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  ABOUT ALFRED JARRY


Alfred Jarry, creator of the infamous Ubu Roi, died in Paris in 1907 at the age of thirty-four, of alcohol, ether and poverty.  In the decades following, Jarry has maintained a steady underground reputation, his influence acknowledged by successive waves of Dadaists, Surrealists and most recently by 'The Theater of Absurd' which openly acknowledged him as its progenitor.


At the moment, perhaps because world events bear terrible witness to Jarry's ferocious comic vision, there is an upsurge of interest in his work.  While many of his more famous contemporaries seem firmly rooted in their own period, Jarry belongs to ours.


 In person, Jarry was as extreme, uncompromising and original as his work.  Legends and anecdotes were told and retold with relish in Paris cafes long after his death; his exploits take up pages in the memoirs of all those who knew him.  Andre Gide's reaction was typical:  an attitude of somewhat ambivalent wonder:


'The literary group under the aegis of the Mercure de France had a considerable importance.  I stand as witness but feel little qualified to expand, never having taken part in it other than by pen-point.  And I seldom mingled at Mme. Rachilde's salon.  All the same, I have a vivid memory of my rare appearances in her busy salon.   This was the heyday of Alfred Jarry, a figure impossible to invent, whom I met at Marcel Schwob's and elsewhere, always with the keenest amusement before he succumbed to terrible crises of delirium tremens.  This Kobold with his painted face, dressed in circus pantaloons, played a role whimsical, deliberate, resolutely artificial -- to such an extent that nothing human was allowed to manifest itself.  He exercised a singular fascination at the Mercure in those days.  Everyone, almost everyone around him, strove with more or less success to imitate him, to adopt his humor and above all his bizarre elocution -- implacable, without inflexion or nuance, all syllables stressed equally including the mutes.  If a nutcracker could speak it would hardly sound otherwise.  He asserted himself without the slightest embarrassment, in perfect disdain of convention.  The surrealists following him invented nothing better, and rightly recognize him as their precursor.'

Ubu Roi opened in Paris in 1896.  That afternoon Sara Bernhardt gave a lavish reception for five hundred people at the Grand Hotel, followed by a theatrical production of Phaedra-- an afternoon that embodied all the show, finery, sumptuousness and affectation of 'La Belle Epoque'.  That same evening, many of the same crowd attended the debut of Ubu Roi.

After a brief, deadpan introduction by Jarry himself, a single actor took the stage dressed in a Ku-Klux-Klan-type ceremonial costume with the spiral of Eternity painted on the belly.  He uttered a single word:  'Merdre', and the house exploded.  For 'merdre' with or without the added 'r' was not acceptable to the 1896 theater audience, however avant-garde.  And as the gross, chaotic action proceeded, pandemonium reigned.

Supporters and detractors clashed; fist fights broke out.  Ubu closed after two performances, but critics and the literate public took up the controversy.  Along with Hugo's Hernani and Stravinsky's Rites Of Spring, Ubu  ranks as one of the three great scandals in the history of Parisian theater.  At the age of twenty-three, Jarry's literary notoriety was established, though in no sense his fortune.

Looking back, it is clear that Jarry was doing more than thumbing his nose at the audience.

Jarry was not the first writer to recognize the banality of evil.  From Ancient Egypt through Medieval Passion plays, Ego (the Devil) was portrayed as an ass.  In The Possessed, in the character of Pyotr Stepanovich, Dostoyevsky masterfully reduced him to his rightful place:  amoral, elusive, slippery, despicable but fatally persuasive.  However, in Ubu, Jarry created something quite special:  an archetype.  Jarry saw right through the specious grandeur of Milton's Satan, even through the intellectual attraction of Mephistopheles, and came up with Ubu -- evil stripped of all dignity, the Bad Guy reduced to greed, gluttony, the lust for power and naked, unfocused aggression; a subject worthy only of comedy.

Insofar as Jarry is known today it is as the creator of Ubu.  Yet the other side of his writing is equally interesting.  Though no one would guess it from Ubu, or from the anecdotes of his bizarre behavior, Jarry was both erudite and prodigiously intelligent, deeply involved in mystical, religious and philosophical literature and at the same time keenly interested in the latest scientific theories of his time.  This side of Jarry finds expression in his invented science of 'Pataphysics, the science that transcends metaphysics.  This gloriously protean discipline studies (among other things) the laws governing the exception; it is the science of imaginary solutions.  Complex, erudite, mixing high comedy with cosmic speculation, Jarry's 'pataphysical works might be described as hermetic cross-word puzzles; rarefied high entertainment certainly but only for the few.

Though such intellectual high-jinks may seem to have little to do with the gross figure of Ubu, both are directed to an end that for lack of a better word must be called 'spiritual'.  Jarry was not much interested in the psychological interplay that provides the material for most of our contemporary drama and literature.  Rather, he was interested in the motives, causes and principles underlying the action.  With his typical inability to compromise, these interests found expression on the one hand in Ubu, on the other in the 'pataphysical' quest:  Exploits And Opinions Of Dr. Faustroll, 'Pataphysician.'

Jarry's was an integrity that was both obsessive and eccentric.  But it guaranteed his persistent lack of commercial success:  while the public understood Ubu all too well; it   could not understand 'Pataphysics' at all.

Author's Note 

Stage directions are geared for performance in a large,  flexible arena.  However, it should be possible to stage JARRY conventionally, albeit losing certain spatial, temporal and aural effects.  It is essential that a decent stereophonic sound system is employed.  The end of JARRY is not un-akin to opera, and the desired effect cannot be achieved with vintage machinery.  Though stage directions often call for elaborate and expensive displays in terms of cast and costume, if facilities and finance are unavailable, the desired effect can in every instance be approximated or presented symbolically by a single actor, simple placards and other theatrical devices.  Ideally, JARRY should be presented as a gala presentation, but it has been written bearing in mind the greater likelihood of the shoestring.

CAST
Alfred Jarry

His Muse

Master of Ceremonies

Lord Kelvin

The Scientific Community

The Editor of the London Times

Newsboy

Revelers

Alfred Vallette, publisher of the Revue, Mercure de France

Rachilde, novelist, wife of Vallette

Guillaume Apollinaire

Erik Satie

Pierre Bonnard

Aristide Bruant

Pere Ubu

Mere Ubu

The Prime Muenster, or Big Cheese

Ubucrats

The People

The Audience

Three Wise Men from the West

Solid Citizen

Mrs. Solid Citizen

John

Mary

Literary Critics

Shop Assistant

Creditor

The Opposing Ubucratic Party

Drum Majorette

Legisbators

Mme Fontanelle

Whores/Barflys

Pissport Control

The River Patrol

The Ferryman

ACT I

Scene 1
Darkened stage. Spot on MC in conventional evening dress, trailing microphone. Spot on CROWD, a single tattily dressed reveler, his dress obviously turn of the century. As the spot hits him, he begins to mime singing AULD LANG SYNE, which, simultaneously thunders full blast from the sound system: abates sufficiently to allow MC to make himself heard.

MC

(With patronizing enthusiasm)

Midnight, December 31st. December 31st in the year of our Lord, eighteen hundred and ninety-nine ...

As he talks, spot on NEWSBOY, rushing business-like across the stage

NEWSBOY

(Brooklyn accent)

Extry, extry, read all about it. Nineteent' century out! Twentieth century in.

Enter UBU, wearing Gigante mask, brandishing lavatory brush

UBU

Merdre!

Spot on cafe table, at which are seated JARRY, RACHILDE, APOLLINAIRE, VALLETTE, BONNARD, ERIK SATIE

RACHILDE

Oh, Jarry, not him again!

Laughter from all

JARRY

(His voice absolutely measured, deliberately inflexionless, relentless)

And who did you expect, Ma-da-me? The Editor of the London Times?

Spot on the EDITOR OF THE LONDON TIMES dictating to a MALE CLERK

EDITOR OF THE LONDON TIMES

'At the threshold of our last year of the century, it is well to review our position ... at home, until hostilities began, it was a year of prosperity; the perfect health in which her Majesty, the Queen, spent her 80th birthday, amid the respectful acclamations of the world, seemed a symbol of the soundness of the whole of the body politic over which she presides. Trade was never better, wages were never so good, nor were there ever fewer workmen unemployed ... With all the Great Powers of the world, our relations have continued to be friendly ... '

MC

That was The Editor of the London Times.

THE PEOPLE celebrate, drowned by roars of laughter from the cafe table

rachilde

And I say it's no way to welcome in a century ...

apollinaire

Such a tender, defenseless little century ...

ubu

Merdre!

rachilde

Any century!

jarry

Heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh! Garcon. Absinthe ...

PEOPLE celebrate. 

Deafening rendition of Auld Lang Syne from PA. Dies gradually ...

mc

To commemorate the new century Alfred Jarry has proposed to write a new Ubu play. UBU EN TRIOMPHE. Or, Ubu Triumphant ...

ubu

Jumping up and down ponderously and drawing all attention to himself

Merdre!

Laughter from cafe table

rachilde

Yes, everyone agrees that Ubu was a splendid schoolboy's prank. But isn't it time you grew up ...

mc

Guillaume Apollinaire.

apollinaire

Ma-da-me misses the point, pardon ... of Antichrist as Punch and Judy, of Lucifer as Everyman. Lyricism becomes satirical. Satire so overreaches its object that it destroys it. And rises to a level poetry can scarcely attain. It is at this point that triviality turns out to be in perfect taste.

jarry

Fuck good taste.

PEOPLE celebrate. 

Bells, music

mc

The Dawn of a new age. Ring out the old. Ring in the new ...

newsboy

Woild leaduhs convene. Express confidence inna future.

Spot on LORD KELVIN, in Victorian frock coat, with a beard down to the ground, addressing similarly attired, similarly bearded members of a scientific convention

mc

Addressing the Royal Society, the distinguished British physicist, Lord Kelvin today assured us ...

lord kelvin

(Outrageously, parodically pongo. Interminable Churchillian pauses.) 

Voice miked as though ancient Edison horn gramophone

Science ... has solved ... the problem ... of the Universe.

Pedantic acclamations. Cries of "hear-hear." Spasmodic bouts of upper-class Victorian coughing

The Universe is finite ... accidental ... and meaningless.

