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Characters 

(4 Men, 2 Women) 

Constance Goodwin: mid-20’s, pretty, blond, appears charming and 

buoyant even on top of her constant litany of woes.  She’s a hard 

worker and dedicated to preserving her farm, whatever the cost.  She 

is unintentionally funny at times.  

Helena Goodwin: Constance’s cousin, mid-20’s, early 30’s a big-boned 

farm girl who wears loose fitting slacks and is built for the task of 

hauling large crates of vegetables, apples, melons, corn, etc.  She’s 

snappy and sarcastic and always a bit confused by Constance’s 

interpretation of her. 

Friederich von Fouler*: late 40’s/early 50’s distinguished looking 

with salt-n-pepper hair and a large moustache, walking stick in hand.  

His manner is typically oily, but can be overly classy and exaggerated 

to impress his prey as needed. He dresses in silky blacks. 

Simon Deludabel*: Fouler’s protégé, mid-30’s and a hapless, often 

tipsy, bumbling, but romantic buffoon.  Simon is easily distracted, 

and dreams of the circus.  Simon dresses similarly to Fouler. 

  

(*When conversing with each other they speak with a New York or east 

coast accents, but when speaking with other characters they put on 

foreign accents as needed.) 

Jack Strongfellow: mid-30’s, handsome, boyish but the picture of 

virility, charming good manners and appropriateness.  He is dressed 

simply but with some sense of style. He is always ready to treat a 

stranger like family.  He speaks with an Eastern Appalachian or 

Virginia accent. 

Narrator/Man: This role serves many different purposes. Narrator is 

the audience’s liaison throughout the story.  Man covers the multiple 

smaller roles throughout, each as distinctly different characters.  

Setting 

Lake Mills, (Illinois Territory, soon to be Wisconsin); the action 

moves between the Goodwin’s “store/produce stand” located just at the 

edge of the growing town of Lake Mills, the bank, the telegraph 

office, the brewery, the tavern, and other local Lake Mills landmarks.   

Time 

Late Summer of 1847 



VOCAL RANGES (TO BE REPLACED BY 

RON’S VERSION OF THIS PAGE) 
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Helena Goodwin: 
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PROLOGUE 

1. Melodrama, Melodrama 
 

NARRATOR 

MELODRAMA, MELODRAMA 

FILLED WITH TRAGEDY AND TRAUMA 

CHARACTERS THAT JUMP RIGHT OFF THE PAGE 

IMMINENT DISASTER AS THE PLOT MOVES EVER FASTER 

STORY LINES THAT INSTANTLY ENGAGE 

MAKES YOU WISH THAT YOU COULD BE ON STAGE 

 
NARRATOR 

Good evening, ladies and gentleman, and welcome to the show!  

We’re so happy that you could join us tonight.  Alright, show of 

hands, how many of you have ever seen a real live Melodrama 

before?  (Small numbers…Oh, then, we’ve got our work cut out for 

us!  But, we’ll make sure that every one of you understands how 

to play your role in the show.  Alternately, for large 

numbers…that’s fantastic, but we’ll still need to make sure you 

all understand how it works and the role you get to play. Ad lib 

as needed.)   

 

Now, there are some Melodrama characters that you need to know 

about, and more importantly, how you need to respond to them.  

First, there is the mean, nasty, (Villain music cue begins as 

Villain enters.) ornery ol’ villain, and I bet that you already 

know what you’d like to do to him.  (Audience responds.)  That’s 

right, BOOOO, and HISSSSSSS. 

 

VILLAIN 

I'M THE VILLAIN, I’M ALL BAD 

I’M A GREEDY, NASTY CAD 

I’LL STOP AT NOTHING TO GET MY WAY 

TRY TO CROSS ME, YOU'LL RUE THE DAY. 

 

(Villain laughs meanly and exits. Audience 

responds.) 

 

NARRATOR 

That was great!  I think we just uncovered some anger management 

issues in this section.  So, any time you see or hear the 

villain do something mean or nasty you have every right to let 

him have it.  Let’s give that another try. (Villain reappears 

and Narrator encourages audience further. Ad lib as needed.)  

(Audience responds.) 

(Villain exits.) 
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NARRATOR 

Next is our hero.  When the hero saves the day, or when he’s 

just done a particularly good deed, or even if he just strikes 

an heroic pose like this (Hero enters on cue to demonstrate.) 

(Hero music cue begins as Hero enters.) then let him know how 

much you approve by giving him a great big cheer…hip hip 

Horaaaay!   

(Audience responds.)   

HERO 

EVERY STORY HAS A HERO 

HANDSOME, BRAVE AND STRONG 

UNAFRAID OF DANGER 

UNAFRAID OF RIGHTING WRONG 

I’M THE STUFF OF DREAMS COME TRUE 

I’LL SAVE THE DAY AS IF ON CUE 

THAT’S WHAT HEROES DO. 

 

(Hero poses.) 

NARRATOR 

One more time for our Hero!  Hip…Hip…Hooray!  He’ll definitely 

appreciate all the help he can get!  

 

(Hero exits.)  

And last, but certainly not least, our heroine.  (Heroine music 

cue begins as Heroine enters.) She’s as innocent as the freshly 

fallen snow and her tragic plight makes us go…Aaaaaaaaw!   

 

(Audience responds.)   

HEROINE 

THE HEROINE – CHASTE AND PURE 

BEAUTIFUL AND A BIT DEMURE 

ALWAYS ON THE LOOKOUT FOR MY MR. RIGHT 

BET YOUR BOTTOM DOLLAR THAT IT’S LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT. 

 

(Heroine strikes a classic DelSartean pose.) 

NARRATOR 

(encouraging audience as needed) Awwww…. Well done, well done!  

Isn’t she just the picture of innocent perfection?  (Audience 

may respond with another Awwww.)   

 
(Villain re-enters and heads toward Heroine, 

but speaks to the audience directly.) 
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VILLAIN 

(Nastily) She’ll be anything but perfect when I’m through with 

her!  (Audience boos and hisses.) 

 
(Hero re-enters and blocks Villain’s from 

reaching Heroine and strikes Heroic pose.) 

 

HERO 

(Heroically) Stay away from her you vile villain!  (Audience 

cheers.) 

 
HEROINE 

(Sweetly) Oh, thank you for protecting me, kind sir.  (They 

embrace.  Audience sighs.) 

 
NARRATOR 

By golly, I think they’ve got it!   

 

(Simon and Helena enter with showbiz 

enthusiasm ala classic vaudeville.)  

 

SIDEKICKS (SIMON AND HELENA) 

WE ARE THE SIDEKICKS 

WE OFFER COMIC RELIEF 

AND IN THIS MELODRAMA MENU 

WE’RE THE COMIC GROUND BEEF, HEY! 

 

NARRATOR 

No, no, no, No!  Sidekicks don’t get their own songs.  I mean, 

maybe some stylish musical comebacks or the odd line of harmony, 

but absolutely no solos!  And, no singing about your innermost 

thoughts either!  You’re only here to support the main 

characters…got it?   

 

SIDEKICKS (SIMON AND HELENA) 

But… 

 

NARRATOR 

Nope! 

 

SIDEKICKS (SIMON AND HELENA) 

But… 

 

NARRATOR 

Sorry, that’s showbiz kids!   
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(Hero, Heroine, and Villain all step out of 

character and behave as actors.) 

 

VILLAIN (AS ACTOR) 

(to Simon) Yeah, and don’t let me catch you trying on my 

costumes again either! 

 

HEROINE (AS ACTOR) 

(to Helena) That goes double for you, missy! 

 

HERO (AS ACTOR) 

(to Narrator) And that goes triple for…wait…I don’t have a 

sidekick…so…(Hero strikes an heroic pose. It’s what he does 

whenever he doesn’t know what else to do.) 

(Narrator encourages audience to cheer for 

the Hero, just because.  The sidekicks, 

Simon and Helena, slink grumpily offstage, 

for now.) 

 

HERO 

(to Narrator) And, what about you, Mr. MC/Narrator? 

 

NARRATOR 

You’ll see me popping up throughout the show in mostly minor 

roles, coaching our audience, and sometimes the actors, if 

things aren’t going well. 

 

HERO, HERONIE, VILLAIN (AD LIBS) 

Now, wait a minute.  What?  Not going well?!?  What’s that 

supposed to mean? 

 

NARRATOR 

Now, now, don’t get your corsets in a twist.   

 

VILLAIN (AS ACTOR) 

I told you before, this is NOT a corset, it’s Manx…you know, 

Spanx for men! 

 

NARRATOR 

I’m just here to help our audience and make sure everything goes 

smoothly.  Now, places please!   

(Hero, Heroine, and Villain exit, or return 

to their places for the final part of the 

opening song, without hearing the Narrator’s 

aside.) 
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NARRATOR 

(aside) Actors!  They’re sooooo sensitive.  Back to business, 

our story is set in 1847 in Lake Mills of the Illinois Territory 

soon to become Wisconsin (‘On Wisconsin’ music cue) Oh yeah…that 

kind of thing is gonna happen a lot too.  Now, be sure to 

participate so you can have a great time!  Alrighty then, I 

think we’re ready to wrap this intro up.  Hit it maestro! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

NARRATOR 

MELODRAMA, MELODRAMA 

FILLED WITH TRAGEDY AND TRAUMA 

 

HERO & HEROINE 

FILLED WITH LOVE THAT SETS YOUR HEART AGLOW 

 

VILLAIN 

OTHERS MAY BE DREAMING  

BUT I’M PLOTTING AND I’M SCHEMING 

 

NARRATOR 

AUDIENCE THAT’S ALWAYS IN THE KNOW 

 

HERO AND HEROINE 

NOW IT’S TIME…  

 

VILLAIN 

YES, IT’S TIME… 

(Simon and Helena poke their heads in from 

the sides of the stage.) 

 

SIDEKICKS (SIMON AND HELENA) 

FIN’LLY TIME… 

 

ALL 

TO GET ON WITH THE SHOW 

 

HEROINE 
THE HEROINE –  

CHASTE AND PURE 

BEAUTIFUL AND A BIT DEMURE 

ALWAYS ON THE LOOKOUT  

FOR MY MR. RIGHT 

BET YOUR BOTTOM DOLLAR  

THAT IT’S LOVE AT FIRST 

SIGHT. 

 

HERO 
EVERY STORY HAS A HERO 

HANDSOME, BRAVE AND STRONG 

UNAFRAID OF DANGER 

UNAFRAID OF RIGHTING WRONG 

I’M THE STUFF  

OF DREAMS COME TRUE 

I’LL SAVE THE DAY  

AS IF ON CUE 

THAT’S WHAT HEROES DO. 

 

VILLAIN 
I'M THE VILLAIN,  

I’M ALL BAD 

I’M A GREEDY,  

NASTY CAD 

I’LL STOP AT NOTHING 

TO GET MY WAY 

TRY TO CROSS ME, 

YOU'LL RUE THE DAY. 
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Act I, Scene 1 

 
Lights up on produce stand. We 

find Constance and Helena working.  

This location is a mixture of a 

roadside produce stand, creamery, 

and grain mill.  This is where 

Constance is churning a new batch 

of fresh butter.  It’s hard work 

but she does it with grace and 

style, perhaps even multi-tasking 

between churning butter and 

sorting produce.  Helena is 

hauling in large cases of 

vegetables, apples, melons, corn, 

etc. harvested from their farm and 

putting them out for customers to 

purchase.   

CONSTANCE 

(As she churns mightily…) Heavens be praised, cousin Helena!  

This new batch of butter is coming along very well. Just a few 

more churns until you can drain it and start filling the jars. I 

think it’s going to be our best yet!   

 
HELENA 

(As she puts out the vegetables for sale with the delicacy of a 

bull, and gets right to the point) I have to hand it to you, 

Constance.  You do make the best tasting butter this side of the 

Ohio river!  And, none too soon.  We need to sell every ounce of 

it, and fast!  That mortgage payment is coming due tomorrow and 

we’re still a bit shy of it.   

(Helena continues with the vegetables.) 

CONSTANCE 

(coyly) Well, cousin, we’re actually more than a bit shy of it.   

HELENA 

What do you mean? 
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CONSTANCE 

I didn’t want to worry you.  (Aside) You see, my Father, Isaiah 

Goodwin, brought her here from Chicago so that I could watch 

over her, but I worry so how this news could affect her. She is 

such a delicate flower after all.   

(As Constance speaks, Helena overhears her 

aside and does a take to Constance and then 

one to the audience, since she’s obviously 

not delicate and she can hear her talking to 

the audience.) 

HELENA 

I CAN hear you, you know! 

 

CONSTANCE 

(a puzzled look to Helena, and then back to audience) Still, I 

will proceed with caution.  

(back to Helena with extreme care as if 

explaining to a child) 

I will speak plainly then.  We are in dire straits regarding the 

mortgage.  We are actually six full months behind now.   

HELENA 

(gruffly) Oh criminy, Constance!  How could this be?  How much 

is left? 

 

CONSTANCE 

(saddened by it) Oh dear!  I knew this would upset your gentle 

disposition.  I’d say, about 17 dollars and 42 cents, give or 

take.   

 

HELENA 

(aside) Here’s the real story.  Constance’s Father, my uncle, 

didn’t think she was competent to run this farm, so I was sent 

from Chicago, against my will I might add, to guide her, but 

does she listen? 
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CONSTANCE 

(putting on a brave face) But, not to worry, dear cousin.  I’m 

sure I’ll find a way.  It’s not your burden to bear.  As my 

Father’s only daughter, it’s mine and mine alone.  Heaven rest 

his insouciant soul.  (Constance sings.) 

 

2. Oh, The Pity of it All, Part 1. 
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CONSTANCE 

PLEASE DON’T FRET, MY FRAGILE CHILD 

WITH CONSTITUTION MEEK AND MILD 

ALTHOUGH OUR STATE OF AFFAIRS LOOKS GRIM 

 

HELENA 

(ASIDE) I’D SAY IT’S MORE LIKE SINK OR SWIM! 

 

CONSTANCE 

TRUE, THE FARM IS IN ARREARS 

I LIE AWAKE AT NIGHT IN TEARS 

JUST THINKING WHAT IN THE WORLD TO DO 

 

HELENA 

(ASIDE) IN OTHER WORDS, YOU HAVE NO CLUE! 

 

CONSTANCE 

IT’S MUCH WORSE THAN YOU REALIZE;  

THE HORSES NEED NEW SHOES 

THE SOIL IS MIGHTY DRY;  

I’M AFRAID THE CROPS WILL DIE 

THE ANIMALS ARE SICKLY,  

ALL THE COWS AND GOATS AND EWES  

 

 HELENA 

(ASIDE) WELL THEN “USE” IMAGINATION  

TO INSTALL SOME IRRIGATION! 

(to Constance) CONSTANCE,  

(Helena begins this phrase in the same key, 

but then stops.) 

HELENA 

(as actor, not character) Are you serious? We’re not all 

sopranos, you know.  

(The pianist brings the key down several 

steps until Helena nods in agreement.) 

Thank you, maestro.  

