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Time: October, 1962


Place: A rehearsal studio in mid-town Manhattan. 

THE CALENDARS

FRED SANDLER (mid to late 40’s): Well-educated; intractable when 

it comes to his morality; a Jewish Pete Seeger.  

KATHY McFEE SANDLER (late 30’s): Former West Virginia beauty queen.  

Nobody’s fool, she’s sweet and warm, but also solid as a rock.  

CURLY McFEE (mid-40’s):  An ex-coalminer, nicknamed “The Happy Drifter”, he’s big in every way, a born showman. A pragmatist and a survivor, he doesn’t look back, or inside, until it’s absolutely forced on him and, subsequently, has a volcanic temper.

Three Songs, first produced by The Mill Street Players, premiered in August, 1997 at The Fremont Centre Theatre in South Pasadena, CA. It featured Charlotte Booker, Dan Manning, and William Mesnik, and was directed by Michael Canavan. 

The first equity production, also directed by Mr. Canavan, and featuring the same cast, was produced in July, 1998, by Pegasus Theatre Co. at the Wheeler Opera House in Aspen, CO. 

Three Songs is dedicated to Mr. Murphy.

A rehearsal studio in New York City, October, 1962. A man and woman, (40S), dressed in the left-wing uniforms of the day, rehearse a folk song. The man, FRED SANDLER, strums his guitar intensely and sings. His wife, KATHY, waiting for her cue, is distracted.

Fred

If you miss me at the back of the bus and you can't find me nowhere-
Come on up to the front of the bus, I'll be ridin' up there.
Kathy joins in.

Kathy and Fred

I'll be ridin' up there, I'll be ridin' up there,

Come on up to the front of the bus, I'll be ridin' up there.
Fred strums for a bit, then shoots her a look.

Kathy

Me?

Fred

You.

Kathy

If you miss me in the cotton field and you can't find me nowhere-

Come on over to the Courthouse, I'll  be voting right there.
Kathy and Fred

I'll be votin' right there, I'll be votin' right there-

Come on over to the Courthouse, I'll be voting right there!
Fred

If you miss me on the picket line, and you can't find me nowhere-
Fred nods to Kathy, but she is looking toward the door, lost in thought. He stops the music.

Fred

We should be usin' this time.

Kathy

I'm sorry, babydoll.

Fred

It's "Come on over to the jailhouse."

Kathy

Right, right. Let's go again, I'm with ya.

Fred resumes the music

Fred

If you miss me on the picket line, and you can't find me nowhere-
Kathy

Come on over to the jailhouse, I'll be roomin' right there.
Both

I'll be roomin' right there, I'll be roomin' right there,

Come on over to the jailhouse, I'll be roomin' right there.
Fred

It's building now, let's finish big!

Both

If you miss me in the Mississippi river and you can't find me nowhere-

Come on over to the city pool, I'll be swimmin' right there.

I'll be swimmin' right there, I'll be swimmin' right there.

Come on over to the city pool, I'll be swimmin' right there!
The song ends with a flourish. As Fred consults his song list, Kathy peeks out the door. 

Fred

That's pretty good, don't you think?

Kathy

Mmmmmm....what?

Fred

The arrangement. What do you think? (silence) Kathy.

Kathy

Huh?

Fred

Maybe we should finish by repeating the first verse. Get 'em to sing along. Hopefully they'll want to sing along by this point.

Kathy

Hopefully.(pause) Freddy..?

Fred

Yeah?

Kathy

Do you think it's the best choice for an opening number?

Fred

You're the one who found it.

Kathy

I know, but...

Fred

You wept when you first sang it.

Kathy

But a rally is different than a network TV show.

Fred

Maybe yes, maybe no.  It's a Folk Music TV show, right?

Kathy

Yeah?

Fred

And this is living, breathing, fresh off the front lines FOLK SONG, right?

Kathy

technically...

Fred

So, the song stays!

Fred slams his guitar into the case. Then, sitting at a table, he begins to write in a notebook.

Kathy

What about all that stuff you said about--"One man, one vote" and not imposing your will?

Fred

I'm not imposing my will.

Kathy

You're not?

Fred

No. This is US, doing a song YOU found. It's your choice. Don't back down from it.

Pause.

Kathy

Hmmmmmm.

Fred

Confused?

Kathy

It just doesn't seem right, somehow.

Fred

I see.

Fred extracts an apple from his rucksack and takes a bite.

FRED

This is a different time, a different place.

Kathy

Right-

Fred

A different context-

Kathy

You see my point?

Fred

Oh  yeah, it's another set of rules, values-

Kathy

Did I say anything about values?

Fred

Guiding life principles, belief systems-

Kathy

Why can't I win an argument with you?

Fred

Does that mean that we're doing Back of the Bus?

Kathy

Curly has a vote, remember?

Fred

Oh yeah, right. Well then....I'm doomed.

Kathy

You're not doomed - you're compromising.

Fred's back goes into spasm.

Fred

Aah!

Kathy

You O.K.?

Fred

I'll be alright.

She goes to her bag, pulling out a vial.  She doses out two pills.

Kathy

Take these.

Fred

No.

Kathy

You sure?

Fred

I have to stay focused.

Kathy

Well...Ok.  But, you gotta relax.

Fred

I'm relaxed. You're the one who's tense. You should hear yourself: "Should we? Could we? DARE WE??!!

Kathy

Oh, please. Just look at you. You're all twitchy and hunched up. Like a cat in a dirty litter box.

Fred studies himself in the dressing mirror.

Fred

Really? Do I appear strange?

Kathy

No. No stranger than usual.

Fred

They say television adds 10 pounds.

She joins him at the mirror.

Kathy

Oh yeah? Thanks for tellin' me that. Yep. Really needed to hear that.

They stand there scrutinizing themselves.

Fred

Maybe we ought to do a little fast tonight.

Kathy

What are you tryin' to say?

Fred

You know-- to clear our heads, before the broadcast.

Kathy

My head is all too clear as it is. I need a drink.

Fred supports his back against the door frame.

Fred

You would like a drink, but you don't need one.

Kathy

Whatever. (beat)  Should I run to the store and grab something to eat?

Fred

Stay right here, please. I have some fruit in my pack.

Kathy

For Curly, Fred. He might want something.

Fred

You should have thought of that before. We're on the clock.

Kathy

It'll just take five minutes. Just some sandwiches and beer, and--

Fred

No, no, no. No, beer. If Curly gets tanked we'll never get out of here. He only has time for this one rehearsal, so we better make it count. It'll be a short one too, remember, they're sending someone over with the contracts.

Kathy

I  have never seen my brother tanked.

Fred

That's because you were always the first one to pass out.

Kathy

You're such a love.

Kathy goes to her purse,fishes out a hairbrush.

What time is it?

Fred checks his watch as he makes his way back to his seat at the table.

Fred

Exactly........10:10.

Kathy

Still early. (beat) Maybe he got caught in traffic.

Fred

No, he's just on "Curly Time", that's all. You'd think after seven years he'd make a little extra effort. But, the "Happy Drifter" drifts at his own pace, I guess. (beat) You told him the Coronet on 52nd?

Kathy

Yes, Fred.

Fred

And, he was paying attention? You know how he can go off on tangents.

Kathy

I made him repeat it back to me. Twice.  Anyway, he knows the place. He suggested it.

Fred

I won't put up with any of his nonsense. We have too much to do today, and I don't want any slipups tomorrow night.

Kathy (under her breath)

Sieg heil.

Fred

What did you say?

Kathy throws the brush back into her purse.

Kathy

I said, "Please smile."

Kathy goes to him and starts to rub his shoulders vigorously.

Kathy (CONT.)

Give that ole bear a wink and a handshake and let's play some tunes. Listen, it's only a ten minute segment. Three songs, that's all we need. The only rule: We all vote on each song. When we agree three times--Boom, we're done.

Fred

Three songs.

Kathy

That's all.

Fred

That's nothing; we can do that.

Kathy

Of course.

She sets up stools in a semi-circle, singing to herself.                                     

I know where I'm goin' and I know who's goin' with me.

I know who I love and my dear knows who I'll marry.
Fred

You want to do that one?

Kathy

I don't know. Let's try it.

Fred

Wait a minute. Are we doing solos? Because, with only three---

She hands him his guitar.

Kathy

Fred, just play it--in Bb.

He does. She sings:

Well, I had stockings of silk and shoes of bright green leather,

combs to buckle my hair and a ring on every finger.

Feather beds are soft and painted rooms are bonny,

but I would trade them all for my handsome, winsome Johnny.

Some say he's black, but I say he's bonny,

Fairest of them all is my handsome, winsome Johnny.
Silence.

Fred

Too sentmental.

Kathy

You...............old softy.

Fred

Sure, it's pretty, but-- What are you tryin' to do, cut our balls off?

Kathy

I was just singin' it for fun.

Fred

Kathy, we've got to show America that the fascists couldn't shut us up.

Kathy

You can't be sayin' stuff like that.

Fred

I want this appearance to be significant.

Kathy

Are you kiddin'? A Calendars reunion?  Just us being on stage together means a hell of alot. We got enough to deal with without stirring up the pot.

Fred

Are you expecting some trouble?

Kathy

Of course. The network's a little nervous. And Curly says the folks over at Blue Ribbon Pork needed some hand holding, too.

Fred

Oh, great.

Kathy

Look, they want us, not the politics. And none of that cute stuff, either, like wearing your red socks. I've waited too long for this -- livin' in a cabin without electricity or hot water--

Fred

I prefer bathing in the lake.

Kathy

It's hell waitin' for the spring thaw.  And, it's not that I've minded playin' the schools and the summer camps...

Fred

I hope not, because when those kids grow up, we're gonna be huge!

Kathy

But, maybe the next time we play out of town, we can sleep in a  hotel room, instead of on somebodies floor.

Fred

I sleep on the floor anyway, it's better for my back.

Kathy

So you've said many times. The point is you've been vindicated, the gig is ours. We've earned it. I spent my whole savings jar on this dress--

She crosses to a garment bag, hanging on the wall.

And I'll be damned it I don't give it one hell of a coming out party tomorrow night.

Fred

You can probably get a refund if you don't wear it. Are the tags still on?

Kathy

That won't be necessary. As long as you understand that this is a time for celebration, not confrontation.

Fred

In Mississippi they are celebrating right now.

Kathy

That depends on who you're drinkin' with.

He raises an imaginary toast.

Fred

Here's to James Meredith:

If you miss me at the Cotton field and you can't find me nowhere-

Come on over to Ole Miss, I'll be studyin' there!
A VOICE is heard booming down the hallway. 

Voice

As I was a goin' over Gilgarra mountain,  I met Colonel Pepper and his money he was countin--
Fred

Here we go.

Fred stows his guitar and throws his apple in the wastebasket.

Kathy

Freddy...

She starts moving around nervously. The voice is getting closer.

Voice

I drew forth my pistols and I rattled up my saber, sayin',

"Stand and Deliver, for I am a bold deceiver!"

Mush a ringum, duram, da----
The doors swings open to reveal CURLY---big, charismatic, dressed to the nines and half in the bag.

Curly

Whack fol da daddy o, Whack fol da daddy o--

There's whiskey in the jar!!
During the next verse he drops his instruments, grabs the giggling Kathy and swings her around the room. As they swing by Fred, Curly gooses him.

Now some take delight in fishin' and bowlin,'

others take delight in the carriage a rollin,'

I take delight in the juice of the barley,"
"Courtin' pretty girls in the mornin' so early--

mush a ringum duram da!

Whack fol da daddy o, Whack fol da daddy o--

There's whiskey in the jar!!!
He kisses Kathy, reaches and grabs Fred, pulling him in and hugs them both.

Curly

This day has been too long in comin'.  How are ya both?

Kathy

Good, Curly, good.

Curly

That's swell.

Fred disengages himself awkwardly.

Fred

Yes. Good.

Curly

Well, that's good. So...What've yaw'll been up to?

Fred

Read the papers much?

Curly

You know me, Freddy, not enough brain power for that. (pause)  I love this New York City weather!

He takes out a cigarette,pops it into his mouth, walks around looking for an ashtray.

Fred

Uh-huh.

Curly

It's got that bite that I like.

He finds one, sets it down on the table, pulls a chair beside it, pats his pockets for matches.

Yes sir. Just my scores and the funnies--

Finds the matches, strikes one. Lights up.

CURLY (cONT'D)

If it ain't got pictures, it ain't no earthly use to me.

Curly and Kathy laugh.

Fred points to the cigarette.

Fred

Do you mind?

Curly

Huh?  Oh, alright...

He stubs it out.

Sorry, cousin.

Kathy

Quit yankin' his chain, you know what we've been up to.

Curly

Yeah, I heard a bit about it.

Fred

Oh? What have you heard?

Curly

Not much, really. Not much--just bits and pieces.

Fred

Well, what have you heard?

Curly

O.K. (pause) That you didn't have to do any time.

Fred

What else?

Curly

That you made some records with that cheapskate, Asher Katz, and you been doin' a bunch of college gigs. Accurate?

Fred

My career in a nutshell. No need to recount your accomplishments.

Curly

I been lucky.

Kathy

We're doin' just fine.

Curly takes her hand.

Curly

I can see that.

Kathy

Really fine, as a matter of fact.  Fred's conviction was reversed.

Curly

Reversed? What does that mean exactly?

Fred

The court admitted, finally, that they had no right to hold me in contempt. I'm officially a "loyal American" according to the law of the land.

Curly

Well, good.  How much they pay you?

Fred

They didn't.

Kathy

You think we ought to sue for lost income? I mean, seven years... John Henry Faulk just won over 3 million from the committee.

Curly

Hell, yes! Fillet, fry, and feast upon 'em!

Kathy

That's what I think. You know a good lawyer?

Curly

Don't you worry about a thing.

Fred

I'm tired of courtrooms.

Curly

We'll talk later. Anyway, we're gonna make up for the last seven years in the next six months, I guarantee ya. This is gonna be B-I-G!! Gonna get tons a press. I gotta lotta folks workin' on it.

Fred

Well, then, we should get started.

Fred grabs his guitar.

Fred (cONT'D)

Are you ready?

Curly

Are you kiddin', partner? I'm so ready, you could have me right here on this table.

Fred

Maybe later. Right now, I thought we could just rehearse. I'd like to start off with Back of the Bus, this wonderful civil rights song we just learned on the last Freedom Ride.

Kathy

Fred, I told you...

Fred

You said that Curly would have the deciding vote, correct?

Kathy

Alright...

They both look at Curly.

Curly

Ok. This show we're gonna be on,-- EVERYBODY SING,-- Are you familiar with it?

Fred

We don't own a television.

Curly

It's on eight o'clock, Sunday nights.

Fred

So?

Curly

They won't be havin' any Civil Rights songs.

Kathy

I was just saying the same thing.

Curly

You always did have horsesense.

Fred

Ok,ok..., first compromise.(consults list)  Alright, then, how about a variation on the old Joe Hill tune,  There is Power?

Curly

A what!?  A Joe Hill anthem? From the old Wobbly songbook?

Fred

With a twist.

Kathy

You're messin' with us now, aren't you?

Fred

Couldn't we, at least, try it?

Kathy

N. O.

Curly

Hold on, I got an idea. Let me apply some of the McFee magic to it...

He whispers in Kathy's ear, goes to his guitar case, takes out his instrument.

Curly

Key?

Fred

How about G?

They quickly check their tuning and begin to play, effortlessly falling into a beautiful cohesion. Both men can feel the chemistry and they smile. Fred begins to sing.

Fred

Would you be free from the world's atomic threat?

Then come lend a hand for a nuclear ban.

Don't "duck and cover," were not beaten yet,

There's still time to save your fellow man.

There is power, there is power, in a band of peaceful men--

when they stand, hand in hand.

There's a power, there's a power that must rule in every land,

one INTERNATIONAL NUCLEAR BAN!!!
Curly

(To Kathy) Sing the ole hymn with me?

Kathy

Leave me out of this.

Curly

Would you be free from your burden of sin?

There's POWER IN THE BLOOD, POWER IN THE BLOOD.

Would you o'er evil a victory win?

There's wonderful POWER IN THE BLOOD.

There is power, there is power

wonder workin' power--
Fred butts in.

Fred

When we stand , hand in hand--
Curly and Fred

There is POWER, there is POWER

wonder workin' POWER--
Curly

In the precious BLOOD OF THE LAMB!!
Fred changes keys and Curly is right with him.

Fred

If you've had enough of the blood of the lamb,

then join in the grand INTERNATIONAL BAN,

The crow's on the cradle, you must take a stand,

There's still time to save our fellow man!
Curly and Fred

There is POWER, there is POWER--
Fred

In a band of PEACEFUL MEN, when they stand,--
Curly

BY THE LAMB!
Fred

hand in hand,--
Curly

WITH THE LAMB!
Curly and Fred

There's a power, there's a power, that must rule in every land,
Fred

One International nuclear ban--
Curly

OF THE LAMB!!!
Curly guffaws.

CURLY

Just like ole times, eh, partner? (pause) It might just work. Then you could have your matzoh and eat it too. Mark that one as an alternate.

Fred

Never mind.  I don't want to do it that way. Excuse me. I need to relieve myself.

He exits.

Curly(laughing)

Alright, be that way. Same ole Freddy.

Kathy

Come here you sparkly thing! 

They fall into an embrace.

Kathy (cONT'D)

I saw you on TV the other day. You were selling somethin' or other.

Curly

Chewin' tobacco?

Kathy

No--

Curly

Hair oil?

Kathy

No, that wasn't it--

Curly

Ice cream?

Kathy

Doesn't matter. But, I had to laugh. You are so... smooth now. I can't put my finger on what's exactly changed , though.

She scrutinizes him.

You're not dyeing your hair, that's for sure.

Curly

Just highlights. A few golden threads among the silver.

Kathy

Do you wear a corset?

Curly

Honey, Please! My girth is my fortune.

Kathy

Well, what is it? Something's different.

Curly

Speech coach.

Kathy

No!

Curly

Sure...listen, "Just a pinch for that bracing mountain freshness."

Kathy

Bless my soul.

Curly

But, don't fret, Sissy. They'll never take the country outta this boy.

Kathy

How much you get paid for one of those advertisements?

Curly

Tell you the truth, honey, I don't even know. But, what with all the lawyers and accountants, I'm probably gettin' screwed without gettin' kissed, I'll tell ya that much. (beat) But, what I wanna know is--how's my baby girl? You look a little tired, sweetie.

Kathy

Flatterer.

Curly

No, really, what's up? Has life with the Ivy leaguer been boring you to death? Is he payin' you any more attention these days? Come on, something's wrong. Tell big brother. I can fix it.

Kathy

You don't waste much time, do you?(pause)  We'll catch up later on, alright?

Curly

I gotcha. We won't push it.

Kathy

Thanks.

She goes over to the garment bag, picks it up and unzips it, displaying the dress inside.

KATHY (cONT'D)

I won't look tired tomorrow night. Not in this.

Curly

Mercy sakes, I guess not. It's beautiful. It must have set you back some.

Kathy

It'll be worth it.

She zips it, hangs it up.

Curly takes out a wad of cash.

Curly

Let me help out.

Kathy

Not necessary. Put that away.

Curly

A little something for the dress. It'll be our secret.

Kathy

Fred and I don't have secrets.

Curly

Since when? Seems like I can remember a couple of secret nightcaps on the road in my room. Don't bullshit a bullshitter, ok? (pause) Anyway....

He peels a few bills off--

I'll leave this right here and you can use it,-- 

lays them down on top of her bag.

--or not use it as you see fit.(pause) How's about when this gig's over you all come out to California for a visit?

Kathy

That'd be nice. when?

Curly

Next month. You could come out to the ranch.

Kathy

You sharin' that ranch with anyone special?

Curly takes out his flask.

CURLY

Just my little filly, Chantalina.

Kathy

Your filly?

Curly

My horse, darlin'.

Kathy

No starlets?

Curly

'Fraid not.

Kathy

Don't want to give up half your money, huh?

Curly

I would in a heartbeat.

He takes a long pull from the bottle.

Fred enters, notes the drinking, but chooses not to say anything. Instead, he goes to his table to look at his songlist.

Everything come out alright? 

Pause

So, listen, next month you'll come on out---do a little ridin', fishin. I got a little time off before I got to start rehearsin' my Christmas special. Hell, if this gig goes well, maybe, we can get you guys booked on that too, write the trip off on your taxes, what d'you say?

Fred

Next month---we're supposed to go up to Woods Hole next month.

Curly

Wood's Hole? Where's that?

Kathy

Massachusetts. Some folks are goin' up to organize a rally with Rachel Carson.

Curly

Rachel Carson!?

Kathy

You know--the woman who wrote the book about pesticides--

Curly

I know who Rachel Carson is. (beat) Well, ok. We'll do it some other time, then.

Kathy

Definitely.

Curly

I love you, Sissy.

Kathy

I love you , too.

Curly picks up his guitar.

Curly

I love you so much, in fact, I'm gonna write you a song.

He pauses briefly to consider, then sings:

Oh don't you remember sweet Kathy McFee--

Who married an egghead and joined the party,

They worked side by side for the general good,

Never sang for their supper cause they grew their own food!
Hoodle dang fol de dido, hoodle dang for de day!

The egghead says "Kathy, you've got to stay strong--

for life may be short, but History's long!"

"I'll do what I can," says his dear lovin' wench,

so she picked up her shovel and dug him a trench!

Hoodle dang fol de dido, hoodle dand fol de day.
Fred

Very clever.

Curly

Well, that's my own kinda journalism.

Fred

Very clever, indeed.

Curly

Thank you. Made me thirsty too, I must say.

He extracts his flask from his coat pocket and wags it about.

Yes, indeed. "Happiness IS..."

Takes a sip.

(To Kathy) Care for a pull?

Kathy

Swore off.

Curly

Spoil sport. (takes another) Now, don't look at me like that, Frederick. You know I can hold me spirits.

Fred

I didn't say anything.

Curly

No, silent as the grave.

sings:

I'm worried, dear sister, concerning your health,

would you take a few bucks from my vast store of wealth?

"We'd never," says Kathy, "accept charity--

Please donate it to the Red Orphans for me."

Hoodle dang fol de dido, hoodle dang fol de day.
Fred

O.K. let's continue--

Curly

One more verse.

So tell me dear sister. please, what about you?

Your dreams and desires and your point of view.
Kathy jumps in.

Kathy

Oh brother, dear brother, you're gettin' too deep.

All I need is a shower and eight hours of sleep.

Both

Hoodle dang fol de dido, hoodle dang fol de day!
Curly

Quick as ever, I'm glad to see.

Kathy

You bring out the best in me. And now, It's my turn to choose one.

Fred(running over to his guitar)

What's your pleasure, madam?

Curly

Something from the old days.

Fred

How about Union Maid?

Curly

No, I mean the old, old days.  Kathy, something you and me used to sing at The Shrine of the Living Waters Advent Supper. How about Children, go where I send thee?
Fred

Folk Music, remember?

Curly

You Godless commie. You sayin' Gospel ain't folk?

Fred

No, I'm just sayin'...

Curly

Take a breather, Freddy.  Sugar,  c'mon over here---

Curly beckons to Kathy. She crosses to him.

Fred

Now, let's get something straight! This is an equal partnership.  Nobody's getting pushed around.

Curly

Do my ears deceive me? Did you say "Equal partnership?" You mean you givin' up the top dog position?

Fred

It's hardly appropriate any more, is it?

Curly

Well...that's mighty gracious of you, Freddy.

Fred

So....Your suggestion has been duly noted.  But, we still haven't heard from Kathy.

They both look to Kathy, who maintains a long silence.

Then, walking over to the window and opening it, she cocks her ear, listening to the street sounds.

Kathy

Will this traffic noise be too distracting?

Curly

It ain't too bad. Well, what's it gonna be, sissy? Call the tune.

Another pause.

Fred

It's too drafty.  Listen, Curly, while Kathy's deciding what she wants to sing--- why don't you give us a brief rundown on what to expect tomorrow night?

Curly

Well...Alright.

Curly walks about the room, designating the areas.

Curly

We'll do a camera rehearsal tomorrow morning. They'll send a car to where you're stayin' around nine.

Fred

A car? Well, well.

Curly

Of course. You traveling in style now, brother-in-law.  By the way, where are you stayin'?

Fred

Nappy Berliner's , on East third.

Curly

Sweet Jesus. Better sleep with the light on. Anyway...There'll be a boom mike above us, so we'll be able to get up from our stools and move around some.  It's a  three camera setup: One forward for the Master shot- That's a single of the whole group.  And one camera left--there (points), and one right, there, for closeups.

Fred

Sounds simple enough.

Curly

Piece a cake.  There'll be an audience of about a hundred and fifty in the stands directly in front of us.

Fred

Will we be able to go into the audience?

Curly

Maybe. Down the center aisle.

Fred, visualizing the whole thing, looks off into the distance.

Fred

That would be good.

Kathy goes over to Fred, gently touching his arm.

Kathy

Freddy?

Fred

Yes?

Kathy

Let's not get ahead of ourselves.

Fred (moving to his guitar)

Right you are. Got a song?

Curly

Let's just try Children, go where I send thee.
Curly begins a bouncy strum.

Can't you just smell Aunt Mae's biscuits and gravy?

Still strumming...

Go ahead, sissy.....Don't you remember?

Sings:

Children, go where I send thee.
Then, you reply.....How shall I send thee?
Won't that be fun? Then , we do the numbers one through ten...remember?

I'm gonna send thee one by one. One for the little bitty baby.

Was born, born, born in Bethlehem.
Damn! I broke my pick!

He stands up, checking his pockets.

Kathy

What's with you? You couldn't wait to get away from West Virginia and the friggin' SHRINE OF THE LIVING WATERS. When you got the chance, you ran like hell! Why are you so keen on promoting it now?

Curly

People like it. It's gettin' near the holidays, we could use it to sell you guys to the network for the Christmas special.

Kathy

Let's just leave the religious music out of it, ok?

Curly

Whatever you say, sweetness.

Fred

Good! Because, I want to concentrate on folk music as a social force. Songs that mobilized people and caused real change.

Kathy

Now don't you start with me.

Curly

Lighten up, Freddy. She's right.  Good music is good music.

Fred

And, good music can be put to good use, too.

Curly

See, that was your cross.  I never had any ideal other than gettin' out from under.

Goes for a cigarette, but stops himself.

Aw, Jesus H... You know, I  never thought that making money was such a bad thing...Or entertainin' folks...

Fred

Or doing cigarette commercials.

Curly

Oh, Look out!  Here he comes on his High Horse!

Kathy

We have nothing against making money.

Curly

Oh, really? Could've fooled me.

Fred

Absolutely not.   Money is very useful. It's just a question of what you have to sell to make it.

Curly

Aw, no, now, ya see----

Kathy

Hush. Curly, believe me, we are ready to EARN. We want to make skads of money. A pile so high you can't count it all.  I can't begin to tell you what all I'm gonna do when I get my hands on some green.

Curly(pulling over a chair)

Tell it, sister. What are you gonna do first?

Kathy

First?.........I'm gonna hook up the plumbing.

Curly

Bless your heart.

Kathy

Then, I'm gonna take the longest, hottest, noisiest, sloppiest shower you have ever heard. Then...I'm gonna buy me a car. A NEW car...and not a practical car neither. One of them teeny-tiny racy convertible foreign jobees with just two seats. Maybe, just one seat.

Fred

Better get a drivers license first.

Kathy

Oh, I will. You better believe that. And, I'm gonna drrrriiiiiive!  Honey, please! I'm gonna drive like the wind.

Curly

Well, that's fine. You know, I just had a thought. I'm booked to play THE OASIS in January--

Fred

Oh, no, not LAS VEGAS again!?

Kathy

Why not Vegas? Come on, Freddy, let's give it another try.

Fred

No way.

Kathy

Why not?

Fred

It wasn't the right place for The Calendars.

Curly

Maybe he's right. I mean, nothing is tougher than playin' a casino with "Saint Frederick."

Kathy

I guess so. You did make my life hell there.

Fred

Why? Because I threw your silver dollars in the swimming pool? Better than letting you throw them away on those one armed bandits.

Kathy

No. Because you bitched and moaned constantly, and took away all the pleasure for me.

Fred

You can't be serious.  A pleasure was playing Madison Square Garden for the AFL-CIO.  Now, there was an audience who appreciated us.

Curly

You're romanticizin, partner. The rank and file didn't take us seriously--till we were makin' hit records. They either ignored us, or they were suspicious of us. And, why couldn't we have done both, anyway? Why is it always "either/or" with you?

Kathy

Wait a minute! You just reminded me.  I got my song and you're gonna like it. We're gonna have to do Shenandoah. They'll be expecting that one.  So, let's stop yappin' and run through it.

Fred

Alright.

Curly

Finally, somebody's talkin' sense.

Kathy

Then, it's unanimous? Who starts us out?

Curly

That would be you.

They gather close.

KATHY

Oh Shenandoah, I long to see you-
All

Away, you rollin' river-"
KATHY

Oh Shenandoah, I long to see you-
All

Away, I'm bound away, across the wide Missouri.
Fred

Oh, Shenandoah, I love your daughter-
All

Away you rollin' river-
Fred

Oh, Shenandoah, I love your daughter-

As the song gathers force, the three are united in a way we've not seen before.

All

Away, I'm bound away, across the wide Missouri.

Oh, Shenandoah, I'm bound to leave  you-

Away you rollin' river-

Oh, Shenandoah, I'm bound to leave you--

Away, I'm bound away, across the wide Missouri.
Silence.

Kathy

It feels like we've never been apart. Ok, that's a keeper.

Fred

Hey, I love the music of the westward expansion.

Curly

Sugar.

They embrace.

Curly

We're gettin' it done. You should be in the diplomatic corps. This calls for a snort and a smoke.

Goes to his flask and lifts it high.

Skol, y'all.

Takes out a cigarette.

Now, don't fret. I'll keep it outside the window.

He leans out and lights up, blowing the smoke away from the building.

