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DRAGON SLAYER 
A musical comedy in two acts 

by 
Tony Scialli 

 
 

Dramatis Personae 
 
 

Lenny. A young man who is writing a Broadway show and waiting tables in New York. 
He thinks too much of himself. 

Lenore. An aspiring Broadway dancer. She loves Lenny for no reason we can discern. 
She thinks too little of herself. 

The Boss. The owner of the diner where Lenny and Lenore work. He doubles/triples as 
all the villains in the show. 

Genevieve. The imaginary heroine in the show Lenny is writing. She is the smartest one 
in the bunch. 

Chorus of customers, New Yorkers, and other imaginary folk.
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Act 1 
 

Scene 1. Times Square 
 

Scene. Times square, morning. A chorus of diverse New York types going about their 
business. Cue Writer in New York. 
 

CHORUS. 
 
New York, New York, 
Center of culture, center of art. 
New York, New York, 
Where you must go to get a good start. 
Where you will be a hit or a flop, 
Sink to the bottom or rise to the top. 
 
New York, New York, 
Where there is drama, where there is song, 
New York, New York, 
If you're an artist, where you belong. 
Where you will be a hit or a flop, 
Rise to the bottom or sink to the top. 
 
Enter Lenny, a bohemian type with a beret, a notebook, and a pen. 
 

LENNY. 
I am a writer in New York 
Because it is my destiny, 
I am the magic of the city, 
I am an artist, look at me! 
 
I write my dramas with a flair, 
Of awesome stagecraft I'm the king, 
I write the music to go with them, 
Mine are the songs you love to sing! 
 

LENNY and CHORUS. 
Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, 
Songs you love to sing 
 

LENNY. 
When you're a writer in New York, 
You're an extr'ordinary guy, 
You hold the key, you have the power 
To make the people laugh or cry. 
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CHORUS. 
New York, New York,  
Center of culture, center of art. 
 

LENNNY. 
I am a writer in New York. 
 

CHORUS. 
Where you have come to get a good start. 

 
LENNY. 

I feel the magic of the city. 
 

LENNY and CHORUS. 
Where you will be a hit or a flop, 
Sink to the bottom or rise to the top. 
 
A storefront in the set opens to reveal a seedy diner. The Boss comes out from behind the 
counter.  He has a dirty apron over his pot belly and chews a cigar.  He looks Lenny up 
and down with disgust, motions for him to take off that stupid beret, and hands him a 
dirty apron of his own. 
 

BOSS  
(Spoken over bridge). 
What a load of crap! 
 
(Sung). 
You are a waiter in New York, 
No matter what you try to do, 
You'll never be more than a servant, 
You are a bum! Just look at you! 
 
(Lenny puts on the apron and takes up a broom.) 

 
LENNY. 

I am still a writer in New York. 
 

CHORUS. 
New York, New York. 
 

LENNY. 
I am an artist. 
 

CHORUS. 
Center of culture, center of art! 
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LENNY. 
Look at me! 
 

CHORUS. 
New York, New York. 
 

BOSS. 
Lenny, you are an extremely confused young man. You’ve mixed up your alphabet, now 
haven’t you? You’re confusing the letter “a” and the letter “r.” You’re a waiter, (He goes 
to a blackboard with the day’s specials on it and writes) w-a-i-t-e-r, not a writer, waiter. 
See the difference (he repeatedly writes over the second letter in the word): A, R, A, R. 
 

LENNY. 
Come on, boss, everyone knows that great writers always make a living waiting tables in 
nasty little diners while they’re waiting for their big break. I’m going to be the greatest 
writer of them all, so why shouldn’t I wait tables in the nastiest diner of them all—yours? 
 

BOSS. 
If you think you’re going to be a great writer, you’re a morone, m-o-r-o-n-e (he spells it 
out on the board). 
 

LENNY. 
(rubbing out the final “e”). As a man of letters, I must tell you, it’s moron, m-o-r-o-n. 
There’s no “e” on the end. 
 

BOSS. 
Whatever. 
(Mocking) New York, New York. Not very original is it? I like the other song better 
(Singing the Kander-Ebb tune) 
Start spreading the news, 
I’m leavin’ today 
La la la la la la la la 
New York, New York, 
 

VOICE OFF. 
Wrong show! 
 

BOSS. 
Whatever. 
 

LENNY. 
That wasn’t original either. Before that one, there was (singing the Bernstein tune from 
On the Town) 
New York, New York, 
It’s a wonderful town. 
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VOICE OFF. 
Wrong show! 
 

LENNY. 
Whatever. 
 

BOSS. 
Why do you always have to correct me? Why don’t you ever just say, “Yes, Boss,” and 
shut up and sweep the floor? (The boss exits upstage where he is visible through a screen 
flipping burgers). 
 

LENNY. 
Yes, boss. (Sweeping). A real patron of the arts, that one. 
 
(Lenore enters. She is dressed for work as a waitress.) 
 

THE BOSS 
(from behind the screen). Lenore, you’re late! 
 

LENORE. 
Sorry I’m late. I had an audition. (to Lenny) Lenny, I had an audition! 
 

LENNY 
(not caring). That’s nice, Lenore. 
 
(They work as they speak. The diner gradually fills with customers.) 
 

LENNY. 
So how did it go? 
 

LENORE. 
They said they would let me know. (Her cell phone goes off. She looks at her text 
message.) That was quick. My dancing was good, but my singing was not so good. I 
guess they got too many dancers-not-singers and singers-not-dancers in this town. 
They’re looking for dancer who can sing and singers who can dance. That sucks. 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
Dancers-and-singers-and-acrobats-and-ticket takers all in one.  
 

CUSTOMER 2. 
And now the actors are all playing instruments onstage. I hope we don’t have to play 
instruments. 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
I ain’t getting paid enough to play no instrument. 
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CUSTOMER 2. 
If they tell you to play an instrument, you’ll play an instrument. It’s a tough town. 
 

LENNY. 
It may be a tough town, but it’s the only town for me. I love it. And I’m going to own this 
town some day. I’m writing the best damn show this city has ever seen. Have I told you 
how it goes? 
 

CUSTOMER 3. 
(rolling his eyes, against a backdrop of general muttering from other customers).  
Yes, Lenny, you’ve told us how it goes. 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
About a million times. 
 

CUSTOMER 2. 
At least a million times. 
 

LENORE 
I’d love to hear how it goes, Lenny. 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
Lenore, you’ve heard it a million times, too. 
 

LENORE. 
That’s okay. It’s such a wonderful story, I’d love to hear it again. 
 

LENNY. 
You would? Great, Lenore. It is wonderful show, isn’t it? Now, picture this: we’re in the 
middle ages. Knights and ladies and all that. Real King Arthur stuff. 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
It’s been done, kid. They called the show, Camelot. (He starts singing the title song from 
Camelot.) 
In short, there's simply not 
A more congenial spot 
For happily-ever-aftering than here 
In Camelot. 
 

VOICE OFF. 
Wrong show! 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
(Calling off) Spoilsport! 
 

CUSTOMERS. 
(taking up the song from Camelot, hamming it up). Camelot! 
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TOURIST. 

(wanders in, Hawaiian shirt & camera, in time to hear the singing). I just love the old 
Broadway revivals. Sure beats the lousy new stuff they try to push these days. Just the 
other day, I saw a show where the actors were playing the instruments onstage! (Lenore 
shows him to a seat). 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
Hey, Lenny, how about getting Alec Guiness to play Merlin?  
 

CUSTOMER 2. 
Alec Guiness? From the old Star Wars? Can he sing? Can he dance? 
 

CUSTOMER 3. 
He can’t sing and he can’t dance, because he’s dead. But he sure was good with a light 
saber. That’s what those round table guys needed, some light sabers. They coulda kicked 
some serious butt. 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
May the Force be with you, m’lord. 
 

CUSTOMER 2. 
Great idea, Lenny. Put the Force in your musical. 
 

CUSTOMER 2. 
Yeah, the Force! You could have a black knight who’s gone over to the Dark Side. 
 

CUSTOMER 3 
(Eyeing his food). Looks to me like the Dark Side has gotten into this burger. Hey, 
Lenny, put one of these toxic burgers into your show (general laughter). 
 

LENORE. 
Don’t listen to them, Lenny, they’re just jealous. 
 

THE BOSS 
(from behind the screen). Is anyone working around here besides me? 
 

LENNY and LENORE. 
Yes, boss, we’re working. 
 
Cue Dragon Slayer 

LENNY. 
All right, you jokers. Get ready for a real musical extravaganza. The stage is set. Knights, 
ladies, wizards, and…dragons!  
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(singing) 
Once upon a time there was a dragon on the loose 
When he roared he burned up herds of cattle with his breath, 
The word went out for brave young men to end the beast's abuse, 
The word went out and knights came forth to battle to the death. 
 

LENORE. 
(singing) 
In the town lived Florestan, the hero of the show, 
Florestan was faint of heart, not wanting to get killed, 
The children laughed, they called him names be-cause he would not go 
To face the dragon one on one; he didn't want to be grilled. 
 

LENNY and LENORE (canon). 
He wanted to be a dragon slayer, 
But he wanted to avoid becoming armored toast. 
But he wanted to avoid 
But he wanted to avoid becoming armored toast. 
 

LENNY. 
Enter pretty Genevieve, who loves our frightened knight, 
She wants him to kill the dragon so he can become a man, 
She gives him her lace petticoat to carry in the fight 
And she hires a magician to give Florestan a plan. 

 
CUSTOMER. 

(spoken over bridge). Can I get some service here? 
 

LENORE. 
Not yet. 
 

LENORE 
(reciting over bridge). 
The magician took the maiden's money like a crook, 
Telling Florestan that he would arm him with a charm 
Taken from the pages of a mammoth magic book and 
Guaranteed to make him safe from dragonary harm. 
 

