike manner, he points the sword at the dragon.] Hand over your treasure, Dragon!

Dragon:
[Sighs.] Oh no, not another one. [Slams door.]

[Jack whacks at the door with great vigor.]

Dragon:
[Opens door a crack again. With dignity:] There are three types of people I never let in my house. One: people from religious organizations, traveling in pairs. Two: salesmen with sample cases. Three: seekers of treasure. You, sir, are a seeker of treasure if I ever saw one. Don’t take this as a personal rejection. Have a nice day. [Slams door.]

Jack:
I knew I might have to kill the dragon, but I didn’t think I’d have to be rude to it. [Whacks door with sword some more.] Open this door, Dragon!

Dragon:
[Peeks out.] Look, maybe you don’t get it. I’m a dragon, see? I roast things with my breath. Even after brushing. I’ll give you a demonstration. See this piece of bread? [Sticks slice of white bread through crack in door.] Wait a sec. [Pulls bread back in. Clouds of steam emerge from cave. Dragon sticks out a piece of burned toast.] You should try my blackened tuna sometime. But I can tell you still don’t have the idea. [Pops back into cave, holds out a bag of raw popcorn kernals.] See this popcorn? Pretend you happen to tick me off, and these are your eyeballs. [Ducks into cave; clouds of steam; holds out bag of popped corn.] Nasty, huh! That’s what happens if you make me get physical! So go away now, okay?
Jack:
I’m not leaving without that treasure.

Dragon:
If you don’t mind your manners, you’re not leaving, PERIOD.

Jack:
I’m not afraid of you.

Dragon:
Yeah, right.

Jack:
If you don’t open that door, I’m going to hack my way in.

Dragon:
Through me, you mean?

Jack:
Through whatever stands in my way.

Dragon:
Oh, very nice. And what are you going to hack WITH, that little tickler there?

Jack:
This sword was given to me by the royal family. It has killed more dragons than you have killed humans, I can tell you that!
Dragon:
Well, that’s not saying much, since I haven’t killed ANY humans.

Jack:
None?

Dragon:
Not even winged ‘em. But there’s always a first time, and you may be it.

Jack:
So it’s you or me, Dragon. Now I’m warning you for the last time, get out of my way. I’m coming in!

[Jack charges. He and the dragon disappear in a cloud of smoke. As the smoke clears, we see Jack holding a bright red sword.]

Jack:
Ow!! [Flings sword away.] You burned my hand!
Dragon: 
Well, you were going to hack your way through me. Serves you right. Now go away before I turn your eyeballs to popcorn! [Slams door.]
Jack:
[Nursing hand] Ow, ow, ow. Where’d my little tickler go, I mean, my sword. [Looks around, finds it, silver again. He blows on it several times before picking it up.] Still pretty warm. Good thing I put on plenty of Maximum Strength Dragon Breath Block before I came. [Paces, muttering.] This isn’t going very well. This time the dragon just aimed at my sword. What if it aims at ME next time? I’ll be one roasted treasure-seeker, and I’ll never get to marry the Princess. Maybe I’d better try another approach. [Starts to bang on the door with the sword, stops himself, knocks with his hand instead.] Hey, Dragon! You  made your point! Now will you answer me one question?

Dragon:
[Peeks out.] I told you, beat it, before I turn you into toast!

Jack:
That’s my question. Why haven’t you turned me into toast already?

Dragon:
Because I’m bored. And in my experience, once you turn things into charcoal, they tend to stop talking to you.

Jack:
You’re bored?

Dragon:
Sure. You think a dragon’s life is exciting? All we do is eat and fly around and sleep. It’s not exactly an intellectual challenge.

Jack: 
So you talk with treasure-seekers?

Dragon:
Not usually. Most of them can take a hint.

Jack:
Why are you talking to me, then?

Dragon:
Oh, I don’t know. I guess it’s been even more boring than usual lately. I scorched a whole suitcase full of new Bible translations a while back and I’ve hardly seen a Mormon since. Word’s gotten around that I don’t want vacuum cleaners or cable TV so I don’t get sales calls anymore. And treasure-seekers don’t come here much since I lost most of my treasure.

Jack:
Lost your treasure? How did that happen? Another dragon? A magician?
Dragon:
Stockmarket, if you must know. All I’ve got left now are two things, and you can’t have them. And I’m still not letting you in, so pffff [Blows a raspberry at Jack.]

Jack:
No need to be unpleasant.

Dragon:
Weren’t you the one hacking your way in just a few minutes ago?

Jack:
Well, yes, I suppose I was. Sorry about that.

Dragon:
Are you really sorry, or are you just saying that so I’ll keep talking and you can try to find a way around me?

Jack:
Um…the second thing.

Dragon:
At least you’re honest. Okay, now you answer ME a question. Why do you want my treasure so badly, what little there is left of it?

Jack:
I want to marry the Princess, and her family won’t let me unless I bring them a dragon’s treasure.

Dragon:
[Sighing.] Royal families. What a pain.

Jack:
You got that right.

Dragon:
I get most things right. You don’t live a thousand years without picking up a thing or two. That’s what messed me up on the stock market. I always knew what would make sense to happen, but what happened never made sense. 

Jack:
A thousand years? You’re a thousand years old?

Dragon:
More or less. After the first few centuries I kind of lost track.

Jack:
Then maybe you’d know the dragon who rescued my great-great-great-grandmother.

Dragon:
You must be mistaken. No self-respecting dragon would rescue a human being. You people get yourselves into trouble, you can just get yourselves back out.

Jack:
Well, maybe it didn’t mean to save her life. She was a baby at the time, and an eagle was flying off with her, and this dragon grabbed the eagle and the eagle dropped the baby.

Dragon:
Lucky for that baby the dragon was on a low-fat diet.

