Сценарій заходу до 450 річниці з дня народження Шекспіра

Звучить сонети. В залі темно, висвічується портрет Шекспіра.
Why is my verse
Why is my verse so barren of new pride, 
So far from variation or quick change? 
Why with the time do I not glance aside 
To new-found methods and to compounds strange?
Why write I still all one, ever the same, 
And keep invention in a noted weed, 
That every word doth almost tell my name, 
Showing their birth, and where they did prоceed?
O! Know, sweet love, I always write of you, 
And you and love are still my argument;
So all my best is dressing old words new, 
Spending again what is already spent:
For as the sun is daily new and old, 
So is my love still telling what is told.
Sonnet 102 My love is strengthened

My love is strengthen'd, though more weak in seeming;
I love not less, though less the show appear:
That love is merchandized whose rich esteeming
The owner's tongue doth publish every where.
Our love was new and then but in the spring
When I was wont to greet it with my lays,
As Philomel in summer's front doth sing
And stops her pipe in growth of riper days:
Not that the summer is less pleasant now
Than when her mournful hymns did hush the night,
But that wild music burthens every bough
And sweets grown common lose their dear delight.
Therefore like her I sometime hold my tongue,
Because I would not dull you with my song.

Sonnet 28 How can I then return in happy plight

How can I then return in happy plight,
That am debarr'd the benefit of rest?
When day's oppression is not eased by night,
But day by night, and night by day, oppress'd?
And each, though enemies to either's reign,
Do in consent shake hands to torture me;
The one by toil, the other to complain
How far I toil, still farther off from thee.
I tell the day, to please them thou art bright
And dost him grace when clouds do blot the heaven:
So flatter I the swart-complexion'd night,
When sparkling stars twire not thou gild'st the even.
But day doth daily draw my sorrows longer
And night doth nightly make grief's strength seem stronger
Sonnet 13 O that you were yourself, but love you are

O, that you were yourself! but, love, you are
No longer yours than you yourself here live:
Against this coming end you should prepare,
And your sweet semblance to some other give.
So should that beauty which you hold in lease
Find no determination: then you were
Yourself again after yourself's decease,
When your sweet issue your sweet form should bear.
Who lets so fair a house fall to decay,
Which husbandry in honour might uphold
Against the stormy gusts of winter's day
And barren rage of death's eternal cold?
O, none but unthrifts! Dear my love, you know
You had a father: let your son say so. 
Child 1: William Shakespeare is one of the greatest and most famous writers in the world. He was born in 1564  in Stratford-on-Avon. And today’s holiday is devoted to his 450th anniversary. 

Child 2: 450 years have passed but the name of Shakespeare is known all over the world. The last half of the 16th and the beginning of the 17th centuries are known as the Golden Age of English Renaissance and sometimes are called “The Age of Shakespeare”.

Child 3: We want to make a present on occasion of his anniversary. Hundreds of years he hasn’t seen the earth. Today we let him visit the modern world on the day of his birth.
Statue 1,2,3,4: Shakespeare, he is here. Shakespeare, he is near. We hear, we hear it clear.

Shakespeare is hear… 

(Shakespeare enters). 

Shakespeare:My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun;
Coral is far more red than her lips' red;
If snow be white, why then her breasts are dun;
If hairs be wires, black wires grow on her head.
I have seen roses damask'd, red and white,
But no such roses see I in her cheeks;
And in some perfumes is there more delight
Than in the breath that from my mistress reeks.
I love to hear her speak, yet well I know
That music hath a far more pleasing sound;
I grant I never saw a goddess go;
My mistress, when she walks, treads on the ground:
And yet, by heaven, I think my love as rare
As any she belied with false compare. 

· . We know what we are, but we know not; what we may be…  My spirit has been living  among people all these years. On occasion of my anniversary I have a present - to see how people and traditions have changed. I wish I could live and write again for new generations about modern life and problems.
Child 1:You are a great poet, but not the only one;

 a great dramatist, but not the only one;

 you are a learned man but not the only one.

 And still you are the greatest of the great, because you are “for all time”;

 because you were very much of your own age.

