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THEE AND THOU 
By Bret Jones 

 
SYNOPSIS:  Mistaken identity, love lost and found, and temperamental 
actors combine to create chaos and fun in this hilarious comedy. Set during 
Elizabethan England in The Globe Theatre, Shakespeare and Burbage are 
planning rehearsals for one of Will's plays, Julius Caesar. As the actors 
banter back and forth, a roguish highwayman and his partner break into The 
Globe, one of them impersonates Shakespeare, and the farce begins! 
 

CAST OF CHARACTERS 
(6 MEN, 3 WOMEN) 

 
WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE (m) .......... Shakespeare is 35 years old and in 

the top of his craft as a writer and 
player with the Lord Chamberlain's 
Men. He has hair to the nape of his 
neck, a short, trimmed beard, and a 
thin mustache. He is full of energy 
as a writer and loves what he does. 
(210 lines) 

 
RICHARD BURBAGE (m) ................... 30s. He is the best tragedian of the 

age. He loves to play tragedy and is 
very vocal about it. He is also 
cantankerous, yet full of love for his 
fellow players. (267 lines) 

 
JOHN HEMINGES (m) ......................... 30s. He is another player in the Lord 

Chamberlain's Men. He is fun-
loving as much as the rest of them, 
but he tries to maintain some kind of 
order. (214 lines) 
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WILL SLYE (m) .................................... 30s. He is another player in the Lord 
Chamberlain's Men. He is 
hopelessly in love with Julia and 
will do anything to be with her.  
(169 lines) 

 
ROBERT MIDDLETON (m) ................ 40ish. He is a rogue and a 

highwayman known as the White 
Fox. He is ready to retire and settle 
down. (142 lines) 

 
ALEXANDER FLETCHER (m) ........... 20s. He is Robert's partner. He 

enjoys robbing others and likes the 
rush of the take. He looks very 
boyish. (86 lines) 

 
JULIA CONDELL (f) ............................ 20s. She is the sister of Henry 

Condell, one of the company. She is 
the sewing mistress for the 
company. She appears to be cold 
and callous, but underneath she has 
a warm heart. (118 lines) 

 
AGNES HARCASTLE (f)  .................... 20s. She is the script mistress for the 

troupe. She works with Shakespeare 
as he tries to flesh out his plays. She 
loves him very much.  
(89 lines) 

 
BESS HARCASTLE (f) ......................... 20. She has come with her sister, 

Agnes, to assist with the day's work 
at The Globe Theatre. She is 
Catholic, which is dangerous in 
Elizabethan England, but she 
continues to cross herself and pray 
to get out of the madness that is 
going on at the Globe. (58 lines) 
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SETTING 
 

The stage of the Globe Theatre in London, England. Elizabeth I's reign. 
 
TIME:  Early September 1599. Elizabethan England. 
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ACT ONE 
 
SETTING: 
This is the Globe Theatre, circa 1599. The stage has the Elizabethan 
style forestages of the period. There are two support columns at SR & 
SL. The stage is bare except for a couple of chests that contain 
costumes, props, etc. There are three doors on the US wall. The door 
at UC is two drawn curtains. There is a feeling of grandeur and 
theatrical energy but with a sense of sweat, grime, and tears. 
 
AT RISE: 
The stage is quiet. No one is around. We can hear an occasional 
street vendor or noise of horses traveling near the theatre. And then: 
noises from offstage―someone is trying to be quiet entering the 
theatre, but they are having a tough time of it. The SL door opens and 
a head peeks through―it is WILL SLYE, actor in the Lord 
Chamberlain’s Men. He quickly slams the door, and there are voices 
offstage. The door is cracked open again. SLYE peers out and is 
shoved from behind. He trips out onto the stage. 
 
SLYE:  Cur! What dost thou think you are doing? 
 
JOHN HEMINGES enters behind SLYE and takes a look around. 
 
JOHN:  No one is here. Good. 
SLYE:  You shoved me in, coxcomb cur. 
JOHN:  True enough, Slye, but you were in the way. We are not 

thieves, you know. 
SLYE:  It feels like it, even though we are part of the company. 
JOHN:  We just moved the old Globe across the river. There is no 

reason to feel like a criminal. 
SLYE:  You would know about that, would you not? 
JOHN:  As you, Slye. Even your name suggests criminal intent. 
SLYE:  Bloody cur! 
JOHN:  The others will be here soon. 
SLYE:  What do you think we will put together for the public this time? 
JOHN:  That is up to Will, Will. 
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SLYE:  Clever, John. Very. (SLYE suddenly grabs JOHN in his arms 
and dips him over toward the floor. quoting from Sonnet 18.) “Shall 
I compare thee to a summer’s day?  
Thou art more lovely and more temperate―” 

JOHN:  You know his sonnets as well? Do not let him hear you quote 
them. He will wail in ecstasy. 

SLYE:  As you shall! (SLYE dips him around the other way and 
puckers up his lips in fun.) 

JOHN:  (Finishing the opening lines of Sonnet 18.) “Rough winds do 
shake the darling buds of May,  
And summer’s lease hath all too short a date.” 

 
Suddenly JULIA CONDELL enters from the UR door. Everyone 
freezes. 
 
JULIA:  Actors. 
 
SLYE drops JOHN to the floor; he lands on his back in a huff. 
 
SLYE:  Julia, Julia, Julia. “Shall I compare thee to a summer’s day?” 
JULIA:  Do not use his sonnets on me, Slye. Dost thou take me for a 

fool? 
SLYE:  No. Never. I would take you for my wife! (SLYE grabs her 

hand and kisses it. She pulls it back and slaps him.). 
JULIA:  You will show me where the sewing room is so that I may 

make your costume! 
SLYE:  (To JOHN.) Do you witness this? She is in love with me. She 

cannot help herself. 
JULIA:  Yes, I can. Dost thou not have some―acting to do? 
JOHN:  Not until the others get here. We are patiently waiting on Will 

and Richard. 
JULIA:  Did you try the Dragon? 
JOHN:  Is it not too early for such indulgence? 
JULIA:  How long have you been a Chamberlain’s man? 
JOHN:  She is right. We should have checked the Dragon. 
SLYE:  I thought Will liked the Hog and Bone? 
JOHN:  Wrong Will, Will. 
SLYE:  You did it again. 
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JOHN:  Stay a while. I am sure that I will do it once more before the 
day is through. 

JULIA:  Kemp is who you are thinking of, warthog. 
SLYE:  Who? Me? 
JULIA:  No! The fairy flying over the groundlings pit! Of course you! 
SLYE:  Last week it was hog spittle that you called me. You are 

softening some, my pet. Is she not, John? Oh, Julia. 
JULIA:  Oh, hog spittle. Is that better? 
SLYE:  Mark this, lady-fair. You will be mine one day. 
JULIA:  When devils grow halos, little man. Now where is the sewing 

room? Dost thou think I have all day to twiddle with you actors? 
SLYE:  Yes, please. (He takes a cautious step towards her.) 
JULIA:  Will Slye, if thou takes one more step, I will use you as a 

needle’s cushion. 
SLYE:  You say the sweetest things to me, Julia. (He takes another 

step. She punches him in the stomach. JOHN howls with glee.) 
JULIA:  John. The sewing room? 
JOHN:  Just as it was on the other side of the river. Every beam and 

piece of thatch was replaced to its original spot. 
JULIA:  Remember, John. I have not had the honor of being here 

since the move. A sick mother to attend to in Lancashire. 
JOHN:  I remember. It is all the same. Not one beam has been 

misplaced. 
JULIA:  The same old Globe, is it? Actors, plays, crowds—and 

debauchery! 
JOHN:  One can only hope, Julia. 
JULIA:  God forgive us our chosen profession. 
JOHN:  Amen. 
SLYE:  (Recovering from the blow.) Amen. 
JULIA:  Pardon me, uh―I would say gentlemen, but that would 

offend the real thing, so I will just say pardon. 
JOHN:  Madam.  
 
