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Act One.
Scens One. Prologue.

(Clothier &s empty and brightly 1it as the Audience enters. The cur-
tains are open, the stage is bare and 11t by work llights. You can see
all the way back to the ketitledrums and grand piano in the alcove,

_that's how empty 1t looks. Im fact, the only sign that anything will

{ happen tonight 1s the Ushers, who are wearing stage walleup. In fact,
they are the members of EWINK. When & sufficient quantity of Audience
haes accumulated, the members of KWINK walk up the gangway onto the
stage. They stand there. A piano introduction 1s played. No micro-
phone is used. Then the KEWINK members sing, badly, the Hamburg Show Song.)

HAMBURG SHOW SONG.
Oh, we're goin' to the Hamburg Show
See the Lion and the Wild Kangaroco
And we'll all stick together
Through rain or shiny weather
"Cause we're golng to see the whole thing through!
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(It sounded sieckly.)
KWINK MEMBER. Hey, can we have a microphone?)

(A microphone is brought out. The other KWINK Members leave.)

(It 18 now Scene Two, Prolozue to the Second Prologue.

KWINK #kiiBER. Thank you. (Scilted, he I8.)] ~Ladiés and genflemwen,
Friends, professors, students, end people, it is my Jjob th!s
year to present to you the 1957 Hamburg Show. I do 80 With
pride and pleasure.

There probably aren't very wany of you who Pemember that
song we just sang. That's too bad, because it wag the orig.nal
Hemburg Show Song-- genulne, official, authentlc, cerfified.
The Hamburg Show was not always the work of Just two or thres
people. (Lights dim and the KWINK MEMBER improves.) Back
befors Clothier was built, in mythical times, the Hamburg £hiw
waa more of a varlety show-- a kind of spontaneous hodgepo@ye.
The only continuity that ran through it was & palr of charac-
tere 1n costume~-- the ngﬁand the Wilé Kangaroe. The two of
them horsed eround betweed scenes, and they were gensrally tha
only ones who knew what was coming next. :

Well, we want t0 revive some of the features of the 0ld
Hamburg Show. ©Of course we're not soing to revive the spon-
taneity, becesuse that would be going back on Progress, but
Wwe can at least make it as big a hodgepodge @s pcssible. We
can also revive the Lion and the Wild Kangaroo (spotlight
ANIMALS) as we ravive the old Hamburg Show Song.

(He sings the song again; this time nob badly, with an scho chamber and
rock'n roill accompaniment.) :
st

_—
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scene Three. Second Prologus.

{(The doors at the rear of the center alsle open, and in comes the academic
procession for the graduation of Wrathsome College. First comes the
College President, with a swall £lag; then come the deans; then comes
the Taculty ({in this case the orchestra;{) then comes the Student Body;
Tthen come the non-students, and those who have flunked out by the end
of  the play; then come the Lion and Kangaroo, who were holding the doors
cpen for the oHrocession. The Alma Mortar is played. First by the organ,
then by the faculty. Naturally, President, Deans, Faculty end Btudents
ere in Academic Garb.)

The Alma Mortg?
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Scene Four-A. Interlogue.

(The College President a2ppears, spotlit, in the FPresident's Box above the
fudience. Fe begins to read his graduation address. As he speaks, lighis
&o up onstage, and we see GEORE& W. STORIGH and SAM PICKLE sitting together,
watehing the graduatlon. PRESHDENT fades out as they talk.)

The President's Spsech.,
Every year about this tlme I get up to talk zbout what kind ofa
yeer 1%t has beén, and I always wonder what I'm going to say the
next year, but it doesn't matter because I always (chuckle) end
up saying the same thing anyway. \
£8 we look back over the year, I think I can say without suc-
seeaiul contradiction that = we know it hes been quite an event-
ful one. There havse been %tlues of laughter and times of sorrow
and times that were downrlght mediocra. In September there was
a whole new crop of Freshmen, Jjust the way there is every year.
In fact, I don't know why I mentioned it. Returning upperclass-
men were plessed by the newly-painted lounge in the llbrary.

Then there was the time =2omeone dropped his tray in the dining
rocm-~ wa all laughed at% that. The times of laughter and disep-
pointment, sometimes perhaps tears, blend in ocur minds Yo producs
& conposite plcture of all the many things that we've done--
typing papers, sitting in the Snack Bar, trylng to plan ahead
for 2 full night's sleep, the formel dances. It's difficult %o
wrep it 2ll up in a nutshell; 4hat's why it's hard for me, when
(vegin again.)

GEORGE W. STORCH. Boy. Do you realize it? We're really graduating.
S4M PICKLE. Yeah. It's hard to believe, somehow. ;
GHORGE W. STORCH. Gosh. :

S4M PICKLE. Everybody looks fumny in caps and gowns.

GEORGE W. STORCH. It's kind of silly.

SAM PEG§LE. Yeah. But somehow it-- sort of gives you that feeling--
( Pause. '

GIORGE W. STORCH. I remember wnen we were Freshmen. Boy, that was silly.
SAM PICKLE. Yeah. s o
{Traveller cpens.)

i
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Scene Four.

Let's Take 2 Trip.

(Seats on a train.)

ANNOUNCER (off.)

(G&BRGE

GEQORGE.
(MILLIE
GEORG.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEORGA.
MILLIE.
GEORGZE.
MILLIzZ.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.

MILLIE.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GESRG L.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEORG L,
MILLI.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.

MILLI=.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEOrIE.
MILLI%.
GOERGE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.
MILLI&.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEOAGE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.

Difty Right Feet, Andorra, Germwood, Piston, Handsdown,

Linus, Secant, Nortonm. WRATHSOME, Crawling Board, Seedier.
Secedier Local! (Tweet-tweet of conductor signal.)

W. STORCH has entered, struggling with a suitcase.
THROP gets into the seat in front of him.
he 1s Joe College with & cap. He takes out e catalogue and
starts reading excitedly. The seenery distracts him, so he
looks at the scenery excitedly. He 1s clearly excited.)

MILLIE WIN=
She wears a veil;

Gosh!
stirs.)
College!:: Gosh!!

Are you going to the College too?

why, how'd you know?

I don't know, you just (sigh) sort of looked like a college man.
You really think so?

Oh, yes!

Are you going to the College too?

Oh, yes!
Gosh: :
Oh, yes: How do you do? I mean, what class are you in?
I'm a Freshman. _

Why, golly, so am I:

Well, that's all right with we.

older. :
I d4ige?

Yes.

So did you.

Really?

Oh, yes.

Golly. Thank you.
Nothing at all. :
Plcased to meet you.

How do you do? 3

Oh, fine, usually, except
What's your name?

George Storch. George W. Storch.
That 1s, call me George.

My name's Millie.

Oh, good.

What wade you pick this college?
I don't know.

That's strance.

Is it really?

Well, sort of. ’
What made you. pick this college?
Oh, I don't know.

Funny, sawme with me.

Gosh, alrecady we've got two things in common.
Thres.

What's the third? :

We're both on the same t®ain.

Yeah. Yeah, three.

Gosh. What do yau suppose it'll be like?

Oh, I know what 1it's like.

You do?

College.

What I meant was, you looked

in hot weather.

Just call me George Storech.
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MILLIX.

KORGH.
MILLIE.
GEOQ..GE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GECRGE.
MILLI=.
GEORGE.

Oh, I thought you meant something different.
I meant college. What d1d you mean?
I meant collece.
Oh, uh huh. Gosh.
Think of 1it.
A whole new-- ‘
Golly:

-=different kind of world,.
Golly.
A whole new different kind of world.

(They lcave the traip, climb off the stage, end start back up onto the

stage via the gangway.)

Scene Flve. Scene Around Campus.

(Upperclassmen are sitting in yellow porch chairs, among the columns.

Prominent are RUFUS MAUSFIELD, J0AN JALLILG, LOIIS VALPOLE
and a lot of others.)

(Up the walk come G:EORGE W. STORCH and MILLIE WINTHROP with suitcases)

GEOREE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.
MILLIE.
GEORGE.

MORRIS WALPOLE.

Gosh¢ Collsge!

Isn't 1t beautiful?
Yeah.

Are those upperciassmen?
I guess 80,

Welcome, Fools:

(GEORGE and MILLIE stere worriedly.)

MORRIS.
MILLIE.

You are freshmen, I take it?
Why yes, we are.

(The upperclassmen jeer.)

MORRIS.

GEORGE.

MORRIS and UPPERCLASEMEN.

MILLIE.
MORRIS.

Wekl, 1t's too late to turn back. Are you prepared to take
the vows?

What vows?

Poverty, chastity, obedience.

Don't you like it here?

Aaash. You'll learn. OH, we know how you feel. All hipped up
on your next four years. (CHORUS and MORRIS: Gosh: Colleges)
You've come to & whole new (CHORUS: GOLLY!) different kind of
world. Well, you'll find out pretty soon what it's like. What
the administratlion is like, what the food is like, whet crad
you've got to put up with. Ugh. You'll hear all sbout the fra-
ternities, and how low th:se high acadjemlc standards really
areg, and the lousy professors you'll get, all that Jazz. Good
luck on your next four years at college.

(BALLET: "Four Years at COllege")

(STEVEY

STEVEN.

GEORGYEY and MILLIE.

( STEVEN
FLIPSY.

STEVEN:
MILLIE.
FLIPSY.
STEVEN.
FLIPSY.

L
PILVOREHY end FLIPSY MC FINN come bicyeling in.)

Hey: Are you freshmen?
Yes.
and FLIPSY laugh fiendishly)
Wait'll you zet my father for Political Science. He'll flunk
you cold.
Yeah, and wait'll you get my Mom for CHemistry. Hoo boy.
What are your names?
I'm Flipsy McFinn. }
I'm Steven Pifiworthy. We're pals.
You could call ours an "interdisciplinary friendship."
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STZVEN. We! re real good friends.
FLIF3Y. You've heard of Blood Broghers.
MILLIE. Yes.

CTEVEN. Well, we're QU brothers.

(sonNG. "Gum Brothers." h
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We're gum brothers, gum brothers, -
Chewing mekcs it chewler:
When vwe trade our chewlng gum

It mekes 1t even gooler!

We're gum brothers,

Gum brothers,

Wwhat 1s one's is one another's

Everything we have we share,

Even Steven, eqgual, falr,

Gum brothers all the way:
Switeh!

We're gum brothers, gum brothers,
#hatever we are dolng

We will aslways csll a hal%g

And trade what we are chewing.

It's just a little plece of zum
(BHAEF) But it means gquite a blt;

It isn't very flavorsoms

Except for the teste of the other guysgs £91€s

We're gum brothers,
Gum brothers,

What 18 onc's is one another's
Everythins we havse we share
Even Steven, cqual, fair,

Gum brothers €ll the way:
Switche

We 're cum brothers, gum brothers,
We chew more when we have the room
And if anyone objects

We chew it with a GOOM GOOM GOCM:

We're gum brothers
Gun brothers
What is one's is one another's
Evprything we l.ave We share,
Even Steven, equal, rair,
Gum brothers all the way:

;JWit Chn

"PEY. Bye now. And GOOD LUCK.
VES. You'll need it, all ricght (They bicyecls outd
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They bleycle out. Left onstzze 2re MILLIE and GECR3GE, with sultcases.

£ page of dialoguc has been omitted, as 1t was unutteravly bad.
The reader is free, nay, welcome, to insert a paze of his own faltering
dlalogue, provided only that the following take place in 1ts jJjurisdic-
tions

HILLIE exite, pogsibly to find her dormitory.

MOLLY P. STORCH enters, plariag Friéby with HERMAN GRUBNIK,

PETE SCHULTZ, end the EKANGAROO;

‘It is iiscreetly cxplained that GEORGE and MOLLY are

brother and sister, and MOLLY (an upperclassman) is given

some superflclally plauslble reason for being onstage

((let us not worry why they are brother esnd sister; for
the Final Qause of dramatursgild propinguity is ofttimes
@3 obscure as th2 Filpal Causes of the World proper,
known only to the Author of us 2l1l;))

4) HOLLY tells GEORGE that she iz playinz Frisby, end ex-
pains the game to him ( 3 trensparent device for expaain-
ing it to the 2lumni in the sudiencey)

5) MOLLY sings the song, "Frim lie the Frisby."

e
S N Nee”

LIRS |
I

SONG: "Friz e the Frisby."
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Friz me the frisby
Whiz me the Trisby
Glve it thrust

You must, you must!

Friz me the frisby
Friz me the frisby
Make 1% whistle
Make it whiz

Let it bristle--
Ready? Friz!

Priz me the frisby
¥hiz me the Irisby
Glve it thrust

You must, you must!

Friz we the frisby
Friz me the frisby
Make it scuttle!
Make it rattle!
SCHULTZ: It'll hit you--
MOLLY: What'11?
SCHULTZ : That'1l-~
(She is hit by frisby.)

Friz me the frisby
Whiz wme the frisby
Give 1t thrust

You must, you must!



.




me the ITrisby
me the Irisby
it slzzlie

Pleage don't Pizzle
Hurl that frizzle, pilz pliz plis!

Friz me the frisby
Whiz me the frizby
Glve 1t thrust

You must, you must!

Friz me the frisby

Frlz me the frisby

Throw 1t careful

Plegse don't miz

Iry to get it whére I 18...

Friz me the frisby
Then you can kiz ms
And give i1 fthrust--
you muet, you must’

{48 the Song was Sung, a small brouhaha in the audlsence hes intervened to
keep the song from seeming as long 88 it really 15. KANGAROO hes unexpec-
tedly thrown a frisby lmto . the sudiencs; a stooge there hus caught it
and thrown it %o another stooge} and as MOLLY singd, a covey of frisbies
has taken the air, and whirs formidably from stooge to stooge. Then the
frlsblea are thrown back %o the stage: first from the front oV, then fronm
a row further back, then from the sscond section, center ainlsy then frow
ihe second scetlon, side aisle; then ths music ptops. KANSAROO noints at
1 STOOGE. 1 STOCGE points at 2 ST00GE. 2 ST00GE poilnts alt 3 ST00GE deach
point sccompanied by a druwbeat.) 3 STOOGE points at 4

STOOGE. & ST00GE

points at balcony, whers stands 5 STOOGE with frisby poised.
& drum roll.

LR
ol 1)

There
5 ETO0GE throws %the frisuy.

A meunzeliear hush clutehes thsz

transfixed audience 2a the frisby swoopz slowly, majesticaily down-- ovap
“he second scctlion, over the first section, over the orchestra, and \ato

the walting hand of KANGAROO.

Drums smash Jubilently.

BLACKOUT. )

Scene Six. in Un-Irving Experience

(The cempus, night. The moon shines through the trees snd we cap hear
a dog barking.

(BINWIE NUSTLE and GEOKGE

We STORCH ent:r. )

BINNIE. Gosh., it's a8 nice night.

GECRGE. Yeaho

BINNIZ. Ukh=huh.

(Pausa)

JEORGE. (Irrekevantly) Do you like animals?

BINNIE. Oh, I jJjust love animals. They're so nice, really. They're so

GEORGE.

mucih 1ike people, except different.
Yeeh.

BINNIZ. Did you ever have any pete?

GEORGE. Yee, I°'ve had lots of pets,

BINUIE, Whet were their names?

GECHGX. Irvingz.

BINNIE. Irving?

GEORGE. Yeesh. Every pet I've had I've called Irving.

BINLIE. Thet's wery zood. Easlsr to remewber. (Boih laush stiltedly.)

Audience gous wild.
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GEORGE.
BINNIs.
GEORGE.
BINNIE.

GEOARGE.
BINNIE.
GECKRGE.
BINNIE.

GEORGE.
BINNIE.
GEOAGE.

BINNIE.

I had the most incredible experience today.
what happened?
I don't really know if I can convey 1it.
Well, zo ahead. You're sort of good at that.
Well, I was walking down the hall, and thinking ovecr a joke I
heard the other day:; and suddenly I heard somebody whistling
Ravel's Bolero. Just whistling it, on and on.
Yea, go on, -
You don't sgee 1t.
That's 2117 You just heard someone whistling Ravel's Bolero?
But you see, I'd been thlnking all these silly, frivoloue
thouzhte, and then this haunting music--1t was coming from the
stalrwell--just on and on--
I think I unierstand.
I don't think you do.
I do. You're a very s=emsitive zirl, Binnie.
poctry, remember.
But you don't met it.

