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Cast 

Flora a ten-year-old girl 

Tootie Tickham her neighbor 

Donald Tickham Tootie’s husband, an off-stage voice 

Ulysses a squirrel (a puppet whose thoughts are voiced by the puppeteer) 

Phyllis Buckman Flora’s mother 

George Buckman Flora’s father 

William Spiver an eleven-year-old boy, towheaded and small for his age 

Dr. Meescham an elderly woman 

Rita the waitress at Do-Nut World 

Ernie the cook at Do-Nut World 

Mr. Klaus a cat (puppet) 

Alfred T. Slipper a.k.a. The Amazing Incandesto; looks a lot like George Buckman 

 

Doubling (using cast of seven, total) 

 

Option 1: 

Rita doubles with Dr. Meescham or with Mrs. Tickham 

George Buckman doubles with Mr. Tickham and Alfred T. Slipper (The Amazing Incandesto) 

William Spiver doubles with Ernie 

 

Option 2: 

Mrs. Tickham/Rita 

George/Alfred T. Slipper 

Donald Tickham/Ernie/Dr. Meescham 

 

Note    

Although the play can certainly be produced without projections, the script has been written with 

that possibility in mind.  My thought is that, for most of the play, projections are used in a 

limited way:  words, phrases and sentences that provide glimpses into Flora’s thoughts or 

excerpts from things she has read, and to show us what Ulysses is writing.  Projected phrases 

could appear as if typed on a typewriter, like the one used by Ulysses.  Optionally, phrases could 

also be spoken, either live by a member of the cast, or in recorded voice-over.   

During the final climactic sequence, beginning with the night Ulysses is shanghaied by Phyllis, 

I’m thinking it would be great if the projection world could open up wide and become an 

illustrative and dynamic part of the story-telling, perhaps in the style of graphic novels.  Changes 

in locales would be supported by projections of city streets, woods, skyscapes, etc.  The battle 

with Mr. Klaus could be accompanied by comic-book style “blams,” “kapows” and “zings.”  Etc. 



 

 

Projection:  “It all began with a vacuum cleaner …” 

Spotlight on a large, crazy-looking vacuum cleaner.  Then the light 

widens to reveal Flora and Mrs. Tickham. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

It’s a Ulysses Super-Suction, Multi-Terrain 2000X.  My birthday present from Mr. Tickham. 

Projection:  “Really.  A vacuum cleaner.” 

FLORA 

It’s nice. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

(not really) 

Yes.  Is he watching from the window? 

FLORA 

What? 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Mr. Tickham.  Is he in the kitchen window watching me? 

FLORA 

Oh, yes.  I see him. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

He insisted I take it outside and try it on the lawn.   

(imitating Mr. Tickham) 

“It’s indoor/outdoor!  It’s the crown jewel of vacuums.”  The thing already sucked up a pair of 

Mr. Tickham’s underwear.  What next?  But I guess I’ll have to give it a try, or I’ll never hear the 

end of it. 

A squirrel enters.  He is a puppet, perhaps a rod puppet, perhaps 

slightly larger than life-size.  He is of course controlled by a 

puppeteer.  When a line is attributed to the squirrel, it is in fact the 

puppeteer, voicing the animal’s thoughts in the third person. 

Neither Flora nor Mrs. Tickham notice the squirrel, who moves 

quietly in the background, looking for food. 
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MRS. TICKHAM 

Well, here goes nothing.   

She turns on the vacuum.  It makes a loud roaring noise, and then 

it pulls Mrs. Tickham with a lurch, dragging her around the yard.  

Flora is quietly amused.  She is less amused when the machine 

heads straight for the unwitting squirrel. 

FLORA 

Watch out for that squirrel! 

Flora makes a dash to intercept the out-of-control vacuum.  The 

squirrel looks up with alarm.  The action freezes, the lights focus 

in on the squirrel. 

SQUIRREL  

(directly to audience) 

Not much goes on in the mind of a squirrel.  The average squirrel brain spends ninety percent of 

its time entertaining variations on a single thought:  “I wonder what there is to eat.” 

Projection:  (a thought bubble that seems to rise from the 

squirrel’s head) -- “I wonder what there is to eat.” 

SQUIRREL  

So when this particular squirrel got swallowed up by the Ulysses 2000X, he did not think:  

“Here, at last, is my fate come to meet me!” 

Projection:  “Here, at last, is my fate come to meet me!” a thought 

that is then crossed out. 

SQUIRREL  

Nor did he think, “Oh, please, give me one more chance and I will be good.” 

Projection:  “Oh, please, give me one more chance and I will be 

good.”  Crossed out. 

SQUIRREL 

Instead, what he thought was, “Man, I sure am hungry.” 

Projection:  “Man, I sure am hungry.”  The word hungry is then 

underlined, once, twice, three times. 
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SQUIRREL 

And then he heard a terrible roar, and he was sucked right off his feet. 

The action resumes and the squirrel is sucked into the vacuum.  

The machine makes a god-awful dying-dinosaur groan and then 

shuts off. As Flora runs to the scene of the carnage: 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Oh, dear.  I think I’ve killed a squirrel. 

FLORA 

Help me! 

Flora grabs the vacuum.  It’s heavy, but with Mrs. Tickham’s help, 

she manages to lift it off the ground and shake it vigorously.  

Nothing happens, so she bangs it on the ground, then lifts and 

shakes again.  The squirrel drops out and lands on the ground.  It 

doesn’t look good; it’s missing a lot of fur.  And Mr. Tickham’s 

extra-large jockey underwear is wrapped around its head.  Flora 

gingerly removes the undies.  The squirrel is breathing heavily.  

Then, with a final shudder, the breathing stops.  Flora puts a 

finger on its chest. 

FLORA 

No heartbeat.  I think it’s dead. 

She gets on her knees, lowers her head to the squirrel and, after 

studying it for a moment, she puts her mouth on the squirrel’s 

mouth. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Have you lost your mind?!   

Flora breathes into the squirrel’s mouth, then pauses. 

FLORA 

Tastes like squirrel. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

What? 

FLORA 

Fuzzy, damp, slightly nutty. 
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She breathes into the squirrel’s mouth again, then begins to count.  

The puppeteer, who has been a silent witness to all this, now steps 

forward.  Lights shift. 

SQUIRREL 

Something strange happened to the squirrel’s brain.  Things went blank and black, and then, into 

the blank blackness came a light so beautiful, so bright, that the squirrel had to look away.  He 

was floating in a great lake of light, and it was wonderful, it was the best thing ever. 

FLORA 

Breathe! 

Lights shift back to reality.  The squirrel takes a deep, shuddering 

breath.  Then another. 

FLORA 

It worked!  He’s breathing! 

MRS. TICKHAM 

For heaven’s sake.  Where did you learn to do that? 

FLORA 

It’s called the kiss of life. It was in Terrible Things Can Happen to You! 

MRS. TICKHAM 

What's that? 

FLORA 

It's a series that runs in the back of my favorite comic book, The Illuminated Adventrues of the 

Amazing Incandesto. 

SQUIRREL 

The squirrel’s brain felt larger, roomier – as if several doors in the dark room of his self had 

suddenly been flung wide. And the squirrel thought: 

Projection:  Thought balloon:  “I wonder what there is to eat.” 

The squirrel shuffles over to the vacuum cleaner.  He sniffs at its 

base. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

What’s it doing? 
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FLORA 

I’m not sure. 

The squirrel lifts the vacuum off the ground.  He shakes it until 

random bits of crackers, and other food items fall out of it.  (This 

feat can be accomplished with the aid of the puppeteer.  It will help 

if the vacuum isn’t nearly as heavy as it looks.) 

MRS. TICKHAM 

That can’t be.  That can’t be. 

The pair stare incredulously at the squirrel shaking food bits out of 

the vacuum and then scarfing them down. 

FLORA 

If you’d read The Amazing Incandesto! you’d know that impossible things happen all the time. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

But a squirrel with super strength?! 

FLORA 

Why not?   

MRS. TICKHAM 

I don’t know. 

FLORA 

The world will misunderstand him. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

You bet it will. 

MR. TICKHAM (OFF) 

Tootie?  Tootie, I’m hungry. 

FLORA 

Your name is Tootie?  Tootie Tickham.  Listen, Tootie.  Go inside.  Feed your husband.  Say 

nothing to him or to anyone else about any of this. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Right.  Say nothing.  Feed my husband.  Right. 

She exits toward Mr. Tickham. 
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MR. TICKHAM (OFF) 

You’re not just going to leave the Ulysses 2000 sitting out there, are you? 

FLORA 

Ulysses.  Ulysses.  

(bending down and holding her hand out to the squirrel) 

Come here, little guy.  It’s okay.   Listen to me.  My name is Flora.  Your name is Ulysses. 

SQUIRREL 

I am Ulysses, thought the squirrel.  It was astonishing.  Everything was astonishing.  The setting 

sun made a halo of light around the girl’s round head.  When did things become so beautiful? 

Flora picks him up and cradles him like a baby. 

SQUIRREL 

He felt spectacular.  Strong, smart, capable, and – 

Projection:  “Hungry.  Very, very hungry.” 

The set transforms to include the kitchen, living room and Flora’s 

bedroom.  Her mother, Phyllis, sits at a typewriter in the kitchen, 

clacking away and sucking on a Pitzer Pop (like a Tootsie Pop).  

Hiding Ulysses as best she can, Flora tries to slip past her mother. 

PHYLLIS 

What are you doing? 

FLORA 

Nothing.  Are you writing another romance novel? 

PHYLLIS 

As a matter of fact. 

FLORA 

What’s this one called? 

PHYLLIS 

“On Feathered Wings of Joy.” 

FLORA 

Pop says you’re so in love with books about love that you didn’t know how to love him 

anymore, and that’s why you got a divorce.  
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PHYLLIS 

Ha!  Your father wouldn’t recognize love if it stood up in his soup and sang.  

FLORA 

Why would love be singing in a bowl of soup? 

PHYLLIS 

 (whacking the carriage return on the typewriter.) 

I’m on deadline here.  Go upstairs and do your homework.   

FLORA 

I already did it. 

PHYLLIS 

Well then … do it again.   

FLORA 

Goodnight. 

As Flora walks out of the kitchen and into the living room: 

PHYLLIS 

And no comic books!  Remember our contract:  “I, Flora Belle Buckman, promise to turn my 

face away from the / idiotic highjinks of comics and toward the light of true literature.” 

FLORA 

(overlapping) 

“/the idiotic highjinks of comics and toward the light of true literature.” 

(to Ulysses:) 

Talk about idiotic highjinks, how about those ridiculous romance novels she writes?   

Projection, a thought bubble rising from Flora’s head:  “I hate 

romance.”  Then, loud enough for her mother to hear: 

I hate romance! 