He bows slightly as she exits through the door at UL. SLYE is still 
doubled over. JOHN quickly kicks him and SLYE flies sprawling onto 
the floor.  
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JOHN:  She will have you when devils grow halos! Ha! What a player 
you have become, Slye!  

 
SLYE hops to his feet and he and JOHN begin to circle one another. 
 
SLYE:  Coxcomb cur! 
JOHN:  That is over-worn with use, Will. Find another! 
 
SLYE makes a grab for him, but JOHN steps out of the way. 
 
SLYE:  I will gut you like a fish! 
JOHN:  I am quaking with fear, little one! 
 
SLYE growls and lunges and misses. 
 
SLYE:  Do not say that! 
JOHN:  Her words, Slye, my boy! And I was always taught to respect 

the honesty of a lady. 
 
SLYE lunges again and misses. They are both beginning to enjoy 
this. 
 
SLYE:  Why did Henry have to bring her down here? 
JOHN:  She is his sister, buffoon. Remember? And you are no man 

for her! 
 
SLYE gets him this time and they begin thrashing it out on the 
floor―they are not trying to hurt one another. They are just 
overgrown boys wrestling. Suddenly WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE and 
RICHARD BURBAGE enter from the UC door. By the time they enter, 
SLYE is riding JOHN’S back. When they enter, they all freeze. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  That’s two pence you owe me, Burbage. 
BURBAGE:  For what? 
SHAKESPEARE:  I told you they would be doing just that before the 

season was through here at the Globe. 
JOHN:  Doing what, Will? 
SHAKESPEARE:  Just that.  
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He points at them. JOHN and SLYE are frozen in tableau with 
SLYE’S hand raised as if to spur on the horse. 
 
BURBAGE:  That? But wait a moment, you said that there would be 

an engagement. 
SHAKESPEARE:  If that is not an engagement, then I am no poet. 

And poets tend to know an engagement when they see one. 
BURBAGE:  You are right. Put the two pence on my bill. 
SHAKESPEARE:  Like everything else around here.  
 
SHAKESPEARE takes a leather bag from off of his shoulder. It has 
parchment and other items in it. 
 
BURBAGE:  The jest is over, gentlemen, unless the engagement is 

really on. If it is, say so, and Will and I will depart from hence. 
 
SLYE and JOHN realize their foolish position and break it up. 
 
JOHN:  Richard. William. Fair day to you both. 
SLYE:  Greetings. Do we rehearse a play? 
SHAKESPEARE:  Yea, verily, we do. (He jabs SLYE.) Hog spittle! 
 
All laugh but SLYE. 
 
SLYE:  You heard! 
SHAKESPEARE:  Yea, verily! 
BURBAGE:  (Quoting SLYE.) “Mark this, fair lady. One day you will 

be mine!” 
 
BURBAGE suddenly grabs SHAKESPEARE and dips him toward the 
floor; SHAKESPEARE plays along. (Misquoting from Romeo & 
Juliet.)  
 
BURBAGE:  O, Julia, Julia, wherefore art thou Julia? 
SHAKESPEARE:  (Playing along and misquoting as well.) O! What’s 

in a name?  
That which we call hog spittle by any other name would still reek!  
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They all roar with laughter; even SLYE is seeing the humor. 
 
BURBAGE:  Is it the east and Julia is the sun! 
SHAKESPEARE:  (Correctly quoting.) “Tempt not a desperate man!” 
SLYE:  Methinks you are going too far at my expense.  
 
BURBAGE lifts SHAKESPEARE back up. 
 
BURBAGE:  Methinks? Since when do you methinks? Stop it now, 

Slye. I say halt to such vicious and cruel activity. 
SLYE:  She will be mine one day, God willing. 
BURBAGE:  And if He does in His great and matchless glory, then I 

say that there is most definitely a God!  
 
They all laugh. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  Where are the others? 
JOHN:  Kemp is at the Hog and Bone. Did you not see him there? 
SHAKESPEARE:  We were not at the Hog and Bone. Burbage would 

not allow it. 
BURBAGE:  The Dragon. That is where we were. It has the finest ale 

this side of the river. 
SHAKESPEARE:  It also has some of the more wicked wenches 

serving the ale. That is closer to the truth. 
JOHN:  Julia said as much. It seems that our sewing mistress know 

more about us than we do. 
SHAKESPEARE:  What about the others? 
SLYE:  Henry and Pope we saw this morning. They said they would 

be late. Pope’s mother passed away. 
SHAKESPEARE:  She did? 
BURBAGE:  How many times does that make now? 
SHAKESPEARE:  At least ten times. 
SLYE:  Surely not so. He seemed sorely grieved this time. 
SHAKESPEARE:  Then he is becoming a better player for the stage. 

Miracles will never cease. 
JOHN:  I suppose that means― 
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SHAKESPEARE:  ―it does. He and Henry are off gambling at the 
bearbaiting. 

JOHN:  Is it not early for that? 
SLYE:  Sometimes they go for days. If they are not here by the noon 

hour, then we can assume the worst. 
BURBAGE:  No. Correction: always assume the worst with Henry 

and Pope. We have a rehearsal! Where is the rest of the 
company? 

SLYE:  I am not certain of Beeston or Phillips or the others. 
BURBAGE:  We will begin without them! Poet! 
SHAKESPEARE:  Yes, oh great and matchless tyrant of the stage? 
BURBAGE:  A play for us to play! What’s it to be, poet? I say tragedy 

bold and glorious! (JOHN and SLYE both groan at this. JOHN 
walks over to the props cart at DR.) What? Do I detect dissention? 

SLYE:  One hopes so. 
BURBAGE:  Tragedy is the truest form of art! There is nothing better! 
SLYE:  The groundlings like to laugh. 
BURBAGE:  They only pay a penny! I play to the galleries above! 

Tragedy allows my golden voice to resound and echo through the 
rafter beams! Give me a king to play with a horrible death scene, 
and I will make you rich men! 

JOHN:  You promise that every season. 
BURBAGE:  I tell you it’s true! I play best to the galleries! 
SHAKESPEARE:  You are playing now. You play when we are at the 

tavern. You play during rehearsals. You play all of the waking 
hours. And I am certain you play in your sleep! 

BURBAGE:  Cretin! Vomitous spore! Give me a blade! (He moves 
DR toward the props cart.) 

JOHN:  Why not comedy? 
BURBAGE:  What? Outrageous! It is beneath me! 
SLYE:  I say comedy, Will. The people in the gallery like to laugh just 

like anyone else―including the groundlings! 
BURBAGE:  Bah! I say tragedy, poet! Tragedy it is! 
SHAKESPEARE:  What do you say, John? 
 
JOHN pulls up an asses’ head and shoves it at BURBAGE. 
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JOHN:  I say rub my Bottom! (This is a reference to A Midsummer 
Night’s Dream and they all laugh―except for BURBAGE.) 

BURBAGE:  Get that away from me! 
 
JOHN chases BURBAGE around the stage with it. 
 
JOHN:  Rub my Bottom! Rub my Bottom, I say! 
 
