Sam Patch Script Act I

Music:

 Overture is a medley of first-act songs, including, Named After A Turkey, Gettin' The Jump On You, Pittsburgh, PA, Why Don't We Sing The Boy A Song, The Same Old Me.

Act 1 Scene 1:

Limbo. A spotlight on Detwiler, the reporter.
DETWILER:

It all started back in 1840, in the midst of Davey Crockett, Mike Fink, and all the real Americans. In that year, in the small bedroom of a small house in Missouri, Sam Patch entered the world. Although few people took notice, Sam's parents took him under their wing as if he were their own. But there was trouble down at the courthouse a week after he was born. (exits)

Act 1 Scene 2:

Exterior Day: Front of Pyldhy Courthouse. Make sure there is a sign on the front. Make sure no one says the name of the town (pronounced Piled High) until B.T. Whitehorse's line which makes it obvious). Peter "Ma" Patch and I-can't-remember-my-name "Pa" Patch walk in with a babe in arms. Crying sound effects in the background are probably a good idea. Pa is an idiot. Ma is sharp; you can play her stereotypical Jewish mother; the anachronism is good for a laugh. Usually.
MA:

Hey You!

PA:

Yes, Peter?

MA:

I know we both have trouble remembering names, but the judge will be here any minute, and we don't have a name for our first born child.

PA:

Look, we've been through all that before. We can't name him after me, because no one can remember what my name is.

MA:

We could name him Peter.

PA:

I sure as heck won't have my first-born son named after a woman's name. I won't.

MA:

Well what are we going to tell the judge? The little fellow has to have a name of some sort.

BABY SAM:

Stops crying. Gurgles.

MA:

Will you listen to the little tyke? He's as happy as could be.

PA:

Could be? Could be? Maybe we could name him Couldbe. Has kind of a nice ring to it, don't you think?

MA:

Yes, of course dear. Now let me see...Becky, Naomi, Prudence, Emily...

Judge enters
JUDGE:

How are you Peter? And you... uh... Mr. Patch?

MA:

Fine, thank you.

PA:

Couldn't be better, your judgeship.

JUDGE:

I understand you down here today to swear out your little one's birth certificate. Let's see, sex?

MA:

Male, but...

JUDGE:

Date of birth?

MA:

July 4, 1840. But your honorship...

JUDGE:

Name?

PA:

That's what Peter was trying to tell you, your flagship, sir. You see, well, we haven't picked a name for the lad yet.

JUDGE:

Why don't you name him Peter?

PA:

I won't have my first born son named a woman's name. I refuse.

JUDGE:

So you're going to leave it up to me, are you?

PA:

If you would, your steamship.

JUDGE:

Hmm. Let me see.

Flashback. Lights go down on Ma and Pa, Judge turns away. His wife enters, with an obviously dead turkey in her hands. Either a puppet, or, for extra humor, a thawed turkey from the supermarket.

MRS. JUDGE:
Old Sam has been like a son to us, George.

JUDGE:

His unnamed but politically inoffensive disease obviously took a lot out of him.

MRS. JUDGE:

Oh George, he's....

JUDGE:

You don't mean...

MRS. JUDGE:

35 cents a pound.

JUDGE:

Get out the Turkish flag and casket dear. I'll throw him into Bones Creek this afternoon. Right now, I have to go down to the courthouse and meet the Patches.

MRS. JUDGE:

He always did want to be buried at sea, George.

Mrs. Judge exits, Judge turns back to Ma and Pa, lights go back up.

MA:

Your honor, your honor, are you all right? You seem like you're about to cry!

JUDGE:

Mr. and Mrs. Patch, from now on, your son will hereafter known as Sam Patch.

Act 1 Scene 3:

Limbo. A spotlight on Detwiler, the reporter.
DETWILER:

All too soon, Sam grew, hopping through life as someone set apart, a man alone. People never did seem to be able to relate to someone who bounced around the way Sam did. Sam reaches his majority with nary a friend in sight, sound or his natal city. At the age of 18, Sam had made up his mind, over the objections of all who knew him, that he would jump from the tallest structure in town to celebrate Flag Day, hoping, somehow, to land in the hearts of those who knew him.

