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MUSICAL THEATRE 

Six: The Musical (2021) 
Music & Lyrics by Toby Marlow & Lucy Moss 

“Ex-Wives” 

CATHERINE OF ARAGON: Divorced


ANNE BOLEYN: Beheaded


JANE SEYMOUR: Died


ANNE OF CLEVES: Divorced


KATHERINE HOWARD: Beheaded


CATHERINE PARR: Survived


CATHERINE OF ARAGON:

And tonight we are


ALL: Live


CATHERINE OF ARAGON:

Listen up, let me tell you a story


ANNE BOLEYN:

A story that you think

You've heard before


JANE SEYMOUR:

We know you know our names

And our fame and our faces


ANNE OF CLEVES:

Know all about the glories

And the disgraces


KATHERINE HOWARD:

I'm done ’cause all this time

I've been just one word

In a stupid rhyme


CATHERINE PARR:

So I picked up a pen and a microphone


ALL: History's about to get overthrown


CATHERINE OF ARAGON: Divorced


ANNE BOLEYN: Beheaded


JANE SEYMOUR: Died


ANNE OF CLEVES: Divorced


KATHERINE HOWARD: Beheaded


CATHERINE PARR: Survived


ALL:

But just for you tonight

We're divorced, beheaded

Live!

Welcome to the show

To the historemix

Switching up the flow

As we add the prefix

Everybody knows that

We used to be six wives

Raising up the roof

Till we hit the ceiling

Get ready for the truth

That we'll be revealing

Everybody knows

That we used to be six wives . . . but now 

we're ex-wives


CATHERINE OF ARAGON:

All you ever hear

And read about


ANNE BOLEYN: 

Is our ex and the way it ended


JANE SEYMOUR:

But a pair doesn't beat a royal flush


ANNE OF CLEVES:

You're gonna find out

How we got unfriended


KATHERINE HOWARD:

Tonight we gonna do ourselves justice

'Cause we're taking you to court
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CATHERINE PARR:

Every Tudor Rose has its thorns

And you're gonna hear 'em live in consort


CATHERINE OF ARAGON: Divorced


ANNE BOLEYN: Beheaded


JANE SEYMOUR: Died


ANNE OF CLEVES: Divorced


KATHERINE HOWARD: Beheaded


CATHERINE PARR: Survived


ALL:

But just for you tonight

We're divorced, beheaded

Live! . . . 


Divorced


CATHERINE OF ARAGON:

My name is Catherine Of Aragon

Was married 24 years, I'm a paragon

Of royalty, my loyalty is to the Vatican

So if you try to dump me

You won't try that again


ALL: Beheaded


ANNE BOLEYN:

I'm that Boleyn girl

And I'm up next, see

I broke England from the Church

Yeah, I'm that sexy

Why did I lose my head?

Well my sleeves may be green

But my lipstick's red!


ALL: Died


JANE SEYMOUR:

Jane Seymour, the only one he truly loved


ALL: Rude


JANE SEYMOUR:

When my son was newly born

I died, but I'm not what I seem


Or am I?

Stick around and you'll

Suddenly see more . . .


ALL: Divorced


ANNE OF CLEVES: Ich bin Anna of Cleves


ALL: Ja


ANNE OF CLEVES:

When he saw my portrait he was like . . .


ALL: Jaa


ANNE OF CLEVES:

But I didn't look as good

As I did in my pic

Funny how we all discuss that

But never Henry's little...


KATHERINE HOWARD:

Prick up your ears, I'm the Katherine

Who lost her head


ALL: Beheaded


KATHERINE HOWARD:

For my promiscuity outside of wed

Lock up your husbands

Lock up your sons

K Howard is here

And the fun's begun


ALL: Survived


CATHERINE PARR:

Five down, I'm the final wife

I saw him to the end of his life

I'm the survivor, Catherine Parr

I bet you wanna know how I got this far

I said I bet you wanna know

How we got this far


ALL:

Do you wanna know how we got this far?

Then welcome to the show

To the historemix

Switching up the flow

As we add the prefix

Everybody knows that
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We used to be six wives

Get your hands up

Get this party buzzing

You want a queen Bee

Well there's half a dozen

Everybody knows that

We used to be six wives

But now we're ex-wives!


