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PHILIP HENSLOWE, pawnbroker and theatrical adventurer. Aged 42.

CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE, the playwright, aged 28.

A POOR MAN.

JOAN HENSLOWE, daughter of Philip Henslowe. A vivacious young woman. (Birth unknown)
EDWARD ALLEYNE, the actor, aged 26.

WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE, actor and playwright, aged 27, 32, 38, 43, 51.

THE DARK LADY of the sonnets, (ROSALINE), a maid-of-honour to Queen Elizabeth 1. (20s.)
W. H. (PROTEUS), possibly Henry Wriothesley, Earl of Southampton. Late 20s.

WILL KEMP, clown and singer. 40s.

STAGE-KEEPER, the “door-man” of the Globe Playhouse. 60s or later.

RICHARD BURBAGE; the actor. Aged 33, 37 and41.

RICHARD ROBINSON, the Queen in "Hamlet." A young actor — 15 or so.

MADAME MONTIJQOY, an Huguenot refugee, middle-aged.

BEN JONSON, the poet, aged 35.

JUDITH, Shakespeare’s daughter, aged 24 and 31.

THOMAS QUINEY, son of a neighbour of Shakespeare and husband to Judith, aged 27.
FRANCIS COLLINS, a'solicitor from'Warwick, mid-40s.

ANNE SHAKESPEARE, Will’s wife, aged 59.

A POET — possibly Thomas Middleton (generally accepted as the author of The Puritan). 20.
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1608 - ToA, Per, Coriol; return to Blackfriars
1616 - no writing; dies April 23
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ACT ONE
EPISODE I

TIME : September, 1592.

SCENE : Philip HENSLOWE?’S business room at the Little Rose Estate, Southwark, in the Clink.
Second-hand clothes hang here and there. Right, a door leading to the house.

MARLOWE:

HENSLOWE:

MARLOWE:

HENSLOWE:

POOR MAN:

MARLOWE:

HENSLOWE:

MARLOWE:

HENSLOWE:

POOR MAN:

MARLOWE:

HENSLOWE:

MARLOWE:

HENSLOWE:

(In front of this door, a counter, behind which stands Philip
HENSLOWE. Before him, Christopher MARLOWE. They

are bargaining over a manuscript. Back left, a door into the
street. Sounds of hammering are heard without.)
Master, Henslowe! You jest! Of all the wares in the world, there is none so
poorly appraised as a poet’s inventions, but even we poets must have silver
for wine! And for wenches — not silver, but gold!
(A POOR MAN enters, carrying a bundle.)
Then you’d best foreswear the wenches.
When they foreswear me!
(To the POOR MAN.) What do you bring me, Tom? More of your trash?
You shall see, Master Henslowe. (Unpacking his parcel.)
Give me but ten crowns and the play is yours.
I can do well enough without it. You shall have eight.
Eight crowns! That’s not a penny a page, Barabbas!
You see, your Jew of Malta was a fine play — this, bah!
Master Greene’s come to a bad end, I hear.
Greene? Robert Greene? Aye.

Yet there was a sweet breast, a man of true wit.

Aye, now that he’ll never come to sell you his “groat’s worth of wit” for a
beggar’s fee. A sad ruin you made of him. Can we sing if we starve?

Kit Marlowe, you hear those hammers? That’s my new playhouse
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POOR MAN:

MARLOWE:

POOR MAN:

MARLOWE:

HENSLOWE:

POOR MAN:

HENSLOWE:

MARLOWE:

HENSLOWE:

MARLOWE:

HENSLOWE:

MARLOWE:

POOR MAN:

HENSLOWE:

POOR MAN:

HENSLOWE:

a-building, and every hammer costs me a penny. If [ were to pay you
scribblers to match your vanity, there’d be plays to spare — but no
playhouses. A playhouse will outlast you any play you pen.

Folk say he railed mightily against all his old companions at the end.

Greene? Starved into piety and repentance! Bah! When the snuffer claps
down on me, there shall be no mumbling of prayers.

They do say that one in this room is a most notorious atheist.
Let them:say what they say! Ten crowns; for the love of learning!

Eight crowns, and see you deliver me the fifth act before the week turns.
Y our signature — come, you agree. (Produces his day-book.)

I wonder at the company you may keep, Master Henslowe.

I care little for opinions if they be kept out of plays. Doctor Faustus, now,
smacked too.much of opinions,;in. my opinions:

The devil take you! A pen, a pen! (He signs his name in the book.)

I’ve a mind not to pay ... (MARLOWE snatches the book.) ... until I see the
fifth act. I know you, Kit Marlowe. So long as there be shillings in your
purse and wench or boy to smile at you, you’ll never pen a line.

