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LI GHTS UP ON:
El i zabet han Engl and. El i zabet han
office. Elizabethan WLLIAM
SHAKESPEARE at his desk, witing
frantically, as he desperately searches
for just the right word...
SHAKESPEARE
Danmmi t !
He violently scratches it out. Tries
another word. It’s not nuch better.
SHAKESPEARE (cont’ d)
Danmmi t !

One nore, even worse, but before he can
curse, the door is hurled open..

BURBAGE
Damm t, Shakespear e!

Rl CHARD BURBAGE st ands in the doorway,
holding a rolled up script tightly in

his fist. He slans the door behind him
and dramatically brandi shes the script.

BURBAGE (cont’ d)
Do you know what this is?

SHAKESPEARE
No, Ri chard. | do not.

BURBAGE
It’s a copy of your next script. |1’ve just read it.

SHAKESPEARE
Well. Wat do you think?

BURBAGE
You know exactly what | think.

SHAKESPEARE
I’msure | don’'t know what you nean.

BURBAGE
| have found you out, sir! You are discovered, debunked,
exposed, unnmasked, unveil ed, and unbosoned!



SHAKESPEARE
Richard, if you have a problemw th the script, I'd be glad
to discuss it with you on the way to rehearsal, which is
exactly what the both of us are late for as it is.

Bur bage pointedly ignores himand sits
down at Shakespeare’ s vacated desk,
openi ng up the script and reading:

BURBAGE
“The Tenpest. Act one, Scene One-"

SHAKESPEARE
Suit yourself-

Shakespeare exits through the door,
leaving it ajar...

BURBAGE
So... | suppose |I'mto play Prospero.

Shakespeare creeps back in.

SHAKESPEARE
Not necessarily.
(beat)
Although if that’'s the role you want to play-

BURBAGE
Nonsense, Shakespeare. Wiy would | want to play sone aging,
overbearing, egotistical tyrant? | nean, you obviously
didn’t have nme in mnd when you penned that role...
SHAKESPEARE
Vell. ..
BURBAGE
No- of course not. Anyway, | thought | was better suited for
Ariel- the magical little inp that begs Prospero to rel ease

himfromhis bl ackmil ed i ndentured servitude.

SHAKESPEARE
Well, Richard, | was sort of thinking-

Bur bage ignore him rifling through the
script.

BURBAGE
Yes...?

SHAKESPEARE
That perhaps... | mght like to play...



BURBAGE
(halts on a page)
Qui ck question about this |ine.

SHAKESPEARE
Yes?

BURBAGE
“Be not afraid- Qur revels now are ended?”

He | ooks hard at Shakespeare.

SHAKESPEARE
Yes?
BURBAGE
What exactly do you nean by that?
SHAKESPEARE
(beat)
Well, I... Well... It’'s sort of a... Wat do you think it

means?

Bur bage retrieves another copy of The
Tenpest off the desk and tosses it to
Shakespeare.

BURBAGE
Read Act One Scene Two with ne.

SHAKESPEARE
I don’t know what you're trying to prove, Richard.

BURBAGE
I ndul ge ne.

Shakespeare reluctantly opens up the
script...

PROSPERO' BURBAGE
“How now? Mbody?
VWhat is’t thou can’ st denand?”

ARl AL/ SHAKESPEARE
“My Liberty.”

PROSPERQ BURBAGE
“Dost thou forget
Fromwhat a tornent | did free thee?
Hast thou forgot the foul witch... *“Sycorax?"”



SHAKESPEARE
(1 ooki ng up)
Problemwith the |ine?
BURBAGE
The foul wtch “Sycorax?”
SHAKESPEARE
...Yes?
BURBAGE
Hm That sounds so famliar to ne. It has such a... Wl|l-

such a famliar ring to it.

SHAKESPEARE
Does it?

BURBAGE

It certainly does. But | refuse to believe that you would be
so obvious about it. | nust be mstaken. |It's so absurd-
"Sycorax" ... "Sara Corax".... It nust be sone cosmc
coincidence. And then there's that fascinating backstory:
Prospero saves Arial fromher evil clutches- only to blackmail
himnmercilessly... Now forgive ny titanic ignorance, but that
woul dn't have anything to do with us, now, would it?

SHAKESPEARE
(si ghs)
| can’t go unl ess you rel ease ne.

BURBAGE
(hol di ng up script)
Unless | release you with this?

SHAKESPEARE
Yes.
BURBAGE
(pause)
No.

Bur bage crosses away, Shakespeare
chases after him

SHAKESPEARE
Conme on, Richard! You ve seen the dreck |I’'ve been witing
lately. Pericles? Two Noble Kinsmen? Any roles in there
you d like to play? Wy don't you get Jonson to wite
sonet hing for you?

BURBAGE
Jonson? Ben Jonson doesn’'t know his Ass fromhis
Ononat opoei a!



SHAKESPEARE
So wite sonething yourself.
BURBAGE
(seriously)
| can’t so that. You know that. Wthout you, I'm..
SHAKESPEARE
Wthout ne you' re “Richard Burbage- The G eatest Actor of our
Tinme!” You don’'t need a playwight, Richard. You need a
bi ogr apher.
BURBAGE

(runmmagi ng)
| need a drink.

SHAKESPEARE
You never did need ne. Wen | net you, you were already an
actor.

BURBAGE
(chuckl i ng)
No | wasn’t. Don’t you renenber? WIliam Don’t you
remenber ?

Shakespeare turns to the audi ence as
Bur bage fades off.

SHAKESPEARE
He’'s quite right, you know He wasn’t an actor. He was an
al coholic, who occasionally acted. Edward Alleyn... now
there was an actor... O at least that’'s what everyone

t hought at the tine.
EDWARD ALLEYN nmakes a grand entrance.

ALLEYN
“I STAMP! | STARE! | LOOK ABQUT!
I RANT! | RAVE... AND NOW RUN, | WoULD!'”

He freezes.

SHAKESPEARE
This was called “Heroic Acting.”
(1 ooks at Alleyn)
I find it rather difficult to see what was so heroic about it.

Thank you, Edward. |In the sunmer of 1591, after yet another
w nter of casting discontent, | wote a play called Richard the
Third. On the basis of that script, | was offered a coveted

position in the Lord Strange's Men, on the condition that Edward
Al l eyn play "Richard.” There was only one problem ny play had
achi eved sone sort of notoriety as being an "Actor Trap."

Dooned to fail. Too long. Too vicious...



ALLEYN
Not enough exclamation points init. Sorry nmy boy, | never
accept any role that has anything | ess than seventy-five
exclamation points init.

SHAKESPEARE
(Wi nci ng)
How many does “Ri chard” have?

ALLEYN
Twent y-t wo.

He uncerenoni ously tosses the SCRIPT
back to Shakespeare and exits.

SHAKESPEARE
Well, | asked every actor in the conpany. Every actor save
one, of course. Richard Burbage- the Manager’s Son. Richard
Burbage Jr., | guess. | needed an Actor, and although

Ri chard Burbage’s nane appeared nore often in punchlines than
on posters, there | was, rushing over to the Porpentine...

THE PORPENTI NE TAVERN
A young, drunk RI CHARD BURBACE i s

draped over a small table, staring into
a nostly enpty nug of ale.

SHAKESPEARE
Excuse ne... M. Burbage?
BURBAGE
(drunkenly)
Leave ne alone. | paid it already.
SHAKESPEARE
No, that’s not why |’ m here-
BURBAGE
(lifting his head)
Oh. I'msorry. | didn’'t know she was your wife-
SHAKESPEARE
But -
BURBAGE
-your daughter
SHAKESPEARE

But -



- BURBAGE
W nces
-your son? ( )

SHAKESPEARE
(sits)
Look here, M. Burbage-

BURBAGE
(leaps to his feet)
How dare you, sir!

SHAKESPEARE
VWhat ?

BURBAGE
How dare you! Can’t a man drink in peace w thout you pinping
your bills on hinf

SHAKESPEARE
But |’ m not -

BURBAGE
Damm you and damm your pithy pathetic explanations. Mst ny
entire exi stence be ruled by the whimof your |edger? Have
you no soul sir?

SHAKESPEARE
VWhat ?

BURBAGE
A soul. A soul. That thing which you seek in sucking the
l'ifeblood of others.
(drops his voice)
Bit of a pervert too, aren’t you?

SHAKESPEARE
VWha- ?

BURBAGE
Looking up old | adies dresses, sniffing the seats after the
custoners | eave-

SHAKESPEARE
M . Burbage, | demand an end-

BURBAGE
And | demand an end to this Godl ess badgering of the working
cl ass!
(beat)
Wait a nonent. You're What’s Hi's Nanme, right? The new poet?



SHAKESPEARE
(utterly confounded)
W I |iam Shakespeare. | think.

BURBAGE
Let nme see your hand.

Shakespeare reluctantly extends his
hand. Burbage studies his palm
G unbl es di sapprovingly:

BURBAGE (cont’ d)
You've only witten four plays.

SHAKESPEARE
(1 ooki ng at his hand, amazed)
My God. How can you tell?

BURBAGE
Soneone told ne.

Bur bage gi ves up and grabs the script.
BURBAGE (cont’ d)

So- this is the little beauty they're all tal king about. The
Hunpback Pl ay.

SHAKESPEARE
Hunchback
BURBAGE
(beat)
Got a Richard the Third yet?
SHAKESPEARE
No.
BURBAGE
Then, | guess we’'ll call it the *“Hunpback” play, won't we?

(thunmbs through it)
So, what’s wong with it?

SHAKESPEARE
What’'s wong with what?
BURBAGE
Well, you're an actor, right? Look at all these dam Ii nes.

It’'s gorgeous. Wy aren’t you playing it?

SHAKESPEARE
(i medi ately unconfortabl e)
Me? Well, I... I"’mnot quite right for the role.



10.

BURBAGE
(1 ooking closely at him
Is that so?

Shakespeare snatches the script back.

SHAKESPEARE
M . Burbage- have you actually played a | eading rol e?

BURBAGE
Oh, sure. Al the tine.

SHAKESPEARE
Real | y?

BURBAGE
(al ready forgotten)
What did | say?

SHAKESPEARE
You sai d you have.

BURBAGE
Well, there it is.
(confidentially)
They beg for nme, you know. “M. Burbage,” that’s what they
call me, “M. Burbage, play this for ne, play that for ne!”
But I won’t do just anything, you know. | have to think of
my fans... And then, there’s ny reputation!

