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ACT 1, SCENE 1

In blackout we hear a radio dial moving across 
the dial. Chorused by intermittent static and 
squawks we catch snippets of Whitesnake’s 
“Here I Go Again,” The Bangles “Walk Like 
An Egyptian,” Crowded House “Don’t Dream 
It’s Over,” and Genesis “Land of Confusion.” 
The music abruptly ends as we hear the loud 
crashing sound of a body hitting the icy ground. 

Lights up. JUDITH, is sprawled across the 
blacktop of the senior parking lot outside of 
Stratford High. Her eyes are closed. A backpack 
and brown bag lunch bag strewed beside her. 
Her brother, ARDEN, more amused than 
concerned, is kneeling next to her.

ARDEN
You’re such a spaz. Come on kiddo, open your eyes.

Judith’s eyes reluctantly comply.

ARDEN
Morning sleepyhead.

Judith, disoriented, stares through him. The 
machinery in her brain isn’t responding: the 
light is too bright, the air too clean. She gags 
and coughs.

ARDEN
(helping her to her feet)

Easy, Judith. Don’t puke on my high-tops.

He gives her a quick once over.

Everything seems to be in the right place.

JUDITH
Arden?
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ARDEN
She speaks! I think we can rule out brain damage.

Judith’s head is still spinning. She takes a deep 
breath to center herself.

JUDITH
Was the air always this clean?

ARDEN
Maybe I spoke too soon.

Arden recovers her lunch bag and backpack.

JUDITH
What happened to me?

ARDEN
You slipped on the ice getting out of my car. You’re fine.

He leads her to the front door of the school.

JUDITH
Where are we?

ARDEN
Knock it off, sis. Come on, we’re going to be late for class.

We hear the opening guitar lick of Guns N’ 
Roses “Welcome To The Jungle” as they enter 
the hallways of Stratford High. It’s a sea of 
people as seemingly the entire student body 
heads to first period at the same time. Among 
the oncoming wave of students we discover 
HORATIO and BOTTOM wrestling with the 
timeless questions at the center of the human 
condition;

HORATIO
No way! Slash is twice the guitarist as Richie Sambora!

BOTTOM
What’s your damage, dude? Richie’s a guitar deity.
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HORATIO
As if.

BOTTOM
He might be as good as Eddie.

HORATIO
Van Halen? Now I know you’re mental!

BIANCA and REGAN already passing 
judgement on the masses;

REGAN
Yello, did you see those acid-wash jeans Romeo was wearing?

BIANCA
Gag me with a spoon. They are so 1984.

REGAN
I don’t know why they let lower class people go to the same school as us. It’s too 
embarrassing for them.

BIANCA
Totally. I love your new shirt. It’s butter.

REGAN
Shut Up: I know, right?

LEARTES and CORDELIA contemplating the 
universe; 

LEARTES
I’m just saying that as cool as light cycles are, they aren’t a practical mode of 
transportation.

CORDELIA
Could we talk about something other than Tron?

LEARTES
Of course, but why would we want to?

PRINCE HAL enters walking with PRINCE 
FERDINAND, and OTHELLO who propels 
Leartes and Cordelia out of their way like a 
snowplow clearing the street;
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OTHELLO
Make way nerds. High school royalty coming through.

FERDINAND
(winking at Bianca and Regan)

Buongiorno, ladies.

BIANCA
Good morning, Ferdinand!

REGAN
Good morning, Ferdinand!

PRINCE HAL
Come on, lady killer.

MIRANDA and FLUTE are frantically 
rehearsing their scene;

MIRANDA
If I be waspish, best beware my sting.

FLUTE
(speaking in his high falsetto voice)

My remedy is then to pluck it.

MIRANDA
Pluck it out. You always forget to say out.

FLUTE
I’ll get it. I’ll get it.

MIRANDA
Again from the top.

And finally PUCK and MERCUTIO meeting up 
to start their day. Puck carries a giant boombox 
blasting RUN DMC’s “My Adidas.”

MERCUTIO
MC PUCK in the house! What’s the 411?

PUCK
My homeboy/girl Mercutio! Guess who made brownies?

MERCUTIO
Schweet! You’re the bombdiggity.
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PUCK
(passing Mercutio a brownie)

Morning snack?

MERCUTIO
Legit!

PUCK
(taking out a brownie for himself)

Snackie, snackie, snackies!

MERCUTIO
(mocking the phrase)

Just! Say! No!

PUCK
(mocking the phrase)

Just! Say! No!

They eat the brownies.

ARDEN
(to Judith)

Welcome to high school, Judith. Try not to embarrass yourself.

PROFESSOR VIOLA enters behind them.

VIOLA
(cutting)

You should be more concerned about yourself, Arden. Your last monologue was an 
unmitigated disaster. I hope you put more preparation into your audition piece for this 
afternoon.

ARDEN
I did Professor Viola. I’ve been working on it for weeks.

VIOLA
I hope so. For your sake. Otherwise you won’t be getting a part in the Spring Musical.

ARDEN
My audition is going to be freakin’ great. You’ll see.

VIOLA
(unimpressed)

I’m waiting with bated breath.

