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ACT ONE

The room we see is one of a suite of three, comprising the sanctum of
MR. C. ELLIOT FRIDAY, @ supervisor, sometimes called a producer, who is
engaged in manufacturing motion pictures in Hollywood, California.

In its present state the room is a happy combination of the Regency and
Russell Wright periods—given over to pale green, mauve and canary yellow,
with Rodier-cloth-covered easy chairs and couch. A magnificent, be-French-
phoned desk is at one end of the room. On it rests the inter-office dictograph,
over which in the course of the play we hear the voice of the great B.K.,
chief executive of the studio. Beside it, appropriately, stands an amiable
photograph of Mrs. C. Elliot Friday, a cultured if fatuous lady; a copy of
"Swann’s Way” (leaves uncut), a bronze nude astride an ash tray, a botile
of Pyramidon and a copy of “Variety." In the trash basket is a copy of
“Hollywood Reporter.” (It was very unkind to mMr. FRDAY.) On the wall
back of the desk are bookshelves with pots of hanging ivy on the top shelf,
the rest given over, curiously enough, to books—and occasional bric-a-brac.
There are a few end tables with ash trays and boxes of cigarettes, for it i
the unwritten law in Hollywood that supervisors must provide cigarettes for
writers during conferences and other times of stress. The two windows,
although of the old-fashioned, non-casement kind, are framed by tasteful.
expensive drapes and are partially concealed by half-drawn Venetian Flinds.
(A supervisor would lose caste without Venetian blinds.) The door left leads
!0 an anteroom where sits MISS CREWS, secretary to MR. FRIDAY. The door
at right rear leads to a smaller office where MRr. FRIDAY sometimes thinks in
solitude. This room contains MR. ¥RIDAY's Commencement Day photograph
(Harvard '19), snapshots of B.K.'s wedding, at which MR. FRIDAY served as
an usher, and a huge piciure of Pola Negri inscribed “Sincerely yours.”
T'here are other photagraphs with more florid inscriptions upon faces once
[amous and since vanished in film dust. The room is also memorable for
the fact that MR, ¥FRIDAY—a bit of a diplomat in his way—sometimes keeps
earnest writers here while he submits their scripts to other writers in his inner
office. At times as many as {ifteen bright minds are thus let loose upon a
C. Elliot Friday production, with sometimes startling results.

All this, however, is very much by the by. It is really more important to
note that through those Venetian blinds you can feel the swee sterility of
the desert that is so essentially Southern California. The sun is bright of
course, and it pours endlessly through the windows. The time is two o’clock,
ind the boys have been at it since noon.

One of the boys is BENSON—]. CARLYLE BENSON, whom we discover prone
on a couch. He is in his thirties and in his flannels. Years ago, as he will tell
you, he worked as a scene painter and a property boy. He became a writer
because he learned how bricks were made and laid. He knows every cliché,
every formula, and in his heart of hearts he really believes the fairy tale is
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a oredo of life. And he's a dammed nloe guy; handicipped somewhat by ih
fact that he married a beautiful but extravagant young wonian who obviousk
doesn’t love him. They live in a gorgeons home, have four dogs, two cu
and, as Mn. FrIDAY would put it, “a menage.”

T'he other member of the writing team is nonErT LAW whom you will il

:
listel in O'Brien’s “Best Short Stories” of five years ago. He came o 11 ””ﬁ'

wood to make a little money and run right back to Vermont where he co
really write. He is rather handsome, a little round-shouldered; smokes i
cessantly. He's a dammed nice guy, too.

There is a deep and abiding affection between the two men, even though
Law's nostalgia for realism and sincerity and substance finds no echoing 18
sponse in MR, BENSON. They have one great thing in common—their wmuly
love of a great gag, a practical joke to enliven the monotony of the writing
factory. :

For we are dealing here with a factory that manufactures entertainmopl
in approved sizes; that puts the seven arts right on the belt. And it is 1hiy
very quality that makes MR. FRIDAY'S office as fascinating as a power howsi
ind a good deal more entertaining. ‘

The other inmates of the room are LARRY TOMS—you know LARRY TOM&
# Western star, and one RoSETTI, an agent. It is MR. ROSETTT'S business {i
see to it that MRr. ToMS is profitably employed, for Mr. rosETTI collects il
per cent of MR, ToM's weekly salary which, despite the star’s fading popie
larity, is still a respeciable sum. vr. ToMS is handsome, of course. He is al\
warsimonious. He leads a completely righteous life, and if you dow't like him
it isn't our fault; in all respects he is an extremely admirable character.

As the curtain goes up we see that Law is on his feet and obviously lis
has been telling a story to MR, Toms—a stery that MR. ToMs is expected (0
re-enact before the camera,

raw (singing). “Love is the sweel

Law. And this bozo comes up to
est thing—"

you and you look him straight in the
eye and you say, “Why, damn your
soul, I loved her before you ever

rarry. Now, come on, boys—get off
married her.” And then in walks the

the couch, This ain't fair. I got a Jof

bitch, and she cries, “Larry, I heard
everything you said.” And you just
fook at her, and there's a long pause
—a long pause. And then finally you
say, “Did you?” That's all. Just a
plain, quiet, simple “Did you?” Boy,
what a moment! (He lies down on
the couch beside BENSON.)

Larry. But what’s the story about?

BENSON (rolling over). Lovel

at stake in this picture, Tt's the lagl
one in my contract. If T get a poar
story I'm out in the cold.

r.Aw. Shivering with a million dolla
annuity.

rosETTL Now, gentlemen, don’t ey
get personal.

1ARRY (rises and crosses to couchh
When they told me I was getting the
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gtar team of writers on the Im‘, I was
all for it, But you've done nothing
but clown around, and the shooting
dlate’s only two weeks off. I've got to
play this picture.

raw, Why?

varry (swallowing). Tell me your
story in a few simple words.

LAw. Mr. Benson, what's our story?
pENsoN. How the hell do T know?
Lew (sits up). Didn't you listen?

pensoN. No. We ought to have a
stenographer,

Law. But they won't wear tights.
And I can't dictate to a stenographer
who won’t wear tights.

LarrY. Now listen, boys—

Law. Don't speak to me. You don't
like our story.

LarRY. | didn't say T didn’t like it. I
couldn’t follow it. (Ie slumps in dis-
gust.)

BENSON (indignantly). You couldn’t
follow it? Listen, I've been writing
stories for eleven years. Boy meets

girl. Boy loses girl. Boy gets girl.

raw. Or—girl meets boy. Girl loses
boy. Girl gets boy. Love will ind a
way. Love never loses. Put your
money on love. You can’t lose. (Rises
and saunters to window) T'm get-

ting hungry.

BENSON, It's a sorry state of affairs
when an actor insists on following a
story. Do you think this is a golf
tournament?

roserrr Cearnestly). If T may make
a point, I don’t think you're showing
the proper respect to one of the big-
gest stars in this studio. A man who's
not only captivated millions of people
but is going to captivate millions
more—

BENSON (wearily). With his little
Jasso—

LaRRY. Just because T don’t get
Gable’s fan mail don’t mean I ain’t
got his following. A lot of those that
want to write me ain’t never learned
how.

LAw. Benson, injustice has been
done. We've heen lacking in respect
for the idol of illiteracy.

BENSON. Do we apologize?
raw, Nol

ROSETTL. Well, let me tell you some
thing. Before I became an agent 1
taught diction for years, and Larry
Toms is potentially the greatest ac-
tor I've ever met. And T can prove
it with X-rays, I was just taking them
up to show B.K. He's got the Barry-
more larynx. Tl put his lavynx
against John Barrymore’s and T defy
you to tell me which is which. (Takes
X-rays from brief case. Gives one to
BENSON, 0f€ {0 LAW.)

LARRY. I couldn’t tell it myself and
it’s my own larynx.

BENSON (drawling). Say—are you
sure this is his larynx?

ROSETTI (the diplomat; retrieving
X-rays). Gentlemen, I wouldn’t be
surprised with the proper training if
Larry couldn’t sing. That opens up.
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the whole field of musicals. (Puis
brief case on chair.)

BENSON (to LAw). What are we wait-
ing for?

raw. Lunch.

Larry (angrily rising). I'm getting
fed up with this. I got writers who
are just plain crazy—a producer who
can’t concentrate—and ain't even
here—and— (Throws hat on floor
and starts for BENSON and LAW. LAW
moves to back of couch and BENSON

goes up 10 door.)

woseTT1 (crossing down on LARRY'S
Ie{t).Now...now...Larry...

don’t lose your temper.

varny (righteouslyd. The idea of
writers getting fifteen hundred a
week for acting like hoodlums.

Law. I agree with you.

panny. Huh?

1.aw. We're not writers. We're hacks.
It we weren’t, would I be sitting here
listening to your inarticulate grunts?

arey. Huh?

r.aw. That's exactly what T mean. For
+wo cents, Benson, I'd take the next
train back to Vermont.

1.arny. That's all right with me.
geNson. Will you forget Vermont?

caw. At least I wouldn’t have to sit
around with that in Vermont. Td
write—really write. My God, I wrote
once. T wrote a book. A darn good
book. I was a promising young novel-
ist. O'Brien reprinted three of my

stories.
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1928-1920-1930. And in
1935 I'm writing dialogue for a horse!

rarey (enraged). Now, listen—
roserTi (pleading). Larry—Larry,
take a deep breath. The boys mean

no harm. . . . Exhalel

raw (sniffing). 1 smell carbon mon-
oxide.

L.ARRY. One more crack, that's all—
just one more crack! (Phone rings.)

roserTI (at phone). Hello . . . oh,
yes . . . just a minute. For you, Ben-
son.

pENsoN (taking up phone). Yes,
speaking. Who? Of course, Mrs.
Benson’s check is good. How much
is it for? Thirty-five hundred? Oh!
I hope it was real ermine. . . . Cer:
tainly it’s all right. You put the check
through tomerrow. (Hangs up; dials
phone.)

roserrr (with a feline purr). Ermine
is a nice fur.

(Miss CREWS enters regally; puts let~
ters on desk.)

rarny (grumbling). Miss Crews,
what's keeping C.F.?

aiss crews. He's still up with B.K,
(She exits regally.)

pENsoN (into phone). Jim? Bensony
Listen, sell three of my Municipal
Fives this afternoon, will you? And
put it in my joint account in the
Security. I've got a check to meets
Never mind about that. Il talk to
her. Right. (Hangs up.)

Law. Pearl is certainly spreading
prosperity.

-
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sENsoN. What the hell? She's only
a kid. She's having a good time.
W’hat’s money for? (c.F. enters. C.F.
is, of course, C. ELLIOTT FRIDAY.)

c.k. (briskly). Good morning,
rosETTI (rises). Good morning, C.F.

varry (rises and sits). Hello, C.F.
(BEnson lies on sofa. LAW rises and
salaams Hindu fashion, as popular-
ized by Mr. De Mille.)

c.r. Boys, no antics, please. We've
got a heavy day ahead of us. (Sits
at desk; picks up phone. Into phone)
I don’t want to be disturbed by any-
body—understand? And order some
lunch. A plate of raw carrots, and a
!)E)ttle of certified raw milk. See that
it's raw. Bring enough for everybody.

(About to hang up.)

Law (rises), Just a moment. (Takes
phone) Mr. Benson and Mr. Law
want two cups of chicken broth—
some ham hocks—cabbage—lemon
meringue pie—and some bicarbonate

of soda. (Hangs up; returns to
couch.)

c.r. You're slaughtering yourselves,
boys. You won't be able to think with
tha:t poison in your stomachs, and
we've got to think. I've just seen the
front office. Boys, we're facing a crisis.

ROSETTI (eagerly). Any truth in the
eport, C.E., that Gaumont British
wants to buy the studio?

¢.F. You know as much about it as
I do, Bosetti.

LAW. Why sell? T thought we were
sitting pretty. We're in receivership.
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ROSETTI. Well, I'm going up to see
B.K. I hope you boys gctpa good
story for Larry.

c.r. (ignoring him; c.¥, can ignore
beautifully). As a matter of fact, you
may as well know it. There may be
a reorganization.

BENSON. Again?

¢.F. And you know my position. I'm
the only college-bred man in the
studio. They resent me.

L.aw. The big snobs.

c.E. Just because I've always tried
to do something fine, something dig-
niﬁed, something worth while, I'm
!Jemg hammered on all sides. Boys,
if my next picture fails, I'm out. And
you're out, Lamry. And it won’t do
you boys any good either. Of course
you can always write plays.

raw. I don’t see why not. We never
wrote any.

c.F. | have an idea for a play I want
to discuss with you sometime. You'll
b.e wild about it. Just one set, too—
simple to produce, and practically
anybody can play it. Katharine
Cornell would be marvelous for the
girl. She dies in the first act.

LARRY. Listen here, C.F,, I ain’t in
the theatre. What about my picture?

c.F. Boys, we need a big picture.
Not just a good story. I vf'ganpt to do
something hne—with sweep, with
scope—stark, honest, gripping, adult,
but with plenty of laughs and a little
hokum.

LarrY (hitterly). And no “Did your”

scenes.
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c.#. Something well be proud of.
Not just another picture, but the pic-
ture of the year. A sort of Bengal
Lancer, but as Kipling would have
done it. Maybe we could wire Kipling
and get him to write a few scenes.
It would be darned good publicity.
(PEGGY enters; PEGGY is the manicur-
ist on the lot) Oh, come in . . . come
in, Peggy. (PEcGY puts tray of mani-
curist’s pamphemalia on desk; moves
small chair at o.g.'s side; takes bowl
and exits for water.)

pENsON (in  astonishment). He
doesn’t think we're as good as Kip-

ling.

c.®. (quickly). Mind you, not that T
think Kipling is a great writer. A
storyteller, yes. But greatness? Give
me Proust anytime. Now, boys, how
about a story?

caw. Nestling on your desk for two
weeks there’s a scripl we wrote for
Larry Toms.

rENSON. A beautiful script. That one
with my fingerprints on the cover.

c.®. (picking up script, holding it in
his hands as if weighing it). This?
This won't do.

Law. That's where you're wrong. 1
had it weighed at the A. & P, and
the manager went wild over it.
(c.E. puts script on top of dictograph.
MISS CREWS enters.)

Miss crEws. Excuse me, Mr. Tri-
day, but Casting wants to know how
many midgets you'll need.

g, Cirritably). Midges? I don't
need any midgets.
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ass crews. Casting says you or
dered midgets and they've got them.

c.v. They're crazy. I'm: not doing a
horror story. ( Phone rings; at phoma}
Hello. . . . It's for you, Benson,

BENSON. For me?

a.r. I think it's Mrs. Benson. Listen,
Miss Crews, we're in conference
Please don’t disturb us again.

Miss CREws. Yes, Mr. Friday. (She
exits.)

punson (iuto telephone). Oh, hello,
darling. . .. Yes, 1 know you've been
shopping. . . . Why don’t you try
Woolworth’s? . . . No, I'm not mad.
... Oh, you're taking the dogs for
a walk? That's good. . . . Oh, no, [
can't take you to lunch. I'm in a story
conference. . . . But look, darling, I'm
in a story conference. . . . Hello . ..
(He mops his brow and tries t0
shake off his gloom.)

o.r. How is Mrs. Benson?
pENsoN. Swell.

c.¥. I must get Mis. Friday to in-
vite her over to her French class. All
the wives are taking it up very seris
ously. Gives them something to doj
and as T said to Mrs. Friday: I'm @
linguist—why shouldn’t you be?:
That's the great thing in marriage—
mutual interests. (BENSON crosses 10
couch) OF course, Mrs. Benson isn't
the studious type, is she? Beautiful
girl, though. . . . Where were wer
What was I saying?

pENSON (crosses back to desk; sighsjs
indicates script). You werc saying
that this is one of the greatest picturé
scripts ever written. ‘

S

C.F. (with a superior smile). Now,
just a minute—

caw (quickly). And do you know
why? Because it's the same story
Larry Toms has been doing for years,

BENsoN. We know it's good.

raw. Griffith used it. Lubitsch used
it. And Eisenstein’s coming around to
it.

BENSON. Boy meets girl. Boy loses

girl. Boy gets girl.

vaw. The great American fairy tale.
Sends the audience back to the re-
lief rolls in a happy frame of mind.

BENsoN. And why not?

raw. The greatest escape formula
ever worked out in the history of
civilization . . .

c.¥. Of course, if you put it that way
. . . but, boys, it's hackneyed,

raw. You mean classic.

c.B. Ciriumphantly). Hamlet is a
classic—but it isn’t hackneyed!

Law. Hamlet isn’t hackneyed? Why,
I'd be ashamed to use that poison gag.
He lifted that right out of the Italians,
(pECCY enlers and crosses to her
chair and sits) Ask Peggy. (PEcey
puts the bowl now half filled with
water down on the desk.)

nenson. Yes, let's ask Peggy . . .
if she wants to see Larry Toms in a
different story. She’s your audience.

recey, Don’t ask me anything, Mr.
Benson. I've got the damnedest tooth-
ache. (She takes c.®.’s hand and
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looks up at him suddenly) Relax!
(She begins filing.) i

BENSON (wheedling). But, Peggy.
you go to pictures, don’t you?

pEGGY, No.

BENSON. But you've seen Laxry’s pic-
tures and enjoyed them?

rEGGY. No.

BENSON.
have .

. . . As millions of others

paw. Why, one man sent him a rope
all the way from Manila—with in-
structions.

c.7. Boys, this isn’t getting us any-
where.

BENSON (assuming the manner of a
district attorney; barking at PEGGY).
Peggy, do you mean to sit there and
tell me you haven't seen one Larry
Toms picture?