SHAKESPEARE
| should tell you- you're not ny first choice.
BURBAGE
(pause)
O course |’ m not.
(beat)
But you're here, aren’t you?... And that, ny friend, nakes ne

your only choi ce.
They stare at each other.
Shakespeare slides the script over..
Bur bage reaches out and grasps it...
MJUSI C. Scene shift...

BACKSTAGE - RICHARD |||
EDWARD ALLEYN enters majestically.
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ALLEYN
Pl aces! Pl aces everyone! It’s Magic Tine.
(pause)
Well, it’s as magical as its going to get without ne on the

stage. Places, you peons!

He sweeps up to Burbage, who is
frantically funbling with his HUWP.

ALLEYN (cont’ d)
Excuse ne. | can’'t seemto get past your hunp.

BURBAGE
Sorry, M. Alleyn.

Bur bage clears, but Alleyn continues to
stare at him

ALLEYN
We are at places, young man. |If you need to nake any | ast
m nute alterations, pray nmake themin the costunme shop
(beat)
Wait a nonent- you' re the Burbage Boy aren’t you?
BURBAGE
Yes.
ALLEYN
Your first |ead tonight, eh?
BURBAGE
Yes.
ALLEYN
Poor boy. You nust be terribly nervous.
BURBAGE
Yes. Yes | am
ALLEYN

I don’t blanme you. Nothing worse than the hum liation of
falling on your face in front of a thousand people. Not that
| ever have, of course, but |’'ve seen it happen to others.
Horrible. Just horrible. As if the taunts and threats
aren’t bad enough, they have to throw fruit at you. And not
your regular garden variety either- large, nessy, rancid
fruits those bastards grow specifically for the purpose of
hurling them at unsuspecting actors. And have you seen that
audi ence out there today? They' re not waiting for a play-
they’re waiting for an execution! dad |’mnot going on in
this stinker, |I can tell you that. Ah well... Carry on
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He grandly exits. Shakespeare spots
Bur bage and rushes over.

SHAKESPEARE
Oh- there you are! Good |uck, Burbage.

BURBAGE
(deeply shaken)
Good bye, Shakespeare.

He drops the hunp and goes.

SHAKESPEARE

Richard... Richard? What the hell are you doi ng?
BURBAGE

If you Il excuse nme- | have a date with the inside of a

whi skey bottle.
Shakespeare bl ocks the door.
BURBAGE (cont’ d)

Move away fromthat door, WIlliam One place you do not want
to be is in between nme and ny intoxication.

SHAKESPEARE
VWhat is the matter with you?
BURBAGE
| can’t do this! W are we kidding, Wlliam |’ m Servant

#2, I’mLady in Waiting #7, on Wdnesdays, |'’mthe Third
Eunuch Fromthe Left! One thing | amnot is Richard Il1.
Want to know who I an? |’m “Burbage’s Son.” That’'s who

am |'m*“Edward All eyn’s Understudy.”

SHAKESPEARE
VWhat a joy! To be Burbage’'s Son? O Alleyn’s Understudy?
I"’mnothing! I'’m*“What’s his Nane.” [|'m“Wo Are You?” [|’'m

“What The Hell Are You Doi ng Backstage?” That’'s who | am
But this play is going to change all that. Tonight. For
both of us. So put on your hunp and get the hell out there!

Shakespeare ties on the hunp, as the
words of Henry V spill out of him..

SHAKESPEARE / HENRY V
“Once nore unto the breach dear friend once nore!
Stiffen the sinews, conjure up the bl ood,
Di sguise fair nature with hard-favoured rage!
| see you stand |ike greyhounds in the slips,
Straining upon the start. The gane’s afoot:
Fol |l ow your spirit, and upon this charge
Cy “CGod for Harry, England and Saint George!”
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Shakespeare retreats, as Burbage is hit
with a blinding SPOTLI GHT

He hesitates...

BURBACE / RI CHARD I |
“Now is the winter of our discontent...”
(suddenly, he smles, fueled by
the attention...)
“Made gl orious sumrer by this son of York.”

He freezes. Shakespeare cones forward
and contenpl ates the frozen Burbage.

SHAKESPEARE
In that nonent, | felt the deepest synpathy for Richard
Burbage. In Roman tines, an unpopul ar actor could be stoned.

The Elizabethan audi ence is sonewhat crueler...
Upr oari ous appl ause.
Confused, Burbage steps forward and
bows. He notions to Shakespeare, who
hesitantly cones forward. Both nen bow.
The appl ause dies. Lights change..
BACKSTAGE

The two nmen turn to each other.

BURBAGE

VWhat was that?
SHAKESPEARE

I’mnot quite sure. | think... | think they liked it!
BURBAGE

Wait a mnute- Wlliam.. Are we a success?
SHAKESPEARE

I don’t know. Do you think?
BURBAGE

I think we are. | think we did it!
SHAKESPEARE

(crossing away, trying to
contain hinself)
No, no, no, no- This is inpossible.



BURBAGE
(foll ow ng)
VWhat are we going to do? |'mnot prepared to be fanous.
SHAKESPEARE
They said | didn’'t have the education-
BURBAGE
-1’1l have to learn to be col or coordi nated-
SHAKESPEARE
-They called nme “Upstart Crow’ -
BURBAGE
-WIliam
(grabs him

Ben Jonson was out there tonight!

SHAKESPEARE
Ben Jonson can kiss ny ass!

G abs Burbage in a bear hug

BURBAGE
ONANY I
SHAKESPEARE
VWhat ? What did | do?
BURBAGE
The uh... The hunp. It hurts when you-
SHAKESPEARE
Oh. I'm
(assists him
I"msorry. | just got so-
BURBAGE
I know. | know. Can you please...?
Shakespeare unfastens the hunp.
BURBAGE (cont’ d)
Thanks.
(1 ong pause)
So. | guess we’'re supposed to go get drunk now.
SHAKESPEARE
| guess so.
(beat)

But weren’'t you always drunk before?

14.
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BURBAGE
Well, sure. But tonight, 1'lIl be a successful drunk
SHAKESPEARE
(grins)
O course. I'll wait for you outside.

He turns to | eave-

BURBAGE
WIIlianf
SHAKESPEARE
Yes...?
BURBAGE
(pause)

What did... What did you think?

Shakespeare thinks on this for quite
sonme tinme. Then, guardedly...

SHAKESPEARE
Pretty good Burbage. Keep working on it.

He crosses outside the dressing area to
wait for Burbage, who grunbles and
gathers hi s things.

BURBAGE
“Pretty good, Burbage. Keep working on it.”

He crosses up deeper into the backstage
area, as a YOUNG WOMAN (| ater reveal ed
as SARA CORAX) anxi ously approaches
Shakespeare “outside...”

QUTSI DE THE THEATER

YOUNG WOVAN
Excuse me?

SHAKESPEARE
(taken with her)
Oh. Hello. Yes?

YOUNG WOVAN
(hopef ul)
Were... were you in the play?



SHAKESPEARE
Uh... No. Not exactly.
(she is crestfallen)
| did wite it, though.

YOUNG WOVAN
(di sinterested)
Oh really? That nust be... That's... nice. That's very
ni ce.
SHAKESPEARE
Yes. It is. It’s... nice.
(beat)
Did you like it?
YOUNG WOVAN
Oh yes, | liked himvery nuch
SHAKESPEARE
Hi nf
YOUNG WOVAN

Yes. The... you know, “Richard.” The man who pl ayed
Ri chard.

SHAKESPEARE
Ri chard Bur bage?
YOUNG WOVAN
Do you know hi nf
SHAKESPEARE
| certainly do.
YOUNG WOVAN
He's so... really? |If | could just neet him |-
SHAKESPEARE
He' Il be right out.
YOUNG WOVAN
Ri ght here? |... thank you. Thank you so nuch

(shakes hi s hand)
Thank you.

She adj usts herself as Shakespeare
trudges off.

YOUNG WOVAN (cont’ d)
So- you... you wote all those words, right?

16.
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SHAKESPEARE
(stops)
Yes. | did.
YOUNG WOVAN
Well, that’s... quite an acconplishnment, isn't it?
SHAKESPEARE

(realizing)
No. Not really.

He | eaves as Burbage “exits,” wal ki ng
past the star struck woman.

YOUNG WOVAN
M . Burbage?
BURBAGE
Hm? OCh, no- I’'mhis son. H's office is right back over-
YOUNG WOVAN
No, I was... | was waiting for you. You re Ri chard Burbage,
right?
BURBAGE
Yes... Yes | am
YOUNG WOVAN
| feel incredibly bold, and | hope you wll forgive nme for
bar gi ng backstage |i ke this-
BURBAGE
Oh, no- of course not-
YOUNG WOVAN
-but I, well... Ww
BURBAGE
Are you okay?
YOUNG WOVAN
I"msorry. I'ma little... I"'malittle nervous.
BURBAGE
You' re ki ddi ng.
YOUNG WOVAN
Well, I... I"mjust going to say it. You are... that was the

nost amazing thing | have ever seen in ny life. You were so
el oquent, so... passionate, so... well. 1’ m speechl ess.
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BURBAGE
(1 ong pause)
Very convincing. How nuch did he pay you for this?
(call's out)
Very funny Shakespear e!

YOUNG WOVAN
Who' s Shakespeare?

BURBAGE
Wo's... huh? He's the Poet. He's the guy that wote the
play. You don’t know

YOUNG WOVAN
(movi ng cl oser)
I’ mstaying at the Boar’s Head Tavern.

BURBAGE
(obliviously)
|I’ve heard that’s a very nice place.

YOUNG WOVAN
Room seven

BURBAGE
Uh huh. Ni ce view?

YOUNG WOVAN
Very nice view.

BURBAGE

Right. Well, they tell ne-

She places a KEY in his palm

YOUNG WOVAN
"Il see you in an hour.

BURBAGE
Yes. Yes you will.

YOUNG WOVAN

You were amazi ng tonight.
She ki sses hi mand | eaves.

Ast oni shed, | ooks out into the audi ence
and asks. ..

BURBAGE / RI CHARD ||
“Was ever woman in this humour woo' d?
Was ever wonah in this hunpur won?
My Dukedomto a widow s chastity,
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I do mi stake ny person all this while!

Upon ny life she finds, although I cannot,
Myself to be a marv’' || ous proper man!

Shine out fair Sun, till | have bought a gl ass,
That | may see ny shadow as | pass.”

Bl ackout .
Music. Lights up on..
THE REHEARSAL- ROVEO AND JULI ET
Bur bage addressing an i magi nary
bal cony. Loudly, powerfully, w thout

the slightest clue what he is saying...

BURBAGE
“But SOFT! \What |ight through-!"”

