Sam Patch Script Act II

Music:

 Overture is a medley of second act songs, including, Get Off My Back, We Came To Impress You, Don't Let It Get You Down, A Legend's Gotta Jump, You're The Only Friend I've Got, Why Jump.

Act 2 Scene 1:

Interior: A San Francisco barroom of the old west, circa 1861. We know it's San Francisco, because a large sign on the set says so. Swinging doors at stage right are used for exits and entrances. A single spotlight picks out the bartender, talking to the audience. Throughout the scene, the bartender can wipe bar, clean glasses, serve drinks in response to silent orders.

BARTENDER:

Now I'm just a bartender, and I ain't famous or nothin', but I met Sam Patch once too. It was July, kind of a muggy night, and I was tending bar at my little place just off Telegraph Hill.

(Lights in the rest of the bar fade up, showing a few  patrons at the bar,  a table full of poker playing reporters, upstage left,  murmuring, dealing, throwing cards down. If available, have a honky tonk piano player at an upright piano; mood music, or musical cues. Stop the piano for big moments. Or just play honky tonk piano on a tape, with no visible piano player)

BARTENDER:

It was a regular night, with a few guys playin' cards, a kinda quiet game.

DETWILER (one of the reporters)
Bartender! Where's that double?

BARTENDER
Comin' right up sir. (pours drink). Like I said, a normal night. Some of the guys seemed kind of excited though. I heared them talkin'

(Lights fade except for those on the table of reporters, and a dim light on the bartender, who is listening. During dialog, reporters hold poker hands, deal, cut, draw, rake in pots, throw down chips, pretend to be playing poker)

REPORTER1:

Hang it all! We come all the way out here and ol' leapin' lizards up and disappears.

REPORTER2

I never did trust that Sam Patch. There's a mistake in Sam Patch, says I.

DETWILER:

Don't be too hard on the lad boys. I know he's been gone for a week, but you'd bee a little shook up if your best friend had just died, wouldn't ya?

REPORTER1:

I guess so. Well, I'll pay for this round. Or, rather, the Philadelphia Tribune will pay for this round. Set 'em up, bartender.

(Bartender talks as he brings drinks to the reporter's table. During his speech, a man in a bear outfit, STIMROD, standing upright, enters through the swinging doors and sits down at the bar. If possible, the bear should be capable of winking. The bear is humming. Lights go down on the reporters' table, where they continue to quietly play poker)
BARTENDER:

There was this Kodiak bear who used to hang around the bar. He was about six-foot-five... wide and about 216... tons... in his stocking feet. Wore the heaviest socks I ever saw. Quite a bear he was. Used to balance a ball on his nose

(if Stimrod can do this trick, he should--in any case, we see the word "Stimrod" stenciled on the side of his ball)
BARTENDER:(cont'd)

and hold out his paw for dough.

DETWILER:

(Drunkenly) Here you go bear, have a dollar. (Stuffs a dollar bill in Stimrod's glass)
BARTENDER:

You hear that? People don't just give that bear coins. They give him bills too. I swear, one time, I saw a guy give him 20 bucks. So anyway, he'd get enough money, then he'd sit down for his Coke.

(Bartender pours Coke from 2-Liter bottle into glass. If possible, make it appear Stimrod is packing it away)

Gallons and gallons of the stuff. Bottle after bottle that bear would drink. He drank more than I thought I had. The crazy thing is...

(Stimrod hums Melancholy Baby)

That bear would get bombed and hum "Melancholy Baby." It really shook me up at first, see, because a Kodiak Bear can cause a lot of trouble. But he kept the place quiet...

(Stimrod tosses a noisy drunk out of the bar)
BARTENDER (cont'd):

So I don't give him no trouble. So anyway, this particular night, as the reporters are leavin', the strangest darn bunch of things starts happenin'

(All lights up as reporters stand to leave)
REPORTER1:

Just bill it to the Philly Tribune, Philadelphia, Pee-AAA, my good man.

BARTENDER:

I ain't your good man, and you'd better put down a little of it in cash if you want to walk out of here on your own two feet.

REPORTER2:

You're pretty picky for a guy with a Kodiak bear in his bar. What the heck is that thing anyway?

BARTENDER:

He's no more a thing than you are. Can't you see what it says on the side of his ball?

DETWILER:

You mean here, where it says "Stimrod?" I thought that was the brand of ball.

BARTENDER:

No, blockhead. That's the bear's name.

