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Characters 
Little Nemo 

Little Princess 
Dr. Pill 

Flip 
Dancing Missionary 

Candy Kid 
King Morpheus 

Valentine Fairy [doubling as a Daughter of  the Revolution] 
[Weather Vane] 

Mrs. Nemo 
Gladys, a cat 

[Pygmy, the Cannibal Kid] 
[Cannibal King] 

 [Captain Grouch, the pirate chief] 
[Dame Liberty] 

SMALL PARTS: 
[Slumberland Courtiers, including] Officer of  the King’s Guard & Page of  the Little Princess 

Storybook Characters 
King’s Herald 

[Doctor’s Patients: Algie, Mr. Foote, Maggie] 
[Squirrels] 

Park Chorus [: 2 Lovers, Old Gent, Tramp, Policeman, Nursemaid, Old Lady, Chinaman] 
Boys and Girls in the Park 

[Sally] 
[Betty] 

[Team of  Teddy Bears, and Rabbit Coachman & Footman] 
Expressman [& his Assistant] 

[Nightmare, a witch] 
[Dolls’ Mothers & Doctors] 

[Valentines, Cupids, & Admirers] 
[Typewriters & Typewriter Desks] 

[Sunbeams, Snowflakes, Raindrops] 
[Savage Cannibals on the Island of  Table h’Hôte] 

[Life-Size Tin Soldiers] 
[Amusement Park Visitors] 

[Dancing Bear] 
[Animals: Giraffe, Ostrich, Kangaroo, Gorilla, Rooster, Flamingo] 

[Olympian Athletes: Gaston, Percy, Alphonse, Socrates, Yen, Rudolf, 6 American Girls, Giuseppe] 
[Declaration Signatories, Human Fireworks, Dream-Children, Continental Soldiers] 

 [Pantomime George Washington, Cornwallis, & British Soldiers] 
 [Numerous Pirates] 

[2 Specialty Acrobatic Sailors] 
[Chorus of  U.S. Sailors] 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Synopsis of  Scenes 

ACT I 

SCENE 1. The Playroom of  the Little Princess, Slumberland 
SCENE 2. A Children’s Playground in a Park  
SCENE 3. Little Nemo’s Bedroom 
SCENE 4. The Land of  the Fairies of  St. Valentine 

ACT II 

SCENE 1. The Office of  the Weather Factory, Cloudland 
SCENE 2. The Island of  Table d’Hôte 
SCENE 3. An Amusement Park on the Cannibal Island 
SCENE 4. Little Nemo’s Bedroom 
SCENE 5. The Palace of  Patriotism, Slumberland 

ACT III 

SCENE 1. The Deck of  a Pirate Ship 
SCENE 2. A Raft in the Middle of  the Ocean 
SCENE 3. The Deck of  a Battleship 
SCENE 4. Slumberland 
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([ ♬ ] Musical numbers in the libretto marked with this musical note icon appear in the published 
1908 piano–vocal score.) 
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Act One 

Scene 1: The Playroom of  the Little Princess of Slumberland 

(The scene is in 3 and is modeled on the cartoons, with perspective effects, colonnade terraces, 
staircases, etc. At back C. is a large book opened to its title page. This book is in a semi-
upright position and is so constructed that living pictures can be shown as the leaves are 
turned. 

DISCOVERED:  
Guards, pages, attendants, maids of  honor of  the Court of  Slumberland. These are costumed 
and grouped according to the cartoons. It may be arranged that the rows of  human figures are 
so placed that they connect with painted figures in the same dress, thus continuing the lines 
into perspective indefinitely. The guards are armed with battleaxes, the pages with banners in 
their hands. The picture at the opening should realize one of  the cartoons and be 
characteristic in every way of  the Nemo pictures. 

The opening chorus should be sung with very little action, as if  the chorus were automatic 
figures. The gestures on the words: “To the north, to the south,” etc., should be very 
automatic, and the faces perfectly stolid all through. In fact, the entire chorus should be as if  
sung by wax figures, as far as the action is concerned. This is necessary to establish the 
atmosphere of  Slumberland and realize the idea of  the cartoons. If  there is motion around the 
stage, the atmosphere will be destroyed.) 

OPENING CHORUS: “Slumberland” [ ♬ ] 

(Mixed voices. Pompous and stolid, with a very marked rhythm.) 

CHORUS.  
To find a playmate for the Little Princess 
	 We assemble today! 
That she is bored she certainly evinces, 
	 Wants a comrade to play! 
She sits around all day so sad and lonely. 
	 To mope she is inclined. 
She wants a little playmate, and one only. 
	 That one we must find. 

WOMEN. 
King Morpheus is worried that his daughter 
	 Of  toys quickly tires, 
So let us seek o’er distant land and water 
	 The lad she requires. 

MEN. 
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Go look to the north, and look to the south! 
	 Go seek in the east and west 
	 	 For a boy of  the sort 
	 	 To bring to this Court 
	 For the Little Princess we love best. 

ENSEMBLE. 
(divided voices) 
	 	 	 To the north! 
	 	 	 To the south! 
	 	 	 To the east! 
	 	 	 To the west! 
	 	 	 	 North and south! 
	 	 	 	 East and west! 

 (broad) 
Search! Search! 
Find a little playmate 
For the Princess we love best! 

(A few bars of  the foregoing number are played by the orchestra, very marked rhythm, while 
the chorus moves stolidly and automatically. A group separates at C., disclosing the Little 
Princess on a throne.) 

(The music changes to the short prelude of  the following song.) 

SONG: “I Want to Be a Naughty Little Girl” [ ♬ ] 

PRINCESS. 
(comes downstage) 

Princesses don’t have much fun. 
I am tired of  being one. 
Sitting on this throne all day . . . 
It is far from being gay. 
From our porch in Dreamland clouds, 
I see children. Oh, such crowds! 
I’d give ev’ry jewel and gem 
For one good old romp with them. 

I want to be a naughty little girl 
	 And a scrappy little girl, 
	 But a happy little girl. 
Too long I’ve been a haughty little girl, 
	 With my hair in perfect curl. 
I want to play with other little girls 
	 And with other little boys, 
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	 And I’d make a lot of  noise. 
	 	 Long enough I’ve stood 
	 	 Being good—good—GOOD! 
Oh, I want to be a naughty little girl. 

CHORUS. 
(to each other grimly) 

Oh my! What impropriety 
(business) 

For Slumberland society! 
(business) 

PRINCESS & CHORUS. 
Oh, {I want/she wants} to be a naughty little girl! 

(They return to their former stolidity.) 

PRINCESS. 
Children in the city street 
P’raphs don’t have too much to eat, 
And their heads and legs are bare, 
But they have such fun down there. 
I’m worse off ! I wear long skirts, 
Keep so neat it almost hurts . . . 
Oh, to go in some disguise 
And help those kiddies make mud pies! 

(Courtiers shocked.) 

I want to be a naughty little girl, 
	 A laughing little girl, 
	 A chaffing little girl. 
Too long I’ve been a haughty little girl, 
	 With my hair in perfect curl. 
I want to play with other little girls 
	 And with other little boys, 
	 And I’d make a lot of  noise. 
	 	 Long enough I’ve stood 
	 	 Being good—good—GOOD! 
Oh, I want to be a naughty little girl. 

CHORUS. 
(whispering to each other as if  shocked) 

Oh my! What impropriety 
(business) 

For Slumberland society! 
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(business) 

PRINCESS & CHORUS. 
(full voice) 

Oh, {I want/she wants} to be a naughty little girl! 

OFFICER OF THE GUARD. (a big man with a bass voice) Courtiers of  Slumberland, our 
Little Princess needs amusement. Suppose we hail her. Now, everybody! One—two
—three— 

ALL. (automatically, but loudly) Hail to the Princess! 

(They present battleaxes and banners.) 

OFFICER OF THE GUARD. There now! Doesn’t that help some? 

PRINCESS. (decidedly) Not a little bit! I’m tired of  all that. I’d rather be a real girl on 
earth for one day than Princess for a thousand years. Can’t any of  you find me a 
playmate? 

ALL. (automatically turning their heads and looking at each other in surprise) A playmate!! 
(suspiciously) Hum hum! 

(The Princess’s page runs on.) 

PRINCESS’S PAGE. Oh, your highness—Princess—here’s a great big box of  candy, 
which your papa, King Morpheus, has sent you. 

(Pages or guards enter carrying a large fancy candy box, which they place R.C.) 

PRINCESS. (pouting) Candy! Oh, I’m tired of  candy. (to all) Help yourselves if  you want 
it. I don’t. 

GROUP OF COURTIERS. (eagerly) Ah!! 

(They start for the candy box.) 

(A chord in orchestra as the cover of  the box lifts and the Candy Kid bobs up, costumed 
according to the cartoons.) 

CANDY KID. (as he bobs up) Hello there, everybody! 

PRINCESS. (pleased) The Candy Kid! Well, I’m glad to see you. You are the only one at 
Court who understands me. 

!7



CANDY KID. Why, what’s the matter with our Little Princess? 

PRINCESS. I want a playmate. 

CANDY KID. Oh, ask me something harder! There’s your storybook. I’ll just turn the 
pages and find you any old playmate you wish. (goes up to the big book) Come now. 
Watch the Professor! Here you are. 

(The Candy Kid turns a page of  the book. Flip appears in his characteristic dress, smoking 
his usual cigar, standing in one of  his characteristic poses.) 

PRINCESS. (annoyed) Flip! 

FLIP. (very cheerful) Howdy, Princess? Say, I’ve got glad news for you. My uncle, the 
Guard of  Dawn, said I might come over and play in your yard. 

(He comes out of  the book and downstage.) 

PRINCESS. Well, you may as well go right home. I don’t want you. 

FLIP. (chagrined) What! Aren’t you tickled? Why, say! As a little playmate, I got all the 
blue ribbons at the bench show.  (dances around cheerfully as he talks) Come on! Let’s 1

play somethin’! Let’s play kissin’ games. Say, Princess, did you ever play “Post 
Office”? 

PRINCESS. (bored) No!! 

FLIP. (always dancing around as he talks, with burlesque of  a lively child) Gee! Talk about your 
fun. First I go out of  the room, hide behind the door— 

CANDY KID. (interrupting) And stay there a year. 

FLIP. (disgusted) Naw! Then someone comes out and says, “There’s a letter in the post 
office with sixteen stamps on it.” Then I come in and kiss you sixteen times. Say—
there’s a game! Let’s start right in. 

(He dances up to the Princess.) 

PRINCESS. (pushing him away) Go away! I hate you! 

FLIP. (chagrined) Ain’t she the peevish Princess? (with renewed cheerfulness) Oh, say! I 
know. We’ll play “Pillow”! There’s a game: Pillow. Now—now, I have a pillow, and I 

The part of  a dog or livestock show that awards prizes based on the animals’ physical qualities—as opposed to the 1

field show, which rewards training and skill.
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put it down in front of  you, and—and then you get the right to kiss me, as much as 
ever you like. Come on! Start right in! 

(He kneels to the Princess.) 

PRINCESS. (angry) No, I tell you. 
(She spurns Flip, who falls off  the pillow.) 

FLIP. (discouraged) Well, can you beat it for a crosspatch Princess? (with renewed 
enthusiasm) I’ll tell you what we’ll do. We’ll play “Squat Tag”! (touches Princess) 

	 You’re “it”! (runs) You can’t touch me. I’m squatting! (business) 

CANDY KID. The idea of  our Princess playing a game like that! 

ALL THE COURT. (grimly) Most undignified!! 

FLIP. (brightening) Oh, I know a great game! We’ll play “Keeping House.” I’ll be the 
father, and—and you be the mother, and—and— 

PRINCESS. (severely) Never!! 

FLIP. (discouraged) Well, say, dis is the most unplayful bunch I ever did see. (brightening) 
Well, what’s the matter with “Kids in the Ring,” or “Copenhagen,” or “Pom-
Pom–Peel-Away”? 

PRINCESS. No! If  you try to play any games with me, I’ll—I’ll scratch you! There! 

FLIP. (giving it up) Guess I’m scratched all right, all right. (speaking as a burlesque villain) 
Ha! Hark ye, me haughty beaut’. Methinks thou forgettest who I amst. (poses) 

PRINCESS. To me, you are a very bad boy who smokes very big, bad cigars. 

FLIP. (aside) Discovered! (bluffing) I am the nephew of  the Guard of  Dawn. I’ve got a 
big pull with Uncle. One word from me, and Uncle will call up the dawn and blow 
your old Slumberland to smithereens. 

(Nobody pays any attention to his threat.) 

	 Ha! I thought that would make you quail. 

(All smile contemptuously.) 

	 Gee! Ain’t you goin’ to quail? (discouraged) I can’t do nothin’ with this bunch! Dey 
won’t play nothin’, and dey won’t quail none. 
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CANDY KID. See here, galumshus[?] boy. Didn’t you hear the Princess say you 
wouldn’t do? Off  the map! (urges him off) In the discards! Off  the map! 

FLIP. (pertly) Oh, is that so? Well, I’ll just sit on these steps as long as I like. (sits R. and 
smokes) And you just wait till I tell my uncle! 

CANDY KID. Look, Princess! We’ll see if  we cannot find someone else in the storybook. 

(The Candy Kid turns the pages of  the big book upstage. All the familiar characters of  fairy 
stories, nursery rhymes, and children’s books appear, each as his or her name occurs in the 
song. Each figure is shown in the book for a moment, then comes down, all forming a group. 
This group to be built up in some effective form. For example, each character in taking his 
place might form a section of  an enormous shoe, and when finished, the picture could be that 
of  “The Old Woman Who Lived in a Shoe.” 

This song may be assigned to Candy Kid, Flip, and the Little Princess, dividing the lines or 
verses. The Slumberland courtiers relax their dignity in this number and follow the characters 
introduced with appropriate action.) 

SONG: “The Happy Land of  Once-Upon-a-Time” [ ♬ ] 

[CANDY KID.]  2

	 There’s a land of  childhood fancies 
	 That is filled with old romances. 
’Tis a realm of  fairy tale and jingling rhyme. 
	 And the children of  all ages, 
	 From the babies to the sages, 
Love that happy Land of  Once-Upon-a-Time. 
	 Of  those fascinating stories, 
I remember best the glories 
Of  Cinderella dancing at the ball. 
	 There was Jack who killed the giant, 
	 So heroic and defiant. 
And Riding Hood—I loved her best of  all. 

Dear old friends of  the golden days, 
	 Comrades all in my games and plays . . . 
Life was like a holiday. The world was in its prime 
	 In the happy Land of  Once-Upon-a-Time. 

CHORUS. 
(split voices) 

Dear old friends of  the golden days, 

Despite the preceding stage direction, the vocal score and New Amsterdam Theatre program indicate the Candy Kid 2

as soloist here.
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	 Comrades all in my games and plays . . . 
Life was like a holiday. The world was in its prime 
	 In the happy Land of  Once-Upon-a-Time. 

[CANDY KID.] 
	 You’ll remember well forever 
	 Puss-in-Boots. He was so clever! 
How I’d like to have a cat as smart as he! 
	 There was Little Goody Two-Shoes 
	 With her pretty pair of  new shoes. 
Was there ever any girl as proud as she? 
	 Then the Brownies  quaint and funny, 3

	 With their faces bright and sunny, 
They were like a jolly Christmas pantomime. 
	 And Boy Blue and {shy/sly} Miss Muffet 
	 {(What, I wonder, as was “tuffet”?) / Who would sit upon her “tuffet”}  *

In that happy Land of  Once-Upon-a-Time. 

CHORUS. 
Dear old friends of  the golden days, 
	 Comrades all in my games and plays . . . 
Life was like a holiday. The world was in its prime 
	 In the happy Land of  Once-Upon-a-Time. 

[CANDY KID.] 
	 You remember little Alice, 
	 Her adventures in the palace,  4

And Bo-Peep who had such trouble with her sheep. 
	 There was also Simple Simon 
	 And his dealings with the pie-man, 
And the babes who, in the wood, were left asleep. 
	 There was also Robin Crusoe, 
	 Who possessed a goatskin trousseau.  5

There was Tom the Piper’s Son (that little scamp)! 
	 Not forgetting Jacky Horner, 

From Julia Horatia Ewing’s 1865 story “The Brownies,” in which two layabout sons seek out household elves 3

(“brownies”) to carry out their chores, but in the end learn the value of  being productive and helpful children themselves. 
Ewing’s story inspired the name of  the young girls’ scouting organization in 1915.

Split lyrics like these in boldface braces indicate discrepancies between the libretto and vocal score, or else *

handwritten changes in the libretto.

Alice only enters one palace at the end of  Through the Looking-Glass, and her adventures in Wonderland end 4

there. 

This should perhaps be “trousseaux,” as Crusoe carried two goatskin pouches: “one in which hung my powder, in 5

the other my shot.” But as with the Alice reference about, the rhyme is more important than the relevance.
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	 With his pie-feast in the corner, 
And Aladdin with his wonder of  a lamp. 

CHORUS. 
Dear old friends of  the golden days, 
	 Comrades all in my games and plays . . . 
Life was like a holiday. The world was in its prime 
	 In the happy Land of  Once-Upon-a-Time. 

(Character dance for the characters that have entered from the book. Flip may be the principal 
figure in this dance and must appear prominently in the business of  the song throughout.) 

(Groups.) 

HERALD. (appearing and announcing) His Majesty: King Morpheus, Monarch of  
Slumberland! 

(The music changes to a pompous march with eccentric orchestration. In this, a theme from 
the opening chorus may be used, possibly the “Go look to the north, and look to the south!” 
theme. Automatic gestures and business for the Court. Lively enthusiasm of  the fairy story 
characters, Flip, Candy Kid, and Princess. Flip and Princess exit.) 

(King Morpheus enters attended. He is made up exactly as he appears in the cartoons. He 
should be the biggest man imaginable, but should be a jolly old party with a bass voice and a 
resonant laugh. His voice later in the scene changes to a querulous treble.) 

ENTRANCE SONG of  King Morpheus: “What Fools Those Mortals Be” [ ♬ ] 

KING MORPHEUS. 
I’m just about the jolliest king that ever was on view. 
	 I reign in Slumberland 
	 In manner blithe and bland. 
My subjects think I am a joke, and I think I am too. 
	 And so we get along, 
	 Our life one comic song. 
From Slumberland I get of  earth a kind of  bird’s-eye view. 
	 Those fellows on the earth 
	 Provoke my royal mirth. 
When I see all the funny things those human critters do, 
I giggle up my royal sleeve and chuckle quite a few. 

	 They are a joke! Ha ha ha ha! 
	 An awful joke! Ha ha ha ha! 
They are better than a minstrel show to me. 
	 How I laugh in royal glee: 
	 Ho ho ho! He he he he! 
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	 	 Oh, what fools! 
	 	 	 Oh my, what fools 
	 	 	 	 {These/Those} mortals be! 

CHORUS. 
	 How he laughs in royal glee: 
	 Ho ho ho! He he he he! 
	 	 Oh, what fools! 
	 	 	 Oh my, what fools 
	 	 	 Those mortals be!! 

KING MORPHEUS. 
I see the av’rage bus’nessman a’working hard all day. 
	 He does not need more dough. 
	 He likes to hustle, though. 
He’s got the habit, hates to see a nickel get away. 
	 He’s trying now to snare 
	 Some other fellow’s share. 
At fifty he’s a wreck: dyspepsia, gout, and heart disease. 
	 He can’t have any fun, 
	 But—say—he has a son, 
And Willie gets his papa’s cash and blows it in with ease, 
While daughter spends her share to buy a titled piece of  cheese.  6

	 They are a joke! Ha ha ha ha! 
	 A lovely joke! Ha ha ha ha! 
They are better than a pantomime to me. 
	 How I laugh in royal glee: 
	 Ho ho ho! He he he he! 
	 	 Oh, what fools! 
	 	 	 Oh my, what fools 
	 	 	 	 Those mortals be! 

CHORUS. 
	 How he laughs in royal glee: 
	 Ho ho ho! He he he he! 
	 	 Oh, what fools! 
	 	 	 Oh my, what fools 
	 	 	 Those mortals be!! 

KING MORPHEUS. 
I love to see philanthropy. It is a joyous lark 

Perhaps an oblique allusion to the dish Welsh rarebit (spiced cheese sauce over toast)? It was featured in Windsor 6

McCay’s cartoon The Dream of  the Rarebit Fiend (1904–c. 1925), in which Little Nemo appeared before he 
landed a strip of  his own. In the strip, indulgence in rarebit too close to bedtime led to strange and disturbing dreams.
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	 When people are so poor, 
	 Of  dinner they’re not sure, 
They go and smell expensive rhododendrons in the park.  7

	 That makes them feel all right 
	 And gives them appetite. 
The poor young men who manage just to live by hook or crook 
	 May join a Sunday class 
	 And hear escaping gas.  8

The children in our schools who have that very hungry look 
May go into a library and read a cook’ry book. 

	 Such things are jokes! Ha ha ha ha! 
	 They’re awful jokes! Ha ha ha ha! 
It’s wonderful the funny things I see. 
	 How I laugh in royal glee: 
	 Ho ho ho! He he he he! 
	 	 Oh, what fools! 
	 	 	 Oh my, what fools 
	 	 	 	 Those mortals be! 

CHORUS. 
	 How he laughs in royal glee: 
	 Ho ho ho! He he he he! 
	 	 Oh, what fools! 
	 	 	 Oh my, what fools 
	 	 	 Those mortals be!! 

(Encore topical verses.) 

KING MORPHEUS. (very jovial) Well, here I’m ready for my daily romp with the rest of  
the girls and boys. (greets the fairy characters) 

CANDY KID. Pardon me, Majesty, but you are trying to get out of  your class. You’re no 
kindergartener, you know. You’re too old! 

KING MORPHEUS. (indignant) Old! Who dares—brrrr! I was never so—brrrr! What 
impudence! “Old”!! Nonsense! I may look a little moth-eaten, but I have the heart 
of  a boy! Allow me to remind you, you stick of  peppermint, that I shall never grow 
old. If  ever I feel a little moldy, I call for Dr. Pill. 

CANDY KID. (contemptuously) Huh! Dr. Pill! 

In the spring of  1908, Mrs. Margaret Olivia Sage, the widow of  a wealthy railroad executive, donated $60,000 7

(about $1.5 million in today’s dollars) for the express purpose of  planting rhododendrons in Central Park.

As in “hot air,” implying that Sunday school is a waste of  his time?8
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KING MORPHEUS. Certainly. Dr. Pill braces me up with his justly celebrated Elixir of  
Youth. But today I feel in the Mellin’s Food  class. (enthusiastically) Come on! Let’s 9

play something. 

(King seizes the hands of  the fairy story children. They form a circle and dance ’round 
singing:) 

KING MORPHEUS & CHILDREN. 
London Bridge is falling down, 
	 Falling down, falling down! 
London Bridge is falling down, 
	 My fair lady! 

(They drop their arms and catch the King, as in the game.) 

KING MORPHUS. (sheepishly) I’m caught. Go and steal a kiss. I’m at your mercy. 

CANDY KID. I tell you, they don’t want to kiss you. You’re too old to play games. 

KING MORPHEUS. (indignant) Say, who let that fellow in here? Old! Why, I’m a mere 
broiler.  Come on! Let’s play “Leap Frog.” Give me a back. 10

(He makes one of  the boys give him his back, tries to leap. Business.) 

	 (struck with rheumatism) Ow! Ouch! A crick in my back. (alarmed) Rheumatism! It’s 
time to take my elixir! (calls excitedly) Dr. Pill! (calls in a singsong voice) Dr. Pill!  

HERALD. (at back) Dr. Pill! Come into Court! 

(Voices offstage repeat, “Dr. Pill, come into Court,” several voices growing more distant, then 
growing louder as the message repeats back to the herald, who announces:) 

HERALD. Dr. Pill!! 

(Eccentric music as Dr. Pill dances on. He is dressed as in the cartoons. He carries a large 
valise with his name on it.) 

(Dr. Pill is very genial in manner. As he enters and greets the King, all others withdraw, 
bowing off  R. and L.) 

	 A popular Victorian-era baby food.9

A young chicken ready for cooking, what we would call today a “spring chicken.”10
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DR. PILL. (very heartily) Ah! Good morning, Majesticals! (grasps King’s hand, looks up at King, 
smiling) By Chove! [sic] It is a happiness to see you looking so nice and sick! 

KING MORPHEUS. (alarmed) Do I really look so bad? 

DR. PILL. (very genial) Oh, you look awful! I must congratulation you. From the 
moment you called me in, your case was hopelessness. Ha ha! (jollies the King) 

KING MORPHEUS. I think it’s just a touch of  rheumatism. 

DR. PILL. Oh, I’ll soon relieve you of  that. 

KING MORPHEUS. You know I have plenty of  money. 

DR. PILL. Oh, I’ll soon relieve you of  that. The tongue please! 

(King opens his mouth very wide.) 

	 It is needless to open your face so wide. I can see just as well from the outside. 

(He produces a small telescope from his valise and looks down the King’s throat.) 

	 Say “ah” please. 

(He pokes the King in the stomach.) 

KING MORPHEUS. Oh! 

DR. PILL. Not “oh.” “Ah!” (business) That’s nice! It looks awful! Aha! What is that I see 
at the end of  the hall? Splendid! You have got a terrible case of  oysterfication of  
the mollyoodle. (slaps King on the back) Ha ha! King, they can’t stop you! 

KING MORPHEUS. (alarmed) Oh, Doctor! (groans) Can’t you cure me? 

DR. PILL. To cure you would be unprofessional. But I can treat you to a very exciting 
operation. Only one thing can make you worse: I must amputation your head as 
far down as the knees. One moment, please. (listens at King’s chest, pleased) Aha! Tell 
me, have you been eating many phonographs lately? 

KING MORPHEUS. Why, no, Doctor. I never touch them when they’re out of  season. 

DR. PILL. (listening again at chest) Tick—tick—tick! Tell me: is that your heart or your 
watch? (listens at chest) 

(A small alarm clock under the King’s robe rings.) 
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	 Ah, magelious [sic]! You are completely run down. 

(Thumps the King on the back, and keeps on thumping, as if  he enjoys it.) 

KING MORPHEUS. If  you’re doing that on my account, you may stop at any time. 

DR. PILL. No interruptions please. If  you don’t behave, I will leave you and let you live 
as long as you like. (listens) Tick—tick—tick! I will now make my diagnuisance. I 
am delighted to find that you have a bad case of  hippopotamus of  the left 
trombone. There is a large mausoleum just over the chiffonier. Also, the 
rhinoceros is distended with linoleum. 

KING MORPHEUS. (alarmed) Is—is it fatal? 

DR. PILL. Certainly! What do you take me for? You are at death’s door, but I’ll pull 
you through. (listens, puzzled) What is that? Tick—tick—tick! We must operate. 
One thousand dollars, please. 

KING MORPHEUS. A thousand? In advance? 

DR. PILL. Sure. You won’t survive, and I can’t afford to get stuck. 
KING MORPHEUS. At a thousand dollars, I can’t afford to get stuck. Why, last time you 

only charged me five hundred. 

DR. PILL. (interested) What! Did I operation on you before? 

KING MORPHEUS. Certainly! 

DR. PILL. By golly! Now I remember where I left my watch. (listens) Tick—tick—tick! 
We must operation at once. 

KING MORPHEUS. Say, Doctor, wouldn’t it do if  I threw up the case entirely? 

DR. PILL. What good is the case to me without the works? (gets a large auger from valise) 
Now, look pleasant, please. 

KING MORPHEUS. Are you going to use that? 

DR. PILL. Certainly. In the best society, everyone is bored. 

(Works the auger in King’s back.) 

KING MORPHEUS. Here! No fair tickling! 

DR. PILL. Did I tickle you? That will [cost] a hundred extra. 
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(He leaves the auger sticking in the King’s back and goes to his chest to listen.) 

	 Tick—tick—tick! 

KING MORPHEUS. (impatiently) Come on! Come on! 

DR. PILL. Tell me, please. How long is it since I operationed on you before? 

KING MORPHEUS. About a month. Say, come on, won’t you? 

DR. PILL. And my watch is still going? 

KING MORPHEUS. Well, I recently retired from business, and all my affairs were 
wound up. 

DR. PILL. Ah, that accounts for it. (returns to the auger business) Do me a favor, please. As 
soon as you see the end of  the instrument coming through your necktie, please say 
“when.” (commences to work auger) 

(Candy Kid runs in.) 

CANDY KID. Oh, your Majesty, a celebrated healer wishes to see you. 
DR. PILL. From what ward? 

CANDY KID. He says he can cure you without drugs. 

DR. PILL. He is an impostor. 

KING MORPHEUS. Show him up. 

(Eccentric music as the Dancing Missionary enters. He looks very pious, does eccentric steps. 
Dr. Pill and the King watch him as he circles around them.) 

DR. PILL. Say, what are you, a doctor, or one of  those kokokola dancers?  11

MISSIONARY. Both, my friends. When I discovered my great cure, I danced for joy, 
and now they can’t stop me. 

(Business. All three get the habit and imitate his dance.) 

DR. PILL. (jealous) All right. If  you are going to engage him, I will withdraw. 

Perhaps a reference to the chemically strung-up consumers of  certain soft drinks advertised as “nerve tonics” and 11

“invigorators”? Around this time, such beverages were suspected of  containing cocaine or opium, the former only recently 
banned in the U.S. Ahead of  this ban, the Coca-Cola Company reduced the quantity of  cocaine in its signature drink 
recipe to trace amounts in 1904.
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(Pulls out the auger.) 

MISSIONARY. You know, you people are all wrong. There’s no such thing as pain. You 
are never ill. You only think you are ill. 

DR. PILL. (ridiculing him) Huh! Do you mean to say you can cure me if  nothing ails me? 

MISSIONARY. Sure thing, brother. That’s the best thing I do. 

TRIO: “There’s Nothing the Matter with You” [ ♬ ] 

MISSIONARY. 
	 If  you think you are ill, 
	 You go in for a pill 
Or a tonic, a drug, or a plaster. 
	 But just leave it to me, 
	 And you’ll very soon see 
I can do for you very much faster. 
	 If  you have a pain 
	 {That is driving you sane,/Till you’re almost insane,} 
And you feel you are rapidly sinking, 
	 I’ll speedily stop it 
	 And cause you to drop it, 
If  you think that you think you are thinking. 

(All three dancing.) 

There’s nothing the matter with you, 
	 	 With me, 
	 	 With him, 
	 	 With us, 
	 	 With we. 
	 Yourself  you must tell 
	 You are perfectly well, 
And then with yourself  you agree. 
	 To medical science 
	 You utter defiance. 
With doctors and drugs you are through. 
	 For there’s nothing the matter 
	 With me, 
	 	 With him, 
	 	 	 With I, 
	 	 	 	 With me, 
	 	 	 	 	 With you. 
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(Music continues pianissimo during dialogue scenes before next verse.) 

MISSIONARY. I will now give an example of  my marvelous powers. (to King) You think 
you are ill. Sit down! (pushes King to seat) Now, think you are well. (makes hypnotic 
passes) Are you thinking? 

