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Of course nothing like this could ever have happened during the 1930’s, in America.

Not even in New York.
So?
OPENING

SCENE 1:

INSIDE THE THEATER...The house lights are dimming. The CONDUCTOR enters to his applause. The Overture begins. The stage lights go up and the set is of two THEATERS separated by an ALLEY. THE MARQUEE for the Stage Right show says: 
“LOWER THAT HEM YOUNG LADY” and notices that read: “PROPER ENTERTAINMENT FOR THE WHOLE FAMILY” “GOD, UP CLOSE AND PERSONABLE” “BROADWAY, CLEAN AND PURE.” The MARQUEE on STAGE LEFT: proudly proclaims:
“PULL DOWN YOUR PANTS!” The notices say: “A Bawdy, Rowdy, Deliciously Vulgar, Naughty, Right Up Your Alley, Romp!”     As the Overture applause ends late comers file down the two side Aisles.
On the AUDIENCE LEFT AISLE are conservative, “wholesome”  people,  with a sprinkle of clergy,  carrying picket signs. Some of the signs read”  HOMOSEXUALS ARE SICK DOOMED FREAKS” “SODOM & GOMMORAH AREN’T GOOD THEATER” “GOD HATES SISSIES”  “STOP STRUTTIN’ YOUR SLUTTIN’”
On the AUDIENCE RIGHT AISLE are loud, gay and straight, out for a good time, party people.  Instead of sitting, both groups walk up onto the stage. While the curious “Pants” crowd watches, both amused and critical, the “Hem” group, brandishing their signs, begins perform the opening number, challenge and rebutted by the ”PANTS”  crowd.
SONG: “JUST AN OBSERVATION”
(The “HEM” crowd)
CAN YOU BELIEVE IT, THEY’RE BACK!

(The “PANTS” crowd)

CAN YOU BELIEVE IT, THEY’RE BACK!

(HEM ensemble)

THEY’RE GOING TO THAT SEX RIDDLED, IMPURE, BAWDY, SPECTACLE OH, NO! 
PANTS ENSEMBLE

THOSE BIBLE THUMPIN’-UNCONSTITUTIONAL-INVADERS SHOULD GO!
HEM

WE’RE NOT BEING CRITICAL, IT’S JUST AN OBSERVATION!
(PANTS)
Can you believe it they’re here!

(HEM)

CAN YOU BELIEVE IT, THEY’RE QUEER!
THEIR SHOW WILL GIVE YOU THE ICKIES AND CLAMMIES.
(PANTS)
THEIR SHOW IS JUST OUT TO BURST YOUR FUN BUBBLES
(HEM)
OUR SHOW COMPELS YOU TO PRAY IN YOUR JAMMIES
(PANTS)
OUR SHOW WILL GIVE YOU RELEASE FROM YOUR TROUBLES.
THEY’RE PURITANICAL, FANATIC STRICT RELIGIOUS HACKS
AND WE WOULD APPRECIATE IF YOU’D GET THEM OFF OUR BACKS.
(HEM)
WE’RE NOT CONDEMNING THEM OR WANT TO PUT THEM ON THE RACK 

BUT WE GUARANTEE YOU YOU’RE GONNA WANT YOUR MONEY BACK
(BOTH)
WE’RE NOT BEING CRITICAL, IT’S JUST AN OBSERVATION
DON’T THINK US ANALYTICAL, JUST MAKING CONVERSATION

{A conservative, middle aged man enters to the picketers cheers.}
PICKETER

(spoken)  Who’s that?

PICKETER #2
That’s the Producer, Mr. B. Saintly!
SAINTLY (SOLO sung)
OTHERS I COULD MENTION MAKE SIN TERRIBLY TEMPTIN’
CONSIDER MY PROPOSITION, COME SEE WHAT I’VE GOT
I KNOW OUR EFFORT IS HUMBLE PERFECTION 

GO SEE THEM AND ROT!
(con’t)

MY  WAY OF AMUSING IS WHOLESOME AND PURE

THAT OTHER SHOW COMES STRAIGHT FROM THE SEWER
NOT CONDEMNING, IT’S JUST AN OBSERVATION
(a  hand reaches up from a sewer  grate and grabs…)
(HEM)

WE KNOW THEY’RE A COMMIE TRANSMUTATION 

(…a woman’s ankle.) 
THAT’S WHY WE’RE GONNA SHUT THEM DOWN
(She screams and  frees herself)
(PANTS)

CAN YOU BELIEVE IT, THEY’RE BACK

(HEM)
CAN YOU BELIEVE IT, THEY’RE BACK!
(PANTS)

THEY’RE ACTING LIKE PIOUS, SELF RIGHTIOUS, FANATIC  CRUSADERS
OH NO!

(HEM)

WE’RE NOT COMDEMNING THEM EVFEN THOUGH THEIR SHOW IS

HOMO-ERECTLE DON’T GO!

(BOTH)

WE’RE NOT BEING CRITICAL,   IT’S JUST AN OBSERVATION

(HEM)
WE’LL CLOSE THIS DIRTY SHOW YET
(PANTS)
JESUS WOULD NOT TAKE THAT BET
OUR SHOW BREAKS ALL THE RULES OF THIS CULTURE
(HEM)
OUR SHOW WILL FILL YOU WITH BLISSFUL ELATION

(PANTS)
THEIR SHOW CIRCLES YOU, LIKE A CRANKY VULTURE
(HEM)

(solo)
THEIR SHOW IS  A SIN,  MUCH LIKE MASTA...OOPS 
(BRYAN& EMILY)
(An ingenue  and  a young man, Emily and Bryan, from HEM, duet)

WE’RE GONNA SHUT YOU DOWN

(DAVID & ARNOLD)

(Two young leading men from “PANTS” duet)

WON’T YOU JUST “COME OUT” AND PLAY?

(EMILY & BRYAN)

WE’RE THE WHOLESOMIST SHOW IN TOWN.

(DAVID & ARNOLD)

BUT OURS IS MUCH MORE GAY

(HEM)

WE’RE NOT INDICTING THEM, THAT’S NOT THE RIGHTEOUS, PIOUS  WAY

(PANTS)

YOU THINK IT’S BLACK AND WHITE.  HOW DRAB!  IT’S SHADES OF GRAY

(HEM)
HOMOSEXUALITY’S A FAD
(PANTS)

NOW YOU’RE GETTING US A TAD BIT MAD.

(HEM)

WE’RE NOT JUDGING,
(PANTS)

IT’S JUST AN OBSERVATION? (the “Pants” crowd starts heading for their theater). (A lavishly dressed man,  including his eyeglasses, walks by)
(HEM PICKETEER)

(Spoken)You there, are you homo-erotical, bi-sexual?

(LAVISHLY DRESSED MAN)
I’m an Asymmetrical,  Bi-spectacle.

(HEM SOLOS)
1: PURE AND WHOLESOME IS WHAT WE’RE PITCHIN’

2: COME SEE WHAT YOUR EVIL SOUL’S MISSIN’

3: WE EVEN HAVE SOME LIGHT HUGGIN’ AND KISSIN’

4: BUT YOUR SALVATION IS OUR ONLY MISSION

(Quartet): WHILE THEY’RE GUSHING WITH THE BLOOM OF EACH OVERWHELMING TRANSGRESSION  
(HEM)
EACH ONE OF YOU IS RUSHING TO YOUR DOOM LIKE A DOPEY LEMMING PROCESSION

NOT JUDGING IT’S JUST AND OBSERVATION

EDUCATION, AND LOVING CASTIGATION

(SAINTLY SOLO)

WHAT MUST WE DO, TO MAKE YOU SEE, CASTRATION?
DON’T THINK WE ARE  ABOUT POLARIZATION

WE’RE NOT BEING CRITICAL, IT’S JUST AND OBSERVATION

WE’RE NOT BEING CYNICAL, THINK ETERNAL DAMNATION

SAINTLY & ENSEMBLE:

YOU’RE GOING TO HELL!! (ala “good evening friends”)
(A tipsy couple, holding theater tickets, approaches a picketer. All spoken)
FEMALE PICKETER

Can I help you, depraved suffers?

FEMALE PATRON

(Showing tickets)Where’s this “Pull” thing?

PICKETER

Gee,  genuine oddball heathens! Sister, be a good girl. You don’t  want “Pull Down Your Pants,” You want “Lower That Hem,” here.

MALE PATRON

On the sidewalk?  Zowie!

FEMALE PATR0N
Sister, pants down, hem up! Try it.