PHYLLIS 

You’re a natural-born cynic, Flora Belle Buckman! 

FLORA 

(to Ulysses) 

She’s right about that.  Which is why I like The Amazing Incandesto and I hate romance.   

On her way to her bedroom, Flora passes a little gaudy Bo-Peep 

lamp, standing on a table at the foot of the stairs. 
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FLORA 

(to Ulysses) 

That’s Mary Ann, Shepherdess to the Lost.  My mother bought her after she sold her first book.  

(imitating mother:)  “She’s so beautiful.  I love her with all my heart.”  She never says I’m 

beautiful.  I hate that lamp. 

They reach her bedroom and Flora sets Ulysses down on the bed.  

She takes a good look at him. 

FLORA 

You lost a lot of fur.   

(Ulysses looks at his threadbare tail.) 

Can you understand me?   

(Ulysses makes some vague movement that might be assent.) 

Nod if you understand me. 

(Flora nods.  Ulysses nods back.  Flora smiles.) 

Wow.  I hope I’m not imagining all this. 

Projection:  “Do not hope; instead, observe.”   

FLORA 

“Do not hope, instead observe.”  That’s also from Terrible Things Can Happen to you.  Terrible 

Things says hope gets in the way of action.  (Beat.)  So.  I’m going to try to explain what 

happened to you, okay? 

(Ulysses nods vigorously.  Flora smiles hopefully again.) 

Somehow, when you got vacuumed up by the Ulysses 2000X, you acquired certain … powers.  

Do you know what a superhero is?  Of course not.  A superhero is someone with special powers 

who fights the forces of darkness and evil.  Like The Amazing Incandesto.  Look.  

(She shows Ulysses the comic book.  Alfred T. Slipper is revealed 

in a separate light and then transforms as described.) 

Alfred T. Slipper, an unassuming, nearsighted, stuttering janitor, works at Goodness Knows 

Chemicals.  He lives a quiet life with only his parakeet, Dolores, for company.  Then one night 

he slips into a giant vat of Incandesto cleaning fluid and it changes him.  Now, when there’s 

some act of malfeasance by an evildoer, he turns into The Amazing Incandesto, a righteous pillar 

of light so bright that the most heinous villain is blinded by its brilliance and … basically gives 

up.  And that’s what a superhero is.   

(lights out on Alfred) 

And I think you might be one, too.   

PHYLLIS (OFF) 

Flora!  Are you doing your homework? 
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FLORA 

But how will you fight evil? 

Ulysses scratches his head thoughtfully.  During the following, he 

circles himself into a sleeping position.  His eyes close. 

PHYLLIS (OFF) 

Flora Belle!  Stop talking to yourself.  People will think you’re strange. 

FLORA 

(shouting) 

I’m not talking to myself! 

PHYLLIS 

Then to whom are you speaking? 

FLORA 

To a squirrel. 

PHYLLIS 

Not funny, Flora Belle.   

FLORA 

 “Holy bagumba!” – as Dolores the parakeet would say. 

(seeing that Ulysses has fallen asleep) 

It’s no wonder you’re tired.  You’ve had quite a day.   

Flora lies down on the bed and opens the comic book. 

Projection:  a thought bubble – “I wish Pop was here.” 

George enters her bedroom, maybe from the closet or somewhere 

else surprising.  In this memory, he is cheerful. 

GEORGE 

Time to get ready for bed, Flora. 

FLORA 

Hi, Pop. 

GEORGE 

Put away the comic book, please. 
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FLORA 

But I’m almost finished.  Anyway, you’re not really here, you’re just a memory. 

GEORGE 

(cheerfully) 

That is correct.  I’m currently asleep in my lonely little apartment on the other side of town. 

FLORA 

Exactly. 

GEORGE 

Who’s your friend? 

FLORA 

That’s Ulysses.  He’s a squirrel with super powers. 

GEORGE 

(imitating Alfred’s parakeet, Dolores) 

“Holy unanticipated occurrences!” 

His parakeet voice is good, and it makes Flora giggle. 

FLORA 

Dolores!  Do it again! 

GEORGE 

“Holy unanticipated occurrences!” 

 (Flora giggles delightedly.  George switches to a deep, dramatic 

narrator voice.) 

“He is an unassuming janitor . . . ” 

FLORA 

“But he will dare to battle the darkness of the universe!” 

GEORGE 

“Do you doubt him?” 

GEORGE AND FLORA 

“Do not doubt him!”   

GEORGE 

“Alfred T. Slipper will live to fight the forces of evil!  He will become known to the world as…” 
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GEORGE AND FLORA 

“Incandesto!” 

The two share a smile.  Then George disappears whence he came.  

Flora’s smile fades. She looks at Ulysses. 

FLORA 

(quietly) 

He is an unassuming squirrel.  But he will become known to the world as … (whispering) 

Ulysses. 

She falls asleep, still in her clothes.  Lights shift to create a sense 

of nighttime in the house.  After a bit of silence, Ulysses wakes up. 

SQUIRREL 

His heart was beating very fast.  Something had happened, but what?  He couldn’t think.  He was 

too hungry to think. 

Ulysses sits up and looks around the room.  He jumps off the bed 

and goes through the door and down the stairs (if there are stairs).  

He lifts his nose and sniffs. 

Cheese?  Something cheesy. 

He heads into the kitchen.  He climbs onto the table where the 

typewriter sits. 

Cheese puff!   

He gobbles the cheese puff greedily. 

More!   

He finds the bag of cheese puffs lying open near the typewriter.  He 

puts his head inside the bag and eats noisily.  When he’s had 

enough, he retracts his head from the bag and burps.  He spies the 

typewriter.  He goes to it.  He studies it.  He reaches out tentatively 

and pushes a key.  Nothing happens.  He punches.   

Projection:  “S”  He punches a second key.  A “Q” appears after 

the “S.”   

SQUIRREL 

He worked slowly.  It took half the night.  Was he fighting evil?  Who could say? But as he 

worked, his whiskers trembled and his heart sang. 
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Ulysses crawls back in bed with Flora.  Morning light up as 

Phyllis enters the kitchen, wearing an excessively romantic 

bathrobe, and glares at the typewriter.   

PHYLLIS 

Flora Belle Buckman!   

Flora wakes up. 

FLORA 

(sleepily) 

Don’t call me Flora Belle. 

(noticing the sleeping Ulysses) 

What’s that on your paws? 

She touches a paw gingerly with her fingertip, then looks at her 

finger.  She puts it in her mouth. 

FLORA 

Cheese powder.  Uh-oh. 

PHYLLIS 

Flora!  Get down here!  Now! 

Flora scrambles off the bed and makes her way downstairs, into 

the kitchen, where she finds her mother pointing at the typewriter. 

PHYLLIS 

What is this? 

FLORA 

Um.  That’s your typewriter? 

PHYLLIS 

I know it’s my typewriter.  I’m talking about the piece of paper in it.  I’m talking about the words 

on the paper. 

Phyllis rips the paper out of the typewriter and hands it to Flora. 

FLORA 

(squints at the paper) 

Sss … Squirtel!  It says squirtel! 
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PHYLLIS 

Keep reading. 

FLORA 

Squirtel.  I am.  Ulysses.  Born anew. 

Flora’s eyes go wide and she smiles broadly. 

PHYLLIS 

You think that’s funny? 

FLORA 

No.   

PHYLLIS 

I have told you and told you to leave this typewriter alone. 

FLORA 

I didn’t … 

PHYLLIS 

I am a professional writer.  That typewriter is the tool of my trade.  Plus, you ate the whole bag 

of cheese puffs. 

FLORA 

No I did not. 

Phyllis points at the empty bag sitting next to the typewriter. 

PHYLLIS 

You cannot eat a whole bag of cheese puffs, Flora.  You’ll become stout. 

FLORA 

But …  

Projection:  Thought bubble:  “The squirrel could type!” 

FLORA 

I’m sorry. 

PHYLLIS 

Are those the clothes you had on yesterday?  Did you sleep in your clothes again? 
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FLORA 

No.  Yes. 

PHYLLIS 

I don’t know what I’m going to do with you, Flora Belle Buckman.  But as of this morning, the 

typewriter gets moved into the sewing room, so I don’t have to worry about anyone ruining it. 

The doorbell buzzes, a loud, obnoxious buzz. 

PHYLLIS 

That will be your father.  He rings that doorbell to make me feel guilty. 

(another loud buzz) 

See?  Don’t just stand there, Flora Belle, answer the door.   

The doorbell buzzes loudly again.  As Phyllis exits with typewriter, 

Flora hurries over to the door and opens it. It’s Mrs. Tickham. 

FLORA 

Tootie Tickham! 

Tootie enters and whispers conspiratorially. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Where’s the squirrel? 

FLORA 

(also whispering) 

Upstairs. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

I’ve come to see if what I think happened yesterday actually did happen, or if I’m the victim of a 

bizarre hallucination. 

FLORA 

Ulysses can type. 

She holds out the piece of typing paper, still in her hand. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Who can type? 

FLORA 

The squirrel.  He’s a superhero. 
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MRS. TICKHAM 

For heaven’s sake.  What kind of superhero types? 

Projection:  Thought bubble over Flora’s head:  “Good question.” 

PHYLLIS (OFF) 

George? 

FLORA 

It isn’t Pop!  It’s Mrs. Tickham! 

Phyllis floats in, a big, fake smile on her face.  In the bedroom, 

Ulysses wakes up and makes his way to the top of the stairs. 

PHYLLIS 

Mrs. Tickham, what a lovely surprise.   

MRS. TICKHAM 

I just came to pay Flora a visit. 

PHYLLIS 

You came to see Flora?  Why? 

Suddenly, Ulysses leaps onto the top of the shepherdess lamp, 

which wobbles precariously.  Tootie screams.  Flora and Phyllis 

turn to look at the cause of the scream, then Phyllis screams, too.   

FLORA 

Holy bagumba. 

PHYLLIS 

How did that thing get in here?  If it breaks my lamp, I don’t know what I’ll do.  Mary Ann is my 

precious baby. 

FLORA 

(walking to the lamp) 

Oh, brother.  I’ll get him off the lamp, okay? 

PHYLLIS 

Don’t touch it!  It has a disease! 

The doorbell buzzes, followed by a small voice: 
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VOICE 

Great-Aunt Tootie? 

They all turn in the direction of the voice. 

PHYLLIS 

Answer the door, Flora Belle. 

Flora goes to the door and opens it to find a small boy, hair so 

blond it looks white, eyes hidden behind enormous dark glasses. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

William, I told you to stay put. 

WILLIAM 

I heard screaming.  I came as fast I could, but unfortunately I had a minor but extremely violent 

encounter with some kind of shrub.  And now I think I’m bleeding.  But no one should be 

concerned.  Who are you and what are you doing? 

