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6"7< (coming from off R, Pin very close behind so she hears this slam on the other slaves)  

Blameless slaves serve their masters well / out of fear and respect; 

Shameless knaves give their masters hell / out of sheer neglect. 

Bad slaves buy up heaps of trouble/ with what little good they deserve; 

Good ones, like me, get our goods redoubled / for the greater good we serve. 

Picking up Callidamates our master here / was the order of the day. 

Picking on me was those slaves’ master plan, when I readily obeyed. 

(on the quoted line here, we should split it into two vocal parts and have Pinacium begin to sing 

mockingly as she enters, since she would have been one of these slaves making fun of him) 

Those rogues replied, “Not going! Nope! / Giddup, jack ass, out to pasture!” 

“Go, eager beaver, hopeless dope, / go service master even faster!”  

 

68< Hey, Phaniscus, monkey‐boy, master’s mega‐munchy mooch. 

Your trash talk sure has taken off since master made you his personal smooch. 

6"7< You’re not gonna bait me with angry barbs. Our master knows me. 

68< Every man’s familiar with his mattress and his mistress, naturally. 

Come on, let’s assault this door and give it a thorough beating. 

For getting master up and home, we’ll get no friendly greeting.  

 


