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Program of the Premiere Perdformance
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Jeffrey Levy;, Howse Maager, Robyn Siebler; Poster / Program Design,
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STORIES USED IN THIS MUSICAL PLAY ADAPTATION:

Story I: ““What the Old Man Does Is Always Right”’
Story II: *“The Princess on the Pea”

Story III: ‘“The Ugly Duckling’’

Story IV: ““Numbskull Jack™
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CAST ASSIGNMENTS

Casting requirements are flexible, since this is written as an ensemble
piece. The oniginal production was staged with seven actors and five actresses.
With the exception of the Storyteller, who kept his role throughout, each
player was assigned several parts; and all of them served as members of the
chorus whenever they were not in a specific role. The following shows how
the company was organized for the original production:

ActorfActress  Story [ Story I1 Story 11 Story IV
15t man Sroryteller Storyteller Seoryreller Sworyteller
Alderman

2nd man Sheep Owner Bed Secvant Chicken Jack
Goose #1

3rd man Old Man Chorus only Chicken Suitor

. Goose m2
4th man Roosiet Chorus only Ugly Duchling Suitor
Englishman #1

Sth man Horse Bed Sereant Fathet Duck Harold
Chicken
Hunting Dog

6ch man Cow Chorus only Duckling Olaf
Chicken
Swan

¥th man Cow Owner Prince Dudding Squire
Child Suitor

15t woman : Wife Bragging Princess  Chicken Citizen

Goase Hen

nd woman Dog Princess Farm Girl Citizen
Cat

3rd woman Sheep : Bossy Princsss Duckling ~ Citizen

Queen Barnyard Dog

4th woman Setvant Shy Princess Mother Druck Citizen
Old Woman
Swan

5th woman Goose Owner Vain Princess Dudkling Princess
Chid :

The number of men and women can vary, and roles can be assigned
according to the special talents of members of the company.

In the original production, two musicians also were used, one for keyboard
and one for percussion,
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SETTING

The secting consists of fourteen book-like structures, solidly buile to be used
in the action of the play. Two of the books are not attached to the
permanent background so that they can be moved to serve as platforms,
thus providing variety in the staging.

The permanent background is made up of eight individual units which can
be detached from each other for portability, The central book is open on
top. It also is hinged in front to provide a doorway.

PROPERTIES
Properties should be few and simple. Following is a sugpested list:

Set Properties: three stools — two of normai chair height; one tall
a bed pladform of miniarure size, four mattress-like pads,
and a coverlet

Story I: a necktie, hat and handkerchief for the Old Man
a sruffed cloth duck
a stuffed cloth hen
a box that can open
a bag of apples
two bags of gold

Story II: tiaras or crowns for all royalry
a cloak for the ““real”’ Princess
a mirror for the Vain Princess
an elaborate book for the Braggy Princess
a small note pad and quill pen for the Bossy Princess
a fan for the Shy Princess

Story III: none

Story IV: two hobby horses
one goat built like 2 hobby horse
a bag for Jack
three soft foam rubber balls to serve as the crow, shoe and mud
scepter for the Princess
crown for the Princess
ctown for Jack
a scroll for the Alderman

vi
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COSTUMES

Men: The Storyteller is dressed in a typical Victorian gentleman’s suit,
complete with hat and walking stick.

All other men wear colorful knee breeches, long-sleeve shirts with full
sleeves, jackets or vests, flowing neckwear, white hose, black dance
shoes, and caps. ' '

Women: Full peasant blouses with sleeves of varying length, full skirts with
petticoats, knee-length underbreeches ruffled in back, close-ficting
bodices, bonnets, white hose, and black dance shoes.

General: Character changes are indicated by the demeanor of the actors,
Bonnets and caps can be added or removed. Caps can be worn in a
varicty of ways. Women's skirts are lifted over the arms to suggest
wings for bird characters. Crowns are added to suggest royalty. Men's
vests and jackers can be added or removed.

vii
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TALES FROM HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN

(OVERTURE, MUSIC then introduces the STORYTELLER’s somg. He
enters, traversing the stage as he sings.)