PEGGY. I saw one.
BENsoN. Ah!
rEGGY. Night in Death Valley.

rEnsoN, This isn't getting us any
where, eh? How would you like to
see Night in Death Valley again—

with a new title?
rEGGY. I wouldn't.

sENsoN. That's all. Step down.
(Crosses to couch; slaps LAw on
shoulder) May I point out to this
court that the body was found only
two feet away, in an open field, with
every door and window shut? (To
raw) Your witness. (He exits.)
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Law C(rises). I've got to sec a man
about a woman. (He exits, Our writ-
ers have vanished. They love to van-
ish from story conferences.)

c.B. (rises). Come back here! (Picks
up phone.)

LARRY. That's what I mean—clown-
ing.

c.e. (at phone). Miss Crews, leave
word at the gate Benson and Law are
not to be allowed off the lot. They're
to come right back to my office.

(Hangs up.)
varry. Why do you stand for it?

c.r. Larry, those boys are crazy, but
they've got something,

LARRY, They've been fired off every
other lot.

c.®. I'll fire them off this one, after
they've produced a story. I've made
up my mind to that. Meanwhile, pa-
tience.

rarry. That's easy to say.

c.F. You can’t quibble with the ar-
tistic temperament when it produces.

LarrY (grumbling). Theyve been
preducing nothing but  trouble
around here.

(vounc ACTOR enters in the resplend-
ent wuniform of the Coldstream
Guards. His name is ropNey. Both
uniform and actor explain themselves
as the play proceeds.)

mi1ss crEws, Right in here.
rooNEY. How do you do?

c.¥. What do you want?
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ropNEY. Why, Wardrobe sent me.
Do you approve the uniform?

c.F. Uniform for what?
ropNry. Young England.

c.E. You see, Larry—three pictures in
production—all going on at the same
time—I'm standing on my head—and
then they wonder what’s wrong with
the industry. (Rises; barks at noo-
NEY) Stand over there. (m1ss crews
exits. ©.®. surveys the actor ju-
dicially) T can’t say I like the h_at.
(He is referring, of course, to the
awe-inspiring busby.)

RODNEY (mildly). The hat is authen-
tic, sir.

c.r. I still don’t like it. You can't
photograph it. (Phone rings) Yes—
What midgets? I didn’t send out any.
call for midgets. Get 1id of them,
(Hangs up. He jiggles the phone)
Get me Wardrobe. (Hubbub is
heard outside window) Who's mak-
ing all that noise? (rrcey goes to the
window) This is C.F.—I don't like
the hat.—I don’t care if it’s authentic
or not— Who's making all that noise?

prEGeY (at window). Midgets.

¢.F. (into phone). Change the hat,
. -+ You can’t photograph it. . .,
We want to see faces, not haty
(Hangs up. Stone crashes through
the window left) Good God! Some:
body’s thrown a rock through my
window. (To ropney) Here, you=
pull down those blinds. -

rooNEY (always the little gentles
man). Yes, sir.

c.r. (in phone). Get me Casting. . .|
Thisis C.F. ... Somebody’s thrown

l
|
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a rock through my window. One of
.the midgets. Of course they're in-
dignant! Sour grapes! I'm telling you
to get rid of them. (Hangs up.)

rooNEY. What shall T tell Wardrobe,
sir?

c.F. Tell them T don’t like the hat.

RODNEY (smiles diffidently). Well,
it’s very peculiar that vou should take
umbrage at the hat as it happens to
be the only correct item in the entire
outfit.

c.F. What's that?

RoDNEY. This coat doesn’t hang prop-
erly—these buttons are far too large.
These shoulder straps are absurd, of
course. And the boots . . , if I may
say s0 . . . are too utterly fantastic.
Any Guardsman would swoon away
at the sight of them,

c.F. So!

RoDNEY. The hat, however, is
authentic.

c.r. It is, eh? _VVhat’s your salary.

RODNEY. As I understand it, I'm to
receive seven dollars a day Monday
and Tuesday, when 1 speak no lines,
and fifteen dollars a day Thursday,
Friday and Saturday, when 1 pro-
pose a toast,

¢.®. And you're telling a fifty-thou-
sand-dollar-a-year man how to run
his picture. Look here—I spent two
weeks in London, my man, at the
Savoy, and 1 watched them change
the Guards, personatly.

robNEY. At the Savoy?
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c.F. Young man, we have a techni-
cal adviser on this picture, And
doesn’t happen to be you,
RODNEY. Quite. He's g splendid fel-
low, but he’s a third-generation Ca-

nadian. He’s never even boen to
London.

c.F. So you don't like the unilorm
and you don’t like the technical ox
pert. (Smoothly) What's your name?

RopNEY. Rodney Bevan., Of course,
it's a sort of nom de plume, or nom
de guerre—

c.F. Rodney Bevan. (Picks up phone)
Give me Casting. . . , This is C.F,
Extra here by the name of Rodney
Bevan doesn’t like his uniform. Fire
him.

RODNEY (aghast). Fire? Have you
given me the sack?

a.F. I've enough trouble without
extras telling me how to make pic:
tures. That's the trouble with this
business, A man spends his life at it,
and anybody can walk in and tell him
how to run it

RODNEY. But I merel suggested—
(mM1ss crEws enters.§

Mi1ss CREwS. Mr. Green and Mr.
Slade are outside, Mr. Friday. They

want you to hear the song.

RODNEY. I've waited a long time for
this opening—

c.r. Get out! (To mi1ss crEWS) I'm
in no mood for music. (GrREEN and
SLADE entfer.)

creEN. We've got it, and you're go-
ing to listen. If you don't like it,
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Schulberg’s nuts about it. (_SLADE
crosses to piano and starts playing the
song) We wrote it for Young FEng-
land, but it’s flexible— Flexible as
hell.

(1SS CREWS exiis. RODNEY turns for-
lornly and fades out through the door.
What else can he do?)

c.r. Boys, I'm in no mood for—

cnEeN. It's a touching little thing,
but, boy, what power! There's a
“Pain in My Heart, and My Heart's
on My Sleeve” Like the title?
(sLADE is one of those who glues
himself to a piano. He's all pasied
together mow, and his fingers fly.
GREEN sings with all the fervid sin-
cerity of Georgie [essel with a cold.)

You promised love undying,

And begged me to believe;

Then you left, and left me crying

With a pain in my heart, and my
heart on my sleeve.

Tt isn't right to show it,

To flaunt the way I grieve;

But the world will quickly know it,

for the pain’s in my heart and my
heart on my sleeve.

T confess that I'm a mess—

The way I lived my life,

But what does it matter?

Yes, I guess that happiness

Is only for a wile;

Sorrow isn’t served on a silver platter.

T really shouldn’t blame you

Pecause you chose to leave;

But one thing forever will shame
i

It's the pain in my heart, and my
heart on my sleeve.

(During the song MISs CREWS enters
with glass of orange juice. She crosses
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around desk, puts glass in front of
C.E., gets book from lower drawer.}

a.F. (as creEEN finishes song). Miss
Crews, get hold of Benson and Law!
(MISS CREWS exits.)

Larry (as the din grows). I've
worked for Biograph. . .. I've worked
for Monogram. . . . I've worked
for Columbia. T've worked
for Warners. . . . I've worked for
Metro . . . but a screwier outfit T
never did sce! (BENSON and Law en-
ter in costume of beefeaters. They;
too, wear bushies.) '

c.v. (whose nails are being buffed)
What do you want? (At the musis
cians) Quiet! (At the bushies, fon
c.v. doesn't deign to look at actors’
faces) T told Wardrobe I don’t like

the hats.
pEnsoN. He doesn’t like the hats.

raw. Call Jock Whitney. We want
to be in color,

o.F. (exasperated). For God's salkel
This is a fine time to be masquerad:
ing.

pENsoN (leaping into character; picks
ing up stone). Wait! What a prefty
stone! 1 wonder where that camd
from.

raw (in his own big scene), T wont
der.

BENsON (iransporting himself to thi

desert). 1 think we've found goldi
partner. :

raw (grabbing for it). Gold!

sENsoN. Stand back—you desert mt[
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LAw. Gold—after all these years! P'm
going mad . . . mad . . . mad. ...

c.r. Oh, stop it, boys.

LARRY (suddenly inspired. To c.p.).
I wouldn’t be surprised if they threw
that there rock through the window.

BENsoN. What an innuendol

c.r. You didn’t do that, did you,
boys? Smash my Vita-glass?

raw. To think—after all these years
of loyal, faithful service— [a
Toms, you ought to be ashamed!

BENSON. The man with the poison-

pen mind. We're going to tell Louella
Parsons on you. -

o.F. (impatiently). Very well . . .
very well. . . , But I still have my

suspicions. (Snaps) Now what about
our story?

BEnsoN. Right here. (Indicating
script on desk.)

Law (takes a statuette {rom top of
desk). Mr. Benson, for the most bril-
liant script of the year, the Academy
takes great pleasure in Prescnting to
you this little gargoyle—

pENSON. Wrap it up, please,
(raw drops it in LARRY'S hat and
stands back of couch. Music plays.)

LARRY (rising in a dither). Now, lis-
ten—

(c.F. crosses below desk, retrieves
statue, places it back on desk.)

GREEN (0 SLADE at piano). What
do you say to this, Otto, for the sec-
ond chorus:

e Airtio (R 5t 2
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Yes, I've been kissed,

But like Oliver Twist,

I'm still erying for more.

(Without waiting for an answer, to

al;')? How did you like the song,

Law. Darn good, Can you play Over
the Ter;es?b ol

c.F. Boys, can’t you be sensible for
a moment? You're trying my pa-
tience. What about our story?

LAw. What about it? It’s a rich, pro-
tean part for Larry.

LARRY, It just don’t make sense.

Law. I resent that as a gentleman and
a grammarian.

c.F. Now really, boys, 'm tolerant,
but I've got to see results. I'm not
one to put the creative urge in a
strait jacket. But you've been fired off
every other lot in this industry for
your pranks. Perhaps you've forgot-
ten, Benson, but when I hired you\ for
this job you promised me to behave in
no uncertain terms. And vou prom-
ised me Law would toe the line. Now,
I'm warning you, hoys, Let’s get to
work. Let’s “concentrate. (Crosses
above desk to chair back of desk)
Do you realize you boys are making
more than the President of the United
States?

raw. But look at the fun he’s hav-
ingl

LARRY (angrily), Now looka here—

%RE];,I;T How do you like the song,

c.¥. It Jacks body.
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raw. No breasts.
n.p. That's exactly it— Pallid.
creeN., Come on, Otto.

sLADE (starts for door). This isn't my
idea of a fair andition.

creEN. Waitll they hear it at the
Cocoanut Grove. They'll be sorry.
(GREEN and SLADE exit. PEGGY enters
and Law, humming “"Merry Widow,”
intercepts her, dances a few meas-
ures with her.)

c.r. Listen, boys—we've had enough
of this.

(susie enters carrying a tray. SUSIE
is @ waitress. We worship susie. Why
describe her? We'll tell you what
she wears—the full-blown costume
of a Hollywood waitress. Of her
blonde fragility, her iniricate but
blameless sex life, and the ineffable
charm of her touching naiveté we
won't say a word.)

vaw. Lunchl!

gEnsoN. Grub! Susie, I love you.
(pECCY exits. She never comes back.

Why should she?)

c.F. Wait a minute—wait a minute—
(Law gets end table and places it in
front of couch. BENSON takes tray
from susi.)

suste (weakly). Please, Mr. Benson,
be careful.

raw. Put that tray right down here.
susig (quavering). Thanks. . . . It's
not very heavy . . . (She then col-
lapses neatly on the floor.)

c.r. Good Lord!
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vaw (bending over her). Susie— °

Susie—

sEnsoN (grabbing phone). Get the ‘

doctor over here—rtight away—

raw. Somebody give me water.
(BENSON takes glass from tray on
table.)

c.k. (disapprovingly). This is a
nice thing to happen in my office.
. . . Who is this girl, anyway?

Law (putting water to her as he
kneels beside her). Come on, Susie:

(Lifting her head up to glass.

rAarRY (whose father wrote letters 10
the papers). That commissary
shouldn’t employ people with epi

lepsy.

a.r. (hitter, still). T had an actor who
did that to me once. Held up my
shooting schedule fourteen days.

raw. She's all right. Here.

susie. Did you all get napkins?
(Opens her eyes for the first time.)

pENsoN. Now, Susie—get into thil
chair.

susie. Thanks. (She sits.)

o.F. (sharply). What's wrong with

you, young woman?

suste (still quavering). Nothing. . .4
I'm much better now. . . . Thanks

c.7. Where's that doctor?

susie. Did you call for a doctor? Yol
didn’t have to.

c.r. Do you get these epileptic fitd
~Fren?

BOY
susie. I didn’t have an epileptic fit.

¢.F. Then what's wrong with you?

susie. There’s nothing wrong . . .
it's only natural,

c.¥. Only natural for you to come
into my office and collapse on the
floor.

suste. Oh, no, sir . . . it's only natural
for you to feel sick when you're go-
ing to have a baby.

Law. A baby!

BENSON. Susie, you're not going to

have a babyl
susie. That's what they told me. . . .

BENSON. Susie’s going to have a

baby!
raw. Let’s get drunkl

c.v, (into phone). Tell that doctor
not to come. You heard me. I don’t
want him. (He hangs up) I won't
have my office converted into a ma-
ternity ward! (He turns on susig) 1
don’t think much of your husband—
letting you work at a time like this!

susie. Oh, but I haven’t got a hus-
band.

c.¥. Huh?

suste (rises). You'd better eat your
lunch before it gets cold. Have you
all got napkins?

Law Chumbly). The new generation!
Faces the facts of nature without
squeamishness, without subterfuge.
“T haven't got a husband,” she says.
“It’s only natural,” she says. “I'm go-
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ing to have a baby.” . . . Susie, you're
magnificent.

susik. I'm quitting at the end of the
week so I thought I'd tell everybody
why. T wouldn’t want them to think
I was discontented.

raw. Our little mother!
susie. Oh, don't make fun of me,

raw (rises). Fun? I've never been so
tﬁOL:iChed in my life. Susie, I feel puri-
ed.

BENSON. Susie—can we be godfather?

suste. Do you mean it?

BENSON. Do we mean it? We haven’t
got a baby. And we've been collabo-
rating for years,

susik. Oh, I think that would be won-
derful for Happy to have writers for
a godfather.

BENSON. Happy?

susie. I'm going to call him Happy—
even if he’s a girl. Because I want
him to be happy—even if he's a girl.

BENSON. Beautifull A  beautiful
thought! Where are you going to
have this baby, Susie?

susik. In the County Hospital. It's all
fixed. I was very lucky because I've
only lived in the county three months
and I'm not eligible.

c.¥. Now, listen, boys—enough of
this.

Law (into phone). Give me the
Cedars of Lebanon Hospital—and
make it snappy.

W oS siEy
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pEnson  (jubiliant).
baby!

Ve've got a

c.B. Just a minute. FHang up that
phone. (BEnson  good-naturedly
brushes his arm down.)

raw. Dr. Marx, please. . . . Willy,
this is Law of Benson and Law. Re-
serve the best suite in the house for
us. I'm serious. Dead serious, A little
friend of ours is going to have a
baby and we want the goddamned-
est confinement you've got in
stock

BENSON. Day and night nurse.

pLaw (To BEnson) And not the one
with the buck teeth ecither. She's
dynamite. (Into phone) We want
everything that Gloria Swanson had
—only double. What's that? Bill?
Bill the studio, of course. (He hangs

up.)

c.r. You'll do no such thing! What
kind of a gag is this?

(MIss CREWS enters.)

siss crEws. Do you want to hear the
trumpet call? The men are here.
Music Department wants your O.K.

c.p. Trumpets?
miss crews. For Young England.

c.¥. Look here—I haven’t time to lis-
ten to them now. Come back here at
two o'clock. And give it tc me from
out there. I don’t want them blast-
ing in my ear.

(Meanwhile srnsoN and Law have
been in whispered conference.)

miss CrEws. Yes, Mr. Friday.
(Exits.)
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c.r. Now, boys—let’s get together on
this. (Turns on susig from below
desk) And you—what are you sitting
here for? Get out! (susie tries to
rise.)

raw. Sit right where you are.
(Crosses to front of desk) Don’t you
bark at our inspiration! We've got it!

c.®7. What?

raw (with mounting excitement).

A baby!

c.r. Boys, I'm a patient man, but
you're trying me.

sENsoN (awed). Larry Toms and a
baby!

Law (to c.¥.) Do you see it?

ranrry (bellowing). Wait a minute
—wait a minute!

Law (quickly). He finds a baby—in
the Rockies—

BENSON (inspired; quickly to c.p.)
Girl with a2 no-good gambler—out
of Las Vegas—has a baby . . . gam
bler is killed. Girl leaves i;aby on the
ranger's door step. Larry is the
ranger.

raw (dramatizing it all). My God,
he says—a baby!

nENsoN (awed). A baby!
r.aw. The most precious thing in life,
The cutest, God-damn little bastard

you €ver saw.

pENson. Tugging at every mother's
heart. And every potential mother.

Law. And who isn't?
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BENSON. A love story between Larry
and the baby—

Law. The two outcasts! Get it}

BENSON. And then he meets the
mother!

raw. She wants her baby back.

BENSON. She’s been through the fires

of hell.

Law. The man she loved . . . let
her down. . ,

BENSON. She hates men . . .
men. . .

all

LAw. She won't look at Larry.

BENSON (to 1ARRY). No. There she
sits . . . bitter, brooding, cynical, but
underneath—a mother’s heart.

Law. Out on the Rockies—

BENSON. The hell with the Rockies
—back to the Foreign Legion!

