I.
(“Alice” stirs in her perfectly normal, and walks to the looking glass. She places her hand over it, as if longing to go through. Then she walks out the door, into the bright daylight. By the river she passes a rabbit hole, and pokes her head in. Slowly, she pulls it back out. A man in a disgustingly colored suit and black slacks follows her.)

Mommas little baby loves shortnin, shortnin 

Mammy’s little baby loves shortnin bread.

 Cooking on the skillet,

Cooking on that lead,

Ole mamas gonna make a some shortnin bread.

Lemme tell that’s all she’ll do,

But whip you up some pudding too…

II. 

(“Alice” looks back at the man, who motions towards her. She steps  forward to him, and they both vanish. She reappears in a field. Frantically, she rolls over in the field. A gopher-man appears and starts sniffing at her. They sniff each other for a long moment, then both run across the field, twirling all about.)

Amazing grace, how sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me
I once was lost but now am found
Was blind but now I see

'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear
And grace my fears relieved
How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed


Amazing grace, how sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me
I once was lost but now am found
Was blind but now I see 

III.

(“Alice” enters a wooded area, and turns back. The gopher-man looks at her, and sniffs the air. “Alice” enters the forest, and then looks back again, as the gopher-man rolls over into the tall grass of the field. Saddened, she continues through the dark forest, with random weird objects popping out all around her. At the end, she makes it out of the woods, and to a big mansion.)

A.

When we’ve been there ten thousand years,
Bright shining as the sun,
We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise
Than when we’d first begun.

B.

Three little children, lyin' in bed
Two were sick and the other 'most dead
Sent for the doctor and the doctor said,
"Give those children some short'nin' bread."

Mama's little baby loves short'nin', short'nin',
Mama's little baby loves short'nin' bread,
Mama's little baby loves short'nin', short'nin',
Mama's little baby loves short'nin' bread.

C.

Rock-a-bye, baby
In the treetop
When the wind blows
The cradle will rock
When the bough breaks
The cradle will fall
And down will come baby
Cradle and all

Baby is drowsing
Cosy and fair
Mother sits near
In her rocking chair
Forward and back
The cradle she swings
And though baby sleeps
He hears what she sings

From the high rooftops
Down to the sea
No one's as dear
As baby to me
Wee little fingers
Eyes wide and bright 
Now sound asleep
Until morning light

IV.

(“Alice” swings the door of the mansion open and walks in. sitting in the middle of the floor is a little doll. She picks it up and puts it in the pocket of her blouse. She creeps slowly through the house, and eventually up the stair. The room she walks into upstairs is padded white, and has a young man in a rocking chair. He rocks the chair as the background changes. At one point, a guitarist walks on and off and on again, playing a solo.) 

[RUEBEN  JAMES

BY W. GUTHRIE]

Have you heard of a ship called the good Reuben James
Manned by hard fighting men both of honor and fame?
She flew the Stars and Stripes of the land of the free
But tonight she's in her grave at the bottom of the sea.

CHORUS:
Tell me what were their names, tell me what were their names,
Did you have a friend on the good Reuben James?

One hundred men were drowned in that dark watery grave
When that good ship went down only forty-four were saved.
'Twas the last day of October we saved the forty-four
From the cold icy waters off that cold Iceland shore. 

It was there in the dark of that uncertain night
That we watched for the U-boats and waited for a fight.
Then a whine and a rock and a great explosion roared
And they laid the Reuben James on that cold ocean floor. 

Now tonight there are lights in our country so bright
In the farms and in the cities they are telling of the fight.
And now our mighty battleships will steam the bounding main
And remember the name of that good Reuben James.

V.
(“Alice” flees the house as fast as she can, and finds herself in a vacant lot. Two men, one on each side spray her with hoses. She runs, and they run after her, until she finds a cardboard box. The spraying continues over the box, but we can no longer see the men, only water gushing over the box, and “Alice” huddled in the box. Hands grope her from all sides until after a while the rain stops and “Alice” runs out of the parking lot, and down a busy street, and down to a dry creek bed.)

Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail,
And mortal life shall cease,
I shall possess, within the veil,
A life of joy and peace.

The earth shall soon dissolve like snow,
The sun forbear to shine;
But God, Who called me here below,
Shall be forever mine.

The rose is red, the violet blue,
The gillyflower sweet, and so are you.

These are the words you bade me say

For a pair of new gloves on Easter day.

The rose is red, the violet blue,

The candy sour, or sweet as you.

These are the words I am made say,

If I want to run and play.

VI.

(“Alice” starts digging in the creek. She finds various antiques and novelty items, and finally comes across a phone. She picks it up and runs up the creek bed, until running into the gopher-man. She falls down and begins to cry, the doll from earlier falling out of her pocket and back down the creek bed. The phone has wrapped itself around her head, which is now ever so slightly red, with blood. The gopher-man picks her up, and gives her the doll. The phone stays wrapped to her head.)

A.

As I was going to St. Ives, 
 I met a man with seven wives, 
each wife had seven sacks; 
 each sack had seven cats; 
each cat had seven kittens. 

 Kits, cats, sacks, wives, 
how many were going to St. Ives?

B.

Old King Cole 
 was a merry old soul, 
and a merry old soul was he; 
 He called for his pipe, 
and he called for his bowl, 
 and he called for his fiddlers three.

C.

The Lord has promised good to me,
His Word my hope secures;
He will my Shield and Portion be,
As long as life endures.

D.

Pease porridge hot!
Pease porridge cold!
Pease porridge in the pot
Nine days old.

Some like it hot,
some like it cold,
some like it in the pot
Nine days old!

VII.
(“Alice” and the gopher-man walk off, but he soon disappears as quickly as he came, and she is once again left alone. Back in a field, she looks at the sky. Looking back down at her clothes, she replaces the doll to its pocket. The phone falls off of her head, and clatters to the ground. She bends over and picks a flower, and twirls through this field, finally laying down, looking towards the sky again, breathing heavily with great ecstasy.)

A.

'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear
And grace my fears relieved
How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed

Through many dangers, toils and snares,
I have already come;
’Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far,
And grace will lead me home.

B.

I am a pretty little Dutch girl,
As pretty as I can be.
And all the boys in the neighborhood
Are crazy over me! 

VIII.

(The field on which “Alice” has been lying on has changed into a white blanket in the middle of another parking lot. The man in the distasteful suit pokes her with a stick. She looks up, and emotes shear terror. She tries to run, but the blanket wraps her up tightly, and the man pokes her with the stick again. He then walks off, leaving the stick. Suddenly, a drummer walks in, and using his sticks to pry the blanket apart, frees “Alice”. He then walks off, as she picks up the man’s stick, and then cobbles off into the distance.)

Little Bo-Peep has lost her sheep,
And can't tell where to find them;
Leave them alone, 
and they'll come home,
Wagging their tails behind them.

Little Bo-Peep fell fast asleep,
And dreamt she heard them bleating;
But when she awoke, 
she found it a joke,
For still they all were fleeting. 

 Then up she took her little crook,
Determined for to find them;
She found them indeed, 
but it made her heart bleed,
For they'd left all their tails behind them!

It happened one day, 
as Bo-peep did stray
Unto a meadow hard by--
There she espied 
their tails side by side,
All hung on a tree to dry.

Amazing grace! How sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me!
I once was lost, but now am found;
Was blind, but now I see.
She heaved a sigh and wiped her eye,
And over the hillocks she raced;
And tried what she could, 
as a shepherdess should,
That each tail should be 
properly placed.
IX.

(“Alice finds herself walking back past the river and the rabbit hole. She tries to cover it up, but the dirt she places on top of it falls as soon as she walks away. The man in the suit of awful taste trails her. Then, she is back in her house, and lies down. Sitting next to her is the man in the rocking chair. Fade to black.)

A.

There was a crooked man
who walked a crooked mile. 

He found a crooked sixpence
beside a crooked stile.

He bought a crooked cat
which caught a crooked mouse,


And they all lived together
in a crooked little house.
 

B.

’Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
And grace my fears relieved;
How precious did that grace appear
The hour I first believed.

Through many dangers, toils and snares,
I have already come;
’Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far,
And grace will lead me home.

The Lord has promised good to me,
His Word my hope secures;
He will my Shield and Portion be,
As long as life endures.

Amazing grace! How sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me!
I once was lost, but now am found;
Was blind, but now I see.

Yea, when this flesh and heart shall fail,
And mortal life shall cease,
I shall possess, within the veil,
A life of joy and peace.

The earth shall soon dissolve like snow,
The sun forbear to shine;
But God, Who called me here below,
Shall be forever mine.

When we’ve been there ten thousand years,
Bright shining as the sun,
We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise
Than when we’d first begun.

Amazing grace! How sweet the sound
That saved a wretch like me!
I once was lost, but now am found;
Was blind, but now I see.

C.

Baby is drowsing
Cosy and fair
Mother sits near
In her rocking chair
Forward and back
The cradle she swings
And though baby sleeps
He hears what she sings
D.

Mommas little baby loves shortnin, shortnin 

Mammy’s little baby loves shortnin bread.

Cooking on the skillet,

Cooking on that lead,

Ole mamas gonna make a some shortnin bread.

Three little children, lyin' in bed
Two were sick and the other 'most dead

Two little children, lyin' in bed
Three were sick and the fifth 'most dead


Sent for the doctor and the doctor said,
"Give those children some short'nin' bread."
Sent for the doctor and the doctor said,
"make me up some short’nin’ bread.”

Mommas little baby loves shortnin, shortnin 

Mammy’s little baby loves shortnin bread.

Mommas little baby loves shortnin, shortnin 

Mammy’s little baby loves shortnin bread.
