
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Writing Sample:  

Dramatic Script 
 

This is an excerpt from a radio drama I was contracted to write 

in Summer 2017. We are currently in the final stages of music 

and SFX production for this segment, but it should be released 

to the public soon. Nevertheless, to protect the integrity of 

our work, I’ve changed names and minor identifying details 

throughout.  

 

In the excerpt, a fugitive (Maria) is enjoying asylum in the 

country of Cicero. But this respite is short-lived, as an 

unexpected visitor comes to threaten her safety.  

 

I wrote all the text in this excerpt, save for the lyrics to the 

diegetic opening song. 

 

  

 



Scene #2 

INT. CICERO PALACE: PARLOR 

 

The room is awash with color as afternoon light streams in 

through the parlor windows. The space looks more fit for a cad 

than a queen. A piano sits in the center of the room, surrounded 

by a ring of extravagant pillows meant for a small, intimate 

audience.  

 

Here in her parlor, QUEEN ELEANOR OF CICERO uses her musical 

talent to entertain two guests: her friend and confidant ZAYD 

AMER, and a fugitive of a neighboring empire, MARIA SHARPE. 

 

ELEANOR. 

(sung) 

Ev'ry country 

has its beauties, to be sure— 

But none of them quite compare 

 

To the belles  

of Cicero, my pride and joy, 

The home of my ladies fair! 

 

Pale, dark, and lovely, shy and bold; 

Tall, short, and winsome, young and old. 

 

You I toast,  

my heartstrings wound  

around your fingers— 

Dear maidens everywhere! 

 

(MARIA and ZAYD applaud) 

MARIA. 

What a lovely song, Queen Eleanor. 

ELEANOR. 

It’s a traditional Cicero hymn. Well 

the tune is, anyway. I may have updated 

the lyrics as a matter of taste. 

ZAYD. 

I wonder, what do you love more—Cicero, 

or women? 
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ELEANOR. 

Zayd, you wound me! A queen is 

duty-bound to love her country. 

ZAYD. 

And its women? 

ELEANOR. 

Especially its women. 

MARIA. 

I know I’m talking to royalty, but 

being with you both now, joking, 

playing music...it feels normal.  

It’s nice. 

ZAYD. 

Maria. You’re free now. You can have as 

many normal days as you want. 

ELEANOR. 

In fact, if it pleases you, we can make 

music every evening. In my chambers. 

(beat)  

For safety, of course. 

ZAYD. 

(teasing) 

Careful, Maria. You don’t want to 

become a notch on the queen’s... 

MARIA. 

Something wrong, Zayd? 

ZAYD. 

Eleanor, look. The window behind you. 

 

(ELEANOR turns around to investigate) 

ELEANOR. 

Imperial vehicles. 

ZAYD. 

Were you expecting a visit? 
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ELEANOR. 

Not at all. Oh dear...It could be 

General Rhem, or perhaps the Emperor 

himself. 

MARIA. 

They must have followed Zayd and me 

through the desert. I’m so sorry. All 

this time I’ve been nothing but trouble 

for you two. 

ELEANOR. 

Now, now: A lady must never apologize 
for her own popularity. Come, quick; 

there’s a ward down on the fourth floor 

where you two can hide. 

 

(A knock comes to the door.) 

CICERO SOLDIER.  

(from outside the room) 

My Queen! A representative from the 

Vespertine Empire requests a meeting at 

once. 

 

(Silence. Then, another knock.) 

SOLDIER. (cont’d) 
Queen Eleanor? 

ELEANOR. 

(Quieter) 
Zayd. Next to the piano, there’s a 

trapdoor with a crawlspace. Nod if you 

can see it. Good. Now on my mark, take 

Maria and hide. 

 

(Another knock) 

SOLDIER. 

My Queen? The guest is very impatient. 

ELEANOR.  

Please—if you value your freedom, stay 

quiet. 
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(ELEANOR sits back down at the piano, and looks to MARIA and 
ZAYD as if to cue them in for a piano trio. She nods, and begins 

to play as ZAYD opens the trapdoor and leads MARIA inside.) 
 

