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SETTING: 

A Shakespearean Apothecary's Chambers. Early Morning. 

DRAMMATIS PERSONNAE: 

Larry.................A Shakespearean Apothecary. Male, middle aged, balding. A little 
hunched but with a  twinkle in his eye and a dash of playful arrogance.  

Friar.......................Friar Lawrence from Romeo and Juliet. A bit of a bumbler. Think 
Oliver Hardy in a monk's robe and belt of rope. Excitable, nervous. Trying to be creative. 

Hamlet.............Male, 30's. Prince of Denmark. Handsome in his puffy white shirt 
and black leggings. Caught up in his own melodrama. An actor whose facade is cracking. 
A desperate buffoon.  

Fool...............The "all licenced fool" from King Lear. Male. Any age. Intelligent. A tad 
malevolent. Cocky with a needy streak. Perhaps a fool's cap and some bells. 

(The lights come up on an apothecary's chamber. Bottles and beakers and books on 
shelves in disarray. A work bench. A scull.  Things floating in formaldehyde. A heavy 
door creaks open revealing Larry, an apothecary. He shuffles in, closes the door. He 
sets down his keys and puts on a stained and rumpled Elizabethan lab coat of some 
sort. He starts to sit down, notices the audience, and speaks:) 

LARRY 
Perhaps you wonder, gentle friends, 
At what the sight of me portends. 
My balding head, my worker's smock, 
My curléd spine, my dowager's walk, 
My wizened brow and twinkly gaze 
Reveal not how I spend my days. 
A harmless merchant you surmise 
Perhaps a tinker, or maker of pies. 
A notary public or some such sort. 
A gentle soul of little import. 



Just another of the teaming horde  
That ply their wares for room and board. 
Though first impressions are often correct 
There's something about me you don't detect. 
A craft, a knowledge, an expertise 
A mastership if you please. 
For when it comes to elixirs, ointments and potions- 
Everything from herbal teas to hand lotions, 
Medicines of nearly every description 
I can provide with a full prescription.  
Yes, you may laugh or scoff or sneer 
But beneath this rumpled, wrinkled veneer 
Beats the heart of a man well versed in healing 
Who has a cure for whatever you're feeling.  
Be it cramps or pains or even gout 
I have something that- without a doubt 
Will ease the pain and stop the swelling 
And even keep your feet from smelling. 
I'm a kind of Doctor, if you will. 
A pharmacist of consummate skill. 
Well versed in all the alchemical arts 
And well respected 'round these parts. 
Whatever your symptoms, however scary 
I am your humble Apothecary. 
(bows.) 
That is my calling, my vocation, my trade. 
The only role I've ever played. 
Waiting in the wings with my  tinctures to anoint 
When needed for a quick cure or a plot point. 
Never spoken of by name- which happens to be Larry. 
I am your humble apothecary. 

(There comes a knocking at the door.) 

FRIAR 
What ho! Apothecary! Are you within? 

LARRY 
And with that, my day begins. 

(He goes to unlock the door to his chamber.) 

It's five AM. Why would I be gone? 

(More knocking,) 



Wait just a moment, keep your shirt on. 

FRIAR 
Open the door, this is a matter of great import. 
I wouldn't be here if it wasn't a last resort. 

LARRY 
(Aside:) 
This has happened so many times I don't even keep track 
But it's nice to be needed, even if it is at dawn's crack. 

(He opens the door and the Friar enters, clearly upset.) 

Come in, come in. Close the door behind you. 
My neighbors are sleeping I don't need to remind you. 

FRIAR  
Blessings upon you. I'm glad you are here. 

LARRY 
Where else would I be?  

FRIAR  
Oh dear oh dear! 

LARRY  
Calm yourself, sir. You'll have a conniption. 
Are you not a man of the cloth? You fit the description.  

FRIAR  
If I said I were not you could call me a liar 
But in truth I am indeed a humble Friar. 

LARRY 
And I a humble Apothecary by trade. 
Enough with introductions, let's hear your tirade. 

FRIAR  
Apothecary, I need your assistance. I'll be brief.  
I've hatched a plan to bring relief 
To two young lovers in a fix. 
To your mortar and pestle! Make a mix 
Of some leprous distillment and sleeping pill 
That will counterfeit death and, if you will 
Allow, with your sweet remedy, 
These two lovers to escape the tragedy 



Of being with whom they abhor forever knit 
And instead be with each other and get on with it. 

LARRY 
What is their plan? It sounds quite arcane. 

FRIAR  
It's really quite simple. Let me explain. 
One's a Montague. The other a Capulet. 
-Oh I wish to God they'd never met. 
But love found a way and it's plain to see 
You should never give a girl a bedroom with a balcony. 
For this young boy, Romeo by name, 
For reasons that only God can explain 
Or perhaps the Devil or perhaps even Cupid-  
Regardless, he woo'd her with words and so stupid 
Is young love when it comes to foresight 
That they wish to elope within the fortnight. 

