11466 Laurelcrest Road

Studio City, CA 91604

Voice:  818-985-4094                                                                 Fax:  818-763-8024

wedwards@almaak.usc.edu

May 14, 2002
-8-

 Three Christmas skits

Ward Edwards


Three documents have recently been recovered, after being lost for periods of time ranging up to 55 years.  All three are Christmas skits, in the style of Gilbert and Sullivan operettas. Two are set in Harvard’s Department of Psychology in 1948 and a year later.  The third is set in the U. S. Air Force’s Armament Systems Personnel Research Laboratory, a part of the Air Force Personnel and Training Research Center, then led by Dr. Arthur W. Melton.  The music was stolen from songs written for various Gilbert and Sullivan operettas written by Sullivan, taken from a set of options consisting of all the music by Sullivan for which Gilbert had written words.   All three were produced, and warmly received by their audiences.  Two of the three reflect my experiences as a graduate student in Harvard’s Department of Psychology.  These two were produced in 1948 and 1949.  Both were attended by most members of the distinguished collection of  psychophysicists and Skinnerians who had been gathered in Harvard’s Psychology Department and its Psychoacoustic Laboratory at that time. The third skit was produced in 1954 on Lowry Air Force Base by the Armament Systems Personnel Research Laboratory, one element of the Air Force Personnel and Training Research Center.  That skit was produced in 1954.  I had completed my PhD and taught for three years at Johns Hopkins University.  I was fired from Johns Hopkins in 1952, and counted myself very fortunate indeed to have been hired by Arthur W. Melton, chief scientist of AFPTRC, and by Bob Gagne, who was Chief Scientist of the Armament Systems Personnel Research Laboratory.  The Center’s headquarters were on Lackland Air Force Base in San Antonio, Texas, but the Laboratory in which I worked was on Lowry Air Force Base in Denver, Colorado.

All three skits were performed by members of he scientific staff of the laboratory that supported the performance.  An important footnote is that each of the three performances was the cause of much effort and rehearsal by its cast.   Most cast members memorized their lines and their dances.  For both “Patients” and “Sinecure”, the Music Director, Dix Ward, was a talented musical leader and conductor as deeply in love with Gilbert and Sullivan as I am.  While writing “Elmo in Blunderland”, I came to recognize how much I was exploiting my detailed knowledge of the music of Sullivan in selecting one song to follow another, and how helpful cast members found such knowledge in developing their roles.                                              

I find all three skits funny and Christmasy.  That led me to want to find some way of publishing them together.  But such materials are not easily published.    Finally it occurred to me that the JDM Society has a natural interest in all three skits, as a footnote to the history of the development of Judgment and Decision Making as a subtopic within psychology, and because of the linked technical issues latent in each.   The reactions of a naïve graduate student to his early exposure to some new ideas and topics within our still-nascent subdiscipline may help to define a moment in the ongoing history of that topic.

Accordingly I am offering them for publication as a package to the JDM Newsletter.  If you are reading this in that publication, they said yes.

PATIENTS

by

V. von Funf

Scene:
A luncheon table is being prepared. Mrs. O'Toole is busily setting out food.

Cast in order of appearance

Mrs. O'Toole                      Nancy MacKaye

Prof. E. G. Roaring               Bill McGill

Prof. I. C. Phi                   Mike Wertheimer

Dr. J. G. Dead Center             Ward Edwards

Dr. E. B. Human                   Lou Gerstman

Dr. J. C. R. Ruleslider           Fred Webster

Dr. G. A. Miller                  George Heise

Dr. R. Lamppost                   Herb Jenkins

Prof. B. F. Skinneybox            Ed Green

Prof. Stanley S. Steamer          Jim Morey

Cast who don't appear

Dr. I. Ma Hearse

Dr. K. C. Conglommery

Dr. Fred Quick

Dr. Bákákake

Dr. M. W. Blithenzweig

Allslop P. Dimwit

Mrs. O'Toole: Oh dear - oh dear! Here it is five minutes to one and the coffee hasn't boiled yet. And we only have six loaves of bread and Blithenzweig and Hearse are eating today -- Where's the lettuce -- oh here's the salt solution for Dr. Dead Center -- I do hope I've got it right today. Hm, the meat's a week old. They'll be sure to complain. An​other staff meeting today -- I won't be able to clean up till half past five -- They talk and talk and talk. But I don't know how they understand each other; they all talk at once.  And the words --apricotic reinforcement -- Hell of a tremor -- And the operations they're always talking about. They must be the sickliest bunch --Maybe they catch 'em from those models they're always running around with -- I wonder who this fellow Mathematical is -- I guess he runs the agency -- Oh dear -- Oh dear --

(Mrs. O’Toole’s Song)

(Music from  “A Private Buffoon is a Light-Hearted Loon”  

Sung by Jack Point in Yeomen of the Guard)

Oh professors are calm, wise old men full of charm

If you listen to popular rumor.

They smoke and they talk, filling blackboards with chalk,

And they always are mellow in humor.

But I see them each day, and I really must say

That this view is entirely in error;

Take any PhD, just scratch him and see

You're dealing with a holy terror.

If psychologists are anything like the rest

Then professors aren't far from the world's greatest pest,

Believe me, each one is a terror.

They come straggling each day in their leisurely way 

To the meal that I've spread out before them. 

They're so silent and neat, as they prepare to eat 

That you'd think the proceedings will bore them. 

Things are going on fine as they start out to dine 

Until someone begins a discussion;

Then each voice mounts in ire, soon the room is on fire, 

Like some Congressman quizzing a Russian.

Oh, there's nothing so wild as those men when enraged, 

Each one screams like a child and will not be assuaged, 

Like some congressman quizzing a Russian.

Someone calls for a vote, so to his neighbor's throat 

Each one flies to enforce a decision.

The chair asks for peace, then makes threat of police, 

But is answered only with derision.

So they battle this way till someone stops to say

That the hour of two is just striking;

Then the fight promptly ends, to his lab each one wends, 

Having spent a lunch-hour to his liking.

There is only one answer to which these facts lead 

Psychologists are holy terrors indeed,

Since a lunch-hour like that is their liking.

(Dr. Roaring and Dr. I. C. Phi talking offstage. Maid looks startled and exits right. Roaring and Phi enter left. )

Roaring: And this is where we eat lunch.

Phi: Zeitgeist.

Roaring: Gesundheit (bowing).

   The others will be in in a moment.

Phi: In the meantime, Professor Roaring, tell me about yourself.

(Roaring's song)

(Music from “I’m called Little Buttercup” 

Sung by Little Buttercup in Pinafore)
I am a psychologist, modern psychologist

Though I can never tell why,

But still a psychologist, modern psychologist,

And will be one till I die.

I learned introspection

And not vivisection,

But since then I've traveled quite far.

I found my salvation’s

To use operations

To answer all problems there are.

I cleared the confusion

From the moon illusion;

I’m the most scientific of men.

But when no one sees me

It doesn’t displease me

To use introspection again.

So I'm a psychologist, modern psychologist;

You can be one if you try.

My work as psychologist, modern psychologist

Was a history of ear and of eye.

(Enter Dr. Dead Center with a board of glasses. Byplay with glass fixed by Mrs. O'Toole.)

D.C.:  Aha, a new subject -- Sir, would you please taste these and tell me which of them is the more pleasant.

(Phi tastes first, spits it out -- tastes second and faints. Is caught by Roaring.)

D.C:  Ah, the first is obviously the more pleasant, but I'd better revive the subject. 

Dr. Phi: (no response) Behaviorism! (sinks lower) Gestalt! (Phi jumps up)

Phi to R.: And who is this gourmet?

Roaring:  May I present my colleague, Dr. Dead Center.  Dr. Dead Center, this is Dr. I. C. Phi from the Berliner Institut für Gearshift and Crank​shaft.

