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PROLOGUE
{Thers is no light. The stage is dark.)

OD: In the beglaning God crested the heavens end the zarth, and the
earth was without form and void: and darkecass cowersd the face
of the deep. And Cod sald: "Let thaere be light."

(Nothing happens)

And Cod said: "Let there be light." (Nothing happeas)
Lat there be light! (Nothing haoppens}

LET THERE BE LIGHT?! (Nothing Lappans)

LUCIFER: Didn't we pay tha bill?

(The mrtnr§ beging)




SCEMNE 1

e
5&7

(The scena is Hell. LUCIFER is sitting on a rock, just wight

of
AR

eéntar. This aad one ofhier large rock make up the set.
the lights cowe up, LUCIFER is absorbed in veading & newspaper.

When the lights are three~fourths of the way up, LUCIFER locks out
to the audience, and folds his paper. As he doss so, the words:
WHITE POUER and 2 swasetika are revealed to the audience. He
throws the peper away.)

LUCIFER:

I'1l bet you can't guass who thae devil I &m. Allow me
to introduce myself. My mame is...

(MERMAN, & little devil, rushes cn.)

HERI{AN
LUCLIFER:
HERMAN
LUCIFER:
HERMAN :
LUCLTER:

HERMAN :
LUCLFER:
HERMAN :

LUCITER:

HERMAN:
LUCIFER:

HEDMAN :

LUCLFER:

HERMAN

Lucifari Lucifer! I've got iti I've got it!

The plaguz ageint Go spread it around.

Nol I'we got the answer!

To what question?
Your imege. remember?

What gbout my image, Heyman? I'm as handsome as evarl

Of egursel Of course! But I mean your public image! It's
time that you had it changed!

Why in Bell's name should I?
Bazecause your fromt isn’t any good. You just don't sell as
well a3 you used to. People doa't believe in you any more.
You're dead.
Yhat do you mean they den't belicve in me? They believe
in Him! Why don't they baslieve in me? What does le have
that I doa't have?

A hasg-selling booik,

Well, I can write one too...where's a pen?

Wo, nol! It's no zood! You have to sell your imagel If you

don’t then all your four biilion years of work will go down

the drain and will stand for nothiug! Timea changse. You've
got to changs with then! ‘lzke @ look 2% what :He's done., He
has guitar folk wassesi

Wiiat did you have in mind? A Satsnie rock feativall

Well, vour great wickadness, instead of ailowing ay vastly
inferior sa2lf o even attempi fo ponder on how Bo changs
your wonderful end noble image I heva decided to enil in
a0 ImPATE,
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LUCIFER: Gho?

HERHAN: A Mistex Frack Steln, of Fifth Avenus, New York, He's
the hoad of a very zueassful publie relations fiym
thara,

LUCIFER: It sounds promiaing, Herman. You've sot 2 good atump
on Rhose shoulders. Send Lligig.@wr St=2in in.
isfes

{ Hister FRANK STEIN ENTERS from off stage left)

HERMAN: Mister Frank Stefin? Right this way, wiv. Mister Stein,
Allow me o preaent ¢o you the kiaz of all tiat is
evil, Lugifer. Lucifer, thiz is Misver Frank Stoin, of
Fifth Avenvs, New York.

STEIN: A pleasure to swel you, your highness...
LUCIFER: Tut, rut, Mister Stein. You may call Lucifex.

SIEIN: How do you do, Mister Lucifex? Iy, ny. I've heard quite
a lot cbout your orgenizasion bui this is the first chanza
B've had to sea it up elose.

LUCITER: Wa eso arrange a8 permianent positlen for wou hese, MHstar
Stein.

STEIN: Oh,nn, Thank you all the cams, Prinee of Darkness, but
I'm very happy with my present firm. Perhaps at some later
date.

LUCIFER: I'11 kesp you in mind, Mister Stein. I very razely fovget
anything, or anyone. Whet ig vour opindon of Hell, iHistex
Steln?
IMpresse
STEIN: Ob, please. Cell me Frank. Hell, {t's very figosesmtuwe!l AL
of those workmen that I sawv on my way dowa here! There
must have been thousandal

LUCIFER: Milliona!

STEIN: Yesl You wouldn't want o tell o2 whers you get all of this
cheap laboxr from, would you? I've a graat desl of yardwork to
be dona and gardencrs aTe &0 €XpEnsiva...

LUCIFER: I'm afviad that's a professional secrat,

HERMAM: Shall we get down o business, geuntilemen?

STEIH: Yies, How, Mister Luecifar. I has coma to the attention of
wmy £ixm that your progsnt pubile insge is im nead of a
drastic ovarhanl, As a wmatier of fact, a vary drastie

ovarhaul.

LUCIFER: Very drgsedc?
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SYEIR: Yes. You geq, vou don't have the seme impact om people
ag you did, oh, s&y a thowand yesars ago. You can't
seare today's publis, Your neme nsans nothing to them,
You'rs & hes been., You'we beon replaced as & symbol
of avil.

LUCIFER: By who?

HERMAH: Whoin.

STEIN: By Spirol

LUCIFER: Oh, nol

STﬁIH: Oh, veoai

LUCIFER: -k must do scmeshingl What shovld I 207

STEIN: Well, a rocent survey shows us that nineby-twe parcene of
tha Averican Puslie fawors the "UEf bear hevo type", ‘ihe
aati-hers. ihe fellow who has baen pickad cm many times
by zoclety, How, wny organinatiaa fenis that in ovdar for
you t¢ make 2 gomsback you'll have to £ind samething In
your past which shows that you heve been wrenged by vour
nociedy.

LUCIFER: %Well, thera was this one ircident..,

SIEIN: (Claneing ot his wiistwateh) Oh, Ged! (LUCIFER winthee) -
Tiwe got an appdintment with the governoy of Caiifornial

HERMAN: Mest vouf

STEIN: I aw sorzr. Say, piva me your phoue pumbar and T'31 have
my ofifice ezall you when 7 get s freo wamment.

LUCIYER: Toat will be fina, Misror Statn. This has been 2z very
interos*iﬁg iitglz talk we'va had., VWhat do ¥ ows vou
for youvr croublet :

STELN: Lompany nmaicy For houwse cella 1o ons huadeed dollesrs in
Amavigsan ewrrency. I is goopany policy. HAut your swaoy
paclk if vou're nes couwplevely asarifiod!

LUCIFER:  T'11 auasentes you, Wéat»r Stain, That 1§ I an uov satifiad...
Mary TPIX hava wore thon juss your ponoy.

STETH: Yeo! T will wonk, rlzvey Romilde,

BULTM: Lu, DER RSeSRFLNYF . 4 .00D de go shaad. | Thank vew,
thack TR ﬁngn”

T TSR . £, - NV S oo L S I ; . -
LUCEPER: {Csléing @@ snd ghexing STEIN's hand, warbiy) You are
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LUCIFER: {comt.) more than welcowe! And do come again.

(HRRMAN steals the two humdred dollars from STEIN'S jacket
pockat while LUCIFER is shekiag STRIN'S hend, warmly.)

And pext time bring the wife.
STRIN: Thenk you, Mister Lucifer. And gond iuck! (STEIN axics)
LUCIFER: A new imsge? My, my. Why not? "The Wronged Haro'l

SONG: THE DEVIL'S THEME

I'M THAT FELLOW CALLED MESISTOPHILES

WHO WAS CAST TO HELL TO DO AS I PLEASE.

BUT YOU SEE, MY FPRIENDS, I'M MOT ALL THAT BAD
WHAT WAS DOME 7O ME HAS BEEN TRULY SAD.

