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The History of Theatre was nominated for the 2007 Harry Rintoul award for best new local play.

(The 3 actors enter, each with a mime box, from different ends of the stage. They face each other in the ring. The lights fade. As the stage goes into darkness, we hear a voice/sound montage that grows in volume and intensity:) 

“All the world’s a stage and the people –“ 

“Sound and Fury” 

“To be or not to be” 

(Musical theatre montages begin in the background) 

“The iceman cometh” 

“I’ve always believed in the kindness – “ 

“A gentleman caller!” 

“Stella!” 

“It’s pure entertainment!” 

“The business of theatre” 

 “I wanna stay home and watch TV!” 

“Let’s go get cultured!” 

(Cell phone rings) 

“Theatre company closes – “ 

“Go grease lightening” 

“Stella!” 

(Fading) 

“All the world’s a stage” 

“A black box” 

“Sound and Fury” 

(Lights up on the 3 actors miming their activities. BRENT is engrossed in a video game. MATT is bouncing a ball (it mimics a beating heart). MEL is at her computer. BRENT notices the audience.) 

BRENT: 
Psst. Guys. Hey. 

MATT: 
What? 

BRENT: 
There’s people. 

MEL: 

(Still focused on her screen). Run them over for bonus points.

BRENT: 
Not in the game. Out there. 

MATT: 
(Stops dribbling). Why are they here? (Mel doesn't stop typing) Mel. 

MEL: 

I’m trying to finish this petit – Whoah. 

BRENT: 
Are they watching us? 

MATT: 
I think so. 

MEL: 

Are we part of a study? 

BRENT: 
Well, we should … do something, keep them entertained. 

MEL: 
Are you kidding? We have their undivided attention! Ladies and gentleman, I would like to speak to you about the pressing issue of climate change! 

MATT: 
Mel, I don’t think that’s why they came. 

BRENT: 
(Taking a fringe program out from his back pocket) Well, this IS the Winnipeg Fringe Festival, one of the largest celebrations of theatre in the world. 

MEL: 

So, what do you suggest? 

BRENT: 
Theatre perhaps. 

ALL: 

But wait. What is theatre?  

BRENT:  
Theatre is the best form of entertainment ever. 

MATT:    
Theatre is a perfect vehicle for art. 

MEL:    
Theatre is a powerful instrument of social change. 

ALL:    
Oh really? 

BRENT:   
Musical numbers! Dancing! In your face special effects! Fight scenes! 

MATT:  
Just how is that even close to the emotional connection that true art can bring? 

BRENT: 
How do you manage that exactly? 

MATT:    
Well... It's a process, it's ART, you can't just define it!

BRENT:   
Sure you can. People punch each other for a few minutes, yell some really awesome one liners: You hire some pyro technicians and boom- Explosion you can feel in the back row. THAT is great theatre and I told you how to do it. Easy. 

MEL:   
What about after the play? Spectacle and art can keep people entertained while they're in the theatre but a show with a message, with something to say, that'll give people something to talk about, something to do, way after the show is done. That can change the world! 

MATT:   
I’m trying to understand the world.  

BRENT:  
And I’m trying not to bore it to death.  

MEL:  

Well can’t there be a happy medium?  

(A moment of silence. Then, riotous laughter.)  

BRENT:  
Oh man, that was good.  

MATT:  
Yeah, you really had me going there.  

MEL:  
I mean, really, can there be such a thing as entertaining theatre, with artistic merit and a social conscience?  

(Beat.)  

ALL:  

Can there?  

BRENT:  
Why are we doing this anyway?  

MEL:  
(Points to the program) Because people will want their money back if we don’t-  

BRENT:   
I don’t mean that, I mean theatre, in the first place.  Why not film or-  

MEL:  

Uhh… I got nothing.  

MATT:   
Well gee Brent, I guess I never really thought about it too hard before.  

BRENT:  
Then what is the point? If you don’t know and I don’t know-  None of us know?

MATT:   
We’re a shame to theatre.  

(Sadness in their eyes, the three begin to tear up/burn/otherwise destroy their degrees. Mel brings out her history text book.)  

MEL:  

I guess we won’t need this Theatre History text I always carry with me.  

BRENT:  
Or this pocket edition of Hedda Gabbler.  

MATT:  
Wait! Don’t destroy that book! That’s it! The history of theatre! That’s were we can find the reason behind all this!  

MEL:  

Ooo! Research!  

BRENT:  
Can I still destroy Hedda Gabbler?  

MATT:  
No!  

BRENT:  
But… It’s kind of sucky.  

MATT:   
Come here! (He grabs Brent and all three begin quickly reading through the book) This will just take a second folks.  

(The three take the book and look at each other before flipping the pages. They all scream in pain, stop, and then sigh in awe)

BRENT:
I can taste the rainbow of theatre!

  

MEL: 
So many types of theatre, and not really any way to talk about them all. So let's narrow our search to the development of today's typical modern stagecraft. 

MATT:

 So, where to start?

  

MEL: 

How about the… beginning?

  

(As Mel says this, Tribal Music begins (drums etc.) and the lights dim. Perhaps our heroes turn on flashlights to illuminate themselves, campfire story style) 

  

BRENT: 
In the beginning, there was void. 

  

MEL: 

Too far. 

  

BRENT: 
Sorry. 

  

MATT: 
Across the planet evidence of early theatre exists. No one knows precisely how theatre originated in the misty mists of the murky murk of human history. We know that as our species developed, their linguistic skills grew. 

  

(Mel and Brent become cavemen) 

  

BRENT: 
Ungh 

  

MEL: 

Ungh? 

  

BRENT: 
Ungh! 

  

MEL: 

Ungh? 

  

BRENT: 
Ungh! 

  

MEL: 

What? 

  

BRENT: 
I grow increasingly unsatisfied with our draconian hunter/gatherer society. 

  

MEL: 

Uh... me too! 

MATT:  
Primal man was a keen storyteller, using not only his voice and body, but also painting and music. Imagine being huddled around the ancient fire, the sky filled with strange lights, the air filled with strange noises. The tribe hushes, the story teller steps forward.

(A special rises which Mel steps into, the ceremonial storyteller) 

MEL: 
There was nothing but the sea when Tawea opened here eyes. She looked into the waters and saw her reflection and was captured by her own beauty 

(Brent pushes his way in, unaware of Mel and vice versa. They push each other out at their turns for

the rest of this bit)

  

BRENT: 
Okay, so I’ve just hucked a spear at this fish when, just my luck, I lose my balance and fall in the water – and it was cold man, I mean my boys were like this (indicates really small) – and then I look up and this bear, this huge freaking bear comes out of the bushes about ten feet upstream, roaring like I owe him money- 

  

MEL: 
She leaned down to kiss her own lips in the water but met only the cold waves, no matter how deep she plunged. She could not kiss the lovely temptress staring up at her. 

  

BRENT: 
So I freeze in the water, in both senses, and the bear stands up – Gary, you be the bear – okay so the bear stands up and roars and takes this massive dump! This huge bear crap. And he’s upstream right, so this –giant- bear turd is heading straight for me 

  

MEL: 
Tawea tore out here hair, beat her breast and tore herself apart. Her blood, falling into the water, sprung to life, the first of the blood red salmon 

  

BRENT: 
And guess what, in the end, it turned out the “fish” was a freaking rock!

  

MATT: 
Unfortunately, since these early cultures were relied on oral re-telling of their history it’s hard to nail down what theatre meant to them. 

(The tribal music dies off and gentle lyre strumming can be heard (maybe?). Mel steps forward while Brent and Matt head off stage.)

  

MEL: 
We’re going forward thousands of years to 500 B.C. Yep, that’s right. We’re entering the birth place of Western civilization, where the foundation of democracy, mathematics, justice, medicine, astronomy and – you guessed it! – theatre, were laid. Ancient Greece! 

(Brent and Matt stroll across in togas)

  

BRENT: 
My good friend Aristotle, are you postulating what I'm postulating? 

  

MATT: 
That philosophy is the science of the universal essence of that which is actual? 

