PLAYWRITING UNIT – “Once Upon a Fairy Tale”

Adele Gabriel


Dialogue 
TARTUFFE:  Forgive him, Lord, as I’ve already done.
EVERYMAN:  Yea, good Fellowship, yea; I am in great jeopardy.

MIRANDA:  Alas, now, pray you, work not so hard.  I would the lightning had burnt up those logs that you are enjoin’d to pile!
CECILY:  Pray let me introduce myself to you. My name is Cecily Cardew.  

TARTUFFE:  The mere thought of such ingratitude plunges my soul into so dark a mood…Such horror grips my heart…I gasp for breath, and cannot speak, and feel myself near death.
EVERYMAN:  That was well spoken, and lovingly.

MIRANDA:  Pray, set it down and rest you.  When this burns, ‘twill weep for having wearied you. 
CECILY:  How nice of you to like me so much after we have known each other such a comparatively short time.  Pray sit down.

TARTUFFE:  These scenes, these dreadful quarrels, have got to end.  I’ve much upset your household, and I perceive that the best thing will be for me to leave.
MIRANDA:  My father is hard at study; pray now, rest yourself.  He’s safe these three hours.
EVERYMAN:  Verily, Fellowship, gramercy.

CECILY:  With pleasure!
TARTUFFE:  They’re all against me here; they’d have you think me false and insincere.
EVERYMAN:  If I my heart should to you break, and then you to turn your mind from me, and would not me comfort when ye hear me speak, then should I ten times sorrier be.

MIRANDA:  If you’ll sit down, I’ll bear your logs the while.  Pray give me that.  I’ll carry it to the pile.
CECILY:  If you wish.

TARTUFFE:  Their adverse talk will certainly continue, and charges which you now repudiate you may find credible at a later date.
MIRANDA:  If would become me as well as it does you; and I should do it with much more ease for my good will is to it, and yours it is against.
CECILY:  I hope so.

EVERYMAN:  Then be you a good friend at need: I have found you true herebefore.

TARTUFFE:  Brother, a wife can sway her husband’s mind in many a subtle way.  
MIRANDA:  You look wearily.
CECILY:  I don’t think so.

EVERYMAN:  Ye speak like a good friend; I believe you well.  I shall deserve it, and I may.

TARTUFFE:  To leave at once is the solution; thus only can I end their persecution.
MIRANDA:  I do not know one of my sex; no woman’s face remember save, from my glass, mine own.  Nor have I seen more that I may call men than you, good friend, and my dear father.
CECILY:  Oh, not at all.  I am very fond of being looked at.

TARTUFFE:  Ah, well; ‘twill mean much martyrdom and pain, but if you will…
MIRANDA:  Do you love me?
EVERYMAN:  I shall show you how it is; commanded I am to go a journey, a long way, hard and dangerous, and give a strait count, without delay, before the high Judge, Adonai.  Wherefore, I pray you, bear me company, as ye have promised, in this journey.

CECILY:  Oh, no, I live here.
TARTUFFE: In all things, let the will of heaven be done.
MIRANDA:  I am a fool to weep at what I am glad of.
CECILY:  Oh, no.  I have no mother, nor, in fact, any relations.

EVERYMAN:  Nay, never again, till the day of doom.

GWENDOLEN:  (Catching sight of him.)  Ernest!  My own Ernest!
JACK:  Gwendolen!  Darling!  (Offers to kiss her.)
GWENDOLEN:  (Drawing back.)  A moment!  May I ask if you are engaged to be married to this young lady?  (Points to CECILY.)
JACK:  (Laughing.)  To dear little Cecily!  Of course not!  What could have put such an idea into your pretty little head?

CECILY:  (Very sweetly.)  I knew there must be some misunderstanding, Miss Fairfax.  The gentleman whose arm is at present around your waist is my dear guardian, Mr. John Worthing.

GWENDOLEN:  I beg your pardon?

CECILY:  This is Uncle Jack.

GWENDOLEN:  (Receding.)  Jack!  Oh!

(Enter ALGERNON.)
CECILY:  Here is Ernest.

ALGERNON:  (Goes straight over to CECILY without noticing anyone else.)  My own love!  (Offers to kiss her.)
CECILY:  (Drawing back.)  A moment, Ernest!  May I ask you – are you engaged to be married to this young lady? 

ALGERNON:  (Looking round.)  To what young lady?  Good heavens!  Gwendolen!

CECILY:  Yes, to good heavens, Gwendolen, I mean to Gwendolen.

ALGERNON:  (Laughing.)  Of course not!  What could have put such an idea into your pretty little head?

GWENDOLEN:  I felt there was some slight error, Miss Cardew.  The gentleman who is now embracing you is my cousin, Mr. Algernon Montcrieff.

CECILY:  (Breaking from ALGERNON.)  Algernon Montcrieff!  Oh!  (The two girls move towards each other and put their arms round each other’s waists as if for protection.)
CECILY:  Are you called Algernon?

ALGERNON:  I cannot deny it.

CECILY:  Oh!

GWENDOLEN:  Is your name really John?

JACK:  (Standing rather proudly.)  I could deny it if I liked.  I could deny anything if I liked.  But my name certainly is John.  It has been John for years.

CECILY:  (To GWENDOLEN.)  A gross deception has been practiced on both of us.

GWENDOLEN:  My poor, wounded Cecily!

CECILY:  My sweet wronged Gwendolen!

GWENDOLEN:  (Slowly and seriously.)  You will call me sister, will you not?  (They embrace.  JACK and ALGERNON groan and walk up and down.)

