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Abigail


The Principal

Brenda


The School Secretary

The teachers:

Glenda  

A  first year  teacher

Doreen


Second Grade teacher

Fran


Fourth Grade

Emily


First grade

Helen


A Fifth Grade Teacher about to retire

Officer Washington
A police woman doing her job

The children:

Dierdre --a third grader

Andrew - a fifth grader

Donald  or  Donna- a third grader

Quentin - fifth grade

Robin - fifth grade

Brad - fourth grade

Henry - third grade

Annette -  a second  grader

The Office of an Elementary School, where everything happens.  Brenda, the school secretary has a desk there.  There are teachers' mailboxes, a Xerox machine, and stacks of things that come and go.  It is not huge, and every space is used up. There are lunch schedules and bus schedules posted,  children's paintings and giant masks, papier maché animal sculpture, a human skeleton or a dinosaur model, or both, science displays, large signs that say things like  "Celebrate the Friends who take care of us,"  and "Bring non perishable foods for Feed the Hungry, "  and "No Spitting."

There is an exit to the main hallway, where most people enter, and there is an exit to Principal's office where Abigial comes and goes.   Downstage there is an area where people talk to the audience. It is the teachers' voices who will speak to us from that area, and they can come and go from it at will.

Abigail, the Principal, is talking to Brenda.  Abigail is in her mid fifties, an experienced teacher who has been principal of this school for a half dozen years.  Before that she taught here, and elsewhere in the system, for over twenty-five years.   Brenda has been school secretary since her own children graduated from high school ten years ago.  

Abigail:   Sometimes I have the power to make things happen.

Brenda:    Like what?

Abigail:   I never know.  It just happens.  Things happen when I want them to.

Brenda:    Give me an example.

Abigail:   People I'm thinking about call me.

Brenda:    Sure, me, too.

Abigail:   Time stops.

Brenda:    In what way.

Abigail:   My time keeps going, but other peoples' stop.

Brenda:    It's all in how you see it.

Abigail:   No.  I do something and nobody seems to see or know it is being done, and then people pick up again without noticing.

Brenda:    Are you braggin' or complaining?

Abigail:   Do you believe in magic?

Brenda:    Make believe magic or real “magic” magic?

Abigail:   Stopping time. 

Brenda:    For how big a group ?.  Who's in and who's out?

Abigail:   I thought you didn't believe me.

Brenda:    I don't believe you, but I'm tryin' to get a handle on how massive this hallucination is.

Abigail:   Never mind.

Brenda:    Are we in some kinda time warp right now?

Abigail:   Could be.

Brenda:    Will I remember this conversation?

Abigail:   It depends.

Brenda:    On you?

Abigail:   No, on you.

Brenda:    Like will I remember if I don't remember whether I remember or not?

Abigail:   Good.

Brenda:    So who are you stoppin' this time for?

Abigail:   Children.

Brenda:    All children?

Abigail:   Yes.

Brenda:    In the world?

Abigail:   Maybe.

Brenda:    Or just in the school.

Abigail:  For the future of modern civilization.

Brenda:    Oh, that.

Abigail:   Starting now.

Brenda:    No time like the present.

Abigail:   No.

Brenda:    Are you doin' it?

Abigail:   No.  

Brenda:    How will I know?

Abigail:   You might not.

Dierdre: (a third grader, enters)   Can I have some chalk?  Mrs. Brady sent me to get some chalk, please.

Brenda:    It's in the cupboard, honey.  Over there.  Can you reach it?

Dierdre:  Yes, I can.  Thank you.

Abigail:   Dierdre.

Dierdre:   What?

Abigail:   Do you like school?

Dierdre:   Sometimes.

Abigail:   When do you like it?

Dierdre:   When Mrs. Brady reads us a story.

Abigail:   Any other time?  

Dierdre:   When I get to come to the office.

Abigail:   Why do you like to come to the office?

Dierdre:   Because I can talk to people and do things.

Brenda:    Mrs. Brady's gonna be needin' her chalk, Miss Abigail.  Or is this one of those times and Mrs. Brady isn't noticin'?

Abigail:   You can take Mrs. Brady her chalk, Dierdre.

Dierdre:   Do you like school?

Abigail:   Sometimes.

Dierdre:  When do you like it?

Abigail:   When you come to the office and talk to me.

Dierdre:   I can come back.

Brenda:    Swell.

Abigail:   You go to Mrs. Brady, now.  I'll see you another day.

Dierdre:   Good bye.

Abigail:   Good bye.

Brenda:    Good bye, honey.  

Abigail:   I want to start a war.

Brenda:    Do you mind if I  excuse myself?

Abigail:   First I'm going to blow up Toys R Us.

Brenda:    Any special reason?

Abigail:   Then I'm going to lock all the parents in San Quentin.

Brenda:    I think they shut it down.  

Abigail:   That was Alcatraz.

Brenda:    All they do is shoot movies there now,  and take tourists over on boat rides.

Abigail:   No tourists, no boat rides.

Brenda:    O.K.

Abigail:   Then I'll take the school and transport it to a mountain top in Tennessee.

Brenda:    That'll be nice.

Abigail:   Then I'm going to shoot all the doctors.

Brenda:    All the doctors?

Abigail:   Pediatricians first.  Then the lawyers.

Brenda:    You better save one out.  You're gonna need him.

Abigail:   Then the state board of education, the legislature, every do-gooder education commission, the colleges of education...

Brenda:    Are you gonna spare anyone, or is this a general holocaust?

Abigail:   It's necessary for the future of the society.

Brenda:    Take a valium.  

Abigail:   I'm going to make something happen.  I've got to make something happen.

Brenda:    O.K.  O.K.  But hurry up because the bell's in three minutes and we've got nine buses lined up out there.

Abigail:   Not today.

Brenda:    Not today, what?  I can see the buses.

Abigail:   Today is not the day.

Brenda:    For blowin' up Toys R Us?

Abigail:   For saving the world.

Brenda:    Good.  I've got a headache.

Abigail:   I'm in the front hall.  (she exits)

(bell)

(Doreen enters with Emily and Fran )

Emily:  (singing)  Time's have changed


Since the Puritans got the shock,


When they landed on Plymouth Rock

Brenda:    Ladies

Emily:  In Olden Days a Glimpse of Stocking 

Was looked on as something shocking

Fran: (singing, too) Now, Heaven Knows

Doreen, Emily, Fran:   (All joining in the singing)

Anything Goes

Brenda:    Who's on bus duty?

Doreen:  Whoops, I 'm sorry.  Oh, gosh.(she leaves)

Fran:    Run over a few for me.

Emily : (continues singing and dancing)

The world has gone mad today

And good's bad today...

Fran:    Amen.  What's that you're workin' on?

Brenda:   Next week's lunch menu.  

Fran:    Lemme see. Lemme see. .. Lasagna, mixed salad and Lemon chess squares.  Lemon chess squares!  Lemon Chess Squares!  Is the queen coming for lunch? 

Emily:    I like 'em.  

Fran:   Do you know how many eggs it takes to make lemon chess squares?  Half of them end up in the trash.

Brenda:    Tell it to the judge. You through?

Fran:    Bread and water for the little buggers.

(Abigail returns.  Doreen is behind her.)

Abigail:   There is a reason for bus duty.  The idea is to send the children home on the right bus.    

Doreen:  I'm sorry.  I got confused.  I always get confused. 

Abigail:   Rely on the bus drivers.  They know who's on their buses.  Don't try to know.  

Doreen:  I'm sorry.

Abigail:   O.K.   Sit down.  (others start to leave)
No, all of you sit down.  Anywhere.  On the floor. 

Doreen:  I'm sitting.

Fran:  I've got a dentist appointment.

Abigail:  When?

Fran:  Four o'clock?

Abigail:  This will help. All of you, just sit down, please.  Everyone.  No.  Lie down.  Lie down on the floor on your back.  Somewhere.  Anywhere.  Just do it.  Lie down on your back.  Close your eyes.

(Glenda & Helen enter.)  You two.  Lie down.

Glenda & Helen:    What?

Brenda:    Just do it.  It's that kinda day.

Abigail:   Put the chairs in the hall.  Close the door.  Lie down. ..and relax.  

Helen:  My belt's sticking in my back.

Abigail:   Take it off.  Take your shoes off.  Get comfortable. Close your eyes.

Helen:    Wake me up when my ride comes.

Abigail:   Be quiet.

Brenda:    Uh oh.

Abigail:   You, too.

Brenda:    You bet. (she goes and lies down)
Abigail:   Now relax.  Just relax.   Let all the tension flow out of your body.  Let it flow out of your feet, and your knees.  Let your arms relax, and your fingers.

Helen:  I can't do this.

Abigail:  Do it, Helen.  Do it.  Let you jaw drop, and loosen your tongue, your poor tongue that's been wagging at kids all day. 

Fran:  Blah blah blah blah blah.

Abigail:  Don't say another word, don't let another sound form in your mouth.  Now let your forehead relax.  Drop away your frown.  Be nothing, absolutely nothing.

Doreen:  Hmmmmmmm 

Abigail:  And when you can feel your body flowing into the floor and every tense muscle is free and easy, send your mind back to your childhood, to some place where you spent a lot of time, some very specific place where you went as a kid.  And let your mind build that place now, as you relax...how it smelled, how the air felt on your skin, what was under your feet, what your eyes could see wherever they looked.  And go to that place in your mind.  Go there at a specific time, a specific moment;  feel those feelings, smell those smells, remember what took you there, and how it was to be in that place. 