I resd some of your

$SONG: "Burden of Semsitivity.")

The burlen of sensitivity

Is my milistone, my glbatross, my crown
But I can bear it!

Despite the quipa, and whips and scorns
I'm proud to wear it.

of thorms,

Elther you sleep too much or too little
You're hungry or bloated, have blisters
Elther you're feelinz soggy or brittle
Defenseless from troubles and stralns,

oF sprains

The burden of sensitivity

Is my millstone, my albatroos, my crown
But I can bear it! o
Whatever irksome strife adorns
Its relative merit.

of thorns,

Life 1s hard because love 1 sticky

You're¢ expected to finish whatever you starf--
If one 1lives, oue must love, but it's tricky
To manaze affairs of the heart.

The burden off sensitivity

Is my millestone, my slbatross, my crown of thorns,
But I can besr 1%} , .

Rezariless of what Nietzsche warns

ItSs beet to share it.

The men in my 1life have bgen frequent
But attended by mixups, confusion and pain
And thourh months may go by, it's coniéquent
To find myself at 1t azain.
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BINNIE.
GEORGE.
BINKIL,
GECHGE.
BINNIE.

Hey, vwhere ig Delta Cephwi?

It's rioht up there. Look for a bilg "#" in the sky. Do Tou
see 1t?
No.

It's right over there.
I can't ~et the Gestalt.

(MYSTZRIOUS STRANGER sweeps in.)

HYSTERIOUE ESTRANGER.

The Geetalt, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, but
in ourselves.

(MYSTERIOUS STRANZER sweeps out.)

BINNIZ.
JEORGE.,

BIXNIK.

GEORGA.
BINNIZ&.
GEORGA.

DINNIE.
GEORGKE,
BINNI&.
GEORGE.
BINNIE.
GiLORGE.
BINNIL.
GEORGE.
BINNI E.

GEORGE.

BINGIE.
GEO=GE.
BINNIE.
GECRGE.
BINNIE.
GEORGE.
BINNLE.

Well, I glve up. I think sters should be appreciated, not
studyped,
Thet's very strange. You know, Binnle, you're very--inscru~
table. B
Oh, no.

In fact, I'm lozically consistent.

I'm even tautolozous.

Kiss me!l
Oh. You want me to kiss you?
Yes.

Oh, I see. Uh....(Kisses her)
Gogh, cen I call you Irving?
But Irving 18 a boy's name.
Yes, but it's sort of a tradition.
Do you think I'm a pet?
Oh, 1'd do things with you I wouldn't do with any pet.
You would? I hope they're nice things.
I mean, I never kiesced my dog.
Oh, that's nilce.
What? :
Thet you never klssed y@ur dog. 1'® rather you kissed me.
(She pwepares to be kissed.)
(Hedzing) Well, I kissed my rabbit once.
His name was Irving,
Actually I waa much littler then.
But the rabbit was pretty small too.
GHorge?
Uh=-huh.
Do you 1like me better than Irving?
Which Irving?
Irving, the rabbit.
Oh yeg8, I guess s0. I me2n there's no comparison,
Let's diacuss this further.

(They exit.)

Scene Seven=-A.

Interlogue

(Greduation once more

SAM.

SAM.

[, At S

The college President azein bezins to speak. Lizhte up on

SAYM PICKLE and HERRERT MAALIN, who sit in caps and ~owns)

({Seating of the zraduates is alphabetical, i% may be noted.
This i3 but another finesse!l))

Boy, oh boy. Thig 1s really something.
HERBERT.
Yeah. You sort of think back to everybhing that happened.

It's sort of unbelievable.

You caP't help it.
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HERBERT. Yeah. Think of all the crud we ‘ade other people put up withl

SAM. Yegh, that too. i

HERBERT. A1l the places.

SAM. The wen's infirmary. You know the men's infirmary?

HERBERT. Yeaho

SAi. 1 spent @ weck there once. It was borluv. Didn't do any work
cithei.

Scene Seven. Turtles.

(MILLARD STRIMP lies abed, trying to read. SANM PICKLE and JOCK STARK
sit around dejcctedly.)

JOCK. Hey. Quit pretending to study«

MILLARD. I don't feel like studying anyhov.
JOCKezaThat's the splrit.

SAM. Be happy,, like us.
(Lon: 3isgruntled pause.) ;
MILLARD. 1Is it true you get mononucleosis from kissing?

JOCK. That's an o1d Wive's tale.

YILLIARD. Doctor Wockle &ays.you get it from kissling.

JOCE. Anyhow, Doctor Wockle js an old wife.

SAM. By definitlon.

ILLARD. But 1t's kind of strenge We gll zot 1t 2t the same tlme.
JOCK. laybes=

MILLARD. Maybe a Typhold Mary is loose among usé

JOCK. Maybef

SAi. It's possible.

JOCK. Carol Snort?

MILLARD. Uch:

SAM. No.

MILLARD. Millie Winthrop?

JOCK. No.

SaM. No. Binnie Nustle?®

JOCK. Yes.

MILLARD. No. Jane Mool? Hermhbne?

JOCK. Not Mool. You'd kiss Hermione?

MILLARD. Not azaeln, 1 wouldn't.

SAM. There's no one girl. Thet would be impossible.

JOCK. This is jist a wild goose chase.

MTILLARD. (Pontifically) All of 1llfe is @ wild zoose chase.
SA#. Only for some. Other people Jjust keep ducking.
MILLARD ané JOCK. Ha Ha Huhhh. Phlltttt.

(Long pause. Abruptly they all Jump up and 3ance downstage.)

sonG: “Mononucleosis.”

sononucleoshs, mononucleosis.
You ~et immunity from helitoslse.

SAM. I really fear I cen't remeumber
where I picked up the germ;
1t must have been one of those girls
Around the end of last term.

Kononucleosis, mononucleosis.
You zet immunity from halitosis.

JOCK. GCircumstances here at college
alre 2+ hard to be infected
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(Bridae)

ALL. You simply kiss & glrl zood night!
foon you've got it and you kuow it,
You can fcel 1%, the blood testes show it,
When they find a mononucleated leucocyte--

ilononuelecsis, monenucleosis.
You get iamwunity from halitosis.

MILLARD. If you think that I fell 111
S0 crsasly, well, I beg your pardon.
I'1% have you know that I cauzht mine

In the president’s rardan.

mononucleosis, mononucleosis.
You zet immunity from halitosis.

il

ki

JOCK. Boy, tt
MILLARD. I kr
JOCK: 14 go

azy if I had "o keep them.
8

ra

33i4. Aw, you -uys are just ccmplainers. What rules don't you liks,

Longz peause.

MILLARD. lMeinly the one avout not having pets.

JOCK. Yeah, that's the killer.

MILLARD. Thiak of 21l the pets we could have.

JOCK. Dozs.

MILLARD. Cets.

JOCK. Donkeys.

MILLARD. Armadillos.

JOCKL. Gorilles.

MILLARD. Vomsn.

SAH. Turiles.

JOCK. Woodchucks.

MILLARD. Did you say turtles?

SAM. What Ao you mesn, did ¥ say turtles?

MILLARD. You know what I mesan, did you say turtles.

JCCK. Antslopes.

SAM. Yeah, I d1d sey turtle:. What about 11?

MILLARD. MNothing sbout it. - just wondered, that's alil.

JOCK. We couldé e®en have chinchlllas.

SAM. ¥ Nothing phooey. You lca’t Just wonder if snother guy sald
Turtiee all of a sucden. There's something bothering you.

f4ILLARD. Dothering me? :

SAM. Yesh. How come you'rs =0 jumpy ebout turtles 2ll of a sudden?

MILLARD. Me Jumpy sbout tnuriles. You're crazy. iy attitude toward

turtles 1s perfe:tiy mormal.

JOCK. Ostriches would ve fun.

SaM. HOLD ON! I've been noticlng you lately. Whenever turiles ars
mentioned you start acting funny. Whenever turtles come up
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in ordinary conversation, you get a stranze look in your eye.
You get a funny twitch in your right shoulder.

(MILLARD'S right shoulder starts lurching.)

MILLARD. You're crazy. I don't have any twitch.

SAM. You know what I think it 1s? You have 2 turtle.

MILLARD. I do not.

S4M. (Evenly, calmly, firmly.) All rizht, Millard, cet that turtle out
of your ted.

MILLAZD. You're crezy. I don't have a turtle.

cafl. Come on, ve know you've got a turtle in your bed.

#MILLARD. Really, I don't, honest.

SAM. You're not allowed to have a turtle in your bed.

JOCL. It's against the rules.

SAM. You can only have a turtle on Sunday afternoons with the door open.

JOCK. Yezh, come on. Give us the turtle.

MILLARD. But. I swear to you, I don't-- _

SAM. Come on, we know you've got a turtle.

MILLARD. (Desperately) How did you find out?

SAk. We have ways. Glve us the turtle.

MILLARD. You can’t have it.

SAM. Neither can you.

JOCK. It's agsinst the rules.

MILLARD. You Jjust want it for yourselves.

JOCK. What would we want with a turtle?

MILLARD. Well, thsn, what would 1 want with a turtle?

SAM. Oh, we know what you'd want with a turtlef.

MILLARD. You caen't have it.

SAM. You'd better give it to us or we'll call a nurse.

JOCK. HNurses. ' ;

Sal. Walt, Jock. Haybe he'll give it to us without that.

MILLARD. Why can’t I keen it? ‘

JOCK. Because you can't.

SA. It's against the rulen.

MILLAZD. Why 18 it azainst the rules?

JOCK. Beczuse it is, that's all.

SiA)¥. Because the townspeople wouldn't approve.

JOCK, And just think of the Board of Managers.

SAM. Now then, give us the turtle.

MILLARD. I won'#! .

JOCK. DMNursef' ; :

cAM. Wailt, Jock. Now, lMillard, you don't really went a turtle in your
bed, do you?

MILLARD. Yes.

SAM. VWhy?

MILLARD. I like what it's doinge.

SAM. MNow, Millard, just think a minute. Just think of &ll the poor
1ittle children who can't have turtles in their beds. Would you
went to have something they can't have?

MILLARD. Tarn straight I would.

JOCK. That's not democratice. .

SAK. I thought you were a democrat, Millard. I'm a8 democrat. Jock,
here 18 a democrat.

JOCK. I'm 2 Republican.

SAM. Dut he's & democratic Republican. Now aren’'t you 7oing to help
your fellow democfrats?

MILLARD. I'm not a democwgat. I'M a soclallet.

SAli. Thet means you ha¥e to share gFour wealth.

JOCK. Yeah.

MILLARD. Not my wealth. Other people's wealth.

SAM. Come on, gilve us your turtle. Be 8 good guye
enoughe. '

You've had it long
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MILLAXD. It's mine, mine, mine;
JOCK. Can't we atZ least borrow 1t7?
SAN. We'll even wash it when we're through.
MILLARD. Please leave me my turtle. It's 2ll I have in the world.
SAM. HNow, look here, Millard, ere you golng 1o zive us that turtle
voluntarily, or do we have to nplay rough? Lefty! (STARK rises.)
Lefty, we're zoing to have to show this guy a thing or tWO.
MILLAAD. No, no, not the turtlé! You can have anythling but my turtle.
It has =oreat sentimental valuse.
JOCK. Should I £ix him, boss?
SAM. Not yet. Let me try persuasion first.
GILLARD. It was a gift from my sainted great-uncle Rudlow—-
SAM. Look, Millard, you've got all your life ahead of you. Why throw
it awey on a 1llttle thing llke this?
MILLARD. Life without my turtle would not be worth living.
SAM. 1've sbout reached the end of my patience.
JOCK. Now, hosas?
SAM. No, no. Millerd, it's right in the Bible that "thou shalt not
deprive thy fellow man of turtles.” Rumenlans 3=0200,
BMILLARD. I%t's a lie.
SAli. On my heonor! It's a fundamentsl principle of canon, lav.
MILLARD. I don't hold by capnon lew uyself. I'm & devote of six-gun
justice! (Whips out his hand, polnted 1like @ gun.) B3ang!
Bang! Bang, bang:
SAM. He ha! It didn't work.
MILLERD. Not yet! Bang! Bang! Bang? Bang! (He slumps.) Bang! Eang:
SLOW CURTAIN

Scene Eizht-4. 'IntﬁrlogueA

(Graduation once more.
The college President agaln beglns his speech.Lights up on JANE MOOUN
and BINNIE NUSTLE, who s8l¢ in caps and cownse.

MOCL. How did we do 1t?
PINHIE. What?
;:LGOL- G’et he 8. :
BINNIE. &s all things have a beginning, so all things must come to
a close.
MOOL. That's not quite what I meant. I mean, how did we make 1t from
there to hére. It took so long. S50 much happened. ‘
BINNI&. (S1gnificently) So very, Very muche s«

Scene Eight. Pillapge and Rapine€.:

(The room of JAN& MOOL and JdAN WALLING. Stocklngs and hankies hang
drying on strings. MOOL is studying as ELLIE WHELK enters.)

ELLIE. Everythize strings. Strings and things.

MOOL. How's your paper coming? .

FLLIE. I swear I can't write thatpaper. T can’t even figure what the
paper's supposed to be gbout. Maybe I could Just dle or some-
thing.

MOOL. Don'% be silly. You need 2 pill.

FLLIE. Why do I need a plll?

MOOL. Oh, everybody does.

“LLIE. What do you have?

MOOL. #AB8pirin, emplirin, Bufferin, Alka-seltzer, benzidrine, dexidrine,

phenobarbitol, Miltown and Tums.

FLLIE. I%t's hard to decilds.

MOOL. Also Life Savers.
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ELLIE. What flavor?

HMCOL. Pepperminﬁ butterscoteh, and rhubarb.

ELLIE. I'l1 try thc rhubarb.

HOOL. Better not. They're moldy.

E.LI¥. Whet do you recommend?

MOCL. Aspirin.

ELLIE. Two. (Takes them.)

MOOL. Where 8 Bilnnie tonight? ©he 1sn't in her room.

ELLIE. °be 8 out with some Freshman.

1200L. She's incredible. The's always swearing off men, and then next

night comes back saying she went to the movies with some toy
and had a mystical experience during the newsrecel.

( HERMIONE HAM comeS in.)

HERMIONE. I heard a joke.

MOOL. Wonderful.

ELLIE. 1 suppose you're gohlnz to tell it.

HZRIIONE. Jell, you se¢, a woman went into a butcher shop, and saié
"I want a pound of kiddleys,” and the butcher said, “you
nean kidneys, don't you?" and the woman said, "I se1d” kid~
dleys, dilddle

ELLIE. What's playing in the vill?

#0CL. Comething wlth Rock Hudsom.

HERMIONE. You get it? Sec, this woman has a speech impedfment, and
vhenever she should say "N" she says "L", so-=

ELLIE. Are you still learning the guitar, Hermione?

HERLIONE. Oh no. I've *ot 8 mandolin.

[100L. Do you think you're practicing enough?

HEn:IONE. #Well, I really don't need to practice. I've got very nlm=
ble finzers.

FLLIE. You're basically nimble, Hermione.

HERVMIONE. ©Oh, do you think so?

MOOL.. Definitely.

HERMIONE. Well, explain what you mean, exactly. I went to know what
vou mean when you say I'm nimble.

ELLIE. What she means is you gzet around so easily. One minute you're

in this roo*n9 next minute you could be in somsone else's room.

HERMIONE. I don't know what you mean.

IHOOL. Well, try it and see.

HER:IONE. Oh=-was I disturbing some conversation you might have been
having?

ELLIE. ©No, you wereﬂ't, not until you came in.

HERMIONE. Well, I'll come back later,

HOOL. Be sure you do.

HERMIONE. Come back?

MOCL. Come back later. g

HERMIONE. Okay, see you later: (Goes.)

