
Hello Everyone, 

My name is Rodney Lloyd Scott and i am the director of Paul Rud nick's/ Hate 
Hamlet. 

I wanted to share a few things which may help while you prepare for the audition. 

1. All of these characters except for An~rew are meant to be played big. 

2. Andrew and Barrymore are stars (and they know it}. 

3. Felicia is straight New York. Sounds New York. (Heavy Accent} 

4. Lillian is definitely funnier with a German Accent. 

These points are not necessary but may be beneficial. 

1. Dramaturgy work always help. Examples... Who are these people? Any 

research you can find on Barrymore, time period, finding any visuals of him 

on stage and in film. What was his style of acting? 

2. Research the time period of New York from the 80's and 90's. What did 

they eat? How did they dress? 

3. It never hurts to have read the entire play before the audition. It 

sometimes helps with the character range. 

When you enter the space come in to have fun. Try to get in as many reps as you 

can. 

Thank you. Hope some of this helped. 

Enjoy! 

Rodney 
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.._. Felicia Dantine bunts into the f'OOm, and immediately 
bustles tmnltul the apanment, switching on lights. Felicia is 
a tall, imposing woman with a mane of boldly streaked hair. 
ShJJ wean high siude boots, and a long vest of ragpl, purple 
leather atul fur. Felicia is a nal esta/8 agent, with an almost 
carnal passion fur Manhattan apanments. She speaks in a 
hoarse, buoyant voir.e, with a hint of QJ.tems nasality, a 
jubilant New Yark honk. 

Andrew Rally, tM apartment's new tenant, follows Felicia 
into the apanment. AtulmtJ is an actor, in his late twenties 
ur eariy thirties; he is handsome and charming, possessing the 
polished ease of a television star. Afldrew could easi'ly glide 
through life, wafting on a cloud of good looks and affabilr 
ity. He is not without ego, however; he is moR than accus­
tomed to l>eing th8 r.enter of attention. 

This is Atulrew~ first moment in the apartment; he carries 
a box of personal belongings. He stares at his new su:rround,. 
ings, with a mixture of awe afld uneasiness. 

~REW. (Looking aroufld.) Oh my God.
I i~ICIA. Isn't it fabulous? I'm so glad you took it sight 

unseen. I just knew it was perfect. 
ANDREW. It's amazing, but ... gee, I'm sorry. This isn't what 
we talked about. I was thinking of, you know, something ... 
less. 
FELICIA. But it's a landmarkl John Barrymore, the legen­
dary starl And now you, Andrew Rally, from LA Medical! I 
loved that show! You were adorablel Why did they cancel it? 
.ANDREW. Bad time slot, shaky network - I don't think I 



can live here, this isn't what we discussed.. 
FELICIA. I know, I know - but honey, I'm ·not just a bro­
ker. I want you to be happy! You belong here. 
ANDREW. Don't wony, it's my mistake, I'll move back to my 
hotel, it's fine. 
FELICIA. (Gesturing to the t:artons.) But your things are herel 
It's a match! You and Barrymore! 
ANDREW. (Flattered.) Please, I'm no Banymore. 
FELICIA. Of course you are, Dr. Jim Corman, rookie sur­
geon! I even love those commercials you dol What is it -
Tomboy Chocolate? 
ANDREW. Trailburst Nuggets. It's a breakfast cereal. 
FELICIA. (Delighud.) And.••? 
ANDREW and FELICIA. (Singing the jingle.) "An anytime 
snack!" (The doorbell burr.es.) 
FELICIA. An anytime mackJ I love itl I love that adl (Felicia 
goes to the intercom, which is located in a niche besid8 the front door. 
Into the intercom.) Hello? He sure isl (Passing the recefuer to 
Andrew.) For youl Your first guest! 
ANDREW. (Into the receiver.) Hello? Sure ... come on up. 
Please! (To Felicia.) It's my girlfriend. She can't wait to see the 
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Andrew ... (Deird:re nms into Andrew!s arms, and they 

