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(after 1st group therapy)


	 

	 McMURPHY. Say, friend, is this the way these leetle meetings 
usually go? Bunch of chickens at a peckin’ party?

	 HARDING. Pecking party? I haven’t the faintest notion what 
you’re talking about.

	 McMURPHY. Why, I’ll just explain it. The flock gets sight of a 
speck of blood on some chicken and they all go to peckin’ at it, see? 
Till there’s nothin’ left but blood and bones and feathers. But usually a 
couple of the flock gets spotted in the fracas, then it’s their turn.

	 HARDING. (Lacing her hands together, forcing herself to be 
casual.) A pecking party. That certainly is a pleasant analogy, my 
friend.

	 McMURPHY. That’s right, my friend. And that’s exactly what that 
meeting reminded me of.

	 HARDING. And that makes me the chicken with the spot of 
blood, eh, friend?

	 McMURPHY. That’s right, friend. And you want to know who 
pecks the first peck? It’s that ol’ nurse, that’s who.

	 HARDING. So it’s as simple as that. As stupidly simple as that. 
You’re on our ward six hours and have already simplified the work of 
Freud, Jung and Maxwell Jones and summed it up in one analogy; it’s 
a pecking party.

	 McMURPHY. I’m not talkin’ ‘bout Fred Yoong and whosis Jones, 
buddy, I’m talkin’ ‘bout that crummy meeting and what that nurse did 
to you.

	 HARDING. Did to me?

	 McMURPHY. In spades.

	 HARDING. Why, this is incredible! You completely disregard the 
fact that everything she did was for my benefit.

	 McMURPHY. Horse apples.

	 HARDING. I’m disappointed in you, my friend. I had judged you 
were more intelligent. But it’s evident I made a mistake.

	 McMURPHY. The hell with you, friend.




	 HARDING. Oh, yes, I also noticed your primitive brutality. 
Psychopath with definite sadistic tendencies, probably motivated by 
unreasoning egomania. And those talents certainly qualify you as a 
therapist, my friend. Oh, yes, they render you quite capable of 
criticizing Miss Ratched, although she’s a highly regarded psychiatric 
nurse with twenty years’ experience in the field. But you, no doubt, 
with your talent could work subconscious miracles, soothe the aching 
id and heal the wounded superego. Yo could probably cure the whole 
ward. Vegetables and all, in six months, ladies and gentlemen, or your 
money back!

	 McMURPHY. (Regards him levelly.) Are you tellin’ me that this 
crap that went on today is doing some kinda good?

	 HARDING. Why else would we subject ourselves to it? Miss 
Ratched may be a very strict lady, but she is not some kind of 
monster chicken, pecking our eyes out. Why, she’s like a mother, a 
tender mother —

	 McMURPHY. Don’t give me that tender mother crap. She’s a 
soul crusher from way back.

	 HARDING. (Her talk speeds up, her hands dance and flutter, a 
wild puppet doing a high-strung dance.) Why, see here, my friend, my 
psychopathic sidekick, Miss Ratched is a veritable angel of mercy 
and - why, everybody knows it. She’s unselfish as the wind, toiling 
thanklessly for the good of all, day after day, seven days a week. Why 
she has no life, no husband, nothing but her work, and everybody 
knows it. Do you think she enjoys being stern with us, asking those 
questions, probing our subconscious till it hurts? Oh, no, my 
egomaniac buddy, she is dedicated, she gives every bit of herself, 
she desires nothing more on earth than to see us walk out of here 
adjusted and capable once more of coping with life. So you’re wrong, 
I assure you. Our Miss Ratched is the kindest, sweetest, the most 
benevolent woman that I have…that I have…ever….(Stops. Begins to 
laugh. Then she is crying.) Oh, the bitch….the bitch…



