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THERE ARE THREE SETS. 


STAGE LEFT is a RESTAURANT. WE SEE tables and chairs and place settings.
STAGE RIGHT is a PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE. There is a RECEPTIONIST’S DESK with a TYPEWRITER, and the DOCTOR’S OFFICE, which is a MESS, with papers and empty lunch bags scattered throughout.

WE HEAR MUSIC TO START THE SHOW. IT IS “MESS AROUND”, by RAY CHARLES. The song plays from start to finish.

WHEN THE SONG ENDS:

LIGHTS COME UP ON THE PSYCHOLOGIST'S OFFICE. 

WE SEE THE SECRETARY, MISS ROCKBOTTOM, trying to TYPE on an OLD TYPEWRITER. She is VERY OLD AND HARD OF HEARING.

WE ALSO SEE DR. CARMICHAEL, PSYCHOLOGIST, at his desk with his bare feet up. He is EATING A SANDWICH and DOODLING ON A PAPER. 

IGNATIUS THEODORE PRESTON, III ENTERS. He is ECCENTRIC, with a BRIGHT HAT and SHABBY CLOTHES.

IGNATIUS

Greetings. I am here for my appointment.

ROCKBOTTOM
Oh, thank goodness you’re here! This typewriter is acting up again! The shift key doesn’t work. See??

IGNATIUS

While I feel regret for your typewriter, I must say that I’m not here as a repairman.
ROCKBOTTOM
What’s that you say? Good. So you can sit here and fix it while I go get my tea. I only drink English tea, because of my bladder problem. If it’s not English tea, I’ll be in the bathroom more than at the desk! Ha!!

IGNATIUS
Again, I regret that your toilet training is becoming a problem, but I’m here for my appointment with Dr. Carmichael??

ROCKBOTTOM

Oh! Allow me to introduce myself: I’m Agnes Rockbottom. I’m the secretary, but I’m like the Vice Principal, too. You know I graduated from high school in 1958. Class of ’58- Whoo-hoo!!!
IGNATIUS

I see...At any rate, I am Ignatius Theodore Preston, the Third. And I am in a hurry. Could you please tell Dr. Carmichael that...

ROCKBOTTOM
Ah, no, I can’t because Dr. Carmichael is not in today. He’s on vacation. I think he went over to Mexico. It’s almost in South America.
IGNATIUS



Wonderful. But...

ROCKBOTTOM

(interrupting)

I give you authority to fix the typewriter. It’s okay. I’m like the Vice President of the company anyway. I drive a Cadillac, you know.

IGNATIUS

That’s wonderful, Miss Rockbottom, but, I can see Dr. Carmichael through the open door. Please alert her to my presence at once.
MISS ROCKBOTTOM
What? You fix doors too? Good because my car door doesn’t close very well at all. I sort of nicked a building the other day, and...
IGNATIUS


“Nicked a building”? 

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Yes, I nicked it. It sort of came out of nowhere, you see. Anyway, are you British?
IGNATIUS
No, Miss Rockbottom, I’m annoyed. I really must see Dr. Carmichael.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Oh, good because I love British tea. I just love it, you know. Would you like a cup of tea, Mr. Repairman??

IGNATIUS
Miss Rockbottom, I really do not have the patience right now. You are currently aggravating my already-near terminal condition. I must speak to Dr. Carmichael as she is my current psychotherapist, and I’m running out of options. Now. Please. Alert the doctor to my presence!
MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Well, if you didn’t want to have tea with me, you should have just said so. Dr. Carmichael is on vacation, and...

Ignatius, ignoring her, CALLS TO THE DOCTOR.

IGNATIUS



Dr. Carmichael! I’ve arrived for my appointment!

Dr. Carmichael TALKS WITH MOUTH FULL.

DR. CARMICHAEL


Let him in, Miss Rockbottom!

MISS ROCKBOTTOM


Who’s calling me? (picks up phone) Hello??

DR. CARMICHAEL

Just keep typing, Miss Rockbottom. Everything will be okay if you just keep typing. Don’t worry about the shift key. We’ll get it fixed soon hunny, don’t you worry about it.
MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Okay Dr. Carmichael. I’ll have some British tea then now, is that okay??

DR. CARMICHAEL

That’s fine, dear. Please allow Mr. Preston in now.

Ignatius MOVES INTO OFFICE.
IGNATIUS

My name is Ignatius Theodore Preston the THIRD, Doctor. I insist that you address me by my full name when in the presence of others.
DR. CARMICHAEL

You’ve got a lot of names, Ignatius.

IGNATIUS

Nevermind that now. (clears throat) I’ve arrived for my appointment, as you can plainly see. But my mind wonders where the other secretary went. She was far more efficient than this new Miss Rockbottom.
CARMICHAEL

I fired the other secretary. She gave me odgeda. My stomach was in knots!

IGNATIUS
I assume your stomach is doing fine now. (sitting) On the other hand, MY condition was just aggravated immensely by that intolerable woman. Her hearing difficulties were beginning to give me gas. I feel my condition is worsening. I suspect I’ll be in a pine box by sundown, so you must begin my therapy session now.
CARMICHAEL

(wiping off mouth on sleeve)

Sure. So, ahhh... (looking through papers) I seem to have misplaced my notes on our last session...

IGNATIUS

This doesn’t surprise me. You should begin to sharpen your organization skills, Doctor. I’m rather unimpressed with you as a professional in the mental health field.

CARMICHAEL

(interrupting)

Ah! Here they are! (holds up a crumpled paper) This says you, um, you are hearing music in your head. Wow. Music in your head...That’s pretty cool! Wow!
IGNATIUS

(smug, frustrated)

What type of university did you graduate from? It’s not “cool” and it’s not “wow!” We go over this each time I’m present, and each time it seems you’re talking to me for the first time. 

CARMICHAEL

Let’s stick to the issue at hand. Tell me about this music in your head. (puts feet back up) What type of music is in your head.
IGNATIUS



I’ve told you, it varies. Classic music, mostly.
CARMICHAEL

Oh. You mean Elvis Presley is playing in your head?
IGNATIUS



I haven't heard Elvis yet.

CARMICHAEL



But I thought you said it was Classic music.

IGNATIUS



Is Elvis considered Classic?

CARMICHAEL

(ignoring him)



Have you ever been to Memphis, Tennessee?

IGNATIUS

No, Doctor. I have not. Nor will I ever visit there.
CARMICHAEL



Why not? I hear it’s a great city.

IGNATIUS

I will not visit there because I disapprove of the public transportation in this country. It is run by unprofessional morons who waste fuels. This country should be on self-sustained, environment-friendly... 
CARMICHAEL

(interrupting)



Ever play the guitar and sing to screaming fans?

IGNATIUS

I have not! This is ridiculous! Why do you ask this line of questioning?

CARMICHAEL



Do you ever wear shiny clothes? Dark sunglasses? 


You know, that sort of thing??
IGNATIUS



I am not a performer, Dr. Carmichael, nor am I 


the reincarnation of Elvis Presley. Now, I 



suggest you alter your line of questioning before 

my condition worsens again!
CARMICHAEL

(scribbling)

I see..."Patient has severe mental delusions...anger issues...thinks he's someone famous..." Yep. You might need surgery.
IGNATIUS

(standing)



What?! Are you completely insane?

CARMICHAEL


Hey, I'm not the one hearing Elvis in my head, 


buddy.

IGNATIUS



I don't hear Elvis! 

CARMICHAEL
What kind of music do you hear then? 
IGNATIUS

I don’t know, but it’s not Elvis Presley. I don’t know the names of the songs or the artists, but I do know it’s NOT Elvis Presley. 
CARMICHAEL

Well then how do you know it’s Classic music? Maybe it’s Rap, or Jazz? Maybe Hip-Hop? Punk?
IGNATIUS

(getting angrier)

Because I can tell by the beat and the style. I may not be a fan of music, but I do know the genre is not Rap OR Jazz OR Hip-Hop OR Punk, so can you PLEASE concentrate on the issue at hand!
CARMICHAEL



What’s the issue at hand?

IGNATIUS

The issue is not what TYPE of music is playing in my head, but rather the fact that I AM hearing music in my head!

CARMICHAEL

Oh. That. I can’t help you with that. I’m gonna have to refer you to someone else. You need brain surgery.

IGNATIUS



What?? You can’t be serious!

CARMICHAEL

I know a pretty good brain surgeon. Name is Dr. Wyczanski, and he works at a discount rate because he got his degree online. I'll give you his number.

IGNATIUS

I've heard enough! I do not need brain surgery from some crackpot doctor! You've sent my condition into hyperdrive with your mindless babblings. My attorney will hear about this, I assure you! 
Ignatius STORMS AWAY. 

CARMICHAEL

(holding up phone number)



Don't leave without the brain surgeon’s number!

Ignatius STOPS IN HIS TRACKS, THINKS A MOMENT, WALKS BACK, GRABS THE NUMBER AND THEN STORMS AWAY AGAIN.

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON PSYCHOLOGIST'S OFFICE.

LIGHTS COME UP IN THE NUEROLOGIST’S LAB.

Here WE SEE DR. WILSON WYCZANSKI and his assistant ALFALFA.

The doctor wears a WHITE LAB COAT and his assistant has BLACK RIMMED GLASSES and WILD HAIR. 

DR. WYCZANSKI

Alfalfa! Where are the results from the cranial exam?! I need them for the experiment!

ALFALFA

Sorry, Doctor Wyczanski. I’m getting them right now.

DR. WYCZANSKI

I swear sometimes you don’t understand the gravity of this situation. I implore you to focus. FOCUS, Alfalfa!!
ALFALFA

I’m sorry, sir! Here is the data. (hands him folder) As you can see the brain capacity of the mice are...
DR. WYCZANSKI


Mice! Mice again?? Dear God, if I operate on one 


more mouse brain... I can't stand it any longer!

I can’t operate on mice anymore, Alfalfa! Their brains are too small and the data is not complete. (long pause, thinking) I need human patients, Alfalfa! HUMAN patients!

ALFALFA

Human patients, sir??

DR. WYCZANSKI

Yes! Human patients! I have my degree in HUMAN brain surgery, and so far I've only operated on stupid mice!

ALFALFA

(walking over to mouse cage, pointing)

That reminds me, sir. Your last patient here, little Fluffy? He seems to be walking around in

circles now. 

Dr. Wyczanski LOOKS INTO CAGE.
DR. WYCZANSKI



Where? Let me see.

They LOOK, then see the mouse FALL OVER.

ALFALFA



Now he fell over. What does that mean, sir?

