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go on writing operas.” A reviewer in the Musical Courier of July, 1954 called the music “stark and 
powerful,” and continued, “The young composer has an unquestionable gift for writing music for the 
lyric-drama stage…The melodic lines soar, there are surges of color contrasts in the instrumental 
texture, a brooding warmth, and mood values sharply accented.” 
 The opera is based on a story by William Saroyan, and Saroyan based it on a real incident. A 
young man finds himself imprisoned in a Texas jail for a rape he did not commit. The young female 
cook in the jail befriends him, and they plan to escape together and build a new life in San Francisco. 
But the husband of the supposedly wronged woman arrives, argues with the young man and then 
shoots him.
 As a teenager Beeson knew and enjoyed Saroyan’s work. When it came to setting the text to music, 
Beeson understood that the words were “simple and evocative” and saw that they would leave room 
for music. Beeson himself described the relation of words to music in this opera as follows:

“In Hello the relation of words to music is that of lyrically 
heightened speech which several times breaks into song.  
The incidents of the original play have been transposed,  
telescoped, or extended in accordance with the needs of  
musical, that is to say, operatic timing. The orchestra accom-
panies and punctuates the singing, underlines action, and 
builds dramatic tension. And it helps create mood, as at the 
beginning when the harmonium suggests the time and place 
in which the gambler and the girl are caught, and, later, when 
it evokes the sea and harbor sounds of San Francisco.”

 Short bits of text from the original Saroyan have been combined to make for numbers of greater 
length that draw an emotional portrait of the characters—the “Gambler’s Song” is written with  
syncopated rhythms that convey his easygoing, free character; while the “Girl’s Song” has sharp 
rhythmic figures conveying her tension. And the music goes beyond establishing mood, with sweeping 
gestures that seems to convey the wind and establish a sense of place as she sings, “Nothing here but 
the lonesome wind, lifting the dust and blowing it out on the prairie.” Beeson is adept at evoking a 
quintessential American landscape while characterizing strong emotions and desires through music.
 

t H e  o P e r a s
Jack Beeson is known as the composer of a large scale opera, Lizzie Borden, premiered and revived 
at the New York City Opera. But actually five of Beeson’s ten operas are chamber operas because of 
the scale of the story or the nature of the commission or both, and so do not occasion the attention 
given new works at large opera houses. The two operas on this compact disc, Hello Out There and 
Dr. Heidegger’s Fountain of Youth, fall into this category; they are gems of vocal beauty, formal 
construction, and evocative musical writing which deserve wider recognition and fresh performance, 
and they stand as major contributions to the corpus of twentieth century American opera.
 Hello Out There, a work in one act of approximately forty minutes and the earlier of the two, was 
composed from July to mid-October of 1953. The first performances took place from May 27-30, 1954 
at Columbia University’s Brander Matthews Auditorium on the occasion of the university’s bicentennial. 
The opera was part of the spring offering of the innovative Opera Workshop organized in 1943. Actually 
a course in the university’s School of General Studies, the workshop was remarkable for its “policy of 
collaborating with contemporary composers and librettists in the production of new operas.” Beeson had 
been one of the pianists in the workshop premiere of Menotti’s The Medium, also a chamber opera with 
similar instrumentation, and wanted to write something similar in size. Well-known Broadway composer 
John Kander, who was Beeson’s student at the time, was the assistant conductor and pianist. 
 This opera, as Beeson tells us in his book How Operas Are Created by Composers and Librettists 
(2008) was the first opera of his to have a stage performance and became the most often performed 
of his operas. From live performance in a theater, to live telecast, to playing on the radio, the music 
was heard all over the U. S. It was also produced in 1962 on German TV with Hermann Prey as the 
lead; in England in 1963 at the St. Paneras Town Hall; in Scotland during the Edinburgh Festival 
also in 1963; and on Flemish TV, from Antwerp in 1977. Over the years there have been approxi-
mately fifty performances.
 Hello Out There was written when Beeson was a young man of thirty-two.  Even then his talent 
for opera is apparent—one finds the strong theatrical sense, the untenable situation leading to an 
inevitable clash. Reviews were favorable; Time Magazine of June 7, 1954 commented, “The music…
contains some genuinely affecting melody (notably in a paean to San Francisco) and some stirring 
emotional overtones.” And more than one reviewer mentioned Beeson’s gift for opera—the New 
York Times in a review just after the premiere spoke of “the manifest gift of a composer who should 



The idea for the opera was Sheldon Harnick’s—he had come across the Nathaniel Hawthorne story 
Dr. Heidegger’s Experiment while he was looking for material for the musical The Apple Tree; he did 
not use it then but felt that it would make a good operatic subject, and Beeson agreed.  
 The story relates the visit of four elderly friends to Dr. Heidegger’s study. There they drink a magical 
potion and imagine that they have become young again. But as the gentlemen vie for the affection of 
one woman, the vase of elixir spills, and the illusion is broken. As the story ends, the four vow to find 
the fountain of youth. While in the Hawthorne story there is the suggestion of magic, Harnick avoids 
this, since neither of the collaborators desired real magic in the opera. The group of three men and 
one woman was changed to two men and two women, for better balance, and some names were 
changed to make them more singable. The title was changed to Dr. Heidegger’s Fountain of Youth, 
and Harnick provided additional dialogue, moving from the descriptive medium of the short story to 
the interaction needed in opera. 
 While in the story a bust of Hippocrates sits in Dr. Heidegger’s study, in the opera the bust is of  
a physician-alchemist from the Renaissance, Paracelsus. Paracelsus’ writings were translated by 
Henry Sigerist—the father of Beeson’s wife.  And Beeson’s daughter, Miranda, was charming as a 
maid at the beginning of the opera. Beeson calls this opera “a family affair.” A tragic connection 
with family events came with the death of Beeson’s son, Christopher, during a hurricane in August, 
1976.  “It was understandable that our choice of the Dr. H. subject, made months earlier, with its 
emphasis on the differences between youth and age suddenly took on added layers of meaning for 
me,” Beeson says. “ I have long been certain that some of the musical passages would have been 
less expressive had the words and action not brought to my conscious or unconscious mind memories 
of my young son’s death.” 
 The opera has had numerous well received performances over the past decades, including one by 
Bel Canto Opera in New York City in 1981; by the American Chamber Opera Company at Marymount 
Manhattan Theater in 1990; the University of Akron School of Music in 1991; the San Francisco Opera 
Center in 2003; the Fort Mason Center in 2003; the Royal Northern College of Music in 2003, and 
Ithaca College in 2007. 
 Reviewers recognized the beauty of the score and the effectiveness of the staging. The New York 
Daily News called the music “delightful,” and the New York Times in a review of the 1981 perfor-
mance said, “The score is elegantly crafted in a conservative but attractively individual idiom and 

