The Play's the Thing....

Scene:  A  schoolroom.  The  usual  furniture.  The usual unattractive

atmosphere.  At curtain, five girls are sitting or standing around the

room  in  various  poses  of  boredom. They are: KELLY, MELISSA, JILL,

RACHEL  and SAMANTHA. MELISSA has her feet on one of the desks, she is

regarding her fingernails with interest. KELLY and JILL are talking to

each other quietly. RACHEL and SAMANTHA are giggling over a magazine.

MELISSA:  Damn, one of my fingernails is broken. The longest one, too!

I've been cultivating it for weeks.

KELLY: Oh, Melissa, how terrible for you! You won't be able to scratch

anyone's eyes out this week, will you?

MELISSA:  Thanks, Kelly. Nice to know how much you love me.

KELLY:  I  don't love you, Melissa. I'm just happy you're not going to

scratch my eyes out with you model fingernails.

MELISSA:  You're  only  jealous. At least I don't bite my fingers like

you do. I take care of myself.

KELLY:  Yes, dear, we 
had
 noticed.

JILL:  Oh,  shut up, you two. I've got stomach ache and all you can do

is moan at each other.

MELISSA:  Poor, poor Jill. Did we eat too much again, then?

JILL:  No,  we  didn't.  I didn't, either. It's just that lunch was so

disgusting  again  today.  I  hate  those  awful  sausages,  and those

dreadful potatoes. Ugh!

RACHEL:  Yeah, have you noticed, the potatoes are all white and fluffy

on top, like little clouds -

MELISSA:  What  a  poet  you  are,  Rachel  -  our  little  Wilhelmina

Shakespeare -

RACHEL:  -  and  under  the  white  fluff  -  grey,  greasy  lumps  of

half-cooked.........

JILL:  That's enough, Rachel, I'm feeling sick enough as it is.

(There  is  a  knock  at  the  door.  The  girls look at each other in

surprise)

SAMANTHA:  Hey,  that couldn't be old Quinn, could it? Knocking on the

door before he comes in?

KELLY:  (imitating  Mr  Quinn)  Hi, girls! Mind if I enter this sacred

abode?   (the girls laugh - except Melissa, who yawns)

SAMANTHA:  Well,  I  mean,  perhaps he's afraid to come in. After all,

five girls and one man - oooh! Just 
think
 of all the things that could

happen.

JILL: With old Quinn? Really, Sam, lunch made me feel bad enough - 
now

I  think I'll 
have
 to rush to the loo! (She runs to the door, retching

and cannons into HEIDI, who enters:)

JILL:  Ooops, sorry!

HEIDI:  Is this the year 11 drama group, please?

MELISSA:  Yes, it is. Why?  Who wants to know?

HEIDI:  Oh, I do. I mean, I'm new here. My name's - Heidi.

 (all the girls, including Melissa, laugh loudly)

KELLY:  Oh, you poor thing. Who on earth gave you such a name?

HEIDI:  Well, actually, my grandmother's name was Heidi, and........

MELISSA:  And  she  had  a boyfriend called Peter who looked after the
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goats and she lived on the Alm with her uncle and........

KELLY: Don't be so beastly, Melissa. Hi, Heidi. Are you in our group?

HEIDI: Yes, I am. I only just arrived today, and the Headmaster said I

could do drama if I wanted to.

JILL: Poor dear, you must be crazy.

HEIDI: Why?

JILL:   Well, you see, it's an all-girl group. None of the boys wanted

to  join. Actually, most of us are here because we're not particularly

good at school...

MELISSA:  Except me, of course -

JILL:  Of  course,  Melissa, you're brilliant (to HEIDI, 
sotto voce
) -

She's going to Cambridge, of course, and she's going to study English,

of  course, and then she's going to be a great actress, of course. But

the  rest  of  us  are  in  this  course  because we couldn't think of

anything else to do.

HEIDI:  And what's the teacher like?  Mr Quinn, I mean?

SAMANTHA:  Oh, he's just so sexy, we all adore him.......

RACHEL:  Oh, Mr Quinn, I love you...... please marry me..........

