McLuhan: The Musi cal
Book by Frank Mbher
Music and Lyrics by CGerald Reid

Act One
Scene 1:
(A stage with just a podiumon it.

At the appointed hour, AN ABSENT- M NDED
PROFESSOR arrives and noves to the
podi um House lights remain on.)

ABSENT- M NDED PROF
Good eveni ng, nenbers of the Faculty Association.

In 1964, there appeared a book called "Understanding .

uh . . . "Understanding . . . what? . . . Mdia, yes,

t hankyou. "Under standi ng Medi a", which reshaped our
conprehension of the world around us, and in particul ar of
the role which the, well, nedia play withinit. It was
witten by a to-that-point |argely unknown professor of
English fromthe University of Toronto. But he did not
remai n unknown for long. In the years since, he has becone
cel ebrated around the world, appeared on the cover of
count| ess magazi nes, and nade us aware that, truly, we live
in a "global village". You may even have seen his recent

appearance in the very anusing film "Annie . . . uhh . . .
"Annie . . . Hall!, yes, that's right, "Annie Hall". Ladies
and gentleman, | give you, a great Canadian, Dr. Marshal
McLuhan.

(McLUHAN enters, to appl ause, noves to
t he podi um)

Mc LUHAN
Good evening. | wonder if you have heard the one about the
t eacher who asked his class: "Wat does this century owe to
Thomas Edi son?" To which a student replied: "If it weren't

for Edison, we'd have to watch TV by candl elight."
(He waits for a laugh. There isn't
one.)

My topic tonight is --
(Chord. McLUHAN reacts as if he's just
heard sonet hi ng strange.)

ls --
(Chord. McLUHAN is transfixed.)



Oh ny.
(Musi c, sound. Houselights fade. The
podi um beconmes a hospital bed, in which
McLUHAN lies alnost lifeless. Silence.
| s he dead? No. He begins to sing.)

Song: | See Sonething Snmall

Mc LUHAN: | see sonething small
A fly on the wall
A kid with a bal
| wish that | could get up and wal k
down the hall.
(The head of a child peers over the edge of
the bed. It is the very young MARSHALL.)

MARSHALL : Hey M ster MLuhan! Whatcha doin" in
here?
Aren't you sposed to wite another
book for next year?
Sonet hi ng nore about the information

age . . .
Somet hi ng nore about the gl obal
village .

Hey M ster MLuhan you are fanous BUT
Do you renenber nme? Renenber ne?
| amjust the kid you were that wasn't

grown up
Back in nineteen fifteen.
Me LUHAN: In nineteen fifteen!
MARSHAL L : Do you renenber standing in Wnnipeg

And Dad got nad cause you refused to
wat ch t he parade?

(We hear martial parade music, echoing the
mel ody of the song. It grows |ouder.
MARSHALL, aged four, is standing now with
his father, HERBERT, watching the parade.
The bedri dden McLUHAN has been wheel ed of f
by NURSES. Music returns to nmain thene.)

Look up at ny Dad
He's wearing his hat
But just beyond that

| see the nost amazing thing |I've ever



HERBERT:

MARSHALL :

HERBERT:

MARSHALL :

HERBERT:

MARSHALL :

HERBERT:

MARSHALL :

| ooked at
(Projection of inmage behind: |ooking up at
Dad, hat, and nostly sky and hundreds of
over head tel ephone lines.)

The sky -- |1've never noticed it
before -- is defined

By what appears to be a | ot of
t el ephone |ines

Power |ines, maybe a thousand wres

Stretching right across the whole
entire

Wrld. Boy, it's really sonething I am
truly amazed

There's an issue here, that should be
rai sed

| don't know what to say, | better
tell someone

Excuse nme, Dad?

Yes, Son?
| see sonething above your head
"1l bet you'll never guess: it's a

spi der web!
"1l bet the spider that nmade that
web
s the very sanme spider that's under
nmy bed!
Ch no, son, |I'msure that spider's dead
And those are wres.

But what do they nmean?

They don't nmean a thing

Just watch the parade

But | don't wanna watch, it's a stupid
par ade

What | wanna know i s why there's
SO many wres
And how conme there's so nmany roads
and so many tires?
| don't know. It's just the way it is.
But what | wanna know i s what the
reason is!
(Music, tenpo change. ELSIE enters, sweeps
MARSHALL away. )



ELSI E
"1l tell you, Herbert Marshall

MARSHAL L
Mom

ELSI E
Just cone with ne!

(Sings:)

| f you want to know where wires go and
trains di sappear

And you need to know what roads are for
and why it's all here

And you wonder why tonorrow s al ways
one day away

But you think that on the whole it may
be better that way .

Well, stick wth me, ny darling, the
future is a-borning

It's going to be a gay old tine!

The world is in a hurry, but you don't
have to worry

Tomorrow is a friend of m ne.

We'l|l be getting jollies riding round
on trollies

Faster than the speed of sound

And even though there's snow now, by
then we'll have the know how

To make it sumrer all year round!

Ch, there's lots of things to celebrate
"bout nineteen-fifteen

We have phot ographi c canmeras and
washi ng machi nes

And the little war in Europe wll be
over by Spring

But there is so much nore that the
future wll bring!

We'l|l be zipping round in cars that can
be found in

The reaches of the atnosphere!

We' Il have tel epat hic books and there
won't be any crooks and

It isn't far fromthere to here.

Oh, stick with nme, ny darling, the



future is a-borning

It's going to be a gay old tine!

The world is in a hurry, but you don't
have to worry

Tomorrow is a friend of -- !

(Freeze.)
MARSHAL L

Monf
(Music returns to previous tune.
ELSI E di sappears. HERBERT reappears,
| ooki ng skyward. Sings:)

HERBERT: | don't know why there's all these wires

Tel ephones and roads, and goddamm tires!
It's just the way the world wants to be ...
MARSHALL : \HY?
HERBERT: DON' T ASK ME!
(MARSHALL | ooks again to the sky.)

MARSHAL L : | think it's a web
O maybe a net
O maybe it's art
O maybe a fence
O maybe a nmap!
Scene 2:

(An ACTOR appears.)

ACTOR

Master Herbert Marshall MLuhan has his first encounter

W th perspective.
(MARSHALL and his father, HERBERT, sit
on a knoll overlooking a field. In the
di stance is a horse and carriage on a
hill, trees, the setting sun, other
itens, all represented by little
cardboard cutouts.)

MARSHAL L
| f you-really-coul d-di g-to-Chi na-whi ch-1-know you-can't-
but -i f - you- coul d- what - woul d- keep-you-fromfalling-up- into-
t he- sky-when-you- got -t her e-si nce-you' d- be-upsi de- down-
woul dn' t - you?- or - woul d- you- have-t o-t urn-around?



HERBERT
I'"'m. . . not really sure, son.

MARSHAL L
You' d- pr obabl y- have-t o-t ur n- around- of - cour se-you- woul dn't-
cone- out - i n- Chi na- anyway- woul d- you?-not-from
her e-you' d- cone-out -i n-bottom of -t he- I ndi an- Ccean-
whi ch- of - cour se-rai ses-t he-questi on-woul d-t hat - cause-
a-fl ood-in-Wnni peg?
(Pause. HERBERT regards his son
qui zzical ly.)

HERBERT
There are sonme things it just isn't given us to know,
Mar shal |

MARSHAL L
| don't think it would.

HERBERT
VWhich is why | sell life insurance, isn't it? Because for
all the things you can't count on . . . you can always

count on a good policy.
(Pause. They sit staring at the view)

MARSHAL L

Ch 1 ook, Papa. Look at that little horse over there.
HERBERT

What little horse?
MARSHAL L

That little horse. Over there. It's about three inches
tall.

HERBERT

Oh-ho, no it's not, son. That's a full-grown horse.
MARSHAL L

No it's not. It's about three inches tall. And so's that

carriage. And that tree, you could pick it up in your hand.



HERBERT
Oh no, y'see son, that's because those things are in the
di stance. They're far away. If they were right here, you'd
see that they're big.

MARSHAL L
No they're not.

HERBERT
Yes they are. Trust ne.
(Pause. MARSHALL gets up, wal ks to the
horse and picks it up. Shows it to his
father, smles. Picks up the carriage,
the tree, the hill, the sun, any other
itens of scenery, until he has quite an
arnful. He wal ks back to his father and
dunps the | oad at HERBERT' s feet.
HERBERT regards the itens. Pause.)

HERBERT
You're different than other boys, son. | think that's a
good t hi ng.
(He pats MARSHALL on the head, goes.
MARSHALL kneels and starts to play with
hi s new toys.)
| nt er | ude:
(MARSHALL isolated in light, playing
with his toys. M LUHAN appears, 50i sh,
in Harris tweed suit, tie, natty hat.)
Mc LUHAN
Come on, hurry up, hurry up. | haven't got forever, you
know.
MARSHAL L
| have.

(He goes back to playing.)



Scene 3:

ACTOR
Master Herbert Marshall MLuhan, having read "Ivanhoe",
i magi nes hinself in the | eading role.

(Li ght, sound.)

MARSHAL L

(Hol ding a toy sword.)
Ri sing, he nounts his steed as the first rays of dawn glint
off the cold steel of his arnmour. Erect, he rides out to
meet the eneny!

He rides, the hoofbeats of the massive beast thrumm ng
bel ow hi m higher, ever higher, o' er brook and dale,
trounci ng brook, smashing dale, until --

ELSI E
Marshall! Herbert Marshall, it's tine for ne to go.
(ELSIE enters dressed for travel.
MARSHALL' s reveri e di sappears.)
Now Marshall. This time on ny tour | shall be reciting
excerpts fromthe work of Mss Dickinson and M. Donne. As
well as "Antony and C eopatra" -- you renenber "Antony and
Cl eopatra", don't you?

MARSHAL L
Wth the snake.
ELSI E
Asp.
MARSHAL L
Asp.
ELSI E
That's right. But before |I go, | want to nake sure you

haven't forgotten what |'ve taught you. Wat is the first
rul e of good el ocution?

MARSHAL L
(Straightening up.)
Strai ght carri age.

ELSI E
The second?



MARSHAL L
Br eat he.

ELSI E
Excellent. And the third?

MARSHAL L
(Articul ating.)
Ni ce round vowel sounds.

ELSI E
Good! Keep this up and you'll soon be able to go on ny
tours with ne.

(She takes MARSHALL onto her knee.)

Ohhhhhhh Marshall. If it were not for these trips away, |
do not think that | could survive in this -- place. But you
know that | shall mss you. And you know |I'Il|l be back soon?
MARSHAL L
How . . . soon?
ELSI E

Two short weeks. Two too short weeks.

(The MJSI CI AN honks a horn.)
On! There's ny car! Be a good boy for your father,
Marshal |, and help with Maurice. Goodbye!

Goodbye . . !
(ELSI E goes. MARSHALL wat ches her go.)
MARSHAL L

Goodbye, Mom
ACTOR

Mast er McLuhan, having recently read "Ilvanhoe", reinmagines
it now on the great plains of Canada.

Song: | vanhoe

MARSHALL : While | was reading |Ivanhoe
| fell asleep and dreaned
| dreaned ny Mot her canme upon
A pl ace she'd never been
A town that was so cold and grey
The peopl e had grown nean
She canme to bring them | oveliness
And show t hem wor | ds unseen.
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Ch Mot her do not set your foot

Upon that town-hall stage

These people will not hear your words
So beautiful and sage

But will in vengeance cast them off

Li ke seeds on stony ground

Beware the w nds of righteousness
Brewi ng all around.