Applause, coughing, cries of approbation

After centuries of ignorance ... and superstition ... we ... are embarked ... upon an era ... of ...

newsboy

Progress! Progress! Read all about it ...

lord kelvin

Though the solar system ... is dying ... of heat death

Worried murmurs

... I do not think ... we need worry ... for the next ... five billion years ... or so ...

Pedantic laughter

Meanwhile ... mankind ... makes unprecedented strides ...

Interrupted by unprecedented strides of battling UBUCRATS

... unprecedented strides ...

UBUCRATS duel ineptly with lavatory brushes. Dressed in a melange of military gear through history. Orotund expressions of combat: take that, sirrah! Touché, treacherous knave! Gradually they fight their way off stage 

prime muenster

War, sire. The Ubucrats are winning!

mc

Ubu's Prime Muenster, or Big Cheese.

Re-enter battling UBUCRATS, egged on by MERE UBU

Mere Ubu

Bite his nose. Poke your finger in his eye. The Ubucrats are losing.

pm

Winning, sire.

mere ubu

Losing.

mc

Mere, or Mother Ubu, Ubu's faithful and beloved spouse.

rachilde

How can the Ubucrats both win and lose?

jarry

Both sides are Ubucrats, 

im-be-cil-e ...

Laughter

rachilde

Idiotic. An insult to the audience.

audience

Ssh. Ssh. Ssh.

Spotlight searches out and finally finds THE AUDIENCE seated in the stalls endlessly stuffing popcorn into his mouth

audience

Ssh. Ssh.

Enter battling UBUCRATS. A huge, ornate lavatory brush descends from above. One UBUCRAT seizes it and begins berating the other

ubu

Merdre, by my pudding. Our side is losing.

mere ubu

Give them a raise, fat oaf. You expect them to die for nothing.

ubu

A raise? Never.

One UBUCRAT continues to get the worst of it. UBU shouts

A raise, ubucrats! Augmentation of the annual emolument.

Same UBUCRAT continues to get beaten

prime muenster

It's the secret weapon, sire.

mere ubu

(Egging them on)

Hoo. Ha. Chew off his ear ...

UBUCRATS battle off stage

rachilde

But how can the Ubucrats possess the secret weapon. And not the Ubucrats?

Roar of approval at cafe tables

rachilde

From a pataphysical point of view, that is.

prime muenster

We work on a secret weapon of our own, sire. Our spies have stolen the secret. Our wise men are working overtime ... For half pay, sire.

ubu and mere ubu

(Just out of phase)

Half pay???

prime muenster

To make the world safe for Ubucracy. And to discover the objective truth.

Raucous laughter from cafe table, as UBUS freeze in tableaux vivante

apollinaire

And to discover the objective truth ...

jarry

Merdrification du mond-e. Garcon, absinthe.

vallette

But, surely, Jarry, the search for objective truth, in itself is not ...

Jarry

Merdre, that is exactly what it is! Since what could be less objective than a search? ... Hmm?

He starts as though having heard a voice

jarry's muse

(Speaking through echo mike, seen from afar, through gauze)

They won't buy that. They will not buy it, Alfred Jarry.

When JARRY addresses his MUSE it is inaudible to the others on stage, and vice-versa. His MUSE is always diaphanous, elusive

mc

Alfred Jarry's Muse!

Jarry

Merdre, Ma-de-moi-selle.

ubu

Researchapudding into the secret weapon. Summon our three wise men. From the West. Our seekers after objective truth.

Theme music for THREE WISE MEN. Refrain from OLD KING COLE. Fruity baritone sings: "He called for his pipe ... " Length of pipe descends from flies. "He called for his bowl ..." A gigantic toilet bowl is lowered. "And he called for his fiddlers three." 

Enter THREE WISE MEN dressed in laboratory smocks. They keep walking strictly in time, approach the toilet bowl in business-like fashion as JARRY'S MUSE speaks.

muse

(Half pleading, half-despairing)

You won't make a bean out of it! It's all they have left. You can't get away with it. They've lost faith in everything else ...

Wind and thunder upon the blasted heath -- amateurish battling of thunder sheet and obvious and inauthentic wind machine. 

Upon arriving at toilet bowl THREE WISE MEN break into an extravagant and disjointed dance round it. All three speak or rather chant in fiendish, parodic music hall accents.

wise man 1

When shall we three meet again?

wise man 2

In London, Paris or Berlin?

wise man 3

Why, wherever the next International Congress for Seekers after the Objective Truth convenes ...

all three

There shall we three next be seen!

Wind, thunder. 

WISE MEN dance about bowl, and take successive lines

three wise men

Faraday, Faraday,

Michelson and Morley,

Gauss and Euler,

William Boyler,

Tell it Truly,

B. Bernouilli

Bellows of laughter from cafe table. 

WISE MEN freeze in tableaux vivante

the audience

Boooo! Hissss!

The AUDIENCE stands from within the audience and blows a raspberry

rachilde

(Laughing as hard as the others)

Idiotic.

satie

pas. de. Tout.

(Imitating JARRY)

Ma-da-me. Symbolique.

jarry

We take our cue from our friend, M. Satie.

satie

Stands, recites as though by rote

'For the stunted and the stupid I have written a serious and respectable chorale. This chorale is a sort of bitter pre-amble, an austere and unfrivolous form of introduction. I injected into it all that I know of boredom. I dedicate this chorale to those who do not like me. I withdraw.

Laughter

rachilde

(Unconsciously assuming JARRY's infectious use of the royal "we")

Laugh if you like. But we, Monsieur, take our literature seriously.

jarry

And we, Ma-da-me, are an artist. We take only money seriously.

APOLLINAIRE

(Matter of fact)

And love.

jarry

(Furious)

Love, merdre! Money.

vallette

Besides, Ubu is serious. In his own way, he is serious ...

rachilde

Grotesque.

satie

Vive la grotesque.

All toast -- this wassail scene takes place at great speed and with great brio

jarry

Garcon, absinthe ...

rachilde

(Above the uproar)

But if money marks the artist, then I am serious and you ...

apollinaire

are a buffoon, a dilettante ...

vallette

He doesn't mean making money. He means thinking about money ...

jarry

Standing, taking the floor

By my pudding, Ma-da-me, though impecuniousness has marked our career hitherto, we wish to inform you of the imminent amelioration and replenishpudding of the royal fuff-fuff-finance. Word of our talents having reached abroad, we are assured that Le Pere Ubu shall shortly triumph in New York, in London, in Berlin and in Vladek, capital of Beroslavia.

JARRY draws his pistols and fires two shots. Spot picks out other clients seated at cafe tables across stage, as, simultaneous to the firing of shots there is a splintering of glass and a cafe mirror is shattered. JARRY laughs his maniacal, mechanical laugh

solid citizen

(At cafe table)

Who's that maniac?

mrs. solid citizen

I think he's some sort of an artist.

solid citizen

Why don't they stop him?

mrs. solid citizen

That's the patron. He seems to be enjoying it. Maybe it's good for business.

solid citizen

If I owned this cafe I'd have him horsewhipped.

JARRY fires again, laughs. All characters freeze in tableau vivante

muse

Not good enough, Alfred Jarry. Amusing. But not good enough.

jarry

We do not recall soliciting your opinion, Ma-de-moi-selle.

muse

But I thought you loved me.

jarry

Pudding!

Re-enter battling UBUCRATS

ubu

The secret weapon ...

prime muenster

Our wise men are working double overtime.

mere ubu

On quarter pay!

Wind, thunder on blasted heath. 

WISE MEN are re-activated

wise men

(Each taking successive lines)

Isotope of rare Buffoonium,

Polypeptide Micro-gloomium

Radio-active, hot Boom-boomium ...

(Increasingly ecstatic)

Wise men is the time

 expedient,

To add the top secret last

 ingredient?

Megaton of imminent

Dooo-o-o-m-i-u-m-m-m-m!

Explosion. Cries of wonder and amazement as a still-more-elaborate lavatory brush descends from above. Losing UBUCRAT seizes this and begins belabouring his opponent

prime muenster

Now we have the secret weapon, Sire. Our secret weapon is more powerful than their secret weapon.

mere ubu

And more secret.

(In a transport of delight)

Poke your finger in his eye.

UBU has fallen to his knees and has his hands clasped in prayer

ubu

Our prayers have been answered. Everything for us!

mere ubu

Fat toad. Get off your knees. Suppose someone comes?

wise man 1

(Straight voice as though addressing a convention)

Humility is not a state of mind conducive to the advancement of learning.

WISE MEN 2 and 3 clap hands approvingly and say, "hear, hear"

Explosion. Two identical, gigantic, elaborate and luminous lavatory brushes descend. UBUCRATS each seize one and continue battling. Brushes are so enormous they can barely be wielded

mere ubu

Down with ignorance. Down with superstition. Chew off his ear! Pull his willy-waddle!

UBUCRATS crack each other over the head with lavatory brushes and both fall. Prolonged mutual Elizabethan death agonies. Meanwhile, two over-sized rattles descend from the flies

ubucrats

O zounds. I am blessured. I am wounded. I succumb. I perish. I expire. I cease to function. I ... no longer think. Ergo ... I am not.

Both make exhausted feverish efforts to seize the rattles, which are placed in their hands by whoever happens to be nearest

MEANWHILE:

muse

Who has moved on stage and now sits next to JARRY

What on earth are those?

jarry

Death Rattles.

Laughter at cafe table. UBUCRATS seize rattles and rattle them and expire

prime muenster

Oh, Sire! The world has been made safe for ubucracy, Sire.

mere ubu

Everything is in ruins.

ubu

Everything?

prime muenster

Everything, Sire.

ubu

(Expansive)

By my purple pudding. Everything ---

(Suddenly suspicious)

And the ruins?

prime muenster

(Not catching on to the change of tone)

Only ruins remain, sire.

ubu

(Ferociously)

Quadruple merdre. The ruins must be destroyed.

mere ubu

(Suddenly frightened)

We are not safe while ruins remain.

THREE WISE MEN walk over and whisper into the ear of PRIME MUENSTER

prime muenster

But if we destroy the ruins, we shall be left with the ruins of the ruins.

mere ubu

And the ruins of the ruins of the ruins.

prime muenster

And the ruins of the ruins of the ruins of the ruins, Sire.

mere ubu

And the ruins of the ruins of the ruins of the ruins of the ruins.