ESMERALDA, the Doctor’s DAUGHTER, ENTERS. She is WEARING BLACK BAGGY CLOTHES AND HAS HER BLACK HAIR NEARLY COVERING HER EYES.

ESMERALDA

(sarcastically)

Some business you got goin’, Dad. Killing mice in the garage...
DR. WYCZANSKI

Esmeralda, please! I am in the middle of a very important scientific discovery!

ESMERALDA
Really. I thought Pest Control was discovered a long time ago.
ALFALFA
(smiling at her)



Hi, Esmeralda! You look, um, nice today.

ESMERALDA

(deadpan)



Thanks. I was going for the Cinderella look.

ALFALFA

Yeah! I think you pulled it off. Listen, how did you do on the History test today?

ESMERALDA
I couldn’t care less.

SILENCE.

ALFALFA

That’s great! I think I did well too. So, I guess I’ll see you later?

ESMERALDA



With any luck, no.

DR. WYCZANSKI
Esmeralda, is there something you need here? We need to get to work.

ESMERALDA



Yeah. A lighter. And a power drill.
The Doctor and Alfalfa LOOK AT EACH OTHER, SCARED.

DR. WYCZANSKI

A lighter?? Just why do you need a lighter, young lady? 
ESMERALDA
I gotta light the grill. You know, for dinner? I’m having a barbeque. Not all of us can live on mice droppings like you two morons.
DR. WYCZANKSI


Then, what do you need a power drill for?

ESMERALDA

(sarcastically)

For pain and suffering.

DR. WYCZANSKI



WHAT?!?

ESMERALDA

I’m kidding. I’m putting a lock on my door.
DR. WYCZANKSI



Why?
ESMERALDA

For privacy against people like you two, of course. 
He HANDS HER THE LIGHTER AND DRILL. Esmeralda TURNS TO LEAVE.

ALFALFA



Esmeralda? Do, do you need any help?
ESMERALDA

No. You guys can go back to playing with your mice...Dorks.

Esmeralda LEAVES. 

Alfalfa is STARING AFTER HER, STARRY EYED.
DR. WYCZANSKI

(frustrated)

I don’t know what to do with her. She’s just so...so...

AT THE SAME TIME:



DR. WYCZANSKI



ALFALFA
Difficult...



Incredible...
THEY BOTH LOOK AT EACH OTHER.
ALFALFA

(trying to change subject)

Sorry, sir. Let’s get back to business, shall we? Now why do you think the mouse fell over? He looks like he’s twitching now...
DR. WYCZANSKI



Well...that just means he's tired, Alfalfa. 



Never mind the mouse! I need you to concentrate 


on finding me human patients!

ALFALFA

Yes! Human patients! ...but where can we get humans to volunteer for brain surgery?
DR. WYCZANSKI

We can’t have volunteers for brain surgery, you idiot. We have to have real patients with real brain problems! Real problems in the brain!!
ALFALFA

Yes! Real brain problems! ...What are real brain problems, Doctor?

DR. WYCZANSKI

Shut up! I’m thinking! ...How am I supposed to win the Nobel Prize for brain science when I've only operated on mice!? 
ALFALFA

That is a great question, Dr. Wyczanski! I think you come up with the greatest questions! Ah, do you think Esmeralda needs help lighting the grill?
DR. WYCZANSKI

(ignoring him)

I must find a patient who has a problem with his brain. I must find that patient and operate on him and perfect my skills and then win the Nobel Prize for brain science!

ALFALFA



You'll win the prize after operating on one 



person??

DR. WYCZANSKI

SILENCE! I’m thinking, boy! There must be some way...some way to...

The TELEPHONE STARTS RINGING.

LIGHTS COME UP ON THE RESTAURANT where WE SEE MR. AND MRS. PRESTON. Mr. Preston is calling the Doctor.

OVER IN THE LAB:

ALFALFA



Doctor? The telephone is ringing.

DR. WYCZANSKI



I know that, you idiot! Answer it!

ALFALFA



But, this is your garage. Why should I answer it?

DR. WYCZANSKI

Because you’re the assistant! And this is not a garage! It’s a Neurological Laboratory!
Phone is STILL RINGING.

ALFALFA

Looks like a garage to me. See? There’s a lawnmower right over there. And that’s a workbench, isn’t it?

DR. WYCZANSKI

(pushing him toward phone)

Shut up and answer the phone!! GO!! 
Phone STOPS RINGING.

IN THE RESTAURANT: WE SEE MR. PRESTON SHRUG HIS SHOULDERS AND HANG UP.
ALFALFA



Ummm. The phone stopped ringing, sir.

DR. WYCZANSKI

I KNOW THAT YOU DOPE! Next time it rings I want you to ANSWER IT, and QUICKLY!!
ALFALFA



Yes sir! Ummm, but what am I supposed to say??

IN THE RESTAURANT, WE SEE MR. PRESTON DIAL AGAIN.

PHONE STARTS RINGING. Alfalfa and Dr. Wyczanski STOP IN SILENCE.

DR. WYCZANSKI



Get the phone! Get it! Hurry up!!
ALFALFA



But what am I supposed to say!!?

DR. WYCZANSKI

Just say “Hello, this is Doctor Wyczanksi’s Nuerological Center, how may I direct your call?”

ALFALFA


Neuro-what??

DR. WYCZANSKI



Nuerological CENTER!

ALFALFA



But I thought you said it was a Laboratory.
DR. WYCZANSKI



JUST ANSWER!!
Alfalfa PICKS UP. Dr. Wyczanski stands next to him.

ALFALFA

(awkwardly)

Hello, this is, um, Doctor Wyczanski’s Nuero...Neeooro...ah, BRAIN Laboratory, Center, Garage-thing. Ah, can I help you??

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON NEUROLOGICAL LAB.

LIGHTS STAY UP ON MR. PRESTON’S HOUSE.

MR. PRESTON

Yes, hello, this is Mr. Preston and I’m calling you about my son Ignatius? ...Yes, he was given your number from Dr. Carmichael...Well, I, I don’t know how to put this but...my son is hearing music in his head, and...Yes, that’s correct. I see...
PRESTON’S WIFE



Tell him Ignatius is insane! Tell him!

MR. PRESTON

(covering phone, whispering loudly)



I’m not gonna tell him that! 

PRESTON’S WIFE

Why not? Maybe he’ll give him brain surgery! Tell him he’s nuts!

MR. PRESTON

(covering phone, whispering loudly)

Brain surgery! I don’t want him to have brain surgery! That’s the last resort!

PRESTON’S WIFE

(crying)



Oh, my poor baby Ignatius! He needs a lobotomy! 

Mr. Preston SPEAKS INTO THE PHONE AGAIN.
MR. PRESTON

(trying to talk into phone)

Yes, yes, I’m sorry, what was that you said? ...Yes, we can bring him in tomorrow...4:30? Perfect. Thank you.
He HANGS UP.

PRESTON’S WIFE

What happened? Is he gonna have brain surgery tomorrow?

MR. PRESTON

Of course not! Brain surgery is not what Ignatius needs. 

PRESTON’S WIFE

You have to face it, Horace: our son needs a brain transplant! (crying) I’m so upset! 
MR. PRESTON

Hunny, don’t start this again...He just needs to relax. 
PRESTON’S WIFE

I knew it! The aliens abducted him last month! They put evil alien music in his head, I just know it! I saw the marks on his face where the aliens operated on him! Oh! My son, Ignatius!!
MR. PRESTON

Calm down, Margaret, those are pimples. And please don’t start with the alien stuff again. You know I don’t believe any of that.
PRESTON’S WIFE
(crying again)
They’re taking over, Horace! My poor baby Ignatius! He’s been turned into an ALIEN!!
WE HEAR THE SONG “HEY MAMBO” by DEAN MARTIN as THE CHEROKEE ENTERS. He is a SLIDING, DANCING SUAVELY. 
The SONG FADES AWAY.

CHEROKEE

(calmly, but with power)

Mr. Preston. Business is slow today, is that right?
Mr. and Mrs. Preston are FRIGHTENED.

MR. PRESTON

(awkwardly, frightened)



Ah, ah, hello Mr. Cherokee.
CHEROKEE

(strolling around, 

wiping off dust on finger)

Please. Call me Gerard. We have a working friendship, do we not??

MR. PRESTON



Yes, ah, yes sir.

CHEROKEE

(looking around)

Kinda quiet around here for dinner time, Mr. Preston.
MR. PRESTON

Well, we just started a new menu, and um...Well the lunch crowd is pretty good, and...

PRESTON’S WIFE

 (interrupting)



We had three people in here yesterday!
CHEROKEE

(pausing)



Pardon me. We’ve never been introduced.

MR. PRESTON

Ah, this is my wife. Margaret, this is Mr. Cherokee.

CHEROKEE
Pleased to meet you, Mrs. Preston. Your husband and I are in business together.

PRESTON’S WIFE



Really? You never told me that, Horace.

MR. PRESTON

Well, Mr. Cherokee is, um, like a silent partner, sort of...

CHEROKEE

I provide a level of ... “protection” for him and his restaurant. Isn’t that right Mr. Preston?
MR. PRESTON

Yes, ah...yes. Protection. (to his wife) Why don’t you go clean up the kitchen, Margaret. Mr. Cherokee and I have to talk business.
PRESTON’S WIFE
Okay. (whispering to Preston) Maybe he can help pay for Ignatius’ brain surgery.
Preston’s wife LEAVES.

The Cherokee is STROLLING WIPING OFF DUST WITH HIS FINGER.

CHEROKEE

You’re two weeks behind on payments. I’m not usually this patient, Mr. Preston.

MR. PRESTON



I’m sorry, Mr. Cherokee, but...

CHEROKEE

I can’t provide you protection if you don’t pay. You wouldn’t want anything to happen to this restaurant, would you?
MR. PRESTON

One more week, that’s all I ask. We’re changing the menu and it’s really taking off. People will be lining up at the door soon, I know it.

CHEROKEE

Time is a bird that flies, Mr. Preston. And yours has been shot down. No more waiting.

MR. PRESTON

I just need a little more time. The new menu is a hit! I’ve already seen the difference.
Ignatius ENTERS.

IGNATIUS

(sitting down, exhausted)

Father. I’ll have my usual peanut butter, bacon and banana sandwich on rye bread, with one dozen fortune cookies for dessert. I suspect my stomach will cave in if I don’t have nourishment this very instant. 
(notices The Cherokee)
Oh. I don’t want to interrupt your business meeting. But, it is important my stomach not be kept waiting.

MR. PRESTON
Of course, Ignatius. We don’t want your condition to worsen. I’ll make you that sandwich right now.
IGNATIUS
(pulling out funny pages)

Thank you, Father. I shall read the comic pages while I wait. 