Law. Right! Larry’s joined to forget.
He's out on the march. We can use
all that stock stuff—and he finds a
baby!

BENsoN. He's gone off to fight the
Riffs.

raw. The hell with

Ethiopians!

the Riffs!

BENSON. Stick to the Riffs. We don’t
want any race problem.

raw. Right! She doesn’t know if he's
coming back.

BENSON. She’s waiting—waiting!
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Law. We cut to the Riffs—

BENSON. Cut back—

IiAW (to BENson). Right into the bat-
tle.

BENSON (really inspired now). His
father’s the Colonel!

raw, Talk about Kipling—

BENSON. Talk about scope—sweep—
what a set-up!

1AW, A love story!

BENSON. A great love story!

Law. Mary Magdalen of the Foreign
Legion and the West Point man wha
wanted to forget!

BENSON (rises). The baby brings
them together, splits them apart,
brings them together—

raw. Boy meets girl—

BENSON. Boy loses girl--

Law. Boy gets girl!

a.v, (rising in excitement). Boys, 1
think you've got something! Let's g0
up and try it on B.K. while it's hot.

Law. Let’s gol (They move forward.)

LARRY (crosses to behind couch).
Wait a minute—you can’t act with a
baby. They steal every scene— Look
what happened to Chevalier.

Law. Are you selling motherhood
short? (LAw, BENSON and o.7. exit
through next speech.)
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varry. Theyll be looking at the
baby when they should be looking
at me. 1 tell you—I won't play it.
(Follows off. susi tries to rise, now
she is left alone. She sits down again.
ropNEY, in the Coldsiream Guards
uniform, enters. SUSIE trns.)

nopnzy. Oh, I'm sorry. T hope I
didn’t startle you.

susie. Oh, no. (Then, as he looks
at ¢.E.'s desk). They all stepped out
and they didn't even touch their
tunch.

rooney (licking his lips involun-
tarily). Lunch?— You don't happen
to know when Mr. Friday is coming
back?

suste. No, I don’t.

rooney. I did want to see him. It's
rather urgent. Do you mind if I
wait here?

sustE. No, of course not. (He seats
himself on couch, near a tray. There
is an awkward silence. susiB stares
straight ahead. RODNEY plays with a
cracker. Finally susi breaks the si-

lence) What are you supposed to be?

ropxey. Eh? Oh! That’s just it. . . .
I'm supposed to be a Buckingham
Palace Guard, sergeant major— (He
pops the cracker into his mouth and
swallows it. susiE looks at him
rather intently) Good Lord! What
am I doing?

srrste. You're eating Mr. Friday's
cracker,

ropNEY. I'm awfully sorry. T don’t
understand how I—

suste. You must be very hungry.
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ropNEY. Not a bit. Not at all.
susie. You look hungry.

nopNEY. Do I?

susie. Why don’t you have some-
thing? They'll never eat it. They're
always sending things back they or-
der—never even touched.

roDNEY. Really?

susiz. You'll only be doing me a
favor.

nopNeY. Oh?
susie. I won't have so much to carry
back to the commissary. Sometimes

T think I carry back more than [
bring.

ropney. You're pulling my leg, of
course.

suste. What did you say?
ropNEY. You're not really a waitress,
susie. Sure T am.

nopNey (triumphantly). Waitresse
don’t usually sit in prodncers’ offices,

susis. They do when they don’t feel
well.

ropney. You don't feel well? Oh, I'm
sorry. Is there anything I can do?

susiz. No, thanks.

nopNEY. But what's wrong?

susie. Oh, there’s no use telling you
I told Mr. Friday and he made such

a fuss about it T guess I better keep
it to myself.
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rODNEY. I'm afraid I don't quite un-
derstand.

susik. Tty the chicken soup. It’s very
good.

RODNEY. Are you seriously suggesting
that T filch some of this broth?

susie. We make it special for B.K.
with nine chickens.

nopNey., Well, dash it, T will eat it.
Just to make the joke good! (He
laughs weakly and picks up the bowl
and puts it to his lips, and sips it.)
suste (warningly). It's hot!

ropNEY (now quite gay). So I've
learned.

suste. When did you eat last?

vopNEY (lying, of course). I had my
kanch an hour ago.

susie. Have some crackers with it.
ropNEY. Thanks.

susie. You're English, aren’t you?
RODNEY. Yes, of course.

susie. So is Ronald Colman.
nooNey (bolting his food). So he is.

susie. I like the way the English
taik.

nopNEY. Do you?
susie. It’s very soothing.

ropNeEy. What an idea!
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susie. Of course, that's only my
idea. I'm very ignorant.

RODNEY. Oh, please don'’t say that.
I think you're very intelligent.

susté. Oh, I'm intelligent. But I
don’t know anything.

RODNEY. You're an extraordinary girl.
suste. I've never been to high school.

ropNEY (gallantly). May I say that’
the high school’s loss? . 3

susie. But some day I'll go to high
school. That's my secret ambition.
Try the ham hocks. The coock eats
them himself. He comes from
Czechoslovakia.

RODNEY. Does he really? Look here—
I'feel an awful swine guzzling by my-
self. Won'’t you join me? L

susie. Well, I'm not very hungry,
but I can eat. d

RODNEY. Good! (He rises and ad-
justs a chair for her.)

susie. It’s funny how I keep on eat-
ing.

RODNEY. Some ham hocks?

susie. No. Happy doesn’t like ham.
He likes milk.

RODNEY (mystified). 1 beg your par-
don? (But he doesn’t press the poi};t)
Did you say milk?

susie. Yes. Milk.

RODNEY (as heé pours). There you
are,
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sustg, Thanks.
ropNEY. Cozy, this—what?
susts. It's good milk. Have some.

3 H)
ropnEY. Do you know, 1 think you're
the most extraordinary girl I ever met.

susie, Why?

. )
ropNEY. You're so kind. You're so
i 51 irls one
direct, so sincere. Most g1r]d
meets play about with words so.
They're so infernally smart. They
make one feel like a worm.

susiE. Of course, I'm different on
account of my condition. Most girls
aren’t in my condition.

ropNEy. Your condition?

suste. The minute I found out about
Happy I said to myself: I'm going to
be very good and very sincere, be-
canse then Happy will be very good

and very sincere.

ropNEY. I'm afraid I don't quite fol-
low.

susie (sighing). Nobody does.

ropNEy. Eh? Oh, yes. . . . As T

was saying— What was I saying?

susie (looking into his eyes and feel-
ing strangely stirred). Have some

mustard.

rRopNEY. Do you know, I must con-
fess. T was hungry. As a matter of
fact, I was close to wiring home for
funds today., But I didn’t. (Looks

very determined, righteous.)

BELLA AND SAMUEL SPEWACK

susie. You mean you need money,
and you can get it—and you won't
wire for it?

roDNEY. I can’t—and keep my pride.
I told them 1 was on my own. You
see, my family didn't want me o
act. Not that they've any prejudices
against the stage—or the films, Not at
all. In fact, one of my aunts was a
Caiety girl. Quite all right. B’ut they
don’t think I can act. That's what
hurts.

susie. Can you act?

rooNey. No.

susit. Not at all?

nropwNey. Not at all. I'm awful!
susie. Oh, that's too bad.

ropNEY. But I only realized it in the
stock company . . . out in Pasadena.
1 was the worst member of the com-
pany. At first I thought it. was be-
cause they were always giving me
character parts—American gangsters
—and that sort of thing. And then one
weck 1 played a Cambridge under-
graduate. And, mind you, I've been a
Cambridge undergraduate. And do
you know that T was utterly uncon-
:aincing?

susie. Then why don't you give it
up?

RODNEY. Pride.
suste. I can understand that— Pride.
ropNEY. Can you really?

susie. Sure I can.
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RopNEY. That's why I simply must
see Mr. Friday. (Suddenly) Look
here— (He fakes a book from
couch and opens it) Look at this
color plate. Does this uniform re-
motely resemble the one I'm wear-
ing? (He crosses down right.)

susii (looks at boolk; then at nop-
NEY). Yes, | think so.

RODNEY (erosses to her left). But, my
dear girl, look at the coat and the
buttons—and the boots—note the
heels—and look at mine. (Steps
back.)

susie. Well, come to think of it, I
guess it is different.

RODNEY. Of course. And I've taken
this book right out of their own re-
search department. When I show this
to Mr. Friday he's bound to be sport
ing enough to admit an error,

susie, Oh, sure,

RODNEY (leaning over her). You see,
all I want is to appear 1n one picture
—and then I can tell the family: “T've

done it. But it’s not good enough.
? - LB 4 = )

I'm Chuckmg it.” But I'll have my
pride.

susik (gazing at him). I sce.

rRopNEY. Oh . . . I say . . . I'm not
'b()ring you?

susik. Oh, no. Finish your ham.

ropNEY., Ehl Oh! Don’t mind if I
do. A bit of pie for you? (He ex-
tends plate with fork.)

suste (brightly. Almost flirting),
Well, T'll try. (She smiles at him and

he at her, fork poised in mid-air.)
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RODNEY. Do you know, T've never
enjoyed a lunch quite as much as
this one—thanks to you. CSuddenly)
Would it bore you if I tried out my
lines—in Young England, you know?

suste. Oh, no.

RODNEY. Very well. (He rises, hold,
ing glass of milk) Gentlemen, the
Queen— (FHe waits,)

susik. Is that all?

RoDNEY. That’s all. But of course |
could say: “Gentlemen, T give you
the Queen.” Tatten up the part a bit,
what? , . . Gentlemen, T give you the
Queen! . . . Sounds rather better,
doesn’t it? (Then with profound
bass) Gentlemen, I give you the
Queen!

(Larny enters followed by a.r. c.r.
stares.)

LARRY. I don’t cotton to the whole
idea, and if B.K.’s got any sense, he
won't listen to those maniacs,

c¢.¥. What's going on here?

ropNEY. How'd you do. . . . T, . |
L. . (Puts glass of milk back on
tray.)

o.F. What is this? A téte-d-téte in
my office! Good Gad! You've been
drinking my milkl

susia. It's al] right, Mr, Friday. I
told him he could have it,

c.F. You told him?

RODNEY, I'm awfully sorry. I owe you
an apology, and money, of course,
Will you ‘accept my L.OU.? And I
have the book—from Research. I can
show you the really authentic uni-

—

ey
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form. I'm sure if you study this—
(susik finds the page and hands book
{0 RODNEY.)

c.r. I've a good mind to call the
studio police.

susie (rises). Oh, please don't do
that, Mr. Friday.

1aRRY. That's what you get for hav-
ing foreign actors around. Take the
food right out of your mouth!

ropNEY. I'm terribly sorry, of course.

c.r. Get out!

ropNey. I realize there’s nothing 1
~an say— (He turns to SUSIE) except
—my eternal gratitude. (He grabs
her by the hand and shakes it. Exits.)

suste. Oh, you shouldn’t have done
that. He's been having a terrible
time.

c.¥. (glaring at susie). Get these
dishes out of here,

suste (meekly). Yes, sir. (She be-
gins piling up dishes on tray.)

rarry. The idea of a baby! The more
I think of it, the less I like it.

a.®. (crosses to chair at desk). Larry,
voure driving me into a nervous
breakdown. T had to take you out of
B.K.’s office so you'd stop arguing be-

fore he could make a decision.

rarry. There’s nothing to decision.
I won't play it.

o.x. If B.K. likes the idea, you'll play
it.

LARRY. Maybe—and maybe not. I'm
willing to bet ten to one right now
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B.K. kicks the whole story in the
ash can. He'’s no fool. (BENsoN and
1AW enier in shirt sleeves. They've
obviously had a hot session with
B.K.)

sENson. Sold! Lock, stock and baby!
B.K. says it's the best mother-love
story he’s heard in years.

LARRY. What? What's that?

Law (magnificently). Susie, put that
tray down!

susie. Please, Mr. Law, I've got to
get back to the commissary.

Larry. You sold him that story, huh?
peENson. Lie down, actor!
Lanny. I'll see about this. (He exits.)

pensoN. Now listen, Susie—and lis-
ten carefully.

vaw. Let me tell her, will you? (He
faces her) Susie, nature meant you
for a sucker. You were designed to
get the short end of the stick. The girl
who gets slapped.

pEnsoN (gquickly). But we're chang:
ing all that.

raw. Susie, in real life, you'd have
your baby in the County Hospital
. . . get yourself a job, if lucky, with
a philanthropic Iowa family of four-
teen adults and twelve minors for
twenty bucks a month. And when
your grateful son grew up he'd squirt
tobacco juice in your eye and join the

Navy.

nensoN. There you go with your
God-damn realism. (Turns to susig
with paper and vencil) Sign, please—
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susie, Here? (She signs; and 1}
turns, brightly) \Nhat%s it?m o

BENSON. Just a power of attorney
authonzm-g us to deal for you in all
matters with this studio.

o.F. What power of attorney? What
are you boys up to?

taw. We said to ourselves upstairs—
why shouldn’t Susie ! tE

things of life? R e ggad
BENSON. After all, we're godfathers,

suste. I don't feel very good.

Law. Get this, Susie. We've ]
a story about a baby, B

BENSON. Sweetest story ever told|
LAw. A new-born baby.

BENSON. Brand new.

Law, We're going to watch that bab
—the first hair—the first tooth—the
first smile—

BENSON. The same baby. No switch-
ing—first time in the history of pic-
tures, That baby’s going to grow u

before your eyes. 2

;.Axv._Opcn up like 4 dower. . . .
Just like the Dionne quintuplets,

BENSON. Minute he’s born we set the
cameras on him. We stay with him—
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Law. That baby's going to gurele
google and drool his w%ay t% stZrdzE;j!

susie. But—

Law, And that baby, Susie. ;
7 ‘ v, Susie,
Happy. Upstairs in B.K.'s office wlg

put your unborn child into pictures!

SUSIE (tmnsporred). Happy—in pic-
tures! Ch—that's {:Eﬁd({?ﬁgﬁ

(Then, with a sudden gasp) Ohl

Law (quickly) Susie! What's the
matter?

susie. I don’t know . . . 1. .. ]
l:l: . I don’t feel so good . . . T
oo R S T broken

words, susig tells all, pENson helps
susmjto lie on couch. vaw looks over
SUsIE’s skoulder; whistles; runs 1o
phone.) v

Law (into phone), Emergency! Get
the ambulance over to Mr. Friday's

office right away—get the doctor—get
the nurse. .

C.F. (staring). What is it? In my of-
tice. Good Gad! Miss Crews! CDoOor

opens.)

Miss cREws (at door). The trumpets
are herel :
(Trumpets sound thewr
clarion call.)

triunphant
LAW (through the Wagnerian brass,

10 BENSON, M L :
it aweld). Happy's on hiu

CURTAIN
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ACT TWO
SCENE I

We are in your neighborhood thearr.e, 561{6?420;:52;@26;;1 BETIRE
in 7i motion-picty ;
As the curtain rises we face a

i Ul ar us:
¥ o ihe ; nge h Iﬂ 1‘ng 7 I S p P
accomplzni nent o H e on h a g 3 tnese g ¥ title oy out at us:

I You Lixep Harry
N
“Wanperine HEarts”
You'tr, Aponre Him
N
“Gorpex Nuccrt”

i i eigh-
This is what is known as a trailer, in techmcal.terms. It z}sl ShE:;:JgnCﬁs;mirs
borlljood theatres prior to the release of the %Ctﬂﬂ so that
will be teased into returning the following w;e}; o Foksor, momrnit S
There are, of cowrse, beautifully composed s ots I:PY " ani ool
spaces, and fnally we come upon a series of close-ups of HAPPY,
)

these titles dance:

Harpy!
HAPPY!
HAPPY!

The sound track blares forth “Ride of the Valkyries.”

Crown Privce or Comepy!
Kme orF TraceDpy!
EmpEROR OF EMoTION!

j God
ust prior to these titles we have seen a Chinese, u.zho hasT e}znergeevir]‘zf% eao{‘i-
{mou?s where, but what is a ranch without a Chinese? e gen
£}

that the Chinese finds narey on the doorstep and c?@imuvﬁ%cutes his dig
covery to LaRRY Toms. There follows a title which explains all:

Tue Deserr Warr Wao Mape
A SorTiE oF A Bap Man
The picture is further described as:

Tue Bie GoLp STRIR}
oF Motuer Love

BOY MEETS GIRL
We see horses galloping, men falling, revolvers barking,
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and mice, big, wavy

TaRILLS

CHir1s

The credit card is as follows:

From A Swory sy H, G, WazLLs
ApArTED BY . CaRLYLE Brnsox AND Ronerr Law
DirecTEp BY SERGE Boropoxov

rnd, appropriately enough, in solitary grandeur:

Probucenp sy C. Errior Fripay

SCENE 11

The screen lifts, and once more we are in MR. FRIDAY's office,
C.F. is at his desk, miss crEws is seated upstage and at desk; ppN-
SON is on the couch beside Larry, ROSETTI is seated on the piano bench.

BENSON. Read those figures, Miss
Crews.

MIss crEws. Eighty-two thousand
at the Music Hall, Forty-cight thou-

sand five hundred and thirty—eight in
Des Moines.

BENsoN. Without a stage show.,

LARRY. I always went big in Des
Moines.

MISS CREWS. Twenty-cight thou-
sand in Newark.

1aRRY. That’s one of my big towns.
Miss  cr: ws. Forty-two thousand
three hundred and eighty—four in

San Francisco.

Larry. I'm big there, ton.

MIss CREWS. Twenty-six thousand
eight hundred and seventy-five in
Detroit.