(They comply, drawn into the moment, one sits up and draw her arms around herknees.  Another rolls over, chin resting on hands.   All is silent for a time.  Then they start to tell each other their stories.)

Doreen:  The basement stairs.  I had a little landing where the steps turned.  The cement was cool on my arm and my cheek.  It was a small, dark place, just big enough for me.  Mother  scolded me for breaking an egg when I put the groceries away.  I said, "It's not ruined.  It's just a crack. "  Mother took the grocery bag and told me to never mind.  "Just go and play," she said.  "And never mind."   So I went to my place, and sat.   But I minded.  I really minded.

Emily:  I was under our trailer.  My brother and I had built us a room under the trailer.  He even hooked up a TV set down there.  I don't know where he got it.  We flattened out cardboard boxes for the floor.  We had a checkers set that we found in the alley .  My brother could usually beat me, but sometimes I think he let me win.   Not all the pieces were there so we made some out of bottle caps.  We fought over who had to use the bottle caps.  We'd come out when we heard Mom coming home from work.  I don't think she ever went down there.

Glenda:  I'm sorry, I have to leave.

Abigail:  What?

Helen:  Are you O.K.?

Glenda:  I'm sorry.  Leave me alone.  I just have to go.  (she exits)
Helen:  I don't know what you're after, Abigail, but she's crying.  I don't think you know what you're doing, messing with peoples' memories.  

Abigail:  I don't know what I'm doing, either,   but I've got to find somewhere to begin.  Some place back, behind where we are now.  Because where we are now isn't anywhere to be.

Helen:  I've got to go to Glenda. 

Abigail:  Yes.  Of course.  Go to Glenda.   Let's all go to Glenda.

Helen:  You're a piece of work, Abigail.

Emily:  I thought it was nice.

Brenda:  There was a swing out back of the house where I grew up, just a tire and a rope, and the grass under it was all wore off.  I was sittin in it, draggin' my bare toe in the dust and writing my name, stretchin' my leg down because I was too short to reach all the way .  And my brother came up and gave me a big push and startled me because I wasn't expectin' him.   But I held on and stayed in the swing and he pushed me high.  And then he went off to the shed to get his bike and the swing slowed down.  And when I got stopped, I looked down and my name was gone.  Except for a little of the big B.

Abigail:  Please remember the swing.  And the checkers.  And the quiet corner you went to.  

Emily:  It felt like time stopped for a moment.

Fran:  It did.

Abigail:  You see?

Brenda:  Go check if Toys R Us is burning.

Doreen:  What?

Brenda:  There's a war on.

Doreen:  My goodness.

*****

Glenda:  I can't do this.  I just can't do this. I plan, I prepare.  I make learning centers.  I have a cheerful attitude.  And today Mark said to me I needed to consider he had an allergy to chalk dust and he would have to change his seat.  So I let him change his seat and then Kathy told me she could not sit next to anyone who had been rude to her.  So I asked how Mark had been rude to her and she said Mark had said she was too short to play basketball.  So I asked Mark if he would apologize to Kathy because she could certainly play basketball if she wanted to, although maybe not professionally, but that didn't seem to matter now, but he said his father told him never to back down on the truth, so I said they would have to work it out and they said they felt it was my responsibility as the teacher to create a good learning environment.  They really said that!  Second graders! And then Annette told me that Jennifer smelled like Lysol disinfectant, and Jennifer said she did not, but of course, she does, because she is one of the kids they've had to treat for head lice, so now we can't use the drama hats but that doesn't matter because I got a notice from the testing office  that six of my kids are below expectations and I'll have to plan more math time;  so I guess we won't be doing drama any more anyway,  except that's the only way I can get Brendan to talk and to stop hitting Aaron, who his mother says has a learning deficiency  so I'm supposed to be alert for signs.  And now, this afternoon, when Abigail tells us to relax and  try to remember my childhood, I can't think of anything at all!  Nothing.  I can't remember anything before about twelve o'clock today.  I'm just blank.  I'm a total blank.  I can't do this.  I just can't do it.

Helen:  Glenda, hon, you've just got first year syndrome.  

Glenda:  I  can't do it.  I just can't do it.

Helen:  Nobody can.  It's not possible.

Glenda:  What does Abigail want from us?

Helen:  Miracles.

Glenda:  I can't do it.

Helen:  Fake it.

Glenda:  What?

Helen:  You've got two choices.  Give it all you've got.  Or fake it.  The result is the same.

Glenda:  I don't know how.

Helen:  You'll learn.  Believe me.  You'll learn.  (They exit.)
The Next Day

(Abigail enters wheeling boxes on a  hand truck.)

Brenda:  What are you doing with those?

Abigail:  Burning them.

Brenda:  You're burning the books?  

Abigail:  Just the textbooks.

Brenda:  Then the new ones are here.

Abigail:  Yep

Brenda:  So you're burning the old ones.

Abigail:  Nope

Brenda:  You're burning the new ones?

Abigail:  Brenda, do you think you know everything a fifth grader should know?

Brenda:  You know I didn't go to college.

Abigail:  You went to fifth grade, didn't you?

Brenda:  I don't remember much about it.  Miss Linden hated us kids from the projects so I stayed outta her way.  I sat in the back and read library books.  I memorized "Paul Revere's Ride."  Did you do that?  

Abigail:  And Ozymandius, King of Kings.  Look around you Mighty Monarchs and Despair"

Brenda:  Listen my children and you shall hear of the Midnight ride of Paul Revere

Abigail:  Twas' the eighteenth of April in seventy-five

Brenda:  And hardly a man is now alive

Brenda and Abigail:  Who remembers that famous day and year.

Brenda:   I remember health.  We had health.  We had pictures of the four food groups and Miss Linden asked us to identify which group  things came from.   And I remember the Emancipation Proclamation.  I drew a picture of it.  I drew it on a billboard and I drew slaves driving by it. I guess I wasn't too clear on what that was all about.

Abigail:  What would you teach fifth graders if it were up to you?

Brenda:  I suppose it would depend on what they taught in the fourth grade. 

Abigail:  Good answer.

Brenda:  The teachers are gonna be real pissed, pardon my French. 

Abigail:  You won't tell them.

Brenda:  I just work here.  I do not make policy decisions.  But I think burning books is out of line.  Nazi's burn books.  And Ku Klux Klan.

•
Abigail:  It's metaphorical.  I'm reconsidering the whole subject of text books, new and old.  Tabula rasa.  What if we had to use the world as the text book?

Brenda:  Tabula rasa?

Abigail:  Start from scratch.  Erased tablet.  Blank slate.  

Dierdre:  (entering)  Miss Abigail

Abigail:  Yes.  Dierdre.  More chalk?

DIerdre:  Can I talk to you?

Abigail:  Of course.

Dierdre:  Why are we taking these tests?

Brenda:  Where did you get that?

Dierdre:  From my desk.  I finished it and I asked  Mrs. Brady if I could come see you.

Abigail:  All right.

Dierdre: Why are we taking this test?

Abigail:  The state requires it.

Dierdre:  I know all the answers.

Abigail:  Good.  I'm glad.

Dierdre:  Some of the kids don't know the answers.

Abigail:  No.

Dierdre:  If they don't know the answers what is the good of taking the test?

Abigail:  To find out what they don't know.

Dierdre:  Everyone knows who knows what and who doesn't.  Mrs. Brady never calls on anyone who doesn't know because if they don't know they don't raise their hands.  I always know so she always calls on me.  Or else she calls on someone who doesn't know and then she calls on me. 

Abigail:  The state feels it should check on us from time to time. 

Dierdre:  Will the state punish the children who don't know?

Abigail:  Do you think they should?

Dierdre:  Who is the state?

Abigail:  Well, it's everyone who lives here, I suppose.  What do you think?

Dierdre: I think they should first teach everyone how to get the answers.  Then they wouldn't have to have the tests. 

Abigail:  Do you think everyone can learn how to get the answers?

Dierdre:  That's a hard question, Miss Abigail. 

Abigail:  That's why I asked you.

Dierdre:  Everyone understands adding and substracting.  Because we have to do that all the time.  But it's different when you see it in the book than when you count up things in real life.

Brenda:  Well, we're gonna get rid of that problem pretty quick.

Abigail:  Shhh.

Diedre:  In the book it's just numbers.  But when you count desks or figure out what's left over from a bag of Jolly Ranchers after we ate some, that's the real thing.  

Abigail:  Do you think you should be able to do it from just the numbers?

Dierdre:   I don't know.  You wouldn't always have enough Jolly Ranchers to count.   What really confuses everyone is borrowing--how you can borrow ten from the next number over, and then it is one less because you borrowed from it.  That is really hard.  Especially for the kids in the back that she never calls on.

Abigail:  Would you like to be a teacher?

Dierdre:  I can't.  I'm going to be a gynecologist.

Abigail:  Oh.  Is your father a gynecologist?

Dierdre:  No.  My Mom is.  My father is a philosophy professor, but he doesn't live with us.

Abigail:  Would you like to be a teacher just for a little while before you become a gynecologist?

Dierdre:  When?

Abigail:  Maybe tomorrow.

Dierdre:  Will tomorrow ever come?

Abigail:   Well, that's a hard question.