Phi:  Dr. D.C., what is your special line in Psychology?

(Dead Center's song)

(Music from “If you’re anxious for to shine” 

Sung by Bunthorne in Patience)

Dead-Center:

If you hanker for to shine

In the psychologic line

As a man of learning rare,

You should read each printed word

Be it learned or absurd,

For one always must be fair.

You must understand each theory though it makes you slightly weary

Just in case the author sheds some light.

In short the life worth leading is so very full of reading

That you have no time to write.

Then everyone will say

As you walk your bookstrewn way,

"If that great man immerses himself in tomes too thick for me, Why, what a very marvelous psychologist

That brilliant man must be”.

But it's not enough to read

Everything that gives a lead;

We must further science too.

So you pick an ancient bone --

For example, feeling tone,

And clothe it in raiment new.

You have read what’s said about it and you have good cause to doubt it:

But you really shouldn’t write up this.

Instead in labs you putter, swigging gulps of salt and water,

Getting facts like a scientist.

And everyone will say,

As you publish in this way

“If this learned man can find in salt implications too deep for me

Why, what a very scientific scientist

That scientist must be".

(Enter Dr. E. B. Human and Dr. J. C. R. Ruleslider. H. rushes up to Phi, slaps him on the back, etc.)

Human: Isomorphism.

Phi: Configuration.

Human: How's the ganzfeld?

Phi: All ganz!

Human:  Dr. Phi, may I present Dr. Ruleslider. He's our expert in the new field of information theory.

Phi:  Ja, I know. Dial 411.

Human: No, no, it's this way.

(Ruleslider's song)

(Music from “Carefully on Tiptoe Stealing,”  

Sung by Captain and Chorus in Pinafore)

Ruleslider:

If I’m working up statistics

And I find that I am stuck,

I swig my Coca-Cola

And put my faith in luck.   Glug.

Roaring:

Goodness me,

Did someone choke?

Ruleslider:

Silent be,

It was my Coke.

All:

It was, it was the Coke.

Ruleslider:

Uh huh, it was my Coke.

It all comes clear as crystal

And logic takes too long;

So I’ll punch my calculator:

Here’s the answer - - - It’s wrong.

I can prove by cybernetics

The assumption here is good,

But the brain circuit of relays

Is not clearly understood.   Glug.

Human:

Goodness me,

Who was it spoke?

Ruleslider:

Wasn’t me;

Again the Coke.

All:

Once more it was the Coke.

Ruleslider:

Uh huh, it was the Coke.

I don't retain equations

So I figure them out on sight;

Now I’ll punch my calculator:

Here’s the answer - - - It’s right.

(Phi has been talking to Human in background.)

Phi:  Well, well, that's fine. By the way, do you have a cigarette?

Human:(Sits down, leans back, crosses legs, pipe in hand). Well now, let's see, I had a cigarette a week ago -- no, it was a month ago --I remember I was talking to Conglommery -- no I guess it was Freddy Quick -- I knew it was Freddy Quick because -- maybe it was Conglommery -- Anyway we were talking about rats and I was telling him about a rat I knew once who -- Oh well that doesn't make any difference.  Now, what was it you asked me?

Phi: (Quickly) Tell me, E.B., how do you like your new job?

(Human's song)

(Music from “When I was a lad”, 

Sung by Sir Joseph Porter in Pinafore)
When I was a lad I tried to learn

An honest trade in which my keep to earn.

I turned my hand to a job or two,

But lost each one when there was any work to do.

Ch: He lost each one when there was any work to do.

At last I found the job that suited me, 

Running the department of psychology.

Ch: At last he found the job that suited he, 

    Running the department of psychology.

So now I come to the lab at twelve,

At two o’clock into my mail I delve,

At three a student brings a form to sign;

He leaves sometime that evening about half-past nine.

Ch: He leaves sometime that evening about half-past

    nine.

That’s why this job so suited me,

This running the department of psychology.

Ch: That’s why this job so suited he

 This running the department of psychology,

Now students all, whoever you may be:

   Life is consistent with psychology.

One can mix a life of tones and clicks

   With home and love, and even politics.

Ch: With home and love and even politics.

So lead as we11 a rounded life as me

   And you'll run a department of psychology

Ch: So lead as well a rounded life as he

 And you’ll run a department of psychology.

Phi: I see you haven't changed, E.B.

(Enter Müller on stilts and playing a clarinet.) 

Human: Oh, George, I'd like to present Dr. I. C. Phi. 

Müller: (Looking around bewilderedly) Where?

Phi: Down here! (They shake hands.) I'm very glad to meet you.

Müller: Now that's an interesting statement. Glad -- what do you suppose glad means? Operationally it could mean --

Phi: A handshake maybe?

Müller: No, no, no, it's much more complicated. It probably has to do with the statistical determination of the language. I'm very interested in language, you know.

Phi: Do you do experiments on language?

Müller: (Draws self up to full height.) Sir, I do not do experiments.  I have a program of research!

(Müller's song)

(Music from “I am the Monarch of the Sea” 

Sung by Sir Joseph Porter in Pinafore)
Each day I come into the lab

To study how my subjects gab,

So I analyse words from a lot of jerks,

And so do my subjects, my assistants and my clerks,

Ch: And so do his subjects his assistants and his clerks 

    His subjects, his assistants and his clerks.

And from each subject’s gab I tease

Intraverbal dependencies,

To see how statistics of our language works,

I’m helped by my subjects, my assistants and my clerks,

Ch: He’s helped by his subjects, his assistants and his clerks, 

    His subjects, his assistants and his clerks.

But if I’m asked why meaning’s there,

I can but say that I don’t care

If any meaning in their language lurks

And nor do my subjects, my assistants and my clerks,

Ch: And nor do his subjects, his assistants and his clerks,

    His subjects and assistants, who must always keep their

distance, and his clerks!

(Enter Lamppost in tunic with dissecting kit.)

Roaring: Oh, Lamppost -- Now we can eat. Will you carve.

(Lamppost carves while singing song.)

(Music from “When a Felon’s Not Engaged in His Employment” 

Sung by The Sergeant in Pirates of Penzance)
Lamp Post:

When a surgeon’s not engaged in his employment, 

Chorus: (His employment).

Lamp Post:

Nor maturing his sadistic little plans,

Chorus: (Little plans).

Lamp Post:

His capacity for innocent enjoyment

Chorus: (Cent enjoyment).

Lamp Post:

Is just as great as any honest man’s.

Chorus: (Honest man’s).

Lamp Post:

My love for cats is difficult to smother, 

Chorus: (Cult to smother).

Lamp Post:

But the vital work of science must be done; 

Chorus: (Must be done).

Lamp Post:

I’ll take one dorsal incision with another; 

Chorus: (with another).

Lamp Post:

My, a surgeon studying hearing does have fun. 

Chorus: (Does have fun).

Lamp Post:

When there’s vital work of science to be done, 

To be done,

My, a surgeon studying hearing does have fun.

Chorus:  (Does have fun).

(Enter B. F. Skinneybox in corduroy jacket. Taps Lamppost on shoulder --goes over to hat on wall and presses five times. Lamppost hurriedly puts out plate with food in five pellets. Skinneybox strides over to table and gets food.)

Roaring: Ah, I see your rate is up today. Dr. Phi, may I present, our pigeon expert, Dr. Skinneybox.

Phi: Pigeon expert?

(Skinneybox's song)

(Music from “A Magnet Hung in a Hardware Shop” 

Sung by Grosvenor in Patience)

Skinney-Box:

A pigeon sat in a Skinner box;

He pecked at corn and he jumped at shocks;

He knew a yellowish shape meant corn,

A fact not known when he was born.

Now others may seek to find out why;

But as for me, I do not try.

I deduce from the shape of the learning curve

That the pigeon has a reflex reserve.

Chorus:

Reflex reserve?