Give me the money. By my heart, you shall have the fifth act on Friday.

Keep clear of temptations, then. Eight crowns ... (MARLOWE gathers them
up and heads toward the door.) God speed you, Kit!

God me no gods. (He exits.)

A’ll come to a bad end, but I like his plays. You’ve bought another?
(Chuckling.) A rare piece, I’ll promise you. (Reading the title.) The
Troublesome Raigne and Lamentable Death of King Edward the Second.
Twenty pound, at least, at a penny a bum.

Ah! (Displaying his goods.) What say you to these?

These? Trash. Eight crowns.
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POOR MAN:
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Do poor Tom some charity. You paid Marlowe eight for his scribblings.
Say nine, then.

Say ten.

Ten crowns is a great sum.

Not to a gentleman a-building a new playhouse.

At what cost? (Throwing the goods under the counter.) Here, Tom, here are
your tenjbut I give *em rather for your good than for.your goods.

Thank ye, Master Henslowe. Well, keep thy foot out of brothels, thy hand
out of plackets, thy pen from lenders’ books, and defy the foul fiend.

Ha! Poor Tom, you're-mad! You and my players will break me. ITkeep ‘em
in'debt'to me —if once they get out of debt, there’ll be no holding them.

Yours is the first company-in England! Such spirits} —Ned Alleyne, now.
Ay, Ned’s well enough.

He has set his cap at your daughter.

Mayhap.

And there’s another hath caught the sweet contagion.

Who?

Why, your jack-of-all-trades, your horse-holder, your poet-player-prompter
— young Will Shakespeare.

(JOAN Henslowe has entered from the back.)

Father, has that same Will Shakespeare come? (The two men exchange a
glance.) Margaret bade me ask you. Will promised her a new ditty.

Well, what did I say, Master Henslowe? God by ye, Mistress Joan!
(Exiting.) Still through the hawthorn blows the cold wind. Tom’s a-cold.

So Will Shakespeare is bringing a song. I’ll ne’er have my daughter trifle
with that ardent Arden. Back to the kitchen.
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JOAN:

HENSLOWE:

JOAN:

HENSLOWE:

JOAN:

HENSLOWE:

ALLEYNE:

WILL:

ALLEYNE:

WILL:

ALLEYNE:

WILL:

ALLEYNE:

WILL:

ALLEYNE:

WILL:

ALLEYNE:

WILL:

But, father ...

Out you go!

But ... but if the dark lady should return and no one be here ...
The dark lady can bide till I come.

Margaret thinks that she must be some fine lady from the Court, for there
be many that can think on nothing but plays and players ...

And not'they only. No more of your ditties, your moonshine, your Will-o’-
the-wisp. Out you go!

(He pushes her through the door, right. Exeunt. For a
moment the stage is empty, then Edward ALLEYNE enters.
WILL Shakespeare-enters, unseen-by ALLEYNE who coughs
to obtain attention. WILL coughs, imitating ALLEYNE.)

(Starts, turns and.confronts-him;)-How now, Will?- What seekyou here?

Oh, cowslips and gillie flowers. What else?

Marry, then get you gone. I seek a more precious commodity.

Ah! Lady-smocks.

No ribaldry with me! Do you understand? Must I speak in capitals?

A nod’s a poor hint to a blind horse, Ned.

A blind ass!

Nay, Neddy, the ass was ne’er called ‘Will.

Out upon you! I seek Master Henslowe.

And I, Mistress Henslowe.

Faith, is it so? You were better employed if you conned your part for
today’s performance. ’Steeth, did you even read it ere rehearsal?

I never did.
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Why does Master Henslowe suffer your presence? Do you think that I won
my reputation without hard study?

I never think of'it, at all.

And when will you deign to learn your part?

Oh, while you’re mouthing the prologue. I can do it readily when I wish.
Is there anything you cannot do readily when you wish?

Marry, I'cannot conceive.

You preposterous jack! You quill-juggler! Oh, we know how you twist a
phrase — that Tyger’s heart wrapt in a player’s hyde has made you so
prideful you think yourself capable of anything.

(Chuckling.) Oh, you’ve seen departed Master Greene’s calumny!

Lhave. The only Shake-scene in-a country, are you? Unparalleled!

No, Alexander was of a like opinion of himself, and Caesar; and, until the
barber bobbed his beard, Samson.

Then be warned, young Samson, and run from Delilah.
Delilah? What, Joan? But, Ned, she’s a comely lass.
Look here, you upstart crow, I purpose marriage with the wench.

