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SETTING
A music studio in an large American city. Today.

SYNOPSIS
Alex is an unflinching idealist who rejects the hype and marketing 
swirling around today's music scene. Everyone else might sell out, 
but he won't. Trouble is, he's in love with a girl (CJ Hudson) who 
is either the shallowest or craftiest girl in the scene. Alex's 
idealism is put to the test when CJ invades his studio and hires 
flattering suitors for her band. 

Contains original music by Jonathan Manley. Runs 80 minutes.

CAST
Alex        a misanthropic music producer; 30s.

Phillip     his best friend; 30s.

CJ Hudson   the flirty leadsinger; late 20s.

Nigel       30s or early 40s; in love with CJ. 

Cézar       a self-imagined guitar god; in love with CJ. Could be 
            played by a female.

Alison      CJ's best friend.

Garrick     a drummer with a fake British accent; in love with CJ.

Playwright Biography:
Timothy Andrew McIntosh is a professional writer and an actor. His 
play "Our Town, Eugene" was written on commission to commemorate 
the 150th anniversary of Eugene, Oregon. He won the "Best New Play 
of 2008" award from the Chattanooga Theatre Centre. The film of 
his screenplay, Mandi, was released by Kalon Media in Spring 2009. 

Recent works have debuted at Gutenberg College, including What's 
Cooking with Betty and Bernie: With Today's Special Guests, the 
Enlightenment Philosophers! (April 2010), Dan Taey's Divine Comedy 
(2009) The Trial of Luther (2009), Echo & Narcissus at the Mall 
(2008), and The Metamorphosis  (2008).

Stage-acting credits include Hamlet (Hamlet) at the Cottage 
Theatre in Cottage Grove, OR, 2016), August: Osage County (Little 
Charles) at Oregon Contemporary Theatre, 2013), Macbeth (Macbeth) 
at Eugene's Shakespeare in the Park (2010) and Rabbit Hole (Howie) 
at Lord Leebrick Theater, Eugene, OR (2009). 



Recent film credits include Viral PDX (PushPlay Media, Eugene, 
OR), Manhattan Crack'r (Pinion Tree Productions, Atlanta, GA), The 
Great Canoe Fish, and The Swamp Robber (Kalon Media, Atlanta, GA).

McIntosh lives in Seattle, WA. 



As the lights rise, PHILLIP sits alone on a 
stool wearing a battered bass, looking at a 
contract printed on yellow paper. 

Around him, Alex’s music studio is in 
shambles. Pizza boxes, Chinese carry-out, and 
soda cans clutter under guitars, drums, mics. 

On the back wall, posters, pictures, and album 
covers of Alex’s heroes: Beethoven, Tupac, 
Patti Smith, Johnny Cash (the picture where 
he’s giving us the bird).

PHILLIP, alone, dials his cell. 

PHILLIP
(-into phone) Hey Alex. You’re now an hour late. But, I 
printed the contract. I’m looking at it right now. So is 
CJ. She’s got a great view of it cause she’s on my lap. 
She wants to sign with lipstick. Is that acceptable, 
legally? Anyway, if you don’t arrive soon, CJ and I have 
agreed to start making out. (mimicking CJ’s voice——) 
“Oooh, Phillip, yah.” It will probably be really hot. 
(like CJ) “Really hot.” If you don’t get here within 
about 20 minutes, CJ will be likely be pregnant with her 
second child. My child. My love child. Okay, see you 
soon, buddy! (x) (picks up his bass and sings)

 NO TRACK, IMPROVISED
     But I’d rather be with Alison
     I’d rather sing a song to Alison
     Alison Alison
     I wish this was a better song.
     But it’s not the worst I’ve ever sung
     with my mouth and my tongue
     because tongue rhymes with sung
     and ---

ALEX enters, flustered, toting music 
equipment.

ALEX
That song sucks.

PHILLIP
I left you about 18 messages! Where have you been!

ALEX
Out. (depositing equipment)

PHILLIP
Out where?!



ALEX
Out, Phillip. Roaming across the face of the earth, 
okay, out. 

PHILLIP
I figured you were out because I’ve been in thus making 
you out. Process of elimination: The mode of geniuses 
everywhere.