BENSON (fo c.r.). And you sit there
and tell me Happy isn’t worth thirty-
five hundred a week?

c.¥. But, Benson, be reasonable. |
can't go to B.K. with any such fan-
tastic figure,

BENSON (sighing). Read that list
again, Miss Crews,

a.¥. Never mind, Miss Crews.

Lanry. What about me? Wandering
Hearts was my picture, wasn't it?
Folks came to ‘see me. They didn't
come to see Happy.

BENSON (taking “Variety” from his
pocket). Let me read “Variety” to
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the assembled multitude. UV.amIeri?zg
Hearts socko in Minneapolis despite
Larry Toms .

£ Arry. Huh?

pENsoN. Mexico nuts about Happy
but no like Larry Toms—

Larry. Where? Where does it say
that? (He takes paper. ROSETTI rises
and looks over LARRY's shoulder.)

pENsoN. This is an accidental busi-
ness in an accidental world. Happy
is going to get it while it’s hot.

c.r. Benson, you owe me something.
sexsoN. What?

c.r. Cratitude. . . . After all, the
idea of a baby was mine—more or
less.

pENsoN. More or less.
c.v. I made that baby act.
pexsoN. All right, Svengali.

c.r. Shall we say three hundred a
week for Happy?

sENson. Shall we say thirty-five hun-
dred a week for Happy?

c.F. I've a good mind to have you
thrown out of this studio.

neNson. All right. Happy goes with
us. We've still got that power of
attorney.

c.r. Of course, I didn’t mean that
literally.

pensoN. I did. (Telephone rings.)

¢.¥. Hello. . . . Yes, Miss Goodwin.
. . . What? You can’t write about
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Brussels because you've never been
there? My dear girl, why do you
think we have a research depart-
ment? After all, Bernard Shaw wrote
Don Juan and he never went to Bul-
garia. Imagination, my dear girl—im-
agination. (Hangs up) Look here.
Benson, I knew I couldn’t deal with
Law. I thought I could with you.
After all, you're in no position to
antagonize this studio. Seme day you

may need my friendship.

pENSON. I'm supposed to be working
with our Mr. Law on a story. To \yit:
Tiger Tamer. Do you mind if I join
my partner in a little English com-
pésit'ion?

¢.F. Some day you may be very sorry
for this, Benson.

sENsON. What do you think, Miss
Crews.

mi1ss crews. | think Happy ought to
get it while it's hot.

c.¥. Get back to your desk.

MmIss crEws. Yes, Mr. Friday. (She
exits.)

varry (waving “Variety™). 1 s'ai'd
that baby'd ruin me! Well, he ain't

going to steal no more pictures! T
won’t play that new scene.

¢.¥. (irritably). What new scene?
LARRY. I'm supposed to wash Happyi
c.F. That's a cute scene. I read it.

rarry. Am I the type that washeg
babies?

c.v. Why not?

LARRY. ‘Tain’t manly!
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BENSON. [No. You want the bab
wash youl

LARRY. Listen!

BENSON. Any further business be-
fore the house? (Turns to LARRY)
By the way, I saw you with Susie at
the Trocadero last night. We don’t
approve of you as an escort. Remind
me to speak to her about that.

¢.F. Benson, I'm asking you once
more, Be fair—be reasonable.

BENSON. I am. We're asking thirty-
five hundred a week, We'll consider
three thousand and settle for twenty-
five hundred. But not a penny less.
Incidentally, Fox'll pay twenty-five
hundred for Happy. We promised to
let them know by Saturday. No hur-
ry, of course. (Exits.)

c.F. Have you ever scen anything
more damnably unfair? Imagine
writers holding up this studio at the
point of a gun. It's nothing but black-

mail.

ROSETTI (rises). I've got a hunch,
C.F. When did you sign Happy? Do

you remember?

c.¥. Of course I remember . . . Jul
fourteenth . . . Fall of the Bastille.
I remember my wife pointing out the
coincidence at the time. Why?

ROSETTI (crosses to desk). I've got a
hunch that power of attorney ex-

pires pretty soon. I want to be pre-
pared.

¢.¥, Rosetti, I'm not interested in the
future. I'm interested in signing
Happy right now—before we lose
him to Fox. (Phone rings.)
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y to  RosETTI You've got to have vision

in this business, C.F. (He reaches

for other phone, changes his mind,
and then exits.)

c.¥. (into phone). Hello. . . . Yes
listen, Gregg. . . . T ran the sound
track on Young England last night,
I don’t like the trumpets. They're
sour. They spoil the whole mood.
-« . What? . ., What's that> You
can’t walk out on a picture like that
What kind of a director are you if
you can’t take constructive criticism
... hello...hello... (Hangs up)
Gregg is walking out on Youn g Eng-
land, T can’t sign Happy—

LARRY. What about me?

G.F. Ten thousand feet of film sick
—and he walks out. I'll have to run
the picture all the afternoon and sit
uprall night cutting it.
(nriss CREWS enters.)

Miss cREws. Happy’s through for
the day.

Nurse (wheeling in a streamlined
baby carriage). Through for the day.

pocTor (as he enters), Through for
the day. Is his mother here?

miss crREws. No, Doctor, but she
should be here very soon.

NURSE Chacking carriage in front of

desk). Say da-da to Mr. Friday,

c.F. (waving obediently). Dada,

Happy.

pocTor. Nurse, take the little troup-
er out into the garden and leep him
in the sunshine.
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rarry. He's through for the d,ay and
I'm working until eight. He's sure
got it soft. .

(NumsE exits with HAPPY. ROSETTI
enters.)

pocror. They've been overworking

you, have they?

rarry. | ain't feeling so hearty, doc.
I wish you'd look me over.

c.x. (rises and goes belotw desk).
Just your imaginati:on. I wish I had
your constitution. I've got to see B.K.
(He exits.)

poctor. All you picture people are
hypochondriacs. However, come up
to my office and T'll look you over.

(He exits.)

Larry. I'm a star. Pve been a star for
ten years. I've worked hard to get
where I'm at— (He rises. Phone

rings.)

roserT (at phone). Hello. . . .
Yes . . . speaking—

rarny. [ don't drink. 1 don’t.smoke.
T don’t swear. I don’t get into no

scandal. And the girls 1 passed up!

serrr Cinto phone). Oh, you've
Zg’c that, IS’II. erl?lliams? Fine. When
does it expire? . . . It did expire?
Last week? . . . No, don’t do that.
'l tell the boys. . . . You see, I may
be handling Happy's new contract.
Right. (He hangs up.)

Larry. They ain’t making pictu.res
here mo more. They're shoot%ng
nothing but close-ups of ba‘b.'.esi
Happy laughing! Happy crying'
Happy! . . . Happy! . . .
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roseTTL Lary, I've just checked
with the Legal Departmer}t. The
boys” power of attorney expired la‘st
week., And they don't even know it.

rarny. What's that got to do with
me?

roserTL Larry, there’s been some-
thing developing in the back of my
mind for some weeks, Why do you
think I asked you to take Susie to
the Trocadero?

rarry. She talked me dc‘af, dumb,
and blind about going to high school.
Set me back fourteen bucks. Lucky
she don’t drink.

rosETTI (the dreamer). 1 wanted
you to get friendly with her because
1 visualized a way for you and me

to get Happy—for life.

LARRY. Huh?

roseTTr (with Napoleonic inten:
sity). Larry, here’s the tactical move.
You marry Susie.

rARRY. Marry her?

roserTL That's what I said.

Lanry. I won't do it

roseTTr (who knows his client). All
right, suit yourself.

Larny. We got community property
in California. If there’s a bust-up thd
woman gets half,

nosgrrr Larry, T don't want to hurk
. ¥,

your feelings, but I can’t get you &

new contract the way thmgs are nows

B.K. is dickering to borrow Clark

Gable or Gary Cooper for Happy'h

next picture.
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LARRY (touched to the quick).
What?

ROSETTL I'd marry her myself if I
was free. Show me a girl with a bet-
ter heart—with more culture—

LaRRY. You don’t expect me to le-
lieve what the studio hands out—her
husband was a prominent portrait

painter who went down on the Mor-
ro Casile?

ROSETTI (indignantly). Who are you
to cast the first stone?

rarrY. I don’t want to marry no-
body. Anyways, there’s no sense to it.

roseTTI (patiently). If you marry
her, you're Happy’s legal guardian
and we control the situation. A father
and son team off the screen as well as
on! Is that practical or am I just an
idealist? Look at Guy Lathrop! He
argued with me when I told him to
marry Betty Bird. But he finally had
the sense to play along with me and
we've been drawing top money ever
since.

rLARRY. I don’t want to marry nobody.

ROSETTIL. Larry, you're at the cross-
roads right now. One road leads to
stardom and big pictures, with Hap-
py and me. The other leads to Pov-
erty Row and cheap Westerns., Will
you put your hand in mine and let
me guide you?

(n1ss crEWS enters.)

miss  crews. Mr. Toms, you're
wanted on the set.

LARRY (growling). All right,

Miss crEwS., Oh, hello, Mrs, Sea-
brook . . . how nice you look. (For
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SUsIE enters. She wears a white

middy blouse and a navy blue, pleat-
ed skirt.)

suste. We had gym today. , . ,
Hello, Larry. . . . Hello, Mr, Rosett.

I hope I didn’t interrupt anvthing
important.

ROSETTI. Not at all, . . ., (Signifi-
cantly) Tll be in the Legal Depart-
ment, Larry. (He exits.)

susie. Where’s Happy?

miss crews. Happy's in the garden
with his nurse. He's all through for

the day.

susie. Oh, that’'s wonderful. T don't
get to see him very much. [le's
working and I'm going to high school,
(CHAUEFEUR enters.)

CHAUFFEUR. Excuse me, Miss.
suste. What is it, Simpson?

CHAUFFEUR. You forgot your algebra
book, Miss,

suste, Oh, thank you, Simpson.
That was very thoughtful.
(CHAUFFEUR exifs.)

miss crREWS. And I have a new batch

of fan mail for you and Happy
(Exits.)

susig. It’s wonderful to get mail, No-
body used to write me before. Now 1
even get letters from Japan. (maiss
CREWS enters with letters) All those
letters? Thank you, Miss Crews.

LARRY (sighs). Miss Crews, call the
set and tell ’em I may be a little late,

miss CREWS. Very well, (She exits.)
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suste (sitting on desk, poring over
her hand-written, moronic litera-
ture). Here's one from North Caro-
lina. Oh, the poor thing! There's so
much sadness in this world. (LARRY
sighs; she looks up at him) You look
sad, too, Larry. What's the matter?

ranry. Well—(He rises and crosses
t0 suste)—uh—1 been waiting a long
time to talk to you, Susie. couldn’t
go to the high school. Al those girls
would mob me for autographs, espe-
cially when I tell them who I am.

saste. All the girls are crazy about
(lark Gable.

rarny (clears his throat). Susie—I
can get two tickets for the opening
at the Chinese—the de Mille pic-

ture. -

suste. Can you?

ranny. I knew that'd knock you over.
susts. Oh, it'll be wonderful.

1ARRY. I'm always thinkin’ of little
things to make life wonderful—for
you.

susie (nods). Everybody is.

vanry (bridling). What do you
mean—everybody?

suste. Only the other day Mr. Ben-
son said something very true. He
caid: “Susie, youre Cinderella.”
And that's just what [ feel like. And
you know what else he said? He
said: “All you need now is a Prince
Charming.”

carry. He did, huh? Who did he

have in mind?
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susie. Oh, nobody.

rarry. He didn’t mention me, did

he?

susis. Oh, no. (rarmy grunts) Of
course, I've mever met a Prince
Charming. I wouldn’t know what he
looks like. Although, one day an aw-

ful nice boy came in here.
LarRY. Who?

suste. 1 don’t even know his name.
He was in uniform and I was in my
condition—I've never seen him since.

rarny. You shouldn’t be thinking of

him. You should be thinking of
Happy.

suste. But I do . . . only sometimes
it gets lonesome for me, espccially
at night. And of course, Mr. Benson
and Mr. Law are busy all the time.
Happy used to say good night to them
on the telephone. Not really good
night—just ~goon'—just like that.
But they're so busy they won'’t come
to the telephone any more.

parny. Happy needs 2 father.
susie. Do you think so?

rarry. Well, you want him to be
able to look the whole world in the
face, don’t you?

suste (twinkling). He does!

rarry. ] mean when he grows up.
He's gonna be ashamed when he
finds out he never had a father.

susis, OF course he had a father.

r.aRRY. 1 mean—a married father.
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susie. He was married—but I didn't
know it.
(LARRY winces.)

LARRY. Uh — listen, Susie — I'm
mighty fond of you and Happy. (He
tries playing the bashful Western
hero) Mighty fond.

susis. Are you really, Larry?
rargy. Mighty fond.

susii. Who would have thought six
months ago that I'd be sitting in the
same room with Larry Toms and he'd
be saying to me he was— .

Larry. Mighty fond.

susiB. Do you know something ver
odd? When I first came to C%.l‘;EeOl'Y-
nifl, it was raining very hard—oh, it
rained for three weeks—it was very
unusual—and I was looking for a job
and I couldn’t find one—and I had’
fifteen cents—and I just had to get
out of the rain—and I went into a
theatre and there you were—on the
screen—

LaRRY. Mighty fond—

susie (awed). That's just what you
were saying to Mary Brian—and now
you're saying it to me.

Larny. What was the picture?

susie. Thunder over Arizona. It was
a beautiful picture. I don’t remember
what it was about, but I saw it four
times. Until I got dry.

LARRY. Susie, soon’s this picture’s
7 ) 1

over, how'd you like to come up to

my tanch? You and Happy—
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susie (rises). Ranch? Oh, that

would be lovely! Maybe Mr. Be
and Mr. Law could y-come, too?nSOD

LARRY. Maybe they could, but they
won't,

susie. But I couldn’t go 2lone—with-
out a chaperon.

LARRY. Susie—you and Happy'll love
tl?at tanch. I got 2 mighty rgge house,
big and rambling. I got plenty of
barns and a corral and plenty of live-
stock. But no baby.

susie. I know Happy'll just love it.

LARRY. Susie—I know vou don’t ex-
pect this, and T don’t ‘want you to
get too excited—but, Susie, I been
thinkin’ about you and Happy-
thinkin’ a lot. Ever since the day )-'ou
come into this office and fell on that
there floor, I said to myself: Larry
there’s your leadin’ lady—for life. :

susie, Me?
LarrY. Nobody else.

susiE. But T don’t—you won't get
mad?—but I'm not in love with vou.

LARRY. You shouldn’t be thinking of
yourself—I'm not thinking of myself
—you should be thinking of I-Ia‘ppv.
susie. I guess you're right. I don’t
know what to say. (Pauses) I'll ask
Mr. Benson and Mz, Law—
rArry. Huh?

suste. They've been so good to me.

LARRY. I'm not proposing to them!

susik. I know, but—




566

vanny. You dunt mean nothing to
them. Before you came along they
had a Spanish snake charmer until
they got tired of her. And before that
they had a broken-down pug who
wiggled his ears. They was groomin’
him for my place. There ain’t nothin’
holy to them!

susie. But they've done everything
“or me.

vanny (crosses to susig). I'm offer-
ing you my ranch—my name—and a
father ITappyll be proud of!

susiE. I know, but—

varny. Don’t give me your answer
now. Think it over. (Pats her arm)
Only don’t think too long. Tl be
waiting for your answer in the Legal
Department. You know where that
is?

susie. Oh, yes.
{n1ss cREWS opens the door.)

rarry. I'll be there. (He exits. Susie
looks a little dazed.)

miss crEws. Oh, Mis. Seabrook—
I've located that yeung man you were
looking for. He's outside.

susii. Oh, you have? Really?

miss crEws {at door). Come in.
(susie temses herself. A strange
YouNG MAN enters and stops.)

susie (staring at him). Oh! Oh, no,
that's not him—I mean—he.

vounc MaN (earnestly). Won't I
do? I've just finished a short for Hal
Roach—I'm making a test for Metro
tomorrow, and—
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miss crews (firmly escorting him
out). Thank you for coming! (voune
MAN shrugs and exits, and MIss
cnows closes the door.)

suste, He's not English.

miss crEws. Englishr We didn’t
have any English actors in Young
England.

susik, This boy was an extra.

miss crews. Does he owe you a lot
of money?

susie. Oh, no. It was nothing like
that.

miss crEws (as it dawns on her).
Oh, I see! A personal mattert Well,
I'll try again. (Brightly.)

susiE, I guess it's no use, Miss
Crews, (Sighs) He probably swal-
lowed his pride and went back to
England.

(BENSON and LAW enter. BENSON
carries paper and pencil. BENSON sits
upstage end of desk. LAw crosses to

front of couch.)

raw. Hi, Susie! How's the little
mother? Clear out. We're trying to
work and a hundred chorus boys are
practicing fencing underneath our
windows, (Turns to MISS CREWS)
Miss Crews, leave a note for C.F
He’s got to change our office. We
can't work with fencing fairies! (Sits
on couch.)

miss crews. Yes, Mr. Law. (She
exits.)

susig. Are you very busy?

BENSON, We still need 'an opening,
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raw. Fadedn. . . . A zoo!

susie (crossing to BENSON), I just
wanted to thank you, Mr. Benson,
for the beautiful white teddy bear.

BENSON. What teddy bear?

susie. Mrs. Benson brought it her-

self.

sENsoN  (looking up from type-
writer). Oh, she did?P f i

susik. She played with Flappy, too.
And even after he went for hi}; nap,
she stayed and looked at him.

BENSON (to LaAw—covering). Where
were we?

susie. When she left, she was cry-
ing. I think she ought to have a baby
of her own.

BENSON (angered). Come on, Law—
come on—fade-in on the zoo.

raw. I've got it! Larry’s carrying a
hunk of meat for his pet tiger, Ies
crossing th‘e road. Bang! The dame
comes tearing down ninety miles an
hour,

BENSON. Give her a little character.

