Fish Out of Water #3- Big Fish Little FishPRIVATE 

(Onstage as lights come up are Big Fish, several other fish, and Little Fish, all in a line.  Big Fish is leading them in a swimming motion as they wind slowly and rhythmically around the stage in a figure-eight pattern. Their mouths make a "Blub Blub" movement. Little Fish begins to show signs of not following by pausing, falling behind the others, etc. . Obviously, he has doubts. He starts muttering to himself.)

Fish: He's the Big Fish. Whenever he turns right, we all turn right! Whenever he turns left, we all turn left. 

(Overwhelmed with a new thought) Wow! I'd like to be the Big Fish!

Big Fish: Little Fish, what's wrong? Why are you in anxiety?

Fish: Well, you're always the center of all activities. the center of everything and well, can I become the Big Fish, one day? 

Big Fish: That's not possible. Here, everyone is a unique and very, very special part of the social order. But, I am the Big Fish - the only Big Fish.

Fish: Well, I do want to be the Big Fish …

Big Fish: But, you're a Little Fish and you will always be a Little Fish.

Fish: But…  but… can't I become the Big Fish?

Big Fish: Not exactly. I am always who I am and you are always who you are. I 

can make you think that you're the Big Fish but you won't like it, I can 

promise you. Many, many Little Fish have tried, but… Please, just follow me

and be happy!

Fish: No! I want to be the Big Fish! Whenever I turn right, everyone should turn right! Whenever I turn left, everyone should turn left!

Big Fish: Are you sure??

Fish: I WANT TO BE THE BIG FISH! 

Big Fish: Then, you have to go. There is a place where you can think that you are the Big Fish. But, if you ever decide again that you just want to be a Little Fish - then you can just chant my names. Okay? I'll make all the arrangements.

Fish: But … but where do I go? How do I become the Big Fish?

Big Fish: That you will have to see for yourself. I will send someone to help you. Just swim up, up, up ?

Fish: (mimes swimming strokes looking upward, then, exhausted, he falls to the floor.) Ugh! What is this place? There's air everywhere! And I itch all over!

Maya: Welll, Little Fish!

Fish: Who are you?

Maya: Of course! In no time at all, but first, that tail has to go! And you

need to clip those fins! You need new shoes! A Brooks Brothers suit! A tie and

 a hat! 

(Fish puts on a tie, jacket and hat) Well, just look at you now, Little Fish!

Fish: (kicks old clothes, aside) Yeah, I guess I won't be needing these, now!

Maya: Just see! You look like a Big Fish, already! How do you feel, Little Fish?

Fish: Better, but, it's still so hard to breathe! And, there's this itch all over my arms! I can't stand it! 

Maya: Oh, you can't let a little detail like that bother you, now! You have to 

think BIG! First, you have to become EDUCATED! Yes, learn how to be a Big

 Fish! (calls) Professor Crammit? 

(The professor enters. He wears a cap and gown outfit.) I'd like to introduce

you to your new student? uh, Franklin Fish! 

Professor: I say I say I say! Professor Hectorgard Crammit BA, MA, and four PhD's is the name and cramming you with knowledge is the game!

Fish: You can educate me?

Professor: Oh, yes! I know everything: Hydrotherapy, oceanography, microbiology, anthropology, zoology, entomology, physiology, osteopology, paleontology, psychopathology - you name it and I know it! When you've got knowledge, you can get a diploma or degree and with that knowledge. If you're lucky, you can get a JOB and when you get a job, you will get a lot of money and with that money you can make some purchases which will establish a Credit Rating. And then you can make payments on a Car, a House, a Second Mortgage, a Burial Plot! Fish, you can enjoy, you can travel -to the Caribbean, the Mediterranean and you can buy anything you wish! Now, what would you like to do for the rest of your life? What do you know a lot about so far?

Fish: Well ? all I've ever done is swim around. I guess I know a bit about

 fish and coral ?

Professor: Ah, Marine Biology! You can earn a lot of money in that field, 

don't worry!

Fish: Really!? When do we start?

Professor: As soon as you pay my fee, we can begin.

Fish: I can't pay you anything right now ?

Professor: Sign here for your Student Loan! (Little Fish signs) Right then, I'll give you my one month Cram It All course. Here are your textbooks: 

(He hands Little Fish a stack of very huge books.)


