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Scene One:  The Court
Narrator.

Once upon a time,

All.


long, long ago.

Narrator.

In a place,

All.


far, far away.

Narrator.

Lived an emperor, who was really quite smart.
Emperor.

Quite smart.

Member of

Court #1.

(With distain.) Yet no one knew it.
Narrator.

Because he was so easily persuaded.

Emperor.

Really?  Do you think so?  
Narrator.
One day the emperor had a great idea which he shared with the lords and ladies of the court.

Emperor.
(With great enthusiasm:) Let’s have a feast!

Narrator.

His wife, the Empress was enthusiastic.

Empress.

A feast!

Narrator.

But the others were not.
Member of

Court #2.

(Unconvinced.) Hmmmm, no.

Emperor.

(With equal enthusiasm:) A potluck!

Empress.

That sounds good.

Member of

Court #3.

(Truly disgusted.) No.

Emperor.

(More timidly now.) A picnic?
Narrator.

The Emperor crossed his fingers.
Member of 

Court #1.

Definitely not. 
Narrator.
The court huddled together to discuss what might be done.   

Member of
Court #2.

We have it!  How about a feast!

Emperor.

 Didn’t I just say that?”

Empress.

A feast!  How jolly!

Member of 

Court #3.

Glad you like it.

Emperor.
(With renewed enthusiasm:) All right, a feast it is!  And let’s dress in costumes!

Empress.
Ooooo, costumes!

Member of 

Court #1.
Tacky.

Emperor.
Our Sunday best?
Empress.
Yes, our Sunday best!
Member of 

Court #2.
Sooo tacky.

Emperor.
(Disappointedly.)  I guess we can wear what we have on.

Empress.

But, it won’t seem like a feast.

Narrator.

The court huddled together again.
Member of 

Court #3.
We have it!  Let’s wear costumes!

Empress.
Hurray!

Court.
Glad you like it. 

Narrator.
The people of the court liked the emperor, but they did not respect him because he was, well, a pushover.  

Emperor.
(To the empress.)  It’s a feast, then, and we’ll all dress up.  I want to be a dancing bear . . .

Empress.

No, dear.
Emperor.
You’re right, of course.  It’s a little beneath me.  I know, I could be a court jester, the kind with bells on his cap and . . .

Narrator.
Not a good idea, sir.

Emperor.

A bit silly, I agree.  (Pause to think.)  I have it!





Before he can even speak

Empress & Narrator.
No, no, no.

Emperor.
Guess I’ll have to give it more thought.  I’ll just go upstairs.
Narrator.
I think he could make up his mind if he wasn’t so concerned with the opinions of others.
Empress.
Poor dear.  I’ll go find him.
Narrator.
The boy who was responsible for telling everyone the news was summoned.

Oh, Boy?   Boy!  Where is that scoundrel?

Boy.
Here!

Narrator.
Take news of the feast and costume party to the villagers.

Boy.
Costume party?  I’ll bet the emperor is having trouble deciding what to wear!  

Narrator.
That is inappropriate.

Boy.
But, it’s the truth, isn’t it?

Narrator.
Just be on your way.

Narrator.
The boy spread the word of the feast throughout the village
Boy.
Hear ye!  Hear ye!  The emperor will have a feast.  All attending will be costumed!

Narrator.
And it was good news for everyone, because it meant—

Villagers.
More work for all!

Narrator.
And more work meant—

Villagers.
More money for all!
Boy.
Don’t get excited.  The emperor doesn’t pay that much.

Narrator.
That is inappropriate.

Boy.
But, it’s the truth, isn’t it?

All.
Shhhhhhhhhh!

Boy.
Fine.  (Mockingly.)  More money for all!  
Villagers.

    #1
I could use some brand-new shoes.

    #2
And I would buy a horse.

    #3
I could do whatever I choose.

    #4
And I would save, of course.