I'M NOT BAD

I' NOT A FIEND

I'M JUST SATAN, PRINCE OF DARKMESS

AND THE RULER OF THE INVERNO AND THE PIT

1'% MISUNDERSTOOD, I AM NOT AAFIRND

I'M NOT BVEN REALLY ALL THAT MEAN.

1°M HOT AS BAD AS THE PUBLIC CLAIMS

"CAUSE OF VILE TALES PEOPLE CURSE MY NAME.

I'M NOT BAD

I'M RO0T A PIEND

I'M JUST SATAN,PRINCE OF DARKNESS
AND RULER OF THE INFERNO AND THE PIT!

IT'S S0 SAD,
I'd BT 34N,
THEY JUST SBAY I AM.

I'N THAT FELLOW CALLED MRSISTCPHILES

WHO WAS CAST TO HELL TO DO AS T PLEASE.

ALL I ASK i8S WHEN PROPLE HEAR MY N&ME,

THEY DOR'T THINK OF SIN AND GIVE ME THE BLAME,

1’1 NOT BAD

1'M NOT A FIEND

i JUST SATAN, PRINCE OF DARKNESS

AND THE RULER OF THE INPAENO AND THE PIT!

LUCIFER: After all, 1t is trus. thers ig that ong focident I
mentioced bafore. My downfall fzrom haaven. But that's
a loug story and vou weuldn't weni to...on second thought,
it ign’¢ vevry long, a2nd you wouwid love to heer ir. My atory
bagan one day whan...

{Ar this point, the lighte chaape from Hell o & nsbulous
color. They will chavgs te Haeaven later. PETER an awchangel
of the old ovder, anters.)
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PETER: No! You can't do thigl

LUCIVER: Peter, you lock like you're an intelligent angel. How
would you 1ike & job? I know you would be interested
in the fringe banefits of an eternity long coutract.

PETER: Bahi
(LUCIFER waves away PEIER's light)

LUCIFER: Now, I wash'® what you would call a bad egg. Sure, Tive
made a fow mistekes, but has'nt everyone? I caonot understand
why everyone insists on blaming me for all the trouble
ian the world.

PETER: (HIS light comes ou) God's way is the good way, therefore
any other wey must be svii. You muat ba veaponsible for
all the trouble sad evil that has existed, since you do
not comform to Cod's way.

(LUCIFER waves PETER's light out onca againm, but sureeds
only in dimming it.)

LUCIFER: Cod sald that I was vesponsible for something that I knew
nothing about! Well, it wasa'z that big of a deal. I
was dealt a cruel iajustical The yeal culpriis got away
with the crime, 1 was only an innocent secomplilce.

PETER: Innocent?

LUCIFER: Leave me alons! i want to show you what really happened,
and finally get my good name cleavedl

PETER: Stop! Stpp this treachery at once! They have bsun given the
offical raport, lat it stand at that!

LUCLFER: TYour halo's tarnishedl
PETER: You can't do this! They were happy with the offical reportl

LUCIFER: Ne! 1I'm going te tell the whole truthi I'm going to
tell everyome whay really happenud back thent

PETER: (HE comes down from his vock fiom which he has been spesking) You
won't get away with thisl

LUCIFER: I willl
PETER: No! You can't! 4&ad you won'tl (PETER EXODUS)

LUCIFER: Hemven, yes, piztuxe heasvan four billlon y®mars ago, bafore
I wae benished. It's beautiful...
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(Lights voms up showing heavenr, Taa A¥CELS slowly come on
staga. Ope ANGEL sits und dribbles & baskerball a few inches
above the floor, snother sats up a chess sat, while another
sets up the chess pieces., A small growp of ANGELS carry on
various ingtrumenis: harps, flutes, tubas, eck. PETER enters)

LUCIFER: Jt's lovely...it's peacaful...it's paradise! And the

S0N8C:

ANGELS:

people are beautifuli (Looking upon PETER} Well, most
of then. Heaven is wvery peaceful, conteated, haeppy. Like,
say, the calm before the storm. (LUCLFER exits)

EVERYTHING'S HEAVEN 1IN HZEAVEN

& batow,
{PETER &xits, ra—antera carrving a music stand, whifatad, and
sone sheets of music. HE sets the gtand up as the ANGELS mill
arcwnd, then tape tha baton to the stand., The ANGELS suddenly
pay striet attention to PETER. ALl ave swiling,fooecerced, wr;_.,;feJ
and happy. PETER leads them {n the song with HIS Baton.)

EVERYTHING’S HEAVEN IN HEAVEN.
WE'VE GOT NO PRUBLEMS UP HERE.
WITH THE STREETS HADE OF COLD,
FRANKLY, T AM SQLD

ON THIS BLESSED LAND CALLED HEAVEN.

EVERYTHINE'S PRETTY IN HEAVEN,

THE WEATHER'S NOT HARSH AND IT'S NICE,

OH, WE'RE ALL FED WELL,

COSH THE LORD IS SWELL,

AND IT'S BETTER THAN.,.WELL, WE LIXKE HEAYEN,

(Two ANGELS dressed in cheerleading ocutfiis antex)

PBTEK: ANCELS :

GIVE MZ AN “H™1 ANG Hi

GIVE ME AN "E'"} Bl

GIVE ME AN “A"l Al

GIVE ME AN VT Vi

GIVE ME AN "E"! El

GIVE ME AN "N'1 Ri

WBAT DOES THAT SPELLY PARADISEI
WHAT DOES YHAT SPELL? PARADISEL
WHAT DURS THAT SPELLY? PARBDISEI{

ALL: xomw YAY, GODIiS

(Thrse ANGELS seprrate thamselvas from Bha rest of the ANGELS
and ping:)

THERE'S HOTHING TO DO HERE IN HEAVEN;
RO PAPERS, MOVIES, OR T.V.

PEACE IS WHAY WE'RE FOR,

$TiLL, WE'RE TERRIBLY BORED,

ABCAUSE EVERYTHING'S HEAVEN 1IN HHAVEN




INSERT{ Conts )

PGSy Morod Tho 1od plonot, Loxn . Dutorenblag uane, Do you
lmov oouobirlng, Goxling? Tioro hos booa guito & run
on ploactn, Boloro I cnDo odrons jou todoy, I pesacd
by the Colsotricl kool Lototo conpoly.

BMIPH: Whot of it, Thacuni?

PLEAS: Do you Imoi %o archAngol jdohnol? Bets short ond
duompy, 0nd o0 cround with ingbno notionn like
equolity, lifo,liberty, ik the pursuit of hoppincss. DO
§Ou lmow hdun?

W LPy  I'll noy I GO and het's o lot more fun thon you arcd

PHQEAS( Going, on) Well viet I booxd saould ue voer pans throuph
thene 1dpod esso

MIPIs Yoo, IaiprJ“

PUQAAS: ...T0 cROOT bodng, but thot ArehAngpl hos bou it the
plonet Ecxtid

ALPH( In tic micale of & yowm) Borth?
PiGASs Qulotd Itto o kovwiblo soorots Horrible, btut truod

[ LPHi( Roclly bored nilly) Wihot would uc wout to do vith o plomst
1lo oorth?

THAASs GOt 'thi-'n,' Gnlpus [0 uands %o tura it into o 0L coursod
WALPHs ot ts wroag wita tuot?

THEAS: T wotertroaps 819 toc; biyd

RALPI: Io tuot riguv?

TG 53 Y05, 40 you KaOy 30LeLILIG, Relph, Gorlin;? Yousze dunp,
Joitw soxy, but Lor ca Archhmrel of rank, Ou'ro aurb,

@ LPl; Gb, Touly.