Act 1 Scene 4:

Exterior Day: Front of Pyldhy Courthouse. Make sure there is a sign on the front. Make sure no one says the name of the town (pronounced Piled High) until B.T. Whitehorse's line which makes it obvious). A crowd has gathered in front of the courthouse. Sam walks in. All the way at stage rear is a doll-sized ladder with a miniature but visible US flag atop it.
SAM:

What are you guys doing here?

WITNESS1:

Sam, this is Flag Day. They say you may set the Missouri jumping record today. Even the governor is coming to watch. You may be a hero soon.

SAM:

(with resentment) That's all well and good. But I know you guys never liked me, and now that it looks like I might be a hero, you all come leachin' around here. Well, get off my back, I don't need a friend.

SONG: SAM: GET OFF MY BACK JACK, I DON'T NEED A FRIEND

(at end of song, Ma enters)

MA:

That was pretty harsh, Sam.

SAM:

Aw, come on, Mom, not you too.

MA:

But Sam, this is a big day in your life. I think you should be happy about it. Instead, you turn away the very people who would be your friends. What kind of attitude is that?

SAM:

What kind of attitude is that? Why don't you ask old what's-his-name, my dad. What do you expect from someone who was named after a turkey!

MA:

What? You know!

SAM:

That's right, I heard the judge down at the barber shop yesterday. He said Sam Patch was named after his turkey!

SONG: SAM: ANYONE NAMED AFTER A TURKEY

MA:

Don't let it make you bitter, Sam. I still think you have a bright future ahead of you.

PA:

(enters talking) I don't.

SAM:

Aw, Dad. (angrily) Can't you lay off of me for just one day?

PA:

I know it's Flag Day, Sam, but you're 18 now, and the time has come for you to think about moving out and earning your own living.

SAM:

Aw, Dad. There you go again!

PA:

Sam, it's time for you to choose your callin'. It's time you think about how you're going to rise in the world.

SAM:

I think jumpin' is a profession I could rise in, Pa.

PA:

I admire your spunk son, but, well... I think there are too many ups and downs in the jumpin' business.

SAM:

I know, Dad, and I'm not afraid.

PA:

I think you ought to look for other work, Sam, or else I might have to turn you out of the house. No one is going to pay you to jump for a living. It's plain craziness.

SAM:

Tisn't

PA:

Tis.

SAM:

Tisn't

PA:

Tis.

SAM:

Dad, I just don't think you can understand.

PA:

Are you calling me stupid, boy? I can still whup you, you know.
SAM:

(trying to calm his father down). OK, dad, OK. Just this one last jump and I'll call it quits.

SONG: SAM: GETTIN' THE JUMP ON YOU

Act 1 Scene 5:

Limbo. A spotlight on Detwiler, the reporter.
DETWILER:

Sam's dad still wasn't satisfied, but that didn't stop Sam. Because the governor of all Missouri, Millard Callan, was coming into town that day for the Flag Day festivities.

Act 1 Scene 6:

Exterior Day: Front of Pyldhy Courthouse. Make sure there is a sign on the front. Make sure no one says the name of the town (pronounced Piled High) until B.T. Whitehorse's line which makes it obvious). A crowd has gathered in front of the courthouse. The governor addresses the multitudes from an elevated platform (or the steps of the courthouse, if it has steps). All the way at stage rear is a doll-sized ladder, with a miniature but visible US flag atop it..
To give impression of addressing a large crowd, have an echo after each phrase. For a cheap laugh, have the echo get ahead of the governor near the end. 

GOVERNOR:

(wearing a sash that says "Governor.") And in conclusion

let me say to you

that we

together

pulling as one

and allowing no others

to stand in our way

can overcome these things

which are a joint project

of benefit to all.

And now I turn the ceremonies

over to the town band

so they may provide the great music

appropriate to this great day, 

as you eat the chicken and drink the beer

of the great state of Missouri,

Millard Calan, governor and...

candidate for re-election this fall!

(either an onstage band or a recording of patriotic brass band music. The obsequious mayor approaches the governor, shakes his hand)
GOVERNOR:

Great job turning the people out today, Mayor.

MAYOR:

Yes, indeed, Governor. Yes, indeed. I don't know if I mentioned we have a very special treat in store for you today.

