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CAST:

Doctor Poitier-
 Brilliant Black Brain Surgeon
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Brilliant Pioneer Body Language PhD
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Cancer Cure Researcher turned Buxom Blonde Bombshell with stitches across her forehead.
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Act One:Tits & Ass 1959
Hollywood Hills
Home with a view.
Three Picture Windows dominate upstage and can show projections

SONG ONE
(Based on Mack The Knife)

DR POITIER

Oh my house has picture windows
Swimming pool out in the back
Wife and I are wealthy doctors
Best damn lifestyle that's a fact

I'm the first Black brain surgeon
Married to a Belgium Ph.D.
Her book's a number one best seller
"Body Language: You and Me"
How lucky we be!

DR HEPBURN

Oh our pad is picture perfect
Private Patient Entrance in the back
Man and Wife top LA doctors
Hollywood lifestyle that's a fact

DRS POITIER AND HEPBURN

We should mix martinis we should throw a party
After all it's New Year's Eve
(Happy 1959)
We should call our two best friends
The brilliant Cancer Research Team

(They each pick up a telephone)

Hello, Darling!
What's up, Buddy?
Join us for cocktails?
Drop by for some drinks?

All work no play
What's that you say?
All work no play
What's that you say!

You discovered the Cure for Cancer?
They discovered the Cure for Cancer!

Are you serious?
Drive over and tell us right now!
You're not kidding!
Speed over as fast as you can!

(They hang up)

Who's coming to dinner
You'll never guess
Just the Cure for Cancer
Who could have guessed
Who's coming to dinner
Our guests are really the best
Happy 1959

The next Nobel Prize Winners
Happy 1959
Time Magazine's next Man and Woman of The Year 1959
The most important brains in the world

Who's coming to our house
You'll never guess in 1959
Just the two smartest brains
In the whole wide world
Coming to hang out with us
In the Hollywood Hills
In 1959!

SONG TWO
(Based on The Battle of New Orleans)

DR HEPBURN

At 8:45 our Best Friends took a trip
Up and down the Hills of Hollywood
The car had lots of zip

The rain and lightning started and the streets got wet and slick

Then they skidded off the mountain
When they braked on:
Dead Man's Curve

CHORUS

The car rolled and exploded and the Accidents kept Coming
Our friends went Through the Windshield
Then they rolled And broke their Bones

They rolled twice more until their Blood and Guts Were showing
But it's possible
They're still alive
I hear their moans
And Groans

DR POITIER

Got a wheelbarrow and a rake
From the Gardener 's Shed

Found some pieces of the woman
Some were living
Some were dead

A tooth the tongue an eyeball
I'm still looking for her head

Can I stitch her
Back together?
That's the question
Is she dead?

REPEAT CHORUS

DR HEPBURN

Took the wheelbarrow and
The Rake from
The Gardener's Shed

Found some pieces of the man
Some were living
Some were dead

A nose an ear
A penis I'm still Staring at his head

Am I brave enough to pick
It up or give him
Up for dead?

REPEAT CHORUS

BOTH DOCTORS

Two wheelbarrows
Full of Body Parts
And heads

Bloody parts are
In his office
Bloody parts are
On her bed

Then to top it off
Their car explodes
The research notes!
The cancer cure!
Their notes
All Burned!
All Shred!

REPEAT CHORUS

BOTH DOCTORS

It's a jigsaw puzzle
On the operating Tables
We stitch parts
Back together
Many stitches
Many staples

There's a pulse
And There's
A brainwave
And I'm pumping
Blood and oxygen

But they're critical
Not stable
They can't last
Very long

If only we could Speak to them
There's only moans
There's only groans

The most important brains
On Earth
They won't last
Very long
They won't last
Very long

REPEAT CHORUS
Fade out into sound of heartbeats.