THQASs I epper.r thot botin Imeifor cand ;iichoel hove lont out
on tuelr plameiue Id¥ile mattor, I oupioue, Iancifor con
tC.ie orae ol nix;mc.;lf, buat you wontt find ne wooping Lox
thet Lichoeld i o wdcruduing hin o7 ponition an an
Arehinrold Arousau; the robblog Prowchimg hoxecyd Wy, Im
parprised tunt a Lard Lilneld Lostod iantcrvicuodd

WIPH: Way voa't you ict we intervion?dds

Pilddisg Control o r.0ld,y .olph, TuOXO ‘awe innocont cagels abouty

W
HFALPH: weoll, God Gidn't i_d.vo\ifhmmn{_plrz a0x for notaingd
PHQIAS; Bohave yoursolf, *

RIPH; You Puritdnd T HOMAS: Oi-vey!

-




......

THAAS; Morsd The x4 planct, linxs, Intorenting uome. Do you
mow gcwetilag, wrling? Thoxo Los becn quite o run
on ploaeio, BoLore I otwo eorond you todoy, I pannod
by the Coloetricl ival Latale conpouy.

BIPHs whot of it, Taeucn?

RUQAS: DO you inov tho ArciAngol I:4chnol? Bets short oad
durmpy, ond o@n crounc with incane notions 1iko
oque , Mifo,liboxty, oud the purcudt of hoppiness. Do
504 Loy kdu?

WLy I'li soy I 4oy and hets o lot more fun Than you nred

THQAS(Godn, on) Woll, wiet I heord should me ver paan through
thone 1ipod XMXANKENIRXMAINE. e s ¢ o

IALPIs Yo3, Lipuf

PHQASS ...T0 cnothor boing, but thot ArchAngel oo bou it the
plonots Boxihd

AIPHs{ In “io mlGéle of & youn) Borth?
PLGAS: Owlodd Lo o hovrible nocrotd Hoirible, but truod

i LPHi( Roolly borod nilly) Whot would Lo vont to de 7ith o plomed
1i® carth?

THQHKSs Got th.ia.l inlpue (R uvants to turn it into o (0lf couraod
TALPHs ket to wrong wita tupt?

QA T vatortrogs 6T0 00 bigl

RALPB: In tuot riguv?

THQA St Yo, 40 you iZuor sowiidng, Relph, Gorling? Youire dunp;
Joit soiy, but Tfor om ArohAngol of ranik, sou're dund,

i Loy Ch, Touty.

PHQASs It eppecrs tuet botha Imcifor cud [dchoel have lost out
on tneir ploucine Idttle maticr, I supoone, Imclifoer oon
toze orxo ol himc;l:t, but yo won't find mo woeping for
$het Licheedd 0o underudndng his om position «n
ArehaAn:eld Arxousan; the rbblel Prouchdng heraeyd Wiy, 1'm
narprised tuat s Lord Liuseld oo tutb lotcrvicnedd

WDPHe Yoy woati you Lot we dIntorvion?l sl

TitdL o Contyxol . r.olf, odph, 7Tuorc oxe innoocond ougols aboutd
us

dALPH:  well, od GiGnty AvovA relingols wox for nothingd

PHAAS: Dhove yoursels,
B LPHs You Purdtdnd T HOmAS: 0/-vey!

-
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(PETER bhecomes angry and pzunds HIS baton on the music stand,
the ANCELS rsalign themselves and the chosus comtinues:)

THERE'S NO PLACE TO LIVE THAT'S LIKE HRAVEN,
NO XIRGDOM THAT CAN COMPARE.

WITH THE LOVELY SKY,

WE'RE FOREVER HIGH

IN THIS PALACE WIDE CALLED HEAVEN

OHHHH ~—-

EVERYTHING'S HEAVEN IN KEAVEN,
WE'VE GOT NO PROBLEMS UP HERE.
WITH THE STREKTS MADE OF GOLD,

I'M GLAD I WAS TOLD

OF THIS BLESSED LAND CALLED HEAVEN!

(PETER 13 beaming with pride as he Ahlona tekez & bow. He
puts the chorus at ease.)

PETER: Thank you, thank you. Thank you very much.

(Two srchangels, BALPH, a femsle, and THOMAS, 2 wale, enter
together as the CHORUS starts milling around again.)

RALPH: And now he doasn't know what to do with 1t Can you :iecture
gn ayrchangel being that stupid?

THOMAS : (In & beautiful Jewish sccant) I don’t know what to thin:
sbout 1t., I've always thought that Bucifsr was a level
hesded fella, with both fest on the ground, but this. Did
you also haar why ha bought the planet?

RALPH: He wanted to turn it into @ sheep farm. You see, Thomas,he
g realige that you cen’t raiss shsaep on Mare.
dv'f

THOMAS: Oi-vey. Why wot, Ralph?

RALPH: There's no grass! Just mouads and mounds of sand, all overl

THOMAS: What did you say wes the name of the place?

RALPH: Mars.

THOMAS: Mavs? Intareasting name. You know something, derling?
There has bean quits 2 run om piacets lately. Bafora I
met you todsy I had the chames of pasaing by the Balastrial
Real Estate Company.

RALPH: What of it, Thomas?

THOMAS: Do you know the archangel Micheal? Ha's tall and goes
around with &1l of those inzame notlons like equality, ect.
Do you know him?

RALPH: I'w afraid I do.




TEOMAS :

RALPH ;

THOMAS :
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HWell, what I have overheard should naver pass through
thase 1ips to ancther baing . It's a secret, but it's
true. Tha good archangel hes bought the planet Eaxth.

EARTH?
Quiati It's a horribla secrat! Horrible, but true.
What would he want with an ugly plenet like Earth?

Gat this, Relph. He wants to turn it into & golf course,
the feoll

What's so foolieh sbout thatr?

The watertraps arae oo bigl
Ig that right?
Tes: You know somathing, Ralph darling? You're duab.

It saans that both Lucifsr and Micheel have lost out on their
Uetle pleasts.

Wall, Lucifer car take care of himself but you woa't
find e weeping for Micheal., That fool is undarmining
his own position as en archangeli Arousing the reble!
Preoaching hevacyl Why, I'm suppisad that the lovd
himgelf hasn’t interviened!

(PETER joins the duoc)

PETER:
RALPH:
THOHAS ©
RALPH:

RETER:

THOMAS ;

PETER:

THOMAS :

MARC:

Balph! Thomasi Hallo, good day to you both.
(Iely) Good day.

It waa.
Yas,

Yes indaed., BHow did you two snjoy my litile concsrt this
morning? .

It wasn't too loud, It wasn't too soft, and it wasn't
exactly kosher, It was slypight, Now, 28 I was tsliing
thia archengel, in private,

Cood dayi (HE laaves them)

May tha sess turn vad for him, the pasi!

{The duo move upstages and exiz. MARC, an angel, rushes
onstage and rans down PRTER, thus knocking him dowm,)

Sorzy, air!
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PETER: Marc! You're laze again!

MARC: 1I'm afried that I was...

PETER: Slesping! That's all that vou ever dp! I have & good mind
to tose you out of this chorus aand put you back at flitering
clouds! Why do T have to put up with you, Marc? Anawer
ma! Whyt

MARC: Well, sir. IX...

PETER: Ha! Do vou sea? You can't give me one good answer! You're
no good, Marc! Where were you when the good lord handed
out tha brains?

MARC: You sea, I was...

FPETER: GSlespingl ¥ koew 1t! Gat out of my aitei I don't want
to see high ov low of you again] Outf

MARC: But the chorusft (ANGELS bsgin to exit)

PETER: You'ws no longer in the chorusi Gat out of my sightl
MARC: Out?