How's that? As fresh as the great Northwest!

Kathy

Fine. As long as we're on a roll, I was thinking..........we used to do a lot of songs from other countries-Africa, Cuba, Israel---

Curly

The "Great Pagaent of Nations" medly?

Kathy

Right. So, I was thinking--

Fred(grabbing his guitar)

How about Die Moorsoldaten?
Kathy

No, Fred.

Fred

Come on, it'll be great! Who could object to an anti-Nazi song, sung by prisoners of the concentration camps?

Curly

I could.

Fred sings:

FRED

Wir sind die Moorsoldaten

Ziehen mit dem spaten ins moor.
Kathy

I thought we agreed--

Fred

No! I didn't agree. We don't have to shove any particular issue down their throats, but can we, at least, take this opportunity to remind people how a song -- one simple, little song -- could bolster millions of hearts to endure torture and famine, to fight evil--

Curly waves a hanky.

Curly

I surrender, I surrender.

Fred

Thank you. Let's give it our best shot.

Sings:

We are the Peat Bog soldiers, marching with our spades to the Bog.
He tries to conduct the other two. They sing half-heartedly.

All

We are the Peat Bog soldiers, marching with our spades to the Bog.

He starts marching.

Fred

Let's try it with a little marching.

Curly

No way, son.

Fred

Up and down the guards are pacing,

Noone, noone can get through.

Flight would mean a sure death facing--

Guns and barbed wire greet our view.
All

We are the Peat Bog soldiers, marching with our spades to the Bog.
Fred

C'mon!  We can do better that that--

We are the Peat Bog--
Curly

Forget it!  Uh-uh, no way , no can do, sorry SEN-YOR!!  Let's brighten the tempo.

Kathy

Curly's right. We need something that's more fun.

Fred

That was fun.

Curly

Not as much fun as The Twist. (Beat)  Truthfully, my audience won't accept that stuff from me.

Fred

Your audience?

Curly

They're lookin' for a good time, not a history lesson.

Fred

I see.

Fred sits in silence.

Curly

Now, don't sulk,  Fred.

Fred

You know, those Labor rallies we used to play weren't just stepping stones to the Hit Parade. And, you weren't just some minstrel shuffling for pocket change. What about Peekskill in '49, when those fascists trapped us on that road and tried to stone us to death?

Kathy

Don't exagerate.  Those were war veterans, stirred up by the Right wing press.

Fred

Semantics.  The only weapons we had were music and lyrics. You were there, Curly.  You sang as loud as I did.

Fred sings:

"Hold the line! Hold the line--"
Curly

Lord, he's off!

Fred

C'mon,  Curly, sing it with me?-

"As we held the line at Peekskill we will hold it everywhere--"
C'mon, Kathy!

"Hold the line, hold the line,

We will hold the line forever till there's freedom everywhere!!"
Curly

Can it! (pause) Are you going to be able to lighten up on the pinko heroics? Cause I don't want to go on national television and insult the audience.  For Christ sakes, Fred,  we're about the go to war over this Cuba thing any minute now!

Fred

Give the people more credit than that.

Curly

The People!  The People!  You always talkin' bout the people,  but Jack, I AM THE PEOPLE!!!   Not you.

Fred(stowing his guitar)

Not anymore, you're not.

Curly

The people buy my records, they come by the thousands to hear me sing because they  know me, I'm one of them.  The fact that I got rich didn't change that, in fact,  it inspires 'em. They see that if an ignorant piece a shit like me can do it, anybody can.

Fred

How self-effacing.

Curly

Now, don't go talkin' over my head. You know I hate that.

Fred

The people are struggling, they're hurting. You don't feel their pain,  you're cut off from it.  You need to get down in the street and sing with them again to know what I'm talking about.

Curly

Is he nuts, or what?

Kathy

Fred is keyed up, that's all.

Curly

No shit!

Kathy

This gig means a hell of a lot to him.

Curly

Then he oughta act like it! He better treat me with a little more respect, or I'm gone!

All three stand in silence.

Kathy

Fred, apologize.

No reply.

Curly

Then I have my answer.

He starts to pack up his gear.

Kathy

What the hell're you doin'?

Curly

Call me sometime, sissy.

She grabs his arm.

Kathy

The hell you are--!

He stops, facing her.

Curly

This here ain't gonna work. You know it and I know it.

He goes back to packing.

Kathy

It is working. (turning to her husband.) Fred!?

Fred, ignoring them, writes in his notebook.

Curly

If you need money, let me know, I'll wire it right over to ya. But, this here-- face facts, sugar.

Kathy

What are you saying!? What are you talkin' 'bout facts? I'm a singer.  I want to sing, dammit, I need to! That's all. That's the only fact.  (pause) Please.

Curly

I'm not the one you need to be convincing.

She faces her husband.

Kathy

Fred....listen to me....You remember Esther, Esther Rubinstein from the Ladies Garment union?

Fred(putting down his pen.)

What about her?

Kathy

She called me last month, before this gig came up,  and she say's, "How're you doin',"  and I said, " We can't find work," you know, and she says, " Everybody else has. Are you sure you're not , you know, doing this to yourselves." And I flipped. God, I was so bad. I was making up the cuss words as I went along.

Fred

She's an old busybody.

Kathy

Maybe so. But, baby,  there's some truth in there, too. Look, you have got to move your line back some. This is the last chance for the Calendars. I'm not sayin' we roll over, but if we wave a red flag under a bull's nose, he's gonna charge. And, we'll get trampled. There's just a few simple guidelines. Let's play along a little, til we're home free.

Fred

If we do this, we do it on our terms.

Kathy

Don't you mean-your terms?

Fred

I thought they were the same thing.

Kathy

It's just three songs. We've already got one.

Fred(rising)

What's the point anyway? What good is getting on TV, having the power to reach millions, if you can't really say anything to them?

Curly

Name of the game, Sonny Jim.  Their playground, their ball.  It's simply a matter of what is fit and proper for the setting. You're on TV. You're not at a Union hall, a field, a factory or a tenement basement.

Fred

I wish I were.

Curly

Well, then go ahead, you shouldn't have any trouble finding some function to sing to the converted.  But, if you want to really do your mission some good--increase your following by millions-- bend with the wind a little and play it their way. Then , you can sneak your politics in through the back door.

Kathy

Will you try?

Fred

Alright.

She hugs him.

Kathy

Good.

She turns back to her brother.

Now, unpack that ax, man. Let's get back to business.

Curly

Back on track. Them acting lessons have really paid off.

Opens his guitar case.

Looks like we got a tiger by the tail. (To Fred) Not you, her.

He points to Kathy, who is pacing around the room.

Kathy

Fun, fun, fun, .......... I  got it. Here's something you'll both like: The Lusty Young Smith.
Curly straps on his guitar.

Curly

A Bawdy Madrigal? Thou foul wench, Nay!

Kathy

We can cut out the dirty parts--Yaw'll remember your little steps?

Fred(going for his banjo)

No marching, correct?

Kathy

I get to be the sex symbol-

Curly

Aw, I got over that years ago. How's this tempo?

Starts to play.

Kathy

Perfect.

Sings:

A Lusty young Smith at his vice stood a filing,

His hammer laid by but his forge still aglow,

When to him a buxom young damsel came smiling,

and asked if to work at her forge he would go.

With a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle bang jingle-

with a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle hi ho!
Curly

"I will," said the Smith, and they went off together,

along to the gay damsels forge they did go.

They stripped to go to it, twas hot work, and hot weather,

she kindled a fire and she soon made it glow.
Curly and Kathy

With a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle bang jingle,

with a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle hi ho!
Curly

Behold, yon cuckold!

Kathy

Stop it. (beat) Freddy, play along?

Fred steps forward reluctantly.

Fred

Her husband, she said, no good work could afford her.

his strength and his tools were worn out long ago.
Curly

The Smith said "well, mine are in very good order,

and now I am ready my skill for to show."
All

With a jingle bang, jingle bang , jingle bang, jingle,

with a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle hi ho!
Curly

Six times did his iron by vigorous heating-
Fred

Grow soft in the forge in a minute or so.
Curly

and often twas hard and still beating and beating-
Kathy

but the more it was softened, it hardened more slow.
All

with a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle-

with a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle hi ho.
Kathy

The Smith then would go.

Quoth the dame full of sorrow,

"Oh, what would I give could my husband do so?

Good lad, with your hammer come hither tomorrow--
But pray could you use it once more ere you go?"
All

With a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle bang,  jingle.

with a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle hi  ho-

with a jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle bang, jingle-

with a jingle bang, jingle bang,  jingle HI HO!!!!
The trio explodes with laughter.

Kathy

Oops , guess not! Too much to cut.

Curly

It's a great tune, though!  Too bad we can't use it.

Fred

That song is 300 years old.

Curly

Doesn't matter. It's filthy as shit.

Fred

It's harmless double entendre.

Curly

Double what?   Say, comrade, sprecken zie ENGLISH, OK? It's double dipped in dog doo is what it is.  Hey, I love it, but it won't fly.

Fred rips the banjo off from around his neck.

Fred

This is ridiculous! You're putting us in a goddamned straitjacket!

Curly

To these folks, the only thing worse than a communist, is a  horny communist.

Fred crumples in agony.

Fred

Aahhh!

Kathy

Baby!

She runs to him, taking the banjo. He struggles to catch his breath.

Curly

What is it?

Fred

Nothing....I'm fine...

He lowers himself to the floor, stretching out.

Curly

What's goin' on here?

Kathy

Fred hurt his back clearin' some ground.

Fred

I'm ok.

Kathy

No, you're not! It needs attention. Doc Wurtzel told you he'd set you up with an orthopedist.

Fred

A "specialist"--that's one eighth the attention at ten times the cost.

Kathy

You're so damn stubborn!

Curly

Well....just, calm down.  We'll find something that works.

Fred

We're running out of time.

Curly

That's no sweat, we'll buy some more friggin' time.

Kathy

Absolutely. Just relax. I'll take care of it.

Curly

No, baby, let me.  Look after your husband.

Fred

I don't like people telling me what I can and cannot sing.

Curly

Funny, that's why I never joined up with the Party in the first place.

Curly exits.

Kathy goes over to Fred and rubs his back.

Kathy

Freddy...

Fred

I know what you're going to say.

Kathy

You do?

Fred

Sure, and you're right. I'm my own worst enemy.

Kathy

Well...

Fred

I just keep gettin' in my own way. And, in yours. (beat) Are we still... partners?

Kathy

Yes. Equal partners. And, you have got to ease up partner, because all this worrying is making me old before my time.

She goes over to thermos, pouring Fred some water.

Look- I still believe in all those old songs you taught me…

Fred

You taught me a few too, remember? I Don't Want Your Millions Mister...?

Kathy

Yep.

Fred

And, we brought West-Vee Mining to its knees.

Kathy

And, Daddy got his pension. But that was a fight worth fighting, this isn't.

Fred

I'll try harder. Whatever it takes.

Kathy

Good answer. (pause) Like, for example, how about letting those kids who want to record Black Sky have the rights?

Fred

Within reason, of course.

Kathy

Why not?

Fred

I have to be the first to record it. (pause) My stuff's quirky, it's hard for other singers to get it right. Who are these kids anyway?

Fred takes the cup and drinks.

Kathy

Nice kids. You met them at Folk City.  They've got a contract with RCA.

Fred

That song means a lot to me. I have to be the first. I haven't held on to the rights this long, to let them go now. I just need a little more time. They can cover it after we sign a record deal.

Kathy

Alright.

Fred

You know, when you were singing before, you were glowing.

Kathy

I was?  When?

Fred

You know. Before.

She slides closer.

Kathy

When before?

Fred

You know.  That Bawdy Song.

Kathy

Oh yeah? You liked that, did you?

Fred

Oh yeah.

Kathy

Which part did you like the best?

Fred

Oh...........the  hammer part.

Kathy

The hammer part?  Oh, you mean, "Pray could you use it once more ere you go?"

Fred

That's the part.

Kathy

Well, could you?

Fred

What, now? Here!?

Kathy

Nothing too stenuous. Just a little jingle.

They kiss. Pause

Fred

I'm sorry.

Kathy

For what?

Fred

The last seven years.

Kathy

That wasn't all your doin'. (pause) Oh, you might have left the guitar out of the courtroom...But, you never could resist a good protest rally. Anyway...I'm glad that's all over with.

They embrace.

Fred

Me too. The times seem to be, finally, turning in our favor.

Curly enters, and seeing them, smiles.

Curly

We're all set.

Fred

Thanks.

Curly

No sweat. Kathy?

Kathy

Yes?

Curly

There's a Mr. Dietrich in the lobby. Wants to talk to you.

Kathy

Alright.

Fred

Who's that?

Curly

Network flunky.  He's brought the contracts.

Kathy

O.k., I'll be right back.

Curly

Oh. And, Kathy?

Kathy

What?

He goes over and takes down the garment bag, handing it to her.

Curly

Let's see this dress on. That oughtta cheer us all up.

Kathy

Silly.

She leaves.

Fred

Any problems?

Curly

No. Apart from some last minute jitters. You know how these fools operate.

He pulls out his flask and takes a swig.

CURLY (cONT'D)

I was just sayin' to Randy Scott the other day--

Fred

Randolph Scott?

Curly

Is there another?

Curly sits down and pulls his boots off.

CURLY (cONT'D)

Jesus. That's better. We're supposed to be makin' a movie together, but he wants to retire. I said, "Brother, please, wait til after the next one!" But I don't know, I guess he got beat up pretty bad makin' Ride the High Country, and he just can't suffer those fools another minute. So I tol' im--"Look, it's a simple thing: Treat 'em like the dogs that they are. Scratch their bellies, throw 'em a bone and they'll go away."

Fred

That easy,  huh?

Curly

More or less. Granted, there's a bunch a shit I gotta do that ain't fun: My times not my own--I can't just disappear for the day, I'm constantly kissin' ass, always havin' my picture taken with somebodies buck toothed, boney kneed wife. I'm pretty much just a salesman at this point--makin' sure everybody's happy. So...yeah, I gotta swallow down some bile now and again. But, hey, at least I'm eatin' regular--as you can see.

Takes another long pull.

Fred

Why are you doing this, you don't need this gig?

Curly

I owe you, brother.

Fred

No, you don't.

Curly

Since the day I met you, I've never had to cough up any coal dust.

Fred goes over to him, holding out his hand for the flask.

Fred

May I?

Curly

Well, bless my soul.

Curly hands it over and Fred lifts the bottle in a toast.

Fred

Happy days.

He swigs.

Fred

Well, if the Worker's Song movement had to flop, Curly, I'm glad it got you out of the coal mine first.

Fred hands him back the flask, then carefully walks over to the wall and leans against it to support himself.

Curly

How could it not flop, with the FBI  nosin' around like they was. For awhile there, though, we was goin' great guns.

Curly goes over to his guitar case and removes a piece of paper. He hands it to Fred.

CURLY (cONT'D)

You recognize it?

Fred looks at it and big smile crosses his face.

Fred

Sure, Pittsburgh. The Westinghouse Strike.(Hands it back) I'm surprised you kept it all these years.

Curly

Why, not?...Souvenir of my lost youth. How many people were there that day?

Fred

Twenty thousand.

Curly

And how many cops?

Fred

A hundred.

Curly

I felt sorry for 'em, I truly did. Man, when we was up on that stage and these things was rainin' down all round us from the buildings like confetti and the people was grabbin' them out of the air and singin' along. Man, oh man! We sounded out a mighty roar.

Fred

And, those cops just stood there with their mouths wide open.

Curly

That was the best.

Fred

And it was real.  The movement was real, it was happening. Our music stood up against those guns. And it's happening right now, in Selma, Curly. The music is still standing against the guns.

Curly returns the scrap to his case, takes up his guitar.

Curly

Remember when we first met?

Fred

Never forget it. The same night I met Kathy. It was at the house of your local rep, um--

Curly

Mat Conley.

Fred

Conley, right. (laughs) You were skinny then.

Curly

I was hungry then. I was on fire. Burnin' to be doin' what you were doin'. Remember the first song we sang?

Fred (thinking)

That I don't remember.

Curly

I do.

Sings:

Come all you young fellows so young and so fine,

and seek not your fortune in the dark dreary mine.

It will form as a habit and seep in your soul,

till the stream of your blood runs as black as the coal.
Curly and Fred

Where it's dark as a dungeon and damp as the dew,

where the danger is double and the pleasures are few,

where the rain never falls and the sun never shines,

it's dark as a dungeon way down in the mine.
Curly

You wanna take one?

Fred

It's many a young man I have seen in my day,

who lived just to labor his whole life away.

Like a fiend with his dope or a drunkard his wine,

a man will have lust for the lure of the mine.
Both

Where it's dark as a dungeon and damp as the dew,

where the danger is double and the pleasures are few,

where the rain never falls and the sun never shines,

it's dark as a dungeon way down in the mine.
Curly

I hope when I die and the ages shall roll,

my body will blacken and turn into coal.
Yours!

Fred

Then I'll look from the door of my heavenly home,

and pity the miners a diggin' my bones.
Take the melody.

Both

Where it's dark as a dungeon and damp as the dew,
where the danger is double and the pleasures are few,

where the rain never falls and the sun never shines.

It's dark as a dungeon way down in the mine.

It's dark as a dungeon way down in the mine.

Fred leans in to his brother in law.

Fred

Come with us to Selma, Curly.

Curly

Naw.

Fred

Your name would mean so much. We can get you on the next Freedom Ride. You'll love it. It'll feel so good.

Curly

Those days are over, Cousin. I'm too old and spoiled to sleep on a bus or in some fleabag, eatin' beans and fightin' rednecks.

Fred

You've forgotten why you got in it in the first place. Get back on the front lines and hear that roar again.

Curly

Easy, Reverend. Listen, I ain't no Saint like you. I'm just a singer, that's all. I sing for my supper, not for every cause that comes down the pike. I don't need to tromp down the delta and get my ass kicked. My ass got kicked plenty by the time I was ten years old, I

don't need any more. 

But, you, it seems you never get tired of gettin' your ass kicked.  Trouble is, you kickin' Kathy's, too. (pause) Forgive me for gettin' too personal but can I ask you a question? When you gonna give my sister some babies? I mean, she's still a beautiful woman and all, but she ain't gettin' any younger. Excuse me for bein' my blunt ole self, but I'm gonna bust if I don't get this out. Your wife wants you to make some money, so she can get off the road and raise some kids. It's time.

.

Fred

She told you that?

Curly

It's obvious, man.

Pause

Fred

Well, We plan to have kids--

Curly

Check your calendar, bud. Time's runnin' short.

Another pause. Fred retreats to his thermos and pours himself a drink.

Fred

She's great with kids. We just played this place--the Havarim Day Camp---she does this number where she divides the kids into groups, and then leads them in a Round...

"Die Gedanken sind frei, my thoughts freely flower---"
Curly

Hold up.(pulling a chair over and sitting) I really need to understand something. How come you had to be such a hero with that first amendment shit? You could have taken the fifth, and been out of there in five minutes.

Fred

Most did. I don't blame them.

Curly

I thought we talked about this. You were going to take the fifth.

Fred

I know. In the end, though, it wasn't enough to just refuse to answer, I had to make them understand. But, once I had waived the fifth, the floodgates were open. 

They asked me if I had been paid to sing by the Party---I tried to tell them about all the other places I had sung, the church groups and the schools. Some SOB called one of the youth camps "slimy." I reached behind me to Kathy who was holding out my guitar. "I have a song, Valley Forge, that will explain--" "Is this a Joke? Are you attempting to make a mockery out of these proceedings?" "No, sir, I believe this song is appropriate to the situation. Do I have a right to sing it?" "You do not." Then, I was excused.

Curly

You knew you'd be cited for contempt, probably go to jail and not be able to work?

Fred

I knew there was a risk. (beat)  You know, in Washington, D.C. , I'm not legally allowed to tune a piano.

Curly

What about my sister?

Fred

I hoped she would be proud of me.

Curly

That's not the point. There comes a time when a man has to put aside principle to protect the ones he loves.

Fred

Put aside? You really don't get it, do you? They simply did not have the right.

Curly

But they had the power. Why did you have to throw it back in their faces?

Fred

We couldn't challenge their violation of the first amendment without inviting prosecution.

Curly

But, why you?  How could you do that to Kathy?

Fred

I did it FOR Kathy! As she would have for me. She would have done the same thing if it had been her. We are the same, we are of like mind. And, you're in no position to judge. Your ethics are so different from ours that we're speaking another language. You can't possibly know us or comprehend what we're fighting for. (beat) But, you did once. When did you stop believing? Or, did you just get so hungry to succeed that nothing or no one else mattered?

Curly

I never sold you out, man. Our association is public record.

Fred

Maybe so. But, whether you knew it or not, you helped those criminals destroy the lives of your friends and family.

Curly (rising)

Listen, you son of a bitch.  I was following my conscience, too. Only, when I made my hard choice, I stood alone. There wasn't no friggin' New York Times backin' me up. Why should I have protected members of a secret organization that I never belonged to in the first place?  And , why the secrecy, anyway, if they were on the up and up?

Fred

There was never any secrecy among us.

Curly

In an honest organization, you would be proud to name your brothers. But, here, everyone was scurrying for cover like rats in a basement.

Fred

Is that how you saw it?

Curly

That's how it was, son. I had a right to prove that I was not one of yaw'll.  I never lied, I never gave 'em any names. They had 'em all already. I wasn't a coward, I just stood up for myself. Look, to me they're all the same -- Politicians -- Party liners, right and left. I ain't a tool for no one but my lonesome. I had a right to make that known. 

And, it hasn't been easy since, my friend, in spite of what you may think. It seems like every time I sign a contract these days I have to rehash all that bullshit. I've got to make those phonecalls

and dig up all the papers that prove I'm still unaffiliated. But, I do it, so I can keep on makin' music...

And, now, it's time for you to swallow a little pride -and give that woman the life she deserves.(pause) Look, in certain ways, I admire the hell out of you, you stiff-necked son of a bitch. And, because of it, I'm gonna make sure you don't shoot yourself in the foot. Will you let me help you?

Fred

I don't think it's that simple. Understand something. I've been living with "that woman" for over twenty years and I know her. She wouldn't have had it any other way, because it was a fight she believes in. And, now that the hardest part is over, she deserves to be proud, because she didn't buckle---And, she's lost nothing. Nothing but a little time. (pause) Don't worry. I'm going to do this thing. I've made a promise to Kathy. I'm here and I don't have a problem working with you. Your conscience is your affair.
.

Curly

Well, that's a place to start.(pause) Can I throw a song idea into the hopper?

Fred

Of course.

Curly takes out his mandolin.

Curly

I been dying to play this thing all day.

He checks his tuning then goes into a mandolin intro. 

Sings:

Curly (cont.)

It's all out on the old railroad, all out on the sea

all out on the old railroad, far as I can see-
Kathy enters quietly holding a manila envelope. She looks beautiful in the dress.

Curly

Whoa! Let me feast my eyes on you!

Swing and turn -- Jubilee, live and learn , jubilee!
Fred goes to her and gives her a peck.

Fred

Dance with me?

Kathy

Freddy, be careful.

Fred

I'll be alright. Come on.

She relents. One turn around the floor, however, and Fred is winded. 

He goes for his guitar, while she distributes the contracts and pens.

Curly

Hardest work I ever done, was workin' on the farm.

Easiest work I ever done was swingin' in my true love's arms.

Swing and turn--Jubilee, live and learn, jubilee.
Kathy joins Curly.

Kathy

Some will come on saturday night, some will come on--
Kathy and Curly

Sunday------
Kathy

If you give 'em half a chance,  they'll be back on-
Kathy and Curly

Monday---

Swing and turn-Jubilee, live and learn- Jubilee.
Fred joins them.

Kathy

Coffee grows on a white oak tree, sugar runs in--
Kathy and Curly and Fred

Brandy,

Kathy

Girls as sweet as a lump of gold, boys as sweet as--
Kathy and Curly

Candy!
All

Swing and turn, Jubilee, live and learn, Jubilee,

Swing and turn, Jubilee, live and learn, Jubilee,

swing and turn Jubilee, live and learn, Jubilee!
Fred

There's number two! And, I've got number three! Shady Grove!

Kathy

Yeah!

Curly, continuing to play the mandolin, shifts to another melody and the trio segues seamlessly into the next song.

All

Shady grove, my little love, shady grove I know.

Shady grove, my little love, I'm bound for shady grove.
Fred

When I was a little boy, I wanted a whitlin' knife.

Now, I am a great big boy and I want a little wife.
All

Shady grove my little love, shady grove I know

Shady grove my little love, I'm bound for shady grove.
Curly

Wish I had a banjo string made of golden twine,

and every tune I'd pick on it was, "Wish that gal were mine."
All

Shady grove, my little love, shady grove I know,

Shady grove , my little love, I'm bound for shady grove.
Kathy

Some come here to fiddle and dance, some come here to tarry,

Some come here to fiddle and dance, I come here to marry.
Fred

Fly around my blue eyed gal, fly around my daisy,

fly around my blue eyed gal, you nearly drive my crazy.
All

Shady grove my little love shady grove I know,

shady grove my little love, I'm bound for shady grove,

shady grove my little love, shady grove I know,

shady grove, my little love, I'm bound for shady grove.
Curly

Yeah! Well, alright!

Fred

That should be acceptable.

Curly

Yep. It is the devil's music, but, we don't have to tell 'em that.

Kathy

So, we've got our three?

Curly

Yep.

Fred

Thank God. What next?

Kathy

Contracts, boys. Let's sign 'em and send 'em over.

They take off their instruments and head for the contracts.

Fred

This is gonna feel good.

Kathy thumbs through her documents.

Kathy

Our copy, their copy...

Fred

And?

Fred pauses to examine an attached rider.

FRED (cONT'D)

What's this one?

Kathy

Which one?...

Fred

This one on the bottom.

Curly

What, loyalty oath? Standard practice.

Fred

Did you know about this?

Kathy

No.  But I'm not surprised.

Fred

So, that's how it is.

He sits, laying aside his pen.

Curly

What does it say?

Kathy

"I am not now, or have I ever been a member of the Communist Party or of any other Communist organization or Fascist group. I declare non-membership in the following list of groups designated by the Attorney General as "totalitarian, Fascist, Communist, or subversive."

Curly

Same ole shit.

Kathy

What do you want to do?

Fred

What can I do?

Curly

Let's look at our options here:  We can sign it -- and play, or you refuse -- and we go home. What are we here to do? Play.

Fred

Are there any other choices?  Because, I can't sign it.  For one thing, it's a lie.

Curly

It's a piece of paper.

Fred

For another, I just spent seven years fighting to prove that this shit is illegal, and I won.

Kathy

Right. Well....what if I told them it was done, but I misplaced it. Then, we just stall them until after the set.

Curly

There's a plan.

Fred

Replace one lie with another?

Curly

A white lie. Lower on the immorality scale.

Fred

Doesn't matter. They'll force the issue. And we'll be publicly humiliated when it all comes down on us at the last minute.

Curly

Well, now, wait a sec.  What if we turn the embarrassment the other way round? What are the sponsors most afraid of, any way? Bad publicity, right? What if Kathy stalls for time with the oath, and in the meantime we organize a picket rally outside the studio in support of your case. We call every folk singer, left winger, newspaper columnist -- get'em all out there, every freedom of speech kook. We'll blow the lid off this crock.

Kathy

That's good. I think that would work.

Fred

I've got a problem with it.

He begins to pack up.

Curly

Oh, what now?

Fred

It would be a circus. That would take the focus away from the music, disrupt the show and no one would get to play.

Curly

Not necessarily.

Fred

I don't expect you to understand.

Curly

Of course not. (pause) Alright!! Drop the coy bullshit and do your job like a man.

Fred stops packing and turns to face Curly.

CURLY (cONT'D)

I want you to, Kathy wants you to, Hell, the whole world wants you to...so, quit yer cryin', and face your responsibility.

Fred

I'm sorry if this puts you in a spot.

Curly

You don't give a shit about me. Or your wife. All you care about is how good you come off. Lil' David against the Anti-Communist Goliath. Always righteous, always the first out the door.  Leaving the rest of us sinners in the shit where we belong. Well, I've had it up to my redneck ass with your nonsense. I don't buy it anymore, chum. You are no better than me!

Fred

I never said I was.

Curly

You didn't have to.

Curly retreats, sticking his head out the window for air.

Kathy makes a move toward him. He turns to her.

Curly

I was your hero til he came along.

Kathy

What are you talkin' about?

Curly

How could you just cut me out of your life like that?

Kathy

That's not fair.

Curly

Fair? Shit! I used to get your Christmas and birthday cards like clockwork. Then, nothin'.

Kathy

You left town. I didn't have your new address. I haven't been writing anybody much lately.

Curly

Mama always gets hers.(pause) I expected my "fellow travelers" would be duckin' me when I passed 'em on the street, but I never dreamed I'd be gettin' the silent treatment from my own kin. (pause) Listen, it wasn't me who stopped the music. I was the one breakin' my ass to keep it goin'. And, when all those club owners and promoters laid down, I was the one just tryin' to keep us in the game . You didn't have to leave me hangin' out to dry like that. Maybe you didn't like what I did, but you never, EVER should have doubted my motives. I did what I did to keep this group together. And, here I am doing the same goddam thing. 

You want me to beg? Ok, you got it...

He goes to Fred and drops to his knees.

Freddy, I'm beggin' you. Do this...for the group.

Fred

Why do you want to be part of a group again, anyway?

Curly

I don't know if I can even describe it...It's like...I feel like I've been lost, and so, I've been listening for a way out. All I've ever been able to hear is our music...but, it's fading into the distance, and my mind keeps floating...away and apart. I keep tryin' to fight my way back, but it's too far. I can't reach it. 

You people are the only family I've ever had. I want us to be together again. Please do this, Fred. Please.

Silence. Curly gets up off the floor and sits in his chair. Kathy looks at both men.

Kathy

Curly..... O.K., Fred. Enough, now. Just sign the damn thing.

