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| WAS ADORED ONCE TOO

An adaptation from a stofyy Jan Mark
by Stuart Henson

SCENE 1. A school hall.

Thesetis simplythe stage,but seenfrom the rear. Traversecurtainsrepresenthe
front of stagecurtain. Stagelighting suspendedisibly above.The audience
seesthe stage,the back of the wings, and part of the hall beyond.CentreR.
the prompter'schair. DownR. the backsof variouspiecesof scenerylabelled
with act & scenenumbers,paintpots,brushesetc. Down L. a large raised
feature:a platformwith a ladderand behindit a confusionof old-fashioned
dimmers, cables & plug-sockets representingthe stage lighting gallery.
Taped up above it, a hand-written lighting plot.

(When the play begins, the stage and auditorium are plunged into total darkness).

Voiceof Birkett: In the beginningBirkett createcheavenandearth. (Pause) And
the earthwas without form, andvoid; (Pause) anddarknessvasuponthe
face of the deep!

Voice ofHowell: For goodness' sake get on with it, Birk!

Voice ofNewton:Yeah. C'mon, Birk! It don't take that long to mend a fuse!

A crash, and howls of annoyanceas a chair is knockedover in the darkness.
SPOTTY is hopping around in agony.

Voice ofSpotty: Aw me shin! Me shin! I'll be off games for a month with this!

Voiceof Birkett: (triumphal) And the spirit of Birkett moveduponthe face of the
waters.. . (snapof fusein socket)And Birkett said, Let therebe light: (He
throws the master switchiND THERE WAS LIGHT!

(Thestageis bathedin a dazzlingwashof light. The colouredbattensand floods-
an important part of the set - are trained towards the real audience.
COSGROVEs standing,script in hand,down R. looking up at the lighting
gallery. HOWELL is up C. sitting on a small cushion.He is talking to
NEWTON. SPOTTYthe A.S.M.,is sitting by the upturnedchair, nursing his
shin. MR. ANDERSONand the rest of the cast are seatedbeyondthe
footlights in the dim regions of the school hall).



Cosgrove:Not bad, not bad. Now let's see you make Adam and Eve!

Mr. Anderson: WhenBirkett hasfinishedtrying to blow his headoff, perhapsve
canget on with the rehearsal! Okay then! WHEN you're ready, Suzanne,
we'll take it from line 143.

Howell: (throwing the cushionat COSGROVEYX'monCozzy,getyer beergut on.
And rememberthis time it's Twelfth Night, not Saturday night at the
Bricklayers Arms. Sir Toby's supposed tabe tipsy in this scene,not
paralytic!

Newton: Talk aboutover-doin‘it! Can'tyouremembemhatyoureally getlike? (to
COSGROVEWEe'll haveto gethim properlytankedup onthe night - it's the
only way to get an authentic performance out of him!

(NEWTONturnsto slip off L. Ashegoesherunsinto SUZANNEwhois hurrying
backonto the stage. Shepushesim off huffily, and he poutshis lips in mock
kissesat her ashe goes. SPOTTYtakesup his prompt-bookyights the chair
andsitsonit by the stagecurtain. The ACTORSakeup their positions. For
the ‘Twelfth Night' excerptsthey mustrememberto play acrossthe stage,
presenting their backs to neither the real audience nor the imaginary one).

Suzanneas Maria: SweetSir Toby, be patientfor tonight: sincethe youth of the
count'swas today with my lady, sheis much out of quiet. For Monsieur
Malvolio, let me alonewith him: (Out of character, HOWELL raises his
eyebrowsat COSGROVE)f | do not gull him into a nayword,andmakehim
into acommonrecreationdo not think | havewit enoughto lie straightin my
bed. I know I can do it.

Cosgrove: (He has pushedthe cushionup his jumper,and is still over-actingas
SIR TOBY)Possess us, possess us, tell us something of him.

Suzanne as Maria:Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of puritan.

Howell as Sir Andrew: (He hastuckedhis trousersinto his socksto makehimself
feel more Elizabethan! if | thought that I'd beat him like a dog.

Cosgrove as Sir Toby: What, for being a puritan? thy exquisite reason,dear
knight?

Howell as Sir Andrew: | haveno exquisitereasonfor't, but I havereasongood
enough.

SuzanneasMaria: Thedevil apuritanthatheis, or anythingconstantlybut a time-
pleaser;an affectionedass,so crammedashe thinks, with excellenceghat it
is his groundof faith thatall that look on him love him; andon thatvice in
him will my revenge find notable cause to work.

Cosgrove as Sir TobyWHAT wilt thou do?

Mr. Anderson: No, Cosgrove! Getit right. Makeit soundnatural: ‘What wilt thou
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DO?

Cosgrove: (Piqued by the criticism, mimic3)Vhat wilt thou DO?

Suzanneas Maria: (Shehasbeentold to animatethis speechby pointing to each
part of the anatomymentionedand by imitating MALVOLIO'Sgait - which
she does, rather obviously and woodenly). | will drop in his way some
obscureepistlesof love; wherein,by the colour of his beard the shapeof his
leg, the manner of his gait, the expressureof his eye, forehead and
complexion,he shallfind himself mostfeelingly personated. canwrite very
like my lady your niece;on a forgottenmatterwe canhardly makedistinction
of our hands.

Cosgrove as Sir TobyExcellent! | smell a device.

Spotty: (interrupting) Gesture!

Cosgrove:(turning to him) What?

Spotty: You forgot the gesture!l wroteit in lasttime. Mr. Andersonsaidyou got
to put your finger on your nose.

Cosgrove: (angry) How'm | ever going to get into this part if I'm always
interrupted! (Turning back, but insinuating the gesture at SPOTTY)
Excellent! | SMELL a device.

Howell as Sir Andrew: (same exaggerated gesturehave't in MY nose too.

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: He shall think, by the lettersthat thou wilt drop, thatthey
come from my niece, and that she is in love with him.

Suzanne as Maria:My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that colour.

Howell as Sir Andrew: And your horse would make him an ass.

Mr. Anderson: It's a JOKE, Howell! Try to make it sound funny!

Howell: (sighs) And your HORSE now would make HIM an ASS!

Suzanne as Maria:(little, high, false laugh)Ass, | doubt not.

Howell as Sir Andrew: (skipping around! 'twill be admirable.

Suzanneas Maria: Sportroyal, | warrantyou: | know my physicwill work with
him. | will plantyou two, andlet the fool makea third, wherehe shall find
the letter: observehis constructiornof it. For this night, to bed,anddreamon
the event. Farewell.

(SUZANNErememberghat this is her exit line and makesa clumsy stageexit,
repeating the ‘Farewell’ exactly as she has been told to do).

Cosgrove as Sir Toby: (With an exaggeratedsweepof the arm, which knocks
HOWELL spinningacrossthe stage,stiff-legged like dividersacrossa map)
Goodnight, Penthesilea!(asideto HOWELL,in his own voice) Aguecheek
is a ‘foolish knight', Howly, not a beserkballerina! Try and keep your
twinkle toes planted on the boards.
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Howell as Sir Andrew: Before me she's a good wench.

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: (cavalier) She'sa beagle,true-bred,and onethat adores
me: what o'that?

Howell as Sir Andrew: (raising his eyebrows, rather sadly)was adored once too.

(The lights begin to alter: BIRKETT has an idea of his own for this line).

Mr. Anderson: Birkett! Keepyour handsoff thosedimmers! Whatareyou trying
to do - blackusall out again? And Howell, for goodnessakedon'tsoundso
bloody chatty. That's one of your better lines. MAKE something of it!

Cosgrove:Yeah. You cangetalaughthere. It's thelastonewe'll getin this scene.
Look, doit like this. . . .(COSGROVHEnincesaboutthe stage,onehandon
hip, one behind his head as he repeats the line\was adored once TOO.

Spotty: (out of the corner of his mouth)oo, ducky!

(As he passes,COSGROVEtakesa swipe at SPOTTY ,but misses. HOWELL
repeatsand imitates COSGROVE'Sactions and his rendition of the line,
which at least raises a giggle from the other actors in the school hall).

Mr. Anderson: O.K. O.K. Carry it on.

Cosgrove as Sir Toby: Let's to bed, knight. Thou hadstneedsendfor more
money.

Howell as Sir Andrew: If | cannot recover your niece, | am a foul way out.

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: Sendfor money,knight: if thou hasthernoti' the end,call
me cut.

Howell as Sir Andrew: If | do not, never trust me, take it how you will.

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: Come,come: I'll go burnsomesack; 'tis too late to go to
bed now. Come , knight; come, knight.

(SPOTTYhasbegunto haul the curtain acrossas they exit. COSGROVHnakesa
mock run at BIRKETT'Sladder, and falls back, repelled suddenlyby the
impactof his cushionagainstthe rungs. Ashe pickshimselfup, he pokesthe
cushionout from his jumperandgrins at BIRKETT,who hascometo the rail
of the gallery and is looking down at him).