PETER: POSITIVELY: OUT!

MARC: But out?

PBTER: OUT! OPPOSITE OF it OUTH

MARC: Yes, sir. I'm sosvry, I maant to...obi Pesti

PETER: {On BIS way out, towards MARC) Past!

MARC: Darn! What would thay know ebout hesven? Thay don't even
kaow what hell is like.

LUCIFER: {Entaving, HIf cutfit now of as Archamgel) Do you know what
Hall fe iike?

MARC: Well, I have'nt ezparienecad ft. But I've read rbeut it
in thase books.

LUCIFER: Do vou expariense averything fyvom dooks?
MARC: TYou have o 1f there's no other wayl

LUCIFER: Thaese sngsle shouid exporience & litzie Hall?
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MARC: TYeah. (HE opens a book) Lika it'e written hare. "Ope laarns

only by suffering.”

LUCIFER: (In a very disbeleiving mannar) Yeah.

MARG: I horestly think thaz the angels in heaven ought to be showm...

LUCIFER: And you're the ops to do {t?

MARC: Pardon?

LUCIFER: Hal! You couldn't do it 1f you had a hundred years! You're
pothing but a weak kneed fool! Aod I can tell that by
just looking at your face!

MARC: Now walt a woment...

LUCIFER: I've ssen so meny like you. The so-calied Intellectuslst
They come snd spout out their thewriss ead than do
a2basolutly nething about themi

MARC: I never said that I wouldn't do anything...

LUCIFER: Aw,go sway! You have'nt got the bsckbome for such a
dangerous missbon.

MARC: I deo toot 1 do tool
LUCIFER: Now thet was = mature comaback,

MARC: I can do anyshing that I want to! And do it es well as
anyone else coulid!

LUCIFER: ©h? Could you?

MARC: Yes, I could! Just you wait and ssel I’1ll go ocut and
raise canal

LUCLFER: How?

MARC: I'm not sure. 1 don't have tha slightest ides how, but 1'11
think of sonathing! Let's see, I have to find a way of
getting » different view of heaveu, them I ecan show the other
angals juvst hew good they have it hewal

LUCIFER: There's always tha gardeu...

MARC: Wow! What a briilsanmt ides I°ve juat hadl I'll anter the garden
of the forbidden fruit, I'1l ba sure to get 2 differant view
from theral Asd thes I'1l bring soms of the fruil out of the
gardan and pess it around to the angela! That'lii be surs to
atiry things up! Walll How's that for dangerx?

HIGITER: I'm trewbiing before vou. That's a terribly original idas.
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SARC: I'il show you who's 2 spimelass idiot! and I mean every
word I say!

LUCIFER: I believe you.
JARG:  You do?

LUCIFER: Yes. I wes mistaken, forgive me for being so harat
on you.

JARC: Surs.

LUCIFER: You sea, I had to know if you felt tha #&ae about the
trowble in Heaven ag 1 do. Sase

HMARC: Do I

LUCIFER: Yes, and it's wonderful! What you will do in the peddse
will set angelhood shead a thousand years! gtrdes

MARC: It will?

LUCIFER: Of eourse it will!l

»ARC: But is'unt that an avfuly big lesp to taka in just one day?

LUCIFER: Don't be silly, :lare. It happens to be ome of the bast
ways to aarn your wings. wWings, Marc, Wingal Don't you
want to become one of the bigwiggs 1like myself?

MARC: Like you?

LUCIFER: Like me! Mare! This is your big chance to really strike
it big in heaven! Your very name will bring joy to
thousands of angals, Your fame would spread like a buzning
bush throughout heavsn, and then, you gerL your wingsl

MARC: MY wings! vyes! Yesi I want XY wingsi I wsnt MY wingal

LUCLFER: Of course you dol 8f course! 4nd I only wish that I
could be with you es you eanter the garden of the strietly
fopbidden frult, however L...

MARC: You won't ba with me?

LUCIFER: I can't,liare. I have an inportaat little chat sith HIM
concerning a small plece of extracelestrial rezl estate.

HMARC: Oh, you hava to talk with the Lord sgaim, 1 undarstand.

LUCIFER: Don't worry, tiarc. Scmeday socs, when you bzcose a bigwige
like me, you can chat with the Lord a1l day. But you go
ahead snd gat into troublwm...err...tha gardan! And good
luck, snd God apsedl
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MARC: Well, mlwight. Bye bys.

LUCIFER: Bya bye.(MAKC EXITS) That kid needs helpil Uky dida’t I
¢hink of this beforve? This can turn ocut to ba 2 clever
way of regaining wy (srtain investmenis. I'il get that
boobe that just lefi, and some other boobe into a peck
of trouble! Stealing frult from the garden? Ch, will
they ba in a bushel of trouble! GCod will hava to get
cid of those idicts somehow, and somewhere! And he'll
pick the planet Maxs? It's the oufly decent plece to
send them to. And HE'll have to ask mef Because 1 own
it, icecaps and alllll But wait? What other boobs can
I vse?

Becene e
tF%éiESTE ENTERS. SHE doesn't notice LUCIFER as SHE is looking
intently at all the rocks, SHE is aleoc trying to sing “EVERYTHING'S
HEAVEN IN HEAVEN", and is doing so off key.)
CELESTE: La-la-la-La-la-la-las-LA ia--ch! Llet's try it sgainl From
the rafrain. La-la-la-le-la-la-la-iea! ohi Is there evea
one tiny bit of hope foxr me! I can barely talk without
cracking a note.
LUCIFER: Hello.

CELESTE: Ohl Oh, hello., I didn't sse you there. I was just admiring
my rock garden here. Did vou...

LUCIFER: Hear you tefking to yourself? I'm afrdad I did, Forglve
me for evesdroppivg. I wae just paseing through.

CELESTE: Who are you?

LUCLFER: % name iz of little inportance, But it’s Lucifer.
'ﬁwbnt is your nama?

CELESTE: Celeste. It's & rather commoni nawa, I1'm afriad that it's
not vary fancy.

LUCIFER: 1 thiok that it'e nige, - for o nams., May 1 git down?
CELESTE: If you can find & space, plezie do.

LUCIFER: Thapk you. I'11 just 2it on thie vock hera...
CELESTE: Not tharal

LUCIFEE: Here?

CELESTE: HNe! Not oo my rcckl.

LUCIFER: On the ground?

c%%’é%‘&"«*‘ Auy plecn other thaa my wcock! Do you have axy idsa how long
’ * it cakeg to grow A rooky
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o, I doun'n.

Well! You would if vou had ever tried!

I am sorry. I had no f{dea you grow rocks. You grow rocks?
Doesn't evaryone grow stmething?

BUT ROCKS?

Someone has toi Where do you think they all come froum?
From some old cabbage patceh?

1 nevar reglly stopped to think about it.

Who does? Do you know what we have hera in hesgven?
A rock gap.

No!

Yes! As wide a8 your urm is longl

That's terribia. Whr rocks?

What?

Couldn't you find scmething...a Little more sensable to grow?
I itke rocks. They 1liks me.

They do?

Yes, we're quite compatable.

You really do lize rock, heht?

Yes, no matter shat happens, I want to be with my Tocks.
No matter what!

Yes.

What if I tc.d you sbout this plavet I kaow of., It's
nothing BUT fock! It's called Mava.

It muat b+ basutifull
And it's red!

My favorite coloxr! Did you say that some of the rpcks
are Tei?
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LUCIFER: The whole planet’s redl!

CELESTE: When do we leave?

(UCIFER: Huh?

CULESTE: You didnY¥s 21l me this just to leave ms gaping, did you?
LUC EK: No, I didr't...

