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SEPTEMBER 21, 1973

I search
I ery
I yearn for it

“Perfect man, Mr. Omniscience?”’
The jeune fille asked the wise man,
“Yes.” A wide grin of politics.
“What is life?”’

When will it stop

When will the discord -

Cease. I must withdraw.

I isolate myself from the Enemy
That is Regression.

When I was a child I thought like . . .

Everything, life, shelter, joy was for me.

I sat complacent looking at the world

In a twenty-one inch lighted screen.

Where Love was a tidy Reward

For the service kindly rendered.
Solipsism, Solipsism, Solipsism

But now I am a man,

Only my Cynicism has cut Deeper.

The Holy man lies in mortal Pain

With only the good Samaritans

To laugh at his small Discomfort.
Solipsism is alive and well

Search on

Cry on

Yearn on, oh foolish Son of Man.

Try to find it here in the midst of its foe.
Perfection of the soul belongs to Socrates.

Sorry you search the unreal Question
But there is no room at the inn
“Dirtee Peectures?”
Corruption of the Soul

Solipsism, Solipsism, Solipsism

I cringe
I fear
I submit



FALLEN STAR

Sophia Loren is dead.

She committed suicide.

But she looked fine this morning.

Now she is gone.

She fell from the wall,

And hitthe floor, face down.

Poor Sophia, the masking tape was old,
And now she’s dead, on the floor, face down.

TO ARTISTS EVERYWHERE

They say a picture paints a thousand words,

But it paints a lifetime of words and thoughts.

As artists go we are merely amateurs,

Dabbing spots of life-color on our birth-white canvas.
We are clumsy painters though,

We often spill our colors,

And spend a lifetime painting over the mistake.



WAT:

SH:
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SH:

COX:

WAT:
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SHERLOCK HOLMES
AND THE CASE OF
THE MISSING DENTURES

Scenel
(HOLMES’ OFFICE. WATSON AND HE ARE TALKING;

SUDDENLY THERE IS A STRANGE KNOCK AT THE
DOOR. KNOCK! KNOCK!)

My word, Holmes. Who could that be?

It’s a short man with a younger man obviously here to talk

about something stolen.

(LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW) By jove, Holmes, how did

you know?

Elementary, My dear Watson. He’s standing at the open
door and I can tell by his face that something has been

stolen. Come in, gentlemen. What’s your problem?

My dear, Holmes, I would like to hire your services in the
hope that you will find my two solid gold dentures, each
appraised at 2000 pounds. Last night, you see, I had a party
and during the course of it I noticed my dentures missing. I
have kept all the people attending at my house with the
exception of Mrs. Snottybot who went home ill. All the
people that stayed are Macknert, my son, who is above
suspicion; Mr. Snottybot, my dear old friend who I doubt
would have done it; Mr. and Mrs. Sneerin, who have been in
my service for over forty years; and Miss Obehan Mc-

Tavish who is my friend. So, can you help me?

Were there any distinguishing things about the dentures
that would distinguish them from any other distinguished

dentures?

Mr. Holmes, you are quite a distinguished man, but my
dentist, Dr. D. Mollar knows more than I. Good bye, now.

(THEY LEAVE)
Are you going to take this case Holmes?

Yes, Watson, this case intrigues me. I will leave at once for

Dr. Mollar’s house.

(MEANWHILE IN A KITCHEN WITH LOTS OF POTS
AND PANS, WE SEE SNOTTYBOT INVESTIGATING. HE
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SEEMS TO BE LOOKING FOR SOMETHING. AT THE
DENTIST’S, HOLMES FINDS OUT THAT THERE WERE
TWO MARKS ON THE DENTURES LIKE (FAND X)

Scene Il

(HOLMES WALKING INTO COXINBURY’'S HOUSE:
WATSON RUNS UP TO HIM)

WAT:

By jove, Holmes! What are you getting yourself into this
time?

(THEY ENTER THE GRAND HALLWAY WITH THE
LARGE STAIR CASE AND PROCEED INTO THE SIT-
TING ROOM)

SH:

SNEER:

SH:

SNEER:

SH:

SNEER:

SH:

SNEER:

SH:

MRS. S:

SH:
MRS. S:

SH:
MRS. S:

I have decided to have a full scale investigation of everyone
in the house. First, I think I'll investigate Mr. Sneerin.
Watson, will you please call Mr. Sneerin.

(IN A FEW MINUTES SNEERIN APPEARS)

Mr. Sneerin, would you please sit down. I would like you to
tell me of your experience at last evening’s party and if you
noticed anything strange.

(A BIT PERPLEXED) I was born in the little section of the
big town Pool liver . . . I mean liberpool.

No. Mr. Sneerin, please tell me of more recent times, like
last night.

Last night? Oh yes, I happened to be serving horse-derves . .
What are ‘‘horse-derves?”

You know, those little things you eat with toothpicks?

Yes, hors d’oeurves. Please continue with your story.

I gave Mrs. Snottybot a funny little red one that looked like
a smeared pickle. After that she took ill and went home,
quite early in the party. Soon after that Mr. Coxinbury no-
ticed his dentures missing.

