SUC DADDY 

an urban operetta
Libretto by Molly Gallagher
Music by Jeremy Bernstein

Originally directed and produced by Eric Wallach

The summer of 1996 Molly sent me two poems she had written, “Mr. Scrotum’s Song” and “Eager Beaver”.  The poems had Molly’s amazing wit and talent for words and they were also alarmingly honest and biting.  I wrote her back, saying that if she continued writing the piece we could take it on as TRIBE’s next work.  Come September there we all were again sitting around a table for Sunday brunch, with Molly’s twelve pages or so of text.  Needless to say, that was lift off.

It is a great pleasure for me to put Molly G.’s brilliant words out there.  She attacks the modern world with poetry and rhyme, and asks more from an audience than their attendance.  Engagement is demanded.   Get into it.
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SALUTATIONS

Shelly

Salutations to all

Welcome ladies and gents 

To our evening of Fantasmographic events

Howdy Do Valued Viewers

We’ve coddled you here

Through the steam and the sweat

Buck right up, have no fear!

To the Upper East Side, People live here, we hear.

You will have no regrets 

Hunker down, huddle near.

We’ve a fine yarn to spin you

A FINE one, that’s right,

Of a gaggle of witty and web spinning gals

On the move on the make in the know good to fight

Just pretend for the night that they’re some of your pals.

Please let me acquaint you

To four young DIVINE

Four ladies of stature

Dear DEAR friends of mine

The seniormost members of the BrooklynLadiesSocialClubLocal Number 9

Meet Connie, she’s buxom, she’s brainy, we love her

Connie

Boys like mounds and mounds are me

I’ve mounds and mounds and mounds galore

I’ve mounds up top and plenty of back

I’m what they’re looking for

Shelly

Meet Seri, the sage, she knows more than your mother.

Sadie

Go on, dear, inquire

Pose a question to me

I’m sultry I’m snazzy I have ESP

From earwax to sutra to comets to fleas

I can answer you all, over absinthe and tea

Shelly

Joanne is the quirkiest genius in town

Yes, her robin hood ethics

Make corporate kings frown

But she won’t give two hoots

Joanne

I can clean out those clowns.

Shelly

Young Fran’s on the hustle, this chick gets around

Fran

I’m a novice to Gothem 

The chew-you-up, gritty

The claw my way up and then spit you out city

Call me Star FKR if you do I won’t care

I will conquer this ville by my three long chin hairs

Shelly

I’m Shelly, and I’ll be your host for the eve

To observe, to relate, to expound and to weave

Together we’ll spin you, in refrains and reprieves

A fantastical saga, a tremulous tale

Of Real Estate, Greed, and lovin gone stale

Thanks ever so much, kids for coming, yes, quite!

It’s a card!  It’s a lark!  It’s a heist in the night!

Please follow the action and have a nice flight!

BRUNCH SONG

Sadie

If you please, dove

Some goat cheese, love

Or a carrot, just the seeds of

A cucumber, your new number, and some brie

I’ll be waiting

Percolating

Toenail clipping

Cheddar grating

‘ticipating your arrival unto me

I have primped and preened and tidied

I am lounging in my nightie

In room four (that’s right)

Four hundred sixty-three

Are you coming to the brunch, dears?

I have more than just a hunch, dears 

You will seek me out 

You know right where I’ll be

At the WJ the WJ the dear old

Williamson / Jorgenson Hotel for transients and permanents

That’s me

For the Brooklyn Ladies Social Club Jamboree!

WELCOME SONG

Sadie

Come inside, little chickens!

I’ve put on the tea

Have a crumpet

Some cordial

A biscuit or three

Come inside, have a seat

Pour your hearts out to me.

Joanne

Did you hear?

Hear the news?

Have you heard?

Come and see

It says here that they’ve managed

Great Scott

Golly gee

To clone a wee sheep

So eventually

We’ll make more of ourselves

And invite them to tea

Cause it’s all about us

All about us, you see.

Sadie

That’s fabulous, ducky

That’s truly sublime

But we all know they won’t clone a girl for some time

Although the mere thought is just splendid, and fine.

I was wondering what was on Fran’s mind this morn

You seem dumpy dear, and a little forlorn

Fran

Well, I’ve moved fourteen times in just seventeen months

From Greenpoint

To Harlem

To Wooster

To Front

I am tuckered out, tired of the grind and the grunt

Of the knock-me-down quest and the drag me out hunt

Hairdressers Quartet

She wouldn’t mind a Sugar Dad

A Cushy Pad

Yes, she’d be glad

To leave it to the Sugar Dad to set her up right nice

Fran

This morning I looked at a room in Park Slope

Full of stinky old radicals reeking of dope

I have had it, I’m finished

I’ve run out of hope

Won’t somebody help me?

Just throw me some rope?

Hairdressers Quartet

Why can’t she find a Sugar Dad?
A cushy pad

Fran
Have you gone mad?

Hairdressers Quartet

Just leave it to her Sugar Dad
For such a little price.