Cosgrove:Don't you get struck by lightning for blasphemy?

Birkett: (puzzledBlasphemy?

Cosgrove:Smitten with a plague of frogs?

Birkett: Blasphemy?

Cosgrove:Taking credit for the Universe - all that ‘Heaven and Earth' stuff.
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Birkett: (smilingamiably) Oh, that? No offencemeant. Justcameout.. . . You
know.

Cosgrove: (looking at HOWELL) Ah! And I thought old Birk was actually
TRYING to say somethingwitty for once. 'Twasnot to be, Howly old son.
‘Twas not to be ....

(COSGROVEand HOWELL turn to exit through the gap in the ‘front' curtain,
upstage).

Cosgrove: C'mon, Foolish Knight. Let's get at the coffee before our visiting
vultures snaffle all the biscuits.

(From muffleddistance, MR. ANDERSON'Soiceis heard shoutingfor the house
lights. HOWELL pops his head back through the curtains again).

Howell: Fiat lux, laddie! Fiat lux!
Birkett: Y'what?
Howell: Never mind. Never mind.

(As HOWELL'S head disappears again, BIRKETT turns to the audience).

Birkett: Nothin'to dowith me. If it's the housdights theywant,they'reat the back
of the hall behind the wall bars. They'll remember in a minute.

(As BIRKETTspeaksthe soundof cupsand distantbabble of conversatiorfilters
throughthe closedcurtains. He sitsdownfacingthe audienceconfidentially,
at the top of the ladder. MR. ANDERSON'Svoice is heard shouting to
HAYESto run over and switch the houselights on ‘at the back behindthe
wall bars').

Birkett: Harkathim! PeterBrook, you'dthink it was! That'sour Englishteacher,
Mister Anderson - Andy Capp,we call him. Thinks he knows everything
abouteverything. Well, he hasreada few books| s'pose.(Pause)But he
don'tknow a thing aboutall this. (He looksbackat the lighting equipment,
with somepride) Thisis my pigeon;my little empire. It's all theythink I'm
good for; but at leastthey leavemeto it. | reckonol' Andy Capp'sgot it
figured out. Get Birkett up there;he'll do the job - dole fodder otherwise.
Fifth form. No GCSE'sworth speakingof. No good for the acting - not
literateenough. Keephim out of troubletill theendof term. (Pause) Well,
just solong ashe keepsout of my way | don'tmind. | like doingthis. I'd put
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my foot right downon his flat capif he startedcomingup this ladder. But he
don't. You'reon your own up here. (Pause) Whenthey'reall rushin'about
downthere,you'resortof remote.. . distant. It's like watchingthe fish in an
aguarium. It's all words, entrancesan' disguisego them, but to me it's just
colours - blues,greenspinks,golds - filters. . . numbers. . changdor your
every mood. Which remindsme. I'd betterget setup for the next scene.
(standingagain) Duke'sPalace.Lovesick,he'ssupposed tbe. Lots of blue!
(thinking aloud) 1,2,4,5,7& 9 to point eight; then6 & 10 to half for the
Clown. (beginsto adjustthe dimmers) Bit dodgy,numbersix - gratingin the
runnerall throughAct 1. Reckonl got time to fix it? Shouldhave. They
usuallytakea fair while overthe coffee. Chattingup the birdsfrom the High
School:right load of little Romeos. Andy Capptoo; he'sasbadasCosgrove,
andold enoughto know better. (He picksup a screwdriver) Mind if | switch
off for a minute? Don't want to go up in a puff of smoke, do we?

(He reachesup to the masterswitchandthereis instantdarknessgexceptfor a thin
slanting beamthat dimly illuminates his back - as from a badly shuttered
window).

SCENE 2.

(In the almost-darknesBIRKET Trepairs the dimmer. Perhapsa fade-in/fade-out
of musicas heworks - a current‘top ten'love song. After a minuteor so,
the ‘front’ curtains part and close momentarilyas JULIET slips through,
carrying a thick china cup of sloppedcoffee. JULIET is a ‘well-built' girl,
cosy,with a pretty face,but notthe slim, leading-ladyglamourthat the other
girls strive to possess.With BIRKETT sheis, apparently,confident- even
pushy- but with the other girls sheis diffident, somethingof a loner. Asshe
reacheghefoot of thelighting platform, BIRKETTthrowsthe masterswitch
and the stage is suddenly ablaze again).

Juliet: (with an angry squeak of surpris€w! Now you've made me spill it.
Birkett: (equally surprised, leaning over the ralas that my fault?

Juliet: (squinting up at him)You made me jump, putting all the lights on like that.
Birkett: You haven't lost much. There's plenty left.

Juliet: It isn't mine.

Birkett: There's no one else here.



Juliet: What about you?

Birkett: (again, surprised) Can't be for me. Nobody'sever brought me coffee
before.

Juliet: Well, | thoughtit mustbe. | was handingout and Tony Cosgrovesaid,
“Don't forget God back there,” so | broughtit through. Do they call you
God?

Birkett: Usually they call me Birk.

Juliet: (crossly)Sodo you wantthe coffeeor don'tyou, Birk? Ohlook | can'tkeep
calling you ‘Birk’, now can I? What's your real name?

Birkett: Birk's O.K. It doesn't matter.

(JULIET tries to reach up with the coffee, but BIRKETT makes no move to take it.)

Juliet: Well, I'm Juliet. But you cancall me Julie- | like thatbetter. Canl come
up?
Birkett: If you like.

(He makesno moveto help as JULIET stepsuneasilyon to the first rung and
precariously reaches to slide the cup on to the floor of the gallery.)

Birkett: It'd be easier if you took your shoes off.

(JULIET looks up at him suspiciously,as if he might be making an improper
suggestion, but she carries on up the ladder, clumsily.)

Juliet: My mumwarnedme aboutladslike you. (As sheclimbson to the platform,
BIRKETT hasto stepbackto avoid contact. He frownsto audienceas he
does so.)Cor! There's not much room up here is there? But it's quite snug.

Birkett: (half aside to audienceA\bout as snug as an oil rig! It's that draughty.

(JULIET movedo look overtherail atthe stage,and BIRKETThasto squeezeut
of the way again).

Juliet: | s'pose you ARE bit like God, perched up here.

(An embarrassed silence)

Juliet: You never said what your real name is.

Birkett: (reluctantly)Actually, it's Reuben.(JULIET smothersa giggle.) Now you
know why | don'tmind putting up with ‘Birk’. It's me mum anddad'sfault:
they'rea bit religious. The twelve Tribesof Israel- you know. We usedto



go to Chapeltwice every Sunday. Thatold greentin place,down behindthe
bus station. You must've seen (JULIET looks doubtful, but brightens.)

Juliet: | usedto go to SundaySchool. My dad usually cleansthe car on Sunday.
And sits and reads the paper.

Birkett: | gaveit upin theend. Whenl got oldenough. But it rubsoff onyou. |
can still rememberevery book in the Bible backto front. Preachersaid |
must have a photographic memory.

Juliet: (genuinelyimpressed) Cor! Most of the boysthat I've met only seemto
have pornographic memories!

Birkett: Anyway, that'show | landedup with a namelike Reuben. Could'vebeen
worse | s'pose. Might have been Zebulun. Or Gad.

Juliet: (trying to be especiallysympathetic)Yes, | know. It's not muchfun being
calledJulieteither. All those jokesibout'Whereforeartthou Romeo...." It
wasterrible afterthey showedthe film at school. Did you everseethatfilm?
Therewere somelovely bits in it. Up on the balcony. (Sheglancesround
and giggles) Bit like this! (BIRKETTwinces:heis gettingmoreand more
unsettled) Look, Reubennhow I'm up here,why don'tyou showme how to
turn the lights on and offPHe is frozen to the spot} it this one up here?

(The stage is plunged into darkness again. A little, thrilGamb’ from JULIET).

Juliet: ReubenReuben! I'm scared.| don'tknow wherethe edgeis. Reuben)'m
going to fall off!

Voice ofMr. Anderson: Birkett! Stop b.....ing about with those lights!

(After a few secondghe lights click back on again. We seeBIRKETT, his back
flattenedagainstthe dimmers his arm reachingup to the masterswitch,and
JULIET clinging to him, in half genuine,half pretend fright. His face
registers utter shock. JULIET extracts herself and steps back, rather
disappointed. There is a silence).

Juliet: Well, aren't you going to drink your coffee?
(Nervously, BIRKETT stepsforward to pick up the cup, but only succeedsn
kicking it over the edgeof the platform as he bendsdown. It crashesand

spills.)

Birkett: I'm always doing things like that.
Juliet: Huh! I was beginning to think you never did anything.
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(Shehasbegunto stompheavilydownthe ladder. Shepicksup the cupand saucer
and makego go during this dialogue. BIRKET Tputshis headunderthe rail
to watch her go.)

Birkett: Are you in the play, Julie? I've never seen you on stage.

Juliet: I'm aservant. Pagesixty, Act Three, Scend-our, don'tblink or you'll miss
me.