That will be quite enough, thank you. Watson, send in Mrs.
Sneerin. (TO HER) I would like you to tell me of last night’s
party.

I cannot tell you anything at all of what happened during the
party. I was in the kitchen making horse-davers.

Hors d’oeuvres?

You know the little things you eat with toothpicks? Mr.
Coxinbury enjoys them very much.

Did you make them any differently than you usually did?

No, I don’t believe so . . . oh yes, there was one kind I made
with pickles and spaghetti sauce. I dropped them in the sink

4



SH:

MRS. S:

SH:

WAT:

SH:

WAT:

SNOT:
SH:

SNOT:

SH:

SNOT:
SH:
WAT:
SNOT:
SH:
SNOT:
SH:

SNOT:

SH:

WAT:
SH:

OMT:

and they squished. I thought I threw them all out but
Harvey,(Mr. Sneerin), said Mrs. Snottybot ate one.

Did you notice any screaming in the house?
Yes, I heard a small shout and a thump.

Thank you, that will be all. Watson, call Mr. Snottybot,
please.

Not right now, Sherlock, I really must taste a spaghetti
pickle.

Watson, you really don’t need one now, please get Snot-
tybot.

Sherlock, you never let me do what I want.

(IN A FEW MINUTES WATSON APPEARS WITH MR.
SNOTTYBOT.)

Mr. Holmes, why did you call me here?

Well, Mr. Snottybot, as you know, Mr. Coxinbury’s dentures
were stolen and I am investigating everyone in the house.

I don’t see why are are investigating me. I am Mr. Coxin-
bury’s best friend, so I don’t think you need to interrogate
me any further.

But I am going to. I must investigate everyone including
you. It’s very odd that Mrs. Snottybot left in the middle of
the party, isn’t it? Especially since she left just before the
disappearance of the dentures was noticed.

Are you implying that . . .
Yes, I am.
You are!
How absurd!
I suspect everyone and no one.
But me! His best friend!
Yes, but your wife disappeared shortly before the dentures
were noticed to be missing.
(WITH SWEAT RUNNING DOWN HIS FACE) I really
must leave now.
0.K., Mr. Snottybot have it your way . . . leave.
(MR. SNOTTYBOT LEAVES)
Watson, get Miss Obehan McTavish.
Right, Oh Holmes, by jove! I'll be glad to, right away.
Right! Watson, you can go now. (SLIGHT TOUCH OF
SARCASM. LATER TO MCTAVISH.) Miss McTavish, will
you step into this room, please?
I’d be delighted to.

THEY WALK INTO THE SAME ROOM AS BEFORE.

5



SH:
OMT:
SH:

OMT:

SH:
OMT:

SH:

WAT:
OMT:
SH:

MACK:

SH:

MACK:

SH:

MACK:

Miss McTavish, I would like you to tell me about the party
last night.

Inoticed that Mrs. Snottybot ate a hordoarver and fainted.

Miss McTavish will you please be more specific . . Did you
notice anyone acting suspiciously and moving or slipping
something in another’s pocket?

Mr. Sneerin was talking to Mr. Coxinbury and looking
awfully suspicious; all of a sudden something fell from Mr.
Sneerin’s pocket. No one noticed it, but in a couple of
minutes it disappeared. It was the size of a ring box and a
bit bigger.

Where was most of the party taking place?

Well, most of the people were in the den down the hall, but
the ‘““hordoarvers’’ran out, so I came into the parlor to get
more of them to eat. The only people in there were Mr.
Sneerin, Mr. Coxinbury, Macknert, and myself. Macknert
was sitting writing something. I don’t know what it was
though. Mr. Sneerin and Mr. Coxinbury were almost
arguing about cooking. That’s what happened.

Thank you, Miss McTavish, I've taken quite enough of your
time.

Yes, bye-bye, toot-a-loo, and all that rot.

Bye.

Watson, go get Macknert. (WHILE WATSON IS GONE
HOLMES DECIDES THEY MUST HAVE A RE-ENACT-
MENT OF THE PARTY IN ORDER TO FIND THE EXACT
SOLUTION TO THIS CRIME AND WHAT HAPPENED TO
THE MYSTERIOUS LITTLE BOX. SOON MACKNERT
ENTERS, VERY DISTINGUISHED LOOKING WITH HIS
ARISTOCRATIC NOSE STUCK UP IN THE AIR.)

Mr. Holmes, it is quite distasteful your dragging me in
here in the middle of the day to learn nothing.

Master Coxinbury, your father, did employ me to find his
dentures and I don’t give a beef what you think. I will find
the dentures by interrogating everyone who was at the
party.

I am confident you will learn nothing from me, for I was
writing in my diary when it happened.

Macknert, you seem to be slipping. What are you referring
to when you say ‘it happened”?

I simply mean when Mrs. Snottybot took ill.

ALL OF A SUDDEN, MACKNERT JUMPS UP FROM
THE CHAIR, GRABS HIS BACK SIDE AS IN PAIN AND
LETS OUT AN UNBEARABLE YELL. THE SPRING IN
HIS CHAIR HAD BROKEN: PING!

6