 

CONSTANCE STOP THIS ENDLESS RANT 

SUCH GLOOM AND DOOM WILL DISENCHANT 

YOU’LL LOSE YOUR SHIRT AND YOUR FAM’LY PRIDE 

YOUR REPUTATION CAST ASIDE 

 

CONSTANCE 

OH, WOE IS ME! THIS BRUTAL PLOT! 

THE FAMILY FARM – IT’S ALL I’VE GOT! 
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HELENA 

(aside) Oh, Uncle Isaiah, I guess you weren’t joking about her 

middle name being Melodrama.  If only I had kicked that heavenly 

bucket instead.  (resigned, and with a heavy sigh) Alright, I’ll 

get the jars ready.  And, meanwhile, I’ll start working on ways 

NOT to starve to death.   

 

(Helena exits to the back of the produce 

stand and Constance continues to churn until 

Lights out on produce stand. Constance 

exits.)   
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ACT I, Scene 2 

Lights up on Bank teller window 

with MAN, as TELLER, and 

Friederich von Fouler, accompanied 

by Simon Deludabel. Simon stands 

aside waiting for Fouler to finish 

his banking business. 

FOULER 

(with accent) Dank you, mya goot man.  (Stepping away to count 

the money he just exchanged.)  (without accent, and to Simon) My 

excellent counterfeits have easily fooled that bank teller. (a 

low chuckle to himself) 

 

SIMON 

(reaching out to touch the money) Ooooohh, yes, very nice. 

(Fouler swats his hand away, and goes back 

to counting the money.)   

It’s not like I was going to take it.  I was just admiring it.  

(aside to audience) If only my family had left me a proper 

inheritance.  But, life in a family of trapeze artists doesn’t 

create much worldly wealth.   

(Fouler goes back to the teller window.)   

FOULER 

(with accent again, etc.) Goot sir, vould you also be able to 

tell me vhere I might find de Gootvin family homeshtead?   

 

MAN (TELLER) 

Oh, you mean, Isaiah Goodwin’s place?   

FOULER 

Vhy, yes, de exact same vone.   

MAN (TELLER) 

Sorry to say, Isaiah Goodwin passed away in a tragic alcohol 

induced incident at the brewery less than a year ago. (music 

sting)  

(Briefly, MAN, Simon and Fouler look around 

curiously for the source of the music 

sting.)  
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FOULER 

Oh, dat is terrible und tragic newz indeed.   

MAN (TELLER) 

He is survived by his daughter, Constance Goodwin.  She’s doing 

her best to keep the old farm going, and running that produce 

stand near the end of Main Street to help make ends meet.     

 

FOULER 

(dropping accent) How delightful…(recovering) I mean, vhat 

courage, vhat fortitude!  (Aside to Simon/audience.)  An 

orphan…how wonderful!  (Back to MAN.)  Vell, dat puts everyding 

in a new light.   

(Simon jumps on the bandwagon, and tries to 

practice his accent in front of the Bank 

Teller.)   

 

SIMON 

Yah, it-uh does put-uh everything in a new-uh light. 

 
FOULER 

(irritated) Dat’s vhat I said. 

 
SIMON 

Yah, I-uh know, I was-uh just-uh repeating it for-uh emphasis, 

and-uh practicing-uh my acc… 

 
FOULER 

(cutting him off) Enough! (to MAN) Dank you zo much for de 

fascinating information. 

(Fouler and Simon step out of the bank and 

onto the street, and start to cross.) 

FOULER 

A poor desperate daughter trying to save the family farm…how 

deliciously pathetic!  (Evil laugh.)  (Audience response.) You 

need to work on your accent.  Are you trying to be Italian or 

Swedish?   

SIMON 

Good question…which do you like better? 
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FOULER 

It doesn’t matter, just pick one and stick to it!  If you blow 

our cover you’ll be sorry.   

SIMON 

Yes, sir…understood, sir.  I mean, (trying something Russian) 

Da, comrade.  Do you layke theece wan moor dhzan the uther wanz? 

(Fouler gives Simon a consternated look just 

as Jack Strongfellow enters, flipping a Lion 

Dollar coin as he walks, and is about to 

criss-cross Fouler and Simon when he loses 

control of the coin.  Jack spins around 

looking for it as Fouler watches the coin 

and puts his foot on it where it landed.  

Fouler bends down and picks up the Lion 

Dollar coin, and spends the next line 

examining it.) 

FOULER 

Ah, you are from de east coast, I zee.  Dese Lion Dollars 

stopped circulating zome time ago. 

 

JACK 

They were still in use when I left Virginia to head out here and 

stake my claim in the newly discovered lead deposits just west 

of here.      

 
(They cordially tip hats as they introduce 

themselves.) 

FOULER 

Friedrich von Fouler. 

JACK 

Nice to meet ya.  Johnathon Marrak Dashiell Henry Arthur Charles 

Victor Truman Saphy Strongfellow. 

FOULER 

Saphy? 

JACK 

Long story. 

(Jack starts to go.) 
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FOULER 

Sir, your coin. 

JACK 

Doh…almost forgot that.  Thank you kindly, sir. 

(Jack goes on his way and does not overhear 

Fouler’s next speech.) 

FOULER 

All I need to do now is seduce her into marrying me, get her to 

sign the deed, sell the land to the railroad company and make a 

fortune!  (Evil laugh.) (Audience response.)  But first, some 

flowers I think.   

 

(Fouler and Simon exit, “heading to the 

produce stand”.  Jack enters the lighted 

Bank area, the Bank changes into Telegraph 

Office using some kind of changeable signage 

and a swap of hats for the MAN who now 

becomes the Telegraph Operator.) 

MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Good Morning.  How may I help you? 

 
JACK 

Good Morning to you, sir.  I just arrived last night, and I’m 

waitin’ on a telegram from one of my relatives in Virginia.  Do 

you have anythin’ for me?  My name is Johnathon Marrak Dashiell 

Henry Arthur Charles Victor Truman Saphy Strongfellow. 

 

MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Hmmm…that’s a lot of name you got there, young man.  What did 

you say it was again? 

 
JACK 

Johnathon 

 

MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

No. 

 

JACK 

Marrak 

 

MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

No. 
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JACK 

Dashiell 

 
MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

No. 

 
JACK 

Henry? 

 
MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Nope. 

 
JACK 

Arthur. 

 
MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Nada. 

 
JACK 

Charles. 

 

MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Sorry. 

 

JACK 

Victor. 

 
MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Unh…unh. 

 

JACK 

Truman?  

 
MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Nothing. 

 

JACK 

Saphy.  

 

MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Say what? 

 

JACK 

Long story.  Well, I’m all out of names at this point. 
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MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

What did you say your last name was again? 

 
JACK 

Strongfellow, but most people just call me Jack. 

 
MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Oh, yes, well, why didn’t you say so in the first place?  Of 

course…Jack.  Here it is.   

 
(MAN hands Jack the telegram.) 

JACK 

Thank you ever so much.  Here you are my good man.   

 

(Jack hands MAN the Lion Dollar coin. Jack 

starts to exit.)  

 

Doh, almost forgot.  I’m darn near famished.  Any tips on 

findin’ some tasty vittles? 

 

MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Well, here’s a tip, have a bite of this bread and butter here.   

 

(Jack does.  Transfixed music plays briefly. 

He is having a vision.) 

 

JACK 

Holy Land O’Lakes!  What sweet creamy dream is this?!?   

 

MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Now, isn’t that the best bread and butter you’ve ever tasted?   

 

JACK 

I’ll say.  You see…sometimes, when I least expect it, and 

without any warnin’, like a bolt of lightning from out of the 

blue, I suddenly see a person’s future!  And, the vision I just 

had nearly buttered my toast! 

 

MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Plus, it’s made by one of the prettiest and sweetest young gals 

in this area.   

 

JACK 

Where is this angel of magical milk products?   
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MAN (TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Saunter down Main, turn left at the hitching post, and walk 

right down to the produce stand on the left.  You can’t miss it.   

 
JACK 

Thanks a million! (heroically, and with heroic pose) And now, 

I’m off to meet my destiny!   

(Audience responds.  Jack exits.  MAN closes 

telegraph office and exits.) 

Lights out on Telegraph Office 

area. 
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Act I, Scene 3 

Lights up on produce stand. 

3. Oh, The Pity of it All, Part 2. 

 

CONSTANCE  

OH, THE PITY OF IT ALL 

MY FATHER’S DREADFUL, WRETCHED FALL 

IT MAKES NO SENSE BUT FROM WHAT I HEAR 

HE FELL INTO A VAT OF BEER. 

 

DAD WOULD NEITHER DRINK NOR SMOKE 

WE’RE HEARTY, WHOLESOME FARMING FOLK 

AND YET THEY SAY ON THAT TRAGIC NIGHT 

‘TWAS ALCOHOL THAT DOUSED HIS LIGHT.  

 

(During this section, Fouler and Simon arrive outside the 

window of the produce stand, Fouler with flowers in hand.  

They listen to Constance and spy on her through the 

window.) 

 

WHEN HE TOLD ME EIGHT MONTHS AGO  

HE’D SAVE THE FAMILY FARM 

HE SAID HE HAD A PLAN THAT INVOLVED A WEALTHY MAN 

AS SURE AS I’M A GOODWIN, FATHER MEANT TO DO NO HARM 

WHY ON EARTH WOULD HE BE DRINKING,  

WHAT EXACTLY WAS HE THINKING? 

 

NO TIME TO WEEP, NO TIME TO WAIL 

FOR FATHER’S SAKE, I MUST PREVAIL! 
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FOULER 

She still doesn’t know the truth about her Father’s demise.  

And, her current state of despair is all I need for my charms to 

work their magic.  

 

SIMON 

What are you going to do with the girl after you’ve got what you 

want this time?   

 

FOULER 

I’ll be sure to get rid of her before she can become a problem.   

 

SIMON 

What do you mean by “get rid of her”? 

 

FOULER 

That’s not for you to worry about.  I will tell you what you 

need to worry about. 

 

SIMON 

Why should I worry?  You’re the one who’s going to marry her.   

 

FOULER 

You insolent fool!   

 

SIMON 

Freddy, instead of using my real first name, can we use… 

 
FOULER 

(cutting him off) It is Mr. Friedrich von Fouler to you!  And 

keep your mouth shut as much as possible.  I don’t want your bad 

accent to give us away.  I’ll do the talking for both of us.   

(Fouler goes to the window and peers in.) 

SIMON 

(aside to the audience) (mockingly, as he gets out his flask to 

take a swig) I’ll do the talking for both of us.  Just imagine 

the things I’d say if I did the talking!  (Simons sings…) 

 

4. Freddy, You’re a Bully 
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SIMON  

FREDDY, YOU’RE A BULLY 

YOU’RE HEARTLESS, MEAN AND CRUEL 

I KNOW YOU THINK I’M NOTHING 

BUT FREDDY, I’M NO FOOL! 

IF ONLY… 
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FOULER 

(as actor, not character) WHAT are you DOING!?!  (to audience) 

Excuse me…(yelling toward offstage) Narrator!?!   

 

(Narrator enters right next to him and 

startles him.) 

 

Oh!  (recovering) He’s breaking the rule about sidekicks NOT 

having solos to express their innermost thoughts! 

 

NARRATOR 

Right, [actor’s name], you know the rules…so, don’t do it again. 

 

SIMON 

(playing dumb, as actor, not character) Sorry, [actor’s name], I 

forgot.  I was just in the moment, you know.  It won’t happen 

again. (he does a “who knows” take to the audience and then he 

takes another swig from his flask) 

 

(Narrator exits. Actor playing Fouler goes 

back into character and returns to peering 

in the produce stand window.  Lights come up 

in the produce stand area as Helena enters 

from the back.) 

 

FOULER 

(as character again) Now, keep that young man in there 

distracted while I work on Constance. Put that flask away, and 

here, take these [flowers].  

 

(Fouler and Simon enter.  They arrive just 

behind Helena who is stacking zucchini.) 

 

FOULER 

(with German accent) Greetings, young man.  (Helena turns 

around.)  Ooooohhh, ahhhh…ahem, I mean…my young “lady”.  I am 

Frederich von Fouler und dis is my assistant, Mr. Deludabel.   

 
SIMON 

(suddenly charmed by Helena, and with accent) That’s-uh Simon 

Deludabel…the third-uh.  I was-uh born-uh to a family of-uh 

trapeze-uh artists… 

 
FOULER 

(cutting him off) Dank you Mr. Deludabel.  Vhere may I find vone 

Mr. Isaiah Gootvin? 
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HELENA 

Well, you could look in the Lake Mills cemetery plot at the 

Methodist church, but you’d better bring a shovel.   

 

FOULER 

Oh dear, how shockingly wivid of you, my strappingk creature.  

Und zo, who iz de current owner of dis property?   

 

(Constance re-enters from back.) 

 

CONSTANCE 

I am.  I’m Constance Goodwin, Isaiah’s daughter.  And, this is 

my cousin, Helena Goodwin.  We work this land that I inherited  

ever since Mother passed from the yellow fever, and Father died 

in a tragic alcohol induced incident at the brewery less than a 

year ago (music sting).   

 

(All look curiously around for source of the 

music.) 

 

May they both rest in peace.   

 
HELENA 

Amen.   

 

FOULER 

(self aware) Yes, vhat an intriguing tragedy, my ravishing, Miss 

Goodwin.  I am at your service.  Mr. Friedrich von Fouler, 

native auf Gessertshausen. (pronounced like a sneeze) 

 

CONSTANCE 

Gezundheit. 

FOULER 

How charming.  No, dhat iz…Gessertshausen, Germany. 

CONSTANCE 

Ooooo, sounds fancy. 

(Simon begins to work his way around the 

produce stand, inspecting the produce, and 

trying to flirt with Helena. He also finds a 

moment to dip his finger into the butter 

churn and taste the butter, delicious!)   
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FOULER 

Mein deepest und most obsequious sympathies on de loss of your 

Fader.  For you, my poor lonely farm girl.   

 

(Fouler snaps his fingers at Simon for the 

flowers.  Simon quickly delivers the flowers 

to Constance.  Simon goes back to flirting 

with Helena as they move about the produce 

stand.)  

 

CONSTANCE 

Why, thank you, Mr. Fouler.  (aside to audience) This gentleman 

has a strange accent and uses lots of fancy words, but shows 

compassion and sincerity.  Isn’t he kind and considerate? 

(audience will respond but she ignores it) 

 

FOULER 

If I may be zo bold, as to woo you now.   

 

(During the song, Fouler works his charms on 

Constance, while Simon flirts and toys with 

Helena.  Helena is uninterested in his 

ploys.  Simon pulls out a squeeze 

box/accordion to accompany Fouler’s song.  

Helena is intrigued by Simon’s musical 

ability, but doesn’t let on to him.) 

