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Don Andondo and The Poppydophilus 

MARYLYNN. Oh, very well, thank you. How 
are you? 

DON ANDONDO. There's never anything wrong 
with me. 

MARYLYNN. Really? How very convenient! 
Haven't you ever even had measles? 

DON ANDONDO. Certainly not. Who is he? 

MARYLYNN. He! It's an it. 

DON ANDONDO. What sort of an it? 

MARYLYNN. A disease! 

DON ANDONDO. Oh, excuse me, I had not heard 
of it. 

MICHAEL. [Discovering the owl] Look, Mary
lynn, look at the owl. 

MARYLYNN. [Jumping away from the stump] 
Has he been there all along? 

MICHAEL. He seems to be asleep. Doesn't he 
look funny, sitting there all puffed up? 

MARYLYNN. I like the nice pattern on his chest, 
and his dear little ears. 

MICHAEL. Those aren't ears; they are just tufts 
of feathers. 

THE OWL. [Opening one eye]· When you have 
quite finished discussing my personal appearance, 
I would prefer an introduction. 

[MARYLYNN screams.] 
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DON ANDONDO. [Stepping forward] Marylynn 
and Michael, may I present my friend, Cyclops? 

CYCLOPS. [OPening the other eye] How do 
you do? 

MARYLYNN and MICHAEL. [With a curtsey and 
a bow respectively] How do you do? 

MARYLYNN. Please excuse us for being so rude, 
but we did not know you could talk. I hope you 
will forgive us. Do you live near here? 

CYCLOPS. Just over in that hollow tree, but there 
is no room for me there just now as my wife is 
busy sitting on her eggs. 

MICHAEL. Oh, I know that hole, but I did not 
know anyone lived in it. 

CYCLOPS. Well, we have the lease for this year. 

MICHAEL. Do you sleep all day? 

CYCLOPS. [Shutting both eyes] Only when I 
have the good fortune not to be disturbed. 
Such, unfortunately, is not the case today. 

MARYLYNN. Isn't that a little impolite? 

CYCLOPS. When one gets to my age, little girl, 
one is allowed to be rude. 

MARYLYNN. Oh! 

MICHAEL. What do you eat? 

CYCLOPS. Mostly mice, with an occasional bird. 

U ARYLYNN. Oh, how perfectly horrid! 
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CYCLOPS. [Opening both eyes] I beg your 
pardon! Unless I have been misinformed, my 
diet is of a much more refined nature than yours. 
I have heard that you eat dead cows, dead sheep, 
dead chickens, dead turkeys, dead pigs, and dead 
ducks. I can assure you the thought of it revolts 
me beyond words. My food is at least fresh. 

MARYLYNN. I never thought of that. In fact, I 
do not know if I will ever be able to eat anything 
again. 

CYCLOPS. [Viciously] Try mice. [Shuts eyes.] 

[MARYLYNN screams again and puts her fingers 
in her ears.] 

DON ANDONDO. Don't mind Cyclops, Marylynn, 
he does not mean all he says. He knows a great 
deal and has a kind heart. 

CYCLOPS. [Opening one eye and looking at DON 

ANDONDO] If I may be excused from participat
ing in the conversation, I will resume my inter
rupted slumbers. [Closes the eye.] 

MARYLYNN. [Crossly] Please do. [She makes 
a face at him.] 

M I CHAEL. [ To DON ANDONDO] How did you 
know our names? 

DON ANDONDO. Oh, I have often watched you 
both. Only now we were behin.d ~he hedge while 
you were hiding from your poor little brother. 

MARYLYNN. Who is we? I can only see one of 
you. 
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DON ANDONDO. Why, the Poppydophilus, of 
course. He always goes everywhere with me. 

MICHAEL and MARYLYNN. The WHAT? 

DON ANDONDO. The Poppydophilus. 

MICHAEL. What IS that? 

DON ANDONDO. He will be along in a minute. 
He is rather shy and usually stays out of sight 
when I am talking to new people. 

MARYLYNN. He sounds rather snoopy. What 
does he look like? 

DON ANDONDO. N at like anything you have ever 
seen before. He was a mistake. 

MICHAEL. A mistake? 

DON ANDONDO. You will know what I mean 
when he comes out from behind the hedge. 

MARYLYNN. Can't I go and look at him? 

DON ANDONDO. Please don't. He will just get 
embarrassed and run away. He is really very 
sensItIve. Did I hear you say your mother was 
looking for a baby? 

MARYLYNN. Yes. We wish we could find one 
for her, but the trouble is it has to look like 
Daddy. 

DON ANDONDO. Good gracious! Why? I know 
your father well by sight. Your mother can't 
want the baby to look like him. 

MICHAEL. That is what we can't understand, but 
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she was quite sure about it. People get queer 
ideas. 

DON ANDONDO. [ Half to himself] Yes, but that 
seems a little queerer than most. I think I might 
be able to help you, as the stork is a friend of 
mine. The only trouble is he is a bit difficult and 
does not like people to have ideas on what their 
babies are going to be like. It usually makes him 
deliver quite the wrong kind of child, just to 
annoy them. 

MARYLYNN. Well, couldn't you ask him for one 
that did not look in the least like Daddy? 

DON ANDONDO. [Thoughtfully] Yes, I might 
do that. I can introduce you to him. Even so, 
he is a very difficult bird and I cannot promise 
anything. 

MARYLYNN. But will you try to help us? 

DON ANDONDO. Yes, indeed. I will do my best. 

MICHAEL. Where does the stork live? 

DON ANDONDO. He spends most of his time up on 
that cloud, so that people cannot bother him. 

MICHAEL. Well, how can you get at him then? 
Oh-h-h-h -- [As he sees THE POPPYDOPH

ILUS.] 

[THE POPPYDOPHILUS enters from the Left. He is 
a brown quadruped with hind legs much longer 
than the front ones. His tail is curly, like a pig's, 
and sticks right up. He is brown all over, ex
cept for his nose which is long, like an elephant's, 
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and bright red. He trips over it frequently, as 
he cannot lift it up. He has a mane. He is al
ways depressed. He paces restlessly round.] 

DON ANDONDO. Hello, Poppy. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. I heard everything you 
said. How can I help it if I look peculiar? 

MARYLYNN. [Recovering from the first shock] 
Oh, I think you look quite nice. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Please don't be kind to 
me; I'm not used to it. [H e trips over his nose 
and turns a somersault.] Oh dear, dear! [He 
gets ~£p again and contim£es pacing.] 

DON ANDONDO. I am always kind to you, Poppy. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Yes, but so ostentatiously 
I don't get any pleasure out of it. 

MICHAEL. Where do you live? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. I have no home. 

MICHAEL. Haven't you any family? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Not that I know of. 

MICHAEL. Haven't you any friends? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. How could I? 

DON ANDONDO. Don't be silly, Poppy. I couldn't 
do without you. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Tripping again and som
ersaulting] Oh, dear, dear, poor Poppy. [Gets 
up and paces.] 
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MARYLYNN. Why are you so sorry for your
self? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Just look at me. Would 
you like to look like this? [ No answer. ] Would 
you? 

MARYLYNN. I would probably get used to it. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. No, you wouldn't. 

MICHAEL. How did your nose get so red? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. You just try staying up 
behind and down in front for a few days and see 
if you don't get a rush of blood to the nose. 

MICHAEL. I'd rather not. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. SO would I, but what can 
I do about it? Absolutely nothing. [Trips and 
somersaults.] .Oh, dear, dear! [Gets up.] 

MARYLYNN. Do you have to step on your nose? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Bitterly] No, I don't 
have to, but I love fall ing down and hurting my
self. How can I help stepping on it when it is 
so long? 

MARYLYNN. Can't you hold it up? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. What would I hold it up 
with? One leg, I suppose, and limp round with 
the other three. I am afraid I am not ap acrobat. 

MARYLYNN. My, but you are a di.scouragi~g 
animal! Couldn't I tie it up for you with my half 
ribbon? 
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THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Well, as nothing you can 
do could possibly make me any more uncomfort
able, I may as well let you try. [MARYLYNN un
fastens her ribbon, ties one end to THE POPPY

DOPHILUS' mane and the other to the end of the 
prolonged nose, over the top of his head. Through 
his nose.] How gan I bossibly breathe through 
be dose like that? 

