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ACT I

Scene 1
[CHRISTINE enters from an airport terminal arrival entrance at the Des Moines International Airport.  She is a well-dressed young French woman who is also pleasantly attractive.  She keeps up a wan smile, trying to believe against doubt about something.]
CHRISTINE:  (Looking from side to side, then at the other deboarding passengers, who for some reason already seem annoyed with her)  Well, what have I gotten myself into this time?  (to herself, more or less)  I actually went along with this and agreed to meet him here – twelve billion kilometers from Sorbonne!  Ohhhhh, what a looooong trip.  Owwwwie…(sighs)  If only… (looking to a fellow-passenger ) …there was some real food somewhere, you know?  (Imploring him, moving her hands to her mouth as with chopsticks)  You know?  Real … Iowa food … somewhere … here?
[The other passenger looks at her like she’s weird and quickly turns away, walking off.]
CHRISTINE:  Maybe he thinks I’m an … (in Cowboy talk) “Ugly Mademoiselle” or somethin.’  (continues slowly onward, smiling, looking at advertising on walls along her way.)  Hmmm.  Real estate – pretty house!  Telephone service – with cable TV, too.  Hmmm.  Everything but real food!  (sees an airline terminal food court and rushes toward it.) Dieu, s’il vous plait!  [Please, God!] (stops to look down into the food display and slowly walks by it, looking at everything, sadly.)  Must be airport food… (walking and talking Cowboy style) …all the way ‘till ya leave the terminal.  (straightens up, smiling faintly, looking around more seriously.  Sighs.) Oh well.  (suddenly stops and twirls, laughing, walking faster to the exit)  Des Moines.  C’est possible! [It could be!]  (Stops in the middle of an open area, turning and looking around for JAMES.  She suddenly giggles)  And now where do I find this sweet prospective man of my dreams?
Scene 2

 [JAMES enters, walking slowly toward her, scanning the audience, noticing her, stopping to look at her from a distance.  CHRISTINE is looking around, also, but doesn’t see him.  She is getting tired and begins to seem a little concerned.  JAMES laughs and surges toward her through the crowd of other passengers, smiling to find her as pretty as he’d imagined.  CHRISTINE sees him working his way toward her and stares at him, taking an unconscious step backward to look at him and compare him with her own preconceptions of what he would look like, based on their lengthy correspondence.  She smiles slowly, warming up to him as he comes to stand before her and present her with a bouquet of small red roses with Baby’s Breath.]
JAMES:  And there you are at last, or rather here…  My wonderful Chris from across the Channel!  And I’m trying to measure up here as some kinda Prince Charming from à travers la Manche [across the (English) Channel].  (in Cowboy talk, mimicking President Reagan)  How’m I doin?  I hope I look like everything you expected me to be.  And it doesn’t hurt any that you’re so beautiful.  I still don’t know why you didn’t want me to know that ‘till now.  (He takes her hand and slowly brings it up to his lips, then romantically kisses it.)

CHRISTINE:  (Smiling at him)  No Ring!  
JAMES:  Never say never.  (The irritated fellow-passenger who had snubbed Christine walks by with his luggage, looking at them darkly in disapproval.)
CHRISTINE:  (Taking the flowers, laughing quietly)  Sometimes we must take certain risks, friend James.  And you’re not so bad-looking, yourself, Mr. “Stodgy Ol’ Oxfordshire.”  (stepping closer to him, her eyes shining) You never mentioned that some women might find you tres seduisant [quite the attractive one], if I may be so rude.  (reaches out and pinches his shoulder muscle to see how strong he is.)  
JAMES:  (wincing but still smiling)  I guess a rude queen can still be a good queen (thinks about that, debating)  But we both had to keep our little secrets about what we personally looked like or actually had expected….  (stops trying, befuddled, and just presents the flowers to her instead)  …To a perfect rose and a wonderful ol’ pen-pal -- wonderful and hopelessly old-fashioned about meeting, talking, not knowing what you looked like for over two years …. And still wanting desperately to meet you.  Anywhere!
CHRISTINE:  I know.  That was exactly it.  (hooking her arm in his)  A great American woman once said, “It’s good to want things.”

JAMES:  You mean a great American actress?

CHRISTINE:  (Takes her arm back in a flamboyant imitation of Mae West)  Yes, I suppose so -- but I don’t think it was Mae West.  (turns back to him, looking serious, slowly smiling)  Thank you, Sir James, for these wonderful roses and Baby’s Breath.  My favorites, which I didn’t think I’d ever mentioned.  (James laughs at his accidental providence, since it’s all the flower shop had happened to have)  I don’t really have anywhere to put them…  (Looking around suddenly, then at the way he is dressed in an  understated tuxedo and old traditional English bowtie, suddenly noticing that he has only her three suitcases from the baggage claim and none of his own.)  Hey, where’s your luggage?

JAMES:  (Suddenly feeling guilty, confronted by a part of the plans he had not shared with her until now)  Well, it turns out I didn’t really need but one bag, and that was for this dance-wear… (He twirls like Fred Astaire while CHRISTINE giggles.  He stops twirling, still a bit intrepid.)  You see, Hon, I have this funny little brochure which is, well, there’s something extra funny about it.  There’s a map, and…  (He pulls a small laminated map from a jacket pocket.)
CHRISTINE:  Hey!  (bending forward to view the map, pressing the roses into his sore arm)  Who gave you that?

JAMES:  Well, the governor’s letter – it was in with the brochure and the map and the … (hesitating, speaking slowly) … tickets.
CHRISTINE:  Des billets [tickets]?  To what, an opera – Operetta Des Moines?

JAMES:  Well, I’m not sure.  Must be.  It says on the back of the tickets that you need to wear a simple party dress and me a quiet tux.  The tie’s my grandfathers.  For luck.  (Smiles wanly.)  But I thought you’d find it all a bit, well…
CHRISTINE:  Too strange to take a risk, so I had to just trust you?

JAMES:  Yeah.  (Chuckles nervously)  Then only one of us is a nit thick.  

CHRISTINE:  Of course, mon cher Monsieur [my sweet man].  Now, what should I do with all my other luggage since you made me waaaay overpack and lug all this through the claims checks?  (getting a little angry while JAMES just shrugs and tries to offer a lop-sided smile)  
JAMES:  (Attempting to prove his fluency in French)  That is why I chose to mettez vos trois articles de bagabe ici – deboard your three items here.  And there are rental lockers for everything you don’t need to carry along on Drake Street, or wherever it is we’re apparently invited to.
CHRISTINE:  Now it’s beginning to sound a little more than strange…

JAMES:  I kind of kept you in the dark about that because I was afraid you would worry that maybe some Freddie fellow…

CHRISTINE:  In Madison County, U.S.A.?
JAMES:  Looking at map.  No, it doesn’t say which county this is, but … (looking up at “Welcome to Des Moines” banner with large portrait of Mayor Daniels) … well, he doesn’t look very Freddie-ish!  I was afraid this place would probably be too whitebread, but evidently…
CHRISTINE:  You really do need some looking after.  (looks up at Mayor Daniels)  He looks very nice, if you ask me.  (Picks up her bags.)  I’ll go change into my party dress.  You could sharpen up that tie – see if they have a men’s shop by any of the food kiosks!  (Sees his hurt feelings.)  I’m sure it looked fine on your grandfather when he was young.
JAMES:  But it’s my lucky tie!

CHRISTINE:  Which explains my good fortune, today.

JAMES:  (Looks up and down the concourse)  Well, there is a hat shop over there.  I’ll look.

CHRISTINE:  I might just be able to make a good husband out of you some day – if you’re really lucky.

JAMES:  I’ll find that tie!

CHRISTINE:  (walking toward the women’s restroom)  Where shall we meet when I get back?  Over by the lockers?

JAMES:  If I can, I’ll step outside (pointing to an exit) and hail the taxi.  I think we have limo service or some such thing.

CHRISTINE:  (Laughing)  Or some such.  (exits into restroom)

JAMES:  (Looking up)  Oh God, help me find the right tie!  (to portrait, shaking a finger)  You’d better be right about all this, Mister Mayor!
[James runs frantically across the stage, tugging at his tie as all lights fade out.]
ACT II

Scene 1
[JAMES is waiting in a small lighted area in front of double-glass terminal exit doors along a dimly-lit curb at a taxi stand, wearing the same tie, loosely tied and lopsided. CHRISTINE enters from behind him, looks up and down the taxi area, then approaches him.  She is wearing a colorful modern French dance dress, carrying a small handbag and her flowers.  JAMES turns to see if she has gotten there yet and turns toward her.]
CHRISTINE:  Same tie.

JAMES:  (Retorting an old line she laughed at in their long correspondence)  In fact, you’re right, again.  I resolved to circle around North and find more inhabitable men’s apparel shops along some “Park Fair” concourse.  This isn’t a bowtie-replacement sort of terminal, evidently.  Though they did have a nice Windsor…  It didn’t match up.

CHRITINE:  Well, off to the Park Fair, then.
JAMES:  (Looks up and down the taxi area without motioning or calling for a cab, seemingly in doubt.  Suddenly he laughs.)  Of course, the tickets.  You’re supposed to wave the tickets…

CHRISTINE:  Now this is getting a bit more Freddie-ish…

JAMES:  No, there’s a special taxi.  But you’ve got to wave the tickets.  Ritual of some kind among the native folk I suppose. (He brings out the tickets and holds them up a little.)

CHRISTINE:  Well, I don’t know about – (looking at the tickets in his hand)  Why, these are… (admiring them) …beautiful!  (taking the tickets, staring for a moment as they slightly twinkle)  They’re very strange, though.  (A sudden, strong gust of wind blows and the tickets shimmer.  Christine is staring at the tickets, holding them slightly out in front of her)  How bizarre. They almost seem to want to… fly… (the tickets pull her arm up into the air, signaling a taxi.)  Eh bien!  mon Dieu! [Well, I’ll be damned!]    Two short taps of a car horn immediately follow from somewhere in the darkness.)
JAMES:  Maybe we are.  Here’s our chauffer.  Looks like an old checker cab from the movies, doesn’t it, luv’?

[CHRISTINE smiles with false anger at the term, stepping toward the curb where a taxi now awaits them.  JAMES steps down and gets the door for her.]
Scene 2
[ENTER in growing light a cabbie standing outside his cab, on the opposite (driver’s) side, leaning against its roof, staring at them.  The galing wind dies down.]

DRIVER:  Well, you got the tickets, I see.

JAMES:  Yes, but tickets to where, exactly?

DRIVER:  You got the tickets.  It says.

CHRISTINE: (Looking down at the tickets in her hand)  Drake Street?

DRIVER:  (Amused) You don’t say!

JAMES:  (Opening the back passenger door for CHRISTINE) So does everybody, I mean every brochure…? 

[CHRISTINE gets into the cab and James follows.]

DRIVER:  Ohhhhh, you got the brochure, too, eh?  Some fancy European couple, right?

CHRISTINE:  (giving him her hand)  Sorbonne, France.  
DRIVER:  (Shaking it daintily, smiling broadly back)  Lee Township, East Des Moines.  (looking over and smiling at JAMES, who is now in the cab, too) Nope, never knew the guv’ner t’ chintz on folks from across the Water, as ye say.  (getting into his cab)  Well, only the best for ye, then.  (turning from inside his cab as JAMES pulls their door shut)  Either of ye hungry?
JAMES:  What would you recommend?
DRIVER:  Well, since ye got the tickets and the brochure…

CHRISTINE:  (Suddenly leaning forward, grabbing the top of the seat, pleading) Some place healthy would be soooooo nice.  Even a simple sandwich or…
DRIVER:  Well, with those tickets, you get cottage cheese!  Or at least good sandwiches the only place I know of that serves ‘em on Cottage Cheese Avenue!  And they are good, last time I had one.  Mmm-mmm.  (Turns around to drive)  So we’re off?  (Looks in rear-view mirror to see them smile and nod, CHRISTINE leaning back to relax on JAMES’ arm)  Yeah, this was an old speakeasy during the Prohibition, back in the Thirties – the home of a little salad-dressing business by day, a little country store and a speakeasy by night.  But these days ol’ Gary just keeps up the sandwich-making, though I couldn’t tell ye which salad dressing he uses.  I think just mayo.  (looks in rear-view mirror to see how they’re doing)  Not many folks remember it’s here anymore.  But it’s right there on map in your little brochure, and I guess they even have English tea!  

[CHRISTINE laughs and James looks indignant.]
CHRISTINE:  I’m certain it will be perfect in every way, Monsieur [sir].

DRIVER:  And remember to hold on t’ those tickets.  The lady redeems ‘em at the end of the ride.  (To CHRISTINE, who looks confused)  Don’t worry.  You’ll know, Mademoiselle.  You’re just what this town needs, if ye ask me!  (to JAMES, who is getting jealous)  Begging your pardon, of course.
  Scene 3
[ENTER GARY the sandwich maker in growing background lighting, showing they have arrived at the deli.]

DRIVER:  (Smiling, turned around over the top of his seat)  Well, this one’s on the guv’na so if ye don’t mind I’ll be finding me a paying fare now.  
CHRISTINE:  (handing him the roses and Baby’s Breath)  Would your wife accept tips from a Frenchwoman?
DRIVER:  If it’ll win her free flowers, I’ll tell ‘er ye were a French princess, old money a thousand years back.

JAMES:  (Opening door and getting out)  That would make me new money!

DRIVER:  (Taking flowers and placing them on his dash)  She’ll love ‘em.  You’re both mighty thoughtful.  Now get the heck on with ye.  I got mouths t’ feed, fares to snaggle!

[JAMES and CHRISTINE exit the taxi, shut the door and step toward the illuminated portion of the stage with the long deli counter, a few checkerboard-tablecloth covered round tables for two and GARY standing at the far end of the counter, drying his large meat-cutting knife.  As they walk away from the taxi, it fades in the darkness or drives offstage.]

JAMES:  (Pushing open a real or imaginary glass door and holding it open for CHRISTINE, looking down at the floor where there is evidently a granite tile or block in the floor itself)  Look, Chris dear!  (she winces, but decides now is not the time to say anything)  We are on Cottage Cheese Avenue, like he said.

GARY:  (Chuckling softly, walking up the aisle behind his counter, laying his knife back in its spot on his preparation space out of view on his other side.  He looks keenly at them, smiling broadly.)  So whaddya know about that?  Two European travelers all dressed for the party – and on a day like this!  Wind’s just right, y’know.  (Stopping in front of them, shaking their hands like an old friend over the countertop by the cash register)  I’m Gary, and you two must be headed for Drake Street.      
JAMES:  (Looking over at the knife)  And what draws you  to that kni— Um, I mean, conclusion?

GARY:  (Laughing, shaking his head)  You obviously have both the brochure and the tickets!  That hasn’t happened in a while.

CHRISTINE:  What do you know about Drake Street, Gary?
GARY:  (His smile fading as he contemplates)  Hadda’ lotta’ good and a lotta’ bad things happen on that street over the years.  A lotta’ both.  But there were some dreams there, too.  Some great imaginations, great dreams, hopes, needs, battles for rights and common freedoms, fights for justice and fights over stupid stuff.  Y’know!  (Switching subjects, looking CHRISTINE square in the eye)  Now, who wants some genuinely healthy “real food?”  Any meat ya want, just about any cheese, your selection of old soda pops down below, there.  And will these be with or without alfalfa sprouts before that fad dies out?

CHRISTINE:  (weakly, pointing to everything)  I’ll have that roast beef with provolone and yes on the sprouts – they’re verrry good for you – (getting her voice back, looking down) – and the cute little Dr. Pepper in the old bottle from the Fifties (grabbing one and pulling it out, handing it to GARY, who opens it and hands it back.)  Merci beaucoup.  [Thank you very much.]
GARY:  You are very welcome!  And the bread and dressing?

CHRISTINE:  Just a little butter, I think, on Whole Wheat (bows slightly like a partial curtsey).
GARY:  (Smiles like a Cheshire cat, then looks seriously toward JAMES) And for you, Sir?

JAMES:  Well, that corned beef looks exceptional.  I’ll try that with Munster on your Italian bread.

GARY:  That’s a new combination!
JAMES:  Yes, and with a little mustard and horse radish -- and no alfalfa.
GARY:  (In a perfect British accent)  And p’rhaps a bit of Earl Gray wi’ that, Sor?  (CHRISTINE laughs.)

JAMES:  (Laughing with them.)  It’s probably past tea-time in England, but then…?  Why not?  (To Gary, mildly mocking)  We take ours hot.
  Scene 4
[GARY makes a wry face and is already pouring him the hot water over a teabag into a Styrofoam cup, immediately finishing and handing it to JAMES in slow magician-like mystique, then gracefully turns to walk back down behind the counter to turn and make their sandwiches.  CHRISTINE and JAMES sip their drinks, watching after him, then look at the old cash register and the rest of the little sandwich shop, eventually turning all the way back around toward the dining tables when they suddenly notice DUTCH and GWEN, two very sharp-looking local 1930’s radio personalities in their early 20’s, sitting together in the shadows at the far table.  CHRISTINE and JAMES stop to observe the couple and the light around that table slowly brightens as DUTCH and GWEN are speaking.]
DUTCH:  Well, I’m sure glad nobody’s talking about this little speakeasy, yet.  We both have careers, Gwen.  We’re going places.  I can feel it.
GWEN:  Dutch, you’re such a natural-born charmer!  My mother warned me about your sense a’ charm…  (sitting up straight and wagging a finger in his face)   …And it just goes to show that Mable McCleary is a pretty smart mother to have when you’re out on the town with a charming young fox.  (takes a sip of her drink and giggles, then looks sad)  But how’s Hollywood gonna find out about me, eh?  I’m stuck here.  You’re not.  You have to get there for ‘em to find ya.  Well, c’mon!  They sure as H- E- Double-Toothpicks ain’t gonna’ find me, Dutch, ‘cuz ya know they ain’t coming all the way out here.  

DUTCH:  (Musing)  Well, maybe we’ll have to take a little drive over the Rockies…  How’s tomorrow afternoon look for you?  (Sips his beer and looks at her very seriously.)

GWEN:  I don’t think I can get away.  But you can go ahead and save me a spotlight when ya get there!

DUTCH:  Nah, we’ll do it arm-in-arm!  You’ll see.  They love pretty young women – and in all the wrong ways, too, from what I hear about their “casting couches” when you’re out there all alone.  So we need each other, right?  And we gotta depend on one another like back when my Dad was on W-P-A [Works Progress Administration, a public works program during the Great Depression] and we all had to hang together cuz we didn’t like the idea of all of us hanging separately!  And there’s an Actor’s Union we can join, and they probably all help each other out, too, Gwen!  So just networking with other actors, we can get our foot in the door.  We really can.

GWEN:  You seem ta have the passion for it, Dutch.  But you’re passionate about everything.  And it makes ya sexier, I gotta’ tell ya.  Lotta’ women in Des Moines agree.

DUTCH:  So you’re on a pretty lucky date, eh, darling?

GWEN:  A drink, Dutch.  (Laughing, pushing him away, slightly)  Just a drink.

DUTCH:  Well, can I get a date maybe when we’re famous, then?  (spreading his hands out like he’s reading a great banner or advertisement)  “Welcome to the ol’ K.R.N.T.  Theater with Gwen and Ronnie…”  (suddenly stops in mid-sentence, thinking about how that sounds)  On second thought, I really hate it when people call me Ronnie.  And Ronald sounds so stuffy.  But Dutch’ll never do.  Ever.  Anything but Dutch or Ronnie, O.K.?

GWEN:  ‘s O.K.  Y’r secret’s safe with me, Dutch.   Nobody around here this evening anyway.  Church night.  (looking around)  So how’d you find out about this place?  Isn’t this the little grocery store with the salad dressing business?  (Sees a stack of cream-filled glass Mason canning jars)  Oh, there they are.  Our sales rep, Helen, says that’s the best dressing in the world.

DUTCH:  Yeah, just too bad she doesn’t have a whole deli.  That’d be nice.  But there’d be no place for the groceries – or the kegs.

GWEN:  A real mom and pop thing, eh?

DUTCH:  Yeah, let’s just hope pop doesn’t get found out by the Des Moines cops – ‘specially while we’re here on our date!

GWEN:  (Ignoring the last comment)  Yeah, wouldn’t that look just great on our resumes!

[Light over their table fades out as they try to finish their drink.] 
  Scene 5
CHRISTINE:  (To GWEN and DUTCH as the light about them fades out)  Bonne journee.  [Good day!] (to James, not sure if she’s right)  Mosieur le Président? 
JAMES: (Nodding, impressed because he knows which president)  Oui, my friend.  (turning back to Gary, sipping his Earl Gray)  Awfully good tea.  
GARY:  (Presenting two half-sandwiches on their own separate small plates) And here’s your real Iowa grub.  Best roast beef and possibly also the best corned beef anywhere, really.  But I get my eclaires from Buffalo.  They win the eclaire contest.

CHRISTINE:  (Looking at the sandwiches)  Half-sandwiches.  Just right. (She takes them both.)

GARY:  It’s part of the governor’s austerity plan -- and this one’s on him…

JAMES:  (Pulling CHRISTINE’s chair out for her) Well, a half sandwich is better than no sandwich at all, and the price is certainly right. 

CHRISTINE:  (Sitting down)  So, how did we manage to run into such a young…
GARY:  Thought you recognized someone, did’ya?

JAMES:  Yes, well, how does that happen?

GARY:  They’re here, in their own times.  And you’ve got the tickets.  Still, the wind’s gotta be just right.  So, ya never know.  (Looking out the imaginary front window of the deli)  But I’d say this is a good day for a walk along Drake Street.  You’ll make out fine enough.  (Smiles broadly)  Just remember to tell ‘em Gary sent ‘cha.