CELES?Y: Well, let': got Wait s moment...I'll pack my bags and
we'll be off ince flzehl

I&O.

LUCIFER: Vot with sof I ecan't go HRENER
THERE!

CELESTE: Why noi? (ou were all reaady to send na there. Now why
all of & uidden you're upable to cowe?

LUCIFER: i'we jot & pressing engagement with HIM!

CELESTE: Edm wi>?

LUCIFER: EINI

CELESTE: oh, Hini

LUCIFER: BPut 1'.l heve somsope else take you. Do you know the
angel Mare?

CELESTE: ‘That ¢! He can't see the rocks for the graveldi
LUCIFER: You'we yot him all wrong! He only acts stupildi
CELESTE: 1'11 sz ha does.

LUCIFER: No, no. Marc is the only angel in heaven that cen take
yeuw fo llars.

CELESTE: He in?
LUCIFER: Would £ ile te youl
CELESTE: VWhat's a lie?
LUCIFER: Hevermind. laze 1s one of the truly gweat angels in the
long histvry of heaven., He's brave, couragous, thoughtful,
and handsome as sinl
CHECESER: What's gie?
LUCIFER: Don't work uo hard my dear. Hars is the very place for
you! I know you'll just love it there. I would taks you there
mysealf, but the thin air clogs my sinuses.

CELESTE: Whet in heawen's neme is & ainus?
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LUCIFER: They're just wurder. And somadasy I'1l tell you all aboud/lé

CELES

purder. But if you want to evar get to Mars, then you
better get over to the gardan of forbidden fruict.

TE: The garden of forbidden fruit?

LUCIFER: The garden of forbidden frult. You know where it is?

Good. How go theve and help llarc ir euwyway poesible.

CELESTE: Hare? ©Oh, wall. If it will get ma to Mavs, I'11 do

anything. Red rocks, my, my, my. Gh, how can I thank you?

LUCIFER: Just go to the gerden and help Mare. Seeing you happy will

be reward enough.

CELESTE: Ukay, byea. (As she exits she sings ‘EVERYTHING'S HEAVEN

IN HEAVEN" on key.) 1la, la, 1z, la, la, le, 12, la. AHAS

LUCIFER: Bue-bye. My little pidgaon!

SCENE &

PAUL:

(As the front lights dimmout, LUCIFER fadee back and joins the
other ARCHANCELS. As hs falls in line., tha cyes coms up £0
rveveal the silhouettss of all the ARCILANGELS. }

1 was ail ready to tse off on the eignta hole, why did 1
have to coms haxe?

MICHEAL: Don't : we, 1 was eating.
gﬁ% s I W ng

RALPH:

You're always eating.

THOMAS: ¥ was ip choir when I was celled.

LUCIFER: I hope thnie isn't another one of His practical jokas .

PAUL:

(The lights coms up, and the ARCHAIGELS sit donn. )

Well, vhere is the lord, anyway?

MICHEAL: It must be tmporiant. He wou.dn't call us here in the

DAUL:

RALPH:

middle of the week if it weren't.

- I sgree it aust be important.

How's the veal estate businasns, Mike?

THOMAS: I hoard ail sbout that, Mike darling., Way did you do

something like that fox?

MICGHEAL: I had my Yeascas.

{A strong light shines from sbove, and pulsstes with cop's
overpowering volce.)
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COD: Good meraing, zentleman, Pleass make yourselvas comfortable,
I1'11 tyy to make this sgsbrief as poesible. Oh, hello Paul.
dow's your golf game doing?

PAUL: great! I shot & thirty-five on a thiry-six hole courae
yvesterday !

GOD: Wiil miraeles mavey csasal

PAUL: 1 hopa aot.

RALPH; {15 this &ll about, Lord? We've busy archangels.
m y L Y &

GOD : I understand that and I thank vou all for coming on such
short nogice. As you may have noted, worale arouad here
is pretty low. Because of this, I've decided %o try =n
exparimant, sori of a diversion, just somathing that'1ll be
good for & faw laughs.

THOMAS: What is 1¢?

GOD: I cell them humans. Thay're made in my image, but they will be
vigible, of course. I'm thinoking of placiag then lu scma eitra-
celestrial setting. Some planat, perhaps. Anyway, I wanted to
know of your opinddne on the idez, as see if you hed suy suggestions
on where thay should bz put.

(ARCHANGELS adlib approval.)

RALPH: Lord Almighty, bow many ware you thinking of starting with?
GOD: Oh, I figured a nice even number, say two.
1UCIFER: Your Lovdshipg I have a suggestioa.
COD: Go right shaad Lucifer. Bux be brief, What iz youx sugpgeation?
LUCIFER: I know tha placa you ghould put theve humans.
GOD: VWhere?l
SONG: MARS, EARTH, AND THE SN
LUCIFER: THE PLANET LS MARS.

THE PLANET IS MARS,

IT'S QUIET THERE,

IT'S PLEASENT THERE,

I1'S PEACEFUL,

IT'S FRIGID,

MARS IS & HORLD WHERE THE TAND 15 DRY.

AIR WITE NO CLOUIS TC OBSCURE THE SXY.

RBOWN IS THE ROCK,

PED IS THE SARD,
THAT HIGH-POWERED WINDS BLOW ALL QVER THE 1D
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LUCIFER: MARS IS THR PLACK WHERE YTHOSE TWO SHOULD <O,
THERE, AAT THE POLES, THEY CAN PLAY N SKOW.
COLD ARE THE DAYS,
NIGHTS COLDER STILL.
THERE, IN THE AIR, THERE IS ALWAYS A CHILL.

{
(MICHEAL stapds up)

MICHRAL: Wait! You've wrong! I kaow what planat the humacs
should be sant tol

THOMAS: Which ona?

T‘lrge
LUCIFER: sy gueseos.

MICHEAL: THE PLANET IS BARTH.
THE PLANET IS EARTH.
17'S NICE THERE,
IT'S PLEASANT THERE,
IT'S WARM THERE,
NOT FRIGID!

BLUE IS THE VORLD THAT I'M TEINRING OF.

THE MOUNTAINS AND SKAS YOU WILL INSTANTLY LOVE.
BRIGHT I8 THEIR HMOON,

PROMISING ARE THEER BSTARS,

EARTH CAN BEAT ALl THAT IS OFFERED ON MARS.

EARTH IS THE LAND WHERE THEY SHOULD BE SENT.
JUST LOOK AT THE WEATHER AWD IGNCRE THE RENT.
WHY SEND THEM THERE

WITHEALL THAT THIN ALR. .
LET'S SERD THEM TO EARTH, LORD, IT IS ORLY FAlR.

{PETZR stands up.)

PETER: Stop! Stopl Both of you are wrongl I know the oaly piace
they can go!

RALFH: VWhere?
GOD: Yes, Petar, Wheva?

PETEK: THE BLLSR I8 RER 3WMi
THE PLACE IS THE SUM!
IT'S WARM THERE,
IT's YELLOV THERE,
E'S NICE THERE,
i/
LUCIFER snd MICHMEAL: THEYYLL THERE!!

(LUCIFER and MICHEAL ncw begin o sing simultenceously)
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LGCIFER: MARS IS A WORLDBWHERS THE LAND IS DRY.
AIR WITH NO CLOUDS TO OBSCURE THE SKY.

BROWN IS THE ROCK,

RED IS THE SAND
THAT HIGH~POWERED WINDS BLOW ALL OVER THE LAND.

