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The Banjo Man enters, gets ready to play, and begins a tune. Arliss, Gopher and the Princess set 

up the stage.  

 

BANJO MAN Hard work don't bother me. I can sit right down by a bunch of 

people workin’ their legs off and watch ‘em all day without breakin 

a sweat. 

 

Macky, the Pitchman, who has not been seen until now, comes onto the stage. 

 

MACKY Ladies and Gentlemen, Boys and Girls, welcome to the 

quatrocentennial edition of America's most loved travelling show, 

The Celebrated Mark Twain Storybook and Musicale Review, 

featuring the talents of Ulysses X. Macky, myself, raconteur and 

storyteller, extraordinaire , as well as the acclaimed Omar Booth, 

America's most beloved mobile thespian, that's an actor to you 

country folk. (Booth runs on and bows, then exits.) Welcome also 

Princess Rowena Excalibur, royal as anything and master of the 

flatback guitar. (The Princess curtsies.) You will stand amazed and 

amused at the antics of our Mark Twain players... (The others bow 

and curtsy.) ...as they jerk your funny bones and strum your 

heartstrings with the genius of the immortal Mark Twain, now 

deceased, man of the people, man of history, with little respect and 

less liking for either. 

 

SONG: SHOWTIME( To "Camptown Ladies") 

 

CAST MARK TWAIN STORY BOOK'S IN TOWN! 

SHOWTIME, SHOWTIME! 

MARK TWAIN STORY BOOK'S IN TOWN, 

DON'T YOU MISS THE SHOW. 

THRILLS AND LAUGHS TO BURN, 

MORAL STUFF TO LEARN. 

MARK TWAIN BOOKS AT A ROCK BOTTOM PRICE, 

DON'T LET EM GET AWAY – 

 

MARK TWAIN TALES AND MARK TWAIN SONGS, 

SHOWTIME! SHOWTIME! 

TEACH YOUR CHILDREN RIGHT AND WRONG, 

HAVE YOURSELF SOME FUN. 

ABSOLUTELY FREE, 
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COMICAL AND CLEAN! 

MARK TWAIN BOOKS AT A ROCK BOTTOM PRICE, 

MIGHT AS WELL BE FREE – 

 

MARK TWAIN STORY BOOK'S IN TOWN! 

SHOWTIME, SHOWTIME! 

MARK TWAIN STORY BOOK'S IN TOWN, 

DON'T YOU MISS THE SHOW. 

TALES OF JUMPIN FROGS, 

ROYALTY AND DOGSL 

MARK TWAIN BOOKS AT A PRICE SO GOOD 

YOU MIGHT WANT TWO OR THREE! 

 

OOOOOOH, MARK TWAIN BOOKS AT THE LOWEST PRICE 

THAT YOU WILL EVER SEE---EEEE! 

AND THAT'S OUR GUA-RAN-TEE---EEEEEL 

THEY MIGHT AS WELL BE FREE. 

 

MACKY As a special bonus we will be making available, today only for a 

limited time, the complete selected and abridged works of the 

immortal Mark Twain in a single volume at a rock-bottom price, a 

price so special I dare not speak its name aloud. We're not makin a 

dime for ourselves on these books. In fact, for the price we're 

asking, you couldn't buy even the paper, the paper, used in their 

manufacture. I want you to have a look at the Quatrocentennial 

Edition in all its glory. Looks pretty humble, doesn't it? Yet this 

simple volume is the culmination of Gutenberg's triumph, the 

invention of moveable type for the printing of books, 538 years ago, 

friends! Before that time, this book would have been impossible. 

You would have had to convince three or four hundred bad-

tempered monks to copy it out for you longhand. Imagine! Before 

you go today, you're gonna have the chance to buy this volume! 

 

The others prepare to do "Tom Sawyer.” 

 

MACKY But right here, right now, we're gonna give you "The Adventures of 

Tom Sawyer," Mark Twain's masterpiece, at no charge, with no 

obligation, in under 12 minutes. You will enjoy it, and we are 

confident you're gonna want more. (Hitting the book. ) Here's where 
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you get it, friends. (He backs off as Gopher comes forward. Banjo Man 

plays under.) 

 

GOPHER Hi, I'm Huckleberry Finn. I got my own book by Mr. Mark Twain, 

but what I'm gonna do now is help my pal Tom Sawyer with his 

story. (Arliss comes out as Tom, with bucket and brush.) This story is 

the truth, mainly, with some stretchers. 

 

ARLISS Howdy Huck. 

 

GOPHER Howdy Tom. Me and Tom have some good adventures, but first 

he's got to paint his Aunt Polly's fence. 

 

Arliss "paints." Princess comes on as Ben Rogers, imitating a steamboat. 

 

ARLISS Mornin’ Ben. 

 

PRINCESS Hello, old chap, got to work eh? 

 

ARLISS What do you call work? 

 

PRINCESS White-washin’ a fence I call work. I'm goin swimmin’. But of course 

you'd druther work, course you would! 

 

ARLISS Maybe it is work, maybe it ain't. It suits Tom Sawyer. 

 

PRINCESS You like it? 