[They enjoy their sandwiches in quiet for a moment and GARY goes back to cleaning his preparation area, then last of all his big meat knife.  He starts whistling quaint old folk tune, and for all practical purposes seems to have forgotten that they are there.]

JAMES:  This is absolutely delicious.

CHRISTINE:  And yet I’m sure Gary’s right – we should get to Drake Street before the wind changes.  I’m curious who else we might just meet here.

JAMES:  You think there might be any other giants out?  
CHRISTINE:  It’s hard to say what we’ll find.  (She finishes her remaining sandwich and he does likewise, then they hurry to finish their drinks. To GARY)  Great food!  You have no idea how good those sprouts taste on a sandwich that good. (They get up and walk toward the exit.)

GARY:  Thank you.   Glad somebody still wants ‘em.  I know you’ll be back, so until then, happy trails!  

CHRISTINE:  Au revoir!  
[JAMES and CHRISTINE exit the deli through the real or imagined front door, to down stage center, and the lights in the deli fade out with GARY smiling and waving as the shadows descend over him again.  There is a sudden gust of wind and CHRISTINE grabs JAMES’ arm to steady herself]
JAMES:  (shaking his head, laughing at himself)  Wonderful day for a walk!  
[Thunder rolls in the distance as curtain falls] 
ACT III
Scene 1
[Light comes up on JAMES and CHRISTINE entering, walking slowly in from downstage right, looking at the brochure together.]

CHRISTINE:  (Pointing to something on the brochure)  And this is where we turn…

JAMES:  (Pointing off to the right)  Right.

CHRISTINE:  (Hooking her arm in his and pulling him to the right)  Right?

JAMES:  (Turning with her)  Right, right.

[Partial lighting upstage right illuminates a young GIRL, eight to ten years old, perched on the roof of a garage.  She has tied 1” by 6” by 24” boards to each of her arms and is waving them, looking over the edge of the garage roof, preparing to jump and actually fly.]

CHRISTINE:  Stop!  Stop, young lady!  Don’t jump from there!  You could break an arm!

GIRL:  (Turning to see them, wavering on the edge of the roof, smiling)  Great!  Witnesses!  (more thoughtful)  …And somebody to go for help if this doesn’t work…

JAMES:  It won’t, young lady!  Please get down from there.  It’s not safe.  And people are not birds.  Those wings of your won’t work.  We people have to fly in airplanes with really huge giant wings ten times our size.

GIRL:  (Standing still, thinking about that)  My Daddy says there’s gonna be an air-o-plane at the State Fair this year, down on Drake Street.  I can hardly wait to see it.  He says its got a motor cycle engine to run th’ prop—(trying to think of the whole word, but can’t) …the prop… Well, the prop thing on the front that makes it go fast.

JAMES:  It’s the only thing that makes it go anywhere at all, except straight down, so since you don’t have…

CHRISTINE:  (interrupting him)  …a propeller…

JAMES:  (Nodding)  …you’d better be careful and come down from there.  We’ll help you.  I’m James from Oxfordshire, England, and this is my lovely friend Chris from Sorbonne, France.  And you are?

GIRL:  (Starting to inch away from precipice and toward them)  Not s’pozed to talk ta’ strangers, Mister James.

[A used Model A Ford pulls up to the edge of the garage and a man in an early 1900s middle-class business suit gets out of the car.]

GIRL:  There’s my Daddy, now!  (jumping again with excitement)  Daddy – (losing her balance, waving her arms frantically to stop her fall over the edge of the precipice, almost beginning to lift off before falling)  Ah-hhhh!  (landing behind the Model A)  Owwww!

GIRL’S DAD:
  (Rushing back to her, crying out)  Amelia, are you all right, honey?  

GIRL:  Daddy, my arm’s bent funny and it owieeeeeee hurts!

GIRL’S DAD:  I think you broke it, sweetie.  You and your wings here broke it.  So even though I should paddle ya right here and now like I told ya I would, but to start with, we’ll go to the doctor – see if he wants ta paddle ya first…

GIRL:  But my arm hurts!

GIRL’S DAD:  And then maybe doctor can look at your arm, too…  You gotta get this flying nonsense outta your head, Amelia.  It’s just not practical – and you’re always gonna get hurt!  Get that into your head, wouldja’?

GIRL:  But Daddy...

GIRL’S DAD:  (Putting her in the car)  …Not now, kiddo.  Not now.

[Light over them fades out as GIRL’S DAD runs around and gets into driver’s side of the car.] 
Scene 2
[CHRISTINE and JAMES slowly continue upstage as a twinkling light show in the distance portrays Halley’s Comet passing by.  They stop and watch in wonder.  As it subsides, they turn and again continue upstage, still watching the last of it.  Then they’re both quiet, considering, looking back and forth at each other.]

CHRISTINE:  Couldn’t have been.

JAMES:  I dunno.  Can’t always bet against the possibility.

CHRISTINE:  There are millions of little girls that get crazy ideas.  It doesn’t mean if you see one, that’s the one.

JAMES:  (Reading the brochure) It says in the brochure that Amelia Earhart was said to have tried that same stunt the year she saw Halley’s Comet and her first air-o-plane!  Also, I must confess, I was always a big Earhart fan.

CHRISTINE:  (Turns to him, surprised, in mocking English)  And why-ever for?

JAMES:  Well, to tell you God’s Honest truth on the subject, all us good and noble young Englishmen are still pressured by our inexorable Mums to go off and heroically crash and die in some forgotten corner of the world for Queen and Country in the good ol’ R-A-F. One would think they would have had enough of that by now, but…

CHRISTINE:  And so you think that Amelia the great aviator –

JAMES:  Of the small biplane.  She was a genius.  Put ping pong balls in her wings to keep ‘em buoyant in case she… (realizes where this is going and stops)

CHRISTINE:  Sounds like a smart lady.

JAMES:  She was, quite.  And a fairly cute “kiddo,” maybe, too – right?

CHRISTINE:  (Laughing) Possibly.

JAMES:  (Looking at the map again)  And this is our other right, right?

CHRISTINE:  (Placing one hand on his arm as if being escorted)  Possibly.  
Scene 3
[They turn right together and proceed forward as a light in the distance comes up on a portcullised old house with 25 year old HENRY standing on the front step conversing with his grandfather, UNCLE HENRY, who is about 70 years old and wears a 1910’s suit with the same bowtie that JAMES is wearing and a matching straw hat.  HENRY wears plain gray slacks and a white dress shirt with the sleeves rolled up and is holding a medium-sized brown paper bag, unfolded and hanging open.  They do not seem to see JAMES and CHRISTINE in the distance, whose lighting correspondingly fades slightly as they whisper between themselves and watch, smiling and laughing at times at what they hear.]

HENRY:  Well, I finally actually did it, Uncle Henry!  And I can prove it.  George Carver was right all along.  (smiles to himself, musing)  Everything that I needed to know about plants I seem to a’ learned first from George.  When we were six.  When I was, anyway.  (UNCLE HENRY looks thoughtful and very interested, so he continues) George said it all went back to the Aztec’s experiments in growing grass.  
UNCLE HENRY:  …And now you’ve lost me, son.  (Pulls on his cigar.)  What does Iowa sweet corn have to do with South American grasslands?  

HENRY:  Everything!  That’s just it!  Corn is grass – or was, anyway, ten thousand years ago.  Y’see, it was the Aztec culture that George thinks started hybridizing different grasses, figuring out how to grow the first maize from different breeds of grass.  That’s what George always thought and now I can prove he was right!

UNCLE HENRY:  You’ve developed a strain of grass that sprouts corn cobs?  That’s not what Professor Carver is teachin’ ‘em at Iowa State, I hope.

HENRY:  No – and no, they wouldn’t be ready for that.  What I’ve done is taken the corn seed a step farther.  I can increase the yield without losing quality.  Anyway, I’m biased about the flavor, of course.  But we can double, triple, maybe even some-day quadruple the number of bushels we get per acre with this corn seed I’m hybridizing, improving, splicing together as it were.  (He reaches into the brown paper sack and brings out a dozen or more dried corn kernels and holds them up for UNCLE HENRY’s inspection.)

UNCLE HENRY:  (Holding his hand up and catching the kernels as HENRY pours them into his hand)  Well, it’s always good to have another patent in the family!  Gonna start yourself a little business selling seed corn?  (Henry nods, still trying to think it all through)  And what are you gonna do?  Thought of creating a private label to produce and distribute your new, hybridized seed strains?  (Henry nods again, thinking about that)  That’s the way I’d do it – find a few friends who share a longer view of the company and where you want it to be, say, fifty years from now.  And build it toward that goal.  You could even issue some stock, you know,  that people can hold ‘till it’s really worth something… (shrugs his shoulders, pulls on his cigar) …or not, if it fails.  But don’t ever  let the fear of failure hold ya back, young Henry.  (Pours the corn seed back into HENRY’s sack, jovially)  So have you thought of a name for it yet – your new little growth industry?  

HENRY:  I don’t know.  Whatever we call it, I guess we need to think of all the other folks here in Iowa – and over in Illinois, too – who’ve all been workin’ on this for a decade, at least.  Some of ‘em have patented their own strains, but mine are consistently out-performing theirs on yield.  Still, theirs came first.  They were the pioneers who led the way before us.  I think that’s what we always need to see in the long view.  We need to constantly build on one another’s inventions, even as competitors, strange as that may seem.

UNCLE HENRY:  And to understand the secrets of King Corn, ya had to study the Aztec’s?

HENRY:  I needed to know why, and where it came from, originally, even if that was ten thousand years back.  Understanding a thing’s origins can helps us see how it got to where it is today.

UNCLE HENRY:  And where you might be able to take it tomorrow?

HENRY:  Well, where we might try to persuade it to go, if we can.  But I was hoping you could help me come up with a name.

UNCLE HENRY:  Well, whatever ya persuade yourself ta’ call it, I think you’re on the right track.  Who knows, Young Henry, ya might be introducing the wider world to a whole new “green revolution” in the way agriculture is done.  You’ll come up with the right name for it too, on your own.  You’re onto something big, son.  I can feel it! 

[A strong wind gusts and UNCLE HENRY grabs his hat as the light over them fades.]

HENRY:  Nobody’s gonna accuse us of being green Republican revolutionaries, are they?

[UNCLE HENRY shakes his head, laughing, and tries to re-light his cigar as the light over them fades out.]  
Scene 3
[Light over CHRISTINE and JAMES comes back to full and they continue forward arm in arm.]

CHRISTINE:  (Absently, to JAMES)  Et Mosieur le Vice-Président? [And Mr. Vice President?]  

JAMES:  Oui. [Yes.] But many years earlier.  He was still a Republican, back then.  He hadn’t had his falling-out with Herbert Hoover over the price of the hogs they were sending over to feed us after the first war.  Fascinating how it all started, though.

[Lights come up on a BUSINESSMAN waiting along the curb not far ahead of them.  He is very well dressed in a suit, topcoat and top hat with white scarf and shiny black bowtie.]
CHRISTINE:  (Suddenly noticing the BUSINESSMAN, smiling, wondering what story he has to tell) Hello, sir!

BUSINESSMAN:  (Absently, not turning to see them) Hello.  (thinking about the strange sound of CHRISTINE’s voice, turning to look at her, then JAMES)  Well,  hello.  You must be visitors, indeed!  How are you enjoying our fair city?  

JAMES:  Fine, thank you very much.

CHRISTINE:  And how are you enjoying this fine day, sir?

BUSINESSMAN:  Me?  I’m just going to close a little deal that might just be profitable.   (to James)  Possibly verrrry profitable.  I’m buying a thousand feet of railroad track.

JAMES:  It must pass the Queen’s Castle to be that profitable, if it’s only a thousand feet.  Why that’s only about 900 meters or so.  

BUSINESSMAN:  (Laughs)  Yes, I think you’re right.  Well, this railroad is down along the river at the bottom of this hill, ya see?  (using his hands to show the bank of the hill)  And I hear tell that Henry Ford is thinking about building a plant here to produce automobiles in Des Moines.  So, seeing as how he’s going to need the railroad line to unload his cars from his factory he’s thinking about building, I’m buying his railroad right-of-way first.  Then he’ll just have to pay a little excise tax to move his cars across my track.  Kind of an investment on my part in his transportation system.
CHRISTINE:  Well, if you tax every railroad car, the tax-per-auto won’t have to be that much.

BUSINESSMAN:  He’s still selling Model T’s right now at less than a thousand dollars a car.  A per-car hundred-dollar tax isn’t going to put him out of business.  And eight   hundred dollars is stil too cheap for a car, anyway.  Some day, everybody’ll have ‘em and you and I  wouldn’t be able to find a place to park.

JAMES:  As a small-time financier myself for my own family’s little castle in England, I’ve found that charging a smaller fee actually brings in more business.  Maybe charging Mr. Ford a little less will keep the new plant around a little longer, provide more high-paying factory jobs, y’know – stuff like that.  For everybody.

BUSINESSMAN:  (Slapping JAMES on the back)  I agree on a little moderation – moderation in almost everything.  (with same hand, shaking a single gloved finger in his face)  Except profit-taking.  On Wall Street, you don’t have these moral “what about the community?” issues because if you don’t do it, somebody else will, so the only person you help or hurt is yourself.  Business is strictly an a-moral ambition.  There’s simply no room there for chivalry, Robin Hood, or apple pie virtues.

CHRISTINE:  Still, there’s always your legacy.

BUSINESSMAN:  (smiles kindly toward her)  Now, this lady could sell ice cream to the devil.  But really, you know, if I don’t drive him off too soon, and Ford builds his plant here, I’ll wait until he’s good and stuck before I stick him.  (To JAMES) And he’s not just going to abandon a new plant, once it’s built.  He’ll pay the excise tax, and you know, I’m not especially afraid of breaking Henry Ford’s piggy bank at one small plant in Des Moines.  (turns again to CHRISTINE)  Then, with what I get from this deal, I could probably just about be able to buy whatever legacy I want, don’t you think?

CHRISTINE:  (Sadly resigned)  That is only too true, Monsieur [sir]. 

BUSINESSMAN:  Well, there’s my car.  [tipping his hat]  It was nice to meet you, nice new faces for a change.  Have a good day.

JAMES:  Yes, you too.  

CHRISTINE:  Au revoir. [goodbye.]

[The BUSINESSMAN walks off into darkness as they continue on their way.] 
Scene 4
[Light comes up in front of a law library building with three African American men standing in front of the building as if waiting for someone.  They are GEORGE WOODSON, about 50 years old, with SAMUEL JOE BROWN and CHARLIE HOWARD, both about 30 years old.  All three are well dressed in subdued but distinguishing suits of the early 1920s.  GEORGE is wearing a sharp-looking felt hat.]

GEORGE:  Samuel, Charlie, I’m glad you both got here a few minutes early.  I don’t know how risky this may be.  The Klan’s boastin’ a hundred thousand members in Iowa, alone, and I hear the Republicans are even thinking of backing a Klan candidate for governor next year.  But we can’t stand by and be treated second-class when it comes to the law.  There is only one law in America, not two sets of books for different races like they would have people think.  And most folks still don’t understand that they can assert their rights in the right circumstances and challenge the injustices they otherwise just have ta’ ignore or forget or try ta’ live with.

SAMUEL:  But how does our local Negro lawyers group take on those big corporate giants?  We can’t even join the ABA because they don’t permit Negroes to their exclusive membership.  

GEORGE:  But they will.  That’s what we’re gonna do.  We’re gonna shame ‘em into opening their membership to all races -- and women too, while we’re at it!

CHARLIE:  I’m not sure the good ol’ boy network is ever gonna do that!

GEORGE:  It may take a while to succeed, but I’m not waiting any longer to try.  We need a national bar association of our own.  That’s what’ll embarrass them the most.  That we have to.  Then they can’t just ignore us any more between soldierin’ duties.

[ENTER JAMES B. “J.B.” MORRIS, 28-30 year-old lawyer and soon-to-be future editor of the Iowa Bystander newspaper]

J.B.:  Hello, gentlemen!  Mr. Woodson, do we have a library project going on here, or what?

GEORGE:  I know I was a little vague, J.B.  But I was just about to introduce an idea and I wanted you and one other person to be here to hear me out.  If this works out, I want to go back to the office and we can draw up the papers.  I’ve already drafted a rough set of articles and bylaws.  

CHARLIE:  And who are we waiting for, then, George?

GEORGE:  If we are going to stand up as a united Negro community across America, we should remember something from the wisdom of Socrates a long time ago:  until we recognize the value of our women, we are wasting half our human ability.  Ahhh.  Here she is.

[ENTER GETRUDE RUSH, the 35-year old widow of Dr. James B. Rush, a medical doctor who studied law and graduated law school together with her; she is the earliest African American women lawyer in the United States, wearing a nice but simple dress and overcoat, carrying a small burlap bag with several loaf-ends of un-sliced bread loaves which extrude from the top of the bag.]

GERTRUDE:  (To GEORGE) So you waiting ‘till I get here to gavel this secret meeting to order?  (To the others while GEORGE nods, smiling)  Hello, gentlemen!  (Takes out a bread loaf and taps it on CHARLIE’s shoulder.)  This meeting will come to order – and I also dub thee Sir Charles the Great!

SAMUEL & J.B.:  Hello, Mrs. Rush!

CHARLIE:  At your service, M’Lady!

GEORGE:  Well, I knew you were close by and this’d be a convenient place to meet.  If you’re all still game, after that, I’ll drive ya over to my office and if not I’ll give ya a lift on home.  But I think we need to challenge the ABA and all these other groups and institutions and rules and laws – and bit by bit, piece by piece, that’s how we win the struggle for equality.

GERTRUDE:  Sounds like a long battle.

SAMUEL:  It will last beyond our lifetimes.  Could even take a hundred years or longer.

GEORGE:  Which is why we have to take the risks and start now to stand up for ourselves as attorneys – to say that our local bar associations should be on the same par with the local chapters of the ABA.  But ours is the NBA, or rather, the NNBA, if you’d like.

CHARLIE:  The National…what?  Negro… Bar… Association?

[They all nod and smile at the name.]

GEORGE:  That’s my idea!

GERTRUDE:  Well, d’ya want a woman’s perspective on this idea of yours, Mr. Woodson?

GEORGE:  Mrs. Rush, I assure you that I would not have been able to call this little pow-wow together without the benefit of knowing we would also enjoy your opinions.  You are in many ways the social spirit of the community and everybody along Drake Street’ll tell ya that.  We very much do care what you think.

GERTRUDE:  You’re evidently radical enough to let women in as members, when we’ve just finally won the right to vote?  You think an all-male jury’s gonna take me on the same level as Mr. Country Club lawyer?

SAMUEL and CHARLIE together:  (Like two Musketeers with fingers for swords.) There’s only one law!

J.B.:  I think you’d surprise us all, yourself included.

GEORGE:  I’d be almost pityin’ the country club lawyer in that courtroom.

GERTRUDE:  Well, gentlemen, it’s an honor to be invited – I assume – to be a member of your board, then?

GEORGE:  It wouldn’t be as meaningful without ya, but this isn’t just about sex.  It’s because we have to be who we are no matter what the exclusions are.  Those barriers against others are barriers against us all.  Along those lines, James, what you’re doing with the little Iowa Bystander is an important way to keep those battles and concerns in the news, so my God if there is another great war like this last one, the Negro officer will not fear to return to a country where his blood flows red in the streets not for his failure to defend the nation but for his success, because the white mob at home fears a successful Negro man in any proven level of authority.  Their fear, I think, is to be ruled as they have ruled, and for the people they have been taught to hate to have anything, ever, of any kind.  It will be a long battle both in the courts and the free press, and the Bystander will keep it free, and I know Charlie’ll give ‘em livin’ hell in the courtroom.

SAMUEL:  Yeah, they’re already calling him Sergeant Schwartzentodt [Black Death] like the ol’ German soldiers always yelled to each other when we came up over-running their trenches.  And believe me, they were tough guys and they were cryin’ when they saw us, knowin’ for sure we would skin ‘em alive.  I don’t think they’d ever seen an American Negro before and we came at ‘em a screamin’ and hollerin.’  (To Charlie, laughing) That and those Cherokee war-whoops ya learned from your Missus like ta’ scare the whole courtroom sometimes, thinking you’re about ready to go off on ‘em.  

CHARLIE:  Sometimes the fear of God, however misunderstood, can be a powerful ally…

GEORGE:  That has sometimes been seen, and sometimes even to good effect…

GERTRUDE:  …When it doesn’t lead to Klan violence in return.  You know sometimes they’re just looking for an excuse and I know some folks ’re afraid to be seen with Charlie for fear the mob’ll get them… (looking at Charlie, smiling with a certain sadness) …instead of taking you on.  But people are always gonna be scared of mobs, ‘cause that’s what mobs do is scare people.  The Klan needs to fear the dignity of the Negro and the hand of justice that says, “No More.”  And I think you are in a class of your own as the warrior who stands fearless before them to fight for dignity, to battle relentlessly against hate and ignorance and injustice as if they could never hurt you.

CHARLIE:  After taking on the Germans, these guys don’t scare me more than a bunch of children with toy guns.  They may have real guns, but they don’t know how ta’ fight.  They’d never really stand up like soldiers and charge the enemy.  I think that’s why folks like that join the Klan.  They’re too gutless to stand up for their despicable opinions on their own.  They have to hide behind the crowd, the mask, the sheet, the phony little club.

GEORGE:  Well, what I’m proposing today is a new club of our own, not at all secret, based on our Polk County Negro Bar Association, but as a national body.  Get the word out in the Negro press that the Negro lawyer will no longer accept second-class treatment in the courtroom!  And once we’ve secured respect in the courtroom, everything else flows from there.  That’s the first beach-head, but as some of you know, that’s only the beginning of the advance.  From there we must continue to charge onward. 