MARYLYNN. Gracious, I forgot you breathed 
through the thing. I think I can loosen it a little. 
[She fusses with the ribbon.] Couldn't you 
breathe through your mouth? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Oh yes, I realize id doesn't 
really batter to eddyone else how idcodveniend id 
is fo be. 

MARYLYNN. [Crossly] Poppy, you are very 
annoying. Here am I doing my best to make you 
comfortable, and that is all the thanks I get for it. 
If you prefer falling down every two minutes, I 
certainly will not try to stop you. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. You dode doe be well 
enough do call be Bobby. Bister Bobbydophilus, 
blease. [ He goes over and sits on his haunches 
beside the stump, leaning against it and sulking.] 

DON ANDONDO. N ever mind, Poppy. The chil
dren did not know you like to be called Mister 
Poppydophilus. I am sure they will be careful 
next time. It really was very nice of Marylynn 
to take the trouble to tie up your nose. 

MARYLYNN. Please don't be offended, Mister 
Poppydophilus. 

[ 12] 



Don Andondo and The Poppydophilus 

MICHAEL. We're very sorry you can't breathe, 
but I am sure it is better than falling down all the 
time. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Id doesn'd batter. [He 
remains in a state of gloom,.] 

MICHAEL. [To DON ANDONDO] You were tell
ing us about the stork just before Mister Poppy
dophilus came in. 

DON ANDONDO. Why, so I was. 

MICHAEL, How can you possibly get at him if 
he stays on the cloud? 

~ON ANDONDO. Oh, that is easy. I am a Peller
mg. 

THE TWINS. A what? 

DON ANDONDO. A Pelle ring. I can fly. 

MICHAEL. Really! but you haven't any wings. 

DON ANDONDO. Yes, I have, but I can't be both
ered carrying them around all the time. I can 
make you both into Pellerings if you want me to. 

MARYLYNN. You mean you can make us able to 
fly? 

DON ANDONDO. Quite easily. 

MICHAEL. How? 

DON ANDONDO. I can always get extra wings and 
propellers for anyone who wants to use them. 

MICHAEL. Do you mean an aeroplane? 
[ 13 ] 
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DON ANDONDO. Not at alL These wings and 
tail become a part of you as soon as I lock them 
on. 

MARYLYNN. But even if we could fly up to the 
cloud, is it solid enough to hold us? 

DON ANDONDO. Of course; all Pelle rings live on 
clouds, as well as a lot of other people. 

MICHAEL. What sort of people? 

DON ANDONDO. You will see when you get there. 

MICHAEL. We haven't said we were going yet. 

DON ANDONDO. Oh, very well, it makes no dif
ference to me. 

MARYLYNN. But it would be such fun if we 
could go. 

DON ANDONDO. That was why I suggested it. It 
must be so dull having to walk everywhere. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [In a bored voici?'] Id is. 

MICHAEL. Could we see the wings? Where are 
they? 

DON ANDONDO. Just over in the wood there with 
mine. I will get them for you. 

MARYLYNN. Oh, please do. [E.'\."it DON ANDONDO, 

Right.] Do you think it is safe? 

MICHAEL. Well, as long as we start from the 
ground and go up, nothing very bad can happen 
to us. It isn't as though we were on the cloud 
and had to step off. 
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Don Andondo and The Poppydophilus 

MARYLYNN. That's true. If we found then that 
Don Andondo had made a mistake and we were 
unable' to fly after all it would be the end of the 
twins. 

[THE POPPYDOPHILUS sneezes with s'uch violence 
that he bumps his head on the floor and his nose 
flies free from the hair ribbon.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Ow-w-w-w-w-w-w-w-ch! 

CYCLOPS. [Opening wide his eyes] You jostled 
me. [THE POPPYDOPHILUS groans heavily.] I 
said you jostled me. 

MARYLYNN. [To CYCLOPS] Don't scold the poor 
beast, can't you see he hurt himself? Besides you 
are meant to be asleep. 

CYCLOPS. Asleep, huh, it's a little hard to sleep 
with explosions going off all round you. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Oh-h-h. How would you 
like to have them going off inside you? But then 
I might have known that a little sympathy was 
too much to hope for . It doesn't really matter 
what happens to me. [Gets up and paces.] 

MARYLYNN. Oh, dear, now you will fall again. 
Do let me tie your nose up once more. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Vehemently] Tie it up 
again! I should think not! Falling down is per
fect bliss to sneezing with my no~e tied up. 

MICHAEL. Well, for goodness sake, sit still then. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Resuming his post by the 
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stump] All right; anything as long as I don't 
inconvenience anyone but myself. 

CYCLOPS. You are seriously inconveniencing me. 
If you sit so close my nervous system will be 
damaged irreparably. [THE POPPYDOPHILUS gets 
up stiffly, goes over to the bench, climbs up, and 
sits on his haunches.] Thank you. [Goes to 
sleep.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Don't mention it. 

[MARYLYNN goes over and strokes THE POPPY

DOPHILUS. Enter DON ANDONDO carrying two 
pairs of wings and two propelle'rs.] 

MICHAEL. Oh-h-h! Are those for us? 

MARYLYNN. I'm getting frightened. 

DON ANDONDO. Well, of course, if you don't 
want to help your poor mother --

MARYLYNN. Oh, indeed we do. I had almost 
forgotten the baby. 

MICHAEL. [To DON ANDONDO] I suppose it 
wouldn't do for you to find the stork and then 
come back and tell us what he said? 

DON ANDONDO. If he knew you were not inter
ested enough to come yourselves I doubt if he 
would listen to me. 

MARYLYNN. Don't let us waste any time, then. 
Will you please show us how to wear the wings, 
Don Andondo? 

DON ANDONDO. Certainly, my dear. [He pro
[ 16 J 
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ceeds to adjust them first on MARYLYNN, then on 
MICHAEL. The wings resemble those of a mono
plane. They rest on the shoulders. There is a 
hole in the middle for the head. F our wires 
fasten the wings to a belt. From the back of the 
belt a piece of wood goes down to the spot de
signed by nature for (L tail. The propeller shaft 
goes out from it at right angles, far enough to 
allow the propeller free play. The belt locks in 
front with a large key. Fixing MARYLYNN.] 

This way. If you don't stand still I can't do 
anything. 

MARYLYNN. [Controlling her excitement] I'm 
so sorry. What do I do with the propeller? 

DON ANDONDO. As soon as I turn the key in the 
belt, you will be able to whirl it. That is the way 
you fiy, but first I will fix Michael so you can 
start off together. 

[While DON ANDONDO puts on MICHAEL'S wings 
MARYLYNN amuses herself whirling her propeller 
with her hand.] 

CYCLOPS. [Opening one eye] There is a terrible 
draft around here. 

MARYLYNN. [Crossly] You are asleep. 

CYCLOPS. [Shutting his eye] I shall probably 
wake up with pneumonia. 

DON ANDONDO. [Stepping back to survey his two 
Pellerings] There you are. Now all I have to 
do is to lock you and you can be off. Just hop up 
to that cloud, [points] and I will meet you there. 
I still have to put on my own wings. 
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MICHAEL. Where is the key? I can't wait to 
start. 

DON ANDONDO. Before I lock you I must tell you 
exactly what to do. You start off by running 
and whirling your propeller. When you are going 
as fast as you can you jump into the air, then 
clasp your knees in your· arms so that your legs 
won't hit the propeller. After that you will find 
you can go anywhere quite easily. Your wings 
and 'propellers will move enough to steer. The 
important thing is the key, which you must be 
sure not to lose, or your wings will never come 
off again. I have one key for both of you, as you 
will be staying together. Marylynn had better 
look after it, as girls are usually more careful. 

MARYLYNN. I can put it in my pocket. It will 
be safe. 

MICHAEL. You will probably lose it. 

MARYLYNN. No, I won't. 

DON ANDONDO. [Producing the key and locking 
each belt in turn] You may start and I will fol
low almost immediately. 

MARYLYNN. What about the Poppydophilus? 

DON ANDONDO. He has wings, but they are the 
flappy kind, and he is very bashful about having 
anyone see him in them. [To THE POPPYDOPH

ILUS.] Do you think you will come with us, 
Poppy? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. I don't suppose anyone 
wants me. 
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THE TWINS. Of course we do. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. You may call me Poppy, 
now. 
THE TWINS. Thank you very much. 