Involuntary mutual wail of terror

mere ubu

Will the world never be safe for Ubucracy?

THE AUDIENCE boos and hisses. Hoots of laughter from cafe tables. JARRY shouts for absinthe above the uproar

apollinaire

(Seizing upon the idea as though it were his own)

Pataphysically then, complete hegemony of the Ubucracy is impossible. Sin is an infinite regress ...

satie

And there is therefore hope for all mankind ...

bonnard

Pataphysically speaking ...

rachilde

(With mock innocence, deliberately feeding the straight line)

But I thought pataphysics simply studied the laws governing the exception ...

jarry

In but one of its aspects 

Ma-da-me ... Garcon, absinthe ... Pataphysics transcends mere metaphysics, as metaphysics transcends mere physics. Through the pataphysical dialectic we may account for the intrinsic rationality of the irrational, for the pataphysical logic underlying the insoluble mystery. We do not resort to the subterfuge of pretending the mystery does not exist, nor that apparent mysteriousness is merely the result of an incomplete or insufficiently pudding definition of terms, rather we apply to incomprehensible mysteriousness the irrefutable principles of pataphysics which are, by definition, indefinable and undemonstrable, and therefore unsusceptible of disproof, and therefore true.

Laughter cut short as all freeze in tableau vivante

MUSE flits across the stage doing a gay but somewhat ethereal chorus girl dance, and is followed by tremendous blast of STARS AND STRIPES FOREVER over PA system, and sped-up recording of the voice of THE PEOPLE repeating free elections, free elections, free elections. Meanwhile THE PEOPLE parade on stage with placards reading free elections.

prime muenster

It is the voice of the people, sire. They want you to run for office.

ubu

(Suddenly contrite)

But we are unworthy. We are accustomed only to reign as King. We lack experience in Ubucracy.

mere ubu

He's so modest. A great statesman.

prime muenster

Sire, the people desire to elect you ...

mere ubu

(Proudly)

Supreme Pudding. And I shall be First Ladypudding.

ubu

(Allowing himself to be talked into it)

Supreme Pudding ...

(Suddenly nostalgic)

Ah, but when we were king we were addressed as "Sire." We had an umbrella and a cape ...

(Hoots of laughter from cafe table)

rachilde, APOLLINAIRE, etc.

... and an overcoat down to the ground!

jarry

Garcon ... absinthe.

Enter ARISTIDE BRUANT playing concertina and singing. Immense pasteboard clock descends from flies. Highly amplified clock chimes 4. Bedraggled drunken REVELER sings AULD LANG SYNE. Weary NEWSBOY trudges across stage. Abruptly, everyone is tired except JARRY.

rachilde

As for ourselves, M'sieu, we cannot keep your hours. Nor do we intend to drown our meagre talents entirely in alcohol. 

General exclamations of amused anticipation. 

BRUANT plays a fillip on the concertina

jarry

Smashing his glass on the floor but delighted to expound

Merdre, Ma-da-me Rachilde, but we thought we had done with this question of alcohol once and for all. We thought we had made it clear that the use, or more to the point, the abuse of alcohol is what distinguishes men from beasts. Do not disparage ourselves, Ma-da-me. Pity the teetotaler, an unfortunate in the grip of water, that terrible poison. So solvent and corrosive that out of all substances it has been chosen for washing and scouring. A single drop of water, added to a pure and clear liquid such as absinthe, muddies it. While alcohol ... alcohol is a famous preservative. Even dead tissue can be placed in alcohol without fear of decay. This being the case, Ma-da-me, we can well understand how beneficial alcohol must be when applied to tissue still living. The consummation of sufficient alcohol, theoretically at any rate, 

Ma-da-me, should guarantee longevity, heh-heh-heh-heh ...

General merriment though all are obviously tired

rachilde

In your case, M'sieu, immortality.

Roars of approval

Bonne nuit, M'sieu, Au revoir, M'sieu.

General leave-taking. MUSE holds door open. Last to exit is BRUANT playing concertina which fades in distance. MUSE tries to coax JARRY into leaving with the others to no avail

ubu

(Speechifying)

If I am elected Ladies and gentlepudding, I ...

muse

Oh, Jarry!

ubu

... promise to give everything to the people.

people

Hooray! Long live Ubu.

mere ubu

(Fiercely sotto voce, in UBU's ear)

And the fuff-fuff-finance?

ubu

(Aside, sotto voce)

Sometimes that fat she-ape has a good idea.

(Speechifying)

If I am elected, ladies and gentlepudding, I promise to give everything to the people! Except the fuff-fuff-finance. All the fuff-fuff-finance for us!

muse

It's late.

(Tries to drag him out)

people

Booooo! Death to Ubu! Down with Ubu!

mere ubu

Idiot buffoon. You promise them all the fuff-fuff-finance! And then, after you are elected, you don't give them any! Merdre!

ubu

Ladies and gentlepudding, if I am elected, I promise to give everything to the people including the fuff-fuff-finance! All the fuff-fuff-finance for the people! Nothing for ourselves!

people

Hoorah, Ubu! Three cheers for Ubu! Rah! Rah! Rah!

Waiter brings JARRY another drink. He raises his glass

jarry

Sante, Ma-de-moi-selle. We progress.

muse

Despite everything. It's late, Jarry. Let's go home.

jarry

Reflect Ma-de-moi-selle, that we find ourselves lacking the means wherewith to calorificate our humble dwelling; in short, Ma-de-moi-selle, we have no wood to burn. Hence we take this opportunity to internally rather than externally fortify ourselves against the Boreal blast. Merdrepudding, hey! In short we are broke, which is to say we experience a paucity in the Royal Exchequer ... and until our opus is performed as promised in London, New York, etc., etc.

muse

(Despairing at his naiveté)

Oh, Jarry! How can you? Even if they do it, do you think you'll replenishpudding The Royal Exchequer? Don't you know what they want?

the audience

Love! We want love! We want love!

Taken up on tape delay echo and amplified, and mixed with the sound of marching jackboots

jarry

And why not?

Enter JOHN and MARY outrageously virginal and ingenuous, each coyly concealing a present from the other. JOHN carries a phallus-shaped box four feet long with a winking red light at the end. MARY carries a huge hollow triangle bedecked with ribbon

ubu

If I am elected, ladies and gentlepudding, all the fuff-fuff-finance for the people! All the fuff-fuff-finance and love!

the people and the audience

Hoorah for fuff-fuff-finance! Long live love!

Music, strains of love song of the ubucracy [later to become celestial music ushering UBU into heaven]. 

JOHN and MARY talk with that breathy heightened ingenuousness peculiar to Broadway

john

I love you Mary.

mary

And I love you John.

john

I love you, Mary.

mary

And I love you, John.

THE PEOPLE watch in ecstatic sympathy. JOHN and MARY sing

john

I love her.

mary

I love him.

john

She loves me.

mary

He loves me.

john

I love her, and I know that she loves me.

mary

He loves me, and he knows that I love him.

john and mary

How we love each other,

We'll always be together

Together, forever,

Forever, together,

Because we love each other.

the audience

Clapping hands silently but shouting

Clap-clap-clap-clap-clap-clap-clap-clap-clap-clap-clap-clap-clap.

JOHN and MARY take a bow

john

I have a present for you.

mary

And I have a present for you, John ...

(Coy, on the verge of baby talk)

Guess what?

john

(Equally coy) 

Brandishing his present as he talks at which point she brandishes hers.

Can't guess. Guess what I have for you.

mary

(In an ecstasy of perplexed anticipation)

I can't guess! Guess what I have for you!

john

I can't guess, either. Try and guess what I have for you. I'll give you a li'l old hint. What I have for you is long ...

MARY makes delighted squeals of bafflement as the hint progresses.

... an' thick ... an' round ... an' hard ... an' it has a li'l ole knob on the end.

mary

Awwww! How'm I supposed to guess with a missible ole hint like that ...

(Brightly)

Now I'll give you a hint. What I have for you is hot ... an' wet ... an' slippery ... and furry ... an' it has a li'l ole hole in the middle ...

muse

Puah! Merdre!!!! You think I'm going to stay up all night to help with this! ... Merci beaucoup! ...

jarry

Garcon Absinthe! ... it is you who inspire us, Ma-de-moi-selle!

muse

Moving as though to leave.

We are tired ...

the audience

Boooooooo! Hisss!

jarry

Merdre, we have given them love ...

the audience

What does John have for Mary? What does Mary have for John?

muse

Moving to leave, and bone-tired.

They disapprove because they don't understand ... What do you expect? ... Come on!

jarry

(In real anguish)

It is just now that we need you, Ma-de-moi-selle! Help us elucidate ...

muse

"Elucidation" is no concern of mine, you know that ...

jarry 

(As though accepting a challenge)

Bon!

Enter three live apes in evening dress, scribbling on clip boards and jabbering incessantly

Then the critics shall explain our intention to the audience ...

muse

(Softly, seductively)

Imbecile. Bonne nuit, Jarry. A demain.

Watches critics cavorting about with amused resignation, kisses JARRY lightly, flits out

jarry

(In an almost natural tone of voice)

But Ma-de-moi-selle, we adore you!

muse

At door

Good night.

Critics address AUDIENCE at length

jarry

Garcon! Absinthe!

JARRY theme plays over PA. Curtain

END ACT I

During Intermission LOVE SONG OF THE UBUCRACY is played non-stop over PA.

ACT II

Scene 1
JARRY in his picturesque, book-lined and squalid room, featuring among other ornaments a stuffed owl and an enormous phallus. An archetypal CREDITOR pounds on the door, dressed in melodramatic stereotype, mustaches, etc.

creditor

(Voice through tape delay)

Payment is requested, requested, requested, quested ... If payment is not rendered forthwith ... if payment is not rendered forthwith, forthwith, forthwith.