 

ARLISS It's not somethin a boy gets to do every day. (He paints, she watches.) 

 

PRINCESS Say Tom, could I do it a little? 

 

ARLISS No, it won't do. Aunt Polly's awful particular. It ain't the back 

fence, after all. Ain't one boy in a thousand, maybe two thousand, 

can do it right. 

 

PRINCESS Lemme just try. I'd let you. 

 

ARLISS Naw. Aunt Polly wouldn't let Jim do it, or Sid. 
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PRINCESS Please lemme try. I'll give you the core of my apple. 

 

ARLISS Naw, Ben— 

 

PRINCESS I'll give you all of it! 

 

ARLISS All right. 

 

Arliss thinks, looks around, then reluctantly takes the apple and gives up the brush. Ben paints. 

Arliss smiles and watches. Other players, as kids, come and deal as Gopher narrates. 

 

GOPHER Boys came to jeer and stayed to whitewash! When Ben was tired, 

Billy Fisher had a turn for his kite, Johnny Miller traded a dead rat 

and a string to swing it with for a chance at whitewashing. By the 

middle of the afternoon, Tom was rolling in wealth. He had twelve 

marbles, a piece of blue glass, a key that wouldn't unlock anything, 

a fragment of chalk, some stoppers, a toy soldier, a couple of 

tadpoles, six firecrackers, a kitten with only one eye, a dog collar, 

without dog, and an orange peel. He got a good rest, and the fence 

got three coats of whitewash. If he hadn't run out of whitewash, he 

would have bankrupted every boy in town. (Princess enters as Becky 

Thatcher. Arliss gets a slate and chalk.) Later, Tom fell in love with a 

new girl in town. 

 

PRINCESS What's your name? Oh, I know, it's Thomas Sawyer. 

 

ARLISS That's the name they whip me by. Call me Tom. (He writes on the 

slate.) And you're Becky Thatcher. 

 

PRINCESS What are you writing? 

 

ARLISS It ain't anything. 

 

PRINCESS Yes, it is. 

 

ARLISS You don't want to see. 

 

PRINCESS I do. Please let me. 

 

ARLISS You'll tell. 



A Mark Twain Storybook by Tom Poole   6 
 

PRINCESS No, deed and deed and double deed I won't. 

 

ARLISS You won't tell, as long as you live. 

 

PRINCESS Not anybody. Now, let me. 

 

ARLISS You don't want to see. 

 

They scuffle as she tries to see it. She gets a look and reads. 

 

PRINCESS "I love you." Oh Tom, you bad thing! (She giggles and runs off. He 

blushes and smiles.) 

 

ARLISS Yahoo. 

 

GOPHER (Getting a 'dead cat' prop.) Me and Tom went out to the graveyard 

with a dead cat to cure some warts I had. Nothin’ cures warts 

quicker than a dead cat in a graveyard at midnight. (They kneel 

down over the cat.) We got to wait for some devils to come now. 

(They hear voices. Macky, Banjo Man, and Booth enter as Injun Joe, Doc 

Robinson, and Muff Potter.) It's the devils, Tom, we're goners! 

 

ARLISS Huck, it's ole Muff Potter and Injun Joe. Doc Robinson is with em. 

 

BANJO MAN  (With Lantern – as Doc.) Hurry up men, the moon could come out 

any minute! 

 

BOOTH  (As Muff.) Here's where he's buried, let's get diggin. 

 

MACKY  (As Joe.) I'll have another five dollars sawbones, or here he stays. 

 

BANJO MAN You required your pay in advance and I paid you, get digging. 

 

MACKY Five years ago you drove me away from your father's house when I 

begged for food. (Grabbing the doctor.) I swore I'd get even and now 

I will. 

 

BOOTH Hey, don't hurt the doc! (He tries to interfere. Joe knocks out Muff takes 

his knife and stabs Doc.) 
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MACKY The score is settled now. (He puts the blade in Muff's hand.) 

 

BOOTH (Waking and seeing knife.) Oh lord Joe, what have I done? 

 

MACKY You killed the Doc, Muff. Let's get out of here. (They rush off. ) 

 

GOPHER What are we gonna do, Tom? 

 

ARLISS Keep quiet, unless you want Injun Joe after you. It ain't none of our 

business, Huck. 

 

GOPHER  We decided the thing to do was run away and be pirates. The 

whole town thought we was dead, and they would have kept on 

thinking so too, but Tom had to go to our funeral, as it were such a 

rare opportunity. 

 

Banjo Man is the Minister, Princess, Becky, Booth, Aunt Polly, the rest mourners. They sob as 

the minister speaks.  

 

BANJO MAN (As Minister.) And so let us remember these sweet, generous lambs 

that have been lost to us, Thomas Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn. 

For we know that they are now in a better place. Let us-- (He breaks 

up crying.) Excuse me, please, just one moment. (Dabbing at his 

eyes. Sobs rise in a wave.) 

 

Arliss and Gopher stride in, proudly. 

 

ARLISS Hey there, I hate to break up such a party! 

 

PRINCESS Tom Sawyer! 

 

BANJO MAN It's a miracle! (He faints.) 

