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Characters:

Eli – friendly woodcarver

Punchinello – the star

Tuck – scheming bad guy

Nip – scheming side kick, girl voice

Announcer – trumpet, loud voice

Mayor – dignified, a little ditzy

Wife – very uppity, demanding 

Newton – hyper, curious, forward

Fig – impressionable, wants to fit in

Big – steady, not easily impressed

Bob – expressive, admiring

Bill – expressive, admiring

Lady – concerned, motherly

Man – observant of the obvious

Cowboy – easy going, friendly

Molly – sweet, friendly

Chad – young boy 

Brad – macho boy

Blonde – pretty much a blonde

Text:

SCENE 1

Eli’s woodshop. Punchinello is loading up some wood to haul for Eli.

Eli: That’s the last load, Punchinello.

Punchinello: Can you tell me what all this wood is for?

Eli: When the time is right, you’ll know exactly what it’s for. For now, just take this load and put it with the rest of the wood on the hill by Lucia’s house.

Punchinello: Okay. I’ll see you later, Eli.

SCENE 2

Town scene.  Nip and Tuck are scheming on the side.

Tuck: It ain’t fair, Nip, a couple of fine fancy blokes such as ourselves, down on our luck.

Nip: Again.

Tuck: Ay-yi-yi, it ain’t my fault, ay.

Nip: It’s never your fault, Tuck. Like yesterday, when you lost all our money.

Tuck: How was I supposed to know the bloomin’ tortoise would beat the rabbit.  I had it all rigged.  That dirty conniving bunny. He double-crossed me.

Nip: Your cock-eyed schemes never pay off. If I were to listen to your palaver you’d have me believin’ a pot of gold is waitin’ for us right around the next corner. You’d go on and on about how we’d be livin’ high on the hog. Oh, sure, the answer to our problems is just gonna fall right out of the sky and land right in front of us. 

Box falls from load and lands in front of Tuck, who proceeds to open it and remove a ball.  

Nip: (Oblivious) We’ll find some piece of worthless rubbish that nobody wants and we’ll sell it to the emperor for a tidy bundle. 

Tuck: (Showing him the box and ball) Eureka. Nip, my lad, you’re a bloomin’ genius.

Nip: What? Was it somethin’ I said?

Tuck: (Pulls out a wig and dress and hands them to Nip) Here, put these on and follow my lead. 

He hops up on a soap box and speaks in sales pitch voice. Audience begins to gather.

Tuck: Come one, come all.  You don’t wanna miss this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity. What will someone bid for this priceless article? It’s the latest thing for spring and a trend, my friend, for fall. You’ve got to have a box and a ball. (Nudges Nip to start the bidding).

Nip: (In high-pitched female voice) Oh, my. That is a lovely item. I must have it. (Holding up three fingers) I’ll give you two Pazuzas.
Tuck: Thank you, ma’am. Lovely dress. I’ve got three Pazuzas from the lady in the back. Who’ll give me four?

Audience is confused, looks for the bidder.

Nip: (Moves around, acting like another person) Five!

Tuck: Five, I’ve got five. Do I hear six?

Trumpet heralds the arrival of the mayor’s party.

Announcer: Presenting the majestic, magnificent, magnanimous mayor of all Wemmicksville. And his wife.

Mayor: Ooh, a parade? I just love a parade. Wait a minute? Where’s the marching band? Where are the prancing ponies? 

Wife: Dear, it’s not a parade.

Tuck: Ay, gov’nah. We’ve been waiting here just for you. For you, sir, I can deduct are a gentleman of premiere position, esteemed by all your peers with, might I add, impeccable taste. 

Mayor: (Flattered) Hmm… Now there’s a man who knows a good thing when he sees it.

Tuck: A man of exceedingly vacuous discernment.

Mayor: Go on, do go on.

Tuck: With a most lovely, I must assume, daughter.

Wife: (Gasps and giggles) Oh.

Mayor: Oh, her? She’s not my daughter. Why she’s old enough to be my… (Whack, from wife’s umbrella)  …my granddaughter!

Tuck: Well I’m sure, gov, that you and your granddaughter of all people, can discern that before me I hold a most precious and priceless prize.

Mayor: Fabulous, just fabulous.

Wife: (Warning) Now dear….

Tuck: And you my dear, it’s certain to make you the talk of the town. Why with a rare bobble like this, even the princess of Printzelle will be jealous of you

Wife: (Surprised and intrigued) Really?

Tuck: Definitely.

Wife: Why?

Tuck: Why? Well because this here is the one and only royal box that officially held the emperor’s new clothes that he wore to the royal ball. 

