*Enter the Fridge*


A play by Benjamin M. Walsh

The eccentric cast of characters:

George, a disgruntled refrigerator salesman

Tristan, the jolly bard

Loquax, who adores the sound of his voice

Serta, a pretty maid of strong whim

Cuculis, the mayor of the village

Noctua, not quite as clever as he thinks

Mustela, a sly one

Chorus of villagers

Act I: ""

Scene I: The village of Plum Bayou, Alabama. A large, wooden sign post written in large, thick, peeling blotches of black paint proclaims it such.

Enter Cuculis and Villagers from the side. Villagers begin chatting amiably among themselves, occasionally consulting Cuculis on the more puzzling matters. Enter Loquax and Serta, hand in hand.

Song: "This, the Alabamian Nation"

Loquax
Somewhere out under the stars

Far from city lights so bright

Far outside the reach of cars

Down beneath the starry night

Lies a long-forgotten place

Beautiful and lovely, too

Rolling prairies filled with space

Rolling, like the ocean blue.

Can you tell me where we are,

Far outside the reach of car?


All

This, the Alabamian nation

Great America's way-station

Located quite 'tween here and there

In the middle of nowhere

This, the Alabamian nation

Great America's way-station!


Loquax

Mystic land so far away

Mystic land that is our home

This is where we work and play

This is where we roam.

In a swamp's large smelly reaches

Lies a town of great degree

Though it sure don't smell like peaches

Plum Bayou's the place to be.

Can you tell me where we are,

Far outside the reach of car? 


All

This, the Alabamian nation

Great America's way-station

Located quite 'tween here and there

In the middle of nowhere

This, the Alabamian nation

Great America's way-station!


Cuculis

This, the town of Plum Bayou

I, the mayor of this town

Together we're the best there is

We'd win the 'Best' contest hands-down!

I rule o'er my lands with pride

With wisdom and with restraint

   Pointing at the sign.

Great esteem for noble sign,

That proclaims our place in peeling paint!

Can you tell me where we are,

Far outside the reach of car? 


All

This, the Alabamian nation

Great America's way-station

Located quite 'tween here and there

In the middle of nowhere

This, the Alabamian nation

Great America's way-station!

Song finishes.

Song: "Advisor to Our Mayor Fine"

Noctua
Advisor to our Mayor fine

I've been for seven years

Through toil, hard work, blood, and sweat

And flows of salty tears.

I've aided him through times so hard

They're painful to remember

From snow of January

Throughout to late December

I started at the bottom rung

And worked on up from there

I'm mayorial aqualung

(Metaphorically, if you care.)

And therefore, good my friends about

This village of us all

Heed my command, heed my shout

And always heed my call.

Advisor to our Mayor fine

I've been for seven years

Through toil, hard work, blood, and sweat

And flows of salty tears.


All

Advisor to our Mayor fine

He's been for seven years

Through toil, hard work, blood, and sweat

And flows of salty tears!


Noctua

This, my seventh year in office

Much you've done to humble me

But still, I persist in my duty

You have yet to crumble me!

Throughout all the maddening rushes

Deadlines to be met and all

I've been shaken, but not stirred

My walls have yet to fall!

Oh, that I might have a rest

It would be pleasant much

But I'll stay here and do my best

And so on, thus, and such

Advisor to our Mayor fine

I've been for seven years

Through toil, hard work, blood, and sweat

And flows of salty tears.


All

This, his seventh year in office

Much we've done to humble him

But still, he persists in his duty

We have yet to crumble him!

Advisor to our Mayor fine

He's been for seven years

Through toil, hard work, blood, and sweat

And flows of salty tears!


Noctua
Though I'm sure you sure don't mean to

Humble me in such a way

I will think that I have beat you

If I rally strength to stay.


All

(Though he's sure that we don't mean to

Humble him in such a way

We will keep trying to beat you

Please, Noctua, go away!)

Advisor to our Mayor fine

He's been for seven years

Through toil, hard work, blood, and sweat

And flows of salty tears!


Noctua

Advisor to our Mayor fine

I've been for seven years

Through toil, hard work, blood, and sweat

And flows of salty tears.

Song finishes.

Song: "Bardic Captain, Bardic Sarge"


Tristan

Bardic captain, bardic sarge,

I will serenade the town,

Though my belly may be large,

Do not whimper, do not frown

Though my chest is made of lard -

I am Tristan, Jolly Bard.

Though my chest is made of lard -

I am Tristan, Jolly Bard.


Villagers

Bardic captain, bardic sarge,

He will serenade the town

Though his belly may be large

We won't whimper, we won't frown

Though his chest is made of lard -

He is Tristan, Jolly Bard.

Though his chest is made of lard -

He is Tristan, Jolly Bard.


Tristan

Bardic genius, gentleman

Whose poems are brill-yant

Descendant of Satyr Pan,

Poet laureate, bard savant,

Though my gut is made of lard - 

I am Tristan, Jolly Bard.