MR. PRESTON

If you’ll excuse me, Mr. Cherokee. My son is very ill.
CHEROKEE

(leaning in, sternly)



One week, Mr. Preston. That’s all.

WE HEAR “HEY MAMBO,” by DEAN MARTIN as the Cherokee LEAVES.

IGNATIUS

(tapping his ears)

There it goes again. More music! I pray this does go away or I shall lose my confidence in the human condition!
MR. PRESTON

(patting his back)

Don’t worry Ignatius. You’ve just got to relax and think positive thoughts.
He SERVES Ignatius a SANDWICH AND A BAG OF FORTUNE COOKIES.

IGNATIUS

(eating fortune cookies whole)

Positive thoughts elude me, Father. Negative ones remain.
MR. PRESTON

Ignatius, did you ever think that eating fortune cookies whole is not very good for your health?

IGNATIUS

I find no sense in taking the time to open them. Besides, the fortunes inside are of no importance to reality-based, mature human beings.

MR. PRESTON

Well, eating paper is not helping your stomach problems, son.

IGNATIUS

My stomach acids are concentrated enough to overpower a simple slip of paper, father. What’s more important is my neurological condition.
MR. PRESTON

That reminds me. We’ve got an appointment with a neurologist tomorrow. We’ll see what he says...

IGNATIUS

Not that deranged doctor who operates on mice! I won’t stand to breathe the same oxygen as him!
MR. PRESTON

We’ve got to try him. He’s giving a discount. 
IGNATIUS

When it comes to the mental health of your offspring, you spare no expense!

MR. PRESTON

Son, I don’t have enough money to go to a specialist. I’ve got bills to pay, a business that’s failing. I owe a lot of money..Ignatius, I’m busted...

THE SONG “I’M BUSTED” by RAY CHARLES is HEARD. MR. PRESTON LIP-SYNCS THE WORDS. SONG CONTINUES FOR NEARLY ONE MINUTE.

Ignatius is TAPPING HIS EARS, SHAKING OFF THE MUSIC IN HIS HEAD WHILE HIS FATHER LIP-SYNCS.

After about thirty seconds of the song, Ignatius STANDS UP.

IGNATIUS



I can’t stand it any longer!

MR. PRESTON
(like nothing happened)



What is it, son?

IGNATIUS

I can’t stand this music in my head! It just gets louder and louder!
MR. PRESTON

Okay, Ignatius. Let’s give the doctor a try, what do you say? 

IGNATIUS

Is there anyone else that can help my pain and suffering?
MR. PRESTON

Not for that price. 

IGNATIUS

Then, I have no choice. I will go to that crazy doctor as my last resort.
LIGHTS GO DOWN ON RESTAURANT. 
LIGHTS COME UP ON THE STREET.

WE SEE the Cherokee WALKING, TALKING ON HIS CELL PHONE.
CHEROKEE

(angrily)

...I’ll come down there and twist your legs like a pretzel! You’ll need crutches for your wheelchair when I get through with you! Do you understand me? (looks at his phone) Now hold on! Don’t you hang up. I’ve got another call...

He CLICKS OVER TO TAKE THE OTHER CALL.

CHEROKEE

(in a tender, loving voice)



Josephine? How are you, Hunny-pie?

LIGHT COMES UP ON SIDE STAGE WHERE JOSEPHINE, THE CHEROKEE’S GIRLFRIEND, IS SITTING ON HER BED. The room is LUXURIOUS AND PLUSH, with GIRLY COLORS THROUGHOUT.
Josephine is LOOKING IN HER MIRROR AND PUTTING ON JEWELRY.

JOSEPHINE

(angrily, into phone)

Who are you talking to!? I’ve been trying to call you! You don’t love me anymore!
CHEROKEE

Baby, I’m sorry. I was just talking to someone about business, that’s all. I love you so much, my little pookie-poo.

JOSEPHINE

(cry baby-like)

If you loved me you would pick up on the first ring. You don’t love me because you never buy me clothes or jewelry or anything! 
CHEROKEE

Pookie, I always buy you clothes. You want me to pick up some more diamonds on the way home? How about another pair of pearl earrings?
JOSEPHINE

I want a diamond necklace! And I want to go to dinner because my head hurts, and you don’t care!

CHEROKEE

Of course I care, pookie! I’ll take you to dinner tonight. I’ll be home in a little bit, okay? 

JOSEPHINE

I want you to come home NOW! I found a coupon for a brain doctor in town and I want you to take me there right now. The coupon says he can make headaches go away forever, and I want my headaches to go away forever because I get headaches and you don’t care!

CHEROKEE
Okay, pookie, I’m coming home right now, okay? Love you pookie-poo. Love you...

JOSEPHINE

(bratty, crybaby-like)



Goodbye!

LIGHTS GO OUT ON JOSEPHINE.

CHEROKEE

Goodbye, pookie...
(clicks back to first call, very angrily) 
You hear what I said? If I have to come down there you’ll be brushin’ your teeth with your elbow, got it?

The Cherokee HANGS UP, ANGRILY. 

LIGHTS GO OUT ON CHEROKEE.

LIGHTS COME UP ON PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE.
WE SEE Miss Rockbottom EATING CHINESE TAKEOUT. Dr. Carmichael is CRACKING OPEN FORTUNE COOKIES, and READING THE FORTUNES.

DR. CARMICHAEL

Hey. This one says “Today is your day to achieve”. This is great!
MISS ROCKBOTTOM



You got shirt sleeve? Do you need a napkin?

DR. CARMICHAEL

No, the fortune cookie. Here’s another one: “Today is the first day of the rest of your life”. I gotta write these down! I could use these!

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

That’s nice, Mr. Motorcycle. I like fortune cookies. One time I made brownies for my husband on his birthday, God rest his soul. They gave him heartburn though...

DR. CARMICHAEL
(still cracking open fortune cookies)



Here’s another: “Make haste, not waste”. Perfect!

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



Let me try one. 

Miss Rockbottom EATS THE FORTUNE COOKIE WHOLE.

DR. CARMICHAEL



What are you doing? You ate it WHOLE??

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



Of course! I just love fortune cookies. 

DR. CARMICHAEL



But, there is a fortune inside.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

What? Fortune? Oh, yes, my husband left me a fortune when he died. He was the King of Pennsylvania Nebraska! I drive a Cadillac, you know. (she eats another one whole)

DR. CARMICHAEL

No, Miss Rockbottom. There is a FORTUNE inside the cookies, see? (shows her)

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



What’s that you say? Did you turn on the radio?

WE START TO HEAR “XXXXXX,” BY XXXXXX.

DR. CARMICHAEL
No, Miss Rockbottom, I haven’t. You see, you have to CRACK OPEN the cookie, READ the saying, and THEN eat the cookie.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM
Oh! Okay! But can you turn up the music? I love this song!

DR. CARMICHAEL



There is no music playing, Miss Rockbottom. 

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



Oh, my husband and I used to dance to this song! 

She SPINS AROUND HAPPILY.

DR. CARMICHAEL

You mean you’re hearing music in your head too?

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

(singing out loud)

La, la, la...
DR. CARMICHAEL

(holding up the fortune cookies)

Could it be that these fortune cookies...? Miss Rockbottom, which Chinese restaurant did you order from?
MISS ROCKBOTTOM

(still twirling around)

I didn’t order from a Chinese restaurant. I ordered from Preston’s Family Restaurant.

MUSIC STILL PLAYS.

DR. CARMICHAEL

Wait a minute. You ordered Chinese food from Preston’s Family Restaurant? Since when do they have Chinese food?
MISS ROCKBOTTOM

They started a new menu and I had a coupon! I just love coupons. You know one time I had a coupon to buy a horse?

DR. CARMICHAEL



A horse? 

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

I didn’t buy it though. I don’t like dogs. They pee on the carpet and poo on the lawn. I don’t like dogs...

DR. CARMICHAEL



Why did I even ask?

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

I just love this song! Did you know that music makes the world go around? My father used to say that. He drove a Cadillac too! 
DR. CARMICHAEL



That’s great, Miss Rockbottom. Great...

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Could you turn up the music? It’s coming up to the best part!

DR. CARMICHAEL

I’m gonna go over to Mr. Preston’s Family Restaurant. I’m gonna get to the bottom of this.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

What? No, it’s Rockbottom. My name is Rockbottom. Nice to meet you! What’s your name again?
DR. CARMICHAEL



Oh, forget it.

MUSIC SLOWLY DIES OUT.
LIGHTS GO DOWN ON PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE.

LIGHTS COME IN THE RESTAURANT.
WE SEE Ignatius and Mrs. Preston AT A TABLE. Mrs. Preston IS SCRIBBLING IN A SMALL NOTEPAD.

PRESTON’S WIFE

So what kind of sounds do you hear, Ignatius? Are they like “do-do-do-do, do-do-do-do”?

IGNATIUS

I told you, Mother, it’s not the theme to some alien horror film. I’m hearing real music. Real music.

PRESTON’S WIFE



Okay, well, sing it to me.

IGNATIUS



No. I cannot sing, nor will I attempt it.

PRESTON’S WIFE

I’m trying to help you, Ignatius! I’m worried about you!

IGNATIUS

I understand that, Mother, but I simply do not have the talent to sing. My condition is worsening each time you challenge me on this!

PRESTON’S WIFE

Okay, don’t get upset. Just tell me what the beat is like.

IGNATIUS



Well, the last song I heard went like this.

Ignatius BEGINS TAPPING HIS FOOT ON THE FLOOR. 

PRESTON’S WIFE



I’m not getting it, Ignatius. Sorry.

IGNATIUS

Then why do you torment me!? I insist that you leave me alone, Mother!

PRESTON’S WIFE

Oh, my poor baby has been lost to the aliens forever!!

Mr. Preston ENTERS.

MR. PRESTON



What’s going on here?

PRESTON’S WIFE

I can’t stand it anymore, Horace! We’re losing our baby to the aliens!!

IGNATIUS



Mother! You are causing me unwanted stress!

MR. PRESTON

Everyone just calm down! Margaret, what’s the problem?

PRESTON’S WIFE

We need to call an ambulance and get him to Area 51! They know what to do with aliens there!!

MR. PRESTON

Margaret, will you calm down! He’s not an alien and he’s not...

IGNATIUS

(cupping his ear)



Wait a minute! I’m hearing it again! That song!

PRESTON’S WIFE



What is it, Ignatius?


IGNATIUS



The song...I know almost all the words!



MR. PRESTON



Well, sing it Ignatius! 