Dierdre:  Tomorrow is always tomorrow,  but when you get there, it is today and there is still tomorrow to come.  

Abigail:  That's true. 

Dierdre:  When something is never going to happen, my father says, "Maybe, tomorrow."  That way he never has to do it.

Abigail:  Today is Thursday.  When today is Friday, come see me.

Dierdre:  If I were a teacher I'd burn the text books, too.

Brenda:  Who said anything about burning books?

Dierdre:  You did,  before I came in.

Abigail:  Why would you burn the text books?

Dierdre: When Mrs. Brady is really cranky, she tells us to do a lesson in the book. So we read it, and then we answer the questions at the end.  But nobody cares about it.  And nobody remembers it the next time.  So what good is it?

Abigail:  I don't know.

Dierdre:  And these tests.  These tests waste a lot of time, too.  Look at me.  I'm finished and I'm down here bothering you. 

Brenda:   Can you recite "Paul Revere's Ride."

Dierdre:  No.  What is it.

Brenda:  A poem.  When you don't have somethin' to do, try learnin' that poem.  

Dierdre:  So I don't come bothering you.

Brenda:  Something like that.

Abigail:  You take that test back now, so Mrs. Brady doesn't worry.

Dierdre:  She doesn't even know I have it.

Brenda:  You take it back, like she said.

Dierdre:  O.K.  Bye, Miss Abigail.  I'll see you tomorrow.  (She exits)
Brenda:  You are makin' me so nervous.

Abigail:  I have to do something.

Brenda:  The police called again.

Abigail:  Andrew?

Brenda:  She's gonna get you thrown in jail.

Abigail:  Has she called here?

Brenda:  Twice today.

Abigail:  Did she sound...

Brenda:  ...stoned, like always.

Abigail:  Tell them I'm not giving him up.

Brenda:  I already did.  That Officer Washington.  She's a sweet woman, but she must be gettin' pretty tired of this.

Abigail:  I could just open the doors and let them all out to roam the streets.  Would it be better or worse?  

Brenda: That's a hard question, Miss Abigail. 

Abigail:  I'll ask Dierdre.

*****

Fran:  Did you ever look at the Blue Birds and the Red Birds.  I don't mean the birds.  I mean the reading groups.  Did you ever?  Don't ask them to read, just look at them.  How come the blue birds are all the poor kids from the projects?  If a boy walks through that door with black skin you can bet he's gonna start out in the blue birds.  Unless he's got designer jeans and his mom wears a business suit.  Then his color doesn't matter so much.  And if it's a girl with those cheap tennis shoes from K mart instead of pink and white Nikes with velcro straps, she's going right to the bottom.  And special education.  Why is it full of poor kids?  Angry, sullen boys--everyone with a learning disability-- if you believe the tests.   Why is that?  Now the Red Birds.  The red birds look like a Sunday back-to-school ad.  Bright nylon back packs with Walt Disney pencil boxes and thick pads of note paper.   You don't need a scientific study to make you wonder about those reading tests.  You just look at the labels on their shirts.

*****

(A fifth grader comes into the office.  He is carrying a recorder from music class, one that we can see.  He actually has another in his back pocket.  He is small for his age and withdrawn.)

Abigail:  Andrew.  Hello. 

(Andrew doesn't speak.) 

Abigail:  Can I do something for you?  Did Mrs. Helen send you here? 

Andrew:  Music.

Abigail:  Yes.  That is music.  It's a recorder.  Do you play it?

Andrew:  You.

Abigail:  Do you want me to play it?  I don't know.  Perhaps I can.  But that is your recorder.

Andrew:  Music.  (He hands her another recorder.)  

Abigail:  Oh.  You brought me a recorder, too. 

Andrew:  You.

Abigail:  Will you show me?

(These are the simple recorders used in basic music classes.  He places his fingers on the holes.  Abigail follows his directions.)

Abigail:  I see.  Right hand here.  These fingers.  Left hand, so.

Andrew:  Mouth.

Abigail:  Yes.  Stop talking and put it in my mouth.

(She does so, and plays a note.  Andrew shakes his head. And demonstrates.  She tries again and makes a clearer sound.  They play a scale together.  He then plays "Mary Had A Little Lamb" one phrase at a time, and Abigail mimics him.)
Andrew:  Music.

Abigail:  We made music.  That was lovely.  Thank you for teaching me.  (She tries to hand it back to him, but he shakes his head.)

Andrew:  Music.

Abigail:  Is there more?  Should we play  more?

Andrew:  More.

Abigail:  Yes, more.  Should we play more?

Andrew:  You.

Abigail:  I don't know any more, Andrew.  You have to teach me.  Will you show me?

(Andrew picks up the recorder and plays a sweet little melancholy melody,   "La Petite Hirondelle." Abigail tries but makes a mistake.)
Andrew:  No!  (He takes it away from her.)
Abigail:  I'm sorry.  I don't know how to do it.

Andrew:  Music.

Abigail:  I don't know how to make music as well as you.  You have to help me.

Andrew:  You.  (He plays for her a simple harmonic line to his melody.  She practices it with him.  Then he plays his own part, and she plays the harmony. )  

Abigail:  Music.

Andrew:  More.

Abigail:  More music.  (They repeat their tune, and he goes on to play still another section, leaving her behind.  He comes back to the tune they have played, and she rejoins him.)

Helen:  (enters)  Andrew.  There you are.  You wandered away, and Miss Abigail forgot to send you back.  

Abigail:  Who is watching your class?

Helen:  Don't you worry about me.   I know my job.  Why don't you worry about who is running the school?  

Abigail:  Helen...

Helen:  Andrew needs every minute in the classroom he can get.  

Abigail:  Perhaps he needs a little more than that.

Andrew:  More

Helen:   After thirty years I think I'm qualified to know what a fifth grader needs.  You just help us do our jobs.  All right?  

Abigail:  Andrew and I were playing music.

Helen:  Is that why his mother calls for him every day?  Maybe she isn't nuts.  Maybe she thinks playing tunes with the principal isn't what she sent him here to do.

Andrew:  Music.

Helen:  Right.  Music.

Abigail:   We were talking.

Helen:  He can't put two words together.

Abigail:  You go back with Mrs. Helen, Andrew.  We'll make music another time.

Andrew:  More music.

Helen:  Over my dead body...Brenda. (calling out)

Brenda:  (from Abigail's office)  Yes?

Helen:   May I ask you a favor. (Brenda enters from other office)  Will you walk back to my room with Andrew and look in on things.

Brenda:  Come along, Andrew. (Andrew exits with Brenda)
Helen:  I'm sick of this, Abigail.

Abigail:  You can't see what I can see.

Helen:   She's the boy's mother and the law is on her side.  Home schooling.  You know it.  She has a right.

Abigail:  A  mother does not always know best.

Helen:    What makes you the judge of that?

Abigail:  I want what's good for them.

Helen:  I want what their parents want.  They're the taxpayers.  They're the customers.

Abigail:  I watched pearl sorters last summer on my trip to Japan.  

Helen:  So?

Abigail:  A line of women in blue smocks sit all day separating pearls.  They toss out the really bad ones right away and grind them up for pearlized paint.  And the best, the most exotic, the most luminous?  They get picked out right away, too.  The rest are sized and weighed and matched until the customer  knows exactly what he's getting.  

Helen:  I know what you're doing.

Abigail:  I can see all those hands, like a room full of concert pianists, flying over the pearls.  Clinical, unmerciful hands--what will it be...the grinder or the ear of a pampered princess?

Helen:  I am not a pearl sorter.

Abigail:  Is that what we're paid to do?

Helen:  We are cogs of a big machine, Abigail, a big railroad engine roaring down the tracks, and we don't know who's driving or where it's going.

Abigail:  I have to stop it.

Helen:  Don't expect everyone to go along with you.

Abigail:  I picked up a feather the other day, on the edge of the woods.  It was lovely, blue, with black horizontal stripes, probably a jay.  I handed it to a kindergarten child.  And do you know what he said to me?

Helen:  I'm sure I don't.

Abigail:  He said, "Is it dirty?"  "Is it dirty?!"  I can see his mother in the park.  He reaches down to pick up something and "No! " she says.  "It's dirty."  and she makes a nasty face.

Helen:  What did you say to him?

Abigail:  Is the world so odious that a child cannot pick up a feather from the ground? 

Helen:  She's just protecting the kid from whatever diseases dead animals carry.

Abigail:  I didn't hand him a rotting carcass.  I gave him a lovely striped feather.  Surely there is a difference that even a child can see.

Helen:  Abigail, you live in a world that doesn't exist any more and you can't face it.  You think you can ignore these parents who want their kids to have all the good in life and none of the bad. Lord love a duck, Abigail, there's  more child specialists out there than they've discovered diseases for.  Look at those little Guess jeans and baby Benneton sweatshirts that come to our school.

Abigail:  Not for all the children.

Helen:  And God forbid your darling boy isn't doing algebra in the second grade.  They'll want a remedial program for him.  Pay attention, Abigail.  That's the world we live in.

Abigail:  What happens when everyone's  goal in life is to get ahead of everyone else?   

Helen:  It's called capitalism. 

Abigail:  I can fight it.

Helen:  With striped bird feathers?   

Abigail:  Parents want to sanitize everything for their children-- sweep away all danger, all risk.  I think life requires a little danger.  What happened to curiosity?  Wonder? 

Helen:  Abigail, you're becoming a crackpot.  Next you'll be out there with the flat earth society. 