Law. She’s a high-handed rich bitch.
Bang! She almost runs the bastard
down. . . . Where the hell do you
think you're going? . . . She burns.
... Society girl. . ., She’s never been
talked to like that before. . . . Why,
you lousy bum, she snarls. . , . Lis-
ten, here’s a cute piece of business.
She bawls the hell out of him and he
throws the hunk of meat right in her
puss!

BENSON  (enthusiastically). 'That's
charming!
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rAaw. Listen, Susie, what are you

sta_nding there [or? Go home and
write in your diary,

suste. Boys, T wanted to ask you
something . |

BENsoN. Fade-out!

Law. Fade-in!

Sust. . . .and then I'll go,
Law (wearily). What is it

susti. Do you think I should marry
Larry Toms?

1AW, Who?
susig. Larry Toms.

Law (rises, crosses below couch),

No. ... Fadein. . . .

BENSON. Better %et a different hacl-
ground. We've been staying in the
700 too Jeng.

Law. Right! Girl's home—a Pan shot
—fifteen hundred butlers with white
socks. . . . (Turns to suse) Did e
ask you to marry him?

susig. Yes.
raw. Did you spit in his face?

suste, He's taking me to the opene
ing tonight. He says he's mighty
fond of Happy and me.

Law (crosses to back of conch), Why
shouldnt he be? IHis contract e
pends on it. Even Wilkes Burre
doesn’t want him and they're still
calling for Theda Bara~

suste. Don'’t you think he'd be good
for Happy? He's an outdoor man,
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raw. So is the fellow who collects
my garbage.

pENsoN. Listen, let's get on with
this. Introducing the fiancé. A pale
anemic louse. A business man!

raw. Right! The minute the audi-
ence sees him they yell: Don't marry
that heel.

susi. I know you're very busy. . . .
Law. Go away, Susie.

susie. You boys were so sweet to me.
I felt I had somebody. But lately I've

been awfully alone. .

raw. Sure! Everybody’s alone. What
do you think life is? Why do you
have crowds? Because everybody's
alone. (Stops; crosses above couch to
front) That's a thought. That's what
1 should be writing instead of this
titivating drivel. Life as it is. People
as they are.

sustE. But that would be terrible.
You don’t know, Mr. Law; you don’t
know how awful life can be.

pENsoN. When you philosophers are
through I'd like to get on with this

S tOI’Y.

susie (eagerly, to BENson). You
wouldn’t like to come out and say
hello to Happy? He's in the garden.
(LAW waves her away; Crosses and
sits on couch, susI is quite defeated
HoOw. )

pensoN (ignoring her). T've got it.
('T'o susie) Don't bother me! (susie
crosses to desk, gets mail, and fades
from the scene) I've got it! Introduc-
ing Happy! Back to the zoo—Larry
gets up in the morning and there,
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curled up with his pet tiger cub, is

a baby! Iappy!
raw. Not bad!

pENsON. Larry looks at him. “How'd
you get herer” (He mimics LARRY'S
voice.)

raw. The baby can't answer. The
tiger begins to growl. Happy cries.
Larry takes the baby to his hut.

pENsoN. We meet Larry’s drunken
pal, the comic. (Rises and crosses 10
1aw) That's where we have swell
business, Two clumsy men pinning
up his diapers—

raw Chis enthusiasm gone). Formu-
la 284 . .. Diapers gag.

pEnsoN Cexulting). Ah, yes, but the
tiger runs away with the diapers!
Fade-out! Now we need excitement,
The tigers are loose—

Law. How did they get loose?

pENson (crosses to LAw). The com:
ic’s drunk. He opens the cages by
accident. Chuist! I see it! The city in
uproar—the police—-Nation_al Guard
—the girl’s come down to the zoo—
she's trapped with Larry—and :he
baby. Fifty tigers snapping at Haps
py's throat.

1aw. And where does my priceless
dialogue come in? {Rises and crosses
to chair back of desk) That's the
worst of hack writing. It's hard works

pEnson.  Suppose—Larry—thinks—

it's—the girl's baby?

1Aw. Society girls go around leaving
foundlings in the zoo? (D_-rinkiﬂg)
Prostitution of a God-given talent!
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(Sits) Pasteboard pictures of paste-
board people. i s

BENSON. Will you shut up? I've got
to get this line-up today. Pearl ex-
pecis me to take her to the opening.

Law (fiddling with the dictograph).
Eenie . . . Meenie . . . Mina . .. Mo
. . . (Dictograph  buzzes) Music
Department?

GREEN's vOI1cE. Yes, this is the Music
Department. This is Mr. Green.

1aw (mimics ©.8.'s voice). Not M.
Green! This is C.F. . . . can you
write me a roundelay with a sym-
phonic undertone in about Afteen
minutes? . . . Do it! (Dictograph
buzzes) Yese

GrEEN's voice. Look, Mr. Friday,
did you say a lullaby?

raw. No, I didn't say a lullaby. I
said a roundelay. The sort of thin
Beethoven dashes off. (He clicks the
dictograph off. ROSETTI enters.)

ROSETTI (genially). Hello, boys . . .
have a cigar.

vaw. Hello, buzzard. What’s the oc-
casion?

BENSON.
busy.

Fade-out, stooge, we're

roseTTI. Same old boys! Anything
for a gagl Well, I'm feeling pretty
%ood myself. I've just set Larry to a
ong-term contract. And he didn’t
have to take a cut, cither. I got him
a nice little set-up. A joint contract

with Happy!

BENsoN. With Happy?
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raw (rises). Fluh? You're crazy!

ROSETTIL. Well, the mother came to
me just now and said you two were
tired of her. And I happened to look
up vour power of attorney, and it
seems you didn't even caré to oet a
new one when it expired. -

BENSON, Is this on the level?

raw. Where's that power of attor-
ney?

BENSON. I thought you had it.

raw (aghast). What'd you get for
Happy?

ROSETTL. Three hundred!

raw. Why, we turned down fifteen
hundred from Fox!

ROSETTI. You should have taken it.
But three hundred’s a lot of money.

Anyway, what's the difference? It's
all in the family—now.

LAw. Where's Susie?

roSETTI. She went out with Larry.

1) . - -
They,re going to .the opening tonight,
They're celebrating.

Law. Who thought this up—you?

ROSETTI. Sure.

raw. Why, you scavenging son of
a__

ROSETTI. You better be careful how
you talk to me. And you'd better
be careful how you talk to Larry
from now on. He’s fed up with your
gags and insults. You got away with
a ot of stuff around here because

you had Happy. Well, Larry’s got
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him now, and he’s going to have
plenty to say around here. I'm warn-
ing you. He'd like to see you boys
off this lot. And he’s in a position to
do it—mow. So be careful. If you
want to keep vour jobs. (Turns away
to door) And if I had a wife who
was throwing my money away be-
fore 1 even made it, I'd be plenty
carcful.

pENsoN. Why, you— (ROSETTI exits
quickly. BENSON crosses {0 door, ﬂwtz
turns to Law) Why the hell didn’t
you keep track of that power of at-
torney?

raw., Why didn’t I7

sENsoN. Why the hell didn’t you talk
to Susie? She was in here.

rAaw. Yeah.

puNsoN. I see it—I see it now. Larry
_ Rosetti—and we let her walk right
into it. Do you realize what this
means? We're on our way out.
(Crosses to piano.)

raw. That's fine.
peNsoN. Fine?

raw. Now Tl have to go back to
Vermont. Now I'll have to write.

aunsoN. Pearl doesn’t like Vermont.

raw. The whims of your wife don’t
interest me. l've got a book—all
Planncd.

pENsoN. Listen—I want to stay in
pictures. I love pictures. I'm knee-
deep in debts. We've got to,bust this
Larry thing wide open. We've got to
get [Tappy back.
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Law. But it s closed.

pENsoN. Well, what of it? We'll
open it. We've got to get Happy
back.

r.aw, How?

BENSON. Suppose we get Larry Toms
to break that joint contract.

raw. All right—but how?

senson. He's scared green of scan-
dal. Suppose we show up at the open-
ing tonight with a drunken dame.
Larry's deserted wifel

raw. Has he got one?

sEnson. We'll get one of your tarts,
1aw. That’s too damned obvious,
pENsoN. Can you top it?

raw. Let me think.

prnsoN. How about a poor deserted
mother? I'll bet he's got one.

raw (rises, carried away). I knowl

Happy's father!
pENsoN. Huh?

raw. We're going to produce Haps
py’s father on the air—tonighth

(Crosses to phone.)
penson. Happy's father! That
swelll ‘That's marvellous. . . &

(Pause) But where'll we get a father

vaw (into phone). Central Castini,
please. . . . Hello. I want a han 4
some young extra, a gentleman, a Jige
tle down at the heel, not ‘too well

N | =
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fed, neat business suit—shiny but
well pressed; quiet manner . | .
(Door opens and RODNEY enters.)

BENSON. What do you want?

RODNEY. [ received a message from
Miss Crews but apparently she’s
stepped out. Is Mr. Friday here? T
assume I've been called for a part,

Law (into phone, as his eyes refuse
to leave mopneEY). Never mind—
cancel it. (Hangs up.)

sEnsoN. Will you shut the doeor,
please? (ropNEY complies) So you're
an actor, my boy? (Paternally.)

ropNEY. Of course, I haven'’t had
much experience. As a matter of fact,
I never appeared in a picture. I al-
most did. Since then I've been out of
the profession, so to speak. Odd jobs
—barbecue stand, and when that
closed 1 offered to show tourists
homes of the movie stars. Unfortu-
nately I haven’t a motor car and they
won’t walk. . . . I don’t mind saying
this call was an extremely pleasant
surprise.

Law. He's perfect!

RODNEY. Do you really think I'll do?
Law (inspired). Benson, take these
lines. . . .

(nENsoN goes to chair.)

ropNEY. Oh, are there lines? Then
the fee will be fifteen dollars, I as-

sume?

LAw. Fifteen? One hundred for you.
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RODNEY. I'm afraid I'm not worth
that.

raw. This is a trailer we're making
tonight. We pay more for trailers.

ropNEY, Oh, 1 say!

pENsoN (at desk, with paper and
pencil). We're going to shoot this at
Grauman's Chinese in the lobby.
There'll be a girl at the microphone.
Her name is Susie. You come run-
ningup ... you say . ..

rAw (at downmstage end of desk).
“Susie, why did you leave me?” |
Say it.

RODNEY. Susie, why did you leave
me?

BENSON. With feeling.

roDNEY (with feeling). Susie, why
did you leave me?

vaw. I'm Happy's father.

RODPNEY. I'm Happy's father.
BENSON. Louder.

RODNEY. I'm Happy's father.

Law. I did not go down on the Morro
Castle. . . . Susie, I've searched for
you in the four corners of the earth.
« «« Susie, why did you leave me?
RODNEY (who has been repeating the
ends of the phrases in Law's speech).

Susie, why did you leave me?

BENsON (jubilant), Right!

BLACKOUT AND CURTAIN
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SCENE III

A radio voice is heard in the theatre before the rise of the curtain. We're
right in Grauman’s Chinese Theatre in Hollywood.

rap1o anNouncer. Folks, this is the
premiéze of Cecil B. de Mille’s super-
spectacle of Egyptian life—King Saul
Zat Crauman’s Chinese. Your favor-
ite stars, folks, in person—and the
crowds. They're pushing and shov-
ing and yelling for autographs, but
it's all in good-natured fun. Only two
hurt and they've refused medical
treatment. There’s Constance Ben-

nett, folks, with her husband, the

Marquis de la Falaise. No, 'm wrong,
Sorry. It’s not the Marquis . . . it’s
not Constance Bennett. It's Mary
Pickford. By the way, I've been read:
ing our Mary’s book, folks. She’s
selling God, folks, and that's some-
thing we all ought to be in the mar-
ket for. Give a thought to God and
He'll give a thought to you. That's
the big lesson in King Saul, folks.
Oh, there’s Leotta Marvin. . . .

As the curtain rises, the booming voice softens to the normal fone of o

radio.

Again we are in MR. FRIDAY'S office,

later in the evening. At the rise of the

curtain, C.F. is seated with A CUTTER, and BENSON sits a little apart from him,
in chair back of couch, near the radio, which is on.

RADIO ANNOUNCER. . . . And if you've
seen her on the screen, I don't have
to tell you she’s blonde, beautiful and
gorgeous. Folks, I want to tell you
that this is the most thrilling pre-
midre it's been my privilege to cover.
King Saul, de Mille’s super-spectacle
of Egyptian life at Grauman’s Chi-
nese—

c.r. Benson, turn down that radio.
We've got to get three thousand feet
out of Young England. It's a sick
picture, Benson. Where's Law? I left
word at his hotel.

ponson. He'll be here. I'm inside

man tonight. He’s outside.

c.g. (to currer). Cut the corona-
tion scene—it drags. And give me an

underlying something that means
something, I want a stirring Britan:
nic quality.

(BENSON turns up the radio.)

RADIO ANNOUNCER. . . . And that,
folks, was Mr. Stanley Oswald, vet
eran of old silent films. . . . This is
the premiére of King Saul, Cecil B,
de Mille's super-spectacle at Grew:
man’s Chinese . . .

c.E. Benson, turn to page 94 and read
that scene. I want to lap-dissolve
through Queen Victoria. Simmons,
you're supposed to be a cutter. Give
me scme ideas.

RADIO ANNOUNCER. . . . And now,
folks, I'm told that none other than
Larry Toms is with us tonight. And
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he's not altogether by his lonesome
for hanging on his manly arm is none
other than Mrs. Susan Seabrook,
mother of America’s Crown Prince—

Happy!

BENSON. Hooray!

CuTTER. I got a way of cutting all
that Boer War stuff so you won't
even miss it.

RADIO ANNOUNCER. . . . And now I
have the honer to present Mrs. Sea-
brook, the mother of Happy . . .

C.F. Will you turn that infernal
thing off? (To currer) I can't cut
t]l';cla Boer War. It’s historically valu-
able.

RADIO ANNOUNCER. . . . And now I
have the honor to present Mrs. Sea-
brook, the mother of Happy—

susig’s voice. But I don’t know what
to say!

BENSON. Susie’s on the air.

RADIO ANNOUNCER. Is it true, Mrs.
Seabrook, that you and Larry have

been window shopping?

§usm’s voIce (and it's very nervous
indeed). Well—

RADIO ANNOUNCER. The microphone
1§ yours.

susIE’s voice. I would like to thank
all of you for the thousands of letters
and gifts that you've sent my baby
Happy. I read all your letters and
some of them make me cry—they'te
so pathetic. I would like to send all
of you money only I haven't got that
much and the studio won't let me.
['d like to say a few words about the
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letters asking about Happy's diet.

You read a lot of advertisements of

w}.lat he eats but if Happy ate every-

'{)hmg they said he ate 1 guess he'd
¢ a giant, and he’s really oot

little stomach. T il

BENsON. Good for Susie! Truth in
advertising!

c.®. (struck by appalling thought).
Ben_son, was Queen Victoria alive
during the Boer War?

BENSON. If she's alive in the picture,
she was.

RADIO ANNOUNCER (through this)
Folks, this is the premiére of Cecil B.
de Mille’s super-spectacle of Egyp-
tian life, King Saul, at Grauman's
Chinese—

suste’s voIce. Can I say hello to all
my girl friends at the Julia Marshall
High School? . . . Hello!

c.F. Benson—
BENSON. Ssssh . . . Susie’s talking,

susie’s voice. A lot of you wonder
n your letters how a grown woman
can go to high school. Well, it’s not
easy. I'm a mother, and the other girls
aren't . . .

BENSoN. Let’s hope not.

susie’s vorce (brightly). . . . al-
though some of the girls are very
developed.

RADIO ANNOuUNCER (guicklv). Folks,
this is the premitre of K.ing Saul,
Cecil B. de Mille’s super-spectacle
of Egyptian life. . . .
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c.r. Shut that infernal thing off.
(nEnsoN lifts hand like traffic signal
‘fStOP'JJ)

suste’s voice, 1 dido’t finish. T want-
ed to explain that I'm going to high
school so I can keep up with Happy
when he goes to college. Because T'm
the only one [appy can go to. He
hasn’t got a father, and—

RADIO ANNOUNCER (very, very firm-
Iy). That was Happy'’s mother, fol.ks.
... She was wearing a white evening
gown. And folks, meet Larry Toms,
the lucky man.

o.F. Benson, can we lap-dissolve
through, do you think, on page 94?

LaRRY's voice. I know this is going
to be a wonderful picture.

rADIO ANNOUNCER. A little bird has
whispered to me that you and Mrs
Seabrook are contemplating mar-

tiage, Latry.

sExson. Well, what do you know
about that?

c.r. Will you come here, Benson,
with that script?

LarRY’s voice, Well, to tell you the
tiuth—

pEnson. He's blushing.

1ARRY's vorce. I kinda missed the
little fella after the day’s work was
done. So I guess pretty soon I'll be
Happy's father off the screen as well

as on—

pENsoN. Who wrote his speech?
You or Rosetti?

ropNEY’s voice. Stop! I'm Happy's
father!
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c.F. (rises). What's that?

roDNEY's voIce. I did not go down
on the Morro Castle. I've searched
for you in the four corners of the
carth. Susie, why did you leave me?

c.e. (excitedly). Did you hear that?

pensoN (softly). Yes. I wonder what
that was . . .

(Cries are heard of “Here, Officer”—
inarticulate shouts—a siren.)