Fran

I couldn’t have a Sugar Dad

You’re smoking crack

That’s much too sad

I’m on my own 

For that I’m glad

But thanks for the advice

I’ve gone to the Alcott
The Liberty Inn

The Hartcourt

The Webster

Oh, where to begin?

HQ

She wouldn’t mind a Sugar Dad

A cushy pad

Yes, she’d be glad

To leave it to the Sugar Dad and drop out of the race

Fran

I’m tired 

I am worn out

I’m sickly and wheezing

And soon on the streets

T’will turn nasty and freezing


Perhaps I’d take a Sugar Dad

Over every slacker beau I’ve had

Who’ve  made me pay for Chinese take out plastic forks and rice

HQ

Plastic forks and rice

Plastic forks and rice

She’d be a fool to lose her cool for plastic forks and rice

She’d better find a dad to add some sugar to her spice.

WOMANLY WILES

Connie

Womanly wiles, will get you, dear, miles

A wink and a smile and a wiggle

A boom and a bump and a jiggle

They’ll drop at your feet

Each buffoon that you meet

Will melt to a puddle of chicken fat DARLINGS

I promise you see

Just take it from me

They’re limited creatures

These XY’s it’s so

Just give ‘em a little BA BANG

And they’ll go

All

OOH LA LA

WHOA WHOA WHOA

Connie

It’s really no riddle

To charm 

To befuddle

To bewitch and beguile

A twitch of the middle

A wiggle

A smile

They’ll drool on their neckties

And whammo, you’re in

I’ll tell you this morn and I’ll tell you again

WOMANLY WILES will get you dear, miles.

WAXING REFRAIN

Sadie

With a rip

Joanne

With a flash

Connie

With a whip

Shelly

It’s a smash

HQ

You’ll be sparkling and gleaming

So shiny 

So clean

Free of moustache

Or wax rash

A duchess, a queen

That’s right, rest serene

That’s right, rest serene

With SIMPLY SERENITY.

EYEBROW SONG

Fran

Oh Sadie, sweet Sadie, dear, what shall I do?

I’ve waxed all the hair off my left brow, it’s true.

Sadie

Now, Sugar, don’t worry, just pencil it on

Your face’ll look better when the hair’s all gone

We’ll rip off the other so’s both‘ll match

We’ll wax off your pits and your back and your toe

And you’ll sparkle quite nice with a shimmery gleam

And the folks all round town’ll declare that you’re keen

And that fella of yours will come runnin your way

And he’ll show up with flowers and kiss you and say

Voice of Hunka

Your silky smooth skin sends my heart through the floor

I love you the most, more than ever before

Sadie

Just take it from me, little chicken, I know

His heart starts to shrink when your hair starts to grow

Fran

Hi Ho, what blow, it’s off to the grind I go

I’d rather lose a toe Ta Ta gals A Bientot!

HQ

She’d rather lose a toe what ho but it’s off to the grind

She goes, she goes, it’s off to the grind she goes.

SHE’LL CUT IT OFF

Shelly

Isn’t it curious

When she walks with a man

Nobody jeers while he’s holding her hand

But taking a stroll on the town all alone

Means a lady’s fair game for the slithery hicks

Who slink to the sidewalk

All waving their peckers or pinching her bottom

Just oozing with sleaze

And the girl has no choice

She feels covered with greaze

And her anger boils over

You must understand

She can’t always walk with a man hand in hand 

So she takes up karate

Kung Fu

Tia Quon Do

And she forges ahead 

And she goes where she goes

She’s your mother, your sister

So gentlemen, please

She’s not making it up

These hot cesspools of sleaze

She can take it, our tough little cookie, it’s true

But one day when enough is enough and she‘s blue

That big hunk of bratwurst just there on the table

May be one of them

If she’s strong if she’s able

They may find themselves on the hotplate.   It’s true.

Could be one of them, or could be one of you.

FRAN MEETS SOFT-T

FRAN, upset from the walk, stops to buy an ice-cream before work.

Fran

I’d like an ice-cream sandwich, please

Sof-T

Why, certainly, right away …

You seem a trifle sad there, has it been a trying day?

Fran

No, not really, thanks for asking.

Sof-T

Are you certain?  It’s all right.
Say, perhaps if you’d tell me, you’d feel better, you just might.

Fran

Well … while I’m … on my way to work, you see,

I have to jump the hurdle

Of hordes of nasty, braying men

a-snatching at my girdle

They snort and whistle call and cry

They don’t let up one minute

The very instant one will stop 

Another rebegins it

I can’t imagine, can’t conceive, can’t fathom

That they think

Believe

That they’re attractive

With their jeering and their winks

Why, just once I’d like to show them in a truly violent way

Just how much I seethe when someone’s slime mucks up

My lovely day.

Sof-T

Well, now, my dear, I have to say

Not every male behaves that way

My name, if I may introduce myself, if Mister Sof-T

I’m just a working Joe, you know, my job is not so lofty

But even though I may not have a nickel to my name

I treat the ladies with respect (I do not call them dames)

The sandwich is on me today

I truly, yes, I truly pray

You won’t endure such crudeness on the street here

Every day

Fran

I see perhaps you understand

Thanks very much, Mr. Sof-T man

I’m a waitress, sir, I’m known as Fran, now

I must rush to work as fast as I can.