SHAKESPEARE grabs the asses’ head and puts it on. He strides to 
CS and all stop to watch him. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  (Quoting from A Midsummer Night’s Dream.) “I 

will move storms, I will condole in some measure. To the rest: yet 
my chief humour is for a tyrant: I could play Ercles rarely, or a part 
to tear a cat in, to make all split. The raging rocks And shivering 
shocks Shall break the locks Of prison gates; And Phibbus' car 
Shall shine from far And make and mar The foolish Fates. This 
was lofty! Now name the rest of the players. This is Ercles' vein, a 
tyrant's vein; a lover is more condoling.” 

 
JOHN and SLYE break out into applause and SHAKESPEARE takes 
a bow. 
 
BURBAGE:  Stop! (He hits the asses’ head on SHAKESPEARE. 

SHAKESPEARE takes it off and bows.) I say, stop! Stand aside, 
poet, and let a professional take the stage. (Everyone moves out 
of BURBAGE’S way. BURBAGE opens his arms out to the sky 
and growls and then roars.) 

JOHN:  What play is that from, Richard? 
BURBAGE:  Do not interrupt, amateur! (He again strikes a pose. 

misquoting from Richard III; misquoting is a constant habit of 
BURBAGE’S.) Now is the winter of our discontent made glorious 
by (He cannot remember, but does not show it.) A horse! A horse! 
My kingdom for a horse! And so I say “Off with his head!” An 
honest tale so―young, so wise, they say, do never live long being 
plainly told. (He bows, and no one applauds.) 

SHAKESPEARE:  Lovely. 
BURBAGE:  I told you. 
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SHAKESPEARE:  Only you doth quote it all incorrectly―as per your 
usual conduct! 

BURBAGE:  I never! 
SHAKESPEARE:  Always! John? Slye? (JOHN and SLYE look at the 

floor simultaneously.). 
BURBAGE:  See? They have no tongue to speak. 
SHAKESPEARE:  Because you pay the bills! You misquote me too 

often Burbage! 
BURBAGE:  Never! 
SHAKESPEARE:  You do! 
BURBAGE:  Write lines that make sense and follow the natural 

progression of a man’s thoughts, and then there would be no 
problem! Am I right, gentlemen? (He looks to JOHN and SLYE; 
they look down at the floor in unison again.). 

SHAKESPEARE:  They know you are a stage-hog and a soulless 
liar! 

BURBAGE:  Did’st thou hear this? Did’st thou? 
JOHN:  We did. 
SLYE:  Yes, Richard. He said it. 
BURBAGE:  He called me a stage-hog! Blood will be spilled tonight! 

Out of my way! 
 
He storms toward the props cart―no one is standing in his way. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  No one stands in your way―buffoon! 
BURBAGE:  What! You did not say that! 
SHAKESPEARE:  You are correct. I apologize, Richard. I meant 

baboon. 
 
BURBAGE yells in a rage and begins digging in the props cart. He 
finally finds two foils and reacts with glee. 
 
BURBAGE:  Aha! Indeed, poet? We will settle this as two men of the 

stage! 
SHAKESPEARE:  One is a man―myself. The other is still a baboon-

buffoon! 
BURBAGE:  I thought you said I was not a buffoon? 
SHAKESPEARE:  Now you are both!  
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BURBAGE rages and pitches one of the foils to SHAKESPEARE. 
 
BURBAGE:  Defend your worthless carcass. (They start circling each 

other.) 
SHAKESPEARE:  I write the plays that pay the bills around this 

place, stage-hog! Especially your tavern bill! 
BURBAGE:  (Swinging his sword.) By Marlowe! I will gut you, 

Shakespeare! (He moves in to begin the fight.). 
SHAKESPEARE:  (Holding up his hand.) Wait! 
BURBAGE:  What, coward? 
SHAKESPEARE:  You mentioned Kit’s own precious name. A 

moment of silence.  
 
They all bow their heads. SHAKESPEARE takes the opportunity to 
make the first thrust. BURBAGE parries and they being to fight 
. 
BURBAGE:  Just like you! Using the dead to gain the advantage! 
SHAKESPEARE:  It has given you good parts, hasn’t it, hog?  
 
BURBAGE growls and re-doubles his efforts. 
 
BURBAGE:  I will concede that to you! 
SHAKESPEARE:  You would still be a horse-holder if it weren’t for 

me! 
BURBAGE:  Liar! 
SHAKESPEARE:  Your brother, Cuthbert, is a better tragedian than 

you! 
 
BURBAGE roars and the fight intensifies. They both begin swinging 
wildly and move the fight where JOHN and SLYE are standing. 
SHAKESPEARE suddenly grabs SLYE and holds him as a shield. 
. 
SLYE:  Uh, Will? 
BURBAGE:  Coward! Using poor, defenseless hog spittle as a shield! 

(BURBAGE grabs JOHN and holds the sword at his throat.) 
JOHN:  Richard! 
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BURBAGE:  I will do it, poet! I will take off his head and leave a 
bloody stump! 

SHAKESPEARE:  And he would still be a better player than you, 
hog! 

 
BURBAGE begins to back away from SHAKESPEARE toward the 
props cart. They are playing off of one another. It is obvious that they 
have done this before. SLYE and JOHN play along. 
 
BURBAGE:  You lie! 
SHAKESPEARE:  I am a poet, hog! We never lie! We hold the mirror 

up to nature! (Recognizes that the line has potential.) Where is the 
script mistress when you need her? That line is poetry! 

BURBAGE:  I have heard better expectorating at the tavern! 
SHAKESPEARE:  Your own, vomit-mass! 
BURBAGE:  I tire of this! 
SHAKESPEARE:  As do I! 
 
They throw JOHN and SLYE into the props cart and slam the lid shut 
on them. They clink swords together in triumph. 
 
BURBAGE:  Sheer beauty. 
SHAKESPEARE:  You are still a baboon, stage-hog! 
 
BURBAGE swings his sword at SHAKESPEARE’S head as 
SHAKESPEARE ducks. The fight is renewed. The props cart is 
shaking and trembling as SLYE and JOHN are trying to get out. 
 
BURBAGE:  “Thou puny hell-hated flirt-gill!” 
SHAKESPEARE:  Insults! And my own! Fair enough! (He renews his 

attack with his foil.) “Thou qualling pox-marked hugger-mugger! “ 
BURBAGE:  Ooh. Good one! “A weasel hath not such a deal of 

spleen as you are toss'd with.” 
SHAKESPEARE:  “Thou mewling brazen-faced knave!” 
BURBAGE:  “Thou mad mustachio purple-hued maltworms!  
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The lid on the props cart suddenly opens with SLYE and JOHN 
hopping out with swords in their hands. They join the fray. They are 
all four against each other in this mock battle. 
 
SLYE:  An insult contest! I wish to join! 
JOHN:  As do I! (He strikes BURBAGE’S foil.). 
BURBAGE:  If you dare! “Thou frothy toad-spotted clack-dish!” 
JOHN:  “Thou art as fat as butter.” 
SHAKESPEARE:  Who? Me? 
JOHN:  No. He! (He is referring to BURBAGE and strikes his sword.) 
BURBAGE:  “Thou currish milk-livered malcontent!” 
SHAKESPEARE:  “Thou rump-fed ronyon!” 
SLYE:  “Thy lips rot off!” (He strikes SHAKESPEARE’S sword.) 
SHAKESPEARE:  “Thou surly sheep-biting pigeon-egg!” 
BURBAGE:  “Thou vain onion-eyed dewberry!” 
JOHN:  “Thou loggerheaded hell-hated lewdster!” 
SHAKESPEARE:  “Thou qualling dread-bolted mammet!” 
SLYE:  Thou art all a bloody flux! 
 