KING MORPHEUS. I think so. 

DR. PILL. Be careless, King. You are not used to it. 

MISSIONARY. (making passes) Are you thinking? 

DR. PILL. I’m thinking I’d like to get my watch. 

MISSIONARY. Ah! Now you are perfectly well. 

KING MORPHEUS. (pleased) Well well, so I am. (rises, feels rheumatism) Ouch! I still seem to 
have a crick in my back. 

MISSIONARY. That’s nothing. You are merely suffering from exposure. Lots of  rich 
men in America suffer from the same thing. 

ALL 3. (dancing) 
There’s nothing the matter with you, 
	 	 With me, 
	 	 With him, 
	 	 With us, 
	 	 With we. 
	 Yourself  you must tell 
	 You are perfectly well, 
And then with yourself  you agree. 
	 To medical science 
	 You utter defiance. 
With doctors and drugs you are through. 
	 For there’s nothing the matter 
	 With me, 
	 	 With him, 
	 	 	 With I, 
	 	 	 	 With me, 
	 	 	 	 	 With you. 

	 If  a toothache you’ve got 
	 And you suffer a lot, 
Do not fight it with any narcotic, 
	 But with might and with main. 
	 You must think, and the pain 
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Will soon yield to the {powers/power} hypnotic. 
	 If  {your/a} leg you should break, 
	 It no dif ’rence will make. 
Just think hard that your leg is all sound. 
	 Put your foot down, and say, 
	 “I can walk right away,” 
And you’ll find you will cover the ground. 

(Music of  refrain played softly for dialogue between verse and refrain.) 

(A dude  [called Algie, a nervous patient] enters, crossing.) 12

DR. PILL. (seeing dude) Here, wait a minute. (brings dude down, to Missionary) I bet you 
can’t make any mind-cure on him. 

MISSIONARY. Oh, it’s too easy. 

(They bring the dude down.) 

DUDE [ALGIE]. (protesting) Really, I— 

DR. PILL. Shut up! What have you got to say about it? 

MISSIONARY. What are your symptoms? 

DUDE. Well, you see, I am very nervous and excitable. I seem to rush around as if  I 
were crazy, and I run into everybody. 

DR. PILL. You are automobilious. 

MISSIONARY. Hah! You only think you’re ill. (makes passes) Now, sir, think you are well. 

(Business.) 

DUDE. Why, as I live. I do feel better. (stretches himself) Immense! Now, Doctor, if  you 
could only give me something to brighten me up. 

DR. PILL. Excuse me, I am a Doctor—not a night school. 

[ALGIE.] 
Oh, there’s nothing the matter with you, 
	 	 With me, 
	 	 Whim him, 
	 	 With us, 

A stylish urban man. See next note.12
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	 	 With we. 
	 Yourself  you must tell 
	 You are perfectly well, 
And then with yourself  you agree. 
	 To medical science 
	 You utter defiance. 
With doctors and drugs you are through. 
     For there’s nothing the matter 
	 With me, 
	 	 With him, 
	 	 	 With I, 
	 	 	 	 With me, 
	 	 	 	 	 With you. 

(A lively dance follows for the three.) 

(Encore verses with scenes for different characters who enter and are cured of  imaginary 
ailments.  After each incident, repetition of  the refrain and dancing exit.) 13

(After the last encore, the King, Dr. Pill, and the Missionary remain on. The King is 
overcome with his dancing and exertion. He falls upon a seat, out of  breath, coughs, groans.) 

MISSIONARY. (to King) There, you see? You feel much better! 

KING MORPHEUS. (gasping) Better? I feel a million times worse! 

DR. PILL. Aha! That’s splendid. Nothing can help you but my marvelous Elixir of  
Youth. (searches his valise for it) 

MISSIONARY. (imitating a duck) Quack! Quack! 

DR. PILL. (annoyed) Did you speak? 

MISSIONARY. I guess I have a right to talk to myself. 

DR. PILL. Ah! Here it is! (produces bottle) Take it quick.  

(Forces medicine on the King.) 

KING MORPHEUS. Oh! It’s awful nasty stuff. 

MISSIONARY. (like a child) Take it, darling. The nice doctor says it’s good for us. Here! 
I’ll hold him. 

The list of  dramatis personae in the vocal score refers to these characters as “Algie, a nervous Patient,” “Mr. Foote, 13

a gouty Patient,” and “Maggie, a hysterical Patient.” Each at least takes part in singing his or her exit refrain.
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(Dr. Pill and the Missionary make the King take the medicine.) 

KING MORPHEUS. (after struggling, takes some and smiles, pleased) Why, that doesn’t taste 
the same. Give me some more. (grabs for the bottle) 

DR. PILL. (tasting medicine) Himmel nach ein mal!  Somebody has stolen the Elixir and 14

filled the bottle with champagne. 

(The Missionary grabs the bottle and drinks it all.) 

KING MORPHEUS. (raves) Stolen! Wow!  

MISSIONARY. (after long drink) Peace, friends! It is not really stolen. You only think so. 

DR. PILL. (excited) Shut up! (strikes Missionary and paces stage) 

KING MORPHEUS. (excited) Idiot! (strikes Missionary, paces stage) 

DR. PILL. It’s all up, Maj’! Nothing can save you! 

KING MORPHEUS. I’m gone! I’m going to grow old! Wow! (raves and runs about) 

(Missionary gets in his way. King kicks him.) 
	 Out of  my way, you false alarm! 

MISSIONARY. (indignant) Kicked! And in a public place! 

DR. PILL. Nonsense! You only think so. 

(The three are pacing up and down stage, very excitedly. The Little Princess enters, watches 
them a moment.) 

PRINCESS. Wait a minute. I’ll join you. 

(She paces the stage with him. Stops the King.) 

	 Papa, I want a little playmate. 

KING MORPHEUS. (worried) Don’t talk to me about playmates. (worries and starts off) 

PRINCESS. (stopping him) I want you to send down to earth for a human child to be my 
companion. 

A bastardization of  the German Himmel noch einmal, meaning “For heaven’s sake.”14
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(All three starting off, pacing stage and worrying.) 

DR. PILL. (suddenly thinking) A human child! That remembers me. King! Listen! 

(The King and Missionary stop and listen.) 

	 According to the hysterical chronicle of  the Kingdom, the Elixir can only be 
recovered by a human child brought to Slumberland. 

PRINCESS. Splendid! Bring a mortal child to Slumberland, and perhaps he can recover 
the Elixir of  Youth. 

KING MORPHEUS. Summon the Court at once! 

(Music. Enter all the Court, Flip, and the Candy Kid. They come on to some of  the pompous 
music of  the opening chorus. Groups.) 

KING. Now, daughter, where is this mortal kid you want me to import? 

CANDY KID. Allow me, your Majesty. 

(Turns pages of  book. Music of  “Won’t You Be My Valentine?” played softly. Nemo is 
shown in the book asleep in his crib.) 

PRINCESS. That is the one, papa. 

KING MORPHEUS. Send for him at once. Candy Kid, you go. 
FLIP. (aside) That kid coming here to out me out. Well, I guess nitsky.[?] 

KING MORPHEUS. Hold on! Perhaps Candy Kid might miss him. Better still, we’ll all 
go. To earth, everybody. Take any road! Wear any disguise. But bring Little Nemo 
to Slumberland. It means life or death to your King. 

PRINCESS. And, what is much more important, it means a little playmate for me! 

FINALE: Refrain of  “Slumberland” 

MEN. 
Go look to the north, and look to the south! 
	 Go seek in the east and west 
	 	 For a boy the sort 
	 	 To bring to this Court 
	 For the Little Princess we love best. 

ENSEMBLE. 
	 	 	 To the north! 
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	 	 	 To the south! 
	 	 	 To the east! 
	 	 	 To the west! 
	 	 	 	 North and south! 
	 	 	 	 East and west! 

Search! Search! 
Find a little playmate 
For the Princess we love best! 

(The ensemble is worked up to a climax for change of  scene.) 

(NOTE: Possibly, the music may develop in such a way that after the foregoing ensemble, all 
may take up the refrain of  “There’s Nothing the Matter with You,” which can be used for the 
finale.) 

END OF SCENE 1 

(The music changes to the opening of  Scene 2. . . .) 
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Scene 2: A Children’s Playground in a Park  15

(It is the edge of  the park and beyond. Upstage is a platform representing a winding road, 
which is continued on the backdrop. This is for the automobile race, which is to end the scene. 

At L. is a row of  swings attached to the limbs of  trees. At R. is a large old tree with a 
mechanical branch, which is lowered for Flip’s entrance on it. This tree has a hollow trunk, 
out of  which Dr. Pill enters. 

A bright spring day. Lilacs and other flowers. Benches at R. and L.  

The scene is disclosed to a springtime symphony, and the pantomime scene that opens is 
followed closely by the music illustrating the action. 

OPENING PRELUDE: Park Scene [ ♬ ] 

DISCOVERED:  
The Dancing Missionary is asleep on a bench at R. A squirrel comes down the tree, runs 
over the Missionary, who is frightened. This business is repeated with variations, the 
Missionary “laying” for the squirrel to catch him. After several attempts, the squirrel runs up 
tree and off.  

A young man enters with his girl, walking affectionately. The Missionary guys them, and 
imitates their lovemaking with an imaginary girl beside him on the bench. 

A stout old gent enters carrying a newspaper, looks for a seat, sits on bench with lovers who 
are offended. They move and push him off  the bench. He goes and sits on the bench with the 
Missionary, where he reads and smokes a cigar. Missionary, envious of  his cigar, searches his 
own pockets for a cigar. He suddenly sees something on ground and dives for it. It is part of  a 
firecracker about the size of  a cigar. The Missionary asks the old gent for a light. The old 
gent, reading absently, hands his cigar to the Missionary. The Missionary takes a light and 
hands the firecracker to the old gent. The old gent reads, then suddenly wonders what ails his 
cigar. Through this, the Missionary enjoys the cigar and watches the old gent, expecting an 
explosion. 

[A tramp awakens.] 

Various characters enter [illustrating various musical themes: a policeman (played by Dr. Pill, 
and whose music demonstrates the majesty of  the law), a nursemaid (who rocks baby 
carriages to her music), the lovers (romantic music), and birds (treble trills)]. 

This setting is described elsewhere as “Central Park.” At conclusion of  the scene, it is disclosed that Nemo lives in 15
Harlem, making New York City’s Central Park a plausible enough place for him to play.
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A stylish old lady enters leading a dog on leash. She stops to speak to the old gent. The 
Missionary takes her dog off  its leash and ties his hat to the leash. The old lady exits 
dragging the hat. 

A Chinaman passes with bundle of  laundry. 

Children on velocipedes. 

The policeman meets the nursemaid. Flirtation. 

The old lady crosses, dropping her handbag. The Missionary picks it. The old lady reports 
this to the policeman. The policeman, busy flirting, ignores the old lady, then orders her away. 
Old lady off, indignant. 

The {Missionary/Tramp} takes a baby from a carriage, dances with the baby. At this 
moment, the policeman kisses the nurse, who does not notice the absence of  the baby. Exit 
nurse with empty carriage, kissing the hand of  the policeman. 

A small child enters and picks a dandelion in the grass. The policeman bullies the small child 
and arrests him! {Missionary/Tramp} off, dandling the baby. 

The prelude to the May Day march is now heard: drums, fifes, bass drum, and trumpets. 
The May Day march procession of  the children enters L.U.E., coming through the trees. 
Different types of  boys and girls, all in their best clothes, the girls in white with sashes. The 
makeup and types should be as near as the real thing as possible. Some girls have dolls, hoops, 
and jumping ropes. Boys have baseball hats, masks, gloves, etc. Some have musical 
instruments: drums, bass drum, fifes, trumpets, etc., tin horns, kazoos, etc. 

They carry the canopy of  the May Queen, as seen in May Day parties. Some have lunch 
baskets. As they enter, they sing. The music should have the effect of  children’s singing, shrill 
treble.) 

MAY DAY MARCH: “Blow Upon the Bugle” [ ♬ ] 

(NOTE: The children in this group should be the smallest chorus people obtainable, with as 
many real children as possible, who need not dance or sing, but give reality to the action.) 

CHILDREN. 
Blow upon the bugle! 
	 Sound upon the drum! 
For in gay procession, 
	 Marching on we come, 
Come with tops and marbles, 
	 Come with bat and ball. 
To our May Day party 
	 Gather one and all. 
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To our May Day party 
	 Gather one and all. 

Girls, bring your dollies 
	 In their Sunday best. 
They’ll love the party 
	 Much as all the rest. 
Now for sport and pastime! 
	 Now for games and fun! 
We will play 
The livelong day. 
	 We’ll play till set of  sun. 

(Interlude with flourish of  toy instruments.) 

Then it’s—left! right!—marching proudly, 
	 Just like soldiers do: 
	 	 Stepping proudly, 
	 	 Singly loudly. 
	 	 All admire the view. 
	 	 Shouting, cheering, 
	 	 Nothing fearing, 
	 	 	 We enjoy the noise. 
	 	 	 Left! Right! 
	 	 	 March to music, 
	 	 	 May Day girls and boys. 

Then it’s—left! right!—marching proudly, 
	 Just like soldiers do: 
	 	 Stepping proudly, 
	 	 Singly loudly. 
	 	 All admire the view. 
	 	 Shouting, cheering, 
	 	 Nothing fearing, 
	 	 	 We enjoy the noise. 
	 	 	 Left! Right! 
	 	 	 March to music, 
	 	 	 May Day girls and boys. 

(At the end of  the march, the children give three cheers and then all begin shouting, laughing, 
and talking at once. This is to be as lifelike and childlike as possible.) 

(The boys produce baseball bats, masks, and gloves. The girls: hoops, jumping ropes, tennis 
rackets. A lame boy with his dog sits at R. corner and makes his dog do tricks. A little girl at 
L. corner rolls her doll in a perambulator. They swing each other in the swings. A fat boy 
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goes around to the lunch baskets and samples their contents. The musical instruments used in 
the procession are used to add to the general commotion.) 

(Two girls, Sally and Betty, quarrel over a doll. Sally is a little girl of  the Sis Hopkins  16

type, who is always crying. A bigheaded boy in spectacles reads a book and ignores everyone.) 

(The following speeches are assigned to different individuals or groups, but the effect should be 
that of  all talking at once.) 

1ST BOY. Come on, fellers! Let’s play ball. 

SALLY. (a tomboy) I choose to pitch. 

3RD BOY. Catcher! 

4TH BOY. First base! 

5TH BOY. Pitcher! 

SALLY. Aw—go on! I hollered pitcher! 

5TH BOY. Yes, you did! I hollered first! Didn’t I, Skinny? 

SALLY. Naw, you didn’t! 

(General wrangle, like the real thing. Two boys toss the bat to choose sides. Boys start a ball 
game. While the game goes on at R., a group of  girls talks at L.) 

BETTY. (Sis Hopkins type) You give me my jumping rope. 

SALLY. That’s mine. 

(The two quarrel.) 

BETTY. Let’s play “I Spy.” I’ll count out. 
(count out in sing-song) 

Eeny meeny miny mo. 
Catch a n—— by the toe. 
If  he hollers, let him go. 
O–U–T spells “out.” 
You’re it! 

The hoydenish title character in the 1877 play Sis Hopkins, the Country Girl, by Charles H. Boyle and 16

Carrie Graham, in which a country orphan is sent to live with wealthy relatives in the big city. Outsmarting her scheming, 
stuck-up cousin, Sis shows there’s so much more to her than her crude, pigtailed appearance and folksy ways. (Further 
down this page, Betty, too, is described as a “Sis Hopkins type,” which is surely a mistake.)
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GIRLS. (screaming) Sally is it? Look out! 

(They scatter and start a game.) 

(Another group of  children at C. take hands and circle around singing.) 

CHILDREN. 
Little Sallie Waters, sitting in the sun, 
Crying and weeping for a young man. 

1ST BOY. (at R.) Hi, fellers! Let’s play “Soldiers and Injuns.” I’ll be Captain! 

ALL BOYS. (protesting, ad lib) Aw, go on. / Yes, you will. / I’ll be Captain. / etc. 

(General quarrel among the boys.) 

(While this quarrel goes on at R. and the groups of  girls at C. and L. are carrying on their 
respective games, the branch of  the tree at R. descends, and Flip appears perched on it. Flip 
has now changed his cartoon costume and appears as a redheaded boy of  13 or 14 with 
clothes too small. He speaks as if  his voice were changing, breaking at intervals.) 

FLIP. (on tree) Hey! You fellers! What’s the matter wid you? I’ll be the Captain! 

(Flip jumps off  the branch. He has a bird nest, which he has taken from the tree.) 

	 Say, let me be the Captain, and I’ll let you all see where the dentist pulled out me 
tooth. Cost me a dollar. 

BOYS. (quarrelling, ad lib) Now, you can’t be captain. / You was the Captain last time. / 
I’ll be Captain. / etc. 

(The boys are all at C. quarrelling in a group when Nemo suddenly breaks through, 
appearing at C.) 

NEMO. (as he appears) Hello, fellers! What’s the matter with me being Captain? 

ALL. Nemo! Hooray for Nemo! 

(All welcome him at C.) 

FLIP. (R.C.) Gee! Well, I hope to croak if  that ain’t his Nemolets. That’s the little guy I 
got to keep from gettin’ to Slumberland. (pugilist business) Aw, if  he says anythin’ to 
me, such a jab in the eye. Aw! (business to Nemo) Say, young feller, don’t let no 
Captain business worry you. There’s only one Captain here, and him is me. 
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NEMO. (seeing bird’s nest in Flip’s hand) Say, where did you get that bird’s nest? 

FLIP. What do you suppose? I dug it up out of  a hole in the ground? 

NEMO. You put that back in the tree. Mr. and Mrs. Bird had a heap of  work building 
that nest. Don’t you know what those eggs will be? 

FLIP. I suppose they’ll be poached or scrambled. 

NEMO. They’ll be little robins, they will. 

FLIP. Well, and what good’ll that do? Listen to him fussin’ over a bunch of  woozy 
robins. You’d think it was a turkey or a fried chicken or somethin’. 

NEMO. (determined) Go and put it back! 

FLIP. Huh! Not me! 

NEMO. You won’t? Then I’ll make you! I’d lick you if  you was twice as big. 

FLIP. And I’d lick you if  you was twice as little. 

(They threaten each other. Nemo and Flip throw down their coats.) 

SALLY. Come on, boys! Fight! Fight! Make a ring! 

(The boys are excited, the girls frightened.) 

(A short fight between Nemo and Flip, the boys cheering both. Nemo knocks Flip down.) 

FLIP. (sitting up, anxious about his tooth) Gee! There goes another tooth. What’s the use of  
wastin’ a dollar on a dentist? 

NEMO. I guess that settles the Captain business. And the next thing we must do is to 
choose the May Queen. 

FLIP. That will just do for me—I ought to be the May Queen. ’Cause I’m the only 
feller here what can whistle through his fingers. (whistles) And I’m the only feller 
here what knows how to smoke. 

NEMO. Whoever heard of  a redheaded boy being a May Queen? You’d make a fine 
May Queen, you would. 

(All laugh at Flip.) 

(Music for the entrance of  the Princess.) 
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SALLY. (upstage) Oh, girls! Look! 

(Some girls run up and look off.) 

	 My! Ain’t she puttin’ on style! 

(All interested. Music continues as the Princess drives on in a carriage made of  an Easter egg 
drawn by teddy bears. Coachman and footman with rabbits’ heads. All cheer.) 

NEMO. (admiringly, gazing at Princess) Jiminy! Ain’t she pretty, though? 

PRINCESS. (standing up in carriage) Howdy, everybody! You see, I’ve invited myself  to 
your picnic. 

(All pleased, welcome her.) 

NEMO. (helping her out of  carriage, bashfully) That’s all right. Say, I’m glad you accepted 
your own invite. 

PRINCESS. (bashful business) Are you, honest? 

NEMO. (bashfully) Sure I am. 

(Bashful business for the two, getting acquainted like two children.) 

FLIP. (during business, to himself) Well, what do you think? The Princess was so scared she 
wouldn’t get Nemo, she come after him herself. 

NEMO. Say, girls and boys! I tell you what we’ll do. We’ll make her the May Queen. 

ALL. Hooray for the May Queen! 

FLIP. Say, kids, did you know the automobile race was goin’ to pass this way?  We can 17

all see it for nothin’. 

(Shouts from the children.) 

	 (points off) All the big cars is over there gettin’ ready. 

SALLY. Oh! Come on, fellers! Let’s go an see ’em. 

(The children run off  shouting and cheering.) 

The New York to Paris Race, an automobile competition stretching over three continents and nearly 25 weeks, 17

began in Times Square—not much too far from Central Park—on February 12, 1908.
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(Exit all but Nemo, Flip, and the Princess.) 

PRINCESS. Oh, it is nice to have real children to play with. 

FLIP. (to Princess) I’ll bet you can’t do this. (walks on his hands) Want me to teach you? 

NEMO. (to Princess) Why, haven’t you got any playmates? 
PRINCESS. Not one. But I’ve got just heaps of  toys—and candy—and my papa has 

wagonloads of  money. 

FLIP. Well, come on. Let me and you go and take in the automobile race. 

(Flip takes the Princess’s hand. Nemo pushes him away.) 

PRINCESS. (to Nemo) I tell you, it’s awfully lonesome without any children to play with. 
But now I’ve found you— 

FLIP. Jiminy Christmas! You’d think his Nemolets was the only kid in town. 

NEMO. Well, you can play with us just as much as ever you want to. You certainly are 
welcome to our city. 

TRIO: “Won’t You Be My Playmate?” [ ♬ ] 

NEMO. 
Let’s go a-driving in the park, 
	 Just like the grown-ups do. 
In a goat cart gay 
We will dash away. 
They’ll be room for just us two. 

PRINCESS. 
We don’t need an automobile. 
	 For style we will not strive. 
	 	 Better clear the track 
	 	 	 When our whips we crack, 
	 	 As our prancing goats we drive. 

(Girls enter in goat carts. Business.) 

(During the following refrain, Nemo and the Princess sing to each other while Flip tries to 
butt in.) 

NEMO, PRINCESS, & FLIP. 
Won’t you be my playmate? 
	 Be my very best friend? 
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I’ll give you all my very best toys 
	 And all my money to spend. 
Let’s you and I get married. 
	 Our secret that will be. 
I want a little sweetheart, just like you. 
	 Don’t you want one like me? 

GIRLS. 
Won’t you be my playmate? 
	 Be my very best friend? 
I’ll give you all my very best toys 
	 And all my money to spend. 
Let’s you and I get married. 
	 Our secret that will be. 
I want a little sweetheart, just like you. 
	 Don’t you want one like me? 

(Girls in goat carts drive off.) 

NEMO. 
Let’s go a-walking in the park 
	 Just like the couples we know. 
In a shady walk 
	 We will laugh and talk, 
Like my sister and her beau. 

FLIP. 
On a bench we’ll linger a while	 handwritten change: 
	 And spoon with no one near. 	 [Like grown-up boys and girls. 
We will watch and wait	 [Of  love we’ll rave, 
	 Till the hour grows late	 [And we’ll behave 
And the {squirrels to be fed/moon and stars} appear.	 [Like food to feed the 
squirrels. 

(In the big tree at R. appear girls dressed as squirrels, their heads seen through the foliage. If  
preferred, the squirrels can enter onstage. Business. Flip climbs the tree to feed the squirrels.) 

ALL 3. 
Won’t you be my playmate? 
	 Be my very best friend? 
I’ll give you all my very best toys 
	 And all my money to spend. 
Let’s you and I get married. 
	 Our secret that will be. 
I want a little sweetheart, just like you. 
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	 Don’t you want one like me? 

(Dance and exit.) 

(As the prelude is played for the encore verse, all the children enter and group.) 

PRINCESS. (encore verse:) 
Let’s have a picnic in the park, 
	 Have lots of  things to eat. 
We’ll have pies and cakes 
	 Like your mother makes. 
(Maybe that won’t be a treat.) 

NEMO. 
And if  it should happen to rain, 
	 I know what we would do: 
	 To me you could cling, 
	 For I’d surely bring 
An umbrella for just us two. 

CHORUS. 
Won’t you be my playmate? 
	 Be my very best friend? 
I’ll give you all my very best toys 
	 And all my money to spend. 
Let’s you and I get married. 
	 Our secret that will be. 
I want a little sweetheart, just like you. 
	 Don’t you want one like me? 

(The Princess dances off.) 

(A peal of  thunder is heard.) 

NEMO. Oh, there’s thunder! If  it rains, the picnic will be all spoiled. 

ALL. (ad lib) Ain’t it a shame! / We’ll have to go home. / etc. 

FLIP. Gee! I ain’t goin’ home! I’m goin’ to stay and see the automobile race. 

(A peal of  thunder. Dr. Pill as a fairy policeman comes out of  the hollow tree. He wears a 
uniform coat and helmet, but a ballet shirt and butterfly wings.) 

	 Cheese it, the cop[s]! (runs off) 
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DR. PILL. Excuse me for the intrusioning, but I thought maybe you would want to 
have the rain arrested. 

PRINCESS.  Arrest the rain! 18

DR. PILL. Most insurancely! Now, don’t get nervous! I’m not going to run any of  you 
in. I am a fairy policeman. (pirouettes) 

ALL. A “fairy policeman”? 
DR. PILL. Let me explanation. You see, in my former life I was a park policeman. I 

used to pinch the kiddies for picking up the darnation spinks and butternotches. 
Now I am condemnationed to live in that hollow tree and help the kids have a 
good time. Anything you want I can get out of  my tree. Give your orders, please. 

NEMO. Well, have you got a nice fairy storybook with lots of  pictures in it? 

DR. PILL. (chuckles) Easy! 

(He gets a picture book from the tree and gives it to Nemo.) 

NEMO. Oh! Much obliged! That’s great! 

SALLY. (looking off  R.) Oh, girls! Boys! They’re getting ready for the automobile race! 
Come on! 

(The children run off, shouting.) 

(Enter Flip with newspapers, as a newsboy.) 

FLIP. Here’s your extry. Full account of  the automobile race. 

DR. PILL. Say, here, what’s the matter with you? The race isn’t started yet. 

FLIP. That don’t make no difference. Paper? 

DR. PILL. Sure! I always like to read about things before they happen. (buys a paper) 

(Enter Missionary.) 

FLIP. (to Missionary) Extry! Full account! Terrible loss of  life bra-ra-ra. (incoherent yelling) 
Extry, sir? 

MISSIONARY. No! I never read the papers. 

This is character heading is certainly a mistake, as the Little Princess danced off  at the end of  “Won’t You Be My 18

Playmate?”
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FLIP. Gee! Can’t you read? Well—here! Look at the pictures? 

TRIO: “Newspaper Song” [ ♬ ] 

(All three seated with papers.) 

[ALL 3.] [variously] 
Political conventions are a joke; that we must own. 
One man stays home and tells them what to do—by telephone. 
Of  cheers the lucky candidate receives his proper share, 
And then they cheer ten times as long for the one who is not there. 

FLIP. (reading) “Chicago. Special dispatch. Roosevelt cheers 47 minutes.”  19

MISSIONARY. (reading) “Roosevelt cheered two hours and 27 minutes.” 

DR. PILL. (reading) “Roosevelt cheered for three weeks.” 

[ALL 3.] 
Read! Read! The papers ev’ry day, 
	 And remember what they say. 
You’ll learn who’s who, and you’ll learn what’s what, 
What’s true, what’s new, what is rot, what’s not. 
Oh, so read! Read! The papers ev’ry day. 
	 You will find that it will pay, 
	 For a lot of  funny capers 
	 	 You’ll discover in the papers 
	 	 If  you read them ev’ry day. 

[variously] 
They say that in a little while man, like the birds, will fly. 
I know a few old birds myself, and they fly pretty high. 
Most airships, when they try them out, are frauds and failures found. 
The only time they’re on the level is when they’re on the ground. 

FLIP. (reading) “Great success of  Prof. Bunko’s airship. It floats against the wind for 40 
miles.”  20

At the Republican National Convention in Chicago on June 17, 1908, the sitting President was greeted with “a 19

remarkable demonstration of  enthusiasm . . . , which lasted for forty-six minutes,” according to the New York Tribune
—but accounts of  this demonstration’s duration and its ferocity varied from press to press.

Prof. Bunko refers to no one real person, but rather the many who experimented with balloon-powered airships 20

(usually to injurious results) in the wake of  the Ferdinand von Zeppelin’s development of  functioning dirigible aircrafts at 
the turn of  the century. Orville and Wilbur Wright achieved their first successes in manned flight in 1903, but their 
experiments in passenger craft did not succeed until a week and a half  before Little Nemo opened in New York.
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MISSIONARY. (reading) “Prof. Bunko’s airship sails from the sky to the ground for 
record time.” 

DR. PILL. (reading) “Prof. Bunko’s airship is ruined by the escape of  too much hot air.” 
They can’t all be right. 

[ALL 3.] 
Read! Read! The papers ev’ry day, 
	 And remember what they say. 
You’ll learn who’s who, and you’ll learn what’s what, 
What’s true, what’s new, what is rot, what’s not. 
Oh, so read! Read! The papers ev’ry day. 
	 You will find that it will pay, 
	 For a lot of  funny capers 
	 	 You’ll discover in the papers 
	 	 If  you read them ev’ry day. 

[variously] 
Well, here is a sensation that just fills me with amaze: 
A man in Philadelphia has slept for forty days. 
The neighbors all are much alarmed. They think there’s some {mistake/-
thing wrong} 
In that town it’s insomnia {for folks to stay awake./to stay awake so long.} 

FLIP. (reading) “Trains are now running so fast in the Pennsylvania Road that a man 
can go to sleep in Chicago and wake up in Philadelphia.” I’ll bet the last part is a 
lie, anyway.  21

MISSIONARY. (reading) “A carpenter on Chestnut Street yesterday drove five nails in 
two hours and was pinched of  fast driving.” 

DR. PILL. (reading) “Mr. Wanamaker Penn ate some snails in Philadelphia yesterday 
and was arrested for being a cannibal.” 

[ALL 3.] 
Read! Read! The papers ev’ry day, 
	 And remember what they say. 
You’ll learn who’s who, and you’ll learn what’s what, 
What’s true, what’s new, what is rot, what’s not. 
Oh, so read! Read! The papers ev’ry day. 
	 You will find that it will pay, 

These headlines appear merely to satirize the garbling of  news stories as they are funneled from one source to the 21

next on their way to the press, whereas the verse that precedes it is a gentle poke at the humdrum pace of  life in 
Philadelphia (see note 27).
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	 For a lot of  funny capers 
	 	 You’ll discover in the papers 
	 	 If  you read them ev’ry day. 