Marriage! Ah, that’s a big word. Yet a maid will more delight in a juggling
tongue than a strutting stride.

What! Would you toy with the lass for your pleasurance?

Would you marry the lass for your assurance — with her father? You
boasted as much yourself.

1? Never!

Last night at the Mermaid! ‘Lads,” quoth Ned Alleyne, ‘I’ll capture the
playhouse, if I have to marry the wench withal.’

You insolent tenth-rate patcher, you ink-stained wordsmith ... !
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JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

ALLEYNE:

JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

WILL:

ALLEYNE:

JOAN:

ALLEYNE:

WILL:

JOAN:

ALLEYNE:

WILL:

ALLEYNE:

(ALLEYNE flies at WILL when JOAN enters, right.)
Master! Masters! What is amiss between you?

(Bowing.) Little enough, Mistress Henslowe. A petty war contrived by
Cupid but, when Venus appears, a truce is drawn.

Good morrow, Master Alleyne. What make you here?
Mistress Joan, my matter cannot be spoken in front of a — third person.
Fie, Master Alleyne, privy matters with me?

This was my hour of appointment, was it not, Mistress? The new song for
Margaret. (Producing a manuscript.)

(Taking it.) 1’1l take it-in to her — (She looks-at him flirtatiously.)— but
when, Master Shakespeare, will you make a song for me?

When shall 1 cease to make them? I swear the first is already made.
Show it me, Will! Where is it?

In my mind. I’ve but lacked leisure to pen it.

Then let it remain in its sty! Mistress Joan ...

Master Alleyne?

Must [ unburden my heart before this gaping clown? Show him the door.
Aye, show me the door — of your affections.

If neither will budge, I must even hear both. I cannot think, Master Alleyne,
what errand could bring you to me. My father is in the new playhouse.

(Clearing his throat and bracing himself.) But first I would speak with you.
A little more fire, Ned, a little more fire! Dig down!

Many parts have I played. I have commanded the multitudes of Scythia, led
the Grand Turk captive, browbeaten the Devil himself but now for the first

time you see me beggared of words, overcome by a beauty to which the
light of the sun is a feeble candle at noon.
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Come, your famous crescendo, Ned! (Crescendo-ing himself.) There’s no
maid’s heart can withstand it!

Some tokens have I brought you, Mistress Joan, but I pray you not to
measure my devotion by my offerings ...

Your left arm higher — higher!
Devotion to me, Master Alleyne? The world swims!
(Pulls out a manuscript and pretends to prompt.) Nevertheless .,.

Nevertheless, T entreat you to accept these jewels not for the sake of their
value, though that indeed is not small, but rather ... (He stalls.)

(As before.) But rather that you may give them a value beyond price. (7o
JOAN:) How the fellow. forgets his part!

Enough!

Prithee, proceed — dear Master Alleyne. The jewels are worthy of a prince.
Would that they were worthy of a goddess! A cruel goddess ...

I, cruel?

To permit your slave to be tormented by a ridiculous grasshopper! I seek
the words that might acquaint you with my condition. Have you not ta’en
away my heart, and how then should I have heart to speak?

(Applauding.) Better! Much better!

There is little that I can say, but ... (He runs out of words.)

But you know me, Mistress Joan: Ned Alleyne, the prince of actors, who
can pour out a passion to a clothespeg! I have little wit of my own, but

there’s not another in England who can display his leg to greater vantage.

He makes a fool of me and you, yet you stand smirking like a milkmaid. I
will put my matter before a higher authority. I go to confer with your father.

(Exit ALLEYNE, right.)

Poor Ned! If he could but laugh at himself!
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JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

WILL:

JOAN:

WILL:

Lord, Will! How you mocked him! He called you a grasshopper but
‘gadfly’ had been apter, so villainously you tormented the good man.

All’s fair in love, they say. Or John Lyly said — but I said it better just now.
What do you know of love?

So much as your eyes have taught me. Ah, Joan, what it is to have Midas
eyes — that turn all they behold into love! Whose eyes are those?

Ah, Will, what it is to have a Midas tongue that turns every word into gold.
Whose tongue is that?

Ha! I account myself lucky if the words that I write for your father are
turned into silver. He will readily set me to gild an old play to the new
fashion but will not credit that, out of my own invention, I could devise him
a play-of far.more-worth!

Plays, plays, plays! I hear nothing else from morn to e’en. Farewell.
Whither away, my sweeting? Why, Joan, mouse, thou should’st not frown!
Speak to me of anything in the world — so it be not plays!

Nay, Joan, come. You must not look so sour.

It is my fashion when I hear of plays! Speak or speak not, it is the same.

