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PREFACE:
The Case for the Arts in Education
“In thirty-five years of working in the field of Arts-in-Education, I have come to believe that we have only just scratched the surface of understanding how the arts affect the psyche of a person.” – Ronn Kistler, in addressing the New York City “Face to Face” Arts in Education Conference, October, 2008.
The key question of the importance of the arts has plagued schools and policy makers for decades.  Do the arts really contribute to a well-rounded education? Are they as important as language arts and mathematics, as science and social studies?  When the budget crunch comes, and the art teacher positions are the first to be cut, are we justified in saying that the arts are the “frills,” the “extras,” the “icing on the cake.” Or are they more integral than that?

What it is about the arts that is both so inspiring and at the same time so educationally powerful. Why it is that the arts are so necessary to both education and to society? 
Certainly, everything around us in the man-made world has been designed by an artist: our buildings, our clothes, our cars, our interiors, the music we listen to, the television shows we watch… everything. Yet it goes still deeper.

Peter Brosius, Artistic Director of the Children’s Theatre Company of Minneapolis says: “When you look at the US and where the growth in the economy is, it’s evident that there’s a need for idea generators.  Our country is not necessarily anymore a producer of goods. Our economy thrives because we’re a producer of ideas. Facts are just facts and as a society, with a touch of the calculator or a hit of google, kids can find a factual answer. But that can’t teach a mind to be subtle and flexible.”  (Wood, 2006, p. 2)
What can teach a mind such things?  The arts!

The National Center for Learning Disabilities says: “The Arts are more than a fun, superficial way to keep kids occupied.” (p. 1) Art activities naturally enhance all major areas of development. (Rubin, 1984)  Study after study has shown that the arts are more than fluff. (Wood, 2006)

For certain populations—including young children, students from economically disadvantaged circumstances, and students needing remedial instruction—learning in the arts may be uniquely able to advance learning and success in other areas. (Deasy, 2002) 

And these populations are not the only ones who benefit. Students at all grade levels benefit from a solid arts education. Indeed, for students to fully benefit from high school arts instruction, it is critical that they build on a solid foundation of knowledge and understanding that comes with coursework in earlier grades. (Israel, 2009) 

Students involved in arts are more likely to be involved in community service and not drop out of school. This holds true regardless of socioeconomic status. (Wood, 2006). The Center for Arts Education in New York City reports the findings of a special study of NYC high schools entitled “Staying in School, Arts Education and New York City High School Graduation Rates:”(Israel, 2009) 
“Our analysis finds that the New York City high schools that are struggling most to keep their students on track to graduate are offering the least in the way of music, theater, dance, and visual arts—all subject areas that have well-documented success in motivating students to stay in school. The struggling schools have fewer arts teachers, fewer arts classrooms, and fewer cultural partnerships, among a host of other disparities. The analysis further shows that schools offering students the most access to arts education have the highest graduation rates. 

Beyond the traditional benefits that an arts education provides—the opportunity to learn to play an instrument, to express oneself through dance and movement, to develop creative and critical thinking skills and the ability to work collaboratively with peers—the arts cut across learning styles and language barriers and engage students who might otherwise be uninterested." (p. 19)”
And the cornerstone of all the art forms including music, visual design, dance and movement, and many crafts… at the intersection of all the arts pathways stands Theatre! In so many dimensions of personal growth and character development, theatre combines the best of every art form to enrich our lives as both participants and as audience.
Are the arts really necessary to a well-rounded education? We might as well ask if breathing is really necessary to life?

***

Deasy, R. ed. (2002) Critical Links: Learning in the Arts and Student Academic and Social Development. Arts Education Partnership. Americans for the Arts. Arts Education Publications: Washington, D.C. Retrieved from http://www.americansforthearts.org/public_awareness/resources/
artsed_publications/003.asp 
Israel, D. (2009). “Staying in School, Arts Education and New York City High School Graduation Rates.” Center for Arts Education: New York, NY. 

NCLD Staff (2009). Learning Disabilities and the Arts. National Center for Learning Disabilities. Retrieved from http://www.ncld.org/in-the-home/parenting-issues/play-enrichment-aamp-holidays/learning-disabilities-and-the-arts
Rubin, J.A. (1984) The Art of Art Therapy. Psychology Press, Abingdon, Oxon UK
(Wood, D.  (2006). Why Children’s Theatre Matters Retrieved from. http://www.education.com/magazine/article/Why_Childrens_Theater_Matters/)
Anansi 
and the 
Talking Melon

A Folk Tale about the Spider Anansi

Written by Creative Educational Systems: © Copyright 2003

ANANSI

and the Talking Melon

CAST LIST

	Character
	Description
	Lines

	ANANSI
	The trickster spider, lazy.   Would rather let others do the work for him
	26 lines

	ANTELOPE
	An industrious worker, very vain, and a bit of a gossip as well
	54 lines

	HIPPO
	Addicted to eating, she will eat anything at any time.  She measures others by how likely they are to provide her with pleasures of more food.
	44 lines

	WARTHOG
	A somewhat belligerent animal, who is very defensive about his own self worth.
	23 lines

	RHINO
	Very aggressive and ready to pick a fight at any moment.  Does not hold back.  Unafraid.
	16 lines

	OSTRICH
	Worried about everything.  Would rather hide than face fearful possibilities.
	16 lines

	TURTLE
	Slow and methodical.  Considers everything in detail and won’t make decisions without enough information.
	15 lines

	KING CHIMPANZEE
	Arrogant and self-important, curious and somewhat playful.
	13 lines

	MELON
	A group of actors who take the shape of a melon
	silent

	ANIMAL CHORUS
	Assorted other animals.  The cast can be expanded or contracted depending on the size of the animal chorus.
	silent


ANANSI
and the Talking Melon
SCRIPT

	(The scene is the jungle near ANTELOPE’S house.  Midday. ANANSI, the spider, is lounging in a tree above the Melon patch.  He is a lazy, clever trickster who would rather get what he needs without working, whenever possible.  Let other animals do the work.  He will enjoy the profits.  ANTELOPE enters and is working daintily in the melon patch.)

	Antelope:
	Wow!  Some of these melons are ripe.  I think I’ll take one back to my porch and eat it.  Ummm!  I can hardly wait to taste the juicy melon fruit.  I just hope I can pick one of these without breaking any of my nails.  What would Ostrich think if she saw me with dirty hands!  Ugh! 

	(ANTELOPE proceeds to gather a melon and exits.  ANANSI drops down beside the melon patch.  He approaches a particularly large melon.)

	Anansi:
	Umm!  These melons look delicious!  Antelope certainly has the right idea.  The thought of a juicy melon meal has my mouth watering.  I’m sure antelope won’t mind giving her friendly neighborhood spider a bit of food.

	(ANANSI goes to the big melon and begins to cut a hole in it)

	
	Ooff!  This is a lot of work for one who likes leisure.  I’ll make the hole in this melon just big enough to get in.  That way I won’t have to go to any more effort than is absolutely necessary.

	(ANANSI cuts a hole in the melon and climbs in and starts to eat)

	
	Ummm!  Just as I anticipated!  This melon is definitely ready.  I’ll just chow down for a nice lunch.

	(ANANSI has his fill of eating. He leans back and burps, contentedly.  But then, he has trouble getting out).

	
	Ugh!  I can’t seem to get out of the melon!!  I guess I ate too much.  I’ve gotten too big to get out of that small hole I made to get in.  I just don’t fit anymore. Oh well, I guess I’ll just have to wait until I shrink a bit. (He sits for awhile.  Pause) This is getting boring.  There’s nothing to do. I wish I had someone to talk to or to play with.

	(ANTELOPE appears, adjusting her hide and preening)

	Antelope:
	Doggone it! I got melon juice all over myself.  What a mess I must look!

	Anansi:
	You certainly do!

	Antelope:
	What!?  (looks around)  Who said that?

	Anansi:
	It’s me!

	Antelope:
	Me who?  There’s no one here but myself and a patch of melons.

	Anansi:
	Right you are, sister!  It’s me, the talking melon.

	Antelope:
	The talking melon??

	anansi:
	Sure.  Right over here.  The big one.

	Antelope:
	But… but… I didn’t think melons could talk!?

	Anansi:
	Just shows how much you know!

	Antelope:
	(insulted) Hey, are you calling me ignorant?

	Anansi:
	No, not ignorant.  Maybe just a bit looney.  You know, “bonkers?”  “Nut-case?” “Lights are on, but nobody’s home?”

	Antelope:
	(sputtering)  How… how dare you imply that I’m nuts??

	Anansi:
	Are you having a conversation with a talking melon?

	Antelope:
	Well… yes.

	Anansi:
	Bingo!

	Antelope:
	But you must be real.  (she pinches herself) I’m definitely awake.  And I can hear you quite clearly.

	Anansi:
	So what’s the problem?  

	Antelope:
	Well, what will people think?  Me, talking to a melon?

	Anansi:
	But you have proof, don’t you?

	Antelope:
	(considering) Yes, come to think of it, I do have proof. And I bet if I take you to the King, he will reward me for my discovery.  No one’s ever had a talking melon before.

	Anansi:
	There you are!  Go for it!

	Antelope:
	Well, I will.  (she starts to roll the melon off stage) I just hope no one sees me.  How embarassing.

	(ANTELOPE exits pushing the melon with ANANSI in it.  Shortly, HIPPO wanders on, slowly, chewing on something.)

	Hippo:
	(with her mouth full)  Ummph!  That seaweed was delicious!  But it just doesn’t seem to satisfy the appetite of a growing girl like me.  I hope there’s something else around to eat.

	Antelope:
	(entering with the melon, startled) Oh!  I didn’t expect to meet anyone on this path.

	Hippo:
	And good morning to you, too, sister Antelope.  I must say, you’re looking the height of fashion.

	Antelope:
	Why thank you, Hippo.  I hope the walk hasn’t mussed up my hooves too much.

	Hippo:
	Not at all.  (eyeing the melon) And I see you’ve brought some lunch, too!

	Antelope:
	(confused)  What?  (realizing what HIPPO wants)  Oh no, this melon is not for eating.

	Hippo:
	Of course it’s for eating, deary.  I bet there’s enough there for the both of us.

	Antelope:
	Oh, no.  You can’t eat this.  You see, I’m taking it to the King.

	Hippo:
	The King?  Now why would you want to do something like that?  He’ll only eat it himself, and he’s got lots of melons already.  Why don’t we eat it ourselves and save you a long trip!

	Antelope:
	Because this is a special melon.

	Hippo:
	I bet it is.  Just let me have a little taste.

	Antelope:
	No, no, no.  You see this… well… it’s just that… this melon is too special to be eaten.

	Hippo:
	Too special to be eaten??  How is this possible?

	Antelope:
	Well, all right, I’ll tell you how.  (looks around, secretively) But you must promise not to tell anyone else.

	Hippo:
	Sure, sweetie, I promise.  Now tell me what’s so special about it.  Maybe I can figure a way we can eat it anyway.

	Antelope:
	No, no.  You see, this melon… (she pauses, looking around)

	Hippo:
	(eagerly) Yes?

	Antelope:
	You see, this melon… can talk!

	Hippo:
	A talking melon!!  Oh, get out of here!

	Antelope:
	There, I knew you wouldn’t believe me.

	Hippo:
	Believe a lie like that??  Why a talking melon is about as likely as… as… (she pauses, searching for the right word)

	ANANSI:
	(inside the melon) …as a skinny hippo!

	Hippo:
	(outraged)  What??!!

	Antelope:
	(delighted)  There, I told you!

	Hippo:
	You’re insulting me?  First you won’t share your melon with me, then you tell me this bogus story about a talking melon, and now you’re calling me names!! 

	Antelope:
	No, it’s true!  It was the melon that talked.

	Hippo:
	The melon!!??  Why I ought to…

	Anansi:
	You ought to go on a diet!!

	Hippo:
	Huhn?

	Antelope:
	There, it did it again.   You heard it.

	Hippo:
	(perplexed, looking at the melon)  Well, I’ll be!

	Anansi:
	You’re so fat, that when you stepped on the scale, it said “One at a time, please!”

	Hippo:
	Huh?  Why, it’s not only talking, it’s insulting me.  I think I’ll just eat it in one bite!

	Antelope:
	No, you mustn’t.  I mean, just think of how much more useful this melon would be if we gave it to the King.

	Hippo:
	The King, huh?  Hmm. I begin to see your point.  Still… (she licks her lips, hungrily)

	Antelope:
	I tell you what, help me take the melon to the King and I’ll share the reward with you.

	Hippo:
	Reward?  Well, I guess when you put it that way…  Okay, I’m in.  Let’s get going.  I want to get there and get back before dinner.

	ANANSI:
	And you could certainly use the exercise.

	Hippo:
	Hey!

	Antelope:
	(starting to exit) Don’t worry, I… I’ll keep the melon quiet till we get there.

	Hippo:
	(annoyed)  You better, or I may just decide to sit on it and squash it. 

	(They both exit, pushing the melon.  WARTHOG enters, grumbling to himself.)

	Warthog:
	Nincompoop, says the Hyena!  Well, I’ll show her.  Like she’s so smart herself!  I’m the one who’s smart!  

	(ANTELOPE and HIPPO enter pushing ANANSI in the MELON.  They pause when they see WARTHOG).

	Antelope:
	Oh, good day, Warthog.

	Warthog:
	(grumbling) What’s good about it?

	Hippo:
	Well, it certainly could use some more food!

	Antelope:
	Hippo!

	Hippo:
	Come on, we’ve been walking for hours without stopping to eat.

	Antelope:
	Please, Hippo, it’s only been a few minutes.

	Hippo:
	Well, it seems like hours.

	Warthog:
	Where are you going?

	Antelope:
	(avoiding answering) No where.

	Hippo:
	No place.

	Antelope:
	Just walking, that’s all.

	Warthog:
	Oh, you don’t think I’m good enough to tell, huh?

	Antelope:
	No, no, it’s not that!

	Warthog:
	Then what?  Not smart enough?  Not quick enough?

	Hippo:
	We may as well tell him.

	Antelope:
	You think so?  But what will he think?

	Hippo:
	Go ahead.

	Warthog:
	What?

	Antelope:
	We’re taking this melon to the King.

	Warthog:
	You’re what?

	Hippo:
	Like she said, we’re talking this melon to the King.  It talks.

	Warthog:
	Talks??  Oh now, come on!

	Hippo:
	No, it’s true!

	Antelope:
	It’s a talking melon.

	Warthog:
	Right.  A talking melon.  That’s about as likely as…

	Anansi:
	…a handsome warthog.

	Warthog:
	What?  What did you say?

	Antelope:
	It wasn’t either of us.

	Hippo:
	It was the melon, I tell you.

	Warthog:
	The melon.  Right.  Sure.  Boy, you must really think I’m stupid.

	Anansi:
	No, just really, really ugly!

	Warthog:
	Huh?

	Antelope:
	There, you heard it.

	Hippo:
	That voice distinctly came from the melon.

	Warthog:
	(perplexed)  Well, I’ll be!

	Anansi:
	You’ll be a what?  A finalist in the Mr. Ugly contest?

	Hippo:
	(pointing to the melon)  You see?

	Warthog:
	It does talk.

	Antelope:
	Now do you see why we’re going to the King?

	Warthog:
	Yeah.  Say this is amazing!

	Anansi:
	It sure is.  Nobody could be this ugly!

	warthog:
	A melon that talks.  Holy beetle grubs!  Say, do you mind if I tag along with you?  I want to see what the King thinks of this.

	Hippo:
	(looking at ANTELOPE for approval)  Well, I don’t see why not.  It can’t hurt.

	Antelope:
	You wouldn’t mind helping to push, would you?

	HIPPO:
	(as they start to exit) And do you have any food?  I could use a good salad right about now.

	Antelope:
	Hippo! You ate that entire pineapple bush a few minutes ago.

	Hippo:
	I know, but that was just an appetizer.  Now I’m in the mood for some greens.  

	(They exit with the MELON.  RHINO, OSTRICH and—somewhat after the rest—TURTLE  enter.  They look around and stop).

	OSTRICH:
	This looks like a great place for a picnic!

	Rhino:
	The perfect place.

	Ostrich:
	It ought to be nice and cool.

	RHINO:
	Let’s get out the picnic basket.

	Turtle:
	Don’t you think we should look a little further?  There might be a better place further on.

	Rhino:
	Not at the pace you move!  It’ll be nighttime before you decide on the right spot for lunch.

	Turtle:
	Don’t be so impulsive, Rhino.  What’s your hurry?

	Ostrich:
	Now settle down, you two.  Must you argue about everything?

	Rhino:
	Who’s arguing?  I’m just saying we should eat now.  It’s old lizard-in-a-shell over here who is being crotchety.

	Turtle:
	Who are you calling “lizard-in-a-shell,” Mr. “baggy pants?

	RhiNo;
	Baggy pants?  Why you…

	(He approaches TURTLE who immediately retreats into his shell.  RHINO turns the shell over with his horn and paws the ground angrily.)

	Ostrich:
	(trying to make peace) All right!  Now that’s enough.  Honestly!  (turning TURTLE back over)  Don’t the two of you know how to talk without insulting one another?

	Rhino:
	Aw, come on, Ostrich.  I didn’t mean it.  I was just fooling.

	Ostrich:
	Well, how does Turtle know that?  Turtle thinks you mean it.

	Turtle:
	He did mean it.  I was the one who was kidding.

	Ostrich:
	You two would get along much better if you said nice things to each other instead of being nasty.

	Rhino:
	Nice things?  Like what.

	Ostrich:
	Try complimenting each other.  Look for each other’s good points.  You’ll make the other animal feel better, and that will make you feel better too!

	Turtle:
	But what’s there to compliment in Rhino?

	Rhino:
	Or in Turtle?  There’s nothing good about her.

	Ostrich:
	Well, if you two haven’t found anything to compliment in each other, then you haven’t looked hard enough.  You should get to know each other a little better. You’d find all sorts of nice things to say to each other.

	(As TURTLE and RHINO are considering this new idea, ANTELOPE, HIPPO, WARTHOG and the MELON with ANANSI in it enter).

	Antelope:
	Ostrich!  Rhino!

	Hippo:
	Rhino!  Turtle!

	Rhino:
	Antelope!  Warthog!

	Ostrich:
	Hippo!  Warthog:

	Warthog:
	Turtle!  Ostrich!

	Turtle:
	Hippo!  Antelope!  It’s certainly a nice day for a walk.

	Hippo:
	Yes, and I see you all brought some food!

	Warthog:
	We don’t have time for that, Hippo.  We have to get to the King.

	Antelope:
	(afraid of telling the others) Shhh!

	Turtle:
	King?  You’re going to see the King?

	Rhino:
	Say, what’s up?

	Warthog:
	We have to show him this talking melon.

	Turtle:
	What do you mean?

	Hippo:
	This melon talks!

	Ostrich:
	(smiling)  Talks?

	Rhino:
	(giggling) A talking melon?

	Turtle:
	(laughing outright)  I never heard of such a thing.

	Ostrich:
	(laughing out loud)  That’s about as ridiculous as…

	Anansi:
	… as a six-foot high feather duster with wings!

	(All stop laughing immediately, and look at the MELON).

	Antelope:
	(apologetically)  Uh, you’ll have to excuse it.  It hasn’t got very good manners.

	Rhino:
	Very good manners??? It hasn’t got any manners at all.

	Anansi:
	Easy for you to say, you big raisin!

	Ostrich:
	Oh, dear.  You’re going to take it to the King?

	Hippo:
	Yeah, the King should know what to do with it.  And he probably has lots of delicacies to eat in his kitchen, too.  He might just invite us to dinner.

	Turtle:
	I don’t know about you guys, but I’ve lost interest in the picnic.  Let’s follow along and see what the King thinks of a talking melon.

	Ostrich:
	I don’t know.  He might get angry with us.

	Rhino:
	Oh, come now, you scaredy cat… uhh…scaredy bird!  I think we should go for it.

	Hippo:
	Sure, come join us.  And bring along that picnic, just in case.

	Turtle:
	Hey, wait for me!

	
	(They all exit, talking excitedly, pushing the MELON. TURTLE struggles after them, trying to keep up.)

	Turtle:
	Hey, wait for me.

	 (The KING CHIMPANZEE enters, peeling a banana.  He sits contentedly eating it in the center of the clearing when suddenly he hears a noise, and tilts his head to listen.  The animals with the MELON enter, except for TURTLE, but including, now, members of the ANIMAL CHORUS.)

	ANTELOPE:
	(excitedly)  Your majesty!  We’ve been looking all over for you.

	King:
	I don’t see why you have been looking all over.  I have been right here all along.

	Hippo:
	Yes, of course, your majesty.

	Antelope:
	It’s just that we have something incredible to show you.

	King:
	I can’t imagine anything I haven’t already seen.

	Warthog:
	No one has ever seen the likes of this your majesty.

	King:
	Humph!

	Antelope:
	It’s true, your majesty.  And here it is.

	King:
	(looking) A melon?  (the ANIMAL CHORUS reacts with laughter)  Believe me, I’ve seen melons before.  Even big ones like that!

	Hippo:
	Ah! But have you ever seen a talking melon?

	King:
	(suddenly interested)  A talking melon? (the ANIMAL CHORUS reacts with sounds of surprise)

	Antelope:
	That’s what we said.

	King:
	Well, no, I’ve definitely never seen a talking melon, before.

	Rhino:
	Check it out!

	
	(Slowly the KING rises and walks around the MELON, looking at it.  He pokes it and backs off quickly. Nothing.  He pokes it again. Then he shakes it. Nothing)

	Antelope:
	Talk to it, your majesty!  (The KING looks at the animals who urge him to try).

	KING:
	(hesitating)  Hello. (Nothing.  The other animals urge him to try again).  Er, hello!  Hello, there.  I hear that you talk. (Nothing)  It doesn’t seem to say anything.

	Warthog:
	Oh, but it does, your majesty.  We all heard it before.

	
	(The KING looks at the other animals who nod agreement)

	Animals:
	(nodding)  Uh huh! 

	KING:
	Well, it doesn’t seem to talk now.

	Ostrich:
	Try again.

	KING:
	(reluctantly)  As King of the jungle, I order you to talk to me. (nothing)  Well, that’s it.  If you think you can make a fool of me by bringing me some melon whom you claim talks, then you must think I’m… I’m… (he turns away from the MELON)

	Anansi:
	…a hairy fur ball with goo for brains (the ANIMAL CHORUS reacts with laughter). 

	King:
	(furiously)  What!!  (he whirls around)  Who said that?

	Antelope:
	It was it!

	Hippo:
	The melon!

	Rhino:
	It talked!

	KING:
	Hey, what are you trying to pull!?

	Ostrich:
	It wasn’t us.

	Warthog:
	The melon said it, we didn’t.

	KING:
	Oh yeah.  Well let’s see what it says about this!! 

	(He grabs the MELON furiously and hurls it through the air.  All the animals gasp as they watch it.  The KING turns on them).

	(shouting louder and louder) Now, whoever comes here with another crackpot story like that and insists on insulting me to boot had better run for their lives!

	Animals:
	(ad lib)  Ahh, run,  it wasn’t us. We swear.

	
	(The animals run for their lives and the KING chases them off until the clearing is empty.  Suddenly TURTLE arrives.)

	Turtle:
	Hi.  Did I miss anything??

	
	(The KING growls at him, and TURTLE hides in his shell)

	KING:
	Grrrr!  (He flips TURTLE upside down, and  stomps off.  TURTLE peers out)

	TURTLE:
	Help.  Somebody!  Help me!  Help!! 

	(RHINO and OSTRICH reappear tentatively, and carry off TURTLE once they see that the coast is clear.  Suddenly the MELON flies in and smashes to bits.  ANANSI rises, somewhat dazed, and climbs up a nearby vine).

	ANANSI:
	Back in the melon patch! Whew, now that was an adventure!  Well, all that fun has made me hungry again.  Maybe I’ll climb Antelope’s banana tree and have me a soft ripe banana.

	ANTELOPE:
	(entering)  I just don’t understand why the melon would only talk to us.

