HPEN 4005 READING & WRITING DRAMA
SESSION 5: CREATING DYNAMIC CHARACTERS - Example texts 
1. COMEDY Dialogue/asides and group asides – Shakespeare’s marvellous Twelfth Night (1601-2)MALVOLIO Olivia’s servant – very severe 
FESTE THE CLOWN – commentator and fellow drinker
SIR TOBY BELCH Olivia’s cousin – a drinker who disrupts the house in mourning
FABIAN a drinking companion


Enter MALVOLIO]
MALVOLIO:    	'Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria once told me she did affect me: and I have heard herself come thus near, that, should she fancy, it should be one of my complexion. Besides, she uses me with a more exalted respect than any one else that follows her. What should I think on't?
SIR TOBY BELCH:    	Here's an overweening rogue!
FABIAN	O, peace! Contemplation makes a rare turkey-cock of him: how he jets under his advanced plumes!
SIR ANDREW: 		'Slight, I could so beat the rogue!
SIR TOBY BELCH	Peace, I say.
MALVOLIO		To be Count Malvolio!
SIR TOBY BELCH: 	Ah, rogue!
SIR ANDREW:		Pistol him, pistol him.
SIR TOBY BELCH: 	Peace, peace!
MALVOLIO:    	There is example for't; the lady of the Strachy married the 			yeoman of the wardrobe.
SIR ANDREW:    	Fie on him, Jezebel!
FABIAN:		O, peace! now he's deeply in: look how imagination 				blows him.
MALVOLIO 		Having been three months married to her, sitting in my 			state, -- 
SIR TOBY BELCH: 	O, for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye!
MALVOLIO; 	Calling my officers about me, in my branched velvet gown; having come from a day-bed, where I have left Olivia sleeping, -- 
SIR TOBY BELCH:    	Fire and brimstone!
FABIAN		O, peace, peace!
MALVOLIO: 		And then to have the humour of state; and after a 
demure travel of regard, telling them I know my place as I would they should do theirs, to for my kinsman Toby, -- 
SIR TOBY BELCH:   	Bolts and shackles!
FABIAN: 		O peace, peace, peace! now, now.
MALVOLIO 		Seven of my people, with an obedient start, make out for him: I frown the while; and perchance wind up watch, or play with my -- some rich jewel. Toby approaches; courtesies there to me, -- 
SIR TOBY BELCH: 	Shall this fellow live?
FABIAN:		Though our silence be drawn from us with cars, yet 				peace.
MALVOLIO 		I extend my hand to him thus, quenching my familiar 				smile with an austere regard of control, -- 
SIR TOBY BELCH 	And does not Toby take you a blow o' the lips then?
MALVOLIO: 		Saying, 'Cousin Toby, my fortunes having cast me on your 			niece give me this prerogative of speech,' -- 
SIR TOBY BELCH :   	What, what?
MALVOLIO: 		'You must amend your drunkenness.'
SIR TOBY BELCH: 	Out, scab!
FABIAN: 		Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of our plot.
MALVOLIO		'Besides, you waste the treasure of your time with a foolish 			knight,' -- 
SIR ANDREW		That's me, I warrant you.
MALVOLIO 		'One Sir Andrew,' -- 
SIR ANDREW 		I knew 'twas I; for many do call me fool.
MALVOLIO 		What employment have we here? 
[Taking up the letter]
FABIAN 		Now is the woodcock near the gin.
SIR TOBY BELCH	O, peace! and the spirit of humour intimate reading 				aloud to him!
MALVOLIO: 	By my life, this is my lady's hand these be her very C's, her U's and her T's and thus makes she her great P's. It is, in contempt of question, her hand.
SIR ANDREW 		Her C's, her U's and her T's: why that?
MALVOLIO  [Reads]	'To the unknown beloved, this, and my good wishes:' – her very phrases! By your leave, wax. Soft! and the impressure her Lucrece, with which she uses to seal: 'tis my lady. To whom should this be?
FABIAN		This wins him, liver and all.
MALVOLIO [Reads]	    Jove knows I love: But who?
Lips, do not move;
No man must know.
'No man must know.' What follows? the numbers altered! 'No man must know:' if this should be thee, Malvolio?
SIR TOBY BELCH 	Marry, hang thee, brock!


