A BCODY DROPS: A PLAY WTH MJSI C

Ceci| Banker, your average 20-sonething, corporate
| adder clinmbing snot-nosed suit, wakes one day to
di scover that his clingy girlfriend has noved in
and thrown out nearly everything he owms. To nake
matters worse, his trusty alarmclock is on
strike, all his clean clothes are at the cleaners
and the | ongest Yankee gane EVER is about to
start. What begins as a sinple technical

mal function, ends a chaotic ness as Cecil’s
heretofore relatively uneventful life is inverted,
di storted and conpletely rearranged by a band of
shape-shifting New York Gty archetypes who sing,
screw and steal their way through a deci nmated

ur ban | andscape of subway tunnels, seedy bars and
enpty boardroons. The day repeats over and over
and over again going frombad, to wirse, to
downright deadly as Cecil is lead on a seem ngly
poi ntl ess quest for normalcy, winning lotto
tickets and the illusion of clean.



Scene |1.

Cecil, a good looking man in his early 20s, speaks
to his Alarm Cl ock, a man.)

Cecil yawns, stretches, scratches hinself. Begins

to head OCS.
ACM
So?
CECI L
(st oppi ng)
VWhat ?
ACM

Are you going do it? Are you going to replace ne?

CECI L
me that you |l et her get under your skin |ike
| throw you out? | need you.

amazing t
I

It’s o]
this. Wiy would

ACM
Do you? Do you really? You do have her now.

CECI L

(poo-poing him
You serve a conpletely different purpose.

ACM
Don't poo-poo ne.

CECI L
YOU keep nme on tine. She keeps ne satisfied. End of story.

(Cecil turns to exit.)

ACM
| don't...

(Cecil stops. Turns towards ACM)

ACM
| nean..l used to satisfy you.
CECI L
C ock...
ACM

| don’t satisfy you anynore?



CECI L
Come on, don’'t be jeal ous.

ACM

Jeal ous?!'? This is NOT about jeal ousy.
CECI L

What’'s it about then?
ACM

NOSTALGE Al | renenber, back in the day when it was you and
me, you know, just the two of us, hanging tough, making

t hi ngs happen, doing it our way. Then you net her and now
you're all ...you're all ..

CECI L
What? I’ mall what?
ACM
(beat)
Forget it. Go shower.
CECI L
I"’mall WHAT? Tell ne.
ACM
Well .to be frank. (beat) You re all soft.
CECI L
Soft? I’ mnot soft.
ACM
Face it man, you’ re whi pped by the pussy.
CECI L
| am NOT!
ACM

You don’'t need ne to keep you on track anynore because you
never actually deviate FROM the track

CECI L
Yes, | do. | deviate.

ACM
VWhen? WHEN was the | ast tinme?

CECI L
| don’t have to prove anything to you, you know?

AC
Ch you don’t, do you?

CECI L



No. Who the hell are you anyway? Cheap, whining, crackpot
cl ock! Maybe I WLL toss you!

ACM
O course you won't.
CECI L
wn't |?
ACM
No, you're too soft. (beat) But | think she’'s got the balls.
CECI L
She’ s not touchi ng anyt hi ng.
ACM
She touched the coffee pot, | saw her.
CECI L
When?! ?
ACM
This nmorning. She touched it strait out the w ndow?
CECI L
She can’t do that.
ACM

She did. She touched the m crowave and your |ap-top. She
t hreat ened the bread nachi ne. She conpl etely cl eaned out
bot h briefcases and reorgani zed your credenza. Addi ng yet
another insult to yet another injury.

CECI L
The first?
ACM
First?
CECI L
Insult or injury or either, I don't know.
ACM

Have you been asleep for the last six nonths? She’s trying
to make you a better person!

CECI L
WELL THAT SHI T STOPS NOW

ACM
The | ady perseveres.

CECI L

| have managed to get this far in such a short period of



time because of nmy lifestyle. Not in spite of it! I'm
consistent. And diligent. And punctual. But | also know how
to have fun. How to treat nyself. | am The Perfect Wrking
Man. Self sufficient, self notivated. Self nade.

ACM
(beat)
Sel f made?
CECI L
Absol utely. (beat) Wiy are you |l ooking at ne like that?
ACM
Well, you did nmention punctuality as a key factor in your
success but, yeah, | guess | had nothing to do with that.
CECI L
You are only as good as the hand that sets you.
ACM
Way you arrogant little prick
CECI L
Don't speak to nme that way!
ACM
"1l speak to you anyway | |ike.
CECI L

Don’t forget your place. (beat) Machine.