They all strike swords at once. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  A bloody flux? Ooh. 
BURBAGE:  That is vile, Slye, even for you. 
JOHN:  You win, Slye. 
SLYE:  I am still the best insulter of all. 
JOHN:  So was your mother! 
SLYE:  Not fair! The game is over. 
SHAKESPEARE:  Not quite! 
 
The fight has ended. SLYE takes a bow. SHAKESPEARE moves in 
quickly and strikes BURBAGE’S foil out of his hand. They all move in 
from behind BURBAGE with foils pointed at him from three sides. 
 
BURBAGE:  Ow, fiend! 
SHAKESPEARE:  Now, now, the name-game is over. And you have 

lost. 
JOHN:  What was the fight about again? I have forgotten. 
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BURBAGE:  Whether we do comedy or tragedy. And I have spoken. 
We do tragedy. 

SLYE:  Comedy. 
JOHN:  Comedy. We need a laugh. 
BURBAGE:  Look in a mirror. 
JOHN:  (Jabbing BURBAGE with the foil.) Not funny. 
BURBAGE:  You are right. An uproar. 
. 
He laughs. The others do not. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  You are at a disadvantage, Burbage. We have 

you. 
BURBAGE:  It matters not, poet. I say tragedy. Who owns more of 

his place? 
SHAKESPEARE:  Immaterial. I decide. 
BURBAGE:  Tragedy! 
SHAKESPEARE:  We shall see, hog! 
BURBAGE:  Ah, ah, ah. The name-game is over! 
SHAKESPEARE:  I apologize, spittle! 
JOHN:  That’s Slye you are thinking of. 
BURBAGE:  Tragedy! Or I refuse to wear my breeches! 
SLYE:  What did you say? 
BURBAGE:  I am a player, Slye, I speak with plain speech. We play 

tragedy, or I refuse to wear my breeches! And that means now! 
 
The swords are still pointing at him from three sides as he takes his 
breeches off. Just as he bends over toward the floor to take them off, 
AGNES HARCASTLE and her sister, BESS, enter through the UR 
door. Everyone freezes. 
 
AGNES:  I told you actors had no morals. 
BESS:  Bless my soul! (She crosses herself.) 
SHAKESPEARE:  Agnes. Where have you been? And who is that 

with you? 
AGNES:  About. And Bess, my sister. What is Burbage doing? Or do 

we want to know? 
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BESS:  I would rather not, thank you. I shall have to go to confession 
after today from being in this―this place. (She crosses herself 
again.) 

JOHN:  Watch doing that too many times, lady. The Queen does not 
approve. 

BESS:  Oh, bless you, sir. (She is about to cross herself again, but 
stops herself.). 

BURBAGE:  (Ignoring all of this.) I have spoken. No breeches until I 
have received word that we are performing tragedy. The landlord 
has spoken. (He takes off his breeches and carefully folds them. 
He walks over to BESS and puts the breeches in her arms.) 

AGNES:  Burbage! 
BURBAGE:  A token of remembrance, fair creature. (He kisses BESS 

on the cheek; she squeals in horror.). I am off to await your 
answer, poet. 

SHAKESPEARE:  You are off to lounge about, you lazy― 
BURBAGE:  Ah, ah, ahh. No names, please. 
SHAKESPEARE:  I apologize. 
BURBAGE:  As well you should, poet. I take my exit. (He bows to 

everyone and exits through the UC door.) 
BESS:  And that was Richard Burbage, Agnes? 
AGNES:  It was. And here are some of the players: Will 

Shakespeare, Will Slye, and John Hemminges. Gentlemen, Bess 
Harcastle. 

JOHN:  Fair, fair lady. 
SLYE:  Madam. You are as fair as your sister. 
AGNES:  And what do you say, Will? 
SHAKESPEARE:  I refrain perchance it incriminate me. 
AGNES:  A good answer. Bess is here to help me today. Is that all 

right? 
SHAKESPEARE:  The play is almost complete. 
JOHN:  What play? 
SLYE:  Which is it? A comedy or tragedy? 
SHAKESPEARE:  I refuse to answer perchance― 
SLYE:  (Finishes it for him.) ―perchance it incriminate me. 
SHAKESPEARE:  Do you have quill and ink? 
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AGNES:  I do. Bess will transcribe what you have for the other actors. 
Since you will not allow us on the stage, the least we can do is 
write it down for you. 

BESS:  (Innocently.)  Perhaps they enjoy the company of boys, 
Agnes. 

 
Everyone freezes, trying to determine if this was a joke or not. BESS 
realizes what she has said and immediately crosses herself. 
Everyone else laughs. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  I like her, Agnes. We may decide to keep her. 
AGNES:  And me? What would’st thou do with me? 
SHAKESPEARE:  I would’st that thou write down what comes out of 

my tormented brain. (He suddenly receives a thought and is 
getting ready to go into “writing mode.”) 

JOHN:  Uh-oh. 
SLYE:  I have seen him that way before. 
JOHN:  The words are about to spring forth. 
SLYE:  Time to exit as well. Bess? 
BESS:  What? 
AGNES:  They will take you to a room with fair lighting and a desk so 

you may transcribe what Will has thus far. Where is your satchel, 
Will? 

 
He points to the leather bag on the stage. He is thinking now and 
beginning to mouth words. 
 
SLYE:  Fear not, dearest lady. We will show you the way. (JOHN 

opens the UL door.) 
JOHN:  This way, madam. 
BESS:  Agnes? 
AGNES:  Fear not. They are only actors―and bad ones at that. (She 

playfully pats JOHN and SLYE as they all exit, leaving her alone 
with SHAKESPEARE. She takes a few pages of parchment, quill, 
and pen and crosses to the DL props cart and sits on it.) Speak 
on, poet. I am ready. 

 
He looks at her. 
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SHAKESPEARE:  I know that look, lady. 
AGNES:  I am innocent. Truly. 
SHAKESPEARE:  We are here to work. We need to finish the play. 

Burbage will want to open with a new play in a few days. 
AGNES:  I am merely sitting, awaiting your words. 
 
It is obvious that she is flirting with him. This makes him 
uncomfortable. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  Agnes. 
AGNES:  William. Now that we are acquainted, would you like to 

jump in the box here with me? 
SHAKESPEARE:  No. 
AGNES:  No? 
SHAKESPEARE:  No, thank you. 
AGNES:  How polite of you. 
SHAKESPEARE:  We work now, Agnes. 
AGNES:  Call it what you will. 
SHAKESPEARE:  Agnes! The play needs more lines. Quill! 
AGNES:  Ready! (She is poised to write down his words.) 
SHAKESPEARE:  I have it: You and I perchance went from there to 

here, we stopped at a tavern and drank a beer. (He slaps his head 
because it is so bad.) 

AGNES:  You wish me to write that down? 
SHAKESPEARE:  Nay, verily. Couplets. I cannot quit thinking in 

rhyming couplets. 
AGNES:  Because of the last play. 
SHAKESPEARE:  Because of any play with them in it! Once you do 

it, you are doomed to have them roaming in your skull from here to 
eternity’s end! (Another idea has hit him.) Pen! 

AGNES:  Poised and ready. 
SHAKESPEARE:  She speaks with anguish and tormented love, she 

is my darling, darling turtledove. Aah! How horrid can one man get 
with drama? 

AGNES:  Let’s wait and see. 
SHAKESPEARE:  Agnes! 
AGNES:  Yes, love? 
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SHAKESPEARE:  Stop that! 
AGNES:  What? Oh, I apologize. A slip of the tongue―if only. 
SHAKESPEARE:  I am a married man! 
AGNES:  And? The point? 
SHAKESPEARE:  Wait! I have it! Where you and I spring and 

prance’d to meet, we stopped our step to dine on down the street. 
Aaah! It is worsening. 