SONG THREE
(Based on I DON'T KNOW Ruth Brown)

DR HEPBURN

Here's the BoneSaw doctor
Dotted line on
Forehead
Here's the jar to
Save the brain
Rev up the saw
Scalp the Skull
Remove the Brain
 we owe it to
The World

DR POITIER

Right or Wrong
Who knows
Good or Evil
I don't know

But I know for sure
That I gotta do this
Yes!
Gotta do this
Yes!

DR HEPBURN

I don't know
What to think
Wait a minute
Stop and think

Can you handle
More BoneSawing Doctor?
Forehead dotted
Line number two
Second jar saves
Second brain

DR POITIER


Are we insane?
How to know?

DR HEPBURN

Rev up the saw
Scalp the skull
Remove the brain
We owe it to
The world

DR POITIER

Right or wrong
Who knows
Good or evil
I don't know

But I know for
Sure that I
Gotta do this
Yes!
Gotta do this
Yes!

DR HEPBURN

I don't know
What to think
Wait a minute
Stop and think

Right brain left
Brain doctor
Nerve cells tissue
Fluids ego Id
Two brains alive
Two brains
Not dead but how
To talk to brains
Both missing
Their heads?

DR POITIER

The brains
Will keep
I need to sleep

DR HEPBURN

Wait a minute
Stop and think
We have no plan
We need to think

DR POITIER

I need to sleep
Right or wrong
Who knows
Good or evil
I don't know

But I know
For sure that
I gotta get sleep
Yes!
Gotta get sleep
Yes!

DR HEPBURN

Take off your
Gloves take off
Your scrubs
Go get your sleep

I need to think
To think of
A plan
We owe it to
The world



SONG FOUR

(Based on I PUT A SPELL ON YOU by Screaming Jay Hawkins)

DR HEPBURN

I just stole
An ambulance
I just stole an
Ambulance with
Two comatose
Bodies

Try to Think
They are
Blobs of
Flesh
on stretchers
They are
Vegetables
No brainwaves
They might as well be Zombies

I didn't sleep
A wink last night
I was listening to
LAPD scans

When I heard
About ODs at
The Montecito
Hotel

Hollywood lookalike
Convention
Not far from
Our house
Montecito Hotel

The lookalikes
Held a pill popping party
Impersonating
Infamous
Pill popping ODs

But the fake
Placebo pills
Were all tainted
It was tragic
There must have
Been two dozen
ODs
Ambulances were
Lined up
For blocks
Ambulances
Were everywhere
Ambulance
Traffic Jam
It was easy to
Steal one

I just stole
An ambulance
I just stole an
Ambulance with
Two comatose
Bodies

(She wheels in a stretcher with a body.  DR POITIER wheels in a second stretcher with a second body.  He puts on gloves and scrubs and turns on the circular bone saw)

DR POITIER

What kind of
Nightmare is this
What laws are
We breaking
You stole an
Ambulance
I've cut four
Skulls open today

Now I'm throwing
Two dead brains
Away

Now I'm taking
Two brains from
Two jars

BOTH DOCTORS

Now we're planting smart
Brains in new heads

What kind of
Nightmare is this

What laws aren't
We breaking

The laws of
Nature
The laws of
Nature

(Black Out)

DR POITIER

It's done.

  (HEPBURN starts to look under the sheets of two operating tables but he stops her)

Not to be disturbed

DR HEPBURN

I'll put up some coffee.

DR POITIER

Brew it strong.  Brew it double expresso

DR HEPBURN

The operation?

DR POITIER

You'll be setting four cups.

(She drops a saucer & bends down to pick up shattered pieces. DR FESTER enters, zombie-like, naked, fat, short, old, odd & bald.  HEPBURN notices bare feet on the floor in front of her, stands up and sees that he's naked)

DR HEPBURN

Well, hello

(No response)

Please sit down

(No response)

DR POITIER

He can't respond...a few days...

(He places FESTER's hands over his genitals)

I'm observing that the transplanted brain undergoes shock needs time to adjust

DR HEPBURN

You mean this is-

(POITIER nods yes)

-but he-

(She taps FESTER's skull)

-was so-

(She mimes a masculine stance)

DR POITIER

No choice

DR HEPBURN

What the hell did you do to my best girlfriend?