 

BOOTH Bless you boys, come here to Aunt Polly. 

 

A moment of rejoicing, then they break up and re-form into the trial. 

 

GOPHER They were even happy to see me, by and by. But Tom and me had 

problems. We was keepin our eyes on Injun Joe, and accidently saw 

him find a treasure chest. We was tryin to get our hands on that 
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treasure, but the rest of town was busy gettin ready to hang Muff 

Potter for killin Doc Robinson, and we knew he didn't do it. 

 

BANJO MAN  (As the Judge.) Order in the court! Do you have anything to say, 

Muff Potter, before we hang ya? 

 

BOOTH (Muff.) Just that I'm awful sorry. I just cain't remember a thang! 

(Breaks down.) 

 

BANJO MAN Then I sentence you to be hanged by the neck. 

 

ARLISS Wait! 

 

GOPHER No Tom! 

 

ARLISS Muff Potter never done it. Huck Finn and me saw it all! It was Injun 

Joe killed Doc Robinson. 

 

PRINCESS Oh Tom! 

 

MACKY (Joe, escaping.) I'll get you for this, Tom Sawyer, I swear it! You'll 

pay, boy! 

 

GOPHER Injun Joe got away clean. We was hopin that was the last we'd see 

of him, treasure or no treasure. Then came the big picnic, with 

practically the whole town there. Afterwards, a bunch of folks went 

walkin in the big cave down by the river, and Tom and Becky went 

off alone and got lost in there. 

 

PRINCESS (With candle.) Tom, we've been lost so long. I suppose there's no 

hope at all that anyone will find us now. 

 

ARLISS Cheer up, Becky, there's nothin we can do but keep on trying. 

 

PRINCESS I know you're right, Tom, I'm just so very tired.  (losing her footing a 

second.) Careful right there, Tom, the rocks are loose and that looks 

like a dreadful fall. 

 

ARLISS Sssh. Do you hear Something? (They listen.) 
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PRINCESS Tom, they've found us. 

 

MACKY (Injun Joe, waving a knife.) So it's little Tom Sawyer and the Judge's 

girl! Say your prayers, children, no one rats on Injun Joe and lives! 

 

He approaches menacingly. Princess cowers behind Arliss. Macky loses his footing and falls 

dramatically out of sight into the precipice. His scream "falls" away vividly. There are awful 

crashing noises from off. 

 

PRINCESS Oh, Tom, he was so terrible. 

 

ARLISS He's gone now, Becky, we're safe. 

 

PRINCESS Safe, but still lost. I'm so afraid. 

 

ARLISS Don't be afraid, Becky. We'll find our way out. 

 

GOPHER Well, they did find their way out. And they found Injun Joe's 

hideout, and his treasure too, in the cave. I don't have to tell you 

how the town rejoiced to see Tom and Becky alive after three days 

lost in that cave. (Everyone joins in rejoicing scene.) A course Tom 

shared the treasure with me, twelve thousand dollars, it was. We 

was rich, Tom Sawyer and Huck Finn. I have to tell ya, it set better 

with him than with me. But that's another story. (As they finish, 

Arliss disappears behind the stage, the Princess comes forward.) 

 

THE GOOD LITTLE BOY 

 

PRINCESS Some schools and libraries have banned books by Mark Twain. 

Community leaders have called him a rude offensive immoral bad 

writer not worth a jumbo glass of warm spit. But Mark Twain 

wrote real moral stuff. This is the story of "The Good Little Boy." 

 

The story is illustrated with tableaus of Arliss as Jacob, Gopher and Booth as the Bad Boys. 

 

PRINCESS Once there was a good little boy named Jacob Blivens. He always 

obeyed his parents, no matter how stupid they were. He studied 

hard and went to Sunday school. The other boys couldn't 

understand him, so they figured he was "sick" and tried to keep 

him from hurting himself. Jacob read a lot, mostly books about 
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PRINCESS (continued) good little boys who died in the last chapter and how 

everybody cried at their funerals. That's the kind of boy he wanted 

to be. But when he tried to do good, it never seemed to work out 

like it did in the books. One day Jacob saw a bad little boy about to 

trip a blind man. When he ran to the blind man's aid, a sound 

beating was his reward. 

 

Next thing Jacob found a lame stray dog that was hungry and 

persecuted, and he brought him home with the idea that he'd 

pet him and feed him and have the dog's imperishable 

gratitude. 

 

Somehow the dog just didn't act like the ones in the books. 

It looked like the right kind of dog, but it didn't behave 

right. Next Jacob was out walking. He saw some bad boys 

stealing a sailboat on a Sunday. He knew from his books that 

something bad was bound to happen to those boys, so he tried 

to stop them. He ran out onto a raft at the edge of the 

water to try and get their attention. He was determined to 

save them. But he tripped on a log and almost drowned. A 

man saved him and got him pumped out, but Jacob caught a 

cold. He was sick for two months. The bad boys were just 

fine. In fact they were so happy they went on a rampage. 