 

5. Fouler’s Proposal 
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FOULER  

THE BANK IS RIGHT OUTSIDE YOUR DOOR 

YOU CAN’T IGNORE THEM ANYMORE 

YOU NEED A MAN YOU CAN RELY ON 

WHO HAS A SHOULDER YOU CAN CRY ON 

 

I DARESAY I’M THE MAN YOU NEED 

THOUGH NEVER MODEST, I CONCEDE 

I’M WEALTHY, SMART AND REALLY HANDSOME 

(ASIDE) THIS FARM WILL YIELD A HANDSOME RANSOM 

 

YOU AND ME – TROUBLE FREE 

JUST AGREE TO MARRY ME 

MARRY, MARRY, MARRY, MARRY ME 

 

     CONSTANCE 

MARRY YOU? BUT WE JUST MET! 

I REALLY DO NOT KNOW YOU YET 

      

FOULER 

THAT’S TRUE, MY DEAR, BUT YOU’RE IN DEBT 

THE CLOCK IS TICKING, DON’T FORGET 

 

     CONSTANCE 

 CAN YOU SUPPLY ME WITH A REFERENCE? 

       

FOULER 

  HERE’S A LIST – JUST PICK YOUR PREFERENCE  

 

(Simon reaches into his deep hidden pocket 

and whips out a scroll-like list several 

feet long. Constance and Helena gasp.) 

      CONSTANCE 

  REFERENCES AND PEDIGREE 

  (ASIDE) SHALL I LET HIM MARRY ME? 

      

FOULER 

  MARRY, MARRY, MARRY, MARRY ME 

 

CONSTANCE  

Yes, but…       

 ONE THING MORE I NEED TO HEAR 

 YOUR ATTITUDE TOWARD WINE AND BEER 
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      FOULER 

 I MADE MY MONEY QUENCHING THIRST 

 (ASIDE) A TALENT RICHLY REIMBURSED 

  

     CONSTANCE 

 NO WHISKEY HERE – DON’T EVEN THINK IT 

      

FOULER 

   HAVE NO FEAR, I NEVER DRINK IT 

 

      CONSTANCE 

   GUARANTEE OF NO CHABLIS 

   (ASIDE) SHALL I LET HIM MARRY ME? 

      

FOULER 

   MARRY, MARRY, MARRY, MARRY ME 

 

CONSTANCE  

Yes, but… 

   TENDER MATTERS OF THE HEART 

   WITHOUT TRUE LOVE WILL FALL APART 

      

FOULER 

   I’VE LOVED YOU FROM THE VERY START 

   (ASIDE) SUCH EXPLOITATION IS AN ART 

 

      CONSTANCE 

   YOU FLATTER, BUT CAN I BELIEVE YOU? 

     

      FOULER 

   WHY ON EARTH WOULD I DECEIVE YOU? 

     

      CONSTANCE 

   HE DISPLAYS SUCH HONESTY 

   (ASIDE) SHALL I LET HIM MARRY ME? 

      

 

FOULER 

   MARRY, MARRY, MARRY, MARRY 

   MARRY, MARRY, MARRY, MARRY 

   MARRY, MARRY, MARRY, MARRY ME 
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CONSTANCE 

(aside) Something is strange about his demeanor, yet I am deeply 

moved by his choice to avoid alcohol.  Shall I let his banking 

skills save my farm?  (audience response) Shall I believe his 

overtures of love?  (audience response)  Shall I marry him? 

(audience response) (to Fouler) Very well, I see no other way.  

I will agree to marry you.   

(Fouler does a silent fist pump, shared with 

the audience, for getting his way.) 

FOULER 

Vhat an excellent decision!  (Aside.)  Oh so gullible, and easy 

to manipulate.  I’ll have this land in my hands in no time! 

(Evil laugh.)   

 

HELENA 

Hang on here now, Constance!  You can’t just marry the first man 

who walks in here.  We need to check these references.  (aside) 

That’s exactly why this girl needs to be watched like a hawk! 

 

FOULER 

Yes, of course, contact my references und dey vill ALL confirm 

my business… how you say…acumen.   

 

CONSTANCE 

Oh Helena, give me strength. 

(Helena moves to Constance.) 

How could I possibly contact them all?  

 

SIMON 

He didn’ta meana you had toa contacta eacha and everya… 

 

FOULER 

(cutting him off) Mr. Deludabel, leaf dat tree trunk of a 

treasure alone und get over here.   

 

(Simon moves away from Helena to Fouler.) 

 

De measure of a man can be counted by de number of references he 

keeps.   

 

HELENA 

We need some time to do our due diligence.  
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FOULER 

   YOU HAVE THREE HOURS TO CHOOSE YOUR FATE 

   BEYOND THAT, LADIES, I WON’T WAIT 

   CONSIDER ALL I HAVE TO OFFER 

   THE BENEFITS OF WHAT I PROFFER 

 

FOULER 

I vill return at 2pm.  I vill count dhe hours until ve meet 

again, Miss Gootvin.  

 

   MARRY, MARRY, MARRY, MARRY 

   MARRY, MARRY, MARRY, MARRY 

   MARRY, MARRY, MARRY, MARRY ME 

 

FOULER 

Goot day Gootvins. 

 

(Fouler and Simon exit, Fouler with over the 

top obsequious airs, but Simon exits truly 

reluctantly, looking longingly back toward 

Helena.) 

HELENA 

Just what you wanted, the perfect opportunity to be a martyr.  

(aside) What I wouldn’t give to be back in Chicago right now.   

(smiling) Although, that Mr. Deludabel certainly knows his way 

around a squeezebox.  Oops, I digress.  (reluctantly back to 

Constance) What are you going to do about those references?    

 

CONSTANCE 

I don’t know, Helena.  I have to churn, it helps me think. 

 

(She goes to the churn, and sings.) 

 

6. Oh, The Pity of it All, Part 3. 
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CONSTANCE 

  I HAVE DOUBTS, I MUST CONFIDE 

  SHOULD I BECOME THIS FELLOW’S BRIDE 

      HELENA 

  HE’S KIND OF STRANGE, BUT IT COULD BE WORSE 

  REMEMBER, DEAR, YOU’RE RISK AVERSE 

 

      CONSTANCE  

  HIS PROPOSAL’S BONA FIDE 

  BUT SOMETHING FEELS AMISS INSIDE   

   

      HELENA 

  AND YET THIS COULD BE A DREAM COME TRUE 

  DEPENDING ON YOUR POINT OF VIEW 

 

(Jack enters and listens to Constance sing 

without seeing her yet.) 

       

      CONSTANCE 

  NO TIME TO THINK, THE BANK WON’T WAIT 

  I’LL SAVE THE FARM AND SEAL MY FATE 
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(When Constance finishes singing, she exits 

to the back of the produce stand.) 

JACK 

(to audience) What a glorious sound this creature makes!  But 

she sings with such woeful implications.  I will do anything I 

can to cheer her!   

 

(Jack poses heroicaly, audience responds.  

Narrator pokes his head out from side of 

stage and gives the audience the thumbs up.  

Jack enters, just as Helena rounds the 

corner.  They both scream at the sight of 

the other, Jack because he thinks this is 

the body/person from which the voice came, 

and Helena because of the unexpected 

arrival.) 

 

JACK 

(unsure of how to handle the situation, clearly struggling, 

almost choking on his words) Ahhh, errrr, aaaaah, hmmmm…you’re 

not what I saw in my vision…hmmm…I was told that you were one of 

the prettiest and sweetest young gals in this area?  And, that 

you make some of the best bread and butter ever!   

 

HELENA 

Ohhhhhh, you’re looking for Constance.  That figures.  I’m her 

maid servant wench, I mean, cousin, Helena.  Even though I swore 

to uncle Isaiah that I would protect her, sometimes I’d like to 

hurt that girl.  

 

(Jack give her an odd look.  Helena sings.)  

 

7. This Story is Always the Same 
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HELENA 

THIS STORY IS ALWAYS THE SAME 

NO HEARTTHROB WILL UTTER MY NAME 

 

(Jack steps over and is about to tap her on 

the shoulder, but decides better of it as 

she has her Constance outburst.)  

 

Constance, Constance, Constance! 

 

(Jack then goes off stage to retrieve the 

Narrator.)  

 

IT’S ‘CONSTANCE THIS’ AND ‘CONSTANCE THAT’ 

HER DOOM AND GLOOM SHOULD LEAVE THEM FLAT 

BUT MEN ARE MEN AND THAT IS THAT 

AND A PRETTY FACE… 
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(Jack re-enters with Narrator, who pokes his 

head out from side of stage.)  

NARRATOR 

(warningly) We went over this in the opening number.   

HELENA 

(as actor, not character) Yeah, I know, I know, the sidekicks 

don’t get their own solos, blah, blah, blah.   

 

(Narrator exits. Jack returns to looking at 

the produce.)     

(to audience) Next time I’m going to read the fine print in my 

contract a lot more carefully.  (back to being character, and 

bellowing) CONSTANCE?!? 

 

(Constance enters while Jack has his back 

turned to her looking at the produce.  

Constance sets down a freshly baked batch of 

bread that’s she carried in from the back.  

And, then, they turn to see each other at 

the same moment, and bam!  Super-romantic 

Rachmaninoff style music plays with great 

intensity.  Helena witnesses what has just 

occurred, turns to the audience and rolls 

her eyes with disgust and too much awareness 

of her own plight.   

HELENA 

Ugh…just shoot me now! 

 

(Helena exits.  Constance and Jack linger 

over the still warm loaves of bread, in a 

trance, staring at each other as the music 

plays.) 

 

JACK 

(with sweet tenderness and reverence) May I touch your freshly 

baked loaves? 

 

CONSTANCE 

(equally entranced) Why…yes…you may.  
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JACK 

(he puts his hands on her warm loaves of bread, a tingle and a 

shiver) Ooooooohhhh.  May I sample your buttery homemade goods? 

 

CONSTANCE 

Why…yes…you may.  

 (She opens the churn and takes some butter 

out and puts it on the freshly baked bread.) 

Here you are. 

(He takes a bite.  Transfixed music cue 

plays.  Jack has a bit of an out of body 

experience.) 

JACK 

Jumpin’ Jehosaphat!!  What flavor, what delicacy!  What a 

vision!   

 
CONSTANCE 

Do you like it? 

 
JACK 

Like it?  It’s like love at first bite!     

 
CONSTANCE 

Did you say “love at first bite”?  

 

JACK 

Yes, indeedy, I certainly did!     

 

CONSTANCE 

(ecstatic) Oh my Goodness!  Father used to say that!  (deeply 

sad) I miss him so.  (She’s practically weeping.) 

 

JACK 

Oh Miss…Miss…Miss? (trying to comfort her and get her name) 

 

CONSTANCE 

Constance. Miss Constance Goodwin.  

 

JACK 

Oh, where are my manners?  Very pleased to meet you Miss 

Goodwin.  My name is Johnathon Marrak Dashiell Henry Arthur 

Charles Victor Truman Saphy Strongfellow. 
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CONSTANCE 

(coming out of it) Saphy? 

JACK 

Long story.  But, you can call me Jack.  Well, I didn’t mean to 

make you so very sad, especially after you’ve made me so very 

happy!  But, whatever is the matter? 

CONSTANCE 

Don’t worry, I’m always like this.  Alas, I’ll churn no more if 

I can’t pay the mortgage by tomorrow.  And, due to my desperate 

situation, I may have to marry a man I don’t love!  If only this 

freshly churned butter was the answer to all my problems. 

 

JACK 

But, I think this butter IS the answer to your problems!  I’ve 

never tasted anythin’ like it.  I think you’re missin’ the 

churns for the butter sticks!  

 

CONSTANCE 

Strange…that’s what Father used to say too!   

JACK 

Gosh! It must be destiny that we’re meetin’ like this!     

(Helena re-enters the produce stand from the 

back, and goes about her business as usual, 

stocking and straightening shelves, etc.) 

CONSTANCE 

Perhaps it is, and I would cry tears of joy for it, if I weren’t 

so conflicted right now. (aside to audience) Dare I reveal the 

sudden and excited feelings I’m having for Mr. Strongfellow? 

 

JACK 

Well, if you can tell those folks you sure as sugar pie can tell 

me! 

 

(Helena notices Jack observing Constance 

talking to the audience as if she’s not 

being heard.) 

CONSTANCE 

Those folks?  Uhhh… (Constance looks at him blankly, and back to 

audience.) 

 



I-3-19 

JACK 

Sure, I heard you singin’ of your woes, and it was wonderful!  I 

mean, the singin’, not your woes.  

 

CONSTANCE 

(recovering) Thank you very much. 

 

JACK 

(bashfully) And, I heard what you said about your feelings… 

toward me.  Now, I mustn’t assume anything…but I just have to 

say…(like a confession) that your butter makes me breathless and 

your bread is divine!  

 

CONSTANCE 

Oh my!  I would hardly compare my meager wares to the almighty!  

That is tantamount to blasphemy! 

 

JACK 

But, it shouldn’t be.  Not when you’ve got a gift like you do.  

It’s time to start living your own epic story!   

 

CONSTANCE 

Epic story?  Whatever do you mean? 

JACK 

Well, here’s somethin’ that will snap your stays and knock your 

stockings off!  (Constance blushes.)  Just now, when I tasted 

your decidedly decadent dairy delight, I saw it!  I had a vision 

of your future as the grand proprietress of a vast dairy empire!  

Your bread and butter will truly become your bread and butter!!!   

 

CONSTANCE 

Oh my stars and garters!   

(Helena, jumping up and down with enthusiasm 

to get Jack’s attention)  

HELENA 

Oo, oo, oo, oo, do ME, do ME!  

JACK 

Uhm…well…   

 

CONSTANCE 

Oh, Jack, this is my cousin Helena.   



I-3-20 

HELENA AND JACK 

Right, we met.  

JACK 

It just doesn’t work like that.  I never know when the moment 

will strike, and there’s nothin’ I can to do force it. 

 

HELENA 

Awwww…why does Miss Bubonic Plague have all the fun?!?  Gosh 

darn it! 

 

CONSTANCE 

Such language, dear cousin!  (aside to audience) She is such a 

dear and tender child.   

(Helena and Jack look at each and shrug 

their shoulders.)  

Your shocking revelation about me has my mind aflutter, but I 

can’t imagine that I might have any special gifts.   

HELENA 

Seriously…somebody shoot me…please!!   

 

8. Your Bread and Butter 
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JACK 

A SPECIAL GIFT! WHY, EVERYBODY’S GOT ONE. 

WHAT IS IT? WELL, THAT’S NOT ALWAYS CLEAR. 

BUT I’VE NO DOUBT YOUR GIFT IS A (AAHHH!) HOT ONE. 

MISS GOODWIN, DEAR, YOUR GIFT’S RIGHT HERE  

DELICIOUS HOMEMADE BREAD WITH HOMEMADE BUTTER TO 

SMEAR! 

 

YOUR BREAD AND BUTTER – HOW IT SATISFIES 

FRESH-BAKED PERFECTION RIGHT BEFORE YOUR EYES  

YOU COULD BECOME A DAIRY QUEEN 

BEST BREAD AND BUTTER ON THE SCENE  

MISS GOODWIN, IT’S SIMPLE TO SURMISE 

 

HELENA 

Humph, simple is as simple does. 

 
JACK 

YOUR BREAD AND BUTTER – COULD BE JUST THE THING 

SOLVE ALL THE WOES OF WHICH YOU OFTEN SING 

DREAM OF A CREAMY LAND O’ LAKES 

COOKIES, CROISSANTS AND CARROT CAKES 

MISS GOODWIN, WHAT A GIFT YOU BRING!  