MR. SOF-T LONGING SONG

Sof-T

Though I’ve a weenie

I’m not all bad

I’d be the best boy you’ve ever had

I’m Mister Sof-T

For you I’m mad

Oh Franny please heed me

Don’t Franny, you need me

To wash your pearly coochie like a porcelain cup o tea

To adore you more than any other bloke quite fervently

For you’re the Royal Highness of the Universe to me

I will sing out all your praises

Cross the rooftops

Cross the land

If you’ll only give me smooches

If you’ll only hold my hand

Just a spot of tender loving, dear, is all that I’d demand

They call me mister Sof-T but my sweet, I’m still a man.

TARTOIL – HOUSE OF TARTS

Shelly

Franny bristled while she worked at House of Tarts, the diner

Slinging hash for pennies to revolting yuppie whiners

Our little Franny, Angel, Love

Connie

Gave service with a smile

Joanne

And nobody

HQ

But no one

Shelly

Saw her seething all the while

Sadie

Yes, when globs of chicken fricassee came flying from her hand

Connie

To topple on the client’s knee who’d made some small demand

Joanne

She stifled her delight, her glee, and in her noggin, yelled

Fran

YIPPEE!

That bastard, this is grand!

Shelly

At House of Tarts this sticky day

Fran thought it wise to slave away

For August’s rent she had to pay

HQ

It didn’t look so good.

Fran

Perhaps

Shelly

She thought

Fran

I’ll steal away

To Marakesh

To France, Bombay!

Why, the world would be my oyster

If I had the dough I would

I’m busting my booty to stay afloat

In the mean and ugly city

My room is only four by eight

My rent is seven-fifty

I served execs at Miramax

Eggs benedict today

And all that they could think of

Grasping cell phones

Was to say

Exec

These are runny

Send them back

And fill my coffee by the way

Fran

So I hoof it to the kitchen

With his mucousy repast

And I ask the cook (politely)

To please heat it up (and fast)

And he corners me and tells me 

Cook

No.

Fran

And dares to pinch my ass

So back I go to patiently inform this grubbing man

That the cook will not heat up your eggs

I’ve done the best I can.

When Ernie yes man manager

Detects a brewing mess

And he saunters up behind me with a sweaty palm to press

Upon my twitchy elbow and perspires right through my dress

Ernie

Gentlemen, Fran honey

Just what seems to be the trouble

Fran

Well, you see …

Exec

She refused to take my eggs back

Though they’re runny, little bubble

Ernie

Is this so?

Fran

Not quite

Ernie

Well, sirs, I’m deeply sorry I implore you

I am sorry that our waitress here has had the gall to bore you

With her nonsense

And I’ll see to it

I’ll per so nal ly see

That she pays her price for insolence

Sirs, leave it up to me.

Fran

By this time my blood is boiling

And I’m scheming plotting thinking

Is there any way to stop this scene?

Dive off the ship that’s sinking?

Mr. Miramax is smirking

And I hear his cohort say

Exec #2

Keep complaining, Stan

And that way we won’t even have to pay

Fran

And I want to rip his throat out

I want to rip his throat out

I want to rip his throat out

In that steamy Sunday way

HQ & Fran

She wants to rip his throat out in that steamy Sunday way.

HUNKA HUNKA BURNIN LOVE SONG

HQ

Then in came

Fran

Oh, not HIM again!

Shelly

Hunka Hunka Burnin’ love

Hunka

Hey, Darlin, call me Charmin’,

I’m the one you’re dreaming of

For I’m witty, rich and handsome, plus

I’m a hunka burnin’ love!

That’s right baby, baby

Just a hunka burnin’ love

Why, I’ll sweep you off your tootsies to a land of ease, of bliss

If you’ll come into my condo for one teeny little kiss

I’m important, I have power,

I’m the one you’re dreaming of

I’m a hunk, that’s right, a hunka hunka

HQ

Burnin’ Love

Hunka

I have tickets to a film premiere

I want you to be my date

It’s chock full of real star power

Wizen up, don’t hesitate

I’m your hunka love and babe I tell you

This one will be great

They will roll out the red carpet

Come with me, babe, I’m your man

Fran

Did you say stars?  I just don’t know
Hunka

Say yes, of course, my dear, you can

You’ll be one step short of stardom

Come along it will be grand

Fran

Well, I’ll come on one condition

Hunka

Anything, just spit it out

Fran

I’d like to have an escort

Hunka

A third wheel

No way, that’s out

Fran

Fine, forget it, I’m not coming

YOU, sir, I can do without

Hunka

All right, fine, then bring your escort

Bring six more men, if you must

But then we’ll have a quiet date, just you and me, just us.

Fran Aside.