Shakespeare | eaps up onto the stage.

SHAKESPEARE
Whoa, whoa, WHOA! | think you just woke up the entire city
of Verona.

BURBAGE

kay, Wlliam if I’mso awful why don’t you play it? You
al ready know the lines. Besides, | think the guy playing
Juliet has a big crush on you

SHAKESPEARE
(beat)
Me...? On the stage...? Ch no, | don’t- | don’t think
that’'s a very good idea. | have to... You know, it’'s better
if l...

BURBAGE
What’'s the matter with you? You're an actor. Do the role.

SHAKESPEARE
(expl odes)
DAMM T BURBAGE, | DON T WANT TO DO THE ROLE!!

BURBAGE
(taken aback)
Alright. Fine. So what do you want ne to do?

SHAKESPEARE / HAMLET
“Speak the speech, | pray you, as | pronounced it to you,
trippingly on the tongue! Suit the action to the word, the
word to the action, that you o' erstep not the nodesty of
nature, for anything so o' erdone is fromthe purpose of
pl ayi ng, whose end was, and is, to hold, as ‘twere, the
"“mrror up to Nature."
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BURBAGE

| Iike that. That's very nice. “The mrror up to Nature.”
SHAKESPEARE

Thank you.
BURBAGE

That’'s beautiful. | have absolutely no idea what that neans,

but that is really beautiful.

SHAKESPEARE
You don't...? kay, Richard. Lo
is. There's Juliet.

ok. Up there.

(pulls himto his knees)
There. She’'s waiting for

Do you see her? On the bal cony.
you.

BURBAGE
She is?
SHAKESPEARE
She’s waiting for you to speak.
(he does)
Now. What do you say?
BURBAGE
(hal ts)
What ?
SHAKESPEARE
What do you say?
BURBAGE
| don’t know.
SHAKESPEARE
What do you nean, you don’t know?
BURBAGE
Well, | haven't gotten that far

You stand up.

In the script.

Goes to get his script.

SHAKESPEARE
Forget the script. Wat do you s

BURBAGE
(finding his place)
| say: “SPEAK AGAI N BRI GHT ANGEL

SHAKESPEARE
(takes the script)
Forget the script. Just speak to

ay?

her.

There she
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BURBAGE
Ckay. Gve ne the script.

SHAKESPEARE
(backi ng away)
Speak to her. Speak to her Richard.

BURBAGE
Gve nme the script, Wlliam |If you give ne the script,
can speak to her.

SHAKESPEARE

What do you say to her, Richard?

BURBAGE
G ve ne...
(lunges and m sses)
G ve nme the script!

SHAKESPEARE
What do you say?
BURBAGE
(expl odes)
| don't say a goddammed thing! Oay WIllian? | don't say a
goddammed thing! | sit under her window and | stamer. O |

stutter. Because | don't have the words. And | pray for her to
notice that the situation is becom ng nore and nore enbarrassing
for the both of us by the mnute. And | pray for her to | eave.
And she |leaves. So there's "Real Life" for you. Now give ne
back my script.

Bur bage rips the script out of
Shakespeare’s hands. Rel axing, he
slowy opens it, reverently, and softly
reads the first words...

BURBACE / ROVEO
“But soft, what |ight through yonder w ndow breaks...?

Suddenly, a crash, as... ANNE HATHAVAY
bursts in, terrifying the nen. She is
not in a good nood. Ever.

BURBAGE
Anne!

SHAKESPEARE
W f el

ANNE

Wlliam | thought I'd find you skul king around back here.
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Bur bage slips away. Shakespeare
attenpts in vain to follow...

SHAKESPEARE
(attenpting to | eave)
Actual ly, | was just-
ANNE
WIlIl, you talk too much. Every tinme | come down here, it

takes all the strength of nmy being to get a word edgew se
W th you.

SHAKESPEARE
| -
ANNE
There you go again, you clap trap! Can’t | say a word
W t hout you poking in your two cents? Look at ne. | ama

wasted woman, Wlliam Wasting away while | wait in vain for
you to conme honme to Stratford. No one to share ny heart
with. No one to |ove.

SHAKESPEARE
VWhat about the children?
ANNE
Screw the children! |’mtalking about Love. Love | ove.
(beat)
So- how are you?
SHAKESPEARE
Fine Anne. N ce of you to ask
ANNE
Face it, WII, acting’ s not for you. You technically have to
act to be an Actor, you know.
SHAKESPEARE
Well, you' ll be pleased to hear I'’mnot intending to act
anyti me soon.
ANNE
Oh, really?
SHAKESPEARE

Yes, and being a witer wasn't the point in the first place,
so | was thinking of giving that up as well.

ANNE
Good. Pack your things. |’mtaking you back to Stratford.
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SHAKESPEARE
(freezes)
| can't.
ANNE
You can’t?
SHAKESPEARE
Uhn uh.
ANNE
Wiy not ?
SHAKESPEARE
| cant. Like I said. |1’mdoing things. Here- in London.
ANNE
What are you doi ng?
SHAKESPEARE
Vell, I'm.. I'm.. I'mwiting a new play.
ANNE
You just said you were giving it up
SHAKESPEARE
When?
ANNE
Ri ght now.
SHAKESPEARE
No | didn't.
ANNE

| distinctly heard you. You said-

SHAKESPEARE
(bursts out)
I know what | said because | said it. And | nost certainly
did not say that!

ANNE
(1 nmpressed)
Well. Wat’'s the play about?
SHAKESPEARE
Well... now that you nmention it...
(hits him

You, really.

Musi c. Bl ackout .



24.

REHEARSAL- TAM NG OF THE SHREW

THI RD ACTOR (JOHN HEMM NGS), as Kate,
in wg, triunphant. Burbage paces,
frustrated in a corner. Shakespeare
coaches himon like a fighter.

SHAKESPEARE
Damm t, Burbage! Henmings is walking all over you! You' ve
got to take control of him

BURBAGE
How? He's such a bitch.

SHAKESPEARE
Yes, Richard. That is the point of the show. You' re tam ng
a shrew, right?
(si ghs)
kay, John take a breather.

Hemm ngs shrugs and | eaves the wig on
t he desk, passing Burbage on the way

out .
HEMM NGS
C nmon, Dick. Kiss and nmake up.
BURBAGE
You stay away from ne.
HEMM NGS
O what ?
BURBAGE
O 1’1l screamand cry until you do.

Hemm ngs exits.

SHAKESPEARE
Richard, this is going in front of the Queen. Thursday.
BURBAGE
So am .
SHAKESPEARE
What ?
BURBAGE

I’mgoing in front of the Queen as well, you know.
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SHAKESPEARE
Then you ought be concerned too, yes?
(dons the w g)
From t he top.

Bur bage resunes pl ayi ng Petruci o;
Shakespeare- Katerina. The play starts
rough, and gets rougher..

BURBACE / PETRUCI O
“Kate of ny consol ation
Hearing thy mldness prais’d in every town,
Myself amnov'd to woo thee for nmy wife.”

SHAKESPEARE / KATE
“Mov’d, in good time! Let himthat nov’'d you hither
Renove you hence. | knew you at the first
You were a novable.”

BURBACE / PETRUCI O
“Why, what’s a novabl e?”

SHAKESPEARE / KATE
“Ajoint stool.”

BURBAGE / PETRUCI O
“Thou hast hit it. Sit on ne.”

SHAKESPEARE / KATE
“Asses are nade to bear, and so are you.”

BURBACE / PETRUCI O
“Nay, wonen are nade to bear, and so are you.”

He spanks “her” bottom *“She” strikes
hi m hard.

BURBACGE / PETRUCI O (cont’ d)
(nmore burbage than Petruci o)
“I swear |I’'Il cuff you if you strike again.”

Shakespear e whacks Burbage, who whacks
hi m back. They pull out of the scene:

SHAKESPEARE
OM What's the matter with you?
BURBAGE
You started it.
SHAKESPEARE

I was being a shrew
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BURBAGE
Yeah, WIllian? Wat else is new?

SHAKESPEARE
Vel | !

He whacks Bur bage again.

BURBAGE
That’s it. Gab a weapon, sir.

They turn upstage, and two RAPI ERS are
throwmn to them

SHAKESPEARE
Your nove.

BURBAGE
Wiy m ne?

SHAKESPEARE

| don’t know any.

BURBAGE
If you insist.

The battl e music begins.

They fight- on the lines, as well as
bet ween them ..

BURBAGE (cont’ d)
You know sonet hi ng, Shakespeare- you're not too bad at this.
When you give up scribbling, | imagine you could nake a very
respectable living as a punchi ng bag.

They fight

SHAKESPEARE
Well- it can be terribly difficult finding the right vocation.

Al t hough it seens you found yours quite easily. How did you do
it?

BURBAGE
How did | do what?
SHAKESPEARE
How di d you settle so quickly on nediocrity?
They fight.
BURBAGE

You nean, as a profession?
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SHAKESPEARE
Yes.
BURBAGE
Well, it was sort of forced upon ne.
SHAKESPEARE
Forced upon you?
BURBAGE

(corners Shakespeare)
Yes, forced upon ne.

(disarnms him
Li ke every one of your plays!

Shakespeare ki cks Burbage in his groin.
He col | apses. Music halts.

SHAKESPEARE
That is no way to talk to a worman!

BURBAGE
(catching his breath)
| really think you ought to play the Shrew, Wlliam You
obvi ously have a good handle on the role.

SHAKESPEARE
Forced upon you, eh?

BURBAGE
What ?

SHAKESPEARE

Forced upon you? M plays were all forced upon you?

BURBAGE
(relenting)
No, that’s not what |-

SHAKESPEARE
Well, | certainly wouldn't want to force you. In fact, |I'm
quite amazed- | didn't think | had the wherewithal to force you
to do anything! | nean, for God' s sake- |'ve been trying to
force you to act for the |last few years now

BURBAGE
OCh, so now we cone to it! |'ma bad actor, aren't I? [|I'm
mangl i ng your verse. |'mruining your precious plays! | was

wonderi ng when you were going to get that off your chest!

SHAKESPEARE
Wel |, wonder no norel
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BURBAGE
You know, if | make you so unhappy, | could always go back to
Hensl owe and Edward Alleyn. You'd |like that, wouldn’t you?
SHAKESPEARE
No, of course not, R chard... | wouldn’'t wish you on anyone!

Bur bage simmers. Lowers his voice:

BURBAGE
He’'s nmade an offer, you know.

SHAKESPEARE

(beat)

What ?

BURBAGE
Philip Henslowe. He’'s made ne an offer.