	HIPPO:
	(entering) Talk?? All it did was insult us.  We could have gotten into a lot of trouble.

	Antelope:
	We did get into a lot of trouble!  The King will probably never speak to us again.

	ANANSI:
	You should have asked us!  We bananas could have told you the talking melons are nothing but trouble.

	(ANTELOPE and HIPPO look at each other then slowly turn to look at the banana tree, then at each other again.  They both tiptoe away as fast as possible. ANANSI laughs


Curtain

PRODUCTION NOTES for ANANSI and the TALKING MELON

	STAGING:
	The melon should be played by three actors standing in a circle with a bolt of cloth wrapped around the outside of the circle to suggest the rind of the melon.  When Anansi enters it, he simply slips inside the cloth circle and can peer out at times.  The ensemble can pantomime pushing the melon at times, and the three actors, maintaining the shape of the circle can shuffle in the direction they are being pushed. The melon does not even have to leave the stage, but can travel in a circular route.

	STYLE:
	The production style is stylistic, especially as concerns sets.  The acting style is realistic and can also be improvisational—once the actors know their lines, they can improvise off of the story.

	COSTUMES:
	The recommended costume style is for all actors to wear a solid color which fits their animal (e.g., Anansi—black; Ostrich—white or gray, etc.)  Then masks should be made to either hang around their necks or to mount on headbands over their heads. Actors should use movement to help identify their characters.

	SETS AND LIGHTING:
	Sets are minimal, indicating a jungle.  This can be accomplished with a backdrop of a jungle, or with many large leaves cut from paper and mounted in different places in groups around the set.

	SOUND AND MUSIC:
	African rhythms should be used to set the mood and location of the piece before and after the show, and to cover scene transitions.


CURRICULUM SUGGESTIONS for ANANSI and the TALKING MELON

	LANGUAGE ARTS:
	Read other Anansi stories or trickster tales (see “Anansi and the Moss Covered Rock,” “Why the Hare Runs Away,” “Coyote and the Stars” and “Coyote and the Blue Flowers” contained in this collection, for instance). Discuss the similarities between the characters, and what makes a trickster a trickster. Make up and write down a trickster story of your own.  Re-write the story from the point of view of one of the minor characters. 

	SOCIAL STUDIES:
	Use the computer to search for the origin of Anansi stories.  What countries of the world are they told in?  What areas of the world did they originate in? Research and report on a culture where Anansi stories originated. What tribal customs led to the practice of storytelling?  What do you suppose the purpose of such stories was?  Research the nature of education in early cultures, and in particular the role stories played in instructing the culture’s youth.

	SCIENCE:
	Describe the food groups of fruit and vegetables?  What are their properties, as different from meat or dairy? What are their nutritional properties?
Study the digestive system of both humans and insects. How are they different? What happens to the food we eat?

	MATHEMATICS:
	Create word problems involving weight.  E.g., if two animals can lift a 10 pound melon, how many animals do you think it would take to lift a melon three times as heavy?


	ART:
	Draw illustrations for a book about the story.  Look on the computer for pictures of the various characters to help you.  Illustrate your own trickster tale, or one of the others in this play collection.

	MUSIC:
	Create a sound track for the play.  Listen to various African and Latin rhythm tracks and find some you like for background music.  Or create your own percussion instruments using found objects and use them to create a sound track for the play.

	DANCE:
	Develop movement patterns to illustrate each character in the story.


Coyote 
and the Stars
A Native American Tale

Written by Creative Educational Systems (CES.)  © Copyright: 1994

COYOTE AND THE STARS
CAST LIST

	Character
	Description
	Lines

	Shaman
	The story teller; the wise one
	8 lines

	First Man
	The father of the tribe, leader of the people
	19 lines

	First Woman
	The mother of the tribe, the nurturing force
	4 lines

	Coyote
	The trickster, the one who does not feel worthy and retreats from any form of work or participation, wants to be appreciated.
	9 lines, with long speeches

	The People:
	
	

	
Lion People
	People of Courage
	3 lines

	
Bear People
	People of Strength
	3 lines

	
Beaver People
	People of hard work and industry
	3 lines

	
Eagle People
	People of far sightedness and swift flight
	3 lines

	
Buffalo People
	People of freedom, swift runners
	3 lines

	
Mouse People
	People of discrimination, food gatherers
	3 lines

	
Rabbit People
	People of beauty and peace, the listeners
	3 lines


Note:

The cast size may vary depending on how many of each animal is cast.

COYOTE AND THE STARS

SCRIPT

	(Scene:  A bare stage.  Native American drums and flute music are playing.  A backdrop of a mountain, large and wild, resembling a volcano, behind a woodland scene, at the back of the stage.  The SHAMAN is sitting at the rear of the stage, on a slightly raised platform, suggesting a rock.  THE PEOPLE are seated around the performing space behind the audience.)

	Shaman:
	At the time when men and animals were alike and spoke the same language, the People—after many hardships—entered into the fifth world…the world that we live in today.  

	(The PEOPLE begin to climb through the audience, stepping over them, as though they were scaling cliffs and slogging through Jungles, until they all reach the open space around the SHAMAN’s rock, and are standing in a circle, with the SHAMAN in the center, flanked on the left by FIRST WOMAN, and the right by FIRST MAN.)

	Shaman:
	It was a fine place to live, they decided—with lots of water surrounding a broad land with room enough for everyone.
So, when everyone had climbed up into the new world, First Man and First Woman called together a council of all the peoples.  (Music dies out.)

	First Man:
	The Great Spirit has led us into this new world.  Here the earth will support us, the oceans will nourish us and the sky will protect us.  Here, each one of us will be able to give our gifts to one another and live in honor and peace.

	FIRST WOMAN:
	But each one of us must use our special gift to contribute something to this new world, so that Life will be better for all of us.

	Shaman:
	All the peoples looked at each other and scratched their heads.  They were young yet, you see, and not all of them had discovered what their special gift was.

	First Man:
	Lion people, what is your special gift?

	(The LIONS are seated just to the left of FIRST WOMAN in the circle.  They rise to speak.  Each animal group rises as it becomes its turn to speak, then sits when it is done.  COYOTE is sitting to the left of the LIONS, and when he realizes he will have to speak next, he sneaks behind the BEARS to their other side, trying to avoid  having to speak.  He does this time and again, continuing to change his spot in the circle, until it is the RABBIT’s turn and then, realizing he can’t keep on changing positions, starts to sneak away from the circle all together.)

	Lion 1:
	Our special gift is that of Courage—for we fear neither man nor beast.

	Lion 2:
	Our contribution to the world shall be mountains—to remind all people of Courage.

	(As each animal group mentions its gift, the rest of the animals pantomime or make statues of themselves to symbolize the gift.  Here, THE PEOPLE all reach up with both hands to touch the actors on either side, creating “mountain peaks.” As FIRST MAN resumes speaking, the actors relax and listen again.)

	First Man:
	Bear people, what is your gift?

	Bear 1:
	The gift of strength.

	First Man:
	Now all the peoples of this new world need water - more than just the oceans which surrounds us.

	Bear 2:
	We will, with our mighty paws, scoop out paths from the earth.

	Bear 1:
	Then mighty rivers may flow from sea to sea.

	(THE PEOPLE all reach out with both hands creating “waves” with their arms.)

	First Man:
	Eagle People?

	Eagle 1:
	The people of the Eagle clan shall cover the earth with great trees.

	(THE PEOPLE all reach up with both hands creating “trees” with their arms.  The EAGLES stretch their wings and fly once around the circle, settling in their spot again.)

	First Man:
	Yes!  On the shores of the lakes, along the banks of the rivers and as far up on the mountains as trees may grow.

	Eagle 2:
	We shall build our nests on the tallest of them...

	Eagle 1 & 2:
	...so that our gift of farsightedness shall be noted.

	First Man:
	Hard work and industry are the gifts of the Beaver people.

	Beaver 1:
	So we will dam up the rivers and make lakes.

	Beaver 2:
	All people will be able to find peace and solitude in the midst of their labors.

	(THE PEOPLE all reach out straight with both hands as if pushing logs, and hold them straight out, as if in a dam.)

	First Man:
	Buffalo People?

	Buffalo 1 & 2:
	The Buffalo People are a Free People.

	Buffalo 1:
	Swift as the wind we run and with the sound of thunder.

	Buffalo 2:
	We will create broad plains and race across them...

	Buffalo 1 & 2:
	...so that the people remember Freedom.

	(THE PEOPLE all reach in front of them into the circle with both arms outstretched and heads bowed, creating the “plains.” The BUFFALO rise and run ponderously once around the circle, settling in their spot again, as THE PEOPLE all pound the ground with their palms to create the thunder of hooves.)

	First Man:
	Mouse People are tiny.  They must learn to survive in this world.

	Mouse 1:
	Then we will discover what grains are good to eat.

	Mouse 2:
	We shall share this knowledge with the people.

	(THE PEOPLE all reach up with both hands creating “grain stalks” with their arms at different heights.  The MICE run once around the circle, checking the stalks and settling in their spot again.)

	First Man:
	Rabbit People?

	Rabbit 1:
	The Great Spirit has been good to us and given us this new world to be our Mother.

	Rabbit 2:
	The Rabbit People know how to listen to what she tells.

	First Man:
	Then you will blanket the hillsides and forests and even the great plains themselves with sweet-smelling flowers, so that the People will never forget the beauty and goodness of their Mother.

	(THE PEOPLE all take both hands next to their chins  creating “flowers”.  The RABBITS hop around the circle, sniffing the flowers and settling in their spot again.)

	Shaman:
	All this time, Coyote-Man had been slinking behind one group and another, trying not to be noticed.  But at last, every one of the animals had discovered their special gift and made a contribution to their new world except him.  He could hide no longer.

	First Man:
	Coyote-Man, we see you there, trying to hide from everybody.  Come and show yourself.  Tell us what you are going to contribute to our new world.

	Coyote:
	(mock innocence, returning to the center of the circle) Oh.  Were you speaking to me?

	First Man:
	Everyone has to contribute something, Coyote Man.  What are you going to do to help us make a better world?

	Coyote:
	Yes, I was just thinking about that, and I'm not brave like the Lion People, or strong like the Bears.  I don't much like to work like the Beavers do, and I don't see very far like the Eagles.  And even though I am as free as the Buffalo People, I can't run as fast.  I don't know one grain from another like the Mice do, and even though flowers are nice enough to look at, I guess, I'm much more interested in finding something to eat.  But I really would like to thank all of you for making the new world so beautiful for me to live in.

	All:
	What can you do, Coyote?

	Coyote:
	Er, well, I can sing!

	(THE PEOPLE all laugh and begin to taunt Coyote: "Lazy," "Good-for-Nothing," "Selfish" "Goof-off," etc.)

	First Man:
	Wait!  We must not think that the gift of one is any greater than that of another.  The Great Spirit shares His gifts equally among all his children.

	Coyote:
	Would you like to hear me sing?

	First Man:
	Not now, Coyote.  We all have work to do.  Go away and don't bother us while we prepare our new world.

	(Coyote exits)

	Shaman:
	The First Man and the First Woman decided to take the brightest and whitest of the flowers that the rabbits had made and weave them into a beautiful design to hang in the sky, so that the People would know the Laws of Nature and how to live by them.

	(THE PEOPLE all become flowers again and First Man and First Woman circle around "picking" the flowers.)

	First Man:
	We cannot use the flowers and write the Laws of Nature on the water, for it is always changing form.  And we cannot write them on the sand, for the wind would soon erase them.  So we shall put them in the sky, so that they may be read and remembered forever.

	Shaman:
	And so First Man and First Woman gathered the brightest and prettiest white flowers and put them into a large bag.  But it was growing late and much too dark to weave the flowers into the design of the Laws of Nature which would govern the People for all time; so First Man and First Woman and all the others lay down to sleep until morning...all except Coyote.

	(FIRST MAN and FIRST WOMAN sit side by side in the center of the circle, heads tilted to the side on their hands, as if sleeping.  The rest of THE PEOPLE all do the same right where they are sitting.  COYOTE enters the circle and speaks.)

	Coyote:
	(entering) Nobody wants to hear my singing and that's the only gift I have to give.  Well, I just won't worry about it and I'll find me something to eat.  Say, I wonder what's in that big bag next to First Woman.  I'll bet it's something juicy and delicious.  It certainly does smell good.

	(He reaches in bag.)

	
	What's this?  Flowers!

	(He tosses them over his shoulders.  Immediately 2 or 3 of the company members become stars.)

	
	The food must be further down in the bag.  I know.  I'll carry the bag down the hill where no one is around.  That way I'll have that scrumptious food all to myself.

	(During the SHAMAN’s narration, COYOTE pantomimes.  He picks up the bag, slings it over his shoulder, as if it is heavy.  Then he walks as if going down hill, around the outside of the circle, faster and faster, until he is running.  Finally, he trips head over heals and lands back in the center.)

	Shaman:
	Coyote picked up the bag of white flowers and started quietly down the hill, but the bag was heavier than he thought it would be, and the hill was steeper that he remembered.  Coyote started running faster and faster until he couldn't keep up with himself.  He stumbled and fell and went tumbling to the bottom.  The great bag of flowers burst open and the shiny, bright, white flowers flew up into the sky and stuck there.

	(COYOTE sees them and howls.)

	Coyote:
	Oh, noooooooo!

	(FIRST MAN and FIRST WOMAN wake)

	First Woman:
	Where is my bag of flowers?

	First Man:
	Look there!  What are they doing up in the sky?

	First Man & Woman:
	Coyote!  What have you done?

	Coyote:
	(quickly, as if trying to get out of trouble) Well, you see, nobody wanted to hear me sing, and I was really hungry, and there was this big bag that I thought might be food and...

	First Man:
	That's enough!  The design we were going to weave into the stars was to be so clear that all the people could read them.  And now you have scattered the flowers every which way, all across the sky.

	First Woman:
	What shall we do?

	First Man:
	Coyote, from this time forward, you shall read the stars for the People and sing to them the meaning of the seasons - when to hunt, when to mate and when to harvest...how to find their way in the new world.

	(FIRST MAN and FIRST WOMAN sit and listen to COYOTE)

	COYOTE:
	(sits, howling, nose in the air)  Owwooooooooo!

	Shaman:
	And so, every night since the time when men and animals were alike and spoke the same language, Coyote sings the meaning of the stars to all the people...and those who know how to listen, understand the laws of Nature and obey them.

	(Flute and drum music begins again.  All join the circle, except COYOTE who continues to howl in the center, and the SHAMAN, who steps back to sit on the rock again.  All turn to their right, and walk around in a circle, until FIRST MAN leads them off stage in a line.)
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PRODUCTION NOTES for COYOTE and the STARS

	STAGING:
	This is best staged with the audience seated in a circle, with the segment of the circle against the back wall open, to allow a backdrop.  An aisle leads away from the circle on the opposite side of the backdrop to allow entrances.  This preserves the council feeling and allows the theatricality of the stories their fullest expression.

	STYLE:
	The student actors should treat the story as though they were tribespeople retelling a tale, and taking on characters as required.  Should the child cast be young enough to have difficulty with the memorized lines, the style can be changed to a narrated pantomime, with the young children following the narration of the storyteller (usually an adult such as the teacher who will retell the story incorporating all the dialogue into the narration). Students can then pantomime what is being said.  Coyote and the Stars lends itself to a more dramatic than a comic treatment

	COSTUMES:
	These may be very simple, or complex.  Headbands and feathers may be cut from paper or cloth, with different colors for different characters. One very stunning effect can be made from dying t-shirts in ordinary hot tea.  This gives them the look of buckskin, especially if the hems are cut off the collar, sleeves and waist.  Fringing the edges add to the proper costume silhouette.  Adornments are added by each student to individualize his or her garment: beads, shells, seeds, feathers or natural objects of various kinds are sewn on; symbols or patterns are painted on to reflect the individual wearer’s personality and/or the animal people from which he/ she comes. Masks of the animals which hang on chords around the neck can also identify animals. 

	SETS AND LIGHTING:
	In arena staging—or in the round—no set is required.  In proscenium staging, a backdrop is used, usually a woodland mountain.  Where lighting is available, use blues and cool lighting for the night scenes and warm roses and ambers for the day scenes.

	PROPERTIES:
	It is recommended that most props indicated should be pantomimed.  An actual “talking stick” may be used.

	SOUND AND MUSIC:
	In each case, Native American flute music should be used.


CURRICULUM SUGGESTIONS for COYOTE and the STARS
	LANGUAGE ARTS:
	Read other Coyote stories or Native American myths.  Write a poem using the images in the story.  Write a journal entry as if you were living in the tribe described in the story, describing what your life is like.  For intermediate students, read such novels as Light in the Forest.  Let each student select a Native American name for him or herself, using the self-descriptive style of the Native Americans, e.g., whereas “Dances with Wolves” might no longer be current in today’s culture, “Glued to TV” or “Nose in Book” would work.

	SOCIAL STUDIES:
	Study the history of the Native Americans in this country.  Compare and contrast the lifestyles of different tribes in different geographical regions.  Look at photographs of current Native American reservations and discover the issues facing present day Native Americans in different parts of the continent.

	SCIENCE:
	The story describes the origin of the constellations. What other creation myths in other cultures describe the stars?  Check out the mythology behind present constellations such as Orion and Perseus. How do scientists currently describe the composition of stars?

	MATHEMATICS:
	What is the distance to the nearest star?  The nearest planet? The moon? If the Sun were the size of a grapefruit, the nearest star, using that scale, would have to be 3,000 miles away. Use this idea to discuss a concept of “scale” to represent large distances and sizes.  How many stars are in the Milky Way Galaxy? 


	ART:
	Study paintings of Western artists Frederick Remington, C.W.  Russell, Roy Kerswill, Bev Doolittle and John Clymer, especially those dealing with Native Americans.  Study also paintings by Native artists.  Contrast styles of the artists.  What themes do they deal with?  Create a medicine shield, choosing a color which is symbolic for yourself, and placing symbols on the shield which are personal, such as a symbol for your name, your animal totem, representations of favorite objects or hobbies, and adornments of found natural objects.  Hang the shields around the playing space to make a stage setting: tripods made of three sticks will work.

	MUSIC:
	Compose or select a song to be inserted in different places in the story.  Listen to various Native American chants.  Using drums, wastebaskets, or flat surfaces of any kind for drumming, learn the rhythm of the drums in the chants and drum along with them. Listen to Native American flute music.

	DANCE:
	Choreograph and/or learn a Native American dance, such as would be performed by the tribe praying to the Great Spirit or one appropriate to honor Father Sun or Mother Earth.


ET’s Save the Earth
Written by Creative Educational Systems (CES). © Copyright: 2001

CAST LIST

	Character
	Description
	Lines

	Quasar
	Leader of the mission to save planet earth
	11 lines

	Pulsar
	The Science officer of the mission (a Mr. Spock type)
	8 lines

	Nebula
	The second in command, a leader in the mission.
	8 lines

	Quark
	One of the ET’s assigned to the mission, a doubter
	2 lines

	Cosmos
	One of the ET’s assigned to the mission
	1 lines

	Chronos
	One of the ET’s assigned to the mission
	1 lines

	Spectrum
	One of the ET’s assigned to the mission
	1 lines

	ET’s 1 through 10
	ET’s on assignment on Earth
	4 lines each

	Businessperson
	A cut-throat businessperson who cares only about money
	20 lines

	Homeless person
	Person with a good education who cannot find work
	7 lines

	Old Woman
	Older lady trying to get a cab
	5 lines

	Taxi cab driver
	A tough cab driver with a good heart
	3 lines

	Cop
	A kind police officer who tries to help 
	4 lines

	Gus
	A thief, but good at heart.  Feels he must rob to survive because of unlucky circumstances of joblessness
	24 lines

	Barney
	A simpleton thief, happy-go-lucky, not thrilled about the idea of robbing but convinced that Gus knows best
	17 lines

	Jose
	A well-to-do job counselor, strong and compassionate
	18 lines

	Maria
	A well-to-do job counselor, willful, and compassionate
	15 lines

	Citizen #1
	A person of color, well educated, living in a poor neighborhood
	8 lines

	Citizen #2
	A person of color, well educated, living in a poor neighborhood
	6 lines

	Policeman #1
	A prejudiced white cop who experiences a change of heart
	15 lines

	Policeman #2
	A prejudiced white cop who experiences a change of heart
	13 lines

	Captain
	The Captain of the local precinct, also prejudiced
	9 lines

	Dirk Slime
	A conscienceless corporation president who adores his daughter
	14 lines

	Dorothy Slime
	Dirk’s 8 year old daughter
	7 lines

	Beatrice Might
	Dirk’s second in command, a woman of conscience who is stuck in the corporate machine
	4 lines

	President of the U.S.
	A powerful man who is scared of other countries gaining more power than the U.S. and therefore builds arms
	23 lines

	Aide #1
	Aide to President of the U.S.
	7 lines

	Aide #2
	Aide to President of the U.S.
	10 lines

	Mumar Boom Ba Ba
	The leader of Sumia, a small Middle Eastern power and sworn enemy of the United States
	10 lines

	Sumian Aide
	Right hand person to Mumar
	4 lines


Note:
The cast size may vary depending on how many extra ET’s are cast and how much double casting is undertaken (e.g., ET’s in earlier scenes can return as other characters in later scenes)

Note:
Gender in all parts is interchangeable and will have no affect on the theme of the story, despite the fact that the parts have been written to reflect a particular gender.

ET’s SAVE THE EARTH:
SCRIPT

	SCENE 1:
(Scene:  The auditorium of a futuristic building.  People enter in groups.  They are in futuristic uniforms.  They appear to be an organization, a mission of some kind.  QUASAR, PULSAR and NEBULA enter with notebooks.  They take center stage, QUASAR in the center with the other two on either side.  The rest quickly rearrange themselves in seated positions, listening.  QUASAR addresses the audience.)

	Quasar:
	You all know why we are here.  The Earth people have asked for our help.  And as the Intergalactic Council, we must respond.  Pulsar?

	Pulsar:
	(Stepping forward) Selfish behavior on Earth has reached dangerous levels.  More and more Earthlings are doing things that are good only for themselves and harmful to others.  They are not taking others into account, let alone what is best for the entire planet. (steps back)

	Quasar:
	Thank you, Pulsar.  Obviously if this selfishness continues, the Earth faces self-destruction.  Nebula will now brief you on the preparations we have been making.

	Nebula:
	(Steps forward) As you know, for many years now, in anticipation of this moment, we at Mission Control have been sending to Earth extraterrestrials in the shape of humans.  They have all been born into human bodies, and have grown up from babies.  There is, in fact, very little distinction between these “ET humans” and normal humans, except for the memory banks in their brains and a special encoding of their DNA.

	Quasar:
	We put part of the ET humans’ memories to sleep when they were born, since memory of who they really were, and what they were there to do, would have been too shocking.

	Nebula: 
	But in the DNA structure of each of these extraterrestrial humans was an alarm clock.

	Quasar:
	And the clock is set to wake them up to their true identity at the right time for our mission to begin.

	Nebula:
	That time is now!  Many of you sitting out there are just now realizing that you are part of the Mission to Save Planet Earth.

	Pulsar:
	You have been put here to help solve the Earth’s problems.

	Quasar:
	We now have many extraterrestrials living on Planet Earth, all ready to help. All that remains is to decide what best to do.

	
	(There are murmurs.  People seem to be “waking up”.  QUARK’s hand goes up.)

	Quark:
	Quasar?

	Quasar:
	Yes, Quark?

	Quark:
	Are you saying that we have to decide how to help solve the Earth’s problems?

	Quasar:
	Yes, that is what we are saying.

	cosmos:
	But Mission Control must have some plan?

	Pulsar:
	The best plan will be made by those who have lived on Earth and seen it from inside a human body while growing up. You will understand best what kind of plan will work.

	spectrum:
	But wouldn’t it be helpful for us to know something about what these earthlings are doing wrong?  Especially since we’re supposed to help?

	CHronos:
	Yes, how can we plan what to do, if we don’t know what the problem is that we’re trying to fix?.