 

NOW DON’T TRY TO SAY YOU’RE NOT SO GRAND 

THIS COULD BECOME THE GOODWIN BRAND  

YOU COULD BECOME A HUGE SUCCESS 

JUST LET YOUR HEART ENVISION IT 

 

      CONSTANCE  

(getting pulled into the excitement) Oh my! Do you really think 

it’s possible? 

 

JACK 

YOUR BREAD AND BUTTER SPREAD ACROSS THE LAND 

CUSTOMERS EATING FROM YOUR WEALTHY HAND 

FORTUNE AND FAME OUTSIDE YOUR DOORS 

POWER AND PRESTIGE – THEY COULD BE YOURS 

MISS GOODWIN, IT’S AT YOUR COMMAND. 

 

CONSTANCE 

(excitedly) Your words are terribly titillating!   

 

HELENA 

(aside) This guy might be my ticket out of Constance cuckoo 

land! 
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CONSTANCE 

But who would purchase my paltry popovers?!?   

JACK       

MORTICIANS IN MINOCQUA  

BARDS IN BAILEY’S BAY 

PICKLE PUMPERS IN PESH-TEE-GO 

YOUR BREAD WOULD MAKE THEIR DAY 

 
CONSTANCE 

That’s PESH-ti-go, but I see where you’re heading! 

 

JACK 

SHEEP SHEARERS IN SHEBOYGAN 

WOOL WEAVERS AND THEIR WIVES 

 
HELENA  

CONSTANCE, DON’T BE SELFISH 

YOUR BREAD COULD CHANGE THEIR LIVES! 

 

CONSTANCE 

Well, of course I wouldn’t want to be selfish.   

 

JACK 

So, how about it, Miss Goodwin? 

 

CONSTANCE 

Well, I only have this one churn, the one that helps me think, 

but it sounds spectacular!  So, goodbye marriage of convenience!  

And hello, boxcars of butter!   

(Overjoyed with their excitement, Jack and 

Constance embrace, but then quickly pull 

apart, realizing that it’s too much too 

soon.  Constance is demure, Jack has an “aww 

shucks” kind of moment.) 

HELENA 

(aside) I’m tellin’ ya, if the wind was blowing hard enough and 

in the right direction this girl would end up in Albequerque!  

(to Jack) But, the mortgage is still due tomorrow.   

JACK 

I’m sure that with a good business plan and my vision, we can 

negotiate a new deal with the bank!   
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CONSTANCE 

You see, Helena!  It’s all going to work out just fine. 

 

JACK 

May I return again tomorrow to sample some of your enticing 

jelly rolls, and to whip the details of your creamy new future 

into shape? 

CONSTANCE 

Why, yes, Mr. Strongfellow.  You may do so at your earliest 

convenience.   

(Assuming that the references are no longer 

are needed, Helena puts them aside in the 

produce stand for later use.) 

JACK 

Holy balls of butter!     

JACK 

   YOUR BREAD AND BUTTER  

   NORTH, SOUTH, WEST AND EAST 

      

      CONSTANCE  

   PREHEAT THE FUTURE 

   WATCH IT RISE LIKE YEAST 

      

      JACK 

   THINK OF THE PROFITS YOU WILL TURN 

     

      CONSTANCE 

   GOOD THING I REALLY LIKE TO CHURN 

 

      JACK 

   MISS GOODWIN, IT’S TIME TO SEIZE THE DAY 

   AND PUT YOUR TALENTS ON DISPLAY 

 

      JACK AND CONSTANCE 

   YOU/I SIMPLY HAVE TO USE YOUR/MY GIFT TODAY! 
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(Blackout.  Constance, Helena and Jack all 

exit.)  
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ACT I, Scene 4 

Lights up on the produce stand, 

2pm that same day.  Constance is 

busy with her baked goods.  Helena 

deals with the produce. 

(Fouler and Simon enter the produce stand.) 

FOULER 

Good afternoon, Miss Gootvin, and to you Miss Gootvin.  I 

counted the hours until I saw you again, und here I am.  Haf you 

checked my references? 

 

(Simon goes back to flirting with Helena.) 

 

CONSTANCE 

Oh, Mr. Fouler, we’ve been so busy this morning that there just 

hasn’t been time to do so.  Plus, a handsome young man had a 

vision about me and my future as the “grand proprietress of a 

vast dairy empire”, and so I changed my mind about marrying you. 

 

FOULER 

Vhat!?!  But, you agreed.  You can’t just change your mind on a 

vhim like dhat.   

 

HELENA 

You don’t know her very well yet, do you. 

 

CONSTANCE 

Helena, please.  My apologies, Mr. Fouler, but with Mr. 

Strongfellow’s help I plan to start building my new dairy 

business immediately and renegotiate my mortgage terms with the 

bank.   

 

FOULER 

Mr. Strongfellow…I zee.  (aside) Curses…a complication I hadn’t 

anticipated.  Well, knowing dhe banks like I do, you could still 

be forcibly removed from your property vhen you default on the 

loan tomorrow.   

 

CONSTANCE 

I have faith that everything will work out just fine.  Now, I 

don’t want you to go away empty handed.  Here.  Take some fresh 

bread and butter with you.   
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(Constance gives Fouler and Simon a basket 

of bread and butter.) 

FOULER 

Dhank you, Miss Gootvin.  (through gritted teeth)  I vish you 

all dhe best vith your new enterprise.  Come, Mr. Deludabel.   

 

(Fouler and Simon leave the produce stand, 

and cross to a new area of the stage for the 

following conversation. This can be a 

transitional location.  Lights out on 

produce stand.) 

 

SIMON 

Can we have some of her goodies now, Freddy? I’m starving. 

 

FOULER 

That’s Mr. Foul…oh, nevermind.  Fine.  Here. 

 

(Fouler gives Simon the basket and Simon 

breaks the bread and dips into the butter, 

and gives some to Fouler. Fouler paces.  

Simon eats.) 

 

FOULER 

This Mr. Strongfellow has become a real thorn in my side.  I 

can’t let him get in my way…(he takes a bite) …hmmmm… that is 

shockingly good!   

 

SIMON 

(happily chewing) This is sooooo taaaaasty!  To die for!    

 

FOULER 

(beat) Aha!  You just gave me an idea!  You’re going to help me 

destroy Miss Goodwin’s reputation.  We’ll spread the word that 

she uses poisonous ingredients, and that her tasty victuals 

could actually kill you!  Once she’s ruined, no one will want 

anything to do with her, especially Mr. Strongfellow.  Then, 

she’ll have no other option but to marry me and sign over all of 

her property. (Evil laugh.)   

 

(Audience responds.) 

SIMON 

(under his breath) Well, I think you’ve gone too far this time, 

Freddy. 

FOULER 

Did I ask for your opinion my deluded little accomplice?   
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SIMON 

No, but what did she ever do to you? 

 

FOULER 

The Goodwins have a history of breaking their promises to me.   

 

SIMON 

But, her butter is SOOO delicious!  You said so yourself. 

 

FOULER 

And, that’s the problem I’m going to fix!  

 

SIMON 

You’re not going to hurt her…are you? 

 

FOULER 

(with mock surprise) Are you fond of these Goodwins, Mr. 

Deludabel?   

(Simon stammers, but doesn’t really answer.) 

Oh, you poor thing.  You actually think they’re worth caring 

about, and that Constance will be missed?   

 

SIMON 

She seems like a very sweet, though terribly woebegone young 

woman, who just needs help from a good apothecary. 

 

FOULER 

Perhaps it’s time for you and I to cut our ties, but you do 

realize what will actually need to be severed, yes? 

 

SIMON 

(meekly, quietly) uh, yes… 

 

FOULER 

What was that?   

 

SIMON 

Yes. 

 

FOULER 

Yes, what, Mr. Deludabel? 

 

SIMON 

Yes, I know what will need to be severed, Mr. Fouler.  
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(Simon draws his finger across his own neck 

indicating his head being cut off and gulps 

with a wan smile.) 

 

FOULER 

Excellent.  Well then, since you’re still in my employ, listen 

up.  We’re going to find some local disguises and then you’re 

going to help me spread these deliciously distasteful rumors.  I 

want her reputation destroyed by tomorrow morning!!  (Evil 

laugh.) 

 

(Audience responds. Fouler picks up his top 

hat, gloves, and walking stick, sneers at 

the audience, they respond, and he exits.) 

 

SIMON 

If only I hadn’t seen the things I’ve seen and done the things 

I’ve done.  My own desperation put me in this pickle, and I wish 

to God I’d never been lured into this vile way of life.   

 

(Simon starts to sing…) 

 

9. Fouler, You’re a Monster 
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SIMON 

FOULER, YOU’RE A MONSTER 

BUT I’M A MONSTER’S SLAVE 

MY PAST DICTATES MY FUTURE 

SO YES I WILL BEHAVE 

ONE DAY I’LL…  
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(from offstage actor playing Fouler yells…) 

 

FOULER 

(as actor, not character) HE’S DOING IT AGAIN!!     

(Narrator enters, and gives Simon a 

disapproving look and clears his throat 

loudly.) 

 

NARRATOR 

(warningly) Aaaaahhhhhheemmmm!    

 

SIMON 

(as actor, and loud enough for others to hear) Yeah, I know, me 

sidekick, no singing…but he makes me so mad!  (off Narrator’s 

look)  Right, better a job with no joy than no job at all!   

 

(Narrator exits.) 

 

(aside) Ugghhh! I still think that it’s a stupid rule. Oh well. 

(as character again, to himself and audience) Sometime, someway, 

somehow, Mr. Fouler, you will pay for the things you’ve done, 

and I hope I’m there to see it. 

 

(Simon exits in the same direction as 

Fouler.) 

Lights out on this area.   
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ACT I, Scene 5 

Lights up that evening at the 

Tavern attached to the Hotel and 

General Store.  MAN is now the 

BARTENDER.  Jack is at the bar 

gulping down a huge stein of root 

beer. 

JACK 

(as he finishes up the root beer) Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh.  Now, that 

really hits the spot.  Nothin’ goes down as smooth as that.   

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

Another sarsaparilla?  

 

JACK 

I do believe I will, but first, nature calls.  Where are your 

‘facilities’? 

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

Head out that door, take a left at the back corner of the porch, 

follow the path to the edge of the clearing and here…take this 

lantern, a shovel, and the Farmer’s Almanac.  

 

JACK 

Mighty thoughtful of ya, good sir. 

(Jack exits. Immediately, Fouler and Simon 

enter the Tavern in their disguises, Fouler 

as an immigrant Norwegian farmer in work 

clothes instead of his fancy silks, and 

Simon in a gingham dress, bonnet, and fan, 

as his wife. Fouler has a stack of BEWARE 

handbills.) 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

Ah, barkeep, you-uh ARE still-uh serving, ja?  

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

If you’re buying, I’m serving.  

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

A Godsend!  Your largest foamiest draft.  (as he puts the 

handbills on the bar)  
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MAN (BARTENDER) 

Coming right up.  And something for you, little lady? 

 

SIMON (AS FARMER’S WIFE) 

(demure, and in falsetto) Oh ja, I will have de same… 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

(cutting him off) No. Nothing for the lady.  (with a stern look 

toward Simon.)  

 

(Simon steps away and sulks a bit.) 

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

Say, what’s that on those handbills there? 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

Oh, have you heard about this local girl, whose home-baked goods 

have all kinds of terrible things in them?  It’s just horrible.  

Here.  (Fouler hands BARTENDER some of the handbills.)  Take 

these and post them everywhere.  Warn others from falling into 

her tainted trap.   

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

Why…it looks vaguely like one of them Goodwin girls in that 

terrible drawing, but that can’t be. 

 

(Simon reacts, offended by the comment about 

his drawing.) 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

(ominously) Oh, but it-uh can, my dear barkeep, it-uh can.   

 

SIMON (AS HIMSELF) 

(aside) I’d be even more insulted by his artistic judgments but 

I consider myself more of a trapeze artist.   

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

Now, I don’t like to repeat gossip, so be sure to listen close 

the first time.   

 

(Fouler sings…) 

 

10. Buyer, Beware 
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FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

HER NAME IS CONSTANCE GOODWIN 

SHE SEEMS AT FIRST SO FAIR 

BUT I SAY LOOK MUCH CLOSER 

LOOK CLOSER, IF YOU DARE 

HER BUTTER SEEMS TO CURDLE 

HER BREAD IS FULL OF MOLD 

THIS GIRL IS NO FAIR MAIDEN 

NO, THAT’S JUST A LIE SHE’S TOLD – HEY! 

 

BUYER, BEWARE OF CONSTANCE GOODWIN 

SHE’S NOT SOMEONE WHO WE CAN TRUST 

 

SIMON (AS FARMER’S WIFE) 

BUT THERE’S NO WAY THAT SHE WOULD WIN 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

IF HER PERILOUS PLANS WE CAN BUST 

 

SIMON AND FOULER 

BEWARE, I SAY, BEWARE!  

BEWARE, BUYER, BEWARE! 

  

MAN (BARTENDER) 

You don’t say!  Tell me more! 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

SHE CHURNS A LOT OF BUTTER 

SHE BAKES A LOT OF BREAD 

BESIDES SOME SALT AND PEPPER 

SHE ADDS A DASH OF LEAD 

HER FLOUR’S ALWAYS LUMPY 

JUST LIKE HER CURDS AND WHEY 

THOSE LUMPS ARE SPINY SPIDER EGGS 

TO SWEETEN HER SOUFFLE – HEY! 

 

(Throughout the song, Simon goes behind 

Fouler’s back and drinks more and more of 

his beer whenever nobody is looking.  He 

gets progressively more inebriated.) 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

Simona, my dear, help me pass out these handbills to the rest of 

the patrons!   
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SIMON (AS FARMER’S WIFE) 

(in falsetto) Oh ja, my Norwegian farming husband.  (aside as 

himself) Simona?! Blech!  I swear I’m going to get him back for 

this! 

(Simon begins passing them out to the 

audience members in the first couple or 

rows. He may pull some audience members up 

on stage as bar patrons.)   

 

FOULER AND MAN (BARTENDER) 

BUYER, BEWARE OF CONSTANCE GOODWIN 

INTENTIONS UNFIT AND UNSOUND 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

BUT THERE’S NO WAY THAT SHE WOULD WIN 

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

OR COULD WIN 

 

    FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

IF WE HIDE HER SIX FEET UNDER GROUND 

 

FOULER, SIMON AND MAN (BARTENDER) 

BEWARE, I SAY, BEWARE! 

BEWARE, BUYER, BEWARE! 

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

But this girl must have SOME redeeming qualities?!? 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

Oh, absolutely not-uh!  None-uh whatsoever.  And, wait-uh, it 

only gets-uh worse!   

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

SHE TORTURES LITTLE CHILDREN 

SHE DINES ON LITTLE DOGS 

INSIDE HER JAMS AND JELLIES 

ARE LEGS OF LITTLE FROGS 

BEHIND THAT MASK OF SWEETNESS 

LIES SOMETHING TRULY VILE 

AN AFTERTASTE SO BITTER 

ROOSTER BLOOD AND TURKEY BILE – HEY! 