ALEX
I hit a car.

PHILLIP
You hit a car? 

ALEX
A nice car. An expensive car. A Mercedes Benz car. Right 
down his fender I left a big swipe of green minivan. 

PHILLIP
Alex! 

ALEX
I know, I know. (kicking away pizza boxes in search of a 
pen) Where’s the pen?

PHILLIP
Is the guy pissed?

ALEX
I feel pretty confident that he will be. But he wasn’t 
in the car. It was parked. I gotta write him a note. 
When did my studio start looking like Kolkata? 

PHILLIP
Your insurance is gunna drop you.

ALEX
The pen, Phillip, help me find the pen.

PHILLIP
If your insurance drops you, you can’t drive. If you 
can’t drive, we can’t go to gigs. If we can’t go to 
gigs, we can’t meet clients. Are you listening to this 
iron chain of logic.

ALEX
You want an iron chain of logic? Here’s an iron chain of 
logic: No pen, no note. No note, Mister Mercedes calls 
the cops. The cops show, the cops impound my van. No 
gigs. No clients. That is an iron chain of logic. 

PHILLIP
That was good. Now what are you looking for?
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ALEX
The pen! 

PHILLIP
Oh. (plucks a pen from his pocket)

ALEX
I don’t like you. 

PHILLIP
Wait. (withholds the pen) Is CJ coming? Cause if CJ’s 
coming, all our problems disappear. Right, she signs the 
contract. Everybody’s happy. 

ALEX
It’s not CJ that’s gotta sign. Nigel’s gotta sign. 
He’s her manager. He holds the purse strings, not her. 
Give me that pen. 

PHILLIP
If she doesn’t sign, we are ... we are ... I mean, 
insert here the expletive of your choice. We are effed. 
We are S out of luck. We are going to H in an H-basket. 
Whichever expletive you choose, that’s what we are if we 
don’t get this signed! 

ALEX
You think too much about contracts. GIVE ME THAT PEN!

PHILLIP
I think to much about contracts?! You don’t think about 
them enough. We are broke, Alex! Not kinda broke. Not 
Top Ramen broke. We are cardboard-box-under-Highway-Five 
broke.

ALEX
Do you even know what music is for? 

PHILLIP
Please God, not again.

ALEX
Music, Phillip-- 

PHILLIP
Here, take the pen. 

ALEX
Music, Phillip--

PHILLIP
Just not the speech again.
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ALEX
Music is the exhalation of gods, the hammer of Zeus, the 
ideal of human striving! 

PHILLIP
Just not The Speech again. 

ALEX
Yes, Phillip, The Speech again. Because you’re clearly 
not getting it. You still think music is about money and 
contracts and advertising. Look. (pointing to the 
posters of his heroes on the wall) They weren’t in it 
for the money or contracts. They made volcanic music and 
the money took care of itself. Music, Phillip, music! 
The exuberant yearning of the human self. The 
articulation of primordial being. A service to 
civilization and the furthering of-- 

PHILLIP
Wait, stop. Service of civilization? Tupac Shakur did 
not rap in the service of civilization. 

ALEX
He did!, in a manner of speaking.

PHILLIP
In no manner of speaking did Tupak Shakur rap in service 
of civilization. His parents were pissed-off Black 
Panthers. 

ALEX
They were pissed-off because they cared. He was pissed-
off because he cared. I am pissed because I care. Great 
art is protest. (dashes to the soundboard to play 
Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony) When was the last time you 
actually listened to Beethoven’s Ninth Symphony? 

PHILLIP
During yesterday’s lecture. 

ALEX
Beethoven’s Ninth is a protest against the stiff 
truculence of late-era Classicalism. 

PHILLIP
--late-era Classicalism. Is this just a long way of 
telling me CJ’s not coming?

ALEX
Beethoven was protesting an orthodoxy. The same 
orthodoxy I’m rebelling against. Our scene-kids today -- 
Nigel Lucotti and his crew with his feckless sentimental 
plinky-pop? God save me. 
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Our scene-kids were the spineless German aristocrats of 
Beethoven’s 19th century. And like Beethoven, we must 
smite them down, Phillip, hip and thigh. Shhh, listen! 
(the strings of the Ninth are coalescing) Listen to how 
Beethoven begins from primordial disorganization; God 
brooding over the face of the chaotic deep. Now he 
summons all of the red lavic powers. An abreaction of 
sublime creative violence, pure pathos and ... wait for 
it ... 