  

BRENT: 
No, the other thing! 

 

BOTH: 
Toga party!! (Cue generic party music)

MEL: 

Woohoo! (She runs off stage for her toga). 

  

(Matt and Brent pull some beer bottles from the prop box. They prepare the stage, setting 2 mime boxes opposite each other and a paper upstage. During this, they rock out and chant “Toga!”. Mel runs in) 

MEL: 

Toga!!!! (The guys see her and the music stops.) Toga?

MATT: 
Ah, Mel …. This is difficult to say – 

BRENT: 
No girls allowed. 

MATT: 
Yep. 

MEL: 

What? Did we just flash-back to the fourth grade? 

BRENT: 
No, but since we’re keeping with the ancient Greek Theatre tradition, women weren’t allowed on the stage. 

MEL: 

This is ridiculous, what am I supposed to do now? 

MATT: 
Well, there’s a … spot … over there 

(A light shines on an area very upstage and off to the side, barely visible). 

MEL: 
This is convenient isn’t it? (Begins to move off). I’ll just wander up to my marginalized area of the stage. Yep, you’ll barely be able to see  or hear me from waaaaay up here. In fact, if I do want to get a little attention, bring light to a few little issues, I’ll practically have to stage a riot. 

BRENT: 
We left you a script. 

MEL: 
(Picks up the sheet). So I’m the narrator now? 

BOTH: 
(shrug) Sorry! 

MEL: 
(Begins narrations, less than enthused). Greek theatre originated from a choir. 

BOYS: 
Sing a note. 

MEL: 

Then, the choirs began to harmonize. 

BRENT: 
Ba ba ba 

MATT: 
Be Be Boo. 

MEL:

Eventually, a soloist would come forward from the chorus. 

(BRENT steps down from his box to centre stage) 

BRENT: 
It’s all about me me me meeeeee!

MEL: 

Then Aeschylus had a breakthrough: Why not two actors? 

MATT: 
Mee too too too too tooooo! 

MEL: 
This is important because now this jerk had another jerk to talk to. Sophocles added a 3rd actor - which can’t stage this because I’m not allowed in the stupid boys club-  Browsing browsing browsing, and done. 

MATT: 
You totally skipped my bit!

MEL:

Whatever.

(Brent and Matt look at each other nod, and then run off stage. Matt enters again quickly with a beard and calls Mel over.)

MATT:

Young nubile boy, please come over here.

MEL:

I do not like where this is going.

MATT:

(Pulls down the beard) Do you want to be involved or not?

MEL:

… Fine. Yes, creepy old man, what can I do for you?

MATT:
That’s senator creepy old man to you, Skippy! I have an idea- A festival! In the summer, for a week or so, with different writers throwing shows together, using local citizens who have theatrical aspirations. We’ll call it (Brent run out covered with Winnipeg Fringe Fest merchandise) the City Dionysia. (Brent runs away, disappointed), you know, to celebrate Dionysus, god of revelry. 

MEL:
Are you sure mixing religion and theatre together is a great idea?

MATT:
Just think Bobby! Thousands of citizens, enjoying dramatic tellings of some of the most vital stories to Greek culture! We’ll have government sponsorship for the plays, and assign producers to each to ensure against any economic difficulties for the shows. 

MEL:
No grueling grant writing?

MATT:
No little Jimmy, not at all. In fact, if I catch you no participating, we’ll have you arrested! And hey, if you misbehave during the plays or prevent someone from taking a seat, we’ll punish you good! Yes, there is nothing a little poison in the ear can’t solve!

MEL:
(To the audience) Think about that next time a cell phone goes off in a show (To Matt) I think you’re embellishing the history here. 

MATT: 
You think so, Mikey? How about I distract you with a scene from scene from Sophocles’ Oedipus Rex? (Smiles) To be-

BRENT:
(Enters) That’s totally wrong Matt.

MEL:

To Laius once



There came an oracle, that he should die



By a son’s hands, whom he should have of me.



And Laius – the story goes – robbers abroad



Murdered, at a place where three roads meet;

BRENT:
What perturbation and perplexity



Take hold upon me, woman, hearing you!

MEL:
What? (Mel looks confused, Brent whispers in her ear) Ohhhh (pause) Oh (pause) oh.

(Quick transformation back)

MATT:
I think our time here is waning. No, it can’t all be good times, can’t all be drinking and theatre, Olympics and democracy, slave ownership and questionable sexual conduct with young boys. No, all good things must come to an end.

(He looks towards the audience as stomping is heard.)

ALL:
THE ROMANS ARE COMING!

(They run off stage while Brent enters holding a small piece of paper)

BRENT: 
We would like to take this moment to state that any similarities between the following portrayal of an overwrought Empire on the verges of inevitable collapse and any other such empire, real or fictional, is entirely coincidental.

(Brent exits as Matt (Caesar/Bush) enters. He is addressing “the nation”, as it were.)

MATT:
Heh, Empire’s doin well. Expandin, spreadin the good news of Rome to the world, yeh. But now there’s all these new kinds of people immigrating from the south. Things startin to get restless. Gotta figure outta way to calm the people, distract em. (enter Mel (Platus)) Hey you there, smart lookin guy? 

MEL: 

Plautus. 

MATT: 
Right, Platypus, them folks we conquered first. The ones who used to have those nekked games every four years? 

MEL: 
The Greeks, Caesar? 

MATT: 
Yeah, Greeks. Good people. Nice food. Really good, was it, souvlaki? Yeh. Anyhow, how’d them Greeks keep all their people so dern happy? 

MEL: 

Well with plays sire, I’ve got some I’ve been studying here… 

MATT: 
Perfect! Plays! Why don’t you make us up some plays. You just steal what the Greeks were doin’. And nothin’ too high fallutin. You know. Knee slappers!

MEL: 

Yes sire. 

MATT: 
Can’t expect everyone to be as smart as the leader of the enlightened world, can we? Heheheheheheh. 

MEL: 

...no. 

BRENT: 
(Enters making a banana split) Today on the show we’re going to be making a Roman face. Now, Roman Farces are heavy in physical humor and smothered in sex. If you’re in a hurry, just take a Greek play, filter out the “content”, add in a few dick jokes and you’re set! (Gives the banana split to Matt and exits)
MATT: 
Well, it’s circus maximus around here these days. Hundreds of lands subjugated, taxes pouring in from every corner of the empire. Perfect. (Enter Brent in modern Goth getup) Who the heck are you? 

BRENT: 
(Horrible German accent) A german Visigoth. 

MATT: 
That’s quite the giddup you got there son. Whaddye want? 

BRENT: 
I’m here to sack you. (Brent kicks Matt square in the junk, he falls to the ground a rolls off stage)

MEL: 
(Enters as Plautus) Thank you. (She and Brent bow. As they do so, the lights fade out. Both of them break character and look around, wondering what the hell is going on) 

MEL: 

Brent? Matt? Where did you go? 

MATT: 
Hey Mel, over here 

MEL: 

(Trips loudly) owww 

MATT: 
What did you trip over 

BRENT:
Not me!

MEL: 

It feels like… Ewww! A plague ridden corpse 

BRENT: 
How do you know what a… never mind, I don’t want to know. 

MATT: 
Mel, do you see where I put those manuscripts 

MEL: 
No Matt, it’s the dark ages – all the learning of the past civilizations has been lost in the struggle for survival. Society is going to have to reinvent the wheel. 

BRENT: 
The what? 

MEL: 
Fortunately, there is one institution where knowledge is still preserved – an institution that will return the light of culture to the west and, ironically, restore theatre…  The Roman Catholic Church.

(As she says this Brent stands center stage holding his hands up, evangelical preacher style. He is

dressed like a priest. If we can have him backlit dramatically, all the better.)