(She exits, gasps from off stage and pulls a naked zombie-like DR MANSFIELD on stage.  MANSFIELD tries to cover herself but HEPBURN forces the woman's hands to her side, stares, forces the hands into their more modest position.  She taps MANSFIELD's skull)

You didn't!

DR POITIER

I had to!

(Whispers)

The answer to cancer...

DR HEPBURN

What's the cure?

DR POITIER

Give them time.

(Blackout)

SONG FIVE

(Based on ONE FOR MY BABY/Frank Sinatra)

DR HEPBURN

It's Day #1
There's no one
Around
Time to get my
Diary Done

(Black Out)

DR POITIER

It's Day #2
I'm starting
A journal
I don't know
About you

DR HEPBURN

It's now Day #5
They Walk
They Pee
Dear Diary
They Drink Cup
After Cup of Expresso All Day

DR POITIER

It's now Day #7
I think
They can talk
If they think
They should have
Something to say
I should state
For My Journal
I should stay
Scientific

(Blackout)

(POITIER and HEPURN both in Green Smocks with clipboards, stethoscope & knee hammer)

DR HEPBURN

Why are they behaving this way?

DR POITIER

Everything's fine

DR HEPBURN

Too much expresso?

(She tests MANSFIELD reflexes. POITIER laps FESTER)

DR FESTER

Ow!

(POITIER slaps MANSFIELD)

DR MANSFIELD

Ow!

(HEPBURN gives hand mirror to MANSFIELD then FESTER)

Wow!

DR FESTER

Yeech!

(Blackout)

DR HEPBURN

It's Day #10
At last!
They're Talking!

DR FESTER
A E I O U

DR MANSFIELD

CAT
DOG
CAT
DOG

DR FESTER

A E I O U

(BLACKOUT)

DR POITIER

It's Day #12
As My Journal
Can Tell
Their Brains are
Doing Just fine

DR HEPBURN

Their Bodies are
Doing Just fine

It's Day #12 and
They are both
Speaking
Just fine

DR POITIER

Don't you think
That it's time?

DR HEPBURN

Yes I think
We should
Ask them
That's fine.

The Answer
To Cancer?
The Answer
To Cancer?

DR FESTER & MANSFIELD

It's Day #12
We can't even
Remember
Two weeks ago
We don't know
Tricks to
Cure Cancer
We don't know
Any answer
At all to
Cure Cancer
We want to know
If you have any
Answer to
Amnesia?

DR FESTER

I don't know
Who I am

DR MANSFIELD

I don't know
Who I am

(BLACKOUT)

DR HEPBURN

It's Day #13
Unlucky Day #13
Oh, Dear Diary
Such an awful
Thing Happened

(BLACKOUT)

I can't sleep

DR POITIER

Neither can I, darling.

(He turns on light.  They are in pajamas in bed)

Let's make love, Doctor Hepburn

(She turns off the light.  We hear bed springs rhythmically rocking...then stop short.  He turns on lights)

DR POITIER

I'm sorry.  I started thinking of monkeys.

DR HEPBURN

My poor baby

(She turns off lights)

You're only human.

(Bed springs start rocking again and then suddenly stop again.  Lights on)

DR POITIER

Now what happened?

DR HEPBURN

I just got your point about monkeys.

(BLACKOUT)

DR POITIER

It's Day #21
It's time to
Promise my journal I need
To get the
Job done

Let's repeat
The routine
Word association
Routine

Do you know
The cure for cancer
The answer
To cancer ?

DR FESTER

What makes
You think
I'm so smart?

DR POITIER

What do
You think about
The way that
You look?

DR FESTER

I think I'm Fat
And Old and Ugly

I wish I was
Good looking
And very
well hung

DR POITIER

Did you ever win
A big research grant?


DR FESTER

Do you know
The way
Out of
amnesia?