( CHORUS: )
Oh how !l wish that | was there and | was
| vanhoe
Oh | would ride a valiant steed and on him
go
Thundering across the field with nmy jousting
pol e

To save you

Fromall the norons who have no taste
Fromall the ignorant and two-faced
All those who cannot appreciate
What's beautiful and true.

Oh in ny dream ny not her read

From M I ton and Shakespeare

And when the asp was at her breast
And she was acting there

The crowd began to | augh and jeer
And shout out awful nanes

My Mot her saw their faces then

And they were all the sane.

( CHORUS: )

Oh how !l wish that | was there and | was
| vanhoe

Oh | would ride a valiant steed and on him
go

Thundering across the field with nmy jousting
pol e

To save you
Fromall the nmorons who have no taste
Fromall the ignorant and two-faced
All those who cannot appreciate
What's beautiful and true.
(MARSHALL finishes triunphantly, but a
little nmelancholy, having vanqui shed
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all his Mther's imaginary foes. But
still she is not there.)

Scene 4:

ACTOR
Mast er Marshall MLuhan encounters the nedia for the first
time.

(MARSHALL plays with a crystal radio
set. He tunes it -- we hear faint
voi ces, nusic, fade in and out.)

RADI O
In other news fromTinseltown . . . becane the first wonman
to swmthe English Channel and . . . swanee, how | |ove ya
how!l loveya. . . I'd like to send out a big kiss to al

nmy fans out there!
(When a signal is picked up, the
lights on stage dim-- when
MARSHALL tunes past it, they
bri ght en agai n.

In half-light, A CITYSLI CKER appears --
portrayed by a black Iight puppet. As
yet, we can still see the handlers.)

Cl TYSLI CKER
Hey kid . . . stop right there.

Just a little nore to the right :
(MARSHALL tunes the radio. The lights
brighten.)

No no. . . other way . . .
(MARSHALL tunes the radio. The lights
di m conpl etely, so that now we see the
puppet in black-light only.)

Perfect! Leave it right there.
(MARSHALL reappears, now al so
represented by a black |ight puppet.)

MARSHAL L
VWhere -- are we?



Cl TYSLI CKER
Ever ywhere! Anywhere you wanna be! Did you know the radio
signals leaving the earth right noww |l reach the nearest
gal axy --
(The C TYSLI CKER rockets into the air
and is surrounded by glittering silver
stars.)
-- in 15,000 years?

Come onnnnnnn up.

MARSHAL L
Can 1 ?

Cl TYSLI CKER

Yer pure energy now, bub. A droplet in the electronic sea.
(MARSHALL flies up to join the
Cl TYSLI CKER. )

You can go anywhere you want.
(The CITYSLICKER flies across the
stage. A jungle tree appears. W hear
native tomtons. TARZAN swi ngs by. A
LI ON appears and roars at MARSHALL,
startling him)

See?

O bring anyplace you want -- to you. \Were do you live?
MARSHAL L

Wnn --
Cl TYSLI CKER

Nowheresville! Right? That's what | thought. Not anynore.
(Fanmous | andmar ks dance by -- Enpire

State Building, Leaning Tower of Pisa,
Eiffel Tower.)
New York, Italy, Paris, France! Just turn the dial --
crystal voodoo! -- yer therel O who do you wanna neet?
W1l Rogers? Mackenzie King?
(These figures parade past.)
How ' bout Mary Pickford, she's from Nowheresville too.
(Mary Pickford sashays by.)
Just one little warning.
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MARSHAL L
(Dazzled by all he sees.)
What's that?

Cl TYSLI CKER

Never trust technol ogy.
(Stage |lights snap back on. The
Cl TYSLI CKER di sappears. The MARSHALL
puppet is |left suspended in the air. It
plumets to the ground, hits the floor,
linmp, lifeless. MLUHAN approaches.
Pi cks up the puppet, manipulates it for
a nonent. Regards it with a frown.)

Mc LUHAN
Pat heti c.
(He dunps it in a trap in the stage
floor.)
Scene 5:
ACTOR

M ster Marshall MLuhan, adol escent, observes the view.
(Atree rises out of the trap, with
MARSHALL [the real one] atop it. He
stares rapturously into the distance.

HERBERT enters.)

HERBERT
What cha doi ng, son?
MARSHAL L
I"'mtrying to see Chicago, Father.
HERBERT
Ch-ho, no, ya can't do that son, y'see, because --
(Pause.)
Whaddaya see?
MARSHAL L
| see streets runbling with trucks as big as houses. | see

a |l ake as wide as the Sargasso Sea. And Sinclair Lew s,
downi ng a steak and whiskey in a tavern with mrrors on the
wal | .



(He turns.)
And in Hong Kong . . . they're just going to sleep. O
maybe they're just getting up. And the junks float |ike
cherry blossons in the harbour. And British colonels are
sitting down to tea with their w ves.

(He turns.)
And in London! . . . Virginia Wolf has just given Leonard
a big kiss. Debate rages |ike sheet lightning at Speaker's
Corner. And T.S. Eliot has witten the first word in the
first line of a new poem

(Pause.)
HERBERT
You see all that, do you?
MARSHAL L
And nore.
HERBERT
Vll, it's quite a world, Marshall. No doubt about it. But

keep in mnd, son. There's no place nore beautiful than
t his.

"1l say goodnight to you now.

MARSHAL L
Goodni ght, Dad.

HERBERT
|f you're going to stay up there nmuch | onger, |let ne know,
and I'll send you up sone cl ot hes.

(HERBERT goes. MARSHALL stands for a
nmonment nore, pondering.)

ACTOR

M ster Marshall MLuhan cones to a deci sion
MARSHAL L

Dai syyyyyy!
(The tree descends. DAISY, Marshall's
girlfriend appears, sitting on a bench.
He alights and hurries to her.)

Dai sy. |'ve conme to a concl usion.

DAl SY
Scratch ny back, would you Marshall? There's a spot | can't
reach.

14
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(MARSHALL sits and scratches that part
of her back exposed by her sundress.)

MARSHAL L
Now. | know you and | have been courting for sonme tinme. And
| know you and | have di scussed the prospect of nmarriage.
However, | have realized we can't get married, Daisy,
because -- I'mtotally wong for you and besides, |'m going
to have to | eave.

DAl SY
That's good.

MARSHAL L
You don't mnd if | |eave?

DAl SY
No, the scratching, | nean. That's enough.

MARSHAL L
The reasons that I"'mtotally wong for you are, a) |I'm
commtted to a life of the mnd, Daisy, and you are -- not.
B) I'll be devoting a lot of tine to reading fromhere on

in, which would condermm you to a lifetinme of neglect. And
O --

DAl SY

(Taki ng her hair down.)
Hol d nmy bobby pins, would you Marshall? | don't have any
pockets in this dress.

Vell, I"'msorry you have to | eave. Where are you goi ng?
MARSHAL L
|"m-- not sure yet.
DAl SY
Well, bon voyage. Still, | can't believe it's what you
really want, sonmehow. | nmean, this is your hone.

(She drapes herself across his | ap.
Traces her hands down one of her |egs.)
The great, endl ess expanses of the Northern Shield .

the rich, yielding |loamof the Red River -- valley .
the coul ees and rolling | andscape of the great northern
plains . . . all the way to the breathtaking -- thrust --

of the Rocki es
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(This has had its intended effect on
MARSHALL. )
You wouldn't want to | eave all that, would you?

MARSHAL L
On second thought, no.

DAl SY
(Sitting up briskly.)
You can give ne ny bobby pins back now. | told Mdther |I'd
hel p her roll dough.
(She goes. MARSHALL sits for a
nmoment, not sure what happened. Then he
starts to go off after Daisy.

T.S. ELIOT appears, in a tux.)

T.S. ELIOT
Excuse ne.

(MARSHALL stops, turns.)
One nmonent of your tine. | couldn't help overhearing.
t hought perhaps | ought to . . . intervene.

Tom El i ot, how de do.

MARSHAL L
TomEliot? As in --

T.S. EI1OT
T.S., yes. "l growold, | growold" and all that nonsense.
"I shall wear the cuffs of ny trousers rolled." Honestly.
The things you becone famous for in this silly old world.

You won't be staying here, of course.

MARSHAL L
| have to. | just told Daisy I'd --
T.S. ELIOT
Yes, well | once wanted to be a steanboat captain in St

Louis, but that didn't happen either, did it? No no no.
You' re much too precious to waste on a place |like this.

Song: Don't You Wanna Be Fanous?
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ELI OT: Don't you want to be fanous

Don't you want to be great

Don't you wanna be an answer on a nmultiple
choi ce examin grade eight

Don't you wanna be soneone

When you walk in

That everyone stops and gawks and points and
gasps "That's him"

Don't you wanna be touched

By cl anmouri ng hands

Don't you wanna control the lives and m nds
of all your fans

Or do you wanna be not hi ng

Just an absolute zip

Just a little nobody, no power, no noney, no

not hi ng
That's it.
Well if you wanna be great

And not hing | ess

Then you better not stray or |inger along

The road to success

You gotta use your friends

In a really nice way

And you gotta take credit if you thought it
or you said it

And you do it each day.

(Vanmp under.)

T.S. ELIOT
Now Marshall, 1'd like to introduce you to M. Ezra Pound,
fell ow poet and refugee fromthe sticks.

POUND
Hi ya ki d.

T.S. ELIOT

And M. F. Scott Fitzgerald, a case study in why, once you
| eave, you nust never go back

FI TZGERALD
(Drunk.)
Fucki ng Metro- Gol dwyn- Mayer .



POUND
|'"'m from | daho, you know.

MARSHAL L
| know!

POUND

Bi ggest hell hole on earth. Nothin' but potatoes. Potatoes,
pot at oes, potatoes, everywhere ya | ook! And Scott here's
from St. Paul.

ELI OT
Wher e?
EZRA
St. Paul. M nnesota.
ELI OT
Ch ny goodness. No wonder he's drunk.
POUND
But we got out. Y see kid? That's the thing! W got out.
FI TZGERALD
Fucki ng Joan Crawf ord!
ELI OT
Keep your personal life out of this, Scott, and quit
t ouchi ng ny tux.
ALL: You gotta understand

What greatness is

It's not the sane as being fanpus but then
what the hell is?

The masses just stand there

Wth their thunb out and grin

But if greatness stops and opens the door

We junp in.

There's only so nmuch room

In the library

On the shelf of Ms like MIton, Mead and
Mar coni

On the end of the shelf

Down on the floor

Is it gonna be ne or himor her or you

18



O Frank Moher?
(They break into a charleston.)

Ch, up on your toes

Down on your knees

Let's all gain some notoriety

Let's all join the Great Fraternity

FI TZGERALD:
Zel da says the Great Sorority

ALL:
Let's all do the Notoriety Rag!

I nt er| ude:
(MARSHALL spotlit. MLUHAN appears.)
Mc LUHAN
I"mstill waiting.
MARSHAL L
| know. | think I'mready now.
Scene 6:
ACTOR

M ster Marshall MLuhan prepares to | eave for Canbri dge.
(MARSHALL and HERBERT. HERBERT, an
amat eur phrenol ogi st, feels around on
MARSHALL' s skul | .)

HERBERT
You will nmeet a tall dark gentleman. No wait, maybe it's a
woman. No, | think it's a dog.

MARSHAL L

| don't think phrenology can be used to predict the future,
Dad.

