
Music. The Orange Wench is pre-set in the auditorium. She has a basket of oranges on 
her arm and is welcoming the patrons into the theatre improvising and offering them an 
orange for a shilling, or giving them away for free. When the last audience members are 
finding their seats, she directs her speech to people on the front row but played for the 
entire auditorium. She speaks with a Cockney accent.  

ORANGE WENCH. O, go on, darlin’ – buy an orange, do!  
 You want to squeeze my peaches? You’re too sweet. 
 Here, take this juicy sample, love – take two; 

Giving out two oranges to one, she then picks on another man. 
 Come meet me after, sir – I’ll be discreet! 
 I’m only kidding, misses! (aside) That’s his wife! 
 I save my pippin for our noble King!  
 One day he’ll pluck me – from this lowly strife, 
 So I can kiss – and lick – his royal ring!  
 O ‘ave a laugh, there mister – why so glum? 
 You’re in the theatre – all may yet end well!  
Sitting on a male audience member. 
 Perhaps you’ll pay so I can suck your thumb? 
 He’s feeling better, darlings – I can tell!  
She jumps back up.  
 O come and get your oranges and limes, 
14 Before our actors stuff you with their rhymes!  
A pause. Orange Wench continues improvising with the audience.  
The Director enters. He beckons the Orange Wench to join him onstage. She goes to him. 
He speaks into her ear. She looks concerned. Leaving the Orange Wench to one side, the 
Director comes forth alone. He indicates for the box to stop playing the music.  
 DIRECTOR. Hello! And welcome to this holy place, 
 We are so grateful that you chose to grace 
 Our presence with your personage so fine: 
 I hope you had a drink, sir? Did you dine?  
 The weather is delightful, don’t you think?  
 That dress is awfully pretty – is it pink?  

You must be asking why I’m standing here, 
 And why this work of art we hold so dear 
 Has not yet started – what could be the cause 
10 That forces the director – me – to pause  
 And conjure up my eloquence to speak? 
 In truth, I saw this coming yesterweek.  
 The facts are thus: we’ve lost our leading man, 
 Our leading lady too – she got the can, 
 In short, the cast united, in a huff; 
 Complaints of this and that – I’ve had enough!  
 The bottom line is this – they’ve quit the play, 
 So we’re reduced to two, upon this day. 
He puts his arm around the Orange Wench. Stunned, she looks at him. 
20 As lead and sole producer of this show 
 I here suggest that, rather than you go 



And claim your refund for your ticket bought, 
 Allow us, in their stead, your hearts to court. 
The Director puts the ‘Nell’ wig on the Orange Wench. She is now Nell Gwynne. 

She’s heard the lines a hundred times or more; 
She’s got the ‘skills’, to play a slutty whore! 
I think that we could still get through tonight: 

 With someone on the book we’ll be all right!  
 You think I’m joking? No, it’s not a joke, 
 And if we don’t do something I’ll be broke! 
 The venue will demand I pay the rent; 
30 Without your gross receipts this rogue is spent!  

So wish us well! In hopes, we may yet tell, 
The Director takes the basket of oranges from Nell.  

 The history of pretty, witty Nell.  
A pause. Nell looks to the audience, then to the Director (who raises his fist, 
threateningly), then to the audience. She begins, slowly, with absolute uncertainty – 
inventing each rhyme.   

NELL. I, Eleanor, or Nell, a Gwyn by birth, 
In 1650, I begin my days; 
From hoi polloi – as common as the earth: 
What mighty changes come from little plays! 

She looks to the Director. He puts his thumbs up and indicates for her to continue.  
The context of my coming into grace, 
Demands a little history – bear with, 
Let’s all together recreate this space, 
That I, for but this moment more, may live.  

Exit Director.  
Imagine – if you can – in England green, 
With Shakespeare dead and buried, comes a curse, 
The Puritans; the Killjoys, hard and mean, 
Religious in extremis – it gets worse! 
For my sweet Charlie’s father, Charles the First: 

14 Take note of his mistreatment, if you durst.  
By 1649, the King was done, 
The Puritans claimed victory – they thought, 
The end of rule divine was there begun,   
For that, and for self-governance, they fought.  

Enter Oliver Cromwell with a severe ‘bowl-cut’ wig and protruding false teeth. He has a 
severed head in his hand.   

They charged the King with treason, took his head! 
‘Twas Cromwell signed the warrant for this act! 

Cromwell holds up the head. 
CROMWELL. ’Twas cruel but necessary.  
NELL.           Cromwell said. 
CROMWELL. I’m Oliver! I’m Cromwell. That’s a fact!  
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