MARYLYNN. Do come with us. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Perhaps I shall follow 
later. I shan't decide yet. 

MICHAEL. Come on, Marylynn. 

MARYLYNN. Well, if you don't come up, Poppy, 
we will see you when we come down. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Perhaps. I do not expect 
you will have much luck with the stork. He is a 
very disagreeable bird. 

MARYLYNN. Please don't be discouraging. We 
do want to help Mummy badly. 

MICHAEL. Yes. Are you ready, Marylynn? 

MARYLYNN. All right, good-bye. 

[They run off} Left} the propellers beginning to 
turn as they go. In a moment there is a droning 
noise which rapidly dies away. DON ANDONDO 

and THE POPPYDOPHILUS look up for a while} 
then DON ANDONDO exits} Right. THE POPPY

DOPHILUS follows} trips over his nose; somer
saults.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Weari~y] Oh, dear, 
dear~ [He gets up and e_t'its.] 

CURTAIN 
[ 191 



ACT II 

SCENE: The top of a cloud. Six little cherubs 
dressed respectively in red} orange} yellow} g?'een} 
indigo} and violet rompers} with socks and shoes 
to match} lie sleeping in various positions and 
places on the cloud. [A carpet the size of the 
stage} with pillows under it here and there} cov
ered with artificial snow would give the effect.] 
The cherubs all have small cherubic wings. 

Enter THE CHEERFUL CHERUB [who is TONY 
with wings] in his blue rompers. He leaps 
lightly in from the Left and surveys the sl'litmber
ing group. An impish smile spreads over his 
face. He tickles ORANGE. 

ORANGE. 00-00-00-00, stop it. Stop it. What 
are you doing? [Sits up. Disgustedly.] It's 
only the Imp. 

[The IMP P'litlls VIOLET}S nose.] 

VIOLET. Ouch! \tVho did that? Go away, Imp. 

[BLUE pulls YELLOW'S hair.] 

YELLOW. Help, help; oh, my poor head. [H e 
sits up. ] 

[BLUE twealls GREEN'S toe.] 

GREEN. [Kicking viciously] The Imp, I sup
pose. 

[BLUE blows in RED'S ear.] 
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RED. [Rolling ov er twice and clutching his ear] 
Ow-w-w. You horrid little Cherub! 

[BLUE prods INDIGO. INDIGO ju'mps '/Itp and tries 
to slap him, but BLUE is too quicll.] 

INDIGO. I'll get even with you, Imp. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. If you are all awake, 
boys, I have news. 

VIOLET. Is that what is wrong? 

YELLOW. I hope it makes up for the way you 
wakened us. 

RED. You are perfectly incorrigible, Blue. 

GREEN. What is the news? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Well, listen, all of you. 
I just met a swallow, and he told me that that 
meddlesome Pellering, Don Andondo, is bringing 
some mortals up here in a minute. 

CHORUS. Up here? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Yes, he is turning them 
into Pelle rings and they will probably be along 
SOon. 

VIOLET. How did the swallow know? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. He was sitting in a 
tree in the garden down there and overheard them 
talking. 

INDIGO. How many of them are coming? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Two, a boy and a girl. 
[21 ] 
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ORANGE. How irritating. What do they want? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Apparently they are 
looking for the stork. They want a baby. We 
had better warn him to keep away. There is a 
hawk over there. I will call to him to warn Stork. 
[He runs to the front of the stage and waves at 
something flying by.] Hey, hawk, hey. Tell 
Stork to keep away. There are some mortals 
coming up here looking for him. They want a 
baby. Do find him as soon as you can. 

YELLOW. They ought to know better than to 
expect Stork to give them a baby as soon as they 
want one. They must think he is an obliging 
bird. 

INDIGO. If they think that they don't know 
Stork. 

ALL. No, indeed! 

[A whirring noise is heard.] 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. What is that? [ He 
runs to the back of the stage and peers over the 
edge of the cloud.] Oh, dear, here they come. 
Let's make it rain on them, quickly. 

[The CHERUBS execute a dance to the following 
song, which they sing. See pages 60 and 61 for 
music.] 

CHORUS. 

Pitter, patter, pitter, patter, plop; 
Down goes the rainfall, drop by drop: 
Cherubs dancing send below 
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Each little shower of rain or snow. 
Pitter, patter, pitter, patter, plop; 
Down goes the rainfall, drop by drop. 

1ST VERSE. 
We're the little boys who make the rain 
Tumble on the earth, to rise again. 
We can inundate whate'er we please, 
Saturate the ground and fill the seas. 

CHORUS. 

[A rather bedraggled pair of twins enter, Left, 
and stop short at sight of the CHERUBS, whose 
dance is over.] 

MICHAEL. Goodness! 

MARYLYNN. But aren't they adorable? 

MICHAEL. Where have we seen the blue one 
before? 

MARYLYNN. He looks just like Tony, but of 
course he can't be. Besides, he has wings. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Hello, what a surprise 
to see you here! 

MICHAEL. It's pretty surprising to us to be here. 
We're simply soaked. [THE CHEERFUL CHERUB 

grins at INDIGO, but MARYLYNN unfortunately 
sees him.] 
MARYLYNN. I can't see that there is anything 
very funny about it. We are most uncomfort
able. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [With mock solicitude] 
[23 ] 
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That is too bad. We are all awfully sorry about 
it. There is lots of sun here, though. Even if it 
is late, you will soon dry off. I hope you en
joyed your journey. 

MARYLYNN. Enjoyed it! I was never so scared 
in my life. You see we aren't exactly used to 
flying. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Really ? You amaze 
me! 

MICHAEL. I quite liked it once we got started. 

MARYLYNN. Well, you didn't run into that big 
fat robin. He had no business to use such bad 
language. How did I know he was going to turn 
the same way to avoid me as I did to miss him? 

MICHAEL. [Laughing] It really was very funny. 
I have never seen a bird so put out. I think you 
nearly stunned him. 

MARYLYNN. I certainly hope I did. It was just 
as much his fault as mine. 

MICHAEL. If it had not been for the shower, the 
journey would have been very pleasant. It is 
funny, because it did not look in the least like 
rain when we started. 

ORANGE. Well, you see we-

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Sh-h-h-h. 

ORANGE. Why? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Never mind why, just 
sh-h-h-h. 

[24 ] 
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[The TWINS look a little surprised.] 

MARYLYNN. Are you keeping anything from us? 

cnORUS. Oh, no! 

MICHAEL. Who are you, anyway? Our names 
are Marylynn and Michael. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Stepping forward and 
bowing ] How do yOll do, Marylynn and Michael. 
I am Blue, the Cheerful Cherub. 

VIOLET. [Stepping forward and bowing] I am 
Violet. 

INDIGO. [Stepping forward and bowing] I am 
Indigo. 

YELLOW. [Stepping forward and bowing] I am 
Yellow. 

ORANGE. [Stepping fon.vard and bowing] I am 
Orange. 

GREEN. [Stepping forward and bowing] I am 
Green. 

RED. [Stepping forward and bowing] I am 
Red. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. In fact, we are the 
Prismatic Cherubs. 

MARYLYNN. We are delighted to know you all. 

MICHAEL. What kind of Ch.erubs did you say 
you were? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Prismatic. Get Don 
Andondo to explain it to you. 
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MARYLYNN. I wonder where Don Andondo is? 
He said he would come right along. 

[Faint whirring noise.] 

MICHAEL. That sounds like him now. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [ Hastily] I think 
this would be a good time for us to chase the 
crows. Come along, boys. [H e bounds 0 If) 
Right, followed by the other CHERUBS.] 

MARYLYNN. [Running a little way after them] 
Oh! Did you see how beautifully they all dived 
off the cloud? 

MICHAEL. But why did they leave so suddenly? 
They did not even say good-bye. 

MARYLYNN. Perhaps they mean to come back. 

MICHAEL. That must be it. 

[Enter DON ANDONDO, Left) wearing wings and 
propeller. ] 

MARYLYNN. Oh, Don Andondo, we are so glad 
to see you again. We were afraid you were not 
coming. 

DON ANDONDO. Did I see those mischievous 
Cherubs just leave as I came? 

MICHAEL. Yes, but that isn't the kind of Cherubs 
they told us they were. What was it they said, 
Marylynn? 