STORYTELLER: Stories, stoties, stories to tell!
Stories, stories, stories to sell!.
Who will buy, who will buy my stories?
Stories, stores, stories to tell!
Stories, stories, stories to sell!
Who will buy, who will buy my stories?

Some are old. Some are new.
Every one of them could be true.
Oh, who will buy my stories?

(ENSEMBLE enters, singing.)

ENSEMBLE: Stoties, stories, stories to tell!
Stories. stoties, stones to sell!
Who will buy, who will buy

STORYTELLER: My stories?
ENSEMBLE: We will listen, we will buy,

We will laugh, and we might cry.
Let us hear, let us hear your stories!

(ENSEMBLE noisily garhers around the STORYTELLER, who quiets them
and continues the song.)

STORYTELLER: Settle down and gather 'round.
Here are tales that I have found.
Stories that are lots of fun
From Hans Christian Andersen.

(Enthusiastic response from the ENSEMBLE.)

From long ago and far away
In once upon a time
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SINGER 1: Birds can talk as well as fly,

SINGER 2: And good things happen to the little guy.
SINGER 3: When life seems to be unfair,

SINGER 4: And nobody seems to care,

SINGER 5: And nothing, but nothing seems to go right
ENSEMBLE: A story can make our troubles light.

STORYTELLER: Imagination helps us deal
With things that seem too real. -
Now come with me, and you will see
Some troubles solved most happily,

STORY ONE
‘“What the Old Man Does Is Always Right*’

STORYTELLER: (Spesking) 1 will tell you a story that was told to me when
I was 2 little boy. I take it for granted that you have been in the country
and seen a very old farmhouse, Well, the one I'm thinking abouc is in
Denmark. It is very small.

(MUSICIANS begin a rbhytbmic accompaniment sutted o the verse didogue
of the story. From now on all movement is in rhythm, and the accompaniment
continues through all action ond diglogue. Wben the rhythm begins, the
ENSEMBLE moves to form o house, with thetr arms arched as a roof.)

ENSEMBLE: Like this?

STORYTELLER: Yes. And it has a thatched roof with plants on top. And in
it live an old mom and pop.

(ENSEMBLE members bresk oway from the house, becoming a ROOSTER,
who enters and crows; ¢ DOG, who baorks as be emerges; and @ HORSE,
who whinnies as he enters the farmyard. OLD MAN and WIFE come out of
the house. The rest of the ENSEMBLE remains on stage as spectators,
dancers or characters as needed.)

2.
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WIFE: Motnin', Husband!
OLD MAN: Mornin’, Wife! It's a mighty fine day,
WIFE: You bet your. life.
(They look around, throw some feed to the ROOSTER, pet the DOG, and
ignore the HORSE’s bids for atiension. Suddenly the day does not seem so
fine after ail.)
BOTH: Ho-hum!
WIFE.: Husband?
OLD MAN: Wife?
WIFE: It's always the same.
"OLD MAN:It'sa bori.ng life.
WIFE: We need something new,
OLD MAN: Would a shiny pebble do?
WIEE: Oh, honey!
OLD MAN: But we havcﬁ't any money.
(During the following t./)ey look at the ansmals, who try to get out of their way.)
WIFE: Is there something we could sell?

OLD MAN: Is thete something we could trade? (Spying rhe HORSE)
Thete is something we don’t need.

" WIFE: The horse! He’s one more mouth to feed.
(HORSE protests mightily and iries to bide.)
OLD MAN: I will take him to the fair.

3.
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WIFE: I’m suge that you'll be lucky there.

OLD MAN: But, Good Wife, shall I sell or trade?

WIFE: You'll know what's best. You'll be well paid.

QLD MAN: But, Wife . . .

WIFE: What is it now?

QLD MAN: What shall I bring home in exchange?

WIFE: You'll know best, Old Man.

(One member of the ENSEMBLE comes forward and hands the tie to the
OLD MAN. Another brings a hat and handkerchsef, which the WIFE takes,
giving them to the OLD MAN at the right moment.)

OLD MAN: Now to get ready. Here's my tie.