I would rather swallow snot soufflé

But if I must I must

Hunka

Hey, darling, call me charming, meet me here at quarter of

I’m a hunk, that’s right, a Hunka Hunka Burnin’ Love

THE PREMIERE DATE

Shelly

Franny our girl, since the hour was late

Asked her pal Sof-T along on her date

Sof-T agreed for he pined for her touch

Even though her request seemed a little bit much

Hunka

Howdy Pard nice to meet you


(voice over) That piddling pooter 
So glad you could come


A nebbishy nerd

So you’re Fran’s little pal


I’ll stomp you my friend

Shelly

Hunka played kind and dumb

Hunka


Like a wee squishy turd

Sof-T


I find you and your swagger, my friend, asinine

Thanks so much for the pleasure, enchante, I am sure


And you can’t hope to merit a damsel so fine

I give thanks beyond measure  for a welcome, so pure


But by hook or by crook, I will make young Fran mine

I forever will treasure this filmic premure


For you sheen will wear thin, just a matter of time

HQ 
Harvey and Woody and Drew, oh my

Ethan and Joel and you too, oh my

Johnny and Gwyneth and Crew, oh my

You’re wishin that it could be you, oh my

You’re wantin your piece of the pie, oh my

The stars in your stars in your eye, oh my

The stars in your bumpkin blue eye

Hunka

Next time, babe, we two are flying solo, you and I

Then it’s time to tell your little friend skedaddle, scram, b-bye.

COOL THAT COOCHIE

Joanne

There’s one small thing in my noggin this morn

It’s a little bit racy

I’m a little forlorn

I was in the Amish Market

Where the clerks are so flirty?

When while strolling down the produce aisle

I came across, Oh, Gee

A bunch of waxy cucumbers

I’m sheepish, for you see,

I could not help from staring

They called out unto me

So I picked one up and grasped it

Just to check, you know, to see

The heft the weight the fine long form

The aerodynamic velocity

Well, I guess I stared a tad too long 

For then, girls, suddenly,

I heard an evil snicker and with my cuke I whipped around

The clerk was there behind me 

I wished to sink into the ground!

But no go!

It was too late

He had caught me, cuke in hand

He could tell what I was thinking

He saw through my little plan

What shall I do?  I love the Amish Market, it’s the best!

I adore the gleaming olives and I worship lemon zest!

And now I cannot show my face inside there dashes.

Sadie

Dear!

My Darling, nothing doing little chicken it’s too clear

Invite him up this afternoon for kippers and a beer

Or you could fill your shopping needs at Dean and Depuka.

You think you need a man but no

Connie

Pshaw

Shelly

What rot

Joanne

Poo poo

Sadie

I’d be hard pressed to think of something further from what’s true.

Listen close, my little chicken, next time here is what you’ll do

When that tingly warm sensation creeps on up into your loins

You needn’t seek the weaker sex to satisfy your groin

Energizer?  Duracell?  Don’t waste those precious coins

Just listen up, dears, listen close, to what I have to say

And even in those hard-pressed times you’ll want not for some play

Connie

Ain’t no thang wrong with sugar, dears, the world goes round that way.

Take the sot for all he’s got then dump him in the bay.

Fran

And Sadie, he’s got cold hard cash, that’s all I have to say.

Joanne

Con quit putting preposterous plans in her brain

You are setting our girl up for heartache, for pain!

Connie

You think I’m for real when I’m playing a part

Plus, it’s quite up to her if she takes me to heart

Who made you her keeper Miss Come-As-You-Are

Fran’s well on her way to becoming a star

Sadie

Listen close and pass it on to other ladies far and wide

Yes, the only thing you have to do my poppet is to slide

Your lovely little coochie underneath the bathtub tap

Turn on the flow and there you go

You’re finished with his crap

Connie

Well, now if it were up to me

I’d say, dear, use the Honey Bee

It hides inside and buzzes round

And turns your bland world upside down

A pearl of humming wonderment

A tiny ball of joy

It’s stainless steel

It won’t corrode your insides

Like a boy

Joanne

You could be in the office

At home in your chair

Out getting a bite

Yes, just any ol’ where

And the dear thing keeps buzzing

It just doesn’t quit

You can stand

You can jump, you can run, walk or sit

You’ll be hap happy lucky the rest of the day

Why, you won’t care one whit if your boss comes to say

“Get to work, little lady, I don’t stand for slackers”

Joanne & Connie

You’ll be over the moon

Full of fur and firecrackers

It’s portable

Sterile 

It’s round and petite

For if a lady’s our lady, that lady’s discreet

CONSUME
                  Fran





     HQ
I am not a consumer are you?









Are you?

I am not a consumer are you?









Are you?

I need nothing, I tell you.  It’s true

Except maybe some new Prada shoes

And a measly half-carat will do

I’ve transcended the material slew 

And a triple ply cashmere coat too

But nothing, no nothing else new

I am not a consumer, are you?









Are you?

I am not a consumer  are you? 

STAR FKR (Star-fucker)

Hairdressers Quartet

From the F to the K to the R 
FKR

She’s a star she’s a star she’s a star   FKR

From the F to the K from the K to the R

She’s a star she’s a star she’s a star   FKR

Franny-Ann girl watch your back where you are

In the house

In the house of the big Daddy Bone

Say what?

BOO YAA

What’s goin on?