AGNES:  Am I distracting you? 
SHAKESPEARE:  Yea, verily! 
AGNES:  I shall correct it. 
 
She puts the parchment and quill down and hops off the props cart. 
She begins to move toward SHAKESPEARE. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  Agnes. I am trying to finish a play. 
AGNES:  You are spitting out bad poetry. 
SHAKESPEARE:  It’s you! You are distracting me! I cannot get the 

couplets out of my head, the true, only way is if I were dead. 
There! I did it again! Back away, Agnes. 

AGNES:  You did not refuse me a year ago. 
SHAKESPEARE:  A moment’s weakness. 
AGNES:  Be weak again, prince of my heart. (She hugs him hard to 

her. He struggles for breath and tries to break free.) 
AGNES:  You need me, poet! 
SHAKESPEARE:  I need air! (He pulls free from her grasp. She 

follows after him.) 
AGNES:  Forget the play for now, Will. We will return to it later. Much 

later. 
SHAKESPEARE:  You and I should not pipe and play this dance, I 

wish that thee or me were off for France. Aah! 
AGNES:  Couplets again. The food of love. (She tries to grab him 

again. He sidesteps her and gets out of the way.) 
SHAKESPEARE:  Thou must hold yourself for another day, I can’st 

envision any other way. They will not stop! I shall go mad! 
AGNES:  With my love, love! (She chases him across the stage and 

he bounds around the props cart at DL. He runs around to DR and 
dives into the props cart. His legs are sticking out and he cannot 
get into the cart because AGNES is holding him by the legs. 
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SHAKESPEARE:  Agnes! 
AGNES:  Yea! Speak my name a thousand times again! 
SHAKESPEARE:  I would rather be beaten! 
AGNES:  As you wish, poet! (She begins swatting him playfully on his 

backside.) 
SHAKESPEARE:  Agnes! Stop, I say! 
AGNES:  No, nay! Another rhyme! 
 
BURBAGE enters in a hurry, still without his breeches on, and sees 
the madness at the props cart. He and AGNES freeze. BURBAGE 
merely shrugs and crosses down to the cart. 
 
BURBAGE:  Decision time, poet. (SHAKESPEARE says something 

that is completely muffled and inaudible.) What a saucy devil you 
are. I will pray for you come Sunday. (To AGNES.) Has he made a 
decision as to tragedy yet? 

AGNES:  He can’st quit mouthing couplets. 
BURBAGE:  Ugh. Couplets. Preserve us from all evil. 

(SHAKESPEARE murmurs something else that is inaudible.) 
There, there, poet. You are the master. I merely await your wise 
choice of performing tragedy. (He turns to leave. He comes back 
and swats SHAKESPEARE on the rump.) Carry on. 

 
He exits. 
. 
AGNES:  With pleasure, sir. 
 
She begins swatting SHAKESPEARE again. This time 
SHAKESPEARE finds a way to get out and stuffs AGNES into the 
props cart and sits on the lid. She kicks around for a bit then stops. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  Pay heed, script wench! I have no need of you 

other than what we pay you pennies for―and that is to write down 
my words. Last year was a moment that is now lost in the winds of 
time. I am not in awe of you anymore. I play an honest scene with 
you now so that you may understand my heart. 

AGNES:  But I love you! 
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SHAKESPEARE:  If that is so, then I must play the scene harshly. So 
thus I shall: you are dumpy, frumpy, lumpy, sumpy, bumpy, 
humpy, jumpy, wumpy and otherwise a foul thing to look upon. I 
say this for your good as well as for mine. I tell you: if thou can’st 
restrain thyself, get thee to a nunnery. Go! (He walks away from 
the cart and stops. He whirls around.) And when you get out, write 
that last bit down. That is a good line!  

 
He exits through the door UL. AGNES peeks her head out of the cart 
and gets out of it. She is upset and holds her face in her hands. She 
crosses to get her parchment and writing tools when JULIA enters 
from UR. 
 
JULIA:  Oh, Agnes. Have you spied Burbage? 
AGNES:  (Visibly upset.) He is about―somewhere. 
JULIA:  Thank you. (She sees AGNES’ grief and goes to her.) What 

is it? 
AGNES:  The poet. 
JULIA:  We spoke about this before. Have we not? 
AGNES:  We have. Thou disapprove. 
JULIA:  Yea. I do. He is a married man with children. 
AGNES:  He thought not of them a year ago. 
JULIA:  He is a player. 
AGNES:  As they all are. 
JULIA:  It is their nature. Sinful as it is―God forgive them one and all. 
AGNES:  I adore him. My heart aches each time I see him. 
JULIA:  You must stop. Stop now! You are beginning to sound like 

one of his tragedies. This is not Romeo and Juliet. You both made 
a grave error and now you must forget it. It is the past. 

AGNES:  A vial of poison would prove to him― 
JULIA:  ―do not speak such foolishness in my presence. This is the 

real world, not some fantasy concocted by the poet upon the 
stage. 

AGNES:  It should be. “All the world’s a stage and the men and―” 
JULIA:  (Finishing it for her.) “―women merely players.” Do not quote 

him. It will only make it worse for you. 
AGNES:  Oh, Julia. Love is a strange thing, indeed. If only Puck were 

real with the elixir from the flower― 
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JULIA:  ―I said live in the real world, Agnes. The life you live is not 
from the stage. There are no dancing fairies who give our love 
new eyes to see with. We are who we are. Thou must find a way 
of enduring. To endure is everything. 

AGNES:  You are so much wiser than myself. But so cold. 
JULIA:  It has kept me thus, Agnes. We work for these players 

because they are alive and yet dead at the same time. We are the 
only ones who can keep them from insanity in their tumultuous 
and jaded lives. But our place is not to be with one of them. Look 
at them. Bull-headed, bushy-tailed, hopeless, impish, 
impoverished, and unfit— 

 
SLYE enters from the UL door. 
 
SLYE:  ―there you are, Julia. 
JULIA:  See? Doth I not speak true? 
SLYE:  Burbage has been found. He is ready to be fitted―for what, 

we know not. (He places his hand on JULIA’S shoulder.) 
JULIA:  Slye. If you want a bloody paw― 
 
He quickly pulls his hand away. 
 
SLYE:  Agnes. Where is Will? 
AGNES:  I care not! Go away! 
SLYE:  Uh? Are you not finishing the play? 
AGNES:  What dost thou think? (She runs off in a huff through UR 

door.) 
JULIA:  Well played, Slye. 
SLYE:  The fairer sex. I stand dumbfounded most of the time. 
JULIA:  That I doubt not. 
SLYE:  Except with you, beautiful Julia. 
JULIA:  Slye. I am giving you warning. 
SLYE:  And I am taking it. But my tongue cannot refrain itself from 

speaking words of love to you. 
JULIA:  Try. 
SLYE:  I cannot, dearest Julia. I know that I am an unworthy player. 
JULIA:  This is true. 
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SLYE:  I stand in your gaze completely blessed that you are speaking 
to me. And my most humble tongue cannot refrain. Swelling words 
form in my mouth and have to escape, lest they grow inside me 
and burst my heart. I have no courage in me, but I must reveal my 
hidden soul. You are more to me than just flesh and bone and 
eyes and ears and mouth. Thou art a portrait of fanciful beauty. 
And when you utter arrows toward me, I pluck each one from my 
bosom grateful that, at least, I have something to cherish you by 
with each wound that you have placed in my heart 

. 
A moment of silence. JULIA is truly taken aback by this. 
 