(They all leave and enter their respective theaters. A 70-ish man is standing by a door up stage. A 40-ish man runs up out of breath)
4o-ish Man (Sam)
Sorry I’m late, Pops. I couldn’t get through. I felt like Peter the apostle, I betrayed this show three times.

POPS
Get inside… and Sam, you’re this shows stage manager, save that kinda talk for the misguided across the alley.  (They both enter the stage door)
SCENE 2: THE ALLEY. Heading for their own separate stage doors are four actors. Two for each show. One couple, Emily, a mid-twenties innocent and Bryan, gentle, sensitive, head for “Hem.” The other two are young leading men, David (more worldly) and Arnold, (less worldly) heading for “Pants.” The moment just  before they “accidentally” bump into each other...

BRYAN

...but all I’m asking is do you, you personally, pronounce it ZA Su Pitts or Zay Su Pitts?

EMILY

Why, ZA Su, of course.

BRYAN

That’s all I’m saying. Thank you! You’re the only one that understands me.(The four collide a little too gently) Oh, David, didn’t see you. Ignore them Emily or it will cost us our jobs.
EMILY

(could she by anymore perfect?) Oh, Bryan, we should be Christian and polite. Hi, you’re the one with the funny name, Arnold, isn’t it? Off to do that trash?

ARNOLD

(Young, gorgeous, genuine) Emily, Bryan, a lovely night to do something we all love, a hit show. and if my name doth offend… ya know…What’s in a name?
DAVID

(Handsome, with an edge) Careful, they could be catching. Hello, Bryan, still got ‘em fooled?

BRYAN

Who’s speaking? I’m so blind to the depraved.

(They launch into the “BREAK A LEG” SONG)

{tHIS SONg Is SPOKEn IN TEMPo  -patter- each couple in turn, duets &
solos}

“BREAK A LEG”
B&E
Oh you two, going to do that show from hell.

D&A
Yes it’s true. How about you. It’s going well?

B&E
Pretty good and we’re packing them in

D&A
Oh you are, and to think, without sin.

B&E
You sound surprised. How is yours doin’?

D&A
How’s my what? What’s that you’re spewin’
B&E
You must know that your show is full of raunch.

D&A
You must admit the fans love it. Are yours that staunch?

B&A
But it’s full of commies and illicit!
D&A
The  applause is so loud we can’t solicit.
Your Bible thumpers enjoying their elitists selves?

Are they happy little bigoted elves?
B&E

The theme of your show leaves a lot to be desired.

Bridge: (sung by all four in 2 and 4’s.)
(THE 4 OF THEM)

Careful, don’t get to close you might get fired

Someday I know that these will end

Same day I might consider being your friend

B&E
People like you never see the good

(End singing, back to patter)
D&A

People like me? He, I just wanted to say

“break a leg” like I should.

(end bridge)

B&E
You break one too, and when you do

anything else breakable

D&A
Your repartee won’t spoil my day

‘cause I’m unshakeable
B&E
Break a leg,  don’t whistle in the dressing room

D&A
Superstitious low show folks prancing to their doom 
We’re not hiding anything….How  ‘bout you?
EMILY

Almost “half hour” 
We have a show to do
B&E
Nice chatting or just my imagination?

D&A
Loved it, ‘twas like a tiny vacation

B&E
When your show dies 

Will you still be this funny

D&A

I hope you kept your day job 

Be-cause you’ll need the money

(This part is sung)

B&E

And, when yours closes, as they do

You’ll wind up in Vaud-e-ville
D&A
Thanks and we promise to visit you
In Burlesque or  a  Hooverville

(End singing and back to patter)
D&A
So break a leg, enjoy your run

At least we can be civil

B&E
I hope your show is a great big hit,

even though it’s drivel.

(ALL 4  OF THEM)
There’s something about your talent I’ve always

Admired

(Bridge SUNG)

Careful, don’t get to close you might get fired

Someday I know that these will end

Same day I might consider being your friend

People like you never see the good

(end singing, back to patter)
D&A

People like me? Hey, I just wanted to say

“break a leg” like I should.

EMILY

Thank you
DAVID

(To Bryan) You as well

B&E
Don’t come any closer or I’ll sue
ARNOLD

You’ll rue if you do, I’ll sue

ALL 4 OF THEM

(Sung)

Break a leg

Break a leg

Break a leg

Break a leg

(break a leg)

(Two couples drift up the ally into the shadows and check to see if anyone’s looking. The coast is clear.  Emily and Arnold kiss and Bryan and David kiss and all run off into their respective stage doors.

SCENE 3: Backstage at “PANTS” inside the stage door.  POPS, the stage door man, says hello to each actor as they sign in. The first to enter is The Producer Mr.  D. Develin. Burly, paunchy, loud, a ton of hair, a lot of it in his permanently arched eyebrows.

DEVELIN

Evening Pops, you still alive?

POPS

Ah, the nefarious D. Develin, Broadway’s most ruthless producer. How’s His Majesty
tonight?

DEVELIN

You die or retire, I get a kid to do this for half of what you’re makin’.
POPS

You sentimental old softy. I love you too. Let’s both die and I’ll meet you in hell.

DEVELIN

Hell? Hell, is across the alley acting holier than thou.

POPS

That’s easy enough.
DEVELIN

Please, die soon and take that bastard Saintly with you.

(He leaves. David and Arnold enter.)
ARNOLD

(Signing in) Evenin’ Pops, you gonna say it for luck?

POPS

What, break a leg?

ARNOLD

Say, don’t play coy with me.

POPS

Ok, Ok. “Act good, don’t embarrass me out there.”
ARNOLD

Thanks. (He leaves)
DAVID

(Signing in)Hey, what about me?

POPS

“You’re an animal and you don’t belong on a stage with real actors.”
DAVID

Thank you, dear man. You’re like my lucky fart.

(exits)
POPS

Don’t Red Apple me. (to himself)  Sometimes they seem almost human.
(He sings COME AND GO”)
For fifty years I’ve sat right here.

I’ve seen them (all) come and go.

They come from there and who knows where

Desperate to be in a show.

Some stay, some no

Some go berserk-that’s so

It’s sad but true

There are just a chosen few.

Trudging through die or do

and hoping for that big break

Their will is strong

But for how long

Who’s a genius, who’s a jerk

But they’re here of their own accord

Some thank, some curse, some blame the Lord.

Whether it’s talent, hard work or luck,

No matter how you cut it

They’re just doing what they love

Try’n to earn a buck

For fifty years I’ve sat right here.

I’ve seen them (all) come and go.

They come from there and who knows where

Desperate to be in a show.

Some stay, some, no

Some go berserk-that’s so

It’s sad but true

There are just a chosen few.

Funny thing though,

Through the cheers and tears

After all these years, 
I still give a fuck.

(He whistles quietly to himself) 
SCENE 4: AN APARTMENT HALLWAY SET IN THE “HEM “ SHOW Emily’s character being pick up at her door by Bryan’s character. She is dressed almost sexily.
EMILY

Hello, you’re later than we agreed.

.
BRYAN

Hubba hubba, you’re the cat’s meow!
EMILY

Oh, thank you. Like it? It isn’t too revealing is it? Too much ankle and calf showing? I don’t want to give a bad...

BRYAN

On the level sister, it’s not revealing enough for my money.

THE OTHER APARTMENT DOORS OPEN AND OUT SPILL THE HOUSEWIFE 
NEIGHBORS (Chorus, dancers and singers)SONG: “LOWER THAT DRESS YOUNG   LADY”) The song is solos, duets, trios, quartets and the ensemble)

Ensemble:

Where did you get the idea

That you could plunge down to where men can leer

Making them stare at your derriere

Lower that hem young lady!

Trio:
Under the sway of some passe’ flapper?

Or maybe a fast talking, two faced dapper?

That kind of fun is awfully shady

Ensemble:

Lower that hem young lady! (Bridge)
(Single line solos)
There are men out there keen for cradle robbin’
They just want to ride you like old Dobbin’
The good road may seem very tame
 But it never leads to the Devils shame

And Satan in you bonnet has place a Bee

But your thighs are God’s private property

Ensemble:

Lower that hem young lady!

Necking and petting in the back of a flivver

Walk home alone in the dark, cold and shiver

When your will is free

You’ll choose integrity

Lower that hem young lady!

So many poor, have it rough

How could you be seen almost in the buff

What would your mom say,

About you dressing that way

Lower that hem young lady!

(Bridge)

There are men out there keen for cradle robbin’
They just want to ride you like old Dobbin’
The good road may seem very tame

But it never leads to the Devils shame

And Satan in you bonnet has place a Bee

But your thighs are God’s private property

Lower that hem young lady!