LENNY. 
(Spoken) 
Pay attention. Here’s where Rumplesnitz comes in. 
 

LENORE and LENNY  
(canon, sung). 
He needed but to utter "Rumplesnitz," and 
Ev'ry dragon within earshot would become a lamb. 
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LENORE and LENNY. 
What a great success was had by our good Florestan, 
Dragon corpses at his feet lay piled by and by, 
If a dragon dared to show his snout in that fair land 
Rumplesnitz would be the last sound heard before he died! 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
A happy ending! It will never sell. 
 

LENORE. 
Wait. Lenny, tell them the rest. 
 

LENNY. 
Yeah, listen, guys. This part is where the psychological drama comes in. It’s a cut above 
all those other, simple shows, because it shows how important your state of mind is. 
 

BOSS. 
(calling) Lenny, Lenore, pick up! Who ordered the house special? 
 

LENNY. 
Unless, of course, your state of mind is a barren Lilliputian wasteland. 
(reciting)  
Fifty pairs of dragon ears were pinned to his shield when 
He learned that the magician had been sentenced as a fake, 
Genevieve assured him that his skills were not pretend, 
He was scared but still he went to battle for her sake. 
 

LENORE (reciting). 
Dragon number fifty one was kind of small and thin, 
All the same, poor Florestan was terrified, he lacked 
Confidence in Rumplesnitz and confidence to win, 
And without his confidence, he never would come back. 
 

LENNY AND LENORE. 
(Singing the refrain) 
He had become a dragon slayer 
But in the end, he was still just armored toast! 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
I gotta admit, it’s a good story. Did you make it up, Lenny? 
 

LENNY. 
No, I got the idea from The Fifty-first Dragon, a story by a guy from Brooklyn named 
Heywood Broun. 
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CUSTOMER 2. 
I get it. The fifty-first dragon, that’s the one that got the knight in the end. But, the story 
ain’t original. You can’t use it. 
 

CUSTOMER 3. 
You gotta pay to use someone else’s story. It ain’t original. 
 

LENNY. 
Who cares about original? Look at my life. I’m a wanna-be writer working as a waiter. 
You know the guy who wrote Rent? 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
Jonathan Larson. Famous guy and very original. 
 

LENNY. 
That’s him. He wrote another show called Tick, Tick…Boom! The hero is a waiter who’s 
trying to be a writer. Larson stole that show from my life. 
 

LENORE. 
From the life of half the waiters in New York. 
 

LENNY. 
So, nothing is original. (Declaiming) “There is nothing new under the sun.” 
 

CUSTOMER 2. 
Now that’s original. 
 

CUSTOMER 3. 
My brother-in-law is a lawyer. He could represent you in negotiations with Heywood 
Broun’s estate.  
 

LENNY. 
You expect me to pay money to write a show I haven’t even sold yet? 
 

CUSTOMER 3. 
That’s how it works. 
 

LENNY. 
No way, clown! 

 
CUSTOMER dressed as a clown. 

Excuse me, young man. I believe you have just made an unlicensed literary reference to 
my intellectual property. 
 

LENNY. 
Get out of here. 
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CLOWN CUSTOMER. 
But I’d like a refill on my coffee. 
 

LENORE. 
I can help you. (She escorts him to the door). See that Starbucks across the street? They 
can give you a refill (She pushes him out the door). 
 

LENNY. 
You’re a pal, Lenore. Let me know if I can ever do you a favor. 
 

LENORE. 
Well, there was one little thing, Lenny. 
 

LENNY. 
What’s that? 
 

LENORE. 
When you sell your show, can I play Genevieve? 
 

LENNY. 
Well, um, I’m not sure I can promise you that, Lenore. 
 

LENORE 
(pouting). Why not? 
 

LENNY. 
Well, for Genevieve, I’ll need an actress who’s really good. Someone who can dance and 
sing. 
 

LENORE 
Oh…I see...well, I suppose you can’t make any promises, then (she exits, sniffling). 
 

 
CUSTOMER 1. 

Nice going, jerk. 
 

LENNY. 
What did I do? 
 

CUSTOMER 1. 
That girl likes you and you just shot her down. 
 

LENNY. 
Likes me? Nah…that’s just Lenore. We work together. 
 

BOSS 
(entering). Work? Coulda fooled me! 
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CUSTOMER 2. 

Lenny, why are you so cold? 
 

LENNY. 
I’m not cold, I’m committed. I want my show to be perfect. This show is my Mona Lisa, 
my Sistine Chapel ceiling. 
 

CUSTOMER 2. 
Leonardo da Vinci wouldn’t be so mean to poor Lenore. 
 

LENNY. 
How would you know? Look, I’m an artist. I have a responsibility to my art. (Lights 
down except for a spot on Lenny’s face. He continues over an instrumental tremolo). It 
was when I was little boy that it came to me. I was a bunny in the class play. I put 
everything into that play, and I was fabulous, let me tell you. My grand-dad came up to 
me after the play, and he said, “Lenny, you have a calling. Don’t let the world down. 
Never let anyone stand between you and your art.” And throughout my life, when things 
were bad, grand-dad was there to remind me. When I cried because I was picked last for 
every team, grand-dad would remind me of my calling. When none of the other kids 
wanted to hang out with me, grand-dad told me it didn’t matter, because I would always 
have my calling. I owe it to the world, and I owe it to grand-dad  (Lights back up). 
 

BOSS. 
That’s so sweet, Lenny. Now what did your grand-dad say about shuttin’ yer yap once in 
a while and doing some work? 
 
(The diner set and the customers drift off, revealing Lenore) 
 

LENORE 
(addressing audience). It’s an old story, isn’t it? The girl is in love. The guy is a lost 
cause. Happens all the time. Why you paid good money to see it on stage is anybody’s 
guess. Just look around. There are lots of good women being ignored by insensitive men. 
I’ll bet there are plenty of good women being ignored by insensitive men right here. Let 
me hear it: all the good women being ignored by insenstive men, Good. Okay, now all 
the insensitive men who are ignoring a good woman. Come on, you know who you are. 
Sad isn’t it? 
 
(Cue Alone)  
(singing) 
Alone in the world, I'm just a dancer, 
I’d like to have someone in love with me, 
By myself I haven’t got an answer, 
By myself I don’t know how to be me. 
 
I’m happy to be working as a dancer, 
To pirouette, to leap, to pose, to twirl, 
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But loneliness will eat you like a cancer, 
And turn you into one unhappy girl. 
 
I want to dance with someone, 
Enhanced by someone who loves me, 
I don't want to wait forever 
And I never 
Never want to be alone, 
Be alone, 
To be alone. 
 
It’s not so bad or sad to be a dancer, 
I haven’t any cause to bitch or moan, but 
I've got to make my way to some romance or, 
My future like my past, I’ll be alone. 
My future like my past, I’ll be alone. 
 
(Lights down) 
 

Scene 2. Lenny’s Imagination. 
(The lights come up on Lenny, who is sitting on a stool, writing. Most of the stage is dark 
or shrouded in fog, kind of like Lenny’s mind. In fact, it is Lenny’s mind.) 
 

LENNY. 
Every show needs a love song but love songs are very tough to write. You have to have 
just the right amount of schmaltz, just the right melody, the right tempo, the right rhymes. 
Everything just right. (Singing to himself as he writes, from Oliver!) “As long as he needs 
me, I know where I must be.” That’s just brilliant! 
 

VOICE OFF. 
Wrong show! 
 

LENNY. 
Damn! (Erasing furiously, then writing on his pad, putting on some finishing touches 
with a flourish). There, I’ve done it, I’ve got it just right! It’s got perfect lyrics with 
musical metaphors, which audiences are nuts for. Plus, the music is very catchy. It’s in 
7/4 time, you know, very advanced. How did the musical stage get on without me for so 
long? 
 
(He narrates). The scene: Genevieve sits alone on the castle wall. (Genevieve comes 
sliding in on a castle wall) It’s nighttime. The moon is shining from upstage left (a guy 
holding a flashlight enters left, shining the light on Genevieve from behind) …no stage 
right! (the guy with the light moves). She gazes wistfully into the near distance. She is 
thinking of him, her Florestan. Where is he now? Is he thinking of her? Does he know 
how she feels? 
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GENEVIEVE. 
A little sappy, don’t you think? 
 

LENNY. 
Wait a second. I didn’t write that. You’re supposed to say what I write. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
I don’t much care for what you write. 
 

LENNY. 
You don’t care for it? You only exist because I wrote you into existence. Now sing the 
song. 
 
Cue Love Song 

GENEVIEVE. 
(Shrugging, she sings) 
Ev’ry show needs a sappy love song. 
This one’s mine, it won’t last very long. 
 

LENNY. 
(Spoken). Hey, that’s not what I wrote! Sing what I wrote. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
(singing) 
You are my love song, 
I am a poem to you, 
You're where I ’spose I belong, belong, 
I know that you need me, too. 
 
When we're together 
Under a blue sunny sky, (the guy with the flashlight puts a corona on it, making it a sun) 
No one asks whether or not to love, 
Nobody ever asks why. 
 
Love needs a song, 
That's what they say, 
Love is a concert that two hearts can play (spoken Oh, yuck!) . 
When you're in love, 
What can you do? 
Singing together a key that is new 
 

LENNY. 
Singing in time, 
Singing on key, 
That's how it is when you're singing for me. 
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GENEVIEVE. 
(Spoken over bridge) It’s such a bad song. 
 

LENNY. 
(spoken over bridge). Genevieve, it’s a wonderful song, and you sing it beautifully. Let’s 
sing it together. 
 

GENEVIEVE and LENNY. 
(singing). 
You are my love song, 
I am a poem to you, 
You're where I belong, belong, 
I know that you need me, too. 
 
When we're together 
Under a blue sunny sky, 
No one asks whether or not to love, 
Nobody ever asks why. 
 

