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Scene One 
 
 
1643. We are in a theatre, waiting for a play to begin. A trumpet flourish. 
 
TWO SOLDIERS enter and strike their staffs against the stage to quiet the audience.  
 
SOLDIER 1:  Bow your heads and tremble before the Chief Commander of the Parliamentarian 

Army. 
 
SOLDIER 2: The most deadly man in England. 
 
SOLDIER 1: Robert Devereux, third Earl of Essex! 
 
The EARL of ESSEX enters 
 
ESSEX: (to the audience) Right, listen up, trash. We might be in the middle of a Civil War, 

but here in London the battle is over. King Charles and his disgusting French 
Queen have both fled. And we… 

 
ALL: The Parliamentarian Puritans! 
 
ESSEX: We control the city now. So things are going to change around here. We'll be 

winding up any boozing, any morris-dancing, any bedtime stories!  
 
ESSEX looks at the theatre surroundings.  
 
ESSEX: Oh – I suppose you all thought you were coming to see a play, didn't you?  
 
AUDIENCE: “Yes”  
 
ESSEX: Thought you were really cultured.  “Ooh, look at me, I go to the theatre, I 

understand all the clever references, all the weird words and metaphors, check out 
my portrait with the actors” Didn’t you? Admit it!  

 
AUDIENCE: “Yes” 
 
ESSEX: Well, forget about it! There’s not going to be any play. Plays are disgusting.  

So we’re shutting this theatre down! And if you think I’m joking, listen to this     
proclamation. 

 
SOLDIER 1: By order of the Puritan high council led by Oliver Cromwell, this theatre is to be 

shut at 9pm on this day, Friday 25th February… 
 
ESSEX: …1643 - in case any of you dipsticks have forgotten what year it is.  
 
SOLDIER 2: Which gives you one and a half hours plus interval to leave this place.  
 
ESSEX: So be warned, scum, be gone in an hour and a half plus interval or I’ll be coming 

down there with this sword! And in the meantime, here’s some information about 
our traitorous King and his disgusting French wife.  

 
The SOLDIERS start handing out pamphlets to the audience 
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For the 30% of you who can read. If you can’t, listen up… (reading one of the 
pamphlets)  
 
King Charles’ dog is a witch. And not a cute, kiddie-friendly one. A wicked witch 
who barks messages to the Devil. Goes by the name of Lulu. Fact.   
 
King Charles is stealing your taxes and spending it all on the aforementioned 
Lulu. Fact.  

 
King Charles signed a peace treaty with us parliamentarians in Oxford, but he’s 
plotting to break it. Fact. How does that guy sleep at night? Can anyone here 
imagine ever supporting a leader who’d sign a treaty he had no intention of 
keeping? No way! None of you would, would you?  
 
And as for his Catholic wife, Queen Henrietta Maria (who totally controls 
everything he says or does)… she’s just been to Europe to recruit an army of 
Catholic priests to sail over and destroy the Church of England! Fact! (not 
reading) Do you really want those Europeans coming over ‘ere, telling us how to 
worship? Well do you? 

 
Any other propaganda – I mean independently verified information - we need to 
push? (thinks about it) Oh yeah, the Queen’s never taken a bath in her life. Can 
you believe that? 

 
AUDIENCE: No. 
 
ESSEX: What? What did you say? Are you accusing me of lying? Accusing me of lying is 

a sin. Right – get down and pray! On your knees! I said pray! For forgiveness! All 
of you. While you’re down there, if you want to whip yourself I’m cool with that, 
but don’t you dare enjoy it! (pointing to audience member) Think that’s about it…  

 
One of the SOLDIERS clears his throat and mouths 'Christmas' to ESSEX.  
 
 Oh yes, we’re cancelling Christmas, so you can forget about any presents this 

year. Only kidding… not! You’ll spend it on your own, eating stale bread and 
drinking water, just like me. And don’t you dare enjoy that either! So be gone in 
an hour and a half plus interval. Or we’ll be banning adjectives next. Don’t make 
me do that. (He starts to exit through audience). Out of my way, you flippin’ 
animals… Got a hundred heads to chop off before evensong. God bless us, every 
one. Who do I have to eviscerate to get a cup of coffee round here?  

 
ESSEX and his soldiers exit through the audience. 
 
SOLDIER: Hallelujah!  
 
SOLDIER: Hallelujah!  
 
ALL: (singing) All things bright and beautiful, all creatures great and...  
 
(We start to hear seagull squawks here)  
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Scene Two 
 
We are now by the coast of Dover, England. WILLIAM DAVENANT enters with his manservant, 
JOHN, who pushes a cart piled high with boxes. Also attached to the cart is a lute/guitar. Two 
wooden seagulls appear from the gallery and start to squawk.  
 
JOHN: (looking at a road sign) So this sign’s telling me to go down here. But I think it 

would be quicker this way… 
 
DAVENANT: Make a decision, John! Make a decision! 
 
JOHN: Um… 
 
DAVENANT: Not a noise! A decision! 
 
JOHN: Um...  
 
DAVENANT: John! Something stinks around here… 
 
JOHN: It’ll be the fish. We’re on the coast, aren’t we? 
 
DAVENANT: No, John – it’s your attitude! Where’s the road out of here? 
 
JOHN: Er… 
 
DAVENANT: We need to leave Dover quickly, John. This place could be crawling with the Earl 

of Essex' Puritan spies.  
 
JOHN: Why don’t you relax for a bit and introduce yourself? 
 
DAVENANT: John, have you forgotten my name again?  
 
JOHN: (pointing to audience) Not to me, to them, idiot. 
 
DAVENANT: (turns to the audience) Oh my God! There’s hundreds of people in front us. 
 
JOHN: It’s fine. I think they’re friendly. 
 
DAVENANT: Oh, you’re so naïve, John! This is Civil War-ravaged England! Any one of these 

chumps could be a spy!  
 
JOHN: Just give them some basic information....  
 
DAVENANT: We haven't time.  
 
JOHN: (to audience) His name is William – 
 
DAVENANT: - why are you disobeying me? Don’t I pay you enough? 
 
JOHN: You’ve never paid me. 
 
DAVENANT: I don’t pay you?  
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JOHN: I’m still on work experience, remember? 
 
DAVENANT: Oh yeah. How long is it now - four years? 
 
JOHN gestures that it’s more 
 
 Five? 
 
JOHN gestures that it’s more 
 
 Six? Se - ? 
 
JOHN gestures that it’s more 
 
 Eight? 
 
JOHN: Bingo. 
 
DAVENANT: What exposure!  
 
JOHN: What poverty! 
 
DAVENANT: John, who needs money when you’re having so much fun? 
 
JOHN: Just introduce yourself. (looking at the audience) You might even have some fans 

out there. 
 
DAVENANT: You think so? Well, (with false modesty) if I have to.  (grandly) You’ve probably 

already heard of me but, er, just in case… I am England's most famous 
playwright. That’s right, folks, it’s me! William… (audience hopefully shout out 
“Shakespeare”!) D’Avenant. William D’Avenant. You’ve heard of me, right? 
Globe Theatre hit machine… 

 
JOHN: Former Globe Theatre hit machine. 
 
DAVENANT: Former Globe Theatre hit machine. 
 
JOHN: I mean, it’s closed now, isn’t it? 
 
DAVENANT: Thank you, John. Anyway, I, William D’Avenant, former Globe Theatre hit-

machine, son of William Shakespeare 
 
JOHN: Rumoured son of William Shakespeare.  
 
DAVENANT: Strongly rumoured son of William Shakespeare.  
 
JOHN: But largely unsubstantiated.  
 
DAVENANT: Totally substantiated by distinguished scholars and poets… 
 
JOHN: … that you got drunk and fed lies to… 
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DAVENANT: Oh, I’ve got plenty of evidence, mate! 
 
JOHN: Like what? 
 
DAVENANT: Why am I called William? 
 
JOHN: It’s the most popular baby’s name of the 17th Century! 
 
DAVENANT: Why don’t my brothers have any writing ability and I have it in abundance? 
 
JOHN: Part of that sentence is true. 
 
DAVENANT: And why did the great man present me with a signed copy of Hamlet, with the 

inscription, “Inspired by my son”? 
 
JOHN: Because the play was inspired by his actual son, Hamnet. Not you. 
 
DAVENANT: Whatever. Anyway… I, William D’Avenant – 
 
JOHN: - why do you pronounce it like that? 
 
DAVENANT: Pronounce what?  
 
JOHN: Your surname. D’Avenant. It’s Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: D’Avenant. 
 
JOHN: But it’s spelt D-A-V-E-N-A-N-T. Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: What a lovely, simple man you are, John. Spelt D-I-C-K. You pronounce it 

D’Avenant for two reasons. 1) because there is an apostrophe between the D and 
the A – 

 
JOHN: - (to the audience) which he put there, like, two weeks ago - 
 
DAVENANT: And 2) because I’m the master and you’re the servant. Understood? 
 
JOHN: Sure. (to the audience) But it is Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: So then… I, William D’Avenant… 
 
JOHN: Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: D’Avenant. 
 
JOHN: Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: D’Avenant! D’Avenant! D’Avenant! 
 
JOHN: D’Avenant! 
 
DAVENANT: Davenant. 
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JOHN: That’s it. 
 
DAVENANT: (annoyed with himself) Damn it! Where was I? Strongly rumoured son of William 

Shakespeare, not to mention master-spy (JOHN coughs), decorated soldier (JOHN 
coughs), society darling (JOHN coughs), poet laureate –  

 
JOHN: - by default. 
 
DAVENANT: - find myself bankrupt in Dover –  
 
JOHN: - that’s true - 
 
DAVENANT: - with my foul manservant, John. 
 
JOHN: Also true. Good morning/afternoon. 
 
DAVENANT: On a secret mission. 
 
JOHN: To smuggle arms from France back to England to help the King. Huzzah! 
 
DAVENANT: That’s right, John! We’ve got to get these guns to Oxford as soon as possible. 

Come on! 
 
JOHN: Aren’t you forgetting something? 
 
DAVENANT looks at his flies 
 
JOHN: The pamphlets, you moron. 
 
DAVENANT: Ah, the pamphlets! Yes. (to audience)  
 
He hands out his pamphlets with JOHN 
 

Have a read of these. Just some facts, hard facts, about the Puritans and their 
unpleasant personal habits.  

 
Oh look, they’ve already got some… what’s this? (picks up one of ESSEX’ 
pamphlets) Oh this is disgusting! Lies, all of it! Most of it.  
 
Get rid of those, John. (JOHN collects ESSEX’ pamphlets) 

 
Anyway, here’s the real thing. (continues to hand out his pamphlets) Genuine 
news from the pre-truth era!  

 
There’s a whole side devoted to Cromwell’s right hand man, the Earl of Essex. 
Have any of you met that bearded bastard? Some lovely stuff his ex-wife told us 
about.  
 
But you know, you make up your own minds. If you want to take the side of a 
hamster eater, that’s your funeral. (to JOHN) Right, what’s the King paying me 
for this rubbish again? 
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JOHN: Us. 
 
DAVENANT: Us? 
 
JOHN: Us. 
 
DAVENANT: Ok, us. 
 
JOHN: He’s paying us one shilling per pamphlet delivered. 
 
DAVENANT: So I’ve just made… 
 
JOHN: We’ve just made… 
 
DAVENANT: We’ve, royal we’ve… 
 
JOHN: Not royal we’ve, “you and I” we’ve… 
 
DAVENANT: “You and I” we’ve… been through a lot together, John. Do we really need to 

haggle about money? 
 
JOHN: Yes, we do. 
 
DAVENANT: We’re wasting time – we’ve got to get these guns to Oxford as soon as possible. 
 
JOHN: So where are the horses?  
 
DAVENANT: Good point, John. Where are the horses?  
 
JOHN:  Presumably you had a plan in place. 
 
DAVENANT: I certainly did. The plan was foolproof. Impeccable.  
 
JOHN: Go on. 
 
DAVENANT:  I arranged for the horses to meet us here.  
 
JOHN: So why aren’t there any horses? 
 
DAVENANT: Cashflow. 
 
JOHN: Cashflow? 
 
DAVENANT: When I made the plan, I had the cash. Then it… flowed away. 
 
JOHN: So how are we going to get the arms to Oxford?  
 
DAVENANT: Have you ever worn a saddle John?  
 
JOHN: Nay. 
 
DAVENANT: (indicating that JOHN should pull the cart). Giddy up!  
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JOHN starts to pull the cart very slowly round the stage 
 

Faster, John, faster! 
 
JOHN: Think how pleased the Queen’s going to be when we get her these guns. 
  
DAVENANT: Ha, ha! Yes, and she’s going to give me a lot of money… 
 
JOHN: Us a lot of money… 
 
DAVENANT: Which, once I’ve deducted my expenses, will still be a lot of money for you, 

relatively speaking. 
 
JOHN: What, more than zero? 
 