MARYLYNN. I think it was asthmatic. 

DON ANDONDO. Prismatic. 
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MARYLYNN. What is that? 

DON ANDONDO. They are called Prismatic 
Cherubs because they are the seven colors thrown 
by a prism when the sun shines on it. 

THE TWINS. Oh! 

DON ANDONDO. I might have known they were 
here when it started to rain. They are a lot of 
scamps. 

MARYLYNN. Why? 

DON ANDONDO. Didn't you know that they make 
rain? 

MARYLYNN. No, how should we? 

MICHAEL. How do they? 

DON ANDONDO . I suppose they saw you coming. 
All they have to do is to dance on a cloud, and 
down comes the shower. The harder they dance, 
the heavier the rain; so usually they aren't very 
popular. They are bad mischief makers, espe
cially the Cheerful Cherub, but they have a lot 
'of charm, and the Pellerings often have a good 
deal of fun with them. I wonder where the 
stork is? It is funny he is not here. 

MICHAEL. Is he usually here at this time? 

DON ANDONDO. Well, he usually stays on the 
cloud nearest to your home, as that is the district 
he delivers in. I cannot understand where he can 
be. Of course, he may be busy, but he usually 
comes for a rest at this time of day. 
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MARYLYNN. Do the Cherubs always stay in our 
district too? 

DON ANDONDO. Yes, pretty well, when there are 
any clouds around. There are other Cherubs for 
other places. 

THE TWINS. Oh. 

MICHAEL. Are there many Pellerings beside 
you? 

MARYLYNN. And us? 

DON ANDONDO. Hundreds of us. We are, as a 
rule, invisible to mortals, though. Our work is 
to make the wind. It is rather an amusing 
pastime, as we delight in sneaking up on some 
fussy old lady, then whirling our propellers and 
mussing her all up. 

MARYLYNN. That is not very nice. 

DON ANDONDO. I beg your pardon, it IS ex
tremely nice. Have you never tried it? 

MARYLYNN. Of course not. 

MICHAEL. It must keep you pretty busy, doesn't 
it? 

DON ANDONDO. Sometimes, but we take lots of 
days off, like today when I have nothing par
ticular to do. That is why I can give so much 
time to you. Where is that stork? 

[Enter, Right, THE CHEERFUL CHERUB.] 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Hullo, Don Andondo, 
what are you looking for? 
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DON ANDONDO. I want the stork. Have you 
seen him anywhere? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Why no. Hasn't he 
been here yet? 

DON ANDONDO. No. I don't understand it. 

TilE CHEERFUL CHERUB . 

innocence] It is amazing. 
can be? 

[With exaggerated 
I wonder where he 

DON ANDONDO. Imp, I suspect you. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [With amazement] 
ME? 

DON ANDONDO. Yes, you. 

TIlE CHEERFUL CHERUB. You can't mean me. 

DON ANDONDO. Now I am sure of it. What 
have you done? Did you tell Stork not to come 
here? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Don Andondo, you 
know I wouldn't do that. How could you think 
such a thing? 

MARYLYNN. I am sure he wouldn't do anything 
so mean, would you, Blue? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Of course not. Don 
Andondo has a very suspicious nature. 

DON ANDONDO. [To MARYLYNN, .with dignity] 
When you have known the Cheerful Cherub as 
~ong as I have, you will know that there simply 
Isn't anything capricious that he won't do. If 
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you ask me, I think he is deliberately trying to 
keep you and Michael from finding a baby. In 
fact, I know it. 

MARYLYNN. [To THE CHEERFUL CHERUB] Oh, 
you couldn't be so heartless I-Or could you? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. If you prefer to be
lieve Don Andondo's word rather than mine, 
there really isn't any use my talking. 

MARYLYNN. I'm sorry. I do wish the stork 
would come, though. [Looking out over the 
audience.] What IS that over there? 

MICHAEL. It looks rather familiar. 

DON ANDONDO. It's only Poppy. 

MARYLYNN. Oh, my goodness, I didn't recog
nize him with wings on. Poppy, Poppy, hey 
POPPY, come over here. We're here. Why, 
he's not paying any attention! POppy! 

MICHAEL. Is he deaf? POPPY. 

DON ANDONDO. He's not deaf. He just won't 
come when the Cheerful Cherub is here. 

MICHAEL. Why not? 

DON ANDONDO. Tell them what you did to poor 
Poppy, Imp. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [ Mystified] What I 
did to Poppy? Surely I didn't do anything to 
Poppy. You must be thinking of one of the 
others, but then I don't think they would do any-
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thing to Poppy either. I wonder what you can 
be thinking of? 

DON ANDONDO. [To the TWINS] You see, he is 
quite incorrigible. It was only last week that 
he found the Poppydophilus asleep on the edge of 
a cloud. The poor beast had taken off his wings, 
as he sleeps better without them. What did that 
impossible little imp do, but push him off, so that 
he fell into the lake and had to swim about a 
mile to get to shore. I had to go and get his 
wings for him again. Naturally now he won't 
associate with anyone who would do a thing like 
that to him. 

MARYLYNN. I can hardly believe it. 

TIlE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [/iVho has been amus
i1lg himself spinning the TWINS' tails] Don't try 
too hard. Don Andondo is at times unreliable. 

DON ANDONDO . You are perfectly hopeless, Blue. 
I think I shall go and look for Stork myself. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. That is a good idea. 

DON ANDONDO. Mind you don't do anything 
naughty to the twins while I am away. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Elaborately] No, 
no, of course not, Don Andondo. 

~ON ANDONDO. [To the TWINS] You stay here 
tIll I get back, so I will know where to find you, 
and remember that Blue isn't 'to be trusted for 
one moment. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Politely] Thank you, 
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Don Andondo. I do . hope you will be able to 
find Stork, and that you won't leave us for long. 
[DON ANDONDO exits, Left, with a wave of his 
hand to the TWINS. ] You must find your wings 
rather uncomfortable, as you aren't accustomed 
to them, don't you? 

MICHAEL. They are in the way a bit. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. If you take them off, 
you can lie down on your tummies on the edge 
of the cloud and watch what is going on below. 
You will probably find it very interesting. [Sound 
in the distance, ({ Caw, caw, caw, caw."] You 
will probably be able to see my brothers chasing 
the crows. N a one likes the crows, so every 
time the Cherubs have more energy than they 
know what to do with, they go down and tease 
them. You have probably often heard the crows 
sound all bothered and upset. That is usually 
due to the Cherubs. 

MICHAEL. I should like to see them, but is it 
safe to go near the edge? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Oh quite, if you take 
your wings off and lie down. 

MARYLYNN. I should feel safer with mine on. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Well, of course, if 
you are afraid, don't dream of removing them. 

MICHAEL. I'm not afraid. Where is the key, 
Marylynn? 

MARYLYNN. [In a whisper] Oh Michael, I 
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don't think the Cherub is to be trusted. You 
had better leave them on. 

MICHAEL. Pooh. You're just afraid. How 
can I lie down with these things on? 

MARYLYNN. You could sit on the edge and look 
over. That is what I am going to do. Remem
ber what he did to Poppy. 

MICHAEL. Perhaps Don Andondo wasn't telling 
the truth. Anyway I am bigger than he is. 
Please give me the key. 

[ (( Caw, caw." MARYLYNN reluctantly talus it 
out of her poclzet and gives it to him.] 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Who has been on all 
fours at stage back, gazing below during the 
preceding dialogue] Let me help you. 

MICHAEL. Thanks. [ He hands him the key. 
THE CHEERFUL CHERUB proceeds to strip him of 
his flying eq,lItipment which he puts down off 
stage, Right.] That feels better. Thank you 
very much. [ He lies down on his face at stage 
back, peering over the edge of the cloud. (( Caw, 
ca "] w, caw, caw, caw. 

MARYLYNN. May I have the key back please, 
Blue? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Certainly, here it is, 
but you are missing a lot of fun .. 

[MARYLYNN puts the key in her poclut and sits 
down beside MICHAEL. She laughs at the spec
tacle below.] 
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MARYLYNN. Oh, Michael, do look at our house. 
Doesn't it look funny from here? It is right 
below us. Do you suppose Tony is still search
ing for us? 

