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List of characters

Touchstone, a comedian

Duke Senior, living in exile

Duke Fred, brother to Duke Senior

Orlando, Son of Roland de Boys

Oliver, Orlando’s brother

Rosalind (Jamie), daughter of Duke Senior

Celia (Summer), daughter of Duke Fred

Jaques, attendant of Duke Senior

Amiens, attendant of Duke Senior

Adam, attendant of Orlando

Corin, a shepherd

Silvius, a shepherd

Phebe, a shepherdess

Audrey, a goat herder

Killer Karl, a wrestler 


Act One
Going Green
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It’s the must-see match of the year – the fight between Killer Karl and Kid Orlando. But nobody is putting money on the Kid, who is half the size of Killer Karl and has never been in a wrestling ring in his life.

Here’s the story. Listen up.

It’s classic soap-opera stuff. Kid Orlando’s dad was Mr Big around here, but when he died, his power and money passed to Orlando’s brother Oliver, and big bro wasn’t into sharing. He took everything and Orlando got nothing. Big fat zero.

So big bro and Orlando are smack in the middle of this major feud, when the Kid starts to fancy his chances in the wrestling ring, like he has to big himself up in front of Oliver, or something.

What’s the point of that? you might ask.

I don’t get it, either. But I’m only a comedian, so what do I know? They call me Touchstone.

But this is where it starts to get interesting. Big bro now has a lot of pull, so he takes Karl to one side and tells him to pin Orlando in a corner then go in for the kill – no faking, the real thing.

Not a lot of people know this fight is fixed, but nothing gets by me. I stand in the shadows and listen hard. It wasn’t rocket science for me to realise that Orlando has no chance of coming out of that ring alive.

So far so bad. But then the girls come into the picture and it gets much worse.

I’m talking about Rosalind and Celia. They’re cousins and they’re innocent victims, caught slap bang in the middle of yet more family feuding.

What is it with these high rollers? Once you have lottery-style money, you start to argue – but not the girls. Oh no, they’re best mates. It’s ‘sweet coz’ this and ‘dear Roz’ that. This time it’s the oldies who can’t agree. But more about that later. Here come the girls now. Watch this…
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Celia: C’mon, Roz, look on the bright side.

Rosalind: Easy for you to say. Your father hasn’t been kicked out of the city for good, like mine. Now he’s holed up out in the forest, and I don’t get to see him any more.

Celia: I know, and it’s all my dad’s fault. He’s the one who did the dirty on him. But don’t worry, I’m on your side. Honestly, Roz, everything I have is yours. We’ll share it all – promise!

Rosalind (sighs then smiles): OK, thanks. And I know there’s no point feeling sorry for myself, so I’ll toughen up. What shall we do then – go looking for fit boys?

Celia (giggles): For a laugh?

Rosalind: Yes, for fun. C’mon, let’s go!

Celia: Uh-oh, wait. Look who’s stalking us.

He’s been spying on us from the doorway, listening to every word we say.
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That’s me she’s talking about – the fat bloke in the corner. Anyway, you get the picture. Celia’s the one with fair hair. Rosalind is dark – a bit too skinny for me. I like them with some meat on their bones.

I’m meant to tell Celia to go see her dad, Duke Fred, short for Frederick. But I’m only a low-brow comic and I guarantee she won’t listen, not with the crowd beginning to arrive for the big fight.

Look at that guy, Le Beau, talking to them now. Fancy clothes, fancy words – yack-yack-yack! Whoa, and there goes one of the poor saps who Killer just beat to a pulp – he’s holding his head and moaning. And now Duke Fred and a whole bunch of celebs make their appearance. See the cameras flashing. They’ll be in all the gossip mags next week with their bling and their Botox. I’ll be there, too – at Duke’s shoulder, feeding him one-liners to crack a smile on that sourpuss face. It’s a job, and I’m paid to do it.
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‘You know we were talking about fit boys,’ Roz says to Celia. ‘Look over there. Who’s that?’

She points to Orlando, who’s schmoozing with the crowd. I might have known she’d fancy him. He’s stripped to the waist for wrestling.

‘How cool is he!’

‘Very cool,’ Celia agrees. ‘But he won’t stand a chance against Killer. Go tell him – quick!’

Roz runs up to Orlando in a panic. ‘Hold on a second!’

Celia backs her up. ‘If you get in that ring with Killer, you’ll be mangled. Look at the size of him!’

‘Speak to the hand,’ Orlando replies, or words to that effect. ‘I don’t care what happens to me, and nobody else does, either. I’m all alone in the world.’

‘We care!’ Celia and Roz insist.

It’s amazing what an effect blue eyes and a naked torso can have. The girls are putty in Orlando’s hands. But Orlando climbs in the wrestling ring anyway.

Clang! The bell sounds and the first bout starts.

Ouch! Killer head-butts the Kid, who staggers back against the ropes. Now Killer’s pinned him down on the canvas and he’s thrashing about like a fish on a line.

Och! Ouch! Killer is raising his fist and he’s about to crush the Kid, big time, just like he promised Oliver he would.

But what do you know! The Kid wriggled neatly out of that one and Killer is caught off guard. The crowd is cheering the Kid on. He’s stronger than he looks. He sidesteps, and now he’s got Killer in an arm lock. He’s kicking his feet from under him.

Oof! Killer’s down! Yes, he’s down, and the Kid jumps right on top of him. He squishes him and knocks his head against the floor.

Duke Fred lifts his hand to say it’s over. Killer Karl is down and out. They’re carrying him off semi-conscious. His brains are mashed potato. Would you believe it!

‘Good fight,’ Duke tells the Kid. He asks him his name.

