The Knave of Hearts
[The Gypsy appears in front of the closed stage curtain. She bows to the audience, then raises her hands for their attention.]
Gypsy: 
Welcome! Perhaps you’ve heard this poem:


The Queen of Hearts, she baked some tarts


all on a summer’s day.


The Knave of Hearts, he stole those tarts


and took them clean away.


The King of Hearts called for the tarts


and beat the Knave full sore.


The Knave of Hearts returned the tarts


and vowed he’d steal no more.


Makes the Knave sound like an awful rascal, doesn’t it? But you should know one thing.  
This poem was written by the King and Queen of Hearts’ official Court Poet. Seeing as 
they paid his salary, you might say he managed to slant the story in their favor. But the truth 
will come out, sooner or later; and the truth of that story is going to come out right now. For 
your pleasure, ladies and gentlemen and miscellaneous others: you are about to see what 
really happened with the Knave of Hearts (whose name was actually Jack) and the Tarts 
(which were actually 
chocolate-chip cookies).

[The Gypsy bows again and goes offstage. The curtain opens on a courtroom scene. The Judge sits behind one table, and the first witness, Jack, behind another. The jury appears as a silhouette of twelve people. To one side of the scene is a table with a tray of cookies on it, labelled Exhibit A.]
Judge: 
Jack of Hearts…Do you promise to tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?

Jack:
Sure. I’m nervous. The cookies were delicious. And you have really bad breath.

Judge:
Not the whole truth, you idiot! Just the parts we want to hear.

Jack:
Why didn’t you say so then?

Judge:
Okay, okay. Do you promise not to lie while you’re up here? No fantasies, no little fibs, no 
things you’re not quite sure about? And just answer the questions, no joking around?

Jack:
I promise. [Mutters] I only took the ones that were a little burned on the bottom.

Judge:
[Shouts] Just answer the questions! No comments! Or do you want to go to jail first, and 
think it over?

Jack:
Okay, okay, okay, don’t bust a gasket.

Judge:
Just tell us the events of that day in your own words.

Jack:
Well, to start off with, it was a Monday. It was raining, and it was kind of chilly in the 
castle. I was up late Sunday night, not partying, you know, working, because the King had 
this hunt on Sunday afternoon and all these friends over and everybody tracked mud on the 
carpets when they came in and left their glasses and cigar butts lying around, you know? 
And I’m like in charge of clean-up operations so there went Sunday night. And Monday 
morning I slept through the alarm because I was so tired…

Judge:
Get to the cookies!

Jack:
You want the whole truth or not?

Judge:
Just get to the part with the cookies, and hurry up about it! You’re wasting these good 
taxpayers’ time!

Jury:
Yeah! Darn right! Get to it already! [etc.]

Jack:
Well, taxpayers should understand this stuff. It’s cold and damp, I’m tired, I overslept 
‘cause I worked so late, and first thing when I show up at work Monday morning in the 
King’s chambers, the Queen ranks me out!
Judge:
What was she ticked off about? [To the jury:] This could be a motive right here.

Jack:
Flowers! She said the tulips had just bloomed the day before and I hadn’t gone to the Royal 


Gardener to arrange for bunches on the breakfast tables! The Queen, she’s real big on 
flowers, especially cheap flashy ones.

Queen:
[Standing up] I object! You cheeky little twerp.

Jack:
[To the Judge] Are you going to let her call me names?

Judge:
[apologetically] Well, she IS the Queen, she’s sort of allowed to be rude, it comes with the 
territory.

Queen:
Darn right, and don’t you forget it, either, [sarcastically] Your Honor. I hired you, I can 
fire you!

Judge:
Meant no disrespect, my lady! Just trying to get him to make a full confession! We all know 
he’s guilty as anything, right, Jury?

Jury:
Yes ma’am! Yes sir! Hang the cheeky little twerp! [etc.]

Queen:
That’s better. [Sits back down.]

Judge:
Okay, so she yelled at you because you forgot about the flowers, right? So where do the 
cookies come in?
Jack:
Through the bakery door, Your Honor.

Judge:
Whoa now, careful…Exactly where were you when the cookies came in?

Jack:
Well, I’d finished getting the King’s Monday suit out and made sure his eggs were done 
right, a little runny, you know, and I finally connected with the Royal Gardener’s Helper 
because the Royal Gardener wasn’t answering his beeper, and we got some tulips on the 


tables, and with one thing and another it got to be lunchtime. So I went to the castle 


cafeteria.

Judge:
Were you alone at the time?

Jack:
[uncomfortably] Well, no, not exactly.

Judge:
[sharply] More truth than that, you little twerp!

Jack:
I was sitting with a couple of my friends.

Judge:
Point them out if they’re in the courtroom.

Jack:
That’s them over there. [Points; Jury murmurs]

Judge:
For the record, who are these sleazy looking characters?