 Hello Out There has a clear, audible, formal logic. The work opens with an upward fourth in the 
trumpet; when the young man enters with the word “Hello,” he also begins on an upward fourth. 
In other places in the work this ascending interval is transformed to provide unity—to a third, or 
perhaps a fifth, as it does at the very end when the girl sings it. The chamber texture provides imme-
diacy and intimacy appropriate to the story. Chamber opera here means more than just opera with 
a smaller orchestra; this is opera with each instrument often functioning as a solo; each instrument 
has a distinct presence and vivid color. Sometimes there are solo string textures, so that the music 
has the extraordinary and beautiful clarity of chamber music. Everything can be heard. Although 
more instruments may be used, it was this orchestration of thirteen that was used for the premiere 
and the recording.
 On the other hand, Beeson knows how to use the instruments so that it is hard to believe that 
there are only thirteen. The perfect example of this is the “San Francisco” music, when the young 
man describes San Francisco to the girl—“Well, it’s on the Pacific to begin with—ocean water all 
around, Ev’rywhere you look the sea and the sky,” to continuous, powerful music of strong, sustained 
chords that Beeson says have “just the right sort of chill.” The effect, Beeson said in the Oral History, 
depends on the juxtaposition of one type of music with another. 
 Saroyan himself wrote of the opera: “Jack Beeson has writ himself, and myself, and the rest of us, 
one real beaut of an American opera, out of Matador, Texas, by way of Fresno, California, and wher-
ever Beeson hails from. This is the second time I have listened to it, and damned if I don’t like it. “
 Dr. Heidegger’s Fountain of Youth, a work of contrasting instrumental colors and otherworldly 
atmosphere, was the second of three works that Beeson produced with lyricist and librettist Sheldon 
Harnick—well-known for musicals such as Fiorello! and Fiddler on the Roof. The two had been 
introduced by John Kander, who felt that Beeson’s intellectual temperament would be complemented 
by Harnick’s more sentimental nature. The orchestra in Dr. Heidegger consists of only eleven players, 
who sometimes double on auxiliary instruments such as piccolo, alto flute—the oboe is eliminated 
—bass clarinet, celesta, harmonium, and a variety of percussion instruments, so the ensemble, 
while having the clarity of a chamber piece, also has a varied palette. 
 The National Arts Club in New York commissioned Dr. Heidegger, asking for a one-act chamber opera 
on an American subject. Beeson worked on the composition from October 1976-Twelfth Night 1978 with 
all material ready for the first performances in the elegant gallery of the Club from Nov. 17-19, 1978. 



waltz in his book: “Later, when the widow begins to dance with the colonel—both now rejuvenated, 
they remember a song and she sings it, a slow waltz, AABA, in sumptuous D-Flat Major. Variations 
and then perversions of it develop into the fight music. The reversion of the quartet to their ageing 
selves brings back some of the opening serial music that leads to a final cadence in C major as 
Heidegger toasts the audience.”
 The chamber quality of this opera is apparent in the lovely vocal quartets for the four protago-
nists when they muse on their regained youth—it is unusual to hear a cappella singing of this 
sort and to find such artfully constructed lyrical counterpoint in an opera. Dramatically, this is the 
perfect, subdued kind of music for this inward reflection of the characters on their transformation. 
Inventive suggestions for hair and costume adjustments, for expressions and movement by stage 
director Jack Eddleman and costume designer Patton Campbell made the scene effective. Eddleman, 
Campbell, and one of the singers, Carol Wilcox, who sings the widow, were the same personnel found 
in the first Beeson-Harnick collaboration, Captain Jinks of the Horse Marines (1975).
 The two operas included on this compact disc make a splendid first effect, but are also, 
because of their strong, attractive lyricism and careful construction, worthy of continued enjoyment 
and study. Indeed, one could temporarily forsake the pleasures of grand opera for the clarity and 
elegance found in these two operas. 

—Susan Hawkshaw

Some quotations are taken from Beeson’s book How Operas are Created by Composers and 
Librettists; many thanks to Oral History American Music, Yale University, for permission to use 
material from my oral history of December, 1999 - February, 2000.  Additional material is taken from 
the original record jackets for these operas. Many thanks also to Miranda Beeson, the composer’s 
daughter, for materials provided, and Jennifer Lee of Columbia’s Butler Library for her help. 
 

beautifully written to allow healthy voices an opportunity for some real singing.” A reviewer in Opera 
News, Jan 27, 1979 wrote: “It was a happy choice to stage the work in a corner of one of the National 
Arts Club’s large rooms, thus allowing the artists to enter the ambience of the piece as they entered 
the Victorian house itself—one was simply another of Dr. Heidegger’s guests. This intimate setting, 
aided by placing the chamber orchestra behind the scenes…also allowed the actors to convey subtle 
emotional interacting.” 
 Contrasting music describes age and youth— a mysterious twelve tone row is used for the aged 
couples, but the music lands in C major when they regain their youth. Beeson, in fact, only used  
the twelve-tone technique in his compositions on occasion; he was not a dogmatic composer who 
subscribed to only one method, but in his operas used any and all styles if appropriate to the  
dramatic situation.
 The row is first stated low in the pitch register and contains the pitches G, D, A, B-Flat (all 
ascending); E-Flat, A-Flat, D-Flat, C (all descending); F, E, B, F-Sharp (all ascending) so that the 
statement of pitches creates a wave like effect.  It sounds nothing like the Expressionist music of 
the early twentieth century.  The instrumentation with harp, piano, percussion, and later harmonium 
creates a cavernous, elastic atmosphere. Beeson says of the opening twelve-tone section: “One 
wants to set up a kind of prelude which is mysterious as preparation for the skeleton and spooks.” 
And “The spooky beginning…is accompanied by the exposition and development of a twelve tone 
row…” Sometimes the row is used in diminution. Beeson describes his usage of the row as follows: 
“Sometimes the row is a melodic line in the voice; sometimes it’s a bass line, with more or less 
triadal-quartal chords above it. And then sometimes pieces of it are taken out as tritones and  
used when the old people enter, for instance, they are limping. Those are all from the row.” Beeson 
understood well the possibilities for movement and color in the musical description of the fountain; 
the chromatic undulations of the strings, the splashes of color from the celesta; the long, flowing, 
legato vocal lines.
 The chromatic undulations continue in the following lyrical and emotional quartet in compound 
rhythms that lands in C major—the key Beeson associates here with youth.  “The whole beginning 
of the opera builds up to that quartet having to do with youth, C major. That’s from the point of view 
of shape, I think, correct; but it also was a certain sense of affirmation on my part.” This quartet, 
and the lovely waltz number that follows function as two centerpieces of the opera. He described the 



l i b r e t t o
The playing area is at first in complete dark-
ness; if the instrumentalists’ lights are at  
all visible they should be on a dimmer or,  
preferably, extinguished at first. When the lights 
come up, Dr. Heidegger’s study is revealed. To 
the left, an open door and a skeleton in an open 
case; upstage center, a large, heavy bookcase 
on top of which is a bust of Paracelsus; upstage 
right, a large mirror (preferably a cheval glass); 
stage center, a table on which is a large book 
with a black binding, a vase, and an object  
covered for the moment with a velvet cloth of 
some rich hue. The study also contains five 
chairs and a velvet bell-pull.
 The lights come up slowly. Enter a Maid  
carrying a tray with four small wine glasses. 
Under her arm she carries a duster. She places 
the tray on the table, then walks around giving 
last minute flicks here and there with the duster. 
She knows that she should dust the skeleton 
but she can hardly bring herself to do so; she 
then approaches the large book, tentatively 
reaches forward to dust it, then withdraws  
her arm, glancing apprehensively over her 
shoulder at the skeleton. She goes through this 
business several times, then finally screws up 
her courage and dusts the book. Her curiosity 
aroused, she reads the title on the cover but 
with some difficulty.