We were JOKING joking

We were not on the level ‘bout the sugar and the glands

He’s a nasty old Yes he’s a nasty old man

Can you kick him?  Yes you can.  Can you kill him?  Yes you can.

Cause all he really wants is

He wants to get some

With his sawed off shotgun

They’ll be getting it on and on and on and on and on and on …

Movin’ on up till your soul gets gone

IT’S ENORMOUS

Shelly

Fran waltzed over to his condo

A true palace in the sky

She was stunned

Yes, flabbergasted 

At the wallet on this guy

Fran

Oh my goodness … it’s … enormous!

Shelly

Said young Franny with a sigh

Fran

It’s the biggest one I’ve ever seen and sir

I would not lie

Are you the ruler of Tribeca?

Shelly

She inquired, and bat her eye

Hunka

You betcha princess

Shelly

He said, ogling her luscious creamy thigh

He led her to his chamber door and bid her there to lie

Hunka

Now you just wait right here one second

I will be back in one shake of a lamb’s tail

HUNKA PROSTATE SONG

Hairdressers Quartet

What’s he using?
What’s that sw ill

Rogaine with Minoxidil

What’s he losin

What’s the scare

Losin all his

All his hair

Mandelay will keep it kickin

Cock rings

Chi plugs

Rubber chickens

Metamucil

Coloncare

Depends

A truss

And nostril hair

Efferdent

And Grecian too

Hunka Love we’re onto you

Suck it up and pump it out

We know sir what you’re all about 

Act so suave and Fran won’t gauge

That sir, you’re over twice her age.

THIS IS IT

Fran

This is it

This man has got everything

This could be

My ticket to fly

HQ

Fly fly fly

Fran

Where did I 

Where did I put down my drink

I can’t take the time to think

He’d old and what’s more he stinks

He’ll save me from serving drinks

I’ll just shut my eye

And pretend that he’s

With every last ounce of me

Pretend that he’s 

A much younger guy.

WHAT IS THAT THANG?

Hunka

Hey baby, here I am.

Fran

He pulled down his pants

And he started to swing

I said,

HQ

Oh my God

What is that thang


That thang

What is that thang

Fran

He dropped down his drawers

And he started to sway

I thought

HQ

Good God, man

Just put it away


Put it away (x3) 
Fran

He pulled down his pants

And he started to swing

I said Oh, my God!

HQ

Where is his thing?


His thing

Where is his thing?


His thing

Fran

You could wrap it with a lilliput napkin ring

He dropped down his drawers

I said I’d be on my way

My way

Said I’d be on 

my way

but then dear ladies to my dismay

we did the deed there, anyway

MR. SCROTUM SONG

Shelly

One day, Franny took the subway train

To City Hall and back again

A pretty girl, so short, so sweet

She had the chance to brush her feet

‘Gainst someone beating on his meat

Fran

Oh my

Shelly

Said Franny

Fran

This is vile

Shelly

And spoogie sprayed out all the while

And on his face a toothy smile

Leeched out at darling Fran

Mr. Scrotum

Hey, pretty thing, come over here

Shelly

Said Mr. Scrotum with a leer

But Franny had a pinking shear there hidden in her pocky

Fran

Okay, Sir

Shelly

She beamed and inched up toward his throbbing member

(he hadn’t had a lady love since prior to December)

Fran

I see you have some extra there

Shelly

Said Franny, smiling sweetly

Fran

I’ll tidy up, Sir, never fear

Shelly

And chopped it off quite neatly

TANGO

Shelly

Thus, young Franny had a sugar daddy hidden on the side

Who, to our loving Franny, was a source of joy, of pride

For her prince, he was a mogul, a true genius, loaded, knightly

Who promised her bi-monthly dates

She did not take this lightly

HQ

Do you like him

He’s kind-of nasty

Would you date him

He’s thick and ghastly

Will you take him

He smells like someone’s shoe

Like someone’s sweaty shoe, it’s true!

How old could this man be

His prime was 1970

He’s paunchy

He’s balding

He’s crotchety

Fran, dear, what has come over you

How vain is he?

Fran

I couldn’t tell you

HQ

You’d consider

Dear what compelled you

Yes, Fran darling, what are you thinking, ew.

He’s thrice as old as you, PU

Why date an aged man

You could have someone young and grand

Stand up, honey, take command

And ditch this hairy scary man, you can

Fran

You may find me indiscreet

But if you saw his penthouse suite

Your back might have a carpet burn, or two

A carpet burn or two

Yes You!

EAGER BEAVER 

Shelly

What Franny could not, would not know

Till well into December

That in her belly a pod did grow

Thanks to his eager member

Fran

Gadzooks

Shelly

Cried Franny

When she caught, while looking in the mirror

Her swollen belly and was fraught with curly pricks of fear

Fran

Whatever shall I do good gosh, I’m really in a pickle

I only hope prince charming doesn’t turn out to be prince fickle

Shelly

Just to be sure lil Franny marched straight to the corner deli

And plunked down fifteen dollars just to see if in her belly

A little someone percolated, incubated grew

Fran

This time

Shelly

Thought Franny, standing there

Fran

Don’t let that tab turn blue

Shelly

Those three minutes in the toily seemed like fifteen years or more

Fran

I am so put off

Shelly

Sighed Franny

Fran

This is quite an awful bore

Did I boink without protection

No, I did not, NEVERMORE


Shelly

But a voice inside said

Sadie (V.O.)