KLLIE. How does she manage?

HER..ION&. (Reeppearing) “Manaze what?

MOOL. HMenage to be nimble.

HZRIIONE. Oh, it's just & natural telent, I guess. (GOes again.)

400L. What were we talking 2bout?t

ELIIE. HeJL, I ruess it doesn't matter. I still have that paper to

write.

MO0L. Hsve another pill.

EL:IE. Do you think it's safe?

MO6L. <Safes It's the only way I manage.

{BINNIE comes in.)

BINNIE. I need a pilil.

MOOL. Of course. What kind?

BINNIE. Give me a8 Miltown and a No-~Doz.

SLLIE. Are you going to teke them both at once?

b B il 1y ol S ol P en  Laom
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ELLIx. Tut tha2t way, they'll countersct each other.

BIENI&L. That's the idea. I don't need a pill envway. I just want to
resaln my composure.

MGOL. (Giving her pills.) Yesh, you do look sort of decomposed.

“LLIE. 4het's the matter?

BINUIE. I have become a scarlet woman.

EL:Ix. Too bad. You looked so sood inviolate.

CURTAIN. THD OF ACT ONE.
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ACT TWO.

Scene ®ine-i. Interiogue.

(Graduation once more. The Colleze President azain becins his speech.
Lights wup on PaP& SCHULTZ and JOCK STARK, who sit in caps and gowns. )
PETE. 3oy, graduation is really scvething. A1l the professors in drag.
JOCK. Think of all the things we'vz done at college. -

PETE. Do you remember that fabulous party?
JOCK. Party? Around here?

PETE. The one Pickle gave down by the trestle.
JOCK. No, I dan’t say as I doe...

Scene Nine. Blue Suede Loafers.

(The front porch. Columns, porch chiirs, etc. JOAN WALLING, 8AM PICKLE,
RUFUS MANSFIZLD, HERMIONE HAM are sltting around.)

HERMIONZ. Did you hear the latest?

JOAN. No.

HERMIONE. WVell, 1t dowsn'% matter 2nyhow.

SAM. Do you reallze I've got %o sp:nd the summer in Connecticut?
RUFUS. You poor kid. Conmnecticut 12 really out.

HOAN. GConnecticut is a doozer.

( PIGKLE approaches and approaches JOAN WALLING.)

SAM. How'a it going?

JOAN. Oh, pretty well, I guess.

SAM. Would you like %o go out tonight?

JOAN. Oh. Okay. Sure.

SAM. Do you have money?

JOAN. Well, no. '

SAM. Well, I guess we could Jjust have & party.

ALL. A party? fAround hera? A party? etc.

SAM. I think it could be managed.

(HERIIOUE espies a protubserance exi;ending from PICALE's pocket.)
HERMIONE.  1949. That was a gocd year,

SAM. Want come?

HERMIONE. Well, yes, I guess I wi-ht have a drop.

SAM. There's more. The woods at iine, by the trestle.
HERMIONE. Eo%er.

SAM (to JCAN.! Shall I get you herc?

JOAN. Well, I guess so0.

SAM. Sece you later, then. (kxits with slight svaggzer.)
RUFUS. You know what we're doing? iisting time.
HERMIONE. Admittedlyl

JOAN. Wha* should we be doinz?

RUFUS. Anything: Not just wasting ‘'me, saying pseudo-clever things.

I'm not really satisfied. OUrdinary things don't leave ne
gratified.

I ma&y be Just a regular guy

But I'm disgruntled, and I inow why;

I'VE GOT A STAR IN MY EYE!

(Music: inftroduction, vamp.)
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HEL, {:1-'::‘}"'.’;- mu going %o sing & *rmg
RUFUB. Nope. I don't go for that kind of stuff.

BLAGEQOUT
scene Ten. Turkeys in the Straw.

{The woods by the trestle, niﬂht. We can see ppople raguely. LNILLARD
STRIMP lies in the foreground nursing a bottle and huming incartations.
MAX WABASH enters with a girl.)

WABASH. 1Is thls the place?®?

MILLARD. I daresay it is.

WABASH. Good.

(Lights slightly up. Other psople are seen.)

VOICE OF HERMIONE. Ow, I got something in my eye.

VOICLE OF Ime OHULTZ. That's your finger.

SAM PICKLE {to WABAQH and his =zirl.) Welcome. Male yowrselves g% home.

WABASH. There's no place like home.

PICKLE. Hey, we've got to brighten this party up. Let': play opin-the-

boitla. s :

{Desultory cries of "yeah," "oh, sure.")

PICKLE. Well, it'a easy to iluprove the rules. Instead of Ipin-{ie-bottle,

Wwe just play f£lip-the-bottle, like this. (Catche: bott e
pointed at JOAN WALLING.) Now I kiss you. (Kisses hor ughtily.)

SONG: "Orgy-porgy." )
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JOAYN. Georgle-porgie, pudding and pie
Ligsed the glrls end made them cry;
Yhen the boys came out to play,
reurgic~ pc "gle ran away.
PICELE. Hey, you've got 1t wrong~- it's not Georgie- porgie, L's
Orgy-porgy~- becauss we're having a real Gaorge of an Orgy:
(Drum accompaniment.)
:rgyvnorgf is the greatest flavor
-or 2 pudding or a pie
it's wo? spice and it's got sevor--
dhy @an t you give it a try?

Qrgy-porgy, pudding and pile

iies me, bahy, meke me sigh;

When I haven't got the breath,
Xiss me till there's nothing left!

JOAN. Orgy- pargy, pudding and ple :
You don't miss your water t1ll the well runa dry
While it's full then do your drinking
Don't waste time wih too much thinking.

PECKLE. Orgy-porgy, pudding and pie
Be my little butterfly--
Xiss we, baby, I'm your flower
With lots of pollen, lots of power!
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(Bridge)

Zvery dish I ever tasted

Made me yell for more, more, more
Every piece I ever had

Wgs better than the one before
Thdnk of all the gourmandecy

That you @and I have got in store!

JOAN. Omgy-porgy, pudding and ple
Have another shot of rye
Pretty soon we start on zin
Forget where we're going aid where we've been.

PICKLE. Orgy-porgy, pudding and ple
Ain't you glad you sald you'd try?
four body's great and your kissing's fancy--
It must be maglc necromancy.

{Dgncl?g and tucket and pervssive purposeful pandeewonium. A8 the lights
im:

TOICE OF HERMIONE: What are you doing?

YOICE OF SCHULT4. You don't know?

YOICE OF HEIWIONE. You don't know.

DIM TC BLACE
$cene Eleven. The Hall Truth.

{A publlec hall. Telephone booths. People psss constantly. JOCK STARK
iz on the phone.)

STARK. Hello. I understand I've gotten a telegram. Thls is Jock Stark,.
You got 1t but you don't have 1t? Where is 14? My dormltory, huh?
Thank you.

{GRUBNIK enters and encounters LAVE KRESH.)

KRESH., Slud.

GRUBNIE. Giramps.

KRESH. I hesr the fraternity 1esue has dled down this yesr.

JRUBNIK. Wa'll have to revive it.

KRESH. How?

GRUBUIK. Wa could send threatening letters to psople snd sign them
in Greek? ;

KRESH. Thst’s tco subtle.

GRUBNIK. Yeah.

(They part and exit.)

STARK. Hello, Max? Listen, did I get a telegram? The switchboard sayse
they sent it ¢o my room. Yeah, I'll wait. :

( MILLARD STRIMP comnes on.)

STARK. Hey, Millard, Row's your turtle?

MILLARD. Healthler thesn ever. I'm feeding it Wheaties. (Exit.)

STARK. Max? Is 1t there? Where the Dickens 18 it? Took it to the
House Director's office? Now why the... Yeah, okay, I'1ll call them.

(NELLIE WILZON comes in.)

NELLIE. Hey, Jock, what's your ms jor?

STARK. I'm majoring im Gut.

NELLIE. Onh? Honors or Course?

SEamK. Honors, of courss.

NELLIE. As a Freshgsn, did you take Gut One or Gut Five-Six?

STARE. I took Gut Five-Six, but I was lucky. I had Professor Whillikers.

NELLIE. G. Whillikers?

STARK. 1In person. He came down from Cornell. {(Into phone) House

-

Director's Office? Llsten, I got a telegream, but the switchboard
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gent iT;imE%.fPJEH@JWJ trd then somebody %tcok it from wy dormitory to
your ciflce, I don’t know why... I know you don't handle thinze like
that. So you sent it to the Deana’ Off'ice? Pine. Yes, thank you.
Thenk you so much. 3

ngEEE (Etill there.) What are your seminars?

) . istory of Modern Gut, Problems of € a 3y
Bnd Out 35 Tensiat s Contemporary Gut, Theory of Gut

NELLIE. What about The Idea of Gut in Western Thought?

STARK. I nad that o8 2@ course last semester.

NELLIE. Wnet are your minors?

STARK. Religion and education.

NELLIE. Sounds llke 2 good Gut program. Well, so long, Jock! Sees you
later! (Exit.)

STARK. Hello, Deans® Office? Listen, I think you have a telegram for
me. I don't know who it's from, I don't know what 1t's about, I just
want to find out... I kpow this isn't your line, but I think you've
got my telegream. I've been trylng to find it for twenty minutes. For
twenty mlnutes it's been my only actlvity... No, I do not want the
Actlivitles Orffice. Oh, you sent it to the Registraris Office? Yes,

I see. No, thank you.

(JANE MOOL crosses, talking earnastly to @ young man.)

MOOL. But you fail to gresp the fundamental diffsrence. I'm not a Poly-
neslan, and neither are you. (Exeunt.)

STARK. Hello. Hallo, this is Jock Sterk. You have a telegram for ume,
don't ask me why, just look for it. Yes.

(Pause.)

Yes, hellol Fine. WJonderful. Could you read it to me? I'd very much
appreciate it. My father what? My father dbd. My mother signed 1t?
Yea, thank you. Yes, I'm sorry too. God bless you! (Slame down phone.)
Offices. Stinking, lousy offices.

(He steps downstage 2nd viciously singe "That Office".)

SONG: "That Office "
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Somewhars there 18 an office. There's a record there of you.

That's whers the mistakes are made, the things that don't get through.
Ko one wanted it to happen, but it héppened all the same;

It's really quite too bad, it really is a shame;

It's that offieec thet's to blame.

it's that goddam office that's to blame.

It never iz on purpose; it’s no one's fault, oh no;

That office just makes trouble 'cause it happens to be gc.
Don't think that things go wrong because of svite or hate;
Things don't screw up the way they do becsuse of fate,

It heppens hecsuse someone comes in lsate.

It happens becauze someone comes in late.

Somebody takes & coffce break or sets aside a file,

4 girl wiztypes a pumber or they sit and telk a while,

Or & ahort blonde secretary is pewdering her nose

And she looks dewn a8t your papers, and s® says, well, I suppose
After all, thers's no real hurry about thosae.

They asy, oh, there's no hurry about those.
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Sowme day someone will find out the office bullding that 1t's in,
And that pergon will be me, and I'll grin snd I' 11 griv;

The slevator man will be crotchety and slow,

But I’?J 7et to that office because NOW I KNOW,

And 1'11 say to the manager, Hello.

I'11 walk up t& hip and say Hello.

I'11 ask, Are you in charge? and baah his head in vwith a stone,
Shoot tne secretariea, disconnect the phone;
Then I'11 burn all the papers in the middle of tha floor,
And then I'1l put a,padlock on the pretty glass door,
And that office won t make trouble any more;
No, that office won?*t make trouble~-
for ANYBODY--
ANYWHERE -~
Any wmore.

Scene Twelve. A Cryin' Sham.

( RUPUS MANSFIELD snd NELLIE WILSON 81t in the Snack Bar, she reading in-
attentively, he with dlsconsolate demeanor.)

RUFUS. (Earnestly, but offhand.) You know something?

NELLIE. What?

RUFUE. Life is a shan.

NELLIE. It ise?

RUFUS. No. I mean it.

NELLIE. Oh?

RUFUS. What I mean 13, everpbedy is & fake.

NEILLIE. Am I a fake?

RUFUS. Sure you are. Everyhody is.

NELLIE. What do you meen I mean sxactly.

RUFUS. Well, look at it thls way. Does anybody ever tali about anything
important? I mean, except for us, right now.

WALLIE. Well, lots of thingzs are lmportant.

RUFUS. How do you know?

NELLIE. Huh?

RUFUS. I sald, how do you know?

NALLIE. Well, golly. That i=, lots of things are important.

RUFUS. 1Like what?

NAILLIE. Well-- I don't knoWw---

RUFUS. WNothing ie important, but 3 very few thinges. A very, very few
things. Life. Death. Birth. That's what®s importaut.

NEZLLIE. Ju8t thome three thinge?

RUFUS. Death. Biprth. Life.

NAZLLIE. Nothing else?

RUFUS. Birth. Life. Death.

NZLLIE. Wall, whet 2bout the meantime?

RUFUS. The neantime-~ 18-~ nothing. Wasting time. Tnlking. DIrinklog
cocacols. (Pushaes his coke away 1in disgust.) Drinking cocacola, yes.

NELLIE. Just birth, death, and 1ife, huh?

RUFUS. You nean, you never thought about 1t?

NZLLIE. Well, not exactly that way.

RUFUS. How could you not think about it?

NZLLIE. Well, of course, I have thought zbout 1%. #But sort of differently.

RUFUS. How did you think about 1it? How--

NALLIE. Well, it scewmed to me--

RURUS. Excuse me, g0 on.

NELLIE. No, fluolsh what you were saylng.

RUFUS. Well, why did you stop thinking sbout 1

NILLIE. Well, I finished.

RUFUS. Finishad what?

NZLLIE. Fipiehed thinking about 1it.

ol
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RUFUS. How could you finisgn? It's so important.

NELLIE. Well, the way I see 1t, you see, people are born.

RUFUS. {ih-~huh.

NELLIE. Then they live a while...

RUFUS. Yesah, go on.

NELLIE. And then they dle, you see?

RUFUS . feah, well, go on, so what?

NELLIE. Well, that way they're dead. (Psuse.) The point is, they
should meke it as pleasant &8s possible for themselves while they're
elive. Widhout hurting other people, of course.

(Pause)

RUFUS. ZExcuse me, I have to go.

NELLIE. Why, what's the matter?

RUFUS. I don't know. But something is terribly, terribly wrong.

(Exlts definitively, but with pathos. End of scene.)

Scene Thirteen-A. Inieriogue.

(Graduation once more. 7The College President sgaln begins his speech.
Lights up on Dean Whilllkers, who unaccountably hes the same name as
Profesaor Whillikers (( g.¥., ) but is or is not the same person. A48
1% happens, the reader 1s empowered by the payment of a meagre royalty
to produce this play with sny optignal subplot about the Whillikers
line that he mway febricate. Unforitunately, however, the true Whillikers
story-- like Edwin Drood and the Marle Celeste-~- 18 beyond the beck
of even the pressnt writer. In any case, Desn Whilllkers is a Dean.)

WHILLIKERS. My neme 18 Dean Whillikers. I used to be Professor Whil-
1ikers, before ther made me a Dean.k These graduations make me senti-
mental. I've been here a while, on or around this campus for_elghi
or ten years, and 211 I can sey is, college 1s like... well, college
jg 1ike & 1ot of 1hings. It's hard to describe college. All kinds
of thinge heppen. And the kids gst so riled up about so many things.
They're always cut to give me a black eye. They watch me like 2 hawk,
misquoting my epfeches and dietorilng stories about the things I do.
They should undevrstend that T have their besti interests at heart-- at
bottom, that is.

They should Ensw better than to lose their heads over such petty
issues-~- they're slways getiing excited about this and that, one
thing and the oter. Women's dormiiory hours, fraternities, things
1ike that. They don't understend the Middle Way-- the path of wisdom.

Scene Thirteen. Fur Enough.

(The other corne¥ of the Snack Bar. Fay MEM sit boisterously at a table.
CRUBHIE welks on. Since we sav him 1ust he has grown a beard.)