HERBERT
It's working for ne so far.

19



MARSHAL L
When did you start?
HERBERT
Just today.
(He feels around sone nore.)
You will live near a train station. Birds will cone to
roost on your window sills. You will begin to wear

suspenders. Bread will retail for two quid a | oaf.

That's amazing! |'mnot even sure what a quid is!
MARSHAL L

"1l let you know.
HERBERT

You're going to do just fine at Canbridge, Marshall
MARSHAL L

Thanks, Dad.
HERBERT

Son.
(They shake hands.)

Scene 7:
(MARSHALL perforns "Marshall's March",
a funny little hop-skip novenent that
will mark major progressions in his
life; acoustic sound/ nmusic under. He
arrives at Centre stage, waits
expectantly.)
MARSHAL L

' m here!
(He is instantly surrounded by
CAMBRI DGE BOYS, with posh accents.)
CB 1

Her e?
C.B 2

He' s here!
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C.B 3
Ch ny god, it's him

CB 1
Is it really hinP

C.B 2
It's really him

C.B 3

Ch ny god, he's here!

CB 1
He's really, really here.
(MARSHALL is quite pleased at this

21

reception. It is not, however, entirely

genui ne.)

C.B 2
McLuhan! We're awfully pl eased to have you here! Al the
way from-- where is it? --

(C.B. 3 whispers in his ear.)

Canader, yes.
(The others snicker.)
MARSHAL L
Well, gosh! They told ne I'd fit in here and -- | guess |
do!
C.B 2
You do, McLuhan.
C.B 3

You really, really do. And just to prove it, we'd like to

chal l enge you to a small --
(He produces a row ng paddle. Dark
nmusi cal chord. H s deneanour suddenly
beconmes grim)

-- race.

MARSHAL L
Race?

CB 1
Yes. Race, MLuhan.
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C.B 2

Think of it as your -- first |esson.
(Musi c under. The C B.s nove to get
into rowi ng position. McLUHAN appears.
Per haps he brings Marshall's scull with
him perhaps it just glides on.)

MARSHAL L
Un | seemto be entered in some sort of conpetition

Mc LUHAN
You can say that again.

(He hel ps MARSHALL into his boat.)
Just renenber, they' re here because of their background.
You're here despite it.

MARSHAL L

(To the C. B.s)
Hold on a mnute! Three nen against one. Isn't that a
l[ittle unfair?

C.B 3
It's our enpire, MLuhan! W make up the rul es!

Song: Rower's Song

C B. 1: Hey McLuhan
| know you're doi ng
Your |evel best to sinply keep up with us
Physical |y
But nentally
It's obvious you need |lots nore practice.

Let us test your know edge
Do you belong in college?

MARSHALL : Tal l ey-ho, ny fine maties
Rol | out your questions boys
You can fire 'em as you pl ease
It's nothing nore than snoke and noi se
(He puts on an eyepatch.)
On the academ c seas.

Ckay ask him

Here's a good one

Hey McLuhan, what's the definition
O Hapax Legonenon?
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C B. 1:

MARSHALL :

C.B.s

MARSHALL:

MARSHALL:

w0 www

O 0000
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MARSHALL:

MARSHALL :

C. B. 3:

MARSHALL :

C. B.s:

He won't know that it's sonething Latin.

Let's see .

Hapax Legonenon

(Boom of cannon.)

s a reference only nade once!
(Spl ash.)

"Twas a | ong haul off ny beam boys,
Hal f -t anped and poorly ai ned

Better fire sonething nean

| f you ever plan to sink or maim
Pirate MLuhan

At his rogui sh gane.

(Sits down and hoists a skull and
crossbones.)

| don't believe it.

Let nme see it.

s that actually what it nmeans?

It is.

Throw t he book out.

Keep a | ook out

VWiile | sink himw th sone history.

Who was W I | iam Randonf
(Boom of cannon.)

The fourth Lord Mayor of London.
(Spl ash.)

Did you hear the question crack?
They tried to stove ne in

But it's just a sinple fact

And it's hankies to the w nd
Now t he gale's at ny back
They' || never catch MLuhan.
(Puts up a tiny sail.)

Ckay |'ve got one

Hey McLuhan

| suggest you nake a small adj ust nment
Fairly soon now

Bef ore your port bow

| s denolished by that bridge abuttment!

Good god. Hard to starboard!
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Cars up! Ch ny good Lord!

(McLUHAN begins jigging a hornpipe on the
f'ocsle. Sound of cannon. A bun barely

m sses his head. McLUHAN sits back down and
resunmes row ng.)

We barely mssed it

You bl oody idiot!

| can't believe the noron's got ahead
By a whole | ength

C. B. 3: Let's put all our strength

Into row ng try and concentrate.

00
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MARSHALL : VWel|l come on boys

Were's the question?

Have you used up all your anmunition?
C. B. 2: Wo's the girl

Wth the blonde hair

At St. Mchael's. Studies rhetoricians?

MARSHALL: She' s asked me to di nner.
(Boom Pause.)
C. B.s: That's it. You're the w nner.

(Crash. They begin to sink.)

MARSHALL : Tally-ho, ny fine maties
No one will gun nme down
On the academ c seas
"Il sail the Cap and Gown
Ri ght up the River Cam
And pl under their degree.

And there's no one can catch ne
‘Cause |'ma privateer

On the academ c sea

And t hough they know |I'm here
(Runs up the Union Jack.)

They can't find ne

"Cause | fly the Jack

And eat ny scones

and tea!

(When the song is done, the C.B.s
evacuate the boat.)

C.B 1
W won't forget this, MLuhan!
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C.B 2
You'll be hearing from us!
C.B 3

Canbri dge nmen have | ong nenori es!
(They are off.)

MARSHAL L
| seemto have offended them
Mc LUHAN
Not to worry. Wait till they neet Lord Beaver brook.
So! You've done it!
MARSHAL L
| have, haven't 17?
Mc LUHAN
Congratul ati ons, Marshall. You've nearly becone -- ne!

(Drumroll.)

ACTOR

And now The amazing! Trans-for-mation!
(Magi ¢ show music. A CHARM NG ASSI STANT
rolls on a large crate. She/ he proceeds
to shackle McLUHAN S hands and feet,
whi | e ANOTHER CHARM NG ASSI STANT dr apes
a graduation robe over MARSHALL and
pl unks a nortar board on his head. They
performthe classic "Transformation”
illusion. McLUHAN, shackled, is placed
in the crate, which is then bound
around with chains. MARSHALL, not sure
what's going on, but excited, clinbs
atop it. He waves goodbye as he draws a
| arge curtain up in front of hinself.
Presto chango! Wen the curtain is
| onered again, McLUHAN is in his place!
He sings:)

Song: Check Me Qut

Mc LUHAN: Ch I'"'ma brand new nan!
She boppa digi-data
bi g nane brand
super duper concentrated
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new i nproved

| got the formula

to shine clean through

"' m not your normal ya

can count on e

to not shrink or yellow

oh |I' m guar ant eed

won't scratch your nell-I nean

"Il chop or dice

Throw out your nop

oh I can slimyour thighs
Snap crackl e pop

you know |'m extra strength
won't |eak or frazzle
Lemme cl ean your sink
Bring out the dazzle

"1l get out the worst
Fresher and softer

| can quench your thirst
Free bonus offer!

( CHORUS: )

Oh check me out

| am the product

That you' ve heard about
But never bought it
Cause it sounds too good
Good to be true

Ya gotta check nme out
She boppa doo.

" meverything they say
Al that and nore

So | emme nmake your day

Go down to the store

Ask "emto denonstrate
What |' m about

You'll have to concentrate
' Cause now | ' m devout
|"ve got the secret thing
Now | 've been filled up

| amlong | asting

Wth no sticky build-up.

( CHORUS: )
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Oh check nme out

| am the product

That you've heard about
But never bought it
Cause it sounds too good
Good to be true

Ya gotta check nme out
She boppa doo.

Scene 8:

ACTOR
Prof essor Marshall MLuhan |lectures to the English 202
class at the University of Wsconsin, Geen Bay. A scene in
a realistic node.

ACTOR

It's about tine.
(Houselights rise. McLUHAN arrives
before a | arge portable bl ackboard, a
| arge pile of books under his arm)

Mc LUHAN
Good afternoon, class.
(When the audi ence doesn't reply,
McLUHAN regards them sceptically.)
Ahh. A bunch of livewires, are we? Anerican youth! Under
the spell of mass culture, in a wal king dream state induced
by the mnistrations of editorialists and Madi son Avenue
pygmal i ons, enotional mnestrone, but no matter! That's
what we're here to deal with, to aneliorate, truth is
m ghty, and will prevail.
(He has started to di agram sonet hi ng on
t he bl ackboard. In the audi ence, AN
UNDERGRADUATE ri ses.)

UNDERGRADUATE
Un. . . aml in the right class? | thought this was
English 202.

Mc LUHAN

| ndeed it is!
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UNDERGRADUATE
Un. . . but . . . you re not even speaking English. Are
you?

Mc LUHAN

Ah! Ahh! The imuration of |anguage beneath the effl uvial
outfall of post-Luce semaphore. Good point, good point.
We'll get to that in a nonent.
(He has conpl eted an i nconprehensi bl e
di agram on t he bl ackboard.)
Now Melville-Janmes-Wiitnan. Bl ood brothers, or just
ki ssing cousins? Yes? Wiat is your question?
(He has picked out a real nenber of the
audi ence.)
Yes, you. Your question please.
(Presumably, the audi ence nmenber w ||
reply that s/he doesn't have a
guestion.)
Exactly! You have no question! A man without a question is
i ke a knight without his Iance! Three thousand words
pl ease, on the subject "Walt Whitman: Harbi nger or
W ndbag?" Lights pl ease!
(Houselights blink out. A projector
conmes on.)
We reach our real point of departure, to wt:
(Slide: RCA ad, from"The Mechani ca
Bride.")
The Advertisenent, also known as ad, as in ad absurdum ad
infinitum ad nauseum and add-it-all-up-and-whaddaya get?
The adnoi se of the waki ng wounded!
(He regards the screen.)
Exhibit A: the Radio Corporation of America, RCA Res
Cor porate Animus, cloaked in the garb of donestic
enchantnent. Note the inclination of the father toward the
voi ce of distant authority. The passivity of the nother,
seei ng but unseen. The resort to icons of village and rural
life to peddle a vision of centralized progress. Freedomto
Speak for Wio? Freedom for What to be Seen?
(Slide: "How to Devel op Your Executive
Ability".)
Exhibit B: Dr. Daniel Starch's formula for enpowernent of
the comon joe. Note the happy accident of the surnane,
sure to stiffen the resolve of wet noodl es everywhere. The
call to arns, or rather to the arny of executives whose
success depends on the dinunition of independent thought
and feeling. Here is the recipe not just to access robotic
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nmodes of production, but to beconme the autonmaton itself. If
|, Robot, then Who Me?
(Slide: "Too Late to Cry Qut in
Angui sh" [ad pronoting Lysol as a
fem ni ne hygi ene product, also from
"The Mechani cal Bride"].

Meanwhi | e, t he UNDERGRADUATES in the

audi ence have begun to snooze, or throw

paper airplanes, or make out with one

another, in blissful disregard of

Mc LUHAN. )
Exhibit C The cult of hygiene rendered in soap operatic
war bl es. Read wwth nme please: "Too | ate, when | ove has
gone, for a wfe to plead that no one warned her of danger.
Because a wi se, considerate wife nmakes it her business to
find out how to safeguard her daintiness in order to
protect precious nmarried | ove and happi ness.” Yes. Here we
see the whole notion of humanity, of being human, presented
as a liability; better to be scrubbed clean, sterilized,
rendered fit for officially sanctioned contact. Lysol or
Lies-All?