Please heed the words we have said

And we believe you’d be better off dead

Then being in bed,

your heels over your head.

Lower that hem young lady!

(Single line solos)
Pious and saintly may sound boring

But it beats knowing you’ve gone a whoring

Don’t be like your naughty sister Sadie

(ensemble)

Lower that hem young lady!!!

SCENE 5: ALLEY. Both of the shows are over and as the last of both audiences are leaving Arnold  arrives, near the “HEM” stage door, with flowers.
ARNOLD

(To himself) Is everyone gone? (Strangers passing by) Maybe she hasn’t left yet.

If it takes forever I’ll just wait.  Hope no one sees us. Now why would I do
this? Sick in the head? Obsession? Am I in love?  Oh, brother, in love. Thoroughly enchanted,  tres inteime. Now she’s got me talking to myself. In French yet.  Significant? Significant! (As he sings, cast members from each show start poking their heads out of the Stage Door and then step into the alley dressed in Cuban Costumes, ie. Men in shirts with big fluffy sleeves and black broad brimmed hats, women in swirling skirts and mantillias. They are all wearing masks. The men and women pair up and are the dancers for this number. They’re all breaking the no-fraternization rules.
SONG: “JUST FRIENDS WILL NEVER DO”
(intro)

If we’re caught together it could spell doom

I’ll lose my job, take a furnished room

Can I take a chance that could end my career?

Commitments like this bring up all kinds of fear
One of those defining moments

Either I’m all in or I’m all out

Time to get myself off the fence

I’m about to wipe away all doubt

Is it real or just a dalliance?

I’m about to drop the other shoe
Does true love always feel this tense?

Just friends will never do

(bridge)
This is more than just a passing  sweet delight

Should I go with what I fear or finally do it right?

I’m about to commit to something so true

Just friend will never do

(end bridge)
Gee, she sure is taking her time

It give me pause, is she worth the wait
The I catch a glimpse, it’s sublime

And there’s no such thing as late

(Emily comes out the stage door and signs an autograph or two)
She’s a vision quite fantastic

Was that a wink, a come hither grin

Or undies with tight elastic

Can my heart and head both win?

(bridge 2)

Run from the fear and it’ll still be here

Embrace the fear and it can disappear

She’s pure gold, she’s a gift that’s so pure and new
Just friends will never do

Be composed, pretend not to see
Should I take it on the lam?

If I walk now then I will be free
Is that the man I am?

(alternate lyric) What kind of a man does she think I am?

My heart strings are in a knot
Am I good enough to play this part?
Our new life or a twist in plot?

Smart, or not, I’m, giving her my heart.

(bridge 1 repeated

This is more than just a passing sweet delight

I will let go of my fear and finally do it right

I’m about to commit to something so true

Just friends will never do.

I don’t want to seem too nervous

Am I the best fish she can land?

Am I really doing her a service 

My mind is bare feet on hot sand.
Bliss has got  a lot to offer

Feeling wonderful, walking on air

My true heart and I can’t differ

I’m done, she is my lady fair
Just friends will never do.

( As the dancers twirl and Rumba, Emily comes out and passes by. She pretends she doesn’t notice him. She walks in one direction, then reverses, turns, a quick smile while working her way through the Dancers and she’s gone.  He starts off in the other direction and doubles back after her… Dancing on air as he goes.)

SCENE 6: The ALLEY, continuous, SAINTLY steps out of the shadows and watches them go. (Two  men dressed as NYC cops approach).
SAINTLY

Okay, here’s the final payment. (Hands them an envelope)

How many demonstrators well be here for tomorrow’s matinee?

(pause) Officer O’Flynn? 
O”FLYINE
That’s O’ FLYINE . What’s this “matinee”?
MCENTEE
That’s the afternoon show…
O’FLYINE
I was asking him, McEntee. You’ll kindly desist, or it’s the pointy end of a potato you’ll be sittin’ on.  Around 20.
SAINTLY

Ah, yes, well. Can they be here by one and have a few dressed like clergy?

O’FLYINE
In  tha mornein? Cost extra.

SAINTLY/MCENTEE
After noon.

O’FLYINE
What’er yez,  Gallagher and Sheen? Ok, one.

SAINTLY

Thank you so much. The Lord will truly bless you.

(He exits into the “HEM” stage door)
MCENTEE
Gee, God’s blessin’ me. Two weeks in a row. Sahgent, what will I do with so many blessings?

O’FLYINE

(PAUSE) Too easy. (Grabs McEntee and drags him off)
SCENE 7: THE “PANTS” SHOW. The SET is the living room inside DAVID’S (in character) APARTMENT. There is a couch and a three sided standing screen. David welcomes Arnold’s character.
DAVID
Hello, welcome, so glad you could make it.

ARNOLD

So glad to be invited. Thank you. 
DAVID
 Drink?

ARNOLD

Yes. Please.  I have a belly full of butterflies.

DAVID

Nervous is cute but you don’t need it. What’ll it be?  
ARNOLD

Whatever  you’re having.

DAVID

(Goes in the other room. Speaking from there) Only take a sec. Make yourself comfy,

ARNOLD

Thanks, I feel relaxed around you (He wanders around looking at  pictures etc. He walks behind the screen and Bryan comes out the other side.)
DAVID

(Returning with the drinks)  Here you go.  See only took a sec….(But he sees BRYAN standing in the room instead of ARNOLD. David gasps and gapes.  “Bryan” walks back behind the screen re-appearing as Arnold, and takes the drink. They clink glasses as David composes himself) Cheers! Happy  to hear it.  Me too.  Now-a-days one can’t be too careful. You look ah, you know, normal, and so friendly. When I invited you here I didn’t take you for a pummeler. (he turns away and back again, quickly. It’s still Arnold)
ARNOLD
Not a chance You’re so gorgeous. I was just admiring your place. That Chinese screen has an oriental mystery about it. 
DAVID

I never realized how mysterious.  You say all the right things, Mr. Adonis. Drink up, it’ll make what I’m dying to ask you to do, easier.
ARNOLD

A starring role in a movie? I’d love to!

DAVID

And he’s charming, too. Are you inhibited?

ARNOLD
 Inhibited?

DAVID

Modest.

ARNOLD

I’m an actor. A little shy, maybe, but modest?
DAVID

Swell. Well, I, I...would you...?
ARNOLD

Would I what?

DAVID

DAVID SINGS: “PULL DOWN YOUR PANTS”
I like the way you look

You’re so gorgeous

Let me take you away from all of this

And move toward us.

If you set the bait

I took the hook

I can’t wait, just take a chance

And let me have a look

ARNOLD

(Spoken) At  what?

DAVID
 (SINGS)

(PULL DOWN YOUR PANTS) 

Pull down your pants, gotta see what’s under
I’ll pull off mine while I ogle your wonder

Let my gaze linger like the echo of thunder

I just wanna know, do you sculpture your pubes?

Kick up your heels and I’ll break out the oil

Brother I’m so glad that you’re not a goil

Let me checkout if you’ve met a moil

Oh my gosh oh golly let me cuddle your cubes

So pull down your pants, let me see it twice

Seeing it once, just won’t suffice

If there’s any swelling we won’t need ice

It’s about time we had some gin

I’ll wear something to bed sexy and gaudy

This is our secret so naughty naughty

If we’re furtive we won’t get caughty

I can’t wait to be in like Flynn

So, pull down your pants and I’ll drop mine too

Let’s share a little vicely  bill and coo

I do crave to kiss your sweet Baa Boo

Come and show me yours and honey I’ll show you mine

Let’s compare notes, is it little or large?

Will it fit in a dingy or do we need a barge?

I’d like to park inside your garage

It’s all one big synchronistic valentine

There is need to get those pants off

I’m hungry to feed at your trough

And I swear, cross my heart, that I won’t laugh

And you won’t have to turn your head and cough

It doesn’t matter if it’s without girth

I like you for all that’s worth

I’ve planned an evening of lascivious mirth

I can hardly wait for you to show me your hose.

So pull down you pants and I know that I won’t mind

I suspect that we will like what we both find

Have you surmised that we’re two of a kind

Like to spank you rump until it’s red as a rose.
So

Please pull down your pants. Let’s see what you’re packin’
I’ve got to know, my poor brain’s a rackin’
Mind if I bend over and just sorta’ back in?

Please oh please oh please oh please, please pull down you pants

I feel insane, I’m so out of control

I hate reprising the horny, drooling troll

I’m not joking, or trying to be droll

So for heaven and for God’s sakes pull down your pants

Don’t wait for me to say when

This is how, from the start, it should have been.
ARNOLD AND DAVID
 SING:

Say, what was your name again? Pull down your pants!

