Cast of Characters:
Adonis
Aphrodite
Principal
Medusa
Snakes
Helen of Troy
Electra
Pandora
Achilles
Atlas
Oedipus Rex
Perseus
Pegasus
Persephone
(To the tune of “Grease”)
We rule the world and we always will
We wear small togas and it’s no big deal
The men are warriors and they get into fights
And, thank the gods, that the women don’t have rights
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Greece: The Ancient Musical!

Scene Seven: Blanche’s mansion
Blanche: As happy as I should be that you’re home from your boarding
school, my darling, you’re going to have to wait to talk to me until after I
am done talking to the reporter from “Hippo’s Bizarre.” They are doing an
article on me, my fame and legendary status.
Jane: But you haven’t seen me in months. Didn’t you miss me?
Blanche: Of course I have missed you, Lisa…Lindsay, Johnny…I mean
Jane. But, “Hippo’s Bizarre” is doing a photo layout and I can’t refuse
that!
Jane: But, I’ve been away at school for months. Don’t you want to talk to
me?
Blanche: Not really. I have an interview.
Jane: Why did you adopt me?
Blanche: Excuse me?
Jane: You’re excused.
Blanche: You could smell that?
Jane: Why did you adopt me?
Blanche: Because I wanted a child. I wanted someone to love.
Jane: You never loved me. You only loved yourself and your fans.
Blanche: How dare you talk to me like that!
Jane: I just want a Mother. I want to say “Mother Dear” and mean it.
You’ve never loved anyone except yourself. Admit it. Just stop acting for
once and admit it!
Blanche: That’s not true! I’ve loved people besides myself, darling!
Plenty of people…
Jane: Who? Who have you loved? Name one person!
Blanche: (Long pause) Paul Newman.
Jane: You only love his popcorn, not him as a person.
Blanche: You know nothing! I love Paul Newman’s salad dressings, too!
Jane: You never eat his dressings. You only eat raw meat!
Blanche: Jane! Don’t make me raise my voice! Don’t make me talk above
a stage whisper! “Hippo’s Bizarre” is waiting in the next room!
Jane: Why not? That’s the only thing you do well. Goodness knows you

Mother Dear

Inspired by the movie that was inspired by the 1950’s Rock-n-Roll
musical, Greece: The Ancient Musical! may be performed by either
a male or female. Due to its satiric nature, this comedic play makes
a wonderful Humorous Interpretation; however, with clever cutting
and blocking, this musical spoof could also be performed as a Duo
Interpretation or Duet Acting scene. As is the case with most plays that
satirize pop culture, the performer might choose to portray the characters
as closely to the original source as possible; however, the performer
may choose to add his/her own personal twists, making the overall
performance totally unique. Provided the performer feels confident in
his/her singing ability, the addition of any or all of the spoofed songs
can only add to the nostalgic nature of the original musical, which, of
course, is an iconic classic. If the performer has the ability to keep
the characters clear and distinct, the technical and physical aspects of
the performance sharp, and the energy high, this tour-de-force play will
transport the audience far beyond the innocence of the 1950’s, as it takes
the audience all the way back to the ancient times of the one-and-only,
original Greece!
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Blanche: Say it like you mean it.
Jane: PLEASE, Mother Dear.
Blanche: That’s better, but don’t go into acting. You’re not that
convincing. Now clean up this mess!
Jane: But I didn’t make this mess. You did.
Blanche: Clean up this mess! Why are you always so darn stubborn?
(Leaving the room, moaning and keening) Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaah! (Blanche
exits)
Jane: Goodness gracious.
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Mother Dear