Finally --
(But when McLUHAN turns to the audi ence
he di scovers the UNDERGRADUATES have
gone -- snuck out.)

Mc LUHAN

Hel 1 0? Hell 0? |Is anybody here? Hello?
(McLUHAN stands there for a nonent
t hen gathers up his books and goes.
Leavi ng behind a | one UNDERGRADUATE
the only one who's been attentive
t hroughout. The UNDERGRADUATE sits

w de- eyed.)
UNDERGRADUATE
WOw.
Scene 9:
ACTOR

Prof essor Marshall MLuhan, having scrutinized contenporary
culture, begins his first book.
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Mc LUHAN

Now, in my first book, The Mechanical Bride, | intend to --
ELSIE (O f.)

Mar shal |
Mc LUHAN

| recogni ze that voi ce.
(ELSIE enters, with CORI NNE
ELSI E ki sses MCLUHAN.)

ELSI E
Her bert Marshall. How nice to see you.
Mc LUHAN
Mot her. What a pl easant -- surprise.
ELSI E
Yes, well I've been rehearsing, “East Lynne”, it's a silly

old play, but a good part for ne, | think.
(She turns to CORI NNE.)
Marshall, 1'd like you to neet a fellow actress of m ne
Mss --
(Musi cal chord. Lights change. MLUHAN
and CORINNE are isolated in spots.
ELSI E senses sonet hi ng odd.)

ELSI E
: Corinne Lewis, fromFort Wrth Texas. | thought you
two . . . should neet.

Mc LUHAN

VWhat's this? My Mother calls you actress but
It cannot be! If this be acting, then

Act | the fool and say that thou art wtch!
Coul d actress act the part of rising sun,
That bat hes beni ghted man in bl essed warnt h?
Can actress be, whose very glance is |ight
Upon the fol ded petals of ny heart!

O Fate! Say not that this is artifice

And render all ny faculties insane

O leap | to the stage and, holding forth,
Pronounce ny |love for thee, O sweet Corinne,
And cast off wit, and tact, and commobnsense
To join thee in thy revel, and revel

I n thine eyes.



It's a great pleasur

Well!l That's all tak

Goodbye, Marshal l.

But Mot her, | --
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CORI NNE

(Texas accent.)

e to neet you too, M. MLuhan.

(She goes. ELSIE dusts off her hands.)

ELSI E
en care of.

Me LUHAN

ELSI E

"1l send you the revi ews!

Thankyou, Mot her. P

| nt er| ude:

Wai t !

Where are you goi ng?

Away .

But you went away. |
You went away, you ¢
fling in Wsconsin,

(She exits.)

Mc LUHAN

ease do.

(McLUHAN | ooks of f after ELSIE, then
off after CORINNE. Thinks a nonent.
Goes off, quickly, after CORINNE.)

(MARSHALL appears.)
MARSHAL L

(McLUHAN stops turns. Light change.)

Me LUHAN

MARSHAL L

mean, you're com ng back, aren't you?
ot your education, you had a little --
and now you're com ng back. Aren't you?
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Mc LUHAN
It is inpossible to have a "fling" in Wsconsin.
You think I'd conme back? To that? To that -- place, that --
blip in God's consciousness? That welt in ny nenory, that
little -- divot on the prairie! That crack, that
not hi ngness, that vulgar little -- gopher hole! 1'd have to
be mad, 1'd have to be -- wind-addled! | have a life to

| ead, thankyou very nuch, and | don't intend to lead it
t here!
(McLUHAN stornms off.)

MARSHAL L
Actually . . . | always kinda liked it here .
Scene 10:

ACTOR

M ster Marshall MlLuhan, having married, returns to Canada.

Mc LUHAN

But not to W nni peg!
("Marshall's March". MLUHAN hop- skips
-- but in a sober manner appropriate to
his new station -- across the stage.
Agai n, he waits expectantly.)

' m here!
(Li ghts darken. Mod grows nal evol ent,
sinister. Music to match. An ACTOR
appears at a standing m crophone. He is
cl oaked.)

ACTOR
The Case of the Murder of the New Professor
(Sinister chords of nusic.)

ACTOR
The scene: Toronto. The year: 1946. A 35-year-old English
professor with a few new ideas arrives on the canpus of St
M chael's Col | ege, University of Toronto. \Were they don't
take kindly to new i deas.



Song: Canpus Capers

(Enter the coll eagues of Professor MLuhan.
They wear bl ack-ri mred gl asses and carry
nerdy briefcases. They operate like a dim
wtted swat team)

THEM Al l around a genius
brilliant people lurk
You may not have seen us
W was doin' all the work.
doin all the work

Sure he's got ideas
Ever ybody does

But he'd never been as
Farmous wi t hout us
famous w t hout us

Where'd he conme fronf
How d he get here?
Who' d he know and
Whud he study?
Ssssh.

Here he cones.
Hel | o, Marshall
Howzit goi ng?

How yaz doi ng?
Whuch yaz upto?
Hel | o Mar shal

So nice to see you .

Mc LUHAN: Vell 1've been invited
To give another lecture
Down in the United
States this year
Al |l about | anguage
Used by advertising
How we swal | ow gar b- age
Wt hout realizing.

THEM That' s amazi ng.
Real ly. Truly.
Whuch yaz maki ng?
St op your drooling.
(Gh, cone on
| wanna know)



Me LUHAN

THEM

Mc LUHAN

THEM

Me LUHAN

THEM

Me LUHAN
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Go ahead ||
Gab a tray we'll
Make some room
Ch that's okay
(Ch stay

Don't go)

Don't be silly
Here's a del
Wanna coff ee
Have sone jelly
(It's

on us)

Thanks a | ot

Oh it's no problem
W don't get to
talk too often

Here's a little razor bl ade
Hde it in his jelly

Here's a little cyanide

Drop it in his tea.

Let's sit by the w ndow
Maybe you coul d sign

This copy of yer |atest book
Just before you di-------- ne!

Ha ha ha ha ha

Oh certainly

We're not jeal ous

That yer fanous

eat yez jelly

i gnor anous

(Here

You go)

Can yez tell us
How t he hell yez

Got yer own program
On canpus?

(Crean?

Oh, thankyou)

Well it seened to ne that
In this century

O electronic nedia
Especially TV.

Maybe it was tinme we
Under st ood t hese forces
And maybe universities



THEM

Mc LUHAN

THEM

Should try to do sone courses

So they gave yez

Yer own buil di ng

Yer own budget

You was wi |l ling.

Geat! (Geat)

Start a runour!

St udent | over

CGet soneone to

Run hi m over.

Wait (Wit . . )

Oh | can't believe it

|"mgoing to have to run

| have a class to teach, it's

(all about the syntax of television and the
mani pul ati on of the psyche by non-print
medi a ot herwi se known as)

Lobot ony 101!

Ha ha ha ha ha

Ha ha ha ha ha

Wl |, WMarshal

It was such a pl easure

| erme get the door

Hope yez have a neasure

O success wth what's in store!
Bye! Bye. Bye? Bye!

Doesn't it just go to show
How far a guy can get

By being M ster Popul ar?
He ain't imortal yet.

Nort hrop says he's stupid
Hasn't got a clue

H s sl oppy net hodol ogy

| s hi ppy-di ppy too.

| heard he goes off canpus!
Does his little lectures

Di shes up his theories

For the private sector.

Whadj a find out?
Need a coffin
Three feet wide 'n
Six feet long 'n
Wwn't eat jelly
Don't drink tea

35



ONE:
ANOTHER:
ETC:

Scene 11:

Dr. Marshall

36

Hope he don't think
It was ne .

Gotta do in ol' MlLuhan

Cotta be a way to screw him

Gotta think of sonething prudent

Use a kam kaze student!

Don't be stupid. Well, we gotta

Shut yer bl oody yap. You gotta

B.Ed. and | gotta MA.

an' you otta gotta MEd. if'n you weren't so
dam di m

Well, what are we gonna do?

| dunno!

We' z gonna hang onta our tenure, yaz idiots!

ACTOR

McLuhan enjoys a hone life.

ACTOR

And casts about for his next great idea.

(Sound of children playing in
background. Sound of baby waili ng.
Sound of children fighting. One CH LD
sits in front of a TV, watching. Sound
of TV.

McLUHAN scri bbl es in a notebook.
Hi s | DEAS pop up beside him)

| DEA

Masons are taking over the world.

MM .

no.

Mc LUHAN
Too danger ous.
(He crosses out the idea.)

| DEA

Ezra Pound was right.

MM .

Me LUHAN

better not.
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| DEA
So was Mussolini.
Mc LUHAN
Definitely not.
CHI LD
Can | have a cookie?
Mc LUHAN
No.
(Pause.)
| DEA
Honosexual s are ruining everything.
Mc LUHAN
Mmm . . . mght be a nagazi ne piece.
| DEA
Wnen shoul d --
CH LD

Can | have a cooki e now?

Mc LUHAN

Ch, all right. But turn off the TV before you --
(The CHI LD runs out.)

Turn off the TV
(The CH LD is gone. MLUHAN si ghs,
rises, trudges to the TV. Bends to turn
it off. A woman's hand snakes out and
grabs himby the tie.)

VA CE

Mar shal |
(A PUPPET MERMAI D sticks her head out
through the TV, still clutching McLUHAN
by the tie.)
MERMAI D

Cnmon in, Marshall. The water's fine.
(She pulls McLUHAN by his tie into the
TV.

Li ght change. [Black Iight?]
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The MERMAI D and McLUHAN energe out the
back of the TV. They swi mthrough the
wat er . )

MERMVAI D
Let yourself go, Marshall! Stroke. Stroke.

Mc LUHAN
| really have to get back

MERMVAI D
No you don't. Wiy would you want to go back to that?

Mc LUHAN
Thi s happened to ne once before.

VERVAI D
Ddit?

Mc LUHAN
Wien | was a child. | was listening to ny crystal radio set
when suddenly -- everything changed.

MERMAI D

But this is different, isn't it?
Mc LUHAN

Yes, it -- is .
MERMAI D

TV makes you work harder. All those little dots. Luring you

into them In, and down, down . . .
(She is pulling McLUHAN down with her.
Li ghts are changing to an icy cold
bl ue.)

dowmn . . . into the icy depths.

(They begin to hunp. They grow
passi onate. Noisy. Just as they are
about to climax, the CH LD calls from
of f.)

CH LD

DAAAAAAA- AAAAAAAD!
(Lights return to normal. The MERMAI D
di sappears. McLUHAN [the real one] lies
supi ne on the floor.)
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CHI LD

Dad? W' re out of cooki es.

(Dazed, McLUHAN digs in his pants for
sonme change. He notices his pants are
undone. He surreptitiously buckles
them G ves the CH LD the coin.)

Me LUHAN

Go buy yourself sone.

(The CH LD takes the coin, starts out.
Stops, turns.)

CHI LD

You were having another one of your ideas, weren't you?

Thought so.

My god.

Scene 12:

|"ve got it!
Look, 1've got
exactly it!

( McLUHAN nods.)

(The CHI LD goes. Lights narrow on
McLUHAN. A high, piercing sound.
Br eaks.)