WIFE: Your hat . . . your handkerchief . . . now good-bye.

(They kiss. The OLD MAN sets off with the reluctant HORSE as the WIEE
moves into the ENSEMBLE, which is upstage moving rhythmically to the
beat of the accompaniment. Individuals break from the group to become
the vartons characters the OLD MAN meets, returning 1o the group as their

scenes are over. The first encounter is with a COW and sts OWNER.)

OLD MAN: Look at that cow, so nice and glossy! Does she give good milk,
thar smooth old bossy?

QW/NER: Sute, she gives good milk, and rich thick cteam.

OLD MAN: This might be the answer to my good wife’s dream. Will you
give me your cow for this strong, stout horse?

OWNER: Now that’s a good deal. I will, of course.

ENSEMBLE: What the Old Man does is always right! (The trade is made.
The COW slumps to the ground, and the OLD MAN siruggles to

-4
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ger her moving.) Oh, deat! (The OLD MAN moves along with the
COW, as a SHEEP and its OWNER appear. The SHEEP is very agile
and friendly, ‘Baa-ing’'’ warmly to everyone.)

OLD MAN: Look at that nice fat wooly sheep! Look at it bound! Lock ar it
leap! (As #he SHEEP comes up to him) What a cute liule friendly grin!
It seems to like me. I've got to have him!

ENSEMBLE: You'll know best, Old Man!

OLD MAN: Say there, Mistet (Sister), what about a trade?
OWNER: A cow for a sheep? The deal is made!
ENSEMBLE: What the Old Man does is always right!

(The OLD MAN rrots along with the happy SHEEP, who tries to eat his
handkerchief and tie. A GOOSE appears with its OWNER. The GOOSE
is very perky and honks in rhythm.)

GOOSE: Honk . . . honk honk! Honk . . . honk honk!

OLD MAN: I see a goose, all feathery and fatr. How I'd like to get my hands
on thac. Hey, Sister (Mister)! Want to make a trade?

OWNER: A sheep for my goose? Now that's a steal. I'm getting the better
end of this deal.

(The trade is made. Now several ENSEMBLE members come forward with
brop items to trade, and a series of exchanges is made in rapid successton.)

OLD MAN: A goose for your duck? Oh, I'm in luck. How about that rabbit?
I reaily have to have it. What's in that box? | don’t need new socks.
But I'd like your hen. I can build her a pen. What nice sturdy legs!
My wife can use her eggs. I'll take that chick. Come on. Be quick!

ENSEMBLE: What the Old Man does is always right!

(The OLD MAN tucks the hen under bis arm, The ENSEMBLE moves into
position to become patrons and employees of the inn. All movements are
in rhythm and are executed as the STORYTELLER speaks.)

-5-
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STORYTELLER: Now by this time.the Old Man had done a good deal of
business, and he was nowhere near the fair. But he was hot and tired.
He wanted something to cat. He had to have something to drink.
Soon he was in front of an inn. As he was about to enter, a servant
was coming out.

{OLD MAN and SERVANT nearly co:!zb’e. They do a typical dodge step . . .
““Pardon me.’’ ‘‘Pardon me.’’ etc.)

OLD MAN: That sack is so big.
SERVANT: It’s full of totten apples to feed the pig.

OLD MAN: What an awful waste! They'd be perfect for my wife. They'd
suit her taste. '

SERVANT: Say, whatever do you mean? You're the sttangest old man
I've ever seen! :

OLD MAN: Last ycar the winter was very hard, and the old apple tree in
‘our back yard bore just a single apple — only one — but my wife
looked upon it like a prize she’d won. She kept it in the cupboard
alone on the shelf, ’til it shrank and shriveled like the head of an elf.
But she wouldn’t throw it out: ““It’s our property. It’s the best we got
from our very own tree.’”” With this sack full of apples she'll be happy
ascan be.

SERVANT: What will you give me for this rotten fruit?

OLD MAN: I'll give you this chicken, and a shake to boot.

ENSEMBLE: What the Old Man does is always right???