Beethoven’s Ninth explodes! ALEX conducts an 
immense invisible orchestra until--. 

PHILLIP shuts off the Ninth Symphony.

ALEX
Hey, I was listening to that!

PHILLIP
Now you are listening to me. 

We are in trouble here, Alex. 

ALEX

No, move! 
(trying to turn the Ninth 
again)
Move, Phillip, move.

PHILLIP
Alex, playing Beethoven’s Ninth will not save us from 
abject poverty. This (thrusting the yellow contract at 
ALEX) will save us from abject poverty.  

ALEX
A Torso Chunk poster.

PHILLIP
Other side. It’s the contract. 

ALEX
Why is it printed on a telephone-pole poster for a 
terrible scream-o band?

PHILLIP
Because we are out of white paper. That’s how poor we 
are. We are so poor that we cannot afford a single pack 
of white paper so I printed on a poster for the scream-o 
band you were forced to record since no one else will 
record with you now is CJ going to sign or not?

ALEX
I don’t know. 

PHILLIP
You don’t know? 
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ALEX
I don’t know.

PHILLIP
You went to talk to her last night.

ALEX
I did, I talked to her. But she’s like water. You’ve got 
her in your hands and then she dribbles away. I talked 
to her after she finished her set -- which was 
incredible, by the way. It was the old CJ, the Patti 
Smith CJ. She owned the whole arena. Her band is -- ugh. 
But, by force of will, she dragged them through. The 
whole band stepped way up here. The old CJ showed up so 
they showed up. But Nigel is making them do this kazoo 
bit. No joke, he makes the whole band bust out kazoos 
for the finale. It is awful. Instead of a huge finale, 
they vvvv vvv vvv, vvv vv vvvv -- on kazoos! It’s 
horrible. Positively, wretchedly, stenktifically 
horrible!, and ruined what was an otherwise incredible 
set.

PHILLIP
And after the set ...?

ALEX
Right, after her set, I meet her in the green room. I’m 
trying to get her to sit still. But she’s a mile high. 
She knows she just killed it so she’s distracted, flying 
everywhere, kissing her daughter goodnight, talking to 
her mom, cuddling with me, drinking wine. 

PHILLIP
Wait, cuddling with you!

ALEX
Yes, actually cuddling with me and mewing like a cat. 
Phillip, I thought I’d died and gone to heaven. It’s 
just CJ and me on the couch. Just us. Down to business. 
And it was on. Totally on. At one point, her hand was 
resting on mine. It wasn’t exactly hand-holding; it was 
like hand-nuzzling, hand-spooning. 

PHILLIP
And that’s when you brought up the contract. 

ALEX
Just hold on. I’m reliving an amorous connection here 
with my dream-woman and you’re still obsessing about the 
contract! If you ride the wave for a second you‘ll hear 
how I sang her one of my songs. 

PHILLIP
You sang her one of your songs?
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ALEX
Right there in the green room. I was so swept up that I 
sang her one of my songs. She liked it so much she 
started singing backup. Seriously. That’s how much she 
liked it. It sounded incredible! For once, she wasn’t 
flirting with every guy in the room. She wasn’t looking 
over my shoulder for somebody else. She’s just there, 
just completely there. And I’m thinking, “This might 
happen! This could really happen! I’m gunna get CJ and 
I’m gunna record her next album and” -- and then it 
completely collapses. 

PHILLIP
What, why?!

