-Scene 1-

(Viola and Beatrice drag themselves onto the stage. They are soaking wet and exhausted)

Viola:  Beatrice? Beatrice? (Beatrice crawls up to Viola, puts her arm round her. Viola looks around her) Where are we, Beatrice? 

Beatrice:  (looks around) This must be Illyria.

Viola:  Illyria. Yes, it could be Illyria. (shivering) I don’t really care where we are. (she begins to cry)
Beatrice:  Don’t cry, Viola. Please don’t cry. (she looks around again) We must get help. Come on, we can try to find a fisherman’s cottage or a farmhouse. I think I can see a light over there.

Viola: You go. I’m staying here.

Beatrice:  You can’t stay here, Viola. You’re soaking wet, for goodness’ sake. You’ll catch your death of cold.

Viola:  Death of cold? Good. (she begins to cry again) Oh, I wish I was dead!

Beatrice:  Don’t say that, Viola. We’re alive. We swam to the shore. We’re alive.

Viola:  I don’t feel alive. Oh, what am I going to do without Sebastian? Why did we go on this sailing holiday? Why did we go out when there was a storm warning? It was Antony’s fault, he wanted to go out, he said it wasn’t dangerous. Oh, Sebastian! (she cries again) He’s dead, Beattie, drowned, I know he is. I saw him go under the water.

Beatrice:  And I saw him hanging on to a piece of the boat’s mast. He’s probably lying on a beach nearby and wondering if you are still alive. 

Viola:  My poor, poor brother.

Beatrice:  (finding some in her pocket) Would you like some chocolate?

Viola:  Oh, I couldn’t eat anything. What are we going to do, Beattie? We haven’t got our passports, we haven’t got any money. We haven’t even got any dry clothes! (she shivers) My God, it’s so cold.

Beatrice: (She points offstage) Look, what’s that?

Viola:  Where? I can’t see anything.

Beatrice:  It looks like a suitcase. (she runs offstage and drags on a suitcase) Good thing it’s a plastic suitcase, everything in it must be dry. (she opens it and takes out a few clothes) Oh, it’s men’s clothes!

Viola:  Let me have a look. (she inspects the clothes and begins to cry again)
Beatrice:  What’s the matter?

Viola:  They’re Sebastian’s clothes. Look, here are  his trousers, his shirt, his jacket. He bought them in Monaco just before we left. And his silly cap. He bought two of those, but I can’t see the other one. (she looks for it)
Beatrice:  He wore it yesterday evening when we were having supper in Corsica.

Viola:  Yes, you’re right. 
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Beatrice:  (holding up women’s clothes) And what are these?

Viola:  Those are my clothes. I didn’t have enough room for everything, so I put some of them in Sebastian’s case.

Beatrice:  I see. Well, at least we’ve got dry clothes. I don’t think Sebastian’s things will fit me, though.

Viola: No, I shall wear his clothes. You can wear mine.

Beatrice:  And then?

Viola:  Then we shall pretend to be brother and sister, that’s not so dangerous as two women wandering around. And it will be easier for a man to find work.

Beatrice: (laughs) Oh, Viola, you don’t look like a man. Everyone will notice you’re a woman.

Viola: (pulls a scarf out of the suitcase) I shall tie this round me, then I’ll be nice and flat.

Beatrice:  And your voice?

Viola: I’ll talk like a man. Deep.

Beatrice:  (laughs) Well, perhaps they’ll think you’re a very feminine young man. Look over there. Do you see a light?

Viola:  I think so.

Beatrice:  Then let’s go and change into these dry clothes and see if anyone believes our story about being  brother and sister. Come on, Viola!

(exeunt)
-Scene 2-

(Rocky Orsino is sitting in an armchair, looking miserable.  Helena, his presonal assistant, is standing next to the chair. There is a long silence) 

Orsino: (sighs, changes his position in the armchair, sighs again)
Helena:  (clears her throat loudly and significantly)
Orsino:  (sighs again and changes his position once more. Long silence. He wipes his eyes and sighs again)  Helena, put on a CD, will you?

Helena:  (sighs exaggeratedly) Yes, Mr Orsino. (she puts on a CD, something loud and rocky)
Orsino: (covers his ears) Oh, for God’s sake, Helena, not that music! 

Helena: I thought you liked loud rock music.

Orsino: (shouting) No, I don’t! I hate loud rock music! (sighs) Play me something....sweet, something....gentle –
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Helena:  (sarcastically) Something........ melancholy, perhaps? Something....miserable? Something to make you.....want to commit suicide?

Orsino:  Don’t be so unkind, Helena. (he takes her hand) Put some nice music on, there’s a darling. Just for me.

