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London, 1830.  A summer evening.  

A lower-class streetscape of stone, gutter, dust, and refuse.  A central wall displays shreds and layers of old broadsides, none of which we can read.
Much transient activity as a CROWD mills about, several PAPERMONGERS and a BALLAD-SINGER walk through, plying their trade.

Among the CROWD are two young PARLOR-MAIDS, eager to make the most of their night off, and an OLDER COUPLE.

A ragged WAIF shuffles through the CROWD, largely ignored by everyone else.  

   ACT I OPENING NUMBER: BY MY WORD!
ENSEMBLE

WHAT’s THE WORD?

WHAT’S THE WORD ON THE STREET —— ?

 —— ON THE STREETS OF LONDON!

WHAT’S THE WORD ON THE STREET —— ?

 —— ON THE STREETS OF LONDON!

FIRST PAPERMONGER  

(Holding up broadside —— we can read the word “ROMANCE”)

Broadsides!  

All the latest romances!

Ha’pence!  Ha’pence!  Ha’pence!

Humor!  Sentiment!  As you like ‘em!

BUY MY WORDS!







(*Clink* of coins into his cup as several buy his broadside)

BALLAD-SINGER

(Holding up broadside —— we can read “BALLADS”)

BUY MY SONGS!

I’ve got All the latest ballads ——

short and long!

FIRST PAPERMONGER


BALLAD-SINGER (Cont’d)

Ha’pence!



HA’PENNY!  

Ha’pence!



HA’PENNY!  

Ha’pence!



HA’PENNY!  

(*Clink* of coins into his cup as several of CROWD buy his ballads)

SECOND PAPERMONGER

(Holding up broadside —— “SCANDAL”)

Broadside!  Flaming scandal!

Bawdy love notes sent on the sly by a Baronet to his parlor-maid!

(THE PARLOR-MAIDS giggle and eagerly buy this broadside —— *Clink*)

FIRST PAPERMONGER

  BALLAD-SINGER
  
  SECOND PAPERMONGER

Ha’pence!


HA’PENNY!


HAlFAPENNY!

Ha’pence!


HA’PENNY!


HAlFAPENNY!

ONLY



JUST A


BUT A LITTLE 

HA’PENCE!


HA’PENNY!


HAlFAPENNY!

Ha’pence!


HA’PENNY!


HAlFAPENNY!

BUY MY WORDS!







BUY MY SONG!






READ IT NOW!

SING ALONG!

ALL ENSEMBLE

WHAT’s THE WORD?

Watch your words!
SECOND PAPERMONGER

(Holding up broadside —— “DYING WORDS”)

Final Confessions Of The Convicts!  Dying Words From Newgate!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

(To FIRST PARLOR-MAID)

Oh, let’s buy this one, dearie.

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(*Clink* —— Buys broadside, looks it over)
Wait a minute!  What do you mean —— “Dying words?”  This convict won’t be put to death till next week!

SECOND PAPERMONGER

(Has their coin, no need to hide anything from CROWD)

Ah, don’t you know I’m a fortune teller, too?

(CROWD enjoys THE PARLOR-MAIDS being taken)

ALL PAPERMONGERS

JUST SHOUT ‘EM!  TOUT ‘EM!  tease ‘em!  Talk ‘em!

FIRST PAPERMONGER  

(Holding up broadside —— “LONELY HEART”)  

Romance Of The Dustman’s Daughter —— New Story! —— Being The Lamentations Of A Lonely Heart Who Would Give Ten Shillings For A Kiss!

OLDER WOMAN

(Having already bought one —— *Clink* —— looks it over)

Hold on!  This is the same story I bought from you last week!

FIRST PAPERMONGER

Oh, no, ma’am...  That was the Romance of Ratcatcher’s Daughter.  This be the Romance of the Dustman’s Daughter.  That’s an entirely different daughter, that is.

(CROWD enjoys the OLDER WOMAN being taken)

ALL PAPERMONGERS

JUST tease ‘em!  Talk ‘em!  squeeze ‘em!  HAWK ‘EM!

THIRD PAPERMONGER

(Holding up broadside —— “MONSTER SEEN”)

News from Scotland!  Giant Serpent seen at Loch Ness!  Thirty foot long!  Monster Fish!

OLDER MAN

(Having already bought one —— *Clink* —— looks it over)

Monster...?  Malarkey!  I want my money back!

THIRD PAPERMONGER

Not at all, guv’nor.  Why, I seen the giant serpent meself!

(Suddenly pointing)

Look! There it is now!

(OLDER MAN looks —— “Eh?” —— THIRD PAPERMONGER bolts away, disappears into CROWD, who enjoy OLDER MAN being taken)
ALL PAPERMONGERS

JUST SHOUT ‘EM, TOUT ‘EM!

tease ‘em!  Talk ‘em!
squeeze ‘em!  HAWK ‘EM!

(Addressing audience, each waving a broadside)

why the hue and cry —— ?

why the do-or-die

for ev’ry bald-faced lie?

‘cause the truth ain’t loud enough for london!

you gotta shout bloody murder to be heard! 
FIRST PAPERMONGER


THIRD PAPERMONGER
make it big!



make it SCARy!

make it BOLD!



make it up!

PRINT ‘EM OFF!



TALK ‘EM UP!
get the penny in the cup!

SECOND PAPERMONGER
that’s how i make my living...  By my word!

FIRST PAPERMONGER


THIRD PAPERMONGER

PRINT ‘EM OFF!



TALK ‘EM UP!

get the penny in the cup!

ALL PAPERMONGERS
Yes, that’s how i make my living, by my word!

FIRST PAPERMONGER


THIRD PAPERMONGER

PRINT ‘EM OFF!



TALK ‘EM UP!

get the penny in the cup!

SECOND PAPERMONGER

this is how i make my living!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER, hefty with a pockmarked face, enters with GIBBY, tall and thin.  THEY are first to take a stable position on stage, the first to pin new broadsides on the wall.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Ah.  Warm night.  Long summer light.  All very conducive to commerce.

GIBBY

Sh-should I p-p-p-p-p-p-p... ?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Yes!  Pin ‘em up!  All along the wall now.  Big display!

(GIBBY pins up broadsides —— “ORPHAN IN THE GRAVEYARD”)
FEMALE PAPERMONGER (Cont’d)
 (Calling out)

“Orphan In The Graveyard!  Pity The Poor Child Weeping At The Gravestone!”
(To GIBBY)

Orphans and graveyards.  That always gets ‘em.

GIBBY

(Indicating the remnants of older broadsides on the wall)

Sh-should I t-t-t-t-t-t... ?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Take ‘em others all down.  We don’t want no competition tonight.
(WAIF approaches FEMALE PAPERMONGER, begging, touching her arm.  FEMALE PAPERMONGER pushes WAIF away, hardly looking at her)

Acchhh!  Off with you now!  There’s nothing for you here!

GIBBY

(His eyes following WAIF)

Oh, that p-p-p-p-p-p-p-p... !
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Poor thing —— Bah!  Put your heart in the broadsides, not on your sleeve!

GIBBY

Don’t you f-f-f-f-f-f...

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Feel sorry for her —— My arse!  I don’t like children.
GIBBY

(Gazing steadily at HER, his speech suddenly rock-solid)

Beneath that crusty shell of yours, I think you’re actually quite fond of them.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(A long puzzled look at GIBBY, then...)

Sometimes I can’t make out a word of what you’re saying.  Now keep pinning ‘em up!  Enormous displays be quite conducive to commerce...
MALE PAPERMONGER enters, hobbling on a wooden crutch, setting up on opposite end of wall.
...and lively now!  Before someone else comes along and ——

(SHE sees MALE PAPERMONGER.  He is already posting a broadside on the other end of the wall —— “CONVICT ON THE RUN”)

—— Aaach!

BALLAD-SINGER

(Reacting to this conflict with a smile, “above” them to audience)
just one YARN ain’t yarn enough for london!

just one verse ain’t SONG enough to sing!

SOLOS IN CROWD

been through fire.



been through plague.

BALLAD-SINGER

(Looking at the WAIF)

SOME poor enough to beg.

BALLAD-SINGER and ALL PAPERMONGERS

we’ll tell a tale to take you through till dawn.

we’ll sing a song that tells US life goes on.

FIRST PAPERMONGER


THIRD PAPERMONGER

PRINT ‘EM OFF,



TALK ‘EM UP ——

get the penny in the cup!

SECOND PAPERMONGER
Yes, that’s how i make my living!

WIFE enters, delivers more broadsides to her husband, the MALE PAPERMONGER.  SHE is dressed finer than anyone else on stage.  HE pins more broadsides on the wall —— “CONVICT ON THE RUN”

MALE PAPERMONGER

What kept you?  The competition is fierce!  We’ll be up all night to make a shilling... if we’re lucky.

WIFE

(Looking around her)

Oh, the smell!  Is this the best place you could find?

MALE PAPERMONGER

This is where the people are.

WIFE

Yes, well... there are people, and then there are...

(Seeing WAIF, who is approaching her)

...other creatures.

(To WAIF, almost a touch of panic)

No!  Off!  Off with you!  We’ve nothing for you here!

(WAIF withdraws, frightened herself)

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Calling out)

“Convict On The Run!  Dangerous And Desperate!  Villain On The Loose!”

(To WIFE)

I know this is a comedown for us.  But worse things could happen.

WIFE

Worse?  You’re a cripple!  If you hadn’t caught the fever in your legs, we wouldn’t be here, now would we?  Out in the gutter with all these common peddlers!
FIRST PAPERMONGER


THIRD PAPERMONGER

Common peddlers?
We ain’t common peddlers!
Common is the foodmongers...





...and the costermongers...

...for where’s the trick in what they do?

BALLAD-SINGER

NO!  It Takes no skill to fill your belly

Or to sell the bread that fills it!

BALLAD-SINGER and ALL PAPERMONGERS
but it’s MINE to earn a living...

FILLING MINDS,






FILLING HEARTS ——

BALLAD-SINGER and ALL PAPERMONGERS (Cont’d)
WITH MY wits

WITH MY ARTs!

YES, I’m proud to make 

A living with my words!

(The waves of street activity part, reveal WAIF in her desperation)
WAIF

What have i done?

run away... from a horrible place!
now I’ve done it!

face to face...
with a night all alone!
hundreds of eyes

looking through me...

none of them warm 
like they knew me...

lost in a crowd...

brings a chill to the bone!
What have i done?

where can I go?

how will I live?

what can I do?

(Street activities and bustle resume, overflow WAIF, hide HER again)
FEMALE PAPERMONGER  
  MALE PAPERMONGER 

BALLAD-SINGER
Broadsides!
Broadsides!

BALLADS!

Ha’pence!


HAlFAPENNY!


HA’PENNY!


Ha’pence!


HAlFAPENNY!


HA’PENNY!



ONLY



BUT A LITTLE 

JUST A

Ha’pence!


HAlFAPENNY!


HA’PENNY!



Ha’pence!


HAlFAPENNY!


HA’PENNY!



 OTHER PAPERMONGERS

this is how I’ll earn my bread,
till they cart me off for dead!

ALL PAPERMONGERS

It’s our job to DREAM the DREAMS of london —— !

it’s our JOY to let her VOICE be heard!

we’LL bring laughter,

we’LL bring TEARS,
and courage for your fears.

can ink and paper do this?
how absurd!
yet that’s how I make my living —— !
—— by my word!

FIRST PAPERMONGER


THIRD PAPERMONGER

PRINT ‘EM OFF,



TALK ‘EM UP ——

get the penny in the cup!

get the penny in the cup!

FIRST PAPERMONGER (Cont’d)
THIRD PAPERMONGER (Cont’d)
PRINT ‘EM OFF,



PRINT ‘EM OFF,


get the penny in the cup!

get the penny in the cup!

(Final *clink* of coins into cups)

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

“Orphan In The Graveyard!”  Being the portrait of a lonely child kneeling at a gravestone!  Oh, can’t you picture the waif...?
(The WAIF slowly approaches, unaware her movements mirror spiel)

Stumbling along the street... not a crumb to eat, yet finding the strength to walk to the churchyard.

(CROWD, including WAIF, gradually gathers around FEMALE PAPERMONGER)

No home, ‘less you call a shanty a home.  Nor a loving family, ‘less you call a big sister with a whipping stick a loving family.

(HER spell abruptly broken by voice and rhythm of MALE PAPERMONGER)

MALE PAPERMONGER

“Convict On The Run!”  Being the heart-pounding tale of a villain on the loose!  Desperate to find shelter!  Starving to take your vittles!

(MOST gradually gathers around MALE PAPERMONGER.  WAIF does not.)
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Now did I make it clear as glass that this child has lost both parents?

(CROWD moving back to FEMALE PAPERMONGER)   

Mother and father.  Never laid eyes on ‘em.  Dead as door nails.

MALE PAPERMONGER

But pity the miserable wretch on the run —— Our Convict —— !

(MOST moving back to MALE PAPERMONGER, WAIF stays near FEMALE P.M.)
Never known anything better —— the comfort of a humble home like yours, sir —— or a warm meal cooked with care like yours, ma’am —— Heaven bless us all!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

And did I mention The Orphan is shivering in the graveyard on Christmas Day?

(With strong and audible empathy, CROWD moves back to F-PAPERMONGER)

(Aside to GIBBY)

Make a note of it —— Pathos at Christmas time —— very conducive to commerce.

(GIBBY looks up briefly, scribbles this down in his notebook)
FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Oh, which one should we get, dearie?

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

I don’t know.  How many pennies have we got left?

MALE PAPERMONGER

Look!  Here come the officers —— right on The Convict’s tail —— sure to make the capture at any moment!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Losing MOST of CROWD again, in need of a new strategy, seeing WAIF)
No.  We don’t do convict stories over here.  Them’s the cheap sheets.  We sell true-to-life portraits for... 
(Indicating the WAIF, playing to the crowd)

...for a girl like this would like.  Awww...  look at them big sorry eyes.  Ain’t she cute?  Oh, I loves children, I do.  But then, who doesn’t?

GIBBY

(Sarcastic, trying to say “You don’t!”)
You do-do-do-do-do... !
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Dotes on ‘em!  I dotes on ‘em all the time, I does.
(SHE swats at GIBBY, who ducks and falls back)

I wonders if all these kind folks has the heart to buy a broadside for this little one.  Will they?  Eh?  Won’t they now?

(CROWD is touched, takes the bait, murmurs assent, gathers around)

Now then, dear child, which broadside would you like?

(WAIF moves to “ORPHAN” side, pauses, toward “CONVICT” side, pauses, then back to “ORPHAN” sheets, takes one down.)

(The CROWD laughs, expresses release of tension.  *Clinks* of coins into cup held by GIBBY as everyone buys copies.)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Aggressively moving over to MALE PAPERMONGER)

There now!  This is my corner.  Been for seven year.

MALE PAPERMONGER

I’ve as much a right as —— !
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

I does “Orphan In The Graveyard” —— I does “Poor Little Rich Boy” —— And in stormy weather, I does “The End Of The World Is Coming.”  
(Indicating GIBBY)

Any new papers will come from the pen of my ‘prentice here.
(Tears down one of the “CONVICT” sheets, tosses it on ground)

So there ain’t no room for this convict claptrap!

(To GIBBY, bidding him off, indicating their broadsides)
Now go to the print shop and get us some more Orphans!  Orphans be all the rage tonight!

(GIBBY skitters off with his notebook)
   FIRST BROADSIDE


FIRST PARLOR-MAID

“Being the portrait of a lonely child kneeling at a gravestone...”

FEMALE PAPERMONGER
sad LITTLE URCHIN
shiv’ring cold 

Weeping and wailing
seven year old... 

...may the angels look down on the poor orphan child!
ALL CROWD
...may the angels look down on the poor orphan child!
(MEMBERS OF CROWD read disjointedly at first, standing apart, then gradually gather and co-ordinate the words as they hear each other)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

“Behold the dusty village waif...”
SECOND PARLOR-MAID

 “...in age but seven years and named...”

OLDER WOMAN
“...Pip.”

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
“...Pip.”

SECOND PARLOR-MAID
“...Pip.”

WAIF
(Hidden, from within the CROWD)

“Pip!”

(EVERYONE looks around to see where that voice came from)
OLDER WOMAN

“...for that was all that her infant tongue could make of the name her Mamma left her.  So she called herself...”

WAIF

(Pushing through the CROWD into view)

“Pip.”

OLDER WOMAN

“...and came to be called...”

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
(Reading sharp and angry as SISTER)

“Pi-i-i-p!”

OLDER MAN

“That being her big sister, who brung her up with a heavy hand...”

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
(as SISTER)

“Where are you?”

   PIP IN THE GRAVEYARD



  

OLDER WOMAN

“...which drove Pip to take refuge in the graveyard...”

(WAIF finds or creates a “doll” out of an unlikely object —— clutches it, nestles into hiding)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
(as SISTER)

“Pi-i-i-i-i-i-p!”

OLDER WOMAN

“...where she huddled with a dolly beside her parents’ gravestone.”

WAIF

(Placing her broadside on the “gravestone” —— confirming it as such)

“...her parents’ gravestone...”

OLDER MAN

“...for the stone said —— 

WAIF and OLDER MAN (Cont’d)

“ —— Beloved Father ——”

ENSEMBLE

(Intoned like a church congregation)

“Late of This Parish”

WAIF and OLDER WOMAN

“—— Also Mother ——”

ENSEMBLE

“Wife of the Above”

OLDER WOMAN

“And there, cradling her dolly, Pip confided her deepest dreams...”

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
   SECOND PARLOR-MAID

WAIF (as PIP)

(Cascading, overlapping)


  (To the doll)

“Can I tell you 

“Can I tell you 

Can I tell you 

     a secret?”


a secret?”


a secret?

“I want to be

“I want to be

I want to be

          someone else!”

someone else!”

someone else...!

WAIF (as PIP) (Cont’d)

(To the doll)

... Someone wealthy and fair.  Someone lovely and grand.  Don’t laugh!  You’re lucky.  You’re already someone else.  Well, you’re not me anyway.  I wonder, what is that like —— ? 
ANYWHERE BUT HERE,

ANYWHEN BUT NOW.

WISH That I could be

anyone but me.

(To gravestone)

Won’t you tell me how —— ?

OLDER MAN

“But the village churchyard was bleak and neglected, overgrown with nettles.”

(WAIF and CROWD create plants “growing” around the gravestone)

OLDER WOMAN

“Every year made it harder for Pip to find the letters on the stone...”

PIP

(Helps doll read through the “growth”)

See?  That’s our parents.  “Beloved Father...”

ENSEMBLE

(Intoned like a church congregation)

“Late of This Parish”

PIP

What does that mean?  

ENSEMBLE

“Late of This Parish”

PIP

It must mean that Father was never on time for church.

PIP (Cont’d)
(Reading more)

“Also Mother...”

ENSEMBLE

“Wife of the Above”

PIP

That must mean that Father went to Heaven.  For if he were a bad man, like someone in the prison, then it would say, “Wife of the Below”.  But he must’ve been a very good man to become a stone like this.

(Touching the stone, regarding it)

Father...  Tell me...

were you rather square and stout?

skin a little rough, no doubt?

did you have these twines of vines

and grass clinging all about?


are you worried I won’t know you?

well, I’ll show you —— !

running to your side,

jumping in your arms,   

smothering your face

with a squeeze and a smack!

—— when you come back.

tickling your tum,

giggling “A-knick-knack paddy-whack!”

—— when you come back.

come back like the moon ——

so dark and exciting —— it’s “new!”

it’s there, but just hiding!  it’s true!

if the moon, as I’m learning,

will soon be returning to view ——


so can you!

were you like a knight, or prince —— ?

seeking hoards of coins and gold,

trav’ling homeward ever since,

LIKE in stories I’ve been told?

then our dismal little day-by-day ——

this is but a game we play!

all a silly joke ——

that we’re common folk

shiv’ring in our cold, little shack

—— till you come back.

you can count on me.






I can play along.

I won’t breathe a word.

won’t be very long

—— till you’re back!

(To the doll)

Do you believe that?  Well, I’ll believe it if it makes you feel better.

but I wonder...

PIP (Cont’d)
if THEY won’t.

and I wonder a bit,

if THEY don’t come back

...if this is it!

what I touch,

what I hear,

what i smell ——

—— this is it!

what I taste,

what I feel.

I can tell...

what I think,

what I know,

what I see...

THE stone!  that’s my father and my mother.

the cold!  that’s the graveyard in the winter.

the dark!  that’s the shadow of the prison.

AND the light!  that’s the glimmer of the castle.

and the blowing in the darkness... That’s the sky.

and the roaring in the distance... That’s the sea!

and this bundle all a-shivering,

becoming scared of everything... 

...is me!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
(As SISTER, overlapping Pip’s “Me.”  Almost a tug-of-war on the last syllables “Pip!” and “Me!”)

“Pip!  Where are you?  Pi-i-i-i-i-p!”
(PIP huddles tightly to the gravestone as before)

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Counting coins, pocketing each one with pleasure and finality)

Ah, yes...  very conducive to commerce...