     You'll need to memorize these as they include every bit of 

knowledge known to man today. For example, just to demonstrate to you that I

 have myself read these books - Do you know, Fish, exactly how many commas 

there are in the latest edition of the Encyclopedia Britannica?

Fish: Why no, I wish I did, but …

Professor: Ah, you're missing all the fun in life! There are exactly 68 quadzillion, 99 trillion, 4 billion and 17 commas. I doubted the figure at first, but upon counting the commas, I found that the books were correct! Do you know how many new parking meters were installed in New York City in 1965?

Fish: No , what's a "parking meter?" 

Professor: Well, don't worry, Fish, we're going to civilize you right now. These books will answer all the questions that you could possibly ask. You have one month to cram it all in, cram it all in, cram it all in. Then, I will give you an exam - upon which you will spew it all out, spew it all out, spew it all out! Learn these books backwards and forwards, forwards and backwards (he steps back, going off) backwards and forwards ?

Fish: 
Ugh! What is this? (randomly looking through books) "Local 

jurisdiction in criminal proceedings ? endoplasmic reticulum ribozomes?

 Ribonucleic acids and hydrocarbon chlorides?? 



   Oh my Big Fish! He wants me to analyse the onamatopia and

 iambic pentameter of Milton's novel "Paradise Lost!" 


  
I have to manufacture an aged trial balance of the general ledger

 of the National Debt!!!! 



  Let's see ? here's math ? I'm good at math. "If Mr.G bought ten 

counter-shafts for $55 each and sold them for $160.50 each what was his net 

profit after taxes, not gross, if his overhead was $703.90 and his

 miscellaneous expenses were a third of the original price of each?! Oh my

 head! It feels like it's going to explode! I have writer's cramp! What was 

that I ate today? It was something called "Student Lunch!"

(He mumbles and grumbles and falls asleep. Lights and music indicate the passing of time. The Professor returns.)

Professor: Alright, Fishy! Times up! It's time for your exam!

Fish: (incredulous, panicking) Times up??? It can't be! I don't know any of this stuff! 

Professor: Let's have the books, Fishy. 

(Fish is reluctant to part with them.) Come on, no cheating. The knowledge has 

to come from here (points to Fish's head). Come on. (Fish hands over the 

books) Good. Alrighty then -Question Time! This is Multiple Choice – simply

choose a, b, c, all or none or 1, 2 or 3 as you like. If you get most of them 

right then you get a DIPLOMA and if you get most of them wrong then you will 

be called a FAILURE! You don't want that, do you, Fishy? Here's the first 

question - the chemical and physical properties of the half-lives of the 

transitional elements are a function of the interdependence to special 

electronic orbitals and their respective neutrons. Is that True, False,

Unknown , none of these or all of the above? Say the first answer that comes 

to your mind!

Fish: I'm not ready to answer these questions!!

Professor: Two! Very good, Fishy! You're a budding genius! Give him a hand!

 (applause) Now, the next question - in the case of effusive electrolytes, the 

diatonic thermal coefficient is uniform over a wide experimental range. Now, 

the question is: No one has seen this but which would one naturally expect to

 take place:


a) digression will not be observed


b) the free energy would be dependent on the bond link

  or c) diffusion through a semi-permeable membrane has linear dependence on the dialectic constraint?

Fish:
I don't see how I could possibly know the answer.

Professor: "C" - he got it again! (applause) And the last question:



The magnitude of a single-cell cytracrome sea molecule precludes the possibility of spontaneous biogenesis by random organization of matter. So, the only possibility is:


x) the autocralized prelimerization of amino acids will revert the hydrolysis


y) deploying the absorption of thermal bi-products will tend to reduce the direct synthesis of bio-systems

  or z) meteoric impact coupled with ultra violet radiation is

 
insufficient to account for excitations in the current new way of looking at these things.

Fish: Why do I have to answer these ridiculous questions? None of this matters to Marine Biology!

Professor: "Y" is Right and right again you are, Fishy! Here's your diploma! Good luck!

Maya: Well, Mr. Fish, BA! I'm proud of you! How do you feel? 

Fish: Well, it's still so hard to breathe! And this itch! It's driving me crazy! I can't stand it anymore!