[THE CHEERFUL CHERUB tiptoes up behind her, 
reaches into her pocket, withdraws the key 
cautiously, and stepping back, holds it up, then 
hurls it far into space. A seraphic smile comes 
over his face.] 

MICHAEL. He will have a long search if he is. 

MARYLYNN. I don't see Cyclops, but I suppose 
he is too small to see from this distance. Gra
cious, I do believe that is that crosspatch robin. 
I mustn't let him see me. [She ducks her head. 
(( Caw, caw."] There he goes the other way 
now; that is a great relief. If he saw us I sup
pose he would say we were sitting on his cloud. 
According to him, the sky is his, so I suppose 
this cloud is too. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. No, it is only mine. 

MARYLYNN. Yours? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Well, ours. The clouds 
belong to us Cherubs. 

MARYLYNN. Isn't that a little selfish? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Always pleasant] I 
don't think so. That house down there you say 
is yours. If I walked into it you would say I 
should have knocked, or asked permission to go 
in. You would be quite right. Well, the cloud 
is our home. 
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MARYLYNN. Oh, I am terribly sorry. You are 
quite right, but we never would have been im
polite on purpose. It was only because we did 
not know it was yours that we barged up here. 
You see we were so very anxious to find the 
stork. Do you think Don Andondo will be able 
to get him? 

TilE CHEERFUL CHERUB. I shouldn't be sur
prised. He is so meddlesome, I am sure he will 
do his best. 

MICHAEL. How is he meddlesome? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Well, didn't he send 
you up here on an errand that was none of his 
business? 

MARYLYNN. That wasn't meddlesome, it was 
very kind. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. To whom? [MARY

LYNN pouts. ] Well, never mind, as long as you 
are here, we may as well entertain you. I will 
call the boys and we will sing you the Rainbow 
song. 

MICHAEL. The Rainbow song? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Yes, didn't you know 
that we make the rainbow? 

MICHAEL. [Sitting up] No, how do you do 
that? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Well, after we are tired 
of making it rain, our Cherubs and all the other 
Cherubs round about get together, and have a 
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relay race across the sky. We always fly in a 
curve so that the fastest team, which is the red 
Cherubs, can be on the outside and will have 
farther to go. We fly so fast and there are so 
many of us that we look like a solid band of 
colors from a distance. 

MICHAEL. My, it must be fun. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. It is. I will call the 
boys. I think the crows have had about enough 
for one day. [He goes to the edge, stage back, 
and gives a high-pitched cry, making it quaver 
by tapping his mouth with his hand. In a mo
ment or so the six CHERUBS arrive breathless and 
laughing, Right. (( Caw, caw."] 

YELLOW. I certainly got poor old Ebony's wind 
up pretty badly. 

MARYLYNN. Isn't that slang? 

YELLOW. I don't know whether it is slang or 
not, but I do know it "vas fun. 

RED. Which is the main thing. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. I told the twins we 
would sing the Rainbow song for them, boys. 
They are waiting for Don Andondo, and were 
getting a little bored watching you bully the 
crows. 

VIOLET. Let us get our breath first. We have 
been working hard. 

ORANGE. We can tease much better when you 
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are with us, Blue. You can always think of more 
annoying things to do than we can. 

INDIGO. Yes, indeed. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Thank you. 

MARYLYNN. Was that meant to be a compli
ment? 

GREEN. Judge for yourself. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. You must have your 
breath by now. 

RED. All right, let's begin. 

[The TWINS sit down, stage Right, to watch 
thmt. The CHERUBS sing and waltz and the 
TWINS join in after a while. See pages 62 and 
63 for music.] 

CUORUS. 

Raindrops are over, and sweeping on high 
Rainbow so radiant soars through the sky, 
Polychromatic and lovely to view, 
Bringing a promise of sunshine anew. 

1ST VERSE. 

Weare the colors that mingle aloft, 
Orange and Indigo, Violet soft, 
Green, Blue, and Yellow with Red gently blend, 
Skyward and down in a curve we extend. 

CHORUS. 

2ND VERSE. 

Cherubs of loveliness, seen far away, 
Variegated, a brilliant array; 
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Indigo, Orange, Blue, Violet, Green, 
Yellow and Red,-till we fade from the scene. 

CHORUS. 

[A t the end of the dance the six CHERUBS sit in 
a semicircle at stage bacl~.] 

MARYLYNN. Oh, that was lovely! 

MICHAEL. Yes, wasn't it? 

MARYLYNN. [Feeling in her pocket] Good 
heavens, Michael, where is the key? 

MICHAEL. I don't know. I never had it. 

MARYLYNN. Yes you did, you gave it to the 
Cheerful Cherub. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Yes, but I gave it 
back to you and you put it in your pocket. Look 
again, it must be there. 

MARYLYNN. But it isn't. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Perhaps it fell out 
when you were watching the crows being chased. 

MARYLYNN. I don't see how it could. My 
pocket is deep and I was sitting up all the time. 

MICHAEL. Perhaps it fell out on the cloud while 
you were dancing. Let's look. [All three 
search.] 

MARYLYNN. [Almost in tea,rs] No, it isn't 
anywhere. What shall we do, Michael? I don't 
want to wear these things for the r~st of my life. 
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MICHAEL. And I don't want to stay up here all 
my days, either. What can we do, Blue? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Shrugging his shoul
ders] It seems to me a little careless of you, 
Marylynn. 

MARYLYNN. But I wasn't careless. 
what could have happened to it. 
to cry.] 

I don't see 
[She begins 

MICHAEL. I knew all along that I should have 
had it to take care of. 

MARYLYNN. [Between sobs] That is a helpful 
thing to say. 

MICHAEL. [Desperately] How can I get down, 
what shall I do? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Q~tite unruffied] You 
had better go on looking for the key. You cer
tainly can't move without it. [ He win/~s at the 
other CHERUBS. MICHAEL sees him.] 

MICHAEL. What are you winking for? [To 
the six CHERUBS.] Why do you sit there like a 
lot of bumps? Can't you help us look? 

CHORUS OF CHERUBS. What is the use? 

MICHAEL. How do you mean, what's the use? 
Do you think I want to stay up here forever? 

MARYLYNN. And do you think I want to go 
around in these things always? 

MICHAEL. Oh, my goodness, you don't s'pose-
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you don't think Blue -_. [Looks suspiciously 
at THE CHEERFUL CHERUB.] 

MARYLYNN. I don't think Blue-what? 

MICHAEL. [To THE CHEERFUL CHERUB] You 
didn't-YOU wouldn't have taken it. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Innocently] ME? 

MICHAEL. Well, why did you wink at the others, 
then? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Did I wink at the 
others? 

MICHAEL. You certainly did. I saw you. [THE 

CHEERFUL CHERUB just smiles at him seraphi
cally.] Oh, you horrid little Cherub, give it 
to me at once. [He starts to chase BLUE. All 
the CHERUBS stand up and move around so that 
THE CHEERFUL CHERUB can dodge between them. 
This he does very successfully, roaring with 
laughter. Presently MICHAEL throws himself 
down beside MARYLYNN, Right, who has been 
watching the proceedings.] Why didn't you help 
me, Marylynn? 

MARYLYNN. I am too clumsy with these things 
on, besides he's much too quick for us. [Aside.] 
Let's try kindness. [To THE CHEERFUL CHERUB.] 

Please, Blue, tell us if you have the key? 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Of course I haven't the 
key. What good would it do me? I hate to 
be unpleasant, but you started it and we really 
can't entertain you here any longer. We will 
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noW make it rain until there is none of the cloud 
left. 

MICHAEL. But I can't leave. My wings are no 
use to me without tlfe key. 

TIlE CHEERFUL CHERUB. I think when we re
move the cloud you will find a way of leaving. 

MARYLYNN. [Screams] You wouldn't do such 
a thing. Michael will fall and kill himself. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Yes, but mortals are 
nothing to us. Come on, boys. [H e starts the 
Rain song and dance and the others join in 
softly.] 

MICHAEL. Stop, stop, I will fall. [They sing 
louder.] Marylynn, what can I do? Could you 
carry me? 

MARYLYNN. I don't think so. I had a hard 
enough time managing myself. Oh, I wish we'd 
never come. What shall we do, what SHALL 
we do? 

[The CHERUBS sing the song over and over, each 
time louder and faster. The dance gets madder 
and madder. The TWINS run around desperately, 
in the foreground, wringing their hands.] 