Fred

Not you, too...?

Kathy

I want this to be over with.

Fred

Do you think that I don't?

Kathy

Then sign it.  I'm asking you to do this to save our lives. Nobody has to know. It'll just be between the three of us in this room. If we made the network and the sponsors promise to keep it quiet--Won't you give us a fighting chance to survive?

Long pause.

Fred

Would like to have a baby?

Kathy

What did you say?

Fred

Let's have a baby.

Kathy

What the hell are you saying?! Stop it!

Fred

Because we can still have one. But, we shouldn't wait any longer.

Kathy

We're barely holding on as it is.

Fred

Well...babies bring good luck, they say. It'll be a gesture of hope.

Kathy

Can we feed one on hope?

Fred

Absolutely.

Kathy

This is crazy! Who told you I wanted a baby?

Fred looks at Curly, who turns away.

You're taking marital advice from Curly now? What a perfect solution! Another life to be responsible for. Look, if I had wanted to be a mommy, I would have made that happen. I wanted to sing. Anyway, what can he possibly know about my problems and what I've lost. But you, you should know.

Fred

I do.

Kathy

No, you don't. You suffered publicly -- making statements to the press, receiving telegrams of support -- But I suffered in silence, biting my tongue for fear of saying anything that might hurt you or your cause. And, I just had to stop looking in the mirror because I was growing old in your shadow. 

Look at me, Freddy! I'm no longer that twenty year old who caught your eye back at that West Virginia rally. I'm not even the woman I was seven years ago! I'm scared and I'm angry. 

You sleep on the floor. You say it's better for your back, but I know you're putting a distance between us and we're losing each other. You're so folded into your own despair, you can't even see mine anymore. So... maybe it's silly, but I want to wear this dress tomorrow night, and stand under those lights and glow and sing and have our lives back.

Fred

This is not you talking.

Kathy

No, you're not listening! Ok. I'll make it as clear as I can. I'm not going back to that broken down bunker and live like a prisoner anymore. (pause ) Look, blame me. If they ask you, just blame it all on me. "I did it for my vain shallow wife!" Ok? You're absolved.

Fred

You're better than that.

Kathy

Not anymore. I'm beaten. Ideals are fine when you're young, when you can go without a bed, or a meal, or a doctor, and it won't kill you. But, I can't go without anymore. I won't. There's no Calendars without all three of us. If you go, that's that.

She picks up his contract and holds it out to him.

I've told you how much I need this. Don't you think you owe me that much for all the years I've stood by you?

Freds is silent, stunned.

He takes the paper, reading over the oath.

Fred

Bastards...If only you could write your own oath, you know, like, "I promise to give the best show I'm capable of...", "I pledge to pick in the three finger style...",

Curly

Don't torture yourself, just put your John Hancock...

Fred

"I solemnly swear to hold fast to my faith and sing out for the silenced." 

He turns to his wife.

Kathy, are you sure you want this? These people sell sausages, for Godsake!

Curly

Don't fuck it up, man. Don't throw it all away.

Fred

I just don't understand it...

I guess I've been so preoccupied, so caught up in the battle that I've taken your loyalty for granted. I didn't mean to. I never should have presumed. It's just that I've come to trust that we're of the same heart, you know?  I need to. It gives me courage. 

Anyway, what did you expect? You ran my defense campaign, for Christsake! You gave up your privacy to protect mine. And if that wasn't enough, you've been hauling water from the creek every morning to save the wear and tear on my back. I would have died without you.  I hope you know how much....

I don't want that twenty year old. Oh, I loved her. But, not a fraction as much as I love the

woman she's become. 

You've taken a beating and I'm sorry. I wish I could say the fight is over, but how can I when it's still a crime to sing at a "whites-only" swimming pool--- for a black child who just drowned in the river? 

It's true, I don't know your heart anymore. You'll have to tell me:

He holds the contract out to her.

Is this a fight worth fighting?

Long pause. 

Finally, Kathy takes the paper and tears it up.

Curly

What the hell are you doin'? I thought you were comin' to your senses.

Kathy

I am. (pause) I wanted to believe it was just as easy as you said it was. I wanted it so bad I was ready to lie, cheat and lay down for the sausage makers. What was I thinking? "It's just a piece of paper?"

Curly

Goddam you both then! I had to drag you people up every rung of the ladder. You never wanted to do anything to help me and you never gave me any credit. All I ever wanted was a little credit.

Kathy

You're right. You do deserve credit. So, thank you. Thank you for lovin' me so much that you came here today and tried to make everything that was wrong, right again.

She moves to her brother.

Do you see now that it's not possible? You went down one path and I went down another and now we're both stuck. You can't help us, no matter how hard you try, and we can't help you because you don't even know that you're caught. But, you are, and I can see that you're hurt, too.

She crosses to her garment bag and picks it up.

So, O.K., what do we do now? Well, I guess we won't be comin' out to the ranch, huh? But, I would like to make you an open invitation to share our bunk upstate. If you don't mind helpin' out in the garden, that is.

Curly

We'll see.

Fred

It's just not the right time yet. Another six months, a year maybe...

He turns to his wife.

And you're right about my songs. I'll reconsider my position. I'll let those kids record them. We can get through this.

Kathy

I'm tired. Let's not talk about it now, ok? Let's just go home.

Fred

Yes. We'll go home.

He turns away and starts to pack up his instruments.

Curly

So, you're gonna leave me high and dry again, is that it?

Curly grabs his pen and signs his contract.

Well, they'll put me on all by my lonesome. I don't need you. Better off without you.

Kathy

What are you gonna do?

Curly

Same thing I always do. Pick and grin, grin and bear it.

Picks up his guitar.

Kathy

You don't have to, you know. Come upstate with us. This time you can walk away.

Curly

I guess neither of us understands what the other has to do.

He sings softly to himself. Kathy, after a moment, begins to gather her things.

Oh Molly, oh Molly, tis for your sake alone,

that I leave my old parents, my house and my home.

That I leave my old parents, you caused me to roam,

I'm an old Rebel soldier, and Dixie's my home.
Kathy and Fred join in singing from where they stand.

All

Jack o Diamonds, Jack o diamonds, I know  you of old,

you've robbed my poor pockets of silver and gold.

Oh, whiskey, you villain, you've been my downfall.

You've kicked me, you've cuffed me but I love you for all.
Curly

They say I drink whiskey, but my money's my own,
Fred

and them that don't like me can leave me alone.
Kathy

I'll eat when I'm hungry, I'll drink when I'm dry,
and  when I get thirsty, I'll lay down and cry.
All

Jack o Diamonds, Jack o diamonds, I know  you of old,

you've robbed my poor pockets of silver and gold.

Oh, whiskey, you villain, you've been my downfall.

You've kicked me, you've cuffed me but I love you for all.
Kathy

I'll get up in  my saddle, my quirt in my hand,
Curly

I'll think of you Molly in some distant land,
Fred (exiting)

I'll think of you Molly, you caused me to roam.
Curly

I'm an old rebel soldier and dixie's my home.
Kathy and Curly

Jack o Diamonds, Jack o diamonds, I know  you of old,

you've robbed my poor pockets of silver and gold.
Kathy lays the money beside Curly and exits

Curly.

Oh, whiskey, you villain, you've been my downfall.
You've kicked me, you've cuffed me but I love you for all.
Blackout.

The End

[image: image2.jpg]eet CATHY HMcFee
y 5 4 .

D

2 — T 1 1 > T 1 i i
(b ] 1 ] 1 1 - : 1 é =
l _" l' : Ll T = I 1]
oW — Dowk Yo« (e — Membic Swed A THY W - oo whe War-riel an
5
By I | 4 - ° 3 —F g
s - L +
FrrEfrrrr e
éaq - Rk and o foe &L(Pyl.(ht7 wa;u&shﬂ?i’? side L e gqen-efsal  geed
A ©
2 ! - }
S ] ] — e — =
i ] 7 =1 T s
e — e ¢ 7 = = = - =
= Sangq G0 flaar  sup pLY Catis ity ﬁfwmm‘gu)n Food, Heo-lp PaygPlde
A D
e I
i I !
2 =
DI A.o) Heo Mo Oang Foe Mo D“"j’
SHADY (roJE )
e 3 b 2 e F |
mm—— . — . ﬁf’
EE =i e —=
1 T % i P L& -~ o oV
Sha-Dy and My Tulove, sha -by 1700 T ED,  sin oy GloNg_
. A, D
-
= =
o 2 = — 2
w; UF L sand T SWA O |
4 —teae (ot =hn Bow - Spratie

-
o = 4
- & o . o =N
s i = T+ i H—Ll ; : —“\"“ =
pr et} =l &
: N — g T e y
ok att ot e ok Bi\evoad, T atll 0wt an st
- €27
= i i A - (:dr s
i o‘l > e T T i 4 ! ! ( \
@ i .
= - - { 1 ! ! ! } .
=
L onk O~ o Aevod = & 2 = T #
T e teoad Feve 8w W cee)  swmgan
=y
1 T T } X -
+ 1 = == .
i —_— e ¥
== . T \e — e
s ~i| -2 Sln:
= ] o A4 \garu Juln ‘ ee a/





[image: image3.jpg]Jack o' Disror DS

E €y,

= T T f = I
== s -
z Zz—— 1 J\ 1 1 1
 tollp sl G fofr Yo MEST et webE taie
| E Bb F =]
{ ) T 1 | B 1 2 ; iy n
e — m————
L 113 Facdd % 2! 2"
Howd @

) dot | (gae iy ol ?m:f@ o

G | F By &
yio2 T g — i 1
\ Z

i

i =

T ) B . ¥ ) 1
i Z r—1 3 | ¢ I 1§ rdl J‘ =
:CAM\LA ne o rauw\’ V'moan A& vabel Sedd A C‘VN, i e My M

= ] 11< ‘ =1
== — == |

1 Lt i

i Z: L2
| Juck o Diammds o o ~€Ls r e yor oF o, Yeu el oy poco
] Deds =
Bb F ) F
_} - 15 Z il ‘l ﬁ“‘ # “ Z \\l
2 =" 73 T y - = &
Lpecedy of s\ va ownd ZSo)sA ] oh NN m\;ﬁ‘ NEANY
€1 : 5 F Bb
= { = — t e FXE { |
A Z [ S o f = =
— CL_;A__LL

o S e 0 {w\-‘» Vraes M ouve ombkbad W b T\ yex @

’ A

N
C¥ILvcen [ go BWETL & Send Ahtd

g

| X;\;rrﬁ = ] i N
:é - i i f’ — =

i
I
i
» e
Gher T Senl et ~ How Srall T - sel e 7 T go <noa

—=\
1

[T p-—%?\ 30

e — I
7 ==
= = 1
Sl Llaet SN \’t{ one one \gow/ bora
£ 8 E
=

boton v Berh-le- Vem ,




[image: image4.jpg]A o o LS Youeg §m-%;;t» N
YA 7 .
F== : —— '
e — !
& fusty youn§ Smirh ok s Vite ST @ - £\ cE =
A & ") s howmer fard
— - 4,//{ i 2 ;l ) Y.> A
N s — = = ] i“ =
\S’ ok 5 ;,,'. f:nu o o g oo 3 e —
4 s 9 = ; Mmoo buk-om )'M(nﬁé\amd Came
D A
7 I f j i ] — ,./"}’ ] =
i H k i
e S===oo
i _ f ottt 5 Sarg
™) A A b Yo No? fone be 7 v\m\& 60 '*:,f» pNha ngle bang
e A V
- F e
{ - > 1 4 ] o T T I
| Sngle baag Froale bang , Sinave  Sith = i g
;}) Y 4 ) 9y Jinghe Nthes - 51 pngle bang Fingle bewng, 3’»»»3‘}&!7 ";t =
= ji
fol,
PEA"T‘ Bo Gr SoldierS
!_\\ v &\ - y ot
] VAT 2D o £ 22 oo Q}T‘ ] o
] ' 7 + : ¥ T i f =1y
= =t 5 2 it
s wp ol Qowﬂg ’WL Guads 2, - Pacing  No oae : - — w;’e‘
D7 G b ) ] ' ;
: ) ] ~— B;b |
!1 = jl ;L < é J 3 T rj i
-3 . - o - |
. ¥ = =
con gt ﬁr\fg;gh v Flight would-  Mean O su L fmw TAaCing, P
W D7 \ 8 '
A ! & 24
= e ‘ LN
- = : : ; Tt
Guns and : Darbed \bxfé - qreet = { : r— I l)
- . g1 ot Vi, W ave  he PeF Boge
‘ ) &W{\ C"\'/{’l 1% > Grm
Tl ! 1 I
= -—— E==FEE
=91 . ns ~ — : e
RS QPere  Merching with  our spades o L ~
BoG.





[image: image5.jpg]DARE AS A DUNGew

o | ~
) T e ([ e T
s 1 —F e E
2 y's = T — — — ! —
(¥ I =t T >y — F —# = 1
s.,’l # 7 :f&’uv\q Z@\lo\s $o \{nuv,&uw:k S2 ﬁw/’ and Seell 0ok S»IW
Comme  all e [
:7} < T v — ; ; =
! Y =K T Y4
' A—et 4 : 7‘! ) R “ I
- t = & ;
UL Tw & vacic Dt’wu‘ oee, =+ 5 2 - Sedp Th gewn
5 T W el omnd
T ol g ag o ST
i &
3 - 7 - I 1 — ’1 = f
< —_ e Z—— — — — =
+— R Fh—rth > ) = =
<S o \._,’ 'O The Stream o ot Bvod funcag b lackas o Svdi e ok e
; s
1 1 { y T 7 0 i\ ; = { ( :
—4 &l ; Z] o ¢ 1 T ;ﬁ | & = 1 i - f
= A { I =
®u RGN A nd Damg A5 Je b0 Whine ke Auugec T3 bcwuba/ G e, PLEESHES cax
1
[
x e }
= T i i 71— —<
S—j 1;2- I .é_ - T s = G ]
S L 7 ke Sun NN Shimag, S
HEO jetaut Een r:m ne ves  Fallg, and e Jas
! 3 B =
3
. | L 2 é
o =

i OJ\N\XX\\ v.“—»‘ Pordn jn el \'N(A\T/\I( SRl

Back oF The Bus

E
(Dge £ 81
KTV - =1 [y 1 1N =Sy
e — { e ey e 3 T 2
: 7 — 5 e e L 2

(¢ ‘*/vq Bego ne g o bade of Y m) - awd Yot 't Eond me N

2 A & 8 <
2 - A =T
\ 1 | | R 1 —t
o ! e 45—
: O - =
IR oo o fose : e W be rvdg
v ) TR % = ;rﬁ;’ of few bus, = v P pheng .
r 89 o & A
2z J “| } J : L B\ o
L 2 © = Ld reei \ ﬁ—d‘—ﬂ—-ﬁ O = ]
i T n : - il - ; N =
YL b w oD wp H‘M‘é”. Tl b O wowp ot | B =
£ By &
T I
I 1
wif/ - = : = &
- S ITH e g le— |
Eawh— e bas + e e §hane -





[image: image6.jpg]e He& g Sabire Sg-in

i Noponp ad De-liver For T

sy /N The Tar
m £ A/Mjk/y A — £
7 — T e e e =
E——— e
- e -
S T e
v A5 T WeS§O-IN sy.er Gk - gAr-fa Hounf -ainy o vk Glenel
‘ {5 ?; i — pi\ P f
1 1] 2 £
e e
P =z = = = L =1 i
Pep-per o bis ' men-tq e Gas Count-ing, T Az Trthomy pyoto| and T
C:—‘* e } 2 E 4 < Am
f ~ = 77— Pt P
5 R — " e
? =% S T == ey o il
am R BT Be - cei ven

G c ; E
= ot 1 =3
= =1 = — T T 1
= = = I S o s a7 Tt
Y e — el - ﬁa{“
Mush A (irg um ﬁr«zqm Da- mm b, Wik Pl Pa Ai-© £t s
— G7 <
e ,
- 2 }
v - < 7 7 5
e -0 "ﬂcu’as g»q;h.‘ D ""‘ZTW*\l
SHEN AN DO A& - e G
\ g D < Ky | N
= = ! = T T
== 0 i i = Tt ==
7 e 7 K o=t = T G T G
~¢ T ] H_l_/ | :
7 L 7 v o= ¥
g— SHenan- DAt Lo Boung T . R q04 o — way Yol
I~ Cn B.ﬂr/—‘ (T
et ; T = T
H 1 L % ;a" - L I N > i
s = e
ol-liv Bz ¢ o Shevandoah © “’"‘é o YC:\ e
D — M K 4 A >
— = i i T
z > s f =t = F———+
< : g ) > — =
S2dg - T boud A by Ao crppy the 2 ,éu Wi - Sou - 72,




[image: image7.jpg]e

, There
\
NEY . < :
et G C / & - DL
e e = == i =
7 A_| ’r! i l ’l- " ’ = =
W ealdk %bé’— f&é Lo the  woftd 0\""’“"' ﬁxMﬂTw comnt a0 hank
e~ C G b = s
~ B 1 — =
= T T
s '
Dot ‘D%kavmiC&""’

=
b oow — et Poa

c

G

l, wWece not baaten “'[c(”; 'ﬂ*""é%” Fime o Sene.

G

- , = _

ety
= : = e A S — 5 :

pur £ellow MM 1,{“1«(;‘ ‘,mg(i-rh«a i eow'r,m o bond oF flace lMcmlW\f&(w
. : & .

{ = G'n — patiin | 1 o G'“ 1
e i e
ﬁ,m E 3 \H}Nb’ ﬂe‘.ﬂa {’9“"( _m,,w fd.‘.){( Hafmust Yulein ed-ecy and, Bn Th-fer
D

y f o

4 7

j—) & jvv,’.,’ ==
Nafen'] nu-cl’c gan |




Down in the Basement
(Rock 'n' Roll Exodus)

[image: image8.jpg]



(Guilford Adams as Moses)

Photo by Lilas Lane

Time: Summer, 1967

Place: A basement in Mt. Zion, NY

CAST

Moses (Moe) Lowell (early 30s) Charismatic folk-rock icon from 

the Midwest; itchy for creative inspiration, and not above screwing 

with people’s heads to get it.

Randy Rafaelson (late 20s) Brilliant, ambitious Toronto guitarist; 

the group’s leader.

Jake McCoy (early 30s) Disenfranchised ex-leader of the band; from 

Arkansas, the only American in the group. He’s a redneck with a 

massive chip on his shoulder. 

Dave Plunkett (late 20s) Child-like bassist with an alcohol problem; 

from a farming community in Ontario.

Andre LeRoi (early 30s) Mild-mannered, professorial Quebecois 

keyboardist and tech-head.

Down in the Basement premiered September, 2007, at 

Tangier, in Los Angeles, CA. It was produced by L.A. 

Clown and featured Guilford Adams, Cody Chappel, 

James Lane, Brandon Davar, and Matthew Koehler. 

It was directed by the playwright.

Set List
I. Lay Down The Law

II. Sort Out Your Priorities

III. Hold Your Tongue

IV.      Take Regular Breaks

IV. Learn From The Past

 V. 
   Take a Break

                                    VI.    Play Nice

                                     VII.    Make Your Own
                                    VIII.    Share The Wealth

                                      IX.    Set The Record Straight
                                       X.    Give Thanks

I. Lay down the law.
Mt. Sinai, NY, June, 1967.

A basement.

Barely visible are its cinder block walls: dark, stained, and dripping with moisture.

There is a small window at the top of the SR wall, covered by "Old Glory." Most of the daylight is shut out, but there's a tinted glow which emanates through the tattered banner.

A moldy, wine-colored Persian rug covers the pitted concrete floor, and, upon it sits: an armless wooden chair, a small table supporting a vintage reel-to-reel tape recorder, and a few microphones on stands.

To the left, a set of rickety stairs lead up into blackness.

Above, we hear the sound of foot steps. A pair of worn boots appear at the upper landing.

A scraggly-bearded man of about thirty-five, MOSES (MOE) LOWELL, climbs down, wearing a neck brace.

He surveys the room, then, stiffly reaches down behind the table, producing an expensive looking Martin guitar.

He sits to check the tuning, and hums a snatch of an ancient Appalachian modal melody.

Moe 

WHEN MOSES

SAW THAT BURNIN' BUSH,

HE WALKED IT ALL AROUND,

AND THE LORD SAID TO MOSES,

"YOU'RE TREADIN' HOLY GROUND."

I SAW -

SAW THE LIGHT FROM HEAVEN

COME SHININ' ALL AROUND,

I SAW THE LIGHT COME SHININ',

SAW THAT LIGHT COME DOWN.

He pulls one of the microphones closer, and turns the lever on the machine to "record."

Testing...testing...

The vue meters jump.

So far, so good...

A long silence. Then, he speaks deliberately into the microphone.

Moe

So. What is all this? What is all this supposed to mean? Because it should have some significance, right? Otherwise, why bother? It should add up to something, something cosmic and glorious, correct? Whoa, that was pretentious... 

He stops the machine, rewinds the tape slightly, and clicks it back on.

He sings again, with increased urgency.

DRY BONES IN THE VALLEY

GOT UP AND TOOK A LITTLE WALK

THE DEAF COULD HEAR

AND THE DUMB COULD TALK

I SAW-

SAW THE LIGHT FROM HEAVEN

COME SHININ' ALL AROUND,

I SAW THE LIGHT COME SHININ',

SAW THAT LIGHT COME DOWN.

He stops abruptly, and grunts, examining his instrument.

Too creamy. Creamy and soft, like Grandma's blintzes.

He rewinds the tape again, mumbling to himself.

Why does everyone think I have all the answers? Crawlin' over my rooftop and ruttin' through my garbage like racoons. Sittin' at my feet, studyin' me like an Almanac. "Which way's the wind blowin', Moses? We need to set our compass." Sorry, folks, can't help ya, don't know shit...

He pulls off the neck brace, and drops it to the floor. 

He rolls his head with a sigh.

That's better...

Hunching over his instrument, he whispers in a low moan.

Moe (cONT'D)

Listen, boys, it's a new day. Don't be holdin' grudges, alright? We'll find the trail, we just gotta sniff a little bit lower to the ground-, 

We need to stop thinkin' and start listening...

Remember Manchester? How delusional it all seemed? We thought those Brits were gonna carry us on their shoulders to the pub, and buy the first round of Guinness. What a joke. 

But you, my forthright comrades of the 1-4-5, played on. And, when I said "let's give 'em our best Gene Vincent," we planted our feet, leveled our Strats at 'em, and, shoulder to shoulder, we charged right into the valley of the shadow of rock 'n' roll death, emerging victorious. 

We can do it again, you just gotta trust me.

He begins to sing once again, shifting into a mournful minor key.

ADAM AND EVE IN THE GARDEN,

UNDER THAT SYCAMORE TREE,

EVE SAYS TO ADAM,

"SATAN IS TEMPTIN' ME!"

I SAW-

SAW THE LIGHT FROM HEAVEN,

A SHININ' ALL AROUND,

I SAW THE LIGHT COME SHININ'

I SAW THAT LIGHT COME DOWN.

Suddenly, a match is struck, illuminating a gaunt, cynical face. 

JAKE MCCOY, (30s), is leaning against the wall behind his drum set, and Moe realizes he has been sitting there all along.

Moe clicks off the machine, and turns to face the intruder.

MOE

I thought I was alone.

JAKE 

Obviously.

Deliberately, Moe bends down, picks up the neck brace, and reapplies it.

He puts down his guitar, studying the stranger.

MOE

Jake McCoy, back from the dead.

JAKE

The Ozarks.

MOE

Just the man I wanted to see.

Moe opens his arms wide to receive Jake.

JAKE

That right?

MOE

Yeah, brother. You're the missing puzzle piece.

Moe looks around.

Where are the others? Upstairs?

He starts up the steps.

Randy!

JAKE

What's the rush?

MOE

I wanna get started. 

The lights dim.

Moe signals to the wings.

The other band members enter, and surround the piano, as Moe ascends the staircase.

Jake comes out from behind the drums, saunters over to the recorder, and lays his hand upon it, feeling its warmth. 

Like a caveman encountering a can-opener, he doesn't know what to make of it, so he simply turns away and plops down onto the couch.

II. SORT OUT your PRIORITIES.

The three men huddled around the piano are: the keyboardist, ANDRE LEROI,(30S), DAVE PLUNKETT, (20S), the bass player, and A. RANDY RAFAELSON,(20S), the group's leader, on guitar.

All three men are fully bearded, resembling prospectors, or nomads who've been in the desert too long.

Jake picks up a copy of the Zion Gazette, and flips through it, while Andre demonstrates an ornate phrase, in waltz-time, on the piano, for Randy and Dave, who struggle to keep up.

Andre

"Husbands and wives, children lost their lives..."

Now, we'll break from the homophony...

"It was sad when the great ship went down."

Jake snorts, muttering under his breath.

JAKE

Phoney-homo is right.

ANDRE

Don't let us distract you from your cartoons.

Andre plays through the passage again.

The boys attempt to stay with him, but they lose the thread, and it begins to fall apart.

ANDRE

Maintain the tension. "Husbands and wives--"

Dave

Damn! I'm gettin' confused, Dre.

Jake throws down his paper, and picks up a tambourine.

JAKE

First off, it's too mother-effin' slow!

He pounds out a furious boogie-shuffle on the skin.

"Husbands and wives, children lost their lives, it was sad when the great ship went down!" Like that, son. Drive it!

ANDRE

Moe wanted us to play with it a little, so I'm varying the tempo.

JAKE

Messiah's been jerkin' your chain. Just because he's at a temporary loss for words, don't mean we have to give up our identities. Don't forget who we are: a ROCKABILLY band, what plays for liquored-up folks with money who wanna wiggle. 

ANDRE

An extremely limited view. 

JAKE

It's what got us here. And, all this folky, high-brow garbage is waterin' down our chops. I mean, what the hell is this "Anthology" bullshit, anyway? Are we enrolled in the "Lowell Academy" now?

Randy

Moe feels that if we go back to those original 78s..., What did he call them?

ANDRE

The "Rosetta Stone."

 

RANDY

That was it. If we "go back to the source and decipher those hieroglyphics," maybe we'll find something new, something we can build our sound on.

Jake smacks his lips quizzically.

JAKE

You taste somethin' funny?

He studies Randy's face.

RANDY

What?

JAKE

There's shit between your teeth, Hoss. Go brush. And, while you're at it, remove the stray pubes, it's unsightly.

RANDY

Cute.

JAKE

Oh, yeah, there's been some big time butt smoochin' goin' on. Pretender to the throne over here givin' rim jobs to Big Daddy. You want inspiration? Look no further than Harmonica Frank. I'll quote you chapter and verse from the Swamp Root.

RANDY

It's the same water-main, just twenty years down the pipe.

JAKE

One big difference, son: E-lec-tri-ci-ty! We need to stay plugged in.

 

RANDY

Let's try it. What could it hurt?

JAKE

He's messin' with our mojo, that's what. We shouldn't trust him. I mean, what's the deal with tapin' every goddamn thing we say and do? I'm tellin' you, something stinks. And, you'd smell it too, if you didn't have your head stuck so far up his ass. 

Long pause. A stalemate.

RANDY

Change of plans: let's do it Jake's way.

Jake breaks out in a grin.

JAKE

He has seen the light! 

He jumps behind the drum set, picks up his sticks, and fires off a drum roll.

DAVE

Hot dawg!

Dave plugs in his bass, and powers up his amp.

ANDRE

Randy...?

RANDY

You heard Moe: there's no deadline. Hell, we're on retainer, why push it? This is the first time we've been off the road in six years. Let's do it one time just for us.

ANDRE

Fine.

Randy plugs in, and checks his tuning.

RANDY

Count us off, Jake.

Jake beats his sticks in a four count, and the band kicks into a blistering boogie-woogie shuffle. They are an awesome unit, rocking with air-tight precision.

JAKE

IT WAS ON ONE MONDAY MORNING,

JUST ABOUT ONE O'CLOCK,

WHEN THE GREAT TITANIC

BEGAN TO REEL AND ROCK.

FOLKS START TO SCREAM AND CRY,

SAYIN' "LORD, I'M GONNA DIE!"

IT WAS SAD WHEN THE GREAT SHIP WENT DOWN.

IT WAS SAD WHEN THE GREAT SHIP WENT DOWN--

ALL

(DOWN, DOWN

THE SHIP WENT DOWN.)
JAKE

IT WAS SAD WHEN THE GREAT SHIP WENT DOWN--

ALL

(DROWN, DROWN,

THEY HAD TO DROWN.)
JAKE

HUSBANDS AND WIVES,

CHILDREN LOST THEIR LIVES,

All

IT WAS SAD WHEN THE GREAT SHIP WENT DOWN.

DAVE

WHEN THE SHIP FIRST LEFT ENGLAND,

AND WAS MAKIN' FOR THE SHORE,

THE RICH THERE DECLARED

THEY WOULD NOT RIDE WITH THE POOR,

SO, THEY PUT THE POOR BELOW,

THEY WERE THE FIRST TO GO.

IT WAS SAD WHEN THE GREAT SHIP WENT DOWN.

IT WAS SAD WHEN THE GREAT SHIP WENT DOWN--,

ALL

(DOWN, DOWN

THE SHIP WENT DOWN.)
DAVE

IT WAS SAD WHEN THE GREAT SHIP WENT DOWN.

ALL

(DROWN, DROWN,

THEY HAD TO DROWN.)
DAVE

HUSBANDS AND WIVES,

CHILDREN LOST THEIR LIVES,

All

IT WAS SAD WHEN THE GREAT SHIP WENT DOWN.

Andre tries to warp the time signature into a 3/4 waltz tempo. 

Jake resists the change, maintaining a stubborn 4/4 rhythm on the drums. The song starts to wobble.

Randy jumps in.

RANDY

WHEN PAUL WAS SAILIN'

WITH MEN ALL AROUND,

THE LORD WHO SITS IN HEAVEN

SAID THAT NO MAN SHOULD BE DROWNED.