LENNY 
(spoken) I think I’m in love with you. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
In love with me? Bullshit. 
 

LENNY. 
What do you mean, bullshit? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
The stuff that comes out of the back end of a male bovine. What part of the word bullshit 
don’t you understand? 
 

LENNY. 
Wait a minute. I created you to be the essence of womanhood, a goddess to be adored, 
not a foul-mouthed character like everyone else creates these days. And I’m in love with 
you. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
How can you be in love with me? I’m an imaginary character. I’m not real. 
 

LENNY. 
Well, maybe I’m in love with what you stand for. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Stand for? I don’t stand for anything. All I stand for is some fantasy world you cooked up 
in your brain. You have this storybook idea of love that you’re making me push in this 
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song of yours, all neat with lots of rhyming words. But, love doesn’t rhyme…that’s just 
theatre. 
 
(Singing) 
Singing in key, 
I don’t give a hoot, 
Musical metaphors,  
You make me puke. 
 
You talk of love but 
You have no clue, 
It's just a fantasy concept to you. 
 
This is no love song, 
This is a nightmare come true. 
Your view of love is so then, (spoken) so 20th century! 
You're just a clown with a pen. 
 
If we were together 
There'd be a black sunless sky, 
There's be bad weather all day (and plenty of it), 
There'd be none of your sorry ass rhymes. 
 

LENNY. 
I’m sorry you don’t see it my way, we’d make a lovely couple. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
They have special facilities for men who make lovely couples with imaginary girlfriends. 
 

LENNY. 
You don’t understand, Genevieve. You’re a concept. I love you as a concept. 
 

GENEVIEVE  
(kindly). 
You seem like a nice fella, so I’m going to give you some advice. Find a real girl. 
 

LENNY. 
I don’t know any real girls like you, Genevieve. Real girls are all so…besmirched. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Besmirched? Where did you come from, a Victorian novel? How about online dating? 
There must be a site for you: “Lonely marginally talented writer seeks female to be an 
unrealistic representation of womanhood.” Or better, what about that Lenore? I’m not 
sure why, but she seems to like you.  
 

LENNY. 
I’m not interested in Lenore. 
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GENEVIEVE. 

Why not? 
 

LENNY. 
She’s just a waitress. She’s so…ordinary. 
 
Cue Somebody Likes You 

GENEVIEVE. 
Lenny, she’s a person. And she likes you, almost as much as you like yourself. 
 (singing) 
When somebody likes you, 
You'd better take advantage, 
It isn't gonna, gonna happen ev'ry day, no. 
When somebody likes you, 
Say, yes, before she wakes up, 
Before the nut house comes to carry her away, yeah. 
 
When somebody wants you, 
And, yes, this someone wants you, 
You'd better want her, 
Want her before she flies, yeah. 
 
You're so focused on finding the girl of your dreams, 
You've got a vision of haloes and wings, 
If you can't tell the real thing from something in your head, 
You'll only love imaginary things. 
 

LENNY. 
You say someone likes me, 
I’m very glad to hear it, 
But if that someone were a girl, a girl like you, yeah. 
I’d be enthusiastic, 
I’d say it was fantastic 
But maybe I need to curb my expectations. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
(Spoken) 
Curb your expectations? Nice, Lenny. 
(Singing) 
When somebody wants you, 
 

LENORE. 
(lit softly). 
And, yes, this someone wants you, 
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GENEVIEVE and LENORE. 
You’d better want her, 
Want her before she flies, yeah 
 

GENEVIEVE. LENORE. 
 Flies, flies, flies, flies, 
Flies, flies, When she goes, she flies, flies, When she goes, she flies 
When somebody wants you Somebody wants you 
Lord knows she must be crazy, Lord knows she must be crazy, 
And any minute she might say good-bye And any minute she might say good-bye 
(waving) Good-bye, good-bye. (waving) Good-bye. 
 
(The spots on Genevieve and Lenore fade as they wave good-bye) 

 
LENNY. 

Wait, Lenore. Lenore? 
 

LENORE. 
(Her spot comes up) Yes, Lenny? 
 

LENNY. 
Maybe we should go out together. 
 

LENORE. 
What do you mean? 
 

LENNY. 
I heard a rumor that you like me. And, uh, I kind of like you, too, I guess. I’ve been so 
concentrated on writing my show, I haven’t notice what’s going on around me. I 
shouldn’t be so self-centered. I want to know more about you, to find out your hopes and 
dreams, to get to know you. Going out, that’s what people do when they sorta like each 
other, right? 
 

LENORE. 
You mean it? 
 

LENNY. 
I think I do. 
 

LENORE. 
Oh that would be wonderful! 
 

LENORE and LENNY. 
(Singing. She starts and he joins in. From HMS Pinafore.) 
Oh joy, oh rapture unforeseen, 
The clouded sky is now serene! 
(They stop.) 
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(Spoken) Oh! 
VOICE OFF. 

Wrong show! 
 

LENORE. 
Oops. 
 

LENNY 
(Laughing, taking her hand). No big deal. So, where should we go? 
 

LENORE. 
We have to go to work now. 
 

LENNY. 
How about after? 
 

LENORE. 
Pizza? 
 

LENNY. 
Great idea! We can get to know one another. We’ve got such a lot to talk about. 
Especially about my show! 
 (Lenore looks at the audience with a frown as lights go down.) 
 

Scene 3. In back of the diner 
(The diner rolls in. We’re now looking at the back. Lenny enters). 
 

LENNY. 
Ah, Lenore, how happy I made you, asking you out for a piece of pizza. True love, I 
suppose. But I don’t feel any different. Lenore, do you realize what a tormented genius I 
am? Will you be willing to follow me to Hades and back for my Eurydice? All great 
artists are tormented geniuses. Michelangelo had his agonies and his ecstasies. Van Gogh 
had his ear, well half an ear anyway. Donald Trump*, another tormented genius like me! 
What do we have in common? Our drive, our chutzpah, our commitment to perfection. 
 
I’ve written a masterpiece, a charming yet intensely meaningful little opus. Yet, there is 
the vexing matter of selling it, of making it available to those lucky millions who will 
become...my fans! 
 
(The Boss enters and sees Lenny. He backs off before Lenny can see him, and hides 
behind a trash can. Lenny continues.) 
Having to sell your art is such a drag. You’d think the big producers would be beating a 
path to the doors of the brightest young talents, but, no, we’ve got to beg to get the great 
maestros to give us five lousy minutes. I’d give anything to get my show in front of one 
of those big shot impresarios. 

                                                 
* Substitute a current public figure, unless the Donald turns out to have staying power. 
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BOSS. 

(In the shadows, he puts on a big moustache and wraps a black cloak around himself. He 
steps into the light. He explains to the audience) I’m an all-purpose villain. (To Lenny) 
Ahem! 
 

LENNY. 
Who’s there? 
 

BOSS 
(coming forward). Your humble servant. 
 

LENNY. 
Who are you? Are you a thief? 
 

BOSS. 
A thief? No, no, my dear boy, I am not a thief. (Patting his fat stomach) Although I have 
been known to steal a few hearts in my day. 
 

LENNY. 
What are you, then? 
 

BOSS. 
(grandiose). I am a…a solictor, a counselor, a (pause) facilitator. 
 

LENNY. 
Sounds like a fancy name for a thief to me. 
 

BOSS. 
Not at all, my dear boy. I’m here to help you. 
 

LENNY. 
What’s your name? 
 

BOSS. 
(thinking hard). Ummm…(with a flourish) Sparafucile! 
 

LENNY. 
Sparrow foo chili? Sounds like a character out of the Godfather or some other Spanish 
story. 
 

BOSS. 
Actually, Rigoletto, and it’s Italian. 
 

LENNY. 
Italian, Spanish, what’s the difference? They’re right next to each other. 
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BOSS. 
(rolling his eyes). Oh, the artistic mind. Always joking. Always imitating stupidity. 
 

LENNY. 
Well, Mr. Sparrow…Sparrowful… 
 

BOSS. 
(with a flourish). Sparafucile! 
 

LENNY. 
Mr. Sparrow Full Chili, what do you want with me? 
 

BOSS. 
Much! 
 

LENNY. 
Much?  
 

BOSS. 
Much. I see in you all the possibilities of your generation, the genius of youth, the 
promise of the Muses fulfilled in our time! 
 

LENNY. 
Yes, that sounds like me. 
 

BOSS. 
My boy, rumor has it that you’ve written a Broadway show. 
 

LENNY. 
Well, yes, I have. 
 

BOSS. 
Good, good. Now the question is, is it a good show? 
 

LENNY. 
Why, yes, it is. 
 

BOSS. 
Of course it is! Why, I’ve heard that it’s the best show since West Side Story!* 
 

LENNY 
(joining in the hyperbole). Since Fiddler on the Roof! 
 

BOSS. 
Hello, Dolly! 

                                                 
* Substitute any show names in this exchange. 
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LENNY. 

Les Misérables! 
 

BOSS 
Les Misérables? I never heard of it. 
 

LENNY. 
You know, Victor Hugo. 
 

BOSS. 
Okay, Les Misérables. (To the audience). Les Misérables? Has anybody heard of Les 
Misérables? Yes? Was it any good? Okay, if you say so. (to Lenny) So this (English 
pronunciation) Miserables of yours, we’ve got to see that it gets mounted. 
 

LENNY. 
Mounted? It’s not a horse. 
 

BOSS. 
That’s how we theatre people refer to getting a show produced. 
 

LENNY. 
You’re a theatre person? Why didn’t you tell me? Let’s get it mounted! Giddyup! 
 

BOSS. 
We’ve got to see that it gets the hearing it deserves. What’s it called? 
 

LENNY. 
Dragon Slayer. 
 

