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4_ 1, OPENINGC MARRATION
o

- b lals
NARRATOR _',--f/

o s Whao lives in this house full of writers? He's the one in the big upstairs bedroom with shiny black hair and an easy smile for everyone. .. b !Ia ;
in his hot tub: 1t°s Sum! She lives on the stairs and carries the keys to her demise in the pockets of her Dashiki: It's Steph! Lymg on his

princess bed, huricd in rewms of paper, held together by a tight, white man thong: It's Herbach! And down deep in the dark basement,

wading in the pungenl wading pool of his soul: It's Brudy! And who am I7 [ live in the attic, singing songs and entertaining puests, I'm

Dave, | narrate this show.

\i Politics in the city are sometimes silly. The Lit 6 neighborhood is represented by a big man, Rod King Polmgrensen, who drives o far
Caddilac. In order o get elected, Rod King sold himself as a man of the people, a voice of ool shed logic. Rod King, however, mn for

LY i office to change things in the city for his benefit. For inslance early in 2007 Counselor Polmgrensen began to push for a light rail stop in
the neighborhood, even though it would require a complele re-route of the line. He suid:
ROD KING POLMGRENSEN il -1’{ =
Gk A g Listen. Feople in my neighborhood need a faster way '-:} e [y fi
f to get to down town and out to the Mall. These are (,:/ i II.'
S hardworking peopla. Hardworking pecple deserve MuT LAl J)’
bad f S casa. i
! l - e — _\'\:"r-\-..
(r..ﬁr - -
| NARRATOR N
lut Polmgrensen’s push for the light rail had little to do with giving his vonstituents-eise. Counsclor Poling was over heard
telling Clerky the Liguorstore Clerk the following: et

ROD EING POLM
Thumpin rap music drives my kid crazy. Sounds like two shoes i
he keeps crashing into everything. | can't alford insurance! 1t he
That s why | moved the station!

”ft‘."‘s {4.@”5’171/?

ng Bumpity. Kid drives wound playing that junk and &,c
io the Mall he’s gonna have o get on a train from now on, — <12

i —

Kl
Counsclor Polmgrensen would us his third trip 10 the liuor store in one afternoon, The
Counselor loves Courvoussier almost as much us be loves power. — e
But whete would the new station be built? None of the neighbors wanted a station in th:i_rr_yﬂ._ljnﬁ'é\:e;uiﬁg. late, while the Counselor ,)

ldr \W 1S —font

stood on his porch watching 1 lerbach secidentally set fire to the Lil 6 station wagon, a Unurvoissicr-soaked epiphany descended. :

ROD EING FOLMGREHWSEN
Wa'll stick that station out in those dirty writers' "F'”_j W

yard. Egg head yahoos won't even aoticel /
MARRATOR //'”

But the writers did notice. On n huzy September moming, they slowly became aware that a fully functioning light rail station had sprung
up in front of their house. Tomight's stories will well the tale of that Light Rail stop and what it meant W our terrible housemates.

— Ak
B ERG g

HARRATOR
In the concrete swamp ol his basement room, Brady woke und prepared for his day as per usuul. .. with a relaxing hour of moming
techno.

[tast and heavy drum & bass (boom-chic, boom-chic)]
BRADY
Ahhh, that's the spol. There's nothing like underground German techno to center you in the moming. Once a month 1 receive a cassene

tape in the mail from my friend DJ Durkheim, whose real name is Tony. He's heen living in u basement in the former Easl Berin for 30
years. He doesn’t even know that the wall is down. And | haven't tld him vet because I'm afruid it would take some of the angsl oul of

his music.

> W

Wit

Tz

After an hour of 1) Durkheim’s beats, I dress in my ubiyuitous gray suit and one of my thousands of ascots, which [ painstakingly sclect
and lay out the night before, Then, properly attired for the day, 1 climb oul the eellar door so as | might gel o wuch of moming sun.



HARRATOR
Brady began his moming walk uround the outside of the house, his wingtips lightly coated with moming dew, only 1o be disturbed by
their neighbor, the Punk Poct Puul D, who was on his hands and knees mowing his lawn with a scissor.

[sound of aclssor snipping]

BRADY
Excusze me, dear sir. But must you cut your grass s0
early in the morning. The noise is unbearable.

[scissor stops]

PAUL D
oh, hey, Brady. Sorry. I thought it'd be okay aince
it's almost noon and I’'m cutting it with a scissor.

BRADY
And why, might I ask, are you using A sciasor?

FAUL D

T Whys T shy? Bacause mowing the

1awn with & scissor is punk reck, man. That's why. I
can't ba seen behind a lawn mowar. That is so Wood-
bury.

BRADY
Oh, yes. I had forgotten about your issues with the
egtablishment.

PAUL D
it's ckay, man. What are you doing out of the hase-
ment anyway? Being kind of adventurous today, aren’t
you? I thought the outdoors gave you seizurae.

BRADY
No, ne. I come out at laast once a day, but puraly
for medicinal purposas. Must have that fiftsen min-
utes of sun. You know how important Vitamin D is for
the absorption of calcium.

PAUL D
{knowingly)
You don't have to tell me. You've s8en my mom's
hanch.
BRADY

Yes, unfortunataly I have. Well, it's besan nice
chatting with you Mr. Punk Poet Paul D, but I should
be going. I have half the house yet to walk around.

PAUL D
Yeah, 1've gotta get back to the lawn. If I'm not
done by three mom won't give me my lemonade.

HARRATOR
Brady left Paul 13 to his scissoring...

[scissor snipping]

HARRATOR
. and contifiued his stroll around the house. But something the punk poct said was beginning to eat at him.

PRUL D



{ag if an echo) =
Baing kind of adventur- ;"‘D
ous_advanturous..adventurous.advanturcus..adventurous.. i

(bluntly) 721
aren’'t yousd

HARRATOR ?;
Brady stopped dead in his lracks.