Narrator.
Plans were put in motion to prepare a feast and sew the costumes.
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Villagers.
    #1
I will bake a tray of sweets

    #2
And I will pour the wine
    #3
I will roast and carve the meat

    #4
And fruit will be divine!
Villagers.
Let’s get started!
Narrator.
Hold on, there.  (The crowd stops momentarily.)  Who’s in charge of costumes?

Tailor #1.
That would be us!

Tailor #2.
My brother and me!

Tailor #1.
We’re tailors.

Tailor #2.
And we’re very, very good.

Tailor #1.
The best.

Tailor #2.
Our fingers are nimble.

Tailor #1.
Our cloth is from France.

Tailor #2.
But most importantly,

Tailor #1.
We have a reputation for our imaginations.

Tailor #2.
The orders for costumes have already been piling up.

Tailor #1.

The Grand Duke wants to be a lion.

Tailor #2.
How very royal.  The Empress wants to be an ostrich.

Tailor #1.
Hmmm, difficult,

Both.
but not impossible!

Tailor #2.
Did we get an order from the Emperor?

Tailor #1.
Yes, yes we did.  In fact, I have his note right here. 

(He reads it.)


“I have given this a good deal of thought.  I want to wear the kind of costume that is frightening, but somehow friendly.  It should be bright, but not too flashy and it should be 

large-ish in a small-ish kind of way.”

Tailor #2.
Frightening and friendly, bright but not flashy, and large-ish in a small-ish way.  Do you have any idea what he wants?

Tailor #1.
It’s said that he can’t make up his mind.  No matter—we have a reputation for using imagination.  We’ll come up with something.

Narrator.
They shook hands and everyone in the village parted ways so they could make ready for the big event.  Everyone was busy except the boy and his two pals.

Pal #1.
It’s going to be the best feast ever was.

Boy.
How will you know?  You’re not invited!

Pal #1.
(Ignoring him.)  Everyone in town is talking about it.  There’ll be a roast, wine, trays of sweets and delicious fruits.

Pal #2.
Stop, stop!  I can almost taste it!

Boy.
But you won’t because you’re not invited.

Pal #2.
I can dream, can’t I?  Quit ruining the fun!

Pal #1.
And they’ll be wearing costumes.  I would come as a pirate, with an eye patch and a parrot on my shoulder.  

Pal #2.
I would come as a toad, all warty and slimy.

Pal #1.
But you wouldn’t need a costume, then!

Pal #2.

(Laughing.)  Hey, quit foolin’ around!

Boy.
How come when I tell the truth I ruin the fun, and he tells the truth about your really being all warty and slimy, he gets laughs.

Pal #2.
(Drops the laughter.)  You mean . . . I’m really like a toad?  Goodbye, and don’t follow me.
Pal #1.
See what you did!  Wait up!  I didn’t mean it!

Narrator.
The boy called after them.

Boy.
Sorry!  
Narrator.
But the damage was done.  As the boy sulked, the Emperor and Empress strolled by.
Empress.

Look, dear.

Emperor.
Something wrong, young man?

Boy.
I think I hurt my friends’ feelings.

Emperor.
How?

Boy.
I said that one looked warty and slimy like a toad.

Emperor.
Not good.

Empress.
Not good at all.

Boy.
And I told the other not to be excited about the feast because he wasn’t invited.

Emperor.
Not invited?  But it’s a feast.  Everyone’s invited or it’s not a party.  (To the Empress:) Right?

Empress.
You’re the Emperor.

Emperor.
Now scoot, and tell everyone in the village to come.

Empress.
(Kindly.) Scoot!

Emperor.
Egad, that felt good.  I made a decision!
Narrator.
The Emperor and Empress walked home and met with the members of the court.

Emperor.
Gather ‘round, everyone!  I have decided that this will be a grand celebration, and in addition to the feast and the costumes, there will be even more!

Member of 

Court #1.
Decorations!