	
	(The three leaders whisper among themselves.  NEBULA steps up)

	Nebula:
	That is an excellent question, Chronos.  In order to best help humankind, we ET’s need to see what it is that people are doing and why it is potentially taking Earth on a path to destruction.

	Quasar:
	You will be sent out to observe in groups of two.  You will observe humans going about their everyday lives and you will determine what must be done to help.

	Pulsar:
	And remember, in addition to being invisible to the humans, you still have your other Extraterrestrial Powers.  You may find them useful in changing human behavior.

	Quasar:
	Mission control wishes you all good fortune on this most important quest.  The Earth’s very future is at stake.  Please waste no time in getting on with your assignments.

	(The ET’s in the audience rise and talking among themselves begin to disperse.  The three leaders gather their materials and exit together talking.  The lights dim).

	Scene 2:
	The Businessperson

	
	(Scene:  A city street.  A businessperson is walking along a street, obviously in a hurry, rushing, talking on a cell phone.  He approaches a homeless person on the corner.  Two ET’s are standing off to the side, invisible to the humans, talking to each other.)

	ET 1:
	Well, this is our assigned spot.  Apparently something is supposed to happen here and I guess we’re supposed to help.

	ET 2:
	But we still don’t know why humans are so selfish.

	ET 1:
	Maybe we should watch for a while and see what we can learn.

	ET 2:
	Good idea.  Look, there are some humans now!

	Businessperson:
	(entering, on the phone, angry)  Don’t give them a single dollar!  They’re vultures, I tell you.  We have to get all their money on this deal or I promise you they’ll get ours.

	HOmeless:
	(Stepping forward)  Sir, could you spare a quarter for me to buy some food?

	Businessperson:
	Get lost! (on the phone again, standing at the curb waiting for a taxi)  I want you to sell the company for no less than 55 million dollars. (pause) What?  (pause) Who cares if we put people out of work?  This is business! Got it?  Good. (hangs up)

	Homeless:
	Please, sir.  I haven’t eaten in 3 days.  Just a few cents would help.

	Businessperson:
	So would getting a job. (turns away to flag a cab)

	Homeless:
	I’ve tried to get one sir, but there doesn’t seem to be any work out there for engineers with my training at the moment.

	(At this moment, an OLD WOMAN enters, walking slowly and looking for a cab too)

	Businessperson:
	So do something else. Work at McDonalds.

	homeless:
	I do have a job working for minimum wage, $6 an hour.  But you know how much it costs to live in this city.  I can’t do it on minimum wage.  I lost my home. And without a home and telephone, it’s hard to get another job.

	Businessperson:
	I’m sure you have a hard life, but it’s not my problem.

	Old Woman:
	Taxi!!!

	(A cab approaches, as the OLD WOMAN flags it down.  The BUSINESSPERSON has not been paying attention to the street, but when he hears her, he whirls around).

	Businessperson:
	Hey, that’s my cab!

	OLD WOman:
	I don’t believe it is, sir.  I just hailed it.  I think it stopped for me.

	Businessperson:
	I was here long before you.  Get out of my way.

	CABBIE:
	Hey, Mack, watch what you’re doing to the lady.

	Businessperson:
	Be quiet, you.  This is none of your business.

	(The OLD WOMAN grabs the BUSINESSPERSON’s sleeve and is trying to keep him from getting into the cab.  The BUSINESSPERSON is trying to brush her off).

	OLD WOMAN:
	Oh no you don’t!

	Businessperson:
	Get lost.

	(The ET’s step forward, still unnoticed)

	ET 1:
	That business person is certainly being selfish!

	ET 2:
	The least he could do is let the woman have the cab.. There are always more cabs.

	ET 1:
	Let’s teach him a lesson.

	ET 2:
	What do you have in mind?  The old Mind Meld?

	ET 1:
	Yeah, the old Mind Meld!  Watch!

	(ET 1, invisible, steps up to the BUSINESSPERSON and grabs his head with one hand.  The BUSINESSPERSON gets a look of surprise and then a vacant stare.  The OLD WOMAN stares at him in surprise.  As ET 1 lets go and steps away, the BUSINESSMAN seems to get a grip again, though somewhat dazed)

	Businessperson:
	Whoa!

	Cabbie:
	Is everything all right, Mack?

	Businessperson:
	Huhn?  Oh, sure, sure. Say, why don’t you go ahead and take the cab, Ma’am.

	Old Woman:
	Are you sure?

	Businessperson:
	Sure, go ahead.  There will be another one along any minute.

	Old Woman:
	Well, thank you, you’re very kind.

	Cabbie:
	Thanks, Mack.  I’ll swing back around here after I drop this lady off and see if you still need a cab.

	Businessperson:
	Thanks.

	(The OLD WOMAN gets into the cab which drives off.  The BUSINESSPERSON stands watching for a moment, then smiles)

	
	That was pretty cool.  I feel really good.

	(Suddenly he notices HOMELESS still standing off to the side)

	
	Here, fellow. I have the Chinese food I ordered for dinner.  I won’t give you cash, but if you’re hungry, you can take it.

	HOMELESS:
	Gee thanks, sir.

	Businessperson:
	Don’t mention it.

	HOMELESS:
	You saved my life.

	Businessperson:
	No, it was nothing.  I’m sure you are intelligent enough to get by on your own.

	(The HOMELESS person sits down and begins to eat.  A COP enters.  The BUSINESSPERSON doesn’t notice, smiling to himself)

	
	Actually, this is kind of fun.

	ET 2:
	We can’t leave the mind meld on him forever.

	ET 1:
	Yeah, he’s got to be able to think un-selfishly on his own. 

	
	(ET 1 grabs the BUSINESS PERSON’s head again and then backs off)

	Businessperson:
	(Reeling) Hunh?  What happened?  Hey!  What happened to my dinner??  (he sees the HOMELESS person eating his dinner)  That bum stole it!  I’ll report this.  Officer??

	COP:
	(approaching)  Yes, sir?

	Businessperson:
	(hesitating)   Officer, that bum over there… (he pauses, looking back)  Uhh…(he stops, confused, trying to remember something)

	COP:
	Yes?  What about him?

	Businessperson:
	(Stares for a moment, then decides)  Well, he hasn’t got a place to stay.  I gave him my dinner, but perhaps you could help him find a safe shelter for the evening.

	COP:
	I’ll do my best sir, thank you.

	Businessperson:
	No problem.

	COP:
	I just wish everyone were as helpful to their neighbor as you are.

	Businessperson:
	(Walking off, smiling)  Don’t mention it.

	(The BUSINESSPERSON exits.  The COP helps the HOMELESS person up and they walk off talking.  The ET’s shake hands and begin to exit).

	SCENE 3:
	The Robbers

	(Scene:  A city street.  Two robbers, GUS and BARNEY enter and stand in the shadows watching.  JOSÉ and MARIA enter, a nice couple.  Two more invisible ET’s enter.  They are off to one side, watching)

	ET 3:
	(to ET 1 and 2, as they exit)  Good job.

	ET 4:
	But look.  Those two look like robbers.

	GUS:
	Look, here come two stiffs.

	Barney:
	Are you sure, boss?

	Gus:
	Whaddya mean, am I sure?

	Barney:
	I don’t know if this is such a good idea.

	Gus:
	Look, don’t get cold feet on me now, okay?

	Barney:
	It just seems wrong now, that’s all.

	Gus:
	Look, I said I’d take care of you, right?

	Barney:
	Right, but…

	Gus:
	And you know we need some cash, right?

	Barney:
	But they look so nice, Gus.  They’re probably very nice people.

	Gus:
	That’s the point, Barney.  They look nice because they have money.  And because they’re nice, they probably won’t mind giving some of it to us.  Come on.

	Barney:
	We’re not going to use our guns, though, right Gus?

	Gus:
	We won’t use our guns unless they make trouble.

	ET 3:
	I think we better step in here.

	ET 4:
	Yeah. Let’s do the old Freeze Trick!

	(GUS and BARNEY approach JOSÉ and MARIA)

	Gus:
	Okay.  Give us your dough.  (He pulls out his gun.  BARNEY does to.)

	JosÉ:
	What?

	Maria:
	Wait?  What do you want?

	Gus:
	You heard me.  Give me your money and your jewels.

	Barney:
	(nervously)  Yeah!

	JosÉ:
	Now look, we work hard for our money.

	MAria:
	Please don’t hurt us.

	Gus:
	Zip it, bub!

	Barney:
	Yeah!

	JosÉ:
	Look, you don’t want to do this.

	Gus:
	Oh no?  And why not?

	JosÉ:
	Because we’ve seen your faces.

	Maria:
	(trying to stop him)  José!!!

	JosÉ:
	We can identify you now.

	Barney:
	Uh-oh!

	Maria:
	But if you leave us alone, we won’t say anything to anyone. Promise!

	Gus:
	Well isn’t that sweet.  They promise. We didn’t want to do this, but now I’m afraid we’re going to have to silence you… permanently!  Ready, Barney?

	Barney:
	Yeah.  I mean… wait, Gus?

	Gus:
	We can’t go back now, Barney.  They’re going to rat us out.  On three!  Ready?  One…

	JosÉ:
	Wait.

	Maria:
	No!

	Gus:
	Two…

	Et 3:
	FREEZE!

	(All four humans freeze.  The ET’s replace GUS and BARNEY’s guns with bananas).

	
	UNFREEZE!

	Gus:
	Three!  (He attempts to fire.  Then realizes he has a banana.  BARNEY just watches without firing)

	JOSÉ:
	(thinking he’s been shot)  Ahhhh!

	Maria:
	No!!

	Gus:
	What the…???  Where’s my gun?

	Barney:
	Hey look Gus, a banana!  (He’s delighted)

	JosÉ:
	What happened?

	Gus:
	Uhh… I don’t know.  But you better do as we say or…

	Maria:
	Or what?  You’ll stuff that banana in our mouth?

	JosÉ:
	Yes, what are you going to do?

	Barney:
	Say, Gus (he’s eating his banana) These are pretty good!

	Gus:
	I said, give me your dough!

	JosÉ:
	I don’t think so.

	Gus:
	Then I’ll just have to.. to… (he is at a loss.  Discouraged, he gives up and sits down)  Oh, durn.  Things never work out! (He sits, chin in his hands).

	Barney:
	Don’t feel bad Gus. Eat your banana.  Bananas are good for you.

	Maria:
	(looking at Jose and then at Gus, compassionately) Why did you two want to rob us anyway?

	Gus:
	Because we needed some money, that’s why.

	JosÉ:
	For what?

	Barney:
	We haven’t got jobs.

	Maria:
	You poor dears.  We can’t give you our money, but we can help you in another way, can’t we José?

	JosÉ:
	Maria and I are job counselors.  Why don’t you come back to the office with us.

	Maria:
	We can probably find you jobs that start right away.

	Barney:
	Did you hear that Gus?  A job!

	JosÉ:
	Come on.  We’ll help you out.

	Gus:
	You’d help us even after we tried to rob you?

	Maria:
	We know you didn’t want to.  You were in trouble.

	JosÉ:
	But even if you’re in trouble, you must not hurt someone else just to get what you want.

	Maria:
	Come on, lets find you some work.

	Barney:
	Great!  Come on, Gus.

	JosÉ:
	Yes, come on.

	Gus:
	I don’t want any charity.

	Maria:
	I promise you, this isn’t charity.

	JosÉ:
	You’re going to work hard for every dollar you earn.

	Barney:
	Come on, Gus.  Let’s try it.

	Gus:
	(rises reluctantly)  Oh, all right.  (They all start out.  GUS looks at his banana and takes a bite) Mmm!  These are good!  (The ET’s congratulate each other.  Everyone exits, discussing the benefits of bananas).

	Scene 4:
	Prejudice

	(Scene:  A city street in front of a police station.  Two white officers have two CITIZENS of color hand-cuffed and are taking them in.  Two invisible ET’s are off to one side, watching).

	Citizen #1:
	I tell you we’re innocent!

	Citizen #2:
	We didn’t do anything.

	Policeman #1:
	Sure, sure.

	Policeman #2:
	Tell it to the judge.

	Policeman #1:
	I suppose you were just hanging around that store for fun.

	Citizen #1:
	We live there!

	Citizen #2:
	Right above the store.  That’s our apartment.

	Policeman #2:
	A likely story.

	Policeman #1:
	If you live in the ghetto, you must be no good.

	Citizen #1:
	Just because we live in a poor neighborhood doesn’t make us criminals.

	Policeman #2:
	(sarcastic) Right, and you probably have a college education, huh?

	Citizen #2:
	As a matter of fact, we do.

	Policeman #1:
	A real pair of geniuses, hunh?  Come on.  You’re under arrest.

	Citizen #1:
	But what did we do?

	Policeman #2:
	You look suspicious, all right?  Now get moving.

	ET #5:
	It looks like some prejudice going on here.

	ET #6:
	Say, maybe we can teach them a lesson.

	ET #5:
	Let’s pull the old Switcheroo!

	ET #6:
	Good idea. 

	(The ET’s motion in the air, as if casting a spell.  There is a flash of light, then a blackout.  As the light returns, the CITIZENS have become white, and the POLICEMEN black.  The POLICE take the CITIZENS into the station.  The police CAPTAIN looks up from the desk.)

	Captain:
	What’s going on?

	Policeman #1:
	We found these two up to no good.

	Policeman #2:
	They were about to rob a store.

	Captain:
	What, are you crazy???

	Policeman #1:
	Crazy? No way.

	Policeman #2:
	What’s the matter with you?

	Captain:
	There’s nothing the matter with me, boy!  And you will address me as Captain, you got me?

	Policeman #1:
	Boy?

	Captain:
	(aside to them)  Two black cops arresting two white people?  Just who do you boys think you are? (The two CITIZENS look at each other and stare, realizing they are white).

	Policeman #2:
	Black cops?

	Captain:
	Go back to your own precinct, boys.  We don’t put up with your kind harassing our people here.

	Policeman #1:
	Our precinct??  This is our precinct.

	Captain:
	I’m warning you boy.  Get out of here before these people decide to press charges.  (He pushes them out.  Turns to the CITIZENS and takes their cuffs off.  Outside the POLICEMEN pantomime discovering that they are black.)  I’m awfully sorry for the mix-up, folks.

	Citizen #1:
	(confused) Mix-up?

	Citizen #2:
	(elbows him quickly in the ribs) Thanks.

	Captain:
	I can assure you those two will be disciplined.  They just don’t understand the rules.  Know what I mean?

	Citizen #1:
	Rules?

	Citizen #2:
	You mean we’re free to go?

	Captain:
	I trust you won’t press charges?

	Citizen #1:
	(still confused)  Charges? No.  We won’t press charges.

	Captain:
	Good.  Again, sorry

	(The CITIZENS go out in the street.  The POLICEMEN are still confounded)

	Policeman #1:
	There they are.

	Policeman #2:
	What did you two do?

	Citizen #2:
	What do you mean?

	Citizen #1:
	Are you going to start that again?

	Policeman #1:
	How come you’re both suddenly white and we’re black?

	Citizen #1:
	I’m not sure.

	Citizen #2:
	We had nothing to do with it.

	Policeman #2:
	The Captain had no cause to treat us that way.

	Policeman #1:
	Yeah, what’s with that?

	Policeman #2:
	Just because he thought we were black, he threw us out of the precinct.

	Policeman #1:
	Yeah, it’s not fair.

	Citizen #1:
	(knowingly, after a pause)  It’s a funny feeling, isn’t it?

	Citizen #2:
	(amused) What’s it like, looking at things from a different point of view?

	Policeman #1:
	Kind of strange.

	Policeman #2:
	Yeah, I guess I never realized what it was like.

	Policeman #1:
	I’m not sure I like this much.

	Citizen #1:
	Look, you both had a rough day.  Let us buy you a cup of coffee.

	Policeman #2:
	You’d do that?

	Citizen #2:
	Why not?  Are you really so different from us?

	Policeman #1:
	I guess not.  Say, could you get us a donut too?

	Policeman #2:
	Do you think they’ll let us into the restaurant?

	Citizen #1:
	Don’t worry.  We’ll tell them you’re with us.  (This makes them all laugh.  The CITIZENs high five. All exit)

	Et #5:
	Good one.  But we can’t leave them like that.

	ET #6:
	Don’t worry.  We’ll let them experience what it’s like to be a different race for a while.  Then we’ll change them back while they’re sleeping.  (Exeunt)

	Scene 5:
	Pollution

	(Scene:  An office of executive DIRK SLIME. He is sitting at his desk, talking to his associate, BEATRICE MIGHT.  Two invisible ET’s are off to one side, watching).

	DIRK:
	I want you to dump the waste in the river this evening.  And try not to get caught doing it.

	BEATRICE:
	But Mr. Slime, that waste is toxic.  It will pollute the river and kill the plant and animal life downstream.

	Dirk:
	Do you think I care about that?  This is a business, Miss Might.  What’s important is the bottom line.  Money.

	BEatrice:
	But Mr. Slime, if we get caught, it’s a huge fine.

	Dirk:
	Not as huge as the money it will cost us to dispose of that waste in an (mocking tone) “environmentally friendly” manner.  We do better dumping the waste, and that’s all that I care about.

	Beatrice:
	Very well, Mr. Slime.  I’ll see that it is done.

	Dirk:
	That’s my girl.  Remind me to give you a raise, Miss Might.

	Beatrice:
	Don’t forget to give me a raise, boss.  

	(SLIME chuckles.  MIGHT exits.  The ET’s look at each other)

	ET #7:
	This man doesn’t care at all.

	ET #8:
	Well, he does care about one thing… his daughter.

	ET #7:
	Shall we try the time warp?

	ET #8:
	Excellent.  Let’s put him in an alternate time dimension.

	(The ET’s motion in the air, as if casting a spell.  There is a flash of lights.  SLIME lays his head down on his desk just before it happens.  When he raises it again, he looks about)

	Dirk:
	What happened?  (Looks about)  Hunh!  I guess I must have dozed off for a minute.  My god!  It’s five o’clock.  I’ve got to pick up Dorothy in half an hour. (He runs out)

	(SLIME re-enters with his 8-year old daughter, DOROTHY.  He is obviously very fond of her, his only child).

	DIRK:
	Did you have a good time at Mommy’s house, Dorothy?

	Dorothy:
	Yes, Daddy.  Daddy, can we walk down by the river.

	Dirk
	Sure, Dorothy.

	Dorothy:
	I like looking at the fish.

	DIRK:
	Well, I don’t know if there are going to be any fish, today, Dorothy.

	Dorothy:
	Why not Daddy?

	Dirk:
	Well, I think they all went on vacation.

	Dorothy:
	Daddy, fish don’t go on vacation!

	Dirk:
	Well we can go look for them if you want.

	(They walk down by the river.  DOROTHY runs up to the river)

	
	Dorothy, I wouldn’t get to close.  Dorothy!!

	Dorothy:
	Look, daddy, the water is green.

	Dirk:
	That’s nice.

	Dorothy:
	Maybe the fish are hiding underneath (she sticks her hand in the river, withdraws it screaming).  Ahhh!  Daddy, daddy, daddy.

	Dirk:
	Dorothy!!! What did you stick your hand in the river for??  I told you not to do it.

	Dorothy:
	Daddy, help me.  My hand is dissolving.  Daddy!!

	Dirk:
	Somebody help us!  God forgive me, I’ve killed my daughter.  Help!!

	
	(The ETs motion with their hands. There is a flash of lights followed by a blackout.  As the lights come up, DOROTHY is gone and DIRK is discovered back at his desk with his head down.  He slowly raises his head, calling out at first).

	
	Help.  Help me!  (he stops and looks around, confused) What happened? I’m back in my office.  What happened?  (the truth dawns on him) A dream.  It must have been a dream.  Dorothy’s all right.  (He suddenly realizes what he’s done)  All right.  Her hand.  My god, what have I done!  (He picks up the phone)  Get me Miss Might, quick! (pause)   Miss Might?  Can we still stop that toxic waste from being dumped in the river?  Oh, good.  Thank god!  Stop it immediately.  What?  Well I just had a change of heart that’s all.  Well I guess it’s because there would be too much damage.  Plants, fish, and maybe humans too.  Okay, so don’t dump any more waste.  It’s worth the money to dispose of it properly.  It’ll be better for everyone, including us.  Well, I’ve got to go get my daughter.  Thanks (he hangs up and exits.  The ET’s give each other the “thumbs up”)

	Scene 6:
	The President

	(Scene:  The oval office.  The president and several AIDES are present.  On the other side of the stage is an office in the small Middle Eastern country of Sumia. The leader of Sumia and an aide are pacing, upset.  Two invisible ET’s are off to one side, watching).

	President:
	What’s the reaction to our announcement that we are going to build the new defense system?

	Aide #1:
	Excellent.  The polls show that the American public is 77% in favor of us building the most fool proof defense system in the world against enemy attack.  

	Aide #2:
	Our allies are strongly in favor of it too.

	President:
	What about Sumia, our enemy in the Middle East? Any word?

	(The scene shifts to the Sumian office.  The leader is pacing as his AIDE looks on).

	MUMAR:
	The Americans are building a defense system that will make them unbeatable.

	Sumian aide:
	What are we going to do?

	MUMAR:
	What else can we do?  If they build it, they’ll probably attack us because they know we can’t win.

	Sumian AIDE:
	Can we stop them?

	MUMAR:
	Maybe.  (picks up the phone)  Give me the president of the United States.

	(The phone rings in the PRESIDENT’s office.  He picks it up)

	President:
	President Shrub!

	MUMAR:
	This is Mumar Boom Ba Ba.  You are building a new defense system.

	President:
	Yes, we will finish it by the end of the year.

	MUMAR:
	(getting angrier and angrier) Then we are going to have to build a new weapon to penetrate your defense system.

	President:
	(getting angrier and angrier) If you do that Mumar, we will just build a weapon that will destroy your new weapon before it leaves Sumia.

	MUMAR:
	And we will have to build a weapon that not only destroys your weapon, but the people who fire it.

	President:
	And we’ll build one that destroys your weapon, the people firing it, and all buildings for hundreds of miles in all directions.

	(They both slam down the phone)

	Sumian Aide:
	Well, that seemed to work! (Mumar glares at him)

	ET #9:
	I think we need a little trick.

	ET #10:
	A magical disappearing act?

	ET #9:
	Let’s do it!  (They leave the stage.  AIDE #2 enters the PRESIDENT’s office)

	Aide #2:
	Mr. President!  Bad news.

	President:
	What?

	Aide #2:
	Our weapons have disappeared.

	President:
	What do you mean?  Which weapons?

	Aide #2:
	All of them.

	President:
	All of them?

	AIde #2:
	Yes sir.

	President:
	Our bombs?

	Aide #2: 
	Gone?

	President:
	Our airplanes?

	Aide #2:
	Gone.

	President:
	Our missiles?

	Aide #2:
	Gone too.

	President:
	Oh my goodness.  We’re totally defenseless.  And I just angered the leader of Sumia, our enemy.

	Aide #1:
	What can we do?

	President:
	There’s only one thing we can do. Bluff.  Fake it. (He picks up the phone again.  It rings in MUMAR’s office.  The ET’s reappear at the side of the stage, listening.)

	MUMAR:
	Mumar, here.

	President:
	Mumar, you are right.  I’ve decided not to make that weapon that will destroys everything for 100 miles around.

	MUMAR:
	(He looks surprised then gives his AIDE the thumbs up)  I’m certainly glad to hear it.  We in turn have decided that our weapon that destroys your weapon and the people who fire it is just too costly to build right now.  We’re going to put it on the back burner.

	President:
	(He gives his AIDE the thumbs up)  Well that is certainly good news.  In fact it inspires me with such confidence, Mumar, that we have decided not to build our new defense system either.

	MUMAR:
	Well that certainly is welcome news, coming from you Mr. President.  That will make it easier for us to avoid building ANY new weapons and concentrate our entire money supply on helping our country’s people lead better lives.

	President:
	I’m certainly glad to hear it.  I look forward to a long and lasting peace between our two countries.

	MUMAR:
	As do I, Mr. President. Goodbye for now.  (He hangs up)  We did it.  He decided not to build it.

	Sumian Aide:
	Praise be to Allah.

