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1
Double,
double, toil
and trouble



	You know, I love Shakespeare.

And when I say I love Shakespeare, I don’t just mean I love Shakespeare, I mean I REALLY love Shakespeare.
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	And when I say I REALLY love Shakespeare, I don’t just mean I REALLY love Shakespeare: I mean I REALLY, REALLY love Shakespeare.

Not only is he the greatest playwright of all time, but if it wasn’t for him, Lisa wouldn’t be standing next to me. In my house.
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	Yes, you heard right.

Lisa Mackney.

The most beautiful girl in the world.

Is standing next to me!
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	In my house!

In my kitchen, to be exact.

Now, I know what you’re thinking.

You’re thinking, ‘Andy, what is Lisa Mackney, the most beautiful girl in the world, doing standing next to you in your kitchen in your house?’

Well, if you’d just stop thinking for a minute, I’ll tell you.

We’re studying the play Macbeth at school. Our teacher, Ms Livingstone, thinks that the best way to study a play is to perform it, so she’s broken us up into groups and we each have to do a scene in front of the class tomorrow morning. Danny, Lisa and I are doing a scene where three witches put all these really horrible-sounding things into a cauldron and say a spell.






    So that is why we are here in my kitchen: we’re rehearsing our scene. But we don’t have a cauldron. We’re using Mum’s new food processor. Mum doesn’t know it, of course, but I’m sure if she did she wouldn’t mind.

    Anyway, that’s why Lisa Mackney, the most beautiful girl in the world, is standing next to me in my kitchen in my house and why we’re filling the food processor with really disgusting stuff …
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	LISA: One toad.

[Lisa is reading the list of ingredients from a copy of Macbeth and checking the items off one by one as Andy and Danny produce them.]

ANDY: One toad …

LISA: Check. Eye of newt.

ANDY: Eye of newt.

LISA: Errrggh! Must have been a big newt!

DANNY: Yeah!

LISA: Check. Toe of frog.

ANDY: Toe of frog. Danny? Where’s the toe of frog?

DANNY: Oh, sorry … I got a bit hungry … here’s what’s left.
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	[Danny is eating the frog, which is chocolate. He breaks off a bit of the foot and hands it to Andy.]

	 




	ANDY: Thanks. Toe of frog.
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	LISA: Check. Tongue of dog.




	 

	ANDY: We don’t have a tongue of dog.




	 

	LISA: What about Sooty?
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	ANDY: Sooty? You want me to cut off Sooty’s tongue?!

LISA: Well, the recipe does say tongue of dog.

ANDY: But I can’t just cut off Sooty’s tongue!

LISA: Do you want our group to get the best mark or don’t you?

ANDY: But … it’s cruel …

LISA: Not cruel … necessary. I don’t like coming second. Tongue of dog! Here’s the knife. Hurry up.




	 

	ANDY: Here, Sooty … Here, boy …




	 

	DANNY: ANDY!




	 

	[Lisa and Andy freeze.]




	 

	I can’t believe Andy! He changes completely when he’s around Lisa.





[image: image]





	Always trying to impress her. Yes, Lisa. No, Lisa. I’ll cut off my dog’s tongue for you, Lisa.I didn’t want to do this stupid scene anyway. I wanted to do a battle scene so I could stab someone. I didn’t even want to do a soliloquy, either—which is what this is called, where a character tells the audience what he is thinking—but Lisa said if you do Shakespeare then you have to do a soliloquy. Anyway, that’s mine done. ANDY! DROP THE KNIFE!

	 




	[Lisa and Andy unfreeze.]

ANDY: Huh? Uggh!

LISA: Pick up the knife, Andy.

DANNY: Drop it, Andy!

LISA: Pick it up!

DANNY: Drop it!

LISA: Pick it up!

DANNY: Drop it!
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	[Andy and Danny freeze.]

LISA: You know, I really like Andy, but boy, he’s got to get some better friends. Danny is really holding him back. Voting for class captains is coming up soon, and I think Andy would make a great boy class captain. But it’s not going to happen all by itself. We could really make an impression with this Shakespeare presentation. It would be a good start. For him, and for me, because I think I’d make an excellent choice for girl class captain.

[Andy and Danny unfreeze.]

Pick up the knife, Andy!

DANNY: Lisa, do you really want Andy to cut off Sooty’s tongue? Really?

LISA: No … I suppose not … just get a bit of his spit; that will do. It’s close enough, I guess.

ANDY: Help me lift him, Danny. We need to get his head over the blender.
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	DANNY: How do we get the spit out?

	 




	ANDY: Squeeze his back legs!

	 




	DANNY: Like this?

	 




	ANDY: Brilliant! Look at that! It’s pouring out!

DANNY: Harder?

ANDY: Yeah, go for it!

DANNY: Wow, he’s like a fountain!

ANDY: Yeah! A dog-spit fountain! Good boy, Sooty!

DANNY: Spit it up, Sooty! Good dog!

LISA: Come on, you two. Be serious. That will do now.
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ANDY &DANNY: Spit! Spit! Spit!

LISA: ANDY! THAT’S ENOUGH!

ANDY: Oh, ah, yes … of course. Danny!

DANNY: Spit! Spit! Spit!

ANDY: DANNY!
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	DANNY: Spit! Spit! Spit!




	 

	ANDY: THAT’S ENOUGH!




	 

	DANNY: Are you sure? I think he’s got a bit more in him …




	 

	[Andy looks at Lisa—she nods.]




	 

	ANDY: Yes, I’m sure. Good boy, Sooty. You can go now.




	 

	[Sooty runs out of the room at high speed.]




	 

	LISA: Spit from the tongue of a dog. Check. Spleen of blaspheming boy.
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	DANNY: Damn! I forgot!

LISA: You just blasphemed. We can use yours.

DANNY: No I didn’t.

LISA: Yes you did. You said ‘damn’. Hand over your spleen, Danny. We need it.

DANNY: Are you joking?

ANDY: You heard her, Danny. Hand it over.




	 

	DANNY: No way! You’re not getting my spleen!
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	LISA: Do you want us to fail?

DANNY: No, I just don’t want to lose my spleen. Why can’t we use yours?

LISA: I’m a girl. The recipe says spleen of blaspheming boy.

DANNY: What about Andy? Why don’t we use his?

ANDY: Because I love my spleen!

DANNY: What is a spleen anyway?

[Andy, Danny and Lisa all look at each other and shrug.]

LISA: It doesn’t matter. We’ve got most of the ingredients. I can’t see that a spleen is going to make that much difference. Let’s do the scene.
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DANNY: I thought that was the scene.

LISA: No, that was just preparing the cauldron. You can’t do the witches scene without the magic potion. It wouldn’t be realistic. And Shakespeare provided the exact recipe in the Scottish play.
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	DANNY: The Scottish play? I thought it was called—




	 

	ANDY: Don’t say it! Honestly, Danny, how many times do I have to remind you? The play has a curse on it. Throughout history, whenever the play has been performed and somebody says the name, something terrible happens. In the very first production ever, in 1611, the boy who played Lady Macbeth died backstage. And then—
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	DANNY: Hold on; did you just say boy?

ANDY: Yes.

DANNY: The boy who played Lady Macbeth?





LISA: Yes, Danny. If you’d been listening in class, Ms Livingstone already explained this. Women were forbidden to act in Shakespeare’s time. So boys and young men would play the parts of women. Luckily, we live in far more enlightened times.
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	DANNY: That sucks. No wonder the boy died.

	 




	LISA: What do you mean?

	 




	DANNY: Girl germs.

LISA: Girl germs? There’s no such thing.

DANNY: Actually, you’re wrong. Girl germs have been scientifically proven to be the most dangerous germs on the planet.

LISA: That’s just stupid. Boy germs are worse.
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	DANNY: Wrong again! Boy germs have been scientifically proven to be not only harmless, but may even be good for you.

	 




	LISA: That is so immature.

	 





ANDY: Yes. Well. Most amusing, Daniel. But getting back to the point, the curse of the Scottish play is absolutely real!

DANNY: Yeah, right, Andy. If it’s so dangerous, then why are we doing it? I say we don’t. I’d rather fail than risk being killed or having to wear a dress.
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	LISA: Well I wouldn’t. I’ve never failed anything in my life and I don’t intend to start now.




	 

	ANDY: And we won’t be killed or have to wear a dress as long as you don’t say the name of the play.




	 

	DANNY: All right. I promise I won’t say M—




	 

	LISA: Danny, no!




	 

	DANNY: Mac—




	 

	ANDY: Don’t say it!
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	DANNY: All right … I won’t say Macbeth. Oops!

ANDY: You idiot! Now our presentation will be cursed!

DANNY: [sarcastically] Oooooh … spooky!

ANDY: Just do the sound effects, Danny. And if you say the play’s name again, I’ll kill you.




	 

	DANNY: If you kill me, I’ll become a ghost and come back and haunt you.
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	ANDY: Oh yeah? Well then I’ll kill you again.

	 




	DANNY: You can’t kill a ghost.

	 




	ANDY: I’ll give it my best shot!




	[Danny and Lisa freeze.]

	 




	At last! My turn for a soliloquy! I love soliloquies! And when I say I love soliloquies, I don’t just mean I love soliloquies, I mean I REALLY love soliloquies! And when I say I REALLY love soliloquies, I don’t just mean I REALLY love soliloquies: I mean I REALLY, REALLY love soliloquies. And when I say I REALLY, REALLY love soliloquies …

	 




	[Danny and Lisa unfreeze.]

	 




	DANNY & LISA: Andy!

	 




	ANDY: Hey, be quiet! I’m doing my soliloquy!

	 




	LISA: You’re not doing a soliloquy, you’re just going on and on and on about nothing. Soliloquies are supposed to reveal what a character is really thinking!
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	ANDY: I AM revealing what I’m really thinking. And when I say I’m revealing what I’m REALLY thinking, I don’t just mean I’m revealing what I’m REALLY thinking: I mean I’m revealing what I’m REALLY, REALLY—




	 

	LISA: Andy! Get on with it!
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	ANDY: Okay: I’ll get on with it. And when I say that I’ll get on with it, I don’t just mean I’ll—

LISA: ANDY! Do your soliloquy properly!




	 

	ANDY: Okay! But you have to freeze first.




	 

	LISA & DANNY: Okay.




	 

	[Lisa freezes perfectly, but Danny only pretends to freeze. Andy goes over to inspect him, walking all around him suspiciously. Danny starts to giggle.]




	 

	ANDY: Danny! Freeze properly. Stop messing around!




	 

	DANNY: Sorry, Andy.
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	ANDY: Danny is driving me insane! Here I am, finally getting to work with Lisa Mackney, the most beautiful girl in the world. It’s the perfect chance for me to show her how smart and talented I am … and Danny’s wrecking it. Lisa and I are meant to be together. This could be the start of something fantastic. But not if Danny wrecks it by acting like an immature idiot. If only I could get rid of him … but unfortunately we need three witches. And he’s also doing the sound effects. [Andy clicks his fingers impatiently.] Sound effects, Danny! Track fifteen.

[Lisa and Danny unfreeze. Danny picks up a CD player and a torch.]

ANDY: [dramatically] We begin on a cold Scottish heath in the middle of a terrible thunderstorm …
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DANNY: Coming right up. [Danny hits play on the CD player but instead of thunder he gets screeching car tyres, then the sound of breaking glass.] Oops! Wrong track.

ANDY: I’m sorry about this, Lisa. He’s still just a child, really.
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	DANNY: I heard that!

ANDY: Just do the sound effects!

[Danny presses play on the CD player … but this time he gets a baby crying, a loud burp and an explosion.]

DANNY: How cool is that?!

ANDY: [not amused] Track fifteen!

[Danny shrugs, gives up on the CD player and makes the thunder noise himself while holding up the torch and flicking it on and off for lightning.]

DANNY: Not exactly Hollywood, but pretty dramatic!

ANDY: Okay, that will do. Come and take your place.

LISA: Let’s say the spell. Are you ready?







	[Andy and Danny nod and, all taking their copies of Macbeth, read and chant the spell.]

ALL: Double, double, toil and trouble, fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

[They wait … but nothing happens.]







	DANNY: It’s not bubbling!

	 




	ANDY: Try some Wizz Fizz!

	 




	DANNY: Okay, here goes.

	 




	[Danny pours Wizz Fizz into the mixture, which bubbles up and spills onto the table.]

	 




	ANDY: Not too much, Danny! It’s really strong stuff!

	 




	DANNY: WOW! I didn’t know Wizz Fizz was so powerful! I thought it was just sugar.

	 




	ANDY: A common misunderstanding, Danny. Wizz Fizz is actually one of the world’s great superfoods, and the sooner parents, teachers and health professionals realise this, the better off we’ll all be.

	 




	[Enter Andy’s sister, Jen, and her two friends, who are both also called Jen.]

	 




	JEN: Andy! What a mess!

	 




	SECOND JEN: It’s horrible!

	 




	THIRD JEN: And it stinks!
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	JEN: And isn’t that Mum’s new food processor?

ANDY: Yeah. So what?

JEN: So what? She’s going to kill you! That’s what!

ANDY: Mum would never kill me.

JEN: What makes you so sure?

ANDY: Because she loves me. She told me that … once.

JEN: She doesn’t really love you. She only says she loves you. I heard her talking to Dad last night. She said that, actually, she can’t stand you.

ANDY: She did not. She loves me … I think … Doesn’t she?

JEN: Well, just hang around here and you’ll find out soon enough.




	 

	ANDY: Thanks for sharing. Goodbye, now!




	 

	SECOND JEN: Gee your brother is bossy.




	 

	THIRD JEN: And he wets the bed.
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	ANDY: That’s not true! There was a fire in a shopping centre and the firemen didn’t have enough hoses and I really needed to go to the toilet and so I … you know … helped them … and … I was a hero!

JEN: It was a dream, Andy, remember?

	[image: image]




	ANDY: Oh yeah. Can you go now? Or do I have to call the police?