ARDEN
I’ve got to jet. Later, sis.
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Arden runs off to class.

VIOLA
You, on the other hand, Judith, are doing amazing work in my class. I hope to see you at 
auditions after school today. I see another lead role in your future.

JUDITH
Wow. That’s really flattering. Thank you.

VIOLA
I always have my eye out for special talent like yours. Now, you better run along. The 
late bell is going to ring shortly, dear. I’d hate to have to write you up for being tardy.

JUDITH
Right. I was just on my way now. I have...

She can’t remember.

VIOLA
Friar Laurence’s biology class, if I’m not mistaken?

JUDITH
Yes. That’s right. I think. Sorry. I fell on the ice. Scrambled my brain a little.

VIOLA
No problem at all, dear. Friar Laurence’s class is on the second floor, down that hallway. 
If you come to the math classrooms you’ve gone too far. Would you like me to walk you 
there?

JUDITH
Thank you, but I think I can manage.

VIOLA
Of course. I’ll see you second period.

Viola watches Judith run down the hall to her 
class.
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ACT 1, SCENE 2

Friar Laurence’s biology classroom, a few 
minutes later. Judith enters with a few other 
students just as the late bells rings. She quickly 
surveys the classroom and finds an empty seat 
towards the back.

Due to the early hour several of the students are 
still half asleep. Bottom has his head on a desk 
and is snoring loudly. Puck and Mercutio, 
sitting behind Bottom, repeatedly flick small 
pieces of papers at him that get stuck in his hair. 
In their altered state, they find this utterly 
hilarious. QUINCE, sitting next to Bottom, 
notices what’s going on and jumps in.

QUINCE
Knock it off, Puck!

PUCK
Blast off!

Puck claps his/her hands loudly behind 
Bottom’s head, waking Bottom with a start.

BOTTOM
What the? (The paper pieces fall out of his hair.) How'd those get there? 

Puck, Mercutio, and several other students 
laugh. Leartes glares at all of them 
disapprovingly.

QUINCE
You two need to grow up.

PUCK
(sarcastically)

Oh no, Mercutio: Quince thinks we're immature.

MERCUTIO
We need a stern talking-to. 
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They both laugh.

LEARTES
Keep it up, stoners. You can always take this class for a third time next year.

PUCK
Or maybe we’ll just cheat off your genius sister, Leartes. 

MERCUTIO
Yeah, man. She’s got to be wicked smart to be in this class as a freshman.

PUCK
(calling to Ophelia)

Here chickie, chickie: Cordelia! Uncle/Aunt Puckie needs to passie!

Puck and Mercutio laugh loudly. Cordelia is 
very uncomfortable.

LEARTES
(to Cordelia)

Ignore them.

Puck and Mercutio continue to cackle. FRIAR 
LAURENCE enters carrying a moldy cheese 
sandwich on a plate. Leartes sits up straight and 
opens his book, eager to learn. Friar Laurence 
places the plate on a table in the front of the 
room.

FRIAR LAURENCE
Settle down everyone. Settle down.

LEARTES
Good afternoon, Friar Laurence.

FRIAR LAURENCE
Good afternoon, son. Class, kindly retrieve your textbooks from your knapsacks so we 
can begin today’s lesson.

BOTTOM
(to Quince)

What’s a knapsack?
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QUINCE
He means your backpack, dude.

BOTTOM
Ohhh. Right. I knew that.

Bottom dives into his bag and proceeds to 
remove a banana, a half eaten sandwich, a pair 
of broken drum sticks, and several other objects 
before finally, and with a great fanfare, 
retrieving a textbook.

QUINCE
That’s your math book.

BOTTOM
(proud of himself)

Right.

QUINCE
We’re in Biology.

BOTTOM
Oh. Yeah.

QUINCE
You’re hopeless.

Quince grabs Bottom’s bag, unearths his 
biology textbook, and places it on his desk.

BOTTOM
Thanks, Quince.

FRIAR LAURENCE
Well, now that Nicholas has finally located his textbook, we can begin.

KATE enters in a huff. She moves to the seat 
where Horatio is sitting.

MERCUTIO
Look, Puck, here comes the shrew and Horatio’s in her seat.
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PUCK
(smiling in anticipation of mayhem)

This is gonna be illin’.

KATE
You’re in my seat.

HORATIO
I thought you sat / 

KATE
MOVE!

HORATIO
(scrambling out of the seat and tripping 
over herself)

I'm going! Don’t wig out!

FRIAR LAURENCE
You’re late Katherine.

KATE
Couldn’t be helped. Professor Portia stopped me in the hall to discuss my attitude in her 
history class.

FRIAR LAURENCE
Let's not make it habit, okay?

Kate shrugs indifferently. Friar Laurence lets it 
go.

MERCUTIO
(feigning amazement)

Kate has an attitude?

PUCK
(feigning surprise)

Who knew?

They seize up with laughter.

FRIAR LAURENCE
(while taking role)

Don't antagonize Katherine. I'd hate for her to give you another pair of black eyes. (They 
both wince at the thought.) We appear to be missing our young prince Hamlet.

Stratford High - Page 10.

Copyright © 2013 Tom Slot 