SHAKESPEARE
Real | y?

BURBAGE
Yes.

SHAKESPEARE

(masking his fear)
And what do you intend to do about it?

BURBAGE
(maski ng his)
I”m not sure.

SHAKESPEARE
You' re not sure?
BURBAGE
No. Wsat do you think I should do?
SHAKESPEARE
(gasps)

n! Well, take the job, by all neans! He pays much better
than I ever coul d!

BURBAGE
You want nme to accept?

SHAKESPEARE
Certainly! What’'s to stop you?

BURBAGE
Well then... you' ve convinced ne!



Very wel |'!

I’ m goi ng.

So go!

Thank you for the

You' re wel come.

Goodbye.

Far ewel | .

BURBAGE
I’ m goi ng now.
SHAKESPEARE
You nust be overjoyed.
BURBAGE
You' || never see ne again.
SHAKESPEARE
The ecstacy!
BURBAGE
As you w sh!
Bur bage goes for the door.
BURBAGE (cont’ d)
(excited)
Huh?
SHAKESPEARE
(excited)
What ?
BURBAGE

SHAKESPEARE

BURBAGE

SHAKESPEARE

Bur bage takes a few steps.

BURBAGE
advi ce.
SHAKESPEARE
BURBAGE

SHAKESPEARE

Bur bage takes a few nore.

What - what did you say?

29.

Tur ns.

Spi ns back.
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SHAKESPEARE
| didn’t say anything.
BURBAGE
Oh. Good. It's tinme | was off.
SHAKESPEARE
You' d better hurry, then.
BURBAGE
Good bye.
SHAKESPEARE
Good day.
BURBAGE
Good ni ght.
SHAKESPEARE
Good | uck.
BURBAGE
Adieu... “Parting is such sweet-"
SHAKESPEARE

-Don’t even think it!

Shakespeare storns off. Burbage faces
t he audi ence, | ost.

BURBAGE
Don't worry about ne. |[|'ma survivor. Like a cat, | always end
up on ny feet. Wrry about Wlliam |’ve got options.

(consi ders)
Philip Henslowe. A pioneer of all the new fornms. New ways
of speaking, new styles of novenent on the stage. | like the
old fornms, you know, “mrror up to nature,” but... Well, the
problemwth the Ad Forns is... they're not new And
audi ences, today... they like new. Then again, nothing s
newer than Ben Johnson. He’'s all the rage. 1'd work for him
in a second- if only |I could understand a single word he
said...

Music. Light fade to...
THE PORPENTI NE

Shakespeare drowning his sorrows in a
pint of ale. The door is flung open,
and BEN JONSON prances in, striking a
self inportant pose in the doorway, to
ensure all are made aware of both his
arrival, and its inport.
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JONSON
"I fear | shall begin to growin love with my own dear self and
my nost prosperous parts! They do so spring and burgeon... | can
feel a whinmsy in ny blood. | know not how success hath nade ne

want on! "
He bounds up to an uni npressed BARMAI D

JONSON (cont’ d)
Bar keep! A canni kin of corruption! A potent pot of
Romagnaa!

BARMAI D
A what ?

JONSON
A drink, dear. A drink.

She pours, and he gazes at her.

JONSON (cont’ d)
By Nestor's hernia, thou art the nost beauteous maid | ever set
eyes on!

BARMAI D
Ch, go on.

JONSON
| kid thee not. Look into nmy eyes. Look deep. Tell ne what
you see.

BARVAI D
Lust .

JONSON
Behi nd t hat.

BARVAI D
Lechery.

JONSON

Pour the drink. Pour the dri nk.

He | eans back agai nst the bar and spots
Shakespeare, hiding in the corner.

JONSON (cont’ d)
Well! Bless ny scotony! W IIiam Shakespeare- the Toast of
the Sanitarium

SHAKESPEARE
Ben Jonson- you Literary Laxative! How the hell are you?
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JONSON
(sitting)
Well, sir, well. And howis London's second | eading playwight?

SHAKESPEARE
Not bad, Jonson. Not bad. OCh- | finally got a chance to see
"Vol pone."” Very chancy, Ben- very daring.

JONSON
(flattered)
You thought it was daring?

SHAKESPEARE
No, | thought calling it a comedy was daring.

JONSON
Touché, WIlliam Once again you have exhibited the daunting wit
that only the finest Ei ghth G ade education can produce.

SHAKESPEARE
Ninth- I wanted to stay in school |ong enough so that | could
fully appreciate your plays.

JONSON
Trenor Cordi a

SHAKESPEARE
What the bl azes is that supposed to nean?

JONSON
I have no idea, but it certainly sounds inpressive. Listen,
Wlliam 1’ve heard the nost awful news. |'ve heard that

Ri chard Burbage has |eft the Lord Chanberlain’s Mn.

SHAKESPEARE
(pause)
You heard right.
JONSON
O course | did. Listen, Wlliam may | call you Bill?
SHAKESPEARE
No.
JONSON

Listen, Billy, now that your conpany is disintegrating faster
t han one of your second acts, why don’t you reconsider ny
offer and join nmy conpany?

SHAKESPEARE
| already have a conpany.
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JONSON
A Conmpany has a |l eading actor, WIlliam You have four |ngenues,
three character actors, and a mani c depressive transvestite
clowmn with suicidal tendencies. That is not a Conpany- that is
a Cat astrophe.

SHAKESPEARE
(si ghs)
What’' s your offer?
JONSON
Joi n up.
SHAKESPEARE
And do what ?
JONSON
Wite.
SHAKESPEARE
And what wll you do?
JONSON
Oh, I'll wite too. [I'Il wite “by Ben Jonson” on the front
of your plays.
SHAKESPEARE
(st ands)
No thanks. 1’1l stick with ny catastrophe.
JONSON
You can’t wite without a Leading Man, Shakespeare.
SHAKESPEARE
Doesn't matter. It doesn't matter, you Senaecan Tragedy of a
man. |'mdone. | quit. Yes. You stand al one now, Jonson.
You stand alone in the Heaven that is Mediocrity.
JONSON
Well. Sweet dreans to your brief, but unremarkabl e career.
(st ands)
Sorry your Idiot flew the coop, and all.
SHAKESPEARE
(rising)
What did you say?
JONSON

| said, sorry your Idiot-

Shakespear e suddenly PUNCHES Jonson
right in the nose.
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SHAKESPEARE
Say what you want about ne, you excessively educated twit, but
don't you dare say a thing agai nst Burbage! He' s the best damm
actor |’ve ever seen.

Shakespeare seet hes, even nore
surprised than Jonson at the outburst.

JONSON
How t ouching. How sad. He's gone. Forever.

He checks his nose and sees bl ood.
He screanms |ike a child.

JONSON (cont’ d)
Oficer! Oficer!

He fl ees out as the GUARD enters, grabs
him and throws himout the door..

Lights fade into...

THE JAI L
The GUARD tosses Shakespeare into a
cell.
SHAKESPEARE
If you think this neager cell in any way dins ny resol ve-
BURLY GUARD

Shaddup ya prevert!

He stonps off. Shakespeare resigns
himself to his surroundings. There is
a MMN |lying in the corner of the cell,
asl eep. Shakespeare pl ops down besi de
the man and he wakes, rolling over-

It is Burbage. Both nen freeze.

BURBAGE

Terrific- this dreamagain. Alright Shakespeare, tell nme I'ma
crummy actor. Cone on. Laugh at ne. Point your finger at ne.
Hum | iate ne- cone on, let's get it over with. Wait a m nute-

(1 ooks at hinself)
I"mall dressed in this one.

(1 ooks hard at Shakespeare)
And you don’t have horns. Huh

SHAKESPEARE
This is no dream Richard.
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Bur bage cones to his senses...

BURBAGE
Gh no.
SHAKESPEARE
Oh yes.
BURBAGE
Oh hel .
BOTH
Oh GUARD

The Guard reappears.

BURLY GUARD
Alright, ya preverts. Wat’'s the preversi on now?
BURBAGE
I"msorry, but | nust request another roomhere. | refuse to be

incarcerated with that man
Shakespear e approaches the guard.

SHAKESPEARE
Look... | know you and | have sort of gotten off on the wong
foot here, due to ny... uh..

BURLY GUARD
Pr ever si ons.

SHAKESPEARE
Right- but | feel it would be in the best interests of this
establishnment if you separated the two of us. Believe ne.

GUARD
You t oo, huh?
(shakes his head at Burbage)
VWhat is it with you?

He stal ks off.

SHAKESPEARE
What does he nean by that?
BURBAGE
I"mnot tal king to you.
(sil ence)

VWhat are you doing in here?
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SHAKESPEARE
Don’ t ask.
(beat)
| thought you weren't talking to ne.
BURBAGE
I’ m not .
Si | ence.
SHAKESPEARE

VWhat are you doing in here?

BURBAGE
I knocked Ben Jonson’s big fat nose off his ponpous face.

SHAKESPEARE
(chuckl es)
| see. \Wy?

BURBAGE
(1 ong pause)
He said sonething | didn't agree wth.

SHAKESPEARE
He does that.

They regard each other for a nonent.
Shakespeare breaks the silence,
changi ng the subj ect.

SHAKESPEARE ( cont’ d)

So, this is wonderful - cozy accommpdations... short walk to the
bathroom .. how did we get the luxury suite all to ourselves?
BURBAGE
Long story.
SHAKESPEARE
It appears you have the tine to tell it.

He sits down on the cell floor.

BURBAGE
Well, this place wasn't al ways so spacious. You see, | had a
few roommat es yesterday, but the nonent | entered the cel
sonet hi ng happened.

SHAKESPEARE
(dramati cal |l y)
You demanded anot her cell.
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BURBAGE
No! They did! The vagrants demanded another cell. The
pi ckpockets demanded another cell. The drunkards sobered up,
recogni zed an actor, and demanded another cell! They were given
a choice between this cell and the one next door. They chose
next door.

SHAKESPEARE
Who was next door?

BURBAGE
Two | epers, a |awer, and a man who clainms to be Jesus
Chri st.

SHAKESPEARE
Is he?

BURBAGE
| don't know, but by the sound of it, the |awer's convinced him
to sue his Father for reckless abandonnent. GCh, WIlliam |
can't joke about this anynore. The |epers |ooked down their
noses at nme- well the ones with noses did, the others just sort
of ...l ooked. You know sonething, | was nore respected and
better |iked when I was an unenpl oyed al coholi c.

SHAKESPEARE
I know. Being a nobody was a good deal nore respectable than
this.