SAMUEL:  And some things are best started even if we don’t know if we’ll be able to really get it going nationally.  It’s the battle never started that’s never fought or won.

J.B.:  That’s true.  But the other Negro press across the country are also starting to become more outspoken.  This may be our time to bring all the Negro lawyers together into one group where we can also help one another in other ways as well.  

GEORGE:  Just so the National Negro Bar Association isn’t seen as simply another trade lobby or something like that.  This is a fight for justice and we must remember to always keep our eyes on the prize.  (They all nod and “Amen” their agreement.)  So, if you’d all like to come on over to the office, we can go through the first draft of the papers we’ll need to take to Judge Utterback and I can set up a hearing with him in chambers to officiate our incorporation once we’ve got everything in order.  (Solemnly)  I don’t know if we can make this take root nationally, but I’m glad we’re all in agreement that this is something we have to do.

GERTRUDE:  It’s the things ya have to do that work, because they have to.

GEORGE:  That’s often only too true. 

GERTRUDE:  Then if there’s no debate… (tapping the bread loaf on CHARLIE’s shoulder)  …I adjourn this meeting to Mr. Woodson’s law office.

[They exit as a group to his car offstage, jovially slapping each other’s backs, shaking hands, etc.  CHRISTINE and JAMES look at them with puzzled interest.] 
Scene 5
JAMES:  I never knew they had it so hard when they came back.  I wonder how it was after the second war.

CHRISTINE:  Many of the black soldiers from America stayed in Paris – not a huge percentage, but a lot of them didn’t want to go back to the segregation and the second-class status.

JAMES:  And leave people who appreciated them.

CHRISTINE:  Appreciated and honored them for fighting a war where even if they won, the freedoms they preserved were not for them.  That had to be galling.

JAMES:  Yes, but not DeGaulle-ing!  (CHRISTINE groans at the bad pun)  But it would be terrible to prefer a strange land far from home where everyone else calls it the Land of the Free.  That has to get really old really fast.

CHRISTINE:  It’s safe to say those five friends did something or were starting something that eventually broke down those barriers and stopped the injustices.

JAMES:  Quelled them somewhat, bit by bit.  They took very minute steps forward because justice was still being doled out by the unjust.

CHRISTINE:  But it was a job worth starting.

JAMES:  Absolutely.  And took all the more guts the more daunting it seemed.

CHRISTINE:  Oui, oui!
[Light just ahead of them comes up on a BANKER’S SON, a young Caucasian man about age 25, dressed in a fairly ritzy leisure suit of the 1970s, with gaudy gold chains hanging around his neck.   He is sitting on a chest-high ledge alongside the steps leading into the bank, his head bowed in grief.]

BANKER’S SON:  (Apparently muttering to himself)  Oh God, what have I done?  Dad’ll kill me.  Everybody’ll kill me.  I should just get it over and save ‘em the trouble.  Oh, God, I don’t want to have to tell ‘em.  This wasn’t s’pozed to happen.  How’d I let it get outta hand?

JAMES:  Hey, there, Buddy!  Anything wrong?

BANKER’S SON:  (Looking up at them blankly.)  Not ‘less you’re some rich Prince of Monaco or something.  I’ve just lost a bunch of my Dad’s bank funds.

CHRISTINE:  You’ve misplaced them?

BANKER’S SON:  No and yes.  Kinda – but no, mostly just thought I could take it and do some business and replace it before anybody’d need to know.  Then this auditor comes in on a spot-check.  Oh, God, Dad must be findin’ out right now.  This’ll give him two heart attacks.

CHRISTINE:  Maybe you should help him avert them both.

BANKER’S SON:  I don’t have… I lost…  I don’t know what to say…

JAMES:  Truth wears a wry face but it’s a good place to start.

BANKER’S SON:  The truth ain’t gonna look too good, though…

JAMES:  You embezzled from your father’s bank?

BANKER’S SON:  Not that much, really, for the assets on hand.  Not enough to notice.  But yeah.  Damn.  I never shoulda’ either.  Oh, God.  I’m going ta’ jail.  (Hides his head in his hands.)

CHRISTINE:  Things may work out better for your father, though, if you save him the blame, so they don’t try to take him to prison, too.

BANKER’S SON:  No!  He didn’t know anything about it!  They’d never –

JAMES:  – Show up unexpected for a spot check, blame the owner, or act like bank auditors?   

CHRISTINE:  There’s one way to make sure – pour ton pere? [for your dad?]  (she looks at the BANKER’S SON pleadingly)

BANKER’S SON:  Of course, you’re right.  Anyway, there’s nowhere left to hide.  It’s time to face up.  Unless you got a quarter mill you could, ah…

JAMES:  I’m afraid we’re not quite from Monaco, sir.

BANKER’S SON:  (Shrugs his shoulders, jumps down from stoop he’s sitting on)  Had ta’ ask.  (Nods to them both and takes a deep breath.)  Well, here goes goin’ ta’ prison.

JAMES:  Keep it real.  Just do your own time, as they say.  (Shrugs his shoulders, trying to find something upbeat to say)  Maybe we’ll see ya again – certainly under better circumstances, if we do!

CHRISTINE:  Maybe we’ll somehow see you and your dad both survive this, right?

BANKER’S SON:  You Europeans are waaaay too optimistic about people, but you’re still half right.  (Shakes James’ hand briefly)  Wish me luck.  I could sure use it.  [He turns and exits up the sirs top the bank.]

CHRISTINE:  (As he’s walking away, almost whispering)  Bonne chance!  [Good luck!] 
Scene 6
[JAMES and CHRISTINE turn and walk downstage as lights come up on the inside of an old-world tailor’s shop with an Italian tailor, CAMILLIO, who speaks very rapidly and seems to relish his unique manner of speech, age fifty-something, sitting cross-legged on a large cloth-cutting table]  

CAMILLIO:  Buena Sera!  [Good Evening!]    (Looking them up and down, inquisitively)  And whatta’ brings two grrrrrrreat European travelers to our little bitta’ Iowa shores today, mi amicci? [my friends?]   

JAMES: (Shrugging his shoulders, apologetically)  Sorry, there, ummm…  Parlo un po’  d’Italiano.  [I only speak a little Italian.]  …But, anyway, I’m James, from England, as I’m sure you probably guessed…

CAMILLIO:  (Off-hand to James) Yes, you’re right! (turning to Christine) …And your very beautiful girlfriend here – (slyly looking back at James) – that you might hope to some day marry, even, perhaps, eh? – (to Christine, again) You are originally from… (looking at her more sharply) …I would hava’ t’ say La Ville, Sorbonne!  [the city of Sorbonne]  (Takes her hand a kisses it.)  I am honored to meet such a fine Sorbonnian these’a days, especially here in my own little tailor shop in Des Moines.  (from his perch slightly bows) 

CHRISTINE:  I am doubly honored.   Grazie, mi amico. [Thank you, my friend.]  (Takes back her hand)  I’m Christine, you’re right about Sorbonne.  Can you guess where James is from?

CAMILLIO:   I would say the upscale side of… (motions for James to come closer, looking at his suit, checking the fabric)  …anywhere an hour from London.  Might as well saya’ from Oxfordshire?

JAMES: (laughing)  Lucky guess.  

CAMILLIO:  But where do you get this fabric from?  India, again?  No…

JAMES:  I don’t rightly know.  More like China, I would think.  This is from Herrods.  Whaddya’ think of it?

CAMILLIO:  It’s what I presumed.  Offa’ de rack at Herrods.  But I like this fabric.  That’s an improvement!  Otherwise, I wouldn’t evena’ try to tailor a shirt like this. (tugs at the seam on one side of James’ shirt)  And they probably sell it like it’s a tailored blouse, right?

CHRISTINE:  You could improve a tuxedo like this one?

CAMILLIO:  The slacks and the jacket, yes, of course!  But the shirt I wouldn’t even touch.  (Laughing, shaking his finger in James’ face)  Bring me a good shirt and I’ll take it in perfetto [perfect], make itta’ more comfortable, make you look a lotta’ sharper!  But I can’t make a’ bread witta stone, as they say, (tugging at James’ shirt) or without a good shirt t’ start with.  Might as well start witta’ whole new bolt a’ that fabric, because it’d be a lotta’ easier than t’ rip out alla’ that shirt and then try t’ put it all back the right way again.

JAMES:  (Pulling back, grabbing his shirt from Camillio in mock agitation)  Oh well, then, I guess I’ll just try to make it as a Herrod’s rogue for the time being, anyway.  At least you apparently don’t mind my choice of bow-tie.

CAMILLIO:  Actually, I was tryin’ t’ be polite, but I canna’ do any work on your off-de-racket…stuff.  (points at James’ tie)  A long time ago before I come to America, I hadda’ friend from a little town outside a’ London witta tie likka that.  Said it was his lucky tie!

CHRISTINE:  (laughing at how seriously James takes that)  And what does an old world tailor do in Des Moines for excitement, besides tailoring?

CAMILLIO:  Well, we have our football club.  You know, what they call (disgustedly) soccer here in the United States.  And I been helpin’ my friend, Martin from Rumania who’sa startin’ a team for his son and the kids his age.  They’re ’a good kids!  But ya gotta hava’ whole team of twelve players at the least, and Martin says, “Don’t worry.  We play.  They’ll come.”  And sure enough, while they’re practicin’ and these other kids go by onna’ their bicycles and without Martin sayin’ nothin’ they come back around and putta’ down their bikes and Martin gets another great player.  So finally they have a big enough team, then they wait to find another team to play, because they are the first youth team around these parts.  Finally, now, they are playin’ a team froma’ Newton, Iowa.  So I referee the games – and I’m always fair, of course!  It’sa good to see American kids learning a real sport likka football!  That, for me, is… (smiling to JAMES, then CHRISTINE) …`E basta!  That, for me, is enough!

JAMES:  Ahhh.  La dolce vita!  [the sweet life]  But I think they still happen to be pretty fond of baseball, too.

CAMILLIO:  Absolutely!  Anna’ why not both, eh?

CHRISTINE:  Football is the world sport.  Baseball is the American national pastime.   Why not have both?

JAMES:  I see your point, especially if it gets them off the street, like you say.

CAMILLIO:  I don’t know these kids were a’ bad boys or not.  I don’ta think so.  But it helps any kids t’ hava’ things t’ do, you know, t’ learn the game ofa’ football or the funny American baseball.

CHRISTINE:  (Gesturing at him sitting on the table cross-legged)  And yet they probably consider our ways somewhat strange, too – plutot rigolo! [if not hilarious]!

CAMILLIO:  (Laughing)  Of a’ course they do!  But these people, they pretty good people.  And they hava’ the nightclubs, and the great blues annna’ jazz music here.  They gotta this one piano player – Speck Red.  He issa the best piano player I’ve seen in my life, anywhere.  Anna’ he’sa funny how he bounces onna’ the piano, playin’ likka god!  Speck plays so fast ya can’t even see his fingers hittin’ the keys, sometimes!  We could sure use someone with feet like that on our adult team, with Martin and Migeul and our other friends – (realizes he has forgotten himself in the list) – and me!  But we gotta’ some good romance in this fine little city, kinda’ nice.  Likka’ Speck!  Kinda great!  
Scene 7
 [Light comes up on 45-year old black jazz pianist dressed in understated blues brothers style.  He is thin, very freckled-faced who is typically even more energetic at the piano than Camillio is when speaking.  He sees  JAMES and CHRISTINE, smiling, then sees Camillio and laughs]

SPECK RED:  What’r ya doin’ tellin’ these here folk from across The Pond about me for, Camillio?  They fixin’ ta get married or somethin’?

CAMILLIO:  (Looking slowly at both JAMES and CHRISTINE, then protecting his voice with a hand and whispering to Speck)  I think they botha’ keepin’ itta’ big secret fromma’ themselves!  (JAMES looks at CHRISTINE and she turns away, blushing.)

SPECK RED:  (Laughing)  Well, we can’t let datta’ happen.  Here’s something to loosen’ ya up, give ya a little swing in yer step.  One a’ Camillio’s favorites ‘cuz I think it calms him down a little bit!  (They both laugh at that.)   My friend Otis Redding would bring the crowds to their feet with this one.  Starts out a little slow, but I like it.  It goes somethin’ likka’ dis… (He begins to play the intro of Try a Little Tenderness as sung by Otis Redding, then he begins to sing it.)

SPECK RED:  Oh, she may be weary

And young girls, they do get wearied

Wearing that same old shaggy dress, yeah. 
CHRISTINE:  (Twirling in her new French party dress, acting hurt)  Hey!

SPECK RED:  (Nodding to CHRISTINE) But when she gets weary

Try a little tenderness, yeah.

CAMILLIO:  This is a good place for a dance, is it not?

JAMES:  Is that a hint?  (turns to Christine)  May I have this dance. 
CAMILLIO:  I was about ready to get down anna’ steal her away from you, myself  – 

CHRISTINE:  (Scolding both of them)  Shhhhh….. 
[As SPECK sings, JAMES bows and offers CHRISTINE his hand to dance.  She curtseys and takes his hand and they dance slowly until the tempo changes, then they rock.]

SPECK RED: You know she’s waiting

Just anticipating

The thing that she’ll never

Never, never possess, yeah.

But while she’s there waiting

And without them

Try a little tenderness

That’s all ya gotta do.

It’s not just sentimental, no, no.

She has her griefs and cares, yeah.

But the soft words

They all spoke so gentle, yeah

It makes it easier, easier to bear.

You won’t regret it, no

And young girls, they don’t forget it.

Love is their own happiness.

But it’s all so easy.

All you gotta do is try, 

Try a little tenderness.

All you gotta do is

Hold her where you want to

Squeeze her, don’t tease her

Never leave her, get to it.

Try a little tenderness
Baby, yeah -- you gotta 

Rub her gently, don’t bruise her

You gotta love her, tease her,

Try to please her,

Try a little tenderness,

Know how to groove. 
[CHRISTINE and JAMES applaud SPECK RED and CAMILIO joins in clapping, too.]

CAMILLIO:  Is there anybody besides Otis himself coulda’ showed you those moves?  You haven’t lost the touch with that keyboard, Speck!  

SPECK RED:  Yeah, but you’re prob’ly just a hopeless romantic, Camillio.  Now, these two, they might be worth savin.’  Good to see some new visitors in town.  Camillio always meets the strangest people.  Guess that’s whatcha’ get when you’re doin’ business here on Drake Street.  

CHRISTINE:  You’re a wonderful musician, Speck Red.  I hope we see you again – both of you!

CAMILLIO:  We’ll be here, and you never can tell when my friend Speck or any ofa his jazz buddies may show up.  

SPECK RED:  Yeah, ya never know about those things much in advance…

JAMES:  (Half-bowing) Until then, then.

CAMILLIO:  (Teasing, slowly, mimicking an English King) What, what?

JAMES:  (Waving a hand in a mock go-away gesture, like a New Yorker) Yeah, yeah!

CHRISTINE: (Waving pleasantly)  Au revoir! 
[Lights over the Speck’s piano and Camillio’s table fade slowly as they look at one another.]

SPECK RED:  Not bad kids!  I think they make a nice couple.

CAMILLIO:  Well, she knew how to dance, anyway.

SPECK RED:  Must be a French thing.

CAMILLIO:  I don’t know.  Maybe.  That or an English one!

JAMES: (Turning, over his shoulder)   Hey, there!  I heard that!

[Lights fade with SPECK RED and CAMILLIO laughing, waving goodbye.] 
Scene 8
[Light comes up ahead of JAMES and CHRISTINE on KALONJI, a 30 year old African American man wearing bright African colors over 1980’s street clothes and a red button with “Kalonji!” printed on it, holding a sign, “Kalonji for Mayor.”  KALONJI is waving a brochure at passing cars and people walking on the other side of the street, yelling out to them, capsulizing his campaign themes into faster and faster mini-soundbites, trying to get a whole theme in for each car.  JAMES and CHRISTINE watch him for awhile before approaching.]

KALONJI:  (To first passing car)  Hello, I’m Kalonji and I’m… (to next car)  …running for Mayor and I want you… (watching it leave) …to at least slow down, man, this is a school zone!  (Another car approaches.)  I’ll create lotsa’ new jobs!  (next car)  …and improve education, and… (to TWO PEDESTRIANS walking by across the street)  …make the buses run more often, and ta’ where you’re going!  (They cheer meekly but keep passing by and he just yells to the passing environment, to no-one in particular.)  Cuz we can’t let the young black man in America go without a decent job just cuz he happens to be a Neeeeeegrooooo!  Damn, no!  We can’t afford ta do that to a whole – uh, class – a whole class of people, man, that ain’t right!  (Goes back to preaching piece-meal to passers-by and cars)  So now you can say “STOP!” and you can make a difference by backin’ me up and makin’ me your next Mayor, a Mayor for a change – a bunch a’ changes!  Real changes!  A Mayor for Real Changes!  (Proudly, to himself)  Yeah!

CHRISTINE:  (Skipping up to him, extending a handshake)  So you are hopefully the next Mayor of Des Moines?

KALONJI:  I wouldn’t be out here sweatin’ it if I wasn’t really at least hopin’…

JAMES:  So this isn’t like a Sixties “protest campaign?”

KALONJI:  Man, the Sixties died 20 years ago.  And it’s more than juz protestin.’  It’s about forty percent unemployment rates for two years, now, for all young black men around here.  That makes it harder ta’ walk past the easy money, y’know.  Makes it harder for guys livin’ here in the neighborhood to keep it all straight, have a clean chance like anybody else.  

CHRISTINE:  And what would you do to get them jobs, Kalonji?

KALONJI:  (Thinks for a few seconds about how exactly to begin)  As Mayor, I would meet with the presidents or the owners of the companies here and say, how many young black men ya got workin here?  And if they ain’t got any, I’m gonna use my uh pulpit…

JAMES:  Your “Bully Pulpit?”

KALONJI:  Thank you.  Yeah.  My Bully Pulpit as my big stick ta say for some reason this here company has some problem about not wanting to ever hire any black men and we just don’t feel comfortable, as a city, doin’ business with them.  Or somethin.’ (Fumbles for a brochure in his bag or vest)  Here’s a brochure I got printed up pretty slick.  It says most all that.  Those ‘re my themes!

CHRISTINE:  (Takes the brochure from him and studies it intently for several seconds)  They are the most honorable themes to have in politics anywhere.  (Takes James’ arm, handing him the brochure to look at, too)  James, do you know the rules for contributing to a – in this case – foreign candidacy, because America is a different country for me.

JAMES:  For you there’s no problem.  I seem to think Kalonji might have some five hundred dollar or some such limit.

KALONJI:  I seem to think you’re right, but no other – er, ah – of my really big contributors have overstepped that um, five hundred dollar rule, there.

CHRISTINE:  (Fumbling in her little purse)  Well, good, because I brought along some of these… Oh, no.  That may be another difficulty.  (To Kalonji)  Can you take American Express?

KALONJI:  Not credit cards, but… (sees them in her hand)  Traveler’s checks?

CHRISTINE:  Yes! I always loved those old Karl Malden shows you had here in the U.S., so when James suggested coming to Iowa, I decided not to leave home without Karl.  

KALONJI:  Oh, yeah?  He played the tough cop.  Together with, uh…

CHRISTINE:  (Swooning) Michael Douglas.

JAMES:  Sure that wasn’t his dad?

KALONJI:  I’m sure I can manage to use those if they’re made out to me, personally.

CHRISTINE:  (Takes brochure and uses it as a surface to copy his name and fill out the checks)  Four hundred dollars is safely below your limit for accepting our foreign contributions?

KALONJI:  Yes, Ma’am, and sweet music to my ears.  Now I got a radio budget outside a’ my own hometown KUCB where they’re already the ones that drafted me in the first place.  (Christine keeps the brochure and hands him the checks.)  Merci [Thank you], Lady.  Merci.

CHRISTINE:  Pas de probleme -- No problem – man!  (She lays him some skin, then turns to leave.)

JAMES:  (Reaching out and shaking Kalonji’s hand.)  Good luck to you, Mr. Future Mayor!  I’ve seen your following in years to come and you’re leading a righteous cause.

KALONJI:  Yeah, well, if that’s what it takes ta get bread on the table!  People gotta’ be treated fair!  (Turning again to the cars passing by)  Fairness!  Liberty!  Equality!  Real jobs!  Job Fairness!  You know it’s true!

[JAMES and CHRISTINE exit into the shadows]

KALONJI:  (To nobody in particular, after they have gone, almost whispering an aside to himself)  Now those are some strange puppies!  Ta’ think I’d get my first campaign contribution from a couple a’ yuppie European tourists.  Now I’m gonna have ta open a campaign checking account.  Aaargh.  Whadda’ job this is turnin’ out ta be! 
Scene 9
[Enter ROOKIE COP]

ROOKIE OFFICER:  Hey, there, Kalonji!  What ‘choo doin’ out here taday, huh?

KALONJI:  Same as yesterday, I’m runnin’ for Mayor.

ROOKIE OFFICER:  So you mentioned before.  Same story.  That’s good.  Now, what’s the scam, huh?  I seen that foreign lady give you those four American Express Travelers Checks!

KALONJI:  ‘M surprised ya didn’t get their consecutive serial numbers, too.

ROOKIE OFFICER:  Now don’t go tryin’ ta’ get smart on me, Kalonji.  You gave that lady somethin’ and then she gave you that money!  What’re ya sellin?

KALONJI:  She gave me a campaign budget with a checking account and probably a damned accountant ta go with it!  I am running for Mayor.  People contribute.  (starts laughing, pulls out another brochure)  Ya know what, Sir?  You can read the same brochure that fine French woman so admires me for and you can ask yourself this one soulful question.  And d’ya know what that question is?  (not waiting for an answer)  By contributing to my campaign today.  I oughta’ be shakin’ down you fine police officers, seeing as how you want a good Mayor, same as anybody else – that’s important to you, too, right?

