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SCENE TWO: THE FOREST

(As lrc sings, his mood begins to change from jaunty to neraous.)

MAURICE
FIRST PRIZE IS NEARLY MINE

IT'S QUITE MY BEST INVENTION

SO SIMPLE, YET COMPLEX

SO MASSIVE YET SO SMALL

THIS TRIUMPH OF DESIGN

WILL BE MY OLD AGE PENSION

(He looks around, concerned)

THAT IS PROVIDING I CAN FIND THE FAIRE AT ALL

I MUST HAVE MISSED A SIGN

I SHOULD HAVE PAID ATTENTION

Drat!

(He looks back. We hear a howl.)

THAT'S NOT A NIGHTINGALE

AND NOT A MATING CALL

(Another howl)

MAURICE
WOLVES!

(Suddenly, woloes appear. They afusance on him, growling and snarling.)
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(MAURTCE)
Stay back...back! Help! Someone help me! Get back! Help!

(Maurice drops the scarf and makes a run for it. The castle door is reuealed. Maurice bangs

on the door)

Let me in! Let me in!

(The door opens)

SCENE THREE: THE CASTLE INTERIOR

(The castle interior is reaealed. Maurice steps inside, awed by size and scale of the place.

It appears hollow, lifeless, and empty, like a deserted cathedral.)

(MAURTCE)
Hello?

(His aoice echoes in the aastness.)

Hello!

(Maurice proceeds cautiously, looking around. As he does, the lights come up to ret)eal an

ornate human- sized Candelabra and a mantle clock. The Candelabra, Monsieur Lumiere,

is a charming,aery French Maitre D' who fancies himself a ladies man. Cogsworth, the

mantle clock, is an fficious manic English Major Domo. Someone wound him up way too

tight and he's neuer wound down. Lumiere and Cogsworth stand side-by-side, motionless,

but whispering feaerishly, as Maurice wanders past them. )

COGSWORTH
Well, now you've done it! I told you not to let him in!

LUMIERE
We could not leave him for the wolves!

MAURICE
Is anyone home?

COGSWORTH
If we keep quiet, maybe he'll go away.

MAURICE
Is someone here?

COGSWORTH
Not a word, Lumiere, not one word!

MAURICE
I don't mean to intrude, but I've lost my way in the woods and I need a place to stay
for the night.

LUMIERE
Poor fellow. Oh, Cogsworth, have a heart. Monsieur, you are welcome here!