BOSS. 
Catchy title, Dragon Slayer. Though maybe not as catchy as, say, Avenue Q. I don’t 
suppose we could call it, Avenue Q? 
 

LENNY. 
No, Dragon Slayer. 
 

BOSS. 
Yes, quite, Dragon Slayer. (Aside to audience) What a dumb title. Who would pay good 
money to see a show called, Dragon Slayer? Still, it doesn’t matter to me. He can call it 
Phantom of the Opera for all I care. 
 

LENNY. 
So how do you propose to get it mounted? 
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BOSS. 
Well, I think the first step would be to have it read by my good friend and brother-in-law, 
Max Bialystock, the famous producer. (Aside to the audience) I know, wrong show, but 
he’s such a hick, he won’t know the difference. 
 

LENNY. 
Max Bialystock, the producer? I’ve heard of him. He’s famous, isn’t he? 
 

BOSS. 
The best known producer in all of Broadway 
 

LENNY. 
And you know him? 
 

BOSS. 
Why, yes. He married my sister, poor sod, and lived to tell the tale.  
 

LENNY. 
Well, this is my lucky day, isn’t it? 
 

BOSS. 
Yes it is. (Aside, to the audience) And now to make it my lucky day. (to Lenny) Of 
course, Maestro Bialystock is very busy, even for me, his dear brother-in-law. I shall 
have to find a pretext to take him to dinner, to get him alone and undistracted. 
 

LENNY. 
That sounds like a good plan. 
 

BOSS. 
Yes, except he is so busy that I shall have to invite him to the very finest restaurant in 
New York. You see, he is a gourmand and cannot resist the promise of a meal, but only 
the best food and wine will do. 
 

LENNY. 
Right, well, that sounds fine. 
 

BOSS. 
Unhappily, I am a man of modest means, and could not undertake such a project without 
an infusion of capital. 
 

LENNY. 
Capital? 
 

BOSS. 
A checkie. 
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LENNY. 
Huh? 
 

BOSS. 
Money. 
 

LENNY. 
Oh, money. You need money. How much money would you need? 
 

BOSS. 
Approximately…(he pulls out a calculator, and punches the buttons, muttering), let’s 
see, bribing the maître d’ to get a table without a reservation, caviar, foie gras, rack of 
lamb, artichoke, Dom Perignon, mousse chocolat…approximately your life savings. 
 

LENNY. 
My life savings?! 
 

BOSS. 
Yes, the typical cost of a meal in a fine New York restaurant. Oh, and the life savings of 
your girlfriend as well. 
 

LENNY. 
My girlfriend? I don’t have a girlfriend. 
 

BOSS. 
Well, perhaps you can find one. It will take her life savings, too. 
 

LENNY. 
I’m afraid that’s not possible. 
 

BOSS. 
Pity. You know, I had so been looking forward to hearing your work on stage. Imagine, 
the house lights are down, the audience is hushed.  A single spot, a pale blue light on the 
leading lady. She’s a dream, dressed in gossamer. The music swells from the pit. She 
sings (he sings, sweetly), 
 
You are my love song, 
I am a poem to you, 
You're where I belong, 
I know that you need me, too. 
 
(speaking). Not a dry eye in the house. 
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LENNY. 
All right. I’ll do it. I’ll get you some money. Maybe I could get some crowdfunding! (He 
gestures with his beret to the front row, looking for donations. Getting none, he shrugs). 
Okay, I’ll hit the Internet. 
(Running offstage, he calls back). Thank you, Mr. Sparrowful, you won’t be sorry. 
 

BOSS. 
What an ass. Thank goodness for schmucks like that, or the villain business would be a 
lot harder than it is. What a job, conning babies out of their bottles, tripping little old 
ladies as they cross the street, putting cockroaches in your kitchen sink. It’s a public 
service, of course, being a bad guy. Without us, there would be no-one in public office. 
And, think about it, no musicals either. 
 
In this show, I serve a particularly important function. You’ve been sitting patiently, 
waiting for a reason to feel some sympathy for this asshole cast as the hero. You’re 
supposed to like the hero, to hope he succeeds, right? But this guy is so full of himself, he 
is impossible to like. You haven’t given up yet because he has a nice voice and an okay 
body, but, boy, will you be pissed if he doesn’t develop as a character pretty damn soon. 
 
That’s where I come in. I’m going to wreck his dreams, to knock his pathetic ego on its 
butt, to make him start from scratch in his sorry quest to be a human being. When I’m 
done with him, you’ll end up liking him, I promise. 
 
(cue Every Story) 
We have a long road ahead of us, but in the end, this story will be just like every story 
ever written. 
 

BOSS. CHORUS. 
Every story written Every story, every story 
Since our time on earth began Time on earth began 
Has a simple plot in which the good and bad 

guys fight, 
Good and bad, good and bad 

Even though the hero is the fav’rite of the fans Of the fans 
Only with a villain can the story come out 

right. 
It’s got to come out right, it’s got to come out 

right. 
  
Virtue in a hero In a hero, in a hero 
makes him nothing but a pest Nothing but a pest 
But when heroes win it makes the audience 

applaud, 
They applaud, yes, applaud, 

Heroes have ideals, think they're better than 
the rest, 

Deals, Than the rest 

Even though everyone knows idealists are a 
fraud. 

Heroes are such a joke, they want to make me 
choke. 

 They're such a joke, 
And they make me want to choke. 
Such a joke, Ha, ha! 
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BOSS. CHORUS. 
Wanna choke, Ah, ah! 
I want to choke when the hero wins the day. 

  
What do bad guys think about Think about, think about 
At night when they're in bed? Night when they’re in bed, 
What bad deeds fulfill their needs to lead a 

life that matters 
Matters, matters 

Hatching schemes to wreck the dreams of 
heroes or, instead 

Or instead 

Losing sleep because a dreamer's dreams were 
left unshattered. 

Dreams can’t be left unshattered, dreams can’t 
be left unshattered. 

  
Take away the villain ’Way the villain, ’way the villain, 
And there's nothing to the plot, Nothing to the plot, 
Good guys are just bad guys in whom skill 

sets were forgotten, 
Skill sets were forgotten, 

I'm proud to be the villain in this musical, you 
see, 

Don’t you see, 

Every twist of fate or plot depends on little 
me. 

He’s just a nasty man, he’s such a nasty man, 

  
 He's such a joke, 

And he makes me want to choke. 
Such a joke, Ha, ha! 
Wanna choke, Ah, ah! 
I want to choke when the villain wins the day. 

  
We're all such a joke, 
That we make you want to choke. 
Such a joke, Ha, ha! 
Wanna choke, Ah, ah! 
 
Or the villain wins the day. 

We're all such a joke, 
That we make you want to choke. 
Such a joke, Ha, ha! 
Wanna choke, Ah, ah! 
We want to choke, want to choke 
When the hero or the villain wins the day. 

 
(Curtain) 
 

Scene 4. In front of the curtain 
(Lenny and Lenore enter from opposite sides) 
 

LENNY. 
Lenore! Fabulous news. The great producer Max Bialystock is going to look at my show. 
This is it! I’m going to be famous! 
 

LENORE. 
Max Bialystock? This is a joke, right?  
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LENNY. 
No, really. The luckiest thing happened. I ran into Maestro Bialytock’s brother-in-law, a 
Mr. Sparrow-Full-of-Chili, and he wants to represent me to the Great Man himself! 
 

LENORE 
(suspicious). Why would this brother-in-law want to represent you? 
 

LENNY. 
He thinks I’m a great artist. He wants to help our modern culture recognize its brightest 
new stars. 
 

LENORE. 
Lenny, you may be a great artist, but it sounds kind of fishy to me. How much does this 
guy want you to pay him to represent you? 
 

LENNY. 
Nothing at all! He’s in it for art’s sake. 
 

LENORE. 
Nothing at all?  
 

LENNY. 
Nothing for himself. He needs a little bit of capital up front, though, just to grease the 
skids. 
 

LENORE. 
Capital? 
 

LENNY. 
Yeah. Money. 
 

LENORE. 
How much? 
 

LENNY. 
My life savings. 
 

LENORE. 
Your life savings?! 
 

LENNY. 
Yes. And, uh, yours. 
 

LENORE. 
My life savings? 
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LENNY. 
Yes. Please, Lenore, can I have it? 
 

LENORE. 
Lenny, you’re being robbed. 
 

LENNY. 
Lenore, how can you say that? Here’s a fellow who recognizes my talent, who believes in 
me. He wants the public to see my work. Why do you have to make out like this guy is a 
villain just because he needs a little investment capital? Don’t you want to see me 
succeed? 
 

LENORE. 
Of course I do, Lenny. 
 

LENNY. 
Then, you’ll give me the money? 
 

LENORE. 
I don’t have any money. 
 

LENNY. 
It’s an investment, Lenore, you’ll get it back. Don’t be such a tightwad. 
 

LENORE 
(hurt). Lenny, I said I don’t have any money. I’m a struggling artist, remember? 
 

LENNY. 
Why are you being so difficult? 
 

LENORE 
You’re not listening to me. I don’t have any money. If I had money, I might invest in 
your show, but not by giving it to some guy named Sparrow-Full-of-Beans. 
 

LENNY. 
Sparrow-Full-of-Chili. Don’t be so ignorant. 
 

VOICE OFF. 
Sparafucile! 
 

LENNY. 
Sparafucile! 
 

LENORE. 
(Horrified) Sparafucile?! Lenny, he’s the villain in Rigoletto. 
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LENNY. 
I knew that. 
 

LENORE. 
He’ll take your money and leave you with nothing. 
 

LENNY. 
After my show is a hit, I’ll have plenty of money. You just don’t have enough faith in 
me. You want me to keep on being a nobody like you. 
 

LENORE. 
A nobody? 
 

