Scene One

DeGioia enters and walks to center stage.  He begins to deliver his speech.

Degioia:  This is my 30th year as a member of the community of Georgetown University, my fourth as president.  I offer my comments with a sense of moral urgency, and with a question. What is the proper response of an institution like a university to the reality of global poverty?  Ours is an institution that enjoys all the benefits of a networked global economy.  We are 216 years old; the oldest Catholic and Jesuit university in the United States, located in the heart of Washington, DC.  

As he continues delivering his speech, Maria, David, Rigoberta, and Ileana slowly walk on stage.  They slowly clean in the background as DeGioia continues his speech.  They make no sound and do not look at the audience.
Maria, David, Rigoberta, and Ileana continue cleaning, but Degioia never notices them.  He is focused on delivering his speech to the audience. 
I wish to suggest that we accept the following statement articulated by the thirty-fourth General Congregation of the Society of Jesus.  “While acknowledging many benefits, globalization has also resulted in injustices on a massive scale: economic adjustment programs and market forces unfettered by concern for their social impact, especially on the poorest; the homogeneous ‘modernization’ of cultures in ways that destroy traditional cultures and values; a growing inequality among nations and – within nations – between rich and poor, between the powerful and the marginalized.”
Maria, David, Rigoberta, and Ileana—who were moving before—suddenly stop and stand still.  They all turn and stare at Degioia, and when they speak, they speak to him.  Degioia never notices them.
Can we penetrate the consciousness of those we educate and make the lives of those living in the direst poverty a lived reality for them too?  
Rigoberta: Do you know me?
Degioia:  I believe we have a commensurable and concomitant responsibility to address the needs of those who do not have the ability to participate in the advantages of a networked global economy. 
Ileana:  Me ha visto?
Degioia:  We are actors in the world.  
Maria:  I clean your classrooms.

Degioia:  (doesn’t see or hear Maria) This means we should conduct ourselves in accord with the highest standards of integrity with an awareness of the implications of our actions. 
Rigoberta:  I clean McNeir auditorium every night, the auditorium where you teach your class on ethics and global poverty.
 Degioia:  But I think there is even a more focused question.
David:  I clean your bathrooms but I live in poverty.
 Degioia:  Are we as an institution an instrument of justice?  
Ileana:  Esta escuchándome?  
Degioia:  Today, I believe this demands that an institution that is the beneficiary of a global economy has a responsibility for those who are not. 
Maria:  You’re not listening to me.
Degioia:  Thank you.  (smiles and walks off)

David:  To you I am invisible.  
Ileana:  Tengo un nombre.  
Rigoberta:  I have a name.  I have a story.  I have a life.  
Maria:  My name is Maria.  
Ileana:  Mi nombre es Ileana.

Blackout.
Scene Two
Choreographed stomping and clapping is heard from offstage.  Then as the cheerleaders enter, in a straight line, they chant a cheer.
Radical Cheerleaders: 

Catholicism WOW!

Living Wage Now!

(This cheer is repeated until they are all standing in a straight line facing the audience.  They then “warm up” as a team, and prepare to begin their cheer).

Jack DeGioia dont be shy
let us hear your alibi!

social injustice isnt funny
people's lives worth more than money
workers deserve to get their honey!

that's the answer we'll have won
a LIVING WAGE for everyone! 
at Georgetown!
Yeah!
The Radical Cheerleaders celebrate their fabulous cheer with awkward cartwheels and exclamations.

Ack and  Mickey join the crowd.  Random Student and Student pass by crowd and stop to watch.  

Hotchkiss:  (she breaks away from the group  and addresses the crowd) Hey Georgetown!  What do we want?

Everyone:  Living Wage!

Hotchkiss:  When do we want it?

Everyone:  NOW!  Ahh!  Yeah!!  

Everyone runs offstage, but Reporter grabs Ack’s attention. 
Reporter:  Excuse me, are you a member of this Solidarity group here?

Ack:  Yes, actually I am.  We were just having a rally in support of the Living Wage Campaign.

Reporter:  Right.  Can I get your name?
Ack:  Ack.

Reporter:  Ack?
Ack:  Ack.

Reporter:  Right.  (Reporter scribbles name in notebook).  Is that short for something?

Ack:  Jack and Zack.

Reporter:  Oh, I see.  Well, this is quite impressive—I mean everything you have going on here.  The songs, the uh, what do you call them, cheers?  They’re sort of catchy.

Ack: Thanks.

Reporter:  I mean, it’s obvious you all are activists, not experienced gymnists!

Ack:  (confused) Yes, well I can’t say that we’ve had any real training--
Reporter: Yeah, it shows.  Well I am writing a story for the Hoya.  As you have probably gathered (gestures to the notebook).  And, well, basically we have already written about all of these different issues, Degioia’s increase in salary, your committee work, your radical cheer yelling—
Ack:  Leading.

Reporter:  What?

Ack:  Cheerleading.  We do radical cheerleading. You said cheer yelling.
Reporter:  Yes, well yes, I mean, but that’s what you do right?  I mean you yell.

Ack: Yeah, well—

Reporter:  So anyways, as I was saying, I’ve been writing these stories for about 2 years now.  Honestly, I am sort of surprised the administration hasn’t already caved in and implemented the Living Wage policy.  

Ack:  Well, you’d be amazed at all of the different stops one administration can pull.

Reporter: I suppose so.  Anyways, I think basically at this point most of the campus has gotten it—your group is saying paying poverty wages are bad, immoral, and we should stop doing it.  We need to pay folks a decent wage for a decent days worth of work.  Right?

Ack: Basically, yes.
Reporter:  Yeah, well honestly it’s hard to disagree with that.  But of course the administration is responding with the argument that . . . I mean they are basically saying that—(pause as Reporter reflects) Well, what are they saying?  

Ack:  Well their responses tend to be a little too complicated to explain-- 

Reporter:  (shakes head in dismay) A little too complicated to put into words.  Do you mind my asking how long you have been working on this campaign?

Ack: Oh, I think about six months.
Reporter:  Oh.  I thought for some reason the campaign had been going on for years.

Ack:  Well it has, three years actually.  I’m only a freshman.

Reporter:  Oh!  Well you certainly had me confused. I think it’s all your facial hair.  Ok, well three years.  That’s a long time. What could possibly be motivating the group to continue?  I mean honestly, I don’t understand why you all are still out here singing.  I would have given up by now.  So tell me, how did this all begin?

Ack:  What, the campaign?

