' HAKESPEARE

WHISPERS
INTO YOUR EAR

FOLIO TECHNIQUE
WITH KEVIN LONG




TO fl?C 1{ Cac ICI’.

This Figure, that thoy here fee
It vas for gentle Shaker Peare
Vherein the Grauer had ; {trife
with Nature, to out-dog the lif .
O,could he but haue dravwne hjs Wit
Aswell in braffe, ashe hacl, hig
isface ; the Prine would
L, that vvas cyer Vv
But, fince he cannor, R e
Noton his Pi&yre, Iy

” }“lll"

Qug,

Titin brafe.,
ader, looke

it hig Booke,
B.1.

then fiyy "l

Copies:




A Hyde Park, London orator in
the early 1908

The present governmemered
the mostdegraded, the most
cowardly, the most debased
the most blood thirsty set of
sneaking ruffilans that ever

disgraced the title of so calle
humanity.




This I1s how It was printed:

@ Thepresent Governmerttar.
The most Abandoned. The
most Degraded! The most
Cowardly! The most
Debased! The moBeHud-
thirstyy Set. OfSneaki®
Rufflans. Thahever
disgraced the Title. Ofso
calledYumanity

Buckley, Kate. "First Folio Technique Guidelines for Actors." 1997.



Tih e Lor a @ialiicmpe

O In a 189 day period
150 performances

30 different plays
O 58 performances
O 14 new plays that season

O 15941597

Leading actor = 71 roles

0 53 of which were new roles
within this 3 year period

Buckley, Kate. "First Folio Technique Guidelines for Actors." 1997



N &EVERYONE ACCORDING TO HIS CUE.O

Cue Script - Leontes

Break up the seals, and read.
(Cue) ...Praised!

Hast thou read truth?

... here set down.

There is no truth at all i’th’ oracle.
The sessions shall proceed. This is mere falsehood.

...the King, the King!

What is the business?

...Queen’s speed, is gone.

How, ‘gone’?

oI5 dead.

Apollo’s angry, and the heavens
themselves

Do strike at my injustice. How now there?
... death is doing.

Take her hence.

Her heart is but o’ercharged, she will recover.
I have too much believed mine own suspicion.



Macbeth 11.2.40-45

The Tragedie of <M acbeth.

tis done ; the Bell inuizes me.

Macbheth

Stillit c r y Slegpe no more to all the House:
Glamis hath mu r t hSteepé, @nd therefore Cawdor

Shall sleepe no more: Macbeth shall sleepe no more.

Lady

Who was it, that thus ¢ r P @why worthy Thane,
You doe unbend your Noble strength, to thinke
So braine-sickly of things: Goe get some Water,

And wash this filthie Witnesse from your Hand.