JAKE

(Where the fuck are we?)

RANDY

IF THEY'D JUST TRUST AND OBEY---

Jake, having totally lost his place, returns to the chorus too early.

JAKE

IT WAS SAD...
Randy stops playing. The sound dribbles away.

RANDY

I wasn't done.

JAKE

Sorry, man, I got thrown off by the professor's noodling. What the hell were you doin', fool?

ANDRE

Just experimenting.

RANDY

Let's go again.

JAKE

Forget it, the moment's past. 

Blackout.

There is a burst of feedback.

Iii. HOLD YOUR TONGUE.
The band powers into a thunderous country blues progression.

A spotlight appears on the upper landing.

Moe descends the staircase like the Rock-God that he is, as Randy wails away on his Tele. The boy is doing some tasty Duane Allman type slide licks, bunching his face up into a knot and vibrating with the intensity of 100% pure Blues Power.

Andre rushes over to the recorder and flips it on.

Moe

ROOSEVELT'S IN THE WHITE HOUSE,

DRINKIN' OUT A SILVER CUP,

MCKINLEY'S IN THE GRAVEYARD,

HE'S NEVER WAKIN' UP...

Moe, pleased as a possum, pivots around, grinning, nodding, and waggling his guitar neck to conduct his cohorts. 

He's in a fine fettle; if he could duck-walk, he would.

HE'S GONE A LONG, LONG OLD TIME.

Andre lays a descending Fats Waller stride move down the length of the keyboard, wrapping the whole box of bon-bons in a ribbon, and the band, easing to a gentle stop, sighs collectively.

DAVE

Whew...

He plops down on the couch, and pulls a bottle of Yukon Jack out from under a cushion and swigs deeply, as Randy lights up a joint.

I'm gettin' tight as a tick.

Moe removes his guitar and sits.

Moe

Funny, the tighter you get, the tighter we play. Bring that bottle over here.

Dave takes a deep drink, and carries the bottle to Moe, who takes a pull.

Randy offers Moe the joint.

RANDY

You're looking well.

Moe

Gracias, amigo.

He accepts the spliff, tokes on it,

I guess I ain't as bad as the press likes to make out. 

He holds it out to Davey.

Bass man?

Dave begs off.

DAVE

Don't wanna mess with the alpha waves.

Moe

I won't even ask you, Professor. Jakel?

Jake just glares at him.

Suit yourself...

Moe takes another deep hit.

RANDY

So, you thinkin' about gettin' back out there?

MOE

I'm havin' too much fun.

Hits the joint once again, exhales deeply.

JAKE

Are we on a break?

Moe

Let's do it again.

JAKE

You just said it was tight. Why mess with success?

Moe

I just wanna try puttin' a couple minor chord changes into it, maybe slow it down a notch. Nothin' fancy. A little cross pollination between "Nobody Knows You When You're Down And Out," and "Silhouettes On The Shade."

Jake shakes his head dubiously as Randy angles his guitar toward Moe.

RANDY

Thusly?

Randy strums through the changes, transforming it.

Moe

That's the idea.

Jake looks at his watch.

JAKE

I need to bury a Quaker.

He steps away from his kit and heads upstairs, as Andre and Dave watch him go.

A pause.

RANDY

Any of the other Union players need a crap?

DAVE

Naw.

ANDRE

I'm good.

RANDY

Then, let's press on.

Moe

It'll keep.

He stands, taking another swig from the bottle.

RANDY

Don't worry about "Ol' Stonewall," we'll get him under control.

Moe

I don't want him under control.


 

RANDY

No?

Moe

That might mess with his authenticity. I'd be a little prickly too if someone came along and stole my band right out from under me.

RANDY

Hey...

 

Moe

It doesn't bother me, I'm just taking note.

RANDY

It wasn't like that. The Jukes are a confederation, right, guys?

Randy looks over to Andre and Dave, but they are otherwise engaged: Andre, deeply involved with a microphone adjustment; Dave, lying semi-comatose on the floor.

Randy turns back to Moe.

After Jake quit, he thought better of it and came back.
 

Moe

You worry too much, Chicken Little. Things are going swimmingly. The Fatman's on the case. 



RANDY

How's that?

Moe

If anything marketable comes out of these sessions, those tapes are gonna flip faster than hotcakes on a greasy griddle. So let's not get rattled.

Moe, stretching his legs, walks around in a circle, stepping over Davey. 

As he does, he feels something in his pocket.

MOE

Oh, this came for you...

He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a bright, pink envelope.

From Montreal.

Upon hearing this, Dave pops up to a sitting position. He angles his body towards Andre.

MOE

Smells like a love letter.

Dave gets himself to his feet.

DAVE

Dre...?

ANDRE

Yeah?

DAVE

Help me up to the john, I feel a heave approaching.

Andre sighs heavily.

ANDRE

You should learn to gauge your capacity.

DAVE

I'll work on that, but, please, QUICKLY!!!

Dave puts his arm around Andre's shoulder, and the two carefully, but briskly, work their way up the staircase.

MOE

Easy, fellas...

He turns back to Randy, who has opened the letter and is reading, shaking his head.

RANDY

Fuck.

MOE

Bad news?

RANDY

Simone's comin' down. I'm gonna need a place to put her.

Moe

Use my guest house.

RANDY

You know she used to be married to Andre, right?

Moe

You've just got your fingers in all the pies, doncha?

RANDY

What's that supposed to mean?

Moe

I was paying you a compliment. 

Silence.

RANDY

It was a long time ago.

Moe

Details.

RANDY

She was bored. Andre was just bein' Andre, you know, into all his gizmos. She zeroed in on me like a Kamakazi.

Moe

It happens. 

RANDY

Almost broke up the band.

Moe

No doubt.

RANDY

Might just finish the job, now.

MOE

Naw. Andre's made his accommodations.

RANDY

You've never seen him blow. 

Moe

The professor?

RANDY

I wouldn't have believed it either, if I hadn't been the object of the man's fury. When he got that "Dear John" letter, he smashed my brand-new Tele into kindling and walked straight through a twelve-foot snow drift. 

MOE

Yikes.

RANDY

And,it's weird,'cause neither one of us have ever mentioned it since. You know how he is: The Zen Master.

Moe

Some closet doors are best left unopened.
 

RANDY

Too late for that. Simone's barging right through this one, wearing a wedding dress. 

There is a crash above their heads.

Jake's voice

Fuckin' Christ!

Andre's voice

Calm down.
RANDY

What the hell?

JAKE'S VOICE

Goddamn, mother-fuckin'...
Jake pokes his head out over the landing. 

JAKE

Have you heard what's goin' on out there?

RANDY

Out where?

JAKE

Detroit! There's another riot goin' on. The TV's full of it. The whole goddamn country's burnin', and Johnson's flushin' us right down the crapper. Somebody ought to put a bullet in that caca-fuego.
RANDY

Don't look at me. I'm not a citizen. 

He turns to Moe.

You're a citizen, right?

Moe

In a manner of speaking.

Jake runs down the steps, followed by Dre and Dave.

JAKE

Well, I'm a goddamn citizen, and I say it's time to take that fucker out. He's startin' to shit blood out his ass.

Moe

American mother's son's blood.

JAKE

So you agree with me? The Christ-fucker needs to go?

Moe

Did you just say "Christ-fucker?"

JAKE

Goddamn right I did. 

Moe giggles.

Moe

You tellin' me he's been "mopping up the Messiah's man-oil?"
Jake grins.

JAKE

Don't try to out blaspheme me, Lowell.

Moe

You mean he has a "hard-on for some Holy Head-Cheese?"
JAKE

Been "gobblin' on God's goober."
Moe

"Lappin' up the Lord's lick-spigot?"
JAKE

"Polishin' the thorny crown down around the brown--"
RANDY

THAAAT -- about covers it.

Moe wraps his arm around Jake's shoulders.

Moe

You ready to hit the skins?

JAKE

Indeed.

Moe

Let's do it.

As Jake mans his position behind the drums, Moe winks at Randy.

You just have to know how to talk the lingo.

RANDY

Apparently so.

He fires up his amp.

Dave straps on his bass; Andre rolls over to the bench of his organ, popping it on. 

The rotating Leslie speaker whirls.

ANDRE

Contact. Is it rolling, Moe?

Moe squints over at the tape recorder.

Moe

Spinning like a dreidel.

The band kicks back into that blues groove, but altered; this time heavier, more thunderous.

Moe puts his mouth to the microphone.

THE PISTOL FIRES, MCKINLEY-- (No!)...

He pulls away from the mike.

(To himself) "Start listening..."

He motions to Randy and the band to keep going.

They vamp as he cogitates, his eyes rolling in his head like counters on a Las Vegas nickel-slot machine.

The helium of inspiration inflates his craggy features, and he leans forward to continue.

K E N N E D Y FALLS...

THE DOC SAYS, "MRS. KENNEDY,

I CAN'T FIND THAT BALL"

IN BIG D, IN BIG D.

The band, picking up on what is happening, digs in deeper, hewing to the beat like a chain gang. Their enthusiasm is infectious.

Davey impulsively grabs the mike.

DAVE

OSWALD, OSWALD
YOU DONE HIM WRONG,

SHOT POOR JFK

AS HE WAS RIDIN' ALONG,

ALL

IN BIG D, IN BIG D.

Moe

DOC COMES RUNNIN',

TAKIN' OFF HIS SPECS,

SAYS, "MR. KENNEDY,

DONE CASHED HIS CHECKS,"

ALL

BE GONE A LONG OL' TIME

A LONG OL' TIME!

DAVE

AIR FORCE ONE

ALL TRIMMED IN LACE,

"TAKE HIM DOWN TO CARGO,

SO WE CAN'T SEE HIS FACE,"

ALL

FROM BIG D, TO WASHINGTON.

Moe

JOHN-JOHN AND CAROLINE,

DON'T YOU FRET,

YOU'LL DRAW A PENSION

AT YOUR PAPA'S DEATH.

ALL

BE GONE A LONG OL' TIME

A LONG OL' TIME.

Moe

JOHNSON'S IN THE WHITE HOUSE,

DRINKIN' OUT A SILVER CUP,

JAKE

Christ-fucker!
A unanimous burst of giddy laughter. 

Moe

JFK'S IN THE GRAVEYARD,

AIN'T NEVER WAKIN' UP.

AlL

HE'S GONE A LONG OL' TIME,

A LONG OL' TIME.

Blackout.

IV. Take A break.

A radio is on. 

We hear the hypnotizing voice of a broadcast preacher.

Moe sits rapt beside the set, jotting notes into his spiral composition book. 

Jake sprawls across the couch, half-dozing, while Davey, sitting indian-style, in front of him, flips through the Sunday comics. 

Randy, hunching beside Andre at the keyboard, studies the professor's hands as he runs through a gospel chord progression.

preacher

"Remember the Sabbath day and keep it holy." 

Let it all go by for one day. There's time, people, there is plenty of time. In fact, we've got all of eternity to sit beside the throne...
Jake blows a wet raspberry.

Preacher

...or, bathe in the fiery floods. 

Let us consider the Grecian monochord:

 

Startled, Moe looks up from his notebook.

MOE

Like the one on the "Anthology" cover!?

Jake groans.

JAKE

Shee-it!!

Randy gives him a dirty look.

Preacher

Pythagoras used this instrument to investigate the arithmetic order in music he called "harmonia." 

Moe looks around the room to see if anybody else is getting this.

MOE

THIS is a sign, children.

JAKE 

Yeah, "Danger Ahead."  

Moe writes furiously, as if possessed.

Preacher
Harmony, in music and mathematics, was the paradigm of the order, or "cosmos", that the Greeks imposed on their uncertain, hostile world. 
Jake picks his nose and flicks the booger towards Randy.

JAkE

Think fast!

RANDY

Grow up.

ANDRE

Do you mind? I just cleaned it.

He wipes the offensive particle off his instrument with a hanky, then starts playing "Amazing Grace." 

Randy hums along.

Jake leans in to Dave, whispering:

JAKE

Hey, man...

DAVE

Hmmm?

JAKE

The Electric Ballroom in Hot-Lanta has offered us the "House Band" spot. 

DAVE

What are you jabberin' about?

The sermon continues:

Preacher
Let us cultivate balance and create "harmonia" in our uncertain, hostile world... 
JAKE

Jake and the Jukes. The House Band. Permanent spot. You, me, and Dre. I can seal the deal tonight.

DAVE

What about Randy?

JAKE

Get wise. We dump him before he dumps us and runs off with Lowell. I can get Furley to fill in.

Preacher

...Don't rush out of here today, helter-skelter, tryin' to do your business before sunset, it might be the last one you ever get to see. Stop now, and reflect! PRAISE GOD AND HIS WONDERS!
 

JAKE

Permanent spot, Hot-Lanta. Think about it, baby brother.

Moe, catching just the last bit of this conversation, slams off the radio, and jumps up onto his chair.

MOE

Let us sing!

He conducts the choir.

PRAISE THE LORD OF HEAVEN AND EARTH!

All rise, except for Jake.

ALL (except Jake)

(MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST!)

Moe

MY PRESENT JOYS-
ALL

(MY PRESENT JOYS)

Moe

ARE PASSING FAST.
ALL

(MY PRESENT JOYS)

Moe

HEAVEN AT LAST!
ALL

(MY PRESENT JOYS)

Moe

ARE PASSING FAST.
ALL

MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST.

MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST.

Coming out from behind the organ, Randy takes over Moe's lead vocal.

RANDY

HEAVEN AT LAST!

ALL

(MY PRESENT JOYS)

RANDY

ARE PASSING FAST.

ALL

(MY PRESENT JOYS)

RANDY

HEAVEN AT LAST!

ALL

(MY PRESENT JOYS)

RANDY

MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST.

ALL

MY P R E S E N T JOYS.

MOE

Amen.

Randy, Andre, and Dave bow their heads in reverence.

Jake giggles.

Moe's voice

McCoy!
JAKE

Lowell?

Moe's voice

Would you rather be making some ruder noises?
JAKE

Definitely.

Moe's voice

Call the tune.
JAKE

Alrighty, Almighty. How about....

He reaches behind the couch and produces a washboard, which he scrapes furiously.

FISHIN' BLUES!!!

Moe's voice

Somebody flip the switch.

Chuckling, Randy turns on the recorder.

Remember: We're doin' the Lord's work--
JAKE

But, the devil's in the details, baby! 

The band reaches around for their acoustic instruments: Randy, his mandolin, Andre, a concertina, and Dave, a honking-big jug.

Andre stomps out the count.

ANDRE

Un, deux, trois, quatre!

JAKE

Hold up!

They stop. 

Jake winks at Dave.

JAKE

I want Davey next to me.


Dave and Andre trade places on the bench.

You ready, baby brother? 

He stomps a count off.

With that, the boys transform that unassuming bench into a rockin', Saturday-night jug-bandstand at a Louisiana fish-fry.

Jake

BETCHA GOIN' FISHIN' ALL THE TIME,

BABY GOIN' FISHIN', TOO.

BET YO' LIFE, YO' SWEET WIFE,

CATCH MO' FISH THAN YOU.

Sing it, bro!

Jake nods to Davey to join in.

JAKE & dave

MANY FISH BITES IF YA GOT GOOD BAIT,

HERE'S A LITTLE TIP THAT I WOULD LIKE TO RELATE,

MANY FISH BITES IF YA GOT GOOD BAIT.

JAKE

I'M A GOIN' FISHIN'

YES, I'M GOIN FISHIN'

AND, MY BABY GOIN' FISHIN, TOO.

Take one!

Davey pops out a vocal, gettin' in puffs on the jug where he can.

Underneath, in counterpoint, Moe's voice begins to intone the hymn.

DAVE

I WENT ON DOWN MY FAV'RIT FISHIN' HOLE

BABY, GRAB ME A POLE AN' A LINE.

THROW MY POLE IN,

CAUGHT A 9 POUND CATFISH,

YA KNOW I BROUGHT HIM HOME FOR SUPPERTIME.

MOE's voice

PRAISE THE LORD OF HEAVEN AND EARTH

MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST!

MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST!

HEAVEN AT LAST!

MY PRESENT JOYS--- 

JAKE
PROVIN' ANY FISH BITES IF YA GOT GOOD BAIT.

Randy senses where Moe is going with this, and he picks up the counterpoint.

RANDY

MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST-

JAKE

ANY FISH BITES IF YA GOT GOOD BAIT,

I'M A GOIN' FISHIN'

YES, I'M A GOIN' FISHIN,

DAVE

AND, I'M A GOIN' FISHIN' TOO!

Andre plays a sizzling Cajun accordion break, which Randy underscores with the hymnal melody on the mandolin.

Moe lays his hand upon Randy's shoulder, urging his acolyte forward.

In the passage that follows, the musical competition between Randy and Jake pushes the song to its climax.

JAKE

BABY BROTHER 'BOUT TO RUN ME OUTTA MY MIND,

SAYIN' "CAN I GO FISHIN' WICHU?"

I TOOK HIM ON DOWN TO THE FISHIN' HOLE,

NOW, WHAT DO YOU THINK THAT HE DID DO?

RANDY

PRAISE THE LORD OF HEAVEN AND EARTH,

MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST--

HEAVEN AT LAST! 

MY PRESENT JOYS,

MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST!.

DAVE

PULLED A BIG CATFISH FROM OUT THE POND,

LAUGHED AND JUMPED CAUSE I WAS REAL GONE.

RANDY

PRAISE THE LORD OF HEAVEN AND EARTH,

MY PRESENT JOYS ARE PASSING FAST!

JAKE

MANY FISH BITES IF YA GOT GOOD BAIT.

RANDY

HEAVEN AT LAST! 

Andre, getting caught up in the battle, takes his place besides Randy.

andre 
MY PRESENT JOYS.

JAKE

I'M A GOIN' FISHIN'-

DAVE

YES, I'M A GOIN' FISHIN'--

RANDY, Moe, AND aNDRE

M Y   P R E S E N T   J O Y S!!!!
Having gotten in the last word, a victory cheer goes up.

ANDRE

Laissez les bons temps roulez!

Moe

Well blended, gentlemen.

A phone rings.

I'll get it.

Moe runs up the steps.

Awkward silence.

RANDY

Our present joys, baby, huh?

ANDRE

They're passing fast.

Moe descends the staircase, carrying a long black coat.

He approaches Dave. 

Moe

Davey?

DAVE

Yeah, Moe?

Moe

It's for you.

Moe holds the coat open.

The lights dim.

He slips the coat onto Davey's shoulders, then retreats to the tape machine, as Dave melts into the couch, with Randy, Jake, and Andre surrounding him.

V. Learn from the past.

Lights up.

Some time has elapsed.

Dave is hunched over his bottle of Yukon Jack, tightly encircled by Andre, Randy, and Jake.

Moe silently changes reels on the tape recorder. 

RANDY

Feel like playin'?

Pause.

DAVE

I know you guys have been waitin' on me...

RANDY

No sweat, man.

DAVE

Thanks for picking me up after the funeral, Dre.

ANDRE

My pleasure.

Pause.

DAVE

I really was anxious to get back into it...

JAKE

Best medicine, Davey.

Randy looks over to Moe, who has taken the completed tape off of its spool, and is putting into a box.

He scribbles something on the box.

RANDY

Let's just give it a shot.

JAKE

Don't push the boy.

RANDY

I'm not.

Jake, distracted by Moe's business with the tapes, walks over to Lowell, and watches over his shoulder as he slips the box into his bag and extracts a fresh tape.

On the other side of the stage, Randy leans into Dave.

DAVE

I don't know how Ma's gonna get through the next few months-

RANDY

Davey, this is a really crucial time.

DAVE

I know that, and I hate to let you down, man, but-

RANDY

It's not just me. This is for you, too. You've wanted this since you were a little kid.

DAVE

Yeah...

Jake sticks his hand into Lowell's bag and pulls out the tape box.

Moe doesn't object, just observes.

JAKE

Lowell?

Jake squints, trying to decipher Moe's handwriting.

Moe

McCoy?

JAKE

Where do these tapes go when they's filled up?

Moe

A shelf.

JAKE

A shelf?

Moe

In a vault.

JAKE

A vault.

Moe

Until the time is right.

JAKE

Right for what? 

Moe

I couldn't really say.

Randy, seeing that Moe and Jake are otherwise engaged, turns his attention back to Dave.

RANDY

You've gotta have more faith, Davey. I'll make you a deal: You stick this out, and I'll throw in some of my advance money to help out your mom.

DAVE

You'd do that?

RANDY

Yes.

DAVE

Why? I mean, I know we used to be pretty tight, but--

RANDY

What are you talkin' about?

DAVE

You know, back at the beginning,--

RANDY

Shut up. I'll talk to the Fatman tomorrow.

DAVE

I don't know what to say, man.

RANDY

Don't say anything, just HANG IN THERE. 

Moe has put the new tape onto the spool, and is threading it through the tape heads.

JAKE

Won't we ever get to hear 'em?

Moe

There's an awful lot of filler to sift through. But, you wanna hear some of them? Anytime. Make an appointment with the Fatman, we'll go on down to his office.

JAKE

Alright.

Moe finishes winding up the spool.

Moe

Now...how about a little action?

Randy pats Dave on the shoulder.

RANDY

You heard the man.

He straps on his guitar as Andre switches on the machine.

Silence. 

Everybody looks back at Dave, who doesn't move, just stares into his bottle.

MOE

"Start listening..."
He pulls out an old wind-up Victrola from under the table, and, carefully extracts a fragile 78 rpm record.

Placing the disc on the turntable, Moe cranks up the handle on the machine, and gently lays down the needle.

We hear crackles, then, an eerie voodoo voice, returning from the long-dead:

Voice

WELL, THERE'S ONE KIND FAVOR I ASK OF YOU...
Everyone leans forward, like spirits being summoned to account.

WELL, THERE'S ONE KIND FAVOR I ASK OF YOU,

ONE KIND FAVOR I ASK OF YOU

SEE THAT MY GRAVE IS KEPT CLEAN.
ANDRE

Who is this?

Moe

Blind Lemon Jefferson. Shhhh... 

Blind Lemon

IT'S A LONG LANE AIN'T GOT NO END,

IT'S A LONG LANE AIN'T GOT NO END,

IT'S A LONG LANE AIN'T GOT NO END,

IT'S A BAD WIND THAT NEVER CHANGE.
The voice of Blind Lemon CROSS FADES with that of the boys. 

They do not move, maintaining their EXACT SAME POSTURES, but, vocally, they are channeling the expressions of the long-dead blues man.

MOE

MY HEART STOP BEATIN' AND MY HANDS ARE COLD,

BaND

MY HEART STOP BEATIN' AND MY HANDS ARE COLD,

MOE

MY HEART STOP BEATIN' AND MY HANDS ARE COLD,

LORD, I BELIEVE WHAT THE BIBLE TOLD.

DIG MY GRAVE WITH A SILVER SPADE,

BAND

DIG MY GRAVE WITH A SILVER SPADE,

Moe

DIG MY GRAVE WITH A SILVER SPADE,

YOU MAY LEAD ME DOWN WITH A GOLDEN CHAIN.

HAVE YOU EVER HEARD A CHURCH BELL TOLL?

BAND

HAVE YOU EVER HEARD A CHURCH BELL TOLL?

Blind Lemon's voice CROSS FADES back up.

BLIND LEMON

HAVE YOU EVER HEARD A CHURCH BELL TOLL,

THEN YOU KNOW THE POOR BOYS' DEAD AND GONE.
The song ends. Nobody moves or breathes. 

Moe removes the needle, and replaces the platter into its sarcophagus-like guitar case.

JAKE

Them early dudes, what d'ya suppose they was thinkin' about, when they were cuttin' that first wax?

Moe

All I know is that when I hear these records, time gets warped for me. These people, their emotions, the events they tell about...they mean more to me than anything I read about today in the papers. The war, the riots, who cares? For me, it's Staggerlee gettin' shot for his Stetson, John Hardy losing that hi-low Jack in the game. Guiteau on the gallows...I could follow his mortal soul right down to hell. Fuck Oswald! I don't get him worth a shit, but, Guiteau, I'll testify for any day.

RANDY

I can see that.

Jake snorts derisively.

Moe

We haven't even left the play-pen, boys. I can't believe that anything I've ever done will have this effect on people 40 years from now.

RANDY 

It will.

Moe

Not if we call it a day. If we wanna make a record that has this kind of impact, more than three dimensions, we better not slack off for a second. We're close, but those demons are slippery. 

JAKE

How many dimensions are you lookin' for?

Moe

How many you got? The main thing is: let's not stop working.

Everybody rises to assume their positions, except Dave, who just stares off into the distance.

Moe

Davey...?

DAVE

Were you guys hip to WLAC, the 50,000 watt station beaming up from Nashville?

JAKE

Sure.

AnDRE

Of course.

Moe

Jeez...

A frustrated Moe throws himself down into a crouch.

Dave is oblivious.

DAVE

When I was thirteen, Pop bought me a little bakelite Sylvania. It was rust colored, with a banana dial. And, during those clear nights up in Green Corner, I guess around 10pm, I'd tune that dial on over to 1510... Now, if the clouds were cooperative, and I could nudge that tuner to just the right frequency...actually down closer to 1500, that Sylvania would begin to buzz, you know, vibrate around the screw casings. Then, it would start to emit a little static electricity, a crackle-like.

ANDRE

Patchy transmissions from the ozone.

DAVE

Yeah, like from outer space. Then, BOOM! It comes alive! All sorts of maniacal conjurings issuing forth... Maybelline, motor-vatin' in her Coupe DeVille...

ANDRE

Jimmy Reed tellin' off the Big Boss Man..."You just tall, and that's just about all..."
DAVE

Muddy Waters, with his John-the Conquer Root: "I'm a man, I spell M..."
JAKE

Howling Wolf, wangin' his dang doodle, Etta wailin', "Roll With Me, Henry."
DAVE

Hey, did you guys hear the Ape-man that night...?

JAKE

The Nervous Norvus thing?

They giggle.

DAVE

Yeah.

ANDRE

What?

DAVE

One night, the Ape-man got completely whacked. Just as Chuck Berry finishes playing, he comes out with: "How about that great number by Nervous Norvus, one of my faves." I'm sittin' there with my mouth open. I mean, even to a thirteen year old, how do mix up those two?

JAKE

The Ape-man was well known to put away a bottle of Seagrams a night. 

DAVE

That'll do it. An ape after my own heart.

RANDY

"From the heart of my bottom."

Dave laughs and takes a swig.

DAVE

Thanks, Ape-man. Thanks, Pop.

He looks like he's about to cry.

Pause. 

Moe studies Dave.

Moe (to Randy)

I can work with that...

RANDY

What?

Moe

Your memories.

A pause.

RANDY (to himself)

Of course...

Jake snorts.

JAKE

You're a piece o' work.

RANDY

Who?

JAKE

Both o' y'all.

Moe

How so?

JAKE

First of all, leave the kid alone, he said "tomorrow," and second of all...I don't know. It's like a friggin' puppet theater in here. Randy's lips are moving, but it's Lowell's voice I keep hearin'.

RANDY

I'm just tryin'--

JAKE

We all know what you're tryin' to do.

Moe

Jake, tell me something about your past.

JAKE

Fuck that. You're a nut job, Lowell.

Moe

Humor me, feed the beast. 

JAKE

Why should I?

Moe

For the hell of it.

JAKE

What do you want me to say?

Moe

Tell about when you and Randy met.

JAKE

When we met?

Moe

Yeah, can you remember your first meeting?

JAKE

Randy, should I?

RANDY

Go for it.

JAKE

You sure you want your dick out that far?

RANDY

Go ahead. 

JAKE

It's your ass. (pause) Turn off the machine.

Moe

Don't edit yourself, man. Just go for it.

JAKE

TURN IT THE FUCK OFF!

Silence.

Moe walks over to the recorder.

On second thought, leave it on.

Jake grabs the microphone.

JAKE

Listen, my children, and you shall hear...

The story of...

THE DAY JAKE MET RANDY. 

Everyone settles in.

The Jukes were looking to expand their earnings potential during the slow months, so we booked ourselves on our first Canadian tour. But the venues were the worst: high-schools and cattle shows...

Moe

Know the circuit well. 

JAKE

So, we're in Toronto, playin' one of them high schools, Randy's high school, in fact -- Dominoe Day.

Moe

Is he shittin' me?

RANDY

DOMINUS.

JAKE

A Catholic institution, run by some nun.

RANDY

Sister Benedict.

Moe

Gotcha.

JAKE

We're gonna be playing their Spring Social. All these nice, well-scrubbed kids in their plaid skirts and blazers, lining up for an afternoon tea-dance, and the Clampetts roll in.

RANDY

Tea is right.

Moe

What?

JAKE

Our van pulls up, and this hoodlum is sucking on a joint, outside by the loading dock. First thing he does is offer us a hit.

Moe

Good man.

RANDY

Thanks.

JAKE

But, wait--, not the stuff he's been smoking. Little fucker pulls a bag of cut-shit from out his sock. 

Moe

Enterprising young criminal.

JAKE

You said it. Now, our guitar player and lead viper, Furly, tokes up immediately. A minute later, The nun appears to direct us to where we'll be setting up and to offer us lunch. We're laughin', right? The whole scene is trippy and absurd, but, a dollar's a dollar, so we drop our gear and head down to the cafeteria. Meanwhile, Randy's helping Furly set up and checking out his axe.

RANDY

First time I'd ever seen a Gretsch Country Gentleman up close.

JAKE

A few minutes later, Furly shows up at the food line, and he looks funny -- all gray and the sweat's pourin' off him. I ask is he alright, he says yeah, but he's definitely wobbly. Then, he sits down in front of the mystery casserole...
 

RANDY

Tuna, I think it was.

JAKE

Instantaneously, he's blowin' solid green chunks three-sixty, havin' some kind of heart attack, or who the fuck knows what. Now, 1/3rd of our band is Furly, so, we're figurin' cancellation, but guess who is strapped on and ready to rock when we get back into the assembly hall to pack up?


