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"STILL IN THE BRILL" i

CHARACTERS

Carole Sing - an aging song writer 

Gerry Coffin - another aging song writer 

SETTING

Small writing room in the Brill building. The window 
doesn't open and has cracked glass in it. Outside is a 
view of some of Manhattan's tall buildings. 

In the room there is a piano with a bench and a 
lyricists chair. On the top of the piano there is a 
couple of old coffee mugs, an old style portable record
player and a stack of 45rpm vinyl demo records. 

TIME

Present day.
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SCENE 1

(The lights come up on an empty writing room in the 
Brill Building at 1619 Broadway, NYC.)

(A loud voice is heard from offstage.)

You! Goddamn! Losers! Now get back in that room and 
write another goddamn hit. And you're not coming out 
until you do!

(Gerry Coffin and Carole Sing, two aging songwriters 
stumble into the tiny writing room as the door slams 
behind them.)

SLAM!!

(Carole collapses onto the piano stool and Gerry goes 
to the window and tries to open it.)

Carole: (huffily) Well! How do you like that? After all
these years. He's still trying to bleed us dry. Doesn't
he remember who we were? 

Gerry: (looking out the window with the cracked glass) 
You know there's a whole world going on out there and 
we're not in it. You're just as good as your last hit. 
You know what they say.(self-piteous old man cough)

Carole: (quietly playing Deck the Halls in the Goffin-
King pop style) (To Gerry) Is your pigeon there today?

Gerry: (grumpily) No pigeon. And I've heard that tune 
before. Every Xmas for ever.

Carole: Dammit. Every tune's already been written. It 
makes you just want to give up. 

(wearily gets up from the piano and slumps onto the 
chair)

Gerry: (moves to the piano and plays the beginning of 
the song “Oh Carol”) 

OH CAROL, WHAT ARE WE TO DO OO OOH, OH CAROL,...
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Carole: And that's really stupid. Oh Carole… how corny 
can you get. Like that would ever go anywhere.

Gerry: (rallying his enthusiasm) Alright! All old 
boyfriends and/or girlfriends on the table NOW. We're 
going to have to squeeze them one more time. What about
that creep who dumped you at the rodeo??

Carole: (annoyed) That fool? Flashback. He doesn't 
deserve any song written about his arse. And I don't 
remember any rodeo. A circus, maybe. 

Gerry: (drumming his fingers in a rhythm on the front 
to the piano) There were always plenty of clowns 
sniffing around you. That I do remember. We've written 
up half of them already. So many names. And phone 
numbers...how about we try addresses? Where are we now?

Carole: (rapping over the rhythm) 

Sixteen nineteen Broadway and 49th

Gerry: I like it. Keep going.

Carole: We're still in the Brill... 

Gerry: (sarcastically) Yeah, still living the dream.  

We need one more story for one more song.

Carole: (perked up by an idea) To feed the hit machine.

(laughs) We've still got it Gerry, The magic's still 
there.

Gerry: (excited and ramping up into a tune) 

We're still in the Brill until we write another hit -

A song about a Peggy or a Sue.  (speaking again to 
Carole) You like this? 

Carole: Yeah, it's good. And then how about... (sings)

We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Gerry: ...La La Land. That's us alright.

Carole: No. This is good, this is good. (sings)
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We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Until we write a new tune...(talking again as she 
thinks) a new tune...aaah...tune balloon soon goon...

Gerry: (sings) Or they land a man on the moon...

Carole: Hey, that's really good. Because they're 
actually working on it, right?

(sings) We're here in the Brill...

Gerry: Yeah, I heard about that too. Big mistake. It's 
going to ruin the romance. 

(sings) We're still in the Brill... eer aah... actually
I'm really hungry. Order me a hot dog, will you? 

Carole:(excitedly)I've got it! 

Gerry: That was fast.

Carole: No, you putz. The last line...play it 
again...that last bit...

We're here in the Brill

We're still in the Brill until we do.

Gerry: (nodding approval) Pretty good. 

That's a real hookey chorus. I'll run it from the top...