STORYTELLER: He went into the inn, leaned the sack carefully against the

~ stove, and went to find food and drink. But the stove was hot, and

the apples began to smell. Two Englishmen were visiting the inn,
They were so rich their pockets bulged with gold coins. And they
liked to gamble, too, as you shall see.

- ENGLISHMAN 1: I say, what is that awful smell?

6-
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STORY TWO
““The Princess on the Pea"
STORYTELLER: *‘The Princess on the Pea!’’

{MUSIC with a fanfare quality brings on the PRINCE. He circles the stage,
bowing to the audience, then exits, and FOUR PRINCESSES enter. When
bis music t5 repeated, the PRINCE re-enters, PRINCESSES courtsey. There
Jollows a dance-mime, with music appropriaie to the persondlity of each
PRINCESS. The sequence: VAIN PRINCESS approaches the PRINCE. She
carries ¢ mirror and calls attention to her charms. Hix interest is lost, and his
attention goes to the SHY PRINCESS, who is trying not to call attention fo
berself. He is accosted by the BRAGGY PRINCESS, who shows bim how
clever he fs. Again he tumns toward the SHY PRINCESS, bur the BOSSY
PRINCESS takes command and browbeats him about the stage. He eludes
ber ond goes to the SHY PRINCESS as the three refects sulk. The dance
continues with the PRINCE in gentle pursuit of the SHY PRINCESS.
Finally she escapes upstage. As the PRINCE watches her, the other three
swing bim about. He escapes and departs. The three exit in a bhuff, and the
SHY PRINCESS slips away. Note: the dialogue section which follows suggesss
ways of designing the dance, since the actions of both sequences should be
closely parallel.)

STORYTELLER: Once upon a time there was a Prince. He wanted to get
himself a princess, but she must be a real princess. So he waveled alli

-11-
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over the kingdom to find one. Word traveled fast, and soon everyone
knew that the Prince was searching for a real princess. There were plenty
of princesses, but there always seemed to be a carch somewhere.

(VAIN, BOSSY snd BRAGGY PRINCESSES enter and gather in a group.
SHY PRINCESS enters and stands apart.)

WOMEN: (A4 /#5) Have you heard the news? The Prince is secking a wife!
I know. It’s said he’s coming this way. Surely he’ll choose me. Etc.

(PRINCE enters. They scramble to position and bow, He acknowledges them,
but gives bis attention to the VAIN PRINCESS.)

STORYTELLER: Some were too vain and made the Prince feel that he
wasn't very handsome,

(The MUSIC symbolizing each PRINCESS i played softly under each

encounter.)
PRINCE: Hello. My, you certainly are a prety one!

VAIN: I know, Have you noticed my eyes? Look at my beautiful white teeth.
Have you ever seen such lovely hair?

(PRINCE backs off. VAIN PRINCESS sulks and sits on a stool. BRAGGY
PRINCESS loses no time in stating ber case.)

STORYTELLER: Some bragged too much and made the Prince feel smaller
and smaller. '

BRAGGY: My father owns the largest kingdom in the world. And I'm the
most talented girl you've ever seen. I can play every musical instrument
. . ride the most spirited horses . . . whistle through my teeth . . . and
sing more melodically than a bird. ($he demonstrates ber talents as
she speaks.)

(PRINCE turns away from BRAGGY, who goes off to the side ina buff,
pushes VAIN from the stool, and sits.)

STORYTELLER: Others were too c¢rabby and bossy and made the Prince
feel that they were leading him around on a leash,

-12-
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(BOSSY PRINCESS abrupily approaches the PRINCE.)

BOSSY: You must understand that I will want you 2¢ home for an
ez2tly dinner.

PRINCE: But I don’c . . .
BOSSY: You will have to stop hunting and spend your time with me.
PRINCE: But | love to hunt!

BOSSY: I don’'t like the way you dress . . . (PRINCE protests) or the way
you talk. All that will have to be changed. And I will have to have two
maids and a foorman for my own cartiage.

(PRINCE escapes. BOSSY angrily goes to the stool, forces BRAGGY from it
and sits. BRAGGY joins VAIN on the floor. PRINCE tarms to SHY
PRINCESS.)