(Helena crosses to the stereo and puts on a sweet, gentle piece of music)
Orsino: Ah, that’s better. That soothes my soul, that does. (he conducts the music; then, suddenly) Oh, that’s enough! It makes me feel as if I ate too much chocolate. Switch it off!

Helena: (sighing) Anything you say, Sir! (she switches it off)
Orsino: (plaintively) Why doesn’t she love me, Helena?

Helena: (dealing with the stereo)  Mmmmmm?

Orsino:  Olivia, the beautiful, the intelligent, the classy, the sexy Olivia. Why doesn’t she love me?

Helena:  Oh, not that again.

Orsino:  I send her flowers, I send her champagne. Last week she returned that diamond ring I gave her. It cost me $20,000!

Helena: She doesn’t love you, Mr Orsino.

Orsino:  But she must love me. I write poems for her, I invite her out to dinner at the Ritz. What more can I do? 

Helena:  You can’t make her love you.

Orsino: (not listening) I sent Kate to her house today with 500 red roses. I mean, Olivia must realize what I feel about her. (he smiles) I reckon when she sees all those red roses, when she listens to what I told Kate to say to her, she....

Helena:  You sent Kate to tell her that you love her?

Orsino: (a bit ashamed) Well, she won’t listen to me.

Helena: I can’t imagine she’ll listen to Kate, either.

Orsino: (plaintively) But the roses......

(enter Kate with one broken red rose)

Orsino: Kate! (jumping up) Well, what did she say?

Kate: (holds the broken rose in front of his face)
Orsino:  What’s that supposed to mean?

Kate:  If you concentrated more on building up your muscles and less on sending 500 red roses to a woman who’s not even interested in you, then you would be a lot happier. (Pause) She threw them in the dustbin.
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Orsino: She did what?

Kate:  I rang the doorbell, which is no easy thing to do when you’ve got your arms full of roses, I can tell you!. Olivia opened the door herself and stood there with her hands on her hips. Like this. “What the hell are you doing here?” she shouts. Well, I try to give her the roses, she snatches them away from me, storms out to the dustbin and throws them all in. Except this one. She broke the stem, handed the rose to me and told me to give it to you. (she hands it to him)
Orsino:  My heart is broken like this rose......

Kate:  Orsy, darling, she doesn’t love you.

Helena:  I keep telling him that.

Kate:  You men are so selfish. Her brother died six months ago, you can’t expect her to fall in love yet.

Orsino:  I wish she could love me as much as she loved her brother.....

Kate: ......And still loves him. Let’s go and do some exercises, old boy.

Orsino:  But I only.....

Kate:  No excuses, Orsy, while we are talking here your muscles are going soft. (she pulls him off the stage. Helena follows, shaking her head)
· Scene 3 –

(enter Maria, being chased by Toby. He catches her and tries to kiss her)

Maria:  (laughing) Will you stop that!

Toby:  What, you sexy little devil? What should I stop? (tries again to kiss her)
Maria:  Toby, you stink of wine. Ugh! And garlic!

Toby: (belching loudly) And what’s the matter with wine? Or garlic? I enjoy my drink, and I enjoy my food, too.

Maria:  You’re disgusting! (Toby tries to catch her again, she laughs) Oh, leave off, you dirty old man!

Toby:  You’re wild about me, I know it!

Maria:  (pushing him off) Yeah, I’m wild about the way your breath stinks of garlic! Look, there comes your friend Andy Addlehead. (she laughs)  He looks like a wet weekend!

(enter Andrew Addlehead)

Toby:  Well, hello to you, my old friend. (he hits him on the back, almost causing him to collapse) How are things, eh?

Andy:  Not good, no, not good at all. Good morning, Maria.
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Maria:  Morning, Mr Addlehead. Feeling unhappy, are we? 

Andy:  Look here, Toby, I’m beginning to think you got me here under false pretences. You said your cousin Olivia was just waiting for a man like me, and up to now I haven’t even had a chance to speak to her.

Maria: (aside) That’s a good thing. At least she doesn’t know what sort of an idiot we’ve got here!

Andy:  What did you say?

Maria:  Oh, nothing.

Toby:  Don’t worry about Olivia, Andy, old boy. She’s like a car on a frosty morning – a slow starter, but once she takes off......(he makes a racing car noise) ...she’s like a Ferrari!

Andy:  So you think I have a chance?

Maria:  (aside) Yeah, like a snowball in hell!

Andy:  I beg your pardon?

Maria: Oh, nothing.

Toby: Of course you’ve got a chance! Why, man, I can guarantee she’ll fall in love with you when she finds out what a manly type you are!

Andy: (simpering) Manly!

Toby:  I mean, just look at you! What wouldn’t I give for a figure like yours! A bodybuilder’s dream! These muscles, just feel them! (he does)
Andy:  Well, I must admit I am quite .....muscular.