Blanche: Are these house slippers I see? (Throws them at Jane’s head)
Are these house slippers? Are they? How dare you bring house slippers
into this house! House slippers! Wake up and listen to me! I work so hard
to make things nice and you dare to bring house slippers into this house!
Where are your stiletto heels? Proper women always wear stiletto heels!
Jane: But I wear the house slippers because they are soft and comfortable.
Blanche: How dare you! You never know when a photo opportunity
will appear! Do you actually think I would want you to be seen in house
slippers?
Jane: But, I’m only eleven. What eleven year-old wears stiletto heels?
Blanche: I have always worn stilettos! Since I learned to walk, I was
wearing stilettos and heavy, heavy make-up! Where did you get these
house slippers? Are you buying off the black market? Of course! You’re
an orphan!
Jane: They are just house slippers. Lots of people have house slippers.
What’s so wrong about having common house slippers?
Blanche: What’s wrong with common house slippers? What’s wrong with
“COMMON” house slippers? Did I give you those slippers? Did I give
you those slippers? What other types of common shoes do you have in
here? What other things can I find? (She finds a pair of sneakers.) What?
What is this? Sneakers! Sneakers! (Starts throwing things around like a
maniac.)
Jane: But…I just…Stop! Stop it! Stop being so melodramatic! This isn’t
a movie!
Blanche: No more slippers! No more slippers! (Blanche starts to
beat Jane with the slippers) Noooooooo more slippers! No more wire
hangers…I mean slippers! Noooooooooooooo more slippers in this house,
EVER! EVER! (Beat) Why aren’t you crying? I’m dramatically beating
you! Hard, I’m beating you hard!
Jane: Because you’re only hitting me with common house slippers.
They’re actually pretty soft. That’s why I wear them.
Blanche: Then I will make you stare at my bushy eyebrows until you
can’t stand it anymore! Look at them! Look, darn you! Or, I can poke
you with my extremely padded shoulders, which I even wear in my night
gowns! Is that what you want?
Jane: Please, Mother. No! Please!
Blanche: Please, Mother WHAT?
Jane: Please, Mother Dear.

Scene One: The beach
Adonis: Aphrodite, this has been the best summer ever.
Aphrodite: Oh, Adonis, I’m going to miss you. Will I ever see you again?
Adonis: I don’t know. You’re moving to Athens. I’m staying in Troy. Our
high schools are awfully big rivals, you know.
Aphrodite: Why does everything have to be about war? Why can’t all of
our city-states just get along? You’ll be entering military school soon.
Adonis: Someday, I hope I can be as brave as I am attractive.
Aphrodite: You will be, Adonis. Oh, you will be!
Adonis: Everything about this summer has been so great, except when that
little flying midget shot me with an arrow.
Aphrodite: Yeah, that was awkward. Are you going to be okay?
Adonis: The bleeding has stopped. I’m sure I’ll be fine. It just itches. (A
black crow caws in the background.)
Adonis: What was that? I heard something in the bushes!
Aphrodite: Oh, Adonis, it’s just a bird. You know, for someone who talks
about being a brave gladiator someday, you really shouldn’t get so nervous
when you hear a crow rustle!
Adonis: Well, I’m not nervous around you, Aphrodite. You are the most
beautiful, loving girl I’ve ever met.
Aphrodite: I wish this summer could last forever…
(To the tune of “Summer Nights”)
Aphrodite: Grecian summer / had me a blast
Adonis: Grecian summer / over too fast
Aphrodite: Met a guy / cute as can be
Adonis: I won’t forget / my Aphrodite
Both: Grecian days / drift into night / but oh / those Grecian nights
Scene Two: Class
Principal: Good morning, young Trojans! Welcome to another year at

Greece: The Ancient Musical!