STORYTELLER: Some were too shy and made the Prince feel as if he had
nothing to say.

PRINCE: (As ke speaks to her, SHY keeps running from bim.) You have
not said a word. Hello! (She mever responds.) It’s a lovely day. . . .
What did you say your name is? . . . You don’t happen to know
what time itis . . . '

(SHY PRINCESS hides. The PRINCE gtarts for the palace, stopping to sing:)

PRINCE: Where is the princess for me?

" Where in this world can she be?
I've searched the country "round,
But every princess I've found
Is bossy (BOSSY PRINCESS flounces off)
Btaggy (BRAGGY PRINCESS follows.)
Vain (VAIN PRINCESS goes.)
Or shy. (SHY PRINCESS, who has been pecking in, slips away.)
Not one I've seen is fit to be queen.
Where is the princess for me?

~ Where in this wotld can she be?

-13-
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(PRINCE exits as music fades.)

STORYTELLER: Finally the Prince went home and was very unhappy.
(Pause) One night there was a ternible chunderstorm!

(The stage grows dark and lights flash. With percussive accompaniment, the
ENSEMBLE create the actions and noises of the storm. The PRINCESS,
wearing a cloak to set her apart from the rest, enters and is swept up in the
storm. She tries to escape, but finally is picked up bodily and carried off.
AWl members of the ENSEMBLE, except the PRINCE, QUEEN and
PRINCESS, range themsefves upstage as if asleep. The sound of wind
and rain comtinue untt! the PRINCESS is admitted.)

STORYTELLER: In the middle of the storm there came a knock on the
castle door. The Queen went to answer it.

QUEEN: (Entering and climbing over the sleeping SERVANTS) Now who
could that be? And all the servants asleep!

PRINCE: (Entering} What is that noise?

QUEEN: Someone's knocking at the door. Imagine being out this late and
in this weathet! (Knocking continues.) Who ate you? What do you
want? Who sent you?

PRINCESS: (Off) 1 am a teal ptincess who has lost her way. I am looking
for my facher’s castle. Could you give me food and shelter until the

storm is over?

(The QUEEN makes no move.)

PRINCE: Mother, open the door.
QUEEN: A real princess, eh?
PRINCESS: Please!

PRINCE: Mother, open the doot!
QUEEN: A likely story!

-14-

© Family Plays



STORY THREE
*“The Ugly Duckling’’

(The ENSEMBLE holds position as the actor who will become the UGLY
DUCKLING moves among them, singing:)

UGLY DUCKLING: Was that real? Could such things be? Do I dare to
think it's true?

HALF ENSEMBLE: Of course you can!
HALF ENSEMBLE: Yes, why not?
ALL: We all do!

UGLY DUCKLING: But what’s true is true,
And what's not is not!

ENSEMBLE: Use imagination,
And think what you've got.

STORYTELLER: Maybe it’s not exactly this way
In the hurly-burly of voday,

(As they sing the following, rhe ENSEMBLE surround the UGLY DUCK-
LING, completely encircling binm. When they shout the last line, four actors
become '‘eggs,'' the UGLY DUCKLING is pushed down to become an
Yegg,' and an actress becomes the MOTHER DUCK, perched above them.)

ENSEMBLE: But long ago and far away
In once upon a time . . .
{Shouring) Anything can happen!

{Barnyard MUSIC begins as the STORYTELLER specks.)

STORYTELLER: In among the leaves in a secluded part of the farmyard
there lived a duck who was sitting on her nest waiting for her eggs ro
hatch. She was quite tired of sitting, for it had lasted such a long time.
One by one her eggs started to haich, and the littde ducklings poked
out their heads.

(To the accompaniment of bells, ‘‘do-mi-sol-do," four ducklings hatch,
one at a Hme.)

-18-
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MOTHER: Welcome, ray litdle ducklings! Do you know who I am?
DUCKLINGS: Mama!

STORYTELLER: Then she led them out for a walk around the river bank
to stretch cheir legs, (MUSIC a5 the action occurs.) When she returned,
she saw another egg in het nest.