ROOKIE OFFICER:  (Looking at the brochure, momentarily dumbfounded)  So… You want me to… contribute like in a campaign… by me giving you money?  Where, at my bank, in a brown paper bag?

KALONJI:  Nah, I’ll trust ya for a personal check.  And I’ll keep all the confidential stuff, I think, with my new accountant that I’m gonna get, yeah.

ROOKIE OFFICER:  All the stuff…  (looks at brochure again, then Kalonji)  So you gave this lady the piece of paper and then she gave you the traveler’s checks?

KALONJI:  Right.  (Suddenly realizing where the ROOKIE OFFICER is trying to go with this line of questioning)  Hey, wazzup ‘ere?

ROOKIE OFFICER:  I think you’re gonna need a street peddler’s permit, campaign or no campaign.  If you’re gonna be out peddlin’ these brochures or whatever ya call em’ out here on the street like this, you still need a permit, Kalonji.  You’re not above the law more than anybody else (chuckling) – even if ya do get to be Mayor or somethin’ someday.

KALONJI:  I have ta have a special permit, now, just ta campaign for Mayor?  

ROOKIE OFFICER:  I’m gonna be nice and let you go this time, Kalonji.  But I’m tellin’ ya, ya gotta start playin’ by the rules.  Same as everybody else.  (Turns and walks away.)

KALONJI:  (loudly) But what if they don’t make any sense – (more quietly, through gritted teeth) ‘Cuz it ain’t “same as everybody else?”

[The ROOKIE OFFICER keeps walking off, exiting the stage shaking his head as thunder rolls and there is a single distant flash of lightning as the lights fade to dark and the curtain falls]

ACT IV

Scene 1
[Light comes up on a Mexican family of four with an old Caucasian man in a faded sweater, all wearing used 1970’s street clothes.  They are: a twenty-something couple, JOSEPH and MARIA and their children MARIO, age 5 and PATRICIA, age 3½, with sixty-something year old JIM HARRINGTON, recently retired to the Des Moines Catholic Worker Community.  JIM is fumbling with a box of matches and a tobacco pipe,  trying to figure out how to re-light the pipe while still holding hands with little PATRICIA.  JAMES and CHRISTINE stop as the family approaches, heading in the opposite direction.]
JIM:  Mario, tell your dad not to worry.  I think it’ll work out better this time.
MARIO:  (to  his dad) Jim says no worry – it’ll work out better this time.  (Jim rolls his eyes while the whole family laughs)

JOSEPH:  Si!  I … hope … so!  (MARIA grabs his hand proudly, watching her husband successfully compose an English sentence.)

JIM:  Well, I don’t see, but I do hope so, too.  

MARIO:  Cuz Jim will kick their butts!  And I can tell you while he is… talking… what they are saying.

JIM:  Well, I hope it doesn’t come to fisticuffs (puts up one of his fists in mock battle with MARIO)  ‘cuz then I think Mario’d win that one!  But it’s good you’re here with your mom and dad.  Don’t worry, Maria, Joseph, we’ll find a way for ya to start up your own place.   At least for now a place to rent, probably close by the Worker…

MARIO:  But the Catholic Worker is my home!

JIM:  Not forever.  You need your own place, your privacy, your own kitchen…

JOSEPH:  (Smiling broadly, though not sure what Jim just said) Yes, Sir, Mr. Harrington!

JIM:  (Turns to him, smiling)  Would ya quit callin’ me Sir?  We’re all friends, here.  No bosses.  No rank.  No extra privileges. (gives up trying to light the pipe and puts it back in his pocket)  And no sirs!
MARIA:  (to MARIO)  No caste?

JIM:  Yeah, especially none of that!  Here, would you take Patty-girl and I’m gonna try ta think for a minute here before we get there.  Get my pipe lit, maybe.  (MARIA takes PATRICIA from him, getting several feet away from the pipe.  JIM lingers, lighting his pipe, taking a couple puffs.  The family keeps going a few more feet, then stops, confused.  JIM kind of peers off into the distance, then looks straight over at JAMES and CHRISTINE like he suddenly realizes why they’re there.)  Aha!  I knew it.  A couple of good ol’ upstandin’ Euro-Tourists … let me guess … from France and, uh, Italy, right?  (JAMES laughs)  Every time I gotta walk back down here with a family – their second march back and forth today – to iron out this bureaucratic mumbo-jumbo, I’m beginnin’ to think it’s ‘cuz somebody’s on Drake Street.  Lemme’ guess, we’re following some map on a brochure, too?
CHRISTINE:  Yes, Sir James, you are right.

JAMES:  I thought I was Sir James.

CHRISTINE:  You may earn that title with me some day.  (to the Mexican family)  Hello, how are you all doing on your second march today?
MARIA:  Very well, thank you.
JOSEPH:  Good.  Thanks.

MARIO:  My parents say that we are doing O-K.  That’s because Jim will help us.  He will kick…

JIM:  Mario!  I think they … understand.  Though I’m not sure I always do any more.  But that’s what old age’ll do.  Anyway, what we gotta do is make these folks show us in their county rules why this family is somehow different from anybody else where anybody else can get help, but not them.  If they’d a’ been from Cuba, well, then we’d have a red carpet.  Any enemy of my enemy, right?  But, no, sorry, wrong country.  I wanna see where it says that, specifically, in the county rules.
JAMES:  A point well made and no doubt well worth making, too, Sir James.

JIM:  Would everybody stop calling me that?
MARIO:  At the Catholic Worker House the other, um, staff people, they call him Saint James. (MARIA tries belatedly to reach MARIO to put her hand over his mouth.)
JOSEPH:  (Embarrassed)  Shush.

JIM:  Would everybody not even ever start calling me that?

JOSEPH:  ¡No hay problema amigo! [No problem, my friend!]  Jim!

JIM:  This day may work out after all.

MARIA:  Si, it may!

MARIO:  My Momma says “it may.”

JIM:  Si, Mario, I see.  Well, I’ve thought it through.  Let’s go get ‘em.  Good to meet you two lovebirds.  If ya hurry you’ll catch our little Reaganville Soupline we got goin’ on up the street, there.  Some people wanted ta still call it a Hooverville, but ya gotta move up with the times.  Although they still make a pretty sturdy vacuum cleaner.  Well, good luck to you two.  Watch out for each other.  Play nice with the other kids.

MARIO:  (as they are turning to leave) …And Jim will help us kick some butts!

CHRISTINE:  ¡Buena suerte! [Good luck!]
JAMES:  Yes, good luck!  Give ‘em what-for!
MARIA and JOSEPH:  Muchos gracias [many thanks].  (As they turn to go, MARIO prepares to turn and say something and JOSEPH grabs the top of MARIO’s ear, whispering silently to him as MARIO rushes to keep up.)

[JIM and the Mexican family exit together into fading light, passing behind and away from JAMES and CHRISTINE]

Scene 2
[Light comes up on a heavy-set fifty-something Caucasian BOXING MANAGER wearing a slightly undersized sport jacket and slacks, chomping a lit cigar, puffing and wheezing as he comes capering toward them, taking out a white kerchief to wipe the sweat from his brow.]
BOXING MANAGER:  (Rushing toward JAMES and CHRISTINE)  Hey, you two.  (Comes up short of breath and in the moment it takes to get his breath notices their futuristic attire)  Well, you may not be able to help me after all.  Damn.  Had to fly in here, get a cab, have him take me to the black part of town and see if anybody knows his Mamma.
CHRISTINE:  Whose mother would that be?

BOXING MANAGER:  My prize fighter.  Your champ.  Everybody’s champ.  Now the problem is I got the belt and everything, two days before the big re-match, but no fighter.  And his trainer says he went to visit his ma-ma in Des Moines.  Ain’t that just sweet?  Pah!  (spits; Christine looks away)  Sorry, Ma’am.  But I gotta find my fighter, and to do that I gotta find his Mama – (grumbling to himself) Where do I start?
JAMES:  You’re probably already on the right track, on your own, but… (sees a light in the background, a neon sign: “Des Moines Boxing Club”)…but look!  (points)  That could be a sign!

CHRISTINE:  A fairly clear one, too!

BOXING MANAGER:  Ah, don’t make me think he’s busy trainin’ when he’s clearly off on a holiday, and right before the match…

JAMES and CHRISTINE: Never say never!

BOXING MANAGER:  They told me you all were naïve like that, but I never thought ‘till now, I’d see the day…

CHRISTINE:  Have some faith, Mister Manager!

BOXING MANAGER:  (Shaking his head, tugging at his cigar, creating a cloud of smoke)  It takes some believing, but I’ll make ya a deal, I won’t knock ‘im out first if he is trainin’ here at home.  I just doubt it, y’know.

JAMES:  That’s what losers do is doubt.

BOXING MANAGER:  And ta take advice on winnin’ from an Englishman?  Now, I’ve seen it all.  (chokes on his cigar)  We’ll wait an’ see, O.K.?
CHRISTINE:  Seeing is believing!

BOXING MANAGER:  (Walks off toward the neon light, muttering, smoking his cigar)  I sure hope you’re right.

[JAMES and CHRISTINE watch after him] 
Scene 3
CHRISTINE:  I wonder which prize fighter he’s talking about.

JAMES:  From Des Moines?  I never knew of any.  It’s not in our brochure.  I don’t know.

[Enter OLD REPORTER, a thin, severe-looking seventy-something Caucasian in a well-tailored but plain gray 1980s suit, running up from a different angle, clutching a pen and reporter’s notebook, looking desperately about for the BOXING MANAGER, then seeing and running up to JAMES and CHRISTINE.]

OLD REPORTER:  Awright!  Where is he?  He just came through here according to my tip-off from the cab dispatcher downtown.  

JAMES:  (Smiling wryly, looking at the notebook)  Are you a G-man?

CHRISTINE:  Are you sure we should tell you without reviewing your right to know?

OLD REPORTER:   Hey, we saved your butts twice now in Europe!  And I’m here on a story.  C’mon.  I’m a great reporter.  I get front-row seats at all the Ali fights.  And this is a great story.  So do the right thing, O.K.?  Gimme’ a tip – for our readers.
JAMES:  You mean, such that if we had actually met this fellow you’re looking for…

CHRISTINE:  Or had any idea why he’s here…

JAMES:  Or that he might be smokin’ on some atrocious ol’ cigar…  (They both smile and say no more.)
OLD REPORTER:  (Sniffing)  OK.  Awright.  I get the drift.  (turning to follow the smell)  It’s reasonable a fighter’s manager smokes those things.  Still can’t get the Cubano ones.

JAMES:  (Mimicking Tucan Sam from an old American TV commercial by parroting the  parrot)  Just follow your nose!  It always knows!
CHRISTINE:  He will.  He has a reporter’s sense for the obvious.

OLD REPORTER:  (Looking up and noticing the “Des Moines Boxing” sign)  Eureka!  Here’s my story!  

[The OLD REPORTER exits quickly into the darkness as he approaches the sign] 
Scene 4
[Enter CUB REPORTER at the same moment, from the same angle the OLD REPORTER entered, a 10-12 year old boy sporting an I-Cubs baseball cap and the exact style and color of suit as the OLD REPORTER was wearing but only about two to three sizes too large for the CUB REPORTER to still be growing into, with a very poorly tied long necktie.  The CUB REPORTER proceeds tentatively forward several steps while JAMES and CHRISTINE smile, stopping and waiting for him to approach.  The CUB REPORTER is looking around at everything as if seeing it for the first wondrous time and finally after several seconds sees CHRISTINE AND JAMES, stops as if startled, then smiles and laughs at the way they are dressed.  He almost skips up to them, fumbling to get his reporter’s notepad out of his jacket.]
CUB REPORTER:  Hello, how are you?
CHRISTINE:  Fine.  And you?

CUB REPORTER:  Actually, I’m kinda’ busy.  I’m workin’ on my first big break.  Well, I’m followin’ Mr. White around.

JAMES:  And where is he now?

CUB REPORTER:  He’s tryin’ to find Mr. Ali’s nemesis, who he somehow thinks is here in Des Moines.  Sounds pretty crazy, doesn’t it?  But there’s nothin’ crazy about Mr. White.  He’s the best.  (wipes his nose with his sleeve)  What’s that funny smell?  Like some yucky cigar!  I bet that was the guy’s manager.  And he’s off… (looks around, sees the sign)  …if you’ll please excuse me… (busts out running toward the sign)  Wait, Mr. White, I got some questions for ‘im, too! 
[The CUB REPORTER exits running into the darkness as the sign also fades to dark.]

Scene 5
[James and Christine proceed forward a few steps before James suddenly stops and takes CHRISTINE’S arm, putting a finger over his lips while he nods toward four Caucasian men in white Klan-style sheets standing back in the shadows.  Suddenly lights come up on the Klansmen as well as N.N.B.A. co-founder  J.B. MORRIS and his brother, CLYDE, both in their mid-thirties, on their way out to the back porch after a nice Sunday dinner.]
J.B.:  Mmmmm.  That was some dinner.  (over his shoulder)  Georgine, that was the best thing anybody could have done for that pheasant besides miss shooting it!  I could sure take a nap right now but there’s still work back at the paper, even though it is The Lord’s Day.
CLYDE:  Yeah, that’s a tough choice, but sometimes the work’s just gotta be – (sees the four Klansmen) – uh, J.B., you got some very unwelcome visitors out back there.  I think I better get your shotgun, too, for ya.
J.B.:  What in tarnation… (Looks at the four visitors, then looks down at their feet, then back into each of their eyes.)  Well, if this don’t beat all.  Mr. Jeffreys, Mr. Peterson, um, Mr. Smith, isn’t it? – and Mr. Williams.  Why do you gentlemen insist on wearing them ridiculous damn costumes in my back yard?  And on the Lord’s Day, too!

FIRST KLANSMAN:  Now, we may not be who you think we are.  But we’re here with a business proposition, and a fairer one than a lot of folks would regularly be willin’ to give ya, so listen to us well before ya turn down our very nice offer.  We want to buy your paper and we’ll give ya a decent sum for it.  So don’t be too hasty!  
J.B.:  (Shaking his head sadly, with great disappointment)  The Bystander is not for sale, least of all to you or any other white-sheets.  And I do know who you are, Mr. Williams.  Remember, I also work in your County Auditor’s office and you’ve walked by my desk often enough.  No other short, fat guy in town wears that particular style of shoes that I know of.  And I think we’ve talked this all out, so now it’s time you all get on your way.

SECOND KLANSMAN:  If ya don’t sell to us today, J.B., there may be no Bystander left to sell ta anyone else, and that’d be a real shame, wouldn’t it?
[There is a loud click as CLYDE cocks the shotgun.]
J.B.:  Allright, then.  I see.  (Turns to his brother CLYDE, who jumps out from just inside the doorway and tosses him his shotgun)  Now get the hell out of my yard!  (Points the gun at each of them as they turn and run away in different directions, then yells after them.)  And if any of you ever come here again or threaten anybody in my family, I’ll track each and every one of you down and kill ya, so help me God I will.  Schwartzentodt! [Black Death!] You bunch of yellah cowards.  That’s right, run!  Smartest thing that you did today.  (turns toward the house)  Georgine, are you and the kids allright?
OFFSTAGE VOICE OF J.B.’s WIFE, GEORGINE:  Yes, J.B., we’re all fine.  Now bring that gun back in here and let’s just be glad they’re gone.

J.B.:  For the moment they are, at least.  
[Shaking his head sadly, J.B. lowers the barrel of the gun, turns and walks inside the house after CLYDE as light over the back porch slowly fades to dark.  J.B. just catches CHRISTINE AND JAMES out of the corner of his eye and pauses, then smiles and nods at them, going inside as lights fade out.] 
Scene 6
[Lights to one side come up on an 80-year old HMONG WOMAN in her garden using a pot shard (broken piece of a clay plant pot) to loosen up the soil around her small green plants.  The HMONG WOMAN sees James and Christine and stops momentarily to nod before bowing over her plants and continuing her labors.  They turn and approach slowly.  The HMONG WOMAN suddenly looks over, straightens up, points to JAMES’ feet and cries out.]

HMONG WOMAN:  Jia Kuo Cho qi! [Watch out for my garlic!]   (Watching them continue forward with eyes growing wider, stepping carefully toward them, waiving frantically with her pot shard to ward them off)  Dae!  Qi!  Kua Lee!  [Stop!  Garlic!  Mine!] 
CHRISTINE:  (Grabbing JAMES’ arm)  Watch out for her garlic, darling.  Merci! [Thank you!]  {in HMONG:} Wa Cho! [Thank you!]  Quoi d’autre faites vous pousser, pouvons nous vous demander? [What else are you growing, may we ask?]  (to James, chiding him)  I asked her what else –
JAMES:  I do know a little French!  (to the HMONG WOMAN) Quoi d’autre, Mademoiselle?

HMONG WOMAN:  (Smiling broadly, pointing with her pot shard, speaking in broken but clear English, which she is proud of)  These … ‘taters – and onions  – and tur…nips – and… (shaking her head, waving toward the spice area of the rather large garden plot, smiling sheepishly) …des épices [spices].  
JAMES:  Joli jardin!  [Nice garden!] (Speaking slowly, enunciating clearly)  Great looking herbs and spices, too, Madam!
CHRISTINE:  Et quel travail!  Alors nous n’allons pas vous retinir.  [And a lot of work!  So we won’t keep you.]  (slightly bowing, speaking distinctly)  Good day to you! 

HMONG WOMAN: (Smiling, nodding, slightly bowing back) Nao Zong Ko Nub no! [Good day to you!]
Scene 7
[Lights come up over the pit area and central stair where a table at the top of the stairs is a soupline serving area with three servers behind it, facing the audience: a sixty-something Caucasian Des Moines Catholic Diocese Bishop, MAURICE DINGMAN, a seventy-something Caucasian founder of the Catholic Worker House movement, DOROTHY DAY, and an eighty-something African American civil rights and community activist, EDNA GRIFFIN.  People of different ages and nationalities are constantly straggling up the stairs to get refills or their first bowl of soup and slice of French bread.]
MAURICE:  Well, Dorothy, I hope Sonny Cordaro’s little Catholic Worker Community meets your high standards for all Catholic Worker Houses.  (Tastes the broth)  Soup’s fairly edible, even if it is my own!

DOROTHY:  Well, that’s always good, Bishop Dingman, but it’s not only about the food.  It’s also about giving people a place –

MAURICE:  I know.  A place to be good.  So it doesn’t matter what service we are providing here at the Worker, as much as –
EDNA:  As much as it is a good thing you’re doing, and good for the soul to be doin’ it.  Like my husband’s Hippocratic oath as a doctor: First, do no harm.

DOROTHY:  And second, show people they can be good, instead!  There’s already enough evil in the world to contribute any more to it.
MAURICE:  Almost seems simple from that perspective.

DOROTHY:  That’s why the children will always lead them.  

YOUNG GIRL:  (Leading her mother by the hand up the stairs to get more.)  It’s good, Mommy!  It’s good tonight, and it’s usually not that good.  (To Maurice)  Did you bless it, Mister?

GIRL’S MOTHER:  (Trying to hurry her along, embarrassed.) I’m sure he did.

YOUNG GIRL:  Are you a Saint?

MAURICE:  No, they don’t make anybody a saint ‘till after they’ve gone up to Heaven.  Usually quite a long time afterwards.  You can’t be a saint when you’re still alive, although – (looking side-long at Dorothy) there have been folks who are still around everybody’s trying to say might be beatified soon. (smiling grandly toward Dorothy)  Isn’t that how you’ve heard it?

DOROTHY:  (Angered)  I’ve heard it both ways and I can’t say I care for either of them!  I won’t be dismissed that easily!  (To the little girl)  In my opinion, you and your Mom are just as much saints as anybody else!  And you never know what God may use you to do in somebody else’s life, some day.  So the first thing I’d suggest to you, if you want to be a person that makes a difference, a real, positive, meaningful difference, you have to start by finding a place to be good, like my friend Peter Maurin used to say back in the 1930s – a long time ago!  (The girl nods in agreement.)  And if you want to know what the saints think, it was St. John of the Cross who said, “Love is the measure by which we are judged.”  (To EDNA)  Though I like Dostoyevsky’s perspective best:  “Love in action is a harsh and dreadful thing.”  (The girl and her Mom nod in appreciation and take away their refills.)
EDNA:  It is.  (Turning and looking over at JAMES AND CHRISTINE)  That it is.  And who knows?  (In Old English to JAMES) P’raps new saints this way comes…  (MAURICE and DOROTHY both turn inquisitively to look in the same direction with her.)
DOROTHY:  Or just two very strange-looking hungry souls dressed up like good little capitalists.

MAURICE:  The soul hungers in many ways.  Clothes may belie the man – or the Mademoiselle.  Bonjour [Hello], my friends.  Would you care for some soup or have you already had supper?

CHRISTINE:  Merci… (seeing his collar) …Mon Père [Father].  We had a late lunch but it does smell good!  Perhaps some other time.  May I try the bread?
EDNA:  (Handing CHRISTINE the bread)  This is Bishop Dingman’s own cheesy garlic Ronnie-cheese soup.  Could be as good as it gets. 
JAMES:  I’m still rather stuffed on the half-sandwiches on Cottage Cheese Avenue.  

MAURICE:  Yes!  I should ask Sonny why he doesn’t invite Gary down here to do a “sandwich night” some Friday before Mass.

