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ROSALYNDE AND THE FALCON received its world premiere at 
Talespinner Children's Theatre in Cleveland, Ohio, March 2015, directed 
by Alison Garrigan. Movement design by Stephanie Wilbert. Lighting 
Design by Josh Heidinger. Costume & Mask Design by Melanie Boeman. 
Set & Puppet Design by Alison Garrigan. Stage Manager, Tim Maca. 
 
The cast for the production was as follows: 
Rosalynde ... Shayla Gordon 
Rusty/Fawn ... Valerie C. Kilmer 
King/Lord/Woman ... Christopher Walker 
Roland/Lady/Man ... Devon Turchan 
Julius Squirrel/Vole ... Charles Hargrave 
Leo/Bat ... Tim Pringpuangkeo 
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CHARACTER DOUBLING ASSIGNMENTS 
WOMAN 1   Rosalynde 
WOMAN 2   Rusty, Fawn 
MAN 1   King, Lord, Woman, Crone 
MAN 2   Roland, Lady, Man 
MAN 3   Julius, Squirrel, Vole 
MAN 4   Leo, Bat 
 
CASTING: The play is written for a cast of six: 4 M, 2 W 
SETTING: Merrie Olde England 
TIME: The past 
LENGTH: 55 minutes 
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ROSALYNDE & THE 
FALCON 

Enter ROSALYNDE, a kind young woman. 

 
ROSALYNDE. My name is Rosalynde,  
And once upon a time, my mother 
Was the queen of all this land. 
But long ago, my father died 
And then my mother dear, the Queen, 
She disappeared. 
One day when she went hunting 
That was the last day she was seen. (Enter KING, a bitter old man.) 
But fortunate for me her brother 
Took the throne, and let me stay 
Within this place, the castle which 
I'd always called my home. 
KING. You horrid, ugly girl! Come here 
At once! The stables wait your care. 
The horses' dung has pil'd up to 
The rafters! Go now with speed 
And clear it all away. 
ROSALYNDE. Of course, my Lord, I'll fetch my spade. 
KING. Nonsense, you'll do it with this spoon. (King chucks a spoon at her 
and exits.) 
ROSALYNDE. He's not so kind to me, you see. 
Truth is, I'd vanished long ago 
Myself, save for his son, the Prince, 
My cousin, friend and sole companion  
Since my mother's gone. (Enter ROLAND, a callow youth.) 
His name is Roland, here he comes. 
ROLAND. O Rosalynde, my dearest chum, 
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Whose happiness I love to see! 
I'm just about to play Lacrosse, 
But first I need a partner, 
So come with me, we'll have a match! 
ROSALYNDE. To play a game! I'd love to play. 
But first your father ordered me 
To go and clear the stables. 
ROLAND. O. 
ROSALYNDE. With just this spoon. 
ROLAND. Hey, what? 
That's terrible! 
ROSALYNDE. I know. 
ROLAND. I'll have no one to play with me. 
ROSALYNDE. I understand. You go and play. 
ROLAND. OK! (Roland turns to go, but stops.)  
But wait! The thought of you, alone. 
Addressing some great equine mess, 
And with a spoon, while I parade 
About with my fine crosse and smile, 
Carefree and cute, why ... 
Why, that would leave me sad! 
ROSALYNDE. It would! 
ROLAND. I'll to my dad, and make a plea, 
On your behalf. 
ROSALYNDE. O no! I fear 
What he might do to make things worse. 
I'll clean the stalls, all on my own. 
ROLAND. You sure? OK! But no. All right? 
No no. What shall I do? I know! 
I'll put away my stick and put  
Upon my jeans and jump into 
The dung with you and as a team, 
We'll clear away the filth! 
ROSALYNDE. Good, Roland, dear! I like that plan! 
(Roland laughs and goes.) O Roland, give him but a moment, 
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Eventually he gets it right. (King enters.) 
KING. You, girl? 
ROSALYNDE. My lord? 
KING. It seems to me, 
That though my reign as King has been 
One of peace and wealth and joy 
The people won't accept my role 
As head of state so long as one 
Remains reminding them of she 
Whose head last wore this crown. 