GOVERNOR:

(skeptical) Oh do you now. What did you mean?

MAYOR:

Look over there on the flagpole!

GOVERNOR:

Why it's Old Glory!

(a doll, perhaps a GI Joe or similar male type doll, slowly begins climbing ladder at stage rear with more or less obvious help from a stagehand. The lights dim on the rest of the crowd as the governor addresses the audience; the doll pauses half way up. this effect will be used several times)
GOVERNOR:

(delivered with gubernatorial oratorical flourish) The moment I saw the lad, confidently shimmying higher and higher up the flagpole to fame, I knew that Missouri history was being made right before my very eyes. I also knew there were hundreds of voters there who had come to see him--and had gotten a political speech in addition. The young lad was a good draw.

(the governor walks out of the spotlight and Detwiler walks in. Crowd hubub behind his next speech until he says "reached the top.")
DETWILER:

As almost the whole population of the town, minus the old folks and the cripples, filled the town square, Sam Patch climbed higher and higher (the doll begins moving up the ladder again at this point). A hush of awe fell over the crowd as he reached the top... and kissed Old Glory. Then, composing his features into a craggy grimace of intent, he dove into space.

(lights go up on crowd, courthouse and a spot on the doll in back, which leaps from the platform at the top of the ladder. Loud kissing sound, followed by a slide whistle followed by sound of water splash. this effect will be used several times)

MA:

(shouts, agitated) Sam, look out!

DETWILER:

He hit the ground, disappeared for a moment in the crowd, but when his head reappeared...

(Sam comes on stage, rubbing his wet hair. Crowd cheers until they are hoarse)
GOVERNOR:

Mr. Patch, Mr. Patch I say!

MAYOR:

Someone round up Sam. The governor wants to talk to him.

GOVERNOR:

You don't know what I want to do. Shut up.

MAYOR:

Yes sir, Yes sir. (Sam emerges on stage, towelling his wet hair). Here's Sam Patch, governor. (in background, the limp, dead form of Ma Patch is carried out on stage and laid behind the governor and the major)

GOVERNOR:

Mighty fine jump, Sam.

MAYOR:

Yes it was, mighty fine jump. Too bad about your mother being squished like that. (points at Ma)

GOVERNOR:

Why don't you go somewhere and peddle perdition, you two-bit idiot!

MAYOR:

(under next two lines of dialog, quietly) Peanuts, popcorn, perdition

GOVERNOR:

I hope that fool didn't upset you.

SAM:

Not at all, your governorship.

GOVERNOR:

I'll tell you what, Sam, we're having a campaign event... that is, a Fourth of July celebration, on the Fourth of July in St. Louis. How would you like to jump there?

SAM:

Would I? Would I? You bet I would, sir. Oh boy, oh boy, oh boy.

GOVERNOR:

OK, my boy, we'll be leaving on the second.

Act 1 Scene 7:

During this speech, replace the Pyldhy sign on the courthouse set with one that reads "St Louis" The clothing on the courthouse crowd improves, as this is a party on the steps of the courthouse. Present are, at least, Sam, the Governor and a lady; preferably this is a crowd scene. Stage right is a directional sign reading "Pyldhy, 50 miles, with an arrow pointing off stage.
SAM:

I've never been out of town before. St. Louis is awful big. Thanks for taking me to this party, your governorship.

(For the Dowager, think Margaret Dumont, the lady from the Marx Brothers movies)
DOWAGER:

Who's the little lad you have in tow there, Governor?

GOVERNOR:

This? Why this is Sam Patch. The finest jumper in all of Missouri he is. And he'll be at the Fourth of July celebration right here in St. Louis. 

DOWAGER:

So, Mr. Patch, what do your parents think of your jumping?

SAM:

My mom's been dead... near a week now. The governor says I'll get lots of money for jumpin' here. That'll show pa. He never did care for my jumpin'. But he never had no quarrel with the long green.

DETWILER:

My name is Detwiler, with the St. Louis Herald.

SAM:

I'm Sam Patch with the Missouri accent.

DETWILER:

Ha. Ha. So, this is quite a day for you, eh, Mr. Patch? First time in St. Louis?