If I speak, Joan, then cannot I hear you speak, and that is to shut me out on
the cold side of heaven; for I had rather listen to the cadence of your voice
than sit upon Jove’s throne and take nectar from the hands of Ganymede.
(Melting.) Oh, Will, how prettily you talk! And, do you really love me?
(Glibly.) Some day, I will build you a towering song that shall soar up unto
the stars and there you shall stand, your beauty the envy of all ages. When
your father shall purchase my play — (Her interest declines) — 1 shall be like
a galleon unmoored, to gather the wind of admiration and sail at last into
the open sea of sunlight and universal fame. My play ...

You said you wrote me a sonnet.

A play — a sonnet — both roses that flower from the mind! If I give you the
rose of my fancy, then must you give me the rose of your mouth.
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If the sonnet be fair, the payment shall be in full.
(In reciting the following, he refers here and there to his play manuscript.)

Touch but my lips with those fair lips of thine, —
Though mine be not so fair, yet are they red —
The kiss shall be thine own as well as mine.
What seest thou in the ground? hold up thy head:
Look in mine eye-balls, there thy beauty lies;
Then why not lips on lips, since eyes in eyes?
Art thou ashamed to kiss? then wink again,

And [ will wink; so shall the day seem night;
Love keeps his revels where they are but twain;
Be bold to play, our sport is not in sight:

These blue-vein'd violets whereon we lean
Never can blab, nor know not what we mean.

(Melted.) Oh, Will! 1 shall kiss thee! (She puts her arms around his neck
and kisses him fiercely.) And when, when, when shall we marry?

Ah, that must be'thought on at leisure. For the present, let’s love!

(They embrace and kiss as HENSLOWE enters, right.)
Ods my life, what’s here? Joan, into the house at once — at once, I say!
But, father, the fine gentleman is going to wed me ...

He is, is he? You can’t have two husbands, baggage! Into the house and
leave this fine gentleman to me.

Aye, Joan, be dutiful. Carry the song to Margaret. We’ll soon have all trim.
I won’t marry Ned Alleyne — never, never, never! (Exit, right.)

Well, sir? Well, sir? Do you fancy my daughter will be bandied about like
a tennis ball between the rag-tag-and-bob-tail of my company? I’ll make it

a matter for the Justices of the Peace.

To my certain knowledge, they care more for the stealing of venison than
for the stealing of a kiss.

Aye, I’ve nosed the stench of your family all the road from Warwickshire.
You’re an Arden.
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HENSLOWE:

WILL:

On my mother’s side.

And a damned Catholic traitor on her side as well.

That was my second cousin — by marriage — twice removed.

And your second cousin, once removed, hanged, drawn and quartered for it.
I’ll not have my head on a pike on London Bridge for consorting with
traitors and Catholics and — (he whispers) those who’d threat the Queen!
God saye the Queen.

God save us all.

You are a man, Master Henslowe, as all men allow, who can shrewdly prize
merit before it is full-grown. Today, Ned Alleyne stands higher in
reputation-than L-but the future is mine, Master Henslowe, and; for the
plucking of'it, I lack nothing but a three-foot ladder. Aid me, cherish me,
now, and, [ warrant you, I’ll bring you the golden apples of the Hesperides.

There’s no scribbler but swears he’s another Kit Marlowe.

I am scribbler enough to scribble anew the old, unregarded plays you
unshelve — and gild your purse afresh with them! My Henrys, all three!

Old matter, fresh painted — and look at the trouble! You’ve offended the
Oldcastles, the Cecils! Falstaff, indeed. You bring the stench of the Ardens
down the Avon to Cheapside itself. And you still owe me another Henry.
What, Henry the Sixth, Part Four? Ridiculous.

Call it Richard The Third, then. History, that’s what the punters want.

You shall have it! You shall have everything. Do first let me pen you a play
that shall be wholly mine. You will see I do not boast —

Nay, sir, you have not the skill for it.
(Producing his manuscript.) But here in my hand ...
What, will you dangle your precious Love’s Labour’s Won before my eyes?

Lost!
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Won? Lost? What difference? I have no coin to pour down a sieve!

But you have never read it!

Not a word — and that as much as I wish! A tale from the Bible or history:
there’s money in these; but no man will pay to see a play about young love
penned by Will Shakespeare — from Stratford, of all places!

Master Henslowe, I will make you a proposition after your own heart.

(Enter, left back, JOAN, timidly.)

Set your hand, here and now, to a deed whereby you, Master Philip
Henslowe, engage to present this play as it shall leave my hand ...

And on your side, prithee?

And on.my side, I will content myself with the maid’s beauty and will ask
not a groat by way of dowry.