An Irishman got married. It was on St. Patrick’s Day. 
But after church, he left his bride; alone he went his way. 
She wrote to ask him why he left. He answered, very harsh: 
“’Cause you wore orange blossoms on the seventeenth of  March.”  22

Read! Read! The papers ev’ry day, 
	 And remember what they say. 
You’ll learn who’s who, and you’ll learn what’s what, 
What’s true, what’s new, what is rot, what’s not. 
Oh, so read! Read! The papers ev’ry day. 
	 You will find that it will pay, 
	 For a lot of  funny capers 
	 	 You’ll discover in the papers 
	 	 If  you read them ev’ry day. 

(Dance. All dance off.) 

(Dr. Pill enters carrying Nemo asleep in his arms. Nemo has the book in his hand.) 

(The children’s May Day processional is heard offstage softly.) 

DR. PILL. What do you think of  him, going to sleep under a tree? Oh! How I’d like to 
arrest him. But I can’t do it. I’m condemnationed to be good-natured. I’ve got to 
take him home to his mother. By Jiminy, it makes me so mad to be good-natured. 

NEMO. (talking in his sleep) Take me to the Little Princess. 

DR. PILL. I’d like to take you to the calaboose.  (holding Nemo) I wonder where he lives. 23

(looks at Nemo, finds a tag on him, reads) “If  lost, return to the Slumberland Flats.” 
Harlem. (or local name) Come along, kiddie, I’ll take you home.  

(Starts off  with Nemo as scene darkens, the children’s song dying away in the distance.) 

Ireland had only been united with Britain in 1901 following an unsuccessful uprising three years before, and the 22

joke here seems to be one built on anti-imperialist sentiment, equating orange blossoms with the British throne. Orange 
blossoms had been worn in Chinese bridal dress as a symbol of  fertility since antiquity, but Queen Victoria’s appropriation 
of  the tradition for her own opulent wedding in 1840 sparked a vogue for the practice in much of  the English-speaking 
world. (Frank Butler, we remember, dreams of  his “Old-Fashioned Wedding” taking place “Someday when orange 
blossoms boom,” in Annie, Get Your Gun.) Or perhaps the Irishman simply expected a traditional garland of  Irish 
wildflowers instead?

A slang term for “prison.”23

!39



(While the scene is darkened, the automobiles are brought on, and the automobile specialty 
follows.) 

END OF SCENE 2 
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Scene 3: Little Nemo’s Bedroom 

(Set in 2 or 3. At L. is a large and open fireplace with 
logs and andirons. Above it is a wide, high mantelpiece, 
which is made to turn into a staircase with eight or ten 
practicable steps, above which additional steps are painted 
in perspective, extending off  and up, as if  ascending to an 
immense height. When this trick change is made, the 
whole staircase is covered with a silvery light, as of  
brilliant moonlight. It is the staircase to Slumberland. 
The practicable steps, excepting the top one, are made to 
fold up on cue. 

The logs of  the fireplace are made to light up brilliantly 
on cue, as if  there were a log fire. At the same time, two 
persons must stand in the fireplace without being burned
—so this fire must be electric lights under glass or 
isinglass. 

At C. of  back wall is a large, wide window with a 
balcony beyond. The backing represents a neighboring 
apartment building, with a view of  one or more 
illuminated windows with white curtains down. This 
may be used for shadowgraph incidents during the scene, 
if  required. 

The scene is a pretty bedroom. Door R., telephone on 
wall D.R. The curtains and draperies in picture chintzes, 
which may be obtained with illustrations of  fairy stories 
and nursery rhymes. A frieze of  similar character around 
the room. 

Nemo’s bed at R.C. This should be a small folding bed, 
which can be shut and opened easily. It is open at 
beginning of  the scene. Chairs, a sofa, a table. The 
picture-chintz idea is carried out in the furnishing. A 
workbox and sewing materials are on the table. In the 
back wall, at R. and L. of  the wide window, are two 
invisible doors, swinging both in and out. These are used 
for a “chase” scene. 

In the R. wall, a breakaway, against which a trunk can 
be placed. 

Cuckoo clock on wall R. 

!41



The scene is in semi-darkness when disclosed. 
Mrs. Nemo, a motherly young woman in a house-gown, 
enters R. with a lighted lamped. The light becomes that 
of  a well-lit room.) 

MRS. NEMO. (speaking as she enters) Right in here, please. Bring the trunk right in here. 

(Enter R. a tough-looking expressman and his assistant carrying a large trunk.) 

EXPRESSMAN. Say, holy smoke! Why don’t you live on the roof ? 

MRS. NEMO. Oh, I’m so glad you brought it tonight. We leave for the country early 
tomorrow. Set it right there, please. (indicates a place R., against the wall) 

EXPRESSMAN. (placing trunk) Hully gee! Up seven flights. And me wid plumbago [sic] 
in de back. 

(They place the trunk against the breakaway R.) 

MRS. NEMO. (sweetly) Thank you so much. Good evening. 

EXPRESSMAN. Say, don’t we get nothin’ for a drink? 

MRS. NEMO. A drink? Why, of  course! Just wait, and I’ll get you a nice glass of  milk. 

EXPRESSMAN & ASSISTANT. (disgusted) Milk! 

EXPRESSMAN. Say, what do you take me for? I ain’t no Buster Brown  nor Little 24

Nemo. 

(Expressman and assistant start off  R.) 

	 (at door R.) Didn’t you never hear there was microbes in milk?  25

(Off.) 

MRS. NEMO. (puzzled) I wonder if  that man was hinting at anything. 

Another popular comic-strip boy of  the time, created by Richard Felton Outcault; in 1904, two years after his 24

introduction, the character began a branding association with the Brown Shoe Co. that continues to this day. Master 
Gabriel, who played Little Nemo in the original production, had, in fact, played Buster Brown in his own 1905 (non-
musical) Broadway play.

In early 1908, the U.S. Public Health and Marine Hospital Service released a widely publicized report titled 25

“Milk and Its Relation to Public Health,” which sensationally warned of  milk’s bacterial content and the subsequent 
risks to its drinkers of  typhoid fever, scarlet fever, diphtheria, and “milk sickness.”
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(Sits and begins to sew on a pair of  Nemo’s knickerbockers.) 

(She sings softly a few bars of  a song in the Central Park scene. A cat is heard meowing 
under the bed.) 

	 There’s that cat again! Here, Gladys, Gladys! He’s an awfully nice cat, but I can’t 
see why Nemo named him Gladys. 

(The noise of  a catfight under the bed. The cat comes out with a teddy bear in his mouth, 
which he shakes like a rat.) 

	 Here, here, you mustn’t treat the teddy bear that way. He’s a relic and a back 
number.  26

(She takes the bear from cat and puts it on the table. The cat tries to get it.) 

(A cuckoo clock on wall R. strikes eight. The cat jumps at the bird as it comes out of  the 
clock, trying to get at it.) 

	 Eight o’clock! And Nemo not home yet. What can be the matter? 

(Knock at door R.) 

	 Now who can that be? 

(Mrs. Nemo crosses to door R. As she does so, the cat seizes the teddy bear and runs under the 
bed with it.) 

(Dr. Pill enters as the fairy policeman. He carries Nemo in his arms. He trips into the room 
with a ballet step, does pirouettes, and poses with Nemo in his arms.) 

(The cat looks from under the bed, sees the policeman, comes from under the bed, gets a big 
glass pitcher, pantomimes to the policeman, and exits.) 

MRS. NEMO. (alarmed) A policeman! Is Nemo arrested? 

DR. PILL. Arrested? (chuckles) Vet do you tink of  dot? No! I vas a fairy cop. Don’t you 
pipe [“like”] de vings? (flutters wings) 

MRS. NEMO. But where did you find my little boy? 

As a later stage direction indicates, commercially available stuffed toys were still a new craze. The teddy bear had 26

been created only in 1902, and the joke here is, perhaps, Mrs. Nemo’s bourgeois exaggeration of  the toy’s history and 
value.
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DR. PILL. He vas in der Park doing a Philadelphia specialty.  I brought him home. I 27

guess I’m much obliged to you. Didn’t it? Are you his fader und moder? 
MRS. NEMO. Well, I’m one of  them. 

DR. PILL. Now, get me his evening dress suit, and I will make him in de bedclothes. 

MRS. NEMO. You want to get him ready for bed? But can I trust you? 

DR. PILL. Didn’t I told you I vasn’t no real policeman. 

MRS. NEMO. Well, I suppose it’s all right. I’ll go and tell papa that Nemo has come 
home. 

(Off.) 

DR. PILL. (trying to waken Nemo) Here! Nemo! Wake up! It’s time to go to sleep! 

NEMO. (drowsily waking) Oooh! (yawns) Where is she? Where is my Little Princess? 

DR. PILL. (chuckling) By golly! How young they commence in this country! Here, young 
fellow, you got to undress myself  [sic]. 

(He stands Nemo on the floor. Nemo staggers from his sleep. During the business that follows, 
Nemo falls asleep on the floor.) 

(Dr. Pill does a ballet trip across to bed, gets nightclothes from under the pillow, and shakes 
them out.) 

	 Mein golly! Das ist aber ein Konischer pajibbers!  28

(The cat enters with a large glass pitcher full of  beer. As Dr. Pill does a ballet trip back to 
Nemo, he meets the cat, who offers him the beer.) 

	 I never liked a cat before. I didn’t care if  I vould! Prosit.  29

(Drinks, gives pitcher to the cat. The cat meows, “Here’s how,” and takes a very long drink. 
Dr. Pill watches the beer disappearing and is annoyed.) 

“The Newspaper Song” has just painted Philadelphia as a sleepy town. Presumably the joke here is that Dr. Pill 27

found little Nemo napping, not unlike Philadelphia audiences during out-of-town tryouts. Little Nemo in 
Slumberland premiered at Philadelphia’s Forrest Theater for such a tryout on September 28, 1908.

Horribly garbled German meaning something like “My golly! Oh those are conical pajamas!” Perhaps the joke is 28

that konischer is not the right word? Master’s Gabriel’s Nemo costume was not conical—but the pajamas did have feet!

Bastardization of  the German “prost,” meaning “cheers,” as in a cocktail toast.29
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	 (taking empty pitcher) I always did hate cats. 

(He puts the pitcher on the table. It is empty. During the scene, it fills again by means of  a 
tube to the table. The cat and Dr. Pill at intervals take drinks, then return the pitcher to the 
table, where it refills.) 

DR. PILL. (seeing Nemo asleep) Du lieber Himmel, he is wieder schlaffen gegangen.  (shakes 30

Nemo) Come out. Couldn’t you wait till you got in the feathers? 

NEMO. (waking) Oh Jiminy, but I’m sleepy. 

DR. PILL. Wait till I make the clothes off. 

(He takes off  Nemo’s coat and puts it aside. The cat picks it up, shakes it, and hangs it on a 
chair. Nemo staggers with sleepiness. Dr. Pill holds him up and takes off  Nemo’s pants. The 
cat gets the pants, sees there is a button off, gets a needle and thread from the workbox, and 
sews on the button. As the cat takes the pants, Dr. Pill notices the beer pitcher full again and 
is puzzled.) 

DR. PILL. (referring to beer pitcher) I don’t know how dot arrived, but I know how it’s 
going to leave. 

(Dr. Pill leaves Nemo in partial undress, gets the beer pitcher, and drinks. Nemo staggers to 
the fireplace L. and goes to sleep. The cat notices Dr. Pill drinking, goes to him, and paws at 
him to attract attention. Dr. Pill continues drinking. The cat pulls him by the leg, scratches 
him, and tries to trip him up. Dr. Pill pays no attention, empties the pitcher, and gives it to the 
cat. The cat scrapes the inside of  the pitcher with his paw, then, disgusted, replaces the 
pitcher on the table, where it begins to refill.) 

(Dr. Pill looks around for Nemo.) 

DR. PILL. Vere did dot boy vent? (sees Nemo) By Jiminy, he’s asleep again. 

(He wakes him. The cat takes each garment as it is removed, folds it, and places it on a 
chair. Nemo is undressed down to his shirt and stockings.) 

(The cat notices the beer pitcher is full. He gets excited and meows to Dr. Pill to tell him.) 

(Dr. Pill starts for the pitcher. The cat does the same. Nemo gets in bed, curls up, and goes to 
sleep.) 

	 (to cat) Now—wait a minute—remember, I had the last one, so dis one is mine. 

(The cat argues in pantomime that this drink is his.) 

More faux German, suggesting “Good heavens, he went limp again.”30
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(Answering pantomime.) 

DR. PILL. Every word you say is perfectly true, but you’re all wrong. This one comes to 
me. By all injustice. 

(They argue ad lib, Dr. Pill talking, the cat pantomiming. During the argument, the beer 
disappears from the pitcher on the table.) 

	 (ending argument) We’ll unsettle it dis vay. I’ll take what is right, and you’ll take what 
is left. 

(The cat argues. They start toward the pitcher, which they see is empty.) 

DR. PILL. (disgusted) You see. Dat’s what you get for talking so much. 

(Exit cat with the pitcher.) 

	 Where is dot crazy boy again? 

(He sees Nemo asleep.) 

	 Here! Vake up! You couldn’t sleep in your lingeries [sic]. 

NEMO. (yawning) Oooh! I was dreaming of  my Little Princess. 

DR. PILL. (puts nightclothes on Nemo) Dere you vas! Now you can sleep as much as you 
like. 

NEMO. Goodnight, mama! (curls up in bed) 

DR. PILL. “Mama”? (chuckles) I got to sing him to sleep. He’s a New York kid und he 
couldn’t sleep unless it was a lot of  noise going on. 

SONG[: “I Wouldn’t Take a Case Like That” ( ♬ )  31

I’m a fortunate physician. I get cases ev’ry day. 
Why, you’ve no idea the money I could make. 
But nearly over half  of  twice the cases that they bring 
I positively must refuse to take. 

The indication for Dr. Pill’s song is followed by a blank page in the libretto. “I Wouldn’t Take a Case Like That” 31

appears in Act 2, Scene 4, however, in the synopsis of  the New Amsterdam Theatre playbill, which describes the setup 
thusly: “Dr. Pill has been sent for and Nemo directs him across the hallway to treat a certain Mr. Brown who has broken 
one of  his legs. Good old Dr. Pill soon learns that it is a case which requires the services of  a carpenter.” Since Dr. Pill 
does not appear in Act 2, Scene 4 of  this libretto—and a since song is called for him here—I have provided “I Wouldn’t 
Take a Case Like That” here, if  perhaps out of  place?
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	 For instance, just the other day a man was brought to me 
	 Who’d swallowed a thermometer, if  you please. 
	 	 I could tell it at a glance 
	 	 That he didn’t have a chance, 
	 For I saw the man was dying by degrees. 

Oh! I wouldn’t take a case like that 
If  they offered me a fee so fat! 
A man with such an appetite! 
	 He ought to die. 
	 It serves him right. 
I wouldn’t, no I couldn’t, take a case like that. 

A lady came to me one day and said, “Oh, doctor, dear, 
A good night’s rest my husband ne’er enjoys. 
He lies awake all night and is a nervous wreck all day. 
The cats in our back yard make so much noise!” 
	 I gave to her a powder, but she hurried back next day. 
	 Said, “My husband’s dead ’round at the flats. 
	 	 I gave him your powder, Doc. 
	 	 Now he’s dead! ’Twas such a shock!” 
	 “Gott,” I said, “I gave you that to give the cats.” 

Oh! I wouldn’t take a case like that 
If  they offered me a fee so fat! 
She did not care which one was cured, 
	 And cats don’t have 
	 Their lives insured. 
I wouldn’t, no I couldn’t, take a case like that. 

(Dance.)	 ] 

(Dr. Pill sneaks off  by the window at back as he ends the song.) 

(The music continues for about four bars and then breaks off  in a loud chord as Flip bobs up 
out of  the trunk R. He is made up as a boy burglar: dark lantern, half-mask, and blackjack.) 

FLIP. “So far, so good,” said Fly Flip, the boy burglar, in a hoarse whisper. “I wonder 
where they stow the swag.” 

(Gets out of  trunk. He has rubber shoes on, which are too large form him and keep coming 
off. He turns light on Little Nemo. Business of  prowling around and examining.) 

	 Hist! Not a sound! All is silent as the gr—r—rave! 

(He knocks over a table. Crash! Flip, alarmed, dives under the bed.) 
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NEMO. (awakened, sits up sleepily) Is that you, Princess? 

FLIP. (looking from under bed, aside, falsetto) Fear not, Nemo! ’Tis I, the Princess! 

NEMO. (yawns) Oooh! (goes to sleep) 

(The cat enters. He has heard suspicious noise and pantomimes he will keep watch.) 
FLIP. (comes from under bed) “The coast is clear,” hissed Blinky Bill, the child crook. “And 

now to secure the forged papers.” (sneaks across stage, turns dark lantern on the cat) 
Wow! 

(Orchestral “hurry.” The cat tries to seize Flip. They dodge each other around the furniture. 
Flip takes a flying leap into the trunk, shutting the cover. The cat locks the trunk, goes quickly 
to the telephone, takes off  the receiver. He telephones, meowing loudly. In the meowing, the 
word “police” is heard.) 

(The cat runs to the bed and shakes Nemo, meowing.) 

NEMO. (very sleepy) Oh what’s the matter? Go away, Gladys? I’m so sleepy. 

(He tries to go to sleep. The cat, excited, shakes him, pantomime-pointing to the trunk.) 

	 (very sleepy) Oh, I suppose someone locked his supper up in the trunk. Ain’t he the 
smarty cat? 

(He gets up, yawning. The cat is delighted. Nemo unlocks trunk, Flip bobs out, denounced by 
the cat.) 

FLIP. Why, as I live! It’s Little Nemo. Now who could have thought of  meeting you 
here? 

NEMO. That’s all right, but what are you doing in my room? 

FLIP. Well say, Nemo, it’s a long story. I’ll have to wait till I think of  it. You see, I’m a 
burglar. (cat excited) No—no. I don’t mean a burglar. A detective. There was 
robbery committed, and they had the diamonds in this here empty trunk, and to 
prove it—the darned old trunk is empty yet. See for yourself. 

NEMO. (sleepy) Is that so? 

(He goes to look in the trunk. Flip pushes Nemo in and locks the trunk. The cat, wildly 
excited, seizes Flip’s blackjack and attacks him. Flip draws an enormous pistol and snaps 
paper caps at the cat. The cat rushes off  and soon disappears on the balcony.) 

FLIP. Well, I guess that’s burgling some. 
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(As he talks, he gets a nightdress from under the pillow. This is the children’s style of  night-
drawers with feet. He takes off  his costume, showing funny underwear. He puts on the night-
drawers.) 

	 So they think they’re going to take Little Nemo to Slumberland tonight. Yes, they 
are! If  any feller is going to take that trip, it won’t be Little Nemo, it’ll be Little 
Flip-o. There’s ain’t no cat living that can get the best of  me. 

(He is now in the night-drawers. Looks in the mirror.) 

	 Gee! I’m pretty! I may not look so stylish on the street, but in bed, I’m the cutest 
little codger. Gee! I’m sleepy! I got to be ready for the cat. 

(Puts his mask, revolver, and dark lantern under the pillow and gets into bed.) 

	 Now! What’s this? 

(Finds a hot water bag under the bedclothes and shakes it.) 

	 That’s a good idea! So if  a feller gets thirsty in the night. 

(Takes a drink from hot water bag and burns his mouth.) 

	 Well, pleasant dreams! 

(Tries to sleep. A big mosquito flies around the bed. Business for Flip, after which he goes to 
sleep.) 

(A narrow shaft of  shimmering light falls into the room, either slanting, as from a window 
offstage, or else a nearly vertical effect of  a ray of  moonlight. Music in orchestra. The Candy 
Kid slides down the moonbeam into the room.) 

(The moonbeam remains.) 

SONG[: “Moonbeams”  32

CANDY KID. 
The day is gone, and the night comes on, 
And the birds have sought their nest. 

Following the indication for the Candy Kid’s “Moonbeam Song,” the libretto features a blank page. In the interest 32

of  completeness, I have placed here the favorite song “Moonbeams” from the Act 1 finale of  Victor Herbert and Henry 
Blossom’s The Red Mill, produced two years earlier. It is quite possible Smith intended to reprise that number here, or 
else provide a suitable pastiche of  it. The pronouns have been changed to reflect the Candy Kid’s ostensible male gender—
although the role was originated by the gender-bending Florence Tempest, called by the Des Moines Daily News 
“America’s most lovable impersonator of  boy parts.”
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The shadows fall in a dark’ning pall, 
And the weary world’s at rest. 
	 The stars are awakening one by one. 
	 The whispering breezes are still. 
	 The moon shining bright with a radiant light 
	 Is silvering valley and hill. 

Moonbeams shining soft above, 
	 Let me beg of  you! 
Find the one I dearly love! 
	 Tell her I’ll e’er be true. 
Fate may part us, years may pass! 
	 Future all unknown! 
Still my love shall ever prove 
	 Faithful to her alone. 

Oh! Wandering wind, won’t you quickly find 
My dear one where’er she may be? 
And bring me the message she fain would send? 
I know she is dreaming of  me! 

FEMALE CHORUS. (dressed as stars and crescents) 
Moonbeams shining soft above, 
	 Let me beg of  you! 
Find the one I dearly love! 
	 Tell her I’ll e’er be true. 
Fate may part us, years may pass! 
	 Future all unknown! 
Still my love shall ever prove 
	 Faithful to her alone.	 ] 

(Girls exit after song.) 

CANDY KID. Well, I hope I’ve got the right address at last. All they could tell me was 
that Nemo lived in a flat in New York. I’ve been through about nine million flats, 
but I guess this is the right one. 

(Sees Flip’s feet sticking out of  the covers.) 

	 That must be Nemo. 

(Tickles Flip’s feet. Business.) 

(The cat appears on the balcony at back, his green electric eyes glowing in the darkness. The 
moonbeams work over and shine on the cat, who blinks, then shine on Flip, who sits up. Flip 
doesn’t like the light in his eyes. The moonbeam shifts to its original place at C.) 
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CANDY KID. (foot of  bed) Why, who are you? 

FLIP. Well, I’m surprised. Don’t you know me? Why I’m Little Nemo! 

(The cat upstage does a meowing laugh. Flip throws something at the cat, who dodges, then 
crosses D.L. A transparency comes down over the window at back, and the tableau of  the 
Little Princess is arranged to be shown on cue.) 

CANDY KID. Why, I expected to see a cute, pretty little boy. 

FLIP. (indignant) Oh, is that so? And what am I? 

CANDY KID. I’m ashamed to tell you. 

FLIP. My ma thinks I’m the prettiest little nut in the country. 

CANDY KID. Well, you’d better move to the country. Behold the Little Princess, who 
summoned you to be her playmate. 

(Music. Through the transparency that has descended over window at back appears the 
tableau of  the Little Princess holding out her arms appealingly.) 

PRINCESS. (speaking through music) Nemo! Nemo! Come to Slumberland, and be my 
playmate. 

FLIP. Well, will I? In a minute. I’m right with you. 

(He runs up to the tableau, which quickly disappears.) 

	 Come on! I’m ready! Let’s get a move on! 

CANDY KID. We’ve just got time to catch the next moonbeam. Come on. 

(Candy Kid and Flip are about to start off  quickly when the cat stops them with a gesture 
and pantomimes denouncing Flip as an imposter: “He is not Nemo.”) 

FLIP. Darn that cat! 

(He seizes a broom or some other implement, swings at the cat several times, passing the 
broom through the shafts of  light. A short glass crash is heard. The shaft of  light becomes 
only half  its former length, or appears in zigzag form.) 

CANDY KID. (dismayed) Now you have done it! 

FLIP. Gee! I busted the moonbeam. 
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(The cat crosses to the trunk R. and tries to turn the key.) 

CANDY KID. Fortunately there is another way to go. 

(He touches the fire log with his wand and the fireplace becomes illuminated.) 

	 (to Flip) Jump into the fire. 

FLIP. Aw no! Not me! I’m a wise little guy, I am. 

CANDY KID. Pshaw. There’s no danger. Look! 
(Jumps into the fireplace.) 

FLIP. Gee! Wouldn’t that freeze you? If  you don’t mind, I’ll just sample it with me 
foot. 

(He tries the fire with foot. Business.) 

(The cat excitedly tries to open the trunk.) 

FLIP. Gee! Why de flames feel just like ice cream. 

(Jumps into fireplace.) 

(The Candy Kid strikes the mantelpiece three blows with his wand. Melodrama in orchestra 
as the fireplace turns into a magic staircase of  white marble, which extends up, until it is lost 
in perspective. The first eight or ten steps are practicable, and all but the top one are made to 
collapse. The rest of  the steps are painted to blend.) 

FLIP. Jiminy! That’s a long walk! Ain’t there no elevator? 

CANDY KID. This leads to the Land of  the Valentines. We’ll now take steps to bring 
you to Slumberland. 

FLIP. Yes, we’ll take about a million of  ’em. Walk up, ladies and gents! 

(The Candy Kid starts up the staircase with Flip about to follow. At this moment, the cat 
gets the trunk open and Nemo bobs out.) 

NEMO. Hold on there! Wait for me! 

FLIP. (to Candy Kid) Hurry up! Kid, I’m with you. 

(Starts up the steps, but the cat rushes to Flip and seizes him by the nightgown, dragging 
him, so he falls backward.) 
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CANDY KID. (on steps, to Nemo.) Who are you? 

NEMO. I am Nemo. I am the boy you want. 

(To the cat, who is busy with Flip.) 

	 Sick him, Gladys! 

(Crosses to the Candy Kid and explains to him. The cat chases Flip. Each gets a pillow from 
the bed, and the two have a pillow fight.) 

CANDY KID. (to Nemo) So you are the boy! Well, off  we go! (starts up) 
NEMO. (runs upstage, stops) Goodbye, Gladys. Be a good boy. Kiss mama for me. 

(Nemo and the Candy Kid are on the top step.) 

FLIP. (stopping his fight with the cat) Here! That ain’t the feller you want. Wait for me! 

(A pillow thrown by the cat knocks Flip down. Nemo and the Candy Kid laugh at Flip. Flip 
runs up the steps, all of  which—except the one on which Nemo and Candy Kid are standing
—collapse and throw him down. He falls over the cat, who is at the foot of  the steps. Flip 
chases the cat around the stage, in and out of  the two invisible doors in the back wall. The 
cat runs and jumps in the trunk, shutting the lid.) 

FLIP. Oh! Have I got him now? (gets poker from fireplace and crosses to trunk) All I ask is 
nine swipes at Gladys. One swipe for each life.  

(Holding the poker, ready for a blow, he opens the trunk. Chord. The witch Nightmare 
appears, very grotesque. She should be very tall and thin with a red cloak and conical hat, 
carrying a broom. Music in orchestra to end of  scene.) 

FLIP. (starting back with a howl) Wow! How Gladys has changed. 

WITCH. I am the witch Nightmare. (jumps out of  trunk) 

FLIP. (frightened) Howdy, witch? 

WITCH. You wish to go to Slumberland? Mount behind me on my broomstick, and I 
will take you. 

FLIP. (frightened) Say—I’d rather walk. 

WITCH. Mount, I command you. 

FLIP. (meekly) Yes’m. (gets on broomstick behind the witch) 
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(Music. They fly off, swinging from C. of  stage with an upward slant, off  R. & L.) 

(At the same moment, Nemo and the Candy Kid laugh and disappear up the staircase.) 

(Scene in semi-darkness. The cribs are placed. The transparency at back is illuminated as if  
by moonlight. Gauzes go up quickly, and through the window enter six or eight little girls in 
nightdresses. They carry dolls.) 

SONG: “Sandman, Make My Dolly Go to Sleep” 

	 Dolly, don’t you know it’s bedtime, 
Time that all good dollies were asleep? 
	 	 Mind what I am saying. 
	 	 You must stop your playing 
	 And into your cradle creep. 
	 Come to me, and I’ll undress you. 
Put your snowy little nighties on. 
	 	 While the stars are gleaming, 
	 	 You should be a-dreaming. 
	 Sleep till the hour of  dawn. 

Hush! hush! hush! Don’t you hear that sound? 
It surely is the Sandman prowling ’round. 

Sandman, make my dolly go to sleep. 
	 She has been awake too long. 
	 	 Close her little eyes 
	 	 With your lulla-lullabies. 
	 Sing to her your dreamy song. 
Sandman, make my dolly go to sleep. 
	 Touch her with your gentle hand, 
	 	 Then she’ll take a trip 
	 	 On your dreamland ship. 
	 All aboard for Slumberland! 

	 Dolly, don’t you know it’s dreamtime? 
In the dark alone you’ll have to stay. 
	 	 You must stop your crying 
	 	 And your eyes be drying. 
	 Naughty you have been all day. 
	 Dolly, I shall call the doctor. 
He will give you horrid things to take. 
	 Bogeyman will get you! 
	 Santa Claus forget you! 
If  you longer stay awake. 
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Hush! hush! hush! The doctor’s on the way. 
Perhaps he’ll make you stay in bed all day. 

(The refrain is played as a group of  small girl–boys[?] enter as “the doctor.” They have on 
their fathers’ coats and silk hats, canes, and spectacles. Pantomime scene to music. The girls 
display their dollies to the doctors, who time their pulse with watches, look at their tongues, 
listen at their chests, shake their heads gravely, and write prescriptions. The babies cry. The 
mothers give them medicine.) 

Sandman, make my dolly go to sleep. 
	 She has been awake too long. 
	 	 Close her little eyes 
	 	 With your lulla-lullabies. 
	 Sing to her your dreamy song. 
Sandman, make my dolly go to sleep. 
	 Touch her with your gentle hand, 
	 	 Then she’ll take a trip 
	 	 On your dreamland ship. 
	 All aboard for Slumberland! 

(The doctors and mothers dance to the refrain. The doctors exit, walking pompously with taps 
of  their canes. The mothers put their dolls into their cribs, then do a sneak dance off. The 
refrain is played softly.) 

(Suddenly in each crib appears a marionette doll. Marionette dance. At end of  dance, the cat 
runs in, sees the dolls, rushes for them. The dolls all fall into their cribs, under the covers. 
Lights down. Nothing is seen but the green eyes of  the cat glaring into the darkness as the 
scene ends.) 

END OF SCENE 3 

(Dark change to Scene 4.) 
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Scene 4: Land of  the Fairies of  St. Valentine 

(As the scene is disclosed, appropriate music, allegretto, possibly using some theme that has 
appeared earlier in the act. The stage is filled with valentines. 

There now begins a broad musical theme like a ballet adagio, during which the valentines 
open and the girls appear, each as if  in a bower of  flowers. Their appearances are graduated 
to adagio music. A quickening of  the tempo and musical climax as this incident ends. 

The Valentine Fairy enters or appears in a valentine. As she begins the following song, eight 
men enter, and each selects his valentine from the group.) 

SONG: “When Cupid is the Postman” [ ♬ ] 

VALENTINE FAIRY. 
Are you looking for a valentine? 
	 A sentimental token 
	 	 To send to your fair, 
	 	 Your fond love to declare 
	 In a way that can’t be spoken? 
I have souvenirs to show you here. 
	 If  you’ve a choice, now make it. 
	 	 The Cupid you call, 
	 	 That postman for all, 
	 And to your love he’ll take it. 

