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GRETTA GOOD. We'll be fine, Grotto dear. We've cho.
sen the best of the best,

GROTTO GOOD. Byt what do they do—these children?
That’s all I like to know. And what if she says some-
thing to me? (GRETT4 shrugs: I don"t \.QSS. ") Mister
Otherguy? (OTHERGUY uma&%mlksanzam GRETTA.)
Oh, my good.

IRIS. Hello. I'm Inis, What an odd Place this is. (GROTTO
nods at her for g moment, then turps quickly to OTHER-
GUY.)

IRIS ... then Sinally speaks, smilingly, definitively.) Yoy
are a girl.

IRIS. Yes,

GROTTO Goop (smiling throughout). And now you are
here.

IRIS. Yes, I am,

GROTTO GOOpD. And I am speaking to you.

IRIS. Yes, you are,
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GROTTO GOOD (sriyy smiling). And pow I am finisheq,
(Turns 1o pig Wife.) Gretta?

GRETTA GOOD. You are wearing the finest shoe under
the sky. Have You looked at j¢9

IRIS. Yes, | have, ang it’s oamcz.».:TIEm%vo the most
beautify] shoe I've ever seen but, still, one of them is
missing and the one I'm Wearing really hurts my foot, Is

there another Pair I could wegr?
GROTTO GOOD. Oh, my.
IRIS. They don't have to be ag nice as these—
GROTTO Goop. Oh, my,

GRETTA GOOD. Irjs,

IRIS. Yes, Mother Good?

GRETTA GOOD. There are no other shoes for you, We
have only what’s BEST on this island and to ensure the