(ACMis horrified. There is a brief pause before
he starts to go off. His alarmis a screeching,
grindi ng, high-pitched junble of sounds not unlike
that of a subway car comng to an abrupt and
painful halt. It is ear shattering. Cecil screans
for himto stop.

The al arm does not cease. Cecil begins to beat the
hell out of ACMuntil finally the noise begins to
sputter out as if the Cock is hacking sonething
up. There is a heavy nonent.)

CECI L
You. Are. In. SO much troubl e!

(Again, Cecil makes for the door.)

ACM
WHERE ARE YOU GO NG?

CECI L
To WORK!



ACM
You can't go to work. You have nothing to wear. The bitch
spilled tea on your only clean blue button down and that
Korean ki d picked up the rest about an hour ago.

(Pause. Cecil contenplates.)

ACM

HAl Now what are you going to do about it?
CECI L

Dam. |’ve got that neeting.
ACM

You can’t go naked, can you? That pronotion would go right
out the window with the coffee pot, wouldn't it?

CECI L
Damm. DAMN. |I'malready late. I'M ALL MESSED UP NOWN Wy
didn’t you wake ne up when you were supposed to?

ACM
(quiet and with venon)
I’monly as good as the hand that sets ne. After all.

CECI L
| wll get to work. Nothing will stand in ny way.

ACM
Then | suppose for the time being...you have no choice.but to
wear sonet hing of hers.

(A moment. Bl ack out.



Scene |V:

LI GHTS UP: CECIL runs into a CONFERENCE ROOM wher e
LARRY, a Higher-Up, sits behind a nassive table,
twi ddling his thunbs.)

CECI L
They’ re gone.
LARRY
They are.
CECI L
What can | do? Tell me, Sir. 1’'Il do anything.
LARRY

Sit. Cecil. Please. Catch your breath. You' re perspiring. |
see rivulets of sweat rolling down your forehead.

CECI L
| mssed ny coffee and | got stuck and then | got stuck by
a_
LARRY
--Sit.
(Cecil sits.)
LARRY

Water? Yes. Here. Let nme pour you a gl ass.

(Larry pours Cecil a glass of water froma |arge
pitcher on the table. Wal ks the length of the
table to where Cecil is sitting and places it in
front of him Cecil takes the glass and drinks.
Larry pats himon the shoul der.)

LARRY

Cecil ..Cecil .Cecil. Were the runors true?
CEC L

Runor s?
LARRY

You conme to ne fromthe floor below bearing a bit of a nasty
reputation it seens.

CECI L
Lies, Sir. You know how peopl e get when they’ re passed up--

LARRY
--Come now, Cecil, we all go alittle nad sonetinmes. Even |



as a young man found nyself, every now and agai n, possessed
of a certain rogue and rebellious spirit. You can be honest
with me. I will not punish you for past indiscretions.

CECI L
| can assure you, Sir.whatever questionable activities I
once found nyself participating in, and I won't lie, there
were a few a few years ago, and they were questionable, are
sinmply no |l onger of any interest to ne.

LARRY
Hmm.l don’t want you to think of ne as a hard-ass.
CECI L
Never .
LARRY
But | do like things done a certain way.
CECI L
Don't we all.
LARRY

And that way may not jive with the rest of the bank but you
know what | say?

CECI L
To hell with the rest of the bank?

LARRY
Damm strait. Now, | don’t know how things operate on the
fl oor below and I don’t care to know. | only care that
you're aware of the fact that while you are here, on this
floor, you are in ny world and thus subject to nmy |laws. To
ny CODE of conduct. There is no roomfor hunmor in nmy world.
No room for casual behavior. And CERTAINLY, there is no room
for | ateness.

CECI L
No. Those things would not be in keeping with the guidelines
of the corporate lifestyle.

LARRY
What corporate lifestyle? It doesn’'t exist anynore. You can
bl ane those bitches in HR for that. | walk onto other floors
t hese days, | see nmen in khaki pants. Well, not on ny floor.

There is no roomfor khaki on my floor. Are we clear?

CECI L
As clear as Waterford, Sir.