We begin to HEAR THE SONG “LIVING FOR THE CITY” by STEVIE WONDER. Ignatius LIP-SYNCS THE FIRST FEW VERSES.

As he’s singing, HE WHIPS OUT A PAIR OF DARK SUNGLASSES, MOVES TO THE TABLE AND BEGINS AIR-PLAYING THE KEYBOARD IN TUNE WITH THE SONG.

After about a minute, Dr. Carmichael and Miss Rockbottom ENTER.

MUSIC FADES AWAY.

DR. CARMICHAEL

Miss Rockbottom, is this the restaurant you ordered from?

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Sure! I’ll have some British tea, please. I just love British tea!

DR. CARMICHAEL

(ignoring her)



Excuse me, are you Mr. Preston?

IGNATIUS

Dr. Carmichael? This is my psychotherapist, Father. I didn’t know she made housecalls...

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



I beg your pardon, my house is not small! 

DR. CARMICHAEL



Are you SURE this is the place, Miss Rockbottom?

MR. PRESTON

I’m Mr. Preston. Can I help you with something?

DR. CARMICHAEL

Mr. Preston, did you recently start serving Chinese food? Fortune cookies?

PRESTON’S WIFE

Yes. We’ve changed our menu to accommodate all types of people and even aliens!

MR. PRESTON

(ignoring her)

Is there something wrong with the fortune cookies?

DR. CARMICHAEL

Do you know who makes your fortune cookies?

MR. PRESTON

Well, not really. They’re shipped in every week from Chinatown. Why??

DR. CARMICHAEL

(evil grin)

Well, I’ve got an idea. How would you like to make a little money on the side?
MR. PRESTON

Are you kidding? I’m already in trouble with the Cherokee. I’d love to make some more money.
DR. CARMICHAEL

Let’s go talk. I want you to meet a Doctor that I know...

PRESTON’S WIFE
Are you going to help my boy Ignatius? Help him get back to normal again?

DR. CARMICHAEL

Mrs. Preston, if my idea works, EVERYONE will be just like Ignatius.

Mr. Preston and Dr. Carmichael LEAVE. 
The other characters LOOK AT EACH OTHER.

Miss Rockbottom and Mrs. Preston START TO WALK OFF TOGETHER.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

(to Mrs. Preston)

Oh, well! I’m going to get some British tea. I just love British tea. Do you want to join me?

PRESTON’S WIFE



Sure! Would you like to come with us, Ignatius?

IGNATIUS

Absolutely not. No one in this family cares to help me anyway. I wish to be alone. 

PRESTON’S WIFE

Oh, Ignatius, it will all be okay, you’ll see. I love you, Ignatius. I’ll be back in a while.

Miss Rockbottom and Mrs. Preston BEGIN WALKING OFF SLOWLY.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

I once had tea with the King of Russia. Back in 1923. He gave me a Cadillac. I drive a Cadillac, you know!

PRESTON’S WIFE

Really? I heard about this guy who was sleeping in his Cadillac and an alien ship came down and took him away!

MISS ROCKBOTTOM
Oh my God! One time I went on a cruise ship. It was nice because I was on the water. Tea is made with water, you know.

PRESTON’S WIFE

Ah, yes. I know. And cruise ships usually go on the water...

THEY EXIT STAGE.
`
Ignatius sits ALONE.

MUSIC STARTS PLAYING: “LONELY AVENUE” by RAY CHARLES.

Ignatius sits SADLY. THE SONG PLAYS FOR ABOUT ONE MINUTE, THEN SLOWLY FADES OFF. Esmeralda ENTERS.

ESMERALDA



I’m picking up lunch.

IGNATIUS

We are closed. 

ESMERALDA

The sign on the door says you’re open. My father ordered take out and I’m being nice for a change and picking it up for him.

IGNATIUS

My father is not present, and I’m happy to say, I don’t work here. Your predicament does not concern me. Why don’t you go back to the Carnival you escaped from?
ESMERALDA



Look, buddy! I’ll knock you out!

IGNATIUS

Your threats do not frighten me. In fact, being knocked out might be a plausible option for my condition.

ESMERALDA



What’s your problem?
IGNATIUS

My problem is that I cannot live inside my head. I do not accept who I am.

Ignatius TURNS AWAY, SADLY. Esmeralda TAKES PITY ON HIM.

ESMERALDA

Look. I don’t really understand what’s wrong with you, but you gotta look on the bright side of life.

IGNATIUS

This coming from a “Creature of the Night”.

ESMERALDA

I might dress dark and evil, but I don’t think that way. I choose the way I dress, and I don’t care what other people say. I’m happy being me.

IGNATIUS



Well, what if I’m unhappy being me?

ESMERALDA

You’ve just gotta accept who you are and embrace it. Life is too short to be stuck in a rut.
IGNATIUS
Well, thank you for your uplifting words, but I fear they are of no consequence. My mind is deranged with music, and there may be no hope for me.

ESMERALDA

There’s always hope, buddy. My motto is “Enjoy it while it lasts.” Now, gimme me take out order so I can get back to my dysfunctional family.

IGNATIUS



I assume this is your bag. 

He HANDS IT TO HER. SHE GIVES HIM MONEY. Esmeralda TURNS TO LEAVE, THEN STOPS.

ESMERALDA

Let me ask you a stupid question: since when does a “family restaurant” serve fortune cookies?

IGNATIUS

You mentioned the word “dysfunctional”. My mother thinks that changing the menu to include fortune cookies will somehow boost popularity. She’s even included items that she hopes will attract space aliens. 
ESMERALDA
Well, I guess we’re in the same dysfunctional boat. Take it easy. Remember: enjoy it while it lasts.

Esmeralda LEAVES.

IGNATIUS

(to himself)



Enjoy it while it lasts...

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON RESTAURANT.

LIGHTS COME UP IN NUEROLOGIST’S LAB.

ALFALFA


You think Esmeralda is coming home soon, Doctor?

DR. WYCZANSKI

Shut up, Alfalfa. I want you to clean up and get ready for our first patient, because she’s a big one!

ALFALFA



Really? How fat is she?

DR. WYCZANSKI

I don’t mean big like that, I mean big like she’s the Cherokee’s girlfriend!

ALFALFA

Are you kidding!? He’s the biggest mob boss in history! We better make her headaches disappear or else!

DR. WYCZANSKI
I know that, Alfalfa! No need to remind me! Just get this place ready! They’ll be here any minute.
ALFALFA

They? You mean, the Cherokee is coming here too?!

DR. WYCZANSKI


Ah, yes? He’s the one that called, knucklehead!

The Cherokee and Josephine ENTER. 

CHEROKEE

Doctor. We are here for our appointment. This is my girlfriend, Josephine. 

JOSEPHINE

(looking around)



What kinda office is this? 

DR. WYCZANSKI



It’s a Neurological Laboratory. Please come in. 

JOSEPHINE



It looks like a garage.

ALFALFA

(bringing up a chair)



Here you are, please sit down.

CHEROKEE

(warning)

You sure you guys know what you’re doing? I expect nothing but the best treatment for my girlfriend.

DR. WYCZANSKI

Of course! We will make all her headaches disappear!
CHEROKEE



You better. (whispering to him) OR ELSE...

The Cherokee’s CELL PHONE RINGS. 

CHEROKEE

I’ve got to take this call. Josephine, I’ll be back in an hour or so, okay?

JOSEPHINE

I want you to stay with me! You never stay with me because you don’t love me anymore!

CHEROKEE
Sugar-hunny, please don’t say that. I love you and I’ll be back in a while. I love you pookie.



(turns to answer his phone)

Hello. What did I tell you? I’m gonna tear your face off and paste it on a billboard!
The Cherokee LEAVES.

DR. WYCZANSKI
Well, let’s get started. Ah, do you want something to drink? Water, Josephine?

JOSEPHINE

(doing her makeup 
in a small mirror)
I want a pina colada with a pineapple slice and three cherries. Make sure there are THREE cherries.

DR. WYCZANSKI



Get her a pina colada, Alfalfa. Now.

ALFALFA



But, I can’t make a pina...

DR. WYCZANSKI


Now!

Alfalfa RUNS OFF.

JOSEPHINE



What are you screaming for!? My head hurts!

DR. WYCZANSKI

Sorry, Josephine. Now when did your headaches start?

JOSEPHINE


I don’t know, how am I supposed to know?
DR. WYCZANKSI



Well, when did you notice them?

JOSEPHINE

Yesterday. Two weeks ago. Last Tuesday. I don’t know, just help me!
DR. WYCZANSKI
Well, let’s start by giving you an exam. 
Alfalfa ENTERS, CARRYING A TRAY WITH A GLASS FILLED WITH FRUIT, AND HOLDING A PINEAPPLE.

ALFALFA

Here’s some water and some fruit. I couldn’t cut up the pineapple, though...

Alfalfa DROPS THE TRAY on the floor in front of Josephine.
DR. WYCZANSKI



Alfalfa, you clumsy fool!

JOSEPHINE

(going to pick it up)



You guys are giving me more of a headache!

When Josephine STANDS UP, SHE KNOCKS HER HEAD INTO THE PINEAPPLE AND FALLS TO THE FLOOR UNCONSCIOUS.

ALFALFA



Oh my God! 

DR. WYCZANSKI


What have you done? She’s unconscious!
ALFALFA



Wow. That’s a hard pineapple!

DR. WYCZANSKI

Shut up, you fool! We’ve got to do something!
ALFALFA

Oh no. The Cherokee is gonna KILL US for this! What are we gonna do?

They GET HER UP AND LYING ON HER BACK ON THE OPERATING TABLE.

DR. WYCZANSKI



I’m thinking! Try to wake her up. 
ALFALFA



How? 

DR. WYCZANSKI



I don’t know! Talk loudly or something!

ALFALFA

(shouting)

OKAY SIR! HOW IS THIS?! I CAN TALK LOUDER IF YOU WANT!
DR. WYCZANSKI
(slapping her face lightly 

to try to wake her)

Not that loud, you idiot. C’mon, Josephine! Wake up now!
Esmeralda ENTERS. She is CARRYING A TAKEOUT ORDER.

ESMERALDA


Here’s the Chinese food you wanted. 

ALFALFA



Oh, our lunch is here.

DR. WYCZANSKI

(trying to hide the body)

Thank you, Esmeralda. You can leave it on the table now.
ESMERALDA


Hey. What’s wrong with that girl?
DR. WYCZANSKI
She’s just sick, that’s all. 
ALFALFA

Did you get some fortune cookies?

ESMERALDA


Yes. Is that girl dead?