	President:
	(Getting off the phone, surprised)  Amazing!

	Aide #1:
	What?

	President:
	Well he not only promised not to build retaliatory weapons, but not to build ANY weapons at all.

	Aide #1:
	So we’re going to have peace?

	President:
	Yes.

	Aide #1:
	Thank God!

	Aide #2:
	(Entering).  Good news Sir.  The weapons have all reappeared.

	President:
	What!!!

	Aide #2:
	It’s true, Sir.  I don’t know how it happened.  No one does.

	President:
	That means that we’re in control again.

	Aide #1:
	Do you want me to get Mumar back on the line, so you can tell him you changed your mind?

	President:
	No, I think not.  I have decided not to build any more weapons or defense systems.

	Aide #1:
	The thought of peace is rather pleasant isn’t it, sir?

	President:
	It certainly is.  (The lights fade as the ET’s shake hands).

	Scene 7:
	Conclusion

	(Scene:  The auditorium of the futuristic building. QUASAR, PULSAR and NEBULA are addressing the audience.)

	Quasar:
	And so it appears that our mission to Earth has been successful.

	Pulsar:
	At least it has put Earth on the right path towards peace and prosperity for all.

	nebula:
	But we must not drop our vigilance.

	quasar:
	Not at all.  If what we have started is to succeed, the Earthlings must want to stop selfish behavior.

	Pulsar:
	Each man, woman and child on Earth is going to have to choose, at each and every minute, to do what is best for everyone… 

	Nebula:
	… and not just for his or her own good.

	Quasar:
	The Earthlings are going to have to get rid of selfishness once and for all.

	Pulsar:
	And we believe they are a strong people with a strong will and a good heart.

	Nebula:
	With our supervision, we are convinced they will succeed.

	Quasar:
	And so, we can look forward to a bright new era for Planet Earth.  It can take its rightful place in the Cosmos as a land of Truth, Peace and Respect for all.

	Pulsar:
	So we end this mission’s initial phase.

	Nebula:
	To all of you, keep watching each other and the humans.  And good luck on your next mission.  

	(All the ET’s begin to gather for the curtain call.  The other casts join them)
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	Staging:
	The opening should have the 3 ET leaders standing on stage while the remaining ETs are seated in the front of the audience or standing in the “orchestra pit” in front of the stage.  The leaders can be on slightly raised platforms if available. If there is a curtain, it should be closed and they should be standing in front of it.  As scenes progress, the curtain opens and the ETs responsible for “going in” can mount the stage from either side and enter the scene, or appear from backstage.  Their celebration of success can be visible to the audience as they re-enter the audience after their adventure. If the other ETs are doubling as scene characters, then the entire cast will have to go backstage after the opening scene to change costumes.

	SETS and props
	Sets should be minimal with the use of stage props where necessary (e.g., desk, chairs for police captain, DIRK SLIME’s office and for the government leaders).  The taxicab should be pantomimed, unless the silhouette of a cab can be constructed on cardboard and hung over the drivers shoulders. Most props can be pantomimed, although the bananas will need to be real for the visual effect.

	Music:
	Opening music should be New Age or electronic music, something to suggest a futuristic feeling.  In between scenes, this should be carried on to cover scene changes.

	Lighting, Sound and special effects
	A number of effects are possible, achieved through lighting, sound effects or technical effects: e.g., the appearance of the ETs in each scene can be accompanied by a sudden, momentary alteration in lighting, a special sound, or a special effect such as a puff of smoke. The ETs’ “magic” should also have some kind of lighting, sound or technical effect to accompany it.

	Make-up:
	Make-up for Earthlings should be natural, but special “futuristic” make-up should be designed for the ETs. All ETs should have some design features in common (perhaps color), although there can be individual differences amongst them.


CURRICULUM SUGGESTIONS for ETs SAVE the EARTH

	Language Arts
	Each of the Earthling scenes is a “morality play.” They can be taken as a whole, or used singly.  Discuss the moral questions raised by each scene.  What is it about the behavior of the Earthlings which concerns the ETs?  The solutions to the problems presented may evoke differing points of view or opinions; hold a debate over what should be done to resolve these issues. Pick one moral issue in the play and write an essay expressing your opinion of the issue, including what proposed course of action you feel should be taken to resolve it.

	Science:
	Find out what the closest star is.  How far away is it?  What is the fastest speed known to the physical universe?  Is there anything which can travel this fast? What is a “light year?” Why is it used as a unit of measure for space?  

What are the nutritional benefits of bananas?

How does pollution affect the environment?  Discuss the effect of pollution on a food chain.

	Math:
	What is the speed of light?  How long would it take us to travel to the nearest star, assuming we could travel at the speed of light? If appropriate, examine the concept of scientific notation in working with astronomical distances.

Make a budget of your family’s expenses.  How much do you think a family like yours needs to make every month to pay its expenses?

	Social Studies:
	Discuss homelessness as a societal problem: what are its causes? What should be done about it? What causes one person to want to treat someone else as inferior?

How does the economy interconnect members of society? If a person is suddenly out of work what are the likely consequences to him, his family, and those in the community around him?

Discuss the meaning of “cold war.” What does “escalation” mean?

	Art:
	Find artists whose paintings are futuristic and look at them on the internet.  Design the Intergalactic Council building as you see it, and use pillars or platforms to suggest it in the set. Make drawings for a cartoon version of each story in the script.

	MUSIC:
	Find music which represents a futuristic feeling.  Use in before and after the show and, if desired, between scenes.  As an alternative, open each scene (during the scene change) with music specifically appropriate to that scene, either in lyrics or quality.

	Dance:
	Create a pantomime dance or movement peace representing the action of each scene and to be used with the music selected for a given scene and perform the dance silently to that music.


Juan Bobo and the Nightingales
An Adaptation of a Latin American Folktale

Written by Creative Educational Systems (CES). © Copyright: 2002

JUAN BOBO AND THE NIGHTINGALES

CAST LIST

	Character
	Description
	Lines

	JUAN
	A young boy, a simpleton.  Good-hearted, gets in trouble easily trying to do the right thing, but somehow always comes out all right
	75 lines

	MOTHER
	Juan’s mother, a hard working woman who worries about Juan’s lack of initiative or intelligence
	24 lines

	KING FERNANDO
	The country’s ruler, who dotes on the Queen and wants her to have every good thing. He is somewhat bombastic and bossy.
	35 lines

	QUEEN ESMERELDA
	Very proud of her appearance and the adoration she gets from everyone. A bit ditsy.
	17 lines

	PRIME MINISTER
	Overly efficient servant of the KING who is constantly getting into trouble for overdoing things.
	19 lines

	VERONICA
	A maid to the king, a conniver who feels she is being wronged because she is not wealthy, and deserves to be
	17 lines

	MARSHA
	A maid to the king, a follower.  Very meek.  Doesn’t really want to be a thief but is very much influenced by VERONICA
	15 lines

	HEIDI
	A maid to the king, who is very scared about having stolen, but greedy at the same time.  Quite practical.
	17 lines

	GATEKEEPER
	A faithful servant of the KING, a real strict follower of Castle protocol, but with a sense of fairness too
	11 lines

	NIGHTINGALES
	Birds, beautiful singers who inhabit the court gardens
	no lines

	CHEF
	Egotistical cook, in love with his/her own creativity
	7 lines

	MESSENGER
	A servant of the king, sent to deliver messages to subjects, who takes his job very seriously, and always does it by the book. Sees him/herself as a Shakespearean town crier.
	16 lines

	SERVANTs
	Two pages, servants to the king. Totally devoted.
	7 lines each

	COURT PEOPLE
	Poor peasants who are generally shy, scared of powerful people like the KING and are devoted servants
	ad libs

	GOOSE
	The biggest barnyard fowl, eager not to be eaten
	just squawk-ing

	SHEEP
	Animals tended by JUAN
	just baa-ing

	FOWL
	Animals in the king’s courtyard
	no lines


Note:
The cast size may vary depending on how many COURT PEOPLE, FOWL or SHEEP are cast.

Note:
Gender in most parts is interchangeable and will have no effect on the theme of the story.

JUAN BOBO AND THE NIGHTINGALES

SCRIPT

Scene 1
(Scene:  A throne room inside the King’s castle.  At center, stand two thrones on a red carpet strip, which starts underneath the thrones and stretches straight down stage and over the proscenium edge.  Behind the throne is a folding screen.  Several COURT PEOPLE are standing around the throne with poles on which are mounted banners painted with the crest of the kingdom.

At rise, the KING and QUEEN are seated on the two thrones.  Other COURT people are in attendance, listening to the dancing and singing of a group of court entertainers.  When the dancers finish, the KING rises).
	KING:
	Welcome, my subjects.

	COURT:
	Your highness! (They show deference)

	KING:
	As you know, it is the Queen’s birthday.  Tonight is a great celebration.  I want us to have the greatest celebration the world has ever known. Nothing is too good for my wife, her majesty the Queen Esmerelda.

	QUEEN:
	Why thank you, Fernando.

	CHEF:
	Your Majesty.  We have prepared the finest foods for tonight’s feast.

	PRIME MINISTER:
	And tonight’s entertainment is fit for a King.

	KING:
	I am a King.

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Right. Sorry. Bring on the entertainment.

	(Immediately a group of court dancers appear.  Music starts.  There is dancing, singing, and servants appear with lots of food.  The KING and QUEEN eat. Finally, after the entertainment is over, the KING rises).

	KING:
	(addressing the COURT) Ladies and gentlemen!

	PRIME MINISTER:
	(intoning) Silence.  The King has something to say. All quiet for the King!  Nobody talk while the King is talking.  Anyone caught talking…

	KING:
	(disapproving tone)  Ahem!!

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Sorry, Your Majesty. You may speak now.

	KING:
	Thank you. (starts to speak)

	PRIME MINISTER:
	I just wanted everyone to know you were speaking.

	KING:
	I think they do. (starts to speak)

	PRIME MINISTER:
	So they wouldn’t talk.

	KING:
	They aren’t. (starts to speak)

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Because if they were to talk while you were…

	KING:
	(angry, loud) Enough!!

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Sorry.

	KING:
	Now, as I was saying…

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Yes.

	KING:
	(gives PRIME MINISTER another angry look) As I was saying, it is time for me to give my Queen her very special birthday present.

	QUEEN:
	Oh, Fernando, you shouldn’t have.

	KING:
	(As one of the SERVANTS brings in a pillow with a box on it)  And here it is!

	QUEEN:
	(opening the box and pulling out a necklace)  Oh! (she feigns feinting)

	COURT:
	(ad libbing) Oh!  It’s beautiful. Wow, look at those gems!

	QUEEN:
	(puts it on)  It’s the most beautiful necklace I have ever seen.  Thank you so much, Fernando.

	KING:
	You deserve the best.  Happy birthday.

	COURT:
	(as she shows it off)  Happy Birthday!

	(The music starts up, and everyone starts to leave the throne room, one by one.  The stage is empty for a few moments.  A servant goes by carrying a sign that reads: “The next morning”

	QUEEN:
	(off stage, screams)

	(The QUEEN’s screams brings everyone in the court running in to the throne room, ad libbing).

	COURT:
	(ad libbing) What happened?  Who screamed?  That sounded like the Queen. Is everything all right?

	QUEEN:
	(running on, looking disheveled and obviously upset) My birthday present!  It’s missing!

	KING:
	(Running on) What!!  The necklace??  

	QUEEN:
	(angry) Yes, Fernando.  The necklace!  MY necklace.

	KING:
	There, there, my dear Esmerelda.  You probably just dropped it under the bed.

	QUEEN:
	(angrily)  I did NOT just drop it under the bed.  It’s gone.

	PRIME MINISTER
	(rushing on) But, but…  there must be some mistake.  Where did you leave it last night?

	QUEEN:
	I put in my jewelry box, right beside the bed!!

	PRIME MINISTER:
	And was it there this morning?

	QUEEN:
	Of course it wasn’t there this morning, you aardvark!  That’s what the word “missing” means!!  Missing. As in gone.  Disappeared.  Adios!

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Oh Dear!

	COURT:
	(general gasps and ad libs)  Oh Dear!  Gone!  Can you imagine that!

	KING:
	We must find it immediately.

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Everyone look around! The Queen’s necklace must be found.

	(The COURT immediately starts to look all over the place.  People scurry all over the throne room. There is a lot of yelling and calling)

	COURT:
	(ad libbing) Did you find it?  No!  You?  Nothing here.  Etc.

	PRIME MINISTER:
	(as everyone returns)  It doesn’t seem to be around, your highness. It’s gone. Disappeared.  Hasta la vista, baby!

	QUEEN:
	Boo hoo! (she starts crying)

	KING:
	Nonsense!  It must be here somewhere.

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Someone must have taken it, Highness. (The Queen bawls louder)

	KING:
	I want everyone’s room searched immediately.  I will offer a huge reward to whomever finds the Queens necklace.

	COURT:
	(ad libbing, excitedly)  A reward?  Oooo.  I hope I find it.  Etc. (The COURT scurries off)

	PRIME MINISTER:
	I will see to it immediately, Your Majesty.

	KING:
	See to it that you do.

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Yes, your majesty.

	KING:
	Well, what are you waiting for? 

	PRIME MINISTER:
	Right away.  (he turns to the now empty room for the COURT has scurried away after the reward).  By order of his majesty… 

	KING:
	(yelling)  Go!

	(The PRIME MINISTER scurries off after the COURT.  The KING goes to the QUEEN, comforting her).

	KING:
	There, there, Esmerelda.  I’m sure we’ll find your necklace.

	QUEEN:
	(crying loudly) I hope so!  It was so beautiful!!

	KING:
	Now come along, dear.

	(The KING leads the QUEEN off. Two SERVANTS enter and take off the thrones, roll up the rug)

	
	Scene 2

	The folding screen in rear is rotated:  the scene shifts to a hillside, where JUAN BOBO is watching some sheep and playing his guitar.  We hear his mother calling off stage)

	MOTHER:
	Juan!  Juan!  Can you hear me?

	JUAN:
	I’m over here, mother.  With the sheep.

	SHEEP:
	Baaa!

	MOTHER:
	(entering)  Oh, there you are.  What’s the matter with you?  Playing the guitar all day.  You should be working!

	JUAN:
	I am mother.  Learning the guitar is hard work.

	MOTHER:
	Hard work!  Humph! Feeding the chickens is hard work.  Cleaning the house is hard work.  Cooking all your meals is hard work.

	JUAN:
	So is tending the sheep.

	MOTHER:
	Tending the sheep?  All you do is lie around all day and play that guitar.  I should have it that easy.  But nooooo!  Work, work, work.  It’s all I do, all day long.  And do I ever get a thanks?  No.

	(JUAN is about to answer when a MESSENGER appears. He is carrying a scroll and panting from his climb up the hill.)

	MESSENGER:
	Good morrow, good people!

	MOTHER:
	Good Morrow?  (she looks at JUAN but he doesn’t understand either)

	MESSENGER:
	Yea, prithee.  ‘Tis a right fine day! Is it not?

	MOTHER:
	Well… yes… I suppose it is “right fine” but… who are you?

	MESSENGER:
	I am a messenger of the King!

	JUAN:
	The King?

	MESSENGER:
	Aye, lad.  That I am.

	MOTHER:
	So?  What do you want with us, page boy?

	MESSENGER:
	I have an important message from the King for all of his subjects.

	JUAN:
	Message?

	MESSENGER:
	Message!  Allow me.  (He sets down his bag, takes out the scrolls, unrolls them, stands at attention, and reads loudly as if talking to hundreds of people).

	
	Subjects of His Royal Majesty, the King!

	SHEEP:
	Baaa.

	MOTHER:
	Who are you yelling at?  There’s only two of us here.

	JUAN:
	And the sheep!  There’s lots of sheep too, mother.

	SHEEP:
	Baaa.

	MESSENGER:
	Prithee.  Allow me to do this as I have been instructed.

	MOTHER:
	“Prithee?”  Is that another language?

	MESSENGER:
	“Prithee” means “please.”

	MOTHER:
	Oh, well in that case, prithee go ahead and talk.  It’s not like we have to understand or anything.

	MESSENGER:
	Very well, madam.  (reads) Subjects of His Royal Majesty, the King.

	MOTHER:
	You already said that.

	MESSENGER:
	Right.  “His most high Majesty King Fernando wishes to announce a reward for the recovery of the necklace of diamonds given to Her Royal Majesty, the Queen Esmerelda on her birthday.

	JUAN:
	Reward?

	MESSENGER:
	He who recovers the necklace will receive the sum of one hundred thousand pesos.

	JUAN:
	Wow!  One Hundred thousand pesos!  How much is that?

	MOTHER:
	A lot!

	MESSENGER:
	He who has been found to have stolen the necklace shall be punished severely.

	JUAN & MOTHER:
	Severely?

	MESSENGER:
	Severely!

	JUAN & MOTHER:
	Oooo.

	JUAN:
	Mother!  We could be rich!

	MOTHER:
	Oh, no!  Don’t even think about it.

	JUAN:
	But mother, I wouldn’t have to work anymore..

	MOTHER:
	You don’t work anymore now!

	JUAN:
	You wouldn’t have to work anymore.

	MOTHER:
	A mother’s work is never done.

	JUAN:
	Please mother, give me your blessing to go look for the necklace.

	MOTHER:
	Necklace, smecklace.  He’s talking about necklaces.  And meanwhile I have to work my fingers to the bone just to be able to survive.

	JUAN:
	Mother, please!

	MOTHER:
	Juan, you’re a bobo. You’ve always been a bobo.  You will always be a bobo.  You’ll never be rich.  Leave the detective work to those with the brains.

	JUAN:
	Mother.  People can be intelligent in different ways.

	MOTHER;
	Maybe so, but it’s a shame we haven’t found your way yet. (looks at him)  All right.  You want to go, go!

	JUAN:
	(delighted) Thank you mother.  (he prepares to leave)

	MOTHER:
	Don’t think about me, your poor mother.

	JUAN:
	All right, Mother.  I won’t.

	MOTHER:
	What??

	JUAN:
	I’ll be back before you know it.

	MOTHER:
	Don’t think about me… working away here… while you’re at the palace… living it up…

	JUAN
	Goodbye Mother. Wish me luck. (he waves and exits)

	MOTHER:
	Eh! (She waves half heartedly.  Turning to the MESSENGER)  Well, what are you looking at?  This is all your fault.  You and your “prithee!” The least you can do is bring the sheep down the hill to their pen.  (she turns and exits)

	MESSENGER:
	Sheep?  (he looks at them suspiciously)  I don’t know anything about sheep.

	SHEEP:
	Baaa.

	MESSENGER:
	(backing away)  Are they dangerous?

	SHEEP:
	(they begin advancing on him)  Baaaa.

	MESSENGER:
	(exits running) Hey.  Wait.  These sheep are after me.  Wait!!!

	SHEEP:
	Baaa.  (They exit, chasing him)

	
	Scene 3 - At the Palace Gate

	(A GATEKEEPER is standing at the gates of the palace.  JUAN approaches with his guitar slung over his shoulder.

	GATEKEEPER:
	Hold.  Who goes there?

	JUAN:
	It’s me, Juan! 

	GATEKEEPER:
	(correcting his grammar) It’s I, Juan.

	JUAN:
	You’re named Juan, too?

	GATEKEEPER:
	No, no!  I’m Vladimir.  You’re Juan.

	JUAN:
	(slightly offended)  I know that!

	GATEKEEPER:
	State your business at the palace.

	JUAN:
	I’ve come to look for the Queen’s necklace.

	GATEKEEPER:
	To look…??  (he stops, looking surprised)   Why the smartest men and women in the kingdom have been looking for the Queen’s necklace!  This is no job for the a bobo like you.

	JUAN:
	People can be smart in different ways.

	GATEKEEPER:
	What are you going to do?  Sing until the necklace comes out of hiding?  (he laughs heartily at his own joke)

(sings to the tune of Cielito Lindo) Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay
Come to me, my necklace.  (laughs)

(to the tune of La Cucaracha) Ne-ne-ne-necklace
Ne-ne-ne-necklace
Coming out of where you are.  (laughs louder)

(to the tune of La Bamba)  La la la la la la necklace (he laughs so hard he falls on the ground)

	JUAN:
	I understood that the King was very anxious to have this necklace found.

	GATEKEEPER:
	He certainly is.

	JUAN:
	Then I suggest you let me in!  

	GATEKEEPER:
	Why?

	JUAN:
	If the King wants to forbid me from looking, he should have the right to make that decision himself, don’t you think so?

	GATEKEEPER:
	(flustered and confused)  Well… yes… I suppose so.

	JUAN:
	Well?

	GATEKEEPER:
	(hesitating)  Well, all right.  I guess its okay.  You can go in.

	JUAN:
	Thank you.

	
	(The GATEKEEPER opens the gates and JUAN goes in.)

	
	Scene 4 – Throne room

	(The KING is sitting inside on his throne.  The QUEEN is beside him. Several SERVANTS are standing nearby).

	QUEEN:
	Poopsie, I don’t understand why you can’t get my necklace for me!

	KING:
	There, there, my little muffin.  I’m sure it will turn up. I’ve had the best detectives in the kingdom looking for it.

	QUEEN:
	And they haven’t found it!

	GATEKEEPER:
	This lad, named Juan, wishes to search for the Queen’s necklace, your majesty.

	KING:
	Oh you do?  Well, why not?  Nobody else has been able to find it.

	QUEEN:
	(cries)  Boo hoo.

	KING:
	Now Munchkin, maybe this bobo will find it today.

	JUAN:
	Actually, your majesty, this may take more than a few days.

	KING:
	No problem.  We’ll give you a room in the servant’s quarters.  No effort is too much to get the Queen’s necklace back.

	QUEEN:
	(crying)  Waaahh!

	KING:
	Show him his room.  (The SERVANTs shows JUAN off)  There, there, my little muppet-face.  Don’t cry.  (he takes the QUEEN off).

	
	Scene 5 - Juan’s Quarters

	(The door opens and the SERVANTS enter and usher JUAN in.  He looks around.

	JUAN:
	Wow!  A real room!  I don’t have to sleep under the staircase anymore.

	SERVANT #1:
	Yes, sir.  (The sound of nightingales is heard).

	JUAN:
	Nightingales!  (He runs to the window).  I can hear them singing.  They must be in the King’s garden.

	SERVANT #1:
	Yes, sir.

	JUAN:
	My mother used to tell me stories about nightingales when I was little. I’ve heard them sing of course, but I have never seen one.

	SERVANT #1:
	Yes, sir.

	JUAN:
	I’d give anything to see one now.

	SERVANT #1:
	Yes, sir.

	JUAN:
	I can’t see the ones in the Kings garden, either, but I can distinctly hear three different nightingales.

	SERVANT #1:
	Yes, sir.

	JUAN:
	They try to hide from people, you know.  Maybe if I play my guitar for them, these little culprits will sit nearby and let me see them. Wouldn’t that be exciting?

	SERVANT #1:
	Yes, sir.

	JUAN:
	Do you ever say anything other than “Yes, sir?”

	SERVANT #1:
	Si, señor.  

	JUAN:
	Good.

	SERVANT #2:
	Señor?  

	JUAN:
	I’ll just sit here by the window and play. (he sits beside the window)

	SERVANT #2:
	Will you be staying long, señor?

	JUAN:
	(totally ignoring him, he plays) Now come to me!

	SERVANT #2:
	I’ll take that as a “yes”, then?

	JUAN:
	Here birdie, birdie, birdie.

	SERVANT #2:
	Very good, sir.  (exasperated, he leaves).

	(VERONICA, a maid, enters with a cup of tea. She is sullen)

	VERONICA:
	Tea!  (JUAN is so engrossed he does not answer) A cup of tea?  (no answer. She sighs) Here you go, sir, a nice cup of tea.

	(Suddenly a NIGHTINGALE flies by the window).

	JUAN:
	Aha!!  (he says this loudly, jumping up and turning to the maid)

	VERONICA:
	What?  (she is obviously startled)

	JUAN:
	Of the three, I have seen the first.  (he points directly at her)

	VERONICA:
	Huhn? (She is confused.  She drops the tea and hurries off, scared)

	JUAN:
	Hey?!  (looking after her)  Boy, she was strange.  (He picks up the teacup, and tries to drain it.  It’s empty) I wish they served bigger portions!  Oh well.  At least I saw one of the nightingales already. 

