Copyright © 1977 by Susan Nanus and Norton Juster

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED

CAUTION: Professionals and amateurs are hereby warned that THE PHAN-
TOM TOLLBOOTH is subject to a Licensing Fee. It s fully protected under the
copyright laws of the United States of America, the British Commonwealth,
including Canada, and all other countries of the Copyright Union. All rights,
including professional, amateur, motion picture, recitation, lecuring, public
reading, radio broadcasting, television and the rights of translation into for-
cign languages are strictly reserved. In its present form the play is dedicated to
the reading public only.

The amateur live stage performance rights to THE PHANTOM TOLL-
BOOTH are controlled exclusively by Samuel French, Inc., and licensing
arrangements and performance licenses must be secured well in advance of
presentation. PLEASE NOTE that amateur Licensing Fees are set upon appli-
cation in accordance with your producing circumstances. When applying for
a licensing quotation and a performance license please give us the number of
performances intended, dates of production, your seating capacity and admis-
sion fee. Licensing Fees are payable one week before the opening performance
of the play to Samuel French, Inc., at 45 W. 25th Street, New York, NY 10010,

Licensing Fee of the required amount must be paid whether the play is pre-
sented for charity or gain and whether or not admission is charged.

Stock licensing fees quoted upon application to Samuel French, Inc.

For all other rights than those stipulated above, apply to: Samuel French,
Inc.

Particular emphasi
ings, perm
French, Inc.

Copying from this book in whole or in part is strictly forbidden by law, and
the right of performance is not transferable.

Whenever the play is produced the following notice must appear on all
programs, printing and advertising for the play: “Produced by special arrange-
ment h Samuel French, Inc.

Due authorship credit must be given on all programs, printing and advertis-
ing for the play.

laid on the question of amateur or professional read-
ion and terms for which must be secured in writing from Samuel

No one shall commit or authorize any act or omission by which the
copyright of, or the right to copyright, this play may be impaired.

No one shall make any changes in this play for the purpose of
{production.

Publication of this play does not imply availability for performance. Both
amateurs and professionals considering a production are strongly advised in
their own interests to apply to Samuel French, Inc., for written permission
before starting rehearsals, advertising, or booking a theatre.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored ina_retrieval system, or
[transmitted in any form, by any means, now known or yet to be invented,
including electronic, recording, vid ing, or
otherwise, without the prior written ission of the publisher.

ISBN  978-0-573-65096-3 Printed in U.S.A. #18004

CAST
(in order of appearance)

(Maximum of 37 roles for 19 performers.)

Tre Crock
Mivo, a boy
THe WHETHER MAN
81X LETHARGARIANS
Tock, the Warcupos (same as Txe CLOCK)
Azaz Tue Uxasripcep, KING oF DicTioNoPOLIS
Tue MatueMaciciaN, KiNg oF DicrroroLis
Prixncess SWEET RHYME
Princess Pure REAsON
GATEKEEPER OF DICTIONOPOLIS
Worp MERCHANTS

%“mmm\nﬂnmz; (FourTH WORD MERCHANT)
SeeLLiNG Bee
Tue Humsuc
THe DUKE oF DEFINITION
Tue MINISTER OF MEANING
Tue EarL oF ESSENCE
Tie Count or CONNOTATION
Tue U or UN N

AGE
W\Wn>3zocm A. Discrorp, DocTor oF DISSONANCE
THE AWFUL DYNNE
True DODECAHEDRON
Miners oF THE NUMBERS MINE
Tue EVERPRESENT WORDSNATCHER
Tae TerriBLE TRIVIUM
Tue DEMON OF INSINCERITY
Senses TAKER
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SUGGESTED DOUBLING-UP OF ROLES
—

net be played by separate actors, but they also, may
be played by the Lethargarian chorus,

Several other small parts may be played by the
same actor, as well. The following is a suggested divi-
sion of roles,

..... seeeeevaiain. 1 actor
MO i R R T 1 7.
THE WHETHER MAaN, GATEREEPER OF
US._.SZovoEw. TxE DobecAnEDROY . .. 1 actor
LETHARGARIAN #1, Worp MERCHANT #1,
THE EVERPRESENT WornsNarcHER . ... .. 1 actor
LETHARGARIAN #2, Worp Mercrant #2,
Tre TerrtsLe Triviun “ereeresneni.. 1 actor
LETHARGARIAN #3, Worb Mercrant #3,
Tre DEMON oF INSINCERITY . «eveeeinn. 1 actor
LeTHARGARIAN #4, Tue Lertermay,
THE SENses TAkER . .. ... .. e 1 actor

LETHARGARIAN #5, SPELLING BeE, a Demoy .. | actor

LETHARGARIAN #6, A PacE,

THE AwFuL Dysng ., cvevea. 1 actor

AzAz THE UNABRIDGED . . 1 actor

FSER—

THE MATHEMAGICIAN .
PriNcess SWEET RHYME ........ooiiiin

Princess Pure Reason
THE HOMBUG «..;oonemnivsemmmevios

THe Duke or DeFINITION, KAKAFONOUS
A. Discrorp

Tue MiNISTER oF MEANING,
& NumBers MiNER

Tue EARL OF ESSENCE, & NUMBERS MINER . ..

Tue CouNT 0F CONNOTATIO
a Numsers MINER ..

Tae ( .
a NumBers MINER ........ Saan

oF U NDING,

1 actor
1 actor
1 actor
1 actor

. 1 actor

1 actor
1 actor

. 1 actor

1 actor



5. The Land of Ignorance—a grey, gloomy 2»3 full
of cliffs and caves, with frightening faces. Different
levels and heights should be suggested :_nocm: one
or two platforms or risers, with a set of stairs that

i lead to the castle in the air.

It is recommended that the setting be either a plat-

i i P ds can be efiective in
form set, employing vertical pipes from which banners, w»:S.B_Eo sud m_Ev_M..vhﬂmpn is n~ lso important in
etc., are hung for various scenes, or a book set, with w_zw .wmo:h_:.ww.@wwuwgwm_wwm v__wem_wmas w,ao;._w.
the spine UC, the leaves of the book being painted elping di
drops ﬁr_o—. are turned like book leaves whenever the Props and scenery should be «So.&ﬂm:&omw_ and
e Anges; very colorful in order to give the effect of an imagin-

The settings should be impressionistic rather than ary place.
realistic:

1. Milo’s bedroom—with shelves, pennants, pictures
on the wall, as well as suggestions of the characters
of the Land of Wisdom.

L4

The road to the Land of Wisdom—a forest, from |
which the Whether Man and the Lethargarians
emerge,

&

Dictionopolis—A marketplace full of open air stalls
as well as little shops. Letters and signs should
abound. There may be street signs and lampposts
in the shapes of large letters (large O’s and Q’s)
and all windows and doors can be in the shape of
H’s and A’s,

.

Digitopolis—a dark, glittering place without trees |
or greenery, but full of shining rocks and cliffs, with

hundreds of numbers shining everywhere, When the
scene change is made to the Mathemagician’s room,
set pieces are simply carried in from the wings.




STAGE EFFECTS

The following are some s i
\ uggest
create certain stage mnuam”E e

1. The movement, of MILQ"

0 ] s CAR can be simul
vwa.a_”o.:.w the car in a permanent or fixed vommﬂm
and having the characters pantomime the move-
ment of travel. They can sway, swing back and

forth, and bump y s
znmnm ina aE..v P and down to create the idea of

The appearance of the AWFU.

¢ L DYNNE ca

“wm:_aﬂ Mw%ﬂﬂ mm that H_stsa merely pops o%« e».w.oo.h
- Ur smoke can actually by

that Dynne steps forward from the zw.wf«. .

All the SOUNDS
corded on tape, o DR. DISCHORD can be re-

»

1

-

The Attack of the De;
mons can be staged by usi
me_o ww__...quu._cro chase the heroes :,:Emnr :_w H_mw:.m
3 projecting slides all over the wall
g s of
w_“m«wvanoﬁ accompanied by recorded sound effects;
Ermoqmnmr A pantomimed reaction by the heroes R“
©¥ see; or any other way the director can

E<2..r.;mao3, fon in thi
e Invention in this play, the more

The Phantom Tollbooth

ACT ONE
ScenE 1

The stage is completely dark and silent. Suddenly the
sound of someone winding an alarm clock is heard,
and after that, the sound of loud ticking is heard.

LIGHTS UP on the CLOCK, @ huge alarm clock. The
Crock reads 4:00. The lighting should make it
appear that the CLock 1s suspended in mid-air (if
possible). The CLock ticks for 30 seconds.

Crock. See that! Half a minute gone by. Seems like
a long time when you're waiting for something to hap-
pen, doesn’t it? Funny thing is, time can pass very
slowly or very fast, and sometimes cven both at once.
The time now? Oh, a little after four, but what that
means should depend on you. Too often, we do some-
thing simply because time tells us to, Time for school,
time for bed, whoops, 12:00, time to be hungry. It can
get a little silly, don’t you think? Time is important,
but it’s what you do with it that makes it so. So my
advice to you is to use it. Keep your eyes open and
your ears perked. Otherwise it will pass before you
know it, and you'll inly have missed hing!

Things have a habit of doing that, you know.
Being here one minute and gone the next.

9




10 THE PHANTOM TOLLBOOTH ACT 1

In the twinkling of an eye.
In a jiffy.
In a flash!

I know a girl who yawned and missed a whol
vacation. And what about that caveman zno:..\ﬂﬂ_oh
nap one afternoon, and woke up to find himself com.-
n_o..o_w- alone. You see, while he was sleeping, someone
had invented the wheel and everyone _._pr moved
to the suburbs. And then of course, there is Milo.
(LIGHTS UP to reveal Mivo's Bedroom. The Crock
appears to be on a shelf in the room of a young boy—
a room filled with books, toys, games, maps, papers,
pencils, a bed, a desk. There is a dartboard with num-
bers and the face of the Marnemasicia, a bedspread
made from KNG Azaz's cloak, a kite looking like the
SPELLING BEE, a punching bag with the Humpug’s Jace,
as well as records, a television, a toy car, and o ?Sm
boz that is wrapped and has an envelope taped to the
top. The uez:& of FOOTSTEPS is heard, and then
enter g:.c.a&«&@&e. He throws down \._.aﬂgcf and
coat, flops into a chair, and sighs loudly.) Who never
M:o#.m what to do with himself—not just sometimes,
ut always. When he’s in school, he wants to be o:o.
Ei. when he’s out, he wants to be in, (During the \2._
lowing speech, Mivo ezamines the various toys, tools,
and other possessions in the room, trying them out and
rejecting them.) Wherever he is, he wants to be some-
iw._owa.o;@ln:m when he gets there, so what. Every-
».E:m is too much trouble or a waste of time. Books—
he’s already read them. Games—boring. .H.¢.|A=Ev
WM N_._m.o.m left? Another long, boring afternoon, Unless
others to notice a ve
ol ookt ery large package that hap-
Mivo. (Suddenly notices the package. He drags him-
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self over to it, and disinterestedly reads the label.)
“For Milo, who has plenty of time.” Well, that's true.
(Sighs and looks at it.) No. (Walks away.) Well . . .
(Comes back. Rips open envelope and reads.)

A Vorce. “One genuine turnpike tollbooth, easily
assembled at home for use by those who have never
traveled in lands beyond.”

Mivro. Beyond what? (Continues reading.)

A Voice. “This package contains the following
items:” (Mivro pulls the items out of the boz and sets
them up as they are mentioned.) “One (1) genuine
turnpike tollbooth to be erected according to direc-
tions. Three (3) precautionary signs to be used in a
precautionary fashion. Assorted coins for paying tolls.
One (1) map, strictly up to date, showing how to get
from here to there. One (1) book of rules and traffic
regulations which may not be bent or broken. Warn-
ing! Results are not guaranteed. If not perfectly satis-
fied, your wasted time will be refunded.”