This last is to Flora, who has been staring intently into William’s 

eyes, trying to see past her reflection in his glasses. 

FLORA 

I’m looking you directly in the eye to determine whether or not you have criminal intentions.  

It’s what you’re supposed to do. 

WILLIAM 

According to whom? 

FLORA 

According to The Criminal Element Is Among Us!, which is a bonus feature in some issues of 

The Amazing Incandesto. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

He isn’t a criminal.  He’s my nephew. 

WILLIAM 

Great-nephew.  

MRS. TICKHAM 

His name is William. 
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WILLIAM 

William Spiver, actually.  I prefer to be called William Spiver.  It distinguishes me from the 

multiplicity of Williams in the world.  It’s a pleasure to meet you, whoever you are.  I’d shake 

your hand, but I’m afraid I’m blind. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

You’re not blind.  He’s not blind. 

WILLIAM 

I’m suffering from temporary blindness induced by trauma. 

PHYLLIS 

How sad. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

He’s not blind. 

WILLIAM 

I’ll be staying with Great-Aunt Tootie for the summer. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Imagine my surprise and excitement. 

PHYLLIS 

How wonderful.  A little friend for Flora. 

FLORA 

I don’t need a little friend. 

PHYLLIS 

Flora is very lonely.   

FLORA 

I’m not lonely. 

PHYLLIS 

She spends far too much time reading comics.  I worry it has made her strange. 

FLORA 

I’m not strange. 
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WILLIAM 

I have to tell you that I smell something out of the ordinary, something not usually smelled 

within the confines of the human domestic sphere.  The blind have an excellent sense of smell. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Here we go. 

WILLIAM 

And if I’m not mistaken, what I smell is squirrel. 

They all turn to look at Ulysses, still perched on top of the lamp. 

PHYLLIS 

It’s got to go.  Flora Belle?  Get rid of it.  But wear gloves. 

WILLIAM 

Flora Belle.  What a melodious name.  I would be honored to be your friend, Flora Belle. 

PHYLLIS 

See how easy that was?  Now if you’ll excuse me, I must get back to work on my novel. 

Phyllis exits. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

(about the squirrel) 

What are you going to do with him? 

FLORA 

Take him back up to my bedroom, I guess.   

She gently removes Ulysses from the lamp and begins to go up the 

stairs.  Mrs. Tickham and William follow. 

FLORA 

Oh.  We’re all going.  I see. 

WILLIAM 

I, on the other hand, cannot see.  Would it trouble you terribly, Flora Belle, if I put my hand on 

your shoulder so you can guide me?  The world is a treacherous place when you can’t see. 

FLORA 

It’s a pretty treacherous place when you can see.   
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WILLIAM 

That’s a cynical thing to say. 

FLORA 

Yes it is.  I’m a natural-born cynic. 

As they head up to Flora’s bedroom: 

WILLIAM 

You’re awfully young to be a cynic. 

FLORA 

I’m ten years old. 

WILLIAM 

I am eleven, but I have an old soul.   

FLORA 

You don’t look eleven. 

WILLIAM 

I’m small for my age.  Excessive trauma can hinder growth.   

FLORA 

What trauma are you talking about? 

WILLIAM 

I’d rather not discuss it right now.  Let’s just say the universe is a random place, Flora Belle.   

MRS. TICKHAM 

Flora, may we return to the subject of my possible hallucination and your theory of a rodentine 

superhero? 

WILLIAM 

What are you talking about?  

FLORA 

Nothing. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Just keep quiet for a moment, William.  Can you do that?   
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WILLIAM 

(sighing) 

I’m an old pro at keeping quiet.  

Flora pulls out the typing paper, which she had stuck into her 

pocket earlier.  She hands it to Mrs. Tickham. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

(reading) 

Squirtel! 

WILLIAM 

Squirtel? 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Squirtel.  I am.  Ulysses.  Born anew. 

FLORA 

See? 

WILLIAM 

What does that even mean? 

FLORA 

The squirrel’s name is Ulysses.  And he has super powers. 

WILLIAM 

Wait a minute.  Are you positing that the squirrel typed those words? 

FLORA 

Positing?  Yes.  That’s what I’m positing.   

Ulysses sits up on his hind legs, looks at William, then Tootie, and 

finally Flora, a questioning expression on his face. 

WILLIAM 

You, a self-styled cynic, believe that your squirrel is a superhero? 

Projection:  Thought bubble: “Do not hope; instead, observe.” 
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FLORA 

(removing William’s hand, which has been perched on her 

shoulder all this time) 

He typed those words. 

WILLIAM 

Prove it.  Scientifically. 

FLORA 

How? 

WILLIAM 

Make the squirrel type something else. 

Flora gets her laptop, opens it and puts it in front of Ulysses.  

Ulysses looks at it.  The three humans gather closely behind him.  

He looks at them. 

SQUIRREL 

He understood that this was an important moment.  So much depended on him typing something.  

He had to do it, for Flora.  He grew very still. 

WILLIAM 

What’s happening? 

FLORA 

Just wait. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

He’s gone into some kind of trance. 

FLORA 

Shhh. 

Ulysses begins to type, and a projection of the letter “i” appears. 

FLORA 

It’s an “i”. 

WILLIAM 

So what?  Anyone can accidentally hit an “i”.   
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MRS. TICKHAM 

Would you please hush up, William. 

Ulysses continues to type. 

SQUIRREL 

He typed.  The people waited.  Destiny bestirred itself. 

Eventually, line by line, the following is projected as Flora reads: 

FLORA 

 i love your round head, 

 the brilliant green, 

 the watching blue, 

 these letters, 

 this world, you. 

 

 i am very, very hungry.” 

Flora turns to William. 

FLORA 

Still think it’s accidental? 

Mrs. Tickham faints.  Flora bolts into action, throwing a pillow at 

William. 

WILLIAM 

Hey!  Why'd you do that? 

FLORA 

Put it under her head. 

Flora grabs Tootie's feet, lifts them, then hands the feet to William. 

FLORA 

Here, hold these. 

WILLIAM 

What?! 

She kneels by Tootie's head and begins gently slapping her cheeks. 
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FLORA 

Terrible Things says “When someone faints, restore blood flow to the brain by raising the 

person's legs.” 

Mrs. Tickham begins to rouse. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

The squirrel.  The squirrel wrote … poetry. 

WILLIAM 

I don’t get the last line.  What does it mean? 

FLORA 

It means he’s hungry.  He hasn’t had any breakfast. 

WILLIAM 

So it’s literal. 

Ulysses nods. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

It’s poetry. 

Ulysses nods. 

WILLIAM 

Maybe, but it isn’t good poetry. 

FLORA 

Do you doubt him? 

WILLIAM 

Of course I doubt him! 

FLORA 

Do not doubt him.  Take off your glasses.  I need to see who you really are. 

WILLIAM 

I never take off my glasses. 

FLORA 

What, they’re glued to your head by evil forces beyond your control? 
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WILLIAM 

Yes.  No.  Actually, I’m afraid that if I take my glasses off, the whole world will unravel. 

For a moment, Flora almost believes he believes it. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Children, please. 

FLORA 

Every superhero has an arch-nemesis.  Maybe you’re his.   

PHYLLIS 

(off) 

Flooooorrrraaaa Bellllle, your father is here. 

FLORA 

I’ll deal with you later.  Right now you have to go.  Take him home, Tootie Tickham. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Yes, all right.  But first … Ulysses, I too am a great lover of poetry, and what you wrote moves 

me.  I’d like to share a small poem I have committed to memory, by a great poet named Rainer 

Maria Rilke.  Would you like to hear it? 

Ulysses nods enthusiastically.  Mrs. Tickham, clears her throat, 

then recites: 

MRS. TICKHAM 

“You, sent out beyond your recall, / go to the limits of your longing. / Embody me. / Flare up 

like flame / and make big shadows I can move in.” 

Ulysses has listened to her recitation raptly.  

FLORA 

(impressed) 

Flare up like flame.   

PHYLLIS 

(off) 

Flora!  Let your father in! 

Flora hurries downstairs, followed by Tootie and William, and 

opens the door. George is there, wearing a dark suit and tie and a 

hat with a brim, even though it’s a summer Saturday.  He is less 
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confident than he seemed in Flora’s memory, and less happy.  In 

fact he emanates sadness. 

FLORA 

Hi, Pop.   

GEORGE 

Flora. 

He sighs.  He does a lot of sighing. 

FLORA 

Pop, this is – 

GEORGE 

(to no one in particular) 

George Buckman, how do you do? 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Pleased to meet you.  I’m Tootie Tickham.  And this is my extremely disturbed and neurotic 

nephew, William. 

FLORA 

He prefers William Spiver. 

WILLIAM 

And I’m her great nephew, actually. 

FLORA 

He’s temporarily blind. 

GEORGE 

George Buckman, how do you do? 

MRS. TICKHAM 

We were just leaving. 

Mrs. Tickham goes out the door but William lingers.   

WILLIAM 

Flora Belle, before I go I wish to apologize. 

FLORA 

For what? 
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WILLIAM 

It wasn’t the worst poem I’ve ever heard. 

FLORA 

No? 

WILLIAM 

That distinction belongs to Sybil Flounder, a second grade classmate who wrote an entire poem 

about the contents of her nasal passages. 

FLORA 

So what Ulysses wrote was better than a poem about boogers? 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Come along, William. 

WILLIAM 

(to Flora) 

But … Will we ever meet again?  

FLORA 

Who can say, William Spiver?  The universe is a random place. 

William follows Mrs. Tickham off. 

FLORA 

I’m not quite ready, Pop.  I need to … brush my teeth. 

GEORGE 

Oh, that’s okay.  I’ll wait. 

He sighs again, as Flora goes back up to her bedroom, where 

Ulysses sits waiting for her. 

PHYLLIS 

(shouting, from off) 

George?  Are you in the house now?  Is Flora with you? 

GEORGE 

I am in the house.  Flora is with me.  That is, she’s – 

He sighs.  The clack-clack-clack of the typewriter echoes through 

the house. 
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PHYLLIS 

(still shouting from off) 

What are you two going to do today? 

GEORGE 

(shouting) 

I don’t know, Phyllis! 

PHYLLIS 

(entering) 

You don’t need to shout, I can hear you perfectly well. 

Flora comes downstairs.  She has stuffed Ulysses under her shirt. 

PHYLLIS 

What do you have under your shirt, Flora? 

FLORA 

Nothing. 

PHYLLIS 

Is it that squirrel? 

FLORA 

No. 

GEORGE 

What squirrel? 

PHYLLIS 

Don’t lie to me. 

FLORA 

Okay, it’s the squirrel.  I’m keeping him. 

PHYLLIS 

Listen to me:  that squirrel is diseased.  Did you see its fur?  Did you see the crazed look in its 

eyes?   