1 FRAT MAN. A walking ermpit:
2 FRAT MéN. It loozs 1like the buard is growing him.
% FRAT MAN. Where joces he get off, anyway?
1 FRAT MAN. I wondar where he got on.
2 FRAT M&N. And hov he managed.
3 FRAT MAN. Yeah.
2 FRAT MAN. He's oae of those phony intellectusls.
1 FRAT MAN. Oh, a]l ihbbhh..... (trails off.)
(Fret men sing, "ig's Weird.")
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® ! But the reader is warned to ne chary of such lulling tie-ine. _
As we have ssen, this is not 80. a¢. ‘Cornell' allusion, p. 20. --Ed.



Song: "He's Wekrd"

He's Weird.
He has & beard.

He's all so cute and hairy.
I bet that he's...

He's proud to be outeide the group,
He's a noncompoop, & noncompoop!

He's gtrange.
He probably has maunge.

Why 1s he 1n such a hurrp?
Is 1t Just because he's furry?

He's nothing but a crummy Stupe,
He's a noncompoop, 2 goncompoop.

He's all so sort and tufty.
He'd look 2 heck of a lot better in mufti.

We find him eomewhat frowsy.
He really looks lousy.

To heck with him and all his troop, (Note misspelled 'troupe?)
He's @ noncompoop, & noncompppp!

GRUBNIK. Hey, fratheads! 1Is there anything about me that annoys you?
1 FRAT MAN. ©Oh, no. You're beautiful.

@ FRAT MAN. Yeah. We love you as you are.

(GRUBNIK sings, "Liberty, Equslity".)

SONG: "Liberty, Equality”.
Some people Becm to have no earthly reason for metsboliem
Except to Jape and Jeer at all the rest,
Wermad within the confines of their confildential cabalism,
Infant fledgelinga chirping from the nest.
Liberty, Equality, Gonformity:
Liberty, Equality, Conformity!
Here for etesrnity
In your snug fraternity,
Bafe from 1life's enormity.

Observe the certain plumsge of the totemistic brethren.
Othsr dress subjects them to unnervances.
With cackles and with clucking, Tuesday night they band together in
Thelr ssecret eanctimomiocus observances.
( REFRAIN)

I cannot help but pity these poor sentimental ritualists
Their reverence for. =~ trivial smeniiles.
They ciaim thet in their secret thoughis
they're really individualists,
The twofaced hypoeritical obscenities.
(Bridge, apoken:)
They 1like to drink in paneled bars.
They 1like bricabrac and tinsel on thelir cars.
Egraegiously provincial, they sgoke cizars!
For escaplng such brotherly apiung
I thank my lucky stars.
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i.ﬁﬁtfkhih? Bp 28, the leprechauns, the deitles and pharoahs
Lae% 4L 0o not behave like that myself.
How glad I am life's ravages and sevages-vwith-arrows
Have nmade of me a Ghibelline, not Guelph.
{REFRAIN as above untili:)
c«+ ln your smug fraternity

Safe from life's enormity.
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(MAX WABASH enters. HE, TOC, HAS A BEARD.%)

WABASH. Hey, Grubolk! You coming to the Folk Sing?

GRUBNIX. Dern right I a2m. See you, chums.

(Exeunt GRUBNIK and WABASH. The FRA® MEN are con¥ulsed.)

3 FRAT MEN. They're sure set up for that Folk Festival, 1l righty.

2 FRAT MEN. That Folk Festival is all Communist Propaganda anyhow. You
aver hesir the songs they sing? Worker's songs, people's songs. All
about liberty and freedom. Boy, you'd think they'd just come over
firom Moscow.

1 FRAT MAR. Yeah.

2 FRAT MAN. Yeah.

(Blackout.)

Scene Fourtezen. Just Plain Folks.
(A mob of bearded end dishevelled people are folking sround. Armed with
gultars tney sing, with emprit and Togetherness?)

SONG: "Rise Up, Urban Proletariat!"

Riss up, urban proletariat!

Rise up, urban proletariat!

The intellectual claanes

Must atlirriug®¥up the massea

And realize their function as a revolutionary commissariat.

Get ths gxpropriators expropriated!
Get the expropristors expropriated!

Only la expropristion

Will ever he saltation

For you masses who religiously are oplated.

In your methods be eclectic!

In your methods be geléictic!

That legallized diversion

Will be hiding your subveraion

In fulfilling your position on the forces of dislectilc.

(Verse Cne le repeated.)
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{Blackout.)

#* This nuance scems ¢c have been quite ignored by eritices.

#4# Hitherto unrecognized (by critics) as New Yprk dislect, ##
FTHED e a"ins.':;fm:: ‘:'.hzgp::itgn -t(c‘-y:swallow +the gcanarisa. Neone Purthar.
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Scene Fifteen. Gewmehaschafted.

(The Bnack Bsr. Seated are Clint Apgaryand Millerd Strimp, who has his
arm around Hermione Ham. In comes Catherine Mills.hShe is pregnant.)

éﬁ%. Hiya, Cathy!

(HAEE& M%Eié%%g%&&ﬂ?ﬁ‘)wnat have you been doinz lately?

HARRY. We got wmarried after all.

HERMIONE. Hey, grest.

MILLARD. Ars you working?

HBRRY. Not yet. But I'm strong and willing.

MILLARD. Is that your car outside?

HERMIONE. I% looks like & Volhswagen.

HARRY. No, 1t's the new German Schleppkraut. Runs on khrosene.

CLINT. How's the mileage?

HARRY. Well, it gets eight kllometers to the liter.

MILLARB. What does that meen?

HARRY. I'm not sure.

(Pause.)

CATHY. Well, how are things here?

CLINT. As they ever vwere.

HERMIONE. Aetuelly, more so this year.

CATHY. That's too bed.

CAINT. Social life! You have to be either @elibate or soing steady.

MILLARD (twiddling HERMIONE.) Yeah. You kiss a girl and it's six months.

(She looks at him adoringly.)

HARRY. I hear the new Dean is @& frat man.

CATHY. They're taking over the ruddy world.

MILLARD. Soon you won't be able to hear the folk music for the tremp of
marching feet.

?ERMION?. Aw, whet have you got agalaust fraternities, anyway?

Pauss, :

HARRY. Well, I suppose that's a good questicn.

MILLARD. (Arising.) Well, 1t's time to go climb a tree.

HARRY. I hadn't noticed.

Scene Sixteen. Truly Storech.

(?he front poreh. RUFUS MANSFIELD leans on a8 column. MILLARD STRIMP
gnters pitifully, rueful and woebegone.)

RUFUS. Hi, Millard.

MILLARD. Hi.

RUFUS. How's your turtle?

MILLARD. Just fine. He's grown so big I czn't £it him in the bath-
tub any more.

RUFUS. How'e your work going?

MILLARD. Well, the lest I saw of it it had run off with a ballet dancer.

RUFUS. Flunking aanything? :

MILLARD. Well, sort of. I can't seem %o get down to work.

(RUFUS Turns away. MILLARD sings reprise of "Orgy-Porgy," to wit:)

Orgy-porgy, pudding and ple

If at first you cannot try

Wait - until you don't succeed
Then lauvgh until you cory.

(MILLARD exits. RUFUS remains. A change of pace. Enter MOLLY PITCHER
STORCH,)GEORGE WASHINGTON STORCH, and thelr father, ALEXANDER HAMILTON
STORCH.

MOLLY. Rufue, I want you to wmeet my father.

RUFUS. How de you do, sir?

STORCH Sr. FLEASED TO MEET YOU, SON!

MOLLY. Rufus is in my Economlcs class.

STORCH 8r. OCh, very important, very important. Study that courss hargd,
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Son. Hit those books. GEeonomiecs is an important sub ject, an impor-
tant subject. Prepares you for the business world.

MOLLY. Oh, Daddy, you're always talkinz about business.

STORCH Sr. Well, why not? It's gosh-darned important, isn't 1t? You
Znow, take my advice, young man, you've got to be pretty f£ast on your
feet to get along in today's world. You've got to think fest and
think blg. You've got to be able to sell yourself to people.

RUFUS (ASIDE). Sell yourself. Sell your body, sell your mind.

STORCH Sr. Yup, you've got to sell yourself. You've got to show you
can take it as wedl ss dish 1t out.

RUFUS (4SIDE). I don't want it.

STORCH Sr. That's why I'm glad my boy, here, is a football star.
(GEORGE beams.) That's the kfnd of thing that gives you experience
with people.

GEORGE. Aw, $ad, it doesn’t count for that wmuch. {Modestly does he
Bay ‘thigoj 7 .

STORCH Sr. No, son, you just watch. You learn confidence and polse
out of a game like that. Confidence and poise are what count 4in a
first impression-- and thst first impression is lmportent. Let people
find out you're a mover. :

RUFUS (ASIDE). Not far enough.

STORCH Sr. You've gzot to think big and act big.

RYFUS (ASIDE). What could be smalier?

STORCH Sr. Well, now that I've seen this part of the campus, I guess wWe
can be moving along. I've got a big business deal to attend to this
afternoon.

RUOFUS (ASIDE). Decadence! Hypocrisy'! Narrowness and stupidity! Oh,
I cen see the cockroaches everywhere, I cen hear the mice gnawing:

ETORCH Sr. IT'S BEEN NICE KNO/ING You, ToC , SON!

(Blackout)

Scene Seventecn-A. Interiogue.

(Graduation once more. The College President again begins his snecech.
Lights up on HERMIONE HAM and JANE MOOL, who 8it in caps and gowns.)

HERMIONE. Gee., '

MOOL. Yeah.

HERMIONE. Kemember that time some parents came into the dorm and all
you had on...

MOOL. 1I'd rather not think about it.

( Pause.)

HERMIONE. FHemember that time we were in Commons all night?

MOOL. And you wanted to play teun-letter Jotto.

HERMIONE. Nine-letter Jotto.

MOOL. <You wanted to play Jotto.

HERMIONE. Yegah.

MOOL. Ganhh. I remember.

HERMIONE. You came into Commone at two. You looked awful. our heir
wag in curlers. Say-- I alwaye wondered-- what was all thai yelling?

MOOL. What yelling?

HERMIONE. Before you came into Commonse.

MCCL. ©Oh, yeah....

Scene Seventsen. The Birds and the Beasis.

(The rcom of JANE MOOL and JOAN WALLING. Mool 1g at @ typewriter.
JOAN enters.)

MOOL. Hey, where heve you been? Things wers popning around here, boy.
And I heerd they hed a big party down by the trestle. Now, why couldn't
I have heard about that? Hey, what's the matter?

JOAN. I don't know. I don't know where I 2m. I don't know anything. I
Just want to go to bed. :
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MCCL. I have @ paper due tomorrow!

JOAN. "\"f%‘.ll, da 4%t 1n Commons .

MOCL. 4Are you kidding? The minute I set my typewrlter down Hermione
Ham wi'l start tellinz we 2bout her boyfriend.

JOAN. I'm very tired.

HOOL. She wmakes her boyfriend sound like a real fool. He must be cne
anyhow. Hey-- aren't you even putting on pajamas?

_JOaAN. Nz, :

MOOL. You need @ sleepinc plll. Let me give you one. Hey, you loock
bad. Let me fix you some lemonade. I still have lemone from last
week, e¢nd I stole suzar at dinner. (Exits.)

+JOAN sings reprise of "Orgy-porgy".)

JOAN. Orgy-porgy, pudding and pie

Shrinks your soul and mekes it die
When the pudding's eaten and the ple is thrown
Your spoon 1s dirty and you're 11 alone.

(She tekes the bottle of sleepling pills, gets into bed, and slips
11 under the covers beside her.)

MOOL (entering.) I mede pink lemonade. There was some Lavo-ig left.
(JOAN taskes the lemonade. MOOL goes to mirror eund starts putiine her
halr up in curlers. She cannot see JOAN, who is taking the pills
as she drinks the lemonade. By the time MCOL finishes talking,
the Jar le finlshed. JCAN puts it under the covers beside her

when MOOL gets up.)

MOOL. I had the deadliest evening. First I went to hear that wpeech
about the Franco-Prussian war, you know? Well, I quat adore history,
you know, but this guy wee @n absolute puddle. He's head of tne
department at Chicago, you know? and he sected like everybody in the
world dizacreed with him and I don't even know what we were sup-
posed to be disegreeing with. Well, after that stupid lecture I
went 1o the snackbar and everybody was sitting around-- you know,
kllie and Biunie and Max Wabash, that crowd? so I stayed around
there a while, and everybedy wented to zet a beer, but nobody hed
a8 car, and nobedy was willing to walk, and nobody had identificatdon
cards (not even fake ones,) and the stete store was slready closed,

80 we ended up playing hopseotch on the lawn. You know, I found
out it's really impossible to play hopscotch on lawns. The watceh-
men came and shone his flashlight &n our faces, and he wanted to
know our names, because we'd tried to open one of the windows from
outs%de, 80 you know what nzme I gave? Hey, how's the lemonade?
Joan

JOAN, Kilss we good night, Jane.

MOCL. I swear you're crazy. That sleceping pill must be taking effect
eglready. (Resignedly, goofily.) So, I'Il kiss you good night.

(Kisses JOAN on the forehesd. As MOOL leans down, her hand restes on
the bottle of sleeping pills.)

MOOL. Hey, what'e this? (Takes 1t from under covers.) Joan!

MOAN. Good night. (Stretches, smiling a8 11ttle.)

MOOL. Hey, Joam. Hey. HEY, BINNIE!

( BLACKOUT)
BINNIE:

Scene Elghteen. Excerot from "Modern Sina."

(From the dark, an IMPORTANT TYPE VOICE 1s hesrd.) .

IAPORTANT TYPE VOICE. Say, that wae quite a smcene, wasn't it.
Actuelly, that scene wss B0 ~ood, let's do 1% again-- this time,
as 1t mlght heve been made into a silent movie. _

(The wotion picture screen hos been lowered, en old-time piano starts
tintinnabulating, ané titles appear-- white on black-- projected
from behind. After the first titles, the a2ction begins: a table
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18 the m2in prop.)

TITLE
1. THE MODE:LN MUSEUM OF ART
FI1LM LIRRARY
&xcerp? from "Modern Sins"
(1916)

2. The influence of Griffith
and hils predecessors wasg
widely 7elt 1n Hollywood.
"Modern Sins," produced and
direct:d by one of Griffith's
ex-caneramen {name unknown),
clearly shows this influsnce.

A. Th: pieture was never com-
pleted for lack of funds.
Hevever, there is evidence
(rerticulerly from the etyle
of editing,) that Briffith
himself actually attempted to
prepare the disconnected clips
for releass.

4, Fanny ..... Helen Smits

Bernice .... Lillian Krsemer

s wi- The Humble, but Unashamed
tenement flat of two working
gi>lg. .,

6. ... the "Daily Rounds" ....

7. Self-Improvement.

8. Fanny has got a Beau
"back home."

9. * Expecting a letter.

10. Was that a "knock"?

1. "Bernice! My dear Room-mste'
- You are home ezrly."

L2. "His letter will come to-day.
T kpow 1t.,"

13. "What is the matter, Bernice?"
14. A Lost Soul.

15. Violsted by a Vile Seducer.

== Her foremen at the office.
1. "Are you 211 right? Let me
fix you some hot co-cog!"

28

ACTION

We see the table.
8re flickering.

The 1lights

Fanny comes on. She wears a
grey dress (with bustle) and
is made up all grey. She
dusis wildly with feather duster.

Fanny plcks up a8 book and
reads for a moment.

Fanny picks up a picture-frame
from the table and clasps it
to her bosoom.

Fanny holds her hands tozether
and raices them eagerly skyward.

Startled, she cups her ear.

She gets ap and 1ilts to meet
Bernice, who enters in mewkish
de jection, dragzing her feet.

Fanny turns to the audience and
geatures a broad welcome. Then,
irrglevantly, Fanny picke up
the picture frame and turns
skyward.

(same.)

Bernlce, paying no attention,
walke forward. Her head droops
toward her shoulder. She
stands, enclosed in dainty
bathos.

Fanny rushes to Bernice.

Bernice postures soulfully.