ROSALYNDE. My mother? 
KING. Your mother, yes. My sister, yes. 
As long as any think that she 
Still lives or that you may one day 
Rise up to seize the throne, no one 
Will truly see me as the man 
That I was always meant to be -- 
THE KING! 
ROSALYNDE. What do you mean, 'still lives'? 
Do you have reason to believe 
She's dead? 
KING. She's dead to me, and so 
Are you. Because you are my niece 
I will be merciful, allowing you  
Two hours, nay only one, to go, 
Forsake this kingdom without 
No proof that ever you were here. 
(King turns to go.) From now. One hour from now. You go. 
Now. (Roland enters.) 
ROLAND. Hi dad! (Exit King.) Well, that was rude. 
ROSALYNDE. My dearest friend, what shall I do? 
Your father there has given me 
An hour to depart his realm 
Or surely he will end my life! 
ROLAND. I have a plan -- and it will work! 
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We'll pack you in a crate and send 
You far away until that time 
When you can safe return. 
ROSALYNDE. O, send me in a crate! But where? 
Who will receive this me-stuffed crate? 
ROLAND. I had not thought of that. How's this ... 
We'll build a wooden horse, all hollow, 
Placing you within, and then at night 
We'll sneak you out of castle walls 
And you'll be free! 
ROSALYNDE. Again, just sent away, alone. 
ROLAND. I do not like to think of you alone. 
ROSALYNDE. Come with me! 
ROLAND. O, er. I can't. 
Were I to go, my father sure 
Would chase us down and bring me back. 
I am a prince and all. 
ROSALYNDE. Poor chum, you're like a girl 
Not free to come and go at will. 
That's it! 
ROLAND. That's it? I am a girl? 
ROSALYNDE. I'll be a man! Dress as a man, 
And cut my hair, and drop my voice, 
Widen my stance, and talk of sport – 
ROLAND. -- like in those plays where girls 
Pretend to be a man and other 
Characters believe it though  
None in attendance ever does! 
ROSALYNDE. It will be just like that! 
ROLAND. Ha ha! 
ROSALYNDE. I go, and when the next we meet 
Don't call me Rosalynde but Gamelyn, 
From Chaucer's tale of old. 
ROLAND. And you can call me Roland! 
ROSALYNDE. Of course, dear friend. 
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ROLAND. Unless you think I need another name, 
So we will recognize each other! (Pause) 
ROSALYNDE. Uhm. No. You will be Roland and  
I Gamelyn. 
ROLAND. Sounds good. (They look at each other expectantly, but there's 
nothing to do but say good-bye. They shake hands.) Good-bye! 
ROSALYNDE. O, let's say au revoir. 
ROLAND. O, let's! Not sure what it means, but we can say it! (They hug. 
Rosalynde departs, tearful.) 

SONG OF THE WOODS (MODERATO) 

Enter two woodland creatures, a SQUIRREL and a FAWN. They sing this 
waltz. 
 
SQUIRREL. (sings) When you abandon the comforts of home 
And leave the old city behind 
To enter the myst'ry of the ancient woods 
Surprising discov'ries you'll find. 
FAWN. (sings) You might just encounter a hapless young squirrel 
Or maybe your once unknown twin. 
A girl dressed as man, or a man dressed as witch, 
Or a trio of thieves rank with sin. 
BOTH. (sing) But maybe, just maybe, perhaps you'll locate 
What you never did think you would see; 
You find the very best part of yourself 
And depart with the you you might be. (Rosalynde, disguised as the boy 
Gamelyn, tired and hungry, approaches a shack in a clearing in the wood.) 
ROSALYNDE. Halloo? Is anyone at home? 
May I come in? Is no one here? 
I must not open doors to homes 
That are not mine. (She enters.) 
Halloo? O galgh! O what a pong. 
You'd think this were a den, 
And that three bears did dwell within. 
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(She approaches a stove.) But o, the stew smells good. Not good,  
But edible. (She tastes the stew.) Not edible, no sir. Now, hmn. 