JULIA:  You are too kind to me. 
SLYE:  Never. 
JULIA:  Are those your words? 
SLYE:  Honestly? 
JULIA:  It is preferred. 
SLYE:  I asked Will for something days ago that would impress. Even 

my own tongue cannot find the words. I had to use his. He jotted 
them down for me at the Dragon the other night. 

JULIA:  He was too kind. 
SLYE:  Too, too kind. 
JULIA:  And this you did to impress? 
SLYE:  Yea. With only that intent in mind. 
JULIA:  You succeeded. (She crosses to the UL door.) I must fit 

Burbage in something. Will you assist me? 
SLYE:  As much as you will allow. 
 
She exits. He gets a piece of parchment from his belt, kisses it, and 
holds it close as he exits. A quick moment of silence―then running 
footsteps are heard offstage. The footsteps stop at the UC curtain. It 
is opened quickly and two heads peer through it. They find no one 
and get into the room in a hurry. ROBERT MIDDLETON and 
ALEXANDER FLETCHER (who looks rather boyish) are huffing and 
puffing as they have run a long way to hide in the Globe. ROBERT is 
holding two sacks in his hands. ALEXANDER has a dagger pulled 
and is looking around the stage area. 
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ROBERT:  Did’st thou see anyone? 
ALEXANDER:  Nay. We lost them at the Hog and Bone. 
ROBERT:  I think they were questioning the two players over in the 

corner. 
ALEXANDER:  I hope so. Where are we? 
ROBERT:  A theatre. 
ALEXANDER:  Which one? 
ROBERT:  Ask not. I care not! The Swan, the Curtain. We are 

hidden. That is all that matters now. They will cut off our hands if 
they find us. 

ALEXANDER:  Our biggest take yet! (He reaches for the bags.) 
ROBERT:  (Slapping his hands away.) Keep back! This is for later.  
ALEXANDER:  The guards will comb the streets looking for us. 
ROBERT:  I tell you, Alex, I care not. I am done with being a 

highwayman after today. I make a pledge to retire. 
 
There are running footsteps outside the theatre. It sounds like 
soldiers on the move. ROBERT and ALEXANDER draw their blades 
and move to the other side of the props cart at DR. The footsteps 
fade into the distance. 
 
ALEXANDER:  They will not stop until we are found. 
ROBERT:  Then we remain hidden. Here. 
ALEXANDER:  In a theatre? 
ROBERT:  What better place than this? Who would think to find us 

here? 
ALEXANDER:  It is the stage, Robert! Vagabonds and ruffians are 

the only ones that go to the stage. 
ROBERT:  Then what better place for us?  
 
They put up their swords and drift around upon the stage. 
 
ALEXANDER:  It does have an enthralling feel to it. Does it not? 
ROBERT:  It does. 
ALEXANDER:  And what is this you say about retiring? Robert 

Middleton, the White Fox? I believe it not. You are a highwayman. 
The best. They sing songs about you everywhere we go. 
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ROBERT:  They do. ‘Tis true. And all of them end with the stanza: 
“And there hangs Robert, the White Fox, they caught him there 
and hung him by his socks.” Not a pleasant thought for a 
highwayman. Nay, Alex, I am finished. The crown is yours. You 
may have it. I am done. This is the final curtain for my robbery 
days. 

ALEXANDER:  A sad day, indeed. If I had a glass, I would raise a 
toast to the heavens. 

ROBERT:  ‘Tis the stage, Alex. Who has need of glasses? 
ALEXANDER:  Aye. (He raises his “glass” and points “it” toward 

ROBERT. ROBERT raises his as well.) The White Fox, long may 
he reign. If not in deed or in word, in name alone. God save him 
and keep him.  

 
They toast and “drink.” There are voices from offstage left. They run 
around to the props cart at DL and hide behind it. ALEXANDER 
draws his blade. BURBAGE enters―still without breeches―followed 
by JOHN. 
 
BURBAGE:  I will not wear it. Tell the wench that, John! Those puffy 

things she calls breeches scream of Will Kemp. And I refuse to 
wear anything that clown would wear. 

JOHN:  Come, Burbage.  
 
ROBERT and ALEXANDER react to the name. 
 
BURBAGE:  What? I will not yield. Where is the poet? If Will refuses 

to give me a bloodcurdling tragedy, I swear to hang him from the 
rafters on the second level. 

JOHN:  The sewing mistress’ time is valuable. If she dost not sew a 
stitch, she still wishes to be paid. 

BURBAGE:  Then pay her. I care not. (He looks out into the 
audience. He bellows.) Will? Where are you? Poet? 

JOHN:  Richard. Thou art making life here intolerable. 
BURBAGE:  Dost thou mock me? Try it not, John. As in the words of 

the poet: (He misquotes again.) The fool doth think he is wise, 
but―wisely and slow; they stumble―for you and I are past our 
dancing days! 
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JOHN:  What did you say? 
BURBAGE:  I repeat it not. Your ears wax thick. 
JOHN:  I think you quoted three different scenes from Will’s plays. 
BURBAGE:  I care not. They are but mere words. 
JOHN:  Without them, we have no play. Have you thought of that? 
BURBAGE:  Often. (Quoting from many plays, but in a chaotic 

fashion.) “Off with his head.” “The world’s mine oyster.” “The thief 
doth fear each bush an officer.” “Delays have dangerous ends.” 
What do you say to that? 

JOHN:  You are quite mad, do you know that? 
BURBAGE:  (Yelling.) Still no breeches on me, poet! Dost thou hear? 

Come. We find him! 
JOHN:  Richard! Thou art driving us all to madness. 
BURBAGE:  Short ox-cart trip! Come! 
 
They exit through the doors at UC. ROBERT and ALEXANDER come 
around the props cart. 
 
ROBERT:  Dost thou know where we are? 
ALEXANDER:  I do now. Let us find another theatre to hide in, 

Robert. 
ROBERT:  Nay. We are in the Globe. Take a look around you, 

Alexander. The Globe. The Lord Chamberlain’s Men perform here. 
We are standing upon their glorious stage. 

ALEXANDER:  That Burbage is mad. 
ROBERT:  He is one of the finest players on the stage today. 
ALEXANDER:  Thou art a highwayman. What dost thou need from 

the theatre? 
ROBERT:  Where do you live? Shakespeare works here. William 

Shakespeare. 
ALEXANDER:  Who? 
ROBERT:  Sink teeth into your tongue, varlet! His sweet words 

caress the feet of noblemen and the Queen herself. 
ALEXANDER:  Then this is the last place we need to be. Our take is 

from the royal treasurer himself. 
ROBERT:  What better place for us? And did you see? Burbage and 

the other fellow could not find him. It gives me an idea to try. 
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ALEXANDER:  I dost not like that look upon thy face. I have seen it 
many times before. It has gotten us into much trouble. 

ROBERT:  And much profit. What care you? This is our last endeavor 
together. From here I retire to Warickshire―the place of my birth, 
where the ale is pure and the women are maidens fair. 

ALEXANDER:  As for myself? 
ROBERT:  I care not what you do. Take the mantle of the White Fox. 

It is yours. 
ALEXANDER:  I mean now. 
 