We're still in the Brill til we write another hit -

A song about a Peggy or a Sue. 

We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Until we write a new tune

Or they land a man on the moon

We're here in the Brill

We're still in the Brill until we do

Carole: Wow-zers! What did I say? We've still got it, 
old man. Was it in C? Better write it down or we'll 
forget it.
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(gets a notebook out of her huge hand bag and starts 
writing it down)

(Gerry gets up from the piano and looks out the window 
to see if the hot dog stand it open)

Gerry: Look the stand's open. I'll call the kid and get
him to bring a couple up. You want onions?

Carole: (goes to piano and starts playing a tune)  Yes. 
(to Gerry) No. (to herself) Yes! I'm getting something 
here. Listen to this. (plays pop version of Silent 
Night and sings an approximate melody) daaa da da 
daaaah, daaa da da daaaah...

Gerry: (jumps over and plays the next bit of the song 
in the upper register of the piano) Round yon virgin 
mother and child...

Carole: Awwwwh..FUDGE!

Gerry: (throws his hands in the air goes back to the 
window) Yeah...you crazy old lady!

Carole: Up yours, creep. I was cute. And cool. Once 
upon a time.

Gerry: Once upon a time you were. It's true. I had a 
crush on you once upon a time.

Carole: (surprised) You did? I never knew that. 

Gerry: Since we seem to be stumbling down memory lane 
here...well yes. It was right after you took up with 
jerk, Buddy. 

Carole: I don't remember any Buddy...

Gerry: Yeah you do. The guy with the paisley pants...As
soon as I saw the pants I knew he was trouble. But I 
had a hit with that doofus. He got me a number 16, 
anyway, so screw him.

Carole: (trying to recall him) errr...was he the one 
with the pink caddie? No, that was Harry maybe. 
(remembers him) Oh... Buddy. I remember now. He broke 
my heart bigtime!

Gerry: Sheesh, so many...Harry, Buddy, Mikey, Johnny, 
Barry, Bobby, Manny,... (keeps going with the names). 
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Carole: (annoyed) Gerry, just get over it, will ya? As 
I said I was cute and I was cool...

Gerry: And I was crushed when you took up with him, I 
tell you. (starts playing the song about Buddy)

Carole: I do remember the song. And that was about me? 
Why didn't you tell me, you spaz?

Gerry: Yeah, you and that Buddy, dammit. Sweet honey 
child. Well you sure grew out of that. I bet it's here 
somewhere...(finds it) yeah...

(Gets the 45 out of the stack and puts it on the 
portable record player. Carole sits at the piano and 
plays along)

Carole: Oh yeah, yeah...It's all coming back. And it's 
about me.  Well, dang. (plays along with the record 
while Gerry sings some of it and makes comments like: 
What was his name? The guy who sang this. He never made
it really big did he. I saw him on Hollywood Squares 
one time...)

(SWEET HONEY CHILD.)

Sweet honey child, 

You don't know what you're doing 

To yourself 

When you hang on the words of a man with no heart.

Can't you see that it's wrong

Not a chance that he'll give you 

Anything but pain from the start

Sweet honey child,

You don't know what you're doing

I'm telling you to let him go
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Take your heart off your sleeve

Girl, it's time you were leaving

Sweet honey child, I know.

Sweet honey child,

You don't know what's the best thing

For yourself

Now you've fallen so hard

It will get you nowhere.

But I'm tellin' you true

It's so easy to hurt you

And he is not the kind to care

Sweet honey child,

You don't know what you're doing

I'm telling you to let him go

Take your heart off your sleeve

Girl, it's time you were leaving

Sweet honey child, I know.