Maya: Well, you just have to tolerate the little things, if
you want to be the Big Fish! Now, you've got the qualifications to get a job but you don't have any motivation! I've got just the motivating factor for you! 

Fish: For me? 

Maya: Yes! (calls) Miss Precious Beauty! Hey, good-lookin' get out here!

Wife: (Shy, well dressed) Hi!

Fish: (gasp) Va Va Voom! You are the most beautiful creature I have ever seen 

in my life! 

(He tries to grab her but she steps away, avoiding him coyly.) 



I can't live without you! I'll do anything for you! 

(He misses again. He growls like a wild animal.) 



Come away with me, please!! (He misses again.)

Wife: First, we must be married!

Fish:
Married? Well, why not? Maya, can you arrange that?

Maya: Oh, I already have. Here comes Marryin' Sam, the Justice of the Peace, 

now.

Sam: 
Sam Blessyou is the name and marryin' is my game.

(He acts as if he is drunk.) Now, do you Precious accept Frank as your awful

wedded hubby for butter or worms, ridger or poorer in slickness or in health, 

'til death do you part?

Wife: I do!

Sam: 
And do you, Franklin Fish take Precious to be your awful widdle wife 'til death do you part?

Fish: I do!! 

Maya: I now pronounce you fish and spouse!

Fish:
Oboy, now I can really enjoy! And,I’ll have smeone to cook for me and wash my clothes! 

Wife: Wait!! Are you crazy? We need a house first and furniture and we need

 money!! That means you have to get a JOB quick!!

Fish: Well, I haven't been able to find any work in my field. They say I need more education and more experience. So, I'm studying for my Masters degree, perhaps even a Doctorate degree in Marine Biology ?

Wife: Meantime, I have nothing to wear and no good china, no appliances. I 

want to go to Las Vegas ?

Sam: 
Uh, Mr Fish, I hate to bother you on such a joyous occaision  but umm,

our parish needs a new ceiling for the bingo hall and the Deacon needs funding

for our annual missionary excursion to Disney World. Most new husbands give a

donation of $500 or more!

Fish: Well, uh, Maya did leave me some money for living expenses and I guess

if I'm going to get a get a job I won't need it ?

Sam: (snatching money) And you know how the cost of tea and coffee is going up

 - what to speak of the cost of cigarrettes these days! Thanks.

(Marryin' Sam leaves.)

Fish: (Worrying) Money! Ohhhh, money! Where can I get money??

(Mr. Fastbuck enters)

Fastbucks: Move over small fry, I am Jonathon P. Fastbucks the Third! Every time you drive into town and you see them big, beautiful smokestacks bellowing out that black smoke ? 

Fish: It's still so hard to breathe!

Fastbucks: Every time you take a drink of water and you taste those added chemicals - then you know that J.P. Fastbucks is making money! And I've got millions of factories, Fish! Millions!!

Fish: Do you mean that you can show me how to make lots of money, too, Mr. Fastbucks!

Fastbucks: Watch and learn! I'll teach you the business from the ground up!’

 And, I'll tell you why I'm doing this - Maya is a friend of mine! She showed 

me the way, when I was just a small fry like you! Now, here's what I want you

 to do: Pile up these boxes! (Fish pantomimes the task.) Come on, hurry! Time

 is money! See those crates? Unload them! Hurry! Unpack those crates. Put 

everything in boxes! Pile up the boxes! (Fish rushes about frantically.)

Break time! 

(Fish sits down for a few seconds, exhausted.) Break is over! Get to work!

 Pile the boxes! Unload the crates! Sweep the floor! Time is money! TIME IS

 MONEY!!

(Fish collapses, exhausted.)



Okay, Fish, the week is over. Here's your pay. 

(JP hands Fish a dollar and walks off.) 



Oh yeah, Fish, you worked real hard this week - here's a bonus!

 (Flips a coin to Fish) Don't spend it all in one place!

Fish: Oboy, thanks Mr. Fastbucks! It was a hard week, but it sure was worth

it!(He leaves, Fish goes home. Precious is seated at home, her hair in

curlers, wearing a housecoat, face cream, etc.. She is reading a gossip

magazine.)
Honey, I'm home!