Birkett: Ah!

Juliet: But I'm understudying Maria, too.

Birkett: That's the maid isn't it?

Juliet: (quickly) It's the best part.

Birkett: |thought Lesley Pascoe ....

Juliet: (haughty) Oh, Viola. That'snothingmuch. Maria'sgot the bestlines of all
the women. And she'sfunny. (As sheexitsthroughthe ‘front’ curtain) it's
the best part .... but YOWouldn't know.

(Slowfadeof lights andfadeup musicasbefore. If BIRKETTdoesnot havecontrol
of the lights in reality, he can lean over the rail, watchingthe gap through
which JULIET has vanished).

SCENE 3. Outside, after the rehearsal.

(A pool of orangelight downstage - suggestinga streetlamp. Soundof traffic
passing. Possiblyeffectof car headlightspassing. The girls and the boys
wear coats,but clearly havetwo distinct schooluniforms. Music fadesinto
traffic sound as LESLEY, CAROLINE, MANDY and TRISHA enter).

Mandy: It's a bit of a laugh, anyway. Better than homework.

Trisha: Better than choir practice.

Caroline: Or jolly hockey sticks!

Lesley: Yeah, but someof us havegot linesto learn. And it's not that easy,is it
Caroline?Not when you got to standup there in front of that crowd of
yobbos.

Caroline: |1 dunno. Someof themareall right. Whenthey'renot trying to show
off. Oneof themactuallystoodbackandopenedhe doorfor me ontheway
out.

Trisha: Ah! But he's got his eye on you hasn't he?
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Caroline: (pleased, but pretending no intereSfjhatyer mean?

Trisha: Thatonethey call ‘Noddy', what'sisname Newton. He thinksjust coshe
gets Olivia at the end of the play he's quids in with you for the party
afterwards.

Mandy: What him, SebastiarBtallone!he thinks he'ssucha hunk he doesn'thave
to act - - just stand on the stage and pose!

Lesley: Trouble is, he doesn'tlook a bit like me, and he's supposed tde my
double!

Trisha: | thought he was the spitting imag@.ESLEY turns away annoyed.)

Mandy: Well .... on a dark night!

(Enter SUZANNEand JULIET. SUZANNEs pointing out somethingn the script
that JULIET has asked about).

Trisha: An' here'sa dark horsefor a dark night. Wherewas our little Julie all
throughthe interval then? Thoughtyou were SUPPOSEDo be doing the
coffee and biscuits with me, weren't you?

(JULIET can't say anything. She looks embarrassed.)

Suzanne: Oh leave her alone,why don'tyou. Someof us have more important
things on our mind than instant coffee and cardboard biscuits.

Trisha: Yeah, like that skinny-lookingweirdo that hidesup therein the lighting
box?

Mandy: Aw! notthatkid they call Birk, surely? What'sHIS realnamethen,Extra
Terrestrial?(MANDY and TRISHA giggle cattily)

Trisha: Go on Julie,tell us! Sheoughtto havegot THAT far at least,shewasup
there long enough{JULIET colours and turns on MANDY angrily.)

Juliet: Actually -

Caroline: Shh! Shut up you two. Look what's coming.

(Enter NEWTON, HAYES and DOBBIN).

Newton: (with a casual air)'Ello there ladies! Waitin' for a bus then, are we?

Caroline: Well, we weren't waiting for you lot, that's for sure!

Newton: (to the other two)Cruel! Cruel!

Hayes: 'Spect that's what they teach'em at finishin school nhowadays.Bit o'
politeness an' they cut you dead.

Trisha: ACTUALLY, we werejust talking aboutone of your mates - thatfunny
bloke thatdoesall the lights andstuff. Why don'the comeandtalk to uslike

10



the rest of you?

Newton: Y'mean Birk?

Dobbin: 'Es all right. Good lad when you get to know him.

Hayes: We reckon it was only that chapel-goingthat did for him. Particular
Adventists - summatlike that. Otherwisehe'd'avebeenjust asnormalas
the rest of us.

Lesley: (aside to CAROLINE)rhat's not saying much!

Hayes: Sold his soul. Signedthe pledge. Stricken. No fun. No beer. No
womanising. Miserablelot if you askme. Sortof peoplethatturnup onyour
doorstepwith leafletsjust whenyou'rein the middle of your Sundaylunch, or
the football's on. . . .

(The subject is a dead end. HAYES peters out and there is a silence.)

Newton: (in an attemptto re-openthe dialogue) Whataboutyou two then- you're
not even in the play - what brings you along?

Trisha: We're doing the drinks for the interval, aren't we?

Mandy: Yeah,andwe're goingto do someof the make-upan'all; Mr. Anderson
said we could, seeing as we know a bit about it.

Trisha: Anyway, they needa bit of moral support,don'tthey? Fourinnocentlittle
schoolgirls like them, thrown in with all you lot.

(SUZANNE has seen a car drawing up further along the road.)

Suzanne:Hey, Julie, is that your dad, just stoppingnow? (Juliet nods,and they
pick up their bagsandexitR.) If you'resurehe won't mind; he candrop me
by the end of Radcliffe Road. . . .

(Astheygo, HOWELL& SWEETMANarrive, chattingand sharinga bag of chips.
This creates three groups: NEWTON, back to audience,is chatting to
MANDY and TRISHA. LESLEYand CAROLINEtogether. HAYESand
DOBBIN gather round the chip-bag with the two newly arrived).

Dobbin: Come on, Howly, give us a chip. I'm starvin.

Howell: Getaway! It's all right for you. | hadto queueup for ten minutesto get
‘em, didn't I? (Nevertheless they all share the chips.)

Sweetman: (noddingacrosstowardsNEWTON Noddy'sdoing all right with the
birds then!

Hayes: Yeah,they'reall right, thosetwo. Themothersis a bit snooty,though. Just
cos they go to the High School!
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Sweetman: Nothing to do with it, son. It's just you they don't fancy. What you
need is a bit of the old charm; get's ‘'em going every time.

Dobbin: Oh yeah! That's you is it, Mister Wonderful. God's gift to womankind!

Sweetman: You saidit. Betchal could havethem eatingout of my handin a
couple of minutes.

Dobbin: (cynical)Like to see it!

Sweetman:O.K. then. Give us that bag of chips, Howell.

(Lifting the bag from the hands of the astoundedHOWELL, he strolls over to
LESLEY and CAROLINE.)

Sweetman:(casually) Fancy a chip, Lesley? Bought 'em for you specially.

Lesley: (very cool)No thank you, Peter. Don't eat chips. Not good for the figure.

Sweetman:Naturally, pretty girl like you. | oughtto haveknown. Tell me, now
haven't | seen you down at Raffles' Disco sometimes.

Lesley: Might have done.

Sweetman:Thoughtso. Very classydancerjf | maysayso. (LESLEYlooksaway)
Well | wasgoingto say,if you happenedo be thinking of going tomorrow
night. I've got my own motorbike, | could drop in along the way and ....

Lesley: (turning on him) Look, | don'twantto berude,butwhy don'tyou takeyour
chips back to your friend. | don't go out with SCHOOLBCaffyway.

(TRISHAand MANDY haveturnedto seethis remark,and theyjoin the othertwo
girls, giggling, while NEWTONand SWEETMANeturn to the group of boys.
The girls have thought up some kind of joke, and draw into a huddle).

Hayes: Well, all you need's a bit of the old charm!

Dobbin: Get's em going every time.

Sweetman:Aw, give overwill you? Can'twin 'emall. EvenDon Juanhadsome
unlucky days.

Dobbin: Don who?

Sweetman:You wouldn't haveheardof him. You're not just charmlessDobbin,
but ignorant with it.

Hayes: You were on a loser there mate, beforeyou evenstarted. You oughtto
know Lesley Pascoe she'sbeengoing aroundfor yearswith somereally
smoothbloke from the TechnicalCollege,got his own TR7, works parttime
for his dad's firm .... Not a chance.

Newton: (who has been looking down the road) Wouldn't have made any
difference - here's the bus coming anyway.
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(Both groups of youngsterspick up their bagsand beginto exit R. In the rush,
SWEETMANIs left behind somewhatand finds he is face to face with

TRISHA ,who teasinglythrows a folded note up in the air in front of him as
she turns to run for the bus).

Trisha: It's from Lesley; she thinks you're great, really.

(SWEETMANMstoopsto pick up the note,unfoldsit andbeginsto readit. Ashedoes
so, the lighting cross-fadesfrom street light to full stagelight, taking us

directly into the nextscene. In the instant of the change, SWEETMANhas
become SWEETMAN playing MALVOLIO).

SCENE 5.

(For thefirst coupleof lines SWEETMANS himself,puzzledreadingthe letter to
the real audience. By the time he reaches'Thy Fatesopentheir hands'he
has pacedto centreand becomehe actor on the stage. Asthe ‘stage'lights
comeup theyreveal SPOTTYin placein the promptcorner,hauling openthe
curtain, and COSGROVEHOWELL and DOBBIN scuffling into position
with a flat hardboard ‘box-tree’ which is supposed toepresentthe hiding-
place of SIR TOBY, SIR ANDREW and FABIAN).