A Strange Loop (2022) 
Music & Lyrics by Michael R. Jackson 

“Intermission Song” 

THOUGHTS, VARIOUSLY:

Usher! Usher! Usher!


USHER: [spoken] Can I really write this?


THOUGHTS:

How many minutes 'til the end of 

intermission?

Is that how the show should open?

Should there even be a show?

No, it should it start with what he's thinking

Which is just a cursor blinking

’Cause of all of the directions that the 

narrative could go!


USHER:

He wants to show what it's like to live up 

here and travel the world in a fat, black 
queer body


THOUGHTS:

How many minutes 'til the end of 

intermission?

No one cares about a writer who is 

struggling to write.

They'll say it's way too repetitious

And so overly ambitious

Which of course  makes them suspicious

That you think you're fucking white!


USHER:

He has to fight for his right to live in a world 

that 

Chews up and spits out black queers on the 

daily


THOUGHTS:

Blackness, queerness, fighting back to fill 

this cis-het-all-white space with a—

Portrait of a portrait of a portrait of a black 

queer face

And a choir full of black queer voices, treble 

clef 

And also bass

That are casting spells to conjure up a—


USHER:

Big, black and queer-ass American 

Broadway—


THOUGHTS:

Big, black and queer-ass American 

Broadway—


ALL:

Big, black and queer-ass American 

Broadway show!

How many minutes 'til the end of 

intermission?


THOUGHTS:

'Til he has to face the fact that he is really in 

a jam

He has no patrons he can call on nor a 

backup plan to fall on

Just a hamster wheel to crawl on

And nobody gives a damn!


USHER:

He tries to scramble and dodge and extricate 

still his 

Fate lies in wait, like a scavenging vulture

All he wants is to subvert expectations, black 

and white from the left and the right for 
the good of the culture


THOUGHTS:

Usher-Usher! Usher! Usher!

Usher-Usher! Usher! Usher!

How many minutes 'til the end of 

intermission?

You're a ball of black confusion

That keeps hitting a plateau

You can't just flout every convention

Then command complete attention in a—
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USHER:

Big, black and queer-ass American 

Broadway show!


THOUGHTS:

How many minutes 'til the end of 

intermission?

Some say write from exploration

Some say just write what you know

But either way you keep careening so it's 

hard to find a meaning in your—


USHER:

Big, black and queer-ass American 

Broadway show!


THOUGHTS:

How many minutes 'til the end of 

intermission?

If you can't please the Caucasians you will 

never get the dough—


USHER:

Plus critics clinically deny us

Then deny implicit bias


THOUGHTS:

With their vanity supported

By a system that's distorted

Watch them write you off as lazy

Not to mention, navel-gazy

Lacking both in craft and rigor

Cause you're just a fucking [nig]—

Big, black and queer-ass American 

Broadway—

Big, black and queer-ass American 

Broadway—

Big, black and queer-ass American 

Broadway—


ALL, VARIOUSLY:

Usher-Usher! Usher! Usher! (etc.)


USHER: [with above]

Oh my God—Oh my God


THOUGHTS:

How many minutes 'til the end of 

intermission?


USHER: Less than two!


“Today” 

USHER:

I am a Disney usher

I'm barely scraping by

My discontentment comes in 

Many shapes and sizes

But I woke up this morning

I told myself to try

I told myself that I would 

Make no compromises. Today . . .


A meeting with my landlord

Who makes me miss my train

And I smell awful 

‘Cause there is no time to shower

I plaster on a smile

Pretend I have no brain

Make nice with asshole tourists 

Hour after hour today . . . 

Today I plan to change my whole life    

forever . . .


THOUGHT #2: [spoken]

Usher! Surprise! How U doin'? It's Your Daily 
Self-Loathing! I had some time to kill, so I 
thought I'd drop by to remind you just how 
truly worthless you are.


THOUGHT #6:

Hey, Usher! How U doin'? It's your Financial 
Faggotry and baby, we need to chat about 
this situation with Shittybank Student Loans!


USHER [sings]:

Rewrite that shitty lyric

To make the ending land

Condense the repetition 

To its most essential

Define a formal structure

So people understand

Pull out the stops to show the story's full 

potential. Today . . .