(In the orchestration should be heard the postman’s whistle and his knock at the door.) 

When Cupid is the postman 
	 On good St. Valentine’s Day, 
	 	 You think he’s late; 
	 	 You watch and wait 
	 In a most impatient way. 
And you long to hear him whistle, 
	 And his rat-tat-tat so gay, 
	 	 For the letters he brings 
	 	 Are kisses and rings 
	 On good St. Valentine’s Day. 

CHORUS. 
You long to hear his whistle 
	 And his rat-tat-tat so gay, 
	 	 For the letters he brings 
	 	 Are kisses and rings 
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	 On good St. Valentine’s Day. 

[VALENTINE FAIRY.] 
Are you looking for a sweetheart true 
	 Who’ll always love you dearly? 
	 	 Just send her your love 
	 	 By carrier dove; 
	 Say you’ll always love sincerely. 
Find a valentine with verses sweet 
	 That tell your story plainly. 
	 	 Then Cupid you send, 
	 	 For on him you depend. 
	 Then you will not court her vainly. 

(Cupids enter in postman uniforms with mailbags and whistles, and distribute letters.) 

MEN [CUPIDS]. (singing to girls in valentine frames)  33

Won’t you be my valentine, 
	 Sweetheart mine, 
	 Maid divine? 
If  you look for love sincere, 
	 I am here, 
	 Waiting near. 
Do not shake your pretty head. 
That means “no,” and “no” I dread. 
	 Don’t forsake me! 
	 Darling, take me! 
	 	 Be my valentine! 

(Groups. Fanfare of  trumpets.) 

GRAND MARCH OF THE VALENTINES [ ♬ ] 

(In this march, the character of  each entering group is indicated by the music.) 

	 Military Valentines  
	 High-Life and Fashion Valentines 
	 Amazon and Automobile Valentines	 (automobile horn) 
	 Boating and Hunting Valentines	 (hunting horn) 
	 Millionaire and Sport Valentines	 (money jingle) 
	 Painting and Art Valentines 
	 Children and Baby Valentines	 (baby cry) 

Appropriate accompanying music appears in vocal score under the title “Melodramatic Music.”33
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VALENTINE BALLET [ ♬ ] 

(This should be a ballet waltz in the Delibes  style. First theme major, a short minor 34

interlude, then return to the major, with coda and climax.) 

(Eccentric music, 6/8 tempo, as the comic valentines enter. As the comics enter, the girls in the 
heart group exit to reenter for the heart effect.) 

(NOTE: These valentines should be devised and costumed to represent characters that are 
timely, with satirical up-to-date topics for the verses. The principal comedians who are not 
otherwise in the scene should all be on in this group, viz.: Dr. Pill, King Morpheus, 
Missionary, etc. A special valentine disguise for each principal comedian. The song may be 
sung by all or by any one of  them.) 

SONG: “Send Him a Comic Valentine for Me” 

COMIC VALENTINES. 
All men have fads and follies. Some are great and some are small, 
	 And nobody is perfect here below, 
So there are comic valentines to suit them, one and all, 
	 Appropriate to ev’ryone we know. 
For instance, there’s that party whom we all know well by sigh[t]: 
	 He’s busy Izzy,  always in the swim.  35 36

	 	 His speech is verbal thunder, 
	 	 And they say that he’s a wonder, 
	 But I’ve got a comic valentine for him. 

Send him a comic valentine for me! 
	 Send him a big-stick  valentine. 37

	 	 It would not do to slight him, 
	 	 And I think it would “de-light”  him, 38

	 For he’s a dear old friend of  mine. 
The picture of  a steamroller would be the proper thing. 

Reference to Léo Delibes (1836–1891), French composer of  ballet music.34

A Jewish character created by Yiddish comedian George Sidney, brought to Broadway in an eponymous show in 35

1903 and twice again in other vehicles in 1907. Whether charged with running a department store, hotel, bank, or 
romantic campaign, Busy Izzy always stumbles upon comic failure.

Theodore Roosevelt was said to swim nude in the Potomac River.36

Roosevelt summed up his foreign policy by invoking the West-African proverb: “Speak softly and carry a big stick.”37

“De-light-ed!”—complete with compulsory hyphens—was said to be a stock Roosevelt response signaling 38

satisfaction.
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	 The “Liar’s Club”  behind him in a line. 39

	 	 Big game in Africa he’ll shoot. 
	 	 The tigers up the trees will scoot, 
	 And that will do for Teddy’s valentine. 

There is a certain party who is always snooping ’round. 
	 His mission here is clearly understood. 
On pictures and on statues he has most severely frowned. 
	 For this old world he really is too good. 
He’s after all the bathing suits exhibited this year.  40

	 His sense of  humor is extremely dim. 
	 	 He wears a golden halo, 
	 	 So I think I’d better lay low, 
	 For I’ve got a comic valentine for him. 

Send him a comic valentine for me! 
	 Send him a saintly valentine. 
	 	 While the artists he is routing, 
	 	 We will show his wings a-sprouting, 
	 And the halo on his head will brightly shine. 
He’ll dress up all our statues in the latest hand-me-downs. 
	 On undressed salad we no more will dine. 
	 	 In overcoats we’ll swim the seas. 
	 	 No more bare limbs upon the trees, 
	 And that will do for Tony’s  valentine. 41

(Topical encore verses.) 

(Comic valentines group.) 

MELODRAMATIC MUSIC & REFRAIN: “Won’t You Be My Valentine?” [ ♬ ] 

(Music continues in orchestra as girls enter with heart-shaped shields, as per design. Groups.) 

(The largest valentine at back opens, showing the Little Princess.) 

Perhaps an allusion to the Sierra Club, which found a one-time ally in Roosevelt and was in 1808 in the thick of  39

the so-called Hetch Hetchy controversy. The Club opposed the damming of  California’s Hetch Hetchy Valley, a project 
intended to source less expensive clean drinking water for the San Francisco area.

The new “sheath” bathing suit caused a stir in 1908. As one newspaper report described it, “There is very little 40

to it and in fact it could almost occupy the pocket of  a negligee shirt without undue crowding.”

	 These stanzas are probably in tribute to Anthony Comstock (1844–1915), a persistent American anti-vice 41

crusader, remembered most vividly for the so-called Comstock laws (passed 1873), making it illegal to send materials 
deemed obscene through the U.S. mail.
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PRINCESS. 
Won’t you be my valentine? 
	 Nemo dear, 
	 I am here. 
Here, alone in Slumberland, 
	 I await 
	 My playmate. 
	 I am lonely, 
	 Want you only. 
	 Say you will be mine. 

	 I am lonely, 
	 Want you only. 
	 Say you will be mine. 

(The music of  “Won’t You Be My Valentine?” played softly as the Candy Kid enters. The 
following spoken through music.) 

CANDY KID. 
Hey, Princess! I’ve succeeded! Never fear!  
I’ve brought him with me. Nemo—come! Appear! 

(Enter Flip in Nemo’s nightdress, with hood, as in the cartoons.) 

PRINCESS. 
The playmate I have dreamed of ! Let me see 
That happy little face, dear! 

FLIP. (throwing back hood)  
                                               Here I be!! 

PRINCESS. 
That ugly little monkey. You won’t suit! 

FLIP. 
Monkey! Say, look again. Ma thinks I’m cute. 

NEMO. (offstage, excitedly) Hi! Stop! Wait for me. (runs on out of  breath) Am I too late? 

PRINCESS. Nemo! At last! (holds out arms to him) 

NEMO. My Little Princess! 

(During the march that follows, Flip makes repeated attempts to get to the Princess but is 
repulsed and dragged back by the principal comic valentines, who act as a guard for the 
Princess.) 
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THE MARCH TO SLUMBERLAND (“Away We Float”) [ ♬ ] 

ENTIRE COMPANY. 
	 With banners streaming 
	 And lances gleaming, 
Lead our Little Nemo off  to Slumberland. 
	 {There all/The King} shall meet him 
	 And gaily greet him, 
For at the Court he’ll have position grand. 
	 Where toys and candy 
	 Are {always/ever} handy 
And life is like a long, long holiday, 
	 He’ll be so happy, 
	 This little chappy, 
That he forever there will want to stay. 

(Interlude of  fifes and drums, during which the comic valentines use their various tools of  
trade as musical instruments. Drum corps onstage.) 

With drum and trumpet 
	 We will march—march—march!! 
With fifes all squealing 
	 Let us march—march—march! 
	 	 While the cymbals clang 
	 	 And the big drums bang, 
	 Let us march off  to Slumberland. 

With drum and trumpet 
	 We will march—march—march!! 
With fifes all squealing 
	 Let us march—march—march! 
	 	 While the cymbals clang 
	 	 And the big drums bang, 
	 Let us march off  to Slumberland. 

(The principal melody of  the march is repeated as may be required for the action.) 

TABLEAU 

CURTAIN 

END OF ACT 1 
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Act Two 

Scene 1: The Office of  the Weather Factory, Cloudland 

(The scene represents a business office in the clouds. The color scheme: sky blue mixed with 
grey and white clouds. 

Full stage. 

Clouds at R. and L., possibly cyclorama in form. There is a backdrop in which clouds form 
a frame for a very wide opening, in the back of  which is a cloth of  light blue on which 
vitagraph  effects can be shown, representing various changes in the weather: rain, snow, 42

windstorm, etc. 

All the furniture and properties in the scene are to be of  fantastic design and painted to 
harmonize with the scene, probably in blue and white. 

Over the top of  the opening at back is a sign: “WEATHER FACTORY.” This is in zigzag 
letters, like a flash of  lightning. All other lettering in the scene is in similar style. 

At R. is the office desk of  the Guard of  Dawn with a revolving chair, which tips back. These 
are like regular office furniture, expect that they are painted sky blue and white. 

At L. is an enormous thermometer, in which the mercury visibly rises. Degrees marked up to 
250. 

At L. of  the opening at back, painted on the drop, is the office safe, exactly like a regular safe, 
excepting that it harmonizes in color with the scene. Over the safe door: “EARTHQUAKES.” 
The door of  this safe to fly open for the entrance of  a character. 

At R. are two openings in the clouds marked “RAIN” and “FAIR WEATHER.” At L. are two 
similar openings marked “SNOW” and “WARM.” 

At L., above the thermometer, is a shower bath marked “APRIL SHOWERS.” 

At intervals along the backdrop are levers marked: “CYCLONES,” “TORNADOS,” 
“THUNDER,” “LIGHTNING.” 

DISCOVERED: 
A row of  girls in costumes like the keyboard of  a typewriter, the dresses covered with black 

Early projection technology named for the American film company (1897–1935) responsible for its introduction.42

!63



and white letters. On their hats, they have bells like the bell of  a typewriter, which ring at 
intervals during the song. 

These girls sit behind a row of  what are—to the audience—typewriter desks, which are three 
sides of  canvas on wood frames, painted white and blue like the rest of  the furniture. Behind 
these desks, invisible to the audience, are men whose heads are above the level of  the desks, but 
masked by the typewriter machines; that is, a sort of  helmet covers their heads, the front of  
which, turned toward the audience, is like the back of  a typewriter machine, with a sheet of  
paper fixed in it. 

The Weather Vane is seated at the desk R., busy with letters and papers. The Weather Vane 
is a girl, appropriately costumed in a fantastic dress: her headgear being a weather vane with 
a gilt arrow, letters of  compass points, and a gilt rooster. 

If  preferable, the Weather Vane may have the solo in the following number.) 

OPENING SONG: “The Weather Factory in Cloudland” [ ♬ ] 

CHORUS OF GIRLS. 
Here in the office of  the Guard of  Dawn 
	 We work away together. 
Day after day, we keep a-working on. 
	 Our line is wholesale weather. 
The people on earth their orders give, 
	 For hot, or cold, or zero, 
And we turn out what they don’t want 
	 At our famous weather bureau. 

The children write to us and say: 
{“Please send no rain next holiday.”/“Please order up a waterspout.”} 
We order up {a/the} waterspout, 
And then we tap the answer out. 

(In the orchestration of  the refrain, the click of  the typewriter and the bell are used.) 

Tap-a-tap-tap! We much regret 
To send you weather that is cold and wet. 
Tap-tap-tap-a-tap! Just one line 
To say we’re out of  bright sunshine. 
We know you hope for a pleasant day, 
So out of  doors you can romp and play. 
But the farmers write, of  the heat complain, 
So—tap-a-ta-tap! We send you rain. 

Coal-dealers write to us to make it cold 
	 So they can tilt the prices. 
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Ice-men advise us there’ll no ice be sold 
	 Unless the heat suffices. 
The people in town say, “Make it cool.” 
	 To swelter they’ve no notion. 
While, if  it’s cool we quite offend 
	 The dwellers by the ocean. 

The sailors sailing in their ships 
Ask winds just right to suit their trips. 
’Tis not an easy thing to strike 
To give them all what they don’t like. 

Tap-a-tap-tap! We write to say 
We send you rain for your Christmas Day. 
Tap-tap-tap-a-tap! July Fourth: 
A thunderstorm with the wind due north. 
Some want it cool; others want it warm. 
Some want the sun; others need a storm. 
Some want a shower of  rain to fall, 
So—tap-a-tap-tap! We can’t suit all. 

(Dance by the Weather Vane and the Typewriter Girls, who dance around their desks. The 
men in the desks rise, lifting the desks; their legs in black tights showing below. They join in 
the dance.) 

(At the last note, all the desks in position as before, and the girls seated at the desks. On the 
encore of  the dance, all dance off.) 

(All off  but the Weather Vane.) 

WEATHER VANE. (at desk) Well, this certainly is a busy day. Orders for weather are just 
pouring in. I’m afraid we won’t have cyclones enough to go ’round. (takes up a letter) 
What’s this? From the Philippines! (reads) “Very quiet here lately. Please send us an 
earthquake.” Well, I suppose it has been dull there since Billy  left. Let me 43

see. . . . Earthquakes? Oh, yes. They’re in the safe. 

(Goes to safe, opens it. Explosion. Flip is blown out of  safe. Lands seated, smoking.) 

WEATHER VANE. (alarmed) Oh! Help! Thieves! Police! 

FLIP. What are you so nervous about? I don’t want to steal any of  your old climate. I 
just dropped in to see my uncle, the Guard of  Dawn. (gets up) 

William McKinley, 25th President of  the United States, from 1897 to 1901. As Commander-in-Chief, he 43

oversaw American forces in the East Indies during the Spanish–American War and the resulting, unsuccessful War of  
Philippine Independence.
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WEATHER VANE. Are you sure he’s your uncle? 

FLIP. Certainly I am. His sister’s cousin’s aunt married my grandmother’s brother-in-
law’s step-father, and that makes me his niece’s nephew by marriage once 
removed. 

(As he speaks, he casually presses the lightning level, which flashes, gives him a shock. 
Business.) 

WEATHER VANE. I believe your story. But he’s out. I’m running the business. I’m the 
Weather Vane. 

FLIP. Oh, then I can’t give you any pointers. Come now, we’ll sit down and talk it over 
quietly. (sits in revolving desk chair, which throws him; business) Nice office you have here. 
(gets up) Say, have you heard the awful news? Oh, terrible news. Little Nemo is on 
the way to Slumberland. 

WEATHER VANE. (indifferently) Well, and what of  that? 

FLIP. (surprised) What of  that? Listen to her! What of  that? Why, if  Nemo gets to 
Slumberland, you know what will happen? 

WEATHER VANE. No, I don’t. 

FLIP. What! Do you mean to stand there and tell me that you don’t know what will 
happen if  Nemo gets to Slumberland? 

WEATHER VANE. I certainly do not know. 

FLIP. (amazed) Now, what do you think of  that? She don’t know what will happen if  
Nemo gets to Slumberland. Oh, my! Oh me oh my! Such ignorosity! 

WEATHER VANE. Well? What will happen? 

FLIP. Don’t you know—honest? Well, I am amazed at my surprise. Wait a minute. I’ll 
tell you— (feels in his pockets, gets nervous, not finding what he searches for) 

WEATHER VANE. Well, come on. Hurry up and tell me. 

FLIP. (nervously chewing his cigar) Holy smoke! I’ve lost the plot! The plot! Where is it?  

(He runs about and searches, touches the various levers, etc. Lightning, thunder, pulls the 
shower machine and sprinkles himself  with water [sand]. Business.) 
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	 Well, it’s no use. It’s gone! (to Weather Vane) Now we’re in a mess. I don’t know 
what’s going to happen if  Nemo gets to Slumberland. But, anyhow, it is something 
calamatatious. We’ve got to stop him. He sailed on the Ship of  Dreams. We’ll turn 
on a hurricane, and wreck him on an island full of  cannonballs. 

WEATHER VANE. You mean cannibals. 

FLIP. Come on, now, be a good girl, and show me how to turn on a hurricane. If  you 
will, I’ll stop smoking long enough to kiss you. Here! 

(Kisses Weather Vane, who boxes his ears.) 

	 Well, what do you think of  that? Don’t you love me? 

WEATHER VANE. I should say no. Love you! (laughs at him) 

FLIP. (surprised) Well, what do you think of  that? Say—take another look. Maybe you 
didn’t see me in a good light. 

WEATHER VANE. Oh, yes, I have: that’s the reason. You can’t expect a Weather Vane 
to fall in love with an imp like you. 

FLIP. Well, what can you expect from a Weather Vane? Stuck-up thing. Always looking 
down on people. I’ve known a lot of  ’em just as high and mighty as you are. Just 
you wait, you’ll get your finish one of  these days. 

DUET: “The Hen and the Weather Vane” [ ♬ ] 

FLIP & WEATHER VANE. 
A little bantam hen in a barnyard dwelt, 
	 And a white little hen was she. 
All the roosters there thought her more than fair 
	 {So/As} they wooed her on bended knee. 
But the bantam hen didn’t care for men, 
	 So their chances were but small. 
She had love untold for the rooster bold 
	 On the top of  a steeple tall. 

So looking up the whole day long, 
That lovesick banty sang this song: 

Weather Vane! Weather Vane! 
	 You’re so far above me. 
	 	 I can’t expect 
	 	 ’Twould be correct 
	 For one so high to love me. 
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Weather Vane! Weather Vane! 
	 Proud you are, I see. 
But whether vain or not, you are 
	 	 The one for me. 

That little bantam hen sat and moped all day. 
	 She wept as a hen will do, 
But that golden bird never heard a word. 
	 How the wind blew, he never knew. 
On a day quite warm came a thunderstorm 
	 With an awful roar and din. 
Then that rooster gold to the barnyard rolled, 
	 And the inquest—proved him tin. 

Then she said: “Though he looked so swell, 
You can’t most always sometimes tell.” 

Weather Vane! Weather Vane! 
	 You’re a vain delusion. 
When ’way up there, you were a snare 
	 For any heart’s confusion. 
Weather Vane! Weather Vane! 
	 You’re false, now I see. 
As you’re but tin, you cannot win 
	 A hen like me. 

(Dance. Weather Vane dances off. Flip remains.) 

FLIP. Gee whittaker! I wish I was in the weather business. Maybe I wouldn’t have fun 
keepin’ everybody guessin’. I wonder what they want on earth now. 

(Gets telescope and looks off, down from opening at back.) 

	 Oooh! Look at them funny whiskers. It’s the farmers prayin’ for rain. 

(Runs to the thermometer and turns on heat. Mercury rises to 180.) 

	 Guess that’ll fix ’em. (runs up, looks off  with telescope) Look at ’em! (laughs) They’re 
tearing their whiskers out. (telescope) And there’s a ballgame. Sixteen innings. 
Giants two; Pittsburggner [sic] going to bat. 

(Sings, runs to rain machine, turns on rain.) 

	 Oh, I could be awful happy here. Nothin’ to do but make trouble. Now I must get 
up that shipwreck for Nemo. I’ll turn on all kinds of  weather at once! 
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(Turns around the room, starting up the various levers. He gets a big umbrella from side of  
opening at back.) 

	 There, by Jiminy! In about ten minutes, I guess we’ll have weather enough to 
make Nemo seasick. Now, me for Slumberland and the Little Princess. 

(In the opening at back, he spreads the big umbrella. Noise of  wind machine. Music. Flip 
blown off  L.) 

(The music, which begins as Flip exits, continues into the prelude of  the following specialty 
number.) 

(In the following number, each verse is sung by a little girl dressed, respectively, as a 
Sunbeam, a Snowflake, and a Raindrop. Each enters for her verse with a chorus group 
similarly dressed.) 

SONG: “Sunbeams, Snowflakes, Raindrops” [ ♬ ] 

SUNBEAM. (enters to prelude, followed by chorus group of  sunbeams) 
Life depends upon the weather. 
	 On a rainy day, 
Ev’rybody wonder whether 
	 Clouds will pass away. 
Thunders rumble while we grumble. 
	 For the sun we sigh. 
Suddenly we see the azure 
	 Gleaming in the sky. 

Sunbeams! Sunbeams! 
	 Now the weather’s fair. 
Sunbeams! Sunbeams! 
	 Glancing ev’rywhere. 
Flowers springing; birds are singing. 
	 Summer’s spell beguiles. 
When the sun is shining, 
	 Then the world’s all smiles. 

(Sunbeam dance.) 

SNOWFLAKE. (enters with snowflake group) 
When Jack Frost appears before us 
	 For his winter whirl, 
There’s a joyful welcome chorus 
	 From each boy and girl: 
Children waiting for their skating, 
	 Eager one and all, 
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And their sleds are good and ready 
	 For the first snowfall. 

(During the refrain, a snowstorm appears on the vitagraph background through opening in the 
backdrop.) 

Snowflakes! Snowflakes! 
	 Oh, what fun you bring! 
Snowflakes! Snowflakes! 
	 Shouts of  laughter ring. 
Sleigh bells jinging, red cheeks tingling, 
	 Keen for sport and play. 
Oh, when the snow is falling, 
	 Children’s hearts are gay. 

(Snowflakes dance while the vitagraph snowstorm continues.) 

RAINDROP. (enters with chorus group) 
When the sun too long is shining, 
	 Say a month or two, 
Then the farmers are repining, 
	 Feeling gosh-darned blue. 
All the flowers need the showers, 
	 So do grass and grain. 
Suddenly, the clouds appearing 
	 Bring the welcome rain. 

(During the refrain, a rainstorm shows on the vitagraph cloth.) 

Raindrops! Raindrops! 
	 You are welcome, too. 
Raindrops! Raindrops! 
	 We have need of  you, 
Though your splatter, pitter-patter, 
	 Spoil the children’s play. 
Still when the rain is falling, 
	 All the flowers are gay. 

(Raindrop dance with umbrellas and silver rain effect.) 

(A storm comes up: Wind. Thunder. Lightning. Music illustrates the storm. The girls group, 
watching the vitagraph, on which appears a panorama of  a hurricane—or cyclone. Houses, 
animals, and people carried before the storm. Comic effects and incidents. All this goes very 
quickly.) 
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(Flip appears at back, spreads his big umbrella, which flies off  with him, as if  on the gale 
of  wind. Darkness. The storm music continues during the change of  scene.) 

END OF SCENE 1 
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Scene 2: The Island of  Table d’Hôte  

INSTRUMENTAL: “Cannibal Island” [ ♬ ] 

(Scene in 2: the Home of  the Blasé Cannibals. 

The storm music continues till the scene is disclosed. The music changes to the prelude of  the 
next song. This music is a barbaric symphony: tom-toms sounding rhythmically, and the 
piccolo and bassoon very busy. 

The end of  Scene 1 having been dark for the vitagraph, the change to Scene 2 is made in 
darkness, changing rapidly to dawn and sunrise. 

At R. and L. are groups of  trees, each with its own fruit: the champagne tree [this tree has a 
vine on it down which a person can slide], the lobster tree [red lobsters], the pie tree, the candy 
tree, the ice cream tree, the oyster tree. 

Connecting the two side groups of  trees and extending across the stage as far up as practicable 
is jungle grass growing densely to a height of  five or six feet. This grass must be so arranged 
that it can be pushed aside at intervals, making openings through which people may enter. In 
this jungle grass are cattail ferns, the cattail part of  which are large cigars [prep cigars with 
electric tips]. 

The backdrop represents a tropical landscape with a seacoast and expanse of  ocean. Not far 
from one shore is the wrecked Ship of  Dreams. 

While the barbaric music continues, the sun rises over the water at the back. A large tropical 
moon. The stage is flooded with red light from the rising sun. 

The head of  Pygmy—the Cannibal Kid of  the Nemo cartoons—suddenly appears over the 
top of  the jungle grass. He looks ’round, gives a war-whoop. A cannibal warrior puts up his 
head and war-whoops. Then other heads are visible over and in the jungle grass. These 
savages are made up like the savages in the cartoons. 

Music through this business and the following dialogue.) 

1ST SAVAGE. (inquiring) Wulla mulla! A kyak—kyak! 

PYGMY. (answering) Alowo tehi koko kola! 

(Savages jabber excitedly, pointing off. Pygmy comes out of  the jungle grass. He runs to R. 
and L. with acrobatic business, looking off.) 

(Explaining to other savages and pointing off  R., much excited.) 
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	 Tuscarora Connemara Simpilacha Basya! 

ALL SAVAGES. (greatly excited, to each other) Basya! Basya! 

(Pygmy seizes the top of  one of  the cattails ferns and begins to smoke it. The other savages 
do the same. NOTE: Electric red tips to these cigars.) 

(Pygmy war-whoops off  R.) 

CANDY KID. (heard off, answering) Ahoy there! Ahoy! 

PYGMY. (to savages, more excited) Simpilacha Basya! (warningly, pointing to the rising sun) 
Squish! Squish! 

(All turn and blow at the sun, which immediately disappears, leaving the stage in semi-
darkness for the song that follows. The savages, jabbering excitedly and pointing off  R., 
disappear in jungle grass. Pygmy dives into jungle grass and disappears. The tops of  their 
cigars are seen glowing red in the semi-darkness. The barbaric music continues up to the 
Candy Kid’s entrance and then stops.) 

CANDY KID. (off  R.) Ahoy there! Ahoy! (enters R.) Oh! That green-faced villain Flip! If  
I could only get hold of  him just once! I’ll just bet it was he who wrecked our ship. 

(The hoot of  an owl is heard.) 

	 Ugh! This is a cheerful place. (looks ’round) A regular swamp! Those lights! I 
wonder if  they would lead me anywhere. (sees the cigar lights in the jungle grass) Oh! I 
know! The will-o’-the-wisp! Oh, no—Mr. Will-o’-the-wisp, you don’t get me out 
there. I’m onto your tricks! 

SONG AND DANCE: “Will-o’-the-Wisp” and Dance of  the Savages [ ♬ ] 

CANDY KID. 
Out in the dismal swampland, 
{Dar/Far} in the everglades,  44

The will-o’-the-wisp waves his luring light 
In the dark palmetto shades. 
There in the deadly quicksand, 
He seems a guide so true. 

Given this specific mention of  “everglades,” the proliferation of  native inhabitants, and the 44

attempt to build a leisure park in the middle of  a swamp seen later in the act, the Island of  Table 
d’Hôte may be, at least in part, a veiled Miami Beach (a barrier island adjacent to the mainland city of  
Miami), then a newly burgeoning resort community, not formally chartered until 1915. It is also part 
Coney Island and—of  course—part generalized, racist savage Africa.
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But do not mind him, 
For you will find him 
Playing his tricks on you. 

SAVAGES. 
Oo–ee–oo–ee–oo–ee–oo–ee–oo, 
Playing his tricks on you. 

CANDY KID. 
Will-o’-the-wisp! Will-o’-the-wisp! 
You’re an artful sprite. 
	 Luring on, 
	 You’re there! You’re gone! 
With your dancing, glancing light. 
Now you are here! Now you are there! 
[Beckoning on, I see—]	 [line missing in vocal score] 
Will-o’-the-wisp! 

SAVAGES. 
             Will-o’-the-wisp! 

CANDY KID. 
                             Will-o’-the-wisp, 

SAVAGES. 
                                          Will-o’-the-wisp, 

CANDY KID. (together with below) 
	 You can’t fool me! 

SAVAGES. (together with above) 
	 Oo–ee–oo–ee–oo. 

CANDY KID. 
Once in the dismal swampland 
Wandered a maiden fair. 
The will-o’-the-wisp called, “Please walk this way. 
I will lead you with great care.” 
Onward she followed blindly, 
Followed the fickle guide, 
Wandered about there. 
Still she is out there, 
Old Jack-o’-Lantern’s bride. 

SAVAGES. 
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Oo–ee–oo–ee–oo–ee–oo–ee–oo, 
Old Jack-o’-Lantern’s bride. 

CANDY KID. 
Will-o’-the-wisp! Will-o’-the-wisp! 
You’re an artful sprite. 
	 Luring on, 
	 You’re there! You’re gone! 
With your dancing, glancing light. 
Now you are here! Now you are there! 
[Beckoning on, I see—] 
Will-o’-the-wisp! 

SAVAGES. 
             Will-o’-the-wisp! 

CANDY KID. 
                             Will-o’-the-wisp, 

SAVAGES. 
                                          Will-o’-the-wisp, 

CANDY KID. (together with below) 
	 You can’t fool me! 

SAVAGES. (together with above) 
	 Oo–ee–oo–ee–oo. 

(After the song, a grotesque dance for Candy Kid and the savages, who come through the 
jungle grass. Pygmy dances with the Candy Kid. The music for this dance is the theme of  the 
opening of  the act with the tom-tom effect.) 

(At the end of  the dance, with a yell, the savages rush at the Candy Kid and seize him. 
Picture.) 

(The sun begins to rise again at back and continues during scene, till blown out again.) 

PYGMY. (excitedly) Mek ril isce jyre! Meow—ow—ow! 

CANDY KID. (puzzled) Something about a cat, but I’m not wise to it! 

PYGMY. A prisoner for our king! 

(war-whoop off) 

	 And there he is. (to others) Squish! Squish! 
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ALL SAVAGES. Squish! 

(Pygmy war-whoops off.) 

(Entrance music for Cannibal King. He is dressed in a combination of  savage chief  and 
modern small boy attire: brown skirt and brown make-up, knickerbockers and short socks, a 
Buster Brown collar, little straw hat with blue ribbons. He is dragging a toy express wagon, 
containing Nemo dressed as a miniature Rough Rider. Savages dance ’round them.) 

NEMO. (driving) Get ap, there! (cracks whip) 

CANNIBAL KING. (very genial) Oh, talk about your good times! Say—it’s awful nice of  
you to come over and play in my yard! Did you bring any toys along? 

NEMO. Sure thing! I brought my box of  tin soldiers! 

CANNIBAL KING. Oh, goody—that’s immense! 

(He and Nemo open box of  tin soldiers.) 

CANDY KID. Isn’t the King a nice little fellow? 

CANNIBAL KING. Oh, say, I’ve got one greatest stunt [sic] with toys. I can bring ’em to 
life! 

NEMO. Oh, go on, King! What are you giving me? 