When Jacob was finally well enough to catch up to them, they 

had tied fourteen dogs together and were about to decorate 

them with empty dynamite boxes tied to their tails. Jacob 

tried to stop them. He succeeded in running the bad boys 

off, but it got the dogs excited and the dynamite boxes 

turned out be not quite empty. You never saw a boy 

scattered so. He was blown clean up to the sky with what was 

left of the dogs trailing after him like the tail of a kite. 

Parts of him came down in four different towns. That was the 

end of Jacob Blivens, the good little boy. He did the best 

he could, but it just didn't work out like the books said. 

Of course, this is the only time this kind of thing ever 

happened to a good little child. And nobody knows how to 

account for it. 
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THE JUMPING FROG INTRO AND SHAKESPEARE BIT 

 

MACKY  (Entering.) Thank you, Princess. Let me tell you something. A We 

run into a lad once in Mississippi who didn't know who Mark 

Twain was. I'm sure no one of you fine people is that hard core 

ignorant, but just in case-- Born Samuel Langhorne Clemens, this 

greatest of American writers enjoyed a varied life on the great 

frontier. He worked as a printer, journalist, and riverboat captain, 

and rose to be perhaps the most famous and loved American in the 

world, known for his sharp wit, white suits, wild hair, and ever-

present cigar. Friends, if you miss your chance to buy this book 

today, you're gonna regret it, tomorrow and for the rest of your 

natural days. If you don't have any money, run get your mama 

right now. "The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County," 

was Mark Twain's first big success. To help me bring this tale to 

life, please give a big welcome to Omar Booth, actor extraordinaire. 

By way of introduction, Sir Omar will perform Hamlet's soliloquy 

by the immortal William Shakespeare, now deceased. Please shut 

up and don't take pictures while he's acting. If he makes a wrong 

turn, it's a long way back. Sir Omar Booth. 

 

Booth enters, holding a skull, and strikes a pose. 

 

BOOTH To be or not to be; that is the bare bodkin 

That makes calamity of so long life; 

For who would fardels bear, till Miriam Wood do come 

to Dunsinane, 

But that the fear of something after death 

Murders the innocent sleep, 

Great nature's second course, 

And makes us rather sling the arrows of outrageous fortune 

Then fly to others that we know not of. 

There's the respect must give us pause: 

But soft you, 

The fair Ophelia: 

Ope not thy ponderous and marble jaws, 

But get thee to a nunnery--go!  

 

He bows, takes his applause. 
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BOOTH Attend, "The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County." 

 

He crosses into the scene. 

 

THE JUMPING FROG 

 

BOOTH What might it be that you've got in the box? 

 

MACKY Huh? Oh. It might be a parrot or it might be a canary, maybe, but it 

ain't. It's only just a frog. 

 

BOOTH Frog? 

 

MACKY Yep. Frog. 

 

BOOTH May I? (Macky nods. Booth lifts the top of the box and peers in.) 

 

MACKY Shore. 

 

BOOTH Hmm. So tis. 

 

MACKY  Hmm? 

 

BOOTH  Frog. 

 

MACKY Frog. 

 

BOOTH Well, what's he good for? 

 

MACKY Who? 

 

BOOTH Frog. 

 

MACKY Oh. Well, he’s good enough for one thing, I should judge-- he can 

out jump any frog in Calaveras County. 

 

BOOTH You don't say? 

 

MACKY I do say. 
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BOOTH Well. And why should I take a stranger's word for that? 

 

MACKY (Holding out his hand.) Name's Smiley. Jim Smiley. 

 

BOOTH ‘The' Jim Smiley? 

 

MACKY Only one I know of. 

 

BOOTH ‘The’ Jim Smiley with the fifteen-minute nag? 

 

MACKY She was good horse. 

 

BOOTH Talk was that horse always had the asthma or consumption or 

somethin, so a body'd give her two or three hundred yards head 

start, but always right at the wire she'd start to kick and scatter her 

legs around like timber and cough and sneeze and blow her nose-- 

but she always seemed to come out about a neck ahead somehow 

at the finish. 

 

MACKY Yep. I miss that horse. 

 

BOOTH And you had that fightin dog they called Andrew Jackson that 

looked like he wasn't worth nothing. That right. 

 

MACKY Yep. I had a dog named Andrew Jackson. 

 

BOOTH But as soon as they was money on him his jaw would stick out and 

his teeth start to shine and he would just stand there and let the 

other dog chew on him like a bone ti1 all the bets was doubled and 

tripled and then he would latch on to that other dog by the hind leg 

and freeze to it like a pair of pliers until they threw up the sponge 

and quit now matter how long it took. 

 

MACKY That dog was a genius. 

 

BOOTH What happened to him? 

MACKY I was tricked. Some fellas put up a dog to fight him that had no 

hind legs. 

 

BOOTH No. 
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MACKY Yea, it was a sad thing to see. There was nothin to latch onto. 

 

BOOTH Dog took it hard? 

 

MACKY Killed his spirit. Andrew Jackson looked at that dog with no hind 

leg to grab onto, and then he looked at me like his heart was broke. 

He limped off a ways and laid down and died. 

 

BOOTH Sorry to hear that. 

 

MACKY That was one talented animal. 

 

BOOTH So now you're bettin frogs? 