Moe

Let me guess.

JAKE

And, he knows the whole set list, even the originals. Later that night, we're sitting down with his Mama, workin' out the terms of his tour contract.

Moe

How old were you?

RANDY

Sixteen.

Moe

And, what was the weed cut with?

RANDY

Hemlock, I think.

MOE

What?!

RANDY

I didn't know it was poisonous.

MOE

You never heard of Socrates? What became of Furly?

JAKE

Apart from a two week hangover, not much. He has lungs of Spanish leather.

 

Moe

How did you know which one was the guitar player? 

JAKE

Didn't matter. Your little apprentice also plays bass and drums. He's a talented young tarantula. This was basically a game of Russian Roulette, only, we didn't know we was playin'. The moral should be clear: Everyone in this room needs a bodyguard. Especially you, professor.

ANDRE

What? Why?

RANDY

Can we stop now?

JAKE

Did you know your ex is fixin' to take up residence here? Well, down the road, at Casa de Bossman.

Andre turns to Randy.

ANDRE

Is that why you moved out?

JAKE

You've been a little bit out of the loop, so I figured it's time you got up to speed.

ANDRE

I see.

RANDY 

You're a fuckin' asshole.

JAKE

Never said I wasn't. But with me, what you see, is what you get.

ANDRE

Is it true, Randy?

RANDY

Well, Dre, see...Simone's had this bug up her ass...

ANDRE

Uh-huh...

RANDY

But, I haven't decided what I'm gonna do yet.

JAKE

We could use a back-up singer.

Moe jumps to his feet. 

MOE

I've heard enough.

He picks up Andre's accordion, and, using it as a buffer, sticks it up to Dre's face.

It's time to make some music.

The rattled Andre takes it from him.

Moe

Davey, you ready to...Dave?

Dave is asleep, snoring away.

Shit.

Blackout. 

VI. Face the music.

Lights up.

Moe reaches behind the piano, producing a psychedelically pattered carpet-bag. He reaches into the bag and pulls out a pile of scripts.

Moe hands out the scripts to the band.

JAKE

What the hell is this?

Moe

Something I've been working on. 

RANDY

A play?

Moe

Kind of, not really.

 

DAVE

"Antonio and Hadrian?"

Moe

That's right.

JAKE

Who the fuck are they?

Moe

You and Randy.

Moe hands Jake and Randy each a cowboy hat and a bandanna from the carpet-bag.

JAKE

This is kinda fruity, you realize that, don't ya?

ANDRE

"Hadrian," like the Emperor?

Moe

That's just the starting off point.

ANDRE

Alright...

Moe

I'll narrate. Dave, you're just playing bass.

DAVE

Oh, thank God.

He pulls the bench DS.

As Moe involves himself in setting the DS scene, Randy pulls Andre aside.

RANDY

Dre?

ANDRE

I'm studying.

RANDY

I just wanted you to know Simone's not coming.

ANDRE

I don't care what you do.

RANDY

I realize that. I just wanted you to know that I told her not to come because...well, it's not fair to you, and this, what we're doing here, is far more important to me.

Andre studies Randy's face.

ANDRE

As you wish.

Moe calls Andre over.

Moe 

Andre!

ANDRE

Yeah, boss?

MOE

This here's a boat. You're the Captain.

ANDRE

I understand.

Andre steps atop the bench, testing his weight.

Moe

Not yet.

ANDRE

Why don't you make up your mind.

He steps down in a huff. 

Jake and Randy stare at Moe in utter bewilderment.

Moe

Put on your costumes.

RANDY

What has this got to do with playing music?

Moe

Trust me.

JAKE

"Said the lion to the tamer."

Moe

We're going to assume these characters to tell a story, simple as that.

RANDY

Ok.

Moe (flipping ON THE RECORDER)

So, let's begin. 

Randy and Jake, shrug, look at each other dubiously, then dress.

I'll set the scene: We're a traveling troupe, performing in a frontier saloon, circa 1870.

JAKE

Fruity.

Moe extracts a harmonica holder from the bag, pulls it over his head, and starts strumming.

Moe

Davey, it's just four chords that repeat: C, D7, Fm, C.

Moe strums and blows on the harp. 

Davey picks up the progression immediately.

Brilliant. Ready? Here we go:

ANTONIO AND HADRIAN,

THEY WERE AS THICK AS THIEVES,...now, you embrace.

Jake and Randy look at Moe incredulously. 

Go ahead.

JAKE

Hell, no.

RANDY

What do you mean?

Moe

Give him a hug.

JAKE

Friggin' FRUITY, man.

RANDY

Just do it.

JAKE

You do it!

RANDY

Alright, I will.

He embraces the exasperated Jake.

Moe

Thank you.

SO, WHEN HIS FRIEND GOT STUCK IN A STICKY JAM,

HADRIAN SAT HIM DOWN UNDER THE LEAVES,...Randy, that's your line.

RANDY

I'm Hadrian?

Moe

Correct. Sit Jake down on the footstool and say your line in tempo. Ready? Here we go:

Randy beckons Jake to sit. Jake rolls his eyes and plops down on the bench.

RANDY

"I'VE PONDERED ON OUR PROBLEM,

AND THE BROU-HA-HA WE'VE WROUGHT,

I SUGGEST YOU SWIPE MY RIVERBOAT,

SO, YOU WILL NOT GET CAUGHT."...how was that?

Moe

Not bad.

RANDY

You're too kind.

Moe

Your turn, Jake.

JAKE

I...uh...I don't read too good.

Moe

Do the best you can.

Jake squints at the paper.

JAKE

"THANK YE KINDLY FOR YOUR OFFER--"

Moe

SAID TONY, WITH A SMIRK,

JAKE

Say, what?

Moe

I'm narrating. Continue.

JAKE

Ok.

He looks back down at the page.

"BUT, AS I TEND"...as I tend....

Moe

TOWARDS QUEASINESS...

JAKe

Queasiness... "THE WATER WILL NOT WORK." Funny.

Moe

Thanks. Next.

RANDY

"MY CAP'N WILL ESCORT YOU,

HE KNOWS THE CALMEST WAY.

HE'LL WHISK YOU TO MY MANSION

ON THE FAR SIDE OF THE BAY."....it says "exit here."

Moe

That's right.

RANDY

You want me to kiss him goodbye?

Moe

If you like.

JAKE

Don't even think about it.

Randy laughs and leaps behind the sofa.

Now what?

Moe

Just listen to what I say and pantomime along with the words.

JAKE (sotto voce)

Gimme a break.

Moe

ANTONIO PREPARED HIMSELF

HE PACKED A LITTLE CASE,

TAKING ONLY TEN ESSENTIALS

IN THE SPIRIT OF THE CHASE.

Andre throws Jake a little saddle bag, which he loops around his shoulder.

Moe

HE RAN DOWN TO THE LEVEE...

Jake trots dismissively around in a circle.

Excellent!

THE SKIPPER WAVED HIM ON THE CRAFT... (Now, Dre!)

He leaps upon the bench.

ANDRE

Voila!

Moe

You have a line. I'll give you the cue again: "The skipper waved him on the craft."

ANDRE

"THE LINE OF LEAST RESISTANCE," HA-HA!

Moe

HE CALLED IT WITH A LAUGH.

Andre offers his hand, which Jake accepts apprehensively.

Andre pulls Jake roughly aboard the bench. 

Moe

HALF-WAY 'CROSS THE WATER

THE SKIFF TOOK ON A LEAK,...

ANDRE

Ooh,la,la!

Andre grabs Jake and starts rocking back and forth, high-stepping around the tiny bench.

JAKE

Jesus!

Moe

THE CURRENT STARTED RUSHING IN

AS THE FLOORBOARDS BEGAN TO CREAK.

Jake, beginning to get into it, takes off his hat and tries to bail out the boat.

From this point, the actor-musicians perform instinctively -- on the beat, and with full energy.

ANDRE

"BETTER MAKE A RUN FOR IT,"

Moe

SAID THE CAPTAIN, COLD AS FROST.

JAKE

"WHICH WAY?"

Moe

WONDERED ANTONIO,

JAKE

"MY COMPASS HAS BEEN LOST."

ANDRE

"DON'T ASK ME,"

Moe

SAID THE CAPTAIN

WITH AN UNSYMPATHETIC WHINE

JAKE

"ALRIGHT,"

Moe

SAID TONY, WITH A WAVE,

JAKE

"ALRIGHT, THEN, NEVERMIND."

Moe

WITH THAT, THE CAPTAIN JUMPED THE SHIP,

AND VAPORIZED IN MIST,

Andre leaps off the bench and dives behind the couch.

LEAVING TONY CLINGING TO A SPAR,

AS THE BOAT BEGAN TO LIST.

Jake, having left all self-consciousness behind, sinks to the floor. 

He holds on to the bench until, at last, he can hold on no longer. 

He appears to be drowning, eyes open wide, frozen with fear.

Moe

BEFORE THE TIDE PULLED TONY

DOWN TO ITS MUDDY FLOOR,

HE RAISED HIS EYES,

TO SPY HIS "FRIEND"

SALUTING FROM THE SHORE.

Randy perches seductively behind the couch, waving.

THE MORAL OF THIS PARABLE,

IF YOU WOULD CARE TO KNOW,

IS THAT "THE LINE OF LEAST RESISTANCE,"

AIN'T THE STRAIGHTEST WAY TO GO.

JUST REFLECT ON TONY'S FOLLY

WHEN YOU FEEL LIKE MAKIN' A BREAK,

AND DON'T GO CONFUSING FREEDOM

WITH THAT MANSION ON THE LAKE.

The song ends. Moe looks around the room at his exhausted comrades.

Moe

Bravo, boys.

Jake lies on the floor, almost catatonic.

JAKE

What the hell just happened?

The lights dim as...

Randy, Andre, and Dave help Jake to his feet.

Andre sits down at piano, and chords out an elegiac melody.

Randy and Dave begin to hum along.

The band members take up their instruments as Moe ascends the staircase in time to the stately music, pausing momentarily to appreciate their concord.

Vii. MAKE YOUR OWN.

Lights up.

The boys are working out a three-part harmony, combining elements we've heard before, mostly gospel with delta blues, but fused in a new way.

Jake, at the drums, taps out a funereal, dixieland, second-line pattern, which Dave syncopates against fluidly with his bass.

Randy's delicate mandolin pattern floats above it all, and, snaking through the middle is Andre's sad, insinuating organ.

Band

PALM SUNDAY SURRENDER-

TELL ME, WERE YOU THERE?

A LOW MOAN

WAS BLOWIN' ON

THE NORTH VIRGINIA AIR.

Something is slightly off. 

Andre makes a notation.

ANDRE

Once again...

They sing.

BaND

PALM SUNDAY SURRENDER-

ANDRE

Hold on, who's got the top?

DAVE

That would be me.

ANDRE

The D?

DAVE

Theoretically.

ANDRE

Randy, you're on the B?

RANDY

Yup.

JAKE

And I'm startin' on the G, movin' up to the B.

ANDRE

Go to the F#. Once again.

BaND

PALM SUNDAY SURRENDER

TELL ME, WERE YOU THERE?

A LOW MOAN

WAS BLOWIN' ON

THE NORTH VIRGINIA AIR.

RANDY

That's more like it.

JAKE

Shouldn't we be recording this?

RANDY

Sure, ok.

Jake flips on the machine.

JAKE

I love these words, man. 

RANDY

Because it's your voice. They came from you.

JAKE

That explains it.

Pause

Listen, brother, I know I've been a pain in your ass. I've said some snarky things about you and Lowell to the Fatman-

RANDY

Such as?

JAKE

Just some paranoid bullshit. Tenderin' my resignation.

RANDY

Jesus.

JAKE

Let me finish. I was wrong, this is working. And, I'm gonna tell the Fatman so, too.

He offers his hand.

Peace?

RANDY

Thanks.

They shake.

ANDRE

Let's take it from the top:

They launch into the song.

JAKE

IT WAS ON PALM SUNDAY,

IN 1865,

I WAS DISPATCHED TO APPOMATTOX,

TO SHERIDAN, HALF ALIVE,

CARRYIN' A FLAG OF TRUCE,

AND THE MESSAGE THAT I WOULD CHANT,

"LEE IS AT MCCLEAN HOUSE,

WAITIN' ON GENERAL GRANT."

BaND

(WAITIN' ON GENERAL GRANT).
PALM SUNDAY SURRENDER-

TELL ME, WERE YOU THERE?

A LOW MOAN

WAS BLOWIN' ON

THE NORTH VIRGINIA AIR.

THE LIFEBLOOD OF DIXIE,

AND, NOT A DROP TO SPARE,

SOAKIN' RIGHT DOWN TO THE ROOTS

OF NORTH VIRGINIA FAIR.

JAKE

I LED GRANT TO THE MEETIN' PLACE,

RIGHT WHERE BEAUREGARD,

MADE HIS FIRST HEADQUARTERS

WHEN MANASSAS WAS HIT SO HARD.

HE WALKED IN ALL ALONE,

PEELIN' OFF HIS GLOVES OF YELLOW,

TOOK THE GENERAL'S HAND AND SAID,

"WE'VE MET BEFORE IN MEXICO."

Moe appears at the top landing, carrying a stack of mail.

He stops to listen.

BAND

(BEFORE IN MEXICO).
PALM SUNDAY SURRENDER-

TELL ME, WERE YOU THERE?

A LOW MOAN

WAS BLOWIN' ON

THE NORTH VIRGINIA AIR.

THE LIFEBLOOD OF DIXIE,

AND, NOT A DROP TO SPARE,

SOAKIN' RIGHT DOWN TO THE ROOTS

OF NORTH VIRGINIA FAIR.

JAKE

LEE ASKED ABOUT SURRENDER TERMS:

"WILL EACH MAN RETAIN HIS HORSE?"

"BY ALL MEANS, RIDE 'EM HOME,"

SAID GRANT,

"TO THEIR FAMILIES, OF COURSE."

AFTER SIGNING, LEE AROSE IN CALM,

LOOKED OFF TO WHERE THE DEAD ONES LAY,

DROVE HIS FIST TWICE INTO HIS PALM,

CALLED FOR "TRAVELER" AND RODE AWAY.

BAND

(CALLED FOR TRAVELER AND RODE AWAY).

PALM SUNDAY SURRENDER-

TELL ME, WERE YOU THERE?

A LOW MOAN

WAS BLOWIN' ON

THE NORTH VIRGINIA AIR.

THE LIFEBLOOD OF DIXIE,

AND, NOT A DROP TO SPARE,

SOAKIN' RIGHT DOWN TO THE ROOTS

OF NORTH VIRGINIA FAIR.

Moe applauds, enigmatically, as he climbs down the steps.

MOE

Mail call!

He passes out the envelopes.

Two from the Courthouse: one for Jake, one for Davey. What's that all about?

Dave tears his open, reads.

DAVE

Summons from when we smashed up the rental cars around Sully's curve and Jake beat up the deputy.

Jake sends his sailing across the room.

JAKE

Porky didn't have to go draggin' me out of the vehicle like that.

DAVE

And, you didn't have to grab his black-jack.

JAKE

You've gotta pay for your fun, that's the name of that tune.

DAVE

Speakin' of which, we need to pay these fines, Jake. We got enough shit to deal with, without pissin' off the man.

JAKE

When you're right, little brother, you are right. Let's go swing by the courthouse, grab some grilled cheese at Callahan's, then pop over to the Fatman's.

 


DAVE

What for?

JAKE

I'm dying to hear some of these tapes. Ain't you?

DAVE

Sounds like a plan. Dre, come with?

ANDRE

Sure. (pause) Where's my journal? I should make a few notes.

He roots around in his piano bench.

Here it is... 

JAKE

We're on a break, right, li'l bossman?

RANDY

Yeah, it's about lunch time, take a couple of hours.

They shuffle off.

Silence.

Moe picks up a guitar and starts to play, seemingly to himself.

He sings:

MOE

GETTIN' TIRED OF SLEEPIN'

IN THIS GOD DAMN, LONESOME CELL,

I WOULDN'T HAVE BEEN HERE

IF IT HAD NOT BEEN FOR NELL.

Got some news from the Fatman today -- The Vulchurs have recorded our version of "White House Blues."


 

RANDY

Cool!

MOE

I'm gonna split the publishing with you.

RANDY

That'll cheer everyone up.

Moe

I doubt it. I said with you, not the others.

Randy falls silent.

You nailed down the changes. 

More silence.

What's this, a pang of conscience? I figured you could handle a little of that, especially after what went down with the professor.

RANDY

What the fuck does that mean?

MOE

Don't get your feathers ruffled, Chicken Little. It's the cost of doing business, everyone understands that. Just stay productive, and we'll all benefit.

RANDY

That's one way of lookin' at it.

Moe

You're the creative nucleus of this atom. You're the writer, the idea-generator. No one else has volunteered to take on that responsibility. 

RANDY

What if they don't accept this arrangement?

Moe

They will. If they're smart, like the professor, they'll compromise. Either way, you'll be fine. 

RANDY

How do you do it?

Moe

Do what?

RANDY

Stay so unencumbered?

Moe

Good question. Smile, brother. There's nothing like publishing to get you through the lean, uninspiring months. Now, pick up your instrument. Let's see if we can't put a little more lightnin' into our bottle: 

Randy picks up his guitar, but doesn't play; he just sits there absentmindedly.

I ASKED THE GOV'NER

KNOCK OFF SOME OF MY TIME,

THE WAY I'M TREATED

I'M ABOUT TO LOSE MY MIND.

Suddenly, Randy jumps up. 

Throwing down his guitar, he rushes up the stairs.

MOE

What's up, buttercup?

RANDY

I'll be back.

Moe barks at Randy.

MOE

Stay here, please, and contribute!

Long pause.

Finally, Randy slumps back to his guitar, picks it up, and sits dejectedly. After a while he resumes playing.

Very nice.

Moe sings again:

I HATE TO TURN OVER 

AND FIND MY RIDER GONE,

"IT WASN'T MY FAULT,"

LORDY, HOW I MOAN.

I HATE TO TURN OVER 

AND FIND MY RIDER GONE,

"IT WASN'T MY FAULT,"

LORDY, HOW I MOAN.

Blackout.

VIII. Share the wealth.

Lights up.

Andre finishes hammering the fabric to a beam on the ceiling.

Randy and Dave enter, pick up their instruments, and take their recording positions.

ANDRE

This ought to do it. 

RANDY

Why bother? This is not supposed to be professional quality, or anything.

DAVE

What is it supposed to be?

RANDY

Something we can refer to.

DAVE

That's not what I heard.

RANDY

What did you hear?

DAVE

Well, Jake...

ANDRE

No harm in getting the best recording we can.

He hops down and angles one of the mikes down towards the sound-hole of the Moe's guitar.

This way, if anyone else should hear it, we're well on our way to a proper demo. Don't want to be too embarrassed, you understand.

RANDY

Uh-huh...

Moe

Where is Jake?

DAVE

He's gonna be a little late. He had an appointment with a lawyer.

RANDY

What the fuck?

Moe

Trouble in paradise. 

DAVE

Let's all just wait and hear about it from Jake.

There are footsteps above them.

DAVE

Here he comes:

Jake comes down the steps, whistling.

JAKE

Good afternoon, gentlemen.

RANDY

Jake.

Jake inspects the hanging quilt.

JAKE

Homey.

ANDRE

It'll isolate the drums a bit more.

JAKE

Yes, well, I'm feelin' plenty isolated at the moment.

ANDRE

Less spillage.

JAKE

Let's try it out.

He sits down at the kit.

See, here's a problem: I can't see Rafaelson from this angle. That might be dangerous. I won't know what the snake's been up to. 

RANDY

Alright...

JAKE

Is it alright, Randy? Is everything alright?

RANDY

Everything is fine, Jake. What's this about you going to see a lawyer?

JAKE

What's this about an acetate of "White House Blues" with your name on it? 

Moe

That was my idea. I felt since Randy had tweaked the melody on that one...

JAKE

What about Davey? As I recall, he made up a verse or two. Let's play back the tape.

DAVE

It's alright, Moe.

JAKE

Hell, it is. If we're gonna start talkin' about ownership and creative control, and all that good shit, I suggest we get a shyster in here, 'cause I need to have my rights protected.

RANDY

That's not necessary.

JAkE

This is a group, Randy. Let me remind you what that means: It means we're supposed to be equal partners. And, this here was supposed to be an unspoken, all for one, one for all type deal. But, you, my son, you've had it in your beady little brain to get some advantage over the situation from the beginning. You became Lowell's bitch, and have intended all along to leave the rest of us dogs scratchin' at the gate. Now, I'm tellin' you how it's gonna be, BITCH. This here used to be MY BAND, and if anyone's gonna be callin' the shots...

RANDY

Calm down, buddy.

JAKE

DON'T TELL ME TO FUCKIN' CALM DOWN, BITCH!

He gets red in the face and starts pacing.

He picks up the hammer.

I knew he'd screw us. Didn't I tell you guys?

He slams the hammer against the wall.

Dave and Dre, see, they're just gentle hippies, and I let their whole "peace" rap get to me. But, Shit-Kicker that I am, naturally, I got suspicious, and now the rose colored glasses are off, motherfucker.

ANDRE

Put the hammer down, man.

Moe slips half-way up the stairs.

Davey and Andre position themselves on either side of Jake, trying not to spook him.

DAVE

This is no way to solve our shit.

JAKE

He's taken it too far, Davey. Can't you see that?

RANDY

You want the credit? Take all the fucking credit. I don't give a shit.

JAKE

EQUAL credit, that's all I ever wanted. Everything we've ever done, we did together. This is our sound, our vibe. It belongs to us, all of us. But, that's never been enough for you. You saw your chance to make your name with Lowell. So, you hooked up to him, like a cheap pimp, playin' the angles, shuckin' and jivin' all the way. "Yes, Moe," "Cool, brother...," "Yes...Mmmm," What a load o' shit. You been climbing over on our backs, Randy, so, I gotta knock your ass back down to earth.

He takes a swing at Randy with the hammer. 

Randy falls out of the way, tumbling over one of the amps.

Jake blocks Randy's access to the exit, as Moe escapes.

RANDY

Let me out!

JAKE

Feet first, fuckhead.

He takes another swing, and this one lands on Randy's left shoulder, crumbling him like a sand-castle under a tidal wave.

RANDY

Jesus!

Jake positions himself over Randy, wielding his weapon.

JAKE

And, while we're at it, here's one for Andre!

ANDRE

Fuck that!

Andre grabs the hammer out of Jake's hand.

Randy is writhing on the floor in pain.

RANDY

You busted my collarbone, you fuckin' maniac! You better have a lawyer, 'cause I'm suing your mother-fuckin' ass!

JAKE

So, now you want a lawyer? Joke's on you, Scumbag. You've already got everything.

He heads up the steps.

Well, I feel better.

He turns back to face Randy.

Oh, and by the way, we quit. 

He nods to Dave and Andre.

Let's go, boys. Greener pastures.

No one budges.

Davey? Hot-Lanta, still on the table...

Davey turns away.

Alright, then...

He starts to go, but turns back.

Watch yer back.

He exits.

Randy is moaning in pain. Andre and Dave try to assess the damage.

RANDY

Oh, shit, it hurts.

ANDRE

It's definitely fractured. We should get you to the hospital.

DAVE

Can you walk?

RANDY

I dunno.

He tries to figure out how to get up. They get behind him to lift, careful not to exert any pressure on his right hand.

DAVE

Can you wiggle your fingers?

RANDY

The hand's ok, I just can't move the arm worth a shit.

ANDRE

We need to get it into a sling. Sit.

Randy sits down, and Andre takes off his tie to fashion a make-shift sling.

RANDY

About Simone-

ANDRE

Shut up.

Silence.

RANDY

You just couldn't leave it alone, could you, Jake? It was too god-damned hopeful. 

DAVE

Jake doesn't speak for us.

RANDY

That right, Dre?

ANDRE

Yes.

RANDY 

Ok, then,... we'll soldier on. 

He looks around.

Where's Lowell?

ANDRE

Took flight when the hammer appeared.

RANDY

Demonstrating impeccable timing, as always.

He stands up, looks around.

Well, I suppose we need a new drummer.

Blackout.

Ix. SET THE RECORD STRAIGHT.

There is burst of deafening feedback.

The boys scatter to their instruments.

Unfortunately, they're piss-drunk, but try to make the best of their instability. 

Randy, now on drums, attempts to whack out some kind of coherent beat with only his right hand. 

Andre, leering like an Orangutan, lurches about his keyboard, while Dave, leaning all of his weight against his upright bass, thumps away spasmodically.

The dead sober Moe, growing impatient with these inebriated antics, punctuates the music with wails of electronic distortion.  

The effect is demonic cacophony, laquered over with a veneer of rancid bonhomie.

DAVE

I CAME HOME THE OTHER NIGHT

DRUNK AS I COULD BE

I SAW A HORSE IN THE STABLE

WHERE MY HORSE OUGHT TO BE.

Andre plays a ragged turnaround on his B-3.

RANDY

Poor fool.

ANDRE

Shut up!

RANDY

Not you, him.

He points his drumstick at Dave.

ANDRE

Oh. 

Moe

DON'T LOSE THE BEAT!

An irritated Moe stabs aggressively at his guitar strings, trying to keep time. He's launching searing missiles of sound in Randy's direction.

Randy finds the rhythm once again.

RANDY

There it is...

DAVE

SO I SAYS TO MY WIFE,

MY PRETTY LITTLE WIFE,

"EXPLAIN THIS THING TO ME,

WHAT'S THIS HORSE DOIN' IN THE STABLE,

WHERE MY HORSE OUGHT TO BE?"

Moe, assuming the "female" character, spews out his sarcastic, patronizing response:

Moe

"OH, JERK OFF,

OH, NUMB-NUTS,

CAN'T YOU PLAINLY SEE?

IT'S NOTHIN' BUT A MILK COW,

YOUR MOTHER GAVE TO ME."
DAVE

I'VE TRAVELED THIS WORLD OVER,

TEN THOUSAND MILES OR MORE,

BUT A SADDLE ON A MILK COW,

I'VE NEVER SEEN BEFORE.

Andre tries to play again, this time losing his place altogether, and ending up in another key.

RANDY

Where you goin' with that, Dre?

ANDRE

Mind your own business.

Randy drops his drumstick, then tries to pick it up.

RANDY

Oooh, it hurts, it hurts!

Moe gestures to the band to halt, then pulls his guitar from off his neck.

Moe

That's enough...

He turns off his amp.

Andre, would you mind turning off the recorder?

ANDRE

Sure, boss.

He clicks it off, then sinks to the floor.

DAVE

What's up?

Moe

Some news.

DAVE

Uh-oh.

Moe

Gather round.

They approach.

Randy has some trouble untangling himself from the drum kit, but he stumbles around to the front and plops down on the couch.

I'm going to Nashville.

RANDY

When?

Moe

Next week.

RANDY

What for?

Moe

It's time. I'm hooking up with some of the same cats who worked on the last album. Of course, on this session, it's going to be more stripped down and earthy. No horns, no excess bullshit.

RANDY

Like what we've been working on.

Moe

Sort of. 

He walks over to the recorder and clicks it to "rewind." 

He stares into the whirling discs, as if trying to decipher a message.

We've pow-wowed, they understand what I'm after, and I think I can make the album I've been obsessing about.

RANDY

Good for you, but, where does that leave us?

Moe

The Fatman's signed you to a contract, he's shopping you an album deal, you've got your own creative concerns.

RANDY

I suppose.

Moe

And, let's be honest, you need a stick-man. You won't have it together until you bring someone else in, and run him through all the tunes. It's gonna take time.

RANDY

Yeah, but--

Moe

Plus, you gotta heal, right?

RANDY

Give me six months.

Moe

Naw...

He starts packing up his guitar.

A wise man knows how to read the grafitti on the shit-house wall. The time is right to move on this. I was hopin' we'd do it together, too, but, hey, 'twas not to be. Fate stepped in and kicked us in the ass.

RANDY

No, a madman came at me with a hammer.

Moe

Yeah, I wasn't expecting that. Took the game to a whole 'nother level.

RANDY

What game?

The tape finishes rewinding, its loose end snaps against the heads.

Moe removes the reel from its cradle, and holds it out to Randy, like precious ore.

MOE

You've found something here, Randy. I heard it, and it tickled the hair on the back of my neck. 

He slips the tape into its box, and deposits the package into his saddlebag.

RANDY

So, that's it?

Moe

What else would you like to hear? Some parting words of wisdom? Alright, then, here they are: "Keep writing." 

He loops the bag over his shoulder and picks up his guitar.

Just put it all out there as fast as you can.

He heads up the stairs.

I'll call you from Nashville with the gossip.  

DAVE

Are we still on retainer?

Moe

Take it up with the Fatman.

He's gone.

Long pause.

RANDY

Fuckhead. Fucking liar!

DAVE

Randy...

RANDY

That mother-fucker made promises. He stood right there and told me, "you're the next Brian Wilson, Randy. You guys are the next BEACH BOYS!"

DAVE

Who wants to be the next fuckin' Beach Boys?

RANDY

That's not the point. He was gonna put us there. He was gonna give us the support to make it happen.

DAVE

He hooked us up with the Fatman.

RANDY

And, now that he's gone, how long do you think it'll be before the Fatman dumps our sorry asses?

ANDRE

Why are you surprised? He's Lowell, the music businesses top head-gamer. We got just what we bargained for.

RANDY

No, this was different! We were his band.

Long pause.

DAVE

You want me to call Jake?

The lights dim to half, and the boys stand like statues in the twilight.

A spot comes up on the landing above.

Jake enters into it, riding a wheelchair.

X. Give thanks.

It is 30 years later.

Jake appears to have changed very little.

On his lap is a small, hand-held cassette recorder.

He lifts it, clicks it to "record", and holds it to his lips.

JAKE

Let's see now, what can I add to the legend? Well, first off, let me state for the record that I'm not bitter. We made some wondrous music, and the tapes bear witness to that. I'm just glad Lowell finally decided to release 'em. 

