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CAST OF CHARACTERS

MRS. HENRY, thehead nurse . . .......ooiiiniiiiiiin i Soprano
Approaching forty years of age, she is trying in vain to stop the aging
process by dying her hair bright red and flirting in an obvious manner with
younger men.

MADAME CHAUVENET, the dietician . ... ... ... ... ..o vin.. Mezzo-Soprano

Elderly and old-world French, she is more charming, courtly and
polite than the other keepers.

MR. BRAYER, a hospitalorderly.................. Low Tenor or High Baritone

Tall and thin if possible, he is somewhat brash of manner and
continually joking with the others. His voice should be quite strong.

EDGAR ALLEN,ayoungauthor............ .. ..o it Tenor
Somewhat short and slight, he should resemble as closely as possible
the author Edgar Allan Poe, with fairly long black hair and a small mustache.
He continually exhibits either incredible patience or stupidity.
DR. GREEN, amedicaldoctor ............ ... ..ol Bass-Baritone
Short, fat, and middle-aged. Usually quite dignified.
HIRAM McCOY, manager of the asylum and inventor of The System......... Bass

The central character of the opera, he is somewhat overbearing, self-
possessed, and always in control of the others. He occasionally indulges in

reminiscence.
CORDELIA, a beautiful youngmaiden .. ...................o.. Mime (Mute)
4 A mystery woman who never speaks, and sits stone-faced (or with

her back to the audience) throygh most of the opera. She must be
quite attractive in both face and figure.

ONSTAGE BAND (soprano saxophone, accordion, bass trombone)

OFFSTAGE TENOR AND BARITONE VOICES (a minimum of two)



THE SYSTEM

Scene: The dining room of a dilapidated English country house, c. 1850. There are .
two large shuttered windows at the back of the stage, and a door at stage right.
Stage left is occupied by a makeshift bandstand for a small band of soprano
saxophone, accordion, and bass trombone. HENRY, CHAUVENET, GREEN,
BRAYER, McCOY, and CORDELIA are seated at the remains of a banquet
spread on a large dining table occupying center stage. A violent storm, which has
been raging outside, now appears to be over. The band is playing a polka.

HENRY: Red wine, white wine, champagne and brandy . . . Ifeelso
giddy!

CHAUV: When I was a girl, we had parties like these . . Ican't
remember when I've had a better time!

GREEN: Another glass, another chop, another HIC! I guess
I've had too much to eat and drink!

McCOY: If I say so myself, a most excellent meal.
If I take another bite, I'm sure I'll burst my buttons!

sy

(BRAYER stands and raps for attention on his water glass)

BRAYER: Ladies and gentlemen, your attention please! Now that we've
finished the mandatory storm scene, may I have your kind
attention? Doctors and nurses, a moment I beg you! Please, my
friends and colleagues I implore you. Silence, please . .. silence,
please . . . SILENCE!

(All sound ceases)

I'd like to propose another toast.

HENRY: [Our glasses are full, fire away!
CHAUV: \ | We are ready!

GREEN: By all means!

McCOY: Why not?

BRAYER: SILENCE! There, that's better.



HENRY:

CHAUV:

BRAYER:

GREEN:

McCOY:

In our pleasures of this moment,

We have shown a great neglect

In failing to salute the man

I know that all of us respect . . .

No, revere for his single-handed efforts
in demolishing the recent revolution,

He alone has restored to rightful rule
this once obeisant institution,

He alone has saved us all from certain
and indecent persecution,

I give you the founder of our feast,
Our superintendent, Warden McCoy!

(General hilarity)
rHear ye, hear ye, a beautiful toast, a wonderful toast.

Prosit! Sveikas! For he's a jolly good fellow . . . a speech,
Warden McCoy!

Hear ye, hear ye, hip, hip, hooray I I think that we should
hear a speech from our superintendent. It doesn't have to be
very long, but just enough to satisfy the moment ... .a
speech, Warden McCoy!

It really wasn't so very good, but it does express.the way I feel
Skol! A speech, Warden McCoy!

Prosit! Sveikas! A beautiful toast, a wonderful toast! Hip,
hip, hooray! I think youre right. I'd like to hear a speech . . .

a speech, Warden McCoy!
(McCOY rises)
My friends . .