FLORA 

Let’s go, Pop. 
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PHYLLIS 

This will not work, Flora Belle.  That squirrel is not staying. 

FLORA 

I know.  He’s going.  With me and Pop. 

GEORGE 

What squirrel? 

(Flora pulls Ulysses out from under her shirt.) 

Oh. 

Flora heads into the kitchen while George and Phyllis stay in the 

living room.  Flora puts Ulysses on her shoulder. 

FLORA 

Sit on my shoulder.  Do not hope; instead, observe.  And listen.  The Criminal Element says, in 

order to understand what’s going on, you must become a Giant Ear. 

In sync with the above, a projection in the graphic style of The 

Criminal Element:  “You must become a Giant Ear!”  Flora and 

Ulysses cock their ears listen carefully to the following. 

PHYLLIS 

George, we have a problem. 

GEORGE 

We do? 

PHYLLIS 

The squirrel. 

GEORGE 

The squirrel? 

PHYLLIS 

The squirrel is not well. 

GEORGE 

He is an unwell squirrel. 

PHYLLIS 

There’s a sack in the garage.  And a shovel. 
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GEORGE 

Okay.  Sack and shovel. 

Long beat. 

PHYLLIS 

I need you to put the sick squirrel out of its misery. 

GEORGE 

I don’t follow. 

PHYLLIS 

For the love of Pete, George!  Put the squirrel in the sack, and then hit him over the head with the 

shovel. 

George and Flora gasp.  Ulysses stands at attention. 

PHYLLIS 

Then use the shovel to dig a hole and bury the squirrel. 

GEORGE 

Hit the squirrel with the shovel?  Oh, Phyllis, no. 

PHYLLIS 

Yes, George.  It’s the humane thing to do. 

FLORA 

Ulysses!  It’s all becoming clear.  William Spiver isn’t your arch-nemisis.  She is! 

Projection:  “Holy bagumba!” 

The set transitions to the donut shop and the puppeteer hands the 

squirrel to Flora, who gently puts him into a shoebox. 

Lights up on a donut shop called “Do-Nut World.” A sign says, 

“Try our special Giant Do-Nut with Sprinkles!” Flora sits at a 

table with George.   

FLORA 

Why do you always drive so slow, Pop? We could have walked here faster.   
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GEORGE 

Speed is what will kill you.  That, and taking your eyes off the road.  Never, ever take your eyes 

off the road or your hands off the wheel.  Now then, get whatever you want.  I’m going to have 

eggs sunny-side up and a Giant Do-Nut with sprinkles. 

Flora surreptitiously opens the lid of the shoebox a crack.  Ulysses 

pokes his head out.  His whiskers twitch happily. 

FLORA 

I don’t know why you look so happy.  There’s a shovel in the trunk, remember?  A shovel with 

your name on it. 

GEORGE 

What did you say? 

FLORA 

Nothing. 

GEORGE 

You really should have left the squirrel in the car. 

FLORA 

Someone might steal him. 

GEORGE 

Who would steal a squirrel in the parking lot of Do-Nut World? 

FLORA 

The Criminal Element says criminals are everywhere.  And anyone can be a criminal.  It says 

“the human heart is like a deep, dark river.  If we are not careful, that river can carry us along in 

its hidden currents of want and anger and need, and transform each of us into the very criminal 

we fear.”  Do you think that’s true, Pop? 

GEORGE 

What are you going to have for breakfast, Flora?  

FLORA 

Pop, I need to talk to you. 

GEORGE 

About what? 



- 31 - 

FLORA 

That sack.  And that shovel. 

GEORGE 

What sack?  What shovel? 

FLORA 

The sack and the shovel that you put in the trunk of the car, Pop.  What are they for? 

GEORGE 

I intend to dig a hole. 

FLORA 

For what? 

GEORGE 

A thing that I’m going to bury. 

FLORA 

What thing are you going to bury? 

GEORGE 

A sack! 

FLORA 

Why would you bury a sack? 

GEORGE 

Because your mother asked me to. 

FLORA 

Why did she ask you to bury a sack? 

GEORGE 

Why did she ask me to bury a sack?  That’s a good question.  I need to use the little boy’s room. 

He exits hurriedly. 

FLORA 

(peeking into the shoebox) 

Listen to me.  Keep an eye on George Buckman.  He’s a good man, but his heart is a dark river. 
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SQUIRREL 

Ulysses knew he should be worried, but he was too busy thinking about poetry!  Food and 

poetry!  What wonderful words.  What a wonderful, beautiful, delicious, Do-Nut World!   

A waitress, Rita, comes to the table. 

RITA 

What can I get you? 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses read the woman’s nametag.  “RITA!”  (projection of the nametag)  The exclamation 

point seemed insincere somehow.  But he didn’t care.  She was going to bring them food. 

FLORA 

(whispering to Ulysses) 

Lie low. 

RITA 

Well?  What’s it gonna be? 

FLORA 

(still to Ulysses) 

But be prepared. 

RITA 

Whatcha got in there? 

FLORA 

Where? 

RITA 

In the box.  Got a baby doll in the box?  You talking to your baby doll? 

FLORA 

I’m ten years old.  I know how to administer CPR.  I know how to survive at the South Pole by 

eating seal blubber.  Also, I’m a natural-born cynic.  I do not.  Have.  A baby doll. 

RITA 

Aw, come on.  Let me see her.   

Rita bends down, her head close to the shoebox. 
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FLORA 

Don’t get so close.  

RITA 

Cootchie-coo. 

Rita pokes her pencil into the shoebox slowly.  Suddenly, Ulysses 

pokes his head out.  Rita screams.  Ulysses leaps out of the 

shoebox and is airborne.  A brief freeze into tableau. 

SQUIRREL 

He had never been so frightened in his life.  The woman’s face was monstrous.  Her hair was 

monstrous.  That exclamation point on her nametag was monstrous.  His animal instincts kicked 

in and he acted without thinking.   

The tableau unfreezes and Ulysses continues his leap, landing on 

top of Rita’s head and getting tangled in her beehive hairdo.  She 

screams again and swats at him, Ulysses hanging onto her head 

for dear life as Rita runs around the restaurant in a panic.   

RITA 

Get it off of me! 

FLORA 

Ulysses!  Remember who you are! 

SQUIRREL 

He listened to the voice of the person he loved.  Flora. 

Ernie, the cook, comes out of the kitchen, holding a spatula. 

ERNIE 

What the – 

RITA 

(to Ernie) 

Don’t just stand there!  Do something! 

Ernie approaches Ulysses cautiously, brandishing the spatula. 

FLORA 

(to Ulysses) 

Do something! 
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SQUIRREL 

That was good advice.  So he did something.  He flew. 

Ulysses launches himself from the top of Rita’s head and flies 

straight at Ernie, then swerves to avoid him.  George enters, 

returning from the bathroom.  He ducks as Ulysses flies by. 

FLORA AND GEORGE 

Holy bagumba! 

Flora looks at her father.  He breaks out into a big, happy smile. 

FLORA 

Pop? 

(going over to him and slipping her hand into his) 

His name is Ulysses. 

GEORGE 

Ulysses.  Ha! 

They both smile as they watch Ulysses fly around the restaurant.  

Then George begins laughing with delight. 

FLORA 

(whispering to herself) 

Do not hope. 

(out loud, to her father) 

This malfeasance must be stopped.  Right? 

GEORGE 

Right. 

Flora sticks out her foot and trips Ernie as he passes by in pursuit 

of the squirrel.  He falls with a splat.  Meanwhile, Flora sees that 

Ulysses is headed for a collision. 

FLORA 

Ulysses! 

Ulysses looks back and as a result crashes hard into a wall [or 

window or door].  He falls to the floor. 
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FLORA 

Ulysses! 

She runs over to the squirrel and kneels, taking him into her arms.  

Projection in the graphic style of Terrible Things:  “Remember, all 

head wounds bleed excessively!  Do not panic!” 

FLORA 

He’s bleeding, but don’t panic. 

GEORGE 

Okay.  Use this. 

He pulls off his necktie and hands it to her.  She dabs at the blood 

on Ulysses’ head. 

FLORA 

Ulysses? 

Rita has gone to Ernie and helps him get up. 

RITA 

I think it was a rat! 

ERNIE 

It was flying! 

RITA 

It was in my hair! 

ERNIE 

 (pointing at Flora) 

You!  You tripped me! 

RITA 

She’s the one who brought that thing in here.  Dressed it up like a baby doll. 

FLORA 

I did not.   

(turning her attention back to Ulysses) 

He’s breathing and his heart is beating.  He’ll be okay. 
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ERNIE 

I’m calling the cops! 

GEORGE 

Do you really think a squirrel in your hair is cause for police action? 

RITA 

I think that thing gave me rabies!  My stomach itches. 

George helps Flora up and escorts her to the exit.  She cradles 

Ulysses in her arms. 

ERNIE 

I’m definitely calling the cops. 

GEORGE 

(announcing it to the world) 

George Buckman, how do you do!  (to Flora:)  Run! 

Blackout.  Act break. 

* 

George and Flora stand outside George’s apartment building.  

Flora holds Ulysses. 

GEORGE 

Now, before we go into my apartment building, I need to caution you about Mr. Klaus. 

FLORA 

Okay. 

GEORGE 

Mr. Klaus is huge and angry and orange and he wanders the halls peeing on the apartment doors 

and vomiting in the stairwell. 

FLORA 

Wait, this is your landlord? 

GEORGE 

No!  Well, yes, my landlord is named Mr. Klaus, but I’m talking about his cat, who is also 

named Mr. Klaus, and who, in addition to the nasty habits I’ve already mentioned, likes to lie in 
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wait until some unfortunate person comes along and then he pounces on your ankles and bites 

and scratches and growls.  I have the scars to prove it. 

FLORA 

Cats can smell your fear.  It’s a scientific fact. 

Projection, in Terrible Things font:  “The smell of fear incites a 

predator!” 

GEORGE 

Which is why we have to run, not walk, to my apartment.  Ready? 

Flora holds Ulysses close and nods.  They run off stage.  A moment 

later they run all the way across the stage as though through a 

hallway.  A moment later they run across again.  This time pursued 

by a large cat.  (This chase sequence might also be accomplished 

entirely with shadows.)  George and Flora burst through the door 

of his apartment and slam it behind them, both breathing heavily.  

George is laughing again.  Flora looks at Ulysses. 

FLORA 

He’s still out cold. What if he has a concussion?  What if he dies?  Can superheroes die? 

GEORGE 

We won’t let him die. 

FLORA 

The sign on the door across the hall says a doctor lives there. 

GEORGE 

That’s right.  Dr. Meescham. 

FLORA 

I’m going to see if he can help with Ulysses. 

