Hello Everyone,

My name is Rodney Lloyd Scott and | am the diréctor of Paul Rudnick’s / Hate
Hamlet.

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

1. All of these characters except for Andrew 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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«afigp Felicia Dantine bursts into the room, and immediately
bustles around the apartment, swilching on lights. Felicia is
a tall, imposing woman with a mane of boldly sireaked hatr.
She wears high suede bools, and a long vest of ragged purple
leather and fur. Felicia is a real estate agent, with an almost
carnal passion for Manhattan apartments. She speaks in a
hoarse, buoyant voice, with a hint of Queens nasality, a
jubilant New York honk.

Andrew Rally, the apartment’s new tenant, follows Felicia
inlo the apartment. Andrew is an actor, in his late twenties
or early thirties; he is handsome and charming, possessing the
polished ease of a television star. Andrew could easily glide
through life, wafling on a cloud of good looks and affabil-
ity. He is mot without ego, however; he is more than accus-
tomed to being the center of altention.

This is Andrew’s first moment in the apartment; he carries
a box of personal belongings. He stares at his new surround-
ings, with a mixture of awe and uneasiness.

REW. (Looking around.) Oh my God.

| AND
FELICIA. 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 landmark! John Barrymore, the legen-
dary starl And now you, Andrew Rally, from LA Medical! 1
loved that show! You were adorablel Why did they cancel it?
ANDREW. Bad time slot, shaky network — I don’t think I
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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 worry, it's my mistake, I'll move back to my
hotel, it’s fine.

FELICIA. (Gesturing to the cartons.) But your things are here!
It's a match! You and Barrymore!

ANDREW. (Flattered.) Please, I'm no Barrymore.

FELICIA. Of course you are, Dr. Jim Corman, rookie sur-
geon! I even love those commercials you do! What is it —
Tomboy Chocolate?

ANDREW. Trailburst Nuggets. It's a breakfast cereal.
FELICIA. (Delighted.) And...?

ANDREW and FELICIA. (Singing the jingle.) “An anytime
snackl” (The doorbell buzzes.)

FELICIA. An anytime snack! I love it! I love that ad! (Felicia
goes to the intercom, which is located in a niche beside the front door.
Into the intercom.) Hello? He sure is! (Passing the receiver to
Andrew.) For you! 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

% (Excited.) Dankeimasmizesialiesine=gTrS0r=SION?
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EIRDRE. Andrew ... (Deirdre runs 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 to!

ANDREW. But why? Just because it’s supposed to be this

ultimate challenge? Because everyone’s supposed to dream of

playing Hamlet?

DEIRPRE. ™ — 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
dies!

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 by the memory.) LA Medical! The bucks! TV
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
apartment.) Hamlet. That's not the plan.

DEIRDRE. Of course it is! It’s your old plan, your real onel
You know the only thing that would be better? Better than
Hamlet?

ANDREW. The CIiff notes?

DEIRDRE.  Romeo and Julicl. Resssnlsormmwivenstssmdiciein®:
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ANDREW. You're ... him.

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 avoid
embarrassing his family. Your name?

ANDREW.  (Still completely unnerved.) Andrew. Rally. It's really
Rallenberg. I changed it, to avoid embarrassing ... the Jews.
BARRYMORE.  (Surveying 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 an you doing here?
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 forearm. 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.

23



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.
(Andrew screams.)

ANDREW.  (Genuinely terrified.) 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?
l BARRYMORE. Indeed.



DEIRDRE
GARM
ANDREW

BARRYMORE

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! (Deirdre moans, and continues reaching out to
Andrew, imploringly. Andrew turns to Barrymore; they shake hands,
both very full of themselves and their success. Andrew turns back to
Deirdre. She pleads.) My lord Hamletl

ANDREW. Fair maiden. (Andrew lowers himself onto the couch,
into Deirdre’s arms. They Riss passionately; just as things are about
lo progress, the doorbell buzzes. Unbearably frustrated.) NO! (The
doorbell buzzes repeatedly.) GO AWAY (Deirdre leaps up and goes
to the inlercom.)

DEIRDRE. (Into phone, composing herself.) Hello?
BARRYMORE. Poor boyl Within one couplet! Shakespeare
— the most potent aphrodisiac.

ANDREW. (In frantic despair.) 1 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 LA. He did my show.
Why is he here? Why?