DOROTHY:  Sandwiches and Mass?  Whatever it takes to get them to the to church, Maurice?
MAURICE:  That or whatever it takes to get The Church to them…

EDNA:  That’s true enough anywhere.
CHRISTINE:  May I ask what brings you three interesting people together here today?  
EDNA:  I’m just here as a concerned citizen – practicin’ being good!  Or tryin’ to, cuz I’m no Angel!
MAURICE:  Don’t let Edna fool ya.  She’s a tough champion from way back.  Single-handedly struck down segregated dining right here at a little downtown lunch counter.  Some day, I hope they re-name that place after you!
EDNA:  That was my drugstore just like everybody else’s.  Their feet get tired.  Mine get tired, too.  And they hurt a lot that day and I just said ta’ heck with them tellin’ me I’m not good enough to eat with ‘em when in the middle of the night they can’t get a hold of their white doctor, they’d call us.  I’d fill the prescription while my husband would get dressed to go out in the middle of the night ta’ take it to ‘em.   I could fill their prescriptions so they and their kids could sleep, but somehow I’m not good enough to sit next to ‘em and have a Vanilla Coke when my feet get tired from shoppin’ all morning, same as theirs?  I just plain got tired of it.  Plus, I had a great, great lawyer – Charlie Howard, Senior – who took it all the way to the U.S. Supreme Court.  And won.  But at the time it happened, all I got was taken off ta’ jail for being tired of it all.
MAURICE:  (Scraping the bottom of the soup-pot, calling to the supper guests.)  Last chance for cheesy-garlic soup, though mostly it’s just cheese and garlic at this point!

JAMES:  I’m afraid we’ve still got to find some lady at the end of her ride.

EDNA:  That’s right, you do.  And it’s a ways, yet.  But you’ll know her when ya see her.  And stop by when ya haven’t already eaten, next time!
CHRISTINE:  (As she and James are turning to continue onward)  Vous etes très gentil!  (translating for them) You are very kind!

MAURICE, DOROTHY and EDNA, together:  That’s good!
DOROTHY:  Sometimes, it’s actually all good, even when it may not taste like it…  (Smiling at Maurice)  And even better when it does, when we actually get it right, which is amazing when we do!

[Light begins to fade over the soupline area as JAMES and CHRISTINE wave good-by to the three servers.]

DOROTHY: (to Maurice)  Does the des Moines Catholic Worker always get that strange of visitors through here?

 MAURICE:  (Chortles)  Only when Edna’s helping.  (to Edna)  You bring out the best in people.

EDNA:  Speak for yourself, Mr. Bishop!
  [Soupline area lights fade out.] 
Scene 8
[CHRISTINE AND JAMES continue slightly to their left several paces, staring at a sign with slow lighting coming up on it:  HANSEN HOUSE OF HOSPITALITY.  They shrug their shoulders and are about to turn back to their right when they notice an African American thirty-something former convict and half-way house administrator, JAKE, wearing dreadlocks and simple street clothes, sitting on a railroad-tie wall beside some broken cement steps, just below the sign.  They inquisitively look at one another and approach JAKE.]
JAKE:  (Looking them up and down with a bemused smile.)  Hey, are you guys under cover or somethin’?  Nobody but really rookie undercovers dress like that around here.  Or maybe you’re lost?
JAMES:  We’re not your typical American G-persons, in any case.

CHRISTINE:  We’re actually not even government workers at all.  Is this a government building?

JAKE:   No, I’m not a public servant either.  This is a private little half-way house a couple inner city preachers saved from gettin’ demolished by payin’ the city a dollar and beggin’ the churches for construction materials, then gettin’ people like me out and promisin’ a place to stay, food, all that.  You can sit down for a minute if ya want.  I’m the guy runs this place now.  (Looks at CHRISTINE.)  Je m’appelle [My name is] Jake.  (Shakes their hands.)

JAMES:  Howdy, Jake!  I’m James of England.

CHRISTINE:  Bonjour, Jake.  Je m’appelle [My name is] Christine.
JAKE:  What in the world brings a couple of tourists like you down this way?

CHRISTINE:  We saw the Boxing Club and wanted to see what else you have going on around here.

JAKE:  Ain’t much happenin’ here.  I come out sometimes just ta watch the traffic go by.  That can be interesting, I guess.  But… (nods to Christine) …vous deux n’avez pas l’air de touristes! [you two seem pretty untouristy].
CHRISTINE:  And you seem pretty intuitive about these things, Jake.  Or is it really Jacque? (JAKE nods, laughing.) We came here to meet for the first time.

JAKE:  Oh, you gotta be in love to do that!  That’s romantique.

JAMES:  Can I ask, or may I, how you came by your command of the French language?

JAKE:  (Laughs)  Acquired it as a boy growin’ up in Louisiana.  Actually kinda’ rusty at it.  

JAMES:  How’d you get to Des Moines?

JAKE:  Oh, I came up here when I got outta’ prison down there.  The preachers here, they needed help keepin’ folks in line, not drinking, y’know – the heavy stuff.  So they asked me and they give me a little bit to live on, too.  Beats jumpin’ an’ runnin.’

JAMES:  Jumpin’ an’ runnin?’

JAKE:  Yeah, that’s what ya gotta yell, down in the bayous, when you’re on one of their work gangs and they put about twenty of ya in a swamp, pulling logs through the water or whatever, and sure enough, at least a couple times every day, somebody’ll see a big ol’ deadly water snake comin’ straight up at ‘em, and he yells out.  An’ the guard won’t let ya just jump and run, y’see?  Cuz ya s’pozed ta yell, “jump and run, warden?”  And only when they say OK can ya jump and run cuz otherwise they’ll shoot ya, snakes or not.  But instead of givin’ ya the OK, a lotta those guards, they like to do a little rifle practice, aim right over yer shoulder and try ta shoot the head off that snake.  And most of the time they do and ya just stand there, not movin so ya don’t get shot, hoping they’re a good enough shot, and when it’s over ya realize ya just pissed yer pants.  But being in the bayou, nobody knows – ‘cept fer that look on yer face which they’ve seen before.  It’s a lot tougher down there  than it is up here, that’s fer sure.  But I don’t forget I was in there on my own – it was my fault an’ that’s how I fix it.  

[Light comes up over two unnamed prostitutes on a bus stop bench across the street, mimicking and cat-calling passing motorists, although we can’t hear them.]

CHRISTINE:  Que c’est bizarre. [How strange!]

JAKE:  Oui!  Et triste. [Yes!  And sad.]  Reminds us in there (thumbing the half-way house behind him) that we gotta stay away from the easy money, y’know.  And ya know it’s hard for an ex-convict who can’t get a job, living here, every morning gotta walk right past all that easy money – sell this for me – carry this for me – all that stuff.  I tell ‘em ya gotta stay clean, get a real job where they take out the taxes, stay outside, find a way ta try an make it real.  Bout half of ‘em do, which is better than the government with all their money can seem ta do.  No, this house works cuz people care.  But I’ve been here long enough, too.  Time for me to get on with you know, my own real job and not just as a counselor.  I’ve done more than enough’a my time with these gens [folks].
[They all silently watch the hookers across the street, whose voices come up slowly]

HOOKER 1:  (to passing motorist)  Hey, baby!  New in town?  
HOOKER 2:  I’m sweeter, honey!

HOOKER 1:  That’s a laugh.

HOOKER 2:  Hey, this is my bench.  I was here first.  You can move right along ya’ be talkin’ that sh–
HOOKER 1:  Settle, sis.  (To another motorist, leaning out and flirting)  Hey, honey, remember me?  I was the best, and I still –

HOOKER 2:  How bout somethin’ new, big boy?

[Their voices fade as they continue to pitch themselves to passing motorists]

JAMES:  I wonder what she’s got that’s anything really new.

JAKE:  Nuthin.  It’s the same story everywhere under the sun, man.  Always has been.  They’re all strung out on something.  I’d say the ol’ Horse, by the way they look.  They both wanna get that next fix.  Pretty much do anything right now for it.  That’s a méchant cheval ! [bad horse!]

JAMES:  Yeah, and a pretty un-chivalrous horse at that!

JAKE:  Sometimes that easy money don’t look glamorous no matter how made-up they get.  
CHRISTINE:  But it’s like in any other city in the world – people gotta make choices, live their own lives, stay off the bad horses.  And then, sometimes, like this place, we can somehow do somethin’ to reel ‘em back in, get ‘em down off that (turns to James) …pony…?
JAMES:  (Laughing, nodding, turning to Jake)  Well, good luck on your own start with things.  (Shakes Jake’s hand)

JAKE:  (Laughing in turn)  You too in yours… (to Christine)  …vous deux [you two]  (As a handshake, takes the tips of her fingers and bows slightly)

CHRISTINE:  Merci, Monsieur!  [Thank you, Sir!]
[CHRISTINE and JAMES get up off the railroad tie wall and begin to walk back upstage as lights over the prostitutes fades out and slowly fades over JAKE.]

JAMES:  (Turning, to JAKE)  Thanks for the hospitality.

JAKE:  (Laughing)  Well, it’s a room with a view!

[Light over JAKE fades out as he looks up at the sky] 
Scene 9
[JAMES and CHRISTING walk slowly back to where they had first turned aside and then turn back onto the path they had been taking.  They hold hands and breathe deeply and smile and seem happy quietly walking together, steadily climbing up to the ridge of the river basin.]

CHRISTINE:  Some pretty amazing people we’ve met here.  Not at all what I was expecting.

JAMES:  Dangerous as it may seem, sometimes we still have to plan for the unexpected.  Now, see, if they shot people in tuxes here, I’d be in big trouble.

CHRISTINE:  Maybe further up north, way further!  Where they hunt penguins on ice.

JAMES:  So you think I’m safe.

CHRISTINE:  No, but I’ll risk letting you be my escort, I guess.

JAMES:  Does this mean I get all the dances on your card?

CHRISTINE:  That seems a bit pushy, after one dance.
JAMES:  (Taking her hand to bring her up to the crest of the ridge)  Well, I might need to find Speck Red somewhere on the other side of the river.  (Pointing as if from the top of an imaginary hill just in view of the river at the ridge’s foot hundreds of feet down a steady lane where a bridge crosses the river.)  See it?  There’s a bridge on ahead – or in this case below.  Here!  (Offers his arm to make the long downhill journey easier.)

CHRISTINE:  (Curtseying)  See?  You can dance me right down this hill and hopefully, Sir James, in some less steep serenade next time, don’t you think?

JAMES:  (Grinning to hear her call him that)  I’m thinking that right now, luv!  

[Light comes up on JOEANNA CHEATOM, a larger-sized forty-something African American woman in the distance steadily lifting and carrying an enormous 98-pound gunny sack of potatoes down the steep hill along a nearby pathway.]

JAMES:  (Seeing JOEANNA, nodding toward her, whispering to CHRISTINE)  Is there any way to get out of being chivalrous when it counts?

CHRISTINE:  (Whispering back, tugging his arm)  Any time you’re happy with second best, Mister!

JOEANNA:  Is that some mysterious knight come to save my back from this mean ol’ bag a’ potatoes?  (Looks over at them, shaking her head, smiling, putting down the gunny sack..)  Ahhhh.  Every year, it just seems like either these ‘taters are getting heavier or I ain’t gettin’ any stronger, I’ll tell ya!  Now who are you two and what’s your story?  And if you’re 4-F, Mister, I was doin’ just fine, anyway.
CHRISTINE:  Oh, we’ll both help.  I’m Christine from Sorbonne.  This is my good friend James, from Oxfordshire.

JOEANNA:  Great, then!  You’re both just the knights I was hoping for today.  (Aside to Christine)  Although he looks a bit thin.  You’ll have to start feedin’ ‘im.  I don’t think his Mama knows how to cook like I bet you do!

CHRISTINE:  (Shakes her head, agreeing)  No, I suppose you’re right.

JAMES:  (Indignant)  My mother cooks great.

JOEANNA:  And has impeccable taste, I’m sure!
[JAMES tries to grab a corner of the bag and heave it up over his shoulder but fails and almost topples backwards over it.]

CHRISTINE:  Yes, very tastefully done, darling.  Let me help, like I said.  (She grabs the other corner, then counts backwards)  O.K., lift and lean on my order.   Trois…deux…un – allez! [Three…two…one – here goes!]
[JAMES and CHRISTINE easily lift the bag in unison and begin carefully stepping forward with it together]
CHRISTINE:  Not bad when the women are in charge, is it, sweetheart?  

JOEANNA:  Aha!  The question the world has been dyin’ ta ask since forever, almost.  

JAMES:  Not bad at all!  I’ll have to remember to show the ol’ blokes at the pub back home some day how I figured out how’ta… I mean, how we figured it out together, right?  Beats one person trying, anyway.  Which brings me to where exactly are we going with this sack of potatoes, anyway?  It must weigh a hundred of your pounds.

JOEANNA:  They were your pounds to start with.  And it’s only 98.  Some union thing, I guess.  But where we’re goin’ is that house right over there (points ahead to where a porch light is dimly shining).  They’re a nice couple who can’t seem to find any full time work and I know they’re too proud to admit they ain’t got any food left, haven’t had a paycheck in probably a month.  And it’s hard enough as it is for ‘em livin’ on Coldwater Flats.
CHRISTINE:  Coldwater Flats?

JOEANNA:  No hot water.  No indoor plumbing.  Folks still using outhouses or havin’ ta’ pee in a pot.  Only place folks can afford when nobody’ll hire ‘em or pay ‘em a livin’ wage.  And this guy works hard, he’s dedicated, he’s smart.  Too bad they can’t see past the color of his skin, eh?  Especially for him and his wife.  So I go over to the Hiland Potato Chip Company and beg a bag of ‘taters, and the manager, he don’t even question me about it any more.  Knows I wouldn’t be there humblin’ myself if it weren’t for somebody really was worth it, really needin’ ‘em that bad.  He knows I wouldn’t lie about it, either.  And I try to not go botherin’ him all the time or when it isn’t somebody’s difference in whether they survive or not.  So he just waves ‘em on over and yells, “Hey, bring Ms. Cheatom a bag of fresh ones.  Good and fresh ones.”  People workin’ there probably think we’re some kinda’ friends.  (Thinks about it.)  And y’know, in his own way, that manager is friendly enough.  But the first bag of ‘taters I went and asked him for, he just glared at me like it was gonna kill ‘im.  “When you gonna pay me for these?”  “I’m askin’ ya ta give ‘em to us without these people ever bein’ able to pay ya.  But they’ll gladly work for ya if you’ll give ‘em a job.  Then they can get their own food at the grocery like anybody else.  Then they won’t be starvin.’”
JAMES:  So ya finally wore him down a bit?

JOEANNA:  I think his own conscience just got the better of him.  Some people still have a conscience; others never seemed ta have one ta start with.

CHRISTINE:  You’ve had to run people outta’ your back yard with a shotgun?

JOEANNA:  (Laughing)  Like ol’ J.B. with those silly klansmen?  Nah!  I had trouble come right up and arrest me, try ta throw me in prison – get this – for making a bomb and blowin’ up the police station.  And I don’t even like guns, let alone be playin’ with fire-crackers.  No way I’m gonna make a bomb in my home with my baby girl there.  No way.  Plus it was really convenient how it was a part of the station-house they kinda already wanted to demolish.  But they tried me for it.  By the grace a’ God, if it wasn’t for the whipper-snapper little public defender I had, all fresh-faced, ready to right the world’s wrongs, that woulda’ been one more wrong conviction and I’d still be rottin’ in a cell somewhere, steada’ carryin’ ‘taters down to Coldwater Flats or helping other people start a radio station for our community, or any of the other things I’ve been fortunate enough to do since.

JAMES:  Makes ya wonder how many other innocent people are rotting in those cells for crimes they didn’t commit?

JOEANNA:  Well, they had it in for me.  It was the late Sixties.  We were protestin’ Vietnam and racism.  I was a member of the Black Panthers, and I suspect that’s what it was all about.  But we were also there startin’ a Breakfast Club for school kids on weekday mornings at a local church – we designed it and we were invited to volunteer with it, but nobody, not nobody, wanted to consider it a Black Panther program.  They already had their opinions of who we were.  Why wreck that with the actual truth, right?

CHRISTINE:  So the government tried to paint you as a bomber and attempted cop-killer to make your Panther group look bad?
JOEANNA:  Your guess is as good as mine, but there was a lot of that in the Sixties and Seventies.  It’s how they intimidated people.  And before that, they just shot us or anyone else who stood up for us, or they blackmailed ‘em.  And after I was acquitted, nobody anywhere seemed even remotely interested in tryin’ to find out who the real bomber was.  My guess is they knew well enough who they were cuz they were them.  Justice never even entered the room, except by a miracle to get me out of it.

CHRISTINE:  And so you spend your days feeding the poor, instead?

JOEANNA:  Well, they are poor, it’s true.  But it’s not the poverty I’m fightin’ – it’s the things keepin’ ‘em down, keepin’ ‘em poor.  And when a black man does get a job, and the cops for no understandable reason pull ‘im over, arrest ‘im, for whatever excuse – if he can’t make bail and he has ta sit in jail just ‘till his arraignment, just ‘till the judge throws it out or whatever is gonna happen, he usually loses his job.  Now it’s twice as hard, too, ta get another.  So I started up a pre-trial release program where I interview people and if they’re up front and not on anything or not doin’ any crazy armed robbery or tryin’ to lie to me, I get ‘em out on my name, like I’m the bail bondsman.  (Laughin’) And they call me Mamma Cheatom, like I’m the Big Mamma gonna come around and slap you bad if you don’t show at that hearing or arraignment like you s’pozed to.  Been ten years now.  Nobody’s walked on me yet.  But I still gotta turn a lot of folks down.  But there’s also still a lotta good folks need that help, ‘cuz they can’t make bail and I swear it’s like they always come pickin’ on the black community, like we’re the only criminal profile that fits their way of thinking.  That I do not know how to help anybody with.  It’s like, how do ya reform Godzilla?  I’m not sure ya can.  Maybe over a long time, but I can’t really see how.  (Light slowly grows around them, revealing a single-step wooden porch and a door beneath the single outside light bulb.)  Well, here we are.  You can set that down and I’ll ring the bell.  (She rings the doorbell.)

JAMES:  (As they set down the gunny sack)  Well, that wasn’t so bad, using inertia like that.  Easier than if we were trying to cart it back up the hill!

CHRISTINE:  Let’s hope not.

[Enter, MRS. WASHINGTON, an African American woman in her late fifties, wearing an apron over a nice but old dress, opening the door, surprised to see JOEANNA but then confused by the newcomers until she sees the gunny sack behind and between them.]

MRS. WASHINGTON:  Why if it isn’t JoeAnna Cheatom herself with some very remarkable friends come to stop and visit me this evening!
JOEANNA:  Yeah, I was just out on a casual stroll with my new best friends Christine and James.  They’re lovebirds learning to lift their first heavy load together, and I think they might just make it.  We brought ya some ‘taters, since we happen ta’ be passin’ by.

MRS. WASHINGTON:  (Not a very good liar)  Oh, that’s kind of you but we wouldn’t really have anywhere in the pantry for a big ol’ sack like that.

JOEANNA:  (Not dissuaded) You’ll just have ta build a bigger pantry.  Where’s George?

MRS. WASHINGTON:  He went fishin’ about an hour ago.  Picked up some seed corn along the railroad tracks and was goin’ for some big carp out of the river.  Some old fellow down there has told him how ta’ pressure cook carp fillets and put a slice a’ beet it the top to make it look and taste like salmon, and ta’ can it like that.  George’s convinced the guy’s not plumb crazy.  Either way, though, we’ll have some nice fillets.  And maybe a trout or somethin’ off that corn.  So, with everything else, we’re still managin’ along, doin’ fine.

JOEANNA:  And now ya can even manage along with fish ‘n potato chips.  These’re from Hiland.  And fresh.  But ya gotta’ slice ‘em, y’know, on your own.  Ain’t no help on that from me!  You wanna’ send your son down the street, find out if young Alfredo’s studyin’ with the young men there, and see if later he can get these on inside the pantry for ya – or build ya a bigger one first?

JAMES:  I’d be honored to carry them inside for you, Ma’am.  As a matter of fact, I just learned a new trick – from a quite intelligent and beautiful woman – in using inertia and all that to make it look easy.  Be quite pleased to try it on my own.

MRS. WASHINGTON:  Well, sure, I –  
[JAMES pulls the bag onto his shoulder, grunts, and carries it into the open door, bowed under the weight.  MRS. WASINGTON steps outside and holds the door open for him.] 
MRS. WASHINGTON:  Well, come on in an’ have some tea, then.  We keep it fairly cool.

JOEANNA:  (Whispering to MRS. WASHINGTON)  ‘S O.K., Martha.  They’re probably not even real, anyway!

CHRISTINE:  (Following JAMES, slightly disappointed)  Maybe I wanted to meet young Alfredo!

[All lights fade except porch light as MRS. WASHINGTON and JOEANNA follow CHRISTINE into the house and shut the door.  Then the porch light is switched off and the curtain falls.]

ACT V

Scene 1
[Light comes up on JAMES and CHRISTINE standing downstage center at an old Depression-era cement bridge railing under glaring neon-blue streetlights shining down on them from rusty steel poles.]

CHRISTINE:  La ville de Des Moines!  [The city of Des Moines]

JAMES:  La rivière Des Moines! [The river, Des Moines]
CHRISTINE:  It’s a nice place to mingle.  Each person seems to have some fascinating story of – I don’t know – what they’re doing, why they’re here, why they care…

JAMES:  What does Des Moines mean, anyway?  (Trying to guess)  Nuns cloistering?

CHRISTINE:  At a fort?  No way! It means to cloister or gather or mingle.  To come together, perhaps.  Only like priests in a monastery.  Even the troops stationed at the old fort trained to assemble and march in unison.  But I haven’t seen any monasteries.
JAMES:  (Moves closer and puts an arm around her waist)  Such mysterious meanings.  Not a fort.  Not a nunnery.  Just which cloisterers are we looking about for here, anyway?  (Winks at her, teasing)  Or is it just about you and me cloisterin’ quietly a bit together?
CHRISTINE:  Silly man!  It’s about the rivers.  See?  Further downstream the Des Moines meets the Racoon River.  The early natives here probably held council with different tribal leaders at the meeting of the rivers.  This was probably the old meeting place.  (Suddenly realizes something)  French fur traders named it, right?  (James nods with some certainty.)  We always know what we’re doing.  We’re the French!