(BLACKOUT )

DR HEPBURN

It's Day #28
Let's repeat
The routine
The silent routine
It's a little
Like Charades
It's a lot like
Playing Statue:

(MANSFIELD appears)

Strike a pose like
A Doctor
Strike a pose like
A Queen
Strike a pose like
You're a Secretary
Strike a pose like
You're dying
Of Cancer and
You only have
Ten Seconds
To live...

DR MANSFIELD

Now it's my turn
To talk and
You're turn
To pose like
I'm going to
Punch your face
In ten seconds
If you don't
Work on the
Answer to
Amnesia

(BLACKOUT)

It was Day #124
I started
A Scrapbook
My own secret
Scrapbook
To collect
Any scraps
Of my life
Going forth

First scraps
To remember
My IQ is high
My boobs are
So big and
I have no idea
Who bleached
My hair blonde

Do I want to
Wear makeup
Can I make
Myself up?

I'm the fastest
Speed reader
That the world
Has ever seen
The Men all turn
And stare at me
They ask me
Who I am
If only I
Knew who I was
I'd sign them up
My fans
Meanwhile
They won't let me
In Disneyland
At Disneyland
I'm banned!

DR POITIER

Listen to me
You're a PhD
You're a Genius
You're a Famous
Research Doctor

DR MANSFIELD


I know I'm smart
Smart enough
To be a genius
But Research
Doc that
Don't fit me
Look at me
Look at me

I want one of
Those stars on
Hollywood Blvd
I want to
Be discovered
I want to be
A Superstar
I want to
Be noticed
Sip an
Ice Cream Soda
At a Luncheonette
Counter

Drop some
Nickels in a
Jukebox
I love the look
Of a jukebox
I get hypnotized
By a good looking
Jukebox
The girl
Can't help it
The girl
Can't help it

Dear Scrapbook:
I love Einstein
I love bikinis
I love DeKooning
I like Ike
I love Elvis
I love Lucy
I'm young
I'm a blonde
Bombshell
I'm in
Hollywood USA
I'm a genius
I can
Invent myself
Who needs
A memory?
Who needs
Any memories?

(BLACKOUT)

DR FESTER

It's Day #135
Sun Rose yet
Again in LA but
Today was
The day
I became
A Beatnik and
Started writing
Beat Poetry
That ain't
Old Daddyo Poems like you
Find in
The New Yorker
Next to
Charles Addams
Cartoons
Nobody likes
Poems
Except poets
Romantic
Assholes and
Poet's Mothers
But I can't
Remember who
My mother is
Maybe
Charles Addams
Is my mommy?

DR HEPBURN

Listen to me
You're a PhD
You're a genius
You're a famous
Research Doctor

DR FESTER

I know I'm smart
Smart enough
To be a Genius
But Research Doc
That don't fit me

Look at me
Look at me

Today
I grow goatee
I buy beret
I buy black
Sweatshirt
Black Levi's
Black Converse
I be beatnik
I beat bongo
Then people
Listen to me

I like me
I like self
But my body I be uncomfortable
With

If only
 Charles Atlas
bodybuilder not
Charles Addams
Cartoonist was
My mommy

Mommy Mommy
I want a
Penis Pump
I saw an ad
In Playboy
Then I saw the
Playboy Centerfold
She looked like
The Amnesiac
You claim was
Once my wife

I want a
Penis Pump
I want a Playboy
Penis Pump

I can
Invent myself
Who needs
A memory?
Who needs
Any memories?

(BLACKOUT)

DR HEPBURN

It's Day #313
Damnit Diary
Patients
Are People
Not Brain
Transplant
Machines

If they know
Nothing of Cancer
Then they need
To go free and
Live Life

They could
Find jobs
In Vegas
Impersonators
Husband and
Wife

Let him have
His Penis Pump
Let her have
A glamorous Life

I miss my
Hollywood Lifestyle
I miss having
Breakfast in
Beverly Hills
I miss shopping
At Tiffany's
Rodeo Drive

I want my
Meticulousness
Back I want my
Methodology
Back
I want my
Orgasms back

(BLACKOUT)