BURBAGE
Not exactly what you had in mnd, is it?
SHAKESPEARE
Not exactly.
BURBAGE
Well, there are other professions, of course.
SHAKESPEARE
O course.
Silence, as they try to cone up with a
pal at abl e one..
BURBAGE
Phi | osopher.
SHAKESPEARE

I think you d make a fantastic phil osopher.



BURBAGE
Yes. | would. | would philosophize about all manner of
things. The |less sense you nmake, the nore phil osophy you
speak. It’'s perfect for ne.

SHAKESPEARE

Torturer.
BURBAGE

You'd be a natural. You re smashing in bl ack.
SHAKESPEARE

I know, but | couldn’t abide the hood.
BURBAGE

They' Il have to let you do it hoodl ess.
SHAKESPEARE

| believe that's the very crux of the ensenble.
BURBAGE

Torturer’s out.
SHAKESPEARE

Publ i c Servi ce.
BURBAGE

Politics or Sewage?

SHAKESPEARE
Ri chard- if you delineate between the two, how can you ever
expect to do either of themwell?

They | augh.

BURBAGE
Well, there’'s always the Cergy, right?

SHAKESPEARE
Aren’t you too covetous for the Cergy?

BURBAGE
You' ve read the news, WIlliam |’ mnot covetous enough.

SHAKESPEARE
(chuckl es)
Well, that | eaves us where exactly?

BURBAGE
A couple of actors sitting around on a bed of manure.
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SHAKESPEARE
Not me, Richard. [|I'mout. [|I'msick of funny little plot
twists and bed tricks. I'"mtired of m staken identity, slap
stick and sword fights.

BURBAGE
So wite sonething else.

SHAKESPEARE
Such as...?

BURBAGE

I’ma Mdron- how the hell should I know? What do you want to
wite about?

SHAKESPEARE
Sonet hing el se. Sonmething different. | want to wite about
me. | want to wite about the way people |ook at nme when |

tell theml’'ma witer. The way they |augh at nme when | fai
and fall silent when | succeed.
(1 ooks around at the cell)

This. I want to wite about this.
BURBAGE

So do it.
SHAKESPEARE

If | wite about this, I'll end up back in this.
BURBAGE

Not if you' re clever about it. Not if you use ne to say it.

Shakespeare stares at Burbage for a
| ong nonent.

SHAKESPEARE
It may be ny words up there, R chard, but its your ass.

BURBAGE
Look around, WIlliam Wat have | got to |ose?

Lights transition...
CROAD NO SE: BOCS. .

Shakespeare wal ks around to his desk
and renoves a small YARMULKE, and
firmy places it on Burbage’ s head.
Bur bage nods, and Shakespeare

Wi t hdr aws.

HECKLES: “Get off the stage!”
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Lights cross fade into “stage light.”

“Onstage” now in Merchant of Venice,
Burbage slowy turns to face the
“crowd’ s” full derision.

ANOTHER ACTOR ( SOLERI O SOLANI O) enters,
cowering fromthe assault.

SCLERI O SOLANI O
“How now, Shyl ock? What news anong the nerchants?

The crowd bel |l ows. Burbage hesitates.

SOLERI O SOLANI O (cont’d)
Go on, Dick! Get on with it!

BURBAGE / SHYLOCK
(forging on)
“You knew. None so well, none so well as you of mny Daughter’s
flight.”

SOLERI O SOLANI O
“That’s certain. | for nmy part knew the yailor that nade the
w ngs she flew w thal.”
(crowd- | aughter)
“But tell nme, do you hear whether Antonio have any | oss at
sea?”’

BURBAGE / SHYLOCK

“There | have another bad match. A bankrout, a prodigal, who
dare scarce show his head on the R alto. A beggar, that was
used to cone so smug upon the mart.”

(nore noi se)
“Let himlook to his bond.”

(crowd yells)
“He was wont to call me usurer, let himlook to his bond!”

(1 ouder)
“He was wont to |lend noney for a Christian courtesy- |let him
| ook to his bond!”

Sol ari o backs off, preparing for the
audi ence reaction that will surely
follow ..

SCLERI O SOLANI O
“Why | amsure if he forfeit thou wilt not take his fl esh-
what’s that good for?”

An eruption of |aughter. Burbage yells
out intoit, finally directing his fury
at the audience:
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BURBACE / SHYLOCK
“TO BAIT FI SH W THAL!'”

The crowd i medi ately sil ences.

BURBACE / SHYLOCK (cont’d)
“I'f it will feed nothing else, it will feed ny revenge. He
hat h di sgraced ne, and hindered ne half a mllion. Laughed at
nmy | oses, nocked at ny gains, scorned ny nation, thwarted ny
bargai ns, cooled ny friends, heated m ne enemes, and what’s
his reason? | ama Jew. Hath not a Jew eyes? Hath not a Jew
hands, organs, dinensions, senses, affections, passions? Fed
with the sane food, hurt with the sanme weapons, subject to
the sanme di seases, heal ed by the sane neans, warned and
cooled by the sane winter and sumrer as a Christian is? If
you prick us, do we not bleed? If you tickle us do we not
| augh? If you poison us, do we not die? And if you wong us,
shall we not revenge? If we are like you in the rest, we wll
resenble you in that. If a Jew wong a Christian, what is his
humlity? Revenge. If a Christian wong a Jew, what shoul d
his sufferance be, by Christian exanple, why Revenge! The

villainy you teach me I will execute, and it shall go hard,
but I will better the instruction!”
Si | ence.

Scattered applause. It builds to an
ovati on.

Bur bage becones the graci ous actor.
CHEERS. He bows. Cheers. Bows agai n.

Lights fade to TWD SPOTLI GHATS: One on
Bur bage, bow ng, the other on the
seat ed Shakespeare, only able to watch.

Li ghts fade on Burbage, but the
appl ause conti nues, al nost deaf eni ng.

Shakespeare puts his hands over his
ears to drown out the roar as it
consunmes him torturing him

Li ghts fade..

Bl ackout .



ACT TWO
ONSTAGE AT THE GLOBE: JULI US CAESAR
Li ghts up on Burbage as MARC ANTONY.

BURBAGE / ANTONY
“Friends, Romans, Countrynen...”

Bur bage’ s face goes bl ank.

Li ghts up on Shakespeare in the
PROWPTER S BOX.

SHAKESPEARE

(pronpti ng)
“Lend... ne... your...”

BURBAGE / ANTONY
“Lend ne your ears!

| conme... | come... I'mcomng to do...
Sonmet hing.” Wsat the hell am|l comng to do?
SHAKESPEARE
(enjoying this)
“ conme... to... bury-

BURBAGE / ANTONY
“l come to bury Caesar-"

SHAKESPEARE ( AND BURBAGE)
" l\k)t t 0_ ”

BURBAGE / ANTONY
“Not to-"
(spi ns)
I know, danmmt!
(back, sml es)
“Not to praise him
The evil that nmen do, lives after them
The good is oft’ interred with their bones...”
(pause, to Shakespeare)
“So...7?"

SHAKESPEARE
“So... let... it... be...”

BURBAGE / ANTONY
“So let it be with Teasar!”
(Shakespear e groans)
Shi t!
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“Caesar!”

(gat hers hinsel f)
“Friends, Romans, Countrynen...
That's all | really wanted to say...
To you..
Today. . .
And so. .
| take ny | eave!”

Bur bage storns of fstage.
BURBAGE
| told you | hadn’t played Antony in a year! Here- you take
t he damm toga!

Tosses the toga to Shakespeare, who
juggles it like a hot potato.

SHAKESPEARE
Gh no. No, no, no, no, no! You don’t understand. | play
small roles. You know... small roles. | don’t do this. |
don't. I’mno Marc Antony. Look at ne. Look at ne!
BURBAGE
Ch, cone on, Bill- you know t hese |ines.
SHAKESPEARE

(seriously)
It’s not about the |lines, R chard.

BURBAGE
That's it... ol

He shoves Shakespeare out onto the
“stage.”

The MESSENGER enters. ..

MESSENGER
“Sir, Octavius is already cone to Rone.”

Shakespeare is a deer in the
headl i ght s.

MESSENGER (cont’ d)
“SIR..? Cctavius is already cone to Rone!”

Frozen.

MESSENGER (cont’ d)
“Perhaps | should go get him..
(beat)
Anon. ..”



The nessenger gives up and exits.
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Bur bage approaches the frozen, spotlit

figure in disbelief...

BURBAGE

I woul d never have believed it- even if he had told it to ne

himsel f!  WII|iam Shakespeare had..

SHAKESPEARE
Stage fright.
BURBAGE
How ast oni shi ng!
SHAKESPEARE
How hum liating. After the show, | was waiting backstage, in
terror. Not of the crowmd, m nd you, but of him | heard him

approach. The tinme had cone. M ignom ny would be conpl ete!

They finally cone face to face.

BURBAGE

I think I can clear up a m nor msconception for you
SHAKESPEARE

Oh?
BURBAGE

You' re supposed to | eave the audi ence speechl ess.

They | augh and start offstage.

SHAKESPEARE
So- we going for a drink?

BURBAGE
Nope.

SHAKESPEARE
We going for a neal ?

BURBAGE
Nope.

SHAKESPEARE

Then, where are we goi ng?
Bur bage sinply sm | es.
SHAKESPEARE (cont’ d)

Ch no! | don't want to get laid. Are you crazy? Look at
I couldn’t pay soneone to sleep with ne.
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BURBAGE

Sure you can. Follow ne.
SHAKESPEARE

Ch, | should really go honme and wite... sonething.
BURBAGE

You know, Shakespeare- they say the pen is mghtier than the
sword, and that just mght very well be true, but |I amquite
sure there is one thing the pen is not mghtier than, and
whatever that thing is... you are about to cone face to face
with it.

He tosses Shakespeare through the door
to the whorehouse.

BURBAGE (cont’ d)
I hope he doesn’t think I'’mtreating.

He foll ows.
Past oral MJSI C. Sunri se. ..
THE WHOREHOUSE

Shakespeare energes, |ight of soul, but
heavy of body. Hi's words are
SEBASTI AN' S from Twel fth N ght..

SHAKESPEARE / SEBASTI AN
"This is the air, that is the glorious sun,
This pearl she gave ne, | do feel't, and see't,
And t hough tis wonder that enwaps ne thus-
Yet tis not nmadness...
Yet, doth this accident and fl ood of fortune
So far exceed all instance, all discourse
That | amready to distrust mne eyes
And wangle with ny reason that persuades ne
To any other trust but that | am nad!
O else the lady’s mad. There’s sonething in't
That is deceivable. But, here the |lady cones...”