	 




	SECOND JEN: Don’t you mean the fire brigade?

	 




	ANDY: JUST GO AWAY OR I’LL … OR I’LL … I’LL …

	 




	JEN: All right, don’t wet your pants.

	 




	THIRD JEN: If that’s possible.

	 




	ANDY: Well, what are you waiting for?

	 




	JEN: For you to say please.

	 




	ANDY: Please.

	 







	JEN: Pretty please.

	 




	ANDY: Pretty please.
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	JEN: With sugar on top?

ANDY: With sugar on top.

JEN: Okay. Let’s go, girls.

[Jen and her friends leave.]

ANDY: Right, now where were we?

DANNY: We’d just made the potion. It looks cool. I dare you to drink some, Andy.

ANDY: No way! That stuff could be poisonous!

DANNY: But it’s magic. It could give us magical powers!

ANDY: Well you drink it then!

DANNY: You know what I think?

ANDY: What?







	 

	DANNY: I think you’re a chicken!

ANDY: I am not.




	 

	DANNY: Buk, buk, buckkaw! Buckkaw!




	 

	ANDY: I’m not a chicken!
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	DANNY: Buk! Buk! Buk!

	 




	ANDY: Okay! I’ll drink it. But only if you do … or are you too chicken?

DANNY: I’m not a chicken.

LISA: What about me?

ANDY: You’re a girl.
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	LISA: Yeah, so what?

	 




	ANDY: Well, girls don’t do stuff like this.

	 




	LISA: Shows how much you know about girls.

	 




	DANNY: Everybody ready?

	 




	ANDY & LISA: Yes.

	 




	ALL: Fair is foul and foul is fair!

	 




	[They all put their straws into the food processor and drink.]

	 




	ANDY: Wow … that’s not too bad!

	 




	LISA: Mmmm! Lovely!

	 




	DANNY: Zesty! I’ll have some more of that!
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	LISA: Me too.

ANDY: Me three!

[They dip their straws in and drink again. They hear thunder.]



	 

	ANDY: Hey, good sound effects, Danny!




	 

	[A flash of lightning illuminates the room.]




	 

	LISA: And great lightning!




	 

	DANNY: Um, guys … that’s not me doing that.
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	ANDY: It’s not?

LISA: But if it’s not you, then who …?

ALL: Aaaggghhhhh!
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2
So Foul and
Fair a day
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	Andy and Danny, dazed and confused, awake to find themselves on a cold Scottish heath. There are dark storm clouds overhead.

DANNY: Andy?

ANDY: Yes?

DANNY: What’s happening?

ANDY: I don’t know.

DANNY: Where are we?

ANDY: I don’t know.

DANNY: Do you think it’s got anything to do with drinking that potion?

ANDY: I don’t know … maybe …

[They hear the sounds of a battle raging.]
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	DANNY: What’s that noise?

ANDY: What noise?

DANNY: The one that sounds like clanking swords, horses and men yelling and screaming.

ANDY: Now that I do know!

DANNY: What?

ANDY: It’s clanking swords, horses and men yelling and screaming.

DANNY: I know that, but why?

ANDY: Just a wild guess, but it sounds like a battle.

DANNY: A battle?

ANDY: Yes, a battle. That would explain it.







	ANDY & DANNY: AAAAGGGGHHHHH!

[Two Scottish soldiers appear, too engrossed in their battle to notice Andy and Danny. As they fight they insult each other.]

FIRST WARRIOR: Puking jolt-head!

SECOND WARRIOR: Beef-witted slubgullion!
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	DANNY: What do we do, Andy?




	 

	ANDY: I don’t know. Maybe if we sit here and keep really quiet they won’t notice us.




	 

	FIRST WARRIOR: Take that, thou bawdy full-gorged bladder!




	 

	SECOND WARRIOR: Forsooth! Thou hast slain me!




	 

	[The second warrior falls and dies. The first warrior turns on Danny.]




	 

	ANDY: Look out, Danny! Behind you!




	 

	[Danny wheels around.]




	 

	DANNY: Aye! Take that!




	 

	[Danny kicks the warrior’s backside. The first warrior then lurches towards Andy, who has fallen down and is lying on his back.]




	 

	Watch out, Andy!




	 

	ANDY: Huh?




	 

	[Andy looks up and sees the warrior coming straight for him.]
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	DANNY: Go the squirrel, Andy!

ANDY: Huh?

DANNY: Squirrel grip!

ANDY: Got it!

[Andy ‘squirrel grips’ his attacker, who falls to the ground, completely incapacitated. Andy nods, smiles and examines his hand in wonder.]

DANNY: Wow! That was amazing! I didn’t know you could fight like that.

ANDY: Neither did I. Watch out, Danny!

DANNY: What?

ANDY: More Scottish warriors!

DANNY: Where?







	ANDY: Behind you!

DANNY: Yikes! [Danny realises he’s surrounded. He grabs a sword from the dead second warrior’s hand and begins expertly dispatching his attackers. When he’s finished he kneels and touches the sword to his head.] Ashanti!
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	ANDY: Wow! Where did you learn to do that?

DANNY: Kill Bill. Remember that scene where she’s surrounded by the Crazy 88 and she fights her way out of it?

ANDY: But that’s a movie! This is real life!

DANNY: You could have fooled me! … Andy?

ANDY: Yes?

DANNY: What on earth is going on?

ANDY: I don’t know. But judging by the look of those soldiers and the way they were speaking, I’d say that we’ve been transported back in time to an eleventhcentury Scottish battlefield.

DANNY: But that’s … impossible!

ANDY: I know. But here we are.





DANNY: Do you think that potion really was magic?

ANDY: I don’t know … but it was the last thing we were all doing before we ended up here. You drank it, I drank it and … LISA! Where’s Lisa?
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	DANNY: Do you think Lisa’s here as well?

	 




	ANDY: It’s definitely possible. She drank the potion too.

	 




	DANNY: So where is she?

	 




	ANDY: I DON’T KNOW! We should try to find her! Come on!

DANNY: But shouldn’t we try to figure out where we are first?

ANDY: We’ll do that later! Lisa could be in trouble. [Andy starts running.]Lisa! Lisa!

DANNY: Hey, wait for me!

ANDY: What’s that?
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	DANNY: What?

	 




	ANDY: Up ahead!

	 




	DANNY: Fog.

	 




	ANDY: No, not the fog. In the fog!
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	DANNY: A shape … a person shape … a person!

ANDY: Lisa?

[The shape in the fog moves and it is clear there are three figures.]

DANNY: If it is, there’s three of her.

ANDY: Three Lisas?

DANNY: No, actually, it looks more like Jen and her friends …

ANDY: But they didn’t drink the potion.

DANNY: They’re coming closer!

ANDY: That’s not Jen and her friends—they’re …




	 

	[The figures turn side on, revealing they have long hooked noses.]




	 

	DANNY: Witches!




	 

	ANDY: Yikes! I’m scared of witches!




	 

	DANNY: What’s to be scared of? Witches are just little old ladies with long black dresses and pointy hats.
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	ANDY: And beards! They’ve got beards!

	 




	DANNY: Yikes! Let’s get out of here before we catch witch germs!

	 




	[Enter three witches.]

	 




	Oh no, too late!

	 




	FIRST WITCH: [to Andy] All hail, Macbeth.

	 




	SECOND WITCH: [to Andy] All hail, Macbeth.

	 




	THIRD WITCH: [to Andy] All hail, Macbeth.

	 




	DANNY: [aside to Andy] They seem to think that you’re Macbeth!

	 




	FIRST WITCH: Hail to thee, Macbeth, Thane of Glamis!

	 




	ANDY: Look, I don’t want to be rude, but I think you’ve got the wrong person. You see, my name is Andy and this is my friend, Danny and—

	 




	FIRST WITCH: Don’t interrupt us! We’re predicting your future!

	 




	SECOND WITCH: All hail, Macbeth. Thane of Cawdor!
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	THIRD WITCH: All hail, Macbeth, that shalt be King hereafter.

ANDY: Thane of Cawdor? King?

DANNY: Andy’s going to be a king?

ANDY: Cool!

DANNY: Imagine how rich you’ll be … imagine how much Wizz Fizz you’ll be able to buy!

ANDY: Yeah … I can just eat Wizz Fizz all the time—breakfast, lunch and dinner—and there’ll be nobody who can tell me not to because I’m King. And imagine how impressed Lisa will be when she finds out that I’m the King. She’ll want to be my girlfriend then, that’s for sure. And even if she doesn’t then I can just command her to, because kings can do that … Kings can do … anything!






DANNY: [aside] He gets all the luck! [to witches] What about me? What’s going to happen to me?
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	FIRST WITCH: Ah, Banquo!

	 




	DANNY: Banquo?

ANDY: [aside to Danny] Macbeth’s best friend! They think you’re Banquo.

DANNY: Okay, whatever. [to witches] Well? Am I going to be a king too?

FIRST WITCH: You will be lesser than Macbeth, and greater!

DANNY: Oh.

SECOND WITCH: Not so happy, yet much happier.

DANNY: Huh?

THIRD WITCH: Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none.


	 

	[image: image]





DANNY: That sucks! How come Andy gets to be King and I don’t? And how can I be lesser but greater? Or not so happy, but happier? And for that matter, why have you got beards?

FIRST WITCH: No more questions. Ooh! Look over there!
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	[Danny and Andy look away and the witches run off. Andy and Danny turn around to find them gone. They are mystified by their sudden disappearance.]




	 

	ANDY: That was weird!




	 

	DANNY: Yeah, and unfair!




	 

	ANDY: Relax, Danny. I wouldn’t worry about it too much. I mean, I’m not even Macbeth! And, even if I was Macbeth, they said I was the Thane of Cawdor and that’s not true. Macbeth is the Thane of Glamis, not Cawdor.




	 

	DANNY: Wow! A thane! I’d give anything to be a thane. Just one question …




	 

	ANDY: Yes?




	 

	DANNY: What is a thane?




	 

	ANDY: Kind of like a prince. Except Scottish.




	 

	DANNY: Wow! I’d give anything to be a kind of prince … and kind of Scottish.





ANDY: But the point is, if they can’t get that right, then how can we trust them when they say that Macbeth is going to be King?
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	[Lennox approaches them. He is a high-ranking thane who speaks in a very thick Scottish accent.]

LENNOX: All hail, Macbeth! [hugs Andy] I bring great news! King Duncan has heard about your brave and fearless exploits on the battlefield today. [mimes the squirrel grip] Thanks to you we defeated the traitor and his army.
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	ANDY: Thanks to me?

	 




	LENNOX: Don’t be so modest, Macbeth! You know you are Scotland’s finest warrior!

	 




	DANNY: [incredulous] Andy?

	 




	ANDY: [aside to Danny] Macbeth, you idiot! My name is Macbeth! [to Lennox] Sorry, you were saying?

	 




	LENNOX: As a reward for your efforts today, King Duncan has bid me to tell you that he’s made you the new Thane of Cawdor!

	 




	ANDY: What about the old Thane of Cawdor?
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	LENNOX: He’s been sentenced to death for treason.




	 

	ANDY: [aside to Danny] Wow! Maybe those witches were right after all. Maybe I am going to be King.




	 

	DANNY: [aside to Andy] Maybe so, but you’re not really Macbeth, remember?




	 

	ANDY: [aside to Danny] So you keep reminding me, Danny, but everybody else here seems to think I am.




	 

	DANNY: [aside to Andy] That doesn’t make it true!




	 

	ANDY: [aside to Danny] You know what I think, Danny?




	 

	DANNY: [aside to Andy] What?




	 

	ANDY: [aside to Danny] I think you’re jealous.




	 

	DANNY: [aside to Andy] As if!




	 

	ANDY: [aside to Danny] You are.




	 

	DANNY: [aside to Andy] I am not.
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	ANDY: [aside to Danny] Are.

DANNY: [aside to Andy] Am not.

ANDY: [aside to Danny] Are.

DANNY: [aside to Andy] Am not.

ANDY: [aside to Danny] Are, are, are. A million times more than whatever you say.

LENNOX: [aside to Danny] He’s got you there.

DANNY: All right, I’ll admit I am a little bit jealous.

ANDY: I don’t see why. Don’t forget, Danny, they said your children are going to be kings.

DANNY: I don’t have any children.

ANDY: No, but Banquo does. He has a son called … ?
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	LENNOX: Fleance.

	 




	DANNY: I have a son?

	 




	ANDY: Yes!
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	DANNY: But how?

ANDY: [sighing] I’m not going to explain the facts of life to you again, Danny.

DANNY: No, I don’t mean that. I mean how old is this son of mine?

ANDY: Fourteen.

DANNY: But I’m only twelve!

ANDY: You must have started early …

LENNOX: [slapping Danny on the back] Really early!

DANNY: I don’t know about this. ’Tis strange: oftentimes to win us to our harm, the instruments of darkness tell us truths, win us with honest trifles, to betray us in deepest consequence.

ANDY: I beg your pardon?




	 

	DANNY: I have no idea what I just said. But I do know one thing; don’t mess with witches, Andy—they’re evil!




	 

	ANDY: You are so jealous!
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	DANNY: I am not! They could be trying to trick you into making you think that you’re going to become King so that you murder King Duncan in order to make it come true!

ANDY: As if I’d do something as dumb as that! I thought you knew me better than that, Danny!

DANNY: I know you better than you think!

LENNOX: Oh, one more thing, Macbeth. King Duncan would like to stay at your place tonight, and have a victory feast.

ANDY: What an honour!

LENNOX: Aye! You’d probably better ride ahead, warn Lady Macbeth and get things ready.

ANDY: Lady Macbeth?

LENNOX: Yes, Lady Macbeth, your wife.
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	ANDY: My wife?

	 




	DANNY: [aside] Wife? Andy’s got a wife?
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	LENNOX: Yes … she’ll be waiting for you at your castle.

ANDY: My castle?