He sings into the recorder:

I WISH I WAS A MOLE IN THE GROUND

OH, I WISH I WAS A MOLE IN THE GROUND

IF I'S A MOLE IN THE GROUND

I'D ROOT THIS MOUNTAIN DOWN

OH, I WISH I WAS MOLE IN THE GROUND

I caught this spinal shit about five years ago. Tell you what though, in a weird way, I'm kinda enjoyin' it. I've always liked a good scuffle, and this one's been a doozy. I'm just grateful those tapes came out now, before... 

He sings again, with gusto, to shake off this dark cloud.

IT'S "BABY, WHERE YOU BEEN SO LONG?

BABY, WHERE YOU BEEN SO LONG?"

OH, I BEEN IN THE PEN

WITH THE ROUGH AND ROWDY MEN,

AND, IT'S "BABY, WHERE YOU BEEN SO LONG?"

But, you're payin' me to dish a little dirt, right?...So, let's see...

I left,... they replaced me lickety split, and released that first album that...(you know the hype): "Started the whole Rock n Roots movement"... blah de blah, yackity, yak...

But, here's the inside skinny: The "ironclad" deal that the Fatman got for us,...for the band...with Associated Records, was a pile of STEAMIN' DOGSHIT: 10 albums, over twenty years. It tied the band up way past their creative lifespan, and yielded Dre and Dave next to nothing per unit. 

Of course, Rafaelson still gets all the writing royalties. 

Pinspot on Randy, tuning up his guitar.

As the reviews got meaner, and the crowds thinned out, Randy pleaded exhaustion, sayin' he was "road weary." He finagled a sweet producing deal with the label, which opened him up an escape hatch. 

So, he splits, pronto, leaving Dre and Dave to fulfil the band's contract as a two-some. They called me, but by that time, I had four mouths to feed, and I just couldn't give up my pension plan. They ended up playin' all the puke and piss dives, just like when we started, back in the late fifties.

This brought Dave down something terrible. 

Dave enters, finishing the last of his bottle. He plugs in his bass. 

I mean, shit, he'd been to the mountain! So, he gets real depressed, not that he wasn't always prone, drinks up all his cash, and ends up hangin' himself from a motel shower curtain, outside Charleston. That was an unpleasant phonecall.

Immediately following the funeral, Dre high-tails it back to Quebec and opens up his little "TiJean" Recording Studio. 

Andre enters, engrossed in his notebook. He makes some adjustments to his keyboard.

I guess he'd been squirrelin' it away all along. He was always the prudent one, no question. Jesus, I miss them suckers.

Jake throws his head back and sings once again:

I DON'T LIKE A RAILROAD MAN,

NO, I DON'T LIKE A RAILROAD MAN,

CAUSE A RAILROAD MAN

HE'LL KILL YOU WHEN HE CAN,

AND, DRINK UP YOUR BLOOD LIKE WINE.

Do I still harbor resentments towards Randy? Honestly, no, and let me tell you why: 

Jake rises, uneasily, out of his wheelchair, and descends the staircase.

As he enters the basement space, it starts to glow with a golden light, and he begins to appear younger. There is a bounce to his step.

Resentments, grudges, envy...the only one they ever hurt was me. So, now, I try to take pleasure in my neighbor's good fortune. I breathe deep, thank God for what's mine, keep my head down, and do the best I can with what I've got. 

By this time, he has reached the bottom of the steps. He turns back to the upper landing.

Moe enters the spotlight.

And, Lowell? Shit. You can't resent someone like that. He's more like an idea than a man. Or, a force of nature, like a prairie twister. He picked us up, tossed us around a little, and left us by the side of the road. 

Anyway, all the anger I felt back then, about not being his equal, has melted, transformed into something akin to... gratitude, that I was even invited to be there.

Moe nods.

Jake picks up his drumsticks and sits down behind his kit.

And, the summer I spent with those men in that basement, well, I consider that "Paradise Lost."

Moe counts off the band and they kick into a swinging country-church version of Jake’s tune, singing in soaring harmony:

ALL

I WISH I WAS A LIZARD IN THE SPRING,

YES, I WISH I WAS A LIZARD IN THE SPRING,

IF I'S A LIZARD IN THE SPRING,

I'D HEAR MY DARLIN' SING,

OH, I WISH I WAS A LIZARD IN THE SPRING.

Blackout.

The end. 
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Late summer, 2000. This is the auditorium of the Sacramento California Elks club, number 68. On the back wall is an Elks head, festooned with boater, bunting, balloons, and a sign which reads, "This show made possible by a grant from The National Trust Development Corporation.” There is a piano, a podium with some 3x5 cards, a couple of chairs, a small table with a water carafe and some glasses. Linda McCann, 40's, distractedly begins her preparations. She checks her props, takes a sip of water. She is trying to stall for time.

LINDA

Everyone comfortable? Go ahead and enjoy those beverages and cookies right here, that's fine. My compliments to Ms. Layng and the auxilliary committee for the fine refreshments and decorations. Thanks, ladies. And, also, a sincere thank you to all of you members of Sacramento's Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks, number 68, for graciously allowing me and The National Trust Development Corporation to commandeer your headquarters this evening. Ok...

(Checking her watch.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Apparently, Mr. Lesniak, the Corporation's "Millenium Grant" recipient, is running a little late so....Well, that's fine. This affords me an opportunity to alert you to Mr. Lesniak's "puckish" sense of humor.  It's true that folkmusic archivists tend to be a little eccentric anyway,--but, even among these non-conformists, Mr. Lesniak is an anomaly.  So, just bear in mind, his jaundiced political views are satirical and not to be taken seriously.  After all, living in isolation, out in the desert as he does, might tend to put one a little out of touch, mightn't it?  And, this is a good thing for us because it provides perspective.  So tonight, if you hear some thinking that seems to you a little "iffy"-- Don't worry. The Trust is on the case.  It's all in the spirit of fun.  You can rest assured that The National Trust Development Corporation, while fully supporting "Free Speech," is really about accentuating the positive aspects of Americana, as defined by our Congressionally mandated mission to "preserve and defend" our shared cultural heritage.

(Checks watch one more time.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

You know what?...Let's not wait any longer. We'll just begin the program and we can catch him up when he arrives.

(She smoothes her dress, adjusts her reading glasses, refers to her cards, and launches into a declamatory introduction.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

"Welcome to I HEAR AMERICA STRAINING!"-- [Mr. Lesniak's title,] -- "A survey of the presidential campaign song from 1800 to 1952..." Before the advent of the electronic era, the CAMPAIGN SONG was the most captivating medium for delivering a candidate's message.  Very much like our television commercials today.  But, more fun, because the people could sing along.-- And, we hope you will too, once we get to know each other a little better.

(She remembers something)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Oh...And, as an added bonus to the program tonight, everyone here--who has not already done so, will have the opportunity to register for the upcoming election.  The New York Times has reported that '96 was the first presidential contest since 1924 when a majority didn't vote. Tsk,tsk...Tonight, we'll do our bit to reverse this disheartening trend.  Just for curiosity sake, how many of you here tonight are not registered?  Can we have the houselights up?    

(A voice rings out from the back of the hall.)

BILL

Is this the "town meeting?"

(Bill Lesniak, 40's, grizzled, disheveled hippie in mismatched regalia enters with guitar and banjo slung over his shoulder. He also carries a tiny TV set and hammer. He passes through the crowd)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Hi, how're ya doin'?

(Putting down the hammer, he shakes a hand, giving out a button.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Vote for me, ok?. WE gotta stick together.

LINDA

Mr. Lesniak!

(He hears her voice, looks up, and stops dead in his tracks.)

BILL

Wow!

LINDA

What?

BILL

You look terrific!

(She is flustered.)

LINDA

Well, I...

(He picks the hammer up, makes his way to the stage, all the while grinning at Linda from ear to ear.)

BILL

This is way cool!

(She is flushed with excitement)

LINDA

Where's Oswald?

BILL

Parkin' the boat.

(She deflates.)

LINDA

Oh.

BILL

What'd I miss?

LINDA

I was just telling the folks about the voter registration table.

BILL

Oh right...

(To the audience.)

LINDA

You know, back in D.C., we call this work the "real grass roots meat and potatoes."

BILL

Sounds like a mouthful.

(back to Bill)

LINDA

Why don't you get yourself set up while I finish my spiel.

BILL

Far out.

(He unpacks his instruments, stows the hammer and tv and sits down to start tuning.)

LINDA

What's the television and sledgehammer for?

BILL

It's a surprise.

(She can't imagine.)

LINDA

(She scrutinizes the audience.)

Huh...So...where was I? Oh yes...who's not registered?  Can I see a show of hands? Don't be shy.  Although I haven't had a chance to see too much of your lovely community, I know you're a politically savvy demographic...

(Bill raises his hand.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

You're not registered?

BILL

Nope.

LINDA

You and about 50 million other eligible voters. So, tonight...

BILL

Haven't cast a ballot since 1976.

LINDA

I just want to tell everyone--

(She realizes what she has just heard.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Did you say since '76!?

(He nods.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

I didn't realize that.

BILL

Did you know that Zachary Taylor never voted in a presidential election...until he voted for himself, that is.

LINDA

Why haven't you?

BILL

I try to avoid undue commitments...like jury duty.

LINDA

Most jurisdictions use tax or motor vehicle records to find jurors.

BILL

I don't file.

LINDA

And, you don't drive?

BILL

Not since my second DUI.

LINDA

I guess you're in the clear, then.

BILL

--and, I cancelled my social security card.

LINDA

So...you've completely opted out of the system?

BILL

It goes on with or without me.

LINDA

You can't escape politics. You pay all kinds of taxes, whether you file or not. Decisions are made for you.

BILL

Yup. EVER-RY-DAY.

LINDA

I'm speechless.

BILL

Well then, I should introduce myself:

(He stands with his guitar.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Hiya. I'm "Wet Willie" Lesniak, and I'll be your navigator tonight through the mucky swamp of partisan music.  My co-hostess...and, if I may say so, she looks outta sight, doesn't she?-...is Linda McCann, the noted...

(He squints to read off his hand.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

..."editor, librarian and curator of the memorabilia archives of our sponsor...",

(He switches hands.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

"...The National Trust Development Institute." Thanks for lending your support tonight Linda. Now, then...

LINDA

Wait, whoa.

BILL

Yes?

LINDA

First of all, the term "Host-ess" went out with Dinah Shore...

BILL

Sorry...How about "Righteous Babe?"

LINDA

Mr. Lesniak appears to be a little disoriented from his long drive. Allow me to clarify for him. Bill, instead of "navigator," why don't you think of yourself as "first mate."

BILL

I don't understand. On the phone you said it was gonna be my show?

LINDA

It is, in part.  But, simply to expedite matters, I've designed an outline that will touch on all the significant developments in the history of musical electioneering.

BILL

That's cool.

LINDA

Well, then...

(She makes her way toward the piano.)

BILL

But, there are some themes I'd like make sure we cover.  The first being... "The Two Party System---Love it or SHOVE it!" This song comes from Henry Wallace's 1948 Socialist bid to defeat Harry Truman:

LINDA

We should go in chronological order.

(He begins, ignoring her.)

BILL

THE DONKEY IS TIRED AND THIN 

THE ELEPHANT THINKS HE'LL MOVE IN 

THEY YELL AND THEY FUSS 

BUT THEY AIN'T FOOLIN' US 

 THEY'RE BROTHERS UNDER THE SKIN 

IT'S THE SAME OLD MERRY GO ROUND 

WHICH ONE WILL YOU RIDE THIS YEAR?  

THE DONKEY AND ELEPHANT BOB UP AND DOWN 

ON THE SAME MERRY GO ROUND.

BILL (CONTINUED)

In 1948, people were so frustrated with the system, that--

LINDA

When one speaks of the "people!" --one would, in this instance, be referring to some disaffected Communists. The Wallace campaign had more songs than votes. The system works.
BILL

Well now...Third party candidate, Ross Perot, got 19 percent of the vote in '92.  I can just hear ole Ross singin' it now:

(He sings again, beating her to the punch--affecting a Southern twang ala Perot)

IF YOU WANT TO SLEEP SAFE AND SOUND 

GET OFFA THAT MERRY GO ROUND 

TO BE A REAL SMARTY, LET'S FORM A THIRD PARTY 

 AND GET OUR FEET BACK ON THE GROUND 

IT'S THE--

(She interrupts again)

LINDA

Perot got zero electoral votes.

BILL

But, the percentage of the popular vote he did get suggests that the system might need a little "tweaking."

LINDA

You want to talk about 1948?  Ok, let's talk about 1948:

(She takes a deep breath. When she rattles off facts, she does it rapidly and with perfect articulation.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

...In three years Truman's approval rating had plummeted 48%. Democrats were defecting on both the left and right.

BILL

I think she's proving my point here.

LINDA

But, wait! They didn't faze Harry.  He barnstormed the country, inveighing against a "do-nothing" Congress, and received a plurality of over 2 million votes and took 303 electoral votes to Dewey's 189. And made all the pundits eat crow. So:

(She bangs on the keys, singing loudly.)

I'M JUST WILD ABOUT HARRY 

AND HARRY'S WILD ABOUT ME....Everybody! 

 THE FATES DECREED IT AND WE CONCEDED 

 HARRY MADE HISTORY 

 FDR HAD HIS NEW DEAL AND HARRY WILL FOLLOW THROUGH 

 THE COUNTRY'S WILD ABOUT HARRY 

 AND HARRY'S WILD ABOUT 

 CANNOT DO WITHOUT 

THE COUNTRY AND YOU

LINDA

Thank you!

BILL

Mighty fine. MY-TEE-FINE!  Well... it looks as though we've got our own little campaign goin' here, so I tell you what.

LINDA

What?

BILL

Let's let the folks decide which version of history they prefer: You give your side of the story, I'll give mine and we let the partisanships fall where they may.

LINDA

I don't know...

BILL

Do I sense fear?

LINDA

Certainly not.

(Bill pleads his case to the crowd.)

BILL

What d'ya say folks? Could you dig a clash of the "Tuneful Titans?" Indicate your approval by clapping, stomping, shouting--or all of the above. Ready, set, GO!

(He imitates an "applause meter.")

BILL (CONTINUED)

The people have spoken. Gentleman that I am, I will let Linda go first. Linda?

(She decides to take that challenge.)

LINDA

Why not?

(Linda moves behind her podium.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Let's go back to the very beginning: "Jefferson and Liberty." In E minor.

BILL

An Oldie but a Goodie.

(She puts on reading glasses, picks up some notecards. Bill laughs and points.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Ole peepers goin', huh?

LINDA

Natural part of the aging process...

BILL

Yup. Me too.

(He pulls a pair out of his vest pocket. She points to the card.)

LINDA

May I?

BILL

Of course.

(He shushes the crowd. She reads.)

LINDA

"When John Adams took office in 1797, France's harrassment of U.S. ships in neutral waters was his primary concern.  Though he was initially hailed for refusing to pay extortion bribes to three French emissaries, identified only as "Monsieurs X,Y and Z," American opinion soured when, in the name of national security, Adams' Alien and Sedition Acts of 1798, made it a crime to criticize his administration."

(Bill turns to the audience.)

BILL

Are your heads spinning?  Let me boil it down for you. Rule #1: Don't jail the journalists! This boneheaded move backfired, BIG TIME! Adams pissed off the moderates, and, in 1800, Thomas Jefferson boogied into office to this free-speech anthem:

(Bill begins the music.)

LINDA

Well, he didn't actually boogie...initially, there was a tie between Jefferson and his running mate Aaron Burr.

BILL

I was just using a little poetic license...

LINDA

I see...ok.

(She sings.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

THE GLOOMY NIGHT BEFORE US FLIES 

THE REIGN OF TERROR NOW IS O'ER 

ITS GAGS, INQUISTORS AND SPIES 

ITS HERDS OF HARPYS ARE NO MORE

(As the couple sing together for the first time, the ease with which they harmonize surprises them both, and they smile.)

MAN AND WOMAN

REJOICE COLUMBIA'S SONS, REJOICE!  

TO TYRANTS NEVER BEND THE KNEE 

BUT JOIN WITH HEART AND SOUL AND VOICE 

FOR JEFFERSON AND LIBERTY

BILL

Unbe-friggin'-lievable!

LINDA

What!?

BILL

I gotta hear that fine chorus one more time.

(She smiles and they launch back in.)

MAN AND WOMAN

REJOICE COLUMBIA'S SONS, REJOICE! 

TO TYRANTS NEVER BEND THE KNEE 

NOW JOIN WITH HEART AND SOUL AND VOICE 

FOR JEFFERSON AND LIBERTY!

(Bill addresses the audience.)

BILL

And now, Milady of the Dance will CLOG for ya!

LINDA

Come again?

BILL

Let thy pedal extremities take WING!!!

(Linda laughs.)

LINDA

I'd rather not. I don't have the right shoes.

BILL

Don't be so modest.

(To audience.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Linda was squad leader of the "Ms. Missouri" HIBERNIAN CHORINES.

(He strums vigorously.)

LINDA

That was many, many years ago.

BILL

Like ridin' a bicycle.

(He continues to strum insistently.)

LINDA

If you insist...

(She awkwardly attempts to clog in her high heels.)

BILL

Hup, hup, hup, hup...don't forget to breathe. That's the spirit, me lass!

LINDA

I need to sit down.

(She collapses into a chair.)

BILL

Take a load off, whilst I rant a bit.

(He moves forward to address the crowd.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Not many people realize that Thomas Jefferson, the author of our Declaration of Independence, was also the "author", if you will, of America's ethnic cleansing policy.

(Linda winks to the audience.)

LINDA

A phrase with which Mr. Jefferson would have been totally unfamiliar.

BILL

It's so him, he could have coined it. In 1801, a few months after taking the oath of office, Jefferson wrote to James Monroe, then governor of Virginia, outlining his American Dream:

(Affecting a self-obsessed, patrician air.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

"White settlers, sturdy independent farmers, will increase in numbers and eventually cover the whole northern, if not southern continent...nor can we contemplate with satisfaction either blot or mixture on that surface."

(Linda rises and approaches the audience.)

LINDA

See...now...Historical perspective is key: This was the Enlightenment. Jefferson's concept of an agrarian Republic was based on the Pre-Imperial Roman model--

(He stops her.)

BILL

Roman, right,- and if Young Thom could make a few real estate deals along the "Appian Way", where's the harm? 

LINDA

Jefferson's land holdings were never impugned.

BILL

WHO WOULD'VE?... Washington?...Franklin? Those guys were scarfin' up Indian land like it was "breakfast buffet" at Bob's Big Boy...that's a lot of Bs.

LINDA

B.S., perhaps. May we proceed?

BILL

Absolutely.

LINDA

I'll need some music.

BILL

Indeed, you will.

(He plays. She plunges ahead.)

LINDA

HERE STRANGERS FROM A THOUSAND SHORES 

COMPELLED BY TYRANNY TO ROAM 

SHALL FIND AMIDST ABUNDANT STORES 

A NOBLER AND A HAPPIER HOME 

HERE ART SHALL LIFT HER LAUREL'D HEAD 

WEALTH, INDUSTRY AND PEACE DIVINE

WHERE DARK, PATHLESS FORESTS SPREAD

(He interrupts with his own chorus.)

BILL

NOW STANDS A "NO TRESPASSING" SIGN.  

REJOICE, SPEC-U-LA-TORS, REJOICE!  

TO INJUNS PAY A PALTRY FEE. 

LINE UP WITH YOUR PURSES POISED 

FOR JEFFERSON AND EQUITY!  JEFFERSON AND EQUITY!!! 

Sold American!

(The song is ended.)

LINDA

Did you just make that up?

(Bill goes to fetch his banjo.)

BILL

I've still got a few brain cells left.

(He straps on his instrument. Tunes up.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Score: one-

(Winks at Linda.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

LOVE.

LINDA

Objection. The moral of this song concerns the folly of a leader who tried to limit press and speech freedoms. It's about the genius of the 1st amendment, not land greed. You default.

(He has no reply--going for his banjo instead.)

BILL

Let's move on to the "People's Landslide" of 1828:  When Andy Jackson and his Hurra boys entered the White House for the first time--

LINDA

Like the WWF at the Minnesota Governor's mansion?

BILL

Yeah...kind of....

(He starts to pick out a tune. She comments to the audience.)

LINDA

That's the risk in a democratic society, the rabble occasionally takes over. The incumbent, John Quincy Adams, was baffled, though.  He was a "coalitionist," and viewed the idea of party politics with disgust-

(He stops plucking.)

BILL

Oh, PLEASE! That didn't stop him from slingin' his fair share of the mud.

LINDA

Granted, when faced with the onslaught of this backwoods Attila and his Horde, the Adamsites had no choice but to defend themselves.

(Defending his turf adamantly.)

BILL

They aimed pretty low. What about those terrible slanders on Andy's wife, Rachel?

LINDA

That was unfortunate.

(To the audience)

BILL

They called the couple "adulterers"--said they lived in sin while she was married to another man.

LINDA

Technically correct. Her marriage to Lewis Robards hadn't been dissolved.

BILL

It killed her.

(To the audience.)

LINDA

Keep your ears open for gross exaggerations.

BILL

Rachel died before she was able to move into the White House, and Andy never forgave Adams or his running mate, Henry Clay, for murdering her.  Old Hick'ry was chivalrous, you must admit that.

LINDA

Or, just had anger management issues.

BILL

He was always fighting duels in defence of Rachel's honor, killing men, taking bullets for her--

LINDA

Just the sort of paternalism that has kept the cause of women back hundreds of years. Ladies, can I count on your support on this issue?

BILL

Now, hold on. Andy revered women.  In 1831, he fired his entire cabinet to avenge the social snubbing of Margaret Eaton, the wife of his Secretary of War.

LINDA

Which makes me wonder about Peggy's relationship with the "Ole Hick'ry" stick, if you know what I mean?

BILL

Oooh, that's nasty. And, I love it. In any case, Andy was enormously popular.  This tribute to the General's victory in New Orleans was the hit song of 1828: And I'd like everyone, of all sexual orientations--to join in on the chorus.  It's very simple, like the general himself. It goes: "Oh, Kentucky, the hunters of Kentucky, Oh Kentucky, the hunters of Kentucky"... over and over.

LINDA

Don't be seduced, Ladies. Resist.

BILL

Aw, c'mon. It's just a song.

LINDA

Apparently not.

BILL

Suit yourself. Miss out on all the fun, see if I care.

(He strums the banjo. He sings.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

I S'POSE YOU'VE READ IT IN THE PRINTS 

 HOW PACKENHAM ATTEMPTED 

 TO MAKE OLE HICKRY JACKSON WINCE 

 BUT SOON HIS SCHEME REPENTED 

 FOR WE WITH RIFLES READY COCKED...

(He winks at her.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

THOUGHT SUCH OCCASIONS LUCKY 

 AND SOON AROUND THE GENERAL FLOCKED 

 THE HUNTERS OF KENTUCKY 

 OH KENTUCKY, THE HUNTERS OF KENTUCKY 

OH KENTUCKY, THE HUNTERS OOOOOOOOF KENTUCKY!!!

BILL (CONTINUED)

Ok People, Good and Loud, ready?

LINDA

Be strong, Ladies!

ALL

OH KENTUCKY, THE HUNTERS OF KENTUCKY 

OH KENTUCKY, THE HUNTERS OF KENTUCKY! 

OH KENTUCKY, THE HUNTERS OF KENTUCKY! 

OH KENTUCKY, THE HUNTERS OOOOOOOFFFFFFF KENTUCKY!

BILL

Outta Sight! I think a heard an alto or two.

LINDA

And your theme here would be...?

(He raises his arm in a power salute.)

BILL

To quote the Roman: Vox Populi, Baby. VOX POPULI!

LINDA

More like "Testosteri."

(She laughs at her own joke.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Can I hear a shout out from the distaff contingent!

BILL

Hey, this is feelin' pretty good. How 'bout some more group participation to bring the sexes closer together.

(He invades her personal space.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

What d'ya say, sexy?

(She blushes)

LINDA

As long as its not illegal.

BILL

Since we're on the subject of mudslinging...let's celebrate it's masterpiece.  This broadside comes from the Harrison-Van Buren conflict of 1840:

(Sings a capella, drumming on the banjo skin, clapping and stomping.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

WHO NEVER DID A NOBLE DEED?   

WHO OF THE PEOPLE TOOK NO HEED?   

WHO IS THE WORST OF TYRANTS BREED? 

VAN BUREN!

BILL (CONTINUED)

Who knew? ...When I get to the "Van Buren" part, just shout it out, as mean as you wanna be.  Listen for your cue...

BILL (CONTINUED)

WHO RULES US WITH AN IRON ROD?   

WHO MOVES AT SATANS BECK AND NOD? 

WHO HEEDS NOT MAN WHO HEEDS NOT GOD?

(Leading the audience..)

ALL

VAN BUREN!

BILL

Good.

LINDA

Anything for a laugh.

(He turns to the crowd.)

BILL

Let's try it again--

BILL (CONTINUED)

WHO WOULD HIS FRIENDS HIS COUNTRY SELL?  

DO OTHER DEEDS TOO BASE TO TELL?  

DESERVES THE LOWEST PLACE IN HELL? 

SHOUT IT OUT!!!--

ALL

VAN BUREN!

(He applauds the audience. Puts his hands to his chest.)

BILL

I love you all.

LINDA

One might question why it's alright to celebrate the mud slung at Van Buren, but object when Jackson's the target?

BILL

Simple. Andy was a patriot, Van Buren was a career politician.  Besides, here it's taken to such an extreme that it becomes an abstraction.

LINDA

And, there lies the weakness of your approach.  We need to stick to the facts and steer clear of metaphor. So, rather than giving in to the siren call of cynicism, let's celebrate the Whig's campaign for William Henry Harrison for it's unprecedented scale and the innovations which resulted--the numerous buttons, knick-knacks--the great Whig "rolling ball" of Western Maryland--

(Bill, as a carnival barker:)

BILL

This way to the gaudy tent show!

LINDA

You may well mock, but voter turnout rose from 57.8 to 80.2 percent! Of course, this was still only white males,...but that's another story....Anyway, the excitement was INTENSE!  This campaign set the standard for the next 150 years! So, let's all sing out for TYLER AND TIPPECANOE!

(He replies, as if programmed.)

BILL

Your argument is strong. Which key do you desire?

LINDA

G, please.

BILL

Your will be done.

(He strums his banjo and she sings with inspiration.)

LINDA

NOW THE WHIGS AT THE COMING ELECTION 

WILL CARRY OUR CANDIDATES THROUGH 

 WE'VE MADE THE JUDICIOUS SELECTION 

OF TYLER AND TIPPECANOE

(She signals to the crowd. Bill leads them in the chorus.)

BILL

Sing! My mistress commands you!

ALL

OF TYLER AND TIPPECANOE 

 OF TYLER AND TIPPECANOE

LINDA

WE'VE MADE THE JUDICIOUS SELECTION OF 

TYLER AND TIPPECANOE

LINDA (CONTINUED)

One hundred and sixty years later, we still remember that catchy slogan, "Tippacanoe and Tyler Too," but who remembers what Tippacanoe was?

(Bill raises his hand like an impatient schoolchild.)

BILL

Oooh-oooooh!

LINDA

Yes?

BILL

A military blunder against the Shawnee?

LINDA

It was a rhetorical question.

(Bill, to the audience.)

BILL

In fact, Harrison's whole persona was a fiction.

LINDA

I'd like to respond to that, if I may.

BILL

Go ahead.

LINDA

I'll be requiring the music.

BILL

I knew you were going to say that.

(He resumes playing. She sings again.)

LINDA

THEY SAY THAT HE LIVES IN A CABIN 

AND THAT HE DRINKS HARD CIDER TOO 

 WELL WHAT IF HE DOES?  WE ARE CERTAIN 

HE'S THE HERO OF TIPPECANOE

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Sing it!

ALL

THE HERO OF TIPPECANOE 

 THE HERO OF TIPPECANOE

LINDA

WELL WHAT IF HE DOES, WE ARE CERTAIN 

HE'S THE HERO OF TIPPECANOE. 

THE HERO OF TIPPPECANOE!!!

(Linda acknowledges the audiences participation.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

The Whigs thank you.

BILL

The Whigs committed fraud, pure and simple.  When Van Buren left office he said, "I was drunk down, sung down, and lied down.
LINDA

Let's look beyond to the big picture.  Were the methods of these early democratic crusaders justified, if, in the end, they were able to bring in 80% of the citezenry?

(Bill pauses. Then, stows banjo.)

BILL

I'll plead the fifth.

LINDA

Well. It takes a big, strong man to admit when he's been licked.

(He flirts.)

BILL

Don't tease me, bright eyes...

(She giggles.)

LINDA

Stick to business, please.

BILL

If you insist-

(He turns to face the crowd.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Anyway,..."Ole Tip" died-- only a month after taking the oath of office, following the shortest term, and, ironically, the longest inaugural speech on record.  Wanna play some presidential trivia?  Get a button just for tryin'? Ready? Who was the first president to make a radio broadcast?

(Sings "Jeopardy" theme. The answer is Warren Harding in June 1922 at the dedication of the Francis Scott Key Memorial.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Give that nice lady/gent a pinback.

(Bill goes to his podium and picks up a harmonica.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

And now...

(He blows a flourish on the harp.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

WELCOME TO--

(Linda shouts out the date along with him in an attempt to beat him to the punch.)

MAN AND WOMAN

1844!

(He giggles and blowing out the tune, and stomping his feet.)

BILL

You recogize the melody?

(He continues to blow.)

LINDA

"Old Dan Tucker?"

BILL

That's it!

(To the audience)

BILL (CONTINUED)

This SMOKIN' number, written in 1844, for the abolitionist, Liberty Party, used the same melody as Henry Clay's campaign song, but to much greater effect.

LINDA

That's an understatement. "Hurrah, hurrah, the country's risin', Henry Clay and FRELINGHUYSEN?