GEORGE 

Well, you see Dr. Meescham isn’t – 

Flora goes out the door.  Through some stage magic, George and 

the door of his apartment disappear and another door appears, 

bearing a sign that reads “Residing Within: The Doctors 

Meescham!”  Flora raises her fist to knock on the door, but before 
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she can do so, it opens, revealing an old lady.  Opera music 

emanates from the apartment behind her. 

OLD LADY 

(with an unidentifiable Old World accent) 

At last.  I’m so glad to see your face. 

(Flora turns to see who she’s talking to.) 

I am speaking to you, little flower. 

FLORA 

Me? 

OLD LADY 

Yes, you.  Flora Belle, beautiful flower of Mr. George-Buckman-How-Do-You-Do.  Your father 

has spoken of you with much love.   

FLORA 

I’m looking for a doctor.  I have a medical emergency. 

OLD LADY 

Come in, come in! 

She yanks Flora over the threshold and into the apartment.  

Perhaps the door rotates to suggest that we are now inside the 

apartment with the two of them.  Flora looks at the closed door 

nervously.  The opera music is a bit louder now. 

FLORA 

My father talks about me?  To you? 

OLD LADY 

Often he speaks of little else.  Now then, what is the specific medical emergency to which you 

have referred? 

FLORA 

(looking down at the squirrel in her arms) 

Oh.  It’s Ulysses.  He’s hurt pretty badly. 

OLD LADY 

Ulysses?  A hero’s name.  Let us have a look at your hero, then. 

She moves to an armchair, sits and holds out her arms.  Flora 

gently hands Ulysses over to her. 
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OLD LADY 

My eyesight is not what it was.  When I was a girl in Blundermeecen, I could read the sign 

before anyone else even saw the sign.  Of course, Bludermeecen was a dangerous place in those 

days, and the words on the sign were often not the truth.  Anyway, now that my eyesight is no 

longer so good, I find this magnifying glass to be of great assistance. 

She studies Ulysses through a large magnifying glass, which makes 

her eye look huge to us (possible projection). 

OLD LADY 

Ah, yes.  I see.  He is a squirrel. 

FLORA 

For the love of Pete!  I know he’s a squirrel. 

OLD LADY 

He is missing much fur. 

FLORA 

What kind of doctor are you? 

OLD LADY 

I am the Dr. Meescham who is the doctor of philosophy.  My husband, the other Dr. Meescham, 

was the medical doctor.  But he has passed away.  That is a euphemism, of course.  I mean he is 

dead.  They creep in, the euphemisms, and attempt to make the difficult things more pleasing.   

FLORA 

Well I need a medical doctor.  I think Ulysses might have a concussion. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

We must remain calm, and you must tell me please what happened that makes you think 

concussion. 

FLORA 

He hit a wall [or “door” or “window”].  With his head. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Hmmm, yes.  This could give a concussion.  When I was a girl in Blundermeecen, people were 

often getting concussions.  Gifts from the trolls, you understand. 

FLORA 

The trolls?  What are you talking about?  Look at him.  Does he look like he has a concussion? 
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DR. MEESCHAM 

The pupils of his little eyes are not dilated.  So this is a hopeful sign.  Next we will see if he 

remembers what happened.  Ulysses? 

Ulysses startles awake.   

SQUIRREL 

He looked at the giant watery eye.  It was mesmerizing and beautiful.  It was like staring at a 

small planet, a whole sad and lonely world.  Was he dead?  Had he been hit over the head with a 

shovel and buried in a sack?  He heard someone singing.  Was it an angel?   

FLORA 

Ulysses, do you remember what happened?  Do you remember Do-Nut World? 

SQUIRREL 

Did he remember being in Rita’s hair?  Did he remember Rita screaming?  Did he remember 

flying?  Did he remember hitting his head very hard?  Did he remember not getting to eat a giant 

donut with sprinkles?  Yes, yes, yes, yes.  And yes. 

He nods. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Oh.  He nods his head.  He communicates with you. 

FLORA 

He’s, um, different.  Special.  A special kind of squirrel. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Excellent!  Good!  I believe this! 

FLORA 

Something happened to him.  He was sucked up in a vacuum cleaner, and it changed him. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Of course.  But how did it change him, please?   

FLORA 

He’s strong.  And he can fly.  And he types.  He writes, um poetry. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Strength! Flight! Poetry!  And his name is Ulysses – an important name. 
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FLORA 

Well, it was the name of the vacuum cleaner that almost killed him. 

Dr. Meescham gathers Ulysses up, holds him close to her face and 

looks him in the eye.  Ulysses meets her gaze. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

You must also list among his powers the ability to understand.  This is no small thing, to 

understand.  Good.  I am thinking that Ulysses is not concussed.  There is only this little cut on 

his head, other than that:  fine, good, great!  I am thinking maybe the squirrel is hungry. 

Ulysses nods enthusiastically. 

SQUIRREL 

Yes, he was very hungry!  He would like a giant donut with sprinkles.  Or an egg, sunny-side up. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

I will make a sandwich. 

SQUIRREL 

Or a sandwich. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

I will make us all sandwiches.  You sit here, on the horsefair sofa, and listen to Mozart. 

Dr. Meescham exits.  Flora sits on the huge couch.  Then she 

slowly, very slowly, slides off of it. 

FLORA 

What?! 

She climbs back up on the couch, hands to either side, legs straight 

out in front of her.  But she slides off again.  Then she notices 

something, a painting hanging on the fourth wall.  She gathers 

Ulysses up and walks to the painting. 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses looked at Flora looking at a painting on the wall.   

FLORA 

Huh.  A tiny boat floating on a black sea.  And something is wrapped around the boat.  For the 

love of Pete!  It’s a giant squid.  The boat is being eaten by a giant squid!  Holy bagumba! 
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Dr. Meescham returns, holding a plate of sandwiches. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Ah, you are studying my poor, lonely giant squid. 

FLORA 

Lonely? 

DR. MEESCHAM 

The giant squid is the loneliest of all God’s creatures.  He can sometimes go his whole life 

without seeing another of his kind. 

FLORA 

But he’s a villain.  He’s going to eat all the people on the boat. 

DR.  MEESCHAM 

Yes.  Loneliness sometimes makes us do terrible things.  Now, you and squirrel will sit on the 

horsehair sofa, please, and you will eat a jelly sandwich. 

Flora sits, managing to stay aboard the sofa this time.  Ulysses 

scrambles onto her lap.  She gives him a bit of sandwich and 

watches him eat.   

DR. MEESCHAM 

Our patient is hungry. 

FLORA 

He never had breakfast. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

You are enjoying the horsehair sofa? 

FLORA 

I guess. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

When I was a girl, I sat on this sofa and spoke with my grandmother about things that did not 

matter, well into the gloom of the evening.  That is what a girl in Blundermeecen did in those 

days.  Also, she must knit.  Always, as the gloom of the evening descends, the girl must be 

knitting outfits for the little trolls. 

FLORA 

What trolls? 
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DR. MEESCHAM 

Never mind.  But nowadays your father often sits with me on the sofa.  He is a lonely man.  Also 

very sad.  To leave you, this broke his heart. 

FLORA 

It did? 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Yes.  Mr. George Buckman-How-Do-You-Do has sat on this sofa many times and talked of his 

sadness.  He has wept.  This sofa has seen the tears of many people.  It is a good sofa for tears.  

They roll off it, you see. 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses looked up into Flora’s eyes and saw tears welling up in them.  Was she going to cry? 

Flora angrily wipes her eyes.  She hands Ulysses another bite of 

sandwich. 

FLORA 

Natural born cynics don’t cry! 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Bah!  Cynics are people who are afraid to believe.  You are not so.  You are like your father.   

FLORA 

What do you mean? 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Mr. George Buckman is capacious of heart.  Do you know what this means? 

(Flora and Ulysses shake their heads.) 

It means his heart is large.  It can contain much joy … and also much sorrow. 

FLORA 

Oh. 

Flora and Dr. M. look at Ulysses, nibbling on his sandwich. 

FLORA 

I believe Ulysses is a superhero.  But he hasn’t really done anything heroic yet.  He hasn’t saved 

anyone, which is what superheroes are supposed to do. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

We must be patient.  So many miracles have not yet happened.   
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(A knock at the door.) 

This will be your father, Mr. George Buckman.  

 (Flora goes to the door and opens it, revealing George, who 

smiles and takes off his hat.) 

GEORGE 

Time to get you home, buttercup.  

DR. MEESCHAM 

Of course.  But first:  When I was a girl in Blundermeecen, when we parted we wondered always 

if we would see each other again.  Blundermeecen was a place of dark secrets, terrible curses, 

and trolls always everywhere.  So we said goodbye this way:  I promise to always turn back 

toward you.  So:  Flora Belle Buckman, I promise to always turn back toward you.  For who 

knows what may happen? 

Suddenly, with an unholy shriek, a cat – Mr. Klaus – comes out of 

nowhere and lands on top of George’s head.   

FLORA 

Pop! 

Ulysses leaps.  He flies across the room and lands on the cat.  

After a brief bit of wrestling, Ulysses lifts the cat like a sack of 

potatoes and hurls him back out into the hallway.  Another shriek – 

this one of distress – before George quickly closes the door behind 

him.  The Mozart bursts into a fanfare of triumph! 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Villainy vanquished!  

Projection:  “Villainy Vanquished!”   

GEORGE 

George Buckman -- 

GEORGE AND FLORA AND DR. MEESCHAM 

(smiling) 

-- How do you do! 

Transition:  the sofa becomes the front seat of George’s Rambler.  

Flora sits beside George, with Ulysses on her lap, or seated beside 
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her.  Lights/sounds/projections and a steering wheel help evoke the 

drive home. 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses could feel that Flora was happy, happier than he’d ever seen her.  But then, as they drove 

home, the quiet broken only by the sound of the windshield wipers moving back and forth, back 

and forth, Ulysses felt her mood slowly darken.  The word that came into his head was … 

foreboding. 

FLORA 

Do you remember the Darkness of 10,000 Hands? 

GEORGE 

Of course.  “He wields 10,000 hands of anger, greed and revenge.  He is the sworn enemy of 

Incandesto.” 

FLORA 

His arch-nemesis. 

GEORGE 

That’s right. 

FLORA 

Ulysses has an arch-nemesis, too.  I think you know who I mean. 

GEORGE 

Everything will be fine.  Ulysses has the heart of a superhero. 

Flora puts her finger on Ulysses’ heart. 

FLORA 

Pop?  Can I feel your heart? 

GEORGE 

My heart?  Okay.  Sure. 

George takes his hands off the wheel and holds his arms out wide.  

Flora puts her hand on his heart.  She smiles. 

FLORA 

Capacious.  Thanks, Pop. 
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GEORGE 

(taking his eyes off the road to look at her) 

You bet.    

He puts his hands back on the wheel.  He stops the car.  They have 

arrived at the house.   

GEORGE 

Home sweet home. 