	(He sits and plays again. MARSHA, a maid, enters with a tray of food.  She is shaking.) 

	MARSHA:
	Would you like some nice supper, sir?  The chef sent it up special.

	
	(Suddenly the second NIGHTINGALE flies by the window.  JUAN sees it).

	JUAN:
	Gotcha!!

	MARSHA:
	Wha…??

	JUAN:
	(whirling to face her, excited)  And now I have seen two of the three culprits.

	MARSHA:
	I… I… (She is petrified.  She drops the tray of food and runs)

	JUAN:
	Humph! Sure is a funny way to serve supper!  (He tries to pick something off the floor and eat it.)  I never had food served off the floor before.  Oh, well.  Maybe that’s how they do it at the palace.  (He gives up trying)  I sure would like to see that other Nightingale!

	(He sits with his guitar and starts to play.  A third maid, HEIDI, enters with some sheets and a pillowcase).

	HEIDI:
	Some nice fresh linen for you, sir.  (JUAN looks up at her) For your bed!

	(The third NIGHTINGALE lands on the window sill.  JUAN jumps up excitedly).

	JUAN:
	There you are!!

	HEIDI:
	Excuse me?

	JUAN:
	It took me awhile, but I caught all three of you!

	HEIDI:
	O, dios mio!!  (She drops the linens and runs)

	JUAN:
	Well!  (he picks up a sheet and examines it)  I guess they used to be clean.  Before she dumped them on the floor.  (disgusted)  Eeoouuw! She was weirder than the other two.  And they call me a bobo!  (he climbs into bed and does his best to arrange the sheets over him, failing miserably)  Wait until I tell mother I saw three nightingales.

	
	Scene 6 - Outside Juan’s Quarters

	(The three maids, VERONICA, MARSHA and HEIDI enter, each from a different direction.  They are looking around to make sure no one is watching them).

	VERONICA:
	I tell you he knows it’s us!

	MARSHA:
	But how did he find out?

	HEIDI:
	That bobo is not as dumb as he seems.

	VERONICA:
	You got that right!  He’s got quite an act!

	MARSHA:
	Well he’s caught us now.

	HEIDI:
	What are we going to do?

	VERONICA:
	After all our careful planning.

	MARSHA:
	We’re going to be punished!  Severely!  (she begins to whimper)

	HEIDI:
	Oh, be quiet, you wimp!  Maybe we could fool him into believing we’re innocent.

	VERONICA:
	No, he’s much too clever for that.  He found out we stole the necklace when no one else did, didn’t he?

	MARSHA:
	D-D-Do you think he w-w-would help us?

	VERONICA:
	Help us?  Are you crazy?  Why would he do that?

	HEIDI:
	No wait!  Marsha’s got a point!  Let’s go to him and throw ourselves upon his mercy.

	MARSHA:
	(hopeful)  Maybe he won’t turn us in.

	VERONICA:
	Well, all right.  We might as well try.  But I still think you two are crazy to think he’d lift a finger for the likes of us.

	HEIDI:
	Maybe we’ll be lucky and he’ll be the forgiving sort. Come on!

	(The maids go to JUAN’s door and knock.  JUAN, who has been tossing around trying to get the sheets right, falls on the floor, tangled in the sheets, goes to the door and trips on his way there. Quickly, the MAIDS enter, when he opens the door, and they close it quickly behind them, checking the hallway. VERONICA and HEIDI check the room to make sure no one else is there.  They circle JUAN who hides beneath his sheets, afraid they are going to do something else crazy and drop something on him).

	HEIDI:
	Pretty clever thinking!

	JUAN:
	Huh?

	MARSHA:
	Yes.  How did you know it was us?

	JUAN:
	Us?

	HEIDI:
	How did you find out we took it?

	JUAN:
	Took it?

	MARSHA:
	The necklace, of course!

	JUAN:
	What necklace?

	HEIDI:
	Why the Queen’s necklace.

	JUAN:
	You took the Queen’s necklace?

	VERONICA:
	See, I told you he knew.

	HEIDI:
	Come on, don’t toy with us.  How did you find out we took it?

	JUAN:
	I was just playing a little music and watching the nightingales.

	(His innocence is too much for the MAIDS, who are totally confused.  MARSHA throws herself on her knees in front of JUAN, and the other two see her and follow suit, all begging).

	VERONICA:
	Please, sir, spare us!

	HEIDI:
	Help us find a way to return the necklace.  We’re very sorry we stole it.  It was wrong.

	MARSHA:
	Yes, wrong, wrong, wrong!!  We don’t want to be punished!

	ALL:
	Severely!

	VERONICA:
	Please don’t turn us in.  We’ll do anything to make up for it.

	(All three MAIDS ad lib their pleas until JUAN holds up a hand.  They fall silent, still on their knees).

	JUAN:
	Hold on a minute.  I have to think about this.

	(JUAN turns away from them and takes a step, shaking a finger.  They all follow on their knees.)

	
	Stealing someone else’s property is a selfish thing to do.  An act like that should be punished.

	ALL:
	Severely!

	(JUAN steps the other way, and the MAIDS look at each other in dismay, and follow on their knees, anxiously)

	JUAN:
	On the other hand, my grandmother always said:  “Confession and contrition make a new man.”

	HEIDI:
	Confession?

	VERONICA:
	Contrition?

	MARSHA:
	A new man?

	JUAN:
	Confession means that you admit you did something wrong.

	(He steps another step the other way, and they all follow)

	ALL:
	We did something wrong.

	JUAN:
	And contrition means that you’re sorry.

	HEIDI:
	Right!

	MARSHA:
	We are.

	VERONICA:
	We do.

	JUAN:
	Well, since you’ve admitted you’ve done something wrong and you’re sorry you did it then I guess you ought to be given another chance.  

	MAIDS:
	(ad lib)  Oh, thank you, you’re too kind, etc.

	JUAN:
	(sternly)  But don’t let it happen again.

	MAIDS:
	(rising, ad libbing)  Oh, no.  We won’t. You can count on us.

	JUAN:
	All right then, here’s my idea!

	(JUAN beckons to them and they all get in a huddle.  JUAN whispers a secret to them, and they all look at him like he’s crazy.  They look at each other.  They shrug, and nod their heads “ok!”  They all exit.)

	
	Scene 6- The Barnyard of the Castle

	(The barnyard FOWL are milling about the barnyard.  One large GOOSE is right in the middle.  The three MAIDS enter.  They look around apprehensively.  They start to scatter feed on the ground.  All the FOWL run over to them and peck at the food.)

	HEIDI:
	Juan said to put the necklace in the large goose’s food bin.

	MARSHA:
	I’m scared! 

	VERONICA:
	You’re always scared!

	MARSHA:
	Do you really think this will work?

	VERONICA:
	It better.  Or we’ll all be punished, severely!

	MAIDS:
	Ahhh!

	(JUAN appears and watches from a partially hidden corner and the MAIDS, looking around to make sure they are alone, take the necklace to the large GOOSE’s bin and put it in.  The GOOSE runs over and starts to eat.  It swallows the necklace and looks suddenly perplexed.)

	GOOSE:
	Pawk!

	VERONICA:
	He ate it!

	HEIDI:
	Let’s get out of here.

	(The MAIDS all leave.  JUAN steps out of hiding just as the KING and his two SERVANTS enter).

	JUAN:
	Ah, Your Majesty.  I was just looking for you.

	KING:
	Oh, the bobo. Well how goes your little detective work? Find anything?  I certainly hope so!  The Queen hasn’t stop crying for two days!

	JUAN:
	Excellent!  In fact I have some very good news.

	KING:
	Don’t tell me you’ve recovered the necklace already??

	JUAN:
	Well…  yes… and no.

	KING:
	Look, bobo, don’t play games with me.  If you’ve got it, tell me.

	JUAN:
	I‘ve got it.  But before I can give it to you, you have to order a sumptuous feast tonight.  Of roast goose!  (The large GOOSE suddenly looks up, concerned)

	KING:
	(laughs)  By Jove, but you are a mysterious lad.  And hungry.  I used to think you were a real bobo, but now I’m beginning to think you just may have something up here (points to his head).

	JUAN:
	There are many ways to be intelligent, Your Majesty!

	KING:
	Well, I believe you are right.  And fortunately, I love roast goose.  (He turns to the SERVANTS).  Catch the biggest goose and take it to the chef.  Tonight we celebrate the return of the Queen’s necklace.  (to JUAN)  Right, bobo?  (he leans in to JUAN, sternly)  Right, bobo?? 

	JUAN:
	Right, Your Majesty!  Absolutely right. (the KING nods and leaves.  JUAN speaks aside to himself)  I hope this works!

	(JUAN watches, as the SERVANTS chase the GOOSE around the yard, trying to catch it.  After several comic foiled attempts, they succeed, and carry it off.  JUAN follows).

	
	Scene 7 - Castle Kitchen

	(The CHEF enters and is wiping out a pan when the SERVANTS, carrying the GOOSE which is still alive, enter followed by JUAN)

	SERVANT #1:
	The King has ordered a sumptuous feast tonight.

	CHEF:
	Perfecto!  I have some delicious tamales in a hot sauce that will lift the crown right off his head!  (The GOOSE looks relieved)

	SERVANT #2:
	His Majesty wants goose.  (The GOOSE looks dejected)

	CHEF:
	Or how about some vegetarian enchiladas?  I make a great guacamole to go with it.

	SERVANT #1:
	Goose!

	CHEF:
	Or some succulent burritos or Jamaican beef patties carefully prepared with carne asada?

	SERVANT #2:
	Goose!

	CHEF:
	Or perhaps he would like…

	SERVANTS:
	(they clear their throats loudly)  Ahem! 

	CHEF:
	(pauses, looks at them, then at the GOOSE and realizes the inevitable) Goose.

	(The SERVANTS nod their heads in unison.  All this time the GOOSE has been nodding vigorously at the CHEF’s suggestions, and cringing at the reply).

	JUAN:
	(to the GOOSE)  Look, goose.  I know you don’t want to be eaten.  (The GOOSE shakes its head, “no”) But everyone has to go sooner or later.  Even you.  In fact, it’s your destiny to be eaten.  (GOOSE nods, reluctantly)  This way, you’ll be a noble goose.  (the GOOSE perks up a bit) You’ll be giving your life to help others.  (The GOOSE looks almost proud)  And by giving your life now, you’re going to keep a lot of people from suffering any further… some of them severely.  (The GOOSE holds its head up high, offering its neck, proudly). In fact, tis a far, far better thing you do, than you have ever done before.

	The CHEF is now crying, wiping tears from his eyes.  SERVANT # 1 taps him on the shoulder and points to the GOOSE.  The CHEF pulls himself together and wrings the GOOSE’s neck).

	GOOSE:
	Squawk.  (it dies)

	JUAN:
	Thank you, Goose.

	(The CHEF takes a knife and “inserts” it into the GOOSE.  JUAN moves in close, to watch.  Suddenly the Chef halts, stunned.  He reaches in and pulls out the Queens necklace.)

	CHEF:
	Ay, caramba!  What is this?

	JUAN:
	(taking the necklace with feigned surprise)  Why, it’s the Queen’s necklace.  Thank you, señor.

	(JUAN runs off to the KING.  The CHEF turns to the SERVANTS with an inquiring look, and they just shrug)

	
	Scene 8 - Throne Room

	(Everyone in court is dining.  The cooked GOOSE is in the center of the table with an avocado in its mouth.  The Queen is wearing her necklace again.  There is much chatter.  The King rises.)

	KING:
	Tonight we celebrate the return of our indescribably beautiful Queen’s birthday present. (all cheer)

	QUEEN:
	Oh, snookums, I never doubted you’d get it back for me for a moment.

	KING:
	(dubious) Uh, huh!  (he turns to JUAN)  Actually, it is you we have to thank, Juan.  As a special reward, I would like to give you as your bride any of my ladies in waiting you choose.

	JUAN:
	(quickly)  Uh, thank you, your Majesty.  They are all very lovely.  (the court “ahh’s”)  But I must decline. (the court “ohh’s)  You see, a wife would be just one more mouth for my poor mother to feed.  (the court “ooo’s”)  She works hard enough already.  So if you don’t mind, I’d much prefer riches. (the court “aww’s”)

	KING:
	Then if it is riches you want, it’s riches you shall have!  Servants!  Bring Juan his reward of one hundred thousand pesos… in gold!  (The court “ooo’s”  and the SERVANTS bring JUAN a big bulging bag)  And now, let us all celebrate with music and dancing.  (the court dancers come on to entertain, as everyone toasts and then claps)  To the noble Goose! 

	JUAN:
	(aside)  And to the nightingales!




Curtain

PRODUCTION NOTES for JUAN BOBO and the NIGHTINGALES

	SETS:
	Sets should remain simple with modular pieces which can be changed according to the scene.  Three cubes of different sizes and painted black can be rearranged to form the thrones, the rocks in the sheep scene, Juan’s bed, and the banquet table.  Folding screens can be painted on one side with a representation of a castle interior, and on the other with a tropical hillside.


	COSTUMES:
	Simple tabards made of rectangles of cloth with holes cut in the center for the head, can serve for most characters.  Make them simple of rough cloth with rope belts for Juan and the poorer characters, and of elaborate fabric with cloth or chain belts for the wealthy characters. The chef should wear white. He sheep should wear white ones to which cotton balls can be attached, if desired. Costumes pieces such as hats and crowns can be added to further delineate the characters. The birds can have fabric pieces pinned below their arms as wings.  These should match the color of their tabards (brown for the goose, grey for the nightingales, yellow for the chickens). Masks may be added, especially for the animal characters.

	SOUND & MUSIC:
	Musical selections should be authentic Puerto Rican songs and dance music, and should be used before and after the show, to bridge scenes, and for the dance celebrations.

	PROPS:
	In general, props should be as realistic as possible.  The guitar can be real or a toy one, and Juan need not be able to play it terribly well. The food on the Maid’s tray should be fake and the tea cup empty, though Juan should treat them like they are real.

	LIGHTING:
	Lighting should be full and bright, but can be dimmed to suggest night at the first court scene and to indicate changes in scenes.

	STAGING:
	Scenes should be played flat out to the audience, with the court lined up on either side of the thrones, and with the “window” through which Juan sees the garden pantomimed as if it is between the front of the stage and the audience, so that Juan is looking out at the audience when he sees the nightingales.


CURRICULUM SUGGESTIONS for JUAN BOBO and the NIGHTINGALES

	DANCE:
	The Juan Bobo stories are of Puerto Rican origin.  Learn a Puerto Rican dance such as Salsa and use it during the first scene celebration of the Queen’s birthday, or at the end.


	SOCIAL STUDIES:
	Find Puerto Rico on a world map or a map of the Caribbean Sea.  Research Puerto Rico to find out things like its history, economy, geography, ethnic composition, local customs, etc.  Describe the food mentioned: tamales, enchiladas, guacamole, burritos, Jamaican beef patties, and carne asada.  

	MATH:
	What is a peso?  How much is a peso worth in American money?  If the reward was 100,000 pesos, how much is this in dollars?  Do some other conversion problems.

	LANGUAGE ARTS:
	Define the Old English terms used by the messenger: “good morrow,” “prithee,” etc.  Examine some other common Shakespearean terms such as “forsooth,” “fie” and “thou,” and define them. Why did people in Shakespeare’s time speak in such strange terms?

	SCIENCE:
	What is a nightingale? What is it noted for? Find a picture of it and draw it.  Find its territory on a map.

How is the flora and fauna of Puerto Rico different from the place where you live?  What is the tropical forest like and what kinds of plants and animals may be found in Puerto Rico?

	MUSIC:
	Find some traditional music from Puerto Rico.  Select several selections and use them as music to introduce and end the show, and to bridge between scenes.

	ART:
	Draw the different scenes in the play.  Find examples of Puerto Rican castles and of the landscape. Use the pictures to inspire your drawing of the setting of each scene.  Construct and paint a tropical backdrop for the play.


Thumbelina
An Adaptation of Hans Christian Andersen’s classic tale

Written by Creative Educational Systems (CES). © Copyright: 1999
THE MESSAGE OF HANS CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN
Hans Christian Andersen was a tall, gangly, physically ugly man who was the son of a poor cobbler and a mentally ill mother in a small village in Denmark.  A highly imaginative and wildly ambitious youth, he traveled to the bustling metropolis of 19th century Copenhagen where he became a successful playwright and novelist, an avid traveler, a close friend of the artistic and literary giants of his time, and the personal confidante of the King of Denmark.

It was for his fairy tales, however, that he has won immortality.  Publishing his first collection while in his early 20’s, he continued to write volume after volume of stories for children throughout the rest of his life.  The Little Mermaid, The Emperor’s New Clothes, The Emperor’s Nightingale, The Wild Swan, The Ugly Duckling, The Steadfast Tin Soldier, The Little Match Girl and the Snow Queen are but a few of his best known stories.  No other children’s author has written so many fairy tales that have remained popular for more than a century.  Few authors of any kind of literature have been more beloved.

The key to Andersen’s popularity—in addition to the fact that he tells a rousing good tale—is in the themes of his stories, always promoting and celebrating the highest human values, self-sacrifice, believing in oneself, selfless service to others, loyalty, honesty, perseverance and humility are the common threads that run through his tales and open our hearts.  They touch our souls and we feel spiritually nourished after we have encountered them.  We learn the lessons of humanity as his protagonists learn them.  He is a moralist in the highest sense of the word.

Children, particularly, respond to his moral teachings, because he makes them laugh at pomposity, feel sorrow for the downtrodden, cheer at the victory of true love and friendship and understand the choices his heroes and heroines make between good and evil.

In or out of school, we can give our children no greater service than to involve them in the experience of his timeless stories.  And if we are fortunate enough to guide them through a dramatic interpretation of one of these stories, we can witness the growing embodiment of these values within their hearts—and within our own, as well.

THUMBELINA

CAST LIST

	Character
	Description
	Lines

	THUMBELINA
	Tiny female, loves beautiful things, good heart, very nervous of large things because of her size
	41 lines

	WOMAN
	Motherly type who really wants a tiny child, terribly concerned with offending everyone, tentative.
	12 lines

	WITCH
	She is a bent over old woman with a creaky, scary voice and leering eyes.  She has no use for people other than to find out how she can use them to her own benefit.  She practices magic.
	11 lines

	TOAD MOTHER
	Huge (compared to Thumbelina), ugly toad who is fairly single-minded about getting what she wants without regard for others 
	7 lines

	TOAD SON
	Toad who is as big and as ugly as his mother but who can’t say much except to croak
	only croaks

	BEETLE
	A large European beetle who loves to eat flowers and other vegetation, who is impulsive about collecting things he thinks are pretty, but is easily swayed by the opinions of others
	4 lines

	FIELD MOUSE
	Kind, motherly mouse who takes Thumbelina in and cares for her.  Very impressed with a creature’s status, wealth and position
	22 lines

	MOLE
	Mostly blind, dark-loving male mole who is fairly chauvinistic in his attitudes, and complains about everything.
	12 lines

	SWALLOW
	Kind-hearted male bird who is very concerned for the well-being of Thumbelina
	9 lines

	PRINCE
	Angel of the Flower:  a small-sized prince who is infatuated with Thumbelina. He is shy and very nervous around beautiful women. 
	6 lines

	STORYTELLER
	Narrator
	23 lines

	FISH
	Very concerned with Thumbelina’s feelings and unfortunate circumstances
	1 line each

	LADY BEETLES
	Snooty, gossipy female European beetles who will run down someone else quickly to make themselves look good and who look down their noses at anyone who looks different from themselves.
	1 line each

	SPIDERS:
	Cool street toughs who wise-crack constantly.
	2 lines each

	FLOWER LORDS & LADIES
	Aristocratic, kind little people, angels of the flowers
	2 lines


Note:
The cast size may vary depending on how many FISH, LADY BEETLES and FLOWER LORDS AND LADIES are cast.

THUMBELINA

SCRIPT

	(Scene:  A dark and stormy night.  A WOMAN is walking across stage as if in a high wind.  At opposite side is a large misshapen tree trunk, gnarled and twisted, with a “door”—a hole in the base.  This is the home of the WITCH.  The WOMAN is obviously alarmed by the weather, but struggles valiantly on, trying to reach the WITCH’s house.  She approaches the tree.

	STORYTELLER
	One dark and stormy night, a woman was traveling through a wood near Copenhagen.

	WOMAN:
	(To herself) Goodness gracious what weather.  Never have I seen such a dark and stormy afternoon.  I don’t suppose it is always like this near the Witch’s home.  I do hope she is home.  I’d hate to have made this trip out here in this kind of weather for nothing.  (calling)  Hello!  Hello!  Is anybody home?  Yoo Hoo?  Mrs… (to herself) well what do I call her.  Mrs. Witch?  That seems kind of rude, but that’s all people around these parts ever call her.  Uhh (calling, again)  Yoo, hoo!

	(The WITCH appears at the door to the tree home.  She is obviously annoyed at having been disturbed.  She is a bent over old woman with a creaky, scary voice and leering eyes.  She has no use for people other than to find out how she can use them to her own benefit.)

	WITCH:
	What is it?  Who wants me now?  Knock, knock, knock.  All day and night long it’s knock, knock, knock.  Doesn’t anybody know how to get along without me?  To be independent?  (Spots the WOMAN).  Well, my pretty, and who are you, and what are you doing interrupting my daily spells, hunh? 

	WOMAN:
	(stuttering)  Well, I… unhh…

	WITCH:
	Come on, speak up. Speak up!

	WOMAN:
	I was hoping… that you could help me.

	WITCH:
	I knew it.  Another freeloader.  Always clinging to me for help they are. Take, take, take and do they ever thank me when they’re done taking everything I have?  No!

	WOMAN:
	Oh, I’d be glad to pay you for your trouble.

	WITCH:
	Take, take…  hunh?!  Pay me did you say?  (Suddenly alert and cuinning) Well that’s entirely different.  Come over here, dearie and tell me what you want.

	WOMAN:
	I do so very much wish for a little child.  Not just little, mind you, but tiny.  

	WITCH
	Tiny?

	 WOMAN:
	Very tiny.  No bigger than my thumb.  But I have no idea where I can get one.  I’ve talked to all my friends, I asked all the shopkeepers in the village.  I even wrote a letter to my Aunt Hortensia, who is very, very wise.  You are my last hope.

	WITCH:
	Last hope, eh?  Well, I’m sure I could arrange for such a thing.  But it will cost you dearly.

	WOMAN:
	(pleading)  Oh, I’d pay anything, anything at all.

	WITCH:
	Anything at all, eh?  (Sizing her up)  Well, I’ve produced children before, big ones, small ones, gigantic ones, tall ones… but a tiny child is a tall order… or maybe a short order… bah, never mind.  The point is, this will take me some hard work.  I couldn’t possibly do it for any less than twenty shillings.

	WOMAN:
	(Shocked)  Twenty shillings???  Why I never dreamed it would be so much,

	WITCH:
	(Bargaining)  Well in your case, I’ll give you a deal.  Thirty shillings, and not a penny less.

	WOMAN:
	(Confused and befuddled)  Oh dear!  All I brought with me is twelve shillings!

	WITCH:
	(Settling quickly)  I’ll take it!  

	(The WITCH takes a purse from the WOMAN, looks inside, inspects the coins, and seems satisfied.  The WITCH reaches into her pocket and draws forth a seed.)

	WITCH:
	There you are.

	WOMAN:
	(Taking it from her) But, but…  that’s not a little child, it’s a barleycorn!

	WITCH:
	That’s good.  You’re very observant.  (Enchantingly)  Ahh, but this is no ordinary barleycorn.  That is not the kind that farmer’s plant in a field.  Chickens might eat it and then where would you be?  Nowhere, that’s where.  Nooo, you must take this home and plant it in a flower pot.  Take great care of it, nurture it, and you will see what Ms. Witch can do with twelve shillings and a little witchcraft. (She pronounces “witchcraft” spookily, and the WOMAN starts and runs off, as the WITCH disappears cackling loudly).