Wail o minute. What was Paul 13 trving to suy? Did he think 1 was unadvenmurous?

PRUL D
Um, yeah.

BRADY
Who does he think he i8? My middle name i= Action.

[sound of light rail pulling up to a stop] /'//l/ O O/‘&’ /'L

What the?

0O
flight rall door swooshing open] M ; E( T)\(g \Q S

LIGHT RAIL ENGINEER
All aboard! Hey, buddy. I said.All aboardl

BRADY
Ah, no thank you, sir. I don’'t do public transporta-
tion. A bit too.public,

NARRATOR
As the light rail pulled away from the house, Brady walched the faces in the window. What he saw were the strong brows and deter-
mineed ghares of modem day explorers, Like Shackelton before them, they too were headed for great lands of possibilily. This made
lrady depressed, us per usual. He retired to the hackvard and the giant ouk tree where his great friend Alan Greenspan lives in the tree-
hose,

[Greenspan clarinet music]  Te.r o ‘}u—#‘-"-“? foo ?&Er[} ;
BRADY
He plays beautifully, doesn’t he? After Mr. Greenspan retired from his post as chairman of the federal reserve he moved into our tree-
house, where he plays his clarinet, | climbed the ladder und poked my head through the hole in the floor. Excusc me, sir,
[clarinet screech]

CREENSPAN
Oh, Brady, it's you. I though I falt a cold front.

N,
Greenspan reached for a skewer of meal thal was

TOR -7
ing on a small Hibachi.

Care for somea

Pigeon? T didAa‘t know Whole Foods sold pigeon.

GREENSFAN
They don't.

BRADY ? &"‘1 f.'p .



BRADY
Then where'd you get it?

GREENSFAN
Look arcund, Brady. There are pigeons everywhere,
juet waiting for any old retired aconomist with a
little bit of time on hie hands and a high-powered
rifle.

BRADY
{horrified)
Eirl

GREEMEPAN
Mmmmm. Dalicious.

{lip smacking?)
Brady, the pigeon, like many of today's young star-
lets, is nothing but breast. Here, take & bite.

BHADY
Mo thank you, Mr. Greenspan, I am a vegetarian.

GREENEFPAN 1 1,{."5.,5
Ah, yes, the guilty educated liberal ‘s diet of we
choice. You're losa. That just means more pigeon foz

the supply side of the free market. It'sm a good

thing that whan it comes to pigeon I always demand

BRADY C::j;;a _"“HHW

May I ask you a guestion, sir?
GREEMSPAN
{lip smacking) (moaning)
Go right ahead. :
ot
BRADY
Do you find me to be an adventurous fellow?
N
GREENSPAN / f
Lot's seer you alwaye wear a suit and ascot. 5lﬁf
BRADY {
Tes. r Uf‘\ —Q
GREENSPAN \

You don't eat meat.

BRADY
Correct.
GREEMSEAN Lr\ev r{_-:
Fish?
BRADY
Hops. Marcury.
GREENSEAN
Dairy?
BRADY

Lactose.



GREENSPAN
and you don't like people or the outdoors.

BRADY
Idiots and dirty.

GREEMSFAN
You might fall on the unadvanturocus side of the
chart.

BRADY

I was afraid of that.

GREENSFAN
What's got your ascots in a bunch?

BRADY
T saw a group of adventurers departing for far off
lands. And it’s got me thinking I might want to take
on an adventure of my own, for artistic purposes, of
course. I've always fancied myself a young Heming-
WAY .

GREENSPAN
(angrily)
Brady, [ don't ever want i hear you compare yourself to Hemingway again. | don’t like w talk about it,
One day, out on the playground, be culled me a sissy when [ declined to box with him. Even as a todd

BRADY
I*m sorry, sir. I had no idea.

GREENSPAN ,
Tt's okay, Drady. Now, could you hand me that claw,
I've got scme pigeon in my teeth, -

HARRATOR
Brady, stirred hy Alan Gireenspan’s Hemingway tale, decided it was time he o gulhered epic stories of his own, 1le rushed o e base-
ment and packed a satchel full of ascots and then ran out into the yard toward the light rail stop, where he ran into Sam. \
SAM
Hey, kemosahbe, where you off to in such a hurry? lﬁm
BRADY 1 m
I'm lookin for adventure. wI‘S
SAM I
Head out on the highway? ™

BRADY
You know I don't drive, Sam.

BAM
It wag a.um.you know, frem the song.

BRADY
I have no time for your infernal ramblings.

[light rail pulls to stop]

SAM
You know.

{singing)



QoD
Lookin for adventure / head out on the highway / get At[ " \‘D\( Il'l

you moto..
{traile off)

HARRATOR
Brady jumped on the lght rail and sat down on a plastic seal next 1o a young girl, his satchel of ascats in his lip.

BRADY
Excuse me, little girl, where doés this train go?
o
a.r -
LITTLE GIRL R X %—*%
The Mall of America. ., _.~9 M ,-:;r__.a.-dl
BRADY

ah, yes, I got you. Very shrewd commentary on the
capitalization of our country. A country of consum-
erism. The Mall of America, I'm going to ride this
train to the last stop. See every bit of this great
land.

HARRATOR
A tear ran down Drady’s cheek as his preat joumcy began. When the light ruil stopped at the Mall of America Brady pot off. Inside the
mall, bie ate something the people of those parts called u Cinabunn, and then he rode the train home and wrole in his diary.

BRADY
Dreur Diary.

I suw the world today, It was not pretty. I am exhausted. Ate foreign food and now have a stomach ache. Remember 1o give Greenspan
the souvenir caricature of me and Howie Mandel, Good night, Brady, the Great.

")
ﬂnnuvﬂl{ﬂgﬁouk\ = V\_ug) jﬂu“% \;L\é\\i Mc}m VA \5"“\ 7.5

=5 INTERSTICE #1 - MOHAMMED AND LITTLE MAN

o i

HARRATOR
We don’t want 10 get obsessed with the Light Rail. Other things were huppening in the neighborhood. For instance the neighborhood
paper boy, Mohammed, was writing in his diary. Don't we have a song fior than?