Me LUHAN

("Marshall's March". MLUHAN hop- skips
in urgent fashion around the stage
while the setting changes around him
He arrives back at Centre.)

Me LUHAN

(McLUHAN i s now surrounded by

UNI VERSI TY DONS sitting unnmoving in
chairs. The followi ng is acconpani ed by
little zings and expl osions fromthe
MUSI Cl AN, |ike bonbs going off in
McLUHAN s head, as indicated by
asterisks.)

Mc LUHAN
Don't you see? * See. See? That's

The act of seeing . . . or hearing or touching
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actually changes you * . . . depending on the nedium
wi th which you're engaged! ***
(The DON he's talking to doesn't
respond. He tries another.)
In fact, sone nedia don't engage you at all, not really,
they nore -- engulf you, like radio, for exanple, or film
** W mght termthese nedia which provide a great deal of
sense data as -- what --

MUSI CI AN
Hot .
Mc LUHAN
What ?
MUSI CI AN
Hot .
Mc LUHAN
What ?
MUSI ClI AN
(Into a m crophone:)
HOT!
(Beat.)
Mc LUHAN
-- Hot! **** .. whereas those which provide relatively
little visual or oral definition would be -- well -- they'd
be "col d" --
MUSI CI AN
Cool .
Mc LUHAN
-- "Cool", wouldn't they? But the point is, the content of

t he nmedi um makes no difference; what is inportant is the
effect of the mediumitsel fl *x*x*xdkxkxdkrkrdxsx
(A grand cacophony of bells, whistles,
boons, zings and ot her strange sounds
fromthe MJSI Cl AN. Pause. The DONS
still haven't responded, or nobved.

McLUHAN | ooks one of the DONS in the
eyes. Gves hima little push. The DON
t oppl es over, dead. McLUHAN noves to
anot her DON. Taps her. She sl unps over



in her chair. Mves to another. Bl ows

on him He falls to the fl oor.

McLUHAN, surrounded by corpses, is
di soriented.)

This . . . neans . . . that increasingly we |live .
i nside an electronic environnent in which we m ght
eventually . . . find ourselves

Tr apped.

(Li ght change. Set change. MLUHAN is

| eft al one on a bare stage,
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occasionally shot through wth piercing

el ectroni ¢ sounds and bl asts of |ight.
He is in the "sensorium' of his own

psyche.)

Mc LUHAN
| am al one

(Sound.)
Al one

After April comes My,

Cruel er yet,

Then June, boggy with winds that blow off the | ake
And down Front Street, up the University I|ine,

Ri si ng through nmanhol e covers to encircle Queen's Park.

Le roi n'est pas ici.

Under a pal omi no sky

| float in a sea of icebergs, cheek-to-cheek
Their sl oe-shaped hi ps di mbeneath the water

| cry to the captain on his bridge: "You there!
| seemto have capsized. Throw ne a line!"

He smles a long smle of unfathonable intent
And turning, linps into his cabin.

Cip-clop, clip-clop.

The sky thickens |ike broth.

And on a stage a wonman pirouettes.

(We see ELSIE, dimy.)
And on a hill a boy waits.

(W see MARSHALL, dinmy.)
He does not see the city over the horizon
He does not sense the noon behind him
Knows only the breath and rush of grass
Exhaling its perfunme into the night air
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MARSHAL L
"1l be going now.

Mc LUHAN
VWhat ? Why?

MARSHAL L

You won't be seeing nme for a long while . . .
(The light on MARSHALL and ELSIE
fades.)

Mc LUHAN

(ONONG®

What are we to do now? What are we to do?

| will go to the Fisher King

| wll return the Gail

| will genuflect in his shadow

As commuters rush for trains around mne.
(McLUHAN lies there. There is a
clattering off.)

| R SH VO CE
Shite!
(McLUHAN | ooks.)
Mc LUHAN
Hel | 0?
(JAMES JOYCE enters, carrying a bottle,
drunk.)
JOYCE

VWat are you | ookin' at, ya gobspatterin' ashw pe?!
Christ's dirty underpants, |'ve bunped ny shin because of
you!

Mc LUHAN
| was just --

JOYCE
| know, you was just prevaricatin' in the highm nded,
runpended tones of M. TitSucking Eliot, a pretender to
imortality if ever 1've clapped eyes on one! Wll 1've had
enough of your nodernist snivelling, MLuhan! Have a snort
and get yer tail out from between yer gonads!
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Mc LUHAN

(Regarding the bottle warily.)
Is this --? | won't -- ?

JOYCE
You'll curl up into atiny ball and end up a mte in the
dustheap of life, Iike ne. Like everyone, MLuhan! Have a

fucki ng dri nk!

(McLUHAN does. JOYCE whi ps out a book.)
Ya see this? "Uysses". You think anyone rushed up and
pul l ed ny wanker to thank me for witin' it? The single
greatest novel of the century? Do you think anybody gave a
soul -purgatin' shit? I couldn't get it published! It had to
be brought out on the backs a grocery bags by sonme froze-up
sphincter | nean spinster in France! And you've published
two of your atrocities, and got yerself a nice cushy spot
on the academ c bidet, and yer feelin' sorry for yourself?

Mc LUHAN
But -- nobody understands ne.

JOYCE
WHO G VES A CUP OF CHRIST'S SPIT | F THEY UNDERSTAND YA?
God Almghty, if ya haven't learned that after all these
years, you've |learned nothing at all!

Song: Non Car borundum Est

JOYCE: let me tell you sonething
buddy, you should | earn
if you intend to survive
wi t hout getting burned
Col unbus he was despi sed
And Gal il eo spurned
Darwin still gets revised
' Cause he makes people squirm
all of the people, all of the good folks
all of them nean so well
with their convictions, social restrictions,
they'll see you burnt in hel

(listen to ne)
i f you have ideas

beautiful and true
you better learn to be as



JOYCE and
Mc LUHAN

And now The final friggin' assunption of Mster Marshal

McLuhan!

sneaky as a shrew

never put your trust in

soci al common sense

sonme night they will bust in

to grab what they can get

these little syphtoids, noronic androids,
little sliny lice

with no ideas, weck what they see as

a threat to their little lives

( CHORUS: )

Never |l et the sinpletons see you frown
Never let themrun you out of town

Never | et the buggers steal your crown
And never let the bastards get you down.

There are three main subjects

you shoul d be aware

that really put a twist in

their righteous underwear

One is sex, one is death,

the other one is god

If you try to suggest

Sonet hi ng new or odd

They' Il go bananas, they' Il do their
damdest ,

to have you banned and barred
They' || use reviews and sinply refuse
to choose to think too hard

( CHORUS: )

Never |l et the sinpletons see you frown
Never let themrun you out of town
Never | et the buggers steal your crown
And never let the bastards get you down.

(Musi c continues under as JOYCE grabs up a
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sequi ned m crophone and is spotlit, like the

host of a beauty pageant.)

JOYCE

(Upending his bottle.)



45

And it's about bloody tine too, tell front of house to open
t he bar
(McLUHAN starts to ascend a very high
staircase.)

JOYCE
June, 1960!

ACTOR
McLuhan predicts that tel evision would produce a generation
of introverts.

JOYCE

(To audi ence nenber:)
He's tal kin' about you ya bl oody wastrel sit up an' pay
attention!

1962!
ACTOR

Notes that it gets harder each year to find the dividing
line between politics and show busi ness.

JOYCE
And isn't Bill Cinton just ducky on the saxophone?
1964!

ACTOR

Predicts that the world could one day be run by Madi son
Avenue.

JOYCE
Ri di cul ous overstatenent, of course (by the way, are those
Guess Jeans you're wearing?)

Al so 1964!

ACTOR
Publ i shes Under standi ng Media, in which he coins the phrase
"the mediumis the nessage”, notes the decentralizing
ef fect of technol ogy, and heral ds the electronic
connect edness of humanki nd.

JOYCE
Not bad for the son of a Methodist.



(McLUHAN has by now reached the top of
the stairs.)

ACTOR

Shortly after, Mster Marshall MLuhan goes through the

r oof .
(McLUHAN does. A trapeze descends, he
grabs on, and it lifts himout of
sight.)

ACTOR
Thus ends the first act.

ACTOR
VWhich is, of course, only the beginning.

JOYCE
In keeping with the traditions of the classical theatre,
shall shortly be accepting donations of liquor in the
dressing room.

(The MJUSI Cl AN continues to play as the

housel i ghts rise.)

End of Act One
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G oovy.

Vel cone,
Mar shal
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Act Two

(When the audience returns, the aisles
have been roped off, so that they can't
return to their seats. They are

urged/ herded onto the stage, which has
been turned into a maze with plastic
sheets hung from above. At the
appointed tine, the lights go down and
a long-haired figure, PONYTAIL, appears
spotlit anmpongst them)

PONYTAI L

fell ow specks of consciousness, to the world -- of

McLuhan!

(I'medi ately, the nmaze lights up with
slide i mages projected fromevery
direction, and on every avail abl e
surface. Colours, faces, news photos
(circa 1968), etc. Strange el ectronic
noi ses pierce the space. Sonewhere,
sonmeone hamers erratically on a bl ock
of wood. A Warholian novie is
projected, of the stage when it is
enpty. DANCERS in Day-d o colours spin
through the area, lit only by reflected
[ight. A huge piece of fabric is
stretched on a franme. A DANCER noves,
pressing against it from behind, and
AUDI ENCE MEMBERS are encouraged to
touch the DANCER s body through the
fabric.

For detail ed suggestions regarding this
"Happeni ng", see the Appendi x.

Eventual ly, McLUHAN, in his usual tweed
suit, tie and hat, wanders into the

nmel ee. He | ooks around with sone

puzzl ement. He politely asks a few

AUDI ENCE MEMBERS if they've seen the
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"gentleman wth the long hair", but
when he does finally find PONYTAIL,
PONYTAIL's much too busy to deal with
him Eventually, MLUHAN grows
frustrated and di sconbobul ated, and
stands centre and yells:)

Mc LUHAN

STOP! ]
(A spotlight captures McLUHAN where he
stands. PONYTAIL spots him)

PONYTAI L
Ladi es and gentlenmen, M ster Marshall MLuhan, let's give
hi ma bi g hand!

(PONYTAI L encour ages everyone to do

S0.)
Mc LUHAN
(Trying to stemthe appl ause.)

Wait . . . thankyou very nmuch, but . . . PLEASE WAIT!
(H s anger brings themup short.)
PONYTAI L

| s somet hi ng w ong?
Mc LUHAN

Look . . . | know you nean well and this is certainly al

very --
(He | ooks around.)
fascinating. But it's not really what | had in mnd.

PONYTAI L
But it's the sensorium man!

Mc LUHAN
Vell, yes, but -

PONYTAI L

Y' know, sensuousity, the total experience, all five senses
rolled into one!

Mc LUHAN
That's not really what | --
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PONYTAI L
Because that's what you said, man, you said the nedia
shoul d be used to, like, totally turn us on, man, |ike,
expand our m nds!

Mc LUHAN

| said no such thing! Have you read ny books, or just
reviews of thenf

It's true that |I've enphasi zed the tactile nature of nedi a,
and that eventually we will live in a, yes, sensorium
created by the elecronic projection of the senses. But |
never said that it should happen, | sinply said that it

woul d! | nean these neural extensions such as film and
tel evision and binary code have great potential to bind
manki nd together into a single consciousness -- but they

al so have great potential to change us in ways we can't
even perceive! And that's the whole point! The process is
invisible, inperceptible, you can't see it happening! M
god! If we could see and hear and feel it we could protect
ourselves fromit!