Skinney-Box:

Reflex reserve.

Now this empty creature quite shocked his teacher

Who thought he might observe

Some yearning or learning or turning or spurning

But not reflex reserve.

Chorus:

Now this empty creature quite shocked its teacher

Who thought he might observe

Some yearning or learning or turning or spurning

But not reflex reserve.

Roaring: Yes, but what have pigeons to do with Psychology?

Skinneybox: They are Psychology.

Phi:  But what about people?

Skinneybox: There's absolutely no difference. Take off the feathers and -- (shrugs).

(Enter S.S.S. with cigar, goes to coffee pots. Pours all remnants into one pot. Looks up, notices Phi.)

Phi: I'm very glad to meet you.

S.S.S.:  Tell me, how's the skiing in Germany this year?

Phi: Fine, fine.

S.S.S.:  You know I have a little place up in Vermont. Fine skiing. Are you doing anything next weekend?

Phi: No, no, that would be Wunderbar!

S.S.S.:  Fine, we can spend Saturday clearing the slope of two to three hun​dred trees. Sunday morning we can pull out the stumps and Sunday afternoon we can ski for an hour or so. By the way, can you cook?

Phi: I chust remembered. I'm running an experiment. I have to get my children to figure out the theory of relativity this weekend. So sorry. Tell me, Dr. Steamer, what's your specialty in Psychology?

(S.S.S.'s song)

(Music from “I am the Very Model of a Modern Major General,” 

Sung by The Major General in Pirates of Penzance)

I am the very model of a modern psychophysicist;

I’ve studied mathematics and I am a good empiricist.

I throw around equations ’till my students go on strike with ’em; 

By now I’ve found enough so I can prove whate’er I like with ’em.

I did a few experiments and even wrote a book on them;

So now I lead a lab in which my friends work while I look on them.

I write about semantics, for which I am an apologist;

And this, you see, is how I got to be a great psychologist.

Chorus:

And this, you see, is how he got to be a great psychologist;

And this, you see, is how he got to be a great psychologist;

And this, you see, is how he got to be a great psycholo-cholo-gist.

Steamer:

I found that operations are the latest methodology,

And so I loudly praise them, never using them; oh, no, not me. 

In short, by telling everyone to be a good empiricist

I’ve made myself the model of a modern psychophysicist.

Chorus:

In short, by telling everyone to be a good empiricist

He’s made himself the model of a modern psychophysicist.

Human: (Stands up and clanks glass.) Gentlemen, we have a few things 

       to dis​cuss.  First about the graduate students.

Chorus: Ugh!

Rules.: Please, not while we're eating.

Human: We have to discuss the results of the Prelims. We've already 

       post​poned it for a month. We can be brief, there's only one 

       student.

Roaring: (Bewilderedly) I thought there were two.

Human: (Hands out paper) Here’s Allslop P. Dimwit’s paper. You've all 

       read it. What do you think?

(Chorus of Ugh’s.)

Lamppost: He said that the organ of hearing was something you played. 

          He can’t pass.

Rule: When I asked him what was essential for a T test he said a teapot. He can't pass.

D.C.: If he were to experiment on what he considers to be the most import​ant subject in feeling Harvard would expel him. He can't pass.

S.S.S.: If he hadn't been expelled on D.C.’s question he would on his 

        methods in determining the best fitted curve.  He can't pass.

Skin.: He mentioned consciousness. He can't pass.

Phi:  Ah, but --

Human: Please let's have no discussion till after the vote. Gentlemen,

       what shall we do with him?

Chorus: Pass him.

Phi: Can I talk now?

Human: By all means.

Phi: Dr. Skinneybox, what have you got against consciousness? Aren't 

     you?

Skin.: As far as I'm concerned, mind doesn't matter. The only thing 

       that counts is behavior.

(Final song)

(Music from “Titwillow”  

Sung by Ko-ko in The Mikado)
Phi:

When I came to this country I knew I would hear 

Of behavior, behavior, behavior,

For psychology’s studied for many a year

Just behavior, behavior, behavior.

True, the first laboratory had studied the mind; 

Psychophysics was psyche and body combined. 

Since then parsimony's been at work and we find 

Just behavior, behavior, behavior.

From this all the facts of the present scene flow,

From behavior, behavior, behavior;

To animals now for our data we go,

For behavior, behavior, behavior.

We carefully dodge every verbal report;

To exact analytic techniques we resort

And never would we, even just for the sport

Leave behavior, behavior, behavior.

I find it quite hard to consider that tears

Are behavior, behavior, behavior;

The reduction of loves and of hates and of fears 

To behavior, behavior, behavior

Seems to leave out entirely what they really are, 

Like explaining the twinkle, ignoring the star;

A science so blind cannot get very far

With behavior, behavior, behavior.

Skinney-Box:

The type of event scientists can observe

Is behavior, behavior, behavior,

So description is lost when permitted to swerve 

From behavior, behavior, behavior.

Operations defining the mind can’t be found,

So psychology’s laden with concepts unsound.

I believe that for science the only sure ground 

Is behavior, behavior, behavior.

If that's so, then discussion of hates and of fears 

(Of behavior, behavior, behavior)

Must consist of reduction of these, it appears,

To behavior, behavior, behavior.

Give a treatment like this to each mystical word 

And you’ll see that what you say is either absurd 

Or else describes something that really occurred 

In behavior, behavior, behavior.

All: 

We’ve argued this issue for most of our years, 

Of behavior, behavior, behavior;

By now we’re sure no new agreement appears

In behavior, behavior, behavior.

Each of you will keep working as well as he can

And the future will say which was the better plan. 

Whether consciousness is what’s important in man

Or behavior, behavior, behavior.

U. S. S. Sinecure

by

V. V. von Funf

Note:  The name of this author is unknown to us; this pseudonym does not appear elsewhere in the literature of the musical stage.  It has been suggested that Verein von Funf would be a literal translation into German of Committee of Five.

Scene 1      Graduate Student Office  -  the present

Scene 2      Faculty lunch  -  three years later

Scene 3      Aboard the U.S.S. Sinecure  - a week later

Scene 4      Same  -  three years later

CAST OF CHARACTERS

Graduate students

Octavus P. Neuron          Herb Jenkins

Allslop P. Dimwit          Ira Hirsh

Swarth P. Moron            Marv Levine

Ping-Pong P. Peckham       William Verplanck

Staff

E. G. Roaring              Don O’Connell

B. F. Skinneybox           Douwe Yntema

Stanley S. Steamer         Og Lindsley

Voices off                    Barbara Fry

                              George Heise

Musical Director  -  Dix Ward

Scene 1

Graduate student office.  Three graduate students sitting yawning into books.

Neuron:    75 – 76 – 77 – Oh God, only 77 hours this week.  Hey Dimwit, there’s pro-sem tonight.  Can you count class time?

Dimwit:    Gee, I don’t know

Moron:     You sure can’t.  I asked Baby-Sitter about that last week.  He said no, of course not, because that would lead to favoritism because one student might have more classes than another, d’ya see?

Neuron:    God damn this 80-hour week (shaking American Psychologist).  It was a black day when this issue was printed (fires American Psychologist into the ashcan).

Moron:     It was bad enough to publish it, but they didn’t have to believe it themselves and put it into practice on us,  Hey Dimwit, where’s my benzedrine?

Dimwit:    Gee, I don’t know.

Moron:     I’ve been up since 5:30 this morning and I’m tired.

(Song: Rising early in the morning)

(Music and title from “Rising Early In the Morning”

Sung by Giuseppe in The Gondoliers)

Rising early in the morning

First I take a text in hand

For we all have had a warning

Of that terrible command.

If in this school you would stay

Work twelve hours every day!

So already I am slaving

Before I am dressed and shaving

Over one of my assignments for this week.

And at breakfast while I'm eating

I keep busy by repeating

Definitions, or revising a critique.