Think so Fran?

Well, how can you be sure.

Shelly

And Fran thought back to one eve when the condoms had run out

And Prince Thang, in his fervor, had just let it all hang out

Fran

Oh Hell

Shelly

Cried Fran

Fran

How could I have been such an eager beaver

Why, instead of spouting lust, I should have been like Junie Cleaver

And ordained to Princy Perky

“Put it back, dear, in your trouser.”

For I am sure that he is nothing but a playboy

Shelly

A carouser

HQ 

He’s … just … a … premature ejaculator

Premature ejaculator … Hello there I’ll see you later

Premature ejaculator.  Flaccid droopy whacked deflator

Premature ejaculator.  Premature ejaculator, nice to meet you see you later.

Premature ejaculator.  Premature ejaculator.

She’s no baby incubator.

Shelly

At that moment in her quandary Fran peeked down into the loo

Where she saw the blue tab peeking back and cried

Fran

It can’t be true!

Sadie

Now, darlin, call that Hunka up and make him pays his dues

PHONE CALL TO HUNKA

Fran

Hello sugar how’re you doing

This is Franny on the line

Hunka

Hello Muff, I’m kind of busy, no

I haven’t got much time

Hey, I’d love to chat but hon, I simply must free up the line

Fran

Well, it’s just that

Hunka

I’ve (ahem) an important client whom I’d like to wine and dine

Fran

Sweetie, I’ve just got to say

One night when we were in the hay

You knocked me up,

There’s hell to pay

Hunka

Hon, I thought you put that plastic thingy in your cooter

Fran

So, now it’s my fault mister fill her up with sperm and boot her

Hunka

Don’t clown with me

You little ho

You sleep around all over

You easy floozy

On the go

Get outta my face

Roll over 

You dirty rancid hussy

You disgusting piddly whore

It isn’t mine

Don’t dare say so

It’s Mister Sof-T’s that’s for sure

Fran

Mister Sof-T?  That’s obscene; I’ve never been his Dairy Queen.

HUNKA hangs up the phone.

MR. SOF-T SLO-JAM

MR. SOF-T

The kids scream for me

But not women, oh gee

I’m Mister Sof-T

But I’m hard up for some lovin

And Fran, I’d never ever put a munchkin in your oven

I’d wrap my rascal for the deed

I’d sweep you away on my pure white steed

I beg I cajole I pray I plead

Franny my sweet it’s you I need

Oh yes indeed (x4)
Last week I ventured on a date

I figured for Fran, I was just too late

So I asked out another, a different girl

In the hope that, like Fran, she would rock my world

This time the outing was far from great

I’ll tell you the tale, the tale I’ll relate

Right after dinner we jumped in the sack

Right after that everything went black

I dipped down my head, I was taking a dive

I said, Good God, woman, t here’s something alive, in there

There’s something alive


something alive

Wash out that thing

Wash out that thing

I’m a tweetie man

I think coochies are swell

But this lady-bird

Had one mad mad smell

I opened up my lids

My eyes started to sting

I said, Good lord, Honey

Wash out that thing


That thing

Wash out that thing

It didn’t taste like chicken.

SICKLE POP



Fran 




Hunka


I didn’t 



Fuck him


How could you


Mister


You think he


Driving by


He put his 



Big stick


Into my



Hot pie


Not mister



Push up


No other



Ice Cream guy


You are my



Kustard King

FRANNY SEETHES AT HUNKA

Fran

Watch your back, Hunka Love

Cause I will make you pay

You can’t pass as a hipster

Though try as you may

You’re a played-out old fogey

A withered old man

You pathetic old miser

You will soon understand

That no one can mess with a lady called Fran

HQ

With Fran 

Our Fran

With our lady called Fran

Don’t hazard a bet with Miss Hurricane Fran

MURDER PLOTTING BRUNCH

Shelly

Needless to say, needless to say

The Brooklyn Ladies Social Club

Called an emergency meeting that very same day

Sadie

A penthouse, you say?

A penthouse, you say?

Joanne

He used you for play

Connie

We’re making him pay

Joanne

He’s had it

Sadie

He’s finished

Shelly

Let’s drop him today

Sadie

What will it be

What will it be

Choking or strangling

Arsenic in his tea

Shelly

Where will he go

Where will he go

Joanne

Into the Hudson so nobody knows

Connie

Where will she be

Where will Fran be

Sadie

With her alibi in the uppermost tree

Fran

What if he fell

Connie

What if he fell

Shelly

Into the bottomless pit of a well

Fran

Would it be crass

Shelly

Would it be crass

Fran

To shove a broom handle up into his ass

Sadie

What if a shish-kebab punctured his liver

Fran

What if we dumped him into the East River

Connie

What if we sprinkled his body with sperm

Joanne

What if we fed him a terrible germ

Shelly

What if we crushed in his skull with a rock

Connie

What if we cut off his balls and his cock

What if we shoved them down in to his throat

Joanne

What if he perished while fucking a goat

Pause.  All ladies slow-burn to Joanne.