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Sharply to FEMALE PAPERMONGER)

Then what?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Eh?  What’s that?

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Then what...?

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

What comes next?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Next?  Look here.  Let me explain...
FEMALE PAPERMONGER (Cont’d)
 (Indicating the broadside)

It’s just a portrait.  See there at the top —— “Being the portrait of a lonely child kneeling at a gravestone.”  If you’re interested in more, how about another one of these fine broadsides?
(Leafing through stack of other broadsides, displaying one by one)
“High Jinks Ashore With A Salty Crew Of Jolly Dogs!”

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
No...
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

“Foul Deeds Of The Most Unchristian Grave Robbers In Sussex!”

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

No...
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

“About My Fat Wife Now A Very Comic Song...”

   comic song interrupted

OH... STOUT AS A PIG,

and broad as a barn,

SHE GOBBLE, GOBBLE, GOBBLE ALL DAY...

SHE GOBBLE GOBBLE GOBBLE GOBBLE GOB —— !
BOTH PARLOR-MAIDS

No!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

We want to know what happens to Pip!

 (Supporting energy from CROWD)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Calling off)

Gibby!

(To herself, in exasperation)

Been selling these for seven year.  Nobody never asked me what come next!

(To GIBBY as HE scampers in)

Gibby.  Have you got any more on The Orphan in that notebook of yours?
FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Yes!  Tell us more!
(YOUNG MAN strides in, notices WAIF who is roughly his age, pauses)
SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Will she ever get to be wealthy and fair? 
FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Will she ever get to be lovely and grand? 
SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Will she ever fall in love?

(The YOUNG MAN and WAIF regard each other, share a moment.  YOUNG MAN bows somewhat self-consciously, WAIF flusters, attempts curtsy.)
(GIBBY sees them, circles them, all eyes, scribbling in notebook)
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

That’s right, Gibby!  Make a note of it!  We need something with... with...

GIBBY

P-p-p-p-p-p-p ——

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Passion!

BOTH PARLOR-MAIDS

Yes!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

...and...

GIBBY

F-f-f-f-f-f-f ——

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Fervor!

BOTH PARLOR-MAIDS
Yes!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

...and...

GIBBY
(Rock-solid)

Primitive erotic tension!
(WAIF looks down in embarassment.  YOUNG MAN smiles, nods, and goes on his way.  FEMALE PAPERMONGER gives GIBBY a puzzled look, then...)
FEMALE PAPERMONGER
Yes!  Very conducive to commerce!  How soon can you get it printed up?
(GIBBY confers with HER under, continues to scribble)

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Coming to life, grabbing the arm of his WIFE)

This is it!

WIFE

What?

MALE PAPERMONGER

This is our chance!

(Continuing urgent discussion under, gesturing toward broadsides)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(To FEMALE PAPERMONGER)

But when can we read it?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Well... in just a bit here...

(Expressions of disappointment from CROWD)

Going right off to the print shop...  Coming back very soon now... !
(Reading GIBBY’s notebook over his shoulder, trying to sell smoke)

Ah... “The Orphan’s Pitiful Life At Home!  Her Misery On Christmas Day!”

(The restless CROWD is nearly lost, when MALE PAPERMONGER cuts in)
MALE PAPERMONGER

Here!  I’ve the broadside you want!

WIFE

(Urgently whispering to her husband)

No!  I won’t do it!

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Pushing a copy of the “CONVICT” broadside into her hands)

My dear...

(Then, to ALL, waving more copies about)

Being The Continuing Adventures Of Pip —— Alone In The Graveyard? —— Ah, no!  Not Alone! —— For Who Secretly Watches Pip’s Every Move With Bated Breath?  

WIFE

(Grimmacing at the broadside)

I can’t say... words like these!

(At her husband’s continued urging, SHE slips behind “gravestone”)

MALE PAPERMONGER

Who Lies In Wait With Fevered Brow?  Who Is It?

(Nothing happens)

I say —— Who is it?!

WIFE (as CONVICT)

(Bursting from behind the “gravestone” with an astonishing snarl of pain, a bulging “belly,” grabbing WAIF’s arm with terrible fury)

Aaargh!  Help me!  I can’t run no more!  You must help me!

WAIF

(Shocked, frightened, defending HERSELF)

Eeee!  Don’t hurt me!  Let me go!

CONVICT

Quick!  What’s your name?

WAIF
(Looking around for help)

What?

(MALE PAPERMONGER gives HER a copy of the “CONVICT” broadside)
Oh.  I’m Pip, ma’am.  Who are you?
CONVICT
I’m The Convict On The Run!

(Then meekly, as HERSELF, to her husband)

Is that right, dear?

(PIP and CROWD follow her eyes to MALE PAPERMONGER, who waits until he has everyone’s attention, plunks a single coin into his cup, and coyly jingles it about.  After a breath, the CROWD descends upon HIM, dropping coins into cup, buying copies of his broadside.)

   second broadside: convict on the run

(GIBBY frowns, ponders these events, picks up notebook, leaves)
MALE PAPERMONGER
CONVICT ON THE RUN!

scrape and scramble!

ditch and bramble!

WIFE (as CONVICT)

can’t trust no one!

MALE PAPERMONGER

CONVICT ON THE RUN!

MALE PAPERMONGER (Cont’d)
In and out of jails...
In and out of beds...
WIFE (as CONVICT)

Everything been done to me but hanged!

MALE PAPERMONGER

take heed!

all ‘bout!

hear ye!

look out!

CONVICT

(A stab of pain sending her to the ground)

Oh... my weary bones.  I can’t run no more.

(PIP begins to run away)

Don’t leave me!

PIP

(Stops, turns)

But you’re horrible, and you stink!  Women shouldn’t sweat so much.

CONVICT

Ah...  I’m of much the same mind, my girl.

PIP

And you’re big with child.

CONVICT

Oh-ho!  You’re a sharp one.

PIP

What are you running away from?  A ghost?  Or a monster?

CONVICT

Yes, my girl.  A monster took my first one.  I run off so they wouldn’t get this one.

PIP

People in the village can help you.  I’ll go get them and —— 

CONVICT

(Grabbing PIP)

No!  Bring no one!  If anyone catch wind of me, they’ll take my baby and ship me off!  Say nothing to no one.  Swear it!

PIP

I swear it.

CONVICT

(Lets go of PIP with a strong shiver)

Devil take me!  I’m so cold.

PIP

Your baby will need something warm like wool.

CONVICT

And I need something warm like whiskey.

PIP

I could go get you something to drink.

   would you?







 
CONVICT

Something to drink!

PIP

And something for the baby.  I’d come back.

CONVICT

WOULD YOU?

i doubt it!

PEOPLE NEVER does.

they talk snooty,

or gritty,

or slimy,

or pretty...

aND —— poof! —— gone As if they never was.

they took my first one!

—— right from my arms!

I cried out, “come back!”

—— cried out, “come back!”

but did they?

‘you kidding?

PEOPLE NEVER does!

they talk PUSHY,

or pRicky,

or dirty

or tricky...

aND —— poof! —— gone As if they never was.

can’t depend on no one 

in this world because...

I’m the kind you don’t come back to...
PIP

But I will.  I’ll come right back... !
(Starts to leave, but CONVICT grabs at PIP)
CONVICT
Wait!  They’re after me, and if they see you, they’ll find me!  Later, my girl.  After dark.
PIP

After dark...

CONVICT

(Not letting go)
Swear it.
PIP

(A moment of consideration, then gives CONVICT her doll)

See?  I promise.
CONVICT

(Taking doll to her chest)

My girl...

(And PIP leaves the graveyard)

CONVICT

(Looking after PIP, at doll, putting it aside with a rough shrug)
can’t depend on no one 

in this world because...

I’m the kind you don’t come back to.

no one ever does!
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

(GIBBY runs in carrying new broadsides for FEMALE PAPERMONGER, begins pinning them on wall —— “MISERY ON CHRISTMAS DAY”)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Here we be!  Broadsides!  New broadsides!

MALE PAPERMONGER
(Indicating his “CONVICT ON THE RUN” broadsides)

Mine isn’t done yet!
FEMALE PAPERMONGER
“The Orphan’s Pitiful Life At Home!  Her Misery On Christmas Day!”

(The TWO PARLOR-MAIDS are the first to buy them.  *Clink* *Clink*)

OLDER MAN

(To OLDER WOMAN)

Ah!  A wretched Home Life!  Quite Pathetic!  Very good!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

“Pip!  Where are you?  Pi-i-i-i-i-p!”

   third broadside: quick, little girl



 
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

quick little girl,

from the graveyard racing...

look!  there’s a ghost!

is it you he’s chasing?

MEEK little girl,
through the back door slipping.
hush NOW!  sister’s GOT
a stick for whipping...
FIRST PARLOR-MAID
(As SISTER, reading from new “Christmas” broadside, enters scene)
“Pi-i-i-i-i-i-p!  Ah-ha!  There you are!
(PIP flinches, tries to evade SISTER, but SHE grabs PIP, shakes her)
Now, where have you been?

PIP
To the graveyard.
SISTER
Again the graveyard!  You’d have gone to the graveyard years ago and stayed there... if it weren’t for who?
(Threatening with the whipping stick)

PIP

If it weren’t for you, Sister.
SISTER
Stuck with my apron never off since you were born.  But somehow I’ll get you out of my hair.
OLDER WOMAN

“Pip’s only comfort was her dear cousin the midwife, whom Pip called —— “

PIP

(Looking about her for refuge)

—— Nana?

SISTER

All the sleepless nights you’ve caused me...!

PIP

Nana?

SISTER
...all of the high places you’ve tumbled out of...!

PIP

(With increasing desperation)

Nana?

SISTER

...all of the low places you’ve tumbled into...!

PIP

Nana?

SISTER

...and where am I going to get rid of you?

PIP

(Running full into the FEMALE PAPERMONGER’s arms)

Oh, Nana!

(FEMALE PAPERMONGER with arms up, as if being held up by a robber)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Looking about for help)

... Me?  But I don’t even like... 

(The WAIF hugs and purrs —— “Mmmmmmmm!” —— with warmth and intimacy)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

...children.
GIBBY

(To FEMALE PAPERMONGER with a smile, jingling the coin cup)

V-very c-c-c-c-c-conducive to c-c-c-c-c-commerce.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Achhhh!

(Groaning at her dilemma as...)

(...the WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL enters with purpose and intensity.  HE wears a tall format hat and a large dark overcoat.)

WAIF

(Instantly shrinking deeper into arms of FEMALE PAPERMONGER)

Oh, hide me!

WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL

(Seeing and approaching WAIF)

Ah!  There you are!  Run off, will you?  How dare you!

(Raises hand in anger, FEMALE P-MONGER instinctively shields WAIF)

WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL (Cont’d)
Back to the looms now, you laggard!  We don’t provide our charity to the indolent!  Return to your station!
MALE PAPERMONGER

Her station?  And what is that?

WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL

(Inclined to be more civil to a man, clearing his throat)
She works a mechanical loom, sir.  Has she been bothering you?
FEMALE PAPERMONGER
(Gazing at WAIF)

You mean... She’s from the workhouse?
BOTH PARLOR-MAIDS

(In empathy)

Oh!

WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL

It’s charity, ma’am.
(With a sharp look to WAIF)

More than they deserve.  They get bed and board.

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

You mean a cold floor...

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

...and a bowl of gruel.

WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL

But some like this one ain’t grateful...
(Threatening WAIF again, raising his arm, moving in toward HER)
...and you know what we do to ungrateful children...
FEMALE PAPERMONGER
(Grasping WAIF more fully and pulling HER away from danger)

No!

(BOTH PARLOR-MAIDS move, stand between WAIF and WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL.  MALE PAPERMONGER extends his foot, trips up OFFICIAL, who stumbles.)
WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL
Accchh!  I can’t waste my time out here!

(To WAIF)

You’ve made your bed!  Shiver out here all night if you want to, but come morning it’s back to the looms for you!

(Moving to go, then turning back pointedly)

Mind you!  At sunrise!  I’ll be back!  I’ll find you!

(WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL exits to a general sigh of relief)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER
(A big sigh.  To GIBBY.)

Who am I again?

GIBBY

A m-m-m-m-m-m-m...
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

A midwife —— What sort?

GIBBY

S-s-s-s-s-s-s...

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Simple?
GIBBY
(Rock-solid)

And as warm and loving as I know you are deep down inside.
FEMALE PAPERMONGER
(The puzzled look, then...)

Sometimes I can’t make head or tail out of what you say, Gibby.
OLDER WOMAN

“Their cousin Nana was a midwife.  She came to tend for Pip’s birth seven years before, and then never went away.”

FEMALE PAPERMONGER (as NANA)

Old girl...  Has Sister been on the rampage again?  My, my...  I wish I could hold her off, dear Pip.  But being a cousin, I’m not in the —— what you might call it —— the intermediate family, I mean ——
PIP

Nana...  What does a convict look like?
NANA
A convict?  Well, I think they’re pretty much gray all over.

PIP

And do they do horrible things?

NANA

Some of them do, poor miserable fellow creatures.  Why do you ask, dear Pip?

PIP
In the graveyard... sometimes the shadow of the prison comes across the marshes and almost touches me.  
NANA

Sad thoughts on Christmas Day, old girl.

PIP

Oh, yes!

(Taking a paper out of her pocket and handing it to NANA)

Merry Christmas, Nana.

NANA

(At a loss, turning it over and around)

For me?  Oh, Pip!  That’s very handsome!  Why, look!  There’s two “N’s” and two “A’s” —— being me —— “Nana!”

PIP

See?  It’s from the castle!  Go on.  Read the rest of it...

(But NANA has reached her limit, so PIP reads it haltingly)
“Dear Miss Nana, it is our most elegant pleasure to invite you to our grand dance at the ballroom in our most wealthy and enormous castle, with regards, humbly yours, if you please.”
NANA

(Breathless with pride)

Oh, Pip!

PIP

I don’t think it’s real.  I mean, I wrote it.

NANA

You did, old girl?  A—stonishing!

PIP

I wrote one for me, then I wrote this one for you, because if I ever do dance at the castle, it wouldn’t be any good unless you were there with me.
NANA

What larks, old girl!

PIP

(Taking the letter back, as if to write more)
Nana...  How do you spell our last name?

NANA
Why, I don’t spell it at all.

PIP
But supposing you did?

NANA
(Ponders this a bit) 

It can’t be supposed.  I guess I ain’t a supposing kind of midwife.  I’m most awful dull, Pip.

PIP
Don’t you want to learn to read?

NANA
Me?  Well, Pip, the women I tend, when they have something to say, they don’t write me letters.  They just scream and moan and carry on.  
   how to be a midwife






 
And that seems to work out fine.

PIP
But don’t you need to learn about pills and such?

(PIP and NANA are active throughout this song, touching the “women” before them, cradling the “babies” born before their eyes)

NANA
Well, it’s roots for fever,


And you plaster a chill.

But there ain’t A pill

for a woman gettiNG lonely 

and a-frettin’ through the night.

(As if to a laboring woman)

Here you go.  Doin’ fine now.  hold tight.

(To PIP)

And a book can’t tell you when to give a caress.

ain’t a recipe for bearin’ thumb-twiddlin’ boredom

and a bone-chillin’ fright.

PIP
(To the laboring woman)

Here you go.  Take my hand now.

NANA
That’s right!

Then she grabs, and she grunts, 

all at once, there’s a splash, 

NANA (Cont’d)          

            PIP

and A FLOW...

then you push a spell,             

‘n yell!

some more,                         

‘n ROAR!

And she’s...    
                   
‘n squeeze!

...a newborn momma! 

               
I can tell,

                            
       
I can See!

There it be!

It’s a she!





It’s a she!

Ain’t she handsome?

Ain’t she sweet?

Now you wipe her up neatLY,

SLAP her if she’s blue,
And plant her on a teat.

     Which one?

Shh!

MOMMA’s sleeping now...

Pure and proud as Eve.

And you don’t need a book to tell you

—— This is important, Pip ——

It’s time to leave.

Pip.  When you’re old enough, would you like to become my ‘prentice?

PIP

(Already positioning herself for the next birth)

Oh, Nana.  You think I can learn to do it right?

NANA
Well, sure you can, old girl.

PIP

But this one is dragging its feet.  Come on, little one.  Come on...

PIP (Cont’d)



NANA







   Here it comes...






There it be!

   Oh, my!

What a stubborn little vandal!

Look, Nana!

This one has a handle!

It’s a he!




It’s a he!

   Shh!

MOMMA’s floatin’ now ——

Soaked and all aglow.

And a book don’t need to 

tell you when the screamin’

turns to dreamin’...

It’s time to go.



It’s time to go.

And that’s how to be



And that’s how to be 

a midwife —— JUST SO.


a midwife —— JUST SO.



PIP

Nana.  What happened to my momma?

NANA
She was a frail one and ready to leave this world.  But she saw you, Pip.  One moment before she go, she saw you, and she says...

“Hello my little darlin’...


Goodbye my little darlin’.”

(Speaking as herself again)

then i knew it
—— 

that moment —— ‘twas that day ——


with this ball of expectations

wriggliNG in my hands,

I couldn’t walk away.

Shh!

momma’s goin’ now ——

smiling down at you.

(Directly to PIP)
can’t stop the Whippin’ and the shovin’,

can’t make up for MOMMA’s lovin’ ——

but I’m staying here with you.  
And sometimes —— I suppose ——

that’s how to be a midwife, too.

(PIP and NANA embrace)

Ever the best of friends, eh, Pip?

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

(SISTER appears at the doorway)

SISTER

Well, that’s settled!  You’ll be out of my hair!

PIP

What?

SISTER
They want you everyday, all day, and you’ll start going tomorrow.

PIP

Going where?

SISTER

To the Great Lord’s estate.
PIP
The castle!  I’m going to the castle?  Oh... how wonderful!  Is there a dance?  A ball?  What shall I wear?  Oh, Nana, can we find some cloth and make something...?  Oh, Sister, this is —— 

(Approaches SISTER to hug her, freezes at SISTER’s stern glare)

SISTER

What are you gadding on about?

PIP

You said I’m going to the castle...
SISTER

As a domestic, of course.  What little of the castle you see, you’ll see often enough —— every pot and pan of it.

NANA

I think you’ll be a scullery maid, dear Pip.

PIP

...a scullery maid...?

SISTER

Even if you stick your nose into the kitchen proper, they’ll give you what for!  Just be grateful that someone will take you at all.
PIP
(Returning to the comfort of NANA’s arms)

Nana...
SISTER

Now off to bed with you...  it’s already plenty dark outside.

(SISTER exits.  Music begins under.)

WIFE
(Echoing herself as CONVICT, returning to position in “graveyard”)

After dark... You promised!

PIP
(Remembering her promise to the CONVICT)

Nana.  It’s after dark!

NANA

(Somewhat as NANA, somewhat as FEMALE PAPERMONGER)

Yes, Pip...  Why, what are you talking about?

CONVICT

Help me!

(During verse, PIP scurries, nabs a bottle from someone —— “Hey!” —— and a shawl from someone else —— “What...?” ——returns to the “graveyard” —— where the CONVICT sits against the gravestone gazing ashen and exausted at what is gathered in her dress and arms)

   BRoadside resumed: convict on the run



 
(YOUNG MAN enters again, passing through in the other direction.  HE is drawn to the commotion and watches.)

MALE PAPERMONGER

take heed!

look out!

CONVICT ON THE RUN!

hunted like a dog!

hiding IN the graveyard,

huddling in the fog!

CONVICT

It’s gone wrong, this one.  It’s gone wrong!
   better world








PIP

Oh...  Oh, no, no, no...  It’s all gray.  Nana rubs them sometimes.  I’ll try...

(PIP uses shawl to cover and pick up what was in CONVICT’S arms, makes attempts at resuscitation without success)
It was a girl, ma’am.  She must have been limp all the way, and gone inside you, I think.

(Rocking the baby in her arms)

hello, my little darling...

PIP (Cont’d)
goodbye, my little darling...

CONVICT

(Taking the baby back into her arms)

You gotta leave me, too... do you, my girl?  No, this ain’t no place 

for a beautiful princess like you...
oh, the road that you’ll take.

oh, the sights that you’ll see.

off to a better world than me.

don’t you stay for my sake.

it’s all over with me.

yours is a better world...


where children survive.

there’s no struggle to thrive,

no fight to be free!

and if ever I make

urgent prayers or a plea,

Look down from that better world on me.

A monster took my first one.  But at least they didn’t get this one.

PIP

(Handing the convict the bottle)

Here.  Something to drink.

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Inciting the CROWD to join in the cries, which become increasingly spontaneous and overlapping, as if in the distance)

“Hark!”  “Ho, there!”  “Find her!”  “Convict!”  “Hear Ye!”
OLDER WOMAN

“...cried the officers from the prison, and people came from the towns all around, spreading the word...”

MALE PAPERMONGER and CROWD

“Villain!”  “Convict on the loose!”

PIP

I didn’t tell!

CONVICT

I believe you, my girl.