Maid: “On Nymphs, Sylphs, Pygmies and 
Salamanders.”
 She gives the book one last flick of the  
duster, her head turned toward the skeleton, 
then goes about her work near the mirror.  
Dr. Heidegger enters, unnoticed by her. He  
rearranges the arms of the skeleton, which  
have been akimbo. There is a rattle of bones. 
Too terrified to look, the Maid lets out a little 
shriek, then for a moment stands transfixed. 
She then turns to flee, almost bumping into  
Dr. Heidegger, who has crossed to the table, 
which makes her shriek again. She curtsies 
apologetically. Dr. Heidegger, preoccupied, 
hardly notices the Maid’s behavior.
heidegger: When my friends arrive, bring them 
directly here, as always. The Maid curtsies and 
exits. Dr. Heidegger turns to the book, stares at 
it for a moment, opens it; his eyes scan a page, 
another; he reads: “What a Spirit wishes to 
have, he has, and all his wishing, desiring,  
is thus; but Man is the most earthbound of  
all creatures. He obtains nothing by wishing, 
desiring. What he must have and wants he 
must make for himself.” How true, Paracelsus. 
 He has turned approvingly toward the bust 
of Paracelsus. He turns back to the book, takes 
a pressed flower from between its pages; 
he contemplates the flower, sings: You were 
born…grew…bloomed…gave your beauty and 

t H e  l i B r e t t o s

dr. heidegger’s Fountain of Youth
Music by Jack Beeson
Libretto by Sheldon Harnick

s y n o p s i s
Time: 
Mid-nineteenth century

Place: 
Dr. Heidegger’s study

Dr. Heidegger, as is his custom, has invited 
four old friends to his home; from time to time 
he entertains these friends with experiments 
of various kinds. The friends (Colonel Killigrew, 
Reuben Waterford, Rachel Lockhart, a widow, 
and Hannah Moody, a spinster) arrive. They are 
all unmistakably ancient and do not wear their 
years lightly. When they inquire as to the nature 
of the evening’s experiment, Dr. Heidegger 
produces a flask which, he announces, contains 
what may well be water from the “Fountain of 
Youth”—that same fountain sought by Ponce 
de Leon.
 Dr. Heidegger pours some of the water on the 
dried petals of a rose that he had pressed in 
a book 45 years previously. The flower revives. 
Despite some skepticism about what may have 
been only a “parlor trick,” the four friends are 

easily persuaded to drink the liquid. They hope 
it will rejuvenate them as it did the flower. 
They drink and are rejuvenated, or so it seems. 
However, old feelings are rejuvenated as well.
 Rachel Lockhart becomes the coquette she 
had been as a young woman and begins to flirt 
with Colonel Killigrew and Reuben Waterford, 
who respond as passionately as they had when 
they were young men. Hannah Moody feels the 
pangs of unrequited love for Reuben Waterford, 
feelings she thought had died years before. The 
rivalry of the two men grows in intensity. They 
begin to fight, to the widow’s delight and the 
spinster’s disgust. In the course of the struggle, 
the men knock over the flask, spilling the liquid 
from the “Fountain of Youth” on the floor. The 
rose has also fallen to the floor; the four friends 
are horrified to note that it has grown old and 
withered again.
 Shortly after this discovery, they notice that 
they, too, are becoming old again. Dr. Heidegger, 
having observed the results of the experiment, 
professes that he is grateful to have left the 
“fierce delirium” of youth behind. But the four 
friends resolve to go in search of the “Fountain 
of Youth,” without whose rejuvenating waters 
their lives are empty. As Dr. Heidegger raises a 
glass of wine and offers a toast to their success, 
the four friends set off on their quest.



heidegger: There is a legend which tells of a 
fountain whose clear crystal waters can wash 
away the years, the traces of time, erasing the 
signs and lines of age as though they were only 
dust. There is a fountain, so legend whispers, 
whose pure limpid waters restore the bloom of 
youth.
The Four: (inwardly, each to himself, as an 
aside) Ah, yes…the Fountain of Youth…
colonel: (conversationally) Ponce de Leon’s 
fabled fountain…
Reuben: (disappointed, almost dropping the 
subject) …that phantom fountain, long sought 
for…
widow/hannah: (almost gossipy) …in 
Florida…
colonel: …was never found.
The Four: (they revert to personal disappoint-
ment) Alas, alas,…
widow/colonel: the fabled fountain…
The Four: was never, ever found.
heidegger: (breaking in) Was never found—
in Florida. Yesterday there came a messenger, 
strange, swarthy, with a parcel elaborately 
wrapped. Within it was a note from a friend, an 
old and trusted colleague, somewhere in the 
jungles of Brazil. He takes a pair of glasses and 
a note from his coat pocket. He reads: “Deep in 
a grove of ancient trees, old and gnarled, bowed 

and bent, riddled with disease, there stands 
a tree, unique!—unlike the others, young and 
sturdy and vigorous, condition unaccountable 
save for a tiny crystal fountain bubbling at 
its base. Knowing of your passion for curious 
phenomena, I send for your study a flask of 
this water.” He puts the note away, removes 
the velvet cloth revealing a flask of liquid, and 
opens the book, removing the pressed flower. 
This withered, crumbling flower, this rose for 
five and forty years has lain between the leaves 
of this venerable tome of Paracelsus.
 He carefully lowers the flower into the vase. 
Then he pours the contents of the flask into the 
vase. When he removes it (or the other flower, 
assuming the ‘magic’ to have been brought 
about by substitution) it is in full flower.
colonel: Astounding!
 He takes the rose and examines it, as do the 
others in turn, questioningly, hopefully.
hannah: Astonishing!
Reuben: Amazing!
widow: A miracle!
colonel: And what…
Reuben: …effect…
hannah: …has this fluid…
widow: …on the human frame?

fragrance to the world. You were born…grew…
bloomed…died, to be followed by others in their 
turn. All as it ought to be…as it was meant to 
be. But if there were such a wonder…if there 
were such a marvel…
 The doorbell rings. Though he hears the 
sound, he contemplates the flower a while 
before returning it to the book; he continues 
scanning the pages thoughtfully. Enter the 
Widow Rachel Lockhart, the Spinster Hannah 
Moody, Reuben Waterford, and Colonel Killigrew, 
one after the other. After they have entered, they 
stop, standing together in a tight group. They 
are all unmistakably ancient, with white hair, 
wrinkled faces, and various physical manifesta-
tions of old age. They do not wear their years 
lightly. There are shawls, canes, spectacles, 
and other such accouterments (to be set aside 
during the first transformation). We first see 
The Four as an impersonal, somewhat abstract 
‘unit’ of Elders, rather than as four individuals. 
Only when they begin to discuss the evening’s 
entertainment does their individuality begin to 
emerge. It becomes pronounced after the first 
transformation and is lost after the second.  
Dr. Heidegger closes the book, looks up and 
finds the guests assembled and watching him.
heidegger: (warmly, but not heartily) Welcome, 
my dear old friends.
Reuben/colonel: Good evening.

hannah: Good evening, Doctor.
widow: (the eternal coquette) Dear Doctor 
Heidegger.
colonel: (rubs his hands in anticipation) And 
what have you planned for us this evening?
Reuben: Some experiment, no doubt.
colonel: (dryly) To reveal the secrets of the 
Universe!
widow: To amuse us and entertain us—
hannah: and instruct us, no doubt.
Reuben: What shall it be?
widow: A drop of water—
hannah: A leaf—
Reuben: A spider’s web—
colonel: seen through the microscope?
widow: But nothing, I hope, like the last one!
colonel: (with relish, to make the ladies shud-
der) The slow asphyxiation of a mouse in an 
air pump.
widow/hannah: That was wicked, Doctor 
Heidegger, that was wicked!
heidegger: (with an air of great gravity and 
some intensity) Tonight, my friends, if you 
agree, we shall share an experiment that may 
alter your lives. 
 The Four are interested and amused.
colonel: Indeed!
Reuben: Indeed!
widow/hannah: Fancy that!