BRENT: 
Brothers and sisters, I come to you today with a message. Today, we face tough times. After the Romans fell, like Lucifer, oh did they fall, can I have an amen? Amen! Once the Romens fell, so many people became isolated and turned to the local Catholic church for teaching and wisdom. The church holds on to the culture of the past. While we object to theatrical excess like at the end of the Roman empire, with some moderation, theatrical elements have began to creep into the Catholic mass, bringing you liturgical drama. First monks and choirboys were separated into two parts, singing questions and responses to each other. 

(Matt (Monk) and Mel (Choirboy) enter from opposite sides) 

MATT: 
Pie jesu domina. 

MEL: 

Donna et is requiem. 

(Snare drum sound effect for gag, both jazz hand to audience, exit) 

BRENT: 
Not funny. Then these answer-responses were accompanied by small staged scenes. 

(Monk and Choirboy enter from opposite sides) 

MEL: 

Who do you seek? 

MATT: 
Jesus.

MEL: 

He lives! 

BOTH: 
Yay! (They exit)

BRENT: 
Finally there were full out staged spectaculars with different sets all over the church and elaborate costumes! 

(Matt and Mel take turns jumping in from off stage, doing quick scenes, popping back over between each one very fast, struggling to keep up.) 

MATT: 
(reading) In the beginning was the word 

MEL: 

(blowing trumpet) Fall you wall! 

MATT: 
(Enters with armful of animal, throws them offstage) That’s right, everyone on the boat (looks) oh, just in time (water thrown on from offstage) 

BOTH: 
(Entering with jazz hands) What’s the buzz, tell me what’s a-happening, what’s the buzz, tell me what’s a-happening!

MEL:

(With scissors) Come on Sampson, just a little so you don’t have a mullet. 

MATT: 
(Enters as giant) Grrr, argh (action figure enters other side, pretends to throw stone, Matt slaps heads and falls down and off the stage) 

MEL:
(Enters reading bible, Matt struggles to do actions) Okay so the four horsemen (Matt enters, reins in steed, neighs) will unite with the whore of Babylon (Matt enters pulls shirt to make a tank top, “oh no you dinnint”) to bring forth the beast of the lake (Monk enters drenched, spitting water)

BRENT: 
Wait, wait! These scenes are totally out of order! 

MEL: 

I can’t do this, it’s too hard! I’m not an actor, I’m a choir boy. 

MATT: 
(Arm around her) There there, let me comfort you… (Choirboy makes a face, both exit in opposite directions) 

BRENT: 
Not funny. Eventually, these religious plays began to be presented independently and outdoors. These longer short dramas were played in a sequence, which is why they became known as cycle plays.

(Brent exits as the noise of a crowd outside slowly builds up. Enter Matt (Dad) and Mel (Mom) who are looking around with great interest.) 

MEL: 

Oh gee hun, here’s a spot. 

MATT: 
I think the whole town is here for the Corpus Christi. 

MEL: 

Well they oughta be, half of them are in it. Oh, look Jill, here comes the first float! 

MATT: 
Look, Adam and Eve are naked. 

MEL: 

Oh hun, you know those are full leather suits. 

MATT: 
Must chafe like heck. 

MEL: 
And there’s the Arc, Carpenter’s Guild spared no expense. Here comes the Stonemason’s “Fall of Jericho” 

MATT: 
Sure glad I’m not pulling that cart. 

MEL: 
You know what pleases me most, hun? It’s not the whole community pulling together to put on a show. It’s not finally being able to understand the words. It’s not even Ted Sandyman making an ass of himself every year as Herod. It’s that we’re doing it for the children. Little Jill- Jill? Jill, get over here!

(Brent reluctantly enters as little Jill: Dress, blonde wig, maybe even a giant lollypop)

MEL:
There we are darling! You see, little Jill gets to see the images of her faith brought to life before her very eyes, celebrating her identity as a Christian. 

BRENT: 
Lookeelookeelookee, it’s Jesus! 

MATT: 
That’s right Jill. And what do they do to Jesus? 

BRENT: 
Crucify! Crucify! 

MATT: 
And whose fault is that, wicked daughter of Eve? 

BRENT: 
Mine… 

(All three exit. Matt quickly re-enters with the text book.)

MATT: 
Besides the cycle plays, there were traveling singers and mimes, juggler’s and contortionists keeping the theatrical tradition of being poor and vagrant alive. Then an art form emerged combining these two worlds: professional entertainers and Christian theatre: morality plays. These were full length, non Biblical stories, though still containing moral lessons, that towards the end of the medieval period became so complex and skilled they required dedicated professionals. The most famous of these, still performed today, is Everyman. (Smiles and breaks character) To be…

BRENT:
(Runs in) Okay, you know that isn’t right.

MATT:
Sorry…
(Mel enters as Death, Brent as Everyman. Maybe Brent wears a beer brand t-shirt.)

MEL: 

Everyman, stand still. Hast thou thy Maker forgot? 

BRENT: 
Why askst thou? 

MEL: 

In great haste I am sent to thee, from God out of his majesty. 

BRENT: 
What, sent to me? 

MEL: 
Yea, certainly. Though thou have forgot him here, he thinketh on thee in the heavenly sphere. 

BRENT: 
What desireth God of me? 

MEL: 

A reckoning he will needs have. 

BRENT: 
Full unready I am such a reckoning to give. I know thee not, what messenger art thou? 

MEL: 

(pause, shake head) I am Death! 

BRENT: 
(Getting it) Ooohhhhh…. 

(Brent and Mel exit)

MATT: 
Unlike Greek plays with limitations on time and setting, medieval plays had episodes that ranged over time and space, all connected, all exploring new layers of the play’s question, like a long chain. Which is how the medieval people viewed existence, a great chain of being with God at the top, the 9th circle of heck at the bottom. Christianity was being reinforced not just by the play’s moral but by its structure! (pause) Exciting! (Beat.) Well, I think so.

(Mel swoons in, Pregnant)

MEL:
 
It’s time 

MATT: 
But, it’s only 1300 AD 

MEL: 

It’s 1400! 

BRENT:
(Pops in with his own textbook) Well actually it’s debatable. 

MEL: 
(takes Matt’s hand and squeezes) Kings and princes are consolidating the power of feudal lords (Squeeze). New technologies and scientific advances are improving life while questioning basic beliefs (Squeeze). The Church’s deathgrip (Squeeze) on learning is weakening. It’s time! 

(Mel gives birth to a book) 

MATT: 
It’s a book 

BRENT: 
Hey, my old manuscript. 

MEL: 

It’s the rebirth of society, the renaissance. 

(Brent smiles and steps forwards)

BRENT:
To be or not to-

MEL:

Close Brent, but we’re doing England last.

(All three run off stage and quickly return as an Italian (Brent), Spaniard (Matt) and Frenchman (Mel). They quickly begin to bicker)

MATT:

I claim this stage in the name of Italy!

BRENT:
I claim this stage in the name of Spain!

MEL:

I claim this stage in the name of France!

(All three draw pistols for a Mexican standoff and begin to circle on another)

MATT:

What nerve!

BRENT:
How dare you!

MEL:

Incroyable!

ALL:

I am the renaissance superpower!

MEL:

We’re exploring and colonizing the world.

BRENT:
Our new merchant class grows wealthier and wealthier.

MATT:

Our art has risen to its zenith.

ALL:

Us too!

(All fire and expect to be dead but examine themselves and find themselves unshot. They each curse in their native tongue and throw the guns off stage.)

MATT:

Well how about your theatre? We got you beat there.

MEL:

The theatre of France is second to none.

BRENT:
I’m afraid I must disagree.

MEL:

Well prove it!

MATT:

Our Renaissance was earliest, so I go first.

BRENT:
(to Mel) Age before beauty.

MATT:

Pearls before swine. 

BRENT:
But first, no more accents.

(They leave the stage)

MATT:
Our universities were producing some of the finest minds of the age, all trying to figure out what the Greek and Romans wanted their theatre to be like. We just had some of their scripts to go off of. And Aristotle’s “Poetics”. Excellente! A set of inflexible rules for making theatre!