LENNY. 
(Cue Shabbily) 
You heard me. No talent, no future, nobody. Remember my grand-dad: I am fulfilling my 
destiny. I guess your destiny is just to be cute. 
 

LENORE. 
(Singing) 
People are nice to be with 
When they are kind to me, 
You were not kind at all to me, 
You treated me so shabbily. 
 
I thought we might make a pair, 
But you hadn't gotten there, 
You must have thought that I wouldn't care 
If you treated me shabbily. 
 
Maybe good manners were not 
Taught by your mum, 
When you wrecked the hope I had 
The angels all were sad 
At your nasty criticism. 
 
I don't know what to do now, 
Why should I take your abuse? 
I get the point that it's no use, 
When you treat, you treat me  
(Spoken) like shit. 
 
I might not be the girl for you. I hope your damned show is enough. (She exits) 

 
LENNY 

(Cue It’s enough; Lenny calling after her, over song intro). Having a little trouble with 
our emotions, are we? And yes, thank you, being the king of Broadway will be quite 
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enough for me (the curtain opens to reveal Times Square at night). I don’t really need 
you, do I? 
 
(singing) 
It's enough for me to be world famous, 
To be on the cover of a magazine, 
And if you can't help me get to where I want to be, 
I have to wonder why you hang around. 
 

CHORUS. 
It's enough for him to be world famous, 
To be on the cover of a magazine, 
And if you can't help him get to where he wants to be, 
We have to wonder why you hang around. 
 

LENNY. 
It's enough to have fame and fortune, 
For fans to wait on line to get my autograph, 
And if you're not waiting to get a souvenir of me, 
Perhaps you need to change your priorities. 
 

BOSS. 
(Enters) 
It's enough to be the villain in the play 
To be the rotten scoundrel that you boo and hiss, 
For if I were not around, you could leave at intermission, 
With nothing in the second act to miss. 
 

LENNY. 
It's enough for me to be the toast of Broadway, 
To be another Rogers or a Hammerstein, 
But if you're not humming the hits that I have written, 
You might not be, not be the girl for me. 
 

LENORE and GENEVIEVE. 
(Enter) 
It's not enough to be the women in the show, 
Being cute is not our vision of our destiny, 
But if you can wait a while you will see us taking over, 
Abuse is not the kind of life for me. 
 

LENNY. 
It's enough to be a mover on the town 
When the lights on the marquee are flashing 
Don't ask me to stay at home when the lights are calling, Lenny, 
I wasn't meant to lead that boring life. 
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CHORUS. 
It's enough to be a mover on the town 
When the lights on the marquee are flashing 
Don't ask him to stay at home when the lights are calling, Lenny, 
He wasn't meant to lead that boring life. 
 

LENNY. 
It's enough for me to be world famous, 
To be on the cover of a magazine, 
And if you can't help me get to where I want to be, 
I have to wonder why you hang around. 
 

CHORUS. 
Have to wonder why you hang around. 
 

ALL EXCEPT LENNY. 
Have to wonder why I hang around. 
(Curtain)

 
Act 2. 

 
Scene 1. The Diner, After Closing 

 
The curtain opens on Lenore alone in the diner, wiping the counter. Cue I Love a Jerk. 
 

LENORE 
(Singing). 
They say that love is blind, 
Without a sense of smell, 
They say that love's unkind, 
I only know too well... 
 
I love a jerk, that's how it works, 
For even though he treats me crummy, 
Makes me feel like I'm a dummy, 
He's a find. 
 
I love that schmuck, that's my bad luck, 
And even though he looks right through me, 
And his words are insults to me, 
He's all mine. 
 
I've never loved such an ass before, 
If I had more sense, I'd walk out that door. 
 
I love a dope, there is no hope, 
And though he gives me lots of pain, 
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He's gonna make me go insane, 
He's still my guy. 
 
I love a creep, I'm in too deep, 
I know to love him is a crime 
Because he isn't worth my time, 
I can't deny. 
 
I've never loved such a shit before, 
If I had more sense, I'd run out that door. 
 
I've never loved such a worthless man before, 
If I had more sense, I'd throw his sorry butt right out that door. 
 
I love a jerk, that's how it works, 
For even though he treats me crummy, 
Makes me feel like I'm a dummy, 
He's a find. 
 
I love a schmuck, that's my bad luck, 
And even though he looks right through me, 
And his words are insults to me, 
He's all mine. 
 
(Enter Genevieve.) 

GENEVIEVE. 
So this is the famous diner. 
 

LENORE. 
Yes, how can I help you? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Do you serve imaginary people? 
 

LENORE, 
(Pouring her a cup of coffee) I don’t see why not. Real people aren’t so wonderful. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
I see you’re still mooning over that loser. 
 

LENORE. 
Yes, I’m afraid I’ve got it pretty badly. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
There are some guys who make loneliness a welcome state of affairs. But you don’t see it 
that way with this guy, do you? It must be a terrible burden. 
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LENORE. 

Probably no more of a burden than being the product of his imagination. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Don’t rub it in. Plenty of imaginary characters get to be in the minds of good creative 
artists, but I have to exist in the mind of an unpleasant and untalented Broadway show 
writer (the last said with some disgust), not that there’s such a thing as a talented 
Broadway show writer. I sometimes wonder what it would have been like to be Ophelia 
in the mind of William Shakespeare. 
 

LENORE. 
Or Jane Eyre in the mind of Charlotte Bronte. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Lois Lane in the mind of Joe Shuster. 
 

LENORE. 
Or Ariel in the mind of Walt Disney. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Ariel? 
 

LENORE. 
The Little Mermaid. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Oh, Walt Disney was long dead before that ugly little movie came out. And good 
riddance to him. 
 

LENORE. 
What? You don’t like Disney? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
No. Disney was an evil wizard. 
 

LENORE. 
What makes you say that? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
He got off on frightening children half to death. Can you think of a single Disney movie 
that doesn’t scare the piss out of the little darlings? Bambi’s mother getting blown away 
by hunters; how are kids supposed to sleep after that? Dumbo the Flying Elephant—well 
his mother doesn’t get killed, at least, even though she gets hauled off in chains. What’s 
with all this separation from Mother? It would have been interesting being Walt’s analyst. 
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LENORE. 
Well, I think Little Mermaid is a cute story. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
It’s a racist story, is what it is. 
 

LENORE. 
How so? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
You’ve got the sea people and the land people, and it’s very clear which group is the 
more powerful and the more intelligent. The land people have it all over the sea people. 
The sea people have this king who’s a real moron, getting tricked by the Sea Witch and 
all. The sea people hang around with singing crabs. They play Caribbean music to 
symbolize how lazy and shiftless they are. And what does the mermaid heroine of the 
story want more than anything? She aspires to be a human, a member of the master race. 
 

LENORE. 
You’re over-interpreting a bit, don’t you think? Ariel wants to be human so she can be 
with her true love. I think it’s charming that she would make such a sacrifice to follow 
her heart. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
You would. You’re such a push-over for sappy men. 
 

LENORE. 
You think the Prince in the story is sappy? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Sure. What’s he got going for him, after all? Legs! And because he has legs, the Little 
Mermaid wants to have legs, too. Give me a break. It’s insulting to think that an 
otherwise intelligent mermaid would fall for a guy because he’s got legs. After all most 
guys have legs. At least two of them, in fact. 
 

LENORE. 
It was love at first sight. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Love at first sight. Don’t make me barf. Love at first sight isn’t real. It’s just a device 
used by bad writers who can’t come up with a real reason for their heroines to fall for 
their heroes. Take, for example, that sorry little play of your boyfriend’s. I’m supposed to 
be in love with this cowardly knight who is so dumb that he believes a magic word is 
going to protect him from being eaten by dragons. Why would I be in love with that kind 
of a loser? I don’t even approve of dragon-killing, a silly macho sport if there ever was 
one.  
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LENORE. 
So, love at first sight is the only way to explain the attraction? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Right. 
 

LENORE. 
I suppose love at first sight is the explanation for why I’ve fallen for Lenny. He’s a good-
looking guy, and very clever, very literate. He’s so sure of himself, something I could 
never be. I know he isn’t very nice to me, but maybe he could learn. Maybe he’ll friend 
me on Facebook some day. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Honey, you’re a woman who doesn’t think enough of herself, and he’s a man who thinks 
too much of himself. A bad combination, something only a bad writer would try to pass 
off as love at first sight. Maybe you should try an imaginary guy. You could invent a man 
with no propensity for being a cockroach. That would be imagination! 
 

LENORE. 
It seems hard to imagine a man with no propensity for being a cockroach. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Well, let’s give it a try.  
 

LENORE 
(closing her eyes, imagining). Let’s see. I’d like someone kind, considerate. (She waits. 
Nothing happens. She opens her eyes.) Nothing! 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
You’re reaching too high. Try again. 
 

LENORE. 
(closing her eyes again). I’d like a…dancer! 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Now you’re talking! (A dancing guy appears, doing stunts around the stage). 
 

LENORE. 
Something of a show-off, isn’t he? 
(Cue Dance with Me) 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Take what you can get, honey. 
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DANCING MAN. 
(singing). 
Dance with me, 
Take a chance that you'll be happy. 
Romance should be 
So important in your life. 
 
Take a step, Lenore, 
Make up your mind to be happy, 
Break out of that sad relationship with him, him. 
 

DANCING MAN and GENEVIEVE. 
Take a step, Lenore, 
Make up your mind to be happy, 
Break those awful chains of love 
He has on you, you. 
 
Dance with me, 
Take a chance that you'll be happy. 
Romance will be  
So important in your life. 

 
LENORE. 

(Spoken) I don’t know. He just isn’t doing anything for me. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
(Spoken). Maybe an imaginary man isn’t the answer. Maybe you need an imaginary 
woman. 
(Lenore and Genevieve dance together, becoming closer, ending with a long kiss.) 
 