Reuben: Can I be feeling…
hannah: …a spreading warmth…?
widow: …an inner fire…?
colonel: Do I imagine in these old arthritic 
joints a hint of ease?
hannah: Do I imagine a sense of warmth in 
these old and cold extremities?
Reuben: Do I imagine the years are beginning 
to melt away…the years are beginning to melt 
away?
widow: Do I imagine…do I imagine the years 
are beginning to melt away?
The Four: Can this be real, this faintest flush of 
sunrise in every artery and vein?
 They empty their glasses.
colonel: Again, please!
Reuben: Again, please!
widow: Again, please!
hannah: Again, again, please!
 Dr. Heidegger refills the glasses, Reuben’s first.
Reuben: Another toast! To the unfurrowed 
brow, to the unclouded eye, to vigor and fire in 
boundless supply, to beauty of form, beauty of 
face, and movements that flow with careless, 
easy grace; heavenly gifts that only the old can 
treasure in truth!—to the most precious boon 
in life—to youth!
 The Four now repeat the above toast in a 
variation. They empty their glasses or, if they 
have been sipping, drain the last drops. They 

are now convinced that they are rejuvenated. To 
the extent possible, the audience has witnessed 
the slow transformation from age to youth. 
This has been achieved by the abilities of the 
cast, the ingenuity of the stage director and the 
lighting and costume designers. It is assumed 
that canes, umbrellas, spectacles, and such 
objects have been unobtrusively left by chairs 
or on tables, that the women have discarded 
their shawls or fichus, that the Widow has let 
down (or soon will) her upswept hair-do. They 
now celebrate their rejuvenescence, abandon-
ing what remains of the accouterments of age, 
possibly with shouts of glee and a short “round 
dance.” The revelling breaks up; Dr. Heidegger 
withdraws behind the table to observe. The 
Colonel, enraptured,draws the Widow aside.
colonel: My dearest Rachel, let me look at you. 
By heaven, seventeen again!
widow: (startled, she hurries to the mirror and 
studies herself) Seventeen? Let me see! It’s 
true! It’s true!
 The Colonel joins her at the mirror. Reuben 
would like to join them but is too timid; he takes 
a few steps towards the Widow (still far left) but 
stops short of center stage. Reuben, Hannah 
and Dr. Heidegger remain in place. The lighting 
on them becomes more and more subdued  
during the Widow’s song and the ensuing 
Widow/Colonel scene.

heidegger: That, my friends, if you agree, is the 
subject of tonight’s experiment.
 He pours water from the vase into the four 
small wine glasses and offers his friends each a 
glass. Rachel…Hannah…Reuben…Colonel…
colonel: And you, Doctor?
heidegger: (with some intensity but not without 
humor) I have fought many battles with time. 
I’ve survived many blows to my body, overcome 
many blows to my soul. I have earned every 
wrinkle, earned every snow-white hair. Having 
spent so much effort growing old, I’m now in no 
hurry to grow young again. With your permis-
sion, I shall merely observe the course of this 
experiment.
colonel/Reuben: (aside, to one another, as they 
gaze at their glasses) Is this a practical joke, 
I wonder?
widow/hannah: (aside, to one another) I won-
der, is this a prank?
Reuben: (to Colonel) Regard his eyes…
hannah: (to Widow) Regard his face…
colonel: (to Reuben) …inscrutable.
widow: (to Hannah) …no glint of mischief 
there.
The Four: (Each to himself; a change of light-
ing emphasizes the fact that these are internal 
musings) The rose, of course, was a parlor trick.
Reuben: But on the other hand, what if…

hannah: (overlapping) But on the other hand, 
what if…
widow: (overlapping) But on the other hand, 
what if…
The Four: What if…?
 The lights revert suddenly to the earlier setting.
colonel: Well, then, a toast! To this liquid’s 
wonder-working power! May it do for us what 
it’s done for this flower!
 They all sip cautiously, little sips at first, 
then bigger sips. Their comments, in between 
sips, are in the nature of scientific observations 
for the benefit of Dr. Heidegger and each other.
Reuben: Interesting flavor…
widow: Rather like a very fine old wine…
colonel: Like an excellent champagne…
hannah: (fulsomely) I feel an inner effulgence.
 Dr. Heidegger has observed his guests 
closely; he refills their glasses, ladies first, then 
Reuben’s, then the Colonel’s, hardly waiting to 
be asked.
colonel: Again, please.
Reuben: Again, please.
hannah: Please, again…
widow: Again,
widow/hannah: please.
 The lighting again indicates that they are 
musing internally. Dr. Heidegger moves among 
them, almost unnoticed.
colonel: Do I imagine…



widow: (at first quietly, then more and more 
gaily) Seventeen! I haven’t felt so lively in at 
least—let me see—in forty years.
hannah: (matter-of-factly) Fifty.
widow: (joyously, rushing to Dr. Heidegger) Dear 
Doctor Heidegger, see what you’ve done for me! 
You’ve given my youth to me! Now you must 
dance with me! Please!
heidegger: (kindly, with some humor) Alas, 
alas, I don’t know how. Clumsy when young, I’m 
clumsier now. (indicating the Colonel, who has 
eagerly joined them) But here’s a gallant young 
blade—
Reuben: (somewhat tentatively) Here’s another.
heidegger: —ready to partner so pert a young 
lady.
colonel: (assertively) Dance with me, Rachel!
Reuben: (an unsuccessful attempt to appear 
forceful) Rachel, with me!
colonel: With me!
widow: I choose— (She pauses mischievously, 
then points to the Colonel.) You!
colonel: (off-hand to Reuben) C’est la vie.
heidegger: (oil on troubled waters) And Reuben 
shall partner this other entrancing young miss. 
 Reuben has made no move.
heidegger: (somewhat reprovingly) Reuben?
 Reuben makes a slight, formal bow to 
Hannah, takes her arm unenthusiastically.

colonel: (more and more romantically; he is an 
incorrigible romantic) The first time we danced, 
we danced to a song—a song I have never 
forgotten.
widow: Nor have I…Nor have I…(The Widow 
begins her ‘period’ song. As she sings, the 
Colonel leads her in a slow, intimate dance. 
He is hypnotized: she returns his gaze with a 
Sphinx-like smile. The Colonel smiles and nods 
as she sings, indicating that her recollection 
duplicates his.) “Yonder stands a cherry tree, 
Drowsing ’neath a summer sky, Yielding ripe 
and tender fruit to each passerby.”
heidegger: (to Reuben and Hannah) Dance, my 
friends. 
 Though now positioned to dance, Reuben 
and Hannah hardly move; Reuben’s attention is 
wholly on the Widow.
widow: “See the tree in winter now as 
December’s veil descends; ’Neath its load of ice 
and snow each bare bough bends low.”
hannah: (gazing miserably at Reuben; as much 
to herself as possible, under the circumstances) 
Alas, though paired I have no partner.
widow: “Not a summer tree am I, yielding only 
in July, Nor a winter tree that stands with frozen 
heart and empty hands.”
Reuben: (as much to himself as possible, under 
the circumstances) Why, why, why must I be so 
shy, so shy?

widow: (gaily) It’s true, it’s you, the girl I used 
to be! Not a wrinkle, not a line! The same clear 
eyes, the same rosy cheeks, the full red mouth, 
the flawless teeth, and mark how they combine 
in that same old dazzling smile, (She smiles.) 
that warm, irresistible smile! Welcome back! 
Welcome back! I have not seen you in a long, 
long while.
colonel: (with enthusiasm, looking at her 
reflection) It’s true, it’s you, the girl you used 
to be.
widow: (with enthusiasm) The girl I used to be.
colonel: It’s the same lovely face!
widow: (turns sideways) And my figure?
colonel: And your figure’s just the same! (He 
takes one of her hands. She pretends not to 
notice, still admiring herself in the mirror.) How 
warm and soft your little hand is. How thick and 
rich your auburn hair.
widow: How thick and rich my auburn hair.
widow/colonel: How gracefully it frames (my/
your) alabaster brow.
widow: (looks at Colonel for the first time) 
Welcome back!
colonel: Wecome back! I loved you then. I adore 
you now.
widow: I was lovely then. Am I lovely now?
hannah: Vain! Vain! Vain as ever! (The lights 
have faded on the Widow and the Colonel and 

come up on Hannah and, later, Reuben.) Cold 
and heartless, heartless, heartless. Yet some-
thing stirs…something stirs…in some lost, 
barricaded chamber of my heart. (looking at 
Reuben) I see his face, his yearning eyes, and 
I can feel a long forgotten longing. What, still 
alive? After all this time, still alive? I thought 
a cataract of tears had drowned it long ago. 
God in heaven, it must have flowered like that 
ancient withered rose, reviving dormant jealousy 
and pain—pain I thought had died or flown—
pain I was so certain I had mercif’ly outgrown. 
God in heaven, still alive—it’s still alive!
Reuben: He takes her hand, he strokes her hair, 
and I can feel an old and painful yearning. I 
thought the dust of decades had buried it. God 
in heaven, must I suppose it has flowered like 
that ancient, withered rose, reviving pain—that 
sharp and stabbing pain I was certain I had 
mercif’ly outgrown. God in heaven, still alive!
hannah: (to Reuben, whose attention is on the 
Widow and his own thoughts) God in heaven, 
must I suppose it has flowered like that ancient, 
withered rose, reviving dormant jealousy and 
pain—that sharp and stabbing pain I was 
certain I had mercif’ly outgrown? God in heaven, 
still alive. It’s still alive!
 The lighting becomes more generalized. The 
characters again relate to one another.