DAVENANT: I’ll do my best for you, John. But I can’t promise it’ll be more than zero. Now 

let’s away. To Oxford! By foot. 
 
JOHN: Great idea! But… why don’t we have a drink before we go? 
 
DAVENANT: If I didn’t know you better, John, I’d say you didn’t want to leave Dover. 
 
JOHN: What? Of course I want to leave! But life is to be enjoyed. Plenty of French wine 

to get through. 
 
JOHN pulls back a sheet on the cart to reveal some bottles of wine 
 
DAVENANT:  Very well, John! Play us a song and I’ll drink the wine...  
 
DAVENANT starts to pour the wine. JOHN starts to play the lute.  
 

You know John, hiding the guns under these bottles of wine was a masterstroke of 
mine. Why did I ever worry we'd be caught? I’m a genius! You know what, John? 

 
JOHN: What? 
 
DAVENANT: (singing) This is what it feels like when you win. 
 
JOHN: (singing) Your career is in the bin. 
 
DAVENANT: I'm the superhero of this tale.  
 
JOHN: There’s still time for you to fail. 
 
DAVENANT: I proved ‘em wrong. 
 
JOHN: I'm not so sure.  
 
DAVENANT: They said I was a loser… 
 
JOHN: … and you are! 
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The EARL of ESSEX enters behind them, with his TWO SOLIDERS, wheeling a rack. JOHN backs 
away from DAVENANT and helps ESSEX. ESSEX gives JOHN an executioner’s hat to wear. 
During the rest of the song, JOHN gently guides DAVENANT onto the rack (DAVENANT doesn’t  
realise that JOHN has an executioner’s hat on during this business). 
 
DAVENANT: A braver secret agent you won’t find. 
 
JOHN: Calling you a joker would be kind. 
 
DAVENANT: The Queen is going to pay me very well. 
 
JOHN: She'll make your life a living hell.  
 
DAVENANT: A masterspy! 
 
JOHN: Who soon will die! 
 
DAVENANT: I thought that I’d be captured… 
 
JOHN: There’s still time! 
 
DAVENANT: Now I get the feeling that I've won. 
 
JOHN: I don’t get the feeling that you’ve won. 
 
DAVENANT: Now I get the feeling something's wrong. Something's very wrong.  
 
JOHN: You’re right to have the feeling something’s wrong. 
 
DAVENANT: Something’s very - 

 
JOHN starts to operate the rack.  
 
 - aaagh! Lord Essex! 
 
ESSEX: Nice to see you, Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: I knew you’d be in Dover. I knew it! 
 
ESSEX: That's right. Everyone expects the Puritan Inquisition. (to audience) Laugh! Laugh 

more! That's enough. We’re still Puritans. (to DAVENANT) Now, where’s King 
Charles? 

 
DAVENANT: I don’t know. 
 
ESSEX: You’re lying, aren’t you? 
 
DAVENANT: Yes. 
 
ESSEX gestures to JOHN to tighten the rack 
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DAVENANT:     Aaaagh! What is this?  
 
ESSEX: My own portable torture chamber. Had it made specially. Now where is the King? 
 
DAVENANT: No idea. 
 
ESSEX gestures to JOHN 
 
DAVENANT: Aaagh! Aaagh! Oxford!  
 
ESSEX: Why would he want to go to Oxford? 
 
DAVENANT: Well, it’s a nice peaceful place – 
 
ESSEX gestures to JOHN again 
 
DAVENANT: - aaagh! Can you please stop doing that? It really hurts! 
 
ESSEX: Oh, 'it really hurts!' I’m sorry, I didn’t realise. Poor little Davenant and the nasty 

torture man. Shall we hold a pity party? Call a wambulance? Now unless you tell 
me what King Charles and his Catholic mates are doing in Oxford, I’m going to 
burn all your plays. 

 
ESSEX pulls out some manuscripts.  
 
 I believe these are the only complete versions that exist? 
 
DAVENANT: Please… no! They’re my path to immortality! 
 
ESSEX lights a match and sets one on fire 
 
ESSEX:  Bid farewell to “News from Plymouth”.  
 
DAVENANT:  No, no! Not “News from Plymouth”! Not my masterpiece!  
 
ESSEX: Wave goodbye, Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: The King! The King’s raising an army! 
 
ESSEX: Where’s he planning to march this army? 
 
DAVENANT: On London. To take it back from you Puritan freaks.  
 
ESSEX: When? 
 
DAVENANT: A couple of weeks. End of the month. 
 
ESSEX puts the fire out 
 
ESSEX: How do I know you’re telling the truth? 
 
DAVENANT: Ask John, my manservant. The one you arrested with me. I assume you’ll torture 
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him as well. 
 
JOHN: (taking the mask off) I certainly hope not. 
 
DAVENANT: John! You?! No! 
 
JOHN: Yes! 
 
DAVENANT: You… you delayed me deliberately with that French wine, didn’t you?! 
 
ESSEX: Shut up, Davenant! Put the mask back on, John. No mask, no play. 
 
JOHN puts the mask back on 
 
DAVENANT: What’s the point in that? 
 
ESSEX: He’s the executioner. He has to wear a mask. 
 
DAVENANT: But I know who he is.   
 
ESSEX: Do any of us know who we really are? 
 
JOHN: I like wearing it. 
 
ESSEX: It’s really nice material. 
 
DAVENANT: Well, it is an improvement… on his face! 
 
DAVENANT laughs with ESSEX, until JOHN twists the rack 
 
DAVENANT: Aaagh! Stop it, stop it! I’m sorry, John, you’re really beautiful!, 
 
JOHN stops 
 
ESSEX: Yes, John’s been on work experience with us for quite some time now, haven’t 

you, John? 
 
JOHN: Eight years. Double the exposure. (clenches his fist) Get in! 
 
ESSEX: Torturing you's getting a bit boring Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: Oh good, can I go then? 
 
ESSEX: ‘fraid not, mate. It’s time to die. 
 
DAVENANT: That’s a bit much, isn’t it? 
 
ESSEX: You’re on a highway to hell, Davenant.  
 
DAVENANT: But I’ve told you everything you want to know.  
 
JOHN goes to pull the torture handle again.  
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DAVENANT:     I can tell you more. Ask me any question! I’ll give you any answer! 
 
ESSEX is looking into the audience  
 
ESSEX: I can see a lot of paper out there. 
 
JOHN: (excited) Oh yes… 
 
ESSEX: Are those our pamphlets? 
 
JOHN/DAV: Not exactly. 
 
ESSEX: (to the audience) Are those the disgusting French Queen, Charlie and the Catholic 

Factory ones? What do they say, John? 
 
JOHN: (reading one) “The Earl of Essex ate the Pope’s hamster and can’t get it up.” 
 
ESSEX staggers backwards in shock 
 
 Nice one, Davenant. 
 
ESSEX: Oh my God, this is horrible! Who writes this stuff? It’s just mean. I’m a human 

being, for God’s sake! I didn’t eat a hamster. I tasted a hamster. And I never 
inhaled. And yes, maybe I have a few problems downstairs... But I’m so busy at 
the moment – torturing takes all my energy. And it takes me a while to feel 
comfortable with someone, you know, let them in, it’s just… (starts to cry) like, 
so hurtful…  (to the audience, grabbing some of the pamphlets & bursting into 
tears) Who gave you these? Who gave you these? 

 
Panto-style routine where the audience point out DAVENANT (or not) as the culprit. JOHN spills 
the beans if necessary? 
 

This is your work, isn’t it, Davenant? 
 
DAVENANT: No way did I write these!  
 
JOHN: He totally wrote these! I saw him. 
 
DAVENANT: Shut up, John! 
 
ESSEX: Admit it, Davenant, and I’ll be merciful. 
 
DAVENANT: I wrote them. 
 
ESSEX: Prepare to die horribly. 
 
DAVENANT: But you said you’d be merciful. 
 
ESSEX: You’re right. I’m a reasonable guy. 
 
DAVENANT:     Absolutely.  
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ESSEX: So I'm going to let you choose which way I kill you. 
 
DAVENANT: What?!  
 
ESSEX: Now my default option is disembowelling. For that I like to use this wooden 

spoon (he produces a wooden spoon). In fact, I really like to use it. Shall I 
proceed? 

 
DAVENANT: No, no, no, wait a moment. Let’s have the options. 
 
ESSEX: Show him what else this beauty can do, John… 
 
Watched on proudly by ESSEX, JOHN demonstrates (in the manner of a TV advert)  
the various things the portable torture device can do 
 
JOHN: Add that wow factor to your next execution with the Premium hurt-master torture 

and execution device. With detachable head block, hand-carved mahogany 
gallows and luxury brass piping for that special boiling-oil-down-the-throat 
moment, you’ll be liquidating your enemies in style for years to come! 

 
ESSEX: So, which is it? 
 
DAVENANT: How about… none of them? 
 
ESSEX: (getting out the spoon) Right then, the spoon it is… 
 
DAVENANT: No, no, no! The block! The block!  
 
ESSEX: You really don’t want the spoon? 
 
DAVENANT: Really. 
 
ESSEX: (genuinely upset) I’ll be honest - that’s upsetting. I bloody love this spoon! But 

I’m a man of my word. Fetch the very blunt axe, John. 
 
JOHN exits 
 
DAVENANT: Oh God!  
 
ESSEX: Say your prayers, Davenant.  
 
DAVENANT: Hail Mary, full of g– 
 
ESSEX:  - not Catholic ones! 
 
DAVENENT: Sorry. Our Father who art in… 
 
ESSEX: That’s better. But say it like you mean it. 
 
DAVENANT does so. ESSEX flicks through the plays  
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ESSEX: Ah… “The Cruel Brother”! 
 
DAVENANT: Sorry? 
 
ESSEX: That was my favourite of yours.  “The Cruel Brother”. Saw it at the Globe. 

Inspirational. Life-changing for my younger brother David. 
 
JOHN: Didn’t he die in a suspiciously unexplained cart crash? 
 
ESSEX: (proud smile) Sure did. 
 
JOHN returns with the axe. During the following dialogue, ESSEX and JOHN help DAVENANT off  
the rack and onto the block… JOHN raises the axe 
 
JOHN: God, I’ve waited years for this! 
 
DAVENANT: Wait!  
 
ESSEX: Carry on, John. 
 
DAVENANT: I’ll write you a play! 
 
ESSEX snorts with derision. 
 
ESSEX:     A play? That’s a good one. Get on with it, John. 
 
DAVENANT: No! I’ll write you a play supportive of the Puritans! 
 
ESSEX: Why would we want you to write us a play?  
 
DAVENANT: Because… because… it’ll be a play about honest, God-fearing men like you, who 

want to purify this country from our heathen King and his depraved Catholic 
wife! 

 
ESSEX: Your willingness to betray your close friends – almost immediately - tickles me, 

Davenant, but I’m afraid it just won’t work - all the theatres are shut. (signals for 
JOHN to continue)  

 
DAVENANT: (panicking) One night! Re-open the Globe for one night! Your supporters will be 

inspired; those of the King converted. When he enters London he’ll find he has 
no-one left to support him! It'll be hilarious, ha ha ha! (JOHN swings the axe) 
No!! 

 
ESSEX stops the axe just in time 
 
ESSEX: You have four days, Davenant.  
 
DAVENANT: Oh, thank-you, thank-you! 
 
JOHN: What?! Just kill him! 
 
ESSEX/D’NT: Shut up, John.  
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ESSEX: But if you sneak back to your friends in Oxford… I’ll burn you along with your 

plays.  
 
DAVENANT: I’ll stay in London. You have my word. Oh, just one thing… 
 
ESSEX: What’s that? 
 
DAVENANT: Can I have some money to put the play on? 
 
ESSEX: No way. Completely against our principles. You’ll have to raise it yourself. (starts 

to leave) 
 
DAVENANT: Oh God. 
 
ESSEX: And if you fail, if I don’t see a pro-Cromwell play on at the Globe in four days, 

my spoon meets your guts! (mimes guts coming out, then exits, singing “He’s Got 
The Whole World In His Hands”) 

 
JOHN takes his mask off and starts to untie DAVENANT from the scaffold 
 
JOHN: Can I be in your play? 
 
DAVENANT: You?! 
 
JOHN: I can do a great woman. (assuming feminine voice and gestures) “Romeo, Romeo, 

where the hell art thou Romeo?” 
 
DAVENANT: I wouldn’t give up the execution-ing if I were you. 
 
JOHN: I wouldn’t give up the gun-running if I were you. 
 
DAVENANT: What’s that supposed to mean? 
 
JOHN: I’ve seen your plays, Davenant. You just steal the best bits of Shakespeare and 

give it a new title. 
 
DAVENANT: How dare you! 
 
JOHN: King Lear with a happy ending, Much Ado About Something, Three Gentlemen 

of Verona…  
 
BOTH: … and a Baby.  
 
JOHN: You’re a disgrace.  
 
DAVENANT: I’m an artist! Look at the effect my pamphlets had on Essex just now. 
 