Sweetmanas Malvolio: If this fall into thy hand,revolve. In my starsl amabove
thee; but be not afraid of greatnesssome are born great, some achieve
greatnessand somehavegreatnesshrustuponthem. Thy Fatesopentheir
hands;let thy blood and spirit embracethem; andto inure thyself to what
thou art like to be, castthy humbleslough(he pronouncest asin ‘plough’)
and appear fresh. Be opposite ....

Mr. Anderson: Er, makethat ‘slough’, Sweetman. As in ‘rough’. Like a snake
shedding it's skin - - you know....

Sweetmanas Malvolio: Castthy humbleslough.... andappearfresh. Be opposite
with a kinsman,surly with servantsjet thy tonguetang argumentsof state;
put thyselfinto the trick of singularity. Shethusadvisestheethat sighsfor
thee. Remember who commended thy yellow stockings, and wished ....
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Dobbin: (to HOWELLIn loud stagewhisper, makingsure SWEETMANcan hear
him) They'vegot him a pair of yellow tights! Andy Capptold me. His
wife's sewing on the garters.

Howell: Wicked!

Sweetman:(turning to them,annoyed) Who said? I'm goingto havemy brother's
football socks. So shut it, Dobbin.

Cosgrove: You can't have football socks;they've got greenstripeson the tops
anyway. You'd look bloody stupid.

Howell: Not half as stupid as he's going t'look in yellow tights!

Mr. Anderson: Hey, youlot! This supposed tbe a seriousrehearsal.We'reonin
lessthana fortnight, andif it's not perfect.... I'll pull your armsoff andbeat
you with the soggy endglHe subsides)Get going again!

Sweetman:.... andwishedto seetheeevercross-gartered! sayremember.Go to,
thou art made,if thou desiresto be so;if not, let me seetheea stewardstill,
the fellow of servantsnot worthy to touch Fortune'singers. Farewell. She
that would alter services with thee, the Fortunate-unhappy.

Spotty: He rolls up the letter and pacesup anddown. Comic businessSir Andrew
and Sir Toby. Remember?

Sweetman:All right, all right!

(During the nextspeechthe three onlookersindulgein a pantomimeof comingout
from the box-tree and mockingwhen Malvolio has his back to them and
ducking out of sight again as he turns towards them. Again the comedy
should be in the deliberateness of their actions).

Sweetmanas Malvolio: Daylight andchampaindiscoversnot more:this is open.|
will be proud. | will readpolitic authors,| will baffle Sir Toby, | will be
point-devisethe very man. | do not now fool myself,to let imaginationjade
me,for everyreasorexcitesto this, thatmy lady lovesme. Shedid commend
my (sneersthe words over his shoulderat HOWELL and DOBBIN) yellow
stockingsof late, shedid praisemy leg being cross-garteredandin this she
manifestsherselfto my love, andwith akind of injunctiondrivesmeto these
habitsof herliking. (At this point he ‘forgets' his lines, snappinghis fingers
in annoyance).

Spotty: (hissing) Stars!

Sweetman:Y'what?

Spotty: "I thank my STARS am happy ...."

Sweetman:Oh yeah(out to the school hallSorry!

Mr. Anderson: You will be, if you don't know 'em by next week!

Sweetmanas Malvolio: | thankmy starsl am happy. | will be strange stout,in
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yellow stockings,and cross-garteredevenwith the swiftnessof putting on.
Jove and my starsbe praised! Here is yet a postscript.- Thou canstnot
choosebut know who I am. If thou entertainesimy love, let it appearin thy
SMILING; thy smilesbecometheewell; thereforin my presencestill smile,
dear my sweet,| prithee.- Jove,| thank thee. | will smile; | will do
everything that thou wilt have me.

(As SWEETMAN/ MALVOLIO exits the others dance out into the centre with
exaggerated delight).

Dobbin asFabian: (woodenly)l will notgive my partof this sportfor a pensionof
thousands to be paid from the Sophy.

Cosgrove as Sir Tobyi could marry this wench for this device.

Howell as Sir Andrew: So could | too.

Cosgrove as Sir TobyAnd ask no other dowry with her but such another jest.

Howell as Sir Andrew: Nor | neither.

Dobbin as Fabian:Here comes my noble gull-catcher.

Spotty: (hisses).ook left Dobbin. You're s'posed to be seeing her coming.

Dobbin: Here comes my noble gull-catcher.

(Exaggeratedpeeringoff-stage- SUZANNEdoesnot appearat her cue. With an
air of impatience,DOBBIN repeatsthe line loudly. Finally shearrives on
stage, looking flustered).

Cosgrove: (asideto HOWELLand DOBBIN) Late on again! Beatsme how they
get away with it.

Mr. Anderson: Get on with the play, Cosgrove!

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: (falling to his kneesat her feet) Wilt thou setthy foot o' my

neck?

Howell as Sir Andrew: (repeatingCOSGROVE'sactionin perfectcopy)Or o'mine
either?

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: Shalll play my freedomat tray-trip, andbecomethy bond
slave?

Howell as Sir Andrew: I'faith, or | either?

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: Why, thou hastput him in sucha dream,that when the
image of it leaves him he must run mad.

Suzanne as Maria:Nay, but say true; does it work upon him?

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: (to his feet,and a steptowardsMARIA) Like aqua-vitae
with a midwife.
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(SIRANDREWremainson his knees but shufflesforward to remain parallel with
SIRTOBY. In the courseof the following speechMARIA movesexcitedly
back and forth acrossstage,and SIR TOBY stepsafter her a paceor so,
followed by the shuffing SIR ANDREW).

Suzanneas Maria: If you will, then seethe fruits of the sport, mark his first
approactbeforemy lady; hewill cometo herin YELLOW stockingsand'tis
a colour sheabhors;and CROSS-gartered fashionshedetestsand he will
SMILE uponher, which will now be so unsuitableto her disposition,being
addictedto a melancholyassheis, thatit cannotbut turn him into a notable
contempt. If you will see it, follow me.

(Shemakesher exit followed by SIRTOBYat a run, and SIRANDREWstill on his
knees - at least for a yard or so).

Cosgrove as Sir TobyTo the gates of Tartar, thou most excellent devil of wit!
Howell as Sir Andrew: I'll make one too!

(SPOTTYhauls the curtain acrossand he and DOBBIN exit through the curtain
into the ‘hall'. BIRKETT fadesthe front of houselights and the footlights.
Then he ‘notices' the real audience again and turns to them).

SCENE 5.

Birkett: Daft line that, | always think - totally irrelevant. Typical of old
Aguecheekthough. He'stherealfool of the play. Now FrancoHayes,he's
playing the Clown and he'salwaysactingit up, but he shouldn'tbe anidiot
like Aguecheek.He'smoreawise guy - professionajoker. Y'see,l readthe
scriptall throughlast night. It's not badreally, whenyou think aboutit. |
alwaysthoughtold Shakespear@asa bit of a poofy twit, thatcouldn'twrite a
straightsentencdo savehis life. But you gottahandit to him; he doesknow
how to string a play together. Very crafty, if youaskme. Y'seethere'sthese
two different storiesandhe'ssplicedthemboth togetherike cords- andthen
it all endsin a perfectneatknot. Get on very well with Andy Capp, he
would. 'CeptHE keepsgoing for the laughsall the time andsomeof it ain't
very funny - at leastnot to my way of thinking. | reckon some of it's
downright cruel.
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(A crack appearsin the front curtain. JULIET peersin with a sugarysmile. She
crosses to the lighting rig, bringing two coffees and a double Kit-Kat bar).

Birkett: (sotto voceto audience)Allo allo! What light through yonder curtain
breaks? (He turns backto the lighting, pretendingto studythe plot of the
next scene.)

Juliet: (as she reaches the foot of the ladd¥go hoo .... Roo!

Birkett: Oh! Hallo.

Juliet: Only little meagain! | thoughtyou mightlike somethingo nibblewith your
coffee.

(Shethrowsthe Kit-Kat up to the platform. Thistime BIRKETTfeelsobligedto
reach down and take the cups. JULIET clambers up eagerly.)

Juliet: What you doing now then?

Birkett: Not much. Justcheckingthroughthe plot for the nextscene.|l nevermiss
a cue. But you got to work at (significantly) Got to concentrate.

Juliet: (movingup closeto him) Cor. Look atthosenumbers. All thosearrows.l
don't know how you understand it all. Looks like Chinese to me.

Birkett: Well, it's pretty simple really, when you get to know it. It's my own
systemkind of shorthand.Y'see,eachof thelights - we call ‘'emlanterns- is
on a circuit, and each of the circuits has got a number. Now when ....

Juliet: (whohasalreadybegunto breakopenthe bar of Kit-Kat) Havea bit of Kit-
Kat, go on.