FLORA 

Yeah. 

They exit the car (the couch goes away) and they enter the house.  

We hear Phyllis’s laugh, then William’s high-pitched laugh.  

PHYLLIS 

“Frederico, I have dreamed of you for eons.” 

WILLIAM 

No.  “I’ve dreamed of you for all eternity.” 

PHYLLIS 

Ooh, that’s better.   

FLORA 

Don’t go yet, Pop.  

Flora and George listen to a conversation coming from inside the 

house, punctuated occasionally by the clacking of the typewriter: 

WILLIAM 

And then Frederico says, “And I have dreamed of you, Angelique, my darling, dreams so vivid 

and beautiful that I am loath to wake to reality.” 

PHYLLIS 

Ooooh, that’s really good. 

More clacking. 

FLORA 

Do you think that’s good?  Do you think that’s good writing? 

Both George and Ulysses shake their heads. 
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FLORA 

I think it’s terrible.  (shouting:)  Treacle!  It’s treacle! 

Beat. 

PHYLLIS 

(off) 

Flora? 

After a moment, Phyllis and William appear.  

WILLIAM 

Flora Belle!  You’ve come back.  And is that the squirrel I smell? 

PHYLLIS 

Squirrel!  What in the world are you doing back here with that squirrel?  George, I told you – 

FLORA 

(shouting) 

This malfeasance must be stopped!   

PHYLLIS 

I asked you to do one thing, George.  To take care of the squirrel situation. 

GEORGE 

George Buckman, how do you do? 

FLORA 

Stop calling it “the squirrel situation.”  That’s a euphemism.  You asked Pop to murder Ulysses. 

PHYLLIS 

(noticing George’s bandaged ear) 

What on earth happened to you?  You look like you’ve been in a battle. 

GEORGE 

Mr. Klaus attacked me.  He landed on my head, it was a surprise attack. 

PHYLLIS 

Your landlord jumped on your head? 

GEORGE 

No, the cat, I wasn’t prepared, and he bit my ear and there was a lot of pain, but the squirrel 

rescued me. 
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WILLIAM 

Interesting. 

FLORA 

What are you even doing here, William Spiver?  Why are you in this house with my mother? 

PHYLLIS 

He’s assisting me with my novel.  He has a gift. 

WILLIAM 

I do have a certain facility with words.  Although my interests lie less in the area of romance and 

more in science fiction. Quarks, dwarf stars, black holes and the like.  Did you know, for 

instance, that the universe is expanding as we speak? 

Ulysses shakes his head vigorously, amazed. 

FLORA 

You’re a traitor.  And you (pointing at her mother) are a villain, an arch-nemesis! 

PHYLLIS 

I’m someone who wants what’s best for you.  If that makes me a villain, fine. 

FLORA 

I’m moving in with Pop. 

GEORGE 

What? 

PHYLLIS 

Your father doesn’t know how to take care of himself, much less someone else. 

FLORA 

At least he doesn’t wish he had a lamp for a daughter. 

WILLIAM 

I feel like I’m missing something. 

FLORA 

I want to live with Pop. 

GEORGE 

Really? 
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PHYLLIS 

Go right ahead.  It would certainly make my life easier. 

A sudden chill in the room.  Flora turns away, fighting back tears.  

She takes Ulysses off her shoulder and holds him. 

WILLIAM 

Mrs. Buckman, perhaps you would like to retract those last words?  They seem a bit harsh. 

(Phyllis says nothing.) 

All right, then.  I will speak.  Flora Belle, to answer your question, the only reason I am here is 

that I missed you, and I came to see if you had returned. 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses looked up at Flora’s eyes and saw something new there.  As though something was 

making her heart squinch up. 

FLORA 

(to herself, as an expletive) 

Seal blubber. 

WILLIAM 

I beg your pardon? 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses wasn’t sure exactly what was happening, but he knew the person he loved was upset.  

And he knew he had to do something.  So he did something. 

Ulysses leaps into the air and begins flying around the room. 

PHYLLIS 

Oh, no.  No, no, no. 

GEORGE 

Yes. Oh, yes yes, yes. 

Lights shift. The humans freeze, or move in slow motion, as 

Ulysses flies. He zooms, he floats, he dives, he flies to the ceiling. 

He does a lazy, midair back-flip. 

SQUIRREL 

It was just like when he flew in Do-Nut World. Everything got very quiet. The world became 

dreamy, beautiful, slow. 
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WILLIAM 

What is it?  What’s happening? 

GEORGE 

Do you see, Phyllis?  Do you?  Anything can happen. 

PHYLLIS 

Okay. I have to go upstairs and lie down for a little while. 

WILLIAM 

Will someone please tell me what’s going on? 

GEORGE 

He’s flying. Ulysses is flying! 

PHYLLIS 

A little nap. That’s what I need. 

She exits.  Ulysses flies out of the room and heads deep into the 

house. After a moment, we hear the clacking sound of the 

typewriter. 

GEORGE 

He flies!  He vanquishes cats!  He types!  It’s amazing!  But I think I’d better go have a word 

with your mother about the whole, um, situation. 

George exits.  Typewriter clacking continues. 

WILLIAM 

Flora Belle? 

FLORA 

What? 

WILLIAM 

I just wanted to make sure you were still here.   

FLORA 

Where else would I be? 

WILLIAM 

Well you did say you were moving out. 
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FLORA 

She wants me to leave.  My lips are numb. 

WILLIAM 

I know the feeling.  It’s a side effect of trauma. 

FLORA 

What happened to you?  Really. 

The clacking of the typewriter stops. 

WILLIAM 

I was banished. 

FLORA 

Who banished you? 

WILLIAM 

My mother.  There was an unfortunate incident involving her new husband, a man who is not my 

father and who bears the ridiculous name of Tyrone. 

FLORA 

Where’s your father? 

WILLIAM 

He died. 

FLORA 

Oh. 

WILLIAM 

He was also named William.  He played the piano wonderfully well and had a remarkable 

knowledge of astronomy.  Also, he had delicate feet.  Very tiny.  I, too, am small of foot. 

(Flora steals a look at his feet.) 

And now my mother is married to a man named Tyrone, who does not have delicate feet, and 

who knows nothing about the mysteries of the universe, and who sold my father’s piano, and 

who insists on calling me Billy. 

FLORA 

Oh. 
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WILLIAM 

My name, as you know, is not now, nor has it ever been … Billy.  But he refused to call me 

anything else, no matter how strongly I objected.  So finally, one thing led to another and some 

unfortunate events occurred.  And so I was banished. 

FLORA 

What unfortunate events? 

WILLIAM 

It’s complicated.  I don’t want to talk about it.  But why did you say your mother wanted a lamp 

for a daughter? 

FLORA 

It’s complicated. 

Beat.  The clacking of the typewriter resumes. 

FLORA 

When the people of Blundermeecen part, do you know what they say? 

WILLIAM 

Do you smell something funny? 

FLORA 

No!  They say – 

WILLIAM 

A sort of smoky kind of smell? 

FLORA 

What are you talking about? 

Phyllis and George appear.  Phyllis has traded her Pitzer Pop for 

a candy cigarette.  George has his arm around her. 

FLORA 

Why do you have your arm around her?  And why are you smoking?  I thought you quit? 

PHYLLIS 

It’s just a candy cigarette. 

GEORGE 

She did try to light it, however.  That’s what smells. 
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The candy cigarette slowly disappears as Phyllis eats it.  Then she 

takes out another and puts it in her mouth. 

 

GEORGE 

We have some good news, Flora. 

FLORA 

(dubious) 

Really? 

GEORGE 

Your mother thinks it would be wonderful to have the squirrel stay here. 

FLORA 

What?!  Here?!  With her?!   

GEORGE 

And you.  You, your mother, the squirrel. 

FLORA 

Mom? 

PHYLLIS 

I would be honored. 

(rapidly chewing the new cigarette into her mouth – then she hears 

the typewriter) 

Who's typing? 

WILLIAM 

It's the squirrel.  He’s begun a new poem. 

PHYLLIS 

The squirrel.  On my typewriter.  The tool of my trade. 

Phyllis abruptly exits.  Flora runs after her.  We hear the whirr of 

the typewriter drum spinning as a sheet of paper is forcefully 

pulled out of it.  Phyllis re-enters with a sheet of typing paper in 

her hand.  Flora follows, holding Ulysses. 

PHYLLIS 

Shall I read the squirrel poem aloud? 
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WILLIAM 

Please. 

SQUIRREL 

Actually, it isn’t –  

PHYLLIS 

“RITA! 

Do-Nut World 

Giant squid 

Little shepherdess 

Vanquished 

Banished 

Capacious 

Quark  

Universe parenthesis expanding 

Blundermeecen 

I promise to always turn back toward you. 

SQUIRREL 

They were good words, Ulysses thought.  But they weren’t a poem yet.  Just a list of words that 

could become a poem, once he arranged them, put them in the order of his heart. 

GEORGE 

That’s some swell poetry. 

WILLIAM 

Not really.  It’s actually pretty lousy, and he deserves honest criticism, even if he is a squirrel.  

But I do like the last part, the part about turning back.  That has some emotional heft to it. 

PHYLLIS 

(a hypnotized quality to her voice) 

Well, I think it’s just great, and I’m glad to welcome another writer into the family. 

She pats Ulysses on the head, a little too hard, then takes out 

another candy cigarette and chews it. 

FLORA 

Why are you talking like that? 

PHYLLIS 

Like what? 
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FLORA 

Like you’re hypnotized or something. 

A knock at the door. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Yoo-hoo. 

SQUIRREL 

(happily) 

Tootie! 

FLORA 

(in dismay) 

Tootie! 

PHYLLIS 

Mrs. Tickham, do come in.  We were just reading a little poetry.  Squirrel poetry. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Oooo, may I hear it? 

(Phyllis hands her the list of words and Mrs. Tickham reads them.) 

“I promise to always turn back toward you.”  Heartbreaking.   

WILLIAM 

The rest of it needs work. 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses agreed, and he was eager to get to it. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

William, your mother called for you. 

WILLIAM 

She did?  Does she want me to come home? 

FLORA 

(quietly, to herself) 

Do not hope. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Unfortunately not.  But it’s dinnertime.  Come home with me and we’ll eat. 
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WILLIAM 

Oh. All right.  Goodbye, Flora Belle. 

FLORA 

Bye. 

Tootie and William exit. 

PHYLLIS 

We should have dinner, too.  Would you like that, Mr. Squirrel?  There’s macaroni and cheese in 

the oven.   

(Ulysses nods happily.) 

I’ll set the table while you say goodnight to your father, Flora. 

Phyllis goes into the kitchen and stares at nothing. 

FLORA 

What’s up with her, Pop?  She’s acting very strange. 