RADIO ANNOUNCER. Folks, there was
a slight interruption. That voice you
heard was a young man . .. he . ..
well, he threw his arms about Mrs.
Seabrook and kissed her. There's
some confusion—a police officer is
making his way through—they've
got the young man . . . no, they
haven’t got him . . . Folks, this is the
opening of Cecil B. de Mille’s super-
spectacle of Egyptian life, King Saul,
at Grauman’s Chinese . . .
(BENSON turns it off.)

c.p. (stunned). Good Gad! (Phone

rings. He moves to it.)

peNsoN (shakes his head). Strangest
thing I ever heard.

o.g. Oh, hello, BK. ... Yes, I've
just heard it over the radio . . . (Mis-
erable) T'm sitting here trying to cut
Young England . . . what? . . . Bufj
BK,, ... yes, of course, it’s a serious
sitnation . . . I agree with you . .
yes, . ..yes ... of course . .. I'll get
hold of the mother immediately. (He
rises; hangs up, still dazed. To BEN:
son) B.K.'s coming down to the stus
dio! (Phone rings) Yes . . . Look
heze, I've nothing to say to the press,
It's a canard. (He hangs up. Phone
rings againy I won't answer it.
(MI1ss CREWS enters.)
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miss crEws. Doctor Tompkins is
calling you, Mr. Friday. He says it’s

important.

a.¥. What's he want? I'm not in.
Call Mis. Seabrook’s house and have
her ring me the minute she comes in,

miss CREwS. Yes, Mr., Friday. (She
exits.)

c.¥, Benson, do you think that young
man was genuine?

RENSON (rises, crosses around down-
stage end of couch). Search me.

c.8. Well, we'll soon find out. B s

set the police after him,

uensoN (a little disturbed). Why do
that? Best thing the studio can do is
ignore it '

c.F. We can’t ignore it. This has
brought up the whole paternity issue.

BENsoN. What of it?

G.F. Suppose Happy has a skeleton
in his closet?

BENSON (lies on couch). I don’t even
know if he’s got a closet,

c.F. Save your gags for your pictures.
They need them. I've never heard
B.K. so excited. (Crosses to window)
What do you think the reaction will
be in the sticks—in the provinces? An
illegitimate baby!

BENSON. This is 1935.

c.¥. To me, yes. But how many in-
tellectuals have we in America?,

sENSON. One,
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’
c.F. You don't seem to realize—

BENSON, Why, this is going to send
Happy's stock up one hundred per
celet. From now on lie's not only cote,
he’s romantic, "

53.9!. He's illegitimatel I know Amer-
1cal

cutTER (studying the soript), Wl
about Prince Albert? I can cul lifm
out of the picture and you won't even
miss him.

C.F. (crossing below desk), Yes, yes,
Simmons. You go to the cutting room
and do the best you know how.
(smMmonNs rises and puts chair p
against wall) I've something more
urgent tight now. (Crosses to s
mons) And, for God's sake, Sim-
mons, get me some trumpets that
sound like trumpets,

currer (not gruffly, but politely),
You sure you don’t mean a trombone,

CE>»

C.E. No. I mean trumpets. I'm not
a musician but I know what I mean,
Trumpets—that slide. (e panto:
mimes a trombone, of course.)

BENSON (to currer). He wants 2
slide trumpet.

(cuTTER  exits. Simultaneously
through other door cREEN and sLADR
appear.)

IGREEN. Well, we've got that rounda
ay.

c.¥. What do you want? What toun
delay?

(Phone rings,)

creEN. Park it, Otto, (Both go to
piano.) :
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 (at phone). Yes-—yes—no, NI
%‘rfi,dagzaispnot here. He has nothing
to say to the press. (He hangs wp.)

crueN, You're goiny to be enthus1aii
tic about this. \-Ve"ve been up af'S
night working on it. (SI:ADBI\‘iStaTh
playing Beethoven's Turkis}.z mch(;
'As c.F. starts toward the% piano, 1
phone 1ings) Smooth, ain’t it?

i ?
. (at phone). Miss Crews
%\;here(’ s 1\?17115. Seabrook? Wh){
haven't you got her? (To GBEE}\I)
will not listen to any more music.

cneen. Get a load of this. It's the
real McCoy.

5. (at phone). Yes—I'm holding
Ehi 1i$xe—§ll right, never mind. Call
me. (Hangs up. To SLADE dan_

creex) Tl call the studio guar 51,111
vou don’t stop that infer;nal dmd_ :
teport you to B.XK. for insubor ma1
tion. I'll have your contracts torn up!

GREEN. Are you kidding, or is this on
the level?

c.r. Get out!

rzen. O.K. Don't get tough! G;)lm;
on, Otto. (Crosses back ofdcouc '
door) But it’s a fine how- 09701.2_ o
when you call up a couyle of ar :Jsr 3
Jate at night and put em to “ho..
going' through Beet}}ov?ns symgh o
nies for a little inspiration an t =
oive them the bum’s Tush just e
cause you ain't i)n the mood. (CrRE
LADE exit. )

(grii:BY and ROSETTI exter, both in
tails and toppers.)

poserrn. Now calm down, Larry,
calm down—

i ord.
LaRRY. Tm not saylng 2 w

I———————
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o.F. Where's Mrs. Seabrook? What
did you do with her?

?
rarry. 1 don”s know, and I don’t
care.

pENsoN  (mockingly). ‘1 kind’a
missed the little fella after the day’s
work was done—"

s.8. (quickly). Look here, Latry,}
:vant g) kno{v what Susie said. D]ld
she know the young man? What did
she say?

rarny. You listen to what I gotta
say. 1 ain’t goin’ to go through with
no contract to play with no unbap-

tized baby!

roserrr (placatingly). Just a mo-
ment, Larry—

rarry. I'm through! (Overw'helm_ed
with the memory) 01'1 th(’; an—vt’-lth.
all my fans listening’ml I'm serving
sou notice now. 1 ain't marrying hFr.
1 ain’t doing no more Plctures.wsth

Happy.

rosETTI Larry, will you listen ta

reason?

rarry. There's only one thing you
can do for me, Rosetti. Get me 4
doctor. I'm going up to my dressing

room. I need a sedative.
(r.aw enters quietly.)

pENsoN. Don't stand there. Get him

a doctor—

iaw. Take me. I'm a qualified vets

erinary. )
(RosSETTI exits with LARRY.)

a.. Law—
(BENSON sits up.)
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Law. Hello, C.F. I just got your mes-
sage at the hotel. Young England in
trouble? Well, the old salvaging crew
will pitch in. (Takes off his coat.)

c.F. Were you there?

vaw. Where? At the opening? Yes.

Extraordinary, wasn't it?

BENSON (significantly). We heard it
over the radio.

Law (easually). How'd it come over?

BENSON (admiringly). Clear as a
Lell!

Law. It certainly broke Larry up.
You should have seen our chivalrous
hero running from the rescue. Why,
the wind whistled right past me!

o.F. Law, do you think that fellow
was a crank, or do you think he was
really—

vaw (judicially). Hard to say. e
had a sinister underlip.

c.F. (into phone). Miss Crews, did
you get Mrs. Seabrook’s house? No
one answers? Someone #ist answer
—she has a ménage! (Hangs up. Dic-

tograph buzzes) Hello?
B.X.s voice. Look here, Friday . . .

c.F. Yes, B.K.

B.x.’s vorce. Did you get any dope
on that young man? '

c.F. No. I can’t get any information.
No one seems to know.

B.Ks vorcE, Why not? I ask you to
do the simplest little thing and, as
usual, you fall down on me.
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C.F. (piteously). Why blame me? 1

was sitting here cutting Young Eng-

land.

B.K.'s voice. Don't bother me with
Young England. You come up here
—I want to talk with you.

c.F. Yes, BK. T1l be right up. (He
moves to the door; sighs) Sometimes
I wonder if this industry is worth
the sacrifice. (He exits.)

BENSON (smiles). What'd you do
with him?

T.Aw. Put him in an office across the

hall,

BENSON (aghast). What? Why here?
vaw. They won't look for him here.

sENsoN. Why didn’t you dump him
somewhere else?

raw. And leave him free to roam—
and blab? Listen, Benson, B.K.s
called the Chief personally and the
whole damn police department is
scouring the town for Rodney.
(Crosses to liquor cabinet; pours a
drink) And you don’t know what
I've been up against with Rodney.
(He drinks) In his own peculiar
English fashion, he’s not entirely nit-
witted. T had to shove him at the
mike, and he’s been demanding ex-
planations ever since.

pENSON. One question: What'll we
do with him?

raw (crossing back to couch; sits),
Frankly, 1 planned everything but
Rodney's disposal. I don’t know. But
given a little time we'll work this
problem out.
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pENsoN (really aghast now). Time?

Law. Rodney’s all right. He doesn't
know it, but I've locked him in.

penson. Listen: I've got a wife to
support! I've got a job to keep! 1
haven't got Vermont on my mind!
1 like writing pictures! I'm no god-
Jamn realist!

5.aw (soothingly). Easy, there, easy—

penson. If B.K. even dreamed we
had anything to do with this we'd
be blacklisted in the industry.

vaw (rising). Give me a chance to
think, will you? Why the panic? il
admit T've overlooked a few details.

pEnsoN. Cet that guy out of the stu-
dio. Put him on a plane to Mexico.
Strangle him! I don’t care what you

do.

Law. No—no. Murder leads to theft
and theft leads to deceit. Haven't you
read De Quincey?

penson. C.F. may breeze in here any
minute, Will you get going?

Law. Very well, my sweet—1 go.
(He starts for door, remembers that
he had a coat, looks around room and
finally locates it on couch. Gets it
and exits. Phone rings.)

pENsoN (into phone). Hello . .. Yes,
right here. Oh, hello, darling. How
are you feeling? (Tenderly) Of
course I Tecognized your voice . . .
Pearl, I'll be home in half an hour.
... Less . . . Well, what are you
erying about? . . . But 1 told you I
couldn’t take you to the opening.
Well, if Louise was going why didn't
you go with them? They'd be tickled
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to have you . . . Listen, darling . . .
I know . .. I know ... Yes, I'm
listening. . . . (raw re-enters—a
changed 1aw. He goes right to the
second telephone.)

raw (picking up the second tele-
phone). Give me the front gate!

pENsON (into phone). Yes, darling
VYES . (Sincerely) Darling,

i;lease—p]ease don’t say that.

raw. Smitty, this is Mr. Law. Any
stranger go through the gate in the
Jast ten minutes? . . . No?

BENsoN (sighs). Yes, darling. . . .

raw. Well, listen. The fellow that
was on the air tonight—Happy's
father—yes! He’s loose in the studio
...Yeah....

pEnsoN (turns to Law, still holding
the phone). What?'

r.aw. Grab him and hold him. Don’t
let anyone come near him. Report to
me personally . . . yeah . ..

pENson. Darling, T'll call you back.
(Slams down the phone.)

vaw Changs wp). The demn clean-
ing woman let him out!

pEnson (apoplectic). 1 told you,
didn’t T? I told you you shouldn’t
have brought him here! (susik enters.
She has been magnificently decked
out for the opening, but despite her
splendor she seems extremely un-

happy.)

suste. Oh, Mr. Benson . . . I tried
to get you at your house but Mris.
Benson said you were here. I tried
to get you, too, Mr. Law. at the
hatel. g
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raw. Now, now, Susie—I know—
I know.

susiz. Oh, I should never have gone
to that opening. I didn’t want to go.
When I was dressing I put my siiip
on the wrong side. I knew something
terrible was going to happen. And
then in the nursery when I went to
say good night to Happy, he wouldn’t
cat his formula. And he wouldn't
say good night to me. He was so
cross. I told Larry T didn't want to
leave IMappy—but he insisted—and
then the way Larry ran out on me—

raw (consolingly). Now, now--

sustE. Why should he do that? Oh,
I was so ashamed . . . T didn’t even
see the picture. And then when I got
home—I knew I shouldn’t have gone
—1 should never have left Happy.
When I went to the hospital. .. .

Law. Hospital?
BENSON. Hospital?

SUSIE. They won’t let me in . . . not
for two weeks.

BENSON (erosses to susie). Happy's
in the hospital?

suste (puzzled). Happy's got the
measles.

raw. What? '

susiE. And they won’t let me come
near him.

BENSON, Measles!

Law. He certainly picked the right
time for it!

susi. That's why he wouldn't cat
his formula.
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c.¥.’s vo1cE (offstage; grimly). Well,
we'll see— (As he opens the door)
I brought you some visitors, boys.
Come in. (RODNEY enters with

STUDIO OFFICER. T0 RODNEY). Are
these the men?

roDNEY, They most certainly are.

susIE (crosses to RopNEY). You know
you're not Happy's father,

ropNEY. Of course not, but—
SUSIE. You couldn’t bel

RODNEY, Of course not! Mg dear,
I'm very sorry. Look here, we always
seem to meet under extraordinary
circumstances . . . I never dreamt
... I'dnoidea. .. It was all so spec-
t:}cular ... And to do this to you—
You were so kind to me . . . The

said it was a trailer . . . T didn’t reaz
ize until T was in the midst of it . . .
And then I found myself in 2 cax
- .. with him . . . (Indicates r.aw)
I asked him to bring me to you at
once. Instead, he locked me in a dusty
office.

¢.F. So you boys put him up to it
LAw. Before you say anything you’ll
be somry for, CF. . .. (Tﬁrﬁs ta
OFFICER) Smitty, who called you to

night to tell you this unfortunate
young man was loose in the studio?

OFFICER, You did, Mr. Law.
raw (grandly). That's all.
BENSON. Take him away.

t) . . .
Law. It’s an obvious psychiatric case,

C.E.
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pENsoN (o c.r.). I wouldn't be
surprised if he’s the boy that’s been

springing out of bushes.

raw. Certainly. Look at the way he
xissed Susie!

ropNEY (appalled). But you coached
me for hours. Both of you. Wait—
here are my lines. (He fumbles in
his pocket) I know I have them—
unless I've lost them.

Law. So you're an author, too! And
1 thought it was extemporaneous.

rooney. Here—here they are! My
dear, will you please read these
lines? (He hands the paper to SUSIE)
They're the very words I spoke over
the radio.

susie (reads and backs away from
ropnEY). You never said these lines.
You must be a crank. Maybe you do
spring out of bushes.

rovney (stares). Oh, I beg your
pardon. My lines are on the other
side.

Law (grabs for paper). I'll take that!
Susie—

c.r. (taking paper out of susi’s
hand, brushes raw aside). Just a
minute. (Reads) “She’s a high-
handed rich bitch.”—Tiger Tamer!
—There it is in the corner. Tiger
Tamer by ]. Carlyle Benson and
Robert Law!

raw Churt to the quick). It's a for-
gery. Benson, we've been framed!

n.®. (grimly). This is the last prank
you'll ever play. (Clicks the dicto-
graph.)
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miss crews (enters). The new
trumpets are here. (For once, c.®. is
not interested. The trumpets blare
out.)

c.F. (into dictograph). B.XK.? T fust
found out—Benson and Law pui that
young man on the radio.

B.K.s VOIGE. Are you sure of that?

c.¥. I have the proof. The young

man is in my office.

B.k's vorce. All right, fire them. I
don’t want them on this lot. If they
think they can get away with that—

c.r. Fire them? Of course I'll fire
them.
{(LARRY's voice is heard as he enters.)

1ARRY. Don’t tell me nothing—let go
of me. (pocTOR and ROSETTI enter,
following LARRY and struggling with
him.)

¢.¥. Quiet there—
Larry. Let go of me!

o.F. Larry, I have neither the time
nor the patience to pander to actors!

rArny (bellowing with the hurt roar
of a wounded bull). No? Babies,
hub . . . (Turns on susig) You—
you—

susie (frightened; runs to BENSON)
What do you want?

rarny. What do I want? That god-
damn baby of yours has given me the
measles!

.-

CURTAIN
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ACT THREE

A hospital corridor, Several weeks later.

Facing us are several doors, punctu-

ated by the litile white cards identifying the patients within.

A§ the curtain rises, a white-clad NURSsE is walking down the corridor
bearing a covered tray. Before she disappears, BENSON enters. He Enocks
on the door of the room where HapPY 45 ensconced. susig opens ﬂ'aeL door‘.

susie, Oh, hello, Mr. Benson. I'd
ask you to come in but Happy's still
sleeping. The doctor says he can be
discharged tomorrow or the day after,
he’s getting along so fine. Where's

Mz, Law?

BENSON, I don’t know. We haven't
been patronizing the same barrooms.

sustE. You look as if you didn’t get
much sleep.

BENSON (slumping into a wheel
chair). I didn't.

susie (pityingly). Why don't you

¢o home?
BENSON., Home?
susik. Is there anything wrong?

BENSON. Not a thing! Everything’s
fne.

suste. How’s Mrs. Benson?
BENSON. She’s fine.

susie. That's cood. 1 called your
house to thank her for the radio for

Happy but they said you moved.

BENSON. We were moved.

.
SUS?IE. You mean you were thrown
out

BENSON. If you want to be technical
about it, yes.

susig. Oh, I'm sorry,

BENSON (Droodingly). What hurts is
Aggrafino Jesus.

susie, Who?

BENSON. My favorite Filipino butler.
He slapped a lien on my brand-new

Packard,
susig. Oh!

BENSON. That's what the mission-
aries taught him!

susiE. You boys shouldn’t have
played that joke on me. You only
hurt yourselves. Please don’t drink
any more, Mr. Benson.

BENSON. So it's come to that! You're
going to reform me.

susiE. Well, T feel just like a sister
to you boys. That's why T couldn’
stay mad at you. Please, Mr, Benson,
if you need money—I can give you
some. I mean—when the studis sends
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Happy'’s checks. They haven't sent
them yet.

prnson (looking up). They haven't?
How many do they owe you

susie. Two. I called Mr. Friday but
he wouldn’t talk to me. Do you think
they're docking Happy?

pEnson. They can’t do that. Measles
are an act of God.
(wunse enters with a box of flowers.)

wunste. Some flowers for you, Mrs.