 

FOULER, SIMON AND MAN (BARTENDER) 

BUYER, BEWARE OF CONSTANCE GOODWIN 
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FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

PERVERSION IS HER MIDDLE NAME 

      

SIMON (AS FARMER’S WIFE) 

BUT THERE’S NO WAY THAT SHE WOULD WIN 

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

OR COULD WIN 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

OR SHOULD WIN 

 

SIMON (AS FARMER’S WIFE) 

IF HER BODY’S CONSUMED IN A FLAME 

 

FOULER AND MAN (BARTENDER) 

Everybody! 

 

FOULER, SIMON, MAN (BARTENDER), 

AND AUDIENCE 

BEWARE, I SAY, BEWARE! BEWARE, BUYER, BEWARE! 

 

(Jack re-enters, enjoying the song, 

oblivious about whom the song refers until 

he hears Constance’s name.) 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

HER DEVIL DEEDS ARE DEADLY 

SHE MEANS TO CAUSE YOU HARM 

INSIDE HER PICKLE BARREL 

I FOUND THIS ROTTING ARM 

 

(Fouler points to Simon, who pulls out part 

of what looks like an arm from under his 

dress.) 

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

Forearmed is forewarned!  (aside) Think about it. 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

THIS WOMAN IS A DANGER 

WE HAVE NO TIME TO WASTE 

LET’S SPREAD THE WORD THROUGHOUT THE TOWN 

MISS GOODWIN’S BEEN DISGRACED – HEY! 

 

(Jack enjoys the song that he’s heard so far 

and thinks the arm bit is funny, obviously a 
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joke.  Jack does a double, triple or 

quadruple take when he hears Constance’s 

name and sees the handbills around the bar.) 

 

FOULER, SIMON AND MAN (BARTENDER) 

BUYER, BEWARE OF CONSTANCE GOODWIN 

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

SHE’S CRAZY, PSYCHOTIC 

 

SIMON (AS FARMER’S WIFE) 

INSANE! 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

BUT THERE’S NO WAY THAT SHE WOULD WIN 

 

     MAN (BARTENDER) 

OR COULD WIN 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

OR SHOULD WIN 

 

SIMON (AS FARMER’S WIFE) 

OR…OR…Or(half-sung) 

Or…I got nothin’! 

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

IF WE DRAIN HER OCCIPITAL VEIN! 

 

FOULER, SIMON, MAN (BARTENDER), 

AUDIENCE 

BEWARE, I SAY, BEWARE!  

BEWARE, BUYER, BEWARE! 

 

(Fouler sees an opportunity to purposely 

spill his beer on Jack somewhere in one of 

these rollicking choruses. Jack reacts.) 

       

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

(to audience) One-uh more-uh time! 

   

FOULER, SIMON, MAN (BARTENDER),  

     AUDIENCE 

BEWARE, I SAY, BEWARE!  

BEWARE, BUYER, BEWARE! 
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JACK 

Is this the same Constance Goodwin I met earlier today?   

 

SIMON 

(slurring his words) Only one-uh Constance around-uh here.  

(hiccup) She’s just constantly Constance.  Am I right? (hiccup) 

What’s-uh your name-uh sailor?  

 

JACK 

But, who told you this?  Who drew this terrible cartoon of 

Constance and her sickly cow?  (shared with audience, slightly 

out of character) Or, is that the cow and that’s Constance?  

It’s hard to tell.   

 

SIMON 

(mock dramatic) Don’t berate my caricature!   

 

FOULER (AS NORWEGIAN FARMER) 

(stopping Simon) We’re just as shocked and appalled as you are!  

(hiccup) But, we…have to go now…and uh… warn the good people of 

Mukwanago about Constance Goodwin! 

(Fouler grabs Simon by the arm as Simon 

stumbles along side him.  They exit.) 

 

JACK 

(to audience) What should I do?  I must tell her!  But when?  

She did say “at my earliest convenience”, but she didn’t mean 

tonight.  Could any of it be true?  No, I shan’t believe it.  

But, still, she must know about this as soon as possible.  Her 

reputation is at stake.  Bartender, where will I find Miss 

Goodwin at this hour?   

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

She should be fast asleep, but who knows, she could be skinning 

muskrats in her basement, and turning them into muffins! 

 

JACK 

No more!  I won’t hear another word of these disgusting rumors. 

What time is it? 

 

MAN (BARTENDER) 

It’s pretty late. 

 

JACK 

(heroically, with pose) Then, wake her I must! 

(Audience responds. Jack exits. Lights out 

on tavern.) 
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ACT I, Scene 6 

Lights up outside the farmhouse 

door.   

(Jack bangs loudly on the door to wake 

Constance.  Constance opens door in 

nightgown and robe with lantern in hand.) 

CONSTANCE 

Mr. Strongfellow!  What on earth are you doing here at this 

hour?  It must be nearly 8:30 PM! 

JACK 

My apologies, Miss Goodwin, it is late, but I just had to wake 

you.  People are spreading terrible rumors about you!  Look! 

CONSTANCE 

Oh my stars in heaven!  What a horrible drawing!  Is that 

supposed to be me?   

JACK 

Apparently, somebody thinks so.  

CONSTANCE 

And, is that a cow?  They dasn’t call themselves an artist! 

JACK 

Truly!  But more importantly, look at the things they’re saying 

about you! 

CONSTANCE 

(reads one item and Gasps!) Noooo!! (reads another item and 

Gasps!) Nooo! (sees another gruesome item) Ahhhhhhhhh!  

Horrifying!  But, who would say such things?!?  Where did you 

get this? 

(Helena, also in nightgown and robe, comes 

to the door behind Constance.) 

HELENA 

What’s going on?  What’s all this foofooraw? 

(Constance hands Helena the flier.) 
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JACK 

Well, you see, I had a terrible hankerin’ for some tasty 

sarsaparilla.  That’s my favorite beverage.  So, I went to the 

tavern next to my hotel.   

CONSTANCE 

The tavern! You don’t smell like sarsaparilla to me!  (She takes 

a big sniff of him.)  You’ve been drinking alcohol!   

JACK 

Oh no, no, no…it was an accident!   

CONSTANCE 

You were accidently drinking alcohol?!? 

JACK 

No, the man with the handbills at the tavern…he was singing this 

song about you and he was dancing around and he bumped into me 

and spilled his beer on me! 

CONSTANCE 

That’s impossible!   

CONSTANCE AND HELENA 

Men in this territory don’t dance!   

JACK 

I know it sounds crazy, but it’s true.  He seemed to know lots 

of things about you. He implied he’d been to your produce stand 

recently and then he pulled out a half rotting forearm that came 

from your pickle barrel! 

CONSTANCE 

WHAT!?!  You MUST have been drinking then!  That’s OUTRAGEOUS!  

Pickled pigs feet are one thing, but pickled forearms?  (aside 

to audience as she steps past and away from Jack) Can I trust 

what he says? (audience responds) Did he really only drink 

sarsaparilla? (audience responds) Then why does he smell of 

alcohol?  I can no longer trust him or his visions.  Oh…my 

dreams of romance are dashed and my newfound hopes of a cottage 

industry are ruined. 

(During her aside Jack and Helena have a 

silent mini conversation indicating their 
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concern for Constance’s mental state.  They 

shouldn’t really hear all of her aside this 

time, so they need to be engaged with each 

other.  Constance returns from her aside.) 

JACK 

Miss Goodwin, I know this smells bad, but I was raised to always 

tell the truth!   

CONSTANCE 

(with conviction) Mr. Strongfellow, my father passed away in a 

tragic alcohol induced incident at the brewery less than a year 

ago. (music sting),  

(They all look around curiously, as before.)  

And Helena here frequently attends the Temperance Society 

meetings in Baraboo.   

HELENA 

I do, but not for the reasons you think. 

CONSTANCE 

I want nothing to do with a man who would frequent a tavern or 

be caught up in a song and dance routine!  The very idea!   

JACK 

But… 

CONSTANCE 

Go! Leave me! 

JACK 

But… 

CONSTANCE 

Away with you, Mr. Strongfellow!   

(Constance slams the door.  Jack is stunned 

and stumbles a few steps away from the 

door.) 

JACK 

Oh what a shambles!  From the peaks of ecstasy to the valleys of 

despair…what a day this has been!  How will I ever right this 
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wrong?  How will she ever believe me?  How will I ever get to 

taste her butter again? 

(Jack can barely hold it together as he 

sings a sad version of the previously happy 

tune about his vision of Constance’s future. 

He elicits an ‘awwww” from the audience, and 

can even milk it, as needed. Narrator steps 

out from the side and coaxes the audience 

along.) 

11. Your Bread and Butter Reprise #1 
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JACK 

YOUR BREAD AND BUTTER – HOW IT SATISFIES 

FRESH-BAKED PERFECTION RIGHT BEFORE YOUR EYES  

YOU COULD HAVE BEEN MY DAIRY QUEEN 

BEST BREAD AND BUTTER… 

 

(Jack can’t go on with the rest of the song.  

He runs off and exits.  Lights out on 

farmhouse.) 
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ACT II, Scene 1 

Lights up on produce stand area 

the next morning.  Helena is 

working.   

(Simon appears “out back” of the produce 

stand and tries to get Helena’s attention.)  

SIMON 

Pssst!  Pssst!  PSSSST!     

 

(It’s not working, so Simon throws a pebble 

and hits Helena in the back.) 

HELENA 

Ow!  What in the… 

 

(Helena goes “out back” to investigate.) 

  

SIMON 

I need-uh to talk-uh to you.   

 

HELENA 

Oh.  You!  What on earth for? 

 

SIMON 

I shouldn’t-uh really be here.  But, I just had-uh to see you. 

 

HELENA 

Well, you’ve seen me, now good-uh bye. 

 

SIMON 

No, please-uh wait.  It’s-uh important.  It’s-uh about Mr. 

Fouler’s references. 

 

(Just then, Fouler approaches the produce 

stand.  Simon sees Fouler and crouches down 

to hide.  Constance has also entered with 

more baked goods. Simon motions for Helena 

to be quiet as he pulls her into hiding as 

well.  As the next dialogue continues, Simon 

and Helena work their way into closer 

proximity of Fouler and Constance in the 

produce stand area, but still staying hidden 

the entire time.) 



II-1-2 

CONSTANCE 

Oh, Guten morgen, Herr Fouler. 

FOULER 

Hmm?  Vhat did you zay?   

CONSTANCE 

Guten morgen, Herr Fouler.  Isn’t that German for “good morning 

Mr. Fouler”?  You did say you were from Germany, right?   

(Simon and Helena settle into a “hiding” 

place among the baskets of produce or under 

tables that the audience can see, but that 

neither Constance nor Fouler can.) 

FOULER 

Ah, yes, of course.  It must be your accent dat confused me.  

Guten morgen to you, Miss Gootvin.  Und, might I say, you are 

lookink as fresh as, how you say, a daisy? 

CONSTANCE 

Mr. Fouler, you flatter me, though I surely don’t deserve it.  

In fact, I’m glad you’re here, as I have an urgent matter to 

discuss with you.  Have you seen this?   

 

 (Constance hands Fouler the handbill.) 

FOULER 

Oh mein Gott!!  Dese are shocking allegations!  Only zomeone 

vith a voracious appetite for despicable behavior und a knack 

for wicious vordplay could haf inspired such diabolical gems!   

(Constance rereads the handbill. In a silent 

aside to the audience, Fouler indicates 

himself with a self-absorbed grin, 

indicating “I did it”.  Shortly after, Simon 

tries to lash out at Fouler by trying to 

trip him, but Helena restrains him from 

doing so.) 

CONSTANCE 

People love gossiping about other people, even when the things 

they’re saying are blatantly untrue. 
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FOULER 

(aside, with immense enjoyment) Yes, I know.  (an evil 

take/laugh to the audience)  

CONSTANCE 

With my reputation in ruins, and my trust in Mr. Strongfellow 

gone, I’m at my wits end. 

HELENA 

(aside, but Fouler and Constance do not hear it) And, there 

wasn’t a lot there to begin with.    

FOULER 

Mr. Strongfellow is a loathsome tavern hopping lothario! 

CONSTANCE 

It’s such a tragedy he doesn’t share your values.  I couldn’t 

possibly be involved with someone who frequents a tavern.  My 

father passed away in a…  

CONSTANCE, FOULER, (HELENA AND 

SIMON MOUTHING THE WORDS) 

…tragic alcohol induced incident at the brewery less than a year 

ago (music sting).  

(All of them react, but quickly recover.) 

FOULER 

Yes, ve know.  A pity about your Mr. Strongfellow, but let’s cut 

to de chase, Miss Gootvin.   

12. Fouler’s Proposal Reprise 
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FOULER 

YOU AND ME – TROUBLE FREE 

JUST AGREE TO MARRY ME 

MARRY, MARRY, MARRY…  
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CONSTANCE 

(cutting him off, or not even letting him get started) Please 

save your breath, sir.  Due to my entirely capricious nature, I 

will agree to marry you again.   

(A twisted version of the romantic theme 

plays as Fouler quickly steps away with a 

big fist pump for his victory like an aside 

to the audience.) 

FOULER 

How delightful. 

CONSTANCE 

Yes, but…on one condition. 

FOULER 

(with some reservation, and surprise) Vhat condition is dhat? 

CONSTANCE 

That if anything should ever happen to me, my dear sweet 

innocent cousin will inherit this property and will always have 

a place to live.   

 

(Helena screws up her face in reaction to 

the idea of being stuck here longer.) 

 

I must protect her from this harsh world. 

 

FOULER 

(with great difficulty and smiling through gritted teeth) 

Ahhhhh, yeeees…well, uh…of course, I vill see to it dat she gets 

exactly dat she deserves.   

CONSTANCE 

Well, I need to prepare myself.  I will meet you at the 

courthouse in 15 minutes.   

FOULER 

Vunderbar, vunderbar…(starting to exit)…I’m already on my vay to 

prepare the contracts, I mean, to obtain our marriage license.  

Vhat a blessed day! 

(Fouler exits in almost a dead run, and 

drops a glove on the ground on his way out.  
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Helena makes note of the mention of the 

contract.) 

CONSTANCE 

Blessed indeed…well, it may not be the best decision I’ve ever 

made, but if it saves the family farm then it will all be worth 

it.   

(Constance exits. Upon her exit there is a 

rattling and rumbling of produce and baskets 

from which Helena and Simon emerge from 

their hiding spots.  They dust themselves 

off and try to put some of the produce items 

back in place.) 

 

HELENA 

If I hadn’t heard it with my own ears I wouldn’t have believed 

it. But then again, with Constance it only takes a strong 

breeze.  Why would anybody marry a man like that?    

SIMON 

(under his breath, and no accent) Well, it wouldn’t’ be the 

first time.   

HELENA 

Of course it’s the first time.  Constance has never been married 

before.  Wait, what happened to your accent?   

SIMON 

(with no accent) What accent...?  Oh…(recovering, with accent 

again) Uh, you-uh, don’t-uh a like a man-uh with no-uh accent?   