Abigail:  I don't want us to go backward.  I just want forward to be in a different direction.  

Helen:  Abigail, just run the school.  Don't try to run the world. 

Abigail:  Helen, do you have a TV?

Helen:  Of course.

Abigail:  Do you watch it?

Helen:  What are you asking me?

Abigail:  How much time do you watch TV?

Helen:  A couple of hours a day, I suppose.  A cop show or a lawyer show..that's about all there is.  

Abigail:  Do you like TV?

Helen:  Not everything on TV, no.

Abigail:  But do you like it?

Helen:  I never thought about it.  I watch it.  So, I guess I like it.

Abigail:  I think I'll go on TV.

Helen:  What in God's name would you do?  You can't sing.

Abigail:  If I were on TV, people would think I had something important to say.

Helen:  You can't just "go on TV."  You can't just walk in and say "put me on TV." 

Abigail:  But look at these people who put themselves on TV--vile people, like tele-evangelists taking peoples' savings...and Irving Nussbaum.  

Helen:  Who?

Abigail:  Irving Nussbaum,  New York Carpet World.   Nobody asked him, and he's a TV star!.

Helen:  Well, of course, you can buy your way on television.  Do you have a million dollars?

Abigail:  Do you remember Gladys Glover?

Helen:  Should I?

Abigail:  Judy Holiday movie.  Gladys  Glover always wanted to be famous so she took all her savings and had her name put on seven billboards.  And pretty soon she was famous.  All sorts of people wanted to meet her.  Some guy fell in love with her and married her...but that's Hollywood.  

Helen:   Try to stay focused, Abigail.

Abigail:  I think what people want today is simultaneity.  

Helen:  What?

Abigail:  They want to have everything all at once.

Helen:  Money, good looks?

Abigail:  Think of it.  Telephone answering machines and beepers,  so you can be in your office and somewhere else at the same time.  And channel switchers so you can see everything on all the channels, and interactive satellites so you can be all over the globe, and electronic mail... And take-out food, so you can eat and drive at the same time,  and car phones.

Helen:  I don't get it.

Abigail:  No interference.  No delays.   No discomfort.

Helen:  Why not?  Me, too.  I want it all, too.  But right now I have to get back to class.

Abigail:  What  happens to time?  The time we need.  The things that take time?  What happens to that?

Helen:  We don’t have time for it.

Abigail:  Computer chips.  Electronics.   TV.  That's the key to instant everything.  Maybe I can fool them.  Maybe that’s how we make time stop.  

Helen:  Abigail, you’re losing it. 

Abigail :  think I know what we need, Helen.  Thank you.  You've been a great help.

Helen:  Don’t include me in this.  Wherever  you're headed, I'm not going there.

Abigail:  I will fix it.  I will fix it .  Time.  I just have to stop time.   (she exits)

*****

Helen:   One year and one semester and I can retire.  Thirty-five years.  You hate to say you've seen it all, but, well, I've seen it all.   You name it, we tried it.  Phonetics were in; phonetics were out.  Graded reading groups today-- non-graded reading groups tomorrow.  We wrote performance objectives.  We threw them out. What ain't we got? Film strips and slide tapes and Encyclopedia Britannica movies.  Individual performance inventories and individual education plans.  Career education, bi-lingual education, special education, sex education, computer literacy,  presidential fitness, multi-cultural education, global education, environmental education, earth day, science fair, book fair, music in our schools week, new math, old math -- It gives me a headache.

When I started here a lot of the gals just had two years of normal school.  Some of the best teachers I ever knew.  Berta Limehouse.  Berta had  shoe boxes full of file cards and every card had a lesson on it.  She had them alphabetically:  art , geography, history, math,  music, reading , science, and miscellaneous.  Every time she heard a good one it went in a box. She saved my life when I came here--fresh out of college and dumb as a  cow.  We still thumb through those cards and she's been retired ten years.  

One hundred and eighty days--minus snow days and parent conferences and field trips. Legislators breathing down your neck--everyone's an expert on education because they went to school once.  Some Dad tells me about what he did when he was in the fifth grade.  Fine.  Come on over here.  You wouldn't last an hour.  And I'd even give you Berta's boxes.

It's time for me to quit.  When you start saying "this stuff looks like what we were doing twenty-five years ago" you know you've got to step aside.  No one wants to hear it.

Go to a conference and get renewed, they say.  Well, they can't renew me any more.  I'm like one of those old library cards.  The lines are all filled in.  This disk is full--save on a new disk.  Sure I've even learned to work a computer.  

Now Abigail, I don't know where she gets it.  Probably made a pact with the devil--or else she's a little loony.  Or both.  But not me.  I'm counting the days.  Florida, and a little RV to visit the grandchildren with, if those selfish kids I raised ever give me any.   (she exits)

Brenda:  What are you doin at the window.  The rain's coming in.

Abigail:  I'm thinking of flying a kite.

Brenda:  You gonna try to electrocute Andrew's Mom?

Abigail:  What happens when you have a child?  

Brenda:  What do you mean?

Abigail:  Does it automatically lower your IQ.?  

Brenda:  It sure does narrow your focus.

Abigail:  I watched a father playing ball with his boy--a third grader.  He had a whole pile of balls so the boy could keep hitting without having to run after them each time.  But when the pile was gone, the father chased all the balls down and the boy just stood there.

Brenda:  A star is born.

Abigail:  Yesterday  Annette came in from gym with a sting from a tiny sweat bee.  It was still crushed between her fingers.  About the size of an ant. 

Brenda:   I wondered what she was cryin' about.  

Abigail:  She wanted to go to the emergency room.  Beth put some Bactine on it and it turned into a little bump.  Today her mother sent a note so she wouldn't have to go out for PE any more because it's too dangerous.

Brenda:  My daddy used to say, "you stop cryin' or I'll give you somethin' to cry about."  He never did anything, but it got my attention.

Abigail:  It's very confusing.  What the law wants, what the parents want, what I want, what the children want.  If I had had children of my own?  Would that have made a difference?   Would I be better at this? 

(Police Officer Washington enters.  She has a paper.)

Police Officer:  Miss Abigail?

Brenda: Hi.  

Police Officer:  She's gotten a court order.   She says you're interfering with her parental rights and exerting undue influence.  This is a court order, Miss Abigail.  I'm an officer of the court.  I have to take him away.  I'm sorry.  It's my job.

Brenda:  How can that woman get a court order?  She hasn't been sober in two months.

Police Officer:  She probably got herself some slimy lawyer.

Abigail:  What happens to me if I don't give him up?

Police Officer:  You're in contempt of court, and they can put you in jail.

Brenda:  They wouldn't do that! 

Police Officer:  They've done worse.

Abigail:  You've seen him.  You've seen the look on his face.   

Police Officer:   Yes, I have.

Abigail:  I doubt if we can find him, Officer.  I don't think he's anywhere that I could get to him just now.

Police Officer:  Miss Abigail, I have a lot of respect for you but I'm an officer of the court and I have to carry out this order.

Abigail:   If you search the building I think you'll find that Andrew has run away, don't you Brenda?

Brenda:  Excuse me.  (She exits.)
Police Officer:  If you think he's abused you can file a complaint.  You know that.

Abigail:  There are many ways to abuse a child.   Andrew's mother loves him, I expect.  What do I know, except those frightened eyes and that locked up mind.  One law says we must keep him in school.  And now another says I'm supposed to let her take him home where  something terrible happens to him.  You took an oath to uphold the law.  I understand.  But there are laws and laws.

Police Officer:  I have a court order.

Abigail:  You're free to search the school.

Police Officer:  What am I supposed to do?  Go into every room and ask if anyone has seen Andrew?  Miss Abigail, please.

Abigail:   I'm not trying to make you look foolish.   Take my word for it.  He can't be found.

Police Officer:  I'll be back.  It's only a matter of  hours.

Abigail:  I understand.  (The officer exits.  Brenda reappears with Andrew.)
Andrew:  Momma?

Abigail:  She's not here, Andrew.  She's at home.

Andrew:  No!

Abigail:  You may stay here, Andrew.  

Andrew:  Stay .

Abigail: I'll take you back to Mrs. Helen's room, Andrew.

Andrew:  Music.

Abigail:  Another time.  Mrs. Helen is waiting for you.   (They exit)
(Glenda enters as they leave) 

Brenda:  What’s up? 

Glenda:  Miss Abigail wants to see me.

Brenda:  She’ll be right back.

Glenda:   She's going to fire me isn't she.  I mean there's no way she's going to renew my contract.  That's why she called me in here isn't it.

Brenda:  I doubt that. 

Glenda:  Because it's impossible.  Abigail can be creative, and break all the rules, and have the kids eating out of the palm of her hand.  But they just treat me like toilet paper.  They wipe up their do do with me and  toss me in the can.

Brenda:  A lot of days it feels like that.

Glenda:  Did you get another call from some know-it-all mom because I failed to set the proper educational tone?  Do they get this on the talk shows?

Brenda:  Can I get you a cup of tea? 

Glenda:  Oh no, I'm right.  She is going to can me.  

Brenda:  Honey, take a cup of tea and a few deep breaths.  You aren't in any place that every woman in this building hasn't been before you.  

Glenda:  I told Henry McIntire he couldn't reprogram the Macs to come up only on his code command and he said he'd infect them with a virus if I tried to control his computer time, so I said he was suspended from further use until we could negotiate a settlement.  Is that it?  No.  I bet it was Alison. 