SAMANTHA:  Don't  worry,  Heidi. He's horrible. He's really old and so

boring, you wouldn't believe it.

RACHEL:  Oh,  it's  not true, he's delicious, he's delightful, I can't

resist  him. Take 
me
, Mr Quinn, the others don't understand you, but 
I

- oh, I would die for a touch of your hand....

(During  all  this,  Mr  Quinn  has  entered  quietly  from  right: He

bellows:)

QUINN:  All right, you lot, that's enough.

RACHEL:  Oh, shit!

QUINN:  Rachel, one more word like that and you're out.

RACHEL:  Sorry, Sir.

QUINN:  Good afternoon, girls.

ALL:  Good afternoon, Sir.

QUINN:  Register please, Melissa. Thanks.  Everybody here?

SAMANTHA:  Lindsay isn't here, Sir.

QUINN:  So, what's new? Can't that girl ever get here on time?

MELISSA:  We've got a new girl, Sir.

QUINN:  Oh, no, not 
another
 girl. Come here, another girl, what's your

name?

HEIDI:  Heidi Davies, Sir.

QUINN:  Heidi, eh, was your mother a fan of Johanna Spyri?

HEIDI:  No, Sir, my grandmother......

QUINN:  Sit down, Heidi. Let me tell you about the group. Here you see

five girls who would much rather be out with boys than sitting in here

with  me.  And  these poor things are not only 
not
 out with boys, they

are  going  to  put  on a play for the rest of the school to see. (ALL

groan  loudly)  Listen  to  that enthusiasm, Heidi. Well, I'll let you

into  a little secret, as you're new here. We're not only going to put

on  a play for the rest of the school to see, we're going to do a play

by ....... Shakespeare.

(general amazement)
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RACHEL:  Oh, Mr Quinn, Sir, you can't mean that!

QUINN: And why not?

RACHEL:  Well, who ever goes to a play by Shakespeare these days?

QUINN:  The  Headmaster,  your  teachers,  your parents, grandparents,

auntrs, uncles, cousins, your schoolfriends, your classmates......

KELLY:  You must be joking, Sir. They'd all laugh at us if we stood up

and   started   speaking  Shakespeare  (
dramatically:
)  Romeo,  Romeo,

wherefore  art  thou  Romeo? (ALL applaud, with irony). It's a load of

rubbish,  that's  what  it  is.  
I'm
  not going to appear in a play by

Shakepeare.

QUINN:  That's all right by me, Kelly, dear, just go and find yourself

another course.

KELLY:  You know I can't do that, Mr Quinn!

QUINN:  Yes,  and  that's why you'll stay here and do Shakespeare with

the rest of your friends.

HEIDI:  But, Mr Quinn, we're all girls. How can we play men's roles?

QUINN:  You won't be the first, and you won't be the last. By the way,

in  Shakespeare's  day, girls and women weren't allowed to play in the

theatre at all.

KELLY: Weren't they lucky!

QUINN:  Perhaps  they  were,  Kelly. But the boys weren't. They had to

play the girls' and womens's roles (ALL laugh)

JILL:  Yes, but why Shakespeare? Why not something modern?

QUINN:  Because  Shakespeare  
is
 modern, my girl. All great dramatists

are modern. (They look at him in disbelief) OK, I'll prove it to you.

We'll start with Romeo and Juliet. That's really modern.

(LINDSAY rushes into the room - she looks very flustered and untidy)

LINDSAY:  Good afternoon, Sir. I'm sorry I'm late.

QUINN: All right, Lindsay. What's your excuse this time?

LINDSAY:  I was reading, Sir, and...

QUINN:  ...  you  didn't hear the bell. Well, never mind, Lindsay, the

late bird always catches the worm.

LINDSAY:  Don't you mean the early bird, Sir?

QUINN:  Exactly,  Lindsay,  exactly.  How  refreshing to know that you

recognize the stylistic means of irony!

LINDSAY:  Huh?

QUINN:  Lindsay,  the  girls  and  I  have  decided  we  want  to do a

performance of one of Shakespeare's works....

KELLY:  
Mr Quinn
 decided for us, Lindsay....