Noises are heard from offstage right. ROBERT and ALEXANDER run 
into each other and then dive into the props cart at DL. During the 
scene, they chance looks out from the cart. SHAKESPEARE enters. 
He is holding the sides of his head. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  What thing from devils may wing to and fly? Their 

conscience, word, deed, jingle or magpie? No! I cannot make it 
stop! Heaven help me! When autumn comes and the broken 
leaves fall, I seek for you where I dost hear your call! Aah! (He 
slaps both of his hands over his mouth. He uncovers his mouth 
and tries to say something.) From everything that I doth speak or 
say, a couplet reigns and doth get in the way! It is a curse! A pox! 
The words doth flow out of me easily, but doth sting the ear all too 
greasily! Make it stop! 

 
He slaps his hands over his mouth again. BURBAGE enters from UC. 
 
BURBAGE:  Will! Thou can’st hide from me, cur-dog! (He sees 

SHAKESPEARE’s hands over his mouth.). What is wrong? Did’st 
thou eat Slye’s mutton stew? It will do that to you. 

 
SHAKESPEARE:  ―The couplets from my mouth, they will not stop, 

they flow like the grain in a bumper crop! (He covers his mouth 
again.) 

BURBAGE:  Thou art the poet. Make them stop! 
SHAKESPEARE:  Thou hast brought this plague upon me, you fiend, 

and I vow to make you pay in the end. 
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BURBAGE:  Where is Agnes? She should write all of this down. 
Granted, it is poor quality, but still. Hast thou the tragedy for the 
players? 

SHAKESPEARE:  How can’st thou expect me to think a play, my 
mind is twisted with nothing to say! 

BURBAGE:  But couplets! Ha! Did not this happen to you once 
before? (SHAKESPEARE nods his head yes.) How did’st thou 
cure it? (SHAKESPEARE shrugs his shoulders.) I ask again about 
our play: tragedy? (SHAKESPEARE shrugs his shoulders again. 
BURBAGE suddenly thrusts himself upon SHAKESPEARE and 
lifts him high into the air.) 

SHAKESPEARE:  Aaah! Unhand me with your grip of dev’lish steel, 
or thou wilt beg and before me kneel! 

 
BURBAGE slings him onto the props cart at DL. SHAKESPEARE is 
on his stomach and BURBAGE pounces on his back. He starts 
shoving on his back as if SHAKESPEARE were drowning. 
 
BURBAGE:  Out with the couplets, in with a tragic tale. (He shoves 

again.) Out with the couplets, in with a tragic tale. (He shoves 
again.) Out with the couplets, in with a tragic tale. 

 
BESS and JULIA enter with SLYE following. Everyone freezes. 
 
JULIA:  This is becoming a matter of course around here, is it not? 
BESS:  May God forgive you. (She crosses herself.) 
 
SLYE crosses to them and pulls BURBAGE off of SHAKESPEARE. 
 
SLYE:  What are you doing? Killing him will not get a tragedy any 

quicker. 
BURBAGE:  He is stuck on couplets. 
JULIA:  Not couplets. Whatever for? 
SLYE:  He has done this before. ‘Tis the poet’s curse. 
BURBAGE:  Where is Agnes? She can assist. 
JULIA:  Now is not the right time for Agnes. 
BURBAGE:  Why? 
SLYE:  Richard! 
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BURBAGE:  I know not! Why dost everyone stare at me as if my 
breeches were gone? 

BESS:  They are! Bless us and preserve us. 
JULIA:  At times, Richard, thou art as thick as the thatch roof. 
SLYE:  A year ago? 
BURBAGE:  What about a year ago? I can’st hardly remember last 

week. The curse of the true tragedian. Is that not right, Will?  
 
SHAKESPEARE nods his head “yes.” 
 
BESS:  He cannot speak. 
BURBAGE:  He can speak. The fiend chooses not to. I shall bring 

him ‘round. Will? A quote for you: (He misquotes the different lines 
from Henry IV, Part III.) A man can die as the uneasy head wears 
the crown when he has heard the chimes at midnight. 

SHAKESPEARE:  I wish that thou would’st not misquote me thus― 
BURBAGE:  Ha! I have fixed his problem. 
SHAKESPEARE:  And break our virtue and promis’ed trust. 
SLYE:  He is doing it again! 
BURBAGE:  Do not look at me. I made an attempt. 
JULIA:  Maybe we should’st get Agnes. 
BURBAGE:  And then to tragedy, ay, Will? What say you? 

(SHAKESPEARE opens his mouth to speak.) Never mind. I 
could’st not stand another couplet. Let us retire and find Agnes. 
(BURBAGE leads WILL out through UC.) 

SLYE:  Julia. I have words to speak to you. 
JULIA:  I shall not listen to you now. You are softening my heart, dear 

Slye. But they are only words. 
SLYE:  From a forlorn and sick heart. 
JULIA:  Name not your remedy. There are other things at work here.  
 
JULIA and SLYE exit. ROBERT and ALEXANDER pop out of the 
props cart. 
 
ROBERT:  Did you see him? 
ALEXANDER:  Right on top of us. I had’st my dagger drawn. 
ROBERT:  Fool! He is the poet of the age. What better man for my 

plan. 
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ALEXANDER:  You are rhyming as he did, Robert. 
ROBERT:  Good. That will aid me. Quick. There are some clothes in 

there―some are like the ones he had on. Do you have a razor in 
your scrip?  

 
ROBERT digs for clothes in the cart. 
 
ALEXANDER:  Of course. 
ROBERT:  Aye, yes. Good. All is well then. 
ALEXANDER:  What have you in mind? 
ROBERT:  One last trick for the Fox. Are you up for it? 
ALEXANDER:  ‘Til the ends of the earth. 
ROBERT:  Let us get off this stage first. Come. Quickly! 
 
ALEXANDER and ROBERT exit UC. JOHN and BURBAGE enter 
through the UL door. They are holding pieces of parchment in their 
hands. 
 
BURBAGE:  A play, God bless his useless hide. 
JOHN:  (Quoting Greene.) “A tiger’s heart wrapped in a player’s 

hide.” 
BURBAGE:  Do not let Will hear you quote Greene. Thou will’st 

breathe your last. Have you seen my part? 
JOHN:  Actually, no. 
BURBAGE:  I must be honest, John, I have my eye on a couple of 

them. 
JOHN:  Thou can’st only play one. 
BURBAGE:  Ha! And it is a tragedy! Will read my very thoughts. 
JOHN:  (Fake enthusiasm.) Hurrah! Hosannas! Then you should put 

on your breeches. 
BURBAGE:  Do not be forlorn. Next time a comedy. And I am 

thinking of setting the fashion with my bare legs. 
JOHN:  Preserve us from evil. And thou has said that before about 

playing a comedy. 
BURBAGE:  (Putting his hand to his heart.) This time a vow, fellow 

player. 
JOHN:  Do not blaspheme thyself. 
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BURBAGE:  I dare not. Upon my honor as a player of the Lord 
Chamberlain’s Men― 

JOHN:  ―which is worth? 
BURBAGE:  I so vow.  
 
BURBAGE bows his head. 
 
JOHN:  Sacrilege, I say. 
BURBAGE:  One man’s religion is another man’s curse. I have made 

my vow. Now, the play! (He begins tearing through pages.) 
JOHN:  Thou did’st take too many parts to look through. 
BURBAGE:  Who is the landlord here? 
JOHN:  You use that entirely too often. 
BURBAGE:  (Looking at a page, reading.) “Friends, Romans, 

countrymen, lend me your ears; I come to bury Caesar, not to 
praise him.” What dost thou think of that? 

JOHN:  I think that thou art reading my part. I am to be Marc Antony. 
Will said you were to be Brutus. 

BURBAGE:  We shall see. 
JOHN:  I can out-speech you on that, Burbage. And I have no need 

of the script. Stand aside. (JOHN comes to CS and opens his 
arms wide to the imaginary groundlings.) 