REPORTER1:

C'mon Jerry... Wait a minute, did you say Stimrod? Let me get a good luck at him.

(Stimrod growls menacingly)
REPORTER1 (cont'd):

Why that's Stimrod all right. Used to be center ring at Barnum and Bailey. He even had a record album out.

REPORTER2:

I remember seeing him on David Letterman!

BARTENDER:

Is that true, Stimrod?

(Stimrod roars)
REPORTER1:

(Throws a few coins on the bar) I'll just leave a little money here and... BLOW THIS FIRETRAP THERESA!

(The reporters all run out. Lights fade out, fade back in. Bartender moves over to the swinging door stage right and looks outside)
SAM:

Hey mister?

BARTENDER:

Yeah? (pause) You'd better come in and sit down. You don't look so good. Here. (brings Sam in, pours him a drink. Sam looks like five miles of bad road)
SAM:

Thanks.

BARTENDER:

My god, you look like you haven't shaved in a week. Them's nice clothes you got on for a bum. Roll some rich guy?

SAM:

Usta be one.

BARTENDER:

What was that?

SAM:

Never mind. (Spits out drink) What is this stuff anyway?

BARTENDER:

Whiskey!

SAM:

You out of your mind barkeep? Bring me a Coke!

(Stimrod throws paw over Sam's shoulder, growls in a friendly way)
BARTENDER:

Don't let him scare you mister. He always likes to meet another Coke fiend.

(Bartender moves away from Stimrod and Sam who sit quietly in the semi-dark. The only bright light on stage is a spot on the bartender, as he talks to the audience)
BARTENDER:

So I tell you, there they was, sitting next to each other like that, the bear trying to make friends, and what do you think the guy said?

SAM:

Get off my back, Jack. I don't need a friend.

(Full lighting for Sam's song; perhaps the Bartender hands him a guitar)

SONG: SAM: GET OFF MY BACK JACK

(Sam and Stimrod appear to finish off a 2-liter bottle of Coke during the Bartender's next speech. They are in dim light; only the Bartender is lit as he speaks to the audience)

BARTENDER:

Well, I can tell you, that old Stimrod just sat there and winked at me (Stimrod  either winks or mimes winking). And the whole thing was nuts! This guy, this human being, sat there drinking Cokes with a bear. And after six or seven...

(Lights go up and Bartender walks over to Sam and Stimrod)
BARTENDER:

You know, you're disgustin', gettin' drunk on Coke. I think you've had enough.

SAM:

But I've only had six!

BARTENDER:

For you, that's enough. (Stimrod growls inquisitively) And you've had thirty, Stimrod. That's enough for you too.

SAM:

You can't do this to me, I'm famous!

BARTENDER:

You're famous and I'm Sam Patch. You're no more n' a ... Wait a minute. I recognize that beat up green silk hat. You are Sam Patch!

SAM:

Sam Patch. That's right. "Word record jumper," that was me. Now I'm only a footnote in the pages of history. A forgotten relic.

BARTENDER:

That greasy Frenchie is dead. He'll never jump again. All you have to do is jump higher...

SAM:

(Interrupts) Jump higher! Jump higher! You hear that Stimrod? All I got to do is jump higher (hysterical laughter).

(Stimrod sniffles sympathetically)

SAM (cont'd):

I'll never jump again. My only friend was B.T. Whitehorse and now he's...
BARTENDER:

(interrupts) He's dead ain't he? Wasn't he your, how do they say it, mentor?

SAM:

Naaa, he was my business consultant. And the greatest guy in the whole world. And the only person I'd jump for again and (cries; Stimrod cries too)
BARTENDER:

(Turns to audience) Stimrod looked down on Sam Patch with those big, brown, bruin eyes, and cracked a sad smile that only a drunken bear can manage. 

(Stimrod puts an arm around Sam)

Then he said the only words he knew:

STIMROD:

Sam... You're.... the.... only.... friend.... I've.... got.

(Lights fade except for spot on Bartender. Sam and Stimrod walk out through swinging doors)
BARTENDER:

Stimrod and Sam became the fastest of friends here in San Francisco. After a month or so, Sam had sobered up, but he was still disgusted at the city's lack of a Golden Gate Bridge, so he headed for New York City to get some new backers.

Act 2 Scene 2: Railroad Car

Interior: Railroad car. A backdrop would be nice, but a railroad car can also be suggested just with sound effects, benches and lights. If need be, put up a sign; "Atcheson, Topeka and Santa Fe" or some such.
SAM:

Well, there's Tennessee Stimrod. Bet you've never been here before, huh? 