LARRY
Qoooh! Expensive tastes.
(gets into Cecil’s facel/soft)



You're a little | ap-doggy aren’t you? Wof woof. Lap doggy.
Wul d you like to play in ny | ap?

CECI L
(cauti ous)
There’s no roomfor play in ny world, Sir?

LARRY
Good answer. (beat) Understand my concern. First it’s khak
pants, then jeans, next, the whole floor’s running around
i ke a bunch of g-string nonkeys hunping everything in

sight. | have worked too hard to get where | amtoday and |
don’t intend to flush everything down the toilet on account
of a pair of pants. Can | count on you, Cecil, to go to bat,

to be a team pl ayer?

CECI L
Wt hout. A doubt.

(Larry smles. Pauses. Circles the table.)

LARRY
Wul d you please tell ne why then, Cecil, why are you
wearing such a frilly shirt?

CECI L
| ©h, this. Yes. Well, you see—

LARRY
--and it’s not that | don’t understand the need to wear
sonet hing pretty every now and again. But it really is a
distraction. I knowit is for nme you just | ook so damed
cute in it.

CECI L
| don’t want to be wearing it. But ny fiancée took all ny
shirts to the Chinese |aundry.

LARRY
Fi ancée? You' re getting married now?
CECI L
| told you. |’ve settled down.
LARRY
Who is she, have | net her?
CECI L
| don’t think so.
LARRY

Good stock?
CECI L



The best.

LARRY
School i ng?
CECI L
Tops.
LARRY
And she’ s—
CECI L
--breathtakingly beautiful. W re very nmuch in | ove.
LARRY
| sense a little trepidation in your voice.
CECI L
None at all.
LARRY
Cecil. | want to be like a father to you. I want you to be
honest with me about EVERYTHI NG Personal and professional.
CECI L
Al'l due respect, Sir, but I was never very close to nmy own
father so you Il understand if | —
LARRY
--maybe then as nore of a..priest. Speak. Cecil. Wiy are you
unsur e?
CECI L
(beat)
Wel | ..She can be a little controlling.
LARRY
That’ s what wonen do. They control things.
CECI L
She wants to change ne.
LARRY
Their second occupati on.
CECI L
She won't let me have coffee.
LARRY
And t he fucking?
CECI L

(stands abruptly)
| don’t think | feel--



LARRY
Sit down. W' re not done.

CECI L
(sits)
Al'l right.

LARRY
You and | both know why you' re wearing that shirt. Wiy you
don’t want to get married.

CECI L
Wy ?
LARRY
Because he likes it when you wear it. And he'll |eave you if
you marry.
CECI L
Who- who?
LARRY

Don't play dunb with nme. You were out with himlast night.
Partyi ng.

CECI L
| was at home |ast night. Wrking. On the nunbers. For
Johnson, Borden, Del Canpo and Shah.

LARRY
Were you?

CECI L
Yes.

LARRY
May | see themthen?

CECI L

O course.

(Cecil begins to rifle through his briefcase.)

LARRY
What ' s that stench?
CECI L
(rifling)
| don’t know. (beat) Shit.
LARRY

No, | know what shit snmells |ike.
CEC L



Shit. No. God dammt.

LARRY
That is certainly not feces.

(Cecil cones up enpty handed. Scratches his hand.)

CECI L
| did the work, | could have sworn that —

LARRY
You don’t have them do you?

CECI L
(scratchi ng back of neck)
No.

LARRY
You didn’'t do themdid you?

CECI L
Yes, | did.l put them.l left in kind of a rush, but but but
| remenber them—

LARRY
Do you?

CECI L
Yes.

LARRY
And they are?

CECI L

(scratching arns)
37..39. Un.41. 43.47. And..49?

LARRY
(pause)

You see, this, Cecil, THISis what | amtal king about. | don’t
thi nk you understand the concept of the theory of the nodern
notion of working in a place where people actually acconplish the
tasks that their Higher-Ups tell themthat they need to
acconplish in order to remain a team player, a force on the team
a shining star on the team so to speak. | know you think you're
some kind of Hot Shot, sonme kind of King Shit, sone kind of Shit
Pot, Hop Head, Hot Stinking Shit Mund, because you went from
Junior to Senior in sixty seconds but we all know how you got
there, M. Happy. Screw enough people, sooner or |ater, your
ship’s gonna cone on into port, right?



CECI L
| didn’t screw anyone!

LARRY
Not even the big bosses daughter?

CECI L
The boss has a son.