{singing):
Delivering papers in the neighborhood ; i 1 \ t}
Seeing things that no boy shouid &L e r'\
Getting whars the getting s good f
He's the paperboy

MOHAMMED

(speaking firmly)
My name's Mark!l

-end song-

MOHAMMELD
Dear Diary,

1 am no longer & paperboy, Now, | am a pupenman. Today | witnessed first hand the cold reality of death. My hamster, Wentzel, bit my
dad and died. Alas! Poor Wentzel! He was so young! And in a twist of fate, it was my own father who hath him slain. Dad said that
Wenizel's biting him had nothing to do with his death. but I know the truth. Dad i like Brtney Spears: he's toxic. Al least (o hamsters.

[ didn’ really care for Wentecl, truth be told. He did a BM every ten seconds, and when he wasn't BM-ing, he just sat there. He re-
minded me of the wrilers at the Lit 6 Tlouse.



In related news, | got to see Steph today when [ went to collect for the paper. She was wearing her sportsbra. 0! Tobea hurmmus stain
on that sportsbra!

In closing, 1 know now that | am coming closer each sccond Lo the tender embrace of the grave. Thanks for tuming me onto that one,

NARRATOR
I'he City of Minneapolis hired a band that day. w celebrate the new Light Rail stop’s grand opening. As twa trains pulled in— onc head-
ing down twi the other t the Mall, Counselor Polmgrensen, the mun responsible for this stop, introduced the band.

KOD KNG POLMGRENSEN
It's my superior pleasure 1o bring you in.Citien playing us some 5 music right here at YOUR VERY

VN HENT Tl SIGp. 5 it for Little Man! K
LITTLE MAN SONG #1 R X x ) O
¥ O -
82

;n;m:mﬁ ﬂﬂ%ﬁrm fello d little lady! >\ A N
'hat a great ! vou fellows. .. and It vl - W
END INTERSTICE #1 é‘a«{} N | AN
(@A \

- RER A
FIRST SAM OSTERHOUT MUSIC, THEN... ’ L’L‘,
— TRAIN MUSIC - l.

HWARRATOR

This is the story of how Herbach and the light ruil teamed up 1o bring Sam u Gyrl who would teach him how Lo love again. 1t"s a com-
plex story, full of wlult themes. Like job postings wd gamisheed wages.

BAM
| pay Herbach ten dollars a week to manage my MySpace page. I just don’t have the cnergy o do itmyself. And he's so jovial. [ actually
hired him when he answercd my ad on Craigslist, His resume was a little weak., hut his cover letler was charming.

HERBACH
(reading)
D5der W no o atn

SAM
Doesen‘t get any better than that!

Diear Mr. Osterhoul

HERBACH
I firmly helieve that 1 cun be o great asset to your MySpace munagement team, As my own persunal MySpace page manager, | have
experienced virtually no winover and have gamered friends in the six-digit range.

SAM
What an intro! Powerfull

HERBACH
Additionally, as your best pal and housemate, you can rest assured that [ will always work with your best interests in mind.

SRM
It's true. Wa're best pals.

HERBACH
[ look forward to 4 Gime when we can further discuss my qualifications. ..in your hot wh. Sincarely....

2AM



wait for it.

HERBACH
Herbach,

GAM
Buoova! Truth be told. as soon as the position opened up | knew I'd be hiring Herhach. Posting it on the Internet was just a formality. |
post all of my posilions on the Internet. Usually as jpegs.

And since Herbach has taken over my MySpacc page, I'd gotien aver 3,000 friends, all of whom were beautiful, homebound women
between the uges of 22 and 40, and all of wham | was in constant contaet with, via Herbach. Herbach set “em up, and 1 knocked “em
down. Figuratively, of course, | would never literally knock a woman down., Unless she was in the act of committing a crime, like armcd
robbery. Even the, T probably wouldn®t knock her down so much as 1°d punch her in the throat as hard as I could.

Where was [7

MySpace. | love people. T want to be constantly surrounded by people, If I'm nol sipping coffee with Yoolie, my yoga instructor, then
I'm gabbing on the phone with my dear fricnd, Gayle. But after my last girlftiend, | have trust issucs. She was perfect—so smart and 50
funny and cute, 1 forget her name. But, as Trecall, it was a very pretty name. Like Gabriella or something. No, that's not it. Anyway, 1
thought what's her name was the one | would scitle down with. Marriage. Kids. House. Furniture. Those Nikes thul work with the iPod
Nano. The whole bit. But then I caught her in the act of committing a erime. Armed robbery. [ would have punched her in the throat but
she had bound my hands and feet. What a stinker! So 1 still wanted to meet women—I love people—but I guess vou could say | wasa
litile FT%03, which is no laughing matter. My Space was the perfect solution. | ld | lerbach o unly belriend beautiful homebound
women-—women who don't like to go outside—or who were otherwise lazy. C'est Parfait! Girltriends without any of he cumbersome
seeing them all the time, But then Herhach pot greedy and sugpested we branch out into Facebook, another social networking sile. 1 told
him I"d give him one additional dollar per week to explore my Vacebook potenlial.

Thar's when the shucks hit the fan. Facebook users are not homebound. They are young and springy. You can communicate with them
by “poking” them—pushing & button that says poke. And when you poke a facebook user, it’s just like when | poke them literully, with
my finger, in the tummy. Really gets ‘em charged up. In our weekly updale meeting, Herbach had bad news,

HERBACH
I poked four thousand women on Facebook, Sammy, and
1,500 of them want to meat up.

AAM
I'm considaring having your wages garnisheed, Her-
bach.

HERBACH
Take a chill, man. T only pokad women who don’t
drive.

BAM
Bo what if they don't drive?