	STORYTELLER:
	Then the woman went home and planted the barleycorn, and immediately there grew up a great handsome flower which looked like a tulip.  The leaves were tightly closed

	(As the STORYTELLER tells this part of the story, the WOMAN approaches a table on which sits a flower pot and behind which is a window frame.  As she leans over the pot, a hand with a flower-puppet comes up from pot.)

	
	The woman thought it was beautiful and kissed its yellow and red flowers. Instantly it popped open, and in the middle sat a little maiden, delicate and graceful to behold, scarcely more that half a thumb’s length in height.

	WOMAN:
	(starts when the flower-puppet opens to reveal tiny girl doll)  Ohhhh!  (composing herself) Well, just look at you, you dear little thing.  You’re no bigger than my thumb.  I’m going to call you Thumbelina.  And I’m going to make a home for you right here on this table top.

	STORYTELLER:
	So the woman got a walnut shell to serve as a bed for Thumbelina, and violet leaves were her mattresses and a rose leaf was her blanket.

	WOMAN:
	There now!  I’ll put a plate of water right here with a tulip leaf in the center, and you can have fun paddling the leaf all around your little tiny pond.

	(The WOMAN puts the THUMBELINA doll down to sleep and exits.  The TOAD MOTHER puppet appears at the window)

	STORYTELLER:
	Then one night, when Thumbelina was asleep, a big, ugly, damp old toad hopped in at the woman’s window.

	toad mother:
	Harrumph!  What’s this?  Why it’s a little maiden.  That would be a handsome wife for my son.

	STORYTELLER:
	And she took the walnut shell where Thumbelina lay asleep and hopped with it out the window and into the garden.

	(TOAD MOTHER puppet takes THUMBELINA doll and hops into the garden.  The two reappear in the garden, but now they are full-sized actors.  TOAD SON appears.  He is not very bright, and is inarticulate).

	TOAD MOTHER:
	Look what I’ve brought you son.

	TOAD SON:
	Croak!  Croak! Brek-kek-kex.

	TOAD MOTHER:
	Don’t speak so loud or she will wake.  Let’s put her upon one of the lily pads in the brook so she won’t run away.

	TOAD SON:
	Croak.

	(The TOADS take THUMBELINA and place her in the middle of the lily pad).

	TOAD MOTHER
	There.  Now she won’t be able to run away from us.

	TOAd SON:
	(Loudly) Croak!

	THUMBELINA:
	(Awakening) Where… where am I?  (startled, she sees the TOADS)  Ohh!  Who are you?  (looking around) and where’s my house?

	TOAD MOTHER
	Don’t worry!  You’re quite safe.  We’ve put you here while we get the bridal bedroom ready for you.

	THUMBELINA:
	Bridal bedroom??

	TOAD MOTHER:
	Yes.  You will marry my son.

	TOAD SON:
	Croak!

	THUMBELINA:
	Oh! (She looks as the TOAD SON and can’t help recoiling in spite of her manners)  But I don’t want to marry him.

	TOAD SON:
	Croak? (He spots a fly and snakes out his tongue to zap it).

	THUMBELINA:
	Oooo!  Did you just eat a fly?  That’s disgusting!

	TOAD SON:
	Croak! Burp!

	THUMBELINA:
	And where’s my house?  I’m surrounded by water. (starts sobbing)

	TOAD MOTHER:
	That’s so you can’t run away.  Now stop your blubbering.  Things are as they are, that’s all.  You calm yourself, while we go get things ready.

	TOAD SON:
	Croak!

	(The TOADS hop off the lily pad and exit.  THUMBELINA continues crying as the FISH, who have been listening, approach the lily pad to look at her.)

	THUMBELINA:
	Oh what am I to do? 

	FISH #1:
	Well looky there.  She’s a real beaut!  Pity teenie-tiny’s stuck with that old toad.  She’d be much better off with a fish with good taste… like me.

	FISH #2:
	Oh, Tony.  Don’t be a smarty-fins.  Just because you’ve been to school doesn’t make you a genie or something.

	FISH #3:
	Well I certainly don’t see the point in standing around here prevaricating.  Are we disposed to help the unfortunate lass, or aren’t we?

	FISH #4:
	We have to help her.  The poor little girl.  I feel so bad for her (starts to bawl loudly).

	FISH #5:
	I know.  Why don’t we gnaw through the stem that holds the lily pad in place?  Then it would float off downstream away from the toads.  I think that would be just peechy.

	FISH #6:
	Well what are we all standin’ around fer.  Let’s get a move on, gang!

	FISH #7:
	I wish lily pad stalks were good to eat.  I love to eat.  Of course, I don’t like to eat as much as Jimmy, my first cousin once removed.  He was a blowfish and boy could he put down the algae.  He wasn’t bad with bubbles either.  He could swallow them whole.  I remember one time…

	Fish #2:
	Be quiet and gnaw, silly.

	(FISH gnaw the lily pad stem until it is free and THUMBELINA is floating on it down the brook).

	STORYTELLER:
	So the fish assembled around the green stalk which held the leaf on which the little maiden stood, and gnawed away the stalk, and so the leaf swam downstream, far away where the toads could not get at her.  She sailed by many great cities, and many strange countries where the birds sang sweetly for her, and this she enjoyed for she liked to sing herself.

	
	(Interject song: ”I’m Free!)

	STORYTELLER:
	Suddenly a big beetle spotted her and immediately clasped his claws round her slender waist, and flew with her up into a tree.

	(THE BEETLE swoops in and grabs THUMBELINA, flying to a tree branch).

	THUMBELINA:
	Oh!  Help!  Put me down!

	The BEETLE sets her on the branch, where they both sit, THUMBELINA cringes and tries to back away, but has nowhere to go.)

	BEETLE:
	Hmmm!  You’re awfully pretty.  But you don’t look anything like a Beetle, you know.

	THUMBELINA:
	A what?

	BEETLE:
	A Beetle.  A Beetle!  Surely you have heard of us.  We’re the most distinguished of all the beetles, at least the European ones.  I can’t say anything for those foreign kind.  They aren’t terribly aristocratic, you know.  Here, eat some flowers.  I’ll let you have the sweetest parts.

	THUMBELINA:
	(tentatively)  Thank you.

	(The LADY BEETLE’s start to peer out from behind leaves and branches.  They are terribly snooty gossips, and will find fault with anyone or anything which does not resemble them).

	LADY BEETLE #1:
	Gracious!  Who in the world is that?

	LADY BEETLE #2:
	Humph!  She must be one of those Balkan beetles.

	LADY BEETLE #3:
	Well one thing’s for certain.  She obviously isn’t a European beetle.

	LADY BEETLE #4:
	Pity.  Such an ugly little thing?

	BEETLE:
	(Surprised)  Really?  Do you think so?  I was thinking that she is really quite pretty

	LADY BEETLE #5:
	Pretty?  Well I never!

	LADY BEETLE #6:
	Why she has only two legs!

	LADY BEETLE #7:
	She has not any feelers!

	BEETLE:
	(Uncertain)  Well, perhaps I may have been  a bit hasty.  Still, she does have a certain look about her.

	LADY BEETLE #8:
	An ugly look, if you ask me.  Obviously has no breeding.

	LADY BEETLE #9:
	Fie!  She looks like a human creature.

	STORYTELLER:
	The Beetle who had carried Thumbelina off believed the Lady Beetles at last, and would not have her at all.  He flew down with her from the tree and set her on a daisy, where he left her.  Poor little Thumbelina cried because she was so ugly that the Beetles would not talk to her.  And yet she was the loveliest little being anyone could imagine!

	(The BEETLE carries THUMBELINA down to sit on the daisy, and exits with the LADY BEETLES who are still gossiping and laughing at her.  THUMBELINA cries).

	THUMBELINA:
	What am I to do now?  No one will have me!

	STORYTELLER:
	It was now almost winter and growing very cold.

	THUMBELINA:
	Brrrr!  I’ve got to find someplace to stay warm.  There are not enough plants left alive in this field to keep anyone warm.  (she looks around)  Wait!  What’s this?  It looks like a door.  Maybe someone here can help me. 

	(THUMBELINA knocks on the door and the FIELD MOUSE appears.  She is a kindly, motherly type who is immediately taken with THUMBELINA’s plight and sets about to help her.)

	FIELD MOUSE:
	(opening the door, speaking with warmth and friendliness)  Yes?  What can I do for you?  (at first she looks right over THUMBELINA’s head and does not see her until she speaks).

	THUMBELINA:
	P-p-please, ma’am.  Might I have a barleycorn or seed of some kind if you can spare it?

	FIELD MOUSE:
	What on earth?  Oh there you are. (Looking down)  I didn’t even see you there.  But heavens, child.  You look frozen solid.  Come in, come in you poor little creature.

	THUMBELINA:
	Thank you kindly, ma’am.  I haven’t eaten in two days.

	FIELD MOUSE:
	There, there, of course not.  You must be absolutely starving.  Come into my warm room and dine with me.

	STORYTELLER:
	This pleased Thumbelina greatly for she was indeed cold and hungry.  After they had dined on a lovely meal of corn kernels and raw millet, the Field Mouse said:

	FIELD MOUSE:
	If you like you may stay with me through the winter, but you must keep my room clean and neat, and tell me little stories, for I am very found of those.

	THUMBELINA:
	Thank you kindly, ma’am.  I’ll do my best.

	FIELD MOUSE:
	And now we are going to have a visitor.  My neighbor, Mole, is in the habit of visiting me once a week.  He is even better off than I am, has great rooms, and a beautiful black velvet fur.  If you could only get him for your husband you would be well provided for.  You must tell him the prettiest stories you know.

	THUMBELINA:
	(hesitatingly)  Husband??  A mole?  I….

	(MOLE enters, clumsily, peering as if he can’t see much of anything.)

	MOLE:
	(running into something) Ouch! Hang it, Matilda, have you been moving the furniture again?  It’s so bright in here, I can’t see a thing. 

	FIELD MOUSE:
	Murray, you can’t ever see a thing.  You’re a mole.

	MOLE:
	Well at least you could close those curtains immediately so that I’m not blinded.  

	FIELD MOUSE:
	Now mind your manners, Murray.  We have a guest.  And a very lovely one she is.

	MOLE:
	A guest?  (looks around and spots a coat rack) Very pleased to make your acquaintance.

	FIELD MOUSE:
	That’s the coat rack!

	MOLE:
	Huhn?  Oh. Oh, yes, of course it is.  (Looks around and spots a lamp)  Very pleased, miss.  And you are quite tall, if I may say so.

	FIELD Mouse:
	Murray!

	MOLE:
	Huhn?

	FIELD MOUSE:
	(leading him to THUMBELINA) She’s right here.

	MOLE:
	(Blustering) Well, well, nice of you to show yourself at last.

	THUMBELINA:
	(shaking his paw) Thank you sir.  It’s an honor to meet you.

	FIELD MOUSE:
	(aside to him)  You hear that, Murray?  An honor! she said. She’s a real peach, Murray. A beauty!

	MOLE:
	A peach.  Wonderful.  What would I want with a peach?

	STORYTELLER:
	Thumbelina sang songs for the Mole and the Field Mouse, and the Mole fell in love with her, because of her beautiful voice, though he could barely see her at all.

	MOLE:
	I have dug a long passage between our two houses, Matilda.  Perhaps you and your guest… uhh… uhhh… Dumbelina, is it?

	THUMBELINA:
	Thumbelina!

	MOLE:
	Yes, yes.  Perhaps the two of you would like to see it.

	THUMBELINA:
	(hesitating)  Well, I…

	FIELD MOUSE:
	Why Murray, we’d love to!  Wouldn’t we, Thumbelina? (she pokes THUMBELINA in the ribs).

	THUMBELINA:
	Ouch!  Yes, we certainly would.

	MOLE:
	Come along then.  And please ignore the dead bird in the middle of the passage.  Imagine the nerve of it dying right where I wanted to dig.

	THUMBELINA:
	(In shock, to the FIELD MOUSE)  Dead bird???

	FIELD MOUSE:
	Come along now, dear. (They all start to walk in single file, bent over as if going through a low tunnel).

	STORYTELLER:
	When they came to where the dead bird lay, the Mole pushed it into a side chamber, and then thrust up his broad nose against the ceiling, so that a great hole was made, through which the daylight could shine.  This revealed the dead swallow which certainly must have died of cold.  

	MOLE:
	(Giving the bird a push) Now he doesn’t sing any more.  It must be miserable to be born a little bird.

	FIELD MOUSE:
	Yes, you may well say that, as a clever man.  Of what use is all this “tweet-weet” nonsense when the winter comes? He must starve and freeze. Poor dear.

	(THUMBELINA looks devastated, and when the others move on and exit she remains, and kisses the bird on his closed eyes.)

	THUMBELINA:
	Perhaps you are the one who sang so prettily for me in the summer.

	(She spreads hay over the SWALLOW and puts some under his head.  Then she lays the SWALLOW’s head on her heart.)

	THUMBELINA:
	Farewell, you pretty little bird!

	(Suddenly the SPARROW moves.  THUMBELINA starts).

	THUMBELINA:
	Oh!  You’re alive!  I think you’re warming up now.  Let me give you something to drink!

	STORYTELLER:
	Then Thumbelina brought the Sparrow water in a petal, which he drank.

	SWALLOW:
	Thank you. Thank you, pretty miss.  My wing was torn on a thorn bush, and by the time I could fly again, all the other Sparrows had migrated to the warm countries, and I just fell to the ground.  After that, I don’t remember a thing.

	THUMBELINA:
	You stay warm in your bed, and I will nurse you until winter is over.

	STORYTELLER:
	So Thumbelina nursed and tended him heartily.  But she made sure that the Field Mouse and the Mole heard nothing about it, for they did not like the poor swallow.

	(THUMBELINA walks back and forth, bringing food and drink to the SWALLOW).

	SWALLOW:
	Spring is here and I should fly.  Won’t you come with me?  You could sit on my back and we would fly far away into the green wood.

	THUMBELINA:
	No, I cannot.  The dear Field Mouse has been so good to me.  She took me in when I was starving.  She would be sorely grieved if I left her.

	FIELD MOUSE:
	(calling, off stage) Thumbelina?

	THUMBELINA:
	Good bye, dear friend.

	
	(The SWALLOW flies off.  THUMBELINA turns and runs to meet the FIELD MOUSE who enters excitedly).

	FIELD MOUSE:
	(entering, excited) Thumbelina, you are now betrothed!  The mole has proposed for you.  What a great fortune for a poor child like you!

	Thumbelina:
	(near tears) But I don’t want to marry that tiresome old mole.  I couldn’t stand living underground without seeing the sun.

	FIeld mouse:
	Nonsense, child.  Don’t be obstinate. Now you must work at your wedding outfit, woolen and linen clothes both.

	SToRYTELLER:
	Thumbelina had to turn the spindle, for that is what you do when you make thread.  And the mole hired four spiders to weave for her day and night.

	(The SPIDER’s enter, acting like four street toughs.  They are very inept at what they do, but they brag, gesture  and pump themselves up a lot).

	Spider #1:
	Yo, Rocco.  How are you “hanging?”

	spider #2 (Rocco):
	No problemo.  Now that I have my new web in the corn stalks, hangin’s not an issue.

	SPIDER #3:
	Why don’t I come by your web and hang with you, Rocco.

	SPIDER #4:
	You should see my two matching webs, Rocco.  They look like a new set of wheels!

	SPIDEr #2 (rocco):
	Really!  I’ve been thinkin’ of gettin’ my web chrome-plated (all the SPIDERS break out into laughter).

	FIELD MOUSE:
	All right!  That will be enough out of you.  I want to see all of you working, pronto. (exits)

	spider #1:
	Oooooo!  Is she tough, or what?

	Spider #2:
	She as tough as a dung beetle’s cranium. (they all laugh)

	SPider #3:
	(recovering)  Come on you guys.  We’d better get to work, or Mole is gonna break one of our legs.

	SPIDER #4:
	No problemo.  I’m a spider.  I got seven more! (they laugh again and exit).

	storyteller:
	But Thumbelina was not glad at all.  Every morning when the sun rose and every evening when it went down, she crept out at the door;  and when the wind blew the corn ears apart, so that she could see the blue sky, she thought how bright and beautiful it was out here and wished heartily to see her dear Swallow again.

	Field Mouse:
	(entering)  In four weeks, you shall celebrate your wedding.

	Thumbelina:
	But I just couldn’t.

	Field Mouse:
	(scolding her) He is a very fine man whom you will marry.  The Queen herself has not such a black velvet fur; and his kitchen and cellar are full.  Be thankful for your good fortune

	Storyteller:
	Finally the wedding was to be held. 

	MOLE:
	(entering and addressing the hat rack)  This is to be the happiest day of our lives, my love.

	FIeld mouse:
	It probably will be, especially if you have lots of hats, dear! (Mole looks confused and stammers)

	Storyteller:
	Thumbelina was to live with the Mole deep under the earth, and never come out into the warm sunshine, for that he did not like.

	THUmbelina:
	(going to the door)  Farewell, thou bright sun.  (stretching out her hands toward it) Greet the little swallow from me, if you see him again.

	SWALLOW:
	(enters, chirping)  Tweet-weet!  Tweet-weet!

	Thumbelina:
	(shocked and delighted)  Swallow?  Is that you?  

	Swallow:
	In the feather.  The cold winter is coming and I am preparing to fly into the warm countries.

	Thumbelina:
	Then I will never see you again, because I am supposed to marry the mole and live forever away from the bright and beautiful sunlight.

	Swallow:
	Then come with me, instead.  You shall sit on my back and we will fly away from the mole and his dark room.

	THumbelina:
	Dare I?

	Swallow:
	Of course you do.  Don’t stay with a bad situation just to please someone else, especially a mole and a field mouse.  

	Thumbelina:
	(hesitating)  But they love me.

	Swallow:
	If they really loved you, they’d be more interested in what makes you happy and fulfilled.  

	Thumbelina:
	(still not sure)  But I don’t want to offend them.

	swallow:
	I don’t see how they have been particularly concerned with whether they are offending you.

	Thumbelina:
	(convinced)  Then I will go with you!  (“seats” herself on the SWALLOW and they “fly”).

	field mouse & mole:
	(ad lib)  Hey.  Where are you going?  Come back here immediately.  You don’t want to throw this all away do you?  How could you do this to me?  etc.

	Storyteller:
	The Swallow flew over forest and sea, high over great mountains where the snow always lies, until at last they came to the warm countries.

	Swallow:
	That is my house, but it is not proper for you to live there.  It is not yet well cleaned and dusted.  Select for yourself one of the splendid flowers which grow down yonder.

	Storyteller:
	The Swallow set Thumbelina down on the broad leaves of one of the most beautiful great white flowers.  But to the maid’s surprise, there sat a little man in the midst of the flower.

	Thumbelina:
	(to the SWALLOW)  Heavens.  How beautiful he is.

	PRince:
	You… You are very beautiful, pretty maid.  (He is speechless beyond this, obviously very nervous and awed by THUMBELINA).

	Thumbelina:
	Thank you.

	PRince:
	(earnestly)  More beautiful than anything I could have imagined.  

	Thumbelina:
	(giggles)  Who me??  No, I’m just a little thing.

	Prince:
	(With great sincerity)  No.  No, it’s true!  Please… that is… (he starts to stammer and stutter, obviously very nervous) could you,  I mean, would you… that is… if you’d be willing… uhh… to wear my crown (he takes off his crown and puts it on THUMBELINA’s head).

	Thumbelina:
	(still not getting it)  Wear your crown??

	Prince:
	…and …and become the Queen of the flowers?  (looks hopefully, boyishly.  THUMBELINA finally understanding, stands amazed for a minute)

	Storyteller:
	Now this was truly a different kind of man than the toad or the mole.  Thumbelina therefore gladly said:

	Thumbelina:
	(Almost breathlessly)  Yes.  I will be your Queen.

	Lords & Ladys:
	(emerging from behind the flowers)  Long live Thumbelina!

	Prince:
	Long Live…  wait a minute.  You shall no longer be called Thumbelina, for here you are as great as any creature.  Therefore we shall change your name to Maia.

	Lords & Ladys:
	Long live Queen Maia.

	SWALLOW:
	Farewell, Maia.

	Thumbelina:
	Farewell, kind friend.  I shall miss you.

	Storyteller:
	And so the swallow, with a last “good luck,” flew away again from the warm countries, far away back to Denmark.  There he had a little nest over the window of a man who can tell fairy tales.

	Swallow:
	(landing beside the Storyteller)  Have I got a whopper for you.

	Storyteller:
	(Taking the swallow on his finger)  You don’t say!  Why don’t you tell me all about it while I find us a nice piece of bread and some water.  (they exit)


Curtain

PRODUCTION NOTES for  THUMBELINA

	Style:
	This script lends itself beautifully to a combination of live actors and puppets, or possibly puppets and Muppets.  When using live actors, the first scenes with the mother can have a small puppet THUMBELINA and TOAD MOTHER. When they reappear by themselves, in the next scene, they can be seen at full size and played by live actors.  Or replace the live actors with Muppet-sized puppets all the way through.

	SOUND and MUSIC:
	There is no real song “I’m Free,” (to be sung as THUMBELINA floats on the lily pad away from the TOADS). The title is to suggest a theme for a song, which could be taken from current popular music, or created with actors coming up with lyrics to fit a melody from an old song which is now in the public domain. It is optional. 

	STAGING:
	At first THUMBELINA is tiny compared to the WOMAN, her mother, but in subsequent scenes, THUMBELINA is about the same size as all the other characters. At first, to emphasize size differences, THUMBELINA needs to be very small compared to the WOMAN. After that, in order to be seen, she needs to appear larger and in proportion to the other animal characters. As this changes occurs and as the scenes change location constantly, a non-realistic approach should probably be taken to sets, making them very representational. Whether staged in proscenium or in the round, the use of visual elements such as silk strips held by actor-stage hands and manipulated to indicate water, clouds, caves, or leaves will be the best solution.

	SETS and PROPS:
	Sets should be representational, using  a combination of actors in freeze positions for inanimate objects such as the field mouse hole or the witch house and silks for such things as water, clouds, etc. Props may be as realistic as possible, or optionally pantomimed.

	LIGHTS:
	Lighting can be instrumental in suggesting locale, with dark blues being used for the stormy opening scene and the underground scenes, and bright lighting for outdoor scenes. Tight pools of light focused on certain stage areas can also help suggest location.

	Sound and music:
	Classical instrumental music, possibly baroque or New Age, will create the feeling of motion and mood during the storyteller’s speeches. In any event, a music style should be selected and remain consistent throughout the show.

	Costumes:
	Characterization should be indicated much more by movement of the actors than by costuming.  To fit the representational nature of the style, the ensemble should be underdressed all in black, with costume pieces (masks, skirts, capes, crowns) added to suggest characterization.  This will also allow for actors to double through a quick switch in costume piece rather than an entire change.


CURRICULUM SUGGESTIONS for THUMBELINA

	MATH:
	What country uses shillings instead of dollars?  How many dollars is a shilling worth?  How much would 20 shillings be? 30 shillings? Work some conversions problems between shillings and dollars. 

Take a ruler and measure the height of your thumb. Then measure your actual height.  How many times bigger are you than your thumb?

	SCIENCE:
	This story is a wonderful opportunity to examine different types of animal and how animals get classified.  Look at how animals are classified first. Then read the script, examining the classification and characteristics of the animals encountered. What is a toad?  How is it different from a frog?  What are beetles, fish, mice, moles, swallows, spiders? What class of animal do they belong to? What do they eat and how do they behave? Research types to be found in your local area. Even without binoculars, bird-watching is great for science field work and with a bird feeder on the property, or even strategically scattered bird seed, quite a variety of colorful local birds can be observed. Talk also about migration. A local bird expert is usually glad to come and talk to a class.

	MUSIC:
	Find an old song in the public domain (children’s songs work well) with a well know melody line, and write your own lyrics to the theme of “I’m Free.”  Learn and sing the song in the show as THUMBELINA floats on the lily pad.