Mivro. (Skeptically.) Come off it, who do you think
yowre kidding? (Walks around and ezamines toll-
booth.) What am I supposed to do with this? (The
ticking of the Crock grows loud and impatient.)
Well . . . what else do I have to do. (Miro gets into
his toy car and drives up to the first sign. NOTE: The
car may be an actual toy car propeiled by pedals or a
small motor, or simply a cardboard imitation that
MiLo can fit into, and move by walking.)

Vorce. “HAVE YOUR DESTINATION IN MIND.”

Mivo. (Pulls out the map.) Now, let’s see. That's
funny. I never heard of any of these places. Well, it
doesn’t matter anyway. Dictionopolis. That’s & weird
name. 1 might as well go there. (Begins to move, fol-
lowing map. Drives off.)

Crock. See what I mean? You never know how



12 THE PHANTOM TOLLBOOTH ACT 1

things are going to get started. But when you're bored,
what you need more than anything is & rude awakening,

(The ALARM goes off very loudly as the stage dark-
ens. The sound of the alarm is transformed into
the honking of a car horn, and is then joined by
the blasts, bleeps, roars and growls of heavy high-
way trafic. When the lights come up, M1LoO’s bed-
T00m 13 gone and we see a lonel: 3
middle of nowhere.) e

ACT ONE
Scexe 2
THE ROAD TO DICTIONOPOLIS.
ENTER Mo in his car.

Mivo. This is weird! I ddn’t reco ize an; i
scenery at all. (4 SIGN is held up vwsn NSWSo hun.._u.__.w
tling him.) Huh? (Reads.) WELCOME TO EXPEC-
TATIONS. INFORMATION, PREDICTIONS AND
ADVICE CHEERFULLY OFFERED. PARK HERE
AND BLOW HORN. (Mivo blows horn.)

imﬂ,:u.ﬂ Max. (4 Lttle man wearing a long coat
n.:& carrying an umbrella pops up from behind the
sign that he was holding. He speaks very fast and
ezcitedly.) My, my, my, my, my, welcome, welcome,
sa_.ssm. welcome to the Land of Expectations, Expec-
tations, Expectations! We don’t get many travelers
these days; we certainly don’t get many travelers.
Now what can I do for you? I'm the Whether Man.
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Mivro. (Referring to map.) Uh . . . is this the right
road to Dictionopolis?

WHETHER MAN. Well now, well now, well now, I
don’t know of any wrong road to Dictionopolis, so if
this road goes to Dictionopolis at all, it must be the
right road, and if it doesn't, it must be the right road
to somewhere else, because there are no wrong roads to
anywhere. Do you think it will rain?

Mivo. I thought you were the Weather Man.

WHETHER MaN. Oh, no, I'm the Whether Man, not.
the weather man. (Pulls out a SIGN or opens a FLAP
of his coat, which reads: “WHETHER”.) Aiter all,
it's more important to know whether there will be
weather than what the weather be.

Mivo. What kind of place is Expectations?

WaerHER MAN. Good question, good question! Ex-
pectations is the place you must always go to before
you get to where you are going. Of course, some people
never go beyond Expectations, but my job is to hurry
them along whether they like it or not. Now what else
can I do for you? (Opens his umbrella.)

Mivo. I think I can find my own way.

WuerHer MaN.  Splendid, splendid, splendid!
‘Whether or not you find your own way, you're bound
to find some way. If you happen to find my way,
please return it. I lost it years ago. I imagine by now
it must be quite rusty. You did say it was going to
rain, didn’t you? (Escorts Mivo to the car under the
open umbrella.) I'm glad you made your own decision.
I do so hate to make up my mind about anything,
whether it’s good or bad, up or down, rain or shine.
Expect everything. I always say, and the unexpected
never happens. Goodbye, goodbye, goodbye, good . . .
(A loud CLAP of THUNDER is heard.) Oh dear!
(He looks up at the sky, puts out Fis hand to feel fo.:
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rain, and RUNS AWAY. Mivo watches puzzledly and
drives on.)

g—.rp T'd better get out of Expectations, but fast.
Talking to a guy like that all day would get me no-
where ».9.. sure. (He tries to speed up, but finds instead
that he s moving slower and slower.) Oh, oh, now
what? (He can barely move. Behind Mivo, the Le-
THARGARIANS begin to enter from all parts of the stage.
They are dressed to blend in with the scemery and
carry small pillows that look like rocks. Whenever
they \E asleep, they rest on the pillows.) Now I really
am getting nowhere. I hope I didn’t take & wrong turn.
(The car stops. He tries to start it. It won’t move. He
w@t out and begins to tinker with it.) T wonder where

am,

LETHARGARIAN 1. You're . . . in | .. the ... Dol
-« . drums . .. (Mo looks around.)
LETHARGARIAN 2. Yes . . . the . . . Dol . . . drums

« oo (4 YAWN is heard.)

Muvo. (Yelling.) WHAT ARE THE DOLDRUMS?

rﬁ.ztﬁwx;z 3. The Doldrums, my friend, are
where nothing ever happens and nothing ever changes.
(Parts of the Scenery Stand Up or Siz People come
out of the scenery colored in the same colors of the
trees or the road. They move very slowly and as soon
as they move, they stop to rest again.) Allow me to
Ee.mﬁ:an all of us. We are the Lethargarians at your
service.

Mivo, (Uncertainly.) Very pleased t
prw._n I'm lost. Can you help me? Sl gousl

ETHARGARIAN 4. Don't say think. (He yauw: ) 16

against the law. e

LETHARGARIAN 1. No one’s allowed to think i
Doldrums. (He falls asleep.) ) nils
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LeTHARGARIAN 2. Don’t you have a rule book? It's
local ordinance 175389-J. (He falls asleep.)

Mo, (Pulls out rule book and reads.) Ordinance
175389-J: “It shall be unlawful, illegal and unethical
to think, think of thinking, surmise, presume, reason,
meditate or speculate while in the Doldrums. Anyone
breaking this law shall be severely punished.” That’s
& ridiculous law! Everybody thinks,

AL THE LETHARGARIANS. We don’t!

LeTHARGARIAN 2. And the most of the time, you
dont, that's why you're here. You weren’t thinking
and you weren’t paying attention either. People who
don’t pay attention often get stuck in the Doldrums.
Face it, most of the time, you're just like us. (Falls,
snoring, to the ground. Mivo laughs.)

LETHARGARIAN 5. Stop that at once. Laughing is
against the law. Don't you have a rule book? It's local
ordinance 574381-W.

Mivro. (Opens rule book and reads.) “In the Dol-
drums, laughter is frowned upon and smiling is per-
mitted only on alternate Thursdays.” Well, if you
can’t laugh or think, what can you do?

LETHARGARIAN 6. Anything as long as it’s nothing,
and everything as long as it isn’t anything. There's
lots to do. We have a very busy schedule . . .

LETHARGARIAN 1. At 8:00 we get up and then we
spend from 8 to 9 daydreaming.

LerrarcARaN 2. From 9:00 to 9:30 we take our
early midmorning nap . . .

LETHARGARIAN 3. From 9:30 to 10:30 we dawdle and
delay . . .

LetrARGARIAN 4. From 10:30 to 11:30 we take our
late early morning nap . . .

LetHARGARIAN 5. From 11:30 to 12:00 we bide our
time and then we eat our lunch.
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.rﬁ.m;n»w;z 6. From 1:00 to 2:00 we linger and
loiter . . .

LETHARGARIAN 1. From 2:00 to 2:30 we take our
early afternoon nap . . .

LernarGARIAN 2. From 2:30 to 3:30 we put off for
tomorrow what we could have done today . . .

Letsarcariax 3. From 3:30 to 4:00 we take our
early late afternoon nap . ..

LeTHARGARIAN 4. From 4:00 to 5:00 we loaf and
lounge until dinner . .

LeTHARGARIAN 5. From 6:00 to 7:00 we dilly-
dally . . .

Nmﬂn:»umgz 6. From 7:00 to 8:00 we take our
early evening nap and then for an hour bef
to bed, we waste time. i

LETHARGARIAN 1. (Yawning.) You see, it's reall
quite strenuous doing nothing all day _oum.fun 50 once
& week, we take a holiday and g0 nowhere,

LETHARGARIAN 5. Which is just where we were going
when you came .along. Would you care to join us?

Mivo. Q..s:.:.u.v That’s where I seem to be going,
anyway. (Stretching.) Tell me, does everyone here do
nothing?

hnaz.w.sgz 3. Everyone but the terrible watch-
dog. mo.a always snifiing around to see that nobody
wastes time. A most unpleasant character.

Miro. The Watchdog?

Lersarcarian 6. THE WATCHDOG!

ALL THE LETHARGARIANS, (Yelling at once.) RUN!
WAKE UP! RUN! HERE HE COMES! THE
<<>HOEUOQ_ (They all run off and ENTER q large
dog with the F.n& feet, and tail of a dog, and the body
of a clock, having the same face as the character Tug
Crock.)
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‘Warcrpos. What are you doing here?
Mivo, Nothing much. Just

RINGSin fury.) It’s bad enough wasting time without
killing it. What are you doing in the Doldrums, any-
way? Don’t you have anywhere to go?

Mivo. I think I was on my way to Dictionopolis
when I got stuck here. Can you help me?

Warcupos. Help you! You've got to help yourself.
I suppose you know why you got stuck.

Mivo. I guess T just wasn't thinking.

Warcnpoc. Precisely. Now you’re on your way.

Mo, I am?

Warcupos. Of course. Since you got here by not
thinking, it seems reasonable that in order to get out,
you must start thinking. Do you mind if I get in? I
love automobile rides. (He gets in. They wait.) Well?

Miwo. All right. LIl try. (Screws up his face and
thinks.) Are we moving?

‘Warcnoos. Not yet. Think harder.

Mivo. I'm thinking as hard as I can.

Warcupoa. Well, think just a little harder than that.
Come on, you can do it.

Muo. All right, all right. . . . I'm thinking of all
the planets in the solar system, and why water expands
when it turns to ice, and all the words that begin with
“q,” and ... (The wheels begin to move.) We're
moving! We're moving!

Wartcupoe. Keep thinking.

Muno. (Thinking.) How a steam engine works and
how to bake a pie and the difference between Faren-
heit and Centigrade .

Warcnpos. Dictionopolis, here we come.

Mivo. Hey, Watchdog, are you coming along?
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Tock. Yi
b ou can cali me Tock, and keep your eyes on
Miro. What kind of place is Dicti i
place is Dictionopolis,
; Tock. It's where all the words in Q“.VM zow_wwwﬁww
w_.nB. It used to be a marvelous place, but ever since
yme and Reason left, it hasn't been the same,
%»:b. %ﬂwam and Reason? )
OCcK. The two princesses. They used to sett]
the arguments between their two brothers who m_._w__o_
Mwmm/.;.o H.wsa. of Wm&oﬁ You see, Azaz is the king
- Dictionopolis and the Math ician is the ki
U_m:.e.vo:u and o:ov,. almost never see eye to o_vm_ow %.M
wswawsn. It was the job of the Princesses Sweet Rhyme
M“ x_.nm Reason to solve the differences between the
qu ings, and they always did so well that both
es usually went home feeling very satisfied. But

then, one d. i
E.m:.Em:,m. w%.. ..._.a kings had an argument to end all

(The LIGHTS DIM on Tock and Mivo, and come up
on KiNe Azaz of Dictionopolis on another part of
the stage. Azaz has a great stomach, a grey beard
reaching to his waist, a small crown and a long

robe wi i
o.\uw _.‘.MWS the letters of the alphabet written all

Azaz. Of course, I'll abide b; isi
3 y the decision of
wzaawagosu though I have no doubt as to ﬂsnum_n.vﬁ__ﬂ
e. They will chose words, of course. Everyone knows

that word: i
bt h mwwwnm more important than numbers any day

(The MaTHEMAGICIAN a; i
ppears opposite Azaz.
g»m.mnzz..n;z wears a long flowing robe 8§u‘.wm
entirely with complez mathematical equations,
)

ACT 1 THE PHANTOM TOLLBOOTH 19

and a tall pointed hat. He carries a long staff with
a pencil point at one end and « large rubber eraser
at the other.)