HERBACH
Lookit! The odds of someone getting anywhere in the
Twin Cities without a car are the same as the odds
of a light rail station magically appearing in our
front yard.

3AM
The nexl meming a light rail station magically appeared inour from vard.

TRAIN HORN - TOOT! TOOT!

EAM
I had Herbach's wages gamisheed. // Additionally, Facebook had just lumehed o new campaign designed to facilitate in-person meetings
between members. The campaign was called “Ciet poked on the light rail,” and il was a hit. Within an hour of the first train arriving,
there was a woman in my bedroom. We sat and talked all morning. | couldn’t get rid of her. Her sereen nume wus Pioneer Grrl, but her
real name....

GYRL



/ \ \\i 3
.\\
My real name is just Gyrl. with a

GYRL |
But you know that from our many hours of online \
chatting.
SAM

Hah. Sure do. Gyrl.

GYRL
You know, Sam. I‘m having such a good time talking,
but I have to say that you really aren't enything
like how you described yourself.

EAM
How did I describa myself?

GXRL
You eaid you were a bronzed Grecian God-like man
with curly, long, flowing black locks.

SAM
That's why Herhach gets the big bucks.

GYRL
For some reason you also said that you were the bast
pal a guy could ever have but you didn't pay your
employaas very well.

BRAM
1 can Assures you, My Wages are competitive. Herbach!

GIRL
am T how you thought T'd be?
Ty
q.'\\h SAM
W\ ves?
GIRL
(slowly)

Can | tell you something? Chatting with you vnline was like chatting with an anxious. adorahic littke monkey. You were so funny and
also nervous. | could practically smell the cigarette smoks coming out of my compuler, [ feel like I've known you forever. ['m excited
about us. Sam. And look, T brought my ovemnight stufl just like we talked ahout. I'll get into my swimsuit and you can give me that
hours-long full hody massie in the hot tub like you said you would.

SAM
Herbach’s fired.

GYHRL
Har what?

BAM
Listen, Gyrl. I'm just not so sure about us. My last
girlfriend took something very precious from me.

GYRL
Your heart?



My pinky rings. Listen, you are so beautiful and, so far, you seem 0 be an c:xr.tplmnul]} nice and eamest and intellipent person. You'rc
ambitious and athletic and prounded and reully, very funny. I haven™ laughed so hard in years. Youw're 0o pushover and vou've gof very
symmetrical toes, which is great. Your skin gives off an almost angelic warm glow, your hair shimmers and you smell like crushed rose
petals, You're perfect

GYRL
(slightly upset — Bhowing con-
Cern)
Then what’s the problem?

SAM
I just nead more.
_--"'"__-__-—___-__"—‘——-.\_'
_———GTHAL e
e {Even — happy) Se N
_—No you don't. 1'11 go put on my swimsuit. =~
_—— -t - ==
Okey doke. Gyt went inte my bathroom 1o chan guess this is the end of my story. And | guess [ had a new girllriend, But1 felt un-
easy. | umed on my radio for guidance. The wise Wheat was playing a set.

Lown ’Tr"]bﬁ"': MARE WHEAT ON THE RADIO _% leor Wah &
John Vanderslice contributed that last number, which was recorded in his garage. This is 89.3, The Current: Mark Wheat here. You
know, that song mikes think about love in our technological age. If you fall in love onling, are you it love with the person, or the per-
sona? And what if you're a guy who's been robbed at gunpoint by previous girlftiends? Can you ever love again?

BAM
Good guestion, Mark Wheat.

MARK WHEAT ONH THE RADIO
Just curious, T puess. Well, at any rate, here’s a new one from Macho Puko from their debut album, Purging Titicaca.

5. INSTERSTICE #2 HOUSE MEETING AND GRAVEYARD OLD LADY DICKINSON

HARBATOR
Eatly, early in the morning, even hefore she tricd out the new light rail train that had been built near her yard, the Old Lady Dickinson,

the Punk Poet Paul I's adopted mom. had gone out 1o the cemetery, as she did every moming, W visil her beloved husband Ronald, who
stz YW SO ITIENY YRS aEL ( l'k
4 A P30 .,-,Q ’%m =
SUNG - ? Jlr'\.’-.
A %"“‘” )
Old Ronald is gone. ¥
But she talks to his stone. _

if's Old Lady D at the Cemetery. / ~T2
O Lady D al the Cemelery.

OLD LADY D
Oh, Ronmie, yuh bitber scundiboo, may you rest in etemal peace, today is the anniversary of the first time our little Punky son Paulie D
read 8 poem [or us, Remember?

Little Paulie ran in from his room and zaid he leamed about haiku in his Kindec-garien, We waited, mnd ]ill.li: Puulie ook a big deep
breath and e said:

e Tk et Pien o

(Oh, we were so proud! | knew our adopted son would change the world with his words. And you knéw it too, because you Ratd. “Ronny,
I'm glad you lcamed something new, even if'it’s something that make you a pansy, because women go fruitcake for that pansy crap.”




Oh, how little Paulic beamed!

{}h, Ronnie. | still get sad that | couldn’t grow your sced m my own belly and we had to adopt that son from that dirty Irish 5L Paulie
girl. But you were a good poppa, and if you could see him now, vou'd be so proud. He tumed out to be & real pansy.

. INTERSTITIAL: WEEKLY THERAPY

HNARRATOR
What a touching moment. Before we pet hack lu the light rail station, let's take o listen to this week's house therapy session,

-OPENING JINGLE- Q
—\ Put your mind at aase O
The wind in the lrees

"‘l Here, have some i _,]
>u- Weeﬁ;%emp Y e = \/\ (3 O - \f\ 0

-END-
. Pt mcy re chewing through therapists faster than 5[ state can

NARRATOR = N h
The state opencd up a big old can of mandated therapy on these wei
send ‘em out, This week’s brand of therapy: talk therapy.

like 1o... CM-‘-:- e
BRADY . L
What are your credentials? Harvard? Yale? (I%'ﬂ r
L]
TIERAPIST G Mﬁ.‘-t

well, Brady, I gradusted from Colorado College.