MEL:
(As Aristotle) Actually those were just some suggestions which I based on my own theories…

MATT:
Shut up old man, you’re dead (exit Aristotle). We took the neo-classical rules, unity of space, time and action very seriously – one plot over one day in one place! No mixing comedy and tragedy! Characters should act as you’d expect them to act! Our scholarly works are perfetto!

BRENT:
Your scholarly works are-

BOTH:
BORING!

MATT:
Well, well, we made other strides! The Proscenium arch.

(Brent becomes a creepy architect looking at audience through model)

MEL:
It’ll be like looking through a keyhole to see what allllll your neighbours are doing, when they think nobody’s watching them!

MATT:
Ummm… Opera! 

BRENT:
(Is stabbed by Mel) I CAN’T BELIEVE YOU STAAAAAABBED ME!

MATT:
And commedia del’arte! The finest clowning ever performed!

(Mel becomes Harlequin, Brent Pantalone)

MEL:
Okay let’s practice lazzi 59 though 75. Pantalone sees the innamorati.

BRENT:
What a pretty young thing she is. And I hear she comes with a dowry.

MEL:
You start to stroke your moneybag (He does so) and I… HITYOUWITHTHESLAPSTICK! (Whack!) Okokok, number sixty. (They set back up) You see the innamorati.

BRENT:
What a pretty young thing (Pause) my daughter is. I bet somebody is after her and her dowry.

MEL:
You start to stroke your moneybag (Reluctantly does so) and I… HITYOUWITHTHESLAPSTICK! (Whack) Genius!

MATT:
No! No! No! You’re not doing it justice! (They turn back into Mel and Brent) Commedia del’arte has the most brilliant improvisational slapstick comedy surrounding delightful love stories. And opera, opera is gut wrenching emotion set to stirring music on a grand scale. And the proscenium arch separating the audience and the action is the dominant design in theatres to this day. It’s all so, so…

BRENT:
Deliberately artificial?

(Matt looks at them, then runs off crying)

MEL:
You broke his little heart.

BRENT:
(Pushes Mel offstage while quick guitar music plays) Welcome… to Spain! For years my country had been controlled by foreigners but then came the summer of ’69 – 1469. Ferdinand of Aragon and Isabella of Castile married, started to drive out the Moors and place Spain under Spanish Catholic rule. Which maybe went a little too far with the Inquisition.

MEL:
(Jumps in) Cause hey, nobody expected the Spanish Inquisition! Ha ha ha ha…. (Matt enters as an executioner: red hot poker, executioner’s hood, no shirt)

BRENT:
In fourteen hundred ninety two…

MATT&MEL:
(from off, by rote) Columbus sailed the ocean blue.

BRENT:
Well yes, but also by that year, Ferdinand and Isabella had succeeded in kicking out the Moors and torching a majority of the minorities. Spain was a unified country! 

(Matt (Lope de Vega) and Mel(Calderon) come out with rapiers, salute and duel)

MATT:
In Spain’s golden age, she was constantly at war with her neighbors. This military atmosphere strongly influenced the secular theatre.

MEL:
Many of the playwrights were soldiers. I, Pedro Calderon, helped suppress the Catalan rebellion.

MATT:
And I, Lope de Vega, was in the Spanish Armada.

MEL:
Didn’t go so well?

MATT:
No. But it’s good source material for the popular comedia nuevas, of which I have written over 1500.

BRENT:
(As Brent) Modern scholars say a little under 800.

MATT:
Well, it’s not how many plays you write (turns to audience) its how well they please the audience. Like my play “The Sheep Well” 

(Brent and Mel act out the play, while Matt (as Lope) approaches a woman in the front row)

MATT:
A military commander tries to seduce a village maiden, but is thwarted by a peasant so he beats the maiden’s father and kidnaps the girl who returns to the villagers and shames them into killing the commander leading to torture for the villagers until they are pardoned by the king (hands woman a rose) Now that’s a hell of a play. It’s stuff like that which got me appointed court director of theatre by Philip the 3rd.

(He turns to go upstage but is killed by Calderon)

MEL:
Until I replaced you in 1635.

MATT:
But I died of old age!

MEL:
This is more dramatic.

MATT:
Si! (Huge death)

MEL:
Now I will turn to the church and write auto sacramentales, one act sacraments, until, I too… die. Which I will do quickly because… (Throws off her Calderon gear, puts on a beret) we’re moving on to la France! 
(Matt (Racine) enters while Mel(Moliere) transforms)

MEL:
Jean Racine, my friend, how are you?

MATT:
I’m well Jean-Baptiste.

MEL:
It’s Moliere now.

MATT:
A fancy new stage name.

MEL:
You know how it is. Say, how’s “Andromache” coming along? Is it ready for my company yet?

MATT:
Oh I’m surprised your company needs more plays, what with your own successes. The Miser for example.

MEL:
I’ve been fortunate.

MATT:
Fortunate indeed! Such fame for silly farces.

MEL:
Not all of us have the gift for tragedy like you. Did you read Hippolytus like I told you? You could do a great adaptation.

MATT:
Perhaps.

MEL:
Therese du Parc could play Phaedra.

MATT:
Your mistress?

MEL:
She’s a great actress too.

MATT:
She is, which is why I convinced her to leave Troupe du Roi.

MEL:
You what?

MATT:
Yes, we’ll need her at Hotel Bourgogne for “Andromache.”

MEL:
Why are you doing this?

MATT:
You don’t have any sense of decorum, you insist on showing vice in all its filthy glory. It’s disgusting.

MEL:
You’re really going to enjoy Tartuffe then. A womanizer hiding in the guise of a religious fanatic. We open next week.

MATT:
The clergy will close it.

MEL:
The king has heard and approved it.

MATT:
The king is out of the country. The clergy will close it.

MEL:
It’s not an attack on religion, it’s an attack on hypocrisy! Well so what, the king will return.

MATT:
I hear he favours Jean Lully these days.

MEL:
The painter.

MATT:
Oui.

MEL:
But I need his support. For my company. For my family.

MATT:
I wouldn’t worry about your wife. I saw her yesterday in the company of some very supportive young men.

(Mel has been progressively coughing more and more throughout these final passes.

He drops to his knees)

MEL:
I’m going to die.

MATT:
Yes. Onstage, during a show. Playing a hypochondriac, no less.

MEL:
They won’t give me Christian burial because I’m an actor.

MATT:
No, they’ll have to bury you secretly at night. (Mel exits) Ha ha! If there’s one thing I know, it’s tension and climax. Now my Phaedra, loosely based on Euripedes’ Hippolytus, can open to unrivalled success. (Brent enters and whispers to him) What? How can there be two other plays opening one night. I don’t care if the king won’t come. Impious fool. That’s it! I’m done! I’m better than all of this, than all of you! (By this point he is a pouty teenager, and he exits, limps flailing ineffectively.)

MEL:
In 1680, the King united Racine and Moliere’s companies, granting them monopoly on spoken drama in France. The first national theatre was born.

MATT:

Which is enough of France and brings us to-

BRENT:
(Jumps in excited) To be, or not-

MEL:
Hey hey hey! Before we check on the renaissance in England, I just want to highlight that WOMEN WERE PERFORMING ONSTAGE! In commedia troupes, in Spanish plays, on French stages, women had taken the boards often as full members or shareholders in the companies they were participating in. Spain even passed a law prohibiting cross dressing in the theatre. Someone finally realized it takes a woman to play a woman! 

BRENT:
(Enters as a Brit with a teacup and saucer) Oh I’m afraid I have to disagree! (Smears her markings. Mel leaves in a huff) Yes in jolly old England nothing says feminine like some firm young boy, with an uncracked voice and no hair on his flawless body. A woman performing would be sexually improper. Which is odd considering our monarch is the unmarried but unrivalled Queen Elizabeth. (trumpets blare Hail Britannia her entrance)

MATT:
(As Elizabeth) Hem hem hem. I know I have the body of a weak and feeble woman, but I have the heart and stomach of a King, and a King of England too. And if any of those continental powers try to come over the channel I’m going to (trumpets blare Hail Britannia) Do you know what I love more than anything in the world? The theatre. Oh there’s nothing like it, is there? A company of players whisking you away to a different land, a different time. And at the end you find you’ve been crying not just for those people onstage but for all of us, every one of us poor, troubled, doomed souls. (Pause) Now you’d better start clapping or I’ll have you drawn and quartered (Applause… hopefully) Thank you.