I am greatly moved by each heart-felt phrase,

But I only ask that you temper your praise.

Remember, the system of my invention

Led to our recent detention!

There were times when I doubted that any of you
would live

To hear this humble apology I freely give.

If I say so myself, [ swear to you

That never again will we suffer a coup

Like the one that we recently had the good
fortune to subdue,

I thank my God that I could have some part
in righting the wrongs

That I had from the start created.
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McCOY:

And without your help. . . everyone of you...
Well, I shudder to think what might have happened!

McCoy, you do yourself too little honor.
In any case, the danger is over so let's be gay once more.

Let us quickly forget the past with another drink, and music!

(The band strikes up the second part of their interrupted polka)

[Red wine, white wine, champagne and brandy .
I feel so giddy!

When I was a girl, we had parties like these . . . I can't remember
when I've had a better time!

My compliments to the chef . . .Iseldom eat so much, but that is how
I stay so slender!

Another glass, another chop, another HIC! I guess I've had too
much to eat and drink!

If I say so myself, a most excellent meal.

If I take another bite, I'm sure I'll burst my buttons!

-

(there is a knock at the door)
What was that?

I think we have company.
Were there other guests irlvited tonight?
Not to my knowledge.
We mustn't keep them outside on a night like this.
But the rain has stopped!
There's still some thunder, and the mercury's falling.
They could catch their death of cold!
Stop your squabbling, and let them in! ;
Let them in!
Let them in!

I'll go to the door myself.



ALLEN:

McCOY:

GREEN:

McCQOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

GREEN:

ALLEN:

GREEN:

BRAYER:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

(McCOY rises from his chair, and goes to the door)
Why, it's only a single young gentleman.
I'm sorry to trouble you, sir.
Not at all, not at all. An American, are you? Come in, come in?

(Enter ALLEN)

(to others at the table) We seldom see strangers in this house!
What brings you to our humble abode?
I was visitin' friends in the country, but had to return to my duties in London. I
was ridin' toward the city, when this terrible storm washed out the road.
I fear I have lost my way.
And your horse?
I've taken some liberty, I'm afraid. He's quartered in your stables.
Your nameis...?
Edgar Allen.
The poet?
The same.

I've heard of this lad; he's quite well known. He's written some interesting stories
that read like nightmares of the mind.

Then we certainly must make him feel at home.

We're greatly honored to have you here. Allow me to introduce myself.
I'm the ... manager here. My name is Hiram McCoy.

Your name sounds vaguely familiar. But manager? I thought this place was a
private home. And you appear to be entertainin' . . .

It used to be my old family place. But when I became the last of the line,
it seemed more practical to put it do a different use. And my "guests" are
permanent residents here.

Then it's a tavern? Or a hotel?

We're not exactly either!



BRAYER:
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OTHER

KEEPERS:

McCOY:

OTHER

KEEPERS:

McCOY:

OTHER

KEEPERS:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCQY:

ALLEN:

We'll put you up if you qualify . . .
Mr. Brayer's a bit of a wag, but he's harmless.
(The band strikes up a slow waltz)

Our rooms are all reserved for special guests.

They seek this God-forsaken place from far and wide.
The way is paved with nameless dangers and no rest
For those so faint with hunger and often terrified.

The path is wild and overgrown,
They cannot make their way alone.
They need a friend to help them as a willing guide.

They knock up on our doors and, filled with doubts,
Express their urgent need for us to let them come inside.
They ask protection from the storms without . .

They only wish a haven where their tortured souls can hide.

A place where they can disappear
From view of all they doubt and fear . . .
A room that offers solace for their wounded pride.

Our special guests are blessed with second sight.

They see some things the rest of us will never see.

Their world's illuminated with a strange and different light,
And only here it's welcomed with a hand of hospitality.

Our hospitality is such,

They often like our place so much

They nevermore express the wish to go outside.
Nevermore. . .

Nevermore to ever want to go outside.

I see. You mean this house is a private retreat for a persecuted religious minority?

