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"I fell kerplunk! right to the bottom” 

y Cre AS) a ea 

ama sailor,— and, as you know, sailors have a lot of adven- 

tures. All sorts of things have happened to me, but the ad- 

venture I like best is the one I’m going to tell you about 

right now. 

Just close your eyes and try to imagine the most beatiful day you've 

ever seen—the greenest grass, and the singingest birds, and the shiningest 

sun. And then imagine me there walking along, playing a little tin whistle 

—just as happy as can be. Of course, this was some time ago but I remem- 

ber it well. I was in the Pomeranian Navy at the time, and we wore white 

suits with blue stripes—and a white hat with a little red ball on top. 

_ Well, on this particular day I was so happy that I ran and jumped and 

leaped and played, just for the fun of it! Just because I felt so good. 

And then, all of a sudden, it happened! I stepped into a big hole and 

fell kerplunk! right to the bottom. 

ag we cau! va ee ee 



For a moment I didn’t know what had happened. Then slowly I picked my- 

self up. I was in a long, dark tunnel.’Way up ahead I could see some light and 

so, very slowly, I started toward it. Finally I reached the end and peeked out. 

I saw the strangest land._—— My! but it was a strange land! Everything 

was painted instead of being real! All the trees and flowers and grass were 

painted. "Way up high on a painted cliff was a huge painted castle. It all 

looked—well, it looked just like a page out of a story book! And everything 

was hushed and still—like your room at night after you've gone to sleep. 

There must be someone here, I thought, even if they are only painted. So 

I sang out, “Hello! Hello! Hello-o-o-o!” 

Suddenly with a “Whoosh!” and a lot of chattering and jabbering tiny 

heads popped into sight from behind rocks and trees and bushes and logs. 

There were rabbits and chipmunks and squirrels and foxes and robin red- 

breasts and—oh, so many different little animals—even a baby faun. They were 

such nice little animals, and I wanted to make friends with them, so I took 

my little tin whistle and started to play a tune for them. But “SHHHHHHH!)’ 

they all said, shaking their heads at me. And “SHHHHH1!,’ they all said again. 

I was amazed! ‘“‘No music?” I asked. They shook their heads, ““No:’ 

“T can’t sing if I want to?” 

“No, you can’t;’ they said. “We're not allowed to play or sing here’ 

“Well, can’t I dance then?” I said to the faun because fauns, you know, 

dance a great deal, especially in the moonlight; but he shook his head and a 

huge, round tear went shining down his cheek. 

I was shocked. “But that’s terrible!” I said. 

A little squirrel ran up my arm. “It’s alaw, it's a law, it’s a law!” he chattered. 

Oh, I was angry! “Let me tell you, Mr. Squirrel, that’s a terrible law!” 

“T'll sing and dance whene’er I will, 

No law on earth can keep me still!” 

I started to play a defiant tune on my tin whistle when “Whoosh!” they all 



ran scampering away quicker than I could call out to them—all except one. 

Standing in front of the neat little door to his house was a wise old owl. He had 

a beard and spectacles and leaned on a cane, and he was older and wiset-looking 

than anyone I had ever seen except an arithmetic teacher I once had at school. 

He looked at me solemnly. “Young man; he rumbled, “there is such a law in 

our unfertunate country. Our King forbids us to sing and dance’ 

“He forbids you? Where does this King live?” I asked. 



He pointed to the huge, painted castle on the cliff. “In yonder castle, but no 

one can reach him?’ And he sighed. 

But I was determined; and I sang out: 

“Trust in me my honored friend— 

I'll bring your sadness to an end!” 

And playing a bold tune on my tin whistle I started for the castle. And I ran 

and ran and ran till I reached the castle wall. And I jumped over the wall with 

a MIGHTY jump and I climbed a rain pipe and shinnied up a turret until I 

reached a great, wide window. 

I looked in—and what do you think I saw? 
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It was the throne room of the castle—and sitting on the throne 

was a little mouse—with big ears. But I knew at once that he was 

the King because on his head was the biggest crown 

you've ever seen. 

Oh, he was the King, alright. but he was the saddest, 

unhappiest King you can imagine. Oh my! but he was 

sad! 

I jumped down in the room and walked quickly over 

to him. 

“Hello;’ I said. 

“Hello; he answered without looking up, and then 

he turned and saw me. 

“Who are you?” he demanded. ‘How dare you? What 

are you doing here?” 

I smiled. “Oh—I’m just a sailor come a’ visiting. Why 

are you so sad?” 

He frowned. “I'm not sad.’ 

“Oh yes you are!” I said. And then we argued 

back and forth. 

“Lam not!” 

“You are so!” 

“T'm not!” 

“You are!” 

Well, finally he admitted it. He looked at me 

—— a 

“Well, but | can’t sing and | can’t dance!” 
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with his large, sad eyes and whispered, “I’m lonesome:’ 

I looked at him scornfully. “You deserve to be lonesome. Lonesome is too good for 

» you! Ti ch-tch-tch-tch-tch-tch! Passing a law like that, not letting people sing or dance 

| or make music. You ought to be ashamed of yourself!” 

; He looked awfully guilty. “I had to” he whimpered. 
; “You did not!” 

F He almost started to cry. “I did. A King has to do everything his sub- 

jects do, see, only better. Well, I can’t sing and I can’t dance, so there 

had to be a law. I had to!” 

So that was it: I just looked at him and said “Ahhhhh! You can so sing 

and dance. ANYBODY can! Oh! Not anybody who’s cranky and gloomy 

and grumpy!—They can’t!—But anybody who's happy and smiley and 

cheerful—they can. Go on, try it! Try being happy! Just for a minute’’ 

And he tried. He tried and tried and in a second, sure enough, a little 

smile started to grow on his face. I helped him. I sang— : 

“If you worry, if you worry, if you bother your head... 

It won't help you, it won't help you, it will hurt you instead! 

Grouchers, groaners, cranks and moaners, they’re so unfair... 

If you can’t be gay and merry, lock yourself in solitary! 



Though it hurts you, though it hurts you, be a pleasanter guy, 

You may even learn to like it, if you'd give it a try! 

You could laugh and sing and dance as gaily as an elf, 

But! Don’t expect to get much help if you don’t help yourself!” 

I looked at him. “Will you try?” 

“If you show me;’ he answered. 

“T'll show you.’ 

“TU try,’ he said. 

And he jumped down off his throne. I danced—just a few steps. And 

he danced—just a few steps. And he began to like it—anyone could see 

that! Oh, he stumbled once or twice, sure! But he picked himself up— 

the way people should when they fall—and went right on trying! 

And in a minute or two, he was really dancing. We danced up and 

down and across the throne room and the smile on his face grew broader 

and broader and broader. We danced our way through the painted palace 

and out into the painted town. And all the little people were so happy 

that they started to dance too. And nobody there was ever sad again. 
Which all goes to show that ANYONE can do almost eNy. THING 

if he keeps trying (and is gay and cheerful about it). 

And don’t forget—so can you! 



This story is an excerpt from "Anchors Aweigh? an M.G.M. picture which starred 

Frank Sinatra and Gene Kelly. George Sidney directed and Joseph Pasternak produced 

the picture. The story was written by Isobel Lennart in collaboration with Stanley Donan. 