2. JACOBEAN TRAGEDY Dialogue/asides and concluding soliloquy – brief example plus  extracts  (from Act 1: sc/i)
BEATRICE-JOANNA: beautiful young woman, about to be married to Piracquo but				has just fallen in love/lust with Alsemero and is flirting like 				mad with him
ALSEMERO: 		handsome visitor just fallen in love/lust with Beatrice – doesn’t 				know anything about Piracquo
VERMANDERO: 	B-J’s father; has just met Alsemero and knows nothing about 				their mutual attraction – very keen on her marriage
DEFLORES: 		Vermandero’s servant; sexually obsessed with Beatrice and 				drives her mad by hanging round her all the time

as you can see just from this description of the characters the play is full of secrets and the eruption of uncontrollable sexual desire…


VERMANDERO: 	Ay, ay, 'twas time to breath.
Oh, Joanna, I should ha' told thee news: 
I saw Piracquo lately. 
BEATRICE [Aside] 	That's ill news. 
VERMANDERO: 	He's hot preparing for this day of triumph; 
Thou must be a bride within this sevennight. 
ALSEMERO [Aside] Ha! 
BEATRICE: 	Nay, good sir, be not so violent; with speed 
I cannot render satisfaction 
Unto the dear companion of my soul, 
Virginity, whom I thus long have liv'd with, 
And part with it so rude and suddenly, 
Can such friends divide never to meet again 
Without a solemn farewell? 
VERMANDERO: 	Tush, tush, there's a toy. 
ALSEMERO [Aside] 	I must now part, and never meet again 
With any joy on earth.—
Sir, your pardon, 
My affairs call on me. 
VERMANDERO: 	How, sir? By no means;
Not chang'd so soon, I hope? You must see my castle 
And her best entertainment ere we part; 
I shall think myself unkindly us'd else. 
Come, come, let's on; I had good hope your stay 
Had been a while with us in Alicant; 
I might have bid you to my daughter's wedding. 
ALSEMERO [Aside]	 He means to feast me, and poisons me beforehand.—
 I should be dearly glad to be there, sir, 
Did my occasions suit as I could wish. 
BEATRICE : 	I shall be sorry if you be not there 
When it is done, sir, but not so suddenly. 
VERMANDERO: 	I tell you, sir, the gentleman's complete, 
A courtier and a gallant, enrich'd 
With many fair and noble ornaments; 
I would not change him for a son-in-law 
For any he in Spain, the proudest he, 
And we have great ones, that you know. 
ALSEMERO:	He's much 
Bound to you, sir. 
VERMANDERO: 	He shall be bound to me, 
As fast as this tie can hold him; I'll want 
My will else. 
BEATRICE [Aside] 	I shall want mine if you do it. 
VERMANDERO: 	But come, by the way I'll tell you more of him. 
ALSEMERO [Aside] 	How shall I dare to venture in his castle 
When he discharges murderers at the gate? 
But I must on, for back I cannot go. 
BEATRICE [Aside] 	Not this serpent gone yet? 
VERMANDERO: 	Look, girl, thy glove's fall'n; 
Stay, stay, Deflores, help a little. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]DEFLORES 		Here, lady. 
[He hands Beatrice her glove.] 
BEATRICE: 	Mischief on your officious forwardness; 
Who bade you stoop? They touch my hand no more: 
There, for t'other's sake I part with this; 
Take 'em and draw thine own skin off with 'em. 
Exeunt. [Manet Deflores.] 
DEFLORES: 	Here's a favour come with a mischief: now 
I know she had rather wear my pelt tann'd 
In a pair of dancing pumps than I should 
Thrust my fingers into her sockets here. 
I know she hates me, yet cannot choose but love her: 
No matter, if but to vex her, I'll haunt her still; 
Though I get nothing else, I'll have my will. 
Exit. 
FULL TEXT: http://www.tech.org/~cleary/change.html 