LD

THERAPIST
‘Thank you all for inviting me into your home. For this first session, I'd ju

BRADY

Drear God! And 1 suppose you only have your masters, wl bl d >
SAM AND HERBACH M i
{uproarious langhter) 6 r I : w* mt
THERAPIST

That"s right, in marriage and family therapy. 7

BRADY A f
Can't,..even...prescribe, Shamelul, i
=R )
SAM AND HERBACH h L[‘J-
{uproarious laughter) I ’
s +® B ’

THERAPIST
Herbueh, why are you and Sam laughing? Q wb

HERBACH
Because this is laugh therupy!

SAM AND HERBACH
{Uproarious lsughler)

THERAPIST /
Mo, this is talk therapy.

SAM
T.ast weck | suw udog get hit by a car!



SAM AND HERBARH &
{Uproarious laughter)

S5AM
Tt diled!

SAM AND HERBAC \
{Uproarious laughter) N

THERAMST
Stop that. Can we just el setthed here. 1.

STE

SAM AND HERBACH
{Uproarious laughter)

THERAPIST
For the love of God — that digcoloring is your bra— oh, put those things away

STEPH
WMM
— -dﬂ_
TEoTST— |

My eyes!

HERBACH
113 therapist, I'm Herbach! | fight fircs.

SAM AND HERBACH
{Uprnarious laughier)

HERBACH
It's funny because it's true!

I'HERAPIST
It s nod funmy al all - stop laughing.

SAM AND HERBACH AND STEPH
(uproarious laughter)

STEPH
He lit my shoes on fire while T whs wearing them!

SAM AND HERBACH AND SEEPH
{uproarious laughter)
THERAPINI

[ can't take this anymore, What am T supposed to do?

BRADY
Why don’t you go hack to Coldrudo College? I'm sure they offer something more your speed, like HVAC, or auto repair. Perhups you
could get a degres in punsmithing. Good day, therapist

“JINGLE REPRISE-



[ut your mind at ease

‘The wind in the trees
{spoken) Here, have some tea
Weakly therapy

END INTERSTICE #2

NARRATOR
Speaking of mental health, out on the porch Steph watched as passengers got on and off the light ruil trains that publed up o the new
station. She sat on the porch couch. thinking, fuming, hating, as is her wont.

e e Siph w8 Spp o

I"d done nothing all summer but sit on our front porch while other people traveled pasl me, going places, doing things, making fife,
Somctime uround August 1'd dozed off and when [ woke up, there was a light rail stop in front of our porch, with four times the amount
of people lraveling past our house, making un even larger amount of fife. That's when 1 started torturing the carpenter ants.

Fveryone sround me is along on my personal ride. And if my ride circles the toilet in a spiral of usclessness and despair, then o carpen-
ter ants will be disabled to the point that they are unable complete their work. Unfortunately, none of the light rail riders ever got on my
train to clinical depression. They were ton busy.

[SOUND OF TRATN APPROACHING ANL THEN STOPPING]

STEPH
You people are ugly! And your jobs are... stupid!

LIG W ad 6 Pt
with sunny oplimism, s he boards G:;?.H a

Ha! Ha! Oh, you're funny! But I've got no time for negativily, 1've got to get to work!

STEPH

Sure you do, jerk. Then our neighbor (Hd Lady D. got off the train. She was wiaring sweatpants and a sports bra that was soaked with
sweat. It was the sume sports bra | was wearing, Mine was soaked with sweat too, but only because I'd been wearing it sinee Cinco de
Mayo

[SOUND OF TRAIN PULLING AWAY]

OLD LADY D,

Cioaaah, that pilules sure smoothed out my hackic hunch! You should try it girlie. They strelch you with a machine so vou don’t have o
use the armrests of your davenport!

STEPH
I should have replied with venom and vinegar. 1 should have said: “Your life is meaningless, (ld Lady D., und your punk son is poet!”

But I didn't. | don’t know why, bt whenever thut Old Lady calls me “girlic,” it makes me feel like a little girl.
50 | tackled her,

OLD LADY I

Ouoooh! d. '7
STIPH SD = ﬂ% Cro.
[whispering] “Help me Old Lady D,” | said, “Help me make something oul of my life!™ /"‘"7 \:‘w

LD LADY D ‘“‘ 5

Well hell's bells, girlie, get off me and 111 help you muke something! [SOUND OF STEPH GETTING OFT 0113 LADY D7] My dead 0
hushand Ronald alwuys said, when you don’t know what t do with yourself, make something, and if vou're gonna make something,

make something good, su’s then 1 can eat it w

And when | was a young housewifey like yourself and | didn’t know what to make, 1 just made me u salmon loaf! d m‘

THE SALMON LOAF SONG FOR OLD LADY D. AND STEFH



W

L

[punchy]

OLD LADY 1.

You put some salmon in a grinder
And it make a man o “Wooll”

Yo add seme bread crumbs and some brandy }
And you serve up Salmon Loafl
Come on tow, you try il girlie! ) Pp u
STEPH w & l sw

¥ou put sume salmon in a grinder
And it make 2 mun go “Woofl”
You add some bread crumbs and some brandy

OLD LADY [ AND STIPN TOGETHER
And you serve up Salmon Loaf!

B
STEPH ‘
[ am folding on myselt hefore this speeding locomato.
I*ve a hump on my back like a dead or dying thino,

Um the streel where I live 1"m the local quasiimoto,
1 am tolding on mysel[ like an empty bill-foldo.
[SONG OVIR]

OLD LADY 1.
Oiooooh!

STEPH

Oild Lady I, didn’t like the sound of that. She saved me thal duy. She picked me up and carried me, using her massive, pilatcs-induced
core strenglh, straight through 1 her house. I didn’twant to make salmon loal, | wanted scream ohscenitics ul lightrail passengers, and
then kill carpenter ants with my hapless thumbs.