DANNY: [aside] Andy’s got a wife AND a castle?

LENNOX: Of course! Well, what are you waiting for?

ANDY: Um, this might sound like a silly question, but where is my castle?

LENNOX: [laughs] In faith, it is a very silly question! A very funny jest, my lord!

ANDY: No, I’m not jesting. I don’t know where to go.

LENNOX: [still laughing] Your horse will know the way.

ANDY: My horse?

LENNOX: [leading a horse to Andy] There you go. I wish you and your horse swift and sure of foot.






ANDY: Thanks … [mounts horse and rides over to Danny] See you at the feast, Banquo.
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	DANNY: What about me, Andy? And what about Lisa?

ANDY: I’ll look for her as I ride.

LENNOX: [confused] Who’s Andy? And who’s Lisa?

ANDY: [aside to Danny] Don’t keep using our real names—he’ll get suspicious.

[Lennox looks suspiciously at them.]

DANNY: But your name is Andy!

ANDY: It was. But for the moment, for reasons that are not entirely clear, apart from the fact that we drank that potion, I am the brave and fearless warrior Macbeth!

DANNY: I didn’t know brave and fearless warriors wet their beds.
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ANDY: Danny! I’m warning you …

DANNY: You mean Banquo.

ANDY: Banquo, I’m warning you …

[Andy rides off.]
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	DANNY: [to himself] It’s not fair! He gets a wife, a castle, a horse and to be Thane of Cawdor. I don’t like this game anymore!




	 

	LENNOX: [suspiciously] What game?
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	DANNY: [surprised and a little nervous] Never mind.
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3
Black and
deep desires



	A room in Dunsinane, Macbeth’s castle.

Andy enters. Lisa is already in the room.

LISA: Andy!

ANDY: Lisa!

LISA: I’ve been looking everywhere for you!
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	ANDY: I’ve been looking for you, too!

	 




	LISA: Have you seen Danny?

ANDY: Yes. I left him on the battlefield.

LISA: Battlefield? What were you doing on a battlefield?
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	ANDY: Um … er … fighting.

	 




	LISA: [laughing] You? Fighting? But why?

ANDY: I don’t really know. Since we drank that potion everything’s been very strange. Everybody seems to think I’m Macbeth.
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	LISA: Macbeth? You’re Macbeth? But …

ANDY: What?

LISA: Everybody thinks I’m Lady Macbeth!

ANDY: You’re Lady Macbeth? But if you’re Lady Macbeth that means …

LISA: We’re …

ANDY & LISA: Married!

[Lisa freezes.]

ANDY: Wow! I’m married. To Lisa! I’m married to the kindest, most beautiful, nicest, most loveliest girl in the whole world! It’s like a dream come true.






[Lisa unfreezes and puts some marshmallows in a bowl.]

LISA: I don’t know about this …



	ANDY: But I thought …

LISA: What did you think?

ANDY: I thought … that … well … you liked me.
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	LISA: Like you, yes; I like you, but …

	 




	ANDY: But what?

	 




	LISA: But it doesn’t mean I want to marry you.

	 




	ANDY: Why not?

LISA: Well, you can be very immature sometimes.

ANDY: No I’m not.

LISA: Yes you are. Remember my birthday party? You stuffed nineteen marshmallows in your mouth and then spat them all out!
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	ANDY: That wasn’t my fault! How was I to know I was going to sneeze?

	 




	LISA: That’s not the point, Andy. The point is that you shouldn’t have put nineteen marshmallows in your mouth in the first place! That’s a very immature thing to do.

	 




	ANDY: But Danny challenged me!

	 




	LISA: That’s no excuse! What if Danny challenged you to jump off a cliff, would you do that?
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	ANDY: It would depend.

LISA: On what?

ANDY: On whether he called me a chicken if I didn’t do it.

LISA: That’s my point exactly! It’s time you started making your own decisions in life.

ANDY: [nodding] You’re right. And I will. I’m a fearless warrior now … and a thane! I’ll make you proud to be my wife. [he reaches for a marshmallow] I’m never going to do anything immature ever again!

[Lisa slaps his hand away from the bowl.]

LISA: I wish I could believe you, Andy.

[Andy reaches for the marshmallows but Lisa slaps his hand away again.]






ANDY: It’s true! And on the way here I met some witches and not only did they predict that I’d be made Thane of Cawdor—which I was—but they said that one day I’m going to be King!
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	[Andy reaches again for the marshmallows. Lisa slaps his hand away.]

LISA: King? Did you say King?

ANDY: Yes!

LISA: But if you were King then … I … would be … Queen.

ANDY: You’re already a queen in my eyes, Lisa.

[Andy reaches for the marshmallows. Lisa slaps his hand away.]

LISA: No, I mean a real queen. An actual queen. [She picks up the bowl of marshmallows and starts walking … Andy follows.] When is this supposed to happen?
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ANDY: They didn’t say … but right after they disappeared—oh, look over there—[When Lisa looks away Andy grabs a marshmallow but she looks back before he can eat it.] a messenger came and told me that King Duncan has already made me the Thane of Cawdor. And, also, he’s coming here tonight to celebrate!
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	LISA: Tonight? King Duncan is coming here tonight?

ANDY: Yes, tonight.

[Andy tries to eat his marshmallow but Lisa, excited, grabs his arm and he is unable to put the marshmallow into his mouth.]

LISA: Are you thinking what I’m thinking?

ANDY: Yes, we should make this feast a good one! We’ll get Wizz Fizz, red lemonade and a karaoke machine.

LISA: That’s not what I was thinking.

ANDY: You don’t like karaoke?

LISA: No, I love karaoke. But if we’re going to be King and Queen, Duncan has to go.






[Andy has succeeded in getting the marshmallow into his mouth but is so stunned by Lisa’s declaration that he practically chokes on it.]



	ANDY: You don’t mean …

LISA: Yes.

ANDY: Murder him?





[image: image]





	LISA: Yes.

ANDY: But why?

LISA: Because as long as he lives, you can’t be King! Which means that I can’t be Queen.

ANDY: But, murdering Duncan? That would be … well … murder!

LISA: Well … I suppose that’s one way of looking at it.

[Lisa puts the bowl of marshmallows back on the table. She takes some out, arranges them on a plate and begins putting toothpicks in them.]

ANDY: But we can’t.

LISA: Why not?

ANDY: Well, we don’t have a good reason for a start.







	LISA: Yes we do.

ANDY: No we don’t.

LISA: Do you want to be King?
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	ANDY: Yes, but …

LISA: Then we have a good reason.

ANDY: But …

LISA: Listen to me, Andy! You can always find reasons not to murder somebody if you look hard enough!

ANDY: Yes, but there’s no need to murder him: he might just die of natural causes.

LISA: Maybe you’re right. Maybe you will become King without killing Duncan—but it might not be for a really long time. By the time it happens, you’ll be too old to enjoy being King. You’ll have all the Wizz Fizz you ever wanted and you’ll be like, ‘Oh … I’m so old … I can hardly eat one teaspoon of Wizz Fizz without choking to death.’ Is that what you want, Andy?






ANDY: N-no …

LISA: Then it’s settled! You can either die a horrible painful needless death choking on Wizz Fizz … or you can simply kill the King. Not exactly a hard decision, is it?
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	ANDY: [frowning] No … [puts his hand on his chin in a thoughtful pose]
I suppose not.

[Andy freezes—right next to the table with the marshmallows.]

LISA: I don’t know … he’s the Thane of Glamis all right … [she moves away from the table] and now he’s the Thane of Cawdor as well … and if the witches are right then maybe he will get to be the King … but I don’t know if Andy’s got what it takes to get Macbeth over the line here.

[Andy unfreezes and puts a marshmallow in his mouth. Lisa looks around at him. He quickly freezes again in the same pose, his hand on his chin.]

I mean,
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[Andy puts another marshmallow in his mouth …]

I’m sure Andy would like to be the King,
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	[and another…]

but you don’t get to be King without treading on a few toes …

[and another …]

but Andy can’t do that.

[and another …]

Oh, he talks tough,

[and another …]

but you know what?

[and another …]

He’s a coward.

[and another …]







	He once spent a whole day wondering whether to take a bandaid off his cheek because he was too scared that it might hurt.

[and another …]

He’s a wimp.
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	[and another …]

I would have just ripped it straight off.

[and another …]

The truth is that I should have been Macbeth,

[and another …]

but since I’m not,

[and another …]

he’s going to need my help.

[Lisa kneels.]

Come, you spirits that tend on mortal thoughts, unsex me here,

[and another …]

and fill me from the crown to the toe







	[and another …]

top-full of direst cruelty.

[and another …]
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	Make thick my blood,

[and another …]

stop up the access and passage to remorse,

[and another …]

that no compunctious visitings of nature shake my fell purpose,

[and another …]

nor keep peace between the effect and it.

[and another …]

Come to my woman’s breasts

[and another …]







	and take my milk for gall, you murd’ring ministers,

[and another …]

wherever in your sightless substances you wait on nature’s mischief.

[and another …]

Come, thick night,
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	[and another …]

and pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell,

[and another …]

that my keen knife see not the wound it makes,

[and another …]

nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, to cry

[and another …]

‘Hold,

[Andy puts his hand over his mouth to hold the marshmallows in.]

hold!’—

[Someone knocks at the castle gates]

The King is here!
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	[Lisa jumps up and addresses Andy, whose cheeks look like they are about to explode.]

Andy snap out of it! Your face, my thane, is as a book where men may read strange matters. To beguile the time, look like the time: bear welcome in your eye, your hand, your tongue.
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	[Andy is desperately trying to hold the marshmallows in.]

Look like the innocent flower, but be the serpent under it. King Duncan must be provided for, meanwhile put this night’s great business into my dispatch, which shall to all our nights and days to come give solely sovereign sway and masterdom.

[Lisa goes to welcome their guests. Andy spits the marshmallows into the bowl. He sighs with relief.]

ANDY: We will speak further.

[King Duncan and Lennox enter. The King blows his own trumpet to herald his arrival.]






DUNCAN: O worthiest cousin! The sin of my ingratitude even now was heavy on me. Thou art so far before that swiftest wing of recompense is slow to overtake thee. Would thou hadst less deserved that the proportion both of thanks and payment might have been mine. Only I have left to say, more is thy due than more than all can pay.
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	ANDY: Are you saying you can’t pay me?

	 




	DUNCAN: No, I’m merely saying that I owe you much more than I can possibly pay you. But I’m not saying that I can’t pay you, or, heaven forbid, that I won’t pay you. I just mean … let me see … how can I put this … Ah! Yes! I have begun to plant thee and will labour to make thee full of growing.

	 




	ANDY: You’re going to plant me? In the ground? And grow me?

DUNCAN: No, I’m using a poetic figure of speech to say that thou art like a seed that I’m going to look after so that thou groweth into a great big tree.

	[image: image]




	ANDY: A tree? I’m going to be a tree?

	 




	DUNCAN: Oh forsooth! Never mind …

	 




	[Danny enters.]
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	LISA: Danny!

DANNY: Lisa!

DUNCAN: Noble Banquo! That has no less deserved, nor must be known no less to have done so, let me enfold thee and hold thee to my heart.

[Duncan hugs Danny. King Duncan is quite emotional. He wipes at his eyes and sniffles.]

DANNY: Are you okay? Did you get something in your eye?

DUNCAN: No, it’s just that my plenteous joys, wanton in fullness, seek to hide themselves in drops of sorrow.

ANDY: Huh?

LENNOX: He’s crying with happiness! What’s the matter with you today? Can’t you understand plain English?





DUNCAN: [blows trumpet] Sons, kinsmen, thanes, and you whose places are the nearest, I have an announcement.

ANDY: [aside] An announcement! Just as I suspected! He’s going to announce that I’ll be King when he dies. We don’t have to kill anyone!
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	DUNCAN: Know that when I die that we will establish our estate on—

	 




	ANDY: Me? Oh thank you, King. Thank you!

	 




	DUNCAN: No, not you, Macbeth! Our eldest son, Malcolm, whom we name hereafter the Prince of Cumberland.

[Malcolm enters with dramatic flourish and blows his own slightly higher-pitched trumpet.]

Come now, let us all rest before karaoke tonight!
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	ANDY: Your wish is our command.

	 




	DUNCAN: My worthy Cawdor!

	 




	[Duncan and Malcolm exit, blowing their trumpets. Lennox and Lisa follow them. Danny freezes.]

	 




	ANDY: The Prince of Cumberland: that is a step on which I must fall down, or else o’leap, for in my way it lies. Stars, hide your fires: let not light see my black and deep desires. The eye wink at the hand; yet let that be which the eye fears when it is done to see!
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	[Danny unfreezes.]

DANNY: Are you going to murder King Duncan?

ANDY: Shut up, you idiot! If King Duncan hears you talking like that he’ll have us both put to death just like the Thane of Cawdor! Besides, I never said I was going to kill him.

DANNY: But you talked about it in your soliloquy!

ANDY: My soliloquies are private! Anyway, I was talking about killing Malcolm not the King—haven’t you been paying attention? It was in a previous scene with Lisa that I talked about killing the King … oops!

DANNY: Aha! So you are planning to murder the King! I knew it!

ANDY: Banquo, I can assure you, I’m not planning to murder King Duncan.
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	DANNY: I heard you say it!

	 




	ANDY: All right, all right … I admit that I may have thought about it—but only for a moment—and then I put it out of my mind. The only person I am planning to murder is you, Banquo, if you don’t shut up and get out of here right this instant!

DANNY: You can’t make me. You’re not the boss … not yet anyway … not until you kill King Duncan!

ANDY: Right, that does it! Leave me alone … or else! [mimes squirrel grip] 

DANNY: Yikes!