MarHEMAGICIAN. That’s what you think, Azaz.
People wouldn’t even know what day of the week it is
without numbers. Haven't you ever looked at a calen-
dar? Face it, Azaz. It's numbers that count.

Azaz. Don't be ridiculous. (To nudience, as if lead-
ing a cheer.) Let's hear it for WORDS!

MaruemaciciaN. (To audience, in the seme man-
ner.) Cast your vote for NUMBERS!

Azaz. A, B, C's!

MATHEMAGICIAN. 1, 2, 3's! (A FANFARE is heard.)

Azaz AND MATHEMAGICIAN. (To each other.) Quiet!
Rhyme and Reason are about to announce their
decision.

(RuyMe and ReasoN appear.)

RuyMme. Ladies and gentlemen, letters and numeral,
fractions and punctuation marks—-may we have your
attention, please. After careful consideration of the
problem set before us by King Azaz of Dictionopolis
(Azaz bows.) and the Mathemagician of Digitopolis
(MATHEMAGICIAN raises his hands in a victory salute.)
we have come to the following conclusion:

Reasox. Words and numbers are of equal velue, for
in the cloak of knowledge, one is the warp and the
other is the woof.

RuyME. It is no more important to count the sands
than it is to name the stars.

Ruyme anp REasox. Therefore, let both kingdoms,
Dictionopolis and Digitopolis live in peace.
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(The sound of CHEERING is heard.)

Azaz. Boo! is what I say. Boo and Bah and Hiss!

MarHEMAGICIAN, What good are these girls if they
can't even settle an argument in anyone’s favor? 1
think I have come to a decision of my own,

Azaz. So have 1,

Azaz AND MATHEMAGICIAN. (To the PrINcEssEs.)
You are hereby banished from this land to the Castle-
in-the-Air. (To each other.) And as for you, KEEP
OUT OF MY WAY! (They stalk off in opposite
directions.)

(During this time, the set has been changed to the
Market Square of Dictionopolis. LIGHTS come
UP on the deserted square.)

Tock. And ever since then, there has been neither
Rhyme nor Reason in this kingdom. Words are mis-
used and bers are mi d. The be-
tween the two kings has divided everyone and the real
value of both words and numbers has been forgotten.
What a waste!

MiLo. Why doesn’t somebody rescue the Princesses
and set everything straight again?

Tock. That is easier said than done. The Castle-in-
the-Air is very far from here, and the one path which
leads to it is guarded by ferocious demons. But hold
on, here we are. (A Man appears, carrying a Gate and
a small Tollbooth.)

Garexzeper. AHHHHREMMMM | This is Diction-
opolis, a happy kingdom, advantageously located in
the foothills of Confusion and caressed by gentle
breezes from the Sea of Knowledge. Today, by royal
proclamation, is Market Day. Have you come to buy
or sell?
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. I beg your pardon? .
Wn“ﬁvumm.wwcwvg sell, buy or sell. Which is it?
You must have come here for 2 reason.
. Well, 1 .
W\ﬂ”mxwmmﬂ_r Come now, if you don’t have & reason,
you must at least have an explanstion or certainly an
Mito. (Meekly) Uh . . . no
. (Meekly. ¥gses N0 ) .
M_“mehwwn? NQEE:Q his head.) Very serious. You
can’t get in without a reason. (Thoughtfully.) 4<>w=\:”
minute. Maybe I have an old one you can use. (Pul
out an old suitcase from the tollbooth and rummages

through it.) No ... no ... no ... this wont do
’ .Kuwﬂﬁ%o. ‘.?.Xw.v What's he looking for? (Tocx
shrugs.)

Er. Ahl This is fine. (Pulls out a Medal-
:&W.woa% MHMME.? Engraved in the Medallion is: «_«\t —M
NOT?”) Why not. That's a good reason ?«:w _n,_mmm
anything . . . & bit used, mﬁ.suuu_ but u:~ q e
serviceable. There you are, sir. Now I can truly say:
Welcome to Dictionopolis.

ate and walks off. CITIZENS and

e ﬁﬂnmﬂ%ﬂm appear on all levels Q the umnnw.
and Mo and Tock find themselves in the S.&M
of a noisy marketplace. As some people buy M.s>

sell their wares, others hang a large banner :.m m,a
reads: WELCOME TO THE WORD MARKET.)

k! Look! )

“Nﬂmﬁ“w 1. Hey-ys, hey-ya, hey-ya, step —._m!.o :w

and take your pick. Juicy tempting ss_.aw for wﬂw.._ mu

your fresh-picked “if’s,” “and’ ww.m v:.vu : ust
take a look at these nice ripe “where’s” and “when’s.
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MERCHANT 2. Step right up, step right up, fancy,
best-quality words here for sele. Enrich your vocabu-
lary and expand your speech with such elegant items
as “quagmire,” “flabbergast,” or “upholstery.”

MERcHANT 3. Words by the bag, buy them over here.
Words by the bag for the more talkative customer. A
pound of “happy’s” at a very reasonable price . .
very useful for “Happy Birthday,” “Happy New
Year,” “happy days,” or “happy-go-lucky.” Or how
about a package of “good’s, always handy for “good
morning,” “good afternoon,” “good evening,” and
“goodbye.

Mivo. I can't believe it. Did you ever see so many
words?

Tock. They're fine if you have something to say.
(They come to a Do-It-Yourself Bin.)

Mivo. (T'o MERCHANT 4 at the Bin.) Excuse me, but
what are these?

MercraNT 4. These are for people who like to make
up their own words. You can pick any assortment you
like or buy a special box complete with gll the letters
and a book of instructions, Here, taste an “A.” They’re
very good. (He pops one into Miro's mouth.)

Miro. (Tastes 1t hesitantly.) It's sweet! (He eats
it.)

MERCHANT 4. T knew you'd like it. “A” is one of our
best-sellers. All of them aren’t that good, you know,
The “Z,” for inst ry dry and dusty. And
the “X?" Tastes like a trunkful of stale air. But most,
of the others aren’t bad at all. Here, try the “1.”

Mizo. (Tasting.) Cooll It tastes icy.

MercHANT 4. (To Tock.) How about the “C” for
you? It’s as crunchy as a bone, Most. people are just
too lazy to make their own words, but take it from me,
not only is it more fun, but it’s also de-lightful, (Holds
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up a “D.) e-lating, (Holds up an “E) and ex-
tremely useful! (Holds up a “U.")

Miro. But isn't it difficult? I'm not very good at
making words.

(The SpeLLING BEE, @ large colorful bee, comes up
from behind.)

SpeLLiNG BEe. Perhaps I can be of some assistance
. .. a-s-s-i-s-t-a-n-c-e. (The Three turn around and
see him.) Don’t be alarmed . . . a- w._..n_.m.n.u.wi
the Spelling Bee. I can spell anything. Anything.
A-n-y-t-h-i-n-g. Try me. Try me. '

Mivo. (Backing off, Tocx on his guard.) Can you

e? .
mvam_-_‘mm.n_...wmwwwnn. Perhaps you are ::mo._, the misap-
prehension . . . m-i-§-a-p-p-r-e-h-e-n-s-i-o-n that 1
am dangerous. Let me assure you F.w.\ I am quite
peaceful. Now, think of the most diflicult word you
’Il spell it.

nww\.—hwa.» M:__ uv . o.k. (At this point, vﬁro may turn
to the audience and ask them to help him chose a word
or he may think of one on his oun.) How about . .
“Curiosity?"” ;s ;

SeeLLiNg Bee. (Winking.) Let’s see now .. . ul
. . . how much time do I have?

Mivro. Just ten seconds. Count them off, Tock.

SpeLLING BEE. (4s Tock counts.) Oh dear, oh .%B..
(Just at the last moment, quickly.) C-u-r i-t-y.

MercHANT 4. Correct! ;-_”.m Qwaml

. Can you spell anything

Wﬁ“.nmm wmw,w AWWE&F.U Just about. You see, years
ago, I was an ordinary bee Bm.s&:m my own business,
smelling flowers all day, occasionally picking up vm:..\
time work in people’s bonnets. Then one day, I realized
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that I'd never amount to anything without an educa-
tion, so I decided that . . .

Humbuc. (Coming up in a booming voice.) BAL-
DERDASH! (He wears a lavish coat, striped pants,
checked vest, spats and a derby hat. Let me repeat
... BALDERDASH! (Swings his cane and clicks his
heels in the air.) Well, well, what have we here? Isn't
someone going to introduce me to the little boy?

SpeLLING BEE. (Disdainfully.) This is the Humb
You can’t trust a word he says.

Hunmeuc. NONSENSE! Everyone can trust a Hum-
bug. As I was saying to the king just the other
day ...

SPELLING BEE. You've never met the king. (70 M1vo.)
Don’t believe a thing he tells you.

Humsuc. Bosh, my boy, pure bosh. The Humbugs
are an old and noble family, honorable to the core.
Why, we fought in the Crusades with Richard the
Lionhearted, crossed the Atlantic with Columbus,
blazed trails with the pioneers. History is full of
Humbugs.

SPELLING BEE. A very pretty speech . . . s-p-e-e-
c-h. Now, why don't you go away? I was just advising
the lad of the importance of proper spelling.

Humbuc. BAH! As soon as you learn to spell one
word, they ask you to spell another. You can never
catch up, so why bother? (Puts his arm around Mivo.)
Take my advice, boy, and forget about it. As my
great-great-great-grandfather George  Washi
Humbug used to say . . .

SPELLING BEE. You, sir, are an imposter i-m-p.
t-e-r who can't even spell his own name!

Humpuc. What? You dare to doubt my word? The
word of a Humbug? The word of 2 Humbug who has
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direct access to the ear of a King? And the king shall
hear of this, I promise you . . . .

Voice 1. Did someone call for the king?

Voice 2. Did you mention the monarch?

Voice 3. Speak of the sovereign?

Voice 4. Entreat the Emperor?

Voice 5. Hail his highness?

(Five tall, thin gentlemen regally dressed in silks and
satins, plumed hats and buckeled shoes appear as
they speak.)

. Who are they? .
WMNW.—ZQ Bee. Hrﬂ King's advisors. Or in more
formal terms, his cabinet.
MinisTer 1. Greetings!
Minister 2. Salutation:
Mmnister 3. Welcome!
MixisTer 4. Good afterncon!
Minister 5. Hello!
Miro. Uh . . . Hi.

All the MiN1STERS, from here on called .g their num-
. bers, unfold i&”q scrolls and read in order.)