DR. WYCZANSKI



Nothing to see here! Please disperse!

ALFALFA

(looking in the bag)



I just love fortune cookies...

DR. WYCZANSKI



Focus, Alfalfa! We have to operate!

ALFALFA and ESMERALDA


Operate!? Are you kidding?

DR. WYCZANSKI

Do you want to have the Cherokee come back here and see this? What do you think he’d do to us??

ALFALFA

(gulps)

I get your point. Let’s operate. But can I have some fortune cookies while we work?

ESMERALDA



You guys can’t operate on someone in a garage!

DR. WYCZANSKI

We have no choice. This is the Cherokee’s girlfriend. Alfalfa, get your medical gloves on.

ESMERALDA

The Cherokee’s girlfriend?? Oh, you guys are dead meat!

ALFALFA
All I have are these gardening gloves. Is that okay?

ESMERALDA

You’re gonna do brain surgery with gardening gloves on??

Dr. Carmichael and Mr. Preston ENTER.

DR. CARMICHAEL

Dr. Wyczanski? We’d like to talk to you about a business venture that could be VERY profitable for you.

DR. WYCZANSKI

Ah, I’m a little busy right now. Can you come back tomorrow??

MR. PRESTON



What’s happening in here? Is that girl dead?

ALFALFA



No! She’s just sleeping!

DR. CARMICHAEL



Sleeping in a garage?

DR. WYCZANSKI



It’s not a garage. This is a neurological...

MR. PRESTON



She might be dead!

DR. WYCZANSKI

She’s not dead! This is the Cherokee’s girlfriend and if we don’t make her headaches go away, WE will be dead! 

MR. PRESTON



So you’re operating on her??

ESMERALDA



Yeah! Can you believe these idiots?

ALFALFA

(handing him the jigsaw)

Hey! This fortune cookie says “Music is the medicine of the mind.” That’s kind of fitting, huh?
DR. WYCZANSKI



Shut up and help me! We have to hurry!

DR. CARMICHAEL

(grabs the fortune from Alfalfa)

Gimme that fortune! Mr. Preston! This has got to be the fortune that causes people to hear music! 

MR. PRESTON

You’re right! I got a shipment of these last week.

THEY PULL A SCREEN TO COVER THE SCENE. LIT FROM BACK TO FRONT, WE ONLY SEE THE SILHOUETTES OF THEIR ACTIONS.

Josephine is lying with HER FEET TOWARD THE AUDIENCE.

DR. WYCZANSKI



We have no time to lose. 
ALFALFA

You want me to draw a line with a magic marker so you can cut the head open?

DR. WYCZANSKI



No, just get ready to take off the skull.

ESMERALDA



Whoa! This is awesome!

WE HEAR THE SOUND OF THE JIGSAW AND SEE JOSEPHINES FEET TWITCHING FROM UNDER THE SCREEN. 

THEY REMOVE THE SKULL.

ALFALFA

Eww. So that’s what a human brain looks like. It’s disgusting!

MR. PRESTON



I’ve never seen a human brain before!

ESMERALDA

That’s cool! It looks like a bowl of worms!
DR. WYCZANSKI

People, please! This is an important medical procedure!

ESMERALDA



Can I touch it?

DR. WYCZANSKI

Get your hands away from it! This is a sterilized situation!

ESMERALDA

Sterilized? You two idiots are doing brain surgery in a garage. 

ALFALFA



It’s not a garage. It’s a neuro...neurological...

DR. WYCZANSKI

Everyone shut up! Alfalfa! Hold the skull for a minute. There’s gotta be something in here we can fix...

ALFALFA



What are you looking for?

DR. WYCZANSKI



I don’t know, something that doesn’t look normal!

ALFALFA

What about that little black spot? Maybe that’s what’s causing her headaches?

DR. WYCZANSKI

You could be right, my little assistant. It looks like a stain or something. Give me some soap on a rag and I’ll get it out.

ALFALFA

(looking around the garage)



Umm...I found some Windex. Is that okay?
ESMERALDA



Windex? You two are total morons...

DR. WYCZANSKI

(rubbing out the stain)

That’s fine, just give me it! We have no time to lose!

ALFALFA



You think that will do it?

DR. WYCZANSKI

It can’t hurt. Gimme the skull and let’s sew her head back on.

ALFALFA



Okay. I have some fishing line we could use. 

ESMERALDA



I gotta admit, this is kinda wild...

DR. WYCZANSKI

(to Alfalfa)



There’s some glue on the shelf. Get it for me.

ESMERALDA

(sarcastically)



Oh, sure! Let’s use some caulk and putty too!

They SEW BACK THE SKULL INTO PLACE.

ALFALFA



She looks good as new!

DR. WYCZANSKI



Now we have to wake her up.

ALFALFA



Wait a minute! I lost my fortune!

DR. WYCZANSKI



What are you talking about??

ALFALFA

The fortune! I must have dropped it in her brain while we were working on her.

ESMERALDA
You dropped a fortune into her brain?! Are you a complete imbecile?? 

ALFALFA

It’s not my fault! He’s the one that sewed her up! I just dropped it!
DR. CARMICHAEL



You didn’t drop it. I put it in her brain.

DR. WYCZANSKI



You did what?? That could kill her!

DR. CARMICHAEL

I know a little about the human brain also. It won’t kill her. But it will do something to her...

DR. WYCZANSKI

If she doesn’t survive, I will hold you personally responsible!

WE HEAR JOSEPHINE GROAN, LIKE SHE IS WAKING UP. SHE HAS VISIBLE BLACK LINES ACROSS HER FOREHEAD, TO SIMULATE STITCHES.
ALFALFA
Well, we can’t do anything about it now. Josephine! Josephine, can you hear me?!

JOSEPHINE
(regaining consciousness)



Ughhhh... Wha...What happened?

ALFALFA



You bumped your head. How do you feel?

JOSEPHINE



I feel...I feel a little dizzy.

DR. WYCZANSKI

We gave you, um, we gave you some medicine. You should be all right in a few moments. Get her some ice, Alfalfa. Now.

ESMERALDA
She’s gonna need more than ice. She’s gonna need a lawyer!

JOSEPHINE


What are these bumps on my forehead?
DR. WYCZANSKI

Those are normal. How do you feel? Do you have a headache anymore??

EVERYONE WAITS FOR AN ANSWER.

JOSEPHINE

No...No, I don’t! Doctor, you did it! No more headaches!

ESMERALDA

(astounded)



I don’t believe it...

DR. WYCZANSKI

Excellent! Now, if you’ll just sign this release form...

JOSEPHINE

Oh, but just turn down the music, okay? I’m still a little dizzy.
WE START TO HEAR “UNDER THE BOARDWALK” by THE TEMPTATIONS.
ALFALFA

(to everyone else)

Music? There’s no music...
Dr. Carmichael COVERS HIS MOUTH WITH A HAND.

DR. WYCZANKSI

That’s completely normal. It should go away in a day or so...
The Cherokee ENTERS.
CHEROKEE



Hey! Who are all these people!?

DR. WYCZANSKI

They are doctors. They’re here to observe me because... because... 

MR. PRESTON

Ah, we’re here to judge Dr. Wyczanski for the Nobel Prize for brain surgery. He’s a very brilliant doctor!
CHEROKEE
Oh. Yeah. How’s my girlfriend? She feelin’ better now? How are you, Josephine?

JOSEPHINE
Oh, baby! I want you to take me to dinner and buy me a new car, because we’re celebrating! I’ve been cured! No more headaches! Now I hear MUSIC!!
DR. WYCZANSKI

Ah, it’s a minor side effect. It should go away in a few days. The key thing is that we’ve cured her headaches forever!

CHEROKEE

(hugging her)

I don’t know how you did it, but you did. Allow me to pay you for your efforts. 

JOSEPHINE

Awww, Pookie! I’m so happy now! My headaches are all gone so now we can spend EVERY MINUTE TOGETHER!

CHEROKEE

Ah, EVERY minute? Well, maybe not EVERY minute...

JOSEPHINE

(gasps loudly) I knew it! You don’t love me anymore! 

CHEROKEE

Okay, okay, Pookie-poo! We’ll spend EVERY minute together from now on.

DR. WYCZANSKI

Wonderful! Now, if you’ll just sign this release form...

The Cherokee SIGNS.
JOSEPHINE

Isn’t it great, Hunny!? We’re gonna be together 24/7 AND I get to hear music all the time! Just love songs, from now until the end of time!!
ESMERALDA



Love songs?? I think I’m gonna vomit.

CHEROKEE


Thank you again, Doctor...I guess.
The Cherokee PEELS OFF SEVERAL HUNDRED DOLLAR BILLS and HANDS THEM TO HIM.

DR. WYCZANSKI



You’re welcome, Mr. Cherokee. We’re here to help.

CHEROKEE

(to Josephine)

Well, at least your headaches are gone. C’mon, Pookie-Poo. Let’s go get you a new car. In fact, let’s get you one for every day of the week!

JOSEPHINE



FIVE CARS!? Wow! You really DO love me!



(starts singing) 

The Cherokee and Josephine LEAVE.

MUSIC SLOWLY FADES.

DR. WYCZANSKI



Alfalfa! What did that fortune say?

ALFALFA



It said “Music is the medicine of the mind.”

DR. WYCZANSKI

Can it be true? A fortune cookie is the source of this music in the mind?

DR. CARMICHAEL

That’s what we’ve been trying to tell you. The fortune only works if it’s INSIDE the body. 

MR. PRESTON

This is our one opportunity to strike it rich! Don’t you see? People spend millions of dollars every year for music. With these fortunes, we’ll promote your surgery as a means to get FREE MUSIC!

DR. WYCZANSKI

(getting the idea)

And people will come to me for surgery...we’ll place a fortune inside their brains...sew them back up...and PRESTO! Free music!
ESMERALDA


What are you guys talking about?

ALFALFA



But where do we get the fortunes?
MR. PRESTON

There’s a little man in Chinatown who writes the fortunes. We’ll kidnap him and make him write all we want!

ESMERALDA

But doesn’t your own son hear music in his head? I thought he hated the music.

MR. PRESTON

Oh, my son is an idiot! He doesn’t know what’s good for him. Besides, we’re gonna be RICH!
ALFALFA

I can’t wait to tell everyone about the magic fortune cookies!

DR. WYCZANSKI
Alfalfa! You must not speak a WORD about this! Not a WORD! We’ll make MILLIONS!
ALFALFA



Right! Millions!! (pause) Ah, I don’t get it.
ESMERALDA



Oh, my God...

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON NEUROLOGIST’S LAB.
LIGHTS COME UP IN STREET.