K you want me to be more specific, we're sort of a private asylum.
You mean a madhouse?
Shhhh! We don't call it that here. We like to think of it as a . . . hospital.

(secretively) At the present time, are there any lunatics here in this room?

(The band begins to strike up another tune)
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McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

(with obvious relief) Only the band, only the band!

We're cut off from the city,
The witty, the pretty . . .
But it's not such a pity,

At least we have a band!

Their tunes are not familiar,
But frillier and shrillier,

The players, too, are sillier . .
Let's give them all a hand!

Although we've often laughed,
There's danger in their craft:

In training for auditions
Musicians go daft!

Their ailment's universal,
But useful controlled.

It helps them bear rehearsals
(Or so we've been told).

I hope you understand my caution. . .

I appreciate your discretion. When I first permitted our patients to roam at will,
they were often aroused to a dangerous frenzy by tactless visitors! But why
should you think that my guests are mad?

You stated your guests were permanent residents. . . ?

I see your confusion. My guests are the keepers who live here with me . ...

The doctors and nurses that help in my work. They're as sane as myself!

Come sit at table with us. I'll introduce them.

I could take a bite. I've gone a long time without food.

After supper, you're welcome to stay the night.
We always have room for an unforeseen guest.

} do appreciate your hospitality.
Come. Let us meet them.
(They move to the table)
This charming French lady’s Madame Chauvenet,
She plans all the dinners we eat here.

You will soon sing her praise if you're any gourmet.
Here's our poet you're dying to meet, dear.
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ALLEN:
CHAUV:
ALLEN:

CHAUV:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

HENRY:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:
ALLEN:
McCOY:
ALLEN:
GREEN:
BRAYER:

CHAUV:

Good evenin', Madame Chauvenet.
Enchanté, young man. I hope that McCoy has not taken all your conversation.
Don't worry. A poet is seldom at a loss for conversation.

I'm so pleased to hear that. We can always anticipate what the old familiar voices
will say . ..

If we quickly move on, we will find we address
The lady we call "Number One."
I could say Mrs. Henry's our head governess,
If you'll pardon a very bad pun.
Good evenin', Mrs. Henry.

(grotesquely seductive) Good evening, young man. It's so nice to have a new
person to dinner for a change. And you look quite new . . ..

You see across the table the last but not least
Of the ladies in this congregation.
Her name is Cordelia, my favorite niece . . .
Who could ask for a better relation?
(more enthusiastically than before) I'm so pleased to meet you, Cordelia.
(She doesn't speak)
I'm so happy to make your acquaintance.
(Still no answer)
(desperately) I'm delighted to . . .
Never mind.
Can she not speak?
%he never has.
I'm so sorry. Is she deaf and dumb?
I think not.

She has all the proper equipment!

(indignantly) The matter's quite plain . . . she's very well bred . . .
and simply too modest to speak!



McCOY:

BRAYER:
McCOY:
GREEN:
ALLEN:

BRAYER,
GREEN:

ALL FOUR

KEEPERS:

McCOY:

HENRY:

GREEN:

BRAYER:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

CHAUV:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

(General amusement)
These brief introductions would not be complete
Unless you would hear from our Medics.
Their skill is unfailing whenever they treat
Our patients with various headaches!
You've already heard from Mr. Brayer . . .
Good evening.
...and Doctor Green . . .

Good evening.

Good evenin'.
Good evening.

Good evening.
Please sit down.
(ALLEN sits down next to McCQOY)
Our banquet is nearly over, but there's plenty of food in the kitchen.
As you see, yoﬁ couldn't have come at a better time.
We were having a bit of a party to celebrate our recent liberation.
Liberation?
We'll tell you the story later, if you care . . . but first, some food.
I'll see that cook delights our undernourished guest. Excuse me.

(Exit CHAUVENET)

While we're waitin', perhaps you'll tell me how your patients were first

permitted to roam at will.

With pleasure. We had a system . . . the "soothing system,"” we called it.

The "soothin’ system" . . . . And it simply amounted to letting your patients

roam freely at will?