Bernlee changes stance, again
postures soulfully. :

Fanny rushen %o her, grasps her
solicitously for s moment, and
shuffles cuickly out.
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29
TITLE ACTION

From the recesses of her garb,
Bernice removes, and holds up,
a tiny viel.

17. Poison! Bernice turns the vial in the
light. She uncorks it and
daintily raises 1t to her lips,
drinks. She blots her mouth
on & handkerchief. Faltering,
she walks to the table, expires
on it. ©8he 1ifts herself up
and gestares pitifully. She
8laoke by degrees.

Bernice enters, bearing tray
with cup. She puts 4dray down
on table beside the wilting

: Bernice.
18. "I just Know his Letter Fanny waelks foward the asudience,
will come To-day." gesturing rapturously skyward.

Then she notlees the vial
rolling slowly toward the edge
of the table. She picks it up.

19. What is this? She examlnes the vial. She is
vislbly startled, and gasps.
20. "Bernice! What have you Fenny rushes to the table, and
Dena t® sterts slapping Bernice on the
hand.
21. "Good night, Fanny." Bernice raisee herself some,

looks ever-sd-sweetly at the
balcony; then, jerkily, tenderly,
she sinks to the tabletop.
Fannyy is surprised, upset.
She gestures at the walls,
the sky, hits herself on the
forehead with the heel of her
hand.
22. - To get & Doctor! Fanny exits quickly.

Scene Ninetten. ZExcerpt from "The Clipped Pegasus."

IMPORTANT TYPE VCICE. You know, this vignette is Just so chock-full
of dramatic possibilities, why don't we do it once more—— this time,
28 it might have been written by Tennessee Willlams and directed
by Barbara Pearson Lange. ;

(Lights up on a bed and night-table. A 1i%t candle 48 on the night-
table. MAYBELLE DAUL steps forward, and addresses the sudience.)

MAYBELLE. This i3 Just a sho't story, and 1t's been sbrideed. It's
2 reminlscence, and remlniscences heppen to music. (Music.) I
wae 1ivin' in Memphis, quite 2 lonz long time azo, before the world
was 11t bp Sputniks, with a cute 1ittle gifl from the Delta named
Liza.

(Action. MAY¥BELLE 1s onstere, LIZA comes in. She limps.)

MAYBELLE. Liza, honeybelle, 18 that You?

LIZA. Yea, Maybelle.

MAYBELLE. Why, Liza, what's the matter?

(LIZA sits drsmatically.)

MEYBELLE. I can read it in your eyedy child. Somethin's happened.

LIZA. Wo, nothing's happened. But the world has changed, a 1little
big.

MAYBELLE. What is it, lamb?

LI<A. Oh, Maybelle-- I'¥e been livin' a lie-- we've all been 1ivin'
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8 lle-- pretenss, mendacity! I've been workin®' hard end serimpin'
and savin', and pretendin' I was & respec’able girl, but I'm
rotten: I know it now-- I'm rotten!

AAYBELLE. What do you mean, Liza baby?

LIZA. This is tne end, Maybelle, this 18 ths end. You know that
Mister Bates who's bgen pesterin' me for monthe?

MAYBELLE. Yes, I Wnow that Mister Bates.

LIZA. Well, he took me to his home-- he was goln’ to show hme his
glass menagerie, he said-- and then the most awful thincs happened!
Oh, I can't describe 1t.

MAYBELLE. I gee.

LiZA. You do see, don't you, Maybezle? But 1t wasn't my fault, it
wasn t--

MAYBELLE. I 8sce. Well, 1t'e in the past alreedy. Honey, lie down
@ blt, and I'll get you some dandelion wine. (Exits.)

(Polson bit. LIZA takes from under the bed a quart bottle msrked
consplcucusily CLOROX. She drinks, and puts the bottle down, lylng
looking at the sudience with a woozy smile.)

- MAYBELLE (returning.) Here's your wine, lovey. Now, tomorrow, you

can jUSt)tell that Mister Bates-- What did you do, Liza? (Spiffs

the air.)

LIZA. Kiss me goodnight, Maybelle.

MAYBELLE. (Rushes to her, holds her) Oh, honey, why d4id you do it?
Why? Thie 117n't need to be the end, it needn't have been-- we
could have gone on-- you needn't have done it-- we could have
stopped ithe lies and mendacity and hypocrisy and misunderstandings-

LIZ4a. Good night, Maybelle (28 she melts.)

MAYBELLE. Good nizht, honey.

(A pause. MAYBELLE turns ¢o the candle and tries to blow it out.
It is too far away. ©Che tries agein, unable to get up s lonz as
ghe is holding LIZA. Eventually the candle is blown out, but ob-
viously from the other aside.)

Scene Tweaty. Seminsr and Some Aren't.

(Professor Whillikers* and some studentg are discovered, sitting,
absentli leefing through books and papers. There ig some food
on & ne2rby table.)

WHILLIXERS. Well, we can begin the Sewinar as soocn gs Jane Mool
zets here.

(General yawning.)

Student. Well, she ought to get here soon. She was up all nicht
writing her paper.

(MCOL arrives.)

MOOL. I made it!

STUDENT. I sold it.

STUDENT. I bought 1t.

WHILLIKERS. Is your papsr ready?

MCOL. Here. (Distributes.) The title of the paper is,
"Differznt viewpoints in the analytic observation of the subliect
under consideration.”

WHILLIKERS. I presume that when you say, "Consideration,'
"study' rether than "kindliness".

MOOL. 7Thatfs explained in the paper.

WHILLIKERS. Ah.

' you mean

*
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SONG: "It Can Be Seen aa L86Ked upon from Different Points of View."

3 Ve/‘_s; - ]
J]’__[h\ ' L oo T R re J': s = i 1.~
2 N> e S 3
L e T,
= [
r. .i J;J# T '3’&--\- e
) V’Cf‘( Loge. 1 ‘T‘ftA;f“
[ i | d i 4 i s
e Iy
(NN
o | iy | [ ]
w3

It can be seeq as looked upon from different points of view.
It can be seen as looked upon from different poinits of view.
I will try to clarify this, and thereby to verify this

fo whatever small extent I may be able to so do.

The divisicn of the subject is connoted by the way

That the cztegories here might lead the neophyte astray,
S50 let me state a fact the which you yet may know not of:
hAs I have stated earlier in what I said above:

It can te seen s looked upon from different pointe of view.
It can be seen as looked upon from different points of view.
S0 you see¢ my definition hes been saved from inanition

To the very rich extent that I wes able to so do.

This outlook in the setup of the concepts I expreas

Shows @ ten@ency to take us in an infinite regress

Since the framework of the viewpoint somehow seems to have
diesolved

(Frantic seerch for missing page)

The bifurcated status of dichotomies imvolved!

It can be secen a8s looked upon from different points of view.
It can be seen a8 looked upon from different points of view.
I think that I heve proved it in & manner that behboved it
And in dolng 2o heve shown thet I was able to g0 do.

(A1l participaents nod ssgely, 88 the lights qulckly fade.)

Scene Twentyone-A. Interlogue.

(Graduation once more. The College President szain bezins his speech.
Lighte up wn SUE RILLOWAY and MOLLY PITCHER STORCH.)

SUE. Gosh, graduation.

MOLLY. Oh, come off it already.

(Pause.)
SUE. Think of 2ll the thinge that have gone on here.
MOLLY. ~”  Yeah. qay, tell me something How are they

ever going to end this second act?
SUE. Mmm. I don't Enow.

Scene Twentyone. A Pot of Message.

(The Snack Bar. Present: HERIIAN GRUBNIX, HERBERT MﬂRLIN MAX WABASH.
In comes CLINT APGAR.)

CLINT. Gug. How are things? (Sits.)

WiBASH. No worse.

CLIHT. I heard a oirl tried to commit sulcide the other night.

HERBERT. Who?

CLINT. If I knew I wouldn't say.

WABASH. What happened?

CLINT. She took a lot of sleeping pills. Boy, what excitement!
Ambulances-~ stomach pumps~-- doors to the cirls' dorm open--

HERBERT. Why would anpbody do 8 thing lile that?
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GRUBNIX (ackdly.) For thrills, probably.

HERBERT. You know, a story like that should have an ending.

GRUBHIK. Mmm.

HERBERT. I meen, it's one thing to say a girl tried fo commit suicide
-~ but you can't Just let 1t go at that. The story's mot to have
an endint. Can she stay here? Will she zo on from day %o day like
nothing happened? What's she golng to doY Whet's golnmg to happen
t0o ney

GRUBNIK (musingly.) I don't know.

HERBERT. Well, something's got 2o nhappen.

GRUBNIK. You're right. (He gestures decieively.)

(Fanfare. It 18 revealed that the girl at the next teble is JOAN
WELLING. She gets up and stands at the edge of the stage. There is
&8 roar outside the auditorium. The doorz under the President's
box awing open, and out comes 2 motorcycle driven by MYSTERIOUS
STRANGER, headlight burning across the theater. M. STRANGER drives
peat the corchestra | and stops in front of the stage. JOAN descends
into the darkness and mounte the cycle behind him. The machine turns
up the main aisle and rosrs slowly up to the bvack of the theater,
headlight freezlog the people with s2isle s3eats. The doors in the
rear open, and the group ¥anishes. A splatier of applause dies out,
leaving the actora~- who were not warned-- in inecredulous silence.)

GLINT. Well, how do you like that?

(Pause.)
GRUBNIK. Life is strenge.
{ Pause.)

WABASH. Life is a pinball mechine.

CLINT. Life is a rollercoaster where everybody pedals.

HERBERT. Life is like a coffeepot. You tilt it part way and you get
what you waat and when you tilt it further the top f2lles out and
Knocks8 your cup over.

CLINT. Life is like a volleyball rame. wNo player can hit the ball
twice in succession, end 8 team can't hit it more than three times
on one side.

(SCNG: "Song of Significance.")

GRUBNIK (To druma.?

Life can e 2 jumble.
Life can be 8 ramble.
Often 1t's a gamble.

Lifs 1s rough and tumble.

CLINT (spoken.) Hey-- waat 18 this-- a song about Life?

GRUBNIK. Yeah.

CLINT. You're med.!

GRUBNIK. Well, you'll have to put up wibh 1t--

' (Sung) Life is lota of things, some of them wrong;
So it's time for a big

And alig-
! Nificent song. ~ . . K :
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You're buyinz all the thinss thet should be bousht.

You're see®ing a2ll the thinge thet should be sought.

You know what %0 bellieve in, You know thinge will come out
Iou know things will cowe out even

If you teach your kids the fthings that you were taught.
You live, you work, you fight

Sometimes you do the taings you think are right.
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Bus%
You

A3

concern yourself wlth whether you'll be eauvht,
live, you work, you flght;

Stmetmmes you do %he things you think 2r¢ right.

PP L WLl §L1L vha fn age tast shonld e Loeught.
‘re seeking 811 the thiage that shonld be souwht.
naver ask a question that will uroub“e your digestion

You're buying 21) the thinwe that should be bought.

You'rs eseeking all the thiags thst should be cscugsht

'z pletitudes you grepe with

Are inecdequate to cope with

Ths viclssitudes with which our 1life is fraught.

You live, you work, vou figh=.

Sometimesa you do the things vou thionk 2re right.

(Dur;ng thz song & MIGHTY CHORUS has abﬂmptly apoezrad from tine

wings, anﬁ the LION lopes onstage to conducet then. Jusi befoire
iae last verne, KANIARCC sdges throush %he crowd with ¢wo h_ftEZm
awum$, wni(t ae helés next to the 1ion 2t the edge of the ztane,
center. As LICN conducts the last verse he stanis poised Witk

dramsticie
drums. T

ciTect is daves tating. The whole thing is one 357

upraiged; and hefore the last two lines he bests the
P T,
X

strongest ainpe directions ever devised.)

(4% The «nd of The song, the LION and KANSARDD unmesk and &re ﬁiqm
covered to be CAPLAN and WEL3CN respeecitively, perpetrators £
show. Hathe

g than answer for their melefastions, they siez.)

. ey Y 1)
(SONGs “"Mallification.”)
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NilLoow. theuzht thls was the fingle, well, you're wrong.
CAPLAN. ingt anothsr loud
g G- .
ST . :

NALEDH .

CAPLAN.

CURTAIN., 3RO

serhans the troubls IS
nsed to towels merked HERI apd HIC
' Q:» you know,
Parhaos the show
5 just too long?
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ACT THREE.

Scene Twentytwo. Plots before My Eyes.

( Commons. Loafing are BINNIE NUSTLE, HERBERT MARLIN and MAX WABASH.
In the background @z & game of bridse, where we first see IBN BEN
SALADDIN, HERHAN BRUBNIK enters busily.)

WABASH. Hey, Grubnik! '

GRUBNIK. Yeah?

WABASH. I hear you're writing the Frankfurt Show this year.

GRUBNIK. Hmm-hmmm.

NUSTLE. What's it going to be like?

GRUBNIK. O#, well-~ this and that.

HERBELRT. It better not be like la2st year-- people runnine up and
down the alsles, singing in the balcony, no plot---

GRUBNIK.  Well,...

NUSTLE. 4And not like the year before. All about collage. Ugh.

GRUBNIL{. Well....

WABASH. Yeah, you'd better put in some excltement this year.

HERBERT. And a plot.

NUSTLE. And not Just this lovey-dovey boy-girl stuff, either.

WABASH. IT you're golnr to have love sonme, they'd better be gutsy
ones.

GRUBNIX. So you want a plot, huh?

LOAFERS. Yeah.

GRUBNIK. Okay. We'll have a plot.

HERBERT. Not about politice in Deleaware County, I hope.

GRUBNIX. Wo, not about Delawere County. We'll have a plot with a
real broad scope.

NUSTLE. Uh-oh.

GRUBNIK. Yeah: You want a plot, huh? Okay. You see : 2
Ibby ovsrr there, playing bridge? You think he's Just an exchange
gtudent from the 11ddle East, don't you. Well, just keep your eye
on him. 4nd then-~- let's sce-- we'll have a... um... (wanders off.)

WABASE. The guy ls completely disorzanized.

NUSTLE. Hey, 1t says in the Times that the Ibn Khan died.

HERBERT. Vho's that? i

NUSTLE. The big oriental potentate. You ¥now, weighéd in dlamonds
every year.

HERBERT. Sounds dull.

WABASH. Heve they chosen a successor yet?

BINNIE. No.

WABASH. What's the difference? There'll be a world war in three
years.

BINNIE. How do you know?

WABASH. My knee aches whenever there’'s golnz to be a war.

(WAZIR enters.)

WAZIR. Could you tell me where to find Ibn Ben Saladdin?

WoBAEH. He's over there kibitzing.

WAZIR., Ivby! (Rushes t0 him.)

IBBY. Moheémmed! How are you?

#AZIR. I must speak to you, my boy. I am on an important mission.

IBBY. Le%'s go cutside.

(They go outside. The scenery changes. The LION end XBNGAROO carry
off the couch contalning the LOAFERS, who protest. Characteristicdli)

IBBY. Falithful old Wazir of my father's coirt, what have you to
tell me?

WAZIR (throws himself down prostrate.) Your highness:

IBBY. What is this?

WAZIR. Your grandfather has dled, snd made you the Ibn Khan.

IB3Y. What? ME the Ibn Khan? What sbout Uncle Ben?
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WALZIR. He 48 to be lef: in Parils with his recehorses and shownlirie.
Your grandfather said to me on his deasthbed, 1t must ke Ibby-—
{prostrate azain) it shall be Ibby--

IBBY. That makes me a splritual leader. (Wanders musinzly.)

WAZIR (following him.) You have two hundred thousand followers, Your
Hlghness.

IBBY. Have the newspapers been informed? That 1%t 1s to be me?

WAZIR. Not yet. g

IBBY. Let them wait until the end of the semester.

WAZIR. Very well, your highness. But there is nore .

IBBY. ig, 4h?

WAZIR. The Grest Powers know of this.

IBBY. Washington?

WAZIR. And Moscow, your highnessa.

We have reason to suspect two of your uncles showglrls gs having
tipped the =zoode There wlll probably he arents to see you.