MUSE slips past gesticulating CREDITOR, through door shutting out voice of CREDITOR. JARRY acknowledges her presence with a nod, pours two drinks. Though his "attack" is as fierce as ever, he is visibly physically depleted in comparison with ACT I.

the people

Hoorah, long live Ubu!

ubu

What enthusiasm! Now we begin breaking our promises!

pm

(Horrified)

Sire! The election has not yet been held. The opposition must have its say.

mere ubu

Idiot buffoon.

ubu

Opposition ... merdre.

pm

How can there be ubucracy without opposition, sire?

(Roar of applause)

ubu

(shouting)

Merdre Pudding ... had we known there was opposition ...

mere ubu

See what you've done, fat oaf. The people are cheering the opposition!

Stage or arena explodes in as elaborate an electioneering parody as money and facilities permit. An identical Ubu in Gigante mask [or perhaps even filmed and back-projected] mouths enthusiastic incoherent gibberish; drum majorettes with huge inflated breasts, wearing grotesquely smiling masks parade; clowns circulate among the audience with manifestoes and huge pens; reporters carrying immense pasteboard cameras take innumerable flash photographs. Election candidates in Ubu masks step down from festooned soap boxes upon which they have been Speechifying and circulate, handing out lavatory brushes, kissing all the women. Tubas, sousaphones, etc. Failing facilities for a display of this order, then a single Ubu, one Tuba, and a single drum majorette, pantyless beneath her miniskirt, wearing a college sweater, and inflated breasts and mask as noted above twirling lavatory brush. [Note: This particular latter obscenity must not be indulged in if an elaborate election display is feasible -- it would create a single focus of attention which is undesirable in this case.] As UBU speaks, electioneers freeze in tableau vivante, start at termination of each speech, freeze, start, etc.

ubu

We oppose the opposition! Down with the opposition! Putrefication of the opposition! Extractification of the opposition through the toes!

mere ubu

Dolt! First we win. Then we annihilate them ... Sssh. Listen to what the opposition promises. And then you promise more!

ubu

Merdre. We have already promised them everything.

(Hoop-la. Freeze)

pm

Sire, that's not enough.

the opposition

(Speechifying)

... and whereas, the worthy candidate, our opposition, has promised you everything, I do solemnly swear, if I am elected, I will give the people double everything!

mere ubu

(Furious, sotto voce)

They've promised the people double everything ...

the opposition

(Above hoop-la and applause)

Double everything. And on Sunday, triple everything!

CREDITOR pounds on door

creditor

(Through tape delay gradually swelling in volume until all else is drowned out)

If payment is not rendered forthwith, forthwith, forthwith.

With lurid gestures, the DRUM MAJORETTE entices the CREDITOR away from the door

jarry

(Delighted with his own ingenuity)

N'est ce pas beau? Comme la litterature!

He toasts MUSE, who wavers between delight and profound embarrassment, and toasts in return; fade to blackout on JARRY's room.

pm

reading newspaper

Sire, you have been elected. Supreme Pudding!

mere ubu

(Ferociously aside)

And I am First Ladypudding!

Total pandemonium, celebrants occupy whole of whatever theatre. UBU addresses them through megaphone; gradually racket dies down, allowing acceptance speech to be heard

ubu

Citizens, comrades, friends, ladies and gentlepuddings, we should like to take advantage of this moment to express gratitude for your confidence in our humble self.

Tremendous sound of cash register opening and shutting, attention of Ubus and Electorate is drawn to props suggesting a greengrocer's shop. An overstuffed matron is leaving with a gigantic basketful of goodies; and exchanging fulsome "Au Revoirs" with a servile shop assistant

shop assistant

Au revoir, Madame, merci Madame, au revoir, Madame, merci, Madame, Merci beaucoup, Madame!

As Matron vanishes

Merci, Madame ...

(etc.)

(Meanwhile, enter JARRY and MUSE)

shop assistant

(Winded by sheer gratitude)

M'sieu?

muse

(Admonitory)

You said you'd provide the fish, and everyone else is contributing their share. So why do you have to stop ...

jarry

The Supreme Pudding is not a charity case, Ma-de-moi-selle.

(To shop assistant, majestically)

One carrot, s'il vous plait, Ma-de-moi-selle, one potato, and two brussel sprouts.

shop assistant

One kilo, M'sieu?

jarry

Drawing his pistols; on the very edge of forgetting that he is playing a self-imposed role: the despair showing through on this rare occasion

Imbecile! When we require one kilo of carrots, we shall request it in the following terms: "one kilo of carrots, Ma-de-moi-selle." We have asked for one carrot, one potato, and two brussel sprouts because that is our wish for today, Merdre!

MUSE has rushed up to him by this time, and is trying to pull him away.

muse

(Fiercely, in his ear)

Just write the play!

JARRY quickly recovers his balance, but SHOP ASSISTANT looks on in amazement [MUSE is invisible to her] as JARRY lectures his MUSE

jarry

Ma-de-moi-selle, though we are a genius, we are not inhuman! When our novel sells 213 copies; When our New York production fails to transpudding ...

muse

They said the decision had to come from the Board of Directors. They said they'd let you know ...

jarry

That was four years ago! Ma-de-moi-selle must reflect that there exist those who, unlike herself, are subject to the exigencies of time.

CREDITOR pounds on door of JARRY'S flat

creditor

(Through miked up tape delay)

Payment is requested, requested, requested, requested, quested, quested,

Fade

jarry

... we repeat, subject to the exigencies of time. And these find it difficult conducting themselves in a manner commensurate to eternity,

(Savagely)

Ma-de-moi-selle!

Meanwhile, SHOP ASSISTANT has been filling JARRY'S order and now hands him a bag.

shop assistant

(With contempt)

Deux centimes, m'sieu.

jarry

(Majestically)

Deux centimes.

creditor

... rendered forthwith, if payment is not rendered forthwith, forthwith, forthwith, by return post, by return post, post, post, post, we regret, regret, that we shall be forced to take, forced to take, forced to take legal action. If payment is not rendered forthwith ...

SHOP ASSISTANT rings up sale on register.

muse

Yes, you have to pay the rent. But you know what to expect in advance.

Takes out a small magazine from her bag, or picks it off the counter of the shop; clears throat, recites pointedly

Allow me? "The public does not understand Peer Gynt - one of the most lucid plays imaginable - any more than it understands ...

They leave greengrocer

shop assistant

(Forgetting the recent embarrassment, and wholeheartedly and mechanically lapsing into her store patter)

Merci, M'sieu, Au revoir, M'sieu, Merci, M'sieu, au revoir, M'sieu (etc.)

JARRY mounts bicycle and MUSE jumps lightly on the back. They cycle off in place as she recites, while back-projection of Paris streets flits by, giving way to country, and finally scene along River Seine. By end of MUSE'S recitation, they have arrived at JARRY'S rented shed by the riverbank and JARRY is fishing. But they stop en route at the "Pantagruel," a seedy brothel bar. [MUSE'S recitation is geared to include this stop-over, and the break in the script is merely an indicator: in actual production it may be expedient to break it elsewhere.] As JARRY cycles along several parodic policemen leap out blowing whistles insanely and directing traffic. JARRY stops at appropriate moments.

muse

... any more than it understands Baudelaire's prose or the precise syntax of Mallarme. It is ignorant of Rimbaud, learned that Verlaine existed only after he was dead, and is frightened out of its wits to hear Pelleas and Melisande. It pleases the public to think of artists and writers as a little society of crackpots ...

the audience

Boo! We want love!

muse

... there are some among it that would like to gut a work of art of precisely that which is spontaneous and quintessential - its inherent superiority -

the people

Vive Ubu!

muse

... and reduce it to something that might have been written by the public in collaboration. That is its point of view, shared by a number of popularizers, deliberate or otherwise ...

They stop at the PANTAGRUEL.

muse

Why do you always stop at this revolting place?

jarry

Because they give me credit, stupid-e! Besides, we are in love with Madame Fontanelle, and we have had four children by her.

muse

Yugh!

Riff-raff and whores at cafe are delighted to see JARRY. MME. FONTANELLE, a sort of benign MERE UBU [played by the same actress] greets him extravagantly

mme. fontanelle

Garcon, absinthe! Bon Jour, M'sieu Jarry. Committed any murders lately?

jarry

Drawing pistols and firing

We have extinguished the King of Poland, since you inquire.

mme. fontanelle

Bah! Last week you shot the King of Poland ...

jarry

(Un-nonplused)

His successor!

Great hoots of cafe laughter. Freeze in tableau vivante as MUSE continues

muse

... shared by a number of popularizers, deliberate or otherwise. But have we no right to a point of view on the public - the public that sees us as aliens, victims of inflamed sensibilities and hallucinated emotions?

the audience

We want Mary! We want John!

Habitués of Pantagruel mime hearty good-byes as JARRY and MUSE take their leave and remount the bicycle.

muse

It is itself alien, and victim of an opposing condition. In scientific language, it is an idiot, whose sensibility remains so unevolved that it can respond only to the impressions of the instant. Art, and the understanding of the public being so incompatible, we were perhaps mistaken to attack it head-on in Ubu. No matter what actually was said about it, the public understood it only too well. Whereas Ibsen's onslaught slips by almost unperceived. It is because the public is a mass - inert, uncomprehending, passive - that it needs a prod from time to time; so that we may know from its bear-like grunts where it is, and where it stands ...

During this latter bit CRITICS have re-entered clutching clipboards and expounding to the audience

Nevertheless, despite its numbers, it is relatively harmless, since it is confronting intelligence. Light is active, shade is passive ... Etcetera, etcetera, eh?

She looks to JARRY for his reaction. He is by this time fishing. Back projection of River Seine. JARRY makes no answer but an eloquent gesture suggests that, for the moment, he has run out of enthusiasm.

... And if the public understood Ibsen? If they understood Beaudelaire ...?

jarry

(Recouping his strength)

Oui! Then we could not write Ubu Triumphant! ... Garcon, absinthe! ... then Ma-de-moi--selle agrees?

muse

(Shocked)

That Ubu wins? Never!

JARRY catches a huge cardboard fish. Meanwhile parade of celebrating Ubucrats return, wheeling UBU and MERE UBU along on a rolling platform: JARRY'S words just about drowned out by the rumpus. Last in Queue of celebrants is THE CREDITOR.

jarry

(Referring to the fish as it leaps about on the line)

Merdre! Better we should like to sink our hook into a nice big sackful of money!

ubu

... and now that we have been elected ...