Mayor: I knew that, I knew that all along.

Tuck: Well worth the puny pittance of a purchase price of just four hundred Pazuzas – (Holds the box out, mayor reaches for it) – five hundred for you, gov.

Mayor: Five hundred Pazuzas?? Why that’s a steal.

Tuck: And you, my dear, will be the absolute envy of every Wemmick in Wemmickville.

Wife: Hmm…

Mayor: You’ve got a deal. And furthermore, I hereby decree that every Wemmick must have boxes and balls, for only good Wemmicks have a lot and bad Wemmicks have but a little. 

Towns people line up to purchase balls and boxes from Tuck. They leave proudly and flaunt their processions openly. 
Newton: (Showing Impressionable his fancy box) Have you seen my new box?
Fig: No…Wow, that’s a fancy box!  

Newton: Would you like to touch my new box?

Fig: (Touching the box) What a nice box. Hey, I’ve got one, too. Would you like to see it? (Pulls out a plain, used brown box).
Newton: Hmm, that’s not a very nice box. It looks a little old (runs a finger over it) ....and dirty. You need to get a new box. (Sees another Wemmick and goes over to talk) Would you like to see my new box? Don’t you wish you had a new box?

Fig  watches him go, then sets aside his old box and heads to box store.

Fig: I’d like to buy a new box.

Tuck: Well, young man, you’ve come to the right place. I’ve got just the thing for you. (Pulls out a small, very fancy, new box)
Fig: (Lighting up) Awesome! 

Tuck: And I can let you have it for one hundred Pazuzas.

Fig: (Hesitates) Well… 

Newton walks by, flaunting his new box.

Fig: I’ll take it! (He buys the box, then hurries over to Box person 2 to show it off)
Fig: Have you seen my new box? Would you like to touch my new box?

Big: Hmm, that’s a nice little box, but nothing like my BIG box. (He holds up a much bigger box that’s not as fancy). Have you ever seen such a big box?? 

Fig: Well, no, I guess not but…

Big: I definitely have the biggest box. (He leaves and talks to Wemmick on right side)
Fig: (To himself) My box is just as good as his.(He watches Box person 2 and becomes more and more frustrated)
Big: Have you seen my big box?

Bob: Holy buckets, that’s an awesome box. It’s enormous. Hey, Bill, come check out this box.

Bill: (Whistles) That’s some box. I don’t think I’ve seen anything like it.

Crowd gathers around Box person 2. Growing more frustrated, impressionable finally gives up and hurries to the store.

Tuck: Well, laddie, back so soon? Don’t you like your box?

Fig: No, it’s not big enough. I need a big box.

Tuck: Ahh, then lets find you a bigger box. (Looks around, then pulls out a smallish box). How’s this?

Fig: Bigger.

Tuck: Okay, how about this fine box? It comes with a ribbon.

Fig: Bigger.

Tuck: Oh, my, you’re not messing around. Well, I did get a rather large box in yesterday. Let me see. (Rummages around behind the curtain, then emerges with an enormous box) Will this one do? 

Fig: Yes! That’s the one I want. (Pulling out money) How much?

Tuck: A box this big is hard to come by. A pretty rare find, if you ask me. I can hardly stand to part with it. But I can let you have it for one thousand Pazuzas. 

Fig: (Hesitating) Well, Little Timmy can wait for that operation. (Empties his money bag)
Music begins. Impressionable leaves the store and towns people gather around him with exclamations of wonder, but are soon distracted by someone who enters with a small ball, then a bigger ball, then the giant blue ball. The stage fills with things as people accumulate more and more boxes and balls, stacking them higher and higher. Scene climaxes, and stage clears.
SCENE 3

In front of the mayor’s house, number 2719. Pillars, grand entrance. He and his wife are stacking their processions. People wander past periodically. 

Mayor: Oh, my goodness gracious. It’s so hard keeping up with all these balls and boxes.

Wife: (Wearied) Oh, it’s such a burden being a trend-setter.

Mayor: (Pointing at Wemmick with a lot of balls and boxes) Now there goes a good Wemmick.

A Wemmick with one small box and ball passes.

Wife: Oh, poor Wemmick. Poor, poor Wemmick.

Punchinello enters, ignorant of the emerging trend, and accidentally collides with the mayor, knocking over his stack of balls and boxes.  Town people gasp in shock. Mayor stomps over and begins gathering his things.
Mayor: What do you think you’re doing? You should watch where you’re going. Look at the mess you’ve made. Oh, it’s you Punchinello. I should have known.

Lady: Punchinello, you have no boxes.

Man: Not even a ball.

