NARRATOR:
Our story skips ahead 17 years. Laurel and Daphne are in their late twenties. Laurel is married to Larry. Daphne is married to Michael.
Daphne loves her job copyediting for the paper Downtown. It is fair and just and ethical, she says, to organize the words staggering around the paper
into a social order—replacing a careless reporter’s “masterful” with “masterly,” or “knelt’ with “kneeled.” She also has a column about language,
which runs irregularly (like bowels, she says); it is modishly vulgar in its attack on the vulgar tongue. Daphne enjoys the alternative journalist’s
privilege of tossing out “fuck”s like shiny coins to the poor. Observations, corrections, and objections that might otherwise have struck her readers
as prim strike them instead as edgy.
Meanwhile, Laurel and Larry move to the Upper West Side, to Daphne’s horror. She considers the entire neighborhood a cultural wasteland.
Hackneyed phrases, said the great grammarian Henry Watson Fowler, have become hackneyed because they are useful. This, of all things, is what
Laurel thinks when she finds out she is pregnant. Right after she thinks, “Pregnant pause.” She calls Daphne immediately. “I’m coming to see you
right now.” There is a pause. A pregnant pause! Then: “Laurel, you’re pregnant!”
Then, more horror: Laurel decides to give up teaching kindergarten to be a full-time mother. Daphne and Laurel seem to be disagreeing about almost
everything lately.
TOO MUCH
Based on The Grammarians, by Cathleen Schine
Music, Nan Schwartz/Lyrics, Lorraine Feather
LAUREL:
BLOW OFF:
transitive verb
1a: to refuse to take notice of, honor, or deal with
1b: to end a relationship with
2: to outperform in a contest
3: to fail to attend or show up for
First Known Use of blow off
1631, in the meaning defined at sense 1b
—Merriam-Webster
ARTHUR:
They banter regularly.
Till it escalates into a quarrel.
SALLY:
I don’t remember this degree of enmity
When they were kids.
ARTHUR:
Our Daphne was a tiny acolyte,
[BOTH]:
Forever following Laurel, her twin,
Till they caved in.
SALLY:
From time to time,
They seem in sync again,
BOTH:
But then they’re back on the skids.
DAPHNE AND LAUREL:
My sister and me:
Peas in a pod.
God, it can be
Too much.
Too intertwined,
Too matchy-matchy,
Soon we started to mind.
It was all too much.
LAUREL:
Every day is the same now.
Lolling in a nauseated torpor on Larry’s and my living room couch.
Fading from the world into a physical and mental lassitude I would not have believed possible without the aid of Quaaludes.

1

Big as Alaska,
Hungry as a hummingbird,
Dry as a camel, [DAPHNE: Holy Hitchcock, those overalls!]
With every millisecond,
I grow more orbicular then before [DAPHNE: Please don’t tell me you wear those
I’m like a vegetable,
Incubating a mammal. It’s weird!
Worse than we feared!
[DAPHNE: You look so grotesque.]
I can’t get up, or keep a bagel down.
I’m ornery to the core.
DAPHNE: Ornery you, ornery you, ornery you.

outside.]

You seem to have lost your ambition.
LAUREL: You’re joking, right? You can be too much.
There’s a creature in me,
Not eensy-weensy as I thought it would be,
And It’s all too much.
Daphne calls Laurel.
DAPHNE: Laurel! Guess what?
LAUREL: What?
DAPHNE: Vogue!
LAUREL: Vogue? You mean, the magazine?
DAPHNE: Yes!
LAUREL: A spread with you in your biker jacket
Over your poofy dress?
DAPHNE: No!
They want a piece, a thousand words. They pay a buck a word.
Is that the stupidest thing you ever heard? I mean,
[SALLY, ARTHUR and LAUREL join her in 4-part harm]
WOW.
I’ll be a thousandaire!
I’m doing our Beatlemania dance! You too, right?
LAUREL: Daphne, I can’t dance. I’m enervated.
I like that word because it means
[SALLY and ARTHUR join them in four-part harmony] :The opposite of what you think it means.
LAUREL: Okay, Daphne, forget how important you are for a second and listen to me, I need you.
Sister, dear,
Be sweet, be nice.
Go grab the train.
Oh, please!
I’m starving here.
Bring shrimp fried rice,
And house lo mein.
I’m on my knees!

3-part harmony (background Oohs)

ARTHUR:
I’m sure it’s just a phase.
They can’t go separate ways.
Our darling girls are one.
Their bond won’t be undone.

Figuratively. Obviously. Seeing as I can’t fucking move. You’ve got your key, right?
DAPHNE: I’m on deadline.
LAUREL: You can listen to the common folk speak their new dialect on the subway. It would be research.
DAPHNE: Next week!
ARTHUR
They started off as indivisible.
Aren’t they still?
SALLY One’s the H2 —one is the O!
ARTHUR Their little fracases
Way back when
Used to be risible.
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SALLY: Tom and Jerry with flaming red hair
ARTHUR: Now, when they fight, it’s a joke on the order of
Long Day’s Journey
Into Night. [4-part harm.]
DAPHNE: Outa my head, stat!
I’ll be me, and you go on being you.
Copy that?
Outa my head, hear what I said? Outa my head.
LAUREL: [sarcastically] Out of my head, hear what I said, out of my head.
[Spoken] Bitch.
.
LAUREL: So, Daphne’s column: The People’s Pedant. Seems everyone loves to be scolded about grammar!
She burns with the vivid fires of industry.
Shot through with self-abnegation,
[Feed me, feed me, feed me, feed me - 4-part harm.)
Raw excitement, gratification.
Success breeds emptiness,
[Demanding to be filled with more success. - 4-part harm.].
It’s like some careerist
[nymphomania!: 4-part harm.]
DAPHNE: It’s a stupid fashion magazine. I mean it’s true they print things by serious writers like Alfred Kazin and Elizabeth Hardwick, but is that the
kind of prestige I want?
It’s supposed to be about fashionable words. Can you think of any?
LAUREL has fallen asleep and is snoring.
Why are you ignoring me? Fashionable words.
LAUREL [wakes up abruptly]: Well, let’s see. People are saying “asshole” a lot more than they used to, and “douchebag” is quite à la mode..
DAPHNE [unenthusiastically]: Uh-huh.
LAUREL: Are you going to hyphenate “asshole?”
DAPHNE: You need to help me in person. You’ve got to!
DAPHNE:
Sister mine:
Be sisterly,
I’ll grab the train
Oh, please!
I’ll buy bad wine,
A wheel of brie
And pick your brain.
I’m on my knees!