Then I stagger with a load of heavy books

To the lab, to join the peasants in their nooks.

We attempt, in spite of ever mounting fright

To guess what question will be asked tonight.

Then to classes we all scurry

And attempt to hide our worry 

Over whether we remember

Facts we learned the night before. 

And when teachers ask a question 

They excite our indigestion

For we find our brain’s exhausted 

And we feel inferior.

Then experiments need doing

So our tiredness subduing

We make a lot of subjects

Hear a tone or press a bar.

Then we snatch a bite of dinner 

And suppress our quiverings inner 

For the hour will soon be seven 

And we face Proseminar.

Oh, psychologists may say

That compulsiveness will pay

But we are compelled by others, which is different by far

And it is especially irking

If we're shirking in our working

To see our doom upon us when we face Proseminar.

    (Fourth student enters, sits on desk.)

Peckham:   Hey, listen, I’ve got a copy of last year’s exam.  This will kill you!  What was the name of the upstairs maid in Fechner’s house on October 22, 1850?

    (Groans)

           One of the following is not an example of secondary reinforcement:  (a) counterfeit money  (b) a girl’s say, I’ll be a sister to you  (c) the 80-hour week   (d) all of the above

    (Groans)

           After the fourth word in line 30 on page 735, Volume 10 of Wundt’s Völkerpsychologie, there is (a) a period,  (b) a comma,  (c) a blank,  (d) a semicolon.  Circle one.  

    (Groans)

Neuron:    Another exam like that and I’m sure as hell gonna flunk.  I respond and respond and I never got reinforcement.  I’m gonna extinguish myself!

    (Pulls gun – struggle)

Peckham:   No, no.  Steamer will raise hell if he finds blood on the floor!  Can’t you get it out of your system some other way?

(Song:  When I to the pro-sem first came)

(Music from “The Criminal Cried As He Dropped Him Down”  

Sung by Ko-ko, Pitty Sing, and Pooh-Bah in The Mikado.)

When I to the pro-sem first came, I shook in terror mad

For I’d been warned it had a name for treating students bad 

But Roaring was polite and kind and smiled for all to see

So my spirit reeled when he revealed the reading list to me 

The list to me.

Oh, hardly could I repress a cry, I was horrified as could be 

I stood aghast when he had passed the reading list to me.

(Chorus):   It is quite true, he gave to you

The one he gave to me

And I confess my own distress

When I that list did see.

The relieving weeks allayed my fear, for though I had to cram

I felt I could work thus all year. But then came the exam.

I did not study very hard, I knew that I would pass

But when with awe the quiz I saw

It was the coup-de-grace

The coup-de-grace.

I couldn't believe one could achieve of stumpers such a mass.

I flunked it flat, and that was that. It was the coup-de-grace.

 (Chorus):  I'm glad to know that it was so

With others as with me

For I too quailed and I too failed

Abjectly as could be.

And so I now live in despair of earning a PhD

But somehow it seems not quite fair for them to pick on me. 

They welcomes us with open arms, then beat us over the head. Psychology no longer thrills me

My eagerness is dead, eagerness dead.

If they really feel force generates zeal

Then they have been misled.

I'm ready to yield my place in this field

My eagerness is dead.

 (Chorus):  It's strange but true that I like you

Have grown fed up with work.

It's one of life's facts that one must relax

Or else one goes berserk.

Moron:     Hey, Allslop, what time is it?

Dimwit:    Gee, I don’t know.

Moron:     Aren't you giving a paper tonight?

Dimwit:    Gee, I don’t know.

Neuron:    My god, it’s 7 o’clock.  Here we go to the meat grinder again. 

(All rush to door except Dimwit, who is still playing with the ring puzzle. Neuron slings long Harvard scarf around his neck.)

           We who are about to die salute thee 80 god-damned hours a week.

     (Dimwit looks up, sees no one about. Gets up, puzzle about his feet. Falls.)

Scene 2

Staff room, 3 years later. Roaring and Skinney-box on stage, making lunch.

Roaring:       Heavens, it's quiet around here.

Skinney-box:   Hasn't anyone applied for graduate work?

Roaring:       No.

Skinney-box:   Not even a woman?

Roaring:       There hasn’t been an application for three years.

Skinney-box:   I never appreciated students when we had them around. I haven't done an experiment in three years.

Roaring:       I don’t see why this has happened. We have wonderful apparatus, we are fine teachers, and we have an 80-hour week.

Skinney-box:   Maybe we should try a 70-hour week.

Roaring:       No, we mustn't compromise our principles.

Skinney-box:   Well, look at Dimwit, our only new instructor. He’s a product of the 80-hour week and he hasn't moved a muscle since we gave him a degree.

Roaring:       But that degree was a typographical error. He was the worst of the lot.

Skinney-box:   No, it's just the same with all his class -- wherever they’ve gone we’ve had complaints that all they do is sleep.

Roaring:       I don’t understand it. I don’t understand it. If it works for me, it ought to work for everybody.

(Enter Dimwit.)

Skinney-box:   Here’s Dimwit now. Let’s ask him what’s the matter. Say, Dimwit, what’s the matter with you young people? Why don’t you do any work any more?

Dimwit:        Well, I’ll tell you --

(Song: Psychology ten years ago)

(Music from “When Britain Really Ruled the Waves” 

Sung by Lord Mountararat in Iolanthe) 

Psychology ten years ago was full of pep and hope

Experiments the journals filled

And each new theory was billed

As nature’s inside dope.

But now psychology is dead

Because we teachers were misled.

(Chorus):   But now psychology is dead 

Because we teachers were misled.

One of the leaders of us all -- you know of whom I speak -~

Convinced us that our students shirk

Unless they can be made to work

An 80-hour week.

So now psychology is dead

Because we teachers were misled.

(Chorus):   But now psychology is dead, etc. 

So with exams, assignments and reports we filled their days 

Each student was always confused 

He had no hour that wasn’t used

A dozen different ways.

So now Psychology is dead

Because we teachers were misled.

(Chorus):   But now psychology is dead, etc. 

We didn’t know for two more years what horror we’d begun.

Each student when, all hurdles passed,

He got his PhD at last

Was ruined from then on.

So now psychology is dead

Because we teachers were misled.

(Chorus):   But now psychology is dead, etc. 

He was so worn out from the sleepless life that he had led

No student with a PhD

Entered any laborat’ry

He spent his days in bed.

So now psychology is dead

Because we teachers were misled.

(Chorus):   But now psychology is dead, etc. 

So now research does not get done, no theories fill the air

The APA is dead, I fear.

Psychologists are met with sheer

Derision everywhere.

Yes, now psychology is dead

Because we teachers were misled.

(Chorus):   But now psychology is dead, etc. 

Roaring:       That was the first coherent thing I ever remember your saying, but I think it's in very bad taste.

Dimwit:        I don't have to worry about taste any more. I have here a letter from the Bureau of Naval Personnel. It says all reserve officer psychologists are being recalled as deck officers be​cause of their lack of professional productivity. This means me and all my classmates. Now we can all go on Uncle Sam’s zero-hour week with a clear conscience. In view of this I resign.

(Takes off ring puzzle and drops it on table. Exits.)

Skinney-box:   Maybe it's just as well. Now we’ve got the place to ourselves and we’ve still got enough navy contracts to keep us going.

(Enter Steamer with contract.)

Steamer:       They can't do this to us. It's unconstitutional and un-American and it doesn't fit my body type.

Roaring:       What’s the matter?

Steamer:       Dodo finally read the small print in the navy research contract and d’ya know what it says? It says unless we have turned out original research within three years from the date of issue of this contract the parties of the second part agree to enlist as apprentice seamen.

Chorus:        What? That’s horrible!

Roaring:       We must have produced something!

Steamer:       Not a damn thing!

Roaring:       Skinney-box; surely you've produced something?