BRENT:
With Elizabeth’s support, theatre flourished and became one of the most popular entertainments, for nobles and peasantry alike. Like the work of that great English dramatist…

MATT:
(Runs on with picture of Shakespeare) Finally! Oh I’ve been waiting for this.

BRENT:
The perfector of iambic pentameter…

MATT:
Ohgeeohgeeohgee!

BRENT:
The writer of the mighty line…

MATT:
Herehecomesherehecomesherehecomes!

BRENT:
Ladies and Gentlemen, that great Elizabethan playwright… Christopher Marlowe. (enter Mel as Marlowe)

MATT:
YAAWHAT?

MEL:
You were expecting Shakespeare, I presume.

MATT:
Well yeah. I mean he did invent iambic pentameter.

MEL:
No he didn’t, no. Even I didn’t. But I perfected it. I took the stories of the previous ages and gave them music. “Is this the face that launched a thousand ships, and burnt the topless towers of Illium?” Come on! “Edward the Second?” “Tamburlaine?” “Doctor Faustus?” Anything?

MATT:
OH I remember now.

MEL:
Thank god.

MATT:
Rupert Everett plays you in “Shakespeare in Love”

MEL:
Fire and BRIMSTONE! Somebody stick a knife in my eye! (Exit)

MATT:
Well, where’s Shakespeare?

BRENT:
(Backstage) He’s coming. Hold the crowd.

MATT:
It’s TIME! To be…. To be… line

MEL:
(backstage) Or n..

MATT:
OR NOT to be, that is the question. Whether tis, line.

MEL:
Nobler.

MATT:
Nobler! Line. Crap.

BRENT:
(As Shakespeare/P.T. Barnum) Say, how ‘bout you come inside and see a real actor do it before you hurt yourself son.

MATT:
Who are you?

BRENT:
Why, I’m the sweet swan of Avon, son. Don’t you know your Shakespeare?

MATT:
Shakespeare? You’re not Shakespeare!

BRENT:
News to me. Why so sure I’m pulling your coil?

MATT:
Well, for starters, Shakespeare was British.

BRENT:
An interpretation son.

MATT:
You wrote Hamlet, Othello, King Lear?

BRENT:
Fast as I could – had to keep churning them out, get the bums in seats.

MATT:
What?

BRENT:
Sure! Bills to pay, debts to clear, money to send back home.

MATT:
But the great stories!

BRENT:
Mostly stolen.

MATT:
The play we did last year, Comedy of Errors.

BRENT:
Stole it from Plautus and doubled the twins.

MATT:
Hamlet.

BRENT:
Danish history.

MATT:
King Lear.

BRENT:
Heard it in a bar. Some old drunk “blah blah my daughters, blah blah, hate me, blah blah serpent’s tooth”

MATT:
I don’t believe this!

BRENT:
I was a man, take me for all in all.

MATT:
No, you’re Shakespeare! You’re the supreme artist.

BRENT:
Sure. You don’t think great art can’t be popular, do you?

MATT:
Wel…

BRENT:
You think enlightenment is just for the upper class?

MATT:
Uhhhh…

BRENT:
The mirror I hold up to nature its for everyone. To come and learn, nay feel the great, throbbing truth: being human sucks, but we’re all we’ve got. (Shakespeare exits)

MATT:
Following the death of Elizabeth, King James assumed the throne, ushering in the short lived Jacobean theatrical period. (Mel (Revenger) comes out, starts making people with playdoh) Plots became more and more spectacular, with a strong focus on murder, revenge and blood. “The Revenger’s Tragedy” by Thomas Middleton is a good example.

(During the following, Mel one by one destroys the play-doh people, leaving only one left)

MEL:

Duke; royal lecher; go, grey hair’d adultery;

And thou his son; as impious steep’d as he;

And thou his bastard, true-begot in evil;

And thou his duchess, that will do with evil.

Four excellent characters!

BRENT:
The Jacobean theatre might have gone on like this, looking for more inventive motivations to force someone to drink their own blood, but Oliver Cromwell’s Puritan revolution in 1642 kind of objected to theatrical excess. Though they didn’t mind Charles the first losing his head. (The head is cut off the remaining doll)

MATT:
(As a Puritan, enters singing onward Christian soldiers) Hello there! I’m your friendly neighborhood Puritan! With the English monarchy off the block, we were free to close down the theatres. Finally we could put to rest our fears that somewhere, somehow, someone was having fun. And I don’t know what else is more fun then stopping people from having any, do you?

MEL:
During the commonwealth, theatre went underground.

BRENT: 
(Enters as a Dealer) Hey man, you want some uppers? Downers? Theatre tickets?

MEL:
Theatre!

BRENT:
Shhhh! Yeah we gotta keep this on the down low, but there’s a drolle going on just around the corner – midnight.

MEL:
I shall never support this heathen debauchery, you roguish vagabond. (Quietly) In the alley!

BRENT:
Five minutes.

MATT:
(Still as a Puritan) But when Oliver Cromwell died, his son was unable to keep control of the English Parliament who invited Charles the 2nd to return from France in 1660. The commonwealth was a monarchy again.

(Brent (Fop) and Mel (Fopette) enter stage, one chasing the other with paddles)

BRENT:
With the Puritans out of power, it’s time to make up for lost time (He bends over and is spanked)

MEL:
Charles brought over so many delightful entertainments he had enjoyed in France (smack).

BRENT:
Theatre was restored, so we called this Restoration Period.

MEL:
Oh darling, you’re so witty (smack)

BRENT:
I know, that’s the style now. Quick wit, intrigue and affairs, affairs, affairs!

MEL:
Ooooo sex! (Smack)

(Matt as William Wycherley comes on)

MATT:
My name is William Wycherley. I’m a dick, but I’m funny. I mean, you have to be a bit prickish to fit in with these upper class twits and observe their manners for your comedies. And their lives are rich with potent possibilities, gigantic plot twists and bountiful conclusions. I stole from their intrigues to help write my plays, like “The Country Wife”

(The actors quickly transform, Brent to Sir Jaspar, Brent to Horner and Mel to Lady Fidget)

BRENT:
(pounding on door) She has got into my chamber and locked me out. Oh, the impertinency of Womankind!

MATT:
Ha ha ha! At my first coming and finding her arms about him, tickling him it seems, I was half jealous, but now I see my folly.

BRENT:
(Listening to door) Now she is throwing my things about, and rifling all I have… but I’ll get into her the back way, and so rifle her for ir. (Exit)

MATT:
Poor angry Horner! Wife! My Lady Fidget! Wife! He is coming into you the back way!

MEL:
Let him come, and welcome, which way he will.

MATT:
He’ll catch you and use you roughly, and be too strong for you.

MEL:
Don’t you trouble yourself, let him if he can.

MATT:
(listening) He’s within his chamber, with my wife; she’s playing the wag with him.

(moaning and groaning)

MATT:
He’ll do her no hurt. (crescendo) As harmless company for a lady as a snake without his teeth.

(MEL and Brent enter)

MEL:
I have been toiling and moiling for the prettiest piece of china, my dear.

BRENT:
Nay, she has been to hard for me, do what I could.

 (Brent and Mel return to the Fop and Fopette, who have just watched the scene)

MEL:
Oh.

BRENT:
Oh. (They look at each other)

MEL:
What a pleasant fiction that certainly does not at all reflect our lives.

BRENT:
Well…. Better start hitting that dusty trail…

MEL:

Right. (Breaks character) Wait a second… Are you cold?

BRENT:
(Breaks as well) Uh, a little bit. Maybe.

MEL:
I think that may be because hell froze over: Feels like it at least. Yes, ladies and gentlemen, FINALLY, in the restoration - The first female playwright! 

