Excalibur Skit
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Arthur:  Sir Pellinore? Sir Pellinore!  I’ve been told that you’re stopping people from passing along this road.”

Pellinore:  That’s true.

Arthur:  (Trying to sound important but is very nervous) Well, I’ve come to demand that you change your ways!

Pellinore:  You’ll just have to force me, then, won’t you?

Arthur:  Then we joust!  Get to it!

Pellinore:  You shall be defeated!

(They joust, grunting and yelling! Arthur is defeated quickly and falls to the floor)

Arthur:  You may be better at jousting, but let’s see what you can do on foot!

Pellinore:  You will be amazed!!! I will continue to defeat you as you wish!

(The two duel, but Arthur is, again, quickly defeated! Pellinore raises his sword above Arthur, ready to make the final assault and end Arthur’s life.)

Merlin:  (he waves his wand in the air) I shall save Arthur!  Magic wand, be Arthur’s savior!  Abra-ca-dab-ra!!!

(Pellinore suddenly falls to the ground, sleeping.  Arthur stands up, staring at Pellinore in shock.)
Arthur:  (looking around)

What on earth is going on here?  My goodness!  What has happened to my enemy who lies here? Who is responsible for this? 

Merlin:  It was I!  He would have killed you, you fool!  You will be surprised, however, as Pellinore will one day be your loyal servant and his son will be a strong member of the round table!

Arthur:  You know too much, Merlin!  How do you know these things?

Merlin:  It comes from within!  Come, walk with me.  I must tell you about Excalibur.

(Merlin whispers the story of Excalibur to Arthur, who is listening intently.  They come upon a beautiful lake where a hand rises out, holding a brilliant sword.)

Arthur:  What is here? To whom does this hand belong?

Merlin:  Why, that is Excalibur!  

(The Lady of the Lake appears, floating above the lake, her gowns flowing.)
Lady:  Dearest Arthur, this sword shall be yours.  It is a powerful sword that will win many a battle for you!  But you can have it under one condition!

Arthur:  (Staring at the sword) What? What must I do? 

Lady:  You must do all that I ask of you and the sword is yours!

Arthur:  Tell me what to do!

Lady:  Spin around three times and say my name!

Arthur: (spinning) The Lady of the Lake, The Lady of the Lake, The Lady of the Lake! I’m dizzy!

Lady:  The sword is now yours.  Come and take it!

(Arthur walks nervously over the water and retrieves the sword.  Then he walks back.)

Merlin:  What a beautiful sword you have there, Arthur!

Arthur:  (holding his sword so that the sunlight reflects off of it in all directions, shining brilliantly)  It is.  I will conquer all with this sword.  I will be the greatest King in all of England!

(The two turn back into the forest and head for Camelot)