Wife: Big deal. You call this firetrap on the edge of suburbia a home?

Fish: I got paid today!

Wife: (interested) Let me have that! (grabs money) What's this? Fish, is that

all? Ohh, you're such a failure! This isn't even enough to put a down payment

on a new set of quasi-automatic hair curlers! You know how much I need them!

I've told you over and over again!

Fish: All you do is nag!

Wife: Nag! (hurt) I'm being very self-sacrificing! I won't even tell you what I saw in the Neiman-Marcus catalogue today! I know we could never afford that! 

(She starts to cry.)

Fish: I'm sorry, honey! What was it?

Wife: It's a Cheswick!

Fish: A Cheswick! We can't afford that!

Wife: We could if we charged it! Maybe we should just take back your electric

waste paper basket!

Fish: NO! I couldn't live without it! Go ahead and order one of those

Cheswicks, immediately!

(Time passes. Fish looks old and poor.)

Fish: (knocks at office of Mr.Fastbucks, who is counting money.)

Fastbucks: One million and one, one million and two, one million and three …

Oh, it's you, Seaweed!

Fish: It's "Fish," sir.

Fastbucks: Well, what's the matter? What do you want?

Fish: I was just wondering about my future with this company.

Fastbucks: Time is Money!

Fish: Well, since my family is growing and considering the pressure of inflation, I was hoping that you would give me a raise?

Fastbucks: RAISE! You want a raise?

Fish: Well, I guess ?

Fastbucks: I haven't given anyone a raise in fifty years but maybe if you did 

more work in a different department ? I'll tell you what I'm going to do for 

you - I'm gong to let you get trained by my number one employee! I call him 

Old Faithful! He hasn't missed a day of work in forty years and he works

twelve hour shifts! (calls) Hey, Freddy! Come on out here, Freddy! Fish, this 

is Freddy Faithful!

(Faithful comes out wearing rags, walks all hunched over.)

Old Faithful: Uh, actually my name is Ted Thomas, Mr

 

Fastbucks?

Fastbucks: Freddy, I want you to train Fish to be a big businessman, just like 

you! Now, get back to work! Time is Money! (counts) One million and four, one 

million and five ?

Fish: Okay, Mr. Thomas, what do I do?

Old Faithful: (Speaking slowly) Pull the lever. Pick up the box. Put it on the conveyor belt. 

(Fish and Faithful both do this. But Faithful works and repeats this faster and faster. Fish is frazzled.)


Pull the lever. Pick up the box. Put it on the conveyor belt.


Pull the lever. Pick up the box. Put it on the conveyor belt.


Pull the lever. Pick up the box. Put it on the conveyor belt.


Pull the lever. Pick up the box. Put it on the conveyor belt.

(Fish picks up Faithful and puts him on the conveyor. Faithful dashes out of the room, offstage. Fastbucks runs in, angry.)

Fastbucks: Fish! What's going on! You stewed my best worker! Fish, you're 

canned! I'll make sure you never get a job anywhere! You're finished, Fish!

 Finished!

Fish: (leaving) I'm really a fried Fish, now! How am I ever going to pay my 

bills? There must be an easier way to make money, but how?

(Lucky Seven, dressed nicely, enters.)

Lucky: That there is, my man! I'm Lucky Seven and I am looking for a GAME! You 

do gamble, don't you?

Fish: Well, I never have before ...

Lucky: Really!? Well, that's okay. That just means you don't have any bad habits. Some people say that money is sweeter than honey and even sweeter is EASY MONEY. I just happen to have some right here. Some people play cards. Some play roulette or bet on the horses. But I make my money playing DICE. It's like money from Heaven! You, you look like you'd be lucky at DICE! 

(Puts down a pile of money.) How much money do you want to gamble?

Fish: I don't have any.

Lucky: First, you put five dollars here. Five will get you ten, ten will get 

you twenty. It's that easy!

Fish: Well, I do have some money. 

Lucky: Yeah, you put it right there see. Then you roll the dice here - seven 

or eight makes it but be very, very careful not to roll any, uh, SNAKE EYES! 

Haha! Now, throw them dice down here! (Fish throws) Eight! It's your lucky 

day!

Fish: Thanks! 

Sam: 
Let's do it one more time. Put some more money down, this time! 