McCOY:

HENRY:

BRAYER:

HENRY:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

HENRY,
BRAYER,
GREEN:

McCOY:

HENRY:

McCOY:

There was more to it than that, if I say so myself. We gave it a fair trial, you may be
sure. We contradicted no fancies that entered the minds of our patients. We not
only indulged, but encouraged their whims, and now and again we achieved
permanent cures. Ah yes, we had some measure of success . . .

Take the case of a lady we had here.
She wasn't very rich, but she wasn't very poor,
She wasn't very young but she wasn't too mature. . .

(aside) You could often find her sitting on a mountain of man(ure) . . .
But somehow she fancied that an accident had turned her into a chicken!
I think it may have been her flaming red hair (natural, of course). And it might
have been her beautiful coloratura voice, who knows?

At least she behaved with propriety.

She would flap her wings with prodigious effect,

and squawk out wildly, as if she might be wet . . .

Bk Bk Bk Bleagh! Bk Bk Bk Bleagh!

(HENRY stands, and imitates a chicken, cackling, flapping its wings, etc.)
An amusing imitation, Mrs. Henry.
(HENRY sits down)
But how did you cure this patient?
We insisted her delusion was a fact. We gave her nothing for a week but corn and
gravel. I must say that it brought her to her senses.
I must say that it brought her to her senses, brought her to her senses . . .
(McCOY cuts them off)

I can't understand what's keeping Madame Chauvenet. Your food should have

been here by now.
5 (HENRY stands)

I'll see what the difficulty is. Excuse me, please.
(Exit HENRY)

While you're waiting, perhaps you'll have a glass of wine?



ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

BRAYER:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

GREEN:

ALLEN:

GREEN:

Do you have some Amontillado?
Not quite. But there's much the same flavor in this Manzanilla.
(McCOY pours a drink for ALLEN, who takes a drink and looks puzzled)
Hmmmm. ..
What's wrong?

I must be more exhausted than I thought. This wine seems nothing more than
colored water!

It has a very subtle bouquet, you may be sure.

(A lightning flash, a thunder crash, and ALLEN reacts to
the moaning of offstage voices)

Now what's wrong?

What was that sound?

Only the wind.

The storm seems to be rising again.

How odd. My senses are indeed deluded.
It sounded very much like human voices!

Once you've had a good night's sleep,
the world will once again appear as it should.

(rising) Be glad you didn't have the delusions of some of our other patients!

One man thought he was a frog. I pray you, don't demean him!
After he'd taken a glass of grog, I wish you could have seen him!
He'd open his mouth and roll his eyes,
And contributing further to this disguise

Y He'd wink with glaring rapidity.

(GREEN demonstrates)

To give his delusion more validity, he would crouch in a tubful of water.
You never saw a better squatter!

Was the water up to his chin?

No, only knee-deep . . . knee-deep . . . needeep, needeep . . .
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McCOY:

ALLEN:

GREEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

GREEN:

BRAYER:

BRAYER,
GREEN,
McCOY:

(GREEN becomes a frog, jumping around the room in a crouching position,
blinking and rolling his eyes. He freezes at McCOY 's next line)

That's quite enough, Dr. Green. I'm sure Mr. Allen sees what you mean.

How amusing. You are so proficient, one would almost believe that you are
the man in question!

(GREEN stands up to his full height, offended)

Why, what can you mean? We all have our little eccentric habits . . . the
scarcely bearable atmosphere of this establishment brings them out.

And I once again assure you, Mr. Allen, these men are as sane as myself!
(GREEN moves back to his chair and sits down)

A little joke, and not a good one. I beg you, don't be offended. Did
delusions like these spell the end of your recent system? I doubt you could
remedy every obsession with a change of diet.

Ah, but the system was much more elaborate, and involved other means of
treating our patients. '

(The band strikes up a slow waltz)

We never breathed the word "madness,”
A synonym for "loss of trust.”

The word had filled us all with sadness,
It marked a misconception most unjust.

We rather liked the word "duty,"
A synonym for "firm belief."
Our resolution was a beauty . . .
Direct, and very brief.

We trusted each to guard the others,
To give their pride a chance to swell.
N In effect we made them Jewish mothers,
And for a time our system worked quite well.