DR POITIER

It's Day #321
Dear Journal
What have
I done

What kind
Of mess
Have I gotten
Me into

Body parts
All over
My house
Illegal patients
In my bedrooms
Criminal evidence
Buried in
The backyard

What kind
Of mess
Have I gotten
Me into
I miss my
Hollywood
Lifestyle

The wife gone
Frigid in my bed
I'm Mr Softee
In her bed

I keep peeping
Through the
Keyhole at
Doctor Mansfield

Doctor Fester's
Pump: So Loud!
What kind
Of mess
Have I gotten
Me Into

...we all know they're gonna blame the Black Man...guilty of Brain Surgery while Black...

(BLACKOUT)

DR FESTER

It's Day #333
And this is
My Damnit Poem

Damnit!
I'm not
Frank Sinatra!
No blue eyes
No smooth voice
No bobbysocker
Swooning to my
High Hopes Hit
Dammit!

Damnit!
I should be a
Death Valley
Hermit!
If I stay in LA
I'm afraid!
I'll explode!
Damnit!

And IF there's
Really
Reincarnation
I'll come back
As The Chairman
Of the Board

This poem was
Made for
Frankie Baby
Many more
Poems coming
Down the road

(BLACKOUT)

DR HEPBURN

It's Day #336
Dearest Diary
I shouldn't
Tell you this but
I'm locked
In the bathroom
Making myself up
Like Doc Mansfield

I'm trying on wigs
I'm trying on
Bullet Bras and
High Heels

Of course this is
Only an
Experiment

I am a student
Of walks
A student of
Head scratching
And habits

I wrote
the Best seller Book on
Body Language

Of course
This is only
An experiment

(BLACKOUT)

DR MANSFIELD

It's Day #362
1959 Damnit
And here's
A headline for
Your Scrapbooks
World: The
New Religion

(As MANSFIELD sings she teases her hair to hide her forehead stitches, puts on excessive makeup, overstuffs her bra and posterior, turns to a baby talk voice and a bump and grind walk and starts to exercise)

Don't hide me
Don't fear me
There's something
We must do
I'm not the
Bride of
Frankenstein
There's only
Me and you

So listen up Mac
There's something
You should know
We're praying
For an end
We're praying
For our souls
Freedom
From Cancer
Freedom
From Aging
Freedom
From ugliness
Freedom
From death even
Freedom
From sexual
Malfunction

Don't you want
To be alive
I am the brain
I am the body
This is the life

Brain imagination
Body manifestation
Everyone will
Have great sex

It's a
New religion
Won't you
Give a listen

You'd never
Know it
Ask my husband
The Beat Poet
I'm not the
Bride of
Frankenstein

(Lightning - End of Song 5)



SONG SIX
(Based on Tallahassee Lassie)

There was a
Hollywood
Earthquake

I just heard it
On the
News break

Wild fires
Burned at
Daybreak

The
Mudslides
Were a
Heartache

Yeah the
Hollywood
Earthquake
The stars
Their homes
All gone

Well on
New Years
Eve it rumbled

And the hills
Began to
Tumble
We had to
Dance
Around the
Falling walls
As mud got
Deep and
Bubbled

Yeah the
Hollywood
Earthquake
The stars
Their homes
All gone!

(INTERMISSION)

--------------------



Act Two: Goodbye, Cruel World

SONG ONE
(Based on "Time Passes Slowly"/Bob Dylan)

(Stateline Gas & Grill with big picture windows. The three projection screens show a 2 lane blacktop road in the desert)

(FESTER in Texaco overalls and a beret in a wheelchair.  MANSFIELD older, plumper, Pink Beehive Hairdo, waitress uniform)

FESTER & MANSFIELD

It's 7 AM but
No particular day
It's just 1979 and
It's time to open
For business
It's 7 AM and
It's time to
Make breakfast
Time to put on
My uniform
See what
Happens today

Time to put on
My uniform
See what
Happens today

Last gas in
California
First slots in
Nevada
The only
Beef Jerky
Next 35 miles

I pump gas can
I check your oil
Put air in
Your tires?