Do you think me a simpleton? My daughter’s coney for an untried play? It’s
worth more than that! Once for all, I’ll have none of your Labour of Love!

Love’s Labour’s ... !

It matters not! I’ll none it!

Then, Master Henslowe, I’ll none of the slut, your daughter!

Will!

Ha, child, now you see to what manner of man you have lent your lips!
Mistress Joan, I entreat your pardon.

I will never grant it! Slut, forsooth, I! What, am I to be taken in lieu of
crowns? Is my chaste treasure merely the portal to my father’s favour?
Where now is your tumbling torrent of words? Serpent!

Aye, she keeps her sting in the tail of her tongue! Sting him, girl!

Have you no sonnets for a maid but when she is deceived?

Joan, here I stand with a play the like of which the world has never seen,
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and your father will not so much as peruse it. I’ve tried persuasion, I’ve
tried stratagem — and even that has failed me. I might have known, the play
being aptly entitled — (Shouted at HENSLOWE.) — Love’s Labour’s LOST!
HENSLOWE: Infamous! Monstrous! Ned! Ned Alleyne!
(ALLEYNE enters, right.)
JOAN: And you’ve cut your own fingers, Master Sharp-wit. Did you think that I
was 1n earnest? What, wed a Warwickshire clod? Fie, fie! Faith, when I

wed, I’ll wed brayely. Ned Alleyne’s a proper man,

(ALLEYNE holds her and she rests her head on his chest.)

WILL: (Sincerely.) In good sooth, he is, and I wish you both joy, heartily.

JOAN: Is it Margaret you’d marry? Is that why you-made me your she-Mercury?

WILL: I shall marry Meg when the Turk has conquered England and every man
may: gather wives by the-handful,-but not before!

HENSLOWE: What? What?

WILL: For the exquisite reason that I am already married. These six years.

HENSLOWE: (Amazed.) From before that you settled in London?

WILL: Driven from Stratford, not by Catholic treasons, Master Henslowe, but by a

surfeit of marital ... bliss.

JOAN: You monster!

ALLEYNE: Can you never be serious?

WILL: When I hear music. And when I am writing. To that I give my heart.
JOAN: You’ve no heart to give.

WILL: Who knows? Methinks,’tis not for mortal woman to have.

JOAN: I pray heaven that you shall lose your heart to mortal woman — without

mercy, without scruple, without kindness! So ravishing you shall count the
sun black if she be not by you, yet cold as a statue. I pray that she may draw
you through all the torments of hell till you remember with misery the days
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when you looked upon the hearts of good maids as ninepins!
(In awe.) Faith, you curse roundly!
And now, sir, the door stands open. Practise your japes, your merriment —
your Warwickshires elsewhere! (4s WILL is about to go.) But, look you,
your pages for Sir Thomas More — what scratches have you given me? I can

read but a word in ten. Better penmanship or my money back. You hear?

(From within, comes the sound of music upon the virginal.
WILL pauses and then involuntarily returns.)

*Tis the new song. T must hear it.

(He brushes past the astonished HENSLOWE and crosses to
the door, right, where he stands listening.)

Are you still here?

Shh!

A WOMAN’S VOICE: (Within, singing.) When daisies pied and violets blue,

WILL:

And ladysmocks all silver-white,
And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue

(Enter the DARK LADY. HENSLOWE comes to her and
catches the mantle which she discards. She listens to the
music. WILL sees her and is at once entranced..)

Do paint the meadows with delight,
The cuckoo then on every tree

Mocks married men; for thus sings he,
Cuckoo; Cuckoo, cuckoo:

O word of fear,

Unpleasing to the married ear!

(Grips ALLEYNE'S arm.) Alleyne, who is that world’s wonder?
(Lights down. Virginal music while the scene changes.)

END OF SCENE
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ACT ONE
EPISODE 11

TIME : An August day in 1596.

SCENE : Interior of SHAKESPEARE’s lodging in St. Helen’s, Bishopsgate. Back left, a latticed
window. In front of this, an oak table littered with papers. Back right, a door. A bench, right.

(WILL is discovered at his table, writing. After a few
moments, he leans back in his chair and reads aloud.)

WILL: For nought so vile that'on the earth-doth/live,
But to the earth some special good doth give;
Nor aught so good, but, strain’d from that fair use,
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse ...

(He writes.-A briefinterval-Enter Will KEMP.)
KEMP: What, Will! Gathering cobwebs on a summer’s day? Up, lad, up! Sundays

were never meant for toil. Footit; lad!: To the fields! ... ’Swounds, ’a’s
posted to ’lympus on a goose-quill, and 1’d as meet holloa to the dead.