Sadie

Hey ladies, listen up, how ‘bout this

What if she gave him a poisonous kiss

Connie

Why don’t I call up that hit man I know

He’ll do the job right so that no-one will know

Sadie

Isn’t like her to call on a man

If Joe Schmoe can do him then anyone can

No, this little job is a family affair

We can’t have the Mafia meddling there

Connie

Well, what if we let someone else take the blame

Joanne

What are you saying?  A set-up?  A frame?

Fran

What if we didn’t kill him at all

We could tie him up tight and his agent will call

Shelly

And we’d force him to say,

Hunka (V.O.)

Sure, Sam, everything’s swell.

Sadie

In the meantime we’d move in and raise up some hell.

Connie

Ha ha He’d do dishes and wash all the laundry

Fran

And cry out for help then we’d be in a quandary

Yes, having a houseboy would be awfully nice

If we kept him alive, though, we’d have to think twice

Connie

For he’s no stupid chicken

Shelly

The whole thing sounds risky

Joanne

But he’d suck on our toes, ladies, make us feel frisky!

Sadie

Hold up, dears, just cool it, let’s think of a plan

To get the apartment

Get rid of the man

All Ladies

Get the apartment

Get rid of the man

Get the apartment

Fran

Get rid of the man.

Sadie

Let’s have some simplicity

Do it up quick

We’ll kill him and dump him

Be done with the prick

Fran

What a spree, what a jest

What a laugh, what a lark

But we all know that I could never stick a letter-opener

Under his rib in the dark or burn him alive ala Farrah

Not Me!  Why I have real trouble just smashing a flea

Sadie

Peace, Love, yadda yadda blah blah blah

You’d best get to work honey finish your tea
Fran

Oh dashes I’m late again wouldn’t you know

What ho, once mo, it’s off to the job I go

THAT THING IS STILL A …

DIRTY MEN

Let me touch your titties, sugar

Baby, you like chocolate?

Come sit on my face little lady

You got it goin’ on

You got a serious body

Chica chica tell you what

I like your butt

I’ll do you duck till dawn

I want a piece of that 

Oh, Honey you is fine

Spread em honey, large n wide

Fuck condoms, jelly spermicide

Open up, I’ll come inside
Go on the pill, BITCH!

Simultaneously with the above, the Hairdresser’s Quartet sing:

HQ

If it is a long one a short a stumpy one or

If it is a thin one a thick one a lumpy one or

If it is a crusty one a dusty one a dumpy one

That thing is still a dick a dick

Nothing can change your dick you dick

Not cuttin it to the quick the quick

For all boys are born with a dick,

It’s Sick!

AMERICANO

Customer

A double latte with a twist

Half caf half decaf

Fran

Suck on this

Customer #2

I’d like a sip lid

Fran

Eat me, sucker

Customer #3

With extra foam

Fran

I’ll bet, you fucker

Customer #4

Gimme a regular, extra hot

Fran

You won’t mind if I add some snot

Customer #5

Oh, Miss, I’d like some service, please

Fran

Sure, soon as you drop down to your knees

I smile at you

Though a bastard you are

Yes, drop your quarter in my jar

You touch me not

I sneer at thee

You see my perky nipples?

Gaze all you want, you withered man

You’ll never get a nibble.

All Customers

Pardon me …

Fran

That’s it.  I’ve had it!  My ropes at its end

With y’all as my witness

I’ll never wait tables again

No never

I’ll never wait tables again

I’ll make you all sorry 

You will rue the day

You treated me badly

I’m making you pay

I’ll never forget you 

I won’t let you slide

No, I’m going to make it

While you sit there on your wide pompous ass in the

Apartment that Mommy bought you and pretend to be all that and dare to make me feel smaller than you piggo

I’m on the fast track to fabulous success

I’m going to move up on out of this mess

Take your eggs Florentine
And your extra butter

And your skim latte

And your twenty-five cent tip and

Vanish from my world 

Forever

Beeotch!

Because we never forget

We never forget 

And we will fuck your shit up.

Fran throws her apron at Ernie and walks out.

Ernie

Whoops there goes another one

Fran rushes outside.

Fran

Oh shit damn and hellfire now what did I do!

I’ve got Am Ex to pay and a Visa bill too

What’ll I what’ll I what’ll I do

HQ  (V.O.)

Get the apartment get rid of the man

Get the apartment get rid of the man

Get the apartment get rid of the man   ding!

Shelly

He should never have messed with Miss Hurricane Fran

Fran goes over to Hunka’s apartment and rings his buzzer.

Hunka

Who is it

Fran

It’s me my poopsie woopsie Would you let me up for a secondy wecond?

Fran goes in.

Oh, Hello dee doe doe doe I am so excited to see you and I brought you a very specially wecial treaty weat just for you my poopsie poopkins

Hunka

Oh yeah Baby

Fran pulls out a pair of scissors.

With one long swipe, it is done.