Reporter:  Yeah, well I guess you weren’t here when it began, but I am sure your upperclass buddies have told you a little bit of the legend—am I right? 

Ack:  Well that’s actually a rather long story.
Reporter:  Well I’ve got some time.  (poses pen on paper, ready to write)
Ack:  Well, let me see here (scratches his beard searching for a starting point).  Well, in the fall of 2002 two students, Hotchkiss and Kathryn—
Reporter:  Excuse me, did you just say Hotchkiss?

Ack:  She’s from Virginia.

Reporter:  Right.

Ack:  Anyways, Hotchkiss and Kathryn approached Dr. Foiderpeel and asked him if the Licensing Oversight Committee could address the question of implementing a Living Wage Policy here at Georgetown.
Reporter:  (is writing in notebook) Hmm, yes.  Well what did he say?

Ack:  Well, he seemed to really like the idea.  He was really supportive of Hotchkiss and Kathryn, and he told them that if they spent a semester researching the concept of the Living Wage, they could present to him a report documenting their research and then they’d go from there.  

Reporter:  Alright, keep going.  Tell me, what did the other members of Solidarity think about this?
Blackout.  

Scene Three:

(Solidarity Students are seated in a classroom having a meeting.  The desks are in a circle facing one another.  Kathryn is delivering her speech and rallying the troops while walking around the outside of the circle.)
Kathryn:  Alright. So that’s that.  We have three months.  That’s two months to research, and one month to get a well-polished Living Wage report in Dr. Froiderpeel’s hot little hands.  Hotchkiss and I will be conducting our own interviews and research.  You all will be researching Living Wage Campaigns on other college campuses.  Now, I have divided you up into separate research teams.  Each group will select a leader.  
Ike:  I’m not so sure that I think—

Kathryn:  I don’t care what you think.  Once a week each group leader will email me with the progress your group has made.  I am going to keep all of our communication and research in a notebook, the Living Wage Notebook.

Naz:  Does it have to be a notebook?

Kathryn:  What would you prefer?

Naz: I don’t know—

Kathryn:  Well if you suddenly think of anything, let me know.  Alright, here are the groups:  Jesuit social justice teachings, college campaigns—

Ike:  What’s the point of research groups?

Kathryn:  What’s the point?

Naz:  Yeah.  The point.  You know, theoretically, the reason you do something.

Kathryn:  Thank you Naz.  I know the definition of point.  

Naz:  Anything I can do to help.

Ike:  (begins to chuckle to himself) Why don’t we just set the President’s office on fire! He he heh heh heh!

Kathryn:  Umm, no.

Naz:  (catches Ike’s laughter) Dude, we could cut up all of the telephone lines leading to Healy—

Kathryn:  No!  Now as I was saying, Emu, you are in charge of the group working on living wage calculation data—

Ike:  Dude, I got it!  I got it!  We should just bake a dozen of those super yummy vegan chocolate crème pies and all run into Degioia’s office screaming “ahha ahha ahah boooo ahhh” and then we all throw the pies in his face!

Kathryn:  That’s the worst idea that I have ever heard.  How is that going to get us a Living Wage policy?

Naz:  Well how is this notebook going to get us a Living Wage policy?

Kathryn:  Well if you would let me finish explaining, please—

Naz:  Excuse me your highness.  

Kathryn:  Ok, as I was saying before—we are going to win this campaign with brains—not brute ignorance and sophomoric behavior.    Ok, so everyone knows the groups you are assigned to.  I expect emails from leaders once a week.  Call people.  Check campus newspapers.  Talk to Jesuits.  Be resourceful!  Catholicism WOW!

Everyone:  Living wage NOW!  (everyone, save Ike and Naz, stands up and runs off completely energized and pysched for a Living Wage campaign)
Naz:  What a dictator.

Ike:  Yeah man.  I hear you.

Naz:  Hey, you want to go dumpster diving? (he stands up)  I haven’t had any dinner yet.

Ike:  (he stands up) Yeah!  Last one in is a rotten egg!  (he runs off stage giggling like a little girl, Naz follows nonchalantly with an air of international mystery.)

Scene Five:
(Absolute chaos.  All Solidarity students are running on and off stage, pausing for a few seconds to mime reading something, interviewing someone, or picking up book, etc.  Chaotic, crazy music plays in the background.  The students are gathering their Living Wage research.  Kathryn is the only one on stage the entire time, and she walks around randomly stopping individuals during the scene.  She gestures for some research, she hands them something, and then they all move on.  The only students to not participate in the madness are Naz and Ike, who sometimes walk on stage, pause, look around, and then confused, exit.  Students pause when they say a line, but immediately afterwards they are once again moving.  The scene should not last more than a minute.  When a student has a line, he or she approaches front and center stage and screams over the music so to be heard by the audience.  
Kathryn:  I need your Reports!  Your weekly reports!

Hotchkiss:  Por cuanto tiempo estaba trabajando aqui a Georgetown?

Student:  What does your identity as a Jesuit mean in the context of a Living Wage?

Mickey:  When did Baltimore pass its Living Wage Ordinance?

Hotchkiss:  The university doesn’t provide you with health care?
Student:  How do you work in child care when calculating a living wage that includes workers who don’t have children?
Hotchkiss: Cuantos hijos tiene Usted?

Mickey:  Why do so many economists argue it will cause job loss?
Student:   You have to work three jobs?
Mickey:  Why does Georgetown directly hire some workers and then sub-contract out others?
Student:  What is the cost of living here in DC?

Hotchkiss:  You only make 6.15 an hour?

Mickey:  (stops and looks at Hotchkiss) 6.15 an hour?
Student:  (looks at both Hotchkiss and Mickey and then steps forward to ask) How do you do it?

Blackout.

Scene Six

(Dr. Froiderpeel is sitting at his desk in his office.  Kathryn and Hotchkiss enter with much enthusiasm and sit in the two chairs.  Their lines overlap as their excitement cannot be contained.)
Kathryn:  (puts report on Dr. Froiderpeel’s desk).  Well Dr. Froiderpeel, here it is!  The conclusion of one semester’s worth of work and research under the guidance of Professor Pietra Rivioli.  

Hotchkiss:  We interviewed Tom Hucker from Progressive Maryland—

Kathryn:  We spoke with several Catholic priests and various Jesuits about Catholic social justice teaching—
Hotchkiss:  We collected data on different living wages all across the US—

Kathryn:  From Santa Monica California to Alexandria Virginia—

Hotchkiss:  We got cost of living for right here in DC—

Kathryn:  We even talked to workers.
Hotchkiss:  We calculated in food, shelter,

Kathryn:  child care—

Hotchkiss:  transportation--
Kathryn:  health care—

Hotchkiss:  And although we have not been given access to payroll information—

Kathryn:  We actually interviewed many campus workers—

Hotchkiss:  And none of them are earning enough to cover the basic living expenses--

Kathryn:  They’re not earning a living wage.