widow: (archly) I see by my dance card this 
dance is Reuben’s.
 She attempts to go to Reuben but the 
Colonel won’t release her.
colonel: You forget your card is filled.
Reuben: She wishes to dance with me.
colonel: (to Reuben) I’ll not let her go. (to 
Widow) I’ll never let you go.
widow: (coyly, to Reuben and with a glance at 
the Colonel) What am I to do?
Reuben: (still trying to assert himself, taps on the 
Colonel’s shoulder more forcefully) Sir, I protest!
colonel: (to Widow, as they dance anew, ever 
faster until the dramatic situation parts them) 
Disregard this insect. He’s merely an annoyance 
meant to be ignored.
Reuben: (to Widow, as he follows them whirling 
off) You know as well as I, he’s not a fit com-
panion for a well-bred girl…this thoroughgoing 
sneak!—a shyster politician who built a whole 
career on lying and deceit!
 Hannah, sensing the violence she has helped 
to unleash, goes to Dr. Heidegger anxiously and 
puts her hand on his arm.
colonel: You speak to me of lying and deceit? 
You, with your shady speculations, your under-
handed dealings?
hannah: (nervously) Doctor, do something…

colonel: (to Widow) His name’s synonymous 
with trickery and fraud!
 The Widow has become caught in a tug-of-
war as the two men pull her this way and that.
heidegger: (rising from his chair) Gentlemen, 
please… (He starts towards the two men.) 
Gentlemen…
Reuben: (with growing fury) Don’t listen to him, 
Rachel! He’s always been corrupt—a scoundrel 
in his youth, a knave in middle age, a profligate 
old man, and once again a scoundrel now that 
once again he’s young! Villain!
 Reuben attempts to grab the Colonel by the 
throat; a murderous struggle begins.
Reuben: Swindler! Blackguard! Weasel!
colonel: Thief! Cheat! Scum! Snake!
heidegger: Gentlemen, really, you are friends! 
Come, come! (He tries to separate them.) 
Remember where you are!
widow: They’re fighting over me! How exciting, 
enthralling, brawling, killing one another over 
me!
hannah: Colonel…Reuben…Stop it!…Stop 
it!…Dreadful! Disgraceful! You behave like 
animals!
 The Colonel and Reuben crash into the table, 
overturning the vase with the “Water of Youth.”
widow: The water!

widow: “Like an orchard I shall be, Such the 
love I bear thee, dear, Yielding love abundantly 
In every, ev’ry season of ev’ry year.”
heidegger: (aside, observing) The bold are bold, 
the shy are shy. All is as it was in days gone by.
 The Widow repeats her song but this time 
she hums or vocalizes. Against this, the Colonel 
sings.
colonel: Once before, you led me on, a gleam-
ing, twisting will-o’-the-wisp. You led me on, 
forever dancing just beyond my fingertips, 
always out of reach somehow. That was last 
time. This is now.
 In the following Quintet, Reuben’s and 
Hannah’s actions belie their words, i.e., Reuben 
speaks of overcoming his shyness but manages 
to make only hesitant gestures towards the 
Widow; Hannah speaks of freeing herself from 
Reuben but her attitude continues to be one of 
intense longing. The Widow continues to hum  
or vocalize.
colonel: My willful will-o’-the-wisp will not 
evade me this time. Not this time, not this time. 
You led me on once before. No more, no more. 
Not this time, my love, not this time.
Reuben: Once before so weak was I that life 
and love passed me by. But this time, but this 
time I’ll not be weak. No holding back afraid to 
speak, afraid to speak.

hannah: Once before so weak was I that life 
and love passed me by. But this time, but this 
time I’ll not be weak. No holding back afraid to 
speak, afraid to speak.
heidegger: The bold are bold, the shy are shy. 
All is as it was in days gone by. All as it was 
in days gone by. Will they change? Can they 
change this time…this time?
colonel: (to Widow) Out of reach you stayed. 
You’ll not evade me now!
hannah: (to Reuben, who doesn’t listen) This 
time I vow I shall be free of you somehow! (near 
hysteria) No more yearning, trembling and pale, 
longing for you to no avail… (She breaks away 
from Reuben and says with the asperity of a shy 
woman who has passed the breaking point;) 
Poor, shy Reuben! Half-heartedly dancing with 
me, when his whole heart longs to dance with 
her! (thoroughly aroused) Poor, shy Reuben—
afraid to speak!
widow: (amused, snide nevertheless) Hannah, 
how unlike you!
hannah: (goading) Reuben, Rachel’s waiting! 
Alas, oh my—Reuben’s too shy!
Reuben: (goaded into it, he attempts to cut in 
with a show of firmness) May I?
colonel: (an amused smile) No.



The Four: (still at the mirror; to themselves, 
softly) Somewhere, somewhere…
heidegger: Through you I’ve seen renewed my 
own disordered youth…the hectic blood, the 
blind mercurial mind. I thank the Lord I have 
left that fierce delirium behind.
The Four: (louder, with growing resolution) 
Somewhere in the jungles of Brazil there is a 
sparkling fountain.
 As a group, they move a few steps towards 
the door.
heidegger: (comments as he watches them 
move towards the exit) Were I to find that just 
beyond my door a fountain of this water bubbled 
up, I would not stir nor stoop to sip one youth-
restoring cup.
The Four: (loudly, affirmatively) Somewhere in 
the jungles of Brazil there is a sparkling foun-
tain. Somewhere, somewhere…
 They turn and move to the door.
heidegger: Enchanted water from enchanted 
springs would seem to be desirable at first. 
(Turns to bookcase, takes the port bottle and a 
glass.) But, in the end, an honest glass of port 
will more than amply satisfy my thirst.
 The Four are now grouped in front of the door 
frame.
widow/hannah: Find it I shall!
Reuben/colonel: Find it I must!
The Four: For only there, only there do hope and 

happiness abide.
 Heidegger pours a glass of port while observ-
ing and listening to them; they appear to have 
forgotten his presence.
heidegger: My friends, my aged lads and 
lasses, if your years so little have taught you, 
so little have brought you, if the vast and varied 
richness of life can no longer fill your glasses, 
why then in truth, I pray you find it…I pray you 
may find your Fountain of Youth.
 The Men turn and exit, remaining dimly vis-
ible behind the Women.
widow/hannah: There in the clear, crystal water 
of the Fountain of Youth, there where its limpid 
waters flow,
 The Women turn and exit.
The Four: I shall go. I shall go. (The Four disap-
pear. Dr. Heidegger turns upstage and toasts 
his departed guests. We hear them in the 
middle distance:) I shall find it…the Fountain 
of Youth.
heidegger: I pray you may all (turns front, holds 
up his glass again, toasts audience) find your 
Fountain of Youth.
The Four: (from afar) …the Fountain of Youth.
Curtain

widow/hannah: The water!
 The Widow and Hannah scream. Shocked by 
what they have done, the Colonel and Reuben 
stop brawlng and lunge for the vase. Too late. 
To their dismay (assuming it has not been  
broken) they find that it is empty.
colonel: Oh, no!
Reuben: No!
hannah: It’s gone! It’s lost!
widow: Lost!
hannah: (a sudden delayed outburst) Animals! 
See what you’ve done!
 The Four attempt to recompose themselves 
but one of them spies the rose on the floor, now 
withered again, examines it and shows it to the 
others.
colonel: Oh, no…
Reuben: Oh, no…
hannah/widow: It’s old and withered…
 Dr. Heidegger has summoned the Maid by 
means of the bell-pull. She surveys the situa-
tion (glancing quizzically at both Dr. Heidegger 
and his guests), leaves, and quickly returns 
with a rag or some other cleaning implement. 
When she has put things in order, Dr. Heidegger 
motions for her to distribute whatever canes, 
shawls, etc. (if any) are not within reach of their 
owners. (During this second transformation, 
it may be helpful if one or another of The Four 
indicates to the Maid their need of such aid.)