MOTHER: Oh, my goodness! How could I have missed secing this one?
It’s the biggest one of all. The rest of you go practice your walking
while 1 wait for your brother to harch. A big clumsy egg like this has
to hold a boy.

(MOTHER sestles om the egg, while the DUCKLINGS explore the ares.
MUSIC changes to the FATHER DUCK theme.)

STORYTELLER: One day the father of the ducklings came by to see if
the ¢ggs were harched.

(FATHER DUCK enters with an important "'Honk!'' and a strut. DUCK-
LINGS surround bim, bidding for attention.)

DUCKLINGS: (As they spy him) Papa!

MOTHER: Where have you been, you good-for-nothing? Why don’t you
come to sec me any more?

(DUCKLING 1 gets FATHER 's attention-)

FATHER: This one has my beak! (Eestarie, DUCKLING 1 runs aside as
DUCKILING 2 flirts with FATHER.) This one has my eyes! (DUCK-
LINGS 3 and 4 fight for attention. DUCKLING 3 steps on 4's foor.)
This one has my feet! (DUCKLING 4 lets out @ stream of impudent
duck chatter.) And this one sounds just like me!

MOTHER: Indeed it does! Always has its mouth open, just like you.

(DUCKLING 4 makes a very sassy sound st MOTHER, who stamps at
it It runs to join the others. MOTHER goes to the UGLY DUCKLING egg.)

MOTHER: What about this one?

FATHER: Looks like a turkey egg to me. Don’t waste your time on it,
(MOTHER angrily sits on the nest.) Get off the nest and teach the
others how to swim.
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MOTHER: I'll sit on it "til midsummer if I have to! 1 have spent this much
time on it. A few more days won’t hurt.

FATHER: Suit yourself. (MUSIC. FATHER starts off. DUCKLINGS surround
bim, trying to keep him with them. He brushes them aside.) Go back
to your mother and learn how to swim. (DUCKLINGS reluctantly
wave good-bye.) '

STORYTELLER: And the father waddled off. At last the big egg cracked.
(Ratches sound as the bhatching staris.)

MOTHER: I think it's hatching! (Amotber ratcher sound and movemens
from the UGLY DUCKLING) 1 know it’s hatching! Come, everybody,
and help!

(With much commotion DUCKLINGS come to assist. Drum roll as the
UGLY DUCKLING ir brought to bis feer. He i filled with wonder and
awhwardness, always earnest and warm . . . ROt 4 caricature.)

UGLY DUCKLING: (Makes a honking sound.)
DUCKLINGS: (A4 /ib) Oh, ick! What an ugly thing! What can it be? etc.

(No one, including the UGLY DUCKLING, ¢an figure ous who or what
he is, He experiments to find oul.)

MOTHER: That is 2 menstrous big duckling! None of the others looks like
that. Maybe he is a turkey chick! Well, we shall soon find out. Everyone
into the water!

MUSIC. DUCKLINGS assume swimming positions, and the UGLY DUCK-
LING rries hard, but always is wrong in some way. MOTHER becomes a
gym coach.)

MOTHER: Dive! Stroke! Paddle! Float! (Throughout, she pays special
attention to UGLY DUCKLING.) Dive! Stroke! (The UGLY DUCK-
LING, while the others are absolutely synchronized, does not coordinate
well, bur he does show that be {5 a water bird.) No, you'te not 2 turkey,
You're my own chick after all. (UGLY DUCKLING snuggles up to ber.}
And not too bad looking, if only you'd stand up straight, (UGLY
DUCKLING tries and gives a sound of triumph.) Everybody out of the
watet! (MOTHER becomes a drill sergeant. DUCKLINGS follow orders
with absolute precision, but the UGLY DUCKLING has a ternible time
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and requires coaching every step of the way. MUSIC.) Ready! And . . .
hut-two-three-four, hut-two-three-four. Use your legs-two-three-four.
Quack properly-two-three-four. Bend your necks to those old ducks over
there. Hut-two-three-four. Hut-hut —. Keep your legs apart-two-three-
four, Now lift your heads and quack! (UGLY DUCKLING makes a most
unearthly quacking sound. MOTHER is in despair. DUCKLINGS are
most upset and ar first try to belp, but they soon reject him, ¥#00.)
Can't you shape up? (DUCKLINGS scrambie to help him do s0.) 1 can't
take you to meet the wortld like this. I'll be a laughingstock. Oh, 1 wish
I could make you over! What am I going to do with you?