LARRY

(besi de hinsel f)
YOU ADMT I T TO MY FACE MY HEART | S BREAKI NG DEAR GOD | S
THAT VOM T | SMELL?!?

CECI L
YES! | got a little sick on ny way here.
LARRY
Yeah wel |, maybe you shoul da’ thought of that before swall ow ng
all that senen!
CECI L
Excuse nme?!?
LARRY
Al this tinme, right under ny nose. | feel so betrayed. That
ittle BITCH And YOU Hi s boy toy!
CECI L
I’ mno one’ s boy toy!
LARRY
Aw, cone on, Cecil! You re fucking the boss’s son!
CECI L
NO |’ M NOT!
LARRY
Son, daughter, what’'s the difference?! These roles we play!
Just masks, Cecil. It’s an ancient prinordial dance, born of

mud and nuck and shit and piss and you think just because
the Masons turned this city fromdirt and wood to stone and
steel makes it any less primtive? You and your 20" century
i deal s! Your | abels! Your “HEs” and your “SHEs. Fine! You
don’t think he/she doesn’'t tell his/her Daddy about you? You
don’t think his/her daddy doesn’t tell his secretary about
you? You don’t think his/her daddy’'s secretary doesn’'t tel
all her other little Island friends about what a sick fuck
you are? You don’t think that it doesn’t all get back to ne?
Al I"’msaying is “CLEAN UP YOUR ACT!” Leave your dirty

| aundry for the maid and don’t bring it into ny office!

Unl ess you want nme to snell it! Wiich | would be happy to



do!

CECI L
(scratching out of control)
GOD DAMM T I M ON FI RE?! ?

(A moment. Cecil is quiet. He | ooks down at his
desk.)

LARRY
Did he give you that rash because | know for a fact that
he's dirty.

CECI L
No. There was this crackhead on the train. She stuck ne.

(Larry reaches out and puts his palmon Cecil’s

f orehead.)
LARRY
Jesus, man, you're burning up.
CECI L
But | feel great!
LARRY
Li sten.
(beat-he sits)
Cecil. 1.1"ve got a few years on you. There are a couple new
tricks you learn when you hit forty. I'’mgoing to give you

the big one. Don’'t eat where you shit. Sleep where you
vomt. Fuck where you piss. Catch nme?

CECI L
| shouldn’t eat, sleep or fuck in the toilet?
LARRY
Preci sel y.
CECI L
Thank you, | already knew that, sir.
LARRY

(shaking his head sl owy)
Met aphor, Cecil. This city is a great, big steam ng cess
pool. Wading in the pool is fine as long as you don’t bring
the snmell of shit home with you at night, to work with you
in the norning.
(beat / whi spers)
It’s a hygiene thing really.

CECI L



So | can wade? In the shit?

LARRY

O course you can.
CECI L

| can be bad as |long as no one knows.
LARRY

Well, as long as nost people don’t know.
CECI L

| can run and drive and fuck ny way through this city as
fast as | want and no on can tell ne to sl ow down?

LARRY
As long as you renenber the bottomline, Son.
CECI L
So howdo | do it? How do | cover up the snell?
LARRY
Oh no. W don’t give that one away for free. But 1'Il give
you a hint--
CECI L
--All right—
LARRY
- - I N EXCHANGE.
CECI L
For ?
LARRY
Hnt first. It’s a good one.
CECI L
(beat)
Fi ne.
LARRY
Do you prom se to give ne what | want?
CECI L
Yes. Yes, | swear.
LARRY
Good.

(Beat. Larry leans in close to Cecil and
whi spers.)

LARRY



It’s all about illusion. Now Kiss ne.

CECI L
WHAT?! ?
(Before Cecil can pull away, Larry grabs him by
t he back of the head and kisses himviolently.
Beat. Larry collects hinself. )
LARRY
Figure it out, Cecil, and regain your position here. Until
then, | have no choice but to denote you. Good day.

(Larry turns on his heels and exits. Cecil pauses
for a nonent. Scratches. He dry heaves. Covers his
nmout h. Turns and vomts. Turns back. W pes nouth.
Pause. )

CECI L
| think it’s tine to get a little dirty.

( BLACK OUT.



Scene V:

LI GHTS UP: A STRIP CLUB. RAUNCHY. RED LIGHT. Loud
trashy nmetal nusic plays. Cecil pounds shots at
the bar while talking to a beautiful, but dunb,
H GH PRI CED STRI PPER. She snokes. He nobves in on

her.)