Jack:
How did you know that?

Dragon:
That dragon was me.

Jack:
YOU saved my great-great-great-grandma?

Dragon:
Don’t imagine I went out of my way or anything.

Jack:
Well, that settles it. I certainly can’t kill you now.

Dragon:
You weren’t having much luck killing me anyway.

Jack:
I’m sorry about that now. Really, I am! I’ve behaved very badly, and I apologize. Please forgive me.

Dragon:
Well well well, a reformed dragon-slayer! But you’re still after my treasure, aren’t you?

Jack:
Not any more. I’m through with seeking treasure.

Dragon:
Yeah, you and Donald Trump.

Jack:
No, really. I never liked the idea. If two people love each other, what does treasure have to do with it?
Dragon:
But what about the Princess? Don’t you want to marry her anymore?

Jack:
Sure. But I’ll never do it now, not if it means killing a dragon. I might as well tear up the contract. [Pulls out paper.]

Dragon:
Wait a minute, let me see that. [Puts on reading glasses.] Darned fancy lawyer language. “I, the aforesigned petitioner of the first part for the royal hand of the second part, do solemnly swear…” yada yada yada yada….Here it is: “…not to return without a dragon’s treasure.” Doesn’t say anything about killing. You just have to come back with the treasure!

Jack:
[Taking the paper.] You’re right. But how can you come back with a dragon’s treasure without killing the dragon?

Dragon:
Anybody ever try asking a dragon?

Jack:
I don’t think so.

Dragon:
Try it.

Jack:
Dragon, may I bring your treasure to the King and Queen?

Dragon:
Say please.

Jack:
Please, Dragon.

Dragon:
No way, José.

Jack:
But Dragon! I thought we were friends now! And you said yourself you only had two treasures left…I’ll give you two other things to replace them with, after all this is over. I’ll give you my school ring that’s covered with real gold, and…and this silver sword they gave me to kill you with!

Dragon:
[Inspecting the sword.] Hmm….Nice detail work…semi-precious stones…not bad, not bad at all. But there’s a problem. Aren’t you curious about which two treasures I’ve got left?

Jack:
Of course. May I see them?

Dragon:
You’d better stand back. [Jack backs off. Dragon flings the door of the cave open wide for the first time and, covered by another puff of steam, emerges onto the stage with both wings fully spread. They glitter with gold and jewels.] Ta da! Gorgeous, aren’t they!
Jack:
Wow! But they’re PART of you!

Dragon:
Ah…that’s the problem, you see. I do like you, even though you’re a human being. But I don’t like you enough to have my wings cut off.

Jack:
No, I don’t blame you a bit. A thing like that could ruin our relationship.

Dragon:
Not to mention my next thousand years.

Jack:
But boy, those wings would sure look great in the annual treasure parade.

Dragon:
The what?

Jack:
The treasure parade.  That’s what the King and Queen do with all the treasure, that’s the whole POINT of having treasure instead of just boring old money. Once a year, they load all the gold and jewels onto display carts and truck them up and down Main Street for a day. Then everyone in the kingdom feels rich because of all the neat stuff we have in our homeland, and the visiting royalty and tyrants and elected leaders from other countries are tremendously impressed and think we must be a very important country so they’d better treat us right.
Dragon:
What happens to the treasure the rest of the year?

Jack:
It sits in a dark cave near the palace, protected by guards.

Dragon:
[Slowly] You know, kid, we might just be able to work something out.

SCENE III

[Same place in the woods. The door to the cave hangs crookedly ajar. Jack and the Princess enter with a picnic basket.]

Jack:
This is the spot. We can put the picnic stuff down now.

Princess:
Woof! Long walk. But what a pretty view.

Jack:
[Peers into the cave.] It’s kind of sad to see the old cave so deserted and empty. Nothing in there but bat droppings now.

Princess:
If it’ll make you feel better, we could clean it out and fix the door and make this place a memorial park. Maybe put up a dragon sculpture that kids can climb on.

Jack:
Yeah, that’s a good idea.

Princess:
Omigosh, what’s that?

[Sky darkens. The dragon descends, covered by a cloud of steam. When the steam clears, the dragon stands before them, sunglasses on and briefcase in hand. The sword dangles from his neck on a golden chain.]
Dragon:
Yo, Jack! Good to see ya, bro! And Princess, lookin’ good, babe!
Princess:
Likewise, Dragon! Listen, I never got to apologize for that unpleasantness last year. Tradition or no tradition, my family’s quit killing dragons, I promise you.

Dragon:
And I promise YOU, MY family’s going to quit killing princesses, any day now! [Princess and Jack hold each other.] Relax, just kidding. We’ve been vegetarians for 500 years, with a little poultry on the side. 

Jack:
So how’s the job working out?

Dragon:
Great! That treasure makes such a nice big fluffy pile, I haven’t slept so well in centuries. They’ve had the cave air-conditioned as per our agreement. And the guards cover for me when I’m out flying. Plus, this year I’m going to be organizing the treasure parade. I’m thinking of dropping coins as I swoop over the crowd. Should be spectacular, huh!

Jack:
How about dropping paper money instead. Coins might hurt somebody. 

Dragon:
Good idea! I’ll make a note of it. Gotta run now, kids. I have a meeting with the guards’ union at four o’clock. They want to make part of the treasure cave a non-smoking area. We’ll see about that!

Princess:
Wait a minute, please, Dragon. We were talking about turning this place into a park in your  honor.

Dragon:
Oh, this old dump? Let the bats have it.

Jack:
[To Princess] You were right, honey. Dragons aren’t sentimental. One more thing though, before you go. Could I ask you a favor? We brought these cold sandwiches and….

Dragon:
Gotcha! Tuna melt, coming right up.

[Clouds of steam, and curtain.]