BRENT: 
Can you believe it took until the 17th century for a woman to write a play.

MATT:
No kidding, how hard is it. Person A speaks, Person B responds, A, B, A, B. Look at that, I almost have a whole scene!

MEL:
(Returns as Aphra) Is that your full knowledge of the alphabet?

MATT:
Alphabet?

MEL:
No, Aphra Behn. The first full time female playwright.

BRENT:
And I’m sure you’re brining a lot to the table, what with your extensive experience in, what, cooking dinner? Cleaning house? 

MEL:
No, my upbringing in the West Indies. And my experience as a spy. And my prison time.

BRENT:
(Walking away) Good street cred.

MEL:
I could put out the bawdiest farce, as bawdy as any man’s play. Which led to some criticism.

MATT:
(As Critic) Scandalous in a woman!

MEL:
But funny as hell in the fifth act.

MATT:
Well the fifth act was pretty IMEANAHHH… unnatural.

MEL:
I paved the way for The Female Wits and really every female playwright since. ABAB indeed.

(Matt (Puritan) and Brent (Fop) come out)

BRENT:
By 1700 views about sexual impropriety and delightful (catch Puritan’s eye) but sinful affairs being presented onstage had shifted to a more conservative state, again. (Points to Matt) They didn’t close down the theatres, but plays became more restrained. Luckily, it didn’t last.

(Brent smiles and chases Matt off stage, who runs off screaming. The sound of a play fades in. Matt enters and makes his way to a seat, as if the theatre was crowded (“oops, sorry”, “excuse me”). He watches the play.  Brent enters (the same).)
BRENT:
Psst, Matt.

MATT: 
Brent! Where were you?

(During the scene, when the actor’s get too loud, a SHHH! Will come from offstage.)

BRENT:
Sorry, I was trying to get here, but I was caught between the territorial wars between the empires. What are we watching?

MATT:

King Lear.

BRENT:
Awesome! Betrayal, death, a man pushed to the edge-

MATT:

The one with the happy ending.

BRENT:
What! Oh no, are we - ?

MATT:

Yep, we’re in THAT era.   

BRENT:
How long is this going to take?

MATT:

It’s the 18th century (duh) about a hundred years.

BRENT:
I don’t know if I can take it.

MATT:
Wait wait! (referring to the play). They’re getting to a sad part. (They panto-mime 3 very dramatic poses, perfectly in-sync). 

BRENT:
It’s not THAT bad. I mean, at least they’ve got high production values, I can hear everything they’re saying. And look around! The middle class is attending the theatre. 

MATT:
Well many of the plays now reflect a middle class morality.

BRENT:
Plus the plays are so palatable that I’ll probably leave here without a second thought, content in the fact that I did my bit to support Arts and Culture.

MATT:
It’s almost like some of this stuff will carry on right up to the 21st century.

(Mel pokes in).

MEL:
Guys. Psst. HEY!

BOTH:
Sh!

MEL:
It’s me!

MATT:
Mel?

MEL:
Follow me!

BRENT:
Where were you?

MEL:
There’s a HUGE revolution taking place.

MATT:
Mel, we told you, we’re here for the theatre, for the history. Theatre History, HISTORY OF THEATRE!

BRENT:
Sh!

MEL:
The rebellion is in theatre.  It’s the Sturm und Drang, Storm and Stress.  These Germans are throwing the neoclassical rules out the window!

BRENT:
I don’t know, I was just getting into this …

MATT:
Really?

BRENT:
No. But can we really skip over this period of history so glibly?

MEL:
(Whips out her textbook) Transition transition transition, the first stand alone director, experimentation and the start of moving away from traditional dramatic form.  Do we really want to be stuck here in theatre’s awkward puberty for another hundred years?

BOYS:
Hell no!

MEL:
Well then, to the 19th century! Hurry up! King Lear is playing – blood, guts, tragedy and all!

ALL:
Woo-hoo!

(Everybody runs off, Brent quickly returning Lear, holding a doll in his hands)

BRENT:
Howl howl howl howl!

MEL:

(Off) Boo!

MATT:

(Off) Hiss!

BRENT:
Um, it wasn’t a suggestion.

MEL:

(Off) Boooooo!

BRENT:
Seriously guys, calm down.

MATT:
(Off) Calm down? Calm down? Listen buddy, you guys have been asking for it! Exasperating the disparities between the classes by raising ticket prices!

BRENT:
Tell you what guys, how about you just go home and I don’t need to call in the infantry.

(Matt and Mel being throwing things from off stage, pelting Brent off the other direction. Matt walks in.)

MATT:
The theatre riots in the 18th century were no laughing matter. At this point theatre was at the height of it’s popularity. In one particular instance, in protest of a performance by an actor supported by the upper class fifteen THOUSAND people rioted, and in the end over twenty two were killed when the military was called in to disperse the crowd. Somehow I don’t think today’s internet petitions amount the same way.

(Matt leaves as Mel and Brent enter, reading the text book)

MEL:
Wait, when are we now?

BRENT: 
The 19th Century.

MEL:
Okay, this is kind of complicated…

BRENT:
(Becomes a reporter) Complicated but funny as all get out! Burlesque shows, the circus, vaudeville, variety shows not to mention (looks to entrance for incoming actor) minstrel shows!

MATT&MEL:
(comes out onstage) Yeah. No.

BRENT:
Fine, fine, we’ll do some more ‘legitimate’ theatre.

(Mel exits and returns as Sarah Bernhardt. Brent as a reporter chases her.)

BRENT:
Miss Bernhardt! Miss Bernhardt!

MEL:
It’s Madame Sarah for the papers.

BRENT:
What’s the secret of your success on stage?

MEL:
Long arms. An artiste with short arms can never, never make a fine gesture.

BRENT:
Is it true you demand your payment in gold?

MEL:
Golden truth.

BRENT:
And that you sleep in a coffin?

MEL:
Over my dead body.

BRENT:
What kind of play are you going to do next?

MEL:
Though I like Romantic plays…

BRENT:
Descended from the Storm and Stress movement…

MEL:
With their focus on atmosphere…

BRENT:
Mood making over character and plot…

MEL:
And their outbursts of emotion, I prefer the melodramas. Heroes and villains in well-made, moving plots with plenty of room for (strikes a pose) acting!

(Matt as Eleanora Duse has wandered onstage)

MATT:
If you call that acting.

MEL:
Eleanore Duse.

BRENT:
The recluse (takes a picture to Mel’s annoyance)

MEL:
I heard you were on the tour circuit performing my roles.

MATT:
Performing them correctly would be more accurate.

MEL:
How dare you!  I give the audience a brilliant show, an escape from the ordinary! (she throws her arms around the Reporter) “Don’t go sweet love! I shall be miserable without you!”

MATT
Indeed, no ordinary person acts like that. (she places her arms around the Reporter and more naturally) “Don’t go sweet love. I shall be miserable without you.”

(Reporter looks at each one, still clinging to him, then turns camera on himself for a

picture. Matt and Mel storm off stage, taking his reporter gear with them.)

BRENT:
The movement for a more naturalistic acting style was being picked up by more than actors. There were writers like Henrik Ibsen, the father of realistic plays.

MATT:
(As Ibsen) Can you believe it? In my play “A Doll’s House” Nora leaves her dink of a husband Torvald after he refuses to treat her like a grown woman. It’s a well-made play with serious, realistic themes. But now they’ve added an extra scene where she comes back to him for a box of chocolates. It’s absurd! I can only hope the true ending will be restored in the future and forced down the throats of theatre students year after year after year.

BRENT:
Indeed. There were also directors pushing for realism like Georg the Second, Duke of Saxe-Meiningen.

MEL:
(german accent) No, we don’t open until the show is ready. I don’t care how many months of rehearsals! I don’t care how much we spend on historically accurate costumes and sets! The show must be perfect!

BRENT:
I know, a bit of a stretch. A German wanting total control. (laugh) But thanks to Georg’s obsession, the Meiningen players became famed for their realistic productions. Which they took on tour to places like, Russia. Where a young Konstantin Stanislavski was sitting in the audience.