ARNOLD

(spoken) Oh, sure, I’m not busy.

(They both laugh and drop their pants around their ankles and begin to make out as the lights dim)

SCENE 8: BACKSTAGE AT THE “HEM” SHOW.  MR. SAINTLY IS ADDRESSING THE CAST.  OVER IN THE CORNER IS A WALTER WINCHELL TYPE NEWSMAN.
SAINTLY

Dear friends, first, God has asked me to thank you for all your hard work, dedication and using the talent He has loaned to you. You are who made this show a hit. Those Godless socialist/fascist/commie heathens across the alley are living on borrowed time. And I remind you, again, anyone, and I mean everyone, caught with anyone having any thing to do with that cess pool of sin across the alley is fired immediately!!! (To Winchell) Put that in your paper!

EMILY

Mr. Saintly, your courage and leadership...I don’t know how to thank you. I’m sure we all agree, you are God’s tool for good. (Group polite applause)
BRYAN

Yes, we all appreciate a good tool!

(Group kind of cheers.  Winchell takes notes)
SAINTLY

Thank you. I caution you to be vigilant against temptation. What did you mean by that?

BRYAN

I, er...well...like in the prayer of Saint Francis of Assisi...You remember...”Lord make me an instrument, or tool, of thy peace. Where there is hatred let me sow love… etcetera.   
SAINTLY

What? Oh, oh er…yes! That’s what I thought you meant. Are you the only one that understands me? Thank you. The Devil is devious and cunning. But we have God on our side. When the going gets tough, give us God, every time!

SONG: “GIVE US GOD” (Saintly solo)
Give us God, give us God when we’re caught out in the rain

Give us God, give us God when we have lots to explain

Give us God, cause my life is so mundane

Give us God, when we’re on sinful terrain

While we’re putting out the trash

When we get a creepy rash

Give us God Give us God Give us God

Give us God when we’re stood up or rejected

Or when we’re just not selected

True I can be a little strange

And sometimes I do stray off the range

With your help I know that I can change

Give us God give us God give us God

Give us God give us God ‘cause I need a little boost Give us God give us God. You’re the boss, you rule the roost.

Give us God no matter where I might be

Give us God I’m at home when you’re with me.

He’s the honey in the bee

And he comes without a fee
WOMAN
(An aside from a woman in the back) Can’t say the same for me.

SAINTLY WITH CHORUS RESPONSES

Give us God give us God. Hope He doesn’t throw a fit

Give us God give us God, I really didn’t mean it

Give us God, I know I got it comin’
Give us God, He sets my soul a hummin’
I really need forgivin’
I’ll change my way of livin’
Give us God, Give us God, Give us God!

SCENE 9: THE ALLEY DURING INTERMISSION (Emily & Arnold coming out their stage doors.

EMILY

Hi, Arnold, I only have a few minutes but I had to see you. We can’t be seen together.It’s too dangerous. I could get fired.
ARNOLD
Yeah,  for me too. But I’d risk anything to be near you. I used to hate my name until I heard you say it. (One of those, I hope no one is looking, furtive hugs) (She laughs)  The  world feels so right when we’re together.

EMILY

Is that a song cue in your show?

ARNOLD

Well, when one in love the whole world is a Musical.
EMILY

So, Arn, Arnie..gee, I guess I’m not that crazy about the name…. ok,  Mr. Musical, is their a song about me?
ARNOLD

That’s almost too easy.

(He sings: A SONG ABOUT YOU

A song about you doesn’t need a chorus

A song about you doesn’t need a verse

A song about you doesn’t need anything

It just has to say, I love you

A song about you doesn’t need a tempo

A song about you doesn’t need a beat

Just say the word and I’m ready to go

You really swept me off my feet

You’re a melodic treat

You’re on my mind when I sing in the shower

Your face floods my thoughts on my way to work

I could hug you for more than an hour

A song about you makes parts of me perk

A song about you doesn’t need a metaphor

A song about you doesn’t have to rhyme

A song about you already knows what it’s for

It just has to say—I love you-all of the time

Your on my mind when I sing in the shower

Your  face floods my thought on my way to work

I could hug you for more than an hour 

A song about you makes parts of me perk

A song about you doesn’t need a chorus

A song about you doesn’t have to rhyme

A song about you doesn’t need anything

It just has to say I love You

all the time-I love you all the time-

I love you all the- I love you

(They kiss and hurry back to their theaters.)

SCENE 10: THE ALLEY (David and Bryan enter as the other two leave)
BRYAN

I was dying to see you, even if it’s only for a kiss.  (A quick kiss) But I gotta admit, though, the stress of being caught is giving me ulcers.
DAVID

Relax, my boss is also stricter than a Nun. We’ll be okay. Maybe another kiss ‘ll cure my Princess of high drama. (They kiss) Better now?
BRYAN

Are you the only one that understands me?  A moment of heaven...as long as no one was looking. I’m sorry, drama is imprinted in me. Kiss, kiss? (A brief kiss)
DAVID

When you think about it, a kiss is a funny kind of thing.

SONG: “A FUNNY THING ABOUT A KISS” (duet)

It’s funny thing about a kiss

Do it once, you gotta do it again

It’s funny thing about a kiss

Do it once, you gotta do it again

Dogs touch noses, mice squeak

Europeans do it on each cheek

Cats purr when they’re hot

Chick-a-dees do who knows what

High Schoolers do it a lot I’m told

Stole one or two when I felt bold

Just four lips bumping together

Moist or light as a feather

Yes it’s funny how kissing works

You kiss like Turks, even kiss some jerks

Starts as a simple thing, a casual fling

Next thing you know you’re wearing a ring.

Try it once and you will see

It means the same to you and me

Once you get started it’s hard to stop

Just pucker up, it’s hard to top!

It’s funny thing about a kiss

Do it once, you gotta do it again

It’s funny thing about a kiss

Do it once, you gotta do it again

Gary Cooper does it with a “yup”
Mae West wants it when you come up

Even Pan Handlers who beg for a dime

Would rather kiss any ol’ time

So I guess we’d better start smoochin’
Be prepared for some coochy coochin’
We’ll be at it quite a while, gee

Like Humpty Dumpty falling is our destiny

Funny thing about a kiss

Do it once you gotta do it ovah and ovah

So I’ll kiss you and you kiss me

It might take a life time to fill our quota

Try it once and you will see

It means the same to you and me

Once you get started it’s hard to stop

Just pucker up, it’s hard to top!

It’s funny thing about a kiss

Do it once, you gotta do it again

It’s funny thing about a kiss

Do it once, you gotta do it again

(They kiss once more and run into their theaters)

SCENE 11: ON STAGE IN THE “HEM “ SHOW. Emily addressing passers by on a street corner backed up by a Salvation Army-type group of UNIFORMED WOMEN.
EMILY

Hi friend, would you like to be saved?! If you could talk to God how much would you pay? A bargain at twice the price you’re thinking of right now. Stick it in my tambourine! Madam, want to learn how to turn your unfortunate life around? Stick  it in  my tambourine. (Bryan, in character, walks by.)

Hello my military pulchritudinous one, what ar’ya sellin’?  

EMILY

Well, well, Mr. hubba hubba. I’m saving souls, collecting money, doing God’s work
.

BRYAN

Why? Is He busy? Is He broke? What a Depression! What’s the money for?

EMILY & THE CHORUS

To help educate the people to the devil’s danger!  The homosexual invasion! It’s like
a plaque!  Give freely, in the end you’re only helping yourself!

BRYAN

I’m a little vague on the “helping myself in the end,” part.
EMILY AND THE CHORUS

SONG: “GIVE FREELY”
Feel alone and lost at sea?

Have plenty but still you’re so unhappy?

Stop being a social pariah

Your home is waiting someplace higher

Give freely, give freely. give freely. 
Be honest, my child, you’re ruled by greed

Your path to truth, lust and money doth impede

When you give freely, if you should squander your seed

Stick to this creed, just follow His lead, and you’ll succeed

Give freely, give freely. give freely.

His eye is on the robin

Never on the breast

So, you can stop you’re sobbin’
He never takes a rest

He likes it when you’re meek

But He doesn’t like a sissy

Can’t stand it when you week

Or when you’re acting hissy

Give freely-give freely

He’s always there for me and you

Give freely-give freely

In the end you’re only helpin’ yourself

Give freely-give freely

His love is deep and ever true

Give freely-give freely

Even though He use to be a Jew

Give freely, give freely, give freely

You don’t have too much time

So don’t you dare delay

Your life’s a pointless crime

Either way, you’re gonna pay

Don’t play the sinner’s card

He can tell if you’re a fraud

See the good side of the Lord

Give more than you can afford

Give freely, give freely, give freely!