[Danny runs away. Lisa enters and quietly watches Andy as he talks to himself.]
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ANDY: To murder King Duncan or not to murder King Duncan … that is the question. One thing’s for sure: if it were done when ’tis done, then ’twere well it were done quickly: but how can it even be done at all? He’s here in double trust: First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, strong both against the deed: then, as his host, who should against his murderer shut the door, not bear the knife myself. Besides, King Duncan seems like a pretty good bloke! I haven’t got one good reason to murder him.
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[Duncan’s terrible karaoke singing can be heard coming from the next room.]

DUNCAN: OH YEAH, BABY! COME ON, COME ON, BABY! OOOOOOOOOOO! OH YEAH, BABY! COME ON!

ANDY: Okay, so his singing sucks. But is that a good enough reason to kill a king?
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	LISA: O how he dithers! [imitating Andy] To murder or not to murder … Oh me, oh my … I want to be the King, but I can’t kill Duncan because he’s a guest in my house and he’s such a good bloke … I mean, honestly! 

[Lisa walks up behind Andy and taps him on the shoulder.]

ANDY: Aaagghh!

LISA: Calm down! I just came to tell you that King Duncan has almost finished his solo and wants to do a duet with you.

ANDY: Oh no!

LISA: I’m afraid so.

ANDY: We will proceed no further in this business.






LISA: You have to! You can’t refuse to sing a duet with the King!

ANDY: I’m not talking about that business. I’m talking about the other business.
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	We don’t have to do this. We have a nice castle. We have a nice life.

	 




	DUNCAN: [tuneless singing] OH YEAH, BABY! COME ON, COME ON, BABY! OOOO …

	 




	ANDY: And the King will stop singing … eventually. What more could we possibly want?

	 




	LISA: To be King and Queen! That’s what!

ANDY: And how would that make us any happier than we already are?

LISA: Danny was right. You are a chicken. Bukkaw!
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	ANDY: I’m not a chicken! Who was it that went down a really steep hill in a pram … without even wearing a crash helmet?

	 




	LISA: You, but only because Danny pushed you—and you screamed all the way down!

	 




	ANDY: Yeah, so what? I did it. And who was it that risked his life floating across the town with only a bunch of helium balloons between the ground and certain death?
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	LISA: You again, but only because Danny accidentally let go of the rope. You never do anything by yourself.




	 

	ANDY: Oh yeah? Who was it that extinguished a burning shopping centre all by himself?




	 

	LISA: Andy, that didn’t really happen. It was a dream, remember? You wet the bed …
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	ANDY: Yeah, I was great, wasn’t I?

LISA: You think bed-wetting is great?




	 

	ANDY: [realising what he just said] Oh … I … ah … yeah? … No, definitely not. But I don’t know … killing a king … it seems so wrong.




	 

	LISA: But it would make me so happy … Don’t you want to make me happy? Because that’s what you’re supposed to do now that we’re married.
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	ANDY: Yeah, I know, but …

	 




	LISA: And I do so want to be Queen. Don’t you think I’d make a lovely queen?

	 




	ANDY: Yes, of course, but …

	 




	LISA: And you would make an excellent king!

	 




	ANDY: I would?

	 




	LISA: You would.

ANDY: I would!

LISA: So it’s settled? You’ll do it tonight?

ANDY: I will?

LISA: You will.

ANDY: I will.

LISA: Good. I’m glad we got that settled.

ANDY: But what if we fail?
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LISA: We fail? We? Fail? I’ve never failed anything in my life and I don’t intend to start now. Screw your courage to the sticking place and we’ll not fail! You’re the one who rode a pram down a steep hill, flew across the town with only a few balloons between you and the ground, put out a burning shopping centre with only your—
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	ANDY: Hang on, but you just said—

LISA: Never mind what I said. It’s what you said that’s important. And you said that you were going to kill the King!

ANDY: But how? How do I kill a king?

LISA: You’re the fearless warrior: you figure it out!

ANDY: Squirrel grip?

LISA: No! I was thinking more along the lines of stabbing him. Just to make sure.

ANDY: To stab or not to stab … that is the question!

LISA: No it’s not! That’s not the question at all. It’s not even the right play! There’s only one question here. Do you want to be King or don’t you?
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	ANDY: That’s two questions.

LISA: Andy!

ANDY: Yes, okay. I do. I do want to be King.

LISA: Are you sure?

ANDY: I am settled, and bend up each corporal agent to this terrible feat. Away, and mock the time with fairest show: false face must hide what the false heart doth know.

LISA: So you’ll do it?

ANDY: I just said so didn’t I?

LISA: I thought so. I just wasn’t sure.
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4
He doth
protest
too much
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	Macbeth’s castle at night. Banquo and Fleance are eating from bags of Wizz Fizz and marshmallows.

DANNY: How goes the night, son?

FLEANCE: There’s been some very strange noises, Dad.

DANNY: Yeah, sorry about that. I think it was the haggis we had for dinner.

FLEANCE: I’m tired. It must be past midnight.

DANNY: Yes, but I can’t sleep. I ate too much Wizz Fizz after the haggis.

[Andy enters.]
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	Hark I hear a knock-knock. Who’s there?

ANDY: Me

DANNY: Me who?

ANDY: Me! Macbeth!

DANNY: Me-Macbeth-who?

ANDY: It’s not a knock-knock joke: it’s me, Macbeth!

DANNY: What are you doing up? Are you on your way to kill the King?

ANDY: No, whatever gives you that idea?

DANNY: Oh, nothing.

ANDY: Well I’m not.

DANNY: I didn’t say you were!

ANDY: Yes, you did.

DANNY: No I didn’t. I just asked you a question, that’s all.

ANDY: Funny question to ask if you didn’t think I was on my way to kill the King.

	[image: image]





[image: image]
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	DANNY: [aside] Methinks he doth protest too much!

ANDY: I heard that! And that line comes from a completely different play.

DANNY: Beware the ides of March!

ANDY: So does that one … and it doesn’t even make sense!

DANNY: Just trying to make conversation.

ANDY: Well, don’t! You obviously haven’t got a clue what you’re talking about, you dull-witted jolt-head.

DANNY: All right, Andy, calm down. And watch your language. I’ve got my son with me. Don’t get too worked up. You’ve got a king to kill, remember?

ANDY: For the last time, I’m not going to kill the King!

DANNY: All right, have it your way. If you’re not on your way to kill the King, then what are you doing up so late?




	 

	ANDY: It’s private.
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	DANNY: [to Fleance] He probably wet the bed.

	 




	[Fleance giggles.]

ANDY: What???

DANNY: Nothing. The King was in a very good mood tonight, and sent forth great largess to your offices.
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	ANDY: Sent forth what?

	 




	DANNY: Great largess!

	 




	ANDY: To where?

	 




	DANNY: To your offices!

	 




	ANDY: What does that mean?

	 




	DANNY: Beats me.

	 




	FLEANCE: It means a bag of marshmallows for your servants. And a super-giant bag of Wizz Fizz for your wife!

	 




	[Fleance gives Andy what is left of the Wizz Fizz and marshmallows.]

	 




	DANNY: Good boy, Fleance. [to Andy]

He’s a great kid. And he’ll be a great king one day. Remember what the witches said? My sons will be kings. They were right about you becoming Thane of Cawdor, so hopefully they’ll be right about that too.
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	ANDY: I haven’t had time to think much about them, to tell you the truth.

[He looks at the bag.]

Wow! [aside] If the King can afford to give away marshmallows and super-giant bags of Wizz Fizz, just think how much he must have for himself! I am more resolved to my dark purpose than ever!

DANNY: [aside to Andy] This is all pretty weird, isn’t it? We haven’t really had a chance to talk. Let’s do it soon.

ANDY: Yes, I’d like that. But right at the moment I’ve got a king to kill.

DANNY: Really?

ANDY: Yes, really.

DANNY: Be serious.
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	ANDY: I am being serious.

DANNY: Are you? Truly?

ANDY: Yeah, right, Danny! As if! If I was really on my way to murder the King, do you think that I would tell you that I was on my way to murder the King?

DANNY: No, I suppose not. Unless, of course, you were telling me the truth in order to make me think that you weren’t telling me the truth.

ANDY: I’m not that smart.
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	DANNY: Me neither. Just don’t do anything stupid.

	 




	ANDY: Too late for that. [laughs] Well, can’t stand around all night chatting. I’ve got to go and kill the King. Goodnight!

	 




	[Andy exits.]

	 




	DANNY: Ha ha, goodnight, Andy! Good old Andy. Always joking around. And such a nice guy. As if he would kill the King! He wouldn’t even harm a flea.
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	FLEANCE: Who’s Andy?




	 

	[Danny farts.]




	 

	DANNY: I beg your pardon.




	 

	FLEANCE: Oh, Dad! You stink!
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	DANNY: ’Twas not me … ’twas the haggis!
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5
Is this
a dagger?



	Macbeth’s castle. Andy enters, wearing a balaclava. He throws the bags of Wizz Fizz and marshmallows to the floor.

	 




	ANDY: Fie! A mere trifle. The King sits on a whole mountain, throws me a crumb and expects me to be grateful. Well not anymore. No more Mr Nice Guy!

	 




	[He sees a dagger floating in the air in front of him.]

	 




	What’s this?

Is this a dagger which I see before me, The handle toward my hand? Come, let me clutch thee:

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible to feeling as to sight? Or art thou but a dagger of the mind, a false creation, proceeding from the Wizz-Fizz’d brain? I see thee yet, in form as palpable as this which now I draw.
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	[He draws his dagger from its scabbard.]

Thou marshall’st me the way that I was going, and such an instrument I was to use. Mine eyes are made the fools o’ th’other senses, or else worth all the rest. I’ve got to get a grip!

[Andy rubs his eyes. The dagger disappears.]

I’m not only seeing things, but I’m speaking Shakespearean!

[The dagger reappears, with blood on it.]





I see thee still, and on thy blade and dudgeon gouts of blood, which was not so before. There’s no such thing:

[Andy tries to touch it but his hand goes right through it.]

it is the bloody business which informs thus to mine eyes. Thou sure and firm-set Earth, hear not my steps which way they walk, for fear the very stones prate of my whereabout, and take the present horror from the time which now suits with it. Whiles I threat, he lives; words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives.
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	[A bell rings.]

I go, and it is done; the bell invites me. Hear it not, Duncan, for it is a knell that summons thee to heaven, or to hell.
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6
Horror, horror,
horror!
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7
Macbeth does
murder sleep



	The courtyard of Macbeth’s castle. Lisa enters, paces and listens. A scream is heard. Andy enters carrying a bloodstained dagger. He is very upset.

	 




	ANDY: I have done the deed, but now I wish I hadn’t done it.

LISA: Well, you’ve done it now! And what’s done cannot be undone, so there’s no point wishing that you hadn’t done it.

ANDY: I well know that I can’t undone a done. I just wish that the done had remained an undone instead of becoming a done that I had to wish undone.
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LISA: These deeds must not be thought of in this way: to do so it will make us mad.
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	ANDY: Too late for that! Methought I heard a voice cry ‘Sleep no more, Macbeth does murder sleep.’

LISA: That’s enough. Shhh.

ANDY: ‘The innocent sleep, sleep that knits up the ravelled sleeve of care, the death of each day’s life.’

LISA: I said that’s enough!

ANDY: ‘Sore labour’s bath, balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course, chief nourisher in life’s feast.’

LISA: Andy, get a grip!

ANDY: Still the voice cried ‘Sleep no more’ to all the house: ‘Glamis hath murdered sleep, and therefore Cawdor shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more.’




	 

	LISA: Finished?




	 

	ANDY: Yes.




	 

	LISA: Why, worthy thane, you do unbend your noble strength to think so brainsickly of things. Go get some water and wash this filthy witness from your hand. Why did you bring the dagger from the place? It should have stayed there: take it back and smear the sleeping guards with blood to make it look like they murdered the King!
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	ANDY: I’ll go no more. I am afraid to think what I have done; look on it again I dare not.

LISA: Infirm of purpose! Do I have to do everything myself? Give me the dagger.

[Andy hands it to her blade-first.]

Ouch! How many times do I have to tell you? Handle first!

ANDY: Sorry!

LISA: The sleeping and the dead are but as pictures: ’tis the eye of childhood that fears a painted devil.

[Lisa exits. Someone knocks at the castle gates.]

ANDY: What is that knocking? How is’t with me, when every noise appals me?
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	[He stares at his blood-soaked hands as if they don’t belong to him.]

What hands are here? Ha! They pluck out mine eyes! Will all great Neptune’s ocean wash this blood clean from my hand? No, this my hand will rather the multitudinous seas incarnadine, making the green sea red!

[Lisa comes in, carrying a bucket of water.]

LISA: My hands are of your colour, but I shame to wear a heart so white. I hear a knocking at the south gate!

[The knocking continues.]

You go and answer it. I’ll retire to our chamber.

[Andy heads off to answer the door, his hands still dripping with blood.]

LISA: Andy!






ANDY: What?

LISA: [holds up her hands] Duh!
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	ANDY: [stares at his hands] Oh …

	 




	[They kneel and wash their hands in the bucket.]

	 




	LISA: A little water clears us of this deed: how easy is it, then!

	 




	[The knocking gets louder.]

	 




	Hark! More knocking. Go and answer the door! Be not lost so poorly in your thoughts.

ANDY: To know my deed, ’twere best not know myself. Come to think of it, I’m not sure I do know myself anymore. I’ve discovered some disturbing things about myself tonight.

[More knocking.]

Wake Duncan with thy knocking!
I would thou couldst!
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8
Confusion’s
masterpiece



	 

	The courtyard of Macbeth’s castle. Lennox and Macduff the Gnome enter.
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	LENNOX: [bows] Lennox, at your service.

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Macduff the Gnome, at your service.

ANDY: Who said that?




	 

	MACDUFF THE GNOME: Me! Down here!
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	ANDY: [startled, looks down] Oh … there you are. [aside] Ugh! I hate garden gnomes. They creep me out!

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Sorry I can’t bow, but I can’t bend in the middle. I’m made of concrete.

ANDY: Never mind. Good morning to you all!
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	LENNOX: There’s nothing good about this morning, sir! Or the night!