LENORE. 
(Spoken). Wow! 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
(Singing) 
Give up your sorrow, 
Don’t live for tomorrow today, 
I’ll be beside you 
To keep you from hiding away, 
I’ll be beside you 
To keep you from running away, away. 
 

TRIO. 
LENORE. GENEVIEVE and DANCING MAN. 

I’ll give up my bad luck, Give up your bad luck, 
I won’t accept that my life has to suck Don’t accept that your life has to suck 
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LENORE. GENEVIEVE and DANCING MAN. 
Each day. Each day. 
You’ll be beside me 
To keep me from getting depressed, 

We’ll be beside you 
To keep you from getting depressed 

You’ll be beside me, 
My life shouldn’t be such a mess. 

We’ll be beside you, 
Your life shouldn’t be such a mess. 

A mess, a mess. A mess, a mess. 
(Lenore dismisses the Dancing man; he exits) 
Scat! 

 
LENORE. 

(Singing to Genevieve, taking her hand and stroking her face) 
I’ll dance with you, 
I’ll take a chance that I’ll be happy, 
Romance will be 
So important in my life. 
 
(Lenore embraces Genevieve passionately) 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Well, aren’t you the badass! 
 

LENORE. 
Yeah. Lenny who? 
(Singing) 
I thought that my chances at love had been blown, 
Now you show me something I've never been shown, 
I might want to stay forever. 
If you're gonna be so sweet to me. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
If you're gonna stand there and be cute all day, 
Don't be too surprised if I get carried away, 
You can be my love forever, 
If you think that's what you want to be. 
 

LENORE and GENEVIEVE. 
You never know when your love will appear, 
So don't live in fear 
When she's near, 
Keep your engine in high gear. 
 
I was not aware of what was possible here, 
I have a new notion of acceptable, dear, 
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LENORE. 
Even though you're imaginary, 
I can't imagine where I'd rather be, 
 

LENORE and GENEVIEVE. 
Can't imagine where I'd rather be. 
 
Lights down. 
 

Scene 2. Lenny’s imagination. 
(The lights come up on Genevieve, standing alone on the stage dressed in a medieval 
fair-maiden outfit.) 

 
LENNY. 

(From offstage) 
Take it from the top of the scene. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Florestan, my darling, I just know you can kill dragons. Why, I think you’re the best darn 
dragon-killer in these parts. With my help you will fulfill your destiny! (She rolls her 
eyes). Yuck, what garbage! (She goosesteps, robot-like, deep-voiced, in a Darth Vader 
imitation). It is your Destiny! 
 

VOICE OFF. 
Wrong show! 
 

LENNY. 
(offstage). I didn’t write that! 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Excuse me, your excellency. I didn’t mean to trample the creative genius. 
 

LENNY. 
(offstage). Just do the lines the way I wrote them. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
(still Darth Vader). Yes, my Master. (Changing to a high-pitched Southern belle voice). 
Oh, Florestan, you goageous hunk ah man meat. Kill one ah them nasty ol’ dragons for 
yo’ poah l’il Genevievie. 
 

LENNY. 
(entering). Why can’t you just do it right? 
 



© 2005, 2014, 2016 Tony Scialli, page 40 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Because it’s embarrassing. You wrote me as a brainless twit. Wouldn’t you be 
embarrassed to be a brainless twit? (She looks him over, then looks at the audience, then 
looks back to Lenny). No, I guess you wouldn’t. 
 

LENNY. 
You don’t have the right to complain. I invented you. I own you. 
 

GENEVIEVE 
(huffily). Excuse me? 
 

LENNY. 
You’re a product of my imagination. I can make you any way I want. Why, I could make 
you 10 feet tall with 4 arms and a tail. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Oooo. Sounds kinky. 
 

LENNY. 
You don’t have any rights. You have no say.  
 

GENEVIEVE. 
A show in which the woman has no say. How twentieth century. 
 

LENNY. 
No, no, you’ve got it all wrong. You as an imaginary character have no say. In the play, 
Genevieve has an important role. She arranges the magic word for Florestan, after all. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Oh big deal. She arranges for this clown in a tin can to have a magic word. Because she 
loves him, and he’s too cowardly to go out and kill dragons. 
 

LENNY. 
Right! 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Did you ever think about why she loves him? 
 

LENNY. 
No. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Did you wonder why a particularly intelligent, talented, and beautiful woman like 
Genevieve would fall for a puling child who’s afraid of his own shadow? 
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LENNY. 
What does puling mean? You use such big words. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Wimpering. You’re not very big with the English language, are you? I just wouldn’t have 
any reason to fall for the Florestan character in your musical. Just change the story. 
 

LENNY. 
Look, it’s just how it is. You loves Florestan. It happens in every show. The curtain goes 
up and someone is in love with someone else. The whole show hangs on it. Without love, 
there is no show. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Put a dog in the show. The dog could love Florestan. Man’s best friend. You could have a 
lot of licking. The audience would go wild for a lot of licking. (She mimes a dog, panting 
and licking). 
 

LENNY. 
No, no, no! It’s got to be a girl. It’s got to be you. Girl and boy, boy and girl, it’s the way 
things are, it’s the fashion.  
(Cue You) 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Fashion?! Under what rock have you been hiding? If you want to write a modern show, 
have Florestan fall in love with his dog or better yet, with his hand (she makes 
mastubatory motions). Not that you care, but I met a woman who really turns me on. 
She’s naïve and sweet and dying for affection. I think she and I could make it. Let 
Genevieve fall in love with another woman. That would be my kind of fashion. 
 
(singing) 
You want me to be slave to your fashion,  
A good taste assassin. 
I won't play the fool,  
Can’t believe you’ll 
Be that old-school. 
 
You haven't a clue what makes me work, 
Don’t be such a jerk, 
You created my life 
As a housewife,  
Are you, like, crazy? 
 
I have no wish 
To satisfy your childish plans,  
Your bad writing 
Makes you your only-est fan. 
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LENNY. 

(Spoken) Ouch! 
(Singing) 
You don't have a choice, 
You're only a dream, 
Don’t be so extreme, 
No whys or why nots, 
I call all the shots, 
You haven't a voice.
 

LENNY. 
You have no choice  
But to satisfy my artful plans, 
You have no life, 
Only what comes from my hands. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
I have no wish  
To satisfy your childish plans, 
I want my life 
Given back into my hands. 
 

 
GENEVIEVE. 

You want me to make 
Love to your hero, 
That sorry-assed zero,  
What if I like girls? 
You wouldn’t know, 
You wouldn’t care. 
 
LENNY (spoken). What if you like girls? Don’t be such a pervert. Just shut up and do the 
play the way I wrote it. 
 
(Uh-oh. Now he’s done it. Genevieve is pissed off big time. She grows to 10 feet tall with 
four arms and a tail. She is green with scales and flames coming out of her nostrils. She 
has turned into a dragon.) 

 
GENEVIEVE. 

(roaring). No way, little man. I won’t be bossed around, even in that warped little 
imagination of yours. 
 

LENNY. 
(cowering). B-b-but, the show is almost done. I have an appointment with a producer. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Not my problem, little man. If you take him a show with a woman cast as a ditzy 
dumbass, you will fail. 
 

LENNY. 
(terrified). Fail? 
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GENEVIEVE. 

Fail. 
 

LENNY 
(gathering courage). No, I will not fail. I cannot fail. You, dragon, you are all in my 
mind. You are nothing. Be gone! Rumplesnitz! (Poof! She disappears).  
Whew. That was weird. I need to cut out the caffeine. I’m going a little kray.  
(Poof again. Lenore appears and the diner set slides in).  
Lenore! (he prods her) Are you real? 

 
Scene 3. The Diner 

(It’s dinner time. The place is getting crowded. Lenore and Lenny put on aprons.) 
 

LENORE. 
Ouch. What’s wrong with you? Of course I’m real, you douchebag. 
 

LENNY. 
Give me a break, Lenore. I’ve had a rough day. I don’t even know what a douchebag is, 
but it doesn’t sound flattering. 
 

LENORE. 
It’s not at all flattering. When someone calls you a douchebag, it’s code for, “Do me a 
favor, eat shit and die.” 
 

LENNY. 
Eat shit and die? You used to be such a nice, friendly girl. 
 

LENORE. 
I’m not in a very friendly mood. And I’m not a nice girl anymore. I’m a badass. 
 

LENNY. 
My real girlfriend and my imaginary girlfriend are both nuts. There must be some major 
hormone storm coming in. 

 
LENORE. 

Why don’t you just stop with the retarded comments? And she’s not your imaginary 
girlfriend. She’s my imaginary girlfriend. Someone who cares about me and is kind to 
me. I like her so much, I don’t even care that she’s not real. 
 

LENNY. 
What in the world are you talking about? 
 

BOSS 
(from offstage). What are you both talking about? All I hear anymore is talking. How 
about less chatter and more clatter? 
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(Lenore and Lenny clatter some dishes while they talk.) 
 

LENORE. 
I guess I’m just a sucker for someone who treats me nicely. Which so far has not been 
you. You wouldn’t understand. You’re a dumbass. 
 

LENNY. 
Are you still sore because I asked you for money? 
 

LENORE. 
You think this is about the money? 
 

LENNY. 
Yeah. Why else would you be so worked up? 
 

LENORE. 
Did it ever enter your mind that I might have been in love with you? Like back before I 
grew a brain. 
 

LENNY. 
I never thought about it. Why would you be in love with me? 
 

LENORE 
(takes off her apron, throws it down). I suppose because I used to love douchebags! 
(Exits.) 
 

BOSS 
(Enters). What the hell is going on out here? It sounds like a couple of cats got into the 
diner. Non-paying cats. You think you could try working instead of yacking? 
 

LENNY. 
Now, boss, don’t get on me. Everyone is getting on me today. 
 