 

MACKY May be. 

 

BOOTH (Looks into box again.) what do you call him? 

 

MACKY Dan'l Webster. 

 

BOOTH Dan'l Webster, fine name for a frog. (Looks again.) Well, I don't see 

no points about him that's better than any other frog . 

 

MACKY Maybe you don't. Maybe you understand frogs and maybe you 

don't understand em. Maybe you've had experience and maybe 

you're only a amateur, as it were. Anyways, I got my opinion and 

I'll risk forty dollars that he can out-jump any frog in Calaveras 

County. All I got to say is "Flies, Dan'l" and he'll be airborne, but 

there has to be forty dollars on it. He don't jump for exercise. 

 

BOOTH (Sadly.) Well, I'm only a stranger here, and I ain't got no frog; but if 

I had a frog, I'd bet you. 

 

MACKY That's all right. You watch him a minute and I'll go get you a frog. 

 

BOOTH Then you got a forty dollar bet. 
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They shake. Macky goes off to find a frog. Booth waits for a minute, looks after him to make sure 

he's gone, then he takes out a container of buckshot, rattles it, opens the box and feeds it to the 

unseen frog. 

 

BOOTH There ain't never been a frog made that was smart enough to tell a 

fly from a chunk of lead. There you go, Dan'l Webster, get you a 

bellyful of that good buckshot. That's right, eat it all up. Good frog, 

good froggie. 

 

Macky returns, whistling a happy tune and carrying a frog. Booth scrambles away from the box, 

hiding the empty buckshot container. Macky puts the frog on the ground. It's a toy frog with a 

spring in it to make it jump. 

 

BOOTH Looks like you found a good un. 

 

MACKY Yeah, I think it was your lucky day, partner. Let me get ole Dan'l 

ready here. (He takes out of box. Dan'l is a big green beanbag frog with a 

hugely bulging belly.) Seems kinda heavy like. (Checks the heft of the 

frog in his hand.) Maybe I'm gonna hafta cut down on his flies. 

 

BOOTH Well if you don't want to jump him— 

 

MACKY No no no, that's ok, he's never failed me yet. (Macky puts the bloated 

Dan'l down by the other frog.) Don't hardly look comfortable 

somehow, does he? 

 

BOOTH (Shrugs.) Hard to say with a strange frog. Could be just his style. 

Ready? 

 

MACKY I guess so. 

 

BOOTH (Reaching down and setting off his frog. It jumps, but not far.) Giddyup. 

There you go. Beat that. 

 

MACKY You want another try? Awright. Flies, Dan'l! (Nothing.) Flies, Dan'l! 

Flies, boy! Get em! (Macky looks at Booth. Booth makes a face like 

"Don't ask me.") Flies, boy! (He pushes Dan'l a little with one foot. 

Nothing.) 

 

BOOTH I didn't think we was bettin how far you could kick him. 
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MACKY Never seen him do this before. (Turns away, then jumps down onto 

all fours right by Dan'l.) FLIES1 FLIES! BIG FAT FLIES ALL OVER 

THE PLACE. Dan'l please. 

 

BOOTH You want another try? 

 

Booth silently holds out his hand. Macky counts money into it. He stands over Dan'l sadly. 

Booth starts off, then stops. 

 

BOOTH Well, I got to say I still don't see any points about that frog that's 

better'n any other frog. (To frog.) Guess I'll call you Henry Clay. 

 

Macky reacts with an expression of great pain. Booth leaves. Macky picks up Dan'l and starts to 

put him back in the box, reacts again to how heavy he is. He looks around to see if anyone is 

watching, then holds the frog upside down by one foot. A stream of pellets runs out of the frog's 

mouth and scatters on the floor. He reacts angrily, then runs off after Booth, Dan'l floppily 

dangling by one leg in his hand.  

 

MACKY Come back here ya egg suckin, sheep stealin, one eyed son of a 

stuffed monkey! Come back here! 

 

 

 

WHAT STUMPED THE BLUEJAYS 

 

Macky goes off around stage. Booth reenters on the other side. Arliss enters.  

 

ARLISS This one is called "What Stumped the Bluejays." It's in the book too. 

I tell you, these are some good books. You better get yourself one 

while you can. In this story, there was this old miner named Jim 

Baker. (Booth tips his hat.) Who claimed he could understand animal 

talk. 

 

Gopher makes some blue jay passing time noises, skitters about and preens. 

 

BOOTH Animals talk to each other, of course. Some of em even like "showin 

off." But none of em can talk like a blue jay. 

 

Gopher enters and begins to strut around, birdlike. Gopher suddenly chatters wildly. 
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GOPHER Acorn. Nice un too. 

 

BOOTH A jay can talk better than a congressman and doesn't have any 

better principles either. A jay will lie; a jay will steal; a jay will 

deceive; and a jay will betray. Four times out of five a jay will go 

back on his solemnest promise. And swear, you think a cat can 

swear? Well, a cat can, but nothin like a jay. 

 

Gopher trips suddenly, jumps up, struts angrily and lets our an elaborate blue jay cuss. 