ALEX
Why do you think? Nigel Lucotti, the archetypical scene-
kid. There we were, hand-spooning, until he busts in 
practically sits between us on the couch. And the moment 
he shows up, she transmogrifies into this -- flirt. “Oh 
Nigel I loved our sound tonight. Thanks for everything, 
Nigel!” And he starts blabbing and how her lyrics are 
all about gender equality. I mean, what the hell. CJ’s 
isn’t plumping for gender equality. She IS gender 
equality, you know? Hell, she’s gender inequality. When 
she’s on stage, no man can match her. But now, with 
Nigel, she becomes a different person. She becomes 
Babette the Coquette. I don’t get it. She’s giving him 
looks like she wants to crawl into his jeans with him. I 
was going insane. I wanted to claw the paper off the 
walls. But you’d be proud of me. I refocused, took a 
deep breath, and tried to focus on business. But it does 
no good at all. She has this tone question-statement 
tone. Like, is it a question? Is it a statement? I say,
“So, CJ, are we recording tomorrow?” 
“Oooh, I want to?” Is it a question? Is it a statement?
I treat it like a statement and say, “Great, CJ. When?” 
She says, “Tomorrow?” Again, a question, a statement? 
So I straight up ask her, “Was that a question or was 
that a statement?” 
She says, “Tomorrow I’ve got this thing.” 
“Okay, when’s the thing?” 
“Earlyish?” Same weird tone: “Earlyish?” 
So I say, “How about we record after your thing?” 
“I really want to?” I mean how do does she do it? How 
does she make a simple declarative statement, “I really 
want to” sound like a question? We sit there on the 
couch for about an hour, going round and around and 
around. Never making a decision. Just more, “I really 
want to?” Finally, I just jam. I’m so frustrated that I 
just hop up, walk to the mini-van, slam the door, gone. 
Then, at one AM, I get a text. “See you tomorrow. 
Kisses. CJ.” And I text, “YES!” Then she sends another 
one at two am which is completely obscure. 

   7



Here, I still don’t know what it means. (whipping out 
his phone) --Whoa! 

PHILLIP
What?

ALEX
Five new texts from CJ! 

PHILLIP
Read them!

ALEX
No, you read them. No, I’ll read them. No, yes, I’ll 
read them later. I’ll read them now. (he does)

PHILLIP
And ...?

ALEX
(reading the texts)
She’ll be here in thirty.

Wants to record an album.

A whole album.

Needs a bassist. 

PHILLIP

In thirty?

An album.

A whole album!

A bassist!

ALEX starts dancing; PHILLIP joins in.

ALEX
Stop! Look at this place! It looks like a Chernobyl! 
Where’s that carpet-sweeper? 

PHILLIP
Your phone buzzed. 

ALEX
Don’t read it. She’s probably cancelling. No, read it. 
No, I’ll read it. (reads it, a big smile) 

PHILLIP
What, what?

ALEX
She’s coming. And guess who she’s bringing? 

PHILLIP
Please just let your mouth make the sound “Alison.” 
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ALEX
Alison. --Okay, time to sweep this hellhole. (exits; 
returns with the sweeper to find PHILLIP frozen in 
place) Did you even move?

PHILLIP
What.

ALEX
Sweep. Before the tachycardia sets in. 

PHILLIP
Alison Howard is coming here. (springs into action, 
playing “bass” with the sweeper) And we’re playing on 
CJ’s Emmy-winning, triple-platinum, multi-million dollar 
smash album. 

ALEX
Phillip...

PHILLIP
Love songs. Intense, profound, and slightly sexydirty 
love songs. Oowwowwoooww.

ALEX
Phillip ...

PHILLIP
Will I be playing the whole album or just most of the 
songs? 

ALEX
It’s up to her producer. (smiles)

PHILLIP
Message received sir and understood! (sweeps with 
spirit; he sings in the same tune as before)
     And I’ll now be with Alison
     I’ll be singing songs with Alison
     Alison Alison ...

ALEX
(texting) “Phillip is free. I’m excited. See you soon.” 

PHILLIP
Ask her if Alison wants to have my lovechild.

ALEX
“I’m excited” sounds too excited. 

PHILLIP
No, don’t ask that.
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ALEX
How about “fun”? “Phillip is free. This should be fun.” 

PHILLIP
Alison might not know I’m joking. 

ALEX
“Fun” is better than “excited”. “Phillip is free. Should 
be fun. See you soon.” Send.

PHILLIP
You didn’t text that did you?

ALEX
Did it sound too excited?

PHILLIP
No!, too creepy. My lovechild? 

ALEX
What?

PHILLIP
Huh?

ALEX
Huh?

PHILLIP
What?

ALEX
SWEEP! 
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