) - {gdsultaneously)
MICHEAL: BEEE 16 ¥HE WORLD TEa® 1'M THINKING O
THE MOUNTAINS AND SEAS YOU WILL INSTANILY LOVE.
BRIGHT IS THEIR HOON,
PROMISING ARE THEIR STARS.
EARTH CAN BEAT ALL THAT IS OFFERED ON lARS, _l
PETER: Tha Sun{ The Sun! B
LUCIFER: MARS IS THE PLACE WHERE THOSE TWO SHOUL: GO.
THERE, AT THE POLES, THEY CAN PLAY IN StCH .
COLD ARE THE DAYS,
NIGBTIS COLDER STILL.
THERE, IN THE AIR, THERE IS ALWAYS A (HITL. _ {simmltaneously)

MICHEAL: EARTH IS THE LAND WHERE THEY SHOULD BE SF¥T.
JUST LOOK AT THE WEATHER AND XGNORE THE INNT.
WHY SEND THEM THERE
WITH ALL THRET THIN AIR.
LET'S SEND THEM TO EARTH, LORD, XIT IS ONLY FAZR, ]

LUCIYER, MICHEAL sad PETER: SEND THEM THERE
SEND THEM THERE
LET'S SEND THEM THERE]

GOD: Vory interssting. I heva, to plek betwaun, Earh, Mers,...
..and the Sun. All of tham,..wall, moxt ¢f the. have possabilisdas.
Well, I'1l hove to chose one of them, I aupposs, end I beiter
do 4t quickly 4f I dom't want to slow uy my tims-vebls, Looks
iike I'm in for some work. Axe thers &ry othar....

VOILCE:{Offstage, it is a famale voice) Jshovel Jehova? w
have £o come home for dincer nowi

GOD: Oh, Zor the love of...allrifhti I'm coalag. 1'11 B2 in touch
with you gentlemsn when I make zy declafivm. (RIS light fales ocut}

LUCIFER: (To cudiencs) Cursss, things aren’'t yoing wy wey, the war
ghet I plunned. I ewxpscisd God o pdek Maxe for the huitwasg
at oncal Way d1id Mike have to go end open his f{at nowth
for? Dsrmi..Wsit a minute, yes, that's whar I711 do. (Wine
a smell lavgh) I had zinocst forgotian sbout Mavc and
Caleste. I'll comvines God &o put ‘Mere and Celsute on Mars.
and then L'll ccavfnca Him ¢o put tie humans on Mare, end
before He knows what'e happensd, Ha'll ba paying me double
rent! Bingo! I'm tichi BRich! Famoual aAfflwemel Ahaf
Monayi Happy days ere haere againi

(Dimmout)
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SHENE 5

{Lights com» up on stage vavealing a low wall of atonas
on which aits the archangel TAUL, ssleep, with 2 lagge
double-bladad sword unext to him. CELESTE is hidden behind
a large rock that iz ailso on the stage. MARC cresps past
PAUL, into the "garden'. Mere does not see CELESTE,}as ha
is obviocusily seerching for gomething.)

MARC: Where in heaven is it?

CELESTE: What?

MARC: Who's therel

CELESTE: Me.

MARC: Me who?

CELESTE: Not Me Who. My nsme i» Caleste. Lucifer seut me to halp
you 1f your neme is Harve.

MARC: It is. (CELESTE comes out from behind hex roek)
CELESTE: What axs we doing here?

MARC: We'ra looking for my wings.

CELESTE: What?

MARC: We're lookiog for something.

CELESTE: What?

HARC: 1I'm pot sure. Let'a see, what do you think is the izat
valuable fruit around here?

CELESTE: Valueble?? What doss waiuable meen?

MARC: I'm not sure.

CELESTE: Maybe the peaches?

MARC: MNaw, they're too fuzmzy.

BELESTE: How about a tomato?

MARC: Arae you trying td ba funny? Now thiok.

CELESTE: Well, what's left? let’s ses...(Counting off on hsr i'ngars)
Oranges, lemons, grapes, cherrles, 1imeg, pomegrenates.
apples, passicafrult, pears...

MARC: Weir a minute! What was the ong before thet ona?

CELESTE: Passionfruiz?
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MARC: No, no. The ons befors.

CERLESTE: An apple?...Husm, meybe...yeal An applel

MARC: Apple? Hmomm...it just might bs. It iz red.

CELESTE: My favorite color.

MARC: And green, and kes seeds. And it's very big! Yes! It uust
ba an applel W sea,...hera's one! Here, help we carry
it out. Letd's

CELESTE: It's heavy.

MARC: Won't lLucifer be suprieedl

(They carry the eppla, actually s watermelon, out of the gaxden,
and set it on a rock at the cantsy of the stage.)

CELESTE: Well, therxa it is.

MARC: You're right. There it 1s.

CELESTE: Now what do wa do with it?

MARC: I don't know. What do you usually do with an apple?
CELESTE: 1 think you eat it,

MARC: Eat a whole apple? You must be kidding! It would take an
entirs congregation to est this apple!l

CELESTE: It's not the eating that I'm worried sbout, bow are we
golng to get started?

MARC: I've gor it! (He enesks over to PAUL and tskas the sword
away.) I'm simply too smart for my own good. Hungzy?

CELESTE:A What are you going to do with that?

HMARC: Watchi (MARC 1ifts the eword high sbove his head and
strikes the spple with the flat of the blada.) HAl

CELESTE: Now why don't you use the im‘:r‘;;s edge?

MARC: Don't be & smarty. I kunow what I'w doing.

CELESTE: O©h, of course. Gravel, purs gravel.

MARG: HAI (He cute the apple in half.) Once againi (He cuts the apple
iz;gsrfl)mxmrs.) Hers, anjoy. (e gives CELESTE a quarter of the

CELESTE: ‘Thsnk you, Mares.
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MARG: I wonder if there's any szlt around hera?

CELESTE: (She takes a bite of the spple.) My goodness. Things
suddenly seen: very different.

MARC: How?

CELESTE: I'm not sure. (She takes another bite.)

MARC: Is it any good?

CELESTE: (Really lecting it out) It's wonderfull Have some, dear.
MARC: Slire. (He tskee a hearty bite.] Nice,.({Another bite.)..Nicel..

NICE! (A drumbeat is heard in the background.) Say, do
you know what you have?

CELESTE: Wa..What?
MARC: (Eyeing her uwp and down.) You have & face. A basutiful face!
CELESTE: You have a face tool

(As 1f transfixed, MARC and CELESIE move to opposite sidea
of the stage. Thaey aeem not to notice each othsr.)

MARC: (Dreamily) And lovely ayest

CELESTE: (The same speech-style as MARC is using.) You have & cute
dimplel

MARC: And baantiful hairl
RELESTE: And you're vot ac stupid after all!
SONG: APPLE

MARC: IT'S WILD.
IY'S DIFFERENT,
THERE'S SOMETHING AMISS HERE.
UNLESS 1I'M MUSE MISTAKEN.
IT'S YoUuli

YBUR EYES

AND YOUR LIPS

THEY SEEM TO CONSPIRE
TO SET ifY HEART (N FIRE.
IT'S YOU.

MY REYES ARE SUDDENLY FILLED WITH ALL YOUR GLORY.
YOU'RE THE CENTER OF MY LIFE I CAW'T DENY.

AND IF I WERE IO PERISH AT THIS MOMENT

MY LOVE FOR YOU WOULD NEVER DIM OR DIE!
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CELRSTE: IT'S SPECIAL.
I1'S NOVEL.
I FEEL A LYXTTLE STHRANGE HERE
SINCE I MET THIS STRANGER
HE'S YOU

YOU'RE TALL

AND YOU'XE HANDSOME

YOU'VE TIED MY HEART IN KNOTS
AND IF TT'S RIGHT OF NOT
17's YOU

AND I CAN TELL OUR STORY IS JUST BEGINNING,
A HAPPY ENDING'S ROW DESTIMED TO BE.