Jack:
[angrily] Oh, so you get to insult people too, huh?

Jury:
Yeah, cool it, Judge! Get on with it! [etc.]
Judge:
So who are these friends of yours, and what are their occupations?

Jack:
That’s Barbie. She’s a second floor maid. [Barbie turns and waves to the Jury. Jury 
whistles and claps.] And that’s Gringo. He works in the kitchen, mostly chops and minces,


runs the food processor, that kind of thing. [Gringo rises and bows to the Jury.]

Judge:
Aren’t they kind of low-class riffraff for a high-level aide like yourself to hang out with?

Jack:
They laugh at my jokes, which is more than I can say for you, Your Honor.

Judge:
On with it! The cookies!

Jack:
I was just getting to the cookie part. See, for lunch that day, the cafeteria was doing the 
usual leftover Sunday dinner thing, hash and homefries, kind of grease city you know, and 
I’d been drinking too much coffee to stay awake all morning so my stomach wasn’t feeling 


too great. So all I ate was some salad, and the lettuce was limp, and there was a pit in one of 


the olives, and I wasn’t expecting it, and I bit into it hard and hurt my sore tooth. And then 


for dessert there was this jello.

Judge:
Not jello. Cookies!

Jack:
No, no, not cookies, jello! I’m trying to explain it to you! So anyway, there’s this usual 
Monday jello, only this time it’s green and it has bananas in it, and the bananas are left over 
from Sunday breakfast, so they’re a little on the slimy brown side, and the jello is warm so 
it’s, like, really slippery…
Judge:
This has nothing to do with stealing cookies.

Jack:
If you don’t let me tell the story, you’ll just have to guess the rest of it.

Jury:
Let him finish! Shut up, Your Honor! [etc.]

Judge:
[sighing] All right then. All three of you, show us exactly what happened.

[Jack gets down from the witness stand, joins Barbie and Gringo.]

Jack:
So I said…Slimy green banana jello! I hate my stupid life!

Barbie:
Come on, Jack, aren’t you over-reacting a little bit?

Gringo:
Yeah, man, think about it. YOU don’t have to chop nuts all afternoon today. And those 
ovens are all fired up, we’re sweating like pigs back there, so just be glad all you have to


do is get the King’s new shoes. I mean, count your blessings, man. It’s only jello.

Jack:
Yeah! Exactly! Nasty awful sticky runny green jello! I’m tired of working in this castle.


Maybe I should head back to the farm.

Barbie:
Oh, right, raise sheep again, and you allergic to wool. You’ll snap out of it. You’re just


having a bad day. Besides, jello now, but cookies later.

Judge:
Aha! [Jury mutters: See? Cookies! It’s a conspiracy! They’re in this together! etc.] Order 
in the court! [Jury settles down.] Young woman, explain yourself. What did you mean by 
the phrase, “cookies later”?

Barbie:
[nervously] Well, you see, Your Honor, it’s a tradition the hired help have in the castle. 
Every Monday afternoon at four o’clock we take a coffee break together in the kitchen and 
have cookies. And, uh, coffee.

Gringo:
[proudly] Really good cookies.

Jack:
[hisses] Shut UP, Gringo!

Judge:
You’re under oath too, young man. The truth now. What do you mean, “really good 
cookies”?
Gringo:
I make them myself, Your Honor. Extra nuts. And chocolate chips. And they don’t crumble 
when you dunk them in your coffee. So anyhow, I said to Barbie, no cookies today, Blondie 
-- that’s what I call Barbie, you know – No cookies today.

Barbie:
What do you mean, no cookies? Today’s Monday! Did you run out of nuts and chocolate 
chips, or what? 

Gringo:
Nah. Queen snagged ‘em.

Barbie and Jack together:  WHAT?!!

Gringo:
[glumly] Yeah. They’ve got all these overnight guests, see, her and the King, and a lot of 
‘em woke up cranky, and she’s having to bribe them to get them to go home. So she tells 
them, after they get ready to leave they can have some really terrific cookies for the road. 
So they’re getting packed to go now, and they didn’t like the jello either so they’re all 


worked up over the cookies.

Barbie:
How’d the Queen hear about your cookies, anyhow? I thought you only made them for us.


The King and Queen have their own official Royal Baker, don’t they? Why don’t they get


him to make ‘em a batch?

Gringo:
His nose has been running all weekend. And you know how he keeps wiping it with the 


back of his hand?

Barbie:
Oh yeah. Gross.

Gringo:
Besides, I’m not giving that jerk my secret recipe. Anyway, what I hear is, the Queen found


one of my cookies lying around after coffee break last Monday, and she says, What’s this? I 
didn’t order any cookies! And somebody tells her it’s one of the hired help’s Monday 
cookies, and she tries it, and she really likes it, of course, ‘cause everybody likes them, it’s 
an old family recipe, ya know.