Skinney-box:  (Song: I come early in the morning)

(Music from “If You’ll Give Me Your Attention”

Sung by King Gama in Princess Ida) 

Skinney-box:  I come early in the morning to the laboratory door

And I urge my lab assistants to build gadgets more and more 

I’m full of propaganda for my own strong point of view

And I teach a giant course so others will think that way too 

I prove that science of my sort can really save the day

By writing in a novel of a world that works my way

I’m always on offensive and I argue all I can

But everybody says I’m such an unproductive man

And I can’t think why.

(Chorus): He can’t think why.

I can’t think why.

(At end of his verse he turns to Steamer.)

Have you been productive?

Steamer:      I’ve made my reputation from cooperative research

But soon all my co-workers will have left me in the lurch

I can’t direct a lab in which there’s no one to direct

To do research alone I would be forced to introspect

The handbook is all done, so I have no editing chore

It looks as if I’m stuck unless we have another war

I’m handy with blue pencils, I advise whene’er I can

But everybody says I’m such an unproductive man

And I can’t think why.

(Chorus): He can’t think why.

I can’t think why.

Roaring:     (Song: I have read all the psychology)

Roaring:      I’ve read all the psychology preceding 1902

And so writing about it was the normal thing to do

I’ve taught for twenty years or more the introductory course 

At keeping track of what goes on I’ve shown a great resource 

When APA has work to do, they always think of me

The journals bulge with notes exhibiting my repartee

I write letters to scientists as often as I can

Yet everybody says I’m such an unproductive man

And I can’t think why.

(Chorus): He can’t think why.

I can’t think why.

 Our duty is clear!

Skinney-box:   Well, there's a recruiting station in the square. Whose car shall we take?

Steamer:       Let's walk. It takes longer.

Skinney-box:   You and your 80-hour week.

(Exeunt.)

SCENE 3

Shortly thereafter.  Steamer and Skinney-box leaning on swabs.  Roaring swabbing like mad.

Steamer:      (Song: Here’s a How-De-Do) 

(Music from “Here’s A How-de-do” 

Sung by Ko-Ko, Pitty-Sing, and Nanki-Poo in The Mikado)

Steamer:      Here’s a how-de-do

We’re all dressed in blue

For the Navy which once paid us 

Now into seamen has made us 

Members of a crew

Here’s a how-de-do

Here’s a how-de-do.

Roaring:      Here’s a pretty mess

Much to our distress

We must sweep and swab and study

And with gobs be buddy-buddy

And drink to excess

Here’s a pretty mess

Here’s a pretty mess.

Skinney-box:  Here’s a state of things

Death, where are your stings

Men to whom we gave an ulcer

Now we must salute and call "Sir"

As if they were kings

Here’s a state of things

Here’s a state of things.

Chorus:       There must once have been a time when we could take this sort of thing 

But a life of ease like mine has robbed my spirit of its spring

Now I’m dressed in blue, horrible but true

Here’s a pretty state of things, here’s a pretty how-de-do

Here’s a pretty state of things, a pretty state of things.

Steamer:      Here’s a how-de-do, here's a how-de-do

Roaring:      For our fate is one we rue and there is nothing we can do

Chorus:       Here’s a pretty, pretty state of things, here’s a pretty how-de-do.

Steamer:       Gee, I wonder when they're going to give us our first liberty.

Roaring:       Yes, that would give me time to write a paper on the physical dimensions of desk swabbing.

Steamer:       I'd like to go up to the farm. Wouldn't you guys like to come with me and bring your mops?

Skinney-Box:   None of that stuff for me. I’ve heard that there are some pigeons in Scollay Square that like blue uniforms.

(Roaring is still working, the others leaning. Enter Peckham in lieutenant’s uniform, unobserved.)

Peckham:
 Why aren’t you two working like that man over there?

(They notice him and pop to attention raggedly.)


You're a sorry looking bunch, it's time somebody got you squared away.

(Song: Form yourselves in line of three)

(Music from “Things Are Seldom What They Seem” 

Sung by Little Buttercup and the Captain in Pinafore)

Form yourselves in line of three

Follow each command from me

Forward march in line ahead

Come on, man, you’re not yet dead.

(Chorus):
But you see

We’ll soon be.

Column right by squads, squads right

God, but you men are a sight.

Now in step march to the rear

Come on, we’ve not got all year.

(Chorus):  Let us lie 

Down and die.

Right oblique and double time

Form yourselves ahead in line

You are all again at fault

Here’s one you'll obey, squads halt.

(Chorus):
We're a flop 

So we stop.

While to catch your breath you’re striving

Pay attention, pay attention

To the motto for surviving

I shall mention, I shall mention.

None will give you any quarter.

If you'd have your service shorter

Closely follow every order

(Chorus):  Yes we know 

That is so.


And don't let me see you men goofing off again. Dismissed.

(He leaves.)

Scene 4

Three years later.  Steamer, Skinney-box, and Roaring on stage playing blackjack.  Roaring dealer, right front.

     (Roaring deals three cards down.  All peek. Steamer and Skinney-box bet.)    

Steamer:       Hit me. (Roaring snaps card.) That's good.

Skinney-box:   Hit me. (Roaring snaps card.) Hit me again. (Roaring repeats; Skinney-box ponders cards. Hesitantly.) Hit me again, but lightly. Oh, damn, busted again. (Throws over money.)

Roaring (turning hole card) Pay the ones.

Steamer:
 Here we go again. Did you print that deck yourself?

Skinney-box:
Do you ever think back, once upon a time we used to be professional psychologists.

Steamer:       (Song: We've been in service for three years)

(Music from “I Stole the Prince”  

Sung by Don Alhambra in The Gondoliers) 

We’ve been in service for three years 

Which felt just like forever

We’ve all consumed a lot of beers

Been treated like a group of queers 

Abandoned hope for our careers

For they'll discharge us never.

No, they will never let us out

Despite our best endeavor

Of that there is no manner of doubt, 

No probable, possible shadow of doubt, 

No possible doubt whatever.

(Chorus): No possible doubt whatever.

We've learned card-playing fills our day

And gambling is exciting.

We drink our few free nights away

By now we know just what to say

To stop friends who’d lead us astray

To peep-shows or to fighting.

But new ideas we’re quite without

For we’re no longer clever

Of that there is no manner of doubt,

No probable, possible shadow of doubt,

No possible doubt whatever.

(Chorus): No possible doubt whatever.

We fear our minds are rotting fast

And we are getting duller.

Not one is an enthusiast

For anything we have amassed.

Only a feeling for the past

Our minds have no more color.

Unless somehow we can get out

We will be lost forever.

Of that there is no manner of doubt,

No probable, possible shadow of doubt,

Ho possible doubt whatever.

(Chorus):  No possible doubt whatever.

      (Neuron, Dimwit, Moron and Peckham enter and stand at left stage talking.)

Neuron:
Isn't it great?

Moron:
Now we can go back to work.

Peckham:
Yeah, after three years’ rest I feel like working again.

Dimwit:
Wot happened?

Neuron:
   Don't you ever know anything?


The admiral just told us that we’re all being released because the Russians adopted the 90~hour week and are helpless. So we’re disarming.

Peckham:
I can hardly wait to get back to the lab.

Neuron:
What lab?

Moron:
Say, that's right, there aren't any labs to get back to.

Peckham:
Well, we'll organize one. Who's going to run it?

Neuron:
Not me

Moron:
Not me.

Dimwit?
Me?

Chorus:
Not you!

Peckham:      We need somebody with experience.

Neuron:       We must know somebody like that.

Moron:        Sure we do, Seamen Roaring, Steamer and Skinney-box.

Peckham:      Yeah, but those three will be swab-jockeys forever.

Neuron:       I'll bet the admiral will discharge them too if it will make it any easier to get rid of us.

Moron:        That's the answer, that’ll do it. Then everybody will be happy!