MunisteR 1. By the order of >§.:5 Unabridged . .
Minster 2. King of Dictionopolis .
MinisTER 3. Monarch of letters . . . 2
MintsTer 4. Emperor of phrases, sentences, and mis-
1laneous figures of speech . . . ;
..m?ﬂzmmamm ma. We offer you the hospitality of our
kingdom . . .
MinisTer 1. Country
MinisTer 2. Nation
MinisTer 3. State
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Minister 4. Commonwealth
MinisTER 5. Realm
Mixister 1. Empire
MinisTeR 2. Palatinate
Minister 3. Principality.
Miro. Do all those words mean the same thing?
Minister 1. Of course.
Minister 2. Certainly.
Minister 3. Precisely.
MinisTer 4. Exactly.
MinisTER 5. Yes.
Mivo. Then why don’t you use just one? Wouldn’t
that make a lot more sense?
MixisTer 1. Nonsense!
Mixister 2. Ridiculous!
Mizister 3. Fantastic!
MiNisTER 4. Absurd!
Mixister 5. Bosh!
MinisTer 1. We're not i i i
1 B e o nterested in making sense.
Minzster 2. Besides, o i
other, so why not use them ”_o—dﬂowm ol sran
Z._Emamw 3. Then you don't have to choose which
one is right.
Minister 4. Besi i is ri
e iy esides, if one is right, then ten are ten
Sﬁnuﬂmn nw_“ OWwwocm? you don’t know who we are.
€S
??o&:“.&:.v s himself and MiLo acknowledges the
Minister 1. The Duke of Definition.
Minister 2. The Minister of Meaning.
Minister 3. The Earl of Essence.
Minister 4. The Count of Connotation.
MiNister 5. The Und etary of Und di
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Arz Five. And we have come to invite you to the
Royal Banquet.

SpeLuinG Bee. The banquet! That’s quite en honor,
my boy. A real h-0-n-o-r.

Humsue. DON'T BE RIDICULOUS! Everybody
goes to the Royal Banquet these days.

SPELLING BEg. (To the Humsus.) True, everybody
does go. But some people are invited and others simply
push their way in where they aren’t wanted.

Husmpve. HOW DARE YOU? You buzzing little
upstart, I'll show you who's not wanted . . . (Raises
his cane threateningly.)

SeeLLING Bes. You just watch it! I'm waming
w-a-r-n-i-n-g you! (At that moment, an ear-shattering
blast of TRUMPETS, entirely of/-key, is heard, and
a PAGE appears.)

Pace. King Azaz the Unabridged is about to begin
the Royal Banquet. All guests who do not appear
promptly at the table will automatically lose their
place. (4 huge Table is carried cut with KiNe Azaz
sitting in a large chair, carried out ot the head of the
table.)

Azaz. Places. Everyone take your places. (All the
characters, including the HuMBUG and the SPELLING
B, who forget their quarrel, rush to take their places
at the table. Miro and Tock sit near the Kinc. Azaz
looks at M1ro.) And just who is this?

Mivo. Your Highness, my name is Milo and this is
Tock. Thank you very much for inviting us to your
banquet, and I think your palace is beautifull

MinisTer 1. Exquisite.

MizisTer 2. Lovely.

MinisTer 3. Handsome.

MinisTer 4. Pretty.

MixisTer 5. Charming.
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Azaz. SILENCE! Now tell me,

N , young man, what
can you do to entertain us? Sing mosmm,gmﬁw: ﬁcmwv
Juggle plates? Do tumbling tricks? Which is it?

W?S. Ican't do any of those things,
24z. What an ordinary li
e nary little boy. Can’t you do
Mivo. Well I can count to a
s thousand.
3 Azaz. AARGH, numbers! Never mention numbers
ﬂﬁ Os__v. use them when we absolutely have to. Now.
.«_Mwm Mw: 't we change the subject and have some &..._
e & o___u..“.a you are the guest of honor, you may pick
Mivo. Me? Well, uh T'm n
1 s, 658 0t ver;
we just have a :nmo snack? VR
Azaz. A light snack it shall be|

(AzAz claps his hands. Waiters rush in with covered
trays. When t.a.e are uncovered, Shafts of Light
pour out. The light may be created through the
use of vﬁ?@&n&d?m flashlights which are
secured in the trays and covered with a false
bottom. The Guests help themselves.)

Humsue. Not a very substantsi;
) tial meal. Maybe
2:“h m:wnﬂn_wosa»r_:n a little more filling. dets
Miro. Well, in that ca: i
st el in se, I think we ought, to have a
Azaz. (Claps his hands )i X i
(Waiters serve trays of Col, S Ve
w«wauk AL ;3&&%“. S lored Squares of all sizes.
PELLING Bee. These are awful. (Humsu
i G
axn all ~M~M M.E&w do not care for the food.) Songls
Azaz, ps his hands and the tr
Time for speeches, (To MiLo.) You mwmuo.n 4 removed)
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Muo. (Hesitantly.) Your Majesty, ladies and
gentlemen, I would like to take this opportunity to say
that . . .

Azaz. That’s quite enough. Musn't talk all day.

Mivo. But I just started to . . .

Azaz. NEXT!

Humsva. (Quickly.) Roast turkey, mashed potatoes,
vanilla ice cream.

SeeLuiNe Bee. Hamburgers, corn on the cob, choco-
late pudding p-u-d-d-i-n-g. (Each Guest names two
dishes and a dessert.)

Azaz. (The last.) Pate de fois gras, soupe a I'oignon,
salade endives, fromage et fruits et demi-tasse. (He
claps his hands. Waiters serve each Guest his Words.)
Dig on. (To Mio.) Though I can't say I think much
of your choice.

Mivo. I didn't know 1 was going to have to eat my
words.

Azaz. Of course, of course, everybody here does.
Your speech should have been in better taste.

Mixister 1. Here, try some somersault. It improves
the flavor.

Mvister 2. Have a rigamarole. (Offers bread-
basket.)

Minister 3. Or a ragamuffin.

Minister 4. Perhaps you'd care for a synonym bun.

Mmvister 5. Why not wait for vour just desserts?

Azaz. Ah yes, the dessert. We're having a special
treat today . . . freshly made st the half-bakery.

Mivo. The hali-bakery?

Azaz. Of course, the half-bakery! Where do you
think half-baked ideas come from? Now, please don’t
interrupt. By royal command, the pastry chefs
have . . .

Mivro. What’s & hali-baked idea?
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(Azaz gives up the idea o] t
1 f speaking as X
wheeled in and the Guests help “sgu»w“n«e.&wl b

Humsue. They're ver;
" y tasty, but they don’t al!
agree with X i ke
s Z:.owo:. Here’s a good one. (HumpuG hands

Mivo. (Reads.) “The earth i

3 flat.”

SpELLING Beg. Peo) callowed

3 . People swallowed that one fo
ﬁ_&a up one and reads.) “The moon is made .“.m um.wmﬂ
cheese.” Now, there's a half-baked idea.

(Everyone chooses one and
J eats. They include:
ﬁms ww.:; w; Pours,” “Night v Is w_ﬁﬂwm
erythin 5 » o« 2
e H\Sw Qa_wwmﬁ For The Best,” “Coffee

Azaz. And now for a few i
closing words. Al i
WMNM-M& rewww wé:w.\h wosn%wos_ (Everyone taﬂwﬁ“«%ﬂ&_
ts, for Miro, Tock and the Hu:
subjects and fri i e
i and: riends, once again on this gala occasion,
w\wﬂv M.WMMJE me, but everybody left.
_;ngcw m<m~.ww\ow5.“<mm hoping no one would notice. It
HumBuG. They've gone to di
m_.h: ozm_, “,2, bite, T shall mo.._wamm.rza ey
Mo, That's ridicul ; h
i vnnn_._moo..__. ous. How can they eat dinner
o:WM\%—. om%”oﬂ”ﬁﬁ%dm_ We'll put a stop to it at
eat dinner before oro ﬂ“ww_mmcssng. AT
Wmn.ro. But that's just as bad.
UMBUG. Or just as good. Things which are equally

bad are also 1
T ovmuwu.ancw ly good. Try to look at the bright
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Mizo. I don’t know which side of anything to look
at. Everything is so confusing, and all your words only
make things worse.

Azaz. How true. There must be something we can
do about it.

Huypue. Pass a law.

Azaz. We have almost as many laws as words.

Humsue. Offer a reward. (Azaz shakes his head and
looks madder at each suggestion.) Send for help?
Drive a bargain? Pull the switch? Lower the boom?
Toe the line? (As Azaz continues to scowl, the Hum-
pu loses confidence and finally gives up.)

Mizo. Maybe you should let Rhyme and Reason
return.

Azaz. How nice that would be. Even if they were &
bother at times, things always went so well when they
were here. But I'm afraid it can’t be done.

Huwmsue. Certainly not. Can't be done.

Mio. Why not?

Humsve. (Now siding with Miuo) Why not, indeed?

Azaz. Much too difficult.

Humsvua. Of course, much too difficult.

Mizo. You could, if you really wanted to.

Humsuc. By all means, if you really wanted to, you
could.

Azaz. (To Humsue.) How?

Mivo. (Also to HuMBUG.) Yeah, how?

Humsue. Why . . . uh, it’s a simple task for &
brave boy with a stout heart, a steadfast dog and &
serviceable small automobile.

Azaz. Go on.

Humsua. Well, all that he would have to do is cross
the dangerous, unknown countryside between here and
Digitopolis, where he would have to persuade the
Mathemagician to release the Princesses, which we
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know to be impossible because the Mathemagician will
never agree with Azaz about anything. Once achieving

that, it’s a simple matter of entering the Mountains of
Ignorance from where no one has ever returned alive,
an effortless climb up & two thousand foot stairway
without railings in a high wind at night to the Castle-
in-the-Air. After a pleasant chat with the Princesses, all
that remains is a leisurely ride back through those
chaotic crags where the irightening fiends have sworn to
tear any intruder from limb to limb and devour him
down to his belt buckle. And finally after doing all
that, a triumphal parade! If, of course, there is any-
thing left to parade . . . followed by hot chocolate
and cookies for everyone.

Azaz. 1 never realized it would be o simple.

Mivro. It sounds dangerous to me.

Tock. And just who is supposed to make that
journey?

Azaz. A very good question. But there is one far
more serious problem,

Mivo. What's that?

Azaz. I'm afraid I can’t tell you that until you
return,

Mivo. But wait a minute, I didn't . . .

Azaz. Dictionopolis will always be grateful to you,
my boy and your dog. (Azaz pats Tock and Mivo.)

Tock. Now, just one moment, sire . . ,

Azaz. You will face many dangers on your journey,
but fear not, for I can give you something for your
protection. (Azaz gives Miwo o boz.) In this box are
the letters of the alphabet. With them you can form
all the words you will ever need to help you overcome
the obstacles that may stand in your path, All you
must do is use them well and in the right places.

Mivro. (Miserably.) Thanks a lot.
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i i i cot d since he
. You will need a guide, of course, an 3
r:”“wN.:c obstacles so well, the Humbug has cheer:
fully volunteered to ww_noivwsw w.o:,
5. Now, see here . . .
Wmnc\“.a_m\“: swﬂ.?a him dependable, brave, resource-
ful and loyal. —
::ﬂzwcw (Flattered.) Oh, your Majesty. . g
Miro. I'm sure he'll be a great help. (They ap:
car. X .
?oﬂn%%ﬁﬁarwnmvuo. It looks like we’re going to need it.

(The lights darken and the Kinc fades from view.)

d luck! Drive carefully! (The three get
?Wsnnm m“cn:a begin to move. Suddenly a MMM:MWJ
ously loud NOISE is heard. They slow down %
Miro. What Sw»m that? -
me from up ahead. ’
Wﬂﬂ“.ﬂ. oh._m moiws_..%w terrible, T just know :m wnr:_
no. Something dreadful is going to happen 4M Mﬂ« o
feel it in my bones. (The NOISE is kmunnz 5 ! ve
look at each other fearfully. As the lights fade.