embrace.) Hamlet! Why didn't you tell me? 
ANDREW. Because I knew you would be the most excited. 
And I knew you would tell me I have to do it 
DEIRDRE. Of course you have tol 
ANDREW. But why? Just because it's supposed to be this 
ultimate challenge? Because everyone's supposed to dream of 
playing Hamlet? 
DEJFnRE. 1'·· - berause it's the most beautiful play ever 
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written. It's about how awful life is, and how everything gets 
betrayed. But then Hamlet tries to make things better. And he 
diesl 
ANDREW. Which tells us ... 
DEIRDRE. At least he tried! 
ANDREW. But why do I have to be Hamlet? I can get an­
other show, maybe even movies. I don't need Hamlet 
DEIRDRE. But Andrew - you went to drama school. 
ANDREW. Only for two years. 
DEIRDRE. But wasn't it wonderful? The great plays - Ibsen, 
O'Neill - nothing under four hours. And Shakespeare -
didn't you love it? 
ANDREW. Sometimes. But I left. 
DEIRDRE. Why? 
ANDREW. (Thrilled UJ thB memory.) LA Mediml! The bucks! 7V 
Guide. My face at every supermarket check-out in America, 
right next to the gum. I felt like - every day was my Bar 
Mitzvah. Everyone I saw was smiling, with an envelope with a 
check. That's what California is, it's one big hug - it's Aunt 
Sophie without the pinch. . 
DEIRDRE. Andrew, Jim Corman was terrific, but now you're 
back. 
ANDREW. On a whim. The show was dead, I thought, okay, 
try' New York, why ·not? Take some classes, maybe do a new 
play, ease back in. But now - this place. (He gestures to the 
apanment.) Hamlet. That's not the plan. 
DEIRDRE. Of course it isl It's your old plan, your real onel 
You know the only thing that would be better? Better than 
Hamlet1 
ANDREW. The Cliff notes? 

\ DEIRDRE. R.omeo and Juliet. BR..-■L""Pi•---•d"i11J•dN191t1. 
@ z I 2 fQ . ' ·-- --i sta 'z t ti ,'j J }}Jag &~L 

Fl I r g & • t sh , ;p we es /·fist's tdns,· If · g s.wam 
b I g • f sea if ' t I t · 1 · tschri(.Brs St · PJ' 
• ig CJC ap.alibi M1h& gesiufes. Ai )Ui&LJ 

Q; zz t l ) th SJ 

#El ) · : J tz meaw) 
allls · stsst weer, 

20 



a,sY i ■ Imrg t;&:UJ gJf •) ·z hodJ 0 lil!, 
"17= r ~ scxaaJ a::aJ AS?.ire Jx L ,r.s so:; bags tf a sq;,; 
mmartia h • M iij!JWIE '§ts ftlS nma; Stlfl apptad::g qaidB SCSZIL 

Hr mikr nH t ~ JI u: 1 9, f -,a,tr r., ba's tar as I g 
tins Ha I , aa;Ufs ua sat,cw4 sea4Jt1tg iBftUZ nm mw;;a l!J 
Us Jraz rid " R di;; Jbry;;z;g Sib A92U9ihb. AWlifiW b )96-

r; h rU g ti I } g ss J "' Jla ; s miiso aJ !sine. 
iil WlsllllfOPlii 1km feHc;;. (9£ry;;w.e s;ss bi OSAf£ hi g,ats 
• gf , JI I J )8. sbuJ:aw; Jx .TzaJS, .\saJ dam} g b ys He 
• rt rrt tbs tr'e&t mtzcti:rw ca ff hMI& J J , ; I? fa t i w 

'}£ lis e.as a spsti4 s:sv ala.U,zg ss&J:e znm;p JlOJJt /l!i. st.oat.) 
Pasdr? ( t • t · r } • g · ; J : • Jt Jalt ea znr 
t HI D J : I ·o; ,. JS gzms 89& amms, WJih 6£2 Mij&f 

