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Romeo and Juliet by William Shakespeare 
 
MERCUTIO:  
 
O, then I see Queen Mab hath been with you. 
She is the fairies' midwife, and she comes 
In shape no bigger than an agate stone 
On the forefinger of an alderman, 
Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Over men's noses as they lie asleep; 
And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers' brains, and then they dream of love; 
O'er courtiers' knees, that dream on curtsies straight; 
O'er lawyers' fingers, who straight dream on fees; 
Sometimes she driveth o'er a soldier's neck, 
And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 
Of breaches, ambuscadoes, Spanish blades, 
Of healths five fathom deep; and then anon 
Drums in his ear, at which he starts and wakes, 
And being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab 
That plats the manes of horses in the night 
And bakes the elflocks in foul sluttish hairs, 
Which once untangled much misfortune bodes. 
This is she! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are Dead by Tom Stoppard 
 
ROSENCRANTZ: 
  
Do you ever think of yourself as actually dead, lying in a box with the lid on it? 
Nor do I really. Silly to be depressed by it. I mean, one thinks of it like being 
alive in a box. One keeps forgetting to take into account that one is dead. Which 
should make all the difference. Shouldn't it? I mean, you’d never know you were 
in a box would you? It would be just like you were asleep in a box. Not that I’d 
like to sleep in a box, mind you. Not without any air. You'd wake up dead for a 
start and then where would you be? In a box. That's the bit I don't like, frankly. 
That’s why I don’t think of it. Because you'd be helpless wouldn't you? Stuffed in 
a box like that. I mean, you'd be in there forever. Even taking into account the 
fact that you're dead. It isn't a pleasant thought. Especially if you're dead, really. 
Ask yourself: if I asked you straight off I'm going to stuff you in this box now – 
would you rather to be alive or dead? Naturally you’d prefer to be alive. Life in a 
box is better than no life at all. I expect. You'd have a chance at least. You could 
lie there thinking, well, at least I’m not dead. In a minute, somebody’s going to 
bang on the lid and tell me to come out. (knocks) "Hey you! What's your name? 
Come out of there!" It’s easy to be depressed by it. I wouldn’t think about it if I 
were you. 
 
 
  



The Matchmaker by Thornton Wilder 

CORNELIUS:  

Isn't the world full of wonderful things. There we sit cooped up in Yonkers for 
years and years and all the time wonderful people like Mrs Molloy are walking 
around in New York and we don't know them at all. I don't know whether - from 
where you're sitting - you can see - well, for instance, the way her eye and 
forehead and cheek come together, up here. Can you? And the kind of fireworks 
that shoot out of her eyes all the time. I tell you right now: a fine woman is the 
greatest work of God. You can talk all you like about Niagara Falls and the 
Pyramids; they aren't in it at all. Of course, up there at Yonkers they came into 
the store all the time, and bought this and that, and I said "Yes, ma'am", and 
"That'll be seventy-five cents, ma'am"; and I watched them. But today I've talked 
to one, equal to equal, equal to equal, and to the finest one that ever existed, in 
my opinion. They're so different from men! Everything that they say and do is so 
different that you feel like laughing all the time. Golly, they're different from men. 
And they're awfully mysterious, too. You never can be really sure what's going 
on in their heads. They have a kind of wall around them all the time - of pride 
and a sort of play-acting: I bet you could know a woman a hundred years 
without ever being really sure whether she liked you or not. This minute I'm in 
danger. I'm in danger of losing my job and my future and everything that people 
think is important; but I don't care. Even if I have to dig ditches for the rest of my 
life, I'll be a ditch-digger who once had a wonderful day.  

 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  



Hoods by Angela Betzien  
  
HOODS: 
 
A suburban train station.  
Above us the constellations spin and burn 
No tickets for we are ghosts of past present and future 
We sew the sutures of time 
We are the game players 
Controllers of fast forward 
pause and rewind 
 
Express train Karrakatta to Midland 
We board the loneliest carriage. 
An old man mutters madness into his multiple chins 
Raving repent repent or burn for your sins 

 
Train shunts through the dark 
slows to a snail’s pace past pylons thick with tagging 
then speeds up screaming along its sharp silver splints.  
Lights flicker on and off 
breath stops. For a second time 
is suspended. 
 
Midland station train’s termination 
Midnight. 
Hands in pockets heads down 
Hoods alight and take flight. Burrow under the steely defence 
of the fence. Spring over narrowly escaping the hungry teeth 
of barbed wire 
keeping junk from wandering 
Hoods like us from trespassing this wrecking 
yard. 
We catch our breath 
let the lungs in our chests rest. 
This cemetery of stories 
this mortuary of memory 
where the rusted carcasses  
of cars all commemorate a story. 
 
What mechanical corpse have we crawled 
in? 
It’s a rusty four door Commodore. 
 
Exploring the car.   
 
Now 
It’s time. 
Let this Commodore speak more. Load game. 
 
Sit in the car, ready to play. 
 

Play game. 



Lockie Leonard, Human Torpedo by Paige Gibbs 
 
LOCKIE:  
 
I held the wooden handle and tried not to piddle myself. Some kid on the bank 
shouted – “Let’s see if the swamp rat can float.” Swamp rat? It was the house they 
were talking about. How did they know where I lived? Unless someone told them. 
Vicki… And I am off! Well, my arms were, the rest of me took a moment to catch up. 
It was like riding two skateboards behind a bus with your arms caught in the pram 
rack. Arrrrghhhh! The boat started zigging and zagging and to my amazement I 
stayed with it! I even went out wide and shot across the wake – I was absolutely 
hooning along. We turned and I went round, swinging like a rusty gate, until I was 
heading back towards the crowd. I could hear them now – those dorky – tightbum, 
rich kids, sitting on their Mum and Dad’s Merc’s and BMWs. Swamp rat! Well, they 
hadn’t got a laugh out of my skiing yet! Oh oh! Whoooaaa! My left leg decided to go 
left but the right had other ideas. The rest of me settled on hitting the water like a 
meat pie dropping from a balcony. Splat! I forgot to close my mouth and, boring 
along underwater, I realised I was still holding onto the rope – Lockie Leonard, 
Human Torpedo. They were cacking themselves when a I struggled ashore, all those 
rich kids and their stuck up parents, laughing at me as I crawled up the bank – and 
there was Vicki, right in the middle, laughing the loudest. What else had she told 
them? They were killing themselves, alright… till I vomited on the first person I came 
to! 
 
 
 
 
 
 