Brenda:  Little Alison Lawton?  She never takes her eyes off the floor. 

Glenda:  That's it.  That's just it.  Gordon Greeley laid down on the floor in front of her and said, "Look me in the eye, Alison," and I said to get up, but before he could move Alison threw up right in his face.

Brenda:  Oh yeah, Laurene told me about the mess.  I didn't know the story.

Glenda:  What if she never comes back to school?

Brenda: Laurene?  She cleans up one of those a week.  Five or ten in flu season.

Glenda:  No.  Alison.  She went home.  

Brenda:  That happens.

Glenda:  I didn't lose Michael Jamison's test results.  I really didn't.  He chewed the corner off and it wouldn't go through the op scan, but I kept it and hand scored it.  I have the whole thing in the record.

Brenda:  Deep breaths, honey. Deep breaths.  

End of Part One

ABIGAIL

Part Two

Emily:  People think Abigail is nuts, but if I have to work for one more little boy principal I'll go get a job as a checkout at the supermarket.  I swear I will. The old farts downtown see a guy teaching elementary school and all they can think of is how to get him a better job.  They pull him into central office, send him to night school to finish his master's degree, and then sic him onto us.   He thinks because he's had one year of teaching and a graduate degree in administration he's destined to become a big educational leader.  He's full of the latest research on learning curves and he thinks if he puts a bunch of statistics on the overhead we'll all drool like schoolgirls.  Memo's.  They send us memo's and xeroxes of magazine articles.  They're always at the computer working on the budget.  God forbid they should talk to us.  And they go apeshit over tests. 

It doesn't matter anyway, because in a couple of years they'll get him a really important job as the guidance counselor at the high school and we'll go through it all again. 

So Abigail is crazy. But  she's taught every grade in this building. It's her wild schemes that have kept us going--turning the whole school into a jungle, or getting us to be our Grandmothers on  grandmother day.  I never thought about my grandmother, really, until then.  My grandmother was a teacher, too.  She held off drunken fathers that were twice as big as her.  

One fall Abigail and Beth taught everybody square dancing,  out on the playground, instead of gym.  Three hundred kids and teachers swinging partners and allemanding left.  We got really good.  But then she got in trouble because we didn't compete in the district soccer league.  

During Abigail's reading hour--we all just read.  Brenda, our secretary, and our custodian, Laurene--we all just read, for a whole hour every Monday, Wednesday and Friday.  Whatever we want, but we just read.  The little kids read to each other.  If anybody comes through the door they have to sit down and read too.  Abigail sends them to the library.  She won't talk to them.   Not even the parents.  Some say its menopause. But she doesn't send us xeroxes...And she taught Brenda how to do the budget.    

(Abigail comes in pushing a big TV monitor on a stand.  She plugs it in and goes out.  Then she returns with a video camera and a VCR.  Brenda is working at her desk pretending not to notice.  Finally...)
Brenda:  I give.  What are you doing?

Abigail: Just a minute.

Brenda:  Does Mrs. Riley know you've got that stuff?

Abigail:  Of course.

Brenda:  Why don't I believe you?

Abigail:  Gail Riley guards this equipment as if it were the Holy Grail.

Brenda:  I know that.

Abigail:  She's at the book fair.

Brenda:  Oh lord, give me strength.

Abigail:  Get Bradley Ronkowski in here.

Brenda:  And Henry Mc Intire?

Abigail:  Why Henry?

Brenda:  He's been reprogrammin' Glenda's PC's.

Abigail:  Oh.

Brenda:  I don't know what game you're playin, but I can see the ball park from here.

Abigail:  I've got to think.  

Brenda:  Officer Washington called again.

Abigail:  I saw the message.

Brenda:  If you're gonna be stoppin the clock any time soon you better figure her into it.

Abigail:  I know.  I've got to think.

Brenda:  You said that.

Abigail:  I know.  (She exits into her office.)
Fran:  (entering with Emily and Doreen)  Where are they?

Brenda:  What?

Fran:  The children told me.  The new books are here and Abigail is going to burn them.

Brenda:  The children don't always get the whole story.

Emily:  If we're going to burn them, I want to help.

Fran:   I've got to pee first.  

Emily:  Elementary teachers give up peeing.

Brenda:  Watch your mouth, O.K.?

Fran:  Brenda, what do you know?

Brenda:  I just work here.

Emily:  Did she burn the schedule?  Did she burn the tests?

Brenda:  Last I heard she was burning Toys R Us.

Emily:  Just the Barbie Dolls and GI Joes, I hope.  I need the cheap diapers.

Fran:  And the snugglies, and the back carriers, and the car seats.

Brenda:  Where was all that stuff when I was luggin' my kids around?

Doreen:  She didn't really burn anything, did she?  I mean, she wouldn't really burn something , would she?

Brenda:  What do you think, Doreen?

Doreen:  I think I should not take it literally.

Brenda:  Good girl.

Fran:  If Helen gets wind of this she'll bust a gut.

Emily:  Let's burn the attendance chart.  I want to burn the report cards.

Brenda:  (calling)  Abigail, you get out here.  I'm not runnin interference for one more second.  

Fran:  And Glenda.  My god, don't tell Glenda.  She's hyperventilating now.

Abigail:  (entering) What is it I should not tell Glenda?

Emily:  Get me the matches.  Get me a blow torch.  Think of all the closet space.

Fran:  What's the story on the books?

Abigail:  Let me ask you a question.


Fran:  No fair.  I asked you first.

Abigail:  Doreen.  Be the judge.  Do I get my question or not?

Doreen:  I don't know.  I mean.  Yes.  Well, no.  I really don't know.

Abigail:  Call it.

Doreen:  Sure.  

Fran:  Sure, what.

Doreen:  Sure, ask your question.

Fran:  Brown noser.

Doreen:  I'm sorry.

Emily:  Leave her alone.

Abigail:  What chance is there, do you think, that the new text books will be better than the old ones?

Fran:  Odds?  

Abigail:  Sure.  Odds.  Make a prediction.

Fran:  One in ten?

Emily:  One in a thousand.

Abigail:  Doreen?

Doreen:  I don't understand about odds.  

Fran:  What about textbooks?

Doreen:  Oh.  The textbooks.  Gerald Lambroth likes them.

Emily:  Gerald Lambroth?

Doreen:  Yes.  He liked them...when he was in my class.

Emily:  Gerald does every lesson the first two weeks and then he hands them in when they're due.  He's weird.

Doreen:  I liked Gerald.  He knew the difference between Guyana and New Guinea.

Fran:  I thought it was Ghana.

Doreen:  That's in Africa.  Guyana's in South America.  

Emily:  Where's New Guinea?

Fran:  In the Pacific over by Australia.

Doreen:  Are you thinking of New Zealand?  

Abigail:  Ask Gerald.  I want to know about text books.

Fran:  Well, there's always the question of what we're supposed to cover.

Emily: Who said Harcourt Brace decides the curriculum? 

Doreen:  I like the teachers' manuals.  I show the kids the teachers' manuals.  

Fran:  What about when you want to have them all doing the same thing at the same time.

Emily:  How do you do that?  I can never do that.  I pretend to do that.  But it never really happens.  

Doreen:  The children like my  old geology textbook because it has a table with the dinosaurs and the trilobites.

Fran:  You teach trilobites in the first grade?

Doreen:  I'm sorry.  Do you teach them in fourth?  I could stop teaching them, but the children are so interested.

Fran:  No, honey.  Go ahead. I just asked.

Abigail:  There are better ways to spend the money.  

Fran:  Computers?

Doreen:  I like computers.

Fran:  School without text books?

Emily:  What would they hit each other with? 

Abigail:  School books. School art, school math, school writing.   Do we teach anything?  Or just school? 

Emily:  Come on.  What else do we know?  We're teachers because we've always been good at school.  

Doreen:  I wasn't.  I mean, I hated school after the fifth grade.

Fran:  Don't say anything more.

Abigail:  No.  It's no wonder.  The world isn't anything like school.  The children play along, or they tune out, or they make drawings to keep from being bored to death.  

Fran:  What about the ones who are good at school?

Emily:  We'll encourage them to be teachers.

Abigail:  You figure it out.  They've got to read books, I know. But they've got to learn from maps, and videos, and newspapers, and house plans and the diagram to wire your stereo,  

Emily:  and songs and stories

Abigail:  and dirt, and seeds,  and feathers that fall from birds in the sky

Fran:  I'm not going to be the one to tell Helen.

Doreen:  So are you going to burn the books or not?

Fran:  Doreen.

Emily:  If they fire you and send us one of those jerks from downtown, I'm never going to forgive you.

(Dierdre enters.)  

Fran:  Shoot, the little buggers are back from gym.   I didn't get to the potty.

Emily:  What they don't teach you in college.

 (they start out)

Doreen:  I don't think she's going to burn the text books.

Fran:  No, Doreen.  (They're gone.)

*****

Doreen:  Excuse me.  I don't mean to take a lot of your time, but I sometimes get confused by what goes on around here.    My mother was a really serious person.  I believe that people mean what they say.  Which I think is good, of course, but it means that I don't usually get jokes.  I mean, I take things for real. The problem is, If you don't get jokes people treat you like you're stupid.  And if people treat you like you're stupid, eventually you become stupid.  People roll their eyes back before you even open your mouth.  So after a while you don't say anything any more. You start to hang around with quiet people, and you smile a lot.  I don't think I was shy as a girl, but now I'm pretty much scared to say a word.  I apologize all the time. Like now. 