Punchinello: No, that’s true, I don’t. Should I?

Mayor: Punchinello, I want you to clear this rubbish out of here immediately. 

Punchinello: It’s not rubbish, sir. It’s important.

Mayor: Nonsense. How can this wood be important?

Punchinello: Cause, it’s from Eli.

Mayor: Eli? Trash from Eli. That just figures.  Eli doesn’t know what’s important. You, Punchinello, will never make a good Wemmick. Huh. (Starts to leave) That boy simply does not understand the simply simple irrefutable facts of… 

Mayor and his wife continue stacking their boxes and balls. Punchinello turns away dejectedly and begins picking up his wood.
Tuck: Ah, you look like a fellow that needs a bit of cheering up. Tell you what I’m gonna do. I’m gonna let you in on a little secret that even old Eli doesn’t know about.

Punchinello: But Eli knows everything, doesn’t he?

Tuck: Why sure, he knows how to get you to do his dirty work for him. (laughs) I’ll bet he never even told you about the easy way to become a good Wemmick, ay? Instead he’s tricked you into hauling his bloomin’ rubbish all over town.

Punchinello: (Defensively) Eli didn’t trick me. He wouldn’t do that.

Tuck: Well, maybe not, gov. But did Eli ever give you a box or a ball? (holds out a box and ball)
Punchinello: Well, no.

Tuck: Huh, I didn’t think so. But you know, I just might be able to help you out of this sorry situation you’ve gotten yourself into. Think of it: popularity, admiration, anything you want. Why you could be the best Wemmick in Wemmicksville. For a price.

Punchinello: I could? But I don’t have any money.

Tuck: No money? Well, tisk, tisk, lad. Boxes and balls cost money, lots of money. Yeah, that’s the whole idea. Money, lots of money. Well, more’s the pity.  Without money, you’ll never have boxes and balls, and without boxes and balls, laddie, you’ll never fit in.

Tuck heads over to talk to mayor. Punchinello is left to gather wood.
Wife: Stack them up, dear, nice and high, for everyone to see. There’s no more room over here.

Mayor: Yes, my little sugarplum.

Tuck: Psst, gov. I can help you out with that little problem you’ve got there, sir.

Mayor: Problem? What problem? I don’t have any problems. Do I?

Tuck: Ay, why that little pesky one right over there. If you ask me, gov, I think that one there’s not to be trusted.

Mayor: Funny, that’s just exactly precisely what I was just thinking. I don’t trust that little piece of driftwood.

Tuck: Ay, that Punchinello’s tight with the old Eli, he is. Undermining the status quo, rocking the old proverbial boat. 

Mayor: Really? Why there goes my market value, my mayor’s mansion for goodness sake. What do I do? WHAT do I do?

Tuck: Lucky for you, gov, you just happened to run into me like this. (Hands him card) Here’s me card.

Mayor: Ooh, what a professional. Nip and Tuck. Dirty deeds done. No job too low? What?

Tuck: (Snatches card away) Ahem excuse me gov. (Hands him a different card) Here you go.

Mayor: Nip and Tuck: private in-vess… invessterators.  

Tuck: Investigators, gov. We’re secret agents. (Looks around suspiciously) Spies, that is.
Mayor: Oh… (Laughs) Oh, I just love a good spy. You’re hired.

Tuck: Well, gov, you can count on us to find out what hair-brained schemes Punchinello’s up to.

SCENE 4

Building site. Boards, hammers, construction equipment, hard hats. Punchinello and friends are working on the site.

Cowboy: What in tarnation do you think all this wood is for?

Molly: I don’t know, but that’s enough wood to build a skyscraper. 

Cowboy: It looks like wreckage from an old pirate ship.

Lucia: Oh, hey look. There’s Punchinello.

Molly: Hi, Punchinello. 

Cowboy: Well, hey.

Lucia: Hi, Punchinello.

Molly: Whatch’a got in there Punchinello?

Cowboy: More wood from Eli?

Molly: This is great.

Lucia: Hey, help me stack this, Molly. 

Molly: Alright.

Punchinello: Wow. That stack gets bigger all the time.

Lucia: So, what do you think it’s for, Punchinello? 

Punchinello: I don’t know, but I think it looks like a giant stack of boxes and balls.

Molly: Huh?

Lucia: Punchinello, are you okay?

Punchinello: I’ll be the best Wemmick of all.

Nip: Uhh, what did he say?

Tuck: Uhh, he said he’s got the most boxes and balls. He said he’s gonna be the best Wemmick of all.

Nip: Holy haggis. I’ve got to get me some of them boxes and balls.

Tuck: Eh, you are such a dunce. 