WE SEE the Cherokee and Josephine on the street. The Cherokee is ROUGHING UP MAN #2.

CHEROKEE

(taking him by the neck)

You got my money? Huh!? I told you to get me my money!

JOSEPHINE



Oh, don’t hurt him, Hunny!

MAN #2

I’ll get you the money! I promise! Just gimme another chance!

CHEROKEE



No more chances! I want my money!

JOSEPHINE

Give him another chance, Gerard! He looks like a nice guy.

CHEROKEE



Josephine, can you please let me handle this?

JOSEPHINE



C’mon, Gerard, you’re hurting him. 

CHEROKEE



That’s the point! I’m roughing him up, Josephine!

JOSEPHINE

Yeah, but just don’t hurt him while you’re roughing him up, that’s all.

MAN #2

Yeah, just don’t hurt me while you’re roughin’ me up!

CHEROKEE



Shut up, you!

JOSEPHINE



But, Hunny...

The Cherokee RELEASES HIM. MAN #2 RUNS OFF.

CHEROKEE

All right, get outta here, but I want my money by tomorrow night OR ELSE!

JOSEPHINE



Gerard! You shouldn’t threaten people like that!

CHEROKEE

Josephine, you can’t be here when I’m workin’, okay?
JOSEPHINE



What do you mean?

CHEROKEE

I mean, I’m a MOB BOSS. I’m SUPPOSED to threaten people and rough them up! You’re making it hard to do my job!

JOSEPHINE



I knew it! You don’t love me anymore!!

CHEROKEE

Pookie-Poo, it’s not that at all! It’s just that when you’re around, I can’t be as tough as I need to be.

JOSEPHINE

Well, I’m just in a good mood because of the music. It’s like I have a soundtrack in my head. I hear love songs all the time, so I wanna be with you all the time.  

CHEROKEE



Yeah, but Pookie, you’re KILLING my reputation!

JOSEPHINE

Fine! I’ll leave you alone!

Josephine STARTS TO LEAVE.

CHEROKEE



Okay, okay! You can be with me.

JOSEPHINE

(pouting)



No! I want you to WANT to be with me!

CHEROKEE

I do! ...Most of the time...
JOSEPHINE

(gasps) What did you say??
CHEROKEE



I said I want to be with you...most of the time.
JOSEPHINE

(now angry)

Well. I understand now. You don’t really love me You want me when it’s convenient for YOU! 

CHEROKEE

Josephine, you’re overreacting! You’re acting like a brat! Now shut up!
SILENCE.

JOSEPHINE

(angry)

Let me tell you something, Gerard. I’m done with you. You can hit the road!

The SONG “HIT THE ROAD, JACK” BY RAY CHARLES PLAYS. 

THREE DANCING GIRLS ENTER, SWAYING AND LIP-SYNCING WITH THE MUSIC. (Choreography needed)
Josephine and the Cherokee LIP-SYNC for a MINUTE, then Josephine and the Girls EXIT.
LIGHTS GO OUT ON STREET.

LIGHTS COME UP ON RESTAURANT.

Ignatius is HOLDING A PLUNGER TO HIS EAR.

Esmeralda ENTERS.

ESMERALDA

What are you doing?
IGNATIUS

I’m trying to get this blasted music out of my head! What does it look like I’m doing?

ESMERALDA
Well, stop it, because I’m gonna help you. And you don’t need a plunger.

IGNATIUS
No thanks. I’ll wait for my father to return. He’ll help me.

ESMERALDA

Your father and my father are doing exactly the opposite. They’re helping themselves instead of helping you. 

IGNATIUS


What do you mean?

ESMERALDA

Haven’t you heard about the Music Surgery? It’s all over the papers. They are selling brain surgery as a way to get free music.
IGNATIUS



What does that have to do with me?

ESMERALDA

They are gonna kidnap the only person that can help you get rid of the music in your head.

Preston’s Wife and Miss Rockbottom ENTER.

PRESTON’S WIFE

Ignatius! Have you heard the news? Everyone is hearing music in their heads now!

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



Yes! And they’re hearing MUSIC too!!

IGNATIUS
Apparently that’s because my father cares more for money than he does his own son.

ESMERALDA

Mrs. Preston, we have no time to lose. We have to get to Chinatown and find the man who writes the fortune cookie sayings. 
PRESTON’S WIFE



What are you talking about?
MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Oh!! I just LOVE Chinatown! It’s in Mexico, you know!
ESMERALDA



I’ll explain on the way. C’mon!

ALL LEAVE.
LIGHTS GO DOWN ON RESTAURANT.

LIGHTS COME UP IN STREET OUTSIDE LABORATORY.
The Doctor and Alfalfa ENTER THROUGH CENTER CURTAIN. 
From STAGE LEFT, THE TOWNSPEOPLE ENTER.

WOMAN #2



My son wants surgery! I’ll pay top dollar!

MAN #1



My daughter was here first! 

WOMAN #1



My kids want the surgery too! 

DR. WYCZANSKI

Okay, okay, people, calm down. You will all have the surgery if you line up in an orderly fashion!

ALFALFA

Everyone line up in a single file! Have your money ready! Cash only!
DR. WYCZANSKI

We’re running out of fortune cookies, Alfalfa. I hope Mr. Preston and Dr. Carmichael kidnapped that old man who writes the fortune cookies.
MAN #2



C’mon, Doctor! We were here first!

WOMAN #2

Think about it! No more paying to hear music! No more iPods or downloading songs! I’ll save thousands of dollars for my kids!

MAN #1

Yeah! I’m thinkin’ about getting the surgery myself! I can hear my favorite type of music, whenever I want, whenever I want! It’s like having a built-in stereo!
ALFALFA

You’ll win the Nobel Prize for SURE, Doctor!
Just then, THE CEO OF APPLE COMPUTERS, ENTERS, FOLLOWED BY THE CEO OF RCA RECORDS and the CHAIRMAN OF SONY.
APPLE CEO
Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen. We’re looking for a Doctor Wyczanski?

RCA RECORDS CEO



Yes, we’d like a word with him.

DR. WYCZANSKI



I’m the Doctor. Can I help you?

APPLE CEO
I’m the CEO of Apple Computers. 
RCA RECORDS PRESIDENT

And I’m the President of RCA Records. 
CHAIRMAN OF SONY



And I’m the Chairman of Sony Records. 

We’d like to speak to you about your business.

DR. WYCZANSKI



What about it?

APPLE CEO
We are prepared to offer you a substantial cash offer if you discontinue your brain surgery. You know, the surgery that allows people to hear music in their heads?

DR. WYCZANSKI

I know what surgery you’re talking about, but with all due respect, if the people want the surgery, I will help them.

The CROWD CHEERS.

The Chairman MOVES THE DOCTOR UP STAGE, AWAY FROM EVERYONE.

RCA RECORDS PRESIDENT

You don’t seem to understand, Doctor. There’s a lot at stake here. 
CHAIRMAN OF SONY

Your surgery is jeopardizing the recording industry in America, and ruining our CD sales.  

APPLE CEO
And you’re making it difficult to sell our iPods. Do you know that within the last two weeks our sales dropped 30%? That’s not to mention the decline in iTunes downloads! 
CHAIRMAN OF SONY

How are we supposed to stay in business if everyone can hear unlimited music in their heads? 
RCA RECORDS PRESIDENT

Now. We are prepared to offer a huge, HUGE cash settlement if you stop performing the surgery. (hands him envelope) 
The Doctor OPENS IT, EYES WIDE. HE THINKS ABOUT IT.

DR. WYCZANSKI

I’m sorry. I can’t accept your offer. I will continue to help the people hear music in their heads. I will continue to do the surgery! (turns to people) PEOPLE! Line up outside the door and my assistant will take your names! You will all have the surgery you’ve been waiting for! Money for nothing! Music for Free!!

CROWD CHEERS and MOVES OFF STAGE.

APPLE CEO

You’re making a big mistake, Doctor. 
RCA RECORDS PRESIDENT

A BIG MISTAKE. You’ll be hearing from our lawyers.

CHAIRMAN OF SONY

(warning)



I’d watch my back if I were you, Doc.

The CEO of Apple Computers, The Chairman of Sony and the CEO of RCA Records LEAVE.

ALFALFA


I hope you know what you’re doing, sir?

Crowd of Townspeople BEGIN WAVING ARMS, FRANTICALLY TRYING TO GET IN LINE FIRST.

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON STREET.

MAIN CURTAIN OPENS.

LIGHTS COME UP IN CHINATOWN.

IT IS DARK AND GLOOMY, AND WE HEAR RAIN FALLING ON THE STREETS ABOVE. 

Ignatius and Esmeralda ENTER, FOLLOWED BY Miss Rockbottom and Mrs. Preston.
ESMERALDA
It’s here. This is where they told me to go.

IGNATIUS
Here?? We’re in the subway! How are you supposed to find fortune cookies in the subway??

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

I just love subways! I met my first husband in a subway. He held the door open for me. He was my second husband.

ESMERALDA
They said the guy that writes the fortune cookie sayings works at this address.

IGNATIUS


Address? We’re underground!

PRESTON’S WIFE

Oh! I’m afraid of the dark! Aliens come out in the dark.

IGNATIUS
Mother, what is it with you and aliens? You’re constantly talking about aliens!

WE HEAR ANOTHER VOICE. IT IS THE VOICE OF THE ANCIENT FORTUNE COOKIE MAKER.

ANCIENT MAN

(off stage)

Her instincts are correct. The aliens are all around us.

ESMERALDA


Who said that??

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



Who said what?

PRESTON’S WIFE



Maybe it’s an alien! I’m so frightened!

The Ancient Man APPEARS FROM THE DARK. He has a LONG WHITE BEARD, BAGGY CLOTHES AND WALKS WITH A CANE.

ANCIENT MAN

The human race is deaf to the calls of the aliens. You hear only what you want to hear.


MISS ROCKBOTTOM



Is that my husband, God rest his soul??

ESMERALDA
(to Ancient Man)



Who are you?

ANCIENT MAN

I am the Ancient Fortune Cookie Writer. I hold the secrets to the universe.

IGNATIUS


Who’s this weirdo?

PRESTON’S WIFE

The secrets to the universe? Get outta my way! (to Ancient Man) Mr. Fortune Cookie Man? I’ve been wondering about this all my life. I need one answer from you. Can you tell me if aliens really exist?

ANCIENT MAN

My dear, the universe is such a big place. To think there is nothing out there is not to think at all.

PRESTON’S WIFE

(to everyone)



What does that mean?

ESMERALDA


It means there could be aliens out there.