SCENE 12: BACKSTAGE AT “PANTS.” D. Develin talking to the same WALTER WINCHELL type newsman.

DEVELIN
I’m telling you, these holier than thou fanatics next door are out for blood! We still have the

right to free speech! They spit on the Constitution and say God told them it’s ok. Fa’ cryin’ out loud, Ziegfeld has always had half naked girls in his shows and nobody pickets him!  In the whole show, not one tit!  What, am I a criminal for giving the people that want it, what they want? Ask them! Go ahead and ask them!  Forget it, I’ll ask them. (He turns to the audience, breaking the fourth wall) Ok, who’s with me on this?  (audience reaction) Thank you. Who thinks I’m wrong? (audience reaction) Morons!

SONG: “WHAT THEY WANT”
I’ve worked my ass off for three decades

Just to taste a piece of the pie

Then I get a hit,

Surprised? Not a bit

And here’s the reason why

I’m givin’em what they want

Got the right script

Paid a bundle for it

Got the best director

And a cast that ain’t shit

Costumes and sets

I’ve covered all the bets

People flock to see it

No refunds, or regrets

Cute boy singers, dancers, prancers  and vixens

Putting it on the line, getting their licks in

What’s better than all this glitter that I’ve got

It is red, white so blue and it’s rather hot

Why?

Here’s what they get.

I’m giving them what they want

Peaking at what they fear

Something that makes them smile

Something to bring a tear

There’re laughs and titillations

Thoughtful prose and rhymes

In outlandish situations

Giving them what they want

In these troubling times

Diversion they get

From their worry and fret

Gee, a spot to be safe-

No guilt, get hard, get wet.

It’s laisez faire

What the market will bear

You can’t ignore what they seek

Au contraire mon frere

Entrepreneurship’s the American way

And there is one more thing I should say

They can’t smother free enterprise

Filling those people’s heads with lies

They can’t tell me what happiness to pursue

Because they believe they’re the chosen few

If you take it from an historical point of view

Tossed off their pike, they’ll take a hike,

And twenty three scadoo

People like what I’ve got

And them that don’t, so what?

Come here to see our hot show if you like

If not,

Go watch them prayin’
Live and let live is all I’m sayin’
Get off my back, self righteous hack,

I’m the one that’s payin’
Who the hell died, when did God put you in charge?

You are no better than Madam LaFarge

Spewing your hate, prejudice at every turn

There’s another point of view you could learn

They can’t tell me what happiness to pursue

Because they believe they’re the chosen few

If you take it from an historical point of view

Tossed off their pike, they’ll take a hike,

And twenty three scadoo

I’m giving them what they want

(The song ends and as people start to leave THE TWO COPS enter

and approach  Develin.)
DEVELIN

Oh, two of New York’s finest. (the cast and crew stop and listen) What did you find out?

O’FLYINE

Well, believe it or not, Saintly is paying people to picket you.

McENTEE
They ain’t dedicated, they’re being paid.

DEVELIN

Paid?!!! That dirty lying son of a bitch!  He’s as crooked as they come. (addresses everyone) Listen people. He’s a rotten heel! Holy, my ass!  I catch any of you even talking to anyone from across the alley, you’re fired on the spot! (He turns to the WALTER WINCHELL type) Put that in your paper!  This is war.
SCENE 13: THE ALLEY. Arnold, Emily, David, Bryan. David and Arnold get there in time to see Bryan and Emily starting to hurry off.
EMILY

(To Bryan as they try to leave,) There they are, be strong.

BRYAN

Strong, I feel like I’m going to throw up, my knees are water.
ARNOLD

Hi, hey, where’re you...

DAVID

...running off to?

EMILY

Can’t stop to talk...

BRYAN

...can’t be seen with you,

ARNOLD

I called you last night after the show...

DAVID

...but you weren’t home.

EMILY

I was home, I didn’t answer.
.

BRYAN

...I’m safer being alone.
ARNOLD

Alone?  But we’re a couple. I thought we’d go...
DAVID

…..midnight dining and danc…..

EMILY

Impossible. This may seem harsh, but, but, see, well...we have to end this thing.

BRYAN

I can’t take the pressure anymore...and I can’t risk losing a steady supply of dough. Getting fired from a Broadway show just isn’t gonna happen! 
EMILY
This hurts like hell, I’m falling apart. But I don’t see any other way. Please understand. Maybe when the show closes…
ARNOLD AND DAVID

(a confusion of lines blurted out)

What? End it? Why? What did I do? What the hell is happening? Have you asked your heart? Level with me, are you crazy? Is this a bit, a gag, what?  I love you!  (in unison:)Remember?
EMILY & BRYAN

It was too hot not to cool down.

ARNOLD
Too hot? There’s no such thing!

DAVID

Are you serious?

BRYAN

It was just one of those crazy  things. A bell that now and then rings. (pause, to summon up even more drama)  Please don’t crack up, I couldn’t take it. I’ll break inside.

ARNOLD

What? ....He’s  breaking  inside?  What d’ya think I’m….? Wait I thought we were,,, we’re serious, we’re keeping company!  
EMILY

The “company” just went belly up. I can’t go on like this. I can’t sleep. I can’t eat, I can’t concentrate on stage.
DAVID
Can we all get a grip here. What’s really wrong? Tell me, without the drama.

BRYAN

Yes, I’m afraid we’re all done. Goodbye dear and amen . Hopin’ we meet now and then.
DAVID

You can’t concentrate?  I fantasize about you on stage. But I love knowing I’m in love.
ARNOLD
Emily, I don’t get it.  I’ve fallen in love with you. We’re an item. 
EMILY

You don’t get it? My boss will fire me and anybody in our show if we’re even

seen talking to you.  Keeping company is absolutely suicide!  I can’t, I can’t…

(Bryan and Emily scurry off)
ARNOLD

What just happened here? Did we get the air?

DAVID

We got the axe.  Their subtext is fairly obvious.  It’s called paranoia.
ARNOLD

But I love her.  She can call me Arni, or Arn, or Naldo...

DAVID

I haven’t felt this bad since High School when my Dad watched those boys beat me senseless.

ARNOLD

I was willing to take the risk of being caught.  Develin’s a bastard too, but that 

wouldn’t stop me.  The hardest part is tomorrow, coming here to do the show.  
DAVID

Right, put on our Pagliacci faces.(They separate David up stage, Arnold down stage,  to be alone, and sing individual solos)

SONG: “SO WELL, WE FELL”
When we met it was like finding a rare book

You spoke an in went the hook

I remember trying to cautiously aloof

But rational thought escaped me

And hid somewhere up on the roof

I was and wasn’t ready for romance

I was hoping but not really looking for the one

Then when I least expected it the dance

Began, I took a chance. Damnit I was cooked and done

Yes I felt a little rushed with my new treasure

Out of control we both enjoyed the ride

Because there was such bold and naive pleasure

I didn’t look and leaped past  any warning I felt in side

So, well, we fell and falling never came easy to me (Repeat)
(BRYAN AND EMILY ENTER FROM OPPOSITE  SIDES OF THE STAGE.  THE FOUR 

PRICIPLES ARE ALONE IN SEPARATE FOLLOW SPOTS) 
We got along so very well

It blossomed all too suddenly, you’re clever

charming and your cute

I was a thoughtless empty shell

You brought so many things to me. I absconded

with the loot

Your love reveal feelings that I once had to hide

Now I don’t feel special without you

Tell me what do I do after these tears have dried

To heal this empty heart I would have to share your point of view

So, well, we fell So, well, And falling never came easy to me (repeat)
Now who’ll surprise me with those impetuous hugs?

Know how to handle my moods, interpret my shrugs?

Who’ll see your eyes when they sparkle?

And comfort you or make you squeal?

Just how long does it take to heal?

(chorus/refrain) 
So, well, we fell And falling never came easy to me (repeat)

To heal this empty heart  I would have to share your point of view.

(spoken) And I don’t.  
(Each turns and walks off in a different direction)

(CURTAIN)
END ACT 1
ACT 2:

SCENE 1: ON STAGE IN “PANTS.” ARNOLD, DAVID AND THE CHORUS

SETTING: A SOUTH SEA ISLAND, MILITARY CAMP.

All are dressed as soldiers and David is the toughest Drill Sergeant ever.

DAVID

Attention...you low life, miserable, sissy fa la laa’s!    I am your new God, mother, father and nightmare!