Do you see?
You don't see.

PONYTAI L

Bunmer .
(PONYTAI L wanders off. Meantinme, the
DANCERS have urged the audi ence back to
their seats and the "sensoriunf has
been struck. McLUHAN is left al one on
t he once again bare stage.)

Mc LUHAN
| can see this is going to get conplicat ed.

Scene 13:

ACTOR
M. Marshall MLuhan, having recently appeared on the cover
of Newsweek Magazine, is feted by the elite of New York.
("Marshall's March", now quite
el aborate, rich. MLUHAN hop-skips to
centre.)
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Me LUHAN

(Two tacky stage flats slide in place
in front of him slanmng in his face.
Musi c.)

Song: The Party Song

HOSTESS:

GUEST A:

HOSTESS:

GUEST B

HOSTESS:

(New Yor k pent house. Enter FAMOUS PARTY
GQUESTS as well as a HOSTESS [in a nu-nmu?] a
| a Lauren Bacall. The song is a big rat-a-
tat-tatty kind of march.)

Everyone's waiting for the party to begin.

We've got the nusic on and the lights
turned down di m

There's goose-bunps everywhere

You can feel the excitenent in the
evening air

'Cause the word is that MLuhan just
drove in.

| saw a cab pull up and soneone j ust
st epped out!

|"mpretty sure it's him W better break
t he chanpagne out.

Fill your glass up everyone

And get ready 'cause you're all about to
neet soneone

Who soneday they' Il be witing plays
about !

( Spoken:)

But possibly not nusicals .

(Doorbell rings in time to nusic.)

Let's turn the lights out and pretend that
no one's here!
Get outta sight, but be ready to cheer
Kill the nusic, not a sound
Let himthink there's not a fan in town!
(She opens the door to reveal a sil houette
of McLUHAN, the enigma, backlit by hal
light. Music suspends.)
Hello? OCh I'msorry, no one's here .
yet.
(Spoken. Beat builds under.)
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HOSTESS
You're Mster McLuhan? Ch yes. Cone in . . . You're that
fell ow who wote that book "Understandi ng Medea"?
Mc LUHAN
Medi a. " Understandi ng Media."
HOSTESS
VWll, conme in. Welcone to the . . . Inner Sanctum
Mc LUHAN

| can't believe | spent fifty years getting here and still
managed to show up early .

ALL

You're not early. You're just a little ahead of your tine!
(Everybody sings in full-blown Broadway
style.)

CHORUS: Marshal | McLuhan, you're our man

A man with vision, a man wth a pl an.

Qur man of the hour, the man of the year

The ki nd of guy who has an eye

For spotting the trends before they're
her e.

G ve us a handshake. G ve us a hug.

G ve hima glass of chanpagne. Join the
cl ub!

Marshall McLuhan, is finally here!

HOSTESS: VWl conme to New York! Lemme take your
coat and hat
Soneone pop that cork. Wl cone to
Manhat !
Lemme i ntroduce you to
The powers that be with the penthouse
Vi ew
Wl conme to New York. This is where
it's at!
(Music and party continue as HOSTESS par ades
McLUHAN around to neet the GUESTS. FAMOUS
GUESTS nay be represented by caricature
masks. )

HOSTESS
M ster MLuhan, 1'd |like you to neet Andy Warhol .
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Mc LUHAN
Oh! Mster Warhol! | find your work fascinating!
WARHOL
You do?
Mc LUHAN
Yes. | think it's very interesting how, by nechanically

reproduci ng mundane i mages, you nmanage to create a
cont enporary i conography.

WARHOL
| do? Wow. |'m gonna wite that down.
(They cross.)

HOSTESS

M ster MLuhan, this is Hubert Hunphrey.
Mc LUHAN

Ch! How do you do, M. Vice President.
HUVMPH

Not so great.
Mc LUHAN

h?
HUVPH

It's this damm Vietnam War thing -- the public's pretty
upset .

Mc LUHAN
Well that's to be expected | suppose. It's our first TV
war .

HUMPH
What ?

Mc LUHAN
Tel evi sion, being a cool medium allows the public to
engage thenselves in the war experience far nore than radio
or the print nedia could ever do in the past.

(Pause.)



HUMPH
Get Lyndon Johnson on the phone! And sonebody get this man
a drink .

CHORUS: Marshal | McLuhan, you're our man
A man with vision, a man wth a pl an.
Qur man of the hour, the man of the year
The ki nd of guy whose help m ght be
Especially good for your career.
G ve us a handshake. G ve us a hug.
G ve hima glass of chanpagne. Join the
cl ub!
Marshal | McLuhan, is finally here!
(Suddenly McLUHAN spots sonmeone he knows.)

Mc LUHAN
Ch! There's Robert Ful ford!
HOSTESS
Who?
Mc LUHAN
Robert Fulford! He's a reporter for --
HOSTESS
Never heard of him Come with ne. | want you to neet
someone i nportant.
Mc LUHAN
But --
HOSTESS
This is Tom Wl fe, the journalist.
WOLFE
"' m an outsider here. Just working on ny next book.
Mc LUHAN
Well isn't that interesting? |I'm an outsider too.
WOLFE
No you're not.
Mc LUHAN

Yes, | am
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WOLFE
"' m nore of an outsider than you.
Mec LUHAN
VWell | don't see howthat's --
WOLFE
l'mfromthe South.
Mec LUHAN
| ' m from Canada.
(Pause.)
WOLFE

You're right, MLuhan. It's hard to get nore outside than
t hat .
(WOLFE goes.)

Mc LUHAN

Excuse ne, is that Arthur Erickson over there?
HOSTESS

VWher e? Who?
Mc LUHAN

The brilliant Canadi an architect, Arthur --
HOSTESS

Never heard of him But say, if you wanna neet an
architect, here's Buckni nster Fuller.

Mc LUHAN
|"d just like to say hello to --

HOSTESS
Wait a mnute. You' ve got the opportunity to nmeet Bucky
Ful l er and you wanna waste tinme wth sone shnuck? Marshal !
Fanous is as fanous does!

CHORUS: Marshal | McLuhan, you're our man
A man with vision, a man wth a pl an.
Qur man of the hour, the man of the year
The ki nd of guy who has an eye
For spotting the trends before they're

her e.

G ve us a handshake. G ve us a hug.
G ve hima glass of chanpagne. Join the
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cl ub!
Marshal | McLuhan, is finally here!
(Big finish, |eaving McLUHAN nmaul ed and
di shevell ed on the floor.)

Scene 14:

(MARSHALL appears - just his face on a
TV nmonitor.)

MARSHAL L
Cetting pretty fanous, aren't you?
(McLUHAN | ooks up. He is startled to

see him)

Mc LUHAN
What are you doi ng here?

MARSHAL L
Wi ti ng.

Mc LUHAN
For what ?

MARSHAL L
Haven't you forgotten sonething?

Mc LUHAN
| don't think so.

MARSHAL L
Somet hi ng.
Scene 15:

ACTOR

M. Marshall MLuhan goes to confession.
(A confessional. A PRIEST. Steady drone
of novenas bei ng prayed.

McLUHAN appr oaches, kneels on the other
side of the divider fromthe PRI EST.
Crosses self.)
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Mc LUHAN
Bless me father for | have sinned. It has been one week
since ny last confession. These are ny sins.

Well, actually, I'"'mnot sure they are sins. But various
peopl e seemto regard them as transgressions, so | thought
perhaps | should cone discuss themw th you. Perhaps you
could regard this as pastoral counselling.

PRI EST
Go ahead, ny child.
Mc LUHAN
I, um. . . questioned conventional wisdom. . . many
tinmes.
(Pause.)
PRI EST
Vell, we all make m stakes ny son. Say three Hail Marys and
Mc LUHAN

Wait. That's not all.

| engaged in intellectual onanism | generated ideas
strictly for the sake of discussion and provocati on.
| enjoyed the results.

PRI EST
You di d?

Mc LUHAN
Yes.

PRI EST
How many tinmes?

Mc LUHAN
Many . . . many . . . tines.

(Pause.)

PRI EST
Go on.

Mc LUHAN

| disrupted the corridors of Upper Canadi an intell ectual
life. Leaving them a shanbles, | becanme cel ebrated around
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the world. | returned hone a hero. And worse, a celebrity.
| refused to becone an em nence grise. | continued to say
things | could not prove. | was a Runpel stiltskin of the
epheneral. | referred to ny countrynen as "m |l dewed with
caution". | did not bow down before Northrop Frye. |
consorted with Anericans. | even enjoyed their conpany. |
said things that were possibly wong. Wrse, | said things
that were palpably true. I was a show off. | was a
conservative in antiestablishment clothing. | dined with
presidents and prinme mnisters, and declared the nation-
state dead. | snoked cigars in polite conpany. | was not
afraid of the future.

(Pause.)

PRI EST
How many tinmes?

Mc LUHAN
Many . . . many . . . many tines.

PRI EST
And all this in the |ast week, eh?

Mc LUHAN
|'ve been busy lately.

(Pause.)

PRI EST
Well there's only one thing to be done then. Crucifixion.

Mc LUHAN
"' msorry?

PRI EST
Come on. Stand up. We'll make this as quick as possible.

(ALTAR BOYS appear to assist.)

Mc LUHAN
When you say "crucifixion", you nmean netaphorically, of
course. Public vilification, bad reviews, that sort of
t hi ng.

PRI EST
No no no. Crucifixion. Up on the cross, hanging out in the
blistering sun.

(To the ALTAR BOYS.)
Bind his wists.
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(A cross has appeared. McLUHAN i s
roughly bound to it.)

Mc LUHAN
But wait -- !

PRI EST
No no. Let's get on with it.

Mc LUHAN
But --

PRI EST

W didn't "wait" when we made such a spectacle of
ourselves, did we? W didn't "wait" before disturbing a | ot
of good, sensible peopl e!
(McLUHAN i s now being hoisted in the
air aboard the cross.)

Mc LUHAN
HELLLLLPPP
PRI EST
We'l|l dispense with the nails, but I"'mafraid you'll have
to have the | ance.
Mc LUHAN
You can't do this to ne!l I am Marshall MLuhan!
PRI EST

Exactly.
(He stabs McLUHAN in the side with a
sword. McLUHAN screans. Silence.)

Well. That's that. Wio's for a beer?
(The PRIEST and ALTAR BOYS exit. Lights
focus on McLUHAN, eyes still wide with
terror and realization.)

Scene 16:

ACTOR
M ster Marshall MLuhan, having achi eved notoriety, becones
a fixture on the lecture circuit.

(McLUHAN at a podium)
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Mc LUHAN
Good evening. | wonder if you have heard the one about the
t eacher who asked his class: "Wat does this century owe to
Thomas Edi son?" To which a student replied: "If it weren't

for Edison, we'd have to watch TV by candl elight."

My topic tonight is --
(Chord. McLUHAN reacts as if he's just
heard sonet hi ng strange.)

ls --
(Chord. McLUHAN is transfixed.)

ACTOR
M ster Marshall MLuhan, having achi eved em nence, suffers
a slight stroke.

(Chord.)

ACTOR
Then anot her.

(Chord.)

ACTOR
And anot her.