END OF ACT ONE



ACT TWO
Scene 1

The set of Digitopoli. i t
t of polis glitters in the background
while Upstage Right near the road, a M:E% color-

ful Wagon sits, looking qui its si
f 5 quite deserted,
in large letters, a sign reads: OetaEe

“KAKAFONOUS A. DISCH:
Doctor of Dissonance” Ly

ENTER Mo, Tock and Huwmp
look at the wagon. PRl Ty
Tock. There's no doubt ab
noise was coming from,
Humsue. (To Mivo.) Well, go on.
Mivo. Go on what?
HuMBUG. Go on and see who’s i
. n and s making all that noi
:.Wm._o_.n. M; can’t just ignore a creature like that, "
1L0. Creature? Wh i ;
N, Sl at kind of creature? Do you
Humsue. Go on, Milo. K
PE by - Knock on the door, We'll be
. N.S:.o. O.XK. Maybe he can tell us how
it is to Digitopolis.

out it. That's where the

much further

P to the wagon door and KNOCKS
£ e moment he knocks, a terrible CRASH

Nk nside t} wagon, and Mivo and the
others jump back in fright. At the same time, the

34
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Door Flies Open, and from the dark interior, a
Hoarse VoICE inquires.)

Voice. Have you ever heard a whole set of dishes
dropped from the ceiling onto a hard stone floor? (The
Others are speechless with fright. Mivo shakes his
head. Voice happily.) Have you ever heard an ant
wearing fur slippers walk across a thick wool carpet?
(Mivo shakes his head again.) Have vou ever heard a
blindfolded octopus unwrap a celephane-covered bath-
tub? (Miro shakes his head a third time.) Hal I knew
it. (He hops out, a little man, wearing a white coat,
with a stethoscope around his neck, and ¢ small mirror
attached to his forehead, and with very huge ears, and
a mortar and pestle in his hands. He stares at MiLo,
Tock and Humsuc.) None of you looks well at alll
Tsk, tsk, not at all. (He opens the top or side of his
Wagon, revealing a dusty interior resembling an old
apothecary shop, with shelves lined with jars and
bozes, a table, books, test tubes and bottles and mea-
suring spoons.)

Mivo. (Timidly.) Are you a doctor?

Discuorp. (Voice.) I am KAKAFONOUS A. DIS-
CHORD, DOCTOR OF DISSONANCE! (Several
small explosions and a grinding crash are heard.)

Humsua. (Stuttering with fear.) What does the “A"”
stand for?

Discioro. AS LOUD AS POSSIBLE! (Two
screeches and a bump is heard.) Now, step a little
closer and stick out your tongues. (DI1SCHORD examines
them.) Just as I expected. (He opens a large dusty
book and thumbs through the pages.) You're all sui-
fering from a severe lack of noise. (DiscHorp begins
running around, collecting bottles, reading the labels
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to himself as he goes along.) “Loud Cries.” “Soft
Cries.” “Bangs, Bongs, Swishes, Swooshes.” “Snaps
and Crackles.” “Whistles and Gongs.” “Squeeks,
Squacks, and Miscellaneous Uproar.” (As he reads
them off, he pours a little of each into a large glass
beaker and stirs the mizture with a wooden spoon. The
concoction smokes and bubbles.) Be ready in just a
moment.

Mivo, (Suspiciously.) Just what kind of doctor are
you?

Disciorn. Well, you might say, I'm a specialist. I
specialize in noises, from the loudest to the softest, and
from the slightly annoying to the terribly unpleasant,
For instance, have you ever heard a square-wheeled
steamroller ride over a street full of hard-boiled eggs?
(Very loud CRUNCHING SOUNDS are heard.)

Mivo. (Holding his ears.) But who would want all
those terrible noises?

Discrorp. (Surprised at the question.) Everybody
does. Why, I'm so busy I can hardly fill all the orders
for noise pills, racket lotion, clamor salve and hubub
tonic. That's all people seem to want these days. Years
280, everyone wanted pleasant sounds and business
was terrible. But then the cities were built and there
Was a great need for honking horns, screeching trains,
clanging bells and all the rest of those wonderfully un-
pleasant sounds we use so much today. I've been work-
ing overtime ever since and my medicine here is in
great demand. All you have to do is take one spoonful
every day, and you'll never have to hear another
beautiful sound again. Here, try some.

Humpue, (Backing away.) If it’s all the same to
you, I'd rather not.

Miro. I don’t want to be cured of beautiful sounds.
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Tock. Besides, there's no such sickaess as a lack of
:o—H%,mn:osP How true. That's what makes it so diffi-
cult to cure. (Takes a large glass @AE». from QM@
shelf.) Very well, if you want to go all 3.3:@1. life
suffering from a noise deficiency, I'll just give this to
Dynne for his lunch. (Uncorks ;.o bottle and ﬁo:ﬂ
the liquid into it. There is a rumbling and then a lou
explosion accompanied by smoke, out of which Uﬁin.
a smog-like creature with yellow eyes and a frowning

th, appears.) )
5@%52%3 (Smacking his lips.) Ahhh, that was good,
Master. I thought you'd never let me out. It was really
d in there.
nqmw_wmmzo_wu. This is my assistant, the awful U%::m.
You must forgive his appearance, for he really doesn’t
have any. —_ .
Mivo. What is & Dynne )
U”mozow.r You mean you’ve never heard of the -aa
ful Dynne? When you’re playing in your room an
making & great amount of noise, what do they tell you
b= "hi ful din.
. That awful din. . i}
Wn—.“:o_ﬂu. When the neighbors sre playing z:.:
radio too loud late at night, what do you wish they'd
turn moisw. i
k. That awful din. :
WMMS—SP And when the street on your Saan: _”
being repaired and the drills are working all dsy, wha!
one complain of?

nomcﬂmﬂw. (Brightly.) The dreadful row.

Dynne. The Dreadful Rauw was. Ew..ﬁ.»:&irﬂ»

He perished in the great silence mv_..._ma__a of 1712.

certainly can't understand why you don't like noise.
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Why, I heard an explosi
explosion last week that was so
_o.<m€. I groaned with appreciation for two days. (He
?.mu a loud groan at the memory.)
1SCHORD. He's right, you know. Noise i
valuable thing in the im_._n. e o
W:..P King Azaz says words are.
1scHorD. NONSENSE! Why, wl v
food, how does he ask? Tprea Tk meals
Dy~~e. (Happily.) He screams!
DiscHorbp. >:m.<..ro= a racing car wants gas?
W<zzu. Cﬁwsw_:wy\ew joy.) Tt chokes!
1scHORD. And what ha) v
B ppens to the dawn when a
szzﬂ (Delighted.) It breaks!
1SCHORD. You see how simple it is?
Isn’t it time for us to go? SRR (R B

H.U\:rc, Where to? Maybe we're going the same way.
¥ YNNE. T zmcv.. it. (Picking up empty sacks from

e table.) We're going on our collection rounds. Once
v: ay, I travel through out the kingdom and collect
wo:wﬂmm gmgnzw:_ﬁ__w :omizm and bedutifully unpleasant

<an find and bring th
e e and ring them back to the doctor
Discroro. Where are i
3 you going?
WA.S. To Digitopolis. ¢
1scHORD. Oh, there are a number of wa:

D RD. ys to get to
Digitopolis, if you w:o! how to follow &..«o:o:mwam__ao
»whaa a _o.or at the sign at the fork in the road. Though
wi Nm\ you'd ever want to go there, I'll never know.

*M“”scu 4<~>¢wno=.. pﬂ talk to the Mathemagician.

UG. About the release of the Pri
- e Princesses Rhyme
Discrorp. Rhyme and Reason? I
HORD. remember them.
Very nice girls, but a little too quiet for my pMmMn.a M_
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fact, I've been meaning to send them something that
Dynne brought home by mistake and which I have
absolutely no use for. (He rummages through the
wagon.) Ah, here itis . . . or mayte you'd like it for
yourself. (Hands MiLo a package.)

Miro. What is it?

Discuoro. The sounds of laughter. They're so un-
pleasant to hear, it's almost unbearable. All those
giggles and snickers and happy shouts of joy, I don’t
know what Dynne was thinking of when he collected
them. Here, take them to the Princesses or keep them
for yoursclves, I don't care. Well, time to move on.
Goodbye now and good luck! (He has shut the wagon
by now and gets in. LOUD NOISES begin to erupt as
Dyx~e pulls the wagon offstage.)

Mivo. (Calling after them.) But wait! The fork in
the road . . . you didn’t tell us where itis . . .

Tock. It's too late. He can't hear 2 thing.

Humpue. I could use a fork of my own, at the
moment. And 2 knife and a spoon to go with it. All of
a sudden, I feel very hungry.

Mivo. So do I, but it’s no use thinking about it.
There won’t be anything to eat until we reach
Digitopolis. (They get into the car.)

Huwmpue. (Rubbing his stomach.) Well, the sooner
the better is what I say.

(A SIGN suddenly appears.)

Vorce. (A strange voice from nowhere.) But which
way will get you there sooner? That is the question.

Tock. Did you hear something?

Miro. Look! The fork in the road and a signpost to
Digitopolis! (They read the Sign.)
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DIGITOPOLIS
5 Miles
1600  Rods
8800  Yards
26400  Feet

316,800 Inches
633,600 Half Inches

AND THEN SOME

Humpuc. Let's travel by miles, it’s sh
%ﬂ%“ HMQM :.wwmh by half inches, It’s M_Hm.rm_.,
. But whic

s i road should we take? It must

Mivo. Do you think so?

Tocx. Well, I'm not sure, but . . .

Huwmsua. He could be right. On the other hand, he
could also be wrong. Does it make a difference or Laﬁ

<o._om. Yes, indeed, indeed it does, certainly B.
yes, it does make a difference, ' i

Aﬁmﬂﬂoum?:ncgz Appears, a 12-sides figure with a
N.\\.&.wan r..nn on each side, and with all the edges
N“a&a .E.:: a small letter and all the ongles
u«whwnmnﬁ“.» a ME&Q letter. He wears a beret and

eers at the others with a serio
his cap and recites:) AR

DODECAHEDRON.
My angles are many.
My sides are not few.
I'm the Dodecahedron,
Who are you?
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Mivo. What's a Dodecahedron?

DobecAHEDRON. (Turning around slowly.) See for
yourself,. A Dodecahed is a hematical shape
with 12 faces. (All his faces appear as he turns, each
face with a different expression. He points to them.)
T usually use one at a time. It saves wear and tear.
What are you called?

Mivro. Milo.

DobecanebroN. That's an odd name. (Changing his
smiling face to a frowning one.) And you have only
one face.

Mivo. (Making sure it is still there.) Is that bad?

DobecanEeproN. You'll soon wear it out using it for
everything, Is everyone with one face called Milo?

Mivro. Oh, no. Some are called Billy or Jeffery or
Sally or Lisa or lots of other things.

DopecaneproN. How confusing. Here everything is
called exactly what it is. The triangles are called tri-
angles, the circles are called circles, and even the same
numbers have the same name. Can you imagine what
would happen if we named all the twos Billy or Jeffery
or Sally or Lisa or lots of other things? You'd have to
say Robert plus John equals four, and if the fours
were named Albert, things would be hopeless.

Mivo. I never thought of it that way.

DopecaneproN. (With an admonishing face.) Then
1 suggest you begin at once, for in Digitopolis, every-
thing is quite precise.

Mivo. Then perhaps you can help us decide which
road we should take.

DopecaHEDRON. (Happily.) By all means. There's
nothing to it. (As he talks, the three others try to solve
the problem on a Large Blackboard that is wheeled
onstage for the occasion.) Now, if a small car carrying
three people at 30 miles an hour for 10 minutes along
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sswowa 5 miles long at 11:35 in the morning starts at
the same time as 3 people who have been traveling in
a little automobile at 20 miles an hour for 15 minutes
on another road exactly twice as long as half the dis-
ance of orm.o:,s.. while a dog, a bug, and a boy travel
an equal distance in the same time or the same dis-
NO«»_‘MR_U in nﬂ: 2..:._ time along a third road in mid-
ctober, then which one arrives fi ich i
Ok !ww e es first and which is the
Humpua, Seventeen!
v:wm:? EEN figuring frantically.) I'm not sure,
Dobecameproy. You'll have to do better than that.
WES, I'm not very good at problems.