A dab of this, a jot of that, 
Sing parsley, sage, rosemary ... and time 
To let it sim, at least until 
The crust around the edge is soft 
And melted into stock. So there. 
(She looks about.) What else? Three beds? I've walked all day. 
To see this pallet makes me drowse. 
Alas, this first has got a broken leg 
Poor bed, allowed to limp the night away. 
I'll use this hairslide as a pin 
To brace the leg and once again 
'Twill walk a man to Nod. 
This one's a wreck, I'll mend the sheet 
An make it so 'twould bounce a crown. 
This last is loose, the ropes all slack. 
One needn't be a sailor true 
To have the skill to hoist this mast. 
A-one and two and there we go. 
For that's the meaning of "Sleep tight"! 
And sleep I will, I think it's earn'd. (Rosalynde sleeps. Three "thieves" 
enter the house - JULIUS, the leader, mustachioed, LEO, of indeterminate 
ethnic background, and RUSTY, a curly-headed mute.) 
JULIUS & LEO. (sing) A thief? A thief? What is a thief? 
When it's a bright warm summer's day 
Your family's out to shop and play 
We sneak into your house, and hey! 
We take things! 
(Verse) When country land is lain with frost 
And you're lamenting all you've lost 
We'll offer help, assess the cost, 
Then take things! 
(Bridge) Are we an evil breed? 
Because we're full of greed? 
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O, question not the need! 
We're burglars! 
(Verse) When dear old grandad's gone and died 
You're at the funeral great with pride 
Your house is clear, we sneak inside 
And take things! 
LEO. Hey, boss! You know that thing we do, 
Going to somebody's pad 
And breaking in and use their stuff 
To take whatever we can grab? 
JULIUS. Yeah, so? 
LEO. Somebody's done the same to us! (Rusty has pulled off his pants – 
his shirt long enough to double as a nightshirt – and gotten into bed with 
Rosalynde/Gamelyn. There is a loud honk from under the covers, each sit 
up and look at each other. Rosalynde screams and Rusty falls out of the 
bed.) 
JULIUS. Oh-ho! The culprit still is here 
Thought you could pull one over on us, hey? 
Breaking in here in the dark of night. 
LEO. It's day. 
JULIUS. Breaking in here in the day, the dark of day, 
Breaking my bed – 
LEO. It's fixed. 
JULIUS. Breaking in here and fixing my bed. I oughta – 
ROSALYNDE. Please, sir. (Julius and Leo jump back, Leo holds the 
stranger off with a sandwich.) 
JULIUS. GEEAUGH! It speaks! 
LEO. Hey, what we gonna do, Boss? 
JULIUS. It spoke to me! It can't be let to live! 
Er, Tie him up, then we'll decide. (Leo gets a rope, but Rosalynde bounces 
out of bed. Rusty is at the stove, tasting what Rosalynde had made.) 
ROSALYNDE. No, wait, I can explain. 
JULIUS. Too late, the time for explanation 
Was when you were asleep. 
ROSALYNDE. O, what can save me now? (Leo and Julius circle 
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Rosalynde while Rusty sets a table to eat and rings a bell.) 
LEO. Saved by the bell! (Julius and Leo abandon menace and sit at the 
table.) 
JULIUS. (sing-songy) Kid-deeees! Supper is reh-deee! (They tuck in.) 
LEO. I ain't been hungry in a long time. 
JULIUS. My friends, this week-old hash 
Is suitable to feed the King! 
Er, which of you have done this? (Rusty puts up his hand.) 
ROSALYNDE. I, sir. (Julius leaps up.) 
JULIUS. I, sir? 
LEO. I sir. 
ROSALYNDE. Aye, sir? 
JULIUS. That sounds funny when you say it more than once. 
Doesn't that sound funny? You should laugh. 
These are the jokes. Where were we? 
You, sir? You made this food and fix'd my bed? 
ROSALYNDE. I did, sir. 
JULIUS. How much do I owe you? 
ROSALYNDE. O, you don't owe me anything. 
JULIUS. That's good, because I wasn't going  
To give you anything. 
LEO. Hey, he should stay with us. 
JULIUS. Yeah, we could use a straight man. 