But the minute she dumped me vnlo the floor of her kitchen, the house got under my skin. |ler house is constructed entirely from ne-
muinder copies of “laceocal™ by Lee luccoca. Her Punk son 'oet Paul D. even decopaged her counteriop using hundreds of hook jackels
showing Lee laccoca's smiling face.

OLID LAY D.
I raised me a good boy. He got off his dirty poer tanny and mude something. So why don't you pul your stinky artitude-y m your boo hia
und serew that mear grinder to the counter, if you even can.

STEPH
#0h 1 can, Old Lady!

I clamped an ancicnt meal grinder onto Lee Jaccoca’s disgusting mug, reld tight, [SOUND OF GRINDER BEING CLAMPED] s0 that |
rubthed off most of his teeth, O1d Lady D took a seven pound slab of salimon and stuffed it into one end of the grinder [SOUND OF
SALMON STUFFED INTO A GRINDER], She empticd u Costeo-sized box of breadcrumbs on top ol it [SOUND OF BREAD
CRUMBS] as well as an entire jar of parsely [SOUNI? OF PARSLEY], and then a fifth of hrandy [SOUND OF BRANDY |. Then she
clapped her hands real sharply in my face.

[CLAP, OLD LADY Dv1]

OLD LAY 1.
Now grind it, little girl! Grind it like you're at the Sons of Norway dance hall!

STEPH
So 1 ground.
SOUND OF GRINDING, propressively louder]
tthe under music?]

I ground and | ground and [ ground, like I was drilling Lee luccoca a tracheotomy! And then... O the other side of the meal grinder, &
litlle something appeared. And then u litile more. My bicep contracted and 1 ground harder, and harder! I was working up a real-live
sweal, u work sweat, not a sitting-in-the-sun-smoking-and-crying sweal! And then there was a little more, and then a nice, soft, mixed-up
pink thing flecked with parsely and smelling sweet of brandy and fresh of the oveun burst out of the meat grinder



[LOUD PLOP}
and Old Lady D. jumped and waved a loaf pan and shouted:

OLD LADY D.

Hipowmooo!

STEPH
._and stid the Inaf pan under the grinder so the meat mixture plopped right in! I was making salmon loaf!

OLD LADY D.
¥ ou pul some salmon in & grinder

And it make a man go *Waoofl” »
¥ou add =ome bread crumbs and some brandy a.' M
And vou serve up Salmon Loaf!

el . '

F&JSM{

loaf
INTERSTICE #3 LITTLE, MAN AND LETTER TO CLERKY

NARRATOR

Ot at the Little Light Rail Station, Counselor Rod King Polmsgrensen, the man responsible for bringing light rail w the neighborhood.
filled halloons, kissed babies and helped Steph hand out tiny portions of the Salmon Loat she'd made with the Old Lady 1dickinson.
Then it was time o introduce the grand opening band, Little Man, for a final Light Rail Statton Cirand Opening Song. Counselor
Polmsgrensen approached the Mic. He'd been drnking Courvoissier all aftermoon.

ROD KING POLMGRENSEN

It has been a great day today, for the neighborhood! The world! Ho Hey Hey! This neighborhood, once a dead end in the transitless cul
de sucs of this cold basster watcr of a fish Wown, is now a shining, mobile example of what 2 specd boat on wheels can Inok like, il il's
got A tasty bottle in its wide open man craw]

CROWT)
What!"

ROD KING POLMGRENSEN
Let's ring er out neighborboob for that super-sized hastion of rok... Little Man. . atool Woo!

LITTLE MAN
Uh... Thanks.

LITTLE MAN SONG #2

MARRATOR
Counselor Polmgrensen {ell off the grand opening stuage during that great song.

Before we go back to another light rail story, let's hear a letter from Clerky s futher. Clerky owns the liguor store in our nelghborhood.
She's from the hills. This letter was mistakenly delivered to the Lit & house lust week. Here's what the letier suid:

CLERKY' S DAD

Nearest Clerky,

Them hills are filled with tics. When you was home we had no fics. Now | spend my days hittin tics with hairbrush. That ain’t right.
It's been many years, huney bear. It's been a gencrativn, 13 years, since you showed vore face up here 1o chase away ull the sadness,
Cappy still picks his banjo near every night as if that would do him good. 1 have told old Sud Cappy that 1 will shoot him down ifhe
dow’t quit. He keeps on pickin. That's whal you left behind, sweet pumpkin.



We nieed you back! Why don’L you plan a visit? You might give me spirit enuf to climb off my cot for an afternoon and maybe me and
you can head down to the skatin rink for u little of that old-time rofler line dancin. Wouldn't you luve to see your old papster on his
skates once mors? Shore you would.

Yours truly.
Duddy bear

NARRATOR
I didn’t know Clerky’s dad roller skated! Don't worry. The housemates as papfr boy Mohammed to deliver the letter to Clerky.
Mot hefore Steph scunned it and made it her screcnsaver,

p— —

The day of the light rail station grand opening was getting away from the housel ated. We haven't heard from Herbach, have we!