JAMES:  I’m not even going to try to answer that kind of jingo.  Viva la France!  But of course, you probably are right, again, Chris.  (CHRISTINE winces.)  I just want to know what that cabbie back there thought this town needed you.  Can’t say I liked the sound of that too much.  
CHRISTINE:  (Deciding to wait on whatever was bothering her and answer his question) Maybe they need us as much as we might need them.  Have you ever thought of settling down somewhere quiet where you can wake up in the morning, read the paper, find out what’s going on in the world, and then actually go out and do something about it?

JAMES:  And leave my family castle?

CHRISTINE:  If your family can’t take care of it on their own, you can always contract out the labor.  Or sell it.

JAMES:  It would go for quite a penny, and I could invest a good portion of that in the American stock market.  They have a technology market called NASDAQ where, literally, the sky’s the limit and the rate of return averages over 20% a year.  But don’t you want to go back to Sorbonne?  That’s always been my concern, if things did work for us, whether we would live in France or England.

CHRISTINE:  I think we can visit both.  My mother’s dying to meet you and frankly, my father’s concerned that if I went off and married and Englishman, you’d want to come right in and change everything he has done with the vineyards.   I told him you are strictly the financier type, and no farmer to be sure.  But he still wants to see for himself whether you will be content o do it his way.  I confess we’re really neither one needed there.  My brothers are already jealous enough of one another, fighting over succession and who owns what and who’s in charge…  Ugh.  I think, secretly, I’ve been hoping to find a place far away where we could just be ourselves and not have to answer to either family.

JAMES:  And of course my Mum wants to meet this enchanting French girl I’ve been writing to for three years, now.  She won’t believe there’s not something fundamentally wrong with you, writing to a fellow like me for so long, never sending a photo, never knowing what I looked like until now.   She even warned me not to meet you some place so far away, so I could get out early when I found out whatever it is that has kept you single all this time.

CHRISTINE:  (Steps away from JAMES with an almost icy voice)  Sounds like a very charming woman!  (Gets out the tickets and looks at them wistfully)
JAMES:  Just overprotective.  My father died when I was rather young and Mum’s been quite the iron fist in his absence.  I guess he was a decent enough fellow, but I only barely remember him.  Still, I see your point.  If we were to settle down somewhere, the further from Mum’s apron strings and your brothers’ jostling for control would probably be best for the both of us, and them.  (Takes CHRISTINE’s free hand)  But you know, you’d be the first woman in a very long time that I’d be willing to offer up my bachelor status back in England for!
CHRISTINE:  (Brightens)  Was that almost a proposal?

JAMES:  You know, if I had a ring of any – 

[The tickets in CHRISTINE’s hand sparkle as a sudden gust of wind blows.]

JAMES:  (Startled, looking down at something shiny on the ground)  What strange luck!  (Picks up the shiny object.)  A woman’s wedding band!  (Reading the inside)  Real fourteen karat gold!  Be amazing if it actually fit.  (Starts to hand it to her, then instead, without letting go of her other hand, drops slowly to one knee.  (CHRISTINE makes a muffled cry of surprise and happiness, which she quickly checks.)  Even though we’ve only met in person a few hours ago, I feel I’ve come to know you so well in all our weekly letters.  You’ve been so refreshingly open and honest and independent and smart and witty and loveable.  And now I meet you, Chris, darling, and you’re –

CHRISTINE:  (Sadly interrupting by putting a finger gently over his lips.)  It’s Christine, darling.  And I meant to tell you and I’m sorry I didn’t.  When I was young once something happened, a little accident children have sometimes, and forever after the other school children chided me with an American slang.  Vulgar slang.  Because it rhymed.  So I didn’t want to tell you that in a letter, even though it sounds silly…
JAMES:  (Removing her finger from his lips)  May I speak, now?  (She nods.)  Your parents were always proud, too.  They named you Christine and they probably always called you by your given name.  (Waits to observe her thoughtful, slow nod)  Well, I’d be the luckiest man in Des Moines, or on the whole planet, or among all life forms if you wish, if you would agree to grow old with me here in Iowa or wherever you say.  I’ll be happy just taggin’ along beside you, Christine, my love, wherever we go, as long as it’s always we.  So I’m asking (holding up the ring for her to take if she wishes) will you marry me, Christine, and make it we?
CHRISTINE:  (Looks deep into his eyes, smiling joyfully, staring for several seconds, just enjoying the moment, then finally taking the ring and putting it on, nodding and smiling that it fits so perfectly on her ring finger, then slowly speaking, softly at first but with an intensity at the end.)  Oui.  J’accepte ta proposition!  [Yes.  I accept your proposition!]  I would love to marry you, Sir James from Oxfordshire.  Or should I start calling you my husband Jimmy from Iowa?  (Lifting him by his hand, looking into his eyes.)

JAMES:  (Pulling close and slowly kissing her)  And now I’m both luckiest and happiest.  But ya’ doesn’t have to call me Jimmy! 
CHRISTINE: (Kissing him.)  Non?  [No?]  Then I’ll just say my husband, the unknown British agent.
JAMES:  Great!  Then I’ll never get through American customs…

CHRISTINE:  Well, maybe I’ll forget to mention that to them, then.  (Looking out over the river, turning and grabbing the railing)  Look!  An old man fishing on the east side of the river.  I’d swear he wasn’t there a minute ago.

JAMES:  Maybe he knows the history of our engagement ring?  (Quickly corrects himself)  …Our original, magic in-a-pinch temporary until-we-find-a-jeweler-at-the-Park-Fair engagement ring, I mean.

CHRISTINE:  (Laughing, turning to him, kissing his cheek)  That sounds just right, James.  I’ll look at the diamonds while you look at newer bowties.

JAMES:  Well, it did turn out to be my lucky tie.

CHRISTINE:  I think I love you fully in spite of it!

JAMES:  I’ll accept that.  

[They turn and walk hand in hand to the far side of the bridge then begin a long, slow decent toward the riverbank.] 
Scene 2
[Light comes up on an island or deck in the pit area with ROSCOE, a fairly large 68-year old Caucasian man with a pot belly, who is mostly bald but has a little white hair on the sides and in back,  sitting on a stool-style combination  tackle box and seat, holding a pole up with a limp line and an open-face reel on it.  ROSCOE is looking out over the water as lights on CHRISTINE and JAMES dim slightly during their slow climb down to the river bank.  After several moments of silence, lights come up in the pit area to ROSCOE’s left as five African American boys enter walking toward him excited, pointing, speaking to one another in silent quick words.  They are: RANDALL, age 14; FRANKLIN, age 12; MICAH, age 12; WILLIAM, age 8; and  EDDIE, age 5.]
ROSCOE:  (Hearing them talking, looks up and smiles toward the boys, teasing them in his typical fashion by using old names his father had teased him with as a boy.)  Well, if it isn’t Herkamer and Hockshaw and the whole gang!  I was wonderin’ if you’d make it down along this way tonight?  Finish all your homework, first?

WILLIAM:  I’m Herkamer, today, and we didn’t have any homework – the kind you take home, you mean?

MICAH:  That’s why they call it homework, William.  And you’re not Herkamer, cuz Fraklin and I were the Hocksaw Twins and you ain’t anybody’s twin.

WILLIAM:  I might be and not know it.

FRANKLIN:  Aw, he can be Herkamer if he wants to, can’t he, Roscoe?

ROSCOE:  Certainly.  Ain’t enough Herkamers or Hockshaws in the world, always room for a few more.  Just so they don’t fish the river clean of fish, make me have to find some other place to have to go catch ‘em.

EDDIE:  They could do that?  Catch all the fish.

ROSCOE:  Ya never know, Eddie.  It is Eddie, isn’t it?  It’s not some long-lost cousin of the Hockshaw Twins, is it?

EDDIE:  No, I’m just Eddie.  But some day I might wanna’ be a Hockshaw.  Were you a Hockshaw when you was young, Roscoe?

ROSCOE:  I was always the one they called Herkamer cuz Roscoe’s such a silly name.

RANDALL:  I’ve got an Uncle Roscoe in Minneapolis.  And they got lots of lakes to fish in, Eddie, if we catch ‘em all out of the Des Moines River.  Besides, rivers keep bringin’ new fish downstream every day to restock where we’re at.

ROSCOE:  Randall’s right, I guess, after all.  Well, I won’t have to worry about that happenin.’
MICAH:  Are ya’ fly fishin’ today, Herkamer-Roscoe?

ROSCOE:  No, Herkamer-Micah, as a matter of, between us Herkamers, anyway, I’m doughball fishin.  I’m going for the really big carp.  Ones bigger than Eddie is.  Why, if one pulled on the line and Eddie was holdin’ on to the pole, bringing it in… (they all chuckle at that thought)  …why, every one of ya’d have to help him out by grabbin’ on to his belt and the next one behind him grabbin’ on, and so forth, like a tug-of-war, so the fish wouldn’t pull Eddie in the river!
EDDIE:  I don’t wanna catch a fish that big!

FRANKLIN:  No, we’d all help ya.  Maybe we’d help ya reel it in, too.

WILLIAM:  (Wrinkling his nose)  And clean it.  They’re yucky to clean, but whoever catches it’s gotta clean it, too.

EDDIE:  Nobody’ll clean my firsh for me? 

ROSCOE:  Well, first ya gotta catch one.  And let’s see, here.  (Stands and opens the top of his combination tackle box stool, taking out a small feathery yellow fly)  This one’s my favorite.  Always been lucky for me.  Why don’t you add this to your own collection, Randall, and Eddie some day can learn to cast and when’s he’s real good in the back yard with just a sinker on the line, you can switch to the real McFly.

EDDIE:  This is a McFly?

RANDALL:  (Taking the fly, turning it in his fingers, looking at it intently, liking the design, looking up at ROSCOE)  Thank you, Roscoe!  (to EDDIE)  You can call it whatever ya want as long as that big bass out there calls it dinner.  Then I’ll call him dinner, too, and get it back to keep with the ones my Daddy and I made!

ROSCOE:  Your Dad’s ‘r probably gonna work even better than mine, cuz them fish have seen mine before, but you and your Dad’s ‘r all new to ‘em.

WILLIAM:  Yeah, they won’t even know what bit ‘em back!

[They start to wander along past him and Roscoe turns to wave goodbye.]

FRANKLIN and MICAH together:  See ya later, Mr. Herkamer.

ROSCOE:  (as they exit)  Have fun, and stay back from the edge.  The current’s really mean through here.  So be safe, then I bet you’ll have more fun.  Take it from a very old Herkamer!
Scene 3
[Light comes back up to full on CHRISTINE and JAMES as they reach the bottom of the hill at the same moment the five boys exit, coming up to ROSCOE from a different angle, watching the five boys leaving in the distance as they approach, hand-in-hand.]
ROSCOE:  (turning to them, laughing when he notices how well they’re dressed for walking along the riverbank)  Why it’s Grand Central Station along here.  I’m not sure there’s a single fish in half a mile.

CHRISTINE:  Sorry if we were climbing too loud!

ROSCOE:  Ohhh, it’s awright!  

JAMES:  How’s fishing?

ROSCOE:  It can easily get better.  Only had one real bite so far, and that was just a steal.  Plus, fishin’ the river’s a trickier thing with the current through here.  (Nods to them.)  I’m Roscoe, but you can call me Herkamer if you’d prefer.  Be careful, now, and don’t stand too close to the edge.  River’ll take ya right under here and ya might not come up ‘till ya get ta that dam down there.  Seriously!  

CHRISTINE:  (Coming up to him, extending a hand to shake, requiring him to put down his fishing pole, which he still keeps a good eye on)  I’m Christine from France.  This is James from England.  Do you enjoy fishing the river, Roscoe?
ROSCOE:  Grew up fishin’ this river, further downstream quite a ways, as a boy.  I like fishin’ anywhere, really, long as there’s actually a fish out there waitin’ for me, ta try an’ steal my bait.  But I think I enjoy this stretch of the river for all the ruckus, the kids coming through like the five boys that just came by, best kids ya’d ever meet in your life, though some folks can’t see that.  They keep me young, I think.  Makes a person be glad just to be breathin’ seein’ little Eddie’s eyes open up wide thinkin’ there’s some fish out there bigger than he is could pull him straight in if everybody wasn’t holdin’ him back!  And of course there really are.  Right about around here, too.  Those are my little babies… (to the water)  …wherever ya’ are!  

JAMES:  And what d’ya do when you’re not fishing, Roscoe?

ROSCOE:  Oh, I’m retired, now.  I’ll go home in the evening and fall asleep watching television.  But on days when I don’t go fishin,’ I just sit out on my picnic table and watch the weather from underneath the shelter of my carport.  Cuz sometimes it’s just too hot to fish, and the fish are too hot to even try to steal your bait.

CHRISTINE:  What were you, may we ask, before you retired?

ROSCOE:  I guess I’m what you’d call a jack of all trades.  I’m actually licensed in several, or used to be.  Mostly a machinist, tool and die engineer, design engineer – troubleshooter.

JAMES:  And what kinds of things did ya build?

ROSCOE:  That’s a long list.  I was building stuff on the farm as a kid, but inventing things, that wasn’t ‘till… Quite a while later.

CHRISTINE:  What’s the latest thing you’ve invented?

ROSCOE:  (Sets his pole down, excited to tell them) Well, I had this idea for a gauge, see.  Saved up my fishin’ fund, five dollars a week, usually, and over the years had almost ten thousand dollars to manufacture and produce these gauges.  And what they’d do, is, they’d be on a big old 20-ton press, where a worker would (demonstrating) put their hands in the die area to hold the steel they were punching or bending or both, whatever that press is set up to do.  And they always had to hold the steel in there, pushing it in.  And somebody’s hand slips after they push the foot petal to bring down 20 tons.  The number one safety problem with presses that I’ve seen.  
JAMES:  So you’re an entrepreneur in your retirement, then?

ROSCOE:  A little bit.  There was another gauge company that didn’t have the magic feature mine had.  A magnet to hold the steel in so I could put a double-hand-trip on the press and require all hands be out of the die area, cuz the gauge would hold it in place.  Well, they sued me for everything under the sun to stop me and my lawyers eventually won.  But there wasn’t much left of the fishin’ fund – just enough to cast one lot of a thousand, which is what I did.  Immediately after I won my patent, my competitor came back and tried to sweet talk my lawyer a’ buyin’ me out for three percent royalties.  And you know it’d never be produced if they owned their toughest competing product.  Be like all those cars that get a hundred miles to the gallon, or run on pure ethanol like back in the Forties.

CHRISTINE:  So you still sold some gauges?

ROSCOE:  Yes, Ma’am, and I still do every week or so, mostly to the big facilities that are trying to do something with safety, using my gauges to experiment.  So I get a few dollars back for my fishin’ fund every month.  And if I made any more, I’d just have to buy my wife another fur coat, or –

[Enter ESTHER, the red-headed forty-something looking wife of ROSCOE, carrying an open picnic basket with a towel over the top.]  
ESTHER:  Like you’d ever buy me a first one if your boss hadn’t told ya to.

ROSCOE:  Ope!  There she is now, my old battle – um, better half.

ESTHER:  You better not battle-axe me or I’ll give you the next and last battle axe in the argument.

ROSCOE:  (Aside to JAMES.)  And believe me, she will.

ESTHER:  Well, who are these snazzy lookin’ people you’re talking to tonight?  (to CHRISTINE)  He talks ta’ everybody, everywhere.  Go to a restaurant, got to admire this lady’s amethyst ring at the table next to us…

ROSCOE:  That lady was very proud of that ring.  It was a nice stone.

ESTHER:  So…

ROSCOE:  Yeah, Esther, this is Christine.  She’s from France.  And she’s here with her friend, James, from you know, the country that used to own America once a long time ago before we Americans did.

ESTHER:  Now, be nice!  Good to meet you both.  I’m Esther.  I brought Roscoe some fried chicken.  Finally got it just the very picky way he insists has to be just right.  Would you like to try a piece?  It’s still pretty moist (to Roscoe) and all the way done!
JAMES:  Oh, no, we…

CHRISTINE:  (Inhaling the smell from the basket with rapture)  Speak for yourself, darling.  Any drumsticks on that bird? 

ESTHER:  I think there were two this time.  (Hands her a drumstick on a napkin)

CHRISTINE:  Merci! 
JAMES:  (Watching CHRISTINE relish her first bite)  Well, um, if you’ve still got the thigh that leg was attached to…

ESTHER:  Of course we do!  Here you go.

JAMES:  Thank you.  Which does Roscoe prefer?
ESTHER:  Oh, he’s a breast man.  Only part of the chicken you can get ‘im to eat.  Unless ya cut it up into noodles.

ROSCOE:  Yeah, and I can tell, too, which is which.

ESTHER:  Yeah.  And you’re not gettin’ nothin’ ‘till ya wash your hands, even if it’s in that dirty river water.

ROSCOE:  I’ve been fishin with doughball!   And that bird was dirtier than these hands’ll ever be.  (He rinses his hands in the river and dries them on a napkin she provides, then takes the chicken breast on a new napkin from her.)  Thank you, girlfriend!

ESTHER:  Better be your only girlfriend.

ROSCOE:  (Enjoying his first bite.)  Mmmmmm.  You might be just like Christine, here and settle this boy down, too.

ESTHER:  (Noticing the ring on CHRISTINE’s hand)  Oh, are you engaged?

CHRISTINE:  Yes, just a few minutes ago.

ESTHER and ROSCOE together:  Congratulations!
JAMES:  (From behind his napkin/food, with his mouth full.)  I feel pretty lucky!

ESTHER:  As well you probably should!
CHRISTINE:  So, Roscoe, were there other things you came up with before you patented your gauges?

ROSCOE:  Oh, yeah.  I signed off on a few patents for the people I worked for before I retired.

ESTHER:  Don’t let him sell either of us short!  He’d sign off dozens of patents every year.

ROSCOE:  Not every year.

ESTHER:  Most years, it seemed to me.  And the first automatic transmission, back before I even met him…

ROSCOE:  It wasn’t the first, Esther.  Chevy had one ahead of mine…

ESTHER:  The Buick Dynaflow.  And he came up with it in the middle of the night.

ROSCOE:  I came up with a concept, Esther, and other people took it from there.  It would have been nice to get some recognition for it, but…

ESTHER:  Yeah, well, you were the person who had a concept, anyway, with your flywheel thing idea you tell people about.

ROSCOE:  That was my answer for improving the clutch.  They were having problems with the clutch and instead we came up with a whole different solution.  That’s the way most inventions are.  They’re the accidental breakthroughs we have on the way to just trying to solve some other problem, usually.

JAMES:  Serendipity?

ROSCOE:  That or just lucky.

ESTHER:  Well, Roscoe’s more than lucky, and I’m glad I got him, first!  (Taking CHRISTINE and JAMES’ napkins/bones)  I think you got as decent looking young man, too.  You look like you’ll be a happy couple together.  Just don’t let him ever think he’s really in charge, cuz it’s best they find out early!

JAMES:  Gulp!

ROSCOE:  Their bark’s a lot worse than their bite.  (Picking up his pole)  And now maybe I can get a bite.

CHRISTINE:  James is a good man.  He’s good to his family.  I’ll make sure he’s good to me, too.  But do either of you know why we’ve met so many different people here on Drake Street?  They’re not all inventors, are they?
ROSCOE:  In a lot of ways, they probably were, if you’re talking about the folks I think you probably are.

JAMES:  Camillio the tailor and Jim helping people get rent vouchers and JoeAnna with her taters and Henry with his corn.  I understand Henry with his corn, but…

ESTHER:  Well, all of them figured out new ways to do things.  
ROSCOE:  That’s right.  I think that guy, Jim, he was a main person in the invention of the whole food stamp program, or how they did it, and how the model he designed in Iowa was used nationally, kinda.  Everybody’s an inventor in their own sorta way whenever they feel they have to be.

[Suddenly the line on Roscoe’s pole goes taunt for half a second, then relaxes.]
JAMES:  Don’t you get it while they’re nibbling like that?

CHRISTINE:  Shhhh.

[ROSCOE yanks hard on the pole and the line is very taunt, bending the pole 70-80 degrees.]
ROSCOE:  (Huffing, reeling, fighting the fish)  Well, ya… Gotta… Let ‘em… Think they can… Get away with it, first… And take ‘em on the second nibble… Which is when… They always try ta steal it… (To the fish)  And who’s stealin’ what, hey?  Looks like I mighta’ just almost earned my supper tomorrow night.  And it’ll be cleaner than any chicken.

ESTHER:  Yeah, you’ll probably want to clean it off in the bath tub again, have some fish swimmin’ around in my bathtub, which I gotta’ take a bath in.

ROSCOE:  (Sheepishly, to JAMES) Well, they gotta get the river water off of ‘em.

CHRISTINE:  They always have an excuse, don’t they?

ESTHER:  I think it’s a man thing, in their opinion.

JAMES:  Are ya gonna get that leviathan up here to the bank, Roscoe?

ROSCOE:  Oh, yeah, he’s tirin’ out.  Couple minutes he’ll be comin’ home to the fryin’ pan.

CHRISTINE:  Well, thank you for your fried chicken.  It was very clean tasting, Roscoe.
ROSCOE:  I’ll have to… Agree…

JAMES:  Bring in a record-breaker!

ROSCOE:  That or one that wants to break my back, here…  You two take care of each other.

ESTHER:  And James, you remember you’re a lucky man!

CHRISTINE:  That’s the one part I know he’s got down pat.

JAMES:  Good to meet you both!

[JAMES and CHRISTINE turn and begin climbing back up the bank they came down.]