HELENA 

Where are you from anyway?   

SIMON 

Me? I’m-uh from de northern part of Italy, the Swedish-uh part.   

HELENA 

Huh. (looking at him suspiciously) You said it wouldn’t be the 

first time.  Meaning…? 

SIMON 

It wouldn’t-uh be-uh de first-uh time-uh Mr. Fouler has married 

a girl like-uh dat.  
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HELENA 

A girl like that?   

SIMON 

I mean-uh, a girl like-uh that, who has-uh a problem with-uh her 

finances, and, where he has-uh de only solution.   

(Just then, Constance re-enters.  Helena 

sees her enter and pushes Simon back down 

and into hiding from Constance.) 

CONSTANCE 

Oh, there you are!  Helena, you’ll have to watch the stand while 

I go the courthouse and get married.  I’ll be back in 30 

minutes. 

(Helena is rather dumbfounded and lacks a 

response, while also holding Simon down and 

covering his mouth.) 

HELENA 

Oh…alright, yes…that sounds lovely…have a good time! 

(Constance exits again.  Helena pulls Simon 

back out of hiding and picks up right where 

she left off previously.) 

HELENA 

What’s going on here?  And what were you saying about those 

references? 

SIMON 

Yes, that’s-uh what I was-uh trying to tell-uh you my-uh dear, 

sweet-uh, charming, darling…   

(Helena picks up a hand sickle or other 

intimidating item and starts to threaten 

Simon with it, grabbing him by the lapels.) 

HELENA 

Alright, cut the bull, and drop the accent.  What’s your Mr. 

Fouler really doing here with Constance, and why are you two 

pretending to be foreigners? 
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SIMON 

(giggling a little, and dropping the accent) Ooooh…you’re scary 

when you’re angry. (beat) I like it! 

HELENA 

Spit it out. 

SIMON 

(no accent) Alright, alright.  Freddy, I mean, Mr. Fouler, 

thought it would be a good idea to sound like we weren’t from 

here.  Americans always think Europeans have more clout.   

HELENA 

(disbelieving) Really?  And…? 

SIMON 

And…most of the references on the list are fakes.  Nobody ever 

checks them anyway.   

HELENA 

And…? 

SIMON 

And…(cringing a bit for fear of bodily pain)…Mr. Fouler is 

marrying Constance so that he can take control of her land and 

then sell it to the railroad company and make a fortune!  After 

that, he wouldn’t tell me what happens to Constance.   

HELENA 

What happens to Constance!?!  What are you talking about? 

SIMON 

Well, things haven’t gone too well for his previous brides.   

HELENA 

Brides…PLURAL!?! 

(Jack from offstage calling for Constance.) 

JACK 

Miss Goodwin!  Miss Goodwin! 

 

SIMON 

It’s Mr. Strongfellow!!  He mustn’t see me here! 
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(Simon pulls Helena into an awkward hiding 

place again in comic fashion, perhaps with 

an exposed arm or head among the produce, 

ala Marty Feldman in Young Frankenstein.  At 

the same time, Jack notices the glove that 

Fouler dropped. He picks it up and 

transfixed music cue plays.  He has visions 

of various evil deeds that Fouler has done 

and reacts to each with multiple convulsive 

body movements related to the awful visions 

he’s seeing.) 

JACK 

Oh my eyes!  That man is pure evil!  (even more urgently) Miss 

Goodwin!  Miss Goodwin!  Are you there?  Miss Goodwin?   

(Jack disturbs a basket or some vegetables 

and tries to put them back in place, either 

within arm’s reach or on Simon or Helena’s 

head or body parts.) 

JACK 

Is anybody here? 

(Helena adjusts the basket off her head or 

arms as needed.  Jack looks back at the same 

spot and does a double take when he sees 

that it’s moved.  But, he shakes it off with 

a shrug.  He’s immediately distracted when 

Constance enters in a white dress and fresh 

bonnet with a small bouquet of flowers in 

hand.) 

CONSTANCE 

What is all this commotion?  Oh, Mr. Strongfellow.  I’m sorry 

that I can’t help you right now as I’m already late for my 

wedding at the courthouse.  Where on earth did my cousin go?  

She was here just a moment ago.   

JACK 

Wedding!?!   
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CONSTANCE 

Yes, Mr. Strongfellow.  I’m marrying Mr. Fouler so that he can 

pay my mortgage and save my farm.  I’ve no time to lose.  

JACK 

But, you can’t elope! 

 

(Jack happens to have his hand on or near a 

melon in the produce bin.) 

 

CONSTANCE 

Calling me melon names will get you nowhere, and that’s a 

honeydew, not a cantaloupe.   

 

JACK 

Oh, sorry.  But, no, you can’t marry Mr. Fouler!  I just found 

his glove and had another vision, and he’s an evil man!  You 

mustn’t marry him!!     

CONSTANCE 

Mr. Strongfellow.  Your visions are awfully convenient, don’t 

you think?   

JACK 

Oh, but you must believe me, Miss Goodwin!!  What about your 

epic story?!?!  

(During the song, Helena carefully retrieves 

the references from where she had placed 

them before in the earlier scene.  Helena 

gives the scroll to Simon.)   

 

13. Bread and Butter Reprise #2 
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JACK 

YOUR BREAD AND BUTTER  

NORTH, SOUTH, WEST AND EAST 

PREHEAT THE FUTURE 

WATCH IT… 
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(Simon takes the scroll and starts to cross 

out the ones that are fake and writes down 

one name that will lead Jack to the truth.) 

 

CONSTANCE 

(cutting him off) Mr. Strongfellow, epic story, or no epic 

story, do you have the means to help me save my property?  (Jack 

can’t respond with anything positive.) That’s what I thought.   

JACK 

(with sudden inspiration) But wait!  What do you know of him?  

What does this Mr. Fouler do?  Does he have a trade?  How did he 

make his money? 

CONSTANCE 

He never really said. (aside) The writers have given me no time 

in this story to actually check his references, so I’m forced to 

believe him.  He left his references here, but I don’t know 

where they’ve gone.  Now, I must be off.  Helena should be back 

soon and she can help you with your produce and baked goods. 

(Constance hurriedly exits the produce stand 

in the direction of the courthouse.) 

JACK 

Oh woe is me!!  Curse my names!  If only I’d found that Golden 

Sapphire already!  Then, I’d be rich and could save Constance 

from this terrible dilemma.   

(Narrator enters.) 

NARRATOR 

Pssst! Jack, they don’t know what you’re talking about.  You 

better explain the whole Golden Sapphire thing.   

(Narrator exits.) 

JACK 

(as actor) Oh, yeah, that’s right.  (as character) You see, when 

I was ten years old I had a pet raccoon named Bandit, and one 

day when I was playing with him, this voice came out of nowhere 

and told me that I would find the largest Golden Sapphire this 

side of the Pacific Ocean.  Bandit looked at me kind of funny 

when it happened, so I was never really sure if it was him or 
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not.  But, I’m still searching for that elusive sapphire, and 

that’s how I got my nickname, Saphy.  Huh, guess it’s not such a 

long story after all.   

(At this moment, Simon surreptitiously finds 

a way for the updated scroll of references 

to fall into Jack’s hands, path, lap, etc.  

Jack looks at the references list.) 

Wait a minute.  Mr. Fouler’s references!  That’s funny.  There’s 

a whole bunch of ‘em that are crossed off and one that’s written 

at the top, and circled!  If I check this reference, maybe I can 

still stop her from making this terrible mistake!  (heroically, 

with pose) To the telegraph office! 

(Audience responds.  Jack exits headed to 

the telegraph office. Upon his exit Helena 

and Simon emerge from their hiding spots 

again.) 

HELENA 

Poor Jack!!  That silly fool actually loves her. 

SIMON 

And, poor Constance!  I hope she can read the fine print.   

She’s fallen right into that villain’s trap!! 

HELENA 

(impressed) My!  You sounded like a hero just now. 

SIMON 

(proudly) I do have my heroic moments from time to time.   

HELENA 

Good job on getting those references into his hands. (aside) 

This odd little duck is actually starting to grow on me. 

(Simon has an “aw shucks” kind of moment.)   

(serious again) But what do you mean, read the fine print?   

SIMON 

Oh dear……time for me to go. 
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HELENA 

Not so fast. 

(Helena makes to threaten Simon again.) 

SIMON 

Darn, I should have exited on that heroic line.  Everything he 

tells me is on a need to know basis.  But he just loves to 

confound people with his contracts and paperwork.   

HELENA 

(a spark of a memory stirs) That’s right!  Mr. Fouler said 

something about contracts too.  Huh.  

SIMON 

He’s a scheming, conniving, dastardly old crook and I regret 

having fallen in with him.  I really don’t want to cause 

Constance, or you, any harm, really and for truly I don’t. 

HELENA 

Well, I do believe that your heart is better than the company 

you keep.  Look, if Constance kicks the bucket I don’t want to 

get stuck living here in the boonies.  We need a plan to help 

get Constance out of this mess, and you rang my bell.   

SIMON 

(hopeful) I did?  

HELENA 

Now, don’t be getting fresh with me. 

 

SIMON 

Sorry.  Can’t you just go to the courthouse and stop her? 

HELENA 

She’d never believe me, even if I told her the truth.  Her 

version of reality leaves something to be desired.  No, we need 

proof, and I think I know where to find it. 

(Helena and Simon exit to put her plan in 

motion.) 
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ACT II, Scene 2 

Lights up on Justice of the 

Peace’s office.  Constance is 

there alone.   

14. There’s Something Wrong Here 

CONSTANCE 

I GUESS TODAY I’M GETTING MARRIED 

I GUESS TODAY I’LL SAY ‘I DO’ 

BUT IT’S NOT HOW I IMAGINED 

LOVE COMING TRUE 

 

WHERE’S THE MAN TO SHARE MY JOURNEY 

TO A FUTURE YET UNKNOWN 

THERE’S SOMETHING WRONG HERE, I FEAR 

I’M GETTING MARRIED - BUT I’M ALONE 

 
(Then, lights up on Telegraph Office where 

Jack is waiting to send a telegram.) 

JACK 

I TRIED TO TALK ABOUT MY VISION 

I TRIED TO OPEN UP HER EYES 

BUT I COULDN’T MAKE HER LISTEN 

OR SEE HIS LIES 

 

SHE’S THE GIRL WHO MAKES MY HEART SING 

BUT HER DOUBTS I CAN’T APPEASE 

THERE’S SOMETHING WRONG HERE, I FEAR 

WHAT GOOD’S A VISION - IF NO ONE SEES 

 

CONSTANCE AND JACK 

THE SPECIAL GIFT HE/SHE GAVE ME 

A DREAM THAT WON’T COME TRUE 

THERE’S SOMETHING WRONG HERE, I FEAR 

I WISH I’D TOLD HIM/HER 

I LOVE YOU 
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(After duet is finished, Fouler enters the 

Justice’s office.) 

(Jack paces back and forth in the Telegraph 

Office waiting for the Telegraph Operator.  

Meanwhile, in the next room…) 

MAN (AS JUSTICE OF THE PEACE) 

In marriage, two people turn to each other in search of a 

greater fulfillment than either can achieve alone. Marriage is a 

bold step, taken together, into an unknown future. It is risking 

who we are…  

FOULER 

(interrupting) Can ve pleaze move dis along?   

MAN (AS JUSTICE OF THE PEACE) 

Oh, the shotgun approach.  (reading/scanning quickly and without 

any meaning) Only in loyalty and devotion bestowed upon another 

can that which is eternal in life emerge and be known. Two among 

us, come together now, to declare their love and to be united in 

marriage. 

(Jack rings the Telegraph Office bell for 

service.)   

MAN (AS JUSTICE OF THE PEACE) 

Excuse me for a moment please. 

(MAN (as Justice) excuses himself, switches 

hats/wardrobe and goes into the next room in 

response to Jack.) 

(Frustrated by the interruption, Fouler 

decides to use the time wisely and hauls a 

large stack of documents from one spot to a 

spot in front of Constance.  He gives her a 

pen and points to the papers.  She heaves a 

large sigh and begins signing all of the 

marked pages (ala real estate documents). 

This all overlaps the next section of the 

scene. 
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MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Yes, sir, what can I do for you? 

 

JACK 

I desperately need to send a message to this person (pointing to 

the reference list) in Milwaukee of the Illinois Territory soon 

to be Wisconsin!  (Music cue for On Wisconsin bit plays.)   

(After a quick take to the pit, MAN 

continues.) 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

I’m in the middle of a ceremony in the other room, can it wait? 

 

JACK 

No, I’m afraid not, sir.  Someone’s life is at stake. 

 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Very well, young man.  What’s the message? 

 

JACK 

“Do you know Friedrich von Fouler?”   

 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Yes, I do. 

 

JACK 

No, not do YOU know him.  That’s the message I want to send.  

“Do you know Friedrich von Fouler?”   

 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

I already said I do. 

 

JACK 

No. That’s the message. 

 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Whatever you say… 

(MAN gives up on explaining it and taps out 

the message as he speaks it.) 

 

JACK 

Thank you very much, sir. 

(Fouler rings the service bell for the 

Justice’s office.) 
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MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

(raising voice toward the other room) I’ll be right there.  (to 

Jack) Isn’t it funny how quickly people want to rush into 

marriage?  Makes you wonder if they have their heads screwed on 

straight.  (quick telegraph sounds) Message delivered.  I’ll be 

right back. 

(MAN switches hats/wardrobe again and 

reenters the Justice’s office.) 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Isn’t marriage divine?  And, that which is divine should never 

be rushed.  Am I correct? 

CONSTANCE 

That is a very wise saying.  Who said that? 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

I just did.  Did you not hear me? 

FOULER 

Can ve pleaze get back to de matter at hand? 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Yes, of course, but before we can continue, do you have any one 

present to witness your marriage?   

(Fouler opens his purse and at the same time 

purposely reveals the shiny pistol he has 

under his coat, and pulls out two gold 

pieces and hands them to the MAN.) 

FOULER 

Dese two lady liberties should suffice to witness dis affair.  

Am I correct, sir? 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Yes…I suppose they will do what is required.  Now where were 

we…ah yes. (reading quickly to catch up) …two among us, come 

together now, etc., etc.  Alright…time for the vows.  Are there 

any other special vows that you’d like to recite?   

FOULER 

No. 
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MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Ah, yes, the classical option.  And, for you dear? 

CONSTANCE 

No, nothing really. 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Very well then.  Do you, Friedrich von Fouler, take Constance 

Goodwin to be your lawfully wedded wife, to have and to hold, 

from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for 

poorer, in sickness and in health, until death do you part? 

FOULER 

Oh, yes indeed, I do. (with a mischievous look to the audience, 

which will probably elicit an audience response) 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Do you, Constance Goodwin, take Friedrich von Fouler to be your 

lawfully wedded husband, 

(In the midst of this line, the Telegraph 

chatters to life, and Jack starts feverishly 

ringing the service bell.  MAN stops mid-

sentence.) 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

I am very sorry…I was told it’s a matter of life and death. 