BILL

But dig "Get Off The Track," by Jesse Hutchinson.

LINDA

Good choice.

BILL

Thanks. And, you can lend me some rhythmical support, if you'd like.

(She picks up a pair of pencils, raps them against the podium as Bill chugs on the harp. Then, he sings:)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Oh!  THE CAR EMANCIPATION 

RIDES MAJESTIC THROUGH THE NATION 

BEARING ON ITS TRAIN THE STORY 

LIBERTY, A NATION'S GLORY 

 ROLL IT ALONG, ROLL IT ALONG 

ROLL IT ALONG THROUGH THE NATION 

FREEDOM'S CAR EMANCIPATION 

SEE THE PEOPLE RUN TO MEET US

LINDA

AT THE DEPOT THOUSANDS GREET US

BILL

ALL TAKE SEATS WITH EXULTATION

LINDA

IN THE CAR EMANCIPATION

BILL

WOOD UP THE FIRE!

LINDA

WOOD UP THE FIRE!

MAN AND WOMAN

WOOD UP THE FIRE AND KEEP IT FLASHING 

WHILE THE TRAIN GOES ONWARD DASHING!

BILL

Drum solo!

(She attempts one.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

I need more beat!

(Bill assumes the posture and demeanor of a Rap Artist, flinging himself into a diatribe.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

 MEN OF VARIOUS PRED-I-LEC-TIONS...

(Boom,boom,chaka,chaka,boom,boom, boom.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

FRIGHTENED, RUN IN ALL DIRECTIONS!

(Boom chaka-laka,laka, Boom,boom,boom.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

 MERCHANTS, EDITORS, PHYS-I-CIANS...

(Ching,ching,chaka-laka, boom,she-boom,she-boom.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

LAWYERS, PRIESTS AND POLITICIANS, 

 ROLL IT ALONG! ROLL IT ALONG!  

 GET OUT THE WAY, EVERY STATION! 

CLEAR THE TRACK FOR EMANCIPATION!!

(As Bill "busts a move," Linda stares, mouth agape.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Come on, Linda, take one. "All true friends...all true friends....

LINDA

You've got to be kidding. Ladies and gentlemen...I'm stunned I don't know what to say...

BILL

Remember the BiCentennial?

LINDA

I...What are you DOING? What happened to 1844?!

BILL

I'm "wrapping" the past and present together to create a time warp...Come on..."All true friends...all true friends..."

LINDA

WE CAN'T DO THIS!...

BILL

Just go with me here...All true friends.

LINDA

No!

(A pause. Embarrassed, she solemnly addresses the audience.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Ladies and Gentlemen...I don't know what to say...I was totally unprepared for this ambush.  Neither history or the material is served by racial stereotyping. The Trust does not condone--

BILL

It's relevant. To many whites today, rap songs carry the same threatening message as "Get Off The Track" did in 1844. I'm just trying to humorously convey the impact.

LINDA

By turning a 19th century classic of social protest into the "Theme from Shaft?" If you want to seriously discuss the the impact of the Liberty Party in 1844, let's talk about how--to return to your 3rd party theme--they split the Whigs and handed the election over to the darkhorse expansionist, James K. Polk.

BILL

Boring.

(To the audience.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

We had a similar argument in '76, before the Town Hall gig, about "the use of provocative symbols in confrontational art."

(Linda becomes nervous.)

LINDA

Bill---

BILL

In the seventies, Linda and I were in a group together.

LINDA

Bill-

BILL

Does anybody here remember The Moonrocks?
LINDA

Good grief.

(Linda sits down and buries her head in her hands.)

BILL

Whatsamatter, Linda?  Linda's afraid that her professional integrity will be compromised if you guys know that we have a little "history" together. I think it'll be more fun this way. More educational.

LINDA

Educational?

BILL

Sure. The more we reveal about ourselves, the better chance we have to put a human face on history.

LINDA

That's a slippery slope.

(Ignoring her, he turns back to the crowd.)

BILL

The Moonrocks were booked to play a Bicentennial show in New York:

(Imitating Walter Cronkite)

BILL (CONTINUED)

"AND THAT'S THE WAY IT WAS."

(She begrudgingly plays along.)

LINDA

But we never got to Town Hall, because Bill almost died of sunstroke.

BILL

Embarrassing but true. Some folks let us use the roof of their townhouse to watch the "Big Boats" on the Hudson river.

LINDA

He was too stubborn to wear a hat in those days.

BILL

I wear one now, you bet. All year round.  Cotton in the summer, wool after the solstice.  Anyhow, the sun was blistering that July 4th...and I'm leaning over the railing like this--

(Demonstrating leaning over a railing  and pointing.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

"Oh, LOOK AT THAT ONE!"--for about 5 hours. Then, I collapsed. Chills, fever, couldn't even talk.

LINDA

We almost lost him. That was the longest night of my life.

BILL

She never left my side. Not for a moment.

(He starts to tear up.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Thank you for saving my life.

(He spreads his arms to hug her.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

May I?

LINDA

Must you?

(He doesn't budge.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Oh, alright.

(She lets him hug her. Blushing, she removes herself.)

BILL

Thank you.

LINDA

Don't mention it.

BILL

So,... now, we should continue.

LINDA

Having served what purpose?

BILL

Tell the truth, don't you feel just the teensiest bit sentimental?

(She mutters to herself as they awkwardly move off to their stations.)

LINDA

I just wasn't prepared, that's all...

(A little disoriented, she drops her cards on the floor.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Sorry.

BILL

No problem, take your time, Sweetie.

(She spins around, that last word hitting her like a splash of freezing water.)

LINDA

What did you...? Nevermind.

(She bends to gather them up, and finds the right one.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Here it is--

(She rises, flushed, and reads passionately.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

1854: "Bleeding Kansas."  This bitter dispute between pro and anti-slavery forces over that territory, led to the break up of the two major parties and the formation of a new one--The Republicans--who vowed to oppose any further extension of slavery..."

(She crosses to the piano and sits as Bill closes in on the crowd.)

BILL

But, the Democratic winner of the 1856 election was...? Anybody?  Many people consider him THE WORST president we've ever had because he could have prevented the Civil War---and he BLEW IT!

LINDA

That's a trifle severe.

BILL

I'll give you a hint: He was a bachelor...girl he was engaged to as a youth committed suicide...one eye was nearsighted, the other far, and set higher than the other...so he held his head at this funny angle...

(Demonstrates)

LINDA

Lovely.

BILL

Who's got it?  He was the "most available and most unobjectionable," James Buchanan, former Secretary of State to Polk, who once called him an able man, but added that,"he sometimes acts like an old maid."

LINDA

Nevertheless, Mr. Buchanan won big!  Carried every southern state, except Maryland and six free states--proving that the majority still put the preservation of the Union above all else.  And, that is exactly what Stephen Foster's "White House Chair" urged the voters to do: 

(She hands Bill a card to read and begins to play a stately introduction, then sings:)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

LET ALL OUR HEARTS FOR UNION BE 

FOR NORTH AND SOUTH ARE ONE 

 THEY'VE WORKED TOGETHER MANFULLY 

AND TOGETHER THEY WILL STILL WORK ON.

MAN AND WOMAN

THEN COME YE MEN OF EVERY STATE 

OUR CREED IS BROAD AND FAIR 

BUCHANAN IS OUR CANDIDATE 

AND WE'LL PUT HIM IN THE WHITE HOUSE CHAIR.

(He looks over the card, decides not to read it, pursuing his own idea instead.)

BILL

The big scandal of 1856 was the near fatal beating of Massachusetts Senator Charles Sumner by Congressman Preston Brooks, following Sumner's fervent anti-Slavery speech,

(Assuming a Back Bay accent.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

"The Crime Against Kansas--"

LINDA

That's not really necessary.

BILL

It's essential.

LINDA

The political climate was bad enough. No need to focus on the sociopathic behaviour of one zealot.

BILL

Makes it come alive for me.

LINDA

And, your--

BILL

Theme? "Never Send An Old Maid To Do A Man's Job."

(To audience.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

In his speech, Sumner compared Brooks' cousin, Senator Andrew Butler of South Carolina to an adulterer who had, "chosen a mistress...polluted in the sight of the world...the harlot Slavery."

(She tries to sing.)

LINDA

WE'LL HAVE NO DARK DESIGNING BAND-

BILL

In a bit--

(She tries to play through.)

LINDA

Skipping the grisly details--WE'LL HAVE-

BILL

I'll tell you what. Hum the tune while I act out the story. That way you won't have to hear it.

LINDA

Ridiculous.

BILL

Try it. Tell you what--if my "soundtrack" idea falls flat, I'll give you the next three songs--UNINTERRUPTED.

(Reluctantly, she hums.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Yes. That's good.

(He reassumes his crouched stance. She hunches, preparing for what's to come.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Two days after the speech, Brooks entered the Senate chambers, walked up to Sumner's desk, where he sat writing and said,

(Affecting a florid, Confederate dialect...)

BILL (CONTINUED)

"I have read your speech twice over carefully.  It is a libel on South Carolina, and on Mr. Butler, who is a relative of mine..." As Sumner looked up, Brooks began beating him over the head with his gutta percha cane, whatever that is...

(Bill slaps himself, repeatedly about the head. Linda winces, holding on to the piano for support.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

...and kept beating him until he was nearly unconscious.

LINDA

Stop that!

BILL

Ok.

(The slapping ceases. He's a little dazed.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Later Brooks said, "I did not intend to kill him, but I did intend to whip him."

(He sinks to the floor.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Under pressure, Brooks resigned his seat and was promptly reelected. Sumner's convalescence lasted three years.

(She appeals to the crowd.)

LINDA

Is he deliberately trying to goad me?

BILL

It's just cheap theatrics, don't take it personally.

LINDA

How can I not, when you obviously delight in interupting my gentle song of unification with your violent pantomime.

BILL

I'm sorry. Please continue.

(She proceeds-a bit unsteadily.  Bill joins in on the chorus, from a prone position.)

LINDA

WE'LL HAVE NO DARK DESIGNING BAND TO RULE WITH SECRET SWAY 

WE'LL GIVE TO ALL A HELPING HAND 

AND BE OPEN AS THE LIGHT OF DAY

MAN AND WOMAN

THEN COME YE MEN OF EVERY STATE OUR CREED IS BROAD AND FAIR 

BUCHANAN IS OUR CANDIDATE 

AND WE'LL PUT HIM IN THE WHITE HOUSE CHAIR.

(The song is over.)

LINDA

Sadly, despite all of Buchanan's efforts, war was inevitable.

(Bill lifts himself.)

BILL

Not true.  By backing down on majority rule in Kansas when the south threatened to secede, Buck split the Northern Democrats, which, in turn, opened the door for the Republicans in 1860--and THAT made the war unavoidable.

LINDA

But, two days after his inauguration, the Supreme Court announced the Dred Scot decision, ruling that slavery was legal in all the territories!

BILL

Yeah, a 7-2 decision, Buchanan facilitated by pressuring Pennsylvania Justice Robert Grier to vote Southern!

LINDA

He inherited the mess from Pierce. He was trying to save the Union!

BILL

HE HAD NO COJONES!

LINDA

This isn't about hormones. These are complex issues, and our goal here must always be to present a balanced view.

BILL

No offense, but you're just a cheerleader for the status quo.

LINDA

Grant me this: A coalitionist visionary can still accomplish great things.

BILL

If he's not too anal about his principles.  Even Lincoln had to resort to bribery when he offered the editor of New York Herald the ministry to France in exchange for his support.

LINDA

So, what's the alternative, Socrates?

BILL

Proportional representation.

LINDA

What, like Italy or Israel? No. Those splintered governments don't work as well as our "big tent" paradigm. It's hard enough getting a bill through Congress.

BILL

Not if you have the jack. Take this year's election for example...What's the point? The only choice we have is between two corporately sponsored, career politicians who are the sons of career politicians.

LINDA

This system is all that stands between us and chaos.

BILL

Chaos might be interesting.

LINDA

Oh yeah? You think it would be interesting if the Bill of Rights was dissolved? No more freedom of speech, press, assembly, religion, privacy?

BILL

Ok,ok.

LINDA

The genius of this government is--it was set up for you. For the pursuit of YOUR happiness.

BILL

Don't go "Frank Capra" on me.

LINDA

And, if you default on your rights, don't blame anyone but yourself!

BILL

Time out!

(He turns to the crowd.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Let's just clear the air... You might have already figured out that Linda and I are a little more than mere musical co-workers...

LINDA

Ah?

BILL

The fact is we used to be married.  Actually, we still are married...technically.
LINDA

Ok...Um....Let me remind everyone that there is no specific prohibition in the Trust against ex-spouses applying--and, in fact, all the applications received EQUAL CONSIDERATION from the board...

BILL

Linda, chill.  They're good people. They won't rat on us.

LINDA

Anything else you want to say? You might as well get it over with.

BILL

Well...I don't know...

LINDA

Come on. Let's have "full disclosure."

BILL

Are you sure? Rock and roll!

LINDA

It's where you're going, am I right? I might as well beat you to the punch... We have a son together. Oswald. He's eighteen.

(Bill is delighted by her entrance into the game.)

BILL

Feels good, doesn't it?  And, tonight is a really special occasion for us because this'll be the first time we'll all be together in a room...in...what is it?

LINDA

12 years.

BILL

Wow, tempus fugit...So, if you sense any discomfort or strangeness between us, it's only because Linda and I have been outta touch for awhile. We're findin' our groove.

Ah...I feel much better now.

LINDA

I'm so glad.

BILL

When I hold things back, irregularity sets in.

LINDA

We wouldn't want that... So, now that the "cat is out of the bag," so to speak--where is Oswald, anyway? Why isn't he here, watching the show?

BILL

I'm not sure...He might be hittin' on that babe workin' the concession stand.

LINDA

You'd think he'd be interested in what we're doing here.

BILL

Well, you know kids.  What's "History" to a teenager? When Christina Aguilara was on the "Mickey Mouse Club?"

(Turning to the crowd.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Ozzie's a trip...I've been kinda raisin' him.

LINDA

Kinda?

BILL

Well, we're more like buds. Sometimes I raise him, sometimes he raises me-

LINDA

That figures.

BILL

Linda had him for awhile about five years ago. We may have had our parental disagreements down through the years-

But, there's no argument about how much we both love this boy.

LINDA

We've just enrolled him at Georgetown. He'll be right around the corner from me.

BILL

Right.  I know she's looking forward to that.

LINDA

We're flying back to D.C. tonight...Going right from here to the airport.

BILL

Right...She delivered him at home,..without anesthesia, I might add.

LINDA

I'll never know how I let you talk me into that one.

BILL

It was your idea.

LINDA

Maybe you're right.

(To audience)

BILL

We both have a thing about hospitals.

LINDA

I was going through my Tracy Nelson, "Mother Earth" phase.

BILL

Can't you just see her "barefoot and pregnant?"

LINDA

I was in labor for seventeen hours! And this fellow...  Is doing that whole "sensitive male," Lamaze, "breathe for me, babe," routine about two inches from my face...It was very sweet, actually.

BILL

What can I say? I went to all the classes.

(Linda momentarily forgets the audience.)

LINDA

Oh! And, remember the broken 8 TRACK player?  Those same three songs LOOPING AND LOOPING endlessly...

BILL

It was "Sweet Baby James," and...what were the others?

LINDA

It was the soundtrack from HELL. You never even changed the cartridge.

BILL

Well, I was a little busy--coaching Linda Blair, over here.

(She giggles.)

LINDA

I did scream a little.

BILL

It's ok, I hardly notice the ringing anymore.

LINDA

And, that poor midwife!

BILL

She learned a lesson that day: Never tell a control freak how to give birth.  She didn't even wait around long enough to get paid.

LINDA

Next time, I swore, I vowed: Appointment, anesthesia, c-section, "Good morning!"

(Pause.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

You know what?

BILL

What?

LINDA

Oswald's absence is making me a little anxious.

BILL

Why? He's fine. He probably just went out for nicorette.

LINDA

He smokes?

BILL

We're tryin' to quit.

(Linda shudders.)

LINDA

Ugh...I know this is very unprofessional, and I apologize profusely, but I'm just going to have to duck out...just for a sec, to see if I can locate him.

(She starts to go.)

BILL

Linda-

LINDA

Don't worry, I'll be right back, I promise. Carry on.

(She exits.)

BILL

She's delegating? I guess anything's possible...

(Momentarily at a loss, he glances at her cards.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

1864?...Oh, yes, excellent.

(He picks up his guitar, pulling up a chair. He sits.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

You know, when I was doing my research on the 1864 Republican Convention in Chicago to renominate Lincoln--the strangest thing occurred.  I started to Flashback to when I was in Chicago in '68 with Abbie Hoffman and the Yippees to protest the Viet Nam war.  The parallels-- between the 1864 and the 1968 Chicago conventions are FREAKY, MAN!!  It was like stepping into the "Way-Back" machine...Hey, remember Country Joe and the Fish?..DO IT WITH ME? 

GIMME AN F!...No, we better not. I'll play instead.

(He plays.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

COME ON MOTHERS THROUGHOUT THE LAND 

PACK YOUR BOYS OFF TO VIET NAM 

 COME ON FATHERS DON'T HESITATE 

 SEND YOUR SONS OFF BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE 

 BE THE FIRST ONE ON YOUR BLOCK 

 TO HAVE YOUR BOY COME HOME IN A BOX  

 AND IT'S ONE, TWO, THREE WHAT ARE WE FIGHTIN' FOR?  

DON'T ASK ME I DON'T GIVE A DAMN,-- 

NEXT STOP IS VIET NAM.  

AND IT'S FIVE, SIX, SEVEN 

OPEN UP THE PEARLY GATES 

 WELL, THERE AIN'T NO TIME TO WONDER WHY 

WHOOPEE, WE'RE ALL GONNA DIE!

BILL (CONTINUED)

Anti-war demonstrations were raging through Chicago at the 1864 convention.  A draft riot broke out at 12th street and 4th avenue when marshals went down to take a poll for duty.  The "Copperhead" protesters thronged outside the Sherman House.  They were chanting "PEACE, PEACE, PEACE."

(He puts down his guitar.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

It was all just kind of goof, at first...some nude swimming in the lake, some pot smoking..But, Mayor Daly vowed we wouldn't take over that city

(Linda enters, speaking to the audience.)

LINDA

No sign of him.

(She catches sight of Bill, watches dumbfounded.)

BILL

At 7:57pm, they started marching towards us, in lines three deep and fifteen across.  Firing tear gas, swinging their clubs.  We tried throwing whatever we could get our hands on.  The commanders gave the order to hold their position, but the pigs broke ranks...started wailin' on us.

LINDA

Bill!

BILL

I tried to run, but I got pinned against the wall of the Blackstone Hotel.  Got sprayed with mace, then clubbed unconscious.  The last sounds I remember hearing were the sirens blaring, and the people shouting at the TV trucks, "THE WHOLE WORLD IS WATCHING! THE WHOLE WORLD IS WATCHING!"

(She grabs him and looks into his eyes.)

LINDA

BILL!

(He blinks, coming back to the present.)

BILL

THE WHOLE...yes?

LINDA

I want you to tell them the truth.

BILL

I am.

LINDA

No, the "real" truth.

BILL

It's MY truth.

LINDA

Alright then, I have to.

(She turns to the audience.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

He wasn't there. He was fifteen. His proper Jewish parents wouldn't let him go. You missed Woodstock, too, remember?

BILL

Well...I might've been there.
LINDA

You saw them on TV.

(He slumps down into a chair, hisses at her, under his breath.)

BILL

Thanks a lot, Linda.

INDA

I'm sorry, but a line has to be drawn.  This goes beyond mere interpolation of conflicting data to out and out mendacity...However, I think I know what you're going for here: Historical pastiche, heightened by a potent juxtaposition of musical and dramatic elements, correct?

(no response.)

LINDA

Alrighty, then.

(crosses to piano)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

While you take a moment to recover your composure, I'll apply your method to my tribute to the Suffragettes.

BILL

That was slick, wasn't it?

(She begins to pick out "Auld Lang Syne."  Addresses the audience.)

LINDA

At this time,-- if I may,-- I would like to conjure for you,-- by means of story and song,-- the struggles of Susan B. Anthony,--- who, along with Elizabeth Cady Stanton, the other guiding light of the Woman's suffrage movement,--fought tirelessly for over fifty years, against male oppression. We, their fortunate female progeny,-- who, today, enjoy the fruits of their sacrifice,-- we must always be grateful.

(She sings.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

I SAW A MAN IN TATTERED GARB 

FORTH FROM THE GROG SHOP COME 

 HE SQUANDERED ALL HIS CASH FOR DRINK 

 AND STARVED HIS WIFE AT HOME 

 I ASKED HIM SHOULD NOT WOMEN VOTE?   

HE ANSWERED WITH A SNEER 

I'VE TAUGHT MY WIFE TO KNOW HER PLACE 

KEEP WOMAN IN HER SPHERE.

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Susan B. Anthony decided to go on the stump for the Republican ticket and the suffragette movement in 1872.

BILL

But, it wasn't until 1920 before the ladies got to vote in a national election.

LINDA

Yes...that's correct.

(In this next section, Linda and Bill's speeches overlap.  Each is trying to be heard over the other.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

She attempted to vote in Rochester, N.Y., and was arrested.  She insisted on handcuffs, but the embarrassed marshall demurred. She refused bail.

BILL

And, do you know who the fine women voters of America chose when they finally got their shot at the ballot box? Warren "I SHOULD NEVER HAVE BEEN HERE" Harding.

LINDA

EXCUSE ME!  The case might have been a landmark if it had gone to the Supreme court.  Instead, her circuit court judge, the "small brained, pale faced, prim looking Ward Hunt, refused to let her testify.

BILL

Not surprising though. Sexually speaking, he was the "Slick Willy" of his day.

LINDA

Are you through?  Judge Hunt delivered a pre-written opionion, directed the all-male jury to find her guilty and refused to even let them be polled.

BILL

HARDING USED TO MAKE IT WITH LITTLE NAN BRITTON, HIS FRIEND'S DAUGHTER, WHO WAS THIRTY YEARS HIS JUNIOR.

LINDA

HE FINED HER ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS. SHE SAID, "I WILL NEVER PAY A DOLLAR OF YOUR UNJUST PENALTY." AND SHE NEVER DID.

BILL

THEY USED THE PRIVATE TELEPHONE BOOTH NEXT TO THE OVAL OFFICE.

(Linda breaks off the argument with a loud chord on the piano. She addresses the audience.)

LINDA

Apparently, Mr. Lesniak and I have reached an impasse.  And, it appears that our good natured one upsmanship has devolved into something less savory.

BILL

She can really wrap her tongue around the jargon, can't she? It's that fine bureaucratic training. Lookit- why can't you just go with the flow.

LINDA

I prefer a more orderly exchange--

BILL

You prefer to be in control.

(To audience.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

It was the same during our marriage.

LINDA

Please, let's not do this here.

BILL

Why not? I feel safe with them.

LINDA

Because it's not fair to the audience, and it's not fair to me.

BILL

You wanna talk about fair?

(He turns to the audience.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Get this: In '82, after Ozzie was born, and "Reaganomics" forced us to take our little club act off the road, Linda went back to school-

LINDA

So that's what this is all about.

BILL

Then, she accepted a job -- without consulting me -- a GOVERNMENT JOB, NO LESS-- out of town,  and announced that she'd soon be leaving our cozy nook in Big Sur for the cesspit of Washington.

LINDA

Sorry about this, folks.

BILL

I was so depressed about the band, I could barely function. And, she ran the show, from beginning to end.

LINDA

I had to. He was paralyzed.

BILL

A little stoned, maybe.

LINDA

What would you have done? We were in deep debt, creditors were dunning us day and night, and Bill is laying on the couch with a pillow over his head, cowering from the answering machine.

BILL

Well, technology is spooky.

LINDA

Something had to change- and, I begged him to help us make that change--together.

(She turns to him.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Maybe I pushed on you a little too hard, and, maybe I bailed too early...but I was scared.

(He's taken aback by her admission)

BILL

You've never said that before.

LINDA

I should have.  Maybe, if I had, things would have turned out differently.

BILL

Really?

LINDA

Really.

BILL

Wow.

LINDA

Yeah.

(Silence. Then, becoming aware of the audience, Linda tries to recover.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

A song! We need a song!

(She runs back to her cards, shuffles through them.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Ummm. I'm sorry. I've completely lost my place here. Just bear with me.

BILL

May I make a suggestion?

LINDA

Let's hear it.

BILL

The song WE sang when we made history.

LINDA

When we made-?

BILL

Our hit, Linda.

LINDA

What, "Christmas in Tehran?" That's not really a campaign song.

BILL

No, but it's a song written in response to a campaign.

LINDA

I guess that would be alright.

BILL

Great.

(He straps on his guitar.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

We debuted it at the Berkeley student union, and it shot to number 25 on the top 100 Independent 8 tracks.

(Starts picking.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Remember the hostage crisis?  The one that sunk Carter's presidency?--Well, it was great for the Moonrocks.

LINDA

Bill wrote this satire of "First-World" cultural imperialism, when the news came down that, after a solid year of captivity, the Iranis were going to allow their prisoners to receive a shipment of Christmas cards from the States to boost their morale.

BILL

I imagined the scene would look like this...

(Bill attempts to coax Linda into the old choreography. She is in a trance of apprehension.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

WE'VE GOT NO MISTLETOE

LINDA

WE'VE GO NOWHERE TO GO

BILL

WE'VE GOT NO BUTTERED RUM

MAN AND WOMAN

BUT WE CAN STILL HAVE FUN

LINDA

I'LL MAKE SOME CHRISTMAS COOKIES OUT OF PITA BREAD

BILL

WE'LL GET THOSE HALLMARK CARDS TO READ

MAN AND WOMAN

THAT'S WHAT THE U.N. SAID-

CHRISTMAS IN TEHRAN 

THERE ARE NO SILENTS NIGHTS 

 CHRISTMAS IN TEHRAN 

A SHAME IT WON'T BE WHITE

LINDA

HERE WE COME A WASSAILING UPON THE SAND SO YELLOW

BILL

MY MIND'S AJOSTLING, I SMELL PUTRID, BUT I'M FEELING MELLOW

MAN AND WOMAN

CHRISTMAS IN TEHRAN

LINDA

THEY'LL TAKE SOME POLOROIDS

MAN AND WOMAN

CHRISTMAS IN TEHRAN 

LET'S SHOW 'EM CHRISTIAN JOY

BILL

I JUST DON'T UNDERSTAND THEIR MOODY FLAGELLATION

LINDA

I'D RATHER SHARE WITH THEM A TOKEN OF THIS GLAD OCCASION

MAN AND WOMAN

CHRISTMAS IN TEHRAN

LINDA

HARK THE HERALD MUSLIMS CHANT

MAN AND WOMAN

CHRISTMAS IN TEHRAN 

JOYFUL IF NOT TRIUMPHANT

(Upon finishing, their moods are totally at odds. He is elated, she is shell-shocked.)

BILL

Wow. That was a trip!

LINDA

I'll say. In fact, I think I need a few minutes to recover.   Let's take a short pause, refresh ourselves...

BILL

Why? We're on a roll.

LINDA

The truth is, I'm worried about Oswald.

BILL

Relax. He knows what time the show's over. He'll be here to get you to the airport.

LINDA

Humor me.

(She turns back to the audience.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

--- and when we return, we'll move on to the songs of the twentieth century---including "The Jazz Age", "The Great Anthems of our Parent's Generation," and the "Prohibition Sing-Off."

BILL

You forgot to mention "The Jew of Lombard Street." So, we'll be doing that one as well...

LINDA

That's the nineteenth century.

BILL

1896. That's practically 20th.

LINDA

We'll discuss it during the break.

Let's meet back here in ten minutes.

(As they exit, she whispers.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

I think we should call the local emergency room.

(When the lights come up, Bill and Linda are having an animated, whispered discussion. He is waving a paper as Linda shakes her head no. Sensing the eyes of the public, they turn to face the crowd, smiles on their faces.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Just a little dramaturgical colloquy--

BILL

And I repeat: Let the people decide whether or not it's inappropriate.

LINDA

--concerning the 1896 "Free Silver Campaign,"of William Jennings Bryan.

BILL

In Bryan's songster, I found this mind-boggling piece of proto-Nazi demogoguery, entitled, "The Jew of Lombard Street." It's great!

LINDA

Yes, but, there are other songs that are much clearer on the "Bi-Metallic" issue,-such as "16 to 1," or "Honest Money."

BILL

But, none more dramatic.  Please...Ok. If you agree to accompany me on the "Jew Song," I'll make the statement.

LINDA

Fair enough.

(She takes the paper, and goes to the piano.  Bill addresses the crowd.)

BILL

Ok...Before we go any further, I've agreed to issue a brief disclaimer: I guess I lost my cool before. 'Nuff said.

(Linda clears her throat.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

And...in my "gonzo zeal" to mix up the personal with the public domain, I MAY HAVE pushed the envelope a little too far. I get carried away sometimes. But you looked kinda shell shocked, so...I'm just gonna back off - cool out...From now on, it's just gonna be about the music: The campaign songs of the 20th century. Well, from 1896-

(He turns to Linda.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Cool?

(She nods. He springs into action.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

OKAY! I call this portion of the program, "Give My Regards to Nietzsche!"  Some background: Times were hard.  The farmers were going under and they were clambering for the free coinage of silver, in hopes of easing the economic situation.  Opponent, MacKinley's platform was for the preservation of the "Gold Standard." At the democratic convention, Bryan delivered his famous "Cross of Gold" speech and made his reputation for life. Bryan stood before the delegates with his arms outstretched, as if crucified on a cross...