ODECAHEDEON. What a shame. They’re so very use-
F._. E:«,_. did you know that if a beaver 2 ?mw long
with a tail a foot and a half long cen build a dam 12
me:.__m_..m.a_% feet wide in 2 days, all you would need

il oulder Dam is a b i
ot eaver 68 feet long with a
Humpue. (Grumbling as his i
3 pencil snaps.) W)
29%5 you find a beaver that big? R
0DECAHEDRON. I don't know, but if you did '
certainly know what to do s:r_ri. . Hiyned
Wﬂs. That’s crazy.

DECAHEDRON. That may be true, but it’s com-
pletely accurate, and as long as the wumam—. is right,
e_% cares if the question is wrong? -

ocK. (Who has been patiently doin

g the first

problem.) All three roads arrive at th
the same time. S

DoprcanenroN. Correct! And Il tak

2 e you there
Bwua_n. (The or-na.veazm rolls off, and all four get
into the car and drive off.) Now you see how impor-
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tant problems are. If you hadn’t done this one prop-
erly, you might have gone the wrong way.

Mivo. But if all the roads arrive at the same place
at the same time, then aren't they all the right road?

DobecanEebRON. (Glaring from his upset face.) Cer-
tainly not! They're all the wrong way! Just because
you have a choice, it doesn't mean that any of them
has to be right. (Pointing in another direction.) That's
the way to Digitopolis and we'll be there any moment.
(Suddenly the lighting grows dimmer.) In fact, we're
here. Welcore to the Land of Numbers.

Huwmsue. (Looking around at the barren landscape.)
It doesn’t look very inviting.

Mivo. Is this the place where numbers are made?

DobecaneproN. They're not made. You have to dig
jor them. Don't you know anything at all about
numbers?

Mivo. Well, T never really thought they were very
important.

Dopecaneproy. NOT IMPORTANT! Could you
have tea for two without the 2? Or three blind mice
without the 37 And how would you sail the seven seas
without the 7?7

Miro. All I meant was . . .

DobecaneproN. (Continues shouting angrily.) If
you had high hopes, how would you know how high
they were? And did you know that narrow escapes
come in different widths? Would you travel the whole
world wide without ever knowing how wide it was?
And how could you do anything at long last without
knowing how long the last was? ‘Why numbers are the
most, beautiful and valuable things in the world. Just
follow me and I'll show you. (He motions to them end
pantomimes walking through rocky terrain with the
others in tow. A Doorway similar to the T'ollbooth ap-
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pears and the DODECAHEDRON o i
2 pens it and i
MWMW ~8 \o.%os JS through.) Come wﬁnwg”oﬂm
- I can’t wait for you all day. (Th, !
doorway and the li "y o sy
c the lights are dimmed ve;
ﬂaﬂiw? the S?J.? of a cave. The _NOMWN.@UM M“
nzahﬂ_ﬁm“& nﬂma Wnﬂw&ﬂ«“ﬁﬁm and digging are heard
. % Y 2
lights attached.) Put these en.mi Sl seske
Wmhus‘ (Whispering.) Where are we going?
e waMNEoz. We're here. This is the numbers
m&i.:q d, nw..WﬂWM« A n\\.M SNNFN. revealing Little Men
g ) shoveling and scraping.) Ri
Nw.uw M”ww NAJHM% your step. (His eo&aﬂ.»nw.wuw_%w
5 escent i
Tk e I a\““ o.waa glittery numbers seem to
wuo.”m-m %M_NM&.H ‘Whose mine is it?
ATHEMAGICIAN. By the four million ej
Mﬂui.n& .:wm .52..3.&26: thousand six r::n..&mﬁ..—h
o N\ %m.m airs on my head, it’s mine, of course!
NTER Hmw MarueEMAcIcIAN, carrying his long st
sﬁ» looks like a giant pencil, ) ¢ sof
(UMBUG. (Al intimidat, '
it (Already intimidated.) Tt’s a lovely mine,
MaTHEMAGICIAN. (P i
E:—Eo e Eammoﬂﬁ. roudly.) The biggest number
1L0. i i
e (Ezcitedly.) Are there any precious stones
MATHEMAGICIAN. Precious
. stones! (The:
W_Mﬁpw”nﬂ.w_.; Enrom_ two hundred and »“pw,w““m\wh
ree hundred and twelve threads i
nwww_ T'll say there are. Look here. (Reaches in M_asnww
w Eq out a small object, polishes it vigorously and
olds it to the light, where it sparkles.)
Mo, But that's a five. i
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MatuEMAGICIAN. Exactly. As valuable & jewel as
youwll find anywhere. Look at some of the others.
(Scoops up others and pours them into Mivo's arms.
They include all numbers from 1 to 8 and an assort-
ment of zeroes.)

Dobecanepron. We dig them and polish them right
here, and then send them all over the world. Marvel-
ous, aren’t they?

Tock. They are beautiful. (He holds them up to
compare them to the numbers on his clock body.)

Miro. So that’s where they come from. (Looks at
them and carefully hands them back, but drops a few
which smash and break in half.) Ob, I'm sorry!

MATHEMAGICIAN. (Scooping them up.) Oh, don’t
worry about that. We use the broken ones for frac-
tions. How about some lunch?

(Takes out a little wihstle and blows it. Two miners
rush in carrying an immense cauldron which 1s
bubbling and steaming. The workers put down
their tools and gather around to eat.)

Humsuo. That looks delicious! (Tock and Mivo also
look hungrily at the pot.)

MATHEMAGICIAN. Perhaps you'd care for something
to eat?

Mivo. Oh, yes, sir!

Tock. Thank you.

Humsue. (Already eating.) Ummm . . . delicious!
(All finish their bowls immediately.)

MATHEMAGICIAN. Please have another portion.
(They eat and finish. MATHEMAGICIAN Serves them
again.) Don’t stop now. (They finish.) Come on, no
need to be bashful. (Serves them again.)
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Miro. (To Tock and Humsuc as he finishes again.)
Do you want to hear something strange? Each one I
eat makes me a little hungrier than before.

MaruEMAGICIAN. Do have some more. (He serves
them again. They eat frantically, until the MaTHEMA-
GICIAN blows his whistle again and the pot is removed.)

Humsvue. (Holding his stomach.) Uggghhh! I think
I'm starving.

Mivo. Me, too, and I ate so much.

DobecareproN. (Wiping the gravy from several of
his mouths.) Yes, it was delicious, wasn't it? It's the

ialty of the dom . . . subtraction stew.

Tock. (Weak jrom hunger.) I have more of an ap-
petite than when I began.

MATHEMAGICIAN. Certainly, what did you expect?
The more you eat, the hungrier you get, everyone
knows that.

Mivo. They do? Then how do you get enough?

MarsEMaciciaN. Enough? Here in Digitopolis, we
have our meals when we're full and eat until we're
hungry. That way, when you don’t have anything at
all, you have more than enough. It’s a very economical
system. You must have been stuffed to have eaten so
much.

DobecarebroN. It's completely logical. The more
you want, the less you get, and the less you get, the
more you have. Simple arithmetic, that’s all. (Tock,
Mivo and Humsue look at him blankly.) Now, look,

suppose you had something and added nothing to it.
What would you have?

Miro. The same.

Dobecanzoron. Splendid! And suppose you had
something and added less than nothing to it? What
would you have then?
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Humsve. Starvation! Oh, I'm so hungry.

DopEcAHEDRON. Now, now, it’s not as 3&.2 all
that. In a few hours, you'll be nice and full again .
just in time for dinner.

Mivo. But T only eat when I'm hungry.

MATHEMAGICIAN. (Waving the eraser of Em staff.)
What a curious idea, The next thing v.e__.c have us
believe is that you only sleep when you're tired.

(The mine has disappeared as well as t;. Miners. This
may be done by dropping a curtain in front &. the
mine, through a blackout on the stage, while a
single spotlight remains on the K».EEE.S;Z
and the others, or through the use of 5:.5.5..2
platforms. The Miners may fall vm.?am K.ws
platforms, as two-dimensional props which depict
the MATHEMAGICIAN’S Room are dropped down or
raised up.)

Humsuc. Where did everyone go? ; :

MatuemaciciaN. Oh, they’re still in the mine. 1
often find that the best way to get from one Enwo to
another is to erase everything and start again. Please
make yourself at home.

(They find themselves in a very unigue oom, in which
all the walls, tables, chairs, desks, 8?:«3, and
blackboards are labeled to show their heights,
widths, depths and distances to and from each
other. To one side is a gigantic :a_mnnm on an
artist’s easel, and from hooks E_a. strings hang a
collection of rulers, measures, weights and tapes,
and all other measuring devices.)
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Mivo. Do you always travel ?
around in wonder.) RasmyT (R Tooks

MatrEMAGIicaN. No, indeed! (He

' N. g pulls a plumb
line from a ».om». and walks.) Most of the time w»w_s
the shortest distance between any two points, And
of course, when H have to be in several places at
M..so - .. (He writes 3X1 =8 on the notepad with
e staff.) I simply multiply. (Turee Fioures looking
like the MATHEMAGICIAN appear on a platform above.)

W»n:.b‘ How did you do that?

ATHEMAGICIAN AND THE THREE. There’s nothing t
it, if you have a magic staff, (Tug T: thoin.
selves out and disappear.) y S e

WA...Zuco. That’s nothing but a big pencil.

ATHEMAGICIAN. True enough, but

to use it, there’s no end to ﬂrwunr%oc oh.umw.«.o: e
“FP Cen you make things disappear?
MATHEMAGICIAN. Just step a little closer and wate!

this. (Shows them that there is nothing up his uﬁucw
orin his hat. He writes:) 4+9—2X16+1 = 3X6-67

+8X2—8+26~1-34+3—7+2—5 = (He looks u;

expectantly.) :
Humeuc. Seventeen?
ﬁ:b. It all comes to zero.

ATHEMAGICIAN. Precisely. (Makes a theatrical
bow a.:& rips off paper from notepad.) Now, is there
p:ﬁrwu.n m_hm you'd like to see? (At this point, an
appeal to the audience t i 7 i
e exmbedondly 0 see if anyone would like a

Mo, Well.. . . can h i
Tl you show me the biggest num-
Marremaciciay. Why, T'd be deli i

5 y ted.
a closet door.) We keep it right ro_ﬂ It eﬂwﬂnmﬂﬂw
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miners to dig it out. (He shows them a huge “8” twice
as high as the MATHEMAGICIAN.)

Mivro. No, that’s not what I mean. Can you show me
the longest number there is?

MarHEMAGICIAN. Sure. (Opens another door.) Here
it is. It took three carts to carry it here. (Door reveals
an “8” that is as wide as the “3” was high.)

Mizo. No, no, that’s not what I meant either. (Looks
helplessly at Tock.)

Tock. 1 think what you would like to see is the
number of the greatest possible magnitude.

MatuemAciciaN. Well, why didn’t you say so? (He
busily measures them and all other things as he
speaks, and marks it down.) What’s the greatest num-
ber you can think of? (Here, an appeal can also be
made to the audience or MiLo may think of his own
answers.)

Mivo. Uh ... nine trillion, nine hundred and
ety-nine billion, nine hundred ninety-nine million,

hundred ninety-nine th d, nine hundred and
ninety-nine. (He puffs.)

MarHEMAGICIAN. (Writes that on the pad.) Very
good. Now add one to it. (Mo or audience does.)
Now add one again. (Miro or audience does s0.) Now
add one again. Now add one again. Now add . . .