HERBACH MIUJSIC INTO...
{TRAIN MUSIC, TROLLEY)

NARRATOW
Up in his dark bedroom, Herbach listened to the sound of the light rail train

(TRAIN WHISTLI)

He stood up from his princess bed, light from the hallway catching the shining silver of his tear away sweat pants. Herbach was deep in
thoughl

HERBACH

You know what the light rail means 1o me? OpportunityT My housemates are all pretty. Sam, has pretty hair, Gor-
geous and he's a great employer — | love running his internet presence.{ Hrady, louks like a baby seal) | love that. Steph, she's like Flo,
that hig whacky wailress on the TV Show Alice, and I'd love w kiss hergrits. But you know what? J's time for me to pursue my own
destiny. Twant @ be the hero of my own story. [ want tn soc ncw people. | want to get me some action in the big city. That's right.
Downtown. Between Skyscrapers and streetcars [ will go to dance bars and pull off my tear away sweat pants and show ofl my shining
man thong and 1 will do it all disco-style with a whole new set of beautiful fricnds, Tt i
sce wilh rinped-wp-sweat-shirts and.water ks from-disco-bals—thass-ah-rommg down, because when you say |lerbach, whal you're
really suying is adventure and love... combined. 1 will make love when 1 get on that light il teainl —1] |“1|h

But I'm scuredestmrad,_ 'l need conrsme” Who dutsde train have on it? Rusinessm sely cropped hair ghd exercised phy-

sigues, Whel il they want @ piece of me? And {poragers: can't stand the smell optheir pheromones, 1 remember gym class. | passed
Ut frevm thi-s wice a week. And linl iﬁm’ : ure lijlle'kids who artend Montessori ols #ho urgstiper smait.and
creativerind intelleciutd ¢ R orEmig. Tam so affaiddo get ontharmram—tmeedTouree | want to b ahero

flexible, what TPthey mak o
ACTION MUSIC)
NARRATOR

lHerhach threw open his bedroom door and ran down the hall then bounded down the steps. His eves were filled with lears. Was Her-
bach sad? Mo, he was filled with the emotion of a young boy about to find his desting, He tore through the living room, past Sam who
primped in the mirror,

SAM
Hey, slow down kemosabe! I don’t want you poking anyone from my faccbook.

HERBACH
Mo time!

NARRATOR
Out the door and past Steph whe stood on the porch.

STEPH
Stop, Herbach, | have Salmon Loall

HERBACH
1"l say a prayer for those dead salmons!



NARRATOR
And past Brady whao stood in (he yard, a linle humched over.

BRADY

1 have a terrible stomach ache. l

HERBACH ¥ \
Mot now! | gotln get me somé courage, baby seal! & c

BRADY ; 5
Wi (DO Q (_/\_) (e N O P /

NARRATOR

And then Herbach sprinted, fast, cryimg oul, all the way to the liquor store, where he haped he would find the courage m get on'®fe light
rail brain.

HERBAC1
Running! Hunming!

&
s S
(ACTION MUSIC ENDS) (}Ea-sj‘. o
NARRATOR
Clerky stood behind the counter counting mulchbooks as Herbach burst through the store door.
(STORE BELL)
HERBACH

lello, Clerky, | am Herbach,

CLERKY
Jingle Balls and Creepin Crackers, I know who you are. Why you so oul of breath?

HERBACH
I am on fire und need the liquid courage w (ind my destiny.

CLERKY
Cict out ol my store.

HERBACH

Clerky, you left home. You left them thar hills to move here! To the big city! To hecome you! To fulfill your destiny. Teach me how
i live.

CLERKY
Aww baloney. | chased a fool man to this godforsaken town. Now I'm trapped in this store. Are you gomii buy something?

HERBACH
(h oh! Clerky. You chased a man! You came to the big cily for love? [ want love!

CLERKY

1 got no love, | got cointreaw, courvoissier, drambui and Malibu, which all lasie like love and which are all for sale, but I got no love.
This here’s a liquor store.

{Musiv begins)

NARRATOR
Herhach spread his arms and looked to the sky

HERBACH
Love, Clerky. Love...

CLERKY
You ain’t gonna sing T

HERBACH



Yies, Clerky, | am,

CLERKY
Dang it!

HERBACH LIGHT RAIL S30NG * 5{
AT
Oh | wonder who 1I'd meat L’.aﬁ't."-'\ Qm“ i \\}“\ ﬁh

If I rade om my bwo feet e
And walked hetween the doors
Of the light rail

Oh could it be the girl

|ight =parks, batons that rwirl
$he marches vul the door

Of the IS tower

Oh the hours 1 would wander
{¥h the sounds of underground
Oh the snarls of traffic bound
Riding the railz

Oh (e limpani resounds

I"vee shed a thousand pounds
I'm naked and in love

Right on, the rails

Oh [ wonder what 1°d find

IF 1 wok the train confined
With the riders in their khakis
On the light rail.

Oh would it be so hard

To cmbark with all my cards
Disemburk, the nighttime stars
Dancing around her

O the hours | would wander
Oh the sounds of underground
(¥h the snarls of raffic bound
Until dowmntown

Oh he litmpani resounds

I"ve shed o thousand pounds
I'm naked and in love

Riding the light rail

I'm naked and in love
Riding the light rail

I'm naked riding light
O rails W you

CLERKY Hoo -
1 hate it when vou sing. Drives away my customers!

HERBACH
Clerky, give me some liquid courage W get on the Hght rail! 'm oo alruid. ..

CLERKY
Aw, bull whips. You don’t need to get on the dang light rail. Why would you gel on some ve-hicle that™s stuck on rails ad only goes a
coupla places and you gotla wait for it and then yuh gotla fight for a seat because it's fulled up with people? Bull whips!

HERBACI!
But | putta pet mobile. If1don’t I'm going to start petting Brady and kissing Steph’s gris.



CLERKY
What?

HERBACH
St is pretty, but | don’l want to waste my lifie combing his hairl

CLERKY
Whar?!

UERBACH
| poita go mobile, Clerky. | gotta find love in the hig city.

CLEREY

Lave ain't where vou think it’sat. Love mightbeina alley way. It might be down by the river. You cam'L get in no alley on the light
rail.

HERBACH

How can [ got there?!

CLERKY
If | give vou u present, will you promise (o leave?

NARRATOR
Herbach stared deep in to Clerky's watery country eyes. He wondered what present she could possibly give him?

HERBACIH
Are vou going tn give me a bottle of couvaissicr?

CLERRY
Mo free liguor, you free loader!

HIERBACH
Then what? If not liquid courage, what?

CLERKY
Roller skates.

HERBACH
Raller skates?