Today I plan to change this show for the 

better . . .


THOUGHT #5: [spoken]

Usher! Head of Corporate Niggatry here! 
Just checking in to see if you found your 
unapologetic blackness yet? ’Cause your 
numbers are in the toilet with the Black 
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Excellence crowd and you’re real close to 
cancelation! Coon!


THOUGHT #1:

Usher! As Supervisor of Your Sexual 
Ambivalence, you can rest assured that I 
have sealed the gates of your body and mind 
so that nothing can get inside your shitty 
butthole until you give the word!


USHER:

I want to break the cycle

That's so ingrained in me

But change comes way too 

Slow and I am in a hurry

There's all of this rejection

Which brings such misery

But with my white girl music

I drown out the flurry of Today . . .


I am a Disney usher

I'm barely scraping by

My discontentment comes in 

Many shapes and sizes

When I wake up each morning,

I tell myself to try

I tell myself that I will 

Make no compromises


So days like this just get me

I hate days like today

Days when I face myself but 

See the same reflection

Someone who's stuck rewriting

And stuck in his own way

Someone who plans to edit every 

imperfection. Today . . .

Today I plan to change my self—


THOUGHT #2: [spoken] Oh, girl, whatever!


Kimberly Akimbo (2022) 
Music by Jeanine Tesori & Lyrics by    
David Lindsay-Abaire 

“Anagram” 

SETH [spoken]:

So, Kimberly is K-I-M-B-E-R-L-Y, and 
Levaco is L-E-V-


KIMBERLY: A-C-O


SETH: A-C-O


KIMBERLY: Oh


SETH: I'm gonna start with the K first 
because that’s one of the hardest letters.


KIMBERLY: Oh


SETH: 

Kuh . . . kuh . . . kuh . . . Ka

Ka-kay, key, ki, kilo

Kill, killer, cola, E. coli

Broken. Yoke, yo yo, yokel

Ya, yam, yak, lamb

Oh, I just found mackerel!


KIMBERLY [sings]:

I like the way you see the world.

I like your point of view.

A little sly.

A little strange.

A little bit askew

I like the way you look at life

And think outside the box.

A little odd.

A little off.

A bit unorthodox.


SETH:

Lib, Libby, Libya

Ya-Ya, Yick, Yicky, Mickey, Ricky, Icky


KIMBERLY:

I like your point of view
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KIMBERLY & SHOWCHOIR:

I like the way you make a point.

I like your frame of mind.

A little quick.

A little sharp.

A little beat behind.

I like the way you crack a joke

That no one else will get.

A little dry.

A little droll.

A little dumb and yet . . . 


SETH: Okra, cobra, marble, barley


KIMBERLY: I like your point of view


SETH:

Bravo, Cello, Limo, Rio, Macro, Micro, Mayo, 
Bakery


KIMBERLY & SHOWCHOIR:

Oh. With a turn of a letter.

Oh, everything's better.

I wonder how you see 

The things you see.


With a change of perspective 

Nothing's defective.

I wonder what you see

When you look at me . . .

Oh . . .


SETH:

Me, Me, My, Eye, Eyeball

Icky Eyeball! Icky Earlobe!

Over, Clover, Licker, Lickable, Likable 

Lovable, Livable, Liver, My Liver, 

My Oliver, My Locker


SHOWCHOIR [over Seth]:

I like the way . . .

I like your . . .

A little sly . . .

A little bit . . .

I like the way . . .

Outside . . .

A little odd . . .

A little off . . .

I like the way . . .


SETH:

My Blocker, My Blacker Olive!

My Rockable Veil!

My Crablike Love!

Oh, that's awful.


KIMBERLY:

I like the way you understand.

I like the way you think.

A little weird.

A little wise.

A little outta sync.


SETH:

Lever, Ever, Clever

Wait a minute . . .

Clever, Cleaver, Limber, Kimberly


KIMBERLY: I like . . .


SETH: Kimberly Levaco . . . turns into . . .


KIMBERLY: I like . . .


SETH: Cleverly  . . . Akimbo.


KIMBERLY: . . . You


SETH: Cleverly Akimbo.