Toby:  But that isn’t so important. (mysteriously) It’s your face, Andy.

Andy:  My face? What about my face?

Toby:  You’ve got a face like an angel, my boy. Why, you look better than Brad Pitt!

Andy:  Brad Pitt!

Toby:  And intelligent, too. Women like a man they can talk to.

Andy:  Oh, yes. I went to university, you know.

Maria: (aside) Yeah, walked up to the door and walked away again!

Andy:  Sorry?

Maria:  Oh, nothing.

Toby:  And I hear you can dance like the very devil.

Andy:  Ah, yes, my dancing is much admired, I can tell you.
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Toby:  Well, let’s see it then.

Andy:  What? 

Toby:  Let’s see you dance! (Andrew dances a few silly steps, Maria nearly has hysterics) I tell you,  if Olivia doesn’t fall in love with you I’m drunk.

Andy:  But you are drunk, Toby.

Toby:  Never mind that. Let’s go and see if we can find something to eat. 

Andy: But we only just had breakfast.......
(exeunt)

· Scene 4-
(Miranda, Viola and Beatrice enter. Orsino is already on the stag with Helena)

Miranda:  Mr Orsino, Sir, this young man here is applying for a job. I told him there was no job going, but he just walked in. Bloody cheek!

Orsino:  Miranda, I told you I didn’t want to see anyone today. You understand? Anyone!

Miranda:  I’m not stupid, of course I understood. He just walked in.

Orsino:  Send him away. I’m too ill to see anyone. (groaning) Oh, my head!

Viola:  I’m very good at massaging heads. Your headache will disappear within minutes, I can pronise you that.

Orsino: Go away. I’m not in the mood for a massage. (shouting) Miranda!

Miranda:  (insulted) I can hear you, Mr Orsino, Sir. You needn’t shout.

Orsino:  Get rid of him (points) and her (points). (groaning) Oh, my head.

(Viola walks up to him and massages his head. )

Orsino:  Hey, stop that....... (after a moment he relaxes and begins to enjoy the massage)
Miranda:  I thought you wanted me to throw him out.

Orsino:  Haven’t you got something useful to do in the kitchen, Miranda?

(exit Miranda, insulted)

Orsino: (moving his head this way and that)  Ooooh, that’s much better. Where did you learn to do that?

Viola:  Natural talent.

Orsino:  What’s your name?

Viola: Romeo.
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Orsino:  Where do you come from, Romeo?

Viola:  (points to the door) From outside.

Orsino: (sighs) You’re looking for a job, I hear. Well, you’re unlucky. I have a personal assistant, a fitness trainer, a gardner, a cook and a maid. That’s almost more than I need. Sorry. Who’s the young woman?

Viola:  My sister, Sir. Juliet.

Orsino: (bored) Hi, Juliet. No, sorry. You’ll have to go.

Viola:  In spite of the fantastic head massage?

Orsino: I said I was sorry.

Beatrice:  Come on, Romeo. There’s nothing for us here.  (they turn round and make for the door)
Orsino:  Wait a minute, perhaps there is something.

(Viola and Beatrice come back)

Orsino:  You’re a good looking young man, Romeo. Perhaps you could help me.

(Viola and Beatrice look at each other suspiciously)

Orsino:  I shall have to be honest with you, Romeo. I’m in love with a woman who isn’t interested in me. I sent her 500 red roses today and she threw them in the dustbin.

Viola:  I don’t quite understand.

Orsino:  If I call on her at her house, she doesn’t even open the door. Her secretary comes out and tells me she can’t see me because she’s in mourning for her dead brother.

Viola:  Her.....dead brother?

Orsino:  The guy died six months ago, for God’s sake. Isn’t it time she stopped thinking of him and started thinking of me?

Viola:  I can understand her.

Orsino:  If I send you to her, perhaps she’ll listen to you. You’re young, you’re good-looking, you’re bound to make an impression.

Viola: I don’t think I can do that.

Orsino:  $500 if she lets you into the house, 500 more if she listens to you.

Viola:  No.

Beatrice:  Romeo, we need the money. Don’t forget that. We’ve got nothing, Sir, nothing at all. (Viola is still undecided) Romeo! Please!

Vioa: All right,  Juliet, I’ll do it. But onyl for you.(thinks a moment) My sister and I need two hotel rooms.
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Orsino:  No problem! Helena, darling, book a suite at the Ritz for Romeo and...er ....er....

Helena:  Juliet.

Orsino:  Right. Juliet. Fantastic. I feel better already. (he takes a necklace out of his pocket) Here, Romeo, give her this – it’s a diamond necklace, that’s what women like, you know.

Viola:  (laughs)
Orsino:  Why are you laughing?

Viola:  I’m laughing because you have no idea at all what women like!