ROSALYNDE. Why, what's a straight man? 
LEO. Hey! Ha ha! He gets it. 
ROSALYNDE. How do you live, out here, you three, 
Without a farm or horse or some 
Apparent means of labor? 
LEO. (sings) A thief? A thief? What's a – 
JULIUS. O no, we're not going through that again. 
LEO. This is the reprise. 
JULIUS. You can't reprise a reprise! 
LEO. Why not? I begun the beguine. (Rusty reaches into Rosalynde’s 
pocket and removed something valuable, and another item from around 
her neck. Leo sings.) When they – 
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JULIUS. Copyright! 
LEO. O yeah, would hate to break the law. (Rusty moves behind 
Rosalynde and pulls out a pair of ladies underpants.) 
JULIUS. O ho! 
ROSALYNDE. Give me that! (Rusty sports her watch.) And that! (Rusty 
shows off her necklace.) And that! (Rusty perches the crook of his knee in 
her hand, she throws it down.)  
Why you! I see your game, and this is 
Nothing but a den of thieves. 
JULIUS. You lie! We're merely socialists. 
LEO. He's right, we're sociables, we kindly take 
It from the rich and give it to the poor. 
JULIUS & LEO. That's us! 
ROSALYNDE. I cannot stay with men 
Who rob and steal to keep all for 
Themselves. 
JULIUS (to audience) Well, this was a short play. (The thieves begin to 
pack up the set.) You step out there and ask that nice lady for all your 
money back and we'll be at the door to take it from you. 
LEO. Fun while it lasted. 
JULIUS. Says you. 
ROSALYNDE. Now hold! (They stop.) 
It's not the taking fills my soul 
With doubt, it is the keeping. 
LEO. Keeping’s the best part. 
ROSALYNDE. Have you ever given thought to real 
Redistribution of wealth, by taking 
From the rich and giving to the poor -- 
The real poor, those who dwell about, both 
Near and far, awash in filth, without  
A tuppence to their name, lost 
And without hope, and give your gold 
To them! 
JULIUS. I don't know. 
LEO. I can live as a thief, 
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But you sound like a Democrat. 
ROSALYNDE. But hark! Without I hear a noise -- 
Some travelers. We'll lay in wait 
And spy if they be rich or poor. 
JULIUS. You ready to jump in and thieve 
Without another word? 
ROSALYNDE. I am! 
LEO. You playing, you've done this before. 
ROSALYNDE. Why no, and yet I feel today 
A change come over me, as like 
New garments by themselves can tell 
A man just who he might become. (Rusty listens to his sleeve, and has a 
nice conversation with it.) 
JULIUS. I don't know about your shirt, 
But those pants are talking. 
ROSALYNDE. (puts in her hand) Let's rock! (All exit. Enter two, a 
LORD and a LADY.) 
LORD. How does my Lady, are you comf'torble? 
LADY. My yes, we are so rich, I have 
All that a lady could wants 
Expensive jewels, tremendous furs 
All stripped from tender animals! 
And food and drink, enough to share 
Except, why share? 'Tis much more fun 
To keep it all ourselves! (They laugh. Enter Rosalynde and Thieves.) 
ROSALYNDE. Stand and deliver! 
LORD. What's that? 
LADY. What's that you say? 
JULIUS. Stand and deliver! 
LEO. You stand and then deliver. (Rusty stands and makes to deliver.) 
LORD. I've never heard that phrase before. 
ROSALYNDE. It's very simple, you were traveling, yes? 
LORD. Why, yes. 
LADY. O, yes, we were. 
ROSALYNDE. You were in motion, now you stand. 
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LORD. I see! We stand. Stand we do. 
LADY. But deliver? Deliver what? 
JULIUS. Deliver to us all that you possess. 
LEO. Your gold and jools and fancy things. 
LADY. For you to hold? 
JULIUS. For us to keep. (Pause.) 
LORD & LADY. You're thieves! 
LEO. Well, yeh. 
ROSALYNDE. No, no! 
JULIUS. We're not? 
LEO. I thought we were. 
ROSALYNDE. We're angels, servants from above. 