[CUE: MUSIC 2. - Cicero National Anthem] 

 

(ELEANOR plays and sings quite loudly to cover ZAYD and MARIA’s 
noise. During her song, we hear the SOLDIER knocking at the door 

as ITZHAK, the Imperial representative, shouts at her. The scene 

becomes more frantic as the song goes on.) 
 

ELEANOR.(cont’d) 
(Sung)  

Noble Cicero: 

No matter where I am,  

you’re where my heart will go. 

 

Valiant Cicero:  

Oasis in the desert  

where the weak can grow 

strong.  

 

Golden sands 

Where freedom shines like 

silver, 

Righteous Cicero. 

 

 

ITZHAK.  

Step aside! 

 

 

I demand to see the Queen! 
Do you know who I am?  

 

 

I will have your HEAD.  
Your head, your family’s 
heads... 

ITZHAK. 

Enough! Out of my way. 

 

(ITZHAK bursts through the door.) 

ELEANOR. 

(Casually) 
Ah, I beg your forgiveness! Once I’ve 

started a song, I can scarcely...oh. 

 

(All is quiet as ITZHAK takes a few steps forward. MARIA gasps.) 

ZAYD. 

(whispering) 

Maria—quiet! 

ELEANOR. 

(masking her horror) 
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Lord Itzhak Seregno. 

 

(The SOLDIER enters) 

SOLDIER. 

(stammering) 

I’m sorry, your Grace. When you didn’t 

answer the door, he just—ah! 

 

(ITZHAK grabs the soldier.) 

ITZHAK. 

My, what a brave soldier to come up 

with all those excuses. In the Empire, 

a knight who can’t protect her charge 

would be flogged on the spot. 

SOLDIER. 

I didn't mean to— 

ITZHAK. 

Spear-carrier! By letting me in, you 

have failed your queen and country.  

To make matters worse—as if anything 
could get worse in this miserable 

country of dust and barbarians—I’ve 

scuffed my boots. 

SOLDIER 

...I’m sorry? 

 

(Silence.) 

SOLDIER (cont’d) 

I’m sorry sir, of course. I don’t have 

a cloth, or a... 

ITZHAK. 

(menacingly) 

It’s been a while since they’ve had a 

good spit shine. What do you say? 

SOLDIER 

...Of course, sir. 

 

(Armor clinks as the SOLDIER bends down.) 
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ELEANOR. 

Sofia! Stop.  
 

(ELEANOR whips out a handkerchief and gives it a shake.) 

ELEANOR. (cont’d) 
If it pleases you, Lord Seregno—allow 

me.  

 

[CUE: MUSIC 2A. - Eleanor Entertains Itzhak] 

 

(Laughing madly, ITZHAK approaches ELEANOR and shoves his boot 

in her lap.) 

ITZHAK. 

The Queen of Cicero, wiping my boots!  

How pathetic! 

SOLDIER 

I’m sorry, my Queen. 

ITZHAK. 

(Mocking) 

OooOOOooh, I’m soOOorry, Queen 

Elsinore… Bleh. Will no one rid me of 
this tiresome extra? 

ELEANOR. 

Sofia. You may leave us. 

SOFIA. 

Yes, your Grace. 

 

(The soldier snaps her heels and salutes before leaving 

briskly.) 

MARIA. 

Zayd, who is that? 

ZAYD. 

No clue. But it’s not General Rhem. 

Rhem’s the kindest fascist I’ve ever 

met.  

MARIA. 

I think I know this man. From before. 
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ELEANOR. 

Lord Seregno. I wasn’t expecting a 

visit from the Emperor’s vizier today, 

otherwise I would have rescheduled my 

weekly practice session. 

ITZHAK. 

By all means, continue. I do so love 
the music of peasants. 

ELEANOR. 

Oh? Oh. Of course. Where was I... 