LARRY 
Why can't they? What's keeping them? "Why not" I say. 
You can perform the ceremony and get on with the play. 

FRIAR  
If only it were so easy my brother. 
Fact is, the girl is promised to another. 
A gawky youth by the name of Paris 
I'd describe him more but don't wish to embarrass 
You with inconsequential details and facts. 
(I suspect he's not half as dumb as he acts.) 
So what I need, my confidant, my friend 
Is a vial of sauce that makes it look like the end 
For the person who lets it pass through their lips 
But in fact is not fatal and actually equips  
The imbiber with an alibi and a way to deceive  
Each and every witness that they may believe  
The person is dead and shuffled off this mortal coil. 
I'm convinced this plan will work and indeed foil 
Lord Capulet's cruel and heartless design  
To take his poor daughter and then consign  
Her to a lifetime of marital sadness. 

LARRY  
Your plan is quite brilliant yet borders on madness. 
I would have not thought a friar could plot so deviously. 
I'm intrigued and as I may have mentioned previously 



My knowledge of poisons is unparalleled. 
Your situation is as desperate as the plot it's compelled. 
Your request is a challenge: Make the patient look as though killed. 
Hmm. Come back in an hour. I'll have the prescription filled. 
Mind you- such a potion's quite hazardous. 
But this girl will revive just like a Lazarus 
To escape the slavery of an unhappy life 
And elope with this Romeo and be his wife! 

FRIAR  
Thank you, my friend. I am forever in your debt. 

LARRY 
Your friendship is priceless, I thank you ...and yet 
I must mention there is the matter of my fee. 

FRIAR 
And pay you I shall. Let me see, let me see. 

(He pads his cassock, looking for money. Gives up.) 

Alas, without coin I left the rectory like a rabbit. 

LARRY 
Not a cent? 

FRIAR  
There's nary a pocket in this here habit. 
But trust me when I return for the goods 
I should have your full compensation, knock on wood...s. 

LARRY 
Your faith in yourself's something I wish that I shared 
Come back in an hour and we'll see how you fared. 
Now off you go now and return with the cash 
Else your erstwhile young lovers may do something rash. 

FRIAR  
But- 

LARRY 
Enough now please go. Enough with the talking. 

(There's a knocking at the door.) 

I've another customer. Can't you hear that knocking? 



FRIAR  
Of course. I take my leave without further ado. 

(The Friar exits. Hamlet enters, distraught.) 

LARRY 
I thought he'd never leave. How can I help you? 

HAMLET 
Apothecary, I'm desperate. I'll soon be in a duel. 

LARRY 
I'm an apothecary not a swordsmith- 

HAMLET 
Take you me for a fool?  
Have I the look of one who will risk  
His life when the simple flick of the wrist 
Of a gifted swordsman with a sharpened blade 
Could send me directly to the place beyond aid 
That undiscovered country from whose bourne  
No traveler returns, puzzles the will  
And makes us rather bear those ills we have than fly to others that we know not of? 

LARRY 
That didn't rhyme. 

HAMLET 
It would have, but I don't have the time. 
You see Denmark is in a rotten state. 
Next week I have a duel and make no mistake 
My reputation with a sword exceeds my ability 
My hope of victory is an exercise in futility.  
Therefore I have come for some sort of tincture 
To anoint my sword point and the fatal mixture 
Shall so course through the veins that even one scratch 
Shall vanquish my opponent and I'll win the match. 

LARRY 
But why fight at all? Why not just run? 
Who's your opponent? 

HAMLET  
Polonius's son. 



(Suddenly very dramatic and Hamlet-y:) 

It started quite simply. An experiment. A lark. 
A play within a play by the Prince of Denmark. 
You see, methought "The plays the thing 
Wherein I'll catch the conscience of the King". 
But through the course of the play all was explicated. 
My uncle killed my father to marry my mother- it's complicated. 
And now I find myself at your door step 
With nothing but the hope to intercept 
The reaper's scythe with some envenomed steel. 
I believe in sportsmanship, sure. But I feel 
Your Hypocratic oath dictates you must hear my plea. 
I don't do fencing, just the odd soliloquy. 
You see, rapier practice I haven't done much. 
And I hoped with your help that with even one touch 
I could vanquish Laertes and I'll tell you what's more 
After that I'll take Ophelia and leave Elsinore. 

LARRY 
(Applauding.) 
Well done young man. You put the ham in Ham-let. 
A pretty speech well spoken. I'd like to help you and yet 
I'm afraid your opponent came by Tuesday last 
And took my last drop. 