SCENE 4

Mayor is talking with a group of people. Tuck approaches and tells them what he’s heard.

Mayor: He said what?

Wife: You’re going to do something immediately. He cannot have more boxes and balls than me!

Mayor: Yes, of course. My mind is made up. What should I do?

Tuck: Listen, gov, what you need right now is the most boxes and balls, right? Right. Well, it just so happens I know right where to find the largest stack of boxes and balls what you’ve ever seen in your entire life. And they’re yours for the asking.

SCENE 5

Punchinello is sleeping on the floor, house is quite empty, he looks exhausted.

Lucia: Hello? Is anybody home? Punchinello?

Punchinello: (Waking up) Huh? Oh… uh… yeah, I’m here. Come on in.

Lucia: Oh, did I wake you up? I’m sorry, I didn’t expect you to be sleeping. I can come back later.

Punchinello: (Rubbing his head) No, you’re fine. I needed to get up anyway. What did you need? 

Lucia: Well, I was hoping to borrow one of your Dickens’s first editions. 

Punchinello: Oh, I’m really sorry Lucia. I sold all my books to get more money to buy more boxes and balls.

Lucia: You did what? 

Punchinello: Yeah, I sold them for enough money to buy that blue and green box. 

Lucia: All your books? But Punchinello, you love to read.

Punchinello: Well, ever since I took a second job I don’t really have time for anything but working and sleeping. 

Lucia: (Eyeing his bed) I see… And you sleep on the floor?

Punchinello: Yeah, I started working nights and figured, I don’t need a bed. So I sold it and bought those three balls.

Lucia: And the rest of your things?

Punchinello: (Sigh) They went for a good cause. You ought to see my stack of boxes and balls! It’s getting pretty big.

Lucia: (Ignoring the pile) I haven’t seen you in a long time. Why don’t you come over and play anymore?

Punchinello: (Distracted) I’m sorry, I can’t. I’ve got work to do. I’m trying to get a little extra money. 

Lucia: To get more boxes and balls? But what’s the point? Why is everyone in town obsessed with carrying around gigantic loads of toys?

Punchinello: (Looking thoughtfully to town and sighing) You’re right, they do have a lot of boxes and balls. I’ll never be able to keep up with them.

Lucia: Punchinello, are you listening to me? Do you hear yourself? You’re losing everything for the sake of these boxes and balls.

Punchinello: (Brightening) I know, I’ll sell my house. Then I’ll buy hundreds of boxes and thousands of balls. (Grabs a For Sale sign and begins posting it)
Lucia: Sell your house? 

Punchinello: (Pounds on sign with each word for emphasis) I need money, money, money. Boxes, balls, gotta have them.

Lucia: (Shocked) That’s crazy. Where will you live? What about Eli and our project?

Punchinello: Oh, Eli’s got it all wrong.

Lucia: (Hurt and angry) Oh, Punchinello!

Punchinello: Eli never gave anybody one single box or one single ball. The mayor says so, and he knows. Eli doesn’t know what’s important.

Man: I’ll buy your house, Punchinello. Cash.

Punchinello: Yayah! Now I’ll be a good Wemmick. Maybe even the best.

Lucia sighs and leaves with her shoulders down.
SCENE 6

In town.  Mayor and his wife are stacking boxes by their house.  

Wife: We’re the tip of the top, the cream of the crop. We’ve certainly put everybody else in their place, haven’t we, dear?

Mayor: Oh, yes we have, sweetheart. Particularly that silly Punchinello.

Wife: (Laughs) Absolute nonsense. How could that pitiful Punchinello ever have the most boxes and balls when we have... so many…

Punchinello passes by with a stack of boxes and balls much larger than their own.

Wife: Ahhh!!!!

Mayor: What is it? Heavens to Betsy.

Wife: After all of my effort, that little knothead has more than I do. I have priceless rare boxes from Egypt and Peru and china balls from China. My collection comes from every corner of the world. But what’s the point? What was it all for, when that kid has ten times more? More, I must have more. Higher, I must go higher.

Mayor: Hmm… Then we’ll stack all our boxes and balls together and make the highest stack. The best Wemmick is the one with the highest stack.

Wife: (Tripping over a box and dropping her load) Dear? Dear! Ahh!!

Punchinello: Finally, I’ll be a good Wemmick.

Chad: Not if my stack is larger than yours.

Chad attempts to make a large stack, but it falls 

Brad: Step aside, let me give it a go.

Brad also tries to make a large stack, but it doesn’t work.

Brad: I can’t do it, I can’t. 

Blonde enters with mostly balls and tries to stack them. 