~REW. You're •.. him.I BARRYMORE. Am I? 
ANDREW. You're ... dead. 
BARRYMORE. You know, occasionally I'm not truly certain. 
Am I dead? Or just incredibly drunk? 
ANDREW. You're ... Barrymore. 
BARRYMORE. Yes. Although my father's given name was 
Blythe; he changed it when he became an actor, to a,•oid 
embarrassing his family. Your name? 
ANDREW. (Still compktely unnerved.) Andrew. Rally. It's really 
Rallenberg. I changed it, to avoid embarrassing ... the Jews. 
BARRYMORE. (Surueying the premises.) Behold. My nest. My 
roost. (Indicating where things had been, perhaps with musical cues.) 
A grand piano. A renaissance globe. A throne. 
ANDREW. You're dead! You're dead! What are you doing here1 
BARRYMORE. Lad - I'm here to help. 
ANDREW. Wait - how do I know you're a ghost? Maybe 
you're just ... an intruder. 
BARRYMORE. (Toying with him.) Perhaps. Cleverly disguised 
as Hamlet. (Andrew slowly sneaks up on Barrymore. He touches 
Barrymore's foreann. Barrymore is very nonchalant) Boo. 
ANDREW. But - I can touch you. My hand doesn't go 
through. 
BARRYMORE. I'm a ghost, Andrew. Not a special effect. 
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ANDREW. But ... ghosts are supposed to have powers! Spe­
cial powers! 
BARRYMORE. I just rose from the dead, Andrew. And how 
was your morning? Now shall I truly frighten you? 
ANDREW. (Not impressed.) I'm not afraid of you. 
BARRYMORE. Shall I cause your flesh to quake? 
ANDREW. (Very cocky.) You couldn't possibly. 
BARRYMORE. Shall I scare you beyond all human imagina­
tion? 
ANDREW. Go ahead and try. 
BARRYMORE. In just six weeks time, you will play Hamlet 

\ 

(Andnw screams.) 
ANDREW. (Genuinely terrifzed.) Oh my God, you really are 
him, aren't you? 
BARRYMORE. John Barrymore. Actor. Legend. Seducer. 
Corpse. 
ANDREW. So - it worked. The seance. Felicia, her mother 
- she brought you back, from over there. 
BARRYMORE. Not at all. You summoned me. 
ANDREW. I did? 
BARRYMORE. As a link in a proud theatrical tradition. 
Every soul embarking upon Hamlet is permitted to summon 
an earlier player. From Burbage to Kean to Irving - the call 
has been answered. 
ANDREW. Wait - you mean you're here to help me play 
Hamlet? Because you did it? 
BARRYMORE. Indeed. 
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ANDREW. Go thy ways to a nunnery! (Andrew tosses 
Deirdre onto the couch; she reaches out to him. He regards 
her with majestic disdain, thoroughly rejecting her.) Call my 
machine! 
DEIRDRE. Nol (Deimn moans, and continues reaching out to 
Andrew, imploringl,y. Andnw turns to Barrymore; thl!'j shake hands, 
both very fu,U of themselves and their success. Andm.u turns back to 
Deirdn. She pkads.) My lord Hamlett 
ANDREW. Fair maiden. (Andrew lowers himself onto the couch, 
into Deimn's arms. Thej kiss passionately; just as things an about 
to progress, the doorbell bu.z.us. Unbearably frustrated.) NOi (The 
doorbell buz:us repeatedly.) GO AWAY'. (Deirdn leaps up and goes 
to the intercom.) 
DEIRDRE. (Into phone, composing herself.) Hello? 
BARRYMORE. Poor boyl Within one couplet! Shakespeare 
- the most potent aphrodisiac. 
ANDREW. (In frantic despair.) I was almost there! I was going 
to have sexl 
DEIRDRE. (Still on the intercom.) It's Gary! 
BARRYMORE. Gary? 
ANDREW. A friend. A director. From I.A. He did my show. 
Why is he here? Why? 
BARRYMORE. You are Hamlet. A study in frustration. 
Thwarted action. (Deirdn has opened the front door, and is peer­
ing out into the hall. Gary Peter ujkowitz. appears. Gary is in his 
thirties; he personifies LA shaggy-chic. He wears extremely expensive 
casual clothing; an Annani suit or a $5,000 suede jacket with a 
baseball cap. Gary should be played as an extremely ha'PPJ, wergroum 
child, an oddly appealing tnatun of pure appetite. Reality is of very 
. ) 