BOSS. 
Why shouldn’t I get on you? I was under the impression I was paying you to serve the 
customers. Did I get the wrong idea? Was I perhaps paying you to be the floor show? 
 

LENNY. 
I don’t appreciate the sarcasm. I’m a sensitive artist, and my feelings are easily hurt. 
 

BOSS. 
A sensitive artist! Thousands of waiters in the city of New York, and I get a sensitive 
artist! 
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LENNY. 
You know, when my show is a hit and my name is in lights, those double-decker tour 
buses will be stopping in front of your diner to show people where I started. You’ll be 
grateful I was here. If you’re nice to me, I’ll even give you a signed photograph to hang 
on the wall. 
 

BOSS. 
Yeah, that would be swell. I could use something to cover that nasty stain where I 
whacked the biggest cockroach I ever saw. That is, until you showed up. 
 

LENNY. 
What a place! No-one appreciates me here. 
(cue Appreciation) 
 
(singing). 
I want a little appreciation, 
People can simply get off my back, 
I'm so tired of hearing how poorly I'm doing my job, 
Why don't you focus on what a good guy I am 
Instead of how I’m a slob? 
 
I crave the same appreciation 
That you would give to a faithful mutt, 
I don't get a kind word, 
No matter how hard I try, 
If you do not have nice things to say to me, 
Why don't you keep your mouth shut? 
 

CHORUS. 
He craves the same appreciation 
That you would give to your little mutt, 
He don't hear no kind words, 
No matter if hardly he tries, 
If you do not have nice things to say to him, 
You ought to keep your mouth shut. 
 

LENNY AND CHORUS. 
Without a shred of appreciation, 
Life's just a royal pain in the tail, 
I don't know why I keep trying 
To make you aware of my worth, 
If you would wake up and see what a star I am, 
You wouldn't be such a jerk. 
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LENNY. 
You don't respect me 
No how, nowhere, 
I am an artist, 
I need better care. 
 

BOSS AND CHORUS. 
I'd like to express my appreciation 
For being allowed to pay you a wage 
Even though you do little work, an artist should get better care, 
Customers dining while Lenny is whining, 
Now how could I think that was fair? 
 

BOSS. 
I needed a waiter when you were hired, 
But you're just an artist so now you're fired. 
 

LENNY. 
(Spoken) Huh? Fired? How? Why? 
Oh, screw it. 
 

LENNY AND CHORUS. 
(Singing) 
I crave the same appreciation 
That you would give to a faithful mutt, 
I don't get a kind word, 
No matter how hard I try, 
If you do not have nice things to say to me, 
Why don't you keep your mouth shut? 
You ought to keep your mouth, 
You ought to keep your mouth shut. 
 
(Black out) 
 

Scene 4. The Producer’s Office 
(The lights come up on a fancy desk and chair. There are piles of manuscripts on the 
desk. Maestro Bialystock’s costume is draped over the chair. The Boss enters, hurriedly, 
dressed as in the previous scene.) 

 
BOSS. 

(pulling off his restaurant clothes as he runs on). Damn scene change is too fast. No time 
to change costumes. (He reaches the chair and begins dressing). Three parts in this lousy 
show, but only one salary. Of course, only one salary. Cheap bastards will work you half 
to death if you give them a chance. There. Ready. (He sits at the desk).  
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Maestro Bialystock, c’est moi, the villain. We are here to watch Lenny fail. There really 
is no other way. After all, he’s a dreamer. (Signing) To dream the impossible dream…”   
 

VOICE OFF. 
Wrong show! 
 

BOSS. 
(calling off) Buzz off, asshole. (To the audience )That song’s from Man of LaMancha, in 
case you don’t know anything. It’s a cute story. You ought to go see it. It’s the story of an 
old man who dreams that he’s a gallant knight. The best part is near the end, when he 
realizes that he’s just an old man with fungus growing on his toenails. Ha! What an idiot. 
 
Well, Lenny is like that, except he has fungus growing on his personality. I mean, really, 
the kid is too ridiculous for a happy ending. (A knock on the door. The Boss calls out.) 
Just a minute. (To the audience.) I need a prop. (He locates a very large cigar and puts it 
in his mouth.) A big cigar sticking out of his face is the sign of a really big clown; 
Groucho Marx, George Burns, Sigmund Freud, Bill Clinton. (Calling out). Come in! 
 
(Lenny enters) 
 

LENNY. 
Uh…Maestro Bialystock? 
 

BOSS. 
That’s me, my boy. 
 

LENNY. 
I’m Lenny. 
 

BOSS. 
That’s too bad, young man, I am truly sorry to hear it. 
 

LENNY. 
Uh, I believe you’ve taken a look at my show… 
 

BOSS. 
Show? Hmmm…yes, maybe I have. (Shoveling around in the pile on his desk) It must be 
here somewhere. Now where did I put it? Oh, yeah…(he disappears offstage. There’s the 
sound of a toilet flushing. He returns holding a rather crumpled manuscript. He looks 
suspiciously at a spot on one of the pages, sniffs it, wrinkles his nose, then crumples that 
page carefully and throws it in the trash). Here we are. Dragon Slayer! Catchy title, I 
must say. 
 

LENNY. 
Thank you, sir. It’s a classic story, sir. This knight, Florestan is supposed to fight 
dragons. But, you see, he’s afraid of dragons. Isn’t that a riot? 
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BOSS. 

Yes, catchy title. Catchy as hell. 
 

LENNY. 
So, Florestan gets a magic word. He’s told that with this magic word, he will be 
invincible! Of course, the magic word is just made up, but because Florestan believes in 
it, it works. He’s invincible. The great American story! (strains of the Star Spangled 
Banner from the orchestra). 
 

BOSS. 
(Calling offstage) That’s Madama Butterfly, you know. Wrong show. Where were we? 
Oh yeah, the magic word. Rumble strips. 
 

LENNY. 
Not Rumble strips. (With a  flourish) Rumplesnitz! 
 

BOSS. 
Rumble strips, Rumplesnitz, Kiss-my-grits, what’s the difference? It’s silly nonsense. 
Listen, kid, don’t give up the day job. 
 

LENNY. 
I already have. 
 

BOSS. 
Well, that’s too bad, isn’t it? 
 

LENNY. 
You didn’t like the show. 
 

BOSS. 
Frankly, no. I hated it. 
 

LENNY. 
But I put my heart into that show. I put my whole life into it. 
 

BOSS. 
Well, at least you didn’t put your life savings into it. (Aside to the audience) I’m such a 
bastard. 
 

LENNY. 
I don’t understand. How could you have hated my show? 
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BOSS. 
Listen, kid. (Cue Your Work is Junk) 
(Singing) 
Your work is junk, it smells of skunk, 
And though you think that I’m only joking, 
This disaster (indicates the manuscript) should be smoking  
In the fire. 
 
Your show’s a wreck, it’s grade A drek, 
And if you want to make life brighter 
You’d be planning as a writer 
To retire. 
 
How could you ask me to read this crap? 
Between this script and art, there’s a monstrous gap. 
 
Your work is bad, it’s really sad 
To see how thoroughly you’ve blown it 
When you really should have thrown it 
In the trash. 
 
You’re such a hick, it makes me sick 
That you’re allowed to write a play 
Although you haven’t much to say, 
You give me gas. 
 
How could one man have so little skill, 
If I got off on slop, I’d have had my fill. 
 
Your work is junk, it smells of skunk, 
And though you think that I’m only joking, 
This disaster should be smoking  
In the fire. 
 
Your show’s a wreck, it’s grade A drek, 
And if you want to make life brighter 
You’d be planning as a writer 
To retire. 
 

LENNY. 
What didn’t you like about it? I could change some things, I could work on it and fix the 
parts you didn’t like. 
 

BOSS. 
Actually, I hated the whole thing. 
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LENNY. 
The whole thing? 
 

BOSS. 
Yes, every word. Every note. The whole thing. But there was one particularly annoying 
bit… 
 

LENNY 
(hopeful). Yes? 
 

BOSS. 
You have a character, Genevieve… 
 

LENNY. 
Yes? 
 

BOSS. 
She’s in love with your hero, Lancelot. 
 

LENNY. 
Florestan. 
 

BOSS. 
Florestan, Lancelot, whatever. Well, this Florestan isn’t much to talk about. After all, 
he’s afraid of dragons, and he believes in magic words. So he’s a douchebag. 
 

LENNY. 
That word again! 
 

BOSS. 
 And yet, this intelligent and perfectly delightful woman is in love with him. 
 

LENNY. 
Why is that a problem? 
 

BOSS. 
Listen, kid. In this day and age, you can’t write a show in which a woman falls for that 
kind of guy. Women have more sense. They don’t fall for losers any more. (Reflecting). 
Of course, you’re a loser and you have a perfectly nice woman in love with you… 
 

LENNY. 
Not any more. She blew me off. 
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BOSS. 
Well, thank goodness. You see, I told you. The smart women don’t stay with the dopes. 
You can’t ask an audience to watch a show where a woman is supposed to be in love with 
some brain-dead hero who can’t tell his ass from a hole in the ground. 
 
Women today know better. A woman who falls in love with any man is making a major 
compromise. She’s has to accept that the price of heterosexuality is hanging out with 
someone who is not as smart, cultured, or sensitive as she is. Now, when you ask an 
audience to believe that this woman would fall in love with someone like your 
Lancelot… 
 

LENNY. 
Florestan. 
 

BOSS. 
Whatever…It just doesn’t work. It’s painful to watch. You need to make intermission 
earlier in the show so people can escape. Now go away and find something else to do. 
You’re not a writer. Why even try? 
 

LENNY. 
I write because I love the theatre. 
 

BOSS. 
You write because you love yourself. 
 

LENNY. 
I do? 

 
BOSS. 