Scene Six: Jane’s Bedroom

Greece rules the world
We’ve invented philosophy
Greece rules the world
We’ve invented mythology
Cuz Greece rules the world
The world
The world
The world
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Blanche: Good. Then eat your raw meat. That’s what makes me happy,
little Jane. Eating the raw, bloody meat is what makes me truly happy. Eat
it, darling Jane. Then sanitize your hands.
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Scene Five: At the dinner table
Blanche: You are not getting up from this table until you finish your
dinner, darling.
Jane: But, the meat is raw.
Blanche: It is not raw. It is extremely rare and bloody. And, the doctor
says that the blood is good for you. The blood makes you healthy.
Jane: I can’t eat it. I won’t eat it. It’s gross, Mother. It’s gross. I won’t eat
it. No!
Blanche: How dare you talk to me like that, little missy! Do you know
how lucky you are to be adopted by a celebrity like me? I am the winner
of three Academy Awards and nominated for Best Supporting Actress in
“The Postman Always Walks a Bit to the Left.” Do you understand the
importance of that?
Jane: Yes, Mother Dear. But, the meat is bloody, chewy and raw. I can’t
eat it.
Blanche: Then you will just have to go to bed without eating anything
tonight. However, you can eat it for breakfast, then lunch, then dinner
again and on and on until you have eaten it all. Think of the poor, sad
children in Africa who have nothing to eat. What about them?
Jane: Then send it to them.
Blanche: You little smarty pants! You know the meat wouldn’t keep
through the mail! Even though you are the child of a filthy rich, extremely
good-looking for her age woman, who will some day be played by much
less attractive Faye Dunaway, you are not going to act like a spoiled brat.
You will eat the meat! Eat the meat! This meat is expensive! It costs
money! Do you think money grows on trees?
Jane: Yes. Actually, money is made of paper, which comes from trees.
Blanche: Don’t patronize me, little miss smarty, farty pants!
Jane: I’ll eat the raw meat
Blanche: Of course you will. Do you have anything to say, Jane?
Jane: Of course I do. I always have to say it. I love you, Mother Dear.
Blanche: Oh Baby Jane, that’s all I wanted to hear. I just want to know
that you love me as much as I feel somewhat fond of you.
Jane: I do, Mother Dear. I only want to make you happy, so I don’t have
to go back to the orphanage or be sold into slavery.

Mother Dear

Blanche: Jane! You will give away all of your presents. You will give
them away because you will not be a spoiled, bratty little child. I don’t
want you to be known as the spoiled, little daughter of Blanche Davis. It
wouldn’t make good press, darling.
Jane: (Reluctantly) Yes, Mother.
Blanche: Yes, Mother….what?
Jane: Yes, Mother Dear.
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T.H.S.! We know in our hearts that after last year’s State Championship,
our young gladiators will massacre the other city-state schools in every
battle in and out of the sporting arena. There’s just a few more announcements before we begin school today. Mr. Stone has asked that all boys
in woodshop class meet near the stables today. He wants to show you a
model of something. He said, and I quote, “No horsing around. This is
really important. It will be our biggest project to date.” And our homeeconomics teacher has asked that all girls meet near the Olive Garden
today at lunch. She also wants to remind you, that when you’re there…
you’re family. That’s all the announcements for today. So let’s make this
year a year that will go down in Trojan history!
Medusa: So you’re new here? I’m Medusa.
Aphrodite: Oooo, I love your hair.
Snakes: Thanks, girl!
Aphrodite: Oh my Zeus! Your snaky hair just talked.
Medusa: Yeah. It’s always a bad hair day for me.
Snakes: Or a bad person day for us!
Medusa: Shut up, snakes!
Aphrodite: I’m Aphrodite, and I just transferred from an all-girls school
in Athens.
Medusa: All girls, huh? I’ll have to introduce you to some guys here.
Aphrodite: I’m really not interested in the guys here. My heart already
belongs to a special someone. But, I don’t think I’ll ever see him again…
Medusa: (Uninterested) Yeah, well, he sounds real dreamy.
Snakes: That’s sarcasm!
Medusa: Shut up snakes!
Aphrodite: His name’s Adonis. I don’t think he has a last name.
Medusa: (Suddenly Interested) Adonis. Hmmm. That’s interesting. So,
Aphrodite, you’re a senior, right?
Aphrodite: No. I’m just a Sophocles, but I’m graduating early.
Medusa: You mean you’re a sophomore.
Aphrodite: That’s what I said.
Medusa: Say, some of the girls are having a little sleepover tonight.
Aphrodite, you wanna come? You can make some new friends, and you
can tell us all more about this guy, Adonis.
Aphrodite: Really? I’ve never been to a sleepover, but I’ve always heard
about them. I’d really, really like that!
Medusa: Yeah, sweetie. It’s gonna be a blast!
Snakes: It’ll be as much fun as a barrel of monkeys!
Medusa: (To the snakes) Don’t make me get a mongoose!
Snakes: (As if scolded) We bad.
Medusa: So, I’ll see you tonight?
Aphrodite: Do sandals go with everything?
Medusa: Perfect!