CECI L

My GOD you are so000...
STRI PPER

You said that—
CECI L

--1 nmean | haven’'t been with a woman |ike you in—
STRI PPER

--Hold up I just wanna get this strait, you was fired?
CECI L

NO Not fired. Just.denoted. Tenporary setback--
STRI PPER

--But you GOT noney, right?
CECI L

O course. Plenty.
STRI PPER

Oh OK. Just checking. Let’s see it.

(Cecil produces a hundred dollar bill. She fingers
it. Smles. Gggles. Stuffs it in her bra. Mves
in on him)

STRI PPER
Damm shame t hen.

CECI L
What is?

STRI PPER
That whole thing with your job.

CECI L
It’s no problem | know what | have to do.

STRI PPER
What ?

CECI L

Figure out howto maintain the “Illusion of clean.”



STRI PPER
VWhat's ‘at?

CECI L
THAT is what allows ne to be out here wading in the shit
toni ght without worrying about what my cl othes are gonna

snell like tonorrow. The “Illusion of clean.”
STRI PPER

You | ook cl ean.
CEC L

THAT' s the illusion. I"mactually filthy.
STRI PPER

You don't snmell too bad.
CEC L

[ 11 usion!
STRI PPER

My mama al ways done said cleanliness is next to Godliness.
Isn’t that w se?

CECI L
Oh yeah.
PROSTI TUE
| enjoy a good douche as much as the next girl.
CECI L
That’ s a beautiful sentinent.
STRI PPER
In ny line of work you can’t snell. Unless you asked to put

on alittle stink. And believe me, that wouldn't be the
strangest request | ever got.

CECI L
Peopl e are fucking weird.

STRI PPER
And weird peopl e are fucking, baby.

(They both | augh. Drink. Snoke.)

PROSI TUTE
So you know, | was fool ed, nust nean you figured it out
t hen.

CECI L
Not quite. | figured out the first part. It has to do with
not cari ng.
(procl ai m ng)



| don't care that |’ m bad.

STRI PPER
Way you think you bad?

CECI L
amout here. Wth you. Wen | should be horme in bed with

|
ny girl.
STRI PPER
(wth a giggle)
Honey pl ease! W two TOTALLY different kindsa wonen!

CECI L
| just shoved a hundred dollar bill in your hand when
shoul d be putting it into ny 401K
STRI PPER
What' s a hundred bucks but a piece a green paper?
CECI L
| shave ny body hair.
STRI PPER
Al of it?
CECI L

Not an inch of flesh do | possess that wears nore than a
single follicle.

STRI PPER
Anyt hi ng el se?

CECI L
| have always enjoyed sex with nultiple partners. |’ve never
been tested for HHV. | like nmy girls to | ook |ike boys

sonetinmes and what it boils down to is that | don't want to
get engaged but she pushed. See? Bad to the bone.

STRI PPER
Honey! You not bad! You just human.
CECI L
(beat)
You’ re fucking great.
STRI PPER
Ah...
(A met aphorical |ight bulb appears over Cecil’s

literal noggin.)

CECI L
Jesus H!



STRI PPER

What ?
CECI L

Everybody’ s fucking crazy. We blend in the crazier we get.
STRI PPER

Now hol d up—
CECI L

No, no, no. Don’t you see? It’s the sane people who stand
out |ike sore thunbs here. So we nust be crazy to maintain
the illusion.

STRI PPER
Al'l 1’"msaying is that nobody’s perfect--

CECI L
--Shit, you don’'t have to tell nme twce--

STRI PPER
--but I don’'t know if everyone’ s--

CECI L
getting wld)
EVERYBODY’ S A FUCKI NG ANI IVAL!

STRI PPER
K, now, you better cal m down—

CECI L
And we shoul d enbrace that aninmal side not condemn it!
That’s what |’ve been doing for so |l ong now. Convinced |
couldn’t have both. And it’'s that kind of behavior that's
ruined |ives, destroyed great enpires, caused mass sui cide,
mass homi ci de, mass hysteria. Riots. That suppression. Mkes
you a slave. And slaves will eventually rebel. If they're
worth a shit.

STRI PPER
Who you a slave to?
CECI L
Not who. What. I'ma slave to the grind. To the clock. To ny

own needs and desires. Gade A beef, fancy cl ot hes,
expensive drink, corner office...