JOHN: (reading one of ESSEX’ pamphlets) These anti-Royalist ones are much better 

written. 
 
DAVENANT: Overegged. Crude. Not my bag. 
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JOHN: Anyway, you’ll be dead in four days. You’ll never find the money to put this play 

on.  
 
DAVENANT: What makes you say that? 
 
JOHN: All your rich friends have fled to Oxford, and all the wealthy people in London 

you owe money to. 
 
DAVENANT: Yes, yes, well nice seeing you John. (waves to him) Don’t die horribly. 
 
JOHN: There’s only one of us who’s going to die horribly, Davenant. And it’s not me. (he 

exits) 
 
DAVENANT: (shouting after him) I guess you mean me, don’t you?! 
 
JOHN: (off) Yes, idiot.  
 
DAVENANT:  Why don’t you show me some respect! At least I’m a real historical figure. 
 
JOHN: (off) You’re a rat in a sewer! 
 
DAVENANT: I’ve had books written about me!  
 
JOHN: (off) One book. 
 
DAVENANT: I’ve had book written about me! (to audience) But he’s right that I’m a dead man 

walking. I can’t get to Oxford or me and my back catalogue are toast. And I can 
only save my life if I do go to Oxford and find the money to put this play on. 
Check-mate.  

 
“Rat in a sewer!” That’s not a nice thing to say is it? (light bulb moment) But hold 
on, that’s a great idea. That’s how I’ll get to Oxford without anyone knowing. 
(points to trapdoor?) The sewer! It’ll only take, what, 48 hours of non-stop 
walking along a disease-ridden, rat-infested, foul-smelling, unlit pathway of piss 
and poo? Simple. Who’s the idiot now, eh, John? You can’t keep the Dav down 
for long! 

 
I’ll travel in discomfort to the Queen and ask her for the money! But why would 
she give me the money for a play that supports her enemies… Details! I’ll work it 
out on the way! I’m a brilliant guy! What could possibly go wrong?  

 
DAVENANT exits. JOHN re-enters, singing… 
 
During this song we see DAVENANT walk through the sewers, occasionally falling over in the shit 
and piss. Shit and piss gets thrown at him. He is covered, dripping in various types and shades of 
shit and piss. 
 
JOHN: Davenant’s show needs some money. 
 To Oxford disguised he must dash. 
 But his play will support all the foes of 
 His only rich friend with the cash. 
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 The Queen! The Queen, his only hope! 
 Without her gold he’ll never cope. 
 I’m absolutely sure we’ll see 
   This scumbag screw-up totally. 
 
 Davenant, that little scrote! 
 I never liked a thing he wrote. 
 I’ll try to help his plan derail. 

I really hope he won’t prevail. 
 

Scene Three 
 
MARY DAVENANT is sat at a desk, writing 
 
MARY: (to herself as she writes) “My darling Richard and William Jnr, I hope the two of 

you are enjoying your time in the sun and that it’s not all work, work, work. I’m 
sure there must be some fun moments being part of a gang. Just hope the chains 
don’t chafe too much. Your father and I are doing our best (she crosses something 
out) I am doing my best to raise the money to bring both of you home as soon as-”  

 
QUEEN HENRIETTA MARIA enters through the centre doors carrying some luggage. She is wet 
and bedraggled. 
 
QUEEN: Mrs D’Avenant! Mrs D’Avenant! 
 
MARY jumps up, and hides the piece of paper 
 
MARY: Your Majesty! You weren’t due back till tomorrow. 
 
QUEEN: I got on the red-eye ferry from ‘olland, Mrs D’Avenant. I disguised myself as a 

sailor called Pierre. Up in ze rigging ‘auling ze sails, down on my knees swabbing 
ze dieck. I 'ave always been a most excellent actress, but zis waz one of my finest 
performances.  

 
MARY: You’re sopping wet! Sit down and let me dry you. 
 
QUEEN: You don’t ‘ave to do zat, Mrs D’Avenant.  
 
MARY: Henrietta Maria, I said sit down and let me dry you!  
 
QUEEN: Aren't zere any other servants around?  
 
MARY: Your husband ran out of money last week, m’am. It’s just me and the new cook.  
 
The QUEEN sits down and MARY starts to dry  
 
QUEEN: And where iz my ‘usband, ze king?  
 
MARY: I locked him in his room. 
 
QUEEN: Why, Mrs D’Avenant? 
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MARY: He was whingeing about the man flu again.  
 
QUEEN: Pathetic. I ‘ave risked my life travelling to Holland to raise money for his army.  
 
MARY: How much did you sell the crown jewels for, ma’am? 
 
QUEEN: Two shillings. 
 
MARY: Two shillings? 
 
QUEEN: But I also raised a further ten thousand pounds. 
 
MARY: Woo, hoo! How, ma’am? 
 
QUEEN: By performing my one woman show in several public houses.  
 
MARY: You don’t mean - ? 
 
QUEEN: - yes, Mrs D’Avenant. “Ze Regina Monologues”.  
 
MARY: Fantastic, M’am! How did those cake jokes go that I suggested? 
 
QUEEN:  “Soggy bottom” brought down ze ‘ouse, Mrs Davenant. (starts to laugh) It’s so 

funny because exactly ze same words can be used to describe a - 
 
MARY: - yes, M’am.  
 
QUEEN: I’m going back next year to do an avante-garde morris-dancing show wiz my 

‘usband. Do you sink zat will sell? 
 
MARY: Like the hottest of cakes, M’am.  
 
QUEEN:  I am certainly more appreciated abroad than over ‘ere. Look what I got given on 

the streets of Oxford just now… (hands pamphlet to MARY) 
 
MARY: (reading it) Oh… 
 
QUEEN: When I find out who wrote that I will cut out their heart with my bare teeth! 
 
MARY: I’m sure they don’t mean you’ve literally done that with a pig’s head... 
 
QUEEN: I will set zeir eyebrows on fire and dance around zem while ze flames spread. 
 
MARY: I’m sure it’s nothing personal… 
 
QUEEN: And how dare they say I control everything my husband does. 
 
MARY: Ah yes, shall I let him out of his room? 
 
QUEEN: No way. And your ‘usband is here, non? With ze guns? 
 
MARY: Ah... not yet ma'am.  
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QUEEN: Where ze hell is he? My ‘usband's army cannot fight wizout weapons!  
 
MARY: Even with the weapons, isn’t your husband more of a lover than a fighter?  
 
QUEEN: Not so much of zat either. 
 
MARY: I’ve only encountered William’s skills in the bedroom twice. Back in the days 

when he still called me his “Princess”. 
 
QUEEN: Charles used to call me ze same sing. 
 
MARY: Small world… 
 
QUEEN: Have you heard anysing from your children, Mrs D’Avenant? 
 
MARY: No, your Majesty. They’re not allowed to write to me. 
 
QUEEN: I wish I still had a lot of money. Then I’d give you whatever you needed to get 

them back.  
 
MARY: Thank-you, M’am. 
 
There is a banging under the trapdoor 
 
QUEEN: What noise is zat?  
 
MARY: It appears to be coming from the sewers, ma’am.  
 
QUEEN: Guards! Guards!  
 
MARY:  There are no Guards!  
 
The trapdoor slowly opens and DAVENANT appears, covered in excrement.  
 
MARY/QUEEN: Aaaah!  
 
DAVENANT: Poet Laureate reporting for duty! 
 
MARY: William!  
 
QUEEN: D’Avenant! 
 
MARY: Where the hell have you been? 
 
DAVENANT: Lovely to see you too, my darling wife. 
 
He climbs out and bows to the QUEEN 
 

Majesty… (he bows and some excrement flicks onto the QUEEN) I have 
composed a verse for you on my travels. “There once was a Princess from France, 
who was fond of a good morris dance, She - ” 
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QUEEN: - you stink, D’Avenant. 
 
DAVENANT: M’am, I’ve spent the last 48 hours travelling through the sewage system of 

Southern England. 
 
QUEEN: I didn’t mean your smell.  
 
DAVENANT: Oh. 
 
QUEEN: I ‘ope you bring good news to go wiz zis putrid tardiness? 
 
DAVENANT: Alas, your majesty. The crossing was delayed, our ship sank, and only by the 

power of my own body was I able to arrive at Dover. 
 
QUEEN:      And ze arms? 
 
DAVENANT: Yes, I used them to swim. 
 
QUEEN: Ze guns, you idiot. 
 
DAVENANT: Thank-you. Yes, they are quite strong. 
 
QUEEN: Ze canons. 
 
DAVENANT: If you insist. 
 
QUEEN: Sacre bleu! Ze munitions I sent you to acquire! 
 
DAVENANT: Alas, ma’am, alas. They went down with the ship.  
 
QUEEN: Ze guns are at the bottom of the sea?  
 
DAVENANT: Oui. Along with the crew. 
 
QUEEN: Mon Dieu, my husband's finest seamen wasted. Oh, Davenant, yours was a noble 

failure.  
 
MARY: (suspicious) Is that the whole truth and nothing but the truth? 
 
DAVENANT: Mary! Of course it is… 
 
QUEEN:      (to MARY) Fetch the cook, Mrs D’Avenant. Your husband must be starving. 
 
MARY: Very good, M’am. 
 
MARY exits 
 
QUEEN: But, what happened to your manservant, ze one who is always singing?  
 
DAVENANT: John? 
 
QUEEN: Yes, your little John. 
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JOHN and MARY enter behind DAVENANT and the QUEEN, neither of whom see JOHN.  
 
DAVENANT: Alas ma'am, John drowned.  
 
QUEEN:  Non! Oh, I so loved your teeny-weeny John!  
 
DAVEANANT: I loved my teeny-weeny John too. I tried to save him. I held his body close to me 

for hours, weeping and cursing the fates.  
 
QUEEN: Poor little John!  
 
DAVENANT: Poor little John! 
 
JOHN: (right behind DAVENANT) Poor little John! 
 
DAVENANT turns round and jumps away in alarm. He tries to recover the situation. 
 
DAVENANT: John! It’s a miracle! … you’re alive! 
 
DAVENANT hugs JOHN 
 
QUEEN: John? 
 
JOHN:  Yes, ma'am, I'm your new cook. 
 
MARY: Don’t get ideas, John - it's just work experience.   
 
QUEEN: Where are the arms, little John? 
 
JOHN: The Earl of Essex has them. He captured us both. 
 
QUEEN: You lied to me, D’Avenant! 
 
DAVENANT: A tiny bit maybe, but little John here is working for the –  
 
QUEEN: D’Avenant, you worm – unless you come up with 2000 muskets, 20 cannon and 

10,000 rounds of ammunition in the next five seconds I am going to rip your face 
off. 

 
DAVENANT: Um… ha, ha! Er… 
 
QUEEN: 5-4 
 
DAVENANT: No, but… 
 
QUEEN: 3-2- 
 
DAVENANT: Please, er… 
 
QUEEN: 1!  
 
DAVENANT: I’ll write you a play! 
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JOHN: Oh, piss off! 
 
QUEEN:     Mary, fetch ze carving knives.  
 
MARY starts to leave 
 
DAVENANT: Wait! A play that will inspire devotion to your husband, ma’am, dismantle the 

hold Cromwell’s Puritans have on your subjects and deliver victory to you within 
a week. 

 
QUEEN: Forget ze carving knives, Mary, I am going to rip your husband's face off with my 

bare hands!  
 
MARY: Actually ma’am, lying toe-rag though he is, my husband's plan might have some 

merit… 
 
DAVENANT: A hell of a lot of merit, your Majesty!  
 
MARY: As long he’s got a sensible amount of time to prepare… 
 
DAVENANT: Ha, ha! Of course he has. Sensible’s my middle name. Your Majesty, the play 

would be a celebration of the arts… 
 
QUEEN:  The arts?!  
 
DAVENANT: Of chivalry, humanity, everything you and your husband represent! Those 

watching will cast off Cromwell’s Puritanical spell and, um… (struggling)  
 
MARY: (intervening) …return their souls to the service of pleasure. 
 
DAVENANT: And your husband.  
 
JOHN: But you’re already writing a play for the -  
 
DAVENANT:    - shut up John!  
 
QUEEN: - what would this play be called? 
 
DAVENANT: Snakes on a Plain. 
 
MARY: Really? 
 
QUEEN: Pitch it to me, D’Avenant. 
 
DAVENANT: Er…  
 
QUEEN: Tick tock.  
 
DAVENANT: Er... A couple of devious Puritans betray a wonderful, flamboyant, love-filled 

King but come to a sticky end themselves. On Salisbury Plain. 
 
MARY: I think that might need some development, William. 
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DAVENANT: Thanks, sweetest. 
 
QUEEN: But where would you perform? The Puritans have closed all the theatres. 
 
DAVENANT: It will be a secret performance, your majesty. Secret from the Puritan authorities 

that is, but well publicised to the ordinary citizens of London. (indicating the 
audience) Those honest vulgi will fill the yard, stand before our stage, and be 
inspired to our cause. 