Shakespeare: Thank you, I am touched. But where should I go? So many years have passed. Nobody must remember me.

Child 2: Oh, you are mistaken. We have found many places in the world for you to visit and one of them is Brovary School Nr. 5. Children remember you there, celebrate your anniversary. Just watch how much they know about you. (Shakespeare quiz)

.(Children with a cake enter)

Child 3: Happy birthday, Shakespeare. Before your leaving, blow the candles and say what you wish for.

Shakespeare: It’s such a pleasure to be here as if I am alive, as if I didn’t die. I wish for rewriting my plays, for making them close to your life. I want to see with my eyes how much have the time and people changed.(blowing)

scene 1. Romeo’s home

Romeo: At last my dream will come true … I’ll marry my beloved, my sweetheart, my Juliet. And today I’ll say goodbye to my bachelorhood. My stag party is about to start. Where are the guys, I wonder!

Hamlet: Hey, dude! How are things? [shaking hands, greeting]

R.: Hi, Hamlet! Not so bad! But something’s wrong with you! You look so strange!

H.: As usual, you know, a great depression has overtaken me again. 

R.: Oh, man, relax, I beg! It’s me, who must be nervous.

[Othello enters the stage]

Othello: Hi, guys! I see that everybody’s here. I’m happy to see all of you.

H.: Othello! Oh my God, is that you? When did you come back from prison?

Oth.: An hour ago. At once decided I to pay a visit to my dearest friend Romeo [hugging, shaking hands]

R.: Oh dear! Glad to see you guys! Let’s have a seat and talk a little.

[sitting]

H.: So, let’s get started [rubbing hands]

R.: Hey! Don’t be in a hurry! Sir Lear is on his way right here.

H.: What sort of guy is he?

Oth.: A former deputy, accused of corruption, gone bankrupt in the end.

King Lear: Hello to everyone! Have I been late? Has party already began?

R.: Oh no! You’re just on time. And now we may start. Come on!

[a song or a dance]

[guys sit at the table and start talking]

H.: Well, tell the secret, my Romeo, how could you fall in love so quickly?

R.: [standing up] Oh, God, it was the greatest moment in my life. It happened at the disco party...

[scene 2: disco party] 

ROMEO  If I profane with my unworthiest hand
This holy shrine, the gentle sin is this:
My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand
To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss.

JULIET  Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too much,
Which mannerly devotion shows in this,
For saints have hands that pilgrims' hands do touch,
And palm to palm is holy palmers' kiss.
Have not saints lips, and holy palmers too?
ROMEO 
O, then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do.
JULIET 
Then have my lips the sin that they have took.
ROMEO 
Sin from your lips? O trespass sweetly urged!
Give me my sin again.
GIRL
Madam, your mother craves a word with you.
(JULIET moves away)

Yes,Mum. I will be soon at home. Give an hour…half an hour…please…
ROMEO  What is her mother? 
                 Who is her mother?
GIRLBe careful,   
          Her mother is a strict and demanding professor,
          And a good lady, and a wise and virtuous.
ROMEO 
   (aside) Is she a Capulet?
O dear account! My life is ruined
JULIET Come hear, dear. What is young gentleman?
                 You asked his name?—If he be married.
                My grave is like to be my wedding bed.
GIRL 
His name is Romeo, and a Montague.
JULIET (aside) My only love sprung from my only hate!
                           Too early seen unknown, and known too late!
                            Prodigious birth of love it is to me,
                             That I must love a loathèd enemy.
(Romeo and Juliet dance)

[scene 3: at Romeo’s]

Oth.: That is great! My love began the same, but finished in the tragedy. I was too nervous and too jealous and lost my temper at the end. It hurts so much when I recall all that…

[scene 4: Othello and Desdemona]