STRI PPER
That’s a pretty good |ist.

CECI L
Thank you.

STRI PPER



(wth a smle)
But you forgot sonething.

CECI L
Yeah, what's that?

(She takes a sip of his drink.)

STRI PPER
Lah-t oe.

CEC L
Lotto?

STRI PPER

Lah. Toe. See. Sonetinmes you gotta just throwit all up in
the air and forget about it. If it comes back down, so be
it. If it don"t...it wasn’t neant to be. You trying too hard,
that’ s your problem You gotta just let it ride.

CECI L
| don’t have the tine to let it ride.
STRI PPER
You got the same tine | do.
CECI L
But different obligations. | can't just sit back and wait

for it to start raining treasure fromthe sky.

STRI PPER
(alittle put off)
| do work you know—

CECI L
No, | know you do—

STRI PPER
|"mtal kin” about pipe dream | wouldn't buy what | need
with that noney. 1'd buy what | want. All these things you
l[istin off, you don't need that shit. Ain't no bare
necessities on your list. You talkin ‘bout |uxury. You a
slave to |luxury.

CECI L
No, you mssed ny point. It’s not the luxury that nmakes you
a slave. It's the inability to enjoy it.

STRI PPER
Face it baby, you' ve just gotten used to a certain way of
life. You ve gotten used to the wealth, to fine dining and
t he hi gh-speed online, the 300 hundred channels you don’t
even have a spare nonent to watch, the baseball teamthat
just can't lose. The only way to go fromhere is down.



Unl ess you want to |ive out your days running that tread
m Il which | suppose IS what you want ot herw se you woul dn’t
be so obsessed with this damed illusion of clean bullshit.

CECI L
And where does lotto come into all this?

STRI PPER
Just that dreamis luxury to some of us.

CECI L
And the rest of us are barbarians for always wanting nore?

STRI PPER
| ain"t tryin to be playin’ no sad song for you, baby.
Sheeit. You know what | would do if I had a mllion dollars?
|’d buy ne a gigantic glass penthouse on the tippity-top
floor of the tallest building in our fair city so that every
day, | could | ook down on everyone just |ike they always
| ooked down on ne. | ain’'t saying |’mbetter than you ‘cause
| keep ny dreans sinple and | |leave ‘emup to God. Truth be
told, we probably nore alike than nakes you confortable. 1'd
even let you live up there with ne if you wanted. Wuld you
like that? Is | ooking down your favorite pastinme?

CECI L
Second only to going there.

PROSI TUTE
Then it’'s settl ed.

(Pause. STRIPPER renoves the lotto ticket from her
purse and | ooks at it.)

STRI PPER
The illusion has every bit as nmuch to do with you believing
init as it does with fooling everyone el se.

(She nmakes the ticket disappear. He | aughs. She
drops her head down into his crotch and conmes back
up with the ticket in her teeth. She tears it in
hal f and hands one of the halves to him)

STRI PPER
Here’'s to the |uxury of choice.

CECI L
No, honey. | don't believe in that shit.

STRI PPER
And what do you believe in? Aside fromyourself?

(Pause.)



STRI PPER
Take it. (beat) Hey, you never know.

(Cecil |ooks at the ticket, sighs, takes it and

puts it in his pocket. A nonent.)

STRI PPER

Buy ne another drink. Then take ne honme witchu.

CECI L
W can skip the drink.
STRI PPER
No. | wanna stick around. Watch sonme of this gane.
CECI L
What gane?
STRI PPER
Wiy the Yankee gane of course.
CECI L
It was a day gane. The game is over
STRI PPER
Oh it sure ain't.
CECI L

The eagle flew at quarter to one. First pitch at 1:08.

al nost m dni ght.

STRI PPER
_ th(points to TV screen) _
Scoreless in the 15" But they gotta keep playin’.

(FADE TO BLACK



Songs:

Crackhead’ s Gospel

CRACKHEAD:

LORD GONNA SHINE HI'S LI GHT, HI S LI GHT

Rl GHT DOWN UPON MY BROW

GONNA GET HOT IN THE G TY TONI GHT

'CUZ THE LORD I S WT ME NOW

TELL THE DEVIL TO RUN, TELL THE DEVIL TO H DE,
'"CUZ | GOT JESUS BY MY SI DE.