Gerry: (talks over the backups voices section)

You gotta listen to me, baby, I can't stand by and 
watch you hurting like this – you really gotta forget 
this guy – he's trouble, big trouble – I've seen it 
happen so many times – yeah Ok, I never did anything 
about it before but I should have – I should have – but
this time baby, somehow it's my heart breaking too – 
you're just so sweet and I feel as if I've gotta 
protect you – I don't know maybe it's more than that – 
I'm begging you, baby, walk away now – a heart's 
precious thing – don't let him have it – believe me, 
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baby, you'll regret it – I know I'm right about this – 
don't let him have it – no, no, no

Don't give your heart to him

Don't give your heart to him 

Don't give your heart to him away

Don't give your heart to him

Don't give your heart to him 

Don't give your heart to him away

Sweet honey child,

You don't know what you're doing

I'm telling you to let him go

Take your heart off your sleeve

Girl, it's time you were leaving

Sweet honey child, I know.

Carole:  That was a sorry episode. And you, the 
heartbreak kid? You're out of your cotton-pickin' mind.

Gerry: Hey baby, I was just another tattered heart 
hanging on your doorknob.

Carole: Ok ok, enough already, back to the 
grindstone...we better write another verse...the first 
verse went...

Sixteen nineteen Broadway and 49th

We're still in the Brill, still livin' the dream

We need one more story for one more song

To feed the hit machine
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So far so good. 

(writes it all down then they do some celebratory moves)

Gerry: Hot Dog!(opens the door and yells down the 
corridor) Kid! Hey, you. Get us a couple of hot dogs 
will ya? One onions one not. No, make that two onions, 
one not. Ok? I'll settle when we get them.

Carole: (While he's doing that Carole is muttering 
words to herself)

Right. This is it so far...

Sixteen nineteen Broadway and 49th

We're still in the Brill, still livin' the dream

We need one more story for one more song

To feed the hit machine

Cos we're (they both sing the chorus with gusto)

Still in the Brill til we write another hit -

A song about a Peggy or a Sue. 

We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Until we write a new tune

Or they land a man on the moon

We're here in the Brill

We're still in the Brill until we do

Gerry: Nice one, babe. You were kinda sweet. Back then.
You used to carry that little blue radio everywhere.

Carole: Wow, you remember that. I loved that little 
blue radio. Do you want to know something? I had a 
crush on you too.

Gerry:  (surprised) Far out. And this was when? 
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Carole: Remember that girl you were nuts about with the
hair. The one that dumped you for...You know what? I 
think she dumped you for Buddy, didn't she? I forgot 
about that til this every minute. And later he actually
dumped me for her! Goddammit... 

Gerry: Are you sure it was that guy? That double 
doofus. What a bastard. Why did you have to tell me 
that? And yeah, I remember the hair. It stood up like 
that for weeks at a time. How did she do it?

Carole: Man, that girl was highly flammable. Candy? 
Mandy? No..Cindy...that was her, Cindy, right?

Gerry: Yeah, that was her. Incindiary. That was her 
alright.

Carole: What a cow! I could have killed her. The way 
she...oooh...that hair...if I'd been a smoker I'd have 
lit her up, that's for damned sure.

Gerry: We're no strangers to heartache, babe. But you 
got a song out of it too, didn't you? A hit's a hit. 
It's always worth the tears.

Carole: True. And it made it to number 12. Not bad. How
did it go again? It'll be in the stack 
somewhere...yeah...here it is... (Puts it on the 
turntable and Gerry starts to play along)

Carole: (sings along and makes comments here and there 
like...I like the way she sings this, don't you?  It's 
almost whiney but not quite...and the backups are 
great, aren't they? didn't I sing on this? maybe 
not...I wonder what happened to her. Didn't she marry 
that baseball player? Or was that...anyway...)

(WOW WOW WOW WOW)

Sha la la la boom boom sha la la

Sha la la la boom boom sha la la

Sha la la la boom boom sha la la

Sha la la la boom Wow Wow Wow Wow

I was raised by the radio
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I know ev'ry sha la la and

Ev'ry single wow wow

Ev'ry song about hurt and crying

All the words about romance dying

Sha la la la boom boom sha la la

Sha la la la boom boom sha la la

Sha la la la boom boom sha la la

Sha la la la boom Wow Wow Wow Wow

Moved away from a small town sorrow

Ended up with a big town heartbreak

Maybe someday, maybe tomorrow

There'll be someone to ease my heart-ache

Sha la la la

I know all the sad songs

Sha la la la

Tell you where they all went wrong

Sha la la la

Tell the story blow by blow

Sha la la la

of evry love affair that ended in a wow wow wow

I was raised by the radio. I know

Ev'ry sha la and ev'ry wow wow

I carry the tunes in my aching heart

I know the lyrics to ev'ry single sad part
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Sha la la la I know all the sad songs