With increased responsibility,

Each mind grew slowly less insande
Until it lost each festive of hostility
And became well-nigh a normal brain.
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McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

We then dismissed o'er half our warders.
They had no reason to remain

When the greater number of our boarders
Were docile, and nearly sane.

What an interestin' idea. You actually restored your patients' sanity by requirin
responsibility! But were you ever forced to punish them?

Never.

And you never confined a patient?

Never. Well . . . hardly ever.
(Enter CHAUVENET)
If he took a turn for the worse, our system of soothing was helpless then.

(to McCOY) I spoke with the cook. He had to warm the dinner again! Mrs. Henry
will bring it shortly. '

(to ALLEN) I'hope you can wait a little longer.

Of course. But tell me, sir, what was the trouble that made you abandon this
seemin'ly excellent system?

Great trouble, indeed. There are no ways to fathom the mind of a madman. Although
he might be crazy, he was seldom stupid. He often was able to seem completely sane!

(Thunder and lightning; renewed moaning from the offstage voices)
The wind is growing stronger . . .
Don't worry, you're safe within these walls.

B! (The moans fade out)

You were saying, your guests could often hide their madness.

A short while ago in this very domain,

Our patients all acted remarkably sane.

It seemed that the system had worked well, so
We let them freely come and go . . .

We should have suspected something, I know.

12



(McCQY) And sure enough, it was only a bluff,
For one fine morning, they played quite rough.
In irons our hands and feet were clad,
And they jailed us below as if we were mad!

ALLEN: In jails below?

McCOY: Beneath this floor,
The dungeons remaining from days of yore.

They had a leader . . . our most dangerous trustee.
Of all the delusions he might have had, he imagined that he was me!
He persuaded the rest of our lunatic guests to join in his conspiracy.

ALLEN: And he succeeded?

McCOY: Beyond his wildest dreams!

(An unexpected outburst from the band)

ALLEN: I wonder if the band could play more quietly.

McCOY: What?

ALLEN: I asked if the band could play more quietly . . . I can't hear a word you're saying.
McCOY: What? I can't hear a word you're saying.

ALLEN: Exactly! I wish you could ask the band to play more quietly!

McCOY: MUSICIANS! Please pipe down! You sound like a drove of donkeys!

(The band quiets down. BRAYER bolts upright, a wild look in his eyes)
BRAYER: Donkeys? Donkeys? Ah, yes .. ..

We once had a singer who thought he was a donkey! *

Remember his pathetic attempts at braying?

With our encouragement, he soon was singing on-key,
3 Producing pretty noises like a saxophonist playing!

I hasten to admit that he wa;n't very spotless.

He had his little faults, as all good heldentenors do.

He was sometimes sarcastic, and often very thoughtless,

And while he was performing, he might kick you!
CHAUV: (to McCOY) He wouldn't eat a thing but a thistle or two.

McCOY: (to CHAUV) He wasn't the easiest patient to feed, that's true.
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(BRAYER):

ALLEN:

GREEN:

McCOY:

CHAUV:

McCOY:

BRAYER:

CHAUV:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

CHAUV:

ALLEN:

McCQOY:

But you know that all his imperfections you would straightaway forget,
When he'd sing the Questa O Quella from the opera Rigolett’.

And his enormous tessitura made an excellent duet:

He could warble both the roles of Romeo and Juliet!

Hee-Haw! Hee-Haw! Hee-Haw!

(Brayer suddenly goes completely wild, braying and kicking,
finally ending up behind CHAUVENET's chair)

(I—Iow amusing! What a clever imitation!
Mr. Brayer! What are you. . .

Mr. Brayer . . . Mr. Brayer . ..

L‘Must you illustrate your story, Mister . . . . Woo hoo hoo!
(CHAUV. rises from her chair like a shot)

(very angrily) Mr. Brayer! I'll thank you to show more decorum! How uncouth
you are! Your "donkey" has kicked me in my a-

Asinine behavior, Mr. Brayer!
A thousand pardons, Madame. I hope I didn't hurt you.
You have nearly ruined my fine brocade!
(Lightning. The offstage voices begin again)

Are you sure that sound is the wind?

(annoyed) 1 was saying, the madman who thought he was me got the others to join

his conspiracy! It's impolite to change the subject!