SARA CORAX (O der) energes, dressed
appropriately for her line of work.
She smles. Shakespeare smles. She
shows hi m hi s UNDERWEAR.

SARA
I think you forgot sonething.

SHAKESPEARE
(conf used)
Huh. | could have sworn I... Then what am | wearing?
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She sm |l es again. Shakespeare finally
feels the “pinch” and rearranges
whatever it is he is wearing.

SARA
Wiy don’t you cone back for these tonorrow?

SHAKESPEARE
Wiy don’t |I.

She starts back in.
SHAKESPEARE (cont’ d)

(poi nts downwar ds)
But Sara- what about...?

SARA
Keep ‘em
She exits. Shakespeare “adjusts”
hi nsel f and turns to the audi ence.
SHAKESPEARE
I had net this amazi ng wonan. Sarah Corax. She did this thing
with her... well, | really shouldn't talk about it. But..
well... WOW Not that | didn't already have a wife. | didn't.
| mean | did, but | didn'"t. | had a certificate. | had an
associate. An accountant with a wedding ring. | sent her

paychecks. She sent ne receipts. Enough said. Meanwhile,
threw nmyself into nmy work.

Shakespeare sits behind his desk, as
the |ights change. ..

SHAKESPEARE' S OFFI CE

Shakespeare witing, possessed, as
Bur bage bursts in.

BURBAGE
Damm t Shakespear e!
(sil ence)
WIlianf

Bur bage wat ches himwork. Notices a
stray page on the desk. Picks it up.

BURBAGE (cont’ d)
What’'s so dammed interesting anyway? Just a |ot of
scri bbling.

He reads, enotionl ess:
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BURBAGE (cont’ d)
"COh, that this too, too solid flesh would nelt,
Thaw and resolve itself into a dew,
O that the Everlasting had not fix'd
Hi s cannon 'gainst self slaughter. O God..."

Bur bage | ooks up, as Ham et:

BURBAGE / HAMLET
" CGod!
How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable
Seemto ne all the uses of this world!
Fie on't, ah fie, '"tis an unweeded garden
That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature
possess it nerely. That it should cone to this!
But two nonths dead- nay not so nuch: not two-
So excellent a king, that was to this
Hyperion to a satyr. So loving to ny nother
That he m ght not beteemthe w nds of Heavn'
Visit her face too roughly- Heaven and Earth
Must | renmenber: Wiy she woul d hang on him
As if increase of appetite had grown
By what it fed on; and yet within a nonth?
Let me not think onit- Frailty, thy nanme is wonman-
Wthin a nonth,
Ere yet the salt of nobst unrighteous tears
Had | eft the flushing in her galled eyes,
She married- O nost w cked speed! To post
Wth such dexterity to incestuous sheets!
It is not, nor it cannot conme to good..."

Bur bage returns to the text.

BURBAGE
“But break ny heart, for | nust hold ny tongue.”
(He | ooks up. Silence.)
Can you believe this? Can you believe | have to make this crap
wor k? He never does a second draft, you know. He doesn't have

to. People will be reading his first drafts four hundred years
fromnow I'lIl be "The First Hamet"... or, "Shakespeare's
Contenporary," that's ne. You see- |'ve becone the nost

el oquent parrot in London, but a parrot is a parrot, whether he
says "To be or not to be,"” or "Polly want a cracker." So here |

stand, with the sound of his scribbling pricking at ny ears, and
| can see, for perhaps the first tinme, the gulf that yawns
between our talents. Now, you can call ny acting whatever you
want- exciting... boring, every person |eaving the G obe wl
tell you sonmething different. But this?

(hol ds up Haml et)
There’s no “different” in this. This is... subline. | could
act for a mllion years before a mllion people in a mllion
different roles, but I would never achieve this.

(pause)
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And yet, all is not lost. Ganted, that Shakespeare's talent is
unbounded, and mne is, well, on par wwth the nost tal ented of
lifeless marionettes... But you see, just as a marionette

expl odes to life when you tug on his strings, so do | expl ode
into poetic grandeur the nonment | step onto Shakespeare's stage.

In those sweet, transient nonents- | feel alnost sacril egious
when | say this- but when | take the stage, and | speak these
words... | am Shakespeare. | amsublinme. So here | wait I|ike

a dog at his feet, hoping for a crunb, or a sonnet, or a
soliloquy. He gives ne Hanmlet, and | paddle off onto the stage
to ovation after ovation. They clap for the ventriloquist's
dumry, and after the show, Shakespeare takes his hand out of ny
ass, and | go back into ny box, with a painted grin on ny face.
Forever hoping to convince nyself that it is | that think these
t houghts. Forever failing.

He | ooks back at the script.

BURBAGE (cont’ d)
(readi ng)
“But break ny heart. For | nust hold ny tongue...”
(si ghs)
Ah- it nust be Heaven to wite like that...

Shakespeare bolts to consci ousness,
noticing Burbage is staring at him

SHAKESPEARE
What ?  What do you want ?

BURBAGE
Not hing. Aren’t you finished yet?

SHAKESPEARE
(unent husi astical | y)
As finished as I'll ever be. You re going to need all the
hel p you can get to pull this off. Only one damm sword fi ght
in the whole scene. Don’t know what | was thinking.
(notices Burbage has a page)
Oh- you have the first soliloquy. Wat do you think?

BURBAGE
(1 ong pause)
Pretty good, Shakespeare. Keep working on it.

He exits. Shakespeare funes.

SHAKESPEARE
He can't wait for opening night. Opening night, when Ham et is
born, and I sit there sulking in Row G Seat 12. Actually in
Ham et, | wote nyself a small role. Played the Ghost. A real
stretch for ne, right?
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I wal k the stage as a shadow, inploring Hamet: ... "Adieu,

adi eu, adieu. Renenber ne." Later, under the stage, | speak
again. Anong noth eaten costunes, and rusty nails, | call up
bet ween t he boards, pleading: ..."Renenber ne." "Renenber ne."
Well, that's what we all really want, isn't it? To be

remenbered. And | won't be. M witing mght survive. Dead
words on a page. Ink. That will be ny | egacy. Wthout a pen,
" m not hi ng.

Sound: The Audi ence appl auds.
Shakespeare takes a seat in the
audi ence. Burbage enters as Hanl et.

SHAKESPEARE (cont’ d)
Wthout him |I’mnothing. They clap for his before he even
speaks a word.

BURBAGE / HAMLET
"O that this too too solid flesh would nelt,
Thaw and resolve itself into a dew"”

Shakespeare | eaps fromhis seat.

SHAKESPEARE / HAMLET
"O, what a rogue and peasant slave am !
Is it not nonstrous that this player here,
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion,
Could force his soul so to his own conceit?
Yet |,
A dull and nuddy- nettled rascal, peek
Li ke John-a-dreans, unpregnant of ny cause,
And can say not hi ng.
Am | a coward?"

(si ghs)

"Why, what an ass am|! This is nost brave,
That |-
Must |i ke a whore unpack ny heart wth words
And fall a- cursing |like a very drab."

He regains his seat, and his conposure.

SHAKESPEARE
He'l |l be speaking that speech |ater on in Act Two, Scene Two.
wite the lines, he takes the bows. And he'll be renenbered.
Believe ne. (Pause) I'Il tell you a little secret, if you
promse not to tell. Alnbst every leading role | wote, from
Ronmeo to Richard the Third, | wote for nyself to perform
Those are ny words. M thoughts...

BURBAGE / HAMLET
"To be, or not to be, that is the question.™
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SHAKESPEARE
Good question! Wiat is it in nme? Wat prevents ne from | eaping
up onto that stage? Today, cowering anong the groundlings at
the feet of Richard Burbage, | finally have ny answer. Now, |
know | can act, and act well, but what |’ mwatching, what | am
both bl essed and cursed to be watching, |I'’mjust not sure | can
do that. 1In fact, if I’mhonest- | know full well | will never
do that. This isn't nerely having an audi ence in the pal m of
his hand- this is inviting an audience into the expanse of his
mnd. Ah... it nust be Heaven to act like that. Sonething I
wi |l never know, of course... because | ama coward.

“Ham et” unfreezes, and speaks directly
to Shakespeare, who by this tinme has
j oi ned him “onstage.”

BURBAGE / HAMLET
"Thus consci ence does make cowards of us all,
And thus the native hue of resolution
Is sicklied o'er wwth the pal e cast of thought,
And enterprises of great pitch and nonent
Wth this regard their currents turn awmy...
And | ose the nane of action."”

Bur bage | eaves.
Shakespeare, alone with his thoughts.

BEN JONSON appr oaches.

SHAKESPEARE
I know, Jonson- | stole the whole damm thing from The Revenger's
Tragedy. Still want to put your nanme on my scripts?

JONSON

(seriously)
| woul dn’t dare.

SHAKESPEARE

| thought not. Enjoy the show.
JONSON

| couldn’t. Too busy being jeal ous.
SHAKESPEARE

| know he is sonething, isn't he?
JONSON

Who?
SHAKESPEARE

Burbage. He is really sonething.
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JONSON

Was he? | didn’t notice.
SHAKESPEARE

You didn’'t? Wat play were you watchi ng?
JONSON

Your play, Wlliam | was watching your play.
SHAKESPEARE

Then how the devil did you m ss hinf

JONSON
(ast oni shed)
You really don’t know, do you? You' re a curious little
fellow, WIIiam Shakespeare. “Wat a piece of work is man”
is right.

Jonson | eaves with a sad smle
Bur bage energes from “backst age.”

BURBAGE
If you tell nme to “keep working onit,” 1'Il beat the ianbic
pent anet er out of you.

SHAKESPEARE
Pretty good, Burbage.

BURBAGE
Good enough. Cone on- we better get over to the Porpentine
bef ore Hemm ngs drinks all the beer.

SHAKESPEARE
Li sten, Burbage... R chard... | know it’s opening-

BURBAGE
Yes, it is. It is opening. And on the night of an opening,
you and | go-

SHAKESPEARE
Yes, | know. | know, Richard. And |I'’msorry, but,
| prom sed-
BURBAGE
Yes. You prom sed ne, renenber? W opened a show today. It

bonmbs, | buy; it sails, you buy. So...

Shakespeare renoves a few CONS and
hands them to Burbage.