AND I HOPE TO SEE THAT CHAPTER IN THE STORY
THAT CHAPTER WHERE WE CAN BOTH BE FREE.

HARGC: X%E'S YOU
IT'S YOU
I FEEL IT IN MY HEART

CELESTR: IT'S YOU
IT’S YOU
AND THIS IS JUST THE START

BOTH: IT'S WILD
WE'RE DIFFERENT
THERR'S SOMRIHIMG AMISS HERE
UNLESS I'™M MUCH MEISTAKEN
IT'S YOUt

MAREG

MARC: TYOU!

CELESTE: YOUI

MARC: YOU!

BOTH: TYOU!
(Mexe and Colugts suddenly realize that sach other exist, sad
they run up £o one sacther st center. They stare ac each othear
looking at diffevent angles. MARC timidly touches CELESIE.
CELESTE touches M&RC in ysturn, they walk toward sach other,
subrace snd kisw. Lights out)

SCRNESS
(The sceneis tha ssma as Scaas 4} silhosetts lighting.)

PAUL: I didn't avan get s chancs to nes offi
MICHEAL: My dinnsr {8 most likely & pile of cindsvs by now.
RALPH: Eat, eat, #at, That's all you aver talk sbout!

LUCIFER: Do you hava sowsthing bettex?
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{The lights come up on us# ARCHANGELS)

THOMAS: Why are we here so early, snd on a weekday yet?

PAUL: The Lord must have cous te & decision.

MICHEAL: So soon? It uwsually takes Him quite a whila.

RALPH: You're right. It must ba something else. But what?
(GOD'S light enters.)

GOD: (urriedly end 8 bit indecisive) GCentlemen, good morning to
you all. I apoligize for asking you here so aarly, however
it concarns a matter of the gravest propoxiions.

LUCITFER: What is it, Lord?

COVCer&ing
COD: I have not yat come to a decislon emAupewddy the humans, but

it has come to my attantion that...well...I'm not sure how to
put thie...well, & crime has been conmited in heszven,

LUCIFER: {Smiling) Nol
MICHEAL: A ecvima?
THOHAS: “ho?

PAUL: WHen?

PETER: VWhy?

GOD: Appsrently, two lowsr-class engels broke into the garden of
the forbidden fruit last evening.

RALPH: Oh, that's oot so bad.

GOD: And they ate an apple.

MICHEAL: Not the apple!

PAUL: But it conteins all our knowledge! 411 of our powari They'll
know everything! ‘They'll no longer be angels! They'ra frea!
What can we do?

RALPH: We have to take quick action! We can't let this get outl

GOD: Now, gantlemen, wait a moment., What's so horrible? Grented,
these angels havs done wrong, but I don't think any drastic
measuras ought to be taken, After all, they're only angels.
1 think they should be entitled to one little uistake. We'll
just say it was out idea to mske them archeugels.

LUCIFER: Your Loxdship.

GOD: Yes Luclfer.
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LUCIFER: Your most glorious majesty, you can't lef those angels

get sway with this most momstrous crimel If it gets out

that you let your standards of purity drop for two amgels,

what will atop two thousand more from goiag to the garden?

And if you lower your standards you won't have a paradise,

you'll have a civiliration! Think of what that would

meanl

GoD: I had nevar thought of the situation in those terms...
What do the rest of you thlpk.

(The ARCHANGELS quiatly adlib suppori for LEGIVER.)
MECHEAL: I think Lucifer has & point, your highness.
LUCIFER: Of course I do.
COD: But what can bg done?...
LUCIFER: I have a suggestéon.
GOD: Well, let's hear itl
LUCIFER: How does this sound? What you have to de is get rid
of these two, so you don't have the problem of this
revolt spreading. 7The answer is simple! Just exile
them to Mars! Presto! All your problems are solved!
MICHEAL: {Realizing that he might lose a fortune if God sends
: Marc and Csleate to lars.) Nol Nel Ssnd them to esrthl!
Earth! Eartkil BARTHETI
cOD: Be silent Micheal. You should teke a lesson from Lucifer here.
He has & quick mind, and is always useful is a piach. Lucifer,
i like your suggestiom, I'll just have to send the two angels
to Maxs. Send the two of them to me, at oncal
MICHEAL: Can't you see that this ip the way Lusifer plamnad itl

GOD: Celm yourself, Micheal. 1I'1l ba in wmy office. Cood day,
gentleman,

{Diemout)
SCENE 7

(Somewhezre in Hazaven,) Enter RALPE and THOMAS , armsd with
SPRRYS .)

B

RALPH: Where in haaven are they!?
THOMAS: Ohib, God kaowsi

RALPH: Then why are we looking?

{Exit RALPH and THOMAS.)
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{LUCIFER enters)

LUCIFER: Whera are thay? All of my plauns will be ruined! I've
got to find them! Send them to Mars end make a fortune!
That's what I have to do! But wherxe asse they?
{MICHFAL entars.}
MICHEAL: Lucifer! Have you sean those two angels, Mare and Caleote?

LUCIFER: Have I saen then? Would 1 be here talking to an idiot
1f 1'd seen them?

MICHEAL: Don't get so excited] I'm just as anxious to find them
as you are.

LUCIPER: You couldn’'t be. You Just couldn't ba.

MICHEAL: But I sm. I want God to put those two on METES A3 S00D
as poasible!

LUCIFER: You do? But why?

ICHEAL: 1'm out to make a profit just like you are. And 1f God
puts these rensgade angels on Mare, that just ciaers
the way for putting humans on Earth, now, won't it? You
can't put humans on the same plapet as criminals. It
¥ouldn't be safel

LUCIFER: For who?

MICHEAL: Whom. But navarmind. I1'11l get my prics for Earth...

LUCIFER: And I'll get my cash for Marae...

MICHEAL: We'll both win! Quite a touch of hasvenly lavceny, eh?

{LUCIFER and !{ICHEAL stare at sach other for a moment, then
break out iaughlng.)

LUCIFER: I never thought you had it in you, Hike .,

MICHEAL: Ewveryone does, duey.

LUCIFER: let's hurry, we'vs got to fiad those two and gend them off
before the others get a chance to find out about our

lizties scheme.

MICHEAL: Agreed! If enyone elsa found cut, there's nottelling
what would happen.

{LUCLFER and MICHEAL:exit} Enter MARC and CELESTE.)

MARZ: Come on. They're gons.
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CELESTE: Why are they so anxéious to cstch us?

MARC: I suppose that we did somathing egainst the rules.
CELESTE: Do you mean somathing wroug?
MARC: I tuink so.

CELESTE: But the angels don't know tha differance between right
and wrong.

MARC: But the archangels do. That's the trouble, They're the
sane ag ug, Or, to put it another way, we're the same ae
they are.

SEANETR: What's wrong with that?

MARC: Do you want to ba the sama as they are?

CELESTE: But what's wrong with being the sama?

MARC: I thiok it's this way. You see, tha archangels were chosen
by God. They were hand-picked and given thelr powars by
Him. We weren't picked. We didn't even go through channals.

CELESTE: But why did He choose those nuts! Why didn’t He choose
us?

MARC: Don't ask so many questions, I don'tc kmow all the answers.
After all, I'm new at this!

CRLESTE: I'm sorzy.
MARC: You're what?
CELESTE: I said I'm soxry.
MARC: Oh, I guess I em too.

CELESTE: Well, now what do we do? I don't think we canggo back o
what ve were before. What do we do?

MARC: I dondl know. I feal so different I doan't know what to do.
CELESTE: 1If they're looking for us, do we want tham to find uvaf
MARC: T don't think so.