Yes. Now go. (Gives Lenny a thumbs down, and makes gagging motions. Lenny exits).  
I am so good at what I do. Don’t you like him better already? He’s about as low as he can 
be. I’ve knocked down that edifice of pride and conceit that he built up ever since his 
demented old grandfather put that nonsense in his head that he’s special. We’ll see if he 
can rebuild on a more solid foundation now that he’s hit rock bottom. Oh what a public 
servant I am! Let’s watch. 
 

Scene 5. Lenny’s imagination and the rest of his life 
(The Maestro Bialystock set slides upstage so the Boss can watch with us. Lenny and 
Genevieve enter from opposite sides of the stage.) 
 

LENNY. 
(Seeing Genevieve) You! 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
(cheerful). Hi, master. What’s new? 
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LENNY. 
My show is dead. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
I know.  
 

LENNY. 
Yes, you would, I suppose. Living in my imagination, you must learn everything as soon 
as I do. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Yup. 
 

LENNY. 
Well, I’m sure you’re very happy. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Ecstatic. 
 

LENNY. 
But I’m miserable. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Why? 
 

LENNY. 
Everything I wanted in life is gone. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
What was it you wanted? 
 

LENNY. 
Fame. Fortune. Immortality 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Those are kind of magic words for you, aren’t they? 
 

LENNY. 
Yes. I wanted a magical life. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
We all want a magical life.  
 

LENNY. 
So I’m not so abnormal. 
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GENEVIEVE. 
Oh, you’re not abnormal at all. Foolish, unpleasant, weird, definitely weird, but not 
abnormal. 
 

LENNY. 
Well, at least I’m not abnormal. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
You wanted a magical life, but you pushed away the one person who could give it to you. 
It happens all the time. Dysfunctional, but not abnormal. 
 

LENNY. 
Who did I push away? Maestro Bialystock? I was very nice to him. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
No, dummy. Lenore. 

 
LENNY. 

Lenore? I didn’t push her away. I hardly spoke to her. She just got sore at me for no 
reason. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
She got sore at you because you had no room for her in your life. Because you were 
abusive. Because you’re a monomaniac. Because you didn’t need her. 
 

LENNY. 
Need her? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
We all need someone, and we all need to be needed. Needing someone is the nicest thing 
you can do for them. 
 

LENNY. 
I’m not heartless and unfeeling. I’m just an artist. (Lights down except for a spot on 
Lenny’s face. He continues over an instrumental tremolo). When I was little boy, and was 
a bunny in the class play… 
 

GENEVIEVE 
(the lights come up as she interrupts). I know, I know. You grand-dad told you about 
your calling. Your sainted grand-dad. Well, it’s time to retire that old fart. He’s gotten 
you into a world of trouble. 
 

LENNY. 
Trouble? 
 



© 2005, 2014, 2016 Tony Scialli, page 54 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
By telling you that you were special, he allowed you to avoid real contact with ordinary 
human beings. He allowed you to keep yourself apart, to avoid making an effort to touch 
and be touched. 
 

LENNY. 
Oh. (Thinking about it.) So without my promising career as a Broadway show writer, I 
have nothing. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Nothing and no-one. But I’m going to do you a favor. 
 

LENNY. 
Why would you do me a favor? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Well, actually, I’m going to do our girlfriend, Lenore, a favor. She’s a sweet kid and a hot 
number when she gets into it, and she deserves more than an imaginary relationship. So 
I’m going to see if we can make you a real man and give her a shot at the real thing. Are 
you up for it? 
 

LENNY. 
I guess so. What do I have to do? 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Repeat after me. My life’s become a major mess. 
 

LENNY. 
My life’s become a major mess. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
(Cue Magic Word) I’ve nothing left to call success. 
 

LENNY. GENEVIEVE. 
(Singing) (Singing) 
My life’s become a major mess, 
I’ve nothing left to call success 

 

 If you are lucky, 
There’ll be someone 
Who cares what becomes of you. 
 
The someone whom I’m speaking of 
Brings something nice, 
We call it love, 

I didn’t know what love was for, 
But my magic words didn’t work anymore. 
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LENNY. GENEVIEVE. 
 
My dragons all were in my head, 
I fought them in my brain instead 
Of coming out into the world 
 Of coming out to meet a girl. 

 
The girl wanted to be your lady, 
But you, Sir Knight, just weren’t ready 

To make a life in which she fit, 
To give up hollering, Rumplesnitz. 
 
I wondered why I just couldn’t win 

 

 You were waiting for your sad life to begin. 
She loved me, but I guess I hadn’t heard  
It doesn’t take a secret magic word. It doesn’t take a secret magic word. 
  
 Her love was given oh so sweetly 
My magic words had failed completely  
 No-one can be sympathetic 

With a hero so pathetic. 
 
Success would not have taken much, 

Only to have been in touch, 
To be in touch without pretending 
Would have made a happy ending. 

 

 You wonder why you can’t seem to win, 
You’re waiting for your sad life to begin. 

I was searching but, in fact, I hadn’t heard.  
I hadn’t heard that love’s the magic word. You hadn’t heard that love’s the magic word. 
 (Lenore appears) 

 
GENEVIEVE, LENORE, and LENNY 

(Singing) Have you heard that love’s the magic word? 
 
(Lenny looks at Lenore with new eyes. The next bit is a knock-off of the duet near the end 
of Fidelio.) 
 

LENNY. 
Leonore! 
 

LENORE. 
Florestan! 
 

LENNY. 
O Leonore! 
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LENORE. 

Florestan!  
 
(cue It’s Enough Reprise) 

LENNY 
(spoken over intro). You came back! 
 

LENORE. 
I came back. 
 

LENNY. 
Can you still love me? 
 

LENORE. 
I’m not sure. You called me a nobody. You treated me poorly. But, maybe I’ll let you try 
to win me back. (To Genevieve) I’m a little confused, but would it be okay if I tried for 
love the old fashioned way…with Lenny. 
 

GENEVIEVE. 
Sure, give it a try. Remember, when you’re with him, you’re with me, too. 
 

LENNY. 
Well, that’s pretty creepy. She’s supposed to be with me to be with the woman in me? 
 

LENORE. 
Be grateful I can appreciate the woman in you. 
 

LENNY. 
Uh, okay. 
(singing to Lenore). 
It's enough to be with you, 
Even though I'm hardly a star, 
But if you'll have me I'll come with you, 
And I'll make my name where you are. 
 
It's enough to stay at home 
Though the lights on the marquee are flashing, 
If you stay at home with someone who, 
Who can make your simple life smashing. 
 
It's enough that you’ll try me, 
It's enough to know that you'll stick around 
With a guy who treated you so badly 
And ran your love aground. 
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LENNY and LENORE. 
It's enough to stay at home, 
Though the lights on the marquee are flashing, 
If you stay home with somebody 
Who can make your simple life less boring. 
 

LENNY. 
When I was a jerk 
You saw in me a diamond in the rough, 
I'm so grateful now that you're still here, 
For me you are enough. 
 

LENORE. 
When you were a nasty jerk 
I saw in you a self-indulgent putz, 
You should be grateful now that I hung around, 
I'd just about had enough. 
 

LENNY and LENORE. 
Enough, enough, enough, enough. 
Enough, enough. 
 

LENNY. 
It's enough to say I'm sorry 
For not letting you in my life, 
When you tried, you tried to give me care and loving, 
And in return you were stifled, stifled. 
 

LENNY and LENORE. 
It's enough to stay at home, 
Though the lights on the marquee are flashing, 
If you stay home with somebody 
Who can make your simple life, 
Make your life a life. 
 

LENORE. 
You were a jerk, a major jerk, 
Such a nasty little jerk, 
You weren't pleasant to be around. 
But I loved you, I loved you, 
Though I must have been a moron, 
I was dumb enough. 
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LENNY. 

When I was a jerk 
You saw in me a diamond in the rough, 
I'm so grateful now that you're still here, 
For me you are enough. 

 
LENORE. 

You were a jerk, a major jerk, 
Such a nasty little jerk,  
You weren't pleasant to be around. 
But I loved you, I loved you, 
Though I must have been a moron, 
I was dumb enough. 

 
LENNY and LENORE 

Enough, enough, enough, enough. 
Enough, enough. 
 
It's enough for me, for us, 
To find love on this crazy planet, 
And with you beside me, you beside me, 
Love will be enough. 
 
(They embrace tentatively. The rest if the company appears.) 
(cue Love Song Reprise) 

 
COMPANY MEMBER. 

(spoken over intro; this bit is from the Fantasticks) 
They’ve come back. It’s a miracle. Let’s take down the wall. 
 

BOSS. 
No. Leave the wall. Remember—you must always leave the wall. 

 
LENNY. 

Uh, boss. Wrong show. 
Say, can I have my job back? I’ve given up writing. 
 

LENORE. 
No, Lenny. You haven’t given up writing. You can write and romance me at the same 
time. 
 

LENNY. 
I can? 
 

LENORE. 
You can. 
 

LENNY. 
(to the Boss). And I can be a waiter, too? 
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BOSS. 
If this were a show with a sweet, happy ending, I’d say yes and we’d fall into each 
other’s arms sobbing. But, no. You’re still fired. 
 

COMPANY. 
Love needs a song, 
That's what they say, 
Love is a concert that two hearts can play. 
 
When you're in love, 
What can you do? 
Singing together a key that is new, 
 

BOSS. 
Singing in tune, 
Singing on key, 
That's how it is when you're singing with me. 
 

LENNY and LENORE (accompanied by COMPANY). 
You are my love song, 
I am a poem to you, 
You're where I ’spose I belong, belong, 
I hope that you need me, too. 
 
When we're together 
Under a blue sunny sky, 
No one asks whether or not to love, 
Nobody ever asks why. 
Ah, No one asks why. 
 

COMPANY. 
Ah, No one asks why. 

 
CURTAIN 

(not a dry eye in the house). 