Birkett: Well, actually, | got this filling loose; one of me back teeth.

Juliet: (stuffingthe chocolateinto his mouth,againsthis will) Goon. It'll do you
good!

Birkett: Yeah,well, thenyou haveto plugin eachcircuit at the patchpanel. That's
that bit up there. Thenyou can fade up eachone individually, using the
dimmers- or you canwork themall togetherin a group,for differentscenes.
That's what all these numbers mean on the sheet.

Juliet: (pointing) What, these?

Birkett: No, they'rethe CUE numbers. Every lights changehasto tie in with the
cuein the play script. If we hada properA.S.M. he'dbe telling me on an
intercom,but | canfollow it O.K. from up here. | know mostof it off by
heart already.

Juliet: (impressed) And do you manageall this by yourself? | wouldn't have
thought you'd have enough hands.

(BIRKETTspreadshis fingersacrossthe board and movesall eightor sodimmers
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at once. The lights alter.)

Juliet: Like a pianist - stretching octaves. What about if you needto turn
something else on, at the same time?

Birkett: | usemy nose.(JULIET looksunconvinced.)Honestly, | DO. In themad
scenewhereMalvolio thinks he'sin the nut-housel turn off this switch here
with my nose. Like this.

Juliet: Hmn! Well, | supposat's long enough!(seeingthat she has offendedhim
somewhatvith this observation) You needTony Cosgroveup here. He'sall
hands.

Birkett: He'd be no good. He'd be talking all the time. You have to pay attention.

Juliet: There's no one to talk to.

Birkett: Therewould beif Cosgrovewashere. Look, why don'tyou just sit down
there on the steps for a minute while | get set up for the next scene?

(JULIET obeys,rather reluctantly. As BIRKETTis movingthe dimmers,looking
overtherail at the stage makingfine adjustment®tc.shesipsher coffeeand
obviouslyenjoysthe rest of the Kit-Kat. BIRKETTabsentmindedlyputsthe
lighting plot downon the floor besideJULIET asheworks. Aftera minutehe
has finished and turns round).

Birkett: You're not on in the next scene, then.
Juliet: No, not till later. You don't mind if | stay?

(BIRKETT doesn't actually say yes or no, so there is a silence)

Juliet: I cannip on from the backwhenit's my turn - just before. And thencome
back again.

Birkett: (grudgingly)O.K. then. But don'tforget: Act Ill : Scene4 "Madam,the
young gentlemanof the Count Orsino'sis returned. | could hardly entreat
him back: he attends your ladyship's pleasure.”

Juliet: (truly astounded this tim@ut that's my lines! How did you ....

Birkett: | readit all throughlast night, didn't I? Wantedto seeif you wereright
about Maria being the best part. | s'pose your bit sort of stuck in my mind.

Juliet: (with a big smile) Well, | think that'sreally NICE. (She picks up the
lighting plot.) Why don't you show me where my bit is on this?

Birkett: Well, actuallyit's .... (He reachesdown, but sheis holding the lighting
plot on her lap, so he hasto sit down besideJULIET). Actually it comes
here, look, betweencues thirty-eight and thirty-nine. There'sno special
lighting change for your entrance.
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Juliet: No, | suppose not.

(At this point COSGROVEcomesblundering through the ‘front’ curtain. He is
looking aboutthe stage, and at first doesn'tbotherto look up at the lighting

gallery).

Cosgrove:Say,Birk, you seenmy copy of the scriptanywhere?I'm surel leftit ....
(He seesJULIET.) Er, whoops! Didn't meanto interruptanything. Ah! there
'tis!

(He darts into the wingsand reappearswith his book. On his way backacrossto
the front curtain, he pauses, looks over his shoulder,and with a grin
towardsaudience he beginsto sing mockingly,makinghis exit throughthe
curtains as he does so).

Cosgrove: " Another bride, another groom, another sunny hu-hunnymoon."
(BIRKETT just looks disgusted).

Juliet: (leafingthroughthe lighting plot) | don'texpectanyonebut us understands
this. (looking into his eyes)t's our secret!

Birkett: A minute ago you said it was all Chinese to you.

Juliet: Well, whatl meanis, it won'tbewhenyou'vetaughtme. | cangetsomeone
elseto bring up the coffee,andl canstayhereall thetime andbeyour helper.
You won't have to use your nose then, will you?

(BIRKETT makesno reply, but he gets up and turns hopelessliyto the lighting
board, asif it might savehim. JULIET getsup too, and tries to pin up the
lighting plot above the dimmers, at the right page.)

Juliet: It's a good thing we're not fat.

Birkett: (turning back) Eh?

Juliet: Well, it IS rather cramped up here.

(From this pointon JULIET is becomingnoreand moreconfidentandincreasingly
intimate. Poor BIRKET Tretreatsfraction by fraction acrossthe gallery, but
she soon has him cornered against the rail).

Juliet: Hey, Roo.
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(Pause)

Birkett: Yes?

Juliet: I'm glad I'm not Viola.

Birkett: You're even less like Noddy than Lesley is.

Juliet: That's not what | meant. SHE'S on stage, all through the play.

Birkett: Not all the time.

Juliet: No, but on-off-on-off. It's the samewith Maria. Suzanne'sll sweatyby the
end of the evening, from rushing about.

Birkett: Dodging Cosgrove?

Juliet: And that. | usedto wish she'dbeiill for a bit so that I'd get a chanceat
Maria; tonsillitis or something. She'sgot terrible tonsils; all herfamily have.
When sheturns her headyou can seegreatlumpsin herneck - just here.
(She puts her cool hand on BIRKETT'S throat.)

Birkett: (shaken)l've had mine out.

Juliet: But | don't wish that any more.

Birkett: Wish what?

Juliet: That Suzanne would get tonsillitis. I'd rather be here than on-stage.

Birkett: (desperatefor somethingto say) Well, 1 wouldn't wish tonsillitis on
anyone. ExceptAndy Capp,maybe. (Weakattemptat a joke) It might shut
him up.

Juliet: Roo, why do you call him Andy Capp?

Birkett: You only have to look at him. All he needs is a pigeon on his head!

Juliet: And is his wife like Florrie in the cartoon?

Birkett: More like the Statue of Liberty. No, really, he hardly comes up to her chin

Juliet: Have they got any children?

Birkett: (surprised)Three. Why'd you wanna know that?

Juliet: Well, Roo, | like children. (Pressingherselfcloseto him) I'd like a lot of
children, wouldn'tyou . . . ?

(Fairly quick fade in of music; fade down lights).

INTERVAL
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SCENE 6.

MUSIC: contemporary hits, as for Scenes 1 & 2.

Stagedimly lit by unseenfloodsonly. Setas for openingbut in addition several
large portablestage-buildingolocksor rostra, stackedapparentlyat random
L&R.

(As the real house-lightsgo down, BIRKETT slips on through ‘front' curtain and
downstagetowards lighting gallery. He stops as he ‘notices' the real
audience).

Birkett: (directly to them)Hallo! You lot still herethen? You're patientenough,
I'll give you that. Here, you haven'tbeensitting there all week have you?
Well, you'll be all right tonight: full run through. Sort of almost-dress
rehearsal. They might know their words, mostof ‘em. They'resupposed to.
You'll havet'excuseme now, though. Bit late. Can'tseemto get things
organisednowadays. It's partly her fault: she'sbeenup here every night
since. Ruins me concentration.

(BIRKETT swingsup into his gallery and beginsto setup the lights for the first
scene;the colours melt one by oneinto a bright stage. As soonas this is
complete,enter NEWTONand HAYES, LESLEY, MANDY & TRISHA.
From this sceneon, all the actors who have parts in ‘“Twelfth Night' are
dressed in costume).

Newton: Hey, Birk! Fly downfrom your nestandgive usahandwith theseblocks,
will you? Andy Cappwantsthemout front in doublequick time. He wants
to build out the stageinto the hall: ‘The Apron'hecallsit. Saysit makesit
more like Shakespeare's own stage - he must be joking!

Birkett: Sorry, me little thespianmate. Not my department. Got to get all me
checks done, haven't I?

(Meanwhilethe three girls betweerthemhavestartedto lift the first of the blocks
through the ‘front’ curtain. NEWTON& HAYESfollow with the second.
Soundof blocksbeing pushedtogetherand shoutedinstructionsad lib. The
girls return immediately and begin the third).

Trisha: | had one end by myself last time. My turn to be on the end with two.

Mandy: He's crazy, that Mr. Anderson, making us girls do a job like this.
(imitating) "Women'slib." he says. "Sex equality. No discriminationhere."”
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And Tony Cosgrovehe just standsthere, leaning againstthe wall and he
LAUGHS!

(NEWTON& HAYESpushbackthroughthe curtain to fetchthe fourth block just as
MANDY reachesthe gap, going backwards. Shedropsher endon her foot
and yells).

Mandy: Why don't you look where you're going, you clumsy great yob?
Newton: Sorry!