I cook the food
I run the brothel

I sell fireworks

Take my UFO
Crash site tour

We're a
Roadside Attraction
But no one
Really stops here
Just a dot on a
Map of empty
Desert
Scrawny Cactus

The spot where
Nevada meets
"C" "A":
Stateline
Gas and Grill

If you're lost
Maps and
Directions
If you're starving
Today's Special
Is Bacon & Eggs
The spot where
Nevada meets
"C" "A"
Stop at
Stateline
Gas and Grill

Nuclear Dump
Site in the
Backyard
We both chain smoke
Cigarettes
I only eat
Fried food
I like the smell
Of PCBs and
Gas Fumes
Neither one of us
Uses sunscreen
Neither one of us
Has cancer
It's 7 AM but
No particular day

It's just 1979 and
It's time to open
For business
It's 7 AM and
It's time to
Make breakfast
Time to put on
My uniform
See what
Happens today

Time to put on
My uniform
See what
Happens today

We're not on
Route 66
No one
Drives here to
Get their kicks

The nearest town
They call Needles
But it's dull
It's not sharp
It's hot but
Not a hot spot

On the good side
Of Needles
The buildings
Are empty and
Boarded up
The traffic lights
Are broken and
City Hall is
Bankrupt

On the wrong side of Needles
There's not much
But desert
Needles is dull
It's not sharp
It's hot but not
A hot spot
It's just hot and
There's cactus
And dirt

Last gas in
California
First slots in
Nevada
The only
Beef Jerky
Next 35 miles

I pump gas can
I check your oil
Put air in
Your tires?

I cook the food
I run the brothel

I sell fireworks

Take my UFO
Crash site tour

We're a
Roadside Attraction
But no one
Really stops here
Just a dot on a
Map of empty
Desert
Scrawny cactus

The spot where
Nevada meets
"C" "A":
Stateline
Gas and Grill

150 miles from LA
Not really near
Vegas
No one asked
Where we
Came from
No idea how long
We'll stay
Our hot
Hideout in Hell

Half in Needles
Nevada
Half in Needles
"C" "A"
No smog
No smudge
No fog No snow
Wanna hamburger
Gotta shoot
A cow
Too bad the
Jukebox
Is broken
The town of
Needles is
Dead

It's our Hideout
In Hell with
Hubcaps and
Old license plates
No one ever
Get Cancer but
Our Dreams keep
Us awake

I'm a bad
Beatnik Mechanic

I'm an overly
Plump busty
Waitress

And there's
Nothing to do
Welcome to
Needles
Where there's
Nothing to do

We're not on
Route 66
No one drives
Here to
Get their kicks

We're a Roadside
Attraction but no
One really
Stops here
The spot where
Nevada
Meets "C" "A"
Stateline
Gas and Grill

There's a dotted
Line on the floor
On this side
There's
Spark plugs

On that side
Play Poker
That's also the
Side with the
Cathouse so
You can keep
Playing
Poke-Her

On this side
There's the Fossil
Of an Alien Baby
I wish the
Jukebox was
Working it's
Driving us
Crazy!

Sometimes
We switch jobs
Sometimes
We switch clothes

Time to put on
His uniform
See what
Happens today

Time to put on
Her uniform
See what
Happens today

I pump gas
I run the brothel

The spot where
Nevada meets
"C" "A"
Stateline
Gas and Grill!