ARNOLD

(to a fellow soldier)   Sissy  fa la laa?   Terrifying.
DAVID

I want this area policed! Pick up everything that isn’t nailed down. I only want to see asses and elbows, asses and elbows!

ARNOLD

(to a fellow soldier) What’s he do with the elbows?

DAVID

Stay on guard, men, for any enemy. You never know who’ll attack or when. (He exits)

ARNOLD

Grease up,  ladies, he’s poised to pounce.

SONG: “COULD YOU DIE” (Arnold and chorus)

We’re the odd boys of the army-big cheer

We’re on guard, so don’t breathe a word

You see we’re not all alone here

We have many loins to gird.

COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE

The het-ros write home to their sweethearts

They get lots of mail in return

We write in code to our Bruce and Barts

Our mail’s censored or burned.

COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE

(bridge:)

We end up peeling the same potatoes

We’re facing the same unsightly foes

We go and fight out in the same terrain

We come back dead, messy and or in pain

Could you die

We defend the same Uncle Sam

Is this a to die outfit?

We’d like to take it on the lamb

Cause sex is just me and my mitt

COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE

The sergeant makes paper roses

The heat’s causing genital sweat

The cook strikes feminine poses

Just how crowded could this closet get?

COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE

(bridge:)

We end up peeling the same potatoes

We’re facing the same unsightly foes

We go and fight out in the same terrain

We come back dead, messy and or in pain

Could you die

(TAP DANCE TO RAP. no melody just rhythm)

(solo) The Army said it would make a man of me

(solo) Or for me, I forget

(solo) I’m willing to die for Uncle Sammy

(ALL) And I still haven’t touched one yet

(SPOKEN solo) This is rifle (re: rifle) this is my gun (grab penis)

(SPOKEN all) One is for shooting one is for fun
(SUNG)

We’re supposed to be all for one

They can’t really keep us apart

Brothers in arms we’re told to shun

Doesn’t it sort of break your heart?

COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE COULD YOU DIE

I COULD!

ACT 2, SCENE 2: BACK STAGE AT “PANTS”. One actor runs in, out of breath.
ACTOR
Sorry Pops. The Bible beaters are blocking the door.

POPS

Can’t you do your wick dippin’ after the show? You missed the opening. He’s gonna fine you for that.
ACT 2 SCENE 3: BACKSTAGE AT “HEM” (EMILY & STAGE MANAGER aka RALPH) 
EMILY

I can’t go out with you, Ralph, you’re married. This is a Christian show.
RALPH
Say, you wouldn’t already be intimate with some one you aughtn’t be intimate with, are you?

EMILY

I’m sure I don’t know what you mean. I’m a good girl, see.

RALPH
Ok, Baby  Face, and you do have the cutest little Baby Face, how about dinner, see? Forget the sex, for now, see.
EMILY

Trying to woo me with a ten year old song. (Raising her voice) What was that? Forget the sex, for now? (The hubbub from “HEM” cast and crew stops dead) You forget the s-e-x, you’re the one that’s married, see. (The cast and crew all laugh. Saintly walks over and takes the Stage manager aside. As he is led away he barks out over his shoulder...)
RALPH
Places, please,   for the  “Let Tolerance Be My Guide”, number
SAINTLY

(Turns back and addresses the assembled) This is a perfect example of the vile, evil

atmosphere created by those loathsome villains next door.  This man is not to be reviled but to be pitied, prayed for, helped and then dismissed, maybe, so the infection doesn’t spread.
EMILY

(Moving to the wings speaks to BRYAN) Hear from him yet?

BRYAN

Furthest  thing from my mind. You? Any  word?

EMILY

I don’t even answer my phone. That ship has sailed.  This is how I say “I don’t care.” in public. I’ll never meet anyone like him again.

BRYAN

You? You’re young, gorgeous, talented and so damn nice. My rose has a lot less bloom on it.

(Music Cue:)

EMILY
That’s us. Break a leg.  (Bryan pinches her )Ow!
BRYAN

Thanks. “Ow,” is right. From now on it’s “merde!” ...any way you look at it.

(Music cue. Lights fade and come up on...)

ACT 2 SCENE 4: ON STAGE AT “HEM.” BRYAN ON A PARK BENCH- AND ALSO- IN THE ALLEY. ARNOLD enters and sits on a trash can.

SONG: I’M BETTER AS WE” (split stage duet)

She fills up more than half my life

Something close to a perfect mate

Her sadness cuts through me like a knife

This love is blatantly innate

Now what I feels flows from me easily

I was so blind, but now I plainly see

What else is real is that she’s part of me

I’m fine as I, but I’m better as we

Now I can see what love has done for me

This was my long awaited epiphany

When I am loving her I’m truly free

I’m fine as I but I’m better as we

(bridge:)

I’ve never looked at love this way

Often my ego had a lot to say

I always seemed to kiss and run away

Now I intend to change the part I play

It’s strange how love hit me gradually

Loving is common sense logically

In my heart I’ve been persuaded now

We, is magic, I’m just learning how.

Now what I feels flows from me easily

I was so blind, but now I plainly see

What else is real is that she’s part of me

I’m fine as I, but I’m better as we

Now I can see what love has done for me

This was my long awaited epiphany

When I am loving her I’m truly free

I’m fine as I but I’m better as we

I wish I was a better man

Better for her in every way

I’ve never looked at love this way

Often my ego had a lot to say

I always seemed to kiss and run away

Now I intend to change the part I play

It’s strange how love hit me gradually

Loving is common sense logically

In my heart I’ve been persuaded now

We, is magic, I’m just learning how.
I’m safer as we

I’m stronger as we

I’m happier as we

I’m fine as I but better as we
ACT 2 SCENE 5: BACK STAGE AT “PANTS.”  POPS & TELEGRAM BOY.

BOY

Telegram!

POPS

Who for?
BOY

A, Mr. B. Saintly. Is he kidding with that name?

(Develin materializes)
DEVELIN

That’s me, I’ll take it. (tosses  him a coin tip)
BOY

This’ll put a dent in the depression, thanks. (he leaves)
POPS

You? What’s the big idea?

DEVELIN

Clam up, mind your business! (a few others gather)
DAVID

(Dressed as a Harem girl) You’re reading someone else’s...?

DEVELIN

You like working steady? I want to see what that bastard is up to. (he reads) “Saintly, doing our best to shut them down. Stop. Need final payment to pay picketers now. Stop. Signed, The Picket commission. Stop” That heel, that son of a bitch! He still hiring picketers.  It’s like the Inquisition!
ARNOLD

(Dressed as a Sheik) True, but reading someone else’s...

DEVELIN

Idiot! I’ll do what ever it takes to keep this show running, oh, and yeah, your jobs safe! Where’s my thanks? Go do the Arab number. (He storms out)

ACT 2: SCENE 6: ON STAGE AT”PANTS” ARABIAN NIGHTS. DESERT, TENTS, ARABIAN FIGHTING MEN, GUYS IN HAREM DRAG. In the center of a semi-circle in front, lounging on rugs, is a DANCING “GIRL” finishing a Hollywood version of a steamy, sensuous harem dance. When it is over, DAVID, dressed as a white woman, is dragged on and thrown at the feet of ARNOLD, dressed like Rudolph Valentino in “The Sheik.”
DAVID

Easy, not so brusque! Well, a little brusque is ok. Nice wasteland you’ve got here. Why did you abandon me?

ARNOLD

I, The great Achmed The Poignant, Son of Ali Barbasol of The Close Shave, grandson of Boo Hoo The Cranky, Nail File of Allah and horder of Cashews, owes an explanation to no one.

DAVID

Trying to hide your shyness, how adorable. “Achmed” (guterally spitting out the name) your name makes me wet. (wipes face) Say, what do I have to do to prove I’m on the square? Besides teaching you about oral hygiene.

ARNOLD

You must prove yourself beyond a shadow of a doubt. This being a desert, my shadow’s

the only one that counts.  

DAVID

Prove myself in a shadow? What? Say, I’m gorgeous, witty, sexy, I traveled steerage, a moderate tipper, this vail cost a bundle. Is that enough?

SONG: “IS THAT ENOUGH?”
The moon that shines over dear old Araby

Has lit a path through the forbidding

burning desert of my love for thee

I followed it’s mystic glow step by torturous step To worship at the feet of your heart, longingly my Sheik. Oy vat a schlep.

Is that enough?

This look on my face is not a lascivious leer

It’s more like the gaze of a love sick deer

caught in your handsome haughty sneer

I’m yours to batter like your personal ping pong ball Let me hang in your closet like whites you’d never wear in winter or fall.

Is that enough?