I think that's why my advisor told me to go into elementary education.  He thinks you don't have to know anything to be an elementary teacher.  Really.  If they think you're a dumb girl they tell you to go into elementary education.   And that's the way they taught us-- like we were stupid.  Like we were going to spend the rest of our lives talking to six year olds so we weren't really important enough to bother with.  Education theory and psychology, and then children's literature, which I liked.  But no real books.  Dumb women who aren't going to do anything important--just take on the education of the next generation.  Which is really ironic if you get it. 

But then came student teaching.   They gave me to Abigail.  Can you imagine it?  She asked me whether I thought we should teach about atomic energy as a good thing or a bad thing. She really asked my opinion.   She sent me to the airport to talk to the nuclear protesters...the ones who loved Jane Fonda and the ones who hated her.  It scared me to death. 

And then she gave me a pile of peanut shells and asked me to figure out how to teach fractions.  I was sitting there, splitting them in half, and quarters--and suddenly I understood why, when you divide fractions, you actually end up multiplying.  I mean if you divide something in half then you have two things.  So it's two times one.  Of course they are smaller, but that's what denominators and numerators are all about, and turning them upside down... Well, you know what I mean.  It was amazing.  I had wondered  about that since the fifth grade.    

The first time I saw Abigail, she was under the desk and the children were working on how to get her to come out.  She said they had to come up with something that would make her unable to stay under the desk.  Do you know what they did?  They decided to be perfectly quiet!  She couldn't stand it.   Then she read them the Japanese legend about the sun goddess who hid in a cave because people were behaving so badly she wished them always to live in darkness.  It was a frog who figured out how to get her out.  He told the people to laugh...and the goddess was so curious about their laughter she came out to see what the joke was,  and the sun began to shine again.  The children wanted to know if the people stopped being bad, and Abigail said she didn't know and they would have to go to the library and find out for themselves.

Abigail told me if I had any questions I could probably find the answers for myself, and I could always ask the children to help.  She told me to say "I don't know," if I don't know.  And sometimes, now, I can do that.    I'm actually a much better teacher than you'd think.  I know you're just rolling your eyes back.  I'm sorry I can't explain this very well. 

*****

Abigail:  (playing the recorder -- Andrew's song.  She isn't too bad at it.)

Dierdre:   Hello.

Abigail:  Now what are you doing here?

Dierdre:  It's tomorrow.  You said I should come back.  What's the matter?

Abigail:  I'm sorry.

Dierdre:  I've been thinking about teaching.

Abigail:  Good.  Perhaps you can teach me.

Dierdre:  I don't think so.

Abigail:  I would like to learn how to make everyone happy.

Dierdre:  You can't do it.

Abigail:  How do you know that?

Dierdre:  Because when I make my father happy, it makes my mother sad.  And when I make my mother happy, it makes my father mad.  So you can't do it.  Someone is always disappointed.

Abigail:  Well, I can see that, Dierdre.  I can see that already.  But I need someone to teach me how to have everyone be happy in this school.

Dierdre:  I don't think that is what school is for.

Abigail:  What is school for?

Dierdre:  Learning.  School is for learning.  

Abigail:  And learning does not make you happy?

Dierdre:  When I learn something important I usually get mad first.

Abigail:  At whom?

Dierdre:  Whom?   "At whom?"

Abigail:  Yes, "at whom."

Dierdre:  I get mad at the thing I can't do.  Then I am afraid someone will see me quit.  And then I try again until I get it.  And then after awhile it's easier.

Abigail:  That is why you should be a teacher.

Dierdre:  No.  I can't be a teacher because I get mad too fast.  A teacher has to be patient.  

Abigail:  I see.

Dierdre:  So I came to tell you I can't be a teacher.

Abigail:  All right.  Then I hope you will be a great gynecologist.

Dierdre:  I will help babies get born, and you will teach them.

Abigail:  You better go back to your room.

Dierdre:  Are you disappointed?

Abigail:  Not about you, Dierdre.  

Dierdre:  About Andrew?

Abigail:  And what do you know about Andrew?

Dierdre:  All the kids know about Andrew.  He doesn't talk.  And he has to go home from school all the time.  

Abigail:  Yes.

Dierdre:  It's not your fault, Miss Abigail.

Abigail:  I hope not.

Dierdre:  No, it isn't, really.  Mother says there are children who have big psychological problems and we should learn to understand them.  We should not make fun of them.  And we should not expect them to do everything the same as we do.  

Abigail:  Your mother is very wise.

Dierdre:  So is my daddy.

Abigail:  I'm sure he is.

Dierdre:  But he doesn't live with us.

Abigail:  I know.

Dierdre:  He's a teacher.  But not in a school like this.  In a college.  He teaches philosophy.  Philosophy is about what we think about why we do things.  Daddy says philosophy is just as important as medicine.  

Abigail:  I'm sure it is.

Dierdre: He's a doctor, too.  But not like my mother.  He's a doctor of thinking.

Abigail:  I think you should get back to your class.

Dierdre:  No.

Abigail:  Why not?

Dierdre:  I want to talk to you.  And I brought the poem.

Abigail:  What poem?

Dierdre:  The one Mrs. Daniels said.  Paul Revere's Ride.

Abigail:  Did you like it?

Dierdre:  I want to be a hero like that.  

Abigail:  All right.  But right now I  have to do my work.

Dierdre:  Everyone is always too busy. How can I learn anything if everyone is always too busy to talk to me.  

Abigail:  You seem to be learning a lot.

Dierdre:  Mrs. Brady says she has to pay attention to all the other children.  And you have to work.  And Mommy has to go to the hospital.  And Daddy has to read.  And all I want is just to talk to people.  

Abigail:  Would you like to be the office assistant.  I'm sure Mrs. Daniels could use help answering the phone.  Then you could talk to a lot of people.

Dierdre:  Not that kind of talking.

Abigail:  I see.

Dierdre:  I'm a pest.  Aren't I.  Daddy says I'm a pest.  That's like a termite, or a rat, isn't it.  It's like some nasty thing that you don't want to have around.   I wish I could be like Andrew.  Not say anything.   Then everyone would know about me and care about me and worry about me.  And they wouldn't send me to the library to get Paul Revere. 

Abigail:  I thought you liked Paul Revere.

Dierdre:  That’s not it.   

Abigail:  I'm sorry.

Dierdre:  It's not your fault.  You can't help Andrew and you can't help me.

Abigail:  Then what good am I?

Dierdre:  You have to make the buses run on time.  (She exits)
(Enter Brenda with Bradley and Henry Mc Intire)

Bradley:  Am I in trouble Miss Abigail?

Abigail:  Oh, my, no.

Bradley:  Mrs. Daniels said you wanted to see me.

Abigail:  I want to stop the world, Bradley.  I want to change the direction of things.   I want some magic.

Bradley:  Wow.

Abigail:  Can you help?

Brad:  Do you want me to connect up this AV stuff?  Mrs. Riley always asks me to do it.

Abigail:  Do you know Henry here?

Brad:  I didn't have anything to do with that.

Abigail:  I'm not accusing you.  I want you to get me into the network and broadcast live.

Henry:  I didn't even really put any viruses in.  I was just scaring Miss Glenda.  She doesn't know anything about PC's.  

Brad:  He's smarter than me on artificial intelligence .  I'm mostly into communications. 

Abigail:  Put me on TV, Bradly.  And Henry, get into the computers.  We're going to stop time.   We're going to save the school.  Save the children.  Save the world, if necessary.

Brad:   Massive.

Henry:  Bizarre.

Brenda:  God help us.  

(Dierdre reenters with Andrew while the boys go to work and wheel some of the equipment into Abigail's office.)
Dierdre:  Miss Abigail.

Brenda:  What are you doing with him?

Dierdre:  I'm ready to ride and spread the alarm.

Brenda:  What?

Dierdre:  For the village folk to be up and to arm.

Brenda:  You take him back to his room.

Andrew:  Room.

Dierdre:  But that's the first place they'll look for him.

Brenda:  Dierdre!  Do as you're told.

Abigail:  They can stay.  

Brenda:  I beg your pardon?

Abigail:  I said they can stay.

Andrew:  Stay.

Brenda:  I don't appreciate you taking the kids' side against me.

Abigail:  I'm not taking sides, Brenda.  I'm trying to get some time for magic.  

Brenda:  I've just about had it with you being some kind of electronic Mary Poppins, 

Abigail:  Dierdre, do you believe in magic?

Brenda:  Next thing we'll be clapping for Tinker Bell.

Abigail:  Andrew?  Magic?

Andrew:  Magic.

Dierdre:  He believes, Miss Abigail.  He does.  And I do.  I have to.  I'm a child.

Brenda:  Dierdre,  take Andrew back to his room.

Abigail:  No, we have to save him.  

Brenda:  You think you can run this show with a coupla whiz kids and a VCR, go ahead. 

I've got about a million hours of comp time comin' and I think I'll be takin' some of it as of right now!  

Abigail:  Put him under the desk.

Brenda:  That's it.  I'm going.  You're on your own, Abigail.  