CANNIBAL KING. Certainly I can. All you got to do is to rub ’em with the leaves of  the 
bamboozle bush. (indicating foliage at R.) 

NEMO. Is that so? (goes L. with box of  soldiers) That sounds good to me—that 
“bamboozle” business. 

CANNIBAL KING. Oh, I do love toys and games. And I love children, too. Light or dark 
meat—I don’t care. (starts to join Nemo at L.) 

PYGMY. Your Majesty—Jaw dash kokomi wafu. 

CANNIBAL KING. (annoyed) Oh—squish! 

PYGMY. Your Majesty—behold a captive! 

CANDY KID. Meaning me! 
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CANNIBAL KING. (impatiently) Well, well! He’ll keep, won’t he? Put him in the royal ice 
box. 

CANDY KID. Isn’t he the cold proposition? See here, old Eat-’em-Alive, is that the way 
you treat people on this island? 

CANNIBAL KING. Certainly! The only way visitors can escape being provisions is by 
amusing me and teaching me games. 

NEMO. Come on, Kingy! Let’s play soldiers! 

CANNIBAL KING. Well will I! (starts over to Nemo) 

PYGMY. (interfering) Your Majesty! Skipperoosky Calabash (like a dog barking:) wow-wow-
wow! 

CANNIBAL KING. (strikes Pygmy, who does acrobatic business) I’ll teach you to bark at your 
King! 

PYGMY. (excited) Simpilacha basya! 

SAVAGES. (excited) Basya! Basya! 

CANNIBAL KING. What’s that you say—more foreign guests? Where are they? We must 
have them for dinner. 

(Nemo picks leaves from bush at L.) 

CANDY KID. I can find them, your Majesty! 

CANNIBAL KING. Do so! It will give me great pleasure to serve them in any way—hot 
or cold! 

CANDY KID. I’ll go and look for ’em, old Appetite Bill! (going aside) And I’ll tip them off  
that they’ll have to amuse the king, or their goose is cooked! (at exit) Your Majesty
—Squish! 

ALL. (as if  saying “goodbye”) Squish! 

NEMO. (with leaves from bush at L.) I’ll bet Kingy is stuffing me about these leaves. 

CANNIBAL KING. Come to the Royal Kitchen, there to await our guests. 

PYGMY. (refers to Nemo) How about this broiler? He might escape! 
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CANNIBAL KING. You remnant in the black goods department! Can’t you blow out the 
sun as usual? He can’t run away in the dark! 

SAVAGES. (as is saying “certainly”) Squish! 

(All turn and blow out the sun, which disappears. Dim light. Tom-tom music, same as at 
opening of  the scene. All sing gibberish words and exeunt in a barbaric procession, dragging 
Cannibal King in the toy express wagon. As they go off, the stage is in darkness.) 

NEMO. (in darkness) Jiminy! Isn’t it dark, though? I wonder if  it’s true what the King 
said about the bamboozle bush? If  it works on my soldiers, I’ll take that bush 
home with me. Maybe I could do a big business around Christmastime. Just think 
of  having all your toys come to life. 

(Lights suddenly up: the sun rises again.) 

(The tin soldiers have disappeared, and in their place are girls as Tin Soldiers grouped ’round 
Nemo. Among them a drummer and a trumpeter.) 

	 By hookey! It’s true!! Gee! I’m glad I had my tin soldiers here instead of  Noah’s 
Ark. (to soldiers) Fall in! 

(Orchestral music representing toy drums and trumpets. The drummer and trumpeter play. 
The soldiers fall in.) 

	 Present umps [“arms”]! 

(Soldiers present. Noise of  machinery creaking.) 

	 Order umps! (business) Carry umps! (business) For-ward—march! 

SONG: “When Nemo is the Captain of  the Regiment” 

NEMO. 
	 Oh, listen to the drum! 
	 Along the street they come: 
The soldiers in their uniforms so gay. 
	 Who is it in the lead? 
	 Who should it be indeed 
But Captain Nemo eager for the fray? 
	 An officer so good 
	 With sword of  tempered wood, 
He proudly marches onward in the van. 
	 If  there’s a fight to win, 
	 The warriors of  tin 
Can win it if  there’s any army can. 
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When Nemo is the Captain of  the Regiment, . . . 

ALL. (automatic) 
Ta-ra-ta-ta-brum-brum! (drum) 
Ta-ra-ta-ta-brum-brum! 

NEMO. 
The soldiers march away in style magnificent. 

ALL. 
Ta-ra-ta-ta-brum-brum! 
	 Ta-ra-ta-ta! 

NEMO. 
To music of  the bugle call we march away. 
You bet all other armies are afraid. 
The people in the windows shout, “Hip-hip-hooray! 
Three cheers for Captain Nemo’s bold brigade!” 
	 Oh, where’s the Yankee boy? 
	 Who wouldn’t think it joy 
To fight for Uncle Sammy’s starry flag? 
	 The foe I’d like to see 
	 Who’d dare to tackle me, 
Altho’, of  course, I do not like to brag. 
	 I wish there’d be a war. 
	 I love the cannon’s roar. 
It must be like the Fourth—I bet it is. 
	 I think it would be grand. 
	 To fight to beat the band. 
Napoleon and I—we know our biz. 

(NOTE: Between the last verse and refrain, Nemo may drill the soldiers. The machinery of  
one or more of  them runs down. He repairs it, etc. This business ad lib.) 

When Nemo is the Captain of  the Regiment, . . . 

ALL. (automatic) 
Ta-ra-ta-ta-brum-brum! (drum) 
Ta-ra-ta-ta-brum-brum! 

NEMO. 
The soldiers march away in style magnificent. 

ALL. 
Ta-ra-ta-ta–brum–brum! 

!79



	 Ta-ra-ta-ta! 

(Nemo and Soldiers march off  like automatons.) 

(Dr. Pill puts his head through the jungle grass. He looks ’round cautiously, carrying a 
shotgun. Flip puts his head out close to Dr. Pill.) 

FLIP. Come right in—I own the place! 

DR. PILL. Sh! Not so loud! You’ll scare them away. Don’t you know the boiled lobster 
is a very bashful bird? Keep quiet or we won’t have any supper! 

(He crawls out cautiously and shoots at the lobster tree. A boiled lobster falls to the ground. 
Dr. Pill picks it up, holds it to his ear.) 

	 Its heart has ceased to beat! (becomes sentimental) Poor little thing! One moment it is 
so happy merrily chirping from bough to bough, and the next, in the shaving dish! 

FLIP. Think of  its little ones left without a mother. 

DR. PILL. Think of  the husband left to face the world alone. 

(Both weep. Suddenly, Dr. Pill gives a yell. The lobster has grabbed him by the hand.) 

	 Now I don’t care if  the family starves to death! 

FLIP. (calls attention to the champagne tree) Say, why don’t you shoot a bottle of  wine? 

DR. PILL. Sh! Not so loud! (aims at the champagne tree) 

MISSIONARY. (appearing in champagne tree—alarmed) Hi! Don’t shoot! (he is tipsy) 

DR. PILL. (to Flip) He found the tree first. What’s the use of  shooting at empty bottles? 

MISSIONARY. (tipsy) Just wait a minute. I’ll slip on something and be right down. 

(Slides down vine. He has a pint bottle of  wine in each pocket. They take turns drinking 
during the dialogue.) 

DR. PILL. (to Flip) So this is the Island of  Table d’Hôte? I bet there’s great eating here. 

FLIP. Eating! Man alive! I should say there was. Wait till I introduce you to the king! 

MISSIONARY. Say—thish greatest place I ever struck [sic]. 

DR. PILL. Do you hear? We are going to get on the right side of  the king! 
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MISSIONARY. (tipsy) Hooray! We are going to be the entrée in swell society. 

FLIP. The king has dinner at one—there is a bill of  fare. (shows bill of  fare) 

DR. PILL. (looking at bill of  fare) I’ll have some sauerkraut ice cream with maply syrup; 
and then—let me see— (studies bill of  fare) 

MISSIONARY. (reading over Dr. Pill’s shoulder) Something very light for me. Some sponge 
cake and a cork sandwich. 

FLIP. Say—aren’t you on? The king sends you the bill of  fare so you can tell him 
which way you prefer to be cooked. 

DR. PILL & MISSIONARY. Cooked! 

DR. PILL. Say—I’m no Cook’s Tourist!  45

MISSIONARY. I won’t stand for it—I’m a vegetarian! 

FLIP. I’m going to be the waiter, and I’ll be glad to serve you in any way. 

DR. PILL. (studying bill of  fare) How long will it take to get me planked with a border of  
fried tomatoes? 

FLIP. About twenty minutes. 

DR. PILL. I can’t wait so long. I want to catch a train. 

MISSIONARY. (with bill of  fare) I think I will have myself  fricasseed with a few spring 
onions. I’m very nice that way. 

FLIP. (as waiter) Very good, sir! 

DR. PILL. Well, I guess I will be picked up in cream with a poached egg on top. 

FLIP. Yes, sir. (starts off) 

DR. PILL. And, waiter—be sure the egg is fresh! 

FLIP. I’ll speak to the hen myself. 

MISSIONARY. I’ll bet the king is the fellow who put that ad in the paper: “Man cook 
wanted.” 

Cook’s Tourist Handbooks, once a series of  well-known of  travel guides to Europe, Northern Africa, the Near 45

East, and New Zeland, were published by the Thomas Cook & Son Company between 1874 and 1922.
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DR. PILL. (to Flip) Say—tell me—is there any big game on this island? 

FLIP. Sure thing—anything you like. 

MISSIONARY. What is the limit? 

DR. PILL. Fine! I’m glad I came. Big game is my long suit. 

MISSIONARY. Well, I’m something of  a shootist myself. 

DR. PILL & FLIP. You? 

MISSIONARY. Well, I should say so. I’m the only white man who ever killed a 
monomaniac. (takes a drink from wine bottle) 

DR. PILL. What kind of  a wild animal is that? 

MISSIONARY. Well, it is not exactly an animal. It is a sort of  a cross between a bird and 
an oleo margarine! 

DR. PILL. Oh, yes—I’ve seen pictures of  him. With short legs like a pianola?  46

FLIP. It’s covered with feathers and barks like a dog to make it harder. 

MISSIONARY. (sore) Oh, well, if  you know the monomaniac so well—shoot him 
yourself. You’re thinking of  the croton bug. 

DR. PILL. No—no! The croton bug is different. He has bushy eyebrows. 

FLIP. The monomaniac has a tuft on the end of  his tail, like a toothbrush. 

MISSIONARY. (angry) I’ll be darned if  I’ll shoot him at all now. 

(They coax him.) 

	 Well, the full-grown male monomaniac haunts the highest branches of  the 
hydrocepralus tree, where he jumps from limb to limb uttering loud cries of  “Hee-
haw! Hee-haw!” (imitates) 

DR. PILL. Please—please! That is not a hydromaniac. 

FLIP. Her name is Maud. 

A player piano.46
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MISSIONARY. (angry) Say, if  this monomaniac is a friend of  yours, I’ll shoot something 
else. 

(They coax him to go on.) 

DR. PILL. Go on.—How do you catch him? 

MISSIONARY. The only way to catch him is with a powder puff. You sprinkle the 
powder puff  full of  powdered ice. Then you seize the monomaniac this way: one 
hand on his front teeth, and the other on the subway of  his pants. Then you hold 
the powder puff  under his nose till he sneezes himself  to death. 

(Dr. Pill and Flip look at him—then take long drinks from the wine bottles.) 

FLIP. Speaking of  hunting (said the old trapper, putting another pill in his pip), did I 
ever tell you how I shot the peninsula? 

DR. PILL. No (replied the tenderfoot), what is a peninsula? 

MISSIONARY. Often (answered the bystander), what is a peninsula? 

FLIP. Well, he’s something like a devilled crab, only his teeth are in two rows down the 
middle of  his back. 

DR. PILL. Oh, I remember him. His physical conformation is horizontal rather than 
fragmentary. 

MISSIONARY. Tell me—has he not long whiskers like a sciatica? 

FLIP. No—no. More like a hydrophobia! 

DR. PILL. I used to keep a tame one in the bathtub. 

FLIP. You talk about your big game. There’s only one way to shoot a peninsula. In the 
early evening, he climbs up the chinchilla tree to rob the nest of  the saxophone, 
whose eggs are his favorite food. You sneak up behind him, put your hand down 
his throat, and grab him by the tail, turning him inside out—after which he is 
easily house-trained and so tame that he will eat off  your hand. And there it is, in 
a nutshell. 

DR. PILL. My, such a big nut! 

MISSIONARY. Well, two of  us are hunters anyway. 

DR. PILL. Excuse me, please, I am here. 

!83



FLIP & MISSIONARY. Why, are you a hunter? 

DR. PILL. Don’t make me laugh! Why, before Roosevelt starts for Africa, he wants to 
have a talk with me and get my advice. Maybe you don’t know it, but I’m the only 
white man who ever killed a whiffenpoof. 

FLIP & MISSIONARY. A whiffenpoof ! 

MISSIONARY. What in— What is a whiffenpoof ? 

(A giraffe appears looking over the jungle grass and listening.) 

DR. PILL. Huh! Why don’t you read your unnatural history? A whiffenpoof  is one of  
the rarest prehysterical animals. He has a body like a catechism and a face like a 
worm. 

MISSIONARY. Covered with spots, like an iodoform? 

(An ostrich appears beside the giraffe in the jungle grass and listens. Business for the two.) 

FLIP. How do you shoot him? 

DR. PILL. You can’t shoot him. He is covered with a scaly armor just the same as the 
peccadillo. You see the whiffenpoof  is an ambidexterous [sic] animal. You know 
what ambidexterous is? 

FLIP & MISSIONARY. Certainly. 

DR. PILL. It means that the animal cannot live either on land or water. 

(A kangaroo joins the giraffe and the ostrich.) 

	 Well, first you crawl out on the water, on your hands and knees, and you bore a 
hole in the water— 

MISSIONARY. With a waterproof  gimlet? 

DR. PILL. Certainly! On the edge of  the hole you put a piece of  Limburger cheese. 
Then you crawl back in the bushes and watch. In a minute, the whiffenpoof  
comes up through the hole in the water, and begins to nibble at the cheese. As 
soon as he eats the cheese, he swells up so he can’t get back through the hole in the 
water. 

FLIP & MISSIONARY. Aha! 

DR. PILL. He whirls around and around circuitously, muttering to himself  words of  
mortification— 
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FLIP. And then you shoot him— 

DR. PILL. No! You sit on the water and laugh at him till he sees the funny side, and 
then he dies laughing. 

(The giraffe, ostrich, and kangaroo laugh and disappear.) 

MISSIONARY. Somebody must have caught a whiffenpoof ! 

DR. PILL. Well, I’m glad we are three big gamesters here together. 

MISSIONARY. After all, a desert island isn’t such a bad place. 

FLIP. Sure not! Look at Crusoe! 

DR. PILL. Yes—Caruso,  the hero of  the high seas [“C’s”]— 47

FLIP. No—no—not the tenor: Robinson Crusoe. 

TRIO: “Happy Robinson Crusoe” 

(Verses divided among the three.) 

DR. PILL, FLIP, & MISSIONARY. 
Robinson Crusoe sailed away across the briny sea 
And wrecked upon a desert isle. Poor Robinson was he. 
But when he saw that isle, he said, “This is the place I choose. 
You bet I will have racing here in the spite of  old man Hughes.”  48

Crusoe! Crusoe! He was so happy there. 
He never crossed the Brooklyn Bridge nor breathed the subway air. 
From all those noises in the street, he was extremely free. 
In lots of  ways poor Robinson was better off  than we. 

Robinson Crusoe had no friends, and so he had no touch.  49

He never watched the taximeter take a drop too much. 
No dogcatchers could steal his dog and grab it by the throat. 

	 Enrico Caruso (1873–1921), an Italian opera tenor enormously famous in the United States.47

Charles Evans Hughes, Sr. (1862–1948), the 36th governor of  the State of  New York, who in 1908 signed into 48

law a prohibition on horse-race gambling.

Perhaps a dated use of  the word, meaning, essentially, the ability to mooch. Or perhaps a woman’s touch?49
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He hadn’t any dog,  and they could never get his goat. 50

Crusoe! Crusoe! He led a happy life. 
He never got cigars as Christmas presents from his wife. 
He used the streets without a mounted copper then to pinch. 
In lots of  ways poor Robinson possessed a lead pipe cinch.  51

Robinson Crusoe on his isle was always glad and gay, 
For all his poor relations were a million miles away. 
He never used the telephone and had to raise a row, 
Because an operator hollered back, “They’re busy now.” 

Crusoe! Crusoe! His life, it was a whirl, 
Because he never had to go out shopping with his girl. 
He never had to sit behind a Merry Widow  hat. 52

In lots of  ways, old Crusoe had a pipe,  I’ll tell you that. 53

He led a simple life, but he was happy all the same. 
He never heard them say, “The Yankees lost another game.” 
He never had to see those awful sheath-dress freaks.  54

He never read that book that ought to get six months Three Weeks.  55

Crusoe! Crusoe! If  in a poker game 
He held three aces, no one ever said, “I’ve got the same.” 

But Robinson Crusoe did have a dog!50

The pun here is elusive, but is clearly a play on the juxtaposition of  metals. A “mounted copper” is either a 51

policeman on horseback, or else a fixed penny, and “pinch” here almost certainly means to steal (from). When Crusoe was 
stranded on his island, there was no police or money—but there were also no streets. The expression “lead pipe cinch” 
means absolute certainty, but a cinch is also the band that secures a horse’s saddle, which could relate back to “mounted” in 
the line above?

Wildly popular Viennese-style operetta, the best-known of  such composed by Franz Lehár in 1905. The 52

popularity of  the New York production at the New Amsterdam Theatre in 1907 (the year before Little Nemo premiered 
there) inspired an unprecedented parade of  theatrical souvenirs, including Merry Widow corsets, trains, lunches, 
cigarettes, cocktails, and very wide hats, among other commemorative objects. Worn in the theater, the hats proved to be 
quite a nuisance to those sitting behind him.

According to Defoe, Crusoe was marooned with “nothing about me but a knife, a tobacco-pipe, and a little tobacco 53

in a box.” In the novel, Crusoe makes for himself  a “very ugly” tobacco pipe out of  island clay. “Pipe” can also mean a 
cask, several of  which appear throughout Crusoe’s adventures. Perhaps he had “pipe” other ways, as well?

On May 23, 1908, Bertha Carlisle (a Merry Widow chorus girl) showcased the latest Paris fashion on 54

Chicago’s State Street, drawing a reported clamorous crowd of  10,000 spectators. The New York Times described the 
garment the next day: “a gown which fitted tightly about the hips and bust and slit from the hem to the knee on the left 
side, affording an occasional and fleeting glimpse of  a pale blue trouser.”

British erotic novel of  1907 by Elinor Glyn. The New York Times heralded, it “Not Only Disagreeable; It Is 55

Unamusing.”
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And from the tipping nuisance, happy Robinson was free. 
His only tip was when the ship tipped him into the sea. 

(Encore topical verses. Dance.) 

(Flip off.) 

(Enter Candy Kid.) 

CANDY KID. Fly for your lives! The Cannibal King is coming! He’s got a bone to pick 
with you. Your only way to escape is to do something to entertain him. 

MISSIONARY. I’ll tell him how to catch the whiffenpoof. 

DR. PILL. Entertain him? I’ve got an idea! We’ll open an amusement park. 

MISSIONARY & CANDY KID. Great idea! 

MISSIONARY. Let me help. 

DR. PILL. You go out in the woods and collect animals for the merry-go-round. (urges 
him off) And whatever you do, be sure to get a monomaniac. 

MISSIONARY. Just the job I want. Goodbye. If  you see a monomaniac running ’round 
wild, don’t shoot.—I’ll be inside of  him.  (starts off) 56

DR. PILL. Come on! I’ll pick out the ground for an amusement park. 

(All three start off. War-whoops off.) 

CANDY KID. Too late! Here they are! 

(Tom-tom music repeated. Cannibals rush on, whooping, and capture Candy Kid, Dr. Pill, 
and Missionary. Pygmy runs on with Betty and Sally as prisoners. Picture.) 

(Cannibal King enters.) 

CANNIBAL KING. (genial) Ah! Delighted to see you all. You must stop to dinner. Bring 
forth the royal kettles. 

(Kettles are brought by cannibals through the jungle grass and placed in a row.) 

	 Into the soup with them! 

Implying that the monomaniac will likely have eaten the Missionary—but a double joke, considering that the 56

animals encountered earlier in the scene were portrayed by costumed chorus men.

!87



(Flourish of  trumpets, roll of  drums. Nemo and his soldiers rush to the rescue.) 

NEMO. Come on, boys! As Wellington said at Waterloo: “Up, guards, and at them!” 

(Picture.) 

DR. PILL. Excuse me, please. But it has been proven by impecunious evidence that 
Wellington never said anything of  the kind.  57

(Flip runs in.) 

(The kettles are turned wrong-side-up, forming a row of  seats.) 

FLIP. Don’t listen to him, King. You’re looking pale with hunger. 

MISSIONARY. Silence! We are going to save ourselves by entertaining His Majesty. 

CANNIBALS. Hooray! 

(War-whoop.) 

(Chorus Cannibals off  R. Soldiers off  L.) 

	 Be seated, gentlemen! (pointing to the line of  inverted kettles) 

(All sit: Dr. Pill and Flip as end men, Flip and King as second end men, Nemo as 
interlocutor. Other seats occupied by Candy Kid, Pygmy, Betty, and Sally.)  58

(As they sit, the Cannibals appear at back, above the jungle grass, on a row of  seats, all with 
banjos above them. On a higher row of  seats appear the soldiers as an orchestra—having the 
effect of  a modern minstrel first part.)  59

NEMO. (as interlocutor) Opening overture! 

(Discords from the cannibal band.) 

(Burlesque minstrel gags for Dr. Pill, Flip, and Missionary [ad lib].) 

In an 1852 letter, the Duke of  Wellington explained he probably said, “Stand up, guards!” followed by an attack 57

order. Nemo merely upholds the tradition of  Wellington’s misquotation.

The company assumes the semicircular arrangement traditional for the “first part” of  a minstrel show. Dr. Pill 58

and Flip surrogate for comics Mr. Tambo and Mr. Bones, and Nemo assumes the center position as the minstrel “straight 
man,” Mr. Interlocutor.

The traditional form was the minstrel show consisted of  three parts or acts: the aptly named first part, a variety-59

infused olio, and a parodic afterpiece.
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FINALE: “Cannibal Barbecue” [ ♬ ] 

(The following is sung like the finale of  a minstrel first part: a coon “shout,” with solo lines 
and chorus. The end men dancing, tambourines and bones  working overtime.) 60

SOLO. 
If  you don’t know what to do tonight, 
{I’ll tell you whar [sic] to go./I’ll tell you what to do.} 

ALL. 
Hustle, ev’rybody! Don’t lose time. 

SOLO. 
Dar’s gwine to be a barbecue. 
It won’t be very slow. 

ALL. 
Hustle, ev’rybody! Get a move! 

SOLO. 
De angel cake am ready. It am frosted on de top. 

ALL. 
(shout!) 

SOLO. 
De white folks, dey am waitin’, an dar’s something gwine to drop. 

ALL. 
(shout!) 

SOLO. 
We’ll make a big depression on de missionary crop. 

ALL. 
Don’t you miss it, chillun. Git a move! 

(shouting chorus:) 
Clear de way! Oh, won’t you clear de way! (Git a move!) 
De cannibals is hungry and de white’s am in a stew. Git a move. 
Come clear de way! Oh, can’t you clear de way! (Clear de way!) 
A cakewalk isn’t in it with a cannibal barbecue. 
	 	 Barbecue! 

A percussive, clacking instrument always played, according to minstrel tradition, by the Mr. Bones figure. Likewise, 60

Mr. Tambo always played the tambourine.
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	 	 Barbecue! 
A cakewalk isn’t in it with a cannibal barbecue. 

(General walk-’round  as they sing: Nemo with Cannibal King, Dr. Pill with Pygmy, Flip 61

with Sally, Missionary with Betty. The Cannibal Banjo Club plays.) 

Clear de way! Oh, won’t you clear de way! (Git a move!) 
De cannibals is hungry and de white’s am in a stew. Git a move. 
Come clear de way! Oh, can’t you clear de way! (Clear de way!) 
A cakewalk isn’t in it with a cannibal barbecue. 
	 	 Barbecue! 
	 	 Barbecue! 
A cakewalk isn’t in it with a cannibal barbecue. 

END OF SCENE 2 

(General exeunt, clearing stage and pulling up drop and cut-drops to disclose Scene 3 . . .) 

Frenetic dance typically marking the end of  a minstrel first part. By 1908, the term walk-around was virtually 61

interchangeable with the now more familiar term cakewalk.
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Scene 3: An Amusement Park on the Cannibal Island 

(At U.L. is a canopied throne for the Cannibal King and a row of  seats for spectators in the 
Olympic Games. At various places R. & L. are a muscle-testing machine, lung-tester, and 
penny-in-the-slot scales. 

A merry-go-round platform is upstage with a hand organ playing. The animals are props 
with men inside of  them: a giraffe, an ostrich, a kangaroo, gorilla, a rooster, and a flamingo. 
Each of  these, excepting the giraffe, can be represented by one man. 

At D.R. is an Aunt Sally game,  in which balls are thrown at heads put through a 62

partition. Pygmy, the little savage, has his head through for a target. 

At R., farther up, is a shooting gallery. A cannibal holds the target. Part of  a sideshow tent 
at R.U.E., with a sign representing a sea serpent. 

Signs at various places: “TO THE SCENIC RAILWAY” —“BUMP THE 63

BUMPS” —“SHOOT THE CHUTES” —etc. 64 65

The backdrop represents an amusement park, like Luna Park,  but burlesqued. 66

As the scene is disclosed, the hand organ of  the merry-go-round is playing one of  the waltzes 
in the piece, and the five animals, as described,  are flying ’round on the merry-go-round. 67

DISCOVERED:  
As many people as practicable and can be gotten on during the change of  scene are discovered 
as visitors. Others enter as soon as practicable. The cannibals are dressed in odd articles of  
modern dress added to their native costumes. Some wear old silk hats, some large up-to-date 

Game of  British origin, in which players traditionally attempt to topple a dummy’s head, costumed like that an old 62

woman, with short wooden sticks tossed from a distance.

Tame forerunner of  the roller coaster that promised, in addition to thrilling ups and downs, dark tunnels and 63

evocative dioramas.

The Street Railway Journal of  1904 describes the popular carnival ride as “a slide some 35 ft. wide and 50 64

ft. in length on an incline of  about 45 per cent. Over the smooth and polished surface are distributed ‘bumps’ of  planed 
maple, circular in form and gradually increasing in thickness from the edge . . . .”

Another popular early 20th-century carnival attraction consisting of  a flat-bottomed boat ride along a looped 65

flume, typically featuring a heart-quickening drop.

Iconic amusement park opened at Coney Island in 1903 that spawned dozens of  same-named imitators across the 66

United States, so much so that the name became synonymous with amusement park.

But six are described!67
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hats burlesqued. One wears a ballet skirt and a little straw hat. One wears part of  a dress 
suit, etc., etc. They come on as visitors taking in the sights. 

The hand organ music stops and the orchestra piano plays the 

BEAR DANCE 

as the Missionary dances on with a dancing bear. The bear leads the Missionary, wearing a 
ball and chain, by a leash. The bear carries a whip and a pole. Betty follows carrying a 
teddy bear, who is admiring the exhibition. 

While the music continues, the dancing bear growls, orders the Missionary, who prances, rolls 
over, plays dead, etc. Betty, seated on the ground, makes her teddy bear applaud. The dancing 
bear makes the Missionary stand on his head—then passes a cap to Betty, who contributes. 

BETTY. Oh, Mr. Missionary, where did you catch such a lovely bear? 

MISSIONARY. My dear child, I didn’t exactly catch him—he caught me. 

BETTY. And how well he’s got you trained. You must be very grateful to him? 

MISSIONARY. (growing tearful) Grateful! Say, he’s the best friend a man ever had. Why, 
when I met that bear, I was nothing but a poor Missionary. Now, look at me—I 
owe it all to him. 

(Embraces the bear, who growls and cracks whip at him.) 

	 He don’t mean that.—He does it for my good. (weeps) Nobody knows what that 
bear has been to me. Why, when he met me in the woods, I was collecting animals 
for that merry-go-round. I can never thank him enough for the way he’s taught 
me to dance. Bless his heart! 

(Embraces the bear, who growls and cracks whip.) 

	 If  ever I make a success as Salome,  I owe it all to him. 68

BETTY. Oh, I wish he’d teach my bear to dance! 

MISSIONARY. Why, is it possible your bear cannot dance? 

BETTY. No! He seems awfully backward for his age! 

SONG: “If  I Could Teach My Teddy Bear to Dance” [ ♬ ] 

According to tradition, the New Testament seductress whose Dance of  the Seven Veils earned her the head of  St. 68

John the Baptist as a reward (see Matthew 14:3–11).
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BETTY, MISSIONARY, & BEAR. [variously] 
I’ve got a teddy bear, ’most life-size. 
He looks so awfully wondrous wise. 
It wouldn’t give me the least surprise 
If  he would talk someday. 
He thinks an awful lot, I can see, 
And very happy indeed I’d be 
If  I could get him to dance with me 
When music starts to play: 

(all three dancing) 
If  I could teach my teddy bear to dance 
Like the bear I saw in the show, 
I’d be the happiest girl in the world, 
But he seems to be so slow. 
I’ve tried him with the two-step—that won’t do! 
Oh, I’ve given him ev’ry chance. 
It would be immense; 
I would give ten cents, 
If  my teddy bear would learn to dance. 

{He’s such/He is} a serious sort of  bear, 
Just looks around with a haughty stare, 
And if  I scold, he don’t seem to care. 
He’s sulky more or less. 
{If  I invite him,/If  I write him,} he don’t say no. 
He’ll move around with me: so—and so— 
But he don’t care to dance. That I know. 
Thinks he’s too old, I guess . . . 

(If  desired, children may enter with the different stuffed animal toys now in vogue.) 

(all three singers dancing) 
If  I could teach my teddy bear to dance 
Like the bear I saw in the show, 
I’d be the happiest girl in the world, 
But he seems to be so slow. 
I’ve tried him with the two-step—that won’t do! 
Oh, I’ve given him ev’ry chance. 
It would be immense; 
I would give ten cents 
If  my teddy bear would learn to dance. 

(Dance.) 
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(The animals on the merry-go-round come down and join the dance, then go back to their 
places.) 

MISSIONARY. (to bear) Now, if  you’ll step this way, I’d like to introduce you to some 
friends of  mine. 

(He takes the bear to the other animals and introduces him. All give him the glad hand.) 

	 Now, fellers, you must all have a drink with me. 

(Steins are passed round, and the animals all sing “For He’s a Jolly Good Fellow.” They 
then go back to the merry-go-round. The hand organ music begins, and the machine starts 
up.) 