Seabrook.

suste Cextending her hand for it).
Oh, thank you.

wurse. And he'd like to know if he
can come up to see you. He's down-
stairs.

susie (embarrassed). Oh . . . ‘

pENsoN. Who's downstairs? Who's
sending you flowers?

susiz (reluctantly). It's Mr. Bevan.
You know—

peNsoN. You haven’t been seeing our
Nemesis?

suste. Oh, no. But he’s been writ-
ing me every day and sending me
flowers. 1 didn't tell you. T didn’t
want to get you excited.

pENson (to NuUmsE; sweetly). Tell
him to come up, Nurse. And stand
by.

susie {quickly). Oh, no, Nurse. He'’s
not to come up. I don't want to see
him. Ever. And give him back his
fowers. (She hands box back to
NURSE. )
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nugse (taking it). Very well. (She
exits.)

pEnsoN. Why deprive me of the
pleasure of kicking an actor?

suste. Tt wasn’t his fault. After all,
you put him up to it.

pEnsoN (outraged). Are you de-
fending him?

sustie. Oh, no, I'm just as disap-
pointed in him as you are. But I'm
trying to be fair. (She pauses) He
writes very nice letters. (A far-away
lIook comes into her eyes.)

pENsoN (suspiciously). What kind

of letters do you write him?

susig Chastily). Oh, I don’t write
any letters.

peNsoN. Gaod!

susiE. I'm afraid of my spelling.
(rLaw enters. There's an air of ow
wy-way about him.)
raw. Hello, Susie. . . . And good-
bye, Susie.

susie. Hello, Mr. Law. Are you gos

ing away?

LAw. I am.

suste. Where?

raw., Where I belong. Vermont
Where you can touch life and feal

life, and write it! (Glares at BENSON, )

peNson. When does the great exor
dus begin?

Law. In exactly thirty-five minutes,
T'm flying back to my native hills
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like a homing pigeon. No stoppin
in New York for me! I've chaﬁlgrecgl
a plane—right to Vermont.

BENSON. Chartered a planel Where'd
you get the money?

1aw (grudgingly). Well, there are
twelve Botarians coming along.

pENsoN. You'll be back in a week.

susie (eagerly), Will you, Mr. Law?

Law (scornfully). Back to what? Sun-
shine and psyllium seed? Listen, I've
got me a little shack overlooking the
valley . . . I'm going to cook my own
food, chop my own wood, and
write—

BENSON (sardomically). At twenty
below?

Law (rapturously). Snow! . . . God,
how I love snow! (He raises his eyes
to Heaven.)

And since to look at things in
bloom

Fifty springs are little room,

About the woodlands T will go

To see the cherry—hung with

snow!
suste. That's poetry.

taw. A. E. Housman! Shropshire

Lad. (He pais the book in his
pocket.)

pENSON. There’s plenty of snow in
Arrowhead.

Law. Yeah; they deliver it in trucks.
And even when it's real you think it’s
cornflakes.

susie. You won't drink too much in
Vermont, will you, Mr. Law?
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LAw. Only the heady wine air that
has no dregs!

SUSIE. Because you're crazy enough
without drinking.

raw  (defensively). I drank for
escape . . . escape from myself . . .
but now I'm free! I've found peace!

suste. You'll say good-bye to Happy

before you go? 1 want him to re-
member you.

Law. Right now!

susie. Wait! T'll see if he’s awake,
(She enters narry’s room.)

BENsoN. Will you send y
of the book—-auytographcd?e s

Law. You get copy number one—
first edition.

BENSON., What's the book about?

LAW. I'm going to bare my soul . . .
I,m going to write life in the raw.
Tve got the opening all planned—
two rats in a sewer!

BENSON. Sounds delightful,

Law (scornfully). You wouldn't ap-
preciate real writing. You've been
poisoned. On second thought, I won't
send you a book. °

BENSON. Tell me more about the rats.

What’s your story?

LAw (_slightly paironizing). This
isn't a picture that you paste together,
Mr. Benson. I'm going to write Life

Life isn’t a story . . . it's a discordant
overture to death!
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pEnson. Well, if you want people
to read it, the boy had better meet
the girl.

raw. There is no girl. There is no
boy. These are people—real, live
Peoplc——listen! TI'm not even going to
use a typewriter! I'm going to weigh
every word—with a pencil!

penson. Well, maybe you're on the
right track. You've got something to
say—and the talent to say it with.

vaw. It's finally penetrated!

pexson. You're probably doing the
right thing.

Law. The only thing. It's different
with you—you've got a wife.

peNnson. I had.

Law. Huh?
Oh—uh—Pearl left last

BENSON.
night.

Law. Nol I'm sorry.

pENsoN {shrugs). You can’t blame
her. She wasn't wild about marrying
me in the first place. I coaxed her
into it. I painted some pretty pictures
for her. It just didn’t pan out.

raw. You still want her?

nenson (almost to himself). 1 guess
I do.

w.aw. Personally, I'd say the hell with
her.

pEnsoN  (smiles  Dbitterly). The
rouble is I don’t mean it when I say
it. (ROSETTI enters.)
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roseTTL Hello, boys,

raw (cheerily). Hello, louse. Get
Benson a job, will you? He wants to
stay in this God-forsaken hole.

roseTTr. Listen! I'm not handling
second-hand writers, Chicken feed!
Right now I'm immersed in a three
million dollar deal.

raw (interested). Yeah?

noseTTr Yeah. With Gaumont Brit-
ish, and I'm underestimating when
I say three million because B.K.s
turned down three million. Why
should I bother with writers on the
blacklist? So don’t go calling me a
louse! (susie enters.)

susie (gaily). Happy has his eyes
open. You want to come in now, Mr.

Law?

raw. Coming, Susie. (He follows
SUSIE into HAPPY'S 700M.)

sENsoN. Rosetti— (Going to him,
whispering) Law wants to leave.
He’s flying in half an hour. Can you
call up the studios? Can you get us a
one-picture contract? We'll make you
our agent for life. He's leaving!

roserTr. Sure, he's leaving. Nobody
wants him.

penson. How do you know? You
haven't tried.

poseTTL I've tried. I don't let my
personal feelings interfere with com-
missions.

pENSON. Listen, I've been a scene
painter, prop boy, camera man, di-
rector, producer . . . I even sold film
in Austratia . . . They can’t throw
me out of this business!
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ROSETTI (erosses to a door and throws
it back). They won’t touch you with
a ten-foot pole. You, Law, or Happy.

BENSON. Or Happy?

ROSETTL 1 gave B.K. a swell angle.
Listen in on KNX this afternoon.

BENSON. Huh?

ROSETTI. The world is full of babies.
You can get them two for a nickel.
(He opens inner door and meets
LARRY coming out) Hello, Lazry. 1
was Just coming in to see you. (NURsE
pushes LANRY in wheel chair into
corridor.)

Law's voice, Good-bye, Happy. (He
enters with susie) Good-bjlr)é?ySusie.

susiE. Good-bye, Mr. Law,.

Law. Hello, Larry. How's every little
spot?

LARRY., What’s the idea?
LAw. What idea?

LARRY. What's the idea of sending
me a box of dead spiders?

Law. Didn’t you like the box?

LARRY. You wait until I'm through
convalescing!

~urseE., Now, don't excite yourself.
You’ heard what the docfor said.
You're going for your sun bath now.
(She wheels him out.)

ROSETTL, I'll go along with you, Larry.
I've got some great news for you.

B.Ks lending you out to Mascot!
(He exits.)

GIRL 585

LannyY (as ke goes out). What?

raw. Well, Susie, take good care of
Happy.

susie. Oh, T will.

raw. Continue your education.

SusiE. I'm doing that,

Law (quickly), What's th i
of Nebraska?y e

susie. Lincoln.

Law. Who hit Sir Isaac Newton on
the bean with an apple?

susie. The law of gravity.

raw. Who said, “Don’t oi
ot on't give up the

susi. Captain James Lawrence in
the battle of Lake Erie, 1813,

Law. Don't give up the ship, Susie-
T'll write you. (He kisses her on the
forehead.))

susie. Good-bye, Mr. Law. I've got
to go back to Happy. (Her voice
brfmks) I feel awful funny—your
going away. (Exits.)

BENSON (finally). Well, you bastard
—get out of here,

Law. I'm going, stinker. (Crosses to
BENSON. They look at each other. A
pause. Then Law extends hand. They
shake. LAW moves to go.)

BENSON (without iirning). Say—
(raw stops) I don't suppose you'll
be interested—Rosetti finally ad-
mitted Paramount wants us. Two
thousand bucks a weck to save Diet-
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rich., We can close the deal in three
or four days.

vaw (turns slowly). My plane leaves
in twenty-five minutes. And you're a

liar!

sENsoN. I'm not trying to hold you
back. But I figured this time you

might save your moncy and—

waw. I can live on twelve dollars a
week in Vermont—in luxury!

prnson. It would kind of help me
out— If I could lay my hands on
some ready dough Pearl might listen
to reason.

raw Ceasually). Well, we loaned out
a lot of money in our time. Collect
it. And send me my share.

pExson. 1 thought of that. The
trouble is I don’t remember just who
it was—and how much. The only
one I remember is Jascha Simkovitch.

LAw. Who?

pEnsoN. Jascha Simkovitch. The
fellow that came over with Lisen-
stein. Don’t you remember? You
made a wonderful crack about him.
He said “There’s a price on my head
in Russia.” And you said, “Yeah—
two roubles.” (Laughs. He is flaiter-
ing Law smoothly.)

raw (laughs with him). Sure, I re-
member him. Why, we gave that
bed-bug three thousand bucks! Get
hold of him and collect it.

senson. He's in Paris. What's-his-
name came over and said Jascha was
iiving at the Ritz bar.
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raw. Then you can't collect it. Well,
I'm off. (He moves to exit once
more.)

peNsoN (as if struck with sudden
thought). Wait a minutel I've got a
great gag for you! Let’s call Jascha
up in Paris—on Larry’s phonel
(Chuckles, throws arms around LAW.
Both laugh) Can you imagine Larry’s
face when he gets the bill? A fare-
well ib!

raw Chesitates), Have I got time?

pENson (reassuringly; looks at his
watch). You've got plenty of time.

raw. Tl work fast. Stand guard,
Benson. (He enters LAREY'S 7001
pENsoN follows and partly closes
door.)

raw's vorce. I'm talking for Mr
Toms. I want to put a call through
to Paris, France. . . . 1 want Jascha
Simkovitch . . . Hotel Ritz, Paris.

. Listen, don’t worry about the
charges . . . That's right—Jascha, as
in Heifetz . . . S4m-ko-v-itch
(pENsox closes door on LAW. NURSH
enters with registered letter, knocks
on susie’s door. BENSoN looks at his
watch. SUSIE appears.)

nurse. Registered letter for you,
Mrs, Seabrook.

susie. For me?

wursg. You'll have to sign for it.
There’s a return receipt on it. (susm
signs.)

susie. Now what do I do?

xunse. Now you give me the receipt’
back and I'll give it to the postmani
He's waiting for it. Here's your lets

et e
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ter.)CNURSE exits. SUSIE opens let-
ter.

SUSIE (cheerily). Why—it's from Mr.
Friday. (Law emerges, as she opens
the letter.)

rAw. The service had better be good
or there'll be no farewell rib. T haven’t
got much time,

EI;‘S;;? Oh, didn’t you go yet, Mr.

Law. I'm on my way!

susie (reading letter)., What does
Mr.' Friday mean when he says
they're taking advantage of Clause

sA?

vaw. What? Let me see that. (He
reads the letter, BENsON looks over
his shoulder) Well, this is the god-

damnedest . . .

susIiE. You mustn’t swear so much.
I don’t mind—I'm used to it—but
Happy might hear you, What does

it mean?
LAW (reading). Clause 5 A—when an
artist through illness—for a period of

more than fourteen days—

pENson. They're just using that for
an excuse. It’s the paternity issuel

susiE. What paternity issue?
DENSON. They're crazy! That kid's
‘,rmng to be as good as he ever was—
hetter.

susie. What does it mean?

Law. It means, Susie—IHappy is out.

sustg, Out?
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BENsON, Yeah. Finished—done. A
the age of eight months— In his

prime!
suste. Out of pictures?

BENSON (turning on raw). And
there’s -the man who did it. It was
your brilliant ideal

susie (such a wice girll). Oh, no.
After all, it was just like a dream. T
had to wake up some time.

Law (as phone rings). I :
A P g5). I guess that's

SUSIE. What's Paris? (Phone still
rings.)

BENSON. Go ahead and have your
farewell 1:1b, and get out, author!
(Phone still Tings. LAW enters toom.)

suste. What's Paris?

BENSON (going to door of wLARRY’s
room). A city in France,

1AW (in room). Hello—right here.—

Yes—yes—I'm ready. Hello! . . . Hello

—Jascha? Jascha Simkovitch? This is

Bobby Law. Is it raining in Paris}
. well, it’s not raining here!

IFEiNSON. Wonderful age we're living
in!

LAw (in room). Listen, Jascha, are
you sober? . . . How come? . . . Oh,
you just got there! . . . You’ i
to LOI.IC]OD? « « . Today? . .rf? %‘?E;cgl
the wire. (Law enters) I've got an
ideal Let's buy the studiol

BENSsON., What?

LAW. onu heard Rosetti. Gaumont
British is offering three million. Let’s
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get Jascha to send a cab]e—siign it
Gaumont British—offering four!

pEnson. Why be petty? Offer fivel
raw (judicially). Right! (Exits into

rO0MM. )
susie. You boys are very peculiar.

caw (in room). Jascha—got a pencil
and paper? Fine. Listen, Jascha, we
want you to send a cable from Lon-
don as follows: Quote. . . . |

(Lanry enters in his wheel chair.
BENSON closes the door hurriedly.)
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varry. Hey, that's my room!

nensonN (firmly shutting the door).
A private conversation should be pri-
vate.

rArryY. What's the idea of using my
phone?

BENsON. Do you object?

rarry. Certainly I object. T ain't
gonna pay for your calls.

gEnson. All right, if t,hat’s the_ wa|
you feel about it—here’s your nickel!

BLACKOUT AND CURTAIN

SCENE 11

In Your Own Home. That is, if you have one, and if you listen to the raido,

ADIO ANNOUNCER. Ladies and Gen-
flemen, this is Station KNX-—the
Voice of Hollywood. At this time we
take great pleasure in announcing the
winner of the Royal Studios Baby
star Contest to find the successor to
THappy, who retired from the screen
after his illness. Ladies and Gentle-
men, the lucky baby is Baby Sylvester

Burnett, infant son of Mr, and Mus. -

Oliver Burnett of Glendale, Cali-
fornia. Congratulations, Mr. and
Mis. Burnett. Contracts for your
baby are waiting in Mr. C. El!lot
Friday's office at the Royal Studios,
Tncidentally, Mr. Friday asks tl?at
you bring your baby’s birth certifis
cate and your marriage license. Thi§
15 KNX, the Voice of Hollywood,
(Chimes are heard.)

SCENE III

i is sitting at his desk;
MR. FRIDAY'S office, the following day. MR. FRIDAY is sitting )

dictating to MISS CREWS.

o.F. My dear Mr. Pirandello. . .

On second thought, you'd better

make that Signor Pirandello. .

am writing to ascertain if possibly
you have something in your trunk=
every author has—which would ba
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suitable as a vehicle for our new
baby star, Baby Sylvester Burnett.
It can be either a short story or
sketch or a few lines which you can
jot down at your leisure and which
we can whip up into suitable material.
I am writing of my own volition as
both Mors. Friday and I are great
admirers of you. Very truly yours.
« « . Now take a letter fo Stark
Young. (Dietograph buzzes) Yes?

B.K.'S voICE. Listen, Friday—

c.¥. What, BK.?

B.K.’S vorcE. Come right up here. 1
want to see you. We've got a new
cable from Gaumont British,

c.¥. Gaumont British? Yes, sir, I'll be
right up. (He rises) Miss Crews, have
vou the contracts for the Burnett
baby?

miss crews. Right on your desk, Mr.
Friday. And the parents are in the
commissary.

c.¥. Good. I've got to go up and see
B.K. (Exiis.)

cREEN (who enters almost simul-
taneously, followed by svapm),
Where is he? Where's C.F.

MISS CREWS. You can’t shoot him
today.

GREEN. It’s a wonder we don’t. We're
walking up and down in front of the
projection toom developing an idea
when we hear a number—our num-
ber— We go in, and it's in Young
Lngland! Qur song! They don't even
tell us about it—they murdered it!
They run dialogue over it. You got
to spot a-song—we ask for Guy Lom-
bardo and they give us a six-piece
symphony orchestia!
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Miss CREWS. If you buy me a hand-
kerchief I promise to ery, Lace, if vou
don’t mind. ’

GREEN. Lissen—play her the number
the way it should be,

M1ss CREWS. Must you?

SLADE. Oh, what’s the use?

GREEN. Give her the chorus.

SLADE. I'm losing my pep.

GREEN. You might as well hear it.

Nobody else will. (sr.apz plays) Wil
you listen to that? Ain’t it a shame?

You promised love undying,

And begged me to believe;

Then you left, and left me cry-
ing

With pain in my heart, and
my heart on my sleeve.

I really shouldn’t blame you
Because you chose to leave;
But one thing forever will
shame you—
It’s the pain in my heart, and
my heart on my sleeve,
(c.v. has entered.)
c.r. Miss Crews!