QUINN:  Be  quiet, Kelly, there's a good girl. Well, before your usual

late  arrival  we  had  just  decided  to  do  a scene from 'Romeo and

Juliet', 
and
 we had just decided you would play Juliet.

LINDSAY: Oh, but Sir, why me.....

QUINN:  ..... because  you  were late, Lindsay. Now, here's your text.

Have a look at it, then we can start to read.

LINDSAY: But  there are two people in it. Sir, Juliet and 'Nurse'. Was

Juliet ill?

QUINN:  Not  
that
  sort  of  nurse, you silly child - Juliet wasn't in

hospital. She hadn't broken her leg ........ only her heart.

MELISSA:  Ooooooh, how romantic!
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QUINN:  Well,  Juliet  has  just got to know Romeo. Her family and his

family  hate each other, so the two of them know they've got problems.

The  only person who can help Juliet is her nurse - the woman who has

looked  after  her since she was a baby, her only friend. So she sends

the  nurse  to  speak  to Romeo, and now she's waiting for her to come

back  -  and  this  is  a  really  
slow
  nurse, always late, just like

Lindsay......

LINDSAY:  ......Can't  I  play  the nurse, then? I'd be much better at

playing her.

QUINN:  No,  Lindsay, Rachel's going to play the nurse. Have you got a

boyfriend, Lindsay?

LINDSAY:  Yes, I have, Sir. You know that.

SAMANTHA:  Are you always late if you have a date with him, Lyn?

QUINN:  Of  course  she isn't, he's much more interesting than school!

What do your parents think about him, Lindsay?

LINDSAY: They think he's OK.

RACHEL:  Oh, come on, Lyn. You know that isn't true!

LYNDSAY:  I  don't  see  what  my private life has got to do with you,

Rachel,  but  OK,  yes,  you're  right.  My  mum likes him, but my dad

doesn't.

MELISSA:  Why not?

LINDSAY:  He doesn't think he's good enough for me, if you really want

to know.

KELLY:  Why not, Lyn?

LINDSAY:  Well,  you  know  what  Dad's  like, he's an awful snob. And

Mike's   father   is  a  lorry-driver.  Dad's  got  something  against

working-class people. He thinks they're all lazy and stupid.

RACHEL:  But Mike isn't, he's the best in his year.

LINDSAY:  
I
 know that, but my dad doesn't. He won't listen when I talk

to him about Mike. He certainly doesn't want me to go out with him. We

have to meet in secret sometimes, so my dad doesn't find out.

MELISSA:  Oooooooh, how romantic.

QUINN:  Melissa,  you're  repeating yourself. That's boring, you know!

Lyndsay, go and find yourself a costume, quickly. (LYN runs offstage)

JILL: Mr Quinn, that wasn't really fair, I mean, making Lyn talk about

her boyfriend. She's got enough troubles with her parents already.

QUINN:  That  may  be,  Jill, but you see, I think Lyn will be able to

play Juliet really well........

KELLY:  .......because she can put herself in Juliet's place.

QUINN:  That's right. Now, Rachel, go and get your costume, quickly!

RACHEL: But Mr Quinn, Sir, I can't read this. The language, it's so -

KELLY:  - old-fashioned. We know, Rachel, we know!

QUINN:  Look,  dear, don't bother too much with the words. Concentrate

on the sense of what Juliet and the nurse are saying.... (EXIT RACHEL)

MELISSA: (sings) 
It ain't what you say, it's the way that you say it..

QUINN:  Exactly,  Melissa,  exactly.  This  time  you're  right. Don't

forget,  the  language is 4OO years old, the man who wrote it has been

dead  for almost four hundred years, but what he said 
then
 was what we

could  say now. Juliet is just a young girl waiting to hear from a boy

she's fallen in love with. Let's hear it from you two!

(LINDSAY is alone on the 'stage')
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JULIET:
   The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse;

          In half an hour she promised to return.

          Perchance she cannot meet him - that's not so -

          O she is lame, love's heralds should be thoughts,

          Which ten times faster glide than the sun's beams,

          Driving black shadows over louring hills.