ANDY: You’re telling me! I didn’t get a wink of sleep. I had to kill the …

LENNOX: Kill the what, my lord?

ANDY: Um … kill the … kill the karaoke when I did, otherwise nobody would have got any sleep at all.

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Is the King stirring, worthy thane?

ANDY: Not yet—and probably not for some time, actually.

MACDUFF THE GNOME: He did command me to call timely on him: I have almost slipped the hour.

ANDY: I’ll bring you to the corpse … I mean—the King! Here is the door.

MACDUFF THE GNOME: I’ll make so bold to call, for ’tis my limited service.
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[Macduff the Gnome exits.]

LENNOX: Goes the King hence today?
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	[image: image]

	ANDY: He does … well, he did before I … um … well he definitely will go … somewhere …

LENNOX: Are you all right, my lord?

ANDY: Rough night, I guess.

LENNOX: [with a very heavy Scottish accent] Aye! The night has been unruly. Where we lay, our chimneys were blown down, and, as they say, lamentings heard in the air, strange screams of death, and prophesying with accents terrible …

ANDY: You can say that again!

LENNOX: accents terrible … of dire combustion and confused events new-hatched to the woeful time: the obscure bird clamoured the live-long night. Some say the earth was feverous and did shake. My young remembrance cannot parallel a fellow to it.

ANDY: [utterly baffled] Yes. Definitely.

[Macduff the Gnome comes back in.]
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	MACDUFF THE GNOME: O, horror, horror, horror! Tongue nor heart cannot conceive nor name thee!

ANDY & LENNOX: What’s the matter?

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Confusion now hath made his masterpiece. Most sacrilegious murder hath broke open the Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence the life of the building!
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	ANDY: What is it you say? The life?

	 




	MACDUFF THE GNOME: The life of the building!

	 




	LENNOX: Mean you his majesty?

	 




	MACDUFF THE GNOME: Approach the chamber and destroy your sight with a new Gorgon. Do not bid me speak: see, and then speak yourselves.

	 




	[Andy and Lennox exit.]

	 




	Awake, awake!

Ring the alarum bell. Murder and treason!
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	Banquo and Malcolm, awake! Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit, and look on death itself! Up, up, and see the great doom’s image! Malcolm, Banquo, as from your graves rise up and walk like sprites to countenance this horror! Ring the bell!




	 

	[A bell rings. Lisa enters.]




	 

	LISA: What’s the business, that such a hideous trumpet calls to parley the sleepers of the house? Speak, speak!




	 

	MACDUFF THE GNOME: Oh, gentle lady, ’tis not for you to hear what I can speak: the repetition in a woman’s ear would murder as it fell.




	 

	LISA: Who said that?
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	MACDUFF THE GNOME: Me! Down here!

LISA: Oh, sorry, I didn’t see you down there.

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Don’t feel bad. Nobody ever does.




	 

	[Danny enters.]




	 

	DANNY: What’s all the shouting about?
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	MACDUFF THE GNOME: O Banquo, Banquo!

DANNY: Who said that?

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Me! Down here!

[Danny looks down and sees Macduff.]

Our royal master’s murdered.

LISA: Woe, alas! What, in our house?

DANNY: Too cruel, anywhere. Dear Duff, I prithee contradict thyself And say it is not so.

[Lennox and Andy come back in.]

ANDY: Had I but died an hour before this chance, I had lived a blessed time, for from this instant there’s nothing serious in mortality: all is but toys: renown and grace is dead. The wine of life has been drunk, and all that is left is the dregs.

[Malcolm enters, blowing his own trumpet.]
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MALCOLM: What is amiss?

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Your royal father’s murdered.
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	MALCOLM: Who said that?

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Me!

MALCOLM: [looks down] Sorry, I didn’t see you down there.

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Join the club. But enough about me. Your dad’s been murdered.
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	MALCOLM: Oh, by whom?

ANDY: Not me!

LISA: Me neither.

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Nobody suggested that it was either of you!

LENNOX: The guards, as it seemed, had done it: their hands and faces were covered with blood, so were their daggers, which unwiped we found upon their pillow. They stared and were distracted: no man’s life was to be trusted with them.
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	ANDY: O, yet I do repent me of my fury, that I did kill them.

LISA: You killed them?

MACDUFF THE GNOME: You killed the King’s bodyguards?

ANDY: Yes.

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Wherefore did you so?

ANDY: Who can be wise, amazed, temperate and furious, loyal and neutral in a moment? No man. Th’ expedition of my violent love outrun the pauser, reason. Here lay Duncan, his silver skin laced with his golden blood, and his gashed stabs looked like a breach in nature for ruin’s wasteful entrance; there the murderers, steeped in the colours of their trade, their daggers unmannerly breeched with gore. Who could refrain, that had a heart to love, and in that heart courage to make his love known?

	[image: image]





[image: image]





	[image: image]

	LISA: [aside] Killing the guards wasn’t part of our plan, but it was quick thinking on Andy’s part. I might have underestimated him. Better give him a hand and do something to distract them all. [pretends to faint] Help me hence, ho!

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Look to the lady!

[They catch Lady Macbeth as she falls and carry her out, leaving Malcolm alone.]

MALCOLM: I’ve got to get out of here. Something is definitely not right. Those guards—if they did it—were put up to it by somebody and whoever it was is no doubt planning to murder me next.

[He goes to blow his trumpet but thinks the better of it and tiptoes away. Danny, Andy, Lennox and Macduff come back in.]

DANNY: So what happens now? Does Malcolm become the new king?






LENNOX: That was Duncan’s wish.

ANDY: Where is Malcolm?
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	MACDUFF THE GNOME: I don’t know ... he was here a minute ago.

ANDY: That’s a bit suspicious, don’t you think? His father’s murder has just been discovered and he suddenly disappears. It doesn’t look good. You know what I think?

MACDUFF THE GNOME: That Malcolm killed his father?

ANDY: Hard to believe, I know, but it looks that way.

DANNY: But if that’s the case, who’s next in line?

ANDY: Well, I guess it’s up to me to raise my hand—after all, I am the bravest and most fearless warrior in the land!

[He mimes the squirrel grip.]
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ALL: All hail, King Macbeth!

[They all kneel except for Macduff the Gnome.]
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	ANDY: Shouldn’t you be kneeling, Macduff?




	 

	MACDUFF THE GNOME: I can’t kneel. I’m made of concrete.




	 

	ANDY: Oh, sorry ... I forgot. [aside] Ugh! I really hate garden gnomes!
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	[image: image]
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9
All hail
the King
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10
Our Fears
in Banquo
Stick deep
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	A room in Macbeth’s castle. Danny enters.

DANNY: It’s not fair. How come Andy gets to be King and I don’t? All the good things happen to him and I just end up where I started ... with nothing—well, except for a son ... who’s older than I am.

[imitating witches]

‘Thou shalt get kings, though thou be none...’ Big deal! My children and grandchildren get to be kings but all I get is to be a soldier in Macbeth’s army. So much to look forward to! Maybe I’ll get sliced open from the bellybutton to the mouth and all my guts will fall out in a big gooey pile.
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	It’s no fun being Banquo! Meanwhile, King Andy struts around, everyone bowing and scraping: ‘Yes sire, no sire, three bags full sire!’ He’s taking all this a bit too seriously. Knowing him, he probably really did murder King Duncan just to make the predictions come true. Uh-oh, here he comes.

[Andy and Lisa, the new King and Queen of Scotland, enter with Lennox.]

DANNY: [bows] Yes sire, no sire, three bags full sire ...

ANDY: Get up, Danny.

LENNOX: Danny? Who is Danny?

ANDY: Banny ... Bannyquo. It’s my funny name for him.

DANNY: Sire.

[He sees Andy’s kilt and starts giggling.]

ANDY: What be the cause of thy mirth, knave?
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	DANNY: You’re wearing a dress, Andy! You look ridiculous!

LENNOX: Andy? Who is Andy?

ANDY: Andy ... Mandy ... Macbethy—his funny name for me. [to Danny] It’s not a dress—it’s a kilt!

DANNY: Sure, just keep telling yourself that, Andrea!

LENNOX: Andrea? Who is Andrea?

LISA: That’s my middle name.

[Danny lifts the hem of Andy’s kilt.]

DANNY: Are they Action Man undies?

[Lisa bends down to look under Andy’s kilt.]

LISA: Action Man?

[Lennox uses his sword to hold up the hem of Andy’s kilt.]

LENNOX: Action Man? Who is Action Man?




	 

	ANDY: Stop it! All of you! My kilt is private! Now listen up: I have an announcement!
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	[Blows his trumpet.]

	 




	Tonight the Queen and I are holding a formal banquet and we’d like you to be the guest of honour, Banquo.

	 




	DANNY: I’ll just check my diary and see if I’m free.

	 




	[He takes a diary out of his pocket and opens it.]

	 




	ANDY: Are you kidding?

	 




	DANNY: Yes, just jesting, sire.

	 




	ANDY: Very funny. Well? What do you say?

	 




	DANNY: Yes, Your Highness. I do most graciously accept. Because if I don’t you’ll probably kill me … [aside] just like you killed King Duncan.

	 




	ANDY: I beg your pardon? I didn’t hear that last bit.

	 




	DANNY: Oh, nothing.

	 




	ANDY: No, you definitely said something.

	 




	DANNY: It wasn’t important.

	 




	ANDY: Yes it was.
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	DANNY: Wasn’t.
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	ANDY: Was.

DANNY: Wasn’t.

ANDY: Was, was, was, was, a million times more than whatever thou sayest, and besides, I’m the King, so whatever I say is the truth.

LENNOX: He’s got you there.

DANNY: Okay, you win. I just said, ‘Yes, Your Highness. I do most graciously accept. Because if I don’t you’ll probably kill … yourself because you’ll be so disappointed and you’ll be dead just like King Duncan.’






ANDY: Oh, that’s all right then. I thought you said, ‘Because if I don’t you’ll probably kill me … just like you killed King Duncan.’

DANNY: No, of course not.

ANDY: Really?

DANNY: Truly.
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	ANDY: Okay then. [aside]There’s something about Banquo’s attitude I don’t like. I think he suspects me of killing King Duncan. I can’t say how I know, I just do. And knowing him, he’s likely to blab. I hate to say it, but I might have to kill him. And while I’m at it I may as well kill his son, too. I haven’t gone through all this just so that his children could be kings.

[Turning back to address Danny.]

Ride you this afternoon?

DANNY: Let me check my diary. [gets it out and checks] Aye, my good lord. With Fleance.

ANDY: [aside] Excellent! Two birds with the one stone! [to Danny] I wish your horses swift and sure of foot. Farewell!

[Danny exits. Andy blows his trumpet.]
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Let every man be master of his time until seven at night!

[Lisa and Lennox exit.]
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	To be King is nothing unless I can be sure of remaining King.




	Our fears in Banquo stick deep, and in his royalty of nature reigns that which would be feared.




	But I mustn’t panic: I must keep cool. I’ll rid myself yet of this troublesome fool.
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11
These terrible
dreams



	A room in the castle. Lisa and a servant enter.

LISA: Say to the King, I would attend his leisure for a few words.

SERVANT: I will.

[Servant exits.]

LISA: Everybody suspects us! Naught’s had, all’s spent, where our desire is got without content: ’tis safer to be that which we destroy than by destruction dwell in doubtful joy.

[Andy enters.]

How now, my lord? Why do you keep alone, of sorriest fancies your companions making?
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	ANDY: O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife! We have scorched the snake, not killed it: the King is in his grave, but Malcolm, Banquo and Fleance are all still very much alive. I wish we’d never—




	 

	LISA: You must leave thinking like this! Things without all remedy should be without regard: what’s done is done.




	 

	ANDY: Danny knows.




	[image: image]

	LISA: What are you talking about?

ANDY: He knows what we did.

LISA: How did he find out? Did you tell him?

ANDY: No! He figured it out for himself.

LISA: Drat your meddling best friend! Do you think he’ll tell anyone?

ANDY: Knowing Danny, yes. He’s got a very big mouth. Better we were at peace like Duncan than to live in this torture: to have to eat our meals in fear and sleep in the affliction of these terrible dreams that shake us nightly.
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	LISA: Dreams? Have you been having bad dreams again?

	 




	ANDY: Yes. Terrible dreams.

	 




	LISA: The one about not being able to find a toilet in the shopping centre?

	 




	ANDY: Worse.

	 




	LISA: The one where you’re in the bath and two brown blobs chase you around and around and around?

	 




	ANDY: Worse still besides! The one where I hire two bloodthirsty murderers to kill my best friend and his greedy son while they are out riding in the woods.

LISA: Ugh! That’s horrible!

ANDY: It is concluded. Banquo, thy soul’s flight, if it find heaven, must find it out tonight.

LISA: What are you going to do?

ANDY: Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night, scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day, and with thy bloody and invisible hand cancel and tear to pieces that great bond which keeps me pale. Light thickens, and the crow makes wing to the rooky wood: good things of day begin to droop and drowse, whiles night’s black agents to their prey do rouse.
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	Thou marvell’st at my words: but hold thee still. Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill.

LISA: Stop talking like that, Andy. You’re scaring me.

ANDY: Andy? Who’s Andy?

LISA: [aside] Uh-oh.
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12
Fly, Fleance,
Fly!

Danny and Fleance are riding in the woods.
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[Two murderers ride up to them.]
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[The first murderer strikes Danny]
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Hence, horrible
shadow!



	 

	Andy and Lisa are hosting a banquet in the castle.




	 

	ANDY: Welcome to my first inaugural banquet.
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	ALL: Thanks to Your Majesty.

[Someone throws a marshmallow.]

ANDY: Now you all know the rules. Food first, food fight later.

ALL: Ohhhh … but—

ANDY: No arguments. I’m the King!
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	[The first murderer enters and attracts the King’s attention.]
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	Excuse me.

[Andy crosses the room to speak to the murderer.]