	 (as barker) Now then, little ones, walk up! Walk up! Have a ride on this marvelous 
living carousel. Only five cents to ride on the marvelous monomaniac, the savage 
sciatica, or the wild whiffenpoof. Only five cents, one nickel! 

(While Missionary is talking, several children enter, Sally among them.) 

	 Remember, little girls, every time you catch a ring, you get a cigar. 

(Cannibals and other visitors enter, full chorus gradually coming on and taking in the sights.)  

(Flip enters with a shell game outfit, which he places U.C. Dr. Pill appears as a barker for 
the sideshow. Candy Kid runs the Aunt Sally game D.R., in which Pygmy, the little savage, 
is the head to be thrown at. Nemo runs the muscle-testing machine.) 

(All talking at once.) 

(The Cannibal King enters and takes in the sights.) 

FLIP. (with shell game) Now, ladies and gentlemen, right this way. Remember, there are 
but three shells. You cannot fail to spot the right one— (etc., ad lib) 

NEMO. This way, ladies and gentlemen. Three shots for a nickel. 

DR. PILL. Now, ladies and gentlemen, don’t fail to see the greatest marvel of  the age: 
the world-renowned sea serpent— (etc.) 

MISSIONARY. Walk up! Walk up! Ride all day for five cents— (etc.) 

(These speeches elaborately going all at once.) 

(The Cannibal King takes three shots at Pygmy in the Aunt Sally game, loses his money to 
Flip on the shell game, etc.) 
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CANNIBAL KING. (at the sideshow) Is that a real snake you have in there? 

DR. PILL. Is it a real snake? Why, sir, this snake eats, every day, one thousand rabbits, 
two boiled eggs, and a horseradish. James, bring in the big snake, and show the 
gentleman. 

(Two Cannibals bring on about a mile of  snake from the tent.) 

	 No—no! You fools, not the little snake.—The big one! 

(They take the snake back.) 

(Dr. Pill brings Cannibal King down.) 

	 Well, your Majesty, we’ve done a great thing for your island. This amusement park 
will cause a real estate boom that will make you a rich man. 

NEMO. You’re going to let us go home now, aren’t you, Kingy? 

CANNIBAL KING. No! You are a fraud, sir! To the Royal Market with all of  them! 

(General panic.) 

DR. PILL. Just a moment, King. We haven’t started with you yet. Did you ever see the 
Olympic Games? 

CANNIBAL KING. Never heard of  them! 

DR. PILL. Aha! Then we’ve got a chance. We will now introduce to your Majesty the 
great event of  the year. The athletes of  all nations will pass before you in review. 

OLYMPIC MARCH 

(Parade of  the athletes of  all nations with their national flags: United States, Great Britain, 
France, Greece, Italy, Sweden, Germany, and the Cannibal Island.  They line up ’round the 69

stage. A mat is put down L. for wrestling and jumping.) 

CANNIBAL KING. Bravo! A magnificent sight! 

DR. PILL. We will now begin the competitions.—The first event— 

CANNIBAL KING. One moment, Doctor, I would like to have a copy of  the rules. 

The 1908 Summer Olympics featured the first official instance of  the now standard Olympic Parade of  Nations. 69

The events and reported controversies of  the actual procession were no doubt parodied onstage here.
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DR. PILL. I’m sorry, but that is impossible. 

CANNIBAL KING. Impossible? 

DR. PILL. You see, it spoils the game if  we allow the rules to leak out. 

CANNIBAL KING. But surely you must have some rules? 

DR. PILL. Certainly. We make up the rules as we go along.  70

CANNIBAL KING. That’s a good idea. 

DR. PILL. Then we know they’re always fresh. The first event will be throwing the 
hammer. I will introduce the contestants. (calls) France— 

(A Frenchman made up as Alphonse of  “Alphonse and Gaston”  comes forward.) 71

	 Monsieur Alphonse Camembert! Germany! 

(A German comes forward.) 

	 Name, please?—Heine Pumpernickel. 

(Little Nemo comes forward in athletic costume made of  stars and stripes.) 

	 Name, please? 

NEMO. Michael O’Finnegan!  72

DR. PILL. America—get your hammers, please. 

(The Frenchman produces a tack hammer, the German a meat axe. Someone hands Nemo an 
enormous wooden hammer painted black and marked “500 lbs.”) 

The 1908 games marked only the fourth official international Olympiad. It is conceivable, then, that occasional 70

confusions arose concerning event rules and their standard application.

Comic strip by Frederick Burr Opper (introduced 1901) depicting the exploits two clownish yet overly polite 71

Frenchmen. Their frequently uttered exchange was “You first, my dear Gaston,” followed by “After you, my dear 
Alphonse.”

A joke on the high concentration of  Irishmen on the 1908 American Olympic team. In that year’s hammer throw, 72

Irish-Americans John Flanagan and Matt McGrath took home the gold and silver medals, respectively, for the U.S.

!96



	 (shaking his head) As usual—the Americans are trying to cheat us. However, British 
pluck will win.  At the word, you will all throw at once. Take your places, please. 73

(Nemo, Frenchman, and German in line, facing L.) 

	 Go! 

(Frenchman throws tack hammer at the Cannibal King, who yells. The German turns and 
throws his axe off  R. Nemo, with a great effort, throws his hammer, which, being on wires, 
flies off  L. into wings.) 

ALL. (ad lib) Foul! / Unfair! / Kill the umpire! / etc. /etc. 

DR. PILL. The prize goes to Germany. 

(Cheers.) 

NEMO. Say—what’s the matter with me? I threw my hammer half  a mile. 

DR. PILL. You are disqualified. Your hammer was too heavy. You can’t come [sic] any 
of  your Yankee Tricks over here. The next event will be the long jump. (calls) 
Great Britain! 

(An English swell comes forward.) 

	 (Dr. Pill introduces:) Mr. Percy Algernon Bull, son of  the Earl of  Dedbroke. France! 

(Gaston, of  “Alphonse and Gaston,” comes forward) 

	 Monsieur Gaston Fromage de Brie! 

(Flip comes down wearing athletic costume of  stars and stripes.) 

	 Please—what name? 

FLIP. Ma name am Peter Jackson Gans.  74

At the London-hosted 1908 games, British–U.S. rivalries ran high. British organizers initially omitted the 73

American flag in the display of  participating nations’ flags atop the Olympic stadium, later causing the American banner-
bearer to refuse the ceremonial dipping of  his flag in deference to King Edward VII. In the end, Britain won more medals 
than any other country, 146. The United States came in second place, with 47 total medals.

Considering the note that follows, this is almost certainly a conflated reference to John Baxter Taylor, Jr., the first 74

African American to win an Olympic gold medal (1908, for the 1600-meter medley relay), and Joe Gans, the first 
African-American lightweight World Boxing Champion (1902–1908).
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(NOTE: If  Flip is not in blackface in this scene, he can be introduced under some foreign 
name.) 

DR. PILL. (announcing) America! Now, remember the rules! 

FLIP. What are they? 

DR. PILL. How can I tell till after the contest? Get ready, please! 

(Flip, Gaston, and Englishman ready to make running jump.) 

	 Go! 

(They make a false start, Gaston tripping up Flip and Englishman.) 

(Dr. Pill rings a gong.) 

	 Try again, please. 

(They line up.) 

	 Go! 

(The three run, and jump from the mat. The Englishman and Gaston make little jumps. Flip 
takes a flying leap off  L. on a wire. He disappears. Shouts and excitement. The spectators, 
some with field glasses, look off  L. Then they turn their backs and look off  at back, up in the 
air. Then they turn to R. and look off. Noise and excitement constantly. Crashes and wind 
machine off  R. Flip jumps on from R.) 

ALL. (hissing) Foul! Foul! 

DR. PILL. The prize goes to England! 

FLIP. Here! Say! Where do I come in? 

DR. PILL. You are disqualified. 

FLIP. Disqualified? I didn’t wear any spiked shoes! 

DR. PILL. You’ve got no business to wear a spike-tail coat. Don’t sass the umpire, or 
you get out of  the game! 

(Contestants retire up.) 

	 The next event is throwing the discus. 
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(All cheer.) 

CANNIBAL KING. Just a minute, umpire—what is a discus? 

DR. PILL. It’s not the question of  what it is. The question is: who can throw it the 
longest? Germany! 

(A German comes forward, a typical immigrant.) 

	 Rudolf  Katzenblatter! Greece! 

(A big cannibal comes forward.) 

	 Socrates Polyphemus of  Athens, Georgia. 

(A Swede comes forward wearing stars and stripes.) 

	 Name, please? 

SWEDE. My name is Yen Yensen.  75

DR. PILL. (announcing) America! Have you got your discuses? 

3 CONTESTANTS. Sure. 

(The German produces a pipe, the cannibal a tin pail, and the Swede a cannonball, made of  
rubber.) 

DR. PILL. That’s quite right. Now, when I give the word. Go! 

(They throw their discuses off  L.) 

ALL. Foul! Foul! 

DR. PILL. America is disqualified. 

SWEDE. Why, vot’s de matter? I trow mine de farthest? 

DR. PILL. You threw it so far we can’t find it. No argument, please. The next event will 
be the Greasy-Roman [sic] wrestle. Contestants, please— 

(Flip comes forward.) 

Perhaps Sweden is deliberately confused with America here since its flag, too, was left off  the Olympic stadium in 75

1908, and Sweden won the next greatest total number of  medals after America, 25.
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FLIP. Otto Schultze!  76

DR. PILL. America! 

(Missionary comes forward with Irish makeup, Happy Hooligan-style,  with a sash of  77

stars and stripes.) 

MISSIONARY. Patrick O’Rourke! 

DR. PILL. America! The prize goes to the best three falls out of  one! 

(Wrestling match: Flip and Missionary.) 

(After match.) 

	 America loses! 

FLIP & MISSIONARY. What! 

DR. PILL. On a foul. Rule #13 says, “It is a foul to get both shoulders on the mat at the 
same time.” 

(Cheers.) 

	 And now comes the tug-of-war. Contestants, please! 

(Six girls as American athletes come down.) 

	 Names? 

1ST GIRL. Angelo Spaghetti! 

2ND GIRL. Heinrich Schmaltz! 

3RD GIRL. Pat O’Reilly! 

4TH GIRL. Terence O’Malley! 

5TH GIRL. Phelin Sullivan! 

This may be a reference to German-American wrestler George Mehnert, who took home the gold in 1908, but for 76

freestyle wrestling, not Greco-Roman (a style of  wrestling that did not take hold in America for some time). Or it may, like 
the names that follow, be an easy gibe at certain immigrant groups. Almost a third of  all immigrants to the U.S. in the 
19th century came from Germany. A full third came from Ireland. And Italy was not too far behind.

Another comic strip creation of  Frederick Burr Opper (introduced 1900), about an ever-smiling simpleton who is 77

always making madcap slip-ups.
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6TH GIRL. Larry Murphy! 

DR. PILL. All America! 

(Gaston, Alphonse, the Swede, Pygmy, the German, and the Englishman come forward. A 
rope is brought down; a windlass is pushed on at L. The rope goes ’round the windlass. Two 
big men at the crank of  the windlass. The six foreigners at L.—the six United States girls at 
R.) 

(Dr. Pill marks line at C.) 

	 Now, if  any of  you Americans have got French heels  on, it is a foul. Go! 78

(Tug-of-war business. The men work the windlass to help the foreigners. All cheer the 
contestants. Flip cuts the rope and the foreign contestants fall over each other.) 

	 America wins—but is disqualified. 

U.S. GIRLS. Why? What’s the matter with us? 

DR. PILL. Information has reached me that you would not have won if  you did not 
have a pull. 

(U.S. girls go up, grumbling.) 

	 And now, the greatest event of  the year: the Marathon Race. Contestants, please! 
England! 

(The Englishman comes down.) 

	 Percy—what I said before. Italy! 

(An Italian comes down.) 

	 Giuseppe Chianti! 

(Applause.) 

(Missionary comes down.) 

	 Have you still got the same name? 

MISSIONARY. Dennis Rafferty! 

Women’s shoes with curved high heels.78
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DR. PILL. America! Line up, please. 

(All three ready for race.) 

	 Go! 

(They start. Gong.) 

	 Come back! What’s the matter with you, America? Are you trying to win the race? 
Come back!  79

(They line up.) 

	 Go! 

(They start off  L., running. Hurry music in orchestra. Cheers and excitement. The spectators 
follow the race, first at L., then off  at back, then R.) 

(The Missionary runs on. The Englishman walks on haughtily. The Italian is carried on a 
stretcher.) 

ALL. Hooray for Italy! 

DR. PILL. America wins. But you ought to be ashamed of  yourself. 

MISSIONARY. Ashamed of  myself ? What for? 

DR. PILL. Because you didn’t faint. Look what a splendid lack of  endurance was shown 
by Italy.  You Yankees are no true sportsmen, anyhow. You always want to be 80

winning. 

CANNIBAL KING. Hooray for everything but America! 

ALL. Hooray! 

MUSIC: “God Save the King” 

DR. PILL. Well, your Majesty, I guess after such a fine display of  disqualifications you 
are going to let us go free? 

The 1908 Olympic marathon course was modified in planning several times, once on account of  the Americans: by 79

ending the race in front of  the king’s royal box, the organizers hoped to mitigate the insult done him in the previously 
mentioned flag-dipping incident.

Italian runner Dorando Pietri famously suffered acute dehydration in the last leg of  the marathon and collapsed 80

several times just short of  the finish line. Although he was first to complete the course, he was disqualified from the contest 
amid cries that he received unfair help from event officials who helped to lift him when he fell.
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CANNIBAL KING. Yes.—You are free, all of  you. Tomorrow a pirate ship touches on 
the island, and I’ll let you all sail on her. 

ALL. Hooray! 

NEMO. Bully! I’ll get home in time for the Fourth of  July! 

(March of  athletes repeated—or merry-go-round music. All off  but Dr. Pill.) 

DR. PILL. That was a good idea to give the king those Olympic games. They’re a great 
institution, only they ought to have them in Ireland, so the winners could save 
carfare.  81

(Exit Dr. Pill.) 

END OF SCENE 3 

(A drop comes down in 2.) 

In the 1908 Olympics, members of  the Irish-American Athletic Club won ten gold medals, nearly half  of  all 81

those won by America. Even third-place Sweden took home only eight.
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Scene 4: Nemo’s Bedroom 

(Nemo enters in his nightdress.) 

NEMO. (speaking off) Oh, say, I don’t want to go to bed. I didn’t do anything. Gee! Ma 
sends me to bed without letting me have my dessert. I didn’t do a thing. My little 
sister put a pin in the minister’s chair, and when the minister went to sit down, I 
didn’t want him to get stuck, so I pulled the chair away. And now I’m sent to bed. 
That’s what you get for being kind to people. The trouble with me is I talk too 
much. 

SONG: “I Guess I Talk Too Much” [ ♬ ] 

One day my mother gave a dinner.—My, but {it/that} was grand! 
My pa and ma, they both just put on style to beat the band. 
As things was gettin’ dull, I thought I’d entertain ’em some, 
So I speaks up and says, “Say, you just bet I’m glad {you/to} come.” 

“At last we’ve got enough to eat.—I wish you’d come to stay. 
We’ve lived on eggs and breakfast {food/feed} since last Thanksgiving(s) 
Day. 
Them strawberries is {ornyments/ornaments} you ain’t supposed to 
touch!” 
I wonder why Ma sent me out.—I guess I talk too much. 

My papa has a dear old friend, as bald as he can be. 
He calls at our house often, and he thinks a lot of  me. 
My little baby brother has no hair upon his head, 
So one day to this gentleman I innocently said: 

“Say, you and baby looks alike. {You’ve/You} neither got no hair. 
If  you’re his papa, {tells/tell} us.” Say, you ought to see him stare. 
Then ev’ryone looked funny but my pa, and he looked blue. 
I wonder if  I talk too much—I guess maybe I do. 

The minister he came one day up to our house to dine. 
The minister is temp’rance, so they locked up all the wine. 
He says, “My friends, I’m glad to see that no strong drink you use.” 
But I says: “I can show you where my daddy keeps his booze.” 

I wonder why they looked at me in such a funny way. 
I wonder why I ate my dinner standin’ up next day. 
I couldn’t play baseball that day unless I used a crutch. 
I’ll keep my mouth shut after this.—I guess I talk too much. 
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One day a dude was callin’ on my growed-up sister Sue. 
I hid beneath the sofa just to see what they would do. 
He praised her lovely golden hair—her cheeks so rosy red. 
I couldn’t stand for that, and so I just crawled out and said: 

“She keeps it in a box upstairs.—She’s got an awful lot. 
I bet you cannot tell which hair is real and which is not.” 
But after he had gone—oh, gee!—the whack I got from Sue. 
She said, “Young man, you talk too much”—and, well, I guess I do. 

(Dance.) 

	 (after song) I don’t care, anyway. Tomorrow is the Fourth of  July, and I want to get 
up at four o’clock and make it pleasant for the neighbors. (gets into bed) Gee! I 
forgot to say my prayers! (kneels) O Lord, please make me a good boy. I asked you 
last night, and you didn’t do it. Amen! (he curls up in bed) 

END OF SCENE 3 

(The music for the next scene begins. The drop lifts. Nemo in his crib remains on, and is 
discovered in the next scene. . . .) 
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Scene 5: Nemo’s Dream of  the Fourth of  July 

INSTRUMENTAL [ ♬ ] 

(As the scene is disclosed, the orchestra music is descriptive, containing suggestions of  
American national songs, “Hail Columbia” being the principal theme. 

The scene represents the Palace of  Patriotism in Slumberland. The scene is similar in general 
effect, as in perspective, to the Slumberland cartoon, but all the architecture is of  fireworks, 
firecrackers of  various sizes, Roman candles, pinwheels of  various styles, mines, cannons, 
cannonballs stacked up, cartridges, packages of  torpedoes, etc., etc. 

Upper borders of  flags and lanterns of  red, white, and blue. 

On a platform upstage, which is built of  packages of  firecrackers, is a large picture frame 
draped with American flags, which are to be drawn aside at a cue revealing the picture. This 
picture is a reproduction of  the well-known engraving of  the Declaration of  Independence, 
and the frame space must be sufficiently large for a life-size reproduction; this may occupy 
most of  the width of  the stage. 

At R. and L. are diagonal rows of  columns representing gigantic firecrackers. These are 
hollow and light in weight. Inside are men. At a cue, the men walk with the columns, joining 
in the march when required. 

Hanging back at C. is the old Liberty Bell, exact reproduction. Suspended at R. and L., are 
smaller Liberty bells, wherever and as many as practicable. These are tuned to three or more 
notes of  the scale and are played upon with hammers by chorus men. 

At R. foreground is Little Nemo, asleep in his crib, having the effect of  the small picture in 
the corner of  the large one, as in the cartoons. The crib is made to be pulled off  at a cue. The 
scene represents Nemo dreaming of  the Fourth of  July.  

The scene is disclosed in an early morning light. The red light of  sunrise floods the R. side 
around Nemo’s crib. The town clock strikes five. 

A group of  children enters: boys and girls, a Fourth of  July procession, carrying their 
firecrackers, torpedoes, flags, etc. One boy drags a toy cannon. Some toys have cap pistols. 
Betty and Sally are with them.) 

CHORUS: “On the Fourth of  July” 

CHORUS OF CHILDREN. (singing as they dance on) 
On the Fourth of  July in the morning, 
	 In the grey of  early dawn, 
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	 	 We hear the rattle 
	 	 And roar of  battle 
	 On every street and lawn. 
Young America’s up and doing. 
	 His rights there will none deny. 
	 	 The kids are busy, 
	 	 The old folks dizzy 
	 On the morning of  [the] Fourth of  July. 

	 It is fizz–bang–boom! 
From the daylight till the dark. 
	 Fizz–bang–boom! 
The day is one long lark. 
	 A feast of  noise 
	 For the girls and boys. 
	 Clear out, and give them room. 
The world belongs to the kids today 
	 And their fizz–bang–boom!! 

(The music of  the foregoing chorus is played pianissimo during the following. The children 
surround Nemo’s bed and shout, whistle, and blow horns to rouse him.) 

	 (ad lib) Nemo! Nemo! Come on out! 

BETTY. Don’t you know it’s nearly six o’clock in the morning? 

SALLY. You’re wasting the whole day. 

CHILDREN. Nemo! Nemo! 

NEMO. (awakening, sleepily) Hello, fellers! (rubs his eyes) Gee! Ain’t I sleepy, though. (sits 
up) Oh, it’s the Fourth. I forgot. Hi, fellers! Wait for me! 

(He stands up in the crib, drops off  his nightdress, and is in day dress, as in the cartoons.) 

NEMO. You see? I was all ready so I could dress quick. Wait till I get my firecrackers. 
I’ve got a big one here. 

(Jumps out of  bed and gets an enormous firecracker from under bed. Bed pulled off.) 

ALL. (during above) Hooray! Nemo! Nemo! 

(They join hands and dance in a circle.) 

NEMO. (rolling the big firecracker to C.) Say, let’s start with this feller. What’s the use of  
letting the neighbors sleep? 
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(Excitement among the children as they gather around the firecracker to light it. Ad lib talk: 
“You light it.” / “You’re scared.” / etc.) 

NEMO. (lights the firecracker) Skidoo, everybody. 

(All run to R. and L., expecting the cracker to go off. The girls cover their ears. It splutters 
and goes out. NOTE: This firecracker should be so large that its explosion is obviously 
impossible to the audience.) 

	 Something must be the matter with it. 

(The children sneak up to the firecracker cautiously with ad-lib speech: “Look out now.” / 
“Maybe it isn’t out!” / etc.) 

(The music that has accompanied the above dialogue, the refrain of  the Fourth of  July 
chorus, suddenly changes to a few bars of  “Columbia, the Gem of  the Ocean,” as the 
Goddess of  Liberty enters in a costume which is a compromise between the real Goddess of  
Liberty dress and that of  a schoolmarm: liberty cap, spectacles, white drapery, apron. Carries 
books and ferrule.)  82

MUSIC 

(“Columbia, the Gem,” etc., played softly during the following.) 

DAME LIBERTY. (ringing a bell; she speaks with a Yankee twang) Children! It’s time for 
school. 

CHILDREN. (grumbling) School!!! On the Fourth? 

DAME LIBERTY. Take your places at once. 

(Children group L. as a class on benches or stools.) 

DAME LIBERTY. (as schoolmarm) Now tell me, children, what does the Fourth of  July 
mean? 

NEMO. It means a lot of  business for the doctors. 

DAME LIBERTY. (sharply) Wrong! 

BETTY. I know! It’s Uncle Sam’s birthday! 

A ferrule is a metal band or cap placed on a rod or stick for reinforcement or protection. Perhaps “flambeau” or 82

simply “torch” was meant here? Or maybe “rule” (as in ruler)?
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DAME LIBERTY. Ah! And who can tell what happened on the first Fourth of  July? 

NEMO. It rained, as usual. 

SALLY. I know: the Declaration of  Independence was signed. 
DAME LIBERTY. Ah! And what did the Declaration of  Independence mean? 

SALLY. We wouldn’t have no more rulers in America. 

DAME LIBERTY. Right! 

NEMO. Why, we got a lot of  rulers in America. What’s the matter with the policeman, 
and the car conductor, and the janitor? 

DAME LIBERTY. Silence! Now where was the Declaration of  Independence signed? 

NEMO. (snapping fingers to answer) At the bottom. 

(Dame Liberty hammers for order.) 

BETTY. (speaking parrot-like) The Declaration of  Independence was signed at 
Phillydelphy [sic]. 

DAME LIBERTY. Right! And what did our forefathers do in Philadelphia? 

NEMO. (snapping fingers) They went to sleep.  83

DAME LIBERTY. (angry, rapping for order) No! They freed our great and glorious nation. 
(seriously) And now, children, when you are firing your firecrackers on the Fourth, 
what must you always remember? 

NEMO. Not to get burned. 

(A cheer from the children, which is the cue for the following music. As the prelude begins, the 
entire female chorus enters as Continental soldiers. The Valentine Fairy enters as a Daughter 
of  the Revolution for the solo.) 

MARCH SONG: “Remember the Old Continentals” [ ♬ ] 

VALENTINE FAIRY [as DAUGHTER OF THE REVOLUTION]. 
	 O’er the land from shore to shore, 
	 There’s a racket and a roar. 
Uncle Sam is once again a boy at play. 
	 And at night the summer air, 

Another good-natured jab at Philadelphia audiences?83
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	 With a million lights a-glare, 
Tells the world it’s Independence Day today. 
	 Bells of  Liberty we ring, 
	 And “America” we sing, 
For Old Glory is in ev’ry window set. 
	 From the Golden Gate to Maine, 
	 We have fireworks on the brain, 
But what we celebrate for, don’t forget. 

FEMALE CHORUS. 
Remember the old Continentals, 
	 Those heroes of  days of  old, 
Who fought in their ragged regimentals, 
	 So steady and brave and bold. 
At Bunker Hill and at Lexington 
	 They won immortal praise, 
Those heroes, heroes of  ’76 
	 In the old colonial days. 

DAUGHTER OF THE REVOLTUION. 
	 There was gallant Gen’ral George 
	 In his camp at Valley Forge, 
Where the soldier boys were starving and in rags. 
	 Simple-hearted, true, and brave, 
	 There their lives they gladly gave, 
With no thought of  any glory but the flag’s. 
	 Though our nation then was small, 
	 All for one, and one for all. 
Those old volunteers from workshop, farm, and field 
	 Came in answer to the call, 
	 Came to conquer or to fall 
In freedom’s fight, until the foeman reeled. 

FEMALE CHORUS. 
Remember the old Continentals, 
	 Those heroes of  days of  old, 
Who fought in their ragged regimentals, 
	 So steady and brave and bold. 
At Bunker Hill and at Lexington 
	 They won immortal praise, 
Those heroes, heroes of  ’76 
	 In the old colonial days. 
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(The flags that drape the picture frame upstage are drawn aside disclosing a life-size 
reproduction of  “The Declaration of  Independence” picture.  The men in the foreground are 84

living figures; those in the background are painted and blended in.) 

MALE CHORUS. 
Remember the old Continentals, 
	 Those heroes of  days of  old, 
Who fought in their ragged regimentals, 
	 So steady and brave and bold. 
At Bunker Hill and at Lexington 
	 They won immortal praise, . . . 

ALL. 
Those heroes, heroes of  ’76 
	 In the old colonial days. 

(Music changes to “The Star-Spangled Banner.”) 

(George Washington enters in Continental uniform. All salute him. A group of  British 
soldiers enter, Lord Cornwallis at their head. Cornwallis surrenders his sword to 
Washington. All cheer. Nemo enters as a little Uncle Sam and stands hand-in-hand with 
Washington. Tableau.) 

(As this tableau is formed, the Liberty Bell begins to ring.) 

ACT II FINALE: “Hear the Chime of  the Liberty Bell” [ ♬ ] 

(NOTE: While the female voices have the melody, the men sing “ding-dong” 
accompaniment.  The big Liberty Bell continues chiming during the ensemble.) 85

ENSEMBLE. 
Hear the chime of  the Liberty Bell! 
	 A message to the free, 
	 It rings from sea to sea. 
Ring and swing! Ring, O Liberty Bell. 
	 While proudly overhead 
	 The flag we love is spread. 
To each heart now the melodies tell 
	 The story of  the past, 
	 The glory that shall last. 
	 	 Ev’ry {Yankee/Yankee’s} heart must bound 

John Trumbull’s 1818 painting The Declaration of  Independence, which has been hanging in the rotunda 84

of  the U.S. Capitol since 1826.

This is not reflected in the vocal score.85
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	 	 When he hears the stirring sound, 
Of  the Bell, the Liberty Bell!! 

(While this is being sung, the ballet girls enter as firecrackers, rockets, pinwheels, etc., each 
with electric effect to be turned on cue. They group.) 

(Enter Dr. Pill and the Dancing Missionary, each dressed as a fire balloon.  Their heads 86

protrude from silk casings, which can be inflated near their feet. They have electric lights that 
can be illuminated on cue, their silk casings filling up at the same time, giving the impression 
of  a fire balloon being lighted and filled.) 

(The two bring a big fire balloon to C. and prepare to light and send it up. This balloon has 
a basket attachment for a passenger.) 

(During the repeated chorus, men with hammers play on the smaller tuned bells at the sides.) 

ENSEMBLE. 
Hear the chime of  the Liberty Bell! 
	 A message to the free, 
	 It rings from sea to sea. 
Ring and swing! Ring, O Liberty Bell. 
	 While proudly overhead 
	 The flag we love is spread. 
To each heart now the melodies tell 
	 The story of  the past, 
	 The glory that shall last. 
	 	 Ev’ry {Yankee/Yankee’s} heart must bound 
	 	 When he hears the stirring sound, 
Of  the Bell, the Liberty Bell!! 

(The firework girls become illuminated, the pinwheels whirling around. The firecracker girls 
use the new noiseless fireworks, which flash but cannot burn. Dr. Pill and the Missionary 
have their balloon ready to go up. As it expands and is about to start, Nemo runs and jumps 
in the basket. It starts up with him.) 

(Melodrama. Flip rushes on excitedly.) 

FLIP. Hi! What are you doing? Wait for me! 

DR. PILL. Get out of  the way. (throws Flip aside) We are all going to Slumberland. 

MISSIONARY. Going up!! 

An illuminated lantern that—like its giant relative the hot-air balloon—is made buoyant by capturing heat from a 86

small fire burning at its open base.
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(Dr. Pill lights up as a balloon. Missionary the same. They, as well as Nemo’s balloon, start 
up.) 

NEMO. Goodbye, Flip! 

FLIP. I’ll bet I get there first. 

(Flip gets a big rocket, lights it, seizes hold of  the stick, and flies off  diagonally into L. 
wings.) 

ENSEMBLE. (during above) 
Hear the chime of  the Liberty Bell! 
	 A message to the free, 
	 It rings from sea to sea. 
Ring and swing! Ring, O Liberty Bell. 
	 While proudly overhead 
	 The flag we love is spread. 
To each heart now the melodies tell 
	 The story of  the past, 
	 The glory that shall last. 
	 	 Ev’ry {Yankee/Yankee’s} heart must bound 
	 	 When he hears the Bell with stirring sound: 
Ding dong! Ding dong! 
	 Ring! 
	 	 Swing! 

(Men play the chimes; the Continental girls march. The columns of  firecrackers—with the 
men inside—join the march. The electric fireworks—the ballet girls—are all in operation. 
The living figures in the Declaration of  Independence picture keep their places till the 
balloons start up, when they all rush excitedly to the front of  the frame.) 

TABLEAU 

CURTAIN 

END OF ACT 2 

——— 
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Act Three 

Scene 1: The Deck of  a Pirate Ship 

(The scene is a section of  the deck with taffrail  at back. At least one mast, more if  87

practicable. Ropes, pulleys, chains, etc. The principal requirement of  this scene is mechanical, 
to admit of  the change of  it to the wreck, the raft scene, and the battleship. 