Tuck: Oh, I can’t wait to see this.

Blonde fails. Mayor and his wife start stacking on one side of stage as Punchinello stacks on the other side. No one else gets close to as high as these two groups. Finally, the mayor runs out of things to stack.

Mayor: As I was saying, this is quite high enough. 

Punchinello: (Climbing his stack) Wow! I made it! I have the highest stack. I’m the only one with enough boxes and balls. Wah-hoo!  I made it, I made it!

Wife: Look.

Mayor: So, Punchinello, you’ve made the highest stack, have you? Mister High and Mighty. I suppose now since you’re up there and everything and we’re down here, you think you’re the best Wemmick. Wait, come to think of it, humph, I suppose you are. Humph. Well, he won’t be the best Wemmick forever. I’ll buy more boxes and balls and then I’ll have the highest stack. Then I’ll be at the top, where I belong. None of this would have happened if I would have worn my blue suit.

Punchinello: Well, I’m the best Wemmick. I’m the best. I suppose I can go home now. 

He loads up his boxes and balls and heads for home, only to be met with the Sold sign. He has nowhere to go.  

Punchinello: (Wandering, slowly getting forlorn)  Brrr. It’s getting cold. And I have no where to go. (Tries to build a house out of his boxes, it collapses)  Boxes and balls aren’t really good for much.  I know, I’ll go to Luciii-aaa-wait a second.  I’m not even sure my friends would want to see me anymore. Why did I ever think those silly boxes and balls were so important?  I wish things could go back to normal.

He sets his balls down and curls up on the stage in a shivering ball. Lights fade.
SCENE 7

Punchinello wakes up in Eli’s house, warm and cozy.  Out of sight on stage left Wemmicks stack and battle over their boxes and balls.  Lights up on them when Eli and Punch look at them.
Eli: Good morning, Punchinello.

Punchinello: Eli?

Eli: How are you?

Punchinello: Oh, I, I’m fine. I’ve had a lot to do, you know? Really important stuff. I’ve been super busy.

Eli: Are these what were keeping you busy?

Punchinello: Oh, no. I thought those things would make me happy.

Eli: Do you play with the boxes and balls?

Punchinello: (Shakes his head) No.

Eli: Do you like boxes and balls?

Punchinello: I like the way they make me feel. 

Eli: And how do they make you feel?

Punchinello: Important.

Eli: Hmmm. So you’ve been thinking like the other Wemmicks. You’ve been thinking that the more you have, the better you are and the happier you’ll be. 

Punchinello: I suppose so.

Lights up on stage left Wemmicks.
Eli: Come here, Punchinello. I want to show you something. Look at them. Do they look happy?

Wemmicks making stacks, knocking each other over, knocking stacks over, all SILENTLY.

Punchinello: No

Eli: Do they look important?

Punchinello: Not at all. They look rather silly. 

The mayor is on the ground and his wife is stepping on his back, holding a box over her head and a ball in her mouth.
Eli: Do you think I created Wemmicks to act that way? 

Punchinello: No. 

Lights off stage left.
Eli: (Placing his hand on Punchinello’s shoulder) Do you know how much your boxes and balls cost you? 

Punchinello: My books and bed. My money and my house. 

Eli: My little friend, they cost you much more than that. They cost you your happiness. You haven’t been happy, have you?

Punchinello: No.

Eli: They cost you friends. And most of all, they cost you trust. You didn’t trust me to make you happy. You trusted these boxes and balls.

Punchinello: I kind of messed up, didn’t I?

Eli: That’s okay. You’re still special. You’re special – not because of what you have. You’re special because of who you are. You are mine. I love you. Don’t forget that, little friend. 

Punchinello: I won’t. (Sigh) Eli?

Eli: Yes?

Punchinello: What should I do with these boxes and balls?

Eli: Perhaps you should give them to someone who really needs them.

Punchinello: Eli?

Eli: Yes?

Punchinello: I don’t have a place to sleep.

Eli: Would you like to sleep here tonight?  

Punchinello: I sure would. I’m very tired. 

Eli: You’re welcome to stay here for as long as it takes for you to build your new house.

Punchinello: My house?

Eli:(Smiling)  I’d hate to see that giant wood pile go to waste. 

SCENE 8

Nip: What do you see?

Tuck: Ah, seems old Punchinello and his friends are building a house. And the whole silly lot of them’s wearing buckets on their heads.

Nip: Holy haggis! I’ve got to get myself one of them buckets.

Tuck: Oh, you’d look so lovely. I’ll get a bucket just for you so it covers up your mouth. 

They bicker their way of stage.

Lights out

THE END