SECOND VERSE OF RAIN SONG: 

You will fall when we remove your fioor, 
Tumble to the earth and rise nQ more; 
Sorry as we feel to have you go, 
We belong above, and you below. 

[MARYLYNN suddenly grabs MICHAEL.] 
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MARYLYNN. Look out, Michael, the cloud is get
ting thin there. I can almost see through it. [ He 
clutches her desperately.] 

MICHAEL. Don't let go of me, Marylynn. 

[Enter, Left, DON ANDONDO.] 

DON ANDONDO. Come with me quickly, children. 
You are all right, Marylynn, I can easily carry 
Michael. [He shakes his fist at THE CHEERFUL 

CHERUB, 'Who stops the dance.] I'll fix you later, 
Imp. [They exit hastily, Left.] 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [ Making a face at him 
and 'Waving ] Good-bye. 

ALL THE CHERUBS. [Waving] Good-bye. 

CURTAIN 
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ACT III 

SCENE 1: Sa111,e as ACT I. CYCLOPS is sleeping 
on his stump and THE POPPYDOPHILUS sleeps on 
his haunches leaning up against the far side of 
the bench. Enter MARYLYNNJ MICHAEL, and 
DON ANDONDO, Right. 

MARYLYNN. Thank goodness we are here again. 
I can't bear to think what would have happened 
if you hadn't come along, Don Andondo. I hope 
we never see that horrible little Cherub again. 

MICHAEL. I hope we do. I'll fix him if I ever 
catch him. 

DON ANDONDO. Don't worry, you never will. He 
is much too smart. I don't think he would have 
really hurt you. He was just trying to give you 
a bad fright. 

MICHAEL. All the same, a little solid ground 
under my feet feels very nice. I am not so sure 
he would not hurt me. The cloud was getting 
very thin when you came along and saved me. 

DON ANDONDO. Why didn't you put your wings 
on, or rather, how did you happen to take them 
off? 

MICHAEL. Blue told me I could look over the 
edge of the cloud more easily if I did "take them 
off, so he helped me do it. Then the key got lost 
and I could not put them back again. 
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MARYLYNN. [With a wail] And I can't get 
mine off! 

DON ANDONDO. SO that's it, is it? I should have 
known better than to leave you alone with him. 
He isn't really so bad, but there is no mischief he 
will avoid if he can help it. 

MICHAEL. [Discovering THE POPPYDOPIIILUS] 
Why, there is Poppy! 

MARYLYNN. Where? [Sees him.] Oh, Poppy, 
darling, how nice to see you again. [She throws 
her arms around his neck.] 

TIlE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Awaluning with a start ] 
Surely I didn't hear anyone call me darling. Oh, 
no, of course not. I was asleep and it was just a 
pleasant dream. 

MARYLYNN. Poppy, you haven't changed a bit 
since we've been gone, have you? Of course 
someone called you darling. I did. [Hugs him.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Squirming and getting 
up] You're awfully bumpy with those wings on. 
You've dented me in several places. [Shalus 
himself.] How could I change? You haven't 
been away long enough. 

MICHAEL. It seems awfully long. Why did you 
:fly past us and pay no attention when we called 
to you up there? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Would anything induce 
you to go near that cloud again? No, of course 
not. Well, that is exactly the way I feel. Any 
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more foolish questions to ask? [ He starts pacing. 
MICHAEL looks angry, then laughs.] 

MARYLYNN. For heaven's sake sit down, Poppy, 
you'll trip! 

[Her warning comes too late. He does, and 
somersaults, remaining fiat on his back.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Ouch! Oh, dear. 

MARYLYNN. [Running to him] Are you hurt? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Yes, but I shan't complain. 

MICHAEL. Why don't you get up? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. What is the use? I will 
only fall down again. 

MICHAEL. That's true. 

MARYLYNN. Couldn't I --? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. No, you couldn't. I might 
sneeze again, and anyway, if there is one pastime 
I am really fond of, it is breathing, even if I have 
to lie on my back to do it comfortably. 

MICHAEL. Where are your wings? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. I took them off as soon as 
I got down. Why shouldn't I? 

MICHAEL. No reason. I just wanted to know. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. It seems to m.e there is an 
awful lot you want to know all the time. 

DON ANDONDO. [Ruefully] Well, I don't seem 
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to have been much help to you two. I am awfully 
sorry. 

MICHAEL. Oh, that's all right. 

MARYLYNN. It was very nice of you to try, but 
what am I to do about these things? 

DON ANDONDO. I'm afraid you will just have to 
stay a Pellering. You won't find it any hardship, 
as it is a very pleasant life. 

MARYLYNN. But I don't want to be a Pellering, 
I want to be a little girl. 

DON ANDONDO. Well, in that case, you shouldn't 
have lost the key. 

MARYLYNN. I didn't lose it, and if I did it wasn't 
my fault. 

DON ANDONDO. Possibly, but just the same it is 
gone, so I am afraid you will have to make the 
best of it. 

MARYLYNN. [Crying] I don't want to be a 
Pellering. I hate it. 

DON ANDONDO. You don't know very much about 
it yet, as you haven't been one for long. Stop 
crying and listen quietly while I tell you all the 
wonderful things we do. [The TWINS sit down, 
MARYLYNN with her hands over her eyes, sup
pressing a sob at intervals, but gradually get
ting 111J,Ore interested in the story. DON ANDON DO 

sits cross-legged in front of them.] You haven't 
any idea what fun it is making wind, or the 
endless variety there is to it. You have often 
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seen the sailboats skimming over the lake in 
summer races, but I am sure you never knew 
that flying around each one was a Pellering, try
ing to make his favorite one win. Sometimes 
there are two or three Pellerings to a boat, and 
then the little sails are pushed over till they 
nearly touch the waves. Sometimes the Peller
ings get so eager for their own boat to win that 
they blow too hard and turn it right over. The 
skipper doesn't like that and he usually says so. 
I think we are happiest out at sea, which is where 
most of us live. It is endless sport tearing over 
the surface of the ocean and raising enormous 
waves. These we push, sometimes for hundreds 
of miles, until we can roll them up on a beach and 
there smash them to pieces. If we get too rough 
the ships don't like it much, but then that is their 
lookout, not ours. If it weren't for us, the 
Cherubs would always make the rain fall in the 
same spot, but when we think that one place has 
had enough rain we take the clouds and chase 
them all over the sky. It is a wonderful, free life 
of constant travel and change. You do what you 
like from morning till night, and night till morn
ing, and the fun you have is simply endless.
Then you tell me you want to be a mortal again. 
You can't possibly mean it. I will get Michael 
some more wings, with a key of his own, and you 
can both be Pellerings forever and ever. 

MICHAEL. I wouldn't be a Pellerin~ again for 
anything. 

DON ANDONDO. What a strange boy yo'll are, but 
I am sure your sister will enjoy it. 
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MARYLYNN. I don't want to .enjoy it. Isn't 
there any way to get off these horrible wings? 
All I want is to be an ordinary little girl. It 
would be awful having to blow things round all 
day and make everything untidy. 

[THE POPPYDOPHILUS sits up and looks rather 
sympathetic. ] 

DON ANDONDO. [Coldly] I am afraid that with
out the key I can do nothing to help you. 

MARYLYNN. Oh dear, what shall I do? 

DON ANDONDO. I suppose if you feel as badly as 
that about it all I might go up and ask the Cherub 
what he did with the key. 

MARYLYNN. Do you really think he took it? 

MICHAEL. I am sure he wouldn't tell you if he 
did. 

DON ANDONDO. Well, it is the only thing I can 
think of to do. The last person I want around 
me is an unhappy Pellering, and unless Marylynn 
changes completely, it looks as though that is 
what she is planning to be. 

MARYLYNN. I certainly am. 

DON ANDONDO. All right, I will go and try Blue, 
then. It seems to be our only hope. 

MARYLYNN. Thank you so much, Don Andondo. 
I am very sorry I was so careless and that it 
has given you all this trouble. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Fudge. 
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MARYLYNN. What did you say, Poppy? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Fudge. Just fudge. 

MARYLYNN. And what did you mean by that? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Only that you are not a 
bit sorry to trouble him. In fact, you are sad 
that you cannot think of something that would 
trouble him more. 