Sha la la la I know where they all went wrong

Sha la la la Wow Wow Wow Wow

Wow

Carole: Wow wow wow wow wow...Groovy. It's definitely 
one of my favorites. Wish I owned the copyright for that
one. Don't you want kill those publisher creeps? 
Aaah...it's all so long ago.

Gerry: We gotta move on, babe. Gotta move on. 

Carole: Yeah yeah ok... So...we need a bridge. Any 
ideas?

Gerry: Sing that chorus through again. It'll lead us 
somewhere...

(They both sing the chorus without much enthusiasm) 

Cos we're - 

Still in the Brill til we write another hit -

A song about a Peggy or a Sue. 

We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Until we write a new tune

Or they land a man on the moon

We're here in the Brill

We're still in the Brill until we do

Gerry: (carries on) Give me an in - spir - a - tion

Carole: (echoes)...an in - spir - a - tion

A word, a rhyme, or a mood

Gerry: A pigeon on the sill -
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Carole: (picks up her chipped coffee cup) A chip in a 
cup -

Gerry: But it better be good

Both: It better be hellava hot stuff

Better be rip-city good, cos we're...

(back into the chorus)

Still in the Brill til we write another hit -

A song about a Peggy or a Sue. 

We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Until we write a new tune

Or they land a man on the moon

We're here in the Brill,

We're still in the Brill until we do

(A loud knock on the door)

Gerry: (opens it and grabs the hotdogs)

I'll settle in the morning ok? (shuts the door again 
quickly)

(to Carole) Here. No onions. Let me sit. Whatever 
happened to that guy anyway?

(start to eat their hot dogs)

Carole: Who? The doofus, you mean? No clue. For all I 
know they lived happily ever after. The fickle finger 
of fate maybe. Stranger things have happened in the 
movies.

Gerry: Sadly though, not to us. (suggestively) So far. 
But hell, we had a blast back then, didn't we? There 
Dancing - romancing. Send your mind back, baby. Dancing
got us our first number one. 
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Carole: Was that our first? You sure? What about that 
one that that girl with the droopy eyes sang...

Gerry: I don't remember any droopy eye girl. Who the 
hell had droopy eyes? You mean the tune they used in 
that movie...

Carole: What movie? I didn't know any of our songs got 
in any movies. Shit man, you're making this up. She had
short black bangs and she danced like the Tin Man. 

Gerry: Was she in the movie? Oh shit...who knows. All I
know is it was a number one, and we went to that place 
to celebrate, the one with the huge chandelier.

Carole: Gerry, what the hell?...a chandelier? There was
a place with a sofa, I remember that place. But no...no
chandeliers. You're thinking of your Bubba's sitting 
room. 

Gerry: Bubba had a chandelier? Really? And you were 
cute. Yeah, and cool. That song's gotta be here too...
(looks through the stack of 45s, finds it and puts on 
the player)

Carole: Oh yeah, that one! That's a great song! Turn it
up, will ya?

(Gerry jumps on the piano to play along and they both 
sing with it. Carole busts out into some rock 'n roll 
moves)

(ROCKIN' IN THE GYM)

Hey, Betty-Mae, gonna take you to the dance

Are you ready to play now and take a little chance

lose all your worries now the work day's done

Hey, little devil, put your blue dress on. Come on…

Goin' to the dance with my favorite Jane

I've got brand new shoes and a big toe pain

I gave my girl a flower, gotta treat her right to go
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Rockin' in the gym on Saturday night.

There's Micro-mini Molly with the cherry flavored lips

And Fine Flash Freddie with the agitating hips

Moving to the groove and the heavy back beat

Play a slow shuffle to rest your feet. Come on...