Whose mission is to set the world to right 
And even up the score 
From those who have to those who don't. (Meanwhile, Julius, Leo and 
Rusty set about stripping items from the Lord and Lady.) 
LORD. If you're so good ... then why the hood? (Julius, Leo and Rusty 
halt suddenly, and look to Rosalynde expectantly.) 
ROSALYNDE. Much like the falcon, a fright'ning bird of prey 
Must wear a hood to keep it docile, calm and kind, 
I wear this hood to hide my darker side 
Which elsewise might not leave you so 
Unharm'd. (Julius, Leo and Rusty look back to Lord and Lady.) 
LADY. Please don't hurt us ... Hooded Robber. 
LEO. Call him Robbing Hood. 
JULIUS. Robbin' Hood! 
ROSALYNDE. The Falcon. (All gasp. Rosalynde walks up to the Lord & 
Lady, menacing.) Tell all your friends 'bout me. (Lord and Lady run 
away.) 
JULIUS. So, uhr.  Hey, "Falcon". 
LEO. How come  
You know so much 'bout falconry? 
ROSALYNDE. My father was an illiterate glovemaker. 
JULIUS. Works for me. (Rusty has been enjoying their stolen booty, 
hands Leo the fur.) 
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LEO. Hey, this is nice. 
JULIUS. Boolah-boolah. 
LEO. First round is on the Falcon! 
ROSALYNDE. No, no. First we convert this stolen bunk 
To gold within a house of trade, 
And then unto the local homeless shelter 
Thereto providing proper clothes and meals, 
Vocation'l training, to make a better life. 
JULIUS. You were serious. 
LEO. We thought you were kidding. 
ROSALYNDE. Let's off! (They exit, Thieves grumbling. Enter Man and 
Woman.) 
MAN. When did this letter come, my dear? 
WOMAN. Arrived by morning post - is it 
From our son or daughter, long since 
Moved away, and leaving us bereft 
And without means? 
MAN. O no, much worse, 'tis from the King? 
WOMAN. The King? O, that is bad indeed. 
MAN. It reads that every sev'ral man 
Must tithe a tenth of their net worth. 
WOMAN. A tenth! I'd be surprised 
If all our worth accrued to one dinar. 
But even if it did, you'd not find 
Ten percent of that on hand to pay -- 
What shall we do? 
MAN. I'd hoped to fix the roof, 
Which has a leak, lets in the cold. 
But now it 'ppears we must decide 
On that or food. 
WOMAN. So tired of being cold, 
I'd plann'd to lose a few pounds, anyhow. 
MAN. We cannot live like this. (Enter Thieves.) 
JULIUS. Stand on the liver! 
LEO. Stan and Don, Forever! (Rusty stands behind the Man and puts his 
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hand into his pocket. Enter Rosalynde.) 
ROSALYNDE. My friends! What are you doing? 
Have you not eyes, these poor, 
And miserable folk have not a penny 
To their name! They're old and helpless, 
Frail, and drawing near their end of years 
In penury and loss, all strugg'ling to survive another day. 
MAN. That's all a bit arrogant. 
WOMAN. I feel quite fine, you snob. 
ROSALYNDE. But ... aren't you poor? 
MAN. Why yes, we're poor, of course, we're poor. 
You shouldn't call us names. 
ROSALYNDE. Forgive me, I am ... THE FALCON. (to THIEVES) 
Bequeath to them what we have brought. (Thieves grudgingly divest 
themselves.)  
A bag of gold, a cape of sable fox 
This pocket watch, and precious rings. 
WOMAN. O my! 
MAN. What, no? We can't! I mean, 
Where did you find this clover? 
ROSALYNDE. Fell from the sky, a gift sent from 
The Lord above, and though I found 
Them scattered in the plateau of 
Yon mountain high, they're meant for you. 
MAN. But did you steal them? 
WOMAN. Of course he didn't! 
MAN. But dear – 
WOMAN. My love, think what we'll do 
With all these gifts; repair the roof … (Thieves depart.) 
MAN. Mend the fence … 
WOMAN. We'll buy a cow … 
MAN. And chickens, too! 
WOMAN. A second chance. 