Oth. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul;
Let me not name it to you, you chaste stars! 
It is the cause. Yet I'll not shed her blood, 
Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow, 
And smooth as monumental alabaster. 
Yet she must die, else she'll betray more men. 
Des. Who's there? Othello? 
Oth. Yes, Desdemona. 
Des. Will you come to bed, my lord? 
Oth. Have you pray'd to-night, Desdemona? 
Des. Yes, my lord. 
Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime 
Unreconcil'd as yet to heaven and grace, 
Solicit for it straight. 
Des. Alas! my lord, what may you mean by that? 
Oth. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by:
I would not kill thy unprepared spirit;
No; heaven forfend! I would not kill thy soul. 
Des. Talk you of killing? 
Oth. Yes, I do. 
Des. Then heaven 
Have mercy on me!
Oth. Amen! with all my heart. 
Des. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me.
Des. What's the matter?
Oth. That love massage in your phone
You sent  to Cassio.
Des. No, by my life and soul! 
Oth. By heaven, I read this massage word by word. You have betrayed me!
Des. How could you find the password to my phone?; I never written it to him. Send for him hither;
Let him confess a truth.
Oth. He has confess'd. 
Des. What, my lord?
Oth. That he has used you.
Des. How? unlawfully?
Oth. Yes.
Des. He will not say so.
Oth. No; his mouth is stopped:
Honest Iago has taken order for it 
Des. O! my fear interprets. What! is he  dead?
Oth. Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge  Had stomach for them all.
Des. Alas! he is betray'd and I undone. 
Oth. Out, strumpet! Weep'st thou for him to  my face?
Des. O! banish me, my lord, but kill me not!
Oth. Down, strumpet!
Des. Kill me to-morrow; let me live to-night!
Oth. Nay, if you strive,— 
Des. But half an hour!
Oth. Being done, there is no pause.
Des. But while I say one prayer!
Oth. It is too late. [He smothers her].
[scene 5: at Romeo’s]

Oth.: And That’s why I was in prison. That’s awful, I confess! But dear Hamlet, have you seen yourself? You look like real ghost.

H.: Do not pronounce that word! Cause it reminds me my poor father…ahhh…my mother has betrayed him…and all of us…

[scene 6: Hamlet]

HAMLET To be, or not to be: that is the question: 
 
Whether it is nobler in the mind to suffer 
           The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, 
           Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 
And by opposing end them? To die: to sleep;
No more; and, by a sleep to say we end 
The heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks.
QUEEN GERTRUDE: Hamlet, my son
 HAMLET Now, mother, what's the matter?
QUEEN GERTRUDE Hamlet, you have your father much offended.
HAMLET Mother, you have my father much offended.
QUEEN GERTRUDE Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue.
HAMLET Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue.
QUEEN GERTRUDE Why, how now, Hamlet!
HAMLET What's the matter now?
QUEEN GERTRUDE Have you forgot me?
HAMLET No, by the rood, not so:
                  You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife;
                 And--would it were not so!--you are my mother.
QUEEN GERTRUDE:What will you do? You will not murder me?
HAMLET: I am not of your sort, mother.
QUEEN GERTRUDEO, what a rash and bloody deed is this!
HAMLET: A bloody deed! Almost as bad, good mother,
                As kill a king, and marry with his brother.

QUEEN GERTRUDE As kill a king!
HAMLET: Yes, lady, it was my word.
QUEEN GERTRUDE: You may suspect me, you may hate me, dear.

                                        I think it is the harvest of your addiction,

                                     the same product of your mad obsession, as the poor Ophelia’s death.
HAMLET: The fair Ophelia! Nymph, in your orisons 
                  Be all my sins remembered.
Hey, Lear! Why are you so sad? You always had success, but now…also love? Or something else?

L.: Oh no, my story’s even worse. I’ve got three daughters. Oh poor girls, I was not fair with them. We used to live in a luxurious house and we had everything we dreamt about…

(Irish dance)
[scene 8: King Lear]

Lear.
 Meantime we shall express our darker purpose. 

Give me the map there. Know we have divided 

In three our kingdom; and 'tis our fast intent 

To shake all cares and business from our age, 

Conferring them on younger strengths while we 

Unburthened crawl toward death. Tell me, my daughters 

Which of you shall I say doth love me most? 