ESTHER:  Don’t they look wonderful together?

ROSCOE:  You’d never catch me wearing a tuxedo down along the river!  Come home to papa…

(Light over ROSCOE and ESTHER fades out.  In the darkness a couple seconds later)  Hey, look, honey, a channel cat!  On doughball! 
Scene 4
[As CHRISTINE and JAMES are climbing the hill, a group of about twenty African American fugitives dressed in dingy 1850’s clothing, silently come up from behind, all around them, passing them by stealthily and slowly, as if not noticing them at all.  Behind all of them walks an apparently old woman, who is really the legendary HARRIET TUBMAN in her typical costume, carrying a revolver and holding a reddened bandage on one side of her head.  She is staggering slightly, and looks a little dizzy.]
CHRISTINE:  (To Harriet)  Are you OK?

HARRIET:  (Stops and looks her up and down, then JAMES)  I’s not sure if I’s seen people dressed up as funny as you all.  (Looks up at the sky)  So there is other life out there!
[Two of the fugitive slaves turn and, seeing Harriet apparently talking to herself, not seeing JAMES and CHRISTINE, they silently beckon the others to wait and sit while Harriet has what looks to be another of her occasional spells.]

FIRST FUGITIVE:  She havin’ one of her spells, agin.’
SECOND FUGITIVE:  I know, and this time she’s talking.  Usually she just quiet.  She shakes.  Maybe it that head-shot she took back there.  Anybody else that’a killed.  Not her.  She already been ta hell ‘n back – ain’t no way anybody gonna kill her, no.

FIRST FUGITIVE:  That true.

HARRIET:  I ain’t e’n worried you bounty huntin.’  (Swoons slightly and looks for a rock to sit down on for a moment.  Sits and touches her hairline to see if it’s bleeding.  There is just a little blood.)  Ahhh.   You use any med’cine for a bullet scratch from where you came from?

JAMES:  I’m from England and Christine is from France.  (searches his jacket)  I always keep these stupid things… Now where…
CHRISTINE:  Are you hurt very badly?  Should I look at it?  Carefully? 

HARRIET:  If you real careful, yeah.  (She sits straight up while CHRISTINE carefully slides her hat up.)  
CHRISTINE:  (Whispering)  Nice gray wig!  But why?

HARRIET:  Makes me look old.  They don’t fear the beat-down ol’ haglin’ they think I be.  

JAMES:  (Finding two separately wrapped sanitary towelettes in an inside jacket pocket.)  Two little sanitary napkins, fresh from the flight.  Flights.  

CHRISTINE:  (Taking them from JAMES.)  Here, James, I’ll take those – since you apparently haven’t washed your hands in a while.  (To HARRIET)  These have alcohol in them to clean the wound.  And it doesn’t look that deep.  Here, you just dab that in the cut, yourself.  

HARRIET:  Thank you.  (It stings the wound.)  Mmmph.  (Feels slightly better immediately.)  Boy, this is miracle wipe!  Stings a little’s all.   An’ cleans it?

CHRISTINE:  An’ cleans it.  (Shows her the torn-open package.)  See how I tore the edge, like tearing a piece of paper?  Well, that’s how you can tear the other one open later, like tomorrow, and use it again to clean it and keep it from getting infected.  (She takes a clean handkerchief from her purse and tears it in half, folding one half and holding it together with the unused sanitary towel and hands them to HARRIET.  With the other half, she folds it into a bandage and gently slides the wig and hat down over it.)   You really need to have a doctor look at that.  

HARRIET:  (Puts away the new bandaging and holds up her revolver.)  This th’ only doctor we got till we get to Minnesota territory.  Then we see real doctor if we make it.  Anybody, e’n me, can’t make it, they gotta be put down or go on.  We go on.  Ain’t no back for none of us.  One go back, we all die.  Get found out.  Nope.  This th’ doctor, here.  But thank you much for th’ med’cine cloth.  Like a prayer cloth, I tell ye.  Inside magic paper, too – and shiny?!  We can’t stop here, though.  We gotta’ get long-away from th’ rivah by mornin.’  (Gets slowly up.)
FIRST FUGITIVE: Well, she movin’ but she still talkin’ t’ herself.

JAMES:  General Tubman – that’s who you are, isn’t it?

HARRIET:  I ain’t in the army, sonny.
JAMES:  But some day they’ll call you that.  John Brown, I think, first.  You’ll spy out the land for them and even get President Lincoln to sign the Proclamation of Emancipation years sooner than he would have!  

HARRIET:  The proc—what?

CHRISTINE:  The paper by the president that frees the slaves.

HARRIET:  All it takes is a piece a paper?  Your paper must be magic.  Which star you from, ‘gin?

CHRISTINE:  Abraham Lincoln will free all the slaves some day…

JAMES:  And you’ll be remembered as the fiercest warrior, and they’ll call you Gen’rl Tubman.  (Salutes RAF style.)

HARRIET:  (Waves him off in a half-way salute.)  It’d take some believin.’  Still, it should be.  Slavery’s th’ ver’ next thing t’ hell, itself! 
JAMES:  And you never lose a soul on these journeys.  Ever.  They all make it!  And you do, too.  And die a happy ol’ lady in your own rights – and house!
HARRIET:  That be good t’ know, too, then.  (Looking around for FIRST FUGITIVE, nodding to him)  Get ‘em goin’ on, now.  We ready t’ get on.  (Looking CHRISTINE and JAMES up and down.)  Somebod’ said we might t’ meet people ‘d help us in Des Moines, but this ‘s still b’yon my imagination!  Never been this way on the railroad before.  Someth’ ‘bout they want me have a presence, they call it, so all the slavers gotta’ worry I be there everywhere at once.  A presense…  N’ I’m glad you both present, too!
CHRISTINE:  Tu es une femme merveilleuse, Harriet!  [You are a wonderful woman, Harriet!]
JAMES:  (Aside to CHRISTINE)  And a wonder-woman, too.  (To HARRIET)  In your own way, in your own times, you’re about the brightest star in this hemisphere, and you shine brighter than anybody realizes at the time, too, maybe.  Must be the clever disguise.
HARRIET:  (Climbing ahead of them on the bank, over her shoulder to them as she passes into the darkness)  Now that is interesting, t’ hear what folks ‘d say…  I may have t’ write a spir’tul ‘bout that!  (singing softly)  “Little light o’r Jordon…” Hmmm.  (Offstage, from the darkness)  Thank ya!

CHRISTINE:  (To the darkness after she is gone.)  No, thank you.  (Looks up at the sky.)  The sun’s beginning to set – in the strangest and most wonderful day of my life.  (Grabs his arm, bouncing against his shoulder as they climb.)  And you even found real Iowa food at every stop!  (Thoughtfully)  I never knew where the underground railroad ran.  I mean, we learned of it in school but America’s so big and it’s difficult to take it all in sometimes.
JAMES:  I think it was wherever there was slavery, but only a few made it out.  A very few.  Less than one percent, probably.

CHRISTINE:  But she never gave up.

JAMES:  No, she literally led the war in her own way.  

Scene 5
[JAMES and CHRISTINE get to the top of the embankment and turn back onto the street.  Enter in growing light ahead of them MINICUS, a sixty-something Jewish man in a  well-worn mid-1980s shirt, slacks and tie.  MINICUS turns and sees them and capers about, either very exuberant, senile or both.  JAMES and CHRISTINE smile awkwardly at one another, not sure what to think of him.]
JAMES:  Hello!  (Shakes MINICUS’ hand.)  

MINICUS:  Hello, you two!  (Shakes JAMES’ and then CHRISTINE’s hands.)  Now you’re not our typical east-siders.  Probably not even from Iowa at all.  (Laughs with a giddiness.)  Well, if London Bridge is crowded, you’re welcome to stay here.  It’s mostly a land of immigrants.  I believe it was Henry Ford who used to call his factories a “melting pot.”  Same thing.  (Chuckles.)
CHRISTINE:  And are you an immigrant?

MINICUS:  Well, yes, but I seldom think of myself as one.  I’m a first-generation American.  Although technically, I was born in Europe, but my parents brought me over when I was very young.  We were fortunate to escape the Holocaust early on, though they told me about a lot of hardships getting here, none of which I remember and in comparison doesn’t seem a tithe as bad as stayin’ woulda’ been.  So I’m a life-long American citizen, almost.  But I’ve always felt like my parents earned their citizenship just getting here.  

JAMES:  And what do you do here?  

MINICUS:  I’m a civics teacher.  I teach American Government class.  All the boring stuff kids need to find out while they’re still in school.  How it works, why the Ombudsman – or Ombudsperson – is our friend, or should be.  How things are s’pozed to work… (chuckles) …and how they really do.  For instance, one young student I had, a kid named Tom, asked about getting a swimming pool on this side of town, everyone in the class started complaining it wasn’t fair because they always seemed to get passed over.  Y’know what I told ‘em?

JAMES:  Dig it yourself?

MINICUS:  (Laughs.)  Not quite.  But not a bad idea.  No, I told ‘em “that’s a bond issue – and what did we learn about passing a local bond issue to build something like a swimming pool?  What do we need?”  And we went through all the steps, and I wrote ‘em on the board, and then I said, “well, if you really want a swimming pool this is all ya gotta do.”  And they did it.  They wrote up a petition, went door-to-door after school, got all the signatures they needed, pushed it through by themselves, and got it on the ballot as their first bond issue.  And the voters passed it.  That’s how young Tom and his friends built themselves that swimming pool!

JAMES:  Amazing!  And the children will lead them…

CHRISTINE:  But only when they have a teacher or leader who cares and knows enough to inspire them to something productive.

MINICUS:  (Laughing heartily, shaking his head.)  Nobody’s ever accused me of that!  Some of the kids started callin’ me “Miraculous Minicus” back in the Sixties.  I’m not sure if it was what I did or the fact that I survived doing it.  But now-days I just start the first class with this little charade where I cut off one of my old ties.  (demonstrates with pantomime)  I have all these old ties.  (Smiles warmly at James)  Older than yours!  (Christine giggles.)  And I go through my desk, like I’m looking for something, while I’m introducing myself and explaining the syllabus, then I always seem to get my tie stuck in my top desk drawer – so I take out this big, sharp pair of shears from another drawer and I cut the tie in half.  (grins broadly)  They all think I’m pretty crazy after that!  But I don’t think that’s any inspiration.  It’s just to get their attention. 
CHRISTINE:  And it makes them laugh – while they wonder what other crazy things you’re going to do next.

MINICUS:  Sometimes we have to aim more to entertain, to have a little fun.  My biggest job is getting all my students into the classroom.  And for the ones who skip out on me, I find ‘em after auto shop or gym class and tell ‘em:  “One written page, single spaced, transcribed from any newspaper article on the front page of the newspaper for every one of my classes you’ve missed.  (Takes out a little attendance book from his back pocket.)  Then I count out how many times they’ve skipped class and tell ‘em how many pages I need.  And they do it, and they learn a little bit that they maybe wouldn’t have.  If I can get these kids to just read the newspaper, that’s something, anyway.  It’s a start.

JAMES:  But don’t the other faculty think you’re a bit eccentric, Minicus?
MINICUS:  (Muses.)  Never thought to ask.  But during the Vietnam war, when I was telling all the 17 and 18 year-old boys that if they got drafted, they should go to Canada, instead, because that was a bad, bad war – though they just called it a police action – and for no real advantage that anyone could see, except the big oil companies who wanted to drill along their Outer Continental Shelf off the South Vietnamese shore and knew that the Communists would nationalize their oil platforms and refineries and all, if they took over.

CHRISTINE:  And your school administration, they let you tell the young men this?

MINICUS:  They weren’t very keen on it, and no they didn’t want me to.  Suspended me several times.  Had to shut me down, I s’poze.  (chuckles)  Mighta’ started another political movement like Alice’s Restaurant or those two kids across town that wore their black arm-bands, got suspended and took their fight all the way to the U.S. Supreme Court, same as Dr. Griffin’s wife had, and they won, too:  Tinker versus the Des Moines Independent School District.  I was good friends with Max Palmer, one of the teachers originally listed in the suit.

CHRISTINE:  But your being a little eccentric made your comments about the war a little more agréable [palatable] for them, even so?

JAMES:  They probably figured that any guy who had to cut off his tie because he couldn’t open the drawer he got it stuck in was so nutty that the students didn’t give you much credibility, anyway.
MINICUS:  Sometimes if you want to make something happen, you’ve got to go about it a new way, because that’s the only way to get it done.  Like our swimming pool.  The high school youth had to ask the people to put up that bond money, not some school administrator or even us teachers.  Y’see?  Parents respect their own kids more than they do us.  It’s gotta be their kids’ idea, then if it’s reasonable, they’ll typically do it.  But the young people, they have to own it first.

CHRISTINE:  Maybe you really are pretty miraculous, Minicus!

MINICUS:  Well, high school kids aren’t usually very interested in civics or the government or even American history unless you make it real for them, where they can feel the effect.  Nobody gets through to every student, either.  We so-called expounders of wisdom and information really just try to take what students we can and do whatever we can for them.  The real miracle is when different teachers help other students, and we all do our jobs, and nobody falls through the cracks.  And that is a miracle if we get through a whole year or a whole semester and nobody falls through the cracks or gets so far behind they give up, drop out, and can never get a decent job because they don’t even have a high school diploma.  So it doesn’t matter which teacher does what, just as long as one more kid finds their way into their classroom.  Then what matters is whether we are any good at doin’ our job teachin’ ‘em once we finally get ‘em in the door.  (Looks over at someone or something offstage, then back to them.)  And now my latest vic–  I mean challenge…

CHRISTINE:  (Shaking MINICUS’ hand)  Keep up the good work, Minicus!  It was a pleasure to meet you!

JAMES:  (Also shaking his hand)  Teachers of the world unite!  Your audiences are at hand – and your scissors!

[MINICUS turns and walks offstage, yelling ahead at two students he has been lying in wait for as he exits.]

MINICUS:  Hello, there, young ladies.  Amazing how good an ice cream cone sounds on a day a after such a hot afternoon as today, isn’t it?  Almost a sure guarantee any ice cream lovers’d just have to stop down on Drake Street for a cone.  Even during one of my make-up classes.  

Scene 6
[CHRISTINE and JAMES continue forward while lights come up on SUE LUTHENS, a forty-something Caucasian woman standing below the silhouette of a football goal post, wearing a referee jersey and a whistle on a chain around her neck.]

SUE:  (Rushing toward them waving frantically)  Off the field!  You’re interrupting the game.  We have a football game going on here!  (Sees the way they are dressed.)  We have an American football game going on here.  (Turns and delivers one short whistle off in the direction behind her, rotating her arms and pointing to herself, then yelling to someone offstage in that direction.)  Mr. Schultheis, will you take over for me?  I think these folks may need an escort off the field.  (Nods back to someone offstage.)

JAMES:  (Looking up at the goal post)  Oh no, luv, we’re on their playing field.  (Seeing SUE running toward them, grabbing CHRISTINE’s arm, pulling her back a couple steps as SUE comes up to them.)  Hello, there!  How was the game going before we so unfortunately and quite accidentally interrupted?  So sorry!

SUE:  (Grabbing his other hand, laughing, loud at first, then almost whispering to them so the unseen football players and other referees and fans, etc., won’t overhear her)  Typical Englishman!  Doesn’t know what a football field looks like.  (To them, personally)  I think I know where you two are from – the when more than the where.  But I’m not supposed to say who told me to be on the look-out.  I always help ref the local games at our own stadium.  I’m one of the school counselors here, now, so I’m helping the football team and I’m a good enough fan I know most all the rules for high school.  (They stop holding hands but continue to walk together away from the football field.  SUE looks both ways for traffic.)  Ya’ gotta’ be careful crossin’ Drake Street, these days!  Too much traffic.  Too many cars.  Ugh.  Anyway, you’re looking for some of the amazing people around these parts and I know a guy from the West Des Moines Dixie Land Band who teaches in our east-side schools, teaches music.  I think you might want to meet him.

JAMES:  Is he a friend of Speck Red?

SUE:  I’ve never asked him, but I can’t see why not.  Jazz and Blues used to get along pretty well.  And both of those guys are in the same – how would you call it – their dimension?  (to CHRISTINE)  You know!

CHRISTINE:  (Pondering, realizing she does.)  I think I do!  But what about you?  Besides being an American football referee in the evenings and a school counselor by day, is there anything else that you’ve done – why you’re here this evening?

SUE:  Well, not yet, that I know of.  I’m just a simple Mom with three amazing, beautiful children of my own.  My life’s in no way perfect, but I think we’re a pretty happy lot.  I love ‘em more than anything in the world, though.  I think that’s why I decided to become a high school student counselor, to help other kids who aren’t as fortunate as my own, to be there to listen to them, too.  And ref’ their games to show ‘em, you know, that I really care about their world and their football scholarships, and I do.  I help the coaches here with that, too, when I need to, or they need to.  But if ya’ can’t beat up the football coaches, then who can ya’ hit these days?  (Punches JAMES in the arm, eliciting an “Owww,” then opening an imaginary door to Junior High School Building and holding it open for CHRISTINE and JAMES)  Here we go.  One of my favorite old junior high schools!  They lost their funding in the last round of budget cuts, so the orchestra class meets in the evenings as an Orchestra Club.  They should still have about ten minutes left, if Nick’s not workin’ ‘em right to the last minute of their session.  Maybe it’s supposed to be called a Club Meeting.  Like a meeting of the strings…

CHRISTINE:  (Smiling at the pun)  Even if you don’t know what great things a school counselor actually helps students with, even if you never see the effect of anything you do, in the final analysis, Miss…

SUE:  Sue – just call me Sue.  But don’t sue me!

JAMES:  (Laughing)  Maybe after you rule the coaches, you’ll rule the school board, itself!

SUE:  I’ve been turning down that extra-work scenario for my own kids’ sake.  I like us having meals together and politics at any level takes ya’ away from that table more nights than not.

CHRISTINE:  Which is the whole point of why you’re here to start with, isn’t it, Sue?

SUE:  More or less, yeah.  (Opening second imaginary door, to Jr. High School auditorium)  Here ya’ go.  (Peers inside, then steps back to let them in.  The song, “Try to Remember” is being played by an unseen orchestra and they stand together silently waiting for the music to subside.)  Shhh.  Just a minute.  They’re near a breaking point.

Scene 7
[Lights come up on orchestra conductor NICK MAUGHAN, a big-framed and almost completely bald fifty-something Caucasian male, with a very diverse-looking junior high school orchestra of about 12 students with a lone string bass player who is an African American male wearing baggy trousers and a baseball cap worn backwards.  In a reprise of the Chorus, on the second refrain, a violinist turns slightly towards SUE, winks and breaks on a higher note.  With an “Aaaaargh!” NICK waves for everyone to stop while the violin section giggles.]  

NICK:  OK, let’s not break an ear-drum on that second refrain.  That’s an emotional note, so bear into it a little more.  Don’t shy off on it.  (Sees that the orchestra students are whispering, nodding or pointing to someone behind him, then turning around.)  Why, hello, Ms. Luthens!  (Turning back to the orchestra students) Ms. Luthens, a high school guidance counselor, whom maybe some of you may have to visit with next year.  (Turning back to Sue, teasing.) Just think of her as your friendly east-side college scholarship locator service!

SUE:  Now wait a minute, Mr. Maughan.  I don’t need any more titles.  Counselor and Mom are already full-time jobs without being Ms. Locator Service, too.  I’ll help people who are willing to do some of their own lifting, first.   

NICK:  And I thought that’s all high school counselors did was help students do everything!  Silly me.

SUE:  They key word is help.  Not do-for.  Hey, I gotta’ get back to the game.  It’s almost half time and I’m serving hot-dish for the volunteer referees.  They say we always have the best spread in town.  We really feed ‘em.  (Motioning for JAMES and CHRISTINE to go on ahead of her) But these folks here – from wherever they’re from – would probably like to sit in on a few bars of your practice trying to remember, right?

NICK:  Something like that, but we’re still a little squeaky.  We’ll take care of your visitors and let you take care of that hot-dish.  (Waves to her as SUE pats JAMES and CHRISTINE on the backs and turns, exiting through the imaginary doorways, back in the direction of the football field.  To James and Christine)  Now that is one of the finest people you’ll ever meet, and always there to help ya, and nice about it.  Sue still lays down the law, y’know, but she’s still incredibly nice about it.  Wish more people could be like that.  World’d be a better place.

CHRISTINE:  That’s why men shouldn’t fear women in high public office.  They may even, how do you say it?  Class up the place?

JAMES:  “Da Joint.”  Class up “da joint” – is how dey’d say that…

NICK:  I dunno.  I like her version.  (points his baton at CHRISTINE’s hand)  Well, from the looks of things, I’d say (turns back to the orchestra) this nice European couple just became a real couple, as in for life, cuz they’re engaged! (looks back over his shoulder to CHRISTINE)  Right?  (nods when he sees he’s right, turning back to the students)  And that usually means a special treat, if I’m not mistaken.  So let’s see what we’ve got.  (looks though a stack of sheet music, finds a set, hands part of it to the first chair violinist and the other portion to the first and only chair viola, who both read the covers and pass along the different parts to the other orchestra members, with nobody getting up out of their chairs)  This is an interesting piece, has a lot of emotion, plus it lets me whistle at the end.  (pulls a clown’s plastic red nose on a rubber band out of a pocket and puts it on while all the students in the orchestra giggle or chuckle, then turns to JAMES and CHRISTINE)  Whenever I did my rinky-dink piano, I’d slip this on and just be playin’ away, then turn and smile at the audience – catch ‘em totally by surprise!  (CHRISTINE and JAMES laugh, taken by surprise, and he takes off the clown nose, turning back to the orchestra students.)  But this song needs a piano, and I can’t conduct with my baton and play a piano at the same time… (looking sternly at the second chair violinist)  …just like you can’t chew gum and play the violin at the same time, cuz I see it go up  (imitating with his baton as the violin) and down… (the second chair violinist takes the gum out of her/his mouth and puts it in a piece of paper, laying it up on the ledge of their music stand.)  So… I think I’m gonna need a little bit of extra-special help here.  (Looks upward in a kind of pleasant, prayerful silent supplication, then turns to look at JAMES)  You guys haven’t already met Des Moines’ all-time best jazz pianist, Speck Red – have ya, yet?