MATT:
Well the set and the costumes are fantastic. But the acting. Don’t get me wrong it’s good, but it’s not consistent. They’re just relying on inspiration to strike them onstage, which doesn’t always happen. We need a system.

BRENT:
You mean method?

MATT:
A SYSTEM for actors to help actors prepare to build characters and create roles (exit)

BRENT:
Stanislavski’s method…

MATT:
(offstage) SYSTEM!

BRENT:
System focuses on an actor creating their character’s inner life, their thoughts and emotions, by pursuing their character’s goals on the stage. It sounds obvious, character’s having goals that they want to achieve, but the concept that actor’s should pursue these goals onstage imaging “what if I were that character” was brand. A realistic acting technique. It was revolutionary. Which takes us to the Russian Revolution.

MEL:

The Boer War

MATT:

The Irish Easter Rebellion

BRENT:
World War One.

MEL: 

Humans have always been at war. 

MATT: 
We conquer, colonize, we seek out new lands and riches. 

BRENT: 
We’re always striving to be better, better than everything that came before. 

MEL: 

These historic battles changed at the turn of the century. 

BRENT: 
The whole world was at war. 

MATT: 
No longer were you fighting the enemy face to face. 

BRENT: 
Now you could use heavy machine guns. 

MEL: 

Long lines of ammunition. 

MATT: 
War moved from being fought on horseback to the trenches. 

BRENT: 
The sewers. 

MEL: 

You could fight you enemy with poison. 

BRENT:
Mustard gas.

MATT: 
Bombs. 

BRENT: 
The sky is falling!!! 

MEL:
Some artists responded to this violence with non-realistic work. Meyerhold in Russia developed his biomechanics, a system that creates outlandish physicalizations to represent emotional states.

MATT:
Because only through symbolism can we communicate the mystery of being and the cosmos.

MEL:
But when the Soviets demanded he produce “socialist realism” he attacked their theatrical censorship publicly and was hauled off to a labour camp. In Germany Bertolt Brecht developed a particular style of expressionistic theatre designed to

BRENT:
Instruct the audience! Why stuff some pleasant bit of emotionally overwrought garbage up their asses when you can intellectually engage them about the problems of money, corruption, power. Use a narrator, use slides, point out that they’re watching a play and maybe they’ll learn something.

MEL:
But for his criticism of the rising Nazi party, Brecht had to flee his homeland. Then came World War Two.

MATT: 
Mines. 

BRENT: 
Tanks 

MEL: 

Assault rifles. 

MATT: 
Invasions. 

BRENT:
Sneak attacks

MEL:

The Holocaust

BRENT: 
Bomb! 

MATT/MEL: 
Bomb! 

BRENT: 
THE bomb. 

ALL: 

We developed a weapon that could wipe out all of humanity. 

(They raise their hands and SNAP fingers. On the snap there is a BRIGHT FLASH of light and the sound of an explosion. BLACK OUT. Lights up and the actors are looking out into the audience.)

MATT: 
I don’t understand. 

BRENT: 
The world doesn’t make sense. 

MEL: 
If everything we’ve done before has lead us to this point, then hasn’t everything we’ve done been wrong? 

MATT: 
In the years leading up to the big bomb the world made sense, there were certain rules that everyone accommodated. After, World War II, filmmakers, philosophers, artists, playwrights and authors, essentially everyone had all of their beliefs about the world tossed into the air. 

(Mel and Brent enter, handing Matt a branch which he holds up.)

BRENT: 
Let’s go. 

MEL:

We can’t. 

BRENT: 
Why not? 

MEL:
 
We’re waiting for Godot. 

BRENT: 
(despairingly.) Ah! (Pause) You’re sure it was here? 

MEL:
 
What? 

BRENT: 
That we were to wait. 

MEL:

He said by the tree. (They look at the tree) Do you see any others. 

BRENT: 
What is it? 

MEL:

I don’t know. A willow. 

BRENT: 
Where are the leaves? 

MEL:

It must be dead. 

BRENT: 
No more weeping. 

MEL:
 
Or perhaps it’s not the season. 

BRENT: 
Looks to me more like a bush. 

MEL:
 
A shrub. 

BRENT: 
A bush. 

MEL: 

A --. What are you insinuating? That we’ve come to the wrong place? 

BRENT: 
He should be here. 

MATT:

STOP! (She drops the twig) I can’t take it anymore! Ah!!!! 

BRENT: 
What? 

MATT: 
It doesn’t make any sense! 

MEL: 

Nothing makes sense. The world is chaos. 

MATT: 
But Godot is NEVER GOING TO COME. 

BRENT: 
You don’t know that, he might come tomorrow. 

MEL: 

Yes, I think tomorrow is the day he will come. 

MATT: 

But - But – 
MEL:
Either that or Godot represents the fact that man spends his life waiting on the unknowable.

BRENT:
I’d rather believe that Godot is coming along any day now.

MEL:
C’mere! (She grabs Brent and walks off stage with him) 

MATT:
After world war two, theatre as popular entertainment was being overshadowed by a behemoth that would continue to do so to this day:

BRENT:
Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to the fight of the century! Yes, it’s the )__________ In this corner, with thousands of years of development and history, the reigning champ, theatre! (Mel enters)

BRENT:
And in this corner, the young up and comer, fresh from the loins of Hollywood, FILM!


I want a clean fight.

Theatre is off to a good start, putting on some fancy moves, referring to plays that have gone on before and OH! THE HUMANITY! Film costs less to produce! 

Theatre, quickly back up, standing on tradition, but is at a serious reach disadvantage, and is taking a beating. Yes, film’s reach to a mass audience is just hammering away on the champ! The audience is firmly behind film now, cheering him on and theatre is withering away before our eyes. Oh, the champ is hit hard. Stars, money, audiences, everything is leaving the champ for the green pastures of the mighty challenger. There’s no stopping it now!

Oh, the towel has been thrown in! Theatre has given up! Film is now far and away the dominant story-telling medium in western society! What an upset! What a slaughter!

MEL:

What a load of crap!

MATT:
But it’s true Mel. Theatre was quickly replaced by film and hasn’t come close to regaining its former popularity.

BRENT:
Yeah Mel, film is where it’s at, get with the times.

MEL:
I am getting with the times. (She grabs her blackboard) And theatre is a place where the score is being settled! Women are on stage and they are fighting for their rights!

BRENT:
Mel, will you just put down that silly black board. Women got on stage a while ago, you know?

MATT:
Yeah, it was kind of cute but really, we’ve all felt bad, can we get over it?

MEL:
Get over it? Listen guys, there have been advances for women in theatre, but still, even NOW, we have got a long way to go.

BRENT:
Now? But there are tons of female actors!

MEL:
Yeah? And how many playwrites? Directors? Producers? And you think it’s not worth noticing?
BRENT:
Well… can’t you be happy with what you’ve got?

MEL: 
That’s it!! I CAN’T TAKE this crap anymore! I’m sick of the snubs, of being ignored. I hate being the prop, the fodder, the “sexy side-kick” and the SUPPORTING character. I HATE having men put words into my mouth like they have any idea what goes on in my head. I’m a woman dammit!! I don’t always want to have a linear storyline, rising action and ONE climax (who would?) Women tell different stories, they tell stories in a different way, and it’s time that we were heard! 

BRENT: 
Oh god, is it -? 

MATT: 
I think so. 

BRENT: 
Ahhh, crap. 

MATT: 
Yep. 

MEL: 
That’s right! It’s time for women to take the stage. And this time we’re not going to wear pretty dresses and engage in titillating repartee. Hell no! We’re beyond that crap. Now we want to produce, we want to write, and we want to direct. And we want a story that hinges on a FEMALE character. It’s our time! 

BRENT: 
Should I burn a bra? 

MATT: 
I don’t think they do that anymore. 

BRENT: 
But they did right? 

MATT: 
I think it was a passing fad. 