There’s blood upon thy face!

FIRST MURDERER: ’Tis Banquo’s then.

ANDY: Better out than in. Is he dispatched?

FIRST MURDERER: My lord, his throat is cut: that I did for him.

ANDY: Thou art the best o’ the cut-throats. And Fleance?

FIRST MURDERER: Most royal sir—Fleance is escaped.

ANDY: [to himself] Drat that meddling kid! If not for him we’d now be safe. Everything would be perfect, but now I am cabined, cribbed, confined, bound in to saucy doubts and fears. [to murderer] But Banquo’s safe?
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FIRST MURDERER: Aye, my good lord: safe in a ditch he bides, with twenty trenched gashes on his head, the least a death to nature.
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	ANDY: Thanks for that anyway. There the grown serpent lies: the worm that’s fled hath nature in time will venom breed, but no teeth for the present. Get thee gone: I’ve got a banquet going on here and murderers with blood all over their faces are not invited.




	 

	[Murderer exits.]




	 

	LISA: My royal lord, you do not give the cheer!
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	ANDY: Sorry … I was busy. Now good digestion wait on appetite and health on both!

[Andy raises cup—they all raise their cups in response and drink.]




	 

	If only Banquo were here, we’d have all of Scotland’s most honourable people under the one roof. I do hope he hasn’t had an accident while he was out riding … or been set upon by murderers and had his throat cut and twenty trenched gashes placed in his head … or something unfortunate like that.
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	LENNOX: Well, let’s look on the bright side. He might just be running late.

	 




	[Danny’s ghost appears at the table. Only Andy can see it.]

DANNY: [slow, deep, ghostly voice] Andy! Andy!

ANDY: [terrified] W-what?

DANNY: My head hurts.

ANDY: Go away! You’re dead!

DANNY: I need a bandaid.
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	[Andy takes a box of bandaids from his sporran and throws a bandaid at the ghost.]

ANDY: There! Now go!

DANNY: I need another bandaid.

[Andy throws another one.]

And another …

[He throws another one.]

And another …
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	[He throws another one.]

I need lots of bandaids.

ANDY: Aaaagh! Take the whole box!

[Andy throws the whole box. A bandaid hits Rosse, one of the thanes at the banquet.]
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	ROSSE: Forsooth! The food fight has started!

[Rosse starts throwing marshmallows. The other guests return fire.]

ANDY: Just leave me alone!

LENNOX: What is it that upsets you, Your Highness?




	 

	ANDY: Which of you has done this?




	 

	ROSSE: What, my good lord?
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	ANDY: Thou canst not say I did it! I didn’t cut his throat! I didn’t put twenty trenched gashes in his head! It’s not my fault!

[The ghost disappears.]

ROSSE: Gentlemen, rise. His Highness is not well.
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	LENNOX: That’s an understatement.

	 




	LISA: Sit, worthy friends. There’s nothing wrong with him: he just watches too many horror movies, that’s all. He got out Axe-wielding Blood-sucking Freaks last week. And that’s rated MA 15+!

LENNOX: Axe-wielding Blood-sucking Freaks? What is ‘Axe-wielding Bloodsucking Freaks’?
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	LISA: You know, that DVD with all the axe-wielding blood-sucking freaks!

	 




	LENNOX: [standing and drawing sword] DVD? What is ‘DVD’?

	 




	LISA: DVD! Digital Versatile Disc.

	 




	LENNOX: [utterly confounded, given that it’s the eleventh century and DVD technology won’t be invented for another nine hundred years] Digital what?
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	LISA: Never mind. [to Andy] Get a grip! Pull yourself together!

	 




	ANDY: Aye, if that hideous apparition will pull itself together.
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	LISA: What are you talking about? There’s nothing there!

ANDY: Only that which might appal the devil!
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	LISA: Nonsense! You’re just imagining it! This is the very painting of your fear: this is the air-drawn dagger which you said led you to Duncan. O, these flaws and starts—impostors to true fear. Shame on you! Why do you make such faces? When all’s done, you look but on an empty chair!
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	ANDY: But there really was a dagger. There was!




	 

	LISA: Oh for goodness’ sake! If you don’t stop acting so weird they are going to suspect something.




	 

	ANDY: Weird? You’re the one who’s acting weird. Going on about DVDs.




	 

	LISA: At least I’m not acting all terrified of an empty chair.




	 

	ANDY: If I stand here, I saw him!




	 

	LISA: You didn’t! There was nothing there!
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	ANDY: Was!

LISA: Wasn’t!

ANDY: Was!

LISA: Wasn’t!

ANDY: Was, was, was, was, infinity times more than whatever you say.

LENNOX: [to Lady Macbeth] He’s got you there. £§~

ANDY: The time has been that, when the brains were out, the man would die, and there an end: but now they rise again with twenty mortal murders on their crowns, and start asking you for bandaids!

[Banquo’s ghost reappears, his head covered in bandaids.]
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	LISA: There was nothing—and nobody—there.

ANDY: Maybe you’re right.

[He turns and sees Banquo’s ghost.]

Aaagghhh!
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	[Andy runs around the room, chased by the ghost.]

LISA: My lord, remember your guests.

DANNY: Andy! Andy!

ANDY: Go away! I haven’t got any more bandaids! I’m not made of bandaids! Bandaids don’t grow on trees, you know!

LISA: Uh-oh, here we go again.

ANDY: [continuing to address the ghost] Avaunt, and quit my sight! Let the earth hide thee! Thy bones are marrowless, thy blood is cold; thou hast no speculation in those eyes which thou dost glare with.

LISA: [to all] Ha ha! What a jester!

ANDY: This is no joke! What man dare to approach thou? Hence, horrible shadow! Unreal mockery, hence!

[Banquo’s ghost disappears.]






LISA: My lord, get a grip. You have displaced the mirth, broke the good meeting with most admired disorder.
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	ANDY: [blinking, rubbing eyes] Ah … that’s better. How can you all behold such sights and keep the natural ruby of your cheeks when mine is blanched with fear?

ROSSE: What sights, my lord?

LISA: I pray you speak not: he grows worse and worse: question enrages him. At once goodnight. Stand not upon the order of your going, but go at once.
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	LENNOX: Goodnight, and better health attend His Majesty. And what was the name of that DVD again?

	 




	LISA: Axe-wielding Blood-sucking Freaks.

	 




	LENNOX: Axe-wielding Blood-sucking Freaks. I shall take all measures to shield my eyes from it lest my own reason take flight.

	 




	LISA: Good idea.

	 




	[They all exit except for Andy and Lisa.]

	 




	ANDY: It will have blood, they say: blood will have blood. Stones have been known to move and trees to speak. What is the night?
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	LISA: Almost at odds with morning. It’s hard to tell which is which.

ANDY: How sayst thou, that Macduff didn’t come to our banquet tonight?

LISA: Did you invite him?

ANDY: Yes, but I knew he wouldn’t come. He’s plotting against me. I have spies in his castle. I’ll deal with him tomorrow. But first I’m going to go and see the witches. More shall they speak, for now I am bent to know by the worst means, the worst. For mine own good, all causes shall give way. I am in blood stepped in so far, that, even were I to wade no more, returning would be as tedious as going on.

LISA: Are you sure you know what you’re doing?

ANDY: Shhh! Strange things I have in head, that will to hand; which must be acted ere they may be scanned.
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	LISA: You just need a good night’s sleep, that’s all.

	 




	ANDY: Aye. But first I’ll go and see the witches.
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Something
wicked this
way comes



	 

	Three witches are brewing up a potion in their cauldron on a heath in a thunderstorm.
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	FIRST WITCH: Thrice the brinded cat hath mewed.

SECOND WITCH: Thrice and once the hedgepig whined.
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	THIRD WITCH: Harpier cries: ’tis time, ’tis time!
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	FIRST WITCH: Round about the cauldron go; in the poisoned entrails throw. Toad, that under cold stone, days and nights has thirty-one sweltered venom sleeping got, boil thou first i’ the charmed pot.
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	ALL: Double, double, toil and trouble, fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

SECOND WITCH: Fillet of a fenny snake in the cauldron boil and bake; eye of newt and toe of frog, wool of bat and tongue of dog, adder’s fork and blindworm’s sting, lizard’s leg and howlet’s wing, for a charm of powerful trouble, like a hell-broth boil and bubble.

ALL: Double, double, toil and trouble, fire burn, and cauldron bubble.
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THIRD WITCH: Scale of dragon, tooth of wolf, witches’ mummy, maw and gulf of the ravined salt-sea shark, root of hemlock digged in the dark, liver of blaspheming boy, gall of goat, and raw bok choy slivered in the moon’s eclipse, nose of Turk and Tartar’s lips, finger of birth-strangled babe ditch-delivered by a drab, make the gruel thick and slab: add thereto a tiger’s chaudron, for th’ ingredients of our cauldron.
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	ALL: Double, double, toil and trouble, fire burn, and cauldron bubble.

SECOND WITCH: Cool it with a baboon’s blood, then the charm is firm and good. By the pricking of my thumbs, something wicked this way comes. Open, locks, whoever knocks.

[Andy approaches the witches.]




	 

	ANDY: How now, you secret, black and midnight hags?
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	WITCHES: [offended]Hey!

FIRST WITCH: Speak for thyself, Stinky!

[The other witches all cackle loudly.]

ANDY: Very funny. Now shut up.

FIRST WITCH: Thou shut up.

ANDY: No, thou shut up!




	 

	SECOND WITCH: Thou shut up!




	 

	ANDY: No, thou shut up!
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	FIRST WITCH: All right. But first say if thou’dst rather hear it from our mouths or from our masters.




	 

	ANDY: Your masters. Call them. Let me see them.
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	FIRST WITCH: Pour in sow’s blood, that hath eaten her nine farrow: grease that’s sweaten from the murderer’s gibbet throw into the flame … and most horrid of all … a brussel sprout!

SECOND WITCH: [horrified] No!

THIRD WITCH: Not a brussel sprout!

FIRST WITCH: Yes! A mouldy brussel sprout! Throw it into the pot with all the rest.

[Second witch throws it in.]




	 

	ANDY: O, horror!




	 

	WITCHES: Come high or low, thyself and office deftly show.




	 

	[Thunder. First apparition appears, a gnome.]




	 

	ANDY: Tell me, thou unknown power—
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	[image: image]




	FIRST WITCH: He knows thy thought: hear his speech, but say thou nought.

	 




	FIRST APPARITION: Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth!

	 




	ANDY: Yes! Yes! Yes!

	 




	FIRST APPARITION: Beware the gnome, Macduff.

	 




	ANDY: Ha! I thought so! I knew he was plotting against me. I knew it! Can I just ask—

	 




	FIRST APPARITION: Dismiss me. Enough.

	 




	ANDY: But I haven’t finished!

	 




	FIRST APPARITION: That’s all thou are getting, stinky boy.

	 




	ANDY: Thou can talk! [wafting the air with his hand] Try having a bath sometime!

	 




	[First apparition disappears.]

	 




	FIRST WITCH: He will not be commanded. Here’s another, more potent than the first.

	 





[image: image]
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	[Thunder. Second apparition appears, a bloody child.]

SECOND APPARITION: Macbeth, Macbeth, Macbeth.

ANDY: That’s my name, don’t wear it out.

SECOND APPARITION: Be bloody, bold and resolute: laugh to scorn the power of man, for none of woman born shall harm Macbeth.

[Second apparition disappears.]

ANDY: None of woman born shall harm Macbeth. None of woman born shall harm me. No-one born of a woman can harm me. But everyone’s born from a woman! So that means I’m safe from everyone. No-one can harm me! I’m like the Terminator! Then live, Macduff! I don’t have to fear you! But I will kill you anyway. I’ve never liked garden gnomes: they creep me out.






[Thunder. Third apparition appears, a child crowned, with a tree in his hand.]

What is this?
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FIRST WITCH: Listen.
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	SECOND WITCH: But speak not …

	 




	THIRD WITCH: If that’s possible.

THIRD APPARITION: Be lion-mettled, proud, and take no care who chafes, who frets, or where conspirers are: Macbeth shall never vanquished be until Great Birnam Wood comes to Dunsinane Castle.

[Third apparition disappears.]

ANDY: Until Birnam Wood comes to Dunsinane Castle? But that will never be! A forest come to my castle? Trees don’t pick themselves up out of the ground! The idea is ridiculous! I’ve got nothing to worry about! Nothing! Well … nothing except for that brat Fleance. Tell me, shall Danny’s children ever reign in this kingdom?
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	WITCHES: Danny? Who’s Danny?

	 




	ANDY: I mean Banquo. Will Banquo’s children ever reign in this kingdom?
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	FIRST WITCH: Of course!




	 

	SECOND WITCH: We already told you that!




	 

	THIRD WITCH: Are you stupid or something? Duh!




	 

	ANDY: But you said nobody could hurt me, so how come Banquo’s children end up on the throne?




	 

	FIRST WITCH: Seek to know no more!




	 

	SECOND WITCH: [to Andy] Look over there.




	 

	[Andy looks away. The witches run off in the other direction.]




	 

	ANDY: [turns back] Where are they? Gone! Good!




	 

	[Lennox enters.]




	 

	ANDY: Saw you the three witches?




	 

	LENNOX: No, my lord.




	 

	ANDY: Came they not by you?




	 

	LENNOX: No, indeed, my lord.
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	ANDY: Infected be the air whereon they ride, and damned all those that trust them! I did hear the galloping of horse: who was’t that came by?

	 




	LENNOX: ’Tis two or three, my lord, that bring you word Macduff is fled to England to raise an army of English garden gnomes to help unseat you from your throne.

ANDY: [aside] Drat that meddling gnome! I’m too late! From this moment on as soon as I think of something I’ll do it, starting with teaching Macduff a lesson he will never forget. I’ll attack his castle and kill everybody and everything in it!

LENNOX: [enthusiastically] Aye!