MARYLYNN. That's not true. He has tried to be 
very kind to us. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [With a sniff] He's had 
a big success. One of you is a Pellering and one 
isn't; and Don Andondo lost one stork, one baby, 
and one key, all in the first hour of your acquain
tance. 

MARYLYNN. [Hotly] Well, anyway he meant 
to be a help. 

DON ANDONDO. [To MARYLYNN, aside] Can't 
you see he is jealous? He loves to be the centre 
of attention. There's no use arguing with him. 
He's a dear beast in his own way. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. That's right, whisper 
away. Don't mind me, please. Anything I have 
to say, I say out loud, but it's all right, as I'm not 
easily offended. 

MICHAEL. Since when? [THE POPPYDOPHILUS 

'Wall~s stiffiy over to stage Left, tur1'}s round 
and sf·ands with his back to the wings. DON 

ANDONDO laughs and exits Right. THE POPPY

DOPIlILUS amuses himself by trying to throw his 
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nose over his shoulder so it will stay there.] 
I suppose that is the last we will see of him. I 
think he was just trying to escape gracefully. 

MARYLYNN. Why, you're a horrid, ungrateful 
boy, after all he has been trying to do for us. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. I'll tell him what you said. 

MICHAEL. [Ignoring THE POPPYDOPHILUS] Huh, 
perhaps he gets a commission on every bit of 
business he gets for the stork. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. I'll tell him that, too. 

MARYLYNN. What is a commission? 

MICHAEL. You could not have been listening 
when Dad was explaining it the other day. You 
had better get him to tell you over again. 

MARYLYNN. It would save time if you would. 

MICHAEL. I wouldn't dream of it. You can find 
out for yourself. 

MARYLYNN. Just as I thought, you don't know. 

MICHAEL. I do too. 

MARYLYNN. You don't. 

MICHAEL. I do. 

MARYLYNN. You do not. [Angry silence. 
MICHAEL loo/~s up at CYCLOPS.] 

MICHAEL. I wish that lazy fat bird would wake 
up. He makes me feel queer sitting there.-Oh, 
for goodness sake! [As THE CHEERFUL CHERUB 
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enters} Left} by Playing leap-frog over THE 

POPPYDOPHILUS.] What did you do with the 
key, you wicked boy? [H e seizes the CHERUB 

by his hair.] 

TilE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Unperturbed] That 
is just what I came for. I began to think that 
perhaps after all I had been a little unpleasant to 
you both. 

MARYLYNN. [Indignantly] A LITTLE! 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Well, after all, ' I did 
not need to come here, so you may as well be nice 
to me as long as I did. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Don't be nice to him under 
any circumstances. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [With a sweet smile] 
Thank you, Poppy darling. 

[THE POPPYDOPHILUS turns his back to THE 

CHEERFUL CHERUB and the audience.] 

MICHAEL. Tell us where the key is before I 
shake you to pieces. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. That wouldn't do you 
any good. 

MICHAEL. It would make me feel better. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Perhaps, but it wouldn't 
make me tell you what I did with the key: 

MARYLYNN. You have at least admitted that you 
did something with it. 
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THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Yes, but that is all I 
intend to admit until your brother lets go of my 
hair. 

MICHAEL. If I let go, you will just flyaway. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Yes, I might do that, 
but as I shan't say a word until you do, you will 
have to risk it. 

MARYLYNN. Let go, Michael. 

MICHAEL. [Doubtfully] I hate to do it. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. There is no hurry, just 
take your own time. 

MARYLYNN. For goodness sake, Michael, hurry, 
or he will get cross and refuse to say anything. 

[MICHAEL lets go reluctantly. THE CHEERFUL 

CHERUB springs onto the bench and sits up on 
the bad of it. THE POPPYDOPHILUS' back is still 
turned.] 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. There isn't really any 
use my telling you what I did, as ten chances to 
one you will never find it again. 

MARYLYNN. Oh, deee-ar. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. [Looking over his 
shoulder at THE POPPYDOPHILUS] Why, I don't 
believe Poppy is listening. [ He jumps down, 
seizes THE POPPYDOPHILUS' nose and runs him 
once rapidly round the garden before he lets go. 
He then resumes his perch on the bench.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Going over to MARYLYNN 
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and p'/lttting his head up against her] N ow I 
have another two inches of nose to trip over. 
How old does one have to grow before one gets 
any respect in this world, Marylynn? 

MARYLYNN. Poor Poppy, it's a perfect shame. 
Never mind, just stay with me and I'll look after 
you. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. I see I am becoming a 
public charge, but I haven't any more pride, so it 
doesn't matter. 

[TIm CHEERFUL CHERUB is beaming.] 

MARYLYNN. Go on, Imp, please tell us. 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB . [Shying a pebble at 
CYCLOPS, who opens his eyes with a start] Well, 
all I did was to throw it away. 

THE TWINS. [In horror] Throw it away! 

THE CHEERFUL CHERUB. Yes, I just shied it 
over the edge of the cloud. Most likely it fell in 
the lake, or something . . Well, I think I have to 
be going. The others are waiting for me. I guess 
I will meet you flying around soon, Marylynn. 
[He leap-frogs over THE POPPYDOPHILUS again, 
turns and waves.] Good-bye. [Exit Right.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Who collapsed from, the 
weight of the departing CHERUB, and is lying in 
a heap, in a hollow voice] Has he gone? 

[CYCLOPS shuts his eyes again.] 

MARYLYNN. Oh, Michael, this is dreadful. What 
shall we do? [Humming noise approaches.] 
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DON ANDONDO. [Entering Left] I could not find 
him. The Cherubs said he had left, but they did 
not know where he was. I am sure he is hiding 
from me. 

MICHAEL. He was here. 

DON ANDONDO. Here? 

MICHAEL. Yes. 

DON ANDONDO. What did he do? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Still collapsed] . Only 
this. 

MARYLYNN. That wasn't quite all. He told 
us--

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Please don't anyone bother 
about me. I'm all bent and injured, but just talk 
on about your own little affairs. I dare say in a 
few days I may be able to get up again myself. 

DON ANDONDO. [ Helping him uP] You are a 
baby, Poppy. [To MARYLYNN.] Now, tell me 
what Blue said. 

[THE POPPYDOPHILUS sinks back on his haunches, 
leaning heavily against the stump and looking 
martyred.] 

MARYLYNN. He said -- Oh, Don Andondo, 
he threw it over the edge of the cloud ! 

[CYCLOPS opens one eye and looks at THE POPPY

DOPHILUS.] 

DON ANDONDO. The little wretch! I am awfully 
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DON ANDONDO AND 
THE POPPYDOPHILUS 

ACT I 

SCENE: A garden. Across the back of the stage 
is a hedge with hollyhocks growing in front of 
it. On the Right} abo'/ltt middle foreground} is a 
large stump; and in the Left foreground} a gar
den bench. [There may be a tree or two at the 
sides.] On the bench are seated MARYLYNN and 
MICHAEL, reading. 

MARYLYNN. My book is so dull, and it is not 
nearly supper time. 

MICHAEL. [Yawning] Mine is dull too, and 
I'm hot. Thank goodness Tony is not around to 
bother us. 

VOICE. Melin, Mica, Melin, Mica, Melin, Mica. 

MARYLYNN. [In a whisper] Oh, mercy, here he 
comes. 

MICHAEL. Hide, quick. 

[They run behind the stump.] 

VOICE. [Getting louder] Melin, Melin, Melin. 
Tony want Melin. 

[TONY runs in on a pair of rather uncontrolled 
legs. He is wearing blue rompers) ,and has fair 
curls.] 
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sorry, Marylynn, but you may as well start enjoy
ing being a Pellering, as that is what you will 
have to be now for the rest of your days. 

MICHAEL. [P~ttting his arms around her] If 
you like, Marylynn, I will get Don Andondo to 
give me another pair of wings, and then we can 
always be together. 

MARYLYNN. [With her head on his shoulder] 
That is sweet of you, Michael, but I couldn't let 
you do that. 

MICHAEL. I would probably get to like it. 

[CYCLOPS shifts around on the stump.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [As something falls on his 
head] Oooouch. 

MARYLYNN. Now, what is the matter? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. [Rubbing his head] Noth
ing, except that I have been stunned and my skull 
is probably fractured. 

DON ANDONDO. Stunned by what? 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Oooh. I think it was only 
a crowbar. 