GARY. Dee Deel 
DEIRDRE. Caryl (Gary and Deircln hug.) What are you doing 
here? Why aren't you in LA? 
GARY. I'm here for my man. My man Andrew Rally. Andy 
boy! (Gary opens his arms to Andrew.) Talk-time, Andy man. 
Fusion has occurred. Yesl (Gary goes into a brief physical spasm, 
a celebratory combination of war dance and gospel fervor.) 
DEIRDRE. I'll let you guys talk. I'm going to finish my read-



ing. (Deirdre begins ast:ending the stairs to the roof. She turns to 
Andrew., longingly.) My liege? 
ANDREW. (Disgruntled.) Yeah, to a nunnery. (Deirdre trembles 
visibly, and utters a passionate moan.) 
DEIRDRE. Ooohl (She rum upstairs and out the dour to the 
roof.) 
GARY. Reading? She's reading? 
ANDREW. I don't understand it. 
GARY. Still no...? (He makes an obscene hand gesture denoting 
sexual intercoune.) 
ANDREW. No, Gary. Still no hand gestures. 
GARY. Whoa. Man, if I was with a lady for that long, and 
there was still no return, I don't know, I might start thinking 
trade-in. Turn-around. And who's this? (Gary gestures to Barry­
more. Andrew looks at Barrymore:, shocked that Gary can see him.) 
BARRYMORE. Of course he can see me. Because it won't 
make any difference. (Introducing himself to Gary.) John Barry­
more. 
GARY. Barrymore. Right. Disney? VP? 
BARRYMORE. No. I'm an actor. 
GARY. An actor! Whoal Not another one. Good luck, big 
guy. I mean it. See, that's what's great about you guys. You're 
both actors, you're like in direct competition, but you can still 
give the appearance of friendship. See, I'm fucked up, I can't 
be friends with anyone like me. 
BARRYMORE. We understand. 
GARY. I mean, the way I monitor, there's only bungalow 
space for so many hyphenates, right? 
BARRYMORE. Hyphenates? 
GARY. Writer-producer-director. Gary Peter Lefkowitz. 
BARRYMORE. Ah. I see. So, if you also designed the scen­
ery, would you require an additional name? 
GARY. Cute. That's cute. (Admiring Barry11i0Te's outfit.) Great 
look. What is that? Japanese? Washed silk? 
BARRWdORE. Hamlet. Shakespeare. 
GARY. Right Nice. Retro. 
BARRYMORE. Sixteenth century. 
GARY. Whoa. God, other centuries. Like, people who 
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weren't me. Okay, tell me, total truth, am I like the most self:. 
obsessed person you've ever met? My answer? Yes. Okay, 
enough about me. Figure of speech. Andy, Andy boy, Andy 
my love - we got it Green light The go-ahead. Network 
approval! A pilot and five episodes! 
ANDREW. A pilot and five episodes - of what? 
GARY. Of the show! Of our show! 
ANDREW. What are you talltlng about? 
GARY. Okay, I didn't tell you. Because I didn't want you to 
be disappointed, and blame me, if it didn't go. But it wentl 
I used your name to tip it through the hoop. I told the net­
work it was your all-time favorite project, that you were ready 
to roll. And after Jim Corman, you're network candy, they're 
crawling. 
ANDREW. Really? 
GARY. America cries out! Your commitment was just the 
pushl 
BARRYMORE. But he's not committed. He's playing Ham­
let 
ANDREW. Well ..• 
GARY. Wait a second - which network? 
BARRYMORE. In the park. This summer. 
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AGI'1WO 

Scene 1 

Place: The same. 

Time: <>pming night, six weeks later. 