Peckham (turning to seamen):  How would you guys like to run a laboratory again?

Skinney-box:    Huh, what do you mean?

Neuron:       We want to go back to work and we need you to run the show. 

Steamer:      We’re appreciated again. 

Skinney-box:  Wonderful.

Roaring:      But only for 40 hours a week

(Song: And so we’ll be discharged at last)

(Music from “There Lived A King, As I’ve Been Told”  

Sung by Don Alhambra in The Gondoliers) 

And so we’ll be discharged at last 

Our tribulations will be passed

And from now on we shall hold fast 

To our former position.

As scientists we’ll now be known 

The work we do will be our own

And soon again our wits we’ll hone 

On others’ erudition.

Students advanced we’ll teach again 

We’ll give ideas to younger men

And know we are successful when 

They criticize our labors.

(Chorus):  Our labors, they criticize our labors.

We’ll lead our lives in quiet glee

Within some great laborat'ry

And it will be a joy to see

We’ve teachers for our neighbors.

(Chorus):  Now that's the kind of life for me

I too will jump with joy to see

That in this great laborat'ry

I’ve teachers for my neighbors.

And while we’ve lived in Navy blue 

We’ve figured out a thing or two

By now know it doesn’t do

To force our students’ working

If graduate students they’ve become

We can be sure that they’re not dumb 

Their own desires will keep them from 

Too systematic shirking.

From this day on our plan will be

To furnish them with a lab key

And turn them loose. Then we will see 

If they are not productive.

(Chorus):  Productive, if they are not productive.

And we with them will form a team

To do research that none can ream

Now tell me is this net a scheme

Which you will find constructive?

(Chorus):  Yes, yes, your plan’s the thing for me

I’ll be productive as can be

I’m sure that everyone will see

From now on we’re constructive.

ELMO IN BLUNDERLAND

By Edder Tuckwards

Narrator:  Puppets - Front and Center!

(Cast enters, in extreme brace, and lines up-stage center)

No, no, no! You know only Blonde and Elmo appear in this scene.

The rest of you sit where you belong. (They do)

There, that’s better.  I’ll make actors of you yet. Now, the name of this extravaganza is: Elmo in Blunderland. It’s all about a young man named Elmo, who, though no fault of his own, fell though a rabbit hole into a strange and anxious land, inhabited by tieless, bearded monsters called psychologists. We shall see him trying to wake up, trying to escape from this nightmare, only to find that he can’t.  Over his five-year sentence, we shall see him learning the ways of Blunderland, and, at last, having learned them thoroughly, he leaves - as is the Air Force custom. The puppets over there will now show you the beginning.  Our hero, far from perceiving his danger, is actually delighted over his imminent fall down the rabbit hole. OK, Elmo, Blonde. By the numbers, act!

(Elmo, still braced, walks off R., about faces, opens back of front chair with imaginary key, abandons brace (at which time Blonde does go also) and enters)

Elmo:      Honey, I’ve just found out where we're going.

(They kiss very lightly)

Blonde:    Where is it, dear?

Elmo:      To San Antonio to work for something called H.R.R.C.

(All except Elmo, Blonde & Narrator wave hands in the air).

Blonde:    What does H.R.R.C. stand for? Horses’ Rear Reassembly Center? 

Elmo:      No, I guess not, although from some of the stories I’ve heard 

-- 

CHORUS:   (Sh-h-h.)

Elmo:      But they say it means Human Resources Research Center. (Chorus                                                                                                             

waves hands in air)

Blonde:    What’s that?

Elmo:      The mission of the Human Resources Research Center is to 

accomplish research, development, and field test studies on

devices, methods, procedures, and policies for the

selection,classification, assignment, formal and on-the-job 

training and education, in-training and on-the-job proficiency 

evaluation, and assessment and control of morale factors, of 

individuals, teams, and organizations for the improvement of 

the operation and maintenance of weapon systems, equipment, and 

supporting activities of the Air Force.

Blonde:    What's a throttle jockey going to do with a bunch of head 

shrinkers like that?

(NOTE: Each time anyone says HRRC, Chorus waves hands in air)

(Music from “When I First Put This uniform On”

sung by the Colonel in Patience)

Elmo (sings): When I’m working for H.R.R.C.

now there's a lot that I’ll learn.

About tests and training

The facts I'm obtaining

Will leave me with knowledge to burn.

The experts will teach me the cause

Of all my men’s troubles and flaws.

I’ll cure their psychoses

And my own neuroses

By using the mind’s own laws.

An expert on people I’ll be

When I’m working for H.R.R.C.

(CHORUS: Wha a splendid opportunity this looks like it’s going to be

He’ll benefit all of his life from working for H.R.R.C)

Elmo:      They'll teach me at H.R.R.C.

To understand all about Freud

And Adler and Horney

For since I was born my

Acquaintance with them has been void.

I will analyze all of my friends,

And I don't care whom it offends.

For they taught me in college

that further self-knowledge

For all faults can make amends. 

So I'm sure everyone will love me 

When I'm working for H.R.R.C.

(CHORUS: How perfectly wonderful his life is going to be

For he will be loved by all, when he's working for H.R.R.C.)

(Elmo and Blonde kiss passionately)

Narrator:  All right, all right, attention! (They break, face front and 


Brace)

The script says "They kiss casually." You call that a casual 

kiss? The fun is over. Get back to your holes. (They turn R., 

go to seats, about face. sit, remain braced.)

(Narrator: To audience.) I don’t know what the manufacturers 

are doing to puppets these days. They come with all sorts of unnecessary instincts. It's a nuisance, trying to get them to stick to business.

Well, Elmo and Blonde went to San Antonio, down the rabbit 

hole.

Well, Daiquiri, where's San Antonio?

(D. rises, changes cards at easel, sits.) Thank you 

(sarcastically).

Everything was new and strange.  Officer fitness reports, he 

found, were based on a collection of black and gold stars in 

Colonel Hosmer’s little black book.  He met King Arthur.  

(CHORUS does a full salaam on their knees.)  But he found 

himself unable to fathom these aggressive, choleric, profane, 

dedicated psychologists.  So he asked his friends to identify 

one who was meek, quiet, introspective, and unassuming.  They 

referred him to Dr. Gangway.  (To cast: Gangway! Front and 

Center.) (Gangway rises and starts coming) No, God damn it, 

bring your office with you.  Can't you remember anything? (G. 

goes back, picks up chair, places it stage left, facing 

quartering forward.)  OK, Elmo, Gangway, get on with it. (Elmo 

knocks on front chair.  Elmo and Gangway abandon brace.) 

Gangway:   Drop dead!

           (E. enters )

Gangway:   The men’s room is three doors down the hall.

Elmo:      They told me that you were a meek, quiet, introspective, and 


unassuming psychologist who would be delighted to answer a few questions.

Gangway:   They did! ! ! Well, of course I am. I’ll be glad to answer your 


Questions, dammit -

Elmo:      (Interrupting) Oh, thank you.

Gangway:   Are you by any chance one of those anal-retentive, fussbudget 


supply officers?  If so, get the hell back to your burrow, you 

Elmo:      (Interrupting) No. I'm a pilot.

Gangway:   Oh well. In that case, what do you want to know?

Elmo:      Well, this outfit is lousy with psychologists ---

Gangway:   Or vice versa.

Elmo:  
I always thought that the Air Force was supposed to fly planes. None of the psychologists do that. They don't seem to do much 


Of anything.

           What is an Air Force psychologist for, anyhow?

Gangway:   Well, I'll tell you about myself.

(Music from “I am the Very Model of a Modern Major General,” 

Sung by The Major General in Pirates of Penzance)

(Sings) I am the very model of an Air Force type psychologist.

For fundamental research I am always an apologist.

I plan vast programs of research on maintenance and training 

skills.