 
MARY: Ma’am, if my husband wins over the Globe audience, we win over London. If we 

win over London we win the Civil War. 
 
QUEEN: You have my blessing, D’Avenant.  
 
DAVENANT: Oh, thank-you, m’am! (aside) Thanks, Mary. I owe you one. 
 
MARY: You owe me plenty.  
 
QUEEN: Mary, it might be an idea to let my husband out of his room. He’ll need to march 

on London soon. 
 
MARY: Very well, ma’am. (exits)  
 
DAVENANT: It’s lovely to have your blessing, ma’am, but could I have your money as well? 
 
QUEEN: You want me to pay for this play of yours? 
 
DAVENANT: That’s, er, kind of the reason I’m here.  
 
QUEEN: How much do you need? 
 
DAVENANT: Well, let’s see… four or five actors. Half a shilling each. Ten shillings for 

costumes and properties, and of course a humble forty shillings for the writer.  
 
QUEEN: Fifty-two and a half shillings… 
 
DAVENANT:  Let's call it eighty.  
 
QUEEN: I’ll think about it. 
 
DAVENANT: Time is of the essence, your majesty. We’re on in two days. 
 
QUEEN: Why so soon? 
 
JOHN: Because the Earl –  
 
DAVENANT: - y bird catches the worm, doesn’t it, John? Totally standard m’am. 
 
QUEEN: To write and rehearse a completely new play in 48 hours? 
 
DAVENANT: Luxury these days. Think of it as a call to arms! “Let slip the dogs of war, once 
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more unto the breach, dear friends”. 
 
QUEEN: Is that an extract from your play? 
 
DAVENANT: Er… yes? 
 
JOHN: No way is that his – 
 
DAVENANT: - tory, m’am, it’s an up to date tale to inspire your supporters and persuade any 

waverers. Thanks, John. 
 
JOHN: It’s by his so-called Dad. 
 
QUEEN: Who’s your Daddy? 
 
DAVENANT: Er… you? 
 
JOHN: He means William Shakespeare. 
 
QUEEN: Never heard of him. 
 
DAVENANT: Really? Ok… well regarded in the industry. More of a writer’s writer maybe? 
 
MARY re-enters (holding another piece of paper) 
 
QUEEN: All right, you can have ze money. (Produces money from her undergarments)  
 
DAVENANT: Oh, Majesty, thank-you! How can I ever – ? 
 
MARY: - I thought you were short of funds, M’am? 
 
QUEEN: But know this D'Avenant… if this is some scheme, some con, if you are trying to 

“bend me over”,  
 
JOHN: 'Do me over'.  
 
QUEEN: Do, 'do me over', I will rip your face off like a balaclava and use it as roll de 

toilette. Fair enough? 
 
DAVENANT: Very creative, ma’am. 
 
QUEEN: (to MARY) How is my husband? 
 
MARY: Still whingeing. He can stay in his room for another day.  
 
QUEEN: Zat’s only fair. 
 
MARY: (beckoning DAVENANT to her side) William! You’d better not waste this money. 
 
DAVENANT: Of course not, sweetie.  
 
MARY: I have not found your creditors pleasant. And neither have the children. 
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DAVENANT: The colonies are an excellent place for them to experience life, my dear. 
 
MARY: In a chain gang? 
 
DAVENANT: Resilience, teamwork, synchronicity– their CVs write themselves, Mary! 
 
MARY: Every penny you make from this show goes towards getting our children back, 

you hear me?  
 
DAVENANT: Every… single… penny, angel cake. 
 
MARY: (to the QUEEN) Since my husband is returning to London, your Majesty, may I 

return with him? 
 
DAVENANT: No! No, that would be most unwise, my little dumpling.  
 
MARY: But we would be together, would we not, sugar pie? 
 
DAVENANT: But my schedule, pumpkin, my schedule… you know how it gets.  
 
MARY: You better not be auditioning any young women again. 
 
DAVENANT: Mary, how can you say such a thing? Putting women on a public stage is totally 

forbidden.  
 
MARY: Oh, a strictly private performance, was it? 
 
DAVENANT: Um… 
 
MARY: (handing him the piece of paper) Here are some ideas for your play, since you’re 

on a tight schedule. 
 
DAVENANT: Oh Mary, you are so kind. And I so look forward to reading these ideas of yours. 

(discards the piece of paper somewhere) Please be aware that I do get sent a lot of 
scripts and ideas, and that it’s not always possible to get back to everyone with 
feedback. But thank-you so much for sharing this with me and - 

 
MARY: (recovering the piece of paper) - just make sure the show is good and makes 

enough money to get the children back. 
 
DAVENANT: Mary, you’re talking to the writer of the “Platonic Lovers” - I’ve got my finger on 

the pulse. Your Majesty, might you lend me a carriage back to London? 
 
QUEEN: Sorry, D’Avenant. No more company carts. 
 
MARY: They’ve all been sold, honey bun.  
 
DAVENANT: But it’ll take me a day to get back to London if I walk. The play’s on in two! 
 
QUEEN: Totally standard. 
 
JOHN: Luxury. 
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DAVENANT: Thanks, John. 
 
MARY:  Back to the sewers.  
 
DAVENANT: Very well… 
 
DAVENANT jumps back into the sewer  
 
MARY: Oh, sweetness. Take this ointment with you. It’s for, um, you know… 
 
DAVENANT: Oh.   
 
MARY: You put it on your… 
 
DAVENANT: Yes! 
 
MARY: Todger. 
 
DAVENANT: Thank-you, Mary. 
 
MARY: Winkle. 
 
DAVENANT: Sure. 
 
MARY: Your little dagger. 
 
DAVENANT: I think you'll find it’s my broad sword, Mary. 
 
MARY: As if. Love you. 
 
DAVENANT exits 
 
QUEEN: I do not trust your husband, Mrs D’Avenant. 
 
MARY: The only thing you can rely on with William is that he never, ever tells the truth. 
 
QUEEN: You know, sometimes a little lie is ok… we do have one more cart in ze garage. 
 
MARY: Do we, M’am? 
 
QUEEN: It’s a bit small. 
 
MARY: Your husband’s toy one?  
 
QUEEN: I think you’ll fit on it. 
 
MARY: But there are no more horses, M’am. 
 
QUEEN: John! Giddee-up! 
 
JOHN: No way. 
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QUEEN: Yes way.  
 
JOHN: If I do it will you put me on the payroll? 
 
QUEEN: Ha, ha! You’re a funny guy, John. I like funny work experience guys. 
 
JOHN exits 
 

(to MARY) Keep an eye on zat scoundrel of a ‘usband of yours. Make sure he does 
what he says he’s going to do wiz my money. 

 
MARY: It’ll be a pleasure, M’am.  
 
MARY starts to exit. She’s got a big bag on her shoulder. QUEEN looks at pamphlet again 
 
QUEEN: Oh, and see if you can find out who’s writing zese ‘orrible pamphlets. 
 
MARY: Er, yes… I’ll ask around. 
 
MARY exits 
 
QUEEN: Whoever it is, I’ll make zem eat broken glass for zeir petit dejeuner.  
 
 
Scene Four 
 
DAVENANT walking through the shit and piss again whilst JOHN sings? 
 
JOHN: (singing) Davenant has the Queen’s money. 
 He’ll be back at the Globe in a day. 
 His plan he will boast of, he’s making the most of 
 The limited cards he can play. 
 

Oh Queen! Oh Queen – don’t trust him, Queen! 
 You shouldn’t give that man a bean. 
 He twists and turns and lies and spins 
 I pray he’s punished for his sins. 
 
 I hope he dies, I hope he dies.  
 I hope the Queen plucks out his eyes. 

 I’d love his head removed soon. 
 His guts plucked out with a wooden spoon. 
 
 

Scene Five 
 
DAVENANT is in the Globe Theatre/emerges from trapdoor into the Globe Theatre. He is covered 
in excrement.  
 
DAVENANT: Right. I’ve got to the Globe. (spits out some excrement) Getting through the 

sewers was a lot more pleasant this time. (someone enters and pours an excessive, 
sustained and insistent amount of shit and piss over him)  
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He holds up a draft script, covered in shit 
 

Show’s on at 2 o’clock tomorrow and I’ve just got to finish this, then cast, 
costume and rehearse the thing. Piece of piss! 
 

Another bucket of piss is thrown over him 
 
ESSEX: (from offstage) Davenant? Where are you, you little rat-bag?  
 
DAVENANT: Essex?! What the hell’s he doing here?  
 
ESSEX enters.  
 
ESSEX:  Ah Davenant, you little turd… oh my God, you stink! Where the hell have you 

been? 
 
DAVENANT: Er, just been fixing the drains… 
 
ESSEX: (holding his nose) I’ve come to check up on my play.  
 
DAVENANT: Going swimmingly, my lord! 
 
ESSEX: It better be. You’re on this afternoon. 
 
DAVENANT: You mean tomorrow afternoon?  
 
ESSEX: Are you deaf or something? You’re on this afternoon. I’m bringing the show 

forward. 
 
DAVENANT: But… but… you can’t do that! 
 
ESSEX: I can do what the hell I like, mate. I’ve got a date tomorrow evening. Lovely 

Puritan girl. God-fearing. Says her prayers. 
 
DAVENANT: How sweet - what are you going to do together? 
 
ESSEX: Wreck a church. So you’d better get that play on this afternoon. 
 
DAVENANT: My lord, that is a bit tight… 
 
ESSEX: But look, if you’re not ready to do the play this afternoon, no worries, why don’t I 

just disembowel you now? (pulls out the spoon) 
 
DAVENANT: No, no, it’s quite all right. This afternoon it is. 
 
ESSEX: It better be a bloody good play, Davenant. Really supportive of Cromwell. Really 

anti-King and Queen. 
 
DAVENANT: You don’t need to worry. 
 
ESSEX: I’m not worried about a thing, Davenant. You’re the one who needs to be worried. 
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‘Cos if you fail this spoon is going to enter your stomach, and work its way 
upwards. To be perfectly honest… in some ways, I want you to fail. Just so I can 
do that. 

 
DAVENANT: I understand. 
 
ESSEX: Break a leg, mate. Or I could break it – 
 
DAVENANT: - for you. Yes, yes, I get it. 
 
ESSEX: Good boy. 
 
Exits ESSEX 
 
DAVENANT: Oh God…. The play! On today?! I’ve barely started! I haven’t engaged a single 

actor! Oh God. That spoon! God, what am I going to do? Someone, please, help 
me! HELP ME! 

 
SHAKESPEARE’S GHOST (WS) appears to appear (with a big bag on his shoulder?) 
 
WS: Good morning, Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: Oh my God, oh my God! Dad?! 
 
INTERVAL 
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ACT TWO 
 
Scene One 
 
DAVENANT and GHOST OF WS at the Globe (as per the end of Act One) 
 
Before their conversation continues, JOHN enters and sings another song 
 
JOHN: (singing) Davenant’s problems are mounting 

He’s deep in the shit one might say 
The ghost of his father to deal with 
And a play to prepare by midday   

 
I hope he dies, I hope he dies 
I hope his Dad helps his demise 
I’d love his reputation crushed 
His plays down public toilets flushed 

 
I hope he dies, I hope he dies 
I really, really hope he dies 
I’d love him torn from limb to limb 
His little dagger cut from him 

 
JOHN exits 
 
DAVENANT: I thought you were dead, Dad. 
 
WS: I am dead, idiot. And I’m not your dad. (aside, to audience) It's me, Mary, but 

you've probably already guessed that.  
 
DAVENANT: How come you’re appearing to me? Am I dead?  
 
WS: No you bum-rash.  
 
DAVENANT: Last time I saw you, you were visiting my mum. 
 
WS: Yes… 
 
DAVENANT: You gave me a rocking-horse to keep me busy while you were showing her your 

Titus Andronicus. I've missed you, Daddy.  
 
WS: We’re wasting time. I’m here to help you with your play. 
 
DAVENANT: Thanks Dad, I knew you’d come through for me. You know it needs to be entirely 

supportive of clean living, praying, and all that boring stuff the Puritans like? 
 
WS: I didn’t know that actually. I thought you were friends with the King and Queen? 
 
DAVENANT: I am - they’re giving me the money to put the play on. 
 
WS: So you’re stealing money from your friends to put a play on for the Puritans? 
 



 

Copyright 2022 Tom Mallaburn 33 

DAVENANT: I haven’t got a choice, Dad. The Puritans caught me gun-running for the King. 
Unless I write this play they’ll kill me. 

 
WS: (aside) Lying worm though he is, I don’t want him dead. (to DAVENANT) You’re 

a real piece of work, aren’t you, Davenant? Haven’t you an ounce of integrity? 
 
DAVENANT: The theatres are closed, Dad, I just go where the gigs are!  
 
WS: You do realise I'm not actually your Dad.  
 