PIP

They’ll find us.  They’ll find me!  And look what I’ve done!  
(Indicating the bottle and shawl, looking at herself)

I’m a thief!  I’m as filthy as you are!
(A spasm of released tension and anger)
But I want to be clean and lovely!  I want to be better than you!
CONVICT

Well, my girl...  I pray that wish might come true.

MALE PAPERMONGER and CROWD

(A sense of the voices coming upon them)

“Ho, there!”  “Hark!”  “Help!”  “Convict!”  “There she is!”

(CONVICT and PIP flee and as CROWD roams and combs the stage)
(A whistle offstage, then CONSTABLE enters and joins the hub-bub)

CONSTABLE
What’s this?  An escape, you say?  Where is she?
MALE PAPERMONGER

(Standing apart, seeing the big picture, to himself)

Constable!

CROWD

(General energy throughout the “chase”)

“Convict on the run!”  “Grab her!”  “Grab the convict or she’ll get away!”

CONSTABLE

(Grabs the WIFE by collar from behind.  SHE doesn’t see who it is.)

All right now!  I’ve got you!

MALE PAPERMONGER

(From his distance)

Constable —— !

CONVICT

(Indicating broadside)

Wait!  I got something to say.

(ALL pause.  Gradually, more in CROWD see that a real copper is present, and they join MALE PAPERMONGER in gestures of concern.)

They got my first one, but they wasn’t gonna get this one.  So I ran off.  I was desperate.  I broke into a house in the village.

CONSTABLE

What village?

CONVICT

I done stole this cloth and this bottle.

PIP

No, I took them ——

CONVICT

No, it was me in my wickedness what done it.

CONSTABLE

(With a rough shake of WIFE’s collar)

Enough!  Confessing won’t help you now.  There’s a ship ready to take escapees like you away.

WIFE

(Waking up, seeing)

A ship —— ?  What —— ?

MALE PAPERMONGER

Constable!  Wait —— !

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

(Still reading, the only one left who doesn’t see what’s going on)

“For runaways were shipped off to the new world...  sent overseas into exile...”

CONSTABLE

Don’t worry.  You’ll never see her again.

(CONSTABLE starts tugging and dragging the WIFE off, to the mounting objections of WIFE, MALE PAPERMONGER and CROWD)

MALE PAPERMONGER

(With support from CROWD)

No!  Constable!  It’s a broadside!  We’re just reading a broadside... 

OLDER WOMAN

...and we got a bit carried away.

CONSTABLE

What are you saying?  She’s not a runaway?

WIFE

(Breaking free)

No, Constable...  I am not!

CONSTABLE

(Absorbing the embarrassment)

Well now....  
(To WIFE)

Who do you think you are, mocking the law?  
(To ALL)

Why, I can run the whole lot of you in for breaching the peace!

MALE PAPERMONGER

Let me explain, Constable, it’s ——

CONSTABLE

No...  I’m not falling for your pretty talk.  You papermongers know how to smooth your way out of anything.

YOUNG MAN

(Stepping out from the crowd)

May I help you, Constable?

CONSTABLE

Oh!  Sir!  I didn’t see there were a gentleman among you!

YOUNG MAN

Quite all right.  I trust... we... haven’t caused you too much trouble.

CONSTABLE

I offer you apologies in my most professional capacity.  If a young man of quality can vouch for you...

YOUNG MAN

Oh, I do...

CONSTABLE

It’s just that I like to run an orderly district here.

YOUNG MAN

Of course.  I hope you’ll excuse us our enthusiasm.

CONSTABLE

Yes...  Well, alright then.

(Saving face by acting firm, loudly to all)

Now, all of you!  Keep it down!  I don’t want to hear any more trouble...

(Glaring at WIFE)

...especially out of you!

(HE exits to a general sigh of relief)

MALE PAPERMONGER

(To YOUNG MAN, shaking his hand)

I thank you.

YOUNG MAN

My pleasure.  I’ve never seen such a diversion.  And are you the writer of this pageant?

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Nodding in humility)

Your servant, sir.

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Sharply to MALE PAPERMONGER)

Then what?

MALE PAPERMONGER

Eh?  What’s that?

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Then what...?

OLDER MAN
Yes!  What comes next?

MALE PAPERMONGER

Next?  Oh... Well, I...

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Ah-ha!

(To GIBBY)

This be our chance!
(Motioning him to join her in approaching YOUNG MAN)

Come along!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

We want to know what happens next to Pip!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER
(To YOUNG MAN)

My good sir.  I hope I ain’t being rude to notice your interest in our activities.
YOUNG MAN

Not at all.  I love a good theatrical.  I attended one this evening, in fact.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Indicating a variety of broadsides that GIBBY displays for him)

May I share my humble work with you?
MALE PAPERMONGER

(Cutting in, putting some of his broadsides forward)

Or perhaps you’d be interested in some of my —— ?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

I would be honored if you accept a gift of the one what pleases you most.
(Reading the headlined broadsides that GIBBY displays one by one)

“The Amazing Prophecies Of The Dying Mystic!”... “
MALE PAPERMONGER

“The Heartbreaking Return of the Exile!” ...

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

“Concerning A New-Born Baby With Three Fathers!”... 
MALE PAPERMONGER

“The Sick Fancies of the Haunted Hermit!” ...

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

“The Poor Little Rich Boy And The Scullery Maid!”
YOUNG MAN

(Taking the last broadside, placing a coin in her cup)

I’ll take a look at that last one, thank you.
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(To ALL, waving more copies of the “Rich Boy” broadside)

Ah!  There we be!  Ha’pence!  For The Continuing Adventures Of The Orphan ——And A Poor Little Rich Boy —— All Closed Up In The Fancy Castle And Barely Knowing the Light of Day!
(CROWD buys copies —— *clink, clink* —— even as the reading begins)

(GIBBY watches a bit, resumes scribbling in notebook by himself)

(MALE PAPERMONGER withdraws, begins session of quiet handwriting)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

“In the basement of the great kitchen toils the lowliest of domestics... the humble scullery maid...”

(As the WAIF begins to enact this as PIP)

   fourth broadside: scullery maiden



 
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

poor little maiden,
scrape and scour.
sweat at the sink
till the midnight hour...
soap and soda,
stack and shelve.
scullery maiden
goin’ on twelve...

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

“She burned with curiosity about what went on upstairs, but was not allowed even the smallest glimpse.”

PIP

‘But on my next birthday...’

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
“...she said to herself...”
PIP
‘I will be brave enough to walk through that door and climb those stairs!’
SECOND PARLOR-MAID
“And come her birthday, being twelve-years-old, she did just that, slipping from under the watchful eye of the cook and slinking up the stairway...”
(CROWD finds and piles up street furniture, creating a maze of debris for the WAIF to move through)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

“...tip-toeing through hall after hall, room after room, all of them empty, each one gloomier than the one before.”

PIP

‘Is this the dining hall?’
OLDER WOMAN
“...but where is all the merriment and revelry?”

PIP

‘Is this the ballroom?’
OLDER MAN
“...but where is the lovely music, the laughing guests?”

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
“Walls stained with moisture, untended...”
OLDER WOMAN
“An odor of age, unbroken by any breeze...”

OLDER MAN
“Fabrics whose bounty spoke of better days, now faded by layers of dust...”

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

“What’s that?  A scurry of rats in the shadows...?”
FIRST PARLOR-MAID

“And then, in the distance, she heard...”

(YOUNG MAN as STEPHEN begins hopping in ones and twos, turning at odd angles, hopping some more —— an eccentric game of Hopscotch)

“...the sound of play...”
(PIP follows the sound, peers around a corner, sees STEPHEN.  Deeply absorbed, STEPHEN tosses the game stone and begins hopping toward PIP without seeing her.  Hop, hop —— and suddenly THEY are nearly nose to nose.  Neither break the stare.  Both quiver within.  After a moment, STEPHEN resumes his game with an air of indifference.)
PIP

What game is that?

(No response)
If you please, sir ——

STEPHEN

 (Sharply)
You aren’t to speak to me.

(Continues hopping for a bit, then glances at PIP)
...unless I speak to you first.

PIP
It looks like you’re playing Hopscotch, but you’re ——

STEPHEN

(Sharply again)
You aren’t to speak to me unless I speak to you first!
PIP

You just spoke to me!  

STEPHEN

I wasn’t speaking to you, I was explaining about speaking to you.
(Continues hopping, tosses game stone.  It lands near PIP.  SHE kicks it away.)

Now I’m speaking to you...
PIP

You’re doing it all wr —— 
STEPHEN

Answer me!  And briefly.  This is Jumpers.  You see?  The marble floor makes squares all the way down the hall.  What did you call it?

PIP

It looks like Hopscotch, but you’re ——

STEPHEN

How far do you count up?

PIP

(Of course)

It stops at eight.

STEPHEN

I’ve gotten up to two-hundred-and-seventy-four!
PIP

You don’t have much to do, do you?  
STEPHEN

You’ve a powerful smell.

PIP

And you’re doing it all wrong!  No one in the village plays that way.  Why are you such a snot?
(Starts to go)

STEPHEN

Wait...

(SHE stops)

You’re from out there.

(Responding to PIP’s quizzical look)

Away from the castle.

PIP

Yes...

STEPHEN

You play with other children?

PIP

Of course.

STEPHEN

(Struggling with himself)

No, I shouldn’t speak with just anyone —— and that certainly must include you.

PIP

You’ve never been outside?

STEPHEN

(Uncomfortable with the question, returns to the game)

Once, I got up to three-hundred, but I cheated.

PIP
Do you want to stay here the rest of your life?

STEPHEN

(As if seeing a ghost)

My mother used to ask me that.  
(Sinking into himself)

I think I remember...

(Coming to, embarrassed at his softness, turning on PIP with a practiced righteous indignation)

How dare you!  How dare you mock my poor bedridden mother?  For shame!

PIP

I didn’t mean to ——

STEPHEN

I will stay true to her.  Go away!
(HE resumes play, firmly ignoring PIP.  PIP regards him, comes close to saying something, turns to go.  STEPHEN speaks, not looking up.)
Are you from downstairs?

PIP

Yes.

STEPHEN

(Looks up at her)

What do you —— ?

(HE stiffens, tilts his head)

PIP

What —— ?

STEPHEN

I hear someone coming.
MALE PAPERMONGER
“Stephen...!”

STEPHEN

I can’t be seen talking to you!
MALE PAPERMONGER
“Stephen!”
STEPHEN
You must go!
(Pushing her away)

Quickly!

   once kind twice cold





(PIP leaves, re-traces her steps through the castle maze, eventually reaching the kitchen)
OLDER WOMAN
“Pip stumbled back through the dark hallways, and downstairs to the scullery.”

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

“And there she finished her day’s work, but barely noticed the parade of pots and pans for all the thoughts tumbling through her.”
PIP
Once kind.  twice cold.

once warm.  Twice cruel.

one moment you’re a bully,
the next a gentle fool,
then a lonely little puppy,
then a lion in his lair.

it’s so good to know... that I don’t care!
So there!
(Goes back to work, briefly, then her insistent thoughts return)

once sweet.  twice rude.

so proud.  ever puzzling...
are you a comrade or a cad?
a playmate or a prig?

I simply refuse... to give a fig!
(Again back to work, but her thoughts resume even quicker)

who are you?

who are you?

on some ordinary day...

if we walk to town together,
if we dare to slip away,
would you raise a fuss, go happily, be violent or tame?

would you crumble in the daylight, run and hide, or —— what a shame ——
insist on showing everyone that foolish hopping game?

...or gaze into my eyes and murmur,

“Tell me, What’s your name?”

(Playing out talking to Stephen/Herself)

I’m Pip.  I heard them say ‘Stephen...’  Is that your name?  Well, How do you do, Stephen?

(Pauses, then irritated at getting no answer)

I said, How do you do?”

would you throw a silly tantrum, or just sit there like a clam?

I might finally lose my patience if I thought to give a damn!

—— which I don’t!  not me.

could this be why:
“once bit, twice shy...?”
no more!  Not I!

look for me!
here we go!
this extr’ordinary day...!
I begin to solve the mysteries discovered here today!
we will brave to breathe the open air!  don’t worry, take my hand.
be silent if you want to, i will try to understand.

we’ll jump all ‘round the village square, we’ll hop until we’re sore!
i bet that we can JUMP three-hundred-twenty-three or more...!

look for me!

just you see!

PIP (Cont’d)
this extr’ordinary day...!

I will press on through this curtain

of my cowardice and doubt,

or I’ll never know for certain, 
OR I NEVER WILL FIND out...
who are you?

who am I?

who are we?

let’s find out!

** ** ** ** ** ** ** ** ** ** ** ** ** ** **

WIFE

(Waving, pinning broadsides —— “SICK FANCIES OF THE HAUNTED HERMIT”)

Broadside!  New broadside! 
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Indicating her “POOR LITTLE RICH BOY” broadside)

Hey!  Mine ain’t done yet!

(MALE PAPERMONGER becomes a whirl of activity, finding a wooden cart and plopping himself down into it)

WIFE

“Witness the Sick Fancies of the Haunted Hermit!”

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

What Haunted Hermit?

(MALE P-MONGER now mussing his hair, draping himself with a shawl)

WIFE
(Giving OLDER MAN a broadside, pushing him into the scene)
You!  Matthews!  You are his attorney.  Represent him!  Hasn’t everyone heard of the poor boy’s father —— The Great Lord Gayle?

OLDER MAN (as MATTHEWS)
(Finding his place, taking on a courtroom stride before ALL)

Ah... yes, yes.  Come now!  Haven’t you heard of the eminent Lord Gayle?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

I bloody well haven’t!

MATTHEWS
Madam, you refer to my client’s long seclusion —— plunged into despair when his young wife was bedridden by the virulent fevers of some ten years ago...

(CROWD expresses audible pity, begin to *clink* coins into cup held by WIFE as she sells them all these new broadsides)
...suffering long, and falling into a coma.

   fifth broadside: haunted hermit

OLDER WOMAN
(Reading from new broadside, speaking as if a townsperson)
“Oh, and his wife was such a lovely woman!”
FIRST PARLOR-MAID
“She brought such vitality to the castle before taking ill!”
WIFE

(As CROWD begins to create the LORD’s chambers around MALE P-MONGER)

why are the windows all shuttered and dark?

why are the hallways so hollow and stark?

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Wearily calling to YOUNG MAN, as he’s done countless times before)

“Stephen!”

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

(As a townsperson)

“But when she took to her bed, everything at the castle ceased.”

OLDER WOMAN
“And I haven’t seen the Great Lord or Lady ever since.”
WIFE
why now but candles where sunlight once shone?

here even time is held captive... in stone!
MALE PAPERMONGER

“Stephen!”

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
(As a townsperson)

“Didn’t they have a child?”  
SECOND PARLOR-MAID

“It seems to me I heard something about a boy...!”
YOUNG MAN

(Following the new broadside, approaching LORD GAYLE reluctantly)

...Father?

LORD GAYLE

(Wheeling himself around STEPHEN)

Who have you been talking to?

STEPHEN

Please, Father...

LORD GAYLE

Who tempts you with this blasphemy?
STEPHEN

It’s only that I’ve heard about ——

LORD GAYLE

Who is it?!

STEPHEN

Other children play games with each other, and ——
LORD GAYLE

How dare you!  How dare you mock your poor bedridden mother?  Frolicking about while she lies ill, unable even to open her eyes?  For shame!  We must stay true to her!

STEPHEN
I’m so alone, Father...

LORD GAYLE

Soon enough you will go abroad to school...

STEPHEN

(Looking into the distance)

In four years.

LORD GAYLE

Soon enough you will choose from among your cousins and leave me...

STEPHEN
Leave you...
LORD GAYLE
Oh, how I dread that day even now!

STEPHEN

(Trying to envision it)

I’ll leave you...

LORD GAYLE

We have no need of the world, Stephen.  It is obsessed with change, ridiculing our vigilance, mocking our grief.  But hold!  Keep faith with your mother until she awakens, as I cling to the precious time I shared with her.
STEPHEN

(Tentatively, knowing he walks on dangerous ground)

Father... sometimes, I wonder if...  

(From GAYLE a sense of raised hackles, but STEPHEN braves on)
...I wonder if she’ll ever get better... if she’ll ever wake up.
LORD GAYLE

(Turning on STEPHEN with white heat)

Stephen!  Apologize to your Mother!

STEPHEN

No!

LORD GAYLE

You will go to your Mother’s room, prostrate yourself at the foot of her bed and apologize to her!

STEPHEN

(Head into hands)

Not again!

LORD GAYLE

(Raises himself to full height, firmly points off)

Stay true to your Mother, as I do.
(STEPHEN almost takes a stand, then wilts, runs off in obedience.)
   hold!







LORD GAYLE

(Eyes closed, a well-worn ritual)

Remember!  Remember!
(Clenching fists)

REMEMBER the MOMENT...

(Wavering, weakening, failing)

AND HOOOOOOOOOLD —— !

(Opens eyes, shakes himself, almost in a panic, berating himself)

LORD GAYLE (Cont’d)
Look!  Here!  Can’t you see...?

(He waves his arms, invoking his wife lying before him)

the light of love

is There in her eyes...

they sparkle with joy,

glisten WITH TEARS,

or flash in surprise...




some say that they fade

I’m told they grow dim...

but do I see them close?

NO!  on they dance!

NO!  ON THEY shine!

HOLD!

SHE CONTINUES TO LIVE!
SHE CONTINUES TO LINGER!
and of her moods,

her lips make a song...

THEY humor and jest,

quiver and pout,

And I sing along...

some say that they PALE.

I’m told they go still.

but do I see them SO?

NO!  how THEY laugh!

NO!  hear them SING! 

HOLD!

SHE IS HERE IN MY HANDS!

She can’t SLIP THROUGH MY FINGERS!

(Gradually looking up and out)

TIME!
Here’s my STAKE IN THE SAND!
I DEFY YOUR DEMAND TO BULLY US ONWARD...
TIME!
EVER MORE YOU INSIST,
EVER MORE I RESIST!




THIS FAR... AND NO FURTHER!
some say hope is gone ——

they are callous and blind.

SOME SAY I’M A FOOL,


that I’m out of my mind...


but will I let her go?

NO!  

NO!  

NO!

HOLD!

LORD GAYLE (Cont’d)
(To the sky)

GOD!
WOULD YOU RAPE ME OF LOVE?
RIP THE HEART FROM MY CHEST!
I CONDEMN AND I CURSE YOU!
HOLD!
YOU SHALL YIELD TO MY WILL!
SHE REMAINS WITH ME STILL!
I AM DRAWING THE LINE!
I KEEP WHAT IS MINE

(A bone-deep sigh.  He has done it, convinced himself, fought his way back to a place of peace and certainty.)

Ahhhhhh, yes...!

THIS IS our MOMENT!

(With firmness.  A proclamation.  A triumph.)

HOOOOOOOOOOOLD!

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(As SHE sings, SHE physically takes “STEPHEN” under her wing —— setting up the resumption of her broadside “POOR LITTLE RICH BOY”.  GIBBY encourages CROWD to do same, will soon leave for print shop.)

   broadside resumed: poor little rich boy


 

SAD little rich boy

stif’ling tearS

starved for affection

year BY year...

and may heaven give heart to the poor sheltered boy...

ALL ENSEMBLE

and may heaven give heart to the poor sheltered boy...

OLDER WOMAN

“The Scullery Maid and the Poor Little Rich Boy stole precious moments together...”

YOUNG MAN (as STEPHEN)

“He showed her the trappings of his privilege, and found that sharing them with her gave him more pleasure than they’d ever given to him.”

WAIF (as PIP)

“And she spoke to him of warm breezes and the feel of rain on her face.  She enjoyed sparking his imagination...”

YOUNG MAN (as STEPHEN)

...and his sense of adventure...”

OLDER MAN

“...so that by the time he was fourteen, Stephen found the moment and the courage to leave the castle...”

OLDER WOMAN

“And Pip...”

WAIF (as PIP)

“...being all of fourteen herself...”

OLDER WOMAN

“...took great pleasure in leading Stephen out into the bright sunshine of a nearby riverbank, where Pip ran to sit in the muddy grass...

PIP

Come on, Stephen!  Come down to the water.

STEPHEN

(Back a ways on the path, partially hidden, half-whispering)

Is someone behind that tree?

PIP

No.

STEPHEN

Are you sure we’re not being followed?

PIP

Come out, Stephen.  It’s all right.

STEPHEN

(Slowly stepping out into the “open”)

Oh... Dear... God...!  Pip!  It’s so bright!  The sun!  And the river!

(PIP is kneeling at the river, cupping water in her hands)

Can you drink it?

PIP

Of course!

(Sips from her hands)

STEPHEN

And the grass... can you just eat it?

PIP

If you’re a cow.  Come sit down and take off your shoes.

STEPHEN

You must be joking.

PIP

Sit on the log, take off your shoes and put your feet in the water!

STEPHEN

You make it sound so simple.

PIP

It is, Stephen.  You make everything so serious.

STEPHEN

(Gradually sitting, doing as PIP suggested)

Everything in the castle is serious... and slow...