	LANGUAGE ARTS:
	Does the concept of an “Angel” have any root in history? Where did the idea of angels come from?  Where do they appear in literature? Find other stories with angels in them to read.

With each adventure, with each animal, THUMBELINA encounters a different obstacle. Discuss the theme’s revealed in each story segment. Raise questions and discuss connections to real life, such as “Did the FIELD MOUSE and MOLE really love THUMBELINA? Or, as the SWALLOW suggested, were they not really thinking of her? Was THUMBELINA right to leave them?

	ART:
	Draw pictures of what you imagine each scene, each environment in the story to look like. Figure out how you could represent each environment during the play, using light, sound, sets and props.

	DANCE:
	Create a very simple wedding dance to be used at the end of the play. If you have chosen to create a song “I’m Free,” you might create a dance to go along with the music, as a theme song/ dance for the show.

	SOCIAL STUDIES:
	The story, as it is originally told by Hans Christian Andersen, has a decidedly European flavor, though there are only sporadic references to locale.  Find Europe on a map.  Where is Denmark? Is its climate warm, or cold? What countries might have THUMBELINA have visited in her travels? Are there any warm countries in Europe where the SWALLOW might have spent the winter?
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THE WISE OLD WOMAN

CAST LIST

	Character
	Description
	Lines

	Lord of the Village
	Young, arrogant, demanding. Has no use for old people.
	25 lines

	Young Farmer
	A good son, with a kind heart.
	32 lines

	Farmer’s Mother
	Elderly, kindly and wise.
	25 lines

	Lord Higa
	A crude, dominant bully.
	20 lines

	Advisors
	Advisors to the Lord of the Village.  Very officious “yes” men. These lines may be divided up amongst more than just two advisors.
	6 lines

	Lord Higa’s Bodyguards
	Strong, well-trained and not very bright. Higa’s Soldiers. 
	9 lines

	The Villagers
	Timid, helpless victims.
	8 lines

	Messenger
	Young and frightened. Out of breath from his journey.
	2 lines

	
	
	

	
	
	


Note:
The cast size may vary depending on how many VILLAGERS, ADVISORS and BODYGUARDS are cast.

Note:
In some parts, gender is interchangeable and will have no affect on the theme of the story, despite the fact that the parts have been written to reflect the original tale’s gender differences.

THE WISE OLD WOMAN

SCRIPT

	Scene 1: The village square of a small rural village in Japan.  Sixteenth century.  Music fanfare (somewhat pompous).

	The VILLAGERS appear slowly, in groups, from one side of the stage.  The LORD of the VILLAGE appears smartly from the other side accompanied by his overly attentive ADVISORS.  The LORD, flanked by his ADVISORS, mounts a platform and prepares to be announced.  The VILLAGERS surround the platform looking eagerly, though tentatively, to hear what new law their LORD will proclaim.  

	ADVISOR 1:
	Oh, Villagers of Small Rural Village. Cast down your eyes, fall on your knees, bow your heads and cup your ears to hear the mighty words of your generous Lord. 

	(VILLAGERS do as they are told.)

	ADVISOR 2:
	Oh, Villagers, raise your eyes to the sun… (VILLAGERS do as they are told, but some of them raise over too high and fall on their backs and are helped up by their comrades.  ADVISOR 2 pays no attention and continues).

	
	Consider, you unworthy insects, what great good fortune falls upon you that your new Lord, greatly blessed by all the gods and goddesses, schooled in the ways of the kingdoms of the world, brave, powerful and good looking… (The LORD leans over to ADVISOR 2 and whispers something into his ear). Oh, yes! …and extremely intelligent (as the LORD looks at his ADVISORS they all smile and nod vigorously) will now give you his latest proclamation in order that all the village may be young and strong and effective.  

	LORD:
	All right, all of you.  Stand up.  (They do. Pause)  No, come to think of it, get back down again.  (They do.)  Yes, I like that better.  Now how many of you want to be young? 

	(Prompted by the ADVISORS, the VILLAGERS cheer.)

	LORD:
	How many of you want to be strong?

	(Prompted by the ADVISORS, the VILLAGERS cheer.)

	LORD:
	How many of you want to be effective?

	(Prompted by the ADVISORS, the VILLAGERS cheer.)

	LORD:
	(pleased) Very good!  You’re very good at that.  Well, being greatly blessed by all the gods and goddesses, being schooled in the ways of the kingdoms of the world, being brave, being powerful and being good looking… (ADVISOR 3 whispers in LORD’s ear)…Oh, yes!  and extremely intelligent, I have come up with the answer to your problems. Get rid of all the old people. Old people are not strong.  Old people are not effective.  And most of all, old people are not young! 

	(ADVISORS cheer! They encourage the VILLAGERS to clap, who look at each other confusedly and hesitantly clap once or twice.)

	LORD:
	Old people can no longer perform useful work. They take up space.  They eat food which otherwise could be used for those of us who are young.  I therefore decree that once any person turns 70 years of age he or she will be taken up to the mountains and just left there. 

	(There is a stunned silence.)

	VILLAGER 1:
	But… but they’ll die!

	LORD:
	What’s your point?

	Villager 2:
	But my grandfather… 

	Villager 3:
	And my great aunts and uncles…

	Villager 4:
	My poor old sick mother…

	LORD:
	Yes, that’s right.  All of them.  Now you’re getting the idea. (to ADVISOR 1) They’re really very good. They’re not nearly as stupid as you said they were. (to the VILLAGERS)  Well, that’s it.  That’s my proclamation.  You can go home now.

	(The VILLAGERS begin to leave, sad and defeated. 

	LORD:
	(As he leaves, to ADVISORS) I thought that went rather well, didn’t you? (They smile, congratulate him and fan him vigorously as they all leave). 

	
	

	sCENE 2:
	

	(The Very Small Hut of the YOUNG FARMER and his mother, the WISE OLD WOMAN.  It is devoid of furniture, except for a large round beach ball on which the WISE OLD WOMAN sits, rocking back and forth as if on a rocker. The YOUNG FARMER enters, looking forlorn.)

	FARMER:
	Mother.  How are you?  How’s your case of the jittery shakes coming along?

	WOman:
	Very well, indeed, son.  The village apothecary came by with some healing herbs and I can’t feel a thing anymore.  The jitters are all gone. (She shakes violently for a second). I still shake a little from time to time.

	Farmer:
	That’s wonderful, mother, just great.

	(He tries to busy himself by taking vegetables out of a basket for dinner.  The WOMAN watches him carefully).

	Woman:
	(after a pause) Son, is there something wrong?

	Farmer:
	What?  Wrong?  Why whatever could be wrong?

	Woman:
	Some bad news, maybe?  Is there anything you want to tell me?

	Farmer:
	Tell you?  What kind of bad news could I possibly have to tell you?

	Woman:
	Oh, I don’t know… maybe that I will have to be taken up into the mountains tomorrow and left just to fend for myself. (She shakes).

	Farmer:
	(not really hearing her…) Now it would be really bad news if I had to take you up into the mountains tomorrow and … wait!… (halfway through his speech it registers)  You knew already??

	(During the preceding speech, he has bent over at the waist at a right angle and she has used his back as a table.  When he gets to the word “wait!” He twists around to look at her, and the food she has been preparing goes flying.)

	Woman:
	(reacting to the food)  Oh, my goodness.  Look at this mess.  I told you not to move when I’m cooking.  (wringing her hands and then shaking)  May the gods bless us with enough someday to buy a kitchen table.

	(She starts to clean up the mess, while the FARMER starts to help).

	Farmer:
	But.. but how did you know?

	Woman:
	The neighbors came by on their way home and told me of the Young Lord’s proclamation. “May the gods have mercy on him.”

	Farmer:
	Mother, what am I going to do?

	woman:
	Why, obey the law, my son.  Haven’t I always taught you that you must obey the law?

	Farmer:
	But mother… 

	Woman:
	Oh, stop worrying, son.  I am not afraid of going up to the mountain.  Or being left all alone.  Or even… dying, if it comes to that.  I would like to have a kitchen table though.

	Farmer:
	You amaze me, mother.  

	Woman:
	That’s what mothers are supposed to do son.  Now get back into position, and let me finish fixing you some supper.

	(The FARMER bends over again. By now she has gathered all the food off the floor and places it on his back again)

	Woman:
	You can take me up to the mountains tomorrow.  Right now you need something to eat and a good night’s sleep.

	Farmer:
	(still in position) Yes, mother.  

	
	

	Scene 3:
	

	(The mountain pass.  The YOUNG FARMER is carrying his elderly mother on his back. They walk on a large “s” path from downstage to upstage.  NINJA property people come out on either side of the path carrying sticks and branches.  WOMAN occasionally reaches for a branch, as she goes by, and breaks a twig. The YOUNG FARMER has great difficulty holding on to her while she is doing this.)

	Farmer:
	Mother, what are you doing?

	Woman:
	I’m marking a trail for you, my son, so you will be able to find your way home, easily. 

	Farmer:
	Oh, mother.  Even at the moment you are approaching death, still all you are thinking about is my comfort and safety.  

	Woman:
	What’s your point?

	Farmer:
	I can’t do this.  I can’t leave you all alone.  I have a plan.  It’s getting dark now.  Let’s sneak back to the village and I’ll hide you in our root cellar. 

	Woman:
	The root cellar.  That’s sounds nice. Well, whatever you think best, son. I’m just looking out for your comfort and safety.

	Farmer:
	I’ll dig a hole big enough for you to hide under the dirt floor of our hut.  Then you can get in and I’ll cover the hole with a board to disguise it. Now, you’ll have to be quiet if you hear anyone coming and every night, when I return from the fields, I’ll let you out when its dark.

	Woman:
	The root cellar.  Well, I never lived in a root cellar before.  Do you think we could fit a kitchen table down there?

	(He turns and looks at her for a moment, and shakes his head, and they turn and go back the way they came).

	
	

	Scene 4:
	

	(The Village Square.  All the VILLAGERS are assembled and are being questioned by the arrogant YOUNG LORD and his ADVISORS.)

	Lord:
	(to VILLAGER)  Well, have you gotten rid of all the old people in your house?

	VILLAGER 4:
	Yes, my Lord.  All sixteen of them. I took them up to the mountains this morning.

	Lord:
	Well, that’s good.  That’s very good.  (To ADVISOR)  Did you hear that?  Sixteen for this villager. Write that down.  (The ADVISOR does so, as the other ADVISORS are questioning other VILLAGERS and writing down their answers. The LORD moves to the next VILLAGER.)

	Lord:
	And what about you? You’re a fine strapping young man.  How many old people did you get rid of this morning?

	VILLAGER 5:
	Only one, my Lord.

	Lord:
	Only one?  

	VILLAGER 5:
	That’s all I had, Lord.  My grandfather.  But he didn’t want to go. So I had to tie him up and carry him.

	Lord:
	Oh, well, one does what one can. (to ADVISOR)  Only one for this slacker.  Who’s next?

	(At this moment, a MESSENGER—young, and very frightened—runs in.)

	MESSENGER:
	(Salaam-ing on his knees, quickly, and then rising)  Oh, Lord of this Small Rural Village.  I have terrible news.  The cruel Lord Higa and his armies, who have been destroying all the nearby villages… (he pauses to catch his breath and leans for support on one of the ADVISORS) …I’m sorry, oh noble Lord. (pant, pant)  I’ve been running all morning.  I’m out of breath.

	LORD:
	I don’t care about your breath.  What about this Lord Higa and his armies? Where are they now?

	MESSENGER:
	(Still trying to catch his breath)  He’s… he’s… 

	(He points upstage.  At this moment, LORD HIGA and his bodyguards enter growling loudly, stomping and pushing the VILLAGERS aside making their way to the platform.  The VILLAGERS are in consternation and all drop to the ground in supplication.  The BODYGUARDS are still growling, stomping and shaking their spears in place. LORD HIGA signals for them to stop.)

	HIGA:
	(Pauses.  Look around.  Growls) Arrggghh! (The VILLAGERS cower even lower to the ground.  The YOUNG LORD and his ADVISORS are running around, trying to find a place to hide. HIGA growls again, louder.  All stop and look at him.)  Arrggghh!!!  You all know who I am?

	(Everyone nods vigorously.)

	HIGA:
	Good.  I’m Lord Higa and I’m bad.  And you’re all insects.  (He points to the YOUNG LORD)  You, too.  (The VILLAGERS are surprised at this for a moment).

	VILLAGERS:
	(ad lib) Hunh?

	HIGA:
	I and my mighty armies are here to destroy your worthless little insect village.

	BODYGUARDS:
	(laughing cruelly)  Heh, heh, heh!

	(VILLAGERS cry out in despair)

	HIGA:
	Oh, shut up!  That’s not going to help you. That’s what we do.  We destroy villages.

	BODYGUARDS:
	(laughing cruelly)  Heh, heh, heh!

	BODYGUARD 1:
	We also get to steal your stuff.

	BODYGUARD 2:
	And burn your houses.

	Bodyguard 3:
	And play with all your toys!  (All BODYGUARDS turn on him, surprised. He looks at them innocently)  Well, I like toys.

	Bodyguard 4:
	And we’re going to mess you up real good.

	BODYGUARDS:
	(laughing cruelly)  Heh, heh, heh!

	(ADVISORS and YOUNG LORD go to HIGA and plead for mercy.  The ADVISORS coach the villagers to also cry mercy. HIGA and BODYGUARDS laugh and look at the crowd, pleased.) 

	VILLAGERS:
	(ad lib)  Mercy, mercy, please spare us, etc.

	HIGA:
	Oh, all right.  If its mercy you want, it’s mercy you’ll get. 

	(All look relieved for a moment.  HIGA continues)

	HIGA:
	IF… you can perform one itsy, bitsy little task for me.  

	VILLAGERS:
	(including YOUNG LORD and ADVISORS—ad lib)  Oh, yes, Lord Higa.  Anything you say.  We’ll be more than happy to do any itsy, bitsy little task you desire, etc.

	HIGA:
	(cutting them off) Good!  Tomorrow at noon I and my bodyguards will return to this Small Rural Village and if you have performed this itsy, bitsy little task, I may spare you. (all cheer)

	LORD:
	(approached HIGA)  Er… mighty Lord Higa, just what is this itsy, bitsy little task you want us to perform?

	HIGA:
	(looking the YOUNG LORD over)  You must be the head insect.  (the YOUNG LORD looks around nervously, and nods)  Oh, the task is not something terribly difficult.  I just want you to make me a rope… made out of ash!  

	VILLAGERS:
	Ash?  

	HIGA:
	That’s right, ash.  Get it?

	VILLAGERS and LORD:
	Got it.

	Higa:
	Good.  I’ll be back tomorrow at noon. If you fail to accomplish my task… you’re toast.

	BODYGUARDS:
	(laughing cruelly)  Heh, heh, heh!

	(HIGA growls loudly, and he and his BODYGUARDS march out).)

	ADVIsor 1:
	(after quickly consulting with the other ADVISORS)  Oh, great Lord.  None of us knows how to make a rope out of ash.  You know (he pantomimes) you can hold onto rope and pull it, tie things up with it, but ashes just fall apart. 

	LORd:
	I know that.  But we’ve got to do something. Think! That’s it.  We’ve got to think. 

	ADVISORS:
	(All ADVISORS adopt thinking poses).  Hmmm.

	Lord:
	(to VILLAGERS)  You too!

	VILLAGERS:
	(adopting thinking poses)  Hmmm.

	(Everyone exit, still pondering).

	
	


	Scene 6:
	

	(The FARMER’s hut.  He enters running.  The WISE OLD WOMAN  is sitting on the beach ball, hiding under a large cloth which covers her head to toe).

	Farmer:
	Mother, mother, I have to talk to you!  (He rapidly takes the cloth off her)

	Woman::
	Oh, good morning son.  Did you bring me a kitchen table?

	Farmer:
	No, mother.  Something terrible has happened.

	Woman::
	The mighty Lord Higa is going to destroy our village?

	Farmer:
	Yes, he said… (pauses) … wait!  How did you know?

	Woman:
	A little bird told me.

	(A NINJA runs out with a bird hand puppet)

	NINJA:
	Tweet, tweet, tweet.  (NINJA exits)

	Farmer: 
	(looks confused for a moment)  Whatever.  Then you know about…

	Woman:
	Yes, yes, yes. He wants you to give him a rope made out of ash.  Not to worry. Just take a rope and soak it in salt water.  When it is dry, you can burn the rope, and it will hold it’s shape even after its turned to ash.

	(The FARMER looks at her in amazement for a moment. He is frozen, unsure what to do next.  The NINJA with the bird appears again)

	NINJA:
	Tweet, tweet, tweet.

	Farmer:
	(doing a double take at the bird, then catching on)  Right. I’ll go get a rope.

	(NINJA, FARMER and WOMAN exit.)

	
	


	Scene 7:
	

	(The VILLAGE SQUARE. The VILLAGERS, the YOUNG LORD and ADVISORS are assembled to meet their fate.  All are still in a thinking pose.  FARMER runs in with a tray with a gray rope coiled on it.)

	FARmer:
	Great Lord.  I have the rope of ash. (he hands him the tray)

	All:
	(awestruck) Oh!

	(At that moment, HIGA and BODYGUARDS enter, just as before, ready to destroy the village. As everyone waits in anticipation, HIGA strides up to the YOUNG LORD, who gives him the tray with the rope of ash.  HIGA, startled, takes the tray, shows it to his BODYGUARD, crumbles a piece of it into dust and give it back to the YOUNG LORD).

	HIGA:
	(growling)  Arrggghh!  (he looks at his BODYGUARD)

	BODYGUARDS:
	Arrggghhh!

	HIGA:
	Think you’re pretty smart, do you?  Well, I’ll show you!  I promise I will destroy your village tomorrow at noon, IF… you cannot run a single thread through the hole in crooked log.  Get it?

	ALL:
	Got it.

	HIGA:
	Good.  (growls and he and his BODYGUARDS march off)

	LORD:
	All right, you all know what to do.

	(Everyone assumes thinking poses, and exit)

	ALL:
	Hmmmm.

	
	

	Scene 8:
	

	(The FARMER’s hut.  He enters running.  The WISE OLD WOMAN  is sitting on the beach ball, hiding under a large cloth which covers her head to toe).

	Farmer:
	Mother, mother, I have to talk to you!  (He rapidly takes the cloth off her. She is busy tying a thread to an ant and at the same time putting some honey at the end of a crooked log with a hole in it. The FARMER is dumbfounded.)

	Woman::
	Oh, good morning son.  This would be a lot easier if I had a kitchen table.

	Farmer:
	Mother, what are you doing?

	Woman::
	Well, I found this crooked log with a hole in it. I put a drop of honey at this end, and then I tied this piece of thread to an ant and put him at the other end. And look!  He’s just finishing crawling through the hole in the log to get to the honey.  See.  He’s dragging the thread right through the log. That is what Lord Higa wanted, isn’t it, son?

	Farmer:
	Mother, how did you ever think of that?

	(A NINJA runs out with a bird hand puppet.  The WOMAN points to the bird and smiles).

	NINJA:
	Tweet, tweet, tweet.  (NINJA exits)

	Farmer: 
	(looks confused for a moment)  Right.  You’re so wise mother.  I’d better take this to the square of this Small Rural Village in a hurry.

	Woman:
	Yes, you run on ahead, son.  I’ll just stay here and look after your comfort and safety.

	(The FARMER takes the log and runs out, followed by the NINJA, while the WOMAN covers herself up with the cloth again).

	
	

	Scene 9:
	

	(The VILLAGE SQUARE. The VILLAGERS, the YOUNG LORD and ADVISORS are assembled to meet their fate.  All are still in a thinking pose.  FARMER runs in with the crooked log with the thread running through it.)

	FARmer:
	Great Lord.  I have the crooked log with the thread running through it. (he hands him the log)

	All:
	(awestruck) Oh!

	(At that moment, HIGA and BODYGUARDS enter, just as before, ready to destroy the village. As everyone waits in anticipation, HIGA strides up to the YOUNG LORD, who gives him the log.  HIGA, startled, takes the log, shows it to his BODYGUARD, checks the thread and give it back to the YOUNG LORD).

	HIGA:
	(growling and jumping up and down in rage)  Arrggghh!  (he looks at his BODYGUARDS)

	BODYGUARDS:
	(jumping up and down, also) Arrggghhh!

	HIGA:
	Think you’re pretty smart, do you?  Well, I’ll show you!  I promise I will destroy your village tomorrow at noon, IF… you cannot bring me a drum which makes sound without being beaten.  Get it?

	ALL:
	Got it.

	HIGA:
	Good.  (growls and he and his BODYGUARDS march off)

	LORD:
	Well… get busy!

	Advisor:
	Here we go again.

	(Everyone assumes thinking poses, and exit)

	ALL:
	Hmmmm.

	
	

	Scene 10:
	

	(The FARMER’s hut.  He enters running.  The WISE OLD WOMAN is running around the hut trying to catch a bumble bee which is being held by a NINJA on a stick. There is a drum sitting on the floor by the beach ball).

	Farmer:
	(he stops dead, dumbfounded. Watching)  Don’t tell me.  A little bird told you what happened.

	Woman::
	No, this time it was a bee. 

	Farmer:
	A bee.

	NINJA:
	Buzz, buzz, buzz.

	Woman::
	(she catches the bee) Yes, my son.  Now hand me that drum.

	(He picks up the drum.  The WOMAN puts the bee inside the drum and seals it shut.  The sound of the drum beating is heard. She hands the FARMER the drum. The NINJA exits).

	Farmer:
	Mother, what would I do without you?

	Woman:
	Probably be destroyed with the rest of the village. What do you think?

	Farmer:
	I’ll be back soon, mother.

	(The FARMER takes the drum and runs out).

	WOMAN: 
	(to herself)  Now let me see.  If I had a kitchen table, where would I put it? (she assumes a thinking pose, and exits)

	
	

	Scene 11:
	

	(The VILLAGE SQUARE. The VILLAGERS, the YOUNG LORD and ADVISORS are assembled to meet their fate.  All are still in a thinking pose.  FARMER runs in with the drum.)

	FARmer:
	Great Lord.  I have the drum which sounds without being beaten. (the drum continues to sound as he hands it to the YOUNG LORD)

	All:
	(awestruck) Oh!

	(At that moment, HIGA and BODYGUARDS enter, just as before, ready to destroy the village. As everyone waits in anticipation, HIGA strides up to the YOUNG LORD, who gives him the drum.  HIGA, startled, takes the drum, puts it to his ear, then shows it to his BODYGUARD, who also puts it to his ear, shrugs and gives it back to LORD HIGA who gives it back to the YOUNG LORD).

	HIGA:
	People of this Small Rural Village. I must admit I, the great Lord Higa, am impressed.  

	BODYGUARDS:
	(nodding their heads) Mmmmmm!

	HIGA:
	I have given you three tasks which I thought were impossible to accomplish.  And you have accomplished all of them.  Any village where there is so much wisdom deserves to be spared. Never again will I threaten to destroy you.

	ALL:
	(cheering) Yay!

	HIGA:
	(to BODYGUARDS)   Get it?

	BODYGUARDS:
	Got it.

	HIGA:
	Good.  Mmmm. (he assumes thinking position, as do his BODYGUARDS and they exit)

	Lord:
	(Bringing the farmer up onto the platform)  On behalf of this Small Rural Village, I thank you, wise farmer.  But tell me, how did you come upon the wisdom to accomplish these impossible tasks?

	Farmer:
	My Lord, I must confess it was not I who came up with the answers.  It was my old mother.  I know I disobeyed your proclamation and did not take her to the mountains to leave her there.  But I beg your forgiveness, not for myself, but for her, since… after all… it was she who saved the village.

	Lord:
	Well, that certainly does make sense, doesn’t it.  Of course I forgive you. Both of you.  And I have a new proclamation.  From now on, the old people of this village shall be respected and honored for their experience and wisdom.

	Villagers:
	(cheering) Yay!

	Lord:
	Now, my son, what gift can we give to this wise old woman who saved us?

	Farmer:
	Well, she would appreciate a kitchen table.