DAVENANT: There is a bit of doubt, I suppose… 
 
WS:  We don’t even look alike. 
 
DAVENANT: Call me William, Dad. 
 
WS: Call me William, dickhead. 
 
DAVENANT: Hey, that’s not nice, Dad. You could be inflicting a lot of psychological damage 

on me with that sort of language. Now are you going to help me or not?  
 
WS: I’ll help you.  
 
DAVENANT: Oh, Dad! You’re the best! 
 
WS: If several conditions are met. 
 
DAVENANT: Name them. 
 
WS: All proceeds from this play go to help release your children. 
 
DAVENANT: All of the proceeds? 
 
WS: All of them. 
 
DAVENANT: Ok, fine. 
 
WS: That you stop nicking stuff from my plays. 
 
DAVENANT: Hey, they were tributes, Dad. I’m sorry you’ve taken it the wrong way. 
 
WS: Stop nicking my shit! 
 
DAVENANT: Sure. Done. Take it easy. 
 
WS: And finally, that you swear to live a life of marital purity. 
 
DAVENANT: Oh now, hold on, that’s not fair. 
 
WS: If you don’t want my help… 
 
WS turns to go 
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DAVENANT: Wait, wait, oh God… does that really have to be the condition? 
 
WS: Non-negotiable.  
 
DAVENANT: Aaaah, Dad! This is so unfair. It’s like blackmail!  
 
WS: It is blackmail, cretin. 
 
DAVENANT: You know something?  
 
WS: What’s that? 
 
DAVENANT: This is going to sound funny… but you actually look a bit like my wife? 
 
WS: (to audience, removing disguise) Oh, sharpest tool in the box, in' he? (to 

DAVENANT, with disguise back on)  
 
DAVENANT: Actually, she tried to give me some of her own ideas for this show, can you 

believe that? 
 
WS: Yes. 
 
DAVENANT: Oh my God, Dad. They were… stinkers. These amateurs, they just don’t see the 

world like you and I.  
 
WS: Let’s take a look at your script, shall we, Mr Hackiest of the Hacks? 
 
DAVENANT: Well, you know, it’s just something I’ve been banging out for a couple of hours. 
 
WS: I know that. 
 
DAVENANT: It’s probably not very good… 
 
WS: Oh, I’m absolutely certain of that. 
 
DAVENANT: Now, hold on, it’s not that bad… (hands him script) Is it? 
 
WS flicks through script 
 
WS: Oh my God… what?... Jesus… seriously...? (aside) like a toddler’s been given a 

bottle of wine and a crayon… (to DAVENANT) wow… wow… I mean… this is 
painful… 

 
DAVENANT: Well, it is supposed to be a tragedy.  
 
WS: It's certainly tragic.  
 
DAVENANT: Oh my God, thank-you Dad! Do you really think so?  
 
WS: Here’s my feedback. 
 
DAVENANT: Couple of tweaks? 
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WS: Dump this rubbish. 
 
DAVENANT: That bad? 
 
WS: Worse. 
 
DAVENANT: Oh. 
 
WS: How long till the actors arrive? 
 
DAVENANT: I’m auditioning them in an hour. 
 
WS: Ok – here's some ideas I jotted down earlier… 
 
WS passes over MARY’s list again 
 
DAVENANT: Thanks, Dad.  
 
WS:  Read my lips, I AM NOT YOUR DAD! 
 
DAVENANT:  Whatever you say, pops!  Ah… something familiar about these… but, um, wow, 

they’re really good. A bit pro-Royalist, but still really insightful.  
 
WS: I’ll write something based on those ideas, spin it so it’s pro-Puritan, and you can 

call it your own. 
 
DAVENANT: You know what? I thought this was going to be a really tricky day. But it’s 

turning out to be a hell of a lot easier than I thought! 
 
He picks up his guitar 
 
WS: You promise to spend all the box office money on getting your children back? 
  
DAVENANT: I swear on their lives. 
 
WS: Swear on your own life, you rogue. SWEAR....  
 
DAVENANT: Oh, Dad 
 
WS: Not your Dad.  
 
DAVENANT:     Ok, ok. I swear on my life. (whispers) Pinky promise.  
 
WS: Right. I’ll make a start. 
 
DAVENANT starts casually strumming his guitar 
 
DAVENANT: Hey Dad. 
 
WS: Not your Dad.  
 
DAVENANT: Who did you write the sonnets for? 
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WS: None of your business. 
 
DAVENANT: It was for me, wasn’t it? 
 
WS: Oh, piss off and let me write. 
 
DAVENANT:     Ok Dad.  
 
WS: NOT YOUR DAD.  
 
DAVENANT: Dad (sort of)? 
 
WS: Better. 
 
Whilst WS does most of the writing, DAVENANT plays the guitar and sings a blues song.  
Occasionally he contributes to the writing process 
  
DAVENANT: (singing) Woke up in the morning, 
 Quickly wrote a play. 
 Kinda get the feeling, 
 Today is my day. 
 
 They keep knocking me down 
 But I keep getting up 
 So watch out! 
 
 ‘cos the Dav is back. 
 Oh, the Dav is back. 
 
WS has finished the play. He/she offers it to DAVENANT 
 
 Just leave it on the side, Dad (sort of). Love you. 
 
WS exits, leaving the script on the floor 
 
 Wrote a play for Cromwell 
 Though I like the Queen 
 Morally dubious 
 Like you never seen. 
 
 My Royalist friends are in Oxford 

They’ll be none the wiser 
I’m savin’ my neck and I’m savin’ my plays and I’m makin’ some cash 

 
 The Dav is back. 
 Oh, the Dav is back. 
 Yeah, that’s right, he’s back. 
 He was gone, but he’s back. 
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Scene Two 
 
DAVENANT: (to the audience) Woo-hoo! Yeah! This afternoon will see the grand premiere of 

my latest masterpiece. Snakes on a Plain. Classic Dav stuff. Very witty, very 
clever, and a bit of help from Dad (sort of). The important thing is, it’s entirely 
supportive of all the boring stuff the Puritans like, so my life and back catalogue 
are safe – huzzah! All my Royalist friends – including the King and Queen - are in 
Oxford, so they’ll never know I’ve, like, totally betrayed them! For now, I just 
need some actors. Any of you like to be in a play? Hands up. (pointing at various 
candidates) Um, right… (pointing at one) sorry, too tall, (pointing a man or an 
elderly lady) sorry, too pretty, (pointing at another) seen your work, mate, not my 
cup of char (pointing at another man) diva, (pointing an old person) too young. 
Not a great crop, you guys.  

 
There is a knock at the door 
 
 Enter! 
 
JOHN enters, disguised as a woman 
 
JOHN: Good morning, sir. 
 
DAVENANT: (instantly entranced by “her”) Good morning…  
 
JOHN: Are you the great William D’Avenant? 
 
DAVENANT: I am, but enough about me. Who on earth are you? 
 
JOHN: My name is John-ita. 
 
DAVENANT: Johnita. 
 
JOHN: Johnita. (to audience) Well obviously I’m not Johnita, am I? It’s John from 

earlier, remember? 
 
(the following lines and mentions of “Johnita” are spoken in the rhythm of “Maria”, the West Side 
Story song) 
 
DAVENANT: Johnita. The most beautiful sound I ever heard.  
 
JOHN: Johnita? 
 
DAVENANT: Johnita.  
 
JOHN: Johnita? 
 
DAVENANT: Johnita. 
 
JOHN: Johnita-aa…? 
 
DAVENANT: I’ve just met a girl named Johnita. 
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JOHN: (to audience) Thought I’d stick around in London and chase my dreams. And 
since Davenant hated my last audition for a female role, I’ve disguised myself as 
Johnita.  

 
DAVENANT: All the beautiful sounds of the world in a single word. 
 
JOHN: (to audience) I’ve done too good a job, haven’t I? 
 
DAVENANT: What heavenly power has sent you to me, Johnita? 
 
JOHN: (aside) Oh no, he’s in love with me. (to DAVENANT) I came here by foot 

actually. 
 
DAVENANT: (kneeling down) And what beautiful feet you have, Johnita. 
 
JOHN: Don’t think I’ve been told that before. 
 
DAVENANT: And what an exquisite aroma. 
 
JOHN: Definitely haven’t had that one. 
 
DAVENANT: Why have you been sent to me, my angel? 
 
JOHN: I’ve come to audition for your new play. 
 
DAVENANT: Oh, alas! Alas, sweet goddess! Women are strictly prohibited from the public 

stage. ‘tis not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue…  
 
JOHN: … but it is no more unhandsome than to see the lord the prologue. 
 
They both laugh 
 
DAVENANT: (aside) What relish is in this? How runs the stream? 

Or I am mad, or else this is a dream. 
 
ESSEX: (from offstage) Davenant? Where are you, you little rat-bag?  
 
DAVENANT: Essex?! Not again! (to JOHNITA) Quick, hide. I can’t be seen with an actress!  
 
JOHNITA hides behind a pillar; ESSEX enters.  
 
ESSEX:  Ah Davenant, you satanic little mutt, come to check up on my play.  
 
DAVENANT: Full steam ahead, your honour - just auditioning the actors now.  
 
ESSEX: Well, actually I wanted to talk to you about that. Look, I was just thinking, well, 

actually I... oh this is so hard for me to say, I'm so nervous – (nervous laugh) but... 
um... might you be able to find a part for me?    

 
DAVENANT: You’re not serious? 
 
ESSEX: I mean, torturing pays the bills, but really, I’ve always wanted to act. There. I’ve 
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said it.  
 
DAVENANT: I was looking for someone with a little more experience... 
 
ESSEX: You’re looking for whatever I want you to look for, Davenant… (holds up the 

wooden spoon) 
 
DAVENANT nervously feels his stomach  
 
DAVENANT: Ok, I assume you’ll want to play a noble, heroic, honourable character? 
 
ESSEX: No, I’ve no interest in playing myself. I want to be heavily disguised. Reputation 

and all that. 
 
DAVENANT: Of course. 
 
ESSEX: What female roles do you have? 
  
DAVENANT: No way. 
 
ESSEX: (advancing on him with the spoon) Yes way. 
 
DAVENANT hands over/protects himself with a cue script. 
 
DAVENANT: Here! 
 
ESSEX: Bit short, isn't it?  
 
DAVENANT: It's called a cue script. It only has your lines and the lines of the person who 

speaks before you.   
 
ESSEX: (flicking through) Sorry, rooky error, new to all this… Now remember, this play 

had better be unrelentingly Godly and supportive of the Puritan cause. Or else… 
(he grotesquely mimes a disembowelment. It goes on for too long) 

 
DAVENANT: (during the mime) Yes, yes. I get it. (indicating the audience) They get it. Now 

let’s get on with spreading this poison against the King. 
 
ESSEX: I like that. Spreading poison. That’s lovely. Is that in the script? 
 
DAVENANT: Can be. Costumes and make up through there… 
 
ESSEX starts to exit but spots JOHN/JOHNITA 

 
What the devil? Are you auditioning women, Davenant? 

 
DAVENANT: No! Of course not. Johnita here is, um, the voice coach.  
 
ESSEX:  (entranced as well) Really? Gosh, she’s beautiful, isn’t she? (to JOHNITA) Sorry 

I spoke so roughly. Are you a Puritan by any chance? 
 
JOHN: Devoutly. 
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ESSEX: Wow, we’ve got so much in common. Are you busy Friday night? 
 
JOHN: Um… 
 
ESSEX: I don’t suppose you’d, um, fancy wrecking a church with me, would you? I mean, 

if that’s your sort of thing… 
 
JOHN: Well, um…  
 
ESSEX: I’ll pick you up at 7 near the spiked heads at Westminster Hall.  
 
JOHN: Can’t wait. 
 
ESSEX: (to DAVENANT) Laters, scum-bag.  
 
ESSEX exits.  
 
DAVENANT: Essex! In the play! He’ll ruin it! 
 
ESSEX returns but behind DAVENANT so he can’t see him 
 

God, why can’t these Puritans leave me alone! Isn’t it enough that they’ve closed 
the theatres, wrecked the churches, removed all pleasure from life, totally pissed 
on our country’s reputation and destroyed its very fabric … (Seeing ESSEX) 
…which needed destroying, needed changing, and all the pleasure removal and 
church-wrecking was long overdue and long may it continue. 

 
ESSEX: Something I forgot to ask. 
 
DAVENANT: What’s that? 
 
ESSEX: Any morris dancing in this thing? 
 
DAVENANT: What? 
 
ESSEX: I saw your “Albovine, King of the Lombards”… no morris dancing. It’s 

disgusting! 
 
DAVENANT: There isn’t any. We’re good. 
 
ESSEX: And remember – no women on stage. 
 
DAVENANT: Zero. 
 
ESSEX: (to JOHN) My God, you’re attractive…  
 
ESSEX exits 
 
JOHN: Would you like to see my audition piece now, Mr Davenant? 
 