GEORGE 

A typing, flying squirrel may be more than your mother’s psyche can stand.   

FLORA 

Can’t I come live with you? 

GEORGE 

You can.  Absolutely.  But right now your mother needs you. 

FLORA 

That’s a laugh.  She said her life would be easier without me. 

GEORGE 

I think your mother has forgotten how to say what she means.   

FLORA 

But she hates Ulysses.  She’s going to try to get rid of him!  I know it! 

GEORGE 

Give her a chance. 

FLORA 

(plaintive) 

Pop!   
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GEORGE 

Goodnight, Flora.  I’ll see you soon. 

FLORA 

Goodnight, Pop.   

He exits, without turning back. 

FLORA 

(whispering) 

I promise to always turn back toward you. 

* 

During the following transition to nighttime.  Flora takes Ulysses 

to her bedroom and then changes into PJs (which she can do in the 

closet).   

SQUIRREL 

As Flora got ready for bed, Ulysses thought about the words he would like to add to his poem.  

He thought about the music at Dr. Meescham’s house … and how it felt to fly … and the look on 

Flora’s face when her mother said life would be easier without her.  Was there a word for all 

that, for all those things together?   

Flora, now in PJs, stares out the window.  Ulysses watches her. 

FLORA 

 “I am alone in the world, Dolores, and I am homesick for my own kind.” 

(Ulysses looks at her quizzically) 

Alfred T. Slipper once said that to his parakeet.  He was standing in a darkened window looking 

out at the dark world.  Are you homesick for your own kind?  I am.  I miss my father.  I kinda 

miss William Spiver.  I even miss my mother.  I miss who she used to be.  Listen, you probably 

shouldn’t do any more typing for a while.  It seems to make her worse.  Okay?  No typewriter.  

No typing. 

 

Flora gets in bed and goes to sleep.  Ulysses looks out the window. 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses looked out at the dark world but he didn’t feel homesick.  He felt full.  Full of words.  

He thought about the typewriter.  “No typing,” Flora said.  But what was a squirrel supposed to 

do with all of these thoughts and feelings? 
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Ulysses looks at Flora.  Then he flies to the bedroom door and 

hovers, turning to look back at Flora.  

He flies downstairs and into the back room.  After a moment we 

hear the clacking of the typewriter.  Then, in the kitchen, a match 

lights to reveal Phyllis.  She starts to light a candy cigarette, then 

remembers not to.  She shakes out the match.  She gets up from the 

kitchen table.  She picks up something and heads toward the back 

room.  As she passes through the light of a window, we see she’s 

carrying a bag.  She heads for the back room.  We hear a little 

more typing.  Then Phyllis reappears, bag over her shoulder.  

Maybe something moves inside it.  Phyllis sets a piece of paper on 

the kitchen table, then exits.  Suddenly, Flora sits up in her bed. 

FLORA 

Ulysses?! 

She scrambles out of bed and puts on her bathrobe.  She hurries 

down the stairs and goes straight to the kitchen. 

FLORA 

(whisper-shouting) 

Ulysses?! 

She spots the sheet of paper on the table.  She reads.  Projection: 

the words she’s reading, complete with misspellings. 

FLORA 

“Dear Flora, I am teribly fond of you.  But I here the call of the wild.  And I must return to my 

natrual habitat.  Yours, Mr. Squirrel.”  Mr. Squirrel?  Call of the wild?  This is a big fat lie.  He 

didn’t write this.  Or somebody made him write it.  What am I going to do? 

Suddenly, George/Incandesto appears in some unexpected place in 

the kitchen (his head in a cabinet?).  

GEORGE 

What’s happening, Flora? 

FLORA 

Mom kidnapped Ulysses. 

GEORGE 

This malfeasance must be stopped! 
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FLORA 

I know!  But how? 

GEORGE 

What does The Criminal Element say? 

FLORA 

“In the event of a crime, the police must be notified immediately.”  But what am I supposed to 

tell them?  “My mother kidnapped my squirrel?” 

GEORGE 

What else does The Criminal Element say? 

FLORA 

“If for some reason you cannot summon the authorities, seek help in other quarters.  Whom do 

you trust?”  Good grief.  I think I trust William Spiver. 

George smiles, nods, and disappears whence he came.  Flora 

heads toward the door, then stops.  She runs into the living room 

and grabs Mary Ann.  The house goes away and Flora is now 

outside, Mary Ann in her arms.  A vast night sky.  Flora stands 

outside Mrs. Tickham’s house. 

FLORA 

(quietly at first, then louder and more frantic) 

William Spiver?  William Spiver?  William Spiver!  WilliamSpiverWilliamSpiverWilliam-

SpiverWilliamSpiverWILLIAMSPIVERWILLIAMSPIVER –  

(William appears behind her in pajamas, bathrobe and slippers.) 

WILLIAMSPIVERWILLIAMSPIVER— 

WILLIAM 

Flora Belle? 

FLORA 

WILLIAMSPIVERWILLIAMSPIVERWILLIAMSPIVER – 

WILLIAM 

FLORA BELLE! 

Beat. 

FLORA 

William Spiver. 
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WILLIAM 

Flora Belle.  How lovely of you to visit in the middle of the night. 

FLORA 

There’s an emergency. 

WILLIAM 

You need my assistance? 

FLORA 

Yes. 

WILLIAM 

Then excuse me for a moment while I go get dressed. 

FLORA 

No, William Spiver, there’s no time for that! 

WILLIAM 

There’s always time to make oneself presentable, Flora B – 

FLORA 

WILLIAM SPIVER! 

WILLIAM 

Flora Belle? 

FLORA  

(beginning to tear up) 

Ulysses is gone!  My mother kidnapped him!  I think she might hurt him. 

WILLIAM 

Then I’ll get dressed as quickly as I can. 

FLORA 

No, I’m in my pajamas too!  We’ll have to go like this! 

Mrs. Tickham appears. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Go where? 

Projection:  “Tootie to the rescue!” 
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FLORA 

Tootie Tickham! 

WILLIAM 

Flora’s mother shanghaied Ulysses.  We believe she means to do him harm. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Why do you have that awful lamp? 

FLORA 

The Criminal Element says “If the criminal has something you want, then you must take 

something he wants.”   

WILLIAM 

To bargain with! 

FLORA 

My mother loves this lamp.  I’m holding it hostage. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

I’ll get my purse.  We’ll take my car. 

The two children follow her off.  Lights up on a different outdoor 

location.  Phyllis enters, carrying the bag and a shovel.  Squirrel 

puppeteer follows close behind. 

SQUIRREL 

It was very dark in the sack.  Ulysses didn’t know where he was being taken.  But he was very 

concerned that he was soon to leave the world without ever tasting a giant donut with sprinkles.  

Or writing more poems.  Or seeing Flora.  Ever again.   

PHYLLIS 

This is nothing personal, Mr. Squirrel. 

SQUIRREL 

That was hard to believe. 

PHYLLIS 

It really isn’t about you at all.  It’s about Flora Belle.  She’s always been a little strange, but 

she’s become so much stranger since you showed up.  And the world is not kind to the strange, 

take it from me.  
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SQUIRREL 

He supposed that Flora was a little strange.  But so what?  She was strange in a lovable way.  Her 

heart was so big.  Capacious.   

PHYLLIS 

I just want things to be normal.  I want a daughter who is happy.  I don’t want her to end up 

unloved and all alone in the world.   

SQUIRREL 

But she wasn’t alone and unloved.  She had Ulysses.  And Ulysses loved her more than anything. 

PHYLLIS 

It’s time, Mr. Squirrel. 

SQUIRREL 

Uh-oh, he thought.  That doesn’t sound good. 

PHYLLIS 

Time to do what needs to be done. 

She exits, peering into the bag. 

In another location, Tootie, William and Flora walk in. 

WILLIAM 

I can’t believe you ran out of gas, Great Aunt Tootie. 

FLORA 

(calling) 

Ulysses! 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Ulysses! 

WILLIAM 

Correct me if I’m wrong – 

FLORA 

People only say that when they think they’re right. 

WILLIAM 

Correct me if I’m wrong, but we have no idea where the squirrel and your mother are. 
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MRS. TICKHAM 

Ulysses! 

WILLIAM 

And I hate to be the voice of reason – 

FLORA 

Then don’t be! 

WILLIAM 

But here we are, out of gas, walking down a lonely road to who-knows-where, calling out the 

name of a squirrel who could be a million miles away by now.  Or ten.  Ten miles. 

FLORA 

Ulysses! 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Ulysses! 

WILLIAM 

Saying his name won’t make him appear. 

FLORA 

Saying yours made you appear. 

WILLIAM 

That is called magical thinking.   

FLORA 

I know all about magical thinking.  “Terrible Things” did a whole thing on it. 

WILLIAM 

And did the thing mention that magical thinking is a dangerous way to think?   

FLORA 

(not wanting to admit it) 

Yes. 

WILLIAM 

It’s dangerous to believe that your words can directly influence the workings of the universe. 

Projection:  “Do not hope.”  Then the words are crossed out. 
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FLORA 

Ulysses! 

WILLIAM 

Some cynic you turned out to be. 

The three of them exit.  Phyllis enters, elsewhere.  She stops. 

PHYLLIS 

This will do. 

(opens the bag and peers into it) 

This is the end of the road, Mr. Squirrel. 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses knew a euphemism when he heard one.  She meant it was the end for him.   

Phyllis puts the bag down and takes the shovel in both hands. 

SQUIRREL 

Then he heard Flora’s voice. 

FLORA  

(echoey v/o) 

Remember who you are. 

SQUIRREL 

He heard Dr. Meescham’s voice. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

(echoey v/o) 

Ulysses is a hero’s name. 

SQUIRREL 

And he heard Tootie’s voice. 

MRS. TICKHAM (V/O) 

(echoey v/o) 

Flare up like flame! 

Ulysses suddenly shoots out of the bag and into the air.  He flies at 

Phyllis and grabs the shovel from her.  He flies high over her head 

with the shovel.  Phyllis looks up at him, then runs, with Ulysses in 

hot pursuit.  We hear her scream offstage.  Ulysses flies back on, 
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triumphant.  He flies and flies.  Via projections we see what he 

sees:  the forest giving way to scattered houses; then city streets; 

row upon row of houses; a beacon off in the distance which 

becomes bigger as he approaches until we see that it’s the Do-Nut 

World sign.  Ulysses stops in mid-air and hovers.  

SQUIRREL 

Now Ulysses knew where he was.  And he knew where he had to go. 

He flies off.  After a moment, Flora, William and Mrs. Tickham 

enter.  (Note:  each time the trio has appeared, a different person 

has been carrying Mary Ann.  This time it’s Mrs. Tickham.) 

FLORA 

(weaker than before) 

Ulysses! 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Ulysses! 

WILLIAM 

This is pointless.  We’re hopelessly lost. 