WILL: (Not looking up.) Prithee forbear, Kemp. Today, I rhyme.

KEMP: Oh! Then rhyme away but, look you, I am no more than the first drop of the
summer shower. There be others below who are leagued for your undoing.

WILL: Is it so? Then bid them know I am proof against Will Kemp and the green
fields of London and not to be cozened afield by any man.

KEMP: Nor any maid, neither?

WILL: Not by the Queen herself.

KEMP: Plain words were ne’er wasted on plain Will Kemp. Lord! what a tyrant,

this passion for pen and paper! (Exit, calling.) ’ A will not shift him!

WILL: (Completes the passage.) Now, these. How do these trip it?
Within the infant rind of this small flower
Poison hath residence, and medicine power:
For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each part,
Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart.
(Thinks.) What more?
Full soon the canker death eats up that plant ...
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(Enter THE DARK LADY. She pause and knocks.)

(Without looking.) Be gone!
Where the Queen herself might not enter, shall a maid-of-honour dare?
(Jumping up.) Bess!
(She steps in.) 1 beseech you, give me sanctuary from the babble below.
You tarry so long with those in the tavern down there?
I like not to be disdained.
When the moth disdains the candle!
Ah, Will; it-is quiet here. (4 little imperiously.) Take my cloak. (Sitting in
the chair which he had vacated.) They chatter of nothing but Essex’s attack
on Cadiz. [ weary of deeds and sallies and the setting of ships on fire.
[ know.
(Freezingly.) Indeed?

Do I not know you? Or so much of you as a man may know of this new
America. Why hear of brave actions? You would fain be a-doing them.

(With intensity.) Oh, would that [ were a man!

Then would the world have lost her chief glory.

A truce to compliments, Master Shakespeare. There have been days — and
there have been nights — when you had no need for these tongue-toys. What
pleasure can a woman derive from hearing a man mumble ‘I love you’? Is it
not her right to be loved? I account it mine.

(Arms around her.) There is another way — the sweetest of all.

(Petulantly, pushing him away.) Nay, Will, torment me not. I tire of kisses.
(Teasingly.) Your Proteus is below.

(Eagerly.) He is below?

Am I so notably ill-favoured that I may wander about the city without a
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sword-arm? (With feigned seriousness.) Oh, that I had bright hair! You
would not despise me. Then, perhaps, you would love me indeed.

Bess, bait me no longer. Would you have me tell you again that I find more
splendour in the night than in the day?

You are false, Will, false. I have heard you say that the goodwife of
Stratford, your dearly-beloved, is flaxen.

An’ she be, it is nothing to me.

Nothing'that my lover is bound to a‘'wife? Tell me about the goodie. Is she
taller than 1? Is she wittier than [? Has she skill in the charming of men?

Her colour is fair; for the rest, then, I was a boy. Now, [ am a man.
Whatequivocation.is here! Youloved her, Will; Before you had her, you
loved her —but'a passion that’s dead has the sickly smell of dead lilies and
we say to ourselves ‘That? That was not love!’

Shall T tell you what pushed me to holy wedlock?

(Lightly.) Why, a surfeit of village life, of push-ha’p’ny at the ale-house, of
listening to Goodman Parson’s homilies, of dancing morrises on the green.

I danced no morrises on the green.

Nay then, in all serious divination. (Genuinely.) You got her with child.
You are too wise to think I did lose my heart but to the merry clouds of
spring above her and the green rye below her. She was twenty-six; I,
eighteen! Dead lilies — fling them away!

I wish I were the Queen to command you to attend me, always.

Is there need to command?

(Intentionally cruel.) Now that you and Burbage have lost the Blackfriars —
I thank your mother’s spite for that loss — and withal an hundred pounds!

Methinks, a wound beyond bearing.

“Tis not so deep as the ocean, but ‘tis enough. (He thinks a moment and
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then goes to his papers and makes a scribbled note.)

Now you’ve lost the Blackfriars, you’ll home to the flaxen goodie.

We hoped the Blackfriars to be such a theatre as the globe has never seen
and your good mother hath ta’en that away. She would take away my head,
as well, if she could persuade the Queen, so much doth she hate a Catholic.
But this globe London holds too much to pack away to Stratford.

And the lease on the Theatre vanishes in December. No playing place, Will.
What hopes have you then? Build yourself a new globe — across the river,
perhaps, where Lady Russell, my mother, cannot follow, for all her Puritan

prayers. You were ever ambitious — I’ll give you that. Tell me your hopes.

Not hopes. Purposes. Imprimis, to throw forth into the world the sweetest
and mirthfullest comedies that ever bubbled from the wit of man.