SAM:

Yes sir. Fourth of July is quite a blowout here, isn't it?

DETWILER:

You bet. People come from all over the state.

GOVERNOR

No more time for chit-chattin' with the reptiles of the press, Sam. No offense, Detwiler.

DETWILER

None taken, your "honor."

GOVERNOR

We have to get you up on the diving platform.

(Governor leads Sam off stage. Detwiler turns to audience)
DETWILER

The governor led Sam to a platform 85 feet over the Mississippi. 

(a crowd wanters in and looks at stage rear)

(a doll, perhaps a GI Joe or similar male type doll, slowly begins climbing ladder at stage rear with more or less obvious help from a stagehand.)

DETWILER

Sam kissed Old Glory. Then, composing his features into a craggy grimace of intent, he dove into space.

(lights go up on crowd, courthouse and a spot on the doll in back, which leaps from the platform at the top of the ladder. Loud kissing sound, followed by a slide whistle followed by sound of water splash.)

(Sam comes on stage, rubbing his wet hair. Crowd cheers until they are hoarse)
CROWD MEMBER:

Money, Money, throw the lad a coin!

(Crowd showers stage with fake but noisy coins. Perhaps washers? Detwiler ambles back on stage. Lights down except for a spot on him. He picks up some coins and bills, addresses audience)
DETWILER:

Yes, they showered Sam with money that day--almost $1,200 in coins and bills from the citizens of St. Louis on the fair Fourth of July.

(An accomplished looking man in a white coat with a gold watch chain across his chest approaches. Think Col. Sanders or Col. Parker)
BT:

(Boisterous) Excuse me, are you Sam Patch?

SAM:

(small) Yes.

BT:

I am pleased to meet you sir. Bornworthy T. Whitehorse here.

SAM:

(small, again) Hello. Pleased to meet you.

BT:

I understand you made quite a bundle here this afternoon. 

SAM:

(normal) Yes, I did. Almost 12-hundred dollars in coins and bills from the citizens of St. Louis.

BT:

My, my, but you are fortunate Mr. Patch. (pause) What are you planning to do with the money?

SAM:

I guess I'll put it in the bank or something.

BT:

(roars) Put it in the bank? Boy, where are you from?

SAM:

Pyldhy (pronounced piled-high. Sam points out the name on the directional sign)

BT:

(here it is, the big line...) Pyldhy? That dung heap? Why, boy, you got a chance to make something of yourself now. You got talent, you got ability. You don't want to go back to that one-horse town now. You want to go to Pittsburgh.

SAM:

Pittsburgh? You mean Pittsburgh P-A?

SONG: BT: PITTSBURGH, P-A
Act 1 Scene 8:

As the song ends, the lights go down and the curtain closes. Sam and BT speak together in limbo in front of the curtain (if there is a curtain) to allow time for the courthouse set to be redressed.
BT:

That's right, boy. All you need to get there is a business consultant, to make you money and a slogan.

SAM:

I don't think I understand?

BT:

Precisely! I know you don't understand. That's why you need a business consultant.

SAM:

Well, what does he do?

BT:

He takes care of everything you don't understand. You can latch onto all the green you're ever going to need just by jumpin' and doin' nothin' else.

SAM:

I sure would like to keep jumpin'. And you think I could keep makin' money, like I did today?

BT:

Why boy, there ain't no doubt. All you need is a business consultant.

SAM:

Where can I get one?

BT:

(presents Sam with card) Right here, boy. My card.

SAM:

(reads card haltingly) Bornworthy T. Whitehorse. Business Consultant and manufacturer of fine slogans. (pause) Well, Mr. Whitehorse, my pa always wanted me to rise in the world, and, like I told him, jumpin' is a profession where a man can really rise. So if I can be a jumper like I was born to be...

BT:

(interrupts) And you can, you can...

SAM:

(increasing enthusiasm) and make myself a livin' at it, then I want to do it. And if I need a business consultant, I imagine you know somethin' about that, because no one I know ever even heard of a business consultant.

BT:

By the way, boy, do you know anything about arithmetic and percentages?

SAM:

I can count real high and make change!

BT:

Fine, boy. Well, we got to decide how we're gonna divide up all the money. How about we split it 25-75. That would make it 25 percent for you and 75 percent for me. Of course I would pay all the expenses out of my salary.