(taken aback) Forgive me. (short pause) You were saying, the keepers and the kept
changed places.

Nay, worse. For the madmen were4reated as sane, and were given their freedom

about this house. But the keepers were treated as prisoners!

But how long could this matter continue? The visitors surely would give the
alarm. ...

Ah, but their leader was much too clever for that!
He was much too cunning and clever for that!
He admitted no visitors at all.
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ALLEN:
McCOY:
CHAUV:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

CHAUYV,
BRAYER,
GREEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

CHAUYV,
BRAYER,
GREEN:

McCOY:

Not one?
Why should he? They would only constrain him!
McCoy, you've forgotten there was one visitor.

I'm sorry, I stand corrected. There was one visitor . .
A stupid young man who appeared on a stormy night.

(Lightning flash)
They asked him to stay for dinner in order to sport with him.

What a very peculiar coincidence. I too dropped in on a stormy night.

(aside) This house is full of similarities.

(abruptly) The cook has had all the time that he needs to prepare your supper.
If it doesn't come soon, I will fetch it myself . . . Mrs. Henry! Mrs. Henry!
What's keeping that lady, I wonder?

You were saying, the patients took over your house.
How long did the reign of the madmen continue withal?

That's hard to say . . . a month or two, as I recall.

I told you, this house was once my family's pride,

And in my childhood I remember spending golden hours here.

How black that day when circumstances forced me to decide

That some moneyed madmen must replace my memories held most dear.

I told you, this house was once my family place,

And it still contained belongings of my dear departed kin.

Such things as tattered evening dress, their jewelry and old lace,
But the madmen found their hiding place and broke the portals in.

rThey doffed their homely uniforms, Put on his family's jewels,
3 They dressed in all his finery 'til they looked like bloody fools!

And every night they had a boisterous party,

An irrepressible, uncontrollable drunken "Grande Brawl."
Our larder and our winery were catering the affair . . .
They drank our booze and ate our grub

'til nothing was left at all,

d

But they lived very well for a time, if I say so myself.
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ALLEN: It must have been terribly shockin', seeing the madmen dressed in the clothin’ that
once arrayed your dear departed family.

CHAUV: There was one young lady, a patient we had,
Who refused to behave with these manners so bad.

She was strikingly beautiful, very well bred,
And so painfully modest, not one single thread
Of McCoy's would she wear . . . she was terribly chaste,
And she knew that his family's clothing exhibited scandalous taste.
They were smothered in sequins and spangled with pearls,
And clearly intended for some other vulgar young girls.

But she had been raised with a delicate heart,
And was taught to appreciate all the best of the finest of art
From Apollo of Zeus to the Medici Venus,
She was taught that regardless of Genus
The unadorned body was handsomer far than a body with clothes,
Especially those that God only knows
why Warden McCoy's family chose!

(Unnoticed by the others, CORDELIA has proceeded to take off several of her garments. She
continues this action through the reminder of CHAUV's aria)

So instead of desiring to dress in his gowns,

As our other deluded and barbarous clowns,

She wished to dress out of them, easily done,

For she had to but take off her clothes one by one
'Til she got to the marble-white surface below
And stood in her skin as the Venus di Milo. . ..

(At this point, the others realize that CORDELIA
is nearly completely undressed)

CHAUV: rOhh, ohh ... Forbear, child! You needn't show us how it's done! Ohh ... I'll help you!

BRAYER: Cordelia! What are you doing? Dress yourself at once!

ALLEN: HNold! That is sufficient! I understand your willingness to show me how it's done, but
please stop! That is sufficient! Dress yourself at once!

GREEN: Forbear! Hold! That is sufficient! We see exactly how it's done! Dress yourself at
once!

McCOY: Cordelia! What are you doing? Dress yourself at once!

~
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(CHAUV helps CORDELIA dress, and leads her back to the table.
Enter MRS. HENRY, carrying a large covered platter)

HENRY: At last your supper has arrived! I'm sorry to be so late. Have I missed anything while
I was gone?
McCOY: Not much.