Dierdre:   One if by land and two if by sea

Abigail:  And I on the opposite shore will be

Brenda:  I mean it.(she exits)

(Dierdre hides Andrew under Brenda's desk .  Then she gets a chair and puts it on the desk and stands on the chair where she can watch out the window. 

Henry and Brad reenter from Abigail's office)
Henry:  You've got to come in and try it.

Brad:  We've got you wired.

Abigail:  I'm coming.  What about the time?

Brad:  I'll let you know in a minute.

Abigail:  I have to stop time.

Brad: (to off stage)  It's coming on Henry.  But we haven't got a picture yet.  Have you got her into internet?

(  There is a light flash, screens come on, the clock begins to strike without stopping.  Then everything falls silent)

Dierdre:  (On Brenda's desk)  I'm the village clock. 

Bradley:  The clocks are stopped.

Dierdre:  Then I'm going back in time.

Henry:  (from off)  come back here. (Brad goes out again.)
Donald: (entering)  Where's Mrs. Daniel?  The bells are off.

Dierdre:  We're going back in time.  

Donald:  Are you here alone?

Dierdre:  We've stopped the laws of gravity.  

Donald:  Everything would be floating around.

Annette:   (entering ) The clock started going backwards in our room.  

Dierdre:  I know.  Time has stopped.

Annette:  Why?

Dierdre:  Because Miss Abigail said so.

Annette:  Why?

Dierdre:  Because we have things to learn.

Annette:  We learn things every day.  That is why we have to go to school.

Donald:  I'm not learning anything I don't have to.

Dierdre:  You can't help it.  It's like work-free learning.

Annette:  What are you doing up on the desk?

Dierdre:  Watching for a signal light.

Annette:  What are you learning?

Dierdre:  I don't know yet.

(Abigail comes on the TV screen)

Abigail:  (on screen)    Time has stopped.  Don't worry.  It's magic.

Donald:  I think we should have a student council meeting.

Abigail:  Time has stopped and we're going to think about ourselves, and each other and the world, and what we should be doing.

Annette:  Do our parents know we're here?

Abigail:  Maybe we should be singing and telling stories.

Dierdre:  Of course.  We're always here.  What else.

Abigail:  Maybe we should be dancing.

Donald:  Is time stopped for our parents?

Abigail:  Maybe we should be taking the television sets apart and learning how they work, instead of watching them all the time.

Annette:  I want to go home.

Dierdre:  Crybaby.

Abigail:  Whatever we've been doing, we have to think about it.  Is it important?  Are we learning things that will help us understand the future?

Donald:  Are the teachers coming?

Abigail:  You, the children, you stop and think.  You work on it. 

Quentin:  (entering with Robin. )
What's happen'n at Educom central? Mrs. Helen is going bonkers.  The kids want to organize a geological expedition back to day zero of the big bang.  Mrs. Helen said she was giving up.

Abigail:  Hello, Robin.

Quentin:  How'd she get up there?

Brad:  (reentering with Henry) She stood on a chair.

Dierdre:  I want to be a hero.

Quentin:  Not you, Dierdo wierdo. Up there.  On the TV

Robin:  That's Miss Abigail.

Quentin:  I know who it is.  Why is she on  TV?

Abigail:  Hi, Quentin.

Quentin:  Hi, Miss Abigail.  What are you doing on TV?

Abigail:  Talking to the world.  Isn't it terrific. 

Rob:  How come you can hear us?

Abigail:   Interactive video.  

Robin:  Can you see us?

Dierdre:  It's magic.  She can hear and see everything.

Annette:  All over the world?

Dierdre:  The universe.

Robin:  Cool

Quentin:  Why are we on TV?

Abigail:  Do you like it?

Quentin:  Sure.

Abigail:  It's a plan to save the future.

Donald:  Are we having a student council meeting?

Abigail:  We are having a student world meeting.  

Brad:  It's a maxi satellite hookup to Mars.

Henry:  It's the land of bytes and bits.

Annette:  Are you keeping us after school?  I didn't do anything.  I'll have to call my Mother at work.  Can I use the office phone?

Brad:  It's dead.

Quentin:  Time has stopped, stupid.  We're in Televele land.  Look.  

Dierdre:  You can't phone out and no one can phone in.  No laws apply.

Robin:  We should run a test.

Donald:  I hate tests.

Robin:  Not that kind of a test.  Check the evidence.

Glenda:  (entering with Doreen and Fran) My whole second grade is dancing and singing in the gym.  Beth-- came along like the Pied Piper and took them to the gym, all dancing and singing.  Even Aaron and Brendan.

Bradley:  I call that evidence.

Doreen:    I just organized a math hour. I'm sorry.  I just had to tell you, Miss Abigail.  When you came on the TV and said that time had stopped the whole class talked it out and we said it should be like the reading hour.  And what ever math you couldn't do, you had to find someone who could do it, and then that person would teach you.  So little Jeffrey got up on the table, and organized it, and they're all in there, doing math.   I gave them the peanut shells.

Abigail:  We did it.  We stopped time.  

Fran:   I'm gonna call channel six.

Donald:  I'm going to call the student council.

Quentin: Bag it with the student council.

Donald:  Who says so?

Qunetin:  I do.

Robin:  Who are you, the Terminator?

Robin:  Karate chop.  Hah!

Quentin:  Earth to Robin.  Earth to Robin.

Robin:  Come in, Quentonian.    

Quentin:  Terminate the Girlie Man Don boy..  Detonize the Donski.

Brad:  Shut up, you cretin.

Henry:  Brains over brawn, beetlehead.  It's the new age.

Quentin:  Who're you calling a beetlehead?  

Abigail:  Stop.  Please stop.  That's not it.  That's not what I meant.  

Robin:  Firebomb the universe.

Quentin:  Brrrrrrrrrrrrrtttttttt.

Abigail:  Stop.  No TV heroes.  

Dierdre:  Real heroes like me.

Henry:  Who are you?  Supergirl?

Brad:  Wonderwoman.  

Abigail:  No, no.  Real people.  No.  Not TV.

Dierdre:  (looking out the window) 

Miss Abigail--One if by land and two if by sea!  One if by land and two if by sea!

Abigail:  Oh, no.

Dierdre:  You better get in here.

Abigail:  Bradley, Henry.  Get me out of here.  This isn't working.  This TV thing isn't working.  We have to try something else.

Robin:  What's that?  One if by land.  What's that?

Dierdre:  It's a poem.  It's a famous poem.

Quentin:  Roses are Red, Violets are Blue, poetry stinks and so do you.

Brad:  Shut it down, doorknob.  We're making a new world.

Robin:  Holy Cow.

(Abigail enters from her office., ear phones still on her head. Henry isbehind her.)

Annette:  (looking at Dierdre's book) "Twas the Eighteenth of April in seventy-five" 

Abigail:  Hand me the book, Dierdre.  I have an idea.

(Dierdrehands Abigail the book.  She begins copying it on the copy machine.)
(Brenda enters.)

Abigail:  You came back.

Brenda:  Lights started flashing.  The doors locked themselves.  I was afraid if I went out I couldn't get back in. 

Abigail:  Thank you.

Brenda:  Why are you standing on my desk?

Dierdre:  The British are coming.  Help, Mrs. Daniels.

Brenda:  I know.  I saw them.  They just parked the cruiser.

Abigail:  Everybody. Here, take these copies.  (She starts hading out the poem to everyone, teachers and children, as they come off the copy machine.)  We have to work some magic.  

Dierdre:  Come on Andrew, we're going to save you. (She gets him out from under the desk.)
Quentin:  Andrew!  Kowabunga.

Brenda:  I'd just like to save the school.

Doreen:  Oh, I remember this. (Reading her copy.)
Abigail:   We'll play.  We'll play, and perhaps something will happen.   Let's just  play.  

Andrew:    Play   (He gets out his recorder)
Dierdre:  I'm going to be a hero. 

Glenda:  I'll have to get back.

Fran:  Beth can't keep that up forever.

Abigail:  Time is frozen.  Can't you see.  The clocks are stopped.  

Doreen:  I don't get it.

Dierdre:  We're learning things.

Annette:  Listen My Children and You Shall Hear

Abigail:  Of the Midnight Ride of Paul Revere

Robin:  On the eighteenth of April in seventy-five

Annette and Fran:  Hardly a man is now alive

Bradley:  Who remembers that famous day and year.

Abigail:  Keep going.  Just keep going.  All of you.  And if you want to climb the old north church or ride through the village--just do it.  Just do it.  Andrew.  You hear me.  Just do it.

Annette:He said to his friend, 

Dierdre: 


if the British march

By land or sea from the town tonight

Hang a lantern aloft in the belfry arch

Of the North Church tower as a signal light.

All:
One, if by land, and two, if by sea

Dierdre: And I on the opposide shore will be

Ready to ride and spread the alarm

Through every Middlesex village and farm

Robin:  For the country folk to be up and to arm.  Pow!

Doreen: (She and the teachers create a boat and "row" it with Dierdre in it)
And then he said "good night" and with muffled oar

Silently rowed to the Charlestown shore,

Glenda:Just as the moon rose over the bay  (Someone acts the moon rising)
Where swinging wide at her moorings lay

Fran:   The Somerset, British Man of War;

Quentin: (playing the friend)
Meanwhile, his friend, through alley and street,

Wanders and watches with eager ears,

Till in the silence around him he hears

Brad and Henry:

The muster of men at the barrack door,

The sound of arms, and the tramp of feet

And the measured tread of the grenadiers

All:  (They make sounds of marching with their feet)
Marching down to their boats on the shore.