(bridge:)

Just let me stand in your corner and adore you from up close

Love’s a yearning white hot fever and you’re the prescribed dose

Clue me in, give me a sign

Or I can just continue to whine

If that’s not more than enough to prove my love for you is true

I’ll break my feelings in pieces and put they inside you shoe

Is that enough?

You could serve me to guests like a piece of halvah

Let me brush the hem of your garment as I dance for

my ruling pashah

Let me wash and anoint and kiss your manly feet

I’d want for nothing, ask for nothing, with you my

life is complete

Is that enough?

(bridge:)

Just let me stand in your corner and adore you from up close

Love’s a yearning white hot fever and you’re the prescribed dose

Clue me in, give me a sign

Or I can just continue to whine

If that’s not more than enough to prove my love for you is true

I’ll break my feeling is pieces and put them inside your shoe

Is that enough?

So? I ain’t got all day

(He sweeps “her“ up and they and the Harem “girls,” Eunuchs, et al take up this song and dance. As it concludes and he’s taking her, stumbling into his tent…)
DAVID
Jeez, take it easy, will ya? What do you have to do get laid around here. Oh, dear, look at this tent.  Are you set on this decor? We could use a few small changes here and there. You do have flush toilets, right? Carpets on  the wall?  Paaleazze.
ACT 2 SCENE 7: THE ALLEY BRYAN, EMILY, leaving the theater via the Stagedoor.
EMILY

...but you can’t compare Garbo with the Gish sisters. Just like you can’t compare Paul Muni to Doug Fairbanks.

BRYAN

Thank you. You’re the only one that understands me. (pause) Have you seen him lately?

EMILY

Him?  Who? Oh, no…no.
BRYAN

Just wondering how it is or is isn’t.

EMILY

It isn’t. Say, you’re not still smarting from the shock, are you?

BRYAN

I’m not smart enough to smart. I was actually thinking of calling him. Forget it. I’m in a hit show, only three people know the truth about me. Love ‘em and leave’em, it’s all quiet on the eastern front. And you?

EMILY

Yes, just one of those things. Over and gone.  I love what I do, I

love what I am and I love Arn...  well, it doesn’t hurt as much as it...

BRYAN

So, we’re better off, right?

SONG; “HOW ARE WE BETTER OFF THIS WAY?”
How can this be any good?

We were silly and goofy and altogether nuts

Just to hear him say “Oh I’m fine and how about you?”
How are we better off this way?

I can’t concentrate on the paper in the morning

People ask about him, what do I say?

I go by his place-wonder what he’s up to

Does he ever pass by mine, If he does...

How are we better off this way?

That buoyant energy I use to feel in the street

Has turn to hurry, hurry, rush to meet

Some casual friends politely ask for the news

Please tell me, how do you explain the Blues?

How are we better off this way?

I felt cozy and warn with us going on and on

And to think I’m the reason he’s gone

But now I woke up from this reverie

When you need a rescue, where’s the cavalry?

How are we better off this way?

Do either of us look as good in this shade of blue?

This loneliness is a cold pot of stew

Let me ask, if I may

How are we better off this way?

ACT 2: SCENE 8; ALLEY. As Bryan and Emily they turn to leave a seedy, scruffy, bearded, APPLE VENDOR emerges from the shadows.
APPLE VENDOR

That’s what you think, jitterbug, you can make that four people who know what you are, see!
EMILY

Looks like the face on the bar room floor, just stood up. Wha...what the hell do you want?

BRYAN

Oh, dear, oh, God! Oh...who are you?

APPLE VENDOR

Your boss know you use that kind of language? Just an out of work Joe trying to feed his family.  That takes a lot of dough ray me.
EMILY

More like the bottom of a heel scraping.

BRYAN

My life is ruined. I’m dead. I’ll have to...oh no, I’ll have to become a Priest or a librarian or a cowboy.

EMILY

Just how many apples do we need to buy to shut you up?

BRYAN

Oh God. I’m dead, broke and alone. Career washed up.

EMILY

Relax, Broadway couldn’t exist without fancy men. So, apple man, how much?

A.V.

 Twenty bucks worth of these apples every time I show up, see, or I tell your boss what you really are and what you’re up to, see. For now, what you got.

BRYAN

Oh, heavens, give him anything. (Pulls money from his pocket and thrust it at him) Take it! Em, give him the money!  Crimeinies,  I can’t afford this.  Do I look like Ramon Navarro to you? Our cheap boss doesn’t pay us…..
  
EMILY

(Handing him money from her purse) Here, keep your apples. You look familiar, who put you up to this?

A.V.

Me? Nobody. Haven’t worked in months. Reduced to selling apples or anything else that brings in the lettuce.
SONG: “SELLIN’ APPLES”
How I got here?

The story’s old and common as the rain

Where I’m goin’? who can say.

Got a family to support

Got dignity to maintain

For now all I’m doin’ is sellin’ apples

How do I begin to take a stand?

Will my wife have food to cook?

When I come down from here, here do I land?

I’m livin’ now, by hook or crook

For now all I’m doin’ is sellin’ apples

Is there a hope to make a better life?

Will my kids even stand a chance?

Can I pave a better way for them

Doin’ the apple sellin’ dance?

(The A.V. does a soft shoe dance counting

and playing with the money)

(bridge:)

I’ve asked my senior partner up there

To intervene on my behalf

I feel like I’m at it all alone

And my faith is beginning to chaff

Sellin’ apples is making me weary to the bone

(end bridge)

Fork it over and I’ll leave you alone

Don’t and I’ll end you career

Cooperate and live more happily

Welcome to my world

Welcome to my world

Welcome to my world of fear

BRYAN

(Handing what money he has left) Here, here’s all I have on me. Take it! (Constantly looking over his shoulder)  Where the hell are Saintly’s cops?
EMILY

Never try to reason with the desperate. That includes me. I see your face again you’re going to need crutches. Prohibition is over and I know a few disgruntled, out of work, bootleggers I’d sooner pay off than you. See?  

(She and Bryan hurry inside the stage door. The A.V. does a happy dance step then rushes off)

ACT 2: SCENE 9 BACK STAGE AT “HEM” EMILY, BRYAN AND RALPH THE STAGE MANAGER.

RALPH
What the...where have you... get on stage!

(Hubbub of throwing on wardrobe and slapping on make up)

ACT 2 SCENE 10 ON STAGE AT “HEM” BRYAN (in character) & COMPANY on a street corner preaching. He’s now one of them.
BRYAN

(catching his breath) Brothers and Sisters! As you pass by, lost in your thoughts of perpetual misery, stop for a moment and listen to one who was a miserable sinner like you. I saw the light!  I heard the truth. I can pass it on to you. I can show you the way! 

SONG: “ SHOW YOU THE WAY”
Bryan: I can save you

If you’ll only pay attention

I can save you if you’ll only take heed.

Chorus:He can save you
He’s oh so full of redemption

He can take you to God’s front door

If you follow his lead

(spoken:) He’s so holy!

Bryan:
I’ve walked in shoes through the dung of degradation

Dance with Satan and looked the other way

I, like you, have bent many a rule and regulation

Was proficient at going astray

Let me show you the way

(chorus spoken:) He’s very democratic.

(chorus sung:)

(bridge:)

So, he knows how to end your craving

He can teach you all about staving

off Lucifer’s ploys and tactics

You’ll be able to stop you sinful acrobatics

Let him show you the way!

Bryan:
I will gently pull you from the muck and mire.

You’ll roll through life like a white walled tire
Chorus:
The Devil’s plan is to put you in the fire.

Bryan:
I’m God’s personal gun for hire

Chorus spoken:
A two gun sin shooter.

Chorus sung:
He knows what’s best for you

(All) Let me show you the way!
Bryan:
You’ve picked up cheap women

From here to ke-o-kuk

You lie and cheat to make an

extra buck

You drink and swear to much on any given day

That’s gotta stop

And if I may

Let me show you away

Chorus-bridge:

Stop Satan from dragging you by the throat

And up to heaven you will surely float

So if you need God’s ear to bend

Bryan:
Just see me, He’s a close personal friend.

Chorus:
They talk nearly every day
Bryan:
I’m now as pure as they come

I’m eager to help, what d’ya say?

Let me show you the way!

ACT 2, SCENE 11 SAINTLY’S OFFICE. DEVELIN sneaks in with the telegram an places it on the desk. On the desk is a shallow box, half filled with apples next to a pile of dirty clothes. Then he removes a wig, false stomach, fake bushy eye brows and other elements of disguise, to reveal that he is SAINTLY.

He looks into a mirror...

SONG: “WHAT AM I?”
DEVELIN

What am I?