PIP

How long was it before you asked me my name?

STEPHEN

I just thought of you as “the girl.”

PIP

But all of your cousins... ?

STEPHEN

Oh, they aren’t girls.  They’re marionettes, dressed up and stuffed... not like you.

PIP

I thought of you as “Aspic” —— because that’s all I see of you down in the scullery.  After every meal, there’s one plate with the crust of toast...

STEPHEN

That’s father’s.

PIP

...and one plate with the Aspic...

STEPHEN

I hate Aspic.

PIP

Then why do they keep serving it to you?

STEPHEN

You don’t know father.  But now that you know I’m Stephen, please don’t think of me as a glob of meat jelly.

PIP

Oh, certainly not...  Aspic!

(Using her dangling feet to “splash” him with water, more each time)

Wouldn’t dream of it...  Aspic!  Old chum...  Aspic!

STEPHEN

(Torn between humiliation and delight in his “wetness”)

Oh!  This is inappropriate!  Nobody can get away with this.  Nobody but you...

(Splashing her back in the same manner)

...Pip!

PIP

(Laughing, drying herself off)

And this always puzzles me.  There’s a third plate that comes back clean, without a touch of food.  Who is that for?

STEPHEN

(Suddenly embarrassed, shrinks and withdraws)

I’m sorry, Pip...  I can’t say...

(PIP peers at him, curious and uncertain)

PIP

Tell me again about the dance... the grand promenade... when you come back from school.

STEPHEN

Father says it will rival the old days.  He says the castle will be reborn.

PIP

Music and laughter...!

STEPHEN

And finally, I’ll be free!  For I’ll choose one of my cousins and leave this prison forever!  Father says he dreads that day.

PIP

So do I.

STEPHEN

Pip!

PIP

I mean the part about your cousins, and you going away.

STEPHEN

You think I’m a snob, don’t you?  I mean... you are a scullery maid, Pip.  There are some things that just... aren’t appropriate.

PIP

Yes, of course, Stephen.

STEPHEN

(Shivering from the wet)

How strange to feel cold and warm at the same time.  Do you know what I’m gladdest to be away from?

PIP

Your father?

STEPHEN

Next to him, then...  All that furniture.

PIP

A home must have furniture, don’t you think?

STEPHEN

Not like ours.  Curtains so thick, fabrics and hides so stiff and dusty.  Unused chairs littering the rooms like old gravestones.

   there’s a home


But here!  Look at us...!

splashing in the river as it flows,

squishing all the mud between our toes.

Why can’t a home be as simple as this —— ?  

who knows?

but let’s suppose...

there’s a home...

where floors are for walking,
chairs are for thinking.

tables for talking, eating and drinking.

stairs are for climbing,

windows for dreaming...

Now, there’s A home!

PIP

now, there’s a home!

STEPHEN

there’s a home!

PIP

there’s a home...

where food is for sharing,

candles for light.

fires for huddling, cozy and tight.

beds are for cuddling

all through the night.

PIP (Cont’d)

Now, there’s A home!

STEPHEN

now, there’s a home!

BOTH

YES, there’s a home!

STEPHEN

it’s not mine to grow where i’m planted,


PIP

taking home completely for granted.

BOTH

so it’s mine to seek... 

someday discover my retreat 

somewhere a shelter from the storm...

STEPHEN

someplace that’s safe...

PIP

somewhere that’s warm...

STEPHEN



PIP

IN MY HOME...

IN MY HOME...

the days are for working,

 

evenings for playing.

saturdays for dancing,

sundays for praying.

BOTH

birthdays for singing and laughter...

holidays for ringing the rafters...

could it be...

someday our dreams combine...  

making my home yours and your home mine?

kind of nice...

kind of scary...

PIP

WISH I COULD SEE

whatever will be so

STEPHEN

BUT for now,

it’s enough to know...

STEPHEN



PIP

there’s a home.


yes, there’s a home.

there’s a home.


yes, there’s a home.

there’s a home!


there’s a home!

** ** ** ** ** ** ** ** **

(MALE PAPERMONGER approaches, confers with OLDER MAN, points out a place in “HAUNTED HERMIT” broadside, sics HIM on the youngsters)

MATTHEWS

Ah!  There you are!

STEPHEN

Matthews!

MATTHEWS

Master Stephen...

(To PIP)

And you must be the temptress!

STEPHEN

Don’t tell Father.

MATTHEWS

(Continuing to PIP)

How many times have you accosted the young master in this way?  Has it been once?  Has it been a thousand times?  Come now!  Which is it?

STEPHEN

Matthews... can you keep a secret?

MATTHEWS

(With a pointed look at STEPHEN)

What?  Another one?

STEPHEN

Please...

MATTHEWS

(Taking PIP away from STEPHEN and the “riverbank”)

I have no choice in the matter.  Lord Gayle sent me.  I am acting merely as his agent... no more and no less.  Come along, now!

(MATTHEWS and PIP are swiftly away)

   BROADSIDE RESUMED: HAUNTED HERMIT

OLDER WOMAN

(Picking up in the “HERMIT” broadside)

“And Matthews took Pip back to the castle, and deeper into the dank maze than she had ever been...”

WIFE

(As the CROWD re-creates the castle and LORD GAYLE’s chambers)

Look!  There the spiders go scutt’ling through dust.

Listen!  The vermin are scratching for crust.

MATTHEWS

(Indicating the door to LORD GAYLE’s chambers)

In there now.  He’s expecting you.

(PIP meekly goes through the door)

WIFE

There mID the candles, SO ghostly and pale,

stern and bombastic, YET faded and frail...

LORD GAYLE

How dare you!

PIP

(Head down)

Sir.

LORD GAYLE

Yes, and well you cower in the shadows.  One of my own servants mocking me... drawing my son into public with careless play... as much as spitting in the face of my bedridden wife!

PIP

Yes, sir.

LORD GAYLE

You are dismissed from my employ.  Go.

PIP

(Moves to go, then turns back)

I’m sorry, sir, but ——

LORD GAYLE

You speak back to me?

PIP

If you knew what you’re doing to Stephen...

LORD GAYLE

What...?  What I’m doing...?

PIP

Stephen’s my friend, sir.

LORD GAYLE

My son would never ——

PIP

We are friends, sir... and I don’t want him to leave.  You will drive him away, sir, but I would see him stay.

LORD GAYLE

(Taken aback)

Stephen...  Stay?

PIP

Yes, sir.

LORD GAYLE

(After a moment, letting it sink in)

Step into the candlelight so I can see you.

(SHE does)

...so young.

PIP

And you’re old, sir.  I don’t think people should get as old as you.

LORD GAYLE

I quite agree.  I used to be... much younger.  What is your name?

PIP

Pip, sir.

LORD GAYLE

Pip.  You are a strange and clever girl... but...

(Struggling within himself)

No!  This is absurd!  My son cannot consort with a scullery maid!

PIP

I’m no longer a scullery maid, sir.  You dismissed me.

(LORD GAYLE again taken aback.  PIP looks around.)

When Stephen returns from school, he says these rooms will return to life.

   haveN’T DANCED YET



Oh, how grand that will be!  Even in the village people speak of the castle in the old days —— the beautiful ceremonies and the handsome gentlemen and the elegant ladies ——

LORD GAYLE

Yes, yes...  I remember.  But about Stephen —— ?

PIP

All of his cousins are rich and lovely, I’m sure, and from wonderful places far, far away...

PIP (Cont’d)



LORD GAYLE

But if Stephen chose me,

HE’d stay here forever.

     





   Yes, yes...?

if Stephen chose me,

we would stay!








stephen, stay!

LORD GAYLE

What else do people say about the old days?

PIP

That being here was like dreaming with your eyes open.  Not that your dream had come true, but at any moment it might.

LORD GAYLE

Yes...  That’s what it was like... on a night I used to dance... on the night I met my darling... my wife.

PIP

But how foolish of me to speak of such grand things... knowing so little... having done even less...

PIP (Cont’d)



LORD GAYLE

(Each sinking into a portrait of self-pity)

haven’t danced yet.

I used to dance,

haven’t dressed up.

I used to dress,

clean and pressed.



haven’t blushed.

how I rushed

to welcome every guest.

haven’t needed to.








Ah, I remembeR...

OH, but I can imaginE...
(Each rousing)

all the joking and embracing,

ALL the joking and embracing,

THE retreating, and the chasing,

THE retreating, and the chasing,

ALL the flirting, the blurting——

ALL the flirting, the blurting ——

(Each invoking an imagined figure across the room)

PIP (Cont’d)



LORD GAYLE (Cont’d)
—— And NOW —— !



OH!

—— how my blood is racinG


—— how my blood was racing

at the moment that I see him!

at the moment...
...the moment that I SAW HER!

there he is!








there she Is!

stephen!








MY darling...!

YES, I SEE HIM!

I can SeE HIM!




I can see her!

I can SeE HIM!




I can see her!

MIGHT I steal a glance 


MIGHT I STEAL A GLANCE?

as he’s turning...?

FOR I AM yearning to see,

and my cheeks 

are red and burning...


red and burning...

is he looking at me?  At ME?

Is She looking at me?

and he is!

Yes, She is!

eye to eye!

eye to eye.

so beguiling!

he is smiling!




She is smiling!

I am chosen, frozen.



I am chosen, frozen.

...for a second or an hour?

who knows?




who knows?

time slows.




time slows.  

yet soon it goes... 



yet soon it goes...

(Gradually retreating from their visions)

But one year in eden...

Goes my dream...

draining, waning...



draining, waning...

and it’s gone.

nothing but a reverie.

will I ever have —— ?

can one ever lose —— ?

—— such a memory?



—— such a memory?

stephen...

MY DARLING...

(Retreating into self-pity, but with mounting frustration)

haven’t danced yet.

I used to dance.

haven’t dressed up.

I used to dress, 

clean and pressed.

haven’t blushed.

how I rushed to ––

(Bursting through their frustration)

but i will!




NO!

YES I WILL!




I won’t be left alone!

PIP (Cont’d)



LORD GAYLE (Cont’d)
YES i will!




never left alone!

FOR WHEN Stephen choOseS me...

we’LL stay here forever.








stePhen, Stay!

WHEN Stephen choOseS me...

we WILL stay!








stephen, stay!

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

(GIBBY runs in carrying new broadsides for FEMALE PAPERMONGER, begins pinning them on wall —— “THE ORPHAN IN LOVE”)

(At some point amid this on-going activity, the STREET-WALKER will saunter in, lean on lamppost with air of domain, observe YOUNG MAN while remaining detatched.  The MALE PAPERMONGER will get out of the “wheelchair,” withdraw and begin a session of quiet handwriting.)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Ah!  Here we be!  Now All Of Sixteen Be The Orphan!  And Truly The Season Of Love Is Upon Her —— Counting The Days She Has Left With Stephen!

   SIXTH BROADSIDE: BITTERSWEET SIXTEEN

(CROWD purchases the new broadsides from GIBBY —— *clink, clink*)

can’t sit OR think,

CAN’t tell, can’t say...

can’t RUN or wait,

can’t go, can’t stay...

FUSS little girl,

Betwixt and between.

such a tug o’ war,




BITTERSWEET SIXTEEN...

PIP

(Dreamy)

Nana, I’ve been wondering...  

FEMALE PAPERMONGER (as NANA)

(Bustling about, gathering towels, herbs and bottles into a bag)

Oh?

PIP

We’re very plain people, aren’t we?

NANA

I guess so, dear Pip.

PIP

If someone lived a fancy uncommon life, wouldn’t he find people like us pretty dull?

Nana

(Handing PIP a bowl and pestle)

Would you crush this henbane seed now, please?  It’s the miller’s wife next door.  She’ll be getting into the thick of it pretty soon now.
PIP

(Not listening, not crushing, hardly notices the bowl in her hands)

I mean —— I’m your apprentice, Nana.  For nearly two years now.  I must help you whenever I can, because you need me terribly.

NANA

That’s very kind of you.

PIP

But it’s a big world out there ——

NANA

(Clearly about to leave)

Yes, Pip, and there’s a big belly next door, and it won’t wait around for us to get done thinking.  So crush plenty of the seeds and bring them with you.

PIP

(Waking up)

What?  Now?

NANA

Yes, she’s going into labor, poor thing.

PIP

But, Nana, I have to go!  Stephen is leaving for school today.  He’s going abroad.  I won’t see him for a year!

NANA

Pip.  Old girl.  Perhaps you’d be better off keeping company with the common ones instead of the uncommon ones...?

PIP

(Looking at the bowl of herbs in her hands, then at Nana)

I’m going, Nana.

(And, handing NANA the bowl, SHE does.  NANA seizes the pestle and lands into the herbs with gusto and a grimace, looking after PIP)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Reading)

“But when Pip got to the castle that day, she found Stephen on the terrace surrounded by... “

YOUNG MAN

(Becoming STEPHEN)

“Cousins!  Dozens of them!”

PIP

Stephen, I hoped ——

STEPHEN

(Pulling the FIRST PARLOR-MAID “into” the scene)

You’re a cousin, my dear, all the way, say, from France...!  

(Doing same with SECOND PARLOR-MAID)

And you are another cousin, tempting me to return with you to Spain...!

(Needing a third, looks about, approaches STREET-WALKER)

And —— excuse me?

STREET-WALKER

(Likes what SHE sees)

Oh!  No excuse needed from the looks of you...!

STEPHEN

Would you be my third cousin?

STREET-WALKER

Why, dearie!  I’d be your fourth and fifth, if anyone is counting!

STEPHEN

(Referring to the line-up of THREE COUSINS he has arranged)

Now, Pip!  Come meet my extended family —— money-grubbing parasites, every one of them!

(The COUSINS react with smiles and giggles.  STREET-WALKER is not sure what is going on, but gets swept up into it.)

And dear cousins, this is Pip.  

PIP

How do you do?  Stephen, couldn’t we —— ?

STEPHEN

Pip is penniless, you see, but pure of heart.

PIP

Why have you begun to act like this?

STEPHEN

It’s not me, Pip.  Look!  They come from all across the continent to circle my inheritance like moths ‘round a flame!

(Indicating FIRST COUSIN)

Girls like this will say anything to gain my favor.

FIRST COUSINS

(Coquettish)

I will not!

STEPHEN

See?  They even lie to my face.

PIP

And this is your future?

STEPHEN

Hundreds of them throwing themselves at my feet.

FIRST COUSIN



SECOND COUSIN

Dearest cousin!  Choose me!  

Over here!  Don’t leave me hanging!

STREET-WALKER 

(More or less as THIRD COUSIN)

Oh, come on.  You’s a real man, ain’t you?  You needs a real woman, don’t you?

STEPHEN

(More confidentially to PIP)

And it’s remarkable, Pip... it doesn’t seem to matter that I’m scared of them —— just a little, I mean —— because they want to impress me more than I do them!  Isn’t that amazing?

(To ALL)

So let the competition begin!

PIP

Competition?

STEPHEN

Yes, begin!

   ALL I DO IS CHOOSE






 

I need the practice.  Do whatever it is that real young ladies do...

STEPHEN (Cont’d)

Preen.  Pose.  Patter.  Please.

Flit.  Flirt.  Flatter.  Tease.

Try to beguile me.

Strive to amuse.

All I do is choose!

NOW One of you will win me,

and the otherS will lose.

SOON I’ll take command

Of THE lucky ‘lady’s’ hand. 

Ah!  But the question is —— Whose?

You’ll find out when I choose!

Oh, I can’t wait to begin my new life...!

day after Day of these tempting revues,

night after night of arousing rendezvous!

all I want —— !

All I need —— !

ALl i plead to do is —— !

I haven’t chosen my life up to now ——

Cold and alone in these hollow halls of stone ——

Like a prince in a dungeon.

But TODAY, I’M told,


This prince IS FIN’LY old enough

AND freed from THIS dungeon!

I step into the light,

and revel in the sight

of A world full of eager ingenues —— !

Each one mine to accept or refuse!

How can I lose —— ?

WHEN ALL I DO IS watch you...

WINK.  whirl.  wiggle.  dance.

TRIFLE.  twirl.  giggle.  glance.

let me consider, compare and peruse...

then watch me —— ! 

(To FIRST COUSIN)

You!  Out!

(FIRST COUSIN leaves the scene)

(To the remaining)

forgive me if I tire.

you’ll pardon my fatigue.

A sigh, a yawn...

I pray you’ll excuse.

Oh, it’s a burden —— this having to choose!

(Gestures in rhythm to SECOND COUSIN —— “You!” —— “Out!”)

(SECOND COUSIN leaves the scene)

(STEPHEN circles PIP and THIRD COUSIN)

But —— Ha-ha! —— I might as well get used to it.

STEPHEN (Cont’d)
day after Day of these tempting revues,

night after night of arousing rendezvous!

(In a triumphant tableau, poised between the two remaining ladies)

How can I lose?

WHEN ALL I DO IS CHOOSE!

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

OLDER WOMAN

“Stephen glanced back and forth between the remaining cousin and Pip.  And then, taking a deep breath, he extended his hand to —— “

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

...to which one?

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Go on...

OLDER WOMAN

(Looking up from her broadside)

There aren’t any more words!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Looking at her broadside)

It’s blank!

GIBBY

(Going to look at the broadsides)

Uh-oh.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

What do you mean, Uh-oh?

GIBBY

The p-p-p-p-p-p ——

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Printing press...

GIBBY

b-b-b-b-b-b-b ——

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

...broke down?  Oh, blast it!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Then how will we know what Stephen does?

MALE PAPERMONGER

Obviously, he’ll choose his cousin.

STREET-WALKER

Of course!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

What?

MALE PAPERMONGER

An heir to a Lordship can’t betray his class.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

But don’t he love Pip?

STREET-WALKER

(Defiantly)

Oh, is that so?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

‘Course he does!  Ain’t you got a romantic bone in your body?

   WHAT NEXT?







 

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(To the PAPERMONGERS)

You two can’t just make things up.

MALE and FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Huh?

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

You can’t just say things.  

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Finish the story proper or we should get our money back, shouldn’t we, dearie?

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Well, I think so!

SOLOS WITHIN CROWD
(A gradually mounting fever)

What next?  What next?

What next?  What next?

WHAT NEXT?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(To MALE PAPERMONGER)

Now see what you’ve started!

(Calling to GIBBY)

Gibby!

GIBBY

(Already on the move, leaves)

I’ll g-g-g-g-g-g ——

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Go fix the printing press!

ENSEMBLE

What next?  What next?

What next?  What next?

WHAT NEXT?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(TO MALE PAPERMONGER)

This is all your fault!
(Speaking to mounting rhythm under)

It was simple.  So simple!  A little girl... all alone at a gravestone... minding her own business... moaning and crying... content as a clam... perfectly happy being miserable...

A penny is paid,

A portrait is read,

a little girl sings,

FEMALE PAPERMONGER (Cont’d)
SOME tears’LL be shed.

and then we go home...

that’s all that PEOPLE expects!

when an orphan can’t sniffle her eyes out in peace...?

What Next!

ENSEMBLE

What next?  What next?

What next?  What next?

WHAT NEXT?

YOUNG MAN

What should Stephen do?

(Approaching WAIF)

Be true to a friend?

WAIF

my heart is glowING!

YOUNG MAN

(Approaching STREET-WALKER)

BE true to his class?  

WAIF

my tears are flowing!

STREET-WALKER

(Aggressively snuggling up to YOUNG MAN)

Enough of this prattle...

Let’s get going!

WAIF

(Waving the broadside at STREET-WALKER as proof)

But your SOUL is hollow, 

Your motive is greed!

STREET-WALKER

don’t no ONE ‘round here do nothing but read?

When a ‘tractive young woman can’t get what she need...? 

What next!

ENSEMBLE

What next?  What next?

What next?  What next?

WHAT NEXT?

(Music continues under, GIBBY runs in carrying hunk of machinery)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Gibby!  Did you fix it?

GIBBY

(Smiling, greasey, proudly displaying machinery)

Y-y-y-y-y-y—— 

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Well, don’t bring it out here!  Take it back to the —— 

(GIBBY bolts to go, drops machinery, which crashes into a dozen clattering pieces.  General groan of disappointment.  GIBBY quickly gathers the pieces and runs out.)

WIFE

(To MALE PAPERMONGER)

Let me come back...!

MALE PAPERMONGER

What do you mean?

WIFE

I mean the convict.

MALE PAPERMONGER

But... you’re on a prison ship bound for overseas!

WIFE

(Making it up as she goes, gathering crowd, to rhythm under)

“...when suddenly, she breaks out of the brig...  dives overboard... and swims all the way back to London!”

SOLOS

(Egging her on)

What next?  What next?

(CONSTABLE enters, hears everything WIFE says, she does not see HIM)

WIFE

“...where she gathers a notorious crew of rogues for plundering and pilfering and all manner of wickedness!”

SOLOS

What next?  What next?  What next?

(CONSTABLE approaches, stands beside WIFE, eyeing her with a frown)

WIFE

“...and, planning the most heinous thievery on Buckingham Palace itself, she raises a mug to her cohorts and says...”