DISCOVERED: Captain Grouch, the pirate chief, a fierce-looking party with red beard and 
whiskers, a face like the dog-faced man. He is playing checkers at C. with Nemo, who is 
dressed in a sailor suit. 

Grouped around are the following members of  the pirate crew, all occupied in very peaceable 
pursuits: 

–Richard III reading a story to the two princes.  88

–Nero playing the fiddle  for Sally and the Candy Kid to dance. 89

–Robespierre  exhibiting a toy guillotine to the Candy Kid. 90

–Bluebeard  mending his Sunday trousers. 91

–Iago  playing with a black doll made up as Othello or a jumping jack  with 92 93

blackface. 
–Benedict Arnold and Nana Sahib  are playing marbles. 94

The rail and ornamental carving at the stern, or back, of  a ship.87

Richard, Duke of  Gloucester (1452–85), installed his two nephews, heirs to the English throne, in the Tower of  88

London and assumed the throne himself. The boys vanished, presumably killed on Richard’s command.

Nero Claudius Caesar Augustus Germanicus (37–68 CE), Roman emperor infamous for his cruelty and for 89

(supposedly) playing his fiddle as Rome burned.

Maximilien François Marie Isidore de Robespierre (1758–94), French revolutionary infamous for executing 90

anyone considered a threat to his cause during a period called the Terror.

Folk villain who murdered each in a series of  wives whose curiosity provoked them to explore a forbidden room that 91

housed the bodies of  his previous wives.

The villain of  Shakespeare’s tragedy Othello (1603?), who tricks the black title character into murdering his own 92

wife.

A doll with movable limbs.93

Indian aristocrat, born Dhondu Pant (1824–1857?), who led the unsuccessful Indian Rebellion of  1857, the 94

outbreak of  which saw the massacre of  British troops at Kanpur.
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–Mephistopheles  and the Flying Dutchman  are cooking with a chafing dish. 95 96

–Blackbeard  and Snarleyow the dog fiend  are knitting socks. 97 98

–Dick Deadeye  is holding yarn for Red Rover  to wind it. 99 100

–A pirate in picturesque costume but the makeup of  Mr. Harriman  is playing on the 101

floor with a train of  cars. 
–Another, similarly dressed with the makeup of  Mr. Rockefeller,  is playing with toy 102

oil cans. 
–Another, a butcher in pirate dress representing the Beef  Trust.  He plays with toy 103

animals: a pig and a cow.) 

OPENING SONG and CHORUS: “The Demons of  the Deep” 

(NOTE: The solo may be sung by Captain Grouch or by any other pirate. It would be 
preferable to give the solo to another, rather than the Captain, in order that the latter may 
continue his game of  checkers with Nemo.) 

[PIRATE CHORUS.] 
When we was three days out of  port, 
	 A sailing sou’-nor’-ee’, 
With a martingale,  we seen a sail. 104

The evil spirit to whom Faust sold his soul.95

In naval folklore, the captain of  a phantom ship, condemned to sail the seas forever, always against the wind.96

The pirate name of  Edward Teach (d. 1718), an English marauder who operated in the Caribbean and along the 97

southeast coast of  the American colonies.

The title dog in Frederick Marryat’s 1837 nautical novella, in which Snarleyow is the canine sidekick to a 98

ruthless English hunter-smuggler. Snarleyow had been turned into a silent film in 1903.

The functional villain in Gilbert & Sullivan’s comic operetta H.M.S. Pinafore (1878), who tells the Captain 99

of  Ralph and Josephine’s illicit plan to marry.

The title character in James Fenimore Cooper’s 1827 novel about the captain of  a supposedly phantom pirate 100

ship (also called the Red Rover) and an officer of  the Royal British Navy who sets out to find him.

E.H. “Ned” Harriman (1848–1909), American railroad executive and multimillionaire, made director of  the 101

Union Pacific Railroad in 1897.

John D. Rockefeller (1839–1937), American industrialist, founder of  the Standard Oil Company. At the time 102

of  his death, he was believed to be the wealthiest man in the world.

The National Packing Company, formed in 1902 by the merging of  Chicago’s Morris, Armour, and Swift 103

meatpacking companies. It held a near monopoly on the U.S. beef  market until its voluntarily dissolution in 1912. 

Rigging that strengthens the bowsprit (see note 108) from the underside. Much of  this lyric is deliberate nautical 104

nonsense; at times it is a sheer exercise in sailing vocabulary.

!115



	 Ahoy the capstan  lee! 105

So takin’ chew of  ’baccy or two, 
	 We hitches our jib-boom alacks. 
Then we gives a shout, “Put her head about,” 
	 And drive a couple of  tacks. 
Next we took a reef  in the topmast keel, 
	 As we piped the larboard  log. 106

So we came abaft that rakish craft, 
	 And we furled the mainmast grog. 

We’re the Demons of  the Deep: yo-ho! 
	 We dream of  crime in sleep. 
We’re a terrible case 
	 Of  disgrace to the race. 
All human life is cheap. 
Look out for us, we’re in bad: yo-ho! 
	 We’re peevish, yes and suss [“such”?]. 
Why, Captain Kidd,  whatever he did, 107

	 Wasn’t in it for a minute with us. 
Look out for us, we’re in bad: yo-ho! 
	 We’re peevish, yes and suss. 
Why, Captain Kidd, whatever he did, 
	 Wasn’t in it for a minute with us. 

We cried out then: “My bowsprit  men, 108

	 Your halyards  quick unsheath! 109

Take a gun in each of  your starboard hands 
	 And a knife in your mizzen  teeth.” 110

Then takin’ a swipe at the bosun’s  pipe, 111

	 We hoisted the taffrail pole. 

A revolving vertical cylinder used to coil rope or cable.105

Archaic term for port, or the left side of  a ship.106

William Kidd (1645–1701), Scottish privateer. Despite pleading for a pardon in Boston in 1699, he was 107

executed for piracy following a sensational trial.

The spar forming the pointed beak of  a ship; the forwardmost point of  the prow.108

Rope used for raising and lowering parts of  a sailing vessel or its flag.109

Either the mast behind the mainmast, or else the lowest sail on that mast—though the term is being used 110

nonsensically here.

A petty officer in charge of  a ship’s equipment and deck crew.111
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But we broke a rib of  the flying jib,  112

	 Which scuttled the leeward coal. 
So we fought all day in a fiendish way 
	 Till we shivered the calabash.  113

Then the spinnaker  spun the binnacle  bun, 114 115

	 Which settled that merchant’s hash. 

We’re the Demons of  the Deep: yo-ho! 
	 We dream of  crime in sleep. 
We’re a terrible case 
	 Of  disgrace to the race. 
All human life is cheap. 
Look out for us, we’re in bad: yo-ho! 
	 We’re peevish, yes and suss. 
Why, Captain Kidd, whatever he did, 
	 Wasn’t in it for a minute with us. 

(An eccentric piratical hornpipe may follow, which Nero plays on his fiddle. The pirates, 
remaining seated, go through the steps of  a hornpipe, with the “hauling down.” Business of  
“hoisting slacks,” etc.: an exact hornpipe, only danced while seated.)  116

(At end of  the dance: groups.) 

NEMO. (playing checkers with Captain Grouch) Hold on, Captain! You have to jump. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (angry) Jump! Where? 
NEMO. There! (indicates) Don’t you see?  

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (enraged) Oh! If  I could only swear! (jumps on checkerboard) 

NEMO. (jumping) Then I take three of  your men, see? 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (in a terrible rage) Oh fudge! The deuce and the very old dickens! If  
I could only swear! 

Triangular sail set forward of  the mainmast.112

Presumably a tobacco pipe fashioned from the dried shell of  the calabash gourd?113

The large three-cornered sail flown in front of  a sailing vessel, often seen catching the wind.114

Ship’s compass stand.115

“Hauling down” and “hoisting slacks” are further attempts at nautical language, not hornpipe steps, though the 116

point here is that they should be integrated as one here—all while seated.
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CANDY KID. (coming down to Captain Grouch) Well, why don’t you swear if  you want to, 
Captain? 

NEMO. I thought all pirates used bad language. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Ay, ay! So they do, my lad, so they do. But not me, not old Bill 
Grouch. Not us—eh? Lads? 

PIRATES. (sadly) Ay, ay, Captain. 

NEMO. Well, why not, Captain? You look as if  you’d enjoy swearing. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Ay, lad! So I would. Old Tom Grouch loves his language, but 
thar’s no swearing on board this ’ere pirate craft. The cook won’t let us. 

NEMO, SALLY, & CANDY KID. The cook!! 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Ay, lad! 

NEMO. Why? Doesn’t he ever swear? 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Ha! ’Tain’t no he; it’s a woman. 

CANDY KID. But can she stop you? 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (alarmed) Sh! My lads, you don’t know her. She’s a hypnotist—this 
’ere cook is. Anything she wants us to do, she hypnotizes us. Doesn’t she, lads? 

ALL PIRATES. (sadly) Ay, ay, Captain. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (to Nemo) D’ye see this ’ere crew? A month ago, they was as likely a 
bunch of  cutthroats as ever reefed a spark plug. Now look at us! Look at Richard 
the Three. Instead of  smotherin’ them kids, he reads ’em Mother Goose. Look at 
Robespierre. He used to be so proud, he cut all his friends dead. Now he uses the 
guillotine for a manicure set. Instead of  a life of  crime, what do we do? Play 
checkers—read Laura Jean,  and crochet doylies. It’s ’art-breakin’. 117

NEMO. Do you mean to say the cook has got you all hypnotized? 

ALL PIRATES. That’s the idea. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Do you know what it’s done? It has made us all woman-haters! Me 
in particular. This ’ere cook has got us all under her thumb, but if  ever any other 
woman gets aboard this ship— (threatens) Oh!!  

Laura Jean Libbey (1862–1924), American author of  sensational dime novel romances.117
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ALL PIRATES. (same business) Oh!! 

SALLY. (alarmed) Well, this is no place for me. (starts off) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. ’Old ’ard, little gal. You don’t need to be skeered none. You ain’t 
women. You’re kids, you are. Ye may be women someday, but bless ye; that ain’t 
your fault. Old Charley Grouch may be a woman-hater, but with kids, playful as a 
kitten is old Ned Grouch, eh lads? 

ALL PIRATES. Ay, ay, Captain. 

NEMO. Well, Captain, you know I beat you that game of  checkers. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (enraged) Don’t I know it! Oh, if  I could only swear! 

NEMO. And you said if  I won, you would let all us prisoners go free. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. And so you shall, lad. 

(Nemo, Sally, and Betty delighted.) 

	 You can leave the ship at once. 

CANDY KID. (eagerly) Can we leave the ship? 

SALLY. But where shall we go? 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Right off  that plank. (points to plank over the ship’s side) 

NEMO, SALLY, & CANDY KID. Off  there? 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Certain’! I told you, if  you beat me two out of  three, you was all 
free, and old Henry Grouch never busted his word to friend or foe. 

CANDY KID. Thank you, Captain. 

SALLY. You’re awfully good to us. 

NEMO. I’ll call the other prisoners, and they’ll be tickled to death to learn they are 
free. (picks up a megaphone, calls off  R.) Ahoy! Flip! Ahoy! 

FLIP. (enters R., loaded with chains) Ay, ay, sir. Morning, Captain! (salutes) 

NEMO. (calling off  with megaphone) Missionary, ahoy there! 

(The Missionary dances on, also in chains.) 
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MISSIONARY. Ay, ay, sir. Morning, Captain! 

(Salutes and stands beside Flip.) 

NEMO. (calls off  through megaphone) Ahoy! Dr. Pill! Ahoy. 

(Dr. Pill enters, chained.) 

DR. PILL. (as he enters, genial to Captain) Ay, ay, sir! Say, Captain, you don’t know how 
much I’m enjoying this sail on your yacht. I want to thank you— 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Avast! You lubber. Stow your jaw tackle. 

DR. PILL. What is this he invites me to do? 

FLIP. Stow your jaw tackle! In sailor language, that means to put on shoes without 
nails so you won’t scratch the deck. 

MISSIONARY. No, no, my friends. It comes from the Latin and means that you must 
slow down to sixty miles an hour, or you’re apt to puncture the topgallant 
fo’c’s’le.  118

NEMO. (to them) Well, fellows, it’s all right. I beat the Captain two-out-of-three, so he’s 
going to let us go. 

CANDY KID. All we have to do is walk off  that board there. (indicates the plank) 

ALL PRISONERS. Walk off  there!? 

PIRATES. That’s all! 

DR. PILL. (grasping Captain’s hand) How can I ever display my ingratitude? (overcome with 
emotion) Thank you! Thank you! 

FLIP. (to Captain) Good old Captain: you have rough whiskers, but your heart’s in the 
right place. 

MISSIONARY. (pulls Captain’s whiskers) Captain, I wish you’d give me those. I have a 
brother who is in the mattress business. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (angry) Avast there! (becoming genial) Yes, you can all leave the ship 
whenever you like. 

Topgallant forecastle (pronounced as the contraction reads), a partial deck above the forecastle, itself  a raised 118

deck at the bow of  a vessel.
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(Pirates remove chains from Dr. Pill, Missionary, and Flip.) 

ALL PRISONERS. (starting for the plank) Come on, fellows. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. ’Old ’ard there! (all turn back) If  you take the advice of  old 
Reginald Grouch, you’ll wait a while. 

ALL PRISONERS. Wait! What for? 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Wait till Alfred and Beatrice come to breakfast. 

MISSIONARY. (puzzled) Alfred? 

FLIP. Beatrice? 

DR. PILL. Please—who is Alfred and Beatrice? 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Oh just neighbors of  ours. A couple of  sharks! 

ALL CAPTIVES. (alarmed) Sharks! 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Three times a day they come alongside and ring the dinner bell, 
which is attached to the larboard watch below. Whenever we hear that bell, we 
know that Alfred and Beatrice have dropped in to take potluck with us. 

DR. PILL. (to other captives) It looks as if  we were going to be potluck. 

MISSIONARY. (sentimental) I used to have a sweetheart named Beatrice. She was awfully 
fond of  me. 

FLIP. I bet this Beatrice will like you, too. 

(Dinner bell rings over ship’s side.) 

(Flip and Missionary rush and look over.) 

DR. PILL. There is Alfred and Beatrice. (waves hand to them) 

(Dinner bell rings again.) 

	 They seem to be in a hurry. 

(Flip comes down.) 

	 (to Flip) What are the prospects? 
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FLIP. Well, they offer a very good opening for a young man like me. 

(Missionary comes down.) 

DR. PILL. (to Missionary) Did you see them? 

MISSIONARY. I did. I like Alfred best. He has a fine open countenance. I don’t care so 
much for Beatrice. Her teeth are so prominent, they spoil her looks. 

(Bell rings again.) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Right-o, my hearties! You’ll be served in a minute. (to all, politely) 
And now you can leave the ship whenever you like. Goodbye! Goodbye! 

(The pirates shake the hands of  the prisoners, very genially.) 

PIRATE CHORUS. 
We’re the Demons of  the Deep: yo-ho! 
	 We dream of  crime in sleep. 
We’re a terrible case 
	 Of  disgrace to the race. 
All human life is cheap. 
Look out for us, we’re in bad: yo-ho! 
	 We’re peevish, yes and suss. 
Why, Captain Kidd, whatever he did, 
	 Wasn’t in it for a minute with us. 

(All off  to refrain but Dr. Pill, Flip, and Missionary.) 

(Bell rings over ship’s side.) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (going last) I hope you don’t mind my old friends dropping in for a 
little bite. 

DR. PILL, FLIP, & MISSIONARY. (politely) Not at all. 

DR. PILL. Only I don’t want to drop in myself, for a big bite. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (at exit) I’m so glad you coincide with them. 
MISSIONARY. Oh, we’ll go inside all right. 

(Captain Grouch off.) 

DR. PILL. Listen, I have a plan. Do you see this? (produces a monkey wrench) 
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FLIP & MISSIONARY. (interested) Yes—yes! 

DR. PILL. (referring to Flip) He is the one to do it. We’ll let him gently into the water by a 
rope, and with this he can pull the teeth of  Alfred and Beatrice. 

FLIP & MISSIONARY. Great! 

(All delighted.) 

FLIP. But—wait a minute, maybe they object to having teeth pulled without taking 
gas. 

DR. PILL. I never thought of  that. 

MISSIONARY. I couldn’t think of  such a thing. How can you be so cruel to poor, dumb 
animals? 

(Bell rings over ship’s side. The three nervous.) 

DR. PILL. Well, I’ve got another plan. 

MISSIONARY. I trust it involves no needless cruelty. 

(Flip and Missionary are interested.) 

DR. PILL. (to Flip) Do you know how to catch fish? 

FLIP. Oh, do I! Just give me a hook and line, and I’ll show you. 

DR. PILL. Here is a line. 

(Gets a piece of  rope and gives it to Flip.) 

FLIP. Fine! Now, where’s the hook? 

DR. PILL & MISSIONARY. (searching) The hook! Where is the hook? Got the hook! 

FLIP. (triumphantly) Ah! (takes a safety pin that has fastened his clothes) Just the thing! A safety 
pin! 

(They fasten the safety pin to the rope.) 
MISSIONARY. Just a moment, please. Do you mean to say you are going to drag these 

poor things out of  the water to die of  suffocation? I object to such needless cruelty. 

FLIP. We might only catch Beatrice. 
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MISSIONARY. And leave Alfred to grieve himself  to death? No, no, I couldn’t think of  
it. 

(Bell rings over ship’s side.) 

DR. PILL. Why doesn’t somebody go to the door? 

MISSIONARY. Three maids in this house and no one to answer the bell. . . . 

FLIP. Now for the bait. What have you got? 

DR. PILL. (produces a roll of  bills) Here you are! 

MISSIONARY. My dear friend, fish don’t eat money. 

DR. PILL. Did you ever see a shark that was not after your roll? 

FLIP. Ah! I have it: a piece of  chewing gum! 

MISSIONARY & DR. PILL. Splendid! Immense! 

DR. PILL. Alfred and Beatrice will get their teeth stuck together. Then we are safe to 
leave the ship. 

MISSIONARY. And giving them the merry ha-ha,  we can swim right to the bottom. 119

FLIP. Leaving them open-mouthed with astonishment. 

DR. PILL. Good! (to Flip) Now, you go over there and fish. 

(He places Flip upstage.) 

	 And while you are distracting their attention, we will sneak away from the ship. 

(Flip throws the hook and line over the ship’s side.) 

MISSIONARY. Now is our time. 

(Dr. Pill and Missionary start to climb over the ship’s side. Bell rings. They retreat.) 

FLIP. Sh! Wait a minute. I think I’m going to get a bite. 

DR. PILL. That’s what we’re all going to get. 

To give someone “the merry ha-ha” is to laugh mockingly at his or her expense.119
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FLIP. It’s no use. Beatrice is chewing the gum, but Alfred is over there, laying for you. 

DR. PILL. (to Missionary) The trouble is, this plan, which you suggested, is no good. 

MISSIONARY. Oh, is that so? Maybe you can suggest something better. 

DR. PILL. Certainly I can. You know all pirates are extremely susceptible to the gentle 
influence of  the female sex. 

MISSIONARY. Of  course, my friend, we all know that.—Let one of  us disguise as a 
lovely and beautiful girl and make an appeal to his tender heart. 

DR. PILL. There you are! My idea! 

FLIP. Yes, but which one of  us? 

MISSIONARY. We’ll draw lots for it. 

DR. PILL. Here are three straws. Whoever draws the shortest straw must dress up like a 
pretty girl and make a smash on the Captain. 

FLIP & MISSIONARY. It’s a go. 

DR. PILL. (aside to Missionary) We’ll stick him. (meaning Flip) 

(Missionary agrees.) 

(Dr. Pill arranges straws.) 

FLIP. (aside to Missionary) We’ll give it to him! (meaning Dr. Pill) 

(Missionary agrees.) 

DR. PILL. (aside to Flip) We’ll stick him. (meaning Missionary) 

(Flip agrees.) 

	 Now—a square deal for everybody. 

(They draw straws and compare them.) 

	 By golly! They are all the same size! 

MISSIONARY. We are lost! 

FLIP. Our last chance gone! 
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DR. PILL. Wait a minute. I have an idea. As the straws are all the same length, nobody 
wins. 

MISSIONARY. The logical conclusion is we must all be pretty girls. 

FLIP. If  three of  us appeal to him at once, he can’t possibly resist us. 

DR. PILL. There is the solution of  the whole proposition. Now, when you meet the 
Captain, treat him with extreme delicatessen [sic], because you know he is a 
villain. 

MISSIONARY. One moment, my dear friend. Be careful how you speak harshly of  
villains. 

FLIP. Don’t you know the scientific guys have doped it out that a feller can’t help being 
a villain if  his face is on crooked? 

DR. PILL. Let me see! (looks at Flip’s face) By Jiminy! I guess the scientistses[?] are all 
right. 

TRIO: “Is Your Face on Straight?” 

ALL 3. [variously] 
The doctors have discovered in some funny way of  late 
That very few of  us have got our faces on quite straight. 
Most faces are one-sided in a most peculiar way, 
So this is one of  the important questions of  the day: 

	 Is my face on straight? 
	 Is my face on straight? 
I wish I had a looking glass. I want to know my fate. 
	 If  my face is on lopsided, 
	 Then to jail I should be guided. 
Now I wonder, oh I wonder, is my face on straight? 

(Short dance.) 

There’s the talky politician who aspires the land to rule. 
He says the rich man is a crook, the poor man just a fool. 
He says when he’s elected, things will move without a hitch, 
For he will make the rich man poor and make the poor man rich. 

	 Is his face on straight? 
	 Is his face on straight? 
The country, if  you hear him tell, it’s [in] an awful state. 
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	 But he’ll save the Yankee nation, 
	 Busting up each corporation. 
Now I wonder, oh I wonder, is his face on straight? 

(Dance.) 

When you come home from bus’ness, all tired out, completely beat, 
Your wifey runs to meet you with a smile and kiss so sweet. 
She runs and gets your slippers, comes and sits upon your knee, 
And says, “I’ve got the finest dinner ever you did see.” 

	 Is her face on straight? 
	 Is her face on straight? 
She tells you she’s been shopping, and she found some bargains great. 
	 Soon the C.O.D.  man hollers, 120

	 “Here’s three hats! C’let [‘collect’?] eighty dollars.” 
Now I wonder, oh I wonder, was her face on straight? 

(Dance. Encore topical verses.) 

(Dr. Pill, Missioanry, and Flip dance off.) 

(Enter Nemo and Candy Kid, each with a fishing pole.) 

NEMO. Come on, Sally,  we might as well catch some fish fer breakfast. 121

CANDY KID. All right. I love to fish. Say—how do you fish anyway? 

NEMO. Why it’s easy. Just throw the hook in the water, and then if  you see a fish, tell 
him you drop him a line {to let him know how you are/to ask him to come up 
sometime}. 

CANDY KID. It sounds easy! 

NEMO. Come on! 

(They throw lines over ship’s side.) 

CANDY KID. What are we going to catch? 

NEMO. Oh, I don’t expect to catch anything. I’m just fishing. 

Short for “cash on delivery,” payment for goods when they are delivered as opposed to the time of  purchase.120

But Little Nemo is not speaking to Sally. By this point, however, we should not be surprised. . . .121

!127



(Cat meows over side.) 

	 Sh! There’s a catfish. 

CANDY KID. And look at the little ones. 

NEMO. Kitten-fish. 

(Dog barks over side.) 

	 There’s a dog-fish. I didn’t know they let ’em out here without a muzzle. 

(Rooster crows over side.) 

CANDY KID. What kind of  a fish is that? 

NEMO. Don’t you know? That’s a chicken-halibut. She supplies the ship with fresh 
eggs every day. 

CAPTATIN GROUCH. (offstage) Belay there, you lazy lubbers! Belay! 

NEMO. There’s the Captain! Say, of  all the pirates I ever met, he’s the bummest 
checker-player. 

CANDY KID. Maybe he won’t like us to catch his fish. Let’s hide. 

(Nemo and Candy Kid hide upstage and listen.) 

(Enter Captain Grouch with a telescope followed by two acrobatic sailors, one of  whom 
carries a keg marked “GIANT POWDER.” The other carries two mops and pails.) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (as he enters) Avast, you lazy landsharks! Why don’t you do your 
work proper? Look at this deck. Ain’t been keelhauled  for a week. How can 122

anybody sleep in them mainsheets?  You never air them. 123

2 SAILORS. Ay, ay, Captain. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Look at them sails. They ain’t been dusted for a month. 

1ST SAILOR. I dusted ’em myself  this very mornin’. 

A severe form of  punishment at sea in which a sailor is dragged through the water across the bottom of  a ship, 122

either from one side to the other over the crest of  the keel, or else from bow to stern along it. As per usual, the Captain 
misuses the term here.

Ropes used for controlling the mainsail of  a ship. The Captain makes a pun on bed sheets here.123
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(Puts keg of  giant powder down.) 

2ND SAILOR. And I go over the deck every day with a carpet-sweeper. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. What! What’s this? Mutiny! Take that, you swab! And that! Don’t
—do not backtalk to old Percy Grouch. 

(Knocks sailors down.) 

NEMO. (aside) He’s mad, cause I beat him two-out-of-three. 

1ST SAILOR. (getting up) Thank you for your kind words and good advice, Captain. 

2ND SAILOR. I will say that a softer-spoken skipper than old George W. Groucher 
never reefed the anchor.  124

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (angry) Ah—stow that palaver. Put that giant powder abaft the 
fore-topgallant marlinspike.  125

SAILORS. Ay, ay, Captain. 

(They place giant powder keg at R.) 

1ST SAILOR. What’s that for, Clipper? 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Avast with your questions. That’s my secret, and I ain’t never goin’ 
to tell a soul. I’ll explain it to you. You see this here wire? 

(Uncorks a thin wire from the powder keg and attaches it to a hook at R. corner.) 

	 That’s what we call an electric kazazas[?]. Do you know what I’m going to do? If  
any woman comes aboard this one craft, by pressin’ this ’ere button, I blow the 
ship and all hands to blazes. 

ALL. (alarmed) Ah! 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (with a fiendish laugh) Ha ha ha! They don’t get the best of  old . . . 
—by the eternal starboard port! I forget my name. But no matter. Remember: 
The first woman who comes aboard this ship—we go to smithereens. 

More nautical nonsense. Reefing, however, involves rolling up strips of  a sail (“reefs”) to reduce its exposure to the 124

wind. An anchor cannot be reefed.

Abaft means in or behind the stern. Fore-topgallant describes the topmost position of  the foremast. And a 125

marlinspike is pointed metal tool used to separate individual strands of  rope or wire. Suffice it to say, what the Captain 
demands is impossible.
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(Goes up L., looking off  with telescope.) 

(Two sailors have a fit of  fright.) 

NEMO. (aside) Do you hear that? Smithereens for us! 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (looking off) Ahoy there! What’s that? A big battleship off  the 
leeward skidoo! (calls through telescope, as if  it were a megaphone) Belay there! 

(As he shouts the orders, the two sailors climb the masts and do other acrobatic “stunts.”) 

	 Climb aloft to the main keel. Reef  the spanker gig!  Hoist the weather beam!  126 127

(after various incoherent shouting through the telescope:) Haul down the black flag. 

(Sailors lower skull-and-crossbones flag.) 

	 Hoist the flag of  truce! 

(Sailors run up a red auction flag, with white letters “SALE TO-DAY.”) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (putting down telescope) Thar ye be! The man don’t live that can 
make old William Jennings Grouch lower his flag. (to two Sailors) Now, you lubbers, 
make all taut. There’s a gale on us from nor’-nor’-east by sou’, and old Timothy 
Grouch will go below and read the mornin’ paper. 

(Off.) 

(The two sailors may interpolate acrobatic specialty here if  desired, or exit after the Captain.) 

NEMO. (with telescope looking off) Say, Candy, do you see anything? 

CANDY KID. I can see our finish. 

NEMO. Isn’t that a little motorboat over there? 

CANDY KID. (with telescope) So it is. And there’s a girl in it. It looks like— 

NEMO. Hooray! It’s the Little Princess. (shouts) Princess ahoy! 

CANDY KID. She’s come to meet you, save you from the pirates, and lead you to 
Slumberland. 

A spanker is usually the aftermost, lowest sail on a ship. A gig is a long, light boat, crafted for rowing or sailing.126

The side of  a sailing vessel that faces the wind.127
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NEMO. Ahoy there—ahoy! 

CANDY KID. What does that mean, “ahoy”? 

NEMO. That’s the same as “hello,” only “hello” is for telephones and “ahoy” is for 
boats. (shouts) Ahoy! 

CANDY KID. Here she is. 

PRINCESS. (off) Nemo! Ahoy! 

NEMO. (calling over side) Can you climb that rope ladder? Or would you rather go in the 
basement door? 

PRINCESS. (off) I’ll climb up. 

NEMO & CANDY KID. (over side) Be careful there. Look out! 

PRINCESS. (appearing over shipside) Here I am, Nemo! At last! (embraces Nemo) 

CANDY KID. (jealous) Where do I come in? 

PRINCESS. You’re all the candy. 

(Embraces Candy Kid.) 

CANDY KID. Oh, but you shouldn’t come on this ship? 

PRINCESS. No? Why not? 

CANDY KID. Why, the Captain says if  a lady comes on board, he’ll blow up the ship. 

PRINCESS. Yes, but I’m not old enough to be a lady. 

NEMO. (very manly) Now—don’t worry—don’t worry. I can fix everything. 

(Goes over to R. and detaches the button referred to by the Captain. Comes to L. as he talks.) 

	 You see, I just put the electric kazazas over here, and then when the Captain 
comes to blow up the ship, he won’t be able to find it. 

PRINCESS & CANDY KID. That’s immense! Splendid! 

NEMO. (to Princess) But how did you get here, anyway? 
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PRINCESS. That motorboat belongs to the battleship of  my papa, King Morpheus. 
She’s [i.e., the motorboat is] cruising here in search of  pirates. 

CANDY KID. But this is a pirate ship. 

PRINCESS. Yes, but all pirate ships fly the black flag. 

NEMO. (very manly) Now wait a minute, don’t get nervous! I’ll fix it all right. 

(As he talks, he hauls down the red flag and runs up the pirate flag.) 

	 You see, I’ll just pull down the auction and run up the Jolly Roger. Just as easy. 
And there you are. 

PRINCESS & CANDY KID. And there we are! 

PRINCESS. Now when my papa sees that black flag, he’ll sail after us like the wind, and 
he’ll fire his big guns and just blow this ship to smithereens. 

NEMO. Just so! We’re bound to get those smithereens anyway. 

PRINCESS. One shot from King Morpheus’ big guns, and this ship will go to pieces. 

NEMO, PRINCESS, & CANDY KID. Hooray! Hooray! 

(They join hands and dance around in a circle.) 

PRINCESS. And then we three will sail on the battleship for Slumberland. 

ALL 3. T—o Slumberland! 