SHAKESPEARE
Her e.
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BURBAGE
VWhat’ s this?
SHAKESPEARE
Money.
BURBAGE
Thank you. Wat’'s this? The point is that we drink together.
You know, like frien-... you know, associ ates.
SHAKESPEARE
I’msorry. | prom sed Sara |’d-
BURBAGE
Sara? Sara Corax Sara? Sara “House of Il|l Repute” Sara?
SARA CORAX enters.
SARA

Sara “I Worship The Ground You W

k Onh, WIllian Sara.

She saunters up to the nen.

SARA (cont’ d)
I don’t think we’ve net. Dicky, r

BURBAGE
D ck.
SARA
D ck.
BURBAGE
Ri chard.
SARA
VWhat ever .
She offers
BURBAGE
(declining)
I"msorry, | can't. And it’s not
it’'s been.
SHAKESPEARE

i ght?

hi m her hand to ki ss.

because | don’t know where

(squeezi ng between them
Sara- could you please wait for nme outside?

SARA
O course, WII.

(kisses him playing to

Bur bage)
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SARA( cont ' d)

Congratul ations, darling. Once Dicky gets over his opening
day jitters, you'll have a wonderful show.

(to Burbage)
Char nmed.

Bur bage eyes Shakespeare.

BURBAGE
Well one of us is.

She | eaves. The two nen | ook at each
other for a |long nonent.

BURBAGE (cont’ d)
I don’t think I"’mtaking this very well.

SHAKESPEARE
Ri chard, please understand- | never thought | could | eave,
you know... this. | didn’t think there was anything el se.
But now...?

BURBAGE

Now...? What? Wait- what are you saying? Wat exactly are
you sayi ng?

SHAKESPEARE
I don’t know. |’mnot getting any younger, |’mnot getting
better, and I"mcertainly not getting any happier..
BURBAGE
And...?
SHAKESPEARE
And... | don’t know Like I told you. | don’t know.
BURBAGE
Huh.
(pause)
Vel | .
SHAKESPEARE
Well, | should really-
BURBAGE

| under st and. Nat ure Call s.

SHAKESPEARE
No, nmy Future Calls. Big difference.

He exits.

Bur bage spins angrily on the audience.
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BURBAGE
Oh, he is such a wit. Isn't he? He is so witty. Of to dazzle
his woman with his witty... wtticisnms. He keeps her away from
me. Like I'mcontagious, or sonething. Not that | want to
sleep with the both of them | do not. Just because you dream

about sonething, and very occasionally at that, it doesn't
necessarily nmean that you want that thing. You people, you're
so lucky- you have Freud and Jung, and Wody Allen. W had the
Bi bl e. Good luck reading through Revelations to find out why you
wanted to kill your father and sleep with your nother

The GHOST OF EDWARD ALLEYN enters.
ALLEYN HAMLET' S GHOST

“Mark me- My hour is alnost cone
When | to sul phurous and tornenting flanes

Must render up nyself. List, list Olist!"
--Ch! | would have been so good at that!
BURBAGE
M. Alleyn?
ALLEYN

Edwar d, pl ease.

BURBAGE
Edward, then. How are you?

ALLEYN
Dead, actually.
(Bur bage retreats)
Sorry. Didn't nmean to startle you, dear boy, but | am dead.

BURBAGE
I"mterribly sorry- | didn’'t know.
ALLEYN
That’s alright. | didn't know it nyself until about fifteen
m nut es ago.
BURBAGE
How terrible.
ALLEYN
OCh, it isn't really nmuch of a surprise. 1’ve been dying for
quite sone tinme now.
BURBAGE
Di sease?
ALLEYN

"Course not, dear boy. It takes a great deal nore than a few
pesky m crobes to bring down "The G eatest Actor of our Tine!"
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Al l eyn sadly sits besi de Burbage.

ALLEYN
No, Richard... words.

BURBAGE
Wor ds?

ALLEYN
Wrds! | lost them R chard. Marlowe had the nerve to die
on me; Shakespeare had the nerve to ignore ne; Jonson..
wel |, talk about nerve, those aren’t words, they're
instrunents of torture.

(si ghs)

No words, Richard. Wen you |ose the words, you |l ose the Art-
and when you | ose the Art, believe ne, the body soon foll ows.

BURBAGE
“lI need no spirit come from beyond the grave to tell ne
that.”

ALLEYN
Don't tease ne. | ama ghost, you know. Fifteen m nutes and
|’ ve already perfected possession, |levitation, and how to
spin ny head around like a top. If only I’'d had that one in

“Faustus.” Can you inmagine the revi ews?

BURBAGE
Is that it, then? You' re here to haunt ne?

ALLEYN
Well, to be perfectly frank, that was ny intention, but now that
I’ m here, you seemto have beaten nme to it. Richard, listen to
me, this pain you're in- it isn't about Sara. It's about
Shakespeare. |[|f he |leaves, the clock strikes Mdnight, and your

respl endent career turns back into a punpkin.

BURBAGE
My God- | think you' re right.

ALLEYN
I"’ma spirit frombeyond the grave, R chard. W'’re always
right.
Wth a wnk, he starts off.

BURBAGE
M ... Edward?

ALLEYN
Yes?
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BURBAGE
VWhat’'s it...
(1 ooks out into the darkness)
VWat's it |ike?

ALLEYN
(takes a nonent)
When you' re on the stage, do you ever get the feeling that
not hi ng coul d ever be nore blissful?

BURBAGE
Yes.
ALLEYN
Nothing will.
(pause)

Don't | ose those words, Richard.

He wal ks to the edge of the stage and
turns back one last tine.

ALLEYN (cont’ d)

“Remenber ne.
He exits, Burbage gazes after..
Li ghts change. W are in..
SHAKESPEARE' S OFFI CE

Shakespeare thrusts a SCRIPT into
Bur bage’ s hand.

SHAKESPEARE
Take that, Richard Burbage.

BURBAGE

(reads)

“C hel | 0?”

SHAKESPEARE
“The Mbor of Venice.”

BURBAGE
Who am | ?

SHAKESPEARE
The Mbor of Veni ce.

BURBAGE

So far so good.

He sits, thunmbing through the script.
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SHAKESPEARE
O hello’ s confidante |ago devises a story to nmake hi mjeal ous
of his wfe.

BURBAGE
And...?
SHAKESPEARE
Two acts later, he strangles her and kills hinself.
BURBAGE
(pause)
He... strangles his wife, huh?
SHAKESPEARE
That’s right.
BURBAGE
And all it takes is a little innuendo?
SHAKESPEARE
You’ ve been jeal ous before, Richard. That's all it ever
t akes.
BURBAGE

That’s true. That’'s very, very true.
He spots SARA in the distance.

BURBAGE (cont’ d)
Say- isn't that...?

SHAKESPEARE
Sar a.

BURBAGE
Yeah.

SHAKESPEARE
That’s odd. She nust be here to surprise ne.

BURBAGE
O course. She nust be.

(beat)

Look at that. She’'s over there talking to Henry Condel |. |
tell you, if | had a sovereign for every woman he’s... well,
I"d have a | ot of noney.

SHAKESPEARE
Real ly? | didn’t know

BURBAGE

Henry!... Hey, where’'re they going?



Li ghts change, into...

BURBAGE / | AGO
“Hal | like not that.”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“What dost thou say, |ago?”

BURBACGE / | AGO
“Nothing ny lord, or if- | know not what.”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“Was not that Cassio parted fromny w fe?”

BURBACGE / | AGO
“Cassio, ny lord? No, sure, | cannot think it,
That he would steal away so guilty liKke,
Seei ng your com ng.”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“I do believe twas he.”

BURBACGE / | AGO
“My noble lord-"

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“What dost thou say, |ago?”

BURBACGE / | AGO
“Did M chael Cassio, when you woo'd ny | ady,
Know of your | ove?”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“O yes, and went between us very oft.”

BURBAGE / | AGO
“l ndeed?”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“I ndeed? Ay, indeed. D scern thou aught in that?”
I's he not honest?”

BURBAGE / | AGO
“Honest, ny |ord?”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“Honest? Ay, honest.”

BURBAGE / | AGO
“My lord, for aught | know. "

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“What dost thou think?”
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BURBAGE / | AGO
“Think, my |ord?”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“Think nmy lord? By heaven, thou echo’ st ne,
As if there were sonme nonster in thy thought
Too hideous to be shown. By heaven, 1'Il know thy thoughts!”

BURBAGE / | AGO
“O beware, ny lord of jeal ousy!
It is the green eyed nonster which doth nock
The neat it feeds on.”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“Why? Why is this?
Think'st thou I'd make a life of jeal ousy?”

BURBAGE / | AGO
“My lord, | see you are noved.”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“No, not much noved.
| do not think but Desdenbna's honest.”

BURBAGE / | AGO
“Long live she so! And long |live your grace to think so.”

SHAKESPEARE / OTHELLO
“I'f nore thou dost perceive, |let nme know nore.”

BURBAGE / | AGO
“My lord. | take ny | eave.”

Burbage starts off. Lights shift back

SHAKESPEARE
Ri chard. Thank you
BURBAGE
(di splays script)
Thank you.
He exits.
SHAKESPEARE

| do not believe in fate, no matter what the English teachers
say to you about ne, but | can no |longer deny this sinple sober
fact: There will be no way out for me. | amcursed to remain
in the theater forever. Unhappy. Unrecognized. Confined in
this Whoden O But, | ama professional, am| not? And as a
professional, | amdetermned to put this matter conpletely out
of my head. Just watch ne- ny next play will have absolutely
nothing to do with wonen or infidelity...
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Shakespeare exits, brandi shing a new
SCRI PT. Burbage passes, snatching the
script. He reads from CYMBELI NE

BURBAGE
"There's no notion that tends to vice in man, but | affirm
It is the woman's part.
Anmbi ti ons, covetings, changes of pride,
Di sdain, nice longing, slanders, nutability;
Al faults that nane, nay, that Hell knows, why, hers
In part, or all: or rather all."

He | ooks up at the audience.

BURBAGE (cont’ d)

Well, 1've done a fine job, haven't 1? | have dooned nyself to
an eternity of playing jeal ous m sogyni st psychotics. Not that
it's some trenendous acting stretch, | ama jeal ous m sogyni st

psychotic, but- and |I'm sure you can understand- the |ast person
I want to portray on the stage is nyself.

Shakespeare bursts in.

SHAKESPEARE
She’ s bl acknmail i ng ne!
BURBAGE
What ?
SHAKESPEARE
Sara Corax! She's blackmailing nel! [If | don’'t pay up, she

talks. To everyone!l MW wfe, the Privy Council, the Mster
of the Revels... No nore plays!

BURBAGE
(realizing)
No nore parts.

SHAKESPEARE
No nore Shakespeare! 1’Il be thrown in jail!