PRESTON’S WIFE



I knew it! I knew it! There ARE ALIENS!

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



I knew it too! But I didn’t know I knew it!

IGNATIUS
Wait a minute. How do you know there are aliens if you can’t see them?

ANCIENT MAN

What you can see, smell, taste and hear is less than one millionth of reality. 

PRESTON’S WIFE

But will aliens come to earth? Will they take over the universe and kill everyone in the world?

ANCIENT MAN

(to Preston’s Wife)

My dear, you have struggled with questions all your life. It’s time to let go. It’s important that you question things in life, but not all questions need answers.

PRESTON’S WIFE

(pausing a moment)

But I need to know!

ANCIENT MAN

Sometimes not knowing an answer is the best answer you can have.

Miss Rockbottom PUSHES HER WAY UP FRONT.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Oh! Oh! Can you grant me a wish too!? I want to say hello to my husband again, God rest his soul!

ANCIENT MAN

Well, that is a tall order. But your husband is in a far better place, I assure you. 

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

But, I just want to say hi again. I kinda miss him. He was the President of Transylvania. I drive a Cadillac, you know!

ANCIENT MAN

My dear woman. There is no fear. You can speak to your husband any time you want. He is as close as your very soul.

This brings a SOOTHING EFFECT on her.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Wow. Thank you, Mr. Fortunato! You just made me feel so much better. 

ESMERALDA
Sir, we need your help. One of your fortune cookie sayings has come true. It’s making Ignatius hear music in his head.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



Me too!

The Ancient Man SITS.

ANCIENT MAN

Is it Classic music they hear?

PRESTON’S WIFE
We don’t know, but we’re asking you to help us. 

ESMERALDA
We’re running out of time. Because of this, you’re in danger too. There are some people who want to kidnap you. 
WE HEAR Josephine CALLING OUT.

JOSEPHINE

(off stage)



Hello? Helloooo!!??

PRESTON’S WIFE



Is that them??

Josephine ENTERS.

JOSEPHINE



Eww! It’s gross down here!

ESMERALDA



Hey. You’re the Cherokee’s girlfriend, right?

JOSEPHINE



Not anymore. I told him to hit the road.

PRESTON’S WIFE



What are you doing here then?

JOSEPHINE 

I wanna get rid of these love songs in my head all the time. They remind me of Gerard...
MISS ROCKBOTTOM



Can you help us, Mr. Fortune Cookie Man?
ANCIENT MAN

(sitting)

You people do not understand the power of music. It is not something you can control or contain.

PRESTON’S WIFE



What does that mean?

ANCIENT MAN

I must rest now. I’m too old for this sort of thing. Go away now. All of you.
IGNATIUS

This is preposterous! We are not leaving. We will not leave until you cleanse me of this wretched music that torments me!

ANCIENT MAN

Son, you have to enjoy what you have. It is not a curse. It’s a miracle. A gift.

IGNATIUS

I will NOT enjoy what I have! It’s not a miracle and it’s not a gift! I just want to be...
A PAUSE.

PRESTON’S WIFE



You just want to be what, Ignatius?

IGNATIUS

(sadly)



Normal. I just want to be normal...

ESMERALDA

Ignatius, you are normal. You’re so normal that it’s NOT normal.

IGNATIUS


What are you talking about?

ESMERALDA

You act like people are supposed to act: you say what you mean, and you mean what you say. To me, that’s the way people should be. That’s normal.

ANCIENT MAN

Young man, I understand your struggle. I will write a new fortune for you. One that will ease your pain. (to Josephine and Rockbottom) One that will ease all your pain.
PRESTON’S WIFE
Thank you, Sir. We really appreciate your kindness. But you have to be careful. You’re still in danger.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

I was in Danger once. It’s a nice place to live! It’s got a nice little shop where you can get English tea, and...
EVERYONE



Shut up!

ANCIENT MAN

There is one condition: When this fortune is inside your head, the music will die.

ESMERALDA



What does that mean?

JOSEPHINE



Does it mean that these love songs will go away?

ANCIENT MAN

It means what it means. Now I must rest. 
IGNATIUS



Can’t I just eat the fortune cookie?

ANCIENT MAN

No. It must be placed inside your mind. And it must be inside within four hours, or it won’t work.
PRESTON’S WIFE



That means we have to...

ESMERALDA

We have to get my father to give him brain surgery. 
ANCIENT MAN
Do you want the fortune cookie, or not? 

JOSEPHINE
What do you say, everybody? Should we give it a try?

PRESTON’S WIFE

I say yes! I feel like we can accomplish anything now!

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

I’m all for it! My husband used to eat doughnuts, God rest his soul.

ESMERALDA

Thanks, buddy. Hey, are you sure you don’t wanna come with us? You’ll probably be safer.

ANCIENT MAN

At my age, I’m not afraid of anything. Good luck, everyone.

EVERYONE



Goodbye...

ALL LEAVE. Then Ignatius STOPS.

IGNATIUS

I don’t know about this...I don’t have much faith left in the human condition.

ANCIENT MAN



You will, son. You will.

Ignatius LEAVES.

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON CHINATOWN.

LIGHTS COME UP ON STREET.
WE SEE the three CEOs WALKING with the Cherokee.
CHAIRMAN OF SONY

You see Mr. Cherokee? We just think the Doctor needs a little...persuasion.

CEO OF APPLE



You’re a businessman, right Mr. Cherokee?

PRESIDENT OF RCA

You understand that competition is a bad thing in business, don’t you Mr. Cherokee?

CHEROKEE
Yeah! This one time, I was playin’ poker with these guys from the Bronx, ya know? And this guy starts winnin’, so I had to teach him how to lose. Now he has to play poker with one hand!

CHAIRMAN OF SONY



We like the way you think, Mr. Cherokee.

PRESIDENT OF RCA


Yes. We like the way you think.

CEO OF APPLE

You have a good way of... “persuading” people, don’t you, Mr. Cherokee?

PRESIDENT OF RCA


Sometimes people have to be persuaded.

CHEROKEE

(punching a fist into hand)



Persuasion is my specialty. 

The CEOs HAND HIM AN ENVELOPE FULL OF CASH.

CEO OF APPLE

How much...do you think you can persuade the Doctor, Mr. Cherokee?

CHEROKEE

(counting the money)



Oh yeah. I can persuade him. A lot...

They all EXIT.

LIGHTS GO DOWN ON STREET.

LIGHTS COME UP IN LABORATORY.

Esmeralda, Ignatius, Mrs. Preston, Miss Rockbottom and Josephine ENTER HURRIEDLY.

PRESTON’S WIFE



Where is the Doctor?

JOSEPHINE



Nobody’s here.

ESMERALDA



Dad?!? Are you here??

IGNATIUS

Great. The one person I have to rely on is an insane Doctor, and he’s not even here!
The Cherokee ENTERS.

CHEROKEE

Yo, Doc! You here?? (notices Josephine) Pookie! How ya doin’? I miss you! (then, trying to act cool) I mean...What’s up Josephine?
JOSEPHINE



Hello, Gerard. What are you doing here?

CHEROKEE



Ah, I’m here to talk to the Doctor. He around?

Dr. Wyczanski and Alfalfa RUSH IN.

ALFALFA

Hey! You can’t come in here! This is a neuro...neurolog...

DR. WYCZANSKI

This is a neurological center. All of you have to leave! I have an emergency surgery to perform!

ESMERALDA



On who?

Mr. Preston and Dr. Carmichael ENTER HOLDING THE ANCIENT MAN. They have TIED HIS HANDS BEHIND HIS BACK.

MR. PRESTON



On this guy!

DR. CARMICHAEL

Right! We’ll give him the surgery, too! That way he can’t write a fortune to reverse the effects of the music in the brain!

ANCIENT MAN



Let me go!

PRESTON’S WIFE

That’s the Fortune Cookie Writer! Horace, let him go!

MR. PRESTON

No way, Margaret. He’s the only thing standing in my way of making BIG money!

PRESTON’S WIFE



“Your” money?? You’ve really changed Horace.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM



Is that my second husband?

ESMERALDA

You’ve got a lotta nerve, Mr. Preston. You chose money over your own son’s happiness.
CHEROKEE

(slaps Dr. on the back)

Hey, money makes the world go ‘round, ain’t that right Doc?

DR. WYCZANSKI



I guess so.

CHEROKEE

Speakin’ of money, I had a talk with the CEOs. They wanted me to come down here to shake your hand. They wanna congratulate you on your successful business. (extends a hand)

DR. WYCZANSKI



Really?

CHEROKEE



Yeah. They’re calling a truce.

DR. WYCZANSKI



Oh, well, tell them I accept.

The Cherokee CRUSHES THE DOCTORS HAND, MAKING HIM SCREAM OUT IN PAIN.

CHEROKEE

(laughing)

Oh! I’m sorry. I guess I don’t know my own strength. Anyway, I gotta go. See ya later Doc! (to Josephine) G’bye, Josephine... 

The Cherokee LEAVES.

The Doctor is HOLDING HIS HAND IN PAIN. The other characters AID HIM.
PRESTON’S WIFE


Doctor! Your hand is broken!

ESMERALDA



Dad! Are you okay?

IGNATIUS

While I feel regret for your injury, I have to wonder who will give me the surgery? Time is running out!
ALFALFA


I’ll do the surgery! 

DR. CARMICHAEL

You? You’re nothing but a bumbling idiot! How could you perform brain surgery?

ALFALFA

I’m much more than you think I am. I believe in myself, and that’s all I need. I can do the brain surgery on you, Ignatius.
DR. WYCZANSKI

You’re right, Alfalfa. This was all a big mistake. I’ll guide you through the surgery!

MR. PRESTON

(approaching him, angrily)

No you won’t! You’re going to do brain surgery on this old guy, or you won’t do it at all!

Mrs. Preston and Esmeralda GRAB TWO LEAF RAKES AND DEFEND ALFALFA.

ESMERALDA

Back off, Mister! Your son needs help, and we’re gonna help him. 

PRESTON’S WIFE



Yeah, we mean it, Horace! 

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

(untying Ancient Man)



Here you go, Mr. Fortune Man! You’re free!

ANCIENT MAN



Thank you. 

IGNATIUS

Alfalfa, I never thought I’d say this, but I believe in you. You have a quality that I never had: you believe in yourself. I’m ready. I’m ready for brain surgery.

ALFALFA
Okay, Ignatius. I just need my pineapple to knock you out.
IGNATIUS
A pineapple!? You’re going to knock me out with a PINEAPPLE??

Ignatius LIES DOWN ON TABLE.