(MOTHER exits. One at a time, DUCKLINGS leave, making nasty noises,
one even stamping on UGLY DUCKLING's foor. ENSEMBLE members
become HENS, DUCKS, a DOG and a FARM GIRL, following the actions
described by the STORYTELLER.)

STORYTELLER: The poor duckling did not know which way to turn because
he was so ugly and the butt of the whole farmyard. The ducks bir him,
The hens pecked at him. The dog growled ac him. The girl who fed
him kicked him aside. (After the GIRL kicks the UGLY DUCKLING
aside, the DOG sets upon him, growling and chasing him until be
escapes and extls.)

- STORYTELLER: Finally, the Ugly Duckling ran off and flew over the
hedge, where the little birds flew up in fright.

(ACTORS' bands over the set show the birds. BELLS are used to signify
the flight.)

UGLY DUCKLING: That’s because I'm so ugly.
STORYTELLER: Soon he came to a marsh where the wild geese lived.
They came over to inspect the newcomer. (The GEESE are very

cocky and enfoy therr foke.)

GOOSE 1: I say there, friend. You are so ugly that we have taken quite
a fancy to you.

GOOSE 2: Would you care to join us and become 2 bird of passage? We
know of another marsh close by, and there are some charming wild

geese there,

GOOSE 1: They're all sweet young ladies who can say 'Qu - aak!”
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STORY FOUR
“‘Numbskull Jack’’

STORYTELLER: Somewhere in the country there was an old manor house,
and in the old manor house there lived an old squire. He had two sons,
and those sons were brainy as could be. One knew the Latin dictionary
by heart. His name was Olaf.

(MUSIC out. OLAF separates from the group.)
OLAF: Baoks, pencils, papers, pens . . .

STORYTELLER: The other, whose name was Harold, was a brilliant
mathematician.

HAROLD: Measures, slide rules, formulas, fancy clothes . . . What have
I forgotten? .

JACK: (Who has been trying to get the STORYTELLER and the BROTHERS
vo acknowledge him) Me!

STORYTELLER: Oh, yes, there was a third brother, though nobody thought
he counted for very much, for he was not as clever as the other two.
In fact, they forgot him more often than not. But when they thought of
him at all, they called him Numbskull Jack. Now this was a very
special day. You see, the Princess had announced that she would take
for her husband the man who was never at a loss for an answer. Olaf
and Harold both decided to propose to the Princess, and felt quite equal
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to the task. They had prepared themselves for a whole weck, and that
was plenty of time, for they were clever and well schooled.

(HAROLD and OLAF are thinking and rebearsing, wwaware of anything
around them. Having failed to get their attention, JACK approaches OLAF.)

JACK: What ate you doing?

OLAF: Never mind! Sum-es-sunt; sumus-estes-sunt, Eram-eras-erat; eramus-
cratus-erant. (JACK tmitates OLAF's gestures and movements. MUSIC
Jor a tap dance comes in, and JACK begins to dance. OLAF, without
thinking, foins im and creates a lively dance as he continues his
comfugations.) Amo-amas-amat; amamus-amatus-amant. Hic-haec-hoc;
huius-hujus-huius. Fui-fuistis-fuit . . . E Pluribus Unum! (OLAF
realizes what ts happening and comes to an abrupr halt.) What's going
an here? Que! Gol Scat!

JACK: Jusc tell me what you’re doing!

(HAROLD bhas been unaware of all that has happened. As JACK turns his
atiention to him, be begins to do sums in the air, gesturing vigorously as
be speaks. JACK imitates bim, and bhis movements become those of an
orchestra conductor as academic MUSIC swells. The ENSEMBLE bhums the
melody.)