STIMROD:

 (Stimrod growls in disagreement). 
SAM:

Oh yeah, that's right. I'll bet you were here with the circus.

STIMROD:

(Stimrod growls in pain). 

SAM:

Oh, I'm sorry Stimrod. I didn't mean to mention it. I won't say another word about it ever again.

(Sam and Stimrod jerk as if the train has stopped. Sound effects would be nice)
SAM:

I wonder why they stopped the train? There's no station anywhere near here.

CONDUCTOR:

That don't make no difference boy. There's a Civil War going on, in case you-all didn't notice. And the Tennessee Irregulars have been stoppin' every train going through here for the last month.

SAM:

Well, what do they do when they stop these trains?

CONDUCTOR:

I... well...

(Confederate Captain and Lieutenant enter car with as many soldiers as you have)

CAPTAIN:

I'll tell you what we do, boy. We take able-bodied young men and impress them into the service of the stars and bars. And you look pretty able-bodied to me.

SONG: CONFEDERATE SOLDIES: WE CAME TO IMPRESS YOU
CAPTAIN:

(Instructing troops removing Sam from train) Don't hurt him too bad boys, we need him.

SAM:

But I'm Sam Patch!

CAPTAIN:

And I'm General Robert E. Lee. We all have to do our part.

STIMROD:

Growls a questioning tone
CAPTAIN:

Sorry bear, but we can't use animals in our army. Apply to the Union when this train gets to New York City.

Act 2 Scene 3: Montage/Philadelphia Gutter

(This next scene is the theatrical equivalent of a montage. It can take place in front of the curtain if you have one. Perhaps a flip chart by the side of the stage with cards reading "New York," "Philadelphia," "Baltimore," and, if you want to go for a gag, "Anaheim," "Azuza," and "Cucamonga." Stimrod wanders from one side of the stage ,to the other, humming different songs such as Melancholy Baby, Yankee Doddle, Camptown Races. Stimrod engages in half-hearted juggling and ball balancing  if possible; if not, give him a cup and have him beg. Be sure he solicits the narrator. For a real yuck, start the scene with Stimrod shaking a box, pulling one straw out and discarding both straw and box ["The last straw"]. A two-litre bottle of Coke would make a good prop.)
BARTENDER:

(Slowly, to allow Stimrod to move back and forth) That was the last straw as far as Stimrod was concerned. He drank Cokes from one end of New York to the other. He drank he way down the East Coast to Philadelphia, doing all of his old tricks, but getting a lot less money. 

Because now, drinking became more than an occasional thing. It became an obsession with Stimrod, until...

(This scene can take place in limbo, with spots just on the three characters involved, or, as with the montage, in front of the curtain. A card reading "a Philadelphia gutter" should be displayed on the flip chart. If you don't have a vintage police costume, or a costume that could pass as "Bear Salvation Army," then the two characters should wear oversize name tags to identify them. Stimrod is laying in the gutter)

COP:

OK, bear, move along. We can't have any drunken bears on the streets of Philadelphia.

BSA Lady:

Look at that poor bear.

STIMROD:

(moans)
COP:

Look, lady. Don't be givin' this reject any of your sympathy. He may be in the gutter now, but I happen to know he was once...

BSA Lady:

(interrupts) It doesn't matter, officer, what he once was. The fact that he now lays broken in the gutter is all we need to know.

COP:

Oh, sorry m'am. I didn't notice your uniform. You must be with the BSA.

BSA LADY:

Yes, indeed. And this poor unfortunate is going down to the Bear Salvation Army depot with me. We'll turn him into a force against the evil of drink.

(to the extent possible, the cop and the BSA Lady lift Stimrod and drag him offstage)

Act 2 Scene 4: Confederate Field Kitchen

(This can be suggested by having a large pot, into which Sam is peeling potatoes. For humor, have him place the peels and the potatoes in the same pot. He works throughout this scene)
CAPTAIN:

Private Patch?

SAM:

Yessir

CAPTAIN:

Why didn't you tell us, Mister Patch?

SAM:

Tell you what sir?

CAPTAIN:

That you were the Sam Patch!

SAM:

But I told you my name when you pulled me off that train, sir.

CAPTAIN:

Don't cross me boy. We sure as blazes wouldn't have you as a cook for the Tennessee Irregulars if we knew who you were.

SAM:

I'll tell you who I am, Captain. I'm a cook for the Tennessee Irregulars. I'll never jump again.