Hayes:Hey, Noddy, d'you think old Birk could pass the Stork and Butter Test?
Newton: The what?

Hayes:You know: just-the-same-but-different. Come here you two.

(HAYESpulls NEWTON& LESLEYdownstageowardsBIRKETT, whois poring
over his lighting plot. MANDY & TRISHA follow.)

Hayes: If Birk cantell, thenanyonecan! (to BIRKETTin a mockT.V.commercial
voice)Ah! Goodmorning,sir. As atypical memberof the ignorantgeneral
public, | wonderif you would be sokind asto takepartin a little testfor us.
May | ask, you Sir, Do you usually prefer women, or men?

Birkett: (looking up, bewilderedWhat ARE you on about?

Hayes: On my left andon my right | havetwo examplesof actors,or actressesn
Shakespearianostume. | would like you to stepdown hereand kiss them
both, andthento tell me which oneyou think is the real Sebastiangr, to put
it the other way round, which one is the real Viola!

(LESLEY lets out a little horrifieddh no! and steps back.)

Birkett: You're a nutter, Franco. A real headcase. Anyway, she'sjust given the
answer away, so push off.

(Laughing they all return to pick up the last two blocks.)

Newton: (as they go) Say, Lesley, do you know where we're supposed tde
starting tonight? Someone said we're doing the second half first.

Lesley: Yes, that'sright. He reckonswe're not so goodon the secondhalf, cause
we haven'tpractisedenough. SOME of usdon'tknow all our linesyet either,
do we ....?

(Theydisappearthroughthe curtain with the blocks. Noisesad lib, SPOTTYand
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DOBBINrushin and setup the ‘box-tree’ and one or two other piecesof
cut-out scenery that are meant to represent ‘Olivia's Garden'.)

Birkett: (to audience)Blimey! Why don't they tell me thesethings? Interior;
exterior. Rooms and gardens: it's got to be completely different!

(BIRKETTsetsaboutthe lights changesfrantically. DOBBIN adjuststhe angle of
the ‘box-tree’ and exits. SPOTTYtakes his place in the prompt corner.
JULIET slips in through the curtain and, with somedifficulty - sheis in
costume - climbs up to the gallery. BIRKETT ignores her.)

SCENE 7.
Voice ofMr. Anderson: Okay, then! Act Three, Scene Four. Starting positions.

(CAROLINE& SUZANNErush on to the stage,adjustingtheir costumeand their
poseas SPOTTYhaulson the curtain. If it is possible the extendedapron'
stageshouldbe suggested.Beyondthis, if possible behindthe footlights,the
other actors are seated. Thesemay now include extras for ORSINO,
ANTONIO, ATTENDANTS, GENTLEMEN etc).

Caroline as Olivia: | have sent after him: he says he'll come;
How shall | feast him? what bestow of him?
For youth is bought more oft than begg'd or borrow'd.
| speak too loud.
Where is Malvolio? he is sad, and civil,
And suits well for a servant with my fortunes;
Where is Malvolio?
Suzanne as Maria:He's coming, madam; but in very strange manner.
He is sure possess'd, madam.

Caroline as Olivia: Why, what's the matter? Does he rave?

Suzanneas Maria: No, madam;he doesnothing but smile; your ladyshipwere
bestto havesomeguardaboutyou if he come,for surethe manis taintedin's
wits.

Spotty: Exit Maria.

Suzanne:What?

Spotty: Exit Maria!
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Suzanne:l know! | was just going.
Caroline as Olivia: Go call him hither. | am as mad as he, if sad and merry
madness equal be.

(SUZANNEexits and returns with a rather reluctant SWEETMANdressedas
MALVOLIO. Hootsandwhistlesfrom the castin the hall who are delighted
by his ‘yellow stockings').

Caroline asOlivia: (raising her voiceabovethe noiseand showingher annoyance
at the interruptions) How now, Malvolio!

Sweetman as Malvolio:Sweet lady, ho ho.

Caroline as Olivia: Smil'st thou? | sent for thee upon a sad occasion.

Sweetman as Malvolio: Sad, lady! | could be sad: this does make some
obstructionin the blood, this cross-garteringput whatof that? if it pleasehe
eye of one, it is with me as the very true sonnet is, ‘Please one and please all.’

Caroline as Olivia: Why, how dost thou, man? What is the matter with thee?

Sweetmanas Malvolio: Not blackin my mind, thoughyellow in my legs. It did
cometo his hands,and commandsshall be executed:l think we know the
sweet Roman hand.

Caroline as Olivia: Wilt thou go to bed, Malvolio?

(More whistles and suggestive noises from the cast; to SWEETMAN, haughtily)

Caroline as Olivia: Ignore them!

Sweetman as MalvolioTo bed! ay, sweetheart; and I'll come to thee.

Caroline asOlivia: God comfortthee! Why dostthou smile so andkiss thy hand
so oft?

Suzanne as Maria:How do you, Malvolio?

Sweetman:At your request! Yes; nightingales answer daws.

Suzanne as Maria:Why appear you with this ridiculous boldness before my lady?

Sweetman as Malvolio:Be not afraid of greatness:' 'Twas well writ.

Caroline as Olivia: What meanest thou by that, Malvolio?

Sweetman as Malvolio:Some are born great,' -

Caroline as Olivia: Ha!

Sweetman as Malvolio:Some achieve greatness,' -

Caroline as Olivia: What sayest thou?

Sweetman as Malvolio:And some have greatness thrust upon them.'

Caroline as Olivia: Heaven restore thee!

Sweetman as Malvolio’Remember who commended thy yellow stockings' -
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(JULIET beginsto slip downfrom the lighting gallery for her entrance. Shelooks
nervous).

Caroline as Olivia: Thy yellow stockings!

Sweetman as Malvolio?And wished to see thee cross-gartered.’
Caroline as Olivia: Cross-gartered!

Sweetman as Malvolio‘Go to, thou art made, if thou desirest to be so,' -
Caroline as Olivia: Am | made?

Sweetman as Malvolio:If not, let me see thee a servant still.'

Caroline as Olivia: Why this is very midsummer madness.

(JULIET makes a rather stumbling entrance as ‘SERVANT' and a clumsy curtsey).

Juliet as Servant: Madam.... (pause- she has forgotten) Madam.... (she has
‘dried up").
Birkett: The young gentleman of the Count ....

(Thereis a murmurof amusemenfrom the actorsin the hall, anda growl of ‘Get
on with it'" from Mr. ANDERSON).

Juliet as Servant: (thankfully) Madam,the younggentlemarof the CountOrsino's
is returned. | could hardly entreathim back: he attendsyour ladyship's
pleasure.

Caroline as Olivia: I'll come to him.

(Exit servant - JULIET returns to the lighting gallery looking shamefaced)

Caroline asOlivia: GoodMaria, let this fellow be lookedto. Where'smy cousin
Toby? Let someof my peoplehavespecialcareof him: | would not have
him miscarry for the half of my dowry.

(ExeuntOLIVIA & MARIA. CAROLINEglarescontemptuoushat JULIET asshe
goes.)

Sweetmanas Malvolio: Oh, ho! do you comenearme now? noworsemanthan
Sir Toby to look to me! This concursdirectly with the letter: shesendshim
on purposehat| mayappeaistubbornto him; for sheincitesmeto thatin the
letter. ‘Cast thy humble slough,' says she; (SPOTTY corrects his
pronunciation again)be opposite with a kinsman. surly with servants ....
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(COSGROVEPOBBIN & SUZANNEenterat a run as SIR TOBY, FABIAN and
MARIA).

Cosgrove as Sir Toby: (still over-acting) Which way is he, in the name of
sanctity? If all the devils in hell be drawn in little, and Legion himself
possess'd him, yet I'll speak to him.

Dobbin asFabian: Hereheis, hereheis. How is't with you, sir? howis't with you
man?

Sweetman as MalvolioiGo off; | discard you: let me enjoy my private; go off.

Spotty: Arrogant wave with handkerchief. Where's the handkerchief?

Sweetman:Haven't got one.

Spotty: Well, it saysherein the prompt-book,He waveshis handkerchiefat them
arrogantly." Somebody lend him one. Suzanne!

Suzanne:I'm not lending any hanky to HIM. He'd probably wipe his nose on it!

Cosgrove:Just leave it out, Spotty! Let's TRd keep things going.

SuzanneasMaria: Lo, how hollow the fiend speakswithin him! did notl tell you?
Sir Toby, my lady prays you to have a care of him.

Sweetman as MalvolioAh, ha! does she so?

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: Goto, go to: peace! peacele mustdealgently with him;
let me alone. How do you, Malvolio? how is't with you? What, man! defy
the devil: consider, he's an enemy to mankind.

Sweetman as MalvolioDo you know what you say?

Suzanneas Maria: La you! anyou speakill of the devil, how he takesit at heart.
PrayGodhe benotbewitched! My lady would notlosehim for morethanl'll
say.