KIMBERLY: You.


SETH:

That's a pretty good one! I did my 
grandmother's name and got “Arabian 
beard.”


“Father Time” 

PATTIE:

Father Time.

Slow down the day.

Don't let the dark come 

And steal it away.

For goodness sake,

We're still awake

And baby wants to play.


Father Time

Hold back the night

Please let the sun stay.
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And we'll be alright.

Tell the man in the moon,

It’s much too soon

To be turning out the light.


Baby's eyes are heavy now.

Baby's breath is deep.

Mommy wants to baby her.

Baby wants to sleep.


Father Time,

Are you there?

Maybe tomorrow 

You'll have time to spare.

And so I pray

For another day.


Baby's eyes are heavy now.

Baby's breath is deep.

Mommy wants to baby her.

Baby wants to sleep.


Father Time

Are you there?

Maybe tomorrow 

You'll have time to spare

And so I pray

For another day.

Father, hear my prayer.

Father, hear my prayer.

Father, hear my prayer.


“This Time” 

BUDDY:

Do you remember what you said?

How you hated me 

And wished I was dead?

That you hoped I'd drive off the road.

Then I'd hit a tree, 

And my car would explode?


Well, I thought to myself that can't be good 
for a daughter to say.


And I thought to myself, I should do this 
another way.


KIMBERLY:

Maybe this time.

Maybe this time.

After all the lies.


After all the beer.

Maybe he can change.

Maybe he's sincere

Maybe . . . this time.


PATTIE:

Do you remember what you said?

How I reminded you 

Of that story you read?

And at first, I felt kinda thrilled?

'Til you explained 

Who Medea had killed.


Well I thought to myself, that can't be good 
for a daughter to say.


And I thought to myself, I should do this 
another way.


KIMBERLY:

Maybe this time.

Maybe this time.

After all the hurt

Maybe there's a twist.

Maybe she won't be a narcissist.

I want to believe them.

I want to believe.

This time, I will believe.


This time.

Oh, this time.

Oh, this time

I put aside the doubt.


This time.

Oh, this time.

Oh, this time

Maybe things work out.


DEBRA:

This time.

Oh, this time.

This time

The dead-ends will end.


SETH & DEBRA:

This time. 

Oh, this time.

Oh,

This time

I think I found a friend.
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SHOWCHOIR:

It's Friday night in Bergen County.

There are parties everywhere.

And we finally got invited.


ALL:

This time.

This time.

This time.

A better life begins.


DELIA, Teresa & Kim:

It's Friday night in Bergen County.

There are parties everywhere,

This time everybody wins.


ALL:

This time

We won't implode.

This time


KIMBERLY: We hit the road.


ALL: This time


BUDDY & PATTIE: We stay on track.


ALL: This time


SETH: My voice won't crack.


ALL: This time


SHOWCHOIR: We take the prize.


ALL: This time


DEBRA:

Nobody dies.

Not like the other time.


ALL:

This time.

Oh, this time.

Oh, this time

No one breaks a heart.


This time.

Oh, this time.

Oh This time . . .


KIMBERLY: Nothing falls apart.


BUDDY [spoken]: Make a wish!


KIMBERLY: I will believe!


ALL: This time!


“Now” 

SETH:

You think I don't know 

That people go away?

I know they do, okay?

I know they do.


Today I brought card games

And books filled with puzzles

And bags full of unhealthy snacks.

Today I brought music

By gloomy young women

And marked all the weepiest tracks.


Or we can just sit here

And watch a dumb movie.

I'll do whatever you say.

I'll sit here beside you

And talk 'til we're tired.

Then, we can call it a day.


And tomorrow we'll do the same.

Or not.

But tomorrow will come anyhow.

Or not.

And if not, well, there's now.

And if not, well . . . 


KIMBERLY:

You say to be present

And live in the moment,

But right now I'm stuck in a bed.

I'd rather be living

A way better moment.

Can't we find that one instead?


And tomorrow we'll do the same.

Or not.

But tomorrow will come anyhow.

Or not.

And if not . . .
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KIMBERLY:

Maybe it's time to throw caution to the  

wind . . . 


SETH:

Maybe it's time to throw caution to the  

wind . . . 