Hotchkiss:  As you will read for yourself, the conclusion of our research supports a Living Wage Policy here at Georgetown.  

Pause.
Froiderpeel:  Kathryn and Hotchkiss, this is excellent work.  You have both clearly challenged yourselves to an academic search to which no one has yet found an answer.  I look forward to reading your report; I would only ask that you refrain from using that term.
Hotchkiss:  Term?

Kathryn:  It was a report, not a term—

Hotchkiss:  Do you mean Living Wage?

Kathryn:  But that’s what we wrote our report about!
Froiderpeel:  Exactly!  You wrote this report about the Liffing Wigwam as if it is the only solution to a very complicated, confounding problem that implicates many different actors—especially in a system that isn’t closed.  

Kathryn:  Oh.  I see.  (clearly very confused)
Hotchkiss:  You don’t like the term Living Wage?  
Froiderpeel:  It’s not a matter of personal taste Miss Hotchkiss.  It’s an awful term that cannot accomplish what it needs to in a sentence.  It’s a political bomb.  It undermines your research.  It’s indefinable.  I mean, Lissing Wiffer—what does that really mean?
Kathryn:  I don’t know. (very confused)
Froiderpeel:  I don’t either.  

Hotchkiss:  So you would prefer that we don’t use the term “Living Wage?”

Froiderpeel:  For the purpose of fostering productive, innovative, and academically challenging dialogue about this pertinent issue, yes.

Kathryn:  What should we call it instead?

Froiderpeel:  Call it what it is Kathryn.

Hotchkiss:  Well I don’t understand . . . what is it?
Froiderpeel:  Well now we have ourselves a problem.  You have just spent a semester researching something that you can’t even define or label.  That’s why I don’t think we can take any action at this point in time.  We can’t change Georgetown University policy to implement a policy that we can’t define!  That would be ridiculous!

Kathryn:  Well what do you suggest we do?

Froiderpeel:  We need to more research about the issues.  I suggest we form a committee.  You two could be the student representatives.  
Hotchkiss:  Ok, and this committee will be formed with the sole purpose of implementing a living wage for all campus workers here at Georgetown?

Dr. Froiderpeel:  These are issues that need to be discussed in the context of an informed dialogue.
Hotchkiss:  Thank you, that makes it so much more clear.

Kathryn:  (hesitating, looks at Hotchkiss for approval) Alright.  We’ll do it.  We’ll form another committee.

Hotchkiss:  But Dr. Froiderpeel, what will be the purpose of this committee?

Dr. Froiderpeel:  Gee goo foo frigglebotham, karlee toodles friggam, iggam bahee maheee—Rastofocles!

Kathryn:  What?
Hotchkiss:  Ok.  We’ll have a committee whose sole purpose is to research the idea of possibly implementing at some indefinite point in the future a policy that might potentially someday pay campus workers a wage that could not be construed as not a living wage.
Dr. Froiderpeel:  (he rises to leave) That’s great! I couldn’t have said it better myself!  (he exits and Hotchkiss and Kathryn just stare dumbfounded at each other).

Scene Seven
Radical Cheerleaders run onstage in line.  Do a very short warm up, and then break into their cheer.

Radical Cheerleaders:

Gimme a LIVING W
W!
A!
A!
G!
G!
E!
E!
What's that spell?
and end to poverty wages!
social justice
on our campus!
Jack, we'll spell it out slowly!
L-I-V-I-N-G W-A-G-E
LIVING WAGE!
we'll spell it out clearly
N-O-W
Living Wage!
They celebrate another wonderful cheer and run haphazardly offstage.  Someone falls down, gets back off, and makes it offstage successfully.  

Scene Eight
(Defeated and upset, the Solidarity students are sitting collectively and processing their new circumstances.  Some are collapsed on the floor.  Perhaps some are up and walking around.  Many look exasperated.)

Kathryn:  Look, I’m sorry.  But what were we supposed to say?  

Naz:  No!  No! You were supposed to say no!  We don’t want another stupid committee that’s going to accomplish absolutely nothing but stall the entire campaign.

Ike:  You just gave the administration exactly what they wanted.  
Hotchkiss:  Well, I know this committee isn’t going to be the experience of a lifetime, but we have it, so let’s work with it.

Ack:  Look we got the committee because a lot of hard work went into that report, and well I just think—
Naz:  (sighs audibly and falls to one side to show his disgust and Ack does not continue speaking)

Student:  So this will be the committee that implements a Living Wage policy?  I mean, that sounds good to me.

Naz:  This committee isn’t going to implement anything.  
Ike:  Yeah, the report was supposed to get us a Living Wage, not a bureaucratic death sentence.

Hotchkiss:  Look, I’m sorry!  

Kathryn:  (very pissed) If you can get us a living wage policy from this administration without a committee then do it.  We’re all watching.  Come on Naz.  Go do it.  
Naz:  This is ridiculous.

Ike:  (grunts audibly) This is stupid.

Naz:  This committee will just make us look ridiculous and stupid.  
Ack:  (stands up defiantly.  She is genuinely upset) But it’s not about us!  This campaign is not about you!(points at Naz)  and it’s not about you (points at Ike), it’s not about Solidarity, it’s not about any of us!  It’s about the workers!  Did you miss that part?  You all are worried that WE will look ridiculous when I thought we were doing this campaign for the workers.  Are we really doing this campaign so that we can look cool?  That’s just sickening.  (He gathers her things to leave)  We don’t even talk about the workers anymore.  It’s like we just don’t care.  I am so ashamed to be a part of this group right now.  (he leaves, almost in tears).
Awkward silence ensues.

Student:  I agree with her.  Somehow this isn’t about the workers anymore (gets up and follows her out).
Naz:  Great.  That’s just great.  Well I’ve got better things to do than waste my time on a campaign that isn’t going anywhere.  (he leaves)
Ike:  Umm, yeah, check you later.  Peace.  (exits)

Everyone else exits, leaving Kathryn and Hotchkiss looking at each other.
Hotchkiss:  What the hell just happened?
Kathryn:  God!  This is exactly what they wanted to have happen to us.

Hotchkiss:  It’s like we’re completely divided now.  
Kathryn:  We’re burnt out.  We’re working too hard.  And we’re not seeing the results of our hard work yet.