No tragedies?

As long you-smile upon-me; 1 shall write.no mere tragedies:
(Touching his papers.) And this? A comedy?

Who can tell? But I fear me ’tis a tragedy.

(Reading a page.) The tale of Romeo! I must not put your Muse out of vein.
But to these purposes! Acquaint me with the next.

(Briskly, lightly.) Item, a fortune out of these trifles and, there withal, the
knighthood which only the blindness of the Three Fates denied me at birth.

(Seriously.) The Queen knows of your Papish faith, Will — but, to be sure,
she affects thee in spite of it. It may be. Next?

Item, your husband shall die of the plague.

My husband? Got and gone in a breath! God rest his soul!
Item, at the same instant, my wife shall die of ... an apoplexy.
And to what end is all this butchery?

That I may love a bright particular star and that I may wed.
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(Seriously.) Nay, Will, you must win the knighthood first.

Item, my son Hamnet ...

The hero enters at last! The prologue’s o’er! Let the play proceed!
I say, the boy Hamnet ...

Whom you dote upon so extremely that for ten years you have never
journeyed to see him!

Whom Tlove so dearly, Bess, that he has seldom been from my thoughts.
On, then! Hamnet shall be — what? The greatest of all players!

A player? Do you count me so poor in pride? I abhor the calling of a player;
I curse the trick of fortune that steered me to-the stage. If I would win
renown, make a breach in the world and carry its treasure by storm, it is that
I would set Hamnet among those who command, not serve.

I marvel, then, that you never take horse for Stratford.

I will never go back to Stratford, never!

Item, O wicked and yet adorable Bess, I will never set foot on my
village-green unless you torment me from London.

Let a few years pass, and I’ll send for Hamnet ...

They have passed, and Hamnet is here and Will Shakespeare spares not a
thought for Bess, not a thought! And Bess? What becomes of Bess? (With
sudden fury.) Cease for a little to prate of this tedious Hamnet! (Very
sweetly). Have I hurt you, Will? Maybe he is all that you think. I hope it,
truly —

Enough of my hopes! If you had your choice ...?

(Sadly.) Oh, I know well what I would be.

The Queen of the Amazons? The Pope’s daughter! — to sit on his throne,
like Lucretia, and receive on your white foot the all too fervent kisses of
cardinals? Or, better! The moon herself that poets might adore you!

Look not so high for the answer. (Simply and sincerely.) I’d be a player!
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To strut and rant a little hour upon the stage?

I am the Queen’s lady, at her beck and call, but are there not seven colours
in the rainbow? And in my little body, I have a thousand souls — tyrant,
slave, enchantress, harlot, and bashful Puritan, too. Were I a player I could
make men laugh and weep! Then I’d show the world what it means to love!
A woman-player! Nay, that were one of our rarer monsters.

(Annoyed.) 1 could put down any man with my playing.

(Laughing.)But a woman-player! Marry, she’d be out of her part on a
hundred provocations. Why, the courtiers seated on the stage would
vouchsafe her no peace and drive her, weeping, from the boards!

(With repressed anger.) You doubt my skill? A certain lord whom in these
parts we call Proteus has declared that could I present such a woman as
only you could write, Will, I'should make all London dizzy. (Ironically.)
But maybe Proteus loves me; and much must be discounted for love.

And you discount my love?

Will, you are but dreaming of love.

(Taking her in his arms.) Is it possible to love more?

(With passion.) If you loved me as I you, the flame would devour us both.

Bess, there are times when I wish that [ were in the harbour of old age,
never again to be swept and buffeted by the cross-winds of passion.

And yet, man, you have scarce begun to love. Scarce begun to live.

If there be more to learn, instruct me.

I? You must learn in a humbler school, for I have tired of so dull a pupil.
(She pushes him away. Enter W. H.)

Bess, Bess! Would you give me the slip? Now look you, Will, if you
enchant her away, I shall never forgive you in this world — or the next.

Why, Proteus, sweet friend, you upbraid Ulysses for enchanting Calypso.



Willm Shaksper Page 20

DARK LADY:

WILL:

W. H.:

DARK LADY:

WILL:

DARK LADY:

WILL:

W. H.:

DARK LADY:

WILL:

Yes, Will but Ulysses broke 4er spell.

He desired to break it.

A bull’s-eye, Will! No one who steps into the circle of my lady’s charm

would ever wish to get out. Marry, I had rather await the onslaught of the

whole Spanish fleet with a single pinnace than endure for five minutes the

anger of those eyes. Oh, news, Will, great news! It came to the court this

morning. The Spaniard St. Andrew is captured, their fleet burned ...