[3-part harmony, oohs]

ARTHUR: A little compromise
Is almost always wise.
Willful as they both are,
It never goes too far.

Literally, in my case! I dropped my pen. Kee-riste, this floor needs a good mopping.
LAUREL: I can’t drink, y’know.
DAPHNE enters.
DAPHNE: No one says anything on the subway, so that was no help.
Again: Do you go out in those overalls? You look like a school bus.
LAUREL: Yeah.
DAPHNE: Wow.
LAUREL: I just go to Fairway to buy avocados. That’s all I can eat. You know, if you’re really looking for fashionable words, that’s where you should go.
Food is all anyone talks about. All our friends. It’s nauseating. Couscous. Kiwi fruit…
DAPHNE: My god, Laurel!
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Hallelujah! Hallelujah! My sister is a genius!
LAUREL: Radicchio ...
DAPHNE: Laurel! You have saved my life!
LAUREL: Fraises du bois, fucking frisée, beurre fucking blanc. Is there nothing else to talk about?
DAPHNE [admiringly]: No! There is nothing else to talk about! The piece is writing itself.
You are such a good sister. You’re a genius! And I have the same genes! I am so lucky. Yes, of course, it’s all food. Fashion is food. Food is fashion. I
have to go write my piece now! Why didn’t I think of this? Because I didn’t have to because you are a genius.
LAUREL: Because you are not sick to your stomach every time someone extolls the virtues of raspberry vinegar.
DAPHNE: Mwah! Can I get you a cracker before I take off?
LAUREL: Seafood sausage. Now, that’s a disgusting concept. They’re white and pallid. And fishy.
And blueberry mayonnaise … Oh god … Excuse me. Hold my hair while I puke?
DAPHNE: I’ll let myself out!
She leaves.
ARTHUR AND SALLY:
Bright little birds,
Sharing their wonderland of curious words.
It was all too much.
DAPHNE AND LAUREL:
My sister and me:
Peas in a pod.
Now we do nothing but brawl.
It was all too much.
SALLY [on the phone to Laurel]: A family brunch, like the old days! You won’t have to move. We will all come to you, and we’ll bring everything with
us.
LAUREL: You don’t have to import bagels and lox. This is the epicenter of the bagel and lox trade.
SALLY: Let me spoil you, honey.
ARTHUR gets on the phone: Let your mother spoil you.
We switch to another phone call with Laurel and Daphne.
DAPHNE:
“Spoil you” with wretched suburban bagels—please!
It’ll be so time-consuming. So un-fun. [LAUREL: Like that’s a word]
I’m not the pregnant one—all right, I feel you fuming!
LAUREL: It’s not like you don’t live in the city! It’s against the rules of nature,
you pretentious workaholic. It’s mutinous. It’s shitty.
How COULD you blow me off?
DAPHNE: I’m on deadline.[coughs].
LAUREL: Hey, you think I didn’t hear that cough?
You’ve done that your whole life, whenever you made up an excuse.
DAPHNE (trying to placate her): I just can’t take a family gathering right now.
I’ll get restive. Hey, that’s another word that means
the opposite of what you... [harmony]
LAUREL: Oh, fine.
Hangs up.
VERSE 4:
LAUREL: It isn’t fine. It isn’t fine. You’d think you didn’t live in the city.

4

DAPHNE: Fraises du bois and radicchio!
LAUREL: You petty climber, to abandon me. It’s unbelievably shitty.
ARTHUR AND SALLY: One’s the H2, the other the O.
LAUREL: My only baby brunch! Tell me, how could she bail?
DAPHNE: Jesus, Laurel, that outfit’s too ugly for words.
LAUREL: I’m twice as hungry as a wolverine. I’m growing wide as a whale.
ARTHUR AND SALLY: Bright little birds, bright little birds, bright little birds!
LAUREL: There’s a creature in me
Doin’ the hokey-pokey.
Doesn’t anyone see
[DAPHNE joins her] This is all too much?
ARTHUR AND SALLY:
Too intertwined,
Too matchy-matchy,
And they started to find
It was all too much.
ENDING VAMP:
ARTHUR:
Da da da da, da da da da
Da da da da
LAUREL AND DAPHNE: Feed me! Feed me!
ARTHUR:
Da da da da, da da da da
Da da da da
LAUREL AND DAPHNE: Feed me! Feed me!

REPEAT & FADE
ARTHUR:
Da da da da, da da da da

SALLY & TWINS (2 part
harmony)It was all
too much!

Da da da da
LAUREL AND DAPHNE: Feed me! Feed me!
The Grammarians (A Word-Nerd Musical) is a work in progress,
based on the novel The Grammarians by Cathleen Schine.
Lyrics: Lorraine Feather
Music: Nan Schwartz
Spoken and sung by Randy Crenshaw, Lorraine Feather, Allie Feder, Baraka May, Suzanne Waters and Greg Whipple
(For more information, click the contact link.)
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