NARBATOR

Clerky walked to the fronl uf the store and locked the dour. Then she motioned for Herbach to follow her. He did. Back, back, decp
into the store they went, through u metal door into an ancicnl beer cooler. There, Clerky pulled a pair of metal, clamp-on roller skates
from u shelf. Herbach sat down on u case of ancient heer. And Clerky clamped the skates (v his fest.

HERBACH
They're cold, Clerky.

CLERKY
These are duddy bear’s skates. Tle was a great champion. The best clump-on free styler them thar hills ever done saw,

HERRACIHI
A champion.

CLEREY
Now stand up. (it a feel for the possibilities, Herbach,

NARRATOR
Hlerhach siood, wobbled, then felt the cold metal radiate through his shoes, connecting the skules to his feer,

HEREBACH
Whoa!

(INSCO STYLE MUSIC)



NARRATOR
#iation set itsell vn Herbuch's face. e hopped, spun, slid into th its thehwback up. Then he neuch
ar away pants, reveuling ¢ magnificent and hejeweled man-tho at ¢ t ligh nuked bulb thahhung
ed [rom the man thong, firing flecks of colored disco ball light all around the dgoler. Clerky screamed.

And Herbach spun out of the cooler, shouting, whooping,
HERBACH )

i hooo hooo, Check it!1!

out of the store, free at last, as if two Uny ral ears hed to his feet. He skated through the neig
inting at pedestrians. ;

Herbuch skaled and skated parks and alley ways, pasl dumpsters and gommunity gardens. He had a goose euling grin glued m
his faee. He was in love with kates, in love with the iy rail cars attached# his feet, Herbach found love in movement, love in tiny
ruil ars that would take Herbach to the moon,

f
| [DISCO MUSIC ENDS)

- END SECTION —
Diveamy, might time music.

NARRATOR
Late ul night, the light rail stops

. Went to hed, Dreamt of the trips they might take, 1Jreamt of what tomorrow might bring. A fog developed, creat-
it of mystery through out the neighborhood. From that fog, wisps of ground cloud curling around him, the Punk Poet Paul D

PAUL D POEM

NARRA IR
What compels a man to act? Something spiritual? Something sublime? Something sclf-less and heautiful?

PAULD
These rails don’t belong here. 't makas me mad.

NARRATOR
What ever the reason, the Punk Poet Paul D began, very slowly, lo dig up the light rail rails in the unassailable dark.

FAUL D
[ bet | can get 30 hucks at the scrap vard for this metal.

NARRATOR



Ity firsl momning's light, the members of the Tit & house had joined the Punk Poet in his endcavor. They, too, dug with shovels and pulled
out the rails

FAULD
| purchased this harrel with money from the scrap yard.

NARRATOR

Neighbors were pleased o have abeer. They tnasted the Punk Poer then they walked over one block and twok the bus. The only neigh-
hor whio became terribly upset was the dishonorable Counsclor Rod King Polmgrenscn, the man responsibie for bringing the inexpli-
cable light rail stop to the neighborbuood.

ROD KING POLMGRENSEN
What the? Who the? How's my dumb kid gonna get Lo the mall. Oooh, I oughtal

NARRATOR
The Punk "oct wus prepared for Polmgrensen. He bent down and picked up a paper bag. In this hag wis a botlle of Courvoissier, pur-
chasad ar the Liguor Store. The Punk Poert reached oul 1o Rod King Palmgrenscr, presenting the bottle w him.

PALL.D
Counselor. Please. Cuan we all get along?

ROD KNG POLMGRENSEN
Courvoissier? For me?

PALIL 1.
Yes.
MNARBATOR

A Lear appeared in Polmgrensen's lell eve.

ROD KING POLMGRENSEN
Oh geez. 1don"t much like Punk und | don’t much like Poets, bul T gush darn Tove a man of vigion... und you, my boy, are a man of
¥isivn,

PALIL D.
Oleay.

Start Polka Music -
NARRATOR
By mid-afternoon the whole neighborhood was having a block party. They listened 1o polka music produced by Sons of Norway Band
and they danced on the cement platform of the former station and sipped beer and courvoissier. It was g beautiful day as so many arc in
Minncapolis in September. It was the greatest day any of them could ever remember, Let’s Polka...
MUSIC... You have ro make love to this palka .

MARK WHFEAT



Hello. I"m Mark Wheat, What lessons have we leamned here today? lsn’t it something about the imporiance of having a drewn and
holding on to your dream? 1sn’t it something about humankind’s need to act in the fuce of apparent meaninglessness? | think so. Look
what's happened: Brady traveled and lcamned that he didn’t like truvel. Sam found a girl, u girl named gyri on the internet. Steph had the
doors of perception opened to her because she gol off the couch and mude Salmon loaf. Herbuch found love in motion. Those roller
skates, those little light mail vars attached to his fecl, guve him an ability io go places he's always wanted to go: quickly down alleys and
between parked cars. The Punk Poct Paul D created a beautiful guthering by doing whal is most intrinsic to him: scrapping metal. And
the neighborhood, although they lost their light rail station, fvumd each other in sunshine und polka music, Mo, il doesn’t all make scnse,
and yet, it all works oul. Rodney King asked us a question: Can we all get along? There is roud ruge and government ineplitude and
loud, dirty neighbors that occasionally drive us all mud. Still, can we all get ulong? Look at the evidence. The answer. my friends. .. the
swier: Yes, indesd we can.

Thank you so much for being here tonight,

NARRATOR

And thank you, Mark Wheat! Also Thanks to Little Man for providing us their songs. Thank you lo our sponsors: R9.3 The Current.
Minneapolis/st. Paul Magazine, and Hamline University’s Graduate schoul of Liberal Smdies. Check out our other great sponsors in the
program and come see us again, Saurday, September 30 when well meditate on the Sub-Prime Mortgage Crisis with our special musi-
cal gugsl Haley Bonar, ©.et’s all meet in the lobhy fora beer. Good night!
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