Lady Mary Splatt

Meg:
What are you reading?

Petey:
Someone’s just had a baby.

Meg:
Oh, they haven’t! Who?

Petey:
Some girl.

Meg:
Who, Petey, who?

Petey:
I don’t think you’d know her.

Meg:
What’s her name?

Petey:
Lady Mary Splatt.

Meg:
I don’t know her.

Petey:
No.

Meg:
What is it?

Petey: (studying the paper). Er - a girl.  

Meg:
Not a boy?

Petey:
No.

Meg:
Oh, what a shame. I’d be sorry. I’d much rather have a little 

boy.

Petey:
A little girl’s all right.

Meg:
I’d much rather have a little boy.

Belle of the ball

Meg:
Wasn’t it a lovely party last night?

Petey:
I wasn’t there.

Meg:
Weren’t you?

Petey:
I came afterwards.

Meg:
Oh.

(Pause). 

It was a lovely party. I haven’t laughed so much for years. We had dancing and singing. and games. You should have been there.

Petey:
It was good, eh?

(Pause).

Meg:
I was the belle of the ball.

Petey:
Were you?

Meg: 
Oh Yes. They all said I was.

Petey:
I bet you were, too.

Meg:
Oh, it’s true. I was.

(Pause).  I know I was.

Wrack’d ship

Solanio:
Now, what news on the Rialto?

Salerio: 
Why yet it lives there unchecked, that Antonio hath a ship of rich 

lading wracked on the narrow seas; the Goodwins I think they 

call the place, a very dangerous flat and fatal, where the carcases 

of many a tall ship lie buried, as they say, - if my gossip Report 

be an honest woman of her word.

Solanio:
I would she were as lying a gossip in that as ever knapped ginger 

or made her neighbours believe she wept for the death of a third 

husband. But it is true, without any slips of prolixity or crossing 

the plain highway of talk, that the good Antonio, the honest 

Antonio – O that I had a title good enough to keep his name 

company…

Salerio:
Come, the full stop!

Solanio: 
Ha, what sayest thou? Why the end is, he hath lost a ship.
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