LORD GONNA SHINE HI'S LI GHT, HI S LI GHT

Rl GHT DOWN UPON MY BROW

PRETTY LI TTLE BABY DON' T CRY, DON T CRY

THOSE TEARS OF SAD REGRET

JUST BASK IN THE GLOW AND DON' T ASK WHY

THE LORD AND W TCHU YET.

DON T LET THE DEVIL TAKE YOUR SOUL AVWAY

TO THE LAKE OF FIRE, TO THE PITS OF FLAME

CUZ THE LORD S GONNA SHINE HI S LI GHT, H' S LI GHT
Rl GHT DOWN UPON YOU NOW

Cecil’s Lanment (Dirty for So Long)
CECI L:

My BED ON THE GROUND

THREE HUNDRED COUNT.

SHEETS HAVE BEEN DI RTY

FOR SO LONG

My OLD ALARM CLOCK, BOUGHT CHEAP
STILL I'T TI CK TOCKS



LI KE THE BEST CF ‘ EM
DRIVIN ME CRAZY

ouT OF W M ND

BUT IT AIN T ALL BAD | FIND
| STILL GOT THAT CLOCK

TO KEEP ME ON TI ME

AIN T ALL BAD.

MY BRAIN I S A BUST

COVERED | N DUST

MY THOUGHTS HAVE BEEN DI RTY
FOR SO LONG

I GOT' A NEW HEART, BOUGHT CHEAP
SOIT DON T START

LI KE THE REST CF ‘ EM
DRIVIN ME CRAZY

QUT OF MY HEAD

I THINK | M BETTER OFF DEAD
| GOT' A NEW HEART

BUT IT DON T START

|" M BETTER OFF DEAD

Silver Dollars, Golden Coins

TEEN RUNAWAY:

| HATE MEN. THEY ABUSE ME.

I HATE THHS A TY ALTHOUGHHHH

IT IS HOVE.

I HATE THE SUBWAY | T SMELLS LI KE FECES
HATE THE NYPD AND HOW THEY POLI CE- ME!

I HATE MACY' S, THE STORE AND THE PARADE
I HATE THE MAYCOR



AND THE MESS THAT HE' S MADE!

HATE My DI SEASES MOST OF ALL!
SOMETI MES | WANNA DI E

SOMETI MES | WANNA CRY

AND TAKE My BODY AND MY BABY
OFF | NTO THAT GREAT BLUE SKY.
BUT THERE' S STILL ONE THI NG

THAT COULD CHANGE MY VI EW

SUSPI CI O
KEEP THIS CI TY FROM STRANGELI NG YQOU.

PREGNANT TEEN
THE LACK THEREOF
"M TH NKIN  OF
I'S MONEY.

SUSPI CI O
LOTS OF MONEY.

PREGNANT TEEN
BARRELS OF MONEY.

YANKEE FAN
Take it honey.

PREGNANT TEEN
| F THE ROADS WERE PAVED W TH SI LVER DCOLLARS
ALL WOULD BE OK.
| F THE STREETS WERE LI NED W TH GOLDEN CO NS
" D ALWAYS WANT TO PAY.
IF 1 NEVER HAD TO LOXK
A BILL COLLECTER I N THE EYE,
AND START IN LYIN *BOUT MY GRANNY DYI N
WOULDN T FEEL NO NEED TO CRY.
IF 1 DIDN T HAVE TO WALK THE SUBWAYS



I N SEARCH OF MY NEXT MEAL,
RELY ON STEALIN AND DI RTY DEALI N
HOW YA THI NK THAT MAKES ME FEEL?

I F I NSTEAD OF PAI N AND HURT AND SCRROW

THAT LANE WAS LI NED W TH CASH,

"D ROLL MY WHEEL BARROW AS STRAIT AS AN ARROW
AND COLLECT MY PRI VATE STASH.

WOULDN T BE NO WHORE FOR NO CORPORATE BORE.

NEVER SLEEP ON THE FLOOR I N A TORRENTI AL DOMN POUR.

NO MORE LATE NI GHT SNACKS FOR ALL THOSE DESPERATE HACKS.
ENDURED MY LAST KNI FE ATTACK WH LE BUYI NG SMACK!

NO LOW DOAN BEGG NG, DI RTY SCAMM NG, MONEY GRUBBI NG FOR ME
NO MORE- - - - == = === = - -

( SPEAKS)

GOT A DOLLAH FRI END?