(Suddenly ferocious)

... Immediate breakification of promises! All the fuff-fuff-finance for us! Immediate cessation of all rights.

mere ubu

And all wrongs!

People boo.

PM

Impossipudding, sire! In the new Ubucracy it is illegal, deconstitutional and disliberal to oppress the people ...

mere ubu

... without legisbation! Heap of maggots, you think you can kill everybody just like that! Extractivate the cerebellum as though you were King!

Placards are hoisted: "No Oppression Without Legisbation"

the people

No oppression without legisbation!

Gradually chant is taken up by all Ubucrats.

Meanwhile JARRY continues to catch fish. And guests to JARRY's dinner party begin to arrive: Andre Gide, Marcel Schwob, Leon Bloy, Pierre Bonnard, Toulouse Lautrec: JARRY shouts greetings at them as they arrive, but it does not matter if these are audible to the audience. [Or MC can introduce them]. guests variously watch the action of the unfolding Ubu play, help with preparations. BONNARD and LAUTREC perhaps do sketches. SATIE tinkles on the piano.

apollinaire

Showing big bag.

... with the merdre!

bonnard

And I have the pudding!

mere ubu

They'll kick you out.

chanting is deafening by this time

ubu

But we are the Supreme Pudding. We cannot be forced to abdicate.

pm

But, sire you can be impeached!

ubu

(Terrified)

Impeached!

mere ubu

And im-peared! What a fat fool! ... You can be im-plummed, and dis-appled, and de-graped!

pm

Unless there is legisbation!

people

Carry placards and chanting

"No oppression without legisbation!"

ubu

Thronged by infuriated Ubucrats

Summon our Legisbators!

UBUCRATS freeze in tableau vivante and RACHILDE and VALLETTE arrive and momentarily occupy JARRY'S attention.

vallette

(Referring to a gigantic fish JARRY catches as he arrives)

Ho, that's a beauty!

The string of fish is held up for him to admire.

And all day for me yesterday without a nibble!

jarry

There are fishers of fish and fishers of men! Merdre! The Supreme Pudding is Virgo, hence in opposition to the Fishes. And as everypudding knows, opposites attract ...

rachilde

(Gaily)

And I hope everypudding intends to serve the fish first this time, and not the cake!

(Laughter among the guests)

Last time it was cake first, then cheese, then meat, then fish, then soup and last but not least, the hors d'oeuvres.

(Anticipating the reply, and skillfully mimicking JARRY)

Yes, Ma-da-me is a slave of convention!

Laughter drowned out by thunderous bars of "Land of Hope and Glory." 

UBUCRATS are galvanized into action, UBU shouting above the uproar, as LEGISBATORS, in judicial robes and wigs down to the ground enter, solemnly legisbating.

legisbators

Lex, Lex, Lexipud ... Lexipud, Lexipud, Lexipudais  Lexipudais, Lexipudais, Lexipuddibus ... Lexipuddibus, Lexipuddibus, Lexipudding!

ubu

Simultaneously, CREDITOR begins banging on the door of the shed.

muse

(Profoundly shocked but not unamused)

Jarry!

creditor

We shall be forced to take, forced to take, forced to take ... legal action, legal action, action, action, action ...

jarry

But, Ma-de-moi-selle, it is only ...

rachilde

(Really angry this time)

Well, whatever it is, I can tell you this: that it is an insult to women!

jarry

(With something of a glint in his voice)

Ma-da-me- finds our humour offensive to women?

muse

(With some heat)

And so do I!

jarry

(With a ferocity that has behind it more than he intends to divulge)

Merdre! We do not concern ourselves with the opinions of women, Ma-da-me! The sole attraction of woman, Ma-da-me, is her pudenda, which is an orifice, or by definition, nothing! Man is obsessed by an illusion; a carrot dangling from the stick of eternity, designed to entice an ass! We are a realist, Ma-da-me, and a pataphysician. And though we do not care for women, 

Ma-da-me, not at all, we will say this for your own person. That although there is about you nothing remarkable whatever, and though, like us all, you are but a negligible concatenation of molecules, at least you do not cloy!

vallette

Bah, flattery!

muse

(Anguished)

Alfred Jarry! What do you want?

Blast of Jarry Theme. Short pause.

jarry

(Firmly)

M-m-mastery, Ma-de-moi-selle ... And a moment's peace.

Fires pistols

rachilde

Fool! You'll have the River Patrol down on us!

jarry

(Delighted)

Merdrepudding! Since when has there been a River Patrol, 

Ma-da-me?

rachilde

Hasn't there always been?

LORD HIGH LEGISBATOR raps with gavel. The Triburinal slowly descends from the flies. Meanwhile...

 RACHILDE

Oh... and that ... orifice? That M'sieu so disparages. It's not 'nothing'!

APOLlINAIRE

It's Everything!

 BONNARD

Almost everything. 

 APOLLINAIRE

Everything! 

SATIE

Vive l'orifice!

ALL

Vive l'orifice!
RACHILDE

Lovely! Just like Literature! 
LEGISBATORS take their places at the Triburinal. Raps with gavel.

LORD HIGH LEGISBATOR 

Oyez, oyez, by virtue of the power vested in us by Ubu, freely elected Supreme Pudding, we of the Legisbature of the Ubucracy do hereby, henceforward and for all time forthcoming after due process of this, the Lord High Triburinal, declare null and void all rights whatsoever, wherewith and howsobeit. Nolo contendre, habeus corpus.

BAILIFF whispers in ear of LORD HIGH LEGISBATOR; protracted incoherent mumble.

lord high legisbator

They what? 

the people

Holding themselves in agony

We gotta go! We gotta go!

lord high legisbator

All rights including that of urination have been nullified, abrogified, cancellogrammed and revokimated. Except by special decree of the Supreme Pudding! Ignis fatuus. Nil desperandum!

LEGISBATORS legisbate

ubu

No special decree! Everything forbidden!

Roars of protest

pm

Sire, revolutionary elements are fomenting dissent!

mere ubu

Fat fool. You'll be overthrown in a military coup! Let the people pee! ... Quick, before they dispudding you.

ubu

(Speechifying ... roar abates)

Friends, comrades, citizens, ladies and gentlepuddings. Urination rights are hereby reinstatified and re-authorologized.

Pissoir descends from the flies.

people

Hoorah! Long live Ubu!

rachilde

(One-upping)

But it should be only for those with a valid pissport.

jarry

 (Shouts for joy, gives her a brusque kiss on the cheek)

ALL

Yes! Urination rights only for those with valid pissports... No urination rights without a pissport, etc.

SATIE

All those with a valid pissport must pass through Pissport Control.

JARRY

Give Ma-da-me a share of our royalties! 

 (Pasteboard desks, filing cabinets, etc. descend from flies. Celebrating UBUCRATS become clerks and secretaries. Ubureaucratic

 sounds of typewriters and ringing telephones

 over PA. Others wait on a queue to get through PISSPORT CONTROL)

PM

 (Announcing through PA system)

All citizens with a valid pissport, please pass through pissport control. All citizens with a valid pissport, please pass through pissport control. . . 

PISSPORT CONTROL

 (To applicant)

Purpose of your visit, business or pleasure? . . . Anticipated duration of your stay...

UBU

 (Prodding whisper)

Merdrepudding! The fuff-fuff-finance. How much fuff-fuff-finance?

PISSPORT CONTROL

How much money do you have with you? Father's name? Mother's height? Number of father's eyes? Answer yes or no to any of the following: Are you male of female?

AUDIENCE

Boo! Boo!

MUSE

See! I keep telling you. And you won't listen. You know what they want.

AUDIENCE

We want a fun-filled romantic comedy. A pure pleasure to watch.

MUSE

You see! (Picks up newspaper) They want (she reads) a truthful complex study of contemporary relationships that shakes the dust out from under the corners of the eternal triangle.

AUDIENCE

We want a comedy of overwhelming tenderness!

MUSE

A comedy of overwhelming tenderness. That's colorful and exciting. They want a life-affirming experience that really makes us sit up and take notice. A dance-filled musical gala, searingly intelligent! A bawdy romp. A touching evocation of human frailty, heart-warming and compelling.

 (Enter JOHN AND MARY, at obvious Broadway-style

 odds with each other. John's present has gone

 limp, is patched with brown tape and a dim

 purple light winks intermittently at the end.

 The ribbons of Mary's gift-wrapped triangular box are tattered and the box is festooned with cobwebs)

JOHN and MARY

 (Singing)

Why has our love gone sour?

Why don't you send me flowers?

Gone, our enchanted hour,

For we are in the power ...

Of JEALOUSY!

Jealousy is a burning flame!

Jealousy is a deadly game!

Jealousy is a crying shame!

Jealousy is the heart's ptomaine!

Love is never the same

When you're in the grip of Jealousy!

 (JOHN and MARY do a parodic Broadway dance

 expressing jealousy; finishing with backs

 to each other in a Broadway snit) 

JOHN

What's the matter, Mary?

MARY

Nothing.

JOHN

Yes. Something's the matter. I can tell.

MARY

No. It's nothing. Nothing at all.

 (JOHN proffers wilted present)

JOHN

Please, Mary.

MARY

No.

JOHN

Please, Mary.

MARY

I don't want it. You keep it. Give it to...what's her name, that ... Vanessa.

JOHN

Vanessa? Vanessa who?

MARY

Vanessa-you-know-who! Vanessa Volcano, that's who. Don't think I didn't see you the other night! At that party. With your hand you-know-where while you were sitting on the couch and she was feeding you jelly beans!

JOHN

And how about you? You think I didn't see you? Smooched into a corner with that Latin lowlife, Gaston LeCock, with your hand in the pocket of his tight fashion jeans?

MARY

I was only trying to help him find his handkerchief. But what you were doing, I though that was shocking!

JOHN

But there was nothing to that. I was only helping her adjust her stocking!

MARY 

Do you mean that, John? Do you swear it's true?

JOHN

You know I wouldn't lie to you!

MARY

Do you still love me, then?

JOHN

I do!

JOHN and MARY

 (sing)

Let's make up!

Love is never love without a shake-up.

Love is never love without a break-up

Love has been asleep but it will wake up.