Quentin:

Then he climbed the tower of the Old North Church,

By the wooden stairs with stealthy tread,  (he does so)
To the belfrey chamber overhead,

Henry:  And startled the pigeons from their perch. (Don makes pigeon noises)
Robin:   To the trembling ladder steep and tall

To the highest window in the wall.

Brenda: (Reciting from memory)
Meanwhile, impatient to mount and ride

Booted and spurred with a heavy stride

On the opposide shore walked Paul Revere.

Donald:  Wow!

Dierdre: He turned and tightened his saddle-girth;

But mostly he watched with eager search

Donald: The belfrey-tower of the Old North Church,

Doreen: As it rose above the graves on the hill,

 Lonely and spectral and sombre and still.

Glenda:

And lo! as he looks, on the belfry's height

A glimmer, and then a gleam of light!

During the performance Dierdre gets Annette up on a the chair on top of the desk to be the belfry light..  She turns, loses her balance, calls out

Annette:  Help. (She jumps.  The group catches her.  She starts to cry.)
Brenda:  Are you hurt?

Annette:  A little.

Brenda:  Let me see where.

Annette:  I'm not hurt.

Brenda:  Then stop cryin', or I'll give you somethin' to cry about.  

Dierdre:He springs to the saddle, the bridle he turns,

But lingers and gazes, till full on his sight

Donald: A second lamp in the belfry burns. ( With Donald's help Annette climbs back up and flashes the second light.)
Robin and Quentin:  A hurry  of hoofs in a village street,

That was all! 

Glenda:   And yet, through the gloom and the light

All:         The fate of a nation was riding that night;

Andrew starts to join in, to make the animal sounds in the poem, and  finally,given a piece of paper, he begins to read in full sentences with Dierdre 
Abigail: 

It was twelve by the village clock,

When he crossed the bridge into Meford town.

(Police Officer and Helen enter.  They watch as...)

Annette:  He heard the crowing of the cock   (Andrew crows)
And the barking of the farmer's dog,  (Andrew barks)

Donald: And felt the damp of the river fog,

That rises after the sun goes down.

Henry :  It was one by the village clock,

When he galloped into Lexington.

Teachers:He saw the gilded weathercock

Swim in the moonlight as he passed.

Bradley:   It was two by the village clock,

When he came to the bridge in Concord town.

Annette:He heard the bleating of the flock (Andrew bleats like lambs)
And the twitter of birds among the trees. (All the boys twitter)

Donald: And felt the breath of the morning breeze (The teachers wave as if in the wind)
Blowing over the meadows brown.

Dierdre and Andrew:  (Reading slowly and with difficulty for Andrew)
And one was safe and asleep in his bed

Who at the bridge would be first to fall

Who that day would be lying dead

Quentin and Robin: Pierced by a British musket-ball.  (They act it out., noisily)
All: 
You know the rest.  In the books  you have read,

How the British Regulars fired and fled,--

Officer:  Miss Abigail

Miss Abigail:  (continuing to read , Andrew working at it with her, she holding on to him)
How the farmers gave them ball for ball

From behind each fence and farm-yard wall,

Chasing the red-coats down the lane

Dierdre:  Miss Abigail.  The Magic is over.  (She has seen Police Officer and Helen )
Police Officer:  Let me have the boy, Miss Abigail.  I'll be taking him with me.

Quentin:  How did the cops get in here?  I thought we were sealed off.

Helen:  It's the Police, Abigail.  I let them in.

Robin:  I have  an assault weapon.

Police Officer:  Don't pretend with guns, son.  It's not funny.  Just stand back.

Robin:  Yes, sir...  Ma'am...

Quentin:  Officer.

Robin:  Officer.

Police Officer:  I will tell the judge you complied with the court order.

Abigail:   But I didn't comply.  I won't comply.  The order is wrong.

Helen:  You can't protect him.  You're not his mother.  You're not anybody's mother.

Abigail:  I know that, Helen.  I know that.

Dierdre:  He spoke, Mrs. Helen.  Did you hear him?  Andrew spoke.

Helen:  I heard him.

Dierdre:  He spoke a whole sentence.  He spoke about Paul Revere.

Helen:  Yes. I heard.

Police Officer:  Come along, now Andrew.  Your mother wants you at home.

Andrew:  Wants me

Abigail:    Andrew.  I'll be here.  I promise you.

Andrew:  You promise me.  Stay.  I want to stay.  I want to stay in school.

Police Officer:  Yes, Andrew.  There will be hearings. 

Abigail:  I will be here, Andrew.  We will help you stay at school.  Dierdre, and Mrs. Daniels, and ...

Emily:  And me, Andrew.

Fran:  And me.

Brenda:  And me

Glenda:  And me

Helen:  And me.  I will help you , too.  Andrew.  I promise.

Andrew:  You promise.

Helen:  I promise.

(Andrew takes out his recorder and plays the Hirondelle melody for them ) 

Abigail:  Thank you, Andrew.

Quentin:  See ya, Andrew.

Other kids:  See ya.  
(Police Officer and Andrew exit.)

Abigail:  Thank you, Helen.

Helen:  Sometimes you can work magic, Abigail.   You're nutty as a fruitcake, I'm sure of it.   But some days you can work magic.  (Helen exits)
Abigail:  I don't know.

Quentin:  Space age, man.  How did she do it?  

Brad:  What planet do you live on?  Henry just reprogrammed the school computer, so it reverses the clocks and the bells go nuts, and the automatic locks kick in on the doors.

Henry:  I coded all the telephones  to the message machine.   

Brad.  Grow up.

Donald:  But the TV.  She was on TV.

Brad:  I cut her in on the cable channel.

Quentin: Cable channel.  ugh. 

Robin:  Recipe lady.  

Quentin:  Community Calendar.

Abigail:  So you're so smart.  But you were listening.  You were playing.  And now you're talking.  And you're thinking.

Quentin:  Not thinking.  No.  Not that.  AAAaaaaargh.

Donald :  I wasn't thinking.

Robin:  No kidding.

Abigail:  So there.  Children Thinking.   What's next?  Inventing?  Exploring?

Donald:  I'm not sure I should be here.

Abigail:  But we won't throw you away.  Not a single one. 

Dierdre:  Not Andrew   

Annette:  Did you really throw away the books, Miss Abigail?

Abigail:  Who told you that?

Annette:  Dierdre said you did.

Abigail:  The library is full of books.  

Emily:  There it was again.  It felt like time was stopped.   It felt like we went somewhere. 

Robin:  'twas the eighteenth of April in Seventy-five

Quentin:  And hardly a man is now alive

Quentin and Robin:  Who remembers that famous day and year

Doreen:  I never read that poem all the way through. 

Fran:  Is it really true?

Doreen:   I don't know.  Look it up.  (Fran and Doreen exit.) 

Emily:  I think Beth will need us back there. 

Glenda:   Oh, boy.  Now what do I do?

Abigail:  Get ready for next year.

Glenda:  Yes, ma'am. (She exits with Emily)
Brenda:  He's a goner.

Abigail:  Pearl dust.

Brenda:  What's that?

Abigail:  They'll grind him up for pearl dust.  It's not working, Brenda.  I can't make it work.  No matter what I try.

Brenda:  You mean you can't save the world.  

Abigail:  I can't even save my kids.

Brenda:  Your kids?

Abigail:  Yes.  My kids.  This school.   My  children.  

Brenda:  You're doin' O.K.

Dierdre:  Is it over?      

Brenda:  You kids get back to your rooms.  Wait.  Put this office back together first.  

Brad:  Do you want us to restart the clocks?  It's 3:05.

Abigail:  My god, the buses.  (She runs out.)
Donald:  So why did you act like it was real?

Brad:  I like to play.   I get into it.  You never know what will happen.  

Henry:  You might invent something.

Dierdre:  If you want to learn something you have to do something a little bit dangerous.

Annette:  I almost got killed.

Donald:  You did not.

Annette:  I liked it. 

Quentin:  Let's finish the poem.

Robin:  Mrs. Daniel.  Can we finish the poem?

Brenda:  Maybe tomorrow.

Dierdre:  No!  Now. Tomorrow never comes.

Brenda:  Not on my desk.

Robin:  Can we use the chair.

Brenda:  O.K.  Use the chair.

 (Abigail reenters as the kids arrange themselves to finish the poem) 

Quentin:  You start.  Here. (He shows her where they left off.)
Abigail: You know the rest.  In the books  you have read,

Quentin: How the British Regulars fired and fled,--

Robin:    How the farmers gave them ball for ball

From behind each fence and farm-yard wall,

Annette: Chasing the red-coats down the lane (Quentin  and Robin act out the battle)
Then crossing the fields to emerge again

Henry:   Under the trees at the turn of the road,

And only pausing to fire and load.

Dierdre:So through the night rode Paul Revere;

And so through the night went his cry of alarm

To every Middlesex village and farm,--

Donald:  A cry of defiance and not of fear,

Abigail: A voice in the darkness, a knock at the door, 

Brenda: And a word that shall echo forevermore!

Brad:       For born on the night-wind, of the past

All:
  Through all our history, to the last,

Robin:
  In the hour of darkness and peril and need

Annette: The people will waken and listen to hear

Dierdre:The hurrying hoof-beats of that steed,

All:
  And the midnight message of Paul Revere.

The End
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