(Mel gives the guys a look and they shut up. She takes a quick moment and begins)

MEL:

I was going down, down, downward into another place, another time, falling through a

rabbit hole into a green and silver world below. I was Alice in Wonderland.  Shall I fall right through the earth? Splashing-

BRENT: 
(whispers to Matt) What’s going on? 

MATT: 
I think she’s doing a piece from a female perspective, where her own thoughts and history are represented on stage. 

BRENT: 
So … how long is this going to take? ‘Cause, there’s still a lot of guy stuff to cover.

MATT: 
I know, like, HELLO, we’re waiting to go on here. 

BRENT: 
Does it have to be all women women women? I was just born a guy, I didn’t ask for my junk, no need to “equal opportunity” my ass to the wall. 

MATT: 
It’s not easy being a guy! Maybe I don’t like baseball and hockey cards, right?

MEL: 
(Can’t take the distractions). Holy crap, you get, like, a 3 thousand year head start and you can’t give me 4 minutes?

(She picks up her spot)


Splashing into a shower of diamonds and purple morning mist and water … bobbing up and down in a plane which had miraculously become a boat. “No Ray, I didn’t mind. Rough? Was that rough? Hey! I love rough. Excitement, danger.  Makes me feel like I’ve really arrived! Really alive!” And I had. Arrived.

BRENT:
Oh! Oh! You know what else has arrived? (Brent begins doing vocal warm ups)
MEL:

Brent, what are you doing?

BRENT:
I’m getting ready! Musical theatre is coming up!

MATT:
Oh, great. Why don’t I just save us all a bunch of time here: Opera turned into Light Opera which in turn became musical theatre. Each step you take away a little music and add a little more spectacle and slock. People like it. The end.

BRENT:
Hey, musical theatre has developed over the years!

MATT:
They added electric guitars. The end.

MEL:
What’s the big deal Brent?

BRENT:
Don’t you think you guys are being kind of harsh? Musical Theatre is huge: The Lion King, Wicked, Spamalot: New plays that people have actually heard of. How many traditional plays can say the same thing?

MATT:
This shouldn’t be a popularity contest.

BRENT:
I think producers might say otherwise.

MEL:
Well it shouldn’t just be about money.

MATT:

It’s so stupid and excessive and-

MEL:

(With Matt) Small minded and pointless and-
  

BRENT:
WAIT! Can’t I just take a moment here and have something fun? I mean, we live in a world were horrible things happen each and every day and some people, most people don’t want to be constantly reminded of that. There is a time and place for mindless entertainment, for spectacle and fun and just because it’s not ARTISTIC enough for you or SOCIALLY CONCIOUS or whatever you want to complain about doesn’t mean that it’s not worthy of being done, of existing. Because some times people just want something to make them HAPPY! All right? So I’m going to come back out here, and I’m going to sing my song and we’re all going to be… HAPPY! 

(Matt and Mel look at each other confused, and Brent re enters, made up in a ridiculous musical theatre combo costume. Pre-music flares up, but he doesn’t have it in him anymore. He motions for the song to cut, and to a simple accompaniment sings once through “Once Upon a Time”.)



Once upon a time, a girl with moonlight in her eyes



Put her hand in mine, and said she loved me so



But that was once upon a time, very long ago.



How the wind, rustled through her hair, 



How we always laughed as though tomorrow wasn’t there



We were young, and didn’t have a care



Where did it go?



Once upon a time, the world was stranger than we knew



Everything was ours, how happy we were then



But somehow once upon a time never comes again.

(Brent walks off stage while Matt and Mel put the mind boxes forward. Mel brings out the text book.)

MEL:

Which brings us to… today.

MATT:

And to right now.

ALL:

OH MY GOD!

MATT:

Did you see that show?

BRENT:
Garbage! And what about that show with what’s his name?

MEL:

I fell asleep! 

BRENT: 
I turned my cell phone on and prayed for a call, anything to stop that incessant-

MATT:
It’s not like the audiences need help dying!

MEL:
And it’s all because of –

VOICE:
We interrupt this tirade to remind any artistic directors in the audience that the scalding opinions being expressed are merely devices to advance the plot as well as good natured jests between colleagues. Colleagues who are imminently available and would love to work in any of your shows…. Hire us. Please. Please. For the love of god hire us… We return you to the show, already in progress.

MATT:
… dream season! (All laugh)

MEL:

So, why do theatre?



MATT:           And why see theatre?

BRENT:         And why make theatre?

(Stage goes dark, then three spots up on actors at front of stage)

MATT:
Two fringes ago- 

MEL:
It all started back in the 11th grade.  
BRENT:
I was never supposed to be here, in theatre. I’ve always liked acting and loved seeing anything on stage, but I never thought I’d dedicated myself to it full time. But, when my plans to become a computer engineer were curtailed by the discovery that I loath university level math and can’t stand chemistry, it occurred to me that I might want to pursue something else, and I’ve been doing theatre pretty much non-stop since.

MEL:
Back then, as part of our “we’re going to prepare you for the world” class, we all had to go on job shadowing research excursions. I was going to spend the next 2 days shadowing at MTYP on a show called “The New Canadian Kid.”

MATT:
There was a troupe from Australia that came with their show “Felix Listens to the World.” Did anyone here see that show? I’m not often drawn in and captured by a show. But I can’t get Felix Listens to the World out of my head, out of my body and it’s been over two years.

It was a puppet show about Felix, this young man who goes on a journey to find the nesting doll he loves after she floats away one day in a teacup. It was the definition of a barebones show but for 45 minutes I was lost in it. It was all so brutally honest –Felix was going frantic looking for Rose but he was always five seconds too late.  The ingenuity of how the actor’s used their simple set and scavenged props filled you with delight while at the same time you watched this young puppet destroyed by unrequited love.

MEL:
Those 2 days changed my life.  I was a country kid, completely new to any form of theatre convention. The play was smart and interesting, funny and … it had a message! A real point! It was about this kid who’s new to Canada, and the audience relates to the new kid more than his Canadian classmates because he’s actually speaking English while the actors playing the Canuks are speaking jibberish. It showed kids what it’s like to be different, and it focused on all these great themes like cultural pride, bullying, jealousy … 

BRENT:
Last year I saw a show called “Can’t Get Started”. It was about a writer whose struggles with loneliness drive him to crazy conflicts with a female actress. It was so funny, so poignant and fit into my life so well that I knew my next project would be a two person show about love and loneliness. It’s on it’s third draft right now. Maybe next fringe.
MEL:
I live in a very ethnically diverse part of the city now, and anytime I hear born and bred Canadians commenting on how immigrants “need to learn to speak better English” or magically adopt our belief systems and culture upon arrival I think, “Man, you really need to see New Canadian Kid, because maybe then you would get what it’s like to walk in someone else’s shoes.”  

MATT:           Part way through the show I remember thinking 

BRENT:
And I’m always just another show away from that moment where again I say “That’s it. 

MATT:
Yes, this is it

MEL:
This was it.
BRENT:
This is my inspiration for what I’m doing next.”
MEL:             Theatre. Actually being able to reach out and touch the audience.  

MATT:           Life is about chasing dreams you’ll probably never catch.” A theatre full                

                    of people all moved to tears for the poor puppet. And for each other.

MEL:     
Theatre is about community, communication, empathy and sharing in something happening before you on the stage, with those around you. It is those moments - which are so rare in this pop-culture flash-and-dash world – that I seek to achieve. 

BRENT:
Maybe that’s what I like best about theatre. It evolves, over time, and is constantly alive and moving, from production to production, performance, to performance, moment to moment. It’s really the best form of entertainment, ever.

MATT:           It’s because of shows like these that we keep on doing theatre.

BRENT:          And create theatre.

MEL:              But why do you see theatre?

MATT:            So we hope that this show-

BRENT:          Or any other show playing now-

MATT:            Will answer that question for you.

(Matt begins again to dribble the basketball)

MEL:              “Theatre is a black box, full of sound and fury”

(Full blackout. The end. Forever. I mean it. The world blows up at this exact moment. Oh my god, that sucks.)