BARRYMORE. You are Hamlet. A study in frustration.
Thwarted action. (Deirdre has opened the front door, and is peer-
ing oul inlo the hall. Gary Peter Lefhowilz appears. Gary is in his
thirties; he personifies LA shaggy-chic. He wears exiremely expensive
casual clothing; an Armani suit or a $5,000 suede jacket with a
baseball cap. Gary should be played as an extremely happy, overgroun

child, an oddly appealing creature of pure appetile. Reality is of very
i )

GARY. Dee Deel
DEIRDRE. Gary! (Gary and Deirdre 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. Yes! (Gary goes into a brief physical spasm,
a celebratory combination of war dance and gospel fervor.)
DEIRDRE. TI'll let you guys talk. I'm going to finish my read-
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ing. (Deirdre begins ascending the stairs to the roof. She turns to
Andrew, longingly.) My liege?

ANDREW. (Disgruntled.) Yeah, to a nunnery. (Deirdre trembles
visibly, and ullers a passionate moan.)

DEIRDRE. Oooh! (She runs upstairs and out the door to the
r00f’)

GARY. Reading? She’s reading?

ANDREW. I don’t understand it

GARY. Still no...? (He makes an obscene hand gesture denoting
sexual intercourse.)

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] Whoa! 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. Writerproducer-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 Barrymore’s outfit.) Great
look. What is that? Japanese? Washed silk?

BARRYMORE. 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 talking 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
ush!

gARRYMORE. But he’s not committed. He’s playing Ham-

let.

ANDREW. Well ...

GARY. Wait a second — which network?

BARRYMORE. In the park. This summer.

GARY. What, it's like for some special? Hallmark Hall Of

Fame?

BARRYMORE. It's not for anything. It’s ... theater.

247

er
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DEIRDRE

ACT TWO

Scene 1

Place: The same.
Time: Opening night, six weeks later.

The apariment has been transformed, into a true medieval
lair. All 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
sils off to one side, and the glorious fireplace is now fully re-
vealed. A tapesiry hangs on one wall, with a chandelier
above. A renaissance globe stands mnear the staircase. The
Jloor is covered 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
of flowers are stacked by the front door.

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

Felicia enters, very dressed up, from the archway. She cannot
see Barrymore. She slares al the apartment’s new furnishings,
shaking her head.

FELICIA. Oh my God. What got into him? (Deirdre enters,
also from the archway, carrying a vase of flowers. Deirdre is dressed
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in a flowing velvel, medievalstyle gown, complete with a lengthy train’
and trailing sleeves. She is playing one of Ophelia’s ladies-in-waiting,
and a wreath of flowers has been 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 night! (Deirdre and Felicia shriek with excitement. They are
wildly exciled; this entire scene should be played with an air of giddy
anlicipation and suspense.)

DEIRDRE. Opening night! Hamlet!

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? He 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 arel Bless
this evening! Bless Andrew! (As Deirdre invokes Barrymore, she
runs through the room, secking 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
Deirdre 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 forces, sits on the chaise
beside Barrymore. She lies down, as he gently strokes her hair. She is
unaware of his presence, but he has his effect.) Felicia, what's it
like? Sex? (Felicia is busily putting finishing touches on her makeup,
inspecting herself in the mirror 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. (Afler a beat.) Better.




GARY. Yenlwdistsdassla 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 TV. That’s like, art perfected. When you watch
TV, you can eat. You can talk. You don’t really have to pay
attention, not if you've seen TV before. Nice halfhour 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? (Ghndesnitnthampiovenpeyys,
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‘ LILLIAN. MM
SadubessenpasiduiSolnitvwirvmeiwennbilicnfasicalonymenny 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 sob-
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. (Barrymors makes another gesture,
and all the candles, located throughout the room, suddenly glow. The
stage lights dim, creating an impossibly romantic mood. A moon might
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.



LILLIAN. And gained weight.

BARRYMORE. (Delighted.) You were impossible. -
LILLIAN. You were ... Barrymore. (The mood has become very
intimate; Barrymore and Lillian are almost in an embrace. Barrymore
breaks away.) What?

BARRYMORE. Nol

LILLIAN. What is the matter?

BARRYMORE. You are far too kind. I am undeserving. 1
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 of! 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 threering circus. Awiiitnaddifjimsemweviemsoms,