SAM:

You mean you'd pay for everything?

BT:

Of course, my lad.

SAM:

Aw, that's not fair Mr. Whitehorse.

BT:

Just B.T. please.

SAM:

BT, that's not really fair. After all, I'm supposed to be paying you.

BT:

That's OK Sam. I'll put your share away for you, and I'll pay for everything. From now on you're my guest and the world is our home.

Act 1 Scene 9:

Exterior Day: Front of Pittsburgh Courthouse. Quite likely it is the Pyldhy courthouse, with a different sign in front. Cover the walls with identical posters. At the top: See Sam Patch's Jump. In the middle a picture and some fine print we can't read ,from the audience. At the bottom, "There's No Mistake In Samuel Patch." All the way at stage rear is a doll-sized ladder, with a miniature but visible US flag atop it..

Sam:

Gosh, so this is Pittsburgh, huh, BT? 

BT:

That's right, boy.

SAM:

You know, in some ways, it looks a lot like Pyldhy. Hey, what's that big poster over there on the wall? It says "See Sam Patch's Jump, blah blah blah (questioning tone) There's No Mistake In Sam Patch? What's that supposed to mean, B.T.?

BT:

Just wait until you see the rest of this town, Sam. That's your new slogan. And I've got it plastered, wall-to-wall, on every building and fencepost. Full page ads in all the papers. 

(reporters enter, waving notebooks and cameras)

CHARACTER:

Smile for the press, Sam.

REPORTER 1:

Over here, Mr. Patch.

REPORTER 2:

One question, Mr. Patch

DETWILER:

Smile for the camera, Mr. Patch

BT:

Now, now, boys, he's jumpin' tomorrow. You can wait the questions until then.

DETWILER:

Detwiler, St. Louis Herald. Just one question Mr. Whitehorse. What's all this stuff about "there's no mistake in Sam Patch?"

BT:

What do you mean stuff young man? That's the new slogan for Sam Patch.

DETWILER:

Oh, well, in that case, we'd best get on board the bandwagon. In E-flat, boys.

SONG: REPORTERS:  WHY DON'T WE SING THE BOY A SONG

BT:

OK, boys, we'll see you later. Sam's got to get a little sleep before the big jump tomorrow.

(reporters exit)
BT:

You've got to get something else besides sleep before tomorrow Sam. One, you got to get some new clothes and two, you got to get a little class. The clothes will all be for endorsements, see? Don't forget the fortune Michael Jordan made on shoes. And the class is so you can handle those reporters tomorrow. (make the following description match whatever you have in terms of wardrobe, but it should be over the top) I picked out these blue pantaloons, this red scarf, and one of those Jimmy Buffet type shirts.

SAM:

Wow.

BT:

You can try them on later. Let's see now, the Rain in Spain stays Mainly in the Plain...

(Sam and BT exit. Shift the lights, but the set stays the same. A table is set up facing the audience. Two announcers sit at the table in front of microphones stage right. A crowd gathers to watch)
HARRY:

Good afternoon leaping fans. Harry Vaderci here at the Pittsburgh Municipal Flagpole, on the banks of the mighty Monangahela River, awaiting the big jump by Sam Patch, the current Missouri record holder, as he tries for the really big jump. My partner here at the announcing table today is J. Klein "Buster" Fedang. Buster?

(a doll, perhaps a GI Joe or similar male type doll, slowly begins climbing ladder at stage rear with more or less obvious help from a stagehand. The lights dim on the announcers; the doll climbs slowly but steadily)
BUSTER:

Harry, this is really the big one for Sam Patch. If he makes this 90-foot jump, he has the North American jump record sewed up.

HARRY:

Thanks, Buster, but I see Sam Patch has nearly reached the top. And of course he's kissed Old Glory. Now, he's composing his features into a craggy grimace of intent...There's the leap. He's off like a shot! (Harry looks around, Buster sneaks a sip from a flask)

(a spot on the doll in back, which leaps from the platform at the top of the ladder. Loud kissing sound, followed by a slide whistle followed by sound of water splash. The crowd cheers
HARRY:

(after jump) What form! What grace! Did you see that, Buster?