CAPTAIN:

All right, boy, if you want to be that way. You know, this will just make things harder on you.

SAM:

(mutters) Without Stimrod or B.T., it's not worth it.

CAPTAIN:

What did you say boy?

SAM:

Nothing sir. (softer) Nothing at all.

LIEUTENANT:

Captain, Captain! Word from Appomattox. General Lee has just surrendered to General Grant. The war is all over. We all get to take our mules home and start over.

CAPTAIN:

Well I'll be. Men, get out of here, and do your best to cheat them damn Yankees. And you, Patch, you'd better be out of the South in 12 hours, if you know what's good for you.

Act 2 Scene 5: Freight Train Going North

(A painted backdrop of a freight train would be nice. Or, do it with sound effects. In the worst case, bring back the flip chart and flip it to "Freight Train Going North)

(The Bartender is back; maybe he brings out a stool to sit on during this next ridiculously long speech, an obvious artifact from the play's original incarnation as a radio play. Any distracting stage business Sam can do in the freight car will be most welcome)
BARTENDER:

Sam had no choice. In order to maintain a close connection between his skin and all his vital organs, he hopped the first freight out. The train rumbled and trudged past the desolated countryside of the South. and on north for the first time in four long, bitter years. It stopped in the new state of West Virginia, but that looked too country for Sam.

(Briefly flip card to "West Virginia," then back to "Freight Train Going North")
BARTENDER (cont.)

He longed again for the big city, but Pittsburgh wasn't right.

(Briefly flip card to "Pittsburgh," then back to "Freight Train Going North")
BARTENDER (cont.)

It had too many memories of B.T. Finally, the lad settled on Philly, the city of brotherly love.

(Sam scampers off stage, Bartender takes stool off stage) 
Act 2 Scene 6: Philadelphia Bar circa 1865

Interior: A Philadelphia barroom of the settled East, circa 1865. If you have the budget, make it different. If not, use the San Francisco bar set. We know it's Philadelphia, because a large sign on the set says so. Swinging doors at stage right are used for exits and entrances. A single spotlight picks out the bartender, who has walked behind the bar. Throughout the scene, the bartender can wipe bar, clean glasses, serve drinks in response to silent orders.

If available, have a honky tonk piano player at an upright piano; mood music, or musical cues. Stop the piano for big moments. Or just play honky tonk piano on a tape, with no visible piano player)

(Stimrod enters through the swinging doors, sits down on bar stool)
BARTENDER:

Hi there, Stimrod. Pick up any more bears today? Save anybody from the evils of drink and perdition?

STIMROD:

(sniffles)
BARTENDER:

Hey, I'm sorry Stimrod. I didn't mean to be rough on you. What's the matter?

STIMROD:

(Picks up newspaper from bar with large headline, "CIVIL WAR ENDS." Feel free to add humorous subheads, even if the audience can't read them.)
BARTENDER:

Oh year, I heard about that. The War Between The States is over as of last week some time. I guess that means they won't be killin' anymore...

STIMROD:

(Interrupts with loud sobbing)
BARTENDER:

Oh, so that's it, is it Stimrod? Some pal of yours? Well,

SONG: BARTENDER: DON'T LET IT GET YOU DOWN
BARTENDER:

Yeah, we won the war, but I guess it don' mean much to a guy like you, huh Stimord?

STIMROD:

(growls)
BARTENDER:

What was that? A Coke! But you've already had a Coke tonight. I've never seen you have more than one in three years. I don't think...

STIMROD:

(interrupts with threatening growl)
BARTENDER:

Listen, big fella, what you drink is your business. But it don't look good.

(puts two litre bottle down on bar. Lights fade out, then fade back in. Bottle is empty)
BARTENDER:

My good heavens. You can sure hold that Coke, Stimrod. That's two litres in 20 minutes. If you don't watch it, you'll get...

STIMROD:

(Interrupts, hums Melancholy baby, falls off bar stool)
BARTENDER:

I think I'd better help you out of here, Stimrod. You're gonna give the BSA a bad name. (Walks around and helps Stimrod to his feet) 

C'mon here. (customer walks in; lighting makes it hard to see who it is--Stimrod is facing away)

Wait a minute, lemme get this guy who just got off of that freight train.

SAM:

Gimme a Coke and make it a double.

STIMROD:

(Roar of recognition, weeps)
SAM:

Stimrod?

BARTENDER:

Hey, if you two are gonna do a love scene, get a room.