Mivro. But when can I stop?

MarreMaciciaN. Never. Because the number you
want is always at least one more than the number you
have, and it’s so large that if you started saying it
yesterday, you wouldn’t finish tomorrow.

Humsuc. Where could you ever find a number so
big?

MaTHEMAGICIAN. In the same place they have the
smallest number there is, and you know what that is?
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Mivo. The smallest number . . . let’s see . . . one

MarsEMAGICIAN. Almost. Now all you have to do is
divide that in half and then divide that in half and
then divide that in half and then divide that . . .

Mivo. Doesn't that ever stop either?

MarnemaciciaN. How can it when You can always
take half of what you have and divide it in half again?
Look. (Pointing offstage.) You see that line?

Mivo. You mean that long one out there?

MaruemaciciaN, That’s it. Now, if you just follow
that line forever, and when you reach the end, turn
left, you will find the Land of Infinity. That's where
the tallest, the shortest, the biggest, the smallest and
the most and the least of everything are kept.

Mrro. But how can you follow anything forever?
You know, I get the feeling that everything in Digit-
opolis is very difficult.

MATHEMAGICIAN. But on the other hand, I think
you'll find that the only thing you can do easily is be
wrong, and that’s hardly worth the effort.

Miro. But . . . what bothers me is . . . well, why
is it that even when things are correct, they don’t
really seem to be right?

MATHEMAGICIAN. (Grows sad and quiet.) How true.
It's been that way ever since Rhyme and Reason were
banished. (Sadness turns to fury.) And all because of
that stubborn wretch Azaz! It’s all his fault.

Mivo. Maybe if you discussed it with him . . .

Marremacician. He's just too unreasonable! Why
just last month, I sent him a very friendly letter, which
he never had the courtesy to answer. See for yourself.
(Puts the letter on the easel. The letter reads:)
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4738 1919,

667 394107 5841 62589
85371 14 39588 7190434 203
27689 57131 481206.

5864 98053,
62179875073

Mizo. But maybe he doesn’t understand ==Ba$m._

M. N ! Everybody und
numbers. No matter what language you speak, they
always mean the same thing. A seven is a seven every-
where in the world. y

Mio. (To Tock and Humpuc.) Everyone is so
sensitive about what he knows best. :

Tock. With your permission, sir, we'd like to rescue
Rhyme and Reason. .

Marnemacician, Has Azaz agreed to it?

Tock. Yes, sir. .

ZﬁmnEmB;? THEN 1 DON'T! Ever since
they’ve been banished, we've never agreed on any-
thing, and we never will.

Mivo. Never? .

MaruemaciciaN. NEVER! »um if you can prove
otherwise, you have my permission to go.

Mivro. Well then, with whatever Azaz agrees, you
disagree:

MarnemaciciaN. Correct. .

Mivro. And with whatever Azaz disagrees, you agree.

MATHEMAGICIAN. (Yawning, cleaning his nails.) Also
correct. o

Miwo. Then, each of you agree that ._5 will a..aomnmm
with whatever each of you agrees with, and if you
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both disagree with the same thing, aren’t you really in
agreement ?

MarHEMAGICIAN. I'VE BEEN TRICKED! (Figures
it over, but comes up with the same answer.)

Tock. And now may we go?

MarueMacienan. (Nods weakly.) It’s a long and
dangerous journey. Long before you find them, the
demons will know you're there. Watch out for them,
because if you ever come face to face, it will be too
late. But there is one other obstacle even more serious
than that.

Mivo. (Terrified.) What is it?

MataeMAGICIAN. I'm afraid T can't tell you until
you return. But maybe I can give you something to
help you out. (Claps hands. ENTER the Dobeca-
HEDRON, carrying something on a pillow. The Marae-
MAGICIAN takes it.) Here is your own magic staff. Use
it well and there is nothing it can’t do for you. (Puts
a small, gleaming pencil in MiLo's breast pocket.)

Humsue. Are you sure you can’t tell about that
serious obstacle?

MATHEMAGICIAN, Only when you return. And now
the Dodecahedron will escort you to the road that
leads to the Castle-in-the-Air, Farewell, my friends,
and good luck to you. (They shake hands, say good-
bye, and the DobecaredroN leads them off.) Good
luck to you! (To himself.) Because you're sure going
to need it. (He watches them through a telescope and
marks down the calculations.)

Dobecanedron. (He re-enters.) Well, they're on
their way.

MaTHEMAGICIAN. So I see. (DobECAHEDRON stands
waiting.) Well, what is it?

DobecareDRoN. T was just wondering myself, your
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Numbership. What actually is the serious obstacle you
were talking about? " ) R

MatHEMAGICIAN. (Looks at him in surprise.) You
mean you really don't know?

BLACKOUT

ACT TWO
Scexe 2
THE LAND OF IGNORANCE.

LIGHTS UP on RuyMe and ReasoN, in their castle,
looking out two windows.

RHYME.
I'm worried sick, I must confess
I wonder if E&_:arwﬁ success
11 the others tried in vain, .
»na were never seen or heard again. e
Reasox. Now, Rhyme, there’s no need to I
pessimistic. Milo, Tock, and Humbug .E<.a. just a
much chance of succeeding as they do of failing.
HYME.
wﬂw the demons are so deadly smart .
They’ll stuff your brain and fill your hear!
With petty thoughts and selfish dreams
And trap you with their nasty schemes. i
Reason. Now, Rhyme, be naw.wog!o. won't you?
And calm down, you always talk in couplets f&m: %01
get nervous. Milo has learned a lot from his uo_.:.up_w;.
1 think he’s a match for the demons and that he migl
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Mﬁ_._svwoﬁwgwsw at our door. Now come on, cheer up,
Rayue. Tl try.

(LIGHTS FADE on the Prixcesses and
- Ci
on the little Car, traveling n&ie.“_ NRTE

Muro. So this is the Land of I
gnorance. It's so dark.
I can hardly see a thing. i il
o ing. Maybe we should wait until
Vorce. They’ll be mournin,
g for you soon 4
(They look up and see a large, soiled, ugly wnmwo“amw.
@ dangerous beak and a malicious expression.)
Mivo. I don't think you understand. We're looking
for a place to spend the night.
Brrp, (Shrieking.) It’s not yours to spend!
w:S. m.rm:. doesn’t make any sense, you see
IRD. Dollars or cents, it's still spen
W»:b But I don’t mean . . ,_ TR il
18D. Of course you're mean, An: s
3 . Anybody who’
& night that doesn’t belong to him is <mw.< Em-ﬂ Wi
MMHN. %\—”En w._ac interrupt, like that? i
BD. Naturally, it’s my job. I take the words ri
out of your mouth. Haven’t we met before? H.Bn_m”“
Everpresent Wordsnatcher,
W—:b. ~>~.m you a demon?
18D, I'm afraid not. I've tried, but the best I
. . o
Eunvwn to be is a nuisance, A.m:w%ie gets uazsw.“
as he Fowu. beyond the three.) And I don’t have time
to waste with you. (Starts to leave.)
M%nu. msnoar it? What's the matter?
Mivro. Hey, don’t leave,
oy .~, i e. I wanted to ask you some
Birp. Weight? T -
Agngu.wnr 'wenty-seven pounds. Bye-bye.
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Mico. Well, he was no help.

Man. Perhaps I can be of some assistance to you?
(There appears a beautifully-dressed Max, very
polished and clean.) Hello, litile boy. (Shakes MiLo's
hand.) And how’s the faithful dog? (Pats Tock.) And
who is this handsome creature? (Tips his hat to
Humsua.)

Humsvue. (To others.) What a pleasant surprise to
meet someone so nice in a place like thi

Max. But before I help you out, I wonder if first
you could spare me a little of your time, and help me
with a few small jobs?

Humsuc. Why, certainly.

Tock. Gladly.

Mivro. Sure, we'd be happy to.

Max. Splendid, for there are just three tasks. First,
1 would like to move this pile of sand from here to
there. (Indicates through pantomime a large pile of
sand.) But I'm afraid that all [ have is this tiny
tweezers. (Hands it to Mivo, who begins moving the
sand one grain at a time.) Second, I would like to
empty this well and fill that other, but I have no
bucket, so youw'll have to use this eyedropper. (Hands
it to Tock, who begins to work.) And finally, I must
have a hole in this cliff, and here is a needle to dig it.
(HumBuc eagerly begins. The Max leans against a
tree and stares vacantly off into space. The LIGHTS
indicate the passage of time.)

Mizo. You know something? I've been working
steadily for a long time, now, and I don't feel the least
bit tired or hungry. I could go right on the same way
forever.

Man. Maybe you will. (He yawns.)

Mivo. (Whispers to Tock.) Well, T wish I knew how
long it was going to take.
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.—.%Ow. Why don’t you use your magic staff and find
out

MiLo. (Takes out pencil and calculates to MaN.)
Pardon me, sir, but it’s going to take 837 years to
finish these jobs.

Man. Is that so? What a shame. Well then you'd
better get on with them.

Mivo. But . . . it hardly seems worthwhile.

Max. WORTHWHILE! Of course they're not
worthwhile. I wouldn’t ask you to do anything that
was worthwhile.

Tock. Then why bother?

Max. Because, my friends, what could be more im-
portant than doing unimportant things? If you stop to
do enough of them, you'll never get where you are
going. (Laughs villainously.)

Mivo. (Gasps.) Oh, no. You must be . . .

Max. Quite correct! T am the Terrible Trivium,
demon of petty tasks and worthless jobs, ogre of
wasted effort and monster of habit. (They start to
back away from him.) Don't try to leave, there’s so
much to do, and you still have 837 years to go on the
first job.

Mivo. But why do unimportant things?

Max. Think of all the trouble it saves. If you spend
all your time doing only the easy and useless jobs,
you'll never have time to worry about the important
ones which are so difficult. (Walks toward them, whis-
pering.) Now do come and stay with me. We'll have
such fun together. There are things to fill and things to
empty, things to take away and things to bring back,
things to pick up and things to put down . . . (They
are transfired by his soothing voice. He is about to
embrace them when a Voice screams.)

Voice. Run! Run! (They all wake up and run with
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the Trivium behind. As the Voice continues to call out
directions, they follow until they lose the Trivium.)
RUN! RUN! This way! This way! Over here! Over
here! Up here! Down there! Quick. hurry up!

Tock. (Panting.) I think we lost him. i

Vorce. Keep going straight! Keep going straight!
Now step up! Now step up!

Mivo. Look out! (They all fall into @ Trap.) But he
said “up!”

Vorce. Well, I hope you didn't expect to get any-
where by listening to me.

Hunsue. We're in a deep pit! We'll never get out of
here.

Voice. That is quite an accurate evaluation of the
situation,

Mivo. (Shouting angrily.) Then why did you help
us at all? )

Vorce. Oh, I'd do as much for anybody. Bad advice
is my specialty. (A Little Furry Creature appears.)
I'm the demon of Insincerity. I don’ mean what 1 say;
I don’t mean what I do; and 1 don't mean what I am.

Mivro. Then why don’t you go away and leave us
alone!

InsiNceriTy. (Vorce.) Now, there’s no need to get
angry. You're a very clever boy and I have complete
confidence in you. You can certaintly climb out of that
pit . . . come on, try . ..

Mizo. I'm not listening to one word you say! You're
just telling me what you think I'd like to hear, and
not what is important.

INsINCERITY. Well, if that’s the way you feel about

A

Mivo. That’s the way 1 feel about it. We will man-
age by without any v adviee from
you.
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InsiNceriTy. (Stamping his foot.) Well, all right
for you! Most people listen to what I say, but if that's
the way you feel, then I'll just go home. (Exzits in a
hufl.)