I edit Miller’s manuscripts instead of taking sleeping pills.

I send a dozen scientists to visit places they should go,

But what they find out on these trips (if anything) I do not 

know.

I pound upon the table when I tell Art Melton to his face

That we must have some subjects or we really can’t get any 

place.

CHORUS:  Yes, we must have some subjects or we really can’t get 

any place. 

Yes, we must have some subjects or we really can’t get 

any place. 

Yes, we must have some subjects or we really can’t get 

any place.)

My life is full of flying in and out of San Antonio,

And buying all those tickets is the place where all the dollars go

But still for basic research I am always an apologist

And so I am the model of an Air Force type psychologist

(CHORUS: But still for basic research he is always an apologist

And so he is the model of an Air Force type 

psychologist.)

The last experiment I did was published seven years ago

And who is doing what experiment just now I do not know.

I write about some models I have not time to investigate,

For supervising other men’s research endeavors is my fate.

My desk is always groaning with a giant pile of documents.

I never would have learned to sign my name if I had any sense.

My life is full of budgets, manning documents, and QPR’s

And trying to avoid or else appease the men who wear the stars.

(CHORUS: Oh, yes, we must avoid or else appease the men who wear the stars. 

Oh, yes, we must avoid or else appease the men who wear the stars. 

Oh, yes, we must avoid or else appease the men who wear the stars.)

I sometimes wonder whether I am really in psychology

But I’ll never go back to old Connecticut, oh, no, not me. 

For in the Air Force still basic research needs an apologist, 

So I'll remain the model of an Air Force type psychologist.

(CHORUS:
For in the Air Force st111 basic research needs an apologist

So he'll remain the model of an Air Force type psychologist.)

Elmo:
 Oh, I see.

Narrator:  I doubt it. Attention! That's enough. (E. and G. brace, return

to seats, G. taking his chair with him.) Well, Elmo and Gangway soon became fast friends --they were stuck with each other. One day, while they were planning the 1962 budget, a tornado picked them up and carried them off. At first they didn’t realize that anything unusual was happening, since it is normal at Locoland Air Force Base for everything to be in a whirl, but soon they found that they had been set down in a new part of the country, with mountains on one side and dust on the other. So they decided to claim the new land for King Arthur. The innocent and friendly natives, little knowing what was about to happen to them, came up and introduced themselves. 

(To cast) Innocent, friendly natives, let's get on with it.

(Swigs, Daiquiri, Pucker, Elmo, Gangway and Qualmers, in that order, rise and walk on stage. Elmo and Gangway go stage L., facing others who line up in column in order listed stage R. In following songs, each man, after he finishes his song faces R., takes two steps, faces upstage, marches to rear of line, and falls in at rear with two more R. faces.)

(Music from “If You’ll Give Me Your Attention”

Sung by King Gama in Princess Ida) 

Swigs:     When people come to visit us, they all end up with me

And so I spend four hours showing them the SMT.

The phone rings all the time with people from across the base.

They want to know: How many men, and why, and to what place.

And when I have a minute free there’s always QPR,

Which forces me to write reports or travel near and far.

I love all the commotion and it’s all a lot of fun

But somehow I can’t find the time to get my research done,

           And I can’t think why!

Dai:       I act as though I am the boss whenever he's away

And dealing with the Center soon will turn my hair to gray.

When someone writes a paper he then hands it on to me,

They all will die of writer’s cramp as far as I can see.

I tell administration when to use a three-cent stamp.

At writing manning documents I’m the acknowledged champ.

I love extracting factors, but I’ve pulled out my last one, 

For somehow I can’t find the time to get my research done, 

and I can’t think why!

Pucker:    At monitoring contracts I must spend each anguished day. 

I’m always hunting for a girl to write down what I say. 

When Warren asks me for another million bucks or so 

I flip my lid while hunting a polite way to say no. 

Two actual researchers do work for me, but I fear

I learn of what they’re doing only once in every year.

My work on simulation has at best hardly begun,

For somehow I can’t find the time to get my research done,

And I can’t think why!

Elmo &    So here are three psychologists with no time for research.

Gangway   The fair name of Afpatric they are trying to besmirch.

Administrative chores should use up just eight hours every day. 

Research can fill their nights, back at their homes, out of the way. 

We all know that our brightest thoughts hit when we bathe or shave, 

And bed’s the place to get ideas about how men behave.

The Air Force takes eight hours, but they have sixteen to run, 

And yet somehow they can’t find time to get their research done. 

Well, we can’t think why!

(CHORUS: They can’t think why!)

E. & G.    We can’t think why!

Elmo:     I doubt if King Arthur will give these characters even the rank of a scurvy knave. (To Qualmers, at head of line) Well, who are you; we haven’t heard from you yet.

Qualmers:  I'm Lieutenant Qualmers. I'm also representing Lieutenant Cruel

and Lieutenant Birdseed. They couldn't be here; they had to sit at the front desk. We used to be psychologists, but now we're officers.

Elmo:      What are the three of you doing here?

(Music from “Here’s A How-de-do” 

Sung by Ko-Ko, Pitty-Sing, and Nanki-Poo in The Mikado)

Qualmers:  Here’s a how-de-do.

We’re in Air Force Blue.

Once we sacked in every morning,

Now we rise when day is dawning,

For at work we’re due.

Here’s a how-de-do,

Here’s a how-de-do.

Here’s a pretty mess.

Much to our distress

We must say "Yes, Sir" and "No, Sir." 

We can't tell you where to go, Sir. 

Such thoughts we suppress.

Here’s a pretty mess,

Here’s a pretty mess.

Here’s a state of things. 

Death, where are your stings. 

Science once was our vocation, 

Now we do administration. 

Misery it brings.

Here’s a state of things, 

Here’s a state of things.

We knew when we signed up that service life would be a bore. We’d not be here if we did not fear Army life much more.

So we're dressed in blue,

Horrible but true.

Here’s a pretty state of things.

Here’s a pretty how-de-do.

Here’s a pretty state of things, a pretty state of things.

Here’s a how-de-do, 

Here’s a how-de-do.

For we’re dressed in Air Force Blue

And there is nothing we can do.

Here’s a pretty, pretty state of things.

(Spoken) Here’s a pretty how-de-do.

Elmo:      The real pretty mess is an Air Force full of Army refugees.

Well, I guess we’re glad to meet you, Dr. Swigs, Dr. Daiquiri, Dr. Pucker, and even Lieutenant Qualmers. We know you are going to enjoy yourselves as vassals of King Arthur. Now, let’s get organized. First, we’ll need a laboratory building. Let’s see.  It’ll have to have a coffee room. an AIH room, three johns... 

Gangway:   Three?

Elmo:      Yes; men’s, women’s, and variable. And a blackboard

room. And a shop, and a library. And -- well~ that’s all I can think of. Have I left anything out?

Gangway:   Yes, an administrative office.
Well, gentlemen, is there

anything else we’ve left out?

(CHORUS: No, sir.)

Gangway:   You won’t need any more space to do research in, will you?

(CHORUS: No, sir.)

Narrator:  And they didn't. The laboratory was built, they all moved in.

and they lived happily ever after. (Cast, during this speech, stands in a brace onstage).  But even in the best-built homes, things are bound to go wrong. So they sent for Major...Major. I never can remember; was it Major Plumber, or Major Carpenter, or what? Major, which of those is right?

Major:     (From chair, in brace) I did all those jobs.

Narrator:
OK, I guess any handy man will do.  Well, the major kept the 

household going, arranged space, supervised play at recess, made sure everything went smoothly, kept a daily tardiness and attendance record, and so on. One day, as it must to all men, crisis came to his life. Puppets, get the crisis ready. (Cast gets chairs, puts them in line on stage facing audience, holds up labels.) Only five chairs, please. (They put one back.) OK, Major, do your stuff.