STIMROD:

(growls with joy)
BARTENDER:

Sure Stimrod. You've been a good pal, even if you do chase off all the bears. I assume this here must be Sam Patch.

SAM:

The one and only.

BARTENDER

Say, Mister Patch, you don't look like you've been reading the papers much lately. They say you're chicken. That you can't beat that dead Frenchman's record, so you don't want to show your face in public again. They say you won't jump again.

SAM

But that's ridiculous, isn't it Stimrod?

STIMROD 

You're the only friend I've got.

SAM

That's right and I won't let you down Stimrod. You just wait and see. 

SONG: SAM: A LEGEND'S GOTTA JUMP
Act 2 Scene 7: Niagra Falls
(If the budget allows, a backdrop that vaguely resembles Niagra falls, and a constant sound effect of waterfall noise. If not, any old waterfall will do, painted or involving real water. 

Stage Left is a phone booth, or a phone on a table. For authenticity, you could replace this with a telegraph key and operator; eliminate the banter with the dictationist if you use telegraphy. Detwiler is dictating)
DETWILER

OK, sweetie, maybe when I get back. Now take this down. Dateline, Niagra Falls, New York. This is the big time for Sam Patch. To make his comeback as spectacular as possible, he has decided to make his jump at America's honeymoon paradise, the pride of upstate New York, Niagra Falls. B.T. Whitehorse, of course, cannot handle arrangements from beyond the grave, but with the help of his omnipresent furry companion Stimrod, Mister Patch has people talking about him.

(Light fades on Detwiler. Patch and Stimrod enter stage Right. A young paperboy enters from stage left with a stack of papers. Huge headline: Patch To Jump)
PAPERBOY:

Extree, extree, read all about it. Sam Patch to set world's record today. Wanna buy a paper mister? Big Print. Three pages of pictures.

SAM:

Sure boy. How much is it?

PAPERBOY:

Two cents, mister

SAM:

Here's nickel (flips a nickel to the paperboy and takes a paper). Keep the change.

PAPERBOY:

Gee, thanks mister. Hey, look out behind you--there's a giant bear!

SAM:

Don't you worry about Stimrod little fellow.

(paperboy runs off stage)
SAM:

Well, Stimrod, it's almost time for the really big jump. The grand finale to a really grand career.

Stimrod:

(growls of assent)
SAM:

All those nights on the road, all that hard work and training. Sometimes I wonder if it's all worth it. Ma is gone, I haven't heard from Pa in years, B.T. is gone. I guess you're really all I have left, Stimrod.

SONG: STIMROD: YOU'RE THE ONLY FRIEND I'VE GOT
(lights fade on Stimrod and Sam. Detwiler is back stage left with his phone or morse code operator)
DETWILER:

Dateline, Niagra Falls. At 9:07 today, Sam Patch did what he was born to do. He climbed to the very top of the special platform that had been built for him by the International Committee for Measuring, Observing and Recording World's Record Jumps.

(As before, the doll climbs the ladder stage rear. Slide whistle for jump, splash of water, crowd cheering)
DETWILER:

A success! The city fathers gave Mister Patch the key to the city. The crowd threw 200 dollars worth of coins at him.

(Lights fade out on Detwiler. Stage right, the Bartender rolls a TV set onto the stage, facing away from the audience. His face is lit with blue "from the tv screen" light)
BARTENDER:

Sam's name was in all the papers. He even had a cameo on the Letterman show.

LETTERMAN (from TV):

And the number one reason is: A world record jump. (audience laughter, rim shot) The whole country's proud of you, Sam. Isn't that right Paul?

PAUL SHAFER (from tv):

That's right, Dave. There's no mistake in Sam Patch, as I always say.

BARTENDER:

As the undefeated, and seemingly undefeatable champion, Sam could retire with ease to the indolent life which he had earned.

Act 2 Scene 8: Manhattan Townhouse

(The interior of a 19th century Manhattan townhouse. Sam enters from Stage left with Stimrod. We hear a string quartet finishing a work of classical music offstage. There is an overflowing bin of mail on a table in the middle of the stage next to a letter opener)
SAM:

(clapping, looking off stage) Very nicely done, gentlemen. I appreciate your coming over here today and playing a few pieces for Stimrod and myself.

STIMROD:

(growls a thank you)
SAM:

As a matter of fact, I would ask you to stay for dinner this evening, but I am afraid the mayor and his wife are coming over, and we really don't have room for more than three when Stimrod is at the table.