Ods life, still chattering of Cadiz? I shall tack and beat my way windward.
(She moves to the door.)

I entreat you, hull here a little longer!

And hear yet more.of Cadiz? Nay, Proteus, we depart.,Will has his
wondrous comedy of Romeo.to pen. Moreover, a word for your ear.

A-secret? Then Tam with you. And yet Iiwill be sorry that I'should lack
what the world itself most lacks .

What mean you, my lord?
Why, a little more of good Will! (He laughs at his own joke.)
Merrily said. But come now!

(Exit.)

‘I am gone, sir, and anon, sir,
I’ll be with you again.’

(Exit. WILL closes the door and sighs.)
I wonder ...

(He crosses the room slowly, sits down at the table, takes up
his quill, and studies the manuscript before him.)

And where the worser is predominant,

Full soon the canker death eats up that plant ...

(Thinks.) Here, Romeo shall enter. I must have light. (He sets two candles
on the table.) And now where’s the tinder? Not here? Fiat lux!
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(He searches vainly for the tinder-box. Enter W. H.)
Woe’s me, my friend!
Why, Proteus, what’s amiss?
Indeed, as I love you, I hope I’'m in error. We had barely gained the parlour
when a poor dazed country-woman comes knocking. ‘O gentlemen,’ says
she, ‘I am seeking Master Shakespeare, the son of the alderman at
Stratford, and folk tell that he lodges hereabout.” She has footed from
Warwickshire; and the look of her was a warrant that she told truth.
(Sighs.) *Tis Anne, my wife.

As I feared. Shall I give her direction to some honest tavern?

She has footed from Stratford, yousay? No-doubt with-news. She is alone,
you say? I wonder, did she bring the boy?

(Exit WH WILL goes to-the cupboard left-of the table and
takes out a bottle of ale and a mug and sets them on the
bench, then returns to the table, and stands facing the door.)
(Enter the DARK LADY disguised by a fair wig, and a
hooded cloak of humble material. She is about to run to him,
but he checks her with his hand.)

(With a curtsey and a Warwickshire accent.) God save thee, husband.

God save you, Anne. Be seated. You must be spent.

La, Will. I had scarce known thee, boy. What fine clouts! What
gentlemanly bearing!

And you, methinks, have changed out of all reckoning.

"Tis years of suffering that have changed me, Will, at thy hands.
Marry, you thrive on it. Ten years ago, you were not so well-favoured.
Is it so? Nay, then, thou’lt return wi’ me to Stratford?

Never!
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Husband, thou’rt bold to flout the will of the Lord. “The mighty shall be
humbled, and the proud in their strength shall be brought low.” Come wi’
me back to thine home, and I’ll forgive all wrongs.

What news of Hamnet?

La, Will, how the boy waxes! A quaint, merry sprite, i’ good faith!

Does he well at the Grammar School?

Aye, so schoolmaster saith but how should a self-respecting woman judge
of scholarship? Master Parson is well pleased with him and, no'later than
last Tuesday, “Mistress Shakespeare,’ saith he, ‘that such a mirror of piety
should have blossomed from such a cloud of iniquity,” meaning you, Will.
And the boy loves the green country about him?

Wouldst have him gad in the fields and idle away his hours in untighteous
frivollery? If he works not wi’ me in our house, he is ever wi’ Master
Parson: Ah; if the Lord see-good, the boy may grow to,a notable preacher.

A preacher, and maybe a whining Puritan! Faugh!

Will, Will, Heaven save thee, for thy soul is indeed damned and, without
repentance, thou’rt no better than chopped wood for the fires everlasting.

Is it that you babble to the boy? Nay, I’ve a mind to go to Stratford ...
Will!

If it be but to show him the Bible of the earth and to teach him to quire with
the birds! Yet I cannot come. I am fast in London.

What should hold thee? Hast friends? May they not visit? Hast forgot my
skill wi’ tucks and batches and pikelets?

A lord and a lady of the realm would soon grow weary of Godcakes.
A lady?
A maid-of-honour to the Queen.

Will, hast fallen into sin? Art cozened from grace by this lord, this
anti-Christ, and his Scarlet Woman? Did I not warn thee that Babylon



WILL:

DARK LADY:

WILL:

W. H.:

DARK LADY:

WILL:

DARK LADY:

WILL:

DARK LADY:

WILL:

KEMP:

W. H.:

WILL:

DARK LADY:

Willm Shaksper Page 23

should be thy undoing? *Twere better for Hamnet that he should never be
smirched by the lewdness of a profligate, a fornicator, a bawdy player. Nay,
thou shalt nev