(JOHN)I'll never make disparaging remarks about your A-cup 

(MARY) When you cook a 

bar-b-q, I'll never throw your steak up 

Let's make up!

AUDIENCE

 (Cheering)

Hooray! Bravo! That was heart-warming! That was a scintillating and memorable theatrical experience! Bravo!

 As music fades, pounding on door, voice of

 CREDITOR

creditor

If payment is not rendered forthwith, forthwith, forthwith, forthwith . . .if payment is not rendered forthwith. . . .

JARRY

 (catching biggest fish of all)

Hup-la!

VALLETTE

Fantastic!

JARRY

Why fantastic? A mere miracle. We have undertaken to provide the fish. Which is elemental. But the provision of the loaves. . . 

RACHILDE

Here we go again! As though his daily bread depended upon The Exploits And Opinions Of Doctor Faustroll, Pataphysician! Who would read it? Even if he published it? Who could understand it? I mean Caesar-Antichrist was bad enough but Faustroll. . . (Addressing group) Now be honest. Who's read it? (Show of hands. All but SATIE) All right. Now who understands it?

(Doubtful murmurs, except for SATIE, who raises hand)

RACHILDE

But you didn't read it, Erik!

SATIE

Exactly. By not reading it, I have not failed to understand it. Therefore, I understand it!

VALLETTE

Yes. The writing is extraordinary. But I can't understand what the whole thing is about.

JARRY

If M'sieu had read his Hermes Trismegistus and his Kabbala he would find it both illuminating and ingenious.

VALLETTE

M'sieu is too busy trying to keep the Mercure de France afloat to study his Kabbala, helas.

BONNARD

It's kind of a roman a clef isn't it? Except you don't have to find just the keys, you have to find the doors too. A kind of cross between Candide and Faust travelling over dry land in a sieve. . .

RACHILDE

Accompanied by a baboon called "Ass-face" who can only utter two words: "HA HA". . .and a bailiff and summons server. . . "MacCrud". 

MUSE

See! I keep telling you. And you won't listen. You know what they want! They want a truthful complex study of contemporary relationships, that shakes the dust out from under the corners of the eternal triangle. They want a life affirming experience that makes us sit up and take notice. A bawdy romp, searingly intelligent! A touching evocation of human frailty, heartingwarming and compelling!

AUDIENCE

We want John! We want Mary! Bravo!

RACHILDE

That is not the only alternative! Riffles through Faustroll ms.) "Telepathic letter from Dr. Faustroll to Lord Kelvin: Concerning the sun as a cool solid" Chapter Forty One: "Concerning the Surface of God" Conclusion: "God is the tangential point between infinity and zero." "Pataphysics is the science" No. It is incomprehensible and beyond the grasp of reason.

SATIE

But the Supreme Pudding calls that its virtue.

APOLLINAIRE

Precisely, for it is by transcending reason that Faustroll becomes comprehensible; its beauty, its triumph lies in this inaccessibility to reason. . . 

RACHILDE

And accessibility to absinthe and either.

APOLLINAIRE

And why not? Absinthe and ether providing the means, - illegitimate perhaps - but a means nevertheless, for sweeping aside the veils, for perceiving through the external and arriving at a center that is by its nature "unreasonable". Appearance is of no consequence; a husk. Naturalism is a farce, Zola an imposter. And Modern Science concerns itself with mere cadavers of phenomena. . ..

LORD KELVIN

No theory. . . may be deemed. . . worthy of scientific consideration. . . unless. . .it is possible. . . at least in principle. . . to make a mechanical. . .model of it.

SCIENTIFIC COMMUNITY

Hear, hear!

 APOLLINAIRE

Exactapudding. By definition and by its own admission science restricts itself to the inessential. Science condemns as "metaphysical" everything that deals with the actual, everything that concerns itself with the spirit of the matter - in contra-distinction to that which deals with the gross matter of the spirit: which is, in effect, their silly science, and a fit occupation only for spiritual mechanics and emotional dwarves. . . I say then, that science condemns as dreamers and romantics those true realists who traffic in spirit, that it so say, The Artist, of which the Supreme Pudding is one. . . 

JARRY

And our great friend the wine merchant another. . . Garcon! Absinthe! Heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh.

APOLLINAIRE

Therefore by refusing to publish Faustroll, which is an exploration of spirit, of essence, and one which adheres to the most rigorous pataphysical principles, you Vallette, play into the very hands of the Ubucracy you effect to combat in your Mercure de France. And now to talk about me. . . .

VALLETTE

I can't publish it. I can't lose the money. We keep going only because we don't pay our writers much and. . . .

APOLLINAIRE

Hardly anything.

VALLETTE

Exactly. If we paid more, we'd go under. Then what would you do? I have a responsibility to the other writers. The Supreme Pudding has written some of the best articles we have ever published, but (JARRY leaves group). . .it's not my fault. I promise you, if I could afford to lose the money I'd publish Faustroll no matter how few people bought it and no matter how crazy it is.

SATIE

When Beethoven wrote his late quartets they thought he was crazy, too. For sixty years.

VALLETTE

I can't put Faustroll on the shelf for sixty years till people wake up.

APOLLINAIRE

Why not? Imagine what a first edition would be worth.

VALLETTE

It's easy for you. You just write the books. You don't have to sell them. If I tie up capital, I can't print the next issue of the "Mercure". That has five of your punctuationless poems in it.

RACHILDE

What if Pierre did drawings for Faustroll? Like the Ubu Almanach?

VALLETTE

Hopeless. The Almanach sells because Ubu is still a scandal. And Pierre's drawings take the sting out. There is no scandal in Faustroll.

SATIE

There is more scandal. If you understand it.

BONNARD

There's no way around it. They understand Ubu all too well. They won't understand Faustroll at all.

RACHILDE

If he finished Ubu Wins maybe Sarah would play Mere Ubu? She loves a scandal.

VALLETTE

Even if she did! Paris would be in an uproar again. The critics would hate it. It would close after two shows. Just like the other one. It wouldn't "replenishpudding the royal exchequer." What do you want me to do? Schwob offered him money outright. He wouldn't take it. 

RACHILDE

I asked him, I implored him! For his own sake! Write something about people that people can understand.

JARRY

 (Returning)

We do not concern ourselves with the antics of people, Ma-da-me. Including ourselves. The antics of people only provide fodder for our newspapers which, if they did not serve an unintentional function in the lavatories of the impecunious, would serve no useful function whatever. Merdre! 

RACHILDE

Merdre yourself! If you want to 'replenishpudding the royal exchequer', learn to write like everyone else. 

JARRY

Ma-da-me will teach us how. 

Huge roar of approval with RACHILDE joining in as heartily as the rest. JARRY fires pistols 

Meanwhile THE PEOPLE and HIS FAMILY [wife and children, the latter played by the biggest actors in the cast, in beanies and short pants, etc., licking gigantic lollipops] have been strolling along the river bank and are now near the scene of the action. As JARRY fires off his volley of pistol shots, THE PEOPLE'S WIFE flies into a quintessential bourgeois rage.

people's wife

He's trying to kill us! Uncivilized outrage! Disgusting. I'll call the River Patrol!

shouts

River Patrol! Murderers! You could have killed one of my children! You could have killed one of my children!

jarry

In that case, Ma-da-me, we should have been pleased to help you produce another, heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh! 

Hoots of laughter from guests

people's wife

(Shrieks of outrage, transcending even former outburst)

Eeeeeeeeek! Eek!

(Shouts out)

River Patrol! River Patrol! We'll have you expelled from the neighborhood. I'll tell him you've been fishing without a permit! River Patrol!!!

Barrage of police whistles through PA system, etc. 

Enter RIVER PATROL [same as PISSPORT CONTROL]

river patrol

Good afternoon. I am the River Patrol. I'm afraid I shall have to ask to see your permits. Angling permits. Firearms.

jarry

(Refusing to take it seriously)

Our pissports, Ma-da-me, heh-heh-heh-heh-heh-heh! He will want to see our pissports!

vallette

(Attempting to keep peace)

He's only rented the place for the summer, officer ...

muse

Alfred Jarry, your pissport is not in order.

jarry theme, repeating and swelling in volume, drowning out latter words of RIVER PATROL SPEECH

RIVER PATROL

I'm afraid I'm going to have to take your name and address. Ignorance of the law does not constitute an excuse. Would you blow into this little bag, here, Sir ...

jarry

(Laughing maniacally)

Our pissports, Ma-da-me ...

Peals of Jarry theme

END ACT II

LOVE SONG OF THE UBUCRACY plays over 

the PA system and continues to play

 throughout intermission.

ACT III

Scene 1
UBU and MERE UBU enter (carried in sedan chairs made up to look like cadillacs). UBUS smile expansively, and beat their bearers with lavatory brushes. But meanwhile they are accosted by infuriated mob. Cries of "Death to Ubu" "Down with Ubu," etc., rising quickly to hysterical pitch.

ubu

Merdre!

pm

The people are in revolt, Sire.

ubu

But they have double everything! On Sunday, triple everything.

Increasingly angry exclamations from THE PEOPLE

mere ubu

Heap of rhinoceros flop! The people say Ubucracy has changed nothing. 2 + 2 still makes 4! You promised, when you were elected, that ...

Enter more PEOPLE carrying placards reading 2 + 2 make 5

the people

(Chanting)

2 + 2 make 5! 2 + 2 make 5!

Sound mixing with crescendo of marching jackboots

ubu

(Terrified)

Aieeee! Oooh!

pm

Summon your savants, sire! Your Wise Men ...

mere ubu

(With frantic hope)

Our expert advisors and authoripuddings.

Blast of Wise Men refrain. Wind, thunder upon the blasted heath. 

Enter WISE MEN towing an enormous Tinguely-like machine which makes awesome but comic sounds. WISE MEN indicate to UBU that all will be worked out.

mere ubu

See! Tub of lard. There they are! Come to save the Ubucracy. We have nothing to fear.

(To WISE MEN)

Tell the people! Prove to the people that 2 + 2 make 5!

Wind, thunder machine clinks away

ubu

(More frightened than ever)

But what is that horrible machine? The doomsday machine! They have brought the doomsday machine!

pm

It's not the doomsday machine, Sire!

lord kelvin

Entering

It is a working mechanical model ...

mere ubu

Of the Ubucracy, fat buffoon! Our Wise Men collect all the facts; then they feed the facts into the mechanical model! Then they extrapolate parameters!