 

(ELEANOR begins to play again, as background ambience.) 

ITZHAK. 

I’ll cut to the chase: A person of 

interest has entered your territory. 

I’m here to find them. 

ELEANOR. 

What sort of person? 

ITZHAK. 

A woman. 

ELEANOR. 

A woman! Forgive me sir, but there more 

of those here than grains of sand in 

the desert. I can hardly keep track.  

ITZHAK. 

You don’t need to. My soldiers can 

search Cicero’s capital top to bottom 

by day’s end. 

ELEANOR. 

(laughing) 
My dear Lord. Cicero is a sovereign 

nation, as per our alliance.  

ITZHAK. 

Ah, but alliances are so fragile these 

days. Don’t you think so, Elmira?  

ELEANOR. 

(beat) 
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Maybe so. Still, Cicero is more than 

capable of handling this matter 

ourselves. You aren’t worried we’ll 

harm the woman, are you? 

ITZHAK. 

(laughs) 

You? Harm her? Hah!  
 

You know, I thought I’d come here and 

find her hidden behind a bookcase. 

 

(ITZHAK stamps his feet, playfully.) 

ITZHAK. (cont’d) 
Or under the floorboards. But now I 
believe you’ve never seen her in your 

life. Harm her? Please. The girl’s a 

fugitive. The cold-blooded murderer of 

nigh a hundred of the Empire’s finest 

soldiers. 

 

(MARIA begins to hyperventilate.) 

ZAYD. 

What’s he talking about? 

MARIA. 

I don’t know. I don’t know. He’s not 

making any sense. A hundred soldiers!  

I could barely take on a kitten. A 

mouse. A fly. A— 

ZAYD. 

Maria—Maria. Calm down.  
(Nervous, ELEANOR hits a wrong note, but manages to carry on.) 

ELEANOR. 

My deepest apologies for acting as an 

unwitting haven for an enemy of the 

Empire. 

ITZHAK. 

Oh, this charade has grown SO tiresome, 

Esmeralda! Our spies watched the woman 

enter your palace, escorted by one of 

your peons. We know she’s here.  
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ELEANOR. 

I'm afraid I don't know what you're 

talking about. And if you intend to 

make baseless accusations, it would 

behoove you to learn my name. If 
there’s but one thing in this world 

that can move me to hatred, it’s a man 

without manners. 

ITZHAK. 

(beat) 

Right. Well. Do you want to know what I 

hate, Elphaba? My “one thing in this 

world”? This. This right here. 

(beat) 
I hate being dragged out to a country 

in the middle of nowhere. I HATE being 

diplomatic. I really hate being lied 
to. And most of all, I hate hate hate 
HATE HATE this INFERNAL Ciceroan music! 
 

(ITZHAK slams his hand down on the piano keys with each “hate”, 
interrupting ELEANOR’s improvisation with cluster chords. We 

hear MARIA stifling a scream from below.) 

ITZHAK. (cont’d) 

Give up the woman, or there will be 

dire consequences for your little 

hole-in-the-wall queendom. You need us 

more than we need you. 

ELEANOR. 

Is that a threat? 

ITZHAK. 

(he smiles) 

Well it’s certainly not a ‘baseless 

accusation’. In any case, we’ll have to 

see what the Emperor thinks of all 

this. Expect to hear from his 

Excellency within the week! Sooooo 
sorry to intrude on you, Queen Elouise. 

What is it you people say here? 

“Ta-ta!” 

 

 

 
Hassan DuRant—Writing Sample           9  



(We hear ITZHAK’S heavy footfalls, voices in the hallway, and a 

series of doors slamming until he is fully out of earshot.) 

ELEANOR. 

I believe it's safe to come out now. 

 

(ZAYD and MARIA emerge from their hiding space. MARIA is pale 

and visibly shaken; it would be easy to mistake her shock for a 

fever.) 

ZAYD. 

That man is insane. 

ELEANOR. 

Beyond a shadow of a doubt, yes. 
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