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THIS WAS YOUR LIFE.

Set: two chairs centre stage, with teble. Camera facing.
Row of chairs(eight) back right. Amplifier back left.

Introductory music, followed by sustained applause, 2s loud

Ti\- as possibles Enter Compere through Door, Left, with large
'This Was Your Life' volume, Walks briskly to centre of
stage, all smiles, typical Eamon Andrews, TFaces camera,
Holds up hands for applause to stop:

;KO: Now good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and thank yow

/ very much, Welcome once again to another progremme of

lw_whis Was Your Life'., If only you viewers at home could
?see all the eager, smilihg faces in front of me now, yow

,uf M,_:}? would knkbw how expectant everyone is here to-night, for

‘ . one member of the audience has been chosen to be the Star
}Personality of this programme. Now (comes down amongst the

3audience) I wondex who it can be...

 Impromptu discussion on relative merits of audience with
them. TFollowed by camera, Looks around, doés not find
Shakespeare. Puzzled. Back to stage centre, :
Well, ladies and gentlemen, due to some unforeseen slip
among the orgenizers of this programme... R S
Commotion outside, interrupts signals from C. to cemeraman.
‘7ﬁ2.)Door bursts open, and S7 is pushed in, "~ Loud applause,
Cameraman holds card up to audience 'Applausef, §. stands
looking foolishly from side to side. €. takes him by the
hand, very happy. ° ‘

Well it seems we only just got him; but now he is here we
put both him and yow out of your ignorance, for William
Shakespeare, This Was Your Life.

-2 Tumultuous applause. C. leads S. over to chair centre.
: S. bewildered- various comments- *Who? Me? I'faith! But,
ete.' Both sity .

C: Yes, Williem Shakespeare, This Was Your Life. Now what

do you think about: that?

S: I'm at a loss for words, prithee., I mean, I've never used
& situation like this before. Nobody told me I
only ceme here for the course in Tragedy, after all, and I
had a2 lot of work to do, & Vacation Essay to write, 2 new
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play to finish...

C. cuts him off.

C: Well William, ha ha, er, I may call yow William?
§: Who?
c (unhearlng) this is a lot of ado about nothing, isn't it. Yow
will lose no labour by enjoging the next half-hour; for to-
night: we are going to relive your paste..

S. makes effort to leave, checked by Eamon, smiling glassily ot
the cemera,

Think of all your friends, united once again in the warmth of
this studio. Butt first, those basie facts which have provided
us with YQU:
Taped Voice: Born April 1564 in Stratford-on-Avom, son of John
and Mary Shakespeare. Educated 1571-7. Withdrawn from school
1577. December 1582 married Anne Hathaway and lived in a cottage,
Gave up teaching in Stratford for the London theatre in 1585,
There he produced meny pleys, and wrote some. Retired to Strat-
ford in 1611, where he died leaving a2 will,
C. turns back to S.
S: Yes, that's more or less correct, I think, Youtve left a lot
outi, you know,
C: Well, Will, we'll remedy that now. Here is the first voice
to remind you that This Was Your Life:
Voice L: (Mother). (a%mir1ngf§ydiilliam. How many times hewe T \e
told yeu to stop acting the silly-billy while doing yeur hi-

'Té(ﬂb homework—-yeur~spelling will never improve. (Oh, I feel
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silly).
She is cut off my Sshhes from outside, and by C. who turns to S.
C: Well, William, can you guess who that is?
3: Er...
C: It's not difficult. Someone who was very close to yow when
you were young. :
(slowly). It's not mother, by any chance, is it?
Yes indeed it is,
More applause, Enter Mrs.S. Meets S. Centre, Peer at each other,

Q
" "

i R 17




