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ACT I Scene 4

This scene takes place in the Throne room. There must be fairly prominent candles that MacBETH can blow out easily when the moment arrives. The room is empty when a reluctant SHAKESPEARE is pushed onstage by BACON, who should go "over the top" in this scene to emphasise all the Shakesperean quotations.
SHAKESPEARE: I don't like the sound of this at all. I know I said I'd do anything for you, but ....

BACON: Don't be so wet! Think of England, (Patriotic music begins to play in the background) this royal throne of Kings, this sceptr'd isle, this Earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, this ....

SHAKESPEARE: (Interrupting) Cor! You don't 'arf go on.

BACON: (Ignoring him) If we can arrange for Duncan to "disappear", then we can cry havoc and let slip the dogs of war.

SHAKESPEARE: You're way ahead of me.

BACON: (Drawing SHAKESPEARE aside) I really shouldn't be telling you this, but a huge English army is waiting in Berwick for the news of Duncan's death.

SHAKESPEARE: They might have to wait for a long time squire. He's still a young man, only in his thirties.

BACON: (With barely suppressed impatience) Not if he is "helped", nincompoop. There is a tide in the affairs of men, which taken at the flood, leads to fortune. Opportunity knocks, Will .... I may call you Will, may I?

SHAKESPEARE: You may, Frankie, you may.

BACON: Perhaps if I put it like this, then: where there's a Will, there's a way. (Laughs at his own corny pun - when he sees no reaction from SHAKESPEARE, he continues)  Never mind. Though to you this be madness, yet there is method in it. You help in England's plans, England will reward you with commissions richer than you can ever dreamed of .... appearances on "This is thy Life" or "Desert Island Manuscripts" ......

SONG: "ENGLISH BORN AND BRED"

Bacon:

Some think of Alexander




And some of Hercules.




But I can go one better




Than either one of these.

      


CHORUS: Bacon solo



For I am English,




English born and bred - the




English never shall be stopped from




Getting ahead!

Shakespeare:
I'm no good at plotting




Unless it's for a play.

Bacon:

You'll have no need of jotting -




If you do just what I say.

      


CHORUS: Bacon solo
      


Now when you learn their plan




Our victory is assured.




I'm certain you're my man -




There'll be a big reward!




CHORUS: Duet
Shakespeare:
I'm not much good at spying




I'm bound to make a hash.

Bacon:

You'll not know without trying




So go on and give it a bash!




CHORUS: Duet
Bacon:

Mad dogs and Englishmen




Go out in the midday sun!

Shakespeare:
I don't know why they do it then,




But it sounds like quite good fun!




CHORUS: Duet
(Spoken)  

all together now ....




CHORUS: Duet
SHAKESPEARE: What happens if I'm found out?

BACON: You won't be if you're discreet. The better part of valour, after all, is discretion. But if it were done when 'tis done, then 'twere well it were done quickly.

SHAKESPEARE: Eh?

BACON: Meaning we've got to get our skates on. My spies tell me that Duncan is going to hold a council of war in here - we need to know what he is planning.

SHAKESPEARE: How are we going to do that?

BACON: We are not going to do anything. (Begins to look round chamber) You are going to hide in here (points to trunk) and take notes of whatever they say.

SHAKESPEARE: Hang on a minute. Hold your horses. I'm not ....

BACON: (Opening trunk) Horses! Horses? Duncan's kingdom for your horses! This is perfect. In here you'll be able to listen to everything.

SHAKESPEARE: But I could get killed for this ......

BACON: (Bundling him into trunk) Nonsense. Just remember to keep your head down. Hush! Somebody's coming! (Exits. Enter MacBETH & BANQUO)

MacBETH: Good. We're alone. I've got something vitally important to tell you. I can't trust anyone else, and it's very important you don't tell anyone what I'm going to tell you.

BANQUO: Good-oh. What do you want me to do?

MacBETH: Shut up and listen. I've heard from a special source .....

BANQUO: (Flippantly) Worcester or Branston?

MacBETH: What?

BANQUO: Worcester or Branston .... you know ..... special sauce.

MacBETH: (Grips BANQUO by the throat) Neither I, nor the audience, are in a state to take any more wisecracks like that. Clear?

BANQUO: Clear. (Downcast) Sorry.

MacBETH: I have heard .... from never mind where, that someone has been told to kill Duncan. (Sits on trunk)

BANQUO: (Almost shouting) Kill Duncan?

MacBETH: (Clapping hand over BANQUO's mouth) Are you out of your mind? Keep your voice down! Do you want everyone to know?

BANQUO: Surely they ought to know, then we might catch him.

MacBETH: We'll be much more likely to catch him if they don't know, because he'll get scared off if he sees guards swarming all over the place.

BANQUO: What, lull him into a false sense of security d'you mean?