WISE MEN go through a process of extrapolation as MERE UBU talks, the process being the mechanical analogue of haruspicy.

And then they futurologize about the future!

ubu

(Taking heart)

Ho! Just like before! When we were King, and we had our soothsayers!

mere ubu

(Scornfully)

Yes, just like before, except exactly the opposite, sorry imbecile!

ubu

(Resuming command)

Ho! Extrapolation of the parameter! Futurolization of the future!

people

(Chanting)

2 + 2 make 5! 2 + 2 make 5!

As PEOPLE chant, WISE MEN begin to dance around the mechanical model.

ubu

Futurolization of the future!

mere ubu

Ssssssssh!!! This is the important stage! The Research + Development.

wise men

Now that we three meet again,

Let us utilize our brain,

So no mysteries remain!

Impressive noises and lights from model. 

PEOPLE leap back in delighted amazement. WISE MEN begin mock surgical operation on mechanical model. Terse commands, interjections, etc.

wise man I

... facts, ... any more facts.

wise man II

... facts all accounted for.

wise man III

... facts all accounted for.

wise man I

Then the model is complete.

wise man II

Model is complete.

wise man III

Model is complete.

mere ubu

(Ecstatic)

The model is complete!

Wise Man refrain played solemnly, triumphantly. Enter LORD KELVIN, the scientific community, dignitaries laden with prizes, honours, medallions, heraldic maces and peppermint sticks which are bestowed upon beaming WISE MEN, LORD KELVIN and SCIENTIFIC COMMUNITY, then move off stage with stately deliberation.

wise man I

Prepare to extrapolate the parameter.

wise man II

Prepare to extrapolate the parameter.

WISE MAN iii

Prepare to extrapolate the parameter.

mere ubu

(Excited, sotto voce)

Now they extrapolate the parameter.

ubu

(Sotto voce)

Merdre! What is a parameter?

mere ubu

Fool, hush your mouth!

wise man I

Extrapolators.

Extrapolators handed over - 2 huge lavatory brushes nailed together in form of a forceps.

wise man II

Extrapolators.

wise man III

(Tension in his voice)

Extrapolators.

(Heavy, tense effortful expostulations)

wise man I

Difficulty in extrapolation ... Will you help with the extrapolators ...

wise man II

Help with the extrapolators.

wise man I

(Building tension and effort)

Grab the extrapolators.

wise man III

Grab the extrapolators.

wise man II

The parameter is failing!

Enter NEW FACT. Very small actor on all fours in luminous flapping sheet, looking like animated amoeba and issuing an idiotic "Bleep-Bleep" sound like a satellite. Alternatively, a small, remote controlled robot capable of gymnaztic contortions. Simultaneous cries of fright from UBUs, PM, WISE MEN. People hide behind UBUs.

wise man I

No! It can't be!

wise man II

It isn't!

wise man III

I don't believe it!

ubu

What?

pm

Unprecedented, sire! Extraordinary!

wise man I

Extraordinary!

wise man II

Unprecedented!

ubu

(Whimpering with fear)

But what is it?

Bleep of NEW FACT

WISE MAN i

(Losing his cool)

But this calls for ...

wise man II

Further research and development!

wise man III

(With surgical provision)

Further research and development.

Wind, thunder on blasted heath

wise men

(In unison, reverting to parodic incantatory style)

Faraday, Faraday,

Michelson and Morley,

Fire, Earth, Water, Air,

E Equals MC square!

Piercing blast of Jarry Theme, repeat, all freeze in tableau vivante. Silence. An ancient typewriter clacks: an ancient telephone rings. Spot on office of Mercure De France ...

secretary

Mercure de France. Mercure de France. No, I'm sorry, you have the wrong number. This is the literary review, Mercure de France ...

vallette

Shutting a door and with it, the office noises behind him

Letter from the Supreme Pudding, Ma-da-me, addressed to you.

rachilde

Open it, silly! How is he?

(jarry theme repeats softly, insistently in background, punctuating the reading. Spot on JARRY in sick bed in some distant part of stage or arena)

vallette

(Reading)

Ma-da-me Rachilde, The Supreme Pudding, this time, is not writing in a fever. I think you understand by now that he is not to die (Apologies! The word is indelicate) of bottles or of other orgies. This has never been his Passion and he has had the immodesty to submit to a complete merdical examinapudding.

Solemn doctors examine JARRY, shake heads sadly.

You will realize how those buffoons look forward to dissecting a personage of our calibre. It will provide them with something new. But there is nothing wrong. With his liver, his heart, nor his kidneys. (Strange end for the author of The Supermale!) His boilers will not explode, but will merely peter out; he will come to a halt very gently, like a spent motor. And no cure, no matter how faithfully followed (which is something of a laugh) will help. His fever may well be the heart's attempt to rally him by sending his pulse to 150. No other human being could survive such a pace ...

rachilde

(Her anger transparently a disguise for emotion)

Fool! In his condition, and he's setting heartbeat records!

vallette

(Reading)

He had hoped by now ...

Door opens.

apollinaire

Vallette! And the lovely 

Ma-da-me Rachilde. I have come to prise an inordinate literary advance from you. I have here ... but why the long faces? The advance I require is not that ...

Blast of Jarry Theme. 

MUSE is now dressed in one of those luminous gowns that shines only under special light. As scene progresses JARRY sinks deeper into obscurity, MUSE becomes increasingly luminous.

jarry

Sitting up and dictating the same letter to his MUSE: his voice betraying his extreme weakness, but his spirit untouched by even a nuance of self-pity.

He had hoped by now to have finished with Ubu en Triomphe. But for the past two days, among the Lord's Anointed, and on the verge of meeting the proverbial boatman, he is, like Kipling's trunkless elephant, filled with an insatiable curiosity. Alas, the fare, traditionally an obol, he currently lacks. And you will recall that though others have pusilannimously reneged, his promised production in Vladek ...

rachilde

But doesn't he know? That Vladek is fallen! The Poles have wiped it out!

Bleep of NEW FACT

ubu

(Terrified)

Futurolization ...

mere ubu

(Taking command)

Futurolization of the future! Or else!

Bleep of NEW FACT

pm

Gracious First Ladypudding! Sire! Don't you understand?

Bleep of NEW FACT

WISE MAN i

(Voice taut with emotion)

I ... I can't face it.

wise man II

It must be faced!

wise man III

No! We can't face it! We'll never face it!

ubu

(Mad with rage and frustration)

Merdre! Merdre-merdre-merdre! Double merdre! Triple merdre! Can't face what?

pm

The new fact, Sire! The new fact that hasn't been accounted for!

ubu

(Terrified)

Aieeeeeeeeeeee! The new fact!

Jarry Theme, loud and clear

jarry

Dictating.

... and Ma-da-me will recall, in Vladek, the obol is current coin.

(With something of his quondam ferocity)

If he must embark upon this particular voyage, then he would travel First Class!

muse

Ah, but to travel First Class ... On this voyage ...

Bleep of NEW FACT

MERE UBU

Incorporate it in the model! Incorporate the new fact ...

pm

Gracious First Ladypudding! If the fact cannot be faced, how is it to be incorporated ...

Wind, thunder upon the blasted heath

mere ubu

(In savage fury)

Why do they turn in the other direction?

wise men

 (Chanting)

E equals MC square,

Turn our back and it's not there!

Microgram of hot buffoonium,

Polypeptide hyper-gloomium ...

pm

 (Above the persistent uproar)

They are ignoring it! Hoping it will go away!

ubu

 (Terrified)

Aiee! It won't go away! It's worse than ever!

Blast of Jarry Theme

jarry

Dictating.

His bag is packed ...

muse

Admonitory but throughout the scene drawing ever closer to JARRY.

Travel light; Alfred Jarry!

jarry

His revolver in his hip pocket, and a golden chain round his neck - solely because that metal will not oxidize and will last as long as his bones; a medallion to ward off demons should any cross his path ... This amuses him quite as much as fishing ...

Wind, thunder on the blasted heath. Bleep of NEW FACT

wise man I

The fact cannot be faced.

wise man II

We cannot incorporate in the model.

wise man III

There must be a rational explanation!

ubu

 (Distraught)

Why must there be a rational explanation?

mere ubu

Because otherwise there would be no Ubucracy, sack of merdre!

jarry theme

jarry

He has a feeling that it will happen at five this afternoon. Of course, if he does not die, to have written all this will be ridiculous. Ghosts are always ridiculous. But we repeat: it is not written in a fever. He has bequeathed such lovely things to this world, and yet must go in such an apotheosis! (Item: if anything remains of the subscriptions; have Vallette set aside a sum for L. for the portrait, which I leave to you. Keep anything else that's left after you pay up at the Pantagruel, and so on) As Socrates said on his own death-bed, to Ctesiphon: Remember, we owe a cock to Aesculapius. (Point of honour: I hope Vallette can cover these bills out of the royalties from my old books)

Jarry theme

jarry

And now, Ma-da-me, you who descend from the Grand Inquisitors of Spain must allow him, who - through his mother - is the last of the Dorset's (no illusion of grandeur, I have the documents here) to remind you of the device inscribed upon his coat of arms: Aut Nunquam Tentes, Aut Perfice, Do nothing, 

Ma-da-me, or do it all the way! And so we do, Ma-da-me Rachilde. Pray for him. For the quality of the prayer may prove to be the instrument of his salvation ... even though he goes armed, and has no particular fear of the ferryman. On that subject, he hastens to finish Ubu Triumphant, though, as you must understand, his circumstances pose problems of an unforeseen aesthetic nature ...

Wind, thunder, NEW FACT

ubu

Hoo! We're scared! What is the rational explanation?

savants

(Chanting)

In hypothesis formation,

Invent we the lost equation,

of the rational explanation.

Objectively in search of truth,

Darwin! Huxley! Mach! ... say sooth!

