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Unit #4 - Handout #2 – SAMPLE SCENE

A sample scene from the musical: Oklahoma! (1943)

Book and lyrics by Oscar Hammerstein II, Music by Richard Rodgers

(LAUREY enters, singing.)

LAUREY

OH, WHAT A BEAUTIFUL MORNING’

OH, WHAT A BEAUTIFUL DAY.

(spoken, as she gives CURLY a brief glance)

Oh!  I thought you was somebody.

(SHE resumes singing, crosses to the clothesline and hangs up an apron.)

LAUREY

I GOT A BEAUTIFUL FEELIN’

EV’RYTHIN’S GOIN’ MY WAY.

(to AUNT ELLER)

Is this all that’s come a-callin’ and it a’ready ten o’clock of a Satiddy mornin’?

CURLY

You knowed it was me ‘fore you opened the door.

LAUREY

No sich of a thing.

CURLY

You did, too!  You heared my voice and knowed it was me.

LAUREY

I heared a voice a-talkin’ rumbly along with Aunt Eller.  And heared someone a-singin’ like a bullfrog on a pond ‑‑

CURLY

You knowed it was me, so you set in there a‑thinkin’ up sump’n mean to say.  I’m a good mind not to ast you to the Box Social.

(AUNT ELLER rises, crosses to the clothesline, takes down quilt, folds it, puts it on porch.)

LAUREY

If you did ast me, I wouldn’t go with you.  Besides, how’d you take me?  You ain’t bought a new buggy with red wheels onto it, have you?

CURLY

No, I ain’t.

LAUREY

And a spankin’ team with their bridles all jinglin’?

CURLY

No.

LAUREY

‘Spect me to ride on behind ole Dun, I guess.  You better ast that old Cummins girl you’ve tuck sich a shine to, over acrost the river.

CURLY

If I was to ast you, they’d be a way to take you, Miss Laurey Smarty.

LAUREY

Oh, they would?

(CURLY now proceeds to stagger LAUREY with an idea.  But she doesn’t let on at first how she is “tuck up” with it.  AUNT ELLER is the one who falls like a ton of bricks immediately and helps CURLY try to sell it to LAUREY.)

CURLY

When I take you out tonight with me

Honey, here's the way it's going to be

You will set behind a team of snow-white horses

In the slickest gig you'll ever see!

AUNT ELLER

Lands!

CURLY

Chicks and ducks and geese better scurry

When I take you out in the surrey

When I take you out in the surrey with the fringe on top!

Watch that fringe and see how it flutters

When I drive them high-steppin' strutters!

Nosy pokes'll peak through their shutters and their eyes will pop!

The wheels are yeller, the upholstery's brown,

The dashboard's genuine leather,

With isinglass curtains you can roll right down

In case there's a change in the weather.

Two bright side lights winkin' and blinkin'

Ain't no finer rig, I'm a thinkin'!

You c'n keep yer rig if yer thinkin' 'at I'd keer to swop

Fer that shiny little surrey with the fringe on the top!

(LAUREY still pretends unconcern, but SHE is obviously slipping.)

AUNT ELLER

Would you say the fringe was made of silk?

CURLY

Wouldn't have no other kind but silk.

LAUREY

(she’s only human)

Has it really got a team of snow-white horses?

CURLY

One's like snow, the other's more like milk.

AUNT ELLER

So y’can tell ‘em apart!

CURLY

All the world'll fly in a flurry

When I take you out in the surrey

When I take you out in the surrey with the fringe on top.

When we hit that road, hell-for-leather

Cats and dogs'll dance in the heather

Birds and frogs'll sing all together and the toads will hop!

The wind'll whistle as we rattle along,

The cows'll moo in the clover,

The river will ripple out a whispered song,

And whisper it over and over:

(in a loud whisper)

Don't you wish y'd go on forever

Don't you wish y'd go on forever?

(AUNT ELLER’s and LAUREY’s lips move involuntarily, shaping the same words)

CURLY

Don't you wish y'd go on forever

And ud never stop?

In that shiny little surrey with the fringe on the top.

AUNT ELLER

Y’d shore feel like a queen settin’ up in that carriage!

CURLY

(over-confident)

On’y she talked so mean to me a while back, Aunt Eller, I’m a good mind not to take her.

LAUREY

Ain’t said I was goin’!

CURLY

(the fool)

Ain’t ast you!

LAUREY

Whur’d you git sich a rig at?

(with explosive laughter, seeing a chance for revenge)

Anh!  I bet he’s went and h’ard it over to Claremore!  Thinkin’ I’d go with him!

CURLY

‘S all you know about it ‑‑

LAUREY

Spent all his money h’arin’ a rig and now ain’t got nobody to ride in it!

CURLEY

Have, too!...Did not h’ar it.  Made the whole thing up outa my head ‑‑

LAUREY

What!  Made it up?

CURLY

Dashboard and all!

LAUREY

(flying at him)

Oh!  Git offa the place, you!  Aunt Eller, make him git hisself outa here.

(SHE picks up a fly swatter and chases him)

Tellin’ me lies‑‑!

CURLY

(dodging her)

Makin’ up a few ‑‑ look out, now!

(HE jumps the fence to save himself.  LAUREY turns her back to him, and sits down.  HE comes up behind her.  The music, which had become more turbulent to match the scene, now softens.)

CURLY

Makin’ up a few purties ain’t agin no law ‘at I know of.  Don’t you wish they was sich a rig, though?

(winking at AUNT ELLER)

Nen y’could go to the play party and do a hoe-down till mornin’ if you was a mind to.... Nen when you was all wore out, I’d lift you onto the surrey, and jump up alongside of you ‑‑ And we’d jist point the horses home....I can jist pitcher the whole thing.

(AUNT ELLER beams on them as CURLY sings very softy.)

CURLY

I can see the stars gittin' blurry

When we ride back home in the surrey

Ridin' slowly home in the surrey with the fringe on top.

I can feel the day gittin' older

Feel a sleepy head near my shoulder

Noddin', droopin', close to my shoulder 

Till it falls, kerplop.

The sun is swimmin' on the rim of a hill

The moon is takin' a header.

And jist as I'm thinkin' all the earth is still

A lark'll wake up in the medder.

Hush!  You bird, my baby's a-sleepin'

Maybe got a dream worth a-keepin'

(soothing and slower)

Whoa! you team, and jist keep a-creepin' 

At a slow clip clop.

Don't you hurry little surrey with the fringe on the top.

(There is silence and contentment, but only for a brief moment.  LAUREY starts slowly to emerge from the enchantment of his description.)

LAUREY

On’y...on’y there ain’t no sich rig.  You said you made this whole thing up.

CURLY

Well...

LAUREY

Why’d you come around here with yer stories and lies, gittin’ me all worked up that-a-way?  Talkin’ ‘bout the sun swimmin’ on the hill, and all ‑‑ like it was so.  Who’d want to ride ‘longside of you anyway?

(IKE and FRED enter and stand outside the gate, looking on.)

AUNT ELLER

Whyn’t you just grab her and kiss her when she acts that‑a‑way, Curly?  She’s just achin’ fer you to, I bet.

LAUREY

Oh, I won’t even speak to him, let alone ‘low him to kiss me, the braggin’, bow-legged, wisht-he-had-a-sweetheart bum!

(SHE flounces into her room, slamming the door.)

AUNT ELLER

She likes you ‑‑ quite a little.

CURLY

Whew!  If she liked me any more she’d sic the dogs onto me.