          Therefore do nimble-pinioned doves draw love,

          And therefore hath the wind-swift Cupd wings.

          Now is the sun upon the highmost hill

          Of this day's journey, and from nine till twelve

          Is three long hours, yet she is not come.

          Had she affections and warm, youthful blood

          She would be as swift in motion as a ball;

          My words would bandy her to my sweet love,

          And his to me.

          But old folks, many feign as they were dead,

          Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead.

          (Enter NURSE)

          O God, she comes! O honey nurse what news?

          Hast thou met with him?

          Now, good sweet nurse - O Lord, why lookst thou sad?

          Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily!

          If good, thou sham'st the music of sweet news,

          By playing it to me with so sour a face.


NURSE:
    I am aweary, give me leave awhile.

          Fie, how my bones ache, what a jaunce I have.


JULIET:
   I would thou hadst my bones, and I thy news.

          Nay come, I pray thee, speak, good, good nurse sepak!


NURSE:
    Jesu, what haste! Can you not stay awhile?

          Do you not see that I am out of breath?


JULIET:
   How art thou out, of breath, when thou hast breath

          To say to me that thou art out of breath?

          The excuse that thou dost make in this delay

          Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse.

          Is thy news good or bad?  Answer to that.

          Say either, and I'll stay the circumstance.

          Let me be satisfied: Is't good or bad?


NURSE:
 Well, you have made a simple choice, you know not how to choose

a  man.  Romeo?  No, not he, though his face be better than any man's,

yet  his  leg  excels all men's: amd for a hand and a foot and a body,

though they be not talked on, yet they are past compare. He is not the

flower  of courtesy, yet I'll warrant him, as gentle as a lamb. Go thy

ways, wench, serve God. What, have you dined at home?


JULIET:
   No, no. But all this did I know before.

          What says he of our marriage, what of that?
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NURSE:
    Lord, how my head aches, what a head have I!

          It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces.

          My back a tother side, ah, my back, my back!

          Beshrew your heart for sending me about

          To catch my death with jauncing up and down.


JULIET:
   I' faith, I am sorry that thou art not well.

          Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me what says my love?


NURSE:
  Your love says, like an honest gentleman, and a courteous, and

a  kind,  and  a  handsome,  and  I warrant a virtuous - where is your

mother?


JULIET:
   Where is my mother? Why, she is within,

          Where should she be? How oddly thou repliest!

          Your love says like an honest gentleman,

          Where is your mother?


NURSE:
                      O God's lady dear

          Are yu so hot? Marry come up I trow

          Is this the poultice for my aching bones?

          Henceforward do your messages yourself.


JULIET:
   Here's such a coil! Come, what says Romeo?


NURSE:
    Have you got leave to go to shrift today?


JULIET:
   I have.


NURSE:
    Then hie you hence to Friar Laurence' cell,

          There stays a husband to make you a wife.

          Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks,

          They'll be in scarlet straight at any news.

          Hie you to church. I must another way.


JULIET:
   Hie to high fortune! Honest nurse, farewell.
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                              - SCENE 2 -

(JILL  is  alone in the room, reading a book. ENTER LINDSAY, messy and

in  a hurry as usual. She drops her books, JILL helps her to pick them

up.)

JILL:  Hey, Lyn, you're early. What's the matter?

LYN:  Oh, nothing, I just wanted to be on time this week, so old Quinn

doesn't give me another role to play. (
She exaggerates
)

            The clock struck nine when I did send the nurse;

            In half an hour she promised to return.

JILL:  Shut up, Lyn, I thought you were really good last week.

LYN:  Sorry, Jill, thanks. It was very difficult, though. The language

is so hard to understand.

JILL:  I  don't  know.... What old Quinn said was true - I mean, about

concentrating on what Juliet is saying.

(ENTER RACHEL)

RACHEL:  Well, what do you think Juliet was saying, Jill?

JILL:  She  was  really impatient because the nurse was so slow and it

was very important for her to know what Romeo had said.

RACHEL:  Yes, that bit with the nurse was really funny:

         'Your love says............ Where is your mother?'

LYN:  That  surprised me, too - I didn't think there would anything in

Shakespeare  to  laugh  at.  But  the  rest of the play is really sad.