BUSTER:

See what, Harry? What form? What grace?

HARRY:

No doubt about it, that boy can jump. All the way down in the upright position. Hands outstretched, like a pastor blessing his congregation of 6,438 leaping fans here today. Wait! We switch you (cut off abruptly)

(stage left, a lectern is quickly set up. BT steps to the lectern. Behind him is Sam, using a towel on his wet hair. Cheers and applause for Sam and BT, either live or as a sound effect)
BT:

Thank you very much. I know a lot of people in this town were saying Sam couldn't jump that high, and that our jump in St. Louis was nothing but a fluke. Well, I'll say it again, there's no mistake in Sam Patch. And I'm telling you, right now, Sam won't stop here. He'll rise to greater heights. In just three days in Cincinnati, we're going to set a brand new record. Because there's no mistake in Sam Patch.

(reporters come on stage and reprise the chorus: "Everybody knows there's no mistake in Samuel Patch." News conference is held in front of curtain so courthouse can be reset with a sign that says "Cincinnati" Reporters all try to talk at once)
BT:

One at a time, boys, one at a time.

REPORTER1:

How high do you plan to jump here, Mr. Patch?

SAM:

I'm jumping from 92 feet. 

REPORTER2:

Do you have any plans to break the world record?

SAM:

Yes, I do. But not in Cincinnati. 

DETWILER:

When did you start jumping?

SAM:

Before I was a year old. So I've had enough experience and practice to outjump any man or animal in all the world. And make no mistake about that, for there's no mistake in Sam Patch.

REPORTER1:

What will you do if your jump fails?

SAM:

My jumps never fail. But a jumper with a failin' jump doesn't have to worry much. It's all gonna be decided for him.

REPORTER2:

How do you like Cincinnati?

SAM:

I like Cincinnati. I like walkin' through Cincinnati in my genuine Levi pantaloons. I like the feel of Cincinnati winds blowin' through my Tommy Bermuda shirt. And I like the fact that the citizens of Cincinnati like the looks of a man who wears Dingo boots.

DETWILER:

Thank you Mr. Patch.

(everyone but Detwiler leaves the stage)

Act 1 Scene 10:

(Exterior, Day: St. Louis Courthouse. A crowd of dignitaries is stage right including the Governor, Sam in the most outlandish outfit the budget will support, and B.T., dressed as before. A crowd of reporters is stage left, murmuring with excitement. Yellow police tape separates the two groups, Pa Patch enters stage left, walks past them; as he approaches, one reporter raises his voice)
REPORTER1:

So, old leaping lizards is gonna set the new record here in St. Louis?

PA:

(to Detwiler) Did you hear what that man said? He said Sam's going to set a record right here in St. Louis. He's my son, you know.

DETWILER:

Sure, old timer, sure. If he's your son, why don't you pick him out of that crowd over there?

PA:

You mean over there, stage right? He ain't over there.

DETWILER:

Shows what you know, old man. He's the one to the left of the governor with the (describes the outlandish outfit Sam is wearing)
PA:

That? That's my Sam? Are you sure?

DETWILER:

There's no doubt about it, because there's no mistake in Samuel Patch. What did you say your name was?

PA:

I forget.

DETWILER:

Sure, old timer.

PA:

(moves to middle of stage, shouts) Sam, Sam, oh Sam!

SAM:

Pa! Pa! Pa! Oh, BT, have someone bring him over

PA:

(BT lets him under the police tape. Sam breaks off from his group. BT then slips behind the curtain, to be made to look like death warmed over) Sam! Let me get a good look at you.

SAM:

Don't stand so close, Pa, the glare will get you.

PA:

How you've changed, Sam. All that money, all those newspapers with your name in them. I guess you're too good for old Pa.

SAM:

Don't say that dad.

PA:

No, I can tell. I'm just an old man. I'd better get out of your way.

SONG: SAM: Same Old Me

(B.T., looking like he has one foot in the grave, steps forward as the curtain falls at the end of the song. In his hand is a bottle of champagne. On his face is a forced smile. He pops the champagne as Sam comes on stage, drying his hair.)
Act 1 Scene 11

(Limbo in front of curtain)
BT:

Have some champagne, Sam. Great jump

SAM:

You don't look so good, B.T.