MacBETH: Exactly. And this is where you come in.

BANQUO: No it isn't. I came in over there. (Points at other side of stage where he did come in)

MacBETH: What are you babbling on about? I want you to stay very close to Duncan. Guard him with your life. It's very important that someone is on the spot to protect Duncan when the assassin strikes.

BANQUO: Why aren't you going to do it?

MacBETH: Why? Er..... well, I've got to plan how to fight the English, haven't I. And anyway, you're so much better at this sort of thing than I am. I just haven't got the right sort of concentration for this sort of work. 

BANQUO: Well, there is that, I suppose. (DUNCAN enters with MacDUFF. As he does so, the trunk opens gingerly and we can make out SHAKESPEARE peering out. It quickly shuts again) 

DUNCAN: Ah, MacBeth, (Slaps back of neck) you're here already. (BANQUO is standing almost on top of him) Banquo, what are you doing? Get out of the light.

BANQUO: I just wanted to make sure that I wasn't missing anything, sire.

DUNCAN: (As he speaks he wanders round the stage - BANQUO follows very closely behind to the amazement of MacDUFF) This is a very tricky problem. We may have sorted out the Norwegians for the time being, but the English are another kettle of fish. Something is rotten in the state of Scotland.

BANQUO: So the English are planning to attack us with rotten fish, sire?

DUNCAN: What are you drivelling on about, Banquo? It's Lord Bacon I'm worried about.

MacBETH: Apparently, sire, when he served as English ambassador in Copenhagen, he was known as Danish Streaky.

DUNCAN: Well he certainly makes me come out in a rasher. (The others do not laugh, but when he looks round they immediately burst out in false laughter) What is the condition of the men, MacBeth? (Slaps back of neck)

MacBETH: Poor. Their bagpipes need a rebore, their kilts haven't come back from the dry-cleaners and their claymores are all rusty.

DUNCAN: As bad as that? What of the English?

MacDUFF: They have an army waiting at Berwick, sire ......

DUNCAN: Damn! I knew it was a bad idea allowing an English town into the Scottish league.

MacDUFF: They have their Premier and First Divisions, sire. I think they hope that, if they beat us, they will qualify for Europe.

MacBETH: I think they feel that with their Park Rangers, United with their Hotspurs and their great Arsenal, they can relegate us easily.

DUNCAN: What villainy! Is nothing beneath them?

MacDUFF: Only the Welsh, sire.

DUNCAN: That leaves us only with the ultimate deterrent, the weapon that carries such a threat that it has protected us throughout these last twenty years.

MacDUFF: (In awed tones) Not .......

MacBETH: Not ...... (Slumping down onto trunk) the Andy Stewart Hogmanay Special?

DUNCAN: (Nodding gravely) You know what it means, of course, if we were ever to use it?

MacBETH: The English would be bound to respond with .......

MacDUFF: (Gulping) Jim Davidson.

DUNCAN: I need a drink. (Shouts) McSporran! (Turns to see BANQUO right behind him still) Banquo, what are you doing? You're beginning to make me nervous, hovering right behind me like that.

BANQUO: Sorry, sire. (He looks at MacBETH and shrugs) 

MacBETH: (Pretending not to notice) Sire if you would come and look at this map. (He spreads map on top of trunk, and moves away towards candlestick as McSPORRAN enters with flagon)

DUNCAN: Good idea, MacBeth. (Slaps back of neck) God, the midges are bad this year! Bring the drinks over here, McSporran. (As McSPORRAN puts the flagon on the table, MacDUFF, BANQUO & DUNCAN are all poring over the map, MacBETH blows out the candles, plunging the stage into darkness. There should be a noise of falling furniture, shouts, cries and then a scream from BANQUO as MacBETH, mistaking him for DUNCAN, plunges his dagger deep into his heart. MacBETH throws the dagger down on the stage, and runs back to the candelabra)

MacBETH: (Clicking his fingers at the "candles" so that they re-light. To audience) Don't you just love being in control! (After pause) Alas, alack! Good King Duncan is dead!

DUNCAN: (Rising from the pile behind him) Oh no he isn't, just winded. (MacBETH jumps with alarm amd surprise)

MacBETH: (Looking around, then declaiming as a question) Alas, alack my lord MacDuff is dead?

MacDUFF: (Rising from the pile of bodies) Nope. 

TRIXIE: (Appearing in single spot on other side of stage as all the other actors freeze) Someone close to you will die ..... by your own hand (She cackles horribly, then vanishes)

MacBETH: Not, not Banquo! (He and the others rush to BANQUO but it is too late)

McSPORRAN: (Crossing the stage and picking up dagger from where MacBETH has thrown it down) Another drink sire?

MacBETH: The assassin!

CURTAIN / BLACKOUT
END OF ACT I