The apartment has been transformed, into a true medieval 
lair. AU of Andrew's furniture has been replaced by elabo­
rately carved, heavy dark oak pieces. There is a richly uphol,. 
stered chaise, and an ottoman center stage. An ornate throne 
sits off to cme side, and the glorious f,replat:e is now fully re­
vealed. A tapestry hangs on one wall, with a chandelier 
above. A Tfflaissanr.e globe stands near the staircase. The 
f1our is rnvered with oriental carpets, stacks of antique leather-
bound books, and atmospheric mounds of brocade cushions. 
Various candelabra and sconces are located around the room, 
as yet unlit. The suit of armor and other appropriately 
Gothic pieces complete the lavishly theatrical mood. 

Several vases of flowers have been placed about; other boxes 
offlowers are stacked by the front door. 

As the curtain rises, Barrymore descends from the roof, sing­
ing to himself. He crosses to the globe, which opens to mJeal 
a fully-stocked bar. Barrymore pours himself a drink. He is 
still dressed as Hamkt. 

Felicio. enters, 1,ery dressed up, from the archway. She cannot 
see Barrymore. She stares at the apartment~ 'MW furnishings, 
shaking her head. 

.---::-:IA. Oh my God. What got into him? (Deirdre enter.,,I :~~from the archway, carrying a vase of flowers. Deirdre is dressed 
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in a flowing velvet, medievoJ-style gown, complete wilh a lengthy tram· 
and trailing sleeves. She is playing <nu of Dphelia's ladies-in-waiting, 
and a wreath offlowers has bun braided into her hair.) 
DEIRDRE. Isn't it incredible? It's Barrymore! Andrew says 
this is exactly what it used to look like! He says it's been help­
ing him, to get in the mood. 
FELICIA. Well I hope he's there - in the mood. It's open­
ing nightf (DeiTdre and Felicia shriek with excitement. Thej are 
wildly excited; this entire scene should be played with an afr of giddy 
anticipation and suspense.) 
DEIRDRE. Opening nightf Hamkt! 
FELICIA. So where is he? Doesn't he have to get to the 
theater? 
DEIRDRE. He's upstairs, getting ready, on the roof. He's in 
costume, too, he wears it everywhere. And he talks to Barry­
more. 
FELICIA. Really? ae got through? 
DEIRDRE. No, he just imagines. I catch him at it all the 
time. Do you think he's here? Watching over us? 
FELICIA. Barrymore? 
DEIRDRE. Yes! Oh John Barrymore, wherever you are! Bless 
this evening! Bless Andrew! (As DeiTdn invokes BarrymDTe, she 
runs through the room, s.Jang the ghost. Barrymore follows her, skip­
ping along behind her, highly amused. Finally he stretches out on the 
chaise.) 
FELICIA. Honey, you better calm down. (Barrymore beckons to 
Deird-re from the chaise. He opens his arms.) 
DEIRDRE. I know, I've been like this all day, all week, I 
can't sit still ... (Deirdre, pulled by unseen /Mas, sits on the chaise 
beside Barrymore. She lies down, as he gently strokes her hair. She is 
unawa-re qf his presenr,e, but he has his effect.) Felicia, what's it 
like? Sex? (Felicia is busily putting finishing touches on her makeup, 
inspecting herself in the min'M of her compact.) 
FELICIA. Sex? Oh, that's right - you're still on the bench. 
No wonder you're nervous. Sex is great. With the right guy. 
DEIRDRE. Really? But what about with the wrong guy? 
FELICIA. (After a beat.) Better. 

45 



U 
GA'---, 
~"-~'10, •'-' \C 
1""' IUN '-I.IWWI; 

GARY. irm tlr I mesa marbs it's f22Jpreof rba ::rith
ai../ J,·, • ti • rn JttJus h tr b d srd end. 