Emperor.
Well, yes, but . . .

Member of 

Court #2.
And entertainment!

Emperor.
I suppose, however . . . 

Member of 

Court #3.
And fireworks!

Emperor.
(Loudly to avoid being interrupted again.)  No, not exactly.
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Member of

Court #3.
No fireworks?

Emperor.
I guess we could have fireworks.
All Court.
Hurray!  

Emperor.
Oh, drat. 

Empress.
Poor dear.  

Narrator.
Meanwhile, back in the village, the boy returned to tell everyone the good news about being invited to the feast.

Boy.
Hear ye!  Hear ye! (As the villagers enter:)  Guess what!  You’re all invited to the feast!!

Villagers.
(Randomly.) We are!  What fun that will be!  Really?

#1.  
(Interrupting the others.) You know we don’t believe you, son.

#2.
You’re thinking of the boy who cried wolf.

#3.
We believe this little one.
#4.
We just don’t like the truth.

Pal #1.

Does this mean we can go to the feast?

Boy.


Yes, we can!

Pal #2.

Who says?

Boy.


The Emperor himself.

All.


All of us?

Boy.


Yes, all of us!  And for the very first time!
All.
Hurray!  

Pal #1.
Three cheers for the Emperor!

All.
Hip, hip hooray!

Hip, hip, hooray!

Hip, hip, hooray!

Villager

   #1.

What a great ruler!  
   #2.

He’s a hero! 

   #3.

A hero for all the people!

   #4.
         But what will we wear?
Tailor #1.

You’ll have to make your own costumes.

Tailor #2.

We’re still very busy!

All Villagers.
Okay!

Narrator.
And the villagers went off to prepare.  The boy stopped the two tailors.

Boy.
What do you mean you’re still busy. I thought I overheard you saying you were all but done.

Narrator.
That’s inappropriate.

Boy.
But, it’s the truth, isn’t it?

Tailors.
Shhhhhhhh!

Tailor #2.
And go away.

Tailor #1.
He’s right, you know.  We do only have one costume left to make.  Have you come up with anything for the Emperor?

Tailor #2.
Not a single thing that matches his description.

Tailor #1.
Wait a moment! I have an idea!  But it will take all of our imagination.

Tailor #2.
Do tell.

Tailor #1.
He’s such a pushover.  We’ll just pretend to put a costume on him and then tell him that it’s wonderful and how good he looks in it.  He’ll believe anything.  He’s the Emperor.

Tailor #2.
Pretend?  You mean we trick him into believing he’s wearing something, when he’s wearing . . .

Both.
Nothing!

Tailor #2.
That will take imagination.  (Suddenly concerned.)  Oh, but what do we do about everyone else?  When he steps out in his royal undies, won’t everyone laugh?
Tailor #1.
True.  It may be a shock.  Ah!  We just tell everyone ahead of time that only really smart people can see the Emperor’s costume.
Tailor #2.
Only really smart people can see it?  Oh, I get it.  Even if they can’t see it…
Tailor #1.
…they won’t admit it.

Both.
Let’s do it!  

Narrator.
Finally, came the day of the feast. Since all were masked, no one knew that villagers were at the palace for the first time.

There was laughing.  
(All laugh uproariously.)  
And dancing.  
(All provide a short, improvised dance break.)  
And, because the tailors had told everyone about the emperor’s clothes, there much gossip about the costume that could only be seen by really smart people.  
Boy.
Hear ye!  Hear ye!  The Emperor is about to make his grand entrance.  First, her majesty,


The Empress!


(All applaud.)
Empress.
Thank you, everyone.  How very kind.

Boy.
And, now, the two tailors responsible for the costumes you see tonight, including the one they’ve sewn for the Emperor.


(All give polite applause.)

Tailor #1.
Thank you, thank you.