 

(MAN switches hats/wardrobe again and 

reenters the Telegraph office.) 

 

JACK 

A message is coming.  Did we already miss it? 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Not to worry.  Here we go.   

(MAN announces message as it comes in.) 

Name is an alias.  Stop.  (Jack gasps.)  Avoid any dealings.  

Stop.  (Jack gasps.)  Unable to locate.  Stop. (Jack gasps.) 

(Fouler rings the service bell for the 

Justice’s office.) 
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JACK 

(not understanding) An alias?  Huh?     

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Excuse me while you struggle with that. 

(MAN switches hats/wardrobe again and 

reenters the Justice’s office.) 

FOULER 

It’s about time! 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

You’re not the only important thing that’s happening here today.  

Back to the vows…(speedily) Do you, Constance Goodwin, take 

Friedrich von Fouler to be your lawfully wedded husband, to have 

and to hold… 

(Jack rings the bell in the other room 

again. MAN starts to switch, but doesn’t get 

very far. FOULER gets irritated.) 

FOULER 

Dis is outrageous!! 

(Fouler heads toward the adjoining doorway, 

but MAN blocks him just as Jack says…) 

JACK 

Sorry! False alarm! 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Thank you!  And moving right along…from this day forward, for 

better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in 

health, until death do you part? 

CONSTANCE 

I do. 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Do you have the rings? 

(Fouler presents the rings to the Justice. 

Jack is still ruminating under his breath I 

the other room.) 
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MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Please repeat after me. 

FOULER 

No need.  I know how dhis part goes.  I, Friedrich von Fouler, 

give dhis ring as a symbol of my good faith and intentions, from 

dhis day forward, as your husband. 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

I see.  Miss Goodwin, please repeat after me.  With this ring…I 

thee wed.  

CONSTANCE 

With this ring…I thee wed.   

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

From this day forward… 

 

CONSTANCE 

From this day forward…   

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

As your wife. 

 

CONSTANCE 

As your wife. 

 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

Therefore, it is my joyful responsibility to officially 

acknowledge your union as “Husband and Wife.”  You may now seal 

your marriage with a kiss. 

 

(Constance and Fouler have an uncomfortable 

moment of negotiating a kiss of sorts, which 

ends up being a brush on the cheek and a pat 

on the back.) 

 

FOULER 

Excellent, now it’s time for a turn around de lake in our bridal 

carriage, und to dine on a kettle of perfectly boiled fish! Plus 

a small diversion to share my surprise wedding gift. (aside) an 

evil laugh)  The carriage is waiting outside for us, dear wife 

of mine.   



II-3-9 

CONSTANCE 

I do so enjoy a nice carriage ride.  (aside) But why do I feel 

so uneasy?  Could something be wrong with this nuptial?  I 

promised Helena I’d be back shortly, but now I must follow 

through with my vows.  (trying to smile) And away we go.   

(Constance and Fouler step into the waiting 

bridal carriage. The carriage is perhaps a 

lightweight cut out they carry themselves 

from the inside, making it look like they’re 

being conveyed.)   

(MAN switches hats/wardrobe again and 

reenters the Telegraph office.) 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Oh look, there’s another message here for you.   

JACK 

Another one? 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Here we go.   

(MAN writes first part of message down as it 

comes in. Jack watches what he’s writing. 

After the stop…) 

(Jack gasps.) 

(MAN writes second part of message down as 

it comes in. Jack watches what he’s writing. 

After the stop…) 

(MAN gasps.) 

(MAN writes last part of message down as it 

comes in. Jack watches what he’s writing. 

After the stop…) 

(They both gasp. Then, they both laugh at 

the name that’s been revealed. Then, serious 

again…) 
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MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

Quick…come with me.   

(Jack and MAN dash into the other room. MAN 

quickly changes back into the Justice of the 

Peace.) 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

I really shouldn’t say this, but I just married a man with that 

name!   

JACK 

You’re right, you really shouldn’t say that.   

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

No, not that.  I just officiated the ceremony for Mr. Friedrich 

von Fouler to marry Constance Goodwin!  

JACK 

Oh no!  It’s too late! 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

He said they were taking the bridal carriage for a ride around 

the lake.  They could be anywhere by now, I mean, anywhere you 

can get to within the last five minutes, and going ten miles per 

hour.   

JACK 

Then, what are we waiting for?  Let’s go save Constance! 

(Jack poses heroically and then dashes out.) 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

I’m right behind you! 

(MAN puts on his Sheriff’s hat but is still 

in his Justice of the Peace robe with his 

gavel in his pocket.  He follows JACK.) 
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ACT II, Scene 3  

Lights up on area outside of the 

brewery.  As the carriage pulls 

up, Fouler and Constance get out. 

CONSTANCE 

Why on earth are we stopping here at the brewery!?!  What about 

the boiled fish?  Of all the places in the territory, I can’t 

believe that you’d bring me here.  (aside) I swore I would never 

set foot here after identifying my father’s beer soaked body in 

this wretched place. 

(She starts to get weepy.) 

FOULER 

(making it up as he goes) But, my dear vife, I bring you here, 

not to distress you, but to make you happy.  (with fake 

excitement) I haf such a big wedding surprise for you inside.   

CONSTANCE 

Inside the brewery?  But, my memories here make me wretchedly 

unhappy.  

  (She gets weepier.) 

FOULER 

Now, now, my dear, it’s time to move on from dat unhappiness.  

I’m zo excited to show you your surprise.  Shall ve? 

CONSTANCE 

Oh, but do I truly need to go inside this horrible place? 

FOULER 

Dere’s nothing to worry about, my dear.  Your Fader’s ghost is 

not here.  And, alcohol doesn’t seep into your veins just by 

standing nearby. (aside) Of course, if you spend enough time IN 

a vat of beer, it must do some seeping.  (Evil laugh.) 

CONSTANCE 

But, what will other people think?   
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FOULER 

Come now…it’s time to face your fears und say goodbye to dis 

horrible life of tragedy, I mean, to say goodbye to the horrible 

tragedy IN your life.  Am I right?   

CONSTANCE 

(reluctantly) Yes, I guess so. 

(Constance sobs all the way from the 

carriage to the brewery entrance.  Fouler 

and Constance exit into the brewery.)   
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ACT II, Scene 4 

Lights up on the Methodist 

cemetery where Helena and Simon 

are furiously digging up Isaiah 

Goodwin’s grave.   

(Helena and Simon are both knee deep digging 

up the grave.  They’re far enough along that 

they have just cleared away the dirt from 

the lid, and are about to open it.) 

 

HELENA 

Alright, I can see the whole coffin lid now.  Let’s pry it off.  

(Simon gets a crowbar in between the lid and 

box and starts to pry it off.  He gets it 

open, and then staggers back.)  

 

SIMON 

Ahhhh….uuuuuuuugh…the stench.   

 

HELENA 

Hey, that’s my uncle you’re talking about.  God rest his soul. 

(Helena spots somebody out of the corner of 

her eye.) 

HELENA 

Shhhh!  Someone’s coming! 

 

(Helena and Simon hide themselves comically 

the best they can, perhaps ala the Pieta, or 

like a cemetery statue.  Jack and MAN cross 

the stage on a tear.) 

  

OK, the coast is clear.  Start looking for it.   

(Simon looks at Helena a little helplessly.  

Helena stays up above the grave hole looking 

carefully in each direction.) 

 

He’s not going to bite. 

 

SIMON 

Are you sure?   

 

HELENA 

(urgently) Yes, I’m sure.  Just pretend he’s asleep.  I’ll keep 

a look out.  
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SIMON 

Of all the things that Freddy made me do, I think you’ve just 

outdone him!  

(Simon gives a shivery shake of the heebie 

jeebies.) 

 

Why do I always have to do all the dirty work? 

(Helena continues her look out activity.) 

 

HELENA 

I do plenty of dirty work too.  You think life with Constance is 

a treat?  Let me tell you, I may be built like an ox, but even 

an ox gets to plow downhill sometimes.  

 

(Simon starts to carefully look through the 

contents of the coffin as music begins.) 

 

(as actor, not character) Wait a minute, what’s happening?  

That’s a music cue.  But we’re sidekicks and the Narrator will 

yell at me if I sing!   

 

(Simon takes a good look around the stage.) 

 

SIMON 

(as actor, not character) You know what…I don’t see any other 

lead characters around, and I’m tired of that silly rule anyway.  

(he gets an idea!) Hey, let’s see if this works!   

 

(Simon looks to the audience directly.) 

 

(to audience) What do you think?  Do you want to hear us 

sidekicks sing our own song?   

 

(Audience responds positively.) 

 

Awww…that’s great!  You won’t tell on us, will you?  (Audience 

responds.)  Perfect!  You people are a lot nicer than these 

other crazy characters we have to work with up here!  (to 

Helena) OK, give it a shot and I’ll keep an eye out.   

 

(They both go back into character.  Music 

cue begins again.  Simon does some lookout 

activity until he gets sucked into what 

Helena is singing, and joins the song.) 

15. CEMETERY SERENADE 
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HELENA 

IT’S ME THAT DOES THE DIRTY WORK  

AND CLEANS UP HER MISTAKES 

I GET THE HEAVY LIFTING  

AND SHE GETS ALL THE BREAKS 

IT’S THE STORY OF MY LIFE –  

I’M ALWAYS SECOND STRING 

NEVER GET THE LEADING MAN OR THE UNEXPECTED FLING 

 

WILL I EVER GET THE CHANCE  

TO BE SOMEONE’S GREAT ROMANCE?  

WILL I EVER BE THE ONE  

THAT MAKES HIM TAKE A SECOND GLANCE? 

 

SIMON 

INSTEAD OF CIRCUS ESCAPADES I DO HIS DEVIL DEEDS 

I’M FORCED TO FOLLOW BLINDLY, NO MATTER WHERE HE LEADS 

IT’S THE STORY OF MY LIFE TO PLAY THE VILLAIN’S FOOL 

NEVER GET TO KISS THE GIRL AND I NEVER PLAY IT COOL 

 

SIMON AND HELENA 

WILL I EVER GET THE CHANCE  

TO BE SOMEONE’S GREAT ROMANCE? 

WILL I EVER BE THE ONE  

THAT MAKES HIM/HER TAKE A SECOND GLANCE? 

 

WILL I EVER LEARN TO DANCE?  

WILL I FALL IN LOVE PERCHANCE? 

WILL I EVER FEEL A YEARNING TO HAVE SOMEONE IN MY… 

(A momentary pause for all to think pants, 

but then…) 

      SIMON     HELENA 

                HEART?   DREAMS? 

(They both laugh at each other and 

themselves, a little moment of bonding.) 

HELENA 

But, the story is always the same!  Girls like me have to use 

our brute strength and smarts to get what we want. 

 

SIMON 

Well, I think you’re awfully smart. 

(Helena does a double take to Simon, in 

disbelief.) 

HELENA 

You do?   

 



II-4-4 

SIMON 

MY GIRL, YOU’RE REALLY SOMETHING,   

NOT LIKE OTHERS I HAVE KNOWN 

WHILE MOST GIRLS LOOK FOR HUSBANDS 

YOU JUST VENTURE ON YOUR OWN 

AND I LIKE YOU, I LIKE YOU 

 

YOU’RE SMART AND TOUGH AND KNOW YOUR MIND 

YOU’RE MOSTLY ROUGH BUT SOMETIMES KIND 

IF I CALL YOUR BLUFF WHAT WILL I FIND 

YOU EVEN LOOK GOOD FROM BEHIND! 

   

YOU YELL, I START TO TINGLE  

LIKE A DOG WHO’S TOSSED A BONE 

AND WHEN WE INTERMINGLE  

MY BRAVADO’S OVERTHROWN 

‘CAUSE I LIKE YOU 

YES I LIKE YOU, THOUGH I DON’T KNOW WHAT TO DO 

AND I WONDER IF YOU LIKE ME TOO 

 

(They stare at each other for a moment, and 

then Helena bear hugs Simon and dips him 

into a kiss, reversing the usual roles.  And 

then sets him upright again.) 

 

SIMON 

There’s that brute strength! 

 

SIMON        HELENA 

YOU’LL NEVER NEED A HERO  

LIKE SOME DAMSEL IN DISTRESS 

 

YOU NEED A GUY WHO’S BURSTING  

AT THE SEAMS JUST TO CONFESS  

THAT HE LIKES YOU  

YES, I LIKE YOU, I LIKE YOU 

THROUGH AND THROUGH 

 

AND IT’S NICE TO KNOW YOU LIKE ME 

TOO 

     AAAAAH… 

     AAAAAH… 

     AAAAAH… 

     AAAAAH… 

     AAAAAH… 

     AAAAAH… 

     AAAAAH… 

     AAAAAH… 

 

AND IT’S NICE TO KNOW YOU LIKE ME 

TOO 
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SIMON 

So, that was exciting!   

HELENA 

You said it, mister! (as actor, not character, almost an aside, 

but to Simon) Finally getting to sing felt great!   

SIMON 

(similarly, and indicating the offstage characters) And none of 

them are the wiser! (back in character)…now back to grave 

robbing?   

HELENA 

(with renewed enthusiasm) Absolutely!  

(Simon jumps happily back into the grave 

hole to look in the coffin, maybe whistling 

the song they just sang.) 

 

HELENA 

Check all his coat pockets.  

 

SIMON 

I think there’s something here…an envelope. 

 

HELENA 

I hope that’s it.  Bring it up. 

(Simon comes up above ground to give the 

decaying envelope to Helena, brushing 

himself off as he reappears.) 

 

HELENA 

Yes, that’s it!   

(Helena opens the envelope.) 

 

A note to Constance and a contract! 

(Helena quickly scans the document without 

reading all of the details.) 

 

I knew there was something going on with uncle.  Alright, you 

little acrobat…let’s go! 
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ACT II, Scene 5 

Lights up inside the brewery. 

Fouler is leading Constance 

through the brewery up to a higher 

platform/catwalk. 

FOULER 

Here you go, dear.  Step up to dis level so dat you can zee my 

surprise more clearly.   

CONSTANCE 

(frightened, and hanging onto the railing/wall) Where is it? 

FOULER 

Stand over here so dat your vantage point is better.   

(Constance lets go of the wall and steps 

over to the spot he is indicating.  She 

continues to hang onto the railing or 

whatever she can, even Fouler.) 

CONSTANCE 

I still can’t see it. 

 

FOULER 

Just vone more step, my dear.  There…perfect. (dropping his 

accent) Surprise! 

(Fouler grabs Constance from behind and ties 

her arms up over her head and attaches them 

to the chain hanging from above.  Constance 

struggles against him as best she can, but 

she’s stuck on tip-toe and can’t quite get 

her footing. Fouler drops his accent.) 

CONSTANCE 

Ahhhhhh, no, what are you doing?  Help!  Help!  You fiend! 

 

FOULER 

The very vat where your Father perished.   

CONSTANCE 

Why are you doing this? 
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FOULER 

I couldn’t get what I wanted from your foolish Father, but I 

will most certainly get what I want from you now.   

 

CONSTANCE 

You knew which vat of beer my Father drowned in?  Egads!  You 

murdered my Father!  Oh, misery on top of misery!   