Orsino:  And you have?

Viola:  Oh, yes, I know exactly what women like. Give me the lady’s address and I’ll be on my way.

(Orsino hands her a card, she reads it and leaves with Beatrice)

Orsino:  What do you think of him, Helena?

Helena:  He looks like a girl.

Orsino:  Really? I think he’s very good-looking.

Helena: I think he’s gay.

Orsino:  Well, that’s great, at least he won’t be interested in my Olivia.

Helena:  Your Olivia?

Orsino:  She will be one day, Helena, you’ll see. I’ll make a bet with you – if she doesn’t marry me, I’ll marry Romeo.

Helena:  Ha Ha! Very funny!
· Scene 5 –

(enter Festina, Olivia’s friend, with Illwill)

Illwill:  The mistress is angry with you. You have severely let her down. Severely.
Festina:  Is she very angry?
Illwill:  Yes, she is. You’re two hours late. Very thoughtless of you, if I may say so. I’ll let her know you’re here, Madam..  (exit)
Festina: (mimics Illwill) Very thoughtless of you, if I may say so. (looks around; the doorbell rings, Festina looks out the window) Oh, a young man. For one moment there I thought it was that old  miseryguts Orsino. Mmmm. This one’s really good-looking. 

(Olivia enters with Illwill)

Olivia:  Well?
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Festina:  I’m sorry, Olivia. I got caught in a traffic-jam on the motorway.

Olivia:  You used that excuse on Monday.

Festina:  My mother telephoned just as I was going out. You know what an old chatterbox she is! (sighs)
Olivia:  You used that one last week.

Festina:  Olivia, I.....

Olivia:  Festina, my dear, I can read you like a book.

Festina:  Well, let’s turn the page and see what it says. Mmmm. Here we are. “Festina looks so sad that Olivia throws her arms round her and gives her a big kiss”.

Olivia: (does just that, laughing)
Festina:  Oh, well, at least I’m a book with a happy ending, darling.

(enter Toby, drunk as usual)

Toby: Hell...hell...o....Oll....Oll....Olivia.

Olivia:  Toby, you’re drunk again.

Toby: (insulted)  No, I’m not. It’s only ten o’clock in the morning.

Olivia:  That doesn’t normally stop you from drinking. Ugh. 

Illwill:  Disgusting. Quite disgusting.

Toby:  There’s this boy outside.

Olivia:  Boy? What boy?

Toby: Outside. Wants to speak to you. (he belches) Ooops. Sorry. (grins)
Olivia: Well, I don’t want to speak to him. (tries on a hat with a veil; to Festina) What do you thnk of my new hat, darling?

(enter Viola)

Toby:  Hey, I told you to wait.

Viola: It was too cold outside. 

(enter Maria)

Maria:  For heaven’s sake, Toby, you know you shouldn’t let people into the house. 

Toby:  He just walked in. (to Maria - grinning stupidly)  Come here, my kitten! Come to your old tomcat Toby! 

Illwill:  Disgusting. Quite disgusting.
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Maria:  Shut up, Toby. He walked in because you held the door open for him, you fool! (to Viola) There’s a strong storm wind blowing, young man, why don’t you sail thataway? (she points to the door)
Viola:  Oh, and I thought I’d just reached the harbour. What a pity! Isn’t this where Olivia lives?

Illwill: Insolent young pup!

Olivia:  You may speak to me. I shall answer for Olivia.

Viola: (declaiming) Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day? Thou art more lovely and more temperate. Rough winds... (stops suddenly) Please, tell me if you are the lady of the house. I wrote this poem myself and it took me hours to do it. I don’t want to waste it if you are not Olivia.

Olivia:  Very well. I am Olivia. 

Viola:  Oh, good! (she declaims again) Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, and summer’s lease hath all too short a date. Sometimes.....

Olivia:  Thank you. That’s enough.

Viola: (disappointed) Oh. I thought it was rather good.Very poetic. It took me a long time to write it....

Olivia:  Shakespeare wrote it.

Viola:  I can see you’re too clever for me

Festina:  Oh, another poem!

Olivia:  But not as good as Shakespeare’s. (to Viola) What do you want?

Viola:  To speak to you alone.

Illwill:  Madam, we don’t even know this young man. He could be....

Viola:  Yes?

Illwill: Well, a criminal.

Olivia: I will speak to him alone. Wait for me in the garden. (exeunt all except Olivia and Viola)
Olivia: Well?

Viola:  I can’t speak to someone wearing a hat with a veil. I can’t see your face.

Olivia:  Do you have orders only to speak to my face? (she lifts the veil) There. What do you think of it?

Viola:  What?

Olivia:  My face. What do you think of it?

Viola:  Oh, very natural. Very well made-up.