ACTOR

The | ast of which |leaves himw thout the ability to speak,
read, or wite.
(McLUHAN is in the hospital bed. A
portabl e TV hangs overhead. A FRI END
reads to him)

FRI END
: As they wal ked, they at tines stopped and wal ked
again, continuing their tete-a-tete (which of course he was
utterly out of), about sirens, enemes of man's reason,
m ngled with a nunber of other topics of the sane category,
usurpers, historical cases of the kind while the nman in the
sweeper car or you mght as well call it in the sleeper car
(McLUHAN | aughs, delighted.)
-- who in any case couldn't possibly hear because they were
too far sinply sat in his seat near the end of |ower
Gardi ner street and | ooked after their |owbacked car."
(McLUHAN stares off to one side now, a
small smle still traced on his face.
The FRIEND regards the book.)



FRI END
Janmes Joyce. Mad, but wonderful. Shall we stop t
t oni ght ?

(McLUHAN | ooks, alnost as if
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here for

he' d

forgotten sonmeone shared the roomw th

him then nods, yes. The FR
FRI END
Bl oom and Stephen's return next. I'Il try to get

tonmorrow evening to finish

Goodni ght, Marshal |l .

Mc LUHAN

Wih. Wih.
(The FRIEND goes. MLUHAN I i
MARSHALL appears on the TV s
MARSHAL L

| could read to you.
Mc LUHAN

Ch go away. What woul d you read to ne? |vanhoe.
School days.

MARSHAL L
You used to |ike |vanhoe.
Mc LUHAN
| used to believe in phrenol ogy, too.
(Pause.)
MARSHAL L
You shoul d never have |left here, you know.
Mc LUHAN
Wher e?
MARSHAL L
Here. Wiere | am
Mc LUHAN

Oh don't be ridiculous. How could I have stayed?

MARSHAL L
Endl ess views. Sunflowers waving in the w nd.

END ri ses.)

around

es there.

creen.)

Tom Brown' s
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Mc LUHAN
Bigots. Trolley collisions at Portage and Main.

MARSHAL L
Bi g skies. Azure | akes.

Mc LUHAN
"Big skies". What exactly does that nean? As opposed to
what, a "little sky?" What exactly is a "little sky"?

MARSHAL L
Look out the w ndow.

(McLUHAN does. Pause.)
But you went. You went. Canbridge. Toronto. New York. Al
the places that bright young nen go.

Mc LUHAN
To becone sonmeone!

MARSHAL L
To | eave t hensel ves behi nd.

Song: You and |

MARSHALL : hey old man
remenber when
we sat together on the bank of the river
when we were ten
and | nmade you
prom se ne
t hat what ever happened you' d al ways be
true to ne
| s your heart still pure?
Have you stayed true?
s your mind still clear?
Am 1 still you?

Cause I'mstill here
and | mss you

And you coul d be here
if you wanted to.

McLUHAN: | recall
That afternoon
W sat together on the bank of the river
And | told you



TOGETHER

Me LUHAN

MARSHALL :

Me LUHAN

MARSHALL :

Me LUHAN

That anyone

could stay the sane

if they never dared to go anywhere
t hat was new or strange

Did you find the courage

To |l et yourself be changed?

Did you live your owm life

O was it all arranged?

Cause now |I'm here

And | m ss you

And you shoul d be here
' Cause you wanted to.

You and |

Were so cl ose

But years go by

You know how it goes

The things we gain

Are the things we choose

And the nore we stay the sane
The nore we | ose

I f we were together

Once again

| f you were still who you were
Way back then

We woul d sit

And prom se much

But was there really ever

any way to stay in touch?

"Cause now | ' m here

"Cause | 'mstill here

And | m ss you

And | m ss you

And you shoul d be here

62
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MARSHAL L :
And you coul d be here

MARSHALL and
Mc LUHAN: | f/' Cause you wanted to.

Scene 17:

ACTOR

M. Marshall MLuhan has a strange encounter.
(Light, werd sound; the stage grows
dark. A MECHANI CAL MAN appears. He
wears Virtual Reality headgear, and is
otherwi se wired head to toe, |arge
cables trailing behind himlike nmumy's
rags. He is malevolently lit. THE
MECHANI CAL MAN approaches McLUHAN in
his hospital bed. McLUHAN recoils, as
i f Mephi stophel es hinsel f has appear ed.

Sound reaches a pitch. Stops. THE
MECHANI CAL MAN renoves his headgear. He
is an mddl e-aged man; it's PONYTAIL.)

PONYTAI L
H ! Renmenber ne?

Mc LUHAN
O course | renenber you! You are the Fallen, Beel zebub,
Lord of the Dark Dom nions! And this is Hades, isn't it? |
AM I N HELL! AREN T | ??2???

PONYTAI L
Un. . . no. . . not really.

You don't renenber ne, do you?

Mc LUHAN
Sorry.

PONYTAI L
Here, maybe this will help you
(He lets his hair down. It is long.)
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PONYTAI L
| . . . staged that little be-in nunber back in '68. You
didn't like it too nuch. It was a little -- overdone,
maybe.
Mc LUHAN
That was you?
PONYTAI L
"Fraid so.
Mc LUHAN
And you' ve found ne here, all these years later?
PONYTAI L
Well, no, that's not exactly true either. Follow nme now,

this gets a little conplicated. You see, we did neet in
'68, but right nowl'mactually visiting you fromthe
future, see, |I've been working on sonme new technol ogi es
lately and it's finally all paid off. It's kind of |ike a
space-ti ne/ bl ack- hol e/ St ephen Hawki ngs/ M chael J. Fox sort
of thing. But what does it matter how | got here? |I'm here!
It worked!

Mc LUHAN
Nur se!

PONYTAI L
No no, don't do that! She can't understand you anyway,
remenber? | just thought you should know -- it al

happened! Just like you said it would! The d obal Village.
The Age of Information. Honme Shopping Network, the whole
t hi ng!

Mc LUHAN
It did?

PONYTAI L
Yeah!

Mc LUHAN

And is it as wonderful as | thought it m ght be?

PONYTAI L
Better.



Better?

Me LUHAN

PONYTAI L

Come on, ny man. We're going surfing!
(PONYTAI L | eaps atop the hospital bed,

Song: Surfin

PONYTAI L:

whi ch becones a surfboard. He | eads
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McLUHAN on a nusical tour of the future

[they are wheel ed about the stage].
sings.)

Grab your board, buddy

Let's go surfin

It's a global village

CGet on board, buddy

Let's go surfin through the

| nformati on age.

Al'l you need is a nodem cabl e

Pl ugged i nto your board

When you're up and surfin you'll be able
To search the bulletin boards.

( CHORUS) :

Every night we go surfin, surfin, surfin
Where it's never wet

Surfin through the noonlight, baby, baby,
On the Internet.

(They have arrived in the mdst of three
conputer termnals at various points
onstage. HACKERS sit at each, lit by the
ghostly glow of their screens. Misic
conti nues under.)

PONYTAI L

He

Now. This is what |'mtalkin' about. They're all talking by
conputer, see? He's in Portugal. She's in Calgary. He's
Tokyo. It's called a virtual community.

Vi rtual

Yeah!

Me LUHAN

PONYTAI L

in
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Mc LUHAN
As in |ooks real, feels real, isn't real?
PONYTAI L
well . . . yeah!
Mc LUHAN
Do they know each other?
PONYTAI L
Sort of.
Mc LUHAN
Do they ever neet?
PONYTAI L
Wiy woul d they want to do that? There are a | ot of diseases
around t hese days, man -- you don't wanna get too close to
anybody if you don't have to.
(Music up.)
PONYTAI L: | know a little nunber

From Down Under

She' s on Conpuserve

| wanna ask her

How ol d she is

But | haven't got the nerve
So let's go surfin

Records of Birth in

The dat abase in Sydney

W' Il enter her nane:

It's Evans, Jane

And Ww She's Sweet Si xteen!

( CHORUS: )

Every night we go surfin, surfin,

VWhere it's never wet
Surfin through the noonlight,
On the Internet.

(They arrive at a large TV nonitor.

pi zza di splayed on it.)

PONYTAI L
Now. Watch this.

(PONYTAI L presses a box displayed on

the screen.)

baby, baby,
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You nmake your choi ce.
(He inserts a credit card to the slot
on the front of the nonitor.)

You pay with your card.
(A PI ZZA DELI VERY PERSON arrives with a
pizza.)

Presto. It's delivered to your door
(He offers the box to McLUHAN.)

Doubl e cheese.

Mc LUHAN

I'"d like to see the card.
(He takes it fromthe slot in the
nmonitor. Examnes it.)

Thi s nunber ?

PONYTAI L
That's how they know it's you.
Mc LUHAN
This bl ack strip?
PONYTAI L
Tells them-- everything they need to know.
Mc LUHAN
Who? Tells who everything they need to know?
PONYTAI L
The -- pizza guys.
Mc LUHAN
And who after that? And after that? They're watching you,
don't you see? -- they're keeping track!
PONYTAI L
So what? | got nothing to hide.
Mc LUHAN
Not hi ng?
PONYTAI L
Well, there was that one bust back in '69 .
Mc LUHAN

Ah- hah!



PONYTAI L
But this is ridiculous! You re fear-nongering! You! O all
peopl e!

Mc LUHAN
You think you know nme, do you?

PONYTAI L
| thought | did.

(Music up.)
PONYTAI L: Ckay, buddy

Let's nake a little noney

"1l show you how it's done.
We'll call M guel

He farns in Brazi

Ask him how the coffee's done.

M GUEL.: No, am gos,
My coffee froze
Last night is a bitch

PONYTAI L: The futures are | ow
Still in Tokyo
And tomorrow we'll be rich!
( CHORUS) :

Every night we go surfin, surfin, surfin
Were it's never wet

Surfin through the noonlight, baby, baby,
On the Internet.

(They arrive between a BUSI NESSWOVAN at a
desk and, el sewhere onstage, a BABY pl aying
on the floor.)

PONYTAI L
Al right. | have it. You can't object to this. The woman -
- she's on a business trip, right? The baby. At honme with
Dad. Watch this.
(The BUSI NESSWOMAN | eans forward to a
vi deophone; phones. Her imge appears
on a vi deophone by the BABY.)

BUSI NESSWOVAN
Hel | o, baby.
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BABY

(The BABY crawl s to the screen, extends
a hand to it. Touches the screen. The
BUSI NESSWOVAN t ouches hers. Freeze.)

PONYTAI L
There. Mdther and child. Connected by fibre optic cable.
VWhat's wong with that?

Mc LUHAN
You call that connecting?

PONYTAI L
El ectronical ly.

Mc LUHAN

Virtually, you nean.
(Li ghts fade on BUSI NESSWOMAN and BABY.
Focus on McLUHAN.)

Song: McLuhan's Aria

Mc LUHAN: Are you telling ne
This vision of a nother
Touchi ng her baby
| s as touching to the baby
As it is to you and ne?
Excuse ne, but | think you've | ost your
m nd.
You know |'ve spent nmy whole life
Trying to explain
How el ectric nedia
Affect the human brain
Hopi ng that perhaps it would
Make peopl e nore aware
Hoping it would do sonme good
By maki ng people care .

And now t he whol e damed pl anet
Is wired up for sound

You' re hooked up to the Internet
And wandering around

Peddl ing the virtues

of the information age

| guess it doesn't hurt you

if you don't knowit's a cage.



Does all this information and all this
stimul ation

Do anything to | essen your sense of

i sol ation?

Does all this fascination with visua
sensati on

Make you f eel

The worl d's nore real

O nore enpty?

VWhat's comruni cati on?