KIMBERLY: 

And do something we may regret.


SETH:

And do something we may regret.


KIMBERLY: At least we'll be happy.


SETH: At least we'll be living.


KIMBERLY: At least in that moment


SETH: We'll have a moment.


BOTH: 

We'll never forget


And tomorrow we'll do the same.

Or not.

But tomorrow will come anyhow.

Or not.

And if not, well . . . 

There's now.

Now. Now. Now. Now.

There's now.

Now. Now. Now. Now.

There's now.


“Before I Go” 

KIMBERLY: 

I was never the daughter you wanted.

That's the thing we never say.

But that’s the truth, and that's okay.


We live in a house that's haunted.

There’s always you, there's always me,

And there's the ghost of a girl I'll never be.

There's the ghost of a girl I'll never be.


Before I go, 

Let go of the ghost. Just let her disappear.

And then maybe you'll see me


While I'm still here.

I’m still here.


I was never the girl you intended.

She was young and she was bold.

She’d hold your hand when you got old.


Let's admit that dream has ended.

And what you wished for wasn’t me.

It was the ghost of a girl I'll never be.

She's the ghost of a girl I'll never be


Before I go, 

Let’s give up the ghost.

Just be with me instead.

I know I might be dying,

But I'm not dead.

I'm not dead.


So before I go, 

Take my hand.

Before I fly away, 

Say goodbye.

I will go somewhere that's beautiful.

I'll go somewhere that's beautiful

It's time to let me go. . . .


“Great Adventure” 

KIMBERLY: 

We're on a great adventure.

Don't know what we're gonna find

When leaving what's behind behind.

But you are by my side.


SETH:

At last, a great adventure.

Don't know where the road will bend,

Or when we're gonna reach the end, so . . .


KIMBERLY & SETH:

Just enjoy the ride.

Because no one gets a second time around.


SETH: Sadly . . . 


KIMBERLY & SETH:

 . . . No one gets a second time around

We're sailing to a distant shore
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KIMBERLY: 

Don't know if we'll catch a breeze,

Or encounter stormy seas, but . . .


KIMBERLY & SETH: You will be my crew.


PATTIE & BUDDY: 

We're sailing to a new world.


DEBRA:

Don't know how the waves will flow,

Or whichaway the wind will blow, so . . .


KIMBERLY, PATTIE & BUDDY: 

Just enjoy the view,

Because no one gets

A second time around.


ALL:

Day is dying.

We're headed for the setting sun.

We're crying

Because we're almost done.

Time's flying.

It's been a lovely run,

And so fun.

So fun.


What a great adventure.

Didn't know the paths we'd take,

The sights we'd see,

The friends we'd make,

With you, my partner in crime.


We'll miss this great adventure.

Ya never know, and nor do I,

When we will have to say goodbye

So just enjoy the time.

Because no one gets a second time.

No one gets a second time

No one gets a second time around.


Doooo doo-doo-doo dooooo-doo. . . .


The Outsiders (2024) 
Music & Lyrics by Jamestown Revival 
(Jonathan Clay & Zach Chance) &       
Justin Levine  

“Tulsa ’67” 

PONYBOY [spoken]:

When I stepped out into the bright sunlight 
from the darkness of the movie house, I had 
only two things on my mind: Paul Newman 
and a ride home.


[sings]

I've never been out of Tulsa before.

I wonder what it would be like.

I've never known anybody to leave.

Most people get stuck here for life.


My brother could've been a football star.

People say he had a ticket out.

My other brother suffers from a broken heart

From a girl he loved who up and moved 

away.


We got no parents, we fend for ourselves.

There's no one to show us the way.

My brothers are trying, but they're always 

out,

Just working their poor lives away.


My name is Ponyboy, 

The youngest of the three.

I know there's so much more to life 

Than what's in front of me.

So I sneak into the movies 

Just to glimpse the other side.

Rather take a risk and see it 

Than to never even try.


When I am looking up and Newman's on the 
screen,


The entire world just melts away.

And for a moment I'm not worried 'bout a 

thing.

I just sit back and let the movie start to play.


But unlike in the movies and the books I like 
to read,
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Nothing in this town plays out the same.