colonel: …and is it possible…
Reuben: Can I be feeling…
widow/hannah: …a creeping chill?
widow: …a spreading frost?
colonel: Do I imagine in these newly supple 
joints a loss of ease? Do I imagine it?
Reuben: Do I imagine the years are return-
ing? Do I imagine the years are returning to 
burden me?
widow: Do I imagine…do I imagine the years 
are returning to burden me?
hannah: Do I imagine I’m cursed again with 
these old and cold extremities?
widow: (fearfully crosses to mirror and discov-
ers that she has not imagined it.) Yes, it’s 
true…it’s you, the beldame whose dry and 
wrinkled face…
 Overcome, she cannot continue.
colonel/Reuben/hannah: (joining the Widow 
at the mirror) Are we, too, grown old again so 
soon? Are we…grown old…again…so soon…
so soon?
heidegger: Thus our experiment ends.
The Four: So soon…
heidegger: Thank you, my dear old friends. 
I, too, have squandered many precious hours 
in yearning for the golden days of yore. Now, 
thanks to you, I shall not waste one precious 
moment more.



Young Man: Scared to death. Hello out there.
The girl: Why do you keep on saying that all 
the time?
Young Man: I’m lonesome. Hello! Hello! Hello 
out there! Hello!
 The Girl appears over to one side. She is a 
plain girl in plain clothes. When the Young Man 
sees her he breaks off his phrase and stops 
beating on the bar. “Hello” is addressed to her.
The girl: I’m kind of lonesome, too.
Young Man: Who are you lonesome for?
The girl: I don’t know.
Young Man: It’s the same with me. The moment 
they put you in a place like this you remember 
all the girls you ever knew, and all the girls you 
didn’t get to know, and all the girls you always 
wanted to get to know, and it sure gets lone-
some. Ah, it’s awful. You’re a pretty girl, you 
know that?
The girl: I’m not and you know it.
Young Man: Yes, you are. I knew that Texas 
would bring me luck.
The girl: You’re in jail, aren’t you? You’ve got a 
whole mob of people worked up, haven’t you?
Young Man: Ah, that’s nothing. I’ll get out of 
this.
The girl: Maybe.
Young Man: I’ll be all right now.
The girl: Now?

Young Man: I mean after seeing you. You 
know for a while there I didn’t care one way or 
another. Tired. But I’m not tired any more. Hello 
out there.
The girl: Who are you calling this time?
Young Man: You.
The girl: Why, I’m right here.
Young Man: I know. Hello out there.
The girl: Hello.
Young Man: Hello. Now, tell me your name.
The girl: Emily.
Young Man: Tell me the rest of it.
The girl: Emily Smith.
Young Man: Honest to God?
The girl: Honest. Emily Smith.
Young Man: Ah, you’re sweet. I’m going to marry 
you. I’m going away with you. I’m going to take 
you away to San Francisco. I’m going to study 
’em real careful and pick some winners, and 
win, and win, and win, and win, and we’re going 
to have some real money. Where were you born?
The girl: Matador, Texas.
Young Man: Where’s that?
The girl: Here.
Young Man: I thought it was Wheeling. All towns 
are alike; one’s the same as the other.
The girl: Didn’t you know that they moved you 
from Wheeling?

hello Out There 
by Jack Beeson
libretto adapted from the play by William Saroyan

Characters of the Opera:
The Young Man,  
   a gambler down on his luck Baritone
The Girl Soprano
The Husband Tenor
Another Man Speaking Role
Third Man “Walk-on”
The Wife Speaking Role

Time:
Now

Place:
A small town jail in Texas

There is a fellow in a small-town prison cell, 
tapping slowly on the bars with a spoon. Late 
afternoon sun streams in through the window.
Young Man: (tapping on the bars with a spoon) 
Hello out there! Hello! Hello out there! Hello!
The girl: (from outside) Hello!
Young Man: Is that you, Katey?
The girl: No—this here is Emily.
Young Man: Emily who? I don’t know anybody 
named Emily. (He pauses, thinking up a line.) 
Are you the girl I met at Sam’s in Salinas three 
or four years ago?

The girl: No, I’m the girl that works here. I’m 
the cook. I’ve never been in Salinas. I don’t even 
know where Salinas is. Are you lonesome?
Young Man: Lonesome as a coyote. Didn’t you 
hear me hollerin’ “Hello out there?”
The girl: Who were you hollerin’ to?
Young Man: Well, nobody. I been trying to think 
of somebody to write a letter to, but I can’t 
seem to think of anybody.
The girl: What about Katey?
Young Man: I don’t know anybody named Katey. 
But it’s a good name. I always liked a name like 
Katey. I never knew a girl named Katey, though.
The girl: I did!
Young Man: What was she like?
The girl: Kind of medium.
Young Man: And what are you like? Didn’t any-
body ever tell you? Didn’t anybody ever talk to 
you that way?
The girl: What way?
Young Man: You know. That way.
The girl: No, they didn’t.
Young Man: Ah, the fools. They should have. I 
can tell from your voice. I never missed yet.
The girl: Yes. I know. That’s why you’re in jail.
Young Man: It’s all a mistake.
The girl:  They claim she was raped.
Young Man: No she wasn’t.
The girl: That’s what they said she was.You 
sure are in trouble. Are you scared?



girl in all the world. And then I’ll be proud 
around Frisco with you on my arm, Katey, and 
all the people turning round to look at us!
The girl: Katey?
Young Man: That’s your name from now on. 
You’re the first girl I ever called Katey. I’ve been 
saving it for you. O.K.?
The girl: O.K.
Young Man: (pause) How long have I been in 
here?
The girl: Since last night. You didn’t wake up 
until late this morning, though.
Young Man: Have you got the key to this lousy 
cell?
The girl: No. They don’t let me fool with any 
keys.
Young Man: Well, I want to get out of here. Don’t 
you know the guy who runs this joint?
The girl: I know him but he wouldn’t let you out. 
They were talking of taking you to another jail in 
another town.
Young Man: Yeah? Why?
The girl: Because they’re afraid.
Young Man: What are they afraid of?
The girl: They’re afraid those people from 
Wheeling will come over in the middle of the 
night and break in.
Young Man: Yeah? What do they want to do 
that for?