‘Orlando de Boys.’ The Kid’s breathing hard, but there’s not a mark on him. ‘Roland de Boys was my dad.’

Duke frowns. ‘Your father and me have unfinished business,’ he says. And instead of smiling and giving the Kid the winner’s belt and prize money, he stalks off with his crowd of hangers-on.

Like I said earlier, this place is a hotbed of feuds and gang fights. Oliver and Orlando, Roz’s dad, Duke Senior and Celia’s dad, Duke Fred. But I notice the girls don’t go off with Fred.

‘I’m sorry about my dad,’ Celia says to Orlando. ‘Don’t listen to him.’

And Roz goes further – she takes off her necklace and hands it to him. ‘It’s all I have to give, but it’s yours.’

Orlando is stuck for words – he just stares at her. The girls are leaving, but Roz is glancing over her shoulder. Now look – she’s coming back!

‘Did you say something?’ she asks hopefully.

Orlando shakes his head. He beat Killer Karl in the ring, but one glance from a pretty girl and he’s struck dumb!

The girls are leaving for good now and Orlando’s sidling towards me, since I’m the only one left. I’d better give him a piece of good advice, so I don’t have him on my conscience, such as it is.

‘Get out of here quick,’ I tell him. ‘Now Duke Fred knows who you are, he’ll mark your card – you know what I’m saying?’ I make a slashing gesture across my throat.

‘Why? What did I do?’

‘It’s not what you did, it’s what your father did to him before he died. It made them sworn enemies. Fred is still looking for revenge.’

‘OK, thanks. But right now I’m more interested in the girls. Who’s the dark one?’

‘You don’t want to know.’ I shake my head.

‘Who is she?’ Orlando insists.

I’m not about to argue with a guy who just pummelled Killer to the ground, am I? ‘She’s Duke Fred’s niece. Rosalind’s her name, and she’s in the same boat as you, in that Fred hates her dad. Her old man is alive, but he’s been kicked out into the Forest of Arden with a group of cronies. They’ve had to ditch the party lifestyle. No big mansions, no gas-guzzlers for them any more. They’ve gone green.’

‘Stop!’ Orlando tells me. ‘I only want her name, not her whole life story!’ Then he dashes off, sighing like a dumb-ass, lovelorn kid. Which he is.
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Now back to the girls. Roz is moping around again. I overhear her tell Celia that the young wrestler threw her good and proper – and she’s not talking arm locks!

‘Do you really have the hots for Orlando?’ Celia asks. ‘I admit he’s a hunk, but you’ve only set eyes on him once.’

‘Once is enough,’ Roz sighs.

‘Ah! Love at first sight. But don’t tell my dad. Duke looks like he’s in a bad mood.’

It’s time for me to fade into the background when I see the frown on Fred’s face.

‘You!’ he yells at Roz, the second he spies her. ‘Pack your stuff and go at once!’

‘Me, Uncle?’ she gasps.

Personally, I’ve seen it coming for a while. Rosalind puts Celia in the shade, she’s so stunning and in-your-face. Fred doesn’t like to see his own daughter down at number two in the eligible list.

‘Yes, you!’ he snarls. ‘Get out of here, quick.’

‘B-b-but why?’ Roz never stammers, but she does now. ‘W-w-what have I done?’

‘Cut the Little Miss Innocence stuff. I don’t trust you as far as I can throw you. You’re your father’s daughter – that’s enough!’

‘No!’ It’s Celia’s turn to challenge her wicked old dad. ‘You can trust Roz, Pa – I swear on my life! She and I are joined at the hip – we were in the same class at school, we go everywhere together.’

‘More fool you,’ Fred sneers. ‘She’s conning you into thinking she’s your friend, just so she looks better beside you in the paparazzi shots. She’s taller and better looking, but you’re too stupid to notice.’

That’s a tough comment from father to daughter. Even I wince to hear it, and I’m pretty hard-boiled.

‘If she goes, I go,’ Celia mutters, but Fred doesn’t believe her.

‘You’re history!’ he tells Roz. ‘And if I catch you hanging around here after this, you’re dead!’

That’s it – finished! He and his crew storm off.
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‘I meant it,’ Celia whispers to Roz after the dust has settled. ‘I’m not staying here without you.’

Roz shakes her head. ‘You can’t throw away your whole future just for me.’

‘Yes, I can. You’re my best friend in the whole world. Who’s going to separate us after all we’ve been through and what we mean to each other? I promise – I’m coming with you!’

‘But where?’ For once, action-girl Roz doesn’t take the lead. She’s too upset.

‘To Arden, to find your father, my uncle.’ It’s Celia who comes up with the bright idea.

‘It’s too dangerous,’ Roz insists. ‘We’re just two spoiled little rich kids. We’d attract the wrong sort of attention.’

‘Not if we dress casual and take off the bling.’

At last Roz gets her brain in gear. ‘You’re right! Especially if I dressed as a boy. I’m tall and skinny – I could so get away with that.’ She swaggers about with her shoulders thrust back and her legs wide apart.

Celia grins. ‘That’s better! What shall I call you?’

Roz thinks for a minute. ‘Call me Jamie. And I’ll call you Summer. Jamie and Summer, a brother and sister on their gap year – how cool is that?’

‘Way cool, and maybe I can talk to Touchstone and get him to come along, too!’

That’s one bright idea too many for one day, young Celia. Why would I want to leave the lap of luxury to rough it in the forest with you? It’s time for me to vanish.

‘Let’s go and get ready!’ I hear Celia add. ‘Hey, this is going to be some adventure. Freedom, here we come!’ 




End of sample
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