(SHE sees CONSTABLE, pauses.  Then, affected, tippy-toe polite...)

“I say, my dear Cornelia, may I have another spot of tea?”

CROWD

(Seeing CONSTABLE, ad-lib a self-consciously upper-class tea party)

“Jolly good!”  “Right Ho!”  “Carry On!”  

WIFE

And I should like to declare in a most delicate and genteel manner...  “May God Save The King!”

CROWD

“Do tell!”  “Ra-ther!”  “Huzzah, I say... Simply Huzzah!”

(CONSTABLE glares directly at WIFE, dubious but appeased, leaves)

WIFE

when a villain ain’t able to practice her trade...!

What next!

ENSEMBLE

What next?  What next?  What next?  What next?

what ——   what ——  what —— 

what next?

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Frowning, pondering the problem)

Stephen is rich!  And Pip is poor!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

So Stephen has got to lose his money.

OLDER MAN

His parents die!

   FANTASIES AND IDEAS

OLDER WOMAN

The castle burns down!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Pushing YOUNG MAN into this scenario, mussing, ripping his clothes)

He’s tossed onto the street in rags, begging for food...

OLDER MAN

Quite humiliating!  Very good!

OLDER WOMAN

...joins a travelling theatrical troupe...!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Disheveling YOUNG MAN’s hair, powdering his face)

...forced to become a street clown...

OLDER WOMAN

(Pushing YOUNG MAN to the ground)

...performing pratfalls in the mud for pennies...

OLDER MAN

(Bringing WAIF into the picture, scaling the height of melodrama)

...and then, one day, he looks up and sees Pip...!

(An extended pause as EVERYONE considers this picture, then...)

EVERYONE

No...

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

But Stephen has to have a downfall...!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

(Musing, more or less to herself)

Or... someone could just give Pip an enormous amount of money.

(A musical Ah-ha!  ALL look at SECOND P-MAID, then at each other.)

GIBBY

(Runs in triumpantly with fixed, fully-printed broadsides in hand)

I’ve g-g-g-g-got them —— !

(WAIF quickly goes to GIBBY, takes these fixed broadsides and gives copies to YOUNG MAN and STREET-WALKER)

(GIBBY has paused, sensing something afoot. HE looks at SECOND PARLOR-MAID, then at OTHERS, then —— rock-solid —— )

What’s going on?

(To mounting music, FEMALE PAPERMONGER whispers urgently to GIBBY as MALE PAPERMONGER whispers similarly to his WIFE)

(GIBBY and WIFE listen with widening eyes.  “Ah-ha!”  Aware of the competition, THEY try to be casual, edging toward their respective print shops.  Then, suddenly discarding coyness, THEY bolt away.)

(The WAIF, joyously waving the “fixed” broadside that GIBBY brought in, gathers in the YOUNG MAN and kisses him —— and not briefly)

   THIS IS THE START


FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Is that it?

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Is that what really happens?

YOUNG MAN

(Briefly peeling himself away from the WAIF, dazed and delighted)

True to the spirit of the text.  As to detail, perhaps reading a bit between the lines —— but who am I to quibble?

(And HE returns to the embrace, fully sharing in this second kiss)

STREET-WALKER

Acch!  You’re all daft!

(SHE exits)

PIP

(Dreamily)

Stephen...  Stephen...

PIP

...Stephen, stephen, stephen!

even now I’m still spinning,

and it’s only beginning...


with this feeling that's growing

I'm stirring, melting, overflowing.

I don't know where I'm going, 

but This is the start.

am I wedded, expecting or...

Is my cart before the horses?

All I know for ‘of course’ is...

This is the start of this FEELING that’s...

budding, brimming,

swirling, swimming,

ever spreading...

I don’t know where I’m heading,

but this is the start of something... 

something like... something...

(Taking STEPHEN’s arm and incorporating him into her vision)

like this...
we’ll stride through the world side by side ——

a couple that none can divide!

PIP (Cont’d)
our hearts hand in hand,

our thoughts hand in glove.

WE’re elegant twins,
   

like mirrors of love. 

WITH COMMON DIRECTION,

in perfect reflection

like soulmates, echoes, equals...

never to part!

(Showing off to PARLOR-MAIDS, her previous “rivals” for STEPHEN)

so goodbye, your poor maidens, I’m...

courted, chosen, overtaken!

Am I sorely mistaken, 

or is this the start?

please forgive me for crying, 

i’m floating, flying ——

can’t stop sighing ——

no use trying!

no denying that

this is the start of this feeling that’s...

stirring, melting, 

overflowing ––

I don't know where I'm going...

BUT I’m going...

(Again pulling STEPHEN into her musing)

AND soon comes the moment we mate...!  

Great!

I think you’re the bird —— I’m the bee!  

No, wait...

You must be the bee, 

and I AM THE rose.

You sting me, I guess.

It hurts, I suppose.

BUT that’s how we’re bound,

for the rest of our lives!


that is how men turn girls into wives!

I know where I’m going...!

for Wedded bliss is 

born of kisses.

Here I go from

Miss to MISSUS.

That is what this is!

AND THIS IS THE START!




(Music does not resolve.  Rhythm of OPENING NUMBER returns as...)

	(WIFE runs in and posts “WAIF GETS RICH” along her end of wall)

MALE PAPERMONGER

Broadside!  New broadside!  Ha’pence!  Ha’pence!  The Orphan Becomes An Adult And Gains Wealth!  Inherits twenty-five pounds a year from a secret benefactor!  Prepares for Debut as Young Lady!
	(GIBBY runs in, posts “PIP GAINS WEALTH” on other end)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Broadside!  Ha’penny!  New broadside!  Ha’penny!  The Poor Orphan Gets Rich!  Turns Eighteen!  Granted thirty pounds a year from a mysterious patron!  Leaves home For Grand Debut!


MALE PAPERMONGER (Cont’d)

Did I say twenty-five pounds?  I meant thirty-five pounds!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

I say she’ll get forty pounds a year from her patron!

MALE PAPERMONGER

Forty-five pounds!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Fifty pounds!

WIFE

(To her husband’s surprise)

Fifty-five!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

We’ll double the money!  Sixty pounds a year!

WIFE

(Pointedly at FEMALE PAPERMONGER)

Sixty-five!

	   (OLDER WOMAN has purchased a  broadside from MALE PAPERMONGER, begins reading a “scene” to one side)
	   (YOUNG MAN has purchased a broad-side from FEMALE PAPERMONGER, begins reading this “scene” on other side)


(A sense of both broadsides being enacted at the same time.  As much overlap in dialogue and hub-bub as possible consistent with clarity.  The WAIF is pulled back and forth between the two sides as PIP.)

(During these readings, EVENING LAMPLIGHTER enters, passes through, ignites and tends oil street lanterns as darkness descends)

OLDER WOMAN

“Two years had passed...”

YOUNG MAN

“And Pip was now...”

PIP

“...eighteen years old...”

OLDER WOMAN

“As Pip looked up from the kitchen table...”

(Gives broadside to OLDER MAN, who becomes MATTHEWS)

YOUNG MAN

“As Nana looked up from the kitchen table...”

(MATTHEWS clears his throat 

majestically, startling PIP)

PIP

Oh!

MATTHEWS

You are a young girl by name of Pip?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER (as NANA)

Are you leaving us, Pip?

MATTHEWS

Come now!  Either you are, or you aren’t.  I have unusual business to conduct.

PIP

Of course.  We’ve met before.

MATTHEWS

Have we?

PIP

At the castle.

MATTHEWS

(Meaningfully)

Mind you!  I am here merely as the agent of another —— no more and no less.

NANA

Are you leaving, dear Pip?

PIP

I don’t belong here, Nana.  I am to become a wealthy young woman.

MATTHEWS

You are heir to a significant fortune.

NANA

A-stonishing, old girl!

MATTHEWS

You are to be elevated into the finest circles of society.

PIP

It must be Lord Gayle!

MATTHEWS

Now, now!  I have been instructed to keep the identity of your benefactor a secret until that person chooses to reveal it.

NANA

...but perhaps you’d be better off keeping company with common ones 

instead of the uncommon ones...?

PIP

I am better than that, Nana.  Better than the village, better than a midwife.

NANA

Well, God forbid I should stand in your way...

MATTHEWS

We request that you continue to use the name “Pip”.  You have no objection to that?

PIP

No, sir.

MATTHEWS

I should think not!

NANA

What will I do without you?  Who will be my ‘prentice?

PIP

What did you say, Nana?

MATTHEWS

I said that I’m on the board of The Academy For Young Ladies.  You’ll attend classes there.  Is this acceptable to you?

PIP

I have always dreamed of it.

MATTHEWS

I didn’t ask about your dreams.  I asked if it were acceptable.

NANA

I said...  Don’t you think you’d be happier staying as you are?

PIP

No, Nana...  I must become worthy of Stephen...  I must see Stephen again.






NANA




Dear Pip...

MATTHEWS

I say, I asked if it were acceptable.






NANA




You are going then —— ?

(PIP is increasingly pulled between two sides.  CROWD becomes vocal, even physical in tug-of-war —— some rooting for her to take the money —— some for her to stay true to NANA.  Amid activity, some PASSERS-BY, new to us, are attracted to the drama, join commotion.)

MATTHEWS



NANA

It is acceptable then —— ?

But you’ll come back...?

(Handing PIP some coins)

For some new clothes?

Ever the best of friends, eh, Pip?

Are we agreed?







Are you going?

(As the hub-bub and tug-of-war reaches a climax, PAPERMONGERS resume hawking their broadsides to the growing CROWD, old faces and new)

WIFE

“Rags to riches!”  “Street Waif Soon To Debut As Young Lady!”

CONSTABLE

(Bursts in, blowing whistle to cut through the commotion)

All right!  That’s it!

(Grabbing WIFE)

I knew you’s up to no good!  And now you’re going to pay for it.

(Puts HER into handcuffs, begins taking HER forcibly off)

It’s a bench in Newgate for you!

CONSTABLE (Cont’d)
 (To ALL)

Now away with the rest of you!  Off!  Off!

(CONSTABLE drags WIFE off, MALE PAPERMONGER, some OTHERS following)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

But this is my corner.  This is how I make my living!

MALE PAPERMONGER

Please, Constable...  I must explain...!

YOUNG MAN

I can vouch for her, Constable...

(But CONSTABLE will have none of it.  ALL scatter and leave, except WAIF and YOUNG MAN.)

WAIF

(Seeing that SHE is alone with the YOUNG MAN, retreating)

Oh, sir!  How bold you must think me!

YOUNG MAN

Finally, her own words.  Her own lovely voice.

WAIF

Don’t make fun of me.  I know I’ve no right speaking alone to the likes of you.

YOUNG MAN

...the likes of me?

(Regarding his clothes)

No, no...  I thought you could tell.  This is a costume.  The theatrical I came from this evening?  I was in it.  Well, I wanted to be, but they wouldn’t give me a look.  I want to be an actor or a writer.  I’m a clerk.  I take short-hand.  I’m nothing...  But you are brilliant!

(With pleasure, a note of laughter)

Where did you find such rags to wear?  They’re perfection!  Even the smell of them —— !

(WAIF turns, crumples in humiliation.  HE realizes his mistake.)

Oh...  What have I done?  How has this happened?

(Approaching her)

This isn’t just a story to you, is it?

WAIF

(Embracing HIM in joy and embarrassment)

Oh, Stephen...  Stephen!

YOUNG MAN

(Weakening)

But I’m not...  not really...

(HE kisses HER)

   ACT ONE FINALE: THE STORY YOU TELL
Maybe I am whoever you want me to be.  Maybe you are everything we imagine for you!

WAIF

Tonight will be different, won’t it?  I know how it feels to be invisible, but tonight I am seen, and I belong.  Oh, Stephen, I can belong...!

WAIF (Cont’d)

if i’m the story they tell,

IF I’M the vision they seek...

IF I’M the voice of their dreams,

IF I’M the magic they speak...

then I AM someone —— !

—— at last, somebody needs me —— !

—— wants me!    

LOVES me!

no more A STRAY of the slum ——

tonight I’ve finally come alive!

YOUNG MAN

You’re... a spirit!  A muse!  Through you, I see... worlds of people...  faces...  voices... ghosts...  How can I say what I imagine?

WAIF




YOUNG MAN

I’ll be the story YOU tell.







what are these stories we tell?

I’ll be the vision YOU seek.







what are these visions we seek?

I’ll be the voice of YOUR dreams.







how comes the voice of our dreams?

I’ll be the magic YOU speak.







WHAT IS THIS magic we speak?

i’ll be your someone...

tonight I shall be wanted!

tonight you shall be wanted!

STEPHEN!







STEPHEN?

BE MY STEPHEN!







I am YOUR STEPHEN!

BOTH

SOMEWHERE ‘MID FICTION AND LOVE,

WE’LL SOLVE THE MYSTERIES OF ——

(THEY kiss again.  A police whistle interrupts from offstage.)

WAIF

(Looking around at the empty street)

Stephen, there’s no one left to imagine anything.  Without our story, I’m nothing.  Find them, Stephen.  Find them all... for me.

YOUNG MAN

I will.  I promise.

(HE goes)

WAIF

Watch me!

wish me!

dream me!

LOVE me!

tonight I’ve come to the world,

and the world will come —— it will come to me!

End of Act One

The same night, a half-hour later.  

A new streetscape.  Different from Act One but just as squalid.  Common landmarks may be seen from a new perspective in the distance.

As music begins, the ENSEMBLE is restless and abuzz, entering, crossing in all directions.  Among them are the TWO PARLOR-MAIDS, OLDER MAN and WOMAN, FEMALE PAPERMONGER and GIBBY.  A few more, STRANGERS to us, carry broadsides amid the hub-bub.
   ACT II OPENING NUMBER: HAVEN’T YOU HEARD?
ENSEMBLE   

WHat’s the word?

WHat’s the word?

WHat’s the word?

STRANGERS
PIP!  PIP!

more about the orphan!

PIP!  PIP!

more about the orphan!

(Members of CROWD familiar to us discover each other and reunite)
FIRST PARLOR-MAID

There they are!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Oh, finally!  We’ve found you!
OLDER MAN
(Reuniting with OLDER WOMAN)

My dear!  How did we get separated?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER
(Entering with GIBBY)

Ah!  Here now, Gibby!  These be the folks conducive to commerce!

(General warm greetings all around as they take stock of themselves)
SECOND PARLOR-MAID
But... where’s Pip?

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Yes, what’s happened to her?

BALLAD-SINGER
(As if in reply, enters with a flourish, addressing ALL)
I saw her!
THE ORPHAN Pip!
Down by the river...
getting off the boat!

(The STRANGERS in the crowd respond with enthusiasm, drop some of their broadsides and follow BALLAD-SINGER off)

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Off the boat?

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
(Picking up one of the broadsides a STRANGER dropped)

Oh, look!  It’s a new broadside!  News about Pip!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

(Picking up another one)

And here’s another one!   
FIRST PARLOR-MAID
’SAYS PIP IS Filthy rich!
And ready for romance!

she’s off on a thrilling rendezvous in france!

OLDER WOMAN
(Having picked up another broadside herself)

No, she isn’t!  Says here...
SHE fled her humble home ——
and rides in a golden carriage off to rome!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID


SECOND PARLOR-MAID
Poppycock!

balderdash!
fiddlesticks!  






bosh!

such folderol Those TALEs!

such folderol Those TALEs!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID
(Slapping her broadside as proof)

PIP IS here in london 
being courted by the prince of wales!

(A general argument ensues about which broadside is “true”)

BALLAD-SINGER and STRANGERS
(Entering with campaign zeal, crossing in the opposite direction)
PIP!  PIP!

more about the orphan!

BALLAD-SINGER
(With a grand “come along” gesture)

NOW Hear Ye!  
FOR All iS Well!  
Pip’s going home!  
FOR the operation... was a success!  
(STRANGERS respond with enthusiasm, drop more broadsides and follow BALLAD-SINGER off)

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

The operation?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER
(Picking up one of the broadsides)

Gibby!  Look at this rag...
‘SAYS pip feeds all the starving,

and shelters all the cold.

she comforts those in need with her heart of gold.

OLDER MAN
(Having picked up another broadside himself)

No, she doesn’t!  Says here...

OLDER MAN (Cont’d)
...that Pip’s Become A Snob!

aloof and COLD —— she snubs the common mob!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

OLDER WOMAN
hog-water!

fiddle-faddle!

TOMMYROT!







tosh!

Them don’t fool anyone.  

...don’t fool anyone.  

OLDER WOMAN
(Slapping and reading her new broadside as proof)

PIP ran OFF TO A CONVENT
AND became A NUN!

(General arguments break out again)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID
Oh, none of these papers are telling the truth!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

We need our Pip!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Where is she?

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

And what’s happening to her?

(Lights discover a different part of the stage —— a different location in London —— as WAIF and YOUNG MAN enter, find each other)
WAIF

(Running into YOUNG MAN’s arms)

Oh, Stephen!

YOUNG MAN

My dear.  I’ve found our friends nearby.  Shall we join them?

WAIF

Do they still want me?  Everyone’s gone mad.  There are a hundred street corners with a hundred different Pips!
YOUNG MAN

Pretenders every one!  You are the story they tell.  You are the muse of a hundred tales untold...
WAIF




YOUNG MAN

I am the story THEY tell.







WHAT KINDS OF TALES can we tell?

I am the vision THEY seek.







WHAT KINDS OF VISIONS we seek?

I am the voice of THEIR dreams.







HOW GIVE we voice TO our dreams?

I am the magic THEY speak.







who makes this magic we speak..?

WAIF

Stephen, promise me that no matter what happens, we’ll stay equals...  and be together.

YOUNG MAN

Equal and together.  I promise.

(THEY kiss)

(Lights return to CROWD. FEMALE P-M frowns, steps away from group.)
GIBBY
(Following her)

W-w-w-w-w-w-w --- ?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

What’s wrong?  Look around!  Pips all over!  Every papermonger in town has stolen my orphan —— !
TWO STRANGERS

(Enter, passing through, carrying broadsides)

PIP!  PIP!  PIP!  PIP!

more about the orphan!

(FEMALE PAPERMONGER snarls at them, chases them off)

GIBBY

(Reaching out)

Now c-c-c-c-c-c ——
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Calm down?  How am I going to make a living?
(Sitting)

I’ve lost my orphan.  I’m losing my business.  I ain’t got my youth no more.  I ain’t got my looks.  I got nothing...
GIBBY
(Solid as a rock)

I believe in you.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER
There you go again, Gibby!  How can you talk like that?
GIBBY
You’re very attractive.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

I’m an ugly old duck, and you know it!

GIBBY

Actually... I’m quite fond of you.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(A long puzzled look at GIBBY, struggling to believe...  but can’t.)

Acccch!  We’ve no time for this tomfoolery!
(Stands up, indicates the broadsides that GIBBY is carrying)
Put your heart in the broadsides, Gibby, not on your sleeve!
GIBBY

(Taken aback, looking at the broadsides)

In the b-b-b-b-b —— ?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER
In the broadsides!  Write up some more, and get back here as soon as you can.  Come on, Gibby!  Back to work!
(SHE strides back to the CROWD.  GIBBY pauses, looks after HER, looks at his broadsides, heads off in other direction, exits.)
BALLAD-SINGER and STRANGERS

(Entering in despair with new broadsides, chanting dismally)
P-i-i-i-p!  P-i-i-i-p!
FIRST PARLOR-MAID
(Running up to BALLAD-SINGER)

What’s wrong?

SECOND PALOR-MAID

Have you found her?

FIRST and SECOND STRANGERS
(Referring to a broadside)

Haven’t you heard —— ?
BALLAD-SINGER

POOR pip has cracked her crown,

and shivers by the sea ——

she’s lost her mind, and don’t know who she be!

THIRD STRANGER

(Crowding in to tell the PARLOR-MAIDS more from his broadside)
No!  It’s worse —— !

SHE’s kidnapped by a knave, 




who threatens her sacred honor as his slave!

FIRST and SECOND STRANGERS

(Crowding in further with third broadside)
Don’t you have eyes?  

her face is sickly pale, I fear she’s dying!

BALLAD-SINGER and ALL STRANGERS
—— SLOWLy Dying ——

—— very slowly DYING ——

—— gasp by gasp BY cough by sneeze ——

—— Wasting away of a dreadful disease.

BALLAD-SINGER
SHE SWOONS!

FIRST STRANGER

SHE SIGHS!

BALLAD-SINGER and ALL STRANGERS

OH, WILL she DIE?
BALLAD-SINGER

(Now coming “above” all this to the audience)

JUST ONE PIP AIN’T PIP ENOUGH FOR LONDON!

just one tale ain’t tale enough to tell!
we’LL bring laughter,

we’LL bring TEARS,

and courage for YOUR fears.

Just tell a tale till dawn...!
...on the streets of london!

ENSEMBLE
(Gradually ALL joining in)

...on the streets of london! 
...on the streets of london!

...on the streets of london!