(While  she  is speaking the others enter) I sat down the same evening

and  read  it through, and at the end both Romeo and Juliet are dead -

really  all  because of a misunderstanding. Perhaps Mr Quinn will have

us do something a bit more cheerful this week.

HEIDI:  One thing we've got to think about is what Shakespeare play we

want to do........

MELISSA:  Don't  bother  your  sweet  little head about decisions like

that,  Heidi,  leave  it all to the almighty Mr Quinn. He has probably

decided  already what he wants us to do, and it's sure to be something

which  is  deadly boring. (
She yawns)

MR QUINN: (
Enters)
 What's deadly boring, Melissa?

MELISSA:  Really, Mr Quinn, you always walk in just at the moment when

someone has just said something about you!

MR  QUINN: That's what teachers are really good at, Melissa! But let's

get  on with our work. First of all, Kelly and Heidi are going to take

this  little  scene  with them and get into their costumes.(EXIT KELLY

and  HEIDI)  Now  for  the  rest of you. What did you think about last

week's little scene? Did you enjoy it? Lyndsay?

LYN:  Yeah,  it was O.K.

MR QUINN: Lyndsay, please pay attention to your mode of expression.

KELLY: It wasn't ladylike,  Lyn,  dear.

LYN: Sorry, Mr Quinn, Sir. I meant it was fine, Mr Quinn, Sir!

MR QUINN:  That's better. But what about the others?

SAMANTHA:  I liked it, Sir.

MELISSA:  Boo,  Samantha. What a creep you are! Are you hoping for the

best role in the play Mr Quinn wants to put on with us?

SAMANTHA: Don't be so sarcastic, Melissa. I really 
did
 like it. I felt

that  Shakespeare  understood  young people and that he could show the

difference  between  the generations - and the nurse was really funny,
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she was so stupid!

MR  QUINN:  That's  what  I  wanted  to  show you girls - that a great

writer,  whether he writes dramas, novels or poems, doesn't only write

about extraordinary people, but about ordinary people, too. None of us

here  could write like Shakespeare because we haven't got that sort of

talent,  but  the  situation  he shows in this scene - a young girl in

love,  impatient  to hear from her boyfriend - is nothing unusual. But

let's  get on. This time I thought we could watch a short scene from a

comedy  -  Twelfth Night. In the part I picked out for you, Viola, who

believes that her brother is still alive after a shipwreck, decides to

go  and  search for him. To avoid trouble, she dresses up as a man and

enters the employment of Count Orsino, who is in love with a beautiful

lady,  Olivia,  who  is  not  interested  in him. In this scene, Viola

brings a message to Olivia from Orsino.


VIOLA:
      The honourable lady of the house, which is she?


OLIVIA:
     Speak to me, I shall answer for her. Your will?


VIOLA:
      Most radiant, exquisite and unmatchable beauty - I pray

         you  tell me if you be the lady of the house, for I never saw

         her. I would be loth to cast away my speech; for besides that

         it  is  excellently  well penned, I have taken great pains to

         con  it.  Good  beauty,  let  me  sustain no scorn; I am very

         comptible, even to the least sinister usage.


OLIVIA:
     Whence came you, sir?


VIOLA:
      I can say little more than I have studied, and that

        question's  out  of  my  part. Good gentle one, give me modest

        assurance  if you be the lady of the house, that I may proceed

        in my speech.


OLIVIA:
     Are you a comedian?


VIOLA:
      No, my profound heart. And yet I swear, I am not that I

        play. Are you the lady of the house?


OLIVIA:
     If I do not usurp myself, I am.


VIOLA:
      Most certain , if you are she, you do usurp yourself; for

        what  is  yours to bestow is not yours to reserve. But this is

        from  my  commission. I will on with my speech in your praise,

        and then show you the heart of my message.


OLIVIA:
     Come to what is important in't. I forgive you the praise.


VIOLA:
      Alas, I took great pains to study it, and 'tis poetical.


OLIVIA:
     It is the more like to be feigned, I pray you keep it in.

        I  heard you were saucy at my gates, and allowed your approach