Goin' to the dance with my favorite Jane

I've got brand new shoes and a big toe pain

I gave my girl a flower, gotta treat her right to go

Rockin' in the gym on Saturday night.

There's all the fellas without nothin' to lose

But their Beatle boots - AAAH – or their alligator 
shoes

Mop top cut or a duck tail slick

Eyeing all the babes in the white lipstick. Come on...

Goin' to the dance with my favorite Jane

I've got brand new shoes and a big toe pain

I gave my girl a flower, gotta treat her right to go

Rockin' in the gym on Saturday night.

Carole: (all puffed out from dancing) So now we got 
Betty-Mae, and Molly, and Jane and Freddie of course, 
Bet you made him up. Who knows what drama brought that 
one on, probably best forgotten, so who cares now? 

Gerry: Exactamundo! And getting back to Buddy...
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Carole: (takes over the piano again and butt's Gerry 
onto the chair) Listen. (in an english accent) Buggar 
bloody Buddy. Back to the bridge. We gotta tidy up that
echo bit... (counts in) 1 2 3 4 -

Carole: Give me an in - spir - a - tion

Gerry: (echoes) ...an in - spir - a – tion

Stop! Try that again.

Carole: Give me an in - spir - a - tion

Gerry: (echoes) ...an in - spir - a – tion

That works, right?

Carole: Yeah I think so...

A word, a rhyme, or a mood -

Gerry: A pigeon on the sill -

Carole: (picks up her chipped coffee cup) 

A chip in a cup - 

Gerry: But it better be good

Both: It better be hellava hot stuff

Better be rip-city good. Cos we're...

(back into the chorus and whooping it up)

Still in the Brill til we write another hit -

A song about a Peggy or a Sue. 

We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Until we write a new tune

Or they land a man on the moon

We're here in the Brill,

We're still in the Brill until we do

(A loud knock on the door)
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Gerry: Don't answer it. I'm a bit short at the moment. 
I'll pay him next week.

Carole: No you won't, you cheapskate. I'll get it. AS -
PER – USUAL!

(opens the door) Here man, and something for your 
trouble. (tips him) Spend it on flowers. For your 
favorite Jane, if you've got one. Or John...as the case
may be. 

(She listens as the guys says something)

Carole: Oh..you really think so? (closes the door again)

Gerry: What's he want?  

Carole: He doesn't like the second verse. 

Gerry: Eeeevery one's a critic. 

Carole: Maybe he's right. It's bit negative, isn't it.

Gerry: You mean the Sick of You line? Well, neither one
of us would argue with that, would we? 

Carole: I told you. Don't get personal. Ok it's got to 
be personal but not that kind of personal. And anyway I
agree with him. That line stinks. It's got to go. 

Gerry: Back when I was with Candy you wanted to get 
very personal.

Carole: Cindy, not Candy.

Gerry: Who gives? Connie, Cathie, Katie...you'd have 
killed any one of them. You had a very jealous streak. 
Don't deny it.

Carole: And Buddy? At least I can still remember his 
effing name. I was going to marry that guy. Instead, I 
married...well we won't go into that. Shall we talk 
about who you married? And who else you married and who
you married after that?

Gerry: (angrily) No! We won't talk about anybody 
marrying anybody. We'll finish this goddamn song so we 
can get out of here while there's still such a thing as
Social Security. 

Carole: (sings it huffily)
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Sixteen nineteen Broadway and 49th

Sick of this room and the same old view

That's an ok line. I can live with that but...no more 
sicks, capeesh?

Gerry: (triumphantly)

Sick of myself and sick of you too -

But that's the truest line in this whole freakin' lyric!

Carole: (heatedly) Now you're getting downright nasty. 
Not that I don't agree with you, but it's still a no 
good line and it needs fixing so fix it, damn it, fix 
it. There never was a hit song with the word sick in 
it. 

Gerry: Ok, Ok, don't flip your wig. (goes to the window
and looks out for inspiration) Hey look...my pigeon. 
He's back. My lucky pigeon...Lucky pigeon, talk to me. 
Look at him. He's looking back at me like a long lost 
lover. (hits his head with his hand over a great idea)

This is it. I've got it. Wait for it. It's a beauty.