 

BOOTH Now there used to be an old empty house in this area-- just a log 

house with a plank roof that a man had moved out of seven years 

before. It was just one big empty room, nothin between the rafters 

and the floor. And one day a blue jay lit on the roof of that house 

with a acorn in his mouth. He saw a hole in the roof and he got so 

excited by that hole that he threw his acorn right into it. 

 

Gopher acts this out. 

 

GOPHER Hello, I reckon I've struck somethin here! (He looks in.) It looks like a 

hole, it's located like a hole-- blamed if I don't believe it is a hole! 

(He struts.) Oh no, this ain't no fat thing, I reckon. If I ain't in luck-- 

it's a perfectly elegant hole! 

 

BOOTH To test it out, he got him another acorn and dropped it in. 

 

GOPHER (He does and listens.) Why-- I didn't hear it fall. (He paces and spins, 

considering the hole furiously.) 

 

BOOTH So he got him another acorn and tried it again but he couldn't quite 

see what was happening to the nut and he couldn't hear what 

happened to it neither. So he tried some more. 

 

GOPHER (Gopher does, becoming increasingly agitated.) Confound it, I don't 

seem to understand this thing no way; however, I’ll tackle her 

again.  Well, I must say, I never struck no such a hole as this before. 

I'm of the opinion, being something of a expert at this particular 

subjeck, this that here is a totally new kind of hole. 
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BOOTH He thought on this and tried to put things in a better light, but new 

kind of hole or not, it galled him right to the core not to get the best 

of it. He began to get really mad. 

 

GOPHER (Shouting.) Well, you're a long hole, and a deep hole, and a mighty 

singular hole altogether. But I've started in to fill you , and I'm 

damned, and double-damned, and do-dah-dixieland- double-

damned if I don't fill you if it takes a hundred darned years! (He 

goes back to working at it.) 

 

BOOTH And with that, away he went. You never seen a bird work so since 

you were born. He hove acorns into that hole for about two hours 

and a half. At last he was so tuckered out he could hardly flop his 

wings He was sweating like a glass of ice water there on that roof. 

 

Gopher flings himself down, panting, and peers into the hole. 

 

GOPHER Now I guess I've got a bulge into you by now. (Looks, nothing, 

exasperated.) I've shoveled enough acorns in there to keep the family 

fed for thirty years. And if I could just see just one of them acorns 

I’d land myself in a museum with a belly full of sawdust in two 

minutes. 

 

BOOTH Just then another jay showed up. 

 

Arliss comes on as another jay. He examines the situation. 

 

ARLISS What's up, pardner? 

 

Gopher curses violently in blue jay in explanation. 

 

ARLISS Uh-huh, uh-huh, don't say? 

 

GOPHER Yonder's the hole and if you don't believe me, go look for yerself! 

 

ARLISS (Looking.) How many you say you put in there? 

 

GOPHER No less than two tons. 
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ARLISS (Thinks for a moment, then gestures off.) Hey boys, come have 

yereselves a look at this yere hole! 

 

BOOTH Well, they all tried it and discussed it and cussed it. (Gopher and 

Arliss chatter, louder and louder, joined by rising bird noises from off.) 

All the jays in the territory showed up by and by to see what they 

could make of it. There was so many finally that the whole region 

began to have a kind of blue flush about it. There must have been 

five thousand blue jays just a rippin and a cussin like you never 

heard. Finally an old jay happened to light by the cabin door and 

look inside. 

 

MACKY Come ere! Come ere everbody, hanged if this fool ain't been tryin to 

fill up a whole house with acorns. 

 

Arliss jumps down and looks. Gopher is first embarrassed, then it strikes him how silly the whole 

thing was, and he collapses in laughter. Arliss joins him. Then there is the noise of general jay 

laughter and chattering from off. 

 

BOOTH Ever one them five thousand jaybirds had a look in turn and 

guffawed over that thing like human beings. No, it ain't no use 

tellin me that a jay ain't got a sense of humor. They brought jays 

from all over the United States to look down that hole every 

summer for the next three years. Other birds too. And they all got 

the joke. All but a old owl from Canada who stopped by on his way 

back from seein the Grand Canyon. He couldn't see anything funny 

in it. But that's a owl for ya. He was a good deal disappointed in the 

grand canyon, too. 

 

 

 

 

SONG: I'M MY OWN GRAMPA 

 

Banjo man enters and tunes. 

 

BANJO MAN (Tuning.) I thought maybe I’d tune up here, but it sounds like it's 

my fingers that's off. When I first took up the banjo, I learned to 

play "Auld Lang Syne" on it. Lookin back I think I must have been 

gifted with inspiration to select out of the whole range of musical 
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composition the one solitary tune that sounds vilest and most 

distressing on the banjo. After I’d been playin the song about a 

week, I decided I could improve the original melody, so I added 

some little flourishes and variations to it. My landlady came up and 

told me to leave the tune alone. She said it was rough enough on 

the other boarders without the variations. I guess she was right, 

half of em left before she run me off. The landlady ran me out of 

my next boarding house the first morning I was there. At the next 

place I got away with playin the straight tune for three nights, but 

the first time I tried the variations the boarders mutinied. I never 

did find anybody who could stand those variations. At one place I 

stayed, the first time I struck up the variations-- a haggard, care-

worn, cadaverous old man walked into my room and stood 

beaming upon me with a smile of ineffable happiness. He said, 

"God Bless You, young man. For years I have suffered from an 

incurable disease. Knowing I had to die, I struggled to resign 

myself to my fate. But I couldn't do it. I loved life too much. But 

heaven bless you, since I heard you play t h a t song and those 

variations, I do not want to live any longer – I am willing to die, in 

fact, I am anxious to die. This next song is based on a story Mark 

Twain used to tell about a young man who was his own 

grandfather. (He makes a face.) As you might guess, it’s a little 

complicated, so listen close. I’m not gonna play it twice. 