ANDY: His kittens, his puppies and his ponies … everything!
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	LENNOX: [enthusiastically] Aye!

	 




	ANDY: No boasting like a fool, this deed I’ll do before this purpose cool. And while you’re at it, here’s a list of the other people I’d like killed, just to be on the safe side.
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	[Takes pen and paper out of his pocket.]

Macduff …

LENNOX: Aye!

ANDY: And Rosse.

LENNOX: Aye!

ANDY: And The Wiggles.




	 

	LENNOX: The Wiggles? Who are The Wiggles?




	 

	ANDY: Never mind. Just do it.




	 

	LENNOX: Aye, my lord. Anyone else?




	 

	ANDY: Lennox.




	 

	LENNOX: [alarmed] Lennox? [aside] But that’s me!




	 

	ANDY: Yes, I never liked him.




	 

	LENNOX: Lennox is a good man, sire. I would spare him.
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[Andy scratches Lennox’s name off the list.]

ANDY: All right … but everyone else. And their servants. And their horses.

LENNOX: Aye!

ANDY: And my grade 4 teacher, Mr Bradley. He was a really hard marker.

LENNOX: [frowning] Ay! Will that be all, my lord?

ANDY: Hang on, here’s another list I made yesterday

[He pulls a very long piece of paper out of another pocket. He bundles it up and gives it to Lennox.]

LENNOX: Thank you, sire. I’ll go and get started …

ANDY: Hold on, there’s more. I wrote this one while I was on the throne yesterday.

[Produces from another pocket a long list written on a roll of toilet paper.]
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LENNOX: [amazed] That’s a long list, sire!
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	ANDY: I’m on a high-fibre diet.




	LENNOX: Will that be all now?




	ANDY: Not quite.




	[He produces and unfolds an extra-large sheet of paper.]
Here’s the design for a giant mashing and pulverising machine. Have it made to these exact specifications and then use it to kill everybody on the lists … it will help to save time.




	LENNOX: Your wish is my command.

[Lennox exits.]
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	ANDY: I’ll mash and pulverise till all is gore: Macbeth shall rule Scotland for evermore!

	[image: image]





[image: image]


15
Deeds of
dreadful note
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16

Not so happy,
but happier
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	Andy on his throne watching his mashing and pulverising machine as it mashes and pulverises his enemies.

ANDY: [to Lennox] All right. Shut it off! [sighs] Everything I asked for has been done. All my enemies have been destroyed. And I am the King! So why am I feeling so bad? Being able to kill anyone you want isn’t all it’s cracked up to be. Maybe I’m bored. I know! I’ll ring up Danny … oh yeah … I can’t. Phones haven’t been invented yet. Plus he’s dead.




	 

	[Danny enters—as an angel.]




	 

	DANNY: Yeah! I’m dead all right—thanks to you, Andy!
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	ANDY: Danny! It’s so great to see you! I’m sorry I had you killed. I really miss you. Can you ever forgive me?

	 




	DANNY: Hmmm … let me see … well … um … gee … ah … let me think about it … er … hmmm … well, um … ah … NO!

	 




	ANDY: Sorry you feel that way.

	 




	DANNY: Not as sorry as me.

ANDY: Yes, I am. I’m a million times more sorry than whatever you say.

DANNY: You’ve got me there. Apology accepted.

ANDY: Thanks. But look at you! You’re looking so well! Much better than the last time I saw you with twenty trenched gashes in your head!
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	DANNY: I always said that if you killed me I’d come back and haunt you, didn’t I?

	 




	ANDY: Yes you did. It was very funny.

	 




	DANNY: Then how come you didn’t laugh?
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	ANDY: [quickly changing subject] So where have you been, anyway?




	 

	DANNY: Heaven.




	 

	ANDY: You went to heaven?




	 

	DANNY: Yeah, of course.




	 

	ANDY: What’s it like?
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	DANNY: It’s pretty cool, actually. We float around on clouds … there’s lots of kittens and puppies and ponies to play with … and there’s a karaoke machine!

ANDY: Sounds great, but hang on, [starting to laugh] do mine eyes deceive me or are you wearing a dress … Danielle?




	 

	DANNY: Don’t knock it! We all wear these in heaven! They’re so comfortable … and wonderfully liberating! And the best thing is that in heaven, you don’t even have to wear undies! But enough about me, how about you? How are you getting on?




	 

	ANDY: Great! Yeah! Fabulous!




	 

	DANNY: [sceptical] Really?
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	ANDY: Well, you know, not so … um … not so good … Pretty bad actually. Nothing’s turned out the way I thought it would.

	 




	DANNY: What’s wrong? You got everything you wanted, didn’t you? Glamis. Cawdor. King. Even Lisa.

	 




	ANDY: Yeah, I know. But Lisa hasn’t been the same since we murdered King Duncan. She’s always washing her hands and talking to herself. I’m really worried about her. I think she might be losing it.

	 




	DANNY: Look who’s talking! You’re sitting here chatting to a ghost! Still, at least you’re King.

	 




	ANDY: Yeah, but it’s not that much fun, really. Everybody’s scared of me.

	 




	DANNY: Gee, I wonder why! Maybe you shouldn’t go around murdering everybody.

	 




	ANDY: Yeah, you’re probably right. But, gee, it’s so good to see you again! Let’s have some Wizz Fizz to celebrate!
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	DANNY: Thanks for the offer, but I’ve really got to go. It’s karaoke-challenge day: I’m doing a duet with King Duncan.

ANDY: King Duncan?

DANNY: Yes … he’s up in heaven too!

ANDY: Well, good luck. But King Duncan is a terrible singer. And, no offence, but you’re not that good either!




	 

	DANNY: That’s where you’re wrong, Andy, because in heaven, everybody can sing. Like angels!




	 

	[Duncan’s voice drifts down from heaven.]




	 

	DUNCAN: [singing beautifully] Oh yeah, baby! Come on, come on, baby!




	 

	[Danny exits, rising on his cloud which seems to be drawn up by the music.]




	 

	ANDY: Danny? Don’t go! DANNY! [sighs] Now I get it. ‘Not so happy, yet happier!’ … ‘Not so great, but greater.’ Ever get the feeling you’ve been cheated? You think you’ve won, but you’ve really been defeated!
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17

Out, damned
spot!



	Lady Macbeth’s chambers. A doctor and nurse are hiding behind a curtain.

DOCTOR: I have two nights watched with you, but can perceive no truth in your report. When was it she last walked?

NURSE: Four nights ago I saw her rise from her bed, throw her nightgown upon her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, fold it, write upon it, read it, afterwards seal it, and again return to bed; yet all this while in a most fast sleep.

DOCTOR: What, at any time, have you heard her say?

NURSE: That, sir, which I will not repeat.

DOCTOR: [shocked] The F-word?

NURSE: Worse.
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	DOCTOR: Worse than the F-word?




	 

	NURSE: Much worse.




	 

	DOCTOR: Much worse than the F-word? Surely there is no word in all the dictionaries of the world worse than the F-word!




	 

	NURSE: Alas, there is … quite a few, actually. I have heard tell of one word that is so disgusting that if you were to hear it you would immediately throw up and your head would explode!
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	DOCTOR: Forsooth! I pray that I am never so unfortunate as to be cursed to hear a word such as that …

[curiosity getting the better of him]

What is the word?

NURSE: [whispering] I can’t say: if I were to say it, you would immediately throw up and your head would explode.

DOCTOR: [disappointed] Oh.
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	NURSE: Lo you, here she comes! This is her very guise; and, upon my life, fast asleep. Observe her; stand close.

[Andy enters and sees the doctor and nurse hiding.]

ANDY: What are you two doing hiding there?

DOCTOR: [startled] There have been reports of the Queen sleepwalking, sire. Look, here she comes!

[Lisa enters, sleepwalking.]

You see her eyes are open.

NURSE: Ay, but their sense is shut.

ANDY: [walks up to her, waves his hand in front of her eyes] That’s freaky!

DOCTOR: What is it she does now? Look how she rubs her hands.

LISA: Yet here’s a spot.

DOCTOR: Hark! She speaks.
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LISA: Out, damned spot! Out, I say!—One: two: why then ’tis time to do it.

[image: image]





	[image: image]

	Hell is murky.

Fie, my lord, fie! A soldier and afraid? What need we fear who knows it, when none can call our power to account?—Yet who would have thought the old man to have so much blood in him?

DOCTOR: Do you mark that?

ANDY: [dismissively] Just sounds like gibberish to me.

DOCTOR: Do you think so? It sounds like she might be talking about King Duncan.

ANDY: But he’s dead.

DOCTOR: Exactly …

ANDY: What are you trying to say, doctor?

DOCTOR: Nothing! Hark—she speaks again …

LISA: The Thane of Fife had a wife: and some kittens, puppies and ponies; where are they now?—What, will these hands never be clean?
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	NURSE: The Thane of Fife. That’s Macduff.

ANDY: It’s just sleep talking I tell you. It doesn’t mean a thing!

DOCTOR: [to nurse] Be quiet. You have known what you should not.
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	NURSE: [to doctor] She has spoke what she should not, I am sure of that. Heaven knows what she has known!

	 




	LISA: Here’s the smell of the blood still: all the perfumes of Andy’s sister Jen’s bedroom will not sweeten this little hand. [moans] Ohhhhh!

	 




	DOCTOR: Jen?

NURSE: Andy?

DOCTOR: Who’s Jen?

NURSE: Who’s Andy?
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	ANDY: No-one I tell you! She’s just talking nonsense! I’m going to wake her up.

	 




	[He goes to touch her shoulder.] 
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	DOCTOR: No!




	 

	[The doctor jumps up, but in his attempt to prevent Lady Macbeth from being woken, he trips over and crashes loudly to the floor.] 




	 

	You must never wake a sleepwalker. The shock might kill them!




	 

	LISA: Wash your hands, put on your nightgown, look not so pale. I tell you yet again, Banquo’s buried; he cannot come out of his grave! To bed, to bed! There’s knocking at the gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your hand. What’s done cannot be undone. To bed, to bed, to bed.




	 

	[Lisa leaves the room. Then she moans loudly.] 




	 

	Ohhhhhhhhhh!




	 

	NURSE: What a sigh is there! The heart is sorely charged. I would not have such a heart in my bosom for the dignity of the whole body.




	 

	DOCTOR: [giggling] Hee, hee, hee!




	 

	NURSE: What’s so funny?
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	DOCTOR: You said ‘bosom’.

NURSE: What’s so funny about that?

DOCTOR: It’s a rude word.

NURSE: Bosom isn’t a rude word.

DOCTOR: [giggling] You said it again.

[The nurse shakes her head. Macbeth is unamused.] 

ANDY: Grow up! You’re being very immature.

DOCTOR: [making a great effort to pull himself together] Sorry.

ANDY: Will she go to bed?

DOCTOR: Directly.

ANDY: That’s for the best. She just needs a good night’s sleep. I think we all do.
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	[Andy exits.] 

DOCTOR: Foul whisperings are abroad. Unnatural deeds do breed unnatural troubles, infected minds to their deaf pillows will discharge their secrets.
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	More needs she the divine than the doctor. God, God forgive us all. Watch her closely and make sure she doesn’t hurt her … bosom … I mean self! I meant make sure she doesn’t hurt her self. Goodnight.




	 

	NURSE: Goodnight, good doctor.
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18
Sound
and fury




	A room in the castle.

ANDY: Bring me no more reports. Let them fly all: till Birnam Wood picks itself up out of the ground and comes to Dunsinane, I will not lose courage. What’s the gnome Macduff? Was he not born of woman? The spirits that know all mortal consequences have pronounced me thus: ‘Fear not, Macbeth: no man that’s born of woman shall ever have power upon thee.’ Then fly, false thanes, and mingle with the English gnomes. The mind I sway by and the heart I bear shall never sag with doubt nor shake with fear.

[Enter a terrified servant.] 
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	The devil damn thee black, thou cream-faced loon! Where got thou that goose look?
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	SERVANT: There are ten thousand—

ANDY: Geese, villain?

SERVANT: Gnomes, sir.

ANDY: What gnomes, fool?

SERVANT: The English garden gnomes, so please you.




	 

	ANDY: No it does not please me! Take thy face hence!




	[image: image]

	[The servant exits.] 

I am sick at heart. This gnome attack will decide for certain whether I remain King or am dethroned. Lennox!

[Lennox enters.] 




	 

	LENNOX: What’s your gracious pleasure?




	 

	ANDY: What news more?




	 

	LENNOX: All is confirmed, my lord, which was reported. Gnomes. Ten thousand English garden gnomes.
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	ANDY: I’ll fight till from my bones my flesh be hacked. Give me my armour.

	 




	LENNOX: ’Tis not needed yet.

	 




	ANDY: I’ll put it on! Send out more horses: scour the country round: hang those that talk of fear. Give me mine armour.

	 




	[Lennox exits.] 

Doctor!

[The doctor enters.] 
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	DOCTOR: Sire!

	 




	ANDY: How does the Queen, doctor?

DOCTOR: Not so sick, my lord, as she is troubled with thick-coming fancies and delusions that keep her from rest.

ANDY: Cure her of that.
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	DOCTOR: What do you suggest?

ANDY: I don’t know … thou art the doctor! Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased, pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow, erase the written troubles of the brain, and with some sweet oblivious antidote cleanse the stuffed bosom of that perilous stuff which weighs upon the heart?
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	DOCTOR: [giggling] Hee hee hee!




	 

	ANDY: What’s so funny now?




	 

	DOCTOR: You said ‘bosom’!

ANDY: [losing his temper] Throw medicine to the dogs! I’ll none of it!
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	DOCTOR: [aside] Were I from Dunsinane away and clear, profit again should hardly draw me here.




	 

	[The doctor exits. Lennox enters carrying Macbeth’s armour.] 




	 

	ANDY: Come, put mine armour on: give me my sword. I will not be afraid of death and bane, till Birnam Forest come to Dunsinane.