(shoves her off the bench and onto the chair. Plays the
second verse from the top)

5th floor, corridor, Room 24

One more tune, yeah, just one more.

Same old view of the same old sky

Looking back at me when I need to fly

I love my pigeon!!

Carole: No, I don't like it. There's not going to be 
any pigeons in this song. Need to fly - that's just 
so... amateur. And it doesn't always have to be all 
about you, does it?! 

Gerry: (deflated) Chill out, baby, don't go ape on me. 

Carole: (rolling her eyes at him) Oh God. Toughen up, 
sad sack. Right. Starting again...let's keep on with 
the geographical reference...how about
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End of the corridor, Room 14

We're still in the Brill, still courting the muse

Gerry: (inspired again, butts in with) 

A sad pop ballad...something something something 
something...and rhythm and blues!

Carole: (laughs)Ok, that'll work...what else what 
else...(inspired) A teenie bopper hopper!

Gerry: A teenie bopper what-er????

Carole: (conceeding) Ok, a teenie bopper rocker - 
that's way better anyway. Again. From the top this 
time. And give us one of your snappy little hookey 
little intros will ya? 

(counts him in) 1 2 3 4 -

(make's up a nifty intro)

End of the corridor, Room fourteen

We're still in the Brill, still courting the muse

A sad pop ballad -

A teenie bopper rocker

Or a rhythm and blues.

And now the chorus...(ripping into it)

Cos we're - 

Still in the Brill til we write another hit -

A song about a Peggy or a Sue. 

We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Until we write a new tune

Or they land a man on the moon

We're here in the Brill

We're still in the Brill until we do

Gerry: How's the bridge go again?...oh I know...
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Give me an in - spir - a - tion

...an in - spir - a - tion

A word, a rhyme, or a mood

A pigeon on the sill

A chip in a cup 

But it better be good

It better be hellava hot stuff

Better be rip-city good, cos we're...

Still in the Brill til we write another hit -

A song about a Peggy or a Sue. 

We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Until we write a new tune

Or they land a man on the moon

We're here in the Brill

We're still in the Brill until we do

Carole: One more time with feeling...

Still in the Brill til we write another hit -

A song about a Peggy or a Sue. 

We're still in the Brill until we're out of it.

Until we write a new tune

Or they land a man on the moon

We're here in the Brill

We're still in the Brill until we do

(After the applause there's a loud knocking at the door)

Gerry: (irritatedly) Who is it this time? (goes to the 
door and opens it a crack)
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Gerry: (shouts through the crack loudly and annoyed) 
WHAT! (pause) Really? (pause) You reckon? (pause) Sure 
we can. (pause) Any thing you say, sir. (double pause) 
Copa – cetic! Tomorrow, YES! Yes. Yes in - deed!

(turns around and opens the door wide) Baby! Grab your 
purse and smarten up. I'm taking you OUT! Where was 
that place with the chandelier…? Only the best for my 
Sweet Honey…

Carole: Gerry, your Bubba bought the farm in 1973. I 
went to shiva. They ran out of sandwiches. 

Gerry: Then it's your place and a bottle of the best 
champers...

Carole: It better be french or I'm not letting you in. 
(threatens) And I'm not your sweet honey anything so 
back off, buddy! 

Gerry: (solicitously) And don't call me Buddy either, 
Ok? (escorts her out the door) Apres vous, Madam.

(the door closes with a slam)

SLAM!!

(Loud voice over)

Ladies and gentlemen, Coffin and Sing have left the 
building.

CURTAIN


	Gerry: (looking out the window with the cracked glass) You know there's a whole world going on out there and we're not in it. You're just as good as your last hit. You know what they say.(self-piteous old man cough)
	Gerry: (grumpily) No pigeon. And I've heard that tune before. Every Xmas for ever.
	Gerry: (moves to the piano and plays the beginning of the song “Oh Carol”)
	Carole: And that's really stupid. Oh Carole… how corny can you get. Like that would ever go anywhere.

