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FROM THE PLAYHOUSE 
 
 

QUINN – Terrified, overwhelmed, highly strung. 

RICHARD BURBAGE - Famous Shakespearean actor.  

HIGGINS - Burbage’s Manservant.  

 
Quinn has found herself separated from her friends, backstage in the tiring house at the 
Globe Theatre in 1599. She is beside herself with panic.  
  
QUINN.  “Try this costume on”, they said. “We won’t get in trouble”, they said. But I told 
them, and now look at me. Look at me!  
  

(Suddenly Burbage and his manservant, Higgins enter. Quinn squeaks in despair and 
ducks behind a costume rack) 

  
BURBAGE.  Where is my dresser? I swear, Higgins, if she is off galivanting with the usher 
boy again, I’ll tan her hide.  
  
HIGGINS.  As well you should, Lord Burbage, I wouldn’t trust that girl as far as I can throw 
her. Incompetent. I don’t know why you keep her around. 
  
QUINN.  (overwhelmed) Oh my gosh, oh my gosh! 
  

(Quinn rushes to a rack of costumes, starts rifling through the tags) 
  
QUINN.  Burbage, Burbage where are you. (locates the right costume) Here! Here it is! 
Breathe Quinn, breathe! 
  
HIGGINS.  Oh, here she is, M’Lord. You! Girl. I hope you aren’t going to keep Lord 
Burbage waiting again!  
  

(Quinn turns, fake smile plastered on her face, holding a costume out) 
  
QUINN.  (Cockney accent). Not at all, ‘iggins. Here you are me lord, all ready for ya.  
  
BURBAGE.  Stupid girl, you know that I must be made up before I adorn my costume. 
  

(He plonks himself down at the makeup chair) 
  
QUINN.  Yes, yes, of course, silly me. 
  

(She puts costume aside and grabs white face paint and starts smearing it thickly on 
Burbage’s face)  

  
HIGGINS.  Cheeks, girl. Rouge them, and hurry up about it! 
  
QUINN.  (brush in hand) Cheeks. Yes, a little bit ‘ere and a little more there. 
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BURBAGE.  How do I look, Higgins? 
  
HIGGINS.  Very handsome, sir.  
  
BURBAGE.  Obviously, man!... I am referring to the girl’s efforts. 
  
HIGGINS.  Yes, well… Surprisingly, good sire. 
  
QUINN.  I’ve been watching loads of Tik Tok’s on even application and contouring 
techniques. And this pan-stick works surprisingly well on your combination, pox marked 
skin, M’Lord. Just fills in the gaps like polly filler… And done.  
  
BURBAGE.  (sticks out his hand) Looking glass. 
  

(Quinn scrambles to pick up a hand-held mirror and hands it to him, he inspects his 
face closely) 

  
BURBAGE.  Yes, yes, I see what you mean. My nose looks much slimmer… And my 
jawline. Impressive, I must say. 
  
HIGGINS.  (bitter) Hmm…Surprisingly impressive.  
  

(Quinn makes a show of brushing Burbage down. She turns to grab his costume coat 
and holds it out, ready for him to slip into. He stands and does so) 

  
QUINN.  Your jacket, M’Lord.  
  
BURBAGE.  I must say, I have seen a marked improvement in your work, Miss Quinn.  
  
QUINN.  Well, thank you, M’Lord. I try. (smiles sweetly)  
  
HIGGINS.  Hmph! Just make sure that you are ready for the next change after scene four. 
  
QUINN.  The next change? Oh yes, of course. I’m already ready.  
  

(Burbage and Higgins sweep out. Quinn collapses into the chair, relieved and 
overwhelmed)  
  
QUINN.  Next change? Next change. Sweet Mary, mother of Joseph. (bellows) Miranda!  
  
 
Blackout 
 
 
Want to read the rest of THE PLAYHOUSE? Read the whole perusal script via this 
link https://www.kristendoherty.com.au/the-playhouse 
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