Major:     Thank you, Sir. (Marches off stage R, about faces: walks on 

excitedly. Gentlemen, I have a wonderful surprise for you. (Then sings.) 

(Music from “Things Are Seldom What They Seem” 

Sung by Little Buttercup and the Captain in Pinafore)

Gentlemen, here's my surprise. 

We must now reorganize.

We are short on office space.

We must make another place.

(CHORUS: Jesus, No!  Here we go!) (All rise, and circle chairs during following verse, sitting on “room.”  Swigs is chairless.)

You who now study defense,


Your space is much too immense.

Although it may cause you gloom,

You must all fit in one room.

(CHORUS: Move it o’er, here come more.)

Swigs:     But, Major, I’ve got to work somewhere.

Major:     Of course, of course, certainly. I’ll take care of it right

away.

(Sings) The Strategic Systems Branch 

Spreads out like a cattle ranch. 

Can’t give every man a desk;

Just stand and look picturesque.

(CHORUS: Can’t you spare just a chair?)

(During previous verse, they circle chairs again; this time Daiquiri has nowhere to sit. He is squeezed out when others sit on “picturesque”) 

Daiquiri:   But how about me?

Major:      I’ll take care of it right away.

{Sings) While to find a space you’re hunting,

Pay attention, pay attention,

For the problem we're confronting

I shall mention, I shall mention.

Soon Chanute will crowd our spaces.

We must fill all empty places.

You must work in close embraces.

(CHORUS: Yes, we know, that is so.)

{All sit on "embraces" except Gangway. Others begin to work. He scratches his head a few moments, then goes, gets specially-prepared chair; sits at end of line of chairs, begins to work, then pulls paper from roll and begins to write on it.)

Narrator:  Low comedy! All I ever get to work with is low comedy. The 

writers nowadays are worse than the puppets. OK, that’s over with. Get that booth offstage before it tips over. (Gangway does, then returns to his seat at Stage R.) You may wonder how these psychologists spend their time. Daiquiri here will show you. Everyone else offstage!

(They go, taking chairs with them; Daiquiri, remaining, moves chair to one side and quartering to audience.) Now, here it is seven-thirty in the – oh, excuse me, zero seven three zero in the morning. All right, Pucker, we haven't got all day. (Pucker rises, knocks on front chair, both relax brace, Pucker enters.)

Pucker:    I need three SAC Simulators to simulate complete operation of 

the Strategic Air Command.

Daiquiri:  What will you use to simulate General LeMay?

Pucker:    Tempest Storm.

Daiquiri:  Good idea, good idea. How much will it cost?

Pucker;    $50.00 a night.  Oh, I mean twenty million dollars.

Daiquiri:  OK, you can have it.  

(Exit Pucker, Swigs knocks, enters.)

Daiquiri:  What do you want?

Swigs:     I need a subject simulator. We can’t get any subjects here, so 

we’d better simulate them. We ought to be able to simulate about a thousand subjects per hour.

Daiquiri:  How much will it cost?

Swigs:     Twenty million dollars.

Daiquiri:  OK, you can have it. 

(Exit Swigs. Enter Elmo, without knocking.) 

Elmo:      These psychologists are spending all the coffee money. I've had 

to OK forty million dollars worth in the last hour. How come?

Daiquiri:  You can’t do experiments without apparatus, and you can’t run a

science without experiments.

Elmo:      Oh? Well, you better figure out how to do so right away.

(Music from “When Britain Really Ruled the Waves” 

Sung by Lord Mountararat in Iolanthe) 

Daiquiri:  Now let me see? (Pause, then snaps fingers) I have it! (Sings) 

Psychologists for many years

Have all led pampered lives.

They used supplies of every kind

To delve into the human mind

And learn how it survives

But they have carried things too far

So I’ve invented QPR.

CHORUS: Yes, they have carried things too far so he’s invented QPR.)

Daiquiri:
From now on our psychologists

With no devices to use

Must tackle nature face to face

And with their brains lay bare the place 

Where science hides her clues. 

No gadgetry the view will mar 

For those who work on QPR.

(CHORUS: No gadgetry the view will mar for those who work on QPR.)

Daiquiri:
 We must support our scientists

But we have no dough to spend.

So with this plan our problem’s solved,

All difficulties are resolved.

We’ve found the happy end.

Our dough’s safe in the cookie jar

With all our men on QPR.

(CHORUS: The dough's safe in the cookie jar, with all of us on QPR.

The dough's safe in the cookie jar, with all of us on QPR.)

Elmo:
 Congratulations. that’s a wonderful idea. Just wait till King

Arthur hears about this. The Center is saved.

Narrator:
 Sure it is. Have you considered the fact that these slaves of 

QPR will have to travel, and travel costs money?

Daiquiri:  Oh, sure. They can go Air Coach.

Narrator:
I better turn this scene off quick, before someone begins 

getting ideas. Offstage, men. (They go, taking Daiquiri's chair with them.) Well, we have shown you how Elmo, having been plunged into Blunderland, gradually learned how to be effective there. So, now that he is fully competent, it is of course time for him to go somewhere else. Tell ’em, Elmo and Blonde. (Elmo and Blonde rise, come on stage.)

Elmo:      Honey, I've Just found out where we're going.

           (They kiss very lightly.) 

Blonde:    Where is it this time, dear?

Elmo:      I’m going to join the Navy.

Blonde:    What?

Elmo:      Sure. I'm going to a school run by the Navy in Norfolk,

           Virginia.

Blonde:    Well, you thought for a while you were going to ARDC 

           Headquarters. Even the Navy is better than that.

Elmo:      You said it!

Blonde:    We’d better start packing, I suppose. How much luggage are we allowed?  

Elmo:      Let’s see. I’m a light Colonel, and this is a permanent change of station. I guess that means they allow us 40 pounds.

Blonde:    Forty pounds! But I can't even put my . . . (Rest of cast knocks, enters, interrupting her speech -- Just as well, too. Gangway carries a wrapped present. )

Gangway:   We heard that you’re going, and we thought we’d better bring you a present and say goodbye. Here you are.

Elmo:      Thank you very much.

Gangway:   Where is it going to be this time?

Elmo:      Back to school again.

Gangway:   Will you be able to use the things you learned in Afpatric?

Elmo:      Of course not; you know as well as I do the Air Force doesn't work like that.

Gangway:   Yes, you're right. What did you learn in Afpatric, anyhow?

(Music from “Titwillow”  

Sung by Ko-ko in The Mikado)

Elmo:      (Sings)  When they told me to join it, I never had heard

Of Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric,

But nevertheless I was quickly transferred

To Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

I was not a head-shrinker but they took me in,

And with knowledge they filled me from crew cut to chin,

So I finally felt I knew where to begin,

In Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

I found operational knowledge was scant

In Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

The facts of life I did my best to implant

In Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

I told SAC and TAC what Afpatric could do

I beat the drums hard for our new point of view,

All the colonels and generals I tried hard to woo

For Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

It’s now time to go, and I’m sorry to leave

Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

I’ve had much more fun than I once could conceive

In Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric,

But Staff College is calling, and I can’t say no, 

I must take up my wife and possessions and go,

But I’ll always remember the people I know

In Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

           (CHORUS: We're sorry you're going, we wish you could stay

With Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

It won’t be the same when we know you're away

From Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

You’ve solved lots of problems with kindness and care.

As a rule you were patient; you always were fair. 

And we fear that men like you will always be rare 

In Afpatric, Afpatric, Afpatric.

(The cast stops, bows, generally indicates that the show is over, all except the Narrator, who does nothing. When applause stops the cast begins to go to seats among the audience. Then the Narrator speaks.)

Narrator:  Hey, Elmo, where are you going with that present?  You didn’t really think you could get away with it, did you?

Elmo:      It was worth a try.

Narrator:  Come on back here, stop being a puppet, and we'll give it to the man who really deserves it. (And they do.)

THE END