DR. CARMICHAEL
You’ll do no such thing! We’ve got a lot of money at stake here!
MISS ROCKBOTTOM

(taking a gardening tool)

Back off, Doctor! I may be old, but I’m tough as 

nails!

JOSEPHINE

(hands Alfalfa the pineapple)



Here’s the pineapple!

ALFALFA



Good night, Ignatius!

Alfalfa KNOCKS HIM OUT WITH THE PINEAPPLE.

ESMERALDA



Whoa. I’ll never get tired of seein’ that!

DR. WYCZANSKI


Josephine, help him with the jigsaw.

They BEGIN CUTTING OFF IGNATIUS’ SKULL.

JOSEPHINE



Ewww!! That’s disgusting!

MISS ROCKBOTTOM
Wow! That looks like a bowl of Chinese noodles! I just love going to Japanese restaurants!

ALFALFA



Give me the fortune. We have to sew him back up.

The Townspeople ENTER HURRIEDLY.
MAN #2

(to all the townspeople)

Hey! These guys are gonna ruin our chance for free music!

Townspeople REACT ANGRILY.

WOMAN #1
If that guy gets surgery, we’ll all lose the music in our heads!!



CHILD #1



Mommy! I want the music in my head!

CHILD #2



Me too, Daddy!!

MAN #1

Put the jigsaw down, buddy!! Step away from the body!!

The Townspeople BEGIN TO CHARGE. The scene LOOKS LIKE CHAOS UNTIL...

ANCIENT MAN

People! People! Please! You all are misunderstanding the situation here! Music is not a tangible thing. It’s not something you can hold in your hand. It’s in your heart and in your mind.

MAN #2
Yeah! And we wanna KEEP IT in our minds! Get him!! Free Music forever!
CROWD REACTS.

ANCIENT MAN

People! Don’t you see? Music has been there all along! For centuries music has had an effect on humans. It buries itself in the soul. It’s not about hearing it in your mind. It’s about feeling it in your soul.

Ignatius GROANS, then BEGINS TO AWAKEN.

ESMERALDA



Ignatius! Are you okay? How do you feel??

IGNATIUS

(holding his head)

How do I feel?? My head has just been cut open by a guy with a jigsaw. How am I supposed to feel?
PRESTON’S WIFE

Do you hear the music in your head anymore??

EVERYONE IS SILENT, WAITING FOR AN ANSWER.

IGNATIUS

(pausing, thinking)

No...No. I do not hear the music anymore! It’s gone!

Townspeople ARE SAD AND ANGRY.

WOMAN #3



It’s gone! It’s all gone!

WOMAN #2



The music in my head is gone now!

MAN #1



Mine is gone too!

The three CEOs ENTER.

CEO OF APPLE
(mocking)

Well! No more free music for you people, is that right!? Awww! Too bad!!

PRESIDENT OF RCA

Hey Doctor! I heard you kinda hurt your hand! What a shame!! Guess you won’t be doing any more surgeries!
CEO OF SONY

Looks like you people will be paying for your music again, huh? And just so you know, we’re upping our prices!

CEO OF APPLE

(laughing)



Oh yeah! And iPod prices just went up 30 percent!

MAN #1

Look what you did! Now we’ll ALL be paying MORE for our music!

ANCIENT MAN

You don’t understand! The music is still in your heads. 

DR. CARMICHAEL

What are you talking about? The fortunes made the people hear music.

ANCIENT MAN
No, you only BELIEVED that the fortunes made them hear music. A simple fortune cannot give or take away the power of music. The music was there all along. And it’s still there. It’s in all of you.
MAN #3

That’s impossible! There was no music in before we paid for it!
WOMAN #3

Right! The music isn’t inside of you. It’s not in any of us!

CHILD #3

No! He’s right, Daddy! Mommy! I can still hear music!

MAN #2

Hey...me too! It’s pretty faint, but I can still hear music!

ANCIENT MAN
You see? The more you concentrate, the louder it gets!

JOSEPHINE

So we can turn on the music any time we want, and turn it off when we don’t want it?

ANCIENT MAN

Exactly. It’s inside your mind, your body and your soul. 
WOMAN #1



So we won’t have to buy iPods and CDs anymore?

ANCIENT MAN

Well, I’m sure they’ll always be a market for iPods and CDs and things like that. Some people, as you know, can’t concentrate too well, so they might need a little help with the volume. 

Townspeople TURN ON CEOs.

MAN #3

So, if there will always be a need for iPods and CDs, YOU THREE better re-think your prices.

WOMAN #2



I’d say you three better re-think right now!

CEO OF APPLE

(scared of crowd)



Okay, okay. How does a 20 percent increase sound?

CROWD MOVES FORWARD, BACKING THEM AWAY.

PRESIDENT OF RCA

I can approve only a 15 percent increase in CD prices!!

MAN #2



No, no. We don’t want prices to go up at all!

CEO OF SONY

Slash prices?? I mean, YES! Let’s slash prices!! Let’s get outta here!!

The three CEOs RUN OFF, FOLLOWED BY THE CROWD.

DR. CARMICHAEL

Mr. Preston, maybe I was wrong about this whole scheme of mine. I’ve been thinking about making money at the expense of my patients.
MR. PRESTON

I’ve made an even BIGGER mistake. I’ve neglected my own son. I chose money over family, and that was my biggest mistake. Ignatius, can you ever forgive me?
IGNATIUS

Father, you are forgiven. What consoles me is that you’ve realized your mistake, and corrected it before it was too late. But what about the Cherokee?

The Cherokee ENTERS.

CHEROKEE
Yeah, I was gonna talk to you about that, Mr. Preston. I been thinkin’. Maybe I was a little too rough on you. In fact I been thinkin’ I don’t like bein’ a mob boss too much. I think I’m gonna retire.

PRESTON’S WIFE



What about the money you wanted from us?

CHEROKEE

Ah, you don’t owe me nothin’. Who am I to take money from a hard-working, loving family like you’s? I’m sorry I threatened you people. 

MR. PRESTON

Thank you, Mr. Cherokee. (to wife) Margaret? I owe you an apology also. Can we get back what we had together? 

PRESTON’S WIFE

Sure, Horace. I love you. But, let’s change the menu at the restaurant one more time. I want to take off the alien food. I’m done with it.

MR. PRESTON

Great! Let’s go hunny. We’ll see you at home, Ignatius.

Mr. and Mrs. Preston LEAVE.

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

Well, I guess I’ll be going too. I’m going to get some English tea. I just love English tea. I lived in France once, you know.

DR. WYCZANSKI

Miss Rockbottom? I’ve never had English tea. Maybe I could join you?

MISS ROCKBOTTOM

I’d love that, Doctor Whatchamacallit! I know this great place that serves Viking food. It’s in Chinatown! 

Dr. Wyczanski and Miss Rockbottom LEAVE.

JOSEPHINE
Gerard? Did you really mean what you said? About retiring?

CHEROKEE

Yeah, Josephine. But that’s not all I mean. I wanna retire, but I wanna retire with YOU.

JOSEPHINE



Really?

CHEROKEE

Really. I was wrong to push you away. I should accept you for who you are.

JOSEPHINE



And who am I, Gerard??

CHEROKEE

You’re the most beautiful, loving girl any guy could ever have. I love you, Josephine. You’re my little Pookie-Poo.
JOSEPHINE



Aww! I love you too, Gerard! Let’s go celebrate!

CHEROKEE

Okay, but I can’t buy you clothes or jewelry or cars for a while. 
JOSEPHINE



You can’t??

CHEROKEE

No. I spent all my money on something else. 

(gets down on one knee, 

pulls out a ring)

I spent my money on this. Josephine? Will you marry me?

JOSEPHINE

Oh!! Gerard! It’s beautiful! YES!! I will marry you!!

They HUG.

CHEROKEE

Well, thanks everybody. I’m sorry I caused such a mess. And if you ever need a guy to “persuade” somebody... Maybe I’ll come outta retirement.
JOSEPHINE

(waving)

Bye everybody! Oh! I’m hearing music again! Maybe we can dance our first dance as husband and wife to this song! 

WE HEAR “UP ON THE ROOF,” by THE TEMPTATIONS.
Josephine and the Cherokee LEAVE.

MUSIC FADES.

DR. CARMICHAEL

Well, I’m going to a conference on brain surgery. I’ve got a lot to share with my colleagues. Would you like to come, Alfalfa? 
ALFALFA



Me??

DR. CARMICHAEL

Why, yes! You can speak to the group about your successful brain surgery. You may be the first in the country to operate on a patient in a garage. 

ALFALFA



I am?? I mean, of course I am! Sure!

DR. CARMICHAEL

Have I told you I like your hair? Very Harry Potterish...

ALFALFA



Thank you. I like your hair, too. It looks 

niiiice...

Alfalfa and Dr. Carmichael LEAVE.

IGNATIUS

(to Ancient Man)

Mr. Fortune Cookie Maker? I wanted to thank you for everything you’ve taught us. Thanks for helping me.

ANCIENT MAN

You’re welcome, young man. Remember: the music is not always something you hear. It’s something you FEEL.

ESMERALDA
Do you need a ride back to Chinatown?

ANCIENT MAN

No. I’ll take the subway system. I know it like the back of my hand. Besides I can write a few more fortunes while I’m on the train. Good luck you two!

ESMERALDA and IGNATIUS



Goodbye!

Ancient Man LEAVES.

ESMERALDA

Well, I’m glad you’re okay Ignatius. I was beginning to think there was no hope for you.

IGNATIUS
There is always hope, my dear Esmeralda. You know, I was incorrect about you. You’re a very special person. I don’t think I’ve ever said this about anyone, but, I enjoy being with you.
ESMERALDA

(smiling)

You’re not so bad yourself, Ignatius. So. Do you wanna, I don’t know...go listen to some music?

IGNATIUS



What type of music?
ESMERALDA

Punk music, of course! The best type of music there is!

IGNATIUS

I beg your pardon! Punk music is far from the best! Motown music is the best. The classics from the 60’s and 70’s.
ESMERALDA



I thought you didn’t like music.

IGNATIUS

Well, it sort of grew on me. I suspect my condition really wasn’t all that bad after all. 

ESMERALDA



So you still hear music in your head?

IGNATIUS



Yes. In fact, I can hear it any time I want.

ESMERALDA



Can you hear it now?

WE HEAR the song “AIN’T NO MOUNTAIN” by MARVIN GAYE and TAMMI TERRELL.

IGNATIUS

(pauses)



Yes, I can. But you know what? I can feel it too.

They HUG, and then EXIT.
CURTAIN CLOSES.

The song PLAYS THROUGHOUT CURTAIN CALLS.