HAMLET  
My god! I'm aghast! 

LARRY 
Don't be. These things have a way of ironing out.  
You'll be well remembered- of that there's no doubt. 

(There's a knocking at the door.) 

Now if you'll excuse me- there's another customer's knock. 
I'm sure there's a fourth wall somewhere that needs a talk. 
Off you go, Bon voyage, Arrivaderchi. 

HAMLET  
Laertes bought poison? My god! How dare he? 

LARRY 
Don't dwell on it. These thoughts only bring indigestion. 

HAMLET  



Like to be or not to be? 

LARRY  
That is the question. 

(There's more knocking at the door.) 

Now if you'll excuse me there's one at the door. 
Off you go back to Denmark, you may yet catch Act Four. 

(Hamlet exits with a dramatic flourish and the Fool enters.) 

FOOL 
What kept you so long? I've been knocking for minutes. 
Even the lowliest jester does have his limits. 

LARRY 
I was busy with a customer. Forgive the delay. 
Prithee, do tell me: How can I help you today? 

FOOL  
I've travelled far, having heard of your expertise. 
I'm hoping you can help me please. 
You see by my motley how I'm employed. 
I'm a fool, a jester and have enjoyed  
Considerable success in the service of Prince Lear. 

LARRY 
Never heard of him. 

FOOL 
You will. Someday he'll be King I fear. 

LARRY 
Why fear you such outcome? It would raise your estate. 

FOOL  
Well, I'm not getting any younger. I have a bad prostrate.  

LARRY 
I have something for that. Here let me see- 

FOOL 
I'm afraid you're mistaken. I'm not here for me. 
You see, we fools are a mischievous sort. 
Sure, I do the odd pratfall or witty retort 



But I long to do something besides the juggling of balls. 
I want to do something that takes real balls. 

LARRY 
You can't rhyme a word with the same word. 

FOOL 
Fools make their own rules. Don't be absurd. 
The fact is I've come up with an ingenious plan. 
Pray you hear it and provide me such drugs as you can. 
I need some droplets I can slip in his cup 
Or powder I can sprinkle when he doth sup. 
Just the smallest dosage- nothing drastic at this stage. 
I don't want it to take effect until he's of age. 
A gradual unraveling is what I'm looking for. 
Oh how my bells jingle when I think what's in store! 
"The Fool's Revenge" they'll call it when it is done. 
Better than juggling and twice as much fun. 
This prank I propose is of course one quite subtle 
If done well he won't notice it- but he'll 
Find as he ascends from a Prince to a King- 
(And as his mind begins to unhinge) 
And he goes from being the former to the latter 
He'll find he's becoming as mad as a hatter! 
And meanwhile I'll watch him and giggle with glee 
My prank a fool's master stroke! -and done secretly. 

LARRY 
Fool, you surprise me. I'd have not thought you such a villain. 
(Aside:) 
Who would think that a jester could be so Machiavellian. 
(Back to the Fool:) 
-But I'm willing to silence my conscience's qualms. 
That is, if you supply me with the necessary alms 
To make your nefarious plot worthwhile  
For this humble apothecary to live in a style 
Befitting a member of the medical class. 
I have just the mixture that's right for this task. 
If you have enough ducats I'll supply what you need. 
I like long vacations and plenty of mead. 
So dig deep in those pockets and fill my coffeurs 
And then return for the prescription in a couple of hourers. 

(The fool produces a small leather pouch. It jingles in his hand.) 

FOOL 



This bag of gold I've been saving just for this purpose. 
May it buy your silence as well- if something should surface 
To reveal my scheme all would be for naught. 
Here. Take it. Take it. It's all that I've got. 

LARRY 
(Taking the pouch from him:) 
A worthy sum indeed. I can tell by the heft of it. 
Off you go. I've much to do on this day or what's left of it. 
Return after noon and rap twice on my door. 
Now hence! Be gone with not one word more. 

(The Fool exits, bowing profusely. Larry closes the door and turns downstage, 
addressing the audience.) 

Perhaps you wonder, gentle friends 
If this is how the story ends. 
In fact this tale is unending. 
To think otherwise is just pretending. 
There will always be apothecaries among us 
My descendants are the ones that sponge us 
For fees for the elixirs that we pay for at Kaiser 
Or the diagnosees that leave us none the wiser. 
As long as there are humans and they have ailments 
They'll be those who promise to bring quick curtailment 
To the pain or the bother or even the disease 
With a pill or suppository if you please. 
With some gel or ointment or other bromide. 
You can run, dear friends, but you cannot hide 
From the doctor, the druggist, the apothecary. 
May name is Lawrence. But you can call me Larry. 

(He exits, closing the door behind him. Blackout.) 

END OF PLAY 