Prolonged bleep of NEW FACT

pm

 (Losing his cool)

There is no rational explanation!

ubu

H-e-e-e-e-e-l-l-l-l-p-p-p-p-p!

wise man I

(Tight-lipped, into the teeth of the racket)

If there is no rational explanation ...

wise man II

There can be but one logical conclusion ...

wise man III

No! ... No!

ubu

Futurolization of the future!

mere ubu

(Rising close to a frenzy)

I bite his ear. I pull his willy-waddle!

pm

Sire! Gracious First Ladypudding!

Dire Chords: "And He Called For His Fiddlers Three ..."

wise man I

(With resigned finality)

Gentlemen. Judgment day.

jarry's muse

(Hurriedly, but with intense, almost orgiastic delight)

Yes, Jarry!

bellows of fear from both UBUS giving way to peals of Jarry Theme. Abrupt silence. Gentle clackety-clak of typewriter

vallette

Reading

Understand, Ma-da-me, that in his present condition, he is in no position to ponder alternatives. The conclusion is yet a mystery. Conceivably there is a rational explanation after all. But until he has discussed the matter with the boatman, he cannot terminate with any degree of assurance. Though it would seem expeditious that he do so.

ubu

Oooh! Eeeeh! Aaah! Judgment day!

mere ubu

Ferociously stripping away honours etc. from WISE MEN, even down to their peppermint sticks

Judgment Day! I give you Judgment Day! I dishonourify their honours! I de-prizificate their prizes! I un-qualificologize their qualificologizations.

When the last peppermint stick has been removed, THREE WISE MEN vanish through a trap door in a puff of smoke.

pm

Your wise men have evaporated, sire! Your authoripuddings! We are doomed!

ubu

Aiee! Roastification for our sins! In purgapudding!

mere ubu

(With sudden glee)

Eternal roastification!

ubu

They'll take away our cloak!

mere ubu

Ha! Cowardly hyena! With a face like a pig's bum! Yes, they will take away your cloak! And your umbrella! And your overcoat down to the ground!

ubu

(Suddenly collecting himself)

Merdre! Roastification for us, then roastification for you, too, fat toad? Yugh, she's ugly!

mere ubu

(With diabolical malice, cunning and certainty)

No! No roastification for me! Roastification for you! I will be saved.

ubu

Merdre! Double merdre! Why roastification for us? But not for you?

mere ubu

(Putting into this line all that is vain, bestial and concupiscent in female humanity)

Because I will let God play with my pussy!

muse

(In despair)

Jarry!

Tremendous blast of first few notes of Jarry's Theme

jarry

Dictating.

... and his Muse, willing accomplice upon so many occasions now turns coquette. And shows what may well be her true nature.

Jarry Theme completed from above.

Aut Nunquam Tentes, Aut Perfice ... Ma-da-me.

(He is having difficulty forming his words, now)

First strains of celestial music, a Mantovani-ized rendition of THE LOVE SONG OF THE UBUCRACY sung in Act I.

ubu

(With monumental petulance)

But that's not fair! Roastification for us, and she gets saved ...

Swelling strains of celestial music. 

Enter JOHN and MARY.

pm

No! If the First Ladypudding is saved, we shall all be saved! It's the first principle of the Ubucracy!

mere ubu

Only I will be saved! Roastification for everyone else!

pm

(Incandescent)

You have destroyed everything, sire! You've given the people everything they wanted.

mere ubu

And the fuff-fuff-finance? What about the fuff-fuff-finance?

pm

You will be saved, Sire!

(Spot on RIVER PATROL)

river patrol

Providing your pissport is in order. The application form is to be completed in quintuplicate.

(Spot on CREDITOR)

creditor

Knocking on JARRY's door, now holding two leashed wolves.

Or we shall be forced to take legal action, legal action, action ...

river patrol

Name? Father's name? Mother's place of birth ...

(The speech above largely lost under the MUSE's objections)

muse

(Sotto voce)

I told you! And you wouldn't listen! Now you have to deal with the River Patrol yourself. Good luck, my friend!

river patrol

Name? Father's name? Mother's place of ...

jarry

Merdre.

muse

(Sotto voce)

Give him your name, silly ass.

vallette

Reading and obviously much moved.

The Supreme Pudding declines to deal with the Ubucracy. Though un-furnished with the obol, or equivalent thereof, he will deal with the boatman. The Supreme Pudding has said his say. He has shaved, and by chance his mauve shirt is ironed ...

rachilde

But he looks ridiculous in that mauve shirt!

vallette

And so he shall sail, appositely enough, clad in the colour of Mercury.

(Celestial Music)

river patrol

Age?

muse

Thirty-four.

river patrol

Height?

(pause)

muse

It's no good just not answering ... Four foot eleven.

jarry

And a half.

river patrol

Weight? Color of hair? Colour of eyes?

(In the distance, a ship's hooter, just audible sounds of idling marine engine. Facilities will largely determine the manner in which the arrival of Charon's ferry will be effected. Ideally back projection of River Seine that changes gradually to River Styx. The ferry looms up through the mist. The ferryman is an immensely tall, hooded figure, his face invisible. Failing facilities for back projection, a simulated horizon, with lights and sound creating the illusion of approach. Given a sufficiently sophisticated sound system, the ship's noises should come down from above. An announcement, incoherent because of the distance, sounds over the ship's PA system.

jarry

An, n'est ce pas beau! Comme la litterature! Ma-de-moi-selle!

vallette

Reading.

Possibly in his honour, the traditional bicep-propelled craft has been replaced by a ... yes ... by a mechanical model. Let purists object, the Supreme Pudding considers this an improvement. For he is, as he has said before, filled with an insatiable curiosity. And now, freed from the physical necessity of propelling the vessel, our boatman may be commensurately more inclined to respond to our questions.

repeat of ship's hooter, nearer now, and same indistinct message.

river patrol

(Evidently repeating what he has been told, prolonged exaggerated pen-scratching)

Occupation: Supreme Pudding. P-u-d-d-i-n-g - Purpose of your visit? Business or pleasure?

(First three notes of Jarry Theme. Giving way to celestial music)

pm

(Ecstatic)

The people will be saved, Sire! Everyone will be saved! In heaven two plus two makes five!

the audience

Boooooooo! Hisssssss!

vallette

Reading.

Yet the audience objects. Though he has given them love, and now offers salvation ...

rachilde

But he's raving!

the audience

Boooooo!

Celestial Music

ubu

Merdre! Now what! We told them! In heaven two plus two make five!

the people

Boooooo!

mere ubu

Man cannot live by bread alone! What about their souls?

Blast of ship's hooter, approaching, repeated message still too indistinct to be deciphered, but only just. Obliterated by celestial music.

pm

They want guarantees, sire! Promises and assurances!

mere ubu

(Speechifying)

In heaven it is just like here. Except there is MORE!!!!

ubu

Guaranteed!

Wild cheers and hoorahs from THE PEOPLE. Tremendous chords of celestial music.

muse

But that's not true! And you know it!

jarry

We know nothing, Ma-de-moi-sell-e. We only surmise.

river patrol

Nothing to declare? Cigars? Regrets? Excess baggage?

jarry

Merdre.

(Last two notes of Jarry Theme)

vallette

The Supreme Pudding will now attempt to sleep. Possibly for the last time. Yet he believes that the decomposing brain continues to function, and that its dreams are the basis of what is called Paradise ...

rachilde

Does he really believe that?

vallette

And it is under these conditions that the Supreme Pudding - how he would like to go fishing once more! - agrees to cooperate ...

Two ear-splitting blasts of ship's hooter, now hard-by. Message over PA system is now audible

ferryman

(Over PA system)

Visitors and all unauthorized personnel return to shore. Last call for visitors and all unauthorized personnel!

river patrol

(With just a hint of urgency in his voice)

Presumably you intend to apply for an extension?

(Long pause)

I have here an application for extension. Under Article 4, you have the right to plead extenuating circumstances

(no reply)

... but that is most irregular. In consideration of your age, an application might well be viewed ...

jarry

Merdre.

river patrol

(Perturbed, pen scratching)

... declines to apply for an extension. Final request, then. To expedite matters, allow me to inform you, attempts to outwit the authorities are futile. Requests for more time are dealt with in the normal application for an extension. Answer yes or not to the following: Do you beg for mercy?

Jarry Theme

river patrol

Yes or no, please.

Celestial music. 

JOHN and MARY sing.

pm

And God, sire? The people want to know!

Two blasts of ship's hooter

ferryman

Last call for visitors. All unauthorized personnel return to shore.

Celestial music.

river patrol

Do you plead for one more chance?

ubu

Merdre! We are made the image of God! God is just like us!

mere ubu

But richer!

the people

(Deafening cheers over and above celestial music)

Hoorah! Ubu! Long live Ubu!

Freeze in tableau vivante.

river patrol

(Pen scratching)

Requests no more time, enters no plea for mercy. Declines to ask for another chance ... May I take this opportunity to inform you that though the final request need not conform to the standard ...

Last words drowned out by celestial music with ship's hooter sounding above that.

pm

The heavenly music, Sire! ... God, Sire! ...

(Note of horror in his exhilaration)

He is just like you Sire! And just like you, Gracious First Ladypudding!

(facilities again dictate the manner of presentation of god as he presents himself to UBU and MERE UBU. Most spectacular, perhaps, would be enormous Ubu balloons, inflated from a trap on stage: UBU first and MERE UBU a second later. Failing such facilities, at least immense carnival Gigantes, in UBU and MERE UBU replica. Ubus let out prolonged retching screams of inexpressible horror, nausea and loathing. Celestial music goes sour. JARRY in total darkness.

muse

(In rapture)

O yes! My sweet Jarry!

Jarry Theme

river patrol

A final request is ...

ferryman

(Through PA system)

Board!

river patrol

A final request is obligatory.

ferryman

All aboard!

jarry

Merdre, then we should like ... a toothpick.

river patrol

(Dumbfounded)

A toothpick?

muse

(With great muted admiration, even wonder)

Yes ... a toothpick. Oh, yes, my Jarry! A ... toothpick!

Spot on FERRYMAN. Wild exhilarated laughter of the FERRYMAN through the PA system. Three blasts of ship's hooter. Anchor chain raised, engines revved. Pealing repeats of Jarry Theme. MUSE in dimmest light covers JARRY. FERRYMAN still laughing, claps his arm about JARRY. FERRY moves off in as much light as can be mustered. Abrupt end.