 

They do the song. 

 

BANJO MAN Now many many years ago, when I was twenty-three 

 I was married to a widow who was pretty as can be. 

 This widow had a grown-up daughter who had hair of red 

 My father fell in love with her and soon they were to wed. 

 

 Oh I’m my own grandpa 

 I’m my own grandpa 

 It sounds funny, I know 

 But it really is so 

 Oh, I’m my own grandpa 

 

 Ooo, ooo, ooo 

 I’m my own grandpa 
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EXPERIENCE OF THE MCWILLIAMSES WITH MEMBRANOUS CROUP 

 

GOPHER This story is called "Experience of the McWilliamses with 

Membranous Croup." It tells the heart-wrenching story of a young 

family’s struggle with a terrible disease. Some of the scenes may be 

disturbing to younger viewers. The "baby" in this presentation is 

not a real baby, and no real babies are hurtin’ in any part of our 

presentation. We are professional actors. Do not try this at home. 

 

Princess, dressed as a respectable young woman, wheels on a crib and dotes over the "baby" 

within. Macky enters, dressed as her respectable husband, and beams over the crib. 

 

MACKY Let us take you back to a time, not so long ago, when that frightful 

and incurable disease, the membranous croup was ravaging the 

Midwest, driving all mothers mad with terror. My wife and I were 

going to bed one pleasant Tuesday when I called her attention to 

our little Penelope. Darlin’ , far be it from me to question your 

judgment or the sure intuition of a mother's loving heart, but, 

myself, personally-- I-- would not let the child chew on that stick of 

pine wood if I were you. 

 

PRINCESS But, precious, where is the harm in it? The baby loves it so. 

 

MACKY Love, it is notorious that pine is the least nutritious wood that a 

child can eat. 

 

PRINCESS Hubby, you know better than that, you know you do. Doctors all 

say that the turpentine in pine wood is good for weak backs and 

sickly kidneys. 

 

MACKY Ah-- I was under a misapprehension. I did not know that the child's 

kidneys and spine were affected and that the family physician had 

recommended— 

 

PRINCESS Who said the child's spine and kidneys were affected??? 

 

MACKY My love, you intimated it. 
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PRINCESS The idea! I never intimated anything of the kind. 

 

MACKY Why, my dear, it hasn't been two minutes since you said— 

 

PRINCESS Bother what I said! I don't care what I did say. There isn't any harm 

in the child's chewing a bit of pine stick if she wants to, and you 

know it perfectly well. And she shall chew it, too! So there, now! 

 

MACKY Say no more, my dear. I now see the force of your reasoning, and 

tomorrow I will go and order three cords of the best pine wood. No 

child of mine shall want while I— 

 

PRINCESS Oh, be quiet and let me have some peace. A body can never make 

the simplest remark but you argue and argue and argue till you 

don't know what you are talking about, and you never do! (She 

snatches the baby violently from the crib and exits.) 

 

MACKY So off she went to the child, but the next evening she confronted 

me. 

 

PRINCESS (Rushing back on, clutching the "baby" white-knuckle-tight.) Oh, 

Mortimer, another child is ill. Little Georgie Gordon! 

 

MACKY (Pause.) Membranous croup. (There is a soft deep drumbeat off .) 

 

PRINCESS (Pause.) Membranous croup. (Another drum beat.) 

 

MACKY Is there any hope? 

 

PRINCESS None in the wide world. What is to become of us? 

 

MACKY But the baby is fine? 

 

PRINCESS (Pause.) She coughed. (Drumbeats.) 

 

MACKY Oh dear. 

 

PRINCESS  A sickly cough, just as I was saying a prayer for her. (The "baby" 

coughs.) See. We must keep her in our bedroom tonight. (She places 
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the baby in the crib, mounds it with blankets and pushes it fussily across 

stage.) 

 

MACKY Yes, yes, good idea. She'll be fine here, I'm sure, darling. 

 

PRINCESS No! Goodness, how foolish of me! She must be in her own room so 

that nursie hears her if she worsens! (She rushes the crib back across 

stage.) 

 

MACKY (Following, muttering.) Yes, I suppose the best— 

 

PRINCESS (Wheeling and hurtling back across stage.) No, we will have her in our 

own room. I shall not be parted from her for an instant. You must 

move nursie's bed into the hallway. 