, • . ;l iJ's .rftaM re a; ta I mcu, • d ·es, en Jtt
otabc etd1□ you iE MHHy, & 9aa it ca 11 1 u • g .d-
Jed ·a9 J • tss2&4P&dug. I mcm2, ;ss s aH: B&t 

., Ltaih 1 up "tis jut I 1 d ts teJJ z b ' g l$ 

GARY. ••• lI 1 t 1, Can I be frank? I don't get it. The 
theater. It doesn't make sense. It's like, progress, right? Take 
it step by step. Back in Neanderthal times, entertainment was 
like, two rocks. Boom boom. Then, in the Middle Ages, they 
had theater. Then came radio. Then silent movies. Then 
sound. Then 1V. That's like, art perfected. When you watch 
1V, you can eat You can talk. You don't really have to pay 
attention, not if you've seen 1V before. Nice half:.hour chunks. 
Or even better, commercials. Thirty seconds. Hot girl, hot guy, 
the beer, it's all there. It's distilled. I mean, when I go to the 
theater, I sit there, and most of the time I'm thinking -
which one is my armrest? ('Jit &fag! f a,li. 
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1? HiHWfh. l!tttlLI I base re de dilS, don C IP 
LILLIAN. N lf , ms star Jana and J ; d cdt.Jf.. 
II d h I I C:I ,H zlrn J Pr / R J JI) Yes, 
I can see you, you swine. 
BARRYMORE. How? 
LILLIAN. I am very old. I see everything. And it so happens 
I know you. 
BARRYMORE. You do? 
LILLIAN. Hal I knew you would not remember. 
BARRYMORE. (As he stares at her.) Could it be? 
LILLIAN. (Challenging.) What? 
BARRYMORE. No. Yes. Is it ... you? 
LILLIAN. I was very young. 
BARRYMORE. A young wife. Of ... a conductor. 
LILLIAN. A violinist. 
BARRYMORE. A violinist. Yes. With a mistress. 
LILLIAN. Bravo. 
BARRYMORE. (Circling her.) I was in town promoting a film. 
There was a cocktail party. Your husband was to meet you. He 
did not. 
LILLIAN. Do not be smug. You were married as well. To an 
actress. 
BARRYMORE. To an actress? Is that legal? I found you solr 
bing, in a coatroom. 
LILLIAN. I did not sob! 
BARRYMORE. Out of anger. We came here. 
LILLIAN. Out of madness. Temporary insanity. 
BARRYMORE. We had a fire. (Barrymore makes a sweeping 
gesture, and a fire springs up in the fireplace.) 
LILLIAN. And candlelight. (Barrymore makes another gesture, 
and aU the candles, located throughout the room, suddenly gl,ow. The 
stage lights dim, creating an impossih'ly romantic mood. A moon mighl 
appear at the window.) 
BARRYMORE. We stole champagne, from the party. 
LILLIAN. And bought chocolate bars, from the five and 
dime. 
BARRYMORE. We broke every commandment. We made 
love. 
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LILLIAN. And gained weight. 
BI\RRYMORE. (Delighted.) You we:r:e impossible. 
LILLIAN. You were ... Barrymore. (The mood has become very 
intimate; Ba,ry11W18 and Lillian an almost in an embrace. Bcmymore 
breaks away.) What? 
BARRYMORE. Nol 
LILLIAN. What is the matter? 
BARRYMORE. You are far too kind. I am undeserving. I 
have failed utterly. I return for a single purpose, and now ... 
LILLIAN. What? What is your purpose? 
BARRYMORE. That Andrew should play Hamlet. 
LILLIAN. So? It is done. 
BARRYMORE. But there's more, so much more. I wanted 
Andrew ... to learn. 
LILLIAN. To learn what? 
BARRYMORE. From all that he accuses me ofl From my 
sorry excuse .. for a lifel I was offered - the planet. Every 
conceivable opportunity. Andrew is my last vain hope. My 
cosmic lunge at redemption. 
LILLIAN. Tell me, Barrymore - when did it happen? 
BARRYMORE. What? 
LILLIAN. When did you turn - scoutmaster? 
BARRYMORE. Excuse me? 
LILLIAN. Rally is a big boy. You have pushed him, as have 

\ 

I. He needed that. But - tonight must be his. And his alone. 
BARRYMORE. So why do you stay? What do you want? 
LILLIAN. I am like anyone else. I have come to see Barry­
more. 
BARRYMORE. A sideshow. 
LILLIAN. A three-ring circus. t ta sdd;q- 2 ·a w. 
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