M1ss CREWS. Yes, Mr. Friday?

¢.F. Miss Crews, get hold of Benson
and Law right away!

MiIss crRews. Who?

c.F. Have Benson and Law come
here—immediatcly.

M1ss CREWS. Yes, Mr, Friday.
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GREEN (us SLADE pounds away).
That's the chorus! That's the chorus
that you murdered!

o.F. Wait a minute, Miss Crews!
Get me the hospital. I want to talk
to Happy's mother.

miss crows. Yes, Mr. Friday. (She

exits.)

c.p. Miss Crews! Call my florist and
tell him to send Happy a bouquet of
roses. And some orchids for his
mother, right away. (He turns to
creEEN) Will you stop that noise!
(He picks up telephone.)

areEN. Noise? The song that you
muzdered? We just wanna see if you.
got a conscience.

c.F. (into phone). Miss Crews, call
up Magnin’s and tell them to send a
radio to the hospital for Happy. One
of those slick, modernistic sets in
white, And don’t forget to have my
card put in with the flowers. Did you
get Benson and Law? . .. Well, did
you get Happy's mother? . . . Well,
get them! (Hangs up.)

GrEEN. Is that a song that you run

dialogue over, C.F.?

c.r. What are you babbling about,
Green? I haven't used any of your
songs in Young England!

creeN Coutraged). How about West-
minster Abbey in the Moonlight?
They wasn't our lyrics, but it was
pur tunel

o.F. ] used an old Jerome Kern num-
ber we've had for years, out of the
library.
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creen (crestfallen). You did? (To !
st.apE) I thought you said it came ta
you in the middle of the night.
Where? In the library?

o.r. Will you get out of my office?

creEn (with sudden enthusiasm).
We got a new number you'll be crazy
about.

a.r. I've got too much on my mind
to listen to your tinny effusions. A
told the studio to hire Richard Strauss
and no one else. One great composer
is worth twenty of your ilk!
(ROSETTI enters with LARRY.)

sarRY. Looka here, C.F,, I just got
out of a sick bed to see you.

c.p, What do you want Larry?
(sLADE plays on) What do you want?
I'm very busy. (Turns io GREEN)
Will you please go? I will not listen!

oreeEN (as the worm turns). . . .
O.K., music lover! (cremn and
SLADE exit.)

ranny. I shouldn’t be here. I should
be on my fanch convalescing. I'm
weak.

c.F. Come to the point, Larry. “omé
to the point.

rarry (hitterly). What's the idea ol
lending me out to Mascot? I'm a statl
I ain’t goin’ to degrade myself by
playing in no undignified thirty-thous
sand-dollar feature.

c.r. Larry, face the facts—you'td
through.

varry. That's a nice thing to tell
a sick man.
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rosErT. Now, Larry, I told you.
Your attitude is all wrong.

LARRY, Never mind about my atti-
tude.

o.¥. (at the phone). Miss Crews,
have you got Benson and Law? . . .
Who's gone to Vermont? . . . What
about Susie? . . . What? They left
the hospital? (He hangs up.j

rosetTI (eagerly). What's up, C.E.?
a.F. (finally) This is confidential,

Rosetti, (Lowers his voice) Gaumont
British wants to buy the company in-
tact,

rarny. Gaumont British?

¢.F. 'They want all our stars, includ-
ing Happy. Naturally they want him,

He's the sensation of London.

rosETTI. But B.K. turned down three
million. I've been handling that deal
nyself,

c.F. They've raised it. They've just
cabled an offer of five million.

roseTTL They did? Say, that’s mar-
vellous. I'm in on that!

LARRY. Well, you better get me back
from Mascot quick. Gaumont British
wants me. Why, they made me an
offer a year ago, only I was tied up.

a.F. They made no mention of you.
LARRY. What?

c.r. Rosetti, we've got to sign Happy
immediately. Get hold of Susie and
let’s close.
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ROSETTL, You can sign the three of
em for a hundred a week. They're
broke. And they're low. I'm going
right after it. (He starts for door.)

LARRY. Come back here. You're sup
posae& to be my agent! What are you
going to do about me? y

ROSETTL. You're all right where you
are—with Mascot. T'1l call you later

C.F. (Exits.)

LARRY ,(to ¢.F.) My agent! I been dis
trustin’ that guy for years. (Fuits.)

C.F. (Who can balance budget,
pfcks up phone). Miss Crews, yvou
didn’t send those fowers off, did vou?
oo What? . ., But they've left the
hospital. What about the radio? . . .
Well, call them up right away and
caneel it. . . . Who? . .. She’s here?
Send her right in! (He crosses to
greet susie. He is now cordial;
hearty, a thing of beauty and a joy
forever). Well, Susie, I'm delighted
to see vou. You're looking well. 1
must say we've missed you. I hear
the boys are in Vermont,

suste (stands in door). Mr, Law was
going but he missed the plane.

c.F. (taken aback). Well, where are
they?

susie. They're in B.K.'s office, get-
ting the contracts,

¢.¥. Without consulting me?

susie. They said they don’t truet
you, Mr. Friday.

a.¥. Gad! After all T've done for
them!
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susie (seating herself on the couch).
Do you mind if I sit here and do
my homework? I'm way behind and
I don’t want to be left back. I'm
supposed to wait here until they get
B.K/s signature, and then I'm going
to sign.

c.F. I'm going right up to sce B.K.
(MISS CREWS enters.)

miss crews. M. and Mrs. Burnett
have had their coffee and now they
want their contracts.

c.F. What contracts?

miss crEws. The parents of the other
infant.

c.7. What other infant? What other
infant is there except Happy?

miss crews. But what'll T do with
them?

c.¥, Send them away. (Now he sees
nrODNEY looking in through door.

RODNEY has a large box of flowers)
What do you want?

rooney. Here's the check for the
milk—and other odd items.

¢.r. Check.

ropney. I think you'll find it correct.
I verified it at the commissary. And
of course I included a service charge
—and interest at six per cent. The
total is two dollars and eighty-four
cents, Thank you. (Dictograph
buzzes.)

o.F. (into dictograph). Hello—

B.x.'s vorce. Listen, Friday, you
might as well be here. Tm settling
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the Happy contract with Benson and
Law.

c.¥. Yes, B.K. I'm coming right up.
(Phone rings; into phone) What?
. . . I never asked for trumpets in
the first place. I don’t want any
trumpets. I want a period of utter
silence. See that I get it. (Hangs
up. To roowey) You get out!

ropNEyY (firmly). I've something to
say to Mrs. Seabrook. (susie turns
away. Sofily) 1 brought you some
flowers.

c.r. Give her her flowers, and get out.
And don’t let me find you here when
I come back. Miss Crews, I'll be
up in B.Ks office. (He exits.)

ropNEY. I know you don't want to
see me. (Extends flowers) Won't you
take them? (miss cmews exits) I
wrote, you know. I explained every-
!hing.

susie (still not facing him). Happy's
not allowed to have flowers.

ropNEY. Oh, but they're for Happy's
mother—from Happy's father.

susie (turning; aghast). Are you joks
ing about what you did?

ropNEY. I'm not joking. Lord, no. |
mean it. Look here—will you marry
me? (susie stares at him) I've
thought it all out. I owe it to you,
Shall we consider it settled?

suste. Did Mr. Law and Mr. Benson
put you up to this, too?

RrobNEY. Good Lord, no. I haven't
seen them and, what's more, I don't
intend to.
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susik. Then why do you want to
marry me?

RODNEY. | owe it to you.

suste (angrily). That’s no reason.
ropNEY. My visa's expired—I've two
dgys grace. I must get a train this
afterncon. Are you coming with me?
susik. I don’t think you'd make a

very sensible father for Happy. 1

don'’t think so at all,

RODNEY. I'm not at all sensible. I'm
flr1glltf111]y :stupid——impulsivc—emo-
tional—but I'm not really at my best
these days. Most people aren’t when
they're infatuated.

susii. You couldn’t be infatuated
with me!

RODNEY. But I am. Look here, it's
no good debating, My mind’s made
up. I don’t frequently make it up, but
when I do, I stick to the end.

susiB. But you don’t know about
ln)’ Past.

RODNEY. I've heen through all that,
m my mind. Tt doesn’t matter.

suste. But it does. I'm ashamed to
tell you.

ropNEY. Please don't, then.

suste. Happy’s father was a bigamist.
ropNEY. Eh?

susik. He n:arried twice,

RroDNEY. Ie that it?

susie. What did you think?
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RODNEY. It doesn’t really matter.

susik. I didn’t know he was married
before.

RODNEY. But, good Lord, nobody can
blame you.

susik. His wife did.

RODNEY. Naturally,

suste. How was I to know? And it
wasn't his fault, either. He got g
Mexican divorce and he didn’t inow
it wasn’t geod.

RODNEY, Oh!

susie (drawing herself up & la Fair-
fax). So I said to him, “Your duty is
to your first wife." And I ran away.
I didn’t know 1 was going to have
Happy, then.

RoDNLY. [ave you—heard from him?
susie. Oh, no. Of course, he should
have told me in the first place. But

he was infatuated, too, and I didn’t
know any better.

RODNEY. Well, have you divorced
him?

susie, No.

RODNEY. You'll have to clear that
matter up, I think——»immediately.

susik. I can’t clear it up. He's dead.
RODNEY. Oh!

susik. She shot him,

RODNEY. His wife?

SUSIE. Yes,
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popNEY. Good Lord!

susig. 1 hear from her sometimes.

She's awfully sorry.

then,

ropney  (brightly). Well

)
you’re free to marry, aren t you?

susig. Oh, I'm free, but the point is
—do I want to? After all, T don’t
know you very well, and every time
we meet something terrible happens.
I didn’t know Jack very well, either,
and look what happened to him. I've

go to be careful.
nopnEY. But I'm not a bigamist.

susie. Maybe not. You may be some-
thing else.

ropNEy, But the British Consulll
vouch for me. He knows my family.
T haven’t had much of a life, but it's

an open book.

guste. Oh, T believe you. But I can’t
listen to my heart. I've got to listen to
my head.

ropney. Of course, T haven’t much
to offer you. I've just come into a lit-
tle money, and on my thirtieth birth-
day I come into a great deal more. We
can have a fat in London and one
of my aunts is going to leave me a
place in the counfry.

susre. That's in Europe, isn't it?
ropNEY. Yes, of course.

suste. Oh, I couldn’t go to Europe.
ropNEY. But why not?

suste. The boys want to put Happy

BLack in mpictures.
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ropney. I wouldn’t hear of it. That's
no life for a baby. Thoroughly ab-
normal, And, furthermore, I don't
like the California climate. INow in
England we have the four seasons.

susie. You haver

roDNEY (ardently), Summer, win:
ter, spring and fall.

susie (finally). I want to ask you
something.

ropnEY. Certainly.

susig. When I come into a room—
does something happen to you?

rooney. Eh? Of course—very much
S0.

susie (rises and turns away). Well,
T'll think it over.

rooNEY (rises and takes susiE'§
arm). Look here, 1 couldn’t possibly

take no for an answer.

susie. Of course, when you comd
into a room, something happens (0
me, too.

ropNEY. Does it really? (susis nods
He takes her in his arms. They kiss
Door opens and LAW enters with
BENSON. )

Law. Susie, did my eyes deceive mej
Were you kissing an actor?

pENsoN. What's that?

raw (to BENsoN)., An Eng]ish’
actor!

senson. What? Didn’t T tell you—f

sustr. Boys, I've been thinking if
over— '
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sENsoN  (wearily drops down to
piano; Law down to end of couch)
With what?

SUSIE. I'm going to marry Rodney
; ;

ana I'm going to Europe. They've got
the four seasons over there, and

Happy'll be normal.

ropNEY. Well put, my dear.
(c.e. enters.)

susig. So I don’t think I'd better sign
the contract,

RODNEY. Most certainly not!
¢.F. You're not going to sign Happy?

Law. Susie, I've just given up Ver-
mont for a whole year—for you. A
whole year out of my life—because
B.K. begged me to stay and handle
Happy. I've sacrificed a great book—
for what? A paltry fifteen hundred

dollars a week? T didn’t want it!

c.F. If she doesn’t sign, we'll break
that contract with you, Law.

Law. Tty and do it.

susiE. I'm going to Furope with
Rodney.

Law. Do you want to tell Happy he's

out of pictures? Do you want to break
his little heart?

susie, He'll understand.

pENsoN (suddenly). Do you know
who Rodney ise English Jack! Confi-

(]EDCC man.

aw (quickly). Yes! Ship’s gambler,
peity racketeer and heartbreaker.
(rODNEY tries to speak.)

b2kt

BENSON. Served two terms for big:
amy!

susie. Bigamy?
RODNEY, But that’s absurd,

BENsoN (hitierly). T've seen hun
dreds of your kind in Limehouse,

c.5. So have 1!

BENSON (quietly). Listen, C.F., st
off our side! o

RODNEY (to susie). You don't be-
11.eve thIS:, of course. They can’t pos-
sibly believe it themselves.

LAW. Brazening it out, eh? As sure as
God made little green apples—and
He did—you're not coming near
Susie, We'll have you in the can and
out of the country by morning,

BENSON. No sooner said— (Into

phone) Get me the Department of
Justice,

SUSIE (to ropNEY). You see? Some
thing terrible always happens when
Tou come.

Law (fo susie). And you—sign thaf
contract immediately,

RODNEY.'SI‘.C’H do nothing of the
sort, You're not to intimidate her. Do
you hear?

(Door opens and LARRY enters, ac~
companied by middle-aged English

gentleman.)
LARRY. Come on in here, Major.

o.F. What do you want, Larry? I'ny
busy.
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pENsoN (into telephone). Depart-
ment of Justice? I want two of your
best operatives to come down to the
Royal Studios immediately. Report
to Mr. Friday’s office.

suste, Oh, but you can't do that—

varrY (amgrily). Just a minute.
Major Thompson is the representa-
tive here of Gaumont British.

a.7. Oh! I'm sorry. We've been rather
upset. How do you do, Major? I'm
Mr. Friday.

major. How do you do, sir? I won't
be a moment, Mr. Toms suggested I
come down here. He told me you'd
reccived a cable from my home of-
fice.

c.®. Yes—yes—

major. He was rather upset because
his name wasn’t mentioned.

.¥, Yes, yes—

major. I called my home office, and
they assure me they never sent such
a cable.

¢ ¥. What?
Larny. That's what! It was 2 phony!

ropNEY (who has been trying to at-
iract attention for some time). Major!

major. Welll Aren't you— Why,
how do you do? I thought I recog-
nized you. Met up with  your
brother. By the way, 1 saw him a
few weeks ago just before I sailed.
Particularly asked me to lock you

\1P .
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roDNEY. Is my name English Jack?
Am I a ship’s gambler? Have I served

sentences for bigamy?
major. Good Gad, no!
rooNEY. Will you vouch for me?

major (a bore of bores). Vouch for
Puffy Bevan? Delighted! His brother
—splendid chap— I met him furst in
India—he’s a captain in the Cold-
stream Guards. His father is Lord
Severingham. His sister is Lady Beas-
ley—lectures, I believe. Now, let me
see—

raw (interrupting). Did you say—

Lord Severingham?
MAJOR. Yes.

BENSON. 1 beg your pardon, sit—his
father? (He indicates RODNEY.)

MAJOR. Yes.
(BENSON shakes his head in wonder.)

susik. Is your father a lord?

RrODNEY. It doesn’t matter, does it?

susie. If you don't care, I don't care, ‘

major. If I can be of any further ser
vice—

nropnEY. No. [ think we'll sail along
beautifully now. Thanks.

major. Good afternoon. (Shakes
hands with RODNEY.)

c.F. Who sent that cable? That's all
I want to know! Who sent that cablel
(major and LARRY exit) Who per
petrated this hoax? Who's responsic
ble for this outrage? By Gad, I'll
find out! (Exits.)

|
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RO}DNEY (turns to susie). Shall we
go?

susie. Good-bye, boys. Take care of

yourselves.

raw (bows; bitterly), Thank you,
milady.

suste. Don't drink too much.
Law. Thank you, milady.

susie, You were awful good to me.
Yes, they were, Rodney. They were
awful good to me sometimes.

RODNEY. In that case, I don’t mind

shaking hands with you. (Starts
toward LAwW.)

Law (quickly). Don't shake hands.

Tust go. Dissolve—slow fade-out!

BENSON (pantomiming). Shimmer
awayl

nooNEY, Eh? (Shrugs) Well—come,

Susie.

suste (waving a delicate little hand).
Good-bye, boys. (Pause. They exit in

silence.)

Law (tense). I wonder what C.E.s
up to?
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BENSON (struck ull of a heap).The
hell with that. Look at it—it checks!
Cinderella—Prince Chﬂnning—Boy
meets girl. . . . Boy loses girl. .+ .
Boy gets girll Where's your damned
realism now?

(c.k. enters. He looks grimly ai the
buys.)

c.F. (finally) Well—it's a good thing
you boys are not mixed up in this!

(He goes to desk.)
BENSON (slowly). What?

Law  (slowly). What happened,
C.Fr :

c.F. I don't understand it at all. The
cable was sent from London all right,
But B.K. should have known it was
a fake. It was sent collect. (He picks
up phone.)

LAw. Jascha always sends collect.

¢.F. Huh? (Into phone) Miss Crews,
get hold of the Burnett baby im-
mediately. . .. Who? . . . the what
is here? (Puzzled. The answer comes
in the clarion eall of the trimpets,
blaring  their gay, lilting notes
through the windows. Ta-ra-ta-ta-ta-
ta-tata-tata-tatal So much pleasanter

than a factory whistle, don’t yom
think?)

CURTAIN