HAROLD: When executing the construction of our popular parallelogram,
please note that an important observation should be made. Being four-
sided more often than not, this structure bears a striking resemblance
to our common square, To puc this formula into effect, one must
divide the sum total of the length times width by the density of the
parallelogram’s interior. Let me see . . . six thirds times four plus . . ..
(HAROLD becomes aware of what &s going on. MUSIC stops.) What's
happening hete? Qut-out-out!

- JACK: Just teli me what you're doing!

HAROLD: Preparing to win the Princess for my bride.

OLAF: (Moving menacingly toward HARQOLD) For my bride! (OLAF and
- HAROLD tussle, both physically and verbally. JACK 's declaration stops

them instantly.)

JACK: I'm coming, too!
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BROTHERS: (Now presenting g united fromt) Over my dead body!

(JACK draws an imaginary sword and drives them across the stage. The
SQUIRE enzers and shouts at JACK.)

SQUIRE: Out-out-out! And now, my brilliant, witty and charming sons . . .
(The horses sre hobby-horses, broughs forward by members of the
ENSEMBLE. Each movement of a horse from now on is accompanied by
clopping sounds made om rbythm instruments by ENSEMBLE
MEMBERS. (To HAROLD) A white horse for you, all saddled
and ready. (To -+ AF} A black one for you. What 2 beaury it is!
(HAROLD and OLAF gallop aside.)

JACK: Where is my horse? Haven't you forgotten something? (Igmored by
everyone, JACK approaches the SQUIRE.) You're forgetting someonc!

SQUIRE: (Brushing JACK aside and addressing the BROTHERS) Enough of
that! Now be off. And may the best man win.

BROTHERS: (Riding off, quarreling as they go} 1 will. No, I will! Ec.

JACK: (Above the din) I'm going, too! (SQUIRE laughs.) All of a sudden 1
feel like getting married. If she takes me, she takes me. And if she
doesn’c, I'll take het anyway!

SQUIRE: Scuff and nonsense! You'll get no horse from me. Why, you've
never had a sensible answer to anything. Buc take your brothers
now ., , . that’s a diffetent matter. They're a couple of bright sparks
with answers to spare.

(SQUIRE exsts, loughing. A member of the ENSEMBLE comes forward with
a billy-goar fashioned like o hobby-horse. Its movements are accompanied
by a cow bell.)

JACK: I don’t need a horse. I'll take the billy-goat. It’s my own, and quite
strong enough to carry me.

(MUSIC for JACK's ride. He gallops about the stage, trying to decide which
way to go. Despite the fact that the entire ENSEMBLE points in the right
direction, he takes off in the wrong ome, calling o5 he goes untrl his voice
grows faint.)
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STORYTELLER: So Jack seated himself astride his billy-goat, dug his heels
into its sides, and galloped away down the highroad.

JACK: Whee! I'm off! Hey-ho, out of my way!

STORYTELLER: Jack’s voice could be heard far and wide, but the brothers
tode quietly on ahead. They never spoke a word, for they were
practicing their answers, which had to be very clever and smanm,

(OLAF and HAROLD ride about the stage. JACK's entrance, and each of bis
on-the-road encounters with ihem send them scattering.)

JACK: Hey-ho! Qut of my way! (Szooping) Look what I've found by the
side of the road!

OLAF: A dead crow?

HAROLD: What are you going to do with char?

)ACK: I'm going to give it to the Princess.

(BROTHERS ride away from JACK.)

OLAF: I would if I were you.

HAROLD: How she will love it!

(JACK again bursts through the BROTHERS' orderly riding path.)

JACK: Hey-ho! Ouc of my way! (Srooping to pick something up) Look what
I've picked up now! You don’t find this sort of thing on the soad
every day!

OLAF: Numbskull! It’s nothing but an old wooden shoe with the front
part missing.

HAROLD: Is the Princess to have that, too0?
JACK: To be sure!

STORYTELLER: How the brothers laughed! On they rode, and socon they
were very far ahead.
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