 

FOULER 

How perceptive of you, wifey poo.  But, it’s a little too late 

for that realization now.  I just love irony, don’t you?  ‘Tis a 

treat not oft enjoyed.   

 

CONSTANCE 

You won’t get away with this! 

   

FOULER 

My goodness, married less than 30 minutes and already so much 

complaining and carrying on.   

 

(Fouler stuffs a handkerchief in her mouth 

to muffle her.) 

 

Tsk, tsk, tsk.  I guess the honeymoon is over already. 

 

(Fouler throws a large lever that starts the 

steaming vat of beer moving toward 

Constance.  Constance continues with her 

muffled cries during his speech.) 

Now that we’re married, when you perish, all of your property 

becomes mine!  And, then I get to sell it to the railroad and 

make a fortune!!  (A good laugh at his own genius.)  Such a 

shame your Father didn’t just make the deal we had originally 

arranged.  But, oh, no, he got greedy!  He’s the one who backed 

out of the deal we had made.  And, when we met on this very spot 

for the final time, I took matters into my own hands.  (Evil 

laugh.) 

Lights out inside the brewery.   
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ACT II, Scene 6 

Lights up outside of the brewery.   

(Jack and MAN suddenly skitter to a stop at 

the spot where the carriage is parked.)  

JACK 

Wait!  Isn’t that the same bridal carriage that was parked 

outside of the courthouse?   

MAN (AS JUSTICE/SHERIFF) 

You’re right, Jack! 

JACK 

But, what’s it doing here? 

(Simon and Helena enter in a hurry from the 

opposite direction, but stop when they see 

Jack, and the carriage.) 

HELENA 

We think Constance is in terrible danger! 

JACK 

So do we!  Look, the bridal carriage…and it’s at the brewery!   

HELENA 

This doesn’t look good! 

JACK 

No, ma’am! And look! There’s a trail of tears leading to the 

door.  It MUST be Constance!  Awwwww… 

(MAN pulls out his gavel and realizes that 

it’s not his gun, and that he didn’t change 

his wardrobe completely to Sheriff.)  

MAN (AS JUSTICE/SHERIFF) 

Gosh darn it!  We were in such a hurry I didn’t change into all 

my Sheriff’s duds or grab my gun!  Jack, you go in the side 

entrance.  You two go around back.  And, I’ll be back in jiff!  

(Jack exits.  Simon and Helena exit in the 

opposite direction.) 
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ACT II, Scene 7 

Lights up inside the brewery.   

(Constance is still gagged and tied up to 

the chains attached to the overhead, and the 

vat of beer is slowly moving toward her. We 

hear her muffled cries and responses 

throughout Fouler’s speech. Fouler lifts a 

stein of beer.) 

FOULER 

A toast! To you and your Father…“The Goodwins, good to the last 

drop”.  (a chuckle, he drinks)  The next batch of beer should be 

named after you, and described as having “a strong character 

with a buttery aftertaste”.  (and a deliciously evil laugh)  You 

should despise your Father.  If he had completed our deal you 

would be enjoying a nice comfortable life in Oconomowoc. 

(Jack enters the brewery.  He spots Fouler 

and Constance and makes a beeline for them.) 

 

JACK 

Stop, villain!!  How dare you endanger Constance like this!  

Release her at once!   

(He does this with bravado and his typical 

heroic pose. Audience responds.) 

 

FOULER 

Or, what?  What are you going to do about it…bore me to death 

with your litany of names?! 

 

JACK 

They’re all completely legitimate names, except for Saphy, which 

is only a nickname, and not part of my legal name.  Wait a 

minute…stop distracting me!  What about your many names, Mr. 

Friedrich von Fouler, or should I say, Mr. Rupert Adelbert 

Tinklenutter!   

(Jack breaks character and laughs as actor 

here.) 

 

I’m sorry I just can’t say that name without laughing…(trying to 

recover)…Adelbert?…(more laughing)…Tinklenutter…(more laughing)…  

 

(Narrator pokes his head in.) 
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NARRATOR 

[actor’s name], pull it together, will ya?  We’re at a critical 

point in the denouement.   

 

JACK 

Alright, alright. Sorry, Rupert Adelbert Tinkle…(he breaks 

again, then recovering…) How about just Rat for short?   

 

FOULER 

That’s fair.  

 

JACK 

Nice initials…R.A.T!  A rat, that’s exactly what you are.  Your 

parents must have hated you from the beginning.   

 

FOULER 

(realizing, and sad for it) I think they did actually. 

 

JACK 

You’ve tried to pass yourself off as any number other gentleman, 

but have always turned out to be anything but.  

 

FOULER 

Well, I guess you’ve got me now.  The only problem is that you 

have no proof. 

JACK 

Are you sure about that, Mr. Tinklenutter? (he snickers, but 

recovers quickly this time) Your trail has been traced and 

you’re going to pay for what you’ve done!   

 

(Jack heads toward Constance to release her, 

but Fouler/Tinklenutter blocks his way.)   

 

FOULER 

I’m not going to make it that easy for you. 

(Jack takes a swing at him, but Fouler/ 

Tinklenutter counters his move, and a fight 

ensues.  This is a classic hand to hand 

fight between the two of them that moves 

from spot to spot within the brewery, using 

whatever implements might be available.  

After a particularly good punch…)  

 

JACK 

That one’s for Constance! 

(Simon and Helena show up from another angle 

and see Constance’s precarious situation.) 
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SIMON AND HELENA 

(Gasp!)  

HELENA 

Oh, no, Constance, are you alright?   

(Despite the gag, Constance does her best to 

communicate to them by nodding and gesturing 

with her head that she’s ok, but that she 

needs help to free her, and indicates, with 

her leg, the threatening vat that’s still 

coming toward her.) 

JACK 

And that one’s just for how rotten you are! 

(Simon and Helena try to get to Constance, 

but the path to Constance is blocked by 

Fouler and Jack engaged in their struggle. 

As the fight continues, Jack and Fouler’s 

struggle puts them in a position that’s 

right on top of the lever that controls the 

movement of the vat.  As they struggle, the 

lever gets pushed, and the vat stops.  

Constance shows relief at this.  Helena and 

Simon do too.  Shortly after, it gets pushed 

in the opposite direction and the vat starts 

moving toward Constance again.  She panics 

and tries harder to communicate.)  

 

HELENA 

Quick, Simon, help me get Constance down!  

(Jack and Fouler’s fight continues as 

Helena, Simon and Constance’s action 

overlaps it.) 

FOULER 

What are you doing you little weasel?!? 

(Helena gets to Constance and undoes her 

restraints.  Simon is on the lower level 

waiting to catch Constance.  Helena starts 

to help her down to where Simon is.  

Constance is having trouble with her 

footing, wobbles, and then slips down and 
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ends up sitting on Simon’s shoulders.  With 

Constance’s skirt blinding Simon, he 

stumbles around coming perilously close to 

the vat.  Simon loses his grip on Constance 

and she falls into the vat of beer.  

Gurgling Sound FX from vat.) 

(Just as this occurs, and Jack is overcoming 

Fouler/ Tinklenutter, the MAN, as the 

Sheriff, arrives on the scene with his gun.  

The Sheriff assists Jack in subduing Fouler/ 

Tinklenutter and puts Fouler/Tinklenutter 

into handcuffs.  Jack dives into the vat to 

rescue Constance.) 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

Mr. Fouler, or should I say Mr. Tinklenutter.  (he has a giggle 

moment about the name, but recovering) No wonder you used an 

alias.  I’m placing you under arrest.  You are charged with bank 

fraud, counterfeiting, blackmail, the abuse of wedding vows, the 

attempted murder of Constance, and the actual murder of 

Constance’s Father. 

(Simon and Helena help Jack and Constance 

out of the vat.) 

FOULER 

You can’t do that!  You’re just the Bank Teller, Telegraph 

Operator, Bartender, and Justice of the Peace! 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

And now I’m the Sheriff, and don’t you forget it!   

FOULER 

You don’t have any proof! 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

Oh yes I do!   

(MAN switches hats and characters as he does 

each of these next lines.) 

MAN (AS BANK TELLER) 

You passed me these counterfeit coins (holds up coins) and 

thought I hadn’t noticed!  
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ALL 

(They gasp. He switches again.) 

MAN (AS TELEGRAPH OPERATOR) 

I was there when Jack discovered your real name!   

ALL 

(They gasp. He switches again.) 

MAN (AS JUSTICE) 

You bribed me and made a mockery of the institution of marriage!   

ALL 

(They gasp. He switches again.) 

MAN (AS BARTENDER) 

Your accomplice drank five beers and hasn’t paid his tab yet. 

ALL 

(They gasp. He switches again.) 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

And we all just watched as you tried to do poor Constance in.   

ALL 

(They gasp.) 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

So, there shouldn’t be any argument there.   

FOULER 

Curses! Foiled again. 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

(to Fouler) You’re such a cliché.  But, the real question is…why 

did the land deal fall apart? 

HELENA 

I think I have the answer.  Here’s a letter that Isaiah wrote to 

Constance the day before his demise, along with a contract.   

CONSTANCE 

Helena, where did you dig this up? 
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HELENA 

(a take to audience) Uhhhh…funny you should ask…Uncle Isaiah 

seemed unusually tense the day before he passed. And, I saw him 

sit down and write a note and then quickly stuff it into his 

coat pocket with some other papers.  It was the same coat he was 

buried in.   

CONSTANCE 

You dug up Father’s grave?  That’s rather creepy, but very 

resourceful of you. 

HELENA 

Thank you, Constance.  I thought so.  Here’s the note, and an 

unsigned contract between Isaiah Goodwin and Mr. Tinklenutter.   

(Helena hands the note to Constance. 

Constance reads from the note.)  

CONSTANCE 

“Dear Constance, I’m writing this note to let you know that I’ve 

made a deal to sell our land to a wealthy man named Tinklenutter 

(she giggles).  I’m going to meet him tomorrow at the brewery to 

discuss a better price.  My recent discovery makes this land a 

lot more valuable than anybody ever realized.  If anything 

should go wrong with the deal I want you to know that I’ve saved 

a sample of my discovery for you in my vest pocket.  Love, Your 

Father.”  Huh. I washed the beer out of that vest after the 

incident and I didn’t find any sample of his discovery in the 

pockets.  “P.S., some of my vest pockets could really use some 

re-stitching when you get a chance.”   

(Realizing where the sample of his discovery 

must be, everyone turns to the vat.  Jack 

dives back into the vat.  Bubbling sound FX.  

Everyone inhales and holds their breath for 

a few beats waiting for Jack.  Jack 

reemerges and everybody let’s out their 

breath.  He holds up a large chunk of a 

shiny glass-like object still partially 

encrusted with darker rock/minerals.) 

CONSTANCE 

What is that? 
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JACK 

It’s a sapphire!  And a golden one!  And, it’s the largest one 

I’ve ever seen! 

 

SIMON AND HELENA 

The raccoon prophecy!   

 

CONSTANCE 

(looking at note again) Oh, look.  “P.P.S. Tinklenutter doesn’t 

know our land is riddled with these things.  Even this one gem 

should be worth a fortune.  Use it wisely, my dear one.” 

 

FOULER 

Oh, the double irony! 

 

SIMON 

Slipped right through your fingers, huh, Rat.  It serves you 

right.  And, you never even told me your real name!  These good 

people don’t deserve to be treated like this, and neither do I!  

(audience heroic response?) It’s time that I follow my dream and 

my family tradition of being a trapeze artist.  I’m leaving to 

join the circus in Baraboo.  That is, if I’m free to go…Sheriff? 

 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

Well, seeing as how you were coerced into these evil deeds by 

Mr. Tinklenutter, and circus folk have questionable morals 

anyway, then I don’t see any reason why you can’t.   

 

SIMON 

Helena, will you join me?  I’m sure there are always openings 

for roustabouts, or you could star as the sideshow’s Strong 

Woman! 

HELENA 

Awww…I thought you’d never ask.  Constance…will you be alright 

without me? 

CONSTANCE 

(turning the note over) Oh, look, another P.P.P.S. “Once you’re 

married, you should let your cousin Helena get on with her own 

life.”  Well, I’m not married yet, but I think I can manage 

things myself now.  Enjoy the circus, cousin! 

 

HELENA AND SIMON 

Oh, honey bear! (Simon)/ Oh, sweet pea (Helena)! 

(They embrace.  Everybody awwwws.)   
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MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

However, we’d appreciate it if you two wouldn’t go around 

digging up any more graves.   

 

HELENA AND SIMON 

Never again!! 

 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

Or breaking any more rules about sidekicks singing their own 

songs! 

 

SIMON 

Right!  ‘Cause next time, we’re playing the leads!  

 

FOULER 

You weaseling traitor! 

 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

That’s enough out of you.  (MAN stuffs a kerchief in his mouth.) 

My apologies, Constance, for putting you through all of this 

melodramatic misery.   

 

CONSTANCE 

That’s alright, Sheriff.  Melodrama is my middle name.  No, 

seriously, my birth certificate actually reads Constance 

Melodrama Goodwin.  Mother said it was supposed to be Melody, 

but somebody wrote down Melodrama instead.   

 

ALL (AD LIBS) 

Ooooohhh…well, that makes sense.  I see now.  Huh, yeah, it 

fits.  (in the ad libs, Helena: Uncle Isaiah wasn’t kidding!) 

 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

I hereby annul your brief and tragic marriage.  You are free of 

all encumbrances associated with any of this villain’s 

shenanigans!   

 

CONSTANCE 

Oh! Heavens be praised!  I could actually drink to that!  You 

know, having had a taste of what’s in that vat, it doesn’t seem 

so bad anymore.   

 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

Oh, Constance, you may be melodramatic, but you truly are a good 

one. 
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CONSTANCE 

You mean, Goodwin.  That’s my name, and that’s my brand.  (ala 

commercial to audience) Check your grocer’s shelves, and ask for 

it by name.  Jack, everything you saw in your vision of my 

future can still come true!   

 

JACK 

Yes it can, Constance! 

 

CONSTANCE 

And, I’ve made a decision!   

 

ALL 

For real this time?! 

 

CONSTANCE 

Yes, for real this time.  Jack, with your help, I’m going to 

mine my land for the rest of the sapphires, and then buy this 

smelly old brewery and turn it into a beautiful new creamery!  I 

DO have faith in my own bread and butter, and it’s time to 

believe in my own epic story.  Will you be a part of that story, 

Jack? 

JACK 

Yes, Constance!  And thank you, Bandit!  Now that my destiny is 

fulfilled, I would love nothing more than to be by your side and 

help your delicious future come true!   

(They embrace.  Other characters and 

audience sigh.) 

 

MAN (AS SHERIFF) 

Come on, Rat.  Off you go, time to pay for your sins and let the 

good people of this town and everywhere else breathe a sigh of 

relief.     

(MAN, as Sheriff, hauls Fouler/Tinklenutter 

off to jail.) 

 

ALL 

A-MEN! 

15. Melodrama, Melodrama Reprise/Closer 

 

(The show closes with a short callback to 

the Melodrama Opener with lyrics appropriate 

to close out the show.) 
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