They tell me it was different 

Back when we could all agree,

Somewhere down the line we lost our way.


We had places to go, 

We had things to do,

So they took one town and they split it in 

two.

The money went west, 

Take the grease to the east,

And the train ran down the belly of the beast.


Here we are now, 

I'm talkin' to you.

When I get to the end, tell me what you 

would do

In a town that's torn in two.

What's a Greaser from the East Side 

supposed to do?

This is . . .


FULL COMPANY:

Tulsa 1967

And there's just one thing you need to know:

You got Greasers and Socs, 

That's how it's always been,

And that's probably how it's always gonna 

go.


PONYBOY:

There's another side of Tulsa 

That I hardly ever see.

It's like some kind of fairy tale land.

The grass is always greener 

And the streets are always clean.

All the girls are pretty there 

And all the guys are mean.


We call them Socs ’cause they live like 
socialites—


Barbecues and graduation days,

With better clothes and better cars and 

better lives.


FULL COMPANY:

Just one town, two very different ways.


PONYBOY:

And over on the East Side, 

The story's not the same—


Another rundown building, 

Another broken window pane.


The cars no longer running, 

Sitting idle in the yard,

They're building up the West Side 

While the East Side falls apart.


[spoken]

That right there's my best friend in the whole 
world: Johnny Cade. Just last week, some 
Socs beat the living hell out of him. He hasn't 
been the same since.


JOHNNY [sings]:

This town, it only holds ya down, 

There's judgement everywhere.

People think they know you 

By the way you wear your hair.


PONYBOY & JOHNNY:

If you're not born into money, 

Then you're born into despair


GREASERS:

And they'll do all that they can 

To keep your poor ass there.


PONYBOY:

We gave ourselves a name 

’Cause we don't have a lot

We stick together 'cause each other's all we 

got


PONYBOY & GREASERS:

We take a lot of pride in how we grease our 

hair

People look us up and down and we don't 

even care

'Cause we're Greasers!


PONYBOY:

Making something out of nothing, 

But it’s something that a Soc ain't got


GREASERS: We are Greasers!


PONYBOY:

Ain't never gonna change

’Cause it really don't matter if you like it or 

not
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PONYBOY & ENSEMBLE:

’Cause this is Tulsa 1967,

And there's just one thing you need to know

You got Greasers and Socs, that's how it's 

always been.


ENSEMBLE:

And that's probably how 

It's always gonna go.


PONYBOY:

In a town that's torn in two

What's a Greaser from the East Side 

supposed to do?


ENSEMBLE:

That's probably how it's always gonna go.


“Grease Got a Hold” 

DALLY [spoken]:

Hear ye. Hear ye! As the gloopiest, gooiest, 
grimiest grease in the land lubricates our 
finest automobiles, assembly lines, and fried 
chicken dinners, let it be known that 
Ponyboy Curtis of the East Side of Tulsa, 
Oklahoma, is about to be officially lubed up 
and added to the ranks of Greasers all over 
the globe!


[sings]

Ponyboy, I think it's time you learn

That grease isn't given, 

It’s something that you earn.

Some of us are smooth like James Dean,

Some of us are cold and a little more mean.


Time to be tough 

And quick on your feet.

There ain't no way a boy can make it out on 

the street.

Unless you're mean as a fighter and 

You're sharp as a blade.

Play it cool, little brother, and you'll have it 

made.

No, we ain't got money, 

But we got something to prove.

You're a Greaser now, 

And you ain't going back.

You're an eastbound train 


On a greased-up track.

Let it be known that the grease got a hold on 

you.


G is for getting a lick and not giving a shit 
'cause you're tough on the chin.


R is for your reputation because if you lose it 
then you'll never win.


E is to even the score when the Socs come 
at you with all that they got.


A, you’re an animal, 

S, you got stamina, 

E is embracing your lot.


SODAPOP [spoken]:

No, no, it’s not about getting your licks, it’s 
about licking your gets. Chicks love a 
busted-up face


G is for getting the girls every time 'cause 
you got irresistible charm.


R is for reeling them in and then keeping the 
prettiest one on your arm.


E is for effortless swagger, the kind that the 
ladies can never deny.


A for effective but not too selective, 

And E is for catching her eye.