Sweetman as MalvolioHow now, mistress!

Suzanne as Maria:O Lord!

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: Prithee,hold thy peacethis is not the way; do you not see
you move him? Let me alone with him.

Dobbin as Fabian: No way but gentlenessgently, gently: the fiend is rough,and
will not be roughly used.

Cosgrove as Sir Toby: Why how now my ball-cock! How dost thou -

Mr. Anderson: BAW cock, Cosgrove.Bawcock. Stick to the Shakespeare.He
doesn't need your improvements, amusing as you may think they are!

Cosgrove as Sir TobyWhy, how now, my bawcock! how dust thou, chuck?

Sweetman as Malvolio: Sir!

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: Ay, Biddy, comewith me. Whatman!'tis not for gravity
to play at cherry-pit with Satan: hang him, foul collier.

Suzanne as Maria:Get him to say his prayers, good Sir Toby, get him to pray.

Sweetman as MalvolioMy prayers, minx!
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Suzanne as Maria:No, | warrant you, he will not hear of godliness.
Sweetmanas Malvolio: Go, hangyourselvesall! You areidle shallowthings: |
am not of your element. You shall know more hereafter.

(Exit MALVOLIO - as SWEETMANgoesmusic beginsfade-upstagelights fade-
down).

Cosgrove as Sir Tobyis't possible?
Dobbin asFabian: If this wereplayedupona stagenow, | couldcondemnt asan
improbable fiction.

SCENE 8

(As the usual pop/ rock musicof the scenebreak fades,we hear the Elizabethan
tonesof Feste'ssongfrom the end of ‘“Twelfth Night'. The lights comeup
againslowly to revealthe backview of HAYESsingingwith a lute or guitar.
Theeffectof the scenechangeshouldbe one of time-lapseithe rehearsalhas
now moved as far as the end of the play.

(Asthe songends,thereis a ripple of applausefrom the actors seatedin the hall.
SPOTT Yhaulsthe curtain across. Theactorsrushin from hall & wingsL &
R for the practice curtain call. SPOTTYhauls back the curtain. Mr.
ANDERSONontinuesclapping,asdoesSPOTT Ywhenheis not workingthe
curtain. The actors take their bows to hall in turn).

Mr. Anderson: Okay! GentlemerandAttendants. GET IN A LINE! Right down
on to the apron. From the waist. TOGETHER! Fabian and Feste.
QUICKLY! Malvolio andMaria! Comeon SMILE! Theylove it. LOOK
HAPPY! Sir Toby and Sir Andrew! SebastiarandOlivia! Comeon dear,
HOLD HIS HAND! You cancurtsey. I'll showyou later. And Orsino &
Violal Oncemoreall together! Follow Cosgrove! Okay! Curtain! And. . .
.Lights! Quickly, Birkett. Quickly!

(Mr. ANDERSON'Solo clappingdiesawayas SPOTTYdrawsthe curtain for the
lasttime andtheactorspile outthroughthewingsandthe curtain, chattering
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noisily. The noiserecedesas they headfor the back of the hall. SPOTTY
follows leaving only JULIET sitting miserably at the foot of BIRKETT'S
ladder. BIRKETTis too busyfadingthelights and writing on his cuesheetto

noticeher for a minuteor so. After a while, heturns, relaxingfor a moment.

JULIET is so still it takes him a few more seconds to notice that she's there).

Birkett: Hey, you still there? Thoughtyou was supposed tde in on the curtain-
call.

Juliet: Didn't feel like it. (pause) Anyway, nobodynoticed,did they? Didn't hear
anyoneshouting,'Where'sJulie?' Did you seethe way Carolinelooked at
me; just cos | messed up my line? They think they're that important.

Birkett: Aw, come on, don't worry about that; it's only a school play, not
Hollywood. (Heis trying, at least,to be sympathetic.)Look, why don'tyou
help me get set up for after the break?

(JULIET just sits miserably elbowson kneesheadin her hands- sheis playingfor
sympathyfrom BIRKETT but he doesn'tunderstandand turns backto work
with a shrug. After a momentor two she climbs up and standsby his
shoulder).

Juliet: Roo.

Birkett: (absently)Yeah?

Juliet: Thanksfor the prompt. | felt really stupid. And me with only oneline and
all that.

Birkett: Spotty's job really, but you can't rely on him.

Juliet: Well, it was a kind thing to do. Very nice. . ..

(Thenoiseof cupsand conversatiorhasbegunto filter through,as before. At this
point HOWELL pusheghroughthe curtainswith two coffees. JULIET is just
pushing herself close to BIRKETT when BIRKETT coughs deliberately.
JULIET steps back and looks behind her with an artificial smile for
HOWELL).

Howell: (reachingthe bottom of the ladder) Working overtime, Birk? Nudge,
nudge, wink, wink!

(HOWELL reachesup with the cupsand then climbs on to a rung of the ladder,
resting his chin on the platform).

Birkett: Push off, Face-ache.
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Howell: Aguecheek Agueface- Face-ache!Goodthinking Batman! (HOWELL
meanderdack acrossthe stagein his Aguecheekvalk, kneestogether,toes
apart. Justbeforehe reachesthe curtain he turns.) You know you missed
your cue againin SceneFour. That'sthe secondtime! (No responsegrom
BIRKETT) Do you know what Andy Cappsaid? (impersonation) ‘Bloody
Birkett, busy with his skirt.'

Birkett: He never said that.

Howell: It was said though. Your Birk-type secret is out, Birk!

(With a dramaticflourish, HOWELL stepsbackwardsthroughthe curtains. There
is a crunchand a yell of pain, and then a silence,followed by the noise of
concerned help from behind the curtain).

Voiceof Mr. Anderson: ‘All right, all right, standback.Who on earthshiftedthat
block anyway?'

(A scream of agony from HOWELL).
Voiceof Mr. Anderson: ‘All right, all right, don'tmove him. Hayes,run overto
sick bay for the stretcher. And tell Miss Fisher to phone for an ambulance!

(Fade up music,possiblya heart-breaklove song,and after a few bars, soundof
ambulance siren above music).

SCENE 9.
(As music and siren fade, SPOTTY comes running through the curtain).

Spotty: Hey Birk, old Howly's donefor himselfgoodandproper. Fell off the stage
an'brokehis leg. Two placesthe ambulancenansaid. He'll haveto haveit
in traction.

Birkett: (not muchmovedby the tragedy)Serveshim right. He oughtabeenlookin
where he was goin.

Spotty: Wasn'tall his fault! Dobbinandme movedone of the blocksout: Andy
Capp said we got to look for his screwdriver,and we thoughtit might be
down there.
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(Enter Mr. ANDERSONthrough curtain, followed by COSGROVE, DOBBIN,
NEWTON & HAYES. Withawry expressiorMr. ANDERSONilourishes
the aforementioned screwdriver).

Mr. Anderson: And it wasin my jacketpocketall thetime! Why didn't you look
there first you horrible little. . . .

Spotty: But, Sir! You never. . ..

Mr. Anderson: He might havebrokenhis neck. He deserveso! Goodnesknows
what we're going to do for an Aguecheek now!

Cosgrove:Whataboutmy bruvver? He'sbeenpromptereversincewe started. He
knows the whole thing right through.

Dobbin: He couldn't play Aguecheek.

Newton: He could probably play Viola if you twisted his arm!

Mr. Anderson: God forbid! Anyway, we're not allowing him on stageagain.
Remember the carol concertSPOTTY grins at the others.)

Cosgrove: (steppingdownstagetowards the lighting gallery) TherelS one other
persorwho knowsit by heart,though. He rememberverything. He knows
half the Bible for a start(The others follow him.)

Hayes:Birkett? He can't put one foot in front of the other without falling over.

Cosgrove: Who'd notice? He'sa deadringer for Aguecheek. You wouldn't even
have to make him up.

Mr. Anderson: Er, Birkett! Would you mind doing us a favour andsteppingdown
herefor a minute. (With a meaningfulook at the others)Thatis, IF you can
sparethetime! (Somewhapuzzled BIRKETTcomplies) Goodof you to
dropin. (With a frown towardsthe gallery) Especiallywith so muchto keep
you occupied up there. Now, Cosgrove says you're a quick study.

Birkett: A what?

Mr. Anderson: You learn things easily.

Birkett: Not me.

Mr. Anderson: He thinks you know the whole play.

Birkett: Not me.

Cosgrove: Comeoff it. You've beensitting up therewatchingus for the pastsix
weeks. You must know it.

Birkett: (guessing what they are afteNot me.

Mr. Anderson: Not|.

Cosgrove: Right then! 1 think | can prove my point. (He spinsround once,
becomingthe SIRTOBY characteras he doesso. He fires theline suddenly
and directly at BIRKETTDid she see thee the while, old boy? Tell me that!

Birkett: (automatically)As plain as | see you now.

Cosgrove:‘Art thou good at these kick-shaws, knight?
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Birkett: (He cannothelp himself)As any manin lllyria, whatsoevemhe be, under
the degree of my betters. . . .