The girl: Don’t you know what they want to do 
it for?
Young Man: Yeah, I know all right.
The girl: Are you scared?
Young Man: Sure I’m scared. Nothing scares a 
man more than ignorance. You can argue with 
people who ain’t fools but you can’t argue with 
fools‚ they just go to work and do what they’re 
set on doing. (tensely) Get me out of here! 
(louder, half-sung) Get me out of here! Go get 
the guy that has the key, and let me talk to him.
The girl: He’s gone home. Everybody’s gone 
home.
Young Man: You mean I’m all alone in this 
little jail?
The girl: Well, yes, except me.
Young Man: What’s the big idea—doesn’t any-
body stay here all the time?
The girl: No, they go home every night. I clean 
up and then I go home, too. I hung around 
tonight because…because I wanted to talk to 
you.
Young Man: What did you want to talk about?
The girl: Oh, I don’t know. Last night when I 
took care of you, you were talking in your sleep. 
You liked me, too. But I didn’t think you’d like 
me when you woke up.
Young Man: Why not?
The girl: I don’t know.

Young Man: How could I know, when I was 
knocked out cold? Somebody hit me. What did 
he hit me for?
The girl: Rape—that’s what they said it was.
Young Man: It’s a lie. If I’d have known what 
kind of a woman she was I’d have gone on down 
the street and stretched out in a park some-
where and gone to sleep. I thought she was 
lonesome—she said she was and she asked 
for money.
The girl: Maybe she was lonesome but I guess I 
wouldn’t have seen you if it hadn’t happened. If 
it hadn’t been for her you’d have never come.
Young Man: Well, I don’t know—I might have 
mosied down this way some day and then I’d 
find you and I’d recognize you.
The girl: Who would I be?
Young Man: Mine, that’s who.
The girl: Honest?
Young Man: Honest to God.
The girl: You’re just saying that because you’re 
lonesome.
Young Man: I’ve been lonesome all my life. 
There’s no cure for it. 
The girl: You’re just saying that because you’re 
in jail.
Young Man: But you and me—we can have a 
lot of fun together. You’ll bring me luck. I know 
you will.

The girl: What are you looking for luck for all 
the time?
Young Man: (The Gambler’s Song)
I’m a gambler. I don’t work. I’ve got to have 
luck or I’m no good to anybody at all. I haven’t 
had any luck in years. Two whole long years 
now one place to another. Bad luck all the time. 
It’s been a-followin’ me around, one place to 
another. That’s why I got in trouble back there 
in Wheeling. That was my bad luck following 
me around.
 So here I am with my head half busted. It 
goes to show I’ve got to have luck or I’m no 
good to anyone at all, but now I think my luck’s 
due for a change, now that I’ve found you. You 
know it’s no good searching the streets for 
just anybody that might be there. You’ve got to 
have someone who’s there all the time, through 
winter when it snows, and springtime when 
it’s pretty, and summertime when it’s nice and 
hot and you can go swimming, through all the 
times, through all the kinds of weather a man 
has got to go through before he dies. A man has 
got to have somebody near who knows when 
he’s wrong but likes him all the same. And if 
you’ll come with me I won’t be wrong anymore 
for I’ll be lucky. When you’ve got enough money 
then you can’t be wrong any more. You’re right 
because the money says you’re right, and I’ll 
have a lot of money and you’ll be the prettiest 



The girl: I could get my father’s gun. I know 
where he hides it.
Young Man: Go get it. Never mind the ciga-
rettes. Run all the way.
 The Girl turns and runs. The Gambler stands 
at the center of the cell a long time.
The girl (The Girl’s Song) (The Girl comes run-
ning back in.) No! I’ll stay here with you. I’m 
afraid. I’m afraid that you’ll be gone when I 
come back. (crosses to him) I’m scared that 
nobody will ever come out here to this God 
forsaken, broken down town and find me. I’m 
scared I’ll get used to it and not mind. I’m 
afraid that I’ll never get to San Francisco and 
have ’em all turning around to look at us. It’s so 
lonely here. It’s so lonely in this town. Nothing 
here but the lonesome wind, lifting the dust and 
blowing it out on the prairie. If you’re not here 
when I come back, when I come back if you’re 
not here, I’ll have the gun and I’ll know what to 
do with it.
Young Man: Don’t be a fool (takes off his shoe 
and takes out some currency) Don’t be a fool, 
see. Here’s eighty dollars worth of money. Take 
it and go. Take it and go to San Francisco. Look 
around, look around and find somebody alive 
and half way human. Promise me if I’m not here 
when you come back that you’ll throw away the 
gun and go to Frisco and look around and find 
somebody alive and more than half way human.

The girl: But I don’t want to find anybody else.
Young Man: Now do what I tell you. I’ll meet you 
in San Francisco. I’ve got a couple o’ dollars in 
my other shoe. I’ll see you in San Francisco.
The girl: I’ve always wanted to go to San 
Francisco, but how could I go alone? Tell me a 
little what it’s like.
Young Man: (Impatiently at first, but gradually 
slower and with remembrance, smiling and as if 
he were describing the city to himself.) Well, it’s 
on the Pacific, to begin with—ocean water all 
around. Ev’rywhere you look the sea and the sky. 
Cool fog and gulls flying, ships and sailors from 
all corners of the world, from ev’rywhere. It’s got 
seven hills and the cobble stone streets and the 
cog wheel trains go up and down, and up and 
down, and around, and around and around and 
all over the town.
The girl: (She repeats his words—without look-
ing at him—as though they described one of 
her remembered dreams.) Cool fog and gulls 
flying, ships and sailors from all corners of the 
world. The cog wheel trains go up and down, 
go up and down, and around, and around, and 
around and all over the town. (They sing to one 
another. She is embarrassed that he notices she 
is repeating his words, and that he is looking at 
her. She stops.)
Young Man: And every night the foghorns bawl. 
But they won’t be bawling for you and me.

Young Man: Well, you’re wonderful, see, like I 
said. You’re the prettiest girl in all the world.
The girl: Nobody ever talked to me that way. All 
the fellows in town, they…they laugh at me.
Young Man: What do they know about any-
thing? Go get your things and come back here. 
I’m going to take you away to San Francisco. 
How old are you?
The girl: I’m of age.
Young Man: How old? Don’t lie to me! Sixteen?
The girl: Seventeen.
Young Man: Go get your father and mother. 
We’ll get married before we go.
The girl: They wouldn’t let me go.
Young Man: Why not?
The girl: I don’t know, but they wouldn’t. I know 
they wouldn’t.
Young Man: Go tell your father not to be a fool. 
Someday I’ll have a talk with your father. I’ve 
got a few things to tell him.
The girl: I know you have.
Young Man: See if you can get the fellow with 
the key to come down and let me out.
The girl: Oh, I couldn’t.
Young Man: Why not?
The girl: I’m nobody here. They only give me fifty 
cents each day that I work here. I’m nobody here.
Young Man: Get me out of here, Katey. I’m scared.
The girl: I don’t know what to do. Maybe I can 
break the door down. Maybe I can find another key.

Young Man: Isn’t there a hammer, or a saw, 
anything?
The girl: Only a broom. Maybe they locked 
the broom up, too. I’ll go and see. (She goes.) 
(returning) They’ve locked up everything for the 
night.
Young Man: Any cigarettes?
The girl: Everything’s locked up, all the drawers 
of the desk, the closets, the cupboards.
Young Man: I ought to have a cigarette.
The girl: Maybe I could go and buy you some. 
The store’s about a mile.
Young Man: I don’t want to be alone that long. 
(He reaches into his pocket.)
The girl: I could run all the way, and all the way 
back. I’ll go and get a package. I’ve got some 
money. I’ve got a quarter I’ve been saving. I’ll 
run all the way. (She is about to go.)
Young Man: Come here.
The girl: (going to him) What?
Young Man: Give me your hand. (He takes her 
hand and looks at it, smiling. He lifts it and 
kisses it.) I’m scared to death.
The girl: I am, too.
Young Man: I’m scared that nobody will ever 
come out here to this God forsaken, broken down 
town and find you. I’m scared you’ll get used to 
it and not mind. I’m afraid that you’ll never get 
to San Francisco and have ’em all turning 
around to look at you. Listen. Go get me a gun.