BALLAD-SINGER and ENSEMBLE
just one yarn ain’t yarn enough for london!

just one verse ain’t song enough to sing!

BALLAD-SINGER and ENSEMBLE (Cont’d)
been through fire,

beEn through plague,

been poor enough to beg.

just tell a tale to take US through till dawn.

—— through till dawn!

just sing a song that tells US ——





—— life goes on!

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

(MALE PAPERMONGER enters.  FEMALE PAPERMONGER sees him first.)
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Oh, it’s you again.

OLDER MAN
(Seeing, moving quickly to welcome him warmly)

My good man!
MALE PAPERMONGER

(Responding to greetings all around as CROWD gathers around him)
My friends!

OLDER MAN

Have you found your wife?

MALE PAPERMONGER

Heaven help us!  They dragged her off to Newgate!  I went to that horrible place, and tried to get her out.  I offered them all we earned tonight...  all we have in the world...  But it wasn’t half enough.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Awkward and defensive)
Well, I’m sorry about your wife...  There, I said it!  

(OLDER MAN extends a coin to MALE PAPERMONGER)

MALE PAPERMONGER
Please, no charity.

OLDER MAN

(Indicating the coin)

For your next broadside!

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Fingering his remaining stock)

All I have is an old title —— “The Return Of The Exile.”  But now, with my wife an exile...  How can I continue...?
(OLDER MAN puts hand on MALE PAPERMONGER’s shoulder)
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Well...  what I mean to say is...  we both got to make a living, and maybe there’s a way we can work alongside by side...  in peace...

(SHE offers HIM a self-aware curtsy.  HE responds with a solemn bow. HE will soon withdraw and begin a quiet session of handwriting.)
(STRANGERS in the crowd begin buzzing and gathering, pointing and looking into the distance)
VARIOUS STRANGERS

“Look!”  “See there!”  “Here she comes!”  “It’s her!”  “It’s really her!”

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

What are they saying?  Is it Pip?

STRANGERS
(With mounting fervor)

Pip!  Pip!  Pip!  Pip!

Pip!  Pip!  Pip!  Pip!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID


SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Oh, is it?  She’s coming!  

It must be her!  Here she comes...!

(A climax of anticipation, all looking together as —— the STREET-WALKER enters.  STRANGERS cheer and greet her as PIP.)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

What?
SECOND PARLOR-MAID

You’re not Pip!

OLDER MAN

You’re one of Stephen’s cousins, aren’t you?

STREET-WALKER

In this neighborhood, I am Pip, the one and only!
(WAIF enters from other side with YOUNG MAN.  Our CROWD immediately sees and gathers around HER, oo-ing and ah-ing at her humble attempts to “lady-fy” herself since they last saw her.)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

She’s beautiful!

WAIF
I’m getting ready for my grand debut!

OLDER MAN

Lovely!  Every bit a lady!

STREET-WALKER

(Cutting in)

Hold on there!  Barking up the wrong dog, ain’t you?

WAIF
What?

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Indicating STREET-WALKER)

She thinks she’s Pip!

YOUNG MAN

You...?

STREET-WALKER

What’s so funny?  Over here, you picks me in that dance of yours!  Over here, I gets to kiss you!  

(Getting close to him)

So, what are we waiting for, Master Stephen?

YOUNG MAN

That’s not my real name.

STREET-WALKER

(Even closer)

Oh, ducky... Does it look like I care about your real name?

OLDER MAN
Two Pips?  What shall we do...?

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Well, if there can be more than one, I want to be her, too!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Oh, me, too!

OLDER WOMAN

You can’t all be Pip!

YOUNG MAN

(Taking WAIF’s hand)

There’s but one Pip, and this —— !

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

(Adorning herself with an elegant ITEM that “makes” her a lady)

But Pip’s a lady now!  I see ladies every day in my work.
(To WAIF)

I don’t fancy you do!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Similarly bestowing an ITEM OF ADORNMENT on herself)

My lady’s a model of deportment and elegance.  
(To STREET-WALKER)

What would you know about that?

OLDER WOMAN

(Moving to center, becoming referee)

What do any of you know about it?  What do you think being a lady means?

WAIF
Doing what you want!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Anywhere you want!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Anytime you want!

STREET-WALKER

Snapping your fingers...

WAIF
Every day another Grand Debut!

OLDER WOMAN

(With a laugh)

You don’t know the first thing about gentility.  Its essence is discipline, not desire.

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

It don’t feel that way when my lady keeps ringing for me day and night!

STREET-WALKER

... or when they pass me on the street and give me the evil eye!

OLDER WOMAN

(Becoming a drill sergeant)
Now, now.  “Ladies!”  These are not delicate thoughts.  Women of quality do not become so stimulated, for that causes poor complexion and lines about the eyes.  Now, sit!  Legs together.  Head downward.  You see, many years ago, I attended the Academy For Young Ladies.

STREET-WALKER

You?

OLDER WOMAN

Yes, and the one true “Miss Pip” must learn the same lesson I did —— Patience!  
   waiting, waiting



For young ladies, waiting for the right moment is everything!

we do not act.

we react.



we do not speak.

we reply.

We do not chase.

we attract.

we don’t complain.

We sigh.

PIP
We do not dance TIL perchance 

we’re invited to do so.

OLDER WOMAN

That’s right.

STREET-WALKER (as THIRD YOUNG LADY)
and TIL we get married

—— I ask, is it fair? ——

we do nothing but sit on our trousseau!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID (as SECOND YOUNG LADY)
we’re supposed to be...

ALL FOUR YOUNG LADIES
waiting, waiting.

it is so... frustrating!

OLDER WOMAN

I know, but a lady must tip-toe on needle and pin,

patiently waiting the moment her life...

(ALL FOUR hold their breath in suspense.)

...can begin.

Now, class...  Examinations!  Are we ready?

OLDER WOMAN (Cont’d)


ALL FOUR YOUNG LADIES
we do not take.






WE ACCEPT.

we don’t reFUSE.








WE DECLINE.

we do not sweep.








WE ARE SWEPT.

we don’t complain. 









WE PINE.

Good!

THIRD YOUNG LADY
what if my hanky just happens to fall from my basket?

FIRST PARLOR-MAID (as FIRST YOUNG LADY)
what if A gentleman picks up the hint?

ALL FOUR YOUNG LADIES
may we guess what he’s thinking, and ask it?

OLDER WOMAN

No!
SECOND YOUNG LADY
so you’re saying Keep...

ALL FOUR YOUNG LADIES
waiting, waiting.

Here we sit, stagnating!

it’s exas... perating!

OLDER WOMAN

learn to endure it!  bear it and grin!

a lady abides till the moment her life... 

(Murmurs of mounting anxiety from ALL FOUR.)

...can begin.

ALL FOUR YOUNG LADIES
can it be that this curious discipline leads to success?  

This "keep saying no till it's time to say yes." 

FIRST YOUNG LADY
but Still I do nothing.

THIRD YOUNG LADY
And soon I'll be old.

SECOND YOUNG LADY
all ragged and rusty,

THIRD YOUNG LADY
encrusted with mold!

(An increasing sense of “every woman for herself...”)

PIP
I ought to TAKE ACTION...!

PIP and FIRST and SECOND YOUNG LADIES
...impassioned and bold!

ALL FOUR YOUNG LADIES
I have to act now!

FIRST YOUNG LADY
Begin!

SECOND YOUNG LADY
Do something!

PIP
But what?

THIRD YOUNG LADY
But when?


FIRST YOUNG LADY
But who?

PIP
But how —— ?

SECOND YOUNG LADY
heaven help us, we’re...
ALL FOUR YOUNG LADIES
waiting, waiting,

anticipating the day...

PIP
(Approaching YOUNG MAN as STEPHEN)

when my friendship with stephen —— 

it blossoms and grows.

FIRST YOUNG LADY
(Taking STEPHEN from PIP)

WHEN he finally MUSTERS the nerve to propose.

THIRD YOUNG LADY
 (Taking STEPHEN all to herself)

when i’ve got this most prosp'rous 

and promising beau by the nose.

(STEPHEN breaks away from THIRD YOUNG LADY, “courts” PIP.  From here, PIP and OTHER TWO YOUNG LADIES ostracize THIRD YOUNG LADY.)
SECOND YOUNG LADY
SO I SIT TILL A MAN COMES AROUND,
FIRST YOUNG LADY
SO IT ALWAYS HAS BEEN!

SECOND YOUNG LADY
(Narrating STEPHEN’s actions before PIP)

He's kneeling!
PIP
I’m blushing!

SECOND YOUNG LADY
He's asking!

FIRST YOUNG LADY
YOU win!

SECOND YOUNG LADY
(Bestowing her ITEM OF ADORNMENT on WAIF with ceremony)

AND you will make stephen a wonderful wife.
FIRST YOUNG LADY

(Bestowing her ITEM OF ADORNMENT on WAIF similarly)

through better or worse, through LOVING and strife.
ALL FOUR YOUNG LADIES
AND THAT is the moment THIS young lady's life...

(Holding their breath, like good girls, then whispering.)

...will begin!

OLDER WOMAN

Very good, ladies!  
(To WAIF)

And congratulations, Miss Pip.

OLDER WOMAN (Cont’d)
 (To ALL)

Class dismissed!

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

STREET-WALKER

(Starting to leave)

All right!  There’s other corners for me.  I can tell when I’m not wanted...

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Coming out of his creative reverie)

Hold!  I need you!

STREET-WALKER

Jolly good, guv’nor, but ain’t you a bit old for it...?

MALE PAPERMONGER

No, you see...

(Giving her one of his handwritten papers)

You remain a classmate of Pip’s at the Academy —— Miss Phoebe —— a young lady of breeding and great wealth —— tenacious, self-centered, and vain!
STREET-WALKER
Oh, well...  Now you’re talking!
MALE PAPERMONGER

(Hands her another paper)

And on the morning of Pip’s Grand Debut, you receive this letter...

STREET-WALKER (as MISS PHOEBE)

(Reads it, waves it around)

I have it!  A marriage proposal!  I win!  I win!

(Handing letter to PIP with a sly look)

Oh, but you read it, Miss Pip.  I wonder if it’s good enough...

WAIF (as PIP)

“My most precious Miss Phoebe...”

PHOEBE

That’s lovely, don’t you think?

PIP

“...with utmost delicacy of feeling...”  

PHOEBE

(Pointing through the letter)

...and property, see?  Acreage... stables...  But still, I think I’ll turn him down.

PIP

What?

PHOEBE
I can do better.

PIP

And what of love?  Do you care for this gentlemen?

PHOEBE
(With a derisive laugh)

Oh, my!  I knew you came from a small village, but I didn’t realize how small.  Besides, I can’t accept one proposal while I’m expecting another at any moment...
PHOEBE (Cont’d)
(Approaching the YOUNG MAN as STEPHEN and stroking his chest)

...from my dear Stephen!

YOUNG MAN

What?

PIP
How dare you!  I have been his closest friend since childhood!

(MALE PAPERMONGER hands the STREET-WALKER another note)

PHOEBE
Oh, look at this!  It’s my dance card for tonight, signed for every dance —— “Stephen, Stephen, Stephen!”   Now, Miss Pip, don't lose your temper.

(Putting her arm through the arm of STEPHEN)

Aren’t you losing enough already?

(CROWD grumbles and boos at her.  As herself, squeezing YOUNG MAN.)

Oh...  Bloody good!  More fun than Pip any day.

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Handing out more handwritten papers to OLDER MAN and YOUNG MAN)

“All gathered at Lord Gayle’s castle, the great ballroom come alive for the festivities of Pip’s Grand Debut...”

MATTHEWS

(Formally addressing all at the ceremonies)

Congratulations to this year’s class!  You have completed your studies at The Academy For Young Ladies, and I’m sure that soon you’ll all be married.

(PIP, joined by MISS PHOEBE and the TWO PARLOR-MAIDS as additional YOUNG LADIES, giggle and applaud)

Whether or not that’s a good thing is up to you.  Of course, you’ll all go wrong somehow, but that’s no fault of mine.  
(Looking to the side)

And now, gentlemen, the music...?
(Awkward applause, as dull dance music begins.  MATTHEWS withdraws.)
   dull dance music

YOUNG MAN (as STEPHEN)
(With painfully high formality, very delicate head nods in greeting)

Miss Pip.

PIP

Master Gayle.

(With reluctance to acknowledge that PHOEBE is hovering nearby)

... Miss Phoebe.

PHOEBE

Miss Pip...  Master Gayle.

STEPHEN

Miss Phoebe.

PHOEBE
(After a short pause)

Miss Pip, perhaps in your village, people just stand about like cows, but here we attend to our cards, and I will have the next dance with...

PHOEBE (Cont’d)
(Glancing at her dance card, knowing full well what is on it)

Oh, look... it’s ”Stephen.”

PIP

... which hasn’t begun as yet, my dear Miss Phoebe...

(PHOEBE smirks, nods, moves away)

STEPHEN

(Confidentially, smiling after PHOEBE)

Oh, look at her!  She’s a game one!

PIP

Why do you pursue her?

STEPHEN

It’s nothing, Pip.

PIP

(Looking after PHOEBE)

Vain and pushy...
STEPHEN

(Chuckling in admiration)

...shallow and heartless...
PIP

...greedy for your wealth and bloodline.

STEPHEN

Aren’t they all?  She’s just the next one.  A round of pretty lies and it’s over.  Don’t worry about it, Pip.  I don’t.

PIP

This is a game to you?
STEPHEN
Do I not play it well?  Am I not winning?

PIP
(A moment to absorb this, gaze at him)

Do you remember —— Stephen —— the first time we met?  You didn’t even know how to play together.

STEPHEN

Oh, I’m sure I was an odd little creature back then.

PIP

Remember when I visited the same day as your cousins...?

STEPHEN
Were you there?  That was remarkable —— all of you girls fighting over me.
PIP
That game I won.  Do you remember the reward you gave me?

(Pressing his hand to her heart)

I remember it very well.

STEPHEN
(Pulling away)

Pip...  In those days, you were the only one who made my life bearable.  But now...  How many times must I tell you?  I’ve changed.  Do not seek my heart, for I have none to give.

PIP
I’ll never believe that, Stephen.  We’re still the people we were back then.
STEPHEN

Oh, come now, Pip.  Do look in the mirror.

PIP
What do you mean?

STEPHEN
Since gaining your fortune, you have changed your associates, haven’t you?

PIP
Well, some...  Naturally.

STEPHEN
Some who were fit company for you once, are quite unfit for you now.

PIP
Of course.

STEPHEN
Then why deny the rules of the game that we both play so well?

(PIP is taken aback)

(GIBBY runs in with new broadsides —— “NANA AT PIP’S DEBUT!”)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Ah!  Gibby!  Here we be!  “Nana at Pip’s Debut!”
(Then, aware that she’s interrupting...)

If I may...

(Offers her curtsy to MALE PAPERMONGER, who responds with a bow)

Being a part of the story told “Meantime, back in the village....”

(CROWD buys papers from GIBBY *clink clink* even as reading begins)
OLDER MAN
(Reading from the new broadside)

“...Nana missed Pip something terrible...”

OLDER WOMAN

“...and as she stood at the kitchen table, crushing her midwifing herbs...”

FEMALE PAPERMONGER (as NANA)

I want to go visit my dear old girl in the castle, but I fear I’d just embarrass her with my village ways.

OLDER WOMAN

“...said Nana, as she handed a bowl to her new apprentice —— a village boy named Gibby.”

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

“Gibby?”  Well, who’s going to be Gibby?

(ALL eyes on GIBBY, who takes deep breath, steps forward, takes bowl from NANA, begins crushing herbs, then speaks in a rock-solid voice)

GIBBY

Good morning, Nana.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Gazes at GIBBY, rolls her eyes, continues as NANA, with attitude)

Now —— Gibby —— crush these herbs till they become a paste —— Gibby —— and no further.  Mind what I tell you —— Gibby.

GIBBY

Of course, Nana.

NANA

(A sigh, sinking back into her role)

Pip’s been gone for a whole year, and I worry about her so.

GIBBY

You must go to her!

NANA

I know I should.  But my clothes and manners.  She’d be so ashamed of me.

GIBBY

(Taking NANA’s hand)

Sometimes you need to show someone how you feel, even if it is embarrassing.

NANA

Yes, Gibby?

GIBBY

My dear...

NANA

Yes?

GIBBY

Actually, I’m quite fond of you.

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(A long look, then...)

Well, Gibby...  Why haven’t you said so?

YOUNG MAN

“Given encouragement by Gibby’s warm words...”

(FEMALE PAPERMONGER and GIBBY into a buzz of preparations...)

OLDER WOMAN

“...Nana decided to get decked out in her Sunday best and go to the castle.”

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Clears his throat conspicuously, bows to FEMALE PAPERMONGER)
If I may...  “Meantime, back at the castle...!”

(Gives hand-written papers to WAIF, into “wheelchair” as LORD GAYLE)
“...Miss Pip, arriving for her audience with Lord Gayle, entered his private chambers, where she found —— ”

(LORD GAYLE wheeling himself furiously about a defiant STEPHEN)

LORD GAYLE

Stephen!  I demand it!  You’ve been home from school for a week ——

STEPHEN

Seven days too long!

LORD GAYLE

—— and you’ve yet to visit the bedside of your poor mother!  What kind of callous creature has this schooling made of you?

STEPHEN

(Looking about him)

I cannot believe what I have survived...
LORD GAYLE

So cold.  So heartless.  Go and beg your mother’s forgiveness!  Go and ap ——
STEPHEN

No!  
LORD GAYLE

You must stay true to your Mother!

STEPHEN

I will go... but I will not apologize.

(As STEPHEN turns to go, THEY BOTH see PIP.  A moment of shared awkwardness, then STEPHEN nods to PIP and goes.)

PIP

Lord Gayle.  What has happened to Stephen?

LORD GAYLE

I shouldn’t have sent him away to school.  The world has turned his head and stilled his heart.
PIP
(Becoming frightened)
I love him!

   love him







 
LORD GAYLE

Yes!  As you must.
PIP

He is the reason I breathe and hope.  Do I love him beyond reason, against all hope?

LORD GAYLE

That’s what love is.

PIP

He pursues everyone but me.  I’ve not one moment of contentment when I’m with him, yet every other minute of the day I dream of having him beside me until death.

LORD GAYLE

Only you can bring him home.

PIP

All of my good fortune...  Lord Gayle, isn’t this why I’m here?  ...isn’t this why I’ve been made his equal?

LORD GAYLE

LOVE HIM,

as he leaves you in the colD!

LOVE HIM,
as he tramples on your heart!

LOVE HIM, as I do —— 
—— endlessly, fruitlessly, hopelessly —— !
what HAVE I DONE

TO DRIVE HIM AWAY?

you are my hope

to reclaim him today...

LORD GAYLE





PIP

if you love him...




I LOVE HIM!
bring him back! 




I LOVE HIM!
love him...    




I LOVE HIM!
bring him home! 




I LOVE HIM!
love him...!

love him...!

love him...!

love him...!

I’ll tell you what love is —— !
flinging yourself on the altar of chance,
on the whimsey of time,
on the fancy of pleasures,
gone in a breath...

planting your heart in a quicksand of fates,

in a sinkhole of loss,

at the pleasure of death!

IT’s utter submission —— whatever the cost!
but you know you’re alive...
when you’ve loved and you’ve lost.

love will leave you in the cold...
love will trample on your soul, but...
LOVE HIM, as I do —— 

—— endlessly, fruitlessly, hopelessly —— !

what HAVE I DONE

TO DRIVE HIM AWAY?

you have the heart
to reclaim him today,
WHEN you love him...




I LOVE HIM!

bring him back! 




I LOVE HIM!

(With increasing urgency, almost a frenzy)

love him...!  love him...!

love him...!  love him...!

love him...!  love him...!

love him...!  love him...!

PIP

(Leaving LORD GAYLE’s chambers, calling through maze of hallways)

Stephen!  Stephen!  Stephen!

(Turning a corner, SHE suddenly runs into MATTHEWS)

Oh!  Mr. Matthews, where did Stephen go?

MATTHEWS

Miss Pip!  You’re feverish!

PIP

I must see him!
MATTHEWS

(Indicating a direction)

He’s in his mother’s room, but ——

MATTHEWS (Cont’d)
 (PIP bolts off in that direction, finds a door and opens it)
No!  Wait!  You can’t go in there —— !
(But too late —— SHE enters a bedroom, finds STEPHEN overturning furniture and flinging bedclothes wildly about.  After a moment, he looks up and sees PIP.)
STEPHEN

Pip...!

(Continues his trashing about.  PIP backs away, frightened.)

Am I mad?  Tell me, Pip.  Is there anyone in this bed?

PIP

No, Stephen.

STEPHEN
Are we alone here —— you and I?

PIP

Yes, Stephen.

STEPHEN

(With a deep breath)

I’ve been afraid to see this again with my own eyes.

PIP

(Coming closer)

This is your Mother’s room?

STEPHEN

It was.

PIP

Where is she?

STEPHEN

She’s dead.  And has been for many years.