CELESTE: Either do I.

MARC: lizybe we should hide.

CELESTE: But God sees all. Won't He sae vhere wa hide?

MARC: Would we still be on the looge if God could see all?
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CELESTE:A You have a ponderous point.

HARC: We'd .better leave...Celeosta?
CELESTE: Yss, Mare?

MARC: Bo you know that you are besutiful?
CELESTE: Thank you. What's beaautiful?

MARC: You, You and & million other things I never poticed before.
You, end all of those countless objects 1 nevaxr saw baefore.
You ware always thers, and yet I navexr saw you. T love you,
Celepte. More.,.more than BI¥R ftself! I lowe you more
than heaven! Or thsee stupid clouds!

CELESTE: More than all of tha angels in heaven?

MARC: Moze? What do those sexless cherubs know about love? What
could thay know about love?

CELESTE: 1I'm not sure I wamt to stay im 2 place, even & paradise,
where thers isn't love, or emotions.

MARC: Then let's laavel
CELESTE: Leave? My rocke?
MARC: Yes, Leave.

SONG: JUST U8

MARC: HERE NOW WE STAND ALONE.

MO FRIENDS AND WITHOUT A HOHE.
CELESTE: FORCED AS WE ARE TO ROAM,

NOW HERE WE STAND ALONE.
BOTH: JUST US TWO.

BOTH: NOW, WE ARE CAPABLE OF LOVE.
WE KNOW ALL THAT'S UF ABOVE,
AND BELOM.
BUT BEST CF ALL
WE ENOW

CELESTE: LOVE'S MORE THAN HEAVEN HAS TO GIVE
50 WE'D MUCH PREFER TO LIVE
DOWN BELOW
THERE'S A PLACE
1 KNOW

MARC: THERE'S THE EARTH,
GRASSY HILLS AND BLUE-GREEN SEA.
THAT'S THE PLACE I'D LIKE TO BE
CELESTE: LET'S AWAY, THEN
THE EARTH'S WHERE WE'LL STAY.
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BOTH: LOVE'S GIVER US THE POWER TI0 GO

'WAY DOWN TC THE EARTH BELOW.

WE WO'T GRIEVE.

HAPPILY

WE'LL LEAVE.
MARC: TG THE EARTH,

MOUNTAIRS AND ALL KINDS OF STONES.

THAT'S ONE HARD STEP TO TAKE ALONE,
BOTH : BUT WE'KE TWO, NOW.

AND WE'LL SEE IT THROUGH.
BOTIH ¢ LOYE'S GIVEN US THE POWER TO GO

PWwAY DOWN TO THE EARTE BELOW.

WR WON'T GRIEVE.

HAPPILY

WE'LL LEAVE.

(They crose over to the pearly gates, aos glit. LUCIFER enters.)

LUCIFER: STCPI
MARC: %hat?
LUCIFER: Where do you think you're golug?
MARG: Vie're leavingl
CELESTE: I'm sorry I won't be sble to see Mars...
LUCIPER: If you come back L1l tske you Co Mavs, nyssif!
CELESTE: But we're golng to Barthl!
LUCIFER: Noi You can't do this to mel Come back!
MARC: fioodbyal
CRLESTE: Goodbya!
LUCIPER: (Breaking down.} No! Nol! Wait! TFlease wait

(MARC snd CELESTE, waving goodbye, walk through ths gate
and exit.)

LUCIVER: 4w, God demm i:!
{GOD'S light comes on.)
GOp: Lucifer. I've baan looking for you.
LUCIFER: You have?
GOD:  Yes.

LUCIFER: Whet sbout, your Lordship?




GoD:  tt's sbout a zeal-astata desl.
LUSIFRER:  Oh, vou'va apvaelrgl
coD: I'w denying!

{this pughas LULIFER ovar the brink. Ue is totaily avushed.
141 the end of the scens LUCIFER sounds zlightly hyatmeviesl.)

LUCIFER: But thoze two just lefi for Berthl
GOD: Gond ridancsi

LUCIFER: Bui they went to EARTH{ You'll have te pay Micheal
now |

GOD: Whet part doas Michsal play im this?
LUCIFER: He owns the Bavthl

GOD: How can he owo something thai belongs fo mel
LUCIFER: The same way I own Mars!

GOD: You what?

LUCIFER: 1 own Mava, You konow, the big red pianat with gill tha
rocke and gzand and no atworphers!

GOD: How Bid you coma Lo own Mara?
LUCIFER: Why, the sazs way iMike did] We bought them &ai e
Celestrisl Real Estate Company! Youw sught to go theral
You could probably get a pretty good deal on a golaxy o¥
twoe.
COD: You tixink so? Oes, meybe I cught ru...Welt s winstel T oowe
everythiog alrsadyi! Hme, the Celasitwial wanl. . LT nevey
hesrd of izl

LUCIFER: It's on the sornmey of cioud nmiwa, Fight paxi to the
yellow-painted bocistore!

GOD: Who sold you thess ploneis?
LUCIFER: Pateri
GOD: WdO?
e ¢ ﬁ’“ﬂuvi

LUCIFER: Whom. Petar., He ownaiissGdassiiE

COD: I never xnaw chatd
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LUCIFER: Yeak, but now you have to pay ma for Marxs bezcause you're notf

GOD:

putticg homans on Earth end you'll have to pay ¥ild because
ha's tha owner of Eacth but I'1l have %o pay you baek
because my a2ngels srs on Barth so everything turns out
wondarful and besutiful end swiully pretiv...

Lueifsr..

LUCIFER: Vesgssa?

GOD:

Shut upi I've givan up ¢x humana. They'me wot worth the
troubla. This catire day has bean tarribly confusing, and
believe it or not, I'm tired. I'w half-gslesp and it's not
even Sunday yet! HMamy thizgs have happ=ied 4in tha pest, but
I kaow of one event that is golng to makse wy day & lictle
brighter.

LUCIFER: What is it?

GOD: anifgr, c0 TO HELLI!
{Thare i3 a bliading flash of light, and LUTIFER diszapezys.
Dimmout.)

SCENE §

{Wa return to the presest, in Hsil. LUCIFCER va aloue on stags,
adrsssing the sudience.)

LUCIFER: &nd thus sands my ctory. Here I am. If yu'va wondaring

what heppeacd to Michaal you csa slesp saiy, he got eweay
with his part of the deel. Cod was just oo kiwad to do
anything with hin. 6f cougse, Mars ond C:lesis got gway
to Barth and changed their pawas. Theoe et wide-eyad
imnecants always do. They madn L&, o, 4id ¢hey uwake it.
Look s that erxowd! Thev bacams fruirful. ..oud muitiplied...
snd muitiplisd, and wultiviiad unidl (hey sepuiatasd tha
entire plsnat! Well, thet's their prublen.

And ma., You'wve acgkinpg yoursalf "'Self . whey aver happensd
€0 that brave, Fesviess, dasuiug guy? s wWell, I'0k well
vyou what aver bppened to thai brava, feaviass, dasbing
guyl He weant to Hall! That's what Lhappensd o hiwml

And hexe I am! But I'm not exactly slone, I have mapagmd
to aquira guite a numbar of devoted osllowara.

{Have a faw BEFIER drift cato the atave LHREN ZHS ectire
CHORUS 48 assombled.}

Ard the numbax 1s growipg every daey! All thiugs comsldared,
it's not oo bad hare., We just buily 2 sev raevastion
hall anda » e

(PETER saters, head iow 2nd mumbliing.)

Why, Pazeri What are you doing nura?

T
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DIFZR, PETER and CHORUS:
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