JAMES:  Yes, but it wouldn’t hurt my dance card any if you knew how to…

[Enter SPECK RED, pushing in an upright piano on wheels, shaking his head in disbelief.]

SPECK:  Whadda’ they think I am, the only professional entertainer in town?  Well, I guess if Nickie really thought he was good enough for ya, he’d be singing this and not contractin’ it out to me.  Whadda’ we got her, Nick?  Pretty good lookin,’ smart lookin’ group a’ kids.  There’s my friends Christine and James.  They came all the way over from France and England to hear us play a soulful tune or two.  (NICK hands him some sheet music.)  Aha!  My ol’ friend Otis Redding’s most well-remembered song.  And a sad one.  He recorded this a week before the plane crash when he died.  Never got to hear it mixed, himself.  I mighta’ otherwise preferred “Mister Pitiful,” but this’ll do nicely.  (Looks up at the bass player)  Got a good bass line to it, too.  In fact, you lead.

NICK:  That’s right, so are we ready?  (Everybody, including SPECK, nods and sits ready, prepared to begin playing.)  O.K.  (Nods toward bass player and brings up his baton.)  With soul, like it really means somethin’ to ya!  (Begins the first down stroke of his baton for the bass intro to “(Sittin’ on the) Dock of the Bay,” with SPECK singing, which is really what NICK didn’t want to do.  Throughout the song, the bass player gets more and more excited and involved in playing, as if that one moment is a turning point or the beginning of what will become a life career for him, and he’s just beginning to realize that, all of which NICK and SPECK seem to take in and enjoy, watching the other orchestra members with the same pride and delight as they try to follow the score and play their own key parts as well as they can.)  

SPECK:  Sittin in the mornin’ sun,

I’ll be sittin when the evenin’ comes, 

Watchin’ the ships roll in,

Then I’ll watch ‘em roll away, again

Yeah!  Sittin’ on the dock of the bay

Watchin’ the tide roll away, 

I’m just sittin on the dock of the bay

Wastin’ time.

I left my home in Georgia,

Headed for the Frisco bay.

I had nothing to live for,

Look like nothin’s gonna come my way,

So I’m just gon’ sit on the dock of the bay

Watching the tide roll away

Sittin’ on the dock of the bay

Wastin’ time.

Looks like nothin’s gonna change.

Everything still remains the same.

I can’t do what ten people tell me to do

So I guess I’ll remain the same.  Yeah!

Sittin’ here restin’ my bones,

And this loneliness won’t leave me alone,

Yes.  Two thousand miles I roamed

Just to make this dock my home

Now I’m just gon’ sit on the dock of the bay

Watching the tide roll away

Sittin’ on the dock of the bay (slowing down the tempo on the piano, following Nick’s baton)  Wastin’ time! (All the students in the orchestra “help” NICK whistle the end, drowning him out, to which NICK frowns non-seriously, then speaking to the students when the song is finished.)  You kids done that real good.  I’m proud of ya’ all!  And Mr. Maughan, I think you may just have a potential great bassist over there.  You’re gettin’ the rhythm down real nice.  (Nodding to the bass player, who formally bows back to him.)

NICK:  Thank you, Speck.  (To students.)  Are we lucky to have a visitor like Speck Red today, or what?  (They all cheer with “YES” and “Thank you Mr. Red” and “Thanks, Speck!” while JAMES and CHRISTINE quietly applaud.)  

SPECK:  (Watching JAMES and CHRISTINE after nodding to each of the students.)  Now, you other visitors don’t wanna’ be later for your ride – to the end of the ride, as it were – so we’d better not keep ya.  And these kids, now, I think it’s time to end their session.

NICK:  That’s right.  It’s a wrap.  Thanks, again, Speck.  (To CHRISTINE and JAMES, pulling out his clown nose.)  Good to meet you.  Hope you enjoyed the last song more than the first.

JAMES:  They did a hundred percent better finding the right notes.

CHRISTINE:  I think your nose inspired them.

JAMES:  (To CHRISTINE)  They followed his nose!

CHRISTINE:  Ugh!  (Tugging his arm back the way they came in as lights over SPECK, NICK and the orchestra students fades out)  Somehow I think you’ve already been exposed to waaaaay too much American TV already!

[They go through the two imaginary doors, almost all the way to where they met SUE, then turn left and continue on their way…]

Scene 8
[Enter GEORGE WASHINGTON CARVER, age sixty-something, and HENRY A. WALLACE, now fifty-something, walking upstage to look out over a test crop of corn together.  Looking toward or through the audience, they appear to be looking out over a splendid field of sweet corn.  They apparently don’t see JAMES and CHRISTINE.]
GEORGE:  Well, Henr— Mr. Vice President.

HENRY:  Vice President Elect.  I’m still just the sect-of-ag, ‘ere.

GEORGE:  Yes, Mister Secretary.

HENRY:  Yes Mister Great Scientist!

GEORGE:  Okay, I get the point.  Why’d ya invite me out here, Henry?  It’s nice to be back and all, but what does this test crop of yours gotta’ do with anything?

HENRY:  I guess it’s my kinda’ different way of sayin’ thanks.  I guess I’ve owed you that much since forever, George.  Mister Carver, Sir!

GEORGE:  (Feigns a heart palpitation.)  Did the Vice President Elect just call me Sir?   You know what’s funny, Henry, besides some day a few months from now you’re gonna’ become the second most powerful person on the planet, which is kinda’ refreshing, is that you’re a lot like your Dad.  And I like that.  I like that a lot!

HENRY:  Thanks.  I miss him, too.  Wonder what he’d say if he were here, now.  Got a lotta’ questions I could ask him, too.  And he’d have the answers, more or less.

GEORGE:  Yep.  More or less, he would.  Y’know, before I forget, I’ve got a message for ya.  A message from Chicago.
HENRY:  I don’t even recall how Chicago’s delegates voted at the convention, and haven’t talked to any of ‘em since, I don’t think.  And that wasn’t even six months ago.  Must be early senility settin’ in.

GEORGE:  That or just plain tired!  No, when I got into the Chicago train station yesterday, I decided – I’d decided this I think ten years ago, always wanted to do it, but waited ‘till I was old enough, maybe, I wouldn’t have to worry I was comin’ through that way for a while.  

HENRY:  What’d ya decide to do?

GEORGE:  Well, for once, with all the politicians in their fedorahs packed up there around the front car, waiting for all the important people, so the press could get their picture with the great scientist, as you put it, I decided to get off the back of the train an’ play ‘em a little trick.  Ya’ see, I got a big ol’ one-gallon can of peanut butter, and I brought that, along with a tin of soda crackers.  Brand new ones.  Nice’n salty.  So I get off the back of the train and look on up ahead and I see those politicians all loooooking at everybody walking by ‘em at that point.  Then they go on inside the train car!  I haven’t had a chuckle like that for a long time.  Then I start goin’ along the edge of the back of the crowd, passin’ out my peanut butter cookies, of sorts.  An’ everybody loved ‘em.  They’re good!

HENRY:  So one of these politicians you apparently admired so much…  

GEORGE:  The message?  I was comin’ to that.  I came up on the fellah right back behind all the city wardsmen and all, and I handed him a cracker and he very quietly said “Thank you, Dr. Carver.  Welcome to Chicago.”  And I asked him, quietly, how he knew me, and he told me how he came down from Michigan, working for the big auto companies, came down to Chicago to see me here at the train station, hearin’ on the radio which train I’d be on.  (Looks at Henry intently.)  And he had these really well-worn crutches.  Ye’ seen ‘em like that before?  Worn down in quite a way on the handles like ya know he’s been on ‘em for a few years or better.  
HENRY:  Yeah.  Yeah, I have.

GEORGE:  Well, this guy’s hands were probably twice what ours are, see?  Huge!  Because of those crutches.  And he explained to me that he was from Southern Iowa, and I said why I was going here, and he told me all about what he was doing, trying to reinvent the clutch system somehow for automobiles, if that was possible.  And then the politicians found me and you could tell they were mad, but not in front of the press.  But before I left he tol’ me, “Tell the Vice President he’s doin’ just great!”  And so that’s the message.  From Southern Iowa – via Chicago.  And for all the people I met that day, he’s one of the few names I can still remember.  Roscoe from Southern Iowa.  

HENRY:  (Trying into think if he ever knew anyone by that name, repeating it like a chant, as if that will help.)  Roscoe from Southern Iowa...  No.  Don’t think I’ve had the honor… (Looking out over the field of corn.)  I’m just glad I learned at an early age how every grain has its value.  People are like that, too.  
GEORGE:  Yes, they are.  (Points to the field of corn.)  Y’know, Henry, sometimes that field a’ corn’s like you are.  In the wrong weather, the wrong temperature, it won’t do as well.  Let it be where it belongs, it does fine.  I know you ain’t no politician, but I think you’ll do the world some good bein’ Vice President.  I really do.  Ya’ got the right heart for it.
HENRY:  Maybe that’s why the President has started callin’ me “Old Man Common Sense” every time I walk into a room these days.

GEORGE:  Y’see, now, that’s a politician.  And he’s the best there is!  New York.  But what I’m sayin’ here is that it’s great when ya’ got some plan for the seven good years and the seven lean, but when ya’ go callin’ it the Joseph Plan, then ya’ lose ‘em.  Tell ya’ the truth, Mister Vice President, I don’t mind, cuz they think you’re referrin’ to us.  Y’know – us!  Think you singin’ some gospel song they don’t get, like ol’ Harriet…
HENRY:  People are that afraid of me?

GEORGE:  No, it’s your ideas.  You’re about change.  And you’re effective.  Ruthlessly effective.  You’re gonna’ threaten the way they do things, maybe…  Just be careful, keep your eyes open.  Be mindful.  That’s all.  Now why did you bring me out here?  Shouldn’t this test plot ‘a been at least picked, if not cut down by now? 

HENRY:  I asked ‘em to hold this one off.  Don’t exert any influence much in the Company and when I do, it sounds pretty quirky.  But there is a reason.

GEORGE:  Which would be?

HENRY:  George, when I was five years old you allowed me to follow you around and talk to you and ask you questions.

GEORGE:  Anybody’d ‘a thought we were best friends or somethin.’

HENRY:  You were kind to me.  And it was genuine.  Not because Father said so.  I never much understood why.
GEORGE:  Oh, you wasn’t a bad kid!  And you father, Henry C., he was a nice man.  Better than most any, in either party!  He explained to me in a letter when he found out my homestead was pretty well wiped out by the dust bowl for the third year in a row, and says to me that I should come on back to Iowa, if I would like, and house with you all for a while, and seek a professorship, which he would lobby for aggressively…
HENRY:  …When you knew the man never lobbied for a thing in his life…

GEORGE:  Well, no, I didn’t know, and probably for the better.  I took him up on that, though.  He let me keep my self-respect, cuz this was my own farm and it didn’t work out like I’d dreamed and all.  And when I got here he tells me, privately, that I am not supposed to think I have to help Mother with clearin’ the dishes or any chores.  He tells me I’m here like one of the greatest scientists in the whole wide world happened to be me and I happened to be him.  Like that.  And that it’d be an insult to your whole family if I didn’t understand I was here on your honor, not mine.

HENRY:  Yeah, he could turn a rule inside out and still be right.

GEORGE:  Probably why he did it, then.  Y’see, your Dad’s point, Henry, was that people just gotta’ look past all this artificial stuff.  I could forget I was born a slave if others ‘d let me.  Your Dad, Henry C., he demanded that.  He understood, though I can’t say why.  He was a wiser man than he ever let on.  And so I helped you out a’ my own personal and real gratitude to your Dad.  And I don’t think he schemed it that-way.  It just worked out right.  And nobody had ta’ call it the Joseph Plan.  But I ask ya a third, why are we here, Henry?  Could be sittin’ in your parlor.  
HENRY:  Because this is the last company test plot on Drake Street and I’ve given orders to sell it open-market.  (Waves to the unseen houses.)  Let one of these folks along here build a house – or start a business, open ta’ the traffic.  Give it back to the neighborhood, you know!

GEORGE:  You’re a pretty good student, Henry.

HENRY:  That’s what ya’ get when ya’ got the best teachers, George.

GEORGE:  Well, that sure is nice corn.  (Looks at it closely.)  They musta’ not known it was yours, Mister Vice President.

HENRY:  (Laughing)  And how’s that?

GEORGE:  Otherwise, it woulda’ been picked clean two hours after your election, as a Roosevelt souvenir! 

[Light over GEORGE and HENRY begins to fade.]

HENRY:  Well, that ‘r they just they waited a few days outta’ respect…

[GEORGE slaps HENRY on the back, laughing and shaking his head at HENRY’s optimism as lights over them fade out.] 
Scene 9
[Lights come back to full on CHRISTINE and JAMES holding hands, watching.]
CHRISTINE:  (Sighs, thoughtful but sad.)   They make it look so simple, don’t they?
JAMES:  When it’s not?

CHRISTINE:  When it is and it isn’t.

JAMES:  They were both just lucky, right?  I mean, that’s what it’s all about is luck!

CHRISTINE:  No, it’s not luck at all.  (Steps back and looks at him quizzically.)  They were both lucky to have a friend like Henry’s Dad and whatever-he-was in the Government.  But that’s not luck.  That’s skill.

JAMES:  I know.  And I guess with my little family thing I’ve been more skillful than lucky, but business is risky.  It get’s lucky-ish feeling sometimes.

CHRISTINE:  I have a feeling neither Mr. Carver nor Mr. Wallace needed to depend on luck for their inventions.

JAMES:  No, but it still mighta’ helped!

[Lights come up on a shiny new early 1950s police cruiser, accompanied by an OLD IRISH OFFICER, age unknown, already standing there next to the cruiser, watching them.]
OLD IRISH OFFICER:  Hey, there, you two!  It’s gettin’ late.  You people know where ye happen ta be goin’?
JAMES: For the first time in a long time, I do.  (Smiles at CHRISTINE and then kisses her on the cheek.)

OLD IRISH OFFICER:  Well, then – but it’s still gettin’ dark.  

CHRISTINE:  We are looking for someone, James.  (To the OLD IRISH OFFICER) “The lady at the end of the ride?”

OLD IRISH OFFICER:  The tickets, of course…  Okay.  My evenin’s pretty light.  But I normally wouldn’t do this.  Get on in.  (Opens his own door.)  I’ll take ya over t’ the Midway at the Fairgrounds.  See the lady statue.  That’s what they all wanna’ see.  The lady at the end a’ her ride.  (Shakes his head, dubiously.)  Can’t say why, though.

JAMES:  (Opening the door for CHRISTINE, as she enters the cruiser)  Is it far, these fair grounds?  And is the Park Fair by that?

OLD IRISH OFFICER:  (Shaking his head, smiling)  We’ll be there in no time.
JAMES:  (After entering the cruiser, pulling the back door shut, looking around the car, intrigued by the old style seats and windows.)  Nice ol’ classic, this!

OLD IRISH OFFICER:  (Over his shoulder, shifting up into next higher gear.)  Hey, Buddy!  Newest car in the fleet. I’m lucky t’ get it tonight.  This here’s a 1950 Buick Roadmaster with the new Dynaflow transmission.  Takes a little gettin’ used to, but it’s the way all cars’ll be some day.  (Picking up his microphone, radioing the dispatch.)  I have two European tourists en route to Fairgrounds, eastbound on Drake Street.
VOICE OVER RADIO:  (A female voice)  Roger, Car Number Seventeen.

OLD IRISH OFFICER:  Roger that, Ethyl.  (Loud static erupts from the radio and he laughs and puts the microphone back.)  We tell her she looks like Ethyl Merman.  Shy girl.  Real name’s Betty.  (He muses on that, lost in thought.)

CHRISTINE:  And what do you know about Drake Street, Officer?

OLD IRISH OFFICER:  (Thinks for several moments as if reconsidering a span of local history in the course of a few seconds.)  Well, Hmmm…Y’know…I’ve seen people get killed on this street.  Once I seen somebody kill another officer.  That was tough.  And I’ve seen us.  The way we handle it, or maybe can’t, sometimes.  Or some of the ol’ Haters.  Hate never did anybody any good, but some folks still carry it around in their belly.  Me, I think life’s short enough as ‘t is.  Still, it gets a little rough, sometimes, on any street, this street included.  But you two now, ye’ just waltzed through some of our toughest neighborhoods, yourselves, tonight.  Whaddye’ think a’ that?  Ye didn’t see any pushers or prostitutes?  Any a’ that?
JAMES:  (Looks at Christine before responding.)  Must not have been part of our tour.  (Aside to CHRISTINE.)  They certainly weren’t on our map…

CHRISTINE:  I think we saw the Other Side of the Street today!  (Smiles at JAMES privately.)  And now I think I know who we’ll find to redeem those tickets.  (JAMES looks at her confused and she leans over and hugs him, laughing.)  

OLD IRISH OFFICER:  (Shifting down, braking)  And here we are.  You weren’t too far from it.  Just go through that gate and across the field, there.  You’ll see it.  But after that, you’ll need a way to get to wherever you’re going.  It’s gonna’ be gettin’ pretty dark soon.  I think I’ll stop by (nods as they pass by) that east-side officer’s club and take in a game of pool, call the missus, let her know I’m fine.  You two stop back by if you need a place to call a cab from, or anything.  (Brakes and stops the car, shifting it into park, waiting and watching in his rear-view mirror while JAMES opens the door to get out.)  Take care, now – especially ‘f each other!

JAMES:  (Shutting the door after CHRISTINE and he are out of the cab.)  Thank you, officer!  (They turn and begin walking away as police cruiser drives off or fades out.  Aside to CHRISTINE as if the officer might still hear him)  A good and noble Irish cop, and I didn’t even get his name!
CHRISTINE:  That sounds like an awfully typical British attitude, to me.  (Points ahead)  See, there she is – the lady statue, just like he said. 
Scene 10
[They approach a statue upstage of a woman in the cockpit of the midsection of a bi-plane.]  

JAMES:  What a perfect inscription.

CHRISTINE:  (Reading the inscription.)  “To young Amelia Earhart, who saw her first flying machine on this field at age eight at the Iowa State Fair.”

JAMES:  Even if we don’t redeem the tickets, I guess I see why –

CHRISTINE:  She was their hero and their martyr.  They all prayed for her when she disappeared.  And they never found out for sure if she crashed at sea or got stranded on some little island a hundred miles off course.  (Taking out the tickets and looking at them to see if there are any further instructions.)  Or if she even survived.

[The tickets sparkle and lightning flashes, followed by a deep rolling thunder.  The statue lights up as AMELIA, a real woman in the biplane, looking up at the sky and the weather.]
AMELIA:  I guess I’ve flown worse before.  (sees CHRISTINE and JAMES)  I always come back, you know.  As often as I can, anyway.  As long as that mayor and his different governors keep mailing out their little promotional brochures, it gives me a chance to come back and visit, if I can get somebody to slip the tickets in the right envelope.  (to CHRISTINE)  Now I need your tickets – for the next lucky couple.

JAMES:  How do you do it, if we might ask?
AMELIA:  Well, a secret wouldn’t be a secret any more if I told you, would it?

JAMES:  No, but… Yes, but that’s not—

AMELIA and CHRISTINE together:  C`est une affaire de femme!  [It’s a woman thing!]

JAMES:  Well, I don’t know about that.  But certainly, Ms. Earhart, may we ask?

AMELIA:  Some things are better left unknown.  If we find what we’re looking for, or even if we don’t, at least we tried.  Right?  (Lightning flashes and thunder rolls.  There is a momentary gust of wind which subsides.  Thinking back.)  I was so tired and I’d gotten off-compass, somehow, and the fuel was pretty low.  I started looking for an island, any island.  And I made it, myself.  I survived the crash.  But there I was alone and alone doesn’t always seem worth surviving.  (Looks down at JAMES with a sad smile.)  So as long as I can come back once in a while, see friends like you down by the old riverbed, (mocking his English) and all that, helping people carry their sacks of potatoes... It’s not a bad ride for the money.  Better than everything you’ve both already seen a hundred times before in Amsterdam or wherever else you might have met.  And I like it here.
CHRISTINE:  (Handing AMELIA the tickets.)  Is there anything we can do for you?

AMELIA:  Yes, there is.  But I’m sure you’ll figure that out, some day, on your own.  And try to keep the little children from jumping off their garage roofs, okay?

JAMES:  (Saluting her RAF-style)  Fly safely, Amelia!

AMELIA:  Enjoy my little Iowa city, if it suits your taste.  (To JAMES, pointing)  I like that bowtie.  Rustic.  Well, maybe I’ll see ya’ around.  Hope you stick around.  (winks)  I’ll be back!

[Her plane lifts off and/or those lights fade out.  JAMES and CHRISTINE walk downstage, holding hands as they peer out over the audience.]

CHRISTINE:  (Cuddling up to him as he puts his arm around her.)  Nice evening for a walk, James.

JAMES:  I know what you mean.  The wind’s just right.  (CHRISTINE leans her head on his shoulder and a sudden wind gusts, though with much less severity than before.)  I meant to tell you that I really appreciate something you did for me.

CHRISTINE:  What was that, my love?

JAMES:  Coming twelve billion kilometers to meet me in Des Moines.

CHRISTINE:  But of course, darling.  You had tickets to Drake Street!
[Night falls.  Final curtain falls.]
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