PIP

I thought she was in a coma...
STEPHEN

So she was, when I was very young, and the castle plunged into darkness until she awoke.  But after a time, she passed away, and was quietly buried.  Father could not accept it.  Those who told him the truth were dismissed.  Those who remained...  We set a place for her at every meal.  Whenever I displeased Father, he sent me here to apologize.
(Gazing at the bed)

My whole life I’ve been holding my breath, walking on eggshells, trying to make sense of my memories, trying to stay true to this empty bed.
(Solemnly placing his hands on the bed)

Rest in peace.
(Looking about him)

And may this house rest in peace without you.

PIP

(Reaching out to STEPHEN, taking his hand)

Stephen...

STEPHEN

Don’t waste your sympathy on me, Pip.  I am broken.

PIP

I don’t believe that.

   fanfare and processional

(A sense of gathering activity in the distance)
PIP

The fanfare...  Stephen!  The ceremony!
(PIP and STEPHEN travel the hallways to the grand ballroom, where all the guests are assembled for a courtly review)

MATTHEWS
Ladies and Gentlemen... The Grand Promenade!

(Formal processional music.  PIP and STEPHEN stand, pause, then stride forward side by side.  THEY talk “under” the ceremony.)

STEPHEN
I’ve become what I must, Pip, and there is no hope for me.
PIP

There is always hope.

STEPHEN

Don’t you see...?  I am everything you call Miss Phoebe.  Vain.  Shallow.  That’s all I deserve.

PIP

Have we changed that much, Stephen?  Aren’t I still “the girl” and you still the boy who hates Aspic?

STEPHEN

This isn’t the riverbank.

PIP

But we can go back there, Stephen.  We can run.  Right now.  The river is still there.  It’s still flowing.  It’s still muddy...
(Now gentle, even sensuous, taking his hand)

splashing in the river as it flows,

squishing all the mud between our toes.

(Bringing HER face close to HIS)

Why can’t a home be as simple as this —— ?
(STEPHEN doesn’t respond.  The procession concluded, THEY face each other for a ritual kiss, ALL OTHERS in a semi-circle around THEM.)

Stephen.  Make me your next one.

STEPHEN

(With a nervous laugh, this possibility just now dawning on him)

Pip!  Do you want me to court you?  As I do the others?

PIP
Yes.

STEPHEN

To whisper in your ear —— all shallow and pretty?

PIP
Yes.

STEPHEN

To deceive and entrap you?

PIP
(Looking directly into STEPHEN’s eyes)

Yes, I do.

STEPHEN
(Too loudly, a spasm of fear)

No!

(OTHERS hear this, wince and murmur)

   anyone but you



PIP
Stephen... I love you.
STEPHEN

(Looking around him)

‘round all the pretty flowers

I’m born and bred to hover,

ever confident my powers

CAN make any maid My lover.

(Directly to PIP)

Anyone but you.

(Looking around him)

just woo ‘eR till SHE melts.

don’t bother what her name is.

another prize, another pelt... 

’s what the nature of the game is.

(Directly to PIP)

With everyone but you.

don’t ask me why

I sigh such hollow lover’s lies.

Why can’t I gaze into your eyes

and swear that i’ll be true —— ?

as I hear myself do

to everyone but you.

Come, dignity and pride!

become a cloak to hide me!

For in whom can I confide

All THIS emptiness inside me —— ?

In Nobody but you.

don’t press me now
to ply my trade upon you.

How could I abide what I might do

If I went to work on you —— ?

Wouldn’t know HOW to start.

I haven’t got the heart.

(PIP is crushed, but the music moves seamlessly into the ceremonial fanfare, and ALL OTHERS gather closer around)

MATTHEWS

Ladies and Gentlemen... The Ceremonial Kiss!

(STEPHEN brings his face close to PIP’s.  PIP strains to continue playing her part, but —— at the last moment —— she flinches and jerks away from STEPHEN.  ALL gasp.  STEPHEN steps away.  PHOEBE takes HIS arm, silently gloats.)
(MATTHEWS waves and claps his hands, signaling the dull dance music to resume, urging people to dance and end the awkwardness)

MATTHEWS

Come now!  Come, come now!

(NANA enters —— stiffly, painfully dressed in her “Sunday best.”  CROWD eyes her with disbelief and ridicule, whispering, pointing.)

PHOEBE

Ugh!  Who is that?  Some beggarwoman from off the street?

(NANA wanders awkwardly into the center of the floor, tries to curtsy to each dancer as they circle her)

NANA

Your Honor...  Your Grace...  Your Worship...  Your Highness...  Your Excellency...  Your Reverence...

(Music and dancing grind to a halt)

Oh, pardon me, My Liege, My Ladies, Dear Sirs...  Am I in time for the Grand Debut of The Very Honorable Lady My Dear Miss Pip...?
PHOEBE

Miss Pip?  You know Miss Pip?

PIP

Nana!  What are you doing here?

PHOEBE

“Nana?”  This creature is your nanny?  Oh!  Look, Stephen!  Pip still has a nursery maid!

PIP

No!  Of course not.

PHOEBE

(Keeping a tight hold on STEPHEN, pulling him forward)

Well, then —— you simply must introduce her to us!  Who is she, Pip?

PIP

She’s... one of my servants.

PHOEBE

(Fingering some frill of NANA’s clothing, laughing)

Do you say a servant or a stuffed goose?

PIP

No!  I... I thought I recognized her, but I don’t know her...

NANA

(A painful pause, slowly catches on, tries to do the right thing)

Oh, well then...  You see, I’ve made a mistake.  This ain’t the Miss Pip I was looking for.

PHOEBE

How many Miss Pip’s could there be?

NANA

(With increasing fluster as SHE backs away)
This one ain’t my ‘prentice no more.  And never was.  Not this one.  Never give a thought of becoming a midwife, not for a minute...

PHOEBE

A midwife!  How unspeakable...!

NANA

(Almost gone, pauses, turns, takes paper from pocket —— young Pip’s gift letter from Act I.  Pointing to letter, speaks to STEPHEN.)
But... look here, dear Sir!  Ain’t this here two “N’s” and two “A’s” —— being took all together “Nana?”

STEPHEN

Yes, it is.

NANA

(Holding the letter to her heart, reciting from memory)

“Dear Miss Nana, it is our most elegant pleasure to invite you to our grand dance at the ballroom in our most wealthy and enormous castle, with regards, humbly yours, if you please.”

   run and hide

(NANA slowly turns and goes)
(PIP turns to some of the CROWD.  THEY turn aside, comforting FEMALE PAPERMONGER/NANA.)
(PIP turns to other side of CROWD.  THEY turn aside.)

PIP
how did I get here?

when and why and how?
Wished that i could be

anyone but me.

what do I do now?

what do I do now?

WHAT DO I DO?

(SHE sheds PIP’s ITEMS OF ADORNMENT, becoming somewhat the poor village PIP and somewhat the WAIF)
WAIF/PIP
run and hide!
run and hide!

run away!

(Ripping or discarding one of the paper broadsides)
i was a fool to believe

in these paper-thin dreams.
I can see You’ve no love for me now.
there’s no home for me here.

with a wink and a sneer,
this was all but a game,
it was all just for show!
Run and HIde!

Here I go!

PIP (Cont’d)
 (Tries to leave, but cannot.  Turns, points at FEMALE PAPERMONGER.)

but It is you that I blame for my heartache and shame!

all my suffering brings you joy!

(Rattling FEMALE PAPERMONGER’S coin cup)

for business is great ‘long as I am your bait!

...your puppet!  ...your toy!

(To HERSELF, trying again to leave)

cut and run!
run and hide!

hide away!

i was a fool to hang on,
was a fool to pretend.
I deserve to return to the streets
with the nameless and poor,     

what’s one less or one more —— ?

—— mid the lost and unwashed,
mid the squalor and grime!
cut and run!

now’s the time!

(Tries to leave, cannot.  Turns, points at YOUNG MAN.)

but it is you that betrayed me, you idle dreamer —— !

—— out for an evening lark!
your words, they mean nothing!  You common schemer!  

(Ripping down the lapel of his suit)

you’re only a clerk!

(To HERSELF, trying again to leave)

WHY can’t I go?  
why ‘m I Still here?


run and hide!

disappear!

time to be gone!  

time to be done!
why don’t I run?

THIS mockery’s over —— ‘twas a sham all along!

you DON’T CARE if I live or die!

I’ll never be loved, and I’ll never belong!

So why then can’t I —— ?

—— disappear!

—— cut and run!

—— run and hide!
(WAIF runs a short way off, crumples in anguish and frustration)

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

(Uncomfortable silence. Without WAIF, do THEY even know each other?)

OLDER WOMAN

It’s getting chilly.

OLDER MAN

(Pulling up his collar)

Cloudy.

STREET-WALKER
I hope it don’t rain.

YOUNG MAN
(Approaches WAIF slowly, speak gently to her)

I promised you that we’d be equal and together.  I don’t know how, but I’ll find a way.  I swear it!
(The PARLOR-MAIDS have picked up the ITEMS OF ADORNMENT and are already in mid-argument, trying to hand them to each other)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Then you put them on!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

But I don’t want to!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

You said you wanted to be Pip!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

Well, so did you!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Trying to hand the ITEMS to STREET-WALKER)

Then you’re Pip!
STREET-WALKER
Not bloody likely!  I think I’ll try a couple blocks over...  See if there’s a Pip having a bit of better luck somewhere.

(Exits)

(The TWO PARLOR-MAIDS turn on the PAPERMONGERS)


FIRST PARLOR-MAID




SECOND PARLOR-MAID

It’s all your fault!

You and your cruel stories!

You monsters!

(Gazing at WAIF)

Poor thing.

Why can’t Pip have a happy ending?
Everyone knows what 
a happy ending is!  
Why can’t Pip have one?

Wait, now!  ... Her patron!  
Yes!
Her patron will be revealed...

...and that will make her happy!

Of course!  And it’s just 
like now....

when everything’s at its worst...

...that happiness comes 
knocking at the door!
FIRST PARLOR-MAID (Cont’d)
 (To PAPERMONGERS)

We don’t need you!

YOUNG MAN

Uh-oh...

(PARLOR-MAIDS move to where WAIF has been sitting, return ITEMS OF ADORNMENT to HER, building their new scene around her.)
FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Like this —— “It were a dark and stormy night...”

   melodramatic mood

YOUNG MAN

Oh, dear.

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

“Poor Pip huddled by the fireplace, all alone in her young lady’s quarters...”

(WAIF is drawn back in by the PARLOR-MAIDS’ enthusiasm, huddles up to a “fireplace”, close by a door that opens onto the street)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

“...feeling all dark and stormy...”

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

“...tears of lament pathetically streaming down her sad cheeks...”

YOUNG MAN

Oh, my.

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

“...dripping down in sad pools of moist despair onto the dark and stormy floor.”

YOUNG MAN

“Dark and stormy floor?”

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

“When suddenly —— ”

(Loud door pounding startles everyone —— except SECOND MAID, so engrossed in her story-telling, she thinks it’s other PARLOR-MAID)

That’s it, dearie!  Just like that!  “A rapping came at Pip’s door, and she thought...”

WAIF

Who could it be?

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

“...when again came the urgent pounding...”

(Right on cue, another round of pounding from the door)

...”and then —— a third time —— as dreadful and insistant as The Knock Of Fate Itself!”

(Waits for it this time, but nothing, so SHE resumes cautiously)

“Slowly, Pip app ——“

(Now the third round of pounding, startling everyone anew)

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

“Pip approached the door...  and carefully, she opened it...”

(WAIF opens door.  The WIFE, gasping, bedraggled, bursts through.)

WIFE

(Seeing her husband)

Oh, my dearest!  I’ve escaped!

MALE PAPERMONGER

Darling!

(Cheap music ends, the spell broken.  A warm reunion between the MALE PAPERMONGER and his WIFE —— and with the whole CROWD)

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

Well then!  We done good!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

I told you we’d get a happy ending!

OLDER MAN

(Taking out a flask, offering it to her)

You must be parched.

WIFE

(Empties flask vertically, hands back to OLDER MAN with hearty air)

Ah...  Bloody good stuff, that.  

(Seeing MALE PAPERMONGER’S puzzled look at her brusque manner)

Once you’ve been clapped in quod —— you’re never the same again!

MALE PAPERMONGER

We can go home now...

WIFE

(Turning and moving away)

Yes, of course...  Home...  Peace and quiet...
(Pauses, looks back at CROWD)

No...  We’ve friends here.  We’ve business to do.

MALE PAPERMONGER

Are you sure?

WIFE

We’ve that other broadside, haven’t we?

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Embraces WIFE with joy, then addresses ALL)

My friends —— 

(Waving broadsides —— “The Return Of The Exile”)

What do you say?  “The Return Of The Exile!”

(General excitement and *clink* *clink* of coins into cup)

(GIBBY will observe, begin quiet session of handwriting in notebook)
OLDER MAN
“The stranger took her life into her hands by returning...”

OLDER WOMAN

“...but she done it anyway, limping and lumbering into the young lady’s chambers at the castle...”

MALE PAPERMONGER

“...arriving just before the grand promenade...”

OLDER MAN

“...dripping wet, monstrous and gray, with a gleam in her eye...”

(The CONVICT peers through the open door at PIP, knocks on frame)

PIP

(Not turning around)

Mister Matthews, is that you?  Is it time?

(Then turning and seeing the stranger)

What?  
CONVICT

Ah!  There you are!

PIP

May I help you?

CONVICT

(Coming in, bursting with pride at everything PIP says and does)

Oh, it’s you, my girl.  It’s you all right!  Let me look at you!
PIP
“Your girl?”  Who are you?  What do you mean by this?

CONVICT

What do I mean?  Oh-ho, you’re a sharp one!

PIP
... You!

   EVERYTHING BEEN DONE TO ME




CONVICT

(Grabbing PIP’S arms)

You come back to me, my girl!  You was the first person who ever done it. And now, I come back to you —— !

(Fawning over, grooming Pip)

perfumed, creamed up,

polished up and soaped.
primped and perfect,

ev’rything i hoped.

light of my darkness..

vision of my dream...

prayers have been answered

all my sweat... redeemed! 
PIP

I’m... glad you’re pleased to see me.

CONVICT

And I’ll be there with you, cheering at your Fancy Day-Boo!

PIP
(Breaks away)  
No!  How could you know about that?  

CONVICT

Well, ‘course I know about it.  Been counting the days, thinking about you, my girl.

PIP

You have?

CONVICT

And it done me powerful good, you being in my head that way.

PIP

(Seeing door still open, hurrying to close it)

We can’t be seen together.

CONVICT

Why not?

PIP

Isn’t it obvious?  I’m a lady, and... you’re...

CONVICT

...lower than dirt, my girl.

PIP

If you are grateful for what I did many years ago, I accept your thanks.  Now —— please —— stay away from me.

CONVICT

Ah...?

(A small fit of wheezing and coughing)

PIP

I mean... until you have improved yourself.

CONVICT

(Sits, absorbs rejection with a dark laugh)

Improved myself?  Well, I like to think I have improved myself from where I been.  Shipped off like an animal with all manner of scum.  Left for dead in that god-forsaken new world.

I thought that Everything been done to me, but hanged ——

till they go and dump me like dung on a far-flung shore ——
—— sand and mud and little more ——
—— as foul as being buried alive!

I’s thinking ——

“NOW the world be done with me!  I’m through!”

and then I thought of you...!
PIP

Me?

CONVICT
I’ll never be nothing but wicked, says I, but there’s a better one than me living in a better world than this, and if God be willing I survive, I’ll do it for her.
so I scratch my way

‘mid thugs and brutes...

fighting for scraps...
seeds and roots...

blazing heat
in that hell of a hole!

I’d die for a roof!

i’d kill for meat!

i’d sell my soul!

for when you’re

CONVICT (Cont’d)
baking there like cattle in the sun...

there’s aching needs to be met, and deals to be done...

out where the bulls to the cows...

is a hundred to one...!

a hundred to one...!

coin by coin,
sack by sack...
night by night
on my back...!

and at the end of the night, with the sun coming up...

I’ve got legs like rags, and the heart of a slut...
but there’s blood in my veins, and there’s food in my gut,
and there’s rain in my face, and there’s wind in my hair, 
and I say —— !

everything been done to me but hanged!  

—— and I survived!
PIP

Get away from me!  You filthy beast!

CONVICT

Oh, pardon me, my lady.  You’s got dainty ears now.  I shouldn’t talk so low in front of you...
(Fawning over, grooming Pip)

sweet as an angel,

DELICATE as ice.

I done it rough,

so you could do it nice!

perfume and powder,

primp and preen.

I done it dirty,

so you could do it clean!
PIP
Why do you speak to me so?  Why do you risk your life to come here and tell me this?

CONVICT
Oh, my girl...  Can’t you tell?  Don’t you see?
every coin I could, I senT to you....  
PIP

What...?
CONVICT
IT’S me, my girl!  no NEED TO wonder who!
PIP

No!

CONVICT
EV’RYTHING YOU wanted...

PIP

No!

CONVICT

EV’RYTHING you prayed for...

EV’RYTHING i LAID for,

EV’RYTHING I PAID for!

everything been done feel right and true...!
‘cause everything been done to me —— for you!

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

PIP

I’m not worthy to be a lady... I’m nothing at all.
CONVICT

Pip, my girl...  Didn’t you think it might be me?

PIP
No.  Never!

CONVICT

Well, you see... it was.

 PIP
And no one else?

CONVICT

Just some fancy attorney over here to help out.  
PIP

Matthews!
CONVICT

That’s right.  Just a name on a paper to me.  I never met him.
(MATTHEWS knocks at the door)

PIP
You must hide!

CONVICT
(Slipping into hiding)

Yes, my girl.  Forgive me for smelling so low in your presence.

PIP

(Opening the door)

Matthews...!

MATTHEWS
Miss Pip, the ceremony is about to begin...

PIP
No!  Please...

(Ushering him in, clearly distraught)

Mister Matthews, I have just been told...
MATTHEWS

“Told.”  Have you seen this person?
PIP

“Informed,” then...  I have been informed by a woman... that she is my benefactor.

MATTHEWS

A woman.

PIP

A convict.

MATTHEWS

A convict who is far overseas.

PIP

...Yes.  Is she my patron?

MATTHEWS

She is.

PIP

Why didn’t you tell me?

MATTHEWS

I was forbidden to do so until she revealed it herself.
PIP

I always thought it was Lord Gayle.

MATTHEWS

An attorney may have more than one client, Miss Pip.  Take nothing on appearance.  Take everything on evidence.  There is no better rule.

PIP

She was banished, wasn’t she?  And now she has come back —— !

MATTHEWS

No, no!  I did not hear that!

(CONVICT, recognizing MATTHEWS’s voice, enters unseen)

For it would be my duty to turn her in, and she would be hung.  But I misunderstood you.  You were telling me that she has stayed far away...
CONVICT
(Aghast to recognize MATTHEWS)

You!

MATTHEWS
(Turning to see the CONVICT)
What’s this?

CONVICT

Monster!

PIP

What?

CONVICT

Pip, it’s him!  It’s the monster! 

MATTHEWS
Madam!  What are you talking about?
CONVICT

He took my first one!

PIP
Your first one?

CONVICT

Took him right out of my arms!

MATTHEWS

Woman!  Stop babbling and tell me why you have come here.  I explicitly advised you ——

CONVICT

(Shaking, clinging to PIP)

I didn’t know he was the monster!

MATTHEWS

(Approaching CONVICT)

I have no choice now but to detain you and ——

CONVICT

No!  You’ll never take me!

PIP

Wait!  Now, please!

(To CONVICT)

You told me that you had never met Mr Matthews.

CONVICT

I didn’t know it was him what sent you my money.  He’s the monster what took my first one!

MATTHEWS

Madam...  I ——  

(Something occurs to him)

Do you mean a child?

(HE remembers, wants to skate by it)

That was quite another matter.

(Seeing PIP staring at him)

It was many years ago.

PIP

(A decision, a resolve, rising to the occasion)

Mr Matthews.  You have not seen this woman here today.

MATTHEWS

I wish I hadn’t, Miss Pip.
(Moving toward CONVICT)

But I have a duty to ——

PIP

(Standing in front of CONVICT, protecting her)

No!  You have not seen her!

(MATTHEWS is stayed.  To CONVICT.)

In the graveyard, when we met, you gave birth to a poor dead girl.

CONVICT

(Glaring at MATTHEWS)

At least they didn’t get that one.

PIP

What was your first one... ?

CONVICT

My boy.  My baby boy who was all mine.  Nobody in the world could prove they had a thing to do with that boy but me.

(Indicating MATTHEWS)

This monster took him.  Said I weren’t a fit mother!
CONVICT (Cont’d)
 (Enacting her care for the child)

My boy slept beside me on the floor of the jail every night.  I never let anyone else touch him.  But he says my boy gotta be took away.

   BETTER WORLD – rEPRISE – CONVICT 



 
Well, what do you say to your child about that?  He’s gonna walk through that iron door, and you can’t go with him.