TRIO: “In Happy Slumberland” [ ♬ ] 

[NEMO, PRINCESS, & CANDY KID. (variously)] 
Do you believe in dreams, dear? For if  you do, I’ll tell 
About a land, a distant strand, where happiness must dwell. 
There’s no such thing as work there, and oh it would be grand 
If  we could go and always live in dreamy Slumberland! 

	 In that happy Slumberland, 
	 It is there, I understand, 
	 There’s no such thing as Bargain Day, 
	 Where women throw their cash away. 
	 	 No one hangs to straps in cars. 
	 	 No one ever has to stand. 
	 	 The rule is there: no seat, no fare, 
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	 In that happy Slumberland. 

There are no awful noises, no trolleys, and no Els,  128

No peddler with a foghorn voice to wake you with his yells. 
There are no pianolas a-working overtime. 
Hand organs are against the law. A phonograph’s a crime. 

	 In that happy Slumberland, 
	 You will find no German band 
With clarinets that whine and wheeze 
Way off  the whole darn bunch of  keys. 
	 Or if  they will not depart 
	 Just as soon as you command, 
	 You have a right to shoot at sight 
In that happy Slumberland. 

’Tis there all men are equal. No hotel clerk is king.  129

There never is a girl next door who thinks that she can sing. 
There is no fake reciter who puts the crowd to flight 
By telling you in tearful tones: “Curfew shan’t ring tonight!”  130

	 In that happy Slumberland, 
	 You will meet no glad-hand band 
To grasp you with a friendly touch. 
You never have to say, “How much?” 
	 They give transfers everywhere,  131

	 And no poisoned food is canned.  132

	 There is no highball of  wood alcohol  133

In our happy Slumberland. 

That is, elevated trains: public transport running on elevated tracks.128

Presumably a reference to John Jacob Astor IV (1864–1912), a prominent heir of  the wealthy Astor family and 129

co-founder of  the Waldorf-Astoria Hotel (1897). He was believed to be the richest man in America.

Curfew Must Not Ring Tonight, an 1867 poem by Rose Hartwick Thorpe, in which a young woman 130

physically impedes the tolling of  the “curfew bell,” the signal by which her beloved is set to be executed.

In July 1908, a court order began splitting the New York City streetcar system into separate entities, complicating 131

transfers between lines that had previously been free.

Theodore Roosevelt signed the Pure Food and Drug Act, the basis for the modern-day Food and Drug 132

Administration, into law in 1906. Its chief  proponent was Dr. Harvey W. Wiley, whose so-called poison squad studies 
aroused public fears about the safety of  preserved and processed foods.

Crude methanol made from distilled wood, causing death or blindness when ingested in large quantities. It was 133

sometimes sold as low-grade or else counterfeit whisky, often to fatal effects. A 1912 medical report implored, “It is no 
longer respectable or safe for . . . purveyors of  food and drink to substitute for them any poison their fancy dictates.”
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(Topical encore verses.) 

(Waltz refrain to which they dance off. Stage clear.) 

(Enter Flip grotesquely dressed as a woman.) 

FLIP. (pleased with himself) Oh! Just wait till the Captain sees me! I’ll bet as soon as the 
Captain sees me, he’ll say, “Little one, for your sake, I’ll send all your friends home 
in my own automobile.” Look at that hat. I got the frame for 18 cents and the 
trimmings were on mother’s old hat. Every cent this hat cost me was 18 cents. 
Except the feather, of  course; the feather was extra. That’s the tail feather of  the 
Osopherous bird. That’s the only bird in the world that lays a square egg. They 
are not good eating, but they are great for building purposes. Oh, wait till the 
Captain sees me. 

(Enter Missionary grotesquely dressed as a woman. He wears a burlesque of  the sheath 
dress.) 

MISSIONARY. (as he enters) Just wait till the Captain sees me! (sees Flip, laughs) Say, what 
kind of  an animal are you made up for? 

FLIP. You’re jealous, that’s all is the matter with you! 

MISSIONARY. The trouble is, you can’t appreciate anything. That is up-to-date. This is 
the Directory  skirt. 134

FLIP. Well, put it back in the directory quick! 

MISSIONARY. Don’t you like the back? It was the front, but I pushed it ’round. 

(Enter Dr. Pill grotesquely dressed as a woman, wearing an enormous hat.) 

DR. PILL. Say—will one of  you please hook up this peek-a-boo?  135

FLIP. (to Missionary) Look at Mrs. Trouble. 

DR. PILL. How do I look? 

MISSIONARY. I couldn’t tell you without using bad language. 

Bastardization of  the French Directoire, denoting an haute couture style popular at the turn of  the 20th 134

century, evocative, though, of  the styles popular at the turn of  the 19th century. Directoire skirts, in particular, featured 
thin silhouettes and high waistlines.

A garment covering only part of  the body, providing views of  the skin or undergarments beneath.135
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FLIP. Where did you get the lid?  136

DR. PILL. At the hardware store. Isn’t it a peach? Just wait till the Captain sees me. 

FLIP. Let him see me first. 

DR. PILL. I’ll tell you what we’ll do. We’ll let him see us all at once, and whichever he 
gets mashed on most will ask him as a favor to let us all leave the ship. 

(Bell rings on ship’s side.) 

MISSIONARY. Ah! As I live! Alfred and Beatrice! 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (offstage) What’s that? A woman on this ship? 

FLIP. There’s the Captain. Out of  the way, boys. 

DR. PILL. Don’t let him see us too sudden. 

(They go upstage and hide behind a strip of  sailcloth. Their heads appear above it.) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (entering) A woman on this ship? Bring her in here. Bring her in, I 
say. 

(Enter two sailors bringing the Princess. Pirates all enter with Nemo, Candy Kid, and Sally 
as prisoners.) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (seeing Princess) What! That little gal! Why, she ain’t no full-grown 
woman! 

NEMO. Of  course she isn’t! She’s my playmate! 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Why, she’s all right. Welcome aboard, my lass. 

PRINCESS. Thank you, Captain. 

DR. PILL. (aside to Flip and Missionary) You see. He is fond of  the ladies. 

FLIP. It looks too easy! 

MISSIONARY. Wait till he sees us. 

DR. PILL. Come on, boys, here is where we fascination him. 

A slag term for a hat.136
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(Dr. Pill, Missionary, and Flip all come down and salute.) 

DR. PILL, MISSIONARY, & FLIP. Good morning, Captain! 

(All three smile at the Captain.) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. What! 

DR. PILL. (to the others) See? I told you he’d be delighted. 

FLIP. Just wait till he sees me. 

MISSIONARY. He’s flirting with me. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Women on board this ship! Aha! At last! 

DR. PILL. (to the others) He’s tickled to death. 

(They urge each other forward.) 

FLIP. Go on! Ask him to let us go. 

ALL 3. (ad lib) You ask him. / No, I’ll ask him. / etc. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (fiercely) Don’t you know I’m a woman-hater? 

DR. PILL. He’s a regular lady-killer. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Why, I’ve sworn a solemn oath that if  a woman ever set foot on 
this ship, I’d blow up this ship with all hands. 

(Dr. Pill, Flip, and Missionary are frightened.) 

MISSIONARY. I told you, this plan of  yours was a shine.  137

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Do you see that keg of  giant powder? Do you see that button? I 
press the button, and we’re all blown to atoms. (goes to press button) 

(All scream.) 

DR. PILL. (to Flip) Here, keep my watch till I see you again. 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. (searching) Why, where is the button? 

Probably short for monkey shine, or what we might today call monkey business.137
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NEMO. (aside to Princess) I suppose I’m bad eh? 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Someone has stole the electric kazazas! 

(Bell rings over ship’s side.) 

	 Ha! Company to dinner. Into the sea with all of  them. 

(General rush of  pirates, who seize Dr. Pill, Missionary, Flip, Candy Kid, Princess, and 
Sally. The Captain chases Nemo, who runs to L., where he has placed the electric button, 
taken from R.) 

NEMO. (jumping on a stool or other elevation, threatening to press button) Stop, I say! Unhand 
the Princess! Unhand everybody! Or I press the button that blows us all to 
smithereens. 

ALL. (quailing) Smithereens! 

(Pirates release captives.) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. What! Blow up the ship with all hands! Surely you would not do 
anything so horrible? 

DR. PILL. Stingy! He wants all the fun himself ! 

(Boom of  a cannon is heard.) 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Ha! What is that? 

NEMO. (with telescope) King Morpheus’ battleship! 

CAPTAIN GROUCH. Curses! Who ran up that black flag? 

NEMO. I did! Little Nemo, the boy hero! 

ALL. Hooray! 

CAPTAIN GROUCH & PIRATES. We are lost!! 

(Music melodrama. The bombardment by the battleship begins. Hundreds of  cannonballs 
come over the ship’s side, and from R. and L. Panic on board. The ship goes to pieces. 
Darkness! Change to next scene . . .) 

END OF SCENE 1 
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Scene 2: A Raft in the Middle of  the Ocean 

(While the orchestral melodrama accompanying the bombardment continues, the scene changes 
to mid-ocean with water borders and backdrop of  the sky. 

DISCOVERED: When the scene is disclosed, Dr. Pill, Missionary, and Flip are discovered on a 
raft, standing around a small pool table. The raft is just big enough for the table with a small 
margin for them to stand on. On one corner of  the raft is a keg of  beer with a spigot, from 
which two or three glasses of  beer can be drawn. 

All are smoking cigars and playing pool. While they play, the raft is rocked by the waves. 
Flip is making a shot. The Missionary is drinking a glass of  beer.) 

DR. PILL. No land in sight! Here we have been for fifteen minutes adrift in an open-
faced raft without a drop of  water. 

MISSIONARY. (drinking glass of  beer) Oh, for a drink of  water! This thirst is burning me 
up. 

DR. PILL. You are burning the beer up. 

FLIP. And when that is gone, Heaven knows what will become of  us. The nearest land 
is a temperance town.  138

MISSIONARY. I’m hungry. Food! I must have food! 

(Grabs for the pool balls. Gets one and starts to eat it.) 

DR. PILL. (seizing Missionary) Stop him! (takes the pool ball from Missionary) Are you mad? 
Didn’t you have a ball once today? 

FLIP. (taking pool ball from Missionary) Say—are you trying to break up the game? 

DR. PILL. Each of  us had one for breakfast. It’s all we can do now to play fifteen-ball 
pool when there are only twelve balls. 

MISSIONARY. Yes, I know, dear friends. But if  you knew the gnawing pangs of  
hunger . . . (fills his glass at the keg) 

FLIP. Tomorrow we eat three more balls, and we’ll only have nine for the game. 

No doubt an allusion to A Temperance Town, a satirical farce-comedy by Charles H. Hoyt, author of  the 138

wildly successful A Trip to Chinatown, that premiered on Broadway in 1893. The play was still occasionally 
performed regionally.
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(Plays pool. The raft rocks.) 

DR. PILL. (to Missionary) That isn’t starvation, you fool. It’s indispepsin [sic]. You eat 
too fast. A nice fresh pool ball ought to last you all day. 

FLIP. Sure! You want to nibble it. A little at a time. 

MISSIONARY. But I am starving—starving! (to Flip) Hold one! It’s my shot! 

(Flip and Missionary play pool while the raft rocks.) 

DR. PILL. (aside) Curses on the luck! While they are playing, I’ll steal the balls. I will 
hide them under the nearest wave and eat them to myself. 

FLIP. (about to make a shot, to Missionary) Say—would you please hold the raft steady 
while I make this shot? 

MISSIONARY. Certainly, dear friend! (jumps in the water and holds raft) 

(While Flip is shooting, Dr. Pill steals all but one ball off  the table.) 

DR. PILL. (carefully hiding pool balls in the water) I hate to do it, but it’s my life or theirs. 

FLIP. (seeing only one ball on the table) What’s this? 

(Sees Dr. Pill “putting a pool ball in his mouth.” He palms it and blows out his face as if  
pool ball were in his mouth.) 

	 Ha! The villain! He is robbing us of  our little store of  food. (rushes at Dr. Pill) 

MISSIONARY. What! (jumps on raft) 

(Missionary and Flip choke Dr. Pill, who “swallows” the pool ball. Business.) 

	 Curses on him for a hungry traitor! 

FLIP. Overboard with him! 

(Each draws a long knife with a tin plate. A desperate struggle ensues in melodramatic style 
to tremolo music.) 

(In the course of  the fight, the long tin knives are bent all out of  shape. The raft is upset and 
is hauled off. As the raft is dragged off, the Missionary saves the keg of  beer. Dr. Pill, Flip, 
and Missionary struggle, up to their necks in water.) 

(Bell rings. A shark appears. Panic.) 
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FLIP. Look out for Alfred, boys! 

MISSIONARY. (coaxing shark) Here Alfred–Alfred! 

DR. PILL. That isn’t Alfred. It’s Beatrice! Don’t you see her Marcelle wave?  139

(Shark’s jaws open and shut, and he winks his eye. Dr. Pill sees the wink.) 

DR. PILL. (aside) She’s tipping me off  that I am right. 

FLIP. I’ll bet you any money it’s Alfred. 

(They wrangle.) 

MISSIONARY. Ten dollars it’s Alfred. 

DR. PILL. Ten dollars it’s Beatrice. 

FLIP. I’ll hold the stakes. 

(They make the bet.) 

DR. PILL. (to the shark) Wait a minute, please. (shark nods) 

FLIP. Now, how are we going to prove it? 

MISSIONARY. Ask him if  she’s he or if  him’s her. 

DR. PILL. I’ll tell you what we’ll do. You— (to Flip) Stick out your leg. If  he bites it off, 
it’s Alfred, and if  she bites it off, it’s Beatrice. 

FLIP & MISSIONARY. That’s a good idea! 

(Flip goes over to the shark and holds out his leg. The shark dives for Flip and comes up with 
a leg like Flip’s in its mouth.) 

MISSIONARY. I win! It’s Alfred! 

DR. PILL. I win! 

FLIP. I lose. 

A wavy female hairstyle created by the use of  hot curling rods or tongs, invented in France in the 1870s and 139

remaining popular in the U.S. well into the 20th century.
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MISSIONARY. Listen—perhaps if  I gave Alfred a glass of  beer, he would get clubby 
and show us the way home. 

DR. PILL. Try it. He looks like a good fellow. 
(They give the shark a glass of  beer.) 

(The shark blows the foam off  and drinks.) 

FLIP. He likes it. 

DR. PILL. (confidentially) Say, Alfred, if  you will give us a ride on your back, you can 
have the whole keg. 

(Shark nods and winks.) 

FLIP. He says “yes.” Get on his back, quick! 

(The three get on the shark’s back and are drawn off.)  
 
(NOTE! Only the shark’s head need be visible above the water. Below the water border can be 
a plank to which the shark’s head is attached, slanting upward. This plank is pulled off  as 
they exit.) 

(Orchestral music in circus style, which continues as two sailors paddle on in a canoe. 
Cannonballs come on from L., hitting sailors and upsetting their canoe. They stand in the 
water and right the canoe. One jumps in. The other tries to get in and upsets the canoe again. 
Acrobatic business ad lib, after which they wade off  carrying the canoe.) 

END OF SCENE 2 

!142



Scene 3: The Deck of  a Battleship 

(American flag displayed. Sailors in United States uniforms grouped on deck and in rigging. 
Officers at their posts. Nemo on the bridge as an admiral. The following song to be sung by a 
man in the uniform of  a captain.) 

SONG: “Give Us a Fleet”  [ ♬ ] 140

CAPTAIN. 
	 Sailor! Sailor! Whither are going, lad? 
Why is it you’re sailing to the distant, foreign strand? 
	 Sailor! Sailor! Sailing to the little lands 
Where they’re only half-awake and need a helping hand. 
	 We shall have to take {’em/them} up. 
	 Nothing else will shake {’em/them} up. 
Let our eagle bear afar our banner proud and grand! 

Give us a fleet that shall rule o’er the ocean! 
	 {Sunrise to sunset;/Kings of  the sea, from} the east to the west! 
	 	 Give us the ships 
	 	 	 {That the world shall eclipse!/To be there when we need 
them.} 
Your Uncle Sam has the men who can do all the rest. 

CHORUS. 
Give us a fleet that shall rule o’er the ocean! 
	 {Sunrise to sunset;/Kings of  the sea, from} the east to the west! 
	 	 Give us the ships 
	 	 	 {That the world shall eclipse!/To be there when we need 
them.} 
Your Uncle Sam has the men who can do all the rest. 

CAPTAIN. 
	 Sailor! Sailor! ’Round the earth you’re sailing, lad. 
Liberty is pointing out the way with flaming sword. 
	 Sailor! Sailor! All the world you’re showing, lad, 
We to fight are ready, and we’re keeping watch and ward. 
	 All our past is glorious. 
	 We can be victorious, 
If  they give us the ships we need. To wait we cannot afford. 

Give us a fleet that shall rule o’er the ocean! 

The version of  this song printed here follows Herbert’s musical setting as it appears in the published vocal score. 140

For the version appearing in the typescript libretto, see the appendix at the end of  this script (p. 142).
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	 {Sunrise to sunset;/Kings of  the sea, from} the east to the west! 
	 	 Give us the ships 
	 	 	 {That the world shall eclipse!/To be there when we need 
them.} 
Your Uncle Sam has the men who can do all the rest. 

CHORUS. 
Give us a fleet that shall rule o’er the ocean! 
	 {Sunrise to sunset;/Kings of  the sea, from} the east to the west! 
	 	 Give us the ships 
	 	 	 {That the world shall eclipse!/To be there when we need 
them.} 
Your Uncle Sam has the men who can do all the rest. 

(All but two sailors off  after song. Nemo remains.) 

NEMO. (after looking through glass) Quick! Lower a boat! Throw a rope! There are three 
men afloat on the back of  a shark. 

(Commotion onboard. Ropes thrown over ship’s side.) 

	 Now, all together, lads. Heave ho! 

(Sailors pull on ropes. Dr. Pill, Flip, and Missionary come over ship’s side. All are dressed in 
linen dusters,  automobile caps, and goggles.) 141

DR. PILL. My goodness! That’s the dustiest trip I ever took. 

(Knocks dust out of  his clothes.) 

MISSIONARY. Where is the Captain? I wish to make a complaint. 

NEMO. I am the Captain! 

DR. PILL, MISSIONARY, & FLIP. (saluting) Ay, ay, Captain. (all three recognizing him; ad lib) 
Why, it’s Nemo! / How are you? / Delighted! / etc. 

(Dr. Pill and Missionary shake hands with Nemo.) 

FLIP. (annoyed) Now, what do you think of  that? Nemo is going to get to Slumberland! 
And after all I’ve done to queer him. 

NEMO. We need three able seamen, and we’ll try to make a sailor out of  you. 

Long, loose coats worn to protect oneself  from the dust of  the road while traveling in an open motorcar.141
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DR. PILL. I’ll be the ship’s doctor. If  you get in a fight, and any of  the sailors should be 
seasick, I’ll take care of  them. 

NEMO. (to Missionary) You shall be the man behind the gun. 

MISSIONARY. Thank you. As long as I can be behind something, I don’t care. 

NEMO. I’m afraid we shall never make sailors of  you, but you can be marines. That 
will be better! (going) Remember, you are marines! 

(Exits.) 

FLIP. Marines? 

MISSIONARY. What are marines? 

DR. PILL. Don’t you know? Marines are things they tell things to, and they believe 
them. 

FLIP. No! Marines are seasick soldiers. Go and put your uniforms on, and I will show 
you what you have to do. 

(Dr. Pill and Missionary exit with burlesque of  military business.) 

FLIP. Ladies and gentlemen! I have great pleasure in announcing the appearance here 
this evening, as a special feature of  that celebrated military organization, the 
Hoohoo Zouaves,  under the command of  Captain John Smith.  The Zouaves 142 143

have just returned from their long tour in Europe, in the course of  which they 
have created a furor in all the principal cities by their marvelous exhibition drill. 
Captain John Smith himself  has been awarded the highest praise by military 
experts for the perfection to which he has brought the men of  his command, and 
it is our hope that you will enjoy the exhibition as much as the crowned heads of  
Europe enjoyed it. With these few words, I take pleasure in introducing Captain 
John Smith. 

(Exit Flip) 

(Enter Dr. Pill.) 

Originally Algerian light infantrymen who served in the French Army in Northern Africa beginning in the 1830s, 142

remembered for their flamboyantly oriental uniforms and intricate drills—but any light infantrymen patterned on these 
originals, especially certain volunteer Union regiments in the U.S. Civil War. “Hoohoo” is probably sheer primitivist 
nonsense meant to rhyme with the first syllable of  Zouave.

A nonsensical reference to the English colonist and founder of  Jamestown, Virgina, who lived c. 1580 to 1681. 143

Thanks to the Native-American “princess” Pocahontas, Smith was famously spared from execution by her tribe.
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DR. PILL. Ladies and gentlemen! It is always a pleasure to know what distinguished 
countrymen of  our own have carried the fame of  the United States into foreign 
lands. Therefore, I am sure that you will all be glad to welcome this evening the 
ever popular Hoohoo Zouaves, whose efforts to entertain you have been so 
successful in the past. Under their present commander, Captain John Smith, the 
Zouaves have created intense excitement during their recent tour abroad, and I 
feel confident that their performance will tonight be declared by you to be, if  
anything, more wonderful than ever. With these few remarks, I now introduce to 
you Captain John Smith. 

(Dr. Pill bows off.) 

(Enter Missionary.) 

MISSIONARY. Ladies and gentlemen: It is with extreme diffidence that I appear before 
you this evening. Still I know you will all be glad to hear of  the safe return of  the 
world-famous Hoohoo Zouaves from their triumphal tour of  the globe. In the 
course of  their long trip, the Zouaves, under Captain John Smith, have visited the 
capital cities of  Europe, Asia, Africa, and America. And everywhere their 
appearance has been the signal for the greatest enthusiasm. This is the first 
appearance since their return to their native land. So if  they and Captain Smith 
should be a trifle nervous, I hope you will make all due allowance. I now take 
great pleasure in introducing Captain John Smith. 

(Exit Missionary.) 

(Enter Flip.) 

FLIP. Ladies and gentlemen:—It is with great regret that I have to appear before you 
with an apology. Owing to an accident, Captain John Smith will be unable to 
appear this evening. The management has succeeded in obtaining a substitute in 
the person of  the popular Skaneateles  Marines, who will endeavor to atone for 144

the absence of  Captain John Smith by giving an exhibition of  lightning drill and 
target practice. 

(Music. Dr. Pill and Missionary enter. Flip joins them. Burlesque military evolutions done in 
the trotting step.) 

(Burlesque drills. Target practice.) 

(Exit Flip, Dr. Pill, and Missionary.) 

(Orchestral music: a hornpipe played pianissimo during dialogue.) 

A town in central New York State, in the Finger Lakes region, carved out of  the land given to soldiers in 144

compensation for their participation in the Revolutionary War. More or less: the middle of  nowhere.
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(Enter Nemo, Princess, Candy Kid, Weather Vane, Sally, Betty, and Chorus.) 

SAILOR. (at masthead) Land ho! 

NEMO. Where away?  145

SAILOR. Abaft the cook’s gallery. 

(Flip enters.) 

ALL. (ad lib) Land! / We’re in sight of  land! / etc. 

PRINCESS. (with glass) I recognize the lights of  Slumberland. 

ALL. (triumphant) Slumberland! 

PRINCESS. (to Nemo) My papa, King Morpheus, will be so glad to welcome you as my 
little playmate. 

NEMO. Gee! I’m awfully glad we got to Slumberland before I wake up [sic]. 

FLIP. Well, what do you think of  that? After all I’ve done, his Nemolets gets to 
Slumberland, and I get left. 

PRINCESS. (to Nemo) Now you’ll stay here always and be my playmate, won’t you? 

NEMO. Will I? Well, I’d just like to see anyone get me away. 

REFRAIN: “Won’t You Be My Playmate?” 

PRINCIPALS. (in couples) 
Won’t you be my playmate? 
	 Be my very best friend? 
I’ll give you all my very best toys 
	 And all my money to spend. 
Let’s you and I get married. 

CHOURS. 
Won’t you be my playmate? 
	 Be my very best friend? 
I’ll give you all my very best toys 
	 And all my money to spend. 
Let’s you and I get married. 

Nautical-speak for “In which direction?”145

!147



 (The velvet curtains descend.) 

DREAM BALLET: 

1. The Dream of  Love 

2. The Dream of  Folly 

3. The Submarine Dream 

4. The Celestial Dream 

5. The Subterranean Dream 

6. The Nightmare 
(The Valentine Fairy enters and banishes the nightmare. As the nightmare vanishes, the velvet 
curtains are drawn off  disclosing: SLUMBERLAND!) 

END OF SCENE 3 
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Scene 4: Slumberland 

(A beautiful scene. This is disclosed to a brilliant march. The Couriers of  Slumberland 
discovered. King Morpheus on his throne. 

Procession of  pages with the Little Princess, who takes place on a smaller throne beside King 
Morpheus. 

Guards enter bringing Flip in chains as a prisoner. Enter Dr. Pill and the Missionary as 
musicians at the head of  the escort of  Nemo, Candy Kid, Weather Vane, Sally, Betty, and all 
principals. 

Nemo is led by Dr. Pill and the Missionary up to the throne of  the Princess, who holds out 
her arms to him. The Valentine Fairy enters. Music pianissimo for dialogue.) 

PRINCESS. Nemo! At last! 

NEMO.                                        I thought I’d never get here. 

VALENTINE FAIRY. It is high time you little playmates met here. 

CANDY KID. I did my best to help. 

WEATHER VANE.                                      And so did I.  146

DR. PILL. My! Such ad-ventures! They would beat old Hannibal’s.  147

I’ve died a thousand deaths from sharks and cannibals. 

MISSIONARY. The Doctor must be sick. He’s talking verses. 

FLIP. The villain—me—gets his: ten thousand curses! 

FAIRY VALENTINE. In Slumberland at last we are united,  
And Nemo and the Princess both de-light-ed!  
We all recall our childhood, and it seems  
A distant heaven, a far-off  world of  dreams.  
But children of  all ages—young and old—  
May visit still that realm of  fairy gold. 

This should-be couplet appears to be missing its other rhyming half ?146

Carthaginian general who lived from 247 to 182 BCE. During the Second Punic War, he and his army surprised 147

Italy by crossing into it from the Alps, which they supposedly traversed on elephantback. 
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NEMO. (to audience) A kiss to all—from seven to seventy—and  
May you have dreams like mine in Slumberland. 

FINALE: “Won’t You Be My Valentine?” Refrain [ ♬ ] 

WOMEN. 
Won’t you be my valentine? 

MEN. 
Sweetheart mine, maid divine? 

WOMEN. 
If  you look for love sincere, . . . 

MEN. 
. . . I am here, waiting near. 

ALL. 
	 Darling, take me. 
	 Don’t forsake me. 
	 	 Be my valentine. 

	 Darling, take me. 
	 Don’t forsake me. 
	 	 Be my valentine. 

(Dance.) 

CURTAIN 

END OF PLAY 

——— 
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ALTERNATE LYRIC: “Give Us a Fleet” (Libretto Version) 

(EDITOR’S NOTE: This rather self-satisfied nationalistic lyric appears in Smith’s typescript 
libretto. The less culturally sensitive lyrics seem to have been reworked for production by 
Smith or Herbert, as the published verses differ substantially from these here.) 

CAPTAIN. 
	 Sailor! Sailor! Whither are going, lad? 
Why is it you’re sailing to the distant, foreign strand? 
	 Sailing to the little lands whose many wrongs need righting! 
People only half-awake, who do not understand. 
	 Far lands, nigh lands, where they need a helping hand, 
Sea-girt island dreaming in their calm. 
	 We shall have to take ’em up. 
	 Nothing else will shake ’em up. 
Let our eagle bear afar his branch of  Southern palm! 

Give us a fleet that shall rule o’er the ocean! 
	 Sunrise to sunset; the east to the west! 
	 	 Give us the ships 
	 	 	 That the world shall eclipse! 
We have the men who can do all the rest. 
Down in your pockets, and up with your money! 
	 You who are trying the nation to buy! 
	 	 If  you have love 
	 	 For the flag above, 
Give us a fleet that the world shall defy. 

	 Sailor! Sailor! ’Round the earth you’re going lad? 
Liberty is pointing out the way with flaming sword. 
	 Yonder in the Orient the yellow world is growing. 
Proud of  being hated, we to wait cannot afford. 
	 Build them! Build them! Bigger ships and lots of  ’em, 
Not to shed the blood but keep the peace of  all the world.	  
	 Add to fame that’s glorious 
	 The power to be victorious 
When the decks are cleared and battle’s banner in unfurled. 

Give us a fleet that shall rule o’er the ocean! 
	 Sunrise to sunset; the east to the west! 
	 	 Give us the ships 
	 	 	 That the world shall eclipse! 
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We have the men who can do all the rest. 
Down in your pockets, and up with your money! 
	 You who are trying the nation to buy! 
	 	 If  you have love 
	 	 For the flag above, 
Give us a fleet that the world shall defy. 
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ADDITIONAL SONG: “They Were Irish” 

(EDITOR’S NOTE: This song was added after Little Nemo’s opening and was published 
separately from the rest of  the score in 1909. According to a review in the Boston 
Transcript, the song was sung by Dr. Pill and the Weather Vane. But when and why 
remain mysteries.) 

The Irish race, it beats the world, I ever will maintain. 
It is a race combining all the strength of  brawn and brain, 
And all the greatest men on earth since Noah and the flood 
Ye’ll find, if  you investigate, have been of  Irish blood. 

	 They were Irish! They were Irish! 
	 Hibernians who all the world defy. 
	 Great in war and great in peace, 
	 And they form the world’s police. 
	 And still they say, “No Irish need apply.” 

King Solomon was Irish, that, the wisest of  all guys, 
His rale [sic] name was Sullivan, a fact which may surprise. 
But when he ran for king, so ancient history will quote, 
He changed his name to Solomon to catch the Jewish vote. 

	 He was Irish! Foxy Irish! 
	 He’d a hundred wives, or history’s a lie. 
	 All the Sull’vans, John and Tim, 
	 Trace their ancestry to him. 
	 And still they say, “No Irish need apply.” 

No doubt you think it strange I like the Irishman so much, 
But nearly everybody knows the Irish beat the Dutch. 
Most every fellow has some girl he’s longing to make his. 
My sweetheart is a Irisher. Bejabbers! Here she is! 

	 She is Irish! She is Irish! 
	 With a roguish Irish twinkle in her eye. 
	 Brigham Young, that Mormon grand, 
	 Sure he was a Dublin man! 
	 And still they say, “No Irish need apply.” 

Calamities you read about in papers every day, 
With rescues very thrilling in a fire or runway. 
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The man who stops the horses or braves the hottest fire 
Is gen’rally a Casey, an O’Brien, or a McGuire. 
	 They were Irish! They were Irish! 
	 Their bravery there’s no one can deny. 
	 Oh, the man behind the gun 
	 Half  the time’s an Irish one. 
	 And still they say, “No Irish need apply.”
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