Humsuc. (Who has been quivering with fright.)
And don't you ever come back! Well, I guess we
showed him, didn't we?

Mivo. You know something? This place is a lot more
dangerous than I ever imagined.

Tock. (Who's been surveying the situation.) I think
I figured a way to get out. Here, hop on my back.
(Miro does so.) Now, you, Humbug, on top of Milo.
(He does so.) Now hook your umbrella onto that tree
and hold on. (They climb over Humpuc, then pull him
up.)

Humsue. (4s they climb.) Watch it! Watch it, now.
Ow, be careful of my back! My back! Easy, easy . . .
oh, this is so difficult. Aren’t you finished yet?

Tocx. (As ke pulls up Humsuc.) There. Now, I'll
lead for a while. Follow me, and we'll stay out of
trouble. (They walk and climb higher and higher.)

Humsue. Can’t we slow down a little?

Tocx. Something tells me we better reach the
Castle-in-the-Air as soon as possible, and not stop to
rest for a single moment. (They speed up.)

Miro. What is it, Tock? Did you see something?

Tocx. Just keep walking and don’t look back.

Mivro. You did see something!

Humsue, What is it? Another demon?

Tock. Not just one, I'm afraid. If you want to see
what I'm talking about, then turn around. (They turn
around. The stage darkens and hundreds of Yellow
Gleaming Eyes can be seen.)

Humpue. Good grief! Do you see how many there
are? Hundreds! The Overbearing Know-it-all, the
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Gross Exaggeration, the Horrible Hopping Hindsight,
.. and look over there! The Triple Demons of Com-
promise! Let's get out of here! (Starts to scurry.)
Hurry up, you two! Must you be so slow about
verything? .
g “S«eo Moor_ There it is, up ahead! The Castle-in-
the-Air! (They all run.)

Humsue. They're gaining!

Mizo. But there it is!

Humsvue. I see it! I see it!

(They reach the first step and are stopped by a little
man in a frock coat, sleeping on a worn .s%a,, m.m
has a long quill pen and a bottle of ink at his
side. He is covered with ink stains over his clothes
and wears spectacles.)

Tock. Shh! Be very careful. (They try to step over
him, but he wakes up.) . .

Senses TAker. (From sleeping position.) Names?
(He sits up.)

Humsue. Well, T . . .

Sexses Taxer. NAMES! (He opens book and be-
gins to write, splattering himself with ink.)

Humsve. Uh . . . Humbug, Tock and this is Milo.

Sexses TAKER. Splendid, splendid. I haven’t had an
“M” in ages. .

Mivo. What do you want our names for? We're sort
of in a hurry.

Sexses TAker. Oh, this won’t take long. I'm the
official Senses Taker and I must have some informa-
tion before I can take your sense. Now if xoz‘: just
tell me: (Handing them a form to fill. Speaking slowly
and deliberately.) When you were born, where you
were born, why you were born, how old you are now,
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how old you were then, how old you'll be in a little
while . . .

Mivo. I wish he'd hurry up. At this rate, the demons
will be here before we know it!

Senses TAKER. . . . Your mother's name, your
father’s name, where you live, how long you've lived
there, the schools you've attended, the schools you
haven’t attended . . .

HumsuG. I'm getting writer’s cramp.

Tock. I smell something very evil and it's getting
w:.o_.wm@n every second. (To SeNses TAKER.) May we go
now'

Senses TaAkEr. Just as soon as you tell me your
height, your weight, the number of books you've read
this year . . .

Mivro. We have to go!

Senses Taker. All right, all right, I'll give you the
short form. (Pulls out a small piece of paper.)
Destination?

Mivro. But we have to . . .

Senses Taker. DESTINATION?

Miro, Tock and Humsuc. The Castle-in-the-Air!
(They throw down their papers and run past him up
the first few stairs.)

Senses Taker. Stop! I'm sure you'd rather see what
I have to show you. (Snaps his fingers; they freeze.)
A cireus of your very own. (CIRCUS MUSIC is heard.
Miro seems to go into a trance.) And wouldn’t you
enjoy this most wonderful smell? (Tock sniffs and
goes into a trance.) And here’s something I know
you'll enjoy hearing . . . (To Humsuc. The sound of
CHEERS and APPLAUSE for Humsug is heard, and
he goes into a trance.) There we are. And now, I'll just
sit back and let the demons catch up with you.
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(Mivo accidentally drops his package of gifts. The
Package of Laughter from DR. DisCHORD opens
and the Sounds of Laughter are heard. After a
moment, Miro, Tock and HumMsuG join in laugh-
ing and the spells are broken.)

Mivo. There was no cireus.

Tock. There were no smells.

Huwmsue. The applause is gone.

Senses Taker. I warned you I was the Senses
Taker. I'll steal your sense of your sense of Purpose,
your sense of Duty, desiroy your sense of Propor-
tion—and but for one thing, you'd be helpless yet.

Miro. What's that?

Senses TAKeR. As long as you have the sound of
laughter, 1 cannot take your sense of Humor. Agh!
That horrible sense of humor.

Husmsue. HERE THEY COME! LET’'S GET OUT
OF HERE!

(The demons appear in nasty slithering hordes, run-
ning through the audience and up onto the stage,
trying to attack Tock, MiLo and Humpuc. The
three heroes run past the Sexses TARER up the
stairs toward the Castle-in-the-Atr with the de-
mons snarling behind them.)

Miro. Don't look back! Just keep going! (They
reach the castle. The two PRINCESSES appear in the
windows.)

Princesses. Hurry! Hurry! We've been expecting

ou.

G Mivro. You must be the Princesses. We've come to
rescue you.

Humpue. And the demons are close behind!
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Tock. We should leave right away.

Princesses. We're ready anytime you are.

Mivo. Good, now if you'll just come out. But wait &
minute—there’s no door! How can we rescue you from
the Castle-in-the-Air if there’s no way to get in or out?

Huwmsue. Hurry, Milo! They’re gaining on us.

Reason. Take your time, Milo, and think about it.

Miro. Ummm, all right . . . just give me a second
or two. (He thinks hard.)

Humsue. I think I feel sick.

Mivo. I've got it! Where’s that package of presents?
(Opens the package of letters.) Ah, here it is. (Takes
out the letters and sticks them on the door, spelling:)
E-N-T-R-A-N-C-E. Entrance. Now, let’s see. (Rum-
mages through and spells in smaller letters:) P-u-s-h.
Push. (He pushes and a door opens. The PRINCESSES
come out of the castle. Slowly, the demons ascend the
statrway.)

Humsue. Oh, it's too late. They’re coming up and
there's no other way down!

Miro. Unless . . . (Looks at Tock.) Well. ..
Time flies, doesn’t it?

Tock. Quite often. Hold on, everyone, and I'll take
you down.

Humsue. Can you carry us all?

Tock. We'll soon find out. Ready or not, here we go!

(His alarm begins to ring. They jump off the platform
and disappear. The demons, howling with rage,
reach the top and find no one there. They see the
PrINCESSES and the heroes rumming across the
stage and bound down the stairs after them and
into the audience. There is a mad chase scene until
they reach the stage again.)
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Humsue. I'm exhausted! I can’t run another step.

Miro. We can't stop now . . .

Tock. Milo! Look out there! (I'he armies of Azaz
and MATHEMAGICIAN appear at the back of the theatre,
with the Kings at their heads.)

Azaz. (As they march toward the stage.) Don’t
worry, Milo, we'll take over now.

MaTtHEMAGICIAN. Those demons may not know it,
but their days are numbered!

SeeLuinG Bee. Charge! C-H-A-R-G-E! Charge!
(They rush at the demons and battle until the demons
run off howling. Everyone cheers. The Five Mixis-
TERS OF AzAz appear and shake MiLo's hand.)

Minister 1. Well done.

MinisTer 2. Fine job.

Minister 3. Good work!

MixisTer 4. Congratulations!

Minister 5. CHEERS! (Everyone cheers again. A
fanfare interrupts. A Pace steps forward and reads
from a large scroll:)

PacE,

Henceforth, and forthwith,

Let it be known by one and all,
That Rhyme and Reason
Reign once more in Wisdom.

(The PriNCEssES bow gratefully and kiss their brothers,
the Kings.)

And furthermore,

The boy named Milo,

The dog known as Tock,

And the insect hereinafter referred to as the Humbug
Are hereby declared to be

Heroes of the Realm.
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(All bow and salute the heroes.)

Mivo. But we never could have done it without a lot
of help.

Reason. That may be true, but you had the courage
to try, and what you can do is often & matter of what
you will do.

Azaz. That’s why there was one very important
thing about your quest we couldn’t discuss until you
returned.

Mivo. I remember. What was it?

Azaz. Very simple. It was impossible!

MatHEMAGICIAN. Completely impossible!

Humsue. Do you mean . . . ? (Feeling faint.) Oh,
... I think I need to sit down.

Azaz. Yes, indeed, but if we'd told you then, you
might not have gone.

MaTHEMAGICIAN. And, as you discovered, many
things are possible just as long as you don't know
they’re impossible.

Mivo. I think I understand.

RuyME. I’'m afraid it's time to go now.

REeasoN. And you must say goodbye.

Mivro. To everyone? (Looks around at the crowd.
To Tock and HumpuG.) Can’t you two come with me?

Humpue. I'm afraid not, old man. I'd like to, but
T've arranged for a lecture tour which will keep me
occupied for years.

Tock. And they do need a watchdog here.

Mo, Well, O.K,, then. (Mo hugs the Humsua.)

Huumsue. (Sadly.) Oh, bah.

Miwo. (He hugs Tock, and then faces everyone.)
Well, goodbye. We all spent so much time together, I
know I'm going to miss you. (To the PRINCESSES.)
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I guess we would have reached you a lot sooner if 1
hadn’t made so many mistakes.

ReasoN. You must never feel badly about making
mistakes, Milo, as long as you take the trouble to
learn from them. Very often you learn more by being
wrong for the right reasons than you do by being right
for the wrong ones.

Mivro. But there's so much to learn.

RuvyMe. That'’s true, but it’s not just learning that's
important. It’s learning what to do with what you
learn and learning why you learn things that matters.

Mivo. I think I know what you mean, Princess. At
least, I hope I do. (The car is rolled forward and MirLo
climbs in.) Goodbye! Goodbye! I'll be back someday!
I will! Anyway, I'll try. (As Mivo drives, the set of
the Land of Ignorance begins to move ofjstage.)

Azaz. Goodbye! Always remember, Words! Words!
Words!

MATHEMAGICIAN. And numbers!

Azaz. Now, don’t tell me you think numbers are as
important as words?

MarHeMAGICIAN. s that so? Why DIl have you
know . . . (The set disappears, and MiLo’s Room is
seen onstage.)

Mivo. (As he drives on.) Oh, oh, I hope they don't
start all over again. Because I don't think I'll have
much time in the near future to help them out. (The
sound of loud ticking is heard. MivLo finds himself in
his room. He gets out of the car and looks around.)

Tue CrLock. Did someone mention time?

Mivro. Boy, I must have been gone for an awful long
time. I wonder what time it is. (Looks at Crock.)
Five o'clock. I wonder what day it is. (Looks at calen-
dar.) It’s still today! I've only been gone for an hour!
(He continues to look at his calendar, and then begins
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to look at his books and toys and maps and chemistry
ith great interest.
unw_mhsnﬁ‘w.mmh__ccr mrwpw minutes. How long it really
lasts depends on what you do with it. For some people,
an hour seems to last forever. For others, just a mo-
ment, and so full of things to do.
Mivo. (Looks at clock.) Six o’clock already?
Crock. In an instant. In a trice. Before you have
time to blink. (The stage goes black in less than no
time at all.)

THE END
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