(turns to Stimrod) You know, it's times like these that make me feel I'm the luckiest guy on Earth. Why, I'm in a position now to do anything I want for the rest of my life. No worries, no problems, and fan mail to beat the band.

STIMROD:

(growls assent)
SAM:

You think we oughta open a little bit of it? (Sam crosses to table, slits open an envelope). Look at this Stimrod! A letter from the International Committee. Greetings from... (mumbles) questions of validity... (mumbles, voice rises) suggests an erroneous validation. We will inform the New York papers unless you re-jump the record leap. Sincerely, The Committee.

(drops letter, sleepwalks across room) The relatives of that dead French fool have trumped up a charge of improper accreditation of my record leap at Niagra. They claim I need to rejump it, and that if I don't, I'm a fraud, a liar and a coward.

STIMROD:

(growl of concern)
SAM:

No, they'd tell the papers for sure. What a story: "Sam Patch Turns Chicken When Faced With Challenge To Title." OK then. A few weeks of training and an easy falls, say, Gennessee Falls. We'll show 'em. We'll show 'em.

Act 2 Scene 9: Gennessee Falls
(Use the backdrop from scene 7, and a constant sound effect of waterfall noise. If not, any old waterfall will do, painted or involving real water. 

(Stage Left, again, is a phone booth, or a phone on a table. For authenticity, you could replace this with a telegraph key and operator; eliminate the banter with the dictationist if you use telegraphy. Detwiler is dictating in a murmur

(Sam and Stimrod enter stage right)
SAM:

Here we are, Stimrod. Gennessee Falls. It may be the location of Sam Patch's world record jump.

DETWILER:

(breaks off murmured dictation, walks over to Sam) Why, Mister Patch. That sounds like a lack of confidence there. Didn't you once say that a jumper with a failin' jump doesn't have to worry too much, because it's all gonna be decided for him?

SAM:

You're right Mister Detwiler, and I still believe that.

DETWILER:

Doesn't sound like it to me. Sounds like you got soft during your retirement.

STIMROD:

(growls menacingly, lunges at Detwiler)
DETWILER:

Hang it, Stimrod. You know I don't mean anything personal by it. I've been with you since the first, Sam. You know that.

SAM:

Yes, I guess so. Are you still with the St. Louis Herald?

DETWILER:

No, I won a lot of attention with the articles I wrote about you. So much so that I got hired by a little rag in the Big Apple known as the New York Times. I think it has a bright future, if it can just lighten up a little.

SAM:

I'm glad to hear fate has been treating you well. But, you know, I really have been working out for this jump. Stimrod has been serving as my trainer.

DETWILER:

Say, didn't B.T. Whitehorse used to be your trainer?

SAM:

Yes he was, but Stimrod has done an excellent job, and I am more than sufficiently prepared to jump.

DETWILER:

Just one last song cue, Mister Patch. Why jump?

SONG: SAM: WHY JUMP?

(After hitting concluding high note, Sam walks off stage right and appears as a doll at the back of the stage, climbing the ladder. Detwiler is dictating stage left)
DETWILER:

Operator, get me the Times in New York. Hello? Give me rewrite. This is Detwiler at Gennessee Falls.

Here's the story. Dateline: Gennessee Falls. This town has desperately tried to apply cosmetics to its dirty, ugly face for the great occasion which fate has bestowed upon it. But this hole has learned what beautiful women have known for centuries. Ugliness can't be made better, only worse. Before he climbed to the top of the platform today, Mister Patch said...

SAM:

(from offstage, portentous. With some echo, if possible) Some things can be done as well as others. Napoleon was great, but he was conquered by Wellington. Neither of these great men or any other man has leapt Gennessee Falls however. That is left for Sam Patch to do. For there is no mistake in Sam Patch.

DETWILER:

Today the ugliness, the boastfulness and the dreams of man are all obliterated beneath the beauty, the solidity and the ageless reality of a mass of fragile, transparent water drops. Gennessee knows no mercy.

(As before, the doll climbs the ladder stage rear. Slide whistle for jump, splash of water, crowd cheering--turns to cries of "Oh my God" and "Something went wrong")
(very slowly) Gennessee... knows... no... mercy.

STIMROD:

(saying the only words he knew and trying to make them sound like Goodbye) Got, Got I, Sam 

SONG: BAND: TRAGIC INSTRUMENTAL MUSIC, SEGUES TO MEDLEY OF SONGS FROM THE SHOW
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