IBBY. Agents from Washington?

WAZIR. And Moscow, your highness. You are Mogul of Tocharistan, and
leader of all the Revadites. They will ask much of you. And don't
forget the bil.

IBBY. I see. Is Shamavil still Prims Minister? I have not yet
heard the outcome of the glections.

WAZIR. He was re-elected,, your hlzhmess. The votes were counted
yesterday.

IZBY. Good. Cable him the following messeze. Wait. (Looks at audi-
ence.) We may be overhecard. Come. (They exit.)

Scene Twentythree-A. Interlogue.

(Gollege President starts droning bhis speech agsin, and the lights
rise on RUFUS MANSFIELD and MAX WABASH; perhaps there was @ mictake
in the)saatlng arrangement. Or, better, heve WABASH sit behind
RUFUS

WABASH. Boy oh boy oh boy oh boy. Hey, thls 1s really somsthing.

RUFUS. Does it really affect you that ddeply?

WABASH. Wow-dow.

RIOFUS. I see.

AABASH. Boy, you remember &8l1l the things we used to talk about?

The way we used to complain 811 the time?

SUFUS (chuckles grimly.)

WABASH. Ysah, that was fun. Complaining about the food, comnlaining
about thes Dean, all that stuff. :

Scene Twentythree. Blz Game Hungera.

(The boudolr of Pete Schultz, eerly evening. A sign on the wall says
NO POKER. ©Next to it, on the wall, are two mysterious mousetraps.
Schultz 1s undressinz. Knock at door.)

PETE. Go aweay.

(JOCK STARK comes in.)

JOCK. Hey, you want to join the Big CGame?

PETE. Whet big game?

JOCKX. ©FPoksr!

PETE. No poker thle semester. I can't afford it.

JOCKX. Aw, come on-- you can win back what you lost last semester.

PETE. You promise?

JOCKX. Your chance is as good as snybody's. This 1s the Land of
Opportunity. Come on, let's get up a mame.

PETE. No, no. I must not play poker. Remember whai the Dean said.

JOCK. Forget what the Desn said. He doesn't really mean it. Hey,
what have you got mousetraps on the wall for?
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(GRUBNIK comes in.)
GRUBNIX. More talk on my favorite subject. What's he done lately?
PETE. MNothing new. But you remember what he said about poker.
JOCGK. He's trylng to destroy all the college traditions.
GRUBNIK. The poker tradition is one of the most vital we have.
(Looks at wall.) Ha, ha, ha, you'll never catch mice that way .
SAM PICJLE comes in, tying his necktie.)
PICKLE. Well, men, what's the actlon?
CRURBNIX. Hey, where are you going?
FPICKLE. Where do you think?
JCGL. You have to go in the back entrance these dsys. The Staie
Pollce are checking dreft cards.
GRUBNIK. @With whom?
PICKLE. With whom do you think?
PETE. Pleckle's golng out with Blnnie Nustle.
PICKLE. Tattle-tale!l
FETE, Why else would he be wearinz a tie?
ERUBNIK. Transparent motives indeed.
(CLINT APGAR entere.)
CLINT. Gentlemen, an announcement. He called me in today.
GRUBNIK. What about?
CLINT. He heard about you-know=-what.
FICALE. He couldn't have!
CLINT. He did. Sees mousetraps.) Hey, what ere you tryine to do,
catch bats?
PETE. He wmust have a spy-system.
PICALE. But everybody cdoes these things. He's trying to erforce
every little rule.
CLINT. He'd only heard a rumor, fortunately. But he s2id he'd
heard 1t from more than one person.
PETE. What did you say?
CLINT. I to0ld him the charges were ridiculous.
JOCK. Good idea. At least you didn't deny it.
CLINT. Yeah. But I'll have -to lay low for a while.

GRUBNIK. Think 1f he actually got evidence against you:
CLINT. Oy! :

PICALE. 1It's getting so anothing is safe sny more.

PETE. He's gettlng 2 stranglehold on every setivity.

GRUBWIK. Look at what's happening to the place!

JOCK. 411 the good people are leaving.

ALL. Yeah!

SONE: "Have You Seen?®

i Iﬂf}'\ fl?x 5'—) r..!"}(,'\t"' ﬁ" e & ] & "“?‘-_ y = .—\' ':b' ! - - _I’w‘.
e P e n e e et
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Chorus:

flave you seen?

Have you seen?

Have you sean

What the Dean

Bas done?

Oh, life eould be rich
Without ever 2 hiteh

If the Hcan weren't a son
Of & mun!






L

This place i8 getiting worse and worse;

He's enforecing every rule!

As surely as a zomble's curse

There'll be nobody left in school!
CHORUS

Guess who's been expelled summerily?

You remember Sam MacLivey?

They found him laughing merrily

In 2 plle of fallen ivy. (Hey!)
CHORUS

Do you remember John Mulheeny?

He was a real neat guy,

Kicked out by our liberal deanie

For wearing a2 RED bow tie!l
CHORUS

Goed people are golng out of stock.

Remember Janet Farrell?

She transferred to Antioch

'Cause the Dean didn't 1ike her apparel.
CHORUS

Because we write on the bathroom wall

He says that we're all sick.

Worse than that, he has the gall

To make the charges stick!
CHORUS

The old locks had a2 master key

#he Dean hsd to revise them.

Our keys will start to atrophy

With no place to exercise then.
CHORUS

The Deans won't even let you

Touch any of the fauna

If tha Deana are out to get you

Man, they're gonna.

(ALL end in disconsolate positions on the bed.)
PETE. Men, I must go to bed. I must go to bed.
{Exits and goodnights. Pete sits on the bed and takes off his socks,
tossing each one 1nto & mousetrap.)
(LIGHTS FADE)

Bcene Twentyfour. Ménage & Quobi?

.The Snack Bar. The -&Y IL0L L0CUIY-V.0LUS 18 talkling to one of the girls
at the counter. BShe is his aldsi.) -

SOCONY. What doee he look like?

S0CONADE. I couldn't find out. I ca2n tell you hie room number.

SOCONY. Well, I'd better not visit him until I've found out a 1little about
what he's like-- his perscnality, tastes and so forth. Is there any
way I can recognize him? . :

SOCONADE. Well, I have thies information from our agents. He has a flower-
shaped birthmark omn his right leg.

S0CONY. Flower-shaped? What kind of flower?

SCCONADE. They didn't say.

B0CCNY. How the dlckens am I going to find somebody just by the birthmark
on his leg?

ZCCCNADE. He takes Physical Education at four-thirty this afterncon. Soccer.
I'm sure you could recognize him.

SOCONY. How am I going to be sble to look for him on the soccer field?

SOCCNADE. Think of something. They don't call gou the Fox for nothing .

SOCONY. Where 43 this "Phyeical Education?"

SCCONADE. Down by the Field House. Four-thirty.

SOCONY. Very well, then. (Exits.)
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(S80CONADE moves away behlnd the counter and £iddles with hhe coffee
machine, to e replaced by SOVIET AZENT. He knocks trickily
on the counter as a recognition signal. SOVIET CONTACT, enother
glrl who happens to work at the snack bar, steps forward and
tatbos a smart reply.)

SOVIET AGENT. Do you know what he looks like?

SOVIET COUTACT. Our azenta didn't say. You want hile room number?

SOVIET AGENT. Well, I'4 better not vislt him directly until I know
some more ahout him—- they've got some gall, sendinz me on 8 rush
ggb@léke?this wWwith so 1little briefinz. Is there any place I can

n im

SOVIET CONTACT. You can find him on the soccer field this afternoon.

SOVIET AGENT. Is he on @ team?

SOVIET CONTACT. No, it's physical education.

SOVIET AGENT. Ha-ha. How will I recognize him?

SOVIET CONTACT. He hes a ceke-ghaped birthmark on his right leg.

SOVIET AGENT. Cake-shaped? What kind of a cake? Birthday cake?
Wedding cake? Pancake?

SOVIET CONTACT. They didn't sag. :

SOVIET AGENT. Ridiculous. Someone is incompetent. But I'll
find him.

SOVIET CUNTACT. . How are you goling to do 1t?

SOVIET AGENT. (Smoothly. ¥ They don't call me "The Turtle"” for
nothing. (He flicks an ash from 2 very long cigarette, and exits.)

(The SOQVIET CONTACT steps back, and another girl-- the CITIES SERVICE
GIRL,-~ hereinafter sbbrev. CITIES GIRL-~ steps up to dust the
counter. In walki&z the SPY FROM CITILS qERVIGE, henceforth CITIES.)

CITIES. 1I'D LIEE A CUP OF COFFEE, PLEASE (Hoarse undertone:) Do
vou have any information about him?

QITIES GIRL. " HNo, but I have his room number.

CITIES. That wouldn't be too good 8n idea.yet. I'll have to find
out what he's 1like first. What else do you know asbout him?

CITIES GIRL. He has & birthmark on his leg.

CITIES What kind of e birthmark? What leg?

CITIES GIRL. & lamp- ehaped birthmark. Right leg.

e e e A - P R s maple lamp? Desk lamp? Floor lamp?

&
PITIFﬁ Tt f o e t 'ﬂe? Just fine. How a2m I goling to recognize

him Dy & bBirthmerk on hir 1eg?

CITIES GIRL. T don't know. :

CITIES. That's fine, just flpne. How am I golng to recognize him by
a birthmark on his leg?

CIBIES GIRL. He has soccer practice st four-thirty this afternoon.

CITEES, 1'1)-find nim.

CITIXS GIRL. That's right-- therdon't cell you-~

BOTH. "The Crocodile” for nothing.

(CITIES starts to leave.)

CITIES GIRL. Hey, you forgot your coffee.

CITIES. Oh, fudge, I gueses I better drink it. (Tekes coffee to table
where GRUBNIK 18 mitting.) Mind if I Joim you?

GRUBNIK (smuglys Not at sll.

CITIES. This 18 quite a nice colleze you go to.

CITIES. What's student 1ife like here?

GRUBNIK. Oh, pretiy falr.

CITIES. How's the footbasll team doing?

GRUBNIK. I womldn't know.

CITIES. What fraternity are you in?

GRUBNIK. None, really.

CITIES. Do you go here?

(GRUBNIK node.)

CITIES. What's your umejor?
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GRUBNIK. ©Soclolegy. I1'd major im Philosophy, but they don't have
any cepartment of philosoohy here.

CITIES. That's too bad.

GRUBNIX. (With relish.) What brings you to the campus?

CITIES. Oh, business.

GRUBNIK. Business, huh?

CITIES. Ysm, Bay, you wouldn't happen to know whers I c2n find Ibn
Ben Ssladdin, would you? He's an exchange student.

GRUBNIXK. No, I couldn t eay. (Smiles to hiwself. IBBY is at the
next teble, readinf the paper.)

CITIES. Well, it's been nice talking to you.

GRUBNIK. So long.

%BLA CKOUT)

Scene Twentyfive. Physical Edification

(A fine, sunny afternoon. The younz men are standing around the
Tield in athletlc "uniforms" beering the Colleze Colors. Some sre
chatting and smoking; others 1lie on the graea preadinr. 7The glow-
ering ?OAGH appegara on the fleld and blows his whistle several
times, !

CCACH. All right, men. Into line. Straichten up. Hgnity. This is
an athletic fleld, not a tes party, not 8 librery. Now-- Apzar--
Grubnik-- (A8 he cells thelr names, some reply with heterogeneous
phrases, sgueaks, explanztions, etc. The others do not, as they
are absent.) Kresh-~ Mansfield-- XKresh? -- Marlin-- Masterson--
Perkins-- Perkins? -(IBBY, next on the 1list, waves his
hand heppily at COACH, who notices, and therefore does not call his
name, tut pods.) Schultz-- Strimp-- Strimp? Wabash.Y Snyone whose
name I dildn't mention? Wabash 2

SOVIET AGENT (beyond this point, called SOVSPY.) Me, sir.

COACH. What'e your neme?

SQVSPY. Jack Black, sir.:

COACH. What are you doing heref

SOVSPY. I transferred from Cross Country.

COACH. Okay. Anyone else?

SOCCNY. Me, sir.

COAGH. What's ywour name?

SCCONY. dJohn Cahn, sir. I transferred from Touch Football.

GO0ACH. All right. Nobedy else, I hope.

CITIES. Ms. e

CoAYH. Who the' ~ \devil are you?

CITIES. Alan Fallon. I tranaferred from Rowing.

COsCH. Rowing? 'We don't have rowinz here!

CITIES (hestily.) I know, 8ir, thet's exsctly why I transferred.

COACH. All right, then, exercises. Count off by fours.

(Thls 1s done, as confusedly a3 possible.)

CCACH. A1l right, "jumping jecks." One-two, one-two, one-two... etc.

(He walks back and forth up and down the line inspecting. The zag is
thet only the person he is looking at is actually jumping up and
down; the rest sre merely waving thelr arme rhythmlecally. As he
walks slong the row a wave of sctual | motion moves to weet his eye,
but thecse he has pessed revert ilmmediately to mere arm-swinging.

To meke this even funnier,* the SPIES are behding over every whichway
trylng to see birthmarks on the lezs around them. The person who
presumably has the birthmerk, that is, IBBY, is wearing sweat pants,

gses, | | 8o 1t would be quite impossible to see the birthmark anyhow.)

% Thies scene was never performed.






COsCH. COkay. Pushups. On the ground! One-two, one-two...

(Same thing. The puys he is not looXxing directly at merely arch
thelr torsl lackedaisicslly. SPIES are crawling in and out of
ihls activity inspecting everybody's leps, esveclally cach other's.
To c&p thle, three grogzy-1loozing Tuys come zat of the winge, in
8treet clothes. They are JIi PERKINS, DAVE KRESH and MAX WABASH.)

GOACH. Aren't mou supposed to be in this cless? Where are your
unlforms?

1l GLG. BSomebody hit me from behind and %took my uniform.

z GLG. Same with me.

3 GLG. Same here.

COAVH. That's a pretty unusual excuse. Okay, ge in ths lineup.
One-tvo, one-two, up-down, up-down, ete.

(More slapstick sight gams. Curtain falls, mercifully.)

Scens Twentyfour-A. Interlogué.

(Lights up on the College President, who drones hie threnody. The
lighte rlse on COURTNEY HALLOWELL and a bystander. HALLOWTLL
saga ¢ bit 1ln him doublebreasted suit, but has a rathse stunningly
vivaclous aplomlz. They are watching the graduation.)

HALLOWELL. Say, don't thiése kids look fresh 2nd younzg? himinds me
of when I weni %o college. I went to a school like this, oh,
longer ago than (heh heh) you'd (to bystander) rem:auber. I went
to Swerthmore College. Ever hesr of it?

BYSTANDER. Ne. (Edges away.)

HALLOWZLL. Yes, it's very famous. By gumpet, those were the @eys.
I remember all the fun we used to have! Brash lads, uanprepars. for
the rush and %trample of our workaday world. Not that 1% isn's ¢
Tine world, mind you, & fine world! But I do say it would be fun
to be back in thosd carefre¢ Halcyon sunng days of yore.
Golly, thoee kids sure look as though they've been having fur. I
guess it's fine to have funm while you're young-- befors you fell
into the net of responsibility! (Musingly.) I wonder how this
campus vould look with two towers...

Scene Twentyfour. Exiraneous and Gratuitous Nostalgis.

(A perlor with s piano, Swarthmwore Collcge, 1914.)

(Several chavas 1in knickers stand about.)

1 ENICKER". Well, how do you know we won't have a war in Europe?

2 KNICKERS. TImpossible. There's been peace for fifty years. And
besides, modern ermaments would meke such @ war the most terrible
thing the worid has ever seen. Think of it-- polson gas! The
Keiger would never think of ereating sueh 8 holocaust.

3 KNICKERS. Ah, you lads are &lwaye "passing th: berriss” on such
highf2lutin’® subjecte. Hey! Guess what happened in Booth's Café
this Af1.2 1T wss done there with Retay Donogen and Pips Hallowsll,
and oopz. Meyre we'd better not talk sbout it rizht thls instant.
Here comes o0ld fudgenose himself!