Though my gut is made of lard - 

I am Tristan, Jolly Bard.


Villagers

Though his gut is made of lard -

He is Tristan, Jolly Bard.

Though his gut is made of lard -

He is Tristan, Jolly Bard.


Tristan
Though I am great as great can be

Though greater far than deep blue sea

Still I retain Humility

(Despite evidence Contrary.)


Villagers
Though he's as great as great can be

Though greater far than deep blue sea

Still he retains Humility

(Despite evidence Contrary.)


Tristan

Villagers

Tristan
Bardic captain, bardic king

Please shut up and let me sing

I'll sing of all and everything

Please let me do my thing!

Bardic captain, bardic king

Please shut up and let me sing!

I'll sing of all and everything

Tristan, Jolly Bard.


Villagers (respectfully)
Bardic captain, bardic king

We'll shut up to let you sing!

Sing of all and everything

Tristan, Jolly Bard.

Song finishes.

Song: "O Great Refrigerator Man"

Loquax
O great refrigerator man,

Please conceive us if you can

Though your wares are fine and good

We believe you surely should

Give our village ex'lent bargain

On your exotic fridges rare

Such as those from France and Spain

Maryland, and Delaware

Switzerland and Timbuktu

Portugal, and Katmandu

The Sahara and Alaska

Hear us, George, we kindly ask ya

Great price-slashings we endorse

Though we don't dream of using force

If our pleadings go unheeded

Soon will business well be needed

For the village of Plum Bayou

Does not want to have to pay you!


All

Great price-slashings we endorse

Though we don't dream of using force

If our pleadings go unheeded

Soon will business well be needed

For the village of Plum Bayou

Does not want to have to pay you!


Noctua
O great refrigerator man

Please conceive me if you can

Though villaging pays well enough

It's not enough to buy your stuff

George, upon your prices muse

Understand why we refuse

Though imported fridges fine

May cost to pay for strange design

While fine materials may inflate

The price of fridges, George, we hate

To pay so much for 'frigeration

All costs took into equation

Add up to quite a hefty sum

So lower prices, don't be dumb,

For the village of Plum Bayou

Does not want to have to pay you!


All
To pay so much for 'frigeration - 

All costs took into equation

Add up to quite a hefty sum

So lower prices, don't be dumb,

For the village of Plum Bayou

Does not want to have to pay you!


Serta

O great refrigerator man

Please conceive ME if you can

With all your toils of selling gone

What would you do later on?

We're your only business, darling

Keep us happy and not snarling

Lower prices down to zilch

Make your deals a steal, a filch

Money lose, and not our business

Please, kind Georgy, quick confess

When compared to our good persons

Isn't money worth far less?


All

Lower prices down to zilch

Make your deals a steal, a filch

Money lose, and not our business

Please, kind Georgy, quick confess

When compared to our good persons

Isn't money worth far less?


George
Though your business I do value

(Wonder what I'd do without you)

I must very plainly state

This conclusion that you'll hate

I cannot lower down my prices

You may count it 'mong my vices

But without your larger payments

I would not have half my raiments

'Spensive shoes, and hats so rare

Finest vestments I'd not wear

If my revenue was crippled

My extravagance'd be stippled

Blotched, blemished, and be-stained

I'd never live the same again

This my answer kindly hear

Though I value quite your per-son

I can't live for half a year

Without new shirts from Ralphie Laur-on

Rolex, shoes of Nike name

Any brand, they're all the same

No matter what their quality

A large price tag means all to me

Please support my strange obsession

Since to you I gave confession

Please don't hold me in your loathing

I need cash to pay for clothing

And I will not give you discounts

'Cause 'spensive clothes cost large amounts.

Therefore, Alabamian nation

Please persist to pay my station

Mayhaps my speech puts in tableau
My situation, Plum Bayou!


Villagers (hushed)
And he will not give us discounts

'Cause 'spensive clothes cost large amounts.

Thus, to Alabamian nation

He asks that we still pay his station

Perhaps his speech puts in tableau
His situation, Plum Bayou!


Cuculis
Good refrigerator man,

Please conceive me if you can

If your prices you're not slashing

Your business shall come to crashing

Halt, and all your fridges rare

Can sit around, for all I care

We've got many fridges here

They should last for many a year

We shall buy our fridges when

We find inexpensive salesmen

Who are willing to exist

On clothes without a brand name fine

And can dare to well subsist

Thus; then, fridges will be mine

For the village of Plum Bayou

Does not want to have to pay you!


All
We shall buy our fridges when

We find inexpensive salesmen

Who are willing to exist

On clothes without a brand name fine

And can dare to well subsist

Thus; then, fridges will be mine

For the village of Plum Bayou

Does not want to have to pay you!

George leaves the scene in disgrace. Song finishes, then curtain. End Act I (maybe).