(He demonstrates)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Like so. Talk about a blurring of church and state.  And he intoned, "You shall not press down upon the brow of labor this crown of thorns. You shall not crucify mankind upon a cross of gold." Well, apparently, the floor broke into pandemonium, as bands played, delegates marched, men cried and the foot stomping spread like an earthquake. Then, the delegates hoisted Bryan upon their shoulders and paraded him forward like the God he invoked. In this song, the "Boy Orator from the Platte," explains to his constituents the cause of their economic distress:

(He nods to Linda, Shaking her head, she plays.  He sings like Fagin in a bad production of "Oliver":)

BILL (CONTINUED)

THERE WAS A JEW IN LOMBARD STREET 

AND HE WAS WONDROUS WISE 

 HE LOVED TO SEE HIS MILLIONS GROW 

 AND PILE UP TO THE SKIES 

 SAID HE TO ALL HIS BROTHER JEWS 

 WHO LOVED THEIR DUCATS TOO 

 "THERE'S TOO MUCH MONEY IN THE WORLD 

 TO PROFIT ME AND YOU--"

(Then, suddenly EXPLODING in a tumultuous applause, she halts the song, waving on the audience to join in the ovation.  Running over to her cards, she hastily puts on her glasses.)

LINDA

Ok!...Moving on to the 20th century-

BILL

I wasn't done.

LINDA

But, that's all the music you gave me.

BILL

You were supposed to turn the page over.

LINDA

Oh, I'm sorry, Would you like to pick it up where you left off?

BILL

Nevermind.

LINDA

Ok, then...

(Sighing deeply, she reads.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

"Theodore Roosevelt's comeback attempt in 1912 made that election one of the liveliest in American History-"

BILL

Real sincere apology, by the way.

(She's trying to ignore him.)

LINDA

"The Republican party split in two, with the "Regulars" nominating William Howard Taft for a second term-"

BILL

Ignoring the truth won't make it disappear.

LINDA

It's only your version... ---"and the insurgents organizing the NEW, PROGRESSIVE, "Bullmoose" party to bring back Teddy."

(Bill takes his case to the folks.)

BILL

Bryan was nominated three times by the democratic party.

LINDA

And, never elected.

BILL

He knew his audience well, though. AMERICA: founded and built on racism.

LINDA

That was 100 years ago. We've evolved.  Recently, a poll indicated that only 3% would refuse to vote for a candidate, simply because he was jewish.

BILL

The economy is very good right now. Besides, the scapegoats "du jour" are drug, sex, and speech offenders.

LINDA

OK, that's a swamp I don't want to follow you into. Instead, we're taking the detour to "The Jazz Age!" I'm dying to play those syncopated rhythms.

BILL

You're right, those songs are primo. Too fine, in fact, to pick just one. So...Let's do a 1912 Jazz medly.

LINDA

Intriguing.

BILL

One theme for each of the three candidates. May I quiz you?

LINDA

Have at it!.

BILL

For the 350 pound incumbent?

LINDA

The unfortunately titled, "Get on the Raft with Taft-,"

BILL

And, for the democratic darkhorse?

LINDA

"Wilson, that's all!"

BILL

I say, well done! And, for Teddy?

LINDA

"Roosevelt the Brave?"

BILL

No, the Tin Pan Alley number with the chattering monkeys, "The Election in Jungletown," which so ingeniously ties a new ribbon on the ole box o'bigotry!

(He screeches like a chimp. She mutters under her breath.)

LINDA

I was almost home. Alright-

(Offering her hand, they shake)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

May the best song win.

(She plays and sings.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

THE TIME HAS COME 

 THE FIGHT IS ON

BILL

WE'VE PICKED A MAN TO RUN

LINDA

A SECOND TERM WE'RE STANDING FIRM

BILL

FOR OHIO'S WORTHY SON

LINDA

THE MAN WE NEED 

THE MAN TO LEAD A STRONG AND MIGHTY CRAFT 

THROUGH STORM AND SEA 

TO VICTORY

BILL

IS WILLIAM HOWARD TAFT?

MAN AND WOMAN

GET ON THE RAFT WITH TAFT, BOYS 

GET IN THE WINNING BOAT 

THE MAN WORTHWHILE WITH THE BIG GLAD SMILE 

WILL GET THE HONEST VOTE

BILL

HE'LL SAVE THE COUNTRY SURE, BOYS 

FROM EVERY FORM OF GRAFT-- LET'S ALL JOIN IN 

LINDA

WE'RE SURE TO WIN

BILL

GET ON THE RAFT

LINDA

GET ON THE RAFT

BILL

GET ON THE RAFT 

WITH...

(Linda grabs the lead, and the fight is on!)

LINDA

WILSON THAT'S ALL 

WILSON THAT'S ALL 

 WHO STRIKES THE PUBLIC SENTIMENT?  

SAY, WHO WILL BE OUR PRESIDENT?  

WILSON THAT'S ALL 

YOU'LL HEAR THEM CALL-

(The tempo quickens as Bill takes over.)

BILL

BUT ANOTHER MONKEY HE GOT SORE 

SEEMS HE'D BEEN ELECTED TWICE BEFORE 

 AND HE SAID 

I'D LIKE TO TRY IT JUST ONCE MORE 

FOR THE PARTY MUST HAVE ME.

(From here on, the focus jumps back and forth.)

LINDA

TAMMANY, TAMMANY!

BILL

PANDEMONIUM HIT THE JUNGLE WITH A DULL AND SICKNING THUD-

LINDA

ON THE STREET OR IN YOUR CAR

IN YOUR HOME OR AT THE BAR-

BILL

WHEN EACH CANDIDATE STARTED TO BERATE 

ONE ANOTHER AND TO SLINGING MUD

MAN AND WOMAN

TAMMANY,TAMMANY / BILL: GET ON THE RAFT WITH, GET ON THE RAFT WITH-

LINDA

ON THE STREET OR IN YOUR CAR

BILL

SOME OF THEM COULD ONLY FROWN 

THERE WAS CONSTERNATION 

AT THE NOMINATION OF THE PRESIDENT OF JUNGLE-

LINDA

WILSON, WILSON! 

WOODROW WILSON!

BILL

THE PRESIDENT OF JUNGLE TOWN!  

THERE WAS CONSTERNATION 

AT THE NOMINATION 

OF THE PRESIDENT OF JUNGLE-

LINDA

WILSON, THAT'S ALL!

(She's delighted having gotten in the last word.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

YES! BOW DOWN BEFORE ME!

(Bill grudgingly admits defeat. Comes up with a plan to regain his advantage.)

BILL

Well! Now, that our competitive spirits are fully engaged, let's divvy up the audience and lead them in "The Prohibition Sing-Off!"

LINDA

This is where we reduce that movement, which ran candidates in every election from 1872 until it was passed into law in 1919, and drawing a quarter million votes in 1888, by the way, thank you very much--- into a BOOZE/NO BOOZE--who can sing louder contest.

BILL

That about covers it, Carrie Nation. Ok, people. This is your chance to vote:

(He passes out noisemakers and hats as he instructs the crowd.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Now, I know this issue goes across party lines, so I'll draw an imaginary fence that you can't sit on...

(Indicating a line down the center of the audience.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

-right here.  House Right, you'll be casting your ballad for prohibition-- and Herbert Hoover.  House left, for FDR-- and Repeal.  I'll be leading the "Alky" crowd, since I'm the resident abuser and opponent of the drug war.  Linda will be leading the abstainers, even though she used to be into the sauce pretty heavily.

(She raises her hand solemnly.)

LINDA

Graduate of Betty Ford.

BILL

They say there's no more obnoxious reformer than an ex-addict.

Linda, would you teach your group their chorus?

LINDA

Ho, you bet I will!

(To the audience.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

The lyrics are printed in the back of your programs.

(She sits at the piano.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Hooverites, we'll stand behind Charles Lindbergh's endorsement: 

 IF HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR LINDY 

 HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME 

 IF HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR LINDY 

 HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME 

 IF HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR LINDY 

 HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME 

 HERBERT HOOVER IS THE ONLY MAN TO BE OUR NATION'S CHIEF. Shall we try one....Anybody with me?

(She leads them in a chorus, as Bill heckles.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Oooh-keey........

BILL

Now, Guzzlers, here's yours: Just echo me-- 

BACK AGAIN-....

(He listens for their response.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

BACK AGAIN?

BILL (CONTINUED)

Are you gonna let me stand alone?  

BACK AGAIN-BACK AGAIN That's better.  

WE'VE GOT FRANKLIN D ROOSEVELT BACK AGAIN 

 SINCE ROOSELVELTS BEEN REELECTED

MOONSHINE LIQUOR'S BEEN CORRECTED 

WE GOT LEGAL WINE, WHISKEY, BEER AND GIN

(They run through their part.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Ok, now. The outcome is your hands, and I need your advocacy. Linda will begin.  She'll sing her verse, then her contingent will join her on the chorus.  After that, drunks, it'll be our turn.  Then, comes the CACOPHONY where we all sing at the same time, and try, by dint of our enthusiasm, to CRUSH our opponents. Ready Linda?

LINDA

Oh yeah.

BILL

Let's do it.

(Linda plays he intro.)

LINDA

CHARLES LINDBURGH FLEW HIS PLANE 

ALL THE WAY TO FRANCE 

 MOST OF THE WAY BY THE SEAT OF HIS PANTS 

 GOOD OLE AMERICAN KNOW HOW 

 THAT'S THE RIGHT WAY TO BE 

 AND IF HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR LINDY 

HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME! EVERYBODY!!!

(The crowd joins in.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

IF HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR LINDY 

HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME 

 IF HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR LINDY 

 HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME 

 IF HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR LINDY 

HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME 

 HERBERT HOOVER IS THE ONLY MAN 

TO BE OUR NATION'S CHIEF.

BILL

Pathetic. This is gonna be a lock!

BILL (CONTINUED)

NO MORE BREAD LINES WE'RE GLAD TO SAY 

 THE DONKEY WON ELECTION DAY 

 NO MORE STANDING IN THE SNOWIN' BLOWIN' RAIN 

 HE'S GOT THINGS IN FULL SWAY 

 WE'RE ALL WORKIN' AND GETTIN' PAID 

 FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT'S BACK AGAIN 

RAISE THE ROOF!  

BACK AGAIN-BACK AGAIN 

BACK AGAIN-BACK AGAIN 

WE'VE GOT FRANKLIN D.ROOSEVELT BACK AGAIN 

 SINCE ROOSELVELTS BEEN REELECTED 

 MOONSHINE LIQUOR'S BEEN CORRECTED 

WE GOT LEGAL WINE, WHISKEY, BEEN AND GIN.

(The music modulates.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Sounds like a tie to me. Even though, historically, FDR kicked Herbie's butt.

LINDA

Fine, let's disparage the "Great Engineer" now.

BILL

Why not? Oh, I get it. He reminds you of your boy, Georgie--"read my lips," Bush.

LINDA

MY BOY?! WHY MY BOY?!

BILL

Didn't Bush throw you this job?

LINDA

Most certainly not. I was appointed during the Clinton Administration.

BILL

Oh...Was that before or after you slept with him?

LINDA

Are you insane?!

BILL

No. I'm just trying to rattle you, and apparently, I'm succeeding manfully.

(Linda appeals to the crowd.)

LINDA

Help me here, People!

(She leads the chorus.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

IF HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR LINDY-

(Bill's side sings simultaneously.)

BILL

BACK AGAIN-BACK AGAIN

LINDA

HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME

BILL

BACK AGAIN-BACK AGAIN

LINDA

IF HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR LINDY-

BILL

BACK AGAIN-BACK AGAIN

LINDA

HE'S GOOD ENOUGH FOR ME!

BILL

BACK AGAIN-BACK AGAIN!

(The song is over. Bill applauds wildly.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Bravo! Bravissimo!

(Sensing that the finish line is close, Linda grabs the lead.)

LINDA

And now: a special serving of golden memories for our seniors in the audience. The greatest campaign song of the 20th century, composed in 1952 by Irving Berlin-

BILL

Hold up, Linda! Now that we're PEAKING and, it's TOO LATE late to come down, let's enjoy some visuals. It's time for THE BIG PRODUCTION NUMBER!

(Putting down his guitar, he runs behind the podium, producing a small TV set, and plugs it into an extension cord.)

LINDA

What are you up to now?

BILL

The finale, babe. We made it!

LINDA

Yes, I know, but-

BILL

Can we have the lights off, please? Ladies and gents, in conclusion, I offer my ultimate theme for the evening, entitled: "The year the music died," or, "You can take the boob away from the tube, but you can't make him think."

(The space goes dark. He turns on the tv, and the screen fills with snowy static.  An ominous blue light washes over the stage.  He wields the little cathode like a laser light show, intoning as Edward R. Murrow.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

1952. The cancer of televison infects presidential politics and the campaign song begins to die...

(Linda interrupts, not liking where this is going.)

LINDA

Wait! What about "I Like Ike?"

BILL

Merely a death rattle.

LINDA

Hardly. This was the catchiest slogan since "Tyler and Tippecanoe."

(She excitedly plays, trying to turn the tide.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

I LIKE IKE 

I'LL SHOUT IT OVER A MIKE- 

OR A PHONE, OR FROM THE HIGHEST STEEPLE.

(Bill interrupts, screaming with a frenzied intensity.)

BILL

WILLIAM BENTON!!! Who remembers that name?  Benton and Bowles?  He was the "Ad-Man" who invented the political TV spot, when he ran for Senate in 1950. He's the man to blame.

(He finds his sledgehammer.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Then, two years later, Ike stormed the airwaves, just as he had the beach at Normandie, after filming 40 COMMERCIALS IN ONE DAY!  The General was a producers dream..Professional,...cool under fire,...and, oh...so....LIKEABLE....

(He lifts the hammer over his head, preparing to smash the set.  An enormous shadow is projected on the wall. Linda gasps in horror.)

LINDA

WHAT IS THIS?!

BILL

Special effects....

(He cranks up again.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

LIKEABLE!!!

LINDA

HOLD UP!...uh...What if a shard of glass flies into the audience? Can you afford a lawsuit?

(He's frozen in mid-swing.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Bill...Give me the hammer.

(He is reluctant.)

BILL

We need to do this.

LINDA

Why?

BILL

We need to exorcise the demon.

LINDA

Calm yourself.

BILL

Everything we know, we learn from TV, AND WE KNOW DICK!! We're just being pedalled a load of corporately enhanced consumer porn.

(Speaking soothingly, as if to a child.)

LINDA

Put down the hammer and we'll talk.

BILL

It's too late for talk.

LINDA

Television is just a tool. It has it's place in the democratic process.

BILL

It's sapping our will.

LINDA

Please give it to me.

(He does.)

BILL

All we do is watch.

LINDA

The explanation for voter apathy is more complicated than that. Growing class distinctions, the absence of visionary leadership--

BILL

It's not complicated at all. Television taught us that we can't trust our eyes. Take Kennedy, for example. He was young, handsome, charming,-in a word, telegenic.  It was flattering for America to have such a dashing figurehead. But, later, we found out the truth: he was a pill-popping sex fiend, in cahoots with the mob, whose job was bought by Daddy.

(To audience.)

LINDA

He wasn't always so cynical.

BILL

Just about. It all started when I first peered over the bars of my playpen--and what did I see? Someone on the tube---tryin' to sell me something.

LINDA

So, THIS is where you've been leading us to all night? A big indictment of television for your wasted life?

BILL

This isn't about me. She's missed the whole point.

LINDA

I don't think so...and, if you'll permit me, I'll attempt some damage control...  Folks, let me assure you, this ironical, burned-out, husk of a man is not the same person I fell in love with in 1976.  And, I can't, in good conscience, let you leave here tonight before you get a glimpse of that man.  When I first saw Bill, playing a rally for Jimmy Carter, I had to get up on that stage with him. The power of his conviction was that inspiring.

(He turns off the tv and begins to pack up.)

BILL

That's very sweet. But, her memory is somewhat distorted.  The truth is, I was so disillusioned after Watergate, and Ford's pardon of Tricky Dick, that by the time Carter appeared, I was just showin' up at those rallies to get laid.

LINDA

You'll never convince me of that.

(She picks up his guitar and holds it out to him.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

How did it go?

BILL

Once more for "old times sake?"

LINDA

Please.

(He takes the guitar from her.)

BILL

You first, then.

LINDA

What do you mean?

(He starts to pick.)

BILL

'76 wasn't the first time we met.

LINDA

No?

BILL

No.  I met you at a songwriter's workshop at Folk City, three years earlier.

LINDA

You were there?

BILL

I was there. And, I remember you vividly. She sang a song she had just written.

LINDA

Oh God!

BILL

Why don't you do for the folks?

LINDA

I don't remember it.

BILL

Sure you do. And, so do I. I'll back you up.

LINDA

It was juvenile.

BILL

It was beautiful.

(To the crowd.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

She was my own little Judy Collins.

(She's embarrassed, but decides to plow ahead.)

LINDA

This is mortifying.  Ok...It was the summer between my sophmore and junior years at Catholic U,... I was volunteering for McGovern over at 1910 K Street, and the mood over there was "desolation."  That giddy hope we'd all felt during the primaries had been crushed when Thomas Eagleton, his running mate, was forced to withdraw from the race.  It wasn't so much Eagleton's disclosures about shock treatments or his alcoholism--but, the way McGovern, our hero, hurried to realign himself-that was so disheartening.  It made a mockery of everything he seemed to stand for during the primaries. And, when it sank in that it was going to be Nixon for four more years...I wrote this song...Don't laugh...

(Bill lovingly accompanies as Linda struggles through the simple dirge.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

THE "EAGLETON" HAS LANDED 

HIS SOARING FLIGHT IS THROUGH 

 ABOVE, I HEARD A CARRION BIRD 

 A' CACKLIN' IN THE BLUE 

 AND IN THE DUST OF THE PUBLIC TRUST 

 HIS HOPEFUL WINGS WERE BENT 

HE CRIED 

"YOU'RE GUILTY UNTIL YOU'RE PROVEN INNOCENT."

(Bill sings with her.)

MAN AND WOMAN

YOU'RE GUILTY UNTIL PROVEN INNOCENT.

(He's won. She's defeated. But, he takes pity on her, giving her this next song as a gift.)

BILL

I HEARD A YOUNG MAN SPEAKIN' OUT 

JUST THE OTHER DAY 

I STOPPED JUST TO LISTEN 

 TO WHAT HE HAD TO SAY 

HE SPOKE PLAIN AND SIMPLE 

BY THAT I WAS IMPRESSED 

 HE SAID ONCE AND FOR ALL WHY NOT THE BEST?  

HE SAID HIS NAME WAS JIMMY CARTER 

AND HE WAS RUNNING FOR PRESIDENT 

AND LAID OUT A PLAN OR ACTION 

IT MADE A LOT OF SENSE. HE TALKED ABOUT THE GOVERNMENT 

AND HOW IT USED TO BE

(She rises to sing with him as the years melt away.  They are 23 again and in love.)

MAN AND WOMAN

FOR YOU AND ME 

THE WAY IT OUGHT TO BE 

RIGHT NOW 

ONCE AND FOR ALL

BILL

HE SPOKE STRAIGHT AND SIMPLE 

AND I BEGAN TO UNDERSTAND

MAN AND WOMAN

I WAS LISTENIN' TO QUITE A MAN 

WE NEED JIMMY CARTER 

 WE CAN'T AFFORD TO SETTLE FOR LESS 

AMERICA

RIGHT NOW, ONCE AND FOR ALL 

WHY NOT THE BEST?  

WHY NOT THE BEST? 

WHY NOT THE BEST?

(The song is ended. They emerge from their dream.  Bill is ashamed. He cannot face the audience, so he goes back to his packing.)

BILL

Well, that was the end of my voting career. No Mas. Jimmy was my last straw.  When he promised to drive all those liars and thieves out of the temple and replace them with honest, decent, compassionate politicians--I really believed him. Instead, we got held up at the gas pump and "Abscammed".

LINDA

You can't put it all on one man.  Our elected officials reflect us.  If you didn't like what was happening, you should have pitched in and worked for the opposition.  You didn't have to disengage.  Hey, you like irony? Here's some for you: You set out tonight to prove that your leaders failed you. Well, I think that you've only proven the opposite.

BILL

Now, isn't that a bite of some hard candy.

LINDA

Yes, it is.

(She turns to the audience.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Well, ladies and gentlemen, that's our show. Thanks for coming out. Drive safely.

(To Bill)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

Now, can we please find Oswald and get the car loaded up?

(Bill turns to the audience.)

BILL

Wait a minute, folks. I have some bad news to deliver, and I might need some protection.

LINDA

Bad news?

(He sighs deeply, then proceeds.)

BILL

Ozzie won't be going back with you tonight. He has zero interest in Georgetown, or any college, for that matter.

LINDA

I don't believe you. I want to hear it from him. Where is he?

BILL

Not here. He's waiting for my call.

LINDA

Why?

BILL

He's afraid of you.

LINDA

I see. How long, did you suppose, you could keep this little detail from me?

BILL

I wasn't thinking that far ahead.

LINDA

So you just kept lying.

BILL

That's right. I'm sorry.

LINDA

Apologize to your son. He's the one getting screwed.

BILL

He's an adult now, you know. He makes his own decisions.

LINDA

You never taught him any discipline.

BILL

I don't believe in rules for their own sake.

LINDA

That's why you'll always be a failure! Please don't condemn our son to the same fate.

BILL

We don't define success the same way you do.

LINDA

How do you define a success? Someone who contributes nothing, who stands to the side and denigrates those who try to make a difference? Is that what you want for Oswald?

(He turns to the audience.)

BILL

I don't blame her for being defensive. After all, no woman can walk away from her own child and feel nothing.

LINDA

You cut me off from him!

BILL

Is that why you waited until he was eleven to fight for custody?

LINDA

He suckered me.

BILL

Come on, fess up. She had more pressing priorities.

LINDA

Let me explain...

BILL

The candidate will have two minutes...

LINDA

PLEASE!

(She speaks slowly, trying to piece out a timeline.)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

...The first job offer from D.C. came very suddenly, and there was going to be a lot of traveling initially.  I had to find an apartment and set up schooling and aftercare for Oswald.  When Bill proposed a temporary shared custody agreement, I went along because he assured me that he was going to let me have Oswald full time once I got settled.

BILL

A reasonable plan.

(She turns on him.)

LINDA

Oh, yes. Except, you never intended to follow through.

BILL

Not true. I just realized that he was better off with me.

LINDA

You swore--

BILL

We both made promises we couldn't keep, like "for better or for worse,"-

LINDA

I never dreamed you were so totally dishonorable.

BILL

That depends on which code you follow.

(She turns back to address Oswald.)

LINDA

By the time I realized I'd been duped, they had disappeared without a trace.  It took me six years just to locate them because they never stayed in any place long enough to get Oswald registered. So, our son is homeschooled. Bill will tell you it's because the quality of public education-

BILL

SUCKS. It does.

LINDA

So, I paid to put him in a private school.

BILL

VMI. He ran away.

LINDA

Maybe a military academy was the wrong choice, but I didn't know what else to do.  Oswald was totally out of control during adolescence.  Angry, distant, and, without any limits.  I just couldn't get through to him. And, he never even gave me a chance. I was hoping Georgetown would turn everything around...That's why Bill's "Millenium Endowment" seemed like such a good idea. I would get my son, Bill would get his say and Georgetown would get the money.

BILL

Are you sure you want to be sharing the details of your graft- in front of everyone?

LINDA

It's hardly graft. The tuition was coming out of my own pocket.

BILL

Wait. I don't understand-

LINDA

I invented the grant for you, Bill, just to get you to go along with my plans for Oswald.

BILL

For real?

LINDA

Think back. Last year, when you told me about Oswald getting his GED-?

BILL

Yeah?-

LINDA

And, the very next time we spoke, remember, I brought up the "Year 2000 Celebration Fund?"

BILL

Ok...?

LINDA

And then, I said, "I can make it happen, if you convince Oswald to try a year of Georgetown-?"

BILL

And, I thought, "A little nepotism, right on! She's finally comin' around."

LINDA

Knowing that you couldn't resist an invitation to throw a federally funded tantrum against society, I built you this little soap box--in exchange for my boy.

BILL

So...you lied, too.

LINDA

Yes.

BILL

And, all this--Me and all the work I did---, was just something to be tolerated till you could get your hands on your kid?

LINDA

Yes.

(As the weight of it all sinks in, Bill turns to the crowd.)

BILL

Do you guys feel as used as I do?

LINDA

I didn't mean to hurt anybody. I just wanted my son.   In fact, all I've ever wanted is to BEGIN a relationship with him.

BILL

Then, begin one, Linda, but, on his terms. For starters, his name is Ozzie...or, Oz. He hates being called Oswald.

LINDA

He does?

BILL

Yeah. Second, he likes to work on cars. That's his thing. He wants to be a mechanic.

LINDA

Lovely.

(She sits in stunned silence. Bill tells the audience:)

BILL

He's really good, too. Restored my '79 Camaro.  I mean, it's so cherry now, I'd be afraid to drive it. Even if I did have a license.

LINDA

Uh-huh.

BILL

Could you stick around for a couple of weeks?  Come on out to Joshua Tree, and see the stars again! Meet Ozzie on his own turf. He'd love to show you.

(To audience, for support.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Don't you think that'd be a good idea?

LINDA

Uhmm...I'd really like to...but, I can't. I'm needed back in D.C.

BILL

Ok.

(He start to move away, heading to his pack up his guitar.)

LINDA

How about Christmas?

(He turns toward her.)

BILL

Sure.

(He wants to say something, but, for the first time, he's embarrassed to speak in front of the crowd.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

You don't suppose there's any chance in us getting back together, do you?

(Linda is caught totally off guard.)

LINDA

What did you...WHAT did you say?

BILL

Us.

LINDA

Get back together?

BILL

Yeah.

LINDA

You're joking, right?

BILL

Not really.

LINDA

Wait a minute.  The last time we spoke, you said you were going to give me a divorce.

BILL

Give me a break, I'm making this up as I go along.  Just think about it. Get back to me Christmas.

LINDA

Bill, it's been twelve years.

BILL

Yeah, and the chemistry's still there!  Amazed the hell outta me. Look, the kid's all grown up now.  There's a lot less pressure---and...I don't know...there's something goin' on with me lately. Maybe it's that "empty nest syndrome", or my pal, Jackson, dyin'--

(Linda is shocked by the news.)

LINDA

Jack died!?

BILL

Yeah.

LINDA

How?

BILL

Cancer.

LINDA

Oh. I'm so sorry, Bill.

BILL

Yeah...Anyway, maybe, it's just been the process of working on this show, but, all I seem to be able to focus on is the past, and I'm sick of it. I want something to look forward to.

(She searches for a way to let him down easy.)

LINDA

I think it's finally time for both of us to let go.

BILL

That's not what I meant. We should keep what's good. And, we were good.

LINDA

No, we weren't. We were totally mismatched.

BILL

Yeah, but-

LINDA

In fact, we ended up hating each other

BILL

That was only the last five years.

LINDA

I should go.

(She rises)

LINDA (CONTINUED)

It was good seeing you again.

(She starts to gather her stuff at the podium.)

BILL

Don't you want us to take you?

LINDA

No...uh...I'll get a cab.  Good night, ladies and gentlemen.  Good bye, Bill.  Will you tell Oswald...Ozzie....that...he can call me whenever he feels he's ready. Anytime. Day or Night.

BILL

That's a call you should make. Or, better yet, tell him in the car on the way to the airport.

LINDA

Alright.

BILL

Good.

(He remembers something.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

Hey, You said you were gonna stay after the show to register people? If you're still up for that...I think you should. I'll even volunteer to be the first.

LINDA

After 24 years? I'm flattered.

BILL

Maybe, after all this time, I can overlook the past and reclaim my political innocence. It'll be like being re-virginized.

LINDA

Now, there's a concept.

(He turns to audience)

BILL

Well, I guess that's really it, folks.  I had composed a special love duet inspired by James Carville and Mary Matalin, but I think I'll just skip it.

LINDA

Yes, let's.

BILL

But... what would be an appropriate finale, if Linda will consent to join in, is a song she taught me nearly a quarter century ago.

(He reaches for a guitar.)

LINDA

Thanks for reminding me.

BILL

"One Hundred Years Hence."

LINDA

Nice.

BILL

Well, then...?

(Bill gestures for Linda to join him. She does.)

LINDA

Jounalist Frances Gage wrote this ballad in the 1850s as the country began to suffer it's greatest distress.

BILL

In it, she reminds us that before a better future can be made, we must imagine it.

(He plays the introduction, then, sings.)

BILL (CONTINUED)

ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE 

WHAT A CHANGE WILL BE MADE 

IN POLITICS, MORALS, RELIGION AND TRADE 

 IN STATESMEN WHO WRANGLE OR SIT ON THE FENCE 

 THESE THINGS WILL BE ALTERED 

 ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE 

LINDA

OUR LAWS THEN WILL BE 

NON COMPULSORY RULES 

 OUR PRISONS CONVERTED 

 TO NATIONAL SCHOOLS 

THE PLEASURES OF SINNING 

 IT'S ALL A PRETENSE 

 AND THE PEOPLE WILL SEE IT 

ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE

MAN AND WOMAN

ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE 

ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE 

 THE PEOPLE WILL SEE IT 

ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE

BILL

THEN WOMAN, MAN'S PARTNER, MAN'S EQUAL SHALL STAND 

AND BEAUTY AND HARMONY GOVERN THE LAND 

 TO THINK FOR ONESELF 

 TWILL BE NO OFFENSE 

 THE WORLD WILL BE THINKING 

ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE

MAN AND WOMAN

AND INSTEAD OF SPEECH MAKING 

TO SATISFY WRONG 

 ALL WILL JOIN THE GLAD CHORUS 

 AND SING FREEDOM'S SONG 

AND IF THE MILLENIUM IS NOT A PRETENSE

LINDA

THEN WE ALL WILL BE BROTHERS

BILL

AND SISTERS

MAN AND WOMAN

ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE 

ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE 

 ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE 

 WE ALL WILL BE BROTHERS 

ONE HUNDRED YEARS HENCE.

(They take their bows.)

BILL

Thanks a lot.

LINDA

Thank you, ladies and gentlemen.

(Lights fade as they exit.)

239