Good sir -- where did he go? 
MAN. He's flown back up to Heav'n, with his 
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Merry band of pranksters. 
WOMAN. Arrividerci, Falcon! We'll not forget you! 

SONG OF THE FALCON 

MAN & WOMAN. (sing) Who is this boy, our champion? 
Who fought the law, and yet he won? 
And brought such hope to ev'ryone? 
THE FAL-CON! 
He treats the poor like closest kin, 
The mis'rable, his bretheren, 
And did you see his clear, smooth skin? 
THE FAL-CON! 
When darkest night falls with a crash 
All out of luck and ready cash 
The Taxman parts with all your stash 
All your clothes are worn and slash'd 
You feel your dreams have all been dash'd 
Who then swoops down within a flash, 
The one whose name gives creeps a rash, 
A young man handsome brave and brash, 
The FAL-CON! The FAL-CON! The FAL-CON! (Exit Man & Woman. 
Enter Rosalynde.) 
ROSALYNDE. Where once a princess stood, now doubles 
Up a fiery phoenix, me! The Falcon! 
What is it I have learn'd? 
'Tis folly to discern the things I've learn'd, 
Enough to say: Callooh! Callay! 
I've broken free from my proscripted life 
Can look a man square in the eye 
Demand his cash, then serve those so  
In need ... 'tis like a dream from  
Which I never hope to wake. 
Until all those who want and hunger 
Are provided for, I hope that naught occurs 
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To knock this Falcon from its perch.  (Exit Rosalynde. Roland approaches 
the wood.) 
ROLAND. For six long months my pal is gone. 
There's not a word to bring me hope 
That she will one day return home. 
My dearest friend! My Rosalynde. 
Perhaps if I take to the wood 
And post about some messages 
All asking of her whereabouts 
Someone or thing that's seen her here 
Will know she's missed and spread the news 
And bring her back to me! (Roland goes about posting messages on trees. 
Enter Julius, Leo and Rusty in conversation.) 
LEO. Your seven ages of man? 
That's like your seven dwarves. 
JULIUS. O yes? 
LEO. Well, you got your happy, 
That's a baby, laughing and gross. 
Then your sneezy, faking sick  
Because he no want go to school. 
Then Bashful, because he's in love 
With girls, an Grumpy, always fighting 
JULIUS. Because he's got no girls. 
LEO. Then Doc, your middle-age, profesh'nal type 
Dopey, senile and stupid, 
Finally Sleepy because you dead. (Rusty has torn one of Roland's 
messages from a tree, and is reading it. He waves it about like stinky 
cheese.) What's that, partner? 
JULIUS. Looks like verse. 
LEO. I thought it was a poem. 
JULIUS. (reads) “Just as tears are made of brine, 
I shed tears for Rosa-line.” 
This is awful. And by that, 
I mean terrible. (Leo pulls down another paper.) 
LEO. Look, here's another: (reads) 
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“Of all the friends I'd ever find, 
Not again find one like Rosa-lined.” 
O, that's no good. She must be 
Either "line" or lined". 
JULIUS.  Like paper. 
LEO. Lined paper? 
JULIUS. Sure. 
LEO. I dunno. I've lined in bed,  
And I've lined to my teacher, 
But I've never lined paper. (Pause) 
JULIUS. Paper, huh? You have a lot of paper jokes. (Pause) 
LEO. I got reams of 'em. 
JULIUS. Yeah? Well. I oughta pulp you. (Pause) 
LEO. Okay, Sheaf. (Pause) 
JULIUS. Are we out of paper yet? 
LEO. All out of paper. 
JULIUS. Because we could wrap fish in these jokes. 
LEO. Later we recycle 'em. 
JULIUS. You're a card. 
LEO. At least I'm not bored. 
JULIUS. Cardboard? 
LEO. I can't remember. 
JULIUS. No, you can't memorandum. 
LEO. Memorandum? I never met him. (Pause) 
JULIUS. Now are we out of paper? 
LEO. All out of paper. (Rusty picks a paper off a tree, interprets it, 
beating out the rhythm. For some reason, Rusty has become very affected 
by these poems.) 
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