(She lays the casserole down before McCOY)

Let's see what the cook has done . . . it looks like the specialty of the house, my own
secret recipe, Lobster McCoy! You are in luck!

ALLEN: At this point, I'm willin' to eat anything!
(ALLEN peeks under the lid)

Why, there's nothin' there!

OTHERS: What?

ALLEN: I said, there's nothin’' there!

OTHERS: Nothing there? Nothing there? Are you serious?

(Lightning flash, followed by offstage moans)

ALLEN: That wasn't the wind! It's human voices!

McCOY: You're right, me boy. I only wanted to spare you. Since the recent commotion we've
had to replace our system with another notion. . . now we jail our patients beneath
this floor.

ALLEN: How regressive!

McCOY: Every now and then, they give a little concert. .

ALLEN: Quite oppressive!

McCOY: By itself it's nothing, but often accompanied by the rattling of their bars.

ALLEN: How aggressive! .

McCOY: At times like these, we fear that our patients might try to break out!

ALLEN: How distressin'! Quite depressin'! I'm expressin' it's distressin'!

McCOY: No need for shouting! Away with doubting! What's your hurry? You'll never have to
worry!

1



HENRY,
CHAUV,,
BRAYER,
GREEN:

McCOY:

OTHER
FOUR:

McCOY:

OTHER
FOUR:

McCOY:

OTHER
FOUR:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

You'll never have to worry!

If our patients break out and reach this door,
With hopes of waging an all-out war,

We won't be caught short as we were before . . .
We have a cunning plan!

We have a cunning plan!
If I say so myself, I have great confidence
They won't be able to break our defense,
With our new military intelligence,
We have a cunning plan!
We have a cunning plan!
We've trained long and hard for this rendezvous,
And each has a specialized duty to do.
They'll long remember this day when we're through . ..
We have a cunning plan!

We have a cunning plan!

(In their excitement, these four beat on the table with cups,
bottles, etc., in unison as they take up the chant)

Quiet! Silence!
(The four “freeze” in place, their mouths agape)
Hold your tongues, every one of you!
(The four stick out their tongues, and then grab them with their thumbs and forefingers)
That's better.

N

(to ALLEN) If you'd like, I can show you our present system when you've eaten your
dinner.

But, I have no dinner!

I'm glad you asked. I'll be happy to explain it. Let me begin by admitting that this
new system is also one of my invention, at least in some measure. Some portions
were formulated by Doctor Tarr, the eminent English physician. Some modifications
were added by your good friend, Professor Fether.
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ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

KEEPERS:

McCOY:

KEEPERS:

McCOY:

ALLEN:

McCOY:

I'm afraid you're mistaken. And I blush to admit that I've never heard of either!

Good heavens! I can't believe my ears! You mean you've never heard
of Tarr and Fether?

I confess you have made me ashamed of myself. I will seek out their writings
immediately. But tell me . . . if you jail your patients now, doesn't your new system

bear a terrible resemblance to the treatment of your keepers by the madmen?

(obsessed, staring into space) Very similar, indeed. A capital system, much better than
the old one. Neat, simple, no trouble at all . . . in fact, it was delicious! In fact, it was . .

(Lightning flash followed by offstage voices, much closer)

How peculiar! The cries sound much closer!
And I can plainly hear the dragging of chains. ..

You can? Is it possible . . . ?

(McCOQY rushes to the windows, throws open the shutters,
and staggers back as though he’s been shot)

The prisoners have bolted!
(The keepers come to life, exchanging this fact in an unalarmed, conversational manner)
The prisoners have bolted!
They're coming up the stairwgy!
(The keepers slightly more agitated)
They're coming up the stairway!

We'll frighten them off! Keepers . . . take your battle positions!
They won't take us again! '

(The keepers, including CORDELIA, produce outlandish weapons - battleaxes,
knives, maces, muskets, etc., from under the tablecloth and race to the two side
walls of the room holding the weapons ready. Suddenly, strange, beast-like
creatures covered with feathers appear through the now unshuttered windows.
Encumbered by their dangling chains, they laboriously begin their climb through
the windows. They can't see the keepers at either wall, but ALLEN and McCOY,
as well as the audience, can see them).

What are they?

They are the real McCoys!
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