Hotchkiss:  And we have become incredibly self-centered.  Ack’s right.  We’ve forgotten about the workers.  I mean, when was the last time we even went and talked to the workers?  Even just to check in and see how their night is going?
Kathryn:  Yeah.  I know.  We need to stop complaining.  We need to do something reinvigorating for the campaign.  
Hotchkiss:  I don’t know what that would be.

Kathryn:  I don’t either.  
They both exit.
Scene Nine
(Reporter and Student are talking once again in Red Square)
Reporter:  Wow, Ack didn’t tell me that story!  I had no idea Solidarity had so much drama!  

Student:  Yes.  Actually, I think there was a two month period when Kathryn quit and rejoined the campaign 7 times.

Reporter:  Sounds like some drama.

Student:  Oh no, we never had any drama.  I mean, we’re activists.  We do activism, not theatre.

Reporter:  Right.  (smirks and scribbles something in notebook)

Student:  Ok, so maybe we had a little drama.  I mean Sharon dated Ike and Hotchkiss dated Fred, and then Nickram hooked up with Ellie but Ellie was with Jack, and then Hotchkiss and Fred broke up but then Sharon and Ike broke up too so of course Kathryn and Liz started dating, and then Liz was with Mickey—that was a disaster. And Mymole hooked up with everyone.   But then somehow Kathryn ended up dating Nickram.  
Reporter:  Sounds like college.  So anyways, you eventually got it all figured out—and somehow you got from an awful episode of GSC Real World to the amazing campaign that you have today—in your opinion Janann, how did you do it?
Hotchkiss:  Well the Solidarity Committee actually wrote its own report and handed it in to the Administration.  

Reporter:  How was that any different than the report Hotchkiss and Kathryn wrote?

Hotchkiss:  Well the Solidarity report actually documented the situation here at Georgetown.  We talked with workers here on our campus and we were actually able to show the administration that Georgetown workers are not making enough money to cover the cost of their basic necessities.  

Reporter:  I see.  

Hotchkiss:   yeah, we finally pulled our heads out of our collective ass and actually started talking to workers.  

Blackout.
Scene Ten
(Four workers stand in a line upstage.  They keep their backs turned until they say their first line.  Then with each line they take one step forward until they are at the tip of the stage, talking to the audience).
Maria:  I work in ICC.  Every night I get here at 10:45pm.
Ileana:  Si, tengo dos hijas!  Son muy preciosas!  
Rigoberta:  I clean New North, and McNeir Auditorium—at night.
Maria:  I clean all the classrooms.  But there is more work than there is time.

David:  I’m from El Salvador.  
Ileana:  Una tiene diez anos, y la otra tiene quince!  

David:  My family still lives there.  I am here, and they are there.
Maria:  I clean this library.
Rigoberta:  I am cleaning a building at Georgetown, but I actually work for a company called P and R.
Ileana:  A veces, cuando estoy trabajando sola durante la noche, yo canto.   Porque no?!
David:  Sometimes I feel I should explain to you college students the difference between your mother, a maid, and a janitor.
Maria:  I work one other job during the day.  At the airport.  I sell pretzels.

David:  I’m a janitor.
Rigoberta:  About once a week a group of really loud drunk Georgetown students have sex in McNeir Auditorium.

David:  Not your mother.
Ileana:  Conozco muchas canciones.  

Rigoberta:  I know because I have to clean that auditorium.
Maria:  Working two jobs, I really don’t have time to sleep.  I work here from 11 until 7 in the morning.  Then I work at the aiport until 5pm.  So I go home and sleep from 6pm until 9pm.  But that’s not enough sleep.  Sometimes I get tired. 
Rigoberta:  Sometimes, when they are really drunk, they puke and vomit all over the chairs and stage.   I have to clean that up.
Ileana:  Cuando estoy trabajando, tengo que cantar.  Mire, lo que pasa es que el trabajo es muy duro y--  

David:  My supervisor, he assumed when he first met me that since I’m Hispanic I couldn’t speak English.

Rigoberta:  Sometimes our supervisor doesn’t give us a break.

David:  I know there are a lot of us who didn’t grow up speaking English.  But I don’t have any kids, or family here in DC.  So I can spend my extra time taking ESL classes.  So when my Supervisor says things about us—I can understand.
Ileana:  No he aprendido ingles.  Quiero aprender, pero no tengo tiempo!  Tengo que trabajar.  
Rigoberta:  I mean, I can do just fine without a break, but I mean Sophie, she’s pregnant.  She needs a break.   Sometimes our boss makes her work all night long without a break.  Last night she fainted and I found her in the bathroom.
David:  The boss can’t screw me over the way he can all the others.  I understand his English.
Maria:  Even with two jobs, I don’t make enough money.  I live in debt.
David:  I make 7.25 an hour.
Rigoberta:   I only make 7.25 an hour.

Ileana:  6.15

Maria:  I earn 6.75 an hour.

Rigoberta:  That’s not enough money.

Ileana:  No es bastante para vivir.  
Maria:  I can’t afford to take my children to the dentist.
David:  I have to pay rent.

Ileana:  No puedo comprar ropa.  
Maria:  I need money to buy food for my children.

Rigoberta:  My kids haven’t had new clothing in three years.  

Ileana:  No tengo tiempo para mis hijos.  
Rigoberta:  That’s why I had to get another job.
David:  I don’t know, maybe I should get a second job.

Maria:  I work 80 hours a week.

David:  But then I wouldn’t have time for my ESL classes.
Ileana:  Paso todo mi vida trabajando.

Rigoberta:  Now I am working my life away.

Maria:  All I do is work.

David:   I heard a rumor that some janitors on this campus are hired directly from Georgetown—and they make $10.25 an hour.  And they have health care! Is this true?
Maria:  I clean all of the classrooms in ICC.
Ileana:  Quiero que mis hijos tengan una vida muy diferente.

Rigoberta:  Work, work, work.
Maria:  Sometimes before I clean a blackboard, I read what’s written up there.

David:  I’m sorry, I just don’t understand.

Maria:  And I understand.  
Ileana:  Mis hijos van a estudiar en una escuela como Georgetown.  
Rigoberta:  No time to think, just work.

David:  Why do the workers who clean Harbin, Copley, and White-Gravenor make 10.25 an hour and I only make 7.25 an hour?

Maria: I heard that some men here make 7.25 an hour.

David:  Is that fair?

Maria:  I only make 6.75.

Ileana:  6.15!  No es justo!