FLORA 

In an expanding universe. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Now, now – that’s Bricknell Road up ahead, so we’re not truly lost.  At least I think it’s 

Bricknell Road. 

WILLIAM 

(sadly) 

I wish I could see. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

You can see.  

WILLIAM 

Great-Aunt Tootie, I am loath to point out the obvious, but I will do so now:  You are not me.  

You do not exist behind my traumatized eyeballs. 

FLORA 

Traumatized eyeballs? 
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WILLIAM 

I am telling the truth.  My truth.  I cannot see. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

There’s nothing wrong with you, William.  How many times do I have to tell you? 

WILLIAM 

(with a shaky voice) 

Then why did my mother send me away? 

MRS. TICKHAM 

You know why. 

WILLIAM 

I don’t. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

You can’t just push Tyrone’s truck into a lake and expect there won’t be consequences. 

FLORA 

You sank your stepfather’s truck in a lake? 

WILLIAM 

It was more of a small pond, really.  I did it in a fit of anger and I regretted it immediately. 

FLORA 

Why’d you do that? 

WILLIAM 

(a la “Mr. Tibbs!”) 

My name is William Spiver!  William.  He called me Billy one too many times and … I cracked. 

FLORA 

(it’s kind of heroic, really) 

Wow. 

WILLIAM 

When my mother found out, she was incandescent with anger.  I looked upon her dazzling rage 

and that’s when it happened. 

FLORA 

Your eyeballs got traumatized. 
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WILLIAM 

I was blinded.  By disbelief and sorrow.  I’m her son.  And she sent me away. 

He turns away, not wanting her to see his tears. 

FLORA 

It’s okay.  It’s okay to cry.  You’re like the giant squid. 

WILLIAM  

(nodding as though he knows what she means) 

I want to go home. 

FLORA 

Me too.  Give me your hand. 

WILLIAM 

My hand?  Why? 

She takes hold of his hand. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

You two may think you’re in a romance novel, but don’t forget we have a squirrel to rescue. 

Looking back at them, she doesn’t realize her legs have become 

tangled up in the lamp cord.  She trips and falls flat.  Flora laughs. 

WILLIAM 

What?  What’s funny?   

He has continued walking, holding her hand.  He trips over the 

prone Mrs. Tickham and falls, and because he’s holding tightly to 

Flora’s hand, she falls with him.  His glasses go flying.  Flora 

keeps laughing.  Soon the other two are laughing with her.  

They’re all lying flat on their backs and laughing. 

WILLIAM 

Wait a minute.  Everyone be quiet. 

FLORA 

What is it? 

WILLIAM 

What are those tiny pinpricks of light? 
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FLORA 

Those are stars, William Spiver. 

WILLIAM 

I can see the stars!  I can see!  Great-Aunt Tootie!  Flora Belle!  I can see! 

MRS. TICKHAM 

(dry) 

It’s a miracle. 

FLORA 

(getting up off the ground) 

Come on. 

WILLIAM 

Come on what? 

FLORA 

I know where we should go. 

She extends her hand and helps him up.  Mrs. Tickham gets up, 

too, and the three of them exit together, Flora and William holding 

hands again. 

* 

Lights up on Dr. Meescham’s apartment.  Ulysses is here with her.  

He’s nibbling on something. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

A squirrel flies in through the window.  This I did not expect.  In Blundermeecen we left the 

window open even in the winter, believing that something wonderful might make its way to us.  

And tonight something did!  You like the sardines on a cracker? 

Ulysses nods enthusiastically. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Sardines are little fishes in a can.  When the other Dr. Meescham was alive and I could not sleep, 

he would go to the kitchen and open the can and put the little fishes on crackers and bring them 

to me.  And he would sit beside me and hum while I ate them in the dark of night.  This is love. 

SQUIRREL 

Ulysses understood.  He would write Flora a poem about little fishes and humming in the dark. 
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DR. MEESCHAM 

And now I think it is time for Mr. George Buckman to arrive so we can figure out together why 

you are here and our Flora Belle is not. 

George appears at the door. 

GEORGE 

Knock knock.   

DR. MEESCHAM 

George Buckman! 

GEORGE 

(downcast) 

How do you do?  

DR. MEESCHAM 

I am doing hunky-dorey.  Look!  I have a little visitor. 

GEORGE 

Ulysses!  What are you doing here? 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Indeed, this is the question.  And where is his friend, our little flower? 

GEORGE 

Flora? 

FLORA  

(calling, off) 

Pop?! 

WILLIAM 

(calling, off) 

Mr. Buckman? 

George opens the door and finds the trio at the door of his 

apartment. 

FLORA 

Pop! 
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GEORGE 

George Buckman, how do you do? 

DR. MEESCHAM 

Our beloved little flower has arrived, safe and sound. 

Flora turns to her and sees Ulysses sitting on her shoulder. 

FLORA 

Ulysses! 

Ulysses flies over to her.  She wraps him in her arms. 

FLORA 

Ulysses!  I love you! 

DR. MEESCHAM 

So much happiness!  This is how it was when I was a girl in Blundermeecen.  Always opening 

the door in the middle of the night and finding the face of someone you wanted to see.  Well, 

sometimes it was the face of someone you did not want to see.  But you hoped.  You hoped to 

see the face of someone you loved. 

MRS. TICKHAM  

(stepping forward) 

I’m Tootie Tickham.  And this is my nephew, William – 

WILLIAM 

Great-nephew, actually. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

And this is an ugly lamp, which a series of improbable events has delivered into my custody. 

WILLIAM 

I was temporarily blind but now I can see.  And I must tell you that your face is beautiful to me.  

In fact, every face is beautiful to me.  Your face, Flora Belle, is particularly beautiful. 

GEORGE 

Because she is a flower.  My lovely flower. 

Flora blushes. 
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DR. MEESCHAM 

And now, there will be sardines and crackers and humming for everyone.  And we will talk to 

the heroic Ulysses and attempt to discover how he came to be here. 

FLORA 

My mother kidnapped him and … Wait.  Where is my mother?  Pop? 

GEORGE 

I don’t know.   

(the monstrous yowling of a cat followed by a woman’s scream)   

Holy bagumba! 

FLORA 

It’s Mr. Klaus! 

PHYLLIS 

(screaming, off) 

George!  George! 

GEORGE 

Uh-oh. 

FLORA 

Mom! 

George throws open the door and runs off.   

PHYLLIS 

(off) 

George!  Please tell me that my baby is here! 

FLORA 

Where’s the lamp?  She’s worried about Mary Ann. 

Tootie hands Flora the lamp.  Phyllis screams again.  Flora opens 

the door.  Phyllis flies through it, screaming, Mr. Klaus attached to 

her head.  Ulysses springs into flight, making a beeline for the cat.  

Flora and George also run to Phyllis.  Freeze into tableau. 

SQUIRREL 

In the instant before he collided with the arch-villain, Mr. Klaus, Ulysses looked deep into the 

feline’s eyes, to the dark river inside him, and he understood what Mr. Klaus was thinking.  And 

what the cat was thinking was this:  “I’m not evil.  I’m just very lonely, and very, very afraid, of 
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everything and everyone, and when you’re afraid of everything and everyone, it only makes you 

that much more lonely.”  And now Ulysses understood the heart of his enemy.  But he couldn’t 

let that stop him. 

The tableau unfreezes.  A massive collision during which Mary 

Ann goes flying.  Ulysses emerges from the pile-up with Mr. 

Klaus’s tail in his paws.  He swings the cat over his head and hurls 

him into the hallway, then slams the door.  Peace settles over the 

room.  Phyllis is face down on the floor. 

PHYLLIS 

George.  George, please tell me my baby is okay.  Please tell me Flora is here with you! 

Beat. 

FLORA 

Me? 

GEORGE 

She’s here. 

Phyllis begins to cry. 

FLORA 

I thought she meant the lamp.  But she meant me.  I’m her baby. 

(Flora now notices that the lamp is missing its head.) 

Uh-oh. 

PHYLLIS 

(righting herself) 

Flora, oh, Flora. 

FLORA 

I’m sorry, Mom.  I didn’t mean to break Mary Ann. 

PHYLLIS 

It doesn’t matter.  I went home and you weren’t there. 

WILLIAM 

She’s here. 

FLORA 

I’m here. 
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PHYLLIS 

I went up to your room and you weren’t there. 

FLORA 

I was looking for Ulysses.  I thought you had kidnapped him. 

PHYLLIS 

I did.  I wanted to make things right somehow.  I wanted to make things normal. 

WILLIAM 

Normalcy is an illusion, of course. 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Hush up, William. 

PHYLLIS 

But I don’t care about normal any more.  I just wanted you back.  I needed to find you. 

FLORA 

I’m here. 

SQUIRREL 

And Ulysses could see Flora thinking, I’m here.  And my mother loves me.  Then he saw big, fat 

tears well up in her eyes, roll down her face and land on the sofa … and then roll off. 

DR. MEESCHAM 

You see?  The tears roll off.  This is how it is with this sofa. 

Phyllis, remembering she has something for Flora, takes a piece of 

paper out of her pocket. 

FLORA 

What’s this? 

PHYLLIS 

Oh.  It’s the poem Ulysses was writing when I … earlier tonight.  I found it on the floor when I 

went back to the house. 

Ulysses sits up straight, looking at the poem. 

FLORA 

May I see it? 
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PHYLLIS 

(handing it to her) 

Of course.   

GEORGE 

Why don’t you read it out loud? 

MRS. TICKHAM 

Oh, goody.  A poetry reading. 

WILLIAM 

What’s it called? 

FLORA 

“Words for Flora.” 

Lights shift us into Squirrel’s consciousness. 

SQUIRREL 

This poem was just the beginning, of course.  There would be many more.  Poems about little 

fishes and giant squids.  Poems about saving Phyllis from Mr. Klaus and broken lamps that 

didn’t matter.  Even poems about things that hadn’t happened yet, such as one in which William 

Spiver’s mother calls and asks him to come home.  And many, many more poems about Flora. 

Lights shift back. 

FLORA 

Words for Flora. 

Everyone turns out to the audience and recites the poem. 

PHYLLIS 

Nothing would be easier without you 

GEORGE 

because you are everything 

DR. MEESCHAM 

all of it  

MRS. TICKHAM 

sprinkles,  
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WILLIAM 

quarks, 

FLORA 

giant donuts, 

GEORGE 

eggs sunny-side up – 

PHYLLIS 

you are 

ALL 

the ever-expanding universe … 

FLORA 

to me. 

Ulysses looks at everyone.  Everyone looks at Ulysses.  Then he 

launches himself from Flora’s shoulder and flies high into the air.  

The apartment goes away.  The projection changes to a panoramic 

image of the ever-expanding universe.  Ulysses happily flies in 

circles over their heads.   

End of play. 