And what is information?

What you call exploration

| mght call invasion.

Al exander G aham Bel |

Ref used to | eave the dinner table

To answer the phone.

And now | see the windows flicker in the
ni ght

Faces turning colors, green, and blue, and
whi te,

Watching their reflection in electronic
light

Bat hi ng their eyes

And anaest heti zi ng

Their m nds.

Do they know they're nortal ?
There's only so much tine.

VWhat wil|l they renenber

At the end of the |ine?

An epi sode of Jeopardy?

Those great N ntendo noves?

Al'l the great adventures they had
On Conpuserve?

What about the human ani nal ?
What about the nother's touch?
What about the cool earth we wal k on?
Doesn't that mean nuch?

Let ne drink fresh water

Feel the crystal splash

O the ice cold water

On ny face and hands

And if | spend anot her hour

In the information age

| won't waste that hour
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Vi ewi ng an i mage

| want to be connected

To a world that is real

Connected to a world

that is mne

And | can fee

| can feel
(McLUHAN sits quietly on the edge of
hi s hospital bed, al one. PONYTAIL
approaches tentatively, holding out the
VR headgear.)

PONYTAI L

So. | guess you wouldn't be too interested in this then.
Mc LUHAN

What is it?
PONYTAI L

Virtual -- sorry -- Reality. VR M own special brand. You

just slip this on and anywhere you want to go, anyplace you
wanna be, you're there.

Mc LUHAN
| take ny reality straight up, thankyou.
(PONYTAI L regards the hospital bed,

room)

PONYTAI L
Yeah. | guess you do.
Wll -- peace, man.

Mc LUHAN
Peace.

(PONYTAIL starts to go. He has left the
VR headgear behind.)
Well wait, take your --

PONYTAI L

You keep it. Maybe you'll change your m nd!
(PONYTAIL is gone. McLUHAN regards the
headgear in his hands. Shudders. Buries
it under the covers.)



M. Marshall

past .

Scene 18:

Mbt her ?

ACTOR

McLuhan, having seen the future, opts for the

(ELSI E appears, practising her

el ocutionary gestures in slightly sl ow
nmotion. She is the sane age as when we
saw her at the play's beginning.
McLUHAN spots her. Leaves his bed,
nmoves to her. The bed remains in place,
a bright light shining on it.

McLUHAN is now ol der than she.)

Me LUHAN

ELSI E

Hell o, Herbert Marshall. Just a nonent, |'m al nost done.

You' ve been away.

Yes.

Go far?

Very.

(He mrrors her novenents.)

Me LUHAN

ELSI E

Me LUHAN

ELSI E

Good! I'mgoing to Duluth next week nyself. They're very
keen on ny Ozynmandi as there.

Wy Herbert Marshall. You've got grey hair.

Yes.

Me LUHAN
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ELSI E
Vell it's nothing alittle henna won't fix. It happens to
everyone, eventually. It m ght even happen to ne.

Have you seen your father?

He's right over there.
(Lights rise on HERBERT, also noving in
sl ow noti on, gardening.)

Me LUHAN
Dad?

HERBERT
Hn? Ch, Marshall! Cone give ne a hand.
(McLUHAN does, eagerly.)
Gotta get sone beets in this year.

Mc LUHAN
| | ove beets!

HERBERT
Try to get sone tomatoes in too.
(They di g together.)

Mc LUHAN
|"'mold now, Dad.

HERBERT
| see that.

Mc LUHAN
O der than you. But I'd -- like to cone back here, if |
could. 1'd like to cone back to a place where -- things are
real, and -- you can touch them and -- the earth is |like

manna between your fingers!

HERBERT
Well son. I'mafraid you can't do that.
We're gone, y'see. We're gone. |'mgone. Wnnipeg s gone.
Wll, it's not gone, but . . . they got one building there,

turns its own lights off at night. And a planetarium
| magi ne that.
(He starts to rise, go.)
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The river's still there, but sonehow it don't seem as big.

No, son,

Hel | 0?

Hel | 0?

it's anice idea. Too bad it's too | ate.

(He exits. McLUHAN turns. ELSIE is gone

t 00.)

Me LUHAN

| s anybody here?

HELLO?

M. Marshall

(Silence. McLUHAN | ooks to the hospital
bed. Haphazardly hop-skips over to it.
"Marshall's March" -- but now the nusic

is thin, wheezy, sad.

McLUHAN | ooks about surreptitiously,

digs into the covers, draws out the VR

headgear. Puts it on.

As he does, the light on the hospital

bed fades.)

ALL ACTCORS
McLuhan enters eternity . . . virtually.

(Li ght change, sound. The bed rolls

out. We alnost |ose sight of McLUHAN in

the murk and change.

Then, quiet. Everything has changed.

MARSHALL appears, in the flesh. MLUHAN

turns to him astonished.)

MARSHAL L

Hell o, old man. Cone with me.

Song: |

Me LUHAN

See Sonething Small (Reprise)

What's that on the wall?
My nmother's old shaw
And way down the hal
| see the linen closet where | used
to craw .
(MARSHALL renoves McLUHAN s VR headgear,

as

ELSIE enters, catching McLUHAN by surprise.)



ELSI E:

HERBERT and
DAl SY:

DAl SY:
MARSHALL :

Me LUHAN

ALL:

Me LUHAN

Hel | o, Herbert Marshall, what are you
doi ng here?

It's nearly time for breakfast; better
run al ong, dear

And afterwards we'll practise elocution
till noon
And | ater we'll go dancing 'neath a

red prairie noon.
(McLUHAN and ELSI E dance, as HERBERT and
DAI SY approach.)

Hey there, Mster Big Shot, is it really
you?

You're quite a |l egend here, take your
coat off and stay

W may be nothing nore than el ectroni c goo

But what's it matter now, you're happy
anyway.

Howdja like to go out on Friday night?
| think that Friday night would be
all right!
(McLUHAN breaks off from danci ng,
exul tant now.)

There's nothing like the feel of your
not her' s hand,
O your father's beard, of the noonday
sand
Standin' by the river where the waters
go
To and fro . . .
(McLUHAN, HERBERT, DAI SY and ELSI E dance,
exuberantly, lithely. The dance builds and
builds until the nusic breaks into the
nmel ody again.)

Isn'"t it amazing how a fantasy

Can conme to seemnore real than reality
And everything' s susceptible to renmedy
Digitally.

(Li ghts narrow dowmn on MARSHALL and

Mc LUHAN. )

The sun's goi ng down
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MARSHALL : The sky's grow ng bl ack
Mc LUHAN: It's just you and ne
MARSHALL : " m glad that you're back
MARSHALL and
Mc LUHAN: W better head hone!
(Bl ack.)

End

Performance rights nmust be secured before production. For
contact information, please see the McLuhan: The Musi cal

i nformati on page (click on your browser’s “Back” button, or
vi sit ww. si ngl el ane. cont propl ay/ ntl uhan. htm )

* k%

Appendi x: "The Happeni ng"

As the audience returns fromlnterm ssion, they are urged
by front-of-house staff/ushers to go up onstage (seats in
house have been roped off anyway -- sonmeone may have to
invite those who remain seated during interm ssion to | eave
their seats).

They pass through the curtain draped across the front- of-
the stage to discover that the stage has been turned into a
sort of maze. Worklights are on. W want to build up a
critical mass of bodies onstage, so don't allow themto
enter the maze until just about everyone's onstage. The
Actors are there (except for MLuhan, but he could be
backst age readi ng Lawence Ferlinghetti's "Coney I|sland of
the Mnd" into his mke). The actors have little

Wbodst ocki an paintings on their faces -- flowers, doves,
peace synbols, etc.

Wil e the Audience is waiting:

-- An Actor lies on the floor (or sonmewhere conspicuous),
staring at the ceiling, chanting: "Earth. Sky. Space.
Infinity." over and over again.

-- An Actor goes about with a |large bow of popcorn,
offering it to Audi ence nenbers, saying: "Eat of the
Popcorn of Consciousness.”
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-- An Actor prances about with an atom zer, spraying little
puffs of perfune into the air (lightly-scented, please, for
the allergenic.)

-- Ponytail goes about with a bell and a copy of the Otawa
Wiite Pages. He reads listings loudly: "C arke, Alan M,
525 Hi ghcroft Avenue, 728-2126" (and so on, in al phabeti cal
order). After each one he rings the bell. He should deliver
each of the listings to a different audi ence nenber --

meani ngful ly. The Musician provides a constant background
of wierd noise.

When nost of the audience is up onstage, Ponytail rings the
bell a nunber of tinmes in succession to get their
attention. O her Actors stop their activities, and nove to

positions in the maze. Ponytail says: "G oovy. . . Wl cone,
fell ow specks of Beingness. The tinme has cone for you to
enter -- the world of Marshall MLuhan."

| medi ately, the lights change to rich, nmulti-col oured
stage-lighting; it should becone dark, but not so dark it's
dangerous -- still light enough for people to see each
other and find their way through the maze. Lights pul se, as
if to the rhythmof a heartbeat. Slides, videos begin to
project on the various surfaces of the maze. The Misici an
pl ays acid-trippy nusic, punctuated by occasional squeals
of electronic sound; the nusic should cone from speakers
all around the stage.

Ponytail guides people into maze, saying "Enter, Enter,
This Way, Man. It'I|l Blow Your Mnd", etc.

-- Inside the Maze, a stagehand noves about wth yet

anot her slide projector, projecting imges onto the

Audi ence nenbers. Backstage, MLuhan can hamrer
rhythmcally on a block of wood, while reciting fromAlIlen
G nsburg's "Howl ". As they progress through the maze,

audi ence nenbers cone upon

-- An Actor in a day-glo leotard, under a black-1ight,
writhing sinuously, and continuing to spray fragrance into
the air.

-- An Actor holding two boxes with holes cut in their tops:
She offers one to various audi ence nenbers to put their
hand in, saying "Touch Nothingness". That box is enpty.
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Then she offers the other, saying "Touch Allness". That box
is full of socks, or pieces of a fur coat, or sonething.

-- Avideo of the theatre when it's enpty. That's all. Just
goi ng on and on and on.

-- They energe fromthe other end of the nmaze to find a

pi ece of fabric stretched on a frane, with an Actor dancing
behind it; she/he presses against it, and soneone

encour ages Audi ence nenbers to touch the squirm ng body
through the fabric. Once they have, Ponytail gets themto
join the circle of Audience nmenbers now formng in the open
area, holding hands. He tells themto chant "ommi or
sonet hi ng, and hands soneone the "Popcorn of Consci ousness"
to be passed around the circle. He encourages them as they
falter, keeps adding new nmenbers to the circle, keeps

j oi ni ng peopl es' hands whether they feel |ike joining hands
or not.

Li ghts and sound shoul d have pi cked up speed, rhythm by
now.

As the final Audience nenbers energe fromthe maze, MLuhan
i s onstage, approaching various audi ence nenbers, asking if
t hey know who's in charge, who'd running this show, etc. He
can approach Ponytail if someone directs himthat way, but
Ponytail is nuch too busy to deal with him (He could,

t hough, try to get McLuhan to touch the body behind the
fabric; MLuhan doesn't.) MLuhan forlornly, pathetically
tries to explain to various audi ence nenbers that this
wasn't his idea, not really what he had in mnd, etc.,
until, totally frustrated, he commandeers a m crophone and
shouts " STOPPP! "

Li ghts snap back to worklights; all sound, activity stops.

Resune scri pt.