(Evoking her son walking away from her)

“Go on, my boy.  It’s alright...  This ain’t no place for a noble prince like you.”

oh, the roads that you’ll take.

oh, the sights that you’ll see.

off to a better world than me.

don’t you stay for my sake.

it’s all over with me.

yours is a better world...
   

YOURS’ll BE a better world, you’ll see!

YOURS DAMN WELL BETTER BE A BETTER WORLD THAN ME!

  * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

(GIBBY shows notebook pages he’s been writing to FEMALE PAPERMONGER)
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Good, Gibby!  Give ‘im what for!

   JUST DESERTS FOR LORD GAYLE

(To ALL, glaring at MALE PAPERMONGER, giving HIM one of the pages)

And now, them is going to pay what mislead the orphan!

Time for your medicine,

Time for deserts!

Time TO GET back at him, 

right where it hurts!

(As SHE sings, SHE ushers MALE PAPERMONGER back into his “wheel chair.”  CROWD establishes the LORD’s chambers scene around him.)

(Gives one of GIBBY’s notebook pages to WAIF)

PIP
Lord Gayle.  I have learned who my patron is.  My discovery is a most unfortunate one, for I assumed you to be that person.

LORD GAYLE

I made no such claim.

PIP

But when I leapt to my conclusion, you led me on.

LORD GAYLE

(Cornered, defiant)

I would have Stephen stay!  I would not be left alone!

(Then quieter)

I led you on.

PIP

Was that kind?

LORD GAYLE

Kind?  Who am I, for God’s sake, that I should be kind?  Stephen is lost to both of us now.  Who are you to question me?

PIP
(Beginning to shrink and withdraw)
No one.  Nothing.  I am once again but a... 
   FIRST BROADSIDE – REPRISE 

...poor orphan girl.  Stephen and I will never be equal, and we will never be together...

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Slowly)

sad LITTLE URCHIN...

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

sob and sigh...

OLDER WOMAN

How does it taste —— ?


—— this humble pie?

BOTH PARLOR-MAIDS
may the angels look down on the poor orphan child!

(As the singing builds, CROWD re-establishes the graveyard setting for PIP, and forms a procession that solemnizes her descent from the pinnacle of society back to the graveyard)
ENSEMBLE (ALL except YOUNG MAN)
(Gradually joining in swelling chorus)

may the angels look down on the poor orphan child!

(WAIF resumes her “orphan” posture by the gravestone of her parents)

...may the angels look down on the POOR ORPHAN —— !

YOUNG MAN

(Interrupting quite loudly, emerging from a deep reverie)

Wait!  I have it!

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

What?

YOUNG MAN
(To ALL, moving about in a feverish burst of creativity, arranging people like pieces on a chess board as he narrates the action)

Listen to me.  It is the moment following the Grand Promenade.  Stephen steps away from Pip, and is about to leave when he looks across the ballroom and sees... 

(Placing the WIFE into the scene as THE CONVICT)

...a figure, strange yet familiar, standing in the corner, weeping.  The Convict, risking everything to show her face in public, cannot resist witnessing the crowning moment of her dear Pip’s life.
CONVICT

(Trying to stay hidden, but bursting with emotion, to OLDER WOMAN)

Do you know my girl? —— my own Miss Pip?

OLDER WOMAN
(Wincing as if from the odor of the CONVICT)

All these charming women popping out of nowhere and asking for Pip!

STEPHEN

Who is that woman?

(ALL eyes turn to the CONVICT.  PIP is startled to see her, too.)

PIP

No!

CONVICT

Forgive me, my girl, but I had to see my Pip become a lady at last.

(Weakens  with a fit of coughing, needs to sit down)

   better world – reprise – stephen and CONVICT
YOUNG MAN

(Moves a step or two toward CONVICT, then pauses)

Steven’s mind floods with memories... long-forgotten sights and smells.  Straw... dirt... the touch of a warm hand... the sound of a loving voice...  
(as STEPHEN)

“This ain’t no place for a noble prince like you...”
oh the roads that you’ll take...

PIP

(Realizing that STEPHEN was the CONVICT’S “first one”)

Stephen!

STEPHEN

OH THE SIGHTS THAT YOU’LL SEE

off to a...

CONVICT
(Gazing at STEPHEN in wonder)

A BETTER WORLD THAN ME...

My boy...?  My boy...?

DON’T YOU STAY FOR MY SAKE,
IT’S ALL OVER WITH ME...

STEPHEN and CONVICT
YOURS IS A BETTER WORLD.

YOURS WILL BE A BETTER WORLD!

YOURS WILL BE A BETTER WORLD!

STEPHEN

(Looking all about him)

This is not my home!  And my Mother...  Mother!
(Stepping out of character to narrate MALE PAPERMONGER into scene)

Stephen’s cries of “Mother!” so striking that they drew Lord Gayle out of his chambers and into the bright ballroom...
MALE PAPERMONGER (as LORD GAYLE)
(As he does what the YOUNG MAN says)

“Mother?”  How does Stephen cry “Mother?”  What is this?
YOUNG MAN 
(Maneuvering OLDER MAN into the scene)

For years before, Matthews had been given trust to find a child for the newlyweds Lord and Lady Gayle to adopt.  Coming upon the infant Stephen living in jail, surrounded by filth and depravation, Matthews knew that...

OLDER MAN (as MATTHEWS)

“...left as he is, this boy is but spawn for the devil and the hangman...”
LORD GAYLE

Yes!  That’s right!  I saved you, Stephen!

STEPHEN

(With venom, directly at LORD GAYLE)

Every year of my confinement, your demands, this pretension... all of it was based on lies!
LORD GAYLE

No, Stephen!  I loved you!  I protected you!  I did everything for you!

STEPHEN

NOW I’m READY TO CHOOSE,

TO STEP OUT OF this cell.

i’M OFF TO A BETTER WORLD —— !

(Turning to LORD GAYLE)

And you —— you can go to hell!

LORD GAYLE

Don’t leave me!
STEPHEN

I’m going...
(Going to the CONVICT and reaching for her hand)

...for I must stay true to my Mother.
LORD GAYLE

(Crumpling to the floor in defeat and despair)

Oh!  What have I done?!
YOUNG MAN
And the once-great Lord —— writhing in his humiliation, dazed by the sea of faces about him —— tottered into a bank of candles, setting his brittle clothing and the faded fabrics all about in a wild blaze.  The guests ran for their lives as Lord Gayle crumpled to the floor in his mortification...
LORD GAYLE

HOLD!

HOLD!

HOLD!

(Music climax as LORD GAYLE dies and ALL form a Dickensian tableau)
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

(STEPHEN kneels down to CONVICT, gazing warming, directly into HER eyes.  A shared silent moment, then THEY embrace.)

PIP

Your boy has become a young man of wealth and stature.  A gentleman of great courage.  And... I love him.

CONVICT

(Keeping hold of STEPHEN’s hand)

Oh, my gentleman prince!

CONVICT (Cont’d)
 (Reaching out to take PIP’s hand, too)

...and my lady princess!  Oh, my girl!  And my boy...!  A-getting married someday to be sure...

(Another fit of coughing)

PIP

Aren’t you well?

CONVICT

I’m well and happy in my heart, but...

(A gasp)

That’s why I come back, Pip.  To see you... one last time.

(Rooting in her pocket, pulling out the “doll”)

See, now?  I still have your doll, my girl.  I shouldn’t have kept it all these years.  What can I say?  I’m a thief.  But she done me powerful good...

(Gives the doll back to PIP amid a fit of coughing)

Oh, God in heaven!  Give me another minute!

(SHE is almost gone, grabs PIP’s arm.)

Pip, I worked so hard because I wanted you glad you come back to me.

PIP

I am.  And I’m glad that you came back to me.

CONVICT

(With effort, reaches out and takes STEPHEN’s hand)

Oh, my boy, and my girl...

 (Lets go of PIP with a strong shiver)

Devil take me!  I’m so cold...

(SHE dies)

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Touchingly, as HE helps his WIFE get up)

Darling!  You were brilliant!  But in the broadside, the Exile doesn’t die.

WIFE

My dear, with everything I’ve been through tonight, I deserved a Death Scene!

(The WHOLE CROWD applauds HER)

YOUNG MAN/STEPHEN
(Warmly to WAIF/PIP)

Done!  And just as I promised.  We are equal, and we’re together.
   our story ours


WAIF/PIP

Equal and together.

YOUNG MAN/STEPHEN



WAIF/PIP

WHO KNOWS WHERE WE COME FROM?

WHO KNOWS WHO WE ARE?

WITH OUR PAST BUT A TALE


WITH OUR PAST BUT A TALE

THAT’S BEEN TOLD US,



THAT’S BEEN TOLD US,

GIVEN GOLD AND CLOTHING  


GIVEN GOLD AND CLOTHING  

TO MOLD US,




TO MOLD US,

HAS MY LIFE BEEN MY OWN SO FAR?

IS MY LIFE MY OWN SO FAR?

YOUNG MAN/STEPHEN (Cont’d)

WAIF/PIP (Cont’d)
CAN I BUILD A NEW BEGINNING?

CAN I MUSTER THE COURAGE AND POWER 
HAVE I THE POWER

TO MAKE...




TO MAKE...

... MY STORY MINE?

... MY STORY MINE?

AND THEN, 




AND THEN, 

ONLY THEN...




ONLY THEN...

COULD WE MAKE OUR STORY OURS.

COULD WE MAKE OUR STORY OURS.

BEGIN!

I’ve a quiet voice singing within.

AND WHEN...

the roar of the world


overwhelms me and sHatters me!

it DROWNS ME, 

surrounds me 

and sCatters me!

what matters is 

finding the voice of my heart 

through the DIN
and dare to start singing again ——

—— and again!

WHO KNOWS WHERE WE’RE GOING?

WHO KNOWS HOW IT ENDs?

with the help of the few 



with the help of the few 

who can hear my heart ——



who can hear my heart ——

—— for they’re my true  



—— for they’re my true 

family AND friends ——



family AND friends ——

I WILL BUILD MY NEW BEGINNING!

AND I SWEAR TO THE SKIES FROM THIS DAY!

FROM THIS DAY, I’ll make...


FROM THIS DAY, I’ll make...

...MY STORY MINE!

...MY STORY MINE!

AND PERHAPS,





AND PERHAPS,

SOMEDAY...





SOMEDAY...

as a gift of heavenly powers,
as a gift of heavenly powers,

(Touching, eye to eye)

WE’LL MAKE OUR STORY OURS.



WE’LL MAKE OUR STORY OURS.

    * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *

OLDER MAN

(To OLDER WOMAN, indicating the MALE PAPERMONGER)

So this is our man?  You agree?

OLDER WOMAN

By all means!

OLDER MAN

Capital idea, don’t you think?

OLDER WOMAN

Indeed!

OLDER MAN

(Approaching MALE PAPERMONGER, handing HIM a key)

My good fellow!

MALE PAPERMONGER

Yes?  What is this?

OLDER MAN

The key to my offices.

OLDER WOMAN

My husband is quite impressed by your abilities.  
OLDER MAN

(Extending his hand to MALE PAPERMONGER)

Captain Josiah Bell.

MALE PAPERMONGER

(Shaking it)

Captain Bell.

OLDER WOMAN

A capitalist pursuing new ventures, seeking to establish a paper periodical...

OLDER MAN

“Bell’s Weekly Magazine” —— unlike anything published before!

OLDER WOMAN

...filled with sketches and stories that capture the word on the street...

OLDER MAN

...just like the yarn you’ve helped to spin here tonight!

OLDER WOMAN

And he would like you to be its first editor-in-chief!

MALE PAPERMONGER

(After a moment to absorb the news, deeply moved, shaking hands)

Sir...  Madam...!

(WIFE joins her husband.  Much nodding and laughter on all sides.)

A weekly paper!  We can do it!  We’ll find bright young writers of passion!  Those who thrive on the pulse of the common people —— men with fresh ideas!

OLDER MAN

(To MALE PAPERMONGER, indicating YOUNG MAN)

Like this young fellow.

MALE PAPERMONGER

(To YOUNG MAN)

Yes!  Most clever how you capped off the story, young man.  Have you ever thought of becoming a writer?

(During the above, the PARLOR-MAIDS have been thoughtlessly picking their ITEMS OF ADORNMENT off of the WAIF, not looking or asking.  Thus stripped, the WAIF is again just a WAIF.  SHE shuffles into corners as SHE did at the beginning of Act One, ignored by OTHERS.)

GIBBY

(To FEMALE PAPERMONGER, his eyes following WAIF)

That poor thing.
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

(Embarrassed, defensive)

Aaaach!  She had her day.  Put your heart in the broadsides, Gibby, not on your sleeve!

GIBBY

Don’t you believe in —— ?
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Believe in this poppycock?  Believe in weepy little orphans?  You know me...
GIBBY

Yes, I do...
(A significant look between the TWO.  FEMALE PAPERMONGER can’t hold the look, averts her eyes.)
WAIF/PIP

(Gathering the courage to take charge of her “own” story)

Home...  I must go home.

(ALL look at WAIF.  No one is sure what she means.)

Home to Nana, whom I treated so horribly.  Home to Gibby, who has stayed faithful to Nana and made her so happy.  I must go home.

(ALL stunned hearing WAIF’s own voice, then shake out of it)

OLDER WOMAN

She must go home!

FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(Helping to establish the home “kitchen” scene)

Home to Nana!

SECOND PARLOR-MAID

And to Gibby!

WAIF/PIP

A year has passed.  Far too long for Pip to stay away from those she loves, and who love her...  but Pip was afraid and ashamed.  She crept into the kitchen with a fluttering heart...

(Seeing GIBBY there)

You must be Gibby.

GIBBY

(Getting up, formal)

Miss Pip...!
WAIF/PIP

Just Pip, dear Gibby.

GIBBY

(Calling out, as FEMALE PAPERMONGER has hidden herself briefly)

Nana!  Come, Nana, my darling...!
FEMALE PAPERMONGER
(Comes out as NANA, huge and obviously “pregnant” with the stuffing)

Pip!  Old girl!

WAIF/PIP
Nana!  What —— ?!

(PIP and NANA embrace)

NANA

Yes!  I’m a double one now, I am!  I used to think it’d never come to me.  You know, “Always a midwife, never a bride.”  But I got myself caught!  I’m cooking for three now!

WAIF/PIP
Oh, Nana!

GIBBY
It’s our wedding day!
NANA
(Patting her tummy)

...and none too soon!  I’ll need your help before long!

WAIF/PIP
I will not leave your side until he comes safe and sound.

NANA
Oh, it’s a she!  I can feel it.  A little Pip, I think.  

(To GIBBY)  

Don’t you think, my dear?  A little Pip.

GIBBY
Yes, darling.
NANA

We’ll tell her all about you.

WAIF/PIP
No!  Don’t tell her that I was thoughtless.  Don't tell her that I was vain and unjust.  Tell her that eventually I woke up and learned something.  Nana.  Can you forgive me?

NANA
God knows I do, old girl, if there’s anything to forgive.

(NANA and PIP embrace)

Ever the best of friends, eh, Pip?

(WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL enters, strides aggressively to WAIF)
WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL

Ah!  There you are, foolish girl!  Come now!  We engage the looms at sun-rise, as you well know.  By now I’m sure you’re hungry and desperate enough to return to your station.

(Entire group moves to defend WAIF as in Act I)
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

No!

WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL

What’s this now?

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

You can’t take her!

WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL

(Physically grasping and yanking the WAIF out of her embrace)

But I shall!

YOUNG MAN
(Grabbing, turning WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL, slugging him a good one)

But you shall not!

(WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL is splayed on the ground, pinned by CROWD)

FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Old girl...  or Pip...  or whoever you are.  Me and Gibby... we’s going to be setting up for ourselves, and...  well, it seems terrible wrong for a girl like you to be cooped up in a horrible place like that.

WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL

(Struggling under YOUNG MAN’s foot)

Ours is a most charitable institution and —— !
FEMALE PAPERMONGER

Oh, sod off!  Your workhouse is a rat hole, and everyone knows it!

(To PIP)

Now I’m a prickly old bitch, and you’d be a pain in the arse, too, being another mouth to feed, but... you’ll make a home with us, now, won’t you?  Dear strange girl —— I’m quite f-f-f-f-f —— I’m qu-quite f-f-f-f-f ——

GIBBY

Actually, she’s quite fond of you.

(FEMALE PAPERMONGER and WAIF embrace warmly)
YOUNG MAN

(To WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL, pulling him up, pointing the way off)
It would seem that no one here requires your... charity.

(WORKHOUSE OFFICIAL gathers himself and leaves)

(A beam of morning sun breaks through to the street)

   yet another morning

(The MORNING LAMPLIGHTER enters, extinguishing the street lanterns.)

NANA

(Alternately clasping PIP and looking at her)

Old girl, old girl...!  Oh, what larks!
WAIF/PIP

I don’t deserve another start.  But here it is.

NANA
YET ANOTHER MORNING.

WAIF/PIP

Another day just happens.  And I’m here to see it.

GIBBY
YET ANOTHER MORNING.

NANA and GIBBY
NOTHING YOU CAN DO!

   NANA

hundreds of BLUNders we make.

thousands of footsteps, 

half of them mistakes.

...and yet another morning.

PIP

YET ANOTHER MORNING.

GIBBY

...IT is what it is what it is...   

WAIF/PIP

FAM’LY AND FRIENDS I BETRAYED,

I WAS reckless AND foolish and afraid!

NANA

...and yet another morning.

GIBBY

...it is what it is what it is ANOTHER MORNING!

PIP

YET ANOTHER MORNING!

GIBBY





NANA

NOTHING YOU CAN DO...


NOTHING YOU CAN DO!

to deserve it,

OR spurn it.

CAN’T AVOID IT,

OR earn it.

THERE’S NOTHING YOU CAN DO...

NOTHING YOU CAN DO!

TO CONTROL IT.








Can’t REFUSE IT.

YOU CAN’T FOOL IT.








YOU CAN’T CHOOSE IT.



PIP



NANA



GIBBY

IT CHOOSES YOU!

IT CHOOSES YOU!

IT CHOOSES YOU!

NOTHING YOU CAN DO!

NOTHING YOU CAN DO!
NOTHING YOU CAN DO!






BUT...

GREET ANOTHER MORNING.
GREET ANOTHER MORNING.
GREET ANOTHER MORNING.

MEET THE MORNING  

Meet another morning
meet another morning

...NOW!



...now!


...now!

MY HEART IS FULL
    
HUNDREDS OF   

HUNDREDS OF BLUNDERS

AS THE MOON,

    
BLUNDERS WE MAKE.

WE MAKE.

THE MOON IS FULL
    
THOUSANDS OF    

THOUSANDS AND

AS MY HEART,


FOOTSTEPS, HALF 

THOUSANDS OF

AT THE START...

OF THEM MISTAKES.

MISTAKES.

OF YET ANOTHER MORNING.
AND YET ANOTHER MORNING.  ...is what it is,

HERE IT IS...






  WHAT IT IS!

THE MOMENT I’ve BEEN

fam’ly and friends


SEEKING FOR SO LONG ——
we may betray, always
  we all are foolish

THE MOMENT I BELONG...
foolish and afraid,
  and afraid.
on yet another morning!
and yet another morning.  yet another morning.
NOW!



NOW!



  NOW!
ENSEMBLE

Yet Another morning!

NOW!

(Musical undercurrent continues —— a sense of bittersweet exhaustion —— time for parting —— warm good-byes all around.  MALE PAPERMONGER and WIFE will leave with OLDER MAN and OLDER WOMAN.  WAIF joins with her new family, FEMALE PAPERMONGER and GIBBY.)
FIRST PARLOR-MAID

(As THEY are leaving, to SECOND P-MAID, taking coin out of pocket)

Oh, look, dearie!  We’ve only one penny left...

(The PARLOR-MAIDS look at each other, then at WAIF, and nod.  FIRST PARLOR-MAID hands penny to WAIF.)

God bless you, dear fellow creature.

OLDER MAN

(To YOUNG MAN)

Well, young man.

YOUNG MAN

Yes, Captain Bell?

OLDER MAN

We’ll look forward to seeing you at our magazine offices bright and early Monday morning.

YOUNG MAN

Yes, sir.

OLDER MAN

And whom shall we expect?

YOUNG MAN

Sir?

OLDER MAN

What is your name, young man?

YOUNG MAN

Dickens, sir.  Charley Dickens...
(THEY shake hands warmly)

   finale: THE STORIES WE TELL
(At first to WAIF, then gradually to ALL)

WE ARE the stories we tell.

WE ARE the visions we seek.

WAIF

WE ARE the voice of our dreams.

WE ARE the magic we speak.

YOUNG MAN
we are the joking, pretending, and the praying ——
WAIF and YOUNG MAN

LISTEN!

LISTEN!

we’re every word that we speak,

we’re every song that we sing!
ENSEMBLE

...SONG THAT WE SING.
...SONG THAT WE SING.

LISTEN!

LISTEN!

To heaven’s ear do we bring

every word we SPEAK
EVERY song we sing!

End of the play




































































