 

MACKY (Following.) Yes, dear. So I moved nursie's bed. My darling also had 

the excellent idea of papering over all the windows to keep the 

light down and tying handkerchiefs on the cat's feet to soften the 

infernal din he made stomping around the house. Still, all was not 

entirely well. 

 

PRINCESS Shhh. Dear Lord, what can be making baby sleep so? 

 

MACKY Well darling, baby always sleeps like a statue. 

 

PRINCESS I know, I know, but there's something "peculiar" about her sleep 

now. She seems to breathe so "regularly." Oh, this is dreadful. (She 

picks baby up and paces, holding the bundle by her ear.) 

 

MACKY But dear, she always breathes regularly. 

 

PRINCESS (Becoming more frantic, swinging the baby to her other ear.) Don't you 

think I know that! There's something frightful about it now, I tell 

you! 

 

MACKY Perhaps the nurse— 

 

PRINCESS Nursie's too young, too inexperienced. How could I let anyone else 

care for my precious child at a time like this! (She stops suddenly, 
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hearing something. She holds the baby away from her, then closer, then 

shakes it gently. It coughs twice.) CALL THE DOCTOR! 

 

MACKY Yes, of course, dear— 

 

PRINCESS Wait! This room, it's too warm. (Unwrapping baby and flinging 

blankets aside.) 

 

MACKY Well, it's seventy degrees. I— 

 

PRINCESS She was never sick before, never! We have not been living as we 

ought to live, Mortimer. Time and time again, I have told you so. 

(She paces with the unwrapped baby, fanning it.) Our child will never 

again be well. Be thankful if you can forgive yourself. I never will 

forgive myself. 

 

MACKY I can't really see that we've been so bad. 

 

PRINCESS  Hush! Do you want to bring the wrath of God upon Baby too? I 

thought I told you to call the doctor, what's keeping you? And do 

something about this heat--(He starts off.) Wait! (Suddenly stopping 

and staring at the baby.) Heavens, she's shaking, she's freezing cold. 

(Grabbing blankets and rolling baby tightly in them.) Get more 

blankets! Fetch medicine! Stop dawdling, every moment is 

precious.(He gets medicine.) 

 

MACKY (Looking at the medicine bottle.) Let's see, says here on the medicine 

bottle, one teaspoon an hour. 

 

PRINCESS One an hour! As if we had a year before us to save the child. She'll 

have a tablespoon every half an hour. (She grabs the medicine from 

him, looks at it. She unstops it and pours it into the baby's mouth.) There. 

(She feels the baby's head.) Oh, she's burning up! I'm moving her back 

to the nursery. (She rushes across stage, unwrapping baby and flinging 

blankets with one hand, pushing the crib with another.) Move nurse's 

bed again, and our bed, we'll all sleep in the hallway. And fetch 

more medicine. Where in the name of heaven is that doctor! This 

room is cold! Build a fire and call the doctor again, for god's sake. 
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Macky rushes off around the wagon. There is a giant cat wail, then lots of crashing. He hops back 

on, holding one foot in his hand. 

 

PRINCESS Is the cat hurt? 

 

MACKY No, dear. I stumbled on it lightly. I tried to finish it off with a good 

sound kick but got the chair instead. 

 

PRINCESS Poor kitty. Did you fetch the goose grease? 

 

MACKY You didn't ask. 

 

PRINCESS Must I tell you everything? 

 

He rushes off on one foot still. There is another terrible cat wail, crashing of furniture. The 

Princess has wrapped so many blankets around the baby, it has become huge. She rocks the giant 

bundle and coos at it. 

 

MACKY (Returning.) So she greased it up with goose grease and had me 

build up the fire. We tried sleeping on the nursery floor, nursie and 

all, but mother felt a draft, so we moved the crib by the fire but the 

goose grease made baby sweat so and my darling was afraid she 

might slip from the crib, so we wiped it all off and applied a flax 

seed poultice, whatever that is. 

 

PRINCESS (Having unwrapped the bundle again, she is bent over the baby, 

despairing.) It is all over. All over. The child is perspiring. What 

shall we do? 

 

MACKY Well, I suppose we could strip her naked, scrape her clean and put 

her in a draft. 

 

PRINCESS How can you joke? Mercy, you terrify me. Where is the doctor? Go 

for him yourself, if you must, you idiot. Tell him he must come 

dead or alive. 

 

Booth as the doctor knocks at the side of the wagon. 

 

MACKY Ah, Doctor, hello, come in. 
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PRINCESS Thank God, you've come at last. 

 

BOOTH So we have an "emergency" here, eh? 

 

PRINCESS I pray it's not too late. 

 

BOOTH (He examines the baby briefly.) This child has no membranous croup. 

(Drumbeats.) She has been chewing a bit of pine wood or something 

of the kind and got some little splinters in her throat. She'll cough 

them up in time. They won't do her any hurt. (The Princess is 

abashed.) 

 

MACKY No, I can well believe that. Indeed, the turpentine that is in them is 

very good for certain sorts of diseases that are peculiar to babies. 

My wife will tell you so. 

 

Booth goes off. Pause. Silently, the Princess takes up the baby and goes off.  

 

 

 