DON ANDONDO. [Pouncing on something] Why, 
here is the key! Where in the world did it come 
from? 

CYCLOPS. [Opening the other eye] Is tl:J.at what 
you have been making so much noise about all 
this time? 

MICHAEL. Do you mean to say YOU had it? 
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CYCLOPS. Why shouldn't I? 

MARYLYNN. But why didn't you tell us? 

CYCLOPS. You didn't ask me. Besides, I was 
asleep. 

MICHAEL. Asleep, huh. 

DON ANDONDO. How did you get it? 

CYCLOPS. It wasn't very hard, considering it 
nearly killed my wife. She was sitting quietly 
on her eggs, not bothering anyone, when sud
denly she heard a crash in the branches and some
thing hit her. She shouted for help, so I went to 
see what it was about. Fortunately she wasn't 
really hurt, only badly frightened. The thing 
must have bounced off a branch and in at our 
front door. I do wish you would be more care
ful about how you drop things off clouds. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. And stumps. 

MARYLYNN. [To DON ANDONDO, c0111.ing to him] 
Please take off these wings quickly before any
thing else happens to the key. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Look out! 

[His warning comes just in time, as THE CHEER

FUL CHERUB runs across the stage, from Right 
to Left, lille lightning, maIling a grab at the key 
as he passes. DON ANDONDO springs out of the 
way just in time. The CHERUB disappears with 
a peal of laughter.] 

MARYLYNN. For goodness sake, hurry, Don 
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Andondo. That unspeakable imp will get the 
better of us yet. Thank you, Poppy, for warn
ing us. [DON ANDONDO hastily unlocks the wings 
and removes them. MARYLYNN stretches happily} 
seizes MICHAEL by both hands and dances round 
sholltfing.] Hurray, hurray, I'm a little girl 
again. My, it feels nice. 

CYCLOPS. It doesn't sound it. I don't think I 
have ever found a place where it was so difficult 
to get a little nap. 

M ARYLYNN. Poor old crosspatch. I would like 
to get angry with you, but I can't. 

TilE POPPYDOPHILUS. I can. 

[CYCLOPS t~tr11S his back.] 

DON ANDONDO. Well, thank goodness, you are 
children again, though I still think your taste is 
ve~'y peculiar. I am afraid Poppy and I must be 
gomg now. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. No will of my own; just 
ordered round from morning till night. 

MARYLYNN. Oh, must you go? You have been 
so kind. 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. But not much help. 

DON A:rmoNDo. That's true. I would have liked 
to find Stork for you, but the Cheerful Cherub 
was too much for me. 

MICHAEL. Well, you did your best. I can't 
imagine what anyone wants with a baby, anyhow. 
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MARYLYNN. You may see Stork yet. If you do, 
will you please give him our message? 

DON ANDONDO. All right. Good-bye, my dears. 
[He kisses them both and ntns off, Left, wav
ing.] Come on, Poppy. 

MARYLYNN. Good-bye, Poppy, darling. [She 
kisses him.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Thank you, Marylynn, I 
shall remember you always. 

MICHAEL. Good-bye, Poppy. [Shakes hands.] 

THE POPPYDOPHILUS. Good-bye. I must hurry. 
[He runs after DON ANDONDO and exits with a 
final somersault.] Oh, clear! 

THE LIGHTS GO OUT, OR THE CURTAIN 
DROPS FOR A MOMENT. 

SCENE 2: The same, only CYCLOPS has disap
peared, and the TWINS are asleep, as in ACT 1. 

TONY'S VOICE IN THE DISTANCE. Melin, Mica. 
[MARYLYNN walles, sits up, rubs her eyes, yawns 
and stretches. Voice grows nearer.] . Melin. 
[MICHAEL turns over.] Mica. [He appears, 
Left, and stops short at sight of the TWINS.] 

MARYLYNN. Hello, Tony, what is it? [A bell 
rings~ and she shakes MICHAEL.] Gracious, there 
is the supper bell. Wake up, Michael. 
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TONY. [R1-mning up to her} ta/~ing her hand and 
tugging] Melin, come kick. 

MICHAEL. [Sitting uP] What do you suppose 
all the excitement is about? 

TONY. Mummy's home. 

THE TWINS. [ht11l£ping up] No, is she? 

TONY. See has a dee wee baby. 

MARYLYNN. Oh, do you suppose it's true, 
Michael? Don Andondo must have found the 
stork. 

MICHAEL. What in the world are you talking 
about? Come on back to the house, quickly. 

[They nm off} Right} followed by TONY.] 

CURTAIN 
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TONY. [With more persistence than distress] 
Melin, Mica,-Ooooo. [Stops short to pick a 
daisy. After some difficulty he gets it into his 
belt buttonhole and toddles off stage, murmur
ing.] Tony find fowa. Nice fowa. Tony take 
pitty fowa to Nanny. [Exit.] 

VOICE OF TONY. Melin, Mica, Melin, Mica, 
Melin -- [Fades.] 

[Two heads appear around the sides of the 
stump.] 

MICHAEL. Thank goodness that's gone. 

MARYLYNN. [Coming out] I suppose we are 
rather mean to him. 

MICHAEL. [Following] Isn't that exactly like 
a girl ? You know he is nothing but a nuisance 
and always spoils everything. 

MARYLYNN. Well, the poor child has no one 
else to play with. [Yawns and stretches.] 

MICHAEL. Huh, he doesn't know how to play. 

[Throws himself on the ground in front of the 
stump, his head up against it, and chews blades 
of grass. MARYLYNN sits down beside him, 
yawns again and lies down.] 

MARYLYNN. Look at all the clouds. Do you 
suppose anyone lives on them? 

MICHAEL. That is a silly idea. 

MARYLYNN. [Ignoring the remark] I wish the 
birds could talk, or rather that we could under-
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stand them, because they must know what is on 
top of the clouds. 

MICHAEL. [Scornfully] Don't you suppose 
aeroplane pilots would know about it if there 
were anything there? 

MARYLYNN. Aeroplane pilots only think about 
their old engines, and whether they are flying in 
the right direction or not. I don't suppose they 
have ever looked at the clouds properly. The 
birds must know a great deal more. 

MICHAEL. I wonder when Mother will come 
home, and whether she will be able to find the 
baby or not. 

MARYLYNN. It seems to me she has been look
ing for a long time. I wish we could help her. 
Mrs. Bowen has one but I don't think she would 
give it to us. 

MICHAEL. Pooh, that one cries all the time and 
it can't do anything. What would be the good 
of it if she did let us have it? Besides, Mother 
said she wanted one that looks like Dad. It 
seems a queer idea to me. 

MARYLYNN. Well, if she wants a baby we ought 
to help her to find one, even if it does have to 
look like Dad. 

MICHAEL. I guess you are right. We might 
start hunting tomorrow. It's rather late today; 
besides it's too hot. [Pause. He continues in a 
sleepy voice.] I wonder what the surprise is 
that Dad said he would have for us after tea? 
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[His eyes close. MARYLYNN loollS ·at him} sees 
he is asleep} settles her head more comfortably 
against the stump} and sh~tts her eyes. P1'esently 
she too is asleep. With a silent fluttering a grey 
screech owl appears on top of the stU11'/,P from 
behind it. He peers at the twins} shifting his 
head in a se111,icircle from side to side two or 
three times} then in a complete circle} never re
moving his short-sighted gaze fro 11'/, them. Pres
ently he too goes to sleep. A 11'/,an} s head} in 
a blue hat of the toque variety} peeps over the 
top of the hedge. Presently the same head reap
pears from the Left wing and reveals a s11'/,all man 
clad in a red shirt and yellow overalls. He walks 
lightly over to the twins and stands watching 
them. Presently he reaches down and touches 
MICHAEL, who walus.] 

THE MAN. Good afternoon. 

MICHAEL. Gracious, good afternoon. Who are 
you? 

[MARYLYNN walles.] 

THE MAN. Me? Oh, everybody knows me. I'm 
Don Andondo. 

MICHAEL. Well, I've never heard of you. 

MARYLYNN. [Aside] Shhh, Michael, that's 
very rude. 

MICHAEL. [Sullenly ] Well, I haven't. 

DON ANDOr DO. [Pretending not to hear] How 
are you today, my dear? [To MARYLYNN.] 
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