Tailor #2.
The inspiration for the next costume you are about to see came from his majesty, the emperor, himself.
Tailor #1.
And I quote, “I want to wear the kind of costume that is frightening, but somehow friendly.  It should be bright, but not too flashy and it should be large-ish in a small-ish kind of way.”


(There is a murmur of general approval from all except the boy.)

Boy.
What?

Narrator.
(Under her breath as a reminder:)  Appropriate!


Appropriate!

Boy.
Sorry.

Tailor #2.
We reached deep into our imaginations to come up with what you are about to see which is so magnificent . . . 

Tailor #1.
That only those who are smart, intelligent, and truly above average can actually see it.

Member of
Court #1.
I know I will see it.

Villager #1.
If all it takes is being smart, then I am sure to see it.

Boy.
Is that all you have to say?

Tailor #1.

Yes.

Boy.
Hear ye!  Hear ye!  Announcing his majesty, the Emperor!

Narrator.
The Emperor walked confidently into the room, dressed in only his crown and underwear. Everyone gasped but they remembered they could only see the costume if they were smart.

Pal #1.
Do you see what I see?

Pal. #2.
I don’t know.  Just what do you see? 
Member of 
Court #2.

It is frightening.  
Villager #2.
Yet friendly.  
Member of

Court #3.

And bright.  
Villager #3.
But not too flashy.  
Villager #4.
Have you ever seen anything so small-ish in large-ish way?  
(The conversation erupts into applause and cheering.)

Emperor.
Thank you everyone.  Thank you.  

Boy.
But, the Emperor has no clothes!


(All gasp in horror.)
Emperor.
What was that young man?

Boy.
Sir, you have no clothes.

Member of

Court #1.
But I see it.  
Villager #1.
Yes, I see it very clearly.  
Member of

Court #2.
Very clearly.

Villager #2.
No clothes? How ridiculous.  
Member of 

Court #3.
I guess the boy isn’t too smart.

Pal #1.
He isn’t.

Pal #2.
He never was.

Villager #3.
His poor mother.


Emperor.
Stop.  I don’t have clothes on.  And drat if I didn’t know that when I looked in the mirror.  I don’t, (to the Empress) do I dear?

Empress.
No, dear, you don’t.

Emperor.
I knew it.  I knew it, but those two jackanapes convinced me that it was the costume I requested.
Tailor #1.
But, your majesty, if you please, we just couldn’t figure out what you meant by your description.
Emperor.
And no wonder.   It was a terrible description!  What I really wanted was to be a dancing bear.

Tailor #2.
Oh, please give us another chance.  We can make a splendid dancing bear worthy of an emperor.

Emperor.
Please everyone, remove your masks.
Narrator.
For the first time, everyone lowered their masks.  The members of the court were confused.

All Court

Members.

Who are they?

Emperor.
Why, they’re the villagers who I invited to the feast.  It’s not a celebration unless everyone attends, right dear?

Empress.
(Very pleased with him.) You’re the emperor!

Emperor.

Anyone have a problem with that?

Member of 

Court #1.
No, not at all.  Welcome.

Villagers 1 & 2.
Thank you.

Member of 

Court #2.
No problem here.

Villagers 3 & 4.
Nice to meet you.

Member of 

Court #3.
I’m on the Emperor’s side, one hundred percent.

Pals 1 & 2.
So are we!


Emperor.
Egad, this feels good!  From now on, I shall speak my mind and the decisions that I make will stand.  And I have you to thank, young man.  You must stand by my right hand and always encourage me to . . .to…
Boy.
You know what you want to say, your majesty.  Just spit it out!

Emperor.
To do what’s right by all the people!

All.
(Improvised.)  Hurray!
 It’s a new day!  Welcome, friends!  
Narrator.
And while all was not perfect in the land . . .

Boy.
He still has a little trouble making up his mind how and then.

Narrator.
There was a renewal of loyalty to the Emperor and faith in his decisions.

Emperor.
To do right by the people!  

All.
Hip, hip hooray!