TWO-BIT [spoken]:

It ain't just about bustin’ heads and chasin’ 
tail. Sometimes you gotta stop and smell the 
motor oil!


SODAPOP:

Show us how it's done then, Einstein.


TWO-BIT [sings]:

I may not be the sharpest tack in the box.

I'm a latchkey kid, 

But they keep changin’ the locks

I ain't no sweet-talking Romeo but I can fight

You better bet your life.


GREASERS:

So play it mean as a fighter and be sharp as 

a blade.

Play it cool, little brother, and you'll have it 

made.

No, we ain't got money, 

But we’ve got something to prove.

You're a Greaser now 
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And you ain't going back,

You're an eastbound train 

On a greased-up track.

Let it be known that the grease got a hold on 

you.


DARREL:

Being a greaser is playing your hand 

Even when there's no way you can win.

It's proving them wrong even when they've 

decided 

The winner before you begin.

It's about overcoming and beating the odds.

It’s fighting for all that you got.

There will always be haves, and you better 

be sure 

That the haves’ll make sure you have not.

So Ponyboy, I think it's time you learn

You wanna be James Dean, you’re gonna 

crash and burn.

You gotta set your sights on something 

more.

You wanna be a fighter? Then know just 

what you're fighting for.


[spoken]

Speakin' of which, I gotta go pick up my 
paycheck. You make sure he gets his ass 
home, Soda. Straight home


DALLY [sings]:

You wanna be tough, you better listen to me.

I've seen it all, I've lived a life on the street.

I'll teach you everything you need to know 

on how to survive.


GREASERS:

You're a grease for life!

So play it mean as a fighter and be sharp as 

a blade.

Play it cool, little brother, and you'll have it 

made.

No, we ain't got money, 

But we got something to prove.


You're a Greaser now 

And you ain't going back.

You're an eastbound train 

On a greased-up track.

Let it be known that the grease got a hold on 

you.


DALLY: 

Little brother, now you're on your way.


GREASERS:

Let it be known that the grease got a hold on 

you


DALLY: 

Little brother, now it’s there to stay.


GREASERS:

Let it be known that the grease got a hold on 

you.


“Stay Gold” 

JOHNNY:

I have had some time for thinking,

Swore I wasn't ready to die.

Turns out I was wrong.


It might sound crazy, but hear me out.

It may take me to the grave, 

But I know what your poem's about.


I have seen a pool of blood run crimson red,

And I've seen the sunrise coming overhead.

Finding beauty in the fold

It's the only way to keep from growing old

My friend, stay gold.


When you're young

And the world is new,

It's easy to forget when you're trying 

Just to make it through.


Like the morning light

And the dawn it brings

You see the world, finding beauty 

In the simple things.


I have looked into a thankful father's eyes,

Telling me I've saved his daughter's life.

I'd do it all again

'Cause I've found the beauty in the fold.

My friend, stay gold.


JOHNNY & PONYBOY:

Looking back at the life I've had

I hold on to the good 'cause I made my 

peace with all the bad.
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Sixteen years. Look at all we've done.

Wouldn't trade it for the world, 

Can't you see that we're the lucky ones.


I have known a love that many never know,

And that love lives on no matter where I go.

We all will meet our end

No matter if we meet it young or old,

My friend, stay gold.


JOHNNY [spoken]:

There's still a lot of time to make yourself 
what you want, Ponyboy. There's still a 
whole lotta good in the world. Tell Dally. I 
don't think he knows.


JOHNNY & PONYBOY [sing]

Finding beauty in the fold—

It's the only way to keep from growing old.

My friend, stay gold.


PONYBOY:

My friend, stay gold.


Maybe Happy Ending (2024) 
Music & Lyrics by Will Aronson & Hue Park 

“Why Love” 

GIL BRENTLEY:

Why, love?

Why did we bother to try love?

Why did we foolishly stop to say hello

Instead of going our way?


But your heart was free,

And mine was on my sleeve.

Were we brave,

Or were we just naive?


So tell me why, love,

When all things end in goodbye, love?

Why did we dream that this fate would not 

be ours

When even stars up above

Ask where their glow went?