	 

	LENNOX: Here come the gnomes!
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	ANDY: Hang out our banners on the outward walls: the cry is still ‘They come’. Our castle’s strength will laugh a siege to scorn: here let them lie till famine and fever eat them up. Were they not reinforced with traitors, we might have met them boldly, beard to beard, and beat them backward home.

[A scream.] 

What is that noise?

LENNOX: It is the cry of women, my good lord.

[Lennox exits.] 
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ANDY: I have almost forgot the taste of fears: the time has been my senses would have cooled to hear a night-shriek, and the hair on my scalp would have stood on end. I have supped full with horrors: direness, familiar to my slaughterous thoughts, cannot once frighten me.
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	[Lennox comes back in.]




	Wherefore was that cry?




	LENNOX: The Queen, my lord, is dead.




	ANDY: Lisa? Dead?




	LENNOX: Lisa? Who’s Lisa?




	ANDY: Get out!




	[Lennox exits.] 
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	She should have died hereafter: there would have been a time for such a word.
Tomorrow, and tomorrow, and tomorrow, creeps in this petty pace from day to day to the last syllable of recorded time: and all our yesterdays have lighted fools the way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle.
Life’s but a walking shadow, a poor player that struts and frets his hour upon the stage and then is heard no more. It is a tale told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, signifying nothing.
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	[A messenger enters.] 

	 




	Thou com’st to use thy tongue: thy story quickly!

	 




	MESSENGER: Gracious my lord, I should report that which I say I saw, but know not how to do’t.

	 




	ANDY: Well, say, sir.

	 




	MESSENGER: As I did stand my watch upon the hill, I looked toward Birnam, and anon methought the wood began to move.
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	ANDY: Liar and slave!

	 




	MESSENGER: Let me endure your wrath, if it be not so. The English garden gnomes have cut down the trees and are carrying branches in front of them so we can’t tell how many of them there are! Look! You can see them coming! The trees are moving!
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	ANDY: I don’t believe it! [aside] ‘Fear not till Birnam Wood do come to Dunsinane’… and now a wood comes toward Dunsinane! Those witches tricked me … but never mind. Forests may move, but no man born of woman can harm me! Arm yourselves! Prepare for battle! Blow wind, come wrack, at least we’ll die with harness on our back.
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19
Turn, hell-
hound, turn!



	A room in the castle.

	 




	ANDY: They have tied me to a stake: I cannot fly, but bear-like I must fight the course. What’s he that was not born of woman? Such a one am I to fear, or none.

[Enter a gnome, armed with an umbrella.]

FIRST GNOME: What is thy name?

ANDY: Thou will be afraid to hear it.

FIRST GNOME: No, though thou call’st thyself a hotter name than any is in hell.

ANDY: My name is Andy.

FIRST GNOME: Andy? Who’s Andy?

ANDY: I mean Macbeth. My name’s Macbeth.
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	FIRST GNOME: The devil himself could not pronounce a title more hateful to mine ear.

ANDY: No, nor more fearful.

FIRST GNOME: Thou liest, abhorred tyrant: with my umbrella I’ll prove the lie thou speak’st.

[They fight. Andy stamps on the gnome’s foot, its umbrella pops open, and Andy blows into it to send the gnome staggering backwards.]

ANDY: Thou wast born of woman.

[A second gnome enters armed with a rake.]

Were you born of woman?

[The second gnome stops mid-attack and thinks.]

SECOND GNOME: Well yes, I was, actually!

ANDY: Thought so!






[Andy stabs the garden gnome. A third gnome enters, armed with a fishing rod.]

Were you born of woman?
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	THIRD GNOME: Too right, old chap!

ANDY: What a pity!

[Andy stabs the third gnome. The fourth gnome enters, armed with a spade.]

Were you born of woman?

FOURTH GNOME: Most definitely, sir!

ANDY: Sorry to hear it!

[Andy stabs the fourth gnome. A fifth gnome enters, armed with a wheelbarrow.]

FIFTH GNOME: [terrified] Aaaagghhhh!

[The fifth gnome runs straight in one door and out another, without even bothering to stop and fight.]

ANDY: Swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, if they’re held by one that’s of woman born. Well, is there anybody not born of a woman?
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[Macduff enters. He is still dressed as a gnome, but he is now human-sized.]

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Turn, hell-hound, turn!

[image: image]





	 

	MACBETH: Forsooth! Macduff! How did you get so big?
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	MACDUFF THE GNOME: Brussel sprouts! They don’t taste very nice, but they’re very good for you!

ANDY: Yuck! Get thee back, Macduff; my soul is too much charged with blood of thine already. I killed all your kittens, puppies and ponies, you know.

MACDUFF THE GNOME: [grimly] I have no words: my voice is in my sword, thou bloodier villain than terms can give thee out.




	 

	ANDY: I will not yield to kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet and to be baited with the rabble’s curse. Though Birnam Wood be come to Dunsinane, yet I will try the last. Before my body I throw my warlike shield. Lay on, Macduff, and damned be him that first cries, ‘Hold, enough!’




	 

	[They fight.]





[image: image]





	[image: image]





[image: image]





	[image: image]





[image: image]



[image: image]

[image: image]



[image: image]

[image: image]





	I was from my mother’s womb untimely ripped.




	ANDY: Huh?

MACDUFF THE GNOME: I was from my mother’s womb untimely ripped!

ANDY: I don’t even know what that means!

MACDUFF THE GNOME: I was born by caesarean section!
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	ANDY: A what section?

	 




	MACDUFF THE GNOME: A caesarean section.

	 




	ANDY: Hmmm. Still don’t really get it.

	 




	MACDUFF THE GNOME: Oh for goodness’ sake!

	 




	[He steps away from Andy and uses his sword to demonstrate ‘incision’ as he explains.]
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	A caesarean section is a form of childbirth in which a surgical incision is made through a mother’s abdomen and uterus to deliver a baby! So I guess you could say that, technically, I am not of woman ‘born’.

[As Macduff finishes his explanation, he moves behind Andy, who has got to his feet and is studying the diagram with great interest. Macduff puts his arm around Andy’s shoulders, his sword at Andy’s throat.]




	 

	ANDY: Accursed be the tongue that tells me so!




	 

	MACDUFF THE GNOME: Do you have any last words before I cut your head off?




	 

	ANDY: Yes.




	 

	MACDUFF THE GNOME: What?




	 

	ANDY: Please don’t cut my head off.




	 

	MACDUFF THE GNOME: Sorry, but I have to. That’s the way the play ends.




	 

	ANDY: Pretty please with sugar on top?





[image: image]





	MACDUFF THE GNOME: No.

	 




	[He cuts Andy’s head off.]

	 




	ANDY’S HEAD: Ouch. I guess that will teach me not to listen to witches, not to listen to my wife, not to ignore my conscience, not to kill the King, not to kill my best friend, not to kill anyone really, not to come to ancient Scotland without a good travel guide, not to put too many marshmallows in my mouth at once because that’s a sure way to get type-2 diabetes and, most importantly, I’ve learned not to make strange potions without the supervision of a responsible adult.
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	MACDUFF THE GNOME: Yes, I expect so. But it’s a bit late now.

ANDY’S HEAD: Oh … yeah … I guess you’re right.

[He dies.]

MACDUFF THE GNOME: Good riddance to bad rubbish.
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	ANDY’S HEAD: I heard that.




	 

	MACDUFF THE GNOME: You’d better shut up, now. You’re dead!




	 

	ANDY’S HEAD: Yep … sorry.




	 

	[Andy shuts up and dies. Again.]
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20
All’s well that
ends well?



	Andy’s kitchen. Andy, Danny and Lisa are lying on the floor, looking dazed. One by one they sit up, beginning with Andy.

ANDY: My head hurts. And my neck! What a terrible dream!

DANNY: I had a terrible dream too. I dreamed that you were Macbeth and I was Banquo and the witches predicted that you were going to be King and then you killed King Duncan so you could be King and then you killed Macduff’s kittens and puppies and ponies and practically everyone!

ANDY: That’s amazing … I had the same dream!
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 	LISA: Me too … I was Lady Macbeth … and you and I were … married! It was really weird. You were really weird!

DANNY: Yeah, talk about a ruthless killer! You were completely out of control.

ANDY: Ruthless killer? Lisa started it! Killing the King was her idea! She told me to do it and when I said no she called me a chicken! She’s an accomplice!

LISA: Just because I tell you to do something doesn’t mean you have to do it. You wouldn’t jump off a cliff just because I told you to, would you?

ANDY: No, of course not.

DANNY: What are you, Andy? A man … or a chicken? I dare you to jump!

ANDY: All right! I’ll do it! I’m not a chicken. Just tell me where the cliff is and I’ll jump!






LISA: There is no cliff, Andy. It was just an example to show you that just because I tell you to do something—or Danny dares you to—doesn’t mean you have to do it.
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	DANNY: You know what really hurts, Andy? That you had me killed. I’m your friend! Your best friend!

ANDY: But I had to! You were going to tell everyone that I killed the King! Plus your sons were going to become kings and not mine.

DANNY: Well what did you care? It wasn’t like you had any sons!

ANDY: No, but I might have one day …

DANNY: How?

ANDY: I’m not going to explain the facts of life to you again, Danny.

DANNY: No, I don’t mean how … I mean, who with?

[Andy shrugs, looks at Lisa and smiles.]

LISA: [alarmed] Don’t bring me into it! We’re not really married, you know!
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	ANDY: But we might be one day … maybe …

LISA: In your dreams.

ANDY: I’m not going back there again. Too scary.

DANNY: Serves you right for murdering me.

ANDY: Get over it, Danny. Thou art naught but a dribbling, dull-witted dolt-head!

DANNY: Oh yeah? Well at least I’m not a maggot-ridden murderer!

ANDY: Beslubbering bladder-mouth!

DANNY: Misbegotten toad-spotted barnacle!

ANDY: Leaden-footed tickle-brained flea-bitten miscreant!

LISA: Come now, boys. Name-calling is not very mature …

ANDY: Mind thine own business, thou puking strumpet-faced shrew!

LISA: [shocked] Andy!
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	ANDY: [also shocked] Sorry, Lisa, I don’t know what came over me. Or any of us for that matter.

	 




	LISA: Me neither … but I think it definitely had something to do with that potion.

	 




	ANDY: Yeah, it was the potion’s fault. None of it really happened, did it?

	 




	LISA: Of course it didn’t.

	 




	ANDY: It was all just a dream, wasn’t it?

	 




	LISA: Of course it was.

	 




	ANDY: We didn’t really murder anyone, did we?

	 




	DANNY: Well, I certainly didn’t.

	 




	LISA: Me neither.

	 




	ANDY: Or me. I’m innocent. We’re all innocent.

[Someone knocks on the door.]

ALL: Who’s there?

VOICE BEHIND DOOR: Open up!
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	ALL: Open up who?
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	VOICE BEHIND DOOR: It’s the police! We’ve come to arrest you!

ALL: Aaaggghhh!

DANNY: Quick, hide the evidence!

[Andy picks up the food processor and looks around frantically, trying to think of a hiding place. The knocking continues.] 

VOICE BEHIND DOOR: Come on, we know you’re in there! Open up or we’ll knock it down!

[Andy pours the contents of the food processor down the front of his pants.] 

ANDY: [opening the door] All right, all right.

[The three Jens enter, laughing.] 

JEN: Gotcha!

ANDY: You did not.

SECOND JEN: Yes we did — you should have seen the look on your face!




	 

	THIRD JEN: You were so scared!
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	ANDY: I was not!

	 




	JEN: [looking at Andy’s wet pants and the puddle that has formed at his feet] Your pants seem to tell a different story, Andy.

	 




	ANDY: [looking down] No, that’s not what you think!

	 




	JEN: Don’t tell me … Your underpants caught on fire and you had to put it out using only your—
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	ANDY: No! You don’t understand!

	 




	JEN: Oh, we understand all right!

	 




	SECOND JEN: Yes, wee understand.

	 




	THIRD JEN: Yes, wee-wee certainly do.

	 




	JEN: Better go upstairs and change … you stink! And by the way … Mum is definitely going to kill you.

	 




	ANDY: [picking up a large knife] Not when she finds out that I killed you first. She’ll thank me!

	 




	JEN: You wouldn’t dare!
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	ANDY: Oh yeah?




	 

	[Andy advances menacingly on Jen.]




	 

	Hence, horrible sister, hence!




	 

	JEN: You’re a FREAK, Andy! [to her friends] Come on, let’s get out of here!




	 

	[The three Jens exit.] 




	 

	ANDY: [shaking his head at the mess.] So what do we do now?




	 

	DANNY: I don’t know what wee should do now, but I think you should go and change your pants.




	 

	ANDY: Ha-ha, very funny.




	 

	LISA: I think we should rehearse the scene one more time.




	 

	DANNY: But we used up all our ingredients!




	 

	ANDY: You mean you ate all our ingredients.




	 

	DANNY: I can’t help it if I get hungry.
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	LISA: We’ll just have to improvise.

ANDY: Yeah, it shouldn’t be too hard. I mean as far as I can see all we really need is a load of disgusting things. That shouldn’t be too hard to come up with.

[He searches his pockets and pulls out a scrunched up handkerchief.] 

Look at this handkerchief. I’ve been using it for weeks.

LISA: Errghh! That’s disgusting!

DANNY: [taking off his shoes] And I’ve got really smelly socks!

ANDY & LISA: Pwoaahh!

[Sooty enters.] 

ANDY: And here’s Sooty: we can get some more of his spit! Here, boy!

[Sooty runs straight back out.] 

LISA: Never mind. We’ll get that later.

	[image: image]





[image: image]





	 

	[They put Andy’s handkerchief and Danny’s socks into the food processor.]




	 

	DANNY: [getting excited] Wow, this potion’s going to be even more disgusting than the last one! I bet you’ll be too chicken to drink this one, Andy.




	 

	ANDY: Oh yeah? I will if you will …
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THE END
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