The Man: You’re a liar!
Young Man: (seriously) Sometimes but not this 
time.
 Lunch Counter Music
Young Man: I met her at a lunch counter. She 
came in and sat down next to me. There was 
plenty of room but she sat next to me. Somebody 
put a nickel in the phonograph and it was 
playing “New San Antonio Rose.” Well, she got 
to talking about the song. I thought she was 
talking to the waiter, but he didn’t answer so I 
did. That was how I met her. I didn’t think any-
thing about it. Then we left the counter together 
and started walking. The first thing I knew she 
said: “This is where I live.”
The Man: That’s enough! You’re a dirty liar!
Young Man: Don’t you want to know the truth? 
(The Man doesn’t answer.) O.K. She asked me 
to come in. Maybe she had something in mind, 
maybe she didn’t. I didn’t care one way or the 
other. Maybe she was lonely, maybe she wasn’t. 
The Man: You’re telling a pack of dirty lies.
Young Man: I’m telling you the truth. If she’s 
outside ask her. This isn’t the first time, is it? 
She asked for money. That’s all she wanted.
The Man: How much did she ask for?

Young Man: I didn’t ask. I said I’d made a 
mistake. She said she’d make trouble if I didn’t 
pay. Well, I don’t like bargaining. I don’t like 
threats. I told her to get the hell away. Then she 
ran out of the house hollerin. Now, why don’t 
you go out there and tell ’em they took me to 
another jail and then go home and pack up and 
leave her? You’re a good guy. You’re just afraid 
of your pals.
The Man: That’s enough. Shut up. Shut up. 
That’s enough. Shut up. Shut up. 
 The Man draws his gun again. He is very 
frightened. He moves a step towards the Young 
Man, then fires three times. The Young Man 
falls to his knees. He is bent forward. The Girl 
comes running in, and halts suddenly, looking 
at him. The Man turns and runs.
The girl: There were some people in the street, 
men and women and children. So I came in 
through the back, through a window. I couldn’t 
find the gun. I looked all over but I couldn’t find 
it. What’s the matter?
Young Man: Go out the way you came in and 
run, run, run like Hell, run all night. Go to 
another town. Take any train that’s going. Get 
away, get away, get away from this town.
The girl: (Almost sobbing.) But I don’t want to 
go anywhere without you.

The girl: Are people there any diff’rent?
Young Man: People are the same ev’rywhere 
you go.
The girl: People are the same ev’rywhere you go.
Young Man: They’re diff’rent only when they love 
somebody. More people in San Francisco love 
somebody, that’s all.
The girl: Nobody anywhere loves anybody as 
much as I love you.
Young Man: Hearing you say that a man could 
die, a man could die, and still be ahead of the 
game. Now, hurry, and don’t forget, if I’m not 
here when you come back, I’ll meet you in San 
Francisco.
 The girl stands a moment looking at him, 
then backs away, turns and runs. The Young 
Man stares after her, troubled and smiling. He 
sits down suddenly and buries his head in his 
hands. From a distance the sound of several 
automobiles approaching is heard. He listens. 
Several automobile doors are slammed. A wood-
en door is opened with a key, then slammed, 
and footsteps are heard in a hall. Walking eas-
ily, almost casually, and yet arrogantly, a Man 
comes in. The Young Man jumps up suddenly 
and shouts at the Man, almost scaring him.
Young Man: What the hell kind of a jailer are 
you anyway? Why don’t you tend to business. 
You get paid don’t you? Now, get me out of here.

The Man: I’m not the jail keeper. I’m the husband.
Young Man: Whose husband are you?
The Man: You know whose husband.
Young Man: (pause, looking at The Man) Are you 
the guy that hit me over the head?
The Man: Yes.
Young Man: (with righteous indignation) What 
do you mean going around hitting people over 
the head?
The Man: What do you mean going around the 
way you do?
Young Man: (rubbing his head) You got no right 
to hit anybody.
The Man: (suddenly angry, shouting) Answer my 
question! What do you mean?
Young Man: Listen, you don’t be hollerin’ at 
me because I’m locked up. You think you’re the 
husband. You’re the husband of nothing.
The Man: (draws a pistol) Shut up!
Young Man: Go ahead and shoot and spoil 
the fun. What’ll your pals think? Won’t they be 
disappointed? It’s no fun hanging a man who’s 
already dead. (The Man puts the gun away.) I 
know you’ve come to tell me what you’re going 
to do. Don’t bother. I read the papers. A stranger 
has come to town, and ravished your pure, 
innocent, virtuous women. You’re men, not mice, 
home makers, not home breakers—but you beat 
your children. Listen, you. I didn’t know she was 
your wife. I didn’t know she was anybody’s wife.
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Young Man: I can’t go. Something’s happened. 
I’ll meet you in San Francisco Katey, because 
I love you, and I’ve got money in my other 
shoe and when you’ve got money you can do 
anything.
 He falls forward. The Girl stands near him, 
then begins to sob softly, walking away. She 
stands over to one side, stops sobbing, and 
stares out. The excitement of the mob outside 
increases. The Man, with two of his Pals, comes 
running in. The Girl watches, unseen.
The Man: Here’s the dirty rat!
another Man: O.K. Open the cell, Harry.
 The Third Man goes to the cell door, unlocks 
it, and swings it open. The Woman comes run-
ning in. 
The woman: Where is he? I want to see him. Is 
he dead? (looking down at him as the Men pick 
him up) There he is. (pause) Yeah, that’s him. 
(Her husband looks at her with contempt, then 
at the dead man.)
The Man: All right—let’s get it over with.
another Man: Right you are, George. Give me a 
hand, Harry. (They lift the body.)
The girl: (suddenly, fiercely) Put him down!
The Man: What’s this?
another Man: What are you doing in here? Why 
aren’t you out in the street with the others?

The girl: Put him down and go away. (She runs 
towards the Men. The Woman grabs her.)
The woman: Here—where do you think you’re 
going?
The girl: Let me go. You’ve got no right to take 
him away.
The woman: Well listen to her, will you? (She 
slaps The Girl and pushes her to the 
floor.) Listen to the little slut, will you?
 They all go, carrying the Young Man’s body. 
The Girl gets up slowly, no longer sobbing. She 
looks around at everything, then sings
The girl: Hello out there.
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2 	 	 D r .  H e i D e g g e r ’ s  F o u n t a i n  o F  Y o u t H 	[41:48]

	 	 Music by Jack Beeson | Libretto by Sheldon Harnick
	 1	 Grave	[2:56]
	 2	 “When	my	friends	arrive…”	[2:35]
	 3	 “Welcome,	my	dear	old	friends…”	[3:25]
	 4	 “yesterday	there	came	a	messenger…”	[2:36]
	 5	 “Astounding!”	[2:07]
	 6	 “Is	this	a	practical	joke…”	[:33]
	 7	 “Well,	then,	a	toast!”	[2:28]
	 8	 “Another	toast!”	[2:32]
	 9	 “My	dearest	Rachel…”	[2:11]
	 10	 “It’s	true,	it’s	you…”	[:58]
	 11	 “Welcome	back!”	[:41]
	 12	 “yet	something	stirs…”	[1:35]
	 13	 “He	takes	her	hand…”	[1:10]
	 14	 “Seventeen!”	[1:46]
	 15	 “yonder	stands	a	cherry	tree…”	[4:28]
	 16	 “Hannah,	how	unlike	you!”	[2:31]
	 17	 “Oh,	no!”	[1:55]
	 18	 “Are	we,	too,	grown	old	again	so	soon?”	[:55]
	 19	 “I,	too,	have	squandered	many	precious	hours…”	[4:19]
	 	 Carol	Wilcox	|	Judith	Christin	|	Grayson	Hirst
	 	 Robert	Shiesley	|	Alfred	Anderson	|	Miranda	Beeson
	 	 Chamber	Orchestra	conducted	by	Thomas	Martin
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