David:  Why?

Maria:  Why is that?
Ileana:  Porque?

David:  Is it because I’m not white?

Maria:  Is it because I am a woman?

Ileana:  Es porque yo no sé hablar ingles?

Rigoberta:  I just don’t understand.  (he exits)
Ileana:  No sé.  (she exits)
David:  I don’t know anymore.  (he exits)
Maria:  I’m sorry, dear.  I’d love to stay and talk to you some more.  But I’ve got to get all the bathrooms on this floor and the second and third—I just don’t have any more time!  I really do like the idea of your campaign though.  Good luck with your administration.  (she starts to walk off, and the turns once more before exiting) My daughter has curly hair just like you.  I pray the Lord will bless us and she’ll be able to go to a college.  She’s a smart one—just like you.  (exits)
Scene Ten

(Jack, and Sorpus are sitting at a table in an office.  They have just received a copy of Solidarity’s Living Wage Report.  They each hold a copy in their hands as Dr. Froiderpeel enters.  Sorpus is wearing dark sunglasses.)
Dr. Froiderpeel:  (tosses report onto table) Jack—did you see this? 

Sorpus:  (holding report in front of his face) I can’t see anything.
Degioia:  Well, actually, your information about my salary is simply inaccurate.  

Sorpus:  No one said anything about your salary.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  Solidarity did.  They’ve said an awful lot, and it’s all here in their (his head twitches when he says the next two words) Livadagging Wigwam Report (gestures to report he tossed on table).
Sorpus:  The what report?
Dr. Froiderpeel:  (head twitches) Liggering Wotham.

Degioia:  I know what the tax forms say! There are other factors that you are not aware of. Believe me, your numbers are not the truth!

Dr. Froiderpeel:  Jack, Sorpus and I aren’t discussing your 600,000 salary right now.  We’re discussing the Lickernoodling Wigflim Report.

Sorpus:  (shaking his head with confusion as he holds his copy of the report up close to his face) Dan where does it say that?
Degioia:  What I am committed to doing is year in and year out evaluating the overall financial framework.  If we need to make adjustments they will be made.  

Sorpus:  Oh no, we don’t need to make any adjustments until we have scrutinized all of the facts.

Degioia:  Shortly after I took on this job as President, we looked at these issues very carefully and we made some immediate adjustments.  

Dr. Froiderpeel:  Yes Jack, thank you, we are all well aware.  I was the one who advised you to make those adjustments.
Sorpus:  We are not making any more adjustments!
Degioia:  We tried to address that my first year and a half of my job.  In the fall we made a commitment to increase that.  

Sorpus:  (visibly perturbed) What is that?  I need specifics. 
Degioia:  The only issue that held us up was the issue of getting finalized contracts with the appropriate bodies.  I believe that was in December. We budgeted for July 01.  

Dr. Froiderpeel:  (turns to Sorpus) Never mind him.  Sorpus, I think we need to make this informal committee that has been meeting with students to discuss the idea of a Liggering Woogle a “formal” committee, if you know what I mean.  Give it a “real” title or something.  
Degioia:  And we are going to hold people to July 01.  I think as far as moving forward, what I count on is the bodies we have put in place.  

Dr. Froiderpeel:  How about the (makes a grandiose gesture with his hands)  “Applicable Economics and Business Policy Research and Recommendations Task Force?”
Sorpus:  Well if it’s in response to this Living Wage Report from Solidarity, why not just call it the Living Wage Committee?

Dr. Froiderpeel:  (veins popping out of neck) We can’t call it the Loostergobbing Wriggle Committee!

Sorpus:  Well now that title just sounds ridiculous.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  My point exactly.
Degioia:  They are people of good will, and they will make the appropriate recommendations to us.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  (to Degioia) What the hell are you saying?

Degioia:  Let me try to respond.  I am sure I won’t be able to meet the goal of the question in this conversation.  

Sorpus:  Yeah, well that won’t be the first time that’s happened.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  Ok, we’ve lost Jack again.  Whatever.  Sorpus, do you see where I am going with this one?  We just need to put these Solidarity kids on some sort of a committee.  That’ll make the Board happy, I think.  The Board will be happy if we make can just get the campus to quiet down about this Leering Wolf issue. 

Sorpus:  Ok.  I hear you Dan.  I am just not seeing it.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  We’ll send Jack to address the Board of Directors and get their approval.
Degioia:  Our ideal is to be consistent with our stated convictions.  (he exits)

Dr. Froiderpeel:  We have to react—and make it look like we are morally guided. We need to show that this situation is “complicated.”  That’s why I think you should be the Chair of this new committee.

Sorpus:  Oh, sure thing Dan.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  I’m sure the Board will be pleased.
Sorpus:  Sure. You should know though, I’m not much of a visionary.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  We don’t need someone who sees visions to lead this committee Sorpus!  We need you!  (pauses and looks at Sorpus.  They both smile.)

They exit.

Scene Eleven

The Radical Cheerleaders enter as usual, in a line, and begin warming up.
The Radical Cheerleaders are busy warming up when Random Student walks by.

Random Student:  Communists!
Radical Cheerleaders:

Listen Georgetown
HEYYYY georgetown
half your workers sitting pretty
half your workers DON'T MAKE SHIT
Got no benefits!
work three jobs!
Listen up, don't shut us up!

Random Student:  Hey, Karl Marx is dead you asshole!
Radical Cheerleaders:
we're cute, we're radical
WON'T STOP SCREAMING
Give It UP a Living WAGE for ALL OUR WORKERS
Give it UP
a LIVING WAGE!

Random Student:  Hey, Karl Marx is dead you asshole!
(once again, they perform jubilant cartwheels and movements)

Catholicism WOW!

Living Wage now!
They repeat this cheer a few times more before exiting.
Random Student:  Hey the Berlin Wall already fell!  Like in 1989!
The cheerleaders file off stage cheering “Catholicism WOW!  Living Wage NOW!”

Scene Twelve

(Reporter and Hotchkiss are back on stage, standing in the middle of Red Square)
Kathryn:  So then we had a lot of rallies in Red Square to raise campus support, because we had been meeting with this committee for about two years.

Reporter:  I’m sorry, the name of this committee was?

Kathryn:  Well, that was a topic of a lot of debate.  Basically we compromised and went with the “Business Ethics Committee.”

Reporter:  Two years?  This “Business Ethics Committee” has been meeting for two years? 
Kathryn:  Yes.  The committee first met back in April of 2003 after we put out the Living Wage Report, and the committee is still meeting today.