Fish: Okay. (Puts down money, throws dice)

Lucky: Eight! You're the King! Let's go another time! 

Fish: Well, I do have my bank book here …

Lucky: Oooh, You really know how to save! (rolls dice) Eight! You're the King!

Let's go another time! 

Fish: Okay.

Lucky: Your car against my car?

Fish: Okay! (throws dice)

Lucky: Eight! Now hold on. How about I bet you my whole GAMBLING HOUSE?! What

else do you have?

Fish: Well, I have some insurance papers, and credit cards.

Lucky: That might do. Put down your watch, too.

Fish: Okay ... (He is fearful)

Lucky: You're a little nervous, huh, Fishy? Let go of the dice anyway, keep your head cool, don't lose it!(throws dice) Ohh, Fish! Is this a Surprise! You just rolled SNAKE EYES! 

Fish: That means ? 

Lucky: You lose, Fishy! Sorry about that, pal. Come back and play another day. 

(Lucky Seven tries on his new watrch, admiringly.) Uh, Fish ? (Fish is sunk in depression.) Fish time to go. Better luck next time, okay? (He leaves.)

Fish: (depressed) I've lost everything! But, at least I still have Precious,

my dear wife to inspire me and motivate me. We can make a new start! (calls)

 Precious! Precious!(She enters with white hair, wrinkles, very unattractive)

     I've lost my job, the mortgage, the car everything! I even lost the

 Cheswick! I'm glad that I can count on you to stand behind me. Tell me again 

how much you love me!

Wife: (furious) The Cheswick! You BUM! You, you ANCHOVIE! You GOOD FOR

 NOTHING!!! You're a failure as a husband! Your son, John is a drug addict,

Billy's serving time in prison for Poaching and little Bobby joined the HARE

 KRISHNAS!! I'm leaving, Fish! I'm going home to MOTHER!!

(She storms off.)

Fish: NO, Precious! Don't leave me! (Calls) MAYA! MAYA! 

Maya: Oh, Little Fish, what's wrong?

Fish: What's right? I'm old, I'm broke, I lost my house and my car, I even

lost the Cheswick! Then my wife left me and you know what's the worse thing?

My DOG, Muffin, refused to stay here and now Muffin sleeps in the alleys 

downtown!

Maya: Ohh. And you were doing so well, too! 

Fish: And I still itch all over and I can hardly breathe! Must be all this

smog!

Maya: There is someone who will make you forget your troubles. (calls) Mr.

High-Low!(Mr. High-Low looks suspiciously about.)

Hi-Low: Pssst! Hey Fish! What's happening, Fish?

Fish: Well, uh ?

Hi-Low: Not so good, eh?

Fish: Well, I'm kind of stiff and tight and my heart feels like it's broken and I've got this awful itching ?

Hi-Low: Okay! Okay, don't bring me down, man. High-low is my name and INTOXICATION is my game! What you need is some night life. We'll paint the town. I'll show you where you can buy some special medicine for your blues. 

(Lights dim, they sit at a table. Maya is dressed as the waitress. She puts glasses and bottles at their table. Fish drinks and speaks lugubriosly. Music is like Louis Armstrong singing "You must remember this - a fish is just a fish?")

Fish: You know, I'm beginning to really like this place, High-Low!

Hi-Low: Hey, Fishy, I've got something that gonna put a tiger in your tank. 

(He takes hard liquor from his pocket and adds it to Fish's drink. Fish drinks it. )

Fish: Wow!! (Gasps for air, coughs, they both laugh) That's

 

good stuff! Hey man, why do they hafta keep playin' that song?

Hi-Low: Don't worry about it. Listen, give me $20 and I'm going to share my special stash with you. This will make you forget your troubles.

Fish: Sure! Sure, pal! (he pays.)

Hi-Low: Hash from my oriental stash. You smoke it in a pipe.

(They smoke. Use psychedelic music and effects.)

Fish: (Starts to float out of chair) Whooo! Wheeee!

Hi-Low: Hey, come back here! Be cool! Now, I gotta go but I'm

 

going to advance you some Downers, some Uppers, some Red Devils. 

(Hi-Low dispenses multicolored candies representing the drugs.)

Fish: What else do you have? 

Hi-Low: Huh, you want more?