BT:

Sam, I really like you. But I was already an old man when we met, and I'm not gettin' any younger.

SAM:

Gosh, B.T., you're only as old as you feel.

BT:

Don't say that Sam, or I'll stagger into my deathbed right now.

SAM:

That's not funny, B.T.

BT:

It's not meant to be. Darn it, Sam, I'm tryin' to tell you, the best way I know how that, well...

SAM:

(interrupts) Well what?

BT:

(coughs theatrically) I've got to retire Sam. Soon. Right now.

SAM:

B.T! You don't... you can't....

BT:

C'mon Sam. Buck up lad. You can take it. You're the jumper.

SAM:

But B.T., you've taught me everything. You can't leave me now, we're buddies.

BT:

I know that Sam (coughs). But my health is failin'. I can't keep up the pace much longer. Dagnab it, I just can't do the job for you anymore.

SAM:

(small voice, gains in strength through this speech. Throws his arm around BT and guides him offstage) OK, B.T., if that's the way you feel. Tomorrow morning we're going back to Pyldhy, hire a real estate agent...

Act 1 Scene 12:

(Interior, Day: A room in Sam's house with a door at stage rear. Sparsely furnished with light furniture for quick resetting as a hotel room. B.T. walks back on stage, perches on stool and speaks to audience)

BT:
I'll be darned in Sam didn't buy the biggest--come to think of it, the only--mansion in Pyldhy for he and I to live in. We'd been there about a month when I made the mistake of letting him read an article in the local paper, the Missouri Accent.

Sam:

B.T., did you see this? A Frenchman has upped the world's record to 98 feet. (waves paper, reads from it)... drowned when the force of his jump took him too far underwater, but the International Association for Observing, Measuring and Recording World Record Leaps awarded him the title, since he was alive the entire length of the jump. You know what this means, don't you B.T.? Out hopped by a frog!

BT:

I guess so, Sam. Well, where will it be?

SAM:

I think, Los Angeles

BT:

Well, you can go to LA if you want, Sam, but the orchestra is going to be in Frisco.

(Curtain drops. Band plays I Left My Heart in San Francisco while the furniture is rearranged behind the curtain)
Act 1 Scene 13:

(Interior, Day: A San Francisco hotel room. The mayor of SF (wearing a sash that says mayor? Could be the same actor that played the governor of Missouri? Sam walks into room)
SAM:

Thank you for this little meeting in my San Francisco hotel room, your honorship. I'll make it quick.

MAYOR:

Why certainly Mr. Patch. Don't let me forget to give you the key to the city.

SAM:

I won't. Now what I really need is a suitable location for my jump. I was thinkin' of the Golden Gate Bridge.

MAYOR:

I don't know how to tell you this...

SAM:

(to audience) Then they told me there was no Golden Gate bridge.

MAYOR:
(quickly, overlapping Sam's line) There is no Golden Gate Bridge. (mayor scurries out during the next speech)
SAM:

All my life I'd heard of the Golden Gate Bridge in San Francisco, and now, come to find out, they didn't even have one yet. Even though I offered all my resources for capital, I couldn't even get anyone to build one. I was pondering my next move when someone rang the bell at my hotel room door.

(knocking is heard from the door at stage rear. Sam opens it)

SAM:

Yes, what is it?

DELIVERY BOY:

Telegram for Mr. Sam Patch.

SAM:

OK, I'll take it. (boy starts to hand it over) Wait a minute, is it a singing telegram?

DELIVERY BOY:

No sir.

SAM:

I'll tell you what. I've never had a singing telegram. Will you please sing this one to me?

DELIVERY BOY:

I've seen the telegram sir and...

SAM:

(interrupts) Fine. Can you think of a little tune to sing it to?

DELIVERY BOY:

I'm afraid I'm not very good at that sort of thing sir, and besides...

SAM:

(interrupts) Look, boy, do you want a tip? Then sing the telegram.

DELIVERY BOY:

OK, Mr. Patch. (takes out a pitch pipe and blows a note. the small tune which follows has nothing to do with the tone. Sings) B.T. Whitehorse is dead.

(curtain fall and lights are blacked out as quickly as possible)
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