(In comes PYIBS HALLOWELL.)

ALL. Helighdy, Pips:

>ipe. By George, fellows, I've just covposed another zong! It's
about life 2t collere. (Passes music to 53 Xn., who plays.)

SONG; "The Crum Song.” (Pips elngs and the lade harmonize.)
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j,iﬁﬁ?exﬂ 01 zarnst bwe, brlng %o me and you memorics of old SR g vl
410" BOo Tar =g

J» Tho'ts are bound tox stray to the things we *

\na She A ¥ et ol af yore.
And. the place loved besh for a quilet rest, when summer days would égﬁé,

In an 0ld conce, jJust "me and you" werc floating dowm the Cvun,
48 We dreamcd on the Crum, of the days that would eomo,
and the dear old days gone by,
and you told ther: to me, of the thinge to be, and we dreamed them, IOU
In our memorles sclear thors are things we hold dear, but
we cheriah more than all
The plang that we mode, and the plots that we mado,
as ve flonsed dowm the Crua.
2.When our work wves done and :'‘was time for fum and to loaf wWas o ¥ fasire,
gooth's Ggfé_weuld do, and :he Tea Room toe, for of eata we ncv:r tircd.
standing Ly the Pct meay ec sles met when each Fived Day would =zene,
dnd the train ve took had e lMedie look, with a roundup dowa the Crum.
There were Tussdrs galore, itanding dovm by the ghore
of the dear old rambling C um,
There's the sanc fusser's ¢ °ain dowm the shady lene, on a Sunda

-« Q

ok
AR vIoD el

0, Ve Do i, — 7.13.; o
Thore were Caddy anid Jaeck, here were Reba and lec, craduatg& now A
Bub each plarmsd in the she & she'd not bHe an old nald, DREY S8y

As they estrollcd along the ‘rum.

(Authors walmown. From "9the Ge met Flower," 1015, )

Scene Twentyseven. Turtle Snoop.

(The Snack Bsr. The SO¥SI{ is talking to SOVGIRL, but we can'i he
what they ere saylng. 40 & nearer table are JANE MOOL, ELLI® WH
and CLINT APGAR.§

CLINT. Thinrs are golng ¢ ownhill.

ELLIE. Actuzlly, things zren't really golng downhill. It'a jizst the
world turning.

MOOL. Did you see the way they redecorated Fenimore Hall?

ELLIE. You'éd think they ¢ nsulted a motel manazar.

CLINT. Ths way I heard 1:, Btudenis picked the colors.

MOOL. They must have sske] everybody what was hls favorite co.ovr,
egnd then chosen among tt:m at random.

CLINT. It’'s possible.

(MILLARD STRIMP has entercl.)

CLINT. ~Well, 1Ff 4t 4an°t

the turtle!
(S0VBPY turnz, astounded, Irawing hls gun.)
ELLIE. How are you, Milleng?

MILLARD. ©h, I'm fine.

MOOL. ' Where are you 1livir: now? ;

MILLARD. I'we got an a@apariment in East Prism. (Eagerly.) I sy
glve 2 party there later on.

CLINT. Eaat ZPriam 1s too ar. You ought to live 1ln Segedler.

(SOVSPY has his gun trainel on the group through his Jacket. e stan
stage richt, you understind, So he's an sudience's left, and he
holds the left wing of hlis jgcket out with his left hand, an in
his right hend holds & b .g pistol whieh is polinted at all th
carefree younzsters.)

SOVSPY. Whieh of you was 'alking about turtlesf

MOOL. fTurtles?

MILLARD. Oh, do you have 3nc too?

]
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SCVSPY (with decorum.) I'm very interested in turtles. They're sort
of 3 hobby of mine.

MILLARD. Well, put ‘er there. Turtles are a hobby of mine, %o0o.

(MILLARD crosses to sheke hands. SOVSPY, to free his richt hadd,
catches the gup in hls left armpit, 2nd must contort eisborstely
to shake hands without the gun showin<.)

SCVEPY. May I speak to you for a moment?

MILLARD. I guess so. (They go aside.)

SOVSPY. Agent X-29!

MILIARD. Do I know you from somevhere? Did I see you at the diner?

SOVSPY. o, no: Turtles! Turtles! You were working with Rudolf
Abel before he was exposed. I heard of your excellent work.

MILLARD (sffetely.) Huh?

SQVSPY. ©Oh, uh, um, er... Turtles! Yea, turtles! Aren't turtles
beautiful animals? So soft, so cuddly-- yes, turtles, besutiful
turtles. (Exiis wumbliiug.)

CLINT. What the heck was that?

MILLARD. I couldn't say.

ELLIE. Whet are you doing now, Millard?

MILLARD. I'm working at & diner. But I'1ll be back next semesier.

MOOL. How are thinge? (Distractedly.)

MILLARD. Not bad. I sort of mlss college. But 1t's really not bad.

(SONG: "It's Not Bad.")

CHORUS 4s sung to the fune of "The Alma Mortar" (Act One.)
Verse:
o7
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T TR ey
I¢'s not bad, being out of college; ¢d e 44
You have 211 kinds of things to do with your time...
You read books and you drive to different places
Honestly (or Whillikers, Gee Gosh, Diggety, etc.),
You get aloang just fine.

CHORUS ¢

The diner whera I work is sort of fun
The people are interesting snd I'm well fed.
Some people I was serving thought they knew me;
They saw we on TV. Or so they saild.
CHORUS
I recently read some pretty good books
They were interesting but kind of deep
The same week I went to two double features
T haven't Been getting too much sleep.
CHORUS
I uged to do a lot more driving
Sometimes I got as far es Delaware
But I rammed this guy's car into a wall
S0 I won't drive for a whilec-- I wouldn't dare...
CHORUS
I met this girl-- her father 1= & lavyer
She has two dogs and an apartwent by the park.
Just recently I asked her for date
Put when I got there the house was dark.
CHORUS

(Phe traveler has closed behind him and he 18 alone onstage With &
microrchone.)
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Scene Twentyeizht. AAARRRGGHHEHHEHE!

QThe bedroom of the IBN KHa¥. IBBY and WAZIR are sested.)

IBBY. ©So Shemavil says hils coaslition will support my policy?

WAZIR. He is certain. He is certain elso that you will win popular
suppoirt, particularly through your education and health prbograms.

IBBY. Mine. There remesins the problem of visites fo me from secret
agents, if any. I don't think it's very likely.

WAZIR. TFerhaps noti Well, your highuness, I shall return to the
hotel. I am tired from all thés politicking, and the exotic American
food gilves me indigestion.

IBBY. Good night, Mohammed. See you in the worning. (Exit.) (Exit
WAZIR, that is.)

(Knock at door.)

IBBY. ©Come in.

(SOVEPY enters.)

SOVSPY. Good eveninz, your highaness.

IBBY. Gcecod evenlng.

SOVSPY. It's taken me quite 8 while to find you.

TBRY. Oh?

BOVSPY. Can we be overheard?

IBBY. - T don't think mo.

SOV3PY. I am hers on gpecisl businees.

IBBY. I think I know who you are.

SOVSPY. Do you wish me to introduce myself?

IBBY. Please do.

SOVSPY. I am placing my 1ife in your hends. (Bows.) Aram Zdarovii,
representing the Union of Soviet Sociallist Republics.

IBBY. Oh, you Communists are all alike. You don't have to talk to
me, I've heard it all before. Dialecticsl Materialiswm, Marx,
Lenin-=-

SOVSPY. I'm afraid ¥ou've pot me wrong, Your Highnesa. Thet stuff
ig for the children. I see I can talk to you men-to-man.

IBBY. What is this? No political propagandaf :

SOVSPY. None at s8l1l. dJust facts; hard, 20lid facts. Listen. You
are lsader of the Rhamedites, Mogul of Tocharisten and owner of
the richest oll fields and festest pipeline in the world. HNever
mind the propaganda~- you have poqer and I have power. With wmy
help ycu can rule the Middle East.

IBBY. I have in mind the good of my people.

SOQVS8FY. Oh, come now. .

IBBY. DZces it seem strange?

SCVSPY. Let'!s talk hard facts. Your country is in a central loca-
tion. You are in power. If you want to get more power, 1t will
be quite, quite simple.

IBBY. ©Ch? Tell wme about 1it.

SOVSPY. Let's put it this way. WNagser doesn't know if he can count
on you a3 an ally. PFirst you convince him thet you are his ally,
and then-- poof! Decilare war on him, and show conadicuously that
you're willing to use the :tactical A-bombs we give you. XYou c2n
gtep right in: OFf course, with a 1ittle help from our junta 1n
the Egyptian Army.

IBBY. I sce. What then?

SOVSPY. Next it's Saudi Arabia. We control the secret police there.
Our agents can foment a 1little uprising in honor of your taking
Ezypt, and some fast footwork will net you 8 coup d'etat.

IBBY. What about the Rabuf of Fubar?

SOVSFY. He trusts you, and I think a zift of a couple of Cadillacs
would make him very helpful.

IBBY. What about the Imam of Oman?

SOVSPY. Three Cadillacs there. Maybe a Rolls-Royce.



iBBY. What about the Mufti of Iftum?

SOVEPY. A Mercedss and a bicycle.

EBBY. Apd 8o the Middle East 13 in my pocket, huh?

SQVSPI. That's right. Think it over.

IBBY. I will 1indeed.

SOVSPY. My 1ife¢ 1s im your hands.

IBBY. Dcn t worry about that. For the present, at leaat.

(SOVSPY enters. IBBY lights & cigarette. Knock at door.)

IBBY. GCeme in. -

(Enter ; :
BOHEL4AY TYFE COLLECE STUDEIY, whom we have not seen before. e
wears dungacees, a sweabtshlrt, and & bandana sround his throat.

He is uaob'rusively cerrying a gultar.)

IBBY. Good a2vening.

STUDENT ., Cnod evening. (Pauze.) I suppose you know who I am.

IBSY. Oh, let's get on wisa 1%, .

37UNDENT, 'm from the CI4i. You can call me Wilbur.

§outside 'ne left-open dsor, 1 IRATHANI and 2 FRATVAN have overheard
this inlerchange.

1 FRATIIAN. Hey, that boho 1n there says he's from the Cli. What the
hell's that?

2 MRaTiud. liust be some new anbl-fratermity club. It'll never geb
off tie pround,

('hey sidle away.)

S7UDEN! (closing the door.) I just wanted to assure you that the
Amerléan govermmen’ places confldence and trust in you. Ve lmow
vhar you'lre lilke gnd where you stand. You're our friend, and we
are yours

I8BY (amiobly.) Fine, fing, fine. _

STULRINTY . The forcas of totaliarianism, oligxrchy, athelst Marxlst-
Leninlsn and central planning steal asross the world like sinister
studows , awa;tinv chinks 1n the armor of freelom; and under the falss
bamers of Pfroc apecch," "democracy," "oivil rights! bhey foment
digeontent with the freedom we now have. Cur only defenscC...

IBEY. Pnrc you neen the campus?

STIOENT . YWY, V3Beee BlPgee I presune you've been visited by agents
¢4 er... other powvers...

If:Y. Maybe yes, maybe no. (Showlng him the door.)

SUDRNT. Feel fice to call upon us at any tine.

"3BY. Juat cne thlng. How did you f£ind out who I wes?

SEUDLGT . L4BY. I looked In the Freshman directory. They don't call
me Wilbur for nothlng.
{(Blaciout. Sighs of reltef.)

Seene Twantynine-A. Interlorus.

(The organ pit is illuminat=d, and suddenly lcoks like the control
room of the campus radio station. DAVID HOBR and SILIE SCHURED
are at the controls.)

DEVID, 4&nd now, station WRSN drings you a recorded speech by the
rresidart of our college.

(713 COLLIGE PRESIDENT begins his speech once more, from somewhere
in the dark, DaVID presses sonme bubtons, then gets up and ctretches,)

DAVID. Oeay, did you hecar any of that strange story about drugzed
coffec? :

SLLIZ. Yeou mean zbou’ how they always put salipcter in the coflce on
weekende ?

DavVID. UJNeo, this was usomething different.

(Ligkts snap off in the plt, on onstage.)



I
L

Secne Tuentynine. Jiyness Irouble.

{The Snoelk dar. Sali PICELE and SLLIE UJISLE are at & table.)
PICKLE. 30 you're sure you don't want to gok to Sandy's bare?
ELLIZ,. Under no cireumstances. I've got to wrlte a paper tonlght.
PICKLZ., Papers we have always with us. Cood beer 1s hard to getb.
ELLIX, Soryy.

(IBBY and S0VSPY come in. )

IBRY. 30 you stlill want to tal to me, eh?

SOVePY. Yes. Don't take mc for a fool. If I had nothing to oficr,
I vould not waasitc your time and my own.

(They sit.)

IBBY. Very well. Shall ve get dovm to business?

SOVSPY. Well, lot's nalie this interview as groclous as clreumsionces
will permit. Jould you like anythinc? A hamburger? OCoffec?

IBBY. I'll have coffec.

50V3RY. Very well. I'll join you. (Goes to snmack bar.)

PICRLE. So you definliecly don't want to go out tonight?

RLLIGZ, I must write o paper. If I sit here end get more and more
bored, I'1l cvcntually do 1t. If I go out with you it wouldmn's
be boring enouch.

PICKLE (omugly.) True, truc. Jecll, can I get you anything?

aLLIE, Coffce.

FICHLE. Richt-o.

SOVEGIRL (to SOVSPY, otk counter.) This drug will nake ilm more--
sugeepuiblie to your orguncnts.

SOVSPi. Jill he tastodt?

SOVGIRL. He won't hove the slichtest ldoa.

S0V3PY. Fine, N

PICHLE. Two coffees, please. ) g

OMiER COULTER CIRL. Croam? N

PICIL.. Cream? L

SLLIE. Yos. N

PICKLE, Yes. Qf

SOVRREXGIRL, Cream? df

S0V3PY. COroam?

IBBY. o, thanks.

S0VSPY. o, /

(7ith coemplote irrelevance, HiBBEIY LIl goes past.)

ELIIE. ley. Herbert, have you got & clgaretie?

EREAT. Sure. (Gects oub Chesterficlds.) You like your plcasurc blg?

LY. Well,, that dependsa.

(80iiG: "Like ¥our agure Big?")
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Do you like your pleasurc big?

£ so, you like your nleasire big,
If so, vhy not?

If so, you likc your pleasurc blg,
g0, you lile your pleasure bic,
80, why not?

Dovm in Jamaica they z2ll say
Phe pleasure need not be of very chors duratlion
dith core you may continue ell the day



BRIDCGE:s
Ag the pLVaULPe gets blgrer
Lic sorrow will linger
A31 broubles £o home
.J"‘ 5“ BI’IC'.Q (Si(}) 0.1. t[’l(’ lﬂUC,. L)

Jamalece girl once say to ne
You like your pleasure bilg, sir?
vhen I sald I Pelt differcatly
She gave to me this answver:
CIoRuUS
BacL home down Jamalce way
Hy donkey# like to dance and bray
Buu up here in the U.3.4,
¥y donkey cam only says
Clionus

sLLIE, How could I have o 1light?

HEDERT. Yeah, sure. (Glves it te her, exlts.)

(A% the counter: confusion over coffoc, PICITLE bakes btwo cups,
so docs 30YSPY.)

30VSPY. Hey, did you say you wanted crcam in your coflfcc?

IB3Y. i, ,

30VSPY. OCops. (lioment ¢f profound worry.) dJust o mlaubo.

(Crossco with IBBY's cup.)