	Lord:
	Done.  (to ADVISORS) See to it.  

	Advisor:
	What about all those old people we left up in the mountains?

	Lord:
	Go back and get them, and bring them here to advise us how to have a really great party.  Henceforth their wisdom will always be welcome in this Small Rural Village.

	All:
	(cheering)  Yay!  (they rush out and the LORD and his ADVISORS exit grandly).


Finis

PRODUCTION NOTES for the WISE OLD WOMAN

	STAGING:
	One possibility for staging, for a standard proscenium stage with curtain, is to set up stage areas to represent certain locations.  Actors can establish locale by how they relate to the space.

	STYLE:
	Medieval Japanese.  Very delicate, very formal.  Peasants and advisors walk with small steps, heads usually bowed.  Soldiers walk with large, swaggering steps, very aggressively.

	COSTUMES:
	Simple tunics may serve as hopi coats.  Choose one color for all the villagers (with the possible exception of the Farmer and his Wise Old Mother.  Choose a different color for the advisors and a third for the Young Lord.  Lord’s and advisors’ tunics may be of fancier fabric (possible with patterns, or silky); while peasant villagers’ tunics should be of rough, plain cloth. All should have wide belts. Soldiers should wear strong color tunics (e.g., red or black) with belts criss-crossing their chests and waist. Simple straw hats may be made from a cardboard circle, slit along a radius, and pulled together to make a conical-shaped hat, held on with ribbon.  Soldiers should have helmets.

	SOUND and MUSIC:
	Japanese flute music is great for opening, closing and scene transitions. The drum beat can be done with a taped sound effect of a bumblebee or just a drum beat. A gong will be an effective sound for summoning the villagers.

	SETS and PROPS:
	A tri-fold screen is a perfect reversible backdrop. Find pictures of a poor Japanese peasant hut, and of an elegant Japanese pagoda, and paint one on each side of the screen.  Costumed stage hands (or the actors) turn the screen during scene changes.  The mountain scene can be staged either off to one side, or with a separate piece of fabric (with mountain painted on it) which can be attached to and drape over the screen. Props should be as realistic as possible and not modern looking, or alternatively pantomimed throughout. The rope should be a thick piece, painted grey to look like ash.

	LIGHTING:
	Lighting should be natural, except during the mountain night scene, when it should be dim and blue in tint.


CURRICULUM SUGGESTIONS for the WISE OLD WOMAN

	
	

	LANGUAGE ARTS:
	Read other Japanese folktales, and folktales from other lands; Write a haiku poem about sunsets, birds, bamboo groves, etc.; 



	SOCIAL STUDIES:
	Learn the Japanese tea ceremony and read about its purpose in Japanese culture. Locate Japan on the map of the world.  What is its geography like?  What was Japan’s political/social structure at the time when feudal lords were fighting over territory.



	SCIENCE:
	Study the manufacture of paper in Japan. Why does salt water hold the rope together?  



	MATHEMATICS:
	Create an imaginary word problem:  compare imagined amounts spent by the Lord’s court to clothe and feed an advisor of the court with the costs of feeding one of the village peasants.  Compare that to the imagined expenses of feeding and clothing a soldier.



	ART:
	Learn origami and study Kabuki scenic design.  Draw the different scenes of the play in their locations.  Use your designs to make the setting of the play.
Draw pictures of the different characters of the play, after researching medieval Japanese fashion.


	MUSIC:
	Compose or select a song to be inserted in the story.



	DANCE:
	Learn a Japanese dance using fans.  




Why the Hare Runs Away
An African Folktale

Written by Creative Educational Systems: © Copyright 1994

WHY THE HARE RUNS AWAY

CAST LIST

	Character
	Description
	Lines

	THE STORYTELLER
	A romantic, dashing character; a world traveler and adventurer who loves children.  Becomes the Lion (or one of the Lions), below.
	3 lines

	THE HARE  (TRICKSTER)
	A tricky character.  Generally selfishly oriented, but always seems to end up doing the right thing for everyone despite himself.
	29 lines

	THE LION  (STORYTELLER)
	In charge.  The King of the Beasts.
	18 lines

	THE ELEPHANT (MAN)
	The wise one, the one who is slow, careful, but sees with the perspective of time.
	19 lines

	THE MONKEY (WOMAN)
	The playful one, who would rather have fun and enjoy herself than work.
	16 lines

	THE ANTELOPE (GIRL)
	Very concerned about her own good looks and what people think of her.
	17 lines

	THE STICKY GOOEY MUD FIGURE
	One of the tribespeople who plays an inanimate object for the sake of the story
	0 lines


Note:

Except for the Hare and the Sticky Gooey Mud Figure, there can be two or more of each of the animals.

Note:

When casting more than one actor for each animal, the lines for that character can be divided among the actors playing that part.

WHY THE HARE RUNS AWAY

SCRIPT

(Silence, An empty stage.  THE STORYTELLER enters, reading a book intently.  He stops, smiles knowingly to the audience, puts the book away, removes a world globe from his pack, holds it aloft and spins it.  He stops it with his finger on the continent of Africa and cocks his head to listen.  The pulsation of African tribal drums is heard faintly.  He smiles, nods to the audience and exits.  

The sound of the drums grows louder and louder until it is at full volume.  From one side of the stage, the company appears in a line, in dress suggesting African tribespeople.  Each member of the company wears a totem animal mask around the neck.

NOTE: The size of the cast may be expanded by having several players for each animal, except for the HARE and the STICKY-GOOEY MUD FIGURE.  

The players form a circle engaging in an energetic "challenge" dance.  Fast drum beats are heard.  The TRIBESPEOPLE join in the rhythm making, clapping to the drums.  One TRIBESPERSON after another comes to the center of the circle and does a wild movement and sound in rhythm to the clapping, or in contrast to it.  The other TRIBESPEOPLE pick up the new rhythm and imitate the sound and movement being demonstrated.  Each new TRIBESPERSON tries to outdo the person before them with sound and movement.

NOTE: Another variation on this dance is to have two groups of TRIBESPEOPLE facing each other.  Each group in turn executes a primal dance step and advances toward center stage.  The group then changes its step and retreats to its starting position as the second group advances, challenging once again.  

Finally, the STORYTELLER comes to the center and with a broad gesture, indicates for the music to stop.  It does.  Silence.  The TRIBESPEOPLE sit in a circle, if playing in the round or, if in proscenium staging, in a semi-circle.  As the STORYTELLER and the others begin to tell the story, they become characters in the story, becoming emotionally involved and acting out the actions.)

STORYTELLER:
Once, there came a great drought in the land.

(As the theatrical style here is Story Theatre, each TRIBESPERSON acts out that which is being described.)

MAN:
(Rising, wiping brow)  Month after month passed and there was no rain.  

TRICKSTER:
(Rising, fanning himself)  The sun just grew hotter...

WOMAN:
(Rising, feeling her parched throat) ...and hotter...

GIRL:
(Rising, panting)  ...and hotter...

(All turn away from the circle, and slowly, hopelessly, look for water)

STORYTELLER:
(Crawling along the ground)  ...until all the water in the land dried up and went away.  

MAN:
(Standing and reaching in the direction of the mountains with one hand)  The waterfalls stopped falling.

TRICKSTER:
(Hopping across stones which used to be in the middle of streams)  The little streams in the Jungle all dried up.

WOMAN:
(Squatting where the river had been)  The big winding river dried up.  

GIRL:
(Looking at the center of the circle, scratching the sand with her foot)  Even the lake which had been the animal's watering hole dried up and went away.

(By now, all the TRIBESPEOPLE have become animals and are thoroughly involved in acting out the story.  The STORYTELLER has become the LION, the MAN has become the ELEPHANT, the WOMAN has become the MONKEY, the GIRL has become the ANTELOPE, and the TRICKSTER has become the HARE.)

ALL:
And all the animals were dying of thirst!

ELEPHANT:
"This isn't funny!" said the elephant, "I've got to have some water." And he trumpeted his unhappiness.  (Trumpets loudly)
MONKEY:
"I'm getting so weak, I can't climb a tree," said the monkey.  And she chattered her displeasure." (Jumps up and down, chattering)
LION:
"This is no way for the king of the beasts to live," said the lion.  And he roared his disappointment.  (Roars)
ANTELOPE:
"I don't have the strength to run anymore," said the antelope.  And she tossed her head to and fro in despair.  (Waves her head back and forth, desperately)
HARE:
"What are we going to do?" asked the hare, who was too weak to even hop.  (Sitting dejectedly)
LION:
The lion said, "We'll have to dig down in the ground until we find water!"

ANTELOPE:
All the animals agreed and started digging...

(All except the HARE gather around the center of the circle and scratch, paw, etc., digging for water.)

HARE:
...except for the hare who just sat and watched.

(All the animals give a quick glance at the HARE on this line, then, with a shrug, continue digging.  Shortly, the LION quits with a gesture of disgust.  The others stop to listen to him.)

LION:
Then the lion said: "This isn't going to work!  We need something to dig with."

ELEPHANT:
The elephant said, "What we need is to get some money and buy a shovel, so we can dig in the ground like humans do."

ANTELOPE:
"But where are we going to get the money?" asked the antelope?

HARE:
(Rising)  "I know," said the hare.  "Let's all go into town and get jobs so we can earn some money with which to buy a shovel.

ALL:
(Reluctantly)  None of the animals wanted to get jobs.  

MONKEY:
They had enough to do just staying alive.  

ANTELOPE:
But they didn't know what else to do.

LION:
(As everyone is feeling the heat)  And they were growing thirstier all the time.  

ELEPHANT:
So the elephant decided he could get a job lifting things for people.  (He mimes strength, as he walks toward the exit to lead a line.)
MONKEY:
The monkey decided she could pick bananas and other kinds of fruit.  (She mimes picking fruit from trees as she follows the ELEPHANT next in line.)
LION:
The lion decided he could get a job standing guard for someone.  (He roars and claws an imaginary foe, and then becomes the next in line.)
ANTELOPE:
And the beautiful antelope decided to get a job standing in the town square where all the tourists could admire her grace and beauty.  (She struts elegantly to the end of the line.)
HARE:
But when it came time for the hare to decide what kind of a job to get, (all the others turn to wait for the HARE)  he said, "I'm not going to go to work!"

ALL:
(All look at each other with surprise)  All the animals were surprised, but they said nothing.  (The animals shrug and exit while saying the next lines.  At the edge of the playing area, they squat down "out of sight".  If played in the round, they hide behind the audience, so they can pop up from time to time with their lines of narration.)
LION:
They set off to the village to get jobs to earn the money to buy a shovel to dig in the ground like humans do.

HARE:
All except for the hare who said "I have a plan!" And he went away and hid.  (The HARE exits with a laugh.)
LION:
Soon the animals came back from the village, but this time they had a shovel.  They gathered around the place where the watering hole had been and began to dig again.  

(The animals reenter in a line and circle around the center of the playing area( where the watering hole was and will be.  The LION mimes carrying the shovel.  Realizing he doesn't want to be the one to do the work of digging, he passes the shovel to the animal on his right.  That animal passes the shovel to the animal on his right, and so on, around the circle, until it reaches the last animal in line, the ELEPHANT, who tries to pass it too.  There is no one left to pass it to.  Resigned, the ELEPHANT starts to dig.  All the others relax and watch.  On the first blow of the shovel, all the other animals grunt.)

ALL:
Ugh!  (They all wipe their brows as if they are working hard, too.  The ELEPHANT looks surprised.  They all relax and watch as the ELEPHANT shovels again.)
ALL:
Ugh!  (Again, the animals do an exaggerated show of wiping the sweat off their faces, fanning themselves, ad libbing "This is hard work!" "It's really hot!" "That shovel is heavy!" etc.  The ELEPHANT stops with an annoyed look on his face.  ALL relax as he shovels a third time.)
ALL:
UGH!!

ANTELOPE:
(Pointing, excited) Before long, they found water.

ALL:
"Hooray!" shouted the animals.  (Cheering, they all get down and start drinking, in the fashion of their animal.)
ELEPHANT:
And they began to drink.  They drank...

LION:
...and drank...

MONKEY:
...and drank...

ANTELOPE:
...and then they all went home to sleep, because they were tired from all that digging.

(All the animals instantly turn away from the watering hole, lie down and go to sleep.  The ELEPHANT(s), very slowly and ponderously, turns away, first getting down on one knee, then the other, and finally putting his front legs down; but before he can get to a fully prone position...)

LION:
The next morning, all the animals were happily drinking their breakfast at the watering hole...

(All the other animals spring up at the first sound of the LION's voice, and go to the watering hole and drink.  The ELEPHANT(s) looks annoyed again, and slowly rises and joins the others in drinking.)

MONKEY:
(startled)  ...when suddenly there came a terrible noise.

HARE:
"Chahn, gun, gun, gun, chahn, gun, gun, gun."  (Offstage the HARE is chanting, while shaking a large calabash gourd.)
ALL:
"Aiee!" shouted the animals.  

MONKEY:
"A terrible monster is coming to eat us up!" 

LION:
And they all ran away.

(All the animals rush off the playing area, "hiding" at the edge or behind the audience.  The HARE runs in laughing, carrying the calabash gourd.)

ELEPHANT:
The noise came again: 

HARE:
"Chahn, gun, gun, gun, chahn, gun, gun, gun."

ANTELOPE:
Who do you think it was?  

MONKEY:
The hare!  He was dragging a large calabash gourd behind him, banging and clattering with a terrible sound.

HARE:
“Hah!" said the hare.  "I've frightened them away.  Now I can have all the water I want." And with that, he jumped right into the middle of the watering hole.  He drank and drank and drank and even took a bath in the water, getting it all muddy.  "Dirty water!  Ugh!" he said and, picking up his gourd, he ran away.

(The HARE grabs the gourd and exits.  All the other animals return in a line, glancing around cautiously.  They gather around the watering hole, still looking for the source of the terrible sound.)

ELEPHANT:
Then the animals came back...

LION:
(suddenly seeing the watering hole, and pointing) ...and found their water all muddy.  They were very angry.  

(All the animals growl, trumpet, chatter, etc.  expressing their anger.)

ELEPHANT:
"Who has done this?" they asked.  "Who has spoiled our drinking water?"

MONKEY:
"I know," said the monkey, who had been up a tree, watching.  "I saw the hare dragging a large calabash gourd and frightening us all away!"

ANTELOPE:
The animals were even angrier than before.

(All the animals express their rage with sounds.)

LION:
"The hare must be punished," said the lion.  

ELEPHANT:
The animals went away and made a figure out of sticky, gooey mud.  They placed sticks on its head to look like the horns of an animal.

(During this sequence, the animals gather around the STICKY GOOEY MUD FIGURE, who has been sitting at the edge of the playing area absolutely immobile.  At this point, the MUD FIGURE begins to rise to its feet slowly, as the animals pretend to pat and shape the mud into a statue.  They put sticks on its head for horns.  Then they lead it forward to the edge of the watering hole.)

LION:
They made it look like an animal and sat it next to the watering hole.  

ANTELOPE:
(Reacting to the heat, again)  By this time, the sun was getting high in the sky and they were growing thirsty again.  

MONKEY:
They settled the muddy waters and began to drink.

(All drink)

HARE:
“Chahn, gun, gun, gun, chahn, gun, gun, gun." (The HARE chants off stage and shakes the gourd.)
ELEPHANT:
...came the terrible noise again.  The animals knew what it was now, but they pretended to be frightened.  (All look up, startled at first; then with a knowing glance at each other, they do an elaborate pretense of fear.)
ALL:
(feigning fear) "Aiee!" they said...

LION:
...and they ran away and hid so they could watch what happened.

(ALL run and hide behind the audience, tip-toeing out with grins on their faces as though they can't wait for the fun to begin.  The HARE enters with the gourd, laughing, until he stops short in front of the  STICKY GOOEY MUD FIGURE.)

HARE:
"It worked again," said the hare, dragging the calabash gourd behind him.  (Stops)  Then he saw the sticky, gooey mud figure.  (Puts out his hand to shake)  "Hello!" said the hare.  

ANTELOPE:
The figure said nothing.  

HARE:
"I said 'Hello,' stranger!" said the hare.  

MONKEY:
Still the figure was silent.  

HARE:
"You're not very polite," said the hare.  "I'm going to have to teach you some manners.  If you don't say 'hello' to me right now, I'm going  to punch you right in the nose." 

ELEPHANT:
The figure didn't say a word.

HARE:
"All right, you asked for it!" said the hare, and he punched the sticky, gooey mud figure right in the nose...(He winds up and "punches" the MUD FIGURE.)
ALL:
Pow!  (The other animals shout from offstage, as the HARE's hand strikes the mud figure and "sticks.")
HARE:
...getting his hand stuck in the mud.  (The MUD FIGURE holds on to his hand.  The HARE tries to pull free.)  "Let go of my hand!" said the hare, "or I'll punch you again." and the hare punched the figure with his other hand.  (He does.) 
ALL:
(from offstage, in time to the HARE's punch)  Pow!!  

HARE:
Now both hands were stuck in the sticky, gooey mud figure.  "Tough guy, huh?" said the hare, "then take this!" And he kicked the figure...(He kicks him.)
ALL:
(from offstage, in time to the kick) Thunk!

HARE:
...and got his foot stuck.  "This is your last chance," said the hare.  "If you don't let go of me at once, I'll kick you again.  Alright then, you asked for it." And he kicked him again...(he does.)
ALL:
(offstage, in time with the kick)  THUNK!!

HARE:
...getting his other foot stuck.  "Let me go," cried the hare.  "Let me go!" 

ELEPHANT:
But the sticky, gooey mud figure wouldn't let him go.

LION:
At last the hare realized he had been caught.

ALL:
But it was too late.

(All the other ANIMALS emerge and circle the HARE during these lines.  The ELEPHANT separates the HARE from the MUD FIGURE(who immediately crumples to the ground and lies still till the end of the story.  The other animals keep the HARE in the center of the circle, threateningly.  The HARE falls to his knees, supplicating.)

ELEPHANT:
"You tricked us," said the elephant.

MONKEY:
"You cheated us," said the monkey.

ANTELOPE:
"You wouldn't help us get the money for the shovel," said the antelope.  "And you wouldn't help us dig for water."

LION:
"And then," said the lion, "when we got our watering hole, you frightened us away and got the water all muddy."

ELEPHANT:
"I ought to sit on you and squash you," said the elephant.

MONKEY:
"I ought to scratch your eyes out," said the monkey.

ANTELOPE:
"I ought to stab you with my horns," said the antelope.

LION:
"I ought to bite your head off," said the lion.

ELEPHANT:
"But we won't," said the elephant, "because you're not worth the trouble."

(All the animals turn away and start to leave.  The HARE rises, beginning to gloat.  Suddenly the animals rush back, threateningly.  The HARE falls to his knees again.)

ALL:
Now get out of here.

MONKEY:
And if we ever catch you at our watering hole again, we'll...

ELEPHANT:
...sit on you and squash you...

MONKEY:
...and scratch your eyes out...

ANTELOPE:
...and stab you with our horns...

LION:
...and bite your head off.  

ALL:
Now go!

(All the animals point for the HARE to leave, all pointing in different directions.  The HARE has a moment of confusion, then recovers his composure.)

HARE:
(Somewhat annoyed)  "Wait a minute!" said the hare.  "I have something to say." 

ALL:
All the animals became quiet and listened.  (All sit, or squat, listening.)
HARE:
"I came up with the idea of working to get the money for a shovel, because somebody had to come up with an idea and nobody else was being practical," said the hare.

ALL:
"That's true," murmured the animals.

HARE:
"And I didn't go to town to look for a job because people don't hire hares, they eat hares."

LION:
"He's got a point there," said the lion.

HARE:
"And I didn't help you dig, because I didn't want to get stepped on!" said the hare.

ELEPHANT:
"He is pretty small," said the elephant.

HARE:
And while it's true that I scared you all away so I could have the watering hole all to myself, that was a simple matter of self-defense," said the hare.

ALL:
"Self-defense?" echoed the animals.  (They all jump to their feet, outraged.)
HARE:
That's right," said the hare.  "All of you are so much bigger than I am, and you were all so thirsty, I was afraid I might get sat on and squashed, or have my eyes scratched out, or get stabbed by some horns, or have my head bitten off."

(All the animals look ashamed, hanging their heads.)

ALL:
All the animals were silent.

ELEPHANT:
I suppose we are kind of clumsy, sometimes.

HARE:
"Well," said the hare, "you can't help being who you are any more than I can help being who I am.  But just because we're different doesn't mean we can't still be friends!"

ALL:
"That's right!" shouted the animals.

HARE:
"So now that we've got our watering hole," said the hare, "I'll either come here and drink before you get here..."

ANTELOPE:
...and not mess up the water," said the antelope.

HARE:
"...and not mess up the water," agreed the hare, "or I'll take care of my thirst after you're gone.  Fair enough?"

ALL:
"Fair enough," said the animals.

HARE:
"And now," said the hare, "I've got things to do and places to go and I'll see you all on another day." And with that, he scrambled away as fast as his little legs would take him.  (The HARE picks up the gourd and runs out, only to immediately re-enter and join the tribe as a person.)
STORYTELLER:
And that's why the hare never drinks at the watering hole with the other animals, and always runs away whenever they come near.

(All the animals change back into TRIBESPEOPLE listening to the story, including the MUD FIGURE who removes his "costume" and has joined the circle to listen.  All nod knowingly as the STORYTELLER gives the moral.  They begin a clapping rhythm.  The sound of drums starts.  All join in.  They exit dancing and clapping.)

END

PRODUCTION NOTES for WHY THE HARE RUNS AWAY

	STAGING:
	The play is best performed in the round, or three-quarter round.  Movements should be primitive, repetitive, circular( moving into the center and back to the perimeters of the stage(as much as possible, simulating a story acted out around a campfire.  Group movements of the ANIMALS should be individualized in characterization, but uniform in entrances, exits, and major group movements; these should contrast with isolated movements by the HARE.

If it is necessary to play proscenium, then staging should shift from circular staging to semi-circular.



	STYLE:
	Tribal, primitive, ritualistic, exaggerated, childlike.  Since the play is written as Story Theatre, actors should remain in character when they speak lines of narration, as well as lines of actual dialogue.  



	COSTUMES:
	THE STORYTELLER should be dressed romantically and somewhat flamboyantly, e.g., a "Shakespearean" shirt, long cloak, boots, a broad-brimmed hat with a plume or feather, etc.

ANIMALS:  These may be very simple, e.g., tie-dyed T-shirts and blue jeans.  Alternatively, they may be African robes (essentially large rectangles, with a hole in the middle for the head, reaching in width from elbow to elbow, and in length to the knee, made of African print fabric.  Animal masks made from felt or colored paper, and in the style of African tribal masks, may be worn around the neck to identify the various characters.  

The STICKY GOOEY MUD FIGURE should be dressed all in black and, when the animals "create" him/her, they should cover the actor with a black cloth and a black animal mask with horns.



	SETS AND LIGHTING:
	In the round, no set is required.  In proscenium staging, a backdrop may be used, representing an arid African plain during a drought, perhaps a large yellow sun.



	PROPERTIES:
	The only prop needed is an oversized calabash gourd, constructed so that it rattles loudly.  All other objects should be pantomimed.



	SOUND AND MUSIC:
	African drums (either recorded or live) should both precede and end the action of the scene.


CURRICULUM SUGGESTIONS for WHY THE HARE RUNS AWAY

	LANGUAGE ARTS:
	Read folktales from other lands; compare “Why the Hare Runs Away” with “Bre'r Rabbit and the Tar Baby.”



	SOCIAL STUDIES:
	How does drought affect animal populations in Central Africa (or anywhere)? How is the balance of nature affected?



	SCIENCE:
	Study wildlife and water conservation strategies in Africa, and worldwide.



	MATHEMATICS:
	Example of word problem:  Using an African map and its legend, estimate the numbers of miles herds of animals may have to travel to find water during a drought in Africa.



	ART:
	Study the different styles of African tribal masks, choose one and replicate it.  



	MUSIC:
	Compose or select a song to be inserted into the story.



	DANCE:
	Choreograph and/or learn an African challenge dance.  
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