THE CALENDER SHAKESPEARE

Woman 1 enters and moves to centre stage, she is obviously waiting for someone.  Woman 2 enters quickly and goes straight into conservation
W1
Well he tried to flatter me with ‘For thou are pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous, but slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flowers’.  What a cheek
W2
Slow in speech how could you be accused of that.    I have said before ‘Crabbed age and youth cannot live together: Youth is full of pleasance, age is full of care; Youth like summer morn, age like winter weather; Youth like summer brave, age like winter bare.’
W1
You are right let us hope that ‘For never-resting time leads summer on to hideous winter and confounds him there’.  So did you see him   ?

W2
yes briefly ‘My parasite, my soldier, statesman, all: He makes a July's day short as December’
W1
well I have decided that ‘men are April when they woo, December when they wed: maids are May when they are maids, but the sky changes when they are wives.’

A Man enters, who is a friend of the two women
M1
‘Good morrow. Why, what's the matter, that you have such a February face, so full of frost, of storm and cloudiness?
W1&2
we are having the usual men problems ‘the breese upon them, like a cow in June, hoists sails and flies’ !
M1
Come do not despair, there are plenty more out there and who could resit

(toW1) ‘Shall I compare thee to a summer's day? Thou art more lovely and more temperate’
(to W2)  To me, fair friend, you never can be old, for as you were when first your eye I eyed, Such seems your beauty still. Three winters cold have from the forests shook three summers' pride, three beauteous springs to yellow autumn turn'd.  In process of the seasons have I seen, three April perfumes in three hot Junes burn'd, since first I saw you fresh, which yet are green.
W1
And what makes you so happy today ?
M1
‘This bud of love, by summer's ripening breath, may prove a beauteous flower when next we meet.’

W2
(to W1) Ah -  ‘The summer's flower is to the summer sweet,’

W2
(to W2) The spring is near when green geese are a-breeding.
W1 
(to M1) ‘Beware the ides of March’ my friend for  ‘Rough winds do shake the darling buds of May, And summer's lease hath all too short a date:

M1
‘Now is the winter of your discontent’  You'd be so lean, that blasts of January would blow you through and through’
W2
(Aside to  W1)  Come who are we to mock when he has the joy of love ‘The April 's in his eyes: it is love's spring, And these the showers to bring it on. Be cheerful.


W1
But is it love or lust ! ‘'Love comforteth like sunshine after rain, but Lust's effect is 
tempest after sun; Love's gentle spring doth always fresh remain, Lust's winter comes ere summer half be done;

M1
Oh come ‘You sunburnt sicklemen, of August weary, Come hither from the furrow and be merry:  

O earth, I will befriend thee more with rain: In summer's drought I'll drop upon thee still; In winter with warm tears I'll melt the snow And keep eternal spring-time on thy face’
Looks at watch and realises that he is late to meet said ‘love‘.  He quickly exits
Both women watch him leave for a moment with a envious sigh

W2
I have a solution for you I ‘get thee to a nunnery’ !
Both exit laughing
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