He goes for the door.

BURBAGE
Where are you goi ng?

SHAKESPEARE
To pack.

BURBAGE

For what ?
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SHAKESPEARE
For prison. | don’t have the noney she' s asking for.
BURBAGE
| do.
Shakespeare hal ts.
SHAKESPEARE
What ?
BURBAGE
| have the noney.
SHAKESPEARE
I’ msure you have noney, but you don’'t have this noney.
(beat)

Do you?

Bur bage goes to a trunk, opens it,
rustles beneath a costune or two and
energes with a bag of MONEY.

SHAKESPEARE (cont’ d)
You woul d never tell anyone... about this? Hold it over ny
head- woul d you?

BURBAGE
VWhat do you nean- you nean, like... Blackmail you?
SHAKESPEARE
Yes.
BURBAGE
No. O course not. | don't think so.
SHAKESPEARE
| see. Well.

Shakespeare exits, passing SARA. (G ves
her the noney.

SARA
| thought you didn’t have it.

SHAKESPEARE
| didn't.

Sara storns into the office and flings
the bag at Burbage's feet.

SARA
VWhat the hell is that?
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BURBAGE

Your bl ackmail noney. Don’t you want it?
SARA

I want his noney.
BURBAGE

He doesn’t have any.

SARA
I know. That is the point, Richard.

BURBAGE
Money is the point, Sara. You want it? There it is. Now take
it and slither off to wherever it is you wish to go.

He ki cks the bag back at her.

SARA
Money? You think this is about netal, R chard?
(rmovi ng cl oser)
Wiy didn’t you tell himabout us?

BURBAGE
Tell hi m what ?
SARA
Ch, that’'s very good. “Tell himwhat?” That’s very clever.
BURBAGE
That was a long tine ago, Sara. W ended that.
SARA
No, Richard- you ended that.
BURBAGE
Oh yes- you nust have been destroyed, Sara. It took you... what-

two whol e weeks before you slid into the sheets with
Shakespear e!

SARA
You brought himto ne, you bastard! You treated ne like a
whor e.

BURBAGE
Sara... You are a whore.

SARA
(pause)
I wasn't always, Richard.
(beat)
Do you renenber the night we first net?
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BURBAGE
| was there, Sara. | think |I'd remenber it.
SARA
You' d think you would. But you don’t. You never did.
BURBAGE
| remenber it perfectly-
SARA
You didn't neet ne as a whore! You net ne as a girl. Richard

the Third. Renenber? That's where | nmet Shakespeare too, but
you two were too busy with each other that night to notice ne.
| was just your first opening night orgasm Your first

nanel ess face.

BURBAGE
(shocked)
| remenber. | renmenber you. Wy didn't you tell ne?
SARA
Tell you what, Richard? Wuld it have nmattered? | |oved you
and you | oved Shakespeare, and | knewit. Well, | refuse to be

an aspect of your relationship with WIIliam Shakespeare any
| onger.

She tosses the noney bag back at his
feet.

SARA (cont’ d)
There is your noney. | don't want it... and even if | did,
woul dn't take it. 1'd rather go back to being a whore, where at
| east the nen see ne underneath them

She goes to himand pl aces the noney
back in his hand.

SARA (cont’ d)
I"I'l tell you sonething, Richard Burbage- you |leave a |ot to be
desired when you're off a stage. But when you're on one...
you're the closest thing to Divinity | may ever see.

She pl aces her hand softly on his
cheek, and he turns away.

SARA (cont’ d)
Don’t worry, Richard. You ve weathered ne, just as you’'l

weat her others, just as you' ve weat hered them before... But
“The rain, it raineth every day.” Sone day, Richard, you
won’t weat her it.

(pause)

Sonme day, Richard Burbage, there will only be you.
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She lingers, alnost sorry for him
before she turns and | eaves. Burbage
stands in the mddle of the room |ost.
He sits behi nd Shakespeare' s desk, and
pi cking up a manuscript, begins to
read. Slowy, as always, it engrosses
him ..

BLACKQUT. MJSIC, as top of show. ..
SHAKESPEARE' S OFFI CE
Li ghts up. SHAKESPEARE at his desk

witing and, by the | ook of his
frustration, not witing well...

SHAKESPEARE
Danmmi t !
He violently scratches sonething out.
Tries another I|ine.
SHAKESPEARE
Danmmi t !

One nore, even worse, but before he can
curse, the door is hurled open..

BURBAGE
Damm t, Shakespear e!

BURBAGE stands in the doorway, hol ding
arolled up script tightly in his fist.
He sl ans the door behind hi mand
dramati cal ly brandi shes the script.

BURBAGE (cont’ d)
Do you know what this is?

SHAKESPEARE
No, Ri chard. | do not.

BURBAGE
It’s a copy of your next script. |1’ve just read it.

SHAKESPEARE
Well. Wat do you think?

BURBAGE
I think... | think we’ve already said this.
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SHAKESPEARE
(beat)
I think you re right.

BURBAGE
And that | eaves us where?

Shakespeare makes hi s deci sion:

SHAKESPEARE
The first performance of the Tenpest.

Shakespeare crosses to a trunk behind
hi s desk and renoves Prospero’ s cl oak.

BURBAGE
I don't wish to upset you, Shakespeare, but you don't seemto be
listening to ne. | don't want to say these |lines on the stage,
I don't have to say these lines on the stage, and |I'm not going
to say these lines on the stage. In fact, |I'mnot |eaving your
of fice.

Bur bage sits defiantly.

SHAKESPEARE

As you w sh.

He tosses the cloak to Burbage.

SHAKESPEARE (cont’ d)
If | can’t bring you to the play, I'Il bring the play to youl!
(as Lear:)
“Blow, wi nds, and crack your cheeks!”

A tenpestuous noi se of thunder and
lightning. Blackout.

THE TEMPEST

Lights up on the w spy, dream i ke world
of the play. Prospero (Burbage) stands
firmbefore Ariel (Shakespeare).

BURBAGE / PROSPERO
“Well, Ariel- what is't thou can’ st demand?”

SHAKESPEARE / ARI EL
“My liberty.”

BURBACE / PROSPERO
“Dost thou forget
Fromwhat a tornent | did free thee?
Hast thou forgot the foul witch... Sycorax?”
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SHAKESPEARE / ARl EL

“No, sir.”
Bur bage renoves Prospero’ s cl oak,
letting it fall to the stage.
BURBAGE
I will say no nore. | will not speak these Ilies.
SHAKESPEARE
Ri chard- pick up that cloak.
BURBAGE
I will not.
SHAKESPEARE
| say pick it up
BURBAGE
| did not blackmail you.
SHAKESPEARE
Then why would | stay?
BURBAGE
I don’t know Wy don’t you tell ne!
SHAKESPEARE
| stayed because you blackmailed ne!!! And you bl ackmail ed ne

because you detest ne! And you have every right to detest ne,
because | have given you nothing but grounds to despise ne!

Bur bage stares at him fl oored.

BURBAGE
Despi se you? You gave ne life, Wlliam Wth the slightest
flick of your pen, you nmade ne a prince, and a |over, and a
coward, and a king. And | hated you for that.

(pause)
And | worshi pped you for that. | have lied to you, | have
frustrated you, | have betrayed you, and | amsorry. But |

never bl ackmail ed you.

Silence. Shakespeare sighs, beaten.

SHAKESPEARE
I know. |I'msorry, Richard. Blackmail is an ugly thing, but
it’s always been easier to stomach than the truth. 1’ve stayed-
|I’ve had to stay- to watch you finish ny sentences, not with a
period, but wwth a sigh... or a shriek. The fact is, Richard,

any idiot can toss a few words onto a page. But when you speak
my words, | amno longer an idiot. | ama geni us.
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He picks up a script off the desk

SHAKESPEARE (cont’ d)
These words may be mne, Richard- these inkblots, these
scratches... but the voice they hear is yours. |I'mtired of
fighting, Richard. |If | won't be renmenbered, | need to be
forgotten. Let nme go.

He picks up the CLOAK. Burbage stares
at it, and finally, speaks...

BURBAGE / PROSPERO
“I shall mss thee, Ariel.”

SHAKESPEARE
Yes. Use the words.

He gently drapes the cloak around
Bur bage’ s shoul ders.

SHAKESPEARE (cont’ d)
(soothing him
“Be not afraid...”

BURBAGE / PROSPERO
“Be not afraid..
Qur revels now are ended. ..
These our actors
Were all spirits, and
Are nelted into air, into thin air,
And |i ke the basel ess fabric of this vision..."

SHAKESPEARE / ARI EL
"The solem tenples, the great Aobe itself..."

BURBAGE / PROSPERO
"Yea, all which it inherits shall dissolve,
And like this insubstantial pageant faded
Leave not a rack behind.
We are such stuff
As dreans are nmade on; and our little life
I's rounded with a sl eep...
My Ariel?"

Bur bage brings Shakespeare to the very
lip of the stage.

BURBACGE / PROSPERO (cont’ d)
"Come hither spirit, this is thy charge.
To the el ements!
Be free. And fare you well."
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Shakespeare takes a last | ook at the
theater, a last | ook at Burbage, and
exits into the audience...

And st ops.
SHAKESPEARE
Ri chard?
BURBAGE
Yes?
SHAKESPEARE
(turns)
I wonder what it feels |like- to be obscure?
BURBAGE
I guess we’ll find out, won't we?

Shakespeare nods, turns to face the
Unknown, and di sappears.

The |ights converge on Burbage, al one.

BURBAGE (cont’ d)

When Shakespeare | eft London, he took ny career with him and
when he died, he took what | |iked best about nyself to the
grave with him |In London, he has al ready been forgotten.
There are new witers, new theaters, new conpanies. As for
nmyself, | can sadly say that | remain "The G eatest Actor of CQur
Time!" Ben Jonson has declared that he wants to wite ny
epitaph. Jonson can scribble all he wants, | know t hat
obscurity waits patiently for me on the other side. Today, on
my death day, | can honestly say that | will not mss the stage.
A stage is just boards. Paint, nails... but the words... |
shall mss his words. As this world seens to get fainter and
fainter, and the shadows |oomlarger and | arger, | have a
curious feeling that |I just mght get nmy wish after all. 1'Il
be remenbered. | will. 1'Il be "Richard Burbage, the First
Haml et . "

(he smles)
There could be no greater epitaph. The rest is... Silence.

In silence, Ri chard Burbage | ooks up
into the | one spotlight, which slowy-

But inevitably-
Fades. ..
BLACKOUT
END OF PLAY