Cosgrove:‘'She's a beagle, true -bred, and one that adores me; what o'that?'

Birkett: | was adored once TOO.

Cosgrove:(triumphant) There you are! Beat that!

Mr. Anderson: Is this the casethat droppeda thousandbricks? Is this the
celebratechumbskullwho'sforgottento handin his homeworksix weeksout
of nine? Well, we'vefoundyou out now, you twister. (PresentingBIRKETT
with a copy of the play from his pocket)Thereyou are,Aguecheek. You've
got a week. Get on with it!

Birkett: But | don't understand it all.

Mr. Anderson: Then you'll have a lot in common with the audience!

Birkett: Who'll do the lights then? I'm the only one who knows the plot.

Mr. Anderson: Forgetthe lights! What'sthe good of lights if we haven'tgot a
play? Leave'emall switchedon. (Shoutingto therest, he stridesbackto the
hall to organise.)What do we need? Duke, Curio, Lords, attendants. . . .

(Assoonasheturns, SPOTTYunsto haul openthecurtain. BIRKETTrushesover
to the foot of the lighting gallery ladder, but as he puts his handson the
rungs, the front-of-houselights comeup. JULIET is working the dimmers.
She turns to the top of the ladder).

Juliet: Don't worry about me, Roo. | can manage.

Birkett: | wasn't worrying. I'd forgotten you were there.

Juliet: | told you | could understand it.

Birkett: (furiousat finding his placeusurped) Betterleaveit. I've madealterations
- you won't be able to follow them.

Juliet: | said,don'tworry. | know your writing. Go backon stage. You'll do it
ever so well. 1 know you'll be good.

(At this pointthe actorsmaketheir entrance. BIRKETTis still pleading ‘But | only
know it parrot-fashion. .." Weheartheopeninglinesof theplay: ‘If music
bethefood of love, playon.. .." asthe scenechangemusicfadesin andthe
lights down).



SCENE 10.

(Asthe lights comeup and musicfadesdown again, anothertime-lapseeffect: the
rehearsalhasnowreachedAct Il : Scene3 - the point ‘wherewe camein' in
the first sceneof the play proper. Thistime, of course,it is in costumeand
BIRKETT has takenthe place of HOWELL. AlthoughBIRKETT carries a
book,he doesnot needto referto it. He is wearing AGUECHEEK'sdoublet,
over his ordinary clothes. He producesa perfectimitation of HOWELL'S
performance, down to the finest detail and intonation).

Cosgrove as Sir TobyPossess us, possess us; tell us something of him.
Suzanne as Maria:Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of puritan.
Birkett as Sir Andrew: O! If | thought that, I'd beat him like a dog.

(The other actors in the hall are laughing raucously at BIRKETT'Sversion of
HOWELL. COSGROVEHs forcedto go right over the top with his actingin
order to compete.)

Cosgrove as Sir Toby: What, for being a puritan? thy exquisite reason,dear
knight?

Birkett as Sir Andrew: | haveno exquisitereasonfor't, but | havereasongood
enough.

SuzanneasMaria: Thedevil apuritanthatheis, or anythingconstantlybut a time-
pleaseran affectionedass,so crammedashe thinks, with excellencesthatit
is his groundof faith thatall that look on him love him; and on thatvice in
him will my revenge find notable cause to work.

(A silence:COSGROVHasforgotten. BIRKET Tpromptshimin a stagewhisper -
without reference to the book).

Birkett: ‘What wilt thou do?'

Cosgrove:(annoyed, between his teeBrpper polly parrot, aren't we!

Cosgrove as Sir TobyWHAT wilt thou DO?

Suzanneas Maria: (repeatingthe samewoodengesturesas before)l will dropin
his way someobscureepistlesof love; wherein,by the colour of his beard,
the shapeof his leg, the mannerof his gait, the expressureof his eye,
foreheadand complexion,he shall find himself mostfeelingly personated.|
canwrite very like my lady your niece;on a forgottenmatterwe canhardly
make distinction of our hands.

Cosgrove as Sir Toby{remembering the gesturExcellent! | smell a device.

Birkett as Sir Andrew: (just as HOWELL had played ithave't in my nose too.



(More laughter from the other actors).

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: He shall think, by the lettersthat thou wilt drop, thatthey
come from my niece, and that she is in love with him.

SuzanneasMaria: (with awinkat BIRKETT)My purposds, indeeda horseof that
colour.

Birkett as Sir Andrew: And YOUR HORSE now would make Hlsih ASS!

(High tide of amused laughter from the hall).

Suzanne as Maria:(loudly, over the noise, and grinningys, | doubt not.

Birkett as Sir Andrew: O! 'twill be admirable. (He skips round even more
ridiculously than HOWELL did).

Suzanneas Maria: Sportroyal, | warrantyou: | know my physicwill work with
him. | will plantyou two, andlet the fool makea third, wherehe shall find
the letter: observehis constructiornof it. For this night, to bed,anddreamon
the event. Farewell(MARIA exits - blowing kisses to SIR TOBY).

Cosgrove as Sir TobyGood night, Penthesilia!

(Same sweepinggesture, but BIRKETT deftly side-stepswhere HOWELL was
knocked flying).

Birkett as Sir Andrew: Before me, she's a good wench.

Cosgrove as Sir Toby: She'sa beagle,true-bred,and onethat adoresme: what
o'that?

Birkett asSir Andrew: (perfectHOWELL, perfectyAGUECHEEK)l wasadored
once TOO!

(Thesamegesturesandintonationbring hootsof laughterfrom the hall, butit is cut
shortby a flickering of the lights, a pyrotechnicsmokeflash and bang,and a
scream from the lighting gallery where JULIET has been moving the
dimmers. After theflickering, thevisible lights go out, leavingthe actorsand
stage in a blue glow).

Mr. Anderson: (hurling his copyon to the stage,and following it to C) Whatthe
hell is going on?

Birkett: (an edgeof despairin his voice) You silly cow! | told you to leaveit
alone. | altered that bit. | said you wouldn't understand it.

Mr. Anderson: (in a terrible whisper)Who'sup there? Who is it? Comedown
here, NOW.
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(Slowly,JULIET clumpsdowntheladderand stepstowardsthe actors,C. Her eyes
are round with tears).

Juliet: | thought. . ..

Mr. Anderson: THOUGHT? But no-oneaskedyou to think. Who askedyou to
messaroundwith the switchboard?It's a skilled job, nota gamefor silly little
girls.

(JULIET takes another step towards BIRKETT, looking for support).

Birkett: 1told you.

Juliet: (pathetically) | thoughtl knewit. (Sheis crying openlynow.) | thoughtl
had it right. | was always there.

Mr. Anderson: Don'twe knowit? AND we knowwhy! Now getoff the stageand
getout of theway, there'sa goodgirl. (nastily) You cando your courtingout
of school in future.

(JULIET tries to look at BIRKETT ,again shestepstowardshim, but he pushegast
her roughly and runsto the lighting gallery steps. JULIET turns, her tearful
eyesfollowing him. Heis upin a trice, and scanningthe control-boardwith
a troubleshooter's eye).

Birkett: (mutteringaloud as hethinks) If shehasn'tblown the whole systemthen
there's just a chance. . . . We've got spare lamps. . .. Until tomorrow. . . .
(Gingerly, he throws the masterswitch and movesseveralof the plug-tops
around. He reactivatesthe masterswitch and slowly puts one hand on a
dimmer. As he movesthe control, the stageis partially lit again. He looks
over therail). Will thatdo? We'velost mostof the front-of-house but we
canfix . ... (Hetrails off ashe seesJULIET turn slowly, still crying, and
walk away off, upstage R).

Birkett: (suddenly aware of her feelingdulie!

(He is down the ladder and on the stagein an instant, but JULIET has already
reachedthe apron, wheresheturns, standsfor a momentand giveshim the
mostsorrowful of looks, beforesteppingawayinto the darknessof the hall -
BIRKET Tremainsmotionlessstaringafter her. In theawkwardsilenceafter
her footsteps die away MR. ANDERSON turns and picks up his book).

Mr. Anderson: (a little subduedhow, trying to breakthe tension) Geton with it,
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rabble!
Cosgrove: (adjustinghis cushionand dropping backinto character) Good night,
(same gesturePenthesilia!

Birkett: (Sir Andrew voice, but automatically, without moving or turning to
COSGROVEBRBefore me, she's a good wench.

Cosgroveas Sir Toby: She'sa beagle,true-bred,and onethat adoresme; what
o'that?

Birkett: (turning now, full to the real audiencewith half a shruganda wry smile,
and a wistful, infinite sadness in his own voicejvas adored once, too.

(Onthis lastline thereis a snappyfadeof stage-lightdeavingBIRKETTalonein a

tight, bright spotlight,held for a secondor two like a still photographbefore

it too fades,more slowly, leavingthe stagein total darknessasit waswhen
the play began).

CURTAIN
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