S0VSPY., Say, I think I got the coffec mixzed up,. Jog yours wlth

ercon?
BLLIZ. Yeo, should be.
JSVSFY. ah. Illeve. (ixchaonges the cups.)
PLISZLE, Jhabt is gou; paper on?
ALLIZ. "Some aspect of philocophy.”
PICLLE, Thot's @¢T*1“Ulu Have you choscn an adpceas?
dIuIW.‘ Damnish pogtry and the Iree-uwlll problc.
preask: 1 don's unJo“stanuu
HLLIZE. Jell, you mee, with Danlsh psstry you hove a lot of cholces,
bud ouvtslde Tactors prooabe influecnee you. .
PICULE. Boy, they zeally have got 1t dowm to a flue polnt, haven ©
they? :
SOVSPY. How'a your coflec?
iBRY, Jgll, about 1likc usual. How, vhat more do you wani o dlseusa?
SOVGEX. well, I don't ui;rh you're rceﬂT being foalr aboui the .
uliole uﬁirb, Jith o twist of the wrist you could become iasier of
tho Rl2dic Fast. ﬁ61ou1y, suaﬂoauﬁvbiy,) How, wouldn't you like
that? The whole 1i1ddlc Lost infour grasp. Zim lﬂ Jyour Crasp.
A11 of it. fThe wvhols ildddle Hast. :

L
IBNY. i wouldn't be right.
SOVSPY. But think about it., Think de~c-e~ep. Think it over. The
whole Biddle Zast. The whole Hiddle uwast.
IDDY. Bo¥ .
PIORLE, © Are you surce you don'h want to go Tor a beer? dJust onc?
SLLIZ. D00e0eCPesca : :
PICILS . X6 would onl talkte 2 shordt bime. dJust a quick one. Hiee,
cool Bbeer, '
LLLIS. Hice, cool Doesyr. Yeg.
IDBY. You'rz wvasbting ny bime. I hove aun exanindalon tomorrosr.
SOVSPEY. 3Bud think of the power within your grasp. Power. POJIGNior.
IBDY . Look; this ik fvrltatinog.
PICLLE. Then we could go for o nilece long walk, I8's a lovely evenlng.
SLLIE, W@alk, Bvening. Lovely. Love;y.
PICILi. Jell, shall we go? Just o quick one.

an

¥ 0, Coalvpae gaonrs in ceneopad .



47

BLLIE. A quick one. Yes. (Rises sommolently.)

IB3Y. lley, &ltie! lHave you done your paper yeb?

ELLIE (turning and floating the other way) Papor.....

PICKLT. et he nmcans is, let's go for a wall,

157 B e B Pa‘pﬁ"n"l » » mast do vo p&pEP. °a

PICiLE. lley. I lmow where there's lots of noper.

IBDY. Are you going to have it in towmorrow?

PICKLE. fooner than that.

wLLIB. TipelP... st Ao Papel...

PICrLE, dey. Walt! (They cxlit.)

IBRY. e look here. There's no way you're going to porsuade me to
¢do anrihing. llowever, I have a barpgaln to make with you. I've
about reached the cend of my patience. I Imow this ldeoclogyx business
isn't goling to influence you,s0 let's put it in proctical terns.
£1the leave mc alone, or I'll turn you over to the authoritics.

S0VBPY, I have my pride. I refuse.

IBDY, Out think it over. Think of 2ll the valuable secreits you Luow,.
Thir'. of being able to get & pardon in return for all the secrcis.

30VERY. But they don't call me the Turtle for nothing...?

IDRY. Like sonec more coffee? It's my turn now.

g0vs .. Okay.

(c1i/15 1s al the counter, conferring with CILILS GIRL.)

cIvins CIiL. This will fix hin, It'11 make him very suggestible to
voatever you oifer.

GInES. Okay.

I7¥. Two corlfees, plcasc.

6.EIEZS GIRL. Right. (Jinks at CIPILS,)

IWIss, ell, Ibby, I'm gled to get a chance to talk with you. You
Imow, I've been thiuzlng about the situation in the ilddlc HZast,
and 1u sccug to me that unlcss the oll 1s properly drilled and re-
fined, all bthe natural rcesources out there are just golng to o
%0 pot. Liou, there arc some oll cowmpanles that Just happen to
have the cquipment and manpover. Oh, lebt nc pay for the coflec.
(Docs. ) SOVGRY

TBY. Just o ninute. I have to talk to this guy first. (To )
Now, then, let's put it this way. Ifg you were to volunitarily turn
youraclf over to the dumerican suthoritics, you'd probably pick up
2 niee piccec of chan c for the informatlion you could give then.

And after thot you could wurlte artlicles eboutl what 1t was like, and
go forth, Think of the bool: -righis! Think of the moition pichurec
royaltics!

30VSPY, Royaltles,

IB33Y, Think of ail the money you could malkie! Prestlge, pover, fancy
cars, Think of thc movie they'll meke of your 1lifc story.

SOVSE¥. Life story...

IB3Y. Think Gt Jover.

30V8.:Y. Over,.,

BBY. Let ne Imow what you declde. Leave the answer ln a consplcuoug
place.

S0VGPY. COCongplcuous place...

IBBY. How whas can I do for you? (As CITIES approaches.)

CIPIEs. Well, as I was sayling, ebout drilling righis, I happen to kmow
the mon who runs the foreish pranch of the Cltlcs Service petroleun
conmpany, ol 1T anyonc in the Hlddle fdast with 011 Rights canc to
hin, he'd bz ablo...

(30C0UY and S5.C0LILDE arc at the counter. )

S0C0IY. You say 1t will malke him sugrestlble?

30001.:D=, 18'll agrec to anything.

SOCOLY., hat does 1t taste 1lke?

5000ADE,. ilo taste 2k all.

30000Y,. 411 righty then. i, Ibby! Can I get you some coffue?



I3BY (To CIBI&S.) Uant coffee?

CITIZS. I pucss 80.

IBBY (bo 30CONY.) sSure.

(80CONALL brings the coffecyd} S0COULY takes 1t from her, ond carries
it to the table vhere SOVSPY sits mumblinpg, CITIES sits eagorly
and IDBY sits.) ;

SOCOLY. You Ikmow, Ibby, a folldw wes talking to me Just the other day
about drilling for oll in the lilddle East.

InBY., Well, you and thls guy should get together. That seems to be
his 1ine too. Hero's your coffce. (Passes it to CITIiS.)

CITIEL. Yeah, well, it Jjust secencd 4o me that 1f anybody had righis
in the ilddlic Taost and no cepltel equipment to drill 1t with, he
ought to bring in an wszerlcan comnany.

3000.Y. Bay, you're rlghg. Now, 1t just so happens that I kuow a
guy dovm at Socony-VaCuull. ..

CIYITs. Socony-Vacuum: JThey're a bunch of bumsi! They'll gyp you out
of everything! Now, Gitlics Service..

'dOCOLY. Clties Scrvice. 4are you crazy? Socony Vacuum has elghty-ton

\(TThey study. dhen they sing

portable pncumatic rigs, and all @itlcs 3ervice has 1s those orummy
0ld twenty-threc-gauge two-prong jobs. Now, wilth an eighty toh...

CITIZ3. Jhat's wrong with thelm tuwenty-three-gauge two-prong? It's
scen all the best oll Tlclds-- the gulf, Texas, Brazil-- 1t'll
stand up anywhere!

50C0Y. You're erazy! “he 80 pneumatic has it all over the 23gauge
twoprong. The 80 pAnumatlc...

CITIES. Ulghty pncunatic...

S0C0UY. Is the best ever designed. It's portable, light...

CITIIS. Portcble,

80C0ii¥. Resilient, taikes dircet current... (IBBY leaveS...)

DITIas. Direct current...

BL4CIOUY

Seene Thirty. Putiing the Heart before the Gourse.

(The library. CLINT 4PGal 1s studyling. 8UE RILLOWAY cnters.)

SUZ. li. (Pause.) Do you mind being been with?

CLIIY., Ho., But I have to study. Honors exams coning up.

SUZ. Jell, I'm in the somc fix. You Inmow, at & time like thils you
gort of nced companionship.

(Pavse) :

CLI.T. Cee. Yeah. 48 a mabtter of fact you're right.

Sds, Yeah.

CLIIZ. ilell, we'd better study.

3U%. Ycah, I guess so., You lmow, there's sozecthing funny in the alr
tonlght.

CLIiiY. There is? )

SUn. Doa't you feel it% SVE, e“,;Tf 7Kafe, ¥
CLINT. No. CLT. well, wed belfer “’47«
SUs. Try. SVE . Yeah-

hard o8 I con.

I Just Fecl Liko Bein' in Love," reading
the appropriate quotatlons to cach othor.)

SU8. According to Freud, the child's 1ibldinel attechmcut to his
oppositc parent 1s direcetly cccountable for the rolc-relatlonship
aceepted 1n adulthood.

BOTii. (This is the 30ii¢: "I Just Fool...")
bveryuhere, between the sexes,

The seat of cathexis is the solar pleoxug.

CLI:T, I'm feeling
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Clioau s, I Juat fecl lilke bein' in love,
inything will dog (11USIC on p. 51)
A doorimob or the stars above
Or maybe cven yoUs.e.

CLI:Y., 4ecording to david Huic, 1t 1s impossible to cstablish the
prineiplc of cousality cxeept as o mcre euphenlam For tenmporol we-
qucnec.

Wever mlnd the causal nexug,

The secat of cathexls is the solar plexmus.

I jucst feel like bein' 1n love,

anythiang wlll dog

A molehill or a satin glove

Or maybe even you.
SUE, Xrafft-ibing nentions thoe case of Desdenona ili. and Alexls .~
vho werc very fond of cach other,

For Desdemona and ilexls

The seat of cgthexigwhs the soler plcxust

I just feel like bein' in love

anything will do

A turtle or a turilc dove

Or maybe even you.

CLINT. Lewis iumford says here that the troublis of urban soclcty
sten from the blind self-interest and hidcboun® ideologles oi the
various classes and lnterest pgroups.

Though it drives us, huris us, wreocks g,
The scut of cathexis 1s the solar plexus)
I just fecl 1likc beln' in love,
Anything will doj
'Couse I just neced a gentlc shove
0 f2ll in love with you.
¢They Ikiss. )
CLIi?. Gee, Tonlght I could write the Bible, 1f you .now what I mecan.

SUE. Gee. Tonight I could eat ham and cggs, if you Imov what I neen.
ROTl. Gec.

one .
Seene Thirty* Peachecg and Crean.

(& ploce in view of thc water tower. On btheée woter tower, Sitaconc has
painted the word "DA" in cyrillic seript. HELLI GRUBIIK ovters, with
_BILIIE LUSTLE.)
BIMIB, Oh-- they'vo painted the water tover agaln.
GRUBIIK. Thot's no froternity I cver heard of.
(Thoy exit. PLTE SCHULTSZ, DAVE XKaEs!l and JI: PERKLIS enter. IWEE
cerrics a gultar.)
PERKINS. ley, Pete, sing us & song.
PrTi. Uhat kind of & song introduction is that?
RESII. Jell, sing us thot 01d Folk Song you leayned up ab Canc (i
lost summer.
PETS. That's no good elther.

Kmsll. Sing it onyway. : ™ b,
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Onece I had & love nyself, not long ago;
I don't wont to make you sad, bubt I loved her so.
Iy lover's heart ls grouving cold,
ind I fecl very, very old.
I met her in a fishing town, by & prcity bays
The waves were fost and topped whth white, but the sea
vas Crey. . {(ehorus.)

ﬁn& lgchgﬁeg%? w%oléovel%ﬁa%h b %ﬁb““ 2 06i1 o He.  (chorus,

We 4id not talh too leong; there vas na nore to S&X
The pincs were hcody up above the quiet place we lay (chorus)

Her father was o hcarty non, LndePSuandlﬂg wvell;
He told us to use well our tioc, end ncver te2ll.
iy lover's heart...
Next night I was wlth sone friends, drinking from
o barrel;
They Jol.ed me that I had no love, and 1 told then of Caicl.
liy lover's hcart...
dext doy she wos gone; but by sundovnn I found her,
ller halr wap gpreod upon tic sand, the surf wos all around ks
her.
ly lovor's heart... :
That's hov I made ay mistake; don t you meke 1t too--
I told thc socret of my love the way I'm telling you--
iy lover's heart 1ls groulng cold,
And I fecl very, very old.

2They exit.)

IBBY and JAZIR ocome in. IBBY looks at the water tover.)

IBBY., iell, I sec thc Russiaa agent hos cousented o my plan,

JAZINL. Do you nmeon that's the end of the plot?

IBBY. Vell, walt=-- thero are stlll scver al things we didn't do.
Je could . have, uh~~ and then 1T you were t0...

JAZIR. Lo} Your highness, I was but Jesting.

(They exit; laughing merrily. The wator tower falls dowm.)

Scene Thirtytwo. Over and Out.

(The Snaek Bar, again. HILLIE VIGTHROP, ELLIE WL, HERIIONE HAli.)

ILLIE, Ho hunm.

ELLIZ, That's wvhot I say.

L;.L.a..LLJIOLu.J © Yea-h..

LILLIT., Pub on gome pood roekk and roll.

ALLIZ. Naven't you heard? Rock and roll 1s out.

HERIIONS. Yeoh.

LILLIE. You think so? (Philosophiecally.) .J:at do we mcon wvhen wo
say roelr and roll?

HLLIE. © dt'a Lthat banc-banc hug-ne-baby nusic.

GILLIX, It's not. It's pcal music. It touches the soul. It has the
rhyths of 1ifo.

[EIIONE. Don't bo silly.

wILLIZ, You don't undergtond rock and roll. Roek and roll is nusie
with herole stature. In rock and roll, the singer is... every onc
of us! IDeclaiming like o bod 1it*eratcur ) He does the thinge that
ve're afrald to do. llc 1s bigger thon life. He uses an ccho chrnbcr.
(iler voicc 1s suddenly rcvorborating over the Pi with a tapec ocho.)

ELLIE and IIZEII0.E. Help!:

LILLIZ. H®hundering.) How can you cay rock and roll is dead? Roek
and roll 1s the nusie of thc coul. You da't just listen to it. You
gotta live roc: and roll, You gotta fecl roeck and roll. You obtt...
Do the Roel:-n-doodlc-do!




30:G: "Do the Rogiz-a-Doodle-Do."

Cii0aUs
Do the rock-a-doodle~do.
Jdo, the rochk-a-~docodle, do!
The Ilt ond &aboodle
Are do’n'' the roclh-a~doodle
So why thc heelz don't youv
Don't pe stodgy, don't be logy
Come on out of that fog, you fogy,
liear that clectriliecd combo playing
Don't be crotchecty: Drop your crocheting:

CiiQ.USs e -
ﬁgg%yﬁhg%r%gcﬁgn¥hgogg€g%n§row
Don't letdt worry you--
Come on, cat, let's go o go--
CIIOUO

hen we're breaking windous or hubecap stealing
Or looking for anything to do,
Suddenly we get that fceling:
Tine vo start-- rockin' and reeling--
And do the roci-a~doodlc~do!
Do the roch-a-deocdle, do!
The kit and kaboodle
arce doin' the rocli-a~doodle
So vhy the roeclit don't you?
There's no such dance as the rockh-a-doodlc;
It's Just a recent stylization--
t twist your hips and cverybody flipg--
. It's our rexnly to autozabion.
(nd of Son:w)

(LIORRIS ALPOLZ has gotten on stage.)

HILLIE, Hey. ihen I first met you I thought you were a recal impor-
bant characte . Jhere have you been for the last two acta?

IIORRIS, I live off campus.

CURQTAIN, PROCESSIOUAL (Jhole cast and audience go up the alsle, all
in cop~ard-gcoym cxeeopt MILLALD JTRLP, UAZIR and AGE.TS, and LIDS.)
C>$IIOZ'I 15 OVER. Somm ‘

tunc of "I Just Ieel" {p. 48-49.) 5 ) %
N Teoadsn e . & rf = V¢ ~Clacine t
_,E’_\ Z = = i E,'?'A‘P'ffn B I r'lﬁ'g“"_'—"“s“____ ferr
.#-2_?“{','! ?j'! . i 1 o S 20 4’@[ g

T - - %I“- P fen vt o o - - -

J_j L ‘J * ’ - F-,f éf

e b 3 L] jﬂ" i ‘é; ] %

T F A B 8 S AP X PO —IPIG
8 {7 P A R I "‘#‘:‘”’“ 3 | L i e s
— L 0 B0 | RS i 2. e ..’ = B R l e pERRLSEETERT | s - et e e