Fish: Sure, what do I have to lose?

Hi-Low: Okay, well, how much money do you have? So much? Okay, I've got some needles, here. These will make you feel good. This is good stuff, very pure.

(He fills the pockets of Fish and leaves quickly. Fish slowly consumes the pills and injects the needles.) 

Narrator: All of a sudden, Fish felt very strange. His heart was pounding,

his ears were buzzing; and just when he thought he'd forgotten her, there was

Precious. He turned to tell Lucky Seven, but Lucky Seven wasn't there. He

told himself not to panic; after all, none of it was real. He felt

his self-control begin to crack. He remembered how Precious liked to eat 

fish. "I told her never to serve me fish," he said. "Those big eyes staring 

from the plate - they reminded me of my mother!" Then, just as fear began to

overwhelm him, he had the most profound sensation that he was different from

his body.

Fish: But, if I'm not this body, then who am I???

Narrator: In a flash of drug enhanced realization, an answer came to him.

Fish: I am beyond any material conception, luminous like the sun – 

eternal, full of bliss and knowledge and completely transcendental. I know

everything. I'm older than the oldest, smaller than the smallest. I am the 

controller. I am the maintainer. I'm completely free to do anything I want to

 do. I'M GOD! I'M GOD! I'M GOD!

(Fish swoons and awakens some time later feeling sick. He looks at his watch. He wonders where everyone went. He feels miserable.)

Maya: Hey Fish, you really know how to party!

Fish: Maya? Maya ... for a little while ... I was GOD! Now, I'm not feeling it anymore. How can I ... I want to be God all the time!

Maya: Fish, I've got just the place for you. You should go down to the Center For Human Enlightenment and Transcendence. It's known as C.H.E.A.T for short. (Maya leads Fish over to the "yoga teacher.")

Fish: Gurudeva, how can I be God all of the time?

Yogi: Your enlightenment will cost $400.

Fish: That's too much money!

Yogi: It's nothing. When you become one with everything, you will also 

become one with those 400 bucks. In this way, nothing is lost. Besides, we 

promise to show you God in the very first lesson. We take Visa and Mastercard 

but we don't take American Express. 

Fish: Oh, well that's different. I'll put it on this Mastercard, here. 

Yogi: I never touch money. My beautiful assistant here will handle the transaction. I will handle her later and the circle will be complete! 

(Fish gives her the credit card.)

Yogi: Now, close your eyes and chant OOOOOOOMMMMMMMMMMMMMM. The first symptom of God realization is a vision of the White Light. (Yogi hits Fish in head with a mallet.) Now, open your eyes! (Yogi fires a camera's flashbulb in Fish's face.) Now, do you see the Light?

Fish: I see the light! 

Yogi: Now you are fit to understand God realization. God realization cannot be achieved by artificial repression of the senses. Sense control is necessary, but it must be developed by natural methods. For example, to control the mind it is necessary to use intoxicants, because intoxicants quickly relieve the mind of all petty frustrations. Next, the tongue must be satisfied at all costs (gorges on grapes). Otherwise, it might disturb our concentration. In the same way, our natural sex desire requires thorough satisfaction (Yogi looks luridly at women in audience).

Fish: But Swami, I've tried all these things, and they just made me miserable.

Yogi: Fish, this path is not easy. You must keep trying.

Fish: Wait a minute ... you're ... you're just like me and everyone else in this crazy world. You wanted so badly to be happy here that, when you couldn't find any happiness in temporary, material things, you ended up by simply fooling yourself! (turns to audience) And Maya has been helping me to fool myself in various ways ever since I've come to the land of humans! But now, for the first time, I can see that this dry land is nothing but a place of misery. Why did I ever leave the ocean? I guess the Big Fish was right after all. He told me that I could never be happy out of water. And he told me that I could always return. So, that's what I'm going to do! Maya. I don't want to do this anymore. There is no enjoyment in this world. I had terrible dreams or maybe I did those things. I can't remember. I just want to go back to the bottom of the ocean and be the Little Fish again.

Maya: Well, you can. You just have to call out his name.

Fish: Big Fish! Big Fish! Big Fish!

(Fish runs off, shedding his hat, coat and tie. After he leaves the stage a loud splash is heard.)

(Kirtan and Lecture)