Love lasts one moment,

And then that final task:


To sigh and ask,

“Why love?”


“The Rainy Day We Met” 

[Spoken dialogue]


OLIVER: So, where did we meet?


CLAIRE: On the street?


OLIVER: 

Yes! It was a rainy day. You forgot your 
umbrella, so you ran under mine.


CLAIRE: I initiated this?


OLIVER: 

The rain made us feel melancholy, but also 
romantic, as we walked on the rainy streets. 
In . . . 


CLAIRE: Paris.


OLIVER [sings]

New York set the perfect mood on the day 

we met.


CLAIRE [spoken]: Unbelievable.


OLIVER [spoken]: I know.


OLIVER [sings]:

The patter of rain and somewhere, a jazz 

quartet.


CLAIRE [spoken]: 

They were playing in the rain?


OLIVER [spoken]: They were inside


CLAIRE [spoken]:  So we were inside?


OLIVER [spoken]: We were outside.


OLIVER [sings]:

My umbrella could handle two—

I even kept your shoulder dry.

And since we both were shy,

We barely spoke at all.
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CLAIRE [spoken]: 

Did you get this from a movie?


OLIVER [sings]:

You wore a bright red raincoat on that magic 

day.


CLAIRE [sings]: 

No way would I choose red for a raincoat.


OLIVER:

Your beautiful red fur hat took my breath 

away


CLAIRE:

And now you're just describing Santa.


OLIVER:

The crowded and noisy streets

We were silent except our beating hearts.

It's all those quiet parts

You later can't forget.

One little rainy day—


CLAIRE & OLIVER: The rainy day we met


OLIVER [spoken]: Your turn


CLAIRE:

You stared at your feet, too nervous to say 

one word.


OLIVER [spoken]: 

What could I have said in that situation?


CLAIRE:

Our beautiful silence started to feel absurd.


OLIVER [spoken]: 

But I did offer you the umbrella, don’t    

forget—   


CLAIRE [spoken]: 

You just said it was my turn.


[sings]

So then in a breathless rush,

We both started talking awkwardly.


CLAIRE & OLIVER [spoken]:

So where are you fr . . . How long have 

you . . .  Why don't you go fir— . . . haha!


CLAIRE:

We laughed so hard that we forgot our socks 

were wet.


CLAIRE & OLIVER:

All on a rainy day—

The rainy day we met.


OLIVER:

That old-timey band

When I first held your hand

And we danced in the subway.


CLAIRE:

The buses we missed

On the first night, we kissed

On that street in Paris.


OLIVER: (. . . New York)


CLAIRE: (. . . Paris!)


OLIVER: (New York)


OLIVER:

The moment our game 

Demanded a name

And love's what we called it!


CLAIRE:

The morning we tried 

Waking up side by side

And knew it was meant to be.


OLIVER: It seemed to me:


CLAIRE & OLIVER:

The crowded and noisy world

Was silent except our beating hearts.

It's all those quiet parts

You later can't forget.

Thanks to one rainy day—.

The rainy day we met.


Anyway, that's how we met
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“Maybe Happy Ending” 

OLIVER:

The ending's not the most important part,

But as endings go, ours is not so bad.

No tears, no regret, no broken heart,

And sure, no memories of what we had,

But maybe letting go and moving on

Before we make a mess—

Is that a happy ending?

More or less.


CLAIRE:

Those sunny afternoons you spent with     

me—

They'll still be happening, just somewhere in 

the past.

Each simple moment was a luxury.

They're not less valuable just 'cause they 

didn't last.


OLIVER:

And if nothing else, we fell in love,

Not knowing we could fall—

Is that a tragic ending?


CLAIRE: Not at all . . . 


OLIVER & CLAIRE:

And maybe we'll meet again sometime—


OLIVER:

Some time when we're better at pretending.


CLAIRE & OLIVER:

And maybe we'll meet again somewhere—

Somewhere things don't have to have an 

ending.


OLIVER:

You held my hand,

You taught me love,

And then you set me free . . . 


CLAIRE:

That's not such an awful ending.


CLAIRE & OLIVER:

If we have to have an ending.


OLIVER:

Is this our maybe happy ending?


CLAIRE & OLIVER [spoken]: We'll see.
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