SONG TWO
(Based on Jocko Homo/Devo)

It's High Noon
What are we
Gonna do

Humans are
Sub-Human
Humans ain't
Evolved
Humans can't
Make choices
That a bigger
Brain could solve

If you could
Switch your body
Like you can
Change
your mind
Evolution would
Make progress
And our species
Would be fine

It's High Noon
What are we
Gonna do

It's High Noon
What are we
Gonna do

You wanna
Pierce your tongue
You wanna
Have some fun
I'm gonna
Write a poem
I call I like to
Clean my gun

It's High Noon
That's what
I'm gonna do

I want a
Working jukebox
I want to play A6
I want to
Chew some gum
And then I want
To play B1

I need to drop
My coin in
The slot and
Hear the song
I want

It's High Noon
That's what
I want to do

Humans are
Sub-Human
Humans ain't
Evolved
It's High Noon
That's when I
Clean my guns

Humans can't
Make choices
That a bigger
Brain could solve
It's High Noon
I usually play
The Jukebox
I want to play
I-Q

It's High Noon
What are we
Gonna do

Clean the guns
Wash the dishes
Screw the Johns
Deal the cards

Nevada is
Sub-Human
Nevada ain't
Evolved

New windshield
And the wipers
Check the fanbelt
Two quarts oil


California
Can't make choices
That a
Gas And Grill
Can solve

It's High Noon
What are we
Gonna do
It's High Noon
That's when
I clean guns
I'm gonna
Clean guns now

It's High Noon
That's when I
Always play the
Jukebox
I'm fucking
Freaking out
I need the
Frigging music
Machine fixed
It's time to
Break dishes
It's time to break
My Elvis dishes
It's time to go
Crazy in the
Kitchen and crack
Egg after egg after dish after egg and it's time to rant on and on about the past 20 years and abortion and cancer and sex change operations and artificial intelligence

I want to
Pierce my tongue
I want to have
Some fun
D4 Sex Pistols
E3 Psyco Killer
U2 Flying Lizards
I need a
Soundtrack
When I work

If you could
Switch your body
Like you can
Change your mind

Time to clean
The guns
Time to clean
The guns

Evolution would
Make progress
And our species
Would be fine

It's High Noon
What are we
Gonna go

It's High Noon
What are we
Gonna do
 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Song Three: Doctors Hepburn and Poitier drive up to the pump in a 1959 Eldorado Cadillac Give Me A Cheese Burger & A Full Tank of Gas. Jimmy Carter vs Ronald Reagan

Song Four: Take A Deep Breath & Count To Ten
Disco vs Punk Cocaine vs Pot

Song Five:
Based on HELTER SKELTER?
I'm Gonna Kill You For That. I'm gonna kill everyone I'm gonna kill myself. I'm gonna blow out 4 brains into the jukebox after dropping some nickels & pressing IQ. As the jukebox "boots up" and spews brain matter into audience, a psychedelic light show with I AM A MECHANICAL MAN by Charlie Manson).
https://youtu.be/J7QhpJaxqeQ

Act Two BONUS SONG
Atom Bomb Blast
--------------------
Act Three: Gone Fishin'
1999
Outer Space on a Space Ship with a view

Song One: I'm Smarter Than You Are/Would You Like To Swing On A Star I can program I can process I can broadcast I am mission control

Song Two: What Is The Cure For Cosmology should we stay on Earth joined by chorus of 4 singing heads in jars.the jukebox flies.

Song Three: Pro & Con For Having A Body. I think I need arms. I think I want a penis. Body parts of murdered characters reanimate & dance.

Song Four: I Have 4 Brains You Have One Jukebox spews brain matter into the audience as a blender rises from inside the Wurlitzer

Song Five: The Angels the dead characters with halos & wings flying Have The Last Say or would you rather be a pig? We are leaving the solar systemAtom Bomb Blast
--------------------
Act Three: Gone Fishin'
1999
Outer Space on a Space Ship with a view

Song One: I'm Smarter Than You Are/Would You Like To Swing On A Star I can program I can process I can broadcast I am mission control

Song Two: What Is The Cure For Cosmology should we stay on Earth joined by chorus of 4 singing heads in jars.the jukebox flies.

Song Three: Pro & Con For Having A Body. I think I need arms. I think I want a penis. Body parts of murdered characters reanimate & dance.

Song Four: I Have 4 Brains You Have One Jukebox spews brain matter into the audience as a blender rises from inside the Wurlitzer

Song Five: The Angels the dead characters with halos & wings flying Have The Last Say or would you rather be a pig? We are leaving the solar system
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