The Hunchback

Of The Backlot Theater

A Musical Dementia

Bells of this First Song  (to the tune of Bells of Notre Dame)

CLOPIN

Morning at Backlot, the crew sets the stage for the hell that is to come.

The cast does their warm up while ops mans the gates to the show 'bout Notre Dame.

It’s a big show that’s based on a cartoon.

A half hour of highlights and songs.

And some it's soul are the people who toil for the bells…

For the bells of this first song.

They are beautiful aren't they?

So many shades of purple.  So many different sizes.  But they aren't really iron you know.

PUPPET

They aren't?

CLOPIN

No my stupid friend.  They are fiberglass.  A symbol for tragic tale… a tale of a man and his big black velvet dress.

Bright was the day when our tale was begun

at the show about Notre Dame.

A handful of gypsies slid silently into the scene 

While I sing my song.

But a trick had been played on the gypsies

Too late to make right what went wrong,

It was Frollo's first scene.

He burst in like a big queen,

And stole,

The focus of the show.

Judge Claude Frollo dressed the town to fit his little whims,

And he boldly stated that "This year purple is in."

FROLLO PUPPET

You there!  What are you hiding?  Calico and Gingham, no doubt!  Take them from her!  She ran.

MRS. MODO PUPPET

"Sanctuary" she cried at the doors of Pier 1 Imports, "Please give us sanctuary!"

FROLLO (as played by Richard)

"A baby?  And he's wearing Osh Kosh!"

ARCH DEACON

"Stop" 

CLOPIN

cried the Sales Manager.

FROLLO

"This is an aesthetic tragedy.  I'm sending it back to Sears where it belongs.  I am guiltless.  She brought this upon herself.  Maybe this 'Hunchback' look is OK on the Milan runways but not here in Paris."

CLOPIN

And for onetime in his life of culture and design.

Frollo saw the need for protagonists in the story line.

FROLLO

"OK, for the purpose of stretching this story out for 32 minutes, I'll let him live.  I'll even teach him the basics of color coordination but let him live here with you in your store."

ARCH DEACON

"Where?"

FROLLO

"Anywhere!  

Just so he's kept locked away where I don't plan to be.

Housewares perhaps…Who knows?  The way this industry works….

Even this poor dresser may yet prove one day to be, of use to me."

CLOPIN

And Frollo gave the child a name which doesn't sound particularly French.  A name that would most likely get him teased throughout his childhood - Quasimodo.

Now here is the riddle to guess if you care

'bout our tale in Notre Dame.

What is plot and what is the point?

Ring the bells, bells, bells, bells, again, I, say, bells…

Bells of this dumb song!

Need Air  (to the tune of Out There)
QUASIMODO

Trapped behind this rubber mask, and hump made out of foam,

Singing to the people right before me.

Sweating out electrolytes, and wanting to go home,

knowing that I really have to go pee.

All day long I suffer through this heat and do this show

Fighting off the urge to stop and then flee

All my life I've wanted to perform upon the stage.

Not like this though…

Is this a heat show?

I'm out there,

Melting in the sun.

Hot inside this orange hair,

This really isn't fun.

I hate this weather…

Out there.

Does anybody care?

What I'd give…

Who's butt  I'd kiss

If I could get out of all this.

Out there are all the people who don't have to wear this crap

The audience is sitting there and sighing.

Everyday they sit and stare and act like they are warm.

Heedless of the fact that I am dying.

Each time I hit these notes,

I swear my head explodes… 

I need air.

Please call 911.

Put me on the stretcher.

Please turn off the sun.

How long 'til Winter? - Need air!

I'm working off my buns.

I swear I'm in real pain.

Feeling faint.

Rubber face.

Hot-ass place.

Plastic hair.

It's not fair.

Ox-y-gen.  Please give me air….

Gypsy Freak Show  (to the tune of Topsy Turvy)

CLOPIN

Five times a day we throw a party here on stage.

Seven days a week this scene is all the rage.

We're like rabid animals trapped in a cage.

Once again it's Gypsy Freak Show Day.

It’s the day we get to skip our therapy.

Skip the medication and go on a spree.

Everything is messed up during this disturbing scene. 

ALL

Gypsy Freak Show!

CLOPIN

Everything is really scary!

ALL

Normal?  Hell No!

CLOPIN

Frollo is a great big Mary!