DAVENANT: But you didn’t you hear him, my one and only love? Women aren’t allowed on 
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the stage! You must go, Johnita! Our love is too pure for this world! Please, just 
go! 

 
JOHN bursts into tears 
 
JOHN: But I want to act, Mr Davenant! I want to act! I’ve got so much inside me!  
 
He kneels down in front of DAVENANT, just as MARY DAVENANT enters, disguised as another  
man (not WS), still holding the big bag 
 
JOHN:  Help me get it out! Help me get it out! 
 
MARY: Morning! 
 
DAVENANT: (hurriedly disengaging himself from JOHN) And who might you be? 
 
MARY: Er… Marius, sir.  
 
DAVENANT: Marius, eh? 
 
MARY: Marius Nottamann. Here for the audition. 
 
DAVENANT: Don’t think I know the name. You do seem strangely familiar though… 
 
MARY: (to the audience) That’s because it’s me, Mary, again. You probably already 

guessed that. I’m going to stay close to the action. Make sure that n’er-do-well 
keeps his promise to his Dad. (to DAVENANT) I’m new to London, sir.  

 
DAVENANT: Good-looking fellow, aren’t you? Haven't we met somewhere before…? 
 
MARY: (looking at JOHNITA) And who's this... beauty?  
 
DAVENANT: Johnita here? She's the voice coach, just working on my diction.  
 
MARY: I bet she is.  
 
DAVENANT: Now what have you got for me? 
 
MARY: Something I wrote myself. 
 
DAVENANT: Fascinating! Can’t wait. Now remember – try not to be nervous or shit. 
 
MARY: (auditioning) “Now is the summer of my discontent 
 Made wretched winter by my shameless spouse. 
 I, that am cheated in marriage by this  
 Crooked, deformed, bad-smelling dissembler, 
 Long only to cut off his fetid memb -  
 
DAVENANT: (interrupting) Thank-you, Marius! Lovely stuff. I really believed your jealousy 

there.  
 
MARY:  Well, I've had plenty of experience to mine.  
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DAVENANT: Really? 
 
MARY: 17 bloody years of it. Now, have I got the part? 
 
DAVENANT: Of course you have. You’re the best actor I’ve seen today. Tiring house is just 

back there – costumes should be ready. Get learning. 
 
MARY: (as she exits) Oh, it’s quite familiar.  
 
She walks past JOHNITA 
 
 (aside) I have to admit she’s bloody gorgeous. I certainly would... 
 
DAVENANT: So, one more part to cast. Next! 
 
Silence 
 
 Next! 
 
Silence. 
 
JOHN: Looks like you’ll be needing my services, Mr Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: Stop tempting me, Johnita! Stop tempting me! 
 
A bell sounds 
 
 A quarter to two. Just fifteen minutes till we start.  
 
JOHN: I’m ready, Mr Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: All right then, show me your party piece. 
 
JOHN: (Kneels in front of DAVENANT) Is this a dagger – 
 
MARY enters, desperate for the toilet 
 
MARY: Just wondering where the – (notices DAVENANT and JOHNITA) oh, I get it… 

Don't mind me. 
 
DAVENANT: Marius! There's nothing to see here.  
 
MARY: Believe me, I'm well aware of that. Toilets? 
 
DAVENANT: Here. 
 
DAVENANT throws her an empty bucket  
 
ESSEX re-enters 
 
ESSEX: Is that the toilet? 
 
MARY: (to audience) Oh God, it’s Lord Essex. 
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ESSEX: Leave some space for me. (looks at her closely) Hold on, haven’t we…? 
 
MARY: Um… 
 
ESSEX: Marius, isn’t it? 
 
DAVENANT: Ah, you know each other? 
 
MARY: Sort of. 
 
ESSEX: Handsome Marius we call him down the Puritan Anti-Social Club. Done a lot of 

work for -  
 
MARY: - why don’t we discuss that after the show? 
 
They both exit 
 
DAVENANT: (to JOHN) All right, Johnita, you’ve got the part.  
 
JOHN: Oh my God, oh my God, is this really happening to me?! I’m just a little girl from 

Cheapside!  
 
DAVENANT: But you’ll have to pretend to be a man playing a woman, understand? 
 
JOHN: I think I can manage that. Who’s my leading man? 
 
DAVENANT: Er… I suppose that would be me.  
 
JOHN: (uncertain) Wonderful… 
 
DAVENANT: Go and get yourself ready, my sweet.  
 
JOHN: I can’t wait for the magic to start… 
 
JOHN giggles nervously as he exits. QUEEN HENRIETTA MARIA enters, wearing a hood. 
 
DAVENANT: I’m sorry the auditions are over. The play is cast. 
 
QUEEN: D’Avenant! 
 
The QUEEN takes the hood off 
 
DAVENANT: Majesty?! What are you doing here? London is a dangerous place for you.  
 
QUEEN: I want a part in your play. 
 
DAVENANT: What?  
 
QUEEN: You heard. 
 
DAVENANT: Ha, ha, ha! A joke, yes? Ha, ha, ha!  
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QUEEN: ‘Tis no joke, D’Avenant. 
 
DAVENANT: But, Majesty, surely… 
 
QUEEN: Ze Dutch had an insatiable appetite for my one woman show. 
 
DAVENANT: Ma'am, everyone who’s seen your “Regina” worships it but you cannot be in this 

play. I have though composed you another verse… “Henrietta, Henrietta, always 
waging a vendetta / Never-” 

 
QUEEN: (pulling out a knife) - give me a part, you little weasel, or I’ll put zis so far down 

your sroat it’ll come out your butt! 
 
DAVENANT: No, no, no, please! Of course you can be in the play! (aside) Somehow! 
 
QUEEN: (starts to leave) It better be a bloody good part, Davenant.  
 
DAVENANT: The best for the best.  
 
QUEEN: Davenant... [does the 'I'm watching you' sign].  
 
The QUEEN exits  
 
DAVENANT: Oh, God! The Queen… in the show! I’ll have to totally rewrite it! But how? I’ve 

only got five minutes! If she hears the anti-Royalist stuff it’s the knife. And if I 
change the script and annoy Essex it’s the spoon. Either way I’m forked!  

 
QUEEN re-enters 
 
QUEEN: And there’d better be some morris dancing in it. 
 
DAVENANT: Oh my God. 
 
QUEEN: I want to see how that sort of sing works in front of an audience. So just whack 

some in. 
 
DAVENANT: Seriously? 
 
QUEEN: Do it or I’ll kick you so hard you shit yourself! 
 
As the QUEEN starts to exits MARY enters with bucket 
 
MARY: Finished with the toilet. (sees the QUEEN, to audience) Oh my God, it’s the 

Queen. (to DAVENANT) Where shall I put it? 
 
QUEEN: I’ll take it. I need to spend a penny. (looking closely at MARY) Haven’t we - ? 
 
MARY: (giving her the bucket) No. 
 
QUEEN: You are a very handsome man. 
 
MARY: Cheers. 
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QUEEN and MARY exit in opposite directions. 
 
DAVENANT: (to MARY as she leaves) Might be some late changes to the script, Marius! 

Aaaagh! Think, Davenant, think! Dad! Dad! Help me, please! 
 
WS: (off) You’re on your own, you little turd! 
 
DAVENANT: You’re never there for me, are you? Never! And your play’s totally useless! I’m 

going to have to completely rewrite it - in four minutes! The only way it would 
work is if the Queen and Essex were never on stage at the same time! (light bulb 
moment) Which is totally do-able! That’s it! I just need to make sure the Queen 
and the Earl of Essex are never on stage together. Dramatically it’s not very 
satisfying but this way I can write her something supportive of the King – in three 
minutes - and Essex will never know! And we can deal with the whole morris 
dancing problem once we’re on the ice. Brilliant idea! Fool-proof strategy! God, 
I’m good! The Dav is well and truly back!  

 
DAVENANT starts re-writing hastily as JOHN sings… 
 
JOHN: (singing) Davenant really must hurry 
 And rewrite quite a lot of his play 
 The anti-King stuff he must cut out 
 Or he'll die by the end of the day 
 
 Davenant, the little scrote! 
 I’ve never liked a thing he wrote. 
 And now I hope this wretched man  
 Will see his show go down the pan! 
 

I hope he dies, I hope he dies 
 I really really hope he dies 
 His face I'd simply love to smash 

His brain I'd like to turn to mash 
 

DAVENANT exits with his rewritten script 
 
JOHN: (to the audience) My Lords, Ladies and Gentlemen... it’s the one you’ve all been 

waiting for. We now present, for your extreme pleasure, the world premiere of the 
great William Davenant's latest masterpiece... "Snakes On A Plain"! 

 
JOHN exits as… 
 
 
Scene Three 
 
The performance of “Snakes on a Plain” starts.  
 
“Snakes on a Plain” Prologue 
 
The Prologue is performed by DAVENANT.  
 
PROLOGUE: Two armies, both alike in dignity, 
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In fairest Salisbury, where we lay our scene, 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny, 
Where civil strife makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal flaws of these two foes 
Comes one opponent of the hated King. 
His name is Omelette, played today by me. 
 
A man consumed by doubt and much in thrall 
To his repulsive mother, here she is: 
 

LADY MacDOUGALL (played by ESSEX with appalling Scottish accent) enters 
 
Lady MacDougall is her name. Her soul  
As poisonous as any snake could be.  
And Scottish. 

 
LADY M:    Och Aye! 
 
LADY M exits 
 
PROLOGUE:     Tormented is our brave hero Omelette. 

Sent forth he is to kill the Godless King. 
 

KING (played by MARY) enters, waving 
 

The night before the armies are to fight. 
 

KING exits 
 
But his fair love, Effluvia, objects. 

 
EFFLUVIA (played by JOHNITA) enters 
 
 And tries to sway his snakish mind to peace.  
 
EFFLUVIA exits 
 

These men and ladies, fair and – 
 
FOOL enters (played by the QUEEN) 
 
FOOL: - what about me? 
 
DAVENANT: Oh yes, the King has a Fool. Called Regina-ld. 
 
FOOL: You better have some good jokes for me, Davenant. 
 
FOOL exits 
 
DAVENANT: (cutting them off)  

These men and ladies, fair and foul alike 
Are now the five hours' traffic of our stage; 
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The which if you with weary feet attend, 
What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to mend. 

 
 
“Snakes on a Plain” Scene 1 
 
PROLOGUE: Fly with us now to Salisbury and a home 
 That’s lived in by two glorious Puritans. 
 Omelette and his most beautiful mother. 

They once did love the King and Omelette still 
Is favoured by the King and Queen at court. 
 

LADY M/ 
OMELETTE: (singing) Jingle Bells, jingle bells, jingle not today 

Oh, what sin it was to ride on a one horse open sleigh, hey! 
 
Enter QUEEN 
 
QUEEN: What’s wiz zese weird lyrics, Davenant? 
 
DAVENANT: (pushing her off stage) We’re laughing at them not with them, M’am. 
 
QUEEN: Ah, I see... Very clever, Davenant… 
 
DAVENANT: Thanks, bye. 
 
He gets the QUEEN off 
 
LADY M: And who was that? 
 
OMELETTE:    The Queen...(recovering) The Fool! Everything’s fine. 
 
LADY M: Tis Christmas Day, my son. 
 
OMELETTE:      I feel not festive. 
 This Puritan attire is far too tight. 
 
LADY M: Discomfort is approved by God above. 
 I hope you do not pine for sinning Charles? 
 
OMELETTE: Puritan I am and will remain. 
 
LADY M:      Good. 
 (aside) Believe him do I not and so will test 
 His allegiance to the Puritans and I. 
 My son? 
 
OMELETTE:   Mother? 
 
LADY M:     I wish to kill the King. 
 
FOOL/QUEEN enters 
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FOOL: (to DAVENANT) What did zat man just say? 
 
OMELETTE: (to FOOL) ‘Tis not your cue. 
 Return you to the capital at once. 

(to LADY M) Oh, mother, let’s enjoy this restful day. 
 
LADY M: I will not rest till Charles the First is dead. 
 
FOOL: Does he mean King Charles the King?  
 
OMELETTE: (Pushing FOOL out of the door) He jests! He jests! Ha! Ha! Ha!  

 
FOOL: Ah, ze English “ha, ha” 'umour!  
 
FOOL/QUEEN exits 
 
LADY M: He speaks in accent strange. Where is he from? 
 
OMELETTE: Norwich. (back to the script) What is your plan? 
 
LADY M: For you to trick King Charles to Salisbury. 
 
OMELETTE:        Why? 
 
LADY M: A new apothecary is in town. 
 Potions does he make that can kill Kings 
 
FOOL enters 
 
FOOL Potions zat kill Kings? 
 
DAVENANT: Don’t worry, it’ll backfire. Very intricate plot.... 
 
FOOL exits 
 
ESSEX: What part of Norwich? 
 
DAVENANT: The North. 
 
LADY M: On Boxing Day I’ll buy the deadly poison 
 Whilst to the plain you bring the foolish King. 