Barbie:
Hey, you’re making the big time! The Queen likes your cookies! Maybe she’ll make you 


the new official Royal Baker! Way cool! [She and Gringo high five.]

Jack:
Nah. HIS nose runs ALL the time!

Barbie:
Lighten up, Jack. Be happy for Gringo. This might be his big break.

Gringo:
Yeah! The Queen wants my cookies! I’ll be famous, huh!

Jack:
But what about our coffee break? I’ve been looking forward to those cookies all day. Those


cookies make Mondays almost bearable.

Barbie:
You’re out of luck, dear. Face it, this just ain’t your day at the castle.
Jack:
That’s right. No cookies, too many tulips, funky old jello. Argh.

Judge:
What’s that you said?

Jack:
Argh. A – R – G – H. Argh.

Judge:
Get back to the cookies. What happened then?

Jack:
We went back to work, Your Honorarium. And I left the castle to pick up the King’s new 
shoes that he gets a pair of every Monday afternoon. [Jack returns to the witness stand.]

Judge:
Every Monday afternoon?

Jack:
Yeah. ‘Cause the old pair is muddy by then. And usually they have some scuffs on the toes. 
And the King, see, he’s a dude, like we all know, and he figures the shoes are never going 
to look brand new again no matter how they’re cleaned up and polished, especially 
underneath, you know, and people expect their King to set certain standards of dudishness 
and all, and so he’s not going to disappoint them by shuffling around in old shoes when he 
could get a brand new pair that wouldn’t embarrass everybody when he crossed his legs. So 
every Monday I get him a new pair from the Royal Shoemaker. And I was on my way back 
to the castle with them, going to hand ‘em over and then take the old pair to the King’s 
Konsignment Shoppe…

Judge:
The what?

Jack:
[patiently] The King’s Konsignment Shoppe for Kommoners. The King makes some of the 
money back that way. The peasants get a good deal, too, practically new shoes twenty 
percent off, and worn by the King, you know, it’s kind of a status thing.

Judge:
Get back to the cookies.

Jack:
So I’m walking along with this shoebox, and I spot a couple of the royal overnight guests 


heading my direction. And they’re talking about cookies.

[Enter two guests. During their conversation they move slowly across the stage.]

RG#1:
The Queen says these are going to be the best cookies we’ve ever tasted. I hope they have 
chocolate in them.

RG#2:
I didn’t even know she could bake. I thought she never did ANYTHING if she could get 
somebody else to do it for her. Even dress herself! [They laugh and exit.]
Jack:
So I checked it out back at the castle. Sure enough, all the guests were talking about the 
Queen’s cookies they were going to have for a snack. That she had baked them herself with 
her own royal hands!

Queen:
[rising] I object! Your miserable whiney Honor, sir. I never told them I baked the cookies 
with my own hands. I just said I baked them myself!

Judge:
Oh, yes, ma’am, certainly, ma’am, I mean, uh….What exactly did you mean by that? [To 
the Jury:] I think this is an important point.

Queen:
You wouldn’t know an important point if you sat on it. 

Judge:
Yes ma’am. But please, Your Royal Bossiness, answer the question. When you told your 
guests you baked those cookies, what did you mean? You actually chopped the nuts and 
stirred that huge pot of batter and dropped all those little teaspoonfuls onto all those trays?

Queen:
[shocked] Of course not, you hopeless fool! What do you think servants are for? [proudly] I 
turned on the Royal Oven. And I said [grandly]  Let the baking…begin! Everyone in the 


kitchen applauded. I did a splendid job of it. I wore the Royal Apron, too. It’s re-
embroidered lace with just a scattering of pearls, very understated.

Judge:
One more question, Your Greediness. Who did the rest of the baking, the unimportant parts, 
I mean, like the chopping and stirring and scraping them off the cookie sheets afterwards?

Queen:
That little person named Gringo, over there, the one with the funny hair. But remember: 
he’s MY servant and it’s MY flour and MY chocolate chips and MY ovens and this whole 
place is MY kingdom so they were MY COOKIES!

Judge:
Thank you, Your Irrelevancy. Jack, continue the story.

Jack:
So anyway, when I heard the Queen was claiming they were HER cookies, I went down to 


the kitchen and looked at all those trays. [Jack leaves the witness stand to pace midstage 
and talk to himself.] All these cookies! Looks like those aristocrats could spare a few for 
the help. We’re the ones who need a break, not them…They’re on vacation their whole 
lives! And the Queen claiming she baked them herself! Poor Gringo. There goes his big 
chance. The Queen will never give him any credit. And poor me and Barbie and the rest of 
us, those overfed bigshots are getting all our Monday cookies.

Devil:
[pops up on Jack’s left] Why don’t you take one of those trays for the hired help? The 
Queen’ll never miss ‘em. She can’t count past seven or eight.

Angel:
[appears on Jack’s right] No, Jack! Those cookies don’t belong to you.

Devil:
Right. They belong to Gringo, he baked them. So save some for him.

Angel:
They belong to the Queen, like everything else around here. So keep your hands off.

Devil:
Take them. It’s only justice.

Angel: 
It’s only stealing, you mean!

Devil:
[whacks the Angel] You’re such a wimp. Those cookies will make him a working class 
hero!

Angel:
[whacks the Devil] That’ll be a comfort…in jail!

[Angel and Devil disappear, still slugging each other.]

Judge:
Will you wrap up your testimony, please? It’s time for my coffee break. Did you or did you 
not steal those cookies?

Jack:
I did, sir. [Pandemonium]

Judge: 
Order in the court! Order in the court! [Bangs his gavel, hits his head on the upswing, does 
a Belushi and knocks himself off the bench.] OW!!! [Climbs back on the bench.] Do you 
have anything further to say in your own defense?

Jack:
There were ten trays of cookies and I only took one tray. And that tray, the cookies were a 
little burnt on the bottom.
Judge: 
Show the Jury Exhibit A.
[Enter Gypsy with the tray of cookies. She lifts one of the cookies to show the jury. It’s black on the bottom.]

Judge:
Burnt all right. But I’m afraid that isn’t going to help you, son. You just confessed to the 
crime. Jury, what do you find the defendant, guilty or innocent? Like you have a choice.

Jury:
[all together] GUILTY!

Queen:
Off with his head! Off with his head!

[A trumpet fanfare cuts through the chaos.]

Judge:
Hush! The King is coming!

King:
Well, hello, m’dear, what’s this, what’s the ruckus? I could hear you all carrying on way 
over in my money room.
Queen:
That little varmit stole my cookies!

King:
[surprised] Jack?

Queen:
Yes! And now he’s going to be punished!

King:
How unfortunate. Jack is my very favorite servant.

Barbie:
Ahem, excuse me, Your Majesty, Your Royal Dudishness, sir?

King:
Yes, yes, dear, how are things on the second floor, hm?

Barbie:
Very well, thank you sir. But sir, I think you ought to ask yourself, how would you treat


someone who was going to serve burnt cookies to your guests?

King:
Burnt cookies, to my guests? Well, I would punish that person very severely. Only the best


for the King’s guests! That’s my motto. Yes, punish them very severely, yes.

Barbie:
Well, sir, that’s what your Queen was about to do.

King:
Serve burnt cookies?

Queen:
It was my first time baking, dear!

King:
[sternly] But you were going to give burnt cookies to my guests?

Barbie:
Only Jack stopped her by taking the burnt ones away!

King:
Jack, is this true?

Jack:
Well, I did take the burnt ones, Your Vanity.

King:
Looks like we owe you a royal apology, then. You saved me a great humiliation. Worse 
than scuffed shoes! Nothing but the best for the King’s guests! And you, my dear. Perhaps


from now on you should stay out of the kitchen.

Queen:
[crossly] It’s too hot in there, anyhow.

Judge:
But Your Royalties, justice must still be served. Jack did steal those cookies, even if they 


were a little brown on the bottom, and even if he did save the kingdom from terrible shame.


He MUST be punished.

King:
Hm…yes, yes indeed…[paces]…Aha! I’ve got it! Jack.
Jack:
Yes, sir, Your Foppishness.

King:
I sentence you to a FULL DAY of community service work. You will assist your friend 
Gringo here in making his famous extra-nuts-and-extra-chocolate-chips cookies – enough 
cookies for everyone in the castle, including the hired help!

Jury:
[cheers]

Jack:
Thank you ever so much!

Gringo:
Did you hear that, Jack? The King likes my cookies! I’m famous! I’m going to start a 
franchise! “Gringo’s cookies, fit for a king!”

[Barbie and Jack and Gringo all hug.]

Judge:
All right, all right, what’s the next case on the docket?

Gypsy:
Alice N. Wonderland, sir. Accused of kidnapping a pig.

Judge:
Pignapping, eh? Well, it’ll keep until after my coffee break. The court is now in recess. All 
you people, bug off, go home, shoo!

[Exit all but the Gypsy.]

Gypsy:
So now you know the true story of the Knave of Hearts. He was just having a bad day. 
There’s a happy ending though. The King was so pleased with Jack for saving his guests 
from burnt cookies that he promoted him to Manager of the King’s Konsignment Shoppe 
for Kommoners, where he’s managing very well to this day. Gringo’s gotten rich from his 
cookie recipe. Barbie is now a public defender; and they meet with Jack every day for 
lunch. Not in the castle cafeteria, either. At the Peasants’ Pizza Parlor next door to Jack’s 
shop, “Where the Pizza’s always Hot and the Root Beer is Not.” Goodbye!