JOHN:  “Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; I come to 
bury Caesar, not to praise him.” 

BURBAGE:  Ha! That is speech-making, yes. Acting, nay, verily. 
Stand aside, mishmash. ( BURBAGE sweeps around JOHN to DC 
and raises his arms wider. He also speaks the lines much louder 
this time.) “Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears; I 
come to bury Caesar, not to praise him.” That is how the lines are 
to be done. Stand by and take notes. 

JOHN:  You are to play Brutus! 
BURBAGE:  (Looking through the pages.) Wait! Now here is a line 

from the poet worth resounding! (He reads.) “Cry Havoc, and let 
slip the dogs of war!” Did’st thou hear how the words flowed from 
my very tongue. 

JOHN:  That is my role, Burbage! 
BURBAGE:  We shall see! “Cry Havoc, and let slip the dogs of war!” 
JOHN:  You are driving me to madness. 
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BURBAGE:  Oh-ho. “Cry Havoc, and let slip the dogs of war!” 
JOHN:  (Covering his ears.) Aah! You are Brutus! Brutus! Will said.  
 
From UC ALEXANDER enters and sees the two actors at it. A hand 
quickly reaches the curtains and jerks him through. JOHN catches a 
glance of him from the corner of his eye. 
 
JOHN:  Who was that? 
BURBAGE:  Where?  
 
ROBERT steps through the UC curtains dressed as SHAKESPEARE. 
His hair looks the same, beard, and thin mustache. The actors are so 
engrossed with the play and the parts that they will get, that they don’t 
take a very good look at this new SHAKESPEARE 
 
BURBAGE:  Will!  
JOHN:  Will, tell this bloated shellfish that he is to play Brutus and I 

am Marc Antony. 
BURBAGE:  Do not waggle the tongue so fast. There may be some 

bartering to be done. 
JOHN:  (Quoting from The Taming of the Shrew.) “I’ll not budge an 

inch.” 
ROBERT:  Where are your breeches, dear man? 
JOHN:  Thou art cured! 
ROBERT:  What? From what? 
JOHN:  The couplets. 
BURBAGE:  Good. I hate them. 
ROBERT:  Oh. Uh. Not quite. I am not from panic free, for I think I am 

about to pee. See?  
 
He has failed miserably with the couplet construction. 
 
BURBAGE:  Are you quite all right? Have you recovered your 

reason? 
ROBERT:  Uh. I do not know what to say, but I will speak anyway. 
JOHN:  Let me smell your breath. 
ROBERT:  (Backing away quickly.) Nay. My senses are intact. 
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BURBAGE:  Thou hast snuck over to the Dragon. Selfish swine. Did 
you visit my barmaid? 

ROBERT:  Uh. I have not to the Dragon gone, I think that you are 
bloody wrong. 

JOHN:  Will, I do not mean to offend, but the rhymes are getting 
much worse. 

BURBAGE:  What can one say? Poets! Who can’st understand 
them? 

JOHN:  True enough. So, Will. Who dost thou have in mind for which 
part? 

ROBERT:  Uh. I say this now with all my heart, you can both have 
whatever part. 

BURBAGE:  Good! Ha! See, John, he understands the needs of all 
true tragedians! 

JOHN:  And I so choose. I choose for you the part of Brutus! 
BURBAGE:  Hold thy tongue. Will? Say something to this bedsore. 
ROBERT:  What is the play? 
JOHN:  The one you just wrote. The one that is all but finished but for 

a few pages. Let me smell your breath. 
ROBERT:  Stay back! (ROBERT takes a defensive stance.) 
JOHN:  He has been drinking. 
BURBAGE:  Thou knows the rule, Will. No carousing until after 

rehearsals. I like to run a professional company here. ( He looks 
down at his legs.) Even without my breeches on! Let me smell 
your breath! (He marches toward ROBERT. ROBERT, without 
thinking, punches BURBAGE hard in the stomach. BURBAGE 
doubles over and groans.) 

JOHN:  Will! Thou did’st not have to hit him so hard. 
 
BURBAGE moans. 
 
ROBERT:  I beg your forgiveness. Excuse me. 
 
ROBERT exits to escape. At that moment, we hear the running 
footsteps of soldiers coming back to the theatre. 
 
JOHN:  Richard? Are you hurt? Burbage moans again, doubled over. 
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BESS enters. 
 
BESS:  Oh. Am I interrupting rehearsal? 
JOHN:  Not at all. 
BESS:  Is he hurt? 
 
BURBAGE groans again. 
 
JOHN:  He is an actor. He plays pain more than it really is. 
 
BURBAGE growls. 
 
BESS:  Let me examine him a moment. 
JOHN:  Uh, I am afraid he would enjoy that too much if you did. 
BESS:  Sir. I am a good, God-fearing woman. I am offended by such 

words. 
JOHN:  No offense meant, madam. I only speak truth. 
 
BESS steps in front of BURBAGE and tries to help him stand up 
straight. BURBAGE, naturally, is enjoying it all entirely too much. 
 
BESS:  I say, sir, please stand up so we can assess the damage to 

your person. 
 
BURBAGE tries to stand and feigns horrible pain and agony. BESS 
steps up closer to him. He falls on her and hugs her. She tries to push 
him off. 
 
BURBAGE:  Oh, the pain! Madam! The pain! 
BESS:  Sir! You are squeezing the breath out of me! 
 
He holds her closer. 
 
BURBAGE:  I die! My soul shall soon see heaven! 
 
He tries to wrap a leg around her. She pushes him away and punches 
him one in the stomach―the same place he was hit before. He 
groans again. 
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BESS:  Nay. Touch me again and thou will be singing in the devil’s 

choir. (She crosses to exit.) 
JOHN:  Madam. 
BESS:  I see no mark on you. Do you wish one? (She holds up a fist.) 
JOHN:  I only come to beg for your mercy, sweet lady. Do not mind 

Burbage. He is an actor. 
BESS:  That is no excuse. 
JOHN:  Only a poor player. 
BESS:  As are you. A man less than any other. 
JOHN:  Say not so, madam. I have caught your eye and hope to 

keep it. 
BESS:  You are forward. 
JOHN:  I beg for mercy. Please do not inform your husband. 
BESS:  I have no husband, sir. 
JOHN:  ‘Tis a pity. (He grabs her hand gently.) These fingers and 

those lips should be kissed daily. Their lack of use is a crime 
against nature itself. A husband’s ears should be full of your sweet 
words—even those said in anger would be far better than uttered 
to an empty house with no man living in it. 

BESS:  (Weakly.) Sir. You are too forward. Do not stop. (He kisses 
her hand and she exits. He takes a piece of parchment from his 
belt and kisses it quickly and stuffs it back.) 

BURBAGE:  (Still doubled over.) Where is everyone? I cannot see 
anything. I can only hear bad poetry wafting on the stage. 

JOHN:  Stand up, Burbage. There is no audience to milk for 
applause. 

 
BURBAGE stands up holding his belly. 
 
BURBAGE:  Find me William. 
JOHN:  Why? 
BURBAGE:  Because. I am going to take his life!  
 
SHAKESPEARE enters from the UC door. 
 
SHAKESPEARE:  There thou art. Are we rehearsing a play today?  
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BURBAGE roars and chases after him. 
 

Thank you for reading this free excerpt from THEE AND THOU by 
Bret Jones.  For performance rights and/or a complete copy of the 

script, please contact us at: 
 

Heuer Publishing LLC 
P.O. Box 248 • Cedar Rapids, Iowa 52406 

Toll Free: 1-800-950-7529 • Fax (319) 368-8011 
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