 You still are favoured by him and his friends 
Which sometimes stirs suspicions in my soul. 
Prove my doubts ill-founded, son. 

 
OMELETTE:      I will. 
 
LADY M: Travel you to London straight away. 
 
OMELETTE: No Christmas pudding? 
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LADY M:     Fie, Omelette, speak not 
 Of sinful after-dinner treats. 
 
OMELETTE:      Alas. 
 
LADY M: Wilt do the deed? 
 
OMELETTE: Sweet mother, I am settled and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
 

LADY M: Pleased am I. And now to Stonehenge walketh. 
 (singing) “O ye’ll take the high road and I’ll take the low road, and I’ll be in 

Salisbury a’fore ye…” 
 
Exit LADY M 
 
 
“Snakes on a Plain” Scene 2 
  
Enter KING, EFFLUVIA & FOOL, with Christmas tree 
 
OMELETTE: To London do we travel for this scene. 
 The King does celebrate the season well. 
 
OMELETTE exits 
 
ALL: (singing) Jingle Bells, Jingle Bells, jingle all the way 
 Oh what fun we’re going to have when Cromwell dies today, hey! 
 
ESSEX enters 
 
ESSEX: Did they just get the lyrics muddled there? 
 
DAVENANT enters 
 
DAVENANT: Yeah, first night nerves. Lack of experience... (ushers ESSEX away) 
 
KING: (holding a goblet of wine) King Charles am I, a King who likes his sack. 
 Pleasure, dance and drink are my companions. 

And since I am in perfect health and mind 
My reign will be a long one.  
 

ESSEX: (aside)    No it won’t. 
 
KING: I sense a crushing victory 'gainst Cromwell. 
 Tomorrow will we fight and win the day. 
 
ESSEX: (aside) That speech was too triumphant for my tastes. (as LADY M) Where is the 

murderer that plots Charles’ death? 
 
QUEEN: (aside) Murderers? What’s zis, Davenant? 
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DAVENANT: Bad murderers. Incompetent. Total idiots. 
 
QUEEN: You are playing one of zem? 
 
DAVENANT: Yes. 
 
QUEEN: Zat works. 
   
ESSEX: I’m waiting! 
 
DAVENANT: (to ESSEX) Couple of minutes, tops. 
 
DAVENANT ushers ESSEX off 
 
KING: How like you our new Fool, Regina-ld, my sweetest daughter? 
 
EFFLUVIA: The most amusing yet, my loving father. 
 
FOOL: I’ve got a great one for you both, hear zis: 
 How do you make holy water? 
 
EFFLUVIA: I don’t know – how do you make holy water? 
 
FOOL: You boil ze ‘ell out of it! 
  
KING: (in pentameter) Ha, HA, ha, HA, ha, HA! 
 
EFFLUVIA:       (likewise) Ha, HA, ha, HA! 
 
ESSEX enters 
 
ESSEX: What’s this, Davenant? Making fun of our Lord Jesus Christ? 
 
DAVENANT: Just a little throwaway thing, my lord. Won’t happen again. 
 
ESSEX: I’ve got my spoon with me, remember? And where’s that flipping murderer got 

to? 
 
DAVENANT: Just round the corner, my lord. 
 
DAVENANT ushers him away 
 
FOOL: I have an even better one: 
 What time did ze man go to the dentist? 
 
KING: I don’t know – what time did the man go to the dentist? 
 
FOOL: Tooth hurt-y! 
 
EFFLUVIA: (in pentameter) Ha, HA, ha, HA, ha -  
 
QUEEN: - Davenant, zese jokes stink! From now on I do my own material. 
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Enter OMELETTE 
 
OMELETTE: Is any Christmas pudding left to eat? 
 
ESSEX enters 
 
ESSEX: (to DAVENANT) Are you the murderer? 
 
DAVENANT: Yes. 
 
ESSEX. Better late than never. Now get on with it… 
 
ESSEX exits 
 
KING: Trusted Omelette! Come join the party now. 
 And meet my one and only child Effluvia. 
 
OMELETTE: Effluvia. 
 
EFFLUVIA:   Omelette. 
 
OMELETTE: (aside) I love her at first sight. 
 
EFFLUVIA:     (aside) Be still, my heart!  
 
OMELETTE: Your Majesty, I come to warn you all 
 Cromwell and fifty men are on their way 
 To kill and maim you all and steal the crown. 
 Come with me now to Salisbury and be safe. 
 
KING: That’s quite a journey. 
 
OMELETTE:     Yes, it is. 
 
EFFLUVIA:       But safe? 
 
OMELETTE: In Salisbury your safety is assured. 
 (aside) Alas, it’s not. And how I love Effluvia! 
 
KING: Then travel we to Salisbury straight away 
 Its Cathedral have I always wished to see. 
 
They all start to exit 
 
FOOL: I had my first Reginal period on -  
 
OMELETTE: - wrong crowd, M’am. 
   
Exeunt 
 
 



 

Copyright 2022 Tom Mallaburn 52 

“Snakes on a Plain” Scene 3 
 
OMELETTE: Thus with imagined wing our swift scene flies 
 To Salisbury Plain and my soliloquy. 
 

To kill or not to kill, that is the plot 
 Of this the tragedy we play today. 
 Whether ‘tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
 The reign of our detested monarch Charles 
 
QUEEN enters 
 
QUEEN: W ze F?! 
 
OMELETTE: Delightful monarch Charles  
 (to QUEEN) Sorry, not acted in a while. 

(back to the script) Or to take arms against his wretched neck… 
 

QUEEN: (outraged) Davenant! 
 
OMELETTE: Really nice neck, sorry. 
 
ESSEX enters 
 
ESSEX: What’s this? Why’s his neck getting nicer? 
 
DAVENANT pushes ESSEX off stage 
 
DAVENANT: Irony, irony… 
 
ESSEX: Oh right... very nice, very classy. 
 
ESSEX exits 
 
QUEEN: (to DAVENANT) You are a really crap actor, you know zat? 
 
DAVENANT pushes her off stage 
 
DAVENANT: Notes later please, M’am. Save it for the pub. 
 
QUEEN exits 

 
(back to the script) Or to take arms against his (in the direction of QUEEN’s exit) 
really nice neck – (in the direction of ESSEX’s exit) as if! – and by stabbing 
puncture.  

 
MARY: (off) This new draft’s a piece of shit. 
 
LADY MacDOUGALL enters behind him 
 
OMELETTE: But he is father to Effluvia. 

 My one true love and keeper of my heart. 
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 She would much bathe his corpse with tears and this 
 Must give me pause. 
 
LADY M: (with Scottish accent) What’s this? No pause, my son. 
 Nay, kill him quick and let his body rot. 
 Commence the murder noo. Here is the poison. (gives him vial) 
 See, see! They come. I’ll hide me in this bush. 
 
Enter KING, EFFLUVIA & FOOL 
 
KING: I’ve never felt more safe, trusted Omelette. 
 
OMELETTE: The Cathedral lies not very far away. 
 And safer is it than this famous plain. 
 
KING: Not yet, sweet Omelette, I must pause for now 
 And take mine ease upon the Salisbury grass. 
 Fetch me some wine and take some for yourself. 
 Come with me Fool. 
 
FOOL: Only ze best of razors will do for a Regi-  
 
KING: - shush! 
 
KING lies down with the FOOL downstage 
 
EFFLUVIA: Now pour the wine, sweet Omelette and I’ll take 
 It to my father. 
 
OMELETTE:    “Sweet Omelette”? You love me? 
 
EFFLUVIA: With all my heart. 
 
OMELETTE:    Alas. 
 
EFFLUVIA:     Why say “Alas”? 
 
OMELETTE: I’m not the man you think.  
 
EFFLUVIA:      Then who are you? 
 
OMELETTE: An evil villain sent to kill the King. 
 
EFFLUVIA: To kill the King? 
 
OMELETTE:    Aye, aye. 
 
EFFLUVIA:      Please don’t. 
 
OMELETTE:        All right. 
 
EFFLUVIA: Why don’t we marry soon and run away? 
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OMELETTE: The idea pleaseth me, now shall we kiss? 
 
MARY: (aside) The roguish little swine! That’s not in my script.  
 
EFFLUVIA: Alas my fairest love, I’ve cold-like symptoms. 
 
OMELETTE: What’s mine is yours, in sickness and in health. 
 
EFFLUVIA: But I’m not who you think. 
 
OMELETTE:      We all are flawed.  
 
EFFLUVIA: I’ve quite a lot of baggage. 
 
OMELETTE:      So do I.  
 
EFFLUVIA: But you don’t know me! 
 
OMELETTE:     Oh, I know enough! 
 
EFFLUVIA: Oh no, you don’t! 
 
OMELETTE:    I do. I’m sure! 
 
EFFLUVIA:       I’m John! 
 
JOHN pulls his wig off 
 
DAVENANT: Aaagh!  
 
MARY: Ha, ha! It's John! 
 
JOHN: Yes, it’s me. 
 
DAVENANT: I prefer Johnita. 
 
He puts the wig back on JOHN 
 
 Johnita? You’ve come back to me? 
 
JOHN: Yes! 
 
DAVENANT: Kiss me! 
 
JOHN kisses DAVENANT. Then takes the wig off 
 
JOHN: I am still John though. 
 
DAVENANT: Put the wig back on, please. 
 
LADY M appears with a knife and grabs EFFLUVIA 
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LADY M:  Ah, ha!  
 
OMELETTE:  Mother! 
 
LADY M: I knew my son was not a Puritan. 
 But never mind - the King shall soon be dead. 
 
QUEEN: I don’t like ze way he said zat line! A bit too convincing! 
 
ESSEX: I don’t like the way you say anything, you North Norwich freak! 
 
QUEEN: Let’s make somesing clear ‘ere. I am ze star. What I say goes. When you are big 

in Amsterdam you can call ze shots.  
 
DAVENANT takes her to one side 
 
DAVENANT: Please, M’am. Actors are very sensitive. If you do have to speak to them just say 

the opposite of what you’re thinking… 
 
ESSEX: Not an easy crowd, the Dutch. That’s impressive. 
 
DAVENANT: Shall we get on with the show? 
 
ESSEX: Yeah, no problem. (as LADY M) Son, pour the vial into King Charles’ drink. 
 
EFFLUVIA: Please sweet Omelette, don’t do as she says. 
 
LADY M: Do as I say or watch your new love die. 
 
OMELETTE: Patience, mother! 
 
LADY M:    Mine’s at an end, see this? (holds up the spoon) 
 It’s time you paid the price for your delay. 
 
OMELETTE: No, no! See, see! I kill him! See! He dies! (he takes the spoon and “stabs” the 

KING) 
  
FOOL: Sacre bleu! What is zis? 
 
LADY M:      King Charles is deed! (exits singing) Celebrate good 

times, come on! 
 
ESSEX exits.   
 
FOOL: He’s deed? 
 
OMELETTE:        He’s fine. 
 
JOHN:     He’s not, King Charles is deed. 
 
OMELETTE: Not now, Johnita - love of my life - or John! Look… (he pulls the spoon out of the 

KING) O happy spoon! He lives! Look, look! (kicks MARY to get up) He lives. 
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(he tries to get MARY up and knocks her wig off)  
 
MARY stands up, without her crown and wig 
 
OMELETTE: It’s you! 
 
KING:   It’s me! 
 
OMELETTE:     Mary! (MARY slaps him) 
 
QUEEN exits. ESSEX appears through a door.  
 
LADY M: What’s this? The King ain’t deed? Lie down, Marius! 
 
OMELETTE: No, no, he’s deed! 
 
OMELETTE stabs the KING again. MARY doesn’t react. 
 
DAVENANT: Mary, please! 
 
MARY: All the box office money to the children? 
 
DAVENANT: I promise. 
 
MARY: No more actresses? 
 
DAVENANT: I swear. 
 
MARY: No more Johnita? 
 
DAVENANT: Um… 
 
MARY: I won’t lie down. 
 
DAVENANT: Aaaagh, all right! No more Johnita then! 
 
MARY: On your life? 
 
DAVENANT: Fine. 
 
The KING falls down. FOOL enters through another door 
 
FOOL: Ze King is deed?  
 
FOOL tries to pull MARY up. DAVENANT pushes MARY down 
 
OMELETTE:    It’s Cromwell that is deed. 
 
LADY M: Cromwell is deed? Get up, Marius! 
 
MARY starts to get up; DAVENANT pushes her down 
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OMELETTE: (encouraging LADY M out of a door) King Charles. King Charles is deed. 
 
LADY M: But you said Cromwell! 
 
OMELETTE:     No, King Charles is deed. 
 
FOOL: King Charles is deed? I heard it from your mouth! 
 
OMELETTE: Cromwell is deed. 
 
LADY M:    Cromwell is deed? 
 
OMELETTE:       Oh God! 
 They both are deed! 
 
LADY M/FOOL:    They both are deed?! 
 
OMELETTE: (to B’LS) Let’s dance! 
 
B’LESS: Excellent! 
 
All except ESSEX start to morris dance 
 
ESSEX: What’s this? Dancing? It’s forbidden! 
 
OMELETTE: Lady MacDougall is tragically blinded. 
 
DAVENANT pokes him quickly in both eyes. 
 
ESSEX: Ow! 
 
DAVENANT: Here you go. 
 
DAVENANT helps put blindfold on ESSEX 
 
 A bit like Dad’s King Lear. 
 
ESSEX: Is this writ?  
 
MARY: Enough! 

I’ve had it with these mother-liking snakes on this mother-liking plain! 
   
Morris dance ends. MARY removes her male costume. All are shocked by this, especially ESSEX. 
 
 
Scene Four 
 
QUEEN: Mary?! 
 
ESSEX: Marius! You’re a woman?! On the stage?! I’ll take my sword to you…  
 
DAVENANT: No! (running between ESSEX’ sword and his wife) Please! She's my wife!  
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ESSEX: You put your own wife on stage? That’s the most disgusting thing I’ve ever - 
 
MARY: - I came here of my own free will. To keep him on the straight and narrow.  And 

to help him write this play. (to DAVENANT, and briefly putting the WS beard 
back on ) “I’m not your Dad”. 

 
DAVENANT: Oh my God! Dad?! I’m married to my Dad? 
 
MARY: (removing the beard quickly) Plus I knew he'd take a shine to some young floozy 

(points to JOHN).  
 
JOHN: (wearing the JOHNITA wig) Hey, who are you calling a floozy? I’ve got a name, 

lady, and it’s Johnita. 
 
DAVENANT: Johnita!  
 
ESSEX: Johnita?  
 
DAVENANT: Johnita! 
 
(the four mentions of “Johnita” spoken in the rhythm of “Maria”, from the West Side Story song) 
 
ESSEX: Another woman? Sorry, sweetheart, we’ll have to cancel our church wrecking date 

– you’ll be dead!  
 
He draws his sword and means to kill JOHN 
 
JOHN: I’m a man! 
 
ESSEX: I’ve heard that one before… 
 
JOHN: Really? No really, I’m a man! 
 
ESSEX: Prepare to die. 
 
JOHN: (taking wig off) Look! 
 
ESSEX: Proves nothing.  
 
ESSEX grabs JOHN’s crotch. 
 
JOHN: Ow! 
 
ESSEX: (smelling his hand) Oh my God. John?! 
 
JOHN: Mr Davenant didn’t take me seriously as an actor. So I became an actress. 
 
ESSEX: You’ve a lot of stuff to work through, John, but back to Marius, Mary, whatever 

your name is… (turning his sword on MARY) 
 
QUEEN: Don’t you touch that woman, Lord Essex! 
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ESSEX: The Queen?! I knew you weren’t from Norwich!  
 
QUEEN: I'm going to enjoy killing you Essex.  
 
ESSEX and the QUEEN draw swords and start to fight 
 
MARY: Put up your swords! You blocks, you stones! You worse than senseless things! 
 
MARY stops the fight, but her bag gets knocked and pamphlets spill from it 
 
ESSEX and the QUEEN read them 
 
ESSEX: Ah yes, very good, pig’s head, frogs legs, no baths – some of your best work, 

Marius. Mary.  
 
QUEEN: You wrote these pamphlets, Mrs D’Avenant? 
 
MARY: Um… 
 
DAVENANT: Mary? 
 
QUEEN: (turning her sword on MARY) Did you? 
 
MARY: Let me explain... 
 My wicked husband played you both for fools.  
 This crooked man pretended to write a play that furthered both your causes – to 

save his neck and make some cash. 
 
QUEEN: Davenant, is zis true?  
 
DAVENANT: Maybe...  
 
QUEEN: William Davenant, I arrest you on the charge of high treason… 
 
ESSEX: William Davenant… Ditto! 
 
QUEEN: I want him dead. 
 
ESSEX: So do I! 
 
They go to kill DAVENANT.  
 
MARY: Wait, let me finish! I’ve been up to similar tricks – I’ve been writing pamphlets 

for Lord Essex to make some money. 
 
DAVENANT: Mary! Haven’t I been a good enough provider? 
 
MARY: I wanted the money to release our children from servitude, you weasel! 
 
QUEEN: Well, I really appreciate your honesty, Mary, but I’m arresting you as well… 
 
ESSEX: Yeah, I liked those pamphlets you knocked out, but I’m going to have to run you 
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through with my sword for being a woman on stage. Sorry, darling. 
 
QUEEN and ESSEX turn their swords on MARY 
 
DAVENANT: Wait, hold on, look. I’m the one you want. Maybe Mary’s done a bit of double-

dealing herself… but it was all in a good cause. My behaviour has no excuse so, 
look, why don’t you both kill me. A proper job. Spoons, boiling oil down the 
throat, the works. 

 
ESSEX: Yes, sounds cool. 
 
QUEEN: (to ESSEX) You take the spoon, and I’ll do the boiling oil? 
 
ESSEX: Perfect. 
 
MARY: No, please, don’t kill him. How about just a bit of torture? Rip his nails off and 

brand his forehead with a white hot poker. Drag him through the streets of 
London, put him in the stocks, throw buckets of human waste at him for hours and 
hours, use his plays as bog roll, perform every possible and sustained humiliation 
on his body and reputation but -  

 
DAVENANT: - maybe just kill me? 
 
MARY: Yes, he’s a rogue. A corrupt, weasily, talentless, foul-smelling rogue. But he’s my 

corrupt, weasily, talentless, foul-smelling rogue. And he's also father to our two 
sons.  

 
ESSEX: Bet they’re corrupt, weasily, talentless, foul-smelling rogues as well! 
 
MARY: They’re nothing like their father. And they’re clapped in irons in the colonies. 
 
ESSEX: Sounds a great way to toughen them up. 
 
DAVENANT: That’s what I keep telling everyone! 
 
QUEEN: Be quiet, you waste of skin! I'm placing you under house arrest. Mrs 

D’Avenant… 
 
MARY: Yes, your Majesty? 
 
QUEEN: You’ve totally betrayed me. 
 
MARY: Yes. 
 
QUEEN: Destroyed ze bonds of trust between us. 
 
MARY: Completely, your Majesty. 
 
QUEEN: But you write good pamphlets. 
 
MARY: Thank-you, M’am. 
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QUEEN: Better than your ‘usband. 
 
DAVENANT: Now come on, your Majesty. I may have gone off the boil recently but – 
 
QUEEN: - shut up, Davenant. I’m taking you off the pamphlet-writing team and replacing 

you wiz your wife.  
 
MARY: Oh, thank-you, your Majesty! 
 
QUEEN: Wiz ze money from today’s box office you can pay to release your children. And 

you, Davenant, will look after them. 
 
DAVENANT: No! No, Majesty! I beg you! Don’t leave me alone with them! Kill me, torture me, 

do what you want with me, just don’t leave me alone with the children! 
 
QUEEN: Don’t be silly, D’Avenant. You will be ze first ‘ouse ‘usband in history! 
 
JOHN is somehow given a piece of paper (perhaps by the stage manager), and something is  
whispered in his ear 
 
JOHN: Hold on, hold on! Cromwell’s in the audience. 
 
QUEEN: Zat bastard’s in ‘ere?! 
 
ESSEX: Shit! Thank God I’m wearing a brilliant disguise... 
 
JOHN: I’ve got a message from him here. (reading) “Hey guys! Ollie here. Loving the 

clever “state of the nation” satire. What a hoot! Great performances – particularly 
the actors playing the Earl of Essex and the Queen.” 

 
ESSEX: Ah, thanks, mate. I mean, sir. Appreciate it. 
 
QUEEN: Merci, you piece of merde. 
 
JOHN: (still reading) “Only problem is… you appear to be performing a play. I don’t 

know if you’re aware of this, or not, but plays are super disgusting and offensive 
to the memory of our Lord Jesus Christ” 

 
Which means… that in approximately five minutes, and unless you come up with 
an extremely convincing excuse, I’m going to have to execute you all in a really 
really slow and unpleasant manner. Does that make sense to you? Hope that’s 
cool with everyone. Place is surrounded by the way. Great job again, guys! Ollie 
xxx” 

 
ESSEX: Any bright ideas, Davenant? 
 
DAVENANT: Well, if it looks like a play and sounds like a play it’s probably a play, isn’t it? 

We’re screwed. 
 
ESSEX: Don’t know why Ollie’s being so fussy. Just ‘cos we make the rules, doesn’t mean 

we have to stick to them. 
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MARY: What if it became “not a play”? 
 
DAVENANT: How can we make it “not a play”, Nottamann? 
 
MARY: Add a song. Then it’s a masque. 
 
QUEEN: What’s a masque? 
 
MARY: (very quickly) A form of festive courtly entertainment that flourished in 16th and 

early 17th century Europe. 
 
JOHN: Good idea, but... 
 
ESSEX: … it would have to be an upbeat song. Can’t be cynical, nasty stuff… got 

something for us, Davenant? 
 
DAVENANT: Um… 
 
ESSEX: A song, not a noise, Davenant. 
 
DAVENANT: John? 
 
JOHN: I’ve got plenty of songs, but none of them are particularly upbeat. 
 
ESSEX: Your Majesty, as disgusting as I think you are… have you anything in your 

locker? 
 
QUEEN: Only French songs about Reginas, you ‘orrible old man. 
 
MARY: Let’s not argue. We all need each other now. 
 
DAVENANT: Hold on, I might have something. (Gets a pen and paper out and goes over to 

JOHN) What if we, er, (writes something down) did that, then a bit of this, shift 
that bit down…? 

 
JOHN: … er, maybe. 
 
MARY takes the piece of paper and pen 
 
MARY: (to JOHN) What if you move that up, change of key, instrumental… 
 
DAVENANT: Final chorus…? 
 
MARY: Yet another key change…?  
 
DAVENANT: Yes, that works, doesn’t it? (to JOHN) Do you think we could whack that out? 
 
JOHN: It’s crazy but, er… 
 
MARY: … it’s all we’ve got. 
 
JOHN: Listen, if we get out of this…. 
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DAVENANT: … of course, of course, I’ll start paying you. But don’t worry. We won’t get out of 

this. 
 
JOHN: Great! 
 
MARY: Right, you two… (Shows the piece of paper to ESSEX and the QUEEN). You’ll 

need to be off book in, er, exactly ten seconds. Is that ok? And the rehearsal 
period allotted is approximately 0 hours, plus 0 minutes, and 0 seconds – good 
with that? Cool.  

 
DAVENANT: Let’s get started. Take it away, John… 
 
JOHN starts to play the guitar, and everyone sings… 
 
ALL: (singing) I hope you don’t die, I hope I don’t die.  
 And Cromwell spares at least one eye 

 I hope your head stays on your neck 
 And your guts are not a total wreck 

 
I hope we don’t die, I hope we don’t die 

 I really really hope we don’t die 
 I think I’d rather keep my face 

My brain I’d like to stay in place 
 

I’d prefer to not die, I’d prefer to not die 
I’d really really prefer to not die 
Let’s stop the war this afternoon 
And throw out ev’ry wooden spoon 

 
Applause, hopefully, as… 
 
Another note is handed to JOHN 
 
JOHN: Cromwell again.  
 
MARY: Why does he keep writing us notes? Couldn’t he just come up and talk to us like a 

normal person?  
 
QUEEN: It is a bit weird, oui. 
 
JOHN: (Reading) “Hey guys, loved the song. Really moving. In fact I loved it so much 

I’m going to keep the Globe open! Just kidding – I’m not going to do that. I’m 
actually going to turn it into swish, unaffordable apartments that bear no relation 
to the area’s existing architecture and have hilarious service charges. But, the 
upside is… theatrical performances can continue elsewhere! As long as all the 
shows have upbeat songs like yours just now. And they’re not called plays. And I 
can have a free one at my daughter’s wedding in 14 years time. So, as long as the 
King and Queen agree – 

 
QUEEN: - well, we’re still going to march on London in two weeks and destroy every 

Puritan in sight but, yes, I agree - 
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JOHN: - whoever wins the civil war, live performance in England is alive and well!” 
 
ALL: Hoorah! 
 
JOHN starts to play 
 
ESSEX: Hold on, hold on, John!  
 
JOHN stops playing 
 
 There’s something I need to say to you. There’s some undercover roles coming up 

in my office soon. How would you like to come to work for me full time? 
 
JOHN: You mean…? 
 
ESSEX: Yes, John. You’ve been on work experience far too long. On Monday you start 

your first day as an intern. 
 
JOHN: An intern! Mum, did you hear that? Your little boy’s an intern! (to ESSEX) Do I 

get travel expenses? 
 
ESSEX: Don’t get carried away, John. But I will throw in a morris dance! 
 
Massive celebrations and a triumphant REPRISE of the last song with accompanying morris dance 
 
END 


