
Getting a Taste of Your Own Medicine 

by Joe Russell 

Champion: 

I can’t wait to beat you all!  I am the returning champion, Archer King of the North.  No man can beat 

me! 

 

Peasant walks in. 

 

Peasant: 

Lucky then, as I am no man! 

 

Champion: 

Hahaha.  Who this little fool that stands before me?!  You think you can beat me! 

 

Peasant: 

I think I can give you a run for your money. 

 

Champion: 

Hahaha.  A run for my money.  You truly are a little, insignificant fool!  I will wipe the floor with you 

and take your gold! 

 

Peasant: 

I’ve heard about you.  Your talent with the bow, your aim and skill in archery is beyond most men!   

 

Champion: 

The news spreads fast and true.   

 

Peasant: 

You also have a reputation of vile and mean.   

 

Champion: 

A champion need no manners, no need curtesy.  All others are beneath me – what’s the use of 

being… humble? 
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Peasant: 

Humble is the corner stone of humanity.   

 

Champion: 

Hahaha.  Listen to this little boy lecturing me on humanity.   

 

Off Stage a voice is heard: 

“Target Ready!” 

 

Champion: 

Your time is coming, you will be tasting my victory. 

 

Off Stage a voice is heard: 

“Archers Ready!” 

 

Champion takes aim with his bow. 

 

Champion: 

Watch and learn, boy! 

 

Shoots arrow (mime) into the audience.  Cheers are heard. 

 

Peasant: 

Good shot Champion on high!   

 

Champion: 

Beat that, little worm! 

 

Peasant: 
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I shall give it my best. 

 

Takes aim, shoots the arrow (mime).  Cheers are heard. 

 

Champion: 

Lucky shot.   

Looking nervous, takes aim. 

 

Peasant: 

I wish you well, Champion. 

 

Shoots arrow (mime).  Groans are heard. 

Champion steps back in shock, Peasant steps up and takes aim, just as he does, Champion puts the 

end of his own bow through Peasant’s leg and knocks his aim off forcing him to shoot high in the sky. 

 

Groans are heard. 

 

Champion: 

Oh, poor boy.  You lose.  Champion I remain! 

 

Champion starts cheering for himself and begins to walk off stage.  Peasant quickly takes reaim and 

shoots an arrow up high, knocks the arrow high up, causing it recorrect and hit the target – Bullseye. 

 

Off Stage a voice is heard: 

“Bullseye” 

 

Champion comes forward. 

 

Champion: 

Noooooo! 
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Drops to his knees. 

 

Peasant: 

What’s the matter, oh great Champion of the north? 

You don’t enjoy the taste of your own medicine. 

 

Finish 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