How did I get here?

Wasn’t it a second ago, I was...who?

When I say “I,”
What I am I?

Did I confuse my “I”
so much I think I’m you?

Which I am I? Am I an I? Is there one me?

Other people have opinions what I should be

What me do they see?

They can’t even agree

When I do something really good

What “I” wants to crow?

What “I” do I know?

Why can’t I recall what “I” I am to me?

What am I?

And just who am I?

Am I the someone I set out to be? About me,

am I right or wrong?

What “I” is singing this seeking song?

Did I turn, along the way

into a new we?
Now I choose

To journey back

and revisit me.

Hey, “I.”
Who are you?

I don’t know.

Who do you want to be?

(As the song ends, there is a commotion outside his office door. It is EMILY  

& RALPH)
EMILY

Mr. Saintly! Please open the door! He could jump any second!  Ralph, open it!
RALPH
Hold your horses. (He fiddles with a set a keys and unlocks the door)

There you go baby face. (He beats it)
SAINTLY
What is it? Stay the hell, heck, out of here! I’ll be ….
EMILY

(She’s in the door) Mr.  Saintly! Come quick, Bryan is on the roof next door about to jump! (She sees the apple box and Develin disguise paraphernalia) Oh, oh my God! You! You?  You’re Mr. Develin! Say, what’s the big idea? The apple selling black mailer too?! What the fu...? You owe me!  Never mind that now, Bryan is on the roof next door and threatening to jump!

SAINTLY/DEVELIN

Go get David! Maybe he can talk him down. Damn drama addicts!

EMILY

You know about him and David? Of course you do. On my way! Oh, and you give us back that money, you low life piece of...   Say, what the hell is your real name, anyway?

SAINTLY/DEVELIN

Schwartzman,  Schloim Schwartzman. 
EMILY

But you don’t look…..

SCHWARTZMAN

 Don’t even say it.
(She’s out the door)

ACT 2, SCENE 12: ON THE ROOF. BRYAN.

BRYAN

Ok, Mary, you’re up here, now what? I had everything I ever wanted and I threw it away because I was afraid to lose it.  This is the end of the line. Love gone. Other people exposing me as a misfit, perverted.  They’re doing a show about God and passing themselves off as the experts. They say I’m a freak. As if God could make a mistake.  Ok, ok, get up the moxie and jump you stupid sissy...Oh, gee, now I’m gonna cry...

(DAVID enters behind him)
DAVID

Love can make you cry the best cry you ever had.

BRYAN

Dave...? You came!  It’s too late, I’m dead.
DAVID

Work on a cough and you could play Camille.

BRYAN

Hide, if anyone sees us, your job, you’ll lose you job.

DAVID

 I never considered for a minute that I’d let you go forever.(They embrace) Let me remind you...friends may come and friends may go and friends may peter out you know...but we’ll be friends through thick and thin, Peter out or Peter in.

BRYAN

Oh my God, you really are the only one that understands me.
DAVID

Oh, and as for hiding, you might want to glance at that crowd you’re drawing.

(The alley is now filled with casts of both shows and curious passers by, including the 

two cops)
BRYAN

Oh, no, I look awful. Go away! Haven’t you ever seen a man with his head up his ass, before?

DAVID

Stop, it’s enough with the drama, already. I love you. Want to know something? Wait ‘til you hear.  You’re not going to believe this.

BRYAN

I’m jumping off a roof and you’re playing guessing games? (From below shouts of “Jump” Kiss him” “Don’t jump” “Call the cops” “Call the ASPCA” “Hose them down”  measure the
BTU’s, etc)
DAVID

Emily told me that Develin and Saintly are one and the same person! Oh, and some apple seller too. (“Jump” “Just let your ass jump” etc)
BRYAN

What? This true? Apple?  He extorted money from me and...

DAVID

Yep, ran the whole ruse, this sham feud, to create free publicity for the shows. What money?

BRYAN

Oh, heavens, what an ugly, deceitful, hypocritical, wonderful man!

DAVID

As long as the public never finds out, we, shows, reputations, are all safe. (more embracing, Bryan lifts and spins him. More cat calls) You can put me down now.

BRYAN

I just went from the lowest to the highest point in my life in less than a minute. How do you do it?  I love you. (...”Throw the other ass down”)
DAVID

My sentiments exactly. If it’s not you, it’s not love.

SONG: “NOT YOU, NOT LOVE” (DUET AND DANCE as they do, EMILY AND ARNOLD ENTER THE ALLEY FROM EITHER SIDE,  COME TOGETHER AND KISS.  They  are  quickly joined  by the casts of both shows and this goes from a duet to a quartet to  a huge corps-de-street- production number.

If it’s not you I wake up for each dawning

If it’s not you I muse about

If it’s not you acting naughty and yawning 
Then who?
If it’s not you that slakes my drought

If it’s not you who gets me so damn lonely

If it’s not you who smells so wrong

If it’s not you who abuses me fondly

If it’s not you that comes on strong

Then who?

Not you, not love-not a simple poem

Not you, not love-not sharing a home

Not you, not love-not fixing a broken chair

Not you, not love-not will you like my hair

Not you, not love-not completing my strength

Not you, not love-not forget me-I’ll go to any length

Not you, not love-why would I bother to care

Not you, not love-why would I bother to care

If it’s not love that makes we wait with a rose

If it’s not love that blinds reason

If it’s not love that steps on or curls my toes

If it’s not love that’s so pleasin’
Then what?

If it’s not love makes me hot and friendly

If it’s not love forcing my hand

If it’s not love that’s accepting me blindly

If it’s not love that takes a stand...Then what?

Not you, not love-not a simple poem

Not you, not love-not sharing a home

Not you, not love-not fixing a broken chair

Not you, not love-not will you like my hair

Not you, not love-not completing my strength

Not you, not love-not forget me-I’ll go to any length

Not you, not love-why would I bother to care

Not you, not love-why would I bother to care

ACT 2 SCENE 13: ALLEY. THE PASSERS BY, EXCEPT FOR O’Flyine and McEntee HAVE GONE. THE ENTIRE CASTS OF BOTH SHOWS. ARNOLD and EMILY bring SAINTLY/DEVELIN before the assembled.

ARNOLD

(Hugging Emily) Here he is folks. The man that made our lives miserable. Liar, cheat...

DEV/SAINT/SCHWARTZ
The man who put up two hit shows. The man who kept you all working during the Depression. What the hell is the matter with you people? If you had any brains you’d keep this our little secret. You lovers be a little extra discrete and we’ll keep working in hit Broadway shows. As we know...

EMILY/BRYAN

The show must go on? There’s no business like Show Business? (still hugging Arnold)

DEV/SAINT/SCHWARTZ
Without the business there ain’t no show!

(Both STAGE MANAGERS  Ralph and Sam pop out of the respective stage doors)

RALPH & SAM
Place for the finale! Now!

FINALE:
ENSEMBLE
SONG: “I LOVE BEING IN A BROADWAY SHOW” 
The show must go on (aside: “I need the money”)

It’s been a long road getting here

A few lies and broken hearts along the way

All supplied their share of wear and tear

Nothing could ever make me go astray

The classes, odd jobs and auditions

How many times I heard “no!”
But I got the call

and all in all

From the footlights

To the back stage wall

I love being in a Broadway Show!

The hum and bustle of the great white way

The crowds filing in insuring our pay

They love you in April, you close in May

I don’t care if it’s for years or a day

I love being in a Broadway Show

The rehearsals and quick costume changing

The sets needing re-arranging

The tryouts that aren’t so hot

Reviewers WHO WE LOVE A LOT (aside: nice to see you Mr......)

I love being in a Broadway show

(bridge)

Give me my “places please” cue

Let the real world fade away

Whether it’s for a season or two

Or a Wednesday matinee

The applause that lauds is fine

The billing and hoopla too

I finally got my chance to shine

A life time dream come true

love being in a Broadway Show

(end bridge)

The cast members that come and go

The couple asleep in the first row

The stage manager in training to be a Nazi

The ingenue who thinks she’s hotsy totsy

I love being in a Broadway Show

The magic moment when the dim the house lights

The audience that falls into a hush

That funny scene that killed on other nights

Turns into a big pile of mush

I love being in a Broadway Show

Cramped dressing rooms paired with an odd fellow

The crusty doorman with a warm hello

The director banging his head against the wall

It’s like being at the best party or ball

I love being in a Broadway Show

Producers counting tickets at the door

He wanted a Jolson or Barrymore

So drama, comedy or love song for two

I love being in a Broadway Show

And I love doing it for you!

THE END
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