Fran runs outside.

Fran

Okay just stay calm honey gather your wits 

Inhale and exhale and breathe - there that’s it

Must … phone … Brooklyn … Ladies

CALLING ALL LADIES

Fran telephones to all ladies.

Fran

Come over to Hunka’s 

Come over, and quick!

I did it

It’s happened

I’ve severed his –

Connie 

Shelly

Sadie

Joanne

Rush down to Tribeca

As fast as you can!

MISTER SOF-T COMFORTS FRAN

Sof-T

Fran, once more you seem to be a little bit distraught.

If there were anything I could do, you’d tell me, would you not?

I’d do anything

Anything

Fran

Anything?

Anything

Sof-T

Anything to help you to forget all of his rot.

Franny ponders.

Fran

EUREKA!  I have it.  Oh, Sof-T, that’s grand

As it happens this morning I am in a jam

With your wheels and your truck you could just be my man

Please meet me here tomorrow for our weekly Sunday Brunch

Where we’ll join the Brooklyn Ladies for an extra fancy munch

Shelly

Of a curious, delicious, and delectable new meat.

Fran was hoping hard that Sof-T’s ice could lighten up her heat

Sof-T

I’d be happy to Franny, just show me the way

Shazamm, Ba Bang, Pow

This is my lucky day

MISTER SOF-T HONORARY LADIES’ CLUB MEMBER

Ladies are lounging about Hunka’s former Love Palace.  Connie is cooking a large bratwurst on a hotplate.  Hunka is nowhere to be found.

Sof-T

Miss Connie

Miss Shelly

Miss Sadie

Joanne

My name’s Mister Sof-T, I’m a friend of Fran’s

You’ve seen me around.  I’m the ice-cream man

Sadie

Hello, Mister Sof-T, come in for a drink

Come try our new sausage

Let us know what you think

Connie

We’re testing

And tasting

And spicing galore

Once you nibble one bite you will run back for more 

Shelly

Yes, step right up and try it

We’ve got sausage a-plenty

Joanne

If you want more than one

We’ve got fifteen, no twenty

Sof-T

This sausage’s best tasting Frankfurt in town

And believe me, my sweets, Sof-T here’s been around

Why, you’re geniuses, lovely ones too, I might add

If you’d let me be part of your gang I’d be glad

I could help you along

You’d make use of my truck

With a little hard work and a whole lot of luck

We’d all be in the money

Yes, we’d be our own bosses

We’d add up the nets

And we’d cut out the losses

Stick with me, lovely ladies

I won’t do you wrong

I’ll support you in making your sweet saussicon.

Fran

Why, Sof-T, fine sir, what a fabulous plan

You’re the tops, you’re terrific, a triple-star man!

Gosh, I would never devise such a scheme

You’re fantabulous marvelous dashing … and clean!

Sadie

Let’s get started this instant

Connie

Today

Joanne

Let’s make haste

Fran

We’ve got nothing to lose, not a second to waste

Thank you ever so much Mister Sof-T, sir

Fran & Sof-T

Gee.

Fran

I just knew you’d come through in a pinch dear, for me.

JACKPOT

Shelly

The sweet Brooklyn Ladies in their new estate

With Sir Sof-T’s support

Were each feeling A-rate

They had made quite a killing 

I’m glad to relate

And shortly thereafter they started to date

Why, who else, silly chickens

But Sof-T and Fran

It was clear from the get-go that he was our man!

He’s thoughtful and caring and generous too

Young Franny’s content (with a lover or two)

To be Sof-T’s main squeezer

With fewer possessions

And not to date geezers

Sof-T doesn’t ask questions

They make a cute pair

All the ladies agree

Why, and after the scare

They’re as safe as can be.

HOE-DOWN

All

Don’t cross a Brooklyn Lady

And we will  tell you why

Cause if you dare to make us mad 

We’ll poke out both your eyes!

Well, it’s sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Whad’ya do whad’ya do if he steps all over you.

Connie

Call the IRS and tell ‘em OH!

He’s embezzlin piles and piles of dough

All

Well, it’s sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Joanne

Call those armed forces and the scientologist

And tell ‘em that your target

He would like YUP! To enlist

All

Well, it’s sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Sadie

You could call his cell phone number

A zillion times per day

He gets the bill

A bitter pill

And WHOOP! there’s hell to pay.

All

Well, it’s sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Fran

We’ll take his bottle of shampoo and fill it up with Nair

And once that bastard’s shinin’ bald

We’ll fill his underwear!

All

Well, it’s sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Sof-T

You can take a jumbo magnet

Into his office space

You’ll walk around

Stand up, sit down

Whoop!  His computers are erased.

All

Well, it’s sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Sugar in the gastank baby baby

Sugar in the gastank, uh huh

Sooooooooo

Don’t get mad get even

And do not get depressed

Just worm your way into his life and make a BIG OL MESS!

ADIEU

Shelly

So with that lovely chickens

I bid you adieu

Make up your own moral

I leave it to you

Ta-ta

Thanks for coming 

We’ll see you around

Good night and good luck

On the long trek downtown.
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