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HICKORY: (stumbles into the playing area and collapses 

onto the floor with a groan. A long pause, then Dickory comes 
splattering in and lands on the floor beside him. They both lie 
there a long moment, then…) I can’t do this anymore. 

DICKORY: Me too.  
HICKORY: I mean it. Okay, I’ve said it before … 
DICKORY: Me too. 
HICKORY: But I’ve got to quit this. 
DICKORY: Me too. 
HICKORY: You’re not adding much.  
DICKORY: I know. I’m too tired. 
HICKORY: Every day. Every stinkin’ day … the clock 

strikes one, up we run, and boom … back down again. There’s 
got to be an easier way to make a living.  You know, Dickory, I 
think I’ll just quit. 

DICKORY: Great. Two employed mice with no job skills 
except running up a stupid clock … and the worst part, Hickory 
… 

HICKORY: Yeah? 
DICKORY: It doesn’t even rhyme! “Hickory, Dickory 

Dock. The mouse ran up the clock. The clock struck one, the 
mouse ran down …” “One” does not rhyme with “down.”  

HICKORY: A meaningless job in a nursery rhyme that 
doesn’t even rhyme.  So why do we do it? 

DICKORY: I don’t know. I never really thought about it. I 
guess it was all I ever wanted to do. Dad did it. Grandma did it 
before him. The Dickory’s have always been into clock 
climbing. It’s all we’ve ever known. You? 

HICKORY: I was the first. Dad was just a nibbler down at 
the local Doritos factory and my Grandpa came over from the 
old country in a cracker barrel. But my dad always said he 
wanted something better for me. He said, “Come on, son! 
You’ll be the first Hickory to actually amount to something! No 
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more crackers or Doritos! I want you to set your sights on … 
the Clock! 

DICKORY: The clock. Man, I wake up at night having 
nightmares about that stupid clock. Bong! One o’clock! Run up, 
get scared, run down again. You’d think I’d get used to it. 

HICKORY: You never get used to it.  It’s in your dreams … 
in your thoughts … every waking hour, that’s all you think 
about. I’m not kidding. I’m afraid it’s gonna drive me nuts if I 
don’t get out of here. I’m starting to hear Bong!’s everywhere I 
go.  

DICKORY: We can’t leave! They don’t have anybody else 
trained! We take off and the whole fairy tale falls apart. 

HICKORY: (getting up and beginning exit) Let it! I’ve had 
enough! Let ‘em find some other mouse to ... (and he runs right 
into Doc) 

DOC: (entering) Pardon me? 
HICKORY: Uh … I was just … 
DOC: Your name? 
HICKORY: Me? 
DOC: You. 
HICKORY: I’m Hickory. 
DOC: (to Dickory) And you? 
DICKORY: Dickory.  And you? 
DOC: I’m Doc.  
HICKORY: You’re joking. 
DOC: I don’t joke.  You’re Hickory, he’s Dickory, and I’m 

Doc. Don’t you think it has a nice ring to it? 
DICKORY: Ring. Don’t say ring. It reminds me of clocks.  
DOC: Understandable. 
HICKORY: But what … I mean … what are you doing 

here? Who are you? 
DOC: I told you. I’m Doc. I’m the medical consultant for 

fairy tales.  
DICKORY: That blows my mind, man.  
DOC:  Who do you think keeps this place healthy and 

running? 
HICKORY: Place? 
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DOC:  Fairy Tale Land.  Just because you’re a Simple 
Simon or a Miss Muffett, that doesn’t mean you can’t get sick. 
(to Hickory) Now, stick out your tongue. 

HICKORY: Do what? 
DOC: Tongue. That little red thing that keeps bobbing back 

and forth between your teeth. Stick out your tongue.  
HICKORY: Huh? (Doc grabs his throat and Hickory’s 

tongue comes out of his mouth) Ahhh…. 
DOC: Oh, my, my, my. 
HICKORY: Oh, what? What? What? 
DOC: What do you mean by “What?” 
HICKORY: What do you mean by “My?” 
DOC: It doesn’t look good.  
HICKORY: What? What? What? 
DOC: There you go again.  Oh, this seems to be spreading. 
DICKORY: What does? Spreading? 
DOC: First those three pigs, then Billy Goat’s Gruff and the 

Trolls … then poor Humpty, and now you two. 
HICKORY: This doesn’t sound good. 
DOC: It’s not.  It’s all over Fairy Tale Land. People are 

getting tired … worn out … bored with doing the same things 
all day long. Little Bo Peep just told me that if that stupid sheep 
doesn’t want to come home then let the sheep find a job like 
normal people.  Humpty said that if he falls off that wall one 
more time, he’s going to crack up. It’s stress … the whole 
kingdom is just stressed out. 

DICKORY: So. You’ve got a cure for that? 
DOC: Of course. I’m a doctor.  
DICKORY:  Great. Give me a pill.  
DOC: Not that kind of doctor. I’m a therapist. A Fairy Tale 

therapist.  
HICKORY: A shrink? 
DOC:  Bite your tongue. Now look into my eyes  … 
HICKORY: Both at once? 
DOC: Okay, don’t bite your tongue… 
HICKORY: Both eyes?  
DOC: Don’t argue. (as they stare at each other) You are 

getting sleepy … sleepier … sleepier … 
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