Reporter:  Ok.  Right.  Well, what did you accomplish in two years?

Kathryn:  We’re asking ourselves the same question.  

Reporter:  Well you got 8.50 an hour for all workers right?

Kathryn:  Yes, which is better than nothing.  But Georgetown pays its directly hired workers 10.25 an hour, in addition to health care.  Subcontracted workers—

Reporter:  Right, right—I hear you.  You’re still fighting for the Living Wage.  
Hotchkiss:  Yes.
Reporter:  So what do you have to say to all of those students who are opposed to the Living Wage because they don’t want their tuition to increase?  Would you just call them selfish little shits that deserve to rot in hell with all of their extra money?

Kathryn: No!  The idea that students should have to pay more in tuition is ridiculous.  We have lots of money at Georgetown, even though we are in debt as an institution.  It is a matter of prioritizing the budget, and maybe things like Degioia’s 600,000 should be shaved down a little.
Reporter:  Ok, ok, fair enough. I hear you.  Hey, but this Business Ethics Committee—I heard you got Sorpus to put a subcontracted worker on the committee.

Kathryn:  Well, yes, we did.  But even that wasn’t without a huge battle.
Scene Thirteen

(Solidarity students are dressed completely in black, sitting in a circle facing outwards.  There are dollar bills taped over their mouths, and they are holding signs that read “Give campus workers a voice on campus” and “Workers are a part of our community.”  Two students are up and walking around passing out little quarter sheets to pedestrian.  People walk by, some stop to look, others just keep going.  Some show signs of approval, others of disapproval)

Blackout.

Scene Fourteen:

(The entire group of Solidarity students enter Sorpus’ office.  He is not to be found, but his secretary is sitting at her desk.  The students have just come from the demonstration outside, and they are still carrying their signs.  Mickey has her bike with her).

Secretary:  Uh, hello, can I help you . . . all?

Nickram:  Yes, we were just wondering if we could please speak with Sorpus. 

Secretary:  (extremely hesitant) Speak with him?  Well, I—

Michelle:  He told us we could see him today at 4pm.  We really just wanted to ask him about putting a subcontracted worker on the Business Ethics Committee.

Mickey:  We have been trying to schedule a meeting with him for some time now, and every time we try to meet, the meeting gets cancelled or he’s too busy to actually meet with us.

Hotchkiss:  Yes, so we figured we would just come in today, and if he wasn’t here when he said he would be, we would just sit here and wait on these couches until he has a few minutes.

Michelle:  I mean really all we need is about five minutes of his time.

Secretary:  Well I am sure he can schedule five minutes of his time with you.  

Hotchkiss: Actually, we were told that if we came at this exact time we would be able to meet with him.

Secretary:  (she glances back several times anxiously) Well you can’t because he’s not here.  He’s awfully busy right now.
Michelle:  Where is he?
Secretary:  I hear your frustrations.  But he is not actually in the office right now.  Why don’t you just come back later?

Mickey:  Well, we can wait here until he comes back.  (several of them sit down)

Secretary:  (getting very nervous) I think you had better just leave.  He is not here right now.  Come back at 5:00.

Michelle:  Will we be able to see him at 5:00?

Secretary: Well you know I just can’t make any guarantees. (her words become very rushed)  I think he’s meeting with the President right now, he’s not even in this office—and I have to speak with him first so I can only tell you that I can’t actually speak for him.  He is just going to have to speak for himself-- 
Hotchkiss:  Ok, can you please give him these for us? (she hands the Secretary all of the posters that had been used during the demonstration) And just let him know that we will need to actually meet with him.
Secretary: (awkwardly takes posters from Hotchkiss and sets them down next to the desk). Thank you.  I’ll be sure to give him your message, as well as your posters.

Michelle:  Thank you.  (exits, followed by everyone else)
Hotchkiss:  Thanks!  (exits following everyone else)

They exit into the hallway and begin talking softly.

Hotchkiss:  This is ridiculous!

Michelle:  Yeah, I think we’re being played.  This is just a game to all of them.

Hotchkiss:  Ok, well I have to run to class- I’ll see you guys later!  At ten tonight, don’t forget—we’re working on that Viewpoint for the Hoya! 
Mickey:  Yeah, me too.  I gotta go.  Bye Michelle.  Later Nickram.  (Mickey exits wheeling off his bike)
Nickram  and Michelle  stay standing in hallway.
Nickram:  Ok, so I don’t know where Sorpus is right now, but this just makes me really angry.  I called and talked with his secretary yesterday, and she told me that we could definitely see him today at 4pm.

Michelle:  Yeah, his secretary was acting a little shady.  I honestly think he is just avoiding us.

Suddenly Sorpus comes walking out of his office.  He sees Michelle and Nickram  and stops dead in his tracks.  Michelle  and Nickram  both stare straight at Sorpus.  

Sorpus:  Excuse me, I am really busy.  (he rushes past Michelle  and Nickram, and Nickram chases after him)

Patrick turns a full circle and chases after Nickram.

Nickram:  Sorpus!  Wait!

Michelle:  Nickram!  Wait!

Nickram:  Sorpus!  Sorpus!  We were told you were meeting with the President!
They continue running across stage, dodging various things and turning various corners.  
Sorpus:  Well there’s been a huge misunderstanding.  
Michelle:  Nickram!

Nickram:  Sorpus!  

Michelle:  Nickram!
Nickram:  Sorpus!

Michelle:  Nickram!

Nickram:  Sorpus!
They continue shouting and running across stage.  Suddenly, Mickey reappears wheeling her bike down the hallway.  Sorpus runs straight into Mickey.  He stops abruptly, looks at Mickey with fear, and turns around to go the other way—only to find himself confronted with Nickram and a breathless Michelle.  Sorpus realizes he’s trapped.
Mickey:  Your secretary told us you were meeting with the President.

Sorpus:  (almost wetting his pants he is so nervous) Well some things changed—

Nickram:  Look, we don’t need to talk for long.  We just need to know why you won’t allow a P&R worker who works in ICC, Leavey, or the library to sit on the committee.

Sorpus:  P&R workers are not members of the Georgetown community.

Michelle:  Why?

Sorpus:  Look, there are just legal and confidentiality issues that are too complicated for me to get into right now.  
Nickram:  No problem.  We’ll just have the P&R worker sign a confidentiality agreement—

Sorpus:  Well it’s too late.  The committee’s full.  You have three student members, and so—

Mickey:  That’s unacceptable.  It’s written into the constitution that there will be at least one worker—
Sorpus:  Fine.  (he starts walking towards Degioia’s office.  Nickram, Mickey, and Michelle  just stare at him in disbelief after what he just said.  He goes a little ways, and then turns around real quick)  I mean I don’t know for sure, but maybe there is something I can do.  (then he exits, but before he goes he mutters something to himself and the audience that the students do not hear.) I’ll just have to go and talk to the Board of Directors.
Blackout.
Scene Fifteen
(Sitting downstage around a table are Dr. Froiderpeel, Sorpus, Degioia, and the Board of Directors.  All Board members are dressed in black suits and wearing dark sunglasses.  David, Maria, Ileana, and Rigoberta are all standing upstage, looking on silently.  The Board of Directors are all smoking cigars or cigarettes.  Every action is mimed, there is no sound—save a song playing in the background.  After a short amount of time, the Board of Directors stand up.  They shake hands, slap others on the back, and exit laughing loudly and smoking.  Dr. Froiderpeel, Degioia, and Sorpus remain seated at the table, holding their heads in their hands—making absolutely no sound. )
David:  They have a real committee now.

Maria:  The student, oh I forgot her name now—but she told me they have meetings now.

Rigoberta:  This student told me that he and his friends are discussing our situation.

Maria:  With the administration.

Ileana:  Estaba hablando con un grupo de estudiantes.

Rigoberta:  I don’t understand—why do these students care about us?
David:  But they won’t allow a worker on the committee.

Ileana:  Quien es la administración?  

David:  Who actually sits on this committee?
Rigoberta:  And who is their administration?

Simultaneously and silently, Sorpus, Dr. Froiderpeel, and Degioia all stand up and leave. Dr. Froiderpeel and Sorpus carry the  table off with them.  Maria, Rigoberta, Ileana, and David all remain upstage.  Maria, Rigoberta, Ileana, and David can all step downstage now as they say their lines.
Maria:  My son got sick last week.  I had to take him to the hospital.

Rigoberta:  These kids—they keep coming up to me at night when I’m working—asking me all these questions—what the  hell are they trying to do?  Get me fired?

Ileana:  Los estudiantes me visitaron ayer.  

Rigoberta:  Every time they visit my boss tells me that if I speak with them he’ll fire me.  
David:  I’ve got a few things I’d like to tell this “committee.”

Maria:  My boss called me while I was in the ER.  He said I had to go to work right then and there or he would fire me.

Ileana: Les dije que no sé si puedo continuar así.  Es verdad, todo mi cuerpo me duele.  

Rigoberta:  I’d like to tell him to take this job and just shove it—

David:  But if I opened my mouth—well I’d probably lose my job.

Rigoberta:  But I can’t afford to lose this job.

Maria:  I started crying on the phone.  I told my boss that my baby boy was very, very sick and that I needed to stay with him in the hospital.  Could I please just have one day off?

Ileana:  Que sueno!
David:  Oh well.  It’s pointless.  I’d open my mouth and no one would listen anyways.

Rigoberta:  But for some reason I feel like these students actually listen to me.

Maria:  Sometimes I think no one hears me.

Ileana:  A veces yo pienso que no tengo una voz.  
Maria:  Am I invisible?

David:  I’m just a subcontracted P&R worker.

Rigoberta:  Most students just ignore us workers.  It’s like we don’t exist.

Ileana:  Pienso que los estudiantes aqui no pueden verme.

David:  It’s like I am invisible!

Maria:  Sometimes I wish I really was invisible.

David, Maria, Ileana, and Rigoberta, without facing upstage, take a few steps upstage—all the while still looking out at the audience.  Dr. Froiderpeel, Sorpus, and Jack enter the bathroom.  David steps forward and begins to mop the floor.  Sorpus, always wearing dark sunglasses, can’t see David.  Jack is oblivious, lost in his own world.  Dr. Froiderpeel chooses to ignore him.  They all three turn their backs to the audience, as they use a urinal—thus they are facing Maria, Rigoberta, and Ileana.  Meanwhile David continues to scrub the floor, unnoticed downstage of the three men pissing in urinals.
Dr. Froiderpeel:  Did you read the Hoya?

Sorpus:  No, I didn’t see it.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  Well the Board of Directors did.

Jack:  I saw the Hoya article. The information about my salary is simply inaccurate.  

Dr. Froiderpeel:   Jack, we’re not talking about that Hoya article.  The article about your salary is an entirely separate issue.  We—

Sorpus: (has finished peeing.  He zips up his fly and turns around, walks downstage, and begins to wash his hands, all while talking) So they said I was quoted? (thrilled to have been quoted)  Wow.  That’s great!  I was quoted in the Hoya?  Really? (smiles to himself while he washes his hands)
Jack:  I know what the tax forms say! There are other factors that you are not aware of. Believe me, your numbers are not the truth.
All the meanwhile David merely moves out of the way, avoiding being stepped on or bumped into.  He continues to mop.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  (irritated) Yes you were quoted!  (he zips up his fly and wheels around) You were quoted as saying “P&R workers are not members of the Georgetown community!”  
Sorpus:  Well I just don’t see how that’s possible.  I—

Dr. Froiderpeel:  Look, this worker issue has gotten out of control.  (unknowingly, he almost knocks David over)
David:  Excuse me sir.

Dr. Froiderpeel:  (looks at David) Yes.  Herfer mi mooo lot.  (David, confused, resumes mopping.  Dr. Froiderpeel turns back to Sorpus.)  Sorpus, we CANNOT have you quoted saying things like this!  Not in the Hoya!
Sorpus:  (has finished washing his hands and is standing waiting on the other two) Ok, look, maybe we should just give up on this one issue, and we could just put a worker on the committee.

Sorpus knocks over David’s bucket that he is using to mop the floor.  David goes to clean up the mess, and Sorpus remains oblivious.
Jack:  (has finally finished peeing.  He zips up his pants and turns around to come forward and wash his hands)  We certainly don’t want to be in a situation where our rhetoric isn’t corresponding to reality—the lived reality of the people who are a part of this community.  So that is where we start.

David is now on the ground scrubbing.  Dr. Froiderpeel has finished washing his hands, and he goes to move closer to Sorpus. David notices this, and attempts to warn him—
David:  Sir, watch out, sir, the floor is wet—

Dr. Froiderpeel:  (looks at David and does not understand why David strying to talk to him) Yigger yoot—AHHH! (Dr. Froiderpeel falls to the ground.  David just stares, dumbfounded.)
Sorpus:  Dan, what are you doing?

Dr. Froiderpeel:  I fell on my ass.  (he stands up, almost knocking over David) What does it look like I am doing? (extremely irritated at this point) Ok, I know this whole (his head twitches) Likking Willage issue has gotten completely out of control, and I honestly don’t know what the Board of Directors is going to do if you continue saying things like “workers aren’t a part of the Georgetown community.” 
Sorpus:  (both have finished washing their hands, so Sorpus steps over David, who is on the floor, to stand closer to Dr. Froiderpeel and exit) Well I mean, what I should have said to those kids is “Look, where the hell are we going to find a worker to even sit on this committee!  I mean, it’s not like these workers grow on trees!  I can’t even think of the last time I saw one on campus!

Jack:  (he finishes washing his hands and says his line as he exits.)  I don’t know what it means to answer your question in this context.  I know you are involved in a very complex and difficult conversation.  One answer has three letters, and one has two letters!
Dr. Froiderpeel:  (pauses to think about what jack just said) Ok, fine.  If Jack says so. Put a worker on the committee.
They begin to exit.

Sorpus:  Ok, I’m sorry. This won’t happen again.  I promise.

David opens the door for Dr. Froiderpeel and Sorpus.

Sorpus:  (to David as he exits) thank you.

Froiderpeel exits.
David sits down on the ground and stares at his bucket.
Ileana:  Es como yo he dicho antes—no tenemos una voz.  
Blackout.
Final Scene

(Once again, mass chaos.  Loud music is playing while Solidarity students and various other students pile out onto stage, dancing, cheering, hugging, and screaming.  They run around for a few minutes.  Everyone begins to yell the same chant.)

Everyone:  
Poverty wages are ridiculous!

My Georgetown is better than this!

This is repeated a few times until Professor Pietra Rivoli steps up to speak.  Everyone else goes quiet.  
Professor Rivoli:  Hello, for those of you who don’t know me I am Professor Pietra Rivoli from the Business School.  The other day I was speaking with a colleague of mine from many years ago.  A Jesuit actually.  We were talking, and he said the way we should judge a community or a country or a neighborhood is to the extent that the least powerful are treated well and have a voice. You are a part of giving the least powerful among our community a voice.  Thanks for your work, thank you for your dedication.  Thanks for being out in the cold.  You are what makes our community a great community.
Everyone cheers and makes lots of noise.  Octavio steps up.
Octavio:  Hey everyone.  My name is Ovtavio, and I’m a SAC Commissioner.  I just wanted to say today that there’s one area where Georgetown has completely failed to do things right.  That’s the area where Georgetown treats some members of its community.  I am talking about the way Georgetown treats those who clean up our lives.  While we’re going to get our cup of coffee in Leavey Center members of our community are cleaning up after us.  And Georgetown has failed to give them a living wage so that they can feed their families.  Georgetown cannot continue to ignore the invisible members of our community just because we don’t see them.

Everyone erupts in cheers and lots of noise.  Joel steps up.

Joel:  Hey.  My name is Joel.  I am a member of Mecha, and I am one of three students on the Business Ethics Committee.  My experience on this committee has been really frustrating.  It’s really frustrating to hear certain important figures on campus refer to subcontracted workers on campus as not being a part of the Georgetown campus.  It is really easy to write off certain people because we don’t see them often.  But as a student, like many students who work in the library, they are not very visible.  But they are human beings.  Regardless of whether they are subcontracted workers or not, they are members of the Georgetown community.  You see flowers being replaced every week.  How badly do we really need flowers.  How badly do we really need tulips at Georgetown?  We spend hundreds of thousands of dollars for speakers and people like Nazar to be on our campus—but our own president is making more than Harvard’s president right now.  Meanwhile there are still members of the community making poverty wages.  

Everyone erupts in cheers and lots of noise.  Luis steps up.

Luis:  Hello, my name is Luis Torres, and I am the Vice-President of the Student Body.  I just wanted to let you all know that the student association supports Solidarity.  We think it’s fair.  We think it’s the right thing to do.  These same people can’t go and get medical treatment like we can, and we eat in the cafeterias that they clean.  This is about the dignity and worth of every single individual in our community.

Everyone erupts in cheers and lots of noise.  Mark Lance steps up.

Mark Lance:  My name is Mark Lance, and I am professor in the Philosophy Department.  I think poverty wages are ridiculous, and MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!

Everyone erupts in cheers and lots of noise.  

Liz O’Callahan:  My name is Liz O’Callahan, and I am student member of the Georgetown Solidarity Committee and GERMS.  Poverty wages are ridiculous, MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!
Everyone erupts in cheers and lots of noise.  

Kelley Hampton:  My name is Kelley Hampton.  I am the Student Body President here at Georgetown—and I am here to say that poverty wages are ridiculous!  MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!

Everyone erupts in cheers and lots of noise.  

Father Maher:  My name is Father Maher, and I am a Jesuit here at Georgetown University.  Poverty wages are ridiculous!  MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!

Everyone erupts in cheers and lots of noise.  

Liz Trautman:  Hey my name is Liz Trautman.  I’m the Executive Producer of Mask and Bauble.  MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!

Everyone erupts in cheers and lots of noise.  Now the cheers and noise are endless—and the speakers yell even louder.

Sasha Kinney:  Hey my name is Sasha Kinney—and MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!

Happy:  Hey!  My name is Happy Johnson, and MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!

Prof Timothy Beach:  I’m Professor Tim Beach, and MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!
Courtney Birge Barker:  Hey, my name is Courtney Birge Barker, and MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!

The crowd erupts into absolute chaos with noise, screaming, dancing, etc.

Maria, David, Ileana, and Rigoberta enter.  The crowd suddenly goes silent.

David steps forward.

David:  My name is David.  I clean Lauinger Library, and my Georgetown is better than this.
Maria steps forward and joins him..

Maria:  My name is Maria.  I clean the classrooms in ICC, and my Georgetown is better than this.
Rigoberta jumps forward to join him.
Rigoberta:  My name is Rigoberta, and I clean McNeir Auditorium—but, but, BUT!  MY GEORGETOWN IS BETTER THAN THIS!
The crowd once again erupts in cheers of ecstasy and screaming.  Ileana steps forward. The crowd falls silent.

Ileana:  Me llama Ileana.  Yo trabajo en Leavey.  Y quiero decirles que MI GEORGETOWN ES MEJOR!
The crowd goes wild.  Maria, David, Ileana, and Rigoberta join the students.  All begin chanting “Mi Georgetown es major!”

They exit, still chanting.

The end!!