If its strange, then we'll give it a try.

We won't go 'til all the children cry.

ALL

Gypsy Freak Show!

CLOPIN

Everybody's warped and twisted.

ALL

Gypsy Freak Show!

CLOPIN

See the freak!  No?  Whoops, you missed it.

Bearded ladies, midgets, come what may!

The circus might be slightly better.

The next act's hot so come and get her!

All because it's Gypsy Freak Show Day!

Come one, come all.

Hurry, hurry, here's your chance.

Time to get up off your cans.

Come one, come all.

See this next girl's freaky dance.

Her act will make you wet your pants.

Dance La Esmerelda, Dance!

And now, ladies and the rest of you, the piece de merde!

Here it is -- the moment where we move the plot.

Here it is -- the moment Quasi's in the spot.

Now's the time that Quasi's going to be caught

Now's the time we pick the biggest freak.

So make a face that will get Frollo really pissed.

Make a face that's yucky.  You all get the gist.

For the face that's ugliest will be in the next scene.
God Help the Audience  (to the tune of God Help the Outcasts)

ESMERELDA

I don't know if you can hear me.

Or if this mic is on.

This will be our second ballad.

And so is the next song.

Yes I know the show just bogged down.

The pace is going slow.

Please now -  don't go to the restroom,

This is my only solo.

God help the audience

They're getting bored

Stop them from leaving

Close exit doors

Give them some action

Sex and violence

Please help me hold on

To the audience

PARISHONERS

I play Victor

Hugo's my name

Different costumes but voices - the same.

I hate this hat.  I hate this dress.

I need people from wardrobe to dress me.

ESMERELDA

This is my moment

To sing my ass off

But it isn't working

The people nod off

Please help these people

To start having fun

This song is ending

And I'm almost done

Just one repeat here

Now this song is done

Heaven’s Plight  (to the tune of Heaven’s Light)
QUASIMODO

Look, I appreciate what your all trying to say but it sounds like the incidental music is leading into a song and I have to get two more ballads in before the show ends.

All throughout this show

I have to sing real slow

I never get the chance to rock

People keep leaving while I'm singing

For the exit doors they start to flock

Hugo and that stupid clown get all this shows fun songs

While I have to moan.  This is a crock.

My third song's just a tease

Its just this song's reprise

My life - it is a living hell

I think my brain's starting to swell

And now I have to ring these bells

A Show Like This  (to the tune of A Guy Like You)

HUGO

A show like this

No one believes, kid

A show this strange

The audience shouldn't have to pay

This shows unique

And quite disturbing

Could there be two

VICTOR and LAVERNE

This screwed?

GARGOYLES

No way!

LAVERNE

We all have gaped

At circus side shows

VICTOR

But then we head straight here

To show our darker side

HUGO

We all are crazed

Especially Frollo

GARGOYLES

No "ifs" or "buts"

This show is nuts

We've got no pride.

LAVERNE

Whip me, now beat me, I like it

Oh Victor, I need it…

VICTOR

I want it too

It's my turn, make me yearn, make me sore

ALL

For…

	ALL

This scene's from hell

Laverne's a swinger

A fool could tell

Vic makes her swell

You know it's true

Hey, what's that smell?
	GARGOYLES

A show like ours

Is not real pretty

And yet we think

We're fairly witty

From Beast to Jones

To Little Mermaid

They're damage doesn't linger


ALL

It's Victor's finger

We're breaking taste and law

With this song's ooh-la-la

Too much for children's eyes

We make sane people cry

Who wouldn't love a show

This screwed!

HUGO

We've got no plot

We should be shot

So you better run

From show's this screwed!

My Last Song’s Reprise  (to the tune of Heaven’s Light Reprise)

QUASIMODO

I thought I warned you, friends

Now here I go again

I have to sing one more slow song

There's one good thing about this one though

It really isn't very long

Bells of this Last Song  (to the tune of Bells of Notre Dame Reprise)

CLOPIN

Now…

Here is the ending, arrived long at last

And this is the final song

Its just a parody, all in good fun

	CROWD

Put away bells, bells, bells…

We, hate, the, bells…

What is that smell…

Bells of this last…
	CLOPIN

Now that its over

Look over your shoulder

And head for the exit doors

While I end my last big…


EVERYBODY

Soooonnnnnggggg!

FIN