That I my largest bounty may extend 

Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goneril, 

My eldest-born, speak first. 
Goneril. 
Sir, I love you more than words can wield the matter; 

Dearer than eyesight, space, and liberty; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare; 

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour; 

As much as child ever loved, or father found; 

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable. 

Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 
Cordelia.
 [aside] What shall Cordelia speak? Love, and be silent. 

Lear. 
Of all these bounds, even from this line to this, 

With shadowy forests and with champains riched, 

We make thee lady. - What says our second daughter, 

Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak. 

Regan.
 Sir, I am made 

Of the selfsame metal that my sister is, 

And prize me at her worth. In my true heart 

I find she names my very deed of love; 

Only she comes too short, that I profess 

Myself an enemy to all other joys 

Which the most precious square of sense possesses, 

And find I am alone felicitate 

In your dear Highness' love. 

Cordelia. 
[aside] Then poor Cordelia! 

And yet not so; since I am sure my love's 

More rich than my tongue. 

Lear. 
To thee and thine hereditary ever 

Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom, 

No less in space, validity, and pleasure 

Than that conferred on Goneril.- Now, our joy, 

Although the last, not least; what can you say to draw 

A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak. 

Cordelia. 
Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. 
Nothing? 

Cordelia
. Nothing. 

Lear.
 Nothing can come of nothing. Speak again. 

Cordelia. 
Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 

My heart into my mouth. I love your Majesty 

According to my bond; no more nor less. 

Lear. 
How, how, Cordelia? Mend your speech a little, 

Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cordelia. 
Good my lord, 

You have begot me, bred me, loved me; I 

Return those duties back as are right fit, 

Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 

Why have my sisters husbands, if they say 

They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed, 

That lord whose hand must take my plight, shall carry 

Half my love with him, half my care and duty. 

Sure I shall never marry like my sisters, 

To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes your heart with this? 

Cordelia. Yes, good my lord. 

Lear. So young, and so untender? 

Cordelia. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so! your truth then be your dower! 

Here I disclaim all my paternal care, 

Propinquity and property of blood, 

And as a stranger to my heart and me 

Hold you from this forever. 

Song (Sonnet 40 Take all my loves)
Take all my loves, my love, my love; yea, take them all.

What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?

No love, my love, that thou, that thou mayst true love call.

All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.

Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

I cannot blame thee, for my love, my love thou usest.

But yet be blamed, if thou, if thou thyself deceivest

By wilful taste of what thyself refusest.

I do forgive thy robb'ry, robb'ry, gentle thief,

Although thou steal thee all my poverty;

And yet love knows it is, it is a greater grief

To bear love’s wrong than hate’s known, than hate’s known  injury.

  Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows, well shows

  Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes in whom all ill well shows.

        Kill me with spites; yet we must not be foes

       Take all my loves, my love; yea, take them all.

       What hast thou then more than thou hadst before?

       No love, my love, that thou mayst true love call.

       All mine was thine before thou hadst this more.

       Then if for my love thou my love receivest,

       I cannot blame thee, for my love.

Cordelia.
 How does my royal lord? How fares your Majesty? 

Lear. 
You do me wrong to take me out of the grave. 

Cordelia. Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. 
You are a spirit, I know. When did you die? 

Cordelia.
 O, look upon me, sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction over me. 

No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear. 
Pray, do not mock me. 

I am a very foolish fond old man, 

And, to deal plainly, 

I fear I am not in my perfect mind. 

 Do not laugh at me; 

For (as I am a man) I think this lady 

To be my child Cordelia. 

Cordelia.
 And so I am! I am! 

Lear. 
Be your tears wet? Yes, faith. I pray weep not. 

If you have poison for me, I will drink it. 

I thought you haven’t loved me; for your sisters 

Have, as I do remember, done me wrong. 

You have some cause, they have not. 

Cordelia. 
No cause, no cause. 

Lear. You must bear with me. 

          Pray you now, forget and forgive. I am old and foolish.

Cordelia:
Romeo:

Othello:
Hamlet:
Shakespeare:
(Song by Pugachova